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Kelly kept glancing at the bulletin board while the photographer tried to take her and her husband's Christmas card picture. This years picture would not be the best. Her husband, James, had a perpetual scowl on his face ever since the young female photographer had mistakenly called him, Kelly's father. This wasn't that unusual since James was twenty-eight years older then his thirty year old wife.
The message on the bulletin board read, "Naughty Pictures: $69.99 The perfect present for anniversaries, birthdays, or just to say I love you." Kelly was desperate to put a spark back into her marriage. Their tenth anniversary was next month and she thought that some sexy pictures might be just the thing to do the trick.
James had pursued Kelly the moment he saw her at her debutante ball in Boston. He was an unattractive, slightly pudgy man, but he was extremely wealthy and she had agreed to date him. They had married less then a year later and James had taken her virginity on their wedding night. Sex had been uninspiring at first and had gone down hill ever since. Still, she had her needs and found her sex drive was actually growing as she aged, where James could barely manage one erection a month. James' nice five inch penis just flopped limply in her hand almost every time she tried to make him hard. Naughty pictures just might put a little steel into his penis once again.
The problem was that Kelly was embarrassed by her body. She didn't like wearing even a modest one piece bathing suit or skirts shorter then knee length. Boys didn't even notice her until she wore her debutante gown. Then, all their attention made her so nervous she had never worn anything that daring again. She didn't think she could wear anything "naughty" in front of her husband let alone a strange photographer.
They finished up their session and the photographer showed them the pictures on the computer screen. Her husband selected the one that flattered him the best and they left. He was still scowling as they walked out into the downtown Miami mall.
They didn't like going places where commoners hung out and her husband led her straight towards the exit and his waiting mercedes.
They were almost to the exit when Kelly realized she had forgotten her purse. Kelly told her husband she would be right back and she hurried back to the photography studio to retrieve her purse. She grabbed her purse (it was from Saks and she was relieved it was still there) and thanked the photographer. Kelly turned back to the exit and her eyes paused on the bulletin board again. Before she knew it she had walked back over to the photographer. "Excuse me," Kelly said. "I'm curious about the pictures."
"They'll be ready in plenty of time for Christmas," replied the photographer.
"Not them," Kelly said lowering her voice, "the $69.99 special."
"Oh the naughty pictures," said the photographer a little too loudly. "Well for the $69.99 I will go to your home and take sexy pictures of you in various poses and outfits."
"I'm not sure I would be comfortable wearing anything too revealing."
"That's no problem," said the photographer smiling. "We can find something conservative and take it from there. Many wives even like wearing their wedding gowns."
Kelly still wasn't sure she wanted to do this, but James was waiting and she made an appointment anyway. She gave the photographer a day in mid January that she knew James would be away. Kelly could always cancel the appointment later. The photographer wrote the date down on a wall calendar and Kelly left. She was vaguely aware of a young black man holding the door for her and was careful not to look him in the eyes or say anything to him as she hurried back to her impatient husband.
Christmas and New Years came and went. James actually managed to get an erection once in the last month and they made love. Four minutes later, he was fast asleep and Kelly was resisting the urge to touch herself in a sinful way. She didn't sleep at all that night and her frustration finally made up her mind about the naughty pictures. The following night, she dreamed that the pictures had turned James on so much, they made love every night for a week.
--------------------
On the day the photographer was supposed to show up, Kelly got out of bed and took a shower. Her husband had left on business the night before and she was alone in their big house. She got out of the shower and toweled herself dry. Still nude Kelly walked over to the mirror and looked at herself. Even alone she felt exposed and had a desire to cover herself up. She knew she had a figure most women would kill for. She had large breasts with dark nipples that stood out against her pale white skin. Her aureola were small, but her nipples were long and fat. They hardened easily and despite her bulky clothes, men often stared at them. Her waist was narrow, tapering down until her hips flared out again. Her stomach was nice and flat all the way down to her light brown pubic hairs. Her hair was also light brown and reached down to the tops of her breasts.
Kelly smiled at her reflection and checked the corners of her eyes. Still no crow's feet. She still looked exactly like the eighteen year old debutante, James had married. The only weight she had gained was in her breasts.
Still nude, she walked back to the bedroom and rummaged around in the back of her large walk-in closet. She pulled her wedding dress out and looked at it for the first time in ten years. It was a beautiful lacy white dress that left her arms bare and was actually quite daring for her. All her guests had gasped when she had first appeared at her wedding and none of the men had taken their eyes off her all night.
She slipped the dress on over her head, proud that it was still a perfect fit. Her breasts were a little snug though. They looked huge pushed up against the dress's fabric.
Kelly took the dress off and draped it over the chair by her bed. She put on her modest one piece bathing suit and pulled on a sweat shirt and pants over it. She felt exposed until the sweats covered her body. She had a funny feeling in her stomach at the thought of posing for the photographer and she was surprised to realize that half was nervousness, but the other half was excitement.
Kelly checked the time. She still had an hour until the photographer was due to arrive. She went downstairs, knowing it was a little early to start drinking, but she needed something to boost her courage and settle her stomach. She fixed a margarita and then another. She was finishing her second one when the doorbell rang.
Kelly swallowed down the rest of her drink and hurried to the door. She gulped, then pulled the door open. She was surprised to see a young black man standing at her door and even more surprised to see a camera tripod hanging over his shoulder.
"Hello Mrs Johnson," said the black man, "I'm Ike. I'm hear to take your pictures."
Kelly stood there for a second with her mouth open in shock. The young black man didn't look older then eighteen and he was huge. When she had opened the door, she had found herself staring at his chest. "There must be some mistake," Kelly said. "I wasn't expecting you." She vaguely remembered a black man at the photography studio opening the door for her.
"Sue's son took ill and she asked me to fill in for her. Trust me, I'm a great photographer. You'll love the pictures."
"I don't think this would be appropriate."
"You have a problem that I'm black?" he asked.
"No, not that at all," she lied. Already she had said more words to this young man then she had to all the black people she had ever met. "I was expecting a women photographer. I mean, I'm married."
"I understand," he said. "If you want we can cancel, but Sue won't be available for another couple weeks."
This ruined everything, thought Kelly. She needed these pictures by next week. "Alright come on in then," she said opening the door wide. She still didn't know if she could go through with this, but she did know one thing, she'd need another margarita before she'd try.
Kelly gave the photographer a tour of her house and explained that she was looking for some bathing suit shots and then some pictures of her in her wedding dress. The black man said he'd need thirty minutes to set up and she immediately returned to the bar and fixed another margarita and then another. Soon a warm glow was spreading throughout her stomach from the alcohol and she was feeling a little heady.
"Alright Mrs Johnson, all ready to go," the photographer called from the pool.
Kelly finished her drink and stood up. She walked out to pool and saw that he had set up three camera's pointed at the steps leading down into the pool.
"Ok ma'am," he said. "Strip down to your suit and go over to the steps." Ike frowned when she walked over to the small enclosed shower to change. He frowned again when she came out with a towel wrapped around her. "Ready when you are," he said and she dropped the towel. He couldn't believe the lame one-piece suit she was wearing. He had been expecting a bikini, but this thing looked like something women wore in the 1920's. Still, it couldn't hide what had to be the sexiest body he had ever seen on a woman. What looked like huge nipples were poking out the material of her top and her breasts were mouth-watering. "Now slowly walk into the water," he said.
This was the hardest thing she had ever done and she shivered as she slowly walked down the steps of the pool. The black man stayed huddled behind the tripod snapping pictures as she slowly emerged herself up to her thighs.
"Now swim over to me," he said following her progress across the pool with his camera. "Perfect. You look beautiful. Now haul yourself out and sit on the edge of the pool with your feet dangling in the water."
She did as he said and the black man bent down and put his hands on her shoulders adjusting them to his liking, then he threw her hair around one shoulder. It was the first time any man other then James had touched her. She found she didn't really mind. It wasn't like this young black man was a peer of hers or anything and the pose would make a nice picture.
"Nice," he said snapping a few shots. "Now come on out and lay on your side on this cot."
Kelly got out of the pool and almost stumbled as the heat of the day caused all the alcohol to rush to her head. She was grateful to sit back down on her deck cot. She moved the back down so it was flat and she laid down. The photographer kneeled and snapped a few shots then he sighed loudly.
"What's wrong?" she asked.
"Well, I don't want to sound to forward, but that bathing suit looks like something my grandmother would wear. I know these pictures are for your anniversary and if your looking to really excite your husband, you need to wear something a little sexier."
Kelly sighed. The black man was right. She had worn this bathing suit around her husband before and he hadn't paid any attention to her then so why should he now? "Ummm,"
"Ike," he said.
"Yes Ike," she repeated his name. "Your right, but I don't own anything else."
"Your in luck," he replied. "We supply a selection of outfits at no additional cost. Let me go get them."
Kelly watched him run out of the house to his car. She hadn't expected this. She needed more confidence, so she went into the house to make another drink. It was hot, so Kelly thought it would be nice to make whats-his-name a drink too. He came back carrying a couple boxes when she was hall-way through her margarita. She handed him his drink.
"No thanks, I'm underage," he said.
No problem, thought Kelly, I'll drink it.
Go put this on," he said handing her a box.
She peeked inside. The box contained one of the smallest bikini's she had ever seen. "I can't wear this," she said looking at the eye-patched sized cups, "I mean, I can't wear something someone else has worn."
"I can assure you that all our clothes are brand new and have never been worn. They have even been washed several time," lied Ike. He had bought everything yesterday at the Salvation Army for $5. "At least go try it on." Ike saw she was still hesitating and added, "Trust me Mr Johnson. I know my stuff. My pictures have probably saved more marriages then a marriage councilor."
"There's nothing wrong with my marriage," said Kelly as she tucked the box with the bikini under her arm and marched off to the shower to change. The damn black man knew just the right thing to say.
Kelly entered the shower and closed the door. She slid her one-piece off and laid it over the rim of the shower enclosure. She picked up the bikini top and examined it closely. She could barely figure out how to put it on. Finally she figured it out and her shaky fingers managed to tie the sides. The top was about one size too small and it only covered about one third of her breasts. Her damn nipples were rock hard too and they stretched the material out even further. The panties were even more confusing. It was all strings except for one narrow piece of fabric. She decide the fabric was supposed to cover her pubic hair and she stepped into it, tying the sides. Kelly looked down at her body. She couldn't get a good view in the narrow enclosure, but she knew the bikini was way too revealing and she couldn't where it out to the pool. She reached up to grab her one-piece. IT WAS GONE! Kelly frowned and assumed it had fallen over the wall. She stooped and looked under the enclosure, but it was nowhere to be seen. She decided it was a sign that she should go through with this and marshaling her courage she stepped outside the shower.
Kelly immediately noticed her suit lying over the back of a chair drying in the sun. The black man was fiddling with his camera. She assumed her suit had blown down and the photographer had thrown it over the chair to dry. She wasn't surprised to see that he had taken his shirt off since it was an extremely hot day, but she was surprised to see he had the most muscular chest she had ever seen. Kelly hadn't seen so many muscles in one place before and found herself wishing her husband had a quarter of the black man's muscles. She forced her eyes off his chest and up to his face. He was handsome in a brutish way. He had a shaved head, flat nose, and big lips. He was also one of the darkest black men she had ever seen. "What's next?" she asked.
Ike had forced himself not to react when he saw the beautiful women in the bikini walk out of the shower. He felt his big cock stiffen up when he saw her bare ass and her breasts jiggiling in the little g-string. "Well now that your properly attired, I think we should re-do the other poses," he said. "Lets try walking down the steps again.
Kelly felt a cool breeze on her rear and looking back she realized her posterior was bared to the world. One of the strings on the bikini bottoms was sliding up between her cheeks. She was a little surprised to find that the bikini was actually quite comfortable. She found wearing it to be... liberating.
Kelly ran through the same poses she had in the last shoot. The one exception being that the photographer had her duck under the water and took some shots of her bursting out of the pool. She found she enjoyed following his orders He had just finished taking pictures of her lying on her side on the cot, when she heard him yell, "Damn."
"What's wrong?" she asked.
"My shirt just blew in the water. Please keep an eye on me while I fish it out. I can't swim."
Ike walked behind the cot, so that Kelly was facing away from him and he grabbed the pool net off the wall. Now or never, he thought reaching into his shorts pocket for the camera remote. He concealed the remote in his hand and through the net over his shoulder. He hit the remote and snapped some pictures of him walking behind Mrs Johnson.
The black guy walked past her and he began trying to net his shirt from the pool. Kelly kept an eye on him to make sure he didn't fall in. Her eyes kept wandering down his chest and she forced them back up to his face. Staring at the chest of an eighteen year old black man wasn't proper for a thirty year old, white married woman.
Ike took more pictures with the remote as he tried to net his shirt. Hopefully, she was staring at him as he snapped the shots. If he had set up the cameras right, it would look like he was the pool boy and she was the mistress of the house planning on seducing him.
Ike retrieved his shirt and draped it next to her one piece suit. He said, "Ok just a few more and we'll move inside. Do you have any lotion by the way? Your starting to burn."
"You're right," she said. "I'd better go get some. I'm not used to exposing this much skin."
Kelly ran into the house and upstairs. She grabbed her lotion of the bureau in the bedroom and paused when she passed the full length mirror. She looked at herself in shock. The bikini was completely see-thru when wet! She could see her big dark nipples straining against the thin fabric of the top and she could see her pubic hair underneath the thin material of the bikini bottoms. She spun around looking at the nude, white moon of her posterior. She was showing off more of her body in this bikini then even her husband had ever seen. James had never seen her nude in a well-it room. If she had known how revealing this bikini was, she never would have worn it. Oh well, she shrugged, too late now and I do look great, she thought, giggiling. She smiled at her reflection and returned downstairs. Maybe she'd even keep the bikini and wear it around the pool when no one else was home.
Kelly sat down in the cot and laid back as she began rubbing lotion into her arms and legs. The black man kneeled before her with a camera in his hand and started snapping some shots when her hands moved to her chest. "Ummm"
"Ike," he said. This white bitch couldn't even be bothered to remember his name.
"Ike, what are you doing?"
"These will make for some sexy shots. Now rub lotion around the tops of those big breasts."
She didn't like him commenting on her breasts, but her hands moved to obey him. He then had her rub lotion all over her belly as he snapped some more shots. She turned over to do her back.
Here let me help you," said Ike grabbing the bottle of lotion from her hand. He pulled out the remote with one hand as he rubbed lotion onto her back with the other hand he began to take pictures. It would look like the white wife had asked the pool boy to rub lotion on her back. People paid good money to look at this stuff on the internet.
She tensed up when Ike first touched her, but his big black hand felt good on her back and she relaxed a little as he moved down. She jumped again when his hand ran over her left butt cheek and she was about to protest, but by then he was rubbing oil onto her right cheek. His hand moved down to her thigh and it took all her will power not to spread her legs open. The area between her legs felt moist. The alcohol and exposing herself was turning her on and she was disgusted with herself. It was all James' fault though for not taking care of her. He'd better be able to get it up on their anniversary. She wasn't even sure that she could wait a week. "That should be enough," she told Ike. He immediately stopped and walked around before her face.
"Why don't you get on all fours," he said. Ike took some pictures and added, "Now squeeze those big boobs between your arms. Your husband's gonna like this pose." Her breasts looked tremendous hanging down like this and it strained the material of her top so much, it almost looked like she was topless.
"Damn," he said. "Hold the pose. The sun's glaring off your sexy round ass." He grabbed the towel and walked behind her.
Ike stood behind her and pulled his shorts down under his balls, releasing his giant cock. "Hold the pose he said wiping the towel across her ass. He dropped the towel and held his twelve inch cock just over her ass cheeks and took a picture. He quickly pushed his cock down so that it looked like he was getting ready to penetrate her and took a few more. He could always airbrush out the bikini strings. "Wait it's still glaring," he said picking the towel back up and wiping her ass. "Hold the pose." He grabbed the base of his big cock and squeezed. Ike bent over and stuck his tongue just above her cheeks so that it looked like he was getting ready to tongue her ass-hole and took some more pictures. He then stood back up straight. He was still squeezing his cock and it had swollen even bigger from the blood filling it. He held his cock above her ass and posed so that it looked like he was about to cum.



"Hold the pose," he said trying to stuff his cock back into his shorts. He walked around in front of her again and got behind a tripod. "Hold, hold," he said snapping some pictures, "and were done."
Kelly sighed with relief and stretched. "What's next?" she asked.
"We move up to the bedroom. How much time do you need to dry your hair and get ready?"
"Around a half an hour," she replied.
"Good," he said. "I'll need that much time to set up the cameras upstairs and if you'll show me your computer, I'll show you what the pictures are going to look like when we're done." Mrs Johnson showed him the computer and he quickly worked to email himself all the dirty pictures. Then Ike went down to his car to get the other camera. This one was connected to a video camera.
--------------------
Ike whistled at her when she walked out of the bathroom wearing her wedding dress. "You make a beautiful bride Mrs Johnson," he said. Kelly blushed. Ike had a way of making her feel special, sexy even. She looked around the room. He had set up a series of cameras all pointed at her luxurious canopied bed. She sat down on the bed and he snapped a few pictures from various angles.
"lie down and pretend your asleep," said Ike getting some close ups. He noticed a lacy white sleeping blindfold laing on the nightstand by the bed. "Here put this on," he said snatching it up.
Kelly put the mask on and laid back down pretending to be asleep. She heard the camera going off just over her head as the photographer took some close-ups. Little did she know that his massive black cock was trembling in the air just inches over her face.
Ike was fucking proud of his big fat cock and it looked even bigger through the camera lens. "Yawn Mrs Johnson like your just waking up," he said pushing the head of his cock dangerously close to her lips when she did. This caption would be: the virgin bride while wailing for her husband doesn't suspect there's an intruder in her room.
"Keep the mask on, but sit up on the bed," he said taking pictures of his cock outlined against her face from various angles. In one pose he stood before the camera/ video arrangement and flexed his ass so that it would look like he was coming in her mouth. Finally, Ike finished and stuffed his cock back into his shorts. "You can take the mask off now."
Kelly did and smiled at him. She was really starting to enjoy modeling for Ike. "Put this on," he said handing her another white box.. She looked inside and saw a lacy white lingerie ensemble. It was beautiful and matched her wedding dress.
Kelly fell in love with the lingerie the moment she saw it. She quickly ran to the bathroom to put it on. It was sexy, but not as revealing as the bikini. It consisted of white nylons and a garter belt. The bra and panties were lacy, white and teased the viewer with a hint of nipple and pubic hair underneath. The only strange thing was that the panties had no crotch and she thought it was an ingenious idea for going to the bathroom. She couldn't believe how sensual it made her feel when she finished putting it on. She'd ask to keep this outfit too.
"Put the wedding dress back on over it," called Ike from the bedroom.
Kelly frowned. She didn't want to cover back up. She could wear this outfit forever, but she obeyed him and put the dress back on. She immediately felt smothered by the dress.
Kelly was relieved when Ike said that he wanted some shots of her undressing and she liked the idea. He posed her in front of the big camera and she slowly stripped for him. He helped her unzip the back and she slowly pulled the gown down until her bra covered breasts were revealed. Then she pulled it down further over her thin waist until her sexy stomach was revealed and the dress was pulled down to her hips. She kept the train on her head. He took a lot of shots of her topless like that and then told her to pull the dress all the way off. She obeyed him smiling and posing for the camera as she stripped down to the lingerie.
"I bet your husband doesn't even know what a sexy wife he has," said Ike pulling her dress out of the way. Now lay down on the bed on your back.
Kelly wasn't doing this for her husband any more. She was doing this for herself. It made her feel special as she laid down on the bed. Ike bent over and parted her legs slightly and bent one of her knees up. He then kneeled at the foot of the bed and took some pictures of her body lying down.
Ike's cock was starting to hurt as he looked at her pussy slit revealed by the crotchless panties. He snapped some pictures of her pussy and grinned when he noticed it was glistening with moisture. "Put the mask back on and pretend your asleep," he said already pulling his cock back out as she covered her eyes. He took a lot of pictures of his dark cock superimposed over her white body and for a finale he pulled her legs apart and took several pictures of his twelve inch dick pointing right at her open pussy.
Kelly felt cold air on her crotch and realized she was showing off her vagina. She quickly squeezed her legs closed and pulled off the mask. Ike was fiddling with a camera again and hadn't even noticed. She breathed a sigh of relief.
"Now lean forward and let one of your bra straps hang down," he said turning back to her with a camera in hand.
Kelly compiled and the bra strap fell down far enough that her breast popped out. She raised her hand to pull her bra back up.
"Stop," said Ike practically drooling at the sight of her fat, inch long nipple. "Lets show your husband that big nipple."
Kelly willingly complied with his order. Her nipples were rock hard and they were rubbing against the lacy material of the bra, irritating her.
"Spread your fingers over those beautiful boobs so that your nipple is between your fingers." Ike watched Kelly comply. "Your husband is going to love these picures. Now show him your other tit." Ike watched her remove the entire bra, exposing her nipples to the air. Never had he dreamed she would willingly go this far.
"How wild are you wiling to get?" Ike asked her.
"I'm not ready to quit yet," she replied.
"Bring one of your nipples up to your mouth," he said grinning as she did it. "Now lick one of your nipples." He ran behind the video and zoomed in on her upper body. Kelly hesitated and then kissed her own nipple.
"You've got to be the sexiest woman I've ever seen," Ike said.
"Do you really think I'm sexy?" she asked.
"Fuck yeah," he said pointing at his crotch, "Look what you're doing to me.
Kelly frowned at his language and looked down at his shorts. They bulged out obscenely. It looked like he had stuffed a baseball bat and two baseballs under his shorts. "What do you mean?" she asked.
"Look how hard my cock is," he replied.
"That can't be real."
"Trust me it's real, real huge."
"I don't believe you," she said staring at his crotch.
"I'll prove it," he said pulling his shorts down before she could protest. He held his cock a foot away from her face as he pressed the remote like crazy, capturing all the fear, awe, and disbelief written on her face.
"I don't believe it," she said staring in awe at his fat black monstrosity. It was a foot long and as thick as her wrist. The head was as big as a plum and his balls actually were as big as baseballs. His testicles hung down almost halfway to his knees. His penis was frightening.
"You can touch it if you want to, but hurry we have to finish up."
Kelly couldn't stop her hands from reaching out to touch his massive penis. She cupped his balls with one hand surprised at their weight. She squeezed the head of his cock and watched a drop of liquid ooze out of the tip. The drop of liquid was almost as much as one of her husband's orgasms. She was wrong, his penis wasn't frightening, it was magnificent.
"I don't see what the big deal is," said Ike snapping away on the remote.
"Your gigantic. I didn't know penises got this big."
"Who me?" he asked. "I'm a little bigger then average," he said knowing full well that no man he had ever met even came close to him in size.
"But your almost three times as big as my husband," she said suddenly feeling cheated. It wasn't even the size of Ike's black penis that had her feeling jealous, it was how hard it got. She had to squeeze her husband's little penis tight just to get it hard enough to fit in her vagina. Ike's penis was as hard as a baseball bat.
"You poor thing," he said stroking her hair. "You really don't know how good sex can be until you've had a big fat cock in your pussy. I'm surprised you even feel your husband's penis when he's in you. Tell you what, suck on it and maybe I'll let you fuck me."
Kelly was so used to following Ike's orders that she was leaning forward with her mouth open when she came to her senses.
Kelly reared back away from Ike's monster penis. She had been so entranced by it, that she hadn't paid too much attention to what he was saying. She had actually been about to put a man's penis in her mouth. She'd never do that, not even with her husband. "I think we should quit now," said Kelly. She held her arm across her breasts. She was suddenly a little frightened of the photographer. She watched as Ike- with great difficulty- stuffed his penis back into his shorts and she breathed a sigh of relief when it was gone, but she also felt a deep sense of loss, knowing that she would never see it again.
"Sorry Mrs Johnson," he said. "I'll just go bring up the pictures on the computer and you can pick out which ones you want to show your husband. Give me about fifteen minutes."
Kelly's stomach was fluttering when she went into the bathroom and threw a robe on over he white lingerie. Her hands were shaking and she was completely disgusted with herself. Something deep inside her had wanted to put the young black man's penis in her mouth. She was mad at herself for drinking too much and getting carried away, but mostly she was mad at her husband. If Ike's penis was slightly above average, then her husband's penis must be a pygmy or something. James had money and power, but compared to Ike, he wasn't even half a man. She knew one thing though, the image of that big black penis would forever be imprinted on her brain.
"You can go look at the pictures now," said Ike returning from the den. "They're even better then I'd hoped. I think we should show all of them to your husband.
Well they better be good enough to give my worthless husband at least one erection on our anniversary, thought Kelly as she headed out of the room to her computer system.
James reloaded the camera's and changed the video tape. He then walked over to the snobby bitches bed and hid the camera remote under the pillows. He pulled his shorts and shoes off. He then laid down on the big white bed completely nude and waited for the star of his show. Well, the best supporting actress maybe, the star was between his legs.
Kelly sat down before the computer and looked at the pictures. She felt bile rise in her throat when she saw the pictures. The screen was filled with pornography. There was a giant black penis-just like Ike's- poised behind some sluts rear end. What kind of a pervert had she let into her house. Kelly was reaching for the phone to call the police when she saw the next picture.
Her scream of horror echoed through the big mansion when she saw Ike's big penis pointing down at her open mouth as she laid on the bed with the mask on. Kelly screamed again, a little less loudly, and started to cry. She erased the pictures and tried to stand, but her legs wouldn't hold her weight. What had she gotten herself into?
Fifteen minutes later, she slowly walked into her bedroom like a zombie. Ike's perfect black body stood out against the white background of her bed. He was lying nude on her bed grinning at her, his hands behind his head. His giant penis was still hard and his testicles were so large they were splayed out on the bedspread. "What kind of a monster are you?"
"I'm just a man who saw a woman he had to fuck," replied Ike.
"What do you want from me?"
"Isn't it obvious," he said holding his cock out so that it proudly rose into the sky.
"But I'm married."
"Not after your husband sees these pictures. If you give me your body for the rest of the day, you can have the cd-rom with the pictures," he said waving the cd-rom over his head.
She really didn't have much choice. If he showed her husband the pictures. He would divorce her, her parents would disown her, she'd lose all her friends, and the worst thing of all, she'd be destitute. "What do you want me to do?" she asked thinking of ways to snatch the cd-rom from him.
"Suck my cock."
Kelly nodded. She had never done this before, but if she could get him off, he'd be done with her and leave. This ordeal could all be over in five minutes. "Promise me you won't orgasm in my mouth."
"You're in no position to make any demands slut," he said, "but I promise."
Kelly kneeled on the bed between his legs and wrapped her hand around the thick shaft near the base of his penis. She looked at his black penis with it's dark blood-engorged head. She had no idea where to start. She finally decided to lick it like a lollipop and then suck on it.
Ike looked over at the video camera and winked. He had angled it to capture all the action on the bed. He had also zoomed one camera in on his crotch to get close-ups of the action. His hand was busy pressing the remote under the pillow.
Kelly stuck her tongue out and tasted a penis for the first time. She licked around the head and decided it really wasn't that bad. She stretched her mouth open wide around the head and she decided it needed more lubrication, so she started licking again.
"Suck on my balls slut," he ordered.
Kelly had no choice but to obey. She let his cock plop back against his stomach and she bent down further to kiss his balls. She tried to suck them into her mouth, but they really were almost the size of baseballs.
"Enough slut," he barked, "now suck on that big black cock," Ike said partly for the video, partly because he liked ordering the snotty white bitch around.
Kelly automatically leaped to obey his command. Much to her disgust her body was responding to what she was doing. She was still topless underneath the robe and her nipples were hard and rubbing against the underside of the fabric. The area between her legs was gushing and fluid was running down her thighs through the crotchless panties.
Ike watched her head bobbing up and down several inches of his dick and said, "You enjoying your first taste of black cock slut?"
Damn him, but in a way she was. It was challenging to see how much of this monster she could take. She decided to separate Ike's "cock" from her husband's penis. She had never sucked on another man's penis or been unfaithful to her husband. She was being blackmailed to suck on a cock and as it was so different from a penis, it shouldn't count as infidelity. Besides, oral sex wasn't cheating and if she could just make him orgasm, it would be all over.
Kelly started sucking hard and fast to get this over with. She considered every inch a challenge and she had managed to swallow about eight inches in twenty minutes. Her jaw was sore as she pulled her mouth off and asked, "Aren't you close yet?"
"Not yet slut."
Kelly couldn't believe he had this kind of stamina. She must suck at this so bad that he didn't feel anything. She redoubled her efforts pushing more of his cock down her throat and stroking the remaining three inches with her hand.
She sucked on his cock for another twenty minutes, resting every couple of sucks, but continuing to lick around the head as she caught her breath. She went down on him again and had ten inches down her throat when she found herself gagging and she tried to suppress it. It felt like his cock was swelling even bigger.
Kelly's free hand slid under his big, heavy balls and cupped them. His balls were moving back and forth, tightening up and pumping. She realized he was about to orgasm.
Kelly had seven inches in her mouth and was sliding the rest out when she felt him orgasm. At first she felt nothing, but his cock jerked and she could swear she felt the pee-slit opening in her throat. Next, a big wad of hot sperm struck the walls of her throat and slid into her belly. Sperm continued to explode from the end as the cock left her throat and slid into her mouth. Ike's black snake continued to spit it's venom so fast that her mouth filled with sperm and she was forced to swallow in order to breath. It filled again and she pulled her mouth off the tip of his cock and swallowed again, sperm dribbling down her chin.
Sperm continued to fly from the end of his cock, covering her face with his semen and not knowing what else to do, she clamped her mouth back over the tip. She was surprised that it didn't taste all that bad, good even, but the sheer amount was overwhelming. Her belly was filling so fast, she wouldn't have room for dinner. Ike's first wad had been more then her husband orgasmed in a years time and she could still feel his balls pumping sperm.
His orgasm probably lasted over a minute, but Kelly had lost all sense of time. Still, she felt triumphant at making Ike's cock explode and she wished she could try this on her husband, but she wouldn't dare even suggest it. "Can I please have the cd-rom now?" she asked after reluctantly taking her mouth off his cock.
"Bitch we ain't even begun yet."
What the hell is he talking about? she thought, watching him stand up off the bed. He shouldn't be able to get another erection for at least a month. He stood before her and she gasped as he ripped off her robe. Kelly stood before him wearing only her white nylons, garter belt, and the crotchless panties. She felt something poking her in her belly button and she looked down and was horrified to see his cock was still hard and fat. It had only shrunken a couple of inches.
"Bitch, you ever had your pussy eaten before?"
"No," she replied. not quite sure what he was talking about, but her eyes opening wide as she took a guess.
She yelped when Ike pushed her back over the bed on her back and his hulking body kneeled between her legs.
Kelly's legs were spread open and she tried to close them, but Ike easily held them apart. She realized he was getting a view of her vagina that only her gynocologist had before. She shuddered as she thought of how unpleasant visits to her gynocologist were. Why would anyone want to do this? What kind of sick pleasure would Ike get from probing her vagina like a gynocologist?
That was it, she thought,she would just have to behave like she did on visits to the gynocologist's office and think about something else. The cd-rom was laying next to the bed. If she could get away from. Then she had a real scary thought. He lied about coming in her mouth, maybe he was lying about giving her the cd-rom? Kelly's train of thought was interrupted when something touched the area between her legs and her body spasmed. Ike had caught her off guard. Now where was I, she thought. Yes, if I could grab the cd-rom, I could lock myself in a room and call the...
Her body spasmed again. She couldn't help it, and she concentrated on what he was doing for a second. Ike's tongue was gently poking between her labia. As she wandered what he was doing, his tongue licked up her labia and her body spasmed again. Her nerve endings were tingling and she realized this wasn't invasive like a trip to the gynocologist. This felt good.
Ike started licking his tongue up and down her vagina and Kelly found her crotch rising and lowering along with his tongue. He paused for a minute and held his head away from her spread legs. Kelly desperately wanted him to go back to what he was doing.



Ike held his head back so that the video would get a good picture of her pretty little pussy spread open for him. He had moved the remote under the bed and continued to take the occasional picture.
Ike returned his head between her thighs. She wrapped her long legs around his head and locked her ankles, so that he couldn't back away again. Soon he was licking up and down her labia again and she was pushing down with her legs trying to get more of his tongue into her. He changed his tactics and licked back and forth across her labia and her body spasmed again.
Kelly looked down between her breasts and found Ike was staring back up at her. She felt him grin against her vagina and then he was licking up her labia again. This time his tongue flicked her clit and she found herself humping his tongue. Her stomach was undulating up and down and she was moaning. His tongue swirled once around her clit and she writhed in ecstasy. She felt something building up in her womb and the intensity of it frightened her. Then it was gone.
Ike had pulled his mouth off her pussy and he smiled at the expression of horror on her face. "What's wrong?" he asked.
"N-nothing," she replied. "Why did you stop." Her vagina was screaming for more, but she was too proud to beg.
"I thought I'd quit now," he said hearing her squeal in terror. "What's wrong, slut? Not ready for me to quit. Ask and you shall receive."
"Don't stop licking me."
"What's the magic word?" he asked grinning.
"Please lick me," she said squirming.
"Beg me to eat your pussy."
"Please eat my pus- please eat my pussy," She said, then sighed when his tongue returned to her pussy. What was happening to her? She was begging a black man to eat her pussy. She smiled. Just like there was a difference between a cock and a penis, there were two things between her legs. Her vagina and her pussy. Her vagina was for her husband, but her pussy liked being licked even if it was by a young black man who was blackmailing her. The strange feeling in her womb had returned. It felt charged like the atmosphere did just before a storm broke. Ike's tongue was licking circles around her clit and her pelvis was thrusting into his face like crazy. The storm broke.
Her pussy spasmed and it felt like a series of firecrackers went off deep in her belly. Kelly wanted to scream, but only a squeal of pleasure escaped her lips. Her eyes rolled up in her head and her body tensed up, then it collapsed back onto the bed.
She had orgasmed. Kelly thought that she had orgasmed once with James, but she was wrong. This was her first. Never had her body felt such pleasure, but instead of feeling happy, she felt horrible. This young black bastard had humiliated her. He had given her something her husband never had and never could. She started to cry.
Kelly thought he would leave now that he had humiliated her, but instead she felt something poking at her pussy and sliding into her. He was sticking his giant black cock into her and something deep inside her wanted to know what it felt like to have something so big in her pussy. Could his cock make her orgasm also?
Strangely his cock didn't feel any bigger then her husband's penis. She looked down her body and saw that he had only violated her with his beefy index finger. When his finger was buried in her pussy, he quickly withdrew it and stuck two fingers into her, then he started licking her clit again.
His fingers started sliding up the top of the inside of her pussy and he started moving them in little circles. Soon her body was humping up and down again and another orgasm came and another and another.
The black bastard had opened a flood gate and a series of orgasms rocked her body causing her to writhe in pleasure. Her clit was distended and Ike clamped it between his lips sucking on it. Kelly had the biggest orgasm yet and she saw stars.
When she recovered he was lying next to her on the bed, running one big, calloussed hand over her belly and breasts. Kelly rolled over and reached down for the precious cd-rom. Ike's large black hand quickly shot out and grabbed hold of her arm. "Not so fast," he said. "You get it when I get you."
Kelly looked longingly down at the cd-rom lying on the floor. She sighed and looked over at her blackmailer. He was holding his cock up so that it pointed up at the canopy over the bed. "There's no way I'm going to be able to fit that big thing in my pussy," she said eyeing his cock with trepidation.
"Bitch, your going to fit every inch of this big mother in your little white pussy or your husbands going to be looking at naughty pictures of you on his computer.
Kelly couldn't bring herself to move and just laid next to him until Ike rolled over and pulled her on top of him. She found herself lying on top of his hard body, her breasts mashed into his chest, his massive cock leaving an indentation in her belly.
Kelly had never had sex outside of the missionary position and wasn't exactly sure how to begin. She decided to sit up and kneel over his crotch. She shivered as she felt his hard cock rubbing along her pussy. Kelly began sliding her pussy up and down the length of his cock and despite herself, she let out a soft moan.
Kelly only had one option. She may have sucked at giving a blow job so much that Ike had lasted forever. However, she was good at sex and her husband rarely lasted longer then five minutes. If she could get him off quickly, she might be able to get out of taking all twelve inches in her pussy. Like her husband, Ike would probably fall asleep immediately after he orgasmed and she could grab the cd-rom.
"Just don't cum in my pussy," said Kelly.
"I promise," Ike replied.
Kelly smirked. She knew better then to trust him again. She would have to stay alert. When his cock swelled and when his balls started tightening up, he would be close and she could jump off him.
Kelly slid her pussy back over his balls, grabbed his cock, and held it up. She simply couldn't believe how long it was. She couldn't get it in by kneeling, she would have to squat. Kelly got up off her knees and squatted over the fat head of his cock. She closed her eyes and slowly lowered herself.
It was so different then being with her husband. She had to squeeze James' little penis just to make it hard enough to fit in her vagina. Ike's cock was so hard and unyielding that it didn't need any help finding it's way inside her pussy. She felt the tip of his cock poking at her labia and her lips started stretching out around it.
Kelly lowered herself some more and found she was breathing heavy with exertion. She had less then an inch in and already her pussy was having trouble stretching out to accommodate him. She sighed with relief when her labia closed over the base of the head. Just under the crown, Ike's cock was it's thickest and she felt a little pain as she stretched out to fit more of his cock inside her. Luckily, her pussy seemed to be helping her. It was constantly lubricating the three inches of cock inside her making it slide in and out easier.
Kelly was disgusted with herself because her body was starting to enjoy his cock. It was such a tight fit, that every single nerve ending in her pussy was rubbing against his cock sending waves of pleasure up to her brain and as she pushed another inch in, the pleasure increased. He had penetrated her with five inches when she felt an orgasm building. This was all James could give her, but Ike was three times as thick as her husband and it made a huge difference. Kelly decided she didn't want the opportunity to experience one more inch pass her by, so she lowered herself some more, crying out in orgasm as half his cock forced it's way into her body.
When she recovered, she decided it was time to get him off. She started squatting rapidly up and down the six inches of his cock, hoping he couldn't hold out more then a few minutes and then her ordeal would be over.
After three minutes, she felt another orgasm building. Strangely, her pussy was spasming inward around his cock like it was trying to pull more in and she gave in, pushing seven inches in. She came.
She came again when she decided that there wouldn't be any harm in taking another inch. She had been squatting up and down over his cock for a good fifteen minutes now and he was still showing no signs of nearing orgasm. She was starting to get frustrated. Her legs were hurting from the exertion and she didn't know how much longer she could ride him. A part of her wanted his big cock inside her forever as long as it made her cum.
Ike sensed she was tiring. He reached out his hands between her legs and around his cock, cupping her ass cheeks. He tensed his muscles up and started lifting her up and down his cock. He heard her sigh when the strain was taken off her legs and she relaxed letting him do all the work. She weighed nothing to him and he easily raised her up and down eight inches of his cock. She started flailing after a couple minutes and she came again as he forced her down onto another inch. He watched her juices running down the three inches of his cock not buried in her pussy until they reached his pubic hair. Ike started lifting her up and down his cock as rapidly as he could. He tried to get more in, but it wouldn't budge past nine inches. Ike raised her up until just the tip of his cock head was touching the entrance to her pussy and he let go.
Kelly felt a big orgasm coming as Ike lifted her up and down two thirds of his cock. He held her up so that just the tip was in her pussy and she squirmed around wanting to cum again, wanting more of his cock in her. She got her wish. Kelly saw Ike jerk his hands back, and suddenly there was no support. She seemed to hover on the tip of his cock for a second and then it was thrusting back into her as gravity pulled her down.
Kelly felt herself being impaled by Ike's big cock and it triggered her orgasm. She cried out in pleasure at first and then she screamed in pain as Ike's entire cock was forced into her. She tried to get it out of her, but Ike grabbed her hips and held her still. After a couple seconds she quit struggling. It felt like she had lost her virginity all over again and in a way she had. Her husband didn't even come close to filling her like Ike could. She knew things would never be the same with James from then on. Her pussy was so stretched out that a little penis like her husband's would never be able to satisfy her and now that she had orgasmed, she wasn't about to give them up now. Kelly just sat there impaled by his cock for several minutes as the pain slowly faded. Her pussy was working furiously to lubricate the invader and soon she was moving her crotch around in little circles feeling every square inch of the massive black cock in her pussy.
Ike sat upwards and started licking around her nipples. She came again when his teeth gently clamped over one of her sensitive nipples. She felt his strong hands wrap around her ass again and then he rolled her over.
Kelly found herself completely engulfed by the black man's large torso. The only exposed part of her body were her long legs wrapped around his thighs. She felt Ike start to slowly slide his cock in and out for a few minutes and then the fucking started.
Her pitiful attempt to ride him had just been foreplay compared to the fucking Ike was starting to give her now. His tempo was increasing until he was repeatedly slamming his entire cock into her pussy with a speed that would have gotten her husband off in three strokes.
She started writhing beneath him and her hips were rising to match his thrusts. She was cumming constantly and she moved her head up to kiss his chest as a gesture of submission. She felt completely helpless and dominated by both the size of his body and the size of his cock. She loved every minute of it.
Kelly reached out from under him and squeezed his ass with her hands. He had fucked her hard for twenty minutes and she had lost count of the number of orgasms he had given her. She felt his ass tighten up and she knew he was getting close. "Cum in my pussy," she cried, but it was muffled by his chest.
Kelly felt Ike's cock swelling up and she felt another orgasm building in her womb at the thought him cumming in her pussy. Ike pulled back and then thrust forward and she heard him bellow like a bull. His cock jerked and then she screamed in orgasm as his sperm started spraying the deepest recesses of her pussy. She could feel his big balls pumping against her thighs and they just continued shooting sperm up his cock and into her pussy. They must produce enough sperm for twenty men, she thought, suddenly craving to taste him again. Kelly came again and she felt herself giving in to the pleasure. She passed out.
Ike loved his first taste of white pussy and he didn't want to pull his cock out, but he noticed she was asleep and didn't want to miss this opportunity. He yanked his cock out, hearing a big sucking sound as it left her sperm filled pussy. His cock was still trickling sperm, so he squeezed the rest out onto her belly, just above the garter. He got off the bed and ran over to check on the camera's.
The video still had plenty of time, so he just grabbed a camera and started taking pictures of her pussy. The first pictures he had taken of her pussy earlier had shown a pretty, well-trimmed, pure, little white pussy. Now it was a gaping sperm filled hole. Her thighs were red and there were even rips around the hole in the crotchless panties. These would make great before and after pictures, he thought smiling. He snatched some shots of his sperm sliding into her belly button as it liquified and some more pictures of the contented look on her face as she slept.
Kelly woke up and stretched. She felt incredible. Her whole body felt tired and sore, but she also felt satisfied and fulfilled. She looked over at Ike lying next to her on the bed and her eyes ran over his incredible body. This black punk could make her feel more like a woman then her rich husband. Life wasn't fair.
Kelly remembered why she had fucked him in the first place and she tried not to panic as she looked around for the disk. It was where he had left it, on the floor by the bed, and she grabbed it and shoved it under the mattress.
She rolled over and looked at Ike again. Kelly couldn't help herself and she ran her hand over his muscular chest feeling the hard ridges of his muscles. She moved her hand on down to his abs, marvelling at how better his flat, muscular stomach was compared to her husband's paunchy, pale white one. She remembered what it felt like to be crushed beneath Ike's incredible body and she found herself becoming aroused again. Her hand ran down to his cock and caressed it.
Ike's cock was the smallest she'd seen it yet. It was about seven inches long and only slightly fatter then her husband's. Still it was impressive. She gently touched the tip and she began tugging on it. It quickly swelled again and she wrapped her fingers around it and started stroking the shaft.
Ike woke up to see her blonde head moving down to his cock. He watched her kiss the tip and then she took him in her mouth again, willingly this time.
Kelly bobbed her head up and down his shaft for a few minutes before she had to stop. "Sorry my jaw is sore," she said moving her chin around to loosen it up.
"Then I'll just have to fuck you again," said Ike sitting up. Kelly cooed and laid back spreading her legs for him. Ike pushed her over on her stomach and said, "Get on all fours so I can fuck you like the slut-bitch you are."
Kelly got up on her hands and knees. This position excited her and she desperately wanted to feel his big cock pounding into her from behind. There was so much he could teach her about sex. Her heart was pounding as he kneeled behind her and pointed his cock at her pussy.
Kelly jumped when his cock touched her labia. "Ow, I'm so sore," she moaned.
Ike tried to be gentle, but she kept crying out every time he tried to push his cock in. "Bitch you going to be sorry you made me hard again," he said getting off the bed, "Don't move."
Ike walked over to the bathroom and grabbed her sun tan lotion off the counter. Mrs Johnson had obediently remained in the doggy position. Seeing she wasn't looking, he grabbed his camera off the ground for some closeups.
Kelly didn't know what he was going to do, but she was happy to know he hadn't given up on her. She felt is hand on the her ass cheek and she jumped as cold fluid splattered in her crack and ran down over her ass-hole. She smelled coconuts.
Ike zoomed in on her tight, little rectum and snapped a picture. "Bitch, I'm going to fuck your ass," he said to cover up the sound of the camera. "Any objections?"
Kelly knew that it would be painful, but she didn't care anymore as long as she pleased him. "No," she said "you can fuck me anywhere. My body belongs to you now."
Ike winked at the video camera. He couldn't have written a better script for this porno. He took the tip of his index finger and started massaging the lotion around her rectum, watching it slowly open up as he pushed his finger in deeper and deeper.
Kelly shuddered and moaned. Ike was patient and he was taking it slow enough that there was no pain. He removed his finger and she felt him holding her sphincter open as he poured more lotion down her hole. She cried out in pain as he pushed two fingers in, but she quickly recovered. It hurt even worse when he pushed three fingers in. She felt his fingers pull out after they had loosened her up and she knew what was coming next.
Ike ran his lotion covered hand along his cock and rested it between her cheeks. "You one sexy bitch," he said while taking a picture." He moved his cock back so that the tip was pointing at her ass-hole and said, "Here it comes," as he took another picture. Ike set the camera beside him. This was a two handed job and he pushed down on his cock watching her reluctantly open wide for him.
He stopped with just the head in and took some more pictures. She couldn't hear the camera as she was too busy sobbing. Ike let her get used to it a little and then pushed the thick part underneath the head of his cock in.
Kelly's eyes opened wide. Never had she known such pain. It felt like she was being ripped in two, but it didn't matter to her, she wanted him to fuck her ass. She wanted to feel him cumming again. Ike was merciful and stopped pushing his cock in at seven inches. Kelly felt the pain fading and said, "Fuck my ass Ike," and he did.
She didn't think that she would like it, but she did. Kelly laid down on her arms and buried her head in the pillow as Ike fucked her upthrust ass. She could feel his giant balls slapping against her abused thighs. He fucked her for thirty minutes before his cock exploded in her ass.
Ike took some closeups of his sperm covered cock sliding out of her ass. He zoomed the camera in on her rectum. It was now a gaping hole and as it closed a little, his sperm started bubbling up and pouring down her crack. It stopped closing and it remained a hole the size of a quarter. Ike took a last few shots and looked around for his shorts.
Kelly heard him gathering up his things and she remained on the bed with her ass up as he left. As she slowly drifted off to sleep, she found herself wishing that he still had something on her to force her to have sex with him again. Anyway, maybe she would call the photographer and request Ike for some valentine's day pictures next month.
--------------------
Kelly got up late the next morning and made her way downstairs. She made herself some coffee and winced as she sat down in the chair. She still had some hours to herself before her husband returned from his trip. Her husband, what a loser. He would never be able to satisfy her now and she didn't know if she could live without cumming again.



Her thoughts were interrupted by the door bell ringing. Kelly set her coffee down and answered the door.
"Hi I'm here for the photo-shoot." It was the female photographer from last month.
"There must be some mistake," replied Kelly smiling as she thought of Ike, "Your man came by yesterday and took the pictures."
"I don't think so," said the photographer. "I'm the only one at the studio and even if we did have a man working for us, I would never send him on a "naughty pictures" shoot."
"But I remember a black guy in the studio the last time," said Kelly the smile quickly leaving her face."
"The only black guy I know of that would be in my studio, would be Troy. He's a janitor for the mall."
Kelly was shocked. Who the hell had fucked her yesterday. It certainly couldn't have been a mere low-class janitor and if Ike wasn't a professional photographer, who was he?
--------------------
A month earlier. Troy wanted her the minute he saw her getting her picture taken with her father. He was surprised to find the old man was the sexy white bitches' husband. What a waste, he thought. He tried to catch her eye as the couple left, but she wouldn't even look his way. He went back to emptying the trash cans
He smiled at her, again to no avail when she returned to the store for her purse. Troy's eyes lit up when the photographer mentioned the naughty pictures. He could just picture the white bitch dressing up for him in lingerie and a skimpy bikini. His cock started stiffening up in his pants. He watched the photographer write the woman's information on her calendar and then the women left. Troy held the door for her as she walked out. He could see what looked like large nipples poking out under her bulky top. He nodded at her, but it was like he didn't even exist. He hated that.
Troy picked up his broom and swept over towards the calendar. A nasty idea was forming in his head. His uncle owned a pawn shop and he could always borrow some camera equipment from the shop. The photographer excused herself and Troy walked over to her calendar and changed the date on it after copying the information down. He didn't know anything about photography, but he had a month to learn.
--------------------
One week later. Kelly would die if anyone she knew saw her here. Not that they would recognize her. Her light brown hair was tucked up under a baseball cap and she was wearing dark sunglasses. She was now a golden tan from laying out in the skimpy bikini and was no longer the pale white woman she had been a week ago. Kelly had driven an hour into downtown Miami to find this particular type of store. She was nervous as she walked over to the dildos and vibrators hanging on the wall. Most were too small to satisfy her now. Her wimp husband had gotten an erection on their anniversary last night and she hadn't felt a thing as he entered her. She desperately needed to cum again.
She saw a big penis shaped dildo and was reaching for it when her hand stopped. A giant fourteen inch black one was just above it. Her eyes lit up as she reached for her prize. She grabbed it and headed for the counter.
Kelly's face turned red when she saw the large black man behind the counter. He ignored her until he saw the giant dildo.
Jose smirked when he saw the black dildo. He looked at the woman then looked again. He couldn't believe it. This was the local slut from the "pool boy" and "white bride/ black intruder pictures" he had seen posted on a local internet site. He had been checking his mail every day for the video he had ordered of her fucking the black guy. He planned to copy it and sell it in his store.
Jose rang her up. "Listen if you'd like to try the real thing, I'll be closing up in a few minutes and I have an apartment in the back." He knew a slut like her couldn't say, "no" and he had a hidden video camera that would let him make his own video.
Kelly was shocked at first. Had she really fallen so low as to be propositioned by a low-life like this? The counter was elevated and she was eye level with his crotch. He had a large, impressive bulge under his jeans and her pussy started gushing while her nipples popped out. She couldn't say, "no".
THE END
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He rode into our valley in the summer of '89, a giant of a black man dressed in clothes as dark as his skin. He was tall and terrible in the road looming up gigantic in the half-light. I was a kid then, watching him approaching from several miles off. Even from a distance there was something about him. My pa came out just as he rode up to our ranch.
"I'd appreciate some water for my horse," said the black giant.
"Help yourself stranger," said my pa. "Troughs around back. Take all the water you need.
I watched the man ride around back. He had a gun on his hip and a Winchester rifle sticking up from his saddle. I would have followed him, but at that moment some of Bodie's men rode up to hassle my father. They came from the opposite direction the black man had, from where Bodie drove his herds. My ma came out on the porch then to see what all the fuss was about.
"My you fill out that dress right nicely, ma'am," said one of the thugs leaning down on his saddle.
"What do you men want?" asked my father stepping in front of mother.
The cowboy's eyes lingered on mother a second before speaking again. "Mr. Bodie still wants this land."
"It's not for sale."
"Who said anything about buying it," said the cowboy resting his hand on the pistol dangling from his hip.
Then I watched as the cowboy's eyes grew wide and he slowly removed his hand from the gun. He was staring over my shoulder. I turned to look, the black man was standing behind me with the rifle slung over his shoulder. His eyes were cold, but he smiled and said, "Thanks for the water sir."
"Think about what we said," growled the cowboy turning his horse and galloping off. The two others followed him.
Father watched them go an angry look on his face before turning to the black man and smiling. "Well stranger, seeing how it's getting late and that horse of your could probably use a rest, why don't you join us for dinner? You can bed down in the barn tonight."
"Much obliged sir," said the black man.
"I'm Elijah. You won't regret it stranger, Hetty's the best cook in the Wyoming territory."
"Call me Shame," he said. He never told us more.
* * * * *
Pa didn't lie about mother's cooking. Dinner consisted of chicken, cornbread, beans, and fresh apple pie. Both Shame and Pa greedily shoveled ma's food into their mouths.
My sister showed up about half-way through dinner and Ma flashed her an angry glance for being late. Mary, my sister seemed fascinated with Shame, as was I. I quietly ate, staring at Shame the whole time. Between mouthfuls, he spent all his time staring at ma and my sister.
"What's so interesting boy," said Shame finally tuning his attention on me.
"Mr. Shame," I blurted out. "Whys your skin so dark? You burnt in a fire or something?"
Mother gasped. Father said, "He's a black man Caleb. Now hush up."
We finished eating and Shame sat back contentedly and patted his belly. "Ma'am that was the best meal I ever had." Ma blushed. She loved feeding us.
After dinner, pa got out his pipe and I was ushered off up stairs to bed. I tried to listen, but all I could hear were mumbles.
* * * * *
Hetty peeked through the barn door at the black man. A lantern lit the room. Shame was unrolling a bedroll on the cot Elijah had built for a farm hand that Bodie's men had run off.
"Can I help you ma'am?" asked Shame without turning. It was like he was aware of everything around him whether he was staring at it or not.
Hetty walked in and Shame slowly turned to face her. "Mr. Shame, I was wondering if you'd like to stay on and work for us. My husband could sure use the help."
"Help on the farm or help from those men?"
Hetty blushed and looked at her feet. "Both sir."
"Elijah's a big man. How come he didn't stand up to them?"
"It's against our religion to raise our hands against another human being, sir."
"A real man fights for what he believes in Hetty," said Shame. "What did they want with you?"
"Mr. Bodie is the most powerful cattleman in the valley. Us homesteaders are standing in the way of his cattle drives forcing him further out of his way. Our land has some springs on it, he needs to water his herd. How about it, will you stay?"
"I've vowed never to work the dirt again ma'am," said Shame, "but I'd consider staying if the price was right."
"We don't have much money, but we could offer food and shelter."
"Not enough," said Shame staring her in the eyes.
"What else then?"
"I ain't been with a woman in a long time Hetty," said Shame.
Hetty gasped. She fully believed that all men were animals and that the first duty of any wife was to tame a husband's more carnal desires. "I thought you were a gentleman Mr. Shame. I was wrong. Good night sir."
"Hetty wait," sad Shame before she reached the barn door. She stopped and turned. "You ever hear of a hand job?"
"No sir."
"It's where you stroke my cock untils I cums. Do that for me each day and I'll stay awhile and protect your family."
"That's disgusting."
"Think of it like your milkin a cow. Just run your hands up and down it untils I cums."
"Like milkin a cow," said Hetty pausing. She had seen the way the cowboys reacted when they saw Shame. They were clearly scared of him. "If I do this for you, you'll stay?"
"Yes ma'am. If you make me cum once every day, I'll stay as long as you need me."
"How do I do this?"
He grinned knowing he had won. "Kneel between my legs and undo my trousers."
Hetty felt a little angry. A black man was looking condescendingly at her. They sure were getting uppity after the war. However, this was a small price to pay for keeping her family safe. It would be just like milkin a cow. Take the teat in your hand and tug on it until milk squirts out. She kneeled between his legs. He smirked down at her while she took his belt off and undid his trousers.
Hetty didn't want to look at it, so she turned her head as she reached in his pants and grabbed something. "Please remove your arm, sir," said Hetty.
"That's not my arm," replied Shame.
Hetty turned to look as she pulled out his massive black penis. "My god sir, it's as big as Mr. Taylor's prize bull's organ."
Shame just laughed and pushed his trousers down to his knees revealing his testicles. It looked like two large apples had been shoved into a wrinkly black sack. "What's the matter Hetty, ain't Elijah's cock this big?"
Hetty had never actually looked at her husband's penis, but judging how it felt inside her when they fornicated, Shame was at least twice as big and a lot thicker. She ignored his question and said, "Where do I began?"
"Spit in your hand," he said. She looked a him distastefully, but obeyed. "Now coat it around the tip." As she rubbed around the tip, a giant black, plum-sized head emerged from his wrinkly dark foreskin to stare a her. It was huge and harder then her husbands penis had ever been. He groaned as she touched it. "Now coat the rest of it."
Hetty spit in her hand and rubbed further along his shaft. It grew even bigger as she stroked it. His big bull cock was more then a foot long and still swelling. It was so big, her mouth was dry by the time it was coated with saliva.
"Now milk the cow, ma'am," said Shame.
Hetty began stroking it. She slid her hand up and down the shaft. It was fascinating to hold his big cock. It was a bull's cock, a horse's cock, a giant hooded black snake. It was so hard, you could hammer in a nail with it. 'The devil must have a cock this big,' thought Hetty.
Her hand grew tired and she switched, spitting again to coat it. Soon that hand too grew tired and she started using both hands to get him off. "It's so hot," she murmured.
"Isn't your husband's?" asked Shame.
"I don't know, I've never done this to Elijah."
"Faster Hetty, faster."
Both her arms were tired, but Hetty increased her speed. "Mr. Shame it's getting bigger," she cried as it grew in her hand. His entire cock was swelling now. The head was an angry purple color and was so big it looked about to burst.
"Here it cums Hetty," moaned Shame.
Hetty watched fascinated as the eye seemed to open and then his entire cock leaped out of her hand as it spit it's venom. His hot black seed splattered on her face. He came again and again, covering her face, hands, and soiling her dress. His sperm was more then her husband had cum in twenty years of marriage.
"Sorry ma'am, but it has been a while since I came last."
Hetty stood up in disbelief and fled the barn. She felt a little sick at what she had done, but it was a small price to pay for keeping her children safe. She ran to the well to clean herself up. The water only helped a little. His sperm seemed to turn all stringy as she washed and she was worried about staining her dress. If she did this for Mr. Shame again, she'd have to think of a cleaner way to do this.
Hetty stopped cleaning herself as she thought about giving him another hand job. She felt moisture between her legs and realized that she was aroused. She had never been aroused. Hetty had been brought up in a religious society that believed sex was something women had to endure in order to bare children. She thought of her husband probably lying in bed already asleep and for the first time in her life wanted to fornicate with him.
When she felt she was decent enough. Hetty turned and quickly headed towards the house and upstairs to Elijah.
* * * * *
Shame tore into ma's flapjacks with as much gusto as he had last nights dinner. Everyone was quite that morning. Mary and I still stared at Shame. Ma and pa kept glancing at each other, father would get a dumb grin on his face when he met ma's eyes. Mother glanced at Shame every now and then, she seemed as fascinated with him as we were.
"Shame," said father breaking the silence, "are you in such a hurry to saddle up or can I show you around the property?"
"I reckon I'm not in too much of a hurry," said Shame sitting back. "I need to walk off those fine flapjacks of yours ma'am." He winked at mother and she turned bright red.
"Well let's go," said father standing up. I stared at him with open eyes until he motioned for me to join them.
Our property is quite large and showing Shame around took the better part of two hours. We arrived at Mary's favorite part of our land. It was a clear spring watering hole surrounded by lush green grass and bushes. My sister was a moody girl and once her chores were done she was prone to wandering off by herself. She used the hole for bathing and liked to read in the shade during the hotter months. She liked to be left alone and I was forced to swim in another hole close by.
"This is the reason Bodie's boys keep giving me so much trouble," said father sweeping his hand down to the spring. "He drives his cattle about two miles away and this spring would save him a lot of time. Plus, the more you drive your cattle, the more choice meat they lose. Bodie's living in the past. The future lies in farms like mine. Keeping the herd well-fed and stationary keeps them fat and juicy.
We finished up behind the barn where the stump of a giant oak tree marred the landscape. Father stopped and rested against the stump. "I work on removing this when I get a chance, but keeping the farm running takes a lot of time and hard work. I could sure use a hand around here Mr. Shame."
"Are you asking me to stay on?"
"It would sure help me out and if I read you correctly, you could use a break from the trail."
"I have unpleasant memories of working with the dirt as a boy, Elijah."
"I understand what your saying Shame," said father. "I don't need help with the plants, but with the cattle. I'll pay you what I can, which isn't much to be honest. I'll have more money in a few months when I sell the herd down."
Mother chose that moment to come out and tell us lunch was ready. Shame stared at her a moment and said to father, "You just hired yourself a hand." I was delighted.
After lunch, Shame pushed his chair back and stood up. "Where you going Shame?" asked ma.
"Ma'am, a man's got to earn his keep when he gets fine meals like yours."
Soon after Shame left, we heard the sounds of an axe striking wood. Father got up from the table and walked outside. We all followed. Shame was behind the barn swinging an axe at the old stump. Each swing of his mighty arm sent splinters of wood flying up from a large exposed root. Father stared for a moment and then he disappeared into the barn, returning a moment later with a spade.
I watched the two men working on that stump for hours. Mary stood beside me for awhile, but she quickly grew bored and wondered off. As the hours passed a hole appeared underneath the stump. It slowly grew until after about three hours, pa stood in the hole and pushed against the stump. My eyes grew wide as the stump moved an inch and I let out a little cheer.
Pa could push the stump out about three feet by the time ma called us in to dinner. The two men ate like it was their last meal and since there was still some daylight left they returned to the stump. I had to stay in and help ma with the dishes so I couldn't watch them, but just as the sun was disappearing a great shout rose up from behind the barn and we all went out to investigate.
The two men were leaning heavily on each other. The stump was out of the hole.
* * * * *
Hetty gasped as she entered the barn. Shame stood naked before a pail of water as he washed the days sweat from his well-muscled torso. The light from the lantern reflected off his incredible body and Hetty felt her nipples hardening. His magnificent cock was half erect, jutting out from his body, and angled down. Cock, she had never heard a man's penis called that until last night, but it seemed appropriate on Shame.
"Come to pay me?" asked Shame.
"Yes," said Hetty. She gasped again as Shame turned around and threw the towel down. His back was crisscrossed with white scars from his neck to his hard rear end. Scars from an overseers whip. They were old and faded, the fact that they were so visible attesting to the brutality of the beating he had received many yeas before.
Shame walked over to his bed roll, took it off the cot, and threw it on the hay. He laid down on his back and motioned for Hetty to kneel between his legs. She obeyed. In a strange way, she was looking forward to doing this again. She had been so aroused after last night, that she had pulled a delighted Elijah on top of her for a few minutes of sex.
"What's that you got there in your hand?" asked Shame.
"I didn't much care for spitting in my hand so I brought along some honey. I hope you don't mind if I use that instead?"
"Whatever works for you," said Shame.
Hetty nodded and removed the lid from the honey jar. Shame's cock was hardening in anticipation before she even touched it. It was straightening out and rising towards the ceiling, the head was emerging from the foreskin as it rose. Her eyes were wide as she scooped out some honey and began coating his cock with it. "There's one problem," said Hetty staring at his cock as she began stroking it. "Your seed stained my dress last night and I had trouble cleaning it off me."
"I'll warn you before I blows."
Satisfied Hetty returned her attention to his cock. She used both hands early this time, since it took two to encircle the thick black sausage. The honey was an excellent lubricant and her hands slid easily over the shaft. She could tell Shame was enjoying it because he was slowly thrusting his hips each time she brought her hands down.
He lasted a long time again, but eventually his cock started swelling as he approached orgasm. "Getting close Hetty," he grunted.
Hetty let go and leaned back before it went off. His rampant black cock jerked with each beat of his heart, but he didn't cum.
"Don't stop Hetty," said Shame, "I'm losing it."
Hetty reached around his hips and tried to jerk him off that way, but the angle was difficult and her arm quickly grew tired. Shame seemed frustrated and angry. He stood up and positioned his cock right before her face. "Stroke my cock bitch."
She grabbed it and started stroking again. She had to start over, but thankfully it quickly grew again. The head of his cock looked like it was about to explode. Just as the pee-slit started opening, Shame grabbed the back of her head and pulled her forwards, the tip of his cock forcing it's way between her lips just as it exploded. She tasted the honey for a second before the taste was overwhelmed by the sperm filling her mouth.
Hetty had been caught off guard and was out of breath. She inadvertently swallowed his first wad, then horrified reared her head back, the second and third wads splattering on her face and dress. Not knowing what to do, she brought her lips back around his cock head to keep the rest of his cum from soiling her. She was surprised at how hot his sperm was and the taste wasn't all that bad. She swallowed the rest without difficulty.
* * * * *
The next day, Hetty caught herself staring at Shame. Caleb was at school and the rest of the family was about various errands. Shame was enlarging the coral near the barn. He had is shirt off and she could just make out his bulging muscles flexing as he nailed, shoveled, and hefted the fencing. She stared so long she neglected her house work.
Hetty tried to concentrate on her chores, but found herself returning to the window. Finally, she gave in and decided to take him some lemonade so that she could get a closer view of his chest.
"Thanks ma'am," said Shame downing a glass, "that sure hits the spot."
"You looked like you needed it Mr. Shame," said Hetty, "and I brought it to you despite your bad behavior last night."
"What behavior are you referring to, ma'am?"
"Why, when you shoved your cock in my mouth sir."
"I merely did that to keep from soiling you. I thought that's what you wanted?"
"That is what I wanted, but it wasn't what I had in mind," said Hetty reliving the moment his cum filled her mouth. Odd, the thought didn't disgust her. "Anyway it didn't work. You still soiled my face and dress."
"Then you should do it nude until you can swallow my entire load. That way your dresses won't get messed up."
"I couldn't do that," said Hetty surprised at the suggestion.
"Why not?"
"A woman doesn't appear nude before a male, not even her husband."
"You should be proud of your body Hetty," said Shame. "You were built to drive men wild."
Hetty blushed. "Thank you sir. I'll consider it." She turned and headed back to the house to start dinner.
* * * * *
Hetty climbed out of bed the moment Elijah began snoring. She had thought about it all evening and decided Shame was right, going nude was the best way to keep his sperm off her clothes. No man had ever seen her nude and she couldn't believe she was about to show her body to a virtual stranger. Then again, she couldn't believe a lot of things she had done since Shame rode onto their land. Even stranger, she found herself looking forward to meeting him each night.
Hetty crept downstairs and out the house. She was wearing her night clothes. A knee length shift that covered her body from her neck to her knees. It was designed to protect her modesty and to keep from driving her husband wild. When fornication was a must, a proper lady just lifted her shift up enough to allow her husband to enter her. Even then it was always in the dark.
"I was beginning to wonder," said Shame as she entered the barn. He was sitting nude on the cot. His long cock dangled over the side, soft, but still eight inches long. Shame had no problem showing off his nude body.
"Forgive me sir, but I couldn't sneak away from Elijah until after we went to bed."
"As long as your here. Now take that potato sack off," he ordered.



"Could you turn out the lantern?"
"No. You need to see what your doing to get it right."
Hetty hesitated, then shrugged and reached down to pull the shift off over her head. Shames eyes grew wide as she revealed her body. First, her thighs, her blonde pubic hair, her belly, hips, and finally her large breasts. Hetty was of Nordic stock from Minnesota and her pubic hair matched the hair on her head. She was tall and well built. Her breasts had alway been proud and full, growing even bigger after the births of her children. They were just starting to sag as she approached forty. Her nipples were fat and long. They turned rock hard as the air hit them. There was little fat on her body, what fat she had was concentrated in her hips and rear giving her sexy curves.
Hetty didn't realize how beautiful she was. One of the reason she had decided to appear nude before Shame was to see if the sight of her body would drive him wild. She wasn't disappointed. Shame's cock went from limp to rock hard in half a minute and his breathing had increased as he stared at her.
Hetty didn't think she would like showing her nude body to a man and it did make her feel exposed and vulnerable, but it also felt right and natural. She kneeled between his legs as he sat on the cot. She reached under the cot for the jar of honey she had left there and began coating his cock until it shined in the light. Kneeling nude before Shame with his cock in her hands also felt right and natural.
Like she had the two previous nights, she began sliding her hands along the shaft. She watched fascinated as the plump head emerged with each stroke.
She hadn't been stroking him for too long, when Shame said, "I'm getting close Hetty, you'd best be clamping your lips around the end."
'Funny,' she thought, 'he wasn't showing the signs of approaching orgasm.' His cock wasn't swelling, nor did the head look like it was about to explode. She obeyed anyway and stretched her mouth wide over the head, taking the tip in her mouth.
She tasted the honey on his cock and her tongue swirled around the head to lap up more. Shame moaned when her tongue touched him. She continued to lick the head for several minutes until his cock finally did start swelling. She could feel the head grow in her mouth and she thought she actually could sense the pee-slit opening. Though prepared, the amount still caught her off guard. His cum filled her mouth faster then she could swallow. Sperm dribbled down her chin and she lost control long enough to get a wad of cum splattered on her breasts before clamping her mouth back over it. Hetty leaned back and let his cock fall out of her mouth. She was thankful she was nude or another dress would have been stained. Another large drop of cum was forming at the end of Shame's cock. She leaned forward and licked it off the slit. She was licking his sperm up from under her chin as she went out to the well to clean up.
* * * * *
I knew I shouldn't, but I just couldn't help it. I reached under Shame's bedroll and pulled out his revolver. It was heavier then I thought it would be, to big for my hand, probably perfect for Shame's. It's only purpose was to kill a man. Father wouldn't let us own such a weapon. We had some small caliber rifles for hunting and killing coyotes, but that was it.
"You shouldn't go through man's things," said Shame behind me.
I shoved the gun back under the bedroll and spun around. My childish instincts wanted to deny any wrong doing even when caught red-handed. Instead, I just said, "I'm sorry."
"Get out of here boy, before I tan your hide."
I jumped and was half-way to the door when Shame added, "Caleb, if you promise not to tell your pa, I'll let you shoot it some time."
I let out a little whoop and ran to get my school books. Soon, I was walking down the road towards the little schoolhouse in town. I had caught up with Tommy, the son of another homesteader, when we saw the cowboys coming.
They often passed by on their way to the range, so we didn't think nothing of it until they reined in about twenty feet in front of us. "Better get our lassos boys, looks like two little piggies got out of their pens."
"We're not pigs," shouted Tommy. He was a little headstrong.
"You're dirt farmers," laughed a cowboy. "pigs are too good for you. How about tasting some dirt?"
The cowboy dug his heels in his horse's flanks and charged. I dove out of the way, but got covered in dirt as the horse galloped by. More dirt was showered on us as the two other cowboys followed suit.
"There you go piggies," shouted a cowboy "feel at home now." They rode off laughing.
* * * * *
"They did what?" said mother just as the knife cut a long slit on her hand. She had been peeling an apple to make us a pie.
"Called us piggies," I shouted.
"What do we do?" said mother as dad wrapped a bandage around her hand.
"Nothing," said Shame from the table. "Their trying to provoke you. Tell the other homesteaders to keep their temper."
Every day after that, Bodie's men called us pigs as they rode by the homestead.
* * * * *
"You sure we shouldn't do anything?" said Hetty as she pulled her shift over her head.
"Bodie wants one of you to make the first move so he can claim self defense," said Shame.
Hetty kneeled before Shame and began coating his cock with the honey again. Her cut hand hurt too bad to use, so she tried to get him off with just the one, but it quickly tired. "Sorry Shame, I can't do it with just one hand."
"You'll have to suck me off then."
"I couldn't do that."
"You're already half-way there," said Shame. "You're putting the head in your mouth and swallowing my cum, all you have to do now is bob your head a little. You can use your hand to jerk off what you can't swallow."
"I don't know Shame. I can't cheat on Elijah."
"It ain't cheating, says so in the scriptures. Only fornicating is adultery. Besides, remember our deal, you got to get me off every day I'm here. I don't care how you do it." She hesitated a bit still and Shame added, "I'm the only one who can keep your family safe Hetty."
That was enough to convince her. Hetty stretched her mouth around Shame's cock head and looked up at him for instructions.
"Not so fast ma'am," said Shame. "Start by licking around the head."
Hetty removed her mouth and began licking around the hard head of Shame's cock. She pulled the foreskin down and licked around the ridge and then up over the tip, teasing the slit with her tongue.
"Now lick down the shaft."
Hetty grasped the base of his cock and ran her tongue down the sides and over the top, licking up all traces of the honey. She licked all the way down the shaft until her tongue touched his curly black pubic hair.
"Now lift my cock up and lick the underside."
Hetty obeyed. She grabbed his cock by the head and lifted it up. The underside was dominated by a large blue-black vein, that pulsed with each beat of his heart. She ran her tongue down the vein to the bottom of Shame's cock.
"Now lick my balls, ma'am."
This order surprised Hetty, but she complied. It was easier just following his instructions. She held his cock against his stomach as she licked his balls. They were sized to match his cock, which also explained the large amount of cum he produced. Comparing Shame to Elijah was like comparing apples to walnuts. She finished and moved her tongue back up his shaft.
Hetty kissed the tip of his cock as a gesture of respect for his massive appendage. Shame's cock had swollen larger then she had ever seen it and it glistened from her tongue bath. "Why sir, I do believe your cock's enjoying this."
"I can assure you it is, ma'am," replied Shame breathing heavily. "It's gonna like this part even more. Now suck on it"
Hetty was breathing heavily too as she took the head into her mouth again. Her nipples were so hard they were sore and she could feel moisture between her thighs. She couldn't understand why her body continued to have this reaction when she was with Shame.
Just the head of Shame's cock seemed to fill her mouth and Hetty had no idea how she was going to swallow much more, but she loved a challenge. Hetty began to bob her head. Soon the tip touched the back of her throat. She pushed down and immediately felt herself choking so she backed up. The head plopped out of her mouth and she stared at it trying to figure the best way to go about this.
"Just relax your throat and breathe through your nose," said the black man.
Hetty nodded and put her lips around the tip again. She took a deep breath and pushed down. This time she suppressed her gag reflex and let the head push into her throat. Still, she withdrew, this time keeping the head in her mouth before trying again. Soon she was pushing more and more inside her. Staring down his shaft was making her dizzy so she closed her eyes and concentrated on swallowing. She took more and more until sure she was near the end, Hetty opened her eyes and was astonished to see that she was only halfway there. Hetty growled in frustration and attacked Shame's cock. She started bobbing her head furiously trying to take more. Shame seemed to like her enthusiasm and he started bucking his hips forward with each downward thrust of her head.
Unfortunately, she started feeling her throat getting sore and her neck was getting tired. She had only managed three-quarters, but he didn't seem to mind. His cock was swelling again. Hetty brought her good hand up to the base and began stroking half while sucking on the rest. Just when she feared it was swelling so much she'd choke again, it blew. His cock spasmed in her throat and she could feel it pumping, his cum sliding directly into her belly. She missed the taste and removed all but the head so that he was cumming in her mouth. She used her hands to milk every drop she could, until it was dry and she reluctantly released it.
"Your cock suckins as good as your cookin ma'am," said Shame turning to blow out the lantern.
Hetty blushed and felt a surge of pride at pleasing him. "Next time sir, I'm going to take it all." She pulled on her shift and returned to her husband pleased that there wasn't any mess to clean up this time.
* * * * *
The next day Shame hitched up the wagon for Elijah. After breakfast the rancher was going into town to conduct some business. He was taking Caleb to school and Mary was riding along to buy some things in town.
Shame went inside for his breakfast while Hetty went out to wave bye to her family. "More flapjacks, Shame," said Hetty upon returning.
"Much obliged ma'am," said Shame as Hetty refilled his plate.
Shame finished his breakfast and sat back in the chair. Hetty had disappeared while he ate.
"Oh sir."
Shame turned to look at Hetty. He grinned when he saw she was standing nude in the doorway to the living room. She looked fantastic. Hetty had actually fixed her hair up a little and he detected just a touch of make-up on her lips and cheeks.
"The family will be gone for several hours, I was thinking we might be more comfortable in a bed. Why wait for tonight?"
"Why wait indeed?" said Shame turning to follow her upstairs.
Shame stretched out, his beefy body taking up more then half the bed. Hetty couldn't kneel between his legs because of a large baseboard, so she sat on the edge of the bed.and leaned over him as she took his cock in her mouth.
"Hetty you'll strain your neck," said Shame. "Why don't you climb on top?"
"There's no room, sir."
"In the other direction," he said grabbing her leg.
Hetty let Shame pull her on top of him and she found herself looking down at his cock while she straddled his chest. She was embarrassed at the view he must have. He could probably see deep inside her. Hetty suppressed her shame and began licking Shame's cock, she planned on taking it all this time.
"Hetty," said Shame. "I was just wondering, how come you're still naked. You managed to swallow my entire load last time."
Hetty paused licking down the shaft and said, "I don't know, but you're right, I should probably dress from now on. It is inappropriate." She knew she had no desire to go back to wearing her heavy dress or that hot shift. For proprieties sake she would wear them, she knew Shame was staring right up her wet pussy, she could feel his breathe on her thighs.
Hetty loosened her jaw up and stretched her mouth out around his cock-head. She was bobbing her head over half when Shame said, "If you take it all, I'll give you a big reward."
Hetty nodded over his cock and attacked it again. It was easier then the last time and she managed to swallow nine inches a lot faster. She looked with determination at the remaining three inches. Hetty raised her body, closed her eyes, hunched her back, and forced herself down. Something tickled her nose and she opened her eyes. Her nose was buried in his hairy testicles, she had done it. Overjoyed, she removed her mouth and said, "Whats my reward?"
A shiver of pleasure suddenly rocked her body as Shame licked up her slit. "Shame stop, what are you doing?"
"I'm eating your pussy," he said, licking again. "Tell me you don't like it."
"It's incredible, but why?"
"I'm gonna make you cum."
"A woman can't cum," said Hetty shuddering as his tongue worked it's way between the folds of her pussy.
"Just wait and see bitch," said Shame. "and I didn't say you could quit sucking me."
Hetty started sucking him off again, but found it hard to concentrate. Her body was shaking, she was moaning around his cock, and she was thrusting her hips back into Shame's tongue. At times, his tongue felt as long as Elijah's penis, as it worked it's way around inside her. Something was building up inside her. Her entire body felt alive. Shame had moved his tongue down to the tip of her pussy and was licking around a little nib there. It actually felt like the nib was growing, becoming engorged as he teased it, and she had to take her mouth of Shame's cock as she screamed. The orgasm caught her off guard as it rocked her body. It was the most pleasurable thing she had ever felt.
She took a moment to catch her breath and recover. Then, Hetty kissed all over his cock to say thanks before taking it in her mouth and bobbing her head rapidly knowing she could never give him as much pleasure as she had just received.
He continued to eat her pussy, throwing off her rhythm, but she concentrated on getting him off. His cock was swelling just as she felt another orgasm approaching. It took her just as he came.
It was bigger, more powerful then the first. She lost control and his pumping cock baptised her face with sperm as she arched her back to scream. She managed to clamp her mouth over the tip in time to catch his third wad.
As she recovered, Hetty was aware of that her orgasmic pleasure was being replaced by another equally as powerful emotion. She had strong feelings for Shame akin to the love she felt only for Elijah and her family.
Shame left to do his chores without saying a word. Hetty looked at herself in the mirror and at her sperm covered face. She was thankful Elijah was gone for it would take awhile to clean up this mess.
She decided to stay nude with Shame, just in case she lost control again and because she wanted him to have access to her pussy the next time he got a hankering to eat her.
* * * * *
That night, Hetty snuck down to the barn to be with Shame. He was lying nude on the cot. "What are you doing here ma'am, you already paid me today?"
Hetty didn't know why she was here, but said, "consider it a signing on bonus." She pulled the shift over her head. Hetty was afraid he wouldn't be interested or able to get his cock up again after this morning. She ran her hands down over her breasts, teasing her nipples, and one hand continued down her flat belly, stopping between her legs. She hoped this would excite him and felt a shiver as his cock began to grow.
"Can I eat your pussy again ma'am?" asked Shame.
"Of course, sir."
Shame threw the bedroll down on the hay and she ended up straddling his face. She had three little orgasms as she bounced up and down on his tongue.
Afterwards, she kneeled between his legs as he sat on the cot. It didn't feel wrong anymore, what she was doing. Instead, it felt right and natural to please Shame.
"Whatt are you thinking?" he said catching her staring at his cock.
"I was wondering what it would feel like to have this monster in my pussy."
"Want to try?"
" ...No," she said, surprised that she had hesitated. "No, It can never happen."
"Never?"
"Never."
* * * * *
See part 2, where it happens...
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I got to shoot Shame's gun today. He took me to the furthest corner of our property so that pa wouldn't hear the gunshots. It made me feel ten feet tall to shoot such a powerful weapon. I was awkward, but in Shame's hands, it was an extension of his body. Afterwards, Shame ruffled my hair and we rode back to the house. Shame's presence made me feel safe, safer then I did with pa. Bodie's men definitely left us alone whenever Shame was around.
"Run along now boy, I got work to do," said Shame mussing my hair with his big hand.
"Aw, alright," I said kicking the dirt as I handed him back the revolver.
Reluctantly, I began the long walk back home. I passed my sister on the way. She was in one of her moods and ignored me.
********************
Shame looked up at the hot sun and grinned. It was bath time. He hopped on his horse and galloped along the edge of the property towards the spring. As he approached the spring, he dismounted and led his horse through the bush.
Mary was just lowering herself into the spring. The young girl was a vision. She was the spitting image of her mother only twenty years younger. Mary's skin was unmarred and tanner then her mother's, from her excursions to the watering hole. Her breasts were nearly as large as Hetty's already. They were big and proud with long, upthrust nipples. Her bush was as blonde as her hair, but Shame already knew this, he had been watching her for a week.
Shame watched her for an hour. The girl liked to swim and wash her hair. After bathing, she would lie nude in the sun and let her hair dry. Once, Shame had even watched her experiment with touching herself.
The girl was just emerging from the spring when the cowboy walked out of the bushes. He was leading his horse, another mounted cowboy followed him.
Mary screamed when she saw them. The walking cowboy moved swiftly, grabbing Mary around the waist. "Whoa, lookie here at this pretty filly," he said pawing at her breasts.
"Save some for me, Slim," said the mounted cowboy. Slim was straining to hold the struggling girl while he fumbled at his trousers. He had just freed his erect, dirty penis when the slippery, wet girl wiggled free and dived in the water.
Shame was out of the bushes in seconds. He grabbed the mounted cowboys boot and heaved him over the side of the horse. Slim was just realizing he was in danger as Shame's fist slammed into his face. The cowboy fell back, tripped over his trousers and fell into the spring. The other cowboy was getting off the ground in time to get Shame's boot in his face.
Shame returned to Slim as the man was trying to lift himself up out of the water. Shame placed his boot on the man's back and pushed him back down in the water. He held slim under for about half a minute before picking the man up and heaving him over towards his partner.
"Get the fuck off this land," said Shame standing between the cowboys and Mary.
The other cowboy went for his gun while Slim tried to pull his pants up. The cowboy's gun hadn't even left the holster when he saw the black man's revolver pointed at him. He froze and moved his hand away from his gun.
"If I see you two assholes anywhere around here again, I'll kill you."
The cowboys were red-faced as they mounted their horses. Slim spit in Shame's direction and rode off.
Mary flew out of the water and into Shame's arms as soon as they were gone. She clung to him, shivering with fear as she cried into his chest.
Shame holstered his gun and wrapped his arms around the scared naked girl. He held her like that for close to an hour before she had calmed down. "Thank god, you came along when you did," said Mary finally letting him go. She seemed suddenly conscious of her nudity.
"I was just riding along the property line when I heard you scream," he lied. "Are you hurt?"
"I don't think so," said Mary blushing as she backed up. She held an arm across her breasts to hide them.
"I've got to make sure you're ok," said Shame grabbing the startled girl.
She gasped as he pulled her arm down. Shame caressed her big left breasts, his fingers twirling the nipple between them. "Does this hurt?" he asked smirking as the nipple turned rock hard.
"N-no," she stuttered.
"How about this?" he asked moving on to her other breast. She shook her head and he turned her sideways, running one hand down her slim, flat belly and the other down her back. "Any bruises here?"
"N-no sir," she replied breathing heavily.
Shame kneeled as one hand slid over her bush and the other grabbed an ass cheek. "You look fine," he said. His skillful finger slipped between her thighs and along her slit. She jumped as the tip of his finger slipped into her pussy. Soon his dry finger was wet as her juices started flowing.
"Any pain here?" asked Shame.
"N-none sir," said Mary. She was moaning and her hips were starting to thrust forward into his finger.
"Then you appear fine," said Shame. He stood up and turned around so that she could get dressed.
Mary stared wide eyed at Shame's back. She was panting and her entire body felt alive. She wanted his finger back, but the girl just bent over to get dressed.
********************
I never saw such a hubbub as when Shame rode up to the house with Mary sitting before him, crying into his chest. Mother went into hysterics when she heard about Mary and she escorted my sister upstairs to her room. Pa seemed to fight a great conflict within himself. He would stare at the rifles in their case then shake his head. His hands were shaking.
"I'm a man of god Shame," said Pa. "I can't harm my fellow man, though forgive me lord, but if I had been there...."
Pa put his head into his hands and started to cry himself. I had never seen pa cry and it frightened me. Shame would never cry.
"Don't worry Elijah," said Shame. "as long as I'm here, your family is safe."
"Thank you, sir," said pa getting up to shake Shame's hand. "Shame, I owe you a debt of gratitude, whatever I own is yours if you name it."
Mother was too upset to cook that night. Pa and I fixed up a little something to eat. After dinner, Shame headed out to the barn and Pa started drinking. I have only seen father drink once before, when there was bad drought and we thought we'd lose both the crops and the cattle. Soon, the bottle was empty and I could hear him snoring, even in my room.
********************
Hetty was still wild-eyed as she entered the barn and removed her shift. She threw herself into Shame's arms and began planting kisses all over the black man's broad, muscular chest. "Thank you, sir, thank you," she said crying. "Thank you for saving my baby girl."
Hetty quit kissing his chest and looked up at him. Shame leaned down and kissed her for the first time. His kiss was powerful, never-ending, and dominating. His tongue forced it's way past her lips and into her mouth. Hetty kissed him back, her own tongue sliding into his mouth. His cock grew against her belly, expanding until the tip was poking at her breasts.
"Elijah said whatever he owned was mine, if I wanted it," said Shame. "I want you."
"I know it's wrong, but I want you too. Just this once Shame, for saving Mary. Make love to me."
"You're right it's wrong, so we won't make love." "But I want to feel you inside me," she said feeling rejected.
"When a black man loves a woman, she gets taken away by master."
"I don't understand."
"Black men don't make love any more, we fuck."
"Then fuck me Shame."
"That I will ma'am."
Shame lowered her onto the bedroll. He knelt between her legs and pulled back on his foreskin as he began rubbing the head of his cock along her slit. She looked down her body at the foot long shaft poised to penetrate further then any man had ever gone before. She felt intimidated by it, but she was also holding her breath in anticipation. His continuous rubbing along her slit had her soaked and her hips were thrusting up, wanting him inside her.
Hetty was leaning up, watching as Shame pressed down on his cock. She whimpered as her pussy lips spread open, then quickly closed around the head. Shame's cock was hard and unyeilding as he worked it in. It glistened with her juices every time he withdrew it only to shove it forward again, each time going a little deeper.
She felt completely stuffed by his thick cock when it was in as far as Elijah's could go and it wasn't even half-way. With a grunt, Shame pushed it into virgin territory. Hetty's body was responding to his big cock. She was arching her back, thrusting her hips up with each little thrust of his cock. Her nipples were rock hard and little spasms of pleasure were exploding throughout her body.
He had worked nine inches in when it started to hurt. "Ow, no more Shame," she begged. "It's too big."
"Do you want it all?" he asked.
"Yes, but it hurts."
Shame grinned at her. He moistened one finger in his mouth and then placed it on the nub at the tip of her pussy where it rubbed against his shaft. Shame circled his finger around the nub, sending shivers up her spine as the nub became engorged. She was raisng her hips up into his finger, forcing another inch of cock into her pussy when the orgasm exploded from her womb.
Hetty screamed in pleasure. It was her biggest orgasm yet and as her cum freshly lubricated his cock, Shame buried it to the hilt. The orgasm was a mixture of pain and pleasure as she took it all, but it was mostly pleasure and it seemed to last forever.
Hetty didn't know how her husband could ever satisfy her again and then she snorted, Elijah had never satisfied her to begin with. He was nothing like Shame. If she hadn't met the black man, she wouldn't even know what an orgasm was. Hetty hadn't even recovered from the first one when Shame began to move.
She had another one and another as he slowly fucked her while holding her knees. Shame then dropped her knees and leaned forward crushing her body. He hunched over and began kissing her again as he picked up speed.
Hetty couldn't think clearly as his massive cock relentlessly pounded into her. She felt safe in his arms and she felt owned as his cock fucked her into complete submission. He quit kissing her and she found her face buried in his chest as Shame began grunting. Hetty planted little kisses all over his chest just as his cock swelled up and jet after jet of his cum sprayed into her womb. His orgasm triggered her own and the two lovers ground their crotches together as their fluids mingled.
"You like?"
"It felt incredible. I think I like fucking," said Hetty pouting as he pulled his cock out. "Jesus, you're still hard." His cock had remained swollen, only drooping a little.
"Wanna go again?"
Elijah was passed out on the bed and wouldn't wake until the morning. "I'd love to," said Hetty.
Hetty stayed with Shame until dawn and he fucked her twice more. He showed her several new ways to fuck outside the missionary position. She mounted him and rode him, cumming several more times. She loved being able to control the penetration, but missed the secure feeling she got when she was crushed beneath him. She got on all fours in the hay as he fucked her like a bull fucks a cow in the field. This position made her feel used and helpless, completely at Shame's mercy. She loved fucking that way the best of all.
******************
Hetty felt an itch deep in her pussy the minute Shame walked in for breakfast. All through the meal, a dumb grin kept breaking out on her face. Luckily, Elijah took credit for her good mood. Her husband had rolled on top of her early in the morning, poking his little penis into her. "Squeeze your legs together, I can't feel a thing," he had grumbled. Thankfully, it gave her an excuse for all the sperm between her legs. Her pussy had leaked sperm for hours after she left Shame.
The men had to go round up some stray cattle so they were gone most of the day. Mary was still upset and stayed in her room. Finally, the poor girl ate a little something when Hetty took her dinner up to her.
The itch in her pussy returned, the minute she snuck into the barn and saw Shame sitting naked on the cot. He moved the bedroll over to the straw and laid down. Hetty started sucking him off without saying a word.
"Isn't your hand healed?" asked Shame the minute she had deep throated his cock.
"Yes, sir," she replied, reluctantly taking her lips of his shaft.
"You don't have to blow me anymore then. You can go back to just giving me a hand job."
Hetty hadn't thought about it. She was quite content sucking him off, feeling his hot cock pulse in her mouth, and the feeling of satisfaction she felt when her mouth filled with his sperm. It wasn't something she was ready to give up. When she spoke, it was from the heart, "I don't mind, sir. I'll do whatever pleases you."
"It would please me ma'am, if I could fuck you again."
Her mind and body both screamed, 'yes,' but Hetty couldn't risk it again. She was pretty sure it had been safe last night and would probably still be safe tonight, but discretion ruled. "I'm sorry Shame. I don't think we can ever do that again."
"Well, if I can't fuck you again, at least climb up here so I can suck on them big titties."
That was a reasnable request and she obeyed, but it turned out to be a big mistake. As she climbed up his body, his cock slid right between her legs. her pussy soaked his shaft, to the point it felt like he had cum again. Hetty wanted him inside her and Shame leaning up, gently sucking a nipple between his teeth only made it worse. She found she was sliding her slit along his cock.
"Why don't you just let me put the head in?" he whispered.
Hetty's eyes were closed as she nodded her head. "Ok, just don't cum in me." She squatted up as he held his cock up and she slowly lowered herself over the head, sighing as her pussy lips closed around it.
Hetty slowly raised and lowered herself over the head. Each downward thrust taking a little more of his cock until she was riding about five inches. Hetty felt an orgasm approaching and increased her pace until it exploded from her womb.
The orgasm made her legs weak and Hetty collapsed, impaling herself on all twelve inches of Shame's cock. Each inch seemed to prolong her orgasm until she couldn't take the pleasure anymore and collapsed on his chest.
When she recovered, Shame had turned her over and was rapidly pounding his cock into her. She wrapped her legs around his back and began raising her hips into his thrusts. "Do you like my cock ma'am," he grunted.
"Oh god, I love it," said Hetty through gritted teeth.
"Tell me to fuck you."
"Fuck me Shame, fuck me," she moaned.
"Do you like it's size?"
"Yes," she screamed having a small orgasm. "I love your big cock. Fuck me with your big cock."
"Only black cock's get this big," he said hunching over to kiss her neck.
"Fuck me with your big black cock Shame. I love your black cock." Hetty came again. She enjoyed talking dirty. "Oh god, fuck me."
He lost control and shot his first wad deep into her pussy, only pulling out in time to shoot his third wad all over her belly and breasts. Hetty couldn't control herself and rubbed his semen into her body with her hands before licking them clean. Her wanton lust for his seed had his cock reversing course as it hardened again.
"Want to go again?" he asked. She was already turning over so he could fuck her doggy style again.
********************
Mary looked up in fear at the sound of the approaching horse. Her fear evaporated when she saw Shame, but there was still a flutter in her stomach. It had been a little over a week since the cowboys had attacked her. She had been too scared to come back to the spring, washing herself at home in the basin. Eventually, she had grown to miss her baths and gotten up the courage to come back to her swimming hole.
"Why Shame," she said lowering herself in the water up to her neck, "what are you doing here?"
"I saw you coming out here Miss Mary and thought I had better check on you."
"You were worried about me?" she asked. She was really starting to feel funny. Her nipples were hard and she could feel her heart beating as she remembered him running his hands all over her body to see if she was hurt.
"I was worried. It ain't safe for a beautiful girl like you to be out here alone."
An excited shiver ran down her spine when he called her beautiful. "You're right Shame, maybe you could stay and keep an eye on me?" she asked. Funny but this was her private time. The one time of the day when she felt free of her family and chores. She valued their time more then anything, but she wanted Shame to stay.
"I'd be happy to keep an eye on you," said Shame getting off his horse. He took off his hat and wiped the sweat of his brow. "It sure is a hot one."
Mary stared at him a moment, her mind racing. "W-why don't you join me?"
"I'd love to Miss Mary, but I can't swim."
"The water's not that deep and I can keep you afloat where it is."
"Alright then," said Shame unbuttoning his shirt.
Mary's eyes roamed up and down Shame's chest as he removed his shirt. His physique was of Herculean proportions. She had never seen such a perfect specimen of masculinity. Her father was a big man. with strong arms, but his belly bulged out over his belt, like when ma was pregnant with Caleb. Shame's stomach was dominated by six hard ridges without an ounce of fat.
He turned around to throw his shirt over the saddle and her expression changed from one of admiration to one of shock when she saw the old scars crisscrossing his back. She had only heard a little about the horrors of slavery and had never seen one of it's victims.
Shame turned back around and removed his belt. "Aren't you gonna cover your eyes Miss?"
Mary nodded and held her palms over her face, leaving a crack between her fingers to peek through. Shame was smiling as he pulled his pants down. She hadn't seen a nude male since she had bathed her little brother years ago.
As his pants lowered, she saw the root of his penis appear. At first she thought it was a trick of the light, for the base of his penis looked amazingly thick, but as he lowered his trousers, more was revealed. She thought it would never end until finally the head plopped out of his pants. His penis immediately shot up until it was sticking straight out, angled slightly down. Her little brother's penis had looked like a little worm, Shame's was as big as a baby's arm. It was a long, plump, black, hooded serpent.
After Shame had stripped, he lowered himself into the water and walked towards Mary. When Shame was in the water up to his neck, he tried to swim over to her, but only flailed around in the water. His eyes were wide with fright as he grabbed her to keep from drowning.
Mary felt a shiver run down her spine when he touched her. Shame's hands were all over her body trying to find a hold. They covered her breasts and ran down her belly, once even grabbing the inside of her thighs until finally settling on holding her waist.
"Put your feet down," she said. "The water is not that deep." Shame calmed down and he looked relieved as his body stabilized. "You can keep your hands on my waist if it makes you feel safer." His hands made her feel safer too.
She tried to show him how to swim, moving across the pool to the other side. He kept his hands around her waist as they swam. She felt a thrill, each time their bodies accidentally touched. They found a shallow spot and sat down.
"You're caked in dirt," said Mary. "Let me clean you up." Mary swam back to the other side and returned with a small bar of soap. She ran the soap over Shame's muscular back, lathering it up. He leaned forward so she could get lower and Mary looked down at his hard black buttocks. As she reached down, her breasts pressed into his back. It felt good to have their bodies pressing against each other. She moved in front of him and lathered his arms before moving to his chest.



She spent a lot of time lathering his chest, moving slowly so she could examine every muscle on his torso. She moved the soap lower down his belly and under the water. She encounter a hard knob around his belly button and grabbed it. She quickly let go realizing that it was the tip of his penis. She hadn't expected it to be sticking straight up or for it to reach past his navel.
Suddenly, Shame shot up out of the water. His penis fell over like a tree until it was pointed right at her mouth. She stared cross-eyed down the shaft. Ma had explained to her about sex, but Hetty had said nothing about how big penises were or how beautiful. Mary found it fascinating.
"I thought I heard something," he grunted.
Mary quit staring at his penis, suddenly afraid the cowboys had come back. She had been so enthralled with it, she hadn't wondered what had alarmed him.
"Just a coyote," he said sitting back down.
Mary knew the color had drained out of her face and she was shivering in the water. She swam into Shame's arms and held onto him, their naked bodies pressed together. "Please don't let them hurt me," she said crying into his chest. "Miss Mary," he said gently grabbing her chin and pulling her face up to look him in the eye, "I'll die before I let anyone hurt you." As he looked down at her something magical happened and their lips touched.
The kiss grew in passion, his lips parted and his tongue pressed against her lips. She opened her mouth and his tongue slipped in. She ran her own tongue around Shame's, sometimes pushing it into his mouth.
Mary suddenly wiggled out of Shame's arms and swam back across the spring. He followed her across. "You learn fast," she said.
"What?"
"You were just swimming and pretty good too."
"Thanks," said Shame. "I just watched what you did. You're so beautiful, I can't take my eyes off of you."
Mary blushed bright red at the compliment. She rose up out of the water and let Shame have a good look at her naked body. She turned and walked over to her shade tree, where she laid done on the grass. He rose up out of the water and followed her, his big penis leading the way. Shame laid down on his side facing her, his elbow resting on the ground to hold his head up so he could look at her. Shame reached out and gently caressed her face before running his hand down her neck and over her breasts. Her body jumped at his touch and she could hear her own heart beating in her ear. He began stroking his hand down over her belly and she found her hips raising with each downward stroke. Once his stroke accidentally touched her pubic hair and she felt hot throughout her entire body.
Shame stopped and laid down on his back. It was her turn to caress him. She ran her dainty little hand all over the ridges on his chest. Her little white hand stood out against his dark black skin, the contrast between their skin was almost as fascinating as his penis, which was lying flat against his stomach. It covered his navel and it seemed to leap up each time she brought her hand down close to it. "Can I touch it?"
"It awaits your pleasure, Miss Mary."
Mary grabbed his shaft near the base amazed that there was still two inches between her fingers. She slid her hand down between his legs. His testicles were big and heavy, not as big as a bulls, but close. She hefted them in her hand, surprised at the weight. Mary released his testicles and ran her hand back up the shaft. She grabbed the tip and pulled his foreskin down. Watching the big plum-sized head of his penis emerge fascinated her, so she began stroking it, watching the head appear and disappear. Amazingly it seemed to grow even thicker as she stroked it and wetness appeared around his pee-slit. "Oh Shame, why's your penis leaking?"
"It's called pre-cum Miss Mary," he said. "It helps lubricate a cock before fuckin."
"Cock?"
"What a black man calls his penis."
"What's Fuckin?" she asked still stroking his cock.
"What a black man calls fornicatin."
"Shame," she asked, "Would you fuck me? I want you to make me a woman."
"I'd be honored Miss Mary," he said sitting up. "Are you sure?"
Mary nodded, but she was trembling from nervousness. "You make me feel safe."
"It'll hurt the first time and I promise to be gentle. After that I guarantee you'll fall in love with my cock," he said.
Mary nodded again. She was already half in love with Shame. She had crushes on men before, but none were as powerful as the feelings she felt towards the black man.
Shame climbed on top of her and kissed her again. He moved his mouth down to her neck, then her chest. Mary was gasping as he kissed down her breast and she felt a surge of pleasure when he closed his lips over her nipple. His kisses turned to licks and he ran his tongue all around her nipple, then across her body to her other breast. He moved from her breasts, down her ribs, leaving behind two sensitive, engorged, hard nipples. His tongue slid down her belly and into her navel. She sucked her stomach in at his touch, he made her whole body feel alive. He left her belly, his head moving down under her navel.
"What are you doing sir?"
"I'm making sure you're well lubricated," he said licking down the side of her pubic hair. "There'll be less pain if you're ready for me." He licked down the other side.
Mary's whole body spasmed when he licked between her legs. Ma had never said anything about this. Shame's tongue worked it's way into her vagina, he began licking up and down. She was raising her hips with each upward thrust of his tongue wanting him in deeper. He moved up to the tip and waves of pleasure shot up from her vagina. His tongue flickered rapidly over the tip which seemed to be growing as did the pleasure coming out of her vagina. It kept growing until it was just at the point she thought she couldn't take any more and her vagina seemed to explode. Her entire body was overwhelmed with pleasure as she screamed in ecstasy.
"Now you should be well lubricated," he said kissing his way back up.
"W-what just happened," she said staring wide-eyed up at the cloudy blue sky. The area between her legs was soaked.
"You just came," he said kissing her breasts again. "Women often cum when they have their pussys licked. Did you like it?"
"Uh-huh," she replied still shocked at the intensity of the feeling that had just permeated her body.
"Good," said Shame arching his back until the head of his cock was resting between her legs. "My big cock will give you lots of orgasms in the future."
The head of his cock rested against her pussy, which opened for it as he pushed it in. Just the head felt like it would rip her apart, it was so big. She started to have second thoughts, but it was too late. Shame was pulling his hips back to begin the thrust that would make her a woman. Mary winced and bit her lip as he gave the short thrust that took her maidenhead.
After taking her virginity, Shame wiggled his hips trying to work more cock inside her. Each inch hurt, but her love for Shame was such that she supressed the pain. He only managed to get about half his cock inside her and then he began slowly sliding it in and out. The pain had faded a little, but her pussy was still sore as he fucked her. Mary arched her neck and kissed his chest.
As the pain faded, she was able to explore her other emotions. She felt safe and secure crushed underneath his body. Mary had always been a bit of a loner, but she felt a deep sense of belonging impaled on the end of Shame's cock.
Small waves of pleasure were begining to permeat her body and then the pain returned as his cock seemed to grow even thicker. It jerked in her pussy and she moaned as his hot seed struck deep into her womb. Mary winced as Shame pulled is cock out. It was hard, glistening, and rampant. He pulled it out in time for her to watch several long strands of sperm shoot out of the end to land on her belly and breasts.
"Will you come keep an eye on me again tommorrow?" she asked watching sperm dripping from his cock.
"That would be my pleasure Miss Mary."
********************
"Mary, are you alright?" asked Ma.
I looked over at my sister. She was walking around all bowlegged, like when you ride a horse for a long time.
"I'm fine," said Mary sitting down to dinner. "I just twisted an ankle."
Both mother and my sister stared worshipfully at Shame all through dinner. They both adored him, as did I. He was my hero.
"Haven't had much trouble from Bodie lately," said Shame.
"I hear tell he's down in Cheyenne on business," said pa looking up from his plate. "Rode out of town the day you saved Mary. 'haps he was scared you'd come after him."
"Perhaps," said Shame.
********************
"Why so glum?" asked Shame.
"I want your cock so bad," said Hetty pulling off her shift, "but it's too risky now."
He was standing by the basin where he washed off the days dust. Hetty walked over to him and hefted his already hard cock. "Shame, are you alright?" she said. "There's blood crusted on your cock."
"I was just about to clean it off," said Shame. "Nothing to worry about, just a nick from a bush." He cleaned his cock off and sat on the cot. He spread his legs and she took her rightful place on her knees between them.
"Assume the position," he ordered after she had sucked on his cock for about fifteen minutes.
"We can't fuck any more," she said even as her body was obeying him. She got down on her hands and knees facing away so he could fuck her doggy style. "It's just too risky." He had fucked her every day since the first time. They tried to fight it, but his cock always found it's way inside her pussy.
Shame reached under the cot and pulled out the old jar of honey. She looked over her shoulder as he coated his cock with honey and then started rubbing honey around her rectum, pushing his finger in a little as he coated it.
"Shame what are you doing?"
He didn't answer her. The last couple times they had fucked, Shame had worked his thumb into her ass. It shocked her at first, but soon felt wonderful. His thumb was nearly as big as Elijah's penis. It felt like she was being doubly fucked and it triggered some of her biggest orgasms.
Hetty felt his thumb poking at her ass again, then realized it was too big. She looked over her shoulder to see Shame pushing down on his cock as the big head rested on her rectum. "Jesus no, not there. Don't fuck me there. You'll rip me apart."
Shame was not to be denied. Hetty felt her ass open wide and slowly close over the head of Shame's cock. Pain shot up her body. It reminded her of child birth, pushing something too big through something too small. She suppressed it in her desire to please him. This was her fault after all for denying him her pussy.
The pain faded for a moment only to resume as the thick part just under the head entered her. Just when she didn't think she could stretch any further, it was in. The rest of his cock was easy. He held it buried in her ass letting her get used to it. She still felt over stuffed, but the pain was fading. The honey had helped and if he hadn't prepared her with his thumb previously, she probably couldn't have taken it.
He began to move after a while, slowly sliding his cock out and pushing it back in. She let out an involuntary moan as her body started to respond to this unnatural way of fucking.
Always the generous lover, Shame reached between her leg and began stroking her pussy. His talented finger soon triggered a series of orgasms.
"Oh god, fuck my ass," she cried. "Fuck my ass with your big black cock." Talking dirty had become a habit with her and came natural now.
"You like it?" he asked.
"I love it," she moaned pushing her ass back into his cock and wiggling it around.
"Oh Hetty, I wish I had met you twenty years ago. Your body was built for big cock."
"I wish so too," she moaned. If she had married Shame, she would have had twenty years worth of orgasms. Instead, she was stuck with boring old Elijah.
Shame pounded her hard until his cock swelled. It jerked, filling her ass with sperm. She moaned as Shame quickly pulled his cock out, but he shoved it into her pussy. She had another orgasm as his last few wads of cum sprayed her womb.
He pulled out and rested his cock on her ass cheeks for a moment before standing and moving back to his cot.
She could feel her ass slowly closing, forcing his sperm out to run down her crack. She would have to spend a few minutes squatting over the chamber pot to get all his cum out.
Hetty threw her shift back on. She had added sodomy to her list of sins with Shame, but if these sins were wrong, how come they felt so good?
**********************
Mary looked up from her book as Shame rode up. She was lying nude under her shade tree after taking her swim. "I was worried you weren't coming."
"I was stuck with your father branding some calves. Every moment away from you was unbearable, Miss Mary."
The young woman stood up with joy and ran over to him as he dismounted. She excitedly helped him remove his clothes.
"Shame you're dirty, let me bath you."
Mary led Shame down to the water and she began soaping him again. This time she didn't avoid any part of his body. After doing his chest and back, Mary soaped his cock and balls. She ran her soapy hand along his shaft until his cock was rock hard and looked about to burst.
"I can't wait to get in that tight pussy again," he moaned.
"I'm sorry Shame," she replied. "You'll have to wait until tomorrow, my pussy's still sore from yesterday."
She finished bathing him and the two moved back onto the grass. Shame held her in his strong arms kissing her for awhile. "Would you put your face down there again, Shame?" she asked.
"What do you mean?"
"Would you put your head down on my pussy again?"
"And do what?"
What had he called it yesterday? "Would you eat my pussy?" she asked, and when he nodded, she added, "please be gentle."
Shame kissed down her body and soon had her humping his face as he ate her to the second orgasm of her life. She winced every now and then when he hit a sore spot, but mostly it was pure pleasure.
"Thank you," she said when he moved back up her body.
"What are you going to do about that?" he asked putting her hand on his cock.
"What do you want me to do?"
"I want you to suck on it."
"With my mouth?" she asked, a little shocked at the idea.
"Yes, it is one of the greatest pleasures a woman can give her man. A good cock-sucker can have any man she wants."
"Then I want to be the best," said Mary, leaning over his hip and taking his cock in her hand.
"It'll take a lot of practice for you to get real good Miss Mary. I don't expect you to swallow much the first couple of times. LIck around it, then suck on what you can. Use your hand to stroke what you can't swallow.
Mary pulled the foreskin back and stare at the head for a moment, before kissing it. She ran her tongue down over the head and around it in little circles. When the head shined with her saliva, she opened her mouth wide and took the head into her mouth.
It wasn't as strange as she thought it would be. In a way it felt natural to please Shame this way and she would do anything to please him. She had imagined herself taking it all to show how much she loved him, but he was right. She couldn't take that much. Each time the head pushed into her throat, she found herself gagging. Mary finally relaxed and managed a couple inches in her throat. She gave up and took his advice, bobbing her head over five inches of his cock and stroking the rest with her hand.
It felt alive in her mouth, pulsing with power at each beat of his heart. She could feel it growing even bigger, turning harder, until it spasmed and his cum struck the back of her throat.
She was surprised at how hot his sperm was. It caught her off guard and she pulled her head back in shock. His cock exploded again, covering her face in sperm. Mary regained control and clamped her lips back around the head. She swallowed the rest of his sperm. It didn't taste bad, just different, but she felt elated, like it was a reward for a job well done.
Mary sat back on her knees and Shame stood up. His cock had only deflated a little and it was pointed right at her mouth, a drop of cum forming at the end. She licked it up and kissed his cock as she looked up at him towering over her like an ebony god. Kneeling before him also felt right and natural.
"Got to get back to work," he said retrieving his clothes.
"Shame, when do you want to tell ma and pa?" she asked going to the water to clean her face off.
"Tell them what?" he replied pulling on his pants.
"About us."
"What do you mean?"
"About us silly," she replied looking a little exasperated with him. "I'm eighteen Shame, I need a husband."
"Oh," he said mounting his horse. "Let's just keep it our little secret for now. We'll surprise them later."
Mary nodded and waved goodbye. She liked the idea of having a secret from her mother.
The next day, she practised sucking on his cock again, taking a little more this time. It did get easier as she learned to accommodate him with her mouth. She swallowed every drop of his sperm gulping each time his cock jerked. Afterwards, he ate her to several orgasms.
When he finished, his cock was rock hard again. She learned the true meaning of fucking as he pistoned his hips slamming a little more then half is cock into her. There was virtually no pain and she found her hips rising us to meet his thrusts. His cock seemed to explode in her womb and she had an orgasm that curled her toes. She almost fainted from the pleasure.
*******************
Shame had fucked Hetty every night and Mary during the day for several weeks now.. Mary could take all his cock now and loved every inch of it. It seemed impossible, but the girl loved fucking even more then her mother. A few days ago, he had introduced her to ass play and had fucked her ass earlier today. She had skipped dinner, feigning an illness, but in reality, she couldn't sit down on the hard wooden chair.
Everyone had settled down after dinner, when a wagon rode up and there was a pounding at the door. "Elijah, open up."
"That sounds like McCormac," said Elijah answering the door.
Flint McCormac was one of the other homesteaders. "Elijah, Mr Shame," said Flint nodding at them. "We got trouble. Bodie's back from Cheyenne and he brought a gunslinger with him."
"Do you know his name?" asked Shame.
"Rumor has it, he's named Braddock."
"I know him," said Shame. "He's good, one of the best."
"What do we do Elijah?" asked Flint.
"Shame?"
Shame thought a moment. "Whose the most hotheaded of you homesteaders."
"That would be Jake Calleghen," said Flint.
"I agree," said Elijah. "That's Caleb's friend Tommy's dad. He was all bent out of shape when the cowboys called our son's pigs."
"Go warn Jake then," said Shame. "Braddock will try to provoke him into a gun fight."
The three men loaded onto Flint's wagon and headed toward Jake Calleghen's home, but it was too late. Jake lay sprawled before his home, a still smoking hole in his chest right where his heart was. Some other homesteaders stood around looking at the body. Jake's wife was in hysterics, screaming and crying. She tried to throw herself on Jake's body, but some other wives held her back. Tommy sat on the steps of his home in a state of shock.
"What happened?" yelled Elijah as the wagon pulled to a stop.
One of the other homesteaders described events just as Shame had predicted. Bodie, Braddock, and some cowboys had rode up and offered to buy Jake's land. Jake refused and the gunslinger started insulting him until he drew his gun. Jake was dead within a few seconds.



"What do we do?" shouted someone.
"Ride to Cheyenne and get the marshall."
"Nope, Jake drew first. The gunslinger was just defending himself.
The men returned home dejected. Shame went out to the barn and retrieved his pistol. He turned around in time to see Caleb heading towards the house.
"Pa, pa," cried Caleb. "Shame's got his gun."
Elijah came out of the house just as Shame was mounting up. The rifle was sticking out of his saddle bag and his things were rolled up. He looked just like he had the day he rode up. "Shame, this is my fight," said Elijah.
Shame dismounted. "Elijah, if you ride into town, you'll be as dead as Jake is."
"I'm a man of god, Shame, but there's only so much a man can take. I'm coming with you."
"Elijah," said Shame. "I ain't the man you think I am, but I do like you and I don't want you killed."
Elijah was just starting to reply when Shame's beefy fist came up under his jaw. The farmer hit the ground hard. Shame mounted up again as Hetty ran out of the house and up to her husband. "Ma'am," he said nodding at her as he rode towards town.
********************
Pa was just coming around as ma held up his head. I ran out of the house and watched Shame ride off. I started walking after him.
"Caleb, you get back here," called Hetty.
I didn't listen and began running after Shame.
********************
Bodie and his men were at the saloon. Shame's boots echoed on the floor boards as he entered the building and everyone went quiet. Bodie was sitting at a table towards the end of the saloon, surrounded by Slim and some other cowboys. Braddock was sitting alone at another table. "Shame," he greeted as the black man walked past.
Shame nodded and continued on towards Bodie. Bodie looked up at him. "Is it done?" he asked.
"Yep," said Shame. "I done knocked her up and the daughter too."
"Gawd damn," yelled Slim looking a Shame with hatred in his eyes.
"Slim wanted the girl for himself," said Bodie calmly. "You were a little rough on him."
"He was a little rough on the girl. He was just supposed to scare her."
Bodie nodded, reached in his pocket and pulled out a bag. "It's all there," he said tossing it to Shame.
Shame looked in the bag. Five hundred dollars to give Hetty a baby. Elijah was the natural leader of all the homesteaders. When his wife gave birth to a little black bastard, he would become the town laughing stock. Bodie could then take over his land as well as that of the other homesteaders. "One more thing Bodie," said Shame. " Don't kill him." Bodie paused for a moment and then nodded, he had what he wanted.
"Drinks all around," shouted Bodie with delight. Shame turned around and left the saloon.
********************
"Shame," I cried. Startled, Shame turned around and saw me standing there outside the saloon. "Did you kill 'em? I didn't hear gunfire."
Shame looked grim when he said, "A man is what he is Caleb. Someday you'll understand." He then mounted his horse and turned it. I knew he wasn't going back to our house.
"Oh Shame, don't go," I yelled trying to follow him. "Shame come back. Shame......"
I could hear Bodie's men laughing from the saloon as I collapsed crying while Shame rode off.
********************
Some months later, I got a brother and became an uncle within weeks of each other. My brother had skin as dark as Shame. My nephew's skin was a little more milky colored. The bastards humiliated my pa and Bodie moved in on our land, destroying everything pa had built.
My pa and I both ended up working for Bodie driving his cattle. My ma and pa stayed together. At first, pa had been furious with ma, but they came to some kind of agreement. They spent a lot of time together in their bunkhouse on Bodie's ranch and both seemed happy for a while, though ma would stare wistfully down the road Shame had appeared on from time to time.
Pa took most of his frustration out on my sister and he drove her away. She became the town whore, servicing Bodie's cowboys for $5.00 a lay from a room at the saloon. Slim blew a lot of his money on her.
Unfortunately, Pa had been right and the days off the free range rancher were over. More homesteaders came until Bodie just gave up and retired with his fortunes. Homesteaders even moved in on our old land.
Being jobless, I decided to move on. Pa was a worthless drunk then and ma had lost all her looks. I didn't even say goodbye to them though I did stop to see my sister. She said, she'd quit whoring when she found the man who could satisfy her. She was about thirty then, but looked ten years older. It was then that I decided to go after Shame.
He was easy to find. I just followed the trail of black children. They got younger as I closed in on him. Finally, near the dawn of a new century, I found him in a small town in Utah. I knew I was getting close. The half-breed baby in the last town had been less then a year old. I crested a ridge and looked down on a ranch. Shame was there talking to a young women as he mended a fence. The sunlight reflected off his black skin and his now silver hair.
As I stared down at my old hero, all the hatred fled me. I didn't hate Shame, he had turned me into a man. I grew tough defending my little black relatives and working for Mr Bodie, roughing up homesteaders.
Without Shame, I would have grown up a dirt farmer, afraid of defending myself like father. I turned away from him and rode off in the direction of the setting sun.
"A man is what he is," Shame had said to me. Well Shame was what he was. He rode into our town in the summer of '89. He turned a boy into a man and left behind him what he was....Shame.
- The End -
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"Hey Chad," said Tristan, my best friend and roommate, "how would you like to spend the summer with me at my parents beach house?"
"Love to," I replied, "but I'll have to get permission from my mom and dad."
The thought of all those bikini clad girls had my penis hard, but then it was always hard. Tristan and I attended a boys only Catholic school. Excluding withered old nuns, we hadn't even really seen any women for months,
I had just turned eighteen and Tristan was a year younger. He had a wild rebellious streak, but I was rather shy and conservative. Despite our differences, he was a lot of fun and we got along fabulously. I hadn't had many friends and I considered Tristan to be the brother I never had.
--------------------
We arrived at the resort on the Jersey shore just before noon, two days after classes ended. My eyes bulged out of my head at the sight of all the scantily clad women heading towards the beach. I was from a small town in Kansas and had never seen a girl in a bikini outside of magazines, and here in front of me were dozens. Tristan whistled at some, which embarrassed me and I sank down into the car seat, though the girls seemed to like his attention.
I was still shocked that my parents let me go. Especially to a beach resort, which they called a den of sin. They relented when I promised to stay away from alcohol and tramps.
We stopped near the boardwalk to grab a couple of burgers. Two teenage girls wearing shorts and bikini tops walked by. Tristan smiled at them, they ignored him and both smiled at me as they passed. I felt my cheeks turn red and I looked down at the ground.
"They like you man," said my buddy. "Go get them."
"I couldn't, I wouldn't know what to say."
"Forget it," he said.
We got our burgers and sat down on a bench where we could watch the women sun bathing. I caught several more girls staring at me and I quickly looked away from them.
Tristan shook his head. "Chad, I love you like a brother, but if you're going to hold me back this summer, you might as well hang out with my mom by our pool."
"Sorry," I replied. "I just haven't been around a lot of women."
"Have you looked at yourself," he said "I would give anything to look like you or to have half your muscles. The chicks are gonna love you."
I was almost six and a half feet tall and still growing. Working on the farm had built up my muscles to the point where I looked like a weight lifter. Tristan was almost a foot shorter then me and rather average looking, though he had a devilish grin that women apparently found attractive.
We arrived at his parent's beach house an hour later. Tristan had explained that his mom stayed there all summer and his dad was only here on weekends. His father worked in New York and stayed at their house in Massachusetts.
"Go on through the fence around back," Tristan said grabbing his bags.
I hefted my bags and walked around back to their pool. I just about tripped over my own feet when I saw the young woman lying in a cot by the pool. She had long blonde hair, tied up in a bun and big full lips. Her eyes were covered by sunglasses, but I didn't spend much time looking at her face anyway.
Either her body was over-proportioned or her bikini was too small. Never had I seen a more perfect body on a woman. Her breasts were huge and I could see the outlines of her nipples under the thin, blue material. Her stomach was flat and sexy, with a thin waist that flared out as her hips widened. The bikini bottoms, barely covered her crotch and I had a strong urge to untie the strings holding her bikini on. Her legs were fit, lean, and long all the way down to her dainty little feet, whose toe-nails were painted a daring red. A deep golden tan covered her body.
"Can I help you?" she asked.
"I-I'm supposed to be staying here," I stuttered out. "I'm Tristan's friend."
Her eyes widened and she stood up and walked over to me. "You must be Chad," she said holding her hand out."
"Yes," I said blushing as I took her hand. "I'm sorry, I didn't know Tristan had a sister."
She smiled, but didn't say anything. She took off her sunglasses revealing the most peircing blue eyes, I had ever seen.
"JESUS!" said Tristan as he rounded the corner. "Mom, what on earth are you wearing?"
I blushed even more. Looking closer at her hair, I could see some gray streaks blending into her blonde hairand as she laughed at her son's discomfort, I saw some wrinkles around her eyes. Otherwise, she looked about thirty, when she was probably closer to forty.
"Sorry son," she said winking at me. "I wasn't expecting you until tomorrow."
"We got an early start Mom," he said.
"Well let me go put something decent on," she said. "You two can go unpack."
She turned and we followed her into the house. I gulped when I saw that her bikini was a g-string and I could see her tan rear end. It was plump, but firm and smooth as a bowling ball. It arched out from the small of her back. My penis which is always partially erect, instantly turned rock hard. It was so hard, it hurt.
Tristan showed me to our room. It was bigger then our dorm and had two nice big beds.
"We can unpack later. Lets change and jump in the pool." He said yanking his shirt off over his head.
"I don't have a bathing suit."
"No problem, you can wear one of mine." Tristan removed some trunks from his dresser and tossed it to me. "Try these."
He turned his back to me and pulled his pants down. I was a little uncomfortable by his nudity, but I took my pants off also.
"I can't wait to hit the beach tom..."
My friend stopped in mid sentence and I looked up. He was staring at my crotch with a look of shock on his face. He suddenly turned red and quickly pulled his trunks up. I caught a glimpse of his penis and I suddenly felt sorry for him. It must have been deformed or something. It was all shrunken from the air conditioner and was only as long as my pinky. My penis still hadn't recovered from the sight of his mother and was about ten inches long. When completely erect, I'm over a foot long and as big around as a cucumber. The only other penis I had ever seen, was on our bull back home and he had made me feel small. Tristan was not only smaller then me, but his penis probably wasn't even a third as big as mine.
"Come on let's go," he said, waving for me to follow.
I removed my shirt and tossed it on my bed, as we headed to the pool. At first, Tristan seemed upset about something, but that quickly passed and we had fun splashing around his pool. I can't swim so I stayed in the shallow end.
His mom came out with some sandwiches. She was wearing a conservative one-piece bathing suit, but her incredible body was hard to hide and she still looked fantastic. Tristan climbed out of the pool and immediately began gobbling down a sandwich.
I climbed the ladder out of the pool and was immediately embarrassed to see that Mrs. Jones was checking out my body as closely as I had checked out hers. Her eyes latched onto my crotch and remained there for a couple seconds. I thought that my penis would probably crawl into my scrotum, but instead it fattened a little, despite the cool evening air. I saw Mrs. Jones' frown as she stared at my crotch and then her eyebrows shot up with surprise when it grew a little.
Embarrassed, I immediately wrapped a towel around my waist and joined Tristan at the picnic table. Mrs Jones let us alone and returned to the house.
After dinner, Tristan and I left the pool. He said I could change in there and he would change in the bathroom. I didn't see the point since we had changed together earlier, but I was more comfortable changing alone. I unwrapped the towel from my waist and pulled the swim trunks down.
The vision of Mrs Jones in her string bikini flashed into my mind and I immediately got another painful erection. I closed my eyes and grabbed my penis, desperately wanting to stroke it, but knowing that it was a sin.
"Tristan, do you need anything from the market," said Mrs. Jones, pushing the door open. "HOLY SHIT!" she exclaimed, seeing me nude, her eyes locking onto my hard penis.
I opened my eyes in horror. She mumbled an apology and fled. My penis withered in my hand. I looked in the mirror. Water still glistened on my muscles. She must have thought I was masturbating and that the water was sweat. I suddenly felt ill.
When I was fourteen, I was in the barn and for no apparent reason my penis suddenly got hard. I stroked it for some reason and after a few minutes, I ejaculated. At first I was scared, not understanding what the white stuff was shooting from my penis,but it felt great. I turned around and there was my dad, fists clenched with rage. He beat the crap out of me that night and my mom wouldn't even talk to me for a week after that day until we had spoken to a priest. The priest told me about masturbation and how sinful it was. I told him I understood and would never do it again. For the last four years, I would get erect at least once a day, usually more and it took every ounce of my will not to touch it. I figured the devil was tempting me.
Now, Mrs. Jones had caught me. She probably thought I was disgusting and would throw me out of her house. She had been so horified that she had cursed and women didn't curse.
Tristan came back and saw How pale I was. "You feeling ok buddy," he said concerned.
"No, I'm feeling a little sick to my stomach. I think it must be something I ate. I'm going to skip the boardwalk."
--------------------
Tristan left to hit the boardwalk. I put my sweat pants on and climbed into bed. I felt nervous and sick to my stomach. I pictured Mrs. Jones and the look on her face when she saw me holding my penis. As soon as I thought of Tristan's mother, I pictured her in that teeny bikini and my stupid penis got erect again.
My pulse was racing and I was hot under the covers. I was scared that Mrs. Jones would throw me out for being a disgusting pervert. I climbed on top of the covers and tried to get comfortable. Finally I looked for something to read. As I was looking around the room, I noticed Mrs. Jones staring at me through the door, which was cracked open.
All my fears were realized. Here was Mrs. Jones come to throw me out of her house. She would call my parents, they would disown me and I would get kicked out of school. Mrs. Jones pushed the door open and came in to the room. Oddly enough, she seemed as nervous as I was.
"Sorry to disturb you Chad, but I couldn't stop thinking about what I saw."
My heart skipped a beat. "Mrs. Jones, I swear I wasn't masturbating. I know it's a sin. You just came into the room at the wrong time. Please don't tell my parents."
"I'm not sure I understand," she was looking at me funny. I thought she looked a little amused and I calmed down.
"I know you think I was masturbating, but I swear I wasn't."
"You're telling me you've never jerked off."
"No maam," I replied. "Well once, but dad caught me and beat me."
"I don't believe you."
"I swear it's the truth, Mrs Jones. Can't we just forget about what happened," I begged.
"I don't think I can forget about what I saw," she said. I moaned with shame and she said, "You're going to have to prove it."
"How do I do that?" I asked.
"You can tell if a man masturbates excessively. I'll need to examine your penis."
"I can't do that!" I said horrified at the notion of showing my friend's mom my penis again.
"It's that or I call your parents and the headmaster."
She sat on the bed and reached out and grabbed the waist band of my sweat pants. I relented and raised my hips, so that she could pull my pants down to my ankles. Soon I was naked before the sexy mother of my best friend. I was so embarrassed that my penis had crawled up into my scrotum and it looked tiny as it was only about seven inches long. She reached out and I tried to crawl back, but her hand quickly grabbed the tip of my penis.
She lifted my penis up and cupped my testicles. My sack filled her small hand. "Hmm," she said examining them, "they do seem heavy and full of sperm. Maybe you don't masturbate."
As she spoke she kept tugging on my penis. No one had ever touched my penis before and I was horrified to see that the evil thing was responding to her touch. It started growing in her hand. I looked at her as it slowly swelled with blood, growing to it's full, foot long length. She just stared at my penis growing in her hand, her eyes growing wide with shock as it turned rock hard.
"I'm sorry Mrs. Jones," I apologized horrified. "I can't control it."
She didn't seemed bothered by my erection and she wrapped her fingers around my penis. I shivered as she ran her fingers along the length of my penis, stopping to squeeze the head. It felt incredible to have her touching my penis like this.
Then to my horror, she began stroking it. It felt fantastic and on the third stroke, I bucked my hips, thrusting my penis through her fist. I wanted to warn her, but the words stuck in my throat. I've never seen the head of my penis so large. It swelled up as big as a plum, throbbing, and engorged with blood. The pee slit opened and I came for the second time in my life. A long stringy strand of sperm erupted from the head and hit her in the face. I moaned with pleasure as four years of frustration was released from my penis by three strokes of her hand. Another strand left my penis, hitting her chin, and even more sperm continued to flow out the tip of my penis covering her hand with sperm.
When I recovered, I suddenly realized what had happened and I looked at her ashamed at what I had done. She was still staring at my penis, a look of amazement on her face. My sperm was oozing down her face and chin.
She seemed to come to her senses and she stood and ran from the room. Horrified over what I had done, I pulled up my pants and ran out to the hall. Mrs Jones was standing there licking my sperm off her hand.
"Mrs Jones," I cried. "What are you doing?"
"Chad!" she said startled. "It's not a sin if your semen goes into a woman, only if you waste it." "But isn't adultery worse."
"This isn't adultery," she replied licking the sperm off her chin. "Only actual intercourse is adultery. I'm just doing this to help you."
--------------------
We spent the next day at the beach. Tristan had met a girl the night before. I never could understand that guys luck with the ladies. Tristan tried to teach me how to swim, but it embarrassed me in front of all the people. I felt much safer in his pool.
We went back and had dinner with his mom. Mrs. Jones was quiet through most of the dinner and I was worried that she was thinking about all the sperm from my stupid penis that she had been forced her to eat to keep me from sinning. She was a wonderful woman to do that for me.
Tristan had a date with his girl that night and he asked if I would be offended if he went out alone again. I told him to go have fun and not to worry about me, I'd stay up and read. I usually do one hundred push-ups every day and I was halfway through my set when Tristan left. When I had finished, I looked up and his mom was standing in the room watching me.
Mrs Jones was wearing a short skirt that showed off her nice legs and a tight top that left her sexy stomach bare. I could also see the outlines of her nipples. Her areola were as big around as coke cans, the nipples were poking at her top, and I had trouble not staring at them. She had been dressed more conservatively at dinner.
She was glancing at my chest as I stared at hers. I was only wearing shorts and my chest was sweaty, heaving from my workout.
"I saw Tristan leave," she said.
"He had a date," I told her, then added, "I'm sorry about last night. I couldn't control myself."
"That's why I'm here. I'm worried you might masturbate again. I didn't get a chance to examine you long enough last night. I'll need to do it again."
My heart started racing at the thought of having her touch me again. "If you think so Mrs. Jones."
"Just stand there and let me examine you," she said kneeling down before me.
A strange surge of power coursed through my body as I looked at her kneeling before me. I saw her reach and and unbutton my shorts. Her hand was shaking, as she slowly pulled my zipper down. Mrs. Jones yanked my shorts down around my ankles and my underwear quickly followed. To my embarrassment, instead of retreating into my scrotum like the last time, my penis was growing before she even touched it.
I moaned as Mrs. Jones caressed it and started stroking it again. The head was huge, engorged with blood and she was holding it so that it was pointed at her partially open mouth.
She was so intent on the examination, that I took the opportunity to look down past my penis at her nipples. I was hot, but the air conditioner must have made her cold because her nipples were rock hard, like two flag poles planted on top two perfect mountains.
"You have a beautiful cock Chad," she said still staring at my penis in her hand.
"What do you mean?"
"Cock is another term for penis," she informed me.
That jogged my memory. When I was fifteen, I got into a fight with some townies. They were jerks and used foul language. The leader, a cowardly bully had said something to me. Now what was it? I remembered. "Suck my cock," I mumbled out loud. Yeah, that's what he had said. The pervert.
"Anything you want Chad," said Mrs Jones.
I looked down again. She was leaning forward and she kissed the head of my cock. It was glistening with some kind of fluid and she licked it off. I jumped and my knees grew weak as her tongue ran around the head of my cock. Her lips wrapped around the entire head. I couldn't believe how good it felt. Her mouth was so hot and wet. I moaned as her tongue ran all around my cock head. She began to move her mouth up and down my cock, taking more with each bob of her head.
My knees were weak, but I managed to stand there. I felt the sperm churning in my testicles. My muscles were tensing and my fists were clenched. I didn't know what to do with my hands, so I grabbed the sides of her head and began bucking my hips, sliding about half my cock in and out of her mouth.
Mrs. Jones had one hand on my cock and another between her legs under her skirt. She must have had bad itch, because her hand was moving rapidly underneath her skirt.
My cock seemed to explode in her mouth, my sperm erupting from the end. I felt it shooting up through my cock and pouring into her mouth. She didn't seem to want to let go and my cock suddenly seemed ultra sensitive after my orgasm. I couldn't take it anymore and I pulled back, watching my penis slowly emerge from her mouth.
"God, Mrs. Jones that felt incredible."
"I liked it too Chad," she replied. "I've never seen a cock this big."
"What do you mean?"
"I mean your hung like a horse Chad," she said still kneeling before me and staring at my cock. "Your more then twice as big as my husband and at least three times as thick. His penis is about average length."
I pictured Tristan's reaction when he saw my partially erect cock. He wasn't deformed, I was. "You mean I'm some kind of freak?" I asked, though for some reason it made me feel good to be bigger then her husband and Tristan for that matter.
"You're not a freak Chad," she answered, "you're gifted."
"Do you do this with Mr. Jones," I asked, a sudden wave of jealousy coursing through my body.
"Never Chad," she said, "with him, it's lights off in the missionary position. Yours is the first cock I've ever had in my mouth."
That made me feel fantastic and I grinned from ear to ear. I didn't know what to say, I just blurted out, "Thanks."
"Thank you," she replied and she got up and left the room.



I looked down at my cock. I know pride is a sin, but I was suddenly proud of my big piece of meat. It was growing again and I wished she hadn't left.
--------------------
Mr Jones arrived the next day for the weekend. He reminded me a lot of Tristan only without the wild streak. He was shorter then me by a foot, even shorter then his wife. He was nice, but he seemed stern and proper, just the opposite of his wife. It was probably his idea to send Tristan to an all boys religious school. He was a lot older then his wife, probably close to twenty years.
I didn't see much of Mrs. Jones that weekend. The few times I did, she seemed bored.
I went out to the boardwalk with Tristan that weekend. His girl Mary had a friend named Amber. She was an attractive little blonde, though her breasts weren't half as big as Mrs. Jones. She wore big platform shoes and her shorts were so small and tight, her butt cheeks stuck out. She seemed delighted to hang out with me, though she quickly seemed to grow bored with my shyness and lack of conversational skills.
We said goodbye and Tristan leaned over and gave Mary a big kiss. I looked at Amber, she was looking back at me expectantly. I leaned over to kiss her and at the last minute she turned her face and I planted a kiss on her cheek. Embarrassed, I backed off and we waved bye.
The next night, Amber didn't come out with us. I felt like a third wheel as Tristan and Mary were all over each other. The three of us went back to the cottage Mary and Amber were renting. They left me on the porch and went into the one room cottage. A minute later they kicked Amber out and she joined me.
Finally, after ten minutes of silence, Amber said, "Why don't you like me?"
"I do like you," I replied, "what do you mean?"
"How come you didn't make a pass at me?"
"I'm sorry. I wanted to, but I don't know how."
Amber moved next to me and she leaned over. I bent down and kissed a girl for the first time. I liked it, but my stupid penis turned rock hard again.
We kissed for around fifteen minutes, finally Amber whispered in my ear, "Tell me what you want."
I didn't know what she was talking about, but I did know that my cock was hurting again. "I want you to suck my cock." I whispered back.
Amber pulled back and looked at me surprised. "Crude, but I guess you're making progress," she said. "Ok, but You're going have to return the favor."
"What do you mean?" I asked confused.
"If I suck you off, you have to eat my pussy. It's only fair."
"I've never done that," I replied suddenly guilty for not eating Mrs. Jones' two nights before.
"Really?" she didn't seem that surprised, "well it doesn't matter, I'll teach you."
She kissed me again and I felt her hand undoing my shorts. "Let's see what you're hiding in there." She pulled down my zipper and reached in.
I felt her hand wrap around my cock and pull it out. It went limp at the look on her face. She shook her head in denial and a look of fear was written on her face. Amber let go and backed away. She looked down at my crotch then up at me. Her mouth moved, but no words came out. She turned and tried the door to their cottage, but it was locked. She then turned and ran out the porch door.
"Amber, wait," I yelled, stuffing my suddenly deflated cock into my pants, but she ignored me and ran off into the night.
Tristan came out a moment later a big grin on his face. Mary followed him. "Where's Amber?" she asked.
"She went for a walk," I lied.
Mary saw the look on my face. "Don't let her upset you. There's plenty of girls who'd be happy to meet a nice guy like you."
"Thanks," I said dejected.
Tristan gave her a big kiss and we left. He bragged the whole way home about how he had gotten her to touch his penis. "Next time I think I can talk her into a blow job," he said.
I didn't say anything. Mrs Jones had obviously felt sorry for me and sucked me off. Amber was too scared of my cock to even stay in the same room with it. Mrs Jones had lied to me. I was a freak.
I had a great work ethic from growing up on a farm with stern parents and when financial realities set in- I set out to look for a job. Tristan being who he is, had gotten a job at a place on the boardwalk, called Playland. It was one of those noisy places, filled with kids, video games, and amusement rides. I got a job at a sub shop, flipping burgers and grilling cheesesteaks.
I kept to myself for a week, avoiding everyone whenever possible. I immersed myself in my job and I liked it, except for one of the waitresses who was a real bitch. She was one of the best looking girls, I'd ever seen and I always stood meekly and took her constant bitching. She would nag me over every mistake I made and I would just look down at my feet and sneak peeks at her long tan legs.
There was a very nice waitress named Sherie. She had a nice figure and was very friendly. I think she had a crush on me because she'd always sneak peaks at me and would blush when I caught her. She had a cute Southern accent and was pretty except her looks were over shadowed by Tina.
The bitches name was Tina. My dad subscibed to Sports Illustrated and he would always throw away the swimsuit issue. I would dig it out of the trash to look at the girls. Tina reminded me of Tyra Banks in looks and figure. She was a light skinned black girl with bright green eyes. One day she came in wearing a bikini top and I thought I would blow my load. Of course. my cock was always hard around her.
My stupid cock was hard now, as I walked home from working the late shift. I let myself in to the house. It was dark and I almost didn't see Mrs Jones sitting there in the dark.
"I'm worried about you Chad, she said flicking on a light. "I'm worried you haven't gotten off in five days and might masturbate again."
She was wearing a robe and sitting there with her legs crossed. She was right. I had never needed to cum as bad as I did right then. I was addicted to cumming and there was no turning back. Still, though my cock said yes, my mind said no. "I'm fine Mrs Jones. You don't have to feel sorry for me."
"I don't feel sorry for you. What's wrong Chad?"
"I know I'm a freak and your doing this out of pity."
"I told you your not a freak, your gifted. Why do you think your a freak?"
I told her about Amber running away when she saw my penis. Mrs Jones face flushed and she seemed angry.
"So you didn't actually do anything with this girl?" she said. I shook my head with shame and she continued. "Good. She's just young and stupid. She doesn't' know a good thing when she sees it. Stay away from her Chad, she's a tramp. I'll keep you satisfied."
I still didn't quite believe her, but at that moment she stood up and removed her robe. She was wearing a lacy white bra and sheer panties. They were so thin, I could see the dark patch between her legs and her red nipples. This was the closest I had come to seeing her naked. I wanted to say, "no," but my cock was doing all my thinking at the moment.
I followed Mrs Jones into her bedroom. She motioned me to be quiet and pointed at the ceiling. I assumed Tristan was asleep upstairs. She pushed me over towards the bed and she ran her hands under my shirt. I shivered as her fingers felt along the ridges of my muscles and she toyed with my nipples.
She crinkled her nose. My shirt stank from the grill and she raised it up to my shoulders. She couldn't pull it off, since I was so tall, so I helped her, throwing my shirt on the floor.
Mrs Jones came into my arms and rubbed her lingerie clad body on mine. She looked up at me expectantly and I leaned down, kissing her for the first time. It was like our lips were glued together. She was a much better kisser then Amber. She pushed her tongue into my mouth and I pushed mine back. Her lips never left mine as I felt her undoing my pants.
My pants fell around my ankles and I felt her reach into my underwear. We both moaned as her hand grabbed my cock and stroked it. She broke our lip lock and stepped back. I could see her bosom heaving and her nipples were rock hard, straining against her bra. She put her hands on my chest and pushed me back. I fell down on her large bed and I sat on the edge.
Mrs Jones bent over and pulled my underwear all the way off. She then kneeled between my legs and once again I felt a surge of power. Mrs Jones wrapped one hand around the thick shaft of my cock and pulled it aside. She buried her nose in my crotch and took a big sniff. I wanted to apologize as I hadn't showered and I had sweat all day at the grill, but she seemed to like my smell.
She bent my cock down towards her mouth and she planted a loving kiss on the tip. I moaned as she began licking around the head and up and down the sides. She swallowed the head and I sighed as my cock entered her warm, wet, mouth.
I felt the head hitting the back of her throat and then my cock entered her throat and began sliding down. It was the best feeling of my life. Her throat was tight and wet. She seemed to have difficulty at first, but she soon developed a rhythm.
Last time, she had only sucked on about half of my cock, now she was taking it all. I loved it, but I was worried she might quit doing this for me. I was starting to last longer each time I was with her. It took almost fifteen minutes before I started even getting close to cumming.
I lost control again and I grabbed her head, moving it rapidly up and down my cock, while bucking my hips into her mouth. Her moans were muffled by my cock as I used her mouth to get off.
The sperm shot up out of my balls and I bellowed loudly as I came in her mouth. I shut up suddenly worried that I would wake up Tristan. My cum seemed to catch Mrs Jones by surprise and she struggled to pull away, but I held her head over my cock.
My balls had built up as much sperm in the last few days as they had in the entire four year period since my first orgasm. Mrs Jones struggled to swallow it all, but the amount overwhelmed her and dribbled down her chin. I released her and she fell back gasping. She opened her mouth to breathe and more of my sperm poured out of her mouth, falling on her breasts and soiling her bra.
She looked dazed as she stood up and went into her bathroom to clean up. I continued to sit on the bed, my cock deflated to about eight inches and it dangled over the side.
"I thought you would have gone back to your room," she said upon returning. She was wiping around her chin with a towel.
"I wanted to return the favor," I said standing up. I grabbed her and sat her down on the bed.
"You mean you want to eat me?" she asked. Her eyes had opened as wide as saucers and suddenly her whole body seemed to shake with nervousness.
I kneeled between her legs and reached out and grabbed the waistband of her little panties. She jumped when I yanked them off her. I pulled her legs apart and stared at my first pussy. It glistened with moisture and two vertical pink lips seemed to be opening and closing with desire. I moved closer.
"Oh god," she cried when my breath hit her pussy. "I've always wanted to do this. Mr Jones won't kiss me down there." She jerked when I kissed her pussy lips.
"C-Chad, that's my labia. Run your tongue up and down it." I followed her instructions. She showed me her clit and it seemed to grow as I teased it with my tongue. I was a fast learner and soon she couldn't even talk to give me directions, but I didn't need them any more.
I liked eating her pussy, but I loved watching her body react to it. She was panting and moaning. Her head was thrashing from side to side and her whole body was writhing as she grabbed the covers of the bed until her knuckles were white. I looked up her belly It was undulating wildly as her hips rose to match the thrusts of my tongue. I felt as powerful giving her pleasure as I did having her kneel between my legs, with my cock in her mouth.
"P-put your finger in me," she gasped.
I slid one finger in her pussy and I quickly decided to make it two. I continued to tongue her clit as I flexed my fingers in her pussy. Mrs Jones' legs suddenly wrapped around my head and squeezed. She looked down her body and our eyes met. As she stared into my eyes, her pussy suddenly clamped down on my fingers and she screamed in orgasm. At first I was scared I had hurt her, but she just kept thanking me over and over so I kept at it. It was like I had opened a flood gate. I didn't stop eating her and she didn't stop cumming. I lost count after about six big orgasms. Finally, it seemed she couldn't take any more and she grabbed my head and pushed me back. I stood up between her legs grinning at the look of awe on her face. My cock was rock hard again.
"Mr Jones hasn't made me cum in twelve years Chad," she said grabbing my cock.
I suddenly felt sorry for her. This beautiful woman, stuck with her lame old husband.
She was pulling my cock towards her and bending it down towards her pussy, which was gaping open between.her spread legs. I stopped moving forward out of fear of accidentally entering her and breaking one of the lord's commandments. Mrs Jones seemed to moan in frustration and she looked like a mad woman as she looked at me. She began rapidly stroking my cock so fast that I felt like cumming after ten minutes.
She saw how red and engorged my cock was and she pointed the head down at her pussy. She was raising her pussy towards it as I came, but my cock jerked and the first strand of semen fell from her belly button to her breasts. The second hit just under her belly button, just before she got it back under control and my third strand landed on her labia. Her entire thigh and pussy area was covered in sperm by the time I quit cumming.
I stepped back and looked at her as I pulled my shorts on. That moment was, without a doubt, the best in my life so far. I watched my sperm liquefying on her body and some started sliding down into her belly button. "Mrs Jones, your wasting my sperm."
She just nodded and brought her finger down to her abdomen, scooping up a wad of my semen. She brought her finger up to her mouth and sucked my sperm off.
"Thanks," I said, leaving the room. She was a good woman to keep me from sinning like that.
--------------------
Mr Jones came down for the Fourth of July weekend and stayed for a week. Mrs Jones seemed to glance at me longingly every time I saw her, which wasn't much. The beach towns get mobbed for that week and both Tristan and I were busy working.
The night of the Fourth, the fireworks were over and I was making my way down the boardwalk on my way home. I decided to stop in Playland to see Tristan. The noise assaulted me the moment I walked in there. The clanging of the video machines, the screaming kids, and all the other chatter was overwhelming. I had no idea how Tristan could work there all day long.
I wasn't paying much attention where I was going and the next thing I knew I had bumped into someone. "Sorry," I said, looking down into Amber's surprised face.
"Chad," she said. "I'm sorry, I didn't see you."
We stood silently looking at each other. Finally, she said, "I'm sorry about the other night. I've just never seen...I just...Your horse cock just scared me, ok."
"I understand," I replied. "It's a shame though. I was really looking forward to eating your pussy. I'm quite good at it."
"Chad!" she said blushing then added, "Liar. You told me you've never done it before."
I said nothing and we stared at each other awkwardly for a few moments.
"Listen," she said. "My date is getting change and will be back soon. Why don't you meet me back at our place later and I show you how to make a woman happy. If your lucky I might even jack you off, but don't expect anything more."
We were interrupted by her date coming back. I nodded at him and left. Tristan was working the dart game and I saw Mary waiting for him to get off. She saw me and straightened up. I saw her eyes flicker quickly towards my crotch. Amber must have said something to her about the other night. She recovered quickly and smiled at me.
I looked Mary over once myself. She was a fox. Amber had small breasts, but Mary's were big and firm. She was wearing a tight half shirt that showed off her large bosom and left her thin waist bare. Mary had a sexy pierced belly button. She had on a short mini skirt that showed off her lean legs and her cute feet were wearing a nice pair of sandals. Mary had long blonde hair and blue eyes. She was almost as sexy as Mrs Jones. Tristan was completely smitten with her.
I chatted with Mary for a few minutes. She seemed surprised when I told her I was meeting Amber back at their cottage. She excused herself and said she would see us at the cottage later. I think she left early to claim the bedroom for her and Tristan, sticking me and Amber with the porch again, but it didn't matter to me. I just needed to get off. It had been seven days since my night with Mrs Jones and I was going crazy from all the sperm that was building up in my balls.
Tristan got off work shortly afterwards and we headed down the boardwalk to the girls house.
"Don't fall for Amber," Tristan warned. "She's a tease and will break your heart."
"I understand," I replied. "How are things with you and Mary?"
He got a stupid grin on his face at the mention of her name. "Great buddy. I've never felt this way about a girl before."
"How far have you two gone?"
His smile faded for a second. "She's let me play with her big tits. She'll jerk me off, but won't put her mouth anywhere near penis. She's still a virgin. You'll screw Amber before I get Mary.
That was when I started thinking about sex. I had thought of sex as taboo, but now I wasn't so sure. If I slept with Tristan's mom, it would be adultery, but Amber wasn't married. Sex with her would be wrong, but not a sin. Anyway, all this thought about sex had my dick hard and I quit thinking about it less walking became difficult.
We arrived at Mary's cottage and Tristan kissed her and winked at me as he went inside. I sat on the porch and waited for Amber to get home. She arrived a short time latter. I sat in the dark and watched her get rid of her date. He clearly seemed pissed off, like he wanted to come inside. She just let him kiss her on the cheek and left him standing there.
She smiled at me when she came into the porch. "Now where were we?" she said.
"You were in my arms kissing me and feeling around in my pants."
"Like this," she said sitting next to me and kissing me.
We kissed for several minutes pausing only to lift my shirt off over my head. She was wearing a tank top and I ran my hands up under her shirt caressing her braless breasts. They were small, but smooth. Her nipples were long and rock hard. She moaned as I pinched them. Amber was shivering and her hand was shaking as once again she reached out to unbutton my shorts. I stopped her long enough to pull her top off over her head, leaving her nude, but for a short skirt and her sandals.
Hers were the first nipples I had seen bare. Mrs Jones had always worn a bra or bikini top. Amber had almost no aureola, but her nipples were long and thick. I decided I liked bigger breasts better, but Ambers were still nice.
She managed to get my cock out and she started stroking it as she kissed me. Her kisses were nice, but lame and I started shoving my tongue between her lips. She struggled to back away, but I grabbed the back of her head, holding her mouth on mine. Soon she was tonguing me back as passionately as I was doing her and I let go of her head. Her hands had also started moving faster up and down my cock.
She broke away from our lip-lock and looked at me gasping for air. She smiled at me then knelt down between my legs. "You have the biggest cock I've ever seen in my life," she said examining it.



Just how many has she seen? I wondered.
She ran her fingers all over my cock and balls. "Chad," she said staring at it. "It's absolutely beautiful." This caused my cock to swell up even more. She squeezed the tip of my cock. "The head is almost as big as my fist," she said holding her fist up next to it in comparison. Amber was a very dainty girl and she made everything look large. I felt like a giant standing beside her on the boardwalk.
"Why don't you kiss it?" I asked.
"Ok," she said meekly and she leaned forward. She closed her eyes and kissed the tip of my cock. It looked even bigger next to her small head.
She pulled away and began stroking it again. I gently put my hand around the back of her head and said, "Kiss it again this time slip it some tongue," as I pulled her head forwards towards my cock.
She didn't resist and this time she french kissed the head of my cock. Her tongue flickered out and ran all over the head.
At that moment Tristan knocked on the door and yelled, "Can I come out?"
"Not yet," I yelled back.
Amber was so absorbed with licking the head of my cock that I don't even think she heard him. "Suck on it Amber," I told her.
She pulled back and looked at me seeming to think about it for a moment. "Cum in my mouth and I will kill you. Understand?"
I nodded and pulled her head forward again. I have to give her credit, she tried. She slurped on my cock lovingly and she clearly enjoyed herself, but she could never get more then half in her mouth. Her body just wasn't built for it.
"Are you close?" she said pausing to catch her breath after about ten minutes.
"Nope," I said, remembering the good old days when I would have cum after the first couple of sucks. "Keep sucking."
She sucked on my cock for another ten minutes until Tristan pounded on the door again. "Are you done yet?"
"NO!" I yelled back.
"Well hurry up," he yelled.
Amber had quit sucking me and said, "Alright my turn."
"I haven't cum yet."
"You'll lose interest in me when you do."
"No I won't," I said grabbing her head and pulling her back towards my crotch. My cock head poked at her lips a couple times before she opened her mouth and took it back inside. I had been getting close when she had stopped and my balls were aching. I held her head and pulled it up and down my cock for about five minutes. I felt the sperm churning in my balls as I fucked her face. My cock swelled up and she struggled to get it out of her mouth, but I wouldn't let go. I held her still and my cum erupted in her mouth, filling it quickly and squirting out the sides.
It was my best orgasm yet as I had built up a lot of sperm over the last week. Amber finally had to swallow in order to breath through her nose. Once she had swallowed, she quit struggling and swallowed some more, willingly this time.
Finally, she backed off and a last blast of sperm flew from my cock and splattered on her breasts. "Jerk," she said and more sperm dribbled out of her mouth as she spoke. I could see semen stretching between her lips as she spoke. She couldn't even close her mouth all the way after sucking me off. Her mouth was too sore.
"It's a sin to waste semen," I said and I pulled her to her feet and sat her on the love seat. I kneeled between her legs and pulled her panties off under her skirt.
I looked up at her and saw her tongue flick out and lap up some of the sperm on her lips. She liked the taste after all. She saw me staring and said, "OK now I'll tell you what to do."
I didn't wait for her instructions. I literally attacked her pussy and used every thing I had learned from Mrs Jones. No more words left her lips just whimpers and moans. Soon she was thrusting her pussy into my mouth and her hands were gripping the cushions tightly. She had a series of small orgasms from my teasing from her clit and a couple more as I nibbled her labia.
I moved the skirt out of my eyes, so that I could look up at her as I slid my fingers into her. She started bucking like crazy and I knew she was about to have a big orgasm. Tristan knocked on the door again as I ate her, but I wasn't about to stop to answer him. I just kept eating and fingering her pussy.
I saw the curtain in the house move aside and Tristan and Mary's face framed in the window as they stared out at us. Their expressions turned from a look of anger to one of shock at what they saw.
Amber let out a loud piercing scream as she came. Her back was arched and her nipples were pointed at the sky. Of me, all they could see was my head between her legs. I saw the curtain quickly close.
I stood and looked at Amber. She seemed to have passed out from the orgasm. I pulled on my shorts and yanked Amber to her feet as I knocked on the door.
Tristan opened it and Amber shuffled into the room like she was in a daze. His and Mary's eyes flickered to her bare breasts and I realized it was still covered in my sperm as was her chin.
Mary gasped when she saw her roommate and her eyes flickered over to my bare chest and down to my crotch once again, before turning to help Amber to the bathroom.
Tristan came out and I pulled my shirt on as we left. He didn't say a word to me until we got home. When we got to his room and laid down in our beds he said, "You know. I hope Mary lets me do that to her soon."
Tristan told me later that she had jerked him off He had cum after only a few strokes and was ready to go by the time Amber came home. He had only been alone with Mary for five minutes and I felt rude for making him wait another hour.
The next day, Mr Jones was loading his car to head home. He looked pissed. The Fourth of July had fallen on a Wednesday and Mr Jones had to drive all the way to Massachusetts to work one day and then drive back to the beach house. He asked if I would dig a flower bed for his wife. I of course, said yes. Mrs Jones came out to kiss her husband goodbye. Oddly, I felt somewhat superior when I saw him kissing the lips that had been wrapped around my cock just a week before.
I striped down to my shorts and I was digging his flower bed when he pulled out of the driveway. Tristan was off with Mary. Mr Jones had been gone less then five minutes when Mrs Jones came out by the pool in one of the skimpiest string bikini's I had ever seen. It was white and the cups were so small they barely covered her can-sized nipples. If she had worn that tiny thing to the beach she would have been arrested
She must have wanted to make sure I did a good job because she stared at my chest the whole time I was digging in the yard.
As I was finishing up, Mrs Jones jumped in the pool. She climbed out by me and my tongue must have hit the floor. The bikini was completely see-thru when wet. It was the closest I had come to seeing her completely naked. She arched her back thrusting her breasts out and shook the water out of her long blonde hair. I was instantly erect.
"Oh dear," she said spying my erection. "We're going have to take care of that monster aren't we."
I followed her into the house. She came into my arms as soon as we were safe from prying eyes. We kissed passionately.
Mrs Jones pulled back and her bikini fell to the floor. "Chad you naughty boy."
"I didn't untie it Mrs Jones. I swear," I said staring at her incredible body totally nude for the first time. No more teasing glimpses under bikinis and lingerie.
"No harm done," she said obviously enjoying my awe of her body."
She kneeled and pulled my shorts down planting a quick kiss on my cock when it was freed. We were interrupted by the phone ringing.
She looked pissed, but she stood and answered it. "What," she said into the speaker. Her eyes flickered back to me and she said, "Sorry he's not here," and then she hung up the phone. "Someone for Tristan," she said returning to me.
Mrs Jones returned her mouth to my cock and soon her head was bobbing up and down. She had almost brought me off before she stood and lead me to her bedroom.
I laid down on my back on the bed and Mrs Jones laid down beside me and went back to sucking my cock. I just laid back-a dumb grin on my face- and enjoyed the sensations. I looked around and found myself staring at a picture of Mr Jones. For some reason I snickered at the thought of the old prude's inferior penis. The way women were responding to my cock was really starting to go to my head and I vowed to try to be more humble. Next to the picture of Mr Jones was one of Tristan as a young teenager, grinning at me with his devilish grin. I felt a twinge of guilt, but I pictured him changing into his bathing suit and the memory of his little penis made me feel smug and superior again.
Mrs Jones took a break from sucking my cock. Even I had never seen it look so big or blood engorged. The whole thing was a purplish color and the big veins along its length were bulging. Luckily, she took my mind off my need to cum by shoving her pussy into my mouth.
She sat on my face as I tongued her, I enjoyed the view looking up the narrow strip of pubic hair, past her undulating belly, and at her big breasts bouncing as she writhed around on my tongue. She came about every fifth bounce.
Mrs Jones taught me several new things that day. When she was through sitting on my face she turned around and I found myself staring between the crack of her butt cheeks at her cute little rosebud. I then felt her lips back on my cock.
I liked this position because we could both satisfy each other at the same time. She told me later it was called sixty-nine. Each time she would bob her head she would grind her pussy into my mouth. Mrs Jones took my entire cock in her mouth, deep throating me seemed to be getting easier for her the more we did it..
After several minutes I felt my cock explode into her mouth. I bellowed into her pussy as I came. The way she had brought me close to cumming several times made this orgasm feel even better. I came buckets. I think the size of my load even took Mrs Jones by surprise. I know, because when she turned to look at me, my sperm covered her face and hair and she had already gulped several mouth fulls.
Mrs Jones left to clean herself up. When she came back she said, "Chad, you must be sore from all that digging. Why don't you turn over and I'll give you a back rub."
The thought of a sexy nude woman rubbing my back had my cock stirring again. I wasn't about to say no.
I laid there contentedly while Mrs Jones rubbed my back. She straddled my legs and rubbed my lower back. She began moving her body up further along my legs as she kneaded the muscles on my back, working her way to my shoulders. I got hard again when I felt her pubic hairs tickling my butt cheeks.
"Roll over and I'll do your chest," whispered Mrs Jones in my ear.
She raised her body up and I rolled over. I could feel her pussy hairs on my testicles and her big boobs were dangling just before my face. My cock jumped up with excitement. It extends just past my navel when I'm hard and Mrs Jones lifted my cock up to rub my abs. She let go of it and worked her way up my chest. As she did so her pussy slid over my balls to the base of my cock and up towards the head. It was wet and seemed to radiate warmth. She moaned as she massaged my pecs, sliding her pussy up and down the length of my rod.
I was finding it difficult to think clearly as all the blood in my head rushed down towards my cock. I wanted to fuck this sexy woman more then I wanted anything else in the world. The feeling of her warm pussy rubbing my cock was driving me insane. I knew if I didn't put a stop to it now, I'd break one of the lord's commandments. "Mrs Jones please stop," I moaned through clenched teeth.
"Just let me rub the back of your neck, then I'll quit," she replied. I noticed she was breathing heavy and her nipples were jutting out.
I'll never forget that moment for the rest of my life. As she leaned up to rub my neck, her pussy slid over the head of my cock and I felt the head swallowed by her lips.
Her pussy was hot and wet and it gripped the head of my cock like a vice. I was filled with a deep sense of belonging. I tried to pull out, but she gripped tighter with her legs holding me in. "Mrs Jones," I cried, "aren't we committing adultery?"
"Only if you cum inside me Chad," she said.
I opened my mouth to protest, but she shoved one of her nipples into my mouth. The teasing glimpses I had of her nipples previously had me dreaming of them and today not only had I gotten to see them, but I was sucking on them. I shut up and concentrated on her big breasts. I sucked on her nipples like she sucked on my cock. My tongue teased the tips and licked around her little rods.
Suddenly, her nipples were pulled from my mouth and Mrs Jones arched her back. Her fingernails dug into my chest as she screamed in orgasm. She shuddered and collapsed on me.
"Your incredible Chad," she mumbled, "Just the head of your giant cock can make me cum." As she said this, she was pushing down, taking more in. "So thick," she said. Mrs Jones stopped at five inches. "This is as much as my husband can give me," she said cumming as she slid another inch in. "Fuck me Chad," she screamed, "Fuck me with your big cock."
I did. Mrs Jones began bouncing up and down on my cock thrashing wildly and I was bucking my hips every time she slid down. More of my cock was sliding in with each thrust until about nine inches was swallowed by her pussy. I wanted to feel my entire cock buried in her snug pussy, but I couldn't get it in any deeper. Anyway, I knew I wasn't about to last much longer.
I wanted it to last forever, but her pussy was just too tight and too hot. The walls of her vagina seemed to squeeze around my cock milking my cum from my balls. Our entire fuck session probably only lasted ten minutes. "Mrs Jones," I screamed, "I'm cumming get off."
She must not have heard me because she just continued to bounce up and down my cock. Luckily, I managed to yank it out just in time. She whimpered as I came all over my stomach. Some strands of sperm flying all the way up to my chest.
I was mad because she had almost caused us to sin and lest my sperm be wasted, I grabbed the back of her head and forced her mouth down to my stomach. She did a good job licking up my sperm, even going so far as to lick a glob out of my belly button.
Mrs Jones got off me and stood up. She had a dreamy, far off look on her face. She came out of her daze when the phone rang. "No, he's still not here," she said into the receiver before hanging up.
I headed out to the pool to cool off and practise swimming.
Tristan came home that night beaming. He had taken Mary's virginity. She had asked him to eat her and she had gotten so turned on, she had pulled him into her. He was upset that she still hadn't sucked his cock though.
--------------------
The next day, Mrs Jones pulled me into her bedroom. "Come on Chad," she said taking her robe off, "Lets fuck again before my husband gets here."
I knew what we were doing was wrong, but the sight of her nude body was too much to bear. I stripped and we jumped onto her bed. Just like yesterday, I ate her pussy and she sucked me off until I came. I liked cumming once in her mouth because I always seemed to last longer the second time and if she didn't mind, I wanted to fuck her for hours.
As my cum poured into her mouth, I looked over at the picture of Mr Jones again. This time I didn't feel guilty, instead I thought, "he can't give her what I can. fuck him."
I was lasting longer each time we got together. It took me close to half an hour to cum in her mouth that time. I repaid the favor by kissing and eating her pussy for a half hour. She came countless times before pulling me up onto her. She guided my cock into her pussy. I began working a little bit in at a time. Her hot body was completely engulfed by my large torso. This time I was in control. This was how it should be. "Fuck me Chad, fuck me," she said weakly. I could barely hear her as her head was buried in my chest. "Fuck me with your big cock."
I fucked her for fortyfive minutes. She moaned, screamed, panted, sighed, and begged as I experimented with various speeds and styles of fucking her. She liked every one. She took another inch this time and sometimes I fucked her with all ten inches, slow, fast, or sometimes I kept most of it in her pussy moving it around just an inch or so.
Mrs Jones had about a dozen orgasms as I fucked her. She was nearing another big one when I felt myself getting close. She was really into it. Her hips were rising to match my thrusts and she was squealing each time she took ten inches of my cock all the way in. "Mrs Jones, I'm close. I have to pull out."
I began to withdraw my dick, but Mrs Jones had other ideas. Her legs wrapped tightly around my butt and her pussy seemed to grip my cock holding it in. I could have broken free, but there wasn't time. Instead, I reversed course and slammed my cock into her as I came. My cum sprayed places in her pussy, so deep her wimp husband could never touch. I felt like I was claiming a prize as I filled her with my cum. Mrs Jones screamed as she came. I was thankful Tristan wasn't home or he would have heard her even upstairs or by the pool, she was so loud.
I pulled my shrinking cock from her pussy. It was soaked with our juices. A long strand of cum dangled from the tip to her labia. She was half comatose from the strength of her orgasm, so I just wiped off my cock on her pubic hair. I looked down at her pussy. Her legs were spread wide. The first time I had seen her pussy it was beautiful, now it was a gaping sperm filled hole. More of my sperm slowly slid out of her pussy like it was reluctant to leave. A cold chill ran up my spine. What had we done? We had committed adultery and it had felt great, but I was immediately overwhelmed with a sense of guilt. I ran from the room.
I avoided everyone that weekend. Luckily, I had to work a lot and it took my mind of my crises of conscience. My co-workers could tell something was bothering me and Sherie asked if I wanted to talk about it. I politely declined. She was a nice, decent girl and for the first time, I noticed how cute she was. The way her shoulder length red hair framed her freckle covered face gave her a sweet innocent look. I thought that if I ever felt better, I might ask her out.
Tina, on the other hand, knew I was upset about something but continued to bitch at me every chance she got.
Sunday, the sick feeling in my stomach deepened. The Jones family and I went to church together and the sermon was on "the sins of the flesh." I was horrified and I broke out in a cold sweat. I looked down past Tristan and Mr Jones at Mrs Jones. It didn't seemed to bother her at all. She seemed bored by the sermon. She caught my glance and winked at me. Our mortal souls were in peril and she winked at me! I felt like I was going to vomit.
Monday, I had off work. Tristan was going home for a week with his dad and they left early in the morning. Mrs Jones walked into my room naked as soon as they were gone. My face turned pale with fright, but my cock immediately started growing.
"No Mrs Jones we can't do this any more."
She looked surprised. "Why not Chad," she said grabbing her own nipples and toying with them, "don't you want me?"
I wanted her right then more then anything in the world, but I fought it. "No Mrs Jones. We're sinning. We need to confess. Didn't you listen to the sermon yesterday?"
She frowned like she couldn't remember anything the priest had said. I think she also noticed how adamant I looked. "I'll talk to the priest about what we're doing," she said leaving.
I immediately pulled down my shorts and looked at my blood engorged cock. I felt suddenly scared of my own penis. The urge to cum was growing as strong as my conscience. I wasn't sure if I could have held out another minute, especially all the way to the end of the summer. Oh my god! I thought, I'm alone with her until the end of the week.



I needed to cool off, so I threw on my bathing suit and fled downstairs. I swore I could hear Mrs Jones moaning in her room, her voice softly calling my name. My face turned red and I could hear my heart beating in my ears. I stopped and turned towards her door, reaching for the knob. I needed to cum so badly.
I was saved by the phone ringing. It brought me out of my trance and I ran to the kitchen to grab it. It was Mary.
"Hi Chad," she said on the other end of the line. Amber and I are going to the beach and wanted to know if you wanted to tag along."
That was just what I needed, I thought to get me out of this house. "Sure I'd love to," I replied. "Good, meet us in a couple minutes, and Chad, Amber wants to know if everything is all right between you two."
"Of course it is. Why?" I asked. I thought I heard Amber sigh with relief on the other end, like she was listening in.
"She called you all weekend and you never called back."
"That's odd. I never got any messages. Tell her I'm sorry it's just a misunderstanding." We finished talking and I ran out the door lest my cock got the better of me again.
I met them on the beach a little later and helped the girls carry their things down near the water. Amber was wearing a bikini top and some really short shorts again. She wiggled out of her jeans. We talked for a few minutes and I apologized again. Then I didn't hear anything she said as the blood was rushing in my ears again.
Mary had been wearing a large T-shirt that almost reached her knees. As I talked to Amber, she arched her back and slowly pulled the shirt up over her body. She was wearing a skimpy string bikini almost as small as the one Mrs Jones liked to wear around the pool. The only difference was Mary's wasn't a g-string, but then, that kind of suit was illegal in public.
If Mrs Jones was perfection, Mary was the next best thing. She had large perfectly rounded breasts with large prominent nipples, Her whole body was a golden tan. Her pierced navel was the sexiest thing I had ever seen and it drove me crazy. Tristan was a lucky guy to be with such a beautiful girl and I was happy for him, though she probably needed a man sized cock to satisfy her. He had taken her virginity, but she still hadn't been fucked by real dick yet. My cock was hard and I shook my head to clear it of these evil thoughts.
I think Amber noticed me staring at Mary and she pulled me down near the water. Amber gave Mary a disgusted look as we passed her. Mary just smiled at me.
Amber and I walked along the beach holding hands. I'd never had so many women stare at me before. I was still using Tristan's bathing suit and it was too small. My cock had it bulging out obscenely. Amber seemed happy to be walking along next to me.
I looked down at her little body. I needed to get off. It wasn't adultery with her. We made a date for that night and walked back to our chairs. Mary was reading a book when we got back. Amber sat down in her chair and I excused myself for a swim. The ocean was calm that day and I was starting to gain confidence in my swimming. The cold water finally deflated my cock and I felt a lot better when I returned to the girls.
We sunned ourselves for a little while. My skin was turning bronzed from the sun and I thought the tan made me look really good. I tried not to think of Mrs Jones or Amber so I just closed my eyes and tried to sleep.
Amber excused herself to go get a soda and asked if we wanted anything. We said, "no" and she headed up to the boardwalk. I heard Mary's book slam closed when Amber was gone.
"Chad," she asked. I opened my eyes. "What do you think of my new bikini?"
I looked at her. Her chair was facing me and I could see her entire firm, young body. She was sensuously rubbing sun tan lotion onto the exposed part of her big breasts. "I l-like it," I stuttered out, feeling my cock growing again. "Thanks," she said. "Tristan hasn't even seen me in it."
Her hands were now rubbing around her belly button and I could swear her eyes were flickering down towards my crotch. I started getting nasty thoughts about my friends girlfriend again and as it was getting late, I decided discretion was the better part of valor, so I excused myself. "Tell Amber I'll see her tonight," I said waving bye.
My cock was still hard as I walked through the fence out by the pool at Tristan's house. His mom was sitting by the pool drinking some kind of mixed drink and wearing her skimpy string bikini. I tried to avoid her, but she followed me inside.
"Chad, I spoke with the priest today."
Here it comes I thought, eternal damnation. "What did he say?"
He said that I'm the one sinning and I'm the adulterer. You've done nothing wrong." I sighed with relief.
"He also said that you're to keep fucking me," she said untying her bikini top.
"I don't believe you," I responded staring at her beautiful breasts.
"It's true Chad." She untied her bottoms and stood before me naked. "I told him that if I couldn't fuck you I'd divorce my husband and that is a far bigger sin in god's eyes. He said that you're not to fall in love with me because I am like the great whore of babylon and you should treat me like a slut."
In retrospect it was a mistake coming back here with my cock hard. I should have hopped back into the ocean or even performed the sin of masturbation this morning. I knew that her story seemed fishy. Her car was in the exact same place it had been this morning and I doubted a priest would let her confess on a phone. She was right about one thing though, she was the one committing adultery, not me.
Anyway, I snapped. That was the day my cock began to rule my life. The desire to get off and fuck women superseded everything else in my life including my morality. I never looked back. I had been half in love with her before that day, but now I saw her as the whore she was. I don't know what came over me, but I pushed her into her bedroom and threw her down on the bed on all fours. I was going to fuck her from behind like an animal. I pulled my shorts down and pointed my foot long cock at her pussy. Her pussy was glistening with desire.
"Hurry up and fuck me Chad."
"I'm going to fuck you like the slut-bitch you are," I said looking at her ass upthrust off the bed before me.
"Fuck the sins out of me."
I pointed the head of my cock at her labia. It seemed to quiver with desire for me. I worked the head up and down her slit, lubricating it with her juices. When it seemed wet enough, I pushed it in, watching as her pussy lips swallowed my cock. I began pushing more in with each thrust of my hips.
"I'm a whore for your big cock Chad," she screamed pushing her hips back to push more in.
In the old testament women who committed adultery were stoned to death. Nowadays, I just spank them. I pulled all but the head of my cock out of her pussy and I looked down at her smooth, round ass. It was a pale white compared to the well tanned rest of her body. I brought my hand down hard on her left cheek, punishing her for her infidelity.
SMACK, she jumped in surprise, pushing half my cock back into her pussy.
SMACK, I spanked her right cheek after pulling my cock almost all the way out again.
I looked down at her head. She was crying, and she was biting her knuckle to keep from crying out. She pulled her fist away from her mouth and said, "Please Chad, spank me some more. I deserve it."
I spanked both her cheeks five more times and she came around my cock on the last one. Then I got down to some serious fucking. I pushed about ten inches into her and began fucking her hard. I looked down at her ass cheeks, red and raw from her spanking. I put my hands on them and pulled them apart, looking down at her cute little ass hole.
I began toying around it with my thumb and she came again as I massaged the opening. I positioned my thumb on the opening and pressed down as I pulled my entire cock out of her pussy and held it at the opening of her lips. She cried out in pleasure as my thumb entered her ass, but her cries of pleasure turned to a yelp of pain as I slammed my entire cock into her pussy.
She struggled to get away from my dick, but I just held her still with my twelve inch cock buried in her pussy and my thumb stuck in her ass.
Unfortunately, my frustration from earlier in the day and the excitement of feeling my entire cock in her pussy for the first time caused my dick to spasm and I blew my load deep inside her, long before I was ready to quit fucking her.
She had another big orgasm when I came and I think she moaned in relief when my cock started shrinking, but I wasn't done yet.
She struggled to get my thumb out of her ass and my cock out of her pussy, but I just stayed in the exact same position as when I had cum. My cock quickly reversed course and began growing again. I felt filled with a feeling of power dominating this woman that I had never imagined possible.
She moaned as my cock grew to fill her pussy again. It had stretched out to accommodate me and was looser.
"God I love your cock," she moaned.
"So much you'd divorce your husband."
"Yes Chad, god yes," she cried. "He can't satisfy me like you can."
"It's not my fault you're a whore and your husband has a noodle for a penis," I said haughtily.
"I'll always be a whore for your cock Chad," she said.
And that being said, I fucked her for close to an hour. I slammed my thumb in and out of her ass in conjunction with my cock and I have no idea how many times the slut came. More that day then she ever had in her life, probably.
I came in her pussy again, but since I had never baptised her ass with my sperm, I pulled my cock out still shooting and hosed between her cheeks. I held her cheeks apart and watched as my sperm slowly slid down her crack into her open sphincter.
I left her lying like that in bed, face down, ass up, and I went to take a shower. She was still lying like that when I left on my date with Amber.
--------------------
Amber let me inside her house when I arrived. Mary was out. She smiled and told me she needed a few more minutes to get ready. I looked at her ass as she walked over to their small bathroom. Amber was wearing her too short shorts and had high heeled sandals on. Her belly was bare and I could see that she wasn't wearing a bra. Amber was a slut and she should be treated like a slut.
I turned and locked the door. I started stripping and I could see her putting make up on in the mirror. My cock was hard in anticipation. Amber finished and came out of the bathroom. "So where are we going to....."
"We're staying in tonight," I told her. She didn't argue.
I took her in my arms. Her entire body was engulfed by mine as I bent down and kissed her passionately. My hands unbuttoned her shorts and I slid them down over her hips. Soon she was as naked as I was and I sat down on her bed pulling her between my legs. I pushed her down and guided her head to my cock. Now that she knew what I could do to her after sucking me off, she attacked my cock.
Amber swallowed my big knob and teased it with her tongue. She started sucking more in and she managed to swallow eight inches. I wanted to cum in her pussy this time and I was just using her mouth to lubricate my shaft. When I felt I was well juiced, I pulled her head off my cock.
"You haven't cum yet," Amber said trying to put her lips back around my cock.
I didn't say anything, I just picked her up and sat her on the bed. She parted her legs in anticipation as I knelt between them. I attacked her pussy with my mouth. I was just trying to lubricate her and I didn't care if she came or not, but she had a couple small orgasms as I ate her.
When I thought she was ready, I stood up and looked at her. She was panting heavily and she had a stupid grin on her face. I leaned down and pointed my cock at her pussy. She looked frightened as she looked at it, but she said, "Put it in, but please, take it slow."
I grinned as I claimed my second pussy. I moved my cock head around her labia and for the first time I realized how much smaller her pussy was then Mrs Jones'. It was like I was fucking a midget, I thought as I pushed the knob in.
"Ow," she cried jumping a little as the head entered her. "Your so fucking thick."
This was going to take a while, but I wasn't in a hurry. I let her pussy stretch around my cock head and then I slowly started moving the head in and out of her pussy. She started raising her hips and moving them around on my knob, so I pushed in another inch. It took her about five minutes to get used to that one, before I pushed in another.
And so it went, inch by inch. It took thirty minutes to get half my cock in her pussy. I grabbed her head and held her eyes locked to mine as I began fucking her with half my cock. She had a huge orgasm as are eyes met.
I tried to push more in, but she would just grimace with pain with each attempt until I gave up. Her body just wasn't built for big cock. I had to satisfy myself by fucking her with only half my cock.
I put my hands under Amber's ass cheeks and lifted her up. Her weight was nothing to my strong arms and I lifted her up and down my cock rapidly. Her arms were around my back and I felt her nails digging into me as she came, her legs flailing around my waist.
I carried Amber over to the wall and braced her against it as I fucked her. She came constantly screaming with each orgasm. Her juices were flowing down the six inches of my cock stuck outside of her pussy until my balls were soaked. "Do you like my cock?" I whispered in her ear.
"I love it Chad. I've never been fucked like this."
"Your a slut for my cock Amber."
She hesitated at first then said, "Yes, god yes Chad. I'm your slut."
As she said that I came, grunting as I did. My sperm didn't have any place to go in her tight little pussy, so it just spurted out the sides around my cock. Unfortunately, I got more on myself then on her.
I carried Amber over to the bed and I dropped her on it. I pulled out and looked around for something to clean the sperm off my legs and crotch. I grabbed her half-shirt off the floor and wiped up my sperm with it, before throwing it back down.
I looked over at Amber. Her make up was smeared and her hair was a mess. Her legs were splayed out and she seemed to be having difficulty closing them. Her pretty little pussy was now a gaping sperm filled hole.
She looked up at me as I began putting my clothes on. "Chad. I love you."
"Thanks," I said before leaving.
I bumped into Mary on my way out. We exchanged greetings and I heard her gasp as she saw Amber lying there on the bed, her legs open.
--------------------
When I got home, I didn't even bother going to my room. With Tristan gone I would be sleeping in Mrs Jones' bed that week.
I turned the light on in her room. Mrs Jones was lying on the covers of the bed. She was sleeping naked and her ass was still thrust up a little. The fucking slut hadn't even cleaned herself up, I thought, noticing the dried sperm still between her ass cheeks.
I decided to fuck her again. I stripped off my clothes and pointed my cock at her. It hung limply over my hand. I shook it and it only swelled a little. A wave of fear shot through my body. Had I broken something? Was what I was doing wrong and god was punishing me? Maybe, my powers were limited. I had already cum three times that day, once less then thirty minutes ago. I could be approaching the limits of my endurance, but I wasn't about to give up yet.
I decided to use this as a sign. If god didn't want me fucking sluts he wouldn't make my cock hard. If what I was doing was right, my dick would get hard and I would fuck all the sluts I wanted. I knew which one I was routing for.
I lifted her head and put her lips on my cock. She sleepily opened her mouth and sucked the head in. Her hot mouth rejuvenated my cock a little, but it was still soft and floppy. I felt panicky, I wasn't ready to stop conquering women.
I saw dried sperm on the shaft and I smirked as the slut cleaned both my and Amber's juices of my cock. It started growing at that thought, becoming fully erect.
"Time to fuck you again," I said. She lazily rolled over on her back and I yelled, "Like a dog bitch. On your knees like a dog."
She jumped and rolled over obeying me. I crawled on the bed and kneeled behind her for the second time that day. I placed the head of my cock against her labia and she jerked her body away. "Watch it Chad, I'm sore down there."
I tried again several times, unsuccessfully. I looked down at my cock. I couldn't let an erection go to waste. I moved my gaze from my cock to her ass. Her cute little ass-hole stared back at me.
I had never thought about fucking someone in the ass before, but as I looked down at her sphincter, I knew it was virgin territory and I should claim it for my own.
I got off the bed and grabbed a bottle of suntan lotion of her bureau. I returned to my position behind her and poured a dollop of lotion on my finger. I began gently massaging the lotion onto her rosebud, slowly moving my fingers in circles to stimulate it. I poured more in as I pushed the tip of my finger inside her ass. It was still stretched a little from my thumb-fucking earlier and she seemed to enjoy the feeling as she moaned into the pillow.
The smell of coconuts assaulted my nose as I poured more lotion onto my middle and index fingers. I pushed them in, feeling her tight hole squeezing my fingers.
You're going to fuck my ass, aren't you Chad?" she asked.
"Yes I am. Do you object?"
"No. My body belongs to you."
"Good," I said trying to stretch my fingers out in her rectum. I poured some lotion down between them.
I thought she was as lubricated as she was going to get, so I pulled my fingers out. I watched as her little brown hole closed back up after my fingers left. It glistened with lotion. I poured a large amount of lotion along the length of my cock and I began oiling it up, until it too was soaked. I then pushed my cock head down, placing it next to her ass-hole.
I looked over at the pictures of Mr Jones and Tristan. They were angled away from me. I grabbed the picture of Mr Jones and faced it towards my cock. I wanted him to see what I was doing to his wife. The image in the picture looked down at her ass, a stern, disapproving look perpetually frozen on his face. I grabbed the picture of Tristan on the table and faced it down, so that my friend wouldn't have to see what I was doing to his mother. Then I shrugged and set him back up next to his dad. Tristan might learn something.
I returned my attention to my cock and I pushed the head down against her sphincter. At first, it refused to open, so I pushed harder and eventually it stretched out wide enough to get the head in. She groaned as I penetrated her, her rectum closing tight over the head.
"Your cock is splitting me in two," she said before biting the pillow.
I was as patient fucking her ass as I was fucking Amber's pussy. I held the head in for five minutes so that she could get used to it. When she started pushing her hips back on my cock, I knew she was ready. I pushed another inch in.
She cried out as the thick part under the head penetrated her. I noticed tears were rolling down her cheeks and she was sobbing. This was the thickest part and the worst. It took her ten minutes to get used to my cock. It was easier going after that.
I began fucking her ass with two inches, pushing a little more in with every couple of thrusts. Several times, I had to stop and let her get used to my dick, and in the long run,she managed to take eight inches.
I pushed, but I couldn't get any more in. I wanted to feel my entire cock buried in her ass and I cursed the physical limitations of women's bodies. Because of her size, I would show Amber mercy, but I vowed to have my entire cock in Mrs Jones ass by the time her husband and son returned next weekend.



I placed my hand on the small of her back and I began steadily fucking her. I loved fucking her ass. It wasn't as wet as her pussy, but it was hot and incredibly tight. I moved my free hand down between her legs and I began massaging her clit. I vowed that no matter how long it took, every woman I fucked, in whatever hole, would have at least one orgasm. Mrs Jones had three before my cum erupted into her ass.
I withdrew my cock and sighed. I felt drained and my orgasm had been weak. I was tired and it had been a long day. Her rosebud closed a little, and I noticed my sperm rise up and spill out the rim. It quit closing shut and remained an open hole about the size of a quarter.
Without a word to her, I rolled over and went to sleep.
I fucked both Amber and Mr Jones regularly until the middle of August. On weekdays, I did Mrs Jones and Amber had me on weekends. Poor Amber could never take more then half my cock. Her body just wasn't able to accommodate me. Mrs Jones on the other hand, could take it all, anywhere I wanted to put it.
It was almost the end of the season and my boss, Mr Stoukalas, through a staff party and everyone got stupid drunk. I had made two promises to my mom before she would let me spend the summer at the beach. Stay away from alcohol and tramps. I kept one promise, but I don't think mom realized how many women were tramps. I thought Sherie might be different, so I invited her to the party.
She was cute, sweet, and she had a certain innocence about her that I found attractive. She had clearly liked me from the first day I started work and I think she was disappointed that it had taken me so long to ask her out. I found that I enjoyed her company.
I couldn't believe how stupid people seemed when they got drunk. Tina, the bitch, was there with her fiance, Derek. He was a big white guy like me and I liked him. I didn't know how he put up with Tina, but then she was nice to everyone but me. They were the first interracial couple I had ever seen, but they were both attractive and looked good together. Neither of them turned down many free drinks that night and they were shit-faced. Sherie was getting drunker and drunker as the night wore on and she was also becoming a lot more affectionate. One part of her body was always touching mine and she was always smiling at me.
Mr Stoukalas called it a night and we left the party. Tina and Derek announced they had beer back at their house and would throw a late night party.
The waitresses, cooks, and the rest of the staff headed to Tina and Derek's place to continue partying. Everyone continued to drink and act stupid. It got worse the drunker they got. Over the years, I've found alcohol to be a useful tool in getting women to loosen up, but I've never understood why people drink too much.
I was enjoying my time with Sherie. She was nice, funny, and affectionate. Affectionate, in a friendly way, not in a slutty way. I thought Sherie was the type of girl you can have a decent relationship with. Tina, on the other hand was a tramp. Tina and Derek were dancing and I saw Derek reach up under her blouse and remove her bra.
At one point during the night, Sherie dropped her beer and I made an unsuccessful attempt to grab it before it spilled on the carpet. I was cleaning it up when Tina threw me a wash cloth and said, "Who invited you anyway?" What a bitch.
The party was winding down. Sherie and I were slow dancing. Her head was leaning against my chest. It was actually the most intimate non-sexual time I had spent with a woman up until then. I looked up and noticed that all our coworkers had left. Tina was leading Derek into her bedroom. She was pulling him by the waist band of his shorts and the poor fool looked like he could barely stand.
I looked down at Sherie. She looked up at me and our eyes met. Her lips parted and her eyes closed half way. I leaned down and gently kissed her lips. She moaned contentedly as our first kiss progressed and my cock got hard.
I politely pulled my hips away from her so that she wouldn't feel my erection and get embarrassed by my arousal. My cock was screaming to be released. It hadn't been denied for over a month. Evil thoughts were popping into my head. Fuck her. Take advantage of her, she's drunk. She's a slut like all the rest. Only she wasn't. She was a nice, decent girl and I resisted my urges. I would take my frustration out on Mrs Jones when I got home.
Then something unexpected happened. Sherie stuck her tongue in my mouth. It startled me at first, but I recovered and frenched her back.Sherie's hand moved down to caress my ass before running up under my shirt along my back.
My hands went from holding her gently to gripping her tight as I pulled her body into mine. Now it was her turn to to be startled as she felt my cock against her belly. I looked around for the nearest place I could fuck my new slut and I saw the bathroom door was open. I reached down, cupped her ass and lifted her into my arms. She had a look of disbelief on her face as her hand moved between our bodies to feel the length of my cock. I carried her into the bathroom and shut the door.
I set her down and pulled my shirt off over my head. Sherie seemed delighted at the sight of my bare chest. She ran her hands up and down my torso feeling along the ridges of my muscles.
"God Chad," she said. "I wished you had asked me out sooner. Your bodys incredible."
"You haven't seen the best part yet," I said unbuttoning my shorts. She watched expectantly as I let go of them and they fell to the floor.
"Fuck," she said in her cute Southern accent, while staring at my cock proudly pointing at her belly. "I thought you were playing some kind of trick on me."
I reached out and untucked her conservative blouse from her shorts as she reached out and grabbed my cock. Her fingers didn't even meet as they wrapped around my shaft. She was stroking it as I pulled her shirt off.
I bent down and kissed her again as my hands undid her shorts and pulled them down. I felt between her legs. her panties were wet with desire. I removed them also and stepped back. I stared at her nude body as she stared at mine. Her skin was pale and freckled like most red heads. Sherie had a very narrow waist, which widened as it turned into her larger hips. Her breasts were full and medium sized, but they looked large on her thin frame. Her nipples were a beautiful, rose color, that blended into her skin. Overall, a very attractive package.
I placed my hands on her shoulders and pushed her down to her knees. She resisted at first, but relented and fell to the floor before my cock.. She just kneeled there and stared at my cock, seemingly still in awe over its size.
"What do you want Chad?" she asked.
"I want you to suck on my cock."
She looked at it hesitantly, then she reached out with both hands and grabbed it again. "I've never done this before," she said leaning forward.
"You've got to start somewhere," I said grabbing her head and pulling her forward so that my cock head slid along her cheek.
"I'm only doing this because I really like you Chad," she said moving back to kiss the head of my cock.
"I really like you too," I replied grinning down at her. I saw her lick her lips, wetting them in anticipation, before her tongue flicked out and ran around the tip of my cock.
Sherie tried, and to give her credit, she was pretty good for a first time cock-sucker. I closed the lid on the toilet and sat down with Sherie kneeling between my legs, her head bobbing up and down in my lap. She could only swallow about half my cock and she used her hands to stroke the other half. Her eyes were closed and she was purring contentedly, so I think she enjoyed it. However, I was growing impatient and it was late, so I pulled her head off my cock and I stood up.
She looked at me not sure what I wanted to do next. I moved her over to the sink and lifted her up onto it. It was my turn to kneel between her legs.
"I've never done this before either, Chad," she said a little shakily.
I didn't say anything, instead I just went to work on her pussy. I heard her say, "Oh my," as my tongue touched her labia. I moved up to her clit and I pushed one finger in her pussy as I teased her clit with my tongue. She began pushing her pussy into my face and she started muttering, "Wow! Fuck yes. so good. I feel funny. Something happ... I'm cumming." Sherie screamed as she had a big orgasm. One of her hands was gripping the edge of the counter and the other was grabbing my hair as she ground her crotch into my face.
I guessed she was well lubricated now, so I stood up between her legs. "I've never cum before," she said staring at me with a look of such adoration, that it unnerved me a little.
The counter was the perfect height for my dick, so I just pointed the head between her legs and pushed. She stared down between us fascinated by what she saw. Her labia opened wide, stretching around the head and then it was in. My cock had claimed its third pussy.
I didn't move for a while. I figure it must be pretty intimidating to a woman to see a foot long cock sticking out of them and I liked to watch their reactions. I just stood there feeling her pussy squeezing my cock's head. I'd let her ask for more when she was ready. "Am I bigger then your last boyfriend?" I asked.
She nodded still staring at the ten and a half inches sticking out between her legs. "Your penis is at least twice as big and a lot thicker."
"Call it a cock Sherie," I said moving the head around in her. She moaned and her legs flew around my back squeezing my waist, so I fed her another inch.
Sherie's hips were bigger and a lot more accommodating then Amber was. She was still nice and tight, but my cock slid in her a lot easier then it had Amber. I took it nice and slow though so she could get used to it. I managed to get eight inches in before I met resistance. I figured that with some practice, Sherie could handle all my dick, but she wasn't ready yet.
I began to slowly fuck her with all eight inches. Sherie just squeezed her legs around my back and put her hands on my shoulders as she laid back against the mirror. I ran my hands up to her breasts and caressed them gently. She moaned when I teased her rose-colored nipples. I bent down and took a nipple into my mouth, sucking it between my lips. She came again as I sucked on her nipples.
"Are you a slut Sherie?" I asked after she had recovered from her orgasm.
She looked at me with a look of horror. "No Chad. Your only the second man I've been with. Why do you ask such a thing?"
"Are you my slut?" I asked removing my cock from her pussy and slamming it in. She came again as I did.
"Y-yes Chad, I'm your slut, but only for you."
I think Mrs Jones liked being called a slut, but these young eighteen and nineteen year old girls always resisted admitting it. I think they were worried about their reputations are something.
I began fucking her hard. She wrapped her arms around my neck and her legs around my back as I began slamming my cock into her pussy. "I love your cock Chad," she screamed. "I'm a slut for your big cock." That was better, now she was getting into it.
I fucked her like that for a good fifteen minutes and she came several more times before I felt my balls contracting. She had another big orgasm as I blew my load in her pussy.
I wasn't even finished cumming when Derek opened the door and ran into the bathroom looking all wild eyed. He was naked and I must say the closest thing I'd seen to a real man like me, then or since. His cock was erect and glistening with Tina's juices. It was almost as fat as mine and close to eight inches long. Still his was only two thirds as big as me.
He looked at us for a second, then his eyes glazed over and he ran for the toilet. He barely managed to get the seat up before he vomited into it. I looked at Sherie as the smell washed over us. She didn't look so good herself. Sweat was beaded on her brow and her eyes were half closed.
I picked Sherie up and carried her into the living room, laying her gently on the couch. She was soon fast asleep. I returned to the bathroom to get our clothes. Derek was on the floor dry heaving. He saw me and stared at my cock for a second before passing out. He looked disgusting. vomit was around his lips and one hand was dangling in the toilet. His penis had deflated and soon he started snoring. I shook my head and left.
I did what I could to cover Sherie's nude body with her clothes and I was putting mine on when I heard Tina's voice in the bedroom. "Derek, where the fuck are you? I haven't cum yet. Get back here and fuck me."
A shiver of excitement ran up my spine when I heard the bitch's voice. Tina was in her bedroom and Derek had left her hanging.
--------------------
I smirked and I once again removed my clothing. I walked over to Tina and Derek's bedroom and peeked inside. It was dark, but the light from the living room illuminated the bedroom enough for me to see. Tina was lying on her stomach on the bed, her ass was thrust up a little.
I didn't think black women got tans, but Tina's ass was a lot whiter then the rest of her brown-skinned body. I walked over to the bed to get a better view. Her ass was perfectly shaped, her skin smooth and unblemished. I found even her back to be extremely sexy. In fact, the only thing not sexy about Tina was her bitchy personalty, but then again, you don't fuck their personality.
I think my shadow fell across the bed, because the next thing I knew Tina said, "Derek, get your ass in bed and fuck me now. Why did you run off like that anyway?"
I didn't say anything. I just kneeled on the bed between her legs. I swear I don't remember ever seeing my cock this hard. It wanted to fuck this bitch more then anything.
I grabbed her hips and I pulled her up on her hands and legs. I pushed my cock down so that it was resting against her pussy.
"Oh god Derek," she moaned pushing back against my dick, "hurry up and fuck me with that big dick."
I teased her with just the tip for a few seconds and I almost laughed when she growled in frustration. I quit teasing and I pushed the head in. It went in nice and easy. Derek had loosened her up for me.
"Oh Derek," she moaned, "your cock feels bigger then normal. I love it." Tina's pussy felt fantastic. It seemed to milk my cock as I slid more and more into her. It was also one of the hottest pussies I'd ever fucked. Tina was loving every minute of it. She was muttering profanities and moaning. I stopped pushing my cock in when I thought I had penetrated her as deep as Derek could. I began slow fucking her and then I couldn't resist pulling the old thumb in her ass trick. Her rectum was loose and I knew she wasn't a back door virgin. My thumb pushed her over the edge and I felt her pussy clamp around my cock lubricating me with her cum.
I fed her another inch and she squealed in delight as she came again. "God Derek," she screamed, "I haven't ever cum like his before." Then I gave her another inch, sliding a good ten inches into her.
"Derek you ass-hole, what the fu- aaah," a large orgasm cut her off. When she recovered I was still fucking her hard. "D-Derek w-hat ever it is your shoving in my pussy pull it out now."
Her pussy didn't want to relinquish my cock despite her words, but I pulled it out and it made a popping sound as it left her pussy. I got up and walked around to the head of the bed. "Whatever you say Tina."
She looked up off the bed at my face. Her eyes going wide with shock. "CHAD! Oh my god. You ass hole. How dare you. Mother fuck..."
The best way to shut a bitch up is to shove your cock in her mouth. The next time her lips parted to say something, I pushed the head of my cock in.
Up until that point I think she thought I had shoved some kind of object into her pussy. She gave a cry that was muffled by my cock sliding between her lips. I saw her eyes cross as she looked down the length.
We stayed like that for several minutes, the head of my cock in her mouth as she stared along my rod. Her eyes slowly traveled up my torso taking in my physique. She saw me looking down at her and when our eyes met, I felt her tongue lick around the head of my cock.
Tina's tongue seemed to explore every inch of my fat knob from licking over the slit to licking just under the hood. She withdrew my cock head from her mouth so that she could look at it closely. She stared at it for a while, before kissing it and taking more into her mouth. Tina slid around on the bed so that she was laying on her stomach facing me and her lips could get a better grip on my cock. Tina began deep throating me. Taking first, the eight inches she was used to and then she pushed the envelope and swallowed two more. This was quickly turning into one of the best blow jobs of my life and I groaned as her head bobbed up and down my cock.
Eventually, I felt my cock began to swell as I approached orgasm and she increased her pace. Her mouth felt like a vacuum trying to suck the sperm up from my balls and after a few minutes I came in her mouth. My cock pumped sperm into her mouth for thirty seconds and she didn't spill a drop. She just continued to suck until my cock was dry and it went limp in her mouth.
I wasn't finished with her yet. I wanted to cum in her pussy and I knew I would need a little while to recharge. I crawled into bed next to her. I kissed Tiina, my hands and mouth exploring every inch of her body. I loved her big brown breasts. Her nipples were dark patches against her light brown skin. They were fat and long, erect with desire, and she moaned like crazy as I sucked on them.
Tina seemed absolutely fascinated with my cock and her hand never let go of it as I explored her body. Soon it stiffened up again.
"I've never seen anything like this Chad," she said stroking my cock.
I crawled on top of her, her big breasts mashing against my chest as I placed my cock on her pussy. "Please fuck me again," she begged.
I felt the tip of my cock rubbing against her engorged clit. I moved it down and it easily slid into her again. I pushed ten inches in and I began pistoning my hips. Her hips were rising to match my thrusts. She writhed around beneath me like a bitch in heat and her hands caressed up my back and down to my ass cheeks. Tina was certainly not a lame fuck.
After a good ten minutes of this I pulled out and arched my back. I slammed my entire cock into her pussy. "That's for being such a bitch to me," I said through gritted teeth.
Tina screamed as she took it all and it wasn't from pain, she had cum again. "T-that's only cause I wanted you the first time I saw you," she told me. "I knew you'd be good Chad and your the best fuck ever. I was so pissed off when I saw you with Sherie tonight."
This bitch really liked to talk and it took another orgasm to shut her up. I continued to fuck her hard and fast, my balls slapping against her thighs, until I came. I bellowed as my cum exploded in her pussy. She came again when I did.
I rested for a minute before withdrawing my cock. When I tried, her legs clamped around my back holding me in. "Damn-it Chad," she said looking at me. "I'm not going to be satisfied with Derek any more. We only have a week of summer left. Your going to have to fuck me every day."
I pulled her legs apart and withdrew my cock. Without a word I left her bedroom. I grabbed my clothes and quickly got dressed. I peeked in the bathroom to check on Derek. He was starting to stir, so I quickly left. Sherie was still fast asleep on the couch. Her blouse had fallen on the floor and I could see her pussy. Sherie's legs were open and her thighs were red from the fucking I had given her. Her crotch was covered in a layer of dried sperm. I covered her back up as best I could and I walked out the door.



The sun was coming up as I walked home and I whistled as I walked down the boardwalk. That night had been a good one for me.
I'll explain later, but the following week was an unstable one for me. The next day at work, Tina smiled and winked at me. She tried to get me alone in the freezer, but I ignored her. She never bitched at me again. Instead, she followed me around begging me to fuck her again. I ignored the bitch to teach her a lesson. Not fucking her again was one of the hardest things I'd ever done. I just let her beg.
The morning after the party I slept late. I woke up with an erection around noon and I went to find Mrs Jones. There was a note from her to Tristan explaining that she had to go home for the night and would be back tomorrow. I was disappointed, but there was always Amber or I could fuck Sherie again tonight.
I was working the mid-shift that day and as I walked to work, I looked at all the bikini clad women on the beach, and I wondered how I could go back to attending an all boys school. Classes started a week from today.
I arrived at work and immediately I was busy on the grill. Tina was working the same shift and started flirting with me. I ignored her. Around mid-day, I think she finally realized I was going to have nothing to do with her and I swear she turned white for a second. Sherie arrived later for the night shift. She looked a little pissed at me for leaving her nude on the couch at Tina's but one smile from me, she melted and smiled back.
Since Sherie was working the night shift, I decided to fuck Amber that night. I walked home and quickly showered. I threw on a tank top that left my muscular arms bare and some shorts and I headed out for Amber's house.
I stopped by Playland to see Tristan. Between Mary and work, my best friend wasn't around as much as I hoped, but all that would change when we got back to school. Tristan was busy so we didn't get to talk much. He had spent the day at the beach with Mary and gone straight to work. Tristan had confessed to me that he was in love with Mary and he was becoming more depressed as the end of the summer approached.
I let him and my dick got hard as I thought about fucking Amber in a few minutes. When I got to her house I knocked on the door. Mary answered.
"Hi Chad," she said. "Amber got called into work tonight. She won't be back until later. You can wait if you'd like."
I said, "sure," and entered her house. Mary hadn't changed after going to the beach today. Her blonde hair was tied back on her head. She was wearing her skimpy string bikini top and sweat pants, that hung low on her hips, so that you could see the top of her bikini bottoms. I found it to be one of the sexiest looks, I'd ever seen. Her tan stomach with her peirced navel drove me crazy.
Mary sat in the chair opposite me and we chatted about Tristan and Amber. Mary all but admitted that she was in love with Tristan also. I had trouble looking her in the eyes as we spoke, my eyes kept wondering down to her incredible body. Her own eyes were wondering over me too. I saw her looking at my bare arms and then her eyes moved down to my crotch.
I started to get hard again. As my cock grew in my shorts, I stared at her breasts. She must have been excited because I noticed the outline of her aureola appear under her bikini top. Then, as my cock swelled, her nipples became erect, until they were rock hard and straining at her top. I looked back up at her face. Her eyes were open wide as she stared at my crotch and her lips were parted slightly. She was breathing heavy and neither of us had spoken for several minutes.
Finally, I broke the silence. "Would you like to see it?" I asked.
"See what?"
"My cock. You've been staring at my crotch since I got here."
Mary blushed. "I don't think I should," she said.
"We don't have to tell Tristan and there's no harm in just looking."
"Alright then show it to me,"she said suddenly.
"Both Tristan and Amber told me how big you are, but I won't believe it until I see it."
"Very well then," I said standing and walking over to her. At that time I had no intentions of fucking her. I just had a strong urge to show her my cock. I had seen Tristan's little penis and I wanted Mary to know how big I was. My only concern was trying to stuff it back in once it was out.
I don't know why, but I removed my shirt. Mary's eyes flickered all over my chest like she was seeing me for the first time, though she had seen me topless on the beach.
I teased her when I got to my shorts. I unbuttoned them and slowly pulled the zipper down. I let my shorts fall to the ground and she gasped when she saw the bulge in my underwear. I pulled out the waist band and quickly yanked my underwear down under my balls. She jumped back as my cock seemed to leap out at her like a snake striking at its prey. It was my turn to gasp with relief as my cock was freed. It turned rock hard and hovered before her, pointing at her face. Damn, I was proud of it.
Once again I felt an overwhelming since of pride as I exposed myself to someone new and watched her reactions to seeing my penis for the first time. Mary had been leaning forward expectantly while I removed my shorts and when my cock had struck out at her she had jumped back in shock, her eyes opening wide and a look of disbelief appearing on her face. When she recovered, she leaned forward again, staring closely at my cock.
"Oh Chad it's even bigger then I imagined."
"You can touch it if you want," I said and when I saw her hesitate I added, "No harm in just touching."
Mary acted a little nervous, like she was scared of it, but she tentatively stuck out her index finger and touched the head of my cock. She ran her finger down the side of my rod and back up to the tip. Then she made a circle with her thumb and index finger and unsuccessfully tried to push my cock through the hole. "Your cock has to be at least three times as big as Tristan's," she said in awe.
Mary went crazy touching my cock and brought her other hand up. Soon she was running both hands all over my shaft examining every square inch from the helmet to cupping my balls to see how heavy they were.
I was starting to go crazy also. I still hadn't plan on fucking her until she touched my dick and when she did, the evil thoughts returned; Mary's a slut like all the rest. Get her to blow you. Fuck her. Screw Tristan, he can't please her like you can. She's a tease, fuck her hard.
I moved between her legs and she leaned forward, her head just inches from my cock as she sat on the couch. She was examining me closely, her fingers feeling along one of my big blue veins as her eyes followed along. "Chad," she said, 'Amber tells me that you always give her several orgasms."
"Yes," I replied, "I know many ways to make a woman cum."
"I can't seem to cum. Tristan tries, but he can't seem to give me one. When can I expect it to happen?"
"Probably never," I said. "I love Tristan like a brother, but he just doesn't have the right stuff for satisfying a woman."
"Oh," said Mary a look of disappointment on her face.
Mary's face was inches from my pee slit. It was oozing pre-cum from all the stroking my cock was getting. "Why don't you kiss it Mary?" I asked.
I knew she wanted to, but she said, "No I can't do that."
"Why?" I asked. "It's the same as touching it, only your using your mouth instead of your fingers."
Mary seemed to think about it for a minute and then she planted a quick kiss on the top of the head. She removed her mouth and looked up at me smiling at what she had done. Then the grin left her face and she bet down and kissed it again. Mary then started kissing my entire cock. She let it slide along her cheek as she kissed down the shaft. Mary lifted my cock up and kissed my balls, then back up my shaft to the head.
"Suck on it Mary," I ordered, knowing that she had always refused to suck off Tristan.
"I don't think I can do that," she replied.
I held her face between my hands, tightly so that she could feel my strength. I moved her head up so that she could look me in the eyes. I rested the head of my cock on her lips. "Suck on it Mary and I will give you orgasms like you've never imagined possible."
She gulped and opened her mouth, taking my cock inside.
There is no such thing as a bad blow job, but some women are a lot better then others. Mary was a natural cock-sucker. Once she made up her mind to do something, she put every thing she had into it. She attacked my cock with a gusto that I had only seen from Mrs Jones before.
Mary was simply amazing. She attacked my knob, licking all around it and teasing the pee slit with her tongue. Then she swallowed four inches, then five, then six. When she reached seven, she gagged and withdrew her head. She gasped for breath and she seemed disgusted with herself. Then with a look of determination, Mary arched her back and went down on me again. My cock slid into her throat. She paused at ten inches and then she pushed herself forward, her lips coming to rest on my pubic hair as she swallowed it all.
I've got to say, I was most impressed. Mary had to come up for air again and she looked up at me proudly, a look of triumph in her eyes. "You like sucking on that big dick, don't you?" I asked.
"I love it Chad," she responded, licking saliva off her lips. "I never thought I would like this, but I do."
Mary returned to deep throating me. Her lips were locked tightly around my cock as she bobbed her head. I leaned down and untied her bikini top. She was bent over so I couldn't get a good view of her breasts, so I just rested my hands on her shoulders and enjoyed the blow job.
It lasted about forty minutes. I used to miss the ability to cum quickly, but I found that the longer I took to cum, the better my orgasm was in the long run. I looked down at my cock. When I could see it, it was glistening, swollen red with blood, and growing bigger. I felt my balls tighten up. "I'm cumming," I groaned.
Mary clamped her lips around the tip of my cock and she used one hand to steady the base and the other to stroke my cock as she waited for me to cum. The slut wanted it in her mouth. My cock exploded in her mouth. My sperm shot out the tip, filling her mouth more quickly then she expected. The size of my orgasm apparently caught her off-guard. She briefly lost control and some sperm squirted out the sides of her mouth. She moaned in frustration and clamped her mouth over my dick again.
She milked every last drop from my cock. Her hand never quit stroking me and I had to remove my cock from her mouth to her protests. I don't know what religion Mary was, but she would have made a great Catholic girl, She didn't waste a drop of my sperm. Her tongue even lapped up the sperm around her mouth.
I pulled Mary up and I looked down at her beautiful breasts. They were large and perfect for her body. She had large prominent nipples. I bent over and kissed her breasts. She caressed the back of my head as I took her nipples into my mouth, biting them gently.
I reluctantly relinquished her breasts and I began kissing down her belly. I kissed her belly button and the sexy ring she had in it. Finally, I kneeled before her.
She looked very alluring standing there topless wearing only sweat pants. I looked up at her. She was breathing heavy and I could see her breasts rising and falling. I moved my head to look at her waist and I brought my hands up to her waist band. With a quick pull that startled her, I yanked the sweats to the floor and she stepped out of them.
Mary was wearing nothing, but the panties of her string bikini. I could see her crotch was already soaked with anticipation. I looked up at her and leaned forward as I took the string in my mouth and pulled it untied.
I gasped when her panties fell to the floor. Mary had completely shaved her pussy to fit into the bikini. I hadn't seen a woman with a shaved pussy before and I reached out to run my hand over it almost as intently as she had run her hands over my cock. Her knees started shaking when I touched her.
I pushed Mary back towards the couch until she sat down. I gently tugged on her knees and crawled between them when she spread her legs. I leaned forward and blew on Mary's pussy. I was teasing her and already she was raising her crotch trying to reach my mouth. I looked up her fantastic body. She was looking down at me, a look of anticipation on her face. She licked her lips just as I clamped my mouth down on her shaved pussy.
Mary squealed with delight and pulled my head deeper into her pussy. She began fucking my face almost as fast almost as I could lick. "God your good Chad," she panted. "Why can't Tristan be this good? Eat my pussy."
She was moaning and bucking wildly as I moved up to her clit. I slid my fingers into her and as promised I delivered up an orgasm. "C-chad that's it. Yeah baby. Your making me cum. I'm cumming."
Mary's thighs gripped my head so hard it hurt and my face got soaked as she came. I didn't stop there and I continued to show her everything I knew about eatting pussy. After the first orgasm the rest were easy.
I quit eating her pussy after giving her about five orgasms. Then I leaned back and kneeled again. Their couch was low to the ground and I had to bend over to eat her, but as I kneeled, I found it was just the right height to fuck her. My cock was hard again and it was pointed right at her pussy.
It was at that moment that I had an attack of conscience. All I have to do is thrust out with my hips and I could fuck Mary, but did I want to fuck the girl my bestfriend was in love with? I had already fucked his mother. Mary made up my mind for me. Her legs wrapped around my waist and she pulled me forwards. It was the last time my conscience ever bothered me.
We both watched in fascination as the plum-sized head of my cock parted her labia and disappeared into her pussy. Her pussy squeezed around my cock and her muscles seemed to spasm inwards trying to pull more of my cock inside.
I fucked her nice and slow, feeding another inch into her pussy every couple of thrusts and she came with each additional inch. At first her orgasms seemed mild, but as I passed Tristan's cock's length, her orgasms got bigger. Mary was an amazing women. My cock met resistance at eight inches. I began slow fucking her, my cock managing to penetrate another quarter of an inch with each couple of thrusts. It took a half hour to get eleven inches in her.
"Your body was built for big cock," I said looking at her. She was sweating and breathing heavy, but she looked like she was in heaven.
"Yes Chad," she said. "I love big cock. I love your big cock. I feel like such a slut. Fuck me like a slut with your fat cock Chad."
I hadn't even prompted her, and she was admitting she was a slut. I began fucking her with eleven inches and she came every five strokes or so. Finally, after another twenty minutes, Mary looked down at my remaining inch and said, "I want it all Chad."
I pulled back and slammed my cock into her. As my entire cock entered her, I couldn't hold back any longer and I felt my cock began spurting her pussy full of my cum.
Mary gave a little yelp of pain from the last inch, but my orgasm triggered her to have a big one. She squeezed me tight as she shuddered around my cock.
I pulled my cock out of Mary's pussy and looked up at her. I was expecting to see the look of adoring, love that I had seen on both Amber's and Sherie's faces, but instead I was shocked to see a look of wanton lust on Mary's face. The sexy virginal girl was gone forever.
I sat beside her on the couch to rest. She immediately started tugging on my cock to make me hard again. "I want to try everything Chad. What else can you teach me?"
"Make me hard again and I'll fuck your ass," I said. Mary's eyes went wide when I said that and I think she had never even heard of anal sex before then, but she nodded eagerly and bent over to suck my cock into her mouth again. We were sitting like that when I noticed the door slowly opening. Amber came inside the room and smiled when she saw me. Then the smile changed to a look of absolute horror when she saw Mary's head bobbing up and down in my lap. I've never seen anyone look so betrayed before and tears started pouring down her cheeks. Amber turned and ran from the house. I didn't care. I was done with her.
Mary hadn't even heard her and I proceeded to fuck her ass as soon as my cock was rejuvenated.
---------------------
The end of the summer all the businesses are short of staff from everyone returning to school. I heard Tristan come in late that night and then he was up early and back to work.
I awoke with an impressive erection, despite my busy night with Mary and I walked downstairs, my cock bobbing before me.
I saw Mrs Jones pull up into the driveway and I smiled as she was going to solve my erection dilemma. The phone rang as she was coming into the door. I answered the phone. It was Mary. She sounded upset.
"Chad," she said, "Amber's on her way to tell Tristan about last night."
"Don't worry about it," I replied. "I'll handle it. I gotta go I'm kind of in the middle of something."
Mrs Jones had come in and fallen to the floor as soon as she saw my erection. She was sucking it all by the time I hung up the phone. I would just have to explain to Tristan that Mary was a slut and I had actually did him a favor. He deserved a nice, decent girl. I promptly forgot about him and I turned my attention to Mrs Jones.
I pulled her off my cock long enough to strip her. I didn't like her wearing clothes in my presence and then I pushed her back down to her knees.
Mrs Jones was still the best cock-sucker in the world and she had me ready to cum in under a half hour. "Here it cums slut," I said and at the same time the door burst open and Tristan was standing there looking furious.
Mrs Jones jerked when she heard the door and looked at her son with horror. Tristan looked down at his mom in time to see my cum spurt all over her face. It was a good orgasm and strand after strand of semen flew from my cock, landing on Mrs Jones' face and breasts.
I couldn't imagine what it must feel like to have someone with a penis three times my size fuck my girlfriend and then catch my mother giving him a blow job. Then again, I would never have to worry about that happening to me.
Tristan had already been crying when he entered the house. Now tears stated flowing down his cheeks and he collapsed to his knees. He struggled to get back up and he ran from the house. Mrs Jones also ran from the room. She fled up the stairs crying and I heard her bedroom door slam shut.
Strangely, I felt no remorse. In fact, I was pissed off at Tristan for stopping his mom from swallowing my cum. I walked upstairs and gathered up all my things and then I left the Jones' house for the last time that year.
If I had do it all over again, I wouldn't change a thing, with the possile exception of locking the doors first. Losing a bestfriend was a small price to pay for all the sex I had that year.
Me and Mrs Jones: Epilogue
I still had six days until going home and I spent the remaining nights with either Sherie or Mary. I even enticed Amber to fuck me one more time and I spanked her for telling on me.
I caught a bus home and I spent a week with my parents before returning to school. When I got back to school, I found that Tristan had dropped out and all his stuff was gone. I dropped out two weeks later. I needed to be around women, I walked around with a permanent erection, and my balls ached for release. My parents were horrified, but I told them I was moving to the beach to do missionary work.
I hadn't even been back at the beach a day, when I found some new slut to get me off. I practically drowned her in sperm, I had built up so much in the last month.



The Jersey shore is practically deserted in winter and I barely survived on the pussy I could get until the next summer rolled around.
By the end of last year, I had become a great swimmer and I got a job as a lifeguard this year. They get all the pussy they want and I swear I could have a different woman each night if I wanted to, but I prefer to fuck Mrs Jones. She's still the best fuck I ever had.
Tristan never told his dad what he had seen that day and he must of come to some kind of agreement with his mother to live the life style of his choice. I only saw him once again. He was coming out of a gay bar. I don't know what happened to him. He seemed to like women to much to be a closet homo, but then again you never know.
I never saw Sherie again. She had confessed that she was in love with me when I left last year and was broken hearted when I didn't reciprocate her feelings. I saw Tina a lot that summer and I amused myself by fucking all her friends. I broke down and spent a couple nights with her by the end of the summer.
Mary came back to the beach that year and Amber forgave her and spent a couple weeks at the beach too. I fucked Mar off and on that summer. When she wasn't fucking me, she was fucking someone else. Mary had turned into a complete slut. I think she was addicted to orgasms. One week Amber was down, I even caught her head buried between Mary's legs. I had my first threesome that night with two women.
I became buddies with another lifeguard that summer. His cock was almost as big as mine as was his ego. We gang-banged Mary many a night and I even shared Mrs Jones with him a couple of times. The rest of the summer we competed over women and I'm proud to say I edged him out for the most part.
Someday, I hope to marry. I'm looking for a nice decent woman like my mother, but so far they've all been a bunch of sluts. I know that somewhere out there is a nice, decent girl for me. Come on, I know you're out there.
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Part 1: The First Lesson
Megan stretched cat-like as she reclined in the lawn chair in her backyard. Her long blonde hair was tied up on her head, except for a wayward strand dangling over the dark sunglasses, that covered her bright blue eyes. Several drops of sweat trickled down her shoulders. One got caught by the cup of the small, blue string bikini she wore and another dodged under the string and ran down her tan, flat stomach to disappear into her navel.
She stretched again and looked around. Megan was restless this afternoon. She had awoken very horny and as usual her husband, the Doctor hadn't been interested in taking care of her problem. She was waking up horny a lot these days and at 36, she realized she was at her sexual peak. Harold, the Doctor, on the other hand was 52 and by her calculations that put him about 35 years past his earlier male sexual peak. In fact, he had been about 20 years past his peak when they married 15 years ago.
Megan's mother had introduced her to the Doctor when she was 20 and she had immediately fallen for his distinguished looks and charming manner. They married a year later, Megan, a beautiful, shy, young virgin and Harold, a graying, busy surgeon.
Megan had lived a very sheltered life. There were no children her age anywhere near her house growing up and she had attended a small private all-girls school. She had gone straight from living with her parents to living with the Doctor and had never gotten to experience life outside of a protected environment. She had a few friends back in school, but never a best friend until Betina moved in next door.
Betina and her husband, Jamal had moved in about a year ago. Megan had been dying for someone to talk to at that time. She did nothing all day, but sunbath, exercise, and cook dinner for the Doctor, which was usually cold by the time he got home exhausted at the end of a ten hour shift. Megan had even found herself watching soaps during the day. Overall though, she found them too raunchy for her.
Megan had observed with interest the house going up next door for months and had enjoyed talking to the nice construction workers. They seemed to come over to talk to her or to ask for something to drink, whenever she was out sunbathing. One very big man always seemed to be staring at her large breasts whenever he came over for a glass of water and he always made her feel uncomfortable. His stares always made her nervous and she would develop a funny feeling deep in her womb. This was about the same time she had started waking up horny all the time. She was glad when they finished the house, but missed having people to talk to.
Megan was excited when the moving van arrived and had been ready to overcome her shyness and run right over to introduce herself when she saw Betina and Jamal. She had never had much experience around black people and decided to stay in the house and watch them through the curtains. Betina was light skinned, kind of plump, and she was dragging a young boy behind her. Jamal on the other hand was a six and a half foot dark black giant. He was wearing a tight tank top that showed off an impressive physique. Megan could swear that his muscles had muscles as she ran her eyes along his beefy arms.
A week later, Megan had been out sun bathing, she had still not gotten up the nerve to introduce herself to the neighbors when Betina made the first move. Betina called to her over the fence and introduced herself, it seemed that Betina was just as lonely for a friend as Megan was. The two women found themselves talking for hours. Betina invited her over to their house and she had met the black couples son, Anthony and Tina's husband, Jamal. He shook her hand and she noticed how her tiny white hand was completely engulfed by his big black ones. His stare reminded her of the big construction worker and she felt the funny feeling in her stomach again, making her a little flustered.
Megan noticed some pictures on the hall walls and was surprised to see they were of a bikini clad Betina in various poses.
"That's from before I had Anthony, of course," Betina said over Megan's shoulder. "I used to be a pretty hot model. You ever do any modeling?"
Surprised, Megan answered, "No why do you ask?"
"Your figure's so perfect for bikini modeling. Why if I had your breasts I could have tripled my income."
Megan was flattered and the two women talked all day, becoming close friends. Jamal was a former boxer and didn't work except for some lessons he gave at the gym every night for a few hours. Betina was starting a job at a cosmetics company in the fall when Anthony started kindergarten and she was desperately looking forward to getting out of the house. Megan wasn't able to have children and she envied Betina her family.
Megan really enjoyed Betina's company. The only thing she didn't like was that her new friend had a potty mouth. She used words like "fuck" and "cock" all the time and she always had Megan blushing constantly. Megan also didn't like Jamal that much. He seemed to recognize how naive she was and was constantly telling jokes at her expense. The gullible Megan falling for them every time. They also appeared to have a better sex life then Megan did. Jamal apparently didn't have a problem taking care of his wife, and the way Betina talked, he "fucked" her constantly with his big "cock."
***********
Now, here it was, a week since Betina had started her new job and Megan missed her already. She stretched on the lawn chair again and fidgeted in her seat. Jamal was starting the lawnmower over in his yard. He wore nothing but a tight pair of jeans and she could see the sweat pouring down his black torso, causing his chest to glisten in the sunlight. He always seemed to be in the backyard during her daily 90 minute tanning sessions. He would either mow the lawn or lift weights while she sunbathed. He tried to talk to her a couple times but she always ended the conversation quickly since she didn't like being around him all that much.
Megan admired his body though, she tried to picture the Doctor with Jamal's physique and wondered what it would be like to be crushed beneath a muscular body with a big cock pounding into her. Ooops, she thought, Betina must be rubbing off her. She'd have to watch her mouth, besides if Harold had hands that big he'd make a crummy surgeon.
Megan was delighted to see Betina pop out of her house for a second and wave at her. Then Megan had an idea. Betina apparently had a great sex life, maybe she'd be willing to give Megan a few pointers on how to spice up her own.
Megan stood up and toweled the sweat off her body before running over to the gate in the fence to talk to Megan. Jamal had just finished the back lawn and she waved at him as she ran into her friends house. He watched the thong disappearing between her ass cheeks as she walked up the steps to the deck and the sliding glass door.
"Hi Megan," said Betina snatching up her car keys and purse. "How are things?"
"Oh Tina," said Megan, "I miss you so much."
"I miss you to honey," said the plump black woman, who gave Megan a quick hug. "Can't talk now though, I have to get back to work."
Megan sighed as her friend ran over to the door. "Tina, I have a problem, I was hoping you could give me some advice."
"Gotta run, honey," said Betina. "Ask me later or get Jamal to help you," and she ran out the door.
Megan turned to see that Jamal had followed her into the room and he was standing in the doorway to the back yard.
"What can I help you with Megan?" asked Jamal.
Oh nothing," she sighed. "I just wanted to ask Tina for some help with something."
"I'd be glad to help," said the black man.
"I couldn't, it's kind of personal," responded Megan. She started thinking it over. Maybe a man's perspective wouldn't be all that bad. "Jamal, maybe you can help me." Then remembering how he was always pulling her leg she added, "but you have to promise me you won't laugh or tell anybody."
"I promise," said Jamal adopting a dead serious expression on his face.
She took a deep breath a proceeded to fill him in on the lack of attention Harold was paying to her and her desire to improve her love life. How her and her husband only had sex about once a month with the lights off in the missionary position. Megan was relieved that instead of making fun of her, Jamal paid rapt attention to everythng she told him, interupting with questions every now and then.
"How long has this been going on?" asked Jamal.
"Well the first five years were ok, but the last ten sex dropped off a lot. Harold's always so tired after work and everything."
"So it's been ten years since you've had an orgasm?" Jamal asked.
Megan blushed, she wasn't really comfortable talking along these lines. "Sort of," she replied. "I think I had one the first year we were married."
Jamal nodded wisely. She had never had an orgasm. This was a dream "cum" true. A horny inexperienced white woman was asking his advice on sex. "Go sit on the couch, I think I have something that might help you."
Jamal went into his bedrom and started leafing through his box of porn. Then a wicked thought occured to him and he reached further back and pulled out a second box, a box that his wife didn't know about. This box contained all his interracial porn. Jamal had been dying to fuck a white woman all his life. He had grown up in a poor black neighborhood and hadn't had any chances to nail any white girls until his boxing career started taking off and by then he had met Betina. He pulled out a video entitled "Interracial Blow Jobs: See Hot White Chicks Sucking the Biggest Black Dicks. He popped it into the bedroom vcr and fast forwarded it past the title. Jamal ejected the tape and forced the grin off his face before returning to Megan.
Megan was siting on the couch in her little thong bikini fidgeting from nervousness. She looked up at him and he could see the hope reflected in her blue eyes.
"Well Megan," said Jamal popping the cassette into the living room vcr. "First things first, it sounds to me like neither you nor the Doctor have much experience with sex. So I'm going to start by showing you how to please him." He hit play on the remote.
Megan gasped in disgust, when she saw the screen. "Yuck," she said. "I heard there were movies like this." The tv showed a big breasted blonde slut crawling on her hands and knees over to a naked black man. The black man was huge and had what looked like a ten inch penis between his legs. It was the biggest, thickest thing she had ever seen and she gasped again, this time with fascination.
"What's wrong," asked Jamal fast forwarding it to the next scene.
"That penis," she exclaimed. "It's huge!"
"That one," Jamal said, pausing the tape at the part where the cock was spraying it's seed all over the white girls face. "It's about average." Jamal smiled at the look of shock on Megan's face. Then her expression changed to one of perplexion and Jamal knew she was comparing her husband's penis to the well hung studs in the video.
Megan watched him fast forward it past another scene. The black penis in this scene was about an inch shorter then the previous one but it was a lot thicker. "Jamal, are all these white women with black men?"
"Yeah, sick isn't it." he lied. "One of my friends gave it to me as a joke."
"Here we go," he said stopping at the next scene and hitting play. The tv showed another blonde kneeling between the legs of the first black man. The blonde unzipped the man's pants and took out his long cock. She began kissing around the head and licking the sides lovingly. "I love sucking your black cock," said the blonde.
"You want me to do that," said Megan, a disgusted look on her face.
"Megan, a blow job is the greatest pleasure a woman can give a man. Look how much she's enjoying it. Trust me, you do this for the Doctor and he'll get so turned on he'll fuck your brains out."
"Jamal!" she said, surprised at his language, but loving the idea of having her brains fucked out. "Does Betina do this for you?"
"Whenever I tell her to."
Are you sure he'd like this?" she asked still staring at the tv screen.
"There isn't a man alive who doesn't like his wife to be on her knees sucking on his cock.
She blushed at his choice of words. She watched the blonde taking the black cock into her mouth on the screen and wondered how she managed to get it all in. It looked difficult, though her husbands penis was so much smaller then the black cock on screen that she would probably be able to do a fairly decent job on him. "Alright Jamal, I'll give it a try," she said nervously and stood to leave.
Jamal sensed her nervousness and said, "Good girl Megan, I just hope you do a good job cause....."
"Cause what?" said Megan sitting back down. His hesitation playing on her anxieties.
"Well, most women are pretty good at it by the time their twenty. I'm just worried that if you don't perform all that well, you might actually end up turning him off of sex even more then he is now."
Megan sighed, that was exactly what she was worried about. "What can I do Jamal, I'm desperate."
"Well there is one thing," he said feeling his heart beating rapidly in his chest. "No, never mind."
"No please tell me," she said taking his hands and staring into his eyes with a look of pure desperation on her face.
"I was thinking you should practise on me," said Jamal, adopting a very serious expression.
A look of horror and disgust crossed Megan's face. "Jamal, you should be ashamed of yourself. I can't cheat on Harold and just think about Betina."
Jamal tried to look indignant and then he laughed half heartedly, "Oh I get it, you think that oral sex is cheating." He tried to look hurt. "Megan, oral sex isn't cheating. I could never cheat on Betina or ask you to cheat on Harold. Only intercourse is considered adultery." I should teach acting instead of boxing he thought to himself when her expression went from angry indignation to one of confusion.
"I..I'm sorry Jamal. I thought that...."
"Its ok," he interupted. "I don't want you to do anything your not comfortable with. I just thought it could really help you out. If you want to risk it without practising then...."
"No your right, I'll do it," she said coming to a quick decision. "I'll do anything to improve my sex life."
And you will to, thought Jamal. "Good choice Megan, It's not hard to please a man once you've had a little practise."
"Just tell me what I need to do to please you."
"Well," he said. "I'm not going to get much pleasure out of it, you being my wife's best friend and all. I'm just doing this to help you out."
"Thanks Jamal," she said a tear in her eye. "I think this may be the nicest thing anybodys ever done for me." Maybe he wasn't such a bad guy after all. "Where do we start?"
"Well, I'll pretend I'm Harold coming home from a hard day at work. You greet me at the door with a big kiss and I will say I'm really tired and go sit on the couch. You come over and kneel before me and look up at me while you take my cock out. I'll grade you on how well your doing so that you know what will make your husband happy. Just don't give up if I give you a bad grade.
"Sounds reasonable," she said thinking it over. "Just remember, I'm not Betina. I've never done this before. Just don't think I'm stupid or anything."
"I don't think that," he lied. "It's just that your inexperienced that's all. Now lets get started." Jamal smiled at her then went out his front door. He came back in a second later and yelled, "Hi honey I'm home."
Megan smiled at him. He was trying to look all worn out and tired form work, like Harold did every night. Having a giant black man with a Herculean physique pretending to be her pudgy old husband was funny. She walked up to kiss him, but he stopped her.
"Wait, this isn't working," he said.
"What's wrong?' she asked worried that she wasn't going to learn how to please Jamal. I mean please Harold, she corrected.
"You should surprise your husband by wearing something really sexy. Do you have any skimpy lingerie at home? White garters really turn me on."
"No," she said worried. "I don't own anything sexy. Isn't my bikini small enough?"
"Yeah, but I'm sure the Doctor has seen you in that a lot and I see you in it almost everyday. I'm used to Tina being naked when she sucks me off, because I like to play with her breasts. I'm just not sure I can mantain an erection long enough to teach you anything." Jamal felt his cock throbbing in anticipation.
Silly man, she thought, the solution was odvious. "I guess I can take the bikini off."
"Great idea," he said. "Just imagine how shocked the Doctor will be when he comes home to find you nude and it just might help me out also. Go ahead and strip."
Her hands were shaking when she reached around to untie her top. "Can you turn around please? Harold and I only do it in the dark and I'm not used to anyone seeing me naked."
"I'll just go outside and give you a couple seconds," he said going out the door.
Beth slipped off her top, jumping slightly as the material rubbed across her sensitive nipples. They were rock hard for some reason which was odd cause she wasn't the least bit cold. She slid off her thong feeling the wetness between her legs. Great, she thought, first I wake up like this every morning and now I'm starting to get horny in the middle of the day. In front of my best friend's husband no less. I hope he doesn't notice.
Jamal squeezed his cock through his jeans. I swear I can smell that needy pussy through the door, he thought. He reached over and turned the knob. "Hi honey I'm....," he stoped in exasperation. He was about ready to push the bitch to her knees and shove his cock into her mouth. She was standing slightly hunched over with one arm covering her breasts and her other hand covering her pussy. "Megan, what good is being nude if you cover yourself up?"
"I'm sorry," she said. "This is hard for me."
"It's hard for me too, but you've got to let me help you," he said adding. "Tina was right when she said you had a body good enough to be a model. You should be proud of what god gave you. Now lets try it again."
Jamal's teeth were clenched. If his wife had ever behaved like this he would of spanked her ass with his cock before stuffing all 12" into her rectum. He took a deep breath and opened the door. "Honey I'm..." he stumbled over the words in awe of the beautiful nude girl standing before him. Her pussy was adorable. It was well trimmed to fit into her bikini and it was as blonde as the hair on her head. Her aureola were tiny compared to the size of her breasts. They were only about the size of a quarter, but the nipples were gigantic, jutting out about three quarters of an inch. "I'm home," he finally finished.
"Hi honey," she said shaking from nervousness at appearing nude before a man for the first time in her life. She leaned up to kiss him and found herself being crushed against his bare chest. She could smell the sweat on him from mowing the lawn, but she actually found it pleasant instead of offensive. His tongue was pushing against her lips and she parted them to let it inside her mouth. Megan found herself melting in his arms, but came to her senses and pushed him off. "Jamal, what are you doing?"
Still holding her, he said, "I'm just giving you my welcome home kiss."
"Harold doesn't kiss like that."
"He doesn't? How's he kiss then?" he said feeling her lips against his. They never parted and they touched his lips for a fraction of a second. It wasn't even a peck. "You two really do need my help. We'll try it again and this time you initiate the kiss. One really good kiss can have your husband ready to do whatever you say."
This time the "Hi honey, I'm home," was barely out of his mouth before she had thrown her arms around his broad shoulders and her tongue was pushing into his mouth. Jamal reached down and put his hands on her ass cheeks pulling her tight against his body so that she could feel how big his cock was. She seemed to pause for a minute when he rubbed his cock along her belly but she continued to kiss him. They kissed for several minutes before he pulled her off and said, "Alright Megan, I give you an "A" on kissing ability." He watched her beam with delight at the good grade before saying, "I've had a really rough day at work." Jamal went over to the couch and collapsed on it, spreading his legs. "What's for dinner?"



Megan smiled seductively and dropped to her knees crawling between his legs. "I don't know about you Harold, but I know what I'm having for dinner." Megan smiled up at Jamal and unbuttoned his jeans. She found her eyes wandering up and down his granite chest and abdomen as she slowly unzipped his jeans. She could feel his penis jump underneath his briefs as she finished. Her mind must be playng tricks on her because it felt immense. She ran her hands around the inside of his jeans and around to his hard ass. He lifted his hips and she pulled his jeans off and threw them behind her.
Jamal sat there clad only in a small pair of white briefs that contrasted with his dark black skin. His penis stretched out the briefs almost to the breaking point and it moved of its own accord underneath the cotton.
Megan found herself somewhat intimidated, but she swallowed and reached into his briefs. She lifted the elastic and his penis burst free of it's prison and jumped into her hand. She held a penis bigger then anything she had ever imagined could exist. It was bigger then the black penises in the video. It was thicker then her wrist and at least ten inches long and it wasn't even completely hard. It was dark black in color except for the pee slit which was reddish and oozing precum. "Oh my god," she cried caught of guard.
Jamal smirked looking down at the stupid white girl staring in awe at his cock. "What's wrong Meg, your doing fine."
"Your huge," she said yanking the briefs down so that she could see all of it. She ran her eyes up to the fat head and down to his large hairy testicles.
"Who me," he said trying not to laugh. "There's a lot of cocks bigger, but I guess I"m a little above average. How big is Harold?"
There was simply no comparison between the Doctor's little four inch noodle and the black serpent that writhed in her hand. Megan suddenly felt cheated and she couldn't bare to tell Jamal the truth. She lied for the first time in her life, "He's about eight inches I guess."
Jamal nodded, "That's not to bad. Mine gets to be exactly 12" when completely hard, but eight is enough. Anything under seven is considered below average, under five and you might as well not even bother having sex." He saw her wince at that and knew he was on his way to fucking his first white slut. "If your only going to hold it Megan you're going to get an "F"."
This brought her out of her reverie and she said, "Where do I start?"
"Do like the girl in the video did and lick around the head and then up and down the sides before taking whatever you can into your mouth. Your lucky I'm bigger then Harold because after me, eight inches will be easy."
She nodded, thinking that she could learn how to handle Harold by sucking on Jamal's pinky. She leaned forward towards his cock, seeing it stiffen up a little more as her lips approached his cock head. "Jamal, just remember to warn me before you cum, so I can pull it out."
"Yeah sure Meg," he said sarcastically though she wasn't paying attenion to him and didn't catch it. "Just keep in mind that you won't get an "A" unless you swallow my cum. Be sure to swallow your husband's because a blow job is essentially worthless unless the man cums in the woman's mouth."
What a shame, she thought. I really would like an "A" in this class. She leaned forward and stuck her tongue out towards the precum dripping from the plum colored head of his massive penis.
Megan could feel her own juices flowing as her tongue tentatively touched the slit on the end of his penis. It leaped away from her tongue from excitement and fell back forward before her lips. His penis was a little crooked and as she ran her tongue around the shiny dome of his cock head it grew another inch straightening out. Megan sucked the whole head into her mouth and it grew to full erection. The cock head was in her mouth and his penis was rising towards his belly. It was so strong that it was pulling her forward and she lost her balance letting it fly up to smack against his rock hard stomach. It took both her hands to bend it back down towards her mouth. It was like having a piece of steel in her mouth. Megan had never touched her husband's penis outside of intercourse, but she still knew it never got this hard. She finshed polishing the dome with her tongue and she started nibbling down the sides. She was trying to picture the girl on the video tape but all she could think of was the powerful ebony shaft before her. She raised it up and kissed the big hairy balls hanging low underneath it. His crotch had a strong musky scent that she found intoxicating. Harold's testicles disappeared into his scrotum but Jamal's were at least five times larger. I wonder what that means, she thought?
Jamal's eyes were half closed as he watched her licking aound his cock. It was as if everything else had ceased to exist for her except for his black monster and he smiled knowing she'd be back for more before the week was out. "Your doing ok, Megan," he said. "Your about a "D". That's not bad for a first time effort."
Megan immediately doubled her efforts attacking his cock. She was going to get a "B" if it killed her. She wasn't going to swallow his cum or she'd shoot for an "A". She opened her mouth wide and loosened her jaw, swallowing about half his penis before gagging. She began running her mouth up and down his shaft while holding her lips tight around his shaft. Beth looked up at his face hoping to see some sign that he was enjoying it. His face was expressionless, though she could see sweat on his brow.
Jamal was in awe of Megan's cock sucking ability. It had taked him years to train Betina to be this good. A few more times and this white slut would pass his wife in skill level. "Very good Megan. Your about a "C" now." He felt Megan loosen up her throat and she swallowed about eight inches. "Oh, that's better, "C+"."
Seeing those long nipples of hers jutting out, Jamal couldn't resist leaning forward and reaching out to tweak them. She didn't stop blowing him, but looked at him questioningly. "I always play with my wifes breasts when she blows me," he explained. "It'll help me think of her."
Megan hated herself at that moment. The first thing that popped into her head was that she wanted to hurt her best friend so that she could have this black cock all to herself. She didn't want him to think of his wife while she was doing this to him. Megan's moan was muffled by eight inches of black cock as he gently played with her nipples. She decided at that moment that she was going to get an "A". Megan wanted him to think of her whenever Betina sucked his cock from now on. She forced nine inches into her throat, finding she needed to come up for air after every couple of swallows. She contented herself to teasing his pee slit with her tongue and licking around the head while she caught her breath. She was pretty sure he was enjoying it.
"Yeah baby," he said. "Suck on that big cock."
"What did you say?" she asked between licks.
"Men find it a big turn on to talk dirty during sex," he informed her. "You should tell the Doctor how much you like sucking on his big eight inch cock. Try it on me. Look up at me and tell me how much you love my big cock."
Megan felt like she had betrayed Jamal by lying to him about the size of her husbands little penis and she felt ashamed for lying to such a kind man. "I..I love your penis," she tentatively said.
"Call it a cock, it's more erotic."
Megan wasn't one for foul language. Thinking of it as a cock was one thing, saying it was another, but she figured what was the harm. "I love your big cock." and then added, "I love your big black cock." Megan began attacking his wonderful cock aggressively, managing to swallow ten inches, before coming up and telling him, "I love sucking on you black cock." or "Your cock's so big and hard, I love it." Megan had ceased thinking about her husband a long time ago. The entire focus of her life at that moment was making Jamal cum. She knew she was doing a good job when he started bucking his hips.
"Oh god, this is great," he cried. ""B" no "B+". Then Jamal seemed to let out a cry of anguish and he shouted, "Forgive me Tina, but it feels so good, I love it."
Megan wanted to shout with joy, but couldn't take her lips of his cock. She had won and he was about to reward her because she could feel his big black cock vibrating in her mouth as he neared orgasm. Poor man was so upset that he had forgotten to warn her that he was about to cum. She felt the head swell up and she slid all but the head out of her mouth. His cock head was throbbing in her mouth and she could tell that the long pee slit was opening and closing. Then it bucked in her mouth, leaping up against her top lip before falling back down. She felt his hot cum strike the back of her throat and then it leaped again, this time filling her mouth with his seed. She could taste it on her tongue and she loved it, swallowing to make room for more. Megan clamped her lips down to hold it still and she could feel it's powerful vein pulsing as it continued to pump sperm into her mouth. Regretfully Megan needed to catch her breath and she pulled back only to have a large strand of semen splatter against her forehead and then he came on her breasts. She now understood what his big balls were for. She caught her breath and saw that his cock was deflating rapidly. Megan wrapped her lips around it and swallowed as much as she could. She squeezed her lips tight and tried to milk out all his left over cum. When she felt that she had sucked him dry, she let his limp cock plop out of her mouth thinking that it was still twice as big as her husbands.
"A+," said Jamal, covering his face with his hands to hide a devilish grin. He had always been told that white women knew how to treat black cocks, but hadn't quite believed it until now. "Oh Megan," he moaned. "I'm so sorry. I didn't mean to enjoy it, but it was the best blow job of my life."
"Don't worry Jamal," she tried to comfort him. "You had no idea I'd be so good at it. It's not your fault."
"Your right, I'm sorry for getting so upset. Your one incredible lady. Harold's one lucky guy."
Harold? Oh yeah her husband. "Speaking of Harold," she said glancing at the clock. "That can't be right, I swear we started fifty minutes ago."
"I'm sorry, but I enjoyed it so much, I came pretty quickly. I usually last a lot longer. I'm sure Harold will do better."
She was looking at him kind of funny as she pulled her thong on, noticing how wet the area between her legs was. Beth tied her top on and thanked him before turning around towards the back door.
"Don't thank me," he said staring at her in awe. "Your going to do great."
Megan was filled with pride and knowing he was probably still staring at her, She put an extra shake into her walk, wiggling her bare ass as she left his house.
Jamal started laughing as soon as she left. She'd be back for more.
The Second Lesson
Megan's bikini bottoms were soaked as she unfolded her chair and laid down on her back, out in the sun for the first time in five days. This part of Texas got some pretty big storms from time to time and the one that had blown in out of the gulf the last five days was no exception. She had spoken to Betina a couple times on the phone over the last week, but she hadn't seen Jamal since he had graciously taught her how to give blow jobs. Megan wanted to tell him that Harold really loved them and that his lessons had really improved her sex life, but the only sex life that improved at all was the doctors. He had flipped out the day she had greeted him naked at the door and he had just about fainted when she took his little penis into her mouth. A few drops of semen had trickled out of his penis after a couple minutes and he had thanked her profusely. Now all he wanted from her was a blow job once a day. Not that she minded giving them, it's just that he still hadn't touched her pussy and she was hornier now then she had been on the day that she set out to ask Betina's advice on spicing up her love life. It wouldn't have been so bad if his tiny balls could produce more semen, since she had developed a taste for sperm. His small loads just caused her to crave more.
She had barely begun her daily ninety minute tanning session when she heard the sliding glass door at Jamal's house open and he walked out into the yard. He saw her and waved before removing his weights from the shed. Jamal was wearing just a small bathing suit that showed off his well sculpted physique and he faced her as he began lifting his dumb bells. The sunlight reflected off his black skin making him appear radiant like some kind of god and her eyes wandered up and down his body, pausing on his bathing suit. He was over a hundred feet away and even that far, she swore she could make out his large bulge. The cock under those shorts had enough sperm to feed her for a week at a time. As long as oral sex wasn't cheating, maybe Jamal would let her suck him off once or twice a week? She'd never get up the nerve to ask him to do that for her, but she could ask his advice on her current dilemna.
Megan glanced at her watch, realizing that an hour had passed already and all she had done was stare at Jamal lifting weights. Time sure had a funny way of flying whenever he was around. She got up off the cot and walked over towards his yard, unconciously putting the sway back into her hips that she had first done when leaving him after sucking on his cock.
"Megan, great to see you," he yelled over the fence at her. "I've been dying to know how your love life's improved."
Megan opened up the fence and walked up to him looking a little chagrined. "Yes, it has impoved a little."
"That's great," he said smiling down at her. "Glad I could help. I've given some more thought to your problem and I think you need to experiment with some new sexual positions."
"Like what?" she asked.
"Come on inside," he said. I got a new video to show you."
Megan followed Jamal into his house watching his butt flex under his shorts with each step he took. He went to the bedroom to get the video and she found herself thinking about him while he was gone. It was hard to be in the same room with him and not to be between his legs telling him that she loved his big black cock. Maybe, with the right amount of will power, she could offer to suck him off agan as a way of thanking him for his help.
Jamal returned with a tape in his hand and said, "I bought this hoping it might help you." He popped it into the vcr and hit play.
Megan felt her heart thumping in her chest as she moved forward to view the screen more closely. The movie was called "Amateur hour" and she was eager to see some more big penises. The opening scene was of an older white man wth a paunch making love to a chubby white woman who was on her knees, facing away from the guy. The man's penis was slightly bigger then Harold's, but still only half as big as Jamal's cock.
"Man, that guys tiny," said Jamal and he fast forwarded to the next scene, and then the next. All the actors were white and out of shape. All the men had penises between five and six inches long. All were bigger then Harold and Jamal made comments about each of them, calling them wimps or half-men or saying how odvious it was that the women were faking enjoyment. He didn't know how much this was hurting Megan because she had lied to him and said the Doctor's penis was eight inches.
When it was over he pulled the tape out "I'm sorry about that, I should have watched it first. Men like that don't know anything about satisfying a woman. Wait here and we'll try another one."
Jamal returned to his bedroom closet and pulled out another tape from his secret collection. This was titled "Blacks fucking Blondes: The Biggest Blackest Dicks Fucking Hot White Chicks." He left the slipcase in the closet and like the last tape he wound it forward past the title before returning to Megan, fidgeting on the couch.
Megan was prepared to be disappointed again but perked up when she saw the well muscled black man on the screen. He reminded her a lot of Jamal though his cock was only ten inches long. The blonde in the scene also resembled herself, though Jamal pointed out scars under her breasts and said they were fake, where as Megan's were all natural. The movie was about a gang of well-hung black men who set out to seduce all the young wives in a rich, all white neighborhood, just before robbing them. There were five black men and all had cocks from nine to eleven inches. They were all well muscled, like Jamal and all the woman were attractive blondes with big fake breasts.
They watched most of the movie and Jamal pointed out the various sexual positions. He said that a lot of women loved being fucked doggy style and that many prefered being on top so that they could control penetration. "Of course," he added. "Those positions all require some practise to make the sex really enjoyable." He paused hoping she would overcome her silly anti-intercourse morality against cheating and beg Jamal to let her practice with him. Unfortunately, it looked like she hadn't even heard him.
Megan stared raptly at the various sex scenes. The men all seemed to be incredible lovers and the women were going wild in whatever position they were being fucked in. Megan was so envious that she found tears running down her eyes and she put her face into her hands blurting out, "God, I'm so horny."
Jamal slid over next to her and put a comforting arm around her bare back just under her bikini top. "Megan what's wrong? Don't tell me you still haven't had an orgasm?" He listened to her blurt out the whole story and he laughed and said, "It's your fault for being so damned good at sucking cocks." Jamal turned serious sayng, "But tell me something, don't you enjoy it when he reciprocates?"
"What do you mean?" she asked.
"When the doctor performs oral sex on you."
"Oh he's never done that," she said shocked that Jamal would even suggest it.
Jamal looked over at her with a disgusted expression on his face and said "Like this." He forwarded the tape to the last scene. The black man with the biggest cock was getting a blow job from one of the women. Then he picked her up and threw her down planting his face between her pussy. Jamal interupted saying that oral sex is always reciprocal. The man had spread her pussy and the woman was screaming in orgasm after orgasm. At one point she yelled, "You're so much better then my husband." and the man took his wet face of her pussy long enough to say. "White boys don't know anything about eatting pussy." Megan could see that his chin was soaking wet just before he dived back down. Eventually she begged him to stop and fuck her screaming, "I love your black cock, your so much bigger then my husband," as he fucked her with all eleven inches. The movie ended with her looking at the camera all covered in his sperm saying, "Black cocks are the best."
"Jamal," she asked kind of dazed. "Can I borrow this tape?"
"Be my guest," he replied.
"It looks wonderful," she said after a minute.
"Oh it is Meg," he informed her. "Many women like it as much as they like actual sex."
"I hope I can talk Harold into it," she said shaking her head to try to clear it of all the images of well hung black men. "What did he mean by, White boys don't know how to eat pussy?"
"Oh nothing," Jamal said. "It's just a movie. You can't take porns too seriously."
"I see," she replied. He seemed to be evasive and she suddenly became suspicious. Something was wrong here. She couldn't quite figure it out, but the answer was just under the surface of her brain. "Jamal, You said that oral sex is always reciprocal. How come you didn't do that to me after I gave you the blow job?"



"I wanted to," he said, "but I figured you'd want to save your first time for your husband, since you only really enjoy it with someone you truly love. "If you'd like, I can show you how it's done. Betina considers me quite good and you can use what I show you to teach Harold.
"Yes, I think that sounds like a good idea," she said proud that she didn't sound to eager. "Where do we start?"
"Just go ahead and take off your bikini and sit on the couch," he said. "I'll take care of the rest."
"Alright," said Megan. She reached around back to untie her top and stopped when she realized he was watching her. Then thinking he had already seen her naked, so what the hell, she removed her top. Megan smirked in satisfaction at the way his eyes immediately zoomed in on her erect nipples. She found she kind of liked undressing for a man and wiggled her hips seductively as she slid her bottoms off. Megan was rewarded by movement from his cock swelling in his shorts. She suddenly felt sorry for Jamal, she was much better looking then his wife and her breasts were a lot bigger then Betina's. This must be very hard for him. She gasped, when the head of his cock pushed out about two inches from the leg of his shorts, like a long black python struggling for air. A cock that large apparently could get very uncomfortable at times. Megan's legs were weak and she sat down on the couch and held her knees together. She kicked her bikini out of the way and stared at his crotch expectantly.
She watched Jamal walk over to her and he kneeled down before her legs. She felt a shiver run up her spine when he began pulling her knees apart. "Jamal, aren't you going to take your shorts off?"
"It's not necessary," he responded, then added, "Why?"
So I can see it again, touch it, taste it. Because it's the proudest, most incredible thing I've ever seen. All this immediately ran through her mind, but all she said was, "It looks very uncomfortable."
"Hmmm, maybe you're right," he said standing back up. The slut wanted to see his cock again. Jamal stood as close to her as he could and very slowly began to undress.
Megan unconsciously leaned forward to get a closer view. He unbuttoned his shorts and pulled the waist out, reaching in and with some difficulty, he pulled his cock out of the leg and adjusted it so that it stood upright, the proud head reaching up past his navel. She watched Jamal slowly unzip his shorts revealing more and more to her until finally it fell forward before her mouth. It reminded her of a tree faling in the forest and she almost cringed expecting to hear a crashing sound. It just hung, swaying seductively several inches before her mouth, like the snake charmers of India only in this case the snake was charming her. Without thinking, she leaned forward and put her lips around the head, licking around the pee slit to taste his pre cum and she felt it grow to its full twelve inches, once again becoming as hard as steel.
Jamal smiled, but he stepped back away from her mouth saying, "Thanks Megan, but you don't have to do that, you've already passed that class."
Do what? Megan thought. Then she turned red with embarrassment. It had been an automatic response to seeing his cock before her face. She hastily thought of an excuse and stuttered out, "I j-just wanted to t-thank you for all your help."
"No thanks are necessary," he said falling to his knees again. Jamal placed his big hands on her knees and pulled them apart lifting up her legs so that he could get a good look at his first white pussy, framed prettily by her blonde pubic hairs.
Megan shivered watching him stare at her pussy, knowing that he was seeing more of her then anyone, including Harold ever had. She was embarrassed by how wet the area between her thighs was. He began moving his head slowly forward. Her nervousness caused her to blurt out, "Do you do this for Tina?"
"Almost every night," he responded looking up at her, his brown eyes staring directly into her blue ones. "Just remember, you'll only really enjoy this with Harold. You'll get some pleasure out of this, but don't expect to orgasm until your with someone you love."
Megan nodded. She was starting to think that the female orgasm was just a myth. She watched him break eye contact and bring his mouth up to her crotch. She could feel his hot breath on her vagina and she tensed up waiting for something to happen.
When it did, she jumped about a foot off the couch at the shock. His tongue just flickered out lightly touching her labia. It had been so long since anything had touched her vagina, that feelings she had long forgotten reawakened, sending waves of pleasure into her brain. She felt an unfamiliar feeling growing deep within her and the intensity of it scared her a little. Jamal was pushing her legs back even further spreading her open wide before him. He leaned down and she gasped as his tongue touched her anus. She had never, ever considered this as a source of sexual pleasure, but there was no denying how good it felt as he licked around the rim and cupped his tongue pushing it slightly into her tight little rosebud. She felt his tongue spread flat again as he licked his way up the sensitive area above her anus and then along her pussy. Megan clenched her hands on the back of the couch as his tongue penetrated her and she could swear it was as big as the doctor's penis. He thrust his tongue in and out of her a couple of times before continuing upwards, licking along her labia and nibbling on her mound. Her insides were going nuts and she wanted to scream in frustration when he paused.
Jamal looked up at the wild eyed woman and said, "Do you like having your pussy eaten?"
"Yes, I love it," she gasped. "Eat my pussy."
Jamal attacked her pussy quickly running his tongue along her slt, from her anus to her mound. Her body was responding to his skills and she was constantly raising her hips, like she was imagining herself getting fucked. He could hear her making little whining sounds in the back of her throat and he cupped his tongue running it around her throbbing clitoris.
Megan's eyes flew open when he started licking around her clit. "Jamal ple-ease s-stop n-now," she begged. "Something's wrong, I feeel f-funny." He didn't stop and she knew that her face was frozen in fear. "Oooh my god," she screamed. Megan unclenched her fists from the couch and grabbed the back of Jamal's head, pulling his face into her pussy and holding him tight, feeling his long tongue thrusting in and out of her. Her whole body was trembling and she raised her hips to match the thrusts of his tongue. Megan felt her pussy spasming for the first time in her life and she screamed out with pleasure, "I'm cuuummminng."
She collapsed back on the couch with relief. Oh my god, she thought, they're real. How have I managed to live without it and fucking Betina's probably had one every night she's been married to Jamal. She looked down, Jamal was still eatting her pussy and she was still bucking her hips into his tongue. She felt another orgasm growing and it exploded from her body, and then another, and another. Megan passed out from the pleasure.
"Eat my pussy you big black stud," she yelled down at him while tweaking her nipples. Megan could see the scars from her boob job underneath her breasts. She came again and Jamal looked up at her and said, "White boys don't know anything about eating pussy." Megan looked aound, the five black men from the video were standing around her holding their large erections. Harold was behind them tied up in a chair. Jamal disappeared and one of the black men positioned his cock at the entrance to her pussy. "No," shouted Harold. "I can't cheat on my husband," screamed Megan watching the large black cock push into her. "I'm your husband now slut," said the black man. He pulled her on top of him and she rode up and down his cock cumming continuosly. "I love black cock. Your so much better then my husband," she told him. "No," shouted the doctor again. Then one of the other men shoved his cock in her mouth and another bent over and started licking around her ass hole with his tongue. She fucked them in every position from the movie and finally after hours of orgasmic pleasure, it stopped and she awoke.
As Megan slowly returned to reality, she immediately felt guilty for cheating on Harold in her dream, but then she dismissed it as meaningless. She opened her eyes and stared at Jamal. He was still kneeling between her legs, staring back at her with a big grin on his face. His entire face from his nose to his chin was sticky with her juices.
Jamal returned her stare. He felt so powerful when he saw the look of awe and on her face. Then she was leaning forward and kissing his lips, mumbling "Thank you," over and over again. Her tongue pushed at his lips and he parted his mouth and let her inside. He kissed her back for a minute before pushing her back, and standing up. He let his massive cock dangle teasingly just before her face and within seconds she had fallen to her knees before him and taken it in her mouth. He could see the adoration in her eyes as she looked up at him, her lips wrapped around the head. It wouldn't be long now and he'd be shoving it into her tight white pussy. "Megan," he said looking down at her. "You don't have to do that."
Megan was suddenly afraid he was going to take his cock away from her. She took her mouth off his shaft and began stroking it with her fist while looking up at him. "Yes I do Jamal, you said that oral sex is always reciprocal."
"You're right Megan," he said. "I guess it won't hurt to do it one last time."
"Besides," she said looking at him seductively, "I love having your big black cock in my mouth." Megan swirled her tongue around the head before swallowing about half of it. As she felt it throbbing in her mouth, she wondered if she could truly give it up. I was born to have this cock in my mouth, she thought. She hadn't felt this complete and fulfilled for... well since the last time she had sucked him off. For the first time in her 36 years of life, Megan knew what it felt like to be a woman. She decided that if it was to be the last time, she was going to make it count for something. Megan, arched her neck and swallowed all 12 inches into her throat, kissing the base of his cock with her lips.
"Oh dear god!" said Jamal. No woman had ever swallowed his entire cock before, not even his wife, who had plenty of practice. Her mouth and throat was so warm and wet, that Jamal grabbed the sides of her head and began fucking her face rapidly.
Megan jumped when he grabbed the sides of her face. His large black hands nearly covered her head and she could feel the raw power in his arms. He was so strong that it frightened her as he forced her head back and forward, her lips tightly wrapped around his cock. Finally, just when she thought she couldn't take any more he pulled it out of her mouth.
"There's one more thing I'd like to show you," he said looking down at the white woman kneeling before him. "Lie down on your back."
Megan lied down on the carpet and Jamal immediately straddled her stomach, nestling his cock between her breasts. He squeezed her big tits around his cock and began to slide it between them.
"This is called titty fucking," he told her, then seeing that she was having trouble seeing, he paused long enough to reach up and grab a pillow off the couch, so that he could prop up her head.
Megan could see his cock sliding between her breasts. It would burst out from between her tits, it's eye open from the friction and poke at her lips. She opened her mouth and was able to get about two inches in, when he slid it forward. This was also the first time she got to see the contrast between his black skin and her white skin and she found it very erotic.
Jamal moved his hands around so that he could twirl her nipples between his thumbs and forefingers. He had never seen nipples that long and they facinated him. His gentle ministrations began to have an affect on her, and she started writhing around beneath him moaning everytime his cock slid out of her mouth. Her eyes were open and staring at him with that same mixture of awe and adoration she had given him after he had given had licked her pussy to numerous orgasms. He had seen that look from Betina and dozens of other black women from before he got married, but it felt even better coming from a married white woman. In fact the look was turning him on so much that he felt the sperm begining to churn in his balls. With some difficulty, he squeezed her breasts together with one hand and brought his other hand around behind him, to her pussy, holding two of his fingers straight out. This lesson should teach the white slut that she got her pleasure from giving him pleasure.
Jamals playing with her nipples and the sight of his huge cock sliding between her breasts had her horny again. She watched the head of his cock swelling up and it turned even blacker as he approached orgasm. She desperately wanted him to cum in her mouth and she was thrilled to see his big pee slit open and ready to blow as it approached her. Then, without warning, his fingers jabbed into her pussy, bigger and thicker then her husbands penis and her hips bucked as she screamed in orgasm, missing his cock. It slid up her chin and erupted. She felt a long stream of his sperm strike her from her forehead to her chin, covering one eye lid. Megan didn't want to miss his next blast and struggled back up to meet the next thrust of his cock. She could feel her pussy still spasming around his fingers as another orgasm came. Luckily, his cock slid into her mouth and she felt it fill with his semen. His long black cock slid back out of her mouth and it disappeared entirely between her breasts, but another jet of semen flew out to splatter on her chest. Then his cock came forward, cum dribbling constantly from the head. His thrusts were becoming less powerful and she could see a little less of his cock coming out of her breasts with each thrust. Finally, she watched Jamal just tip over and with a groan he collapsed beside her panting.
Megan checked the time, realizing that she had been over here for three and a half hour. The movie was only 90 minutes long, which ment that he must have eaten her pussy for over an hour. She stood up and quickly pulled on her bikini, fumbling with it because one of her eyes was closed since it was covered in his cum.
Megan warned him that Tina and Anthony would be home soon and she grabbed the video and ran out the back door.
Jamal followed her out the door, still naked, griining at the comical sight she presented. Half her face was covered in his sperm as was her chest, and it was liquifing and dripping down her body. She couldn't walk straight, with one eye closed and as she walked back to her house she kept looking back at him, with that same look of awe, then she'd look down at his cock still fat and erect before walking a few more steps. When she had finally made it to her house, he yelled out, "Megan, another A+."
"You too teach," she yelled back before going inside to clean up.
Jamal watched her go, his grin turning to a predatory smirk. What would her next lesson be?
Part 3: The Third Lesson
Megan kissed her husband goodbye and went into the kitchen to start a pot of coffee. She left the coffee percolating and went to take a shower.
She returned after showering, a towel wrapped around her body, and another around her long blonde hair. She plopped down on the couch with a sigh. The doctor was starting to lose interest again. At first the blow jobs had so excited him, he was asking for them twice a day. Now, it was once every other day, pretty soon, she was sure, it would be down to once a month. She had talked Harold into trying to give her oral sex. It hadn't been all that bad, but he clearly didn't enjoy it, and he stopped every couple of minutes to ask her if she'd had enough. Jamal, on the other hand, had seemed to love eating her pussy. Four days ago, Jamal had given Megan the first orgasm of her life, and then he had preceded to give her many more. God, I need to cum again, she thought. Then she remembered the video.
Megan ran to the bedroom, removed the interracial video from it's hiding spot, and quickly returned to the couch. She rewound it and hit play, then remembering the coffee, she ran to the kitchen to get herself a cup missing the title screen.
Megan leaned back on the couch watching the first scene with the guy that looked like Jamal and the blonde that resembled her. Something had been nagging at the back of her brain ever since Jamal had taught her that oral sex wasn't adultery and she thought the answer was somewhere in the movie. All the big black cocks in the movie were making her horny and she wondered briefly what a really big cock looked like, since Jamal had said that these guy's nine and ten inch rods were about average sized. He had also called men bigger then Harold, tiny or half-men. She wondered what it would be like to have a cock as big as Jamal's inside her and tried to picture the doctor with a big penis. The image in Megan's mind caused her to giggle, because she could only picture Harold with a big black cock. She had never seen a white cock that was averaged sized, so she had trouble coming up with an image of a big white one in her mind.
Megan leaned back and undid her towel. She wasn't a very sensual person, but for the first time, she began touching her own body in a sexual way. She tweaked her nipples with her fingers as she watched her favorite scene in the movie. The white wife on the screen, had been the one who resisted the most. The black gang leader had pushed her down on the bed and began slowly removing his clothes while the panic striken blonde looked on. "That can't be real!" she exclaimed upon seeing his cock. She struggled to get away, but the strong black man forced her to her knees and shoved his cock in her mouth. She tried to fight it, but after awhile the woman got into sucking him off. She came back to reality when he said it was time to fuck her.
Megan ran her hands down her stomach and into her curly blonde pubic hairs. She knew that it was wrong, but Megan pushed her two fingers into her pussy, when the man on the screen pushed his cock into the woman for the first time. The woman screamed, "Nooo, I'm married, I can't cheat on my husband." The woman was crying and struggling saying "No" over and over again, until the black man's thrusts began to produce results. Her "No's" changed to "Yes's" and she began to fuck him back, after awhile screaming, "This can't be happening. I'm cuummming!"
Megan was running her finger around her clit rapidly to the erotic scene before her. She saw the black man pull his cock out and he sprayed the slut's belly with a load of semen that rivaled Jamal's. Megan came when he did, crying out with joy at experiencing another orgasm. How can it be a sin, when it feels so good. Megan felt a great relief spread through her mind and body when she orgasmed. She now knew a way to make herself cum, so that if she was never able to orgasm with Harold in the future, she could still give herself satisfaction. She hoped that the new sexual positions they were going to try tonight worked since she really wanted to experience an orgasm with the man she loved.
Megan relaxed and decided to pay attention to what they were saying in the movie. All the sluts were saying things like, "oh dear god! You're twice as big as my husband," or "I love your black cock, it's so much bigger then my husband's." It ended with the one wife looking at the camera and saying, "Black cocks are the best."
Megan pondered over what all this ment. The movie seemed to be saying that black men are so good in bed, that even the sanctity of marriage didn't matter. Course, Jamal had said that you can't take these movies too seriously. Oh well, she'd have to give it more thought later, but for now she had to get dressed.



Megan dressed and began blow drying her hair, while planning her days shopping trip. She had to get some groceries and she had promised Harold that she would buy some sexy red lingerie to wear for him tonight. Jamal had put the idea into her head the day he had given her the blow job lesson, though he prefered white lingerie.
She wanted the doctor nice and excited for when they tried sex "doggy style" tonight. Something about being on your knees, at the mercy of a man fucking you from behind really excited her.
She grabbed her car keys off the counter and paused seeing Jamal out in his back yard. He was just puttering around doing nothing and she realized she was missing her tanning session. She had only spoken to him a couple times since the last lesson and he seemed very interested in how things were going with the doctor. It was nice having a best friend that cared so much for her. She left for the grocery store.
**********
Last night hadn't gone as planned. The doctor hadn't seemed to like her white lingerie very much. She told him she wasn't happy with the red lingerie they were selling and would try somewhere else. Harold hadn't seemed too interested in sex that night and she had taken his litle penis into her mouth to make him hard enough to fuck her from behind. Unfortunately, he had squirted his small load into her mouth after a couple minutes. She had tried wrapping her big breasts around his penis to make him hard again, but nothing had worked. She also found it funny that his penis completely disappeared when surrounded by her large tits. Megan spent another restless night. It had been over two months now since she had felt his penis in her pussy and she was growing even more desperate.
The next day, she got up and instead of putting on her bikini, she put on the lingerie. She would ask Jamal what was wrong with it, she thought as she rolled up the lacy white nylons and hooked them to the garter. He wasn't in the yard, oddly enough, and she put on a coat and walked over towards his back door.
She knocked and waited a few minutes before hearing his heavy footfalls approaching the door. She saw the door open and said, "Hi J-." She stopped, he was completely naked, his fully erect cock all glistening and shiny before her all covered in some kind of lubrication. He had odviously been masturbating
"Hi Megan." he said smling down at the white woman staring at his cock, completely fixated on it. Underneath her coat, he saw her legs. covered in lacy white nylons and arched his eyebrows in delight. "Come on in," he said turning into his house. He watched her eyes follow his cock and like a zombie she followed it into his house.
"So Megan, not sunbathing today?" he asked as they sat down on the couch.
She shook her head, still staring at his cock now pointing straight up as he sat next to her. This was also the time of day, Jamal usually did his yard work and she would of been worried enough to check on him if he wasn't in the yard while she was sunbathing. He must be real horny to stay inside like this.
"How you been? Is Harold treating you any better?
She finally looked up at him. "Jamal, why are you naked?" she asked.
"I got real horny watching a video," he replied. "Want me to go put some pants on?"
"No!" she said, a little too hastily. "It's alright by me." Though it is a little hard to carry on a casual conversation with a 12" black cock dangling before your eyes, she thought.
"Yeah, I saw it was you and... well you've seen me naked before and when this thing gets hard it stays hard until I cum, plus it's really uncomfortable shoving it into a pair of pants, I didn't bother getting dressed."
"I understand," she responded.
"So Megan, what brings you over here?"
"I wanted to show you something."
"Go ahead," he said eagerly.
She stood up and began removing her coat. "I want you to tell me what's wrong with this outfit," she said removing her coat. "Harold didn't seem to care for it."
"Harolds an idiot, you look incredible" he said staring at her in awe. She stood before him clad in a small lacy white bra and panties. A matching garter surrounded her thin waist just below her navel. She was a dream come to life.
"Thanks," she said blushing at the compliment. "I thought it looked nice, but he wanted red."
"I prefer white," he said smirking at her. "I thought you had bought that for me for a minute."
She let out a nervous laugh to match his chuckling. There had been plenty of red outfits, but something had drawn her to the white. "So what are you watching thats got you so horny," she said trying to change the subject and sitting back down.
"Please leave it off," he said noticing she was reaching for her coat. She smiled at him and left it off. "I'm just watching another porn. It's about something I really enjoy, but my wife doesn't really care for it.
"Show me?" she asked, wondering what the very open-minded Betina could be bothered by.
She saw him hit play and there on the screen was another black man fucking a white girl from behind. She saw Jamal's hand go straight to his cock.
Megan crossed her fingers and gulped, hoping he wouldn't reject her. "J-Jamal, why don't you let me take care of that for you?"
"I'd love it Megan," he said delighted, "But you don't have to."
Megan got to her knees and crawled over to him, his cock seemed to quiver in anticipation. She felt complete as soon as her hand wrapped around the thick rod. She bent forward and ran her tongue around the head and up and down the sides. She paused long enough to say, "I really enjoy sucking on your cock. Feel free to call me whenever you want me to do it." She saw Jamal nod eagerly and she grinned knowing that once his cock was in her mouth, he wouldn't have been able to say no. He really was quite naive.
She swallowed his entire cock in her mouth, noticing it tasted like strawberries and was becoming warm in her mouth. She looked up at him questioningly and he told her that it was called "motion lotion" and it heated up when friction was applied. She returned to blowing him, thinking that his natural taste and odor were better then the strawberries. He began bucking his hips and she noticed his eyes were riveted to the screen.
Curious, Megan nibbled on the side of his cock so that she could watch the screen. The black guy was still fucking the blonde from behind. Are there any black men with small cocks, she thought looking at the screen? It was big, thick, and moving rapidly in and out of... "Oh my god!" she cried out. "He's fucking her ass!"
"Yeah," said Jamal. "This is an all anal video. Betina really doesn't enjoy doing it, but I love it."
Megan was facinated. She quit blowing Jamal and sat at his feet slowly stroking his cock with one hand while watching the movie. The men were all well-hung blacks and the women all white. "Is this another gag gift from a friend?"
"No," said Jamal. "I bought this myself. I've been thinking about white women a lot lately."
Megan found herself becoming aroused by the action on screen. The women all seemed to struggle at first, but once the cocks were all in, they seemed to enjoy it. "I thnk I'd like to try this," she said watching the screen.
"Harold's a lucky man to have you," Jamal told her and he patted her head as she continued stroking his cock. "You just be sure to use plenty of lubrication, because it always hurts the first time.
Megan watched the screen, "Jamal is it hard to do?"
"Only for the woman. It is quite painful, but that fades quickly. The few women who let men do it to them, end up loving it."
"Jamal," she said seriously. "Would you be willing to teach me how to do it?"
"Sure Meg," he said. "Take your bra and panties off and get down on your hands and knees. Do me a favor and leave the garters and nylons on."
Her heart was beating rapidly as she removed her bra and unhooked the garters long enough to slide down her panties. Megan hadn't thought twice about strpping before him this time. She got down on her hands and knees. Her pussy was soaked as she thought about what she was about to do. This was the position that she had wanted to try with Harold.
Jamal grabbed the bottle of motion lotion and kneeled behind her. She shivered in anticipation as he rested his foot long monster between her cheeks. "Wait Jamal," she said. "Anal sex isn't cheating, right?"
"Of course not Megan," he replied as he poured the gooey red liquid all over his cock and her ass. "We wouldn't be doing this if it was cheating."
Jamal removed his cock from her cheeks and leaned forward, blowing softly on her ass. He was rewarded by a soft moan from Megan as the motion lotion began heating up. He ran his finger down her crack, teasing the cute little rosebud of her ass. He felt her shiver as he pushed just the tip of his finger into her ass. He twirled it around in circles, trying to loosen her up a little before pushing his finger in up to the knuckle. Megan seemed to like it, pushing her ass back to get more of his finger inside. He obliged her and pushed all his finger in. He heard her sigh when he pulled it out. Jamal pushed two fingers in and she tensed up with a moments pain as he pushed both fingers all the way in.
Megan moaned from the pleasure coming form her ass. Her entire rectum was tingling as he continued to blow in her crack and his fingers pushed the motion lotion deep inside her.
Jamal decided that she was as ready as she was going to get and kneeled up again, resting his cock back on her cheeks. He poured more lotion on his cock and rubbed it all around making sure it was completely lubricated.
Megan smiled and closed her eyes as she felt Jamal pushing down on his cock as he slid it between her cheeks. This was what she wanted, to be kneeling before a man with her crotch thrust up, to be used for his pleasure. She moaned as his cock slid down to her rosebud, poised to enter her. "Oh Jamal," she moaned, "please put it in." She clenched her eyes tight as she felt him push down so that the head began to enter her, stretching her wide. Megans eyes flew open when the pain hit, this wasn't what she had expected. "Jamal stop! It hurts." Jamal hadn't heard her and she pushed up on her hands to crawl away, crying out as her action pushed another inch inside. She tried to crawl forward, but his strong hands gripped her waist, holding her tight. She let out a little scream as he pushed yet another inch inside. His cock was so hard and unbendable that her ass yielded to it, stretching out even further. "Jamal," she said crying. "Please pull it out. I changed my mind.
"Shut up and take it slut," he yelled. "Once you give your ass to a man there's no going back." He looked down at his cock and saw that about four inches was disappearing into her stretched out ass hole. The thickest part was inside, so that the worst of it was over. She tried to struggle again and he held her still as he began pushing more in. "Don't worry, I'm only going as deep as your husband will. You should be grateful."
Megan cried out again as he pushed eight inches in. The pain wasn't as bad now, but it was still uncomfortable. "I l-lied," she sobbed. "Harold's penis is only four inches. Please take it out." Megan jumped when his hand smacked down on her ass cheek and then he switched and spanked her other cheek.
"This is for lying slut," he growled as he rammed another two inches in. "Never lie to a man. Your purpose is to serve."
Megan was huffing and puffing like a woman giving birth, as she tried to get used to it. He had stopped and was just holding her still with ten inches of his steel hard cock buried in her ass.
She was begining to think that she was doomed to spend life with his cock buried inside her as the minutes passed. The pain was slowly fading. Jamal was starting to scare her. His friendly demeanor was slowly disappearing with each lesson, to that of a strong, powerful man who used a womans body for his own pleasure, from grabbing her head to fuck her mouth to relentlessly pushing his giant black cock inside her ass. The heat from the lotion and the combination of pleasure and pain from her stinging ass cheeks began to produce results. Megan felt her juices dripping down her thighs and found she liked the thought of being taken by a man and serving him. Some of the tension left her and she softly moaned.
Jamal felt her sphincter relax and he began to slowly move his cock around inside her.
"Yes," she moaned. "Fuck my ass."
"You didn't say the magic word," said Jamal holding his cock still again.
"Please fuck my ass."
"That's better," he said with a smirk on his face. Jamal pulled his cock out so that the ridge of the head popped out and then he slammed ten inches back in. He began fucking her hard so that he was pushing her forwards, her nylon covered knees scraping the carpet. "You like having my cock in your ass. Don't you slut?"
"Y-yes," she said still huffing and puffing. "I love having your cock in my ass."
"Would you like to cum, slut?"
"Y-yes p-please."
"Then beg!" he shouted.
"P-please J-jamal," she gasped. "Make me c-cum. I need to cum."
Jamal grabbed her shoulder with one hand and brought his other down under her leg to her pussy, teasing her slit with his fingers. "If you want another A, your going to have to take it all."
His teasing was driving her insane. "I want an A," she cried. The pain returned briefly as he pushed his entire cock inside her, but it was nothing compared to the pleasure she felt as his fingers entered her pussy and began playing wth her clit. It felt like her entire crotch was exploding as she had the biggest orgasm yet. Her ass and pussy clenched tight as she screamed with joy and collapsed, passing out.
She awoke to the relentless pounding of his cock in her ass. He was fucking her hard and fast, his big oversized balls slapping against her thighs. His fingers were still circling around her clit, slowly moving, waiting... Megan gasped feeling him swell up even bigger and his fingers speeded up again. His cock was so tightly held by her rectum that it couldn't jump as he started cumming, but she felt the blood rushing through the large vein on the bottom and it was pumping, pumping her full of sperm. His fingers triggered another orgasm and she screamed once again from the unbelievable pleasure.
Megan finally felt him pull his cock out of her ass, hearing farting sounds as the trapped air was released. Her rectum didn't seem to contract very much and she was afraid that it would remain a gaping hole forever. She looked back over her shoulder at her ass cheeks, still red from where he had spanked her.
Megan crawled over to her lingerie and stood up, feeling his sperm squirt out of her ass as her cheeks clenched. She didn't bother getting dressed, putting her coat on around her nude body and shoving her underwear into the pocket.
"A+," said Jamal as she passed him.
Megan just nodded walking to the door, Jamal following her.
She walked bowlegged back towards her house, feeling his semen squirting out with each step. Her legs could barely hold up her body weight and she looked down at them seeing that she had ripped her nylons around the knees. Now that the sexual high was gone she felt a little sick to her stomach. He had used her, calling her a slut and she had loved it. She looked back at him, still with awe, but the adoration was gone replaced by a look fear. Not fear of him, but fear of how her body was responding to him. Megan decided then, that she would avoid him and not look back.
She looked back... he was still watching her.
Chapter 4: The Final Lesson
Megan was a wreck as she saw her husband off to work, several days after Jamal had taught her about anal sex. She had played with the doctor's little prick the previous two nights and he hadn't been able to get an erection. Megan had gotten used to constantly yearning for a cock in her pussy, but she wasn't used to needing a cock in her ass. She desperately wanted to get butt-fucked again. Finally, last night, Harold had gotten a partial erection. She had told him to put it in her ass and he had given her a look of such disgust, that he had made her feel ashamed of herself. With one beat of his heart, his erection had shrunk and he turned his back to her, to go to sleep. He had still seemed upset with her as he left for work this morning.
Jamal had lied to her. Something had been gnawing at her brain since the second lesson he had given her. Now it was odvious, He had lied about her sex life improving or... he didn't no the truth himself. Harold, and the white men in the videos with their small penises, they could never truly satisfy a woman. Only big cocks, black cocks, could give a woman what she needs. Megan was doomed never to be satisfied during intercourse.
Jamal had scared her the last couple times they had been together. The first time, he had roughly grabbed her head and fucked her face like she was just an object designed to make him cum. Last time, he had slammed his entire cock into her ass, telling her that it was her purpose to serve men and calling her a slut. He had spanked her cheeks and she had told him how much she loved having his cock in her ass. Megan had felt completely used and humiliated by his treatment of her. Worse then that, she wanted him to do it again.
Megan decided at that moment, that if Jamal didn't butt fuck her again, she'd go insane. She ran upstairs and took a quick shower. After drying her hair, she put some make-up on and grabbed her bath robe. She put the robe on over her nude body and walked out the back door.
Jamal answered his door after several knocks. He didn't look the least bit surprised to see her and he stepped aside so that she could come in.
"So Megan," he said, sitting down on the couch. "What can I do for you?"
Megan let the robe fall to the floor and said, "I want you to fuck my ass again."
"But, I've already taught you how to do that," he replied.
"The doctor won't do it. I NEED you to shove your big cock in my ass again."
"Get on your hands and knees."
Megan flushed with excitement and dropped to her hands and knees, turning around so that her cute little ass was pointed at him.
"Not yet," he said. "First, I want you to crawl over to me and beg me to fuck your ass like the slut you are. Then, I want you to suck my cock until I tell you I've had enough."
Megan felt humiliated, but her body was automatically responding to his commands. She felt the moistness between her legs as she crawled over towards him, but then she was always wet around Jamal.
"Please Jamal, fuck my ass," she begged. "I need you to fuck my ass again. I need your big black cock inside me."
"Why?" he asked.
"Becase I loved it," she said, crying now, "and because my husband won't do it."
Jamal looked down at Megan. She was between his legs now and unbuttoning his pants. "Your husband's a loser," he said as she began pulling his trousers off. "He'll never satisfy you with that little worm of his. He doesn't even know how to kiss a woman."
Megan nodded, it was all true. She yanked down his briefs, unconciously licking her lips as his big cock came into view. She watched it grow a little more with each beat of his pulse, before taking it once again into her mouth.
Jamal grabbed her blonde hair and held it off her face so that he could watch her suck him off. It felt great having a well-built woman kneeling before him, while swallowing his black monster into her pretty white face. He let her suck him for about twenty minutes before telling her to turn around.
Megan eagerly complied and quickly spun around. She felt him kneel behind her and then his cock's plump head was nudging at her back door. "Oooww," she jumped when he pushed the head in.



Jamal yanked it out and ran to the bathroom to get more lubrication. Her saliva wasn't enough and he grabbed a bottle of skin cream out of the medicine cabinet. He was already rubbing it into his cock when he returned to her. He made sure it was completely covered and then rubbed some into her ass. His cock went in a lot easier this time.
**********
Several months later.
The doctor had actually taken a vacation. She hadn't had Jamal's cock in her ass for six days and she was going crazy. The past few months had been wonderful. Two or three times a week, she would go next door and suck Jamal off or let him fuck her ass. Several times, Jamal even fucked her ass right after cummng once already in her mouth. The man was incredible. The only good thing about Harold's vacation was that he was hornier then usual and they had slept together twice in the last week. She didn't have an orgasm either time. Come to think of it, she had never had an orgasm with the doctor. Jamal alway made sure she came several times whenever he was with her.
Megan had been trying to tan, but the lawn boy was sick and Harold had decided to mow the lawn himself, disturbing her. His weak little legs struggling to push the mower annoyed her and moping she walked back inside the house. Seconds later, the doorbell rang.
Megan opened it and was surprised to see Jamal standing there wearing only his bathing suit. "Jamal, what are you doing here?"
The big black man pushed his way inside and pulled Megan into the living room. "Hurry Megan," he said, dropping his suit. "Bend over."
"B-but the doctor?"
"Bend over the couch and watch him through the back door."
Megan nodded enthusiasticly and quickly stripped off her bikini. She bent over the couch and watched Harold struggling with the mower, through the large sliding glass door of their house, while Jamal stroked his cock.. Her pussy was dripping in anticipation of the butt fucking she was about to get.
Jamal rubbed his cock between her cheeks, causing it to grow to full erection. He looked at the quarter-sized hole that had once been her virgin ass-hole and positioned the tip of his cock on it. He pushed down, watching her ass stretching to accomodate him and feeling his dry cock scrape along the sides.
"Owww," she screamed, jumping at the friction. "Jamal, you didn't lubricate it."
"Shit! I forgot it."
"What are we going to do?" she cried frantically. "Harold isn't going to be much longer. We need to hurry."
Jamal sneered down at the stupid white slut's ass arched up to receive him. "I know," he said, "let me put it in your pussy. That will make it good and wet."
"Good idea," said Megan without thinking. "Just hurry." She couldn't wait to have Jamal's cock nice and wet, so he could shove it in her ass.
Jamal couldn't believe it was finally about to happen. He had wanted to fuck a white girl his entire life and now he was about to fuck just about the hottest white slut he had ever seen. He pushed down on his steel hard rod and placed the head on the entrance to her vagina. He slowly pushed it in, seeing her pussy open up to swallow his cock, her muscles clenching around it, trying to suck him in. They both moaned in pleasure as he pushed about four inches into her hot, wet hole.
Megan's eyes flew open as soon as the head penetrated her. She hadn't imagined sex could feel this good. Jamal had quickly pushed his cock in as deep as Harold had ever been, but the thick, black cock in her pussy felt so much better then her husband's limp little noodle ever could. The pleasure was so good, that it brought her to her senses, and she realized she was about to sin. Megan could feel an orgasm growing and if she didn't stop Jamal now she would experience her first orgasm during intercourse, from a cock that wasn't her husbands.
"Jamal, please take it out," she begged.
"Tell me you don't love having this cock in your pussy."
Megan shook her head in denial of how good it felt. "No, I love it, she sobbed in frustration, "but We're cheating."
"Oh god Megan, you're right," he said pulling it out.
Megan felt his cock slowly sliding out of her pussy. The pleasure center of her brain was screaming at her to put it back in. She felt the fat head of his cock starting to stretch out her lips, but instead of pulling it out, he buried about half his cock back in. Her pussy squeeezed down on the thick six inches inside, trying to hold it in, and before Megan could protest again, the orgasm exploded from her body, causing her to cry out with joy.
"Harold, I'm so sorry," she sobbed once she had recovered.
"Fuck the doctor," Jamal said working another inch in. "White men don't know nothing about pussy. Only a black cock can give you what you really need. Your pussy belongs to me now."
He was right. The movies had shown her how different white and black men were during sex. The women had all tried to fight it, but it hadn't been any use and they had submitted to the black men. Just like she was now.
"Oh fuck me," she moaned. "Fuck me with that big black cock. Your so much bigger then my husband."
Megan couldn't believe how good it felt to have a real cock in her pussy. The joy she felt from feeling Jamal's cock spasming inside her mouth as he came or pumping her ass full of semen, was nothing compared to having him inside her pussy. He had worked about ten inches inside and her orgasms were cumming like a series of firecrackers.
His white slut was fucking him back, raisng her hips to match his thrusts and Jamal decided she was ready to earn her last A. He grabbed her hips and pulled his cock out of her until the head was poised at her opening, before slamming one hard, foot long, black cock into her pussy. She screamed and bucked for about 30 seconds, but he just held on until she calmed down and started fucking him back again.
Jamal looked out the window and figured he only had about twenty minutes until the doctor finished mowing the yard. He worked his thumb into her ass-hole and began fucking her hard and fast, hearing the slapping sounds of his balls on her thighs.
"Your tight pussy gets an A+, slut," he said.
After awhile, Megan could feel his cock getting bigger. "My pussy belongs to you now," she moaned. "I only want your cock from now on."
The sperm was moving up from his balls fast and he bellowed as his cock begin to jerk inside her pussy, filling it with his cum.
Megans eyes rolled up in the back of her head and she wailed loudly as her biggest orgasm yet exploded within her, when she felt his sperm hosing the back of her pussy. Her scream was so loud that Harold had stopped the mower and was looking around. She saw him shut it off and he began walking towards the house.
Jamal had seen him too. He pulled his cock out and quickly put on his bathing suit. He said, "Straight A's, baby," as he playfully smacked her ass, before running out the front door.
Megan could barely move. She was frozen to the couch, with her ass thrust up over the side, but the doctor was getting closer, so she limped bow-legged towards the bathroom while cupping her hands under her pussy to keep Jamal's sperm from pouring out and staining the carpet.
Once safely in the bathroom she began to clean herself up. I'm gonna need more of that by the end of the week, she thought. "Fuck that," she said out-loud. "I'm going back tomorrow."
The woman in the video was right. Black cocks are the best.
Megan had graduated.
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Lisa Stevens walked into the hospital room looking at the patient that had come out of his coma earlier in the day. His entire upper body was bandaged. His arms were broken and in traction. Eye and mouth slits pierced the man's wrapped head.
The poor thing had been in a horrible car accident several days earlier. His car had struck another head on and then gone over an embankment, crashing on the edge of a small lake. Luckily, he hadn't been wearing a seat belt and was thrown from the car by the explosion. He had suffered from horrible burns over his upper body, broken both arms, and a concussion that had left him comatose for 58 hours.
Lisa looked at him, her eyes tearing up with compassion. She would say a prayer for John tonight before slipping into bed beside Edgar. She hadn't been a nurse long and John was the most tragic patient she had seen.
Lisa pulled the covers off John's legs and lifted up his gown as she turned to squeeze out a sponge. She turned back and froze, staring at John's crotch. Gray hair under John's navel formed an arrow pointing straight at an incredibly large penis. Soft, it was longer and thicker then Edgar's. It dangled between his legs elevated by two equally large testicles. She had given over a dozen men sponge baths and none of their penises compared with John's.
Lisa began running the sponge down his legs, staring at his huge penis the whole time. She ran the sponge over his abdomen and then down his huge penis. As she stroked it, his penis grew until it was rising up off the mattress. It continued to grow, rising off his testicals until it was pointing towards the ceiling at least twelve full inches long and as thick as her wrist. It stood proudly for close to a minute before falling with a thud on John's stomach.
Being new at the hospital, Lisa had pulled the night shift. It cut into her time with Edgar since they had conflicting shifts and they rarely saw each other. Lisa was 24 and had been married two years. She and Edgar had tried to start a family right after their wedding, but it had turned out Edgar had a low sperm count and it was doubtful she would conceive. Now they rarely had sex, which was fine with her since she found it unrewarding and messy in the first place. Now staring at John's foot long monstrosity, she wondered if she had been missing out on something.
"Whatsss name?" John hissed out through his teeth, obviously in pain.
"Lisa."
"Call me John."
"I know John. Just let me finish your bath." Lisa reached out and grabbed the shaft of his penis and ran the sponge down the hard, thick length. Even wearing the glove, it felt warm in her hand and it throbbed with each beat of his heart. The head turned an angry red and swelled up even larger. Reluctantly, she finished and released it.
"Please, I need relief," said the man. "Look at my cock."
His giant penis was hard as a rock and it laid flat against his stomach. The big, bulbous head reached all the way to his bandages which ended above the man's navel. It was swollen and covered in puffy blue veins. The head was now bigger then a golf ball. "Does it hurt?" she asked taking off her gloves
"Yesss," hissed the man. "It hurtss. I need to cum."
"I'm sorry," she said.
"Help me," he pleaded.
"What can I do?"
"Sssuck it."
Lisa crinkled her nose in disgust. "I'm married," she said holding up her hand to show the ring. "and I don't do that, even for my husband."
"Then jerk me off."
"I said, I'm married."
"Not cheating to ssstroke it. Please help me. It hurtsss," the man said writhing his hips. "It help pain. Pleassse"
Lisa's mother had died in child birth and as soon as she was old enough, she was cooking for her drunken father and cleaning the house. She was fourteen when he hit her for the first time telling her he had wanted a boy. She left several years later when he broke her arm and went to live with an uncle. Her father, Chuck had completely destroyed her self esteem and it took years to recover.
Like many children of alcoholics, Lisa had a deep desire to be loved. She was eager to please and had a problem saying no. Many people, both friends and strangers walked all over her. Seeing the man writhe in pain broke Lisa's heart. "What do I do?"
"Just ssstroke it."
"Alright, if it helps you recover, but I'm wearing a glove."
Lisa retrieved her surgical gloves and pulled them on her hands. She couldn't believe she was actually going to do this, but then she had never seen a man who needed to get off this bad. John wasn't expected to pull through and if she could do this one small thing to help a dying man, she would. She decided to just be impassionate and stroke him off. It shouldn't last more then a few minutes.
Lisa wet her glove with some liquid soap from the restroom and returned to John's side. She grabbed the root of his big penis and pulled it upright. She grabbed the head with her right hand and slid it down to the root. She moved her hand back up and began stroking him.
"Yesss," hissed John.
"You like this?" she asked smiling at him. "Is this making you feel better?"
"Yesss, feelsss good. Ssstroke that big cock."
Lisa quit talking after that and stared at his huge penis...no cock. Cock seemed more appropriate for something so big. His cock outlasted her arm and she switched as she rapidly stroked him and then switched back as her left arm tired quickly.
After about fifteen minutes John's cock seemed to grow even larger, the head hardening and the veins swelling up. She leaned forward, fascinated just as his pee-slit opened and spit out a huge wad of sperm.
Lisa closed her eyes just as the long strand of sperm splattered across her face. She held them closed and scrunched her face, keeping her eyes shut and her mouth closed as another hot wad splattered on her lips and chin. Lisa opened her eyes when she felt it was safe in time to see a jet of sperm shoot up three inches before falling down the sides of his cock. Sperm continued to flow out of the head reminding her of a volcano. She stroked forwards a couple times to milk the rest of his sperm out before running to the bathroom.
The pungent aroma of his sperm assaulted her nose. She held her mouth shut for fear of sperm dripping into her mouth. She hadn't expected a baptism, her face was over a foot from his cockhead when he came.
She looked in the mirror and quickly cleaned herself up. Sperm was in her hair and some had stained her collar. She made sure it was all gone before breathing through her mouth again.
Lisa returned to his side after cleaning herself. John's cock had shrunk to about eight inches and his crotch area was surrounded by liquifying sperm. She cleaned the mess up with the sponge before leaving. He was breathing heavily having passed out from the exertion.
********************
The next night Lisa came back into John's room late at night to check up on him. He was sleeping, which was good for him. Her eyes teared up as she looked at him. X-rays had shown internal tissue damage and his outlook was worsening every day. She didn't regret helping the poor soul out with a hand job in the least bit. In fact, she had a strong desire to see his huge cock again.
Because of the body cast, a nurse had just tied a gown around his waist for modesty. Lisa pulled down the covers and lifted the gown. His huge cock rested lazily across one leg. She reached out and carressed the shaft. John's cock hardened, rising up off his leg and moving up towards his navel. She grabbed it and pulled forward so that it was pointing towards the ceiling. Lisa took her eyes off his cock and looked up at John. His eyes were now open and staring at her through the bandages. "I'm sorry, I didn't mean to wake you."
"It'sss ok. What are you going to do 'bout it?"
For some reason, Lisa had put a small bottle of hand lotion in her pocket. She took it out and poured large dollops onto both her hands. She grabbed his cock again with both slick hands and began jerking him. "Feel good?"
"Yesss Lisssa. You make me feel good. It'sss the only thing that helpsss me."
"Well anything that helps you get better John. I'll do this for you every night if it helps you."
"It doesss, it doesss," he assured her.
Lisa had studied therapeutic touch, but this wasn't mentioned in her class. She had forgone the gloves this time and she loved how hot the cock felt in her hands. Lotion squeezed between her fingers and she gripped his cock tightly, stroking him quickly.
Lisa looked for the tell-tale signs of approaching orgasm. She was smart this time, making sure the head was pointed away from her face. Once again, like a volcano it erupted shooting a large wad of sperm a foot into the air. In a way, she missed feeling it splatter on her face, but this way she got to see it in all it's glory, and there was no mess to clean up.
John was sleeping peacefully again, even before his cock quit cumming. Lisa smiled down at him and went to the bathroom to clean up. Large amounts of cum had leaked down over her hands. She brought one up to her face and inhaled deeply. There was something about the smell that was primal. It was a smell that could only be associated with a man. She inhaled again before cleaning up. When she was done, she grabbed a towel and went to clean John off.
********************
Two nights later, Lisa entered the room and immediately saw John's eyes focus on her. He had relapsed the day before falling back into a short coma. She had missed giving him his special therapy the night before and was delighted to see his cock rising up under his gown the minute he saw her.
"Niccce to sssee you," he said.
"You too. I missed you last night," she said as she lifted the gown up and began pouring lotion onto her hand.
"You like jerking off my cock don't you Lisssa?" he asked as she started to stroke it.
"I do enjoy it, except for the mess."
"Put your lipsss around the head then. You can ssspit it out later. No messs."
The thought of putting a man's penis in her mouth disgusted her, but she replied, "I'll think about it."
John lasted along time again, but soon enough his cock head was swelling up. Lisa made up her mind and bent down opening her jaw wide enough to let the head into her mouth.
"Yesss," moaned John thrusting his hips so that the head slid back and forth between her lips.
Lisa wondered what it would be like to feel him cum inside her vagina as the first wad hosed the back of her mouth, completely filling it. The amount caught her off guard and sperm dribbled out her lips and down her chin, staining her blouse worse then the first time.
She gulped, accidently swallowing some of his hot sperm. Horrified, she pulled his cock out of her mouth letting the rest spray all over her face.
A few minutes later, she looked at herself in the mirror. Sperm covered her face and filed her nostrils with its pungent aroma. She inhaled deeply again. It hadn't really tasted that bad. Her tongue flickered out and licked some off her chin. No, not bad at all, though it was better hot straight out of his cock. She lapped some more up before cleaning up.
********************
"I wan't to sssee you," said John the next night.
"What?"
"Pleassse, I haven't seen a woman in ssso long."
Lisa looked at him and then went to check the hall. It was empty, the only other nurse was doing paperwork and would be busy all night. She shut the door and began stripping beside John.
Lisa had a sexy, young body. Her breasts were full and proud. She had a thin, flat belly and full hips. No man besides Edgar had ever seen her nude before and as she removed her bra, she was surprised to see how big and puffy her nipples were. She had been trying to deny it, but each time she did this her panties were getting soaked. They were soaked now as she pulled them down.
John couldn't turn to see her, but his eyes were flickering back and forth in anticipation. Lisa climbed up on the bed and straddled his legs, sitting up on her knees so that he could see her entire body. She closed her eyes from shyness as he took in all her youthful beauty.
She opened them again when he sobbed. "You're ssso beautiful. Jussst like my wife."
"Your married?" she asked alarmed that she was jerking off a married man.
"Widowed," he replied. "It'sss been ssso long since a woman did this for me."
"Glad I could help. Do you really think I'm beautiful?"
"God, yesss."
Good, only my husband has seen me nude before."
"He doesssn't know how lucky he isss."
'No, he doesn't,' thought Lisa. She straddled his hips and began stroking off John's cock. The poor man's eyes were staring down over the bandages at her breasts and then down to his cock superimposed over her pubic hair.
Lisa found her own crotch was sliding forward as she jerked him off. She moved forwards angling her crotch up until his shaft was resting against her labia. She pushed her labia against the root of his cock as she stroked him. It felt so good and was so erotic that what happened next caught her off guard. An incredible feeling grew in her womb as she pressed her crotch into John's shaft. The feeling grew as she speeded up her hands along John's shaft and her orgasm exploded just as his cock did. Sperm shot up striking her chin as she moaned with pleasure from her first orgasm. More sperm splattered on her breasts and belly.
"Yesss," said John staring at her.
Lisa stared back at him as she scooped up a wad of sperm off her nipple and licked it off her finger. John moaned at the sight and moaned again as she slid down and took the end of his cock into her mouth, jerking out the remaining sperm. She bobbed her head over a couple inches until she was sure it was dry, swallowing the last drop.
"God, thank you Lisssa," he moaned.
"No, thank you John. Ive never cum before. It was wonderful."
*******************
John was wheezing worse then ever the next night from his burnt lungs. He was getting worse despite her best efforts. "Pleassse sssuck it," he begged his eyes pleading with her.
Lisa bent over the bed and pulled his hard cock off his stomach. "What do I do?" she asked.
"Lick it," he said.
Lisa gently placed her lips against the hard head and kissed it. Her tongue flickered out across the pee-slit. She licked around the head then down around the crown.
"Now the ssshaft," said John moaning as her tongue slid down his rod. "Tell me you love my cock Lisssa. I need to hear you sssay it."
"I love your big cock John. I've never encountered anything quite like it. I'm going to take your big cock in my mouth now. I haven't even done this for my husband. Your the first John."
Lisa parted her lips and pushed down letting the head enter her mouth just as John said, "Thatsss becaussse your husssband isssn't a real man. Only a real man can pleassse a hot ssslut like you Lisssa."
His words made Lisa angry, partially because she knew they were true. A fresh wave a lubrication coated her thighs when he called her a slut. For some reason his insults turned her on and she doubled her efforts.
Lisa pushed down letting the head slide into her throat. She gagged, but tried again, finding it easier as her throat stretched out to accommodate him. She managed half his cock and ended up jerking off half while bobbing her head rapidly over the other half. John just bucked his hips wildly until his cock swelled up and he exploded deep in her throat, sending sperm straght into her belly. Lisa let the first couple of large wads fill her belly before moving her head up so that she could taste him. Her mouth filled twice and she swallowed every drop. She jerked the remaing sperm out of his cock and into her mouth, rolling it around on her tongue before swallowing.
She covered him up and went on about her rounds. Lisa returned later when John should have been asleep. Instead she found him teary eyed staring a the ceiling. "What's wrong?"
"I'm not going to make it Lisssa," he said.
"Never give up hope John," she said running her hand down his bandaged cheek. "If there's anything I can do that I'm not doing for you already..."
"There isss one thing, but you can't help me."
"What's that John?"
"I want my genesss to live on."
"I don't understand."
"I want a child. Do you have children Lisssa?"
"No, we've tried, but my husband has a low sperm count."
"Let me give you a baby Lisssa."
"You know I can't John, I'm married," she said backing out of the room.
His request insinuated its way into her mind filling her thoughts. She wanted a baby more then anything and more and more, it looked like Edgar wasn't going to give her one. Here might be her one chance to conceive a child. Lisa tossed and turned all night in bed. John's request came at her most fertile time of the month and her body was a mass of raging hormones. Just the thought of John's seed spraying into her womb had her soaking the sheets. Lisa rolled over and straddled her husband
********************
"Lisssa, Isss that you?"
Lisa had just shut the door. She quickly unbuttoned her jacket and was removing her bra as she climbed on the bed straddling John. Lisa was wearing a nurse's skirt and had foregone panties. She pulled his already hard cock up and kneeled over him, pointing the head at the entrance to her vagina. She wouldn't need lubrication, she was soaked already.
Lisa and John both moaned as she took several inches into her vagina. He was so thick, even a few inches felt better then her husband. She felt another orgasm build and her legs started shaking. They collapsed and she slid down, impaling herself on John's entire cock.
It triggered the orgasm which traveled through her body like a tidal wave. It was nothing like the little one he had given her before. This was a mind-numbing orgasm that left her craving more.
Lisa recovered and began riding John's cock, controlling the speed and depth of penetration. Incredibly, his cock gave her even more orgasms.
"Your pussssy'sss ssso hot and tight Lisssa. Ain't you ever been fucked before?"
"No, not like this. Fuck me John. Fuck my pussy. I need a real man's cock to give me a baby."
"You big cock, loving ssslut, married to a wussss. I wisssh I wasssn't in traction. I'd give you the fucking you need sssso bad."
"I wish you weren't too John," she said crying out in orgasm.
John's cock was incredible. It was so big and hard. Lisa felt completely full and she wanted to feel his cock in her forever. She rode his cock with wild abandon, diddling her clit as she bounced up and down his shaft, trigerring orgasm after orgasm. She had no idea sex could ever be this good and couldn't imagine what it would be like if John was in control, crushing her beneath him as he pounded his mighty cock into her pussy.
All the orgasms he had given her were nothing compared to the one she had when his cock erupted in her pussy. She had to squeeze her mouth shut to keep from screaming in pleasure as his seed sent millions of sperm to assault her womb.
********************
Lisa returned towards morning and mounted him again. She fucked him every day that week except for her days off and when she was off, she wished she were fucking him.
Lisa was leaning forward on several inches of his cock, bracing her arms against the metal bar on the side of the hospital bed. She couldn't touch his torso as the pain from the burns had made him pass out the last time she tried it. She had pushed one puffy nipple through the hole in the bandages for his mouth and John was sucking on it like a baby.
She leaned back groaning with pleasure, impaling herself on his entire rod. She was sitting there just enjoying the feeling of satisfaction she got from being fully penetrated when John said, "Lisssa, I'm getting worssse."
"I know," she said sobbing. Lisa wasn't sure if she was upset for him or for the fact that she would lose his fat, pussy pleaser.



"I want to fuck your sssexy assss."
"What? No way John, you're too big."
"Isssn't it cussstomary to give a dying man..." He broke off as a fit of coughing wracked his body. "a last request."
Lisa was filled with compassion for the poor man. "Alright John, if that will make you happy." Reluctantly, she pulled herself off his cock and climbed out of the bed. She retrieved some hand lotion from her clothes and opened the bottle. Lisa coated her finger and reached between her legs resting her slick finger against her anus.
Lisa rubbed around her anus, coating it with lotion. It slowly opened for her as she excerted pressure against it and she inhaled sharply as her finger slipped in.
When she felt it was well lubricated, she walked over to the bed and held John's cock up. It glistened with her juices, but more lubrication certainly wouldn't hurt. She emptied the bottle over the head of his cock, watching the lotion slowly slide down the shaft. When it was completely covered she climbed back up onto the bed.
This time, Lisa faced his feet. She kneeled over his crotch and reached under her legs. She grabbed his slippery cock and pulled it erect, bending it forward as she backed her ass into the head.
Lisa positioned his cock-head against her anus and pushed back. A wave of pain shot up through her body from her ass as his cock-head entered her. It felt like she was shoving a golf ball up her ass. She relaxed, letting the pain fade before pushing the head further up her ass, wincing again as the thick part under the crown entered her. Eventually, the pain faded and Lisa was able to take more of his cock, but no more then eight inches. She began riding his cock, the pain turning to pleasure as she began to enjoy her first ass fucking.
Only a true ssslut would take a cock up her asss. Lisssa," he said wheezing worse then ever.
Having eight thick inches of cock shoved up her ass did make her feel like a slut. "It's true John. I'm a slut for your big cock. I'm your slut." With that, his cock erupted inside her ass, hosing her insides with his sperm.
*******************
Sometimes women seem to have a sixth sense about things. When Lisa woke up late the next afternoon, she looked at herself in the mirror and thought she looked radiant, her face seemed to glow. A slow grin formed on her face as she realized she must be pregnant. John had sent so much sperm into her womb this last week that she couldn't imagine not being pregnant. She was beaming as she dressed for work.
Lisa was happy as she arrived at the hospital.. John had been he best thing to ever happen to her. She would get a baby and John's genes would live on in their child. Edgar would never know it wasn't his.
The hospital was still well-staffed at the begining of her shift and as she walked up to the head nurse, she noticed a cop coming out of John's room. Lisa waited until the cop left and asked the head nurse. "What was that about?"
The nurse didn't look up from her paperwork as she said, "The police have filed manslaughter charges against John. The woman he hit died and his blood test came back with a .18 alcohol content."
Lisa felt sick to her stomach. Her happy mood evaporated as she realized she was carrying a drunks baby, a criminal's baby...a murderer's baby.
She walked into John's room. He was wheezing bad, his time almost up. He was probably better off dying anyway. If he survived he would probably get life in prison for a drunk driving manslaughter. Lisa stared into John's eyes, they were unfocused as he faded.
"By the way," said the nurse behind her. "The cops finally pulled his license plate out of the lake. Our John Doe isn't named John after all and his license had already been suspended for DUI, that's why we couldn't identify him."
The vin number and car registraion had been destroyed in the fire. He had claimed amnesia, but it was probably a lie to throw the cops off. Lisa remembered him telling her that she reminded him of his wife. How could a man with no memory remember his wife?
She grabbed the man's chart to see who he was. The name read Charles Mitchell...Chuck.
Lisa felt the blood drain from her face as she turned white as a ghost. She clutched her stomach as she felt ill and looked into Chuck's eyes.
"Your as big a ssslut as your mother," said her father gasping for breath before coughing. Lisa could see blood appear on the white bandages under his mouth. The last thing he said before dying was, "I hope itsss a boy. I alwasss wanted a boy."
The End



            Doctor Bitch Ch. 1

            Female doctor with bad attitude gives Black man a physical.

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/doctor-bitch-ch-1

Title: Doctor Bitch Ch. 1

Author: Stormbringer

Category: Interracial Love

Description: Female doctor with bad attitude gives Black man a physical.

Tags: dunnell, katherine shook, felt horse, katherine sighed, horse looked, homeless black, free day, water cascade, horse standing, pointing mouth

Series: Doctor Bitch


Katherine pushed down on the horn of her BMW, waiting while the old fart with the handicapped tag tried to parallel park. People on the street were staring at her, until she let go of the horn and sped off down the road. She resisted the urge to give the old guy the finger as she passed his car.
Katherine was having a bad day, but then most days sucked. The pool guy and the lawn boy had just quit on her, saying they were sick of her constant criticism of their work. On top of that her husband, the doctor, had agreed to do charity work and give free medical exams to some of the homeless people in town. He had done it at one shelter, decided he didn't like it and asked her to do the exams at the next shelter. She hated working with the lower classes, but the tax deduction was too good to pass up. On top of the bad drivers, poor help, and bums, she wasn't getting any at home. The doctor hadn't touched her in over three months and she felt like she was constantly horny.
Katherine parked her Beamer in the alley next to the shelter and entered the building. There were about a dozen homeless men hanging around waiting for her. A small office connected to the sleeping area was to be used for the examinations. A older man with a beard was there to assist her.
"What can I do to help, Doc," said the helper.
Katherine looked him over and sneered slightly. The words, "worthless hippie do-gooder" flashed into her mind. "Just tell the men to strip to their underwear and line up outside the door. Then you can go do whatever it is you do around here."
Snooty bitch, thought the man, but he nodded and left the room.
Katherine buttoned on a lab coat and found it was tight around her large full breasts. She heard the assistant yelling to the homeless to line up as she pulled on her rubber gloves. Some of the bums were griping about dinner and she guessed that apparently they weren't allowed to eat until finishing the exam. She got a whiff from the shelter and grabbed a mask to help filter out some of the unwashed smell from the men.
Katherine opened the door and rolled her eyes. Most of the men weren't wearing underwear and she got the feeling she was being punished for something she had done in a previous life. "Come on," she said pointing at the first guy in line.
An old man shuffled into the room and stood there while she went through her check list. She got his name, medical history, and asked him to turn around and bend over, running her hands along his back. She pulled up a chair and sat before him. His underwear was dirty and full of holes. She cupped his testicles underneath his underwear and asked him to cough. He giggled and she felt disgusted when his little penis started moving underneath his underwear. She hadn't seen an erection on her husband in months and this pissed her off even more. "Next," she yelled pushing him out of the room.
The next guy was a toothless old black man who giggled the whole time she examined him. She had never examined a black man before and crinkled her nose in disgust the whole time she touched him. Katherine pulled up her chair and gasped. He wasn't wearing any underwear and his penis was the biggest she had ever seen in her life. It was slightly erect and about seven inches long. She cupped his testicles and the big penis grew until it was pointing right at her mask covered mouth. Dear god, she thought. It must be nine inches long.
"Sorry," said he black man. "I ain't never had a pretty white lady touch old jumbo before."
"Next," she yelled pushing him out of the room. She heard several of the bums applaud when they saw his erection. Katherine briefly wished her husband had a penis that big or even one that got that hard. Anyway, god had to give that black man something to make up for what he had done to the man's life.
Katherine examined a few more white bums before coming to another black man. Now that's a penis, she thought seeing the monstrosity dangling between his legs. The man was in his late forties and except for his penis, completely forgettable. She was in a daze going through the exam, picturing his big black rod in her head. It only served to remind her of how horny she was.
Katherine sat down and cupped his balls. His penis immediately turned to steel. It was probably eight inches long and the fattest thing she had ever seen.
"Don't you want me to turn my head and cough," he asked with a grin on his face.
Embarrassed, Katherine realized she had been staring at his tool. It was also pointed right at her mouth and he was starting to make little thrusts, like he was imagining she was sucking on it. She was thankful for the mask. Angry and disgusted, she shoved him out the door.
The next patient was an old white man with a penis even more laughable then her husbands. She guessed it was as big as her thumb as she peeked through a hole in his underwear.
As she neared the end of her examinations, Katherine noticed a pattern had developed. She had examined six white men and four black men so far. The white men's penis's ranged from four to six inches and only got semi-erect. None of the black men had a penis under seven inches and to the man they were all fatter and harder then the whites. She remembered hearing a rumor that black men were bigger then whites, but had shrugged it off as nonsense. She found herself anticipating seeing how big the next black penis was.
Katherine's mood was getting worse as the day wore on. She was sick of looking and smelling all these homeless men. She was also feeling cheated. All but one of the men had a penis bigger then her husband's and with the black men, all it had taken was one look or touch to make theirs become hard as a rock. She had everything she could ever want, but was stuck with a husband with a limp little five inch noodle for a penis. Life just wasn't fair.
Katherine sighed and got out the next form. The next to the last homeless man entered and without looking up she said, "Name?"
"Big D."
"Real name?" she said looking up at him. Katherine did a double take when she saw the man. He was a handsome black man in his late teens. She could see a well defined chest beneath his tight tee shirt. He was the first black man she had examined who actually wore underwear and it looked like they were about to rip apart from the size of the penis they were imprisoning.
"Dunnell Jackson," he answered admiring her well developed body straining against her white doctor's coat. She had her long brown hair up conservatively and was wearing glasses on the edge of her nose. Big D guessed she was the type of woman who was ashamed of her body and resented all the male attention it got her. There was usually a slut lurking somewhere underneath the conservative facade of women like this, just waiting to be unleashed.
Katherine filled out the rest of her form and said. "Please remove your shirt for me." She watched him slowly pull his tee shirt off over his head revealing an extremely well chiselled chest. He certainly looked healthy from the front, she thought. She turned him around and had him touch his toes. Katherine felt a chill run up her spine as she ran her hand down his muscled back and over his spine.
"Please remove your underwear," she told him. Katherine sat in her examination chair and watched as he slid his underwear off. His ass cheeks were as hard as the rest of his body and when he turned around she gasped at the sight of his penis. It was the biggest one she had seen yet and soft it dangled down seven inches.
Katherine reached out for his testicles, but found his penis was so long and thick that it blocked her access. She gulped and reached out her other hand to lift his penis out of the way. At her touch the monster penis immediately turned fully erect and like all the other black men, it hung straight out, pointing right at her mouth. "T-turn your head and cough," she stuttered out while staring at his monster penis.
"Ten inches, if your wondering,"said Dunnell after coughing.
Now she knew why they called him Big D, she thought, still staring at the thick black sausage sized penis less then a foot from her mouth. Katherine shook her head to clear it and said, "I don't care how big your penis is."
"Why you so bitchy?" he asked looking her over.
"Not that it's any of your damn business, but I just had my pool man and lawn man quit on me. Not to mention the fact that Tuesdays my only day off and I have to spend it doing charity work instead of laying out by the pool. I'm not having a good day. You can get dressed and go."
Katherine finished Dunnell's paperwork. She felt an itch on her head and removed her rubber glove to itch it.
Katherine had trouble concentrating on her paperwork as she kept thinking of Big D's perfect nude body standing before her like some kind of ebony god. She knew she'd never cheat on her husband, especially with a black man, but she couldn't help wondering what it would be like to make love to a penis that big. She was thirty-two and nearing her sexual peak. Katherine was ashamed to realize, she was a little aroused by the days events. Katherine noticed a large presence before her and said, "Name."
"Horse."
"Real name."
"Just Horse, ma'am."
Katherine sighed and stood up. She wrote Horse down as his name and looked at the man in the room. Her heart leapt with fear when she saw him. He was the biggest, ugliest, and meanest looking black man she had ever seen. He was at least six and a half feet tall. She had to strain her neck to look up at his face. He was as ugly as Dunnell was handsome. Horse's skin was dark black compared to Big D's light brown. His nose was flat and it looked like it had been broken sometime in the past. Horse's presence before her was overwhelmingly powerful. She shivered in fear and something else.
Katherine looked down his body. He had a fit fighters chest and was built similar to Mike Tyson. He was covered in muscles, she had never seen before even in an anatomy book. Her gaze kept traveling down over his stomach and towards his crotch. She gulped imagining what his penis must look like. She wasn't disappointed.
A black python, she thought, it looks like a giant black python. His penis was eleven inches long and as big around as her wrist. It was rock hard and so big that it's weight caused it to angle down slightly towards the floor. His penis was as dark as his skin from the tip to the end compared to Big D's whose tip had been lighter in color then the shaft. Dunnell had also been circumcised where Horse wasn't. The head peeking out of the foreskin was as big as a plum and the foreskin made her think of a hooded cobra instead of a python.
Katherine shook her head to clear it and asked him to turn around and bend over. He was so big that she had to lean up against his ass to run her hands down his back. She ran her hands over the muscled ridges of his back and along his spine. She looked up and was surprised to see Dunnell standing behind Horse grinning at her. He hadn't gotten dressed yet and his penis was still hard. "What are you still doing here?" she asked.
"I'm just waiting for my friend," he replied.
Katherine sat on her stool and asked Horse to turn around. Shaking her head in disbelief as his penis appeared before her face. Like Dunnell, she would have to lift it up to reach his testicles. She reached out and grasped it on the foreskin. It slid back slightly so that the head of his penis emerged fully. A drop of pre-cum oozed from the pee slit of the end and then more started coming. The pre-cum flowing out of the end was as much as one of her husbands regular orgasms and she realized it must take a lot to lubricate a penis that big. Then to her horror Katherine realized that she hadn't put her glove back on after scratching her head and she was actually touching a penis that wasn't her husband's for the first time in her life. She was disgusted to touch a homeless black man's penis, but she didn't let go, and figured it would be best just to get this over with. She raised up his penis and cupped his testicles. They were sized to match his giant sex organ. His testicles hung low, they were heavy, and were as big around as two small oranges.
There was a half inch gap between her fingers that were circled around his penis and as she released his testicles she realized the gap was widening. Katherine once again couldn't believe her eyes. His penis wasn't hanging down because of gravity, it was hanging down because he hadn't been fully erect. It grew another two inches to around thirteen inches long. Fully erect, he angled slightly upward and like all the other black men, his penis seemed to point directly at her mouth. Katherine briefly pictured Horse thrusting forward powerfully ad his mighty penis ripping right through her mask and penetrating her mouth.
Horse chuckled and Katherine was horrified to see that her hand was involuntarily stroking his shaft. Her strokes had caused more pre-cum to ooze out and the entire head of his penis was now lubricated. Ashamed of herself, she let go of his penis, turning red with embarrassment.
Katherine held her head down towards the floor breathing heavily. When she looked up, Big D had moved around and was standing besides Horse. Both their big penis's were pointing right at her face.
"Well doc," asked Dunnell, "do you see anything wrong with us"
"Oh you both seem to be completely healthy. You don't look like homeless people," said Katherine checking her watch. She was surprised to see that she had spent thirty minutes with Dunnell and Horse, where she had averaged only five minutes each with the others. Where had the time gone? She was relieved and a little upset to see that the men were starting to get dressed.
"Well Doc," said Dunnell, pulling on his shirt, "Me and Horse here lost our construction jobs and got evicted on the same day." Both he and Horse were keeping their cocks out until the last possible minute. This sexy white bitch needed to get fucked so bad, he could swear he could smell her pussy juices flowing. "Yeah, me and Horse built houses and did a lot of yard work before getting laid off." He winked at Horse's look of surprise, they had never done any yard work.
Katherine sighed when their cocks disappeared into their jeans. She couldn't remember ever being this horny and thought that even if she could get her husband's penis erect it wouldn't satisfy her. Katherine grabbed her things and said "Well, I wish you two luck.. Did you say that you did yard work?
"Yes, we did a lot of yard work."
Katherine knew it was dangerous to give out private information, but she really needed her yard taken care of. "Would you guys be willing to take care of my yard until I can find someone to do it full time? My husband won't do it."
"Sure that would be great," said Dunnell. "That could sure help us get on our feet."
"Good," said Katherine writing out her address on a slip of paper and giving it to Dunnell. "Show up in the morning next Wednesday and I will leave the shed unlocked for you."
"We'll be there bright and early," said Dunnell.
"Just be sure you do a good job and I will see your well compensated," said Katherine grabbing her car keys and heading towards the exit.
"Lady," said Horse, a blank expression on his face, "once we mow your lawn you won't want anyone else to do it."
Katherine nodded at them and left.
"I wants to fuck her," said Horse watching her leave.
Dunnell had heard those words before, he knew what was required of him. "Just follow my lead." Katherine got in her bmw and headed home. She had a habit of biting her fingernails when deep in thought and was biting them as she drove off. One problem was solved with the two black men, but where was she going to find a pool guy? She tasted something on her finger and her tongue flicked out lapping some up. It was kind of salty and she licked out, lapping up the rest, enjoying the taste. Confused, she took her hand out of her house and looked at it. Bile rose in her throat as she saw that Horse's pre-cum covered her fingers. She barely avoided getting in an accident as she sped towards the nearest store to buy some mouthwash.
* * *
Katherine sighed as she put her drink down beside the pool and sat down on the cot. She stretched sensuously and laid down on her back. She reached down and took a sip of her margarita (her third of the day) enjoying her one day of relaxation.
Tuesday was the only day of the week she didn't hate. Six days were spent at the hospital and seven nights were spent with her poor excuse of a husband, but on Tuesday she was able to drink her troubles away and relax by the pool in a bikini that barely covered her voluptuous figure.
She had lost her free day last week when she had given the exams to the homeless men at the shelter. Not only was she upset over missing out on her tanning, but she was ashamed that the exams had such an effect on her. Every time she closed her eyes, she saw long black penises pointing at her mouth. At night she dreamt of them, not just Horse's and Dunnell's, but the toothless old man with Jumbo and all the others.
It was happening now. She closed her eyes feeling the sun warming her skin and immediately imagined Horse and Dunnell were standing before her completely nude again. She was wearing her bikini in the shelter and the doctor's mask protected her from their giant penises. She was stroking Horse's massive black rod and his pre-cum was oozing out all over her hands. She wanted to taste it again and leaning forward, she parted her lips....
Katherine awoke just like she always did before doing anything wrong in her dreams. She opened her eyes and saw Horse and Big D standing above her, their eyes greedily roaming over her body. She shook her head to clear it and when she opened her eyes again, they were still there.
"Well doc," said Dunnell, "that must have been some dream you were having." He ran his eyes over the thin material of her white bikini. Her nipples were clearly visible through the top, long, fat and erect with desire. Her legs were parted and he could see that her panties were soaked from her arousal.
"What are you to doing here?" she asked desperately looking for a towel to cover up her practically nude body. The look on Horse's face frightened her. She didn't even wear a bikini in front of her husband and never in front of strangers. She was dismayed to see that she hadn't bothered getting a towel.
"You told us to come by today and mow your lawn," said Dunnell confidently.
"No," she said angrily. "I distinctly remember telling you Wednesday." Katherine was upset that her free day had been interrupted and embarrassed that she had been dreaming about the two black men. She saw that neither was wearing a shirt and sweat glistened on their muscular chests.
"Sorry Doc," replied Dunnell, "you said Tuesday and you would meet us by the pool. Then you would show us where the lawn equipment was." Katherine furrowed her brows. The heat and the margaritas were definitely having an effect on her. She couldn't think straight. She remembered saying Wednesday, but then how did they know she'd be by the pool? Did the sight of their giant penises last week confuse her that much? "Well your here now," she gave in, "so I'll show you where everything is."
She stood up and tried to stretch out her bikini to cover more of her body. They watched and she gave up when she saw that it only served to make the thin white fabric more see-thru. "Follow me," she said turning towards the shed. Katherine gulped as she pictured their eyes glued to the thong slipping between her ass cheeks. She was surprised to catch herself swaying her hips and she stopped as soon as she realized what she was doing.



Katherine showed the two black men where the lawn mower and trimmer were kept in the garage and excused herself. She could feel their eyes on her scantily clad body the entire time it took her to walk to her house. She entered and walked upstairs to change into something a lot less revealing.
She paused before the full length mirror and looked at her body. She knew that she had a figure men went crazy over, but had always covered herself up because she wanted to be taken seriously. She looked at her large, firm breasts sticking out so far over her flat stomach that it looked like her bikini top would break from stretching too far. She had a nice tan all over her whole body, except for a small white patch around her aureola and around the edges of her well-trimmed pubic hair. Her face was still beautiful and young looking except for lines around her eyes when she smiled,which she almost never did anyway. If she hadn't become a doctor, she could easily have become a stripper or a lingerie model, that is if she liked showing off her body...
Did she like showing off her body? Katherine had been embarrassed at first, but the way the two black men had ogled her had actually excited her. Her husband hadn't looked at her like that in years and it felt good to be desired. She decided not to change out of her bikini and maybe to tease them just a little. What harm could there be in a little teasing?
She fixed another margarita and returned to her spot by the pool. After drinking half, she was feeling quite drunk and daring. Dunnell was on the lawn mower and Horse was trimming some bushes. It would take them about two hours to do the entire lawn.
Dunnell was around back, out of sight, but getting closer and Horse was nearby trimming the hedge. Katherine finished her margarita and got up stretching. She noticed she immediately got Horse's attention and she finally understood why some women liked using their bodies to control men. She walked over to the pool shower and stood under it, turning the water on. She couldn't hear the trimmer and guessed that Horse was watching her little show. She heard the riding mower come around the corner and then it stopped. She pictured the two black men watching the water run down her back and between her ass cheeks. She picked this bikini because it was so thin she got some sun through the material and when she turned around she knew that it was completely see-thru when wet.
She watched the men through her half closed eyes. They were definitely staring at her and she could see the outline of Horse's monster penis fattening up under his jeans. She stood on her toes and held her head back under the shower letting the water cascade over her upthrust breasts.
A shiver ran through Katherine's body when she realized the effect she was having on her two observers. Why hadn't she teased men before? This was the biggest sexual thrill of her life and her long nipples were rock hard from her excitement. She knew she'd have to do this again before her good looks were gone forever. Why had she wasted her twenties covering herself up?
Katherine turned the shower off while imagining ways she could tease men. She decided that the next day at the hospital, she'd rip a button off her blouse and pretend not to notice it. She grinned thinking of the look on the doctors and patients faces when they finally got a look at some of her cleavage.
She walked back to her cot. The black men had stopped and were staring at her lustfully as she passed in the wet see-thru bathing suit. "Come on boys," she said, "I'm not paying you to sit around." Horse's eyes suddenly went from lustful to angry and she briefly wandered if she had gotten a little carried away.
Boys! Why that snotty, racist, white bitch, thought Horse as he started trimming again. He reached down and squeezed his cock underneath his pants. She can't tease me like that and get away with it. He looked behind him. Katherine had her legs spread and was rubbing sun tan lotion between her thighs. He watched her hands move up to her belly and around her breasts. That bitch is going to get the fucking of her life, he thought, and I'm not going to take no for an answer.
Katherine was half asleep by the time they finished. She had continued to rub into her skin a lot more lotion then necessary as she continued to tease the two black men. Eventually, the combination, massage, alcohol, and the sun caused her to doze off on her lawn chair.
Two giant muscular black men were standing before her, sweat glistening off their chiselled chests. She thought she was dreaming again until she realized that Dunnell and Horse were standing by her trying to get her attention. Katherine shook her head to clear it, wishing she hadn't drank so much.
"Ma'am, we were wondering if we could use your pool to cool off," said Big D. "We're finished, but it was awfully hot work."
Katherine didn't like the idea of two sweaty, homeless black men messing up her pool, but she was two drunk and tired to argue. "Alright, just be quick about it."
Dunnell looked at Horse and she watched him unbutton his jeans and slowly pull the zipper down. She gasped when his beautiful, cut penis flew up from his pants hard as the cement around the pool. She looked over at Horse, he had already pulled his pants down revealing that massive black monstrosity he called a penis. It was even bigger and blacker then she remembered from last week. It frightened her and she cried, "Just a minute. What do you two think your..."
"Sorry," said Dunnell. "We don't have bathing suits and your a doctor, you see cocks like this every day."
Cocks, yes that's the proper term for something so big, she thought. Her husband had a penis and these were so much bigger then her husband's penis that cock seemed a more appropriate term. "No," she said drunkenly, "I don't see this everyday." Katherine watched their black cocks bob and sway before them as they walked over to the pool. They jumped in and began horse playing in the water. Katherine wanted a better view so she got off her chair and sat down on the edge of the pool, letting her legs dangle in the water.
It was almost like they were teasing her, she thought. The two men would stand up and let the water cascade down their bodies while their cocks poked out of the water like black sea serpents. Impossibly, their cocks stayed hard in the cold water. She had watched her husband change once after swimming and his penis had shrank so much it looked like a little worm trying to crawl back into it's home
Big D swam over to where she was sitting. Katherine couldn't take her eyes off his sleek black form gliding through the water. He stood up before her, his cock pointing between her legs.
"Ma'am," said Dunnell, "you should get in the water and cool off. You don't want to dehydrate do you?"
"Your right," she responded. "I should know better and you can call me Katherine." Having two teenagers call her ma'am made her feel old. She pushed off the ledge and sank into the water up to her neck. This was a mistake as it put her mouth right in front of his shiny wet cock. Katherine gulped and stood up before Dunnell. Her bikini, which had dried in the sun, was now completely see-thru again and she watched his eyes flicker back and forth between her pubic hair and her nipples. She didn't know what to do, she could either show off her body to him or sink to her knees before his cock. Something deep within her wanted to kneel before him, but the feelings frightened her and she remained standing.
Dunnell grabbed her hand and pulled her deeper into the pool. Horse splashed her and she splashed back. Soon the three of them were acting like a couple of children playing in the water. Katherine knew it was wrong to be playing around in a pool with two naked black men almost half her age, but she was actually having fun and it made her feel young again. She was grateful that she had a private yard without any snoopy neighbors nearby.
"You have a beautiful body Kat," said Dunnell after they had paused to rest.
"Well thanks I guess," she said gasping for air and watching Horse swim around behind her. "And it's Katherine not Kat."
"Fine," he said. "You know it's not fair that you get to wear clothes while we're naked."
"Well you'll just have to find some bathing suits cause I'm not stripping," she said laughing. She paused wondering, how long had it been since she had laughed?
"Well could you at least stand up, so I can get a good look at that hot body of yours?" he asked. "I think you like showing off your body."
Katherine smiled as she sat in the shallow water. She did like showing these men her body and figuring what's the harm, so she stood up before Big D. Water cascaded off her body as she watched him ogle her again. "Well do you like?"
"Yeah, I like" he said. "You've got to be the hottest white bitch I've ever seen. Turn around so that I can see your ass."
Katherine turned, hearing Dunnell whistle. Horse was standing before her with no expression on his face except for the nostrils flaring on his flat nose. He was usually quiet and she thought he might be a little slow or something. He was an imposing, scary figure with a his thirteen inch cock jutting out before him. Once again she felt an urge to fall to her knees and she quickly turned around again.
When she faced him again Dunnell immediately said, "Put your hands on your hips." He got a smug grin on his face when she quickly obeyed him. He had yet to meet a woman who didn't like being ordered around by him, especially after seeing his cock.
Katherine breathed heavily as Dunnell put her through a series of poses accentuating her figure. She was so used to bossing her husband and the hospital staff around that it felt good to be told what to do for a change. It felt natural to obey Dunnell's orders and besides she liked showing off her body. What harm could it do?
"Now place your arms over your head and arch your back," Dunnell ordered.
Katherine thrust out her breasts and put her arms over her head. She screamed in surprise when Horse's beefy hand clamped over her wrists holding them together. Never had she felt such strength in her life and he pulled her back into his chest. "Stop," she cried. "What do you think your doing." She felt Horse's free hand undoing her bikini top and pleaded, "Dunnell please help me."
Dunnell swam towards the struggling woman. She was kicking out her legs and he grabbed them. She looked at him in horror when he yanked off her thong. She tried to kick and scream but he and Horse effortlessly held her. Dunnell pulled on her legs until her body was stretched between him and Horse floating on the water.
Katherine was scared as she writhed around, completely restrained by their strong hands. Horse reached around with his free hand and roughly grabbed her right breast and tweaked the nipple.
"You ever seen a better body then this?" Dunnell asked while running his free hand over her flat stomach and up over the firm, large mound of her left breast. Horse didn't answer intent on playing with her fat right nipple.
"Let me go you ass-holes," screamed Katherine still struggling. She was frightened of the men and especially of her reactions to their handling of her body. It had been so long since anyone had paid any attention to her that her body was starting to respond to their touches. "Please let me go," she cried again.
Dunnell looked at Horse and they let go, dropping her in the water. He grabbed her bikini and wadded it up into a ball, tossing it far off into her yard.
Katherine stood up, spitting water out of her mouth. She wiped her eyes in time to see her bikini go flying through the air. She was caught between staying in the pool where she was half covered by the water or running across the yard naked. She didn't know what they would do to her if she stayed with them in the water.
Katherine made up her mind fast and lunged for the side of the pool. It was futile because Dunnell's strong arm quickly clamped over one of her ankles and pulled her back towards him. He let go and she stood up, futilely beating his hard chest with her hands. "I'll scream," she cried, tears in her eyes.
"No one can hear you," he said grabbing her breasts.
She felt Horse grab her hips from behind and their hands roamed over her body. She tried to resist, but it felt to good to deny and she moaned in pleasure. Horse's monster cock was resting on her ass cheeks and she felt it slide down pushing her legs apart. His rod slid along her labia causing her pussy to burn with desire. Katherine shivered as she looked down seeing Horse's black python extending from between her legs. The part of the black cock visible between her legs was bigger then her husband's and she shivered again wondering what it would feel like buried in her pussy. Dunnell leaned down and kissed her mouth. She was used to passionless pecks from her husband and when Dunnell's tongue entered her mouth, she found herself kissing him back lustfully.
Katherine moaned as Horse's cock slid out from her legs and she felt the head tease her vagina. It pushed in and her pussy felt satisfied for the first time in months, but she begged, "Please stop. I can't cheat on my husband."
"This ain't cheating," chuckled Horse.
Katherine realized that the object slowly moving in and out of her pussy was only slightly bigger then her husband's little worm and she saw that it was only Horse's index finger teasing her and worse, she was humping his hand like a bitch in heat.
Horse withdrew his finger saying, "I wants to taste this white pussy." He pushed her towards the side.
"No god please not that," she begged. The mere thought of anyone putting their mouths on anyone's genitals disgusted her.
Horse put his hands on her hips and effortlessly lifted her up on the side. He easily parted her legs and buried his face in her pussy. His tongue licked out teasing her labia and flicked over her extended clitoris.
"No, no," cried Katherine struggling as his arms held her. "Oh my god," she cried when his tongue reached her clit. It was the most pleasurable feeling of her life and her hips began undulating around his tongue. She felt a pressure building deep within her womb, growing stronger, getting closer. Her eyes flew open with surprise...
Dunnell quietly stood besides Horse watching for signs that she was about to cum. He knew Horse could eat white pussy for hours and wouldn't like being interrupted, but when he saw that she was close he pulled Horse back. Dunnell heard Katherine cry out in despair and frustration. Horse looked at him like he was about to rip of D's head, but calmed down when Dunnell winked at him. "Horse we should stop, this is wrong," he said. "I'm sorry Katherine, we got carried away and you were just so beautiful. We'll leave now. I know you don't want him to eat your pussy anymore."
Katherine had leaned up and was looking at them in despair. "No please don't stop, I was almost there," she cried desperately.
Horse didn't need to be told twice and buried his face in her pussy again. Dunnell knew he only had a few minutes, so he pulled himself out of the water and leaning his face next to her ear whispered, "It's only fair that if we do this for you, you should do it for us."
Katherine had never orgasmed before and desperately wanted this one to happen, but she cried, "No, I can't cheat on my husband."
"A blow job isn't cheating," he whispered.
Dunnell saw that Horse had slowed down and was watching him above her pussy. "It's only cheating if we fuck you."
"No, I can't," she said.
"Horse let's go," said Dunnell forcefully.
Katherine felt the orgasm fading away again and when Horse's tongue gave one last flick along her pussy, she changed her mind. "No wait I'll do it," she implored, "just don't stop." The feelings came back quickly as Horse once again returned to her pussy. She moaned as Dunnell tweaked her nipples between his fingers. He leaned over and kissed her passionately. She kissed him back until the feelings between her legs grew to big to ignore.
Dunnell leaned over and whispered, "You made the right decision.", just as she screamed in pleasure from a gigantic orgasm.
The orgasm seemed to explode from her body and she wondered how she had lived without them before. Something in the back of her mind linked her submission to her orgasm, but she ignored the thought as she writhed in pleasure. She had made the right decision.
See Doctor Bitch 2: Kat the Slut...
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Professor Stepford stared deeply into his wife's eyes. The third time he hypnotised her seemed to really put her under. He had returned from a symposium on hypnotism several days ago and decided to test what he learned on his wife. The givers of the symposium really took this stuff seriously forcing all the attendees to sign a morality contract not to use what they learned for anything unethical. It was considered dangerous to fool with peoples minds.
Stepford looked at Julie staring blankly off into space. She was a gorgeous blue-eyed blonde babe with big tits capped with the longest nipples he had ever seen. She had a thin waist, full hips, and a flat, almost muscular belly. She was 28, he was 59. Julie was a former student, who looked a him as a father figure. He had taken advantage of her respect for him and they were married after she graduated.
Julie was perfect in everyway but two. Her first problem was that she smoked. Stepford found it to be a vile habit and that was the reason he had hypnotised her. The first two sessions had seemed to help, she was slowly quitting smoking and as she grew used to being hypnotised, the third time had completely put her under.
"Julie, slowly repeat over and over, I do not need a cigarette. The more you say it the more it comes true."
Stepford got up to go to the bathroom leaving his wife saying, "I do not want a cigarette," so softly he could barely hear her.
Stepford sat on the toilet and leafed through the pile of magazines beside him. He pulled out a copy of Penthouse letters and began reading a story.
Julie's second great fault was her sexual naiveté. The girl had the body of a porn star and the mind of a nun. She had even considered joining a convent before settling on going to school to become a psychologist to learn to help people. Stepford wished his wife was more like the women in Penthouse. He wanted a horny little slut to serve his every need.
Stepford flushed the toilet and returned to his wife still mindlessly repeating the phrase over and over. He wondered how long she would do this if he died on the spot.
"Julie, I have a new phrase for you. Repeat, I love sucking cock, as you listen to my voice."
"I love sucking cock. I love sucking cock," said Julie over and over.
'My god, she's doing it,' thought Stepford. "Whenever we're home, instead of craving your nightly cigarette, you crave sucking on my cock. You love the taste of sperm. Say it."
"I love the taste of sperm. I love the taste of sperm."
"Excellent, now listen closely Julie. When I wake you from your trance, we are going to get ready for bed. You're going to go to the bathroom and sit on the toilet. There is a copy of Penthouse sitting next to the toilet. Pick it up and read the story on the dog-eared page. It is about a woman who gets a lesson on cocksucking from her husband. That story will change the way you think about performing oral sex. From then on, you will love sucking cock and swallowing sperm. When I snap my fingers, you will wake up. You will remember nothing I've told you though you will act on everything I've said. You will not link your new behaviour with being hypnotised."
Julie's eyes came into focus when Stepford snapped his fingers. She smiled at him shyly. "I think it worked, I don't feel like a cigarette."
"Good honey, if not we'll keep it up till you're cured. It's late, lets get ready for bed."
Stepford went into the bedroom and Julie went into the bathroom. He stripped off his suit and pulled his boxers down. Curious to see if it worked, he tiptoed over to the bathroom door. It was open a crack and he peered through it. Julie was sitting on the toilet seemingly very engrossed by the story she was reading in Penthouse. He frowned when he saw she had already changed into her nightgown. It was an ugly thing that covered her body from her neck to her ankles. She didn't believe in showing off her body and he had to sneak peeks of her in the shower to see her nude. Maybe he could change that?
Stepford returned to the bedroom and laid naked on the bed. He crossed his legs and tried to concentrate on a book, but kept thinking of what might be about to happen. His ex-wife hadn't liked sucking cock either. He had only gotten a blowjob once when he was a teenager and she hadn't finished him off. He looked down his white and black chest hair at his penis barely visible past his paunch, but it was plumping up with anticipation.
"Stepford!" said Julie entering the room.
"There's nothing wrong with a wife seeing her husband nude Julie." She was staring at his cock. He felt it twitch and rise up off his balls. Julie reached over and turned off the light. "What are you doing, I was reading?" She didn't answer him, but he felt her climb on the bed beneath his feet. He spread his legs for her.
Stepford was disappointed. He wanted to watch her take his cock in her mouth. He should have remembered she would turn the lights off. Maybe, he could change that too?
Julie wrapped her fist around his cock and it turned rock hard. Stepford wasn't exactly hung like a horse. In fact, her fist covered his entire penis except for the head. He felt her breath on his penis. "Honey, what are you doing?"
"A good wife does things to please her husband," she said before her lips touched the head of his cock.
It was everything he hoped it would be. Julie ran her tongue in a circle around his cockhead and then took him in her warm mouth. She removed her hand from his cock swallowing him whole. It was more then he could stand and his cock jerked as he erupted in her mouth. His cock quickly went limp, but Julie kept her lips squeezed around the shaft and bobbed her head as if she was milking it for more sperm. She kept it up until his cock grew too sensitive and he had to yank it from her mouth. "Thanks honey," he said.
"Thank you," maybe you'll let me do it again in the morning.
Stepford woke up the next morning with Julie's lips already wrapped around his cock. She released him long enough to kiss and lick his balls before returning to blowing him. He lasted a little longer this time, but still came in a couple minutes. Just like last night, she squeezed her lips around his cock milking him for every drop of seed. Once again he wished he could see her, but she had crawled under the covers.
Stepford watched her crawl out from under the covers, taking a blanket with her to protect her modesty. She ran into the bathroom and turned on the shower.
"Julie," he said, when she came out of the bathroom with her hair wet and wearing her frumpy robe. "I need to hypnotise you and reaffirm your commands."
"But I haven't had a cigarette in over a day now."
"That's why we need to keep it working. Come sit at the table."
His trusting wife sat across from him and within minutes of his using the technique, she was completely under again. It really did get easier as they got used to it. "Julie listen to my voice and obey what I say. Stand up and remove your robe."
"But then you'll se me naked." Her voice was monotonous, without feeling.
"I am not here. There is just my voice and you must obey my voice. Remove your robe."
Julie stood and without another word, pulled her hideous nightgown over her head. Stepford inhaled sharply at his wife's gorgeous naked body. Four years of marriage and he had never had a view this good.
The old professor stood up and grabbed his wife's breasts, delighting in seeing something he had only touched in the dark. He bent down and kissed her nipples. Julie just stared off into space not responding in any way. He kneeled and kissed her flat tummy and belly button. He loved seeing a woman's navel. Stepford licked her navel, and ran his hand across her light-brown pubic hair. He couldn't resisit moving around behind her and checking out her ass. He pulled her butt-cheeks apart and stared at the cute little rosebud that was her ass-hole. He had never dreamed of fucking a woman's ass, but now whole new vistas were opening for him to explore. He wished he were eighteen again and not a fat, tired old man.
Stepford had to get moving so he stood up. "Julie from now on, you like showing off your body. You are proud of your figure and big breasts. Repeat, I love showing off my body."
"I love showing off my body," she began mumbling.
Stepford left her there and took a quick shower, cut even shorter by the fact that there was no hot water. "Damn," he said shivering under the could water. He would have to call a plumber to come fix the hot water heater. This was the second time it had broke down in three months. He'd call from his cell phone on the way to class and he wasn't paying them a another dime.
Stepford finished showering, dried, and dressed. He returned to his wife still mumbling about liking to show off her body. "Julie, I am going to leave my credit card on the table. After I leave for work, your going to go shopping for new outfits to show off your hot bod. I want you to buy some short skirts and some halter tops. You love your navel and want to show it off. Buy clothes to show off your belly. You will also buy sexy lingerie, you particularily like garter belts. You also want to spend time working on your tan in the backyard, so buy a very skimpy bikini. Be careful not to get burned." His wife had beautiful fair skin, that had never seen a sun's rays in its life. He thought she'd look even better with a tan. Plus, he wanted to show her off at the beach to all his friends. "Do you understand these insructions?"
"Yes."
"Then I will snap my fingers and you will awaken and you wil never question me when I try to hypnotise you in the future and throw away that robe. Oh and don't spend over a thousand dollars." He was glad he thought of that. The seminar had warned him about the proper commands so much he was trying to be careful. She might have maxed out his credit card. This could be dangerous if you weren't careful, but then most people didn't have his superior intelligence.
Stepford snapped his fingers. Julie smiled at him and kissed him on the cheek. "Have a nice day at work dear," she said. Julie grabbed her robe and walked buck naked towards the kitchen garbage to throw away her robe, completely unconcerned about her nudity. He tossed a credit card on the table and left for work.
********************
Julie came home from shopping, wearing a halter top, miniskirt, and sandals. She had changed at the mall, throwing her old bulky clothes away. She carried five bags of clothes upstairs and into the bedroom.
Julie stripped off her clothes and took the tags off her new bikini. It was a string-thong bikini that was borderline indecent. It barely covered her nipples, but was stretched so thin you could clearly see them anyway. She bent down to pull the thong on, wincing as her newly peirced belly button pressed into her abdomon. "I love my sexy tummy," she said rubbing her hand across the top of her belly. She thought the stud through her navel really enhanced the beauty of her belly and drew attention to it.
The only thing she didn't like was that her pubic hair stuck out all around the bottoms, but she didn't know what to do about that. She hurried downstairs to catch the late afternoon sun. She was almost to the patio door when the front doorbell rang.
********************
Hank did a double take when the sexy slut opened the door. At first, he thought she was naked. The bikini was cream colored and matched her skin tones. She stared at him blankly completely unconcerned about her outfit. She seemed so different from the woman he had seen the last time. "I'm the plumber, I'm here to look at the hotwater heater."
"It's about time," she said. "It hasn't worked quite right since the last time you were here. Come on in, you know where it is. I'll be out sunbathing if you need me."
Hank openly let his eyes wander down her body and the bitch actually smiled at him. The little tease liked showing off her body. He leered a her bare ass as she walked over to the back door.
Hank walked over towards the hotwater heater and fixed it in less then ten minutes. The last time he was here, he had rigged it to break down again for two reasons. First, he had walked in on Julie Stepford as she was stepping out of the shower. He had actually felt bad for a minute because seeing her naked had upset her so much, her fat old husband had to console her for an hour while she cried in the bedroom. The guilt had lasted only a moment as his mind registerd exactly how hot she really was.
The second reason Hank had rigged the hotwater heater to fail, was the fact that he was a sleazy bum and was hoping to bill them for more hours. Of course, the jerk husband had called his boss and raised such a stink that this was on the house. He walked out into the living room and stared at Julie through the window. Maybe he could get a form of payment for this job afterall?
Hank walked over to the refridgerator, grabbed a beer and spent the next hour watching Julie lie out on a cot. She had oiled herself up thoroughly and turned over onto her back after exactly thirty minutes. Hank pulled his cock out and squeezed it, resisting the urge to jerk off as he hoped Mrs Stepford would be sucking him off within a few minutes. He saw her get up and he quickly threw the beer can away as she entered the house.
********************
"All done?" asked Julie as the plumber came down the hall.
"Yeah, it took longer then I thought. Now lets see, that's one hour labor plus parts comes to two hundred dollars. Cash please."
"What? I don't have that kind of cash on me. Can't you bill me?"
"Nope, it's cash up front only. No checks. Your husband had the money ready last time."
"He won't be home for a couple hours, can't you come back?"
Hank tried to look angry. Any slut that would dress like that had to want it as bad as he did. She did a great job looking innocent though. He had encountered the type before, they played hard to get, hoping to be forced into adultery. "Listen Mrs Stepford, I don't have all day. If your playing games with me, you can talk to the police."
"Please no," she said tears forming in her eyes. The school paper printed all minor arrests and this would humiliate Stepford. "I didn't even know you were coming today. How about a credit card?"
"That's it, I'm calling the police."
"No, please wait."
Hank paused nearing the phone. "Listen Mrs Stepford, there is one way I'd be willing to overlook your bill."
"Thank god," she said relieved. "What is it?"
"Give me a blow job."
Julie gasped in horror, though her mouth watered at the thought of sucking a new cock. "I can't do that, I'm married. I can't cheat on my husband."
"Come on Mrs Stepford, everyone knows a blow job ain't adultery. Besides, it's that or I call the cops.
"It isn't a sin?"
"Nope."
"What do you want me to do?"
"Well you can start by coming over here and pulling my pants down," said Hank while unbuttoning his shirt.
Julie walked over to him and unbuckled his belt. "It's easier if you kneel," he said. Julie knelt, looking up at him as she pulled his belt off. His shirt was open. He had a lean muscular build much nicer then her husbands body, but then Hank was much younger, closer to her age.
Julie was excited about seeing and sucking a new cock. Now that she knew this wasn't a sin, she could suck all the cock she wanted. She pulled his pants down, impressed by the bulge under his briefs. Julie reached up and pulled his underwear down, freeing his cock. "Oh wow, your cock and balls are so big."
"Thanks," said Hank. His dick was perfectly average at six and a half inches. It was probably a little thicker then normal. Not that he was complaining, he liked being told he was big. "How big is your husband?"
"About an inch smaller," she said kissing the head of his cock lovingly.
"You poor thing." She was running her tongue around the crown sending shivers up his spine. "Do you like sucking cock?"
"I love sucking cock," she replied, holding his penis up so she could lick his balls.
"Do you swallow?" he asked, not that it mattered. If she said no, he would just grab her head and hold her so that he could cum in her mouth.
"I love the taste of sperm," she said before taking him in her mouth.
"Damn girl, you got a mouth like a Hoover. I wish my wife sucked dick like you. Fuck, I wish my wife looked like you too."
Julie cringed at his foul language. She got the impression, Hank the plumber wasn't a very nice guy, but he did have a nice cock. She took the whole thing in her mouth and began rapidly bobbing her head. She hoped it would shut him up, plus her belly was growling for more sperm.
"Here it cums bitch. Eat my sperm," he grunted and his cock jerked in her mouth.
Julie moaned as her mouth filled with hot cum and she quickly swallowed his load. She wrapped her lips around the base and began milking out every last drop. She was surprised that the plumber's cock maintained some of it's hardness.
"Ready to get this thing shoved in your pussy."
"What?" she stood up rapidly, her breasts quivering under the bikini top. "How dare you talk to me like that."
"Come on bitch, you know you want it."
"Get out of my house. I'm not some whore that will cheat on her husband."
"But I...."
"Get out!" Julie screamed at the plumber. The confused man pulled his pants up, grabbed his tool box and left. She had half a mind to phone his boss. Shame, he had turned out to be such a jerk. His sperm had tasted real good and he came more then Stepford did.
********************
"My god your beautiful," said Stepford as Julie came out of the bathroom wearing a white, lacy bra and panties with a garter belt just above her newly pierced navel. He had no idea the hypnotism symposium would have had this kind of payoff. First he had come home to find Julie doing her housework in a teeny bikini and now this.
"I'm glad you like it dear," said Julie seductively. "I hope it's making your cock nice and hard for me to suck."
Stepford was lying nude on the bed and his cock had plumped up a little, but he wasn't used to cumming twice in one day.
"Well we'll just have to make it hard," she said taking him in her mouth.
It worked. "Hold on dear," he said feeling the cum welling up in his balls after a minute. "I want to fuck you tonight."
"Stepford! Please, I expect that language from... from a plumber, but not a college professor."
"Sorry dear." He had rolled off the bed and grabbed her hips holding her on all fours.
"Good lord, what's gotten into you tonight? We're not animals." Julie rolled over onto her back and spread her legs.
Stepford sighed, he wanted to try new positions with her, but at least this gave him a good view of her body under the sexy lingerie. The panties were crotchless and so small, part of her hairy bush stuck out. He positioned himself at the entrance to her vagina and began rubbing his cock around it. Dry as a bone.
"Be careful lying on me," she said as he reached over to the nightstand for lubricant. "my belly button is still sore from the piercing."
Stepford looked at the tube of lubricant. "If you don't want to use it, sit on my chest and let me suck on you," said Julie.
Stepford had an idea. "Julie, I forgot to hypnotise you tonight. Let's go out to the table." He put on some boxer shorts and walked to the kitchen.
Julie got up, never questioning the fact that she needed hypnotising in the middle of sex. She went under almost immediately.
"Julie, I want you to repeat, I love to fuck, while you listen to my voice." He paused while she started mouthing the words. "Sex is good. From now on the sight of a hard cock makes you horny. It excites you so much your pussy starts lubricating to prepare you for it. Your nipples will become hard and sensitive." She had some of the fattest, longest nipples he had seen, but they never hardened except when she was cold and it always embarrassed her so much, she put bandaids over them. "You like getting fucked in different positions. Missionary is your least favorite. You especially like getting fucked from behind or woman on top." That way she would do all the work and he could stare at her boobs. "Your pussy and body are so sensitive, that every little touch feels twice as good." He wondered if he could make her cum. Julie had always been too uptight about sex to enjoy it.



Stepford knew he couldn't keep doing this every day. He didn't have the stamina to handle sex like he had at eighteen. He decided he needed a trigger for her behaviour. He went to the bathroom to think about it leaving her mindlessly repeating "I love to fuck" over and over. He leafed through a Penthouse until he was finished.
"Julie," he said returning to the table. "Listen carefully. Whenever you see a Penthouse or Penthouse Letters magazine and hear the word "Penthouse" you will go into a receptive trance. You will act normally, but everything you hear for the next hour will be treated as a command that must be obeyed. You will become extremely horny." Stepford was no fool, he didn't want her hearing the word on some soap opera or something. "Do you understand?"
"I love to f... I understand. I love to fuck..."
"Good, then when I snap my fingers. You will remember none of this, but you will act on everything I've told you. And one more thing, you're very embarrassed by your hairy bush. Go trim it. On second thought, shave it all off and keep it shaved."
Stepford snapped his fingers and watched Julie smile at him, then blush. "I'll be right back honey," she said.
He went into the bedroom and laid down on the bed. He kept squeezing his cock every now and then to keep it hard. Julie returned a few minutes later still wearing the lingerie. He could no longer see the brownish patch under her panties. "Now where were we," he said raising his hips to pull down his boxers.
"Oh my," she said staring at his cock. Her nipples started popping out.
"Julie why don't you do a little strip tease for me?"
"Oh I couldn't do that. I don't like to dance."
Stepford reached under the bed and pulled out an old copy of penthouse. "The girls in Penthouse always dance for their husbands." Her eyes widened as she stared at the magazine and he could see her holding her thighs together. "Do a little strip tease for me."
Julie obeyed swaying her hips and running her hands over her body. She wasn't a natural, but her sexy body and lack of inhibitions made up for her inexperience. Maybe he would rent "Striptease" or "Showgirls" and make her practice.
"Ooh," she said looking relieved to remove her bra. Julie had big areola with nipples close to an inch long. Her nipples were now puffy and red from rubbing against the bra. They were completely hard and she moaned as she tweaked them between her fingers. Julie continued dancing. She unhooked her garter and rolled the stockings down her legs. She then turned around and stuck her ass up in the air as she pulled her panties down. Her thighs glistened she was so wet.
Stepford couldn't wait any longer. "Does this give you an ideas?" he asked waving his cock at her.
Julie quit dancing, climbed on him, and with one quick motion took his entire penis inside her pussy. She was soaked. He had never felt her pussy so hot and inviting. He was in heaven as she bounced up and down his cock.
"Stepford, something's happening. I feel funny." Stepford couldn't hold back. He leaned up and sucked one nipple into his mouth just as he came. "Oh my god," she moaned. Her eyes closed and she quit bouncing as she shuddered from her first orgasm. He quickly turned limp, but she kept grinding their crotches together until she came again. She didn't stop until he had to yank his cock out of her. Julie opened his eyes and stared in awe at him. "Oh Stepford I love you so much."
"I love you too." She collapsed on him. He looked over at the clock. It had only been fifteen minutes since giving her the Penthouse command. "Julie, why don't you go get me a beer and make me a sandwich?"
"Of course," she said jumping off him. Nude she ran out to the kitchen. She returned a little later with a plate and a beer. Stepford sat up to eat. Julie crawled between his legs and began nuzzling his cock. "I want to suck you off," she said.
"No Julie, you're tired and you want to go to sleep." Julie yawned, moved over to her side of the bed and crawled under the covers.
Stepford took a sip of beer. He had created the perfect subservient wife. He was happy, she was happy. What could go wrong?"
See Part 2 where something goes wrong.
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"Oh god, thank you," she said after the orgasm had passed, then "Oh god," again when she realized that Horse wasn't stopping.
"Turn her over on her knees," said Dunnell kneeling before her.
Horse stopped eating her pussy and rolled her over onto her stomach. Katherine lifted herself up so that she was on all fours. Horse immediately attacked her pussy again, his tongue licking along the sensitive area between her pussy and her rectum. She looked up and found herself staring at Dunnell's beautiful cut cock.
It was perfectly shaped. The head was fat and hard. It seemed to throb with each beat of his heart. From the tip to the area just under the ridge, it was light brown in color, growing darker towards the base. "I've never done this before," she said staring in awe at his cock, though this base act had haunted her dreams since first seeing their cocks last week. "Please don't..."
"Shut up bitch," interrupted Dunnell. "We're taking care of you, now you gotta take care of us. Besides you'll enjoy it."
Katherine didn't know how she could possibly enjoy performing such a degrading act, but she had agreed to it and Dunnell had promised her it wasn't actually cheating. Horse was teasing the area around her clit with his tongue and she felt another orgasm coming. Impossible, she thought, she had never had one in her life and now a homeless black man was about to give her two within a span of minutes.
Dunnell saw she was getting close again. "Katherine lean forward and show me that you love my cock. Just give it a little kiss."
Katherine was sweating and panting from the approaching orgasm. Why wasn't he licking her clit, instead of teasing around it? She bent down a little feeling dirty like an animal begging for a meal.
"Just a little kiss Katherine," said Dunnell again, "and you'll give us both a lot of pleasure."
She was moaning as she approached the head of his cock. This orgasm had built up longer and was going to be even bigger then the first. She puckered her lips and kissed the head of Dunnell's cock just above the pee slit. As she touched his cock with her lips, Horse's tongue flicked roughly over her clit until the orgasm exploded from her body. Katherine moaned in pleasure feeling Big D's cock pushing at her parted lips. She couldn't handle it at this moment and moved her head forward feeling his cock slide up her cheek as she caught her breath.
"Hey D, you gonna love this pussy," said Horse stopping for a moment. His face was covered in her juices. "She's a real creamer." He happily went back to munching on her pussy.
Katherine recovered and moved her face towards the front of the giant ten inch cock again. A strand of pre-cum hung from it's tip to her cheek. She had tasted Horse's pre-cum last week and her tongue flicked out lapping up Dunnell's. She liked the taste, but still felt that having him cum in her mouth would be disgusting. "Just promise me you'll take it out before you orgasm," she said looking up at him. He had an arrogant smirk on his face but nodded yes. She shivered at some deep desire in her to please this man. There was something right and natural about kneeling before him about to take his cock in her mouth. "Where do I start?" she asked, thinking it would all be over in a few minutes. Her husband never lasted more then three.
"Lick around the head," he instructed.
She touched her tongue to the head and began sliding it over the top. She couldn't believe she was putting another man's cock into her mouth. Up until last week she hadn't even touched a penis, with the exception of grabbing her husband's little worm to guide the limp little thing into her vagina.
Katherine licked completely around the head and moaned as she felt Horse's tongue lick a similar circle around her labia. Her hips were making little circular motions around Horse's long tongue and her own tongue was rapidly licking Dunnell's cock head.
Katherine pushed down feeling her lips part as his cock head entered her mouth. She teased his pee slit with her tongue, feeling him shake with pleasure.
"Yeah bitch," he said, "Lick my slit."
Katherine jumped when Horse's tongue began running the length of her slit.
"Now lick down the sides and kiss my balls," ordered Dunnell.
Katherine eagerly obeyed, plopping the head out of her mouth as she licked down the underside towards his balls.
Horse licked upwards, reaching the bottom of her slit when she reached Dunnell's balls. He licked along between her her pussy and her ass hole. She jumped when his tongue touched her rectum, but she kept kissing Dunnell's balls as Horse licked around the cute little rosebud of her ass.
He pushed his tongue in a little, hearing her moan. He looked at Dunnell over the curve of her beautiful ass and briefly wished that he could have this white pussy all to himself, but he needed Dunnell to loosen her up for him.
She was licking back up towards the tip of D's cock, so Horse licked down back towards her pussy. She came again when he reached her clit.
Katherine had a dazed look in her eyes as she recovered from her third orgasm. It felt like her entire body was on fire. She understood now that giving them pleasure was pleasurable for her also.
"Now bitch," said Dunnell, "I want you to take my cock in your mouth."
She felt Horse's tongue on the opening of her pussy as she took Dunnell's cock head into her mouth again.
"More bitch," ordered Dunnell.
Katherine loosened up her jaw and pushed a couple inches into her mouth, feeling Horse's tongue enter her pussy. She sucked up grasping for air, feeling Horse's tongue remove itself also. Horrified, she quickly sucked the cock back into her mouth, sighing as she felt Horse's tongue push into her again. The more she took the deeper went Horse's tongue and she desperately tried to take more of Dunnell's incredible cock. She sucked up and down feeling the giant black cock throb in her mouth as she sucked Dunnell off. She tried to take a little more with each deep throat, wanting Horse's tongue in deeper.
"Just a couple inches more, bitch," said Dunnell.
His cock was in her throat now as she forced the last two inches in her mouth. Horse removed his tongue and her cries of displeasure were muffled by the ten inch monster in her mouth, but his tongue was immediately replace by two of his fingers. His fingers were longer and thicker then her husband's penis and she moaned around D's cock as Horse began finger fucking her.
Katherine happily sucked Big D's cock while Horse rammed his fingers into her pussy. He was nibbling along her labia as he fingered her and she could swear nothing had ever felt so good.
Dunnell's cock was behaving oddly. It was jumping in her mouth every now and then and she could swear it was swelling up even bigger. She looked up at him. His eyes were half closed and sweat was pouring off his brow. She was about to ask him if he was getting close, when Horse changed his tactics. His fingers were buried in her pussy and he was running the tips around a little knob deep inside her. Her body was jerking uncontrollably around his fingers and she felt another orgasm approaching.
Katherine sucked faster, feeling Horse tease the little knob even faster. Katherine felt Dunnell's cock head swell in her throat then it jerked and she felt what seemed like a gallon of his semen slide into her belly. Disgusted, she yanked it out of her mouth, but Horse's fingers gave her the biggest orgasm yet and she screamed in awe at the feelings of pleasure she felt throughout her body. A second blast of semen flew into her open mouth and she couldn't help but swallow most of it.
Dunnell grabbed his cock and aimed a third blast at her face, leaving a big strand of sperm from her forehead to her chin. He grabbed her head, pulling it forwards and shoved his cock into her mouth.
She felt more sperm fill her mouth, realizing for the first time how hot it was. She swallowed, liking the taste and as she recovered from her orgasm, she laid there contentedly sucking on D's cock.
Horse licked up her juices around his lips then dunked himself into the water to clean his face off. He moved his jaw around to loosen it up and climbed out of the water. "My turn," he said.
Katherine realized that her knees were hurting on the cement and said, "Wait I have a better idea." She stood and waved for them to follow her.
Katherine and her husband had a small apartment above their garage and Katherine led them up the side steps into the apartment. She ran to the bathroom to check on herself and was shocked at what she saw in the mirror. She had seen herself nude plenty of times, but now her body seemed to exude sex. She felt alive and her body seemed ultra-sensitive to her touch. The only thing that upset her was Dunnell's sperm covering her face. The big strand across her face was liquefying and trickling down her cheeks. There was also sperm on the edges of her mouth and some had dribbled down her chin. The sight was disgusting, but as she cleaned it off she shook with desire at the memory of Dunnell's big cock exploding in her face and mouth. Her belly growled like it wanted even more sperm.
She returned to the living room. Dunnell had made himself comfortable on the couch and Horse was standing in the middle of the room breathing heavily like he was about to explode. Her feet padded across the carpet and she stood before Horse. She looked up into his face and she could feel his thirteen inch cock poking her in the belly button. He looked down at her, nostrils flaring on his big nose. She shivered at the look he was giving her. She could see desire in his eyes and something else. His stare seemed to be telling her that she belonged to him now and he would do what ever he wanted to her.
She looked into his eyes and her knees began to wobble. They shook uncontrollably until she dropped down before his cock and stroked it lovingly with her hand. This man had given her more pleasure in an hour then her husband had in twelve years of marriage, he deserved the best blow job she could give him.
She looked at his cock. Where Dunnell's had been cut and beautiful, Horse's was ugly and frightening. It was dark black from the tip to the end. The wide spot under his foreskin was as big around as her wrist and his cock head was the size of a plum. Just like when she had given him the exam, pre-cum oozed from the urethra in unbelievable amounts.
Katherine leaned forward and kissed the tip of his cock while pulling back with her hand so that the fat head emerged from the foreskin. Something came over her then and she attacked his black monster. Everything Dunnell had taught her and then some went into her worshipping of this god-like cock in her hand. She sucked and licked around the head, then she nibbled up and down the sides. She pushed it up and kissed his equally gigantic balls. She briefly wondered how much sperm those monstrosities produced and she heard her stomach growl again.
Horse withdrew his cock from her mouth and she wondered what was going on, but saw that he was just lying down on the carpet. Katherine looked over and saw that Big D was staring at them intently and she was shocked to see that his cock was rock hard again.
She turned her attention back to Horse and she crawled between his legs like she was begging for more. His massive black cock was lying on his stomach, the tip pushing up past his navel and she grabbed it pulling it upwards. Katherine bent down and took the head into her mouth. She started sucking the monstrosity taking a little more into her mouth with each suck. Thank god Dunnell's cock had already loosened up her jaws or she didn't think she could swallow something this big. She heard him moan when his cock started sliding into her throat. She tried as hard as she could, but she could only get about ten inches into her mouth. Luckily, he seemed content with that and she began to rapidly suck his cock.
Katherine found that she loved sucking cock especially Horse's king cock. Dunnell moved around behind her and began eating her pussy again. She was angry at the interuption, though she immediately felt another orgasm building. It distracted her from giving Horse his blow job and at that moment she wanted nothing more from the world then to please the possessor of that magnificent cock in her mouth. She hoped he would understand why her rhythm might be off.
She wanted to cry with joy when Horse started grunting and bucking his hips. He was enjoying the blow job despite her being distracted from the several orgasms Dunnell had given her. Big D was as talented a pussy licker as Horse, though Horse's tongue seemed a lot longer. Horse's cock started shaking in her hands and she knew he wasn't to far off. Katherine was relieved when Dunnell quit eating her pussy so that she could turn her full attention to sucking Horse's thirteen inch black cock, but Dunnell wasn't done, he had kneeled behind her and was rubbing her slit with his long dick. "Watch it," she said, disturbed that she had to take her lips off Horse's cock, "my pussy is off limits to anyones penis but my husband's. You can put your tongue or your finger in there, but not your dick." Katherine felt Dunnell remove his cock and returned her attentions to sucking Horse off. She felt the head of Dunnell's cock back on her pussy lips a second later.
"You know Kat," said Dunnell moving the head of his dick around her slit to lubricate it, "it's not really cheating unless I cum in your pussy. Why don't you let me put just the head in?"
Katherine had ten inches of Horse's cock deep in her throat and was moving her head up to say, "no way", when the volcano in her mouth erupted, spewing hot sperm into her throat and mouth. She couldn't believe how big his cock had gotten before exploding. She couldn't believe the size of his load. It was more sperm then she imagined possible. It was more sperm then her husband's penis had put out in twelve years of marriage all in one load and it just kept coming.
She felt her pussy lips stretch out around the head of D's cock, wrapping around it and trying to suck it in deeper. It felt incredible, but she tried to protest, taking her mouth off Horse's cock, and getting her face soaked as it continued to squirt out sperm. She tried to speak, but her mouth was filled with more sperm then she could swallow.
"This feels good Kat," said Big D. Your pussy's nice and tight. How about if I put just a little more in." He was already pushing his cock in deeper as he spoke.
More sperm flew from Horse's cock all over her face and into her hair. Katherine clamped her mouth over it to stop the flow, vaguely aware that her hips were pushing back wanting more of D's cock in it.
Dunnell was always surprised by the amount of sperm Horse's cock could put out even after having sex several times a day, but even he was surprised at the size of the load it was cumming now. It had been nearly two weeks since they had banged their foreman's wife in his office at the construction site, addicting her to black cock and getting fired in the process. Two weeks without sex and he was practically drowning the poor women in a sea of sperm.
Dunnell decided to concentrate on fucking her. Her pussy was hot, wet, and snug. It seemed like it was designed for his ten inch cock. He was halfway in and decided to push the rest in without asking her permission. Katherine looked over her shoulder at him, a look of awe written on her face. Not that he could see much of her face as it was covered by a layer of Horse's sperm. She opened her mouth as if to say something and he saw long strands of sperm stretching between her lips. A moan escaped her lips and she turned her head back around to plant little kisses on Horse's still large cock. He could feel her pussy muscles squeezing his big dick and he grunted in pleasure at fucking such a nice pussy. She took all ten inches easily and he knew this was the most perfect pussy he had ever fucked. Dunnell wished he could have it all to himself, but he had to settle for being the first man to ever penetrate her this deep.
Katherine and her husband had never had sex in this position before and she found she liked being fucked from behind like this. It made her feel used and dirty, like they were animals rutting on the floor. Horse got up off the carpet and went over to sit on the couch to watch. Katherine wondered if any woman had ever been able to take his cock. She felt sorry for him because she didn't think they could, she knew she couldn't. She screamed in a giant orgasm as Dunnell's cock hit the ten inch mark.
"Do you like being fucked by my cock?" asked Dunnell after she recovered from her orgasm. He was slowly withdrawing his penis until the head popped out of her pussy and then slamming it back in up to his balls.
"G-god," she moaned, "I love it."
"Am I bigger then your husband?"
"Y-yes," she cried. "Your twice as b-big."
Dunnell stopped withdrawing his cock until only five inches was buried in her pussy. Her pussy muscles were trying to suck more in and she was pushing her hips back wanting more, but he held her still. "Is this all you husband has to give you?"
"No, your still bigger" she was crying now in frustration. "The bastard isn't as thick or as hard."
"That's cause only black cock can satisfy you," he said slamming the rest back in. Dunnell began fucking her hard and fast.
"Yes it's true," she moaned feeling another orgasm building.
"That's because you're a slut Kat," he informed her.
"Nooo," she moaned trying to deny it.
"You're a slut Kat," he said again. "You're Katherine when your with your husband, but with us you're Kat, Kat the slut."
God, he's right, Kat thought as another orgasm exploded from her womb. She was a slut. She wanted to be a slut. The feelings she got from servicing these two men far outweighed any rewards she got from helping sick people at the hospital. "Yes, I'm your slut," she said crying.
Dunnell quit making her degrade herself and concentrated on fucking her. His balls slammed repeatedly into her thighs and his thrusts were so powerful that her thighs were stinging a little. Kat had never imagined sex could be this good and she felt sick thinking of all the years of her life she had wasted with her husband. The endless pounding of his big cock had given her many little orgasms and now she felt another big one building. He was also starting to grunt and his rhythm was off. She could feel his cock swelling and she knew he was close. "Just don't cum in my pussy," she begged.
She was trembling around his cock and Dunnell knew she was close to cumming again. "Alright, I'll take it out," he said, teasing her with his cock as he slowly withdrew it.
"No," she begged, "Not yet. I'm real close."
"You know a real slut would want her pussy filled with my sperm," he said shoving all ten inches back in.
She wanted to say no, but it was too late. He quit pumping and she felt his cock jerk. His semen hit places so deep in her pussy, that she didn't even know she had. He's right, she thought as his orgasm triggered her own. Kat's pussy belonged to Dunnell now, her husband had ceased to matter an hour ago. "Yes, cum in my pussy," she screamed as the orgasm racked her body, "Fill it up with your sperm." Then the throes of her biggest orgasm yet overwhelmed her and she screamed in pleasure. Kat collapsed forward feeling Dunnell's incredible cock plop out of her pussy.
Kat caught her breath and rolled over onto her back on the carpet. She looked up at Dunnell lovingly and thanked him profusely. She was surprised to see a sad expression on his face. "Don't feel bad," she said. "I'm glad you did it. You can fuck me anytime."
"It won't be the same," he said once again wishing she belonged to him alone.



Kat was confused, but she was distracted by the large amount of sperm pouring out of her pussy and staining the carpet. "I got to get this cleaned up," she told him.
Dunnell replied, "Leave it, it'll make it a lot easier on you."
"What do you m...," she asked. Dunnell moved aside to reveal Horse standing behind him.
Horse's black monstrosity was fully erect again and stabbed out before him, well over a foot long. A wave of fear coursed through her body.
Kat laughed nervously as Horse kneeled before her. "Stop Horse," she said still thinking-praying that he was kidding. "I'll never be able to take that monster in my pussy. Let me suck you off again. I think there's room in my belly for more of your sperm."
Horse ignored her. He easily pulled her legs apart and looked at Dunnell's sperm oozing out of her pussy. He pulled his foreskin back and rubbed the head around her labia, lubricating it with her juices and D's sperm. He pushed down watching her pussy lips open around the head of his cock.
Kat was leaning up watching his cock head push into her. She was shaking her head in denial at the sight. "ahh," she cried as her labia slid around the fat head of his cock, hurting her a little. She began to struggle, but he effortlessly held her still. Kat looked over at Dunnell, her eyes pleading for help. He looked sad and turned his head away from her. She felt her lips close over the cock head and sighed in relief, then moaned as the hard ridge scraped across her clit. It hurt again and she cried out in pain as the thick part under the head pushed into her. He began thrusting with his cock pushing it in inch by inch.
"D," grunted Horse suddenly, "go get something to clean off her face."
Kat watched Dunnell leap to his feet and run to the bathroom. She understood now that Horse was the one in charge. Dunnell had just prepared her for Horse's cock. There was no way she could have done this if Dunnell hadn't already stretched her out and lubricated her pussy with his sperm.
Kat started exhaling in short bursts, like a woman in labor. She felt her pussy stretching out around the black invader and understood why Dunnell had said, "it wouldn't be the same," if he fucked her again. Horse's cock was as deep as Big D's had been and there was still three inches to go. Kat cried out in pain again as he mercilessly pushed the rest in until he was buried to the hilt.
Kat just stared at the ceiling in disbelief. She was vaguely aware of Dunnell wiping up all the dried sperm from her face with a coth. Horse was still letting her adjust to his thirteen inch cock. She wondered how she had done it. Kat was a Doctor and knew it was physically impossible. By her count, his cock should be an inch above her navel. Where had his cock gone?
Horse loved pussy more then anything in the world. Before he had met D, he would have just thrown the teasing bitch to the floor and rammed his cock into her while she screamed for mercy. Dunnell had taught him patience. A hot, wet pussy, already stretched out by D was a lot better then a dry, unyielding one. He arched his back and bent over to lick around her long nipples. He also loved the fact that women now enjoyed his cock and it ruined them for sex with all other men. He felt her shudder as he lightly bit one nipple and he knew she was ready. He moved up and kissed her passionately, the big tongue that had given her the first orgasm in her life, pushing into her mouth. She kissed back and he began slowly pounding his big cock into her.
By the tenth stroke her body had ceased feeling violated and was now feeling owned. She belonged to Horse now. He had straightened his back and her face was now buried in his hard chest. She felt completely dominated as she was smothered in his blackness. She had thought he was ugly, but now she knew that he was the best looking man she had ever seen. It was manliness that mattered not physical appearance.
Kat was raising her hips to meet his thrusts which were increasing to an unbelievable pace. They called him Horse because he fucked like an animal, but a horse was sleek and beautiful. Bull would have been a better name for him. yes, a big black bull whose giant cock relentlessly pounded into anything in sight until he filled it with his sperm. He was an animal and she was a bitch in heat for his cock. Ten men couldn't have pulled him off her and she would have fought them if they had tried. She was cumming every third stroke and the orgasms were overwhelming her senses. With every thrust of his cock, the hard ridge on the head scraped across her clit to the knob deep in her pussy and she screamed out in joy at the sensation.
He came after an hour of continuous fucking. His more powerful cock had quickly churned Dunnell's sperm into nothing and she cried out with pleasure at having her pussy filled with sperm again. He bellowed like a bull as he pumped almost as much semen into her pussy as he had into her mouth. A wave of giant orgasms hit her as she felt his seed spraying the walls of her pussy and deep into her body. She passed out from the sensations. When she awoke, Kat was glad to find she was still smothered by Horse's body. His cock was still buried in her pussy and had shrunk only a little. She wiggled her hips and it reversed course and started growing again.
Kat squealed with delight when he began fucking her again. Horse hooked his arms under her and rolled over, so that she was riding him. She slid up and down his cock loving the sensation.
"Can I at least have her ass?" asked Dunnell. Horse grunted and Dunnell moved behind Kat's firm little ass. Horse may have the bigger cock, but he could never experience the pleasure of anal sex. Not for the first time, Dunnell wished that he had never met Horse and could have this sweet pussy all to himself.
Kat felt the tip of Dunnells cock push into her ass. It hurt almost as bad as Horse's cock had, but she knew that she would love it by the time he was done pushing it in...
Later, she was at the dinner table with her husband. He was reading the paper ignoring her as usual.
"Honey," she said, "I'm switching to the night crew at the hospital."
"But we'll hardly see each other," he replied.
"I know, but the hospital's desperate," she said, thinking of servicing Horse all day long.
Her husband went back to reading the paper for a minute then said, "I see you got two black boys to mow the lawn."
"Yes dear," she said. "They're homeless and I hope you don't mind, but I'm letting them live in the garage apartment while they work for us."
"Mind?" her husband said putting the paper down. "Of course not. You're a genius honey. That's got to be a huge tax deduction." He thought of all the other employees her bitching had driven off and said, "You just see that those two stay happy and don't leave anytime soon."
"Yes dear," she replied smiling.
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"Holy shit!" Billy did a double take when he saw Mrs Stepford in the bikini. She tutored him in her husband's class and he had just rung her doorbell. He had never seen her in anything so skimpy. In fact, he had never seen her show off any more skin other then her hands or face. He had expected she had a body hiding under her bulky outfits, but he had no idea it was this hot.
"I see you like my outfit," said Julie. "I was just sunbathing. Go have a seat at the table and I'll go change."
"Don't change on my account," he said ogling her.
Julie seemed to think about it, but said, "No, I want to keep you focused on your studies. I'll be right back."
Billy felt his cock growing as he watched her bare ass climb the stairs. Was it his imagination or was she putting a little extra swing in her hips for him?
********************
Julie flushed with pride at the effect her body had on the young man. She loved showing off her body even though she didn't much care for Billy personally. He was an arrogant punk with a lot more muscles then brains. She was only tutoring him so that he could pass Stepford's class and stay on the football team. She changed and returned downstairs.
********************
Billy was rubbing an erection under his pants when she came into the kitchen. "With all do respect Mrs Stepford, that outfit sure isn't going to help me focus."
"You like," she twirled around for him. She had changed into a half shirt that showed off her belly and a short skirt. The skirt whirled up daringly close to her crotch as she spun around. She had left her feet bare.
Mrs Stepford sat close to him and opened the psychology book. There was only one reason for this kind of behaviour. She wanted him. He hadn't expected it previously, he hadn't even thought she liked him. Maybe the old man wasn't giving her any or maybe she had heard the rumors about what he was packing in his pants.
Billy reached down and put his hand on her bare knee.
********************
Julie felt a wave of pleasure travel up her leg a Billy's touch. It grew as he slid his hand up towards her thigh. Julie picked his hand up and set it on the table. "What do you think you're doing?" she said a little flustered.
"Come on Mrs Stepford. You gotta know what seeing you dressed like this is doing to me."
"Billy, I'm a married woman and you're my husbands student. I"m sorry, my new outfits have gotten you all hot and bothered. I will go change into something less comfortable."
"Wait, you can't leave me hanging like this. I won't be able to concentrate all day. Look what you've done to me."
Julie stared as Billy pointed to the outline of a giant cock under his pants. The fabric making it look huge. Her mouth watered at the thought of a big hard cock in her mouth. She hadn't had any sperm since yesterday.
"You gotta help me out here,' Billy said slowly unbuttoning his pants. He was staring at her face to see if she had any objections. He didn't see anthing but interest.
"Oh my god your huge," she said as he pulled it out. It had to be ten inches long and very thick. He put both her husband and Hank to shame. She felt her nipples hardening at the sight of his big hard cock. The crotch of her panties were getting soaked too.
"Listen Mrs Stepford, unless we do something about this, we won't be able to get any studying done."
"I can't cheat on my husband," she said, though she wondered what something that big would feel like inside her. "How about I suck you off and then we'll get right to work?"
"Sounds good to me," said Billy facing the chair away from the table so that she could crawl between his legs.
Billy had the nicest cock she had ever seen. His balls were big too and she hoped that meant he would blow a lot of sperm. "You have a real nice cock Billy," she said kissing the head.
"You have a real nice mouth Mrs Stepford, "whoaa," he jumped as she immediately swallowed half his penis in her mouth. The bitch was really into it.
Julie sucked up until only the head was in her mouth. She ran her tongue around the head and then released it as she began licking down the shaft. She licked his balls and then returned to the tip. Julie took him in her mouth and began bobbing her head.
Billy couldn't believe what a horny little slut the prof's wife was. She was trying to swallow the whole thing. His cockhead must be halfway down her throat. Dozens of women had sucked him off before, but none had ever showed this much enthusiasm or seemed to enjoy it so much.
She was so good that he came in only ten minutes, a record. "Here it comes Mrs Stepford." She bobbed her head up and he at first thought she was trying to get it out of her mouth before he blew. Instead, she stopped with just the head in her mouth. She wanted to taste him!
His load caught her off guard. Billy watched her cheeks bulge out and then she gulped rapidly to keep up with the flow. She made contented sounds as she jerked every ounce of sperm into her mouth. She kept sucking him and his cock stayed hard in her mouth. She would of kept right on sucking him off again, but he had other ideas. "Come on let me show you what my cock can do."
"What do you mean?" she asked reluctantly taking her mouth off him. She was hoping for another load.
"Lets go up to your bedroom and fuck."
"No, I can't cheat on Stepford."
"Come on Mrs Stepford," Billy said, grabbing her arm and pulling her up. "You know you want it. Quit playing games."
"Billy your hurting me," she said jerking her arm out of his hand. Julie realized exactly how physically big a man the football player was. and seeing his towering over her sexually aroused frightened her. "Just get out." She ran from the room and upstairs. Billy followed her and knocked on the door to the bathroom as she locked it behind her.
"Mrs Stepford...Julie, I'm sorry I scared you. Come on out."
"No, go away."
"Listen I swear I didn't mean to hurt you. Come out and let me appologize."
"Just leave."
Billy walked into the bedroom, whistling softly at the sexy lingerie at the foot of the bed. The bitch sure knew how to dress to please a man. Billy wasn't about to force her into anything, but he still thought she was acting out some fantasy with him. He quickly stripped off his clothes and climbed on her bed. Her old man had a Penthouse lying next to the bed. He picked it up and started leafing through the pictorials.
Julie was crying as she sat on the toilet. Billy had really scared her. He had a very strong, masculine presence that both intimidated and attracted her. She didn't want to cheat on Stepford, but she loved to fuck so much, it was hard to turn down a cock like Billy's. She looked down at a copy of Penthouse Letters, the one that had taught her how to give blow jobs. Stepford was supposed to hide them under the pile in case they had guests. She picked it up, just as Billy yelled from the bedroom, "I can sit here all day if I have too. Your husband left me a Penthouse to read."
Julie gasped as a new wave of horniness overwhelmed her body. She was hornier now then when she had first seen Billy's hard cock. Her nipples started rubbing against her bra. She reached under her shirt and removed her bra, her nipples were so sensitive. "Go away Billy, Stepford will be here any minute."
"Come out first."
Julie stood up and walked to the door. She unlocked it and walked into her bedroom. Billy was lying nude in the center of her bed. His large muscular body looked incredible compared to her husbands. His cock was still hard and made her mouth water. "Please leave," she said.
Billy held his dick up into the air. "How big is the professor?"
"His cock is only half your size," she answered.
"That ain't a cock. That's a little boy's penis. Something that small will never satisfy you. Only a big cock like mine can make you happy. You know it's true."
Julie started crying again, she nodded her head in agreement. It was true.
"Once a cock this big gets in you it will ruin you for anything smaller. Take your cloths off. Show me that hot body of yours." Billy watched in awe as Julie pulled off her top and her big tits fell out. Her nipples were so hard, he knew she was into this as much as he was. His cock throbbed when he saw her shaved pussy, then he saw how soaked her panties were. "Damn bitch, you want me bad."
"Yes," she said still crying.
"What are you so upset about?"
"I don't want to cheat on Stepford."
"He's a wimp. You deserve better. Your body was built for big cock."
Julie nodded and quit crying. She suddenly felt nothing but contempt for her husband. He was nothing compared to the stud lying nude on her bed. Stepford's little boy penis was dwarfed by the mighty cock, BIlly was holding pointed at the ceiling. "Come and get it," said Billy.
Julie practically leaped on the bed all inhibitions gone. She straddled him, lifting her hips up over his cockhead. He poised the tip between her labia and she dropped to her knees. "I'm cumming," she screamed as all ten inches buried in her pussy. Billy's cock awakened dormant nerves deep in her vagina and the extra size prolonged the orgasm until it was almost unbearable.
"God Damn, your one horny slut," moaned Billy. "I've never felt a pussy so hot and tight."
Julie was looking at him with awe. His ten inch cock had just ruined her for all other men. She was such horny slut, she began rasing her hips and slamming down hard forcing Billy's cock deep into her pussy each time. She came again and again, each time collapsing on Billy's hard chest.
Billy got tired of waiting for her to recover and rolled her over. He kneeled between her legs, throwing them over his shoulders and positioned the head of his cock at the entrance to her pussy."Sluts like you love to talk dirty. Beg me to fuck you," he said teasing her with just the tip.
"Fuck me Billy."
"Not good enough. Tell me how much you love my big cock."
"I love your big cock. Fuck me with your big cock." Her pleas turned to screams as he slammed his cock back into her pussy. "Oh god Billy, fuck me, fuck me, your big cock's making me cum.
Billy fucked her for close to half an hour. He lost count of the number of times he had made her orgasm. She spent half the time thrashng on the bed screaming out how good a fuck he was, and the rest of the time in an orgasmic bliss. He never failed to make his girlfriends orgasm once or twice, but none of them had reacted like this horny wife, the bed was soaked with her cum. None of them had bodies half as hot as Mrs Stepford either, he thought watching her breasts jiggle with each thrust of his cock. This woman fucked like a porn star, this wouldn't be the last time he came over and fucked her. His cock started swelling and he could feel the orgasm about to blow. "Are you on birth control?" he grunted out.
"No," she moaned.
"You want me to cum in your pussy? he asked.
Julie took it as a command. "Come in my pussy. Fill me up with your sperm."
Billy didn't have to be told twice. If she got pregnant that was the prof's problem. He buried his cock in her pussy and shot jet after jet of sperm into her womb. Her eyes flew open in awe and her pussy clamped down so tight around his cock, he thought she'd rip it off. A wave of her cum dripped down his balls. Julie's eyes rolled up in her head and she passed out. Billy extracted himself and dressed leaving her asleep on the bed. He stared at her a moment watching his cum trickle out of her pussy. "Wow," he said and left.
********************
Julie slowly opened her eyes, she felt incredible, liberated. She was a horny slut with a body built for big dick and she had finally found a cock to satisfy her.
Her eyes came into focus and she saw her husband staring at her in horror. "W-what happened?" he stuttered.
"I just got fucked by a real man."
"Who did this?"
"Billy."
"That punk from class? Julie, how could you?"
"How could I not? I wanted his big cock the moment I saw it. After fucking Billy your little penis will never make me happy."
"Julie, look down at that magazine. Penthouse," he said as she looked at the magazine on the floor.
"Yes I know it's a Penthouse, Stepford. I can read you know."
Amazing, seconds after saying it, her nipples had swelled up like miniature cocks. "Julie, quit showing contempt for me. you love me deeply." "I'm sorry honey, I love you, I just couldn't resist his big cock. Please don't be mad."
"Exactly how big was it?"
"Twice your size. It stretched me out like crazy. I've never cum so much in my life."
"I can see. Go change the sheets, then take a bath. I don't want any trace of that punk on you when you come to bed."
Stepford watched her leap to obey him. He had screwed up royally. He should have listened to all the warnings and been more careful with his hypnotic suggesstions. What should he do? He could always make Julie forget about Billy, but he couldn't make Billy forget about Julie. He thought about it for awhile, becoming more pissed at himself as he thought about it. He was too intelligent to make a mistake like this.
Julie came back just before the hour was up so she was still suggestible. He hadn't made a decision yet. "Julie, get some sleep and in the meantime your not to fuck him again." She crawled in bed and went to sleep. Stepford didn't sleep quite so well.
********************
The next day at class, Stepford had trouble concentrating on teaching. Billy sat towards the back looking all smug. Hell, the jerk even had two of the hottest girls in school sitting next to him laughing at his every word.
Stepford had hypnotised Julie in the morning and made her tell him everything that had happened. He couldn't believe that Billy had a ten inch penis. Cocks that big didn't exist. The more he thought about Billy, the more he wanted to see that ten inch cock for himself, to see Julie wrapping her lips around it, fucking it. He wanted both Billy and himself to enjoy Julie. He wanted to see them together before he made Julie forget everything she had done with his student. He'd have to hope Billy moved on to another woman.
Stepford got home late and ran to the bathroom. He leafed through Penthouse letters until he found a hot story to his liking. He left it open beside the toilet.
Shortly after a hypnotised Julie was getting really aroused as she read about the woman that took on two guys at once. That would really satisfy a horny slut like her. She had to try it. Stepford had told her to take a shower and make herself gorgeous. She fixed her hair and make up, then put on the lingerie with the garter belt she had bought. When Julie finished, she walked back to see her husband. He was holding up a magazine. "Penthouse," he said to her.
"Yeah, what about it?" she asked feeling horny.
"Just shut up and listen," said Stepford. She shut up and he continued, "Julie you desperately crave two cocks at once. You want to have a threesome with two men. Go get Billy and bring him back here. Put your coat on over the lingerie when you leave. Show him what your wearing if he objects to coming here. Refuse to have sex with him if he doesn't do what you want. Now go get him."
********************
Bily lived in a dorm only ten minutes away so Julie was still very susceptible to suggestion when she knocked on his door. "Well well," he said. "I figured you could wait until my next tutoring session, but come in. What do you want?"
"I want to have a threesome. I want to try two cocks at once."
"Well your not playing games anymore are you?"
"No. Lets go back to my place."
"No, it's better off if we stay here, can't risk your husband catching us. Who did you have in mind to join us?"
Julie thought about it. She had no idea. Shame Stepford only had a little penis. If he had a cock, he could of joined them. "I don't know Billy. I really need this."
"I don't know him all that well, but there's this German guy down the hall. I've seen his cock in the shower and it looks even bigger then mine." "Yes, I think he'll do fine," she said shaking her head eagerly.
"Wait here, I'll see if he's in his room."
Billy returned about ten minutes later followed by a blonde haired, blue-eyed, giant. The man was around six four, and had a hard, chiseled face. He appeared even more muscular then Billy.
"Vell, Vhat did you want to see me for?"
"Hans, this is Julie. She's a married little slut that wants to try two men at once and she likes big men."
Hans looked Julie over. His hard face never seemed to smile, but he nodded as if he approved of her looks. "Pretty. You aren't a gay are you Billy?"
"Hell no. This is all her idea. She likes cock so much she begged me to find another guy for her."
"This true Julie?" asked Hans.
"Yes, I love big cock, especially Billy's and now I want to love yours."
Hans still looked doubful so Billy said, "Julie, I think he still needs convincing. Show him what you got under that coat."
Julie smiled at Hans and let her coat fall to the floor. "Mien Gott!" exclaimed Hans. For the first time his face showed expression and it was one of amazement. "You are magnificent."
"Holy shit," said Billy. She was wearing the lingerie he had seen on the floor of her bedroom. Billy had never seen a woman with a body this good and he had fucked several dozen of the hottest girls in college and high school. "Well Hans, does she meet with your approval?"
"Ja, I fuck her," said Hans, his look of amazement turning to lust.
"Let's get started then," said Billy. He started unbuttoning his shirt and Hans followed suit. "Come over here and suck my cock," said Billy pulling his pants down.
Julie was staring at Hans as he slowly revealed his chest. She loved his hard muscled body. He looked like a viking on a romance novel though he kept his hair short in a military cut. She quit staring at Hans when Billy revealed his plump half-hard cock. She was down on her knees taking him in her mouth within seconds of seeing it.
"This bitch sure can suck cock," said Billy to Hans.
"Scheiss," said Hans watching the sexy blonde woman sucking on Billy's big dick. "She swallowed it all."
"I-I t-tell ya man, she loves it," said Billy starting to sweat. He grabbed the back of her head and started fucking her face.
Julie squeezed her lips tight, moaning as Billy's cock slid in and out of her throat. She felt him swelling up and pushed her head back. She didn't want him cumming in her throat, she wanted to taste him before she swallowed his load. She was soon rewarded with a mouthful of cum and the first wad was sliding down her throat just as he ejaculated a second smaller load. Having already blown him she was prepared for his large loads and swallowed every drop.
"Now my turn," said Hans as she was milking out the last drops of Billy's cum onto her tongue. Julie turned to Hans. He was still standing there bare chested with his pants on. "Your going to take my schlong out, but first you strip for me."
Julie immediately started dancing to music in her head. She had watched Showgirls and Striptease over and over one afternoon commitiing the dances to memory. She knew what turned men on and she was delighted to see Billy's cock rising to attention again. She winked at him and tossed her bra over his cock so that it hung there. She turned back to Hans, he was staring at her long nipples, and she brought one nipple up to her mouth and teased it with her tongue. Julie then turned around and unhooked her garter. She licked her leg as she rolled her stockings down. Then came the panties, which were so wet she could have rung them out. When she turned back to Hans, she was naked. Julie held her long hair up as she danced thrusting her hips suggestvely towards Hans' crotch.



"Enough," he said. "You suck me now."
Julie fell to her knees and was immediately impressed by the bulge under his pants. She tore into him, yanking his pants down and kissing the bulge under his underwear. Julie kissed up his underwear and took the waistband in her teeth, pulling it out and down. A large cock smacked her in the face. "Wow," she said when she saw it.
"You like?"
"I like." It was probably close to eleven inches long and a little thicker then Bily's. The German's cock matched Hans' body in every way, hard and chiseled like it was cut from granite. Even his balls were huge. The cock was perfect in every way except... "Where's the head?"
Billy laughed. "He's still wearing his turtleneck. Show her Hans."
Hans smirked and pulled back on his foreskin until a large golfball-sized cockhead emerged. "I see," she said kissing the tip and licking around the crown.
"Take it slow slut. I want you to worship this German sausage properly. I call it der bratwurst. You'll love it."
Julie obeyed. She licked it all over, then lifted it up and licked his balls. He was right, she did love it and with both men here, she loved the thought that she would get enough sperm to satisfy her. She moved back up to the tip and slowly began bobbing her head over the tip of Han's cock, taking more with each thrust. Julie was having difficulty with Han's thicker size and was having to come up for air more often. "Take it all," ordered Hans. Julie redoubled her efforts and soon was sucking on his entire cock with ease. "Gott, this has never been done by any woman before. Absaugen mein sausage you married whore."
"Hans go lay on the bed," said Billy waving his hard cock.
Hans nodded and backed towards the bed. Julie followed walking on her knees, never letting his cock leave her mouth even when he laid down on the bed and she crawled up between his legs.
Julie began deep throating Hans magnificent sausage. His cock felt so big and alive in her mouth she wanted to suck on it forever, but her rhythym was thrown off as Billy shoved his cock into her pussy and she orgasmed. She had been so intent on sucking Hans that she hadn't felt Billy come up behind her.
So this is what its like to have two men a once, she thought. It's wonderful, but it was hard to concentrate on pleasing Hans when your pussy was getting speared by a ten inch cock. She gave up and ended up jerking Hans off with her lips loosely wrapped around his cock head so that she could scream when Billy made her cum. She was cumming so much, she was afraid she might miss out on swallowing some of Hans' sperm.
She didn't have to wait long. Hans' cock swelled up so big it did resemble a sausage. The thick veins running the length of his cock puffed up and his entire shlong turned an angry red. When he came, his sperm filed her mouth completely and she swallowed it down.
Unfortunately, Billy gave her another orgasm at that moment and Hans cock sprayed her face as she reared back to scream. She quickly clamped her lips back around the head to catch the rest.
Billy pulled out and smacked her ass. "Get up bitch,"he ordered. She got off the bed while Billy took Hans' place lying on his back. The big German stood off to the side, his cock still plump and half erect. "Mount me," said Billy holding up his shiny cock so that she could straddle it.
Julie mouted him moaning from another orgasm as she slid down his cock. She wanted to kiss him, but he seemed disgusted by the sperm on her face. He just wrapped her hair around his fist and held her head back so that he could suck on her tits. Her overly sensitive nipples triggered another series of orgasms.
Billy tired and pulled her hair to the side so that her head was lying on the matress looking at him. "Ah ah ah ah fuck me Billy ah ah," she said over and over again as he bounced his hips on the matress. He was looking over his shoulder at something.
Julie felt something push into her ass and she wasn't sure she liked it, but her butt cheeks clenched and she came again. It was one of Hans' fingers and it was coated with something that felt like vaseline. He moved it around for a moment and then yanked it out. The finger returned spreading more vaseline around the rim of her ass.
"Ever been ass fucked? said Hans pushing his cock between her ass cheeks.
"Jesus no," she replied feeling disgusted at the idea. There hadn't been anal sex in the threesome story she had read.
"I will be first then, ja."
"No Hans, your too big. It'll rip me in two."
"I'm going to fuck your ass, so get ready," said Hans and he pushed forwards.
"Oh god," she cried. It felt like a golfball was getting shoved up her butt. Billy had quit fucking her to allow Hans to push it in. The golfball worked it's way deeper, her ass never closing as the equally thick shaft followed the head. "It hurts," she cried.
Just before her hour long hypnotic state expired Billy whispered in her ear, "The pain will fade and you'll love it." That was when she became an ass slut, not that she was surprised, her body was built for big cock
Julie was so stuffed with cock she finally felt satisfied. She could feel their shafts rubbing against each other seperated by only a thin layer of skin. They slowly started to move. "I love it. I love you two. Fuck me with your big cocks. Fuck my ass. Fuck my pussy."
They started to move, awkwardly at first, but soon developing a rhythm as they got used to each other. "Lets alternate," said Billy you in, me out." They began pistoning their cocks into her body. Just as Billy's left her pussy, Hans shoved his into her ass and vice versa. "Now together." Hans switched so that they were both fucking Julie together. BIlly pulled Julie's hair back and looked at her sperm covered face. Her eyes were dazed, unfocused and her tongue was hanging out. Her pussy was squeeezing his cock tightly, spasming everytime he shoved it in and a constant stream of her cum was pouring over his balls. "This is pretty cool Hans."
"Ja, very fun."
"Want to do it again some time? I wouldn't mind that hot German bitch you flew here with."
"And I vouldn't mind that cheerleader you are dating."
"We'll see what we can do then," said Billy looking forward to the partnership with his new friend.
Julie didn't seem to come out of her daze, but her body thrashed around as Billy came. Hans bellowed and gave several hard thrusts of his cock as he filled her ass with sperm.
"More please," murmured Julie.
"I'm spent," said Billy.
"I got one more round left in my veapon," said Hans.
They left Billy and snuck off to the dorm showers. Hans wanted her to clean up.
Afterwards, she spent the next forty minutes with her legs wrapped around Hans waist as he lifted her up and down his cock while the water cascaded over their bodies.
See Part 3 where Julie discovers what kind of cock it will take to truly satisfy her.
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Julie had a dazed look and a dumb grin on her face as she left the college grounds. It was after 2:00 am and Stepford would be worried, but he was the one who wanted her to have a threesome in the first place. He would understand.
Julie felt dehydrated and decided to stop at the convenience store for some bottled water. She grabbed a liter bottle and walked up to the counter. A giant black man stood on the raised platform behind the register. He had on a tank-top to show off his huge tattooed arms. He had obviously spent a lot of time lifting weights. He was eyeing her up and down. She must look a sight, her hair was still wet from fucking Hans in the shower and she wore nothing but a short coat with a bra, panties, and garter ensemble underneath it.
"$1.69," he said in a deep voice."
Julie took a five out of her coat pocket. The black man made her uncomfortable. She didn't like being alone with one late at night in a 7-11. She hated blacks. They were dirty, smelly thieves closer to apes then white men. At least that was what her daddy always told her and Stepford didn't care to much for them either. She didn't meet his eye as he handed her the change. Instead, her gaze fell on the magazine rack filled with porno behind the counter. The new issue of Penthouse was out on the top row. She stared at it, wondering if it had any good stories about threesomes. She must have stared too long, because the black man said, "Wanna buy that Penthouse?"
Julie shivered as a new wave of horniness coursed through her body. Her nipples popped out rubbing against her bra as she looked up at the man. His name tag read, Omar. "No, I don't like that magazine."
The black man smirked at her. "Well what do you want then?"
Hans big cock flashed into her mind. Der Bratwurst he called it. She fought an urge to tell the black man she wanted more cock. Instead she asked, "Do you have any German sausage?"
"No, but I have a big black tube steak"
"I don't understand," she replied furrowing her brow.
Before she could protest, Omar yanked his sweat pants down and slammed a massive black cock on the counter. It was soft, but it was as long and as thick as Billy's cock when erect. The obscene black cock disgusted her, but she stared at it fascinated. "Wanna see it hard?" he asked.
"Yes," she said wanting to see it hard.
Show me what you got on under that coat. Julie stared at the cock as she undid the belt on her coat. She heard the black man gasp as she showed him her lingerie and his cock grew another inch. "You gotta be the sexiest bitch I ever saw. Why don't you grab my cock and give it a couple tugs, that'll make it nice and hard for you.
She wrapped her right fist around it and tugged a couple times. Soon she was staring at a hard foot long black cook and her pussy was dripping wet. She couldn't understand why she was still here staring at a filthy black cock or why her body was responding as if she wanted it. The head was as big as a small apple and his balls were the size of oranges. It was perfectly shaped and so hard you could hammer a nail with it.
"Come behind the counter and suck on it."
Julie found her legs moving towards the gate. She went behind the counter and stood before the black man. "Kneel down behind the counter in case someone comes in."
Julie ducked under the counter on her knees as the black man sat on a stool in front of her. His obscenely large black cock dangled before her face. She sobbed as she took it in her mouth. "What's wrong?" he asked.
"I don't want to do this."
"Yes you do. Otherwise you wouldn't be doing it. Quit lying and suck my dick."
Julie did want to do this. She took the thick black cock in her mouth and attacked it with as much enthusiasm as she showed Hans or Billy. "That's better," said Omar. "You know you wanted it as soon as you saw my cock. You ever had black cock before?"
"No," she murmured reluctant to take her lips off it.
"Once you've had a black man, white dicks will never please you again. I read about sluts like you. You've fantasized about black men your whole life. Limp dicked husband at home can't satisfy horny sluts like you. I know you were a slut the minute I saw you staring at that Penthouse. You love porno don't you?"
"I love porno," Julie said letting her tongue flicker into Omar's pee slit. This was like a dream come true, she had fantasized about black men her whole life and here she was sucking on the biggest blackest dick she had ever seen.
"And that outfit your wearing, you dressed up like a slut for me didn't you?" Julie nodded her head over Omar's cock. "You like your first taste of black cock?"
"I like it," she said holding his dick up to lick his balls.
"You love it slut, no one has ever licked my dick like you are. You can't wait to get this in your pussy, can you?"
"I want you in my pussy. I love you big black cock. I love sucking it. I want to swallow your sperm."
"Prove to me you love it and swallow it all."
For the next half hour, she worshipped the big cock in her mouth like it was her god. Julie adjusted her head and forced herself to swallow Omar's entire foot long cock. She heard several people come into the 7-11. First what sounded like some drunk college kids and a little later a cop came in and chatted with Omar for about ten minutes. The black man just apologized for not getting up, saying he had hurt his knee.
Luckily, the store was empty when he blew his load. Omar bellowed and his first wad overflowed her mouth, spilling down her chin. Afraid of spilling more, Julie clamped her lips down around his bucking cock and opened her throat. The rest of his large load of sperm slid down her throat and mixed with Hans and Billy's sperm in her belly and for the first time she felt full.
"Bitch, your one good cock sucker. Take these keys and go wait in the van around the side of the store. My replacement will be here in a couple minutes and we'll go back to my place and fuck."
Julie walked around the store to his van and waited in the passenger seat. She couldn't wait to feel his cock in her pussy. She had fantasized about black men her whole life and couldn't understand why she had waited so long to do this. She didn't have long to wait. Omar slid in beside her and they were off to his house.
He lived in an old run down house in the black part of town. A part of town she had avoided, but was now starting to think of as a hunting ground. "My wife's a nurse and works the late shift, so we can fuck till dawn." Julie nodded her approval.
Inside, the black man quickly stripped off his sweats and stood naked in his bedroom. Julie stared at his muscular chest and arms. They were huge as were his legs. "I've never seen a man with as many muscles as you," she said.
"I just spent ten years in prison. Ain't much to do there but lift weights."
"What did you do?" she asked opening her coat and letting it fall to the floor.
"Just got caught with some drugs. Don't touch the shit now. Luckily, my wife waited for me, though I think she found some cock on the side. That's why I don't fell too guilty given some to you."
"Thank you," she said feeling lucky for finding such a generous man.
"Now as much as I love the outfit, I want to see what you're hiding under it. Strip for me."
Julie started swaying her hips and slowly undid her lingerie. His cock was hard again by the time she was nude. "Damn, your one fine looking bitch. I love the shaved pussy and those long nipples. Your body was built to handle black cock. Come here."
Julie walked over to him and he played with her nipples until she was squirming in his hands. He threw her on her back on the unmade bed and kneeled between her legs, pushing his cock down so that it was pointed at her pussy. She couldn't wait any longer. "Oh god, fuck me. Shove that big beautiful black cock in my pussy."
Omar shoved the head in. "Man, your pussy soaked at the thought of having a black man."
"Yes, please fuck me. I want it so bad."
"Your a real black cock loving slut aren't you?" He asked shoving a little more in.
"I love black cock."
"You can't get enough black cock."
"No, that's why I want it so bad."
"You do anything for my big black cock. Say it slut."
"I'll do anything you want just give me that big black cock."
Omar slammed it in and watched as she thrashed around from an orgasm. This was a dream come true for him too. He had always wanted a white woman, but never dreamed he'd find one who like being dominated. He fucked her hard and fast watching her scream, moan, and thrash as she had orgasm after orgasm. Her pussy felt like a vice grip wrapped around his cock. "It turns you on fucking a convict doesn't it?"
"God yes." she screamed huffing and puffing.
"You want me to cum in your pussy?"
"Cum in my pussy."
"You want some potent black seed, dontcha slut?"
"Yes, god yes, fill my womb with your seed."
"You want a black baby?"
"I want a black baby. Give me a baby. Fill me with your sperm." Julie and Stepford had talked and neither had wanted children. Now she wanted a baby more then anything. Omar grunted and his cock spasmed in her pussy. He sprayed his semen deep into her womb triggering off a series of orgasms. He collapsed on top of her and they rested for awhile.
"Can I fuck your ass," he said getting off her.
"I'll do anything for black cock."
He grinned and slapped her thigh. "Turn over." Julie got in the doggy position while he went to get some lubrication. He returned stroking some Vaseline onto his cock and kneeled behind her. Her asshole was already open and it was red. "You little slut, you've already been fucked in the ass."
"Yes, but not by a black cock."
"Good, from now on you only fuck black men. Understand?"
"I understand."
Omar pushed it in, loving how tight she was. The white girl seemed discomforted at first, but quickly got into it. No woman, not even his wife had taken it up the ass before and he wasn't about to let this little slut go. "What's your name slut?"
"Julie."
"Well Julie, my wife works Tuesdays and I'm off. Come over on those nights and I'll give you all the black cock you want."
"I'll be here, but I don't think I can ever get enough black cock."
"Well maybe I'll invite some friends," he said slamming his cock into her hard. "Most of them been in jail and they ain't had a good fuck in years. Would you like that slut?"
"I'd love it."
Omar fucked her until dawn and then he drove her back to her car.
* * * * *
An exhausted Julie walked in the house and threw her coat across the back of the chair. Stepford was waiting in it fast asleep. He awoke with a start. "Julie thank god, I was so scared." He looked down at her body. The lingerie was twisted and at an awkward angle as if hastily thrown on. Her hair was matted down as if it had been wet and he saw flecks of dried sperm here and there. "Julie where were you?"
"I went over to Billy's for a threesome."
"You were supposed to bring him back here"
"We did it there."
"I wanted to be one of them."
"But I needed two cocks and you only have a little penis."
Stepford groaned. This whole thing had been a disaster. The hypno symposium had warned him, but he hadn't listened. "Julie I need to hypnotise you."
She went and sat at the table, soon in a deep trance. "Tell me everything you did at Billy's," he ordered. She did and tears were falling down his eyes as she got to the part where Hans had fucked her ass. All he had wanted was a blow job and for her to loosen up a little.
"Julie listen closely. I want things back to normal. You will no longer fall into a suggestive state when you see a Penthouse magazine and hear the word Penthouse. You will forget every command I have given you under hypnosis. You will forget every command Billy has given you under hypnosis. When I snap my fingers you will wake up and from now on your mind will be too active to hypnotize." Stepford was about to snap his fingers when he caught himself. "And you will also forget every command the German kid gave you. You will not remember ever having sex with Hans or Billy." He snapped his fingers.
Julie woke up, smiled at her husband and walked up to bed.
The next morning he came downstairs late and was relieved to see she was dressed in her bulky old clothes and smoking a cigarette. Two trash bags were sitting on the floor containing her bikini and other sexy outfits. He'd miss those. "I guess the hypnotism didn't work," he said.
"Sorry," she said taking a deep drag. It tasted like her first puff in days. "I didn't believe in that stuff anyway.
Tuesday rolled around a few days later. Julie was upstairs in the shower and Stepford was reading in a chair downstairs. He was horny and hoped he'd be able to talk Julie into sex later. He would of liked a blow job, but would have to live with never having one again.
Stepford felt the color drain from his face when Julie walked downstairs. She was dressed like a slut. She wore a short skirt and a skintight half top. She wore no bra and he could see her nipples poking out the thin material. She had also fixed up her hair and put on a lot of makeup. "Where you going?"
"Its Tuesday, I'm going out."
Something was wrong. Stepford grabbed the Penthouse he had been reading and held it up. "The new Penthouse came today."
"Great, leave it on my side of the bed when you're done with it."
"You hate porn."
"No I don't. The only thing I don't like about Penthouse is that it isn't hardcore enough. Why don't you go buy some harder magazines and get some movies."
"Stay here. we can make love."
"Why bother."
"What do you mean?"
Julie walked over and grabbed his crotch. "This thing will never satisfy me."
Stepford went pale. "Why not?"
"Well for starters, it's not black."
Stepford was crying as she left.
The End
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Pamela sighed as her fiancé kissed and licked around her big nipples. She could feel the wetness between her thighs. God, she wanted him inside her, but she had vowed to wait until they were married and not for the first time since they had met, she considered breaking that vow.
Pamela was a typical "spoiled" little Southern Belle. She had attended only the most exclusive private schools and had just graduated fourth in her class from Princeton. It was at Princeton that she had her first and only sexual experience. She had been seduced by one of her professors, a snobbish, uptight, older man whom she had foolishly thought she had loved. He had slobbered all over her big breasts as he took her virginity and he ejaculated inside his condom minutes after penetrating her vagina. It had hurt and not been the least bit enjoyable, but she had loved him. Days later she had caught him with another student and she had fled crying from his office. She had vowed never to have sex again until the "I do's" had been said between her and a man she was sure loved her and wasn't just after her body.
Michael tried to unbutton her blouse further down past her navel. He had kissed down her belly to her navel when she stopped him. "Only two more days stud," she told him as she stared at him seductively. "Then this bodies all yours."
And what a body it was. Michael had never seen as perfect a figure as his future wife had. He had been waiting with her parents when Pamela had returned from college. Michael Winfeild Scott, a descendant of the general by the same name, had been set up to meet Pamela by their parents. He hadn't been thrilled with the idea of an arranged date, but had given in, when he had been shown a picture of the beautiful young woman. Michael had felt his penis stir in his pants the moment she had walked into the room.
Pamela had been angry with her parents at first since she was just getting over the professor, but she had conceded to have dinner with the dashing young med student. He had quickly charmed her and she had agreed to another date. They had been dating eight months when he asked her to marry him.
Michael could swear that his penis hurt, when she stopped him. "Come on honey, you can't leave me like this," he said despairingly as he stood up to show her his bulge. "I know you started taking the pill, so why wait?"
"I want it too, but It's only two days honey," she said. "Then you get to be the first person to put his bare penis inside me."
Michael knew about the professor and how the experience had hurt her so much.
Pamela suddenly had a naughty thought, and said,"Wait here." She ran to the bathroom, put a glob of vaseline on her hand and returned to her fiancé. He was still standing there with a curious look on his face when she sat down facing is crotch. Pamela looked up at Michael seductively as she slowly unzipped his shorts with her empty hand.
Michael couldn't believe it, Pamela was going to give him a blow job. He had dreamed about this all year. Some of Michael's cruder friends had told him she had DSL (dick sucking lips), when they had first seen her. He watched his fiancé take out his penis and began stroking it with her vaseline covered hand. He was disappointed when he realized all she was doing was jacking him off, but he started enjoying the sensations. Anyway, this was a step in the right direction.
He smiled at the thought of breaking in this practically virginal woman. He had fucked around with lots of women and fantasized about all the new experiences he could teach his fiancé. He smiled down at the expression on her face, it was a cross between disgust and fascination. His mind kept screaming SUCK IT, SUCK IT. Yeah baby, get to know the cock that your going to worship with your mouth, the cock that's going to give you your first orgasm, the cock that's going to fuck your hot ass. Yeah, that tight pussy's all mine.This was the farthest he had ever gotten Pamela and the excitement caused him to shoot his load after a few minutes.
Pamela found jacking off Michael to be disgusting, but she had never gotten this close of a look at a penis before. She had briefly seen the professor's penis, nearly hidden by his paunch and she hadn't been all that impressed. Michael's was bigger, just over six inches she guessed and slightly thicker. It was beautiful, erotic in a way, as it jumped beneath her stroking hands all shiny with vaseline. It twitched and Pamela jumped back as a strand of semen flew out of the flared head of his cock, it was quickly followed by a couple of smaller gobs. Yuck, she thought as she ran to clean up. Michael yelled through the bathroom door that he'd meet her out on the beach.
Her parents had rented out a old Colonial era inn for the wedding. It sat right on the beach. Tonight and tomorrow wedding guests would be staying there until the reception downstairs. Then everyone, including the owners were leaving so that the newly married couple would have the large house all to themselves.
Pamela slipped on one of her more daring bikinis. The cups were small and revealed a lot of her breasts out the bottoms and sides. The panties barely covered her firm behind and it was a leopard-skin pattern that made her feel like a wild animal. She wouldn't have dared where the bikini in front of her parents and the other guests, but most wouldn't be arriving until tomorrow night. She liked what she saw in the bathroom mirror. "Make way for Pamela, Queen of the Jungle," she said. "Reorrwrrr."
She threw a towel over her shoulder and walked down the steps. She turned the corner towards the beach exit and nearly got knocked down as she bumped into chest of a large man. He grabbed her and held her steady. She found herself completely engulfed within his arms and was staring at a large barrel chest. When he started caressing her sides, she looked up at a large handsome black face staring down at her. She jumped back angrily.
"Well, well," he chuckled. "The jungle Queen isn't ready to submit to the Strong Nubian warrior before her." He then added "Yet."
Pamela noticed another large black man watching them from the corner of the room. She had never been around a lot of black people, nor had anyone ever spoken to her like that before. She was suddenly very conscious of her near nudity and felt intimidated and a little frightened.
"Y..you just keep your hands off me," she managed to stutter. "Get out of my way."
The man she had bumped into, held his hands up in a gesture of submission and motioned for her to pass. She angrily stomped past the two black men and out the door towards the beach.
Will and Mark smiled at each other as they watched the angry woman marching down to the beach. Their tongues were practically hanging out of their mouths as they watched her ass shake as she walked over the sand.
"Bro, that had to have been the hottest piece of white ass, I ever seen. said Mark in awe.
He was the bigger of the two at 6'6" to Will's 6'3". The two men worked as bartenders at a male strip bar, usually wearing nothing but bow ties and tight briefs to show off their abnormally large bulges. They both were weight lifters and had fucked many a married white woman from both the gym and the bar. They had taken the bartending job at the reception because Pamela's father was offering $500 cash for three hours work.
"You gonna fuck her?" asked Will.
"Yeah, I think I am," said Mark confidently. "How 'bout you?"
"I don't think we can." answered Will
"Why Not?" asked Mark
"Cause here comes her husband." answered Mark as he pointed towards the beach.
Michael was furious, Pam had been a nervous wreck as she told him of her encounter with the black men and he wanted to know what a couple black guys were doing at their inn. He burst into he room and slammed the door.
"Which one of you "boys" touched my fiancé." screamed Michael angrily. He stopped when he saw the size of the two men standing before him. They actually seemed amused at his indignation.
"It was an accident, Suh" said Mark in his most subservient voice. "Yo Missus, jus bumped inta me and I caught her."
"What are you "boys" doing here anyways?" asked Michael a little more confidant now with their submissive behaviour.
"Sorry Mistuh," Will chimed in. "We just be here settin up the bar fo duh recepcion.
Stupid Negroes with their bad English thought Michael, No wonder they never amount to anything. "You just keep your dirty black hands off my fiancé," he said. "Or I'll find another couple of bartenders for my wedding." Michael saw their eyes narrow at that comment and sensing he had gone too far he backed off and returned to his wife.
Mark and Will cracked up laughing as they watched the man fleeing down the beach. "Settin up da bar fo the recepsion," Mark laughed clapping his friend on the back. "That was classic." "You weren't so bad yourself, bro" said Will. "So that hot bitch is marrying that asshole." he nodded out the window. Pamela was modeling her bikini for her husband.
Mark watched as she did a little pirouette before her husband a couple hundred feet from the Inn. He remembered the way she felt in his arms when she had bumped into him. He had grabbed her up by her breasts and slowly moved his hands down over her full hips. His cock stirred as he watched her out on the beach. Doubtless that little prick was bragging about how he had put the two "boys" in their place.
"Well, there goes all hope of fucking that bitch," sighed Will.
"I don't think so bro," said Mark still staring at the bride-to-be.
"I don't care how hot you think you are, Mark, you can't fuck no woman just when she's getting married," argued Will. "A few years from now, sure, no problem."
"Remember our little trip to Mexico?" Mark asked.
"Yeah so," replied Will a little perplexed.
"I picked up some knock out drops, when we were there," Mark told him, a big smile on his face.
Ah, the date rape drug, thought Will. "So we beat up his white ass and drug his wife." he said. "Not me, that's rape."
"I ain't never had to rape no woman and I'm not going to start now." said Mark a little indignantly. "Here's what I had in mind...."
Will nodded as Mark filled him in on the plan. It just might work he thought.
******************
Mark and Will were busy mixing drinks for all the guests at the reception. It was what they called the post-wedding rush, when all the bored guests filed out of the church and headed straight to the bar. Mark was on the inside, in the dining area and Will was stationed outside on the large deck that ran around the Inn overlooking the beach.
People were talking about what a handsome couple, the bride and groom were, when Will overheard someone say, that the newlyweds had the big old inn all to themselves this evening. His ears perked up at that, and the first chance he got he ran inside to tell Mark. Mark had heard the news already, and said "That's perfect, we'll sneak back after everyone;s gone and if we get caught, we'll just say we were picking up some of our things."
They were interrupted by someone announcing, "Ladies and gentleman, may I present Mr and Mrs Michael Winfeild Scott."
Michael entered the room looking all handsome and dapper in his black tuxedo, but all eyes were on Pamela as she entered behind him. She was absolutely stunning in her long white wedding gown. It hugged her lean figure perfectly and it had a plunging neckline that showed off a nice amount of cleavage. There was a spattering of applause and Mark felt his cock become fully erect at the sight of the blushing bride. He had always found white lace to be very sexy and he shifted the cock in his pants to get more comfortable.
There was another rush for drinks and Will returned outside to his bar. Mark and Will were busy serving drinks the rest of the reception and during the buffet dinner out on the deck. Mark tried to catch the brides eye all afternoon, but she wouldn't have anyhting to do with him. Her husband kept getting her drinks and they both appeard to be getting a little drunk.
"You want a refill Mrs. Scott," Michael asked his wife as she finished her wine. "Why Mr. Scott, are you trying to get me drunk?" she replied. "I think its a pretty safe bet that your going to get laid tonight." They laughed and kissed each other.
Actually, Michael was trying to get her drunk. He wanted her to loosen up so that tonight he could pretty much do as he pleased with her body. Michael felt a little light headed himself and figured he should slow down on the booze himself. Motioning for some friends to join him. He headed over to the big black guys bar.
"Well, well, Don't you look good all dressed up in those fancy duds, boy" Michael said.
"What'll it be Mr Scott," Mark replied, his patience was almost at the breaking point. The jerk had been making snide comments to him all afternoon and they had gotten worse the more he had drank. Mark noticed a couple of big guys standing behind the groom. The wimp actually brought some of his frat brothers to back him up, he thought.
"Just one glass of wine, I think I had enough this evening," he slurred, then turned to his buddies. "I don't want to miss out on anything tonight". His buddies grinned and clapped him on the back.
Shit, thought Mark, I missed my chance. He listened to the rich white boys banter back and forth. He swore he heard them say that the bride and groom hadn't had sex yet. He looked over at the bride getting her picture taken with the guests. How can anyone be around that sexy bitch and not fuck her? He had already picked up on the fact that they had started dating over a year ago. Mark grinned, she must be ready to explode in frustration without having sex for over a year. He handed over the glass of wine.
"You boys, just be sure not to steal anything you hear," warned Michael.
"We're not going to steal nothing, suh" replied Mark demurely. Nothing but your wife that is.
Mark watched the groom take the wine over to his wife. He was thinking they might have to drug her after all, when Will came in from outside. Mark informed him that the plan was in jeopardy because the groom wasn't drinking anymore, he also filled his buddy in on the conversations he had overheard.
"We got one more chance," Will reminded him.
********************
"May I have your attention everyone," said the DJ. "Please gather around for the champagne toast."
Michael looked around for a drink and saw the large black bartender standing before him holding two glasses of champagne. The bartender was showing them the proper respect as he handed a glass to his wife with a little bow, and then one to him with a grin on his black face.
Michael was staring into his beautiful wifes eyes, imagining all the things he was going to teach this inexperienced young woman tonight and over the rest of their lives. He had wasted a years worth of sex waiting for this day, and she was going to pay for every minute of it. He missed most of his brother's speech as he fantsized about tonight. He caught the usual B.S. found true love, happines, eternity,blah, blah, blah. The large wedding party, cheered for the couple as they downed their champagne.
Michael frowned a little, at the taste of his. His father- in -law must of skimped on the good stuff, he thought.
****************
Michael pecked at some of the left over food as Pamela hugged her parents goodbye. The caterers were returning in the morning to clean up everything so that the couple might get something to eat if they got hungry later on. Michael was a lot drunker then he had planned on and he stifled a yawn. This past week had really worn him out.
Pamela waved to her parents and shut the door with a sigh. "Finally we're alone" she said as she walked into her husbands arms. She felt his penis harden in his pants and playfully gave it a little squeeze. Michael bent over and lifted her into his arms and with a groan he struggled to carry her up the stairs. He entered the honeymoon room and dropped her on the bed, breathing heavily. He began to undress as she watched.
"Wait, honey," she said in excitement. "I have a surprise for you." Pamela lifted up her long gown and ran out to the room she had spent her last night as a single woman in. She stood before the mirror and unzipped the back of her dress. She struggled out of the dress and looked at herself in the mirror. She wore a small lacy white bra that pushed her large breasts up and revealed the tops of her half dollar sized nipples. Just under her navel she wore a white garter belt that supported her white nylons. Her panties were see through and revealed her well trimmed bush. She ran a hand down her belly and into her panties, she was already wet with anticipation. Then clad only in her lingerie and heels, she walked back to her and Michaels room.
Mark and Will were hiding behind the outdoor hot tub, just off the beach. They had left the inn, parked their van around the next block and had hurried back down the beach. The ony light on in the old inn was upstairs in the bride and grooms room. They snuck up onto the deck and entered through the large sliding glass door, which Will had made sure was unlocked ealier. Mark had brought a flashlght and he shined it before them as they crept throught the dining area towards the steps.
Pamela walked down the dark hall to their room, She opened the door and stood before her husband. "See anything you like," she purred. He didn't respond. Michael had stripped to his boxers and was lying on the bed fast asleep. That insensitive bastard, she thought. What kind of a man passes out on his wedding night?
She climbed up on bed and throwing one nylon clad leg over his body, she straddled her husband. Pamela began rubbing her crotch against his moaning. "Please honey, wake up, I need it so bad," she sighed as she tried to shake him awake to no avail. Angrily she dismounted and stormed out of the room.
Mark and Will we're about to climb the stairs when the hallway light on the second floor came on. They scrambled for cover, and hid under one of the dining room tables. They heard the click, click of high heels coming down the stairs and peeked out.
Mark couldn't beleve his eyes at the vision that presented itself before him. He looked up the stairs at her white high heel then he let his eyes travel up her fit lean legs to her panties and garters. He slowly unzipped his pants and pulled out his 12" cock and began stroking it as his gaze traveled up her flat stomach to the breasts that were way to large for someone so thin. He hadn't gotten the leopard bikini out of his mind for two days and, the slut-bride look was about to put him over the edge. Her blonde hair was still done up so that she looked every bit the conservative, elegant woman from the neck up, but from the neck down she had a body built for big cock.
Will looked down at his buddies foot-long monster, "Watch where you point that thing," he whispered. When they had first met, Will had been a little intimidated by the size of his friends cock, he had always been proud of his own 9" rod and he wasn't used to being outdone in the cock department. The feeling of intimidation had turned to sympathy when he realized that none of the women they had fucked had been able to take all twelve inches. Most found his own monster a little uncomfortable at first. They always came back for more though.
They watched the sexy bride, walk around picking at leftovers. She was sobbing a little in frustration when she fixed herself a drink. They heard her mutter to herself, "I can't believe how horny I am. That bastard," They grinned at each other as she walked past their hiding spot and into the living room. Pamela sat down on the couch and turned the tv on. Her state of arousal overwhelmed the horny woman and she found herself rubbing her clit as she sat there.



Will had to physically restrain Mark as the larger man was practicaly ready to attack her right there. "Don't fuck up the plan," he whispered. Mark calmed down and they slipped quitely up the stairs. Mark and Will quietly pushed open the door to the honeymoon suite. Will fumbled around for the light switch, found it, and flipped it on. The two black men smiled at each other when they saw Michael snoring contentedly on the bed. Mark easily threw the comatose man over his shoulder and left the room, while Will began stripping. Mark roughly dropped Michael on the floor in another room and returned to Will. Will was lying on the bed naked stroking his cock to erection.
"Alright, I'll keep watch," said Mark as he unscrewed the light bulb until it went out. "Loosen her up for me buddy."
"I'll do my best," said Will as Mark left the room.
Pamela had been rubbing her clit hard for ten minutes. Finally, in frustration, she gave up. The more she thought about Michael the more pissed off she got. She wanted to feel his large penis inside her. She wanted to experience an orgasm. How could he do this to her? Pamela got up and headed back upstairs.
Mark was watching at the top of the stairs. He saw her coming and ran to another room tapping Will's door quietly as he passed.
Pamela entered her room and flipped the light switch. CLICK, nothing happened and the room remained pitch black. The lightbulb like her husband was burnt-out she reasoned. She sat down on the bed and was removing her heels when a strong hand closed around her arm, startling her. "Michael you bastard, how dare you fall asleep on me," she yelled at him. Michael didn't say anything, he just took her hand and put it on his penis. Her fingers closed around it automatically and she began stroking it like she had done the other night.
The darkness must have been playing tricks on her because it felt a lot bigger and a lot thicker. The monster was as hard as a rock. She pushed her husband down on his back and straddled him. Pamela began rubbing his penis along her soaking wet panty covered crotch. Will could barely contain himself. He wanted nothing more at that moment then to rip off those panties and fuck her hard. His senses seemed more acute in the dark and his mind easily pictured the elegant looking woman in the slutty lingerie straddling him.
Pamela sat up long enough to pull her panties off and she quickly straddled her husband again. She could feel his long penis twitching between her legs as she unhooked her bra. She wanted to remove the garters and stockings also, but he couldn't wait any longer. The horny young bride sat up and inserted the large head of her husband's penis into her vagina. She moaned a she lowered herself down slowly on it. It did feel a lot bigger then it had the other day. She figured he must not have been fully erect when she had jerked him off the other day. She had taken about half of his fat penis when it started to hurt a little and she paused.
Will was in shock. Never had he felt a pussy as tight and as hot as this horny bitch's. She had practically jumped on his cock in an effort to get it inside of her. He reached up and cupped her breasts in his hands, feeling their weight and how firm they were. He grabbed her nipples and began squeezing them between his thumbs and forefingers.
The discomfort was being replaced by waves of pleasure and Pamela lowered herself a few more inches. Michael was squeezing her nipples a lot more roughly then he had in the past and she found she liked the sensations. She moaned in pleasure as he pinched them hard. Pamela estimated there was about two inches to go until she was fully impaled and she decided to go for it. She dropped down the remaining inches and gasped as his penis penetrated her fully.
"Oh Michael, I love how your penis feels inside me," she cried as she collapsed on is hard chest. "Promise me we'll do this every night."
Pamela caressed her husbands firm chest. Michaels muscles seemed more pronounced in the dark then they had appeared on the beach. Here was a strong man that could protect her and someday give her many children.
"Michael, your the only man to ever have his naked penis inside me." She moaned as she slowly slid up and down is hard rod. Will's eyebrows shot up when she said that. So, she had never been fucked by an unprotected cock.
She leaned down to kiss him and he grabbed her ass with his hands as they tentatively felt each others tongues. He held her tightly and rolled over. Pamela gasped as the full weight of her husbands body seemed to crush her. He started kissing down her neck and started licking around her nipples. She ran her hands up his strong muscular back and grabbed his hair moaning as he bit one of her nipples. His hair must have been really mussed, because it felt kind of kinky. He roughly pulled her hands off his hair and had her grab onto the rails of the bed, causing her breasts to thrust out as her back was arched. She felt like a doll in his strong arms and found she liked the feeling of being used for his pleasure.
Will kept his cock in her as he sat up kneeling. He held her knees in his arms and began fucking her hard. He was very impressed with her. She had taken all nine inches of his cock with little difficulty. He wished he could see her hot body as he rammed her with his cock. He imagined her big breasts shaking as he pumped her and he could picture her belly having convolutions with each thrust of his cock. He was fucking her with all nine inches repeatedly, when she started screaming in pleasure. "Oh my god, oh my god, Michael" she screamed. "It's happening, I"m cummmmming"
Will smiled as the girl thrashed about in the throes of her first orgasm beneath the relentless pounding he was giving her. He was getting close and his rhythm was starting to suffer. He jerked a couple of times and then grunted as his cum erupted from his cock. Pamela felt his hot seed spray the insides of her vagina and moaned as another orgasm exploded from her body. His penis sprayed what had felt like a gallon of semen inside her before he pulled it out and she felt another glob land on her belly. She felt empty without him inside her. Her husband had collapsed panting beside her and she snuggled into his arms. "Oh Michael, I never imagined sex could be that good," she sighed contentedly. "I love you." Instead of answering he just leaned over and kissed her on the lips. Pamela felt his sperm leaking from her vagina and whispered that she'd be right back and yelped as he smacked her ass playfully."
Mark had turned on the light, to investigate the room he was hiding in. He knew from previous experience that he had about an hour until his friend was done breaking in the pretty young bride. Michael was still snoring on the floor a dumb look on his face. Mark looked around and realized this must have been Pamela's room by all the womans clothing strewn about. He noticed the leopard print bikini lying on a drawer and picked it up. He lifted the panties up to his nose and sniffed. Mark had turned out the light and was running the bikini panties up and down his massive shaft as he pictured the bikini clad girl he had seen two days ago.
He heard the door to the honeymoon suite open and watched as Pamela ran to the bathroom. She seemed to be so happy, and she was glowing as she ran by him clad only in her garters and nylons. He crept out as she went into the bathroom. She hadn't closed the door completely and he peered through the crack. He could see her reflection in the mirror, and she was bent over with a tissue cleaning up Will's large deposit of semen from her pussy. As he watched the beautiful woman scooped up a large glob of semen off her belly with her finger tip. She seemed to study it for a bit and then plopped it into her mouth. Marks foot long cock was pointing right at the unsuspecting girl and it seemed to be pulling him towards her as Mark watched Pamela lick up his buddies sperm. If she wants to taste sperm, he'll let her taste sperm, thought Mark. She sat down on the toilet and began removing her stockings as she urinated, so Mark headed to her room. He met Will at the doorway and Will gave him the thumbs up as he headed down the stairs.
Mark heard Pamela leave the bathroom and head back down the hall. He grabbed her and held her in his arms when she entered the room. She hugged him back, a moment before he put his hands on her shoulders and pushed her down. She resisted at first then dropped to her knees before his massive cock.
Pamela sighed in her husbands strong arms. She felt his once more erect penis, rubbing against her leg. His big hands were forcing her to her knees and she gave in and dropped down. She could sense his giant penis swaying before her face in the darkness, like a wild animal waiting to pounce. Michael's large hands grabbed the sides of her head and began pulling her forward. "Michael No, I'm not going to do this," she said firmly.
His hands kept pulling her forward, they were so strong, they felt like they could crush her if she resisted. "Michael, please don't, it's disgusting." she pleaded again.
He just relentlessly pulled her forward so that the fat head of his large penis was pushing at her lips. Her heart was beating rapidly and she could feel the wetness dripping from her legs. She loved the feeling of being helpless and forced to serve her husband's every need. She had no idea Michael was this strong and dominant and she knew that she would be a satisfied woman for the rest of her life. She relented and opened her mouth to the monster trying to get inside. She took the fat head in her mouth and sucked on it for awhile. Pamela removed it from her mouth and began to lick all around the tip of his penis, then down the sides. She licked over a large vein on the underside and felt his pulse with her lips. Her husband had seemed to grow in size when she had submitted to him and now his body and his penis seemed absolutley gigantic. She couldn't believe that she had taken all that monster inside of her and felt proud that she had. She was new at pleasing a man in this fasion and Michael's hands helped her as they guided her face all over his large penis. His hands had her taking about six inches down her throat. He was pumping her face when she removed it gasping for air.
"Oh Michael, I love you, I love your big penis," She stuttered out as she breathed heavily.
He pulled her back down on him and she began sucking again. Her mouth was so full of his penis that it clogged her ears and she barely heard him grunt out "Call it a cock,"
She felt so slutty as she worshipped his monster "cock". She relaxed her throat muscles and was able to get another inch and a half inside. She had been bobbing her head up and down for about 15 minutes when she felt his penis swell up. It grew so big that she thought her jaw would break as the big head swelled up and began releasing his load.
It reminded her of a time at college when she had shotgunned a beer. At first the beer had poured smoothly down her throat, then she had gagged and the overflow had spilled out of her mouth.
His hot semen filled her belly, then her mouth and then it poured out the sides of her mouth around his cock and spilled down her chin. His cock jumped again and another stream filled her mouth. She liked the taste and hoped that in the future, she'd be able to swallow al of it. She removed her mouth from the head of his cock and was caught by surprise when another stream hit her in the face. She kissed his big head worshipfully.
Mark was surprised by Pamela's cock sucking ability. What she had lacked in skill she had made up for with enthusiasm. He needed a few minutes to recharge and he picked his new cock-slut up and roughly pushed her onto the bed so that her legs were dangling off the edge.
Pamela was caught off guard, as her husband tossed her onto the bed. Was he trying to make up for a years worth of lost sex in one night? She felt her legs pulled aside and his faced pressed against her vagina. Before she even had time to protest, Michael was thrusting his tongue in and out of her vagina. No, not her vagina, her pussy, he was thrusting his tongue in and out of her pussy. And it felt incredible. Her friends at school had told her about this and she had called them sluts and had stormed off to their laughter. Her belly was undulating uncontrollably and she was throwing her head back and forth when the third orgasm of her life erupted from the depths of her body.
Mark had been tugging on his cock as he ate her, and it was rock hard again by the time she orgasmed in his face. He stood and flipped the near comatose woman over onto her stomach. He pulled up her hips so that her pussy was level with his cock as he stood on the side of the bed. Her head was buried in the blankets and she moaned when he pushed the head between her vagina lips. "Oh Michael, please fuck me again," she screamed. "fuck meeee with that big cock."
Mark had pushed about eight inches into her before he met resistance. Will had done a good job stretching her out. He pushed in another inch and heard her moan in pleasure. her pussy was so tight and hot it was milking his cock, tryinhg to pull it in deeper. He was surprised that she was thrusting her ass back into him like she wanted more. He was fucking her hard with nine inches now and decided to slip in another, She screamed in orgasm when he reached ten inchs. Out of the hundreds of woman he had fucked, none had been able to take more then ten inches of his cock and most found ten uncomfortable. Mark knew instinctively that here was the bitch who could take it all. He fed another inch inside her as he fucked her hard. She screamed in pain at the eleven inch mark.
"Nooo Michael it hurts," she sobbed
Mark could hear her crying. He needed to take her mind off her pussy for a minute. He put two of his big fingers in his mouth to wet them and started working one around her anus. Pamela was shocked when she realized what her husband was doing. Her pussy still ached from the relentless pounding of his unsatiable monster and now he was working a finger into her ass.
"N..o M..ichael, d.. on't" she stuttered out, and cried "Aaaghh" as his finger pushed in deep. Pamela forgot about the pain in her pussy as it was replaced by the pain from the finger in her ass. Mark worked his other finger inside her ass, causing her to scream again. He knew Will would want a crack at her ass later and he was helping stretch her out as both his fingers combined were about the size of a white boys penis. She seemed adequately distracted now and he fed her all twelve inches of his fat cock. She didn't scream this time, just moaned and he felt the sheets slide up the bed as she must have been gripping them tightly.
Will had been wandering around downstairs. He fixed himself a drink and then walked outside, still naked, to get a breath of fresh air. He walked by the hot tub and decided to fire it up for later. He finished with the hot tub and walked inside. In the living room he looked up in surprise, he could hear the bed upstairs jumping every time his friend fed Pamela his cock. His own cock stirred as he imagined the fucking the white girl was getting from Mark. She'd never go back to white dick after this night. He sensed Mark was close to finishing and worked his way upstairs.
The pain was a fading memory and was quickly being overshadowed by waves of pleasure. Pamela thought that she had died and gone to heaven or maybe hell and the devil himself had decided to make her his fuck toy. That was it, only the devil could have a cock this large, no two cocks, one fucking her ass and one fucking her pussy.
She was now a complete slut for his cock. Her husband had invaded every orifice in her body and she would willingly submit to his every desire from now on. She wanted to scream for him to never stop fucking her, she wanted to tell him how much she loved his big cock, she wanted to tell him she loved having his dick in her mouth and that she loved the taste of his semen, but all she could get out was a long moan.
She felt it getting closer now. It had started deep in her body the minute the pain had gone. She was about to have the mother of all orgasms and the intensity of her feelings frightened her. Mark heard Will come into the room and pat him on the back. He grunted in reply.
"I'm going to c..cum, M..m.aster" she screamed.
Will reached over and screwed the light bulb back in until the light flickered on. Pamela buried her head in the blankets until her eyes got used to the light.
"I'm going to c..um all over your b..big c..cock again." she loudly moaned as she got up on her hands and knees thrusting back into him hard. Pamela could feel the waves of pleasure spreading out through her body and she turned to smile at her husband. The first thing she saw was a giant naked black man standing by the lamp, grinning at her. The image seemed somehow surreal and she turned to look at Michael. Her eyes opened wide in horror at the sight of the black giant fucking her. Sweat was pouring down his face and his massive muscles were rippling on his chest. His eyes were closed in concentration and he bellowed as he sprayed his load into her pussy. His cum hit places she didn't know she had and the feeling put her over the edge as the super orgasm erupted from her body. She let out a scream so loud that the other black man covered his ears with his hands. Pamela's eyes rolled up in her head and she passed out from the pleasure.
Will looked over at the collapsed woman. She was covered in dried sperm around her mouth and chest. Her pussy ws gaping wide and fresh sperm was pouring out in waves. It made her look even more beautiful.
"I've never seen anything like that in my life," Will said in awe. Mark's eyes were still closed and he just grunted as he gasped for air. The sweat glistened off his heaving chest. "Hey buddy, you look a sight, I fired up the hot tub. Lets go soak" Will said. Mark opened his eyes and grinned at his friend. He threw the comatose Pamela over his shoulder and they headed out the door.
"She took it all Will," said Mark still in a state of shock.
Will just shook his head. he was as surprised as Mark. "Just what was all that "Master" shit about.?" he asked.
"I don't know," replied Mark swelling up with pride. "but I liked it." They made it downstairs and Will went to mix them some drinks. Mark climbed the ladder to the hot tub and sat Pamela down. He lowered himself in and sighed with pleasure as the heat penetrated through to his joints. Will soon joined him and they were laughing as they exchanged stories about the evening. They heard Pamela stirring.
She awoke form a fantastic dream. She was at her wedding, but instead of a wedding gown she was wearing her leopard print bikini as she married Michael. Then after they has said their "I do's" and kissed, she hurried through the crowd towards the beach. Only to bump into the arms of a giant black African warrior.The Black man had told her, "Now my jungle queen, you are ready to submit to the Nubian warrior." He had forced her to her knees and she was surprised to see that he had two cocks, one was a beautiful shiny foot long black monster,and the one above it was white, half the size of the black one and it was covered in vaseline. "Choose" he had demanded and she had began sucking on the black cock as her parents, husband, and all the wedding guests applauded in the background.
Pamela opened her eyes and lazily looked around the tub she was soaking in. She jumped in shock when she saw the black men staring at her intently. Tears burst from her eyes as she struggled towards the ladder. "No, no, this can't be happening," she cried in agony when two strong hands grabbed her ankles and pulled her back into the tub. They sat her up and sandwiched her between their two strong bodies. Her nipples were right at the water level and the fear and the heat had caused them to become erect. The two black men began playing with her breasts as she sat there crying and feeling helpless. She felt herself becoming aroused again as they explored her body.



The bigger black man on her right, she now recognized him as the bartender from her wedding, looked so handsome, so diferent from the intense animal she had seen fucking her a short time ago. She shivered at the memory of the massive orgasm his monster cock had given her. The size differences, the kinky hair, and the hard chests, they all made sense now.
"W..what have you d.one with my husand?" she asked.
They just grinned at her and filled her in on the whole sordid story. At least Michael was alright, she thought and she smiled when they told her that her husband never had to know about her infideliy and that she now knew how to please him better. They were both rubbing her legs and one had slipped a finger into her pussy causing her to sigh with pleasure. She could see the fat heads of their giant cocks, hard again, and bobbing in the water.
"P.please stand up," she begged. "I want to see you."
Mark and Will grinned at each other and stood up.
Pamela gazed in awe, as the water cascaded down the two perfect bodies before her. Every muscle in their bodies was well defined from their necks to their washboard abs and the monster cocks jutting out before them. She examined Will's cock first. It was a beautiful black cucumber that stood out about nine inches. This wonderful thing had given her, her first orgasm. "Thank you," she said and she kissed the head of his cock.
She then turned her attention to Mark's cock. She still didn't know how she had gotten that shiny black monster all the way inside her. As if he could read her mind, Mark said, "No bitch has ever taken it all before you did." She flushed with pride at the compliment as she stared at the black beauty dangling before her eyes. This thing had taken control of her body and mind. It had changed the way she thought about sex and about herself. She thought of herself as a cock-slut now. Just a tool to serve the needs of any dominant male. This was the thing that she had submitted to completely. "Master," she said out loud just before she started slurping on it lovingly.
Will looked at his friend in surprise as the beautiful white woman worshipped his cock. Mark looked down at his slave. "Bitch, our drinks are empty." She looked up startled, then scrambled to go fix them some drinks. "And go put that jungle bikini on for me," Mark yelled down at her.
She fixed them all some drinks and ran upstairs to throw her bikini on. She looked at herself in the mirror of the bathroom. She was a mess and quickly cleaned herself off and touched up her make up. Pamla looked at the bikini and folded the bra edges inwards a little making it even smaller. She then pulled the back of her panties up into her ass, making it look lke a thong. She wanted to please these two black gods, so that they'd fuck her again. She paused and looked in on Michael, still lying on the floor. She kissed him on the forehead. "I'm sorry honey," she said."Everything will be back to normal in a few hours, and I've learned a lot about how to please you."
She hurried downstairs, grabbed the drinks and handed them up to Will and Mark. "Good, now go get us something to eat," Mark ordered her again. It felt good to please her men as she fixed them up some platters of leftovers.
They had her stand in the center of the hot tub and model her bikini for them, while they ate. Mark told her to suck on Wills cock and she squeeled with delight as she dropped down to her knees and plopped his cock into her mouth. Pamela sucked on him for a while and then sat up and nestled his long cock between her breasts and began squeezing them around his shaft. He sighed when she put the head into her mouth and bean sucking on it contentedly as she ran her tits up and down his shaft.
"Enough," ordered Mark. "Come here."
Pamela let out a sigh of despair when she released Will's cock. She really wanted to have him cum in her mouth. Her disappointment was quickly replaced with pleasure when Mark pulled her down onto his fat cock again. He groaned as he slid into her. She took all 12" easily this time and she moaned as she rode up and down his shaft. Mark grabbed her ass with his hands and held her still. Her anus was right at the water level and filled with water as he pulled her cheeks apart. Mark looked over her shoulder at WIll invitingly.
Will positioned his cock head on her rosebud and pushed in. She was still stretched out and the wetness helped her take most of his cock all the way inside her ass before she started squirming in pain. Pamela had never felt so full in her life. She ignored the pain and started cocncentrating on pleasing the men. Soon she was screaming as another orgasm permeated her body. "Fuck my ass, fuck my pussy, never stop fucking meee," she screamed in pleasure.
The orgasms just kept coming like a rapid series of machine gun bursts and she felt like she was going to pass out again. "Ooooh, you guys are good at this," she moaned.
"We've had plenty of practice," Mark grunted in her ear. Their rhythm was perfect as she rode their cocks. They had been fucking her like this for about half an hour when she felt them cum again, filling her pussy and ass. Their orgasms triggered another big one and she passed out again from the pleasure.
*****************
She awoke the next morning in her bed. Michael was stiring next to her. Briefly she thought it had all been a dream, but her whole body was sore as she stretched and the sheet was wet from where al their semen had leaked out of her ass and pussy.
"W..what happened," groaned Michael as he held his head.
He couldn't remember a thing. His wife would be furious at him for passing out on her. He glanced over at Pamela and he saw the red marks all over her gorgeous body and the dried sperm crusted on her mouth and crotch area. He must of really fucked the shit out of her. He smiled she was absolutely stunning and seemed to be glowing with an inner beauty. His six inch cock was the hardest its ever been as he looked at her.
"How was it," he asked. Startled she looked over at her husband. "It was better then I ever imagined it could be," she replied. He swelled up with pride at the compliment and heard her moan with pleasure as he pulled her on top of him for round two. His penis slid in easily. He was surprised and disappointed at her looseness. Where was the tight virginal woman he thought he had married? He couldn't believe that he hadn't had sex in a year for this.
Pamela moaned with pleasure when she felt Michaels cock head penetrate her pussy. Finally, she was going to have sex with the man she loved. She felt very little once the head was in.
"Oooh lover, let me have the rest of your cock," she begged.
Michael looked down at his penis buried inside her to the hilt and then up at his wife. They just sat there and stared at each other.
The women were going wild at the club as the hunk cowboy slowly stripped before them. Mark was behind the bar, his chest was bare except for a bow tie. It was a busy night and he was taking advantage of a brief lull to catch up on the dishes behind the bar. The cowboy, Stallion, was a favorite amongst the regulars and always drew the crowd away from the bar and towards the stage. He was bending over when someone said.
"Whats a girl gotta do to get a drink around here"
Mark looked up into the grinning face of the beautiful Pamela Scott. He knew she would be tracking him down sooner or later.
"I said whats a girl gotta do to get a drink around here?" Pamela repeated.
Mark grinned and replied, "Whatever I tell her to do."



            The Unwanted Houseguest

            The slow evolution of a wife into a slut.

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/the-unwanted-houseguest

Title: The Unwanted Houseguest

Author: Stormbringer

Category: Loving Wives

Description: The slow evolution of a wife into a slut.

Tags: beth laid, steve slut, thinking steve, beth feeling, beth wearing, women studies, beth needed, brother semen, steve hung, slut beth

Series: The Unwanted Houseguest


Chapter 1: Poker on Christmas Day
Beth set the beer down in front of her husband, David with a hard thud. She was really pissed off at him. She was pissed, that it was Christmas and her best present had been some sexy new lingerie, which she hated because it objectified women. She had reluctantly agreed to try it on for him tonight and here he was ignoring her, playing poker with his brother. She was pissed off that David had drank a little too much and that he had gotten carried away, betting part of their rent money. She was also pissed that his good-for-nothing brother had been living with them for the last month, rent free.
Beth hated Steve with a passion. He represented everything she found reprehensible about men. Steve always expected her to wait on him hand and foot, bringing him beer while he watched football, doing his laundry for him, and all other things that he considered woman's work. Beth always refused which seemed to shock the hell out of her brother-in-law. Beth and David on the other hand shared every household chore, like married people should. She considered herself a liberated woman and loathed Steve as a typical male chauvinist pig.
David and Beth had been married for two years. They had been introduced by their parents at church. David had stared in awe at the beautiful young woman standing before him. She had long curly brown hair that reached down to her firm, oversized, twenty year old breasts. Her thin waist and large hips gave her the perfect hourglass figure. She wore a tasteful, conservative blue dress that reached her ankles. The beautiful young woman's buxom figure seemed to strain at her dress demanding freedom from the confining clothes.
Beth may have been a conservative, intellectual, feminist at heart but her body was that of the hottest stripper or porn star and David sensed there was a caged wild animal just waiting to be released underneath her bulky clothes. David had pursued her and eventually she agreed to go out with him. Beth was taking women's studies at college and they were only able to see each other on weekends. They had been dating a year when she found out he had a brother. David's mother had just rolled her eyes and explained how Steve had always been the black sheep of the family. He had joined the Merchant Marine and after that spent his time traveling the country on his motorcycle doing odd jobs here and there, never staying in one place long, a typical wanderer.
David and Beth got married two years after meeting each other. Steve had strolled into the church on the day of the wedding, surprising everyone. Beth couldn't believe that Steve was related to her husband. David was 5'6" and really skinny. He didn't have an ounce of fat on his body, but then he didn't have any muscles either. She loved him because he understood that marriage was a partnership and he treated her as an equal in every way. Steve on the other hand was a giant. He rippled with muscles and towered over everyone at the wedding reception. His skin was tan from being outdoors on his motorcycle and her bridesmaids giggled over his rugged good looks. David had introduced her to Steve and her new brother-in-law had openly eyed her body and whistled as he shook her hand. She found his behaviour to be inappropriate, primitive, and offensive, causing her to immediately dislike him.
David had taken Beth's virginity on their wedding night and ever since then he had been trying to loosen her up in bed. David couldn't get enough of her body and wanted sex constantly, which was a shame because she didn't seem to enjoy sex very much and could take it or leave it. His dreams were of oral and anal sex, but he could never get her beyond plain old intercourse under the sheets with the lights turned out. David had bought a couple of adult movies, hoping that they would turn her on and give her a few ideas. She had sat through the first complaining about how it treated women as objects and how offensive it was. He noticed she had shut up during a scene in which a stud with a large seven inch penis was getting a blow job from a slutty big breasted blonde. He glanced over at his wife and found her staring at the screen, her mouth hanging open in amazement. She had left for bed after that and David followed later, after finishing the film. He had climbed on top of her and inserted his skinny five and a half inch penis into her vagina finding her to be soaking wet. They had some of the best sex of their marriage that night, but all his hopes of a wilder, kinky wife never materialized.
They had been married a year when Steve made his second visit. He asked to stay with them and though he was typically rude and obnoxious, Beth put up with him because it was only for a couple of days. On his last day in town Steve asked if David had any porns and since Beth was sleeping, David got them out and popped one into the vcr. He hit play and the screen immediately lit up with the image of the large dicked man getting a blowjob from the blonde. Steve laughed and asked if this was David's favorite scene. David blushed and replied that he must not have rewound it all the way. They finished the movie and he put another one in. The screen showed a black man with the largest penis David had ever seen, having anal sex with a well built white girl. His black rod must have been 8" long and extremely thick to boot. Steve had laughed at him again and David blurted out that his wife must be watching them. Much to David's embarrassment Steve told him that his wife must have a thing for big cocks, since she wasn't getting one at home. The day before Steve had walked in on David, when he was changing and had laughed at the little worm dangling between his brother's legs. David had been so ashamed, that he suppressed his memory of the incident.
Steve showed up again a year later at Thanksgiving and asked to stay through January if he could find a bartending job. Steve wanted to save up enough money to head out to California. Beth was furious but relented when he agreed to pay for his share of the bills. They had been struggling to make ends meat for the past year. David had a fairly decent job as an accountant and Beth had discovered that women's studies hadn't exactly opened up a lot of career opportunities for her and she was waiting tables at a nearby diner, much to her displeasure.
************
David looked at the pot. There had to have been at least $600 there. He glanced at his cards for the hundredth time, four sevens. His cocky brother had just raised him another fifty bucks, money that David didn't have. The game had gotten out of hand, with each brother throwing in money until the stakes had gotten this serious. David looked up at his brother, Steve was staring back at with a huge grin on his face as he waited for David's bet. David glanced over at his wife. She was holding another beer bottle for him and staring at the money on the table. They could sure use the extra cash as they were a little strapped for the holidays.
"I don't have enough," he said.
"Well then," said Steve triumphantly, "I'll just have to take all this cash."
He was reaching out for the money when his brother interrupted him.
"Maybe, I can offer you something else," David said. David couldn't pass up this much cash just because he was short a little money. He had four-of-a-kind, playing one on one with his brother at poker. What were the odds of Steve having a better hand?
"What you offering?" Steve asked.
David asked, "What do I have that you want?"
Steve's eyes immediately went to Beth standing there with a beer in her hand. "How about a blow job from that sexy wife of yours?" David stared at his brother in shock and heard Beth gasp and then the sound of the beer bottle shattering as it hit the floor.
"You filthy pervert," she said in disgust and went to get a broom and towel to clean up the beer and broken glass.
"I can't do that Steve," said David. "For one thing I don't own her to bet with and for another thing it's adultery and that's a sin. He heard Beth return and stand behind him looking at his four sevens.
Steve said, "It's not adultery according to the President, but I'll make you a deal. If you win you keep the money and if I win, I keep half the money and your wife has to jerk me off. You can keep the other half of the cash."
David had opened his mouth to reply, "no way" when Beth interrupted and said she'd do it. He looked up at her in surprise and she pulled him into the kitchen.
Beth told her husband that there was no way that Steve could beat four-of-a-kind and that they couldn't afford to lose half their rent money, even if he did have a better hand. Beth added that they could sure use all the money in the pot and that Steve owed them anyway for letting him live there rent free. They argued for a minute and they returned to Steve, after David reluctantly gave in to her.
"Alright, its a bet," said David holding his cards confidently, while his wife stood behind him.
"Ok," replied Steve with a grin. "On one condition. Beth has to wear that sexy pair of bra and panties you gave her, when she does it."
Beth clenched her teeth with rage. She was furious at her husband for putting her in this position and for showing his big jerk of a brother, the sleazy lingerie David had given her. Decent women simply didn't wear outfits like that in front of men, including their husbands. She gave David a look that told him he would be paying for this later on, after they won the money. "Lets just get this over with," she said, her heart thumping in her chest from nervousness.
Steve smiled and said, "lets see what you got."
David spread his cards out revealing his four sevens and he and Beth both shouted in delight at the look of surprise on Steve's face. David was reaching out to gather up his money when Steve stopped him and spread out his cards, four queens. David was crestfallen and Beth just gasped in shock.
"Steve, your not really planning on making Beth go through with it or you?" David asked.
Steve looked at Beth, she was staring at him hopefully. He openly looked down her incredible figure and felt his cock stir. It looked like her body was straining to be free of her clothes. The only women he had seen with figures like hers were strippers or porn stars and their bodies were usually half fake. "A bets a bet bro," Steve said still staring at Beth. "You were going to keep all the money if you won right? Now Beth you run upstairs and change into that sexy outfit and bring back some vaseline with you."
David looked at his wife. She was looking at his brother with both anger and disgust written all over her face. "Honey, you don't have to do it if you don't want to," he told her. "Steve can keep all the money and I'll pick up some extra hours at work to cover the rent."
Beth shot her husband a look filled with just as much disgust as she was giving his brother. "No dammit, serves you right for getting me in this mess." She turned and angrily stomped off upstairs to change.
David dejectedly watched his brother divide up their money. At least he got to keep half, not needing to worry about the rent now, and all Beth had to do was tug on Steve's penis a couple times. David saw his brother breathing heavily with excitement as he waited for Beth and David suddenly remembered something a little unnerving. David was twenty five and Steve was seven years older so they didn't have the same friends in school. Even so, rumors about what a stud his brother was had trickled down to David's class. Steve had a reputation for being extremely well hung and he had apparently nailed dozens of women before leaving for the Merchant Marine. David on the other hand, had only had one blow job and been jerked off once before losing his virginity with Beth. He remembered the girls coming on really strong, but they had seemed disappointed with his little penis. They never returned his phone calls after the first date. Had his brother's reputation caused them to hit on him? David suddenly remembered the incident with the videos from Steve's last visit. Beth apparently had a fascination with big penises and if the rumors were true, she was about to see one in person. Surely, Steve had forgotten about that incident also? Hadn't he?
**********
Beth's clothes hit the floor and she sighed in relief as the cool air caressed her body. She always felt so hot and claustrophobic wearing such heavy dresses, but she endured it since intelligent, decent women always covered up their bodies. She was surprised to see her nipples were hard and jutting out about half an inch. She pinched her nipples and moaned softly in pleasure at their sensitivety. She attributed it to the cold from the air conditioner and went back to changing. Beth put the christmas box on the bathroom sink and removed the little red panties. They were see through and fringed with white fluff, like a Santa hat. She slid them on, the thong running up between her butt cheeks. The bra matched the panties and she put it on, noticing that her areola were visible through the thin material. Her long nipples stretched the thin material out even further. Surprisingly, the outfit felt very comfortable. It seemed to caress her body and she found herself wishing that she could wear this little all the time so that she wouldn't feel so constrained. There was also a Santa hat in the box to complete the sexy Mrs. Claus look, but she ignored it. She looked at herself in the mirror. It was hard not to feel proud for looking this good, despite being so conservative. Her looks and figure were better then the sluts in David's porno movies and she shivered as she thought about the big fake penises in his movies, especially the unreal black penis being rammed into that one whores's ass. She had never confessed to liking David's movies as she considered them undignified, but there was no denying how much they excited her when she secretly watched them. Beth spun around seeing her bare ass and realized she was about to show off more of her body to her brother-in-law then anyone including her husband had ever seen. She grabbed the vaseline, put on her robe and headed down stairs. Beth knew that this was as much her fault as it was David's and felt that the humiliation would be punishment enough for both of them. Besides, it would be all over in a couple minutes.
Steve had a smug, superior look on his face when Beth entered wearing the short robe. "Alright Beth," he said. "Lets see what you've got."
Beth flashed her brother-in-law a nasty look that spoke volumes, and with a resigned shrug, she opened the robe and let it fall to the floor. She braced herself for the whistles and catcalls, but they never came. What did surprise her was the reaction she was getting from the two men. David was staring at her lustfully and she could see the outline of his erect penis beneath his jeans. Steve on the other hand had stood up straight and looked like he was about to rape her right on the spot. She shivered in fear as she looked up at him towering over her. Beth was both surprised and disappointed in herself for finding that the experience was actually arousing her. Here she was a strong, intelligent woman getting turned on by showing off her body before her husband and a man that she despised with a passion.
Merry "fucking" christmas, thought Steve as he eyed Beth dressed as a sexy Mrs. Claus. He knew she had been hiding a hot body under all those clothes, but he never imagined it was this perfect. How did my wimpy little brother score a babe this hot, he thought? "Let's see a little more," said Steve as he made a circling motion with his fingers.
Beth was ready to slap him, but just gritted her teeth and spun around, showing off her bare rear end and the rest of her body. "Come on Steve lets get this over with," she said. "Take it out."
Steve shook his head no. "You get to do the honors," he said as he pulled his shirt off over his head.
She found herself staring at his bare chest and she couldn't help but be impressed with his physique, despite her feelings for him personally. She looked down at his pants and reached out to unbuckle his belt. She was reaching for his buttons, when she felt him put his hands on her shoulders and push her down to her knees. She tried to resist, but he was just to strong and she relented, kneeling before his crotch. His pants were really stretched out in the front and she assumed they must be too big for him. She wanted to get this unpleasant experience over with and quickly unbuttoned his pants pulling the zipper down. She tugged at his jeans and struggled to get his tight pants down over his hips. When she had them down around his ankles he stepped out of them and she reached up to yank off his white briefs and stopped. The bulge contained under his briefs was simply immense. Beth was confused and shook her head in denial. She had always thought that her husband had a nice sized penis and that the large ones in the pornos were fake. He must have stuffed a sock or three in there, she reasoned. She grabbed the waist band of his underwear and jumped back in surprise as his massive penis leaped out at her and rested half erect against her right cheek. His penis must be at least 10" long she thought to herself in shock. His giant penis rubbed against her cheek and then started to rise up the side of her face and it came to rest against her forehead. Beth found herself looking down the underside of his massive shaft at the big blue vein underneath, pulsing with power. It had grown another inch and she realized that it had to be just short of a foot long at full erection. Steve's penis was close to three times the length of her husband's and twice as thick. Even his testicles are bigger then David's she thought as she stared at his big hairy balls. She felt Steve pull back a little and his penis slowly slid down her face over the bridge of her nose and the fat head came to rest on her parted lips. She was still staring ahead in a state of shock and as she felt it on her lips she glanced down its length and then up Steve's hard, muscular body and she saw his face grinning down at her. Beth spent the next couple of days wondering why she reacted the way she did, but as she thought of herself kneeling half naked before such a strong, powerful man with his super-sized penis resting against her mouth, without thinking, she pursed her lips and kissed its plump head. Beth quickly came to her senses and pulled back so that his penis hovered before her face horrified at what she had done. She briefly worried about David but, he was behind her and hopefully hadn't seen her do it.
Steve had seen it of course, and he laughed. "What's a matter Beth," he said. "I thought you were in a hurry to jack off my cock."
Beth was offended by his course language. She was in a hurry to get this over with, but the size of his c.., his penis had shocked her. Never taking her eyes off his incredible co.., penis, she reached up and grabbed the vaseline. She put a a glob on her hand and then thinking that it would take a lot more to cover such a large coc.., penis, she scooped up a larger glob. Beth reached out her vaseline covered hand and for the first time in her life grabbed a cock other then her husbands. Steve's cock was so much bigger then her husbands little penis that she gathered up even more vaseline on her other hand. She covered the head with vaseline and ran her hand down to the base, lubricating it thoroughly and she measured him with both hands to see how big it was. It took four of her hands to cover the shaft and his cock's fat head was still peaking out at her. Her fingers couldn't touch as they encircled it and she could feel it throbbing in her hands. David's erections were always soft and bendable but Steve's cock was so hard that you could hammer nails with it.



Beth was both awed and shocked by Steve's cock. She began tugging on it with both hands and then she began running her hands up and down his foot long shaft, stopping only to put on more vaseline. Beth never took her eyes of Steve's cock as she stroked it. She became memorized by the rhythmic movement of her hands gliding up and down his shaft and entered a strange dreamlike state. In her dreams, her hands turned into lips and she was impossibly swallowing all twelve inches of his rod down her throat. Then her lips grew hairy and his cock was pounding into her vagina, no her vagina was for her husband. Steve was fucking her pussy. His massive shaft darkened, turning black and then she was the blonde slut in the video taking his black cock up her ass. She dreamed she was Steve's slut and all three of her holes were filled at once by three 12" cocks. She moaned softly at the thought of having all her holes stuffed full of cocks that large.
David moved around to the side to get a better view. He heard his wife moan and realized that his worst fears had come true. She was completely enthralled by his brother's gigantic penis and after seeing it for himself he couldn't blame her. David was both worried, ashamed, and surprisingly, excited at the same time. If these two had been strangers, he would be observing the most erotic sight of his life. He wasn't used to seeing Beth dressed so sluttily and it was easy to pretend she was some porn goddess stroking off the penis of some well hung stud. David's little penis was so hard it ached under his pants and he yearned to release it.
Beth's tired arms brought her out of her dream and she hated herself for the thoughts that had gone through her mind. She didn't want to take her eyes off that beautiful cock, but she managed to glance at the clock. Then she glanced back, she must have been confused about the time, because she could swear she had started jerking him off fifty minutes ago. Impossible, she thought, it should have been over in five minutes, but then why were her arms so tired? She glanced up at her brother-in-law and found he was still staring down at her an arrogant smirk on his face. There was sweat on his brow and he was breathing heavy. She felt his cock throbbing under her hands, and she returned her attention to his shaft. The head was swelling up even bigger and its eye was opening and closing with each stroke of her hand. She started stroking it faster now. The power she felt at knowing she was about to make him orgasm giving her arms the strength to finish. Beth brought her head down to get a better view of the drops of semen that were about to trickle out of the pee slit. The hood just continued to swell even larger and just when she thought Steve was going to last forever, she saw the eye open wide and then his hot white seed was spraying her face. Her mouth opened wide as she pulled back in horror and she saw a long strand of his cum blast from the head of his cock and it flew into her mouth, striking the back of her throat. Beth gulped as she tried to scream and swallowed his hot cum down before she had time to think. More strands of semen hit her face and breasts soiling her red bra. She fell back trying to escape his sperm bath and even more of his semen splattered on her belly and abdomen. Beth scurried to her feet and ran up the stairs crying.
**********
She could barely see herself in the bathroom mirror through her tears and wiped her eyes. The beautiful woman she had been proud of an hour ago was gone, replaced by a sperm covered slut from one of her husband's pornos. She saw her soiled new lingerie, splattered with semen and she stripped naked, throwing the stained bra and panties into the trash. She stood there panting heavily watching her large breasts rising and falling with each breath. Beth was very confused. She had read somewhere that the male orgasm normally only filled up a tea spoon, yet Steve's cum could fill up at least three shot glasses. Some sperm was dripping down over her left nipple and she went to wipe it up with her finger, but instead found herself rubbing his semen around her hard nipple, moaning as the pungent aroma of so much cum overwhelmed her sense of smell, intoxicating her with it's smell. She still could taste him in her mouth as she brought up her cum coated fingers and began to lick them. She found herself scooping up his semen and shovelling it into her mouth trying to taste more. Beth became a ravenous animal and couldn't get enough, licking around her lips trying to get it all. She then eyed the sperm on her nipple and she bent her neck and pushed her breast up, licking one long nipple clean. Beth was out of control, scooping a glob of his seed out of her belly button and quickly sucked it off her finger. The only semen left untouched, was on her abdomen and it was trickling down onto her pubic hair. She scooped it up and was about to bring her finger up to her mouth, when her hand reversed course and pushed her cum covered finger into her vagina, trying to push his seed deep into her womb. Beth's legs grew wobbly as she fingered her hungry pussy. She collapsed to her knees, then she fell forward on her shoulder before the toilet, with her ass thrust up in the air as she rapidly fingered herself. She moaned softly and opening her eyes saw the light reflect off another glob of semen on her red bra hanging out of the trash can before her. Resting her weight on her shoulder, she reached out her free hand and scooped it off the bra. She stared at it shining on her fingertip for a couple of seconds before bringing her hand up over her rear end. She pushed her cum covered finger into her rectum, pushing his remaining sperm deep into her ass. Beth was trembling and moaning softly as she moved her fingers in and out of her two holes. It was a strange, fulfilling experience, and she felt an unfamiliar, but incredible feeling growing deep within her belly and then it erupted spreading waves of pleasure throughout her body. Her ass clenched her finger tight and she felt her pussy expand and contract as the finger in it got soaked by her juices. The powerful feeling frightened her at first, until she realized that she must of had her first orgasm, while pushing another mans sperm into a place only her husbands had gone and another place no man's cum had ever been, until now.
Beth felt another one coming and tried to fight it, whispering "I hate him. I don't want that big cock," over and over again, but she shook and almost screamed as the second orgasm overwhelmed her and the pleasure caused her to pass out to dreams of being dominated by her brother-in-law's giant cock.
She awoke soon afterwards to a pounding on the door and she pushed herself to her hands and knees, her head hanging before the toilet.
David stuck his head in and said "You ok there honey?"
Beth nodded and pointed at the toilet like she was going to throw up.
"Yell, if you need anything," he said. "and Beth I'm sorry about all this." David saw his wife look at him sadly without saying anything and he said, "I'll be waiting for you in the bedroom." David closed the door a little relieved. She wasn't as covered in his brother's cum as he thought. If she was sick to her stomach she probably wouldn't have had time to clean it off. So, he reasoned, it must have looked a lot worse then it had been. David felt a little better, as he stripped and got into bed.
Beth threw herself into the shower. The strange urges that had overwhelmed her were gone and she was filled with self loathing as she tried to scrub all traces of his sperm off her body. She spent thirty minutes rubbing soap everywhere his cum had touched her and she still didn't feel clean. She finally got out of the shower when the hot water turned cold. There were tears in her eyes as she brushed her teeth, at least five times, rinsing out her mouth with mouthwash after each one. She looked at the toothbrush and threw it into the trash on top of her ruined lingerie. She could by a new toothbrush tomorrow.
Beth hated Steve more then ever now. No decent man would ever make her do what he did. Why didn't he warn her about the size of his orgasms? She was disgusted with her husband from not stopping her from going through with it and for not being a man and throwing his brother out of their house, but most of all she hated herself for reacting the way she had.
David lay in bed waiting for his wife. He was hornier then he had ever been in his life and was worried she would be too pissed off or sick to her stomach to make love to him. He needn't have worried, Beth practically threw herself on him. She spread her legs and ground her pussy against his pubic hairs trying to get him deep inside her as she rode him up and down. She was trying to kiss him but all he could think of was his brother's semen shooting into her mouth and he kept turning his head away from her.
Beth felt her husband squirming underneath her to avoid kissing her mouth, and she figured he must think she had vomited. She forcefully grabbed his head and kissed him on the lips slipping her tongue in and out of his mouth. He resisted at first and then kissed her back. She needed the familiar taste and smell of her husband to cover up her memory of Steve. Typical of David, she felt his penis swell up and ejaculate inside her after five minutes. His small load didn't even penetrate as far as her finger had and did little to stop the invading sperm of his brother. Still, it was the best sex they had ever had and she collapsed beside him, exhausted.
They lay side by side panting and David yawned saying, "Steve sure is well hung, isn't he?"
"I had no idea there were cocks that big," she whispered back, staring at the roof, eye wide open at the memory.
David's eyes narrowed, "What did you say?"
Beth caught her mistake and replied, "I said, I didn't know penises got that large."
"Oh" said David closing his eyes, "I love you Beth,"
"I love you too." she replied thinking about Steve's cock. Beth laid awake all night thinking of the foot long monster waiting on the couch downstairs. Exhausted, she finally fell asleep about dawn.
Steve slowly stroked his cock all night waiting for Beth to come to him. No woman had ever been able to resist his penis once they had seen it. The sun was coming up, when he realized she probably wasn't coming and he was both surprised and delighted to think that he had a challenge on his hands.
Chapter 2: Pool on New Years Eve
David finished combing his hair and headed downstairs while Beth was still in the shower. He hadn't slept well as he kept having disturbing dreams about his wife and brother all night long. He kissed his wife good morning and noticed she looked exhausted, like she hadn't slept very well either.
He went down to the kitchen and poured some coffee, Steve was sitting at the table reading the sports section of the morning paper wearing only his sweat pants. Steve's eyes were blood shot, showing that no one had gotten any sleep that night.
David sipped his coffee and looked out the sliding glass door, out over the neighbors houses at the Miami skyline in the distance. He adjusted the glasses on his nose and summoned his courage drawing himself up to his full height, which was still a foot shorter then Steve. David turned and looked at his brother quietly reading the paper. "Steve," he said. His brother just grunted in reply, not taking his eyes off yesterdays scores.
"I want you to know, that I consider your behaviour last night to be disgusting and immoral. If you ever so much as attempt to do anything like that again, I'm going to ask you to leave."
Steve couldn't believe his ears. The wimp had actually stood up to him and for a split second he was proud of his little brother. David was clearly quite nervous and was shaking as he reprimanded his much bigger sibling. Steve never regretted anything he had ever done and he tried to imagine what being remorseful felt like. When he thought he had it, he got a sad, apologetic look on his face. "I'm sorry David. I know I can be a jerk and last nights behaviour was way out of line. It was just that I was drunk, and I hadn't gotten laid in three days, so I was horny as hell.. I know Beth doesn't like me and I promise I'll show her more respect from now on."
David sighed in relief when Steve didn't kill him. He thanked his brother for understanding his position and left for work. He walked out onto the deck and was heading to his car when it hit him. That had been only three days worth of cum, yet it had been more sperm then his own balls produced in a year. What if it had been a week since Steve had gotten off? A year? David briefly pictured Beth drowning in a pool filled with his brother's semen and shuddered in horror at the thought.
Steve watched his brother drive away and promptly removed his sweats, throwing them out into the living room on the couch. He sat there clad only in his tight white briefs from last night and as he had a good hard morning erection, it showed off his bulge superbly.
Beth was also trying to drum up the courage to face Steve. Everywhere she looked were reminders of his big, thick, cock, from her can of hair spray to the curtain rod in the shower. She finished putting on her bulky, pink waitress uniform and went down into the kitchen, knowing Steve would be there.
She suppressed a gasp when she saw him sitting at the table practically naked. His legs were spread wide showing off the enormous bulge beneath his underwear as he sat there quietly reading the paper. She tried to suppress the memory of last night as she got a bowl of cereal out of the cupboard. Beth opened the refrigerator and found herself staring at a large fat cucumber. She ran her hand down the hard, rough skin of the cucumber and grabbed the carton of milk behind it. After filling up her bowl, she saw three long bananas sitting on the counter and thought that one would taste pretty good in her cereal, so she grabbed the biggest one and peeled off the skin. She looked at the long white fruit and decided she didn't want to cut it up to put in her bowl for some reason and stared at it lying on the counter as she ate her cereal. Beth was uncomfortable with Steve in the room and she wanted to get moving. She looked up at the cock on the wall and realized she was running late. She grabbed his meat out of the freezer and threw it into their cock pot, to let it slow cock all day. It was David's turn to make dinner that night and he would finish it when he got home. She was relieved to think that it would just be her and her husband as Steve would be bartending until late. She grabbed her purse and the banana and walked out onto the hard wood dick and around the garage to her car. She sat in her car in the driveway for a couple minutes and thought about Steve. Just thinking about him made her mad and she was growing angrier by the minute. Why had he ignored her? She had braced herself to be humiliated and teased by the man she hated and all she had gotten was silence. Why hadn't he thanked her getting him off? She didn't even know if he had enjoyed it and for some reason she hoped he had, but did he throw so much as a kind word in her direction. She even wished he had laughed at her when she came into the kitchen, anything but ignoring her. Oh how I hate that arrogant bastard, she thought.
Beth was thinking of Steve's hard body as she looked at herself in the rear view mirror. She brought the banana up to her mouth to take a bite and rested it on her lips, seeing it in the mirror. A horrible, foreign thought popped into her mind and she pictured herself crawling under the kitchen table and pulling down Steve's briefs, she had to know what it was like. Beth watched her mouth open and instead of biting, she pushed the banana in deep. She saw her cheeks bulging out as she took the long banana further into her mouth. She thought how natural it looked having something that large in her mouth and pictured how good the slutty blonde in the porno looked stuffing that laughable little seven inch penis down her throat. She was curious as to how much she could take and pushed the banana in deeper until she gagged, crushing the pulp. Like a starving animal she shoved the rest of the banana into her mouth, swallowing most of it without chewing. Beth was still hungry and thought about running inside for another banana, but then remembering she'd have to pass by Steve to get it, so she started the car and left for work.
**********
The rest of the week went by without incident much to David's relief. Steve had announced that he would be leaving by the end of January and Beth seemed a lot happier knowing he'd be out of their house soon. She avoided him whenever possible, but when he was around she seemed to make every effort to get along with him, from picking up after him to doing his laundry without complaint. She even seemed to anticipate when he wanted a beer and she would bring it out to the living room for him before he asked for one. She still complained in private to David, however, telling him she couldn't wait until he was gone.
New Years Eve
The three of them were getting along so well that Steve invited them to come out to the bar he worked at, to ring in the new year. Steve told his brother that he'd hook them up with drinks as he'd be quitting soon and didn't care if he got caught and fired. Steve fed them free beers and shooters all night and they were quite drunk by the time midnight rolled around.
"Three...two...one....Happy New Year," everyone shouted and the noise makers went off as the crowd downed the traditional glass of champagne.
Beth turned to her husband and gave him a quick kiss. Then seeing Steve had no one to kiss, she leaned across the bar, smiling and puckered up. She felt Steve grab the back of her head and he held her lips to his as his tongue slipped inside her mouth. She wanted to fight it and resisted at first, but then she began kissing him back. Beth could practically hear her nipples pop out under her bra as Steve gave her a kiss that curled her toes. She pulled away from him breathing heavily her face flushed, caught between wanting to slap him or begging him for another kiss. She stared at him for a moment before turning back to her husband, he was out of it and hadn't seen anything. Steve just nonchalantly returned to his bar tending duties like nothing had happened.
Beth told David she was ready to go and realizing that they were both too drunk to drive home, she asked Steve to call them a taxi. He told her that he'd be off soon and would drive them home. They could take him to pick up his bike in the morning. Beth agreed as Steve hadn't been able to drink to much while working and seemed sober.
Beth was really wound up and wide awake. She wanted to keep celebrating as she sat next to Steve in the front seat of their car. David on the other hand had passed out in the back seat. She glanced over at Steve driving. He was wearing khaki shorts and a tight blue tank top that showed off his biceps well. She couldn't resist glancing down at his crotch and was excited to see the large outline of his cock underneath his shorts. She glanced away before he could catch her staring at him.
Steve pulled into their driveway, shook David awake, and asked, "Anybody up for some pool?"
Both David and Beth said, "yes" and they left the car and went into the garage. David had an old, beat up pool table in there and they grabbed some pool sticks and got ready to play. "Beth go get us three beers," Steve said as he racked the balls.
Beth was half way to the kitchen before she realized he hadn't even said please. Who the hell does he think he think he is? Just cause he's got a big dick and can kiss like Casanova doesn't mean he can order me around like his servant. Then she paused in thought, he had been ordering her around all week and she had waited on him willingly, craving his attention. He had practically ignored her and she was dying to be acknowledged in some way for jerking him off. Her cheeks flushed with anger at herself and her brother-in-law. I'm an educated, liberated woman, she thought, but why am I behaving this way? She grabbed three beers and stomped back to the garage.



David had done a poor job breaking, in his drunken state and gave up saying he couldn't see the balls as they were moving around too much. He told his wife to play Steve and collapsed heavily on the steps and his chin fell forward, resting on his chest.
Beth was a good pool player and easily ran the table. She felt triumphant beating her arrogant brother-in-law at something and laughed at the surprised look on his face. "What's the matter, Steve," she teased. "Don't you like being beaten by a girl."
"One more game," he growled. "and go get us a couple more beer, while I rack."
"Loser gets the beer," she said grabbing the rack from him." She returned his glare with a smile and flushed with pride at seeing him storm off to the kitchen.
Steve returned and stepped over a comatose David lying uncomfortably across the steps. "I'll be right back," he said throwing his brother over his shoulder. Steve carried David into the house and deposited him on the couch in the living room. Steve walked back to the garage and Beth easily won the second game. Steve got two more beers and returned to a smug Beth waiting to break the balls.
"You're very good," he told her.
"Thanks, my Grandaddy was a professional pool player and taught me a lot of tricks."
"Well I know some tricks of my own." he said. "I bet I can win this next game."
"I bet you can't," she replied without thinking.
"Alright, if I win, you have to jack me off again."
She glared at him thinking how much she'd like shove that cocky attitude down his throat. "Steve, I'm never going anywhere near your cock again."
"Oh come on Beth, It felt great the other night and I haven't cum since then. That was the best hand job in my life and besides you only have to do it if you lose."
Beth was prepared to slap him. What she wasn't prepared for was the feeling of satisfaction she got knowing that she had pleased him and that he wanted her to do it again. She felt a strong urge to fall to her knees and jack him off right then, but she resisted the urge, ashamed of herself for even thinking it. She gave in to his pleas, thinking there was no way he could beat her. "Alright Steve but, if I win you have to pack your bags and leave my house within two days," she said almost regretting her words at the hurt look on Steve's face.
"Hold on there Beth, that's pretty serious stuff there. Those kind of stakes should be worth a blow job at the very least."
She looked at him in disgust,"There no way I'm putting anything a man pees from in my mouth and especially not your thing." Beth said shivering at how cold and clammy her soaking wet panties felt against her thighs.
Steve reached into his pant's pocket and pulled out a wad of bills. "These are my tips from tonight. There's about five hundred dollars here. If you win, you get the money and I'm gone tomorrow, but if I win you have to strip naked and suck on my cock until I cum."
Beth shivered as she pictured herself naked sucking on his big cock just like she had the banana earlier in the week. She forced herself to concentrate and thought of all the things she could do with an extra five hundred dollars. Beth also thought how pleasant it would be to have Steve out of her hair a month sooner then expected. She accepted the bet on the condition that he'd give her plenty of warning so she wouldn't have to swallow his cum. She also made him promise that he'd point his cock away from her this time when he ejaculated. Steve readily agreed to her terms. Beth broke and immediately sank three balls.
She was lining up the fourth when Steve said, "I didn't know you hated me so much Beth."
"Can't stand you," she replied moving her stick back to shoot.
"You sure seemed to love my cock though"
Beth missed her shot and stood up all flustered. "I don't...It was....Your just..."
"I especially liked that little kiss you planted on its head." "
It was just so big and impressive," she finally blurted out immediately horrified at what she had said. If he was arrogant now think how full of himself he'd get knowing she thought his cock was impressive.
"Thank you," he said bowing his head at the compliment. "Think how big and impressive it's going to feel stuffed in your mouth."
She resisted an impulse to crack the pool stick over his head.
Steve was studying the pool table. She had left him with no shots. He was worried about losing his money, he needed it to cover his expenses when he took off for California. Beth had turned out to be much better then he had thought and though he had been holding back during the first two games, he realized she still could win. He was saved by the sound of David falling to the floor in the living room.
Beth went to check up on her husband and found him stumbling around the living room. She helped him upstairs to their bedroom, to put him in bed.
Steve watched Beth slowly going up the stairs, her husband hanging on her. He noticed David's camcorder was sitting on the desk, attached to the computer. He quickly ran over and pointed it at the couch and pressed record.
When Beth returned to the garage, Steve was holding the pool stick between his legs,chalking the end of it. He looked like he was polishing the head of a skinny four foot long penis and she suppressed a laugh as she imagined herself using his foot long penis to shoot pool. She watched Steve bend over to shoot and he easily ran the table winning the game. It was over so fast, her mind didn't even have time to register the consequences of his victory and she felt Steve grab her hand and drag her inside the house to the couch.
Steve positioned Beth in front of the video camera, she was staring blankly at his chest in a state of shock. He untucked her shirt and started unbuttoning her blouse. He grew impatient and ripped her blouse open revealing her large, white breasts contained by a lacy blue bra.
Beth wasn't prepared for the feelings that overwhelmed her when he ripped off her top and started taking off her long denim skirt. She was horrified to think that she was about to cheat on David, for there was no doubt in her mind that oral sex was sex and what made it worse was that she had always refused to do it to her husband, telling him it was dirty and immoral, though she had wanted to try it ever since watching his pornos. Despite her feelings of guilt for what she was about to do her body was betraying her. Her nipples were so hard she felt they were going to stretch out her bra until the elastic snapped and her panties felt so damp, she thought they would slide down her legs from the extra weight. It was like her body was conspiring against her, trying to force her to appear nude before this dominant male.
Steve kneeled before her and she trembled thinking how close his head was to her panty covered crotch. He grabbed her calves and had her step out of her shoes leaving her in only her underwear. She once again felt relief at being out of her confining clothes, wishing that she could wear this little all the time. She watched him stand up and kick his shoes off, as he pulled off the tank top. "St-Steve, please don't make me do this," she begged.
Steve just grinned as he deftly unhooked her bra causing her breasts to jump out as they were freed from their prison. No man but, David had ever seen her bare breasts before and she held her arms across her chest to hide them. "Nnnoo, Steve, please stop now," she cried. She felt Steve's hand grab her panties and she moaned as his knuckles ran across her pubic hairs as he reached inside them. She heard him laugh when he felt how wet they were and she blushed with shame. Steve grabbed them tight and she moaned louder as they twisted and slid into her pussy, parting her vaginal lips. He yanked on her panties pulling her into his arms. Beth used her dainty little hands to catch herself against his chest and she ran them across the muscular ridges in his chest and abs. His body was as hard as a brick wall, as hard as his cock had been the other night. Her nose took in his strong masculine odor and she inhaled deeply. Her legs went weak, and she would have fallen to the floor at his feet but he still held her up by her panties.
Steve encircled his arm around her and leaned down so that he could push her panties down to her knees. He stood back up and used his foot to push them all the way down to the floor.
She was now naked before this handsome giant, ready to suck on his foot long cock. Steve steadied her on her feet and reaching out, he rolled her nipples between his fingers causing her to moan again. Despite the waves of electricity emanating out from her sensitive nipples she gritted her teeth and said, "Ohhh, your not, ahh-llowed to touch."
Steve held her up for a second looking down at her full breasts and at her vagina just below a beautiful flat, white belly. He put his hands on her shoulders and met little resistance as he pushed her down to her knees.
Beth knelt before her brother-in-law and stared at his shorts bulging out from the pressure of his mighty cock. She reached out a trembling hand and grasped his zipper pulling it down slowly. Then she brought her other hand up and unbuttoned his shorts. His pubic hairs were visible through the open area on his shorts and she realized he wasn't wearing underwear. Beth reached up and grabbing the waist band of his shorts she slowly began pulling them down, holding her breath in anticipation as his cock slowly revealed itself to her for the second time in a week. She exhaled when the fat head of his cock popped out of his shorts, still in awe over his size. It dangled down about eight inches and she could see the large vein on his cock pulsing with power. With each pulse, it grew a little longer, a little thicker, until it was at full erection pointing directly at her mouth. Her hand reached out and hefted it feeling its weight again. Beth leaned forward and poised her mouth about an inch away from the throbbing head. She looked at the pre-cum oozing from his pee slit, thinking it was as much as David came in a regular orgasm. It must take an awful lot of lubrication to cover this monster completely she reasoned while watching a drip travel down the head to dangle underneath.
She looked up his incredible body and locked eyes with him. Never breaking eye contact she leaned forward and planted a lingering kiss on the head of his cock. Steve acknowledged her gesture of submission and nodded down at her as Beth kissed his cock again. He nodded again in the direction of the kitchen.
Never taking her lips of his cock, Beth turned her head to look in the direction he was nodding and saw their reflection in the full mirror on the back of the door. She saw her lips attached to the end of his penis and thought how beautiful and natural it made her look to be worshipping such a large cock. She watched her tongue come out and lick the pre-cum off the tip and she saw herself lick around his fat head. She opened her mouth wide and took his cock into her mouth watching its head push out her cheeks in the mirror.
"God Beth, I've wanted this since the day I first saw you in your wedding dress."
The mention of her wedding dress brought her back to reality and reminded her that what she was doing was wrong. She was a strong-willed, intelligent woman, not some mindless bimbo at the mercy of a man's desires. She made a half hearted attempt to get him off, taking his cock head into her mouth and bobbing her head up and down rapidly as she stroked his shaft with her hands, desperately trying to make this disgusting act over as soon as possible. She grunted as Steve grabbed the hair on the top of her head and forcing her head back so that she found herself looking up at his angry face.
"You really suck at this you worthless bitch, You're gonna do a good job or I'll make you do it again till you get it right."
Beth trembled with fear as she looked up at him, her head at an awkward angle to avoid any pain from him pulling on her hair. He released her and she vigorously attacked his cock trying to please him. She began licking it all over and even ran her tongue down its underside and licked his hairy balls. She ran her mouth back up and engulfed his cock swallowing four inches before gagging.
"Damn bitch, you ain't good for nothing."
She tried harder and was able to deep throat another inch. She bobbed her head on his cock rapidly while looking up at him to see if he was pleased with her.
"I guess your just too stupid to do this right so, I'm going to have to show you how its done."
Beth was so ashamed of herself she started to cry around his cock. She was stupid and worthless. She didn't know anything about pleasing a man. When Steve started to teach her she listened attentively following his instructions closer then she had any of her women's studies professors at college.
He told her to breath through her nose and relax her throat muscles. Steve had her arch her head, lining up her throat with her lips and he pushed his cock in as far as her tonsils and he began fucking her face. Thankfully he seemed satisfied with only eight inches buried in her mouth.
"Yeah baby, now your doing me right."
If his cock hadn't been so deep in her throat she would have beamed in delight at the compliment. Knowing he was pleased with her caused her to redouble her efforts. She was proud of herself for being such a good learner. Beth could only handle about seven penetrations before she had to catch her breath and to keep him happy she licked and slurped around his cock head until she was ready to deep throat him again. This developed into a pattern and time lost all meaning to her as she alternated between taking his cock down her throat and licking along the end.
"Tighten up your lips baby," he said, getting into it. He was making little thrusts with his crotch every time her mouth came down close to the base. This was turning into the best blow job of his life and it really hadn't been that bad to began with, he just needed to keep reminding her who was in control here. This wasn't just a stupid bet, Steve wouldn't be satisfied until she had willingly submitted to him both her body and her mind.
Beth felt his cock swell up in her mouth and the head seemed to grow impossibly large. On her next breather she licked around the charged head and teased his pee slit with her tongue. "Are you getting close," she gasped.
"Not yet, baby, keep going," Steve lied. He was real close. He had no intention of warning her as he wanted his new slut to swallow his cum while it was still hot.
Beth felt his cock grow even bigger and it started to tremble in her mouth. She came up for air again. "Tap me on the shoulder when your ready," she said and buried his cock in her mouth again. His cock began shaking in her mouth like a volcano getting ready to blow and she instinctively knew he was ready.
Beth began to retreat and was almost in the clear, with just the head in her mouth when she felt it jump and his hot semen sprayed the back of her throat and quickly filled her mouth. She gulped for air and swallowed most of it, feeling his hot juice slide down her throat. The second stream hit her in the face. "You bastard," she screamed at him.
His cock had jumped up against his hard stomach, when she released it and a third blast erupted from the end splattering on Steve's muscular stomach. It really did resemble a volcano she thought quickly. It fell back down aimed at her face, ready to cum again.
She could taste his cum on her tongue and the pungent aroma of so much semen filled Beth's nose, intoxicating her with its scent. All rational thought left her brain and she once again became the cum crazy slut she had been in the bathroom after she had given him the hand job.
Beth saw the eye open as she was racing to take his cock back into her mouth, and fearing she might miss tasting more of his semen, she stuck her tongue out catching it as it flew out again. She engulfed his cock again catching the rest of his load in her mouth. There was another burst that filled her mouth and caused his semen to spill out onto her chin. Then the pressure was gone and there was just a constant stream of sperm filling her mouth and she gulped it down as fast as he came.
When he was done cumming, he collapsed back onto the couch weak in the legs and his cock popped out of her mouth as he fell. She scrambled forward and kneeling between his legs, she began cleaning his dick off with her tongue. When she finished,she saw the pool of his semen liquefying on his belly and she moved up to lick it off the hard muscles on his stomach. She pursed her lips over his navel and sucked most of his semen out, licking the rest out with her tongue. Satisfied she had cleaned him up, she turned her attention to her sperm covered face when Steve stopped her.
"Leave it on," he commanded.
Beth laid at his feet and rested her head on his knees as they caught their breath. The clock indicated she had spent about forty minutes sucking on his dick and they had been the most exciting minutes of her life.
Steve had stopped panting and looking down at her he asked, "Want to play another game?"
She looked at him with a confused look on her face and replied, "Why not, I'm not the least bit tired."
That's because of all the caffeine pills I put into your drinks tonight, he thought. She was bending over to get dressed when he stopped her. "Leave 'em," he said as he grabbed her hand and dragged her back to the pool table.
She entered the garage and realizing the garage door was still open she ran naked to the door and pulled it down, shivering with excitement at the thought that if any of her neighbors were looking out their windows they would see her nude body outlined against the light.
She enjoyed playing the next couple of games with Steve, winning a few and losing a few. Steve had tried to get her to bet again, wanting to fuck her this time and though her body screamed yes, her mind made her inform him that David would be the only man to ever penetrate her pussy. Beth had never felt as liberated as she did at that moment playing pool naked with her brother-in-law. She loved the freedom that came from not wearing clothes.
"Maybe we should play strip pool in reverse and put our clothes back on when we lose," he jokingly said.
Beth laughed, thinking that as long as no one else could see her she'd love to stay naked forever. She had noticed his cock rising up again as he watched her bending over to make her shots and she thought that maybe she'd jack him off one last time before saying goodbye to it forever. After tonight, her New Years resolution was to stay as far away from Steve as possible until he was gone. She found it hard to concentrate with his cock staring at her over the pool table, but she managed to win anyway, her third game in a row. "I still can't believe you beat me that game," she said shaking her head.
"Actually, I didn't," he said and when she turned to look at him questioningly, he continued, "I lined up the balls when you were helping David upstairs so that I could win."
Beth's face slowly took on an expression of sheer horror as she thought of the sin she had just committed. All the disgust and self loathing she had felt after jacking him off returned. He had cheated to get her to blow him and worse, she had enjoyed it. She felt so cheap and used, that she wanted to crawl under the pool table and hide. Instead, Beth found herself attacking the man who had tricked her to get himself off. She swang the pool stick at him, which he easily side-stepped and disarmed her before pulling her into his arms. Beth felt his hard cock pressing into her stomach as she futilely beat her hands against his chest. It was like hitting a cinder block and she was hurting herself more then she was hurting him. "You bastard, I hate you, it's not fair, I should have won and then you'd be gone."



"If you think I would have actually left, you are stupid," he said pushing her back towards the pool table. "I'm not going to leave until I want to leave."
"I wish I could take it back," she said, tears rolling down her cheeks.
"I'll let you take it back,"
She looked up at him confused. How could she take back giving him oral sex? Steve lifted her by the hips and he set her down on the pool table. He moved forward, his cock aimed straight at her pussy and she could swear her vagina was opening up to welcome it when his cock was still a foot away.
Steve stopped his cock from penetrating her at the last minute and grinning evilly he pushed her to her back, after knocking pool balls out of the way. The he was gone. Beth held her head up looking for him and jumped as something flicked along her labia. She looked down between her breasts and saw Steve staring up at her, his mouth on her pubic mound. As their eyes held, Steve leaned forward and kissed her pussy causing her whole body to jump. His was not a kiss of submission. but one of power. He chuckled and attacked her pussy again.
Beth's clit was engorged as he nibbled and licked around it. She raised her hips to meet the thrusts of his tongue and she reached out for something to hang on to, her hand came to rest on two pool balls. Here was her salvation. All she had to do was lean up and bang him over the head and he'd stop, but she didn't want him to stop, she thought as the orgasms started coming. His tongue was thrusting in and out of her and she swore it felt bigger and better then her husband's penis. "Aaagh, I'm cuummming," she screamed as her first orgasm with a man erupted from her body. She had four more quick ones before she felt a giant orgasm growing in her belly. Her hips rose up to meet his tongue and they stayed up trying to push him in deeper. Then she felt something squirting and Beth found her whole body flopping around like Steve's cock does when he cums.
Beth was in a daze as she recovered from her orgasm. She was completely satisfied but at the same time craving more. Steve had stood back up grinning at her his face was dripping with her juices. "Oh my god, I peed in your face," she said in disgust.
"That's not piss, that's your cum, you stupid bitch,"
Beth knew there was no way her blow job could of felt that good to him and she wanted to reward him. "Steve you can put your cock in me"
Steve rested his penis on her mound so that it was pointing at her head as she looked down her body to watch him enter her. "I thought you said your pussy belonged to David."
"Not tonight, tonight I'll let you have sex with me," she moaned as Steve began rubbing the head of his cock up and down her slit. "Steve put it in now."
"Tell me you want me."
"Ooo I want you. I want your big cock inside me."
"What do you want me to do to you."
Beth gritted her teeth from the intense need she felt for his cock. "I want you to Fuck me. Please fuck me with that big cock." She felt his penis enter her for the first time and she had a small orgasm that made her cry out with pleasure. Surprisingly, Steve didn't feel much bigger then David and she looked down her body and saw that he had only pushed a finger inside her. "Steve quit teasing me, I need you to fuck me right now."
Steve's cock was covered n her juices as he ran it along her slit while fingering her. "Tell me you love me, he said"
"No you bastard,"
"Tell me or I won't fuck you."
Her face was red with fury as she said, "I love you."
"Say it again."
Beth was still angry but her eyes softened. "I love you."
"Would you still love me if I told you I grabbed the fourth queen from the deck when you and David were arguing in the kitchen."
"Just stick it in me you fucking bastard." "
Your pussy's mine whenever I want it, slut." Steve said his cock sliding down her pussy as he slowly backed away from her. "And tonight I don't want it."
She looked at him in desperation as he backed out the door.The last thing she saw was his cock, all shiny with her juices, disappear around the corner She screamed in fury and threw a pool ball after him. It harmlessly bounced off the wall and rolled back into the garage. Beth needed to cum again. She grabbed the first thing at hand. The pool stick was too awkward so she unscrewed it and used the end. "yes, god yes," she moaned as she shoved the pool stick in and out of her, wishing it was fatter. Her orgasm never materialized and after ten minutes she threw the pool stick against the wall in frustration.
Beth laid on the pool table crying for awhile before gathering her clothes and heading upstairs. She passed Steve snoring on the couch and she found she hated him more now then she ever had before, he had cheated both at poker and pool.
Steve watched her go under his partially closed eyelids, then he jumped up and ran to the kitchen. He was so horny he had almost masturbated for the first time since discovering pussy at age fifteen. He grabbed some ice cubes and held them against his throbbing cock. By the time they had melted his cock had only gone down an inch and he moaned in frustration. It had taken a lot of will power not to shove his cock into her, but Beth needed to realize that her pussy wasn't hers to give any more, it was Steve's to take.
Beth climbed into bed at dawn and woke David up. He groaned and forced his eyes open.
"God, Beth you look as bad as I feel."
"What do you mean?"
"Your cheeks are all puffy and it looks like you drooled all over your chin last night." She felt like throwing up. She had forgotten she was still covered in Steve's cum.
"Whew your breath smells weird too," said David as he leaned over to kiss her.
"Yours ain't so fresh either."
"Happy New Year Beth. I love you"
"Happy New Year," she said turning away from him.
Chapter 3: Sex on the Beach
David and Beth finally stumbled out of bed around noon on New Years Day. Beth had managed to get a few hours sleep since climbing into bed at dawn, but most of the time she had spent tossing and turning from sexual frustration. David was getting out of bed, when Beth jumped up and raced him to the bathroom. Her husband had noticed his brothers dried sperm on her chin, luckily he thought it was drool, and she wanted to wipe it off before he got a better look at her face. Her chin was caked with her brother-in-law's seed and there were traces of it all over the rest of her face. Beth felt like puking in disgust until she remembered the feeling of his cock spasming in her mouth, his hot seed flowing over her tongue, swallowing several blasts of his cum and the disgust was gone, once again replaced by arousal.
Beth had wet the wash cloth and was bringing it up to her face never taking her mind off the way she had craved every last bit of his seed. She had licked every little bit of it up and was trying to shove the cum all over her face, into her mouth when Steve had said, Leave it on. Beth sat down on the toilet and thought about Steve while she peed. He had given her the best sex of her life without even penetrating her with anything other then his tongue and finger. He had changed her mind about how boring sex was. He had even changed her vocabulary and way of thinking. She had never used the words cock, pussy, or fuck until this week and now she was even thinking in those terms. The big ass had even made her beg him to fuck her and then he had walked away saying he wasn't ready. Well, he had lost his chance. Beth still wanted his cock in her pussy more then anything else, but she made up her mind to resist him. She was a proud, intelligent woman capable of resisting anything, though her thoughts had been in turmoil ever since Steve had baptized her face and mouth with his sperm a week earlier. She would avoid him like the plague and try to appear as unattractive as possible when he was around, that was her only hope.
David was begging to use the bathroom and she yelled that she'd be done in just a minute. Beth flushed the toilet and then went to check her face in the mirror on last time. She looked at her reflection and was headed for the door to let her husband in when she did a double take. Her face was still coated with Steve's sperm. How had she forgotten to wash it off? Like a maniac she scrubbed her face to remove all traces of her defilement and when she was satisfied, she let David in, kissing him on her way out.
**********
David had just left the shower and she could hear him laughing with Steve downstairs over how drunk he had been last night. Beth got in the shower and spent an extra long time trying to clean everywhere Steve had touched her. When she was satisfied she was clean, Beth fixed her hair up into a mess on her head and picking out her baggiest clothes to wear, she went downstairs to face her brother-in-law. Steve and David were sitting at the table sipping coffee. David was waiting for Beth for they were off to take advantage of the New Years Day sales at the mall and thankfully Steve would be watching football before going to work that night. Hopefully she could get through the day without seeing him again and then she'd only have 28 more days to go. She and David were almost out the door when Steve said something that made her shiver as a chill went down her back.
"Care if I tag along," he said.
Beth didn't talk much throughout the ride to the mall. She just sullenly shrank down into her seat and let Steve and David talk about football. "What do you need at the mall so bad that it can drag you away from the Rose bowl anyway?" David asked his brother.
"Oh, I got this hot babe I'm trying to break in," replied Steve with a grin. "She's stacked but, doesn't really know how to show off her body so I'm going to buy her some new threads."
David looked over his shoulder at his brother in the back seat. Steve was sitting behind Beth so that she couldn't see him and he was cupping his hands before his chest, indicating she had big breasts in the universal language of men. Upon hearing the news that Steve had another woman, Beth was immediately overcome with jealousy until she realized it might be herself he was talking about. She felt a momentary surge of joy before her brain kicked in and she was once again filled with despair and guilt.
"Must be pretty serious, if your passing on football to buy womans clothes." David commented.
"Actually, I haven't even slept with her," Steve said moving his fist before his face to show David that he had gotten a blow job.
David sighed, thinking about the one and only blowjob he had ever gotten back in high school. He was envious of his brother, getting blow jobs and buying sleazy clothes for women he just met. Here was David married to the hottest girl in South Florida and he had barely even seen her naked in a lit room, let alone ever dreamt of her giving him a blow job.
"I'm going to nail her tomorrow," Steve said confidently.
David cringed, that was just the kind of statement that usually caused Beth to blow up. He glanced at her but she was staring out into space, not paying any attention to them. She was as white as a ghost and he feared she might be getting sick. He thought of his brother's mighty penis plowing into some large breasted woman dressed up as a slut and mouthed the words, "Good luck," to Steve who just winked in reply.
**********
Beth couldn't stand to be around Steve so she told David she wanted to shop alone and quickly headed off in the opposite direction. The two brothers watched her go and immediately raced to the Fredericks of Hollywood.
As the two men sifted through the teddies, baby dolls and camisoles, David found he was actually enjoying spending time with his brother. Steve was still a jerk, but he was the kind of jerk that all men fantasized about being at least once in their lives. David pictured himself riding a motorcycle, cross country, deflowering virgins, seducing married women, and having strippers begging him for sex. Half of his brothers stories couldn't possibly be true but they still made good fantasy.
Steve had picked out a couple peek-a-boo teddies, garters, and thongs when he noticed his brother eyeing an outfit he liked.
David was holding a French maid costume, imagining how good Beth would look in it. The costume seemed tailor made to fit Beth's buxom figure. It had your typical fish net stockings, a thong under a black mini skirt, push-up bra, little hat, and a feather duster. Beth would detest this as standard male chauvinistic crap. His wife's figure was clearly wasted in all the baggy clothes she always wore. Thankfully though, if more men had been aware of Beth's hot body, there was no doubt in David's mind some better looking guy would have snagged her long before he had met her. With a sigh, David was returning the outfit to the rack, when Steve snatched it out of his hands.
"Perfect," he said.
He quickly fingered through the other fantasy costumes and pulled out a sleazy nurses outfit. This one had white garters, bra, panties, ad a little white jacket that reached down to just above the hips and hung open in the front. A little red cross hat, completed the look.
"I still can't believe that there are women out there who'll where this sort of stuff," said David.
"You'll find it hard to believe, but when your cock is as big as mine, women will do whatever you tell them," Steve replied casually.
Picturing Beth running her little hands up and down Steve's rod, David just nodded in reply. He didn't find it hard to believe at all.
Steve shopped around in some other stores, and had bought some halter tops and mini skirts, by the time they had to rendezvous with Beth. Beth had found herself wandering around aimlessly in a daze and had bought nothing, much to her husbands delight. She heard David ask her what was wrong and she replied she wasn't feeling too good. He told her to switch with Steve and sit in back to lay down for the ride home. Steve had set the packages right by her and she felt her stomach turn as she peaked at their contents. They dropped Steve off at his bike and he sped off to work leaving them alone for the night. David wanted to know what was taking his wife so long in the bathroom. They had enjoyed a nice romantic dinner and David had indicated he wanted to have some fun in the bedroom a little later on. Beth had told him she'd be ready after taking a bath and had been in the bathroom for over an hour. He saw that the door wasn't completely closed and pushed it open.Beth was wearing one of his shirts and nothing else, which was pretty daring for her. A razor beside her, indicated that she had just finished shaving her legs and she was bent into the mirror applying lipstick. David watched her for a while and when she was fixing her hair for the third time, he cleared his throat to get her attention and his wife jumped.
"Oh, David," she said, "you startled me."
David pushed his glasses up his nose and said, "Hot date tonight?"
"What do you mean?"
"You've been primping in front of that mirror for the last fifteen minutes."
"I do not primp," she assured him. "I just wanted to look good for you tonight and I guess I lost track of time."
"Well it was time well spent, cause you sure do look good," he said taking his wife into his arms. David reached out and started unbuttoning her shirt. He was startled, when she didn't stop him and haul him into the dark bedroom and not wanting to look a gift horse in the mouth he quickly finished and opened her shirt. David gasped at the site of his wife's naked body. They had been married two years and this was the first time she had ever let him look at her nude without quickly covering herself up. He shook his head in wonder that this incredible woman had agreed to marry a little nerdy guy like himself.
He ran his hands down her breasts, gently caressing them and tweaking her nipples to hardness. She was trembling as his hand moved down her belly and across her pubic hairs. Both of them gasped when his finger encountered her wetness. Beth was never ready for sex like this. He alway had to lubricate his penis before penetrating her. Not wanting to waste an opportunity like this, David pulled his wife to the bedroom. Beth was very active during sex and David being used to her lying passive while he made love to her, wished this night could last forever. Unfortunately, forever to him was seven minutes.
Beth lovingly clung to her husband after he orgasmed and in a few minutes she was listening to him breathe steadily indicating he was asleep. She got out of bed and tiptoed into the bathroom. Normally Beth would get a tissue and wrinkle her nose in distaste as she cleaned David's small load out of her vagina. Tonight, she just reached in a finger and scooped it up. She looked at the small glob of semen liquefying on her finger and without a second thought plopped it into her mouth. Her husbands sperm tasted as good as Steves, just the amount was so small, like an unfilling appetizer before a main course. Definitely better warm and straight from the source she thought, as the cold gooey cum slid down her throat. Beth looked at herself in the mirror and spent the next fifteen minutes fixing her hair and makeup before returning to bed. She snuggled up to her husband and laid there trying to fall asleep. Around three in the morning, she heard Steve's motorcycle pull up and her brother-in-law entered the house. She heard him sit heavily down onto the couch and then she heard the sound of his boots hitting the floor. She shivered excitedly knowing that he was stripping for bed. Beth fell asleep shortly thereafter.
**********
Beth awoke to the sound of the alarm going off and she heard David groan as he turned it off. She grabbed him as he was leaving the bed. "Stay with me," she begged.
David smiled and shook his head. "Love to honey but I'm running late."
"Call in sick and we'll spend the day in bed," she said patting his side of the bed.
Wow, he thought, I must have really gotten her juices flowing last night. "I wish I could honey,but I'm up for a raise and we need the money." He kissed her on the forehead and went into the bathroom to get ready for work.
After dressing, David leaned over, kissed her again and then he left the room. She heard his car start up and then it slowly pulled out of the driveway. Beth jumped up and went to the bathroom to pee. When she was done she checked her hair and make-up once again without even realizing it. Still nude she returned to the bed and got under the covers. Beth was like a child who was afraid of monsters, constantly eyeing the closet. She just stared at the door waiting for Steve to come for her. Was that him moving around downstairs? Did she just hear a creak on the stairs? She stared at the door for an hour before getting up and walking over to the window.
Steve's motorcycle was gone! If she could make it to her car, she would be safe. Beth quickly threw on some plain old underwear, covering that with her baggy sweats. She had to go to work later and she grabbed her uniform figuring she could change at work. She snatched her keys and made a run for the car. Beth was outside and on the deck when she ran into Steve. She nearly screamed in frustration when she saw him and glanced behind him at her car. Her salvation was only ten feet away.
"Where you off to in such a hurry," he asked?
"I...I have some errands to run," she answered nervously. She eyed Steve he was wearing tight biker shorts and a small tank top that showed off his massive arms and he was carrying a small package.
"Bitch, I didn't give you permission to leave," he said threateningly. "Get inside that house now."
Beth was inside before she realized it shaking with fear.



"I forgot to buy you this yesterday, he said handing her the package. "Put it on we're going to the beach."
She opened the package and saw a teeny blue bikini. The cups were a little bigger then eye patches and the bottom was a thong. Beth was horrified at the thought of wearing something that skimpy in public. She even refused to wear a one peice bathing suit. "Steve, I c-can't w-wear this," she told him drawing herself up proudly, "and I'm not going to sleep with you, I hate you."
"You we're begging me to fuck you the other night."
"I was drunk and I wasn't thinking straight that night."
"We need to come to an understanding, cause I'm sick of playing games with you," he said grabbing her arm.
Steve roughly dragged her to the couch and forced her to sit down in front of the tv. He hit play on the remote and sat back to watch her reaction.
The tv screen showed some slut bobbing her head up and down a super-sized cock. Her eyes widened with recognition, then shock, then wider in horror when she realized it was a videotape of her blowing Steve. Beth felt sick to her stomach as she watched herself sucking up his sperm like a wild animal.
"Here's the deal," he said to her. "For the next four weeks, your going to do everything I tell you to do or I show this video to your husband, mother, and I'm also prepared to send copies to those fucked up college professors you seem to be so fond of."

Beth felt the tears pouring out of her eyes and collapsed sobbing. The girl in the video was exactly the kind of girl her feminist professors were always raving against. Real woman didn't perform oral sex on men and they certainly didn't get pleasure out of it.
Steve in an unusual show of compassion leaned over and patted her on the head. "Don't worry about it Beth, everything you've done or are going to do with me, you've either been tricked or forced into. It's not your fault."
Beth nodded between tears. He was right it wasn't her fault. She was still the strong independent woman she had been a week before. He had lied and cheated to get her to perform disgusting sex acts on him and then he had done something to her. He had drugged her or he had hypnotized her with his cock, forcing her body to respond to him against her will. Yes, that was the only possible explanation.
"Beth go change into your bikini." When Beth didn't move but just sat there sobbing, Steve grew angry. "Now go put your bikini on Bitch, and don't make me tell you again or there will be pictures of you sucking me off all over the internet within an hour." Steve, his patience at an end, watched her jump up off the couch and run up the stairs after grabbing the box containing her new bikini. Why do they always have to get so emotional, he thought.
Beth ran into the bathroom and quickly stripped off her clothes. She lifted her leg and stepped into the panties, pulling them up and feeling the string slide between her ass cheeks. She put the top on noticing how little of her breasts were covered by the flimsy top. She tied the one string around her back and the other around her neck. She looked at herself standing sideways in the mirror.
In college, one of her professor had brought in a men's magazine to illustrate how men thought of women as mere sex objects or servants. She had pointed out a cartoon of a typically over proportioned blonde girl with big lips cooking dinner for a man laying on the couch watching tv. The girl had been wearing a flimsy see-thru negligee and had overly large breasts and an upturned ass that arched upwards behind her. Beth's bikini clad body resembled that cartoon girl. Beth had always been shy and conservative but when she had first seen the cartoon girl's resemblance to her three years ago, she had immediately tried to cover her assets up with large baggy clothes so that men wouldn't think of her as just a sex object. Now Steve was about to make her show off her body in front of hundreds of complete strangers. Beth left the room, her eyes downcast, she slowly walked downstairs and up towards a beaming Steve.
"It's too small," she complained.
"Of course," he replied. "I checked your measurements off your underwear and picked a bikini a size smaller. Now its perfect." Steve grabbed a towel and some suntan lotion and said, "Call in sick to work, I'll be waiting by my bike and don't dawdle."
Beth watched him go and did as she was told, telling work she had come down with the flu. She was completely nude except for the string bikini, no shoes, no towel, not even any money to get home in case of an emergency. She slowly walked over to the door, still open from when Steve had left. If she went outside, she would be completely exposed to the world and dependant on her brother-in-law to get her home. The sun was shining through the door warming her skin and a cool, fresh smelling, breeze blew inside, caressing her body. The old man next door was mowing his lawn and stopped to ogle her as she stepped across the threshold and into a new world. **********
Beth clung to Steve's back as he sped down I-95 and took an exit towards Miami beach. She had been nervous at first getting behind him on the bike, then scared when he took off down the street. Now, it felt exhilarating. She had never felt such an overwhelming sense of freedom before, then from speeding half naked down a highway, wind blowing through her hair, other drivers ogling her body as she zipped past them. She could understand why Steve had never settled down and spent all his time traveling across country.
Steve turned onto Ocean drive and drove through South Beach. Beth had always avoided South Beach as a den of sin filled with transvestites, homosexuals, and scantily clad models, both male and female. Steve found a parking space and pulled into it.
After feeding the parking meter, he stripped off his tank top revealing his well defined chest and pulled off his biking shorts and stored his clothes in a knapsack, throwing it over his shoulder. Steve stood clad only in a small brief bathing suit, proudly showing the world his muscular body and massive bulge.
He grabbed her hand and they set off walking down the sidewalk two perfect specimens of the sexes. Everywhere they went, people stared, many simply stopped what they were doing and openly ogled either Steve or Beth and sometimes both.
Steve was hungry and they stopped to eat at one of the many sidewalk restaurants. The host seemed really put out by their attire and made them sit outside. Not that Steve seemed to mind, he just sat there, legs spread, letting all the girls walking by get a good look at what he had to offer and Beth felt a twinge of jealousy at all the pretty young models eyeing her man. No, her blackmailer, she corrected remembering where she was, a little surprised that she had just caught herself enjoying the day and his company.
After an expensive lunch, they crossed the street and headed down to the beach. A pretty raven haired model in a fish-net dress that covered a black bikini was getting her pictures taken by a chubby old photographer. The photographer stopped what he was doing when he saw Beth and Steve walk by. The swarmy little man ran over to them. He was panting and he wiped away beads of sweat from his brow as he handed Beth his business card. "I'd really like to get a chance to photograph you sometime," he said. "If your ever interested give me a call."
Beth had begun to like having everyone stare at her. She felt empowered, knowing that so many men found her attractive, and wasn't that what feminism was all about, being empowered? She was extremely flattered to think that someone thought she had what it takes to be a model. "Wow, you want to photograph me," she said staring at the card. "What kind of clothes would I wear dresses or evening gowns, oooh or business professional? She pictured herself looking like a young executive walking down the runway.
The chubby man looked a little surprised. "Actually I was thinking of some nudes or lingerie. I could even pay $2000 for some sex shots with a partner, male or female doesn't matter." He noticed Steve's bulge, "You too buddy. If your as hung as you look, you could make some big bucks."
Beth's fists were clenched as she trembled with rage. "What kind of girl do you think I am?" she practically screamed.
"The kind who'd where a bikini that small," he replied holding his hands up in surrender. "If you change your minds, give me a call." He backed away returning to the model.
Beth was getting ready to rip up the card, when Steve yanked it out of her hands and put it in his knapsack. "I can always use some quick cash," he explained.
Beth was a little appalled that he'd be willing to pose nude for money, then she realized that unlike her, he was proud of his body and liked showing it off.
Beth was still in a daze as they continued walking down the beach a few more blocks. She was paying little attention to her surroundings and didn't notice Steve reach over and yank off her top. Beth awoke from her daydreaming and screamed as she covered her breasts with her arms. She looked around at the people staring at her and realized that all the woman here were topless.
"Don't worry Beth. It's legal here. Put your arms down."
"No, I can't" she said shaking her head back and forth.
Steve moved around in front of her and grabbed her wrists, holding them tight. "Beth," he said looking into her eyes. "I never ask. I tell. Now put your arms down or I'm not going to fuck you later on."
Beth quickly jerked her arms down to her sides in fear, showing off her large breasts to the world. She heard him laughing and her eyebrows shot up as she realized what he had said.
Steve was still laughing as he pulled her down to the water. "Let's go for a swim," he said dropping the knapsack.
"N-no Steve, I can't swim."
'I'll hold onto you," he said easily picking her up into his arms. Beth was trembling with fear as he carried her out into the water. He seemed to stumble and she clung to him tighter in fear. The water was just below his nipples when he pried her off of him and laid her back in the water. She struggled but he told her to relax and he'd keep her afloat.
The water was warm, but chilly enough to cause her nipples to pop out and she found herself enjoying her first dip in the ocean, as she closed her eyes, loving the sensation of floating in the water, feeling her body lift up with each gentle wave.
She felt Steve lean over her and she moaned as his tongue flickered across her nipple. She opened her eyes in shock and said, "Don't do that there are people watching."
"Don't worry," he said kissing her other nipple, "We're to far out and they can't see us cause of the waves."
He lifted her body up a little so that the sea water cascaded down her sides. Steve sucked on each of her nipples and slowly kissed down her stomach, planting one on her belly button. Beth wanted to protest, but she was scared of him showing everyone the video and even more scared of him letting her go and of sinking to the bottom. She felt Steve grab her legs and he quickly moved between her thighs and planted his mouth on her bikini bottom. She moaned as his tongue pushed at the fabric of her bikini and she wished she was naked so that he could push it inside her pussy again.
She almost panicked when he let go of her but her breasts held her afloat and her legs were secure on his shoulders. She wondered what he was doing and soon found out that he must have pulled his swimsuit down for she felt his cock poking her in the back. It slid along her back and toward her left arm.
Beth opened her eyes and turned her head to the left and watched the head of his cock break the surface and rise up like a one-eyed sea serpent. He pointed it at her mouth and she reached out and grabbed it at the base still awed that the urethra was a full 12" from the bottom of her hand.
In what was rapidly becoming a tradition, Beth bent her neck and kissed the big head, before taking the whole crown into her mouth, teasing the pee slit with her tongue.
Steve moved his hands up and grabbed her ass cheeks, sliding a finger on each hand under her g-string and pulling it out underwater. He slid his left hand down all the way and pulled the fabric of her bikini away from her pussy, revealing her labia. He quickly nibbled on it with his lips before he penetrated her with his tongue feeling her lips tighten around his cock as she tried to moan with pleasure. Steve thought his sister-in-law had the sweetest pussy he had ever tasted as he continued to tongue her. He massaged around her sphincter with his other finger, before pushing it deep inside her rectum. He felt her struggle briefly and she let his cock pop out of her mouth, then she relaxed and began humping is face, moaning. Her ass seemed to squeeze his finger and then she whimpered as she came around his mouth. He pulled his fingers out of her ass and let the thong snap back into place. He positioned himself so that she could take more of his cock in her mouth and when she had recovered from her orgasm, she bent around and swallowed five inches.
In her 24 years of life, Beth had never had an orgasm until a week ago and since then she'd had about nine. She could easily see herself growing addicted to the feeling and for the first time since Steve had arrived on Thanksgiving, she found herself wishing he'd never leave. She tried to reward him, by taking as much of his cock down her throat as she could, but the awkward position only allowed her to take about half. She was lovingly slurping on his cock, wanting more then anything to taste his cum again, when she felt him jerk it out of her mouth and it quickly slipped under water.
She was wondering what was going on, when she heard splashing and a bikini clad teenager waded past them eyeing Steve. Beth turned to Steve questioningly and with a grin he stood up revealing that the water was only about three and a half feet deep. He pulled her up and she realized he had tricked her yet again. Instead of getting angry this time she just playfully splashed water at him and they ran into shore.
She noticed a few sunbathers staring and she realized that they probably suspected them of a little hanky panky, then when they made it to shore, the people around them started gasping. Wondering what was going on, she glanced over at Steve. His cock was still rock hard and couldn't be contained by the small bikini brief. Half of it stuck out reaching up to his navel. He just shrugged, grabbed a towel out of his bag and wrapped it around his waist. Beth swore that some of the woman sighed in disappointment when he covered his monster up.
She put her top back on and they hurried back to his motorcycle. Soon they were on the road again, this time heading towards Key Biscayne. Beth felt her skin getting sunburnt and yelled in Steve's ear that she needed to put some lotion on. He nodded and pulled into one of the hundreds of picnic areas that surround Biscayne bay. This one was deserted and Steve parked and grabbed his bag. He lead her down to the water and around a mangrove tree out of sight of the road. Steve pulled out the towel and spread it out in the sand. He then got out a bottle of sun tan lotion and stood up before her.
Beth saw some boaters out on the bay, but they were too far away to see anything. She turned and stood before Steve staring into his eyes. He reached out and untied her top letting it fall to the sand. For the first time, Beth neither tried to stop him nor did she cover herself up. She stood still trembling with anticipation as he stripped her naked again. She let Steve eye her for awhile before she bent down and pulled at his swimsuit. His cock was still hard and thrust upwards magnificently. She pulled down his bottoms and suppressed the urge to yell timber as it fell towards her. Once again she leaned forward and planted a lingering kiss on the big head. She was preparing to take him in her mouth when he pulled her to her feet.
Steve opened the bottle of lotion and squirted it into his palm and then some more into his other palm. Steve reached out and began rubbing the oil onto her breasts and around her nipples. Beth's eyes were open and staring at his cock as he covered her body in suntan lotion. She murmured softly when he tweaked her nipples and sighed as he ran his hands down her stomach towards her crotch. He pulled her forwards and into his arms. Her oiled body rubbing against him. Steve's long cock was squished between them and it reached up all the way to the bottom of her breasts. Steve continued to massage her with the lotion, kneading it into her back as she rubbed her wet body against him. He moved his hands down to her ass and covered her cheeks in lotion. When he had finished Beth stepped back and did the same for him. She revelled the feeling of his hard muscular body, as she ran her hands all over him. When he was as wet as herself, Beth poured oil on the base of his cock and continued to squirt lotion along the length and towards the crown, which was hovering in the air before her. She rubbed it well into his cock, running both hands up and down its length hearing him grunt with pleasure at her efforts.
"I want your pussy now," he said.
Beth just nodded, staring at her hands running along his glistening cock. Never taking her eyes off his monster, she knelt before him and kissed the crown now smelling of coconuts from the lotion. She laid back on the blanket and spread her legs, looking up at him her face was a mixture of fear and trepidation.
Steve knelt between her legs and grabbing his knapsack, he pushed it under her head to prop it up so that she could watch him penetrate her. He pushed her legs open even further exposing more of her to his view. Steve slowly worked his way closer to her so that his cock was slowly approaching the entrance to her vagina, thus increasing her anxiety. He saw the fear in her eyes as he continued to bring it closer. Steve could see how wet she was as he stopped the head an inch away from her pussy. He teased her with it before moving it the remaining inch and she spasmed in a large orgasm as soon as it touched her labia, he hadn't even penetrated her. Steve just slid his cock along her slit waiting for her to recover.
When she had quit moaning, she looked at him in awe at the power he had over her body. Most of the time, Steve was either grinning at her or looking like he was about to kill her. Now, his face was expressionless, except that his brow was sweaty and knit in concentration at the task on hand.
He pushed down on his cock and she stretched open to let it in. Steve loved to watch his dick disappear inside a woman. After taking hundreds of women, It still never failed to amaze him that they could stretch to accommodate his big piece of meat. With a loud slurping sound the crowned head of his cock disappeared, plugging her like a cork on a bottle of wine. He saw Beth staring at it in amazement, her vaginal muscles squeezing to pull more of him inside her. Steve grinned and willingly complied with her bodies demands. He pushed a little over five inches inside her watching her eyes roll up into the back of her head as she moaned. Steve stopped at five and a half inches. "Ready to go beyond what your husband can give you."
"We're already way beyond that," she replied loving how thick he was.
He pushed six inches in and she started whimpering as she tossed her head from side to side. At seven inches, she felt completely filled, her body writhing in ecstasy around his magnificent cock. Beyond that the pleasure was gone.
"Steve please stop it hurts," she cried frantically as he pushed it in from seven to eight inches. He didn't seem to care that it was hurting her and the pain reminded her of what a bastard he really was. Why had she let herself sink this far. His cock didn't feel good, it only looked good. "Ooww!" It actually hurt being stretched this much and she started to cry from both the torment between her legs and the joy of knowing that she wasn't enjoying cheating on David. Her pussy was rubbing against the invader and she could feel her juices flowing around it. "Aarggh!" She jumped from the pain as he tried to push it in deeper, but to no avail. God, she hated him and she hated his big cock. Steve had apparently given up getting any more of it inside her and was moving his hips in little circular motions, letting about three inches slide in and out of her. "Ooooh," she said proud that her hated brother-in-law couldn't defile her with any more of his cock then eight inches. "Aahhh," she gasped, raising her hips to meet his hated cock. She was matching his thrusts now. "Nooo" she pleaded as he pulled all but the head out afraid that he would stop fucking her. Then she cried, "God yes," as he pushed all eight inches in her again. her pussy clamping down around his wonderful cock as another orgasm overwhelmed her. Beth recovered faster this time wanting more. She started pinching her long, oil soaked nipples, moaning as the sensations added to the pleasure she was getting from Steve's incredible fuck stick. "I had no idea it would be this good," she yelled to the world. Beth was shaking all over from the pleasure of her first fuck. David's little penis didn't count as sex. Beth would forever remember this day as the day she lost her virginity.



She started turning her head back and forth again as she felt his cock start to tremble and swell up in her pussy.He was about to cum and his orgasm was triggering hers. Beth looked inland at the mangrove tree then out at the bay, then at the tree again, then at the boat. Boat! She turned and looked at the boat just as Steve's cock exploded within her pussy and she screamed in orgasm. The man on the boat came when she did. He had come in close while they were fucking and started masturbating while watching them. Steve had just fucked her in front of a complete stranger. The man on the boat waved and yelled "Thanks," then he powered up the motor and cruised back out into the bay. Beth laid there waiting for the horror and shame of being caught screwing her brother-in-law in front of a stranger, come to overwhelm her but the guilt never came. Instead she felt her pulse pounding from the thrill of exhibitionism. She just laid back on the towel feeling Steve's sperm pouring out of her pussy. She was completely satisfied and laid back closing her eyes. She felt something pushing at her lips and opened her mouth to receive Steve's cock tasting the remains of his orgasm on her tongue, wishing she could swallow a whole load of his.
"That's a good slut," he informed her. "You clean that cock off good and I'll fuck you again tonight."
She did as he ordered, cleaning both their juices off his cock with her tongue. When he was satisfied, Steve pulled her to her feet and they got dressed before returning to his bike.
*************
"Beth that's too bad," David said "I hope Valerie's feeling better." Beth had told her husband that she had to work the night shift because one of the waitresses was sick. "I hope your not coming down with something also," he said remembering how puffy her cheeks had been the other morning.
"Why do you say that honey"
"Well you keep tugging at your uniform like your really hot."
"Oh," said Beth "It's just really itchy." After experiencing the freedom of wearing next to nothing all day, Beth found her waitress uniform to be a prison, confining her body from the outside world.
Beth kissed her husband goodbye, walked out to her car and drove off. She stopped at the end of the street and got out of the car, tearing at the hated uniform as she stood in the street. She sighed as the cool night air caressed her bare belly and waved at a guy driving by when he whistled at her.
"That's better," she sighed, feeling as if she could breathe again. Beth was wearing one of the outfits Steve had bought her at the mall. A short halter top barely covering her large bra-less breasts and a short skirt that was showing off her lean legs. She got back n the car and drove off to meet Steve. Steve was closing up the bar tonight and she hung out there drinking and flirting with the male patrons, revelling in the attention. None of the men she talked to asked her to come home with them though. It's like they automatically knew she belonged to the giant man behind the bar. After he locked up, she kissed his cock and he fucked her on top one of the tables. She screamed as he pounded nine inches of his cock into her pussy bringing her off dozens of times.
She woke up the next morning, after David had left for work and found Steve's hard cock pointed at her lips. She blew him, managing to swallow all his sperm this time. He fucked her before leaving for work that night feeding ten inches of his cock into her hungry pussy. Each day she felt like a virgin again and her orgasms just got bigger and bigger as his cock explored new territory deep inside her. Two days after loosing her virginity she was taking eleven inches.
The next night, she laid beside her husband listening to him snore. She looked over at the clock. It said 2:30. Beth quietly got out of bed and tiptoed downstairs.
Steve pulled his bike up into the driveway and went up the deck and into the kitchen. He was dropping his keys on the table when Beth spoke up. "You wanted to see me Doctor."
Steve looked up. Beth was wearing the sleazy nurse costume. White nylons attached to a garter belt covered her lean legs. her white panties were thin and you could see her curly pubic hairs beneath the material. The garter belt encircled her trim waist just above her belly button and just above that was a white half shirt covering her chest. A red cross hat topped off the outfit.
"Yes nurse," he said grinning. "You haven't looked so good and I wanted to check you out. Please remove your blouse."
"Yes Doctor,"she said slowly undoing the buttons and letting it swing open revealing her breasts covered in a lacy white bra.
"Let me check your heartbeat," he said grabbing her breasts and caressing them after removing her bra.
Steve pushed nurse Beth to her knees, unzipped his jeans and stepped out of his pants. He pushed is briefs down and stuck his cock in her face. "Open your mouth and say Aaah."
Beth kissed his cock and opened her mouth wide, saying "Aaah" as he slid his cock down her throat. She blew him in the kitchen for about twenty minutes before Steve hauled her out to the couch. He pushed her over the back of the couch so that her ass was arched into the sky and positioned the head of his cock on her pussy. "Let's take your temperature," he said pushing his cock in. "Oh nurse, your burning up inside. Being so hot and wet is the perfect breeding ground for sickness you know."
"Ooh Doctor, I can't help being hot and wet around you," she said leaning forwards over the couch.
"That's ok nurse, I'll just have to keep checking your temperature then."
The fantasy was gone as the two got down to some serious fucking. Steve had fed her 11" and was fucking her hard. Beth was just making little grunts every time he plowed it into her. Steve grabbed the blouse that was hanging open around her back. He removed it and twisted it up into a gag, bringing it around to her mouth, surprising her. He held the ends on the blouse like he was riding a horse and controlling her with a bit. Steve pulled his cock out hearing it slurp as it exited her vagina. There was a brief period of silence before he slammed all twelve inches into Beth's pussy.
She screamed into the gag and started bucking trying to throw him off, but he held on like a rodeo star keeping all twelve inches inside her. The pain was fading and Beth could feel her pussy changing shape. It seemed to stretch out and confirm itself to fit it's new owner. Beth new that from that moment on her pussy belonged to her brother-in-law and no one else. "Please fuck me with that big cock," she begged after he removed the gag.
Steve did just that and started fucking her with the entire length of his cock while grabbing onto her hips.
Beth tried to keep talking but her words just came out in grunts and moans as she came around his big dick. He had been fucking her with all twelve inches for a half an hour when she felt it swell up inside her and start to tremble just like it had in her mouth the first time she had given him a blow job.
"Time to take your medicine nurse," he grunted out between breaths. Steve bellowed as his orgasm erupted from within and sprayed his sperm deep into her pussy for thirty seconds.
Beth felt his cum hosing down places so deep that she hadn't even know they existed and it started pouring out of her pussy around his cock. The powerful spray of his cum triggered her to have the biggest orgasm yet and she passed out from the sensations.
Exhausted, Steve left Beth hanging over the couch and walked around to the front, finding her in the way, he pushed her off over the back, hearing her body thump as it struck the ground. He laid down on the couch and promptly fell asleep.
Beth woke up, from the cold floor touching her bare skin, but otherwise she felt completely satisfied for the first time in her life. She got up and cleaned up their mess as she listened to Steve snoring. She wished he was snoring beside her in bed every night. Beth kneeled before him and kissed his cock again before heading upstairs to her husband.
Chapter 4: The Final Submission
The air blew Beth's long curly hair straight out as she clung to Steve's back. She slid her hand down and grabbed his cock through his shorts and felt it jump at her touch. She had been fucking her brother-in-law for two weeks now and hadn't regretted it since the first time he had pushed his incredible cock into her. The pleasure she got from pleasing him far outweighed any guilt she had for betraying her husband or hatred she had once felt towards Steve for essentially cheating and blackmailing her into adultery. He had done her a favor, teaching her about sex with a real man. He had even given her the video he had made of her blowing him, knowing that her body was now his to do with as he pleased. Beth had almost destroyed the video when she realized that Steve would be gone in two weeks and she would probably need the video to help her get off. Beth felt a tear run down her eye as she thought about losing his massive cock at the end of the month and she wished she could spend the rest of her life riding behind him on a motorcycle wearing nothing but a skimpy bikini like she was now.
Steve had told her he wanted to celebrate their two week anniversary the same way they had the first time they had fucked. Steve was heading along Biscayne Bay again and he turned into another picnic area. The parking lot was empty except for an old van. Beth was afraid their plans would be ruined until she noticed the red cloth hanging out it's window signifying it had broken down.
"Don't worry about it," Steve said. "It was here on the day I found this place. This spot is so secluded that no ones been here to call a tow truck."
He held her hand and led her out to the beautiful white beach. Soft waves traveled across the clear blue water lapping at the shore. The best thing about it was that the beach curved around with mangroves and other bushes blocking the view from the bay. Strangely, Beth felt disappointed knowing that no boaters would be able to watch them this time. Trees and bushes also blocked the view from the parking lot and the isolation created an atmosphere of being marooned on a desert island.
Delighted, Beth ran down into the shallow lagoon and fell back in the warm water, floating contentedly while Steve spread out a large blanket. She looked up at him when he was finished. He was standing by the water watching her, wearing nothing but his small bikini brief swimsuit. As she watched, he bent over and slid the suit down his legs and stepped out of it. She could see his long cock hanging down halfway to his knees and stared in awe. She still couldn't believe her eyes after seeing it at least twice a day for the last two weeks. She knitted her brow, wondering what he was up to, when he turned around facing the bushes and flexed his muscles. She could see his hard ass cheeks tighten up when he flexed. Steve then turned back to her and posed again. Well if Steve wanted to pose for her, she could pose for him. She loved showing off her body. Beth waded a little closer to the shore and reached behind her and undid the strings on her bikini. Beth threw her bikini top on to the shore and she turned around to bend over, showing off her firm upthrust ass as she slid her thong down her legs.
Beth was now completely nude before Steve as she stood in the knee deep water. She ran her fingers around her nipples teasing them to erectness and when they were hard, she brought one up to her mouth and gently bit her nipple while staring at her well-hung lover the whole time.
Steve turned sideways allowing her to see his cock fatten and it rose from hanging straight down to sticking straight out. He turned back to her and waded out into the water, taking Beth into his arms.
She could feel his steel cock squashed between their bodies as he held her tightly in his arms and kissed her passionately. Steve disengaged himself and moved around behind her. She turned to follow, but he held her in place so that her breasts were thrust out towards the beach and he grabbed her from behind. Steve held her in his arms and she could feel his cock nestled between her ass cheeks, running up over the small of her back. His big hands were rubbing all over her breasts, belly, and abdomen, caressing her. He cupped her breasts and tweaked her nipples, causing a soft moan to escaper her lips. Beth leaned back into his arms and arched her neck up to kiss him.
Steve kissed her back, then he effortlessly picked her up and carried her to the blanket. Steve laid Beth down on her stomach and he straddled her, letting his cock rest between her cheeks once again. Steve poured coconut oil all over her back and on her ass so that it ran over his cock and between her ass cheeks. She could feel his cock sliding up and down as he kneaded her muscles.
Beth felt his big rough hands began to rub the oil into her skin and she sighed contentedly closing her eyes. Steve's expert massaging technique could easily put her to sleep. "Whirl." For a guy that really only cared about himself, he sure knew how to make her feel good. Beth was almost asleep when Steve rolled her over and began rubbing oil all over her breasts and belly. "Whirl." She could see his big cock pointing at her, waiting.
"Let me do you now," Beth said and Steve laid down on his stomach. Beth ran her hand over the hard ridges of his muscles and rubbed the oil into his skin. She worked her hands down to his ass and covered them with oil. She turned him over and stared at his cock, reaching up slightly higher then his navel. and she straddled it, rubbing her pussy along the length as she worked her oil soaked hands across his chest. "Whirl." Beth slid down between his legs and held his cock up straigh,t rubbing the oil that already covered it along its length.
"Whirl,whirl,whirl." "I bet god doesn't have a cock this big," she said before leaning her head down to kiss the fat head like she always did before the engaged in sexual activity. "Whirl" Beth reluctantly removed her lips from Steve's cock and looked around. "What's that noise," she asked?
"It's just locusts," he replied. "Now put those lips back on my dick, bitch."
Beth happily complied with his wishes and began rubbing her tongue around the pee slit and the crown of his cock. She ran her lips down the sides, wishing it wasn't covered in oil because it ruined the taste and covered up his masculine scent. "Whirl" Beth stroked his cock with her hand, while kissing his balls. She worked her lips back up to the head and removed them staring down its intimidating length.
"I didn't tell you to stop," he reprimanded.
Beth angled her body and took several deep breaths. She bent down and plopped the head into her mouth and started breathing with her nose. "Whirl" Beth relaxed her throat muscles and began sliding his cock deep into her mouth. She felt like a sword swallower as her lips kissed his pubic hair for the first time. "Whirl"
Steve jumped in delight when she took all twelve inches into her throat. "That's it baby. Your the best damned cock sucker in the world."
Steve's kind words gave her the incentive to try harder and tightening her lips, Beth began running her mouth up and down his entire length, breathing whenever his head popped out. "Whirl,whirl,whirl."
Steve let Beth suck his big cock for twenty minutes before pulling her up to mount him. He held his rod straight up, and it was simply too big to put in her pussy from a kneeling position, so Beth had to stand up slightly and lower her pussy down to meet his cock head.
"Whirl" The fat head parted her lips and she slid her body down its entire length, moaning as he impaled her. She was always wet and ready for Steve and with the addition of the coconut oil, she was well lubricated and took his cock easily. Her vagina had molded itself to the shape of Steve's cock weeks ago and he had awakened nerve endings so deep inside her that only big cocks could completely satisfy her from now on. "Whirl"
"Oh god Steve, I love you and your big cock, she said when his dick had completely filled her.
"Is it bigger then your husbands?" he asked.
"You know it is," she replied somewhat curiously. She had told him how big (or how small) David was before. She figured he must get off hearing it. "Your giant cock is over twice as big as my husbands and its three times as thick," she said while riding him to a small orgasm. "Whirl"
"Are you such a slut that you don't mind cheating on your husband with his own brother?" he asked.
"F-forgive m-me David," she said panting from the orgasm. "but your penis is so small and insignificant compared to your brother's big cock. I am a slut for your cock Steve, I am a slut." Beth leaned forward and slid her body up his so that only half his rod was buried in her. She bent forward and hung her large nipples in his face, moaning from another orgasm when he took her nipples into his mouth and started flicking his tongue across them. "Whirl"
Beth was startled when Steve suddenly yanked his dick out of her pussy and pushed her off him. She was laying on her side on the blanket in a daze from her second orgasm, when he got behind her and pulled her up to her knees. Beth's perfectly shaped ass was arced into the sky glistening with oil in the sunlight. "Whirl" Steve kneeled behind her and buried his cock in her pussy once again, hearing her whimper of pleasure muffled by the blanket.
Steve continued to slowly fuck her as he leaned over and grabbed the bottle of oil. He opened it and poured oil down the crack of her ass, feeling it run down over his cock and drip to the blanket. He began massaging her sphincter with one beefy finger, before pushing it in to loosen her up. "Whirl"
"Oh Steve," she said pushing her ass back into his finger. "I love it when you finger my ass." "whirl"
Steve pulled his finger out and he held her rosebud open between his thumb and forefinger. He began pouring oil into her ass, watching to run down inside her. He easily pushed his fat thumb into her well lubricated hole feeling Beth start to tremble.
"Oh yes, oh yes," she started breathing heavy feeling a big orgasm building up. "I'm cuuummming, oh oh oh oh ow owww," she screamed when he removed his thumb and replaced it with two fingers, stretching her out. "whirl"
Beth had been about to protest, when the orgasm had overwhelmed her. Seeing she had almost passed out, he took advantage of the situation and pulled his cock out of her pussy, running it up the crack of her ass. He rested the head against her sphincter and pushed down, seeing her stretch wide to receive him. The head had disappeared inside, before she had recovered. "Whirl"
"Oh god no," Beth moaned crying. "Please don't fuck my ass. It's too big. It hurts."
Steve had pushed eight inches in when he met resistance. He heard her whimpering and begging him to take it out between her cries of pain. He held it buried in her so that she could grow used to his cock in her ass. "Whirl,whirl,whirl," her cries completely blocked out the sounds of the locust.
Beth had never felt such pain in her life. She grabbed handfuls of sand through the blanket and squeezed them into her hands. The pain resurfaced her hatred of her brother-in-law and she wondered how it was possible to hate someone so much and yet be so addicted to them at the same time. This must be how an addict feels, hating themselves but at the same time craving to satisfy their addiction, and she was addicted to Steve. She was not only completely hooked on his cock but on the way he treated her like such a slut. The overwhelming desire to please him suppressed the pain and her hatred. She pushed herself up to her hands and knees. Her ass was still a little sore as she looked over her shoulder at the fat four inches of cock meat still sticking out of her ass. "Click,whirl,click,whirl."



Look at that big cock in my ass, she thought. Her rear end had been the last new territory for him to conquer and she felt a momentary feeling of sadness, thinking she had now surrendered completely to his dominance. She couldn't believe she had been able to stretch out to take so much of his dick in her ass. She felt Steve adjust his cock a little in her well lubricated anus and she moaned in pleasure. Look at that big cock in my ass, she thought again still staring in awe at it. "Look at your big cock in my ass," she said looking up at Steve, who just smiled and nodded. "Click,whirl" "Look at his big cock in my ass," she said to the man with the camera.
********** "I see it you slut," said the camera-man. "Now beg him to fuck your ass." Click,click,click, whirl. He snapped off a bunch of close-ups of Steve's cock in her ass.
Beth just stared at the man and she let out a cry of sheer terror. She recognized him as the fat little photographer from South Beach that had wanted her to pose nude. She struggled to get away from the man but Steve just held her impaled upon his cock while the greasy little man snapped off a roll of film. The whirling sound had been the camera's motor. Steve had thought it was locusts, unless, he was lying to her again. Steve had taken the man's business card from her. The whole thing was a set-up. "Steve you fucking bastard," she screamed at him. "I hate you." The tears started flowing down her cheeks. " How could you do something like this?"
"Easy. I'm doing it for the money," he replied casually. Beth started wailing again and he tried to calm her down. "Don't worry, I'll give you half."
"Its not about the money," she sobbed. "I thought you were doing something nice for me bringing me here, instead your treating me like a common slut."
Steve started sliding his cock in and out of her ass, feeling her rectum expand and contract with each slow thrust. "You are a slut Beth, Beth the slut, you called yourself one a few minutes ago."
She felt her addiction, her need for his cock taking over and she started pushing her ass back to match his thrusts. "Oh god I am a slut."
"That's right Beth the slut," Steve told her. "and like all sluts you like it when other men look at your body."
"Ugh, ugh, yes, yes, I like being watched,even if it's by this ugly little man." she managed to stammer out between thrusts.
"Look at his crotch Beth," Steve ordered.
Beth looked over at the photographer, he had never stopped taking pictures and just kept snapping them off, swiftly changing rolls and putting them into a pack on his belt. She glanced down at his crotch, sure enough his shorts were bulging out from an erection.
"You did that Beth," Steve said. "Your slut body made him hard. The least you can do is let him photograph you."
"I can't let people see me in a porn magazine," she protested.
"Hey baby," the sweaty little fat man said. "I'll put someone else's head on your body if you want. That way no one will know it's you but thousands of people will see your hot body."
"That's right Beth," Steve added. "Think of all the hard cocks masturbating to nude pictures of us."
The thought of all that tasty semen erupting from hundreds of cocks to splatter across nude pictures of her in a magazine was really working Beth up. "Wh..what do you want me to do?" she asked.
"I need some shots of your facial expressions as he fucks you, and Steve when you get close, pull your dick out of her ass while it's still coming, so I can get some shots of that. By the way, Beth talk dirty, it puts me in the mood."
"Oh fuck me, fuck my ass. Your cock feels so big in my ass," Beth said while Steve fucked her with slow steady strokes. She never paused to think why he would need shots of her face if they were going to use another model's face.
**********
Harry, the photographer couldn't stand it any more. They had been fucking for close to half an hour and Beth had been talking dirty for most of it. Now, she had apparently given up on talking and had laid down on her knees, resting her head on her crossed arms, a very satisfied look on her face as Steve continues to slowly fuck her upthrust ass. Harry had photographed hundreds of couples and had never seen anything this hot. He had never seen a cock as big as Steve's and had almost cum in his pants when the slut swallowed it all. She could even take it all in her pussy. If only Steve could bury the remaining four inches in her ass, then she'd be perfect. "You getting close," he asked Steve and he quickly started stripping when Steve shook his head no.
Beth awoke from her trance when she heard the photographers knobby knees hit the ground in front of her face. Thinking he wanted some more close-ups she smiled up at him and instead found herself staring at his ugly cock. She couldn't keep the disgust off her face as she looked up at his nude body. He wore about five gold chains that dangled down upon a hairy chest. Sweat glistened off the rolls of fat that hung down across his substantial stomach. His cock was about half the size of Steve's but just as fat, making it look disproportionate. He was uncircumsized and the wrinkly foreskin made his fat little cock resemble it's owner.
"What are you waiting for Beth? Suck him off," Steve said.
"No way," she replied looking completely revolted.
Beth heard a loud smacking sound and a second later the pain hit her causing her to jump a little. She jumped into the photographers penis feeling it rub across her cheek, leaving a trail of pre-cum in its wake. She recovered and looked back at Steve in shock. Her left ass cheek was bright red and stinging from where he had slapped her. "Y-you spanked me," she said, an incredulous look on her face.
"That's what you get when you disobey me," he replied. "Now suck him off."
"You spanked me," she said again.
"SMACK."
He spanked her again, this time on her right cheek. Harry was ready this time and had snapped off a quick picture. Beth didn't need to be told three times. She turned to look at the fat cock pointing at her face. It's big head was peeking out at her through the fore skin. She wrinkled her nose in disgust and brought her lips around the fat knob. Beth surprised herself and kissed it first, just like she always kissed Steve, just before putting the whole head into her mouth.
She could feel her ass cheeks aching around Steve's cock still embedded in her ass. It hadn't really hurt all that much, it just surprised her. Now the nerves in her ass seemed ultra-sensitive to the 8" of cock buried in it and she moaned around the dick in her mouth. She really didn't want to blow the nasty little man and found herself trying to get away with just kissing and licking around the head hoping she could get by with just that.
"For a slut she's an uppity little bitch," Harry informed Steve.
Steve shrugged, sometimes it was better to be feared, then loved and sometimes it was better to be loved hen feared. He reached around between her legs and stuck two fingers into her pussy. He heard a muffled moan come out of his slut's mouth stuffed with the photographer's dick head. He moved his fingers out so that only the tips were inside her.
Beth now had something filling every one of her holes and she found she liked it. A musky scent from the fat mans crotch assaulted her nostrils and she found his manly smell to be intoxicating. He may have been a disgusting little pig of a man but his cock was very hard, very fat, very nice. She wished Steve would bury his fingers in her, she thought as she licked across the tip of the man's dick. She felt Steve move his fingers across the tip of her pussy and she jumped at the movement. Beth took about half the fat mans cock in her mouth and she felt Steve's fingers slide about halfway inside her. She realized that her cock sucking was controlling Steve's fingers and if she wanted them buried in her pussy she'd half to swallow all the photographer's cock into her mouth. Beth began lovingly slurping on the fat dick in her mouth feeling her efforts rewarded by waves of pleasure in her pussy. His cock really was quite nice and she managed to say "I love your cock," to him in between swallows. Somewhere during the blow job, Steve had once again taken control of her body and her mouth was now following the movements of his fingers.
Like all men, Harry loved his dick and it excited him to hear someone else say they loved it. He was getting close to orgasm and he brought his camera up to get some pictures of his cock in her mouth. Few women had been able to take his fat six incher completely in their mouths and this slut could do it effortlessly, but then again she had practiced on a cock twice as big as his. Harry realized that Steve's big dick had inadvertently turned Beth into the best damn cock-sucker in the world and Harry revelled in the knowledge that this was the best blow job of his life.
"Oh god, I'm getting close," he shouted.
Beth felt the fat cock in her mouth swell up and at the same time Steve started rubbing around the little nub deep inside her pussy that always caused her to orgasm. The photographer's, hot salty cum erupted into her mouth, just as her own orgasm came. Beth had an epiphany at that moment. The looks and appearance of the man didn't really matter, nor did the size of his cock. All that mattered was that she gave them pleasure with her body. Oh god I am a slut, she though as she lustfully inhaled the photographers load. He pulled his fat cock out of her mouth and a strand flew across her lips. "I love your cock and I love the taste of your sperm," she said as her tongue licked up the cum around her mouth.
Harry looked down at the slut between his legs. She was staring intently at his cock while stroking it like she was trying to milk out any remaining drops of his cum. "Thanks," he said.
She looked up at him lovingly. "No, thank you sir," she replied.
They were staring at each other, smiling, when Steve said, "I hate to interrupt your moment, but this monsters about to blow." Steve looked like he was in sheer ecstasy, as he grabbed her hips fucking her hard. It had been difficult restraining himself because her ass was just so tight around his cock, it felt absolutely incredible. He didn't want to cum before Harry so he had paced himself. Harry scrambled around behind Beth zooming his camera in on Steve's cock. He moved it down and snapped off some quick shots of Steve's balls slapping against her thighs. Those things are huge, he thought, This guy must cum buckets.
They heard Beth moan in a mixture of pain and pleasure as Steve's cock swelled up, stretching her ass out even further. "Here it cums," he cried.
Harry zoomed in on Beth's stuffed rectum. He heard Steve grunt and incredibly she seemed to take another inch of his cock, as he thrust it deep into her when he orgasmed. Harry could see Steve's seed rise to the surface then sink again as he pulled all but the tip out. Steve thrust forward again, grunting as he came another load. This time sperm trickled out of her anus, running down the crack towards her pussy. Incredibly, Steve still had some more and he pulled it completely out before stabbing her again. His massive cock displaced air inside her ass and she made farting sounds as the air pushed his cum out, to squirt up around his cock. Harry heard Steve groan and watched him pull his dick out and rest it between her cheeks. The head swelled up yet again and another large wad flew out to strike her between the shoulder blades. Then it was done but he continued to cum. His cock looked like a garden hose with the water left on to trickle, as sperm continued to ooze out, pooling in the small of her back.

"Oh my god, oh my god," Harry thought over and over again. He watched Steve fall backward and collapse gasping for air. Beth fell forward on her face, ass still arched up towards the sky. Harry could see her own cum dripping down her pussy and he guessed that she must have orgasmed at the same time Steve did. He snapped some close ups of the semen pouring from her gaping anus and swore he could even see it close up a little, but not much. She was probably permanently stretched out a little.
**********
Later, Harry was walking up to his van carrying the precious rolls of film. Beth was cleaning herself up in the lagoon and Steve had followed him to get paid. Harry took out a wad of about five thousand dollars. "Lets see," he said, counting out the money into Steve's open palm. "Two thousand for the pictures, a thousand for getting her to blow me, and another thousand for the best anal sex scene I've ever seen." Harry looked thoughtful for a minute before shoving the remaining thousand into Steve's hand. "Here take it all," he said. "It was worth every penny."
Steve thanked him and Harry replied in a female voice, "No, thank you, sir," and the two men laughed together until Beth ran up to them while tying her bikini top back on.
Harry told them he had to go get his camera tripod from the bushes and was delighted when Beth hugged and kissed him on the lips before following Steve to his bike.
When Harry was gone, Steve said, "Here's your half of the money.," handing her one thousand dollars.
Beth's eyes went wide with delight at all the extra cash and as they sped off on his motorcycle, her mind was already thinking of the sexy outfits she could buy with it.
Harry heard the sounds of the motorcycle fade off into the distance and he smiled as he went to gather up his hidden video cameras. Five thousand dollars was chump change compared to the money he could get selling a video of those two fucking. He would of had to pay extra if Steve had known about the cameras. Harry had marked the spot for Steve to put the blanket telling him he needed it to focus his camera. He used this beach a lot and knew all the perfect angles for getting good shots of people fucking in that location. Harry only hoped that his own fat body hadn't blocked to many views of Steve and Beth. He had a friend that paid good money for amateur videos and his friend could have his tapes edited together and copies being sold all the way to the west coast by the end of the week. Yeah, thought Harry, Today had sure been worth it and in more ways then one, thinking of the blowjob. He gathered up his equipment chuckling to himself the whole time.
**********
Steve really took to fucking her ass, not that Beth minded except that it meant a couple less loads she got to swallow. Her ass had behaved similar to her pussy, stretching out to take more of his cock after each time. Steve had just finished fucking her this morning, managing to get eleven inches in her ass after first fucking her pussy. He had filled her butt with his cum and then left without saying a word while she lay there recovering.
Beth didn't feel like cleaning up and put her thong on to hold his semen inside her rectum and then she put on her now well used bikini top. She called in sick to work again, not thinking that she could bare to put on that heavy pink waitress uniform. She'd probably be fired soon, she thought as she walked out to the deck and laid down in a chair. Beth cocked her ear and soon enough was rewarded with the sound of the neighbor firing up his lawn mower. The old man had taken to doing a lot a yard work lately coinciding with her appearances in her bikini. His lawn sure was looking good too, she thought. Maybe she'd reward him by "accidentally" forgetting to tie her bikini top back on. "
Ah ha," said a familiar voice. "caught you."
Beth was lying on her stomach and must of jumped a mile when David walked around the corner.
"Well young lady," he said. "Just what do you think your doing?"
"Oh god David," she said starting to cry. "Don't be mad. I just wanted to...." she stopped when she noticed he was smiling at her embarrassment.
"Your not mad," she said?
"Mad? I've been praying to see you in a bikini for three years now and I was hoping I'd catch you today."
"You mean you knew?"
"Honey," David said smugly. "Nothing escapes this keen mind. You've been as white as a sheet ever since I've known you and all of a sudden your skin has been slowly turning darker over the last three weeks."
They laughed together and David ran his hand down her back, while running his eyes over her ass. "Er, honey," he said "Your ass is all swollen and red."
Beth's eyes opened wide and she flipped over, praying that the thong had covered up the large hole that had once been her cute little rosebud. "David," she scolded. "Don't look at me down there. I have a bad rash."
"Oh, that's too bad," he replied rubbing his hand across her stomach.
"What are you doing home anyway?" she asked.
"I came home to pack," he informed her distracted by her partial nudity. "An important clients getting audited and I have to fly out to him tomorrow. I'm sorry but I'll probably be gone a week."
Beth tried to contain the burst of joy she felt at knowing she'd get to be alone with Steve for the entire week before he left for California. She caught herself and hoped she looked appropriately sad as she leaned up to hug her husband.
"You know Beth," he said pulling her up and inside the house. "I haven't been without sex for a week since we were married."
They were in the living room by Steve's couch/bed when she remembered her distended clit and stretched out pussy. "Sorry honey, but the rash is down there too." David looked absolutely crestfallen and Beth feeling sorry for her husband, pushed him down onto the couch. She stood in front of him and removed her top, leaving the thong on, since it was the only thing keeping Steve's sperm from running down her legs. David was staring at her a surprised look on his face when she kneeled before him. "I"ve wanted to try this ever since you first showed me one of your pornos." she said unzipping his pants.
It was David's turn to want to shout with joy. The porns had worked. They had loosened her up. He moaned as his wife took his penis into her hot velvety mouth and she began sucking on him. For an amateur, she sure knew what she was doing. He tried to contain himself but found his rock hard cock blasting what felt like a gallon of cum into her mouth after five minutes.
Beth felt her husbands half hard penis give a little jerk and a couple drops of semen ran onto her tongue. Definitely just a tasty little appetizer, she thought.
*********
That night Steve came home from work. Tomorrow would be his last day tending bar and he was eager to move on. Beth was waiting for him in her nurses outfit.
"Doctor, I think I need my temperature taken again."
"Is that right, nurse."
"Yes Doctor, but this time I think you should use a rectal thermometer." She managed to take all twelve inches that night.
**************
Beth drove David to Miami airport and walked him to his gate. David stopped at a newstand to get a couple newspapers and Beth idly looked past the hispanic attendant and over at the magazines. Her eyes grew wide and she gasped before fainting, hitting the floor with a thud. Beth awoke a few seconds later with her husband and the hispanic man looking at her concernedly.
"You ok," said the hispanic man.
Jose was written on his shirt. "I'm fine," she said getting up. "I just need some water."
David helped her to a water fountain saying, "Do you want me to cancel my flight, honey."
"No, no dear, I'm fine, it' just that cold I've been fighting since New Years."
The time came for his flight and David reluctantly kissed his wife goodbye and boarded the plane.
**********
Jose had been eyeing the pretty brunette since she had walked up to his newsstand with her husband. She had been eyeing the porn magazines...."Aha" he said aloud.



There on the cover of Anal Encounters was a shot of her kneeling in front of a man on the beach. A black dot blocked out the good parts. The caption read "Cheating wife: First time anal with husbands brother!" Jose ran out to try to get her autograph but she was gone. He leafed through the pictures, whistling softly. There she was sucking what had to have been the biggest cock in the world, riding that monster, and taking it up the ass. Excellent fakes , he thought, not believing that any woman could deep throat that monster, nor could any cock be that big or cum so much.
The pictures were incredible though and Jose felt his cock leap in his pants. He would have to add this magazine to his collection and was getting ready to put it in his bag, when he noticed the last page said, "video available $19.95" and the ad gave an eight hundred number. He would have to see it to believe it. Jose copied the number down.
Chapter 5: Flirting With Disaster
Beth was so flustered seeing herself on the cover of a porn magazine, she almost got involved in two accidents while driving home from the airport. She tried to calm herself so that she could think. She didn't know any people who read smut magazines, so she was probably safe from getting caught. David liked porn, but he only rented the occasional video. She would cross her fingers and hope no one would recognize her. The magazine would be off the shelves in a month and she could get on with her life. Steve would be gone in a week and there would be no more incidents like this to worry about. Strange, but the thought of Steve leaving didn't fill her with joy like it should have. It actually depressed her to think that she would be going back to an orgasm free existence and she pictured herself riding behind Steve on his bike heading out West to California.
Beth pulled into her driveway and like a zombie slowly walked into the house. Steve was waiting for her in the kitchen, an excited look on his face.
"Have you seen these," he said throwing three magazines on the table.
Beth just nodded feeling nothing. There was no desire to yell at him or to hit him. She felt empty inside. Beth looked over at the magazines. In addition to Anal Encounters, there were two others. She was on the cover of another riding Steve's cock. The last cover was a collage of different people and She saw herself kissing his massive cock in the upper corner. The contact point between her lips and his cock head were covered by a black dot and the picture bore the caption, A Cock You Gotta See to Believe.
Beth looked through the magazines while Steve walked out into the living room to change for work. As she leafed through the pictures, she felt herself becoming aroused. The photographs of her and Steve were awesome. There was one where she had the photographers dick in her mouth and her eyes were half closed as she swallowed it wantonly. The picture didn't resemble the Beth she knew from the mirror. The woman in the picture was the most beautiful, sensual woman she had ever seen. The emptiness inside her was being replaced by one emotion, lust.
Beth started rubbing her pussy through her slacks as she looked at the pictures. Hundreds of men were probably looking at her body right this minute, all stroking a wide variety of cocks, all wishing that they were Steve. She could see him naked in the living room. His fantastic penis was half erect and it seemed to radiate power, calling to her. They should make it illegal to cover that thing, she thought as he was pulling on his shorts.
Steve, come fuck me now," she screamed.
"Can't," he said walking back into the kitchen dressed and ready for work. "I'm running late."
Beth didn't give him much time to react. She was on her knees, with his cock in her mouth before he had even realized his zipper was down. It quickly swelled to full erection under her now expert ministrations and he let her worship it for about five minutes before pulling it out of her mouth.
"Meet me at the bar around nine," he said looking at the crestfallen Beth. "We'll fuck all night when we get home." Steve stuffed his cock into his shorts, knowing that once it was hard, it stayed hard until he came. It was going to be a long night, he thought, but at least his tips would be bigger.
Beth remained on her knees staring in disbelief at the empty doorway, fully believing he'd come back until she heard his bike start up and drive away.
**********
Beth opened her bedroom drawer and she looked at her old baggy sweaters and tops. She removed them, revealing her newer sexier outfits, hidden underneath.
Beth then stripped, noticing how soaked her panties were. The magazine pictures had her hornier then she had ever been and she didn't think she could wait for Steve to get off work. She wished he could give her a quickie out behind the bar tonight. It was probably the only time she had ever regretted his amazing stamina.
She leafed through her clothes and settled on a tight halter top and a short black skirt. She pulled on a black thong, but decided against a bra. She could see the large outline of her aureola through the thin material of her top. Her bare flat stomach was now a perfect light brown color, matching her hair and the rest of her body. Her ass cheeks were the same color from being bare all the time in her bikini as she rode on the back of Steve's bike. Her tan was almost universal now, her crotch and a small area around her nipples being the only white spots left on her entire body.
She ran her hand down her belly, resisting the temptation to continue on under her skirt. Steve could take care of that problem later. She smiled at the beautiful woman in the mirror and almost laughed at the foolish girl she had been just a month ago. She had been as white as a ghost and hadn't even been able to look at herself in a mirror, being ashamed of her voluptuous figure. Now, Beth realized, her entire body was designed to please men, from her face to her ass and she was a fool to try to deny them that pleasure. David would never be able to satisfy her and within days after Steve was gone, she would be on the prowl for some new cock to fulfill her needs. Beth twirled around, watching the skirt fly up, revealing her lower butt cheeks and then she left the room heading for her car and Steve.
**********
The cold night air had caused her nipples to pop out. Her entire areola were swollen and straining at her top. They were so hard, they got a little swore rubbing against the material of her top. The club was crowded that night and it almost fell completely silent when Beth entered the room. Without even realizing it, she thrust out her breasts and wiggled her ass a little more, as she crossed the room towards Steve. Every male eye was upon her and some she thought seemed to recognize her. She was afraid they recognized her from the porn magazines and she shrugged it off to her imagination until she noticed the same men staring in awe at Steve behind the bar. Yeah, they knew who she was alright.
Beth sat down at the bar and crossed her legs, showing off just a hint of her panties to people at nearby tables. Steve set a strong drink in front of her and he kept it filled, though he was too busy to stay and talk with her. He wasn't too busy to scare off all the horny men though. Every time she saw one approaching her, Steve would be there to scare him away. She began to wish he would let her flirt a little just so that she could have someone to talk too.
She finished her drink and Steve set a fresh one in front of her before getting busy with a bunch of drink orders. Beth was idly twirling her swizzle stick around in her drink when she heard a deep masculine voice behind her.
"You here alone, Miss."
She looked down the bar. Steve was busy and not paying any attention to her. She put on her most dazzling smile and turned to face the man. She found herself staring at a white t-shirt covering an incredibly muscular torso. She looked up to see a very handsome black face smiling down at her.
"Y-yes I'm alone," she stuttered. "I mean no, I'm waiting for the bartender."
"Well, I'm sure he won't mind if keep you company until he's off," he replied sitting down beside her.
They struck up a conversation and Beth found it difficult to concentrate as she stared at the black giant. His physical presence was so powerful that she wanted to surrender her body to him right then and there.The only other man who had affected her that way before was Steve and the similarities between the two were amazing. Duane, the black man, was a loner just like Steve. He wandered about the country on his motorcycle, never staying in one place for long. Beth just listened raptly to him, wandering what his cock looked like. She had developed a fascination with black cocks ever since seeing the one in David's porno movie. She had thought that cock big at the time until encountering Steve's in real life. She was so focused on Duane she didn't even notice Steve fill up their drinks, nor did she notice the angry look he flashed both her and the black man. Duane excused himself to go to the bathroom and Steve was immediately in front of her.
"That black guy bothering you," he said gruffly.
"No, Steve," she said a little flustered. "He's just keeping me company until your off, that's all."
"Well just make sure he keeps his dirty black hands off you."
"Don't worry," she said a little confused. She had never known Steve as a bigot. In fact, he seemed to consider himself superior to all other men, whites and blacks.
"On second thought," he said, an evil grin on his face. "I want you to mess with him."
"What!" she said her eyes growing wide.
"Flirt with him, make him hard. Grab his dick," he explained. "No sex, your body belongs to me this week. I want you to make him so fucking horny his balls hurt. I want to see the look in his eyes when he sees me leaving with you, knowing it's my cock that's about to be buried in your pussy."
"I d-don't think I can," Beth said shaking her head, which quickly changed to a nod of agreement at the cold look of fury on his face.
Steve left the minute Duane returned. They talked a little while before a nervous Beth reached over and set her hand on top of his thigh much to his delight. He replied by putting one big callused hand on her knee and squeezing it while looking down the bar at Steve to make sure he wasn't paying attention. She grew a little bolder and began sliding her hand up towards his crotch, expecting to come into contact with a humongous black cock at any second. She was somewhat confused when her hand didn't encounter anything and she continued on up to his crotch while he just stared into her eyes, a smug look on his face. She encountered the thick stem between his legs and her eyes widened in awe as she realized his cock ran down his other pant leg. His cock had to be almost as big as Steve's and she felt it throbbing all the way through his pants. Duane let her run her hands up and down his cock a few times before asking her to dance. She nodded and he led her out to the crowded dance floor.
Duane was an excellent dancer and as they were out of sight of Steve, she found herself getting a little carried away. She flipped her skirt up, flashing Duane her bare ass and jumped away from him when he grabbed her cheeks with his big hands. She wagged her finger at him saying he was naughty and she backed her ass up into his crotch, feeling him grind his cock against her. Then she spun around and held him rubbing their crotches together. The beat was rhythmic and sexual and she found herself wishing her pussy was full of some big black dick at the moment. The set ended and they returned to the bar sweaty and breathing heavy from the dancing and their arousal.
Beth downed her drink and excused herself to go to the bathroom. She was drunk, horny, and she had to pee really bad so she spent a few minutes in the bathroom. When she had finished and freshened up her make up, she left the bathroom.
Beth was walking by a partially opened broom closet when a strong pair of hands grabbed her and pulled her inside. She struggled at first until he flipped the light on revealing Duane making shushing motions with his finger and lips. His hands were quickly all over her body.
"Duane, I can't be in here with you," she said moaning as he tweaked her nipples through her halter top.
"Come on Beth," he said while kissing all over her face. "You gotta let me fuck you. I've never been this turned on in my life."
"I can't cheat," she said without realizing that her hand was unconsciously stroking his cock through his pants. "That big guy behind the bar is my boyfriend and he's a little overprotective," she explained still rubbing his cock through his pants.
"He didn't seem to mind you messing with me though," said Duane as he ran his big black hands under her halter top and flicked it up, freeing her bare breasts.
"He said I could tease you," she explained moaning as he bent over and took one of her large nipples into his mouth. "I could grab you, but not have sex with you."
Duane didn't respond, he just continued to lick around her nipples and he gently bit them from time to time. Beth could never remember being so horny. First, the magazine pictures had gotten her all worked up, and then Steve had left her hanging this afternoon. Now, being trapped in a closet with a well hung black guy had her dripping with excitement. She even found his sweaty smell to be sexually stimulating. Duane stood up and began unbuttoning his jeans, a smug, self-assured expression on his face the whole time.
"Wh..what are you doing?" she asked nervously.
He dropped his jeans and then bent over to pull down his underwear freeing a cock as equally impressive as Steve's. It was about an inch smaller but was about half againt as thick.
"He said you could grab," Duane answered her, putting her hand on his cock. "So grab."
Beth began running her hands along his throbbing ebony shaft feeling it jump at her touch. A nasty thought occurred to her. Steve had said she could touch him. Wasn't jerking him off, just touching him? Beth gave him a quick kiss and said, "Let me jack you off."
She saw Duane give a little nod and Beth fished around in her purse for a minute until she located a small tube of hand moisturizer. She kneeled down and covered both hands in moisturizer until they were well lubricated. Beth knew from experience that it would take a lot of lubrication and she emptied the bottle in her hands. Beth looked up at his cock and froze. The narrow confines of the janitors closet had it swaying before her eyes, less then a foot away. It was simply the most beautiful thing she had ever seen. The black cock in David's video had a light colored head but, Duane's was a dark black all the way through. His balls were bigger then Steve's and they hung down further. The head was a lot bigger then Steve's, as was his urethra which was oozing pre-cum.
Without thinking, Beth leaned forward and planted her ritual kiss of submission on the head feeling it jerk up at the touch of her lips. She kept her lips poised about an inch away from the head, his musky smell filling her nostrils. She wanted nothing more then to swallow it whole but Steve had forbidden her. Beth figured one taste couldn't hurt, and her tongue flicked out and licked the pre-cum off his head. It tasted salty and the amount was almost as much as her husband's entire orgasm.
Duane wasn't moving his body at all. but she could swear that his cock was straining to find its way past her lips. Beth came to her senses and backed up a little. She brought both her hands up and began rubbing moisturizer all over his cock feeling how hard he was. Beth developed a a pattern of stroking and soon found herself becoming mesmerized like she had the first time she had stroked off Steve. She had fantasized she was blowing Steve, then getting fucked by him, and then his cock had turned black and he had penetrated her ass, just like the stud in the video. Now all her visions were of black cocks and she decided that if Duane was going to be in town after Steve left, she would be fucking him the minute Steve was gone. This cheered her up thinking that she had just discovered a new source of orgasms and semen to satisfy her once Steve was gone.
Speaking of semen, the taste of his pre-cum was still on her lips and she wished she could have more. His cock was swelling up now meaning he was approaching orgasm. The big pee slit was opening and closing with her strokes. Then an alarming thought hit her. Big cock, big balls, big pee slit, it all meant that this guy was about to shower her with a tremendous amount of cum and Steve had forbidden her from letting him cum. He'd kill her if she walked out into the bar covered with a black man's sperm. Beth had gone a little too far and she didn't really have much choice. She would have to swallow the evidence.
"You white slut," Duane said watching her swallow his entire cock into her mouth. "Where did you learn to do that?"
"Around," she said when she came up for air.
Beth got into her pattern of deep throating him and licking around the head while she caught her breath. Her skills quickly had him ready to explode and she felt him start to explode when she had his entire cock buried down her throat. The overly large head of his cock had swollen so big that she found it hard to suppress her gag reflex. Beth felt the ridge of his cock head scrap along her throat as she quickly slid it out so that just the head was in her mouth. Where Steve always came in several large wads, Duane just constantly hosed out sperm. She could feel it spraying her esophagus and then the sides of her throat as she slid it out into her mouth. His hot cum poured into her mouth and she let it fill up at least three times before swallowing. Beth had described swallowing David's load as an appetizer and Steve's as a main course. Duane's was a seven course dinner and Beth was proud when she swallowed every drop.
"Oh my god," said Duane as his legs went weak and he caught himself against the wall to keep from slumping down. "You've got to let me fuck you," he said pulling her to her feet and rubbing his long wet cock along her bare belly and across her belly button.
"In a week," she said panting with desire. "My boyfriends gone within a week."
"Sorry, but so am I," he said sadly.
"Oh." the smile on Beth's face fell and she sadly wondered where she was going to find another cock like Steve's or Duane's to satisfy her in a week.
Duane opened the door and looked around, "Coasts clear," he said and he slipped out the door.
Beth fixed her clothing and wiped off her hands on a dirty rag in the closet, following him out the door. He had disappeared and she returned to her bar seat and an angry looking Steve.
"Where the hell have you been?" he demanded. "Just out dancing," she lied.
"Where's your black boy?" he asked.
"I guess he left." she replied trying to keep the disappointment out of her voice.
"You leave him all high and dry like I told you?"
"Yes Steve," she lied again.
"Good," he said laughing. "I'm getting off in an hour. Why don't you run home and be waiting for me in my brother's bed.
"Yes Steve," she said jumping up. She needed to get fucked and she didn't think she could wait another hour.
Beth needed to use the bathroom again before she left and she glanced at the broom closet as she entered the ladies room. Beth relieved herself and stopped off to check her make up. She gasped when she saw how swollen her cheeks were. Beth looked down her body and gasped again when she saw a line of dried semen running down her stomach and across her belly button looking like a snail had crawled across her belly leaving a trail behind it. Thank god the bar must have been too dark for Steve to see her cheeks and belly. Beth quickly poured warm water into her hands and wiped off the semen on her stomach.



Beth quickly left the building and made her way to her car. She couldn't wait to have Steve's cock buried in her vagina. The days events had gotten her so worked up that she was so horny it actually hurt. Her need for sex was so bad that she almost regretted her introduction to good sex. Almost.
The club had been packed when Beth arrived and she had been forced to park in a dark corner of the lot far from the building. The club had emptied out quickly leaving her car alone except for a motorcycle parked nearby. Beth had taken her keys out of her purse and was reaching for the door when she was grabbed from behind. A strong arm held her tight and a big beefy hand covered her mouth immobilizing her. Beth struggled in fear until she realized the futility of it and calmed herself. She stood still feeling her heart beating in her chest until her attacker spun her around revealing himself to be Duane.
"Duane, what the hell are you doing?" she asked.
"Beth," he said frantically. "You've got to let me fuck you." He lifted her up onto the hood of her car and yanked her thong off from under her skirt, setting it beside her on the hood. His pants were already around his ankles and his cock was rock hard again.
"No!" she said firmly, covering up the entrance to her pussy with her hands. "I can't let you fuck me, my boyfriend will find out."
"Damn it Beth," he protested. "Then you've got to blow me again. No woman has ever swallowed me whole. "
"I can't Duane," she replied. "Your big cock stretched my cheeks out so much, that I almost got caught."
"Aaagh," Duane cried in frustration. "Then let me look at you while I jack off."
Beth nodded yes. She really wanted to see the what the cum looked like flying out from his cock. "Just promise that you won't cum on me." "I promise," he said before spitting into his hand and then he started running it up and down his long black shaft.
"Show me your tits," he demanded.
Beth lifted up her top and stretched out the elastic around her large breasts and let it snap back above them so that her breasts were free.
"Spread your lips so that I can see your insides," he ordered, stroking his cock rapidly.
Beth's skirt was around her waist and she could feel the cold metal of the car hood on her ass causing her to shiver as she spread her legs wide for Duane. Beth reached down and held her pussy open for him. Beth looked down at her spred pussy and then back up at Duane, he seemed closer. She wasn't sure whether Duane just kept moving closer or if she was sliding forwards to get closer to his cock. The next thing she knew, she was staring in awe at his big black dick as he stroked it just inches from her open pussy.
Duane thrust his cock through his hand and the big head touched her labia for a brief second causing her to practically jump into the air with desire. She felt every nerve ending in her pussy screaming for sex at his touch. Her hands were shaking and sweat broke out on her forehead as she tried to resist her need to orgasm. Beth tried slipping her finger into her pussy but it was no use. A big orgasm was lurking beneath the surface of her body and it needed more then her finger to bring it out.
'Duane, you can rub your cock along my slit," she said. "but don't put it in me." Duane eagerly complied and they both groaned as he began rubbing his dick along her pussy. It felt great but did nothing to help along her orgasm and she whimpered in frustration.
"Poor Beth," he remarked. "Why don't you let me push my head in a little? That should help."
"Ok," she said, "but just a little."
Duane pushed down on his cock and watched about half of the fat head disappear inside her.
Beth sighed and clawed futilely at the hood of her car when he entered her. Duane just obediently moved part of his head in and out of her. Beth felt that she would be able to cum with just a little more inside her. "Go ahead and push the rest of the head in." Beth felt her impending orgasm move up into her abdomen and it lingered there teasing her. Beth smiled up at Duane thinking about how nice he was. Steve wouldn't have taken no for an answer and Duane was just politely complying with her wishes. She should reward him. "You can push about half your cock in but don't cum in me," she reminded him.
Duane grinned down at her and began slamming about half his cock in and out of her. He noticed her body was responding to his thrusts, her hips rising up to meet his cock every time he pushed it in.
Beth couldn't stand it any more. Her orgasm felt like a caged animal, trying to latch onto his cock with each thrust, hoping to escape her body. Beth opened her mouth to tell the handsome black man to bury his cock in her pussy, but Duane seemed to be anticipating her request and slammed all 11" into her before she could get out a word. His massive black cock stretched her out further then she had ever been and she felt her long awaited orgasm explode from her body. She screamed in pleasure and just kept screaming as he continued to fuck her.
Duane became alarmed at her cries of pleasure and seeing some people leaving the bar, he shoved her panties into her mouth. She clamped her mouth down and the panties helped to muffle her screams. He continued to slam her hard against the hood, watching her body writhe in pleasure as she flung her head back and forth in disbelief at the intensity of her orgasms. He could feel his cock grow even bigger and he said, "Here it comes baby."
Beth's eyes widened in fear and she yanked the thong out of her mouth and screamed, "Pull out, pull out."
The look on Duanes face was purely predatory as he made like he was pulling out, only to slam his entire cock into her pussy. "Nooo," shouted Beth as she felt his cock jerk in her pussy and it began spraying it's large load of sperm. He held it buried in her pussy and it leaped uncontrollably as it sprayed her pussy with his semen. The powerful jet of semen just kept spraying the sensitive area around her cervix, triggering her to have one constant orgasm that lasted as long as his. Beth passed out as she felt his cum trickling out of her pussy around his cock.
She awoke a few minutes later to the sound of his motorcycle taking off and found herself lying length ways along the car hood still practically naked. Her breasts ached a little and her ass was sitting in a large pool of sperm. She'd have to run home really fast to clean his mess up. Beth jumped off the car and licked her lips tasting his cum and her own juices on them. That bastard must have used my mouth to clean his dick off, she thought in disgust. For a brief second she felt ashamed at what she had become but just as quickly shrugged it off as it simply felt too good to regret.
Beth looked around for her thong but it was gone and in a daze she stumbled into her car. Beth looked at her face in the mirror seeing the dried sperm on her lips and she made sure she licked it all off before starting the engine. Beth's aching nipples demanded attention and glancing down she saw that she had forgotten to pull her halter top back down over her breasts. For some reason, it had been pulled down to her nipples so that it looked like her nipples were holding her top up. Both nipples were fully erect and swollen from where he had apparently bitten them after she had passed out. A little angry, Beth was lifting up the top to stretch it out over her breasts when she saw something that almost made her faint again, this time with fear. Duane had left two big hickies just above her nipples.
"Oh my god," she said out loud, thinking about what she was going to do. On the verge of panicking, Beth calmed down, reminding herself that she was a strong, intelligent woman. She brightened up a little when she realized that she might be able to use make up to cover the hickies. Hopefully she had enough time to clean up and try to cover up the evidence of her infidelity to her husband's brother. Beth put the car in drive and saw Steve walk out of the bar and head around back towards his motorcycle. An hour had passed and Duane had fucked her for almost the whole time! She slammed on the gas and squealed out of the parking lot. She would have only a few minutes until Steve got home.
Chapter 6: Whose that Knockin' at My Back Door
Beth could see the single headlight on Steve's motorcycle following her the whole way home. Duane had taken her panties and there was nothing holding his semen inside her pussy. His large load constantly oozed out of her body staining the car seats and soaking her thighs. Beth had never been so scared in her life as she was at that moment. She had given into lust and let a giant dicked black man fuck her. He had apparently chosen to mark her as his property by cumming inside her and giving her two large hickies on her breasts. Now Steve was just minutes away from finding out.
Beth turned the car on to her block and pulled into her driveway. She was naked and halfway up the stairs when she heard his bike pull up beside her car. She was out of time. Beth heard the front door slam as she ran into the bathroom and quickly ran a cold wash rag between her legs, shivering as the clammy rag cleaned up a little of Duane's sperm. Beth gave up searching for makeup to hide the hickies when she heard Steve walking up the stairs. She had just thrown herself onto the bed and had managed to pull the covers up and turn out the light when Steve entered the room.
Steve flipped on the light and strolled into the room. He didn't say a word to her as he stripped and stood before her in all his glory. "Get out from under those covers so I can see your body," he said while stroking his cock to full erection.
"I..I'm cold," she said nervously. "Come get under the covers with me." Beth patted the bed and tried to smile seductively at him.
Steve stared at her for a moment, shocked that she had contradicted him, before yanking the covers off the bed. Beth scrambled to cover herself, folding her arms across her breasts.
She saw Steve staring between her legs and to her horror, she realized that still more of Duane's sperm was leaking out of her leaving a big wet spot on the sheet. Beth thrust both hands down to cover her pussy revealing her hickie covered breasts.
Her eyes widened in fear as she saw Steve start to shake in rage. "You fucking slut whore," he roared. "You let a black man soil your pussy didn't you slut?"
Beth curled up into a fetal position and began to rock back and forth as Steve continued to hurl insults at her. He seemed so mad that she was afraid he was going to hit her even though he had never physically abused her, other then the time he had spanked her on the beach. After a while she almost wished he would hit her, if it would get him to stop verbally abusing her. She cried as he continued to belittle her and she was afraid he'd never stop. She was even more afraid he'd never fuck her again.
Everything he says is true, she thought continuing to cry. I am a slut. I am only good for one thing. My body was built to please men. She was so caught up in self realization that she failed to notice he had stopped screaming at her.
"Now go clean your ass up," he yelled. "I don't want to feel any trace of black man's sperm in you when I fuck you."
Beth's heart gave a little leap of joy knowing he was still going to fuck her but the tears continued to roll down her eyes as she ran to the bathroom.
**********
Beth stepped into the tub and lowered herself into the hot water. She had run out of tears a long time ago but she continued to sob as she scrubbed herself up. What had she become? What would her feminist professors think of her now? Four years of their teachings had been disproven by one hand job. No, not even the hand job, just the sight of Steve's twelve inch cock had begun filling her head with ideas. She had wanted to lose the pool game so that she could taste his cock in her mouth. She wanted him to fuck her pussy and her ass. She enjoyed sucking on the fat photographers cock and she loved the thought of thousands of men jerking off to nude pictures of her in magazines. Here she was trying to clean all trace of Duane from her body and she actually wanted more of his sperm filling her belly, pussy, and ass.
Steve had taught her more about herself in the last month then any college professor ever could. Steve was the only teacher that mattered. Beth could hear Steve walking around downstairs as she winced as the wash cloth touched the bruised skin from her hickies. She dropped the cloth when she heard his motorcycle, but calmed herself when it shut off a minute later. She was confused, had he changed his mind and almost left her? She heard him stomping up the stairs and then the bed creaked as he got back on it. Beth dried her body off and then swished mouthwash around her mouth feeling a moments regret that the taste of Duane's semen was now gone forever.
She opened the door and saw Steve laying on the bed. He was holding his massive cock up so that it reached towards the ceiling. He still looked angry and she shuffled towards the bed holding her head down. Beth kneeled on the edge of the bed at his feet and she began crawling up towards his cock. She heard sounds coming from her throat and realized that she was whimpering, like a bad dog, crawling back to its master begging forgiveness.
Beth reached his cock and leaned forward to kiss it. "Not this time Slut," he said, yanking it away from her lips. "Just climb up and fuck me." Beth started sobbing again when he jerked it away. She had always kissed his cock before sex and now she wasn't worthy of it. She threw her leg around him and rose up above his crotch.
With one hand Steve held his cock up towards her pussy and with his other he reached over and turned out the lights. "I don't want to have to look at your slut ass while I fuck you," he explained.
Beth gave a cry of anguish at his words, but continued to squat down towards his cock head. She had left the bathroom light on and a little light leaked into the room. Her eyes hadn't yet adjusted to the darkness but she could sense his cock below her. She let gravity take her down onto his cock and heard a loud squishing sound as it was buried in her pussy. She was soaking wet, and not from the bath or from Duane's cum, it was from a burning desire to please Steve that had her so aroused. She decided to give Steve the best fuck of his life and she did squats over his cock so that she could use his entire length to fuck her. She was panting from the exertion but after five minutes her efforts were rewarded when Steve started bucking his hips to match her squats and she orgasmed knowing that he was enjoying it. After another five minutes, Steve grabbed her hips and pulled her down to her knees so that most of his cock remained buried in her pussy as he started to fuck her hard.
Beth was giving little cries of pleasure as she felt Steve slide his hands down to her ass cheeks. She moaned, knowing that he was about to stick one of his fingers in her ass. Steve gave a powerful thrust of his cock, causing the entire bed to jump and she had another orgasm from the force of his thrust.
She felt his finger probe at her rectum and then he pushed it in. No, it was too large to be his finger, he was stuffing something else in. Then Beth felt another pair of hands on her hips and a massive, well lubricated cock was sliding into her ass. Steve's hands were holding her ass cheeks spread for another man.
The pleasure she felt from being simultaneously penetrated by two meaty cocks was incredible but it still shocked her and she tried to struggle. Steve's grip on her ass strengthened, holding her in place while the other man shoved his entire cock into her until his balls slapped against her thighs just above the base of Steve's shaft. Beth could feel the two cocks rubbing against each other separated by only a thin layer of flesh and they felt incredible. She heard a click as Steve reached over and switched on the light. He was smiling at her now and Beth looked over her shoulder to see Duane also smiling at her, his white teeth standing out against his black face.
"Beth," Steve said, "I'd like you to meet one my buddies, Duane."
"We've met Steve," Duane added.
"I don't understand," said a very confused Beth as she looked back at Steve.
"I owed my bro a couple favors," said Steve, "so I decided to share the new slut I was breaking in."
"Oh," said Beth, feeling both their cocks began to move a couple of inches inside her. "So your not mad?"
"Fuck yeah I'm mad," said Steve. "Duane bet me that he could fuck you before you knew who he was and I hate to lose."
"Oh," said Beth again, as they began to fuck her two holes with about half their cocks.
"Yeah bro, pay up tomorrow," said Duane pulling his black cock out of her ass until just the fat head stretched out her sphincter grotesquely and then slamming the entire length back in.
"Ohh," moaned Beth, feeling Steve doing the same thing with his cock. "How much did you lose?"
"One fucking dollar," Steve snarled, and then at Beth's surprised look added, "Never bet on a cock slut to turn down a big dick."
"Ooh, ooooo, fuck me," cried Beth upset that she was only worth a dollar but enjoying having both her holes stuffed too much to care about it. They were taking turns slamming their cocks into her and Beth felt her nerves tingling around whichever cock happened to be buried in her at the moment. She cried out in pleasure as the stimulation turned into a series of orgasms that caused her to buck wildly around their cocks. Almost on cue, the men changed their tactics, both pulling out and both ramming their cocks in together and her orgasms grew bigger and continued to come in a series of waves.
"Ow," she cried, as their cocks began to swell as they approached orgasm. It was like thier big organs were competing for space in her body. Duane lasted longer, probably because he had already cum twice that night already and she felt a thick wad of Steve's semen strike her cervix and his giant cock was jumping deep inside her pussy as it continued to spit out wad after wad. Duane's fat black cock began hosing the insides of her rectum before Steve had finished his orgasm and she felt her ass filling with his seed.
The cocks quit jerking after a minute or two and the two men paused to catch their breath, while Beth just laid there stunned by the feelings she had just experienced. She felt a trickle of cum leak out of her pussy and drip onto the bed. It was soon joined by a trickle from her ass that turned into a stream and then a gusher when Duane slowly pulled his cock out of her rectum and collapsed beside Beth on her husband's side of the bed.
Steve apparently didn't like having his buddies sperm dripping onto his balls, so he pulled out and threw Beth off of him. Cum continued to gush out of her holes as she laid between the two men. She'd be sleeping in a big wet spot tonight.
Later, Beth laid between the men on her back, gently stroking their long cocks. Duane was softly snoring but Steve's cock started to respond. Not wanting to work too hard at cumming Steve pushed Beth's head down towards his cock and soon felt her take the head into her mouth.
"Beth," he said grabbing her head to push it up and down his cock. "Duane's going out to California with me at the end of the week. "He'll be staying here until then." He felt her head bob around his cock enthusiastically and continued. "Call in sick to work the rest of the week, your going to be too busy serving us until were gone and by the way, starting tomorrow morning I want you wearing that sexy maid's uniform for the rest of the week.
************
"I didn't like that job anyway," said Beth as she hung up the phone. They had just fired her for calling out too many times this month and weren't about to let her take off for a whole week.



Beth heard the sounds of the men stirring upstairs and her high heels clicked against the kitchen floor as she ran over to the stove to prepare them breakfast. The bacon and eggs sizzled in the pan as she stared down at her proud breasts held upwards by the black push up bra she wore. She continued to look down over her lean tan stomach at he black miniskirt covered by a frilly white apron. Her skirt showed off her shapely legs covered in a black fishnet stocking. I hope the boys like me in this, she thought.
**********
Steve and Duane sat at the table after eating. Duane was sipping coffee and Steve was reading the sports section of the paper. "Y-you almost done with the paper," said Duane his voice strained.
"Almost," muttered Steve.
Duane's brow had broken into a sweat and he set the coffee cup onto the table so that he could grip the edge of the table with his hands. He started grunting and his knuckles whitened as he gripped the table tighter. Duane bellowed and fell back in his seat panting.
"Get me some more coffee first slut," said Steve when he felt Beth kiss the head of his cock under the table.
Beth crawled out from under the table, her skirt had flipped up showing off her ass cheeks with the thin black string of her panties between them. She jumped when Duane playfully spanked her cheek just above the black garter. She smiled as she poured Steve a fresh cup of coffee, the spanking was all the thanks she'd get. Neither man ever complimented or thanked her. She wasn't even allowed to eat breakfast with them. Beth set the coffee before Steve and crawled under the table again, kissing his cock and starting his morning blowjob. She may not be allowed to join them for breakfast but she was still getting plenty of protein.
********
Steve had mentioned something to Duane about riding to South Beach and partying all day. Delighted, Beth ran upstairs and changed into her bikini. She heard their motorcycles riding off when she bounced down the steps to join them. Duane had left her a note telling her to wash his clothes for him and that they wouldn't be back for dinner. Dejected Beth gathered up his clothes and headed to the washer.
Steve returned late that night without Duane and asked for a blowjob. Beth kissed his cock and buried it in her throat. Steve's cock tasted of dried semen and another womans juices. She stopped and looked up at him, a hurt expression in her eyes.
"Men like Duane and I can never be satisfied with just one woman," he explained as he reached out and began moving her head up and down his cock. "Now do a good job cleaning that dick off."
Beth continued to blow him thinking that if that bitch were here now, she'd scratch her eyes out.
"Besides Beth," Steve added in a rare show of compassion, "Most women only get fucked once by us. I've stayed with you over a month now. You should consider yourself lucky."
She did.
The rest of the week went by quickly. She only left the house to by them beer and food, other then that she spent her time serving their needs and waiting for them to return home. They both fucked a different woman almost every day and were rarely home at the same time. Beth found herself growing depressed as the week passed. Not because of the way they treated her, but because they'd be leaving soon. This last week had actually been the happiest, most fulfilling week of her life. Most of all she wanted to feel both their cocks in her at the same time again.
**********
The morning of their last day in Florida was here and Beth found herself bent over Steve's bike securing his bags. She didn't feel the least bit self-conscious any more and hadn't given a second thought to wearing her french maid outfit out in the yard. She could feel a gentle breeze blowing on her ass cheeks and she knew that her mini skirt had blown up as she leaned over the bike. She didn't even have to turn and look to know that her neighbor was staring at her bare ass through his binoculars next door. She finished readying their bikes and returned to the bedroom.
Duane was in the shower and Steve was lying on the bed naked his erect cock in his hand. Beth stared at his cock a little surprised that she was still in awe of it. "What will you be requiring for breakfast?" she asked.
"No breakfast today Beth," Steve said grinning, "We're leaving." He saw the look of despair cross her face and added, "But, not until we both fuck you for a couple of hours. Now strip and come suck my dick."
Delighted, Beth stripped naked and crawled into bed with Steve. She took his thick cock in one of her little hands and planted what she feared would be her last kiss of submission on it. She licked around his pee slit, then the head, then up and down his entire cock, before swallowing it into her throat.
Duane finished drying himself and walked into the room, his cock stiffening to full erection at the sight of Beth sucking on the only cock he knew of, that was longer then his. He got behind her and put his hands on her hips, positioning his cock for entry into her pussy. Duane could see her juices running down over her thighs and as he watched, her pussy lips separated to receive him. He pushed the abnormally large head of his cock up to her pussy and watched as his black cock stretched her out quickly disappearing into her pussy.
The next three hours were the happiest moments of Beth's life. The only time she didn't have two cocks buried in one of her holes was when they were switching positions or during their brief rest periods. By the time the men had finished using her body, they had each cum four times and she was covered in their sperm. She put her head down and cried when they stood up off the bed, knowing that they were leaving her.
"Beth," said Steve and when she looked up he added, "There's some champagne left over from New Years downstairs. Go get it and three shot glasses."
Still crying, Beth raced downstairs to get the champagne. She picked up the bottle seeing that it was almost empty. She and David had drank most of it on New Years just before meeting Steve at the bar. Hours after drinking this she had become unfaithful to her husband, taking Steve's wonderful cock into her mouth for the first time, after losing to him at pool. Beth grabbed the shot glasses and ran back upstairs.
"I'd like to propose a toast to Beth," he said as she set them on their dresser before Steve and he took the champagne from her. This was the nicest thing he had done for her all week and she cried with joy and sadness at the compliment.
He ran out of champagne after pouring the second shot. "Oh Beth sorry, looks like you don't get any," he said.
"Come on bro," said Duane snatching up the empty shot glass, "She's gotta drink something." Duane held the glass under his cock and began squeezing out any remaining sperm. He was rewarded by a couple large wads squirting out and falling into the glass.
Duane passed the shot glass now half full of semen to Steve who proceeded to do the same thinking. Milking his cock until a large glob of semen filled it to the rim, mixing with his friends seed. He handed her the sperm shooter and she hesitantly took it into her hands.
"Heres to Beth," toasted Steve, holding up his drink. "The best damned cock-slut in the world." "Here, here," added Duane and the two men downed their champagne. Beth looked at the sperm filled glass before her. Light reflected off the semen causing it to sparkle before her eyes. Nothing made sense any more. How can one hand job turn someone from a conservative feminist into a slut who waited on men and drank sperm from a glass. She should throw this into Steve's grinning face. If she could do that she could reject what she had become and go back to being a faithful wife who shared the household duties equally with her husband.
She wanted it to last, so she let their sperm roll over her tongue, tasting them for the last time before swallowing it slowly down her throat. When she finished running her tongue around the insides of the glass to make sure she had gotten it all, she looked up to see that Steve and Duane had gone. She hadn't even realized they had gotten dressed and had quietly left the room. She ran to the window in time to hear their motorcycles start up. She gave a scream of despair at what she had lost. Steve hadn't even given her a chance to thank him for everything he had done for her. She looked down at the men revving their engines. Steve's bike was crowded with his bags, but she noticed an empty spot behind Duane....
**********
David pulled into his driveway and checked himself in the rear-view mirror. His hair was unkempt and there were bags under his eyes. He sighed and grabbed his bags as he got out of the car and headed towards his house. He set his bags down on the kitchen table and removed something from the suitcase and proceeded to the living room. He breathed a sigh of relief when he saw that his brothers things were gone. "Beth," he yelled. Hearing nothing he proceeded up the stairs yelling once again for his wife.
He could hear her crying as he entered their bedroom. She was lying on the bed naked, crying into her arms. Her ass was upthrust and he could see sperm dribbling out through her distended anus. Looking down he noticed her labia was separated and oozing semen also. In fact, it looked like some kind of sperm bomb had exploded on her. Wads, splatters, flakes, and trickles covered her back, ass, and thighs.
She heard him and spun around, a look of joy on her face, which quickly turned into a frown when she saw who it was. "Oh! Hi honey," she said trying to hide her body under the covers.
David wanted to throw up. Her entire chin was covered in flakes of his brother's dried sperm. Semen even covered her cheeks, like he had pulled it out of her mouth while it was still erupting. Her tears had plowed little furrows through the flakes. "Don't bother trying to cover up you slut," he said throwing the item he was carrying at her.
She cringed and picked up the video cassette. "What is it?" she asked. "It's a video of my brother fucking your ass on a beach while you suck off some fat man," he paused while she wailed in despair. "I got horny thinking of my faithful wife, the last night in my motel and decided to watch one of the house porns. I almost threw myself off the balcony last night when I saw you and Steve."
Somewhere between the screaming and the crying that ensued, Beth told David everything that had happened. He clutched his stomach when she explained the photographer and he sat down heavily on the bed when she got to the part about Duane, which explained her current appearance, no one man could cum that much, not even Steve. He looked at her aghast when she got to the part about the sperm shooter. The shot glass were still over on the dresser, though it looked like it had just been washed.
"One thing, I don't understand Beth," he asked with his head bowed down, "why didn't you go with them?"
"They didn't want me," she wailed. "Steve said it was time to break in some new pussy."
Beth leaned up to hug her husband for comfort and she was roughly pushed away as he stood up, a disgusted look on his face. "I should divorce you," he coldly told her. "No judge will give you anything when he views that tape. You'll get nothing." He turned and left the room.
Beth heard David return about ten minutes later. She turned to him an expression of hope written all over her face and saw he was naked, his erect penis, no his erect cock bobbing before him. "Things are going to be different around here from now on," he said in a deep masculine voice she had never heard before. She kneeled on the bed and turned her head towards his crotch. His cock seemed a lot bigger like it had grown a couple inches. It was also the hardest she had ever seen it.
"I don't want to look at you, Bitch," he barked at her. "Turn around so I can fuck your slut ass."
"Yes David," she answered, but before she turned around she kissed the head of his cock in submission. It seemed to swell even bigger when her lips touched it and his intoxicating man scent filled her nostrils. She inhaled deeply looking up his body, her lips still on his cock. He was standing up straighter and he seemed bigger, more powerful. She saw the angry look on his face and scooted around to obey him.
David pushed his cock into his wife's ass and was rewarded by her moan of pleasure. "From now on your going to do all the cooking and cleaning around here."
"Anything David," she purred. "Fuck me harder"
"And your going to wear whatever I tell you," he told her shoving three fingers into her wet pussy.
"Yes David," she panted feeling an orgasm approaching. "Fuck me, shove your cock in my ass."
She consented again when he said he was going to fuck her anytime, anywhere he wanted and he thought, maybe this didn't turn out to be so bad after all.
"Your big dick's making me cum," she moaned in orgasm. It was the first orgasm she had ever had with her husband. She had another orgasm a minute later. It was the second orgasm she had ever had in her life.
Epilogue: The Wanted Houseguest by Stormbringer
She awoke soon afterwards to a pounding on the door and she pushed herself to her hands and knees, her head hanging before the toilet.
David stuck his head in and said "You ok there honey?"
Beth nodded and pointed at the toilet like she was going to throw up.
"Yell, if you need anything," he said. "and Beth I'm sorry about all this." David saw his wife look at him sadly without saying anything and he added, "I'll be waiting for you in the bedroom."
David closed the door a little relieved. She wasn't as covered in his brother's cum as he thought. If she was sick to her stomach she probably wouldn't have had time to clean it off. So he reasoned, it must have looked a lot worse then it really was. David felt a little better, as he stripped and got into bed.
Beth threw herself into the shower. The strange urges that had overwhelmed her were gone and she was filled with self loathing as she tried to scrub all traces of Steve's sperm off her body. She was the most confused, she had ever been in her life. Her dream had been so realistic that the boundary between reality and fantasy was blurred. She wasn't sure what was real any more. She sighed in relief, she was still the proud, faithful wife she had always been.
Beth spent thirty minutes rubbing soap into everywhere his cum had touched her and she still didn't feel clean. She finally got out of the tub when the hot water turned cold. There were tears in her eyes as she brushed her teeth, at least five times, rinsing out her mouth with mouthwash after each one. She looked at the toothbrush and threw it into the trash on top of her ruined lingerie. She would by a new toothbrush tomorrow.
Beth hated Steve more then ever now. No decent man would ever make her do what he did. Why didn't he warn her about how big his orgasms were? She was disgusted with her husband from not stopping her from going through with it and for not being a man and throwing his brother out of their house, but most of all she was disgusted with herself for reacting the way she had.
David lay in bed waiting for his wife. He was hornier then he had ever been in his life and was worried she would be too pissed off or sick to her stomach to make love to him. He needn't have worried, Beth practically threw herself on him. She spread her legs and ground her pussy against his pubic hairs trying to get him deep inside her as she rode him up and down. She was trying to kiss him but all he could think of was his brother's semen flying into her mouth and he kept turning his head away from her.

Beth felt her husband squirming underneath her to avoid kissing her mouth, and she figured he must think she had vomited. She forcefully grabbed his head and kissed him on the lips slipping her tongue in and out of his mouth. He resisted at first and then kissed her back. Beth was disappointed that his cock wasn't the proud member of her dream, but thought that if she tried harder it would grow big enough that she could cum. Typical of David, she felt his penis swell up and ejaculate inside her after five minutes. His small load didn't even penetrate as far as her finger had and it did little to stop the invading sperm of his brother. Still, it was the best sex they had ever had and she collapsed beside him, exhausted.
They lay side by side panting and David yawned saying, "Steve sure is well hung, isn't he?"
"I had no idea there were cocks that big," she whispered back, staring at the roof, eye wide open at the memory.
David's eyes flew open "What did you say?"
Beth caught herself and replied, "I said, I didn't know penises got that large."
"Oh" David closed his eyes, "I love you Beth,"
"I love you too." she replied thinking about Steve's cock. Beth laid awake thinking of the foot long monster waiting on the couch downstairs. She needed to cum again. She needed to be dominated and taken by a real man. She wanted to be fucked and used by two well-hung men at the same time. She didn't bother putting on clothes as she got off the bed and headed towards the stairs.
Steve slowly stroked his cock waiting for Beth to come to him. He had some fun plans for the two of them once she submitted to him. He smiled to himself when he heard her footsteps coming down the stairs. No woman had ever been able to resist his cock once they had seen it.
THE END
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Ann stepped off the bus and looked up at the sky in awe. The skyscrapers strived to reach heaven like the tower of Babel from the bible. New York City, the most famous skyline in the world, was even more amazing then she imagined.
Ann had just stopped at the bottom of the bus, staring at the city sights and she was rudely pushed out of the way by the other disembarking passengers. She moved out of the way still staring as she collected her bags.
New York was both beautiful and ugly. The buildings were amazing, but they were also a dull gray and the curb stank of exhaust fumes. It was also the noisiest place she had ever been, car horns were constantly honking and brakes were squealing. Ann heard the word "fuck," three times in five minutes, mostly from taxi drivers yelling at one another. This certainly wasn't Idaho.
"Excuse me Miss, but would you happen to be a model?" said a deep voice.
Ann had just gotten her bags and turned towards the voice. A well dressed, young black man was sitting on a bench reading the Wall Street Journal. "Yes I am," she answered, then added, "Well actually no, but I'm looking to become a model or maybe an actress."
"My name's Latrell," he said standing up to shake her hand. The black man towered over her five feet eight inches by almost a foot. He was only about the tenth black person, she had ever seen. Latrell was both handsome and charming. He wore a well tailored suit beneath an open trench coat. He was young, probably only about twenty two.
Ann dropped her bag and shook his hand noticing how his large beefy hand completely engulfed her small dainty one. His handshake was firm, but gentle. "Ann, Ann Dutton," she introduced herself.
"I'm a photographer with the E&I modeling agency," he said handing her a card. "If your looking for work give me a call. We're always looking for a fresh face."
"Well sir, I'll consider it," said Ann grinning from ear to ear and knowing she'd be calling him Monday morning. "Thanks."
"Thank you," said Latrell. He tucked his newspaper under his arm and headed up the sidewalk.
The reigning Miss Teen Idaho watched him walk away for a few minutes before turning to hail a cab. Ann had always known she had what it takes to make it in the big city. She checked her watch, ten minutes off the bus and she had a job offer and she wouldn't even turn eighteen until tomorrow.
"If you can make it there, you can make it anywhere," she sang softly as a taxi pulled up to her.
--------------------
Two days later, Ann tried not to sound too anxious as she called the E&I modeling agency. Her confidence was shaken as it had taken all her first day to find an apartment, with rent three times higher then she had budgeted and it wasn't even half the size of one of the apartments on "Friends". Sunday, she had called her parents on her birthday and listened to her mom cry about losing her little girl for over two hours. She knew her phone bill would be sky high, plus she couldn't help but run up her credit card on her first trip to Macy's. She wasn't overly worried, soon the money would be rolling in. Miss Teen Idaho wasn't all that talented, but her looks had always coasted her through life. She had blown the talent competition, but had garnered a perfect score during the bathing suit competition.
"E&I, how may I direct your call?" said a nasally female voice on the other end of the phone.
"Yes, Ann Dutton calling for Latrell."
"Please hold."
Ann waited on hold, surprised there was no music on the line while she waited. Finally, after about five minutes, she heard Latrell's deep voice on the other end. "Ann I'm so glad you called. I described you to the boss and he's definitely interested in meeting you. Would you be free for a meeting tomorrow?
"Yes, anytime," said Ann barely able to contain herself.
"Great. Come to the address on the business card at noon and bring your portfolio. bye."
Ann listened to the click as Latrell hung up. She didn't have a portfolio yet. She hung up the phone and smiled. She would just have smile and bat her eyes a little more at the interview and they would be fools if they didn't hire her.
Ann spent the rest of the day sightseeing and treated herself to a complete makeover, getting her hair and nails done. She also couldn't help but run up her credit card a little more at some of the classy stores on Fifth Ave.
********************
The taxi pulled up to an old warehouse near the docks. Ann got out and paid the driver, then looked at the decrepit building. She looked at the address on the card for the third time since the cab pulled up here. There was no doubt this was the right place.
She walked around to the side of the building and noticed stairs leading up to a door. She walked up the stairs and knocked. She saw Latrell through the window and waved at him.
"Ann thanks for coming," said Latrell opening the door and swallowing up her little hand in his again. "Come on in, I'll show you around and take you to see Tyrone."
Ann followed Latrell into the building. For the most part it was dirty and deserted with a few rooms cleaned up. She passed an empty photography studio and wondered where all the people were. "This isn't exactly what I expected," she said to the black man.
"We just moved into this building. It'll take us a while to get it up to speed," said Latrell holding open a door to a small waiting room with an empty desk.
A tired looking woman came out of a door by the desk. She was only about thirty, but looked older and she wore a scandelously short skirt and too much makeup. "Tyrone will see you now," said the same nasally voice that she had spoken to yesterday.
Latrell nodded and entered the office. The woman had some white yogurt or pudding dripping out of the corner of her mouth and Ann gestured with her finger towards her own mouth. The woman understood and her tongue flickered out and slurped up the white stuff. Ann smiled and followed Latrell into the room. This room was the best decorated so far with a garish carpet, a book case filled with unlabeled video tapes, and a large desk with a computer on it. A giant black man sat at the desk. He was very black and very ugly with a broad face, flat nose, and big lips. He was bigger then Latrell, but not as tall.
"Tyrone this is Ann Dutton," said Latrell.
Tyrone didn't bother getting up and Ann flashed him her most dazzeling smile and walked over to shake his hand. He didn't hurt her, but he had the most powerful grip she had ever felt. She felt dwarfed by these two powerful men.
"Well Miss Dutton," said Tyrone. "Lets see your portfolio."
"I'm sorry, but I don't have one," she said trying to look sweet and sad at the same time, turning on the charm.
"What, no portfolio. We only deal with professionals here at E&I.
Ann's eyes grew wide. These men weren't as easy to manipulate as the boys back home. "I'm sorry, I meant that I have a portfolio, but it's back home in Idaho," she lied, crossing her fingers.
"I'm sorry to hear that Miss Dutton. I prefer to look at a model's portfolio up front," said Tyrone leaning back in his chair. "I'm afraid there's no point going on with this interview, short of you modeling some clothes for us now."
Ann was horrified. She was counting on this job to cover her bills. "Well Tyrone, I'm very interested in working for a company like E&I and I'd be willing to model some clothes for you now."
"Ok, I'll give you a shot. Latrell find her a couple of bathing suits to wear for us."
"You won't be disappointed sir," she said.
Tyrone grunted and turned to his computer. Ann sat there and tried to look pretty, but Tyrone ignored her as he moved his mouse around before the computer. After a few minutes Latrell came back and led her to a changing room.
The dressing room contained a large full length mirror and had two bathing suits hanging on the wall. She examined the first, it was a snug one piece, similar to the one that had won her the Miss Teen Idaho crown. The other seemed to just be a bunch of strings and patches.
Bikini's weren't allowed in the pageant and they were frowned upon in the town she grew up in. Ann had never worn a bikini before, so she chose the one-piece suit.
Ann stripped and looked at herself in the mirror. She was one of the rare women who couldn't find something to dislike about her body. Her hair was curly brown and shoulder length. Her arms and legs were a deep golden tan, while her breasts and belly were a pale white. Her skin was unblemished, she had never had a mole, wart, or a pimple. Her pubic hair matched the hair on her head, curly and brown. Ann had a thin waist, with a smooth, flat belly, except for a slight, sexy bulge under her navel. Her hips were well rounded and they curved out from her waist. Anne was proudest of her breasts. They were large for her small figure, making her look over-proportioned. They curved upwards proudly capped by her half-dollar sized nipples. Her areola were brown with a pinkish tinge. When erect her nipples poked out half an inch.
Ann leaned forward and checked her make up, finding it perfect as usual. She used it sparingly to accentuate her features. Ann didn't like to wear too much, but then she didn't need to. She winked at herself and pulled a small tube of vaseline out of her hand bag. She rubbed a dab on her teeth and blew a kiss at her reflection.
Anne walked out into Tyrone's office, smiling and doing her pageant walk. The one piece was a little snug, but it accentuated her breasts and she knew she looked good. Latrell had also provided her high heels and she paraded around the room in her heels, stopping to pose with one hand on her hip. A perfect performance, but she missed the applause of an audience.
"Very nice Miss Dutton," said Latrell. "Now go try on the bikini." Tyrone grunted in agreement.
Ann almost protested, but instead she nodded and returned to the dressing room. She stripped off the one piece and picked up the bikini. She could barely understand what went where. She stepped into the panties and slid them up her legs. The small patch of material in the front wasn't enough to completely cover her pubic hair, and she was embarrassed to see hair sticking out the sides. She would have to trim herself when she got back to her apartment. The back of the bikini bottoms didn't have any material, just a thin string that slid up between her butt cheeks. She tied the strings on the sides and spun around looking at her bare ass in the mirror. You couldn't even see the string.
The top was similar to the bottoms. Two thin patches of material just covered her nipples, exposing just a hint of areola out the tops. The rest was all string. She lifted her hair and tied the strings together behind her neck and then behind her back.
Ann looked at herself in the mirror liking how she looked except for the contrast between her white and tan skin. She was a little nervous exposing this much of herself to two strangers, but all the super-models were swimsuit or lingerie models.and if she was to become famous, she'd have to start somewhere.
The biggest thing that had bothered her was that the two men didn't seem to really notice her when she had modeled for them, but then they saw beautiful women every day, plus they were black and probably didn't find white women attractive.
Well, she would just have to make them notice her. Ann flicked up her top, exposing her breasts. She stuck two fingers in her mouth, wetting them, and she ran them around her nipples teasing them to erectness. They quickly popped out their full half-inch, plumping up and turning red. Ann smiled and pulled the bikini top down again. Her nipples were clearly visible through the top, and they stretched out the thin material exposing more of her areola.
********************
"Fuck me, will you look at this slut," said Tyrone watching Ann teasing her nipples to erectness on the computer screen. "She's your best yet Latrell."
"Thank you sir," replied Latrell watching the screen over Tyrone's shoulder.
Tyrone licked his lips at the sight of her big, firm breasts. The top of the screen over Ann read www.voyeurcam.com/model/dressingroom, a division of E&I Enterprises. The camera behind the mirror was state-of-the-art, Ann was crystal clear and in color.
Tyrone Jones, part-time pimp, full time pornographer looked at the bottom of the screen. 3000 subscribers had tuned in to check out the new girl, live at her noon tryouts. The other 6000 would check out the best of voyeurcam at their own leisure.
Tyrone pressed a button on the keyboard and a link appeared on the screen, with the words: video available, $19.95. He looked over at the order counter and watched it turn fro 0 to 1, then jump to 10, and it started climbing from there.
Tyrone looked up when Ann entered the room in the small string bikini. His long cock dangled outside of his zipper and it began to grow again at the sight of her. Tyrone didn't want his semen staining his $200 silk boxers and his cock continued to drip sperm on the carpet long after the blow job his secretary had given him, adding fresh stains to dozens of older ones. Now his cock was reversing course, fattening and stiffening up, until it thunked against the bottom of his desk. Ann passed the test.
"Even out that tan and you're hired," said Tyrone staring at her breasts. Clear as the picture on the computer was, they were nothing compared to seeing the real thing.
"I'll be in the tanning booth within the hour," replied the young woman, who was blushing furiously as the two black men ogled her body.
Tyrone looked over at the computer screen. Video orders had stagnated at 150. He needed some more shots. "First, I'll want Latrell to take some pictures for a quick portfolio. We'll take some more when your tan another day. Congratulations," he said shaking her hand without getting up from his desk. The young fool seemed thrilled as she left with Latrell.
"Carol come in here and take some dictation," he yelled to his secretary, moving his chair back so that his secretary could crawl between his legs. He looked up at the computer as Carol wrapped her talented lips around the head of his cock. Ann was back on screen changing again and the orders were climbing.
********************
Ann spent the following week sightseeing and she joined a gym to keep in shape. By the end of the week she had an all around tan from going to the tanning salon every day. The problem was all this cost money and hers was rapidly disappearing. This city seemed to suck up cash faster then an Oreck vacuum and she hadn't gotten any calls from E&I yet.
Finally, Ann decided she couldn't wait any longer and dialed E&I's number. Carol answered the phone. "Hi, this is Ann Dutton. I was wondering if I'd had any job offers?"
"Sure honey," said Ann's nasally voice, "but they're all nudes and you checked "no nudes" on the questionnaire."
"Oh really, I didn't know there was that much call for nude modeling," she said into the phone.
"We do have an open call for a buxom brunette to do some sexy lingerie shots, if your interested," said Carol.
Ann wasn't comfortable with the idea, but as she looked around her tiny apartment at her new furniture currently accruing interest on her credit card, she asked, "What would it entail?"
********************
Tyrone called some of the tech boys to have them put up a notice of Ann's next appearance on E&I's voyeurcam. Sales of her first spycam video had hit 300, which was a record for voyeurcam. Voyeurcam was a small, insignificant part of E&I Enterprises, but a profitable one and the big boss loved profits.
********************
Ann showed up at the warehouse the next day for her lingerie shoot wearing only sweat clothes and no makeup. Carol had said that all she had to do was pose in various outfits and that was it. A pretty blonde greeted her and ushured her towards a chair, where the girl started teasing Ann's hair.
Ann could see the set, reflected in the mirror by her chair. It was a large canopied bed. Lights were set up around the room illuminating the bed. She could see Latrell setting up cameras around the room.
"I thought there would be a lot more people around," said Ann.
"Most of the rooms have permanent sets, so we don't need a lot of people," said the girl, Suzie, starting to apply makeup to Ann's face now.
"Excuse me, I'm Mark. I'll be doing some scenes with you," said a voice over her shoulder. "I think we're doing some honeymoon pictures."
Ann looked in the mirror and was surprised to see a handsome black man about her own age standing behind her. He wore a robe belted about his waist, but open enough to show off a lean, muscular chest. "Hi," said Ann meekly.
"I must say it is a pleasure to meet you," said the black man running his eyes down her body, stopping to linger on her breasts, before turning and heading away.
"He's black?" said Ann, which seemed to shock the blonde girl. Ann didn't want to appear a racist and added, "Wouldn't it be more realistic for a white guy to pose as my husband?"
"Oh," said Suzie. "I guess there weren't any available today. Besides, Mark's handsome enough and did you see the size of his cock?"
This shocking statement shut Ann up quickly. She didn't know how to respond, nor did she go around staring at men's crotches. She couldn't respond anyway as the girl was now applying lipstick. Ann was worried that her dad would see the pictures of her posing with a black man and have a stroke. She would just have to censure the photos before showing any to her parents.
"Ann," called Latrell. "I'm ready for you. Go put the outfits on in the order they are placed on the rack from left to right."
Ann looked at the first couple on the rack. They didn't seem to bad. She grabbed the first and entered the dressing room. Ann quickly stripped and admired herself in the mirror before putting on the negligee. It was ankle length, glossy and very elegant. It was sleeveless and hugged her curves. She thought she looked fantastic.
Ann came out of the room and Latrell put her through various poses, standing by the bed, sitting on it, laying down like she was napping. and Ann loved every bit of it. She loved being the center of attention, posing for the camera, and how sexy the negligee made her feel.
"Alright Mark get in there," said Latrell.
Mark stood up off his chair and dropped his robe. He was wearing only tight knee length boxers and Ann couldn't help but admire his body, from his hard, wiry, chest to his crotch. My god, he does have a big coc...penis. His boxers seemed to tent out and she could see the outline of what looked like a very fat coc...penis dangling down towards his knee.
Ann wasn't a virgin, barely. She had let Johnny Thompson, the football captain, take her virginity before she left Idaho. Johnny had orgasmed into his condom less then a minute after penetrating her. Ann found it so unrewarding that she decided to wait again until she got married. The weirdest thing was that Johnny's penis was only about five inches long when hard and Mark looked bigger then that soft.
"Mark pick her up like your carrying her across the threshold," said Latrell.
Mark effortlessly picked her up and they posed in front of the cameras.
"Now set her down by the bed and pick up the champagne glasses," said Latrell reloading the camera.
Now rub up against each other and clink your glasses together and look at each other like it's the happiest day of your life."
Ann looked up at Mark as he pressed his crotch into her hips. She could feel his penis pressing against her. It was big and it was moving under his shorts, growing. Mark just grinned at her as he brought his glass against hers.



"Now lean down and kiss your wife," said Latrell the camera clicking off pictures.
Ann didn't want to kiss a black man and was about to protest when Mark's lips met hers. She felt his tongue probing against her lips, but she kept them firmly shut, though she had a strong desire to let him in and kiss back. She felt his penis jerk gainst her leg.
"Good now Mark step back, reach out and pull one strap down."
It took every bit of Ann's will not to look down at his crotch as Mark stepped away from her. Her heart started humping in her chest and the blood rushed in her ears as Mark reached out for her negligee strap. Ann felt her nipples hardening up against the thin material of the gown and she could feel wetness between her legs.
Mark's hand touched her shoulder and her heart skipped a beat. He slowly pulled the strap down revealing more of her breast with each second. The gown caught on her prominant nipples and then Mark tugged it down, baring one of her breasts. Embarrassed, Ann quickly pulled her gown back up.
"Ok Ann, sit down on the bed," called Latrell.
Ann was relieved to sit down as her legs felt weak. However, this put her eye level with Marks bulging boxer shorts. She thought this was an odd pose, but Latrell was snapping away.
Ann saw Mark's penis move, like it was struggling to get free and with one jerk, the tip of the head emerged from the waist band of his boxers.
"Do something about your cock Mark," called Latrell.
Ann looked at Latrell, her eyes saying thanks and then looked back. Mark's penis was lashing out at her and she jerked her head back. He had pulled the waist band down, freeing his penis. It was huge, plump, and at least nine inches long. The head throbbed like it was gasping for air. He held it there before her open mouth for several seconds.
"What's a matter Ann, never seen a black cock before?" said Mark.
Ann just shook her head and stared as he tried to stuff it back into his boxers.
"Alright Mark I won't need you for a while," yelled Latrell.
Mark leaned down and whispered in her ear, "Why don't you meet me in one of the rooms during lunch and I'll show you what a black cock can do?"
"No thanks," said Ann. "I don't date coworkers."
Mark seemed taken aback like he wasn't used to rejection.
"Mark leave the NEW girl alone," called Latrell saving her. "Ann go put on the next outfit."
Ann was glad to get away from Mark. The thought of being with a black man disgusted her, but her body apparently liked the idea as her nipples were so hard they hurt and her vagina was gushing.
She returned to the changing room and stripped. Ann grabbed some tissues and spread her legs before the mirror, so that she could see well enough to wipe away the signs of her arousal.
She grabbed the next outfit and felt dismayed when she realized how many there were. This was going to be a long day.
This outfit was a small teddy, which consisted of lacy blue panties, bra, and a silk camisole that tied between her breasts and hung down a v opening revealing her belly button. She left the changing room in time to see Mark and Suzie disappearing into a room. Lucky them, they get to take a break.
Late in the afternoon, they broke for lunch. Ann was exhausted and greedily ate up the cold cuts from a deli tray to restore her energy. Suzie returned from her break, though she looked dishevelled and even more exhausted then Ann. She sat Ann in the chair and started applying new makeup on her.
Ann took a short nap in the chair until the girl nudged her awake and she walked over to the changing room. Ann grabbed the next outfit relieved that they were progressively getting skimpier. That way she didn't have to expend much energy changing any more.
This one was a red bra and panties with white fluff around the edges and a Santa Claus hat. She put it on and looked at herself in the mirror Ann didn't recognize the person looking back a her. The blonde had changed the makeup from sweet to slutty. She looked beautiful.
Latrell led her into a room with one wall painted with an igloo and a sign that read, North Pole." They finished quickly and returned to the bedroom set for the next couple shots of her in a lacy white garter.
The next one was a valentines day outfit which consisted of crotchless red panties, some red string running across her belly, and two tiny heart shaped patches to cover her nipples.
Latrell brought in Mark for some more pictures. He was wearing red boxers this time and his erection had disappeared, though she could still see the outline of his impressive cock. Luckily, they didn't have to get too close to each other.
The next to the last outfit was just a bunch of thin strips across her body. They covered her nipples but not her areola and they also showed off large strips of pubic hair. Ann refused to wear this one as it was too revealing and called out to Suzie to go tell Latrell.
The blonde returned quickly saying, "Latrell says if you don't wear it we won't get paid by our client, but if it's your pubic hair your worried about, I can shave you.
Ann couldn't imagine not getting paid for this hard days work and relented. Without the hair sticking out, it would look just like skin. She stripped naked and sat on the bench facing the mirror. The blonde came in with a razor and shaving cream and quickly coated Ann's thick bush. She plugged in the razor and sat beside Ann, leaning over to shave her.
Ann watched the girl in the mirror. She could see her wet labia as the girl started shaving the top of her pubes just under her belly. As the girl moved lower the vibration from the razor began having an effect on Ann. She watched more juice coat her labia and her lips parted. When the razor reached the last bit on the nub, Ann could see her clit swelling with desire. She stifled a moan relieved that it was finished, but almost wishing Suzie had kept it up just a little longer.
The girl left and Ann rubbed her bare crotch. It felt smooth and sensitive to the touch and Ann shivered as her hand ran over it. She quickly put the ribbons back on, thinking they did look better without all that ugly hair sticking out.
Latrell took a lot of pictures of that outfit before telling her to meet him in a different room after putting on the last outfit of the day. Ann was relieved to see the last one wasn't as revealing. It was more of a leopard skin bikini. Well the top was anyway. The bottom was actually a loin cloth that left her ass bare. She liked this look as she felt like some kind of Jungle queen.
Of course, the next set was painted like a jungle. There were actually ropes hanging from the ceiling decorated like crude vines. Mark was walking around in a leopard skin loin cloth. His ass was as impressive as the rest of him. Hard and tight, his cheeks flexed as he walked.
Latrell put them through several poses. Mark held her like they were swinging on a vine. She saw his cock again when Mark had her kneel before Mark and look up at him with her arms wrapped around his legs. She was looking right under his loincloth as they posed.
For the last pose, Mark stood close to her and stood her on a ledge so that their crotches were level.
"Ok Ann, rub your hands down his chest like you've never seen a better body," said Latrell still snapping away.
Ann reached out and started running her hands over Mark's shoulders and chest while he just stood there and grinned at her. Mark did have a nice body. Johnny had been about the same size, though the muscles seemed to look better on a black man. Mark wasn't as beefy as Latrell or Tyrone, but he was a very sexy man, for a black guy.
"Run your hands down over his stomach," said Latrell.
Ann moved her hands slowly down Mark's chest and over the ridges of his abbs. His stomach was as hard as his cock...as a rock. She ran her hands all the way down to the top of his loin cloth before stopping.
Ann was running her hands back up his chest when she felt her own loincloth lifting up. She looked at Mark, but his hands were clasped behind his back. She looked down and stepped back, letting her loin cloth fall back down. Mark's big cock had gotten hard again and lifted up her loincloth as it grew, pushing his own out of the way. Before she moved back, the head had rubbed against her newly shaved vagina. She hoped Latrell hadn't taken any accidental shots of their crotches.
"Alright you two are done here," said Latrell. Mark walked away his nine inch python bobbing before him, his loincloth pushed off to the side and Ann practically ran to the changing room. She quickly stripped noticing she was soaking wet again in the mirror and there was even a wet spot high on her shaved vagina around where his cock head had touched her.
She threw on her sweats and walked back into the studio. "Great job today Ann," said Latrell handing her an envelope stuffed with cash.
As she reached down to take the money, Ann gasped when she saw that Latrell had a bulging erection that looked even bigger then Mark's. She snatched the money and headed for the door. As she was leaving she noticed the blonde girl following Mark and Latrell over towards the bedroom set, probably to clean up. Ann wished she could stay to help, but she was anxious to get away from the studio and those big black cocks.
She surreptitiously counted the money when she got in a taxi, then recounted it. It was only $300, not enough to pay her rent, let alone her credit cards.
* * * * *
"I see things went well," said Latrell walking into Tyrone's office.
Tyrone grunted and finished wiping his cock off on Carol's nude body splayed out on his desk. Carol had a dazed look on her face.
Tyrone sat down between her legs and watched his sperm dripping out of the gaping hole that had once been Carol's tight little married pussy. He looked back up at Latrell. "Man you should see the vid clip of that bitch getting her pussy shaved," he said. The new video had already sold 400 copies and was still climbing. Plus, it had boosted Ann's first video sales up."
Latrell said, "You should see some of the pictures. Man, the look on her face when she first saw Mark's cock will make us a fortune all by itself.
"Good," said Tyrone. "Have them developed immediately and we'll post them on E&I's interracial sites and get them out to the mags.
Did the video's get it all?"
"Yes sir," answered Latrell. "I thnk we'll get some good vid clips out of it. The jungle scenes will be the best. Mark actually lifted her loincloth up with his cock."
Tyrone was laughing as Latrell left to develop the film. He looked at Carol, she was just starting to recover and so was Tyrone. His cock was stiffening up once again.
To Be Continued...
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Ann called Tyrone as soon as she got back to her apartment. "Tyrone, I think there must be some mistake, I only got paid $300 for all the work I did today."
"No mistake Ann," said Tyrone. "You're not a $1000 an hour model yet. You've got to build up a resume. You'll get some extra money when your seasonal pictures get published, but that could take months."
"But it wasn't enough to cover my rent."
"Look if you need money, we can do a nude layout. I'll get you the money right away.
"No thanks," said Ann, hanging up.
The phone rang almost immediately. It was her mother. "I'm so proud of my little girl. I knew you had what it takes to make it in the city the moment I saw you on stage at the pageant. How did your first shoot go? I can't wait to see some pictures of you."
Ann managed to get a few words in before hanging up an hour later. She called Tyrone back immediately. "Tyrone, this is Ann again. What exactly would a nude layout entail?"
********************
Ann came in early again the next day. The same blonde girl, Suzie, did her hair and make up. Which wasn't hard as they were doing a beach scene and Ann's hair was supposed to be wet and dripping like she had just emerged from the water.
She put on a tiny white g-string bikini in the dressing room and then walked over to an enclosed shower. She showered in the bikini, fretting when she clearly saw her nipples through the thin material, but remembering she would be taking it off anyway.
Ann was still dripping when she walked over to the painted beach scene. "Ann were going to take some pictures of you in the bikini first and then your going to take off your top and spring up like you just lost it in a wave. Let me get some shots off your breasts and then cover them with your arms like you've just realized what happened. Understand?"
Ann nodded and posed in the bikini for some shots. "Now take your top off," said Latrell.
"Wait, before I do it, I'd like to know how much I'm getting for this."
Tyrone had been watching from the corner of the room smoking a cigar. He stepped forward and said, "This job pays $500."
"That's it," she said. She had been starting to untie her top, but quit when he told her how much.
"That's it," he said puffing away on the cigar. "Nudes aren't worth that much unless we bring in a male model. Then it would be $1200."
$1200, that would pay off her rent and a good part of her credit card. "I can't do that, my parents would die if they saw me nude with a man."
"Your in luck. The magazine this is for is only distributed on the East coast," said Tyrone.
"I'm confused. What exactly would these pictures be selling if I'm not wearing clothes?"
"Magazines of course," said Tyrone.
"What kind of magazines?"
"We call them pornos," said Tyrone.
'My god,' she thought. 'I almost just posed nude for a porno rag.' "I'm sorry, I can't do this," said Ann heading towards the dressing room to get her clothes.
"The choice is yours Ann, but there's not much else you can do in this city to earn $1200 for one days work," Tyrone called after her.
Ann had almost made it to the dressing room when a hand grabbed her shoulder. "Ann wait," said Latrell spinning her around. "I think you should reconsider."
"I can't do it Latrell. I'm a decent, moral women. Those magazines exploit women."
"Ann, look, I know you need the money and you don't have to worry about these pictures getting out West to your parents.
"I can't Latrell," she said sobbing as tears welled up in her eyes.
"All you have to do is some suggestive poses with a male model. You don't have to actually have sex with him, just pose."
"I can't do it," she said suddenly feeling guilty. Latrell had discovered her after all and gotten her a job.
"Listen Ann, I don't want you to do anything you don't think is right. All I can promise you is that I will make the pictures as tasteful as possible and that I can touch them up a little to make them look like someone else."
"I don't know."
"Ann, I'm not supposed to tell any of our models this, but we've got a lot of big contracts coming in next month from some top companies. Don't blow your chance to make it big. All the supermodels have done nudes."
"Latrell, I don't know what to do," she said crying. "Let me think about it."
Latrell nodded and said to take her time. Ann went into the dressing room and sat on the bench. She started weighing the pro's and con's. $1200, no one would recognize her, the chance for some better work next month, her parents wouldn't know, and the money would get her through the month. She could apply at several other modeling agencies and all she had to do was debase herself for a couple hours. One thing made up her mind, she knew she couldn't go back to Idaho after living in New York.
Latrell looked relieved when she walked out onto the beach set still in the bikini. She looked around and was glad to see that Tyrone had left.
Ann walked onto the set and Latrell started snapping some pictures. "Ok Ann, it's now or never."
Ann squatted and loosened up her bikini top. Suzie kneeled at her feet and splattered some water up, so that it would loo like Ann was springing up out of the water. Ann jumped up and the top flew off away from her body. It took all her will not to cover her breasts as they were exposed to strangers for the first time. Her large breasts bounced up and down and Ann was surprised at the feeling of freedom she felt being virtually nude outside her home for the first time.
Ann gasped and covered her breasts like she was just realizing she had lost her top. "Great Ann now go over to the wall and kneel by the ocean." Ann went over to the sea scene painted on the wall and Latrell continued, "Wave your hand up into the air like you need help. Now close your eyes, like your going unconscious and we'll bring in the lifeguard." Ann did as she was told and felt herself being lifted into strong male arms. "Hang limply Ann until I say to wake up." Ann felt the lifeguard walking like he was carrying her out of the water.
"Lay her down on the blanket, bend over and give her mouth to mouth."
Ann didn't think she would have to have physical contact and was about to protest when she felt big lips connect with hers.
"Ann wake up and look at your hero."
Ann opened her eyes and stared into Tyrone's brutish face. She gasped. "Tyrone, your the model."
Tyrone grinned and she saw the light reflect off a gold tooth. "None of our regular models were available on such short notice, so I decided to fill in."
Ann didn't like the idea of posing nude with an ugly black man like Tyrone. "Why couldn't Latrell do it," she said thinking that the handsome black man would make a better model.
"Because I don't know anything about photography."
"Ann wrap your arms around Tyrone's neck and look at him like he's the most handsome man you've ever seen," said Latrell. Ann did thinking that she would make a good actress as she stared lovingly, at the ugly, black man. "Great, now Tyrone back off and look at her body and Ann thrust those big breasts up a little.
"Tyrone, now lean over and cup her breasts, now bend over and stick your tongue out at her nipple while I zoom in."
"Wait," said Ann. "I'm not sure I'm comfortable with a close up."
"Look at it this way Ann, The more I zoom in on your body, the less chance of someone recognizing your face."
That made up Ann's mind pretty quick. Then, her body jerked as Tyrone's tongue flickered over her nipple. "Hey no touching," she said.
"Sorry, I slipped," said Tyrone.
Ann was confused. Her nipples had popped out and she could feel her vagina lubricating. Why was she getting aroused?
"Ok, now I want Tyrone to stand up and Ann kneel before him."
Ann couldn't believe the size of Tyrone's chest. He was the beefiest man she had ever seen and it was all muscle. He was wearing red lifeguard shorts, that were bulging out obscenely. 'Didn't any of the men at E&I have a small penis?' she thought.
"Ann, put your hand in the waist band and slowly pull his shorts down."
Ann swallowed nervously and reached up and gasped the waist band of Tyrone's shorts. She didn't know why, but she wanted to see his cock. Ann pulled down his shorts watching as his pubic hair was slowly revealed. She saw the base of his cock-it looked thick- and struggled to free the rest of it from his shorts. Finally, with a strong yank, she pulled his shorts down and something smacked her in the chin, forcing her head up.
"Now look at it like it's the biggest cock you've ever seen," said Latrell.
"It is the biggest," said Ann staring at it dangling before her face. She heard Tyrone snicker at that. 'and the ugliest,' she thought. His entire cock was a dark black, except for the big blue veins crisscrossing it and a red slit on the end. It was around ten inches long and fat, real fat. Tyrone wasn't circumcised and his wrinkly dark foreskin fascinated her. The head peaking out at her was about the size of a golf ball.
"Ann, I just need you to wrap your hand around it to show how big it is compared to your hand." Ann nodded barely hearing. She reached out and touched his black cock, amazed that there was still an inch gap between her fingers as they closed around his shaft.
"Good job Ann," said Latrell. "Now lift up his cock and cup his balls."
Ann lifted his cock and looked down at Tyrone's hairy balls. They looked like two large oranges stuffed into one winkly, black sack. She cupped them amazed at their weight. Johnny's testicles had only been about as big as ping pong balls.
"Now Ann, I want you to lay back on the towel. Tyrone kneel between her legs and kiss your way down her belly."
Ann found her belly spasming at each kiss from Tyrone's lips. The blood was rushing through her ears so fast she could barely hear Latrell telling her to lift her hips up. She did and latrell untied her g-string and pulled it away. Tyrone leaned down and kissed her belly button and then worked his way down her shaved crotch. Ann spread her legs without being told.
"Aaaaah," Ann cried as his tongue touched her clit, causing her to have an involuntary orgasm. It was her first and it had felt incredible.
"Sorry, slipped again," murmured Tyrone.
"Now Tyrone grab her knees and move your cock as close to her pussy as you can without touching her."
Ann leaned her head up and watched his black monstrosity approach her pus..vagina. Her body was screaming at her to spread her legs further to let it in. She wanted to cum again.
"Oooooh," she moaned as his cock accidentally touched her labia, "Watch it."
Tyrone pulled back and Ann saw that his cock head had emerged from his foreskin and it was glistening with her juices.
Latrell moved up close and snapped some closeups of Tyrone's cock pointing at her pussy. Ann could see Latrell's hard cock outlined under his pants. She had a strong urge to see what it looked like. She wanted to compare it to Tyrone's.
"Great job guys. Lets get some doggy shots. Ann turn over on your hands and knees."
Ann turned over and got on all fours, while Latrell snapped some pictures. She shivered at the thought of Tyrone's fat ten incher pointing at her pussy.
"Spread her ass cheeks and then rest your cock between them."
Ann felt Tyrone's beefy hands grab each of her butt cheeks and spread them apart. He was getting a view of her private parts, no man had ever had before and it was getting captured on film.
"Tyrone why don't you bend down like your going to lick her ass hole."
'These guys were sick,' she thought. 'normal people didn't do this in real life.' Then Tyrone slipped again. "Ahh," she jumped when his tongue touched her ass hole. It hadn't felt bad like she expected.
Tyrone leaned up and Ann cried, "Oww." He had just smacked his cock against her ass cheek. He slowly slid his cock over to the crack in her ass and rested it between her cheeks so that Latrell could take some pictures, before he squeezed her cheeks together around his cock. Ann's mind flashed on an image of the long black sausage on a bun sold by street vendors around the city.
Ann couldn't help herself and moaned as Tyrone's cock started sliding down her cheeks. He stopped it when the head rested on her ass and he pressed down hard enough that she could feel the pressure against her anus. Latrell took a lot of closeups.
Tyrone backed up a little and the head of his cock felt wet as it moved down her ass and to her pussy. Ann couldn't believe her own body would react this way, but she swore her labia was spreading apart for him wanting to feel his cock inside her. Her body was screaming at her to push back, but she came to her senses and clamped her thighs shut.
"Ann, one last pose. Turn around and put your lips against his cock. I want you to kiss it like it had just given you the best sex of your life."
Ann didn't really want to put her lips on Tyrone's cock, but she really wanted to get this over with. Her heart was pounding and she was sweating from her horniness. She turned and faced his ugly cock. She closed her eyes and placed her lips against it.
"Open your eyes and look up at him, while keeping your lips pressed against his cock." Ann opened her eyes and looked down the length of Tyrones thick shaft and slowly looked up his muscular chest until she met his eyes. He grinned at her and she grinned back. He had given her the best sex of her life without even penetrating her.
"That's it we're done here," said Latrell. Ann jumped up and ran to the dressing room.
********************
Tyrone opened his wallet and counted out 12 hundred dollar bills. "Here give these to Ann when she comes out," he said handing them to Tyrone. "I need to go find Carol."
"I understand," said Latrell. "Suzie go wait for me in the bedroom set."
"Yes sir," replied the blonde, leaving the room.
Naked Tyrone walked to his office and opened the door. Carol was already naked. "How did it go?" he asked, looking at the picture of the beach room on his computer screen.
"Great, I could see everything," she said before wrapping her lips around his cock.
Tyrone could see Latrell adjusting his cock as he waited for Ann. He leaned over and clicked on voyeurcam. Tyrone was impressed, 4000 people were currently watching. As the picture came in, he saw Ann, still nude, sitting facing the camera. She had her feet spread up on the mirror giving watchers the perfect beaver shot. The slut was slowly running her palm down over her shaved pussy and teasing her clit with one finger. Tyrone watched her clitty swell up as she teased it. Ann's other hand was pinching her nipple. "Suck me fast bitch," he yelled down to Carol, who immediately speeded up.
Ann moved her other hand down and pushed one finger into her pussy as she continued to tease her clit. She seemed unsure of herself, unfamiliar with her own body, and Tyrone got the impression this was her first time masturbating. As he watched, she started raising her hips and he watched her cum all over her hands.
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Ann's porn lay out hadn't been all that bad especially, when the $1200 paid her rent and a nice chunk of her credit card bill. The only negative consequences to her photo shoot was that she was horny all the time. The biggest benefit, after the money, was that she had discovered the joys of masturbation. Ann had discovered how to make herself orgasm and found herself masturbating twice a day. She would wake up every morning aroused after dreaming about big cocks all night and her hand would immediately move between her legs. At night, while relaxing in the tub., she would run the soap over her body, closer and closer to her horny pussy until she couldn't resist it any more and her fingers would plunge into her pussy.
Latrell called several times over the next month with more nude offers. She rejected each one saying that it had been a one time thing only and hoping he was calling with an offer from a big name company.
Ann was starting to wonder about E&I and decided to put in applications at some of the bigger modeling agencies in the city. She walked into the first one full of confidence, looking in awe at the modern building filled with beautiful people, thinking this would be a great place to work.Ten minutes later she was on the street thinking, 'My breasts aren't too big.'
By the end of the week her self-esteem had been crushed from all the rejection. "You're not what we're looking for." "This years in-look is waifish and flat chested, sorry." "Not enough experience." One sleazy man had even laughed and told her she had a stripper's body not a model's.
Ann was feeling dejected when she walked up to the newsstand to by this month's Cosmo. The attendant was an old black man and Ann's eyes flickered down to his crotch wondering what his cock looked like.
When her eyes looked up from his impressive bulge, they settled on a picture of her and Tyrone on the cover of a porn magazine. She gasped when she saw that her face hadn't been doctored like Latrell had promised. She blushed as she bought the magazine. The black man snickered, but luckily didn't notice it was her on the cover.
When Ann got home, she brought out the magazine to examine it. The cover was a picture of Tyrone in his lifeguard shorts carrying her like he had just rescued her. Her breasts had been dotted out. She flipped through it and was shocked to see that all the male models were black and all the women white. She closed it and looked at the cover. The magazine was called Ebony and Ivory. Ann opened to the table of contents and read the subscription information. The magazine was published by E&I Enterprises.
Ann looked at the table of contents and opened it to her layout. She was aghast at the pictures. There was Tyrone licking her pussy, her ass hole, his cock poised on her wet pussy, and her looking up a him grinning as she kissed his cock. Ann was horrified at the pictures, but even worse her pussy was gushing so bad she had to go masturbate.
* * * * *
A couple weeks later, Ann was getting desperate again. Latrell had called several times with offers of more nude lay outs, but she turned him down. Each time she talked to him, she crossed her fingers hoping it was for a legitimate modeling job.
Towards the end of the month, The phone rang right when she was staring at her credit card statement. She was still in shock when she answered it. "Hello."
"Ann, Tyrone."
"Tyrone, I hope your calling about a job. Has anything opened up?"
"Just tons of offers for nudes."
"No, I told you that would be only a one shot deal," she said, looking down at the statement and thinking, 'Well maybe just once more to get me through another month.'
"I know, I know," said Tyrone. "I just wanted to let you know about another offer that I turned down."
"Turned down? How much did it pay?"
"$2500."
"$2500! What would I have to do?"
"Ann we have a wealthy subscriber, that wants a private video of you giving a blow job to the male model."
Ann was horrified. She would never put a penis in her mouth, let alone an ugly black cock, like Tyrone's. "No way."
"That's why I turned him down, but I'm obligated to notify you of all offers."
"No way," she said again. "I might be willing to do one more nude layout, if it's tasteful." Tasteful to her meaning, an attractive white male model.
"I can get you all the work you need Ann."
"Let me think about it. Tell me one thing though. Why didn't Latrell change my features on the last layout?"
"Sorry about that Ann, but our computers crashed and we had a deadline to meet."
"Well I won't even consider it until it's fixed."
"Already done."
"Good, I'll get back to you," she said hanging up the phone.
Ann puttered around the house for an hour, her eyes kept being drawn to the Ebony and Ivory magazine on her table. She sat down at the table and started leafing through it. All the white women were attractive, with large breasts like hers, and all the black men had big, fat cocks, some even bigger then Tyrone's. Many of the pictures showed, women giving the men blow jobs. She was amazed at how they managed to swallow those big cocks into their throats. Some of the pictures went along with stories and Ann found herself becoming aroused as she read them.
The phone rang, snapping her out of her daydreams. Ann looked down to see that she had dropped her panties and was rapidly fingering herself while staring at the picture of herself with her lips on Tyrone's cock. The caption read: "Thanks for saving me."
The phone rang again and Ann answered it. "Ann, Tyrone. I just wanted you to know that the client has upped his offer to $5000. I told him no again. I do have one job open for you to pose nude alone, but it only pays $300."
Ann gasped in shock. That much money for a couple hours work would carry her into the next month. "Tell me more about the video?"
* * * * *
Ann didn't say yes, but said she would get back to him. She didn't even consider the $300 job. Tyrone had said it was a private video for a client, so there was no chance of her parents seeing it and it was a lot of money. Johnny had only lasted a couple minutes when he had taken her virginity, so it wasn't like she would have Tyrone's cock in her mouth for very long.
After talking to Tyrone, Ann went back to looking at the pictures. The one labeled: Oh my god, he's huge-which actually mirrored her thoughts- was the shot where she had first pulled down his lifeguard shorts. Ann's mouth was open in shock at seeing that 10" cock for the first time.
Ann imagined putting that cock into her mouth and couldn't see how it would be possible. Then she had an idea. If she was going to do this, she would want to make it as quick and easy as possible.
* * * * *
Ann was wearing shades and a baseball cap as she walked into the sex shop. A month ago, if someone had suggested that Ann Dutton, Miss Teen Idaho, would be shopping for dildos in a sex shop, she would have smacked them. Now here she was blushing furiously under her cap hoping no one would notice her and of course every man in the store was looking at her. Ann looked around and realized she was the only woman in the shop.
She pulled the cap down and quickly walked over to the sex toys. She looked around for a while until she found one that was about Tyrone's size, then discarded it as it was white and she wanted realism. Finally, there it was on the wall, a fat ten inch black dildo, that almost looked identical to Tyrone's cock. She grabbed it and preceded to the counter.
The attendant was an older white man, who looked surprised to see a pretty young girl like Ann in his store. He sneered at her when he saw the black dildo. "Say don't I know you?"
"No, I don't think so," said Ann paying for it and leaving. Before she left, she noticed the man had been reading a magazine with a picture of a women with her legs spread, getting her pussy shaved by a blonde girl. Which reminded her, she should shave her pussy tonight. It was starting to itch.
When Ann got home she quickly unwrapped the dildo and held it in her hands. It was an uncircumsized black penis, with a wrinkly foreskin and crisscrossed with veins. It was almost identical to Tyrone's cock. She was impressed with the realism, but disappointed. It wasn't warm to the touch like Tyrone's had been and she missed feeling it's veins pulsing. Tyrone's cock had felt powerful, this felt like plastic.
Ann sat down at the kitchen table and held the dildo up before her, so that it looked like it was growing from the table top.
"Alright Tyrone, let's see what you taste like?" she said, before bringing her lips down around the head. Ann quickly pulled her mouth back up, smacking her lips. Tyrone tasted like plastic.
Ann got up and retrieved some honey from the kitchen. She poured it in her hand and coated the dildo with it, running her hand up and down the shaft, like she was jerking it off. She had jerked Johnny off a couple times before they finally had sex. He had squirted a couple drops of semen on her hand after a few strokes bucking and moaning as he came. Stroking Tyrone was more rewarding. A piece of plastic was more of a man then her previous boyfriend.
Ann reached over and opened the magazine to one of the girls sucking on a black cock around Tyrone's size. She bent back down and started licking around the head, just like the girl in the picture. The honey tasted a lot better then plastic. In another picture the girl was licking down the shaft and in the next she was kissing his balls as his cock rested against her face. Ann tried that, finding it wasn't all that hard to do.
In the next set of pictures, the girl had opened wide and taken the head in her mouth. Her cheeks bulged out and her lips closed tightly around four inches of the man's penis. Ann braced her lips against the plastic pee slit and slowly pushed it into her mouth, stretching her jaw wide as the thick part under the head entered her mouth. She gagged when it hit the back of her throat.
Ann took a break and fixed herself a sandwich, flipping through the now familiar pictures as she ate. When she was done eating, she returned to the dildo and tried again.
The girl in the picture had pulled back the foreskin and was licking or sucking on the head. Ann snickered at the picture. Tyrone's cock head had been plumper then this guy's. The girl had it easy.
Ann couldn't pull back the head on the dildo and she almost wished she could have the real thing to practise on. She contented herself with licking and slurping on the head of the dildo. Ann pushed down, taking it into her mouth again and got a little more this time before gagging.
Ann decided it would be better to pretend it was the real thing. She ripped some of the pages of her and Tyrone out of the magazine and tapped them to the bathroom door. She then stripped down to her new g-string panties- they were more comfortable then her navel-high old ones- and kneeled before the pictures. She held Tyrone up to the door and imagined she was back on the set.
"My hero," she said kissing Tyrone. "Let me reward you for saving me." She kissed Tyrone again and then licked around the head. In her mind, she wasn't on the set, but was on a real beach in the Caribbean, rewarding the big Jamaican lifeguard who had pulled her out of the water. In her fantasy, Tyrone was handsomer, like Latrell.
Ann bobbed her head up and down about three inches of shaft. She started pushing inch after inch into her mouth as she grew used to having it in her mouth. At five inches, the dildo started penetrating her throat and she gagged again She held it still suppressing her gag reflex until her throat relaxed. Ann pushed another inch into her throat and then another, vaguely aware that she was nearing an orgasm. "Oh Tyrone, I'm cumming," she moaned after sliding his cock out of her mouth. She hadn't even been aware that her other hand had pushed aside her panties and was circling around her clit.
Ann calmed herself down after cumming and quit playing with herself. She went back to practising on the dildo. She swallowed more and more, holding it still as she leaned forward sucking the dildo in. After about thirty minutes of practise Ann managed to swallow all but two inches.
Ann felt pretty confident he could go through with this. It wasn't really that hard. When she got tired of bobbing her head, she could slurp on the cock head while she recovered. She found that if she relaxed her jaw and wrapped her lips tight around the shaft, she could probably make the real Tyrone cum quickly. Then her face drained as she thought of him cumming in her mouth. She would have to talk to him about that.
Ann decided to practise off and on all night and she carried the dildo around with her all through the house.
Before going to bed, Ann liked to relax in the tub. She turned the water on and fixed herself a glass of wine while the tub filled. When it was full, she turned off the water and climbed in, setting Tyrone in the water and her glass of wine on the floor by the tub. She sighed as she laid back in the tub.
Ann rested for a few minutes, took a sip of wine-the Pakistani at the liquor store had a crush on her and never asked for her I.D.- and then she grabbed the soap.
Ann decided to clean Tyrone off first. She scrubbed down the black plastic, cleaning up her saliva and all traces of the honey. She rinsed Tyrone off and just to make sure she still could, she deep throated him.
Pleased with herself Ann dropped Tyrone in the water and watched it bob and float on the top. Ann began soaping her arms and legs. She dropped the soap and gave herself a quick shave, making sure her crotch was devoid of stubble.
Ann dropped the razor and grabbed the soap again. She washed her face and ran the bar of soap down over her chest and breasts, sliding it further down to her belly.
Tonight, as she had every night since the nude photo shoot, her hand ran down to her pussy and she began masturbating. She ran the soap up and down her labia and then dropped it, pushing the tip of her finger inside her.
Ann closed her eyes, settled down in the water and moaned as she fingered herself. She arched her hips as she plunged her finger in and out of her horny pussy. Something nudged against her pussy and she opened her eyes and looked between her legs. Tyrone had floated over and the tip was poised on her pussy just like the real Tyrone's cock had in the photo shoot.
Ann thought it was disgusting to stick an inanimate object in her pussy, but she figured it couldn't hurt to just rub it along her labia. She grabbed Tyrone and rubbed him over her labia as she moved her finger up, teasing her clit.
'This is nice,' she thought, moving Tyrone rapidly across her pussy lips. As she moved the dildo, her labia began opening and she began pushing the dildo harder against it. Her lips parted, sliding over the head of the dildo as it entered her. Ann screamed as she came, when her lips closed over the head. Ann pushed another inch in, loving the unaccustomed thickness of the shaft. "Fuck me Tyrone. Fuck my pussy," she cried as she pushed five inches inside her and had her biggest orgasm yet.
Finally satisfied she pulled Tyrone out of her, wondering what the rest of him would feel like.
Ann drained the tub and dried herself off. She walked back out into her kitchen. 'Fuck me Tyrone. Fuck my pussy,' she wondered where that expression had come from. She walked over to the table and looked down at the open Ebony and Ivory magazine. It was open to the part where Tyrone's cock was poised on her pussy. Fuck me. Fuck my pussy, read the caption. Ann laughed and went to bed.
* * * * *
Ann called Tyrone first thing in the morning and said, "Tyrone, I've given it some thought and I'd like to do the video."
"Great Ann," replied Tyrone. "I'll get Latrell in here to set things up. It'll take a while to get things together. Come in around 3:00 this afternoon."
"I'll be there," she said hanging up. She grabbed her purse and went out to do some errands.
Ann returned in the late afternoon and quickly changed into her sweats for work. She retrieved Tyrone from the bath tub, cleaned him off, and preceded to practise deep throating him. Swallowing Tyrone reminded her of how good the dildo had felt in her pussy last night and she started getting horny. She checked the clock, there wasn't enough time to masturbate, she'd have to do it when she got back. If everything went according to plan, it wouldn't take that long to get Tyrone off and she could be back to play with herself within a couple hours.
********************
Ann stepped out of the cab and stared at the old warehouse that housed the E&I modeling agency. She had almost had a change of heart on the ride here. She was nervous and excited, scared and horny. Her nipples were erect, making indentations on her sweatshirt. Ann felt her juices between her thighs and it felt like her whole body was alive. She gulped and approached the building. Just do this one disgusting act and she would have enough money to make it through another month in the city
Ann had never seen the agency this busy. She entered the building and walked onto the set. Latrell was busy arranging an array of video camera's pointed at the beach set. Tyrone was puffing on a cigar and seemed to be supervising the whole affair, He had already stripped down to just the lifeguard shorts. Suzie was standing on the beach blanket and Latrell seemed to be using her to focus the cameras. Even Mark was there, he was witing something on large poster board. They saw her and everyone paused to stare.
Suzie ran over and grabbed her arm, pulling her over towards the makeup chair. Ann had butterflies in her stomach when she walked in, now she felt like a movie store everyone was making such a fuss. Suzie checked her face and then said, "Go get in the shower, we're ready to start."
Ann walked to the shower and stripped off her sweats. She stepped under the shower and let the hot water run over her hair and body.
"How you feeling Ann."
Ann jumped and quickly covered her body with her hands. Tyrone was standing in the doorway, big beefy arms folded across his chest. Her nipples popped out at the sight of him.
"I just wanted to know if you wanted any pointers."
Slowly Ann uncovered herself and continued her shower. It wasn't like he hadn't seen her naked already. "I think I'll do ok."
"You ever suck cock before Ann. I'm sure those little white boys back in Idaho don't measure up to me"
"No I haven't, but....What are you doing?"
Tyrone was stepping into the shower with her. His hard muscled body brushing up against her breasts.
"I need to look wet too."
Ann looked down and saw his cock bulging out his shorts. She immediately felt a little weak in the knees. Ann stepped out of the shower and Tyrone moved up under the water.
She was turning to leave when Tyrone yelled, "Aren't you forgetting something?" He reached in his pocket and pulled out the tiny g-string bikini panties.
Ann grabbed them and pulled them on. She left the shower and still dripping she walked out onto the set. Mark whistled when he saw her and she just winked at him. Ann was starting to like showing off her body.
Suzie pulled her into the chair and applied some makeup. A few minutes later Tyrone walked out of the shower. His body wet and glistening. He walked over onto the set.
"Ann we're ready for you," yelled Latrell.
Ann gulped and on unsteady feet walked over to the set.
"Ann, all you have to do is follow Tyrone's lead and read the cue cards Mark is holding," said Latrell. She nodded that she understood and Latrell continued, "Alright Mark pick her up. Ann lay back like your unconscious. ACTION."



Tyrone effortlessly swept her up into his powerful arms and carried her over to the towel.
Ann felt her self being gently laid on the towel and then Tyrone's lips were pressing against hers. His tongue pushed against her mouth and she parted her lips, letting him inside her. She remembered how his tongue had accidentally touched her clit giving Ann her first orgasm.
Tyrone pulled back and she opened her eyes. Ann decided to act and she arched her back and coughed like he had just saved her life. She sat up and looked up at her saviour. Ann's eyes flickered over to the cue card. "You saved my life, how can I ever repay you?"
"Suck my black cock you whore," growled Tyrone.
Tyrone's abusive language startled her and she glanced over at the card. They were all directed towards her. Tyrone must have memorized his lines. "I can't do that. I'm married."
"Suck my cock bitch or I'll put you back in the water."
"Please don't make me do this."
"Do it now bitch!"
Ann got up and kneeled before Tyrone. She followed the cue cards instructions and reached out a trembling hand, grabbing Tyrone in the crotch. "That can't be real."
"Take it out and find out."
Ann reached up and grabbed the waist band of his shorts. She pulled the waist band out and yanked it down. Tyrone's cock sprang upwards and hovered before her face. She stared at it in awe. What the hell had she been thinking? There was no way she could suck on that monstrosity. She heard Mark clearing his throat and glanced over at the cue card. She looked back at Tyrone's cock. "That's the biggest cock I've ever seen. It's twice as big as my husband's."
"Quit staring and start sucking."
Ann reached out and wrapped her hand around the base. She leaned forward and kissed the tip, like she had the last time and unlike the last time, she stuck out her tongue and licked around the tip, flickering her tongue across the pee slit. She swirled her tongue around the head before pulling back the foreskin and sucking the head into her mouth. She held it in her mouth and licked all around it.
Ann took a deep breath through her nose and pushed four inches into her mouth. She sucked up, then down, up, then down swallowing another two inches feeling the head slide into her throat. Ann removed his cock and licked around the head while she caught her breath. When she was ready again, she breathed deeply and lowered her head, she felt the gag reflex coming at seven inches, but suppressed it and swallowed her maximum of eight inches.
Ann paused and stared at the remaining two inches sticking out of her throat and at the curly black pubic hair on his crotch. Ann ran her eyes up his sexy body until she was staring up at his face. Tyrone was staring down at her a surprised look on his face. She went back to sucking on his cock. This was so much better then the cold plastic of the dildo. It was hot in her mouth and his cock seemed to throb with life and power.
Ann had decided to clamp her lips tight and bob her head as fast as she could to end this as quickly as possible. She glanced over at the cards and followed their instructions. She removed his cock from her mouth and began kissing under the shaft. Ann cupped his orange sized testicles and said, "Your big balls are so heavy and filled with sperm." Before kissing down to them.
This reminded her and she paused saying, "Tyrone please don't cum in my mouth." The big black man looked pissed and she was afraid for a split second.
"CUT," yelled Latrell.
"I don't know Ann," said Tyrone. "We can probably get by with me giving you a cum bath. Why don't you go check the contract. It's on the table behind Latrell."
Ann stood up and walked over to the table.
"Suzie fill in," shouted Latrell.
Ann looked over at Suzie. She walked over to Tyrone and kneeled before him, sucking his cock skillfully and quickly into her mouth. Ann suddenly flushed with jealousy. The little slut was sucking on her cock.
Angry she looked down at the contract, smiling when she saw the $5000, for sucking off Tyrone, but there was more. Swallow his cum $2000 or let him spray his semen on her breasts $500. Show lifeguard eating her pussy for $1000. Let the lifeguard put half his cock in her pussy, $2000. Show him fucking her $5000. $3000 for anal sex. All money will be doubled for each additional black man.
Ann couldn't believe the amount of money she could make if she did everything in the contract, nor would she do any of the things it listed. Well maybe, she would swallow his cum and let him eat her, that would net her $8000.
Half the money was already spent in her mind when she looked up from the contract. She walked back over to Tyrone. He had his hands on the back of Suzie's head and was fucking her face. The little slut could swallow the whole thing. Ann wouldn't let herself get showed up. "Tyrone, why didn't you tell me about the other offers?"
"Ugh ugh, I-I knew you wouldn't be interested, s-so I said no. Suck that cock bitch."
Ann was impressed. The cameras weren't rolling, but Tyrone was staying in character.
"I'll take over Suzie," she said looking down. "I''ll swallow your cum and you can eat my pussy."
Tyrone nodded and Ann saw sweat on his brow. "I said, I'd take over," she yelled at Suzie.
The slut was so into sucking Tyrone she wasn't paying any attention to Ann. Finally, Tyrone yanked his cock from her mouth and with an angry leer at Ann, Suzie stomped off the set.
Ann grinned and kneeled back before Tyrone.
Ann wrapped her lips back around the head and slurped on it for a minute or two before swallowing again. Ann's jaw was relaxed and she quickly sucked in the eight inches she had previously. Ann looked at the remaining two inches, already her throat felt stuffed, but she wasn't about to let Suzie show her up. She closed her eyes and pushed. She opened her eyes when she felt his pubic hair tickling her nose. She had done it.
"You suck a mean cock bitch," said Tyrone grabbing her head and fucking her face.
Ann's mouth and throat could barely take the pounding Tyrone was giving her. She must be doing something wrong, he was long past the point Johnny would have cum, but then Johnny was a little boy with a little boys penis and Tyrone was a man with a man's cock.
Something was happening. Tyrone was grunting and his cock seemed to be swelling even bigger. She could feel the ridge on the head hardening and scraping her throat as it slid in and out. Ann changed her mind about letting him cum in her mouth. She tried to protest, but Tyrone just continued to fuck her face relentlessly.
Tyrone suddenly stopped with it buried in her throat and she felt his cock spasm. Ann couldn't feel anything, but assumed he had just shot his sperm into her belly. She was relieved that she couldn't taste it. Tyrone pulled back a little until she could feel his sperm sliding down her throat. He yanked back until his cock was in her mouth and she felt it jerk again and another wad struck the back of her throat, and then another, and then sperm just started to flow out of the head, running over her tongue, and she tasted it for the first time.
Ann was surprised at how hot it was and at how much there was. It was filling her mouth quickly to the point where she had to swallow or let it dribble out the sides of her mouth. She knew he had already shot plenty into her belly, but for some reason she didn't want to swallow any more. She gagged and sperm shot out her mouth and dripped down her chin. She gulped, swallowing the rest, feeling it ooze down her throat.
Tyrone pulled his slimy cock out of her mouth and wiped it off on her face. He grabbed it with his hand and began forcing the remaining sperm out. Ann's tongue flickered out and she caught the remaining drops of sperm and swallowed it into her mouth.
"You enjoy your first taste of black seed, bitch?"
Ann was working her lower jaw around and smacking her lips. She glanced over at the cue cards and read them out loud. "Yes, god, yes. I love sucking your big cock."
"Lay back, I'm gonna eat your pussy."
Ann hadn't planned on going this far, but the thought of the cash bonus had her seeing dollar signs and all she had to do was lay back and enjoy. She glanced over at the cue cards. "I don't know, my husband has never done that before.
"Then your in for a treat bitch," said Tyrone, crawling on top of her.
Tyrone started licking and sucking on her breasts. She moaned as he bit them with his lips. They were rock hard when he started, but as he licked around them with his tongue, they seemed to grow even fatter and longer, until they were so sensitive they hurt.
Tyrone started kissing his way down her belly. She watched her belly spasm with each kiss, fascinated with the contrast between his dark black skin and her tanned white belly. Ann's pussy was screaming for attention, she could feel her clit becoming aroused and he hadn't even touched her yet. Ann had never felt this alive.
Tyrone kissed her belly button and she felt his tongue slip inside and she sucked her stomach in. He moved down, kissing the slight bulge under her navel and then he was kissing her bare crotch. Ann raised her hips, wishing he would hurry up. She glanced quickly over at Mark, but all the cue card said was, act like your enjoying it. She didn't think that would be a problem.
Tyrone teased her to the point where she thought she was going to die. He kissed all over her sensitive crotch, going as far as the knob on the end and then stopping. Her body was going nuts, writhing around under his kisses.
Tyrone grabbed her legs, bending them back and holding her pussy open for the cameras, she flushed crimson at being this exposed. Tyrone laid down on his stomach, between her legs, his arms holding her spread open for the cameras. She leaned up and watched him stick his tongue out, slowly bringing it towards her pussy.
Suddenly Ann couldn't breathe and she realized she had holding her breath with anticipation. She slowly exhaled, but all that came out was a long scream of pleasure as his tongue flicked across her clit and she came.
Tyrone was merciless. She hadn't even recovered from her first orgasm when she had another. Tyrone ate her pussy like a starving man. His tongue was licking up and down her labia from her clit to her rectum and she was raising her hips to match each thrust of his tongue. Her belly was undulating as she writhed in pleasure, throwing her head from side to side.
Ann came again and again. She came so much she was thankful when he quit, but he had just paused to work two of his meaty fingers into her pussy. Tyrone's fingers were bigger then Johnny's penis had been and she had never felt so full.
Tyrone continued to lick around her pussy as he slammed his fingers in and out of her. She came again.
For an encore, Tyrone's fingers found a spot on the top of her pussy, deep inside and he began rubbing the tips of his fingers around it as he sucked her clit into his mouth. Ann gasped and her hands gripped the sand underneath the towel. Her pussy squeezed his fingers and then it ballooned up as she had her biggest orgasm yet. Ann arched her back and screamed again as the orgasm overpowered her senses.
Ann was thankful it was all over. She didn't think she could take any more. She wondered if it was possible to die from pleasure. She did know one thing though, when she did get married her husband was going to be a pussy eater.
Tyrone stood up, sand sticking all over his chest and crotch. Ann was surprised to see he had a partial erection already. Tyrone reached down and pulled her up.
"Why don't you two go rinse off and then we'll get some penetration shots," yelled Latrell, busily checking all the cameras.
Ann followed Tyrone to the shower and watched while he rinsed the sand off his chest. He motioned for her to join him and she stepped beside him under the water.
"What did he mean by penetration shots?" she asked.
We'll get some shots of my cock rubbing on your pussy and then we'll change angles so that it looks like I'm fucking you. Unless of course, you change your mind and actually want me to do it."
"No, I don't think so," she said wiping sand off his back.
Tyrone turned around and she felt his cock rubbing against her crotch. He paced his hands on her shoulders and pushed down. "What are you doing?" she asked.
"You need to get me hard for the next set," he replied.
Ann gave in and fell to her knees under the shower. "It looks pretty hard already," she said, staring at it.
"Not quite, but if you don't want to, go call Suzie in here."
No, I'll do it," she said sucking the head into her mouth before he could yell for Suzie. For the next ten minutes, she sucked on his cock, while the water cascaded over the top of her head.
"Ready for you," yelled Mark, rapping on the door.
Tyrone withdrew his cock and pulled her up. They stepped out of the shower. "You liked sucking on my cock didn't you?"
"Yes, I don't know why, but I enjoyed it," she said and she didn't understand why she did. It made her feel both dominate and submissive at the same time. It seemed completely natural for her to fall to her knees before such a big powerful man and at the same time giving him pleasure made her feel powerful too.
"If you change your mind about me fucking you just beg me too do it while we're being filmed," he said as naked and dripping wet they walked back onto the set.
"Ok, but I've gone as far as I'm willing to go."
"Here's what we're going to do Ann," said Latrell. "Lay on your back on the towel and we'll get some shots of him rubbing his cock on your pussy. Read the cue cards. Then we'll turn you over and get some shots of Tyrone fucking you doggy style. We'll take some close ups and then switch to a front view. He can pump his cock between your legs without penetration. Got it."
"Got it," she said sitting down on the towel. Ann spread her legs and laid back. Tyrone kneeled between them and pointed his cock at her pussy. "Now I'm going to fuck you good bitch," he said getting back into character.
"No please," she said reading the cue cards. "My pussy belongs to my husband. There's no way I can take that monster."
Tyrone rubbed his cock over her shaved crotch and then pushed it down her slit. Ann moaned as the head rubbed against her labia. The lips were spreading, wanting him inside her and her pussy muscles were sucking in. Her mind may of said no, but her body wanted that black snake inside her. Luckily, her mind won and she resisted.
The rubbing was having an effect on her and she felt another orgasm building. Tyrone was pressing down hard and the tip was pushing into her pussy.
"Ann why don't you let him just push the head in?" called Latrell.
Ann recalled there was another bonus for doing this and figured just the head wouldn't hurt. "Ok, you can push the head in, but no more." She felt her lips stretch out and close over the head of his cock. 'This so much better then the dildo,' she thought as the head triggered her orgasm. When she recovered Tyrone was working the head in and out, it made a plopping sound each time he pulled it out.
"Now switch," yelled Latrell.
Ann missed Tyrone's cock head as he pulled it out, but she rolled over obediently. She felt his cock rest between her ass cheeks and slide down pressing against her rectum as he pushed down. It slid down further and poked at her pussy lips.
"Put the head back in," called Latrell.
Ann sighed as the head entered her again. She looked over at the cue card. "Ow, your black cock is splitting me in two," she cried.
"What the hell is going on here," yelled Latrell.
Ann looked up. Latrell had stripped down to red lifeguard shorts and was carrying a red flotation device. Tyrone leaned forward and whispered in her ear, "Your money's doubled if you suck off Latrell. Read the card."
Ann recovered from her surprise quickly. "Thank god," she cried. "This lifeguard saved my life and forced himself on me. Please help me, I'm a married woman."
"I'll help you alright," said Latrell untying his shorts. "I'll help stuff your holes full of black cock."
Ann looked at the cue card, it read: why are you doing this to me, resist, then give in and suck on Latrell.
Latrell pulled his shorts far out and then yanked them down, his cock springing up like a long black diving board. His cock was beautiful. It was even longer then Tyrone's, probably a foot long, but not as thick, though the head was plumper. Unlike Tyrone, Latrell was circumcised and his cock was dark brown, but the head was lighter, compared to Tyrone's dark black cock.
Latrell stepped out of his shorts and naked, he kneeled before her face. His body was every bit as impressive as Tyrone's. He was taller, leaner, but just as muscled. He looked more like a basketball player to Tyrone's linebacker. "Why are you doing this to me?" she asked.
Latrell's response was to grab the base of his cock and run the shaft all over her mouth and cheeks. Ann held her mouth closed, turning her head away from his cock, pretending to resist, when in truth she wanted to suck him off. Would he taste different then Tyrone? Would he cum as much? Could she swallow the extra two inches? Finally, Ann let out a small moan and opened her mouth to kiss his cock.
Ann went from kissing, to small licks, to slurping around the head, to sucking about half of it into her mouth. Ann found it easier to take Latrell into her throat as he was skinnier then Tyrone, the extra two inches were a challenge though and try as she might she couldn't get his entire foot long dong down her throat.
Ann began deep throating him, moaning from time to time as Tyrone moved his cock head around in the entrance to her pussy. She sucked on Latrell for about five minutes, before she needed a break. She brought her head up and let his cock plop out, licking the head while she caught her breath. Ann wanted to see his balls, so she raised his cock up kissing under it. His testicles were large and heavy, but not quit as big as Tyrone's.
Ann moved her head back up and was poised to swallow it again when Latrell tapped on her shoulder. She looked up and he was jerking his head at the cue cards. She kissed the tip and glanced at the card. It read: yell fuck me with your black cock, fuck my pussy. Pretend to struggle.
"Fuck me with your black cock, fuck my pussy," she cried out.
Latrell pushed the head of his cock into her mouth just as Tyrone pulled the head of his completely out. Suddenly, Latrell's cock was forced into her mouth as Tyrone slammed four inches into her pussy. 'My god,' she thought, 'He thinks I gave him the go ahead to fuck me.'
Ann struggled to say something, but Latrell just grabbed her head and began fucking her face. Tyrone pulled his cock out and slammed it in again. This time about six inches entered her, deeper then Johnny had penetrated, deeper then she had pushed the dildo in. Her pussy was squeezing his cock like it didn't want to let it go, but Tyrone removed it again and slammed eight inches in. She tried to cry out, but her scream was muffled by Latrell's cock in her mouth.
Ann's pussy felt stuffed and stretched to the limit, but he wasn't done. Tyrone pulled it out again and with another hard thrust, slammed his entire fat, ten inches into her pussy. A scream of pain and pleasure welled up in her, but the force of his thrust pushed her into Latrell's cock and she swallowed her scream along with all twelve inches.
Ann's pussy was stretched and sore, but it was shaping itself around the invader and her juices were flowing over his cock, lubricating every inch. Thankfully, Tyrone was holding it buried in her so that she could get used to it.



Ann tried to free her mouth, to tell Tyrone to pull it out, but Latrell wasn't letting her off his cock. He just grabbed her head and started fucking her face. A few moments later, Tyrone began slowly moving his cock out of her pussy, which closed up behind his shaft only to explode out as he slammed his cock back in.
The two men began fucking her fast, see-sawing their cocks in and out of her, then switching to slamming their cocks into her at the same time. Their rhythm was perfect almost as if they had done this kind of thing before.
The pain was gone now and his thrusts were starting to produce results. Every nerve ending in her pussy felt alive when his cock was in her and she began thrusting her hips back in time with his thrusts. She started cumming every third thrust, the orgasms going off like a series of firecrackers.
Latrell came first after about twenty minutes of fucking her face. His cock head swelled up so much it caught in her throat and she would have choked if he hadn't pulled it out so that he was cumming in her mouth, gobs and gobs of sperm rolling off her tongue and down her throat.
Ann sucked on his cock like a baby on a bottle wanting to swallow all his sperm, but Latrell yanked it out and shot several strands of semen onto her face and into her hair. Latrell stood up and walked away and Ann turned her attention to the cock in her pussy.
Tyrone was fucking her hard and fast, his big beefy hands grabbing her ass cheeks. She jerked when his thumb touched her rectum. The thumb stayed still for a minute then it started moving, circling around her sphincter. Ann moaned. Tyrone was playing with her ass and she liked it.
Ann felt her sphincter opening as Tyrone pressed down with his thumb. There was a brief moment of pain as the knuckle entered her ass and after that there was only pleasure. Miss Teen Idaho was getting her ass and pussy reamed and loving every minute of it. "I love it. I love your cock. Fuck my pussy. Fuck me harder, harder," she said, no longer needing to read the cue cards.
Tyrone fucked her hard, reaming her ass with his thumb. His thumb was bigger then Johnny's cock had been, so it was like getting fucked by two cocks. Tyrone continued fucking her hard and fast beyond the limits of her imagination and she realized even more how unrewarding Johnny had been.
With a loud grunt Tyrone buried his cock in her pussy. She felt it jerk and spit its venom deep into her womb. His cum triggered a massive orgasm and she shuddered and collapsed to the sand.
When Ann woke up, her pussy felt like Niagara falls. Sperm was dribbling out, oozing down her thighs. He must have shot some sperm on her ass and the small of her back because she felt more sperm liquefying there.
Ann looked up and found herself staring at Latrell's rejuvenated cock. He laid down beside her and held his cock up. Ann knew what he wanted and squatted over it, sighing as it entered her, thankful that his thinner cock provided welcome relief to her sore, abused pussy. Ten inches of his cock easily sliding in before meeting resistance.
Ann rode Latrell's cock and came again, surprised there were still orgasms left in her. The days events and all the orgasms had left her exhausted and as she rode his cock, her legs gave out and she collapsed, grunting as the remaining two inches were forced her and she came again.
Ann was just too tired, so Latrell did all the work, fucking her as she laid on top of him. Ann stirred a little when she felt his finger poking at her ass hole. It pushed in and she cried out in pain. It was too big to be his finger. She looked over her shoulder.
"This is for rejecting me the last time, bitch," said Mark pushing his cock into her ass.
* * * * *
Tyrone walked into his office. Carol was monitoring the computer. "How did the live feeds go?" he asked.
"Excellent," replied Carol. "I watched the whole thing."
"How many people were logged in?"
"6000," she replied grinning.
"Sweet Jesus," responded Tyrone, "That's three times as many as your first live feed. How many video sales?"
The smile left Carol's face and Tyrone grinned, women were so competitive. The smile quickly returned though and she said, "2000."
"33%, that's the highest ever."
"And," she added, "When I saw how well it was turning out, I upped the price to $24.95."
"Very good Carol," said Tyrone shooing her out of his seat, "you made us an extra $10,000.
Let's see what Ann's net worth is." He typed a couple keys and brought up Ann's personnel information. E&I's computer systems calculated statistics on each of their girls. Her lesbian rating was 77% from posting pictures of Suzie shaving Ann's pussy on several lesbian sites. Tyrone would have to explore that direction in the future. So far Ann had made the company $137,396 in a few short weeks. Very impressive.
The phone rang. Tyrone answered it, "E&I modeling agency, Tyrone Jones speaking."
Tyrone's eyes grew wide and he felt the color drain from his face at the voice on the phone.
"Mr. King, what a surprise. What can I do for you?" Solomon King, the owner of all E&I enterprises, rarely checked in with his quasi-legal enterprises as the people of New York considered him a respectable business man and philanthropist.
"I'm interested in the new girl," said the deep voice on the phone. "A very impressive debut. I'd like to know all about her."
To Be Continued...
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Ann was in a daze as the taxi pulled up before her apartment. Her pussy hurt, her ass hurt, and her jaw was sore. Sperm dripped out of her pussy and ass, soaking the insides of her sweat pants. She paid the cab driver and entered her apartment.
Ann sighed with relief when she locked the door behind her. She was nervous carrying around so much money in her pocket. Ann took out the big wad of money and counted it again. Fifty one hundred dollar bills were in her hand with more to come. Tyrone hadn't had her bonus money available and she would be picking up the rest later.
Things had gotten out of hand at the video shoot, but the sex had been incredible and the money would be enough to start off somewhere on a new, legitimate career.
Three days later, Ann looked at the wad of cash and wondered where the thousand dollars she had spent already had gone to. Sure, she had eaten at some of New Yorks finest restaurants and bought some expensive wine, but a thousand dollars?
That evening, Ann turned on the bath water and sat on the toilet to watch the tub fill with water. She had called Tyrone to see if the rest of her money was there yet. He had replied, no and asked her to come in to make another video. Ann had refused, but immediately her pussy had started gushing when she pictured his cock.
She was still horny as she sat and watched Tyrone slowly rise up in the tub as the water level rose. Ann stripped and climbed in, sighing as the warm water engulfed her body. She relaxed for a moment before shaving her legs and crotch, her eyes flickering over to Tyrone floating around as she shaved and rinsed herself.
Ann grabbed Tyrone and laid back in the tub. She brought the dildo up to her mouth and kissed the head, before sliding her lips around the tip. Ann licked around the dildo and then started sliding it down her body running it over her breasts and belly before bringing it down to her crotch.
"Fuck me Tyrone," she whispered as she pushed the plastic cock into her pussy. The dildo easily slid into her and she slowly began working it in and out of her pussy. Her body started flailing as her thrusts increased and her pussy exploded in orgasm.
Ann turned over on her hands and knees in the water. She reached between her legs and started moving the dildo again. "I love your cock," she said, imagining herself on the set again, with Marks cock rubbing on her ass and Latrell standing before her. She came again, but it was missing something.
An hour later, Ann was wearing her baseball cap and sunglasses as she stared at the black dildoes on the wall. She had already found Mark, but Latrell was proving difficult. Then her eyes fell on a nice foot long dildo, a little thicker then Latrell, but she wouldn't be complaining. She took her prizes up to the counter to pay for them. As the clerk was ringing her up, she noticed a movie display being set up near the front door. She grabbed her bag and proceeded to the exit, slowing to look at the display.
The movie was called, The Lifeguard's slut and sold for $24.95. Lying on the floor being put together was a giant cardboard cut out of Tyrone and...
Everyone in the store turned to stare at Ann as her scream echoed through the building. Ann noticed Tyrone and herself on the cover of the video and the display was covered with blurred out scenes from the movie. Ann saw the cashier approaching and ran out the door. "Hey, that's the girl in the...." she heard follow her as she fled the store.
********************
"NYPD, Angela DeSabitini speaking," the voice on the phone sounded tired.
"I'd like to report a possible crime," said Ann crying.
"Name please."
"I'd prefer to remain anonymous," she replied.
Ann told the cop her story starting from the beginning. The cop interrupting her to ask questions from time to time. When she was done, the cop said, "Your asking me to believe that there is some group of pornographers preying on naive young tourists?"
"Yes."
"Do you realize that making an adult movie is illegal and that you broke the law?"
"No."
"What do you want from the police?"
"I want the money they owe me so I can go home."
"Do you have a copy of the contract?"
"No."
"Did you even sign the contract?
"No ma'am," she said sobbing into the phone.
"What was the name of this organization?"
"E&I Modeling," said Ann hearing the cop suck in her breath sharply.
"Would you be willing to testify against them?"
"Maybe this wasn't such a good idea," said Ann hanging up the phone.
Ann tossed and turned all night. Tyrone had lied to her about the magazine and about the video. What if he had lied to her about the distribution of the magazine and even now, people in her home town were reading it? Ann felt ill. Even now men were buying her porno in stores all over New York. Ann thought of hundreds, no thousands of men watching her sucking and fucking three black men, getting hard ons as they watched, thousands of wads erupting from thousands of cocks. Ann expected to feel sick again, but instead her pussy was itching at the thought of getting all those men off.
Ann was lying on her stomach slowly pushing Mark into her ass, Tyrone already buried in her pussy, when the doorbell rang. She was nearing orgasm and decided to ignore it. The bell rang again, then someone pounded on the door. "Police, open up," yelled a female voice.
The color drained from Ann's face. "Just a minute," she yelled. Ann pulled the dildo's out and quickly pulled a robe on.
The doorbell was ringing again as she pulled the door open. A young attractive woman in police uniform was standing in the hall. She was short, but looked capable of handling herself. The police woman was tanned and had long, curly, black hair pulled back in a bun on her head.
"I'm officer DeSabitini," said the woman, "You spoke with me on the phone yesterday."
"No, you must be mistaken, I..."
"I have you on caller id," said the cop. "If you want to remain anonymous, don't call from your home."
"What do you want from me?" said Ann, fearing she was about to be arrested.
"I want to talk to you about the E&I modeling agency."
"Come in then," said Ann, closing the door behind the cop.
They sat down at the table, staring at each other. Ann saw the cop's eyes flicker over to the dildos on her bed and she felt her face flushing in embarrassment. "Have you ever heard the name Solomon King?" asked the cop suddenly.
"No," replied Ann.
"You would if you were from New York. Solomon King is a millionaire businessman. In public, he's a generous, charitable, philanthropist, but in reality, he's suspected of being involved in prostitution, drugs, extortion, and pornography. The list goes on."
"What's he have to do with me?'
"His organization is called, E&I enterprises."
That name rang a bell and then it hit her. "That's who published the magazine," said Ann resting her hand on the magazine.
The cop turned the Ebony and Ivory magazine over and began leafing through it as Ann watched. "Why do people buy this crap," said the cop frowning. "All those doctored pictures. It just isn't real."
"What do you mean "doctored" pictures?"
"You know making the penises look so big."
"Oh those cocks are real," said Ann as the cop arrived at Ann's layout.
The cop looked at Tyrone's cock and shook her head in disbelief. "How come you ripped some of the pictures out?"
Ann blushed again, remembering the pictures she had taped on the door. She didn't answer.
"Listen Ann," said the cop.
"How do you know my name?"
"From your mailbox downstairs. Ann, I need you to help me get Solomon King. All I need is for you to testify about what happened to you since you got off the bus. If I can get a warrant, I can search this modeling agency and if I can come up with anything connecting them to Mr. King, we can bust him.
"I'm not sure."
The cop leaned forward. "Ann, this Latrell character was waiting for an innocent girl like you to prey on. Think how many more girls might get taken advantage of if we can't stop him."
Ann thought about what had happened to her since arriving in New York, the suggestive scenes with Mark, the nude layout where they were supposed to doctor her features. lying about the video, her accidentaly giving Tyrone the go ahead to fuck her, and worst of all not getting all the money she was owed. How many girls had there been before her? How many girls would there be if E&I wasn't stopped? "I'll testify," said Ann.
********************
Ann gulped when the cab pulled up at the warehouse. Officer DeSabitini had told her not to go anywhere near the warehouse, but Tyrone had called and said he had her money. She was going home tonight and would return if Angela needed her to testify. Hopefully, her statement would get Angela a warrant and they would find enough on King to bust him without even needing her.
Ann walked past a black limo, parked before the warehouse and she entered the building. It was dusk and the warehouse was deserted. There was no sign of Latrell or Suzie, and Carol wasn't sitting at her desk. Tyrone's door was closed, so she softly knocked on it.
"Enter," said a deep voice.
Ann opened the door and stepped into the office. A strange black man was sitting behind Tyrone's desk. Even seated, she could tell he was a giant of a man. His head was completely shaved and he sported a goatee. He was very handsome, but the beard gave him a sinister appearance. His suit was an Armani and she could see a gold rolex on his wrist. Everything about him from his dress to his mannerisms exuded wealth, power, and a complete self-confidence.
"Hello Miss Dutton," said the man. "My name is Solomon King."
Ann backed up a step when the crimelord named himself. She turned and looked at the door, but an ugly, massive black man had appeared out of nowhere to block the exit. He was hideous. His face was dark black, with a crooked nose, big lips, and crooked teeth. He was more fat then muscles, and he completely filled the doorway.
Solomon King stood up and came around the desk, and leaned back against it. He was around six and a half feet tall and looked to have even more muscles then Tyrone. He looked a cross between Tyrone and Latrell. Latrell's height and looks, with Tyrone's bulk and confidence. "I own Ebony and Ivory Enterprises," continued the black man. Ann thought he sounded like James Earl Jones. "And I own you."
"You don't own me," said Ann sounding more defiant then she felt. "Just give me my money so I can go."
"I don't have it on me," said Solomon with a smug look on his face. "I'll have to put a check for the amount in this envelope and mail it to you." He picked up a manilla envelope and handed it to Ann.
Ann turned white when she saw her parents address on the envelope. She knew without looking what would be inside, but she looked anyway. The envelope was filled with pictures. Her and Mark, her and Latrell, and of course her and Tyrone. There was even a picture of Suzie shaving Ann's pussy, meaning there had to be a camera behind the mirror in the dressing room.
"See I do own you. Now unless you want your parents getting that envelope, you're going to do exactly what I tell you to do."
Ann would of cried, but she had used up all her tears in the last few days. "What do you want from me?"
"Three things. First, my informants tell me a statement you gave a cop was submitted before a judge asking for a warrant to search these premises. That statement has disappeared. You are to break off all contact with the police. Second, you are now an employee of E&I. Any black employee of the company has access to your body whenever they want you. You're to do what you're told, go where you're told, Your mind and body will be assigned duties that match your abilities."
"So I'm some sort of sex slave?" asked Ann shivering, but thinking it wouldn't be that bad to have someone else do all her thinking for her.
"Not exactly Ann. If you have a head for business, you might become Vice President, though any black man will still have access to your body, from me, to Bull here, or even a dishwasher in one of my restaurants."
Ann turned to look at Bull, who flashed her a toothless grin. "And third?"
"Third," said Solomon, "Come suck my dick." Ann glanced over at the envelope and then at the impressive bulge in Mr King's pants. Her nipples had popped out and she felt her pussy gushing. He was still leaning on the desk as she sat in a chair before him and grabbed his thick member through his expensive, Italian pants. She reached up and undid his belt, pulling it out through the loops. She unbuttoned his pants and began unzipping them. Ann knew what his cock would look like before she even saw it and she was right.
When she pulled his boxers down, his cock sprang up, hard as a rock. It was the most perfect thing she had ever seen. Solomon's cock was as long as Latrell's and as thick as Tyrone's. It seemed carved from ebony, crisscrossed with big blue veins, and a plump head the size of a small apple. His balls were even bigger then Tyrone's. They hung halfway to his knees and she couldn't imagine the amount of sperm they must produce.
Ann fell in love with that cock the moment she saw it. She stroked the thick shaft with the palm of her hand, feeling it throb with each stroke. She leaned forward, stuck out her tongue, and licked the tip of the plump head.
She swirled her tongue around it, teasing the pee slit, then licking along the flared ridge. Ann kissed the tip, then moved down the shaft, forgetting she was being blackmailed and focusing only on satisfying Solomon's massive member.
Ann lifted the shaft and kissed each of his hairy testicles, before moving her mouth back up to the head. Ann parted her lips and placed them over the head of Solomon's cock. She held her lips tight as she pushed forward, the head entering her mouth. She sucked up then down, pushing another inch, then two inside her mouth.
Ann attacked his cock like a madwoman, sucking more and more in. It wasn't as hard doing him as the other black men she had sucked off. Her throat seemed to be getting used to having a thick cock or dildo in it.
At ten inches, Solomon moaned and grabbed the back of her head as he thrust the last two inches in. Behind her, she heard Bull grunt his approval at her oral skills.
Solomon took over after that. He grabbed her cheeks and began pushing and pulling her head along the entire length of his cock. His hands were big and powerful, completely engulfing the sides of her head. With little effort those strong hands could crush her head and she felt weak and powerless as she kneeled before him, sucking his cock. She had also never felt more alive in her life or more like a woman. Her body was on fire, aching to have his long, fat cock slamming into her.
Her only purpose in life was to please the man holding her life in his hands. She was so confused by her feelings, that she was only vaguely aware that his cock had started growing over the last several minutes. The head had become so big that the increased friction in her throat was slowing his thrusts. He came when the head was in her mouth. One second there was nothing, the next, her entire mouth was full of cum. His first wad had completely filled her mouth, before he shoved his cock into her throat forcing sperm out the sides of her mouth. She felt another large wad shoot down her throat as the hard ridge on the top of his cock scraped her the top of her throat. Ann felt his cock spasm as Solomon held his entire cock in her. It jerked several more times and even more sperm shot into her belly. He slowly removed his cock from her throat, leaving the head in her mouth as he continued to cum. It took two wads to fill her mouth now, as she greedily swallowed his sperm. Then it took three jerks of his cock to fill her mouth with sperm. Finally, his cock settled down, but it continued to pump sperm into her mouth in a steady stream.
Ann was in a daze as Solomon pulled his cock out and wiped it off on her face. Her stomach felt full and bloated, like she had drank too much. She was vaguely aware of being effortlessly lifted by strong arms and carried from the room.
The next thing Ann knew was that her clothes were being ripped off and she was moaning as Solomon unhooked her bra and gently teased her nipples with his mouth and tongue. Somehow, he had managed to remove his clothes and his muscular, hard body was covering hers. She felt his cock nudging against her wet pussy and she spread her legs, wrapping them around his ass.
She moaned and thrashed as the tip of his cock entered her giving her an orgasm. His thrusting member met little resistance as it continued to force it's way deep into her pussy, milking more orgasms from her body.
Solomon began pounding her hard, harder the Tyrone had, harder then she had ever been fucked before. His thrusts were so powerful the entire bed as bucking beneath his thrusts. The leaping bed forcing her pussy up to meet each thrust of his cock.
Ann became aware of a constant screaming sound and realized it was coming from her own throat as she came constantly. Her nails were digging into his back as he fucked her like a wild animal.
Solomon's weight left her and she gasped for fresh air, missing the feeling of his body crushing hers. He hadn't quit though. He hooked his arms under her knees and lifted her entire ass off the bed until her pussy was level with his cock. He began fucking her hard again. Ann could see Latrell and Tyrone now that Solomon's body wasn't blocking her view. They were standing on either side of the bed holding cameras and taping the action, but she didn't care any more, she loved being fucked by strong men. Tyrone was zooming in on Solomon's foot long cock slamming in and out of her pussy and Latrell was running his camera along her body, capturing the look of ecstasy on her face, her sperm coated chin, and her erect nipples.
"Here it cums," yelled Solomon. Tyrone and Latrell turned, both focusing their cameras on his cock.
Ann felt him cum again. His sperm striking places untouched deep in her pussy and she had the biggest orgasm of her life. Solomon's cock kept cumming as he thrust it in and out of her pussy his thrusts churning his sperm, forcing it deep into her womb. She looked up in time to see him pull his cock out, covered in his sperm and her juices, as it shot a large wad of sperm that left a string from her nipples to her belly button.
Solomon was close to being finished. He pointed his cock down at her shaved crotch and stroked a few more drops of semen onto her body.
Ann just laid on the bed, arms and legs spread, staring at the ceiling. She was vaguely aware of Solomon walking around naked smoking a cigarette occasionally talking to Latrell or Tyrone. Bull walked over to the bed and unzipped his pants, pulling out a gargantuan cock.
"No, please don't..." she muttered staring at it. The black monster was the biggest, ugliest thing she had ever seen. It was bigger and thicker then Solomon's, bigger then her forearm. He was uncircumsized, the head peeking out at her as big as an orange. His balls were as big as the cantaloupes her mom grew every summer. Bull's cock was some kind of freakish abomination.
"Shit bitch," said Bull. "I knows you can'ts handle this mutha. Just jerk me off."
Ann sighed with relief and sat up on the bed. She wrapped both fists around the shaft and began jerking his cock. It was dry, so she tried to coat her palms with the copious amount of precum pouring out of the pee slit, but it wasn't enough. She saw a jar of vaseline shoved in front of her face and looked up to see that Latrell had moved in close again with the video camera and was handing her the vaseline. Ann took the vaseline and began coating Bull's cock with it. It took half the bottle to cover the entire fifteen inch dark black shaft. She did a practise stroke and satisfied he was well lubricated, she began jerking him off.



Thankfully, Bull kept his shirt on covering his fat belly, but she was still disgusted when it jiggled as she stroked him off. He was also breathing heavy and sweat was pouring off his brow. Wet marks were spreading across his shirt under his arms.
He began thrusting forward into her hands, his cock hurting her as it poked her in the forehead, coming dangerously close to her eye. She moved her head back away from the striking black snake.
Ann watched fascinated as the head emerged from the foreskin with each stroke. It was growing, fattening, hardening, and she knew he was close. Tyrone and Latrell zooming in on the tip to capture his orgasm.
Bull was grunting now and his thrusts were becoming uneven. The pee slit opened, staring at her, almost as big as a human eye. Ann closed her eyes just in time. She felt like someone had thrown a handful of hot pudding on her face with a force that almost stung her. The force of his orgasm caused her to rear her head back and open her mouth. A second wad as big as the first flew into her mouth, choking her until she gurgled it down.
Ann felt sperm in her hair, coating her forehead, and running down her cheeks. She tried to open her eyes, but more sperm covered them until she wiped it away with her hands. She got them open in time to see him point his cock down at her breasts and she felt his hot seed hit her nipples as he continued coming.
When he was done, Bull just shoved his dirty, vaseline covered cock into his pant and went back over to guarding the door. Ann licked some of his sperm from around her lips, thanking god that he hadn't tried to fuck her. She wanted to go home, but apparently Solomon had other ideas. He climbed on the bed with her, his cock hard once again.
Ann looked at him amazed at his stamina. The look he gave her showed he was disgusted with her sperm coated body. He smacked her thigh and she rolled over getting up on all fours. Solomon wasn't gentle with her. He shoved his meaty cock into her pussy and grabbed her ass cheeks with both hands. He was treating her like a slut and she loved it. She was a slut, she loved fucking Tyrone and Latrell and Solomon. Deep down she had even enjoyed jerking off Bull.
Solomon grabbed the jar of vaseline and began coating her rectum with vaseline, circuling around it with his finger, slowly pushing it in past the nail and up to the knuckle. He removed his finger and she felt his thumbs spreading her ass hole open. He began fucking her hard again. So hard she thought the bed would break, so hard he pushed her head down into the pillow until only her ass was thrusting up into the air. So hard, she only felt a moments pain as he pushed his thumbs into her ass hole and she started cumming again.
He fucked her hard for ten minutes, while sliding his thumbs into her ass, pulling them apart to stretch her out. When he was done, he pulled his cock out and she heard him in the vaseline jar again. Ann felt Solomon 's cock slide between her cheeks until he stopped and rested the head against her rectum. She felt him push down, the head entering her ass with little pain.
Ann felt his slimy, vaseline covered hand grab her ass cheek and he began forcing is cock into her. Soon Solomon was fucking her ass as hard as he had her pussy, though he was only able to get about ten inches inside her.
Ann lost all track of time as his thrusts pushed her into the pillow for what felt like an eternity, until with one mighty thrust, she felt his sperm filling her ass, rising to the top as he pulled his cock out, trickling out her ass hole and down her crack as he removed it and shot more sperm onto her cheeks and back.
Solomon spanked her and she rolled over. Ann looked up at him smiling, though she knew she must look horrible with dried sperm covering her body and caking her hair. Solomon smiled back and said, "Welcome to E&I Enterprises."
********************
Epilogue
The landlord let Angela into Ann's apartment and she had a look around. A rent check was sitting on the table and the landlord greedily snatched it up and left her alone to look around. About half Ann's stuff was gone. The closet was still full of baggy clothes, Knee length skirts, and heavy sweaters. Her toothbrush and cosmetics were gone from the bathroom. Angela closed the door and saw the pictures of Ann and the black man taped on the door. She kneeled and looked at them, running her finger along the hard black cock Ann was sucking in the photograph. She knew it had to be faked, but tears welded up in her eyes as she remembered sucking on Tony's fat Italian sausage before the thug's bullet had left him paralysed from the waist down two years ago. Luckily, she had been pregnant with Maria at the time and they were able to have a family.
Angela stood up, surprised to see that Ann had left three large black dildos sitting on the bed. Hopefully, wherever Ann had went, she had gotten her act together and wouldn't be needing them anymore. She wrinkled her nose in disgust and decided to let the landlord throw the disgusting sex toys away.
Angela was on her way out when she noticed the message light blinking on the answering machine. She pressed it and listened hoping for a clue. "You slut," said a woman's voice. "How dare you fuck that jungle bunny. My daughters a whore. Someone emailed those pictures to all your fathers coworkers and even the pageant judges. Your father's had a stroke cause of you, you ungrateful little bitch. I'm not going to have a slut for a daughter." The woman hung up.
Angela shook her head and walked down to the squad car. Her partner Jim was driving. She sighed when she saw his eyes staring at her breasts as she sat down beside him. "Any luck?" he asked, his white teeth standing out against his black face.
"She's gone," said Angela. "Just drive." Angela thought of her two year old daughter. She would do everything she could to protect her from men like Solomon King when she grew up. This was her city and no one was going to prey on naive young women as long as she wore a badge.
The squad car pulled out onto the bust street and sped off into the traffic.
********************
Solomon walked over to the cabinet and filed the video labeled "Ann Dutton," alphabetically right after Mayor Dunleavy. He stepped back and admired his growing collection of blackmail videos, before securing the cabinet.
He lit a cigarette and put his hands in his robe as he walked out on his balcony overlooking central park. He had two sluts waiting for him in his bed, but even his mighty cock was tired from the days work out. It just wasn't the same unless he blackmailed or seduced them away from their husbands and once he had he moved on to the next conquest. He thought of the look on Ann's face when she saw the pictures in the envelope addressed to her parents, and she didn't even know he had already emailed the pictures to everyone back home.
He thought of the mayor's wife screaming for him to fuck her after he had slipped ecstasy into her wine. He smiled as his cock started growing. Trump had a new super-model girlfriend he had been showing off at the last charity function they had attended. She would make an excellent target. He felt cold air on his cock as it emerged from the folds of the robe. He realized it was now rock hard at the thought of seducing the millionaires girlfriend. Before heading back to the sluts, he took one last look out at the city, his city.
The End
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The young woman stepped off the bus and looked around in awe at the towering buildings of New York City. She turned and stared at the busy street and sidewalk filled with cars and pedestrians.
"Excuse me Miss, but might you be a model," said a husky voice behind her.
The woman turned to see a well-dressed black man addressing her. "Well I'm looking to become an actress, but I would consider modeling," she replied.
"Excellent," said the black man smiling at her. "Here is my card. Give me a call if your looking for work. My name is Latrell."
"Angel," replied the woman looking at the card, it read, E&I Modeling Agency.
"Nice to meet you Angel," said Latrell holding out his hand. She took it, noticing how little her hand looked as it disappeared into his big black one. His grip was strong but gentle. "Don't lose that card," he said tucking a copy of the Wall Street Journal under his arm and walking down the sidewalk.
'Contact,' thought Officer Angela DeSabitini watching him walk away. This had been her fifth attempt to make contact with the man who recruited young women into the porn industry. He hadn't been waiting at the bus stop the previous four times, but this time she had spotted him sitting on the bench before the bus had even stopped. Angela knew she was an attractive woman, but at thirty she was a little worried Latrell wouldn't approach her. She shouldn't have worried, she had watched him out of the corner of her eyes as he immediately zoomed in on her large Italian breasts.
Angela gathered her bags from the bus driver and hailed a taxi to take her home.
********************
Angela dialed the number on the business card and waited a second before a nasally female voice answered the phone, "E&I Modeling, How may I direct your call?"
Angel calling for Latrell, please,"
"Please hold."
Angela held another second before Latrell got on the line. "Angel, I'm so glad you called. So are you looking for work? We'd love to represent you."
"Yes Latrell, I'm very interested."
"Great, Can you come in today for an interview?"
"Sure, anytime."
"Come on in around noon, bring your portfolio and be prepared to take a couple of test shots." Angela said she'd be there and hung up the phone. She was flushed with excitement and her pulse was raising. She was surprised to find that the excitement of going undercover had her feeling horny, but then she seemed to be horny all the time over the last year, since Maria was born and her husbands accident.
********************
Angela stepped out of the cab and looked at the old warehouse near the wharf. It looked shady, the kind of place one would hide a porn studio. If the stupid courts hadn't lost Ann Dutton's statement she would be leading a raid on the warehouse instead of sneaking around undercover. Angela walked around to the side of the warehouse and up the short stairway to the entrance. She peered through the window, seeing nothing and then knocked on the door. Angela saw Latrell appear, he waved at her, then opened the door. "Angel, I'm so glad you could make it, come on in."
Angela entered the building and followed Latrell down the hall. Her keen mind taking in her surroundings, looking for evidence, and planning a route to get out in case of discovery. The warehouse was huge, but mostly abandoned. They passed several sets, including the beach scene Ann had posed in, and entered a small waiting room. A blonde woman in her late thirties was sitting at the desk. "Carol, please tell Tyrone that I' here to see him with a new model," said Latrell.
The woman got up and entered the office, returning a few seconds later. "Go on in, Mr Jones is expecting you."
Angela followed Latrell into a sparsely decorated office. A giant dark skinned black man with a large flat nose, sat behind a large desk. He held out a big beefy hand and she took it, though he didn't bother getting up. This was the man who had posed with Ann Dutton in the magazine. If the pictures hadn't been faked-and she was sure they were- he had the biggest, thickest, penis she had ever seen.
"Angel, a pleasure to meet you. Let's see your portfolio," said Tyrone.
"I'm afraid I don't have one," she replied. "I'm really interested in acting, but when Latrell offered to give me a shot modeling, I thought I'd give it a try.
"Then I'm sorry too, I was very interested in you, but I need to see how you look on film. Unless, of course, you'd be willing to model some clothes for us now and then we could get Latrell to take some shots of you."
"Sure, I'd be happy too."
"Carol, please show this young lady to the dressing room," called Tyrone. Carol came in from the waiting room and Angela followed her out.
She was relieved to be out of the room with the two black men. She was very aware of their presence. She found their size to be very intimidating, their very presence overwhelmingly masculine.
Carol showed her the dressing room and told her to pick out a swimsuit to wear before leaving. Angela looked through the swimsuits, there were one pieces, two pieces, and some that were virtually just strings. She picked out a bikini, skimpy but modest compared to the string bikini's and set it aside.
Angela turned around and looked at the mirror. This was the hard part, if she busted these guys and pictures of her in a bikini got passed around the police station, she'd die from embarrassment, but she really didn't have much choice.
Angela had been well dressed in a blue silk blouse and a knee length skirt. She let the skirt fall to the floor and unbuttoned the blouse, leaving her clad in a modest bra and panties. She removed her underwear and smiled at her nude body. Angela had always looked good, with a lean build and big heavy Italian breasts, however her pregnancy had put fifty pounds on her two years ago. Angela had used her free time and sexual frustration towards an intensive work out that now had her fitter and in better shape then she was as an eighteen year old, twelve years ago. Her muscles were well defined, you could see the outline of her abs above her navel, but she was sill more feminine then tough looking. Her breasts had remained large, so large they interfered with her police work and she considered them a nuisance. They were big and heavy, but still proud, her nipples large and pointing straight out.
She pulled the bikini bottoms on, looking at half her hairy bush- another gift of her Italian heritage- still sticking out of the material. she pushed and shoved her hairy pubes under the material until satisfied, she stood up straight and pulled on the bikini top.
********************
"Fuck, will you look at them big titties," said Tyrone watching Angel change into the bikini on voyuercam. "Their bigger then your's Ann."
Ann Dutton licked the last of the sperm from the tip of Tyrone's cock and crawled out from under the desk. She looked over at the computer monitor a little jealous that the new girl was getting so much attention from Tyrone. The women looked vaguely familiar and she scrunched up her eyes and stared more closely at the woman trying to stuff a very hairy bush into a skimpy bikini bottom. The woman was hard to recognize with her hair down and out of uniform, but it was definitely officer DeSabitini. "Tyrone, we got trouble, that woman's a cop."
********************
Angela was a little nervous as she stepped back into Tyrone's office. He had gotten up from the desk and was leaning against it next to Latrell. The two men stood and approached her, Angela froze as they slowly walked around her. Latrell was a foot taller then she was and Tyrone wasn't much shorter then him. She felt dwarfed by these two men as they got uncomfortably close. "My your one sexy little thing Angel," said Tyrone. Angela felt her nipples growing, stretching out the fabric of her bikini top. The men were close enough that she could smell their sweat, it was very.... masculine.
"Let's see what you look like without your top," said Latrell reaching out to untie her bikini top. Angela felt Latrell's hand on the string, her knees felt weak, she ducked and moved between the men to get away from them, unfortunately leaving the bikini top in Latrell's hand. She gasped and covered up her breasts.
The two men grinned and split up, Latrell sitting on the couch, crossing his legs and Tyrone going back over to his desk. "Relax Angel, all successful models have to pose topless and nude sometime."
Angela nodded and gulped as she slowly lowered her arms, thrusting out her breasts. At least she wasn't being photographed. "Excellent Angel," said Tyrone looking at the computer. "Now the bottoms please."
Angela felt goosebumps forming on her skin as she bent over and stretched out her panties pulling them down. Angela had been surrounded by street toughs, attacked by a pit bull, and even shot at once, but as she stepped out of her bikini bottoms, she felt the most vulnerable she ever had in her life.
"Very nice Angel," said Tyrone. "Now hold your arms over your head and arch your back." Angela complied. "Spread your legs a little. Now bend forward and let them big titties hang down. Very good Angela, it's nice to see your so agreeable. You can grab your stuff and go take some shots with Latrell now."
Angela sighed with relief as she bent down and grabbed the bikini bottom. She stared at it a moment, surprised to see a wet spot on the crotch, before stepping back into it and pulling it up.
"Oh and Angel," said Tyrone as she was tying the top on, "welcome to E&I." Angela nodded and left.
The next two hours were a blur for Angela as she posed in various swimsuits, refusing to take her top off to be photographed, but Latrell didn't push her to do so either. Finally, her whole body tired, Latrell said she could go and that he'd be in touch.
********************
"Yes Mr King that women's the cop," said Tyrone into the phone. He was starring at a picture of Angela in the bikini practically sandwiched between he and Latrell. "She's the one Ann contacted." Other pictures appeared on the screen as thumbnails: Angela naked in his office, changing in the dressing room, and trying to cover her hairy pussy with the bikini. "Yes sir," said Tyrone as he received his instructions. "It sounds risky, but if that's how you want me to proceed sir, I will."
********************
Angela pulled up into her driveway behind a strange car. "Mommy, mommy," cried Maria running out of the garage and into her arms. A moment later her husband Tony rolled the wheelchair out onto the driveway. She felt a twinge of pain at seeing him in the wheelchair even now after two years.
She had been sitting in a diner watching her partner James, waiting, knowing it was coming any second and sure enough, his big black hand slid under the table and rested on her knee. She had been partnered with the black man for a month and he hadn't hidden the fact that he wanted her bad, but she was happily married and James was married to a wonderful, pleasantly plump black woman named Ruth, whom Angela really liked.
She had just removed his hand when the call came over the radio, "Officer down, Officer down, all units proceed to...."
It was her husband, Tony. Some street punk had pulled a gun on him and fired during a routine traffic stop. The bullet entered his stomach, missed his vital organs, scraped along his spine, and exited through his back.
Angela was reminded off those events- the worst day of her life- every time she saw him confined to the wheelchair. He was paralyzed from the waist down. His once strong body had atrophied over the last two years, his legs withering, his stomach bulging out, only his arms remaining strong and muscular. She missed walks in the park, horseback riding, being crushed by his strong arms, but most of all she missed his fat, eight inch, Italian sausage. Tony's cock had been the biggest pussy pleaser she had ever experienced. Sex was the hardest thing she had to give up.
Luckily, the day after the shooting, she discovered she was pregnant with Maria and they were able to start a family.
Tony rolled out of the way and a man stepped out of the shadows in the garage. She looked up to see that it was her boss, Capt Braddock. "Sir, what are you doing here?"
"I need to speak with you alone Angela," said Braddock.
"Of course sir," she replied and they walked around behind the house, while Tony scooped up Maria and set her in his lap.
"Angela,I want you to go after Solomon King, I wanted you to all along," said Braddock as soon as they were alone.
Angela felt like a great weight had been lifted off her shoulders. Her excursion into E&I had been unauthorized. "But sir, what made you change your mind?"
"I was for busting him a along, but I suspect half the cops of the force might be on his payroll, so we need to be discreet, this is going to be between just you and me."
"No, I want James in on it," she said suddenly.
"Absolutely not, it's the black cops that are the most suspect."
"If you insist sir, but I'd feel more comfortable with additional backup."
"I understand, but it's too risky. Now where do we start?"
"Actually sir, I already have."
********************
Angela returned to the warehouse two days later for her first photo shoot. A young blonde girl ushered her over to a chair and started teasing her hair. Angela stared at the set out of the corner of her eye. It was a bedroom set with a large canopied bed. Latrell was setting up a series of cameras aimed at the bed.
"Hi I'm Mark, I'll be posing with you."
Angela looked in the mirror to see a handsome young black man standing behind her smiling. He looked like a model, lithe and wiry, as opposed to beefy like Tyrone. "Hi Mark, I'm Angel."
"Nice to meet you. We'll be playing newlyweds today to sell some intimate wear for a company. I'll see you out there."
The girl, Suzie finished her hair and went to work on her makeup. When she was done, Latrell told Angela to go put on the clothes in the dressing room.
There were two outfits in the dressing room. A wedding dress and lacy white underwear. Angela stripped off her clothes and looked a herself nude. She looked great, her makeup was perfect, Suzie did good work.
The lingerie consisted of crotchless panties, which she pulled on, noticing with embarrassment how her hair stuck out the hole in the crotch. The bra was see-thru and it looked like her big breasts were getting ready to pop out at any time it was so tight. The rest was a pair of white nylons and a garter belt. It was very similar to the outfit she had worn for Tony on their wedding night. She felt like she was betraying him. "Jesus, I can't wear this."
"Don't give up now Angela," said Braddock's voice in her ear. "If we bust them I'll confiscate the photos before they go to press."
"I hope so," she replied pulling on the wedding dress. It was very traditional, exposing only her chest and the tops of her breasts. She sat and sliped her feet into a pair of white high heels before walking out onto the set.
"Angel you look lovely," said Latrell. "We're going to take shots of Mark carrying you into the room by the bed. He's going to strip you down to the lingerie and your going to strip him down to his boxers."
"There's no nudity right?" she asked.
"Actually there will be an adult version of this ad running in some adult magazines, so Mark will be nude in some shots. You can get by being topless."
"I'm not sure I can do this."
"Angel you were so agreeable at the interview, I didn't think it would be a problem, but if you want to forget it, I can always hire someone else."
"Don't blow this opportunity Officer DeSabitini," screamed Braddock in her ear.
"Ok Latrell, I guess topless will be ok," she replied.
"Great, lets start then," said Latrell. "Mark pick her up."
The first shots were easy, Mark, wearing a black tuxedo, effortlessly scooped her up and carried her into the room. She wrapped her arms around his neck and stared a him like he was her adored husband. He set her down by the bed and picked up two champagne glasses. They toasted each other and she tasted hers, downing the glass when she realized t was just ginger ale.
"Now kiss your wife," called Latrell. Startled, Angela looked up at Mark's descending face, his lips pressed against hers and he gave her a loving, intimate kiss. The kind she hadn't had from Tony in two years.
Mark pulled her close and she felt an impressive erection pressing against her hip. She hadn't felt that from Tony in two years either.
Angela felt the blood rushing in her head as Mark unzipped her back. He stepped back and pulled the dress down to her waist. Angela blushed when she realized her nipples were hard, even her areola seemed engorged and prominent under the bra. He kneeled before her and pulled the dress down over her hips until she stepped out of it, clad only in the lingerie.
"Now your turn Angel," said Latrell.
Angela reached up and undid Mark's tie, then she removed his jacket and cummerbund. Her hands were shaking as they unbuttoned his white shirt. He removed it, revealing his lean, well muscled chest.
"Now the bra, Mark," said Latrell.
Angela's eyes went wide when Mark reached around and unhooked the bra, lifting it over her shoulders. He squeezed her tight until she could feel her nipples pushing into his chest, her breasts squashed between them.
"Angela kneel before him and take off his pants," said Latrell.
Angela kneeled before Mark which was easy because her legs felt weak and wobbly. She reached up and undid the buttons on his pants, gulping as she unzipped them. She pulled the opening back and down around his ass, until they fell down Marks legs. Mark was left wearing only silk boxers that covered the biggest bulge she had ever seen.
"Pull 'em down Angel," said Latrell.
Angela was having second thoughts, but she couldn't think straight so she decided to follow Latrell's orders, besides she wanted to see what Mark's penis looked like. With one swift yank she freed his big dick.
'Jesus,' she thought, 'it's bigger then Tony's'. It was about an inch longer then her husband's. Mark's cock was big and beautiful. That extra inch must feel incredible.
"Impressed?" asked Mark.
"Yes, it's the biggest one I've ever seen," she replied, hearing Latrell laugh and feeling like an idiot.
"Angel wrap your hand around it," said Latrell Angela did wanting to cry. It had been so long since she had held a big hard dick in her hands or even seen an erection.
"Put your lips on it Angel," said Latrell and when Angela shook her head he added, "You don't have to suck it, just kiss it."
That sounded reasonable, so she brought her lips up to the head of Mark's cock and rested them against the tip.
"We need to make it glisten like you've just given him a blow job. Why don't you lick it."
That made sense, Angela licked out with her tongue, twirling it around the head, then licking up the sides. She noticed his balls were huge. His dick was only a little bigger then her husband's but his balls were almost twice as big. She licked them too for good measure.
"Put the head in your mouth," said Latrell.
Angela stretched her jaw out and wrapped her lips around the head of his cock. Sucking more and more into her mouth until she was bobbing her head over half Mark's cock. 'Two years, two years,' she thought. God, how she missed giving Tony blow jobs. She had always had trouble swallowing the whole thing, but Mark's slid in easily as her throat seemed very relaxed and she swallowed all nine inches.
Angela lost all sense of time as she sucked Mark's cock. She increased her sucking when she felt his cock grow in her mouth knowing he was close. She had never swallowed cum before, letting Tony's sperm roll around her tongue until she could spit it out and brush her teeth, but Mark's orgasm caught her completely off guard. The first wad shot straight into her belly, the second filled her mouth so quickly she had to swallow to keep from choking and he still wasn't done. She swallowed two more loads and found herself stroking the shaft trying to milk out more.



Angela sat back, letting his cock fall out of her mouth, she looked at the big slimy thing and giggled.
"Mark, put Angel on the bed."
Mark helped her up and sat her on the bed. She giggled again when she saw his cock was still hard. She spread her legs and looked at Latrell for orders. He had come in close with a video camera and was filming her crotch. She looked down and giggled at the hair sticking out of her panties. She had forgotten they were crotchless and Latrell was filming everything as Mark ran his black cock up along her white thigh and pointed it at her pussy. She jumped when the head touched her labia. Her clit was engorged and she felt her lips opening, longing for his cock. Mark pulled back, aiming his cock at the opening to her pussy and...
Angela came to her senses in time to bring her hand up over her pussy, covering it.
"Fuck," said Mark and Latrell in unison as her hand deflected his dick.
"Fuck the bitches tits then," said Latrell angling the camera up on her breasts.
Mark pulled her arms down to her sides and kneeled on them so that she couldn't resist as he straddled her stomach. Suzie ran up and poured oil on her breasts and over Mark's cock as he slid his long rod between them.
Mark squeezed her breasts around his cock and began fucking them. Angela had never done anything like this before and watched fascinated as the head kept emerging from her tits to strike at her face. She let out an involuntary moan when Mark pinched her nipples between his fingers.
After about fifteen minutes he increased his pace. She watched the head swelling as it lunged at her. It was growing, hardening and turning reddish black. On the next thrust, he came. A long strand of sperm exploding from the end and splattering on her skin as it left a trail from her forehead to her chin. Angela arched her head and caught the next wad in her mouth, swallowing it down. Mark pulled back and came all over her tits while Latrell captured it all on film.
"Great job you two," said Latrell, you can clean up and head home.
"Where's the bathroom?" asked Angela struggling to get up. Suzie helped her off the bed as Mark was already leaving. Her legs felt weak as Suzie helped her out into the hall and showed her the bathroom.
Angela closed the bathroom door. "Braddock, I think I've been drugged."
"How do you feel?"
"Better, I think it was just something to loosen my inhibitions."
"Angela, I'll see you're the most decorated cop in the city for what you just did. I think we got enough to shut this place down even if we don't get Solomon King."
"Thanks," she said wiping Mark's sperm off her breasts, "but all I care about is stopping these bastards."
Angela opened the door and peeked out. Tyrone and Carol walked out of his office and headed towards the studio. "Braddock, I think I can sneak into Tyrone's office and have a look around."
"Ok, but be careful."
Still topless, Angela ran down the hall and into Tyrone's office. She quickly rummaged through the desk finding nothing. She turned her attention to his computer. "Sir, the screen seems to show links to the E&I empire. There's dozens of links, magazines, videos, restaurants, clubs, websites."
"Try to get in," said Braddock in her earpiece.
Intrigued, Angela clicked on one that said Lab. "Damn, password required." She turned her attention to a cam running on the bottom of the screen and enlarged it. She gasped when she saw the bedroom set. Tyrone was talking to Latrell. "Sir the bastard watched the whole thing on his computer. I'm looking at Tyrone and Latrell now."
"I'm taking off," said Tyrone voice in the computer. "I'm throwing a birthday party for Solomon at the Zebra club. I'll see you later." Angela looked at the desk. Sure enough his calendar had a note that read: 8:00 Zebra club, meet Solomon.
"I think we know where your next destination is," said Braddock.
Chapter 2 coming soon.
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Robert looked down at his trophy wife writhing with ecstasy, as she was impaled repeatedly by his eight inch cock. She sure was a hot little number. He caressed her pert little breasts with his hands and squeezed roughly. Mandy and Robert had been married for five years. She was 25 and had been working as a model, when they had met. Robert was 49. He worked out in his free time and was in great shape. People thought the silver streaks in his dark hair made him look distinguished and he was described as "ruggedly handsome" by a magazine article on this successful businessman.
Mandy shuddered and moaned in orgasmic pleasure as his cock erupted inside her. That she had undoubtedly married him for his money bothered Robert not one bit, as he had married her primarily as a show piece for parties and business affairs. That they had great sex was a side benefit. They laid side by side in bed catching their breath. Robert told her about his boring day at work and Mandy shared her days shopping experience with Linda. Linda and her husband George were their best friends. They did almost everything together. George was a vice president in Roberts company, and while the men were at work, the girls would spend their days sun-bathing in the hot Southern California sun or shopping together in the areas posh malls. When Robert had hired George, ten years ago he had been a fit, lithe athlete.
Since then George had let himself go. He had developed a substantial beer-gut and was balding rapidly. Robert was always trying to get him to work-out but George always replied with the old "not enough time" excuse. George and Linda were high school sweet-hearts and had gotten married right after graduation. In contrast to her husband, Linda had blossomed since Robert had known her. She had been too skinny when they met, but in ten years she had gained weight, and filled out in all the right places. The birth of her son, ten months ago had caused her breasts to gain two cup sizes and they remained huge. She was a beautiful leggy blonde that looked ten years younger then her 32 years of age. Linda's only problem was that she was embarrassed by her body. She always wore baggy outfits and at the beach only wore a plain one piece bathing suit.
"You know what," Mandy giggled. "I don't think Linda's getting enough at home."
Robert's ears perked up at that and he rolled on his side to look at his wife. "Why do you say that, honey?" he asked. "Well," Mandy replied. "I'm always bragging about how you fuck me with that big cock, six times a week, and she told me she hadn't had sex in over a month. Lately, she seems to get upset when I talk about sex. Anyway, did you know George is the only man she's ever been with?"
"No I didn't," answered Robert. He had suspected it though. Robert had been fantasizing about fucking Linda since her breasts had filled out. Now, he felt sorry for the buxom young woman. Robert had showered with George at the yacht club on many occasions and he had noticed George had an unusually small penis. As George's gut got bigger over the years, his penis had seemed to shrink even more, as it slowly disappeared under his paunch. A fine piece of ass like Linda, deserved better then her husband could give her. Just thinking about Linda's big tits had Robert's meaty cock hard again. He reached over and pulled his wife on top of him. She squealed with delight as he slowly fed her his eight inch rod.
"Just wait till I tell Linda that we fucked twice in one night. She's going to be so jealous." moaned Mandy.
Robert pretended he was fucking Linda as his wife ground her pussy up and down on his cock. Afterwards, as they lay panting next to each other, Mandy said, "Robert, do you ever wish my tits were as big as Linda's?"
It was like she could read his mind. "Why, no dear," he lied. "I hadn't even noticed she had large breasts under all those clothes she wears."
**************
Robert was still thinking about Linda as he worked in his office Monday morning. Around noon, he looked up to see Linda and George talking in the hall. He decided to go say hello to her as he hadn't seen her in awhile. She was wearing a long skirt that reached down to her ankles and a baggy sweater that didn't quite hide her large breasts . "Hi Linda, what brings you downtown this afternoon," he called out.
"Hi, Robert," she said as she gave him a quick hug. "Just meeting my husband for lunch."
She chatted with him for a couple minutes before George said they should get going. They turned and headed for the elevator. As an afterthought, Robert called out "Hey guys, Mandy and I were going to take the boat out for a spin this Saturday, why don't you come along? George and I can do some fishing and You girls can get some sun. We'll make a party out of it."
"Sounds good," said George.
"Sure, sounds like fun," agreed Linda
Robert heard the phone ring in his office and ran to catch it after saying his goodbyes. "Hello, Robert Marsh speaking." "Hi Robert, it's Ty," replied the voice on the phone. Tyrell Jones was Roberts lawyer and had handled his two previous divorces. He was a giant well built black man with a quick wit and a dazzling smile. He won half is cases simply by charming the female jurors. The other half he won by being brilliant. He was extremely successful as a lawyer and had gotten to be a partner in his firm by merit. He resented the fact that some people always thought he was there to give the firm some "color" and he thought Tyrell Jones was too "black" a name so he always went by Ty.
"Ty, how you doing," Robert asked?
"Fine, just fine," answered Ty. "I'm calling cause I'm going to be down your way Saturday and wanted to know if you wanted to have lunch."
"I can't Ty, the wife and I are taking the boat out with some friends of ours. Hey, why don't you come along?"
"That would be great, especially if that hot little wife of yours is going to be laying around in one of her skimpy bikinis." replied the black man.
"You know her," said Robert. "she's practically a nudist. Just remember to keep your hands to yourself." Tyrell had quite the reputation as a ladies man and Mandy always seemed to hang on his every word. Tyrell was the complete opposite of George. Ty and Robert would hit the showers after playing tennis and where George's little dick disappeared beneath his paunch, Tyrells cock seemed to always be half erect as it jutted out from his muscular physique. Ty's half-hard cock was as big as Robert's penis when fully erect. Where Robert had occasionally joked with Mandy about George's little dick, he "somehow" failed to mention how hung Ty was. They made plans to meet at the boat around noon Saturday. Robert went back to work and promptly forgot about it.
On Thursday, Mandy called him at work and asked if he would pick her up some cold medicine as she wasn't feeling well. When he got home that evening, she was already in bed with a fever and sore throat. By Friday morning, her condition had gotten worse. She went to the doctor and he gave her some pills to make her sleep through the weekend. Robert asked her if she minded him still going out on the boat with George and Linda and she told him to go have fun as she wouldn't be very good company that weekend.
Robert got to work a little late that day after taking his wife to the doctors. He had a message waiting on his desk for him from his assistant. An important client was in town and wanted to meet with a Vice President. The note said that Mr. Quigley could meet with him if needed. Robert was reaching for the phone to call Quigley, when a thought occurred to him.....
If he could get rid of George, he'd get the chance to be alone with the lovely Linda on his boat. Robert promptly rang up George's extension number. "George, I'm sorry but I need you to work tomorrow." He then explained the situation with the client.
"That's ok, Robert" George said. "These things come up. It's a shame though, Linda was really looking forward to going out on your boat tomorrow. We already got a babysitter."
"Let her come, she can keep Mandy company while I fish," he lied. Robert crossed his fingers while waiting for his reply.
"I guess she will," said George. "No sense in both of us missing out this weekend."
Robert told his secretary he would be taking a long lunch break and he left the building, he wanted to plan how he was going to seduce his friends wife. He thought about it all through lunch and finally had an idea. Even if it didn't work, the plan would let him see what Linda looked like under all those baggy clothes.
********************
Saturday morning, Robert got up and kissed his sleeping wife. He went over to their dresser and removed a small pair of men's bikini briefs to wear as a swimsuit. Phase one of the plan required him to show off his body to Linda, hopefully to remind her about all the stories Mandy had told Linda about his sexual prowess and physical endowments. He then removed a small string bikini from Mandy's drawer and put it in his traveling bag. He drove down to the liquor store and purchased some rum and tequila for mixing drinks. Phase two, lower her inhibitions with man's best friend, booze. Robert then went down to the bait shop and filled up his large bait bucket with chum. The bucket reeked of rotten chicken and the smelly squid.
When he pulled up to the boat, Ty was waiting for him. Shit, he thought, I forgot about Ty. The two shook hands and caught up a bit. Robert was pissed off that all his plans were ruined. Tyrell noticed something was wrong and asked what was up. Robert knew this might be the only chance to be alone with Linda and decided to fill Ty in on his plans.
Tyrell smiled and said, "Nice plan, tell you what I'll back off and hit the beach. Buddies before babes after all." The two shook hands and Robert boarded the boat. He placed Mandy's string bikini over the seat in the small open-air captains cabin. He then positioned the fishing gear so that Linda would have to sun herself right by the smelly bait. He heard voices over by the dock. Robert walked over to the rail and saw Tyrell talking to Linda. She saw Robert and waved. She was wearing a baggy sweatshirt and pants and carrying a large duffel bag. She yelled that she would change in the bath house and be right up. Robert noticed Tyrell's eyes following Linda as she walked over to the bath house. "Sorry buddy, I think I'll be coming along after all. I just got to see what she's hiding under all those clothes." Roberts mouth hit the floor in shock, as he watched Ty follow Linda over to the bath house.
Robert quickly removed his shorts and hid them in the cabin. He came back to the railing wearing his bikini briefs. Ty was standing at the door of the bath house waiting for Linda. She emerged wearing a modest one piece bathing suit with shorts on over it. She had put her sweats in the duffel bag and was dragging it behind her. Ty gallantly offered to bring the bag in with him after he changed and she handed it over. Linda boarded the ship and paused when she saw what Robert was wearing. He noticed her eyes run quickly down his build and pause briefly on his bulge. He walked over and gave her a quick hug, trying to indiscreetly press his cock against her stomach.
"Where's Mandy," Linda asked? She was a little flustered, Linda had never believed all Mandy's stories about her husbands eight inch penis. Now, just a thin piece of fabric had separated her from touching it herself.
"Oh, she came down with the flu," Robert tried to calm her. "Didn't George tell you," he lied?
"No, must have slipped his mind," she replied. "Maybe I should cancel?"
"Nonsense, we'll have a great time," he told her.
Ty went into the bath house to change. He was wearing swim trunks and a tight tank top that showed off his muscular biceps. He removed his shirt and flexed his muscles while looking in the mirror. He liked what he saw. Ty still looked every bit the defensive lineman he had been in college 18 years ago. He removed his shorts and stood there practically naked except for a small bikini brief. The bulge in his briefs looked as if he had folded his cock three or four times and stuffed it inside them. He took Linda's duffel bag and shoved it under the sink. The plan had been for Robert to somehow leave Linda's change of clothes on shore and Ty was helping him out. He folded his clothes and put them over the duffel bag and then headed to the boat. Linda was drinking a margarita with Robert, when Ty walked on board. She stopped in mid-conversation and stared openly at Ty's body.
Never had she seen such a perfect specimen of manhood. His physique was of Herculean proportions from his bull neck down to the massive bulge in his briefs. God, she thought, you could stick a potato in George's shorts and Ty's bulge would still be bigger. She was surrounded by two well hung men.
Robert was both jealous and impressed with Ty at the same time. He was not used to being out-done in the cock department. He shrugged it off and said "Lets get going." He started the boat and they headed out to sea. The plan had been to head out for two hours, while feeding Linda drinks. Ty took over bartending duties while Robert steered the boat. The giant black man would fix Linda a margarita or a rum drink and carry it over to her chair. Linda was eye level with Ty's crotch and he would hold her drink next to his briefs, so that she was getting an eye-full of his immense bulge every time she reached for a fresh drink. Robert had been brilliant. The drinks were in small cups, so that she would easily loose track of the number she drank and he could slowly make them stronger as she got drunker.
Linda was feeling pretty good as she finished her third drink. Ty quickly brought her a fourth. Just as she was reaching for it, the boat banked, and she grabbed a handful of black cock instead. She jerked her hand back and watched as his cock grew, his bikini brief looked like it would burst under the pressure. Oh my god," cried Linda as she turned bright red. "Ty I'm so sorry."
"Think nothing of it," he replied smiling down at her. "It was an accident."
She stared at his bulge for a few seconds. His cock was moving beneath his briefs, like a caged animal trying to break free. She felt funny deep in her stomach and attributed it to the alcohol.
Robert glanced back at Ty and Linda. She seemed completely enthralled with the big black man. Ty was a complete professional when it came to seducing women and Robert realized he might not have been able to pull this off without him. Robert cut the motor letting the boat drift to a stop. Linda appeared quite drunk by this time. "Come on Ty, I know Linda's great company, but we're here to do some fishing." he called out.
Linda looked around for a spot to lay down and seeing the only clear space in the back of the boat, she threw down her towel and laid down on her stomach. She was to shy to even remove her shorts in front of the two men. Ty went around to the prow and threw his line in the water. Robert looked down at Linda lying there facing away from him, it was time for phase three. He set the bucket of chum so that it was precariously perched halfway on the handle of a long fish net. The smelly contents of the bucket was pointed right at Linda. He then yelled to Ty that he was adjusting the boats position. He started the boat and turned it so that the waves were crashing into the side causing the bucket of chum to rock back and forth Finally, after a large wave hit the side, the bucket tipped over covering Linda with its contents.
Linda screamed as the foul liquid covered her. She felt nauseous when she saw the blood and guts all over her body, she gagged when the smell hit her.
Ty ran around the side to the back and said "What's wrong I heard a....." He paused and looked at her with mock disgust. "You should jump in the water and clean yourself up."
"Yeah, I think I will," she replied as she picked a squid tentacle out of her hair. Robert was apologizing profusely as she jumped over the side and into the water. "Brrrr" the cold water made her shiver and her nipples got hard. She cleaned the pieces of chicken and squid off her body and called for Ty to help her out. Ty leaned one muscular arm down to her and hauled her out like she didn't weigh a thing. The men noticed her nipples were straining at the heavy fabric of her suit. Linda saw that Robert had cleaned the deck off while she was in the water. Her shorts and suit were stained with blood and she still reeked. "Ty please go get my bag for me?" she asked.
He went to the partially enclosed cabin and pretended to look for her bag. "Sorry Linda but I must have left our clothes in the bath house." She looked at Robert, he shrugged and said "My clothes are in the car." "Well what about a towel then?" she asked. Robert pointed at her beach towel, hanging over the railing, still covered in bait. "That's it" he said.
"Well I'm going to try to clean up better," she said, and jumped back overboard. Robert leaned over and told her he thought he had some soap somewhere. When he came back, he threw the soap down to her and said "Linda your in luck, Mandy left one of her bathing suits on board.
"Great, throw it down," she called up to him. She scrubbed herself down and washed her long blonde hair with the soap. Robert returned and dropped the suit down to her. She caught it and looked it over carefully, Typical of Mandy, it was way too small. It was a white g-string bikini, its cups were the size of eye patches. Jesus she thought, I can't wear this in front of my husband's boss and Ty, I'd be practically naked. As Linda floated in the cold water, she felt a strange warmth in her stomach at the thought of being naked in front of these two good-looking men. No, I shouldn't do it, she thought, it's inappropriate.
She looked down at her stained swimsuit and felt like retching at the thought of wearing that disgusting thing for the rest of the day. She shrugged and yelled up to the men to go over to the other side of the boat while she changed. Oh well, she figured, at least they're almost naked also. In her drunken state, Linda had trouble changing. She finally yanked off her suit and grabbed the bikini bottoms floating next to her. She had never worn panties like this, and as she pulled the on, she was surprised at how good the g-string felt against her ass. She put the top on and tried to stretch out the fabric to cover more of her large breasts. When she thought she was presentable, she yelled for Ty to come haul her up. He pulled her up as easily as the first time and deposited her on the deck in front of Robert.
She shivered from the cool breeze as she looked up at the men. They were staring at her in awe. She looked down at herself in shock. Her bikini top had been sized to just cover Mandy's little breasts and on her big large breasts they barely covered her nipples. Not that it mattered, as the white fabric of her bikini was completely see thru when wet. She could almost make out each hair on her vagina thru the panties and her saucer sized nipples poked out an inch through the thin fabric. Trying to stretch the fabric out had actually ended up showing off more skin then it had covered. The men were still staring at her like a couple of boys who had just gotten their hands on their very first Playboy. She turned around and tried to cover herself, forgetting that she was now presenting her bare ass for their viewing pleasure.
Robert couldn't believe his eyes, when he first saw Linda shivering in front of him. He had slept with dozens of women, most of them models, and none of them compared to Linda. The bikini had worked exactly as planned, he could see everything from her pussy hairs to her giant pink nipples. He exhaled slowly, when he saw her ass as she spun around. His cock strained in his briefs at the sight. Even, if he didn't get to fuck his wife's best friend, it was worth the effort just to see her like this.



Ty was amazed, as he dropped Linda to the deck. He had fucked hundreds of women, most of them white and none of them had looked as good as this beautiful women shivering before him. He openly looked her up and down, and he checked out her pussy hairs showing thru the fabric of her bikini, but it was her breasts that impressed him the most, they were incredibly firm for being that big. Her long erect nipples pointing upwards ever so slightly. When she spun around her ass was simply perfect. His cock hardened and pushed his briefs out obscenely. He was going to fuck this white bitch whether she wanted to or not.
Linda stood with her back to the two men, shivering, her face was flushed with embarrassment. Ty ran over and fixed her a rum and coke. "Here this will warm you up," he said as he handed her the drink. Linda took the drink and swallowed it in one gulp. She handed Ty the empty cup and asked for another. She downed that drink just as quickly. Warmth, from the alcohol, spread out thru her body. Linda noticed Roberts bulge and stared at it. Ty stepped in front of Robert so that she was staring at his semi-erect cock.
"You want this," he asked? "Wha...what,," said Linda as she looked up to see him holding out another drink. She took the drink and started drinking slower this time. She felt warm and her body was tingling all over. Linda had never been comfortable with her body and in truth hadn't gotten too much attention from men until she had given birth. Linda was starting to get used to having the two hunks staring at her semi-naked body. It made her feel strangely powerful that she could cause such a reaction in the two men and she liked the feeling. Linda had never imagined in her whole life, that cocks came that big. She thought about her husband and felt cheated for some reason.
"Linda, let me rub some coconut oil on you," Ty asked hopefully. "You still smell like squid." Go lie down on the deck." Linda nodded and laid down on her stomach. Then she had second thoughts,
"Ty, no offense, but I don't know you that well, and I'd rather have Robert do it." Ty shot Robert an angry glance and tossed the bottle of oil to him. Robert got down on his knees, over Linda's legs and positioned his crotch just behind her bare ass. Ty sat down and sulked as he watched. Robert oiled up his hands and began rubbing her shoulders and back. Linda sighed, the massage felt good, real good. After a few minutes, Linda felt his cock move against her ass. She could hear Mandy's voice in her head.
"I swear it's eight inches long. How big is George?"
Robert slowly moved his hands down and untied her bikini top. She just sighed and let him. Her breasts were so big, that he could see half of them from being pushed flat against the deck.
"He fucks me with that monster six time a week."
Robert rubbed the sides of her breasts and began working his way down her back.
"He fucked me twice last night."
Robert cupped her ass cheeks in his hands and began rubbing them. Oil ran down between her ass cheeks and over her pussy. "Linda have you ever had an orgasm?" "I think so." "If you have to think about it then you haven't"
Robert stood up and quickly removed his briefs. "Robert don't stop, it feels so good," she sighed. He kneeled down again keeping his fully erect cock away from her. He began rubbing her legs and spread them apart to massage her thighs. He quickly moved his knees in between her legs, never pausing in his massage. Robert rubbed oil all over his cock with his left hand and let his cock slide between her ass cheeks. Linda felt the eight inch shaft naked against her ass and sliding down.
"Robert, what are you doing? No, stop. We can't do this. We're both married."
"Sshhh, Linda, Mandy's told you what I'm capable of. I know you want this." He pulled her hips up, moved aside her g-string, and entered her pussy with the plum sized head of his large cock. Linda moaned. "No Robert, please don't it's wrong" He pushed his cock in to the half-way point. "Linda, I know George doesn't satisfy you. A wonderful girl like you deserves more then he can give you. I'm doing this for you." Robert pushed another two inches in. Linda had never imagined anything could feel so good as he reached deeper inside her then any man had ever been. She got on her knees and pushed back against his cock, so that it was buried up to his balls. She shuddered as an orgasm erupted from within her body in waves. Mandy was right, she'd never had one before. "Oh Robert, I love you, I love your big cock. Please don't ever stop fucking me."
Ty was sick of watching, he stood up and removed his briefs. He walked over to Linda, his giant cock pointing the way. Linda was still coming down from her orgasm when she saw Ty standing there. She had forgotten all about him. She briefly felt ashamed at putting on a live sex show for a man she had only known a couple of hours, but it quickly passed when she saw his giant black snake. His cock was truly awesome. It stood out from his crotch about 11" and was as thick as her wrist. A large pulsing blue vein ran down the underside of his ebony shaft. I bet God doesn't have a cock that big, she thought.
Ty kneeled in front of her a stuck his cock in her face. "Suck it bitch," he ordered. She trembled with excitement at his gruffness. No woman could ever put that thing in her pussy, she thought to herself as it swayed hypnotically before her. Linda reached out with her tongue and licked his pee slit. She then started to plant little kisses all around the mushroom shaped head. She found it hard to concentrate as Robert began pounding her hard. Linda licked down his 11" shaft and took his balls in her mouth, first the left then the right, then she licked up the side and took his entire cock head into her mouth. This black god deserved to be worshipped and she was doing her best to please him, but it wasn't enough.
"I said suck it, bitch, not kiss it." He grabbed the back of her head and forced as much of his cock into her mouth as she could take.
She moaned around his cock as a second orgasm erupted from within. Ty removed his hand and she began deep throating him on her own. "That's it baby, now your doing me right." he moaned and began fucking her face. She hadn't blown George since they were first married, and she always figured she wasn't any good at it, as he had quit asking her. Now she felt proud that she could give a man such pleasure.
Robert was pounding her pussy hard now, he was panting and his rhythm was off. "I'm getting close Linda" She took her mouth off Ty's dick and said "Do it baby, fill my pussy with your cum." He groaned as his cock erupted inside her. The hot liquid sprayed places in her pussy she didn't even know existed and she screamed in pleasure as her biggest orgasm yet rocked her body. Robert pulled his cock out and she felt empty without him in her. His cum leaked from her pussy and formed a pool on the deck beneath her. He even cums more then George, she thought.
Linda then turned her concentration towards Ty's cock, glistening before her covered in saliva. She deep throated him again, bobbing her head for twenty minutes, until with a animalistic bellow he blew his load into her mouth. The hot sperm slid down her throat and then quickly filled her mouth, and leaked down her chin. She removed her mouth to swallow and a second stream erupted from his cock, soaking her face. She was surprised at how good it tasted and how good it felt giving this incredible man such pleasure. The sun was getting low as she cleaned off his cock with her tongue and then she turned to Robert and said "Thanks for giving me the best sex of my life, and I'd love to fuck you again, but we really should get going." Robert put his briefs back on, and started the motor up. As they headed back to shore, Linda turned to look at Ty. His 11" monster was still rock hard, its big black head pointing at her.
"What? how? its not possible," she said as she shook her head in disbelief. Ty yanked her g-string off and pushed her down to her back. "No, please don't" she begged him, as he pulled her legs apart and placed his cock on her pussy lips. "Ty stop, there's no way I can take that thing."
"Bitch, your body's built to handle black cock." He reached over and grabbed the coconut oil. He emptied the bottle's contents all over his cock, lubricating it fully. Ty then worked the big head inside her pussy. Her pussy seemed to spasm and suck his cock inside even further. He pushed it in eight inches and stopped so she could get used to it. It hurt a little as she was stretched out like never before. Linda looked over at Robert pleading with her eyes. He just shrugged and continued steering the boat. Ty pushed another inch in and paused again. The pain was being replaced by waves of pleasure and she purred as he began fucking her with nine inches. He began working more of his dick inside her and she moaned "do it, baby I want it all." Ty slammed the remaining two inches into Linda and began fucking her with his cocks entire length. "Damn Bitch, that's one tight pussy you got," he grunted. "Its like you've never been fucked before."
Her pelvis was thrusting up to meet his cock each time he impaled her. "I've never been fucked, not like this." Robert winced when he heard that.
Ty reached over and began squeezing her breasts with one large oil soaked hand. He squeezed her nipples between his fingers. and began rolling them back and forth. Linda was writhin in ecstasy, as wave after wave of orgasmic pleasure permeated her body. "Fuck meee, Fuck meee," she screamed. "I love that big black cock. Don't ever stop fucking me."
"Well it's your lucky day, bitch," he said between gritted teeth. "I don't usually cum so quickly, I'm going to last a long time." He pulled her on top of him and she bounced on his cock like a rodeo star. He let her fuck him like that for awhile beore he pulled her off, to her displeasure. He stood her up and led her over to the side of the boat. Ty leaned her over the railing and fucked her doggy style as the waves crashed into her face. They passed another boat and Ty waved at the old couple looking at them with disgust written all over their faces at the black animal rutting with the white slut. Later, Linda was riding his cock screaming as Ty sat in the mates chair, when he came again. They had been fucking for an hour and she passed out with pleasure as his cum sprayed the inside of her pussy.
She awoke 15 minutes later, his semi-erect cock still buried in her pussy. She was sore all over and groaned as she got off him. Waves of his semen poured down her legs. She collapsed to the deck only to look up at Roberts cock waving in her face. She smiled up at him lovingly and began sucking Roberts eight inch rod as Ty steered the rest of the way home. Robert laid her on her back and placed his large cock between her breasts. He squeezed them together, engulfing his cock with the warm flesh, and he began to titty fuck her while pinching her nipples between his thumbs and forefingers. Linda leaned up and put the head of his cock in her mouth and sucked it as he pumped her. When he felt the sperm well up in his balls, he pulled out and sprayed her nipples with his semen. Wow! he thought, I'd never be able to fuck Mandy's small breasts like that, as he watched Linda bring her nipples up to her mouth and lick some of his sperm off.
Linda looked at herself in the mirror of the bath house. She was a sight. Bits of squid and chicken were still in her matted hair, and dried sperm covered her face, legs, and boobs. Odd, but she actually didn't want to clean off their semen. Linda felt as if they had marked her as their property and they were her masters, but they weren't. Ty had asked when he could see her again and she had told him never, and explained that she had a ten month old baby to consider. He had just laughed and drove off. She had hugged Robert for a long time and thanked him for the best experience of her life. Yes, she thought, as she drove off, I can never do this again. Not for George, fuck him, but for my son.
Deep down this experience had changed her. it had unleashed something inside her that could never be contained again. She knew she was lying to herself.
******************
The Next Week George and Robert were walking through the yacht club. They had just left a business lunch and were meeting their wives by the pool. "Thanks again for the promotion Robert," George told him."Linda's going to be thrilled when I tell her."
"You sure she won't be upset that you''ll be flyng to the East coast once a month." Robert replied.
"She'll just have to live with it." George said. He held out his hand and Robert shook it. "Robert your the best boss and the best friend a man could have. I really mean it. I'm going to get some champagne to celebrate." and he headed over to the bar.
Robert walked out to the pool. Mandy and Linda were sunning themselves. Mandy was wearing one of her typical skimpy bikinis, but no one noticed her as all eyes around the pool were focused on Linda. She was wearing the bikini from last week. Several of the older club members had complained to the manager about the indecent woman at the pool. After seeing her had chosen not to interfere. Linda was staring at the men walking around the pool and appeard to be checking out their bulges as she sipped a cocktail thru a straw. Robert sat down by his wife, she seemed put out by the lack of male attention she was getting.
George came over and dropped one of his drinks when he saw is wifes attire. "Linda, what the hell do you think your doing?" he asked her. "Your practically naked."
"Just trying to get some sun, dear." she replied.
He angrily grabbed her and hauled her off to the side. A loud fight insued. Mandy looked over at her husband. "I think Linda's finally getting some," she told him. "and not from George. Robert nodded. Mandy paused and said "Honey, I want a boob job."
George looked like he was about to cry. Linda patted his bald pate and said "Don't be mad dear, all these men want me, but only you get to have me." "Besides," she reached over and grabbed his erect five inch penis thru his shorts. "I think you like the idea of me showing off my body for all these men." She hugged him and rubbed her body against him. This made George feel better and he told her about his promotion and she said they would celebrate when they got home.
When they got back, Mandy was swimming in the pool and George went to replace the drink he had spilled. Linda sat down next to Robert. He ran his eyes down her body and immediately got an erection. Robert looked at her and said, "Linda I'm really sorry about this," and he handed her a note. It read:
Linda, Robert is sending your husband away for a week. I will be staying with you that time and you will obey my every command. If you do not I will tell George and Mandy everything that happened on the boat. I'm sorry I have to do this but, no white bitch has ever mlked my cock like you did and I just have to fuck you again. Besides, by now I think your craving more of my black cock anyway. It was signed Ty
"I'm sorry Linda," Robert told her. "Ty seemed to be completely fascinated with you, he has called me everyday this week asing about you. He made me give George the promotion and said he would tell Mandy everything if I didn't do what he said. With Ty as her divorce lawyer Mandy could get everything I own. I mean it I'm really sorry."
"Don't be," she said as she smiled at him, her breasts heaving with excitement as she thought about Ty's ebony rod, "Feel free to come by yourself whenever I'm alone. There so many things I want to try."
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Officer Joe Stevenson was a happy man. He sat sipping his post-dinner coffee across the table from his beautiful eighteen year old daughter. She was still dressed in her prep school skirt as she absent mindedly twirled a strand of blonde hair that had fallen loose from the bun on her head. She was intently studying her school work oblivious to everything else. He was proud of her, she was a good, decent girl, not a straight A student, but close.
He glanced over at his wife, Mary doing the dishes. She was a loving, supportive, and compassionate woman who devoted her free time to various community and church activities. Even after twenty years of marriage, he still got a stiffy watching her ass shake while she scrubbed the dishes. Why, if his daughter wasn't here, he'd throw his wife over the table and fuck the shit out of her right this moment. She was still a knock-out at forty and they had an active and satisfying sex life. Yeah, life is good, he thought. He had a wonderful, sexual wife and a decent daughter with a bright future.
He was ten years older then his wife and set to retire in five years. They planned to do a lot of traveling then, as their daughter would probably still be away at college. The only thing he was unhappy about was working the 8-4 night shift with his new partner. Jackson. His partner was a handsome well-built black man, with an arrogant, cocky attitude and Joe thought he might even be a little corrupt, not to mention the fact that he smoked. Jackson was always bragging about his sexual exploits and his favorite story was how he made some married woman blow into his 10" black breathalyzer to get out of a DUI. He said that after five minutes she was begging him to fuck her with his giant black cock and he did just that. He wished Jackson was exaggerating, but he had seen his partner's dick in the shower and knew he wasn't lying. Stevenson glanced at his watch, he was supposed to drop his daughter off at the library and his wife had a church meeting to attend, so they were both coming with him.
"Ok family, lets get a move on it."
His wife and daughter both ran to gather up their things and joined him in the car. Joe drove his daughter to the library first and she said she'd walk home as her mom was going to be at church late. Joe wasn't worried as they lived in a very nice neighborhood and it was only a few blocks. His daughter kissed him and his wife on their cheeks and headed into the library, grabbing her bag along the way.
Their next stop was the police station. Jackson was waiting for him in the parking lot. Joe and his wife got out of the car and Joe introduced his wife to his new partner. He saw Jackson run his eyes up and down Mary's body and he felt that his partner held onto her hand a little too long to be polite. Mary seemed a little flustered by the big black man openly staring at her, and she quickly kissed her husband goodbye as she got into the car and drove off. Jackson's eyes never left her until she was gone.
"Man, that sure is one hot wife, you got there partner," Jackson said as they began walking into the station.
"Thanks," Joe grunted.
"What's she doing with an old guy like you?" the black man said jokingly.
"Fuck you Jackson."
"You know buddy, partners are supposed to share everything." Jackson said. "Why don't you let me introduce your wife to some black cock, so she can have some good sex for a change."
"Fuck you Jackson," he replied again. "Now shut the fuck up."
"Just kidding partner," Jackson said.
He wasn't though. Jackson vowed that if he ever got the chance, he'd fuck Mary Stevenson until she begged to be his cock-slut and that would bring old Joe "fucking" Stevenson down a notch or two. The two gathered their gear in silence and within a few minutes were on patrol.
**********
What a long fucking night, thought Jackson. They'd only been patroling for two hours but it felt like forever as Joe wasn't saying much. I must have really pissed him off tonight talking about his wife. His cock stiffened a little as he thought about Mary's hot body. He hadn't gotten any pussy in three days and was horny as hell.
They were driving along the edge of the dismal swamp and Jackson motioned for his partner to drive through the boat launch area. Teens would hang out there from time to time, making out or drinking beer.
They cut their lights to sneak up on anyone and were plunged into an almost complete darkness expect for a little light from the moon . They saw the moon light reflecting off a solitary pickup truck parked in the far corner and they headed that way.
Joe stopped the car about a hundred feet away so that whoever was in the pickup wouldn't hear the engines. Not that those two could hear anything, he thought, as he and Jackson got out of the car. The truck was bouncing up and down from the intense fucking going on in back. Joe stayed with the car, close to the radio and Jackson crept up to investigate. Jackson drew his billy club and peered in the back. He watched the two teens fuck for a few minutes before beating the sides of the truck with his club and yelling at the top of his lungs.
Joe laughed as he heard the two kids screaming in fear. He watched Jackson haul the boy out while ordering the girl to stay in back. The boy was naked from the waist down and it looked like all he had on was a shirt but, Joe couldn't tell in the darkness.
Jackson leaned the boy across the side of the truck and patted him down around his shirt, before handcuffing him. Jackson sat the boy on the back of the pick up and looked down at the girl. He turned his flashlight on and shined it on her body. She was heavily made up and looked to be in her early twenties though she was probably much younger. She had long blonde hair that framed her face prettily and had the nicest tits he had ever seen. They were big, firm and perfectly shaped. She had almost no aureola's but her nipples were big and long, about as long as that little boys cock she had just been fucking, he thought with a grin. She had managed to pull on a pair of lacy white see thru panties. The panties revealed that she was a natural blonde. Jackson had never fucked a girl with blonde pubes before and figured she'd have to be his first.
Jackson pulled the girl out of the truck and made her assume the position.
"Bitch, I didn't give you permission to put them panties on," he barked at her. "I'm gonna have to frisk you now."
Jackson heard her sobbing as he ran his hands down her naked sides. She gasped as he reached around and pinched her nipples. He ran his hands down over her lean, flat stomach and felt her suck it in as he ran his hand down her panty covered crotch. He ran his hands down the outsides of her legs and then up the insides of her thighs.
"Sorry, but I gotta check you for drugs, it's the law."
Jackson pulled down her panties and shined his light at her wet pussy. "Wait I think I see something," he said and pushed one of his long black fingers in her to the joint. She gasped and he pushed it in to the knuckle. He pushed a second finger into her and was rewarded by a soft moan escaping her lips. Both his fingers were bigger then her boyfriend's little prick and he moved them in and out of her pretending to feel around for drugs. Her tight young pussy was clamping down on his fingers and he was panting at the thought of getting his cock in her. She whimpered a little when he pulled out and he stood back up and pushed his crotch against her ass.
Joe wanted to know what his partner was doing and turned the patrol car's spotlight on them. The girls head was down and her hands were tightly holding onto the truck. Joe was in awe at the sight of her big breasts and that firm young ass arched upward as Jackson pressed his crotch into her like he was fucking her. For some reason he found himself becoming aroused at the sight of the big black cop in uniform pushing his crotch against such a well built naked white girl.
"Do you feel how big that black cock is?"
The girl nodded and Jackson grinned to himself. He noticed that Stevenson had blinked the search light at him to get his attention, before turning it off completely. Disgusted, he let the girl get in the back of the truck with her boyfriend and did a quick search of the front of the pick up. He chuckled with glee when his search turned up a roach clip with a half smoked joint and an open bottle of cheap wine. He grabbed the boy and hauled him back to the police car.
"What the hell do you think you were doing back there," Joe asked?
"Just checking her for drugs partner," responded Jackson as he pushed the boy in the back seat.
Joe was getting ready to call the station when Jackson stopped him with a wink.
"Lets see some I.D. boy."
The teenager handed over his drivers license and Jackson read the name Ryan Anderson on it.
"Ryan, I have you on possession, underage consumption, open container, indecent exposure and a lot of other charges that can have you spending some time in prison," said the big black cop.
He watched the scared boy's little penis shrink back into his scrotum from his fear.
"Is any of the booze or drugs your girlfriends," Jackson asked?
"N.no Sir,"
"You know boy, I don't feel like doing all the paperwork to send you to jail tonight," said Jackson and he saw the boys eyes light up with hope. "So I'll tell you what. If you let me fuck that hot young girlfriend of yours, I'll let you go with a warning."
"Jackson, what the f...," Joe said.
"Shut up Joe," Jackson barked back at his partner.
Jackson looked back at the wimpy little teenager. He looked crestfallen again. "Well," growled the big black man threateningly.
"I..I can't do that sir," stuttered the boy.
"Well why the fuck not"
"Cause I love her, sir"
Jackson laughed at that and opened the car door. "Well we'll just have to see if she loves you enough to keep you out of prison. She is over eighteen right?"
Jackson left the car when the boy nodded yes. Joe ran out of the car to catch his partner.
"Jackson you can't do this, It's wrong."
"Joe," he replied. "I'm going to get me some pussy tonight and unless you want to take me home to your wife, I'm gonna fuck this girl." Jackson watched his partner step back in shock. "Don't worry, I'm not gonna make her do anything she don't consent to and you can even get a crack at her if you want, though she won't even notice your fucking her after I get done with her."
Jackson left his partner standing there with his mouth open and headed for the kids pick-up.
Stevenson cursed to himself and got back in the squad car. He looked back at the dejected looking teenager in the back seat. He was still naked from the waist down and wore a black tee shirt with some crazy band he had never heard of printed on it. He had a pierced nose and a tattoo on one arm. Just the kind of punk kid I hate, thought officer Joe Stevenson. How'd this loser ever score a babe with a body like that? Still, he was kind of noble in a way, sticking up for his girlfriend like that.
Jackson peeked into the back of the truck and saw the girl, still naked, sitting with her arms around her knees and rocking back and forth as she sobbed.
"What's your name girl"
"J.Jenny"
"Well Jenny, it's like this. I found drugs and alcohol in the truck and your boyfriend back there says that they belong to you." he paused to let his words sink in. The girl looked horrified and started crying in fear for herself and at her lovers betrayal. "I'm going to have to arrest you and call your parents...."
The mention of her parents had her begging him to let her go. Jackson saw her eyes light up when he said he'd let her off with a warning and then her look of disbelief when he told what she'd have to do for it. Jenny just nodded her head reluctantly and he climbed into the back with her. Jackson stepped over the air mattress in the back and removed his shirt as he leaned back against the cab.
"Come take my pants off, bitch and I'll show you what a real man's cock looks like."
Jenny was confused. She didn't want to cheat on her boyfriend, but being naked before this good looking black giant had her turned on. He was so strong and dominant and she found herself wanting to obey him. She had wanted to see his dick ever since she had felt it through his uniform when he frisked her. It had felt so much larger then her boyfriends and so powerful.
Jenny crawled over to the cop and looked up his muscular chest at the black face grinning down at her lustfully, his white teeth shining in the moonlight. She reached out a trembling hand and unbuckled his belt. She saw his large cock shifting under his trousers and licked her lips in fear and anticipation. Jenny unbuttoned his trousers and slowly pulled the zipper down. The weight of the equipment on his belt caused his pants to fall to the floor of the truck leaving him clad only in a pair of white briefs. The bulge in his underwear was simply unbelievable. It was completely beyond the teenage girls comprehension, that a penis could be that big. Ryan's dick was the only one she had ever seen and he had told her how lucky she was for it was considered well above average at five inches. She couldn't wait any longer and grabbing the waist band of his briefs, she pulled them down.
She gasped in fear at the black monster that revealed itself to her. It had been coiled up like a snake and when she freed it from it's prison the big head had leaped at her like it was getting ready to strike. The giant cock hung down half hard before her pointing right at her lips. The fat head was throbbing with desire for her and she flushed with pride at the thought of causing him to react this way. It was so beautiful, so big, and hard, she thought as it continued to grow before her eyes.. The cop's black cock was at least twice as big as Ryan's and three times as thick. The tip was lighter in color then the rest and was about half the size of her fist.
She tentatively reached out to touch it and felt it leap beneath her fingers. Jenny put her hand under his black cock amazed at it's weight .
"You have the right to suck on my cock," said Jackson reaching out for her.
She felt his hands roughly grab her hair and pull her head forward. Without hesitating she parted her lips to welcome his cock inside her mouth. She let her instincts take over and soon became an animal slurping on his cock lovingly, kissing the sides, and trying to deep throat him as much as possible. She could kiss Ryan's pubic hairs with his little penis buried completely in her mouth, but she couldn't even take half this cop's big cock. He seemed to be enjoying it though, as he was making little thrusting motions with his hips and grunting from time to time.
Jackson was impressed by the girl's cock sucking ability. Her enthusiasm readily made up for her lack of experience. He looked down at the beautiful teenager. Her eyes were closed in concentration as her lips rose rapidly up and down his black shaft. He could see her hand rapidly moving between her legs as she desperately frigged herself.
Joe Stevenson could make out his partners large torso leaning against the truck's cabin with the girls blonde head moving between his legs. He felt his penis move in his pants as he pictured the girl's hot young body and imagined her sucking on Jackson's long black cock. Then for some reason he pictured his wife naked before his partner and sucking on the ten inch monster, he had seen half erect in the showers at the station. He was disgusted at himself for thinking that but was surprised to see that his penis was now completely erect at the thought of his wife being with Jackson. Ryan was crying and moaning in the back seat at his girlfriends betrayal, but he also seemed to be straining his eyes to see more. Stevenson glanced down and was surprised to see the teenagers little dick was hard also.
Jackson had yet to meet the white bitch who could resist submitting to him completely after seeing his cock. He remembered Jenny's type from high school twenty years ago. There was no doubt in his mind that she'd break up with her boyfriend and start looking around for big black cocks to fuck. She'd end up giving her pussy to some black punk on the football team and would probably wind up pregnant by the time she was twenty. Jackson knew, because he had been that punk football player twenty years ago. He felt his balls start to ache and the semen flew up through his cock and blew out the head.
"You have the right to swallow my black seed," he gasped as he came.
Jenny felt the head of the cop's giant cock swell up even bigger and she tried to stop before he came as she wanted to feel him in her pussy, but she was too late. His hot semen sprayed the back of her throat and quickly filled her mouth. She enjoyed swallowing Ryan's cum but, never seemed to get enough as he only came several drops. The black cock on the other hand was cumming in gushers and quickly filled her belly and spilled out the sides of her mouth. She released his cock and it continued to squirt his jism on her nude body. She collapsed on the air mattress gasping for breath. When she looked up, she was delighted to see that his cock was still fully erect.
Jenny laid back on the air mattress and spread her legs invitingly. The cop looked like some kind of black god standing before her, with the moonlight shining on his muscles and cock as he stepped out of his pants and removed is shoes. Everything about him was big, powerful, and dominant. Ryan had always left her wanting more and she knew that this black giant would teach her all about having sex with a real man.
"I have the right to get fucked by a 10" black cock," she said causing the cop to laugh.
The cop kneeled down between her spread legs and nestled his cock head on her wet vaginal lips. He slowly pushed the fat head in and Jenny moaned in pleasure. He had one of her knees in each arm and was rotating his hips as he worked a little more of his penis into her with each thrust . He was as deep as Ryan's little prick ever got, but the width was a new experience that felt incredible, and he was only halfway in.
"So goddammed tight," Jackson groaned and pushed in about seven inches.
The pleasure was fading and being replaced by an intense pain as her pussy got stretched out by his cock. She found herself struggling to get away from him, begging him to let her go and sighed in relief when he pulled most of his cock out of her leaving only the head in. Then she screamed as his cock slammed into her to the hilt, his balls slapping her ass. It felt like she was losing her virginity all over again and she realized that in a way she was getting fucked for the first time as she graduated from little white boys to big black men.
Thankfully, he had stopped with his cock buried in her to let her get used to his size. The pain was being replaced by a sense of fullness. It didn't feel good, but then it didn't hurt her any more either and Jenny felt her pussy acting weird. Her juices were pouring all around his cock lubricating it completely and her vaginal muscles were spasming around his dick, trying to rub against the black invader alternately trying to push it out and pull it in. She started writhing around his massive cock wanting him to move it.
"Pleease fuuck mee," she stuttered out then moaned as he started to move.
Jackson slowly began pulling out his cock so that only the head was left in, then he rammed it back in. He began fucking her with its entire length like that and soon she was raising her hips to meet his thrusts, grunting every time he buried it in her.
Jenny had never in her life imagined sex could be this good. Her body was tingling and she was throwing her head from side to side as the pressure built up within her. She felt the cop drop her legs and then he laid down on top of her. She wrapped her legs around his back and leaned up to kiss him. She was overcome by emotions as she was engulfed by his body. She felt safe, protected within his arms, and also she felt owned, and she liked the feeling of being subservient to a dominant male.



She was passionately kissing her new master, when she felt her pussy blow up like a balloon around his cock as it sprayed her juices out of her vagina soaking his balls and the air mattress. Their lips were still locked and Jenny saw him staring at her intently when her eyes opened with shock as the waves of pleasure from her first orgasm reached her brain, overwhelming her senses.
Jackson saw the look of surprise on the white girls face when she came. She quit kissing him and screamed as her eyes rolled up in her head and she collapsed on the mattress. Jackson wasn't anywhere close to finishing and just kept pounding her hard as she fainted. She had been out for about fifteen minutes when he noticed her start writhing beneath him moaning softly.
Jenny had been dreaming of the black football players at Ryan's school when she awoke to the cops relentless fucking. He was losing is rhythm and his cock seemed to swell up even bigger. A series of orgasms erupted from her like firecrackers going off as his semen sprayed the insides of her pussy. The orgasms just kept growing in strength as his hot cum filled her pussy and she fainted again.
Jackson pulled his still squirting cock to of her pussy and covered her belly in his semen. He had given her a good cum bath tonight, her face and breasts were covered in dried sperm from the blow job and now her crotch and stomach were soaked with his black seed.
Joe had been mesmerized as the pickup truck just kept rocking up and down for the last half hour. He could here the sounds of their fucking echo across the parking lot and through the swamp. Joe pictured in his mind Jackson's body crushing the girl beneath him as he jack hammered the gigantic prick into her. He hadn't gotten a good look at the girls face and he found himself picturing his wife's face on the girls body. What the hell was wrong with him, he asked himself? Joe decided that tonight he would fantasize, but from now on he wouldn't let his partner come anywhere near his wife. Ryan had cried himself to sleep in the back and Joe noticed his stiff little prick twitching as he dreamed about who knows what. Joe was about to take his own stiff dick out of his pants to relieve some of the pressure, when he noticed Jackson staggering toward him in the moonlight. Jackson was still naked, his long penis hanging down halfway to his knees. His body was covered in sweat and he glistened in the moonlight.
"All done," Joe asked?
"Two holes down, one to go," he replied reaching into the car to grab his cigarettes off the dash. "I just need a few minutes to recharge, then you can get a crack at her when I'm done fucking her ass."
He watched his partner finish the cigarette and then head back to the pick up truck. He briefly pictured his wife's ass stuffed with black cock and angrily suppressed the image.
Jackson kept tugging on his cock to get it hard again as he walked back to the unsuspecting girl. He hadn't had a work out like this in about three weeks and he felt invigorated in the night air. He climbed back into the truck and rolled Jenny over onto her stomach, pulling her hips up. He kneeled behind her and pushed his cock back into her pussy to lubricate it again and he heard her moan in her sleep as he wiggled it around. Jackson removed his cock and held the head against her tiny rosebud.
It resisted opening for him at first, but he pushed harder and it yielded to his power. Jenny's eyes flew open and she screamed as he pushed it in about halfway.
"Stop," she cried. "Take it out, please it hurts."
"You have the right to have my cock shoved in your ass," he said
The pain in her pussy was nothing compared to the pain in her ass and she was biting her knuckles as tears rolled down her face.
"Please, take it out," she begged around her clenched fist.
"If you choose to waive that right, I'm going to fuck your ass anyway." he said as he pushed all 10" inside her.
She had never felt a pain this intense and he wasn't letting her get used to him this time. After about ten minutes the pain subsided some, and she had time to think. She remembered worshipping his cock with her mouth and felt a strange sense of pride at being able to take his entire length up her ass. The pain faded a little more and she remembered the feeling of her orgasms as he fucked her pussy. She moaned with pleasure at the memory, Letting him fuck her ass was a small price to pay in exchange for all the orgasms he had given her. There was only a little pain as she thought about Ryan's worthless little dick. She wanted to experience more of what this black cop had to offer and the only way she could be sure he'd keep fucking her was to give him whatever he wanted. She moaned in pleasure and began pushing her ass backwards to match his thrusts.
"Oh god, fuck my ass," she cried. "Don't ever stop fucking me."
Jackson grinned, pushed her head back down into the mat and he began fucking her harder.
"I love your black cock," she screamed loudly.
...black cock" echoed across the lake and Joe couldn't stand it anymore. He had been ready to go rescue the girl when she screamed but, now she appeared to be loving it. He just had to see this. He grabbed his flashlight and approached the truck.
Joe peered in on the couple. Jackson was holding her head down so that her ass was thrust into the air as he pistoned his cock in and out of her. He turned on his light and shined it on her ass. Joe saw his partner turn and smile at him when he noticed the light come on. Joe ignored Jackson and just stared at that monster black dick burying itself in the blondes perfect ass. Without thinking he dropped his pants and began stroking his own averaged sized penis. He had almost stopped Jackson from taking advantage of this girl and was glad he hadn't as this was the most erotic sight he'd ever seen. He hadn't gotten far jerking off, when he heard Jackson bellow and he saw semen squirt out of her ass as his partner came for a third time. Joe was in awe as Jackson slowly pulled his cock out of her ass hole. It just seemed to keep coming and coming until finally he pulled it out entirely. Joe saw another glob of sperm fly from the tip of his partner's cock and splatter on her ass. The girls knees had gone all wobbly and she collapsed on her stomach, with Jackson falling on top of her. Jackson rested for a minute and then grabbed his clothes.
"Your turn partner," said the black man
"I..I don't think so," replied Joe.
"Just do it, you know you want to," said Jackson as he pointed at Joe's erect penis. "Besides she won't even remember anything about your dick."
Joe watched his partner returning to the squad car laughing as he held his uniform to his chest. Joe looked over at the girl and shined his light on her ass again. His cock jerked as he looked at her. Her ass hole was red rimmed and gaping wide open. Jackson's semen was trickling out of her ass and her pussy. Joe thought of how big and firm her breasts had looked as Jackson frisked her nude body outside the truck. He gave in to temptation and stepped out of his pants.
Joe tentatively reached out a finger and slowly ran it down the crack of her ass. When he reached her rectum he slowly pushed his finger inside to the knuckle feeling how full of Jackson's sperm it was. He pulled his finger out and ran it down to her pussy. He buried first one then two fingers inside her vagina feeling how hot and wet she was. She stirred a little as he fingered her. He had never cheated on his wife and growing impatient for his first fresh pussy in twenty years he kneeled behind her and rolled her over to her back. He positioned his cock at her pussy and ran his light up her body noticing how covered it was in dried semen. When he shined his light in her face she was looking at him in horror.
"Oh my god," he cried. "Jenny."
"D.Daddy" she stammered.
* * * * *
Author's Note: This urban legend has been around for many years. I've never heard it as an interracial story, but the basic plot is always the same. Cop's partner sleeps with girl and cop discovers it's his daughter. Variations are known to exist, one of which is the man who orders a prostitute, only to find out it's his daughter.
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When he dreamed, he was an old man. He looked past his grey beard down his old body. His arms were restrained, covered in needle marks from years of heroin use. Masked white faces floated around him, poking and probing his body, holding long needles. Thirty years before when he was in his prime, he would of fought his way out of the room. One blow of his hand to the bridge of a nose would of sent splinters of bone into his captors brain, killing him instantly, but years of living on the street addicted to booze and drugs had destroyed his nervous system. "I think his hairs growing back," said a voice. "What if C ends up like A or B?" "You can't have an omelet without breaking some eggs, besides there's plenty more homeless people out there."
Solomon sat up in bed, sweat dripping off his nude body. "What's wrong," said the soft feminine voice of "what's her name," her dainty little white hand running down his chest towards his cock. Solomon shrugged her off and got out of bed. He should of expected the dreams, he always had them on his birthday. Solomon stood before a full length mirror and admired his body, his chest, his muscles, his giant cock and balls. His cock started growing as he looked at himself. "Please come fuck me again," said the girl in his bed. Solomon obliged her.
********************
Angela slid open the door of the van and stepped out into the parking lot. Captain Braddock quickly closed the door behind her. She was going into this unarmed and she was nervous without the familiar weight of the gun on her hip. She was completely dependent on Braddock for protection and she didn't like that. All she had for protection was a couple of knock out drops in case Solomon got too frisky. She decided she didn't like undercover work all that much.
"Testing, testing, Angela can you hear me," said Braddock's voice in her earpiece.
"I read you loud and clear sir," she replied.
After the photo-shoot, Angela had changed and gotten out of the warehouse. Before she did though, she grabbed the champagne glass from the set. She wanted that drug analysed. The damn thing had lowered her inhibitions enough that she had sucked off a black man and almost let him fuck her. The contents were being analysed at that moment.
Angela had ran home to tuck Maria in bed and told her husband she'd be late. Then she had gone to the mall to by some a sexy outfit to wear that night. She needed something that would attract attention to herself.
She had settled on a short black leather skirt, and a white halter top that left her fit stomach bare. She had decided against a bra. It was a cold night and her hardened nipples would attract a lot of attention.
She looked over at the Zebra club. The building was across the river in New Jersey and she and Braddock were well out of their jurisdiction. The Zebra club was actually two strip bars in one. The right side featured nude male dancers. It was the only male dance bar in the area and was patronized mostly by white wives and young girls having bachelorette parties. The dancers were almost all black and rumor had it, very well hung. The second bar was just the opposite, black patrons and white women dancers. It was a very volatile mixture, the police were called out several times a week to stop some drunken black man from assaulting a white woman, and on the other hand plenty of women had wandered into the other club after seeing the male dancers for the first time. Many babies had been conceived in this parking lot.
Angela put one high-heeled foot in front of the other and slowly walked over to the entrance. The two black bouncers were some of the biggest men she had ever seen. One held the door open for her and said, "If you don't find what you want inside, I'll gladly give it to you out here."
Angela smiled at him and entered the building. It was a crowded evening, probably close to a hundred black men were staring at the two stages. Two attractive white girls that barely looked eighteen were dancing around poles on the stages. The black men in the audience weren't alone either, around two dozen white women were sitting in black laps around the room. Some looked like sluts, others like out of place housewives. Their expressions saying they didn't know what they were doing there, but then they weren't heading for the exits either.
Slowly one by one, heads turned towards her as the black men noticed her. She made her way through the crowd smiling and politely rejecting offers to join them. The room smelled of booze, sweat and she detected the hint of marijuana in the air as she headed over to the bar and ordered a mineral water.
"I got that," said a voice behind her.
Angela rolled her eyes and turned around ready to reject another offer. Her partner was smiling down at her.
"Well, well, what do we have here," said James. "Your just about the last person I expected to see here."
"James I..."
"Don't tell him," said Braddock in her ear.
"What are you doing here?" she responded.
"I come here to hang out with some home boys from the old neighborhood and to stare at naked white women. By the way that's some outfit you got on," he said leering at her breasts straining out against her halter top. "Now what are you doing here?"
"Don't tell him officer, you could blow your cover," said Braddock.
"I'm meeting some friends for a girls night out and must have wandered into the wrong bar," she replied.
"Well you've wandered a long way from the entrance for a girl in the wrong bar, said James. "Plus, we've been partners for two years now, I know when you're lying and I know an ear mike when I see one."
"Damn," said Braddock.
"Where can we talk alone?" asked Angela.
James grabbed her hand and hauled her over towards the bathroom where she filled him in on the mission. "I wanted to include you, but Braddock was worried some of the cops might be on the take."
"Thanks Captain," said James into her ear. "Well like it or not you just got some additional back up."
"Thanks James," she said kissing his dark cheek. "I knew I could count on you. You packing?"
"Always."
"Good now lets go find Solomon King."
"That's easy," said James. "his party is at the big table by the second stage.
James went back to his friends, but positioned himself where he could keep an I on her as she approached Solomon's table. She saw him immediately, the giant black man was one of the most recognizable people in New York City. Solomon was very large and handsome. He had a completely shaved head expect for a devilish moustache and goatee.
Solomon King sat at a table with about a dozen other black men, all wore expensive, well-tailored suits, shoes, and Rolex watches. A massive, grossly obese black man stood a few feet behind Solomon arms folded across his chest keeping an eye on the crowd. The men seemed to radiate, wealth, power, and confidence.
"Gentlemen, I think my date problem has just been solved," said a deep voice coming from the table. Angela turned to see Solomon King smiling at her as he rose up from the table and approached her.
The other men turned to stare and she sensed twelve pairs of eyes undressing her. "My name is Solomon King," said Solomon holding out his hand.
"Angel," she replied shaking his hand.
"I know, since your obviously from heaven," he said gripping her hand and not letting go. "How would you like to join me and my associates?"
"I-I'd love too," she replied finding his physical presence a little overwhelming. Solomon pulled her over to his table and sat her down on his lap.
"So Angel, what brings you to a place like this?" "I d-don't really know," she replied caught off guard by the question.
"I know," said Tyrone sitting a couple seats from Solomon. "Miss Angel happens to be my newest model. She did her first layout with Mark today. He must have gotten her curious about black men." The whole table laughed.
"Well lucky me," said Solomon. "I was just telling my boys here, how lonely it was not having a date on my birthday."
"Well happy birthday," said Angela. "How old are you?"
"Seventy," he replied, she looked confused and he added, "That was a joke."
She laughed politely, not getting it, but then none of the other men had laughed either. He was thirty-five at the oldest.
She sat on his knee for the next half hour listening to the black men laugh and joke. Solomon bought her several drinks and as the men kept proposing toasts to him, she found herself drinking a little more then planned.
The music suddenly turned up, blaring, "Hey Big Spender," out of the speakers and all eyes suddenly turned to the closest stage. A beautiful oriental girl came on stage dressed like a gangster and carrying a fake tommy gun. Angela lost sight of her as men started crowding the stage to give her tips.
Solomon shifted Angela from his knee to his lap and she felt a very hard, very large cock pressing against her crotch, she figured her leather skirt must be making it seem larger then it was, but her pussy immediately began lubricating at the thought of a cock even bigger then Mark's had been. It embarrassed her that her body was reacting like this.
A pretty little foot in a high-heeled sandal startled Angela and she looked up. The Asian girl had stepped off the stage and onto their table. The music had changed to gangsta rap and she was skillfully walking around the table top as Solomon's associates stuffed twenties and fifties into her garter.
"Angel, be a dear and grab my wallet for me," said Solomon.
Angela was relieved to get off that big cock for just a second as she sat up and reached into his pants. His cock was nestled right against his pocket and her hand slid along it as she reached for his wallet. 'Impossible,' she thought, 'It can't be real.'
She handed him the wallet and he took out a hundred dollar bill, waving it to the girl. She was naked now except for a string bikini bottom. The stripper had a perfect body, too perfect. Angela got the impression, she had spent a lot of money on that body. Her breasts were too big and too firm for her thin body. Her nipples were unusually large and pointy.
"Hello Mr King," said the girl as she kneeled before Angela and Solomon on the table, her Boston accent sounding odd coming from an oriental girl.
"Hello Asia," said Solomon as she shook her boobs in his and Angela's face.
Solomon waved the hundred before the girl and she laid back on the table and began thrusting her crotch up at him. He reached over and slid the bill into her garter, untying her string bikini as he did. He pulled off her panties and Angela found herself staring right at the woman's thrusting vagina. It was so close she could smell perfume coming from it. The woman's clit was engorged and her labia was soaking wet. Evidently, stripping made her horny.
And it was making her rich. Embarrassed Angela turned her face away from the woman's thrusting crotch and found herself looking at her cash filled garter. Angela guessed there was about five hundred dollars in there and she hadn't even danced ten minutes.
Asia winked at her and stood up when the music stopped retrieving her top and panties and then stepping over onto the stage to get the rest of her stuff. The music started again and the next stripper came out.
Solomon had been resting his meaty palms on Angela's knees and after Asia left he started sliding them up her thighs until he was touching her skirt. Her legs were firm and lean, and her skin was dark so she never wore nylons. His hands rubbing against her bare legs sent shivers up her spine.
Angela excused herself and stood up to use the bathroom. "Braddock, he starting to get a little frisky," she said into the mike.
"Angela you need to tease him enough that he thinks he can have you. If he gets to close, tell him your uncomfortable doing it here and would like to go back to his place. Then you can put the knock out drops in his drink and search his place while he's passed out. If we bust him, we'll raid the warehouse and confiscate your pictures.
"I understand," she said. She had to go through with this just to keep pictures of her and Mark out of a magazine. Angela used the bathroom, embarrassed that Braddock could hear her tinkling and then she washed up.
When she stepped back into the club, James was waiting for her. "How's it going?"
"Ok so far, though he's starting to get fresh," she replied. "I'm going to try to get him to take me back to his place. Can you follow us?"
"Sure baby," said her partner, "I can't say no to a woman in that outfit."
A young black guy came out of the men's room and grabbed James on the shoulder. "Come on bro," he said, "leave the slut alone, she's with Solomon."
James winked at her and left with his buddy. When she got back to the table, Solomon was standing. He held out his hand to her. "Would you like to dance?"
"Sure, I'd love to," she replied, looking around for a dance floor. Solomon just grabbed her and led her through a door near the stage.
Angela found herself backstage. "Asia, find Angel here a nice outfit to wear," yelled Solomon.
Asia was still naked when she ran up to Angela. "I have just the thing boss," she said returning a second later with a skimpy costume.
"Solomon, I can't do this," said Angela, "I thought.."
"Just try it on Angel," he interrupted. "What's wrong? Tyrone says you were very agreeable." Angela was suddenly scared. She felt the same desire to please, that she had that afternoon at the photo shoot. She'd was worried she'd been drugged again.
Asia pulled her into a changing room and started removing her top and skirt, handing her the costume. It consisted of a buckskin bra and string bikini bottoms, a buckskin camisole, moccasins and an Indian headress.
Angela pulled the panties on, noticing how little it covered her hairy bush. "No, no honey," said Asia. "We'll have to take care of that." The girl kneeled and yanked Angela's panties down. Angela thought she was switching costumes, but instead felt the girl spraying something on her pussy.
Angela looked down, Asia had covered her pubic hair in shaving cream and had started shaving her bush. "Hey wait," she protested.
"Calm down," said Asia. "This will get you more tips." Angela had jerked away from the razor. "Look you made me cut you," said Asia. Angela felt the strippers warm breath, gently blowing on her and she shivered as Asia's breath caressed her rapidly balding pussy.
Asia finished and Angela looked down at her newly shaved crotch. It was like she was a different person. Her crotch had been exceptionally hairy since she was twelve and now it was bald as a baby's bottom. How was she going to explain this to Tony?
Asia petted her bare pussy causing her to jump, before the stripper stood up and helped her try on the rest of the outfit.
"Wow," said Solomon when she walked out of the dressing room. "You really do look like an Indian princess."
"Thanks," she said blushing at the compliment. The crowd out in the bar suddenly started yelling.
"Let's see what's going on," said Solomon holding a door open for her.
Angela nodded a him and went up to the door, peering out into the bar only to be blinded by all the bright lights. Solomon pushed her from behind and she stumbled out onto the stage. The crowd roared. "Looks like we got a new girl," said the dj over the loud speaker. "Let's hear it for Pocherhotass." The crowd roared again.
Angela looked down at the sea of black faces staring at her, eager to see her naked. She turned around looking to escape, but Solomon had shut the door trapping her.
"Angela, what the hells going on?" said Braddock.
"It looks like I'm about to strip," she replied starting to sway he hips to the music. Angela figured she would strip down to the bra and panties and hopefully that would satisfy Solomon.
Angela was a good dancer. She and Tony used to dance a lot before the accident, including rubbing against each other out on the dance floor. Angela danced over to the pole and wrapped her leg around it, sliding her crotch against the pole. The crowd went wild.
Angela decided to emulate the other strippers she had watched earlier. She made love to he pole. She jumped up on it and wrapped her legs around it as she slid down. She bent over pushing her ass gainst the pole as she raised and lowered her hips. "Take it off. Take it off," yelled the crowd.
Angela danced over to one end of the stage and threw her headdress down. She danced over to the other side and kicked off her moccasins. She danced back to the center and slowly started untying her camisole, turning her back to the audience as she took it off. When she turned around, Angela was left wearing only the tiny buckskin bikini.
This was as far as she was going to go in front of a bunch of strangers, she was turning towards the door, when she noticed all the money being waved at her. Hey, she earned it, right?
Angela danced over to the left of the stage, she wasn't wearing a garter, so men started shoving bills into her bikini. Angela got down on her hands and knees crawling around the edge of the stage as men stuffed money into her top and panties, coping feels as they did.
Angela's eyes widened when she saw a fifty dollar bill being waved in front of her face and moving towards her bra. The hand with the bill slid under the string, deft fingers quickly untying her top and yanking it away sending bills flying everywhere.
Angela reared up on her knees and covered her breasts with her arms. She looked in horror at the guy waving the bra. James swung the bra around and tossed it into the crowd. Her partner ogled her nearly naked body and threw the fifty at her feet.
Holding her arms over her breasts, Angela stood up and the crowd cheered, but they weren't looking at her, they were looking behind her. The lasso landed around her body squeezing her arms to her sides, revealing her breasts to the crowd.
Asia looped the rope around Angela and then pulled her over to the pole swiftly tying her up. The popular stripper was dressed as a cowgirl cheerleader. Asia pulled a couple toy guns out of their holsters and waved them in the air at her Indian captive.
It was Asia's turn to milk the crowd for money. She danced around the stage, threw her little cowgirl hat into the crowd, and gave her gun to a patron who pointed it at her until she bared her breasts for him. Angela felt a twinge of jealousy as Asia's act caused the black men to reach deeper into their wallets for more cash.
Angela lost sight of the stripper as Asia danced around behind her, whatever she was doing was pleasing the crowd. When she next appeared, Asia was naked except for the boots and gun belt. Asia turned to face Angela and slowly started dancing towards her. Angela tried to struggle as the stripper pressed her body against Angela's, breasts on breasts. The crowd roared
Asia leaned down and tried to kiss her, but Angela tossed her head to the side. "Relax, this will cause them to tip even more," whispered Asia in her ear. Asia grabbed her chin and turned her face towards the strippers. Asia stared her in the eyes as she leaned forward and kissed Angela on the lips, her tongue pushing it's way into her mouth.
At first Angela was repulsed, but as she relaxed and kissed back, she found it really wasn't that bad kissing a woman. Asia's kiss was more gentle then a man's, more intimate, not better, just different and the crowd loved it.
Asia pulled back and began sliding her sweaty nude body up and down Angela's. The undercover cop gasped when Asia bent down and kissed her nipples, first the left, then the right. The stripper started kissing down her belly, Angela sucking her stomach in at each kiss. "Ooo," said Angela as Asia slipped her tongue into Angela's belly button.



Asia wasn't done and kissed down under her navel and across her buckskin panties. Angela felt Asia's lips close over the string and then cool air caressed her shaved crotch as Asia fell back, Angela's panties in her mouth. Angela stood on the stage completely naked. Her body on display to dozens of strangers.
Asia danced around waving the buckskin panties in the air and the stage seemed to be raining dollar bills. Angela's face was bright red as she stared down at her feet. Being exposed before all these men had her aroused. Her nipples were hard and she felt wet between her legs. Angela slowly looked up. James had worked his way directly in front of her and was staring lustfully, at her shaved pussy.
Asia suddenly swung around the pole until she was kneeling between Angela's legs. The stripper began kissing Angela's shaved crotch, her lips tickling the helpless cop.
Asia kissed her crotch going lower and lower, coming dangerously close to her clit. The stripper snaked her hands between Angela's legs and pulled them apart displaying her pussy to the crowd. Angela was embarrassed at how wet she was. She tried to think about other things, but there was no stopping her juices. Angela looked out at the crowd as Asia went back to kissing her newly shaved crotch. She looked over a James who was riveted to the action on stage. Then Angela spasmed as Asia's tongue circled around her clit. The crowd laughed at the look off shock on her face. She looked down at Asia the stripper was staring up at her with a smile on her face, her tongue teasing Angela's clit. Asia got busy.
Angela was horrified at the thought of having her pussy eaten. She liked sucking Tony's cock, but had always refused to let him return the favor. It disgusted her to think of another woman doing this to her body, but her drugged body seemed to like it.
Angela tried to deny the pleasure she was feeling as Asia ran her tongue quickly along her labia, working it's way between the folds, and pushing into her pussy. Angela couldn't stop her body and found she was humping the woman's tongue in time to her thrusts. It had been so long since she had anything in her pussy.
Angela felt Asia slip two fingers into her pussy and the girl began slowly sliding them in and out as Asia's tongue went to work on her clit again. Angela began to feel sensations she hadn't felt in over two years returning. She shook her head from side to side trying to fight it, not wanting to betray her husband, but the sensation was simply to good to deny.
Angela screamed as she had her first orgasm in two years. The dj turned the music off so that the crowd could listen to her cry of pleasure. 'God I missed that," thought Angela, 'how'd I ever last two years.' And Asia wasn't finished.
"I'd say that was real," announced the dj. "Asia skilled in Cunnigami, the oriental art of pussy eating"- the crowd laughed-"Look my brothers, here comes another."
Angela was screaming again and thrashing at her bonds as she had a second orgasm, this one even bigger then the first. Asia finished and stood up, the crowd cheering as she untied Angela.
Asia helped her down and Angela collapsed to her knees. "Come on lets collect our tips," said the stripper. Asia crawled around the edge of the stage scooping up loose bills and getting her garter stuffed full of new tips. Angela followed her finding it was easier to crawl then to walk, she was so tired. Black hands reached out to caress her body, grabbing her breasts, ass, and some even sneaking in between her thighs. She didn't care any more she just wanted to get off that stage.
When she had milked the crowd for all the money she could, Asia stood and waved as Angela slowly stood up next to her. Asia grabbed her hand and they both bowed, before disappearing back stage.
Angela immediately found herself engulfed in Solomon's arms, one beefy black hand squeezing her breast and the other caressing her shaved pussy. "Baby, that was so hot," he said. "I've got to have you." The big black man started kissing neck.
"Not here," she said kissing back, trying not to be repulsed at kissing an infamous criminal. "My place then," he said and when she nodded, he continued, "Get dressed and meet me out front in five minutes."
"I can't wait," she replied, going into the dressing room where her clothes were.
"Good work officer," said Braddock in her ear. "I'll make sure James follows us to act as back up."
Angela was still horny as she dressed even after two orgasms. She thought of her husband's once proud cock and of Mark's even bigger one. If what she had felt underneath Solomon's pants was real, he was even bigger still. Angela knew she would need to cum again after tonight and she also knew that she would never get fucked by a stiff cock again baring some miracle cure for her husband. She thought of the large black dildos Ann Dutton had left on her bed and Angela decided to visit a toy store as soon as she could.
She felt normal again as soon as her clothes were on and was almost out the door when Asia ran up to her and shoved an envelope into her hands. "Your cut honey," she said kissing Angela on the cheek and leaving to change into her next costume. Angela glanced in the envelope and quickly counted it. There was $500 dollars in her hand.
Angela hurried out the door as three young white women entered. Two looked excited as they looked around the bar, the third was flushed and looked embarrassed at being here. Angela noticed her absent-mindedly rubbing a large diamond engagement ring on her finger, a bachleorette party from next door. Several black men were already making a beeline for the three women.
Angela walked out into the parking lot. A large black limo was waiting for her, the obese black man holding the door for her. She slid in next to Solomon as they pulled out onto the street. Angela glanced behind her and sighed in relief as she saw Braddock's van pull out behind them. Of James there was no sign.
She was on her way.
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The limo sped across the George Washington Bridge into Manhattan. Angela didn't think it was going fast enough. Solomon had been all over her the minute she sat next to him and damn him, but he knew all the right buttons to push on her body.
The Limo pulled up to one of the most expensive places to live in the city. The thirty story building dominated the Northern edge of Central Park. "You live here," said Angela as a black doorman opened the car door for her.
"Actually, my dear, I own the building," replied Solomon stepping out onto the sidewalk.
"Wow," said Angela.
Bull, Solomon's obese bodyguard followed them into the building and the three entered a large outside glass elevator. Bull pressed the button for the top floor and the elevator began to ascend.
Angela watched in awe as the panorama of central park opened up before her with the famous illuminated skyline of Manhattan behind that. She looked down at the street and was relieved to see Braddock's van pull up and park.
The elevator stopped and opened, Angela followed Solomon and Bull out into the hall. She expected they were going to a top floor apartment, but instead found that the top floor was his apartment. The hall only had two doors.
"Thank you Bull I won't need you any more tonight," said Solomon. Bull nodded and headed down the hall the furthest door. Solomon turned and unlocked the other door to the penthouse apartment.
'Good god', thought Angela upon seeing his place. They had entered a huge luxuriously decorated living room. To the left was a large balcony overlooking Central Park. The balcony curved around to the West and she could see the George Washington bridge off in the distance. The balcony was empty except for three features: a hot tub, a small green house filled with bonsai trees and a cage holding a hawk.
"That's Sheba," said Solomon noticing her attention. "She's a Peregrine Falcon."
"She's beautiful."
"Yes Angel, I admire things of beauty," said Solomon suddenly bringing his arms around her and engulfing her in his body. She found her face buried in his chest, he was so tall compared to her. Angela could feel an incredibly hard, muscular body beneath his suit. She felt both safe and weak engulfed by his strong body. One strong hand grabbed her head and turned her face up as his lips descended on hers.
Angela could easily have gotten lost in that kiss. Her body screamed for her to submit and her mind was starting to follow when she came to her senses pulling her lips off his. "Why don't you fix us some drinks?"
"Certainly my dear," said Solomon, "but I'm going to go slip into something a little more comfortable first." He headed towards what looked like a large bedroom.
"Braddock," she whispered. "I'm going to quickly search the room. Did James show up?"
"Yes," replied her boss. "James is in the lobby, he's going to move up until he's just a few floors down."
Angela searched the living room finding nothing. She saw a large oak door and assumed it led to a den. That's where he'd probably keep anything incriminating. She tried the door but it was locked.
Solomon returned wearing a knee length robe, with an impressive tent in the crotch. He walked over to a well stocked bar and began mixing two drinks. Angela reached into her purse and removed the knock out drops. If she could knock him out, she could probably find a key to his office and search the rest of the penthouse. He came over to her and handed her a drink. They touched glasses and took a big swallow. Angela smiled and took his glass from him. She set them down on a table near the couch and Pushed Solomon back onto the couch as she straddled his lap. "Big mistake', she thought feeling his cock between her legs. 'A very big mistake,' but she managed to lean forward and she emptied the vial into his drink as she kissed him.
"You ever fuck a black man before?" asked Solomon.
"No."
"Then your in for a treat," he said. "Go stand by the window and strip for me like you did on stage tonight."
Angela blushed at the memory, but here was her chance. She sat up and grabbed her drink. "Cheers," she said smiling at him. He grabbed his drink and brought his glass against hers before swallowing a big swig. She had won.
Angela was flushed with pride as she walked over to the window. Everything would be alright. She wasn't a submissive, weak woman, she was a strong, tough New York cop and she had just brought down the city's biggest crimelord. Soon he would be fast asleep and she could search the building, then they would raid the modeling agency and recover her pictures before they got published. Angela DeSabitini would be the most famous cop in the city.
Angela turned and faced Solomon and felt another surge of excitement when she saw him take another sip. She kicked off her shoes and began to dance.
Angela swayed her body as she slowly unbuttoned her blouse. He had already seen her nude, so it really wasn't that big a deal stripping for him, but it was making her horny. Angela removed the blouse freeing her big breasts. She was reaching behind her to unzip her skirt when she noticed his robe moving. The folds parted as the head of Solomon's cock emerged from the robe.
"Oh Jesus," she said when she saw the size of his cock head, her skirt hitting the floor.
"Is that the go ahead Angela," said Braddock.
"Oh Jesus" was their code for trouble, send in backup. "No," she answered Braddock, "It's not..."
"But it is real Angel," said Solomon obviously thinking she was referring to his cock.
Angela suddenly shivered as his cock continued growing and growing. It was magnificent.
"Now bitch," said Solomon standing up and removing his robe. "Take them panties off and come suck my cock."
His body was as magnificent as his cock. He had muscles on his muscles, each perfectly defined. His dark brown skin was unblemished and looked to be carved from ebony. "Take them panties off bitch," he said. "I want to see that shaved pussy again."
Angela's body leapt to respond to his command. She quickly yanked her panties down as she stared at his nude body. The crotch of her panties was soaked.
"Kneel before me and suck my cock."
Angela felt her knees weaken, but she fought it and stood her ground. The bastard must have drugged her drink again, because she felt her inhibitions loosening. She wanted to suck his cock.
"Listen Angel, I know my cock can be intimidating. Would you like some coke to loosen up?"
"That's it we got him," said Braddock. "As soon as you see the coke, I'll send James in."
"Yes, I'd love some," she replied.
"I'll have some sent up," he replied making a quick call. He finished and turned back to her. "Now where were we, oh yes, you were getting ready to suck my cock. Now kneel."
Angela felt herself giving in to the drug and she kneeled before Solomon staring in awe at his penis. It had to have been a foot long and it was thick too. Thicker then Tony's or Mark's. "Can I just jerk it?" she asked. All she had to do was stall until the knock out drops kicked in or the coke got there.
"No bitch, suck it now," he ordered.
"Angela either blow him or blow the job," said Braddock's voice in her ear. "Just go slow until the coke gets there.
Angela gulped and reached out her hand touching her second black cock. The monster leaped at her touch. She ran her fingers down to the base and wrapped her hand around the shaft. There was a two inch gap between her fingers he was so thick. She lifted the cock up. The underside was crisscrossed with large, throbbing blue veins leading down to the largest pair of testicles she had ever seen. "Suck it," he said thrusting forward until the head of his cock poked against her lips. Angela looked at the plum sized head of his penis and slowly opened her mouth, her lips sliding over the head and down the shaft.
For the second time in a day, she sucked on a black cock. She held the head in her mouth and let her tongue twirl around it, before she pushed down taking more in until the head entered her throat.
Mark's penis was only slightly bigger then her husband's and deep throating him hadn't been all that hard, but Solomon King's cock looked to be exactly twelve inches long and incredibly thick. She gagged as the thick shaft entered her throat, so she pulled back and licked around the head while she caught her breath before trying again. This time she suppressed her gag reflex as his cock entered her throat. She managed to reach Mark's length before gagging and there was still three inches to go.
She pulled up for air and paused to look at the head. It glistened with her saliva. His head really was about the size of a small apple and the pee-slit seemed unusually large also, at least three times as big as her husband's. She caught herself wondering what something so big would feel like in her neglected pussy.
Angela tried again. It was getting easier as her throat relaxed. She swallowed three quarters of his rod and looked down her nose at the remaining three inches. Angela liked a challenge. She focused on his pubic hair and pushed forward until her bottom lip touched the top of his scrotum.
"Your a very good cock-sucker Angel," said Solomon, as he slowly started moving his hips. "Not many women could do this on their first try."
Angela flushed with pride at the compliment. She began to rapidly bob her head up and down his shaft. All she had to do was stall until either the coke arrive or the knock out drops kicked in. But if she was stalling, why was she sucking him off so fast? Angela slowed down and tightened her lips around his rod. A minute later, she caught herself speeding up again.
Angela slowed down. She thought of his huge balls and his long pee-slit. The volume of his orgasm must be incredible. This would be the opportunity of a lifetime and she'd never have a hard cock in her mouth again. She wanted to feel him cum. Angela speeded up worried he'd pass out before she was finished.
Solomon began bucking his hips as she increased her pace, his fat head scraping her throat as it swelled even bigger. Then with little warning, the cock in her mouth seemed to explode. It reminded her of when she had done a beer-bong in college, sperm seemed to flow down her throat into her belly until she gagged and it filled her mouth and that was only his first load. He shot two more loads into her mouth each wad overflowing her mouth until sperm dribbled down her chin and she had to swallow. When he was finished, he held the tip of his cock on her tongue and squeezed out even more sperm. Angela lovingly licked up every drop.
She was trying to lick his sperm off her chin, when the doorbell rang. Solomon answered it buck naked and returned with a tray of coke. "Here's your coke," he said.
"But," said Angela looking at the familiar red can, "I thought..."
"What?"
"Nothing," she said. They toasted their cans and drank a little. Angela tried not to laugh.
"Don't tell me.." said Braddock groaning in her ear.
Solomon grabbed her coke and set it down. She shouldn't be laughing she should be worried. He lifted her up and carried her into his bedroom.
Solomon set her down on his bed. It was huge and the softest mattress she had ever felt. Angela looked at Solomon and gasped when she saw his cock. "My god, your hard again."
"Yes, Angel your fit little body turns me on."
"Oh Jesus, I don't think I can take that monster." She said the code word knowing if she didn't stop him now, he'd be fucking her in a minute.
"Is he showing any signs of passing out?" asked Braddock.
"Oh Jesus, no," she said as he spread her legs. "Your cocks pointed right at my pussy."
Braddock got the picture. "Hang on Angela, I'm sending James in."
"Oh, your big cock is rubbing all over my slit."
"Like it bitch," said Solomon, "well your going to love this." he shoved the head in.
"Oh Jesus, the heads in my pussy."
"Relax Angela," said Braddock. "James is almost there."
Knowing that good, loyal James would be rescuing her at any minute, Angela sighed, her body involuntarily relaxing and giving Solomon easier access to her pussy.
Solomon gave one powerful thrust and eight inches forced it's way into her. He began slowly fucking her, sliding a little more in with each thrust. She felt a twinge of guilt at betraying her husband, but already her body was starting to respond. Two years without sex had starved her pussy and she wanted a good hard fucking at that moment more then anything else in the world.
Angela made one last effort, "Get in here now, Bb-addock."
"Bad cock," said Solomon. "You want my bad cock in you bitch, well here it comes."
Angela felt his thick invader slide completely out of her pussy and then his entire foot long cock slammed into her and she had the biggest orgasm of her life. "I'm cumming," she screamed in shock.
Solomon didn't slowdown for a second. He mercilously fucked her with the entire length of his cock so hard that the bed leaped with each thrust. Angela had never felt anything like it. His cock seemed to fill every square inch of her pussy, stimulating it to orgasm after orgasm. Her pussy clamped down over his cock each time he buried it in her, like it wanted to hold him inside her forever.
Angela lost control and started screaming, "Fuck me, fuck me. I've never been fucked like this before. Cum in my pussy. I love your cock."
"Here it cums bitch," grunted Solomon as his sperm erupted into her pussy.
Angela had never felt anything quite like it in her life. The head of his cock swelled up so much it had wedged in her pussy. Solomon had stopped thrusting and just held it there as he came. She could actually feel the veins in his cock pulsing and his shaft pumping out sperm as he held it still. Wads of semen continued to strike deep in her pussy triggering a huge orgasm.
********************
Angela awoke some time later, Solomon was gone. Sometime during the fuck session she had lost the ear mike. She searched frantically for it, sighing when she found it lying on the bed near her. She put it in her ear and only heard static. Angela walked out to the living room to retrieve her clothes.
Solomon, Bull, and Braddock were sitting around talking. "Good morning officer," said Solomon grinning at her and three pairs of eyes turned on her.
She held one arm across her breasts and one over her crotch to cover herself. Oddly it was Braddock that made her the most uncomfortable. He leered at her body in a way she found disgusted and perverted. "You sold me out, you bastard."
"Captain Braddock serves me as do you now," said Solomon.
"I'll never serve you."
Solomon lifted up a file and set it on the coffee table. Angela picked it up, her face turning white as she opened it. It was stuffed with pictures. Her sucking off Mark, her getting her pussy shaved, her nude dancing, getting her pussy eaten by Asia, and her with Solomon, though his face was never shown. The last picture was the worst, it simply showed Tony in his wheelchair with Maria on his lap. "But I was tricked and drugged."
Braddock tossed her a police report. It was an analysis of the champagne glass. It had tested negative for any type of drug. "There was no drug," said Solomon. "Everything you did was of your own free will."
Angela shook her head in denial and looked down at the picture of Tony and her daughter again as Braddock held up a tape recorder, "Fuck me, fuck me, I've never been fucked like this before," said her voice coming through the speaker.
If this got out, it would destroy Tony completely. She'd lose Maria, and her parents would disown her. Her shoulders sagged in defeat.
"Welcome to E&I Enterprises," said Solomon. "I think you like working for me. Mostly you'll continue to function as an officer of the law, but Friday nights you'll be dancing at the Zebra club with Asia. Captain Braddock is your first assignment, he paid well to have use of your body tonight."
"I can't fuck that bastard, he betrayed me," she said horrified at the thought.
"You can and you will," said Solomon, "but don't worry, after me, I doubt if you'll feel anything." The black men laughed as Braddock's face reddened.
********************
Angela's second assignment she found herself looking forward too. She reached over and grabbed James' leg while he was driving the police car. He jumped about a mile when she touched him. His mouth hung open as she ran her hand up his leg. "What's gotten into you?"
"I have to get fucked James," she said unzipping his pants. "Having you watch me strip really turned me on."
Braddock had sent James home from the Zebra club, telling him that her cover had been blown and that she had left alone too embarrassed by the nights events to face her partner.
"Oh shit," he said. "I've wanted this for two years." Angela had wrapped her hand around his hard cock and pulled it out, she paused in shock. "What's wrong baby?" he asked.
Angela didn't want to embarrass him, but blurted out, "I though it would be bigger." His black cock was beautiful, but it was only six inches long.
James' black face flushed and he said, "I've never had no complaints before and I hate to tell secrets, but it's just a myth about black men having giant cocks and I've seen plenty in the showers."
Angela thought of Mark and Solomon's big cocks and decided at least this will be easy as she leaned down and wrapped her lips around her partner's penis.
Angela wasn't just disappointed in the size of James' cock, but his stamina and his load weren't all the impressive either. His cum didn't even fill her mouth and came nowhere close to whetting her appetite.
"I've rented us a room for after our shift," said Angela. Actually the room was free and the motel was owned by E&I Enterprises.
"I can't wait," replied James
********************
Two days later, James sat next to her. She could tell he was pissed. "I'm sorry James."
"Ruth's pregnant," said James staring straight ahead, his grip tightening on the steering wheel. "I can't let them destroy my family. Did you know that motel room had a video camera?"
"I'm sorry James, they're threatening my family too."
"Bitch," said James. "Though being a black employee of E&I has it's advantages. Your white ass is mine anytime I want it."
James fucked her ass that night. Angela noticed a bruise on his arm when he took off his shirt, like a vaccination shot and he kept rubbing it like it itched.
Angela may of been disappointed his cock was small the first time they had been together, but when he stuck it in her ass, she thanked god he wasn't as big as Solomon.
Two weeks later, Angela had her first orgasm with James. They were fucking in the motel room again. James bellowed and she felt a large amount of sperm strike the back of her pussy triggering a large orgasm. James pulled his still dripping cock from her pussy and stared down at it dripping sperm. "Damn that felt great. That was the best wad I ever shot."
"Your cock looks bigger," said Angela sitting up and looking at him. It looked about as big as Tony's cock and it had stayed partially erect after cumming. "You look bigger too," she said sitting up and rubbing her hands along his chest. "You look great. Have you been working out?"
"I feel great too baby," said James. He looked down at his cock. He seemed surprised at how big it looked at first and then he grinned at it.
"Want to go again?" asked Angela.
"Yeah bitch, stick that sweet ass up in the air."
********************
James took the next week off to spend some time with his wife. They were going to get away for a few days and then find an obstetrician. When he returned to work Angela had to look twice as she barely recognized him. He looked ten years younger and he had put on a lot more muscle mass. Everyone noticed and complimented him on his new body. He just explained that he had been exercising.



Angela gasped when she saw his cock. It was now eleven inches long and as thick as her wrist. "How is this possible?" she asked caressing it.
"I think it has something to do with a shot they gave me the day I was "recruited" by E&I. My old black snakes grown five inches in the last month. I fucked the shit out of my wife all week, Ruth can barely walk. Shooting a wad off now feels ten times better then it used to."
She sucked him off three times during their shift. His big balls filling her belly with sperm each time and he still fucked her at his house after work.
Angela had six orgasms before he came. James held his cock in her pussy and kissed her after he had finished. Angela felt safe and protected engulfed by her partners muscular body. "Whatever they did to you I like it."
James stopped kissing her and got up off her body going over to his uniform. "The guy who stabbed me with the needle called it X-serum. He said it would make me loyal to Solomon King and that I would be thankful for it. I was worried they were sticking me with some poison so I swiped a vial." James pulled a vial out of his wallet and held it up to the light. He tossed it over to her and she picked it up. "That's why I brought you home and not to the motel, every room there has a live internet connection. It's made me younger and stronger in addition to giving me a big cock."
Angela gasped thinking of all the people that might have watched her and James fuck. She looked at the vial again.
"I can't promise you it'll help," said James and her eyes widened as she realized the possibilities of the X-serum. "And bitch," he added. "this is the last time I'll betray Mr. King. Now show me that hot ass of yours."
********************
One month later, Angela waited in bed with anticipation. Tony slowly walked into the room with the help of a walker. Giving him the X-serum had been easy. Since he was paralysed from the waist down, she just stabbed the needle into his ass while he slept. The doctors called it a miracle. His legs were still weak, but getting better. He still had a paunch, but that to would go away when he started working out again. Otherwise, he looked great. He looked fitter, younger, and his biceps had added about four inches to their circumference. Best of all was the fat thirteen inch cock standing proudly out from his nude body.
Angela couldn't wait, but she needed to hurry. She was dancing at the club with Asia that night.
The End
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An E&I Enterprises Story
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Kim's story
Prologue:
The three secretaries squirmed in their chairs as the well dressed black men moved through the office towards the meeting room. These meetings of the inner circle of E&I enterprises happened about once a month and the women weren't used to being in the presence of so many powerful men at once. Each of them prayed they would be asked to service one or more of the men when the meeting was over.
"Welcome gentlemen," said Solomon King as Bull held the door for the men.
The men all took their seats and gave the state of their departments reports with Solomon interjecting questions or comments from time to time. Eventually the speeches made their way around the table to Tyrone Jones.
Tyrone cleared his throat. He was head of E&I Modeling which was a front for the adult entertainment aspects of E&I Enterprises. "The state of E&I Modeling is excellent," said Tyrone. "Revenues have increased 4% since last month. Our websites and magazines have now captured 51% of the adult market locally and 6% nationally. Enhanced men are slowly replacing regular men as models and actors. A recent internet pole shows that 97% of subscribers believe black men are better endowed and have more stamina then whites.
The only problem is the recruiting of fresh young women. The appetites of our internet subscribers to see innocent young women turned into sluts is insatiable. It takes some time to seduce and/or blackmail them. However, an employee, Ann Dutton has come up with a brilliant idea to recruit some new talent."
"Yes," said Solomon stroking his goatee. "I'm looking forward to meeting some of this new talent. Your up Henry. I've saved you for last."
Henry McGraw, the only white man in the room shuffled his papers. Henry had been a brilliant chemistry student until he got expelled for making the date rape drug. He had gone to work for a drug lord setting up drug labs throughout the city until Solomon recruited him to duplicate the X-serum. He was not the only white man working for E&I, but he was the only "enhanced" one and the only one allowed into the innercircle.
"Financially after expenses, research, and expansion funds, we only have enough to produce 10 shots of the X--serum a month. That number is expected to double in 18 months. Unfortunately, it still costs a million dollars to produce each shot with no sign of the cost coming down in the near future. The other problem with the x-serum is that its benefits are not passed on to our progeny. Research on a super X-serum is still a long ways off."
"And the Y-serum?" asked Solomon. The Y-serum was a female version of the X-serum.
"Yes," said Henry smirking in triumph at the group. "I am pleased to announce that a prototype Y-serum has been developed." Henry waited while a few of the men gave him a smattering of applause. "Please gentlemen," he continued. "the final version is still a ways off. The prototype is non-permanent and has no regenerative affects. However it does have two features that may be of use to us. The first effect is that it causes women to be in a constant state of arousal, thus weakening their will power. The second effect is that the female hormones in the prototype cause males to have erection problems. I haven't decided whether to call this Xcite or Anti-Viagra." He paused while the men laughed. "The other benefit is that it may be ingested and it relatively cheap to produce."
"Excellent," said Solomon. "I believe we've found a solution to your recuitment problem Tyrone."
********************
The door of the bus opened and the girl walked out, staring in awe at the towering skyline of New York City.
"I want to see, I want to see," said the girl behind her pushing her way out.
Five girls exited the bus and moved out of the way for the other passengers. They looked around at the masses of people on the sidewalk, the traffic, and the immense buildings.
"Looking for me?"
The girls turned and squealed with delight as Ann Dutton ran up to engage them all in a group hug. She was followed by a well-dressed, handsome black man with a grin on his face.
"Oh Ann," said Lara Sadler, the current Miss Teen Idaho. "It's so nice to see you. I hope you don't hate me."
"Of course not Lara," replied Ann. "I couldn't fulfill my duties for the pageant so they removed me from the post." In truth, the judges had received compromising pictures of Ann with the black men she worked with.
"It was all mysterious and hush hush," said Lara, "but I'm happy for you. You look fantastic, so elegant."
"Thanks," said Ann. She was wearing business professional attire to impress the girls. They were all eighteen, but Ann felt so much older then her peers as their naive faces stared at her in awe of her new life in the big city. "This is Latrell," said Ann introducing the handsome black man. "He is chief photographer for E&I modeling."
"A pleasure," said Latrell smiling and nodding at the girls. "I see potential in all of you. You're all going to make a lot of money."
The girls all looked thrilled. "Alright here is our itinerary," said Ann. "Our benefactor is putting you all up in one of his townhouses. We'll go drop your stuff off and then you'll have some time to rest before I pick you up for dinner tonight. Tomorrow, we'll be doing interviews and take some test shots of you all, then you can have the rest of the day to sight see. If all goes well by the end of the week some or all of you might have some nice fat modeling contracts to sign. Our benefactor, Mr Solomon King is one of the wealthiest men in New York. He has connections in the music industry, broadway, and even films. He is the man who can make all your dreams come true."
The girls beamed and some applauded. "This way," said Latrell pointing towards a large limousine parked at the corner. The girls eyes grew wide at the sight of the limo and they locked arms and walked over to the car. "Any guilt?" asked Latrell pulling Ann aside.
"Not at all," said Ann, her forced smile turning into a smirk. "I hate all those bitches. You don't know how cutthroat pageants get. I guarantee that little bitch Lara gloated when she heard about my losing the Teen Idaho crown."
********************
Tyrone checked the live feeds to make sure everything was working properly. He glanced at the counter on his screen. Close to a thousand people had logged on to see the new girls. His screen showed a map of the townhouse. He clicked on the rooms. making sure the hidden cameras were all working at the E&I voyeurcam website. The townhouse was an old dormitory. It had four bedrooms, a bathroom with a large group shower, and a small kitchen. He clicked on the foyer link just as the door opened and the first of the girls walked in quickly followed by the others. His cock started stiffening as he saw the innocent young beauties.
********************
Kim's Story:
Kim Preston followed the rest of the girls into the posh New York restaurant. The others were all paired up into their little clicks. Kim wasn't popular among the girls and she didn't give a shit. She was a loner and her only concern in life was getting the hell out of Idaho. The others considered Kim a slut, but she wasn't. A slut slept with anyone, Kim only slept with men who could further her career, like the pageant judges and she hadn't actually fucked them. She had gotten by with giving two of them blow jobs. If she had gotten to a third judge, she might be the reigning queen and not Lara Sadler.
And speaking of men who could further her career. Solomon King, was the biggest, handsomest, black man she had ever seen. He had a sexy goatee and a shaved head that made him look virile. His expensive tailored suit and his very demeanor seemed to exude wealth and masculinity. Kim knew an opportunity when she saw it and made sure she had a seat beside him at the table.
Other then Ann and the five girls there were two men at the table. One was Solomon the other was Tyrone Jones. He wasn't a good looking man, but he was also very powerfully built and Kim labled him as opportunity number two should Solomon not pan out. The waiter was also a tall, muscular black man named Rashidi. He was a good waiter even to the point where he kept their glasses constantly full of water. A grossly obese black man, apparently Mr King's bodyguard, stood by the door, but did not join them for dinner.
Dinner went well. Kim flirted with Solomon every chance she got. Tyrone gave a short speech about what he wanted from his girls. Solomon also gave a speech and welcomed them to E&I Enterprises. The only sour note occurred after dinner. Rashidi was serving coffee and spilled some on Michelle's purse.
"You stupid ni....," she said pausing for a second before resuming, "nincompoop." But the damage was done, Solomon and Tyrone were both staring at her with narrowed eyes and smirks on their faces. Thankfully, things quickly returned to normal.
"So Kim," said Solomon sipping his coffee. "What was your talent?"
"I'm a dancer."
"Great," he said. "In my organization there are lots of positions for dancers."
"I know all sorts of positions," she responded batting her eye lashes at him.
He paused and gave her a look that made her think she was being assessed. Kim's looks and body drove men wild. She had brown eyes, straight black hair, and a small upturned nose that men found cute. She was tall with long, firm, dancers legs and she had worn a short skirt to show them off. Her breasts were big and full, with long pointy nipples. The boys back home couldn't keep their hands off them and she doubted if the men of New York would be any different.
"What are your goals Kim?" asked Solomon.
"Just to get out of Idaho Mr. King," she replied. "I'd do anything to get out of Idaho."
"Excellent," he said and she felt his big, strong hand rest on her knee under the table. She didn't remove it. "What do you like best about New York so far?"
"The skyline I think," she said a shiver running up her spine. Kim suddenly realized she was very horny, probably the horniest she had ever been in her life. She squirmed in her seat and noticed the other girls were squirming too. 'They must be getting impatient,' she thought.
"The view from my penthouse is exquisite."
"I'd like to see it some time."
"How about tonight after dinner?" he asked.
"I'd like that very much," she replied, hiding her grin of triumph by looking down at the other girls around the table. Men were so easily manipulated. She had heard that black men really liked white women and she didn't think Solomon would of missed a chance to fool around with one. However, Kim didn't really want to fuck a black man. She would talk him into a blow job. Most men are so desperate for a good blow, they'll take one over sex any time. Solomon would be putty in her hands. She would suck his dick and after a couple of minutes, it would leak a few drops of semen into her mouth, and she would spit it out as he fell fast asleep.
Kim paused in her scheming to look around at the other girls. Most was in their own little worlds, probably fantasizing about being big famous models. Tracy wasn't at the table and she finally spotted her talking to one of the best looking white guys Kim had ever seen. Tracy wasn't a slut, but was one of those girls who always had a man on her arm. Though, the way she was flirting with the guy made her think she would be getting her pussy stuffed that night and the itch Kim had in her pussy almost made her reconsider sleeping with Solomon. A nice stiff dick was just what she needed.
Lara was listening raptly to Ann Dutton. She seemed fascinated with the woman. Too fascinated. Kim had never seen Lara with a guy and was beginning to wonder about her. The other girls were talking to Tyrone or amongst themselves.
Solomon stood up from the table and the rest of the girls followed. He pulled Ann aside and said, "Kim here will be going with me. I'll have her back later."
"Of course sir," said Ann.
Kim was a little surprised. Ann showed absolutely no expression on her face. The Ann Dutton she remembered from the pageant was shy and innocent, practically a virgin. The new Ann didn't even seemed shocked that her boss was taking home a white girl he had just met.
Kim followed Solomon out to his limo and the other girls didn't even notice she wasn't with them until they got to their own limo. Kim spared them a glance as the fat black man held the door for her. The girls were staring back at her in shock. Michelle had a look of disgust on her face that spoke volumes. Kim didn't care, she was leaving them behind.
They were silent as the limo left the restaurant and turned onto 5th avenue. Solomon sat across from her doing nothing but studying her face and body. Kim had expected him to be all over her as soon as they were in the car. She found herself somewhat disappointed, but contented herself with staring out the window at the passing scenery. In no time at all, the limo pulled in front of a large building facing Central Park.
"You live here?" she asked staring at the lavish building.
"Yes my dear," replied Solomon. "I own the building. The entire top floor is my apartment."
"Oh geez," she said through her teeth. Why did he have to be black? She would have no problem living in a place like this. A couple good blow jobs and she could be moving her stuff in within a week.
The three entered a large glass elevator on the outside of the building. Bull pressed the button for the top floor and the elevator began to ascend.
Kim's jaw fell open as the panorama of central park opened up before her with the famous illuminated skyline of Manhattan behind that. The elevator stopped and opened, Kim followed Solomon and Bull out into the hall. The hall only had two doors.
"Thank you Bull I won't need you any more tonight," said Solomon. Bull nodded and headed down the hall to the furthest door.
Solomon turned and unlocked the other door to the penthouse apartment. They had entered a huge luxuriously decorated living room. To the left was a large balcony overlooking Central Park. The balcony curved around to the West and she could see a bridge off in the distance. A hot tub, green house, and a bird cage were out on the balcony.
"Impressed?" asked Solomon.
"Good god yes."
"I'm going to go slip into something a little more comfortable." He headed towards a large bedroom, quickly returning wearing a knee length robe with an impressive bulge in the crotch and she assumed it must have tented out. He walked over to a well stocked bar and began pouring them some wine.
"You ever been in a hot tub before?" said Solomon handing her a glass.
"No," said Kim.
"Why don't you go change and I'll fire it up."
"But I didn't bring a bathing suit."
"We will go in our birthday suits. Don't worry, no one can see us and the bubbles will protect our modesty."
Solomon pointed towards a large bathroom and she entered it shutting the door. Kim quickly stripped and checked herself out in the mirror. She grabbed her long nipples and tugged them into full erectness. A shiver of pleasure from touching her own nipples traveled up her spine and she moaned. Kim couldn't remember being this horny and if Solomon insisted on it, she'd probably give in and fuck him. If not, she be shoving her own fingers in her pussy the first chance she got.
Kim came out in a towel and walked out onto the balcony. The greenhouse contained stunted little trees that were both elegant and beautiful. The cage held a magnificent bird of prey.
Solomon was already in the tub, a cigar in his mouth and a drink sitting next to him. His biceps were almost as large as her waist. Kim climbed up and sat on the rim in her towel. She looked out at the skyline on New York in awe. She stood up and removed the towel. Solomon's eyes flickered down her body quickly and then returned to her face as she slid under the water. He seemed to enjoy studying her facial reactions.
"What is it you desire Kim?" asked Solomon.
"To get out of Idaho."
"I can arrange that," he replied. "What do I get in return."
"How about a blow job?"
The black man's eyebrows shot up at her boldness. "You ever suck on a black cock before?"
"No, but give me a job at your agency and I just might give it a try."
"That depends. Are you any good?"
"I can get a man off in five minutes."
"That's because you've only sucked on white boy's dicks," he said laughing. It confused Kim. By this time she was normally halfway through the blow job. Solomon didn't appear to be in any hurry. "Tell you what, if you can get me off in fifteen minutes, I'll give you a years contract at E&I modeling."
Kim snorted. She had started to think she was out of her league, but now she was on familiar ground. "That's easy Mr. King. Can I use my hands?"
"You may use everything at your disposal my dear."
Kim was ready to start when a thought occurred to her. "And if I can't?"
"Then I get full access to your body for the rest of the evening," said Solomon. "and you have to suck my bodyguard off."
Kim's face turned pale at the thought of the obese black man. She felt sick picturing him with his shirt off let alone sucking on his penis.
"Tell you what," said Solomon. "We'll up the stakes. Let's make it a five year contract and I'll give you ten thousand dollars."
Kim's heart skipped a beat and her eyes opened as wide as saucers. Up until that point she had always been confident in her oral abilities. She had gotten the two pageant judges off in under five minutes and her boyfriend who was used to her blow jobs could last seven. There was no way he could last fifteen, but he seemed so smug and full of himself. The man exuded self-confidence and masculinity. Still, fifteen minutes and she could even use her hands. "Mr King, I accept."
"Are you sure? Last chance."
"Yes, I'm sure," she replied though she was filled with doubts. "I'm the best cock sucker in Idaho."
"This ain't Idaho bitch," said Solomon standing up.
"Dear god," said Kim as his penis came into view. What had she gotten herself into?
********************
Kim didn't even have time to stare at his incredible physique, as her eyes zoomed straight in on his cock. It was huge and thick. The foot long monster was so big and heavy that it seemed to defy gravity as it swayed in the air straight out from his body. It seemed carved from ebony, crisscrossed with big blue veins, with a plump head the size of a small apple. His balls matched his cock. They hung halfway to his knees and she couldn't imagine the amount of sperm they must produce.
"Fourteen minutes," said Solomon.
Kim gasped when he reminded her of the bet. There was no time to waste. She grabbed his cock and pulled it towards her mouth. Solomon was standing in the deep part of the hot tub, so that his cock was pointing right at her mouth as she sat against the rim.
Kim fell in love with his cock the moment she touched it. It throbbed in her hand and was hot to the touch. She stretched her jaw out and sucked the head right into her mouth. She wanted to take her time, to worship every inch of it with her tongue, to lick around the head, to kiss his big heavy balls, but she had a bet to win.
Kim relaxed her jaw and tried to swallow it into her mouth, but she started gagging. The damn thing was three times as thick as anything she had sucked on before.
"Tick tock suck my cock," said Solomon when she had about a third of his cock in her mouth. "Ten minutes."
Impossible, she thought, there was no way it had been five minutes already. The thought of doing this to Bull made her redouble her efforts. She relaxed her throat as the fat head entered it. She had to lean forward and arch her back as more of his cock slid into her throat. Solomon's big cock humbled her and there was no way she could win the bet. Then she remembered she could use her hands.



Kim was running out of time and she quickly brought her hands up to the shaft. She began stroking her hands along his shaft while bobbing her mouth rapidly over the tip. After several minutes, she started getting a reaction from Solomon. He grunted and grabbed the sides of her head between his strong hands. Solomon began thrusting his hips forward, shoving his cock in and out of her mouth.
Come on, come on, she thought as his cock began to swell in her mouth. It had to be close and she increased her pace trying desperately to make him cum before the time was up.
His orgasm caught her by surprise. Sperm was sliding down her throat before she knew it. She closed her throat and her mouth immediately filled with sperm. Solomon was still holding her head forcing her to swallow more. As soon as the first wad was gone, the next filled her mouth, and then another. After it was done shooting, sperm continued to flow out of the tip in a steady stream. She could actually feel it pumping in her hands and mouth.
Finally, he was done and Solomon pulled his cock out of her mouth. Kim just laid back, caught her breath and worked her sore jaw around. "Did I make it?" she asked.
"Time was up twenty minutes ago," said Solomon sitting back down in the water.
"Impossible," she said, shaking her head in denial when he tossed his watch over at her. "Your watch must be wrong."
"It's never wrong. It gets a signal from the national atomic clock. It'll lose a second in the next billion years. That means your body is mine for the rest of the night," said Solomon.
Kim nodded, but thought, 'so what?' She wanted to fuck him. Her pussy was screaming for a dick as big as his, but he had just cum. 'Maybe he will get hard again in the morning and I can fuck him then, thought KIm.'
"Stand up. I want to see your body."
Kim stood up in the center of the hot tub with the water up to her thighs. Solomon King was different then anyone she had ever met. All those others had been putty in her hands, leaping at a chance to please her. The black man on the other hand was the one giving orders. He couldn't be manipulated by her or anyone else. She shivered in the cold night air as the water cascaded off her body. Kim was surprised to find that she liked being the one following orders. Something about him made her want to obey him.
"Very nice," said Solomon. "Now turn around so I can see you ass."
Kim did as she was told, slowly turning around for him. When she was facing him again she got the shock of her life. The head of his cock was sticking up out of the water, fully erect again.
"Bend over the edge bitch."
Kim turned again and bent over the rim of the hot tub. She heard the water falling from his body as he stood up. He waded over to her and rested his cock between her ass cheeks reminding her of how big it really was. 'That monster is going to split me in two,' she thought, but she couldn't wait for him to start.
KIm could feel Solomon's cock slowly slide down her ass crack and then the head began running all over her pussy lips teasing her. Her juices were leaking out coating the head of the black man's incredible cock. Solomon pushed forward and she could feel her lips stretching wide and then slowly closing around the head of his cock. Her pussy clamped down tightly around the invader as Solomon worked the head around in her.
Kim moaned with pleasure as Solomon worked his cock in deeper a centimeter at a time, taking it nice and slow, letting her get used to his size. He paused at six inches, already more cock then she had ever had, and then he proceeded forward again. Her eyes flew open as his meaty rod pushed into virgin territory. She felt a pressure building in her womb as an orgasm approached. The pressure just kept building and building, her hands squeezed tightly on the rim of the hot tub until her knuckles turned white. Kim started mewling as the pressure continued to build. The sound coming from deep in her throat was a combination of pleasure and frustration. She loved his cock but the friction wasn't enough to put her over the top. Her mewling became sporadic as his cock hit the ten inch mark and she began breathing heavily. At eleven inches she knew she belonged to him. No man had ever treated her like this and she felt more satisfied now, more like a woman then she ever had in her life. Solomon's balls gently slapped against her thighs and she knew she had taken it all. The pressure was unbearable now, sweat covered her brow and she felt her pussy muscles expanding and contracting as it tried to both push him out and pull him in. He held still though until finally she cried, "Please fuck me, please."
His reaction wasn't what she expected. One minute her pussy was stuffed with a thick foot-long cock and then it was gone as Solomon jerked it out with a loud slurping sound. "Nooo," she cried in horror as the impending orgasm started fading.
She sighed in relief as he pushed the head in again, but he just held the head still. Kim wanted more and started struggling to push back, but he restrained her with one of his strong hands until tears rolled down her eyes from frustration.
Solomon's other hand grabbed her left ass cheek and the tip of his thumb began circling around her anus until it opened up as he pushed his thumb in. Kim started to protest, no one had ever played with her ass before, but he fed her another inch of cock and she shut up. He began slowly working his thumb in her ass in time to the frustratingly slow pace of his cock. When his cock was halfway in, his thumb was buried up to the knuckle. Then he buried his cock along with his thumb and held it there not moving. Kim's ass squeezed his thumb as her pussy clamped down over his cock. It felt like she was being double fucked and she decided she might have to try it some time. Solomon's thumb was almost as big as her boyfriend's penis.
Finally, Kim couldn't take it any more. "Oh god I need to cum," she moaned. "Quit teasing me." Once again Solomon yanked his cock out and she sobbed. This time however, he slammed his cock in, her pussy expanded around it, every nerve tingling, until it was all in and then her orgasm exploded from her body. She had cum before but never like this.
Shockwaves of pleasure traveled out from her womb enveloping her body. Her scream of joy echoed off the surrounding building bouncing back at her. The orgasm seemed to last forever and Solomon was merciless as he continued to pound his cock into her with a speed that would of had her previous lover's cumming in minutes. "Like it slut?" he asked after she had come back down to earth.
"I love it," she replied. "I love your cock. I love you." Kim gritted her teeth as she came again and then again.
Solomon continued to relentlessly pound his cock into her pussy and his thumb into her ass. She lost track of time and the number of orgasms he had given her. She felt like a virgin experiencing sex for the first time. Finally when she didn't think she could take anymore with a loud grunt he came.
His sperm struck the depths of her pussy triggering another orgasm almost as powerful as the first. Wad after wad struck the insides of her pussy churning with her juices as he continued to slam his cock in and out. 'How could those big balls produce this much sperm?' she wondered, especially after cumming once already. Her belly still felt full of sperm. He pulled his cock out and she felt more of his cum dripping onto her ass.
"Do not move," said Solomon. "Remain as you are now."
Kim didn't think she could move if she wanted to. She was so exhausted from the fucking of her life. She was a little stiff, but the edge of the hot tub was actually quite comfortable. The whole thing was actually perfect for fucking and sucking. It was almost as if it had been designed with Solomon in mind.
********************
Solomon grabbed his glass of wine and relit his cigar as he laid back against the edge and caught his breath. Breaking her had been most rewarding. She had thought he could be manipulated, but instead she would find herself used and cast aside to other men. She would learn that it was in her nature to serve and obey. He liked them young, dumb, and full of his cum.
Solomon smiled as he stared at her crotch. Her thighs were red from getting slapped by his balls, her pussy was splayed open, and his sperm was oozing out of her pussy in waves. He set his glass down and began tugging on his cock to make it hard again. It quickly began fattening up. He closed his eyes in pleasure as he stroked his cock, even after all these years, his stamina still amazed him.
********************
Kim awoke to an intense pain shooting through her rectum. Solomon was playing with her ass again only this time more roughly. She expected the pain to fade, but instead it increased as her ass stretched open impossibly wide. Just when she thought her ass would rip open, it closed around what could only be the head of Solomon's cock.
Kim shuddered in fear at the thought of having that monster shoved where no man has ever gone before. She didn't have a choice though, according to the bet he had full use of her body and to tell the truth Kim wanted him to fuck her ass. She wouldn't belong to him completely until she had given him access to every hole in her body. Kim winced as the pain shot through her body again as he resumed pushing forward.
Kim just laid there, grabbed the edge of the tub, and closed her eyes. Luckily, Solomon was merciful. He paused every two inches or so to let her get used to his anal invader. The whole process probably took a half hour, but Kim eventually felt his balls gently slap against her ass and she knew he had gotten the whole thing in.
"I'm impressed slut," he said between breaths. He was panting as much as she was. "Few women take it all on the first try and many never can."
Just how many women had let him fuck their asses before? The way he talked made her think that it had been more then a few. If she was going to have a relationship with Solomon King, she'd have to make this worth his while and perform better then those other women. Kim felt like a turkey on Thanksgiving she was so stuffed, but the pain was fading. She flexed her ass, squeezing his cock between her cheeks and cried, "Fuck my ass baby. Fuck me hard. Fill me with your sperm."
"You got it bitch," said Solomon beginning to pump.
Solomon fucked her hard with about three-quarters of his cock. It was a strange sensation, but she liked it. Sucking him off required skill and concentration. When fucking him, she was too busy cumming. Getting her butt fucked made her feel helpless, used and she liked the feeling. She liked making him happy.
Pain shot up Kim's back and she winced. His cock felt bigger and she realized it was swelling as he approached orgasm. Friction increased as it grew thicker, slowing him down. With difficulty, he pushed it all the way in and held it there. For a second, Kim though that he wasn't going to cum and that his cock would remain wedged n her ass forever, but with a jerk, his cock spurted one of his impossibly large loads deep into her bowels.
He held it there until the swelling went down enough for him to slowly pull it out. Kim's ass closed a little behind it, his sperm rising into the space recently vacated by his cock until it poured out her ass.
"Did you like it baby?"
"Yeah bitch," replied Solomon. "You fuck like a slut twice your age." Kim beamed at the compliment.
"Why don't you go get cleaned up in the restroom," said Solomon.
Kim smiled at him and climbed out of the tub. She grabbed the towel and returned to the restroom where her clothes were. She looked at herself in the mirror and couldn't believe her reflection. Dried sperm covered her chin and thighs. There was a large red indentation just under her breasts from the edge of the hot tub. Her hair was half-wet and unkempt. She looked like she felt, well fucked.
Kim grabbed a towel and wiped her chin off. she bent down to clean her thighs and was embarrassed as a large fart escaped her ass forcing some sperm out. She stood and quickly ran to the toilet.
It took a while for Kim to feel presentable enough to go see her lover. She left her clothes in the bathroom, put on her best pageant smile, and naked walked back out to the living room. Solomon was there wearing a robe and Kim thought it should be a crime to cover up that magnificent cock. "I wasn't ready to get dressed yet," she said.
Solomon walked behind her, grabbed her clothes from the restroom and handed them to her. "It's just as well, Bull prefers his women naked. He'll take you home when he's done with you."
Kim eyes opened in disbelief and she felt like crying as he hustled her over towards the door. He was going to make her go through with sucking off his fat bodyguard. "But Solomon, she begged. "what about us? Can I see you tomorrow?" She paused then added, "What about a contract?"
"Don't worry, you were as good as hired when you got off the bus," he said. "As for tomorrow, find yourself another black man." He slammed the door in her face just as another loud fart echoed in the hall.
********************
Kim turned and walked towards the door to Bull's room. She felt used, embarrassed and humiliated. She raised her hand up to knock and then said, "Fuck this." Kim turned around and walked over to the elevator.
She dressed then pressed the down button and waited. The feelings of love and submission she had felt for Solomon were rapidly fading though if he opened his door now and asked her in, she would go running. Anyway, he had guaranteed her a contract and she brightened up. She pressed the down button again and then noticed a key hole by the buttons. 'Damn,' she thought.
Kim wore her most charming pageant smile when she knocked on the door. The smile wavered when he answered the door and she saw that he was shirtless. She kept her eyes on his face and away from his body as she asked, "Mr Bull, Mr King said you would take me back to the apartment?"
"As soon as you blows me bitch," said Bull and she felt something poking her in the stomach.
********************
Kim looked down and gasped. A cock head the size of a small orange was sticking out from under Bull's immense belly. Bull grabbed her arm and pulled her inside his room. The entire room stank of sweat and semen. His walls were decorated with pin-ups, many were stained.
Bull led her over to his bed and sat her down on the edge giving her a good view of his cock. It was as big as her forearm, the head as big as her clenched fist. The monster was probably eighteen inches long and it was the first uncircumsized cock she had ever seen. The tip of the head peaking out at her had a pee-slit almost an inch long. The testicles dangling down underneath were the size of cantaloupes. It was a thing of beauty jutting out from the ugliest man she had ever seen.
A strange, musky odor came off of his crotch. Kim's eyes were lidded as she leaned forward and inhaled the scent, her tongue flickering out over the head as she smelled it.
Kim found herself filled with lust, her tongue licking all around the head. She kissed the tip in a gesture of love and submission. Kim brought her hands up and wrapped them around Bull's cock, pulling back the foreskin so that she could lick the flared ridge on the head.
She started stroking the shaft as she brought her mouth back around to the tip. Kim opened wide trying to get the head in her mouth, but it was just too big. She whimpered and looked up at Bull, "It doesn't fit."
"Takes your clothes off."
Kim leaped to obey and began stripping again. "Your not going to fuck me are you?"
"Fuck, I knows you can't take this mutha."
Kim felt sad. She wished she could fuck him. Her already well-fucked pussy was itching for his cock. She finished stripping and stood naked before him. Bull ran his hands over her body. His beefy hands completely covered her large breasts.
Bull pushed her back on the bed and spread her legs. She watched fascinated as he grabbed a jar of vaseline and began coating his cock with generous amounts of the gel. When he finished, his cock glistened in the light and he took another dollop and coated the insides of her thighs.
Bull pushed her legs back so that they didn't have contact with his stomach. He rested his black monster on her labia and squeezed her legs together around his dick. He started sliding his cock between her thighs. It slid along her belly, leaving a slimy trail of pre-cum and vaseline until it poked at the bottoms of her breasts. Bull started thrusting his hips, fucking her thighs.
"Play with them titties bitch," he grunted as he increased his thrusting. "Lets me sees you jerk them long nipples off."
Kim leaped to obey, bringing her hands up to her breasts, squeezing them and tugging on her nipples. She moaned with pleasure staring at the head of his cock striking towards her like a snake. His cock was sliding along her labia and her engorged clit. She was raising her hips as he thrust out with his cock. The friction brought forth a large orgasm and then another.
This went on for some time before she noticed his cock swelling. His cock wasn't siding along her belly any more, it was leaping upwards with each thrust. Sweat was pouring down Bull's forehead and his whole body shined in the light. Kim looked down between her breasts just as he came. His cum fanned out from the tip and it looked like a tidal wave approaching her face. The wave broke on her chin, cum slashing over her mouth and nose, just missing her eyes. The second wad coated her breasts and the third her belly. His load was twice as large as Solomon's and he still wasn't done cumming. Sperm continued to ooze from the tip as he ran it over her labia. Bull jerked the remaining sperm out on her belly and then stepped back.
"I'll go get dressed and take you back to the apartment," he said.
Kim writhed in pleasure on the bed as his sperm liquified. She couldn't help herself and she licked around her mouth tasting his cum. It wasn't enough so she scooped up some more off her breasts.
Kim cleaned herself off in Bull's dirty bathroom and then met him in the foyer. He put the key in the lock and they rode the elevator down to the ground.
Kim felt a deep feeling of euphoria and satisfaction as he drove her back to the apartment. She even kissed him on the cheek when he dropped her off. Kim waddled up to her room, her body sore, and climbed into bed.
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Sam Kingston couldn't remember how he got to be in the white room. One minute he was living on the street in Los Angeles and the next he was confined in a small room. He vaguely remembered a man giving him a bottle of wine before he blacked out.
He was on a hospital bed with his arms restrained. Three doctors were examining him, two men, one young one old, and a woman. He was naked except for his ratty old boxer shorts. Sam looked down his gray beard at his old black body. "Who are you? What's going on?" he asked.
"I"m Doctor Foster," said the younger man. "That's also Doctor Foster," he nodded at the woman, "and that is Doctor Slavisek. You agreed to try out a new drug for us."
"I don't remember agreeing to nuthin."
"All the wine you can drink Sam and a shot of heroin a day," said Doctor Slavisek. Sam liked the sound of that.
"That's an interesting tattoo," said the female Doctor Foster examining his arm.
"It's the budweiser," he replied. The woman doctor was one fine looking bitch. Large breasts strained at the fabric of her lab coat
Doctor Slavisek was an older man closer to eighty then seventy. He stabbed a needle into Sam's already needle scarred arm and Sam sighed as the heroin quickly coursed through his veins. Sam smiled and blinked as the drug took affect.
"Let's do it," said Slavisek bringing up another needle filled with fluid and stabbing him on his upper arm.
"Lets hope C doesn't end up like A or B," said the male Foster.
"You can't have an omelet without breaking some eggs," said Slavisek. "Besides there's plenty more homeless people out there."
********************
A week later, Sam got off his cot and stretched. His arthritis wasn't all that bad today. He walked over to get a bottle of wine and stopped in surprise. He didn't feel the need to drink today, a need he had felt every day for the last twenty years. He shrugged and grabbed a bottle anyway.
Sam looked around his room seeing it clearly for the first time since he had gotten there a week ago. He had been drunk or doped up until that moment. A video camera was mounted in the upper corner of the room taking in everything. A small connecting room without a door contained a shower and toilet. He looked at the shower. 'Why not?' he thought.
Sam Kingston stepped into a shower for the first time in over five years. Getting rained on didn't count as bathing, though every now and then the police would haul him in, hose him down and delouse him. The hot water felt great. He grabbed a bar of soap and looked down at his old, wrinkled body. He was 64, though life on the street made him look older. He had a long gray beard with patches of black still in it. He looked at the soap then at his dirty body. He had a lot of cleaning to do.
After about twenty minutes of washing, Sam's hand was soaping his crotch, moving closer to his dick until he was running his hand along his rod. Sam felt his dick getting hard for the first time in many years. Delighted, he couldn't waste this opportunity and started jerking off. He turned his back to the video camera and started stroking his penis. He had always been proud of his dick. It was close to seven inches long and it had gotten plenty of use on Vietnamese whores and his cheating ex-wife. It hadn't been this hard in over ten years and the damn thing looked thicker then he remembered. After ten minutes or so, he grunted as the cum shot up from his balls, striking the wall of the shower, a large wad of sperm sliding down the wall and disappearing down the drain.
Fuck, but that was the best load he ever shot. He leaned back and let the water soak his head, before beginning the daunting task of shampooing his long dirty hair. His hand paused on the top of his head. For the last twenty years, there had been a growing bald patch on the top of his head. his hair was growing back.
********************
Two weeks after his arrival at the facility, the female doctor came into his room. Sam could see a security guard outside his door as she entered. "How you feeling Sam?" she asked.
"Fantastic," he replied, closing the book he was reading and setting it next to the cot. One of the male doctors had loaned it to him to ease the boredom. It was on genetics. "I haven't felt this good in years. It doesn't hurt when I piss any more."
"You were suffering from advanced sclerosis. Your last x-ray shows it's improved considerably. I notice your not drinking as much," she said.
"No, I don't seem to need it any more and when I do, t takes forever to get a buzz."
Dr. Foster made a notation in her notebook and then she took out a small booklet. "I want you to take this test for me," she said handing him a pen and the booklet.
Sam took it and looked the questions over. It was an IQ test. He took the pen and quickly began answering the questions. Dr. Foster observed him, helping time several questions. He finished the test quickly and handed it back. The doctor quickly checking off his answers.
"How'd I do?"
"Your as smart as King Solomon," she replied. "Your IQ is genius level. Are you having any problems?"
"Just one doc."
"What's that?" she asked looking up from her clipboard.
"This," he said lifting up his robe revealing his semi-hard cock. He was damn proud of his penis. It had grown three inches and fattened up in the last two weeks. He was masturbating several times a day now, shooting large amounts of sperm into the air each time. He wanted to see her reaction to it and was disappointed she didn't look all that shocked, though she took an involuntary step back.
"Yes, I'm aware of it. The x-serum triggers a pubescent growth spurt in the genitalia. It'll quit growing in another two weeks."
"Shit, it's gonna get bigger," he said grinning at it. Sam pictured the doctor on her knees sucking on his cock and was about to ask her to blow him, but she was already out the door.
********************
One month after Sam's arrival. Slavisek sat watching the two monitors in his office. The two black men were both masturbating. B was furiously stroking his obscene penis in his room and Sam was jerking off his foot long penis on his bed. Neither seemed to care about the video camera's any more.
"I think we've almost got the dosage right," said the male Foster. "If we can tone down that penis and body growth, it'll be perfect."
"I disagree," said Slavisek. "You know how many men will pay to have bigger penises. We'll make billions on that fact alone, not to mention hair growth, muscles, and eternal youth."
"We hope," said Foster standing as his wife entered the room carrying a file under her arm.
"How was the physical?" asked Slavisek to the male Foster..
"Excellent," said Dr Foster smiling at his wife as she sat down. "Strength, endurance, vision, all superb. We've created a super man."
"No," said Slavisek, "not a uber-man, just a perfect man. Perfect in every way. Even his scars are gone and his tattoo has disappeared completely."
"Speaking of his tattoo," interrupted Susan Foster. "I found out that the budweiser is the emblem of the navy seals, so I got his records from the military."
"And?" prompted Slavisek.
"C is an interesting subject. Our IQ test matched one the navy gave him, so the X-serum hasn't had any affect on his intelligence."
"We didn't think it would," said the older Doctor. "B showed no signs of increased intelligence and of course A was dead inside of a week."
"The interesting thing in his military file was a psychological profile. The navy considered him to be a natural born leader, but with one problem, C's a woman hater. His mother was a prostitute, who abandoned him when he was eight. He was then raised by a sexually abusive aunt. He married in 1965 just before being shipped off to Vietnam. In Vietnam, a whore killed one of his team members and he came back on leave only to catch his wife in bed with his best friend. On top of misogyny, he was discharged for showing an increasing rebellion against "white" authority for passing him over for promotion. The navy psychologist wanted to write a book on him."
********************
Bill Foster put on the gloves and looked at the thick black penis distastefully. Slavisek wanted the man's penis measured. The old man seemed fascinated with this aspet of the X-serum. C was drugged and restrained on his bed.
Bill crinkled his nose in distaste as he grabbed the man's penis by the tip and yanked on it a couple times. The monster immediately turned rock hard with little prompting. It really was quite impressive. Suddenly, the thought of having a giant penis when he took the drug didn't seem like such a bad idea. He wondered if Susan would enjoy having a penis this big in her. The image of his wife riding the black man's penis flashed in his mind and he quickly suppressed the image.
Bill decided to get this over with and quickly measured the length, writing down 12.4 inches on a notepad. He wrapped his gloved hand around the base and was disgusted when the black man began thrusting his penis through Bill's hand. "Need...cum," muttered C in his sleep.
Bill wrapped the tape measure around the thick, thrusting rod, bending close to the thick shaft to read the measurements. He paused sniffing the man's crotch, then sniffed again suddenly he felt weak and inferior, his own penis shrank into his scrotum.
Bill lifted the shaft and looked at the man's huge balls. He bent forward until his nose touched the hairs on the man's balls and took a big whiff. He then ran his nose up the rod and smelled the dark, plum-sized head of the man's foot long clock. The head was leaking a tremendous amount of pre-cum and he bent towards it until the pre-cum touched his nose.
Bill nuzzled the head of the man's peni. He found his lips parting, his tongue flickering out to touch the head, slowly at first then increasing until it was swirling all over the tip of the man's cock.
Bill's entire focus became getting that big cock off. He wrapped his lips around the head and sucked it into his mouth, gagging at the unfamiliar sensation. He began bobbing his head rapidly over about five inches of C's shaft while stroking the rest with his gloved hand. C started bucking his hips into Bill's mouth, moaning in his semi-unconscious state. Bill's right hand grew tired of stroking him after about ten minutes, so he switched to his left and back to his right ten minutes latter.
Finally, C's cock swelled up and Bill could feel the pressure building as it throbbed in his mouth. The man's sperm caught him by surprise, filling up his mouth with the first wad and Bill swallowed to make room for more. Bill was yanked from behind, the cock in his mouth slding out, the second blast of cum splattering on his face.
"What the fuck are you doing pervert?" It was the guard who monitored the security camera.
"He needed to cum," said Bill licking sperm off his face before bending back down to lick up the rest. Bill was happy, he felt an incredible feeling of satisfaction coming from C.
The guard pulled him off again and was about to say something when he stopped sniffing the air. The guard looked at C's cock for a second, his mouth falling open in shock. He licked his lips before coming to his senses. "Shit, I feel it too, let's get the fuck out of here." He grabbed Bill by the base of his neck and hauled him out the door.
********************
Slavisek watched the video of Bill sucking C off for about the tenth time. He had been monitoring Bill when the man suddenly started sniffing C's crotch, cursing when the guard interrupted the proceedings. Susan was sitting by him, looking away from the camera. Bill was in the bathroom washing his mouth out with mouthwash for the hundredth time.
"Why?" asked Susan shaking her head.
"Pheromones," said Slavisek rewinding the video and playing it again. "Look how your husband is sniffing C's penis." He enjoyed watching Susan squirm at the image on the screen. "C is giving off pheromones, scents that trigger sensory impulses in other animals. Like the dominant wolf in a pack. All the other animals sensing when he's hungry, angry, ...aroused."
"So we've set back evolution a million years," said Bill coming out of the bathroom.
"In a way," said Slavisek. "Bill you were simply showing your subservience to a dominant male." He grinned as Bill ran back to the bathroom.
"What if it had been me?" asked Susan. "Would I have done it too?"
"Maybe, but it's my guess you would of mated with him." Susan gasped and turned to stare at the video.
"I suggest we wear masks in there from now on."
"A good precaution, but I think it was Bill's close proximity to the man's penis that triggered the reaction. Have you felt anything around him?"
Susan blushed and nodded. "I find I get aroused whenever I'm in the room with him. His presence is incredibly....masculine. I've even been dreaming about him lately."
"Fascinating," said Slavisek.
"Disgusting," said Susan. no man should have this effect on a woman, let alone on my husband."
"I think the pheromones will tone down a bit as his genes slow the regeneration process."
"I've felt the same thing around B too," said Susan.
Slavisek shuddered. B was their second test subject and the first to survive. The x-serum injected in him released too much steroids and testosterone, turning him grossly fat. His penis had grown to around eighteen inches and his balls were the size of melons. He masturbated three to five times a day, each time his ejaculate measured around half a liter. Apparently the X-serum heightened the male orgasm to the point where subjects became addicted to cumming. "Have someone put C under, there's a storm coming and I want a final examination of his body done before I head home."
********************
Sam played dumb as the orderly stabbed him with the needle. He chatted with the man for a couple minutes before pretending to pass out. Alcohol and the heroin weren't affecting him any more, though he still went through the motions for the security camera. It was always good to have potential adversaries underestimate you. Though the doctors had treated him decently, he didn't trust anyone who kidnapped homeless people off the streets and kept them prisoner.
The orderly pushed his bed out the door and down the hall. Sam silently counted the man's footsteps to see how far from his room he was going. He was being taken back to the examination room. He heard the Foster's and Slavisek talking. "Here's my ebony adonis," said Slavisek as the orderly pushed Sam in. "My beautiful specimen."
"Really doctor," said Susan. "sometimes you sound just like the proverbial mad scientist, like Dr Frankenstein."
"No, Doctor Foster. Frankenstein created a monster, I've created a perfect man, a new Adam.
The doctor's ran their standard tests, though this time they concentrated on his crotch a lot. Sam felt them scraping sweat from his cock and balls. "Want some more Bill," laughed Slavisek shaking Sam's cock at the other doctor.
"Fuck you," replied Bill
Sam couldn't control it any longer. The old man shaking his cock was making him hard. "Oh my," said Susan. "I've never been near him when he was fully erect before.
"Masks on, masks on," shouted Slavisek releasing Sam's penis. Sam felt his foot long cock smack against his belly.
For the rest of the examination their voices were muffled by masks.
Slavisek took one more skin sample and said, "That's it then, I've think we've learned all we can from C now. We'll keep him around to look for side effects another month and then eliminate him and B."
"Why don't you keep him alive, show him off to the board of directors?" said Bill.
"Too risky," said Slavisek. "Think of all the offers he would get from the competition. You can't trust anybody to keep quiet, especially a black man, they would sell their own mama for a piece of crack. You two finish up here, I'm going home for the weekend and I want to beat the storm."
"Bastard," said Susan after he left. "He gave this guy a new life and he can take it away just like that. What if Da Vinci destroyed the Mona Lisa right after painting it?"
Sam struggled not to react to his death sentence. He figured it would be something like that. His biggest problem with his captors was the fact that none of them treated him as a human being. He was a subject, experiment, letter, creation, etc. They always referred to him as C to themselves and only called him by his name when they addressed him directly. Anyway he had a month to escape.
The doctors finished and the Foster's rolled him out into the hall. He heard Susan kiss her husband and say, "I'm going back to our room. Why don't you hurry up and keep me company."
"Alright honey," said Bill, just let me get C back and I'll be right there."
"And Bill," said Susan, "don't take off your mask."
"Ha ha," he replied sounding kind of pissed. "You don't have to worry about that and the guards been ordered to monitor the cameras constantly whenever someone is in the room with C."
Sam heard footsteps leaving and the bed started moving towards his room again. Escaping would be difficult. They'd know where he was anywhere in the building. He had no idea how big the building was or how many guards. He could handle maybe three, but they were armed and he wasn't. He was in better shape then he had been as a SEAL in 'Nam. His muscles were bigger and he apparently didn't need to work out to maintain them. Whatever the odds were, he would have to risk it within another month.
Bill wheeled him into his room and was unstrapping Sam's arm when the lights went out. Sam immediately tensed up. "Oh great," muttered Bill going to Sam's next arm. As soon as his second arm was freed, Sam grabbed Bill by the throat.
Sam stood up as the doctor fell to his knees clutching at Sam's arm, gasping for air. He looked around the room. The emergency light had come on, illuminating a small portion of the room, but enough that he could see the frightened doctor. Sam released Bill's throat so that the man could breathe. "Now little man, I want you to tell me exactly what's going on here," said Sam, ripping of the doctor's mask.
"Fuck you," spit Bill rubbing his throat.
Sam squeezed the back of the doctor's neck. "If you don't start talking, we'll have to find another use for that mouth of yours." He smiled as Bill's eyes grew wide with the realization that Sam hadn't been drugged during his examines.
"We're part of the human genome project," said Bill spilling his guts. "We call what we're doing the Gilgamesh Project and our goal is human immortality..."
Sam listened with rapt attention to Bill's story. His genes were regenerating constantly. That explained why his tattoo had disappeared along with the needle marks from his heroin habit and a bullet scar from 'nam. "What's a big cock have to do with eternal youth?" he asked.
"An unexpected side effect. We used a combination of steroids and testosterone in the genes which created your increase in mass and genital size. The x-serum is geared towards men, we were going to start a female version upon completion of this one."
'Fascinating,' thought Sam, wanting to hear more, but the power would not be out forever and he needed to make his move now. Sam released Bill and went over to his bed and ripped up his sheet.
One minute your a viet cong soldier walking with his squad down a jungle path. The next minute, claymore mines have killed your buddies and your surrounded by big scary men with green painted faces. That was how navy seals gathered intelligence and the look on Bill's face reminded Sam of those Vietnamese soldiers and like those soldiers, Sam quickly tied him up and gagged him.



"Take me to B," said Sam.
Bill lead him down the dark hall lit by the occasional emergency light to a door identical to Sam's and stopped. It was bolted on the outside. Sam opened it and stepped inside.
The first thing he saw was a grossly fat black man holding what looked like a miniature baseball bat between his legs. The bat was a giant penis and the man was rapidly stroking it. As Sam watched the head swelled up and ejaculated a tremendous amount of sperm in a wad that flew about three feet from the head and he still wasn't done, more wads of cum flew from the head for at least thirty seconds. The man turned to look at Sam with the same look of ecstasy written on his face that Sam felt went he ejaculated.
Sam looked around the room. It was identical to his own in all ways except the walls and floor were covered with cum stains. "Who're you," said the man.
"Put some clothes on, we're getting out of here."
Sam pushed Bill out of the room and waited for B to put his robe on. The room stank of semen to bad to remain in there. A minute later B came out of his room dressed in a hospital gown just like Sam's. "Who're you?" he asked again.
"I'm Sam, a lab rat just like you. They were planning on killing us, so I'm busting out of here. What's your name?"
"Benny, though my friends call me Bull."
'How appropriate,' thought Sam. "Well Bull. you want to come with me?" The obese man smiled and Sam said, "let's go then."
"You have a car?' Sam asked pushing Bill. The frightened man nodded. "Where are the keys?" Sam lowered the gag long enough for Bill to say, "In my room."
"Take us to your room then."
The building didn't appear to be too big, though oddly there weren't any windows outside any where. They quickly arrived at Bill's room and entered. It was larger then Sam's. He looked around, but the light from the hall was barely enough to see by.
"Honey, hurry up and come to bed," said Susan's voice from the next room.
Sam's eyes opened wide at the thought of Susan Foster lying in the next room in bed. His cock quickly turned fully erect and when it got hard, he had to cum despite needing to hurry. He handed Bill over to Bull and motioned for Bull to be quiet. The big black man grinned as Sam stripped. When he realized what was going on, Bill started moaning until Bull put his big beefy hand over the gag in Bill's mouth.
Naked, Sam shut the door to the hall making the room pitch black. He then walked into the bedroom.
"Oh Bill, I'm so horny," said Susan. "I think that jungle bunny's pheromones must of got through my mask. I can't wait till your dick's as big as his."
Sam leaned down feeling the bed and Susan's leg under the bedspread. He grabbed the cover and yanked it off her body hearing her yelp. Sam grabbed her ankles and spread them wide. Sam laid down on the bed between her legs. He'd always wanted to taste white pussy.
"Bill what are you doing? Quit fooling around and fuck me."
Sam didn't answer her as he brought his face up to his pussy.. He flicked his tongue out and licked her thigh. Susan jumped at his touch and his keen ears detected an increase in her breathing. She didn't jump when he licked her thigh again, but she spread her legs even wider as he ran his tongue up her thigh, stopping at her labia.
"Oh Bill, you've never done this before," said Susan Foster. Sam felt her entire body trembling.
Sam pushed his nose into her pussy and took a big whiff. He hadn't smelled a pussy in decades, nor had he tasted one. Sam kissed her thigh and then brought his tongue across her labia. She jumped again as he rapidly began running his tongue up and down between her folds, wiggling it into her pussy until she started humping his mouth, moaning slightly.
Sam continued to thrust his tongue into her as he worked his arms under her thighs and ran his hands up over her flat belly and up to her breasts. God, they were nice and full, smooth, perfectly rounded. He pinched her nipples between his fingers. They were fat and long. He stroked them like they were miniature cocks and she began humping his tongue even harder.
The bitch was loving having her pussy licked. Her whole body was starting to shake and he could feel her head thrashing back and forth. Sam decided to administer the coup de grace. He moved his tongue up her labia and quickly twirled it around her clit.
Her orgasm lasted half a minute and her scream of pleasure lasted just as long. When her cries ceased he heard her husband whimper in the next room. "Oh god, its been so long since you've made me cum," she murmured.
Sam sat up, wiping the back of his hand across his chin. He hooked his arms under her knees and kneeled between her legs, resting his foot long cock against her pelvis. Sam freed one arm and wrapped his hand around the base of his cock. He moaned as he rubbed his cock against her pubic hair. This was going to feel so good.
She pulled her legs back as he pushed the head of his cock down against her labia and pushed down. "Hmmm, it feels so good, so big," said Susan and then she seemed to come to her senses. "Oh my god no, it can't be."
The lights came on.
"C, you fucking bastard," she cried.
"Hello Susan," said Sam holding the fat head of his cock in her pussy. It had been a tight fit at first, but his pre-cum and her juices were quickly loosening it up.
"What have you done to my husband?" she cried through gritted teeth.
"Bull," yelled Sam, "bring the wimp in."
Bull walked into the room pushing Dr. Foster before him. The big black man licked his lips when he saw the nude white woman being penetrated by the tip of Sam's dick.
"C, take it the fuck out," she said.
Sam looked at her gorgeous nude body. She was shiny with sweat, her bosom was heaving as she breathed deeply, and her nipples were hard and engorged. "If you want me to take it out, how come your humping my dick?"
Susan was horrified, but he was right. She was thrusting her hips up into his cock, wanting it in deeper. Her vaginal muscles were squeezing the head tight, trying to pull him inside. She looked down his body. Part of his chest was still covered by his beard, the part she could see glistened with his sweat. She had seen him nude on video and when she examined him, butt never had she seen him fully aroused. His huge muscles were prominent and bulging from his chest to his abbs. She looked down his crotch and gasped at the sight of the long cock connecting their bodies. She gasped again when she realized how little she had taken so far.
"I think you want to fuck me," said Sam. "I think you want to see how a real man's cock feels."
Damn him, he was right. Everything about C was overwhelmingly masculine and every nerve in her body screamed at her to submit to him. She did. "Fuck me you bastard, give me that big dick."
He pushed another three inches into her and began working them around, loosening her up. "More C, please give me more."
His response was to pull it all the way out. Susan was immediately overcome by a sense of loss. She felt empty and unfulfilled. "Please," she cried, "put it back in."
He teased her with his cock, rubbing it all over her pussy causing her to writhe in frustration. "I ain't no fuckin letter bitch. I have a name."
"Please SAM, I'll do anything, just put your cock back in me," she sighed as he pushed it back in, not stopping at the halfway point this time. Places deep in her vagina that had never opened for anything, parted for him as inch after inch penetrated her. There was no pain, just a deep sense of fulfillment.
Sam hooked his arms under her knees again and raised her hips off the bed, pushing his cock all the way in. She came again when his balls slapped against her thighs.
The look on her face was one of pure ecstasy as Sam began slow fucking her. Damn, but he would like to of spent hours in her tight pussy. However, with the lights on their escape would be discovered and he had to hurry up. Sam picked up speed slamming his mighty cock into her pussy with such force his balls were constantly slapping against her thighs. Her eyes were closed, as her head thrashed back and forth. The woman seemed to be cumming constantly. He delighted in his new found sexual prowess. Sam hadn't been a slouch in the sack, but never had he gotten the kind of reaction from a woman that he was getting from Susan Foster. The woman had turned from a prudish doctor to a wanton slut after experiencing only a few inches of his new cock. This uppity married white bitch was begging a homeless black man to fuck her right in front of her husband and she was cumming like crazy.
Sam watched her face as he fucked her. She paused sniffing the air then opened her eyes. Bull had removed his gown and was jerking his cock off over face. Bull's cock was the biggest, ugliest, monstrosity he had ever seen, but the girl just raised her head and kissed it worshipfully on the tip and began kissing around the head every time it emerged from the foreskin.
They really needed to hurry, so Sam just kept up the fast pace until he felt the addictive feeling of the sperm shooting up from his balls, causing his cock to jerk as it deposited more cum in her pussy then her husband probably had in their entire marriage.
Susan screamed from a tremendous orgasm when he came. Her eyes and mouth flew open just in time to catch Bull's orgasm. Sam couldn't be sure from this angle, but it looked like Bull's pee-slit alone was as big as a human eye and his first wad completely covered her face in a thick layer of sperm. The cum crazy slut barely flinched as she brought her lips up to the tip to catch the rest of Bull sperm in her mouth. Even after the amazing amount of sperm in his first wad, his giant balls shot still more into her mouth overflowing it faster then she could gulp it down.
Sam backed off the bed. Susan had wrapped her little hands around Bull's cock and was busily stroking it, trying to milk out more sperm. Her husband was curled up on the floor in the fetal position, his eyes glued to the scene on the bed.
Someone knocked on the door. "Doctors, open up, the test subjects have escaped."
Sam's heel was already kicking out as he swung the door open. The guards face didn't even have time to register surprise before his knee had snapped and he was yanked into the room.
The guard started screaming when the pain from his shattered knee hit him. Sam mercifully pressed his finger down on a pressure point in the man's neck until the guard blacked out. Sam stripped off the guards uniform and carried it into the bathroom. He paused before the mirror, seeing his new reflection for the first time. He was bigger now then he had ever been. He appeared to be in his early thirties again, though his hair and beard were still white presenting an odd contrast to his youthful features. The bald spot on his head was growing in young and black though. He assumed that if he shaved it would all grow back black. Sam found Bill's electric razor and quickly shaved his beard and hair, the face looking back at him one he had never expected to see ever again.
Sam dressed in the guards uniform It was tight and the pants were several inches to small, but from a distance his ruse should work. The guard didn't have a gun, just a billy club. It would do.
"How many guards are there," said Sam coming back into the room. Bill was lying on the floor crying and ignored him. "Bull, Dr Foster here has developed a taste for spunk, you got any left in that big thing?"
"Sure Boss," said Bull getting up off the bed, his grossly fat body shaking as he moved. "This well never runs dry."
"T-ten guards," cried Bill quickly.
"Good boy, Now where do I find the lab?"
********************
Sam casually walked down the corridors occasionally seeing guards down the halls. He waved to them and walked on before they came too close.
Sam quickly followed Bill's directions to the lab. He entered the large room, probably the biggest in the building. Luckily it was unoccupied, but there was a video camera mounted in the corner, slowly moving left to right. He'd try not to look too suspicious, which was hard to do when you were planning to blow it up.
Navy seals trained heavily in demolitions. Some chemicals from this room mixed with cleaning appliances he had taken from a janitor's closet, and with a candle he had taken from Susan for a fuse, Sam quickly rigged a fire bomb to destroy the room. When he was finished, he looked up, the camera had quit moving and was looking right at him.
Two guards ran into the room and pulled their billy clubs. Sam pulled out his.
********************
Sam lit the fuse. He had rigged it to give him plenty of time to escape. An alarm started to sound. He looked at the bodies of the two guards, one was splayed out on the floor, the other's head was through a wooden door. Sam wasn't a murderer, he dragged the guard on the floor over to the entrance and pulled the second out of the door. Something glittered through the hole in the door. He reached through the hole and unlocked the door. Sitting in rows in a plastic container was dozens of vials of serum-X. He grabbed a handful and shoved it into his pocket.
Sam pulled the bodies into the hall just as two more guards rounded the corner. He ran from these two, hoping to keep them out of the lab. He still had work to do.
********************
His jobs finished, Sam ran towards the parking lot, out the door and into the coldest hell he had ever felt. A blizzard was raging full force outside, there was about nine inches of snow on the half dozen or so cars in the parking lot and the new snow seemed to be sitting on over a foot of old snow on the ground.
He saw Bull emerge on the other end of the parking lot pushing the Fosters before him. Five guards came out of the same door seconds later. Sam ran to help, but slipped in the snow. He looked up in time to see Bull charging the knot of guards. A shot rang out and Bull staggered clutching his stomach, before falling to the ground.
Sam shoved his hand in his pocket and pulled out the guards set of keys. The car key had the word jeep etched on it. He looked around and quickly spotted a cherokee.
Sam ran for the truck, risking a glimpse at the guards. They were untying the Fosters. Bill Foster spotted Sam and raised his finger pointing at him. The guard turned and pulled his gun. Bull tackled the man seeming to come out of nowhere, moving with a speed seemingly impossible for all the weight he was carrying. The two disappeared down an embankment.
Sam unlocked the truck just as the other guards opened fire. They had him pinned down and were advancing just when an explosion rocked the building throwing the guards into the snow drfts. Sam used the distraction to climb into the cherokee. He started the car, threw it in four wheel drive and spun out of the parking lot. The rear window shattering as a bullet hit it.
He rolled down his window and used the billy club to wipe the snow off the windshield, he was driving blind, but sheer luck must have kept him on the road. A second explosion rocked the building and then a third. In addition to the lab, Sam had placed bombs in Slaviseks office, and a room filled with computers. He had turned off the water in the building to disable the sprinkler system. Hopefully, the fire would wipe out the Gilgamesh project or at least set them back about ten years.
Sam shivered as the cold air pouring in the back window overwhelmed the trucks heater. He didn't have a jacket and would freeze to death if he didn't find shelter soon. He reached in his pocket and pulled out the guards wallet. It contained about thirty dollars, some credit cards, and a driver's license that said the man's name was Sol Rubenstien.
Sam knew he wasn't in Los Angeles any more. He didn't know where he was, probably the mid-west judging by the landscape, but he did know he was free again and that was all that mattered.
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The Jeep Cherokee skidded off the road, over a snow bank, its side slamming into a tree. Sam cursed and shivered as snow blew in the shattered back window of his stolen car. His new body wasn't keeping out the cold and if he didn't find shelter soon, he would be in deep shit.
Sam had never felt a cold so penetrating in his life. As a navy seal in training, he had knelt in freezing cold water until the instructor told him he could stand. As a homeless man, he had shivered on the streets of LA in winter. Yet somehow, this felt worse.
Sam opened the door cursing as a blast of cold snowy air smacked him in the face. He walked through the snow around the jeep, looking for a coat, blanket, or anything, but it was practically empty.
Sam looked over to the road. He had come to an intersection and slid across the road into a copse of trees. Sam checked the road he had come from for any signs of pursuit, but he didn't see any head lights down any of the roads.
Sam walked around to the back of the jeep and looked at the license plate. It said North Dakota. He looked back out at the road and saw the headlights.
It had appeared out of nowhere through the haze of the snow. Sam turned and ran through the snow, waving at the car, but it drove on by.
********************
"Harold, stop the car," said Jessica Loomis. "There was man back there."
"Ok ok," said Harold, "but I can't promise I'll get her going again." Harold applied pressure to the breaks turning the wheel into the skid of the tires. After fish-tailing for a minute, the car came to a stop and he through it into reverse.
The back door opened and Harold saw his wife's eyes open wide as the largest black man he had ever seen climbed into the back seat. "Jesus buddy, your not even wearing a coat."
"Yeah. tell me about it," said the black man. "Thanks for stopping."
"Shame about your jeep," said Harold looking out the window. "I'm Harold, this is my wife Jessica."
Sam looked at the woman and smiled. She was a real cutie. She looked slightly chubby, but in all the right places. A very tan face was framed by long straight brown hair. She looked about twenty. "Funny you don't look Jewish," she said looking at his chest.
Sam looked down at the name tag on his uniform. It read Sol, which was the guards first name. "It's short for Solomon," he said. Sam Kingston liked the sound of it. Dr Foster had said he was as smart as King Solomon.
Sam Kingston was gone. He would need a new identity. Solomon King, that would be his new name, A new name to start a new life in a new, improved body.
"What's your story Solomon?" asked Jessica.
Solomon looked at her pretty face and felt his cock growing. The damn thing was insatiable. "I'm a guard at a plant nearby and since I have off the next two days, I didn't want to be stuck at work, so I decided to risk the storm. How about you two, your both too tan to have been stuck in North Dakota."
"We're just getting back from our honeymoon in the Caribbean," said Harold and his wife leaned over and kissed him on the cheek, looking at him lovingly. "We landed at the airport and drove right into this storm. We're still about three hundred miles from home."
The three were chatting when The car suddenly spun around doing two consecutive three-sixties. Harold paused and took his hands off the wheel. They were shaking. "I don't think we're going to make it home tonight darling," he said, when he had calmed down. "There's a motel just outside the next town, we'll stop there and Solomon can get a tow truck in the morning after the roads have been plowed."
Harold got the car moving again and it took another hour to drive the twenty miles to the motel. It was your typical small hotel, several buildings, each with two floors. The motel looked full, the parking lot was crowded with cars and eighteen wheelers. Luckily, the sign read "Vacancy."
Harold pulled up at the office and ran inside, returning a couple minutes later. "We got a problem," said Harold. "they only had one room left. If you don't mind sleeping on the couch Solomon, you're welcome to share our room."
"I don't mind at all," replied Solomon.
Harold drove the car over to their room and parked. Solomon helped them bring their bags in and when all three were in the room, they stared at each other. Harold and Jessica at Solomon, Solomon mostly just at Jessica.
Solomon towered over the two newlyweds. He was a foot taller then Jessica and Harold's head only came up to his chin. Jessica looked over at the couch. "I'm sorry Solomon, it doesn't look like the couch is big enough for you."
"I'll be fine," he replied.
"Your uniform looks a little small," said Harold looking at Solomon's pants cuffs.
"Yes," replied Solomon, "I think the dampness from the snow has made it shrink."
********************
The three prepared for bed, taking turns in the bathroom. Harold was waiting for Solomon when the black man came out of the bathroom. Solomon was wearing only his uniform pants, his bare chest rippled with muscles Harold had never even seen before. He couldn't help staring as he entered the bathroom as the black man left. Harold wasn't the jealous type. He had accepted his looks along time ago, but the sight of the muscular black man made him feel weak and inferior.
Harold got off the toilet and looked at himself in the mirror. He was a little short, balding, slightly pudgy, and he wore glasses. Not a lot to look at, but he thought of Jessica and considered himself the luckiest guy in the world.
He left the bath room and glanced over at the black man. Solomon was lying on the couch, eyes closed, his feet dangling off the edge. Harold admired his chest again before walking into the bedroom. A partition wall separated the two rooms, giving he and Jessica a little privacy. Jessica was standing in her bra and panties on the other side of the wall out of sight of the black man. Harold grinned at the sight of his sexy wife. "Jessica what are you doing?"
Jessica grinned back at him and unhooked her bra. "Just waiting for my wonderful husband."
"But what about..." he said nodding his head out toward the couch.
"We'll just have to be quiet," she said sliding her panties off. "We've had sex every night since getting married and I'm not ready to quit now. Besides, I'm really horny right now. I don't no what's gotten into me."
Harold looked at his nude wife. She had the cutest face he had ever seen. Her skin was a deep tan except for small patches around her lightly colored nipples and on both sides of her pubic hair, which she had shaved into a narrow strip. Jessica was one of those girls who looked chubby because she was so short, but would have been considered voluptuous if she were taller. She still looked fantastic in a bikini and she had gotten her fair share of stares from men on the beach in the Bahamas as her extra weight was concentrated in her ass and breasts.
Harold quickly stripped, his penis hardening as his wife came into his arms. She grabbed his dick with her hand and led him over to the bed, pulling him down on her.
********************
Solomon's keen hearing picked up every kiss and whisper in the bedroom. He unbuttoned his pants and pulled down the zipper freeing his big cock. He began stroking himself off.
********************
Harold slipped a condom on an eased his penis into his wife's vagina and she immediately wrapped her legs around his waist trying to pull him in deep. "Wow, you are horny," he said. "I've never seen you this wet before."
Suddenly an idea popped into Harold's mind. Jessica was shy and conservative, so he was slowly breaking her in. He had taken her virginity on their wedding night and was trying to get her to go a little further each time they made love. He wanted to try everything with his wife, oral, anal, bondage, but so far all he had managed was to get her to read a sex story magazine.
Jessica had enjoyed the stories. Reading several over and over. One bothered Harold because it was about a man with a ten inch penis and his was only half that big. The second was about a woman who liked showing off her body to strangers and he had talked Jessica into switching from a modest one piece bathing suit to a skimpy g-string bikini. The stares she got in the little bikini from the men on the beach really turned her on.
"Jessica, I have an idea."
'What's that?" she asked.
"You know how you liked men watching you in your little bikini."
"Yeah so?"
"Why don't we ask Solomon to watch us make love?"
Jessica gasped and her eyes got big, but he felt her pussy clamp down over his penis. "But I only did that because we were on vacation and nobody knew us. Besides, he's black."
"But he's a guard, so he must trustworthy. Look, we'll never see him again after tomorrow morning when we get him to a tow truck. What's the worse that could happen? He could say no and think were perverts, but so what."
"Ok," said Jessica meekly. She whimpered when Harold pulled his penis out of her and pulled his boxers on.
********************
Solomon heard all this and quickly stuffed his cock back into his pants. He pretended to be asleep. He heard the man walk over to him and gently shake him awake. "Hey Solomon," said Harold.
"Yeah what's wrong," said Solomon groaning. "Is it morning already?"
"No, I have an unusual proposition for you. What do you think of my wife?"
"She's very pretty. You're a very lucky man."
"How would you like to watch us make love?"
"What!" said Solomon pretending to be surprised. "I've never had an offer like that."
"We've never asked anyone to watch before either. My wife's shy and I'm trying to loosen her up a bit. You wouldn't be aloud to touch her, just watch us. We're not into cheating or threesomes or anything like that. So how about it?"
"Lead on," said Solomon.
Solomon followed Harold into the bedroom. Jessica was peaking shyly at him from under the covers. He saw her eyes immediately run up and down his chest as she took in his physique. "Wow Sol," she said pulling the covers under her chin, "I've never seen a body that nice on a man."
"Thanks," grunted Solomon noticing Harold flush red with embarrassment as he looked down at his paunch.
"I'd be more comfortable with the lights off," said Jessica.
Harold flipped the light switch and the room turned pitch black. Solomon sat in a chair by the window and opened the blinds. Security lights reflecting off the snow immediately lit up the room well enough to see everything. "How's that?" he asked.
"Fine," said Jessica.
********************
Harold gulped and yanked down his boxers. He had never been comfortable appearing nude before anyone except his wife. He had hated showering with his class mates in high school. Now he was naked before a muscular black man and his wife. Harold wanted the attention taken off his nude body, so he reached down and yanked the cover of Jessica.
Jessica gasped and tried to cover herself with her hands, her big breasts jiggling as her arm covered them. Harold looked over at the black man to see if he was staring at his wife. He was. His eyes looked like a predators, sweeping up and down Jessica's body. Harold suddenly had a nagging feeling this wasn't such a good idea.
Jessica pulled him down on the bed and on top of her covering her body with his. He felt the black mans's eyes on him, judging him, criticizing him and his penis felt like a limp little noodle. Jessica grabbed it and tugged on it trying to make him hard enough to penetrate her, but to no avail. "What's wrong?" she asked. "I'm just a little uncomfortable," he whispered in her ear.
"You guys are moving to fast," said Solomon. "Jessica, take his penis in your mouth."
Harold got the shock of his life when Jessica nodded. He had always wanted a blow job from his wife, but he had been afraid to even suggest it. Now, the black guy had ordered her to do it and she hadn't even hesitated. He laid back on the bed and Jessica kneeled over him, bringing her lips close to his penis. She wrapped them around the head and sucked him into her mouth. This was something he had always dreamed of and he felt his penis finally start to respond.
"Harder Jessica, harder," said Solomon.
Jessica obeyed picking up speed. Harold had always worn a condom when they fooled around and the pleasure he felt from having his bare penis in her hot, wet mouth and he cried, "Suck me honey, suck my cock." The black man laughed interrupting Harold's first blow job "What's so funny?"
Solomon laughed again. "That ain't a cock. It doesn't even come close."
"What do you mean?" asked Harold.
"This is a cock." With one swift motion the black man pulled his trousers down freeing the biggest, blackest penis Harold had ever imagined. "That little thing is a little boy's penis." Harold felt his penis shrivel in his wife's mouth. She had stopped sucking as she stared in awe at Solomon's cock. The thing had to be at least a foot long, thick as a wrist, with a big black plum sized head. A huge pair of balls dangled almost half way to his knees. Not only had Harold's penis lost it's erection, but he felt it shrinking as his balls retreated into his scrotum, just like they did in cold water.
Solomon kicked off his pants and stood naked, his cock pointing right at Harold making him feel inferior. "What are you doing? I said no touching."
"I'm just going to jerk off as I watch you fuck your lovely wife," said Solomon sitting back down.
"Jesus Harold, fuck me," said Jessica still staring in awe at the black man's cock.
Another surprise, Jessica had never used the word "fuck" in her life. Now she was mounting him, whimpering as an erection still failed to materialize. "Please Harold, I need to get fucked," she moaned. "I need a cock."
"You need a cock," said Solomon standing and walking over to the bed. "I can give you a cock, it's black, so it will give you what you need.
"No way," said Harold.
"P-please Harold," she pleaded. "Just let me touch it. I've never seen a cock before."
Solomon looked down at her. She was reaching for his cock without even waiting for her husband's permission. Jessica wrapped her fingers around the head of his cock and Solomon sighed. This couple had been nice to him, even saving his life, but there was no way he wasn't going to fuck her now.
Jessica was completely infatuated with his cock. She was measuring it with her hands, lifting it to examine his balls. Solomon took a step forward so that his cock slid along her cheek leaving a trail of pre-cum from her chin to her ear.
Solomon grabbed the back of her head and pulled her nose into his crotch. Jessica closed her eyes and moaned as she took a big whiff. Jessica pulled back and looked up at him. Her lips trembled as she leaned forward and kissed the head. She kept her lips on the head staring up at him like she was waiting for instructions. "Lick around the head," said Solomon.
********************
Harold groaned at the sight of his loyal wife licking around the fat head of the black man's cock. Why was she doing this? Worse, she seemed very enthusiastic as she explored every inch of his cock with her tongue. She licked up his pre-cum and even teased his pee-slit, she licked the large flared ridge at the base of the head, she licked up and down his shaft, coating it with her saliva, and she even licked under his cock down to his balls, kissing and licking them also.
"Now suck it," said the black man.
Jessica never hesitated, she leaned forward taking the head in her mouth. Harold felt sick to his stomach, but there was another part of him that wanted to yield up his wife to this dominant male. It was like he didn't even exist to them, so he got up off the bed and sat in the chair. It was his turn to watch.
Watching them was actually the most erotic sight he had ever seen. The black man was standing by the bed. Jessica was on all fours on the bed sucking on the tip of his foot long cock, one of her hands was between her legs fingering herself.
"You can do better then that slut," said Solomon.
Jessica had been sucking on about four inches of his cock and she preceded to push more in. Harold actually felt a twinge of sorrow for his wife. She would gag with each additional inch, removing his cock and gasping for air. She seemed to get better as she got used to having it in her mouth. She was gagging less, breathing through her nose, and her head was starting to bob faster.
"Not bad, not bad," said Solomon when she managed ten inches. The man grabbed Jessica's head and began fucking her mouth as he forced her head up and down his shaft. This seemed to go on forever. Harold couldn't believe the man's stamina. Solomon's body was glistening with sweat and he was grunting as he picked up speed. "Hey Harold, I want you to remember this next time you kiss your wife." The black man pulled his cock out of Jessica's mouth. The monster looked even bigger now. It was swollen, engorged, it had turned even darker, and it looked like it was about to explode. It did.
It jerked in Solomon's hand and the next thing Harold saw was his wife's entire face covered in sperm. The black man pushed the head between her lips and Harold watched another wad fill her mouth. Jessica swallowed it and moaned as if she actually liked the taste. She clamped her mouth over the tip of his cock and swallowed several more loads. She brought her hand up and wrapped it around his cock. She began stroking forward like she was milking it. Harold couldn't stand to watch any longer. The room stank of sweat, sex, and cum. The sperm on his wife's face was more then all the sperm Harold had ever cum in fifteen years of masturbation combined and that was only the first wad. Harold opened the motel room door, letting a blast of cold snowy air wipe away the smell, but nothing could ever wipe away the memory. He took another deep breath that cleared his head. A blow job was one thing, Harold needed to stop this from going under further. Harold gathered up his courage and decided to go tell Solomon to go back to the couch.
Harold walked back around the corner and his courage immediately fled again. Solomon hadn't moved, but Jessica had spun around so that her ass was facing him. Harold could see everything between her legs. Solomon was rubbing his cock up and down her slit and over her engorged labia. "You sure you want this," said the black man.
"Yes, god yes, put it in me," she moaned thrusting her hips back.
"You want to get fucked by a real man's cock, a black man's cock?"
"Yes, fuck me with your black cock."
Harold watched Solomon push the tip of his cock into her pussy. Her labia spread open for it and he could saw her juices running down her thighs she was so wet.
Her labia stretched wide, then closed over the fat black cock head and Harold heard Jessica moan with pleasure. It was a moan he had never heard before when he had entered her. This moan was somehow more animalistic.
Solomon was thrusting his hips, working inch after inch into Jessica's pussy. Harold felt a twinge of pain when the black man passed the five inch mark giving Jessica more cock then Harold ever could. All Harold would have now were a weeks worth of pleasant memories of having his little penis snug in his wife's hot pussy. She probably wouldn't even feel him from now on.
At seven inches she experienced her first ever orgasm. Jessica's eyes grew wide in awe and her whole body seemed to shudder with pleasure. When she recovered, she turned her head and gave Solomon a look filled with such love that it broke Harold's heart.
She came again at eight inches. At nine, she yelped and came again. Harold looked from her face to her pussy and saw the Solomon had worked one of his thumbs into her ass. She seemed to like it. God, to have such power over a woman. The man was turning Jessica into a slut before his very eyes.



Jessica yelped again, this time in pain at the ten inch mark. "Please, no more," she cried. "You're too big."
Solomon pulled back until the head emerged from her pussy, then he slammed his hips forward burying his entire cock into her pussy. She screamed and struggled to get away from it, but he just held her hips, keeping all twelve inches in her.
They didn't move for about five minutes. The only noise was the occasional whimper coming from Jessica's mouth. Her body relaxed and Solomon began slowly moving his cock in and out an inch at a time. Jessica moaned and began thrusting her hips back to match his thrusts, she had grown accustomed to his size.
Harold watched her large, ponderous breasts swinging as Solomon picked up speed, Occasionally, Jessica would arch her back and scream as she came again and again. As he watched, her breasts started lowering until they mashed into the bed from Solomon's powerful thrusts.He was fucking her with the entire length of his cock now and his forceful thrusts had pushed her down into the bed until only her ass was raised into the air.
The fucking seemed to last forever, but eventually Solomon came. He bellowed as he thrust his cock into Jessica's pussy and held it there. Harold could see sperm pour out the sides of her pussy around his cock and run down her thighs. Harold backed into the wall with horror and slid down until he was sitting on the floor. Jessica didn't use birth control and Solomon had become the first man to ever cum in her unprotected pussy.
Harold must have passed out because when awoke, he was sitting on the floor in the fetal position. He stood up. Solomon was now kneeling on the bed with half his cock buried in Jessica's ass. Her hands were gripping the bedposts so hard that her knuckles were white.
Harold couldn't take any more and left the room to go sleep on the couch. He had trouble sleeping they were so loud. When he did finally fall asleep a loud crash immediately woke him up. They were laughing because a spring had busted on the bed. Harold covered his ears and tried to go back to sleep.
********************
Solomon woke up around dawn, his cock was still in Jessica's pussy. He had passed out on top of her after cumming the sixth time. He pulled it out and climbed off her. This was the most spent he had ever seen his cock after being given the x-serum, but it still dangled longer and fatter then his old penis.
Solomon pulled his pants on and walked out to the other room for his shirt. The wimp was asleep on the couch, tossing and turning as if he were having a bad dream. Solomon pulled his shirt and shoes on, then grabbed Harold's pants and pulled out the man's wallet. taking a couple hundred dollars. He grabbed the car keys and walked out the motel room door.
The snow had stopped and the road had been plowed. He got in their car and started the engine, as it roared to life, Jessica ran out the door. She was wearing only a short robe it was untied and he could see her nude body as the wind blew it open. Her tan body provided an interesting contrast to the snow covered background. "Take me with you," she cried.
"Sorry, but I need to move on."
"But I need your cock," she pleaded.
"Find another black man to give you what you need," he said rolling up the window. He drove off in their car and turned onto the road. She stood behind him staring until the snow became too much for her bare feet and she returned to her husband.
Solomon chuckled. He had found away to get back at white society for destroying his life. He would fuck the white man's wives and daughters, making them submit to his superior cock. He pictured the lovely Jessica, cheating on her husband, sleeping with black man after back man endlessly searching for a cock as big as his to satisfy her.
Solomon chuckled again and drove off down the road.



            Fresh Off The Bus 3 Ch. 2

            Second aspiring model falls to the men of E&I.

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/fresh-off-the-bus-3-ch-2

Title: Fresh Off The Bus 3 Ch. 2

Author: Stormbringer

Category: Interracial Love

Description: Second aspiring model falls to the men of E&I.

Tags: orgasm tracy, possession body, orgasm rick, miss lopez, entered building, replied rick, tracy room, test shots, black guard, rick bed

Series: Fresh Off The Bus


At the moment Tracy Lopez was loving life. "Better get out of here before the other girls get up," she said to her lover before licking a drop of his sperm off her lips.
Rick got up off the bed and pulled his pants on. "I'm parched baby, I'll be right back."
"Bring me a glass of water too please," she replied.
Tracy stretched out on the bed and grinned she was so happy. She arched her back and ran her hands over her full breasts down to her belly, then pulled her hands back guiltily as she started becoming aroused again.
Tracy had never been this horny in her life. It had started last night at the restaurant with the staff of E&I modeling. She was sitting at the table feeling her thighs becoming soaked when she noticed a guy at another table staring at her.
His name was Rick and he was the prettiest boy she had ever seen. He cornered her as she was returning from the bathroom and introduced himself. Rick was a model at a well known agency in the city. They spent some time talking and flirting before she returned to the table.
He even talked her into sex, which was a relief because she was so horny she was starting to eye the black men at the table. Tracy had been a virgin up until that night when she snuck Rick into the apartment.
Rick was a gentle, patient lover. When she first saw his penis, it's size intimidated her. It was a proud, hard six inch rod. Luckily, Rick knew she was nervous and took his time with her, slowly kissing her breasts, down her flat, tan belly and down between her legs. Never had she known such pleasure as she felt when his tongue flickered along her slit and up over her clit. Her hands were gripping his hair tightly as she experienced the first orgasm of her life.
She was still high from her orgasm when Rick kneeled between her legs and positioned his penis on her vagina and slowly pushed it in. There was a brief moments pain as he entered her pushing his penis deep inside her vagina.
The second time had been better. Tracy woke him up in the middle of the night, climbing up on his penis wanting him inside her again. Her vagina was sore, but she was still horny as hell. She had another smaller orgasm as she rode his penis. In the morning, she leaned over and started fondling his penis again until he got hard.
"Jesus, you're one hot girl," said Rick pushing her down his body with his hands.
"What do you want?" she asked.
"Put it in your mouth."
"I've never sucked on a man's penis before."
"Call it a cock baby, It's more erotic."
Tracy looked at the big thing, wondering how it had ever fit in her vagina. She kissed the head and said, "I love your big cock Rick. I'm going to suck your cock." Tracy stretched her mouth wide open and swallowed the head.
It was one of the hardest things she had ever done, but she managed to swallow the whole thing after several attempts to get it all the way in her mouth. She didn't really like it, but Rick seemed to love it and she liked making him happy.
Rick's cock was hot and hard in her mouth. It seemed to throb as she blew him. His cum caught her off guard. The hot seed was striking the back of her mouth and sliding down her throat before she could spit it out. It hadn't been that bad.
"Here you go," said Rick, returning to the room and handing her a glass of water.
"Wanna go again?" asked Tracy running her hands over her body again.
"Tonight baby," replied Rick. "Your gonna wear my dick out."
"Aw," said Tracy pouting.
"I'll pick you up after your interview today and take you down to see my boss. I trust she'll like what she see's. My agency pays a lot and besides, I never heard of this E&I Modeling agency."
"Thanks honey," she said kissing him goodbye.
Tracy laid back and grinned. Life was good. She was hedging her bets with a modeling career having two interviews in one day, she had met the perfect guy, and she had the best night of her life.
Tracy looked down at her body. She still felt that itch between her legs and wished Rick could have stayed around another hour or so. Her nipples were rock hard and blood engorged with desire. She didn't have much in the way of aureola but her nipples were long and fat. Tracy squirmed on the bed and finally gave up fighting it. She slid her hand down her body, her fingers finding their way into her vagina until they touched a spot that made her feel good.
After coming down from her orgasm, Tracy leaned over and took a long swallow from the glass of water. Sex sure made you thirsty.
********************
"That's one horny bitch," said the black guy monitoring the voyeurcam website.
"And she's gonna stay horny the way she's downing the Xcite," said Henry McGraw.
"Think it's gonna affect the white boy?"
"He had one glass, but it should be enough. Tests show that it blocks erections in men for about a week, forever if he keeps drinking it. We'll see tonight."
********************
"This is your modeling agency?" asked Lara.
"Yes," replied Ann as the girls climbed out of the limo. E&I Modeling was in an old decrepid warehouse on the Hudson.
They entered the building and the girls relaxed when they saw all the sets and camera equipment. "We're slowly remodelling the building to suit our needs. This way to Tyrone's office."
The girls entered a waiting room and were quickly ushered before Tyrone who explained how they were going to conduct the interviews. Then they were sent to change clothes.
Tracy entered the dressing room and picked up the first outfit. It was the teeniest bikini she had ever seen. It was sheer white and consisted of a couple patches and strings. She stripped noticing the wet spot on her panties that had been present since meeting Rick last night.
Tracy looked at her nude body in the mirror. She was half Mexican with her mom's European features with her father's light brown skin and glossy black hair. Her mixed heritage gave her an exotic look that had gotten her into the final ten at the Mrs Teen Usa pageant. Both her parents thought she was going places and easily gave in to Ann's offer to come to New York. Her looks, height, and figure resembled a model's more then the other girls.
Tracy slipped on the bikini and immediately felt a little uncomfortable. She had worn a modest bikini at the pageant, but the strings on this one were little more then dental floss. It was too small also. The bikini was so tight it squeezed her breasts together and the material was stretched so thin you could see her nipples and pubic hair through the material.
Tracy gulped and walked out to the waiting room only to find the four other girls dressed identical to her in tight white string bikinis. The girls were called in for interviews one at a time and then ushered off for some test shots.
Kim went in before Tracy and spent three times as long as the other girls. When she came out she was waking bowlegged and her cheeks were all puffy. Tracy frowned as she passed Kim and saw her lick something off her lips that looked suspiciously like...
Tracy was nervous as she went before Tyrone Jones and three other black men. These four men were probably bigger, taller, and more muscular then any men she had ever met. She felt more then uncomfortable being half nude around such big men. Tracy was aware of a growing wet spot between her legs and was almost thankful the material was so small or her arousal would have been noticeable to the men in the room. The air conditioning must have been too low also because her nipples were so hard they jutted out of the bikini top.
"Very nice Miss Lopez," said Tyrone leering at her. "Let's see what you look like without the bikini."
"I'm not comfortable with that," replied Tracy a little taken aback, though deep down something inside her wanted to obey him, even strip for him.
"You know Miss Lopez that all models have nudes in their portfolios."
"Yes sir Mr Jones," she said, "but I'm still not comfortable taking my clothes off."
"Is it because we're black?"
"No," she lied feeling a little guilty that the race of the men did make her uncomfortable.
"Alright then," said Tyrone. "Go see Latrell and take some test shots and you're free to go for the day."
********************
"Stupid bitch," said Tyrone after she left. Not only did he have a close up nude of her in the dressing room on his computer screen, but thousands of people had watched her change clothes a few minutes ago and watched her fuck her boyfriend last night over the intrnet.
"I don't want to lose this one," said Tyrone. "I want her fucked tonight. Put an announcement up on the bulletin boards for our subscribers to keep an eye on her room tonight."
Tyrone then brought up a nude picture of the next girl as she was brought into the room.
********************
Tracy was happy to get out of the building. She grabbed a taxi and went to meet Rick at his modeling agency. She had already made up her mind that if offered she would accept a job with Rick's company. E&I was just a little to sleazy for her. Latrell had taken pictures of her in several skimpy bikini's and lingerie. He also asked to get some nudes of her but she refused.
The other agency was a lot better. It was in a big, shiny, glass building with a clean, professional appearance. The employees were all nice, attractive people and a woman interviewed her for the job. The pictures they took were all tasteful face shots, though some included her wearing a modest bikini.
At the end of the interview the woman leaned forward and said, "Tracy let me just say that we are very impressed with your looks on film and I would like to represent you."
"I'd be honored to accept," she replied happily. Rick took her out to celebrate and they returned to her apartment. Tracy was surprised to see a large black security guard at the front door.
"I'm sorry Miss," said the guard. "Residents only during the evening hours."
Tracy pulled Rick aside and whispered, "Can we go back to your place?" I'm going to have to move out anyway when they find out I've taken another job."
"I'm sorry, but I have a one room apartment and a roommate," said Rick.
"Wait here for a few minutes," she whispered. "When the guard goes in the building, sneak in."
"What are you going to do?"
"Trust me," she said kissing him on the lips.
Tracy smiled at the guard as she entered the building and went to her room. Tracy went through her clothes and pulled out a skimpy nighty that consisted of a lacy pair of panties and a sheer shift. She quickly changed putting on the nighty.
******************
Avery was standing at the door when he heard the scream. He ran to the kitchen, his dick immediately turned hard when he saw the sexy bitch in the nighty. She was facing away from him, bent down looking at the floor. Her shift had ridden up so that he was looking at her sexy panty covered ass.
"Sp-spider," she cried looking frightened. "A big spider just ran under the counter."
"Is that all girl," he said laughing.
"Please," she said grabbing his beefy arm. "Please kill it for me."
"Alright little lady," said Avery. "I'll get the big, bad spider for you.
********************
Tracy waited until the black guard was kneeling on the floor before running on her bare feet over to the door. Rick was grinning as she unlocked it and let him in. He quickly ran up the stairs to her bedroom.
"Did you get it?" asked Tracy returning to the kitchen.
"Sorry little lady, I didn't see a thing."
"Would you pour me a glass of water then, I'm to scared to go over there."
Tracy thanked the man when he gave her the water and ran upstairs to her boyfriend.
********************
Avery watched the girls ass shake as she ran down the hall and up the stairs. He watched until she disappeared then retuned to his post. As he passed through the living room, the phone rang. He picked it up and said, "yes."
"Nice going braniac," said a voice on the phone. "Who is this?"
"This is the monitor," said the voice. "Your supposed to be keeping the girls away from the white boys.
"Yeah so."
"That one just snuck her boyfriend in while you were on the floor hotshot."
Avery's face flushed, the little bitch played him for a fool. He stuck his middle finger up in the direction of the hidden camera.
"Fuck you too."
"I'll go throw the little wimp out now," said Avery.
"Hold on. Some of the higher ups want to observe them for awhile. "Put an ear mike in so we can stay in contact and congratulations Avery."
"Why?"
"You get to fuck her."
*****************
The black man monitoring the voyeurcam camera's turned his attention to Tracy's room. Her boyfriend was kissing her and slowly taking off her nighty. He checked the figures. Most of the viewers were tuned into Kim's bedroom, watching her fuck Tyrone. They had been at it an hour now. He put up a notice that something might be happening in Tracy's room shortly. He turned his attention back to the screen The boyfriend was naked now and Tracy was on her knees with his entire dick in her mouth.
****************
Tracy tried to suck harder, then she pulled back until his limp little dick plopped out. "What's wrong honey?" she asked desperately tugging on his penis.
"I don't know," replied Rick. "Maybe you wore it out last night." He laughed half-heartedly.
"Come on get hard," she said to his penis before rubbing her breasts all over is crotch.
"I'm sorry, this has never happened to me before."
Tracy sighed and stood up. "I'm so horny. Come eat my pussy again."
Tracy pulled Rick onto the bed and pushed him down between her legs. He licked her pussy a couple times but his heart wasn't in it. Tracy needed to cum and cum hard. If Rick wasn't up to it, she'd do it herself. "I'm going to go take a shower honey."
*******************
Rick was worried. His penis had never failed him before. He was only twenty and every day for the past eight years, it had gotten hard at least once a day. He pulled on his pants and decided to sneak downstairs for a glass of water.
He was standing at the sink halfway through a glass when something clamped over the back of his neck. "Hey let go."
"I don't know how you got past me white boy," said the black guard tightening his grip. "Your ass is on the street."
The guard started dragging him towards the exit. "Hey what about the rest of my clothes?"
*******************
Avery threw him out on the street and the voice in his ear said, "The girl is busy masturbating in the shower, go grab his clothes."
Avery ran up to her room, grabbed the rest of his clothes, returned downstairs, and threw them out the door at the white boy.
"At least let me say goodbye to her," said the wimp.
"I'll tell her," said Avery locking the door. "You can call her tomorrow."
*********************
"Your clear," said the monitor. "The girl is shaving her legs."
He watched Avery stripping off his uniform as he returned to the girls room. When the big black guy was naked, the monitor turned the lights off and switched to IR mode.
*********************
Tracy rinsed off and returned to her room. Her masturbation session had been unrewarding and she was frustratingly horny. The lights were off in her room and she flipped the switch. Nothing. The light bulb must have burned out. She jumped when Rick's hand clamped over her arm and led her to the bed. She shivered with excitement as he positioned her on all fours. He seemed different, stronger, more dominant, and she liked it. Even the room felt charged with sexual energy.
"You'd better not be teasing me," said Tracy, cooing when Rick responded by rubbing the tip of his dick along her slit. His erection had finally materialized.
Rick grabbed her hips and she felt the head of his dick slowly pushing against her labia. It felt fatter then it did last night and she thought it would rip her apart until finally her lips closed around the head as it entered her pussy. He felt gigantic.
The rest was just as thick. He entered her stretching her out like never before, then he began slow fucking her. "God Rick, your cock feels as big as a baseball bat," she moaned. Rick was fucking her harder now, slowly picking up his pace. His large hand was roughly gripping her ass cheek and she felt his thumb pressing against her rectum. "God your magnificent," she said. He was lasting a lot longer then he had last night and with each thrust his dick seemed to reach unexplored territory deep in her pussy.
She could feel an orgasm building in her, a big one. She wanted Rick's cock in her forever, it felt so good. Rick increased the pressure on her ass and her rectum reluctantly parted for his thumb. His thumb felt as big as a small penis. At first it was unpleasant, but her muscles squeezed against his thumb, causing her pussy to contract hard against his cock and the orgasm exploded from her womb.
********************
Avery blinked as the monitor switched the lights back on while the girl was orgasming. He increased his pace when he saw the girl's sexy, nude backside for the first time. Avery couldn't hold back any more and he fed her the rest of his cock. It was a quarter inch shy of being a foot long and Avery had always felt cheated because the "enhanced" viewed twelve inchers as a status symbol.
The girl seemed shocked by the size of his dick. Her head was rearing back until he could see the sweat covering her brow. Her pussy was spasming around his cock until it expanded suddenly as she had a second large orgasm.
"Oh Rick," she moaned, "I love you, never quit fucking me." She turned her head and gave him a look filled with adoration. Avery blew her a kiss just as she realized he wasn't her boyfriend. Her eyes widened in horror and she mouthed the word, "No," just as her third orgasm overtook her.
********************
The awful truth was just sinking in as the orgasm took possession of her body. She buried her head in the pillows thrusting her ass back against the black man's incredible cock. Dear god, she thought, what would her parents think? Or the other girls? Did it even matter? Tracy had been in a perpetual state of arousal since she arrived in New York and here was the cock that could satisfy her needs.
Tracy quit thinking as the orgasm took temporary possession of her body and she momentarily passed out. When she woke up, she was on her back. Her legs were spread apart and the black man was feeding his cock back into her pussy.
Before the pleasure overwhelmed her again, she got a good look at him. His face was handsome in a brutish way. It was dark brown with large lips and a flat nose. He kept his hair short in a military style cut. Her eyes traveled down his chest taking in the bulging muscles that covered his body. He had the nicest body she had ever seen on a man.
Her knees were in his arms as he spread her legs beginning to fuck her hard again. His cock felt incredible in her pussy and she let her eyes wonder off his chest long enough to look at his crotch. Her eyes widened in amazement when she saw his massive cock. He wasn't even fucking her with the entire thing, four inches still remained and from the look on his face, he was determined to get it all in.
"Damn bitch, your as tight as a virgin," said the black man pushing two more inches inside.
"I was a virgin until last night," she said
"If you're talking about that white boy, he don't count. This is the first time you ever been fucked."
Tracy was inclined to agree with him. Rick had been good, but it was nothing like this. She came again.
"You like my big black cock don't you?"
"Uh-huh," moaned Tracy through gritted teeth. She was panting too hard to talk now. The black man just grinned at her and looked down. He was watching his cock moving in and out of her. She raised her head and looked down her body at the thick black rod repeatedly slamming into her pussy. He seemed as fascinated with the sight as she was.



Sweat glistened of the man's muscled chest and he was breathing heavy. His cock felt huge in her pussy. With a large grunt. the black man slammed his cock into her and it seemed to explode. His seed sprayed deep in her womb triggering her to have her largest orgasm yet.
When Tracy recovered the black man had pulled out and was laying beside her on the bed playing with her nipples. "That was incredible," she said staring at him in awe. "Where's Rick?"
"The wimp left after asking me to come take care of you. He told me you required a real man to please you."
Tracy shook her head in disbelief. Rick had set this up. He was a wimp, she'd have to remember to thank him.
The black guy stood up and pulled her off the bed. "My god, your still hard!" she exclaimed as he led her over to a large mirror.
"On your knees bitch and suck my cock."
Tracy's face was eye level with is massive chest and she looked up at his face. The look he gave her was stern and unyielding, the face of someone who was used to being obeyed. Tracy's knees started to wobble and they turned weak as she slowly fell to her knees before this dominant male.
Tracy looked closely at his magnificent rod as she wrapped her hands around the base. She brought her mouth up to the tip and kissed it before taking it into her mouth. She looked at herself in the mirror as she started swallowing it. It looked like the most natural thing in the world to be worshipping such a powerful cock.
********************
Larry came on his hand as he stroked his little penis. Damn it, his wife was waiting for him in bed expecting sex as this was their twentyfifth anniversary.
Larry had been satisfied with his six inch penis until stumbling upon the voyeurcam website and its interracial links. Now after watching dozens of giant black cocks taking some of the hottest women he had ever seen, he knew he had never satisfied his wife. It didn't matter that they were obviously acting. The girl, Tracy was staring right into one of the main cameras as she sucked off the black guard.
"Larry, come to bed," called his wife from the bedroom.
"In a minute dear," he called looking at his little limp penis. He wouldn't be able to get another erection until tomorrow unlike the black men who usually fucked and got sucked three or more times a night.
Larry finally made up his mind. It was something he would never have considered before joining the E&I site. He moved his mouse over to the link that read, "find a real man to fuck your wife."
As he browsed through the list of E&I studs, he vowed to stay off the web so he could spend one last night with his wife before some black buck ruined her for him. Deep down he knew he would break his vow, this apartment full of models was just too good to miss. He was even logging on at work and tomorrow without a doubt a different girl would fall.
Next in the series: Lara's story.
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Today was the best day in Lara Sadler's life. It had started off bad, she and the other aspiring models had interviews at E&I Modeling. She had been forced to wear a tiny white bikini in front of the leering eyes of four black men and then she had let Latrell take pictures of her in swimwear, lingerie, and even topless to see how she looked on camera.
Yes the day had started out bad, but what made it better was that she had spent the rest of it with Ann Dutton. The two girls had been inseparable as Ann showed the young women around the city. Lara and Ann had been rivals for the Miss Teen Idaho pageant, but Lara had always admired Ann deeply. Lara was the reigning Miss Teen Idaho because Ann had been impeached. She was relieved that Ann apparently didn't hold a grudge.
Lara had also become aware of something else. When she had arrived in New York on the bus, the breath had caught in her throat when she saw how elegant Ann looked greeting the girls. Their benefactor, Solomon King, had taken them out to dinner and Lara had listened raptly to Ann tell of her life in New York City. The confused young girl was also aware of a growing wet spot between her legs as she stared at Ann talking all night. Lara didn't believe she was a lesbian, but there was no denying the fact that she was sexually attracted to Ann Dutton.
Lara had always known she was different. At twelve, she had large breasts and noticed the boys were starting to pay attention to her. The problem was she didn't want their attention. By high school her breasts had grown to the point where she would consider having them reduced to avoid back pain and sagging in the future. Now, they were proud and firm with big saucer sized nipples. Her blonde hair, big blue eyes, perfect hourglass figure and large breasts always made her the center of attention wherever she went.
Lara had been head football cheerleader in high school and had dated the quarterback. Not because she wanted too, but because it was expected of her. She had sex with him three times, all unrewarding. The first time, he had gotten her drunk and taken her virginity. The other two times she had laid still while his sweaty body panted over her for a few minutes until he came.
Her boyfriend was the most popular boy in school, but Lara didn't know why. He was loud and drank too much. His body was covered in ugly muscles, he perspired too much, and his chin scratched her whenever they kissed. Not at all like the smooth bodies on the other cheerleaders when she peeked at them in the showers. No ugly muscles or facial hair and especially no ugly, dangling penis between their legs.
********************
The four girls ended their day in the foyer of the apartment. A large black security guard was now on duty obviously to protect them from a dangerous city.
The two other girls excused themselves for bed leaving Ann and Lara alone except for the guard. Kim the slut of the group had disappeared earlier. She had actually left with the over muscled Solomon King last night. Tracy was spending the day with her new boyfriend Rick, who even Lara found pretty, for a man that is.
"I'm not tired at all," said Ann.
"Me neither," replied Lara, not wanting this day to end. She wanted to spend every possible moment around Ann.
"You want to go up to your room?" asked Ann looking her straight in the eye. "We can talk some more."
Lara nodded and for some reason she blushed. The two girls headed up the stairs to her room.
The two young women entered Lara's bedroom and sat on the bed to talk, ending up talking for several more hours. Ann stood up and walked over to the window. "I hate being out on the streets this late," she said looking out the window.
"You can stay here," blurted out Lara. "If you'd like too that is."
"I'd like that very much," said Ann looking Lara in the eyes again until Lara looked down. "Do you have anything I can wear?"
"Not really."
"I'll just sleep in my underwear then," said Ann slowly unbuttoning her blouse.
Lara tried not to stare at Ann as she undressed, but she couldn't help it. It was obvious why Ann had beaten her at the pageant, it was hard not to find something to dislike about the woman's body.
Ann's hair was curly brown and shoulder length. Her skin was unblemished and a deep golden tan. Ann removed her blouse revealing a lacy white bra. Her breasts were huge on Ann's small frame, making her look over proportioned. They curved upwards proudly capped by half-dollar sized nipples that Lara could clearly see through the thin material of the bra. Ann had a thin waist, with a smooth belly that was flat except for a slight, sexy bulge under her navel. Her hips were well rounded and they curved out from her waist
Ann turned around to remove her skirt. Lara stared at her back until the skirt fell to the floor. Her eyes wondered down to Ann's upthrust rear as the girl bent down to remove her shoes. Ann was wearing a g-string and Lara couldn't take her eyes off the smooth, tan globes of her cheeks.
Ann turned around. The front of her panties was lacy, white, and sheer, like her bra. Lara gasped, her eyes widening when she realized Ann had completely shaved her crotch.
"See something you like?" asked Ann.
Lara turned crimson with embarrassment. Ann had caught her staring at her body. "I was just admiring your lingerie," she said trying to cover herself.
"Oh you like," said Ann spinning around for her. "I get my lingerie at a store on 5th Ave. Why don't you try it on."
"No, I couldn't," replied Lara, but Ann was already unhooking her bra. Ann threw the bra at her and slid off her panties until she stood nude before Lara.
"Come on," said Ann. "It'll look great on you."
Lara stood up off the bed. Her hands were shaking as she pulled her shirt off over her head. She was still flushed and her heart was thumping in her chest as she unbuttoned her jeans and pulled them down.
Lara felt frumpy standing before Ann in her bra and panties. Her bra was old and worn. It was thick to keep her big nipples from showing through her clothes. Her panties resembled an old ladies compared to Ann's sexy low cut g-string. Her underwear embarrassed Lara and she quickly removed them. Lara hid her panties under her jeans hoping Ann wouldn't notice the large wet spot on the material. Lara seemed to be in a constant state of arousal since arriving in the city. Even now her nipples were fully engorged as the two girls stood before each other completely naked.
"You have an amazing body," said Ann openly running her eyes down Lara's figure.
"Thanks," said Lara shivering as she put Ann's white bra on.
"I see your a natural blonde," said Ann looking at Lara's crotch.
Lara quickly pulled Ann's panties on trying to cover up her hairy blonde bush. It had always embarrassed her. She had started maturing early, growing a big, full bush by the time she was thirteen. Lara thought it was ugly compared to Ann's smooth crotch.
Lara loved the lingerie, though it was too tight. It made her feel sexy and for the first time she actually felt like a model and not an overdeveloped farm girl. The tight bra mashed her large breasts together pushing them up. It was the same bra that had touched Ann's full breasts moments ago. The g-string was the same string that rested between Ann's cheeks and the front of the panties had touched Ann's smooth, shaved crotch. Lara shivered again. Lara gulped as Ann stepped forward and put her hand on Lara's shoulder. "Turn around so I can see you," said Ann.
Lara turned around. Ann stopped her when she was facing away from her. She felt Ann's hands on her shoulders and she moaned as Ann started massaging them.
"You're so tense," said Ann moving one hand to Lara's neck.
Ann's hands felt so good. Lara's eyes were closed as Ann stepped closer until Ann's breasts pressed against her back. Lara felt Ann's warm breath on the back of her neck getting closer until her lips pressed against the nape as Ann kissed her.
Surprised Lara turned her head only to have Ann grab her chin as she brought her lips against Lara's in a quick kiss before drawing away. Lara stared at Ann for a moment. "Please tell me this is for real?"
Ann didn't answer. Instead she grabbed one of Lara's hands and placed it on her bare breast. Lara's hand caressed the breast as Ann leaned forward and kissed her again. This time it wasn't quick. Their mouths were parted as Lara felt Ann's tongue pushing into her mouth, her own tongue pushing back. Ann was so soft and gentle, so much better then her boyfriend. No sweaty man trying to impatiently force his way into her vagina. No scratchy chin against her cheek, just one as equally soft and smooth as her own.
They were still kissing as Ann pulled her down onto the bed. The two girls laid side by side, kissing occasionally, exploring each others bodies with their hands.
To Lara this was a dream come true. She had no idea that Ann shared her feelings about women. She sat up on one arm so that she could stare at Ann's body as she caressed it with her free hand. She ran her fingers around Ann's nipples and then laid her hand flat as it traveled down Ann's flat belly to her crotch. Lara was fascinated with Ann's hairless crotch and caressed it several times.
"You like my shaved pussy?" asked Ann.
"Yes," hissed Lara, blushing at Ann's language.
"Would you like me to shave you?"
"I would like that very much," said Lara.
"Go get a razor, cream, and a warm cloth and I'll do it for you."
Lara nodded and reluctantly pulled herself from Ann's embrace as she ran naked to the girl's group bathroom. She grabbed the items and stopped to look at herself in the mirror. A stupid grin was plastered on her face and she couldn't get rid of it she was so happy. Coming to New York had been the best decision of her life.
When she returned to the room, Ann sat her down on the edge of the bed and pushed her back so that her legs were dangling over the side. Ann kneeled between her legs and started applying the shaving cream. Lara grabbed a pillow and pulled it under her head, propping her head up so that she could watch.
Ann stood up momentarily to plug the razor in and then returned. She kneeled again and began trimming Lara's pubic hair. The vibration from the razor seemed to travel up and down her crotch exciting her. Lara flushed again when she realized Ann could see all the moisture between her legs.
Ann ran the razor down the crease in her legs and down the sides of her crotch. Lara's body involuntarily spasmed when Ann ran the razor over the tip of her crotch it was so sensitive and Lara wished Ann had let it linger there just a few more moments.
Ann switched off the razor and Lara felt the warm cloth cleaning up the shaving cream. When Ann removed the cloth, Lara shivered as the cool air hit newly shaved skin that hadn't felt a breeze in six years or more.
Lara looked down her body and was surprised to see that Ann had left a strip of hair about a half inch wide in the center of her crotch. It traveled down from just under her belly button almost all the way to the tip. "Why didn't you shave it all?"
"I like the fact that your a natural blonde," said Ann, "and besides I think this looks sexy."
Lara agreed it did look sexy. She looked down her body at Ann as her friend began blowing against the sensitive skin of her crotch. Ann looked up at her and their eyes met just as Ann's tongue flickered out along the skin on one side of her pubic hair strip. Lara's body spasmed again and she found herself spreading her legs wider.
Ann began kissing her newly shaved skin, working her way down until she neared the tip and then she ran her tongue down the sensitive crease in Lara's legs. Ann pushed her legs back and Lara could feel her hot breath on her vagina. Lara had never given nor received oral sex and she had no idea what it would feel like, but she suspected it would feel great. She wasn't disappointed.
Her body spasmed again as Ann's tongue flickered across her labia. Ann kissed it several time before cupping her tongue and running it up and down the folds until Lara couldn't help raising her crotch into Ann's tongue. Ann stopped.
"W-why did you quit?" asked Lara panting.
"I want you to ask for it."
"Please Ann," she moaned, "lick my vagina some more. It felt so good."
"Ask me to eat your pussy."
"I don't like that word," said Lara confused. Did Ann enjoy dirty talk in bed or something?
"Ask and you shall receive," said Ann kissing between her legs again.
"Eat it Ann," moaned Lara desperate to feel Ann's tongue between her legs again.
"Eat what?"
"My pussy, eat my pussy," said Lara, crying out as Ann began tonguing her again.
Ann's tongue was very skillful as it slipped between the folds in Lara's labia and into her pussy. Lara had never felt such pleasure in her life. Her belly was undulating with each thrust of Ann's tongue and she was thrashing her head back and forth.
Lara ran one hand down the bed and grabbed Ann's hand as it held her leg apart. She squeezed Ann's hand to let her know she was close to orgasm, squeezing tighter as the pressure grew. Ann's tongue moved up her pussy and with one quick movement, her clit was sucked into Ann's mouth. The orgasm seemed to explode from her pussy soaking Ann's face. Lara cried out her pleasure to the world, squeezing Ann's hand so tight her knuckles turned white.
It was Lara's first orgasm and finally she now understood why people were so hung up about sex. And Ann wasn't finished. Lara felt two of Ann's fingers slip into her pussy sliding in and out, while Ann continued to suck on Lara's clit. Her clit had always been large and sensitive, protruding out like a little penis. Ann held it in her mouth sucking and running her tongue around it until another orgasm exploded from Lara's pussy. Lara came again and again. She came until she couldn't take any more and pushed her lovers head out from between her legs. Finally, the horniness was gone and she felt satisfied.
Ann's face was soaked as Lara watched her stand up and wipe herself off with the cloth. "Sorry," mumbled Lara.
Ann laughed and said, "You ready to repay the favor?"
"Yes," said Lara nodding, "though I've never performed oral sex before."
"You've never done what?"
"Eaten pussy before," Lara said correcting herself.
"It's easy," said Ann pulling her up so they could switch places. "I'll tell you what to do to make me happy."
"I'll do anything to make you happy," replied Lara.
"Good girl," said Ann. Instead of laying on her back, Ann kneeled on the bed, putting her head down in the pillow so that her ass was thrusting up towards Lara's face.
This is an odd position, thought Lara as she kneeled behind Ann. Still, she stared fascinated at her first close up view of a pussy. It was beautiful and it was open wide for her. Her pussy lips were spread apart and Lara could actually see deep inside Ann. Even Ann's rectum looked stretched out. It was a hole about the size of a nickel.
"Come on Lara," said Ann, "let's see how good you are at eating box."
Lara stuck her tongue out and ran it up Ann's labia, slipping it inside her pussy as she tasted her first pussy. Ann wiggled her ass around as Lara tongued her. Lara didn't really care for this position as her nose was buried in Ann's ass hole, but luckily Ann was clean and smelled fresh.
"Suck on my clit baby," moaned Ann humping Lara's face.
Lara licked down and sucked Lara's clit into her mouth. She tried to imitate everything that Ann had done to her clit, sucking on it, licking around it, and gently nibbling it between her lips. With a loud grunt, Ann arched her back, thrust her ass into Lara's face and came. Lara lapped up every bit.
"Come on Lara, lick up my pussy."
Lara released Ann's clit and ran her tongue up and over the folds of her labia.
"HIgher," called Ann.
Lara ran her tongue all the way up towards her ass wiggling it as she went.
"Higher," said Ann again.
Lara slid her tongue over the fold of skin between Ann's pussy and her rectum. It must have been sensitive because Ann shuddered and moaned before saying, "Higher." Lara's eyes were closed as she licked higher. She felt her tongue slip into Ann's rectum and thinking she had gone to high she pulled back.
"Don't stop," called Ann. "Come on you slut, eat my ass hole."
Without really thinking what she was doing, Lara returned her tongue to Ann's ass hole and began sliding her tongue around it. Something deep inside her enjoyed being told what to do. She liked being treated like a slut.
"Stick your fingers in my pussy," ordered Ann. Lara continued to lick Ann's ass as she brought her hand up and slipped two fingers into Ann's pussy.
"Make me cum again bitch," said Ann. "Fuck me, fuck my pussy."
Ann's pussy made a slurping sound as Lara slid her fingers in and out.
"Harder slut, fuck me harder," ordered Ann. "Stick your tongue in my ass.
Lara obeyed, jamming her fingers deep into Ann's pussy even as she pushed her tongue into Ann's ass. Ann was thrusting her ass back, humping her tongue and fingers until with a loud scream she came. Ann's pussy seemed to clamp down over her fingers as they became soaked with her juices. Ann pushed her ass back into Lara's face until she fell forward indicating she had enough.
Lara cleaned her face and fingers off with the cloth before climbing back onto the bed. The two women embraced.
"Are you my little slut?" asked Ann staring deep into her eyes.
"Yes Ann," said Lara, "I'm your slut."
"Good then," said Ann closing her eyes.
Lara stared lovingly at Ann for a moment before closing her own eyes and falling asleep.
*******************
"How come you're not ready?" asked Lara as she entered their apartment's foyer. All the other girls were standing around except for Michele who was sitting on the couch with her hair still mussed from sleeping.
"I wasn't invited," said Michele. "It's because I almost called that black waiter the N word."
"They probably didn't even hear it," said Lara.
"I'm sure you'll be called in soon, maybe they only needed four models today."
Michele just snorted as the girls left. Lara felt sorry for her, Michele was probably right, but that's what you get for being a bigot.
********************
Lara beamed when she heard the knock on her door. She threw the door open and looked around to make sure the other girls weren't around before kissing Ann on the lips.
"How did it go today?" asked Ann entering the bedroom. She was carrying a brown bag under her arm.
"Fine," said Lara untying her robe. "All the outfits were too skimpy though and they asked me to do some nudes."
"Did you get to work with Mark?" grunted Ann as she ripped Lara's robe open.
"Yes," said Lara, shivering as Ann ogled her body. She had discarded her old lady underwear and was wearing a sheer bra with matching panties just like Ann liked to wear.
"What did you think of him?"
"He seemed nice," said Lara looking down. "H-he asked me to take a break with him. I think he wanted to fuck me. I think he asked all the girls and I'm pretty sure he fucked Kim or Tracy. I saw him with them both."
"Mark does get around," said Ann. "Now strip for me."
Lara nodded and eagerly let her robe fall to the floor before unhooking her bra. After stepping out of her new panties she stood before Ann completely nude. The other woman was still dressed and being the only nude one in the room made Lara feel subservient.
"Remove my clothing," ordered Ann.
Lara slowly stripped Ann. She took off Ann's blazer and unbuckled her belt. Ann was wearing a skirt, which Lara unbuttoned and pulled down Ann's legs. Underneath the skirt Ann was wearing her sexy g-string panties with a garter belt holding her nylons up. Lara stood back up and unbuttoned Ann's blouse pushing it back to reveal her bra clad breasts. Lara freed Ann's breasts and kissed each nipple. She slowly kneeled again kissing her way down Ann's body, letting her tongue slip into the other girls navel and then moving down to her crotch. When Lara was on her knees, she lifted Ann's feet and pulled her heels off before slowly rolling the nylons down and removing them. Lara then pulled the garter down over Ann's hips and then the panties until Ann was also completely nude.



"Are you my slut?" asked Ann pulling Lara's head into her shaved crotch as she stood over Lara.
"Yes," replied Lara kissing all over Ann's bare pussy.
"Good," said Ann sitting down on the bed and pulling Lara's face into her pussy. "There are some new things I want you to try."
Lara attacked Ann's pussy using all the tricks she had learned the previous night until Ann grabbed her hair pulling her tightly into her crotch and came in Lara's face.
Lara was wiping her face when Ann pulled a giant black dildo from the bag and handed it to her. "Fuck me with this."
Lara looked at the ugly black thing in her hand. It was molded to look like a real cock only it was impossibly large. It was probably nine inches from the tip to the end. "This will split you in two."
"No it won't," said Ann laying down on the bed with her knees dangling over. "I use it all the time."
Lara brought the dildo up to Ann's slit and slid it around to lubricate it. This explained why Ann's pussy was so stretched out. Ann moaned as Lara worked the dildo in. She was fascinated as inch after inch entered Ann's pussy. Her lover had no trouble taking it all.
"Come on fuck me with it," cried Ann thrashing around on the bed. "Fuck me with your big black cock."
Lara obeyed though she experienced a brief surge of jealousy. Did Ann have a crush on a black guy? Was that why she was asking about Mark? Lara wished she had a cock to fuck Ann with, she'd do anything to make Ann happy and to keep Ann with her forever.
"Fuck me, fuck me," cried Ann humping the dildo as Lara fucked her with it. "Suck my clitty." Lara leaned over the dildo and sucked Ann's clit into her mouth. Ann screamed and her pussy clamped down over the dildo as she came. Ann rested a minute and then stood up, the dildo sliding out of her pussy as she stood. "Alright your turn," she said pulling Lara to her feet.
"Please don't," said Lara as she switched places with Ann. "It's too big."
"Don't worry," said Ann grabbing the bag and pulling out a smaller dildo. "We'll start you off with an easy one."
This dildo was cylinder shaped, black, and about six inches. Lara closed her eyes and laid back. She heard a click and there was a buzzing sound. She jumped when the dildo touched her shaved crotch. It was vibrating and it was sending shivers up her spine.
Ann moved the vibrator down to Lara's clit and held it there. The vibrations drove her crazy. Lara started thrashing around on the bed as it brought her to the brink of orgasm. Lara needed to cum and cried, "Put it in. Quit teasing me."
"Beg me to fuck you with my black cock."
"Fuck me Ann," moaned Lara. "Fuck me with your black cock."
Ann slid the vibrator down, slipping it inside Lara's pussy. The vibrator was about the same size as Lara's boyfriend's penis and it slid in easily. Unlike her boyfriend, Ann knew what she was doing and Lara came almost immediately. Ann continued to fuck her with the vibrator for about five minutes until another orgasm overwhelmed Lara and she thrashed around in ecstasy.
When she recovered, Lara saw Ann standing over her. The girl pulled her to her feet and kissed her. Ann held something in her hand and Lara arched her eyebrows when she saw it was a blindfold.
Ann quickly put the blindfold on her. Lara found all her other sense heightened as she was enveloped in darkness. She jumped when Ann's mouth closed over her left nipple and she heard Ann laughing at her reaction.
Ann spun her around and led her to the side of the bed. Lara felt herself being positioned on all fours on the bed. She heard a clicking sound as something cold and hard wrapped around her wrist. Lara's hand jerked forwards and she heard another click. She tugged her arm back, but it was completely restrained. Ann jerked her other arm forward forcing Lara to fall on her face as her other wrist was handcuffed. Lara was lying on her face with her ass thrusting up towards the ceiling.
She heard Ann rummaging around in the bag again and a minute later, Ann pulled the blindfold up. Her lover was standing beside the bed with a large black dildo strapped to her waist. It was as big as the dildo she had used on Ann and the sheer size frightened her.
"Please don't," begged Lara.
"Shut up slut," snapped Ann. "Your about to get fucked by nine hard inches of black cock." Ann crouched so that the dildo rested on the bed and she slid it forward until it poked at Lara's mouth. "Kiss it bitch."
Lara pursed her lips and kissed the cold plastic head of the dildo. "Don't worry," whispered Ann, "you'll love it. This one even squirts fake sperm." Lara was still scared, but she trusted Ann and smiled at her friend as Ann replaced the blindfold.
"I need some warm water to fill my big squirt gun here," said Ann in her ear. "I'll be right back." Lara heard the door close and then there was silence.
********************
Mark was waiting at the base of the stairs talking to Avery the guard when Ann walked out and waved him up. He had dressed in just a sweat shirt and pants so as to be able to undress quickly. He pulled off his shirt as he climbed the stairs. He was naked by the time Ann opened the door to Lara's room. His fat nine inch cock was already hard despite fucking both Kim and Tracy earlier that day. An ache of longing traveled up his cock when he saw the beautiful restrained woman. Like all "enhanced", he was addicted to cumming and his cock could come at least six times a day without losing any of it's hardness, filling white wombs with buckets of sperm each time. He still couldn't get over how good it felt cumming. Orgasms felt five times better then they had when he was still a skinny little runt with a five inch penis.
Mark waited impatiently while Ann grabbed a small hand held video recorder out of her bag. Like all the rooms in the house, several cameras were already taping the action, but this would allow Ann to get some close ups of the action to splice into a really good movie, both to sell and blackmail Lara with.
Ann aimed the camera as Mark kneeled on the bed behind Lara. "Here it comes slut," said Ann. ********************
Lara shivered as Ann rested the big dildo on the crack of her ass and slid it down until it was poking at her pussy. Her lips stretched wide and then closed around a cock head about the size of a golf ball. Lara couldn't believe how thick it was, but Ann was right it felt good. Ann pulled the tip of the dildo out and Lara immediately felt empty inside. She could feel it lightly touching her labia, teasing her and she pushed back trying to get it back in.
"Beg for it," said Ann.
"Please put it in," moaned Lara struggling at her bounds. "I need to get fucked. Fuck me Ann, fuck me with your big black cock."
Lara moaned and arched her back as Ann pushed the dildo back in. This time it went in further and her lips stretched wide as the thick part below the head spread her out. Ann started slowly working it in and out of her pussy, letting Lara get used to it. The cock was so hard and it was hot now. It even seemed to throb, it was so realistic.
Ann's hands grabbed her ass cheeks. They felt big and strong and it was easy to imagine she was really getting fucked by a man. Lara felt even more sexually confused now then before she met Ann. Yesterday, she would have finally admitted to being a lesbian. Today, she wished there was a man out there with a real cock this big to fuck her, but of course, there was no such thing.
"Oh Jesus," said Lara suddenly when it hit the half way point. "Your big cock is making me cum." Lara's pussy clamped down over the dildo as she soaked it with her juices.
Ann was merciless as she pushed the dildo in until the fake balls slapped against Lara's thighs. They were big and heavy, filled with whatever mixture Ann had poured in them when she went to the bathroom. The balls began banging her thighs as Ann began fucking her.
The massive dildo felt wonderful. Every nerve in her body felt alive. Her nipples were so hard they hurt as they rubbed against the bed with each thrust of Ann's cock. It felt great to be helpless and at the mercy of a nine inch dildo. The dildo was so much bigger and better then her boyfriend had been. Ann really knew how to work it too. It satisfied her like nothing else in her life. It seemed to draw the orgasms from her body. She came again and again from the relentless fucking Ann gave her. A fucking that lasted far longer then a man really could have gone. She came again even harder when Ann pushed the vibrator into her ass and clicked it on.
Eventually, the dildo seemed to fatten up and Lara assumed Ann must be pumping it somehow before filling her up. She was right. The dildo seemed to explode in her pussy, spraying way too much sperm to be the real thing, deep inside her. The ejaculate triggered Lara to have the largest orgasm of her life and she screamed in pleasure as she passed out.
********************
Mark pulled out and got off the bed to let Ann take some close-ups of the other girl's cum filled pussy. When she was done, Mark grabbed her after she had put the camera away.
"Clean me off bitch," he hissed as he pushed her down to her knees before him.
Ann was an expert cocksucker, quickly licking and sucking him clean. Mark's cock swelled up again and the cleaning turned into a full fledged blow job. Lara remained still on the bed with her ass thrust up, moaning from time to time as Ann sucked him off.
When he came, he only had enough for one mouthful left which Ann eagerly swallowed. The girl wouldn't let go of his cock, as she desperately tried to suck more out.
"More," she whispered as he pulled his cock out of her mouth.
The slut wants more, thought Mark, I'll give her more. He grabbed her by the base of the neck and shoved her face into Lara's pussy. He left her like that, lapping his sperm up out of the lezzie bitch.
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The Nosy Housewife & The Last of The Mad Nazi Scientists
Chasity Chase looked out her window as the movers unloaded large crates off the moving van. An old man and a young boy seemed to be supervising the operation. She sighed. Chasity had been hoping for another housewife to move in next door to alleviate the boredom. Her husband worked for President Reagan and worked long hours, sometimes seventy or more a week leaving her alone most of the day. Most of the residents of this suburb of DC were older then the twentyfive year old housewife. Anyway it was too early to make a judgement call on the new neighbors. The young boy had to have a mother, right? She'd make up a care package and take it over once they got settled in. Maybe she would find out a little more then.
Chasity went to the supermarket and returned with some fresh fruit and a bottle of wine. She began putting together a nice fruit basket to carry over to the new neighbors so that she could snoop... er welcome them to the neighborhood.
Chasity walked next door with her basket and knocked on the door. Much to her surprise a dwarf answered the door. He was between three and four feet tall with crooked teeth, a slight hunch back, and appeared in his fifties. She had mistaken him for a child earlier. "Ja, vhat can I do for you?" The dwarf had a German accent.
Chasity was a little caught off guard, but quickly recovered. "I just wanted to welcome you to the neighborhood." She held up the basket.
"Der doctor ist very busy," said the dwarf not moving from the door.
Past the dwarf, a man wearing a white lab coat exited a door with stairs leading down to the basement. "Vhat have we here?" said the man. He appeared quite old, but moved like a much younger man. "Who is this lovely creature?" He kissed her hand and bowed.
"I'm Chasity Chase. My husband, Dick and I live next door to you."
"I'm Gunther Von Horne," he said gesturing her to come in, though they didn't move beyond the foyer. The dwarf just stepped asside and scowled at her.
Chasity could see boxes and boxes of strange equipment lining the hall. There were strange metallic instruments, glass tubes, and lots of wires. "Need any help unpacking?" she asked hoping to get a closer look at the boxes.
"No thank you my dear," said Von Horne. "As you can see, I'm very busy at the moment. Perhaps ve can get together later after Ludwig"- he gestured towards the dwarf- "and I are settled in. I thank you for the basket and the wine."
"Just being neighborly," she said as she was shown out the door.
Chasity waved bye and slowly walked back through the yard staring in the windows as she went.
********************
"You're begining to remind me of that nosy neighbor on "Bewitched" said Dick Chase.
Chasity sighed and let the curtain fall. Her husband didn't understand her curiosity. Doctor Von Horne had been next door a little over a week now and there were lots of strange goings on in his house. Lights were on all night and sometimes they would flicker. She could hear the hum of machinery walking along the street past the house and packages of all sizes arrived every day. Ludwig would meet the delivery person in the yard and sign for them. Later, the doctor would come out and help move the larger ones inside.
"Besides," said Dick, "shouldn't you be getting ready?"
"Yes, give me a half hour," said Chasity taking one last glance out the window. Dick was flying out west tomorrow and it was always their ritual to make love before his extended trips.
Chasity headed upstairs and stripped off her clothes and what her husband refered to as "her old lady underwear" in the bathroom. She always took a bath before and after sex. She wanted to smell nice going into it and always felt dirty afterwards. She bathed and put on her rather conservative nightgown. Chasity was shy and didn't like showing off her body even to her husband despite being quite attractive. Her husband said she had the body of a Playboy playmate, the perfect girl next door. She thought she was too skinny and her C cup breasts were a little too big on her thin build. Her rear end was bony too. Chasity let her long black hair down, brushed her teeth, and headed into the bedroom.
Dick was lying on the bed naked, his penis already erect with anticipation. He wasn't shy about his body at all and looked forward to their rare sex sessions. Chasity turned out the lights, pulled off her nightgown, and slipped under the cover. Dick joined her and climbed on top. Fifteen minutes later, she was back in the bathroom showering.
********************
Chasity returned from taking Dick to Delos airport just as the sun was setting. She fixed herself dinner and as it was Thursday settled down to watch the Cosby show and Cheers. Just after Cheers, she heard the hum of machinery next door and her lights flickered. Chasity got up off the couch and peeked out the window. The lights were on in the basement of Doctor Von Horne's, flickering again as if his machines were drawing large amounts of power.
Chasity couldn't take it anymore. She had to know what was going on over there. It was dark outside and there weren't any street lights between their houses. She felt reasonably safe walking over there.
Chasity crept through the yards and walked up to one of Von Horne's basement windows. She fell to her knees and peered in. What she saw looked like something out of a thirties horror movie. A regular Frankenstein's laboratory filled the room. Huge tubes, machinery, electricity flickering between electrodes. She could see Gunther Von Horne fooling with some kind of computor screen tha looked far more advanced then her Commodore 64.
Chasity jumped a mile when the voice behind her said, "Vhat are you Doing?"
Her heart beat a mile a minute as she turned staring into the ugly face of Ludwig the dwarf. His lips were back, baring his crooked teeth like a snarling dog. "I was just looking for my cat," she said standing so that he wouldn't be so intimidating. "I'll be going now." She backed away from Ludwig. The dwarf didn't say anything else, just stood there scowling as she returned to her house.
Chasity was wide awake when she went to bed that night. It had taken an hour for her heart to quit beating so rapidly. She tossed and turned for a while finally dozing off after midnight. She awoke at two thirty and sat up in bed. She had heard a crash downstairs.
Chasity listened carefully, her heart thumping in her chest, but the noise did not repeat itself. Still, she needed to be sure and wanted to know what had fallen. She got out of bed and headed downstairs, turning on the lights as she went. Nothing appeared amiss. Her bare feet padded on the carpet as she headed towards the dark kitchen.
Chasity entered the kitchen and was about to flip on the light when she noticed the shadow out of the corner of her eye. The scream had just made it to her lips when the hand holding the cloth clamped down around her mouth. The light came on and she was staring into Ludwig's evil face. Confused, she looked down. He was standing on one of her kitchen chairs.
Chasity couldn't move and her legs felt weak. One of her nightgown straps slid down her arm, exposing one breast. Ludwig grabbed her breast and cackled just as she saw Von Horne enter the room. The doctor picked her up effortlessly for a man that had to be eighty. She fell limp in his arms as he carried her from her home.
********************
When next Chasity opened her eyes, she was being bound by her wrists and dangling from the ceiling of the doctor's basement. The ropes cut into her wrists, but the pain was eleviated a little as she was lowered to her feet. She felt drunk from the drug and was too messed up to be scared. She fell forward over a table and felt her nightgown being lifted up over her back. She was too weak to struggle as the hand removed her panties.
"These things are as old as I am," said Von Horne behind her. Burn them." Ludwig cackled and walked past her carrying her panties.
Chasity feared she was about to be raped from behind, but instead she felt a sharp pain above her right butt cheek and then another above the left. Ludwig returned and pushed an IV set over behind her. "Vont it take longer with the incisions so small?" asked the dwarf.
"Ve have time I hope. Besides, I don't want to leave permanent scars. Return to her house and look for a calendar or date book. Find out when her husband is returning. He vill have to be eliminated."
Chasity watched the dwarf leave again. The IV tubes were inserted in her butt cheeks and began pumping them full of fluid. The doctor walked over to a table and returned with a long needle. "What are you doing to me?" she asked hoarsely. Her mouth was dry from the drug.
Von Horne walked behind her. "This I call sensitizer." Chasity jumped as he inserted the needle directly in her anus, pricking her several times. "Vhy don't you sleep some more my dear." Chasity closed her eyes and drifted off.
********************
Chasity awoke and found herself standing on her feet, her arms above her head dangling from the ropes. Ludwig was standing in front of her with a knife in his hands. He grinned at her as he made a cut in her nightgown between her legs. He set the knife down, placed his hands between the tear and ripped outward. The tear exposed more and more of her flesh, eventually reaching her crotch, previously only seen by her husband and gynocologist. The dwarf patted her pubic hair and Chasity tried to pull away, but was entirely restrained. He continued ripping her nightgown until it hung in tatters from her body. Her nude torso now entirely exposed.
Von Horne returned with a scapel in hand. Her eyes grew wide as he stood before her. He raised the scapel and made two swift cuts in the tops of her breasts. She barely registered the pain he was so skillful as Ludwig pushed another IV over towards her. "What are you doing to me?" she asked again.
"This I call Fluid Flesh," said Von Horne proudly. He hooked the IV into the slits in her breasts. "It vill fill the fat cavities, eventually bonding with your cells. It will make your breasts bigger. Plus, they will remain proud and firm your entire life."
"But why?"
"So men find you hard to resist of course."
"Vhat now herr Doctor?" asked Ludwig.
"Shave her."
Chasity felt Ludwig's hands on her pubic hair again and then the cold touch of metal as he began shaving her. Von Horne grabbed another needle and returned. This time the pain was quick, but sharp as he stabbed the sensitizer into her nipples. She watched with disbelief as they became swollen and erect. She could feel the cold air from the air conditioning caressing her nipples.
"Better knock her out again," said Von Horne. Ludwig stood on a chair and covered her mouth and nose with the cloth again. The last thing she remembered was the doctor pulling up a stool and sitting before her vagina. He had another needle and a smaller IV of fluid flesh. Her eyes widened in terror as she went unconcious.
********************
Chasity thanked god she wasn't in pain when she woke up again. She was bent over at an old angle, backwards. Her hair had been let down and was wet, dripping down her back. The ropes were hauled up so that she was dangling again. She opened her eyes and saw another poor woman in the same predicament as she. This woman had wet blonde hair, large, firm breasts and a thin waist that tapered down until swelling again from her perfectly round hips. Chasity opened her mouth and said, "hello." The woman opened her mouth back, but no words came out of her mouth. Chasity's eyes opened wide and the woman followed perfectly in sync. She was looking in a mirror.
Gone was the beautiful girl next door. She now looked like a stripper or a porn star. Not that she had ever seen either. Her hair was dirty blonde now. Her breasts probably a double D capped with long swollen nipples. The mirror moved slightly and she could see her rear end refected from another mirror behind her. Her bony ass was now two perfectly round milky white orbs.
The mirror moved back so that she was looking at her torso again. She looked positively wanton, slutty even. Her worst new feature protruded from her newly shaved vagina. Her clit was swollen and dripping fluid. It was almost as if it had been forced out of her vagina and it made no move to recede back in. Not only was it soaked, but her entire vagina was wet with her juices. Her whole body seemed alive, and sexually charged.
"What have you done to me?" she asked as Ludwig pushed the mirror asside. Von Horne grinned evily as he pushed over a computer screen on an arm. "You are the prototype my dear. The first in an army of slave-sluts to do my bidding." The doctor poked yet another needle into her arm.
"I'm not a slut."
"Not yet," he replied. He brought down an evil looking device topped with hooked needles. Don't struggle my dear." The device hooked into her eyelids and held her eyes open. "The drug I just gave you will make you highly susceptible to suggestion. Enjoy." He swung the computer moniter around so that it was in front of her face an she began to read.
Her eyeballs flickered back and forth as she read the text. It was a series of sex stories, one after the other. At first they were simple romantic stories. Then they turned hard core. Women were revealing their bodies to watchers. Wives were cheating on the husbands. They were making love to strangers... no, they were fucking them and they took their penises...cocks into their mouths. They got big cocks shoved up their asses. There were women who took three cocks at once. Who fucked black guys. Who licked other womens pussys. The women were all happy and satisfied to serve the needs of others. The screen went blank as the stories ended and the doctor pushed the monitor away. "You are the first to be turned loose on the governemnt of the United States. Germany shall have its revenge by destroying the country that destroyed it. I shall turn this country facist for letting the Soviets rape half of the fatherland. You will go to var with the Soviet Union and Germany shall rise again like the phoenix from the ashes of the two superpowers." Von Horne cackled maniacaly.
"But how," said Chasity. She was free of the machines now and Ludwig was lowering the ropes. She fell to her knees and he cut the ropes binding her.
"I shall create an army of slutty interns to descend upon the married congressmen of your country and I shall blackmail them. No man could resist a buxom slut like you. They will vote the way I tell them. They will sponser the bills I write. Nominate my supreme court justices and one some day shall become president."
"But I'm not a slut." She struggled to her feet.
"Aren't you?" Von Horne unbuttoned and removed his lab coat. His chest was that of a much younger man, rippled with muscles. It did have a somewhat plastic appearance, but was quite sexy. Chasity felt an itch in her pussy. He continued, "Another use of the fluid flesh. I have embalmed my body with it. I shall not die until my organs give out."
Speaking of organs, Chasity licked her lips when Von Horne's popped out as he removed his pants. "Fuck me, that's a big cock," she said, shocked by her language, but staring greedily at the Doctor's foot long schlong. He had found something else to make big with the fluid flesh. Even his balls were sized to match his cock and promised gallons of sperm.
"Do you like what you see?"
"Yes sir."
"What do you want to do with this?" He waved his cock before her.
"I want to fuck and suck it."
"Excellent, but first let me have a taste of those big boobies." The docor bent over and licked around her nipple. Chasity screamed with delight, they were so sensitive she shivered with pleasure. He sucked one long nipple between his lips and teased it with his teeth while twirling the other nipple between his fingers. Chasity gasped and moaned as her pussy spasmed. She had orgasmed. She had cum for the first time in her life and all he was doing was sucking on her nipples. Dick had never given her an orgasm in four years of marriage.
Chasity came again, this one was a lot bigger. Something was kneeding her clit. The doctor backed up and she looked down. Ludwig was between her legs and had sucked her protruding clit into his mouth. He was sucking on it like a baby on a bottle and each time sent spasms of pleasure through her body. He was naked too, she could see his deformed back, but what he was doing between her legs felt too good to deny. She came again when he inserted two fingers into her pussy.
"Enough," shouted the doctor. "Let her free Ludwig."
Ludwig backed off, wiping and licking her juices from his chin. The nude dwarf's cock slid along the ground it was so big and obscene. It was just starting to grow, making it's slow ponderous way skyward. It had to have been fourteen inches long and looked bigger on the dwarf's body. It was magnificent.
"I got the dosage wrong vith Ludwig," said Von Horne. "He's never complained though. Now come show me how much you love my cock."
Chasity smiled and fell to her knees before the doctor. She took his cock into her mouth finding the experience at once familiar and strange. She had the memories of hundeds of blow jobs on cocks of all sizes, but her mouth and throat seemed unaccustomed to having anything in them and she found herself gagging. Dissappointed in herself, Chasity decided to take it slow and easy despite her craving for a taste of his sperm. Besides, Von Horne's cock was so nice it deserved some extra special treatment.
Chasity removed it from her mouth and began kissing it from top to bottom. Her kisses changed to licks as she coated his shaft with her saliva paying extra special attention to the crown and pee slit, even licking his big hairy balls. She moved back up to the tip and began bobbing her head, taking more into her mouth with each thrust. The golfball-sized head of Von Horne's cock pushed against her throat. She relaxed and took several inches in her throat.
"Mein gott," said the doctor. "You can really suck cock. No man shall resist blow jobs this good."
"Thank you," she said flushing with pleasure at the compliment. She swallowed his cock again, this time swallowing ten inches before he grabbed the sides of her face and began thrusting his cock down her throat.
Chasity felt something poking her back and she fell forwards on her hands and knees so Ludwig could fuck her. His thick cock easily slid about half way into her soaked pussy. It stretched her out like no man ever had. Her pussy seemed to mold itself around Ludwig's monster prick, squeezing it tight and coating it with more lubrication. The muscles in her pussy spasmed trying to force it out, only to clamp down again and pull forward. Her body was responding to Ludwig's superior cock trying to force it to fuck her.
Chasity purred with pleasure as Ludwig pulled most of his cock out. He slowly pushed it back in, the shaft rubbing against her swollen clit. Von Horne chose that moment to explode in her throat. His sperm slid into her belly and she pulled back so that his cock-head rested in her mouth. Her cheeks bulged out from his second wad His sperm was hot and sweet. It felt like she was tasting it for the first time as she swallowed it down her throat to make room for more. She wasn't disappointed as her cheeks bulged out from another equally large wad.
Chasity wanted to savor every drop, but Ludwig's cock was really doing a number on her clit. She screamed as an orgasm exploded through her body and Von Horne shot his last wad all over her face. Von Horne backed off and she fell down resting her hed on he arms. She kept her ass thrust up letting Ludwig fuck her doggy style. It was one of her favorite positions.



Ludwig's cock was incredible. Each thrust teased her blood engorged clit sending spasms of pleasure up to her brain and an orgasm seemed to explode every tenth thrust or so. She felt so full, it felt like his entire cock was shoved up her pussy. She knew it was impossible and guessed that she had taken close to a foot of his rod.
Ludwig lasted a long time and she lost count of the orgasms he gave her. Finally his cock swelled up and he shot wad after wad of hot cum directly into her womb. Chasity screamed into her hands as her biggest orgasm yet exploded like firecrackers, one after another expanding out from her pussy. "That was incredible," said Chasity after the dwarf had pulled out and she had caught her breath. she smiled up at Von Horne "You're hard again," she cooed in delight.
"Not bad for an eightyfive year old man. The fluid flesh keeps it partially erect constantly so that it only requires a little blood from me to make it hard." "Would you fuck me this time?"
"Gladly my dear. Climb up on the examination table."
The table was just right for fucking and Chasity climbed on top, lying on her back. Von Horne pulled her legs apart and guided his cock right into her sperm-soaked pussy. He began rapidly fucking her and she writhed on the table like a bitch in heat. His cock was every bit as good as the dwarf's. Her pussy clamped down tightly aound it, spasming every time it slid along her clit.
Ludwig pushed up a step ladder and climbed up so that his huge cock rested on her lips. Chasity took him into her mouth and began suckling it. She felt like the luckiest slut in the world.
"Enough," cried Von Horne after fucking her fifteen minutes. "Let me on the table and you can ride my cock."
Chasity switched places with Von Horne, climbing on him once he had lied down on his back. His cock was so big she had to squat over it, slowly lowering herself down his shaft. Von Horne leaned up taking one of her nipples between his teeth sending a jolt of pleasure up her spine and she began cumming again.
Ludwig moved the ladder to the end of the table and climbed on top. Chasity wasn't even aware he was there until she felt his hands spreading her ass cheeks apart. "Oh yeah. Come on baby, I could use a good ass fucking," she begged.
Ludwig positioned the tip of his huge cock on her anus and pushed. She winced in pain and bit her lip as his fat cock-head entered her. She didn't remember this ever hurting before. Actually, she couldn't remember ever doing this before, she just knew she loved getting fucked up the ass.
Luckily, her ass reacted like her pussy, stretching out to accommodate his thickness and molding itself around his cock as the dwarf pushed more in. The pain quickly faded and Chasity was filled with a deep sense of well being as if having two cocks in her at once completed her.
The two men began fucking her pussy and ass. Chasity bounced up and down on Von Horne's cock while Ludwig pounded a little more then half his cock into her ass like a jackhammer. Von Horne slid his hand down his stomach and Chasity watched it travel between her legs where her hard clitty stuck out like a miniature penis. He took it between his fingers and started stroking it. It was so sensitive, she came so hard, she almost passed out. Indeed, her entire body was ultra sensitive. Her nipples, pussy, and ass all felt like they would kill her from too much pleasure.
Von Horne erupted in her pussy, sending huge amounts of sperm deep inside her. He held his cock in her pussy while Ludwig continued to ream her ass until he too came, filling her ass with semen. The three remained connected until one by one they got off the table.
"Ludvig vants to fuck her again, herr doctor," said the dwarf stroking his still hard cock.
"No, she needs her rest. Ve shall continue tommorrow night. Chasity, go home and get a good nights rest. When you talk to your husband, tell him everything is fine. Tommorrow I want you to buy a new wardrobe to go with your new outlook on life. When you hear my voice, you will come back to finish your training. Good night."
"Good night doctor. Thank you for fucking me." She leaned up to kiss him, but he just crinkled his nose and walked away. She had forgotten her face was crusted with his drying sperm. Ludwig walked her home just as the sun was coming up. Luckily, no one was about as she was still nude. Her nightgown was in tatters on the basement floor. Not that she ever wanted to wear something like that again. Even the thought of covering her body up that much made her feel claustrophobic.
Chasity gave Ludwig a parting blow job and fell into a deep restful sleep with a full belly and the taste of his sperm on her lips.
********************
Chasity returned from the mall trying to keep from biting her lower lip. She immediately stripped off her shirt and removed her new bra. The material had constantly rubbed against her ever-hard nipples until she had actually cum while driving the car. She didn't know why she had bought the damn thing anyway. She found them confining and her huge breasts were so firm she didn't need one. A collection of halter tops, mini skirts, lingerie, and a new string bikini rounded out her purchases.
Chasity was tired as she hadnt slept much at all last night. She went up to her bedroom and stripped the rest of her clothes off. Her wedding picture seemed to stare at her. She smiled, wishing Dick was here now to give her a good fucking. She frowned at the image of her not quite understanding why it looked so unfamiliar. She crawled into bed wishing she were full of warm sperm to help her sleep.
********************
Dick Chase paid the cab driver and walked up towards his house. He had gotten back early from his assignment and couldn't get a hold of his wife to come pick him up. He had gone first to his office at the Central Intelligence Agency in Virginia and then took the cab home.
Dick stripped off his clothes and climbed in bed with his wife. He spooned with his wife, feeling his penis harden as it rubbed her skin. He doubted she'd be up for sex, but tried anyway and was surprised to find her soaking wet. He slid his penis in and began slowly humping her. He was delighted she was letting him make love to her from this unusual position. She had only let him do her in the standard missionaly before.
"Fuck me. God, I wish your cock was bigger," she muttered still half asleep.
Dick didnt know what she was talking about. She felt too tight to him to take a bigger penis. Her vagina was snug and completely molded around his penis like it was designed for him and why was she talking dirty?
He reached around and grabbed a nipple. Her whole body seemed to spasm and she moaned with pleasure. He felt his penis become soaked with a new wave of lubrication. He couldn't be sure as it had never happened before, but he thought he had just mede her cum. Then he realized how big her breasts were. Come to rhink about it, her ass seeemed to have a lot more cushion to it.
Jesus, it wasn't his wife. She had a friend staying over and let her sleep in her bed or something like that. He was to far gone to stop now and kept thrusting his hips until he came.
"Dick, is that you?" she asked.
It sure sounded like his wife. "Of course it's me. Who else were you expecting?" He turned on the lights and they both blinked away the darkness. Dick didn't recognize her at first. Her hair was now blonde and her breasts were huge with big, puffy nipples. Her hips even looked fuller, but it was his wife. Her facial features were the same and she still had her cute little mole just under her navel. She looked like Heather Thomas on the "Fall Guy".
Dick examined her body, feeling his penis growing again as she writhed and moaned beneath his touch. He hadn't been gone long enough for her to get silicone implants, but there were two scars under her nipples. They did feel like normal flesh. She was getting so turned on, she was spreading her legs showing him how wet she was. Her clit was now large and distended, it spasmed at his touch causing her to moan. "Tell me everything that happened to you while I was gone."
"Can't we fuck first?"
He was about to reply when the phone rang. She jumped off the bed, her nude body jiggling excitedly as she answered the phone. Chasity didn't say a word, she just hung up the receiver and walked over to her dresser. She put on the sexiest pair of panties he had ever seen. They were white, lacy, and see thru. She then rolled white nylons up her legs. "What are you doing?"
She didn't answer. She just continued dressing. Next, she hooked the nylons up to a garter belt and put on a matching bra. The bra had no center, leaving her long nipples free. She put her robe on over the lingerie and headed downstairs. "Where are you going?" Still, she didn't answer.
Dick scrambled to get his clothes on. He checked his pistol on the way down the stairs and ran out the door in time to see his wife enter their new neighbors house. She had been right all along.
He drew his pistol and kept it pointed at the ground as he ran next door. The basement light was on and he fell to his belly peering inside. Chasity hadn't wasted any time. Her bra was off and she was sucking on the obscenely long penis of a dwarf. The old man was preparing some kind of machine. He was wearing a white lab coat, but it was open and he was nude under it. His penis too, was extremely long. "Tonight," said Von Horne, "we will finalize your programming. I will make you my slave. You will be taught how to dance to please men. A certain senator from Massachusettes is known to frequent a local strip club. You shall get a job there and seduce him. He should be easy."
Dick's surge of hope at hearing that her programming wasn't complete was over come by the disgusting amount of sperm that just shot out of her mouth around the dwarf's penis. More flowed down her chin, but she gulped at it like she was addicted.
The doctor grabbed her and tied her up to the machine. He had to save her before they did anything more to her.
Dick ran to the door, trying it, but it was locked. He had to move quickly. This would alert them, but he had no choice. He kicked the door in and charged into the foyer. Dick looked around, trying several doors before finding the one to the basement. He flew down the stairs, throwing his body into the room and falling just as a hail of bullets passed over his head. Dick brought his gun up and aimed at Von Horne. He fired, the doctor shattering into a million pieces. It took him a moment to realize he had just shot a mirror, then his survival instincts took over and he rolled out of the way as another stream of bullets hit where he had been.
The dwarf had what looked like a world war 2 era MP40, machine pistol in his hands. The dwarf fired again and Dick heard glass shatter. Then he smelled smoke. The lights flickered off, but the room was lit as the flickering flames grew in intensity and moved towards Chasity's prone form. She was staring at a computer sceen completely oblivious to her surroundings. Dick made his way towards her, hearing bullets fly past him several times. He fired in the direction they came from but neither he nor the dwarf were finding it easy hitting anything with shadows flickering all around them.
Dick freed his wife and lifted her into his arms just as the flames reached the machine she was hooked up to. He carried her as fast as he could towards the stairs. The flames divided the room, trapping the dwarf and Von Horne on the other side. "Good riddance," he said carrying Chasity up the stairs.
Dick had just deposited Chasity on the bed at home when the first fire trucks pulled up. He checked on his wife and then walked outside.
"Any idea what happened?" asked the fire chief.
"No, nothing," said Dick. He would report this strange incident to the agency, but didn't want to involve local authorities.
"Know who lived here?"
"Nope, they just moved in."
"Your neighbors reported hearing shots," said the fireman. His mouth hung open as he looked past Dick's shoulder.
Dick turned from staring a Von Horne's house which was a total loss and looked behind him. Chasity had come out wearing a short nighty that hugged her body except where it was thrust out by her boobs. He could see the entire outline of her areola including her hard nipples. "My wife and no we heard nothing."
"Ma'am,"said the fireman nodding at her. He continued asking questions, but kept staring at Chasity. Several other firemen were distracted by her when they should have been putting out the fire. Dick turned and guided her back towards their house.
"How much do you remember?" he asked.
"Most of it," she said crying a little. "Thanks for saving me."
"He laughed. "Don't thank me. I couldn't let the fire reach you."
"Not from the fire, from Von Horne. You got to me in time. His reprogramming didn't work."
Dick sighed in relief. "I'm glad I didn't lose you. I love you Chasity Chase just the way you are, but I think I can get used to this new body of yours."
"I love you too, but there's some other things about me that have changed too," she said caressing his dick through his pants.
Chasity unzipped his pants and led him by his cock up the stairs where she stripped for him before fucking him all night.
*******************
Chasity french kissed her husband, then sadly watched him leave for work. The experiment hadn't been a failure, nor had it been complete. She wasnt a slave, but she was a slut. She had needs that no one man could ever fulfill. A need for variety, strangers, even a craving for a women.
She watched as a UPS truck pulled up at the burnt remains of Von Horne's house. The driver jumped out package in hand, and looked at the house with a confused expression on his face. "I'll sign for that," she yelled to him.
The driver was a handsome, older man. She signed for the box and then let her robe fall open. She was wearing nothing underneath. "I don't suppose you'd like to come in would you?"
The driver stared in awe at her body then followed her into the house.
*******************
Von Horne and Ludwig watched through the tinted windows of his car as the UPS man entered her house with the last delivery of fluid flesh he had been hoping to intercept.
His hands were shaking as he gripped the steering wheel. He had a phobia against death from almost being killed in a bombing raid. That had led to his invention of the flesh fluid to extend his life. The phobia made him make sure he always had an out in case of an emergency. Like an exit from his basement that led to his backyard. He knew Chasity was probably helpless right now, but then again, she might have a gun close by or her husband might show up again. Von Horne growled and drove off still shaking. He'd have to start from scratch. As an after thought, he wondered what she would do with a dose of the fluid flesh at her disposal.
The End
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Michelle Stewart crossed her arms and watched the bitches leave the apartment. Every girl, except herself, had been invited to a photo shoot today and Michelle knew it was because she had almost called the clumsy black waiter the "N" word. Both Tyrone and Solomon had given her mean stares afterwards.
Why did they have to be black? And who ever heard of a modeling agency run by blacks anyway? Her daddy would kill her if he even knew she had eaten dinner with several black men. Daddy and his Aryan Nation buddies would be here in a minute to kick some black ass if they only knew half of what Michelle had seen. Of course, judging from the size of the black men she had met, daddy and the boys might not of won this fight.
Damn, daddy would shit a brick if he knew that one of the other girls had left with Mr. King. Even if Kim was a slut, you don't fuck black men. Michelle had also caught Tracy kissing the black night guard. Another girl, Lara, had spent two nights with Ann Dutton. Michelle wasn't sure what was going on there or what was worse faggots or Negroes.
Worse, Michelle was a little jealous. At least they were getting some. She had been in a constant state of arousal since coming to New York and she needed a dick bad. Anyway, being left alone had its advantages, she could have a little finger fun in the shower.
Michelle poured herself a glass of water and walked upstairs to her room. She stepped in front of the mirror and looked at her reflection. Michelle kept her black hair short, just over the ears, and it was mussed from sleeping. She was of average height with a nice figure. Her breasts were full, not big, and not small. Her areola were practically nonexistent, blending into her skin, but her nipples were fat, dark pink, and long. Since coming to New York, they seemed to be hard all the time, irritating her as they rubbed against her bra. Her hip size matched her breasts and her waist was thin, making her look perfect in a bikini.
Knowing she was alone, Michelle walked naked to the shower. The apartment was an old renovated dormitory and it only had one shower designed for eight people.
Michelle turned one of the showers on and stood under the shower head letting the hot water cascade over her a moment before lathering shampoo into her hair. After rinsing her hair, she grabbed a bar of soap and began rubbing her arms and shoulders. Michelle ran the bar of soap down over her breasts, a shiver of pleasure traveling up her spine as the soap flickered over her nipples. Her hands continued downwards, soaping her belly, hips, and then down over her well-trimmed crotch.
Michelle moaned as the soap slid between her legs. She let the soap drop to the floor, but kept her hand between her legs, stroking her fingers upwards towards her clit. She was doing this a lot since coming to New York. Back home, her boyfriend couldn't get enough of her body and tried to put his dick somewhere in her almost everyday. Michelle always made him where a condom, she was scared to death of becoming pregnant and losing her figure. Her looks were her only shot at getting out of Idaho. All her friends had one or two babies by the time they were twenty and she wasn't going to end up like them. Oddly, her daddy seemed to encourage her to have babies. He seemed to think white people weren't breeding fast enough.
Michelle's fingers were moving faster now and she leaned back against the wall for leverage. She was moaning and humping her fingers when a voice said, "Need any help with that?"
Michelle's eyes opened wide in fear for it was a male voice she heard. Standing by the exit was a naked black man with an enormous erection. He was very black and very imposing. The man was probably six and a half feet tall and covered in muscles. His penis was well over a foot long and as thick as her wrist. It was twice as big as any of the penises she had ever seen before.
Michelle screamed and covered her breasts with one arm and her crotch with her hand. A black man had seen her naked and judging from his erection, he had been watching for a while. Just like her daddy had warned her, here was a negro come to rape and murder her. She shivered with fear and from something else?
"W-who are you?" she asked. Her eyes flickered past him as she considered making a run for it.
"Sorry maam, I work for the company. My water isn't working so I was told I could shower here. There wasn't supposed to be anyone here."
His politeness relaxed her a little, but his large torso was still blocking the exit. As Michelle took a step towards the exit, her foot came down right on the bar of soap she had dropped earlier. She stumbled as the soap shot across the floor. Michelle fell to her knees right before the black man. He reached out to steady her, grabbing her shoulders. As he grabbed her, his massive cock poked right at her lips. Michelle reared her head back in horror, staring cross-eyed at the monster. It looked even more imposing up close.
"You look surprised," said the black man. "Surely you've heard about how big black cocks are?"
"I thought it was a myth," she replied still staring at it.
"Whites say that because it makes them feel inferior to admit the truth. Go ahead and touch it, it wont bite you. This may be your only chance to feel a cock this big."
Michelle crinkled her nose and sniffed. It was almost as if she could smell the man's need to cum. She was breathing heavy as she stared at it and damn it, but he had interrupted her orgasm. She was still horny as hell and she needed to cum as bad as he did.
It was almost like she didn't have a choice. Her hand came up to wrap around it. Just touch it, she thought, see what a real big one feels like, then leave. Think of this as the only time you ever disobeyed daddy. She brought her other arm up and grabbed it with both fists.
It was the most amazing cock she had ever seen. It was probably thirteen inches long and so thick, there was an inch gap between her fingers. The entire cock was as dark black as his skin. It was crisscrossed with huge, bulging, blue veins. It throbbed in her hands and it seemed to radiate both heat and power. It was heavy in her hand as she lifted it to view his balls. They looked like two oranges shoved into a wrinkly brown sack. They hung low between his legs. She hefted them amazed at the amount of sperm, they must hold.
Michelle just had to see this thing squirt. "Can I jerk it off for you?" she asked. That wasn't much worse then touching it.
"Be my guest," said the black smiling down at her.
Michelle grabbed the bar of soap and began lathering up his cock. He reached out and turned the other showers on, the hot water spraying their bodies to keep them warm. Michelle grabbed the base with one hand and began stroking it with her other hand. She had given a few handjobs before losing her virginity and had never felt a cock this hard. Her hand quickly grew tired and she switched. Soon after that, she began using both hands to jerk him off.
Michelle found the sight of that huge black cock head emerging from her hands to be very erotic. It struck out straight towards her mouth and it seemed to be getting closer with each stroke. Poor thing, she thought, he really needs to cum. "Can I put it in my mouth?" she asked.
"Of course," he replied.
Michelle figured it really wasn't much worse then stroking it. She wouldn't let him cum in her mouth, she'd just use her mouth to help him along. This would be her one and only act of rebellion against her parents. Daddy would have a heart attack if he knew she was sucking off a racially inferior black man.
Her tongue flickered out to tease the pee slit and then she licked all around the plum sized head of his cock. Michellle stretched her mouth wide and let the head slide inside. For some reason, she desired to make this the best blow job she had ever given and she tightened her lips, sucking more inside.
"You really know how to treat a cock, slut
His comment both pleased and angered her, but she redoubled her efforts. She tried to deny it. She had trouble believing it, but she loved sucking on that big black cock. As she swallowed more and more of his thick cock down her throat, she grew disgusted with herself, not for enjoying it, but because she couldn't swallow the whole thing. No matter how hard she tried, she couldn't get more then ten inches down her throat.
Strange thoughts came unbidden to her head. Was he disappointed in her? Would he let her do it again until she got it right? She relaxed when the man started bucking his hips, fucking her face with his cock. He was grunting now and his cock was swelling.
He was close. Did she want to swallow his sperm? She did, but she thought it would be going too far. Her mind was made up for her as the black man grabbed the sides of her head holding his cock deep in her throat. The massive black penis swelled up so much, she thought it would choke her to death. Then he came.
The black man scared her as he bellowed so loudly that it echoed throughout the entire house. His cock jerked upwards, the first wad stricking the back of her throat with enough force it stung a little. She felt the large wad of sperm and several others slide right into her belly. She had no idea how much he was cumming, but before she had been hungry, now her belly felt full. And he was still cumming. His cock was like a fire hose that had been turned on to full blast. It leaped every second blasting out another load of sperm in her throat as he slowly pulled it out. He was on his sixth wad as the head entered her mouth and it still filled her mouth completely until sperm dribbled down her chin. He came again and again, she swallowed what she could, but wasted as much as she swalowed.
The black man pulled his cock out completely and shot two loads on her face. She made a lunge to get it in her mouth again, but he held her head back as he pushed his cock down and came on her tits. Finally, his cock ceased shooting, but it continued to dribble semen out in a steady stream. He allowed her to put her lips back around the head to suck up more of his seed.
That baptism of sperm erased eighteen years of racist thinking. Her body completely belonged to this black man now. He was the most superior specimen of a man she had ever known. Maybe not all black men are this superior, but then again, maybe they were. That would explain why both Kim and Tracy were now fucking black men and Michelle wanted to try one too.
********************
Rashidi couldn't believe how much he had cum. He estimated it had to be at least half a gallon. He hadn't cum in over a month and it had taken every ounce of his will power not to masturbate. It had been worth it, but now he was hooked and needed to cum again already. Cumming was now more addictive then the strongest drug he had ever taken.
A month ago, a gigantic black man at his restaurant had followed him into the bathroom and stood at the urinal next to him. The man made enough noise that Rashidi had to look down. Up until then, he had always been satisfied with his fat seven incher, but when he saw the eleven inch cock in the other guys hands, he suddenly felt inferior.
"You want a closer look? asked the man.
Rashidi found himself kneeling on the floor of the restroom holding another man's cock for the first time in his life and what's worse, he had a strong desire to suck on it. "How would you like to have a cock like mine?" asked the man.
Rashidi nodded eagerly as the man told him what was required of him. The man made him kiss the head of his cock as a gesture of submission. Rashidi wanted to get the man off, but he pulled back and stood Rashidi up. "Black men do not suck off other black men. Besides, someone may come in here at any minute."
Rashidi spent the rest of the night in a daze and his tips suffered from his lack of attention to the patrons. When he got home he tried to jerk off, but his cock was limp in his hands for the first time in his life and it stayed limp for several days.
Rashidi was ready to believe it had all been a dream when the man came back into the restaurant. He gestured, and Rashidi followed him back into the bathroom. Rashidi was resisting an urge to kneel before the man again as the man pulled a needle out of his pocket.
"This will make your dreams come true," said the black man as he gave Rashidi the shot.
Within a week, Rashidi's muscles had become more pronounced and his cock was rock hard most of the time. He didn't know why, partially because he was ashamed of his reaction to the other black man's big cock, but Rashidi decided to build up his will power by not masturbating.
At three weeks, he felt fantastic. He had grown several inches in height and his body was now bulging with muscles. Some he had never heard of. His cock was now a foot long and the need to cum was agonizing.
Exactly a month after getting the shot, he quit growing. That was the night his new boss, Solomon King brought the girls in for dinner. All Rashidi had to do was slip a little something extra into their drinks. The black man who had told him the plan said that it would make them horny all the time so that they could seduce them.
After the little slut kneeling before him almost called him the "N" word, he asked Solomon for the chance to fuck her. Solomon graciously said, "Yes."
********************
"My god, it's still hard," whispered Michelle staring at the black man's cock. After cumming, the massive black cock had shrunken only about an inch. Almost immediately, it had grown again while the man stood staring down at her.
"Would you like to try it out?" asked the man.
Michelle stared at it wondering how it would ever be able to fit it in her tight little pussy. It was simply too big, but she needed to get fucked now more then ever. "Could I try just a little?"
"Certainly," said the black. He pulled her to her feet. He towered over her almost a foot. He grabbed her arms and pulled her into his chest. Her cheek laid flat against his hard pecs. Her breasts smashed against his abs, her hard nipples poking into his stomach. His cock laid flat against her belly, poking the bottoms of her breasts it was so big. The black man's masculine presence so completely dominated her senses, she pursed her lips and kissed his chest.
His beefy hands slid down her back and cupped her ass cheeks. He squeezed her ass cheeks and Michelle found herself being lifted up. The head of his cock slid down her belly, over her belly button, and down her crotch until his cock fell down between her legs.
Michelle was now eye level with the man. He really was quite handsome though his eyes were cold. She leaned forward to kiss him, but he turned away from her in distaste. It hurt her deeply that he wasn't pleased with her. What had she become? An hour ago, she would have considered this man little better then a monkey, now her only desire was to serve him.
"Put it in," he commanded.
Michelle wrapped her legs around his waist. He was so large, her legs spread wide, her pussy opening up ready to receive him. She leaned back, reaching down behind her for his cock. He lifted her up as she raised his cock to the entrance of her pussy. "Just a little," she said to remind him, suddenly afraid of his size again.
Her pussy lips were just spreading open for his cock head when he said, "This is for being such a bitch to me at the restaurant the other night." Michelle looked at him, her eyes opening wide. This was the waiter she had insulted. Then he let go. Michelle screamed as she was impaled by all thirteen inches of black cock.
********************
Rashidi smirked down at the girl as he claimed his first white pussy. In he future, he would be gentle, slowly seducing women into submission, but this little bitch needed to be taught a lesson. She thrashed around for a moment flailing her arms and legs, whimpering until she went limp in his arms.
Raishidi grabbed the girl's waist and walked over to the wall of the shower. He braced her back against the tiled wall and waited. Her pussy squeezed down around his cock. It spasmed and he could feel lubrication running down his rod, soaking it. Her pussy spasmed again, stretching out around his invader. He was going to make sure she would never be satisfied with little dicks again.
********************
As Michelle came to her senses, the pain of impalement was rapidly fading. Her pussy was squeezing the waiter's cock so tightly, she could feel every ridge and vein on it.
Michelle's pussy slowly shaped itself around the waiter's cock. The first unprotected cock ever in her pussy. She shuddered at the thought of a black man's potent baby maker pointing right at her womb, but she wasn't ready for him to remove it.
Her vaginal muscles began reacting to the invader. They squeezed the massive cock trying to force it out, then squeezing to pull it back in. The waiter took the hint and began to move it.
He fucked her slowly at first, removing just an inch or two of cock before slamming it back in. Soon, he was removing half his cock and then he was fucking her with the entire length.
"Oh," cried Michelle suddenly. The thick ridge on the head of the man's cock had flicked across her clit as he removed it. "Oh," she said again as it repeated. "Oh my," she said as the friction against her clit increased along with his speed. Something was happening. Something wonderful.
Michelle clamped her legs tightly around his waist and screamed as she had her first ever orgasm from a cock. Her pussy spasmed around his cock, soaking it as wave after wave of pleasure permeated her body. Ths was way better then masturbating.
The man stopped for a second while she recovered. He reached out and grabbed two of the shower heads to use as leverage. He began fucking her hard, her back smashing against the wall with each powerful thrust. She came again and again. Just when she thought she would die from cumming, he yanked his cock out and shedropped her to her feet.
Michelle was weak and slid down the wall until she sat on the floor. "You want some," said the man. "There's plenty to go around."
Michelle looked up. Terri Spalding, the Senator's daughter was standing nude at the entrance to the shower. Her legs were parted and Michelle could see the girl's large engorged clit dangling. Terri's hand was flat just under her belly. She had been playing with herself.
"Come and get it," said the waiter grabbing the base of his cock and shaking it at Terri.
MIchelle saw Terri's tongue lick out over her lips for a second and the girl took a small step towards the man's cock. She seemed to come to her senses, glancing at Michelle for just a moment before turning and fleeing the shower.
"You didn't want that snob anyway," said Michelle angrily.
"Jealous bitch?" asked the black man grinning down at her. "Well I guess you get me all to yourself. Get the fuck on your hands and knees. Now bitch," he yelled when she hesitated.
She scrambled to obey him. He kneeled behind her and inserted his cock into her again. "Just don't cum in me," she spluttered as water from one of the showers sprayed her face. "I'm not protected."
********************
Rashidi felt a thrill at the thought of planting a black baby in this bigoted slut's belly. He didn't know if the company would approve though. They encouraged breeding women, but they also liked exploiting them first. Tyrone planned to punish this slut by making her star in interracial gang bang videos. Rashidi decided to let fate take it's course. He wasn't about to pull out.
******************
The black man began fucking her hard again. He forced her ass up and her head down with each thrust. Michelle found her cheek sliding along the tiled floor of the shower. The water from one shower splattered her face and another one splattered her ass. She felt used and humiliated being fucked like this, but his magnificent cock began giving her orgasms again. She came again and again.



Eventually, the man started losing his rhythm. His cock began swelling even larger. He was close, but instead of pulling out, he forced his cock all the way inside her. It grew so thick, it wedged in her pussy. He was going to cum in her pussy. She briefly tried to struggle, but it was futile and she gave in.
His cock gave a jerk and the first load of sperm assaulted her pussy triggering Michelle to have the largest orgasm yet. The cock jerked at least six times. Each time sending an army of millions of sperm into her womb.
When the man's cock had shrunken some, she moaned as he pulled it out. Semen began pouring out of her pussy as it was unplugged. He smacked her ass with his cock a couple times and then pressed it down between her crack, squeezing the remaining sperm from his cock. She could feel it pooling between her cheeks.
Michelle rested on the floor for about ten minutes. The water had made his sperm all stringy and globs of it floated in the water past her face towards the drain.
MIchelle struggled to get her sore body up and when she did, she looked around. The black man was gone and she didn't even know his name.
********************
"Dammit," said Maude looking down at Jack's little penis.
"Sorry," said her husband. "That shower scene was just too hot." He looked like he was about to cry. He had just ejaculated when his wife touched his penis.
They had signed up with the voyeurcam website to put some spice into their marriage. The banner ad had been misleading saying nothing about being all interracial. Once in the site, they were hooked. The problem was instead of helping their marriage, it was hurting it.
Her husband was cumming to soon and she thought he was developing an inferiority complex. Maude was hornier then usual. She had always been satisfied with his six inch penis before. Now, she thought it was little. She needed to get fucked by a big cock, a black cock. There were a couple men at work, she might try. If they didn't satisfy her, voyeurcam had a link for hiring studs.
********************
"Fuck," said the Monitor as he came all over another keyboard. It to would be deducted from his paycheck. That was one of the problems being addicted to cumming. He had lost control when the second girl entered the shower and he thought there was going to be a threeway. He shoved his cock back in his pants and clicked the mouse a couple times. "Fuck," he said again jumping to his feet. The screen showed the last girl, Terri, closing her suitcase and heading down the stairs. It was daytime and the guard wasn't on yet.
The Monitor picked up the phone, hit speed dial and said, "We got a runner."
Next: Terri's story.
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Michelle Stewart crossed her arms and watched the bitches leave the apartment. Every girl, except herself, had been invited to a photo shoot today and Michelle knew it was because she had almost called the clumsy black waiter the "N" word. Both Tyrone and Solomon had given her mean stares afterwards.
Why did they have to be black? And who ever heard of a modeling agency run by blacks anyway? Her daddy would kill her if he even knew she had eaten dinner with several black men. Daddy and his Aryan Nation buddies would be here in a minute to kick some black ass if they only knew half of what Michelle had seen. Of course, judging from the size of the black men she had met, daddy and the boys might not of won this fight.
Damn, daddy would shit a brick if he knew that one of the other girls had left with Mr. King. Even if Kim was a slut, you don't fuck black men. Michelle had also caught Tracy kissing the black night guard. Another girl, Lara, had spent two nights with Ann Dutton. Michelle wasn't sure what was going on there or what was worse faggots or Negroes.
Worse, Michelle was a little jealous. At least they were getting some. She had been in a constant state of arousal since coming to New York and she needed a dick bad. Anyway, being left alone had its advantages, she could have a little finger fun in the shower.
Michelle poured herself a glass of water and walked upstairs to her room. She stepped in front of the mirror and looked at her reflection. Michelle kept her black hair short, just over the ears, and it was mussed from sleeping. She was of average height with a nice figure. Her breasts were full, not big, and not small. Her areola were practically nonexistent, blending into her skin, but her nipples were fat, dark pink, and long. Since coming to New York, they seemed to be hard all the time, irritating her as they rubbed against her bra. Her hip size matched her breasts and her waist was thin, making her look perfect in a bikini.
Knowing she was alone, Michelle walked naked to the shower. The apartment was an old renovated dormitory and it only had one shower designed for eight people.
Michelle turned one of the showers on and stood under the shower head letting the hot water cascade over her a moment before lathering shampoo into her hair. After rinsing her hair, she grabbed a bar of soap and began rubbing her arms and shoulders. Michelle ran the bar of soap down over her breasts, a shiver of pleasure traveling up her spine as the soap flickered over her nipples. Her hands continued downwards, soaping her belly, hips, and then down over her well-trimmed crotch.
Michelle moaned as the soap slid between her legs. She let the soap drop to the floor, but kept her hand between her legs, stroking her fingers upwards towards her clit. She was doing this a lot since coming to New York. Back home, her boyfriend couldn't get enough of her body and tried to put his dick somewhere in her almost everyday. Michelle always made him where a condom, she was scared to death of becoming pregnant and losing her figure. Her looks were her only shot at getting out of Idaho. All her friends had one or two babies by the time they were twenty and she wasn't going to end up like them. Oddly, her daddy seemed to encourage her to have babies. He seemed to think white people weren't breeding fast enough.
Michelle's fingers were moving faster now and she leaned back against the wall for leverage. She was moaning and humping her fingers when a voice said, "Need any help with that?"
Michelle's eyes opened wide in fear for it was a male voice she heard. Standing by the exit was a naked black man with an enormous erection. He was very black and very imposing. The man was probably six and a half feet tall and covered in muscles. His penis was well over a foot long and as thick as her wrist. It was twice as big as any of the penises she had ever seen before.
Michelle screamed and covered her breasts with one arm and her crotch with her hand. A black man had seen her naked and judging from his erection, he had been watching for a while. Just like her daddy had warned her, here was a negro come to rape and murder her. She shivered with fear and from something else?
"W-who are you?" she asked. Her eyes flickered past him as she considered making a run for it.
"Sorry maam, I work for the company. My water isn't working so I was told I could shower here. There wasn't supposed to be anyone here."
His politeness relaxed her a little, but his large torso was still blocking the exit. As Michelle took a step towards the exit, her foot came down right on the bar of soap she had dropped earlier. She stumbled as the soap shot across the floor. Michelle fell to her knees right before the black man. He reached out to steady her, grabbing her shoulders. As he grabbed her, his massive cock poked right at her lips. Michelle reared her head back in horror, staring cross-eyed at the monster. It looked even more imposing up close.
"You look surprised," said the black man. "Surely you've heard about how big black cocks are?"
"I thought it was a myth," she replied still staring at it.
"Whites say that because it makes them feel inferior to admit the truth. Go ahead and touch it, it wont bite you. This may be your only chance to feel a cock this big."
Michelle crinkled her nose and sniffed. It was almost as if she could smell the man's need to cum. She was breathing heavy as she stared at it and damn it, but he had interrupted her orgasm. She was still horny as hell and she needed to cum as bad as he did.
It was almost like she didn't have a choice. Her hand came up to wrap around it. Just touch it, she thought, see what a real big one feels like, then leave. Think of this as the only time you ever disobeyed daddy. She brought her other arm up and grabbed it with both fists.
It was the most amazing cock she had ever seen. It was probably thirteen inches long and so thick, there was an inch gap between her fingers. The entire cock was as dark black as his skin. It was crisscrossed with huge, bulging, blue veins. It throbbed in her hands and it seemed to radiate both heat and power. It was heavy in her hand as she lifted it to view his balls. They looked like two oranges shoved into a wrinkly brown sack. They hung low between his legs. She hefted them amazed at the amount of sperm, they must hold.
Michelle just had to see this thing squirt. "Can I jerk it off for you?" she asked. That wasn't much worse then touching it.
"Be my guest," said the black smiling down at her.
Michelle grabbed the bar of soap and began lathering up his cock. He reached out and turned the other showers on, the hot water spraying their bodies to keep them warm. Michelle grabbed the base with one hand and began stroking it with her other hand. She had given a few handjobs before losing her virginity and had never felt a cock this hard. Her hand quickly grew tired and she switched. Soon after that, she began using both hands to jerk him off.
Michelle found the sight of that huge black cock head emerging from her hands to be very erotic. It struck out straight towards her mouth and it seemed to be getting closer with each stroke. Poor thing, she thought, he really needs to cum. "Can I put it in my mouth?" she asked.
"Of course," he replied.
Michelle figured it really wasn't much worse then stroking it. She wouldn't let him cum in her mouth, she'd just use her mouth to help him along. This would be her one and only act of rebellion against her parents. Daddy would have a heart attack if he knew she was sucking off a racially inferior black man.
Her tongue flickered out to tease the pee slit and then she licked all around the plum sized head of his cock. Michellle stretched her mouth wide and let the head slide inside. For some reason, she desired to make this the best blow job she had ever given and she tightened her lips, sucking more inside.
"You really know how to treat a cock, slut
His comment both pleased and angered her, but she redoubled her efforts. She tried to deny it. She had trouble believing it, but she loved sucking on that big black cock. As she swallowed more and more of his thick cock down her throat, she grew disgusted with herself, not for enjoying it, but because she couldn't swallow the whole thing. No matter how hard she tried, she couldn't get more then ten inches down her throat.
Strange thoughts came unbidden to her head. Was he disappointed in her? Would he let her do it again until she got it right? She relaxed when the man started bucking his hips, fucking her face with his cock. He was grunting now and his cock was swelling.
He was close. Did she want to swallow his sperm? She did, but she thought it would be going too far. Her mind was made up for her as the black man grabbed the sides of her head holding his cock deep in her throat. The massive black penis swelled up so much, she thought it would choke her to death. Then he came.
The black man scared her as he bellowed so loudly that it echoed throughout the entire house. His cock jerked upwards, the first wad stricking the back of her throat with enough force it stung a little. She felt the large wad of sperm and several others slide right into her belly. She had no idea how much he was cumming, but before she had been hungry, now her belly felt full. And he was still cumming. His cock was like a fire hose that had been turned on to full blast. It leaped every second blasting out another load of sperm in her throat as he slowly pulled it out. He was on his sixth wad as the head entered her mouth and it still filled her mouth completely until sperm dribbled down her chin. He came again and again, she swallowed what she could, but wasted as much as she swalowed.
The black man pulled his cock out completely and shot two loads on her face. She made a lunge to get it in her mouth again, but he held her head back as he pushed his cock down and came on her tits. Finally, his cock ceased shooting, but it continued to dribble semen out in a steady stream. He allowed her to put her lips back around the head to suck up more of his seed.
That baptism of sperm erased eighteen years of racist thinking. Her body completely belonged to this black man now. He was the most superior specimen of a man she had ever known. Maybe not all black men are this superior, but then again, maybe they were. That would explain why both Kim and Tracy were now fucking black men and Michelle wanted to try one too.
********************
Rashidi couldn't believe how much he had cum. He estimated it had to be at least half a gallon. He hadn't cum in over a month and it had taken every ounce of his will power not to masturbate. It had been worth it, but now he was hooked and needed to cum again already. Cumming was now more addictive then the strongest drug he had ever taken.
A month ago, a gigantic black man at his restaurant had followed him into the bathroom and stood at the urinal next to him. The man made enough noise that Rashidi had to look down. Up until then, he had always been satisfied with his fat seven incher, but when he saw the eleven inch cock in the other guys hands, he suddenly felt inferior.
"You want a closer look? asked the man.
Rashidi found himself kneeling on the floor of the restroom holding another man's cock for the first time in his life and what's worse, he had a strong desire to suck on it. "How would you like to have a cock like mine?" asked the man.
Rashidi nodded eagerly as the man told him what was required of him. The man made him kiss the head of his cock as a gesture of submission. Rashidi wanted to get the man off, but he pulled back and stood Rashidi up. "Black men do not suck off other black men. Besides, someone may come in here at any minute."
Rashidi spent the rest of the night in a daze and his tips suffered from his lack of attention to the patrons. When he got home he tried to jerk off, but his cock was limp in his hands for the first time in his life and it stayed limp for several days.
Rashidi was ready to believe it had all been a dream when the man came back into the restaurant. He gestured, and Rashidi followed him back into the bathroom. Rashidi was resisting an urge to kneel before the man again as the man pulled a needle out of his pocket.
"This will make your dreams come true," said the black man as he gave Rashidi the shot.
Within a week, Rashidi's muscles had become more pronounced and his cock was rock hard most of the time. He didn't know why, partially because he was ashamed of his reaction to the other black man's big cock, but Rashidi decided to build up his will power by not masturbating.
At three weeks, he felt fantastic. He had grown several inches in height and his body was now bulging with muscles. Some he had never heard of. His cock was now a foot long and the need to cum was agonizing.
Exactly a month after getting the shot, he quit growing. That was the night his new boss, Solomon King brought the girls in for dinner. All Rashidi had to do was slip a little something extra into their drinks. The black man who had told him the plan said that it would make them horny all the time so that they could seduce them.
After the little slut kneeling before him almost called him the "N" word, he asked Solomon for the chance to fuck her. Solomon graciously said, "Yes."
********************
"My god, it's still hard," whispered Michelle staring at the black man's cock. After cumming, the massive black cock had shrunken only about an inch. Almost immediately, it had grown again while the man stood staring down at her.
"Would you like to try it out?" asked the man.
Michelle stared at it wondering how it would ever be able to fit it in her tight little pussy. It was simply too big, but she needed to get fucked now more then ever. "Could I try just a little?"
"Certainly," said the black. He pulled her to her feet. He towered over her almost a foot. He grabbed her arms and pulled her into his chest. Her cheek laid flat against his hard pecs. Her breasts smashed against his abs, her hard nipples poking into his stomach. His cock laid flat against her belly, poking the bottoms of her breasts it was so big. The black man's masculine presence so completely dominated her senses, she pursed her lips and kissed his chest.
His beefy hands slid down her back and cupped her ass cheeks. He squeezed her ass cheeks and Michelle found herself being lifted up. The head of his cock slid down her belly, over her belly button, and down her crotch until his cock fell down between her legs.
Michelle was now eye level with the man. He really was quite handsome though his eyes were cold. She leaned forward to kiss him, but he turned away from her in distaste. It hurt her deeply that he wasn't pleased with her. What had she become? An hour ago, she would have considered this man little better then a monkey, now her only desire was to serve him.
"Put it in," he commanded.
Michelle wrapped her legs around his waist. He was so large, her legs spread wide, her pussy opening up ready to receive him. She leaned back, reaching down behind her for his cock. He lifted her up as she raised his cock to the entrance of her pussy. "Just a little," she said to remind him, suddenly afraid of his size again.
Her pussy lips were just spreading open for his cock head when he said, "This is for being such a bitch to me at the restaurant the other night." Michelle looked at him, her eyes opening wide. This was the waiter she had insulted. Then he let go. Michelle screamed as she was impaled by all thirteen inches of black cock.
********************
Rashidi smirked down at the girl as he claimed his first white pussy. In he future, he would be gentle, slowly seducing women into submission, but this little bitch needed to be taught a lesson. She thrashed around for a moment flailing her arms and legs, whimpering until she went limp in his arms.
Raishidi grabbed the girl's waist and walked over to the wall of the shower. He braced her back against the tiled wall and waited. Her pussy squeezed down around his cock. It spasmed and he could feel lubrication running down his rod, soaking it. Her pussy spasmed again, stretching out around his invader. He was going to make sure she would never be satisfied with little dicks again.
********************
As Michelle came to her senses, the pain of impalement was rapidly fading. Her pussy was squeezing the waiter's cock so tightly, she could feel every ridge and vein on it.
Michelle's pussy slowly shaped itself around the waiter's cock. The first unprotected cock ever in her pussy. She shuddered at the thought of a black man's potent baby maker pointing right at her womb, but she wasn't ready for him to remove it.
Her vaginal muscles began reacting to the invader. They squeezed the massive cock trying to force it out, then squeezing to pull it back in. The waiter took the hint and began to move it.
He fucked her slowly at first, removing just an inch or two of cock before slamming it back in. Soon, he was removing half his cock and then he was fucking her with the entire length.
"Oh," cried Michelle suddenly. The thick ridge on the head of the man's cock had flicked across her clit as he removed it. "Oh," she said again as it repeated. "Oh my," she said as the friction against her clit increased along with his speed. Something was happening. Something wonderful.
Michelle clamped her legs tightly around his waist and screamed as she had her first ever orgasm from a cock. Her pussy spasmed around his cock, soaking it as wave after wave of pleasure permeated her body. Ths was way better then masturbating.
The man stopped for a second while she recovered. He reached out and grabbed two of the shower heads to use as leverage. He began fucking her hard, her back smashing against the wall with each powerful thrust. She came again and again. Just when she thought she would die from cumming, he yanked his cock out and shedropped her to her feet.
Michelle was weak and slid down the wall until she sat on the floor. "You want some," said the man. "There's plenty to go around."
Michelle looked up. Terri Spalding, the Senator's daughter was standing nude at the entrance to the shower. Her legs were parted and Michelle could see the girl's large engorged clit dangling. Terri's hand was flat just under her belly. She had been playing with herself.
"Come and get it," said the waiter grabbing the base of his cock and shaking it at Terri.
MIchelle saw Terri's tongue lick out over her lips for a second and the girl took a small step towards the man's cock. She seemed to come to her senses, glancing at Michelle for just a moment before turning and fleeing the shower.
"You didn't want that snob anyway," said Michelle angrily.
"Jealous bitch?" asked the black man grinning down at her. "Well I guess you get me all to yourself. Get the fuck on your hands and knees. Now bitch," he yelled when she hesitated.
She scrambled to obey him. He kneeled behind her and inserted his cock into her again. "Just don't cum in me," she spluttered as water from one of the showers sprayed her face. "I'm not protected."
********************
Rashidi felt a thrill at the thought of planting a black baby in this bigoted slut's belly. He didn't know if the company would approve though. They encouraged breeding women, but they also liked exploiting them first. Tyrone planned to punish this slut by making her star in interracial gang bang videos. Rashidi decided to let fate take it's course. He wasn't about to pull out.
******************
The black man began fucking her hard again. He forced her ass up and her head down with each thrust. Michelle found her cheek sliding along the tiled floor of the shower. The water from one shower splattered her face and another one splattered her ass. She felt used and humiliated being fucked like this, but his magnificent cock began giving her orgasms again. She came again and again.



Eventually, the man started losing his rhythm. His cock began swelling even larger. He was close, but instead of pulling out, he forced his cock all the way inside her. It grew so thick, it wedged in her pussy. He was going to cum in her pussy. She briefly tried to struggle, but it was futile and she gave in.
His cock gave a jerk and the first load of sperm assaulted her pussy triggering Michelle to have the largest orgasm yet. The cock jerked at least six times. Each time sending an army of millions of sperm into her womb.
When the man's cock had shrunken some, she moaned as he pulled it out. Semen began pouring out of her pussy as it was unplugged. He smacked her ass with his cock a couple times and then pressed it down between her crack, squeezing the remaining sperm from his cock. She could feel it pooling between her cheeks.
Michelle rested on the floor for about ten minutes. The water had made his sperm all stringy and globs of it floated in the water past her face towards the drain.
MIchelle struggled to get her sore body up and when she did, she looked around. The black man was gone and she didn't even know his name.
********************
"Dammit," said Maude looking down at Jack's little penis.
"Sorry," said her husband. "That shower scene was just too hot." He looked like he was about to cry. He had just ejaculated when his wife touched his penis.
They had signed up with the voyeurcam website to put some spice into their marriage. The banner ad had been misleading saying nothing about being all interracial. Once in the site, they were hooked. The problem was instead of helping their marriage, it was hurting it.
Her husband was cumming to soon and she thought he was developing an inferiority complex. Maude was hornier then usual. She had always been satisfied with his six inch penis before. Now, she thought it was little. She needed to get fucked by a big cock, a black cock. There were a couple men at work, she might try. If they didn't satisfy her, voyeurcam had a link for hiring studs.
********************
"Fuck," said the Monitor as he came all over another keyboard. It to would be deducted from his paycheck. That was one of the problems being addicted to cumming. He had lost control when the second girl entered the shower and he thought there was going to be a threeway. He shoved his cock back in his pants and clicked the mouse a couple times. "Fuck," he said again jumping to his feet. The screen showed the last girl, Terri, closing her suitcase and heading down the stairs. It was daytime and the guard wasn't on yet.
The Monitor picked up the phone, hit speed dial and said, "We got a runner."
Next: Terri's story.
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Edward watched his wife get dressed from the corner of his eye as he tied the tie around his neck. "Honey, why don't you show some leg?"
"Edward!" said Claudia perturbed, but smiling. She liked that after ten years of marriage, her husband still couldn't take his eyes off her.
"I'm serious," said Edward. "If this deal goes through, we stand to make one million dollars in commission. Anything to get him to sign his name on that contract." Edward sold real estate around Stony Harbor, Long Island. The House in question was a fifteen million dollar beach house. Those houses were owned mostly by the rich and famous of New York City and rarely came up for sale.
"Ok honey," said Claudia letting the dress she was wearing fall to the floor. "I have just the right dress." Claudia stood there wearing a lacy white garter ensemble and let her husband stare at her in her underwear. She turned and pulled out a tight black dress that only reached halfway to her knee.
Edward held his breath and felt his penis stir. Claudia was a beauty and was born near to perfection. What hadn't been perfect, a boob job had taken care of. His wife was a tall, leggy, raven haired woman with the body of a swimsuit model and the tan to match. Her breasts had been large before the operation, but she insisted on adding a cup size. Her large boobs changed her appearance from a pretty model to a sexy stripper, but at heart she was still a decent small-town girl.
Edward was a good match with his wife. He was tall, good-looking, and fit with only a slight paunch that hadn't existed five years earlier. He had been quite the ladies man in high school and college, marrying, and settling down just after college upon meeting the innocent Claudia. His charm with the ladies translated well into sales and he was quite successful. His penis turned fully erect watching his wife wiggle into her sexy dress. He couldn't be late to this meeting, so he'd have to take care of that later.
*******************
"Edward," whispered Claudia as they walked towards the entrance to the restaurant, "look at that black guy, he looks just like Fat Albert."
"That's actually my client's bodyguard," replied Edward. The obese black man made Edward feel uneasy, but then again so did his client.
They entered the restaurant and Edward immediately saw his client sitting alone at a table. The giant back man seemed to be the focal point of the entire room. Not only didn't any blacks live in Stony Harbor, but the sheer muscular mass of the man stood out like a sore thumb. He was bald headed, very handsome, with a goatee that gave him a sinister appearance.
"Claudia," said Edward, "this is Solomon King. Mr King, this is my wife, Claudia."
Solomon KIng stood up and Claudia found it hard not to stare as the black giant towered over both her and her husband. "A pleasure to meet you Claudia," said Solomon taking her hand in his. Her small hand completely disappeared in his. He held it slightly longer then he should of, his eyes piercing hers the whole time.
"Nice to meet you Mr King," she replied as they took their seats. "I don't usually come along on my husband's business meetings."
"Call me Solomon."
"Mr King, I mean Solomon," said Edward, "actually invited you. He saw our wedding picture on my desk and asked that I bring you along."
********************
Edward tried to talk up the house all through dinner, but Solomon only had eyes for Claudia. The giant black man had his arm around Claudia's chair and kept talking to her. Occasionally, the black man's hand would disappear under the table and Claudia would blush furiously. She seemed to enjoy the attention, but looked uncomfortable and occasionally stared at her husband as if asking for help. Edward began to wonder if he shouldn't have asked her to dress so sexy. She was distracting Solomon a little too much.
"As you know this house is beach front and overlooks Long Island Sound. These homes rarely come up for sale Mr King." Edward felt like he was talking to a brick wall as Solomon kept staring at Claudia. "It's walking distance to the marina, both an indoor and outdoor hot tub. An upper deck for entertaining and a large bar.
"Claudia, would you like to dance?" asked Solomon as the house band started playing a slow tune.
"I'm not much of a dancer," she replied.
"Go ahead honey," said Edward.
Claudia flashed him a glare, but allowed Solomon to take her hand and lead her over to the dance floor. Edward reached in his briefcase and pulled out the contract. He was running out of ideas to convince Mr King to sign. He looked up at his wife and client dancing his eyes growing wide at the sight.
*******************
Solomon held her uncomfortably close as they danced. They were the only ones dancing and she felt like she was on display. Every eye in the restaurant were on them, many of them friends or clients of her husband. This town wasn't used to seeing anything interracial. Her husband was staring at them just as Solomon's hands ran down her back and grabbed her ass cheeks, pulling her against him.
Claudia could feel the outline of his penis against her stomach, it felt hard and impossibly huge, but it was still growing. Claudia tried to back off from touching his monstrous appendage, but Solomon held her tight and she quit fighting.
Claudia saw Edward get up and approach them. Her husband seemed nervous as he said, "May I cut in?"
"Sit down Eddie," said Solomon without even looking at her husband. Edward just stood still for a minute before returning to the table. Claudia felt a brief flicker of anger at her husband's meekness. Solomon didn't react at all, it was as if he expected people to obey him. Eventually, the music ended and Solomon led her back to the table.
Edward was pissed and was about to tell Claudia it was time to leave, when Solomon said, "lets take a look at that contract." Suddenly excited, Edward handed over the contract and watched Solomon check it out.
"What can you offer me to make me sign?" asked Solomon staring at Claudia.
"We're prepared to throw in a speed boat."
"I'm prepared to sign in the morning if you throw in the boat and an evening with your wife."
"What!" exclaimed Edward.
Claudia gasped and said, "no way, you pig."
"What do you stand to make off this deal, a million? That's a lot of money for one nights work. Think about it while I go piss."
"Never," said Claudia as the black man left the table.
"Do you believe the nerve of that man?" said Claudia looking at her husband. He actually seemed to be thinking about it. "You don't want me to do it?"
"Honey. of course not, but it is a lot of money. "We'd be set for life. We could travel, buy a bigger home, and we've talked about children."
Claudia looked at Edward in shock.
********************
Solomon entered the bathroom. The stalls were crowded and he squeezed his way between two men. Solomon made a lot of noise as he stood back and whipped his cock out. The man on his left, lost control and peed on himself. The man on his right, gasped, shoved his penis back in his pants and got out of there.
Solomon loved doing that to white men. Make them feel inferior, make sure their wives didn't get any that night, and maybe the men would go back to their wives and put ideas about foot long black cocks in their heads. He liked doing that to men, what he didn't like was giving white men a million dollars of his money. Least he could do was destroy the man's marriage, if she left him then she would get half the money when she shacked up with some brotha.
Solomon walked over to Bull before returning to the table. "Did you do it?" Bull nodded. Solomon smirked, patted his friend on the shoulder and returned to the table. When Edward left the table while they were dancing , Bull had poured some X-cite into Edward's wine. The drug would make him impotent for at least a week. They jokingly called it anti-viagra from time to time. Interestingly, it had the exact opposite effect on women, but Solomon didn't want help forcing Claudia to submit to him.
Claudia was crying when he sat down. Edward looked sick, but said. "We'll do it."
"Good," said Solomon. "Lets be on our way then. I'll follow you back to your house and in the morning transfer fifteen million to your agency. You should have your commission by the afternoon.
*********************
Claudia was quiet as they drove home, Solomon's limo following them. Edward felt rotten selling his wife out for money.
"Edward," she said so softly he could barely hear her, "his penis rubbed against me while we were dancing."
"He's obviously a sick pervert. I'm sure it will all be over in a few minutes. Just think of everything we can do with the money."
"You don't understand. His penis felt huge, a lot bigger then yours. I'm scared."
Edward felt all the color drain from his face when he heard that. His penis was nothing to be ashamed of at just over six inches, but no man wanted to hear that another man was bigger. "It probably just felt bigger through his suit." He was worried though. He knew his penis was perfectly average, but what if Solomon was a little bigger. Could another inch make that much of a difference? Up until now, he hadn't thought that his wife might actually enjoy having sex with the black man.
They pulled up at their house a few minutes later, Solomon's limo parking behind them. Edward led his wife into their living room closely followed by Bull and Solomon.
Bull stood near Edward as Solomon sat down in a chair. "Lets get going," said Solomon. "You are mine for the evening. First, I want you to strip for me."
Claudia's dad had warned her about black men. Solomon had probably been waiting his whole life for a chance to fuck a white woman. Her legs wobbled as she walked before him and flashed him a look filled with hatred.
"You don't like me do you, Claudia?"
"I hate you, you arrogant bastard."
"Strip for me bitch."
Claudia's hands were shaking as she reached down to the hem of her dress and pulled it up.
"Excellent," said Solomon when he saw her garters.
Claudia pulled the dress over her head and threw it to the floor. She stood clad in only her bra and panties. She was blushing, but felt a surge of pride at the look on his face. Ever since she got the boob job, she had enjoyed showing off her body, wearing tight dresses or skimpy bikini's at the beach. She enjoyed showing off her body, but in those cases the men weren't going to sleep with her. Solomon's pants were tenting out obscenely and she could even see Edward frowning at it.
"Your magnificent, Claudia. Turn around for me."
Claudia did feeling humiliated at being treated like this, but feeling something else stirring deep in her belly.
"Remove your bra."
Only Edward and the surgeon had ever seen her bare breasts before now. This was something new. She unhooked her bra and held her arm across her breasts as she dropped her bra to the floor.
"Lower your arms, bitch."
Claudia slowly lowered her arms, quivering with shame. She was surprised to see her nipples were rock hard, engorged, jutting out further then she had ever seen them.
"Now the rest," said Solomon. He looked like a predator as he stared at her huge breasts.
Her breasts dangled ponderously as she bent to unhook her garter and rolled the stockings down her legs. When the garter was off, Claudia held her breath and quickly yanked her panties down letting two strange black men see her nude body. Claudia looked down in shame and instantly hated herself. Her panties lay at her feet and she could see a wet spot on the crotch. She was becoming aroused.
"You have a beautiful pussy," said Solomon standing and removing his tie. Her pussy was closely shaved for wearing her bikini and her pubic hair was as raven black as the hair on her head.
Solomon was removing his shirt now and she couldn't believe how muscular he was. His chest was covered with row upon row of hard ridged muscles.
"You any good at sucking cock?" asked Solomon undoing his trousers.
"N-no it's disgusting," she replied revolted at the idea. "I'd never do that."
"Your gonna suck mine," he said. Solomon was down to a small pair of briefs. His underwear looked like it was stretched out to the breaking point there were so many unnatural bulges underneath it and it was moving like it covered an animal trying to break free.
"I think you're curious. You want to see what a real man's cock looks like. Take it out and look at it."
Damn him, but she did want to see what it looked like. She walked over to Solomon and kneeled before him. Claudia reached out a trembling hand when Edward yelled, "No Claudia don't. We don't need the money."
Claudia paused and looked at her husband. Bull had his beefy hand around Edwards neck preventing him from talking any more.
"I'll make you a deal bitch," said Solomon. "Prove to me your not a slut. If you can look at my penis without kissing it, I'll still sign the papers and you don't have to go any further.
Claudia nodded, that would be easy. She reached up her hands, they were a little steadier this time as she gained confidence. She grabbed his briefs and pulled them out before quickly yanking them down. Solomon's cock struck out at her like a snake. It came so fast she reared back her head in shock. Freed from it's prison, Solomon's cock turned hard and pointed right at her mouth. She stared cross-eyed down his shaft in awe of it. The thick black cock was at least a foot long with a head the size of a small apple. His balls were sized to match his cock, big and full. She couldn't imagine how much sperm those things must hold.
Edward felt his own penis shrinking up into his scrotum. His worst nightmare was revealed to him. Solomon's cock wasn't just an inch bigger then his own, it was twice as big, and twice as thick.
Solomon grabbed the back of her head and pulled her forward so that her nose was buried in his pubic hairs. He released her, but she kept her nose there breathing deeply. His pheromones were starting to remove all reluctance from her mind.
Solomon's cock smelled of sweat, but it smelled enticing...masculine. She nuzzled the base of his cock and then ran her nose up the entire length to the head. Without thinking, she puckered her lips and kissed the tip.
"Claudia, no," shouted Edward before Bull shut him up again.
She wasn't listening any more nor did she stop with one kiss. She kissed down his entire shaft then back up. As she kissed the head again, her tongue flickered out and lapped up the pre-cum leaking out the tip. Soon her tongue was running all around the head. She could sense Solomon's need to cum and he needed her help.
Claudia didn't understand what had gotten into her. She had a burning desire to lick every square inch of his cock and she didn't stop with his shaft, she moved on to his balls. She shouldn't be enjoing this. She wouldn't enjoy this with her husband, but she was enjoying herself licking a strange man's giant black cock.
Claudia wanted him to cum. She wanted him to enjoy it. She licked back up to the tip and for the first time took a man's cock into her mouth. Just the head filled her mouth completely.
Edward couldn't understand why his wife was reacting the way she was nor how she could manage such a big dick. Claudia was forcing Solomon's dick down her throat. She jerked her mouth off it from time to time as she gagged and she seemed frustrated that she was having difficulty swallowing it.
She was also clearly aroused. Her nipples stood out like pencil erasers and she was squirming as she kneeled before Solomon. Every now and then her hand would wonder down to her pussy, but reverse itself to hold Solomon's dick steady. She seemed to need to please herself, but was more concerned with pleasing the black man.
Finally, Solomon appeared close to cumming. He seemed very intense and was staring down at Edward's wife with a look of contempt written all over his face. Claudia appeared to be at the end of her strength. She had managed to swallow about nine inches and her once wildly bobbing head was slowing down. Her beautiful nude body was covered in sweat from exertion, but her hard work had paid off.
Solomon bellowed like a bull and Claudia's eyes flew open with half his dick shoved down her throat. Her cheeks bulged out and Edward saw her gulp as she pulled her head back off his dick. Her cheeks bulged out again as her lips cleared his cock-head. Sperm poured out of her mouth just as another wad of cum covered her face. Edward gasped in horror, the wad that covered her face was more sperm then he had ejaculated his entire life and more cum was spurting from the tip of the cock.
When Solomon was done, his cock was still hard. In fact, it seemed even more rampant now. "Ready to find out what a real cock feel's like in your pussy slut," said Solomon shaking his cock at her.
"Jesus no," shouted Edward. "I don't care about the money any more, just don't fuck my wife."
Solomon looked slyly at him and said, "I'll make you a deal Eddie. If you get down here and fuck your wife while I watch, I won't fuck her."
"Somebody needs to fuck me," said Claudia. She was wiping sperm off her face. Edward stared at her, she was actually pushing the sperm into her mouth as if she liked it.
"Come on Eddie fuck her, she wants it," said Solomon.
Edward suddenly didn't want Solomon to see his penis. He was embarrassed by it, but if he let that black monster inside his wife she would be ruined for life. He was even more embarrassed when he lowered his pants. His penis and balls were shrunken and had receded into his scrotum. It looked like he had a little boy's cock.
Solomon's cock was inches from his head as he kneeled between Claudia's legs. Edward tugged on his penis several times, but it remained a limp little noodle. It was so shrunken, it was only about two inches long. Edward glanced over at Solomon's cock, it hadn't shrunk an inch. Edward was overwhelmed with a sense of inferiority as Solomon brought his cock closer and waved it under his nose. He could never satisfy his wife like Solomon could. Just like Claudia had, Edward kissed the tip of the foot long black cock pointed at his mouth. Filled with shame, Edward moved out of the way so that Solomon could kneel between his wife's legs to fuck her.
Solomon kneeled and hooked his arms under Claudia's legs. "Why don't you guide it in for me Eddie," said Solomon.
Edward looked down at Solomon's cock. He hesitated only a moment before reaching out and grabbing it. As his hand wrapped around the shaft, Edward suddenly wanted to yield his wife up to Solomon. He pushed the cock down and placed the head poised against his wife's pussy lips.
Solomon pushed forward and his cock slid between Edward's fingers. Edward stared fascinated as his wife's pussy lips stretched wide around Solomon's gigantic cock-head and then slowly closed around it. Claudia had a look of disbelief on her face as she raised her hips into his cock, moaning with pleasure.
There was a loud slurping sound as Solomon pushed inch after inch through Edward's hand deeper into Claudia. Edward had never seen Claudia this wet before. Just over half of Solomon's cock had easily slid into her before meeting resistance.
Solomon pulled back and Edward could see his wife's juices glistening on the black cock in his hand. Solomon began thrusting his cock so that Edward was jerking him off at the same time Solomon was fucking his wife. Each thrust sent his cock deeper into virgin territory. Edward's hand was soaked as Solomon's cock slid through it and he knew his wife had cum.
Eventually, Edward's hand pushed against Claudia's pussy and Solomon said, "let go wimp so I can give her these last few inches." Edward reluctantly let go and Solomon pulled his entire cock out. With one forceful thrust, all twelve inches slammed into Claudia's pussy drawing a loud scream from his wife. At first, Edward thought it was from pain, but the ecstatic look on her face suggested a powerful orgasm.



The real fucking began now that it was in all the way. Solomon laid down over Claudia and began slamming his cock into her. His large muscular body completely covered the white woman. All Edward could see of his wife, were her legs spread wide around Solomon's bucking ass and her hands clawing Solomon's back.
Edward watched Solomon fuck at that pace for an impossibly long twenty minutes while listening to his wife's screams muffled under Solomon's chest.
Eventually, Solomon arched his back and held his cock buried in Claudia's pussy as he came. Claudia's whole body was spasming and her belly was undulating as she had another powerful orgasm.
Solomon leaned back, sitting up and his cock plopped out, shooting a long strand of sperm across Claudia's belly as it cleared her pussy. The black man stood and held out his hand in which Bull immediately placed a cigar just as he was pulling out a lighter. Edward's mouth was open to say, "no smoking," but he closed it feeling like an idiot for thinking he had any say in the matter.
Edward stared down at his wife splayed out on the floor. She seemed dazed or asleep and she couldn't seem to be able to close her legs. Her pussy lips were spread wide and would spasm every now and then with sperm pouring out each time. She stayed like that not stirring until Solomon had finished his cigar.
"Which is your bedroom Eddie?" asked Solomon.
"F-first door on the left, upstairs," answered Edward looking down at Solomon's cock. It had only shrunk a couple inches. The head now angled down slightly and there was a pool of sperm on the carpet underneath it.
Solomon pulled Claudia to her feet and half-carried her up the stairs. Edward rose to follow, but Bull put his hand on Edward's shoulder to stop him. Whatever, was going to happen now, he wouldn't be watching.
********************
Edward woke up on the couch just as Solomon was coming down the stairs. Finally, the black man's cock was limp, but it was still close to ten inches as it dangled between his legs. Bull was asleep on the couch and stirred as Solomon began dressing.
Edward ran past the black men and up to his room. Claudia was lying on her stomach with her ass thrust upwards. Both her pussy and her ass were now large holes filled with both wet and dried sperm. In fact her whole body was covered with flaky trails of dried sperm. As he looked at her, she stirred and mumbled, "I love black cock."
Edward heard a car door slam outside and ran downstairs. He ran out the door and up to the limo just as Bull was starting it. The tinted window in back slid down and Solmon thrust the contract in his hand just before the window closed again. The limo moved out of his driveway and drove off.
Edward looked down at the contract, it was signed. He was a million dollars richer. He hoped the price wasn't too high. Things should work out as long as he kept his wife away from black men.
Edward looked up as a truck pulled up to his mailbox. It was a pick-up with two giant black men sitting in back, both were as big as Solomon. They waved and drove off. He opened his mailbox and pulled out a brochure. It read: E&I Lawn & Pool Care. Edward felt his face turn white as he looked down the street. Already, groups of black men had appeared and were working in yards around his development.
********************
Solomon walked out on the upper deck of his new home and looked out over the water. He had come here for a reason. Henry the E&I chemist, had been begging Solomon for a modern lab to produce the X-serum and X-cite. Currently, they used converted drug labs for production, but with the recent purchase of the pharmaceutical lab outside town, E&I Incorporated was going modern.
He would spend his weekdays in New York and his weekends here. He wasn't about to buy homes for all the blacks coming here to work at the factories, they would have to find their own homes, namely by breaking up local families.
He walked over to a telescope overlooking the sea and focused it on movement down the beach. He grinned at the picture in the lens. Lifeguard tryouts were underway. The enhanced blacks were leaving their white rivals behind in the sand. The hardest part was finding blacks who could swim. These men had been training for months. Lifeguards got a lot of pussy and soon these beaches would be crawling with the bikini clad wives and daughters of the rich and famous.
Other teams were drugging the local water supplies with Xcite. There was going to be a lot frustrated women around here. Before Solomon moved in, the African-American population of Stony Harbor was zero. Things were about to change.
Solomon moved his telescope around to his neighbors. Maybe he could spot some wives to fuck.
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"I need help. I'm in trouble. Please come to my apartment," said the voice on the answering machine.
Cindy sighed. It was her twin sister Candy's voice on the machine and it wasn't the first time she had called for help. However, there was a certain desperation in her voice this time.
The two sisters were physically identical in every way, but not in personality. Though identical twins they were never that close growing up. They were both 25, tall, well built, sexy women. Both sisters had large breasts with big nipples, thin waists, flat stomachs, and nice full hips. Candy was the wild one. She had died her hair blonde and become a bit of a tramp, showing off her body, and sleeping around from high school to the present day. Cindy was conservative. She kept her brown hair short and styled. She had been a bit of a tomboy in school and found her womanly figure more of a burden then a gift. She had married into high society and transformed herself into an elegant socialite.
Candy had been in and out of trouble for the last couple years and Cindy suspected her sister had a drug problem. Cindy and her husband had given Candy several loans over the last couple years. They spoke on the phone about once a month, but Cindy really new absolutely nothing about her sister's life.
Cindy threw on her coat and headed on over to her sister's apartment. Cindy never liked coming to this part of town. It was filled with prostitutes, pimps, and peep shows. She parked the beamer on the street and walked up the three flights to her sister's apartment.
Cindy knocked a couple of times and there was no answer. She reached up over the door and grabbed her sister's spare key. She put the key in the lock and turned the knob.
The apartment was empty. It was small with only two rooms, but Candy kept it fairly well decorated. Cindy looked around for a note from her sister, but there was nothing. She took off her coat and set it and her purse over a chair. She sat down on the couch to await her sister.
After fifteen minutes or so, Cindy became fidgety and decided to look around. She walked over to Candy's liquor cabinet and fixed herself a martini. She walked around the apartment sipping from her drink.
Cindy walked into her sister's bedroom and looked at herself in the big full length mirror on the back of the bedroom door. She looked at the beautiful young women reflected back at her. She was wearing an elegant knee-length white dress that hugged her figure. She was a far cry from the tom boy she had been eight or nine years ago.
Cindy turned away from the mirror and looked over at the large unmade bed. Unless Candy had changed, that bed had probably seen a lot of action. She sighed and felt a longing deep within her. Her husband Larry hadn't touched her in four months and even then love making had been uninspiring. They had been married four years. Larry was too busy and they rarely even saw each other. Larry was the only man she had ever slept with and she really had no desire to play around, but she did wish he'd pay a little more attention to her.
Cindy felt a little dizzy and looked at her glass. It was empty so she went over and fixed herself another one. It felt good to have a few drinks and no one was around to complain. She returned to the bedroom and continued her inspection.
Candy had a small table with a make-up mirror on it. Cindy sat in the chair and looked at her face. Her hair was perfect, not a hair out of place and her sparse make-up highlighted her deep green eyes. Just past the mirror she saw the wig.
Cindy smirked and took it off the styrofoam head. It was a long curly blonde wig that matched her sister's hair and she had often seen Candy wearing it. Cindy hesitated and then put the wig on. Jesus, she thought, I look just like Candy.
Cindy stared at her reflection for a minute and then with a grin, grabbed some of her sister's bright red lipstick and a applied it over her more modest lipstick. She smacked her lips and then stood up to look at herself in the full length mirror. She liked the look and for a second considered dyeing her own hair blonde.
Cindy felt a warmth spreading throughout her body from the alcohol and decided to have a third glass. Martini's were her favorite and it was nice of her sister to leave all the ingredients out.
Halfway through her third drink, Cindy wondered back into the bedroom. She hadn't taken off the wig yet, it made her feel daring, like she was a whole other person.
Cindy opened the closet door and looked at all her sister's sexy clothes. Her breath caught in her throat when she saw the set of lingerie hanging on the door. She picked it up and ran her hands across the soft fabric.
Two minutes latter, Cindy stood by the bed completely naked. She reached down and stepped into the panties, pulling them up. She walked over to the mirror and looked at herself. Her nipples were fat and long and they were completely erect in the cold air of the apartment. The panties were lacy, white, and they teased the viewer with just a hint of pubic hair through the fabric. She turned around and looked at the smooth, bare skin of her rear end. The panties were a thong and they completely disappeared between her cheeks. They were a far cry from the old lady's panties she had just taken off.
Cindy walked back to the bed and grabbed the garter belt. She wrapped it around her waist about halfway between her navel and the panties, the little clips dangled down about an inch. She put her right foot into one of the white nylons and slowly pulled it up her leg until she could clip it on the garter belt. She liked the feeling of the silky material on her leg and quickly pulled on the other nylon.
The lacy, white bra matched the panties. Cindy put it on, thinking it was a little tight, which was odd because she and Candy were the exact same size. Then she realized it was meant to be tight as the bra pushed her breasts together making her already impressive cleavage stand out even more.
Cindy walked over to the mirror and gasped at the image reflected back at her. The bra was as see through as the panties. You could see her can-sized areola through the material and her fat nipples were poking out the material about half an inch. She had never seen herself look this sexy. She even refused to wear a bikini around her pool, even when she was alone. She briefly wondered what Larry would think if he saw her like this. Maybe, it could put some steel back into his penis.
Cindy put down her drink and put her hands on her hips. She ran them up and down her waist and then across her stomach. The outfit made her feel sexy and it was so long since anyone had touched her that even her own caresses felt good. She ran her hand down over her crotch and between her legs, pressing her finger against the material of her panties. It was wet to the touch and she realized that the booze and the outfit had her horny as hell.
Cindy caught herself before she got carried away and went to make another drink. She stumbled once on her way to the liquor cabinet and giggled, she was definitely a little tipsy. The martinis were having a strange effect on her. Every single nerve on her body felt alive and sensitive to the touch.
She fixed herself her fourth martini and promised that it would be her last. Already, she was going to have to hang out here until she was sober enough to drive. And where was Candy? Her sister certainly wasn't dependable and this wasn't the first meeting she had missed, but Cindy sensed something was wrong this time.
Cindy walked over to the stereo and turned it on, swaying her hips as the music blared out of the speakers. She danced over to the window and peeked out making sure her car was ok. The music increased in tempo and she felt the blood rushing in her ears as her heart beat matched the drumming of the bass.
Cindy let herself go and started swaying to the beat. There was something sensual about the music and she began running her hands over her body again, across her belly, up over her breasts, and through the hair on the wig.
"You are one sexy bitch," said a deep voice.
The voice startled Cindy and she jumped with fright. A big Italian-looking man was standing in the room holding her sister's spare key. He had dark skin under black wavy hair and a large scar from his left cheek to his chin. He wasn't very handsome, but the scar gave him a dangerous look that she found exciting. Underneath an expensive suit was what looked like a very well built body.
Cindy looked around for something to cover herself up with. She felt more exposed before this stranger then she had ever been before her husband. She grabbed a pillow off the couch and held it over her body, bending into it to cover her breasts and crotch.
The man laughed and grabbed the pillow out of her hands, tossing it aside. "Why so shy Candy?" he asked. "It's not like your hiding anything I haven't seen before. Besides, you know what I want."
Cindy gulped and stood up straight. "Yes," she said, though she had no idea what he was talking about. Standing before this large man practically naked had her feeling strange. Her nipples were rock hard and she could feel her juices dripping down her thigh.
"Good," said the man taking off his blazer. He walked up to her and rested his hands on her shoulders. He began pushing down with increasing strength until Cindy fell to her knees before him. She was staring right a his zipper.
He reached down and unbuckled his belt, pulling it through the loops. "You take off the rest," he said.
The man wanted her to take off his pants, but what on earth for? Cindy just kneeled there kind of shocked until the man said, "Hurry up." His hands were still on her shoulders and his grip started tightening.
Cindy swallowed nervously and then reached out and unbuttoned his trousers. Her hands were shaking as she grabbed the tab of his zipper and slowly pulled down, holding her hands out to avoid contact with his crotch.
When the flaps of his pants were hanging open, she pulled down his trousers until he kicked off his shoes and stepped out of them. He held up his legs and she pulled off his socks. She looked up his legs. They were hairy and muscular. As her eyes travelled up his body, they opened wide when she got to his crotch.
The man was wearing black briefs. They were tight and bulging out obscenely. She could see the outline of a very impressive looking penis and two large testicles under his underwear. She looked away from his crotch in confusion. The man looked a lot bigger then her husband. Larry's had been the only penis she had ever seen and she didn't know they came in different sizes.
The man was unbuttoning his shirt and when he finished, he took it off, throwing it beside his pants. His chest was very hairy and he was covered with muscles. She wished her husband had half this man's muscles. Larry was short and skinny without a muscle on his body.
"Come on Candy," said the man impatiently. "Take the rest off."
Cindy felt a thrill run through her at the thought of seeing his penis. The booze was making her play along with this more then she should have. Maybe, she'd just take a peek and then tell him she wasn't Candy.
Cindy reached up with both hands and grabbed the waist band of his briefs. The man's large penis moved as she pulled his underwear out and then swiftly yanked them down.
The fattest penis she could have imagined jumped out of his shorts. It wasn't fully erect, but it was a little swollen as it hung at half mast before her face. As she stared at it, the thing grew a little more until it stood straight out pointing at her face. Larry's penis was built just like he was, short and skinny. The stranger's penis was impossibly thick and looked to be twice as long as her husband's, at least eight inches. The head of the man's penis was even twice as big as Larry's, it was as big as a golf ball.
"What the fuck you waiting for bitch? Suck my cock."
His shout startled her and she jumped. The man's harsh language frightened her. Cindy hadn't even imagined performing such a disgusting sexual act. Did her sister really do this sort of thing?
She was about to stop this from going any further, when the man roughly grabbed the back of her head and pulled her forward into his crotch. The man's large penis slid along her cheek until her nose was buried in his pubic hair. He smelled of sweat, but it wasn't offensive, it made him smell manly.
"Come on slut, kiss my cock."
Cindy felt a shiver travel up her spine. She had never been treated like this by anyone and it excited her. She puckered her lips and kissed the base of his penis. She had never done anything like this, she hadn't even touched her husband's penis except to guide it inside her during sex.
She kissed it again and the man relaxed his grip so that she could kiss her way up his penis, her mind screaming no, but her body responding to this strange situation. It felt like Niagara Falls between her legs. She decided to go through with it. The man probably wouldn't believe she wasn't Candy anyway and besides doing it wouldn't hurt her sister's reputation any. She kissed her way up to the tip of his cock and then she felt moisture on her lips when she kissed the slit on the tip. The thing was oozing precum. She kissed the tip again and held her lips on the head as she stared up at the man. He grinned down at her, a triumphant smirk on his face and said, "Now lick it."
Cindy slipped her tongue out between her lips and flicked it across the tip of his cock. The man's penis jerked at her touch and he groaned. She licked out again this time circling the head of his penis. She moved her lips down his shaft, licking out and touching every inch. He helped her by lifting it up so that she could lick down the underside of his shaft.
"Lick my balls slut," said the man.
Cindy only hesitated a split second before obeying the man. Something was wrong here, but she couldn't quite put her finger on it. It was like all her will to resist as gone, it was easier to go along with his orders. She held her tongue out and ran it over his hairy testicles. They were also a lot bigger then her husbands, they hung heavy and low, filled with semen.
"Enough, now suck it."
Cindy moved her mouth up the shaft and kissed the head again. This time she pushed forwards, her lips parting as she swallowed the fat head into her mouth.
Cindy pushed several inches into her mouth and sucked on the tip like a lollipop. This really wasn't too bad. It was fun even.
"Come on you can do better then that and watch them teeth."
Cindy pushed another inch into her mouth. She felt the head poking at her throat and she gagged.
"What the hells wrong with you Candy. Your the best cock sucker I know."
Cindy felt a twinge of jealousy when she heard how good her sister was. She suppressed her gag reflex and swallowed again, this time taking more then half his penis in her mouth. The head entered her throat, the flared ridge scraping along the top as she swallowed even more of his large penis.
She felt the need to come up for air and slid his cock out of her throat, gasping for air. Her hand automatically began stroking the man's penis to keep him aroused and hard.
She took a deep breath and swallowed the man's penis again. This time she began breathing steadily through her nose as she focused on swallowing the whole thing. She was going to beat her sister at something if she choked to death on the big thing.
She pushed down feeling the head once again penetrate her throat. This time she didn't stop at six inches, instead she took a deep breath through her nose and fell forward until his pubic hair tickled her nose.
"That's better slut, now suck that big cock."
Cindy began bobbing her head along his penis. She increased her speed as her throat grew accustomed to the large invader. The man groaned from time to time and he began bucking his hips. His penis seemed to grow even bigger in her throat. Cindy suddenly realized the man was about to orgasm. He was actually about to shoot his seed into her mouth. She hadn't thought that far ahead. The thought horrified her, but as she reluctantly slid her mouth off the man's penis, he grabbed the back of her head and held it still as he came in her mouth.
The strength and amount of his ejaculate caught her off guard. First the head seemed to swell impossibly large and then it jerked as her mouth filled with the man's semen. She tried to spit it out, but the man held her head still until she was forced to swallow it to make room for his second load. She swallowed three mouthfuls of sperm before the man finally released her head. However, instead of backing off, she held her lips over the tip and tried to suck out even more sperm. She continued to suck on the man's penis until he pulled it out of her mouth.
"That was your best yet," said the man pulling her to her feet. He began running his hands over her breasts, hips, and down her belly. "God you have a hot body. I think I'm going to repay the favor."
Cindy was still in a daze about sucking a stranger's penis and finding that she enjoyed it, even enjoyed swallowing his semen. The man pulled her over towards the couch. His deft fingers quickly flicked off her bra and he became the second man to ever see her breasts. He seemed fascinated with them, twirling her nipples between his fingers and stroking them like they were miniature penises. He bent down and sucked one long nipple into his mouth, gently biting it between his teeth.
The man put his hand back on her shoulders and pushed her down onto the couch. He kneeled between her legs and started kissing her belly, slipping his tongue into her belly button. She sucked her stomach in at each kiss as he moved down under her navel. He kissed her panties traveling down the side of her pubic hair going lower and lower.
Cindy's breathing had increased and she found her legs were parting for the man. She had no idea what was going to happen, but she strongly suspected she would enjoy it.
She jumped when his finger slid across her labia as he hooked her panties and pulled it aside. She felt his breath on her vagina just before his tongue flickered out and licked up her labia. Cindy's eyes opened wide in disbelief. "I had no idea," she muttered.
The man started attacking her vagina. His tongue felt like a snake as it wormed it's way between her folds into her vagina. Cindy found herself humping his face in time to the thrusts of his tongue. Her belly was undulating and she was gasping for air. She gasped when the man started sucking on her labia, slowly working his way up. She felt strange, like a pressure cooker slowly building until...
The man's tongue flickered across her clit and the pressure exploded as she had the first orgasm of her life. She screamed as waves of pleasure coursed through her body emanating from her womb. Her eyes rolled up in her head and she almost passed out.
The man was merciless. He didn't even let her recover from the first orgasm when he gave her another. The man circled her clit with his tongue and then sucked it between his lips. The second orgasm caused her to scream again and thrash her body as she humped her vagina into the man's face.
He let her recover a little before resuming. This time he slid two fingers into her vagina and began slowly moving them in and out. He found a spot deep inside her and circled it with the tips of his fingers until she felt another orgasm building. He leaned down and sucked her clit into his mouth again. Sweat broke out on her forehead and she arched her back in ecstasy. Her vagina clamped down around his fingers and she felt her juices soaking the man's fingers as the biggest orgasm yet wracked her body.



This time she must have passed out. She awoke feeling exhausted but more alive then she had ever felt before as if every nerve in her body was alive. She looked down her body, past her heaving breasts and down over her belly. Her vagina was spread open, her clit was engorged and distended to the point where it looked like a miniature penis. It was soaked with her juices as was her labia and thighs. The man's big penis was pointing at her labia and it looked like her lips were parting to receive him.
Her panties were missing and the man was now kneeling between her legs, holding the base of his penis as he brought it up to her vagina. She moaned and stared at it in awe as he rubbed it against her labia. "Why don't you let me fuck you," he said already pushing down on the head.
Cindy thought of Larry and felt a twinge of guilt, but she had to know what it felt like to have such a big penis stuffed inside her. The man wasn't waiting for permission. Her vagina stretched wider then it ever had as her lips closed over the head of his penis.
"I knew after weeks of sucking my cock, you'd let me fuck you.
He pumped forwards with his hips sliding half his penis into her. It was as much as her husband could give her, but the man was so much thicker, it felt incredible. Her vagina seemed to love it. It was squeezing his penis, trying to suck it in deeper.
Cindy knew this was the ultimate betrayal of her husband, but she still didn't have the will to resist. It was just so much easier to sit back and let him put his big beautiful penis deep into her vagina. Deeper then any man had been.
"For a slut you sure have one tight pussy," said the man groaning as he pushed his penis all the way in. "Its like fucking a virgin."
"Your big penis makes me feel like I am a virgin," said Cindy. She was in awe of this man and she felt half in love with him.
He laughed. "Don't you mean my cock? You love my cock don't you?"
"Yes, yes," she cried, "I love your big cock." Then she whimpered as he slowly pulled it out and she felt empty inside.
He held the head just on the entrance to her vagina. "Tell me what you want."
"I want your cock inside me. Please put it in me," she begged.
"What do you want me to do with it?" he asked.
Cindy grunted in frustration. She was thrusting her hips forward trying to get his cock in her again. Her frustration brought the words he wanted to hear into her head. "I want you to fuck me. Fuck my pussy with your big cock. Fuck me like I've never been fucked before.
"You got it bitch," he said slamming his entire cock into her. Cindy screamed as his sudden thrust gave her a big orgasm. How had she ever lived without them?
The man grabbed her ankles and held them apart as he repeatedly slammed his cock into her pussy. He was smirking down at her and he seemed full of himself. He thought he was giving a slut the fucking of her life and the way her body was reacting to him seemed to fill him with arrogance.
'And he deserves to feel cocky,' thought Cindy as his mighty cock brought her to orgasm after orgasm. Finally after what felt like hours of good hard fucking, she felt his cock spasm and she came again as his semen struck places in her pussy so deep she didn't even know she had them.
He pulled his cock out and shot one last wad across her belly button. Then he rested his cock on her pubic hair as they caught their breath.
Cindy stared at him adoringly as the man stood up and pulled on his clothes. The man returned her loving stare with an arrogant sneer as he reached in his pocket and tossed a ziplock bag beside her. "I'll put this on your account," he said. "You'd better be at Big Jim's by eight or else." Then he walked out the door.
Cindy couldn't take her eyes off him until he was gone The stranger had given her the fucking of her life and she didn't even know his name.
But she knew his occupation. Cindy suddenly felt sick as she looked at the little vials in the bag. The man was her sister's drug dealer.
See Part 2, where Cindy once again dons her sisters wig and goes to Big Jim's.
Note: Inspiration for this story came from a movie titled "Mirror Images," Staring Jeff Conaway and Delia Sheppard. It may be found at your local video store.
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"Man, I wish you would tell me your secret."
Willie looked up from where he was testing the water supply and grinned at his partner. "I just started lifting, that's all."
Bernie didn't believe it for a minute, Willie was taking steroids. The formerly medium sized black man now looked like a heavyweight boxer and the change in his body had occurred in only a month's time. The shaven headed black man was huge and bulging with muscles, he even looked taller.
Willie finished with his water sample and stood up. "Alright we're done for the day."
The two water department men walked out of the small access building in the wealthy white neighborhood outside Stony Harbor, Long Island. "You live here don't you? Nice neighborhood," said Willie.
"You wouldn't be welcome here," said Bernie. "No offense, but this town is lily white." Bernie hoped Willie didn't take that the wrong way. Working with a black guy was alright, but living next to one...
"You want to go catch happy hour somewhere?" asked Willie.
"I shouldn't," replied Bernie. "Wife doesn't like me drinking too much." Bernie was thirty three now, but in his twenties he was quite the drinker before meeting Karen. The leggy blonde with the full bosom had settled him down a month after they had started dating.
"Come on just a couple beers and we'll call it a day."
"Alright, a couple beers can't hurt."
* * * * *
"Oh god," moaned Bernie throwing up outside the bar. "Why'd you have to buy me those shots? You'd better drive me home."
Willie helped his partner into Bernie's car and got behind the wheel. Bernie was snoring by the time he pulled up at his partners house. Willie slipped a key of Bernie's key ring, before helping his partner out of the car.
"Where the hell have you been?" said the women throwing the door open.
Willie was striken by the beautiful blonde the minute he saw her. She bore a striking resemblance to the actress Jeri Ryan. She was tall, had big blue eyes, and shoulder length blonde hair that was slightly mussed. She was wearing a robe that tried to cover a well developed figure, but failed. She also looked extremely worried. "You must be Karen?"
"Did you get him like this?"
"No ma'am," said Willie carrying Bernie inside. "Bernie wanted to have a few drinks after work."
"Jesus, he smells like vomit. Just throw him on the couch."
Willie did and stood there waiting.
"Thanks, I take it you're Willie?"
"Yes," said Willie. "I'm sorry we had to meet under these circumstances. Could you give me a lift to my car? Bernie tried to drive home, but I took the keys from him and insisted on driving.
"Of course," said Karen, "I'll just go throw some jeans on."
Karen returned several minutes later wearing tight jeans and a tee shirt. She hadn't bothered with a bra and Willie felt his cock growing as he stared at the outline of her big, round nipples. Her ass was also perfect.
They didn't say much as Karen drove him back to the bar and his car. Her jaw was clenched and her brow furrowed as she stared out the windsheild. She seemed pissed.
"Are you ok to drive?" she asked. "You don't seem too drunk."
"I'm fine," said Willie getting out of the car. "I don't like to overindulge. My daddy always told me it was the sign of a weak man" She frowned at that and drove off. In fact, Willie had drank more then Bernie, but his "enhanced" metabolism burned off the alcohol faster then a normal man's.
Willie watched Karen drive off and looked at the key he had palmed off Bernie's key ring. He got in his car and headed back to the water filtering building near Bernie's house.
Willie parked and used the key to unlock the door. He then returned to his car and pulled out the machine E&I's engineers had cooked up. It would release small amounts of X-cite into the water supply. If what he had been told was true, it acted as an aphrodisiac on women and caused impotence in men. Pure, it was more powerful and half a glass would last weeks. Diluted in the water it would be less potent, but still effective.
Willie tried to hurry. He was infecting the entire water supply of Stony Harbor tonight and he needed to make a copy of the key. The water buildings would not be inspected again for three months.
As Willie left, he noticed a car blocking the driveway. He grinned recognizing Xavier behind the wheel. "What are you doing here?"
"Just checking on your progress," answered Xavier.
Willie saw another car with a black man drive by and said, "Bull shit, you're scouting out the hot wives."
"Caught me," said Xavier. "Don't want to get stuck with the fat, old bitches."
"Shit, as long as it gets off, my dick don't discriminate, but there is a wife I'm laying claim to...
* * * * *
The following week, Bernie seemed upset about something. "Up for a few beers?'" asked Willie.
"I really shouldn't, Last week really pissed Karen off."
"Just one," said Willie, "and then you can tell me what's bothering you."
"I'm not sure I want to talk about it," said Bernie a few minutes later at the bar.
"Come on, tell me," said Willie pushing a shot into Bernie's hand.
"Well, Karen's been really horny lately. I mean really horny."
"That doesn't sound like a problem to me."
Bernie hesitated a moment, then said, "Well, I haven't been up to bat."
'The shit works,' thought Bernie. "Oh you're saying you can't get a hard-on."
Bernie's face flushed red when some other patrons snickered. "Keep your voice down," he hissed.
"I can't help you buddy, I never had that problem. Another shot?"
* * * * *
"Son of a bitch," said Karen as Willie helped her drunk husband inside.
"Sorry ma'am," said Willie. "Bernie had a hard day and insisted on having some drinks. I didn't want to, but thought I had better keep an eye on him."
"Thanks Willie, you've been a good friend. Lets get him upstairs to our bedroom."
Karen watched Willie carry her husband upstairs and drop him on their bed. Bernie sprawled on the bed and immediately began snoring loudly. "I'll change and take you to your car."
"If you don't mind Karen, I'm too tired to drive. Could I just crash on your couch? Bernie can take me to my car in the morning."
"Sure Willie. Go on downstairs and I'll dig you up a blanket and pillow."
"Sure just let me use the bathroom first."
"Help yourself."
Willie went into the bathroom just off their bedroom. He pulled out his giant slab of dark meat and preceded to drain all the booze he had drunk earlier into the toilet. When he finished pissing, he reached into his coat pocket and pulled out a can of beer. Willie lifted the lid off the back of the toilet, put the can in the water, and swiftly disconnected the chain. He grinned as he replaced the lid and headed downstairs.
Karen gathered up the pillow and blanket, then preceded down to the living room. Willie was standing by the couch in his tee shirt and boxers. She gasped with shock and dropped the bundle in her hands. It wasn't that Willie had the body of an ebony greek god, it was the fact that three inches of cock was sticking out of his pant leg.
"Sorry, big things always trying to get free."
He pulled his boxers out and yanked his dick back in. His boxers looked stuffed near to bursting and she could see the outline of his cock and balls. 'Jesus, when hard, he must be twice as big as Bernie,' she thought.
Karen gathered up the sleeping gear and made Willie up a bed on the couch. Afterwards, she sat down on the edge. "I'm worried about Bernie's drinking."
"I don't blame you," said Willie. "I had a loser friend once who drank so much he developed erection problems and neglected his wife. Seems he loved the bottle more then his wife."
'He's describing my life over the last week,' thought Karen, horrified.
"Why Karen, you're crying," said Willie as she stood to leave. He reached up and pulled her down next to him. She felt safe and comfortable as he wrapped his arm around her. She cried into his chest for several minutes.
When her tears stopped, she had time to admire exactly how muscular Willie was. She was looking down his tee shirt, past perfect six-pack abs, over his flat stomach and at the massive bulge in his shorts. The large cock underneath was moving, growing, and his shorts began to rip. Karen realized only a thin strip of velcro was holding that giant cock in.
The velcro ripped further and she quicly stood, realizing that her robe had fallen open giving Willie a good view of her breasts. "I'd better be going," she said tightening the belt on her robe.
The large purple head of Willie's cock was pushing past the waist band of his boxers climbing towards his navel. "Sorry Karen, you're just so beautiful."
Karen didn't answer, she just ran up to her bedroom. She removed her robe and went into the bathroom to relieve herself. As Karen sat on the toilet, she couldn't shake the image of Willie's giant black cock pushing it's way out of his boxer shorts. It was all she could think about, the monster cock had insinuated it's way into her head. Jesus, the sight of Willie's cock even had her nipples hard. If only Bernie hadn't been neglecting her needs, she wouldn't be this horny.
Despite being black, Willie was a very handsome man. He was taller then Bernie, around 6'4", had a shaven head, and his body bulged with muscles. Sitting beside him on the couch, she could see every ridged muscle on his chest through his tee shirt. She wondered what he looked like without the shirt, without the shirt and pants, nude, his beautiful cock sticking out before him. Karen shook her head again and took a deep breath. This seemed to help a little. She wiped herself, turned to flush the toilet, only nothing happened. She jiggled the handle, it was loose.
Karen lifted the lid and saw the beer can floating in the reservoir. Tears welled up in her eyes and her stomach sank. Bernie was an alcoholic. God, they were even trying to have a baby. Thankfully, Bernie hadn't been up to the job. Her father was an alcoholic and Karen vowed that no child of hers would go through what she had growing up. Karen fixed the chain and emptied the beer into the sink.
Karen walked out into the bedroom. If Bernie wasn't passed out, the jerk would be sleeping downstairs on the couch. She would sleep downstairs tonight if Willie wasn't crashing at their home.
Bernie was sprawled in the center of the bed snoring loudly. With difficulty she removed his clothes and was appalled at the sight of her husband's tiny shriveled up penis. It had looked like this for a week now, never growing beyond three inches, a quarter the size of Willie's long black cock and Willie obviously didn't have any problem getting hard. She shook her head to clear it again, knowing that the image of Willie's cock climbing up out of his shorts was forever burned in her mind.
Karen stripped off her robe and tried to roll Bernie over, but he wouldn't budge. She struggled under the covers and found herself hanging half over the edge of the bed. She pulled her pillow over her head to drown out his snores growing more pissed at her husband each minute. Finally, after struggling to fall asleep for an hour, Karen gave up and got out of bed, throwing her robe back on.
* * * * *
Willie was lying on his back on the couch staring up at the ceiling. He was trying to figure out a way to advance to the end game. His plan had called for patience, get Bernie drunk a few more times, gain Karen's confidence, show off his body, and let her get so frustrated she would throw herself at him and throw her husband out. However, his cock wanted her now, it didn't understand patience.
He heard the bedroom door open upstairs and grinned as he quickly pulled his shirt off and his shorts down. He tugged on his cock several times to make it grow and then pretended to be asleep.
* * * * *
Karen yawned as she headed towards the kitchen for some juice. She glanced over at Willie as she passed the couch, her heart missing a beat as she saw his nude form lying asleep on the couch.
His chest was every bit as magnificent as she had imagined it would be, but her eyes kept moving down to his cock. There was enough ambient light in the room that she could see it clearly. It looked like a thick black flashlight with a slight downward curve as it lay flat on his stomach. It was well over ten inches long and the head was the size of a large plum. Even his testicles were gigantic, bigger then tennis balls.
Her feet slowly moved closer to Willie's sleeping form. Her pulse was racing from the thrill of doing something so dangerous. What if Willie woke up?
Karen couldn't help herself. She kneeled down beside the couch so that she could get a closer look at it. Not only was it long, it was twice as thick as Bernie's. Her fingers probably wouldn't even touch if she wrapped her hand around it. Even as the thought entered her mind, she knew she had to try.
Karen looked up at Willie's head. He was breathing steadily and deeply, fast asleep. She looked back towards his cock and slowly reached her hand out. She shivered as she caressed it. Willie didn't wake up so she grew bolder. Karen grabbed it and pulled it upwards so that it pointed proudly towards the ceiling. She was right, her fingers didn't touch. In fact, the gap between them was over an inch long. As she held it, Karen realized the gap was growing. Willie's cock was expanding, growing even larger, going from plump to rock hard in just a second. She caught a whiff of it as it grew. Her nipples, already hard, mimicked his cock, turning harder until they rubbed painfully against her robe. The area between her legs grew moist. There was something primordial about Willie's cock that made her want to surrender herself to it.
"Jesus, it must be a foot long," she muttered.
"Actually, a foot and a half," said Willie grinning down at her.
Karen released his cock, hearing it thump loudly against his stomach. The horror at getting caught wiping out her impure thoughts. She stood and stepped away from Willie as he sat up.
"I-I was just checking up on you," she said backing up.
"You were checking my cock out. You ever seen a black cock before?" He said, standing.
"N-no Willie."
"I bet it's a lot bigger then Bernie's," he said closing the distance to her. "This is what a real man's cock looks like."
"Yes, It's a lot bigger," she said her back coming to a wall. "I've never seen a real man's cock before."
Willie walked up to her so that the tip of his cock poked against her robe, just under the belt. "Well you saw me, it's only fair that I get to see you," he said ripping her robe open.
Karen gasped, her arm flying across her chest and her other hand flying down to cover her vagina. "What are you doing?" she cried.
"You poor thing," he said grabbing her arms and pulling them up over her head despite her efforts to keep covered. "You've obviously been neglected." The tip of his cock was now poking her in the belly button as his eyes roamed over her nude body. He stepped closer so that his cock slid up her stomach. "Look at my cock." She obeyed looking down at the head pointing up towards her. She noticed it had an unusually large pee-slit. "Doesn't it look great contrasted against your body."
"Yes," she said. It was true. Her white belly made his dark brown cock stand out so that it looked even bigger.
Willie leaned forward still holding her arms over her head and she realized he was trying to kiss her. "No Willie. Stop. I'm a married woman." Her second protest was drowned out as he mashed his lips against hers. She probably struggled for less then five seconds before she found her body raising itself into his. His tongue pushed past her lips and she opened her mouth to let him in, her own tongue sliding into his mouth.
With a tight grip on the wrist of her right hand, Willie brought her arm down and pulled their bodies apart long enough to wrap her hand around his cock again. Her instincts took over and her hand began stroking his cock as they kissed.
Willie broke their kiss and stepped back so that she could watch her hand jerking off his cock. Her hand was turning sticky each time it reached the head, the amount of his pre-cum was so large it alone compared to one of Bernie's orgasms.
Willie released her other arm and placed his hands on her shoulders, pushing her down. "Why don't you take a closer look. If Bernie does have a drinking problem, this may be the last hard cock you see for a long while."
She resisted at first, but her legs felt weak and her back began sliding down the wall until she kneeled before this perfectly built man. It felt natural to kneel before Willie. Her hand had never stopped stroking him and she stared in awe at the large bulbous cock-head pointed at her face.
"You ever suck cock before?"
"No, never. It's disgusting," she said mesmerized at the sight of her hand sliding along his shaft.
"Your going to suck me off," he said pushing forward until the head touched her lips. She held them tightly closed, breathing through her nose, his strong masculine scent climbing into her brain.
Karen turned her head away and said, "I can't cheat on Bernie. It's a sin." Every nerve in her body was screaming out to her to obey him, but there was nothing more precious then the sanctity of marriage. She had even saved herself until her wedding night.
"Oral sex ain't cheating," said Willie pushing his cock back towards her lips. "Just lick it a little."
Karen gave in to her desire. After all, she had already touched it with her hand, what difference was there in touching it with her tongue?
Karen stuck out her tongue and shyly ran it over the crown of Willie's cock. She grew bolder, and ran it around the crown again, this time encirculing it completely. Instinct took over and she began coating the entire head with her saliva before running her tongue down his shaft to his crotch.
Willie grabbed the tip of his cock and held it up. "Now lick my balls," he ordered.
Karen obeyed, her tongue licking first one hairy testicle then the next. They felt big and heavy and she was filled with a deep desire to see him cum. She licked her way back up to the head, teasing his pee-slit with the tip of her tongue. Karen decided to see if she could get the head in her mouth. She parted her lips and pushed forward, the fat head entering her mouth until her lips closed down over the ridge and it was inside. Her tongue twirled like mad all around the head as she held it in her mouth and Willie groaned begining to slowly buck his hips.
This wasn't as bad as she thought it would be and a warm glow spread through her body each time Willie groaned, knowing he was enjoying what she was doing for him excited her. His thrusts were pushing more of his cock into her mouth and she stretched her mouth wide open to accomodate him.
Karen started to gag as it pushed into her throat, but Willie was unmerciful. He grabbed the sides of her head and actually increased his thrusts. She arched her back so that she could more easily take his cock down her throat as he pushed it in deeper inch by inch. Despite the discomfort, Karen was thrilled to be treated like this. It felt right and natural to submit to such a powerful dominant male.
Karen began pushing forward to match his thrusts and Willie grunted his approval. She steadily breathed through her nose as three-quarters of Willie's cock slid in and out of her throat. He increased his pace, fucking her face for what what seemed like an hour before she noticed it swelling. Karen paniced, struggling as she thought his monster cock would choke her to death or rip through her throat. Willie held her head down over his cock, stroking her hair with his other free hand to calm her. She relaxed, just as the cock jerked in her throat and she felt it pumping sperm into her belly.



Still cumming, Willie slowly withdrew his cock until just the head was in her mouth, which quickly filled with sperm until she had to swallow to make room for the next wad. She was surprised at how hot his cum was and that it didn't taste bad at all. In fact, she was filled with an overwhelming desire to suck every drop out of his cock.
Willie yanked his cock out of her mouth entirely and held it pointed at her face. She was awed by how hard and rampant he was before another large wad shot out leaving a strand of his cum from her forehead to her chin. Another wad splattered on her face before he pushed his cock down and shot another strand of sperm across her breasts. Willie let go of his cock and Karen grabbed it taking the head back into her mouth, stroking forwards with her hand, milking it until the last drop of sperm had slid down her throat.
"Go clean up," said Willie pulling her to her feet.
Karen nodded, her throat to sore to speak, and went into the downstairs bathroom. She looked at herself in the mirror at the sperm slowly dripping down her face and breasts. The sperm covering her body was more then her husband had cum their entire marriage and Willie had already shot three larger loads down her throat. She slid her finger across her face, pushing his sperm into her mouth and found herself scooping up more from her body and putting it in her mouth, licking her fingers clean afterwards.
Karen ran the hot water, after wiping herself clean. The steam seemed to clear her head and she felt a touch of guilt for betraying her husband and shame for what she had done. The way her body had reacted to his presence disgusted her and she blamed the unusual amount of arousal she had been experiencing the last week or so. She also blamed Bernie and that limp little dick of his. In fact, the more she thought of it, the more she realized this was all Bernie's fault.
Her head finally clear, Karen took a dab of toothpaste and cleaned the last lingering taste of sperm out of her mouth, determined that this would never happen again. She decided to sneak past Willie and head straight up to her bedroom. She was almost to the stairs when she felt Willie's strong arm wrap around her waist and he picked her up, carrying her over to the couch.
"Where you think you're going," he said standing over her. His cock was limper, but still erect and at least nine inches long. She stared at it, it seemed to have a hypnotic effect on her.
"I thought we were done," she whispered holding her throat as it was still sore.
"Not until I return the favor," he said kneeling on the floor between her legs. Karen was at first afraid he was going to try to fuck her, but Willie just bent over and began kissing her breasts. One large black hand squeezed one breast, its fingers twirling her long nipple while he took her other nipple into his mouth, biting it gently. She moaned as her neglected body quickly began to respond to his touch.
Just when her nipples turned so sensitive, she couldn't take anymore, he began kissing down her belly. He placed both hands on her breasts as he kissed down, his tongue slipping into her navel. Willie kissed down past her navel and over the slight, sexy bulge on her lower belly. Karen finally realized what he meant by 'returning the favor.' Bernie had never expressed an interest in doing this, nor had she asked as the thought seemed as disgusting as her taking his penis into her mouth. Her body however, couldn't seem to wait. She was raising her crotch up wishing Willie would hurry up. Her friends had mentioned liking this even more then sex. Karen hadn't believed them, now she couldn't wait.
Willie's tongue slipped out and licked down along the side of her well-trimmed pubic hair traveling towards the tip of her crotch. It slipped down the inside crease of her leg and she found herself spreading her legs wider in anticipation. As he reached her thigh, Willie ran his tongue over to her pussy and licked up her labia. Karen's eyes opened wide and her pussy spasmed, this was like nothing she had ever felt before.
Willie wiggled his tongue in and out of the folds of her pussy lips causing her to shake with pleasure. His skillful tongue was causing her to experience sexual feelings she had never felt before. Something intense was building deep in her body.
Willie lapped her slit several times and then worked a beefy finger into her that felt just as big as her husband's penis. Unlike Bernie's penis, Willie's finger knew what it was doing. He worked it deep inside her and began rubbing the tip around a spot deep in her pussy. She began humping his finger as the intense feeling grew until she thought she would die from pleasure. Just when she thought she couldn't take any more, Willie administered the coup-de-grace. He ran his tongue over his finger and up her pussy. With one quick lick, his tongue twirled around her clit.
Karen had never believed in orgasms before. She thought her friends were lying to her when they mentioned them. Though, when they were first married, Bernie often asked if she had cum. She always lied and said, "yes."
As Willie's tongue touched her clit, her pussy clamped down around his finger and then ballooned up as she came. It felt like a series of bombs went off in her pussy and Karen screamed in pleasure. She was thrilled to experience her first orgasm and Willie wasn't done. He continued fingering her and licking around her clit until it hardened like a miniature penis. She had several smaller orgasms before the pressure built again and an even bigger orgasm overwhelmed her when he sucked her clit in his mouth. The last thing Karen remembered before passing out was Willie's soaked face grinning up at her.
Karen came to her senses. She hadn't fully recovered from the intense orgasm as she felt Willie's hands on her ankles pulling her legs far apart. Willie was kneeling now, the tip of his cock moving in towards her pussy as she sat on the couch. "No, Willie don't."
"Shut up bitch, your pussy's begging for my cock" He moved the tip back and forth along her slit causing her to writhe in pleasure. "You know you want it."
"I want it, but I can't commit adultery."
It ain't adultery unless I cum inside you. Just let me put a little bit in.
Ok, a little, just the head and promise you wont cum in my pussy, Bernie and I are trying to have a baby."
"I promise," he lied, thinking how lucky he was. His first white bitch and she was unprotected. Willie pushed down on his cock watching her pussy lips spread wide for him as they closed back up around the head. Karen groaned as Willie worked the head in and out of her. "Feels good doesn't it?"
"Uh-huh," she agreed.
"How about I give you another inch or two?"
"Yes please." Willie pushed another couple inches in. "God, you're so big," she said as the thick part under the head went in.
"Let me at least give you a much as Bernie can," said Willie slowly fucking her with the tip of his cock. "How big is your husband?"
"A little over five inches."
"You poor thing," he said pushing another inch in. "Does this feel like your husband?"
"No, your so much thicker, it feels...better."
Willie slowly began fucking her and she raised her hips to meet his thrusts forcing just a little more inside her. Willie was now fucking her with half his cock and she came again from the strangeness of it.
"Listen Karen, Bernie might never get over his limp dick problem." This may be your last chance to feel a hard cock for some time. You deserve to experience more then he can give you."
"Alright, just a little more," she said panting as his cock pushed into virgin territory.
"God you're tight," groaned Willie pushing about nine inches in. "It's like you've never been fucked before."
"I've never been fucked before. Not like this."
"You like my cock don't you?"
"I love it. I love you big cock."
"Only black cocks get this big, bitch."
"I love your big black cock Willie," she groaned her belly undulating down towards her pussy as she came again. "Fuck me with your big black cock. Oh god, I'm cumming...Ahhh."
Willie pushed her legs back towards her head, sat up on his knees a little, pulled his hips back until just the tip of his cock was in her pussy, and then he thrust forward.
Karen thrashed in pain as she took his entire cock. He maintained a tight grip on her ankles while she struggled until she calmed down after a couple minutes. She just stared down at their crotches in disbelief that she had taken it all.
When he felt her pussy relax, Willie slowly pulled his cock out and pushed it back in several times until she moaned and he increased his speed. She began pushing into him to meet his thrusts and Willie started fucking her hard. Karen started screaming each time he buried it, she was cumming every fifth stroke.
Suddenly, the orgasms quit cumming as Willie's cock began to grow. It felt like a damn had blocked the flow, the pressure building up as he continued rapidly fucking her. He was sweating and his rhythym was starting to suffer as his orgasm approached.
"Cum in my pussy," she begged, not knowing what had come over her, but desperately needing to cum one last time. "Give me a baby, I want a real man's baby. Fill me with your seed."
Her words seemed to suck the cum right out of Willie's balls. He bellowed as his sperm shot up his cock and sprayed her womb. She shuddered as the damn broke and a giant orgasm took possession of her body. Willie held his cock buried in her pussy as he blew four more wads of cum, bombarding her eggs with millions of sperm.
* * * * *
As the sun came up, Karen was wincing and her face was pale as Willie pushed about seven inches of cock into her ass. She had never felt such an intense pain before, but at the same time she was satisfied now that Willie had taken possession of her entire body. She was loving it by the time he came, filling her ass hole with sperm.
Just when he finished, they heard Bernie stumbling around upstairs and she grabbed her robe, sperm squishing out of her ass as she ran to the bathroom.
* * * * *
Bernie watched his wife cook a big breakfast and set it in front of Willie before setting a cold bowl of cereal in front of him. She looked a sight, like she hadn't slept all night, and she was walking kind of bow legged like she had a cramp. He figured she was coming down with a cold because her voice was hoarse. He was thankful Wilie had stayed over or he surely would be catching hell right now. "Aren't you going to have anything?" he asked when his wife sat down, wincing as if it hurt her. 'Woman problems,' he thought.
"I already ate," she said thinking about the second time Willie had filled her belly with sperm just before fucking her doggy style across her rug. Even after that, he was still hard and she agreed to give him her ass as everything else was just too sore. Karen handed the two men brown bags for lunch and they left for work. Around noon, Willie opened his bag and found a note. It read: "Willie, if you want, feel free to get him drunk tonight.
The End
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"I'm worried about Candy honey," said Cindy into the phone. "I'm going to stay here until she shows up. I might not be home until morning."
"Just remember," said her husband Larry. "Don't give her any more money."
"I won't," replied Cindy hanging up the phone.
After fucking the stranger, Cindy had showered and changed back into her dress. She had returned the wig to it's pedestal. She had laid down in her sister's bed and napped for several hours she was so exhausted from getting the fucking off her life from her sister's drug dealer.
As the hours passed, she became more worried about her sister's whereabouts. The stranger had told her to be at Big Jim's tonight, maybe her sister would show up there?
Cindy rummaged around for a phone book, but couldn't find one. Finally, she called information and asked for an establishment called "Big Jim's." There was one and it had a local number. She called the number, a man answered and she could hear music blaring in the background. Probably a bar, she thought as the man gave her the address.
The address wasn't far from her sister's apartment. It was still in the seedy section of town and Cindy couldn't afford to be seen there so she returned to her sister's bureau and put on the wig. The wig didn't go with her elegant attire so she began rummaging through her sister's clothes, selecting heels, a mini skirt, and a white halter. Things she would ever wear in public without the wig to disguise her. When she put the clothes on, she couldn't believe how much like her sister she looked.
Cindy decided to take a taxi. The driver knew right where Big Jim's was and dropped her off in an alley. She paid him and got out of the cab.
There was a door in the alley that she tried to open, but it was locked. This must be the back entrance to the bar. She was just about to go out on the street to find the main entrance when a voice said, "Whatsa a matter, forgot your key?"
Cindy looked behind her and was surprised to see a pretty young girl pulling a key out of her purse. The girl was dressed similar to herself, kind of a cross between sexy and slutty. She had large breasts like Cindy's, but they were a little too perky to be real.
"Where you been hanging out?" asked the girl as she unlocked the door.
"Around," said Cindy following her in to a dark hall.
"Well you've pissed off a lot of people around here including me," said the girl. "You've better go make things right with Big Jim."
"I'm sorry, I haven't been myself lately."
"Here then," said the girl, "take this." The girl handed her a pill and Cindy swallowed it dry, thinking it was just an aspirin.
The girl had pointed at door that had an office sign stuck to the top. 'Big Jim must be the manager,' thought Cindy. He might know where my sister is.
Cindy clenched her fist and knocked lightly. "Who the fuck is it?" yelled a voice from the office.
"It's Candy," said Cindy.
The door was yanked open and Cindy found herself staring at a greasy little Italian guy. He was probably her height, though she was taller in her heels. The man was probably about fifty with silver streaks in his hair. He had a slight paunch and his shirt was unbuttoned, revealing a very hairy chest and several large gold chains.
"Well, well, well," said Big Jim. "I didn't expect to see your face back here. I thought you ran off to one of the chain clubs." The man grabbed her shoulders and shook her violently. "You're costing me a fortune bitch," he said before pulling her into the office.
"I'm sorry," she said shaking him off. "I haven't been feeling very well."
"Well you do sound kind of funny," he said sitting down. "Tell you what slut, you owe me interest on the money you cost me." He spread his legs, "Time to make a payment."
"What do you mean?" she asked.
"Come suck my cock."
Cindy didn't like that idea too much, but for some reason the thought of blowing two strangers in one day had her pussy gushing.
"Come on slut we don't have all day," said Jim. "There's worse things I could make you do."
Cindy slowly walked towards the man. She was feeling funny again and she wondered what exactly was in the pill the other girl had given her. Her inhibitions were disappearing as she fell to her knees between the spread legs of Big Jim.
"I've been wanting this a long time Candy," said Jim.
Cindy nodded. An impressive bulge was growing under the man's slacks. Her hands were shaking as she unbuckled his belt and pulled it out through the loops. She then unbuttoned his pants and slowly pulled the zipper down.
The man raised his hips long enough for her to pull his pants down around his ankles. When she looked up the tip of a very long cock was sticking out of his briefs. Her eyes widened when she saw it and his briefs quickly joined his pants around his ankles.
His cock stood out proudly from his crotch. It was about ten inches long, even bigger then the man earlier, though Jim wasn't nearly as thick.
"What do you think? Big enough for you?"
"It's beautiful," she said staring at it. Before today, she had only seen her husband's little penis. Now she had seen three and she was starting to feel cheated. Why did she have to get stuck with the small one at home? Cindy grabbed the base. Her fingers barely touched as they encircled it. She brought her head forward and kissed the tip before licking around the head of the man's cock.
"Uppity bitch," said Jim. "Too good to give the boss a blow job. Never thought you'd be sucking my cock did you?"
"If I'd known it was this big," she replied I would have sucked it a long time ago." It jerked at the compliment just as she wrapped her lips around the head. She wondered what her sister would think when she showed up and the boss expected a blow job from her, not to mention her drug dealer wanting to fuck her again.
"Well your lips sure look good wrapped around my big dick," he said as he unbuttoned his shirt and pulled it off.
Cindy's lips were busy slurping on the head of his cock so she didn't answer, she just nodded, which resulted in her bobbing her head over several inches of cock and Big Jim groaned with delight.
She relaxed her throat and began swallowing his cock. The guy earlier had been good practice for her and she easily swallowed eight inches. Jim's ten inch cock provided her with a new challenge and with a little extra effort she pushed down until her nose touched his hairy crotch.
Cindy began bobbing her head rapidly up and down his cock. She tightened her lips and was rewarded by a big groan from Jim as he began bucking his hips, ramming his cock into her mouth.
She heard another groan of satisfaction and was surprised to find that it was coming from deep in her own throat. Why did she enjoy doing this base act? Why did she enjoy being treated like a whore? Why was her belly growling at the thought of swallowing his hot sperm?
"God damn I knew you would be good," said Jim grabbing the sides of her head and fucking her mouth. She felt the wig shift a little as he grabbed it, but it remained on.
Jim's cock was swelling rapidly and with a jerk that she felt deep in her throat he shot his first load directly into her belly. She wanted to taste it, so she pulled her head up and caught his second wad in her mouth, rolling his hot seed around on her tongue before swallowing it. When Jim was finished cumming, he pulled her to her feet and flicked up her halter top so that he could play with her breasts.
"That's odd, your aureola seem bigger then normal," said Jim just before he bent down and sucked a nipple into her mouth.
Cindy moaned and grabbed the back of his head as he sucked on her nipples. One skillful hand was working it's way under her skirt, pushing aside her panties, and fingering her slit until she started humping his hand.
Cindy moaned with frustration when he suddenly stood up and spun her around. Jim roughly forced her down over his desk, mashing her breasts against the wood and her ass was thrust up above her arched back. Cindy felt his cock pushing against her labia and with one powerful push, he thrust his entire cock deep into her pussy where no man had ever gone before. Cindy screamed as his cock triggered a large orgasm.
Jim held his cock buried in her pussy, moving it around slightly. "I''ve decided to collect another interest payment."
"Make me pay," she cried pushing her ass back into his cock. "I love your big cock. Fuck my pussy."
"I can fuck lots of pussys bitch," he said pulling his cock out. "I'm just lubricating my dick up so I can fuck your ass. Not many sluts can take it up the ass like you can."
Cindy's eyes opened wide and as she felt his cock sliding between her ass cheeks, she thought, 'Oh oh."
Cindy felt Jim slide his long cock down her crack until the head was touching her rectum. Never in her wildest dreams had she imagined people did this sort of thing. If she had she would have been thoroughly disgusted with the idea, now she wanted to do whatever would please Big Jim. As the head began pushing against her sphincter, she knew one thing, she was glad he wasn't as thick as the man who had fucked her earlier.
Her sphincter seemed reluctant at first, then it slowly opened for the invader. Cindy gritted her teeth and grabbed the edge of the desk as her ass hole stretched open to the point she thought it would rip apart, then thankfully slowly closed around the head of his cock.
"Gawd damn your tight," said Jim. "This is harder then I thought. You'd better hang on."
Big Jim put his hands on her cheeks and spread her wide open as he began pushing more of his cock in. Cindy had never felt so full and he was only half in. Jim continued his relentless advance deep into her ass and she was surprised to find that her ass was growing accustomed to his cock even before she felt his balls gently slap against her thighs as he buried it to the hilt.
She was breathing heavily from the pressure and Jim gave her a minute to get used to it. Jim began slowly withdrawing his cock until just the head was in, then he pushed it back in. He began a long leisurely fuck of her ass.
"This is the best ass fuck I ever had bitch," said Jim sighing with pleasure. "Your ass is gripping my cock like a vice. It's like your a virgin back here."
"I've never had a cock as big as yours before," said Cindy. She was starting to get into it, liking it even. The only draw back was that her pussy felt neglected.
"You like my big cock don't you?" asked Jim picking up speed.
"Yes, god yes," moaned Cindy. "I love your cock. Fuck my ass." She was squirming around his cock wishing she could get a hand between her legs to finger her pussy.
"Ugh ugh," she grunted. Jim was fucking her ass hard now. It seemed to last forever, probably because he had come earlier. Finally, Jim gave a hard thrust and she felt his cock spurt sperm deep into her ass. The cock spasmed and spit out another large wad and then a third. It was still oozing sperm as it began to shrivel in her ass and he slowly pulled it out.
With a loud smack, Jim brought his hand down on her ass cheek and said, "Hurry up and get changed. You only got a few minutes till your on."
Cindy sighed and stood up, feeling semen squish around in her ass. She didn't know what he was talking about, but she quickly got dressed. As she was heading out the door he called, "I'll be expecting another interest payment every day until you pay me back."
"No problem," she replied picturing the shock on her sister's face when she saw Big Jim again.
See part 3 where Cindy finds out what her sister does for a living.
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Cindy left Big Jim's office and wandered down the hall. Suddenly, a giant black guy loomed up out of nowhere and grabbed her shoulders. "Julie told me you were here," he said. "What the fuck were you thinking?"
"I-I don't know," she replied intimidated by his size. He was the biggest man she had ever seen. The black guy was probably close to six and a half feet tall and he bulged with the muscles of a professional weight lifter.
The black man pulled her into a dressing room. It was filled with a rack of clothes, a makeup mirror and a cot. "This wasn't supposed to happen," said the black guy.
"What?" asked Cindy.
"Nothing," said the black.
They were interrupted by a knock on the door and the girl who had let her into Big Jim's stuck her head in the door. "Thirty minutes," said the girl looking at Cindy, "You make sure she's out there Billy."
"I will Julie," replied the black guy rolling his eyes when Julie left. "You better get changed."
Cindy looked over at the row of clothes. "Here this one," said Billy taking out a police uniform.
Cindy looked at the outfit. It was a skimpy mock up with shorts, a short sleeve shirt, a badge, and a belt with a billy club. She waited, but it looked like Billy wasn't going anywhere. He just motioned for her to hurry up.
She didn't even like taking her clothes off in front of Larry, let alone a black stranger. Cindy turned her back to Billy and pulled off her halter.
"Seen Big Jim yet?" asked Billy while she stripped.
"Yeah," she replied pulling on the cop's blouse.
"Did he make you blow him?"
Cindy was buttoning on the uniform's blouse. "Yes," she said after hesitating. Billy scared her and she was afraid of lying to him.
"Just remember slut," said Billy. "You can put your mouth anywhere, but your ass and pussy are mine."
Cindy's eye widened. Her sister was fucking a black guy. She never would have considered sleeping with a black man. What would he do to her if he found out Jim had fucked her ass? She was suddenly conscious that her ass was facing Billy. Her rectum had to be stretched out and irritated. She could still feel Jim's sperm squishing around in there. She spun around as she pulled on the shorts.
Cindy looked at Billy. He was looking a her differently now. Like a predator looks at prey. He motioned her to look down. She looked down his large torso. He had unbuttoned his pants and the largest cock she had ever seen was pointing right at her.
It was probably a foot long, three times the size of Larry's, longer then Jim's, and even a little thicker then the Italian guys. The whole thing was as dark black as his skin and it was crisscrossed with bulging blue veins. The head was bigger then a golf ball and a lot larger then his rod. He had pulled out his balls and they were bigger then tennis balls. His cock was so big, it looked like a cartoon.
"Come on Candy," said Billy. "Lets clean that white boys cum outta yo mouth."
Cindy just stared at it in amazement until he grew impatient and grabbed her shoulders pushing her down to her knees. It looked even bigger close up. He grabbed his cock by the base and ran it all over her face. "Now slut," he growled. "We don't have that long."
Cindy's stomach growled. She couldn't help herself. She had to have Billy's big cock. She pursed her lips and kissed it as it slid down her right cheek. Cindy stuck her tongue out and tried to lick it, her head turning to follow his cock until he stopped moving it and held it before her face.
Billy let go of his cock as she grabbed the base to hold it still as Cindy ran her tongue over the bulbous black head. "Lick it all," ordered Billy.
Cindy obeyed, licking down the sides and under it. Billy grabbed the tip of his cock and lifted it up simultaneously thrusting his big balls into her face. She took the hint, kissing and licking both of his testicles. He smelled musky, but it wasn't offensive. Instead, it made him smell masculine and her pussy started gushing.
Billy released his cock, it smacked her in the face as it fell. Cindy kissed her way back up to the tip. She kissed the pee-slit and then began parting her lips. The large size of Billy's cock head presented a new challenge to her and her jaw stretched wide as she pushed the head into her mouth. Cindy felt her lips glide up over the large ridge and then down to his rod as she swallowed the entire head. Billy's cock head was at least two inches of his foot long cock. It was so big just the head filled her mouth.
Cindy ran her tongue over the head in her mouth. She was breathing heavily through her nose, concentrating on the task before her. Being a bored rich girl, Cindy had once taken some trendy yoga classes. She remembered her lessons, concentrate, focus on your goals. The head entered her throat and she suppressed her gag reflex. It felt so thick, she imagined her throat stretched out shaped like his cock head, like when a snake swallows a large animal.
Cindy used her yoga techniques, swallowing inch after inch. Billy became the third man to put his cock in her throat in a day. She had done so many today she was becoming an expert and Billy's entire cock entered her mouth.
He seemed delighted and she wondered if her sister had been able to take the whole thing. Billy grabbed the back of her head and he began thrusting his cock, fucking her face vigorously.
He had been fucking her face for five minutes when Julie stuck her head in the door and said, "ten minutes." Julie looked down at Billy's cock and added, "lucky bitch," before closing the door again.
Billy increased his pace knowing they were pressed for time. After another five minutes, Billy's cock began swelling up. His grip on her head tightened and with a loud bellow his cock exploded.
His cock leaped and jerked in her throat, His hot cum slid down her throat as he slowly pulled it out until just the head was in her mouth. Wave after wave of semen slid down her throat. It came so fast, sperm dribbled down her chin, but Cindy tried her best to capture every drop.
"Here take this," said Billy. He threw a pill in her mouth and squeezed his cock, forcing more sperm out onto her tongue. She swallowed the pill with a sperm chaser.
Billy zipped his pants up and tossed her a towel. "Lets go," he said after she wiped her chin off.
Cindy wondered where they were going and why she had put on the police uniform. The pill was on top of another one she had taken before seeing Big Jim. They made her feel alive, relaxed, and uninhibited.
Billy pulled her to her feet and led her out the door. They walked over to another door and Billy cracked it open peering outward. Cindy heard voices and rock music on the other side. She wrinkled her nose distastefully at the smell of cigarette smoke on the other side.
BIlly motioned for her to step up to the door. Cindy moved up and peeked out. She was standing near a raised platform in a crowded bar. Dozens of men were sitting around staring at the stage drinking and smoking. Two poles were at opposite sides and in the middle of the stage. The wall to the right of her door and all around the stage was mirrored.
"And now," said a DJ, she could see at the far end of the bar. "Big Jim's proudly presents, Julie Lynn"- Julie came out of another door onto the stage waving at the audience-"and Candy."
Cindy's eyebrows flew up, the men were applauding, and the DJ started playing rock music. She was looking out the door when Billy shoved her onto the stage.
Cindy stumbled onto the stage, her mouth hanging open as she stared wide eyed at all the eager male faces looking up at her. She looked over at Julie. The other girl was dancing sensuously. Cindy noticed for the first time that the other woman was dressed as a prisoner, in a black and white striped outfit, consisting of shorts and a halter.
My god, thought Cindy. She finally knew what her sister did for a living. She was a stripper. The crowd was staring at her. Cindy could see Big Jim out in the audience. He was motioning for her to dance. She turned to make a run for it, but Billy was blocking the exit, his arms folded across his chest. She looked over at Julie. The stripper had taken off her halter and was wearing a matching bikini top. The stage was weaving funny. Cindy looked down and was surprised to find her hips were swaying to the music. The drug had loosened her up enough that she was responding to the music just like she had earlier at her sister's apartment. She briefly wondered if the martini's at Candy's had been drugged and then the thought left her as the music took over her body.
Cindy looked over at Julie. The girl's back was to the audience as she removed her shorts. She was bent forward so that her ass was showing to the crowd. Cindy needed to catch up. She unbuttoned her shirt and stripped down to her own bra. Julie was now dancing around one of the poles in a black and white striped bikini. Cindy emulated the other girl's movements. She removed her belt, dropping her handcuffs and a small billy club to the floor.
Soon Cindy started dancing around the other pole wearing only her own bra and panties. The music stopped and Cindy quit dancing. She leaned back against the pole breathing heavily. She was confused. She was glad it was over, but something deep inside her wanted to strip all the way before all these strange men. There was something erotic abut the idea and she could feel her nipples hardening. They pushed out her bra turning so hard they hurt as they rubbed against the material of the bra.
It wasn't over. Another song started and Julie started dancing again. Cindy followed suit. This time Julie removed her bikini top, throwing it behind her on the stage. Cindy reached behind her and unhooked her bra. She tossed the bra to the floor. Her large, firm breasts dropped an inch as she freed them. She sighed in relief as the cool air hit her exposed nipples. Exposing herself was liberating. She felt exhilarated in the fact that more men seemed to be staring at her own breasts then at Julie's equally large, but fake breasts.
The song hit a beat and the two women turned showing the audience their asses as they simultaneously removed their panties. Dancing was coming naturaly to her. She knew what to do almost like she was born with the ability. Cindy blushed crimson as she danced before the audience completely nude. Light reflected off her thighs from where it was wet with her arousal and she knew the audience could tell she was turned on. The song ended and the women quit dancing.
Another song started. This time, Julie began dancing towards her. They danced around each other for awhile and Cindy could tell she was doing something wrong. Julie was glaring at her. The other girl leaned forward crossing her arms against the pole with her legs spread like she was being frisked.
"Come on bitch," hissed Julie. "Your supposed to handcuff me."
"I don't understand," said Cindy.
Julie threw her a glare that spoke volumes. The other girl bent down and grabbed the handcuffs. The next thing Cindy knew, she was handcuffed to the pole with her arms behind her. The crowd roared.
"Looks like they got a new act," said the dj.
Cindy was handcuffed to the pole with her hands behind her. Julie stood up and leaned her body into Cindy's, mashing their breasts together. "What the fucks wrong with you?" whispered Julie in her ear as Julie began kissing Cindy's neck.
Julie worked her way down. She kissed Cindy's chest and down her large breasts. Cindy moaned as the strippers tongue flickered over her hard, left nipple. Julie teased her nipple for a moment before sucking it into her mouth. Cindy couldn't understand why another woman was having an affect on her like this, but it felt wonderful.
Julie switched to her other nipple and then started working her way down over Cindy's belly. She kissed Cindy's belly button, slipping her tongue inside. Cindy sucked her stomach in at the erotic feeling that traveled up her spine. She was breathing heavily as Julie worked her way down to her crotch.
Cindy looked out over Julie's head towards the audience. The room was silent except for the rock music. Every eye in the room was staring at the two girls on stage. She was still staring at the crowd when Julie's tongue flickered out over her clit.
Cindy gasped. She parted her legs some more. The other girl's tongue circled Cindy's clit and ran down her slit. Cindy's hips were humping out with each thrust of the girl's tongue. Julie was more skilled then the big Italian guy who had eaten her pussy earlier. She felt an orgasm approaching, a big one. It grew and grew until....
Julie stopped and stood up before Cindy. Julie put her arms on Cindy's shoulders and began pushing down until Cindy yeilded, sliding down the pole. It was Cindy's turn to kiss Julie's body. She kissed down Julie's chest to her perfect breasts, sucking the girl's nipples into her mouth. Cindy emulated Julie's actions kissing down the girls belly, sliding her tongue into Julie's navel. Kissing a woman was nice. Julie's body was soft and smooth. It was different then being with a man, not better, just different.
Cindy was now kneeling, still handcuffed to the pole. She needed to cum bad. Julie had quit just as the biggest orgasm ever was approaching. If she treated Julie right, maybe the other girl would let her cum.
Julie parted her legs and stepped forward. Cindy leaned down, cupped her tongue, and ran it between Julie's legs. She teased Julie's clit and worked her tongue down between the folds of her pussy. Cindy did this for a couple minutes before moving back up to the girl's clit and sucking it between her lips. Julie grabbed the back of Cindy's head and thrust her pussy down over her mouth as she came.
"That looked like a real one folks," said the dj. The audience applauded.
Julie moved behind her and unhandcuffed her. Cindy fell forward as Julie pushed her from behind. Cindy fell forward on her cheek, her face staring out at the audience, her ass thrust up in the air.
"I see you've had your ass fucked recently," whispered Julie. "Nasty bitch." Julie grabbed the fake billy club from the stage. "This is for all the money you cost me, slut."
Cindy's pussy suddenly expanded as about nine inches of the club was shoved inside her pussy.
"Oh that can't be legal," said the dj. "I hope there aren't any cops in the audience."
Cindy could see Big Jim in the audience, but he wasn't trying to stop the action on stage. He was staring a them as raptly as the rest of the crowd.
Julie was moving the club in and out for the audience. She knew exactly what she was doing. Soon Cindy was fucking the club back moaning. If Julie had a real cock she would be one of the most skilled lovers in the world.
"Come on bitch," said Julie, "cum, cum for me." Cindy arched her hips as the orgasm approached. Her pussy clamped down over the club and she screamed as she came.
"I'd say that was real too," said the dj. "Treat these girls good folks, you'll never see anything like that again."
The bitch left the club in Cindy's pussy as Julie left to collect her tips. Cindy couldn't move as she recovered from her orgasm. Bills started flying at her, many were wadded up and aimed at her upthrust ass. The audience was cheering madly.
Cindy squeezed her pussy muscles, forcing the club out. It fell to the stage with a thud. She was still panting heavily as she climbed up to all fours. She was surrounded by tons of money. She had earned it. Cindy scooped up as much cash as she could. Julie was already heading for the exit. Cindy climbed to her feet and headed to her own door. She heard a thud behind her. A customer had climbed on stage and was reaching for the billy club. He almost made it before a bouncer grabbed him.
Cindy got behind stage and looked at the money. There had to be close to four hundred dollars in her arms. An amazing amount of money for a few minutes work.
Suddenly conscious that she was walking around naked she ran back to her dressing room. Billy was inside. He was lying nude on the cot holding his hard, foot long cock in his hands. "That was the hottest thing I ever seen," he said. "Get over here a fuck me."
Billy's body was truly magnificent. Every muscle on his body was accentuated. His biceps were as big as his waist. He was simply huge, from his arms to his cock.
"It's time you took a real Billy club," he said waving his cock in the air.
The thought of taking that cock up her pussy frightened her. She believed, probably correctly, that fucking that monster would ruin her for sex with her husband ever again. She thought of her husband. She'd have to go home to Larry soon and this might be her last chance to fuck a real cock. She remembered the awesome amount of cum it had spurted in her mouth and shivered a the thought of feeling him blowing his load in her pussy.
Cindy dropped her money on the make-up table and walked over to the cot. She straddled his legs and slid up his thighs. His cock was so big she couldn't kneel over it, she would have to squat.
Cindy climbed to her feet and held her pussy just over the fat, black head of Billy's cock. She squatted down feeling the head rub against her slit. She relaxed using her yoga techniques again as she lowered herself, her pussy lips stretching wide around the head. About an inch had entered her pussy when there was a loud rapping on the door and a man entered the room.
"What the fuck do you want?" yelled Billy as she leaped up and tried to cover herself.
The man was well dressed in a suit and trench coat. He reached in his pocket and flashed a badge. "I"m here to arrest Candy there for violating indecency laws on stage tonight."
Cindy gasped in fear. She was scared to death. She couldn't go to jail. The police would find out who she really was. Her husband would have to bail her out. It would destroy her upper class life.
"Fuck," said Billy. "How much do you want?"
The cop smiled. "I don't want money, I want her."
"You don't have much of a choice Candy," said Billy.
"What do you want me to do?" she asked.
The cop was staring at Billy's cock with a shocked expression on his face. He looked back at her and said, "Come suck my dick."
Cindy sighed and climbed off the cot. She walked over to the cop and kneeled before him. He looked down at her with an arrogant sneer. The kind of expression men who have power over others get when exercising that power.
"Come on take it out," he said impatiently.
Cindy's hands were shaking when she reached up and unbuttoned his slacks. She liked being controlled and at another man's mercy. It made her wet just thinking that she would have to do whatever perverted act he wanted. She was discovering a lot about herself today.
Cindy unzipped his pants. She reached in his boxers and pulled out his hard cock. It was about seven inches long and thin. It was the smallest she had seen today, but still a lot bigger then her husband's.
She grabbed the base of his cock and held it steady as she kissed the head. After Billy and Jim, this would be easy. She quickly wrapped her lips around the head and ran her tongue all around it as she held it in her mouth. Her tongue licked around his pee slit until the cop groaned and his knees started shaking. She had wiped the arrogant grin right off his face. Cindy bent forward and with ease, swallowed his entire cock down to his pubic hair. She tightened her lips and began blowing him.
"Gawd damn," moaned the cop. "You're better then I imagined."
Cindy bobbed her head rapidly over the man's cock. He began humping her face each time she swallowed him. His cock quickly swelled up as he approached orgasm. He grabbed the back of her head and groaned as he blew his load into her belly.



His cum was impressive, but nowhere near Jim's or Billy's amount. Cindy wanted more. She sucked and milked his cock for every drop until it turned too sensitive and he pulled it out.
"What now?" she asked.
"Now," said the cop. "I want to see you take all that black horse dick in your pussy."
Cindy nodded and returned to the cot. Once again she positioned herself over the head of Billy's cock. She squatted feeling the head pushing in as she lowered herself. Her pussy stretched around the plump head to the point she thought it would break. She sighed in relief as her pussy lips closed around the knobby head.
"You so tight," groaned Billy.
Cindy slid down more of Billy's thick rod. She was huffing and puffing at nine inches.
"More," yelled the cop.
Cindy dropped another inch. Her legs were hurting from squatting over him. She felt like she was being impaled. Her pussy was working his cock, lubricating it, making it easier for her. "No more please," she begged looking over at the cop. He had removed his clothes and was tugging on his limp cock.
"I want to see you take it all," said the cop as his cock started hardening again.
Billy was smirking at her. "Yeah, take it all bitch. You haven't had any problems before."
Cindy lifted herself up to the tip and let herself drop. She screamed as she took all twelve inches. She remained still waiting for the pain to fade. She could feel her pussy stretching out, shaping itself to Billy's cock. She'd never be able to feel her husband again.
"Now ride that big black cock," said the cop.
Cindy did, moving slowly at first and increasing speed. Billy filled every square inch of her pussy. It felt incredible. Every nerve in her pussy tingled with pleasure. She loved it.
Cindy turned to look at the cop from time to time. She liked being watched, she liked being told what to do. The cop was squeezing his cock as he watched the live porno before him.
"Suck on her titties boy," said the cop.
Billy leaned up and sucked one of her nipples into his mouth. She came as he gently bit her nipple. Cindy moaned and thrashed around on his massive dick. Her pussy squeezed it tightly, spasming around his cock.
Cindy looked at the cop as she recovered. He was tugging on his dick. "Don't stop fucking him bitch," said the cop.
Cindy started bouncing again. She looked over at cop. He was standing up now while rubbing spittle into his cock. Cindy looked back down at Billy then over at the cop. He was gone. Then she felt something poking at her ass.
Startled, Cindy looked over her shoulder. The cop was pressing down on his cock pushing it into her ass hole. Her ass closed around the head and the cop pushed his entire cock into her ass.
The two men began fucking her, their rhythm off at first but soon they developed a pattern, fucking her together, then alternating strokes. It felt incredible having both her holes filled with cock at the same time. She felt their cocks rubbing against each other separated by just a thin layer of flesh. Cindy loved double penetration, loved satisfying two cocks at once. She only wished for a third one in her mouth.
The cop came first. She felt his sperm fill her rectum. Billy was fucking her now. He held her thighs open as he bucked his hips, slamming his massive cock into her well used pussy. The cop's cock shriveled in her ass and plopped out as Billy's thrusts forced her ass up.
Billy's cock swelled up and exploded. His sperm sprayed deep into her womb triggering her largest orgasm yet. Cindy's eyes rolled up in her head and she collapsed on Billy's chest.
"It looks like a huge sperm filled cavern," Cindy heard the cop say as she slowly woke up. She was lying on her back with her legs spread open and the cop was staring at her pussy. Billy was sitting next to her still naked. The cop was fully dressed.
"Am I off the hook?" asked Cindy as she sat up She tried to close her legs, but they were sore and felt better spread apart.
"Not yet," replied the cop writing something down on a business card. "Be at this address at 9:00pm Saturday. It's a bachelor party for another cop. Your the entertainment. It pays $500 and we get full access to your body."
Cindy stared at the business card as the cop turned and left. "Better get cleaned up," said Billy, "Your back onstage in ten minutes.
Cindy went onstage, alone this time, and stripped for a couple songs. When she finished, she had made close to $100 and Billy was hard again. He fucked her all night until dawn when the bar closed.
Cindy returned to her sister's and took a shower. There was still no sign of Candy. Her sister was a slut, but Cindy no longer looked down on her, she envied her.
Cindy crawled in bed with her husband just before it was time to get up. She leaned over, kissing him on the forehead. Larry put his hands on her shoulders and pushed down. He pushed her down his chest, stomach, and to his little penis. Larry was naked. He never slept naked?
He pushed her right into his penis and she nuzzled it before sucking it into her mouth. The little thing quickly turned hard and he came after just a few sucks. Sucking off Larry was unrewarding as was the tiny amount of sperm that trickled out of his penis.
"What's gotten into you?" she asked.
"I like having you suck off my cock," said Larry sleepily.
"What do you mean?"
"Your mouth was like a hoover last night when you blew me for the first time. I liked it."
"Yes," she said confused. "I just had to suck on your big dick again Larry."
"How come you didn't go to the bank?" he asked.
"What's that?"
"You said you needed our check book to make a withdrawal."
Realization suddenly dawned on her and she said, "Oops I forgot." Cindy jumped up and threw on her clothes. She ran to the bank only to find $20,000 missing from their account and the bankers asking her what she was doing back this soon.
Candy had ripped her off. Cindy grew despondent. She was crying as she climbed into the BMW. She needed to make money fast and their was only one way she knew how. Cindy looked in the rear view mirror at the wig sitting on her back seat. She would show up at Big Jim's tonight and see what happened. There was also the bachelor party on Saturday.
* * * * *
Candy climbed in the car and threw the briefcase full of money on the back seat. She ran her hand through her short styled brown hair missing her long blonde hair.
She leaned down and unzipped the drivers pants. "How'd it go?" she asked.
"Like a charm," said the driver. "The martini's worked. Your sister passed out and spent the night at your apartment."
"God I missed your cock," said Candy as she pulled out his foot long black monstrosity. "My sisters worse off then I thought. Her husband's penis is tiny and he came after five sucks. How did you get through the night without my pussy?"
"Oh I managed," said Billy as Candy wrapped her talented lips around the head of his cock."
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"Aaaaah," screamed Trisha covering herself from the giant black guy standing over her.
"Sorry to startle you ma'am," said the black man. He had a funny accent, vaguely Australian. "I'm here to clean your pool."
Trisha quickly stood up and wrapped a towel around her body. She had taken advantage of the first warm day of spring to put on her tiniest string bikini and start on her tan. She could feel her face flush from the embarrassment of having a stranger- a black stranger- see more of her body then her husband had in five years of marriage. She was shy and they always made love with the lights off.
At least they used to make love. Steven hadn't had an erection in two months. She assumed he was under a lot of stress at work what with the stock market doing so poorly and all. To make matters worse, she was practically climbing the walls from horniness and unfortunately her constant state of arousal seemed to coincide with her husbands impotence.
"Names Xavier," said the black man. "Your husband hired me to get your pool ready for the summer and to service it once a week."
"I'm Trisha," she said vaguely remembering her husband mentioning this fact to her. Two months ago they had gotten a pamphlet in the mail from a company offering to do odd jobs such as lawn and pool care, painting, etc. The workers were all black which was rare in the all white town of Stony Harbor. They must be doing pretty good for themselves too, because she had seen the blacks working on half the yards in the development. "I'll just go inside till you're done."
"Don't leave on my account," said Xavier.
His eyes flickering down over her towel covered body like she was still half-naked. Trisha shivered and felt her heart rate increase. "I'll be inside. Come in when you're done and I will pay you." She picked up an empty margarita glass from beside her chair.
"Sure," said Xavier. "It's going to take me a couple hours to clean the leaves out and fill it."
"Take your time," she said leaving him out by the pool. Trisha was a little miffed at having her tanning time spoiled, but there would be other days. She spent the rest of the afternoon taking care of some house work and peeking out at Xavier every now and then. When she had first seen him, he had been wearing a rugby shirt, but as the day wore on, he took it off revealing a chest that literally rippled with muscles. 
A few hours later, Trisha sat down by the computer and logged on to mydiary.com. She was typing in her password- Scooby- when she noticed a shadow fall over the computer screen. She jumped again.
"Sorry I keep scaring you," said Xavier, "but you said to come in when I was finished."
"That's alright," she said, getting up to get her check book. 
"I"'ll be back later to turn off the water," he said after she paid him "It takes a long time to fill a pool as big as yours."
"Thanks,' she answered watching him leave. She had a few hours until Steven got home so she sat down and typed in her journal for the day.
********************
"God damn do I want to fuck that bitch," mumbled Xavier as he stroked his cock. "She looks just like fucking Angelina Jolie right down to those thick, dick sucking lips.
He hated wasting his sperm masturbating, but since seeing Trisha out in her little string bikini he had been walking around with a painful erection. Not an easy thing either when you have a fourteen inch dick. Since becoming "enhanced" his dick seemed like it was always hard.
*******************
Months earlier Xavier had been kicking another teams ass at rugby when he met Solomon King. King was a massive black man that seemed to radiate authority and power.
"Your an excellent athlete," said Solomon. "I'm impressed with your leadership skills."
"Thank you sir," said Xavier. 
"I can always use one such as you in my organization," King said. "Are you looking for work?"
"I am available sir."
"Excellent," said King. "When you finish here, come by my apartment. It's the top floor of that building."
Xavier's eyes widened when he followed Solomon's pointing finger towards the large building on the edge of central park. This man had money.
Later, after a grossly fat black man let him into Solomon's apartment. Xavier sat down on a couch and a few minutes later Solomon came out in a robe. Xavier had a brief thought that Solomon might be gay. "What would working for you entail?" he asked.
"Fucking white women, breaking up marriages, and planting as many black babies in white bellies as you can," said Solomon.
"You've got to be fucking kidding."
Solomon stood up and removed his robe. His physique was awesome. He was bigger then Xavier and Xavier was in peek condition. Most impressive of all was the fat, foot long cock sticking out from Solomon's crotch. Xavier was a natural born leader, but every instinct told him that Solomon King was his better. 
"Would you like a cock like this?" asked Solomon.
Xavier couldn't take his eyes off the hard twelve inches of black meat. It was so big, it seemed to defy gravity. "Put it away," said Xavier feeling sweat break out on his forehead.
Solomon pulled his robe back on. "I'm offering you virtual immortality. You'll heal faster, stay young forever, be stronger, faster, and best of all your cock and balls will grow so big your orgasms will feel ten times better then they do now."
"Is this true?" asked Xavier looking at the fat black man guarding the door.
Bull didn't say a word. He just reached in his sweat pants and pulled out a cock as big as a forearm.
"It's called the X-serum," said Solomon. "White men kidnapped and injected us with the serum. Unfortunately for Bull there, his dose wasn't quite right. Where are you from?"
"New Zealand," said Xavier trying to take all this in. Solomon seemed a little insane, and an abnormally large foot long cock was possible, but Bull's on the other hand was half again as big.
"What's a black man doing in New Zealand?"
"My mother's a black South African and my dad's a Maori tribesman."
"Are they not both oppressed peoples?" asked Solomon. "Would you not like to get revenge? The best way I know to get back at white society is to fuck with their women. What do you have to lose?"
*******************
Xavier smiled as he remembered all this on his way back to New York City, a long drive from Long Island. His dream was to return home and give the x-serum to the Maori. Then they would take back their land. For now he would concentrate on taking over Stony Harbor.
He was leader of the team seducing the women of Stony Harbor. Solomon had a thing for enhancing ex-cons so he had a need for educated black men to lead them. The blacks had all scouted out the homes looking for the hottest women to seduce. When Xavier first saw the Angelina Jolie looking bitch, he knew she would be his first conquest
He arrived at his apartment late and immediately turned on his computer. Xavier went to mydiary.com. It was an online diary site some open to the public, but most protected by passwords. He typed in Trisha's email address and then the password he had watched her enter on her computer. 
And there it was, a doorway into her mind. All her fantasies, thoughts and dreams open for Xavier to read. 
He skimmed through her past entries trying to get a feel for her personality. She hadn't been keeping this diary for too long, but what she had written revealed a lot about herself. Trisha was shy, conservative, and had just turned thirty. She had celebrated her sixth wedding anniversary three months ago and apparently that was the last time she had sex with her husband. The entries since seemed to indicate a growing sexual frustration. 
'Thanks to the X-cite,' thought Xavier. They had drugged the developments water supply with X-cite, sometimes jokingly referred to as Anti-viagra. As long as the residents drank and continued to drink the water, the men would be impotent and the women would be in a constant state of arousal. 
Xavier read todays diary entry. It read: 

  
    Girl's Night Out
  
  Girl's Night Out

            Four women go to the infamous Zebra club.
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Part 1: Debbie
"I don't think that's wise. I'm not used to drinking. Besides, who's driving?"
"Loosen up Alisa and have another margarita," said Sherie. "It's your party for god's sake and we're calling a taxi."
Debbie got up and followed Sherie into the kitchen where they started mixing up some more frozen margaritas. The four best friends were celebrating Alisa's bachelorette party. They had known each other since high school and kept in close contact ever since.
The four young women were in Sherie's house in Northeastern Pennsylvania. Alisa and Kerry lived relatively close in New Jersey and New York respectively while Debbie lived in New York City. It was three days before Alisa's wedding.
"I don't think Alisa appreciated your gift," said Sherie. Debbie had given the traditional gag gift of a dildo to the conservative young woman.
"I know," said Deb. "I looked all over the city for a realistic white one, but all the sex shops seem to carry anymore are oversized black ones and they're all ten to fourteen inches long. Besides, that's not the only thing I got her."
"Alright," whispered Sherie keeping her voice down so that Alisa and Kerry couldn't hear. "What have you got planned?"
"Who me?" asked Debbie innocently. "What makes you think I've got something planned?"
"Because you've always got something up your sleeve and because if you didn't have something planned you would have drug us all out to a bar by now."
"Guilty," confessed Debbie. She was the wild one of the bunch. Debbie had the kind of thin waist and big breasts that attracted a lot of male attention. The sexy blonde discovered sex early in high school and hadn't looked back. She liked her men so much she was the only one who wasn't married except for Alisa. All four were twenty-five, except Alisa who was four years younger, and Debbie thought the twenties should be spent having fun, not settling down. "I've got a stripper coming."
"I knew it," said Sherie. "How'd you find one?"
"Yellow pages. Some place called the Zebra Club in Jersey. I requested a muscular blonde guy. I like the surfer type. I hope he has a good tan."
"I hope he has a nice package," said Sherie.
"Sherie! I must be rubbing off on you."
Sherie blushed. "I've been married five years now and it gets dull seeing the same guy every night. I love Dan and would never do anything to hurt him, but it might be fun to look at another guy once in awhile." Sherie had reddish-brown hair, white freckled skin, and a firm, fit body. Her figure was so nice she could have been a bikini model where Debbie looked more like a stripper.
"I get the impression the fire is dying."
"Yeah, we only make love about once a month now. We're just so tired from teaching by the end of the day. Not that I would change anything about my life, but I miss the newness of when we first started dating."
Debbie patted her friend on the shoulder, grabbed two margaritas and carried them out to the living room.
The women were reminiscing about old times when the doorbell rang. "I'll get it," said Sherie, Debbie following her to the door.
Sherie opened the door and found herself staring into a broad, muscular, uniformed chest with a badge on it. She looked up to find a light skinned black man grinning at her, wearing a motorcycle helmet, his eyes covered by reflective sun glasses. "Is there a problem officer?"
"You ordered a stripper?" asked the cop.
Debbie giggled. "I asked for a big blonde guy."
The black man took off his helmet to reveal dyed blonde hair. "You got it."
"But I wasn't expecting a bl..."
"You got a problem with black people," interrupted the stripper.
"N-no not at all," said Debbie. She had nothing against blacks. Kerry on the other hand hated them with a passion.
"Well, it's me or no one," said the black man. "My name's Lamar."
"Alright Lamar, let's do it," said Debbie.
Lamar handed Sherie a boom box and told her to hit play when he pointed at her. "Which one's the bride-to-be?"
"She's sitting in the recliner," said Sherie. "Go easy on her, she's shy."
Lamar pushed past the two women and entered the living room. The two other women looked up at him in surprise. "Ladies, theres been a complaint about the noise coming from this house."
"I'm sorry officer," said Alisa sitting up in her chair. "I wasn't aware we were that loud."
"You weren't and that's the problem. Lets make some noise," said Lamar pointing at Sherie. She hit play on the boom box and fast paced rap started pounding out of it. Lamar ripped his shirt open right in front of the startled young woman. Alisa blushed as she stared at a hard, muscled chest the likes of which she had never seen on a man before. He wasn't built lke a dancer, more like a boxer, but his movements were graceful. Kerry looked disgusted, but she stared at the man's chest also. Debbe and Sherie, sat, and started urging him on.
Lamar danced around the room bringing his chest close to each girl and thrusting his hips suggestively. He tossed his glasses asside and then the helmet came off. Soon, he was only wearing trousers as he kicked his shoes off.
"Damn, that would look so sexy on a white guy," said Debbie staring at the man's chest. He was dancing before a very uncomfortable Kerry. The look on her face was one of such disgust that Debbie thought Lamar would be offended. Kerry had once mentioned that her grandfather was in the KKK, some of his beliefs had been passed down to her parents and then on to her. Kerry had raven-dark hair and pale skin. She was the only mother in the group. Before her daughter was born, she had a nice figure. She had not been able to lose the extra weight she had put on during her pregnancy. Her breasts were now large udders and her body jiggled in places once smooth and firm. For now, she had the kind of voluptuous body that drove men crazy, but promised to become fat by the time she was thirty.
"I think he's sexy, even if he is black," said Sherie clapping her hands in delight when he came back over to dance for her. "I wish my husband had a chest half this nice."
"You can touch it if you want," said Lamar. Sherie ran her hand down Lamar's chest to his rock hard abs. There wasn't an ounce of fat on his body, everywhere was hard muscles.
"Me too," said Debbie jumping up and running her hand across Lamar's torso. "I've never felt a chest this hard."
"Any of you ladies want to feel a cop or cop a feel?" he asked Alisa and Kerry.
Alisa's face was bright red as she shook her head no. Kerry shook her head also.
Debbie sat back down as Lamar moved on. The man had been sweating and her hands were slick from rubbing his chest. She could smell him on her hands. In fact the whole room was filling with the man's scent. It was not an offensive odor. It was a very masculine smell that she found attractive. If the other girls hadn't been watching, she would have brought her hand up to her nose to take a deeper whiff. Debbie's nipples hardened under her bra and her thighs grew clammy with moisture. She had never entertained sexual thoughts about a black man before, but then she had never seen a man like Lamar. She glanced over at Sherie and saw her nipples were also poking out of her blouse. Her friend was as turned on as she was.
Debbie's mind flashed back to when she was gift hunting in New York's sex shops. Interracial magazines and movies had taken up half the floor space in every store she had entered. All featured muscular black men with large boobed white women on the covers. The floor space devoted to such stuff obvioulsy indicated a growing trend towards interracial sex. She had been surprised to find that all the dildoes in every store also reflected the trend. Every one had been black and unrealistically large.
Debbie looked over at the ten inch black dildo standing erect on the nightstand besides Alisa, then she turned her attention back on the black man. "Hey Lamar, lets see what you've got under those pants," yelled Debbie.
"Pay if you want to see it," said Lamar looking down at Kerry. She shook her head no and was trying not to stare at Lamar's chest. Debbie noticed the outlines of her nipples showing too. Even her bigoted friend was turned on, though she was trying to hide it and odviously ashamed of her reaction. There was even a wet spot by one nipple from where she was lactating.
Sherie waved a twenty and Lamar danced over to her. She shoved the money into his trousers. Lamar slowly unbuckled his belt and pulled it out. His fake gun and handcuffs fell to the floor.
Debbie quickly pulled out a twenty and Lamar danced over to her. She shoved the twenty in his pocket and looked up at him. "Unbutton my pants," he said. Debbie was surprised to find her hands shaking as she reached up and unbuttoned his pants. "Now pull the zipper down," he ordered. Debbie did, staring as tiger print briefs slowly revealed themselves before he danced out of her reach and over towards Alisa. Debbie suddenly felt jealous of her friend, she wanted to finish removing Lamar's pants.
"How about you?" asked Lamar. Alisa was still bright red and she shook her head, but her eyes were wide as she stared at his open trousers. Alisa had long brown hair, always pulled back. She never wore makeup and always wore long skirts and bulky blouses to hide her body. The way her clothes bulged out suggested a figure to rival Debbie's but no one had seen it, not even her fiance. She had broken down and had sex with him, but only in the dark, and she had worn a nightgown, lifting it up as he entered her. She would have been the best looking girl in the group if she put some effort into it.
"Come on Alisa," shouted Sherie.
"Yeah do it," yelled Debbie. "Have some fun."
Alisa reached into her purse and pulled out a ten. "Is this ok?" she asked.
"Yeah honey. Put it in my pants." Alisa reached out and stuffed the bill away. "Now pull my pants down over my hips."
Debbie was really jealous now as she watched Lamar's ass appear. It wasn't briefs he was wearing it was more like a loin cloth and it left his ass cheeks bare. They were as hard as his chest. Alisa was staring cross-eyed at his crotch.
Lamar turned back around to Kerry. Even she was looking flushed now. Debbie could see that the loin cloth looked longer then normal and it was a little tented up about half way to Lamar's knees. She got a better view when Lamar came back over to Sherie. "How far you aloud to go?" asked Debbie.
"Depends how much you tip," said Lamar.
"Is it worth it?" asked Sherie pushing a twenty into the string on his waist.
"Compared to me, that dildo over there is a cute little toy.
"Bull shit," said Debbie.
"Tell you what. If you agree to tip me ten bucks an inch, I'll take it all off."
"Do it," said Debbie. "I gotta see that monster." Lamar untied his loin cloth and it fell to the floor. "Jesus," said both Debbie and Sherie.
"Let me see," pleaded Alisa shocking herself. The margaritas making her less uptight.
Lamar walked around the room naked. Alisa furrowed her brows in disbelief. Kerry's jaw fell open. Lamar's cock dangled down about eight inches, bigger then any man they had ever seen and he wasn't even hard. It was slightly plump and angled out bending towards the floor. Even his balls were huge.
"How big is it hard?" asked Debbie.
"Touch it to find out," said Lamar returning to her. Debbie hesitated and then reached up, grabbing his dick. "Just give it a few tugs," he said.
Debbie tugged feeling her grip open as it swelled up. The thick black cock lengthened and rose until it was now angled upward. "How big?" asked Debbie.
"Twelve inches," said Lamar proudly. "That's $120 dollars you owe me."
"May I touch it? asked Sherie.
Debbie was reluctant to release it, but Lamar tugged it out of her grasp and let Sherie run her hands all over it. "It's so hard," said Sherie. "I've never seen or felt anything like it." It was so big, it seemed to defy gravity. Lamar was uncircumsized, just the tip of a huge, bulbous cock-head peeking out of his foreskin. Sherie pulled down on his shaft, so that his cock-head emerged, every bit as big and hard as the rest of him.
Lamar pulled it out of her grip too and walked over to Kerry, but she recoiled from it so he moved on to Alisa. "Wanna touch it?" he asked waving it under her nose.
Alisa sniffed the air around it and then breathed deeply as if inhaling his scent and then, even shy, conservative Alisa reached out and squeezed the head. "It's so much bigger then my fiance," she said.
"I'm sure he's not black," said Lamar dancing back over to Debbie. "Anything else you wanna see before I put it away?"
"Don't put it away," said Debbie thinking how it was a crime to cover up a penis that beautiful.
"You like my cock?"
"It's incredible."
"Why don't you give the head a kiss then."
Her hand had automatically rose up to stroke it. Debbie didn't hesitate, she forgot about the other girls and leaned forward kissing the purplish-black, plum-sized head of Lamar's cock. Kerry gasped, stood up, and left the room. Debbie didn't even care anymore what her friends thought. She gave the tip a little lick, tasting his pre-cum. She was prepared to do more just as the music stopped and Lamar backed away. The girls were silent as he dressed. Debbie couldn't look at them.
"Well I hope you ladies enjoyed the show." He stood at the door once again in his fake cop uniform. The three women nodded, Kerry still hadn't returned to the room. "There is the little matter of my payment and you stil owe me $120 dollars," he said looking at Debbie.
"I'm responsible for both then," said Debbie.
"Follow me out to my truck," said Lamar. Debbie rose up off the couch and followed him.
"How much do I owe you?" asked Debbie as they stood by his truck.
"$200 to come out here, plus $120 for the bet."
"I don't have that much on me. I mean I covered the fee, but I hadn't planned on your penis being that big."
"Little white boys have penises. You mean you didn't expect my black cock to be this big." As Lamar spoke he unbuttoned his pants and pulled his still rock-hard cock out. "Tell you what, this mutha ain't gonna go down until it cums. If you finish what you started, I'll let you slide on the bet."
"You don't mean..."
"I want you to suck my cock."
"I can't," she blurted out automatically, though the thought excited her. Debbie wanted to suck him off. Usually, a blow job was something she did so that a guy would return the favor, but with Lamar, she wanted to please him. It made her feel honored to have the privilage of making that huge black cock cum. The only thing stopping her was her friends.
"It's that or fork over the money. I'm doing you a big favor here."
"You are. Thank you," said Debbie. He was being kind, letting her slide on the bet. She found herself falling to her knees before his cock. She took Lamar's cock-head in her mouth and started running her tongue all around it. She stretched her jaw wide and pushed her lips towards his crotch. She wanted to make this the best blow job ever, but she had never encountered one this large. She felt herself choking as it pushed into her throat. She relaxed her jaw, vowing to try harder.
********************
"What's taking Deb so long," said Alisa as Kerry returned to the room.
Sherie got up and peeked out the window. "I can see his head sticking up above a truck, but I can't see Debbie. His body must be blocking her."
"Can you believe the size of that thing?" asked Alisa still amazed.
"I tell you they're subhuman," said Kerry. "I can't believe she put her lips on a filthy negroe's dick."
Sherie's nod of agreement was halfhearted. Lamar's foot long cock was something she would never forget. She strongly suspected she would have kissed it to, if he had asked her.
********************
"Do you like sucking my cock?"
Debbie nodded her head moving her lips along several inches of Lamar's shaft. She had managed to swallow seven inches, but was having trouble with the rest. She ended up sucking on the first five inches while jacking the rest off with both her hands. His cock was swelling and it seemed to throb as he approached orgasm.
"Do you swallow?"
Debbie shook her head no without removing his cock from her mouth.
"Your going to swallow mine."
Debbie hessitated, then nodded agreement. A minute later his cock exploded in her mouth quickly filling it with sperm. She swallowed most, but some still trickled down her chin. Debbie was ready to release it when it blasted another wad as big as the first. None of her boyfriends came close to matching one wad of Lamar's sperm, but then none of them had the black man's big balls either.
He shot several more smaller loads and she swallowed every drop wandering why she had always refused to swallow before. There was something undescribably wonderful about kneeling before such a masculine man and swallowing cum from his huge cock. She squeezed the head between her lips until it shrank a couple inches and she was sure he was done as she stroked every drop out of his long shaft.
Lamar pulled it out and smacked his wet cock against her cheeks. "You want this cock?"
"Yes, but my friends..."
"Come to my club and I'll give you what you want."
********************
"What took you so long? Have you been crying?" asked Sherie. Debbie's cheeks were all puffy.
"No, I'm fine. I was getting directions. Lamar invited us back to his club. He said he will have the dancers put on a special show for us."
"I don't know. It's kind of late," said Kerry.
"Free drinks," said Debbie.
"Count me in then." said Sherie. She looked at Alisa. "How about it Alisa? It's your party."
"Alright, let's go, but we're taking a taxi home if we get too drunk."
Debbie had the largest car and the three girls followed her as they left the house.
Part 2: Sherie
"Where we headed?" asked Alisa.
"His club is just outside New York City, in Jersey," said Debbie not taking her eyes off Lamar's truck in the distance.
"New York! That's two hours away." exclaimed Kerry.
"Relax, you can all crash at my place." Debbie lived in New York City.
"Todd will be worried," said Alisa thinking about her fiance. It was her bachelorette party.
"He's probably bombed out of his mind and looking at his own stripper."
"Not my Toddy." Alisa had lucked out and found someone just like herself, conservative, moral, and not much of a drinker. He had money too and they were looking to start a family almost immediately.
Eventually, the car carrying the four women arrived at the strip club pulling up behind Lamar. Debbie didn't wait for the other girls to exit the car, she just hopped out and ran straight to Lamar. She seemed infatuated with the black stripper with the blonde hair and huge cock. Sherie felt a strong desire for the stripper too after seeing him wave that giant black snake under her nose.
Sherie got out of the car followed by Alisa and Kerry. The place had closed up about an hour ago and the parking lot was near deserted. It had started raining about a half hour ago. The only people she could see was a white woman with a black man. The woman was sitting on a car hood with her legs wrapped around the back of a muscular black man. They were kissing passionately ignoring the rain.
A big neon sign read Zebra Club and it appeared to be two clubs in one. Two massive black men stood outside one door. Lamar led them to the other door on the other side of the building.
"This better be worth it Lamar," shouted a deep voice when the blonde-haired black man entered the club. "I turned down two dates and a hundred bucks to wait for you."



"It will be," said Lamar. Sherie folowed Debbie into the bar. Two black men sat around some empty tables near the stage. A giant of a black man with a gut was putting the bar stools up.
Lamar said to the bartender, "pour these girls something special. Alisa here's getting married in three days."
The bartender grinned and walked behind the bar. None of the girls saw him press a button on the beer tap that mixed X-cite in with the drinks. He set them before the women.
Alisa felt bad because Lamar had promised them free drinks and she didn't like beer. "Could I have a mixed drink instead? I know they cost extra. I can pay you."
"What would ya like?"
"I don't know, any mix drink?"
The bartender mixed her a drink keenly aware that she was watching his every move and he couldn't drug it.
"Wow, that's good," said Alisa tasting it after he set it in front of her. "What is it?"
"It's called a white russian."
"I like it. Why the funny name?"
"It's cause white men are always russian through sex."
Alisa just frowned at the huge black man. She found him slightly obnoxious, and he was staring at her bulky clothes like he was trying to see what she was hiding under them, but he did mix a good drink. "What do I owe you?"
"Nuthin. It's after last call, can't charge you."
"Thanks." She could barely taste the alcohol and half was gone before she joined the other girls.
Sherie took the seat beside Debbie and Lamar around the stage. Alisa sat beside Kerry in a table away from the stage.
The bartender started some music and the curtains opened. The black man who had complained about losing two dates stood on the stage dressed as an African warrior. He wore a fake lion skin headress and cape, a grass skirt, and white tooth necklace. His chest was even broader and more muscular then Lamar's. Sherie found herself holding her breath as he started to dance.
"That's Leon," said Lamar. "He's one of our best dancers." Lamar danced around doing some kind of tribal routine, waving his arms and thrusting his hips. Sweat soon coated his chest making him glisten under the lights.
Sherie reached in her purse and pulled out a five dollar bill. Leon danced over to her and kneeled down. He had a band around his leg and she shoved the bill into it. Leon's big white teeth grinned at her from his dark black face. He reached behind him and fiddled with something. When he stood up again, the grass skirt remained at his feet. He was wearing a tiger stripped loin cloth under the skirt. Sherie glimpsed a tremendous penis stuffed into tight underwear before the loincloth covered it. Sherie glanced over at Debbie to see if she had seen it, but Debbie was running her hand under Lamar's shirt along his chest and not paying attention.
"What are those rooms?" asked Debbie looking around the bar.
"They're for private dances," responded Lamar.
"What goes on?"
"You get one on one interaction with the dancer. Some touching is aloud."
"Can we do it?"
"Sure, it costs fifty bucks."
"Let's go."
Sherie watched Lamar lead Debbie off into the other room. Alisa and Kerry were watching them leave with frowns on their faces.
Being the only one sitting at the stage, Sherie found herself the center of Leon's attention. Several times he made to take off his loincloth, but retreated. Sherie got the hint, dug into her purse and pulled out another five.
Leon kneeled before her. The stage was built so that her face was staring directly at his crotch. She reached out, her hand coming dangerously close to the bulge under his loincloth as she stuck the bill beside the other on his thigh. Leon stood up and untied the loincloth.
Sherie felt her heart flutter as he stood. The height of the stage gave the impression that she was lying at his feet looking up at some kind of black god. He was dancing for her pleasure, but instead she felt like the subservient one. She was being rewarded for her behaviour by seeing more of Leon's body after each tip. She couldn't imagine what this place would be like crowded with dozens of women competing for Leon's attention.
The loincloth fell to the floor and Leon discarded the lion skin cape. He was now nude except for the necklace and briefs so thin and tiny they looked about to burst. The front was just a pouch designed to hold privates much smaller then Leon's. She could see the outline of his balls, the material so tight she could make out the crease between them. His cock seemed coiled around itself, but a large mushroom shaped lump indicated a cock-head the size of a golf ball. He danced away briefly and she could see just a string traveling between his ass cheeks, leaving his muscular ass bare.
"Wanna see more?" he asked kneeling before her again.
"Are you allowed to show more?"
"Not when we're open, but this is a private party. I can show you whatever you want."
Sherie dug in her purse. She was out of small bills. She pulled out a twenty. Seeing that monster was worth a twenty. She reached out with the bill and stuck it beside the others. Leon stood and yanked his underwear down.
It seemed to roll out of his undewear, falling halfway to his knees. Leon's cock was thick and tremendous, looking like a fat black banana swaying between his legs. She heard the other girls gasp behind her at the sight, she had forgotten they were there. Sherie's eyes followed the swinging black sausage, so different from her husband's penis. Her husband was probably six inches long when erect and Leon's cock was longer and thicker soft. As she stared, it swelled up even bigger and grew an inch. Leon stepped out of his underwear and pulled off the necklace. He was now completely nude. Leon squatted before her face, his cock so long, the tip brushed the stage. "Go ahead and touch it."
Sherie reached out and wrapped her fingers around the second black cock in as many hours. Both Lamar and Leon far outclassed her husband or any white man she had ever seen. Of course, they were strippers and probably gifted beyond normal men.
Sherie squeezed it until his cock expanded, growing in her hand. It's power was such that it lifted her hand up as it rose into the sky. It was now harder then any penis she had ever seen, both unbendable and unyeilding as it stopped growing at just over a foot long.
"Impressed?" he asked.
"God yes." she said stroking her hand along it. She had a strong desire to take him in her mouth. Fortunately, lest she give in to her impure thoughts, Leon stood and left the stage before she got carried away. A big bald stripper replaced him with every bit as much promise in the crotch areas as Leon and Lamar.
Sherie glanced at the private booth. She could glimpse a naked Lamar standing between Debbie's legs and, Jesus, but it looked like she was licking the head of his cock. Sherie envied Debbie's unmarried status at that moment.
"Tip me and I'll let you touch it," said Leon.
Sherie turned. A naked Leon-cock still hard- was standing beside the other two women making his rounds. "No thanks," said Kerry looking disgusted, but not taking her eyes off Leon's cock.
"I'll do it," said Alisa taking a bill from her purse. The bride-to-be stuck the bill beside the others and grabbed Leon's cock. "Nice to meet you," she said shaking it like she was giving a hand shake and giggling drunkenly.
That wasn't like Alisa at all. Sherie could see three empty glasses of white russian's beside her friend. Alisa could be a lot of fun when she loosened up.
Leon headed over to Sherie and she found her heart rate increasing. His big cock preceded him by over a foot. Damn, she never remembered being this horny before. "And did you enjoy the show little lady?" he asked.
"I'm Sherie and yes I did very much." It was hard not to stare at the baseball bat between his legs. He moved so that his tipping band was beside her. Sherie took the hint and reached in her purse. Her hand came out holding a fifty. She glanced over at the private rooms, then back at the fifty, then up at Leon. "Can I get a private dance?"
"Sure baby," said Leon grabbing the fifty out of her hand. "Lets go."
Sherie stood up and followed Leon. Behind her Alisa said, "Come on Kerry lets move up to the stage."
Leon moved the curtain asside and Sherie saw an amazing site. Lamar was sitting on the bench stroking his cock while Debbie danced for him. She had stripped down to a sexy pair of lacy bra and panties. "I didn't know you could dance," said Sherie watching Debbie sway her hips. Debbie had the body of a stripper where Sherie's was more like a model's with smaller, firmer breasts.
Debbie looked like she was upset at being disturbed," but said, "It's just coming natural."
"It is natural for a woman to dance to please a man," said Lamar.
Sherie found that sexist, but didn't respond and was kind of shocked when Debbie nodded her head agreeeing with Lamar. Debbie was very free spirited and usually didn't take crap from men. She was acting like a love sick puppy ever since she had first seen Lamar's cock.
Leon spun her around and sat her down on the bench beside Lamar. The seats put her at face level with Leon's erect banana bobbing as he began to dance. For something called a privacy booth there wasn't much privacy. She glanced at Lamar and could see his huge cock glistening from where Debbie had been sucking on it. Debbie was now topless and Lamar was kneeding her big breasts, tugging on her nipples, and every now and then leaning forward to kiss them.
Leon grabbed her head and turned it towards his cock as he began moving it before her eyes. It had a hypnotic affect on her and she couldn't take her eyes off it. His voice broke her trance. "How long you been married?"
Sherie rubbed her thumb along her ring finger without taking her eyes of Leon's cock. "Five years."
"How nice. Does your husband have a cock like this?"
"Ha. No, not even close."
"Oh thats too bad. I bet you haven't had a good fuck in years then."
'How rude,' she thought, but he wasn't wrong. It had been over a year since she had an orgasm. Sherie did the math in her head. No, it had been a couple years. She and Dan were just too busy teaching, that sex felt more like a duty then fun. Every nerve in her body was telling her that the delicious smelling cock he was swaying under her nose wouldn't have trouble giving her orgasms.
"DEAR GOD THATS GOOD"
That was Debbie. Sherie glanced over at her friend and was shocked to see she was nude and had lowered herself over Lamar's dick. Sherie could see her friends engorged clit and pussy lips spread wide around the huge intruder and she had only taken a couple inches.
"I'M CUMMING"
Sherie watched as a steady stream of clear fluid slid down Lamar's cock helping to coat it and Debbie slid down it a couple more inches. The hot sex show next to her, the sexual smell filling the confined room, and her unusual state of arousal all contributed to what Sherie did next. Her tongue licked out and along the tip of Leon's cock. He immediately stopped moving it and held it before her mouth as her tongue licked all around the head.
Sherie just had to suck him off, just had to. A blow job wasn't really cheating anyway. She wasn't about to go any further.
Sherie was out of practice. She hadn't done this for her husband in years and that had been like swallowing a straw compared to Leon's black pvc pipe. With Dan, she sucked just to lubricate him before sex and she never swallowed. With Leon, her purpose was to show her respect for his masculinity.
Sherie stretched her jaw wide around his cock head and took him into her mouth. She pushed forwards and felt herself gagging as the head entered her throat.
Leon stepped back and pulled her to her feet, switching places with her. He pushed her back down and sat beside Lamar. Sherie was now kneeling on the dirty floor. She glanced at Debbie. Her friend had impaled herself on Lamar's cock and was sitting still while she grew accustomed to having her pussy stuffed so full. Sherie could clearly see the steady stream of her friend's cum dripping over Lamar's balls. Leon smacked his cock across her face and she took the hint, taking him into her mouth once again.
This position was easier on her throat and she pushed down taking several inches into her throat this time. It felt natural and primal to be kneeling between his legs like this. Sherie found herself letting go, attacking his cock with more gusto then she had ever shown her husband.
Leon pulled his cock out of her mouth when she had bobbed her head up to the tip. He pulled it back to his stomach and said, "lick my balls." Sherie obeyed, licking all around his hairy nutsack amazed at how big and full they were. He released his cock and it smacked her in the face. She quickly returned his shaft to her mouth.
Eventually, Leon's cock swelled even bigger and began twitching. She wanted him to cum more then anything, but she also wanted this to last forever. The head of his cock grew so big, she feared it would wedge in her throat, so she backed off just sucking on the tip. His cock spasmed, filling her mouth with so much sperm her cheeks bulged out. She swallowed it, only to have her mouth fill with sperm again and again. She had never swallowed Dan's cum before, but then her husband hadn't cum this much in five years of marriage.
Leon stood and she kept the tip in her mouth making sure she had sucked it dry. "Keep sucking, it'll stay hard," he said switching places with her again. His cock never left her mouth as he lifted her up onto the bench. Sherie glanced at Debbie. Milky white sperm now coated Lamar's shaft as Debbie slowly rode him. Her eyes had rolled up in her head and she looked like she was in heaven.
Leon pulled her to her feet again and began unbuttoning her blouse. She looked at his still hard cock glistening with her saliva as he opened her shirt. "No Leon, we can't go any further. I'm married. I don't know why I did that."
"Relax baby," he said. "I just wanna see you. It's only fair. You've seen me naked."
Sherie didn't fight him as he removed her blouse and his skilled hands unsnapped her bra. "But your a stripper. I'm supposed to see you naked in exchange for tipping you. Ahhhh..." Sherie moaned as Leon began pinching her nipples. Her breasts weren't large and her nipples were only as big as dimes, but they were the hardest she's ever seen them.
"Let me see you naked and I'll tip you," said Leon already undoing her jeans.
Sherie had already spent over a hundred bucks on the two strippers and wondered how much of it she'd get back if Leon tipped her. She held still and let him pull her jeans down over her hips. She quickly yanked her panties down embarrassed by their drabness compared to Deb's sexy ones.b"Well, am I worth tipping?" she asked quivering with fear he'd reject her. Sherie knew she was attractive and had a great figure, but she always felt plain next to Deb.
"Your beautiful Sherie. I think you deserve a big tip." Sherie flushed with pleasure at his compliment. He continued, "but first I want to see you. Sit down." Sherie obeyed. She was a little embarrassed by her hairy bush. She hadn't needed to shave off any of the reddish-brown hair. "Open your legs up for me. I wanna see your insides."
Sherie hesitated a fraction of a second. She hadn't even given Dan the view Leon was asking to see. His look suggested he wouldn't take no for an answer and she found her knees slowly opening.
"Not good enough," said Leon. He bent down and grabbed her ankles spreading her legs wide. Sherie gasped as her pussy opened up for him to see. "Damn bitch, yo pussy always this wet?"
'Not that I can remember."
"One last thing before I tip you," said Leon moving forward between her legs and bending down. "I want to kiss those pretty red lips."
"I s-shouldn't," she stuttered, his body looming over her. His hands still gripped her ankles spreading them wide.
"Just a kiss and then your tip." Sherie parted her lips as the large black man brought his lips down against hers. She planned on just a quick peck, but his tongue pushed into her mouth. She pushed back trying to force it out of her mouth, but instead they just slid around each other. "Here's your tip," he said breaking contact with her lips.
Sherie's pussy lips parted as Leon's bulbous cock-head entered her. She was so wet and spread so open, it easily slid inside. "Oh god," she moaned. "What are you doing?"
"It's just the tip," he said kissing her again. "It's what you wanted isn't it? Want me to take the tip back?"
"No," she cried ashamed of herself. "Want a bigger tip?"
"Yes."
Leon pushed some more in and pulled back. He began thrusing his hips, letting her juices coat his cock and pushing more in with each thrust.
"Oh god Dan, why don't you feel this good inside me," she cried feeling guilty for betraying her husband and guiltier for enjoying it so much.
"It's cause he's white, bitch. Dan will never feel good inside you ever again after this." With one powerful thrust Leon slammed his entire foot long cock inside her.
Sherie felt her pussy balloon up around his cock and then her muscles squeezed down against it as if not wanting to let it out. Her pussy spasmed around it and a wave of pleasure traveled up her body as her first orgasm in years burst from her womb. Correction, her first ever orgasm, none of the others even came close to the one Leon's fat cock had given her.
And that was just the first of many. Leon leaned forward and braced himself on the bench. Sherie threw her legs over his shoulders and held on as Leon began to move. He started slow, keeping his cock buried in her and just moving it a little. His thrusts turned deeper, more powerful, until Leon was fucking her with the entire length of his cock. His powerful piston-like thrusts drew orgasm after orgasm out of her and she had never been multi orgasmic. She no longer felt guilty for cheating on Dan. She felt angry now that she knew there were men, real men, out there that knew how to fuck like Leon and apparently Lamar also. Real men, that know how to treat a woman, black men. "Fuck me," she growled at him, raising her hips up into his thrusting cock. "Fuck me with your big black cock."
Leon buried his cock in her and it spasmed as he impaled her. Sherie screamed and writhed around his cock as she had her biggest orgasm yet. Jet after jet of his hot cum sprayed places no man had ever gone before and she thrashed around in total ecstacy.
Leon pulled out. "I gotta piss. I'll be back." Sherie could see Kerry, the bigot of the group standing by the curtains peeping in as leon left. Her friend looked aghast at what she saw. Then the curtains fell closed again.
Sherie sat on the bench with her legs spread wide and Leon's cum dripping out of her pussy. His sperm pooled on the floor and as she watched it, she noticed the stains of countless pools of cum on the floor, the walls, even the bench. The stains were faint as if someone attempted to clean them up, but it was in vain.
Debbie was sitting beside her now, sucking on Lamar's cock as he stood between her legs. Black men seemed to have an amazing recovery rate. "I hope I get another belly full," said Debbie as she teased the tip of Lamar's cock with her tongue. It was swollen and glistening as he approached orgasm again.
"So you want to swallow more of my cum?" Lamar pulled his cock out of Deb's mouth and was looking down at Sherie as he said it. He stepped back, squatted down before Sherie's spread legs, quickly pushing his cock into her.
"Another hot, white pussy satisfied by black cock," he said. Lamar had been close with Debbie's blow job and didn't last long. "I'm gonna fill that white pussy with some cum bitch."
"No Lamar, I wanted it," said Debbie.
Lamar's back was arched as he shot Sherie's cum-soaked pussy full of his sperm. "You want it. There it is. Go get it. He pulled Debbie up and pushed her between Sherie's legs.



Debbie stared at Sherie's sperm saturated pussy for a moment and then leaned forward. Sherie arched her back as a wave of pleasure shot up her spine. Debbie's tongue sounded like a dog lapping up water as it licked over her labia and up to her engorged clit. Debbie was running her tongue around trying to get all the sperm she could. She was completely unconcerned with Sherie's pleasure, but she still triggered an orgasm and Sherie writhed in pleasure grinding her pussy into Debbie's mouth.
Suddenly, Debbie's tongue shot deep into her pussy farther then Dan's prick had ever been and Debbie muffled a scream. Sherie opened her eyes to see the bartender had entered the room and shoved his giant cock into... "My god, he's fucking your ass."
"You're next little lady," said Leon returning from the bathroom, his cock rising as he spoke. The big bald stripper was following Leon. Yet another huge cock swung between his legs, but it was rapidly rising as he stared at the two girls.
Sherie just nodded. She was willing to do anything to please these men. Another orgasm shot up her spine as Debbie's tongue was repeatedly forced into her pussy from the ass fucking she was getting. Sherie had know idea how she'd take Leon's big cock up her ass, but tonight she was willing to try anything.
Part 3: Kerry
"Come on Alisa, we're getting out of here," said Kerry still reeling from seeing her two closest friends debasing themselves with black men.
"Why, whatz wong?" asked Alisa. She never drank and the wite russians had gone straight to her head.
"Those two sluts are in there fucking them jungle bunnies, negroes, Jesus, they're fucking black men."
"Even Sherie, sheesh married?"
"Even Sherie." Kerry didn't want anything to do with Debbie and Sherie again. She was angry with them, but even angrier with herself for being so turned on. She had never been this horny, even when ovulating, while trying to have a baby. She couldn't deny feeling a flutter in her stomach each time she saw one of the strippers' huge black cocks waving under her nose.
"What's your hurry? I fixed you some more drinks." It was the bartender holding two drinks out for them. He had removed his clothes and stood naked. His eleven inch cock bobbed under a beer gut, that appeared to be all muscle with no fat on it. "I thought we was gonna have some fun?"
"Nice to meet you," said Alisa grabbing and shaking the bartenders cock like she was shaking a hand. She had done the same thing with Leon and giggled like it was the funniest thing in the world.
"Come on Alisa, lets get out of here."
The bartender looked frustrated as they left. He hadn't been able to put any Xcite into the bride-to-be's mixed drinks until now. He had really been looking forward to seeing what Alisa was hiding under her bulky clothes. Win some, lose some, at least there were two more sluts. He turned and headed for the private booths.
Kerry looked back into the room as they walked out into the rain only to see the bartender, the other stripper, and Leon, all naked, all converging on where a fourth black man and her two friends waited for them.
"How we getting home?" asked Alisa, surppressing a burp.
"Shit! Those two sluts have the car keys. I don't want anything to do with them after tonight."
"But Debbie's my maid of honor and she's not married."
"You don't get it, they're black men. They're sub-human, less intelligent, less evolved, ape men and our friends are fucking them. We'll call a cab." Kerry looked around for a pay phone, but didn't see any. The interracial couple making out in the parking lot had left, leaving them alone. She remembered the two black bouncers outside the companion club and decided to go see if there was a phone there she could use.
Luckily, the bouncers were still standing there despite the club's closing hours ago. "Excuse me," said Kerry walking around the corner. "Is there a phone inside I can use?" These men were big, very big and Kerry felt that flutter in her stomach again. She couldn't help glancing down at their bulges. Instinct told her these men were every bit as big as the others she had seen and their bulges proved her instincts right.
"Sure, go on inside," said one bouncer. He had a shaved head, a goatee, and big muscular arms.
"Wait here, I'll be right back," said Kerry to Alisa. They were protected from the rain by an awning where the bouncers waited.
"Wha are yous two doing working thiz late?" Alisa asked of the two bouncers.
"A little drunk are we?" said one.
"We have to stay in case any husbands show up looking for their wives," said the other.
"Why?"
"You saw the male dancers next door. Lots of married women wander in here looking for black men to fuck."
Alisa couldn't imagine so many married women willing to sin that the bar needed to keep bouncers on so late. Then again, Sherie was apparently getting fucked right this moment, as was Debbie, but Debbie wasn't married. She found what Sherie was doing immoral and doubted if they would stay friends.
********************
Kerry had never been in a nudie bar, but this one resembled the ones she had seen in movies. There were several stages, each had a shiny gold pole and mirrored walls. This room was a lot larger then next door and odviously meant they got a larger crowd. Tables surrounded the stages and one had a large black man slumped over it passed out. The only other man in the room was another black man cleaning off the bar. He was as muscular as all the black men she had seen today which she found odd, but then being black they were probably all ex-cons and cons didn't have much to do, but lift weights.
"Can I help you Miss?" asked the bartender.
"Yes, I was wondering if I could use your phone?"
"It's broke."
Kerry jumped as a huge hand came down on her shoulder and spun her around. The passed out black man now towered over her. He was the ugliest man she had ever seen. His skin was black-black, his forehead jutted out, he had sideburns, big flat lips, an even broader nose, and his arms appeared too long giving him a apeish appearance. He resembled the racist caricatures of blacks she had seen in her granddaddy's KKK newsletters.
"One mo dance," growled the black.
"What?"
"The nights not over. I wants one mo dance."
"I'm not a dancer. I just came to use the phone."
"One more dance slut. Now!"
This was one scary looking black guy. Kerry looked at the bartender for help. He just shrugged and said, "Better do what he says lady. That's Mustafa and he's a mean son of a bitch, and a meaner drunk."
"Help me." Kerry shuddered when she realized he had said the phone wasn't working and couldn't call the cops.
"I can't stop him." The bartender was big, huge even, but he looked a dwarf next to Mustafa.
"Get the bouncers then," she pleaded.
"Dance slut." Mustafa's voice boomed out.
The bartender set a shot in front of Kerry. "Here drink this, it'll loosen ya up. "I'll try to stop the bouncers, but they've probably already left."
Kerry tilted her head back and downed the shot, just before Mustafa picked her up and threw her over his shoulder. She pounded her fists on his back, but it was like hitting a brick wall.
Mustafa winked at the bartender who then hit the stereo and rap started blaring forth. They had played this game before. An "enhanced" male had to drink a shitload of booze to get drunk as their higher metabolism burnt off the effects of the alcohol faster then normal men. Mustafa had drunk a lot, enough to pass out, but was rapidly sobering up. He used his appearance to cower his women into submission. He was way to ugly to get a woman without help. Along with the pheromones and the large dose of Xcite in her shot, she didn't stand a chance.
Jerome, the bartender watched her ass jiggle as Mustafa carried her to the stage. Her whole body had that exciting jiggle and he couldn't wait to see those huge breasts.
Jerome walked out to where the bouncers stood with an attractive, but overly dressed woman was chatting with them. "Your friend decided to stay," he said.
"But she's trying to get us a ride home."
"Marcus and Darren can drive you home. It's part of their jobs."
"Gladly," said Darren.
Jerome returned inside, intending to watch for awhile before joining in.
Mustafa had set Kerry on the stage and she just stood there looking down at him as he sat at the stage. "Dance!" He slammed his fist down hard on the stage.
Kerry started swaying her hips. She enjoyed dancing, but had never done a strip tease, not even for her husband. She relaxed hoping the bartender would be back with the bouncers to save her soon. For now, just give the gorilla man what he wanted and try to stall. She closed her eyes and listened to the music. Kerry hated rap, but the beat was conducive to erotic dancing. Her body started moving to the rhythm of the music. Kerry had been horny all night, though she tried to deny it. As she danced, she was aware that the horniness was inceasing until getting her pussy stuffed was all she could think of. She tried to picture her husband, but the only image that flashed in her mind was Lamar's and Leon's black dicks.
"Take that shirt off."
The bartender had to be back soon. She opened her eyes, but she and Mustafa were the only ones in the room. She'd just have to take it slow. Kerry slowly untucked her shirt from her jeans and pulled it off over her head. Her large breasts bounced out one after the other. They were held up by a lacy blue bra. There were wet spots around her nipples from where she was lactating. Her nipples looked like little missles they were so hard.
"Now the pants."
It was hard to dance and remove tight jeans, but Kerry did, almost falling as she pulled it off her legs. She immediately felt cold air on her bare ass, she had worn a thong.
"You're one sexy bitch."
Kerry was not fat, but the birth of her daughter a year ago had added extra flesh to her formerly skinny body and swelled her breasts up to double D's. She was probably going to keep gaining weight, but for now she had a sexy, voluptuous body. Her husband went crazy over her new boobs and ass. He insisted she wear sexy underwear and bought her several sets from sexy to sleazy. She wore a lacy, blue bra and panties so sheer you cold see her nipples and pubic hair through them The thong left her ass bare. The blue material contrasted nicely with her dark black hair and pale skin. The lingerie had been an anniversery gift from her husband.
"Let's see some titties," yelled Mustafa for the first time holding up a bill.
Kerry looked around, but there was still no sign of help. She figured, why the hell not make something for this humiliating experience. She danced over to Mustafa and knelt while he stuck the bill in the band of her panties. His touch sent both a shudder of disgust and a jolt of sexual excitement up her spine. God she was horny. It couldn't possibly be from dancing half naked before a black man could it?
Mustafa had paid to see her breasts. She stood up and reached around to unhook her bra. Her breasts fell three inches as she released them. She tossed the bra to the floor. She had never seen her nipples so swollen and hard, not even when she was nursing.
Mustafa stood up and adjusted what looked like another enormous cock underneath his sweat pants. His sweats were very loose fitting and she could still see a pair of huge testicles pushing out the material. Why did subhuman black men all apear to be so gifted in the crotch department? He sat back down with what had to be a very uncomfortable erection pushing out his sweats.
"Now the panties," he said pulling out another bill.
Kerry decided, why not? She was already naked for all intense purposes. For some reason, she enjoyed knowing that she had caused his erection. Also, a fresh wave of lubrication had coated her pussy when she saw his bulge and her panties were getting uncomfortably sticky. She walked over to him and turned around stooping so that he could add this bill to the last. He carressed her ass before she stood back up. Kerry gulped and pulled out the waistband of her lacy thong. She bent down keeping her legs straght and pulled the panties down. She watched the two bills he had tipped her fall to the floor, knowing he was watching her ass and pussy. Mustafa was getting a better view of her then even her husband had ever had.
God, she needed a cock, especially a nice big one. If Mustafa was white she probably go fuck the shit out of him right now, husband be damned. She danced naked for awhile before saying, "I'm sorry, I gotta get going."
"No, I want a lap dance first," said Mustafa pulling out two twenties and tossing them on stage.
"What do I do?"
"Stupid slut. You just come dance 'tween my legs for awhile."
"If I give you a lap dance, can I go?"
"Whenever you want."
Kerry nodded and walked off the stage, Mustafa never took his eyes off her bouncing tits and ass. She walked over to him and began dancing as she approached. It was unnatural for a nude white woman to be dancing for a black man's pleasure, but what she was doing felt perfectly natural. There was something primal about dancing before a man such as Mustafa.
He parted his legs, immediately drawing her eyes to the tent in his sweat pants. She danced closer, approaching his huge cock as she swayed her hips and held her long black hair up with her hands. He was a perfect gentleman and kept his hands on his knees. "Turn around so I can see that ass, he ordered.
Kerry danced out from between his legs and turned around. "Fuck, that's a nice ass. You sure you don't have some black blood in you?" Kerry felt a thrill go up her spine knowing he was pleased with her appearance, but was insulted to be compared with a black woman.
"Baby got back. Bring that ass closer."
Kerry danced backwards and straight onto Mustafa's cock. Luckily, it didn't penetrate her, it just slid between her legs along her labia, growing slick with her juices. It slid so far between her legs she saw an obscene cock-head the size of a small apple emerge between her legs as she stared down between her breasts. The head disappeared and she felt it sliding toward the entrance to her pussy. Just from the slight contact and sight of it caused her to shudder from a small orgasm.
The temporary release her orgasm gave her, brought her to her senses enough to jump up off his cock before it could penetrate her. She spun around and stared at the monstrosity. It was the most hideous thing she had ever seen, though it also attracted her. He had pulled his sweats down around his knees revealing his penis and balls. Mustafa's cock was around thirteen inches long and as thick as her wrist. It had a strong leftward curve, in fact his entire crotch had a leftward slant. His left ball was deformed, the size of a grapefruit, while the right was as big as a large orange. The head was leaking out so much precum, for a minute she thought he had orgasmed.
"I said I wanted a lap dance. Now sit on my lap. Mustafa grabbed her waist and pulled her forward. Ths time he pushed his knees between her legs until she parted them and straddled his tree trunk-sized thighs. His hands grabbed her ass cheeks and pulled her forwards. The huge cock slid between her legs again, this time starting with the base. The first hadn't been enough to satisfy the craving between her legs, she needed to cum again. Just one more cum, then she could jump up and run out of here.
Mustafa was not only pulling her up, along his cock. His hands were effortlessly lifting her up. Her pussy lips slid along his shaft until she felt them open up and part around the head. The head entered her, stretching her the widest she'd been since giving birth. She came again as he slowly raised and lowered her over over just a few inches of his cock. It was a strong orgasm, but it only increased her horniness. "More," she begged. Mustafa let go.
Pain and pleasure radiated out from her crotch as she was impaled by more then twice the amount of cock she had ever experienced before. Her pussy stretched out and reformed itself around the thirteen inch invader. Thank god, her unusual state of arousal had her pussy wet enough to coat such a monster. He felt so big, it felt like his cock-head should be emerging from her throat. Instead the only things emerging from her throat were increasing cries of pleasure. Mustafa began raising and lowering her along the length of his cock. Her pussy clamped down over his shaft, squeezing every square inch and spasming in orgasm around it. "Ah ah ah ah ohhh," she cried.
"You need to be more vocal," he said.
"What do you mean," she had to suck in her lip to keep from cryng out in pleasure.
"Tell me how much you're enjoying it. What am I doing to you?"
"You're fucking meeee." Kerry shuddered in orgasm.
"And now?" He raised her up until his cock almost popped out of her pussy.
"Put it in me," she begged. "God damn it, don't stop. Please don't stop."
Mustafa slowly lowered her down his shaft this time. "Tell me that you like it."
As soon as her feet touched the ground, Mustafa removed his hands from her ass. She hugged him tight and began riding his cock, bouncing and thrashing around in his lap. "I love it. I love havng your cock in me. I've never been fucked like this. Fuck me with your big black cock."
Mustafa grabbed her back and leaned forward so that he could take one of her nipples into his mouth. H opened his eyes in surprise when his mouth filled with liquid.
"Pull her up so I can fuck her ass," said Jerome. Mustafa looked up at him and Jerome continued, "What the fuck's that white stuff on your lips?"
"It's a milk mustache bro," Mustafa responded pulling Kerry back up into his lap. "Bitch gives off more milk then a cow."
Kerry looked over her shoulder, while Mustafa pulled her ass cheeks open. The bartender was standing behind her nude. He had an impressive ten inch cock which would have awed her yesterday, but looked small next to Mustafa, Lamar, and Leon's cocks.
"You ever had your ass fucked, slut," asked the bartender.
"No, but you can fuck it." Kerry was wild eyed and looked crazy with lust.
Jerome spit in his hand and coated the tip of his cock with it. Mustafa was spreading her plump ass cheeks wide apart for him. Jerome brought the tip of his cock up to her sphincter and pushed.
"Ow, shit that's big," she cried. "It hurt's. Your cock is ripping my ass in two." Her ass stretched out to accomodate it and the pain started to fade once the big round head had entered her. Never once, slid she consider asking him to stop.
Kerry could feel the bartender's cock pushing deep into her ass, rubbing against Mustafa's cock sperated by just a thin piece of skin. She began bouncing again, fucking both their cocks, and cumming constantly as the double penetration satisfied her like never before.
Mustafa came first, becoming only the second man to fill her unprotected pussy with sperm. The size and force of his ejaculate was amazing. Huge wads of cum assaulted her womb and then it seemed as if someone had turned a hose on inside her pussy. She could feel his big balls expanding and contracting under her thighs. His orgasm gave her an absolutely mind blowing orgams that caused her to collapse on his chest.
When she recovered, Jerome had taken over fucking her ass and was pounding her lke a jack hammer. She was still mounted on Mustafa's cock. It didn't feel any smaller, though it wasn't as hard. Jerome bellowed and emptied the contents of his balls into her ass. Kerrry shuddered as another orgasm overwhelmed her.
Jerome's sperm rose to the surface, spilling down her ass as he removed his cock. Mustafa lifted her up, slowly removing his cock. "More," she begged. "Fuck me more."



"Shit Jerome, this is one horny bitch," said Mustafa. "How much did you give her?"
"Half the shotglass," said the bartender.
No telling how much Xcite the girl had drunk at the other bar. "Shit, she's gonna be like this for a month."
"Will you two jungle bunnies shut up and fuck me some more."
"This bitch needs an attitude adjustment," growled Mustafa.
"I'll make some calls." Jerome headed over to the bar.
Kerry was about to remind the bartender that his phone wasn't working when Mustafa picked her up and set her on the stage. He climbed up behind her.
Mustafa began tugging on his cock. It never shrank always remaining thirteen inches long. It just fattened and hardened when he got an erection. "You want some more of this?"
"Yes."
"Why do you crave it?"
"It's incredible. It satisfies me like no other cock ever has. I've never had this many orgasms."
"It's superior."
"Superior? Yes, I guess it is."
"Superior to anything you ever had from a white guy?"
"Yes, it's superior to my husband's or my old boyfriends."
"It's not my cock thats superior." Kerry had crawled to him now and he was slapping her face with his cock.
"It isn't?" she asked trying to kiss it.
"No, it's black men that are superior. Beg for it."
"Please let me have some more of your cock. I've never been this horny and it's the only thing that can satisfy me."
"Call me master, you whore and I'll see that you get all the superior black cock you can handle."
"Thank you master." Mustafa quit moving it around and allowed her to take the head in her mouth she tasted his sperm and her juices on his cock.
"What's your name?" Mustafa pulled his cock out of her mouth.
"Ker..."
"Shut the fuck up. It's now slut. You answer to slut now. Understand?"
"Yes master."
"Now suck my cock, slut."
Kerry licked around the head of his cock. He yanked it out again and held it up, thrusting his grossly deformed balls in her face. Kerry licked both the large one and the small one before he let her have the shaft again. Kerry eagerly took it in her mouth, afraid he would pull it back again. She craved his huge cock in her pussy, but she also wanted him in her mouth. Luckily, the problem solved itself. Half of Mustafa's cock was shoved down her throat as Jerome returned, thrusting his cock into her pussy.
Kerry's huge, pendulous breasts swung as Jerome slammed his cock in and out of her pussy. Each thrust pushed more of Mustafa's cock down her throat. She couldn't show Mustafa's penis the respect it deserved with Jerome pounding her pussy, so she just waited for Jerome to cum.
Eventually Jerome did cum, filling her pussy with another load of sperm and triggering another orgasm. When she had come down from her orgasmic high, Kerry started worshiping the big cock shoved down her throat.
Mustafa kept his big hand on her head controlling the speed of her downward thrusts. When he felt the sperm churning in his balls, he removed his hand and with both hands reached under her and grabbed her nipples. Mustafa squeezed her nipples between his fingers and he began stroking them. Milk squirted out, hitting the stage. "Look Jerome, I'm milking her, just like she's miking my caaahock," screamed Mustafa pumping her mouth full of sperm. The amount caught Kerry off guard and she reared her head catching the second wad full in the face. It wasn't a strand or a few drops, it was as if a shotglass full of cum was tossed on her face. She regained control and clamped her lips over the tip catching and swallowing the subsequent wads.
"I gotta try some of that," said Jerome crawling on his back under her and taking one of her nipples in his mouth. Soon he was sucking on it with more gusto then her daughter had shown. Jerome took his mouth off and milk sprayed out covering the black man's chest. Drips ran along the muscle ridges on his chest.
"More," begged Kerry stroking the last drop of sperm from Mustafa's cock.
"You want more, you got it Slut," said Mustafa.
Kerry heard applause and looked up. Four black men as muscular as Jerome were watching the show. They started stripping as she watched.
More car doors were slamming outside as the black men climbed on the stage.
It took about a dozen black men to quench the fires burning in her pussy. At one point, Kerry had a cock in ass, pussy, mouth and one in each hand. Her thighs and crotch were red and sore, but thankfully her pussy continued to produce lubricant and became so full of sperm, she had no trouble taking them all. She fucked every one of them, had half fuck her ass, and the other half filled her belly with so much cum, she thought she might throw-up.
Some of the blacks were skinny, some fat, some had cocks so small she didn't even feel them after Mustafa and Jerome. Obvioulsly, it wasn't true that all black men were well hung, but when they were big they were really big.
Near dawn, Kerry felt herself being carried out of the building, and opened her eyes to see Debbie and Sherie supporting her. Where Kerry was sore and exhausted, the other two girls looked radiant. Kerry had been laying in a pool of sperm and felt bad for getting Deb's car dirty, but her friends were almost as covered as she was. Sherie returned to the bar to retrieve Kerry's clothes and then they drove off to Deb's apartment in New York to clean up. Amazingly, Kerry was horny again before they even reached the city. She briefly wondered what had happened to Alisa.
Part 4: Alisa
"Hic, oops excuse me," said Alisa trying to suppress the hiccups. For the first time in her life, she had loosened up a little and gotten drunk. It was also the last time she would loosen up as she was getting married in three days. "Yoush two shure you don't mind taking me home?"
"Not at all," said Marcus grinning at her. He was driving the car. His buddy Darren had gotten in the back seat with her for some reason. "It's no trouble."
"That's right," added Darren, "one of our duties is to escort the dancers home, so why not you? You lost your ride and are too drunk to drive anyway."
All three were dripping wet from running to Marcus' car in the rain. It was raining even harder now. "I can't thank you enough. You're real gentlemen to help a woman in dishdress..in disstresh..in trouble."
"Our pleasure," said Marcus.
"And yours," added Darren.
The two black men laughed at that, but Alisa didn't get it. She sat back and looked at her saviours. Both black men wore goattees and were bald. They were both masses of muscles, even more so then Lamar and Leon. Marcus had dark black skin while Darren was lighter. She couldn't help glancing down to see if they had bulges. They did. She could see the outlines of two huge cocks running down their pants legs.
"See something you like?" asked Darren catching her staring at his bulge.
Alisa blushed. "You two look as big ash the schtrippers I shaw tonight."
"We're black aren't we?" asked Marcus.
"Are all blacksh big?" she asked.
"Of course," said Darren. "That's why black men make better lovers."
Yesterday, she wouldn't have believed him, but today after seeing four hung black men at the bar and knowing that Debbie and even married Sherie were sleeping with black men at this moment, convinced her. She wondered where Kerry was? One thing was for sure, her bigoted friend wasn't with a black man.
Alisa turned to look at the road, but the oncoming headlights were blurry and made her dizzy. She found her attention being drawn back to the black men's crotches. She had an overwhelming desire to see what they were packing. "If I tip you, will you let me see your penises?"
"We ain't strippers," said Marcus and Alisa felt her hopes sink, but he added, "You can see ours for free."
"But we don't have penises," added Darren. "We have cocks, big black cocks. White men have little penises. Ask us to show you our big black cocks."
"May I shee your big black cocksh?" Alisa asked delighted that this wasn't going to cost her anything. She needed all her money for the wedding and honeymoon.
Darren went first, unzipping his pants and raising his hips to pull them off. He wore briefs so overstretched, the material looked thinned, but she couldn't tell as the car was too dark. Darren flipped his briefs down, and his cock sprang up at half mast. He gave the tip a couple tugs and soon it grew to its full length around thirteen inches.
Alisa leaned down in the dark car for a closer look. "Dear god, it's as thick as a coke can." That wasn't an exageration. He often had to follow another "enhanced" just to get it in. Women never recovered from Darren's cock. After him, many couldn't even feel some of the smaller nine-ten inch "enhanced" until their pussys slowly closed up months later. His balls were splayed out and looked like two of the fortune telling eight balls that children played with. They produced excessive amounts of sperm and Darren had once measured a typical orgasm of his by filling up a 20oz coke bottle. He had overflowed the bottle. For some reason, he also was finding that he was extremely fertile.
"You'd better take mine out since I'm driving," called Marcus from the front. She was reluctant to take her eyes off Darren's monstrous cock, but she did want to see what Marcus was packing.
Alisa reached around to the front of the car and fumbled with the buttons on Marcus' jeans. "Hurry up," he said, "before it gets hard and runs down my pant leg. It can get very uncomfortable." Alisa hurried with the zipper. "Faster, it's stiffening." Alisa reached in and yanked it out, feeling it swelling up in her hand. Alisa stared in awe at Marcus' big horse cock. It was longer then Darren's, around fifteen inches long and very thick, but not as thick as Darren's cock.
Marcus had one of the biggest cocks on record. He had been big before enhancement at just over eight inches, now it stayed that big soft. Both he and Darren were newly enhanced and still finding out what their bodies were capable of. The other "enhanced" saw them as natural leaders and they were both going places in the company. The bouncer job was just temporary until new assignments came in. "You can touch mine too," said Darren.
Alisa had never released Marcus' cock from her grip. Her hand had been hefting and stroking it. She brought her left hand over to Darren's cock and squeezed it too. She was holding two of the biggest cocks in the world. She felt honored.
The confined car filled with the smell of their huge cocks. The smell assaulted her brain insinuating its way into every thought. They had the same hold on her as Lamar's cock had, only trapped in the car the odor was more powerful. Alisa felt the tape she used to cover her nipples stretching as they tried to harden and her crotch was getting wet. Her crotch had never gotten wet, Todd had to coat his penis with lotion to get it in her. She felt sorry for the two black men. Their cocks were so swollen, they had to hurt. They needed to cum real bad and they needed her help, but she was engaged and in love.
Marcus pulled into a motel and pulled his cock out of her hands as he got out. He walked over to the lobby and started talking to the desk clerk, an older black man. He soon returned, and though her eyes couldn't focus on it, it appeared he hadn't put his cock away even when talking to the clerk. "Where are we?" she asked.
"We're getting a motel room."
"I thought you were taking me home?"
"We will in the morning. You live too far to drive tonight and it's raining too hard. I'm also tired and probably shouldn't be driving."
"I'm tired too," said Darren, yawning and grinning at her.
"I shee," she replied slurring, still a little drunk. Seeing their cocks had seemed to have a sobering effect on her. Darren helped her out and she took a big whiff of fresh air. It was pouring rain now, but the fresh air helped clear her head of impure thoughts. Another minute in the car and she wasn't sure what she would have done. Their cocks seemed to draw her like magnets. They ran through the rain to the room.
Marcus unlocked the door and they entered the room It only had one king-sized bed. "Where will I sleep?" asked Alisa.
"We're all taking the bed. We're all adults here," said Darren removing his shirt. Marcus was already topless and working on his pants. Both men had the torso's of greek gods only with black skin.
Their giant cocks sprang free as their pants came off. They hadn't shrank an inch. These men were more muscular and better hung then any others she had seen tonight.
"You'd better get out of those wet clothes before you catch cold," said Marcus. He ripped open her bulky blouse, sending buttons flying everywhere.
"Wait," she said. "I can't, I've nothing to wear." Marcus pulled the destroyed blouse up over her head, covering her mouth and muffling her voice. Hands were undoing her ankle-length skirt which fell to floor. Voices said, "they look like my grandma's panties." "Shit, this is one hot looking bitch." Something cold and metallic touched her skin near her panties and ripped up. Her panties stretched out then fell off her. The knife moved up to her bra and cut the strap securing her breasts. Alisa had large, firm breasts that rivaled Debbie's. Her bra's were designed to conceal them as much as possible as she was uncomfortable showing off her body. "Look at this shit, she covers her nipples." The bandages covering her nipples were ripped off and a muffled "ouch" came from Alisa under the shirt. Her two, puffy, inch-long nipples sprang free. They were the longest, thickest, nipples either black man had seen. She covered them to keep from poking out her clothes and embarrassing her. Alisa was built like a cartoon slut.
Alisa struggled and pulled the blouse over her head. She stood nude, these men seeing more of her then anyone else had, including her fiance. They had completely stripped her in less then a minute. "I say Alisa," said Marcus. "You are one of the hottest women, I've ever seen."
"Yeah," added Darren. "Your body is incredible. Why do you try to hide it?"
"It's embarrassing." She was blushing from head to toe. "Look how big they are." She hefted her breasts just under her nipples "You can't possibly find these attractive." Both their cocks spasmed as she held up her breasts. They were perfectly formed and her nipples were so long she could lick them herself.
"We should hurry and get to bed," said Darren. He was staring at her body with as much awe as she had stared-and was still staring- at his cock. It filled her with self confidence to see how these men were reacting to her.
"I don't think it appropriate to sleep nude together," she said. "I'm to be married in three..no two days now." It was late in the morning.
"You're right but there aren't any more rooms available."
"I didn't see many cars in the parking lot."
"They're remodeling. I tell you what though, for proprieties sake, we'll face different directions. Hop in."
Alisa sat on the bed. She had been planning on squeezing in on the edge, but Marcus and Darren swiftly moved in on either side of her trapping her between their bodies.
They were gentlemen and let her recline in the normal position, while they put their heads where you normally put your feet. Their bulky bodies took up most of the bed, tightly wedging her between them. Her bare flesh was constantly rubbing against theirs. She was facing Darren and his thick cock was poking her forehead. She thought she'd feel more comfortable if they turned out the lights, but she also wanted the oportunity to examine his cock up close. Darren stretched, his cock sliding down her face as he did so.
Alisa flipped over only to find herself in the same predicament. Marcus' longer cock extended farther down her forehead. "Can you two slide down some more, your cocks are in my face."
Marcus grabbed her legs and pulled her down instead of sliding down himself. She was now staring at his six pack abs. Much better, she thought until Marcus let out a big yawn. His tongue flickered between her legs and over the nub on her pussy. A jolt of electricity seemed to run up her spine at his touch.
Alisa struggled to climb back up, only to find her face was in his crotch again. She slid back down, and sure enough, he yawned again. This time his tongue seemed to lick up the nub. Another jolt went up her spine. Alisa flipped over and Darren yawned. His tongue felt large and prehensile, curling around the tip of her pussy before slipping away.
Alisa didn't know what to do. She turned back over and Marcus let out a big yawn. It lapped the tip a couple times and it felt so good, she stiffled a moan. She could still feel it on the tip, like he was sticking his tongue out. Her hips, involuntarily moved forward, so that his tongue slid across her. Alisa's legs parted and she started thrusting her hips more excitedly. She was fucking his extended tongue now. With that, Marcus grabbed her legs and spread them wider as he buried his face in her pussy.
It was disgusting, but nothing had ever felt so good. She knew it was wrong, but each flicker of his tongue sent shockwaves of pleasure radiating out from her pussy. It felt so good she couldn't gather the strength to push him away. Marcus moved his arm and Alisa felt one beefy finger push its way into her vagina. The tip started rubbing around a spot deep in her pussy and Alisa's hips began bucking uncontrollably.
It happened when Marcus sucked on her clit. Alisa was still writhing with pleasure from the movement of his finger. Marcus placed his lips on her clit and sucked inward. The explosions started in her pussy and radiated outward. Alisa had never had one of course, only making love to Todd several times and he was as inexperienced as she was. It was her first orgasm and it was incredible. Her pussy seemed to squeeze his finger only to balloon up again. It felt like a series of firecrackers going off one after the other.
Alisa was still spasming from the orgasm when she felt her ass cheeks being pulled apart by Darren. His tongue slid down her ass crack and around her anus. Alisa didn't have time to object or be disgusted, she was too busy moaning to speak. By the time she recovered from the orgasm, Darren was pushing his tongue into her ass hole and it actually felt good. Marcus was still sucking on her clit while fingering her and the additional sensations in her ass had another orgasm exploding from her pussy within seconds of the first. Alisa reared her head and found herself staring at Marcus' bulbous cock-head. She followed her first instinct, which was to stretch her neck towards his cock. He was so tall that she could barely reach, but she did manage to kiss the head as a way of saying thanks. When she recovered from the second orgasm, she couldn't believe she had kissed the thing a man peed from, and a black stranger at that, but it had felt completely natural to her.
"Next time, you take the ass,"said Darren to Marcus.
"That felt incredible," said Alisa stretching
"You ready to try what your friends are having?" asked Darren.
"No, I can't cheat on my fiance, but thank you anyway." Alisa was lying on her back, feeling their big cock-heads touching her hair. She was begining to understand why her friends hadn't been able to resist the black men. She would forgive Sherie for the sin of adultery.
Suddenly, Marcus jumped off the bed. "Ow, ow, ow," he said limping around the room.
"What's wrong?" asked Alisa sitting up.
"Charley horse."
"Can I help?"
"Yes, can you massage my leg for me?"
"Of course."
Marcus pulled her to her feet and sat on the bed. He spread his legs as she kneeled at his feet and began rubbing his calf. This put her at eye-level with his crotch. She stared at his huge erect phallus as she kneeled at his feet. The head bobbed before her eyes as she massaged his leg.



"Did you enjoy having your pussy eatten?" asked Marcus.
"Yes, I loved it." Alisa rubbed his leg harder. His leg was so muscular it was like rubbing a rock. "I hope my fiance will do it."
"White boys don't like to eat pussy. They're too prissy. Now massage my thigh."
"My Toddy will do anything for me," she said working her hands up to his thighs. Though Marcus was right, Todd was prissy and she couldn't picture him doing what Marcus had just done.
Moving her hands up to his thighs, put her lips closer to his bobbing cock-head and one of her hands against his balls. The smell coming off his cock was delicious, even after coming twice she was still horny and smelling it seemed to make her hornier.
"Why don't you heft my balls?" ordered Marcus. Alisa obeyed feeling how heavy they were. "Why did you kiss my cock, Alisa?"
Alisa blushed. "I don't know, I just felt so good, I wanted to thank you. It felt right."
"I could barely feel it. Could you thank me again?"
Alisa nodded. Her left hand moved over to the base of his cock and held it steady while her right hand still massaged his balls. She puckered up and kissed the crown, being careful to avoid the white stuff leaking out from the tip. "Thank you," she said before kissing it again. She let her kiss linger a little, while she inhaled his scent through her nose.
"You know it's customary to return the favor."
"What do you mean?" she asked, she had removed her lips, but still held his cock. She found herself reluctant to release it.
"I made you cum with my mouth, so you have to do the same for me."
"Oh, I couldn't do that. It sounds so dirty." Alisa felt her nipples hurting, they were so hard with excitement at the thought. "Plus, I can't cheat."
"Oral sex isn't cheating. Besides, your fiance will love it and if you do a real good job, he might just eat your pussy as good as we did. Don't you want to have your pussy eatten again?"
"Yes, I want that very much."
"The trick is to do such a good job that he'll do anything for you for another one. However, you need to do a good job and that takes practice."
"I can practice on you!"
"Smart girl. You can start by licking all over it. Start with the head and work your way down."
It sounded like a great idea to her. Between the alcohol and the smell coming off Marcus' cock, Alisa's thoughts were clouded. She couldn't think clearly and found it easier to let him do her thinking for her. Alisa stuck her tongue out and licked around the crown.
"Lick everywhere," ordered Marcus.
Alisa had been avoiding the pre-cum flowing out his pee-slit. She sighed and moved her tongue over it, lapping up his juice. There was so much of it, it had been hard to avoid anyway, but then a cock this big needed a lot of lubrication. It didn't taste bad at all and her tongue pushed into his pee-slit trying to get more. His cock spasmed as she teased the head.
"Now the shaft."
Alisa nodded and moved her tongue down his rod. She licked every ridge, every bump, and every puffy blue vein as she coated the shaft with saliva.
"Don't forget the balls."
Alisa licked the underside of his cock down to his scrotum. His balls were bigger then tennis balls and only looked small compared with the monsters dangling between Darren's legs. She licked around his left testicle and then the right.
"Now it's time to see how good a cock sucker you are. Put the head in your mouth and try to see how much you can swallow."
Alisa pulled a pubic hair off her tongue and licked back up his shaft. She stretched her mouth wide and took him inside. She gagged as soon as it touched the back of her throat.
"Take it easy baby. Relax. Take a little at a time and breathe through your nose. Remember, do a good job on me and your husband's little white penis will be a breeze."
Alisa hadn't even thought of her fiance she was too intent on serving Marcus. She couldn't even think how Todd must compare to Marcus, half as big, a third? She hadn't seen it, only felt him inside her in the dark. Marcus' thumb was probably bigger.
Alisa tried again relaxing her throat and breathing through her nose. This time she took the tip in her throat before she had to pull out. She tried again and again, each time taking a little more until it felt like the head was in her belly. She was crying and trying not to gag.
"Come on baby, don't over do it," said Marcus. "It takes practice and you'll never be able to get it all. Just suck on what your comfortable with and jerk off the rest."
Alisa nodded. She was crying because she feared she was failing at this and Marcus wouldn't be happy with her. She began bobbing her head over just half of his cock while stroking the rest with both hands.
Marcus reached over her head and took her scrungie off, letting her hair cascade over her shoulders and back. "You have beautiful hair. Never wear it up," he ordered
Alisa continued sucking and stroking him. From time to time, she had to rest, but she continued licking the head while catching her breath. Eventually, the steel shaft in her mouth and hands began to grow. The head swelled up even bigger and the veins hardened. Marcus placed his hand on the back of her head, keeping his cock in her throat.
His grunt warned her first. Then his cock seemed to recoil and shoot forward jerking in her throat. His hot seed flowed down her throat into her belly. He was slowly withdrawing it and as the head entered her mouth, her throat closed up behind it. Alisa's mouth immediately filled up with sperm until her cheeks bulged out and it dribbled down her chin.
Alisa swallowed, choking. She fell on all fours, sperm pouring out her mouth. gagging at the amount. Another, equally large wad splattered across her back and hair. She swallowed what she could and brought her mouth up to his cock-head again catching the third wave in her face. Her lips clamped down over the tip in time to swallow several mouth fulls.
Alisa kneeled between this incredible man's legs, with the head of a huge fifteen inch dark black cock in her mouth, swallowing his seed. She looked up at his muscular chest and handsome face staring down at her. A strange feeling came over her. It was a sense of belonging as if she knew her place in the universe and had discovered her purpose in life.
His cock finally softened and went limp in her mouth, though it remained at least ten inches long. Alisa reluctantly pulled her lips off it.
"Not fair, you gotta get me off too," said Darren. "I'll never be able to sleep with this thing so hard."
"There's no way, I'll be able to swallow that thing," Alisa replied, but she was already licking her lips at the thought of more sperm, even though her belly felt full.
"You gotta do it. I helped get you off."
"Let me go clean up first." Alisa went to the bathroom and used a washcloth to wipe the sperm off her face that she couldn't reach with her tongue. She cleaned off what she could on her back and in her hair. It was like a completely different woman staring back at her from the mirror. Her cheeks were puffy and her eyes were red, but she was glowing. The person looking back at her was an exciting sexual being, not what she was used to seeing.
She walked back to the bedroom naked, a previously unknown sway finding its way to her hips. Darren was now sitting on the bed with his erect, coke-can thick cock sticking out from his crotch. "Marcus said you were pretty good. Lets see if you can handle this."
"Yeah bro," said Marcus, "what she lacks in experience she makes up with enthusiasm."
'My god!' thought Alisa. I was showing enthusiasm. What am I doing? It must be the booze, this isn't me. Before she could think any more, Darren had grabbed her hips and was pulling her down. She fell to her knees and looked crosseyed down his thick black log. There was no way she could take that in her mouth. Alisa wrapped her right hand around the base, amazed by the fact that there was a four inch gap between her fingers. Impatient, Darren placed one large hand around the back of her head and pulled forwards.
Alisa started licking around the head, willingly lapping up the pre-cum this time. Her tongue teased his pee-slit, then slid around the crown. She was moaning with satisfaction by the time her tongue had made it to the base. She did show enthusiasm sucking these men off! She actually enjoyed it!
Alisa returned to the head and stretched her jaw wide. Her tongue twirled around the head as it entered her mouth. He continued forward and his cock entered her throat. Alisa jerked back as she found herself choking. She relaxed and tried again. This time she took a little in her throat. Something she probably couldn't have done without having just sucked off Marcus. Alisa took an inch and choked again. She kept trying, but could never take more then several inches down her throat. These huge cocks were making her tonsils sore. "I'm sorry, you're just too thick for me to do this properly. Can I just stroke you off?"
"No, I gotta better idea. Get up on the bed and lay on your back."
Alisa stood, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. She had no idea what he intended, but she climbed on the bed anyway. She held her legs tightly shut to protect her purity, though every instinct screamed at her to spread them wide for this dominant male to take her.
Darren walked to the bathroom and looked in the bowl of toiletries. This room was one of the special ones in the motel reserved for E&I employees. Hidden webcams were aimed at the shower and bed covering them from several angles with various zooms. Over a hundred people were watching this live and over a thousand would download it later. Instead of the standard shampoo and conditioner, the toiletry bowl was stocked with k-y jelly, motion lotion, and other assorted oils. He grabbed a tube of k-y and returned to the bedroom.
Marcus was lying beside Alisa caressing her breasts and belly when Darren returned to the room. Amazingly, Marcus' cock was hard again. Darren climbed on the bed and straddled her legs. "What are you going to do?" she asked.
"I'm going to titty fuck you." Darren climbed on the bed and straddled her. A submissive thrill caused her to shiver with excitement as she looked up at his huge cock and muscular chest. Darren had a small bottle in his hand and he emptied it along the shaft of his cock. He started rubbing the lotion around the head. "Here, let me do that," said Alisa reaching up to grab his cock. She ran her hands along it, coating it completely with the lotion. In fact, she was reluctant to stop and started jerking him off.
Darren let her stroke him for awhile before shouting, "enough." He pulled her hands off his cock and bent them around so that they wiped against the insides of her breasts. "Pull my cock down and place it between your breasts."
Alisa grabbed the tip of Darren's cock and pulled down amazed at the amount of strength she had to put into it to move the big thing. She pulled it down to her chest and Darren squeezed her breasts together engulfing his cock. It was so big, the head reached her neck. If it had been Marcus, she probably could have taken the tip in her mouth.
Darren started thrusting his hips and Alisa watched fascinated as his big bulbous cock head slid down, disappearing between her breasts only to spring forward again. Darren increased the pace and was soon rapidly bucking his hips. She could feel his huge balls splayed out on her belly and wandered how much sperm they must hold.
"You squeeze them together bitch," he said and Alisa raised her hands up to squeeze her breasts together so that he could fuck them. Darren had wanted his hands free to play with her nipples. Alisa's arelolas were puffy and the size of half-dollars, but it was her nipples which fascinated men the most. They were fat, inch long minature cocks, almost always hard, and extremely sensitive. Darren squeezed both her nipples between his thumbs and forefingers. He pulled them roughly, stretching them out, but it felt good and Alisa started moaning.
Alisa's moans turned to crys of delight when Marcus inserted his finger back in her pussy. She tried desperately to raise her hips into Marcus' finger, but Darren's weight held her immobile. Her moans turned to ones of frustration.
Marcus rose up on his knees beside her and her hand automatically grabbed his cock without taking her eyes off Darren's cock. Darren's hand moved in where hers had been to keep her breasts squeezed tightly around his thrusting cock. Was it her imagination, or did it look bigger. Darren's torso glistened with sweat now and he was grunting rythmically. Alisa's legs were spread wide open now, trying to thrust up into Marcus' finger while her hand was still wrapped around his cock, stroking it.
Marcus pulled his finger out and suddenly jabbed two fingers deep into her pussy just as Darren thrust his cock forward and held it there. Alisa watched as the pee-slit opened. It wasn't a strand or a wad of cum, so much as it was a wave that fanned out from the tip. She screamed in orgasm just as his sperm splattered from her forehead to her neck. A lot got in her mouth and she bent her chin down opening her mouth wide to catch the second wave. She did, swallowing alot.
Darren wasn't happy with her just swallowing his sperm, he liked to baptise his sluts with it. He pulled back and jerked his third wad out onto her tits. His third wad was as much as Marcus' first.
Darren dismounted her body and kneeled on the otherside of her from Marcus. He blew another load on her belly and then moved up towards her face bending his cock down towards her lips. He jerked his cock off into her mouth and she sucked up the last of his sperm like a baby on a bottle.
Marcus was still fingering her and she felt another orgasm approaching just as he pulled his finger out. She let go of his cock and sat up, wanting his finger back, but too ashamed to ask for it.
Alisa climbed off the bed and went into the bathroom to clean up. She was covered in sperm and turned the shower on. This was going to take awhile. She was still horny. Marcus' finger had brought her to the brink of orgasm just before he pulled out. Her own finger found its way between her legs several times before she got out of the shower, but she was to inexperienced to please herself. Alisa spent a long time cleaning up. Sperm seemed to become stringy when wet and was difficult to get it all off.
When she returned to the bed. The two black men were fast asleep on top the matress. They had stripped off the soiled covers and were sleeping on either end of the bed. Marcus cock was still hard and seemed to twitch every now and then. Amazingly, Darren's seemed to have hardened a little again too.
Alisa crawled between them in the right direction this time. She didn't want her face in their crotches again, she couldn't trust herslef anymore to keep her mouth off them. She faced Marcus, staring into his handsome face as he slept. He moved his arm up and placed his hand on her hip. She didn't object, in fact a shiver of excitement rose up her spine at his touch.
Marcus' hand remained there for several minutes, then it slowly caressed down her leg and around to her butt cheek. He squeezed her cheek and then pulled her tightly in his arms. Her body crushed up against him, her tits mashing into his chest. She had never felt this protected or meek in Toddy's arms. "Missed you baby," he murmered in his sleep.
Marcus' hand moved from her ass cheek to her thigh and lifted her leg up, pushing his cock in between them. "Marcus," she said softly, trying to wake him. He didn't budge and Alisa felt a shiver of pleasure as his hard shaft slid back and forth along her labia. "MARCUS," she said louder this time and shaking him, but he still didn't wake up.
Marcus groaned in his sleep. He had pulled his cock back so that the tip was dangerously close to entering her pussy. He rolled over on top of her, his weight forcing her legs to open wide. Alisa could feel his big cock-head forcing its way between her labia and entering her. She looked over at Darren. The other black man was wide awake and watching her. Marcus turned her head up to his and mashed his broad lips down against hers. She struggled for a second, but soon found her own tongue pushing into his mouth while the tip of his cock moved around in her pussy. It felt incredibly good to be in the arms of such a strong man. The fat cock-head moving around in her pussy felt too good to stop, in fact her legs were automatically opening wider to receive more of it.
"Gawd Damn, this is one tight pussy," growled Marcus. "You a virgin?"
"No," she moaned. "Though it feels like the first time." This was what sex was supposed to feel like. This was the reason she had given in and let Todd make love to her, only that had been unsatisfying. The was the kind of sex described in her cheesy romance novels, being possessed and dominated by a well-built man and the feelings were coming from a black stranger. With that realization, Alisa wrapped her legs around Marcus' ass and squeezed, trying to pull his cock in deeper.
Marcus took the hint and began bucking his hips, forcing more of his cock in with each thrust. Alisa's nails dug into his back as she came for the first time with less then half his cock inside her. Alisa began raising her hips to match his thrusts, growling and moaning as he fucked her. Marcus arched his back and looked down at her. Gone forever was the shy, overdressed, conservative young woman. She now looked like a wanton slut, comfortable with her body and sexuality. Alisa was fucking him back with all she had. "Beg me to fuck you," he growled.
"Fuck me Marcus. Gimme that big black cock. I love it. I love your cock. Fuck me."
Marcus sat up, kneeling and grabbed her legs under her knees. He held her legs spread wide as he pounded his prick in and out of her pussy. No woman had ever taken his entire fifteen inches, but Alisa took more then most, around thirteen. She thrashed around like a bitch in heat screaming and moaning as orgasm ater orgasm shook her body. Darren kneeled by her face pushing his cock down towards her lips. She was too overwhelmed to suck on it, but she slobbered all over the head with her tongue between orgasms.
Her tight pussy and her big nipples were driving Marcus crazy. This was the hottest bitch he had ever fucked. Her pussy was milking his cock. It felt so good, he wasn't even going to last a half hour. He thrust his cock, bellowing as the sperm emptied from his balls.
Alisa froze staring at his with disbelief as his sperm filed her pussy. Her belly was undulating, her eyes rolled back in her head, and she screamed as the biggest orgasm yet exploded from her pussy causing her to pass out.
Alisa woke up to a growing pain in her pussy. She opened her eyes to see Darren stuffing his thick cock in her pussy. "My god, you'll kill me with that thing."
"Just relax, you can take it." Darren pushed feeling her pussy lips spreading apart for him.
Alisa was amazed at her own bodies elasticity in accommodating him. Her labia opened wide for the huge cock-head and she moaned as the thick ridge scraped across her clit. There was another moments pain as the thick part under the head slid inside her. Darren kept pushing more in. Alisa could feel every ridge, bump, and vein on Darren's huge cock. If she hadn't already fucked Marcus, there would be no way she could take Darren's thick shaft. Now her pussy seemed to be stretching wide around Darren's cock, molding itself to his size. Alisa wondered if her pussy would ever return to normal. She was breathing like a woman giving birth as he buried his entire cock inside her. She knew it was just over a foot long, but it felt like he was shoving a baseball bat in her pussy.



Darren held his cock still until he felt her juices dripping down his balls, then he knew she was ready. "Get on all fours slut," he ordered pulling his cock out.
Alisa felt empty without his cock and she quickly rolled over and got up on all fours. Darren stood beside the bed, grabbed her hips, and pulled her to the edge of the bed, where he quickly reinserted his cock. He began pumping his hips so fast, his balls were stinging her thighs. Alisa had never fucked in this position and she found it primal. Darren was treating her like a slut using her solely for his pleasure and she loved it. Thats when the orgasms started coming again.
Marcus sat up on the bed and kneeled before her. His cock was soft and dangled like a thick black banana, swinging before her face. Alisa kissed it and took the head in her mouth. It quickly hardened again as big and firm as it had the first time she had touched it. Darren's thrusts pushed her into Marcus' cock and soon she was deep throating him.
They fucked and sucked like this for a long time before she felt a stab of pain in her pussy again Darren's cock was swelling as he approached orgasm. With one final thrust he buried it, holding it still as the first wave of sperm assaulted her womb. Alisa choked on Marcus's cock as she had her most powerful orgasm yet.
Luckily, it was nowhere near her time or the continous waves of sperm bombarding her womb would surely have gotten her pregnant. Darren's cock acted like a cork keeping her uterus full of sperm. Alisa would need their cocks again and knew the future held black babies for her unless she went on birth control. There was no way she would ever make them wear a condom. Her slut nature had been awakened and she needed to feel their cum squirting into her pussy. Strangely, the thought of carrying a black baby didn't disgust her like it should.
Darren pulled his cock out and his sperm flowed into the vacuum, pouring out of her pussy. He shot a last wad on her back and smacked his cock across her ass. It was still hard! "I want you to ride me," he said. Marcus pulled his cock out of her mouth and grinned as he got off the bed. His long cock glistened with her saliva as he took it out of her mouth's reach.
Darren pushed her out of the way and laid down on the bed. He held is cock up for her. Alisa felt whole again as she lowered herself down his shaft. She tried to ride him, but was too weak. Strangely, he didn't seem in much of a hurry. Darren pulled her forward so that her nipples and breasts mashed into his chest. His big hands grabbed her ass cheeks and spread them apart. She quickly realized why Marcus hadn't been upset when the blow job ended prematurely. He was getting ready to fuck her ass.
Her saliva wasn't good enough, so Marcus had grabbed some motion lotion from the bathroom. He nearly emptied the bottle on his shaft and squirted the rest on the cute little rosebud Darren was holding open for him. He pushed down watching her ass slowly yield and open for his cock. Alisa groaned and tried to crawl up Darren's body to escape the anal pain. Marcus kept right on pushing and Darren took the opportunity to suck on her nipples until she gave in. Marcus forced about ten inches inside and held it still until her ass relaxed and he began pumping.
Alisa couldn't believe how stuffed she felt sandwiched between the two men. Darren began bucking his hips under her when Marcus started moving. Her ass grew warm from the friction and she thought Marcus might have cum, but it kept heating up. The two black men took turns alternately pumping and then slamming both their cocks in her at once. The combined stimulation and the heat in her ass had her cumming again. These men were so skilled, she thought they might have done this before, but what were the odds?
They fucked for a long time, but eventually both men came within seconds of each other triggering her to have her own mind blowing orgasm. As both her pussy and ass filled with sperm, Alisa had an epiphany. She realized she was their slave, both her mind and her body belonged to them. There wasn't anything she wouldn't do to please them. She serviced them all night until around dawn when Darren decided there was still one place he hadn't marked with his cum...her ass.
Alisa crammed the corner of the pillow in her mouth to keep from screaming. Darren had forced the head of his cock in her already overstretched ass hole. He hadn't been able to get the whole thing in, it was just too thick. "Here slut, you make it cum in your ass," said Darren grabbing her hand and forcing it behind her back.
Alisa grabbed it and began stroking his shaft. It was difficult and she had to switch arms several times, but eventually it began to swell. "Jesus Darren, you're ripping me in two." His cock-head had grown even bigger as he approached orgasm. Alisa could feel the pee-slit opening as he came. Her ass was quickly filling with his hot seed as she passed out from sheer exhaustion.
**********
Alisa woke up splayed out in the middle of the bed. Her head hurt, her pussy hurt, her ass hurt, and her jaw was sore, but she felt liberated, reborn. She sat up, but Marcus and Darren were gone as were their clothes. She peeked out the window. Their car was gone too. They had abandoned her.
Alisa picked up the phone and tried Debbie's cell phone. Debbie answered sounding groggy and as tired as Alisa felt. Her friend said, she'd pick Alisa up in an hour after Alisa figured out where she was. Thats when Alisa glanced at the clock and saw it was after two in the afternoon. She had important errands to run for the wedding and she was still two hours drive from home. Her entire day was shot.
Alisa got up and took a long shower. She walked back into the room and found her clothes were in tatters. Her blouse was ripped, her underwear had been cut off her body, only her skirt was intact.
Right on time, she heard a car honk outside and leaned out the door with a towel wrapped around her to get Deb's attention. "My clothes are ruined, can I wear something of yours?"
Deb nodded. Soon she was walking into the motel room. "This is all I have and I know you won't wear it."
Alisa looked at the tight cut off shorts and halter. "It'll do."
Deb watched amazed as Alisa dropped the towel revealing her body for the first time. Debbie felt a twinge of jealousy as she saw the flawless, voluptous, perfection of her friend's body. Jealousy wasn't the only thing she felt. Lamar had gotten her to eat Sherie's pussy last night and she felt an urge to go down on Alisa too. Alisa was simply gorgeous. Deb hadn't even seen her with her hair down before and her wet hair clung to Alisa's face and shoulders giving her a wanton, sexual look.
Debbie reached out and lifted a strand of Alisa's hair. It was wadded with dried sperm. "They got you too, huh?"
"Yes." Alisa was now dressed and didn't seem the least bit embarassed by the outfit. Her boobs were even bigger then Debs and stretched out the thin halter. Her nipples were clearly visible and poking the material out an inch. The halter exposed Alisa's long sex belly and the shorts were so small on her they stopped just under her ass cheeks. Not only was Alisa, Deb's friend, but she was now also a rival.
The two women left the motel room only to be greeted by the old black clerk. He was wearing a robe even this late in the afternoon. "What about the bill?" he said.
"I thought my companions paid," said Alisa.
"Nope, and you're checking out so late, you owe me for two nights. Follow me to my office."
"Meet me at the lobby," Alisa sighed to her friend.
The clerk had watched Alisa all night on the internet and when he saw the whole car load of sexy bitches, he knew he'd be searching the E&I website for their debut videos too.
Alisa was a little miffed that Marcus and Darren had stuck her with the bill. Even more pissed when she realized she didn't have enough money. It was her batchelorette party and her friends were supposed to cover everything.
"If you dont want to pay, you can suck on this." The clerk opened his robe revealing a pathetic five inch penis, smaller then her fiance's. She fell to her knees automatically, but laughed as she held it.
"Laugh all you want bitch, my times coming."
Alisa took him in her mouth having know idea what he was talking about. Odd, Marcus and Darren had said all blacks were hung. Maybe cocks shrank as they got older? Maybe they had lied? Anyway, getting the old guy off was a breeze. She found it unrewarding and realized the rest of her life would be spent with one this small, but she did love Todd.
The clerk watched her suck him, the skillful slut sucking the sperm right out of his balls within five minutes. He was in line to be enhanced soon. Someday, it woud be a nice, nine inch cock the white sluts would be sucking on. He couldn't wait. He could even star in his own videos. "What took you so long?" asked Deb as Alisa returned to the car.
"I had trouble paying the bill."
Alisa got in the backseat beside Kerry who had her skirt up, legs spread and was diddling her clit. "She has been like this since we left the club," said Sherie. Alisa could see Kerry's stretched pussy and her thighs were red and raw.
"I can't help it," said Kerry, the former bigot. "I want more black cock."
"I'm going to want more too," said Alisa, the others looking at her in surprise. "I say we make this a weekly thing. Say, every Friday, we have girls night out trips to the zebra club.
The others agreed. "Here's to girls night out."
"To girls night out." they all shouted.
"But, what about next Friday?" asked Debbie. "You'll be on your honeymoon."
"Go without me. I can wait." Alisa didn't want her friends to know just how big a slut she had become. Her honeymoon was in the Bahamas, there's plenty of black cock there. Alisa thought of the clerk, it was obvious all black men weren't well hung. She'd just have to keep trying until she found one to satisfy her.
"I don't think I can wait till Friday," said Kerry, still rubbing her clit. "I need it now."
The End
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A Brief History of the Elvish Race
As the human tribes grew more numerous with each passing winter, the elves were forced to retreat from their homelands settling on Eire. The Emerald island was already settled by an ugly misshapen people known as the firbolgs which they easily conquered and enslaved. Known as the Tuatha de Dannan, the elves were a tall, fair, and amorous race. Eventually, mankind came to Eire and for a time the elves whose females were always few in number, enjoyed having human women to play with, but in time the human males learned to make weapons of iron which gave great pain to the elves and they fled North.
Even fiercer men with iron weapons inhabited the lands of Scandia and the proud elves were reduced to living in caves mating with their firbolg slaves until the proud race was reduced in stature and beauty. There the North men took to calling the elves, trolls and they were shunned until the randy nature of the elves forced the humans to hunt them down to protect their women. Klaus, the last Elven king went before the North men's god, Wotan and groveled that his people be spared. Wotan declared that a wereguild tribute be paid for eternity to the children of his warriors killed in battle by the elves and ordered them to leave only returning yearly with the tribute.
Klaus enchanted a herd of reindeer to carry his wife and the survivors of his people far to the North beyond the land of the Laps and they live there to this day toiling endlessly making gifts for the children of the Northmen who became a great seafaring people spreading their seed far and wide across the Earth.
Wotan was known as Saturn by a Southern people and the tribute fell on his day Saturnalia. Even when the old god's died the tribute continued Saturnalia becoming known as Christ's Mass for the son of the new god. The early Christians were both better and worse then their predecessors. They condemned followers who didn't obey their commandments and Klaus' burden fell on only those who were decent so he began keeping a list. However, the Christians also feared the red cloaked figure calling him a devil, Satan, ol' Nick, or Satan Nick, but as they began to celebrate Christ's birthday on Saturnalia, and given the fact that Klaus alway brought gifts to the children, Klaus became a Saint or Santa Claus.
********************
A black gloved hand with fur trimming reached out and grabbed the picture over the fireplace. The picture showed the man and woman of the house on a beach somewhere celebrating their honeymoon. It was the woman's bikini clad figure that drew Santa's attention. She had a beautiful innocence about her that stirred the old elf's loins. Long, straight, black hair framed a face with full lips and bright green eyes. Her hair fell to the tips of full, upthrust breasts. Her thin waist tapered past a flat, sexy belly, flaring out at her hips. The picture was about ten years old and if the woman had kept this body after having her two brats, Santa decided she would be the one.
Not even a mouse was stirring as Santa moved through the house. The Elven King possessed the ability to freeze time or more accurately move his own body and anything he touched outside the normal flow of time, this was how he and some helpers accomplished delivering the Christmas tribute in one night.
Though still bitter at the tribute after three thousand years, Santa looked forward to leaving the bitch behind on Christmas night and getting some young pussy.
He passed the brat's room, groaning at the visions of Harry Potter toys dancing in their heads. Let the parents buy that crap, if he listened to all the Harry Potter requests, he'd have to build an entire factory just for that. Every damn year it was something else, pokemon, beanie babies....crap.
He arrived in the parents room and pulled back the covers of their bed. His cock stirred when he saw the woman laying on her side clad in only blue panties and a white tank top. She had kept her trim figure, but it had actually gotten better. Having two children had fattened up her breasts and her ass was a perfect white globe. He ran his gloved hand across her ass, squeezing it, impressed by it's firmness. Yes, this human would do nicely.
The male slept nude on his back, he had developed a paunch since the picture. His penis was a typical human half-cock and it was erect as he dreamed about his wife. Time frozen dreams were hard to read, but Santa could sense hers were erotic too and not about her husband.
Santa left them four special presents under the tree as he returned to his sleigh.
********************
"Mommy, daddy, Santa's been here," screamed Amy throwing herself on the bed.
Sheila and Jim smiled at each other and climbed out of bed, throwing some robes on. Amy pulled them downstairs where Jimmy was waiting. Their son was sitting near the bottom of the stairs with his arms wrapped around his knees staring in awe at the presents under the tree.
Later, Jim aimed his new polaroid camera at the kids playing with their Harry Potter figures. "Glad you like it," said Sheila watching the pictures come into focus.
"I love it," said Jim, "and I'm gonna love seeing you in your present."
"Later dear." Her husband had given her some lingerie so skimpy it had made her blush. Sheila wondered if the present was for her or for him.
"Mommy, what's this? Can I open it?" Amy had found another present under the tree. There was more, one for each of them.
"Go ahead honey."
The children opened their presents. Both got the same thing, a little doll around a foot long. There was nothing special about them except when you laid them flat their eyes closed and they made snoring noises. Jim opened his gift, it was a new thermos bottle. He sniffed it. "Mmm, eggnog," he said and took a sip. "Good too. Try it."
Sheila did and she had to agree it was quite good, warm, and she detected the hint of alcohol. "These must be from your mother. It's just like her to give Jimmy a doll." The weird thing was, the boy seemed fascinated with the doll. Sheila opened the last gift, addressed to her. It was a two foot tall, slightly sinister looking Santa, more the jolly old elf, then a fat old man in a Santa suit. There was a switch on the thing's pedestal and she pressed it. Jingle bell rock blared out and the thing started moving it's hips dancing. The kids laughed and Sheila placed it back under the tree after turning it off. She found it kind of creepy.
Sheila got up to go start dinner, while the kids played with their new toys. Jim turned on the game and sat before the TV sipping his eggnog.
********************
Sheila sobbed as she climbed out of the bath. Dinner with her parents had been a complete disaster. Jim was drunk off his eggnog, slurring his words and swaying at the table. He had burped out loud and told a joke that made her mom blush. The kids hadn't seemed too interested in the presents their grandparents had bought for them, they seemed to like the dolls Jim's mom had left for them too much.
After toweling herself off, Sheila didn't know why she was bothering, Jim wasn't getting any tonight after his behaviour, but she began rolling on the nylons that went with the lingerie he had given her. It was a very sexy, lacy, white bra and garter ensemble. The bra pushed her large breasts together giving her cleavage that rivaled Dolly Parton's. The lace left little to the imagination, her nipples were clearly visible as was her pubic hair when she pulled on the panties. She hooked the nylons to the belt, herself amazed at how incredibly sexy she looked.
Sheila decided, she would put on her robe, stroll up to Jim, hold it open to show him the lingerie and say, "You can have this if I ever forgive you, but for now you're sleeping on the couch." That would teach him to make an ass of himself in front of her parents and the children.
Before she could do it, Amy ran into the bathroom screaming, "Mommy, mommy, Santa looks funny." Her daughter grabbed her and pulled her downstairs.
Sheila gasped when she saw what her daughter was talking about. The children had stripped the dancing Santa and the toy was anatomically correct in every way. It had a long dangling penis- as long as Jim's -that looked huge on the doll. It was thicker then her husband's and nearly touched the stand it was so long. The rest of the doll, looked like a typical nude Santa, with a fat belly, white chest hair and rosy colored skin. Her mother-in-law couldn't have known what was under the thing's clothes. "What were you two doing?"
"We were playing doctor," said Jimmy.
"Whatever gave you that idea?"
"They did," said both kids at once pointing at their dolls. They had stripped their dolls naked also, but they were normal, no sex organs.
"Oh they did, did they. Well run off to bed, I'll check on you in a few minutes." Sheila watched them run off. She moved the Santa back under the tree and couldn't help touching the fake penis. Despite being obscene, the craftsmenship was amazing. The penis had a lifelike detail that made it look real in every way. It had a big blue vein running the length, ridges, bumps, and was even warm to the touch. She let go, feeling uncomfortable all of a sudden.
Sheila walked upstairs to the children's room. Amy and Jimmy were in their beds, pretending to sleep, and both were snoring softly. She knew they were faking because both were in the exact same position as the sleeping dolls lying beside them in bed and they were both snoring like the dolls. "Goodnight my sugarplums," she said turning out the lights. Sheila didn't notice one of the doll's closed eyes open and follow her from the room.
JINGLE BELL, JINGLE BELL, JINGLE BELL ROCK.
The song blared from downstairs as she was walking to her bedroom. She ran down the steps to the living room. Somehow, the dancing Santa had gotten turned on, it's arms moving up and down as it swung it's hips. The big penis swung back and forth like a big banana, swaying hypnotically.
Sheila sat in her husband's recliner and stared at the big penis. The lace on her bra scraped against her nipples and she realized, she was becoming aroused at the sight before her. A lot of women had a father figure/ Santa Claus fantasy and Sheila found the sight very erotic, f obscene. She couldn't help herself as her hand slipped between her robe and down her belly. Her hand worked it's way under her panties and over her bush. Her index figure ran down her wet slit, growing wetter by the second.
Sheila moaned as she pushed one finger inside her vagina. She needed Jim bad. She suddenly changed her mind about withholding sex, she'd punish him tomorrow.
Sheila turned the Santa off and ran back upstairs, skipping them two at a time. She let the robe fall to the floor as she entered the room and turned on the light. She felt disgusted as she looked at Jim. He was passed out on the bed. The thermos cup had spilled on his bare chest and his chest was sticky with eggnog. The stuff even covered his chin. He was still dressed. His pants were unbuttoned with the zipper down and his beer gut bulged out as if he had drank too much. Sheila knew without trying that she wouldn't be able to wake him.
JINGLE BELL, JINGLE BELL, JINGLE BELL ROCK.
Sheila jumped when the song came back on. She ran back downstairs clad only in her new lingerie. The Santa was dancing again. She watched it's penis swing around and imagined the song said, "around goes the cock" instead of "jingle around the clock". But it wasn't her imagination, right when the song hit what sounded like, "It's penis swell time", the penis began to swell.
The penis plumped up looking for the world like it was getting an erection and it was. It grew a couple inches until it scraped the floor and then it began to rise. The penis grew until it was a foot long and the doll even seemed to grow bigger. As the penis rose upwards, Sheila could see equally large nuts in the sack between it's legs. The rhythm changed too. Instead of rotating his hips, Santa began thrusting them forward like it was fucking something.
Sheila suddenly heard bells, and something clopped across her roof. Cold air blew in from the chimney and the fire in the fireplace flickered. The very air seemed magical and Sheila smelled roasting chestnuts as the air shimmered around the doll and it was gone. An old man stood in it's place.
The old man wore a Santa hat and old fashioned red pajamas that covered his body from neck to feet. Button down flaps were at his crotch and rear for relieving himself. His cheeks and nose were a rosy red and he had slightly pointy ears. He wasn't very big, probably five-four, she was two inches taller in her bare feet. His small size, age, and demeanor didn't make her feel threatened. "Who are you?" she asked.
"I'm Santa Claus," he said. Other then his head, the only thing not covered by his red pj's were his hands. He brought his index figure up to his mouth and whispered, "Sshh Miss Claus thinks I'm sleeping off last nights work."
"Why are you here?"
"To give you your Christmas wish, of course."
"Oh, and what's that?"
"To be dominated by a well-hung man and treated like a slut."
Sheila gasped suddenly not so sure the creature was harmless. "I don't want that."
"Sure you do." Santa pulled a long piece of paper out of thin air and handed it to her. The paper appeared to be parchment and it had everything she had ever wanted for Christmas, a pony was written by 1977 with the words, not practical written in beside it. She skimmed down to 1997 and there it was: wants to be dominated and treated like a slut, wished while watching a boxing match. "I checked my list twice," he said.
Sheila vaguely remembered that day. Jim had gotten pay per view to watch Evander Holyfield fight. Though turned off by the brutality of the fight, Sheila had found herself turned on by the two muscular men boxing. Earlier Jim had asked her what she wanted for Christmas, 'that's what I want,' she thought imagining herself naked between Evander and the equally muscular white guy as they forced her to perform vulgar sex acts on them.
"So are you ready?" asked Santa. The little man was leering at her and Sheila suddenly remembered her state of undress. She held an arm across her breasts and her other down her body, so that her palm covered her crotch.
Santa undid the buttons on the front of his pj's and as the flap fell down, a giant penis burst free. It was as big as the doll's, semi-hard and bobbing in the air. His penis was surrounded by bushy pubic hair as white as his beard and the hair even covered what she could see of his oversized balls. She gasped at the sight. "That can't be real. Your not real. This can't be happening, it's...it's a dream," she cried unable to take her eyes off his huge cock.
"Then you might as well enjoy it." Santa moved closer and Sheila fell into the recliner where she had fingered herself watching the toy Santa. "It's your fantasy after all."
"What do I do?" she asked, her pussy on fire with desire for the big appendage.
"Tug on it to make it hard. I want you to touch the cock that's gonna fuck you like you never been fucked before."
Santa's language offended her, but it also sent a shiver of excitement down her spine. She reached out and grabbed it, feeling it's warmth and it swelled in her hand. It grew to over a foot long, it's head half the size of her fist. "Stroke that big cock you slut," ordered Santa. Sheila obeyed running her hand along the shaft, feeling it slide between her fingers. "Now suck it."
"I can't, I've never done that. It's disgusting and besides your too big."
"Suck it bitch," growled Santa. He slapped his cock across her right cheek with enough force, it stung. Then he slapped her left cheek. Santa pointed the tip at her mouth and pushed it against her lips. Sheila relented, figuring this was her dream after all. She parted her lips, opening wide as Santa pushed the big cock inside her. The head was huge and firm in her mouth as she swirled her tongue around it. "That's a good slut. I'm gonna teach you how to treat an elf-sized cock, not that little human twig you're used too. Lick the shaft, then take it back into your mouth."
Sheila did as she was told. This was turning out to be a helluva good dream, living out her most secret fantasies. She licked his entire shaft, even his hairy balls as he held his cock up for her. The head was oozing pre-cum as she took it back into her mouth. There was something familiar about the taste of his pre-cum, but she couldn't put her finger on it and since she had never done this before, she couldn't compare it to her husband's fluid.
Sheila began giving Santa her first blow job. It was easier then she thought as she bobbed her head. Either her dream made it easier or Santa's magic because she easily took him into her throat without choking. Soon, she was kissing his pubic hair as she took his entire foot long cock down her throat. Neither did her neck get sore, nor did she tire as she bobbed her head over his cock. Santa helped her by thrusting his hips each time she bobbed forward. He must be liking it, she thought, his cock seemed even bigger and harder as it slid back and forth in her throat. He pulled all but the head out just as he exploded.
A flash went off just as Santa shot his load in her mouth. The amount caught Sheila off guard and her cheeks bulged out, sperm dribbling out her lips. She swallowed his hot seed as fast as she could. It was good, tasty even, warmth from all the sperm spread through her body and she felt herself becoming tipsy on it. It did taste familiar, like... like eggnog. The image of her husband drunk off the eggnog from the thermos flashed in her mind, the stuff covering his chin just like it was running down hers.
Sheila loved it and Santa continued to ejaculate several more wads into her mouth. When he had finished, she stroked his cock, squeezing out any remaining drops on her tongue. She froze like that.
Santa moved between time, leaving the beautiful housewife leaning forward in the chair a drop of his cum frozen on her extended tongue. The flash had been Jim's Polaroid camera going off. Two of his helper elves stood there frozen with the camera in their hands until they too phased between time with him. "What are you two shits doing here?"
"We want a piece of the action boss," said Oberon.
"Yeah, I want's a piece of that sweet ass," chimed in Puck. Both elves were between three and a half and four feet tall. They were some of the older elves being about 2500 year old and they aided Santa in paying the tribute as opposed to slaving in the factories. Oberon resembled a miniature Santa, while Puck was more twisted, with a pointy nose and hunchback, evidence of strong firbolg ancestry. "How'd you little bastards follow me here?"
"We morphed into the sleeping dolls," smirked Oberon proud of the deception, "and unless you want Missus Claus to see what you do the day after Christ's mass, you'll let us have some too." He waved the photo of Sheila swallowing Santa's cum.
"Alright then, your little pricks can stretch her out for me."
"You call this little," said Puck stripping out of his green and red uniform. His cock was close to eleven inches and looked even bigger on his little body. Oberon's was just over ten.
"They're little to me, but someday you'll have one like mine. Elvish cocks continued to grow throughout their entire lifespan.
"Yeah sure, we all know elves that get up there in age disappear."
"They retire and move to Florida," said Santa. "At least that's what Missus Claus tells me."
"Sure boss," said Puck playing with the frozen girl's nipples, "and you believe that manipulative old bitch?"
Of coure they were right. Missus Claus liked her position at the north pole and would do everything to protect it from rivals.



"When can we start?" asked Puck growing impatient.
"In a minute." Santa stripped off his pj's and tugged on his cock to make it hard again. Then he placed the tip back on her tongue and phased back into normal time.
Sheila came back to life. "I love your cum. Hey, you're still hard and you're naked!" Then she noticed the two little elves sporting erections so big, they look like they'd tip over. "Who are they?"
"It's your dream," said Santa shrugging and stepping out of the way of Puck.
"Quit talking and start sucking bitch," growled Puck climbing up on the chair and straddling her lap so that his big cock was pointed a her face. The deformed little man was a far cry from her fantasy of the two muscular boxers, but this dream was actually turning out better then that fantasy. She took him into her mouth, her belly growling at the thought of getting more eggnoggy cum in it.
The little man fucked her face like that for awhile before she felt a pair of hands grab her legs and pull them so that her ass slid down the chair. She continued to suck the cock in her mouth while her pussy dangled off the seat cushion and the second elf moved her thin panties aside and positioned his cock beween her legs. Her eyes widened in surprise as a cock bigger then anything she was used to was quickly pushed into her wet pussy by the impatient elf. I felt wonderful to be filled so completely.
The big cock in her pussy was awakening nerves she never knew she had. Her whole body was tingling and it made it difficult to suck the cock in her mouth. Suddenly, Sheila's body went nuts. She went crazy with lust for the elve's cocks and began slamming her hips down into the cock rapidly thrusting into her pussy while sucking the tip of the one in her mouth while stroking off the rest with her hand. A series of mini-orgasms began going off in her womb. She had never been multi-orgasmic and each one was better then any Jim had given her which wasn't much.
Eventually, the one in her mouth began acting like Santa's had, swelling and hardening, and she knew he was close. She tightened her lips around his thrusting shaft vowing to swallow every drop of his delicious fluid, but it was not to be, as her mouth filled with cum and she gulped it down to make room for the next load, the one in her pussy also exploded. It felt like a hose in her pussy, the spurting cum triggering an mind-numbing orgasm that made her lose control. Sheila screamed with pleasure and lost control of the cock in her mouth. Hot cum covered her face as the cock left her mouth and she felt more striking her breasts.
She was in a daze, absentmindedly, licking the eggnog from around her lips when the elves jumped out of the way. Santa took her hand and pulled her to her feet. He led her over to the Christmas tree and unhooked her bra while one of the little elves yanked down her panties. Her huge breasts sprang free as the elves left her nude except for her garter and nylons. Santa pushed her to her knees. Sheila immediately began licking his cock again, but he pulled it from her reach. Santa pushed her back so that she fell forward on to her belly. "On all fours slut, I'm gonna fuck you like the bitch you are."
Sheila was still pushing herself off the floor when Santa entered her from behind. His cock stretched her out more then the little elves and she tried to push back to meet his thrusts, but his thrusts were to strong. They kept pushing her body down until she gave up laying her head on her arms on the carpet with just her ass thrust up into the air. She was just a slut being used for his pleasure and Sheila loved every minute of it.
Sheila was glad she had taken the smaller elf first to make it easier on her. Even then Santa's was several inches longer, thicker, and he seemed intent on making her take it all. Just when she thought she couldn't take another inch, his balls slapped her thighs as he buried it. Then they slapped her again and again, until they began to sting they were hitting her so fast. It felt so good, she was thankful this was just a dream or she'd never be able to feel her husband inside her again.
A huge orgasm burst from her pussy and then another one even more powerful. They came in waves so fast she lost count of them.
Santa pushed his thumb in her ass-hole startling her, but her ass clamped around it and it triggered a mega-orgasm. Santa added several more loads of sperm to the stuff already in her pussy and then he pulled out.
A long string of cum dangled from Sheila's pussy as Santa froze her in the position he had just fucked her. "I need time to rejuvenate."
"Sure thing boss," said Oberon, "we'll find something to eat."
Santa relaxed in the comfy chair while the two elves munched on some Christmas cookies. "Remember how good it was living in the hills and forests, before the humans drove us out?" "Yeah, but we got a lot of pussy back then with them around."
"Not this once a year shit," sighed Santa.
"Speak for yourself," complained Puck. "This is my first time in two hundred years. The least you could do is let us fuck some nice Eskimo or Laplander girl. I'm ready to go again now."
"Me too," said Oberon.
It was Puck's turn to fuck her, so he crawled under the frozen girl and pointed the head of his cock at her pussy. Oberon rested his on her lips.
Sheila was feeling empty without Santa's cock in her when suddenly another was thrust inside her still dripping pussy and an elf appeared right before her eyes, sticking his cock down her throat. She couldn't look down while sucking on the penis, so she assumed she was riding the other elf as he was busy sucking on her large dangling breasts.
Santa let them fuck awhile, turning on the tv. He flipped through the channels pausing on an adult station. The action was hot and the old elf wished he had cable at the North pole. It soon had him hard again and he turned the tv off to rejoin the action.
Sheila was vaguely aware of Santa walking back over sporting another big, bobbing erection. He walked behind her and she wondered what he had planned as the little elf was still busy fucking her. Then she felt his hands on her ass cheeks spreading them open and his cock-head poking at her sphincter. She tried to protest around the cock thrusting down her throat, but all she could do was gurgle. She felt her sphincter open wide and close around the head only to stretch out again for the shaft. All the eggnog-cum had made her drunk, numbing her body to the pain. There was just a little discomfort which passed quickly as she began to get into it. She had three huge cocks filling all three of her holes. Sheila wanted to cry out in joy, but her mouth was full. The orgasms started cumming again and she had already had more tonight then in her entire life.
The elf in her pussy came first. He kept his spent cock buried inside her and continued to suck on her nipples. Not long after, the cock in her mouth exploded and this time, she swallowed every drop of the tasty cum, enough to make her head spin with drunkenness. The spent elf fell back to the floor panting. Santa lasted awhile longer eventually filling her ass with as much of his seed as he had blown earlier. Sperm poured out of her ass-hole as he pulled his cock out. The elf under her finally quit sucking her breasts and crawled out from under her. "Well, I hope you enjoyed your Christmas present young lady," said Santa walking around to where she still remained on all fours. She nodded, it had been the best present ever. Santa winked at her and then he was gone.
"That was fun," said Puck staring at the frozen women. "Can we fuck her again next year?"
"No," said Santa. "Her marriage won't exist next year. We've awakened a need in her that her husband can't satisfy. Besides, she's an adulterer now and just made the naughty list. That's why I always pick married women, my little contribution to lightening the tribute burden." Santa walked up to Sheila and touched her forehead. "Forget," he said. "Take her upstairs boys." The little elves crawled under her, then lifted up. They then walked over to the stairs to deposit her in the bedroom. Santa produced another present out of thin air and left it under the tree. It was the least he could do to keep her satisfied for awhile. When the two elves returned, they laid their fingers aside of their noses and with a nod of their head up the chimney they rose.
Three reindeer were frozen on the roof. It was to conspicuous to take the sleigh out from under Missus Claus' nose, so he arranged a deer to be waiting for him. The two elves had wisely thought of a ride back home also.
********************
Jim woke up to a new experience. His wife was deep throating his dick for all she was worth. It felt great, but he had the headache to end all headaches and it lessened the experience. He blew his load in her mouth, surprised to her gulping it down. "Thanks honey, what's gotten into you?"
"You did last night." Sheila crawled out from under the covers licking a drop of sperm off her lips. His cum hadn't been much, but she assumed he was spent. "You fucked the hell out of me last night." She straddled his rapidly deflating penis and began riding him.
"I did?"
"Many times, my whole body is sore." His penis was shrinking and it slipped out. "Come on Jim make me cum again." It was no use and Sheila gave up, plus she found it unsatisfying. "We'll try again tonight."
Sheila was surprised to see herself still in the garter and nylons, but figured it was the outfit that had gotten her husband so fired up, that and the eggnog. There was a little bit left in his thermos and she swallowed it when he wasn't looking. She wished she knew the brand because she could get used to drinking it every day.
Sheila went downstairs to make breakfast and noticed the lone gift still under the tree. It was addressed to her so she quickly unwrapped it. It was a beautiful, life-like twelve inch dildo. She felt an itch deep in her pussy at the sight of it. She even had a strange desire to shove it up her ass. The children came downstairs and she quickly hid it behind a chair so they wouldn't notice.
She did notice something much later, and it brought back the memories of the most amazing night of her life. A picture was sticking out of Jim's camera. A picture of her being sprayed with cum from a cock as big as her dildo.
********************
The three elves flew North riding bareback on reindeer. They flew low to keep under NORAD's radar. "That was great boss," yelled Puck over the wind. "I can't wait to do it again. Lets find another slut tomorrow."
"Christmas only cums once a year, boys," said Santa.
THE END
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He was staring at her again. It was a stare that caused her heart rate to increase and made her stomach flutter. The boy was very masculine and she always felt naked beneath his gaze. Darlene broke eye contact and continued teaching class. Half the boys in her classes usually stared at her, but today he was the only one. The other students were passing notes, staring out the window, and a few were sleeping. They didn't care, most had graduated and couldn't wait for school to end.
The first time she had seen Jamal, he had been a skinny black kid, a nerd, complete with glasses and a brain to match. His IQ was well above genius level and he had a 4.0 GPA. He was the perfect target for the bullies in school because of his nerdy exterior and the fact that his dad was the school janitor. Some days he showed up with black eyes and bruises and he shyly kept to himself, his only friends some of the other geeks.
All that changed this year. When Jamal returned from summer break he was barely recognizable. He was now as big as a pro wrestler and the glasses had disappeared. Coach had flipped when he saw the muscular black kid and recruited him for the football team. He hadn't been very good. He seemed unused to his new body, and unskilled with a football in his hands, but opposing teams soon learned that he couldn't be brought down. He had also skipped half the year and was now failing her class. On top of that Jamal seemed to have a lot of money now and Darlene was afraid he was dealing drugs, even speaking to his father about it. The janitor had replied that Jamal was working at a pharmaceutical plant outside Stoney Harbor and was making some big bucks.
His father had also apparently taken whatever kind of steroid Jamal was on. He looked great and had dyed his grey afro black again. He looked fifteen years younger, more like an older brother then a father. Both men stood around six and a half feet tall towering over the other students and Darlene's small just over five foot frame.
The bell went off and the teacher said, "Read chapters nineteen and twenty. There'll be a quiz on them tomorrow." The class groaned and as one stood up and headed for the door. All except Jamal that is. He stayed seated and continued to stare at her. "Anything I can do for you Jamal?"
"Yes, Mrs. Duncan. I need you to change my grade."
"You should have thought of that before skipping my class. What happened to you Jamal, you used to be such a great student?"
"I decided I'd had enough of dead white people bullshit."
"Keep that language up and I'll see you don't ever graduate." It felt weird threatening this giant hulking black man towering over her. "That's not the respectable attitude I need..."
"I know exactly what you need Mrs. Duncan."
********************
"I know exactly what you need Mrs. Duncan," said Jamal holding his fat, thirteen inch cock up as he lay naked on her bed.
The woman crawled between his legs and took the cock she loved so much into her mouth. Her head bobbed up and down over it, skillfully swallowing half with one thrust.
"Man, I always wanted this slut, watching her shake that hot ass walking down the school hall. Mind if I fuck her?"
"Sure dad, lets plug this bitch from both ends."
"Wait Jamal..." The woman had never done anything like this before. Jamal's cock was more then enough.
"Shuddup and spread your legs for my dad," shouted Jamal.
Malcom, the school janitor put the video camera on the dresser keeping it aimed at the bed. He was already shirtless and quickly became pantsless as he stripped, his thick eleven inch cock springing up as he freed it.
Malcom climbed behind the girl easily inserting his hard cock into her wet pussy. "Oh god, fuck me," she moaned.
"Shuddup bitch, you'll ruin everything," snapped Jamal.
"This is one hot pussy you got Mrs. Duncan," cried Malcom spanking her ass with one hand and wrapping his other fist around her blonde hair. "I bet Raymond doesn't fill you with this much cock." As he spoke Malcom's arm flexed and her blonde wig fell off revealing curly red hair tied up in a bun.
"Dammit dad," cried Jamal just as his cum filled Tiffany the head cheerleader's mouth.
"Don't sweat it Jamal. We'll have the tech boys edit the video. Now lets fuck this snooty bitch. Never even glanced at me the lowly janitor when you walked on by. Now your hooked on black dick."
"Yes, yes yes," cried the girl licking up Jamal's cum from around her lips. "I'm a slut for your big cocks."
When the two men finshed with her, they quickly cleaned the sheets while Malcom went downstairs. Mrs. Duncan had asked him to fix her plumbing while her husband was away and loaned him a key.
********************
"Here Darlene," said Malcom handing her a glass of tea. "You looked thirsty."
"Thats Mrs. Duncan, Malcom, but thanks I am thirsty." Darlene was laying out in her yard wearing a modest bikini. She was very aware that Malcom had used the drink as an excuse to check out her body and his eyes were freely roaming every inch of bare skin. She was also very aware of his body. The janitor had removed his shirt in the warm spring air and she had never seen a chest so well-defined. His torso rippled with muscles. "Aren't you done yet?" He was supposed to have finished yesterday while she was at school. Raymond was coming home tonight and she wanted to work on her tan for her husband.
"Almost."
"By the way, Jamal skipped class again yesterday."
"He was with me, bit of a family 'mergency."
"Very good then." Darlene laid back and closed her eyes. The vision of Malcom's granite black chest sprang unbidden to her mind. The way his eyes freely roamed her body as if he owned her, the way his son dominated any room he was in...there was something special about these two. Moisture formed between her legs and it wasn't sweat. Her breasts were smalish, but perfectly formed with fat, sensitive nipples. They hardened, stretching out the bikini top as she thought of the black men. She opened her eyes when she heard the low whistle.
"I always knew you were hiding a hot bod under those dowdy outfits of yours." Jamal was standing over her. He too was shirtless and her eyes couldn't help running down his muscular chest stopping perplexed on a freakishly big bulge under his shorts. "You're sure one fine bitch Darlene."
"Jamal, that's Mrs. Duncan and if you speak to me this way one more time, I'll see you're expelled.
"Yes Mrs. Duncan."
"What are you doing here anyway?"
"Came to help my dad."
"Fine then, go on inside." Darlene closed her eyes again aware that both black men were coming out to look at her body from time to time, but unaware that they were naked standing behind her, long banana-like cocks dangling down halfway to their knees.
Raymond came home just as Malcom was collecting his tools. "That'll be $90 Mrs. Duncan."
Darlene's eyes opened with delight when she saw her husband home early. "I got it honey," said Raymond taking the money out of his wallet. "Thanks for fixing our plumbing problem Malcom. I'm away so much I don't have time to fix things around here. I'm leaving again Monday morning."
"No," said Darlene upset she'd only have a day and a half with her husband.
'Sorry honey." Raymond watched Malcom and Jamal leave. "Jesus, those guys are huge. They could be professional weightlifters." Raymond looked back at his wife still in the bikini, his dick stirring at the sight. "Lets go inside."
"My thoughts exactly." Darlene jumped up and ran upstairs to the bedroom.
Afterwards, she was still horny. Sex had been good, but unsatisfying. Plus, she couldn't help comparing her husband's pale, flabby torso to the well-built black men that had just left. Even worse, she continued to be horny all weekend and that was the last erection she saw on her husband. His penis even seemed to shrivel a little by Sunday night. Darlene went to school that Monday a horny frustrated woman.
Again that day after class Jamal waited until the other students had left. "I need you to change my grade Mrs. Duncan."
"Actions have consequences Jamal. You should have thought of that before blowing off class."
"Why don't you blow me off bitch."
"...JAMAL! You've gone to far."
"You want it teach. Look how hard your nipples are. I bet your pussy is soaking wet right now at the thought of getting a man-sized cock in your mouth. Mr Duncan's little worm can't satisfy a horny slut like you."
"Get out now. Get out before I call the cops."
"I need you to change my grade. I'm making three times what you're geting paid. I don't have time to go to summer school."
"Get out!"
Darlene collapsed against her desk as Jamal left the room. Her face was flushed and her hands were trembling. She sat down in her chair, her soaked vagina making her thighs cold and clammy. Jesus, but a lot of what he said was true. Staring up at his massive chest had made her pussy spasm with excitement. It was all she could do to stand up to him, her instincts told her to fall to her knees at his feet. She had never felt submissive around Raymond before. Jamal wasn't right about her husband though, Raymond had a nice sized penis, but it had resembled a worm the last time she had seen it. Like a little pale grub shrinking up against his testicles. Unfortunately, his impotence last weekend coincided with her unusual state of horniness. Darlene tried to compose herself before her next class.
Darlene went home and soaked in the tub. It had been a long, bad, day. She hadn't seen Malcom, but had left a message on his answering machine to give her a call. He was a helpful man and she wanted to give him the curtesy of notifying him that she was about to have Jamal expelled. She hated to do it to him, but his son was out of control.
Darlene got out of the tub and toweled herself dry. Even now after relaxing there were still outward signs that she was aroused. Her sensitive nipples were so hard they ached and her vagina had an itch that only Raymond's stiff penis could scratch. She was putting on one of her husband's shirts when the doorbell rang.
Darlene ran downstairs and peeked through the curtains. Jamal was standing on her doorstep. "What do you want Jamal?" she called.
"I need you to change my grade."
"Go away before I call the police."
To Darlene's horror, the door knob jingled and the door opened. He had a key! Just as it registered, she turned to run when his hand shot out and grabbed her collar jerking her back. Several buttons flew off her shirt exposing her breasts.
"I"m not going to hurt you Mrs. Duncan."
"Then get out now. Your in big trouble young man." She held her shirt closed with her fist trying to pull it down over her crotch and ass with her other hand. Luckily, she was short and it covered her modesty...barely. "How'd you get a key?"
"I copied the one you gave dad. Now listen bitch, I need you to watch this." Jamal held his hand out with a video cassette in it. The sticker on the cassette read, Everybody Loves Raymonds Wife. She didn't take it as that would mean exposing some part of her body to Jamal. "Where's the tv?" he asked.
"She nodded towards the living room and followed him there.
He inserted the tape and pressed play. The bastard had inserted a porno. The camera was focused on the biggest blackest dick she had ever seen. It looked huge, but she assumed it was from the zoom. The camera panned back showing off the giant cock and balls so big they were splayed out on the bed between the man's thighs. It wasn't the zoom, the black monstrosity was over a foot long. "I know what you need Mrs. Duncan," said Jamal's voice on the screen. A blonde woman with her back to the camera walked over and began sucking on the massive appendage. Darlene was horrified, Jamal was setting her up.
"That's not me, her breasts are bigger," she said aghast.
The camera panned back showing Jamal lying on her bed. On her bed! He had filmed this in her bedroom.
It got worse. Malcom appeared and stripped revealing another huge erect cock. Dear, helpful Malcom was in on this. "This is one hot pussy you got Mrs. Duncan," cried Malcom spanking her ass with one hand and wrapping his other fist around her blonde hair. "I bet Raymond doesn't fill you with this much cock." The picture flickered showing it had been edited.
"You animal, this doesn't prove anything," she growled angry.
On screen, Malcom pulled out his huge cock and came all over the girl's ass and back. Darlene had never seen so much cum in her life. One wad was more then Raymond had shot in a year and there were at least five wads. After that, sperm oozed from Malcom's still hard cock.
They fucked the girl several times, the men's stamina amazing Darlene. Jamal fucked her while Malcom shoved his cock in her ass. The picture never showed the girl's face. Despite the obvious atempt at blackmail, the movie was turning her on. Jamal had her when it ended with her sunning herself. She saw Malcom and Jamal walking behind her naked. The scene changed to just the two black men talking. "This is really your teacher?"
"Yeah dad, she's a real slut for black cock."
The scene switched again to her laying out when Raymond came home. "Thanks for taking care of our plumbing problem Malcom," said her husband paying him. It made it look like he had paid the black men to fuck her.
"So change your grade and this all goes away?" She mumbled.
"Nope, the price just went up. I want a blowjob from those white lips for interest." Jamal paused when he saw how red in the face she was getting. "What's the matter teach, never given a bj before?"
"Yes, but it's disgusting. I don't enjoy it with my husband. Your not him. Your a teenager. Your a b..."
"Black man?"
"Bastard."
"Don't call me names Darlene. I own your white ass. You want the school board to see this. I'll say this happened before my eighteenth birthday. You could go to jail."
"Look Jamal, you win ok? Just give me the tape and I will change your grade."
"Call me Mr Washington. Show me some respect. I'm going easy on you Darlene. I'm learning how to do business in the real world. This is a simple exchange for goods and serices. Suck off my cock and change my grade, in exchange for this service I give you the goods.
"What happened to you Jamal? Was it the steroids?"
"The longer you stall, the more interest is gonna accumulate. I might make you spread them legs for me."
"Alright, pull it out." Her stomach was in a knot at the thought of what she was about to do.
"That's your job Darlene and take that shirt off, I want to see you naked.
"Jamal, please?"
"That's Mr Washington. Now strip."
Darlene's hands were shaking as she unbuttoned the remaining buttons on her husband's shirt. Her skin was flushed and she was ashamed of the obvious signs of arousal on her body. She let the shirt fall to the floor.
"Very nice. Now ask me if you can take my cock out."
Darlene clenched her fists with anger. This boy was intent on making this as humiliating as possible. "May I take your cock out Mr Washington?"
"Yes," said Jamal sitting on the couch and spreading his legs. "Drop to your knees and crawl to me. You must ask and seek permission before you can do anything."
Darlene fell to her knees and crawled slowly towards him. Though she found what she was about to do revolting, there was also something exciting about it. She was about to taste the forbidden fruit. Teacher-student, black man- white woman. teenager-wife, this was wrong, but thrilling. She was about to touch only the second penis in her life and one much bigger then her husband's. She reached up for his belt buckle, but Jamal slapped her hand away. "Ask!"
"May I take your cock out Mr Washington?"
"You may."
Darlene fumbled with his buckle, her hands were shaking so much. She got it unbuckled and then undid his jeans, slowly pulling the zipper down. She reached under his boxers, holding her breath, strangely anticipating touching it as her hands brushed his pubic hair. Her fingers lid along a shaft as thick as a large flashlight. She grabbed it and with difficulty pulled the giant black organ out. "Dear god."
"Describe it."
"It's so big and hard and black. It's so big, I've never seen anything like it. It's so big."
"Bigger then your husband?"
"Yes, at least twice as long and a lot thicker. I didn't know penises got this big."
"Always call it a cock."
"I've never seen a cock like this Mr Washington." It was so hot, like it was alive, throbbing in her hand. It was even more impressive in person then on the video. It was perfectly straight where her husband's curved upwards a little. The head was a big black knob the size of a plum all swollen and hard. The shaft was lighter in color crisscrossed with thick blue-black veins, the rod widening as thick as her wrist just under the black helmut. It even smelled good. Darlene felt the itch in her pussy again, but this time it seemed deeper, beyond the reach of her husband's penis. "How big is it?"
"Just under thirteen inches. It's growing impatient."
"May I suck your cock now Mr Washington?"
"No, lick it first. Lick all around the head, then down the shaft. I also want you to lick each ball." Darlene shivered and pulled the shaft down towards her mouth. Moisture was forming on his huge pee-slit, starting to drip down the shaft. Her tongue flickered out and she began licking the head avoiding the pre-cum. "Lick everywhere slut," he ordered. She gulped and ran her tongue over the now rapidly oozing pre-cum.
Jamal's cock was so hard, it was unyeilding. She pushed against the head with her tongue, the skin didn't budge, nor could she squeeze it. Raymond had never been this hard, it was as if Jamal's cock was carved from granite. She moved her tongue down his shaft, licking the sides and under it. She marveled at the size of his testicles as she licked his hairy sack. They were as big as apples and hung down over the edge of her couch. She slid her tongue back up to the tip and around the head, willingly lapping up the pre-cum now. "May I suck your cock now?"
"Yes." Darlene parted her lips and closed them around the head as she took him in her mouth. She started by bobbing her head over the tip and then several inches. Soon it touched her throat and she gagged. It was just too big. "It's ok Darlene, I didn't expect much from you. You've never had a real cock, a black man's cock to suck on after all. Just do what you can."
For some reason his condescending words angered her. She could do better, she could swallow more, she was better then those cheerleaders Jamal ran around with. This time she suppressed her gag reflex and pushed downward, feeling the head enter her throat. She attacked the huge black cock with gusto, swallowing more with each downward thrust of her head. She needed to rest from time to time and settled for stroking his shaft while licking the head until she felt she could swallow him again.
Darlene was finding this challenging, rewarding even. Why was she enjoying this? She had only done this for Raymond to show she loved him but mostly in hopes he would return the favor, but with Jamal she was actually getting pleasure out of sucking his cock. She was thrilled when he moaned softly and when he started almost imperceptibly bucking his hips. He ran his fingers through her hair pulling her head down over his superior black cock. She obeyed, not stopping until her nose touched his pubic hair. She had swallowed it all.
Darlene attacked his cock like a mad woman, bobbing her head rapidly over the shaft. She was stopping less frequently now to catch her breath, but when she did she used both hands to stroke his rod. When her hand grew tired, she used her mouth again, looking up at him as she swallowed it.
Darlene had lost track of time. All she knew was that her arms and throat were tired. His cock had been acting funny for several minutes now. It was jerking in her throat and it seemed to have grown even bigger. Jamal's rhythm was off and he was grunting. She was deep throating his cock when he bellowed and it jerked in her throat. He was cumming! He had just shot a load into her belly. The thought of swallowing a man's sperm disgusted her. Darlene quickly moved her head up, there was another spasm and another wad slid down her throat. He came again when the head was in her mouth. The amount caught her off guard, filling her mouth completely. Her cheeks bulged out and she gagged, sperm pouring over her chin, breasts, and dripping down on to the carpet. It was better to swallow it. She clamped her mouth around the tip, swallowing the next load and finding she liked having his hot seed slding down her throat. Her belly felt full she had swallowed so much, but Darlene still found her hand was stroking forwards on the shaft as if milking it for more. She fell backwards in surprise at what had just happened.



"You sure you don't want this jammed in your pussy?" he asked. His cock was still mostly hard and glistened with her saliva.
She did, her pussy was practically screaming for it, but she denied it. "No, I can't."
"How about this one then?"
Darlene looked over in surprise. Malcom stood in the room, his pants around his ankles stroking his huge cock. His was under a foot long, maybe eleven inches but as thick as his son's, giving it a stubbier appearance. "I can't cheat on Raymond. I love my husband."
"Your going to let me put it in your pussy or I show this tape tommorrrow in the teacher's lounge." He held a copy of the tape.
"Malcom, I always liked you. Why are you doing this?"
"It is better to be feared then loved Mrs. Duncan."
What was a janitor doing quoting Machiavelli? "Dont you men realize this is wrong. You don't blackmail people for sex."
"Darlene," said Jamal."are you familiar with Nietztche? We are his super-men. We take what we want. Morals do not apply to us. Your weak husband is impotent around us. It is in your nature to submit to our superior black cocks. That is why you enjoyed sucking my cock so much. Once my dad gets his cock in your pussy, you'll understand. You'll never go back to fucking a white man again."
"You have no choice," said Malcom waving the video. "lets move this party upstairs, I wan't to fuck you on your marital bed."
"You were both so nice," Darlene mumbled. Her legs shook so much she had trouble standing as she moved towards the stairs. "Was it the steroids?" she asked Malcom. "Did they make you aggressive?"
Malcom smacked her ass to make her hurry up the stairs. "They made me powerful."
"And power corrupts," she said.
"Absolutely," said Malcom. "But it is my right as a dominant male to take what I want and I wanted you. Plus, it turned my weakling son into a man. I met some men in a strip bar who recruited us to work for them. Thats why Jamal needs to graduate. They want him in their research division, but he needs his diploma, so I conceived of this little blackmail scheme."
"This was your idea?" They were in the bedroom now.
"Oh yes," said Malcom. "I'm nearly as smart as Jamal. I just never had proper schooling. Now get on the bed, on all fours. I want to fuck you like an animal."
"It's not to late Malcom. I'm willing to forget this has happened." She climbed on all fours, her ass pointing towards Malcom. She was glad he had chosen such an unromantic position. There was no way this could be as good as facing the man you loved in the missionary position.
"Shit bitch," he was completely naked now. "Your pussy's begging for my cock. Your lips are all swollen and wet. They've already spread open in anticipation of getting their first real fucking. Tell me to fuck you."
"I can't."
Malcom moved between her legs and ran the head of his cock up and down her pussy lips. She moaned and her pussy opened wider. "Tell you what Mrs. Duncan, I'll make you a deal. Let me put the whole thing in you. Once it's in, all you have to do is give the word and I'll pull it out. You can have both tapes and we'll leave. All you have to do is change Jamal's grade so that he passes. Do we have a deal?" He moved his cock head slowly aound her labia to coat it with lubrication.
"Yesss," she moaned. That wouldn't be so bad. Just take his cock inside her and then it would be gone.
"Now beg me to put it in."
"Put it in Malcom." Darlene's eyes flew open as the head pushed inside her. Her pussy had never stretched this wide. He pushed several inches inside her, pulling out and pushing just a little more in. He was slowly fucking her and her body was betraying her. She was going to cum all over the janitor's cock if she couldn't get ahold of herself. "Enough pull it out, a deals a deal."
Malcom laughed and pulled all but the head out. "The deal was for you to take it all. That was only half."
"I don't believe it."
"You'll see." Malcom slammed his hips forward burying his cock in her pussy.
Thank god it hurt, gone was the threat of cumming with this arrogant bastard. His monster cock had thrust deep into virgin territory, her pussy stretching out tight around it, squeezing his shaft, lubricating it with waves of juice. Nerve endings she didn't know existed were coming alive sending electrical impulses to her brain, assaulting it with...Pleasure!
"Now what will it be Mrs. Duncan? You know you love it. So let lose and enjoy it or do I pull it out?"
If only he'd move it just a little she could cum. She was practically cumming just from being stuffed with such a big cock. Even the initial pain was better then this teasing, aching need for an orgasm. It promised to be a big one too. "Move it around please," she grunted.
"Are you asking me to keep it in, to fuck you?"
"Yes. Please Malcom, I need to be fucked, please fuck me." Malcom began pumping her pussy and t didn't take long for the orgasm to break lose. "Oh yes, god yes, I'm cumming."
Jamal was hard again and moved around to stick his cock back in her face, but Malcom waved him off. "I want her to talk first." He waited for her to come down from her orgasmic high before continuing. "Describe how it feels."
"It's so big in my pussy. Your big black cock is stretching me out. I never knew sex could feel this good. Oh my god, I'm going to cum again. Aaahhh."
"Pretend your husband is watching, what would you tell him?"
"Raymond your prick is pathetic. I thought you pleased me, but I was wrong. I've never been truly fucked until tonight." Darlene was really getting into it. Malcom was using the entire length of his cock to fuck her, slamming it in so hard, his big balls were slapping against her thighs. It was all she could do to stay on all fours. "Ray, their black cocks are so much better then yours. These men are built for sex. I love you, but my body belongs to them now."
For some reason these men needed their egos stroked. She had never been vocal during sex, but found herself getting into it. Darlene was about to continue when Jamal growing impatient, stuck his cock in her face. She opened her mouth and took him inside.
Sweet, conservative Darlene was getting plugged from both ends and she loved it. She loved being helpless. She loved being dominated. She loved having Jamal's cock roughly shoved down her throat with each powerful thrust of Malcom's cock.
Malcom grabbed her hips and pulled forwards locking their crotches together. His cock spasmed, cum exploding deep in her pussy triggering her own powerful orgasm.
Darlene immediately felt a deep sense of loss when Malcom removed his cock. She continued to slurp on Jamal's cock, but then he too pulled it out. Jamal walked around behind her "Shit dad, I wanted first crack at her pussy. I'm not sticking my cock in that mess."
Darlene could feel sperm flowing out of he pussy. "Fuck her ass then son," said Malcom.
"No way," said Darlene looking over her shoulder at them. "That thing will rip me in two."
"You'll learn to love it." Jamal pushed on her back until her head was mashed into the matress with her ass thrust up. "Reach behind you and pull your ass cheeks apart."
Darlene was scared, horrified even, but her hands obeyed his command, reaching behind her and pulling her butt cheeks apart. Her asshole was open for him, her pussy was a gaping sperm filled hole. No man had ever gotten this view of her before.
"Need some lube," grunted Jamal. He slapped her ass. "Be right back."
Darlene stayed frozen until Jamal returned from the bathroom. He had a small bottle of hand lotion in his hand and he first squirted a long line of lotion along his cock as if he were putting catsup on a big black foot long. The bottle had a long tubular opening and his next move was to stick it in her ass. He squeezed it, cold lotion spraying deep into her ass.
Jamal replaced the bottle with the head of his cock. Darlene was thankful for the excessive lubrication as he pushed forward. The big knobby cock-head bobbing before her head earlier was now pushing into her rectum. Pain shot up her spine as her asshole stretched open, then closed slightly around his cock head. He moved the head around a bit before pushing a little more in. Darlene moaned into the bedspread, the thick part under his cock-head was worse then the head itself as his cock continued to probe deeper. He pushed and pushed, finally stopping when it seemed as if he could get no more in.
Her knuckles were white from gripping her ass cheeks too tightly. As the pain faded, her grip loosened and he took it as a sign to began slowly fucking her ass. It was strange, but not unpleasant. There was no way a woman could get pleasure from this. Jamal seemed to be enjoying it and that was all that mattered. Darlene's eyes opened in surprise as she came to a realization. She was more concerned with pleasing him, then with herself. If he wanted to fuck her ass or stick his cock in her mouth, that's what she wanted too. Just as she had grown to love sucking his cock, she began to enjoy the slow ass-fucking. "Oooo fuck my ass Jamal. Fuck me with that black cock."
Jamal picked up the pace fucking her hard, even getting a few more inches inside when she tried to pull her ass open more for him. What would her fellow teachers think of shy, conservative Darlene Duncan now, if they could see her getting her ass reamed by one of her students?
Malcom appeared in front of her. Darlene watched in amazement as Malcom grabbed the tip of his semi-hard cock giving it a couple quick tugs. Within seconds his cock was as hard as it was when he had fucked her only a half hour ago. It looked as big and swollen as if he hadn't had sex in months. "You know what to do," he said. Darlene forced her torso up and took him in her mouth.
Darlene fucked and sucked their cocks for another half-hour before Jamal pumped her ass full of sperm. She moaned around Malcom's penis as Jamal slowly pulled his cock out. Her ass closed up behind it, forcing his seed up into the vacuum only to pour out of her ass, dripping down her crack to mix with the rapidly caking sperm his father had left in her pussy earlier. Malcom came a few minutes later. This time she tried to swallow it all, but it was still too much, sperm dribbled down her chin and she got her face hosed again when it briefly popped out of her mouth.
"Go clean up teacher," said Jamal. "I'm about to give you an F when you get done."
"I was hoping for a C," she replied, "or in your case a C++."
Jamal grinned at her. This was every student's dream, fucking his sexy teacher. "I'll evaluate you on performance. Now hurry up. I'm ready to go now."
He was hard again! Impossible! They were super-men! She hurried to the shower trying to clean off as much of their sperm as she could, but finding the stuff was everywhere, turning sticky and gummy as the water touched it. She returned to her bedroom still wet, her skin glistening with moisture and her body glowing with a deep sense of satisfaction.
"Get on the bed," he said when she walked over to him.
"How do you want me?"
"On your back."
Darlene laid down on the bed with her head on the pillow, spreading her legs as Jamal climbed between them. She looked down her body in awe at the huge bobbing thirteen inch cock poised to enter her. He kneeled between her legs and pushed the head in. Jamal put his arms under her knees and began working his cock into her pussy. It went in easier thanks to the stretching Malcom had already given her, but Jamal was two inches longer and those extra inches made her feel as if she were losing her virginity all over again.
He fucked her like that for a good fifteen minutes giving her numerous mini-orgasms as he pumped his entire cock in and out of her. "What's my grade now Mrs. Duncan?"
Darlene had planned to give him just a D, enough to graduate and get the video back. She changed her mind and shouted, "Oh Jamal, you're getting an A."
"I'm the teacher now," he said laying down on top of her. His huge waist held her spread legs wide open for his thrusting cock. Her nails dug into his back as she came again and again, feeling owned and protected beneath his huge size. She kissed his chest in submission.
Jamal rolled over carrying her on top of him. Darlene rode his cock while he sucked on her overly-sensitive nipples. His strong tongue twirled around her breasts, teasing each nipple before sucking first one then the other into his mouth. She collapsed on his chest as a powerful orgasm rocked her body. When she recovered, Malcom had his hands on her waist and was pushing his cock into her ass. Both her holes were getting plugged bringing her to a whole new level of sexual pleasure. There was no way she could ever give this up.
Later, Darlene stepped out of the shower again and walked to her bedroom with the spread, rolling gate of someone who had been on a horse too long. Her whole body was sore, but it was one of those pleasant aches you get from a good workout.
The black men were gone as were their clothes. She frowned, but was secretly relieved as her body was too exhausted to continue.
Darlene went over to her large walk-in closet for a robe. The door was open a crack and she pulled the doors apart getting the shock of her life. Raymond was kneeling on the floor with his hands, feet, and mouth duct-taped. There was a bouquet of flowers at his feet and his cheeks were stained with dried tears.
Darlene was horrified, until she saw the little bulge in his pants. "Things are gonna change around here," she said.
*******************
"You mean her husband wached the whole thing?" asked Jamal.
"Yep, he came home early to surprise her while you were showing her the video. It didn't take much to cower the wimp. I restrained him and snuck him upstairs while she was sucking your cock."
"What if he tells?"
"I made a new tape. We'll make it look like he set it up if he gets out of line. Besides, if he causes trouble we can always have one of our cops take his statement."
"Keepin' it real, dad," said Jamal smiling. After the first time he had cum as an enhanced man, this was the best day of his life. He had fucked his teacher and was going to graduate.
Little did he know, he was going to get expelled anyway, when he finally encountered a situation that he couldn't control. But that is another story.
To be continued in "Not Another Teen Story"
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"I'm so glad you showed up for class today," said Darlene Duncan as she swallowed the last of Jamal's sperm. "My husband's away again, maybe you and your father can come over tonight?"
"Maybe," said Jamal putting his massive cock away after his teacher had kissed it one last time. "How's old Raymond taking the new you anyway?" Raymond had watched his wife turn into a slut before his eyes as the two black men broke her in on his marital bed.
"He's hanging on. I think he feels really emasculated after seeing yours and Malcom's giant pricks.
"Are you surprised?" Jamal didn't wait for an answer. "I gotta get going. If dad or I ain't busy, we might stop by and give you what you need."
*****************
"No fucking way. I don't fucking believe it," said Dan. "She attacked your cock like she was in love with it or something." Dan had watched Mrs. Duncan give Jamal a blow job from the door window of her class room.
"Told you," growled Jamal. "Once they get the taste of a really big cock, I can turn any woman into a slut."
Dan the school's quarterback blushed. Until seeing Jamal in the showers, he had been damn proud of his dick, but the black man seemed twice as big as Dan in every way, dick length, girth, even the black man's biceps and chest measurements put Dan to shame and Dan was a husky guy. If Jamal had been more skilled with a football, he could have been quarterback. Even with a minor position on the team, every member, Dan included, saw Jamal as their leader. Dan was sure that penis envy had something to do with it.
Still, Dan was jealous of the hung black man. Jamal had fucked half the cheerleading squad, and he had now witnessed Mrs. Duncan, a teacher he idolized and had a crush on, turn into a slut when Jamal walked into her room and pulled his pants down. Dan pulled out the twenty he owed Jamal for losing this bet. "You may have nailed Mrs. Duncan, but there's plenty of women you can't fuck."
"Wanna bet?" said Jamal with a cocky grin.
"You're on, double or nothing, but I get to pick the girl."
"Go on."
"I pick the girl and you have until the prom to get in her pants, that's just over a month. There has got to be penis-pussy penetration or you lose.
"Who'd you have in mind?"
"Her," said Dan pointing.
Samanatha Reynolds had just rounded the corner. As Jamal turned to look, she tripped over her own feet, she didn't fall, but the huge pile of books in her hands went all over the floor. She kicked one against the lockers as she tried to pick it up.
"I'm pretty sure she's a virgin, Dan."
"Can't do it huh, big man?"
"I can do it little man. It'll just take some work. What say we up the stakes? If I win, I get to fuck Trisha."
"I can't bet my girlfriend."
"Don't have much confidence in her, do you?"
"Sure I do, besides there's no way your going to fuck Sam within a month. What's in it when I win?"
"I'll give you a thousand dollars, but when I win you got to leave me alone with Trisha for a couple nights." Trisha had been dating Dan several years. Jamal had fucked her two best friends and he knew she was curious about him. He had been planning to fuck her before the year was out anyway.
Dan was still in shock from the thousand dollar offer. He was restoring a hot rod and the money would sure help. "Deal," he said shaking Jamal's hand.
Jamal spun around just as Samantha kicked a book at his feet. He bent down and picked it up handing it to her.
"Thanks Jamal,"she said looking shyly towards the floor.
"How are things Sam?" Samantha was a nerdy girl. She had long raven black hair always pulled back, dark piercing eyes and black glasses perched on her nose. She was one of those weird girls who always dressed in black, which included black nail polish and reddish-black lipstick. She had a nice body, but hid it under bulky pants and sweaters. Back when he was a geek, she had been the only girl who talked to him. He had jerked off thinking about her many a night before becoming enhanced.
"Oh how nice, the big popular boy has lowered himself enough to talk to the social outcast."
"I've missed you Sam."
"I missed you too, that is I missed the real Jamal. Not this testosterone-crazed, muscle bound gorilla you've become."
"I'm sorry, I've been an ass. Let me make it up to you, how about a movie tonight?"
Samantha turned white as a ghost. Had he just asked her out? She'd never been on a date before. Not that it mattered, she could never date a black guy, her father would kill her. She thought a couple boys were going to ask her out once, but she inadvertently ended up insulting them. This had completely thrown her off balance. "Why?" she stuttered out.
Jamal wished he hadn't opened his big mouth and just taken the twenty dollars. "Because I miss you and thought we could spend some time together like we used to."
"Why are you doing this? What do you want from me?"
Suspicious little bitch. "Well, I was hoping you could help me with my college grammar. English was always your specialty after all."
Samantha felt a great sense of relief. He had an ulterior motive, he needed her help with school work. She was also a little disappointed. "No movie, but if you want to meet me at the library, we can study together. You can help me with chemistry. Don't come to my house, dad didn't like you when you were scrawny, he'd positively hate you now."
"When?"
"If you were truly my friend, you'd know," she said turning to leave.
"Tonight, six thirty to eight, just like old times."
Sam turned back to him and for a brief moment a smile tugged at her perpetual frown. "I'll be there. Oh and by the way, if you hadn't skipped class half the year, maybe you wouldn't need my help."
"But then I wouldn't get to spend time with you."
One of her eyebrows shot up and her heart skipped a beat. There was that uncertainty again. Was he flirting with her? No, she decided, he was just tired of being fake like most of the popular kids. Samantha turned and left, pleased that she'd have Jamal back to talk with.
Jamal showed up at the library at precisely six thirty. He used to haunt the library before becoming enhanced. Now this was the first time he had set foot here in close to a year. Samantha was at their old table, nose so deep in a book, her glasses were almost falling off. He sat beside her and glanced a the page. It was some morose poem about being alone. Samantha finished the poem and jumped with shock seeing him sitting beside her. She had been so into the poem, she hadn't even noticed him. Jamal didn't like that, everyone noticed him. "It's like Deja Vu all over again," he said.
"Lets get to work," she said. "I'm still not ready to forgive you for blowing me off all year. Now what are you having problems with?"
For the next hour, she went over the current chapters in college grammar. Jamal pretended he didn't understand some of it and asked some good questions. Then they switched to chemistry, a subject in which he could have taught the class and knew a lot more then the teacher. "Look closely at the chemical formulas. There do you see it?"
"No," she replied moving her head down following his finger. Jamal was moving his head down too as they both stared at the book. Their cheeks were touching. He turned his face towards hers, their mouths just inches apart, he moved closer to kiss her. Sam stared cross-eyed at his approaching lips before drawing back. "What are you doing?"
"I was going to kiss you."
"Why?"
"I like you Sam, I always have.
"I like you too Jamal, or I used to anyway, but only as a friend."
"Just one kiss Sam. If you don't like it, then I'll never bother you again."
"I think I'd better go," she replied grabbing her books after pushing her glasses up her nose. Jamal had a powerful animal magnetism about him, it made her want to kiss him, but he was black and he did represent a lot she hated about male-dominated, phallocentric society. He was a muscle-bound football player, dated bimbo cheerleaders, etc. She left the library without saying a word.
*****************
"I've never before encountered a mind as brilliant as yours since, well, since myself."
"Thanks Hank," said Jamal shaking hands with the enhanced white chemist. "It's been the second most important thing in my life this last year working with you. Filling up more bitches then I can count with my cum was the only thing better."
"I know the feeling."
"I wonder what they'll do?" Jamal looked at the first five vials of Y-serum sitting on the table. "Who's the first test subject?"
"Tyrone's secretary, Carol. She has been a faithful employee for years and is rapidly losing her looks, not to mention gaining a few pounds. I'm injecting her tonight. In one months time, we shall have the first truly enhanced female."
"I can't wait to see what happens," said Jamal looking with pride at the vials he and Hank had created. It had been Jamal that came up with the ideas to bond certain chemicals to get around various roadblocks that had been baffling Hank McGraw for months. "Oh, I need a little vial of Xcite."
"Tough one?"
"Yeah, the school nerd. I made a bet that I could fuck her by prom."
"Good luck. I prefer the challenge of a non-hormone crazed woman, but who has the time."
"Thanks Hank. I'd better get home." Jamal left the pharmaceutical plant and got in his shiny bmw with the tinted windows. A little gift to himself with all the money King Enterprises was paying him.
*****************
"Oh, it's you," said Sam looking up from her books at Jamal.
"Yeah, I still need help with my grammar. Sorry about the other night, I was hoping you'd forgive me."
"I think so. You just caught me off guard that's all. Besides, I still need help with chemistry." Jamal smiled at her and she actually smiled back a little as he sat down at their study table. "I noticed you skipped again today."
"Yeah, I had to work."
"How are you going to graduate high school?"
"I got it covered. Look, I'm thirsty can I get you a coke or anything?"
"Sure, diet." Jamal got up and left, returning with two sodas. Like a gentleman, he had opened hers already. He watched her as she drank it. "Jamal, I'm curious, why me? I mean, you've dated some of the prettiest girls in school and the dumbest, but yet you tried to kiss me."
"I think you're beautiful."
"Stop."
"No, really. Your can't hide your looks under all that makeup and those bulky clothes. You could be as hot and sexy as any of the girls in school. Plus, like you said, those girls are idiots. You're the smartest woman I've ever met."
"Thanks Jamal, I'm not used to people complimenting me," said Samantha looking down at the desk. She felt flushed and her skin felt hot, almost feverish. For some reason her panties were cold and clammy as if they were wet like she was sweating down there or something. Her nipples were scraping against her bra too, hard as rocks just like when she went swimming in cold water.
"I'm not used to getting rejected," he said cockily. It wasn't just the nipple outline under her sweater, he swore he smelled her arousal. "I don't want to sound egotistical, but most women find me very attractive. Something about me just turns them on.
"Interesting," she said. He was right! She was turned on. That's why her body was acting this way. She was horny. She had felt it a little around him before, but now it was strong to the point where she could think about nothing else.
"Why do you wear all that black makeup and outfits anyway?"
"I started after my mother died. I just went into mourning for her..."
"And never stopped. I think it's time you moved on," said Jamal.
"Maybe some day," she said a tear flowing down her cheek.
Jamal leaned down and kissed her forehead. Sam smiled up at him, he made her feel safe, comforted, plus it was nice to have someone tell her he was attracted to her. However, Jamal didn't stop with her head, he kissed just above her glasses, then her nose, and finally her lips. Samantha didn't break away this time. It felt good to kiss a boy. She felt warm inside and her stomach felt funny. Jamal pushed his tongue against her lips and she parted them, soon pushing her own tongue into his mouth. The kiss grew more passionate and Sam lost all sense of herself. The next thing she realized while he kissed her was that his hands were gently massaging her breasts. She pushed him back.
"That wasn't so bad was it?"
"No," said Sam wiping some saliva off the side of her mouth. The kiss had been incredible. Unfortunately, it did nothing to quell her state of arousal. Her vagina was practically screaming for attention.
"Samantha, it would be my honor if you would be my date for the prom."
Wow! That completely blew her mind. She shook her head to clear it. The thought of being accepted, walking into the dance with a popular boy was tempting, but not for her. She didn't know how to dance, what to wear, and her father would never allow her to go with a black guy. "I can't Jamal, it's not my thing. I'm sorry about what just happened, I don't know what came over me. I gotta go."
Jamal watched her leave. He was disappointed, but found he respected her will power. Still, he wasn't one for losing. He wanted to fuck Dan's girlfriend.The football player had been such a dickhead to him back when he was a nerd. Jamal had a last resort.
********************
"Careful dad, that's worth 1.2 mil."
Malcom pocketed the syringe. "I'll be careful."
"The vial should have Sam's name on it. Just pour it out and empty the syringe into it."
"Could it hurt her if she doesn't get her allergy shot? No, of course not. She wont have allergies if this works."
" She'll be just like us. She wont get sick, wont age, will be nearly immortal. One of the world's first enhanced women."
"There she goes," said Malcom ducking behind the stairwell as Nurse Wringer left her office locking the door behind her on her way to lunch.
"Good luck," said Jamal, slapping his dad on the back and heading to class.
Malcom waited till the hall was clear then took out his key. He was school janitor and had access to all the rooms. He let himself into the nurse's office. He quickly found the vial of allergy medicine on the shelf with Samantha's name on it. He emptied it and then filled it with the Y-serum. Mission accomplished. Then he heard the door knob turning.
"Malcom, what are you doing here?" asked Vera Wringer. She had forgotten her purse.
Malcom looked up from the cot. "Oh nurse Wringer, I was feeling faint and needed to lie down."
Vera pulled up a chair beside him looking concerned. She looked great for a woman in her mid-forties. Any man her age would be thrilled to have a woman in as good shape as she was. The students considered her an old woman and only paid attention to the other students or to the sexy young teachers like Darlene Duncan. Malcom on the other hand, was in his mid-forties though the X-serum kept him looking ten years younger. He found Vera very sexy. She had some extra weight on a thin frame. The weight was concentrated in all the places men found exciting, giving her a voluptuous appearance and a jiggle that made his dick hard. Her hair was a frosty blonde, rapidly going gray. Her eyes were gray also, matching her hair. High cheek bones gave her the look of a classic beauty. Her breasts were enormous to the point she probably would of considered having them reduced to ease the strain on her back. "Anything else I should know about?"
"I'm feeling better now, but I've had this strange rash."
"Better let me see it," she said putting on a glove. "I'd rather not, it's in an embarrassing place."
"Malcom, I can assure you it isn't anything I haven't seen already. I am a nurse you know."
"Anything you say nurse," he leaned up and unbuttoned his pants, watching her reaction from the corner of his eye. Her brow furrowed when he felt his cock extend another inch. She was looking at his bulge curiously. He pulled his zipper down, quickly grabbing his thick cock before it got too hard and became difficult to remove. "I know you've seen plenty like it before, but it's still embarrassing."
Vera had never seen anything like it before. Malcom had a huge penis, already several inches longer then her husband's and the black man wasn't even fully erect. It defied everything she had been taught in anatomy years ago. "I-I d-don't see a rash."
"Hmmm, I don't either. Look closer. Check the underside and my thighs around my balls."
Vera leaned forward inadvertently, taking a strong whiff of his crotch area and finding it not unpleasant. He was making no move to touch his penis, so she grabbed it with her gloved hand. She gasped as it swelled even thicker and extended another inch. It had to be nine inches long now. She looked under it still seeing no sign of a rash. His testicles matched his penis in every way. His balls had to be a detriment like her breasts. They would always be in his way, causing discomfort and inconviencing him. They were each the size of tennis balls. The penis in her hands grew another inch.
"There's the problem with the swelling too nurse Wringer. It's always this big. Is that normal?"
"Nothing about your crotch area is normal Malcom," she said moving her nose in closer for another whiff. "Your a giant."
"Aw come on, my son's bigger then me. I'm sure Mr Wringer's gotta come close."
"No, you're a lot bigger." She couldn't even picture her husband's penis erect, it had been so long since they'd made love. Two kids and twentytwo years of marriage really put a damper on one's love life.
"Too bad...for you." Malcom didn't want to push the black-white thing, being a nurse she had seen dozens of normal sized black men. "Is there anything you can do to make the swelling go down?"
"No, short of giving you an ice pack for it. Try to think of unsexy thoughts."
"I know," he said reaching out for some hand lotion on her desk and pouring it where her gloved hand still held his cock.
"What are you doing?"
"You can jerk it down for me."
"I can't do that."
"Please, I can't get my work done if it's like this all day. Besides, I know you want too."
"I do not," she lied.
"Then why are you still holding it? He watched her look with surprise at her own hand. Already the hand holding his cock was stroking about an inch or so of the shaft. "Just keep doing what you're doing."
"This is wrong. I can't." She was already sliding her now lubricated hand along the entire shaft.
"Sure you can. Just be scientific about it. You're a professional, just giving a patient some release. I don't expect you to enjoy it."
Yeah, that was it. She was a professional just giving Malcom some release with something that had to be painful. The problem was that she was enjoying this. She found his big black penis fascinating. It had stopped growing at eleven inches and thickened up as wide as her wrist. It was simply magnificent. Her vagina yearned for it even though it was obviously too big for any woman, but then how had he had a child?
"Yeah that's it nurse, that feels so good. You really know how to take care of a man-sized cock."
His voice startled Vera. She had been in a trance staring at it and was surprised to find her hand swiftly gliding up and down his entire shaft. His mighty cock throbbed with power, she could feel the blood rushing through his veins, the heat it was giving off, even through the latex glove. Vera brought her gloveless hand up and gripped his shaft near the base to steady it. Her arm grew tired and she switched, using her unprotected hand to stroke him off. She didn't care any more, she just wanted him to cum. She switched hands several times.



"Pull it down a bit," he said.
Vera did as she was told, flexing her muscles to get the big cock from pulling up towards his chest. It had been swelling even larger recently and was turning an angry purplish-black. She stared fascinated at the plum-sized head pointing at her face. Vera had a strong desire to take it in her mouth even though she hadn't done that for her husband since they were dating nearly two decades ago. As she stared, the long pee-slit opened and she barely got her eyes shut in time as what felt like a shot glass full of hot pudding hit her face.
Normal male ejaculate would barely fill a spoon so she hadn't expected so much nor did she expect it to shoot out close to two feet to strike her in the face. Even more unbelievable, another large wad hit her face, then something hit her uniform blouse. She could feel it jerk in her hands each time he ejaculated. Eventually, it quit shooting, but sperm flowed down his shaft covering her hand like lava from a volcano.
Vera let go and walked over to her sink holding her mouth tightly shut and only peaking out through one eye. "Thanks nurse Wringer," said Malcom getting up and pulling up his pants. "That made the swelling go down." She didn't say anything as he left, just slowly cleaned herself off. The smell of semen filled her nostrils as she washed her hands. In the mirror, she could see a little bit of sperm still on her cheek. Her tongue lashed out and licked it up, rolling it around in her mouth before swallowing. She suddenly wished she hadn't cleaned her face so quickly so that she could taste him again.
*****************
"Are you still having problem with the swelling?" asked Vera at lunch the next day.
"Always," said Malcom looking up from his tray.
"Lets finish and check it out in my office then." Vera hadn't been able to get Malcom's giant phallus out of her mind. It filled every waking moment since yesterday and her dreams too.
They hurried up and finished, walking back to her office only to see Samantha Reynolds waiting for her. "Oh Sam, I forgot about you."
"That's ok Mrs. Wringer, it seems I'm the forgettable type."
"Don't say that Sam," said Vera, "I just had something else on my mind."
"Yeah Sam,"said Malcom, "your a very pretty girl. My son thinks very highly of you."
"Thanks Mr Washington." Sam felt herself blushing. "I'm just here for my weekly allergy shot, then I'll be on my way."
"Here you go Sam," said Vera filling up a needle from a vial. The nurse quickly poked it in Sam's arm. "That's it girl. Now run along back to class." The bells were going off indicating lunch was over. Sam was surprised to hear the lock turn on the latch of the door to nurse Wringer's room as she left.
"Let me see the swelling Malcom," said Vera. "This time I need to take your temperature."
"I'll show you mine if you show me yours. Take off your blouse."
"I feel more comfortable in my uniform."
Malcom slowly unzipped his pants and pulled out his long dangling cock. Vera gasped still amazed by its size. "If you ever want to touch this again, you'll remove your clothes immediately."
"But..."
"But nothing bitch. Do as I say." Vera looked shocked, no one had ever spoken to her like that before. She began unbuttoning her blouse. The big black cock rose an inch as her huge tits were revealed covered only by a plain white bra. She had gained a lot of weight giving birth to two children, lost most of it, but her breasts remained gigantic. "Now the skirt." Soon the skirt fell to her feet and she stepped out of it along with her white nurse shoes. She wore a plain white garter to hold up her white nylons. Vera made to remove it when he barked, "No, leave the garter but take off the old lady panties."
Vera unhooked it enough to take her panties off, revealing her well-trimmed bush. Malcom's cock was at half-mast now, pointing straight at her. She no longer trusted herself around his dick. Her plan had been to jerk him off again and maybe suck on it a little, but with her pussy unprotected and dripping she wouldn't be able to resist it.
"Now the bra," he ordered pulling off his shirt.
The hook was in the front and her breasts burst forth from the bra as she freed them. They were too big not to sag, but they were smooth, beautiful, and perfectly shaped. Her nipples were as hard as she'd ever seen them stripping before the hung black janitor. Both their eyes were staring at each others chests, his at her breasts, hers at his large muscle covered torso better then any mans she had seen before. She glanced down watching his cock climb upward until it was pointing at an angle towards the ceiling.
"What do you want?" he asked.
"I want to suck your cock."
"Ask me."
"May I suck your cock Malcom?"
"Yes. Fall to your knees and crawl to me." Vera kneeled and walked on all fours over towards where he stood beside the cot. "You may suck it now."
Vera attacked his cock. She went nuts, kissing and licking every square inch of his mighty shaft before taking it in her mouth. She choked on it she was trying to cram so much down her throat. She hadn't done this in years, but with Malcom she found herself enjoying it. She paused gasping for air. "How's my temperature nurse?"
"Burning up," she replied.
"Say ahhh," he said watching his cock-head disappear between her lips again.
Vera loved sucking Malcom's black sausage. She loved feeling it pulse in her mouth, loved having the hard-ridged head slide back and forth against her tonsils. She bobbed her head as rapidly as she could, using her hand to stroke it while she caught her breath. She felt it growing and though she craved his sperm the need in her pussy was greater. She pulled her head back watching his rampant cock fly upwards. "What the fuck are you doing bitch?" he screamed.
"Sorry, but I need it inside me."
"Put your damn lips back on my cock."
"But, I need you to fuck me."
Malcom grabbed the back of her head and pulled her forwards. "Shit bitch, I ain't your limp old husband. I'll fuck you after you swallow my cum."
Vera didn't believe him. Malcom would lose interest as soon as he came and either want to sleep or want to get out of there as soon as possible. At least this way she got to taste him. It felt like someone had stuck a fire hose in her mouth and turned it on suddenly. The big cock bucked in her throat, pumping wad after wad into her belly. She withdrew all but the head wanting to taste him, surprised that his wads were still large enough to fill her mouth. She used her hands to jerk forwards on his shaft making sure every drop had entered her mouth.
"Wow, Vera," said Malcom, "I'm impressed, you didn't spill a drop. No woman has ever done that before."
Vera wondered just how many women had sucked on Malcom's dick. The way he talked made it sound like a lot. At least she was special. "I still want to see how much of it I can take in my pussy."
"Well get on the cot then. Lie on your back and spread them legs."Malcom was in the mood to fuck her like an animal on all fours, but the cot was to low for a good doggy fuck.
Vera climbed onto the bed, staring, mouth-agape at Malcom's cock. It had softened a little, but was still hard enough to fuck her. Malcom just grabbed the tip of his dick and tugged it a couple times. Amazingly it reversed course, hardening again as big and erect as the previous time she had seen it.
Malcom wasn't one for foreplay. He just climbed between her legs and probed around her pussy with the head of his cock until it went in. "Jesus," she whined, even the head felt huge. Malcom laid down on her, covering her entire body. Her white nylon clad legs wrapped around his thick waist making it easier for him to enter her. "Oh my god," she moaned. Every nerve in her pussy was coming alive like never before. "Your so big, fuck me Malcom, please fuck me."
Vera hadn't had an orgasm in a decade, but as soon as that big cock was halfway in her pussy, she began cumming like crazy. She felt hot and flushed, her toes curled, she had big ones, small ones, and ones that made her bite her tongue to keep from screaming.
Malcom had pushed his entire eleven inch dick inside her and was fucking her so hard the bed was bucking off the floor. Each thrust brought forth a big squish from her wet pussy and then a slap as his balls hit her thighs. When he came she heard bells ringing as her own orgasm tore through her body causing her to spasm out of control writhing beneath him, thrusting her hips up into his crotch crazy with lust. Malcom pulled out after he had churned his sperm into butter with a cock that never seemed to quit thrusting. He walked over and began to get dressed without even cleaning his cock off. The hall outside her door was noisy with the sounds students make between classes and she realized the bells she had heard had been the school bells. He had been with her an entire period!
"I'll need to see you anytime the swelling returns Mr Washington," she said still lying on her back unable to close her legs.
"Don't worry, before the week is out, I'm gonna fuck that plump ass of yours and fuck them big titties." Malcom winked at her and closed the door.
Vera couldn't wait.
*******************
"You wanna double team the nurse with me son?" asked Malcom.
"That old bitch," he replied, fortyfive being old to an eighteen year old. "No thanks. I'll stick with girls my age or young women like Mrs. Duncan."
"Young and firm does not make up for an experienced older woman."
"See you later dad, here comes Sam. Hey Sam wait up."
Samantha wasn't in a good mood and didn't feel like talking. "Hi Jamal."
"I was wondering if you'd like to see a movie tonight."
"Jamal, I told you I'm not interested in dating you."
"Just as friends then."
"Really? I guess that would be ok then. Let me meet you there though. I'll tell dad I'm out with a girlfriend."
"Good, by the way, is something bothering you?"
"I've been feeling kind of funny for the last four days.I think I may be having a reaction to my allergy shot.
****************
Later that night, "Hey Jamal, What's up?"
Jamal looked up to see Dan and Trish walking towards him holding hands. He was sitting on the bench outside the theatre. "Hey, just waiting on a date. Here she comes now."
Trisha sneered when she saw Samantha get out of her car in the parking lot, showing the centuries old disdain of the popular for the outcasts. Sam was wearing her typical attire black ankle-length skirt, black, bulky sweater covering up her goods, with black eye shadow and nail polish. "You get your haircut or something?" asked Dan when she walked up.
"No, why?"
"I don't know there's something different about you," he replied staring at her from head to toe.
Samantha Reynolds looked the same, but she was glowing. Both men felt it, without changing at all Samantha had somehow become more attractive. "Come on Dan," said Trisha, "lets go inside."
"Why don't you two join us?" Dan asked still staring at Sam. He was thinking about putting the moves on her to screw up Jamal's chances of winning the bet.
"No thanks, we'd rather be alone," said Jamal and Sam threw him a thankful look.
Trisha elbowed Dan as they walked off. "What's he doing with that freak," she asked loud enough that both Sam and Jamal heard her.
"Don't let that bitch get you down Sam," said Jamal. "She's not half as smart as you and you'd even be prettier then her if you wanted to be."
"I'm used to it. Lets go inside."
"Don't forget this isn't a date," Sam said later after Jamal had paid for everything.
"Don't worry about it. I make plenty of money. So why can't one friend treat another to a night out."
They sat down several rows directly behind Dan and Trish. Jamal grabbed a piece of buttered popcorn and tossed it at the quarterback's head. "Quit it," yelled Dan turning around, but tossing a piece back.
Sam grabbed a piece of well-buttered popcorn and threw it right in Trisha's hair. "Quit it Jamal," said Trisha turning around. "This is a horror movie, you want the kiddie flick next door."
Sam and Jamal shared a chuckle as the movie started.
The movie was your typical teen horror film complete with high school kids having sex before getting killed by a murderer in a dumb mask. Jamal's cock began to get stiff during one particular sex scene. It wasn't so much the babe on the screen as it was Samantha sitting next to him. He could smell her arousal. He glanced next to him, she was squirming around in her seat from horniness. He lifted his arm up and tried to put it around her shoulders, but she pushed him off.
Sam was climbing the walls with horniness. Her whole body was tingling, her nipples were hard, indeed both her breasts were sore. Her vagina was wet making her panties cold and clammy. She had been horny and curious before, once even running a finger along her slit in the bathtub, but never anything like this. She tried to concentrate on the movie relieved when the love scene ended and the killer appeared. A scene in the movie caused everyone to jump and Sam found herself leaning into Jamal's arms for safety. This time she let him rest his powerful arm around her. He made her feel protected. She looked up at him, their faces very close. "This is not a date," she repeated, not sure what she wanted any more.
"Sure," he answered, "but why can't one friend kiss another friend?" He kissed her again, her aroused state took over and she kissed back. The kiss grew more passionate and she never wanted it to end.
Jamal placed his hand on her knee and began sliding it up over her skirt to the bottom of her sweater. His hand wormed its way under her sweater sending a shiver up her spine as it touched bare flesh. His fingers slid up her stomach, skillfully flicking up her bra. The shock she got went he gently pinched her right nipple was almost painful they were so sore. Sam wanted to melt into his arms, to writhe naked underneath him, but she was a virgin and planned on staying that way. His free hand was sliding up under her skirt, pushing it up her legs, and approaching her panties. Sam knew that if that hand got to her vagina it would be all over and she'd give in. "That's enough," she said pushing him back.
Sam looked up at him hoping he understood. For a brief second the look he gave her was one of such fury she was afraid of him. Then the look was gone and the old Jamal was back. They both sat back in their seats looking once again at the screen.
Sam reached over to his lap and grabbed a handful of popcorn. The next time she reached out her hand closed on a big knobby thing. She squeezed it automatically. It felt like the gear shift in her car except that the shaft was much bigger. She glanced over, noticing that Jamal had sat the popcorn down beside him and she was holding on to an enormous penis. "Dear god," she murmured. "What are you doing?"
"I had to take it out Sam. You understand. This is all your fault. You made it this hard."
"I-I'm sorry. I didn't know." Samantha hadn't released it nor could she take her eyes off it. "I've never seen a penis before. I didn't think they were this big."
Penises aren't that big. Your holding a black cock in your hand. Feel free to examine it."
Sam nodded testing his girth with her fingers, amazed at the gap between them. The theatre was too dark to see it well, but she slid her hands down his shaft feeling every ridge, bump, and puffy vein on it.
"Oh Sam, your making it worse."
"Is there anything I can do?"
"Stroke me off."
"What?"
"Please, I'll never be able to get it back in my pants until I cum. I don't believe in masturbation. I'm asking you one friend to another, help me out."
"What do I do?"
"Just run your hand up and down the shaft. It'll take awhile and you may need to spit in your hand to lubricate it."
"Yuck, I'm not spitting in my hand."
"Here," he said handing her the popcorn bucket. "Run you hand along the inside and coat it with butter."
Samantha let go of his pen...his cock, strangely finding herself reluctant to release it and ran her hand along the popcorn box. Her palm soon dripped with hot butter. She brought her palm back up to his cock, grabbed the head and stroked down. Jamal's moan of pleasure when she did was the most satisfying noise she had ever heard in her life.
Samantha missed the last twenty minutes of the movie she was so focused on Jamal's thirteen inch cock. Her arm quickly grew tired and she leaned against him to use her other arm. Early on, some kind of fluid began oozing out of the tip, helping to lubricate her hands. She switched hands several times before he came. Towards the end, his cock began acting funny. It seemed to turn even harder and puffier. She could sense Jamal tensing up and he seemed to be holding his breath. Suddenly, he thrust his hips upwards, his cock sliding through her hand. It jerked and a big strand of semen shot up and over the chair in front of him.
Samantha watched the wad as it flew not only over the row before them, but the next row, striking Dan in the back of the head. "Some people will never grow up," said Dan to Trisha without looking behind him. He obviously thought it was popcorn again.
As Dan was saying this a second big wad of cum was splattering on the back of his chair. Several more wads followed it, each successive one not traveling as far until the last hung down the back of the chair directly in front of Jamal.
"I'll be right back," she said standing up.
"Thank you," said Jamal trying to shove that huge piece of meat back into his pants. It was still gigantic, partially erect and hard to bend.
Samantha went to the ladies room and washed up. She looked at herself in the mirror. She looked flushed and wide eyed. Her heart was racing. Jerking Jamal off had been the most exciting thing she had ever done. His cock seemed to have a hold on her. It was almost as if she couldn't resist his request. She had a strong desire to obey and please the young black man.
After she returned to her seat, the two of them couldn't help but stare at the light from the movie screen reflecting off the sperm in Dan's hair in front of them. Later, Jamal walked her to her car and kissed her goodnight. She let him this time and didn't resist when he put her hand on his cock. "This is what you do to me," he said. It was hard again and she squeezed it through his pants. "Last chance Sam. Would you like to go to the prom with me?"
"I don't know Jamal."
"Let's just go as friends then."
"Ok, but just as friends. I'll make up a story to tell my dad."
"Great, can we get together tomorrow to study?"
"Alright, why don't you come over to my house. Dad will be at work late that night. We can use my computer."
********************
After school the next day, Samantha found herself shopping for a prom dress. The one she kept coming back to was her signature black, but it wasn't her. The dress was short, stopping just above the knee, it would hug her figure, and it would show off some cleavage, though tastefully.
Sam went to the changing room to try it on. The first thing unusual she noticed, was that her breasts were positively straining against her worn out old bra. She unhooked the bra and examined them, moaning as her fingers touched her sensitive nipples. Her breasts had looked bigger this morning, even her nipples looked longer and puffier. Sam had been planning to start working out to lost a couple pounds she had gained over the winter, but it appeared she had lost it already. Her stomach was flat, even her hips looked a little more tapered. She must be undergoing some kind of growth spurt. She looked good though her large breasts made her look top heavy.
Samantha tried on the dress and it even impressed her. It was sure to impress Jamal, maybe even make his cock hard again. She stopped not sure when she had decided on buying an outfit to please him, but that was what she was doing. She wanted him to be proud to walk into the school prom with her on his arm. Most of all, she wanted to see his cock again. She had even dreamed about it last night. It was all she could think about. Sam bought the dress knowing he would appreciate it. She added a new bra to the ensemble. A black lacy one and as an after thought decided to add a matching pair of panties too.



Sam ran a little late and found Jamal waiting at her house for her. He was sitting on her steps and as he stood, her eyes immediately went to his crotch to check out his bulge. "Sorry I'm late," she said.
"That's alright. I haven't been here long."
"Lets go up to my room."
In her room, Samantha tried to concentrate on studying, but found her mind wanderering. "What's wrong Sam?" asked Jamal. "You seem a million miles away."
"I can't stop thinking about last night. I don't know what came over me. It wasn't like me at all to do something like that."
"Like what?"
"When I jerked off your penis."
"You mean my cock? Come on, you did me a favor."
"I know, I don't regret it. I'd never seen a man's cock before."
"Did you see it? The theatre was kind of dark."
"Yeah, it was dark in there."
"Wanna see it again? In the light and all."
"Yes, yes I would."
"Ok, but you gotta take it out." Jamal stood off her bed and walked over to where she sat at her computer desk.
Samantha noticed her hands were shaking as she reached out to unbutton his pants. What was this fascination she had with his penis? She fumbled with his zipper she was so anxious to see it again. She pulled his pants down his hips and yanked his briefs down until Jamal's cock sprang up nearly hitting her in the face. It was even more impressive in her well-lit room. She could see his huge balls clearly now along with thick shaft. A fresh wave of lubrication coated her vagina just looking at it. For the first time in her life she considered giving up her virginity before marriage.
"Feel free to touch it," said Jamal.
Samantha grabbed it and began sliding her fingers along the rod and hefting his balls. Her nose was close to the head and she inhaled his masculine aroma. Poor Jamal, he needed her help again. "Can I stroke you off again?"
"Sure, but I was thinking of something else. "There's this thing couples do..."
"We're not a couple, we're just friends.
"Fine. It's something two people can do without actually having sex. We use our mouths to get each other off. You suck on my cock and I'll suck on your pussy."
"I'm not a whore."
"Everyone does it, not just sluts. If you truly want to make a man happy, you gotta know how to suck dick. You do want to make me happy don't you?" Samantha slowly nodded. "Then give it a try. You can stop whenever you want and we'll switch."
"But you'll see me naked."
"Just pull your skirt up. I know how to satisfy a needy pussy."
Her pussy was needy. "What do I do first?"
"Start by licking my cock." Samantha stuck her tongue out and tentatively touched it to his cock-head. "Now lick around the crown and over the pee-slit, then down the shaft and you can lick my balls for good measure."
Samantha followed his orders and ran her tongue around his bulging cock-head. She teased the pee-slit tasting his pre-cum, surprised it didn't disgust her. Her tongue extended farther as she got into it licking his shaft and moving her tongue in little circles around his balls. Sam stopped licking, burying her nose in his crotch, inhaling deeply. The smell excited her, spurring her on. This was not her, but she was enjoying it.
"Now take it in your mouth. Take as much as you can into your throat."
Sam squeezed her lips tightly around the tip, pushing forward so that it entered her mouth. She bobbed her head several times before choking as it touched her throat. "I can't, it's too big."
"Relax your throat. When you feel you've done too much give yourself a break." Sam managed another inch before removing it to breathe. "Stroke it while you rest or I will never cum." Samantha looked up at him and licked his cock-head while stroking his cock with her hand. "One last thing Sam, men's egos like their cocks should be stroked by females."
"What do I say?"
"Say what you feel and are thinking."
"I can't believe I'm doing this." She kissed the tip. "Your cock is amazing. It's so big and powerful." Sam sucked the end for several minutes before resting. "I love your big cock. I want to swallow it all." This time Sam managed to swallow half. Her throat was getting used to it and she needed less time to rest. Sam began bobbing her head rapidly. She pictured his ejaculate flying through the air in the theatre. She pictured his ejaculate filing her mouth, sliding down her throat, filling her belly with his hot seed and she knew this was what she wanted. Samantha redoubled her efforts taking his cock deeper into her throat. Samantha noticed the signs that his orgasm was approaching, Jamal was tensing up, bucking his hips a little, cock swelling. She was about to swallow the first of what she hoped would be many loads of Jamal's cum when she heard the car pull up in her driveway and reality came crashing back.
"God fucking damn," said Jamal clenching his teeth and pulling his pants up.
Samantha had just wiped the saliva off her mouth with the back of her hand and moved away from Jamal to a chair when her dad opened the door to her room. "Hi daddy," she said nervously. "You remember Jamal."
"I don't remember him being this big. Come on Jamal, I'll show you to the door.
Kevin Reynolds, Sam's father walked Jamal downstairs. "Listen boy," he said at the front door. "I don't want to see your black face around my house again and you can keep your filthy black hands off her. You know what I'm saying?"
"I don't take orders from white men ass-hole. I do what I want, I take what I want."
"I don't care how big you are jungle bunny, stay away from my daughter or I'll kill you." Kevin slammed the door in Jamal's face.
Sam was waiting on her bed when her dad came into the room and sat down beside her. "What the hell do you think your doing hanging out with that black kid?" he asked.
"We're just friends dad."
Kevin slapped her on the face, not too hard, but enough to sting and humiliate her. "Don't lie to me. One of my coworkers saw you at the movies last night and said you kissed him in the parking lot. What the hell were you thinking? I forbid you to see him again."
"But we're going to the prom together," she blurted out crying and rubbing her cheek where he slapped her.
"Over my dead body. We'll talk more later."
Kevin called her downstairs to dinner. He had ordered a pizza. Sam nibbled at a slice while her dad talked. "It hasn't been easy raising a daughter alone after your mom died, but I've tried to do my best. What do you think your mom would say about you dating a black guy?"
"She hated them as much as you," said Sam.
"No, we don't hate blacks, they have their place, just not with white people. Their not as smart as us Sam, don't you see that?
"Jamal has a genius level IQ."
"He's an abomination. Don't mention his name to me ever again."
"May I be excused? I'm not very hungry."
"Yes you may. Sam just remember I only want what's best for you."
Sam decided she needed a bath to relax and ran the hot water in the tub. She stripped, sighing when she still saw the signs of arousal covering her body from her hard nipples to her swollen clit. She sat back in the tub at once worrying that she had made her father ashamed of her and feeling that she had missed out on something with Jamal. She was torn between family loyalty and...lust. Yes lust, there was no other word to describe her feeling about Jamal or at least, about Jamal's cock. The bath did nothing to alleviate her guilt or her desires.
Samantha walked into her bedroom with a towel wrapped around her. She let it fall to the floor just as her dad walked in the room. "Sam, I don..." Kevin stopped staring in awe at the incredible female body displayed before him. It looked like a wet playboy playmate was standing in the room, his little girl was gone. Her chest was huge, bigger then her mothers had been, bigger then they had appeared two weeks ago. It was an image that would be frozen in his brain forever, a perfect female body. It asserted his feelings about Jamal even stronger. No black would be able to control himself around such a beautiful white woman.
"DAD, get out," she screamed.
********************
"Sam, is the coast clear?"
"Oh Jamal," she said into the phone. "Yes, dad's at work."
"Are you alright? How come you weren't at school today?"
"Dad made me go see a doctor. My body appears to be undergoing an unusual growth spurt. The old fart doctor used it as an excuse to feel me up." Sam left out the part where she had actually enjoyed having the seventy year old man squeeze her breasts and examine her vagina.
"When can I see you again?"
"I don't know, my dad's got me under lock and key. I can't even go to school until he finds out whats going on with my body."
"But the prom's in five days."
"He'll never let me go."
"If your dad is tied up at work, will you still go to the prom with me? I can pick you up early for dinner."
"Yes, he's been acting funny around me lately, I can probably leave a note saying I feel sick and went to bed early. We need to leave before he gets home, but what can you do?"
"Leave it too me."
"Good, I want to finish what I started the other night." Sam coudn't believe she said that even as her finger worked its way down to her slit.
"Pick you up at five."
********************
"The black kid's back at your house and he's wearing a tux."
"Thanks Paul." Kevin Reynolds hung up the phone. He had asked his neighbor to keep an eye on his daughter. The ungrateful little slut was intent on disobeying him. Kevin left the office and got in his car, soon he was heading home.
There was a back road that led almost straight to his house and it was usually empty of cars. He was halfway home when he noticed the flashing lights behind him. "Shit," he said looking at his speedometer. He was speeding, but not excessively. No self-respecting cop would pull him over for this.
Kevin pulled over and rolled his window down. "Look officer," he said as the cop approached, "I need to get home and stop my dau..." The cop was a huge muscular black man built like Jamal. He wore reflective sunglasses over his eyes even though it was getting dark.
"License and registration please."
Kevin handed them to the cop. "Look officer, I really need to get home. Why'd you stop me? I wasn't speeding that much."
"I didn't stop you for speeding, I stopped you for weaving. Have you been drinking Mr Reynolds," the cop said looking at Kevin's license"
"No sir." It grated on him to call a black man sir. "I wasn't weaving."
"Are you calling me a liar?"
"No sir. That is, I didn't think I was weaving."
"Your car smells funny, do you smoke dope Mr Reynolds?"
"No sir."
"May I search your car?"
"Yes, though you won't find anything."
"Step out of the car, keep your hands where I can see them and step back please." The cop began pulling rubber gloves on.
Kevin did as he was told. "Is this really necessary officer?" The cop opened the passenger door and disappeared as he looked under the seat. "Whats this then?" the cop said standing up with a large bag of grass in his hand.
"I don't know, it's not mine."
"Are you sure," said the cop tossing Kevin the bag. "There's too much dope there for a user, that belongs to a dealer."
Kevin examined it. Was it Sam's? Had Jamal corrupted her to the point where she was doing or selling drugs? "I've never seen it," said Kevin suddenly getting worried.
"I'm afraid I'm going to have to arrest you Mr Reynolds."
"Wait, it must be my daughters. Please don't arrest her, she's not a bad kid, she's just been hanging around with a bl..."
"A what, Mr Reynolds?"
"With the wrong crowd."
"You were going to say black guy weren't you?"
Kevin nodded. "How do you know it wasn't your daughter that got him on drugs?"
"I don't, I just assumed..."
"All black men aren't drug dealers and sexual perverts Mr Reynolds. Get in your car."
"You're letting me go?" Kevin asked, quickly getting back in his car.
"That depends." The black cop walked up to the window and began unbuttoning his pants.
"What are you doing?" Kevin cringed back as the cop pulled the zipper down.
"We're not all drug dealers and sexual perverts, but some of us are. Suck my cock off and I'll forget I ever stopped you."
The bile rose in the back of Kevin's throat as the cop pulled out a rapidly hardening dick that was twice as big as his own. The monster was thicker too and rising as it hardened. "You black fucker, I'll have you arrested for this."
"I'll have you arrested Mr Reynolds. I have a bag of pot with your fingerprints all over it."
The color drained from Kevin's face. Had the cop planted it in his car and tricked him into touching it? Was he some kind of sexual predator, prowling the back roads for victums? It made Kevin fear for his daughter even more knowing she was out with a black guy. "You'll never get away with this you bastard."
"All I want is one blow job. That pot will get you ten years minimum. They'll do a lot worse to you in prison then one little blow job. What's it gonna be Mr Reynolds?"
Kevin stared at it at once fascinated, disgusted, and jealous. The eleven inch black dick bobbing under his nose was impressive to say the least. It made his own dick crawl up into his scrotum with envy. "What if somebody sees us?"
"Then you'd better hurry."
Kevin didn't have much choice, he needed to protect his daughter. He leaned forward and took the black cock-head in his mouth. He was no stranger to sucking cock. When he was a teenager, he and a best friend had been blow buddies. They had started out jerking off together, then switched to jerking each other off. Blow jobs had been the next logical step. Kevin had found he enjoyed sucking his friend off to the point where he looked forward to giving as much as he did to recieving. They had continued for a year and a half until his buddy had gotten a girlfriend and soon after so had Kevin.
His friend's six inch dick had been dificult, but the cop's black monstrosity was nearly impossible. This was the worst day of his life after the day he tragically became a widow. He had to hurry to catch his daughter. The strange thing was the more he swallowed the more he wanted. Each time he inhaled through his nose, the smell of the black man's cock seemed to spur him on. It was challenging, each inch down his throat was an accomplishment. Kevin felt his efforts were rewarded when the black man started thrusing his hips, fucking Kevin's mouth with his cock.
********************
The big black limo driver grinned at Jamal as he opened the door for the young black man. Jamal got out of the limo just as Sam opened her house door and disappeared inside without him getting a good look at her. "Go get her sir," said the driver for King limousines.
"Thanks," replied Jamal. He looked swank in his tux and knew it. Jamal swaggered cockily as he walked through her front door. "Sam?" he called.
"I'm coming down now," she said from upstairs.
Jamal watched through the railing as first one foot appeared and then another. She had black high-heeled sandals on that wrapped around her calfs. He was glad to see her toenails were red for a change. She took another step down and he was delighted to see her legs just up above her knees. They were superbly shaped, athletic, and firm. Sam wasn't wearing nylons, but her skin was perfect, unblemished, and smooth. His dick twitched when he saw how short her dress was, it stopped more then halfway above her knee. Her hand touched the railing, it too had red nail polish and her arm was bare. Next was her ass, it was perfectly formed, well-rounded, two globes curving outwards and inwards to her back. Jamal had never seen her wear such a form-fitting ouftit, but he knew her ass hadn't been this exciting. This was the work of the Y-serum.
Jamal watched her thin, curvacious waist appear and she turned revealing just a hint of bare back to him. His dick extended an inch when he saw her breasts. They had been a nice, full C-cup, he guessed, now they were large DD's, big, firm, and upthrust like the fake ones on pornstars, but all too real. She was showing an ample amount of cleavage, his eyes zooming in between her breasts so that he missed her face until she cleared her throat at the bottom of the steps. He looked up at her, his heart skipping a beat. "My god, your beautiful," he said. Sam had forgone her black, morose make-up and was wearing red lipstick match her nails. Most impressive however, was her raven-black hair. He was seeing it down for the first time. She had curled it up so that the end just touched her shoulders. The body framed her face prettily with just the tip of one cute ear poking out.
"Thanks." Sam blushed at his reaction. "You look dashing yourself. I hope my dress is ok," she said trying unsuccessfully to pull it down. "It fit the other week when I bought it." Sam hoped she wasn't giving him the wrong impression. For the first time in three weeks she had awoken not horny. She was ashamed of her behaviour and hoped he wouldn't be too upset when she would tell him later that they would just stay friends. She did have a strong desire to see his cock again and the thought made her feel hot like she was feverish.
"That dress is hot. You're one fine lookin bitch."
"Jamal!"
"I'm sorry, I mean you look incredible in it. This is for you." Jamal held up a white corsage that would look great against her dress. His hands were shaking as he pinned it on her. It took every ounce of his will not to rip off that dress to see her boobs.
"What now?"
"Now my dear, we're off to the city where I shall wine and dine you."
********************
"Say it, you pussy."
"I want your big black cock. Please cum in my mouth." The cop thrust his cock back into Kevin's mouth and started thrusting his hips again. Kevin felt humiliated. The cop had pulled his cock out of Kevin's mouth as his orgasm approached and forced Kevin to feed his ego. He did this several times dragging this blow job out so that it had lasted over a half hour. Samantha was probaby long gone.
The other humiliating thing was that there was some truth to what the cop had made him say. The cop's huge dick was fascinating even if it was black. It seemed to dominate Kevin into submission just by it's presence. Kevin suddenly choked as the cop's long snake-like cock began bucking down his throat. The black man was cumming sending several wads of sperm into Kevin's belly. He hadn't planned on swallowing any and the thought disgusted him so that he drew back. The cock-head was forced out of his throat into his mouth. Kevin's mouth filled with sperm to the point where his cheeks bulged out and he was forced to swallow more to keep from choking.
Kevin had let his friend cum in his mouth, but he had always spit it out. Plus it had only been the size of a tea spoon. The amount the black man came was unnatural. Kevin was forced to swallow another load, this time holding his throat open so that it slid down into his belly. He had forgotten how hot and tasty it was as he waited for the next wad. The black man had other ideas. The cop quickly withdrew his cock and shot another huge wad in Kevin's face, some semen hitting his suit and staining it. Kevin held his eyes loosely shut as sperm dripped down his face. He could vaguely make out the cop stroking his dick until the last drop had flown out to ruin Kevin's suit.
"Your free to go Mr Reynolds. Have a nice day." Kevin had just wiped his eyes clean as the cop sped off. He wasn't sure, but he swore the cop car had been from a neighboring county. The cop had been out of his jurisdiction.
Kevin raced home and wasn't surprised to see it empty. "They left about thirty minutes ago," called his nosy neighbor Paul from his yard. "Hey, what's that all over your face?"



"Bird got me," he yelled back over the hedges holding his hand over the dried sperm caking his face. "Thanks for the info." Kevin ran inside to change and take a quick shower. After gargling several times to get the semen taste out of his mouth, close to another hour had passed by the time he set off in pursuit. He planned on checking all the nearby fancy restuarants and if it came down to it, marching into the prom to get his daughter.
********************
Sam was in a daze as she left the city. Jamal had taken her to a classy restaurant in downtown Manhattan. They had been treated like royalty, the food practically melting in her mouth. There were a lot of muscular black men in the restaurant and they all showed great respect for Jamal calling him Mr Washington. The server even let them drink wine without questioning their age. If the spectre of an angry father wasn't looking over her shoulder, this would have been the best night of her life.
The limo had a stocked bar and they drank more on the long drive back. They clinked champagne glasses as Jamal said, "Here's to friends."
"To friends," Sam agreed.
"You have beautiful eyes," said Jamal. "I never noticed under your glasses."
"It's the weirdest thing Jamal. My eyes have cleared up. I don't need glasses anymore."
"Good, it's a crime to cover them up. Now, since it's a long ride to the prom and the driver can't see us with the blind up, why don't we finish what we started the other night." Jamal started unbuttoning his pants.
The thought of seeing his cock again thrilled her and the booze was making her horniness return, but she shook her head no laying her hand on his arm to stop him. "No Jamal, I'm sorry, I'm ashamed of the way I've been acting over the last three weeks. I don't know what came over me."
"Another hand job then?"
"No, I don't think that's a good idea."
Jamal appeared angry with her most of the ride to the prom and the conversation was muted. He perked up when they pulled up to the school gym. The limo driver opened the door and Jamal stepped out to cheers from the football team. The cheering stopped when he helped her out. They were staring at her, mouths agape, eyes roaming her body. One whistled. Sam wasn't used to getting stared at with anything but disdain. She could get used to this.
It wasn't just the football team, it was almost everyone. Most didn't even recognize her. "Sam you look gorgeous." It was Malcom working the prom. "Let me get some pictures of you two." Malcom seemed the proud father. After taking some standard shots, Malcom pulled Jamal asside and Sam went to get some punch, she was feeling very hot.
"Son, Hank has been trying to get a hold of you. He says there's an unforeseen side effect to the Y-serum."
"Serious?" He felt a moments concern for Samantha.
"He didn't sound upset, he seemed excited. He wants you to call as soon as possible."
"It'll have to wait until tommorrow. Thanks Dad."
"I'm proud of you son."
Jamal nodded at his father and went to find Samantha. Raymond Duncan was chaperoning the door with his wife. The husband Jamal had cuckholded wouldn't look him in the eye as he stepped up to Darlene and kissed her on the cheek. "Mrs. Duncan you look ravishing." His teacher-slut smiled at him and he deteced the hint of jealousy in her eyes as he entered the building.
Jamal spotted Samantha surrounded by several guys trying to hit on her. She looked trapped, not sure how to handle the attention. The boys were trying to keep it real, but none could keep their eyes off her breasts. He felt nothing, but contempt for the stupid white boys. Dan stopped him before he could save Sam. "Damn Jamal, she's fucking fine. If I knew she was hiding that body under those bulky black clothes, I would of gone after her years ago. She makes Trisha look like a child. So did you do it?"
"Dan, As much as I hate to admit it, you may have found the one girl I can't fuck."
"Told you so. You have until midnight to fuck her."
"Shame we didn't bet your girlfriend I could of had her within several days." Jamal left before Dan could respond.
The pack of horny boys seperated from Sam as the giant black teen loomed over them. "Care to dance?"
"I've never danced before," she replied.
"I'll lead."
The next two hours were a blur of dancing and socializing. Sam was having the time of her life though she still felt out of place talking to the popular teens and being stared at so much.
Sam leaned her head into Jamal's chest as they slow danced. The heat she had been feeling seemed more intense and it was concentrating in her crotch. The powerful horniness that had possessed her the last three weeks was returning stronger then ever. He pressed his crotch against her belly and the feel of his stiff cock made her pussy run. Sam looked up at him. "Maybe I will finish that blow job after all." Then she glanced at the door. Oh no, my dad just walked in the door."
"Ladies and gentlemen, students, falculty," blared the speaers. The principal was on stage. "It's time to anounce the king and queen of the prom. Jamal Washington and Samantha Reynolds come to the stage please."
Jamal swaggered onto the stage with Sam at his heels, shyly looking at the floor. "Speach, speach," called the audience as the principal gave them their crowns and stepped off the stage. Jamal didn't know what to say. He leaned into the mike and screamed, "Go Falcons." The football team and cheerleaders yelled back.
Sam didn't like the way Jamal was holding up his crown in one hand and her hand in the other like she was his trophy. "I'd like to say a few words," she said into the mike, this would be her moment off glory where she made them all feel guilty."You see me as a butterfly where once you saw a catepillar. I am the same classmate I have always been. The same girl most of you ignored all year because of the way I looked and dressed."
The audience snickered a little and she heard one whisper, "my god she's pregnant." Sam felt sweat trickle around her nipples and looked down, embarrassed to see her nipples were puffy and hard clearly visible to the entire audience. Worse still, her dress was soaked around each nipple. Sweat formed on her forehead as she struggled to continue. It was hot on the stage.
"We are all the same, yet different. It is our differences that make us human." There had to be a poem or something she could quote to get her point across, but the fires in her loins was making it hard to concentrate. "You don't see the person on the stage, you see the big breasts."-
"How could we miss them?" yelled one of the jocks.
"What if I judged you all by the size of your boobs or your coc..penises. Your hard beautiful, sperm-filled penises. Just what I need in my pussy right now." The audience gasped as she reached over, squeezed Jamal's cock through his pants, then unzipped him.
"I need to get fucked," said Sam kneeling. The audience gasped again when they saw the size of Jamal's organ, before it quickly disappeared in Sam's hungry mouth.
"What the fuck are you doing Sam?" said Jamal just before he got a whiff of her. She did need to get fucked, he could smell it. "Turn the fuck around slut and get on all fours."
They ignored the voices from the audience. "Holy shit, he's gonna fuck her. He'll rip her in two with that thing. Somebody stop them. Dude, this is better then a porn. Man, that pot's some good shit. That thing is twice as big as yours Dan."
Sam forgot where and who she was as she kneeled on all fours towards Jamal. Her short dress was already obscenely high on her legs and he jerked it up exposing her sexy new panties. With a powerful tug, Jamal ripped her panties off her body and tossed them onto the stage.
Sam's pussy lips spread open for him even before he touched it. She moaned as his cock-head touched her labia. The pleasure turned into a stab of pain as Jamal pushed forward breaking through her hymen claiming her virginity. The pain was gone in seconds, Sam's pussy stretching out to accomodate Jamal's large black rod. "Fuck me," she screamed. "Give me that big black cock." Sam shuddered from an orgasm, her first, and one bigger then most women ever experience in their entire lives.
In the audience, Kevin had been forcing his way through the crowd watching the nightmare unfold, his worst dreams of black men were coming true this day. He reached the stage and shook the principal. "We gotta stop this." The old man shook his head, he seemed to shiver a little as he stared up at the interracial couple. Kevin felt it to as he looked up at the stage, smelling the sex coming off the two teens fucking just a few feet away. His first desire was to take Jamal's place, the woman needed to get fucked, even if it was his daughter. Instead of turning hard though, his own dick was shrinking up into his scrotum. He wasn't man enough to fuck the girl on stage. Kevin started shaking along side the principal and several other male students close to the action.
Malcom sensed it to from across the room. He almost ran towards Sam with every intention of fucking her, his cock as hard as it had ever been. His son was bigger and stronger then he was though and Malcom backed off, but not before a low growl rumbled in the back of his throat. Malcom needed to cum and if he couldn't have the girl on the stage, he'd settle for Darlene Duncan. The hot young teacher didn't know what hit her as she was lifted onto the punch bowl table, Malcom pulling her dress up over her hips. Darlene was cumming from Malcom's big cock before she knew what hit her. Many nearby students watched their favorite teacher getting fucked by the school's black janitor, but most continued to stare at the stage.
Jamal pulled Sam's arms back so that her face hit the stage as he continued to pound his incredible cock into her. He yanked her spaghetti straps down her arms exposing her lacy bra. He used her bra strap like reins for awhile, riding her, before unhooking it. Sam's breasts sprang free as she pushed herself back up on all fours. They swung like huge udders under her body. Not only did they look like udders, but they were leaking milk onto the stage floor. She was lactating.
Sam was in a world of perpetual orgasmic bliss. She came to her sense as Jamal's pumping began to get more erratic. He was getting close. At that moment, it ceased being about the sex. It was all about the sperm. She wanted his sperm bombarding her womb with seed. She wanted a baby. Thoughts of the baby disappeared as Sam got her wish and millions of sperm exploded into her pussy. Jamal's orgasm triggered her own climatic one and she passed out from the pleasure. She awoke in the throes of another orgasm. Jamal hadn't stopped for a second, he continued pumping her pussy like an animal until he came a second time.
Jamal reluctantly withdrew hs cock after the second orgasm. He wasn't finished with her, but he had come to his senses, remembering where he was. He picked up the semi-comatose woman in his arms, the students parting for him as he left the building.
Jamal's cock swung, dangling out of his pants as he carried her to the limo. He deposited her in the car and said, "drive." However, the limo driver didn't drive. He stared at Sam, eyes wide, nostrils flaring staring lustily at Sam's prone body until Jamal raised the partition gowling at the driver.
******************
"Dad."
"Jamal, where have you been?" screamed Malcom into the phone.
"I'm in a motel with Sam."
"Why didn't you call?"
"I was kind of busy," he said looking at Sam's sleeping sperm covered form. Her cheeks were puffy, her legs were spread wide with sperm caked around her ass hole and pussy. Jamal watched as milk from her left nipple traveled down her body to pool in her belly button.
"You've been gone a week."
"A week?" The days had been a blur of sex, sleeping, and occassionally eatting from the vending machine. For the first time, Jamal's cock dangled limply, his balls aching as his enhanced metabolism worked overtime to replace the sperm he had ejaculated.
"I talked to Hank. The Y-serum test subjects, Carol, Sam, and the others all seemed to go into heat during the final week of enhancement. They give off pheromones we can't resist. Hank thinks they're all pregnant, though it's too soon to tell.
"I'm gonna have a baby?"
"I'm gona be a granddaddy. There's more, you've been expelled as has Sam. Sam's dad hasn't filed kidnapping charges, I think he's just disowned his daughter. I had to fuck Darlene while you were up on the stage and we've both been fired. Not that it matters to me, but I feel sorry for Darlene.
"I feel sorry for Sam too. I guess we can always go to night school to get our GEDs."
********************
"That cock of yours is incredible Jamal. I can't get enough of it."
Jamal looked at Trisha, Dan's ex-girlfriend, home from college. He had claimed his prize from the bet with Dan shortly after the prom. Trisha had been receptive the minute he made a pass at her, practically ripping into his pants. She had seen what Jamal's cock could do to a woman having watched Sam climax continously on stage.
"None of the men in college measure up to you."
"You've only fucked black men I hope?"
"Yeah, no more white dick for me, but the ones I've been with haven't been hung like you. I had to fuck ten til I found a seven incher."
"Keep trying. I can set you up with some big cock if you get desperate." Jamal's cell phone rang and he answered it. It was the call he'd been waiting for.
He ditched Trisha raced to the hospital where he met his father. "Sam's having contractions," said Malcom.
"Already?"
"The baby wants out."
Later, a pretty female nurse walked out into the waiting room. "Jamal Washington, you have a son." The nurse's eyes settled on Jamal's crotch where the outline of his cock was clearly visible. "The boy favors his father."
The End
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Note: This story takes place during Solomon's wandering years.
Prologue:
Solomon King looked across the creek at the remains of the shack he had grown up in. He was surprised it was still standing, though it was more of a lean-to now then house. Progress hadn't come to this part of Mississippi. It looked exactly as it did back in the fifties, dirt roads, trash and all. What had possessed him to come back here? His mother was long dead, his father's identity unknown, brothers and sisters scattered to the winds. There were no good memories from his childhood except the joy he felt swimming in the creek. From here he had gone to live with an abusive Aunt until he turned old enough to join the Navy.
Solomon had been wandering around listless now for several months. He didn't know if the Gigamesh Project was chasing him since he had escaped and burnt down their facility. This aimless apathy wasn't like him. He was a natural born leader, a planner, a strategist. He needed a goal in life, a purpose, but what?
He heard a truck coming along down the dirt road and turned sticking his thumb out. It was a beat up, old, pick-up and Solomon could see three men filling the front seat.
The truck stopped beside him and one man leaned out, "You need a ride there darkie?"
Solomon frowned, "Yeah, can I hop in back?" The three men were rednecks, shaggy hair, unshaven, mustaches, etc.
"Youse is one big negro buck. Be worth a lot if the 'federacy had won."
Solomon stepped closer to the pick-up with every intention of yanking the arrogant hick out of the truck and kicking his ass. He reached in his fist gathering up the man's shirt and realizing that it was a white robe. They were all wearing white robes. Hoods were in their laps. "Pa, he's touching me. Get them filthy hands of your better boy."
An older man was driving. He threw open his door and climbed out. "Get your hands off my boy...boy," said the older man. He appeared in his late forties, had a big beer gut and sideburns covering large jowls. He spit tobacco on the ground and glared at Solomon. "What the fuck are you rednecks gonna do about it?"
"I don't care how big you are boy, you can't take us all on." The fat old man was grinning like an idiot.
"I don't know Pa," said the younger one staring at Solomon's meaty fist still bunching up his robe. "Look at his eyes, he looks like he's into it."
"Shuddup Jimbo. Joe Joe, why don't you make this negra buck show us betters some respect."
Joe Joe, the man sitting in th middle of the cab, slid out the drivers seat. He stood up, towering over the truck, bigger then Solomon, bigger then any man Solomon had ever seen. The man had a dumb look on his face. Solomon said, "This doesn't have to happen. Why don't you good ole boys get back in your truck and drive off." He was already assuming a fighting stance, arms coming up and one foot behind him for balance.
Joe Joe looked to the old man for instructions, but the old man just grinned and said, "Whatsa matta boy, scared? Get him Joe Joe."
Without hesitation, the dumb giant charged at Solomon, huge ham like fists coming up to beat the black man to a pulp. Then he was lying on his face in the dirt as Solomon easily sidestepped and tripped him. The big man wasn't down for long. He climbed back to his feet and as Solomon prepared himself, the big oaf released a fistfull of dirt into Solomon's eyes. Seconds latter, Solomon felt the punch.
The black man's rock hard abs absorbed the blow, but it had enough strength behind it to knock the air out of his lungs. Before Solomon could get the sand out of his eyes, another strong blow hit him in the jaw nearly causing him to fall to the ground. Instead, Solomon dropped and rolled, cleaning his eyes as he rose out of Joe Joe's reach.
As the other rednecks cheered, Solomon clenched his jaw and looked at the giant with such could calculating fury that Joe Joe paused for a fraction of a second trying to follow up his attack. The black man seemed to levitate in the air for a second, his leg striking out at the white man. Solomon's heel caught Joe Joe right in the neck and the white giant fell over like a tree, clutching his neck and gasping for air.
"Pa, don't," shouted Jimbo.
Jimbo was out of the truck standing by the door as the old man pulled a shotgun out of a rack behind the pickup's cab. Solomon kicked Jimbo in the chest sending him hard into the door at the same time reaching for the gun and yanking it out of the surprised fathers hands. Solomon reversed the gun swinging the butt up between the fat man's legs. In the same motion, just as the dad began screaming like a woman, Solomon reversed the gun again and slammed the butt into Jimbo's head, as he was standing up, without looking behind him. "Don't fuck with a Navy SEAL," growled Solomon, looking at the three fallen men still pissed off at himself for falling for the dirt in the eyes trick.
Solomon rifled through the truck finding nothing but a cooler of beer and a tool box. There was some duct tape in the tool box and Solomon went over to restrain Joe Joe. The big man was still lying on the ground gasping for breath. Solomon taped his arms and legs together, then put a strip across his mouth. He did the same for Jimbo who was breathing, but unconscious. The fat old man was crying, clutching his balls as he rocked in the fetal position on the ground. Solomon taped him up too.
Solomon grabbed a beer out of the cooler and tossed the shotgun into the creek. He looked at the setting sun and figured he'd better clean up his mess before someone else came along. He pulled Joe Joe's wallet out of the man's pants and removed the few dollars inside. There was a photograph inside of Joe Joe as a boy about ten years younger standing with another huge redneck and an older handsome woman with a stern matronly look. Solomon moved on to Jimbo who luckily had more money then Joe Joe. He also had a picture inside his wallet. It was a wedding picture of him with his wife and the bitch in the photograph made Solomon's cock jerk. Jimbo had married up. His wife was a classy looking brunette. She wore glasses and her hair was up making her look like an attractive business woman, but one with a body built for sex. Nice full breasts and a firm ass complimented a trim figure. The picture only looked a couple years old.
Solomon hit paydirt with the old man. His license said his name was James and he was obviously one of those losers who liked to flash cash because he had over three hundred bucks in his wallet. The old man also had a picture. His was of a family gathering at a water hole somewhere. James' wife was a fat cow bigger then her husband. Jimbo and his wife were in the picture. Jimbo's wife was wearing a conservative one-piece swimsuit that failed to hide her curves. But what really caught Solomon's attention was James' daughter. The hot little slut was wearing a bikini top and tight cut off jeans. The bikini was straining to confine two huge udders like her mom's, but without the fat to match. Her cut-offs were so short they showed off a hint of buttocks. Her body was simply incredible and she only looked sixteen. The picture was dated 1992, making it several years old and the little bitch over eighteen. Solomon's cock hardened as he stared at the two babes' bodies. He had an idea how to teach these rednecks a lesson.
Solomon heaved the three men into the back of the truck. Even with his considerable strength, Solomon had trouble throwing Joe Joe into the cab. Solomon hopped in the truck and found a road atlas under the seat. He got their addresses off their drivers licenses. Joe Joe lived closest. He decided to swing by his house first to see if there was anything to steal.
********************
Whoop Bing Rosie:
Joe Joe lived in a delapidated rancher. There was a car in the driveway, but no lights on. The big man didn't wear a wedding ring so Solomon assumed he lived alone.
Solomon looked around for anything worth stealing, but found nothing easy to resell without burdening himself. He wanted to get out of this state as quickly as possible.
What he did find of interest, was a video camera hooked up to the tv. He wasn't too familiar with their use, but it looked easy to figure out. A tape attachment sat beside the tv.
Solomon had entered what had to be Joe Joe's room. The man was thirty-something, but his room was like a little kids with baseball mitts and models lying around. He had just started looking around when he heard a door squeak behind him. He spun and shut the room door, hearing someone in the bathroom out in the hall.
Solomon peered through the crack in the door. He heard a toilet flush and an older woman walked out of the bathroom. Solomon immediately recognized her as Joe Joe's mom from the picture. She was still handsome even in her late fifties, thin, but a little hippy, her ass was a little big and her breasts were on the smallish side. She wore a nightgown and looked tired with her hair mussed up from sleeping.
The woman knocked on his door as she was walking past. "Joe Jr, come rub mommy's feet for her. I know you're in there. I heard you come home." The woman turned and shuffled towards her room.
Solomon snuck out and was standing by the bathroom when she yelled, "gets your ass in here boy and rub mommy's feet. I clean houses for nine hours a day to support you, now get in here."
There was a maid's uniform hanging on the bathroom door with the name Rosie stitched to it. Solomon saw the light go out under the door to the lady's room and figured, why not?
"Such a good boy," she said as he entered the room. The light was on, but she was wearing a sleeping mask and was lying on the covers. "This one first please." She held her right foot up.
Solomon sat the video camera on the night stand aimed at the woman and pressed play. Solomon grabbed her foot and squeezed it, kneeding and rubbing them with his hands. The woman moaned in pleasure. As Solomon rubbed her foot, he stared down her leg. It was newly shaven with good, strong calves. He was holding her foot up enough that her nightgown had ridden up and he could see the hint of pubic hair between her legs. His cock began to stiffen.
He switched to her next foot. He used one hand to squeeze it, while the other hand unbuttoned his jeans and pulled his cock out. He struggled to get them down around his ankles.
Solomon grabbed her other foot so that he had one in each hand. Rosie sighed contentedly as he moved his thumbs around the bottom of her feet while slowly pulling her legs apart. Before she realized what had happened, he was falling forwards onto the bed wth his arms sliding under her legs holding them spread wide open. Her pussy was displayed for him as his face landed on her slit.
"Joe Joe what are you doing?" Rosie was stunned, but assumed her son had fallen on her. His tongue came out and licked up her labia sending an unfamiliar spasm of pleasure up her spine. "Oh my god stop," she cried coming to her senses. She tried to struggle, but it only worked his tongue in deeper. "What's gotten into you?" She flushed with shame her body was responding, her crotch was raising into his thrusting tongue. "This...wrong. Been so long...can't help...I'm cumming." The older woman thrashed with pleasure as her clit was sucked between her sons lips.
Solomon climbed up and kneeled between her legs, placing his cock-head against her pussy. She recovered as he was pushing it in. "Stop. We can't...you're my son." Solomon pushed the head in and she said, "ummm yes," then laughed. "Thank god. Who are you?"
"How'd you know?" he asked.
"Such a manly voice you have to go with that big manly prick. I'm afraid I've seen my son nude when he was a boy and he takes after his late father in the prick department. Not too big. God, that feels incredible. How big is it?"
"That's just over half."
"I want to see it."
"No. Leave the mask on and I will give you the fucking of your life."
"Ok." Her hand had been reaching for the mask, but stopped. Hr husband had been dead for six years and she wasn't about to pass up this opportunity. "Who are you?"
"I'm one of Joe Joe's friends. He sent me here to pick something up for him."
"Oh, one of his klan buddies. A good, true American."
"Yeah, thats right." Solomon gritted his teeth and slammed his cock in.
A mixture of pleasure and pain shot out from Rosie's crotch. She had never felt anything like it. The man's prick must be a foot long. Her pussy was juicing up quickly to accomodate it. She hadn't been this wet in twenty years. "That feels so good. What's your name?"
"Call me King." Solomon startled her when he grabbed her nightgown and ripped down exposing her breasts while Rosie was writhing in pleasure impaled on his cock. He kept going until her entire nightgown was open displaying a surprisingly nice body for such a mature woman.
"How appropriate a name. You're a manly man, aren't you King?"
"I'm the first real man you ever been with." He was lying down as he said this, her legs wrapping around his waist. He mashed his lips against hers as he began thrusting his hips.
"Oh my god, oh my god," she screamed breaking lip contact to gasp for air. "Fuck me my King. Fuck me with that huge prick."
Solomon had found his rhythym. He was bucking his hips rapidly now fucking her with his entire cock. The force of his thrusts pushed her down into the bed, the springs bringing her back up into his rampant cock. He was grunting as he fucked her hard, hands squeezing the sides of her head, and kissing her occassionally. She seemed to cum every five strokes or so. "Let me see you. Please, I need to see your face. It's never been this good before." she begged.
Solomon was getting close. His cock was swollen as his orgasm approached. It had been several days since he had cum last, which ment it would be a lot. He waited till his cock was just about to explode before grunting, "Then see me," as he flicked her mask off with his thumbs.
Rosie waited with awe to see this incredible lover, her look turning to horror when she saw his black face. "Nooo, not a ni...aaahhhh myyy goddd." The black man's prick exploded in her pussy triggering the biggest orgasm of her life. Her body betrayed her. Her pussy squeezed his cock milking it for every last drop of what felt like a gallon of sperm. Waves of pleasure were radiating out from her crotch. It wasn't just one big orgasm, it was one long continuous orgasm. Rosie's eyes rolled up in her head as she fainted from the pleasure.
Solomon withdrew figuring it was a good chance to get out of there. He would of liked to of broken in her ass and mouth to black cock, but there were two more sluts he wanted to meet tonight. He grabbed the camera and left.
Rosie watched him leave out of the corner of her eye pretending to sleep, but didn't see the camera in his hand. "Thank you," she mouthed as he headed down the stairs.
*******************
Jane His Wife:
Solomon fast-forwarded through the video impressed with how good he looked on tape. He really liked the video camera and thought it would be cool to make pornos for a living. He carried Joe Joe into his house and left the video cassette of Solomon fucking his mother lying on the man's restrained body. His mom would find him in the morning. He then went back to the truck grabbed another beer and drove off. The next stop was Jimbo's house.
Solomon let himself into Jimbo's house with a key off the man's key ring. He flipped the lights on and was immediately surrounded by pictures of Jim's wife. Either she loved her looks or Jimbo was infatuated with her. She was gorgeous. A large framed wedding picture was at the center of many smaller photographs. An engraved plate red: James and Jane Harrison 1993. They were both in their early twenties and had only been married a short time.
He needed another tape for the video camera and searched around their tv. He found one and took it. Wedding was written on the lable. He inserted the tape from the wedding video and rewound it. He could tape over this one, for tonight Jane Harrison would be Solomon's wife. The lovely woman wouldn't be vewing it after tonight. Solomon looked up the stairs and began removing his clothes.
Solomon took the camera and walked up the dark stairs. The master bedroom wasn't hard to find. The door was open and he could make out Jane's sleeping form on the bed. He set the camera on a stand aimed at the bed. It was too dark to really get anything, but at least it could record the noise.
*******************
Jane felt the cloth on her face, sliding down towards her breasts. "Stop it Jimbo, I have to work in the morning," she said sleepily. She moved her hands down to push her husband back, but he just grabbed her wrists and pushed them up over her head. "Ooo baby, you been drinking?" His only response was to suck one of her long nipples into his mouth. Jane moaned. "I love it when you been drinking. Use the handcuffs. Make me your slut." He fumbled around with the novelty furry handcuffs attached to the headboard and she helped him restrain her. He must have really been drinking because he fumbled with the handcuffs like he wasn't familiar with them.
Solomon hadn't encountered a woman like this before. Jane wasn't the classy, conservative woman he had thought from her pictures. It must be an act. She was a kinky slut, at least with her husband. That explained why she had married down to a redneck like Jimbo. She craved rough working class sex. Solomon could give her what she craved.
"I love it when you treat me like a slut," she whimpered. Solomon kneeled between her legs and hooked them under his arms. "No, wait, eat me first," she begged. Jimbo had a nice size dick, but he was a minute-man and she needed foreplay to cum. That why she liked it when he drank. He always lasted longer and ate her pussy with more enthusiasm. Not tonight though, Jimbo seemed intent on sticking his dick in her. The head of his dick poked at her slick pussy until she felt herself stretching wide open, wider then ever before. "What the fuck are you sticking in me, a bowling pin? Don't stop, it feels so good." As the man kept pushing, Jane soon realized the truth. Her pussy kept stretching and opening, the walls hugging every contour and vein of what could only be a very large penis. As he slowly began pumping his dick into her, she began to have a series of small, but intense orgasms. Her crotch started raising into his thrusts. Her nipples were rock hard, her pussy was soaking the big penis inside her. Jane had never been this horny, the very air seemed sexually charged.
"Harder god dammit, fuck me harder. Jeeesus, I feel a big one coming. Let me see you, take off the robe." The hooded figure leaned over her and turned on the light. The white robed figure between her legs was so big, it could only be Joe Joe. Oddly, Joe Joe seemed to be wearing black gloves as he reached up.
Solomon pulled off his hood as Jane's orgasm was about to break. The beautiful woman's eyes went wide as she saw Solomon's handsome, black face smirking at her. "Just what I always wanted," she cried as her pussy clamped down over his superior black cock and began spasming. Jane writhed on the bed screaming with pleasure from the intensity of the orgasm.
When Jane awoke, she was slowly getting fucked by the black man as he waited for her to recover. "Oh god yes," she moaned. "Let me see you. Take off that robe. Now who the fuck are you?" she asked staring in awe at the black man's magnificent chest as he pulled the robe over his head.
"Your husband and his KKK buddies harrassed me this evening so I decided to get even by fucking his wife.



"I'll have to ask him to harrass more black men. Oh god, I don't believe it, I'm gonna cum again." Within seconds, Jane was writhing around on the bed like a bitch in heat. "Don't stop, fuck me hard"
Solomon did stop. He yanked his cock out and smacked her on the hip. "Turn over and get on all fours."
"Yeah that's it you big black stud, fuck me like an animal."
Solomon reinserted his cock and did just that. Jane had an amazing pussy. It gripped his cock like a vice, spasming every now and then as she came. Her juices were squirting out, running down his balls each time he slammed his dick home. Solomon pushed his thumb into her ass and her pussy immediately ballooned up around his cock as she had a huge orgasm.
"Ooo fucking nasty," she moaned. "Play with my ass."
Solomon kept fucking her hard while working his thumb around her ass to prepare her for what was next. His cock began swelling as his orgasm approached. He was addicted to cumming, finding it necessary to orgasm at least twice a day, abstaining was difficult but every now and then he liked to hold off. His balls produced semen at an rate ten times those of a normal man. Each time he emptied them, they filled almost immediately gradually swelling until he drained them again. He drained them now into Jane's pussy. Her own orgasms exploding with each wad he shot. Her pussy started spasming, then her ass began shaking until she collapsed on the bed thrashing around in ecstacy. She fell forward freeing Solomon's cock. The giant black rod shot up, shooting one last wad across her ass and back.
Solomon squeezed the base of his cock to keep it hard and pulled her ass back up. He pushed his cock-head against her tight little sphincter watching it spread wide open for him. He quickly pushed more in hoping to spare her some of the pain of initial penetration before she recovered. Jane whimpered a little in her semi-comatose state, but before he knew it, she was pushing her ass back into his thrusts. "Ooo god, fuck my white ass," she murmered softly.
This bitch was a real catch. Solomon wished he had more time to spend with her, but there were more fish to fry tonight. He fucked her ass for a good twenty minutes until filling her bowels with sperm.
"Thank you, thank you, I've always dreamed of fucking a hung black man, but I never thought it would happen. Even my fantasies weren't this good."
"My pleasure," said Solomon pulling his cock out of her ass and watching his sperm well up to run down her crack, mingling with the sperm still oozing out of her pussy.
"I'd like to keep your black baby-making cum in me forever, but Jimbo will be home in an hour or so and I need to clean up. Lets take a quick shower."
In the shower, Jane seemed more fascinated with cleaning Solomon, then herself. He stood in the center of the tub, hands behind his head, flexing his muscles while she soaped his entire body front and back. "Your simply amazing," she said. It seemed as though her soapy hand touched every single, hard muscled ridge of his chest, back and ass. "There's something else I want to do." She kneeled in the shower before him. "Make me your slut."
"What?" he asked.
"Make me your slut. Mark me." His cock was half-hard and growing as she took the shaft in her hand and pointed it at her face. "Pee on me."
Solomon's surprise only lasted a moment and he did have to piss from drinking the beer earlier. He quickly relaxed and let go before he became to hard to piss.
Jane moaned as the golden torrent splattered on her face. She shook under his golden shower and it seemed to Solomon as if she had cum again just from this kinky act. She directed his cock to cover her entire torso, her head, breasts, face, and open mouth all got sprayed on by his piss. She took the whole head in her mouth before he had even stopped pissing and started sucking on it. His cock quickly grew to full erection.
Jane was a wild, horny slut. She inhaled his cock, sucking on it like a mad woman. She teased his pee-slit with her tongue until Solomon's knees started to shake. She only took him out of her mouth long enough to examine it when he was all blood engorged. She said, "talk to me," before putting it back in her mouth.
"You fucking slut. Suck that black cock like the little white whore you are." Jane groaned and began shoving her finger between her legs, rubbing her clit like crazy. "You got a mouth built to handle black dick. I wish I had some buddies here, we'd plug all your white slut holes." Jane screamed around his cock and came. Solomon had a sneaky suspicion she'd be seeking out some brothers to do just that in the near future. "Here it comes bitch, try to keep up." To her credit, she did.
Jane was prepared for his abnormally large orgasms having experienced two already. She opened her throat letting his sperm slide down to her belly. Still, her mouth filed too quickly and some trickled down her chin. "Mmmm, even your sperm tastes better then my husband's and you cum ten times as much as he does.
Solomon squeezed the last few drops out onto her extended tongue and climbed out of the shower. He towled himself off as Jane climbed out. "What now?" she asked.
"I gotta go."
"Can we do this again? Come back later. Take me with you. I don't care what, I just need your cock again."
"Meet me at dawn by your garage door and I will fuck you again."
"I'll sneak out as soon as the sun comes up," she said. He had no intention of coming back, but wanted to shut her up. Solomon actually felt guilty at the expression of complete joy on her face when he said he'd fuck her again.
He dressed in the bedroom. She wanted to kiss him good bye, but since she had just sucked him off, she settled for kissing his cock again before he zipped his pants up. Solomon picked her up in his strong arms and laid her on the bed, kissing each breast before turning the lights out. He grabbed the video camera once it was dark and headed downstairs.
Solomon left Jimbo hog tied with duct tape by the garage door where Jane would find him in the morning when she went to meet Solomon. The video labled: wedding, rested on Jimbo's back
Daughter Judy:
James lived close to his son, so Solomon didn't have far to drive. He parked on the street and climbed the wall around James' house. He had just jumped to the ground when he froze. A big gazebo filled the yard surrounding the old mansion and Solomon had just seen a light flare up. He crouched, rolling into the shadows. Two figures were in the gazebo smoking cigarettes. He crept closer to hear them.
"Come on Judy, you promised."
"I know, I know," said a pretty female voice. "I thought I was ready. I'm scared that's all."
"Damn damn, fuck this shit." A teenager wearing a varsity football jacket stepped out of the gazebo. The kid was huge, almost as big as Solomon.
"Dan I'm sorry, we'll do it soon. I promise." The sexy bitch from the picture ran out after her boyfriend, pulling her nightgown up. Solomon caught sight of her huge tits in the moonlight just before she covered them.
"I'm sorry baby," he said kissing her and running his hands across her breasts and ass. "Your body just drives me crazy. I don't want to be a virgin forever."
"Me neither," she replied. "Next time, I promise. My dad might be home any second."
"Yeah, I'd better go then." He walked to the wall dangerously close to Solomon and climbed over too. Judy ran barefoot through the yard and much to Solomon's surprise climbed a tree to an open window on the second floor.
Solomon waited till all was quiet then climbed the tree after her. He peeked in the window. It was a teen girl's bedroom. The room was dark, but a light illuminated it from an open door to the bathroom where he could make out Judy sitting on the toilet. When she finished, she stood and pulled the nightgown over her head giving him a glimpse of her hot young body and making his tired cock grow. She had long blonde hair and it looked like her pubes were also blonde. The girl had a thin, firm young body with enough fat to give her curves in all the right places. Her breasts were simply amazing, huge double D's on her small young body. They fell halfway to her bellybutton, long nipples pointing down towards the floor. They promised to give her much back pain in the future, but for now Solomon was sure they were in the masturbatory fantacies of every boy in her school. She closed the door, darkening the room and Solomon could hear her slipping nude into bed.
Interesting, he thought. Jane the conservative appearing one was a kinky slut and this sexy little whore was a virgin. He quietly jumped through the windowm but she heard him. "Dan? What are you doing? My mom's in bed and dad will be home any minute."
Solomon held his finger over her lips to quiet her as he stripped. Nude he walked over to where her head lay. "Dan, stop it this instant." Solomon waved his cock around her nose letting her get a big whiff of pheromones and accidently touching her cheek. "Is that your dick? Put it away. I'm not going to put it in my mouth. NO," she yelled loudly as he leaned down and yanked the covers off her. "have you gone insane?" she whispered quietly."
Solomon walked to the foot of the bed and pulled her legs apart burying his face in his second pussy of the night. Judy just about jumped out of the bed when his tongue flickered up along her slit. "Dan, stop it this is disgusting," she cried but her body was betraying her. It was almost imperceptible at first, but Judy was slowly raising her sweet young pussy up into his mouth. "Stop," she said quietly. "Don't. Stop. Don't stop, god please don't stop." Judy lost her inhibitions and began violently bucking her hips into his mouth as he sucked her clit between his lips. "Dan something's happening. I'm scared. It's sooo intense. Oh god, oh god, ahhhhhhhh."
Solomon released her clit while her pussy convulsed in orgasm. He sat up and wiped the back of his hand across his mouth to clean off her juices. "That was incredible," she moaned. "Wonderful. I had no idea it would feel that good. How can I ever thank you?" Solomon straddled her hips and moved up her body until his cock was resting on her chin. "That's what you want is it? Ok, I'll try it this once, but don't expect it every time we go out." Judy leaned her neck up and inserted his cock-head into her mouth.
Solomon's cock swelled with lust as she wrapped her lips around his entire cock-head. It exited him thinking about what she'd do if she knew it was a black cock she was sucking on. She was inexperienced and wasn't very good. She didn't use her tongue much and gagged a lot, but the pheromones were working their way through her brain. Soon she was attacking his cock with gusto. Still, there was a lot of room for improvement and the big black man grew impatient. He slid back a little and nestled his cock on her chest. He could barely feel her boobs. They were so big they hung down over the sides of her chest. He hefted them and brought them up, squeezing his cock between them. He slowly began titty fucking her.
"God your big," whispered Judy. "I assumed dicks were smaller." She was moving her chin down to her neck trying to take the thrusting head into her mouth. The huge dick thrusting through her breasts was driving her crazy. She wanted it, wanted it in her mouth again, wanted it filling her pussy, wanted to show Dan how much she loved him by showing him how much she loved his dick. Why had she waited so long?
The penis thrusting through her breasts was so big, the head easily remained in her mouth siding between her tightly squeezed lips. Her boyfriend's hands were squeezing her tits together and she felt his fingers pinch her big, puffy nipples. He started twirling them between his fingers, pulling them. Her breasts were extremely sensitive and it was sending waves of pleasure to her brain and pussy. "Oh Dan, you're driving me crazy. Do me. Take my cherry. Make me a woman. I want you so bad.
Dan just grunted and the next thing that happened caught Judy completely off guard. His dick which had been sweliing for the last couple of minutes, spit into her open mouth filling her with a hot pudding. The stuff caught her off guard and she swallowed to keep from choking. At first she thought he had peed in her mouth and she wanted to gag, but it was different. It didn't even taste bad...good even. His dick was spasming out of control, another wad splattering her face and more landing in her mouth. Was this man-cum? Her sleezier friends had talked about spitting or swallowing after giving their boyfriends blowjobs. They had said that they always spit it out. They didn't know what they were missing.
Judy was licking his man-cum from around her lips and brushing some up with her fingers, licking them clean. Dan released her breasts and backed up down her body. It was so dark in her room, she could barely even see the dark outline of his body. She wanted to see him nude, see his wonderful dick, but she feared her mom might see her light and come investigate since it was so late.
Solomon tugged on his cock to make it stay hard. It was easy as thoughts of a virginal white pussy spread open before him kept him aroused. Still he felt a dull ache in his balls as tonight was begining to tax even his enhanced stamina. He hooked his elbows under her knees and pushed his cock-head down against her wet slit, slowly pushing it in. When the tip was wedged into her pussy, he arched his back and with a swift thrust, broke through the membrane taking her cherry.
"Ow, Dan it hurts," she sobbed.
Solomon pushed a little more in and then laid down crushing her soft femanine body beneath his bulk. He gripped the headboard and waited.
Judy's head was buried beneath his chest, but he could hear her sobbing. Her pussy was starting to coat his cock, squeezing him tight, lubricating the end of his shaft. He waited until the sobs stopped and her body squirmed a little beneath him. He started to move his hips a little. Judy arched her back slightly allowing more of his cock to enter her. She moaned softly and he felt her lips kiss his chest.
Solomon's normal instinct was to give his conquests the fucking of their lives. Pounding them into submission with hard thrusts of his mighty cock. He reined himself in, knowing Judy wasn't ready for it and would be still sore. Her small virginal pussy was the tightest he'd ever fucked and each inch of his cock felt like it was drilling into new territory. Still, she was into it, slighty fucking him back. He kept his thrusts slow and steady. It took her a long time to cum. When she did, it was a long drawn out one. He could feel her shiver beneath him and her nails dug into his back.
His slow, steady strokes made him last a long time turning this into the longest fuck of his life. It lasted over an hour and Judy had several additional orgasms. He lost control a little as his orgasm approached, thrusting his cock into her hard, his sperm spitting into her womb. Her hips bucked beneath him, her nails dug in a little harder and her teeth bit his chest as she came longer and bigger this time. He held his cock buried in her, plugging her sperm-filled womb until every drop had spilled out of his cock.
Judy moaned softly in pain as he pulled out, but his cock was rapidly deflating making it easier on her. Solomon stood over her, listening as she whispered contentedly, "I love you Dan." After that her breathing turned heavier as she fell asleep.
Solomon grabbed his clothes and opened her bedroom door. He planned to go downstairs, unlock the front door, and carry James inside. As he walked along the upstairs hall, he passed an open door.
Drapes fluttered in the light breeze blowing into the master bedroom. The form of a large woman filled the bed illuminated by the moonlight coming through the window. Solomon looked at her. If this fat sow was his wife he would be sepnding his nights out with the kkk too. She was lying on her stomach naked, her big ass thrust into the air. Oh, why the fuck not, he thought. Solomon yanked on the head of his cock a couple times. It swelled slowly this time and his balls ached, but he wanted one last bit of revenge.
Solomon kneeled behind her and pulled her ass up. He ran his cock head along her slit until she became moist and he pushed his cock in. Fat or skinny, young or old, he really didn't care. He had a need to spread his seed around into as many women as possible. "Wow," said the woman still half asleep, "I must be losing weight. You've never pentrated this far." Solomon just grinned and pushed another inch in.
Epilogue
Rosie felt like a new woman and had no desire to go back to being celibate. There was another maid she worked with, a black woman around her same age. One day Rosie called in sick and seduced the black woman's husband. He was thrilled to fuck a white woman, but his prick was nothing special and he didn't last long. He wasn't about to give her up and they had an affair until his wife found out. The two women had a fight while cleaning a house one day, trashing it and getting fired. She spent the rest of her life, dirt poor and on welfare. Joe Joe lived with his mom until he was fifty-two and she passed away.
Jimbo tried to deal with what he saw on the video, but it didn't last two months when Jane announced she was pregnant and keeping the baby no matter what. He knew it wasn't his and threw her out. Jimbo never remarried, never fucked another woman, and found himself watching the video of the black man and Jane at least once a week. At first it was to remind him why he hated blacks and his wife so much, but as time passed it started making him horny to watch it and he began watching other interracial videos until some KKK buddies caught him in the video store and beat the crap out of him.
Jane became the town slut, traveling the black section of town looking for the handsome black man who knew how to fuck so good. It became known that she would fuck any and all black men who asked. She fucked two at once, three at once, five teenagers in an alley, but none had a dick the size of the man who had hooked her on his foot long dong. Having the reputation of a slut, got her treated like a slut by all her lovers and she loved every minute of it, if deep down she knew she'd never be truly satisfied again. After her chocolate colored baby arrived, she moved to a bigger city in search of fresh meat.
James tried to keep his family together. He didn't divorce his wife. She hadn't known who had snuck into her room after all and he hadn't received a video to remind him of it. He didn't even tell his wife it was a black man at first, just a thief. And deep down, he suspected his wife had enjoyed getting fucked by a stranger. Judy became withdrawn for awhile until it became evident that she was pregnant. James forced her to marry her boyfriend in a quickie ceremony never thinking that the black man had gotten to his sweet young daughter. The young couple tried a lot, but Dan never lived up to his initial performance and nine months to the day she lost her virginity, she found out why. Her dad disowned her when he saw his black grandson and Dan walked out on her. Judy's hot young body never recovered from the stress and the pregnancy. She plumped up quickly starting on the long road towards looking like her mother. She stayed with her brother Jimbo for a time where he broke down and told her who the father was and showed her images on the tape with his wife. Judy left Mississippi with the image of her baby's father forever frozen in her mind, vowing some day to find him, marry him, and carry more of his babies.
As for Solomon, he was just getting started with his adventures.
The End
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"Keep it real girlfriend. It ain't that bad," said Monique out loud to her reflection in the mirror. She practiced smiling, quitting as the crow's feet appeared again. She had just detected this sign of aging today, two weeks after her 33rd birthday. She sighed and arched her back thrusting her bare breasts upwards. Was it her imagination or didn't her hard nipples reach as high as they once did?
Monique stepped back and turned around still proud of her looks and body. She was a vain woman and planned on fighting the effects of aging to the bitter end. She grabbed some hand cream and rubbed it around her eyes hoping the crow's feet would go away. She was a sexy woman, knew it, and dressed to attract attention. Her husband was pestering her for a baby and she had finally relented and gone off the pill, but she feared what would happen to her figure when she got pregnant. She could have been a twin with the actress Halle Berry except that her skin was darker and her breasts were slightly bigger. Other then that, they had the same figure, were the same height, and Monique styled her hair after Halle's, short and curly.
Monique stepped into a pair of lacy blue panties, then put on a matching bra. She wore them because they made her feel sexy, even though no one else would see them not even her husband James. He had been hired as a salesman by a company that needed some color and surprised everyone there by doubling sales in two years. Unfortunately, that met he was on the road so often that she wasn't all that worried about getting pregnant. She wished he were around to practice with though. Monique was reaching her sexual peak where her husband's interest was waning after eleven years of marriage. Not that James had ever been that good in the sack. He came too quickly, humping like crazy once he got his dong inside her then rolling off and falling asleep. She hadn't married him for his fucking though, she had married him because he was tall, good looking, and muscular. He looked great standing next to her.
Monique pulled on a short tan skirt that would have been shorter if her boss at Social Services would have allowed it. A white blouse and matching tan jacket, plus tan heels, completed her business professional look.
********************
Monique parked the shiny black BMW her husband had bought her on the side of the street just before the dirt road. She refused to dirty it on the muddy road leading to the four trailers. She didn't like walking too much either since her heels sank into the mud, but the car was more important. She usually had to walk past the rednecks who seemed to do nothing but stand around guzzling beer, eye-balling her and whistling as she strutted by. Today the dirt road was empty as a light rain was falling. Monique held her case file over her head as she ran up to the trailer and knocked.
The boyfriend answered the door. He was wearing boxer shorts and a tight, beer stained tee shirt. He was a good looking white boy, shaggy, unkempt, with a very impressive chest. He had no sign of a beer gut, despite the fact that she had never seen him without a can in his hand. His name was Nick and he was a lazy waste of a human being. He and his redneck buddies worked construction and had been laid off with all the rain and the recent housing slump. He seemed perfectly content to let his girlfriend support his lazy ass and their two year old son working ten hours as a waitress six days a week. Monique had read the file several times, Jennifer wasn't the only girl he had knocked up, he had fathered four other kids all with different women over the last six years. Rumor was he had knocked up Jennifer again and the "oops" law wasn't going to give them the state assistance increase she had requested.
"Hey," he grunted letting his eyes roam her body, pausing briefly on her impressive cleavage. Nick was one of the rednecks who often whistled at her when she came to see Jennifer. He hung out with two buddies, another muscular construction worker and a fat guy that had lost the battle of the bulge with the beer. They stood around in the yards drinking and shooting BBs at empty cans and birds.
"Hello Nick, I'm here to see Jennifer."
"She ain't home. Why don't you come in and wait?"
"Alright," she said. Monique didn't really want to stay with the redneck, but she didn't want the rain messing up her fifty dollar hairdo either. "I'd like to check on the baby." Nick just grunted. He was already sitting back on the couch, engrossed at whatever was on the TV, drinking a beer, and scratching himself. Monique went to the baby's room crinkling her nose at the smell of a dirty diaper. "The baby needs changing," she said coming back to the living room.
"Jenn will be home soon," said Nick staring at the TV. Grunts, moans and panting were coming through the speakers. "Have a seat."
Monique sighed and walked over to the comfy chair. She surreptitiously placed a newspaper on the dirty chair and sat down on it. A loud scream came from the TV and Monique looked to see a naked woman writhing in orgasm as some stud screwed her doggy style. The trash was watching a porno and didn't even care that she could see it. "Could you turn that off please?"
"Nope."
"Could you at least go put some pants on?"
"Nope. You gonna get me more money?" he asked taking his eyes off the tv long enough to look at her, but they quickly moved down to her exposed thighs from where she had crossed her legs.
'Nope,' she thought, but she said, "No Nick, the law is clear. Assistance will be provided only for the first child."
"I need more money," he said turning to look at the tv again. Nick burped, leaned to the left and Monique got the impression he was farting though she heard nothing. It was a fart that changed her life.
As Nick shifted his body back down, the opening of his boxer shorts parted and his penis fell out. It didn't just peek out like her husband's did some times, Nick's penis burst out, semi-erect and reaching well past the leg of his boxers. It wasn't even completely hard and it dwarfed James' dick. Nick didn't seem to notice that he was exposed.
Monique was flabbergasted at the sight of the white man's huge dick. She couldn't take her eyes off it. She gasped as it extended another inch and rose up off his thigh a little. She briefly looked up at him, then at the TV. He was staring intently at the screen which showed a woman getting doubly penetrated while sucking on the rather large cock of a third man. She quickly looked back at his dick. It had grown another inch and was now hovering in the air between his legs. It was fully hard now and she could see ten fat inches, with at least two still inside his shorts. Nick had a twelve inch cock. "See something you like?" Nick's voice broke her concentration. He had caught her staring.
"Sorry, no I..." Monique stammered unsure of what to say, but also unable to turn her head away from it as Nick slowly stood up. "What are you doing?" she asked watching as he stretched his boxers out freeing his cock and let them fall to the floor. Nick said nothing as he took several steps toward her. Monique just stared hypnotically at the swaying albino snake getting larger as he came closer. Nick pulled his shirt off revealing a perfect pair of sun-bronzed six pack abs. "What are you doing?" she asked again as the naked white man stepped between her legs pointing his cock at her mouth.
"I need you to take care of this for me." Nick grabbed the base of his shaft. "You like my cock?" he asked slapping his penis against her cheeks. "You know how good this will make you feel?"
Monique pulled back still in awe of the huge shaft. She reached up to grab it to keep him from slapping it against her face and when she touched it she didn't want to let go. It was hot to the touch and her fingers didn't come close to meeting it was so thick. His penis seemed to throb in her hand and she couldn't help herself as she slid her hand down towards the base, stroking him. His cock seemed to like that, swelling even more, the head turning an angry red. She had never seen a penis this hard before. It was as hard as a plastic dildo.
"That's it girl, feel every inch of it, touch the head." Monique did as he said, sliding her hand back up to the big, round cock-head as large and as hard as a golf ball. "Check out my nads too."
Monique lifted the shaft up by the tip and stared at his balls. They were sized to match his huge cock, big and hairy, promising gallons of sperm. How many women had felt these monsters empty into them? How many bastard babies did this man have that she wasn't aware of? It made her pussy wet just looking at them, but it also sent a shiver of fear up her spine as she thought of their potency. "I should be going," she said reluctantly releasing his shaft.
"No bitch, you aint going anywhere until you take care of this here hard-on." He thrust his cock forwards with enough force that she was forced to grab it again to protect herself. "You know you want to try it slut. Wrap them black lips around my cock."
"What about Jenn?"
"She wont be home for hours. Now's your chance to try a real man."
Her nipples suddenly ached as they hardened rubbing against her bra. Her panties had gone all cold and clammy from her dripping pussy. Why was being treated like this turning her on? James was always gentle and respectful, but then she had never wanted her husband as much as she wanted the foot-long shaft still thrusting at her lips. She opened her mouth to protest, but ended up getting a mouthful of cock-head.
"That's it slut, suck on that white lolipop."
Monique thought about pulling back to get it out of her mouth, but her tongue was already licking around the head as her lips clamped down on it just under the ridge. It was as if her tongue had a mind of its own, she licked every inch of his cock head tasting precum that was oozing out of his pee-slit.
Monique's mouth was watering and she began bobbing her head along the tip, filled with a strange desire to please the well-hung redneck. At the same time he was grabbing the back of her head to push more of his cock down her throat, she was grabbing his ass to pull him into her mouth as she attacked his cock like a mad woman.
When they were first married, Monique had often blown James, but normally just for a few minutes before mounting him. Only once had he cum in her mouth and she had spit it out into a tissue finding it distasteful. She had learned to deep-throat her husband, his head just entering her throat when she had swallowed it all and she was quite good at it, but Nick was a whole other story. She gagged like a schoolgirl as his huge invader entered her throat and half of his cock still extended beyond her lips.
Monique relaxed her throat and suppressed her gag reflex. She purred contentedly as several inches entered her throat. She squeezed his ass cheeks, surprised at how hard they were, not soft like her husband's. She pulled him forward taking another inch down her throat. She was bobbing her head rapidly now, trying to take a little more with each thrust.
"You black bitches sure know how to treat cock," he groaned. Nick was thrusting his hips forward to match her rhythm. Surprisingly, instead of feeling insulted, his words seemed to spur her on.
Monique relaxed releasing his ass and let Nick do all the work. One of her hands found it's way to his balls and she began kneeding the big testicles. Nick grunted loudly and pulled her head down his cock making her choke, but he held still as his cock gave a large spasm.
His cock was jerking in her throat pumping hot semen into her belly. She had never swallowed before, but Nick left her no choice sending his cum straight into her belly. He pushed back on her head, his shaft leaving her throat until just the head remained in her mouth and one last huge wad of cum filled her mouth until her cheeks bulged out and she was forced to swallow more, some dribbling down her chin.
Nick pulled his cock out and squeezed it, running his hand up to the head, one last string of cum shooting out to fall from her eye to her chin. His last little wad was as big as one of her husband's entire orgasms.
Nick was breathing heavy as he sat down on the arm of her chair to rest. Monique wrinkled her nose from the taste of cum in her mouth, but her tongue was already licking up the mess on her chin. It didn't taste as bad a she remembered, but was definitely better hot.
Monique sighed, that had been the most rewarding sex she had in years and it was just a blow job. She craved having his big dong crammed into her pussy, but was thankful it had just been a blow job, the thought of having all that potent white seed fill her womb frightened her, but only made her crave it more.
Monique reached out to play with his cock, watching her long nails wrap around it as it laid across his thigh still leaking sperm. The monster was still plump and bigger then her husband's though it was now soft. She squeezed and tugged at it still fascinated with the big dick and it didn't stay soft for long. "Oh my god,"she cried as it hardened in her hand. Monique hadn't seen a man recover this quickly since she was in high school.
Nick stood off her chair and took her hand. He pulled her up and led her over to the couch. She stood before him as he sat down, his hands sliding up under her skirt. She gasped in surprise as he yanked her panties down. He pulled her into his lap as she straddled him.
Monique leaned forward to kiss him, but he just crinkled his nose and turned his mouth away not wanting to kiss her after she'd swallowed his cum. Instead, Nick leaned her back and pushed her jacket off. "Damn, thems some nice tits." He was staring at her breasts practiclly drooling. Her back was arched, thrusting her breasts forwards so that they strained at her blouse. His hands were trembling with excitement as he fumbled with her buttons. He unbuttoned a few then grew impatient and ripped her blouse open. Her blouse joined her jacket and panties on the floor as Nick ran his hands over her lacy blue bra. Nick didn't bother looking for a hook, he just flicked her bra up over her tits and yanked it over her head.
Nick stared at her tits liking what he saw. Monique had big, full breasts, her dark brown skin turning lighter around her nipples. Her areola were the size of fifty cent pieces and so dark they were almost black. Hard nipples like reddish-black erasers capped them.
Nick may have been impatient to free them, but he took his time examining her breasts. He ran his hands over her breasts, stroking her nipples between his fingers. Monique's pussy was sitting on his balls, soaking them as he played with her nipples. She moaned as he leaned upward and took one in his mouth.
Nick grabbed her skirt and pulled it up her waist exposing her ass. As he sucked and licked around her nipples, he grabbed her ass cheeks pulling her forwards until her pussy lips hit the base of his cock and she shuddered with desire. She was so horny she started humping his shaft as Nick continued to play with her tits.
Nick moved his hands under her thighs and applied pressure until she stood up. "Just don't cum inside me," she said as he grabbed the base of his cock and held it up for her. Monique lowered hersef until the tip poked against her pussy. Not with a little trepidation did she lower herself gasping as Nick's cock-head caused her pussy lips to stretch wide open to accomodate it and then slowly closed to grip his shaft tightly.
"Ahh Jeesus." Monique was so horny, even the head was about to get her off. "Ah ah oh fuck me." She closed her eyes and concentrated on the sensations as she squatted up and down over the tip. "Oh god, so big, so thick." She took a little more with each squat wondering if she'd ever feel her husband's dick inside her ever again. "Ah, so good, ah." Nick's cock was so thick it seemed to stimulate every nerve ending in her pussy including nerves she didn't know she had as he passed the deepest point her husband had ever reached. "Ah I'm cumming, oooohhhh yes."
Monique shuddered from her first orgasm in years and one of the biggest in her life. Her legs were supporting her with seven inches of his cock crammed in her pussy. Her legs grew weak as the orgasm curled her toes, so weak they gave out and Monique impaled herself on his foot long shaft. She screamed in pleasure as it prolonged her orgasm, her scream turning to a cry of pain as it pushed deep into her.
When she recovered, Monique found she was on the verge of another orgasm. The pain was gone, replaced by a pleasurable ache, but the stange thing was the pleasure coming from her ass. Nick's fingers were spread as he griped her ass cheeks and one finger was teasing the rim of her sphincter, gently circuling it and pushing in a little from time to time. Her ass's reaction was to grip his finger and that caused her pussy to squeeze his cock. The double stimulation triggered her second orgasm and it was another big one. She writhed around in his lap, moaning with pleasure and Nick chuckled, using the opportunity to push his finger in her ass up to th cuticle.
"Come on you black slut, it's time for you to work that pussy."
Monique nodded, still out of breath from having two large orgasms in a matter of minutes. She clenched her muscles so that her pussy clamped his cock and she shuddered from the added pleasure. She began slowly bouncing in his lap wrapping her hands in his hair as he continued to suck on her nipples and finger her ass. Suddenly, his finger pushed in up to the knuckle and a third orgasm caught her off guard soaking the base of his cock with her cum. Monique had now cum more with Nick in a matter of minutes then she had the past three years and she didn't think it was over yet.
As she recovered, Monique realized that Nick had removed his finger and she missed the added stimulation. It returned scraping her cheeks as it touched her rosebud. It hurt as it started pushing forward. Something bigger then Nick's finger was pushing into her ass, but both his hands were on her butt cheeks, spreading them apart?
"White women don't have asses like this," said a voice behind her.
Monique looked over her shoulder as what felt like another golf ball-sized cock-head painfully stretched her sphincter wide. It was Nick's fat friend. She had always considered her ass hole off limits until Nick's finger had worked it's way into hers. Now Monique decided to go with it, nothing was off limits today. Before turning back to Nick, she saw his other buddy with the shaved head had arrived and was setting down a six pack and a BB gun. He too began undressing.
Tears of pain mixed with her tears of pleasure as fat boy pushed what had to be another foot long cock into her ass. Thankfully, it didn't feel as thick as Nick's or it would have ripped her in two.
Monique now knew what it felt like to be a Thanksgiving turkey she was so stuffed. Too weak to move, Nick and fat boy started pumping her two holes. It took them a while to find a rhythm, finally settling on alternating thrusts. Monique felt another orgasm growing, gaining in intensity until she screamed in pleasure. When she opened her eyes, skinhead had joined the party. He was sitting on the back of the couch pointing a very thick ten inch cock at her lips. She took him in her mouth wishing she could give his beautiful cock the attention it deserved as she couldn't concentrate to well with his friends fucking her pussy and ass.
Fat boy actually came first. He had grown impatient and started humping her ass like crazy while Nick just held still with his cock buried in her pussy to let him finish. The kinkiness of it all gave her another orgasm. His cock just kept jerking in her ass and she felt herself filling with a large load of sperm. Meanwhile, Nick had a very intense look on his fce and his hands were squeezing her ass cheeks hard. He started bouncing on the couch, thrusting his cock into rapidly while moving his hands under her thighs to lift her up and down his cock. "Just remember not to cum in..." but it was too late. Millions of white trash sperm- very fertile sperm- exploded inside her, assaulting her womb in waves. Her pussy had never felt such a flood, the orgasm it triggered had her flailing around on his cock grinding his cum into her. It was so incredible she didn't care that she might get pregnant.



"Quit hoggin the slut and let me get some," Skinhead was saying as she recovered.
Monique didn't make any of her other stops that day as she was always getting fucked constantly. Skinhead fucked her doggy style while she sucked off Fat boy. They laid her across the kitchen table and fucked her while her head hung upside down swallowing another load of cum. Skinhead fucked her ass as she hung bent over the edge of the couch while the other two rested, pounding some beers. She kneeled between Fat boys legs sucking him off while he drank a beer and watched the porn. Her day ended with Nick laying on the floor stuffing his cock in her already stretched out ass as she faced away from him and skinhead kneeling between her legs fucking her. Fat boy's cock filled her empty mouth as he stood behind her.
The three white men were half asleep in various spots around the trailer as she dressed. Her skin was almost white she was so covered in flacky dried sperm. The rednecks seemed to take a perverse pleasure in cumming on her face, tits, belly, and ass like animals claiming thier territory. She would have to race home to clean their mess off of her before James came home. She had a sneaky suspicion he'd find out in nine months though. Some kind of primal instinct told her that at least one of the millions of sperm had found its way into an egg. She could only hope that the baby would be dark enough to pass of to James as his own.
Monique stuffed her panties with papertowels to keep all the sperm from soiling her skirt, the flow out of her pussy and ass never seeming to stop. She glared at Nick and headed for the door. Nick followed her naked to the trailer door as she grabbed his case file and left. "You don't like me do you?"
"I hate you. You're a lazy, arrogant, deadbeat and a lousy provider."
"I provide all the dumb bitches really need to keep them happy. If you ever want me to provide this cock again," Nick said shaking his now deflated penis, "You'll increase my welfare."
"Fuck you," said Monique walking bowlegged back to her bmw. Sperm leaked out of her ass and pussy soaking through the paper towels and dripping down her thighs as she struggled to avoid puddles in the dirt road. There was no way she was going to sign for an increase in that lazy bum's assistance, even if he had satisfied her sexually for the first time in her life..
*******************
The next day, Monique tried to forget what had happened, but each time she closed her eyes visions of huge white cocks filled her dreams. She didn't want to see Nick again so she met Jennifer at the restaurant.
Monique ran through her list of questions. She could barely concentrate on what the haggard waitress was saying, all she could think about was how lucky the young woman was having Nick's big cock waiting home for her. Jennifer quit puffing on a cigarette, "I gotta get back to work, I'm pulling a double tonight. So what is it, can I get an increase are not?"
Monique made up her mind at that moment. "Yes, I'll get you an increase.."
"Even with the "oops" law?"
"I'll change the date, pushing you back before the law was passed, grandfathering you."
"Why are you doing this?"
"I'm a compassionate person," said Monique, but she was thinking, because you're working a double and your boyfriend is home alone.'
Monique left the restaurant, aiming her car toward a trailer park that was about to become a daily stop for her.
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"There goes the neighborhood," said Wendy looking out the window.
Stan looked up from his dinner. His six foot tall, buxom blonde wife was framed in the sunlight staring out the window. She could have joined the Swedish bikini team she was so beautiful and stacked, everyday he was reminded of how lucky he was and today with the sunlight shining on her was no exception. "What do you mean?" he asked.
"It looks like the new neighbor's a black guy."
"Well you can cross twenty thousand dollars off the value of our house then." Stan got up and joined his wife at the window. "Man he's huge, he's probably just a moving man." The man bulged with muscles and had a shaved head. The black giant wasn't working though, three other black men were unloading boxes from a truck.
"You're probably right," she replied watching as the three workers finsihed, they bowed their heads towards the bald giant and left.
********************
Stan was wrong, the new neighbor was the black man. Stan saw him outside the next day as Stan was flipping burgers on the grill. "Hello," he called.
"Hello," said the black man coming over to the fence.
"Stan Marsh," said Stan shaking hands with the biggest man he had ever seen, watching his own normal-sized hand get swallowed up by the black man's. He was also the darkest black man Stan had ever met.
"Mobutu Tanaka, Dr Tanaka."
"Where you from Dr Tanaka?" The man had a strong accent.
"I am from Kenya. I am Masai
"What brings you to the states?"
"I am taking a class at the university on new medical techniques to take home to my people.
"Just one class?"
"Yes, you would call it a refresher, then I will go home."
Stan couldn't help being impressed. This man had bought a house to live in for only three months. He came from money. "Would you like to come in for a burger?" Stan thought Mobutu might be an interesting guy to talk too.
"Would you have Americn hot dog?
"Sure, I can throw some on the grill."
"I have not had American hot dog since college."
"Wendy, bring me out a couple dogs from the fridge," Stan yelled through an open window.
A moment later, Wendy opened the sliding glass door and walked out onto the porch with two hot dogs on a paper plate. Mobutu looked up at the statuesque blonde. "Perfect," he said.
"What?" asked Wendy. She wore an attractive business proffessional outfit, short skirt, heels, and jacket. The sunlight made her blue eyes sparkle.
"You are magnificent."
"Ah... thank you I guess," she said blushing.
Stan was frowning, but he quickly shrugged it off and took the hot dogs from his wife. The black man stared at Wendy until she became uncomfortable and returned inside.
"Your wife is tall for a white woman."
"Yes, she's six feet without the heels." Stan took the food off the grill. "Lets go inside, we have some fixins set up on the table and I will get us some drinks. Would you like a beer?"
"No, milk or water please."
"Ok...I think we have some milk."
"That will be satisfactory."
Wendy returned, walking downstairs having changed into jeans and a tee shirt. The jeans hugged her perfectly round ass as did the tee shirt, stretching tight around her large, full bosom. "Here you go Mobutu," said Stan handing him a glass.
"You will call me Dr Tanaka or your highness."
Both Stan and Wendy were taken aback by his unfriendliness. "You are royalty?" she asked.
"My brother is King, he rules over many Krals."
"And you are the tribe's doctor?" asked Stan.
"I am the tribe's Shaman, what you would call a witchdoctor."
"Aren't you a real doctor?"
"A Shaman is a real doctor, but I know what you say, I also have a PHD. What do you do Wendy?"
"I'm a lawyer."
"Wendy is modest, she graduated from Harvard last year and just found a job, Dr Tanaka." Stan would be damned before he called the arrogant man "your highness."
"Intelligence and beauty."
His gaze and comments were making her uncomfortable again, she tried to change the subject. "You are not what I expected an African to look like."
"What is your meaning?"
"You know skinny, malnourished.
"My family is raised to be superior to the common warrior." Mobutu finished his hot dogs and milk. "I would relieve myself."
"The bathroom is down the hall on the right."
Mobutu stood and walked to the bathroom. He took out his long cock and relieved himself. Wet swimsuits hung over the shower curtain. Stupid Americans, he thought leaving an item that would give him control of them lying around. The beefy black man grabbed a hold of the bikini panties. The entire bikini was small, and would show off Wendy's magnificent body. He looked inside the panties, then looked again. Finally, he saw it, a small curly hair. It was blonde and handn't stood out against the material. The man's was easier, Mobutu immediately found a pubic hair in his swimsuit and he folded both his prizes in a piece of tissue paper, shoving it in his pocket.
Mobutu returned to the living room and saw that Wendy had moved next to Stan and Stan had his arm around her possessively. "Are you in good health?" he asked, Stan started to respond, but the black man added, "just Wendy."
"Yeah, perfect health. I rarely get sick and excercise regularly. My family is long-lived."
"Are they real?" he asked pointing at her breasts.
Wendy's mouth fell open. She recovered and said, "none of your business."
"They are real and all mine," interupted Stan. "I think it's time you left."
"Wendy, you are truly a genetically superior female, you should be with a gentically superior male."
Stan was pissed. "And I suppose that's you?"
"Yes."
"And I suppose you also have a twelve inch penis and can screw for hours like all black men?"
"Actually it is thirteen of your English inches and most black men are like you, pathetic and small, but the royal family of Tanaka has been breeding males superior in size, brains, and the ability to produce semen for hundreds of years. I believe your wife would be the perfect receptical for my semen. She is tall, athletic, brilliant, and physically well endowed."
"Get out of my house Moby."
Dr Tanaka glowered at the insult, that would cost the scrawny white man. "I will give you ten thousand dollars for you wife. That is the only barter I will offer."
"I said get out."
"Very well then." Mobutu turned and strolled back to his house.
*******************
Wendy stretched out cat-like on the cot in her yard. It felt good to lay out in the sun. A drop of sweat ran down her scantily clad breast and ended in her belly button. She closed her eyes, opening them later when a shadow fell across her body. Dr Tanaka was looming over her and she jumped in surprise wandering if she should scream for help. "I have been watching you," he said.
It was a week after the black man had come over to their house and she hadn't seen him since, short of the limo that picked him up for school and brought him back each morning. He was practically naked, weaing only a cheetah print loincloth. His chest was spectacular, as ridged as any body-builder's. Mobutu's skin was as black as coal and glistened with perspiration in the sunlight. "How long have you been standing there?" she asked.
"A quarter hour. You are most beautiful." The bikini was designed for maximum tanning. It was small and tight, her breasts strained at the top. The African was getting an eye full. "Have you considered my offer?"
"I'll never cheat on my husband Dr." Wendy decided to try to reason with the big Masai. "I understand you aren't from here, but you can't just go around propositioning married women."
"Why? I take any woman of the tribe I desire. I have dozens of children amongst the krals. The husbands consider it an honor to raise a superior man's son as his own."
"That's what you don't understand. This isn't Kenya. Now you should leave, my husband will be home soon.
"So? He is a weakling. I give you one last chance." Mobutu untied the side of his loincloth and pulled it asside. It was designed to confine the man's huge genitalia and when freed, the penis fell out not stopping until it nearly reached his knee. "This is what will pleaure your pussy like your husband never can."
"My god," she cried staring at the plump black monster swaying like a giant black banana. She was surprised to see that the man was circumsized, the head was as large as a small apple as were his testicles and it was thicker soft now then her husband's when hard.
"You may suck it."
"Get off my property."
Mobutu looked surprised by her rejection. His penis had even plumped up and risen a little in anticipation of her servicing him. "Remember this cock," he said turning to leave, walking naked, then running to leap over the fence between their yards.
Wendy stood up. "If you ever come back on my property again I will call the police," she yelled. What arrogance, she thought. Just because he had a huge cock...Wendy shivered, she hated that word. Just because he had a big penis, he felt he had the right to do anything. Wendy went inside, no longer comfortable outside in the skimpy bikini. She walked past a mirror and froze, her nipples were hard and prominent. She was ashamed that the situation had aroused her a little.
********************
Mobutu walked up to the doll house in his living room. Three dolls soaked in glasses filled with dirty liquid. Mama Juju, an old voodoo woman in New Orleans had sent him the necessary materials to mix the concoction. The voodoo woman had great power, but many of her spells involved the use of marijuana and Mobutu saw drug use-like alcohol- as a weakness. He removed the Barbie doll from it's glass and carefully dried it off. Once dried, he placed a small dollop of glue on the doll's crotch area and stuck the piece of Wendy's pubic hair into it. He repeated the process with the Ken doll and finally the black Ken doll using his own pubic hair.
Mobutu needed to see if the ritual had worked. He placed Barbie on the bed in the doll house, then drew an erect penis on Ken with a black marker, placing Ken on top Barbie in the bed. Mobutu stripped naked so that his skin would blend into the night and swiftly ran next door, leaping the fence and rolling quickly to his feet. Within another minute, he had swiftly climbed an old tree that afforded him a good view of the neighbor's bedroom. The nights were cooler and their window was cracked open.
Wendy was laying under the covers, propped up reading a file folder. "Wow," she said looking up, where'd that come from?"
Stan walked into the room sporting a strong erection, his penis pointing up towards his belly button. "I don't know," he replied, it just sort of grew on me. You up for some? I don't want it to go to waste."
"Hop in, stud." Wendy folded the covers back. They turned the lights off and Mobutu was soon listening to the soft cries of Wendy and the grunts of her husband. Her cries turned to one long moan and soon Stan cried out as he came. "Ooh that was nice," said Wendy. "Hey, you're still hard."
"You know what, I think I can keep going," said Stan and the sounds of lovemaking filtered through the window again.
Mobutu jumped down from the tree and ran back to his house. He stuck his forefinger in his mouth, making sure it was wet before grabbing the Ken doll and smearing away the drawing of the erection. He then quickly returned to the tree in time to here Wendy say, "It's ok honey, it was still great. I haven't had an orgasm like that in years."
"Sorry," said Stan. "I don't know what happened."
Mobutu left the couple alone for a few days. When Saturday rolled around, he knew Stan would leave to play golf and that was when Wendy liked to sun bath. Unfortunately, the day was overcast and Wendy's cot remained empty.
Mobutu stripped the Barbie doll and dressed it in a bikini, he laid the doll down outside the dream house and went upstairs to wait by a window. He stood there frozen like a statue until fifteen minutes later, his sexy neighbor walked outside in her skimpy bikini.
Mobutu grinned and returned downstairs. He took a joint from his wallet and lit it. He hated the stuff, but Mama Juju swore on it for clouding people's judgement. He decided to just fill his mouth up with smoke and not inhale. He blew one mouthful on the doll and pinched the joint to extinguish it. He then removed the dolls top. before returning upstairs to his window.
******************
Wendy didn't know what she was thinking as she removed her bikini top. She had alway wanted an all around tan, but today it was so cloudy she'd probably have been better off staying inside and doing errands. Still, she had gotten a strong urge to lay out and then to take her top off. She wasn't an exhibitionist either, the skimpy bikini was only for the backyard, she had a modest two piece for wearing in public. She hadn't feared anyone seeing her in this bikini until Dr Tanaka bought the house next door.
Thinking about the black man conjured memories of seeing him nude last week, his huge appendage starting to rise. It was an image forever frozen in her brain. His penis was just something to be admired, she'd never sleep with a black man, or any man other then her husband for that matter. She even felt sorry for the black doctor, though he bragged about it, there was no way any woman could have taken his monster coc...penis. Unless, Masai women were built differently?
Now, here she was removing her bikini top when the doctor might be home and able to see her. She hadn't seen much of him since the incident and not at all this day, so she decided to risk it. Strange, but it felt good exposing herself outside. She'd have to consider going topless the next time they were in the Carribean. The white areas normally covered by the bikini stood out against her tan skin.
Wendy laid back and closed her eyes for several minutes, opening them suddenly. She looked down her topless body at the bikini bottom. Why not? Her hand untied the string at her side and she lifted her ass up long enough to pull her panties completely off exposing her trimmed blonde bush to the world.
She closed her eyes again, exposing herself had her thinking about sex, mostly her husband, but her neighbor's penis flashed in her thoughts more then once. Her right nipple grew until it extended it's full three quarters of an inch. She opened her eyes staring at her nipple. It was so hard it ached a little and sweat glistened on it making it look wet. Then her left nipple followed suit and she felt herself becoming aroused.
*******************
Mobutu stood in the window with the nude Barbie in his hand. He quit licking it's nipples and moved to it's crotch. Outside, Wendy began squirming on the cot. The nude woman parted her legs then swiftly closed them. She quickly stood up, grabbed her bikini and ran into the house.
He assumed she would be masturbating. He returnned to the doll house and played around with the Barbie and Ken, putting them in different positions. He bent Barbie's legs and put her face in Ken's laps, put them in the sixtynine position, bent her legs forward so that he could sit her on Ken's crotch, and bent her so that it resembled doggy style. Every now and then he took the Barbie and licked it's breasts and crotch. Finally, he dressed Barbie in just her bikini bottoms and left her in the house.
Stan got home just after dark when it was safe for the black man to sneak back into their yard. Wendy was standing in the kitchen window topless washing dishes and her husband was staring at her in awe with a dumb grin on his face.
Mobutu returned home and grabbed both dolls. When he got back to thier yard, he drew an erection on Ken, though it wasn't necessary, Stan already had an inferior bulge in his pants. Mobutu held Barbie's head in Ken's crotch, and watched.
Wendy turned from the dishes and walked over to her husband. "God, I'm glad your home." She dropped to her knees on the kitchen floor and carressed his bulge. "I've been so horny all day. I don't know whats come over me." Wendy quickly unzipped her husband and pulled out his dick, happy to see he had another big erection like last week. It looked good enough to eat and for the first time in her life she leaned forward and took him in her mouth. "Holy shit," he said startled. "You haven't done this before."
Wendy was just starting to bob her head over it when Mobutu erased the erection. "What's wrong, don't you like it?' she asked letting his limp penis roll from her mouth.
"No, it felt great. I don't know what happened. It was there and then it was gone."
"Lets go upstairs and see if I can get it to come back." Wendy grabbed his hand and pulled her husband upstairs.
Mobutu climbed the tree and watched as she stripped off his clothes and pulled him into bed after turning out the lights. He drew another erection on Ken and heard her coo in delight. A few minutes later, "Yeah baby," moaned Wendy. "Harder, harder, just a lttle more, I'm close baby, real close," and then "Nooo, please not again," as Mobutu smeared out the erection.
Mobutu left the tree and returned home. He drew a limp, shriveled penis on Ken and placed him on the bed in the doll house. He waited until it was late and he assumed the couple next door would be asleep. He took Barbie and licked her breasts and crotch again before laying her in bed beside Ken. He took the black Ken and placed it on top of Barbie.
*****************
Wendy woke up with a start, the dream rapidly fading. She couldn't remember it, but it was hot. Stan was in the bathroom. "Honey, come back to bed."
Stan walked back into the room wearing boxers which was odd since he usually walked around nude until dressing. "We can't Wendy, we'll be late for church."
Wendy sighed. "Maybe when we get back then?"
"We'll see."
Wendy was so hot and bothered, she couldn't concentrate on the sermon. Her nipples were hard and rubbing against her bra. She squirmed in her seat hoping the preacher would hurry and finish before her wet pussy soaked through her clothes and stained the pew. She had a strong desire to kneel before her husband and suck on his penis again.
When they got home, Wendy thought she saw the curtains move in Dr Tanaka's house as if he was watching them. She forgot about the black man as she entered their living room when Stan suddenly said, "Hey, you still up for some afternoon fun?"
Wendy looked over at him and saw his pants were tented out. With a squeal of delight, she kneeled at his feet and pulled out his rock hard erection, taking him back in her mouth. Then it was gone, his penis withering into a limp little worm within seconds.
His huge cock was hard in her mouth, pushing into her throat and Wendy loved it. She looked up, but it wasn't Stan who was looking down at her. It was Dr Tanaka. She gasped in horror.
"Jesus, I'm sorry, but you don't have to make such a big deal over it." Stan was shaking her. "Maybe, it's stress. If this keeps up, I'll see a doctor. Trust me Wendy, it's not you, it's me."
"I'm sorry too," she said climbing to her feet. The image of kneeling before the black man wouldn't leave her mind. It stayed with her all day and into her dreams. Her dreams changed though, sometimes she was on all fours as the black man fucked her from behind, sometimes she was riding his mighty cock, and all the while, Stan was lying beside her in the bed with a limp dick seemingly frozen, doing nothing to stop them.
She had these dreams every night, Mobutu completely replaced her husband in her sex fantacies. Worse, several times a day, her nipples would grow and her pussy would get wet. Stan made no sexual moves on her at all and when she glimpsed him naked, his dick was always small and limp.
*****************



On Saturday, Mobutu placed the topless Barbie back on the cot outside the doll house and waited for Wendy to show up. This time she walked out without even bothering to wear the bikini top. He placed a naked black Ken beside her and blew marijuana smoke at the Barbie doll to cloud her judgement.
Mobutu put on the loincloth and walked next door. "May I join you?" he called.
Wendy jumped as he had startled her and held her arms across her breasts. "I don't think that's wise."
"I just want some conversation. I appologize for my behaviour previously. I was just startled by your beauty."
"Well ok then, but let me go get my top."
"Don't bother. Masai women do not cover their breasts. My people are much more comfortable with nudity. I will join you if it helps." Mobutu removed his loin cloth and laid next to her cot in the grass staring up a the sun. He was pleased to see her gaze focusing on his crotch and soon she became comfortable enough to show him her breasts. "This is nice," he said, "to lay here and not worry about cobras and mambas and lions."
"Your home sounds fascinating."
"It is."
She looked at his cock, plump and half-erect. "May I ask you a medical question?"
"Certainly."
"Do you know anything about impotence?"
"Your husband?"
She hesitated. "Yes, he's been acting weird. Occasionaly he will get an erection, but then it's gone and most of the time it doesn't stir." She sobbed a little with frustration.
"Did this start around the time I moved here?"
"Yes, I think so, but what does that have to do with it?"
"Your husband is intimidated by me."
"I find that hard to believe."
"I could be wrong, but I've seen it before. A weak man when confronted by a superior male often becomes impotent. He imagines his woman with the superior male fucking her with his superior cock like the wimp never could."
Ugh, there was that word again. Strangely, cock seemed to apply more to Mobutu's long snake-like penis.
"It has happened to me before, the woman becomes infatuated with me and the husband becomes incapable of interfering."
"I don't think that's the problem," she replied sarcastically, though the fact that she had been dreaming about the doctor scared her.
"I've offended you. I should go." He stood up near her head so that she was looking up the long dangling cock.
"Yes, I think you should." She couldn't take her eyes off his cock and wondered what it would look like fully erect.
Mobutu bowed and walked naked back to his house. He grabbed Barbie and black Ken, taking them to his vantage point upstairs. He held Barbie up to his face and licked her crotch, watching as Wendy jumped on the cot and started squirming. He quit and placed the black doll's head on her crotch and watched.
On the cot, Wendy parted her legs and thrashed her head back and forth. She was staring at his house as if afraid or hoping he would come out. Her hips were thrusting slightly and her hand would wander down to her pussy only to jerk back as she realized what she was doing. Suddenly, her back arched and her mouth opened as she came. Once again, she hurried back inside her house. Mobutu grinned then rubbed his jaw. It was sore as black Ken had power over him also.
*******************
All week Wendy played with herself imagining she was with the black man and dreaming about him at night. She was starting to wonder if she could resist him, the images were becoming so vivid and she was so horny. She hadn't even seen a short erection on her husband this week.
Friday night she awoke in a sweat from a particularily powerful dream. She feared she was drowning and had a funny taste in her mouth. All she could remember of the dream was that it involved sucking off Tanaka. She played with herself while Stan snored beside her wondering if the doctor would come talk to her again when she laid out the next day.
*******************
Mobutu squeezed the last of his sperm out of his cock and looked at the cum splattered Barbie. His balls had stored up a lot since he last had sex and the doll was covered. Tomorrow he thought, she would be ready.
The next day he stripped Barbie and black Ken placing them outside the doll house together. Barbie sat on the cot with her face in the black doll's crotch.
******************
Wendy walked completely nude out to her cot without giving it a second thought. It wasn't long at all before the black man walked out his back door wearing his loincloth. He didn't even ask to join her, just assuming she'd let him. He jumped over the fence and walked over to her.
"I thought we could talk some more," said Mobutu letting the loincloth fall down so that his cock swayed seductively before her face. The cock she fantasized about constantly, her gaze focused on it and she licked her lips. "I see the way you stare at my superior black cock. Would you like to touch it?"
She wanted to do more then touch it, but she just nodded and reached out one hand to caress his shaft and another to heft his balls. Just touching it sent a jolt of pleasure through her body. Her pleasure grew as his cock grew. The monster extended several inches and swelled, rising ponderously until it pointed directly at her mouth as if comanding her to suck it. It truly was over a foot long and as thick as her wrist.
"Isn't it magnificent?" he asked.
"Yes," said Wendy completely enthralled with the huge, dark black cock. "I've never seen anything like it in all my life."
"Now you see why your husband has been feeling inferior."
"Yes, I think I understand. Your cock is twice as big as his penis." Wendy wanted to take him in her mouth, but needed permission since he was royalty. She leaned forward and kissed the bulbous head directly on his pee-slit. She kept her lips on it and looked up at him.
"You may service my cock with your mouth if you desire."
Wendy felt a surge of pleasure and she quickly parted her lips taking the head inside her mouth, feeling complete for the first time in weeks. It was as if she belonged here, naked at his feet, slurping on his black scepter of power. Weeks ago, she wouldn't have done this for Stan, now she was willingly sucking on her arrogant black neighbor's thirteen inch cock. It was a shame, Stan's performance had been so disappointing, he would have been good practice for Dr Tanaka's cock.
Wendy took her mouth off the head to lubricate it better. She began with the tip, running her tongue all around the head, then down the shaft. He grabbed the tip and held it up for her, thrusting his balls in her face. She licked those too, amazed at how big they were.
Wendy kissed her way back up to the end and took it in her mouth again. She hadn't even taken a quarter of his cock in her mouth when it pushed into her throat and she gagged. She relaxed her throat and tried a little at a time managing half his cock. She decided to go with that and started rapidly bobbing her head while jerking the rest with both her hands. Despite her enthusiasm, he lasted a long time, almost outlasting her strength.
He came with little warning other then the fact that his cock seemed even bigger now then it had just minutes earlier. His cock seemed to be doing push-ups in her throat, then she realized he was cumming directly into her belly. Horrified at the thought of swallowing sperm, she backed up feeling it pouring down her throat, then it was in her mouth and she could taste it. It was one of the most delicious things she had ever put in her mouth. Her cheeks bulged out and sperm dribbled out the sides of her mouth as she gulped and he still wasn;t done cumming. More rolled around her tongue before sliding down her throat and she jerked his cock off with one hand making sure every drop was in her mouth, but suddenly she screamed in orgasm and lost control getting one last splatter of hot cum across the face.
Confused, Wendy looked down to see what had made her orgasm and saw her free hand frantically rubbing her clit. After cumming, the guilt hit her and she fell back from his still hard cock in horror. "What have I done? Please tell me this was all a dream? My god, Stan..."
"Is a weakling, but I understand. It was a mistake, you could not help yourself. Masai cock is hard to resist. I will not go naked before you anymore, but your cock sucking skills were impressive and I will let you service me anytime you desire."
Wendy watched him leave then ran into her house crying. The guilt didn't last long. By the end of the weekend, she knew she both loved and prefered sucking black cock. She wanted to do it again.
*****************
Barbie sat in a chair all weekend staring at a piece of paper with writing on it that said: I want to suck more black cock, I want to eat more cum, I wish I could swallow his entire cock, I love sucking Mobutu's cock, and My husband is a wimp who can never satisfy my need for superior black cock.
Mobutu didn't move the doll until he got back from class on Monday. Then he stripped it and placed it kneeling at black Ken's feet, blowing some marijuana smoke at them just to be on the safe side.
He watched through a window as Wendy got home from work wearing another skirt and jacket. She stared at his house and she walked into her own. His doorbell rang ten minutes later. He opened his door to find a confused looking Wendy standing before him wearing a robe. She looked nervous, like she didn't know quite what to say. "P-please your h-highness, I'd like to suck on your c-cock again."
"Is this wise? I don't want you to do it if your going to regret it again."
"I won't regret it. I have to do it again. I promise I will do better. I only have an hour until Stan is home."
"Then you may." Mobutu walked over to his couch and sat down spreading his legs open. "Remove the robe and crawl to me."
Wendy dropped the robe, she was nude underneath and fell to her knees. She crawled over to him, her mouth watering at the thought of sucking him off again. "May I remove your cock your highness?" she asked when she arrived between his legs.
"You may and I want you to tell me what you think of my cock as you do."
Wendy's hands fumbled with the buttons, opening his pants and pulling the zipper down. "I want to suck on your cock so bad. I was afraid I'd never see it again. Oh yes," she said when her hand closed around it and she pulled it out of his pants. "I love your black cock your highness."
"You may proceed then."
Wendy attacked his cock, quickly licking it before taking it back in her mouth. She managed another inch today before he came and she swallowed every drop. Nor did she quit there, she kept him in her mouth clamping her lips around the head and tugging on it until he turned hard again. Wendy had just swallowed his second load when she realized the time and ran home with her robe untied and flapping behind her. She made it inside just before Stan got home. Mobutu watched all this from his window grinning.
He kept the Barbie in the chair staring at the words all week not even bothering to kneel her before the black doll. Wendy came over every day after work and blew him, often swallowing several loads of cum before running home. By the end of the week, her lips were kissing his pubic hair, she had swallowed his entire shaft. "You love it in your mouth so much, imagine how it will feel in your pussy," he said as she ran out the door on Friday night.
Stan never knew why he got nothing but tv dinners and pizza that week, nor why she didn't eat much with him saying she wasn't hungry.
********************
Wendy had a rough night. "Imagine how it will feel in your pussy?" echoed through her brain. She tossed and turned in her sleep alternately riding Mobutu's black cock, being crushed beneath his weight, or kneeling before him being fucked doggy style. The dreams moved to every room of her house. She was on the kitchen table, she was bent over the couch, everywhere she was fucking Mobutu.
Wendy actually had an orgasm in her sleep just dreaming about it. She awoke towards dawn, breathing heavy, her body completely aroused. Her pussy was soaked with arousal and a little sore. She had dreamed Mobutu had emptied his balls into her waiting pussy.
*****************
Mobutu woke up and showered. He waited for Stan to leave and killed time by writing more commands for Barbie to stare at. He finished and cleaned Barbie off. The doll laid on her back with it's legs bent upwards. Mobutu had stabbed a hole in the crotch and masturbated on it again making sure plenty of sperm had poured inside the doll.
He took black Ken and laid it naked on the cot. Then he drew a baby on Barbie's belly and colored it black with the marker before sitting the Barbie astride black Ken.
*****************
Wendy walked out into her yard naked, she no longer even bothered with her bikini. Mobutu was lying naked on her cot sunning himself. She had just been fantacizing about riding his cock in just that position. Could this strange black man read minds? Did he know how bad she wanted to fuck him?
"I hope you don't mind Wendy. I saw Stan leave and thought I'd get an early start."
"No, I don't mind."
"You may suck on my cock."
"Actually, I was wondering if you'd let me try it in my pussy. I know it's too big to fit, but I'd like to try."
"I have never met a woman who can't handle my cock, though all are nervous at first. You may both fuck and suck me off. The royal family has been bred to orgasm more then ten times a day. We can fuck all day if it pleases you."
He talked like he had been with hundreds of women, the thought of which would of disgusted her if she wasn't so hot for his cock. "It pleases me," she said dropping between his legs.
Wendy sucked him until his cock was rock hard and glistening. She was reluctant to remove it from her mouth, her belly growling with hunger, but her pussy craved it more. Giving no thought at all to the fact she was unprotected, Wendy stood over his crotch, held his cock up and poised it on her labia, a place untouched by any man, but her husband until now. Closing her eyes, she lowered herself, feeling her labia part around the big cock head and it kept parting, stretching wider then it ever had before. Just when she thought it would rip her apart, the head entered her all the way.
Wendy stayed frozen squatting over the cot letting her body get used to him. She looked at Mobutu's grinning face, then down his muscular chest. She could just see the base of his cock between her breasts. His shaft was glistening as fluid flowed down it, soaking his crotch. Her pussy was lubricating it, making it easier for her. She hadn't know she could get this wet. She circled her hips around his cock head and lowered herself some more.
She felt stuffed full after five inches, the thickness filling her as much as her husband's entire, much skinnier penis. Her pussy was gripping his shaft tightly, spasming occassionaly as it continued to get wet. She was breathing heavy when she hit the half-way mark, the pee-slit just teasing areas deep in her and previously untouched. It was starting to feel good, real good.
Wendy needed to cum and started flexing her legs, raising and lowering herself along his cock, taking a little more as she got used to it. The orgasm came quickly and was unlike anything she had ever experienced. The one her husband had given her weeks ago was like comparing a firecracker to a stick of dynamite. "OH YESSS," she screamed loud enough her other neighbors might have heard her. The orgasm almost made her pass out, it curled her toes and made her legs go weak, so weak they couldn't hold her up anymore. She collapsed, impaling herself on the rest of Mobutu's cock. The shock she felt from all the pleasure and pain it gave her did make her pass out.
When she recovered the pain was gone. Mobutu was kissing her lips. She had collapsed forwards, her breasts mashing against his muscled chest. Her pussy had contoured itself around his entire cock. She could feel every ridge, vein, and bump. A thick vein ran the length of his shaft and it pulsed with each beat of his heart. Each pulse sent a spasm of pleasure throughout her body. Her heart was racing and she was filled with a sense of joy. This was were she belonged.
Mobutu cupped her ass with his strong hands and lifted her a little, begining to buck his hips while kissing her. Wendy arched her back as she came again. She took over riding him to orgasm after orgasm. They grew stronger when he leaned up and took one of her thick nipples between his lips.
Wendy rode him until her leg muscles got sore. "Do you realize what a great honor you are about to recieve," the black man asked grunting occassionally.
"I do," she said and the hose in her pussy exploded. His cum was so strong, she felt it would throw her off him like she was sitting on a geyser. Her mind was exagerating of course, but it still felt powerful. Wendy came with each wad that shot out of his cock and she collapsed again.
She came to her senses lying in the grass on her back. Mobutu was still lying on the cot. His cum crusted cock rested across his thigh, soft, but still long and plump. "That was incredible," she said staring up a him with a look of worship on her face.
"Come clean my cock off," said Mobutu. Wendy crawled to him and took his dirty cock in her mouth, it quickly turned hard again and she deep throated him until he filled her belly with his hot sperm.
He didnt cum ten times like he had bragged, but they fucked three more times after she blew him. By the time she went inside before Stan got home, her knees were grass stained and grass stuck in her sperm covered body.
Wendy wanted him again on Sunday, but there was no opportunity. By Monday, she was so cock-crazy, she left work early and was waiting on Dr Tanaka's steps when he got back from class.
Wendy fucked him in his bed for as long as she dared before Stan got home. She was starting to resent her husband. He was keeping her from Mobutu's cock.
Wednesday night, Wendy woke up from another powerful dream. She was covered in sweat and now she craved his cock in her ass. Her butt-hole even stung a little and she was so sweaty, it felt like she had cum in her ass. What was happening to her? First she had sucked him off, then commited adultery, now she wanted him to sodomize her. Wendy played with herself before going back to sleep. This time she used her free hand to stick a finger in her ass.
******************
Mobutu made sure plenty of his sperm ran into the new hole he had poked in the doll's ass. He then sat the doll back down in the chair staring at the paper with the following commands:
I am a slut for black cock. My body belongs to Mobutu, he is my master. He can put his cock anywhere. It pleases me to serve him.
******************
The pain made Wendy happy. Some of the tissue in her ass had ripped, but it meant she was one step closer to getting her ass fucked. Mobutu grunted and pushed the entire head in stretching her anus out even more. "D-don't waste time your highness," she groaned. "Push it in, I can take it."
Mobutu pulled back and thrust forward. She took about eight inches before it wedged. Wendy screamed, bucking, trying to get away from his spear, tears rolling down her eyes as Mobutu kept a firm grip on her waist.
She calmed down after a few minutes, but still sobbed. "Do you want me to pull out?" he asked.
"No master, I want you to fuck my ass." Wendy didn't know where "master" had come from, but it was appropriate. Mobutu started to move, starting slow, but picking up pace. "Fuck me master, fuck my ass. Give me that black cock." Wendy continued to babble the whole time he fucked her. Towards the end, it actually started to feel good and she looked forward to when her ass was permanately stretched out to accomodate him. His cum was like a soothing balm coating her sore insides as it swelled up to fill the vacuum left by his deflating cock.



*******************
"Greetings Stan, I thought I would pay a neighborly visit."
"That's Mr Marsh, your highness," said Stan sarcastically.
"Of course, Mr Marsh," said Mobutu stepping inside."
Wendy walked into the room and Stan was confused by the way his wife's face lit up when she saw the arrogant black man. "Dr Tanaka, what a pleasant surprise."
"Is there something going on here, that I don't know about?"
"I have come again to offer you ten thousand dollars in exchange for your wife."
"That's it ass-hole get the fuck out of my house," screamed Stan.
"Honey," interupted Wendy. "I suggest you accept Dr Tanaka's generous offer."
"Huh?"
"Yes, Mr Marsh. My offer is generous. That kind of money is worth a lot of cattle to the Masai. I have fucked your wife all week. She is no longer happy with your pathetic white man's penis. She is hooked on black cock."
Stan felt weak and the color drained from his face. Wendy hadn't contradicted the black man. "H-honey, is this true?"
"Yes, Stan. I have sucked, fucked, and taken his superior black cock up my ass. You will never satisfy me now. I'm hooked on his giant black cock, it's all I think about now."
"Think about it Mr Marsh. I need to go home and make a quick call. When I come back, I am going to fuck your wife in your marital bed."
This was all too much for Stan, his legs gave out and he fell to the floor with shock. Wendy ran upstairs and he followed. She was actually primping herself. She put on some make-up and brushed her hair before stripping and lying on the bed. He heard Mobutu slam the door as he returned.
"Wendy, I don't want you to do this."
"I have to Stan, it's what I was born to do."
"If you love me, you'll end this now."
Wendy just smiled sympathetically at him and sat up on the bed as Mobutu entered the bedroom. She thrust her breasts out prominately as if posing for the black man. Mobutu was already half-naked, like he had started stripping climbing the stairs. Stan's wife reached up, pulling open his already unbuttoned pants. "Wendy stop," he yelled at her then, "dear god." Wendy was holding what looked like a black python in her hand. The black man's cock was huge, he hadn't been lying when he said it was thirteen inches.
Stan had been harboring murderous thoughts in his mind. There was a loaded gun in his dresser. He seriously considered getting it and putting a bullet into both of them, but he wasn't really a violent man. Instead, as Wendy wrapped her lips around the black man's cock, Stan's dick got hard.
His penis became uncomfortable and he was forced to remove it, then touch it, soon he was stroking it as he watched his lovely wife deep throat the black man's impossibly large cock.
Later, Stan swore his wife jerked her head back from the force of the black man's orgasm. Sperm poured out of her mouth as Mobutu's large load overflowed it. Stan started sobbing as he looked away, finding himself looking at his own cum drying and flaking on his abdomen. His orgasm was pathetic compared to the one the black man had just emptied into Wendy's mouth. "Look master, my husband has his little worm in his hand."
The black man just grinned at Stan and moved between Wendy's legs. Soon Wendy was screaming with pleasure and speaking profanity as Mobutu pounded her pussy with his cock. Stan's own dick had never gone down and he found himself stroking it again, cumming long before the black man. Mobutu was kneeling between Wendy's legs with her legs in his arms. The position provided Stan with a disgusting view of the black cock pistoning in and out of Wendy's pussy.
Stan came a few more times, his penis never deflating. He watched sperm pour out of Wendy's pussy. He watched Mobutu order her on all fours before the black Masai fucked her for a while doggy style, then pushed his cock into her ass. Stan couldn't help noticing the ease in which she recieved it.
Mobutu finally left early in the morning leaving Stan staring at his wife's prone form. Stan went over to the dresser and was reaching for his gun when his legs suddenly turned weak and his erection finally disappeared. He walked on his knees and placed his face in Wendy's sperm soaked pussy. He began eating her with gusto.
For the next two weeks, Stan slept on the couch while Mobutu took over his marital bed. When the black man left in the morning, Stan would crawl between his wife's legs and suck Mobutu's sperm out of her pussy. He lied to himself thinking he was doing this to keep her from getting pregnant, but knowing billions of sperm were assaulting her womb every day. Secretly he enjoyed doing it.
The last time he ate her out, she jumped up with a start and ran to the bathroom throwing up. She immediately called Mobutu and ran next door.
*****************
Mobutu escorted the pregnant woman out of the clinic. Wendy was beaming and constantly running her hand across her belly. This was what she wanted, not to be a lawyer, but to have dozens of black babies. "Where are we going?" she asked as they got in the limo.
"To the airport," Mobutu said to the Kenyan driver. "Call and have the jet readied."
Many black Africans helped Wendy aboard the jet, smiling at her. Mobutu turned to the limo driver and said something strange, "I need you to go to my house and burn what you find in the den. Do you understand?"
The driver nodded and bowed. Minutes later the lear jet took off into the sky bound for Africa.
Unfortunatly, the driver decided to stop for lunch before carrying out Mobutu's orders.
*****************
Mobutu in his haste to get to the clinic had bumped into the dollhouse and knocked white Ken from it's spot between Barbie's legs. Stan's murderous thoughts returned as soon as he saw the limo pull out of Dr Tanaka's driveway. Stan was no dummy, he knew his wife was probably pregnant. He grabbed his gun and walked over to Mubutu's house. He planned to wait for the limo to return and then shoot the couple as they entered the house. He broke the glass on the sliding door and walked into the house. Hie eyes falling on the dollhouse as he passed through the den.
Stan couldn't believe his eyes. The Ken doll laying on the floor, the slutty sayings written on paper in the rooms, the black Ken lying nearby. The sperm-crusted Barbie lying on the bed with holes poked in her crotch and ass. Stan was a skeptic, barely believing in god, only going to church for Wendy, but this looked for the world like a set of voodoo dolls.
He picked up Ken and examined it, seeing the little hair stuck in glue on the dolls crotch. He pulled it off, and immediately felt a strange since of relief come over him. He picked up Barbie, noticing she had the glued hair also as well as a black baby drawn on her belly. He ripped her hair out too.
Stan picked up the black Ken. He was reaching for the hair when instead his hand moved up to the doll's head. With a sudden jerk he turned the head around backwards and dropped the doll on the floor.
*****************
It was ruled a freak accident. Guards burst into the private room when the girl screamed. She was kneeling beside Prince Mobutu's prone form. His cock was hard and glistened with her saliva. However, the shaman's head was bent awkwardly backwards and his shallow breathing faded to nothing. The jet made an emergency landing in the Canary Islands.
Wendy was given the death penalty in Kenya for being alone with Mobutu when he fell and broke his neck, but King Usawe stayed the execution and took the white woman as one of his wives. Mobutu's son was given to the tribe to raise as it's new shaman. Wendy bore Usawe many children as she and the King's five other wives tried to keep his carnal needs satisfied. She still lives in Kenya.
THE END
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Fred squirmed uncomfortably beside the big black man. They were perched high up on a white lifeguard chair scanning the water. It wasn't that Fred disliked blacks, it was just that the man was so big he took up most of the chair forcing Fred to sit on his left ass cheek. Plus, he was jealous.
Booker was huge. Not only was he built like a Mr Universe contestant, but he didn't seem to work at keeping his physique. The man ate greasy burgers, hotdogs, fries or pizza everyday for lunch and Fred had never seen him workout except at the lifeguard tryouts. Fred jogged, exercised, and ate right to maintain his nice physique, still the black man dwarfed him. The black lifeguards were also getting a lot of attention from the ladies too, each one already fucking several and the season had just started.
What really sent shivers of jealousy up Fred's spine was that the black man had a big cock. He glanced down at the black man's crotch, even now there was this huge, obscene bulge taunting him with its superiority and Fred had always been proud of his six inch dick. It had never failed him and was thicker then most men. It wasn't just Booker either, every single black lifeguard had a huge dick.
They had appeared out of nowhere during spring training. Nine, giant muscular black men all over six feet tall. There had never been a black lifeguard in Stony Harbor and the coach/head lifeguard didn't seem in a hurry to start hiring them anytime soon. However, the black men completely humiliated the other applicants. They out ran, did more sit-ups, and more push-ups then the others, barely breaking a sweat while Fred was huffing and puffing. He had no idea how they moved their muscular bulks so swiftly. The only area the whites held their own was swimming, but three of the blacks were the top three swimmers. Only one black failed to get on the force and that was from poor swimming. That left eight black men, 10 white men, and 2 white women who became certified lifeguards for the summer of 2001.
Many of the failed applicants were returning veterans from previous years and friends of Fred's, but he agreed with the coach, they were in the business of saving lives and if these men could reach a drowning man quicker, they deserved the jobs, even if they were arrogant jerks with big penises and took up three-quarters of the lifeguard chairs.
But really it was the cock thing that bothered him. They were all hung like horses. Fred had seen them in the showers. The first he thought might be a freak, a lucky freak, but then the second came in, big black banana cock hanging between his legs, then Devon the islander with his horse cock, and then Booker. They picked out tight red swimtrunks which hugged their huge cocks showing them off to the world. They strutted around the locker room naked, completely immodest. Worse, their dicks seemed to harden if the wind changed direction. They were always plump, swinging like black salamis around equally large coconut balls or they were half erect sticking straight out like a black foot long hotdog, and often they were fully erect, none were smaller then ten inches and the biggest was well over a foot. It was enough to make you sick.
*****************
"Will you look the fuck at that?" Booker said looking behind him over his shoulder.
"The June bugs are here," said Fred looking lustily at the hordes of teens pouring off the boardwalk. Bikini clad bodies streamed to claim their space on the near empty beach.
"June bugs?"
"Every year during senior week, these teens show up at the beach in droves, playing their loud music, partying all night, the locals hate them, but it only lasts around two weeks. Of course, then the summer tourists start showing up and it gets worse."
"Get any pussy off them?"
"Sure, I nail a few each year. You gotta watch out for the jailbait though. Some are only seventeen." The male lifeguards were all womanizers except for a few with steady girlfriends and even they often wavered. Women threw themselves at the lifeguards. It was almost too easy. Even now several of the June bugs were approaching the lifeguard stand.
Booker had never seen so much young, bare, firm, flesh in his life. He was starting to like this job.
"Excuse me, what's that bird?" called one big breasted teen.
"That's a seagull," said Fred.
"Oh."
"Is this a shark fin?" asked another girl holding up a brown shell.
"I'll take this one," said Booker. "That's a horseshoe crab shell."
"Get used to it," whispered Fred. "You get these dumb question all year not just from the kids.
There were four girls in this particular bunch. One redhead with a nice body and pretty freckles, a brunette with pale skin, very attractive, but almost too skinny, a blonde with a large buxom body clearly destined to be fat, but for now with a firm young body stretching her bikini almost to the breaking point, and another brunette. The last girl was the only one not wearing a bikini, though her body was built for one. She had her hair up in a pony tail and stayed behind the other girls. She was the shy one. While the others sunbathed, Fred chatted up the blonde though her eyes kept moving from his nice chest to Booker's huge, ripped, black one.
*******************
"Hi ladies."
The two girls looked up from the bench on the boardwalk where they were eyeballing boys. "You're the lifeguard aren't you?"
"Booker."
Two of the girls that had first approached the lifeguard stand were sitting on the bench around ten that same evening. "I'm Allison," said the redhead, "that's Vicki." The other girl was the shy brunette.
"What are you two doing?"
"We're bored," said Allison. "I'm tired of young boys. I wish we could get into bars."
"I can buy you booze if you want some."
Allison looked up at Booker with wide eyes. Even Vicki, who had been looking like she wished he'd go away turned her attention on him.
"Hey, I'm only twentyone, I remember what it's like to be under age."
"You'd do that for us?"
"Sure, under several conditions. You give me the money up front and I'll bring it to your hotel room in case there's any cops around. If you're caught with it later, you tell the cops you don't know who bought it for you."
"Sounds great to me," said Allison reaching for her purse. The purse strap was around one shoulder and between her breasts, making her large tits stand out even more.
"Wait one minute, interrupted Vicki. "Can we have a minute to talk?"
Booker nodded and backed off. He recognized the look Vicki was flashing him. It was the look that said, "I don't trust black men." The redhead would be telling her that the reward of getting the beer would be worth the risk of loosing twenty bucks.
"I don't have all night ladies," called Booker.
"Sorry, we'll take a case of beer or whatever you can get for twenty dollars. That should last us a week. We're staying at the Beachview Inn, room 204," said Ginger.
"Give me thirty minutes," said Booker. The stacked redhead was making his dick grow. She wore a short blue skirt several inches above her knees and a tight spaghetti strap halter that showed off her belly button ring. She already had a nice tan going covering her freckles. He turned and headed several blocks to the nearest liquor store.
When Booker left carrying a case of cheap beer, he caught Vicki watching him before she ducked around a corner. "Following me?"
She stepped out knowing she was caught and turned red with embarrassment. "Just wanted to make sure you weren't ripping us off." Vicki was wearing a conservative top and shorts that showed off a pair of well-toned legs.
"Don't trust black guys?"
"No," she lied, "strangers."
"Invite me in for one of these beers and I wont be a stranger."
"I guess that would be ok."
"Good, now walk in front of me so that it doesn't look like I'm buying booze for a minor." Booker spent the next several minutes walking back to the boardwalk staring at Vicki's ass, until he reached the boardwalk and girls with more skin showing appeared.
When they reached the motel a little party was already in progress. Allison and the skinny brunette were hunched around a table playing quarters. Someone had scored some beer and everyone but Allison seemed drunk already. Some more girls and guys were standing around the room drinking beer.
They all looked at the door when Vicki and the giant black man entered, then their eyes fell on the case in Booker's hands and one said, "Dude, we got more beer." The group whooped when Booker set the case down. All except for the skinny girl who looked at the black man with contempt. Vicki seemed to like the attention as the thirsty teens came up to her for refills.
Booker walked over to the quarters game. "Can I get in on this?" he asked.
The players didn't seem too happy about it, but they weren't about to say no to the man who resupplied their beer and a muscular giant at that. Booker got the impression the guys were trying to get the girls drunk. Booker sat down and they played a while making stupid rules until they got too confusing and someone negated them, then they started all over again. Booker stared at the skinny brunette, he had learned her name was Mandy. She was hauntingly beautiful, very pale skin that showed no signs of sunburn despite her being on the beach all day, red, full lips, and nice breasts that looked larger on her thin frame. She seemed to have eyes for a nice looking muscular boy sitting across from her. "So why do they call you Meat," she asked him. "By the way, drink." She bounced a quarter into the shot glass.
"Cause I got a big thang," said Meat. "Biggest one in my school."
"Bullshit," said Mandy, "and drink again." She pulled the quarter out of the glass after sinking it a second time.
"Maybe if you're good, I'll show you my big thang later."
Mandy made the third shot giving her the right to make a rule. "First, drink," she said pointing at Meat, "and you'll show it now. My rule is that Meat has to show us his dick."
The group laughed and then looked over at Meat to see if he'd go through with it. Meat stood and with a smirk pulled his shorts down. "Big enough for you?" He did have a nice sized penis, it was plump now, semi-erect and looked like it would be a little over seven inches when erect. Allison and Mandy both stared at Meat's prong with amazement and the guy sitting beside him looked uncomfortable having Meat's thing so close to him
"Wow," said Allison.
"I'll say," said Mandy.
"What are you talking about, that's not big?" asked Booker.
"I suppose you can beat it?" Meat put his dick away. He clearly liked impressing people with it. "Sure, but yours is ok for a white guy," said Booker. Mandy snorted at that.
"Show me yours big shot," said Meat.
"I don't think so," said Booker.
"I didn't think so," said Meat, bouncing the quarter and missing. "You're all talk."
The other guy made it in once and made Allison drink, then he missed and passed it to Booker. Booker missed on purpose and turned it over to Allison. The redhead, being more sober having started late scored three hits making the other guy drink all three. "My rule is..." she paused and giggled, "Booker has to show us his prick."
"Ooo, no," said Mandy giving her friend a little push.
"Stop," said Allison pushing her back. "I'm not finished. The guy with the smaller dick, has to leave the party. Now lets see if it's true what they say about black people."
"Or you can just leave now," said Meat.
Booker slowly stood until he towered over them. He felt his cock extend two inches just at the thought of exposing himself to these dumb-ass white kids. He unzipped his pants, watching Mandy crinkle her nose in disgust. She really didn't like black people. Booker unzipped his shorts and let them fall to the floor. The group gasped at the size of the bulge confined by his briefs. It looked like two potatoes and a cucumber were crammed into small sack. Booker flipped his briefs down and his huge cock sprang out like a striking cobra.
Booker had a perfect foot long cock. Where his body was light brown, his shaft was dark black except for the lighter tip which peeked out from his thick foreskin. The group recoiled from the monstrosity. Meat looked horrified. Mandy looked disgusted, but awed by it. The spell was broken when a beer can hit the floor. Vicki had dropped it and was staring at Booker's cock as were several other teens standing around the room. "Well I guess this means you gotta go little guy," said Booker to Meat stuffing his cock back into his shorts.
Meat looked pissed, but he stood and headed for the door. "Matt wait up," cried Mandy standing. She flashed Booker a mean look, but the black man could see she was still flushed and seemed to be in shock at what she had seen.
Booker watched them leave then said to Allison, "Now you know that it's true what they say about black men. See ya." He left the hotel and bumped into Fred with the stacked blonde hanging on his arm. "s'up?"
"Hey Booker," said Fred. "You remember Ginger."
"Hey," said Ginger nodding at him. "What's goin on in there? My roommates having a party?"
"Yeah."
"Crap," she replied. "Can we go to your place?"
"Sure baby." Fred put his arm around her. "See ya tommorrow Booker."
Booker walked home alone. He needed to get off and considered calling up some bitches, but decided to wait. It made the game much more challenging.
********************
Booker spotted the four girls from his chair before noon the next day. Devon was sitting beside him fighting for room on the small seat. He was another "enhanced" black man, the black lifeguard's leader, the one that had trained them to swim, and a native of the island of Trinibogo in the Caribbean.
Ginger walked up to him as the other three girls tested out the water. "Hey Booker, where's Fred at?"
"Two stands down," yelled the black man back to her. Fred had gotten laid last night. He hadn't bragged, but he had come to work tired with a shit-eating grin on his face.
"Thanks," she called back.
Booker and Devon watched her ass shake as she took off jogging down the beach to find Fred. He could only imagine what her boobs must look like bouncing in her tight bikini top. Booker then turned his attention on the other three coming out of the water. Allison and Mandy nudged Vicki towards the lifeguards and Booker watched with interest as she shyly approached him.
The shy girl in the one-piece looked uncomfortable as she walked up to the stand and looked at the enormous black men above her like kings sitting on elevated thrones. "Hi Booker," she said.
"S'up Vic. This is Devon." Vicki smiled at the other black man. "What can I do for you?"
"I need a favor."
"Name it."
"The same favor as last night."
"We should go somewhere to talk about this." Booker jumped down off the stand. "Cover for me Dev." Then to Vicki, "follow me."
A beach shack sat on every other block in Stony Harbor. Summer workers sold beach umbrellas, chairs, rafts, and had a hot dog steamer with chips and sodas out front. Booker nodded at the pimply-faced kid running the shack by his stand and walked into the shack. Confused, Vicki followed him inside.
Booker closed the door, darkening the shack except for light streaming in from the door. "Now what can I do for you?"
"We want to have another party tonight and were wondering if you'd get us some more beer?"
"What's in it for me?"
Vicki stuttered, "well, I guess we could scrape up some extra bucks for you."
"Can I join the party?"
"Yeah, I guess."
"Will you be my date?"
"What? No, I'm seeing someone back home."
"I thought I sensed a spark between us. I was hoping for a kiss last night."
"But we just walked to the hotel together. Nothing more." Vicki hadn't expected getting Booker to buy beer would be so difficult. She had volunteered to ask him to get them more. She was the least popular of the group and the attention she had gotten walking into the party last night with Booker carrying a case had thrilled her. Bring a teenager booze and they're your new best friends.
"Your lying, you wanted to kiss me as much as I wanted to kiss you. Kiss me now and I'll consider it."
"No."
"You want the beer or not? Just one kiss."
"Just a kiss?"
"Yes," he said taking a step towards her.
Vicki found herself looking into Booker's massive chest, then up at his handsome face looking down at her. For some reason a shiver ran down her spine. She felt her nipples pushing out her swimsuit, embarrassing her. Booker put his hand around her back and pulled her into his chest. He was so big, he had to hunch over to kiss her. Her lips parted as his face approached her. The shiver wouldn't stop when his lips touched hers and her belly began to feel funny like when she had to speak before a group.
Vicki had been planning on a quick peck, but Booker's hand in her back kept their mouths and bodies crushed together. Besides, the desire to make this a quick kiss was rapidly fading and being replaced with a desire to remain in his arms forever. She gave no resistance when his tongue pushed into her mouth, her own tongue pushing back. Nor did she object when his hand moved down her back and cupped her ass cheek. "Wow!" she said when he finally broke the kiss.
"Told you there was a spark between us."
"Wow," she said again. His hands were on her shoulders now and he was gently pushing down.
"There's something I need you to do for me."
Vicki's knees gave out and she fell to her knees at his feet. She found herself staring at the outline of his huge cock which had turned fully erect from kissing her. I did that, she thought, I made it that big. Booker's cock was so big that the knobby head stuck out of one leg. "What do you want me to do?"
"I need you to get me off. Make me cum."
"What? I can't, I've never done anything like that before. My boyfriend..."
"Do this for me and I'll buy all the booze you need for the rest of the week. You'll be the most popular girl in the motel. It's easy just take it out and stroke it for me."
Vicki wasn't a virgin, but she'd only had sex with her boyfriend twice. It would have been more, but he tended to orgasm before he even got it in her. She found sex to be disappointing to say the least. She knew about handjobs, but had never done it. She also knew that women occasionally used their mouths to get men off. The other girls had done it, Ginger actually seemed to enjoy doing it and had sucked off several men even swallowing their cum, but then she was a bit of a slut. "I'm not a slut," she whispered.
"Vic, this won't make you a slut. You're doing me a favor. Besides, after all you made it this big, you should make it go down."
"You wont tell the others?"
"Of course not." Dumb bitch didn't want the others to know she had touched a black man's cock.
Vicki decided right then to go for it. She reached out and pulled on the waistband of Booker's red swimming trunks. She stretched it out and yanked it down freeing the black monster cock which flew up toward the ceiling.
There it was again in all its glory. Seeing it last night at the party had been shocking enough, but that had been nothing compared to having it pointed just inches from her face. Last night she couldn't believe her eyes when she saw it and thought her memory must of exaggerated it, but here before her eyes it looked even bigger.
Vicki gulped and tentatively reached one hand up to touch it. Her hand wrapped around a shaft so thick, her fingers didn't touch. It was hot to the touch and so covered with puffy blue-black veins, she could feel it pulsing in her hands.
Vicki had never seen an uncircumsized penis before and at first she thought it was deformed. She pulled back on the shaft gasping in surprise as his huge cock-head emerged from the foreskin. "What do I do?" she asked.



"Spit in your hand and coat my cock with it."
"Ooo no. Cant I just jerk on it like this?" She stroked it a couple times, which felt good, but it still needed lubrication. "Wait, there's a bottle of suntan lotion."
"No, spit in your hand. I don't mind." Booker didn't want the aroma from the lotion blocking the scent of his pheromones. Plus, the lotion was there for when he got the urge to fuck some bitch's ass. "Just get it started, my cock will lubricate itself."
Vicki was surprised to find that she didn't want to let go of Booker's penis, but she did and wrinkled her nose as she spit in her hand. She coated his cock with it, somehow not surprised that her little bit of spittle wasn't nearly enough. She coated what she could and began stroking her hands along it.
Vicki was fascinated with the huge black cock in her hands. She should be disgusted that the man was forcing her to jerk him off in order to buy her beer. Instead, she was grateful he was allowing her to do this. It was a privilege to touch his cock. The more she stroked it breathing it's aroma through her nose, the more infatuated she became with the muscular black man. It was indeed lubricating itself, a viscous substance was pouring out the head making her hands as sticky as her thighs.
"Like it?"
"Unh-huh," she nodded using both hands now to jerk it.
"Why don't you lick it?"
"I've never done that before."
"Just try it." Vicki couldn't think straight. Something that would have disgusted her fifteen minutes ago suddenly seemed like a great idea. For some reason she wanted to please Booker more then she ever had... What was her boyfriend's name?
"Start by licking the head. Pull the foreskin back and lick all around it. Keep stroking the shaft or we'll be here for hours."
The monster cock-head loomed large in her vision as Vicki brought her face forward, tentatively sticking out her tongue. She shivered with pleasure as her tongue touched it. Once she had made contact it was easier and she slid her tongue all around the head. At first, she tried to avoid the fluid leaking out of his slit, but the amount was too copious and her tongue continuously made contact with it. Luckily, it wasn't as nasty as she expected, her tongue even wiggling into his pee-slit for more.
"That's a good girl, Vicki. Lick that black cock. Do the shaft now." Vicki licked down the shaft, her tongue running over every ridge, vein, and bump. "Now take it in your mouth," Booker added.
"I don't know if I can."
"Just try. Suck on what you can and jerk the rest with your hands."
"It's too big."
"Sucking cock is easy once you get used to it. You've never done this before?" She shook her head no and he continued, "I bet your friends do this? I bet Ginger has, I bet she's real popular." Ginger's body was enough to make her every boy's fantasy. If Booker was reading her right, Vicki had a strong desire to be popular. "Become a good cocksucker and you'll be the most popular girl in school. Consider this training."
Vicki didn't see herself doing this ever again, but she sure had a strong desire to do it for Booker. She decided to try and placed her lips on the tip of his cock. She pushed, opening her mouth, wanting to gag as soon as the head pushed inside her. She sucked on the tip while slowly stroking his rod. This was sure taking a long time. Booker didn't cum quickly like her boyfriend.
"It's ok, I don't expect much from you."
Vicki felt both relieved and infuriated. She could do better. She began bobbing her head rapidly of the tip while stroking his shaft with every ounce of strength she had. She experimented taking more of his cock in her mouth with each bob. It was easier to suppress her gag reflex as the head wasn't deep in her mouth for long before it was gone again.
"That's a good girl. Keep doing me like that. It's so hot seeing my big black cock sticking out of your pretty face. I'm gonna cum. Oh yeah, baby. Arghh."
Booker's grunt startled Vicki from the elation she was feeling when he called her pretty. She was so happy she hadn't even paid attention to the fact that his cock had swollen and he was about to cum in her mouth. He thrust his hips as he grunted pushing the cock-head into her throat just as he came. An unbelievable amount of cum shot down her throat and she jerked her head back in disgust. This was a big mistake as his huge balls weren't anywhere near emptying their load. Her mouth filled with cum so swiftly, she feared she'd choke on it. Her first reflex was to swallow, but she wasn't fast enough and sperm dribbled down her lips. He continued cumming to the point where she had to pull it out of her mouth, only to get a face full of his hot seed as she did so.
"That was great Vicki. Sorry I came so quickly, you're just such a beautiful woman, I couldn't hold back. I'll be right back." Booker opened the shed door and disappeared.
Several thoughts were bouncing around her mind at once: That was quick? It had to of been thirty minutes. He thinks I'm beautiful. Sperm actually tastes good. Booker returned with some napkins from the hot dog stand, but she was already pushing the cum on her face into her mouth and licking it off her chin.
******************
Booker left the lifeguard headquarters and got in his jeep. It was a short drive to King Pharmaceuticals. The factory was the entire reason for the enhanced takeover of Stony Harbor. The building produced legitimate medicine, making a nice profit for King Enterprises as well as secretly producing the X-serum and its derivative Xcite. He scored some Xcite, the miracle drug that made women horny and men impotent. The stuff was cheap to produce, unlike the Xserum which sill cost one million a shot. Booker and all enhanced blacks were obligated to work for E&I Enterprises until they could pay back the million.
Getting the Xcite was easy once he'd explained what he wanted it for. The next stop was a liquor store for a keg of beer. It took some figuring, but Booker managed to mix the Xcite into the keg. It was enough to make the men impotent for a month while the women would be climbing the walls with frustration. He was about to ruin a lot of vacations.
Vicki was waiting for him outside the motel. Booker couldn't help noticing the growing look of infatuation in her eyes. "The keg not enough?" she asked noticing he also carried a six pack.
"That's for me," Booker replied. The Xcite wouldn't make him impotent, but it would make him slightly limp.
"Is it heavy?" Vicki nodded at the keg.
"Yeah." Booker's arms were bulging from carrying the keg, though his face didn't show the strain even as he carried it up the steps.
"Beers here," she yelled opening the motel room door.
"Alright," yelled someone.
The girls two adjoining rooms were open and there were a few teens here, more coming later. Ginger was missing, she was out with Fred again. Booker recalled, Fred was going to get her into a bar where he knew the bouncer. It didn't take long for the rooms to fill up and people spilled out onto the deck overlooking the boardwalk. Kids came and went. Vicki stayed close to Booker and she was starting to sway as she became drunk as were most of the kids. The few times she disappeared and some punk kid tried hitting on her, Booker would show up glaring over her shoulder at the boy. She was getting horny, touching him a lot. Other girls were touching their dates too, and more then a few were kissing.
As the night wore on and the crowd dispersed, Booker grabbed Vicki's hand and hauled her over to a quarters game. "Got room for two more?"
"Well, we were just winding down," said Meat. He didn't look too happy to see the hung black man. "We've drunk a lot tonight."
"And I'm anxious to get to bed," said Mandy running her hand along Meat's arm.
"Lets make it a quick game then, and we'll make it interesting. How about strip quarters? Instead of a rule, you make someone take off an article of clothing."
"That sounds interesting," said the guy sitting with Allison.
Fred and Ginger came in at that moment. Ginger was leaning drunkenly on Fred.
"Hey Fred, why don't you grab a beer and join us?" yelled Booker.
"Whatcha playin?"
"Strip quarters, if the girls are up for it."
"I'm in," said Meat. No guy would pass up a chance to see four beautiful naked girls. Both Meat and the other guy were glancing hungrily at Ginger.
"We're in," said Fred, getting two beers from the keg.
"OK, once you're naked you're out and you have to go wait on the couch naked until the games over." Booker would never have gotten away with this if the girls hadn't been drunk and horny.
The game started, going around a couple times with just drinks. Booker, being sober made three in a row and had Vicki remove an article of clothing. The poor girl flushed red as she pulled her top off over her head. Four pairs of male eyes zoomed in on her breasts. Vicki wore a plain white bra, but it contained a pair of very nice breasts, large, firm, with smooth skin, they almost rivalled Ginger's for size. This was a girl not used to showing skin, who didn't wear a bikini on the beach and had never shown this much flesh to anyone before. The men got a view of a gorgeous, flat stomach with a thin waist before she quickly sat down.
Mandy was the next to score three hits. "Booker," she said surprising everyone. Meat smirked at his girlfriend and Booker realized, she didn't want to see him naked, she wanted him out of the game.
Booker pulled his shirt off over his head. Four sets of female eyes staring at his perfectly developed chest. Something about the higher metabolism burnt off all the fat and kept the muscles taunt. All the enhanced looked like huge weightlifters. Booker got her back by getting six in a row. He made Mandy remove two items. Vicki looked jealous, but relieved he wasn't picking on her.
Mandy stripped down to a sexy lacy pair of black underwear. She had dressed sexy for Meat. Her breasts looked huge on her thin body. Her waist was so thin, Booker could almost have touched fingers lifting her up by the waist. The black looked fantastic on her white skin. She looked a little embarrassed, but also like she knew she looked good.
The game went around for a while, a few more articles of clothing, mostly shoes disappearing. The guy with Allison pissed her off by making Ginger remove her top. Then Fred had her take her shorts off. The buxom blonde was now clad in only a pink pair of bra and panties. Allison scored three in a row and picked Booker.
Booker had removed his shoes earlier. He rose and unbuttoned his shorts. They fell to the floor leaving him clad in only his overstretched white briefs. Everyone playing stared at the outline of his cock, both sexes looking uncomfortable. He noticed Vicki licking her lips. Booker sat back down knowing he was out as soon as another girl made it, but that was what he wanted.
Soon, Fred was the only one fully clothed. All the other guys had their shirts off, all girls were in their underwear. Meat scored next, he looked at Booker as if debating on whether or not to get the black man away from the table, but lust won out. "Ginger," he said pissing Mandy off.
All four men unconsciously leaned forward as Ginger with a drunken grin unhooked her bra. God they were perfect. At eighteen, still full and firm with no sign of sagging. Her areola were large with hard pointy nipples. Soon, the freshman fifteen would turn her from voluptuous to chubby, but for now she had a porn stars body. She giggled and made no attempt to hide them as she sat down.
Booker," said Mandy as the quarter rang in the shot glass. "You're the first loser."
Booker laughed, stood and pulled off his briefs. His huge cock roiled out of confinement to dangle between his legs. "JESUS," cried Ginger, she being the only one who hadn't seen his cock yesterday. The stacked blonde was gripping the table so hard her knuckles were white and she appeared to be grinding her pussy into her chair.
Booker walked over to the losers couch and sat down, legs spread so that his balls were splayed out on the edge of the couch and his cock dangled over it swaying like a huge black banana. Like this, everyone could see his nude body and all four women kept glancing at him. The game continued.
Booker stared as Allison removed her bra. Her big freckle covered boobs, capped with the rosy colored nipples of most redheads along with her pierced belly button really turned him on. "Holy shit," said one of the girls. He quit daydreaming, and looked at the group, they were looking at him or his crotch to be specific. All the nude female flesh had turned his cock hard. It had risen off the couch and extended it's full twelve inches.
Booker looked at the four girls staring in awe at his cock and decided right there, that all four needed to be hooked on black cock before they returned home. He didn't have time to fuck and dump Vicki, then seduce her friends. He'd have to let some other brothas do the honors. "Sorry," he said, "it's got a mind of it's own."
Meat was next to go. The girls had developed a strategy of eliminating the men one at a time to protect their own modesty. Meat stood and pulled his boxers off, frowning as he saw his dick. It had shriveled up and crawled up into his scrotum, looking tiny. Meat quickly sat back down and Booker could see his hand tugging on it in a futile attempt to make it look bigger. "You gotta go sit by Booker," said Mandy.
Meat stood back up for the first time in his life holding his hand across his penis to cover it up and walked over to Booker. He sat down beside the black man, everyone couldn't help comparing the foot long black shaft to the formerly vain man's undercooked noodle. "Meat my ass," whispered Booker to him. "They should call you Worm."
Meat shook with anger, but the black man had a way of intimidating him into submission. "Matt honey, while you're over there, would you fill me up some more beer?" said Mandy. Matt felt it was a dig at him when the girl he was hooking up with called him by his real name and not his nickname, but he dutifully stood and walked naked over to the keg.
Ginger went next. Fred hadn't wanted her sitting beside Booker so he picked Vicki. The poor girl ended up slouching with both arms covering her breasts. It was Allison's guy who stripped Ginger.
The blonde was perfection. Legs, breasts, stomach, face, ass, all were perfect. Her extra weight, complimented her body making it shake excitingly. Her pussy was shaved too which drove the men crazy. Ginger sat beside Booker, both staring down the others bodies, their legs brushing eroticaly. "If you want, sometime I'll let you touch it," he whispered in her ear.
"How long will it stay like that?"
"It won't go down until it gets off."
The nude Matt was getting more beer for someone, and his body suddenly blocked the view from the table. Ginger grabbed his cock real quick, squeezed it and let go. "I'm sorry, I just had to touch it."
Booker couldn't respond, because Meat was returning, this time sitting beside Ginger so that she was in the middle.
The game didn't last much longer, the three remaining girls were topless and poor Vicki looked like she'd die if she had to take her panties off. The other guy stripped, his penis even more pathetic looking then Meat's. The two girls ganged up on Fred and he stripped to his briefs, the bulge under them hinting at another limp penis. Vicki seemed to sense he didn't want to reveal himself, and said, "listen, it's late, lets call it a draw." The others agreed.
Vicki scrambled to cover her body back up, then walked over to a still nude Booker. Everyone said their good nights and four couples found themselves headed to two rooms with double beds. "Where you going?" asked Mandy holding her clothes before her underwear clad body, "and can't you cover up?"
"I'm going to the next room," he said putting his arm around Vicki, "and no sense covering up, I'll only be uncovering it again in a few seconds. "You're with him?" Mandy couldn't keep the surprise out of her voice, nor the look of horror on her face. Allison looked disgusted too, only Ginger not seeming to care, though she couldn't stop staring at his cock. She had sat close enough beside him to get a whiff of pheromones. "Well, Matt and I are using the room, can't you go back to his house? Can't you come back later?"
"Look at my cock Mandy," Booker said. "I'm ready now."
"How about we just turn the lights out," said Fred and the crisis was solved.
Booker climbed on top the closest bed and laid on his back on top of the covers while Meat quickly climbed under his covers. The girls got ready for bed in the bathroom. When they finished and turned out the light, the motel room was plunged into darkness. No one had shut the door to the next room and Booker could clearly hear whispering and kissing. Vicki slipped into bed beside him and snuggled into the crook of his arm. Booker listened to the other couples.
"What's wrong? God I'm horny. How come it's not getting bigger? Don't you like me? I must have had too much to drink." "Ow," said Meat suddenly from the next bed, "quit pulling on it so rough." "Then get hard damn it," said Mandy. Vicki was running her hand across his chest. Booker grabbed her head and pushed her down. "Suck on it again," he said loud enough the others could hear.
Booker felt her hair brush across his chest and then her lips kissed his stomach. They didn't linger, it was as if she were in a hurry to take his cock in her mouth again. She was leaning across him sucking on the tip and Booker leaned over, grabbing her ankle. He pulled her onto him in the sixtynine position. "Your pussy's soaked, you horny little slut," he said and there was a feminine gasp in the next bed. Soon the room was filled with slurping sounds and soft moans from Vicki's throat.
The desire to please Booker was all she could think of as she tried to take more of his cock down her throat. It was getting easier as her throat loosened up, but then Booker's tongue ran up her slit and her world exploded. She reared up crying out with pleasure, squeezing her lips tight as she realized everyone could hear her. She had never cum before and it was the most wonderful feeling in the world. It only renewed her determination to give Booker the best blow job he'd ever had. It was hard to concentrate though, as his skillful tongue was already triggering another orgasm to build up. Many minutes later, "My pussy can't take any more," whispered Vicki, then she squealed as Booker moved his tongue up to her ass. It felt weird, but nice and she wasn't about to tell him what to do. She would submit to whatever he wanted.
"I'm cumming," groaned Booker.
"Finally." It was Meat's voice in the darkness.
"Its been twentyeight minutes," whispered Mandy back. "My god, it sounds like Vicki's drowning. Are those gulping sounds? I think she's swallowing it!"
In the next room, Allison almost slipped on her way to the bathroom. She bent down to feel the object. It was an article of clothing. A strange, intoxicating smell was coming from it and she sniffed, then took a deeper whiff. It smelled of sex and she liked it. She carried it into the bathroom with her and turned the light on. It was the black man's briefs. It didn't matter, she buried her nose in the fabric and breathed the smell in. It made her hornier and she didn't think she could be any hornier then she was now. Allison looked in the mirror at herself holding the underwear to her nose. She was nude except for her skimpy panties and she could see a wet spot forming near her crotch. Her hand found its way under the waistband and a finger brushed along her slit. God that felt good. The guy she was with was getting ready to go back to his room embarrassed by his impotence. As soon as he was gone, she'd play with her pussy for a while. She left the bathroom, stopping near the door to the next room, the smell of sex was even stronger coming in from that room. It made her wish she were in there with Booker instead of Vicki. Once she thought of herself with the huge black man, the idea wouldn't leave her mind, though it was something she'd never do.



Meanwhile, Vicki had righted herself and Booker had rolled on top of her. Her face was buried in his chest, his body and manly scent enveloping her. He was so big, her legs spread wide around his waist opening her wide and she could feel the tip of his cock probing her pussy.
The girl shuddered beneath him as Booker pushed the head of his cock into a pussy that felt like a vice. Except for those sluts that had been with an enhanced man for a while, all women were tight, but Vicki's was the tightest pussy he had ever fucked. Booker needed to go slow working in an inch with every couple of thrusts. Beneath him, Vicki writhed in one long continuous orgasm, her screams muffled by his body. She jumped in pain as he passed eight inches, and Booker decided she wasn't ready for the whole thing yet. He started pounding her pussy to the point the bed was banging against the whole and practically jumping off the floor. It was too noisy to hear any voices, but he heard the door slam several times as people left and someone closed the door connecting the two rooms. Booker hunched his back and whispered in her ear, "beg for it. Tell me how much you love my cock."
In the next bed, Mandy had pushed Matt down under the covers and he was half-heartedly eating her pussy, still he had given her a small orgasm which only exacerbated her horny pussy, she wanted more. She wanted a big, hard cock the size of Bookers forcing her deep into the mattress. Only she wanted a big white dick fucking her. She despised blacks, hated them even, but she couldn't picture a white guy with a foot long cock, only Booker.
Booker had kneeled and was holding Vicki's legs wide as he teased her with his cock. "I love your cock," said Vicki not exactly sure what he wanted to hear and not used to being vocal during sex. "Fuck me, fuck me with your big cock."
"Does my big black cock stretch you out?" He asked loudly.
"Sssh, they'll hear you," whispered Vicki.
"They left, we're all alone."
"Oh, then yes, I love being filled with your big black cock. My pussy loves your black c..."
"Stop it," yelled Mandy, disgusted. "We're still here. I can't take this any more, come on Matt, we're going to the next room. She pulled Matt out of bed and walked to the adjoining door to the next room. Allison was there alone, her friend, plus Fred and Ginger had left. This room wasn't much better, she could still hear the bed banging and their voices, though it was softer.
"Here it comes baby."
"Cum in my pussy," begged Vicki. A strong jet of cum hosed the depths of her pussy and Vicki had her biggest orgasm yet. Her eyes rolled back into her head, her toes curled, and she cried out in pleasure, not caring who heard her.
"Oh god," I should have made you wear a condom," said Vicki after she'd recovered. "There must be a gallon of cum in my pussy."
"The things don't fit or break over my big cock. I don't even try any more."
"I'm not using birth control, but I think it's safe."
"Good, cause I wanna fuck you doggy style next. Get on all fours."
"I'm outta here," said Meat in the next room.
Mandy didn't even reply as he dressed and left `for his room. He had been a great fuck last night, but had let her down tonight when she really needed it, tomorrow she'd find someone else to hook up with.
"Oh Ow," cried Vicki. "No, keep it in. It's weird, but it feels kinda good to have your thumb stuck up there."
Mandy and Allison didn't sleep at all that night as Booker fucked Vicki all night long. They finally fell asleep around dawn as Booker snuck out to go to work.
*******************
"Good morning Booker," said Vicki grinning up at him as he sat beside Devon in the lifeguard chair.
"S'up Vic," he said glancing at her then returning to surveying the waves.
"I was wondering Booker, the girls want to go on a booze cruise tonight and I was wondering if I should go with them."
"Do whatever you want."
"Would you like to come too?" Vicki's heart was beating nervously as she wondered why he was being so distant.
"No, I'll probably go clubbing."
Vicki felt sick to her stomach. Had he just used her for sex? Last night had been the most incredible of her life, she wanted to see him again, every night before she left if possible. "How about tomorrow then?"
Vicki gasped as Booker looked down angrily at her. "Be right back," he said to Devon. Booker jumped down off the stand and grabbed Vicki by the arm hauling her out of ear shot of Devon. "What the fuck do you think you're doing?"
"What do you mean? I thought you liked me."
"Your embarrassing me in front of my bro. I'm ashamed to even be talking to you."
The damn broke and tears began pouring down Vicki's eyes. Booker's eyes didn't soften the least when she started crying. "I t-thought you said I w-was beautiful."
"You are beautiful, that's the problem. No girl with your body should be wearing this piece of shit," he said poking at her swimsuit. "I wanna show off my woman to my buddies. Don't talk to me again unless you're appropriately attired." She was still crying as he went back to work.
*******************
"No thanks, I'll wear it out," said Vicki to the sales woman.
"Listen honey," said the girl in the bikini shop. "That thing's barely legal on you. The material on your panties keeps disappearing between your ass cheeks and thongs are illegal in Stony Harbor."
"I'll have to keep pulling it out then. I like this one."
"I think it's perfect," said the black salesman grinning at her. He was as big as Booker and wore a shark tooth necklace over a tight tank top. The way he was leering at her body, cemented her decision.
Vicki left the store walking down the street the short distance to the boardwalk. She wore a tiny cheetah print bikini that exposed more of her breasts then it covered and was so tight you could see the outlines of her nipples which had remained hard and sensitive sense being with Booker yesterday. Every male eye that saw her, stared at her lustfully, approvingly, from old men to the numerous male teens crowding the boardwalk. Several boys said, hi to her, she just returned their greeting and kept walking.
Vicki had a stop to make before going to the beach. In her hotel, she examined her crotch in the bathroom mirror and then pulled the bikini bottoms down. The bikini was too small. She grabbed her razor and began shaving her pussy, way too much hair was sticking out.
********************
"Holy shit mon," said Devon watching Vicki approach the lifeguard chair. "She did it."
"Pay me the ten bucks later," said Booker jumping off the chair. He took Vicki's hand as she walked up. "Devon, this is Vicki. Isn't she beautiful?"
"She sure is mon, gorgeous."
"Keep an eye on things for me." Booker led Vicki back to the shack and nodded at the pimply faced kid who couldn't take his eyes off Vicki.
A few minutes later, Vicki had her legs wrapped around Booker's waist as he lifted her up and down his shaft. Already her pussy was taking more of his cock then it had last night. She wanted it all by the time she had to go back home. "I'm glad you like my new suit," she said taking her tongue out of his mouth.
"I love it and that smooth pussy too."
"I'll do anything for you, for your cock."
"Are you prepared to prove it?" Booker whispered his demand in her ear.
A few minutes later. "Is this going to hurt?" Vicki was standing in the sand, bent at the waist her stomach resting on a stack of rubber rafts.
"Yes, but I will go as easy as I can." Booker stuck the nozzle of the suntan lotion in Vicki's ass hole and squeezed. He had already coated his cock with lotion and he moved the head up to her anus. He held his cock by the base to steady it, slowly pushing forwards.
"Oh god, it hurts." Vicki jerked forwards, but there was no where to go. "It feels like you're ripping me in two. It doesn't get any thicker does it?"
"No," lied Booker. He hadn't even pushed the entire head in and the shaft under the head was quite thick. She jerked again as he pushed the entire head in.
"I don't know if I can do this. It hurts, it doesn't feel good. Maybe if it was smaller?"
"If it was smaller, you wouldn't be getting your ass fucked by a black man in a beach shack."
Vicki didn't say anything as she knew he was right. "You're right, the pain is starting to fade."
"Good. Then I'm going to start fucking you."
Booker slowly pushed the head in and out. Vicki relaxed a little and he felt her ass muscles clench his cock a couple times. He started slipping a little more in with each thrust. He decided to get the hard part over with and shoved the thickest two inches in. "Aaagh," Vicki bucked her ass in pain. Her knuckles were gripping the rubber raft tightly and she had a grimace on her face as tears rolled down her eyes. "Take it out. Please."
"Just give it a minute. Then if you want it out, I'll do so." Booker actually waited several minutes, repressing his urge to start thrusting his hips. He listened to her softly sob, her cries abating a little in the end. "Well Vicki, are you going to obey me or do you want me to pull out?"
"It's not so bad now. I want you to fuck my ass with you big cock. Shove that black cock wherever you want."
Booker smiled. She learned fast. He fucked her ass for a good twenty minutes managing to get half his cock in her. He bent one arm around her waist and played with her clit making sure she came several times. After cumming, he slowly pulled his cock out and watched light from the door reflect off the sperm he had deposited in her ass as it flowed out. He still wasn't used to the sheer amount of sperm his enhanced balls produced, nor how quickly they refilled.
"Jesus, you're incredible," moaned Vicki pushing herself off the rafts. "I wish I wasn't leaving in three days."
"We will just have to make good use of those three days then."
"You mean it?"
"Yeah, I'll take you out tonight. Let the others go on the booze cruise. I don't want to be stuck on a boat with a bunch of teenagers."
"That's fine with me. The others have been kinda bitchy to me since last night. I think they're jealous." The way Vicki was smiling gave Booker the impression that she wasn't upset about being envied. "Apparently, while you were rocking my world, their guys performances left something to be desired."
"White men often have problems when the see a superior black cock," said Booker watching her put the tiny bikini back on. Booker stared at her ass as they left the shack. The little bit of material that covered her ass and kept disappearing between her butt cheeks was soaked with semen.
"Are you telling me that all black men have cocks like yours? I figured you were something special."
"I am baby, but we're all hung. If you don't believe me walk down the beach and check out the packages on the black lifeguards versus the white."
They reached the stand and Booker said,"Pick you up at eight." He was smirking as he climbed up beside Devon.
*******************
"You got white gook all over the back of your leg," said Allison.
"Oops, seagull got me," replied Vicki. She flicked the wad of cum off her leg wishing Allison wasn't watching then she could of lick it off her fingers. The two girls had went for a walk down the beach. Allison thought they were going to find Ginger while Vicki wanted to verify what Booker had told her about black men was true. She was shocked to see that it was. Every black lifeguard had a huge bulge. Some even had giant cock-heads extending beyond their suits.
They found Ginger besides Fred's chair. He had a gorgeous blonde surfer type lifeguard sitting beside him that Allison stared at constantly.
As they walked back to their blankets, Allison said, "can I hang out with you tonight?"
"Oh, I'm doing something with Booker."
Allison's eyes showed her disapproval. She wasn't a bigot like Mandy, but she clearly didn't approve of mingling between the races. "Come on, I get motion sickness. I really don't want to be stuck on a boat for three hours. Plus, that lame guy I hooked up with last night is going."
"I guess you could hang with us."
"Hey maybe Booker could set me up with that viking god sitting beside Fred?"
"I'll ask him."
******************
"Nope," said Booker. "I ain't gonna hook her up with no white boy. Devon here will come with us if you want."
"She won't date a black guy. No offense Devon."
"She don't know what she missin mon," said the black islander.
"We won't tell her then," said Booker. "Tell her I'll set her up with Sven and then say he canceled at the last minute. Devon will take his place."
"I don't like lying to my friends," said Vicki.
"You want her lookin down her nose at you for sleeping with me? Devon will just have to change her mind about black men."
"She has been kinda snooty lately."
"Good, I'll pick you both up at eight."
"Tonight then," said Vicki.
The End
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"So tell me Lauren, what are you going to do with all that money?"
Lauren sighed, looked at the giant check for 200 million dollars, then back at the reporter. "Well, I plan to get a financial planner, so that I can invest it wisely."
(Applause)
"Are you going to work tomorrow?" yelled another reporter.
"No," said Lauren after a brief pause.
(Laughter)
A remote held by a beefy black hand pointed at the television, before switching the press conference off.
******************
Scott watched as Lauren emerged from the water. The twenty year old woman looked great in her bikini. It was a modest, blue and yellow two-piece that graced her curvy body and pushed her breasts up so that they showed a lot of cleavage. Her tits were average-sized, conical ones, capped by small rosy nipples. Here areola were only the size of pennies, but most of that was, thick, long nipple. They were the nicest breasts he had ever seen and the only pair. Lauren and Scott had been dating since eighth grade and neither had ever been with another partner.
Lauren kneeled on the blanket, leaned over and gave him a quick kiss. "I don't ever want to go home," he said to her.
"We can come back any time you'd like honey. Happy birthday."
"This was the best birthday ever," he said watching her comb out her long reddish-brown hair. Her face was as beautiful as her body. The tip of one ear poked out of her wet hair. Sparkling green eyes smiled at him. Her only flaw was a large chicken pox scar to the left of her mouth, but it gave her face character. And speaking of her mouth, her full, pouty lips were one of her best features. She had wrapped them around his penis last night as a birthday present. She was the perfect girlfriend, flying them to Aruba and then giving him his first blowjob.
Lauren hadn't liked it of course, but Scott would never forget it. She hadn't been very enthusiastic, but had impressed him by swallowing the whole thing. He had cum within minutes. Lauren had spit his little wad out into a tissue and then brushed her teeth. He knew it would probably never happen again until his next birthday. Just thinking about it gave him a massive erection, the damn thing extended under his swimsuit and he swore it looked so big it might even measure six inches. Lauren noticed it. "What do we have here? Wanna head back up the the bungalow and put that monster to work?"
"You read my mind," said Scott quickly gathering up their things."
******************
Lauren Packard, read the sign in the big black man's hands. "I didn't order a limo," said Lauren as Scott grabbed their bags off the conveyer.
"Someone paid to have you two picked up," said the black man. Scott tugged and struggled to get her heavy bag over to them and the big black man reached down and effortlessly picked it up for him.
The three walked out of the airport to where a limo waited. The driver opened the door and Scott slid in first, followed by Lauren. Lauren sat, noticing how pale Scott had suddenly gone and he was still sunburnt. Sitting across from them was another huge black man pointing a gun at them. Just as it dawned on her, the locks clicked in the car and it pulled out into traffic. "Who the hell are you," she said. Scott seemed too terrified to speak.
"Little black Sambo," growled the black man, "and that's Aunt Jemima." He nodded back towards the driver.
"Fuck you," said the driver, laughing.
"What do you want?"
"All yo money wired to a bank account in the Canary Islands."
"Never," she said bravely.
The limo was pulling into a warehouse, not far from JFK. The black man smiled at her and said, "then I'll cap whitey heres ass." He held the gun up so that it was touching Scott's temple. The interior of the limo suddenly smelled of urine as Scott wet his pants. "Get the fuck out of the car," said the black man disgusted by the smell of piss as the driver opened the doors once again.
The warehouse was empty execpt for a few crates and some furniture. The two black men pushed them over to a table with two chairs. "First off white bitch, I want you to strip down to yo undies."
Lauren felt a shiver of fear run down her spine. She wasn't one to be pushed around, but these men had an aura about them that made her want to submit. "Why?" she asked shaking, while praying they didn't intend to rape her.
"So I can sees that your not hiding any weapons," said the one with the gun.
Lauren slowly unbuttoned her shirt until the driver yelled, "faster, this ain't a lap dance."
Lauren shivered in shame as she removed her clothes. She was wearing a sexy ensemble from "Hidden Closet" that Scott had bought her. The bra pushed her tits together and upwards making them look bigger and the panties were skimpier then her bikini, a thong sliding up between her ass cheeks. Worse, the material was so sheer, both her big nipples and her reddish-brown pubic hair were visible underneath her outfit.
"Damn baby you look good enough to eat," said the one with the gun licking his lips. "You sure you don't want to try some black snake." He squeezed his trousers revealing what looked like a foot long cucumber running down his leg. He saw her frown and added, "You ain't never seen a real man's cock before have you? You po thang. I bet little whitey here ain't even got a six incher."
"He's got plenty enough for me," she said defiantly.
"No white boy's got enough to satisfy a horny slut like you." The one with the gun stepped back and fumbled with his zipper. He appeared to struggle with something and then pulled his penis out.
Lauren's eye went wide at the sight of it. Scott's was the only penis she had seen and this thing was bigger and thicker soft. "It's fake, it can't be real," she said shaking her head.
"Show her yours Jemima," said the gunman.
The limo driver reached into his pants and pulled out an equally large penis. "They're both fake," she said. "Penises don't get that big."
"These ain't penises, theys is cocks." The gunman yanked on the tip of his a couple times and the monster stiffened. It quit growing at around eleven inches. The driver's cock was stiffening and he wasn't even touching it. It quit growing at around ten inches, but it was thicker then her wrist.
"Not real," she cried staring at both of them.
"Shit, I say we fuck her first, then take her money. That will teach her they're real."
"Yeah, lets fuck her. Slut, come suck this cock."
Lauren looked at the gunman with fear. Her knees were caving almost sending her to her knees before the black man. Before she did it, a door burst open and she heard someone yell, "freeze, drop your weapon."
The black man let go of his cock and brought his gun up. It exploded right by her ear. Her other ear picked up another shot. Her two would be kidnappers ducked behind some crates, firing again as they ran towards the limo, using it for cover. The gunman fired again, then both black men ran towards another door.
Lauren's ears were still ringing as she looked up. Sometime during the shootout she had fallen to the floor to protect herself. She glanced behind her to see if Scott was alright. He was, but he looked scared shitless and the urine stain on his jeans had grown. She looked back up as her rescuer approached and screamed in horror.
"It's ok, maam, they're gone."
Lauren calmed down and pushed herself to her feet. "I'm ok," she said as strong arms helped her up. Her rescuer was another huge black man, decent looking in a brutish way, whose body mass so resembled her kidnappers, she thought they had returned.
"Name's Avery, I was leaving a bar across the street when I saw the limo pull up. I thought it looked suspicious so I called the police and came over here to check it out.
Lauren heard a siren outside the warehouse and two police officers came in, guns drawn. One was a huge black man like Avery, the other was a rather small, but well-built woman, whose uniform failed to hide her large breasts.
"I don't know how to thank you," said Lauren. "Thanks aren't necessary maam."
"No I mean it, I have money.
"Helping a beautiful woman in distress is reward enough maam," said Avery. He then turned to the police as they ran up. "They went that way." He pointed at the door through which the kidnappers had fled.
The big black cop ran towards it. The woman approached them. "I'm officer Desabitini, is everyone here all right."
"Yes officer," said Scott speaking up for the first time.
"I'm fine too," said Lauren, "thanks to Avery here."
"Avery knows what he's doing," said the cop. "He''s head of King Security. You couldn't have wished for a more able saviour.
"Thanks Angela," said Avery.
Here," said Angela throwing Lauren her clothes. "Better cover up, your nipples look like they're about to poke holes through that bra."
"Oh," said Lauren remembering she was only clad in her underwear. Her nipples were rock hard and it wasn't that cold in here, hot even and she must have been sweating because her panties were damp.
The black cop returned saying, "No trace of the perps, we'll get a description and put out an APB."
"This is my partner James. Get the boy's statement and I'll get Miss..."
"Packard, Lauren Packard."
"Hey, I know you...you're the woman who won the lottery."
"Yes, that's me," replied Lauren.
"Well there's our motive," said James.
"Come with me Miss Packard," said Angela grabbing Lauren's arm.
What did you do to help her Scott?" asked James. after Angela had pulled Lauren asside to get her statement..
Scott looked embarrassed. "Nothing I could of done."
"There's always something boy," said the black man.
"Well er...I mean I didn't get a chance to jump them."
"So you just sat there," said James writing it into his notebook.
"Yes," said Scott not only humiliated, but intimidated by the two powerful black men towering over him.
Surprisingly, the police finisihed their business quickly and they were free to go. Avery, Lauren, and Scott stood on the corner. Scott flagged down a cab. "Here's my card maam" said Avery handing Lauren a business cad. "You should consider having a security system put in and possibly even hiring a bodyguard, at least until the memory of "Lucky Lauren" fades away."
The cabbie frowned at Scott's pants as he grabbed their luggage. "I'll consider it. Once again Avery thanks, if there is ever anything..."
"It was nothing," he called as the car drove off.
*******************
Lauren's knees went weak as James had her look in the back seat of his squad car. Even handcuffed, the giant scared her. "It's him," she said, "the limo driver. Did you get the gunman?"
"No, we only caught this one."
"How'd you get here so fast?"
"We've been watching the house. Nothing serious, just regular drive-bys and we saw this scumbag creeping around the bushs. We're watching your house too, but the department is short on manpower and we may have to give it up soon."
Luck, she thought, pure dumb luck caught the thug. Lauren looked up at the nice house she had bought her mother. Angela was taking a statement from the fifty year old divorcee, though she hadn't seen or heard anything. Would she ever be safe? Would Scott or any of her relatives? The business card Avery had given her sat in her purse, she'd call him tonight.
********************
"No Avery, I want you," Lauren said firmly.
"Miss Packard, my job is very important to me and I'm paid very well. I'll hand pick your bodyguard if it helps."
"Whatever Mr King is paying you a week, I'll double it. Please Avery, at least until the other guy is captured. There's something about you that makes me feel safe."
"I guess, I could take a leave of absence."
"Oh thank you," she cried resisting an urge to throw herself at his feet. "I'll set you up in one of my guest rooms."
"No, I'll set up a bed in the video monitoring room. That way I can keep an eye on things."
*****************
Avery zoomed the camera in with one hand while tugging on the end of his cock with the other. Lauren had just dropped her robe and was testing the pool water with her toe. Scott was already naked and in the pool. It was a heated pool so Lauren quickly joined her boyfriend. The young couple didn't know they were being watched, they didn't know where half the hidden cameras were that King security had set up.
"That's one sexy slut," he said out loud stroking his large cock. The couple fooled around for awhile in the pool before climbing out. Avery looked at Scott as he dried himself. The boy had an erection that Avery had to squint to see. Even the zoom didn't get a good shot of Scott's penis. The thing was small, closer to five inches then six. He switched cameras as the couple moved into the bedroom zooming in on Scott's penis again as an excited Lauren began rolling a condom onto it. She then switched the light off ruining Avery's view.
Avery could of switched to IR, but it wasn't that exciting seeing red blurs fucking. He did hear her say, "ooo baby, that feels good. I'm gonna need to feel your penis deep inside me as much as possible before you go away next month." Avery found that information very interesting.
The large black man hit an internet link over to the E&I website and looked for some live sex feeds to finish jerking off too.
********************
"This the millionaire girl's house ain't it?"
"Yep," said Avery paying the pizza man.
"Thank you sir," said the delivery guy seeing the tip.
Avery waited for the man to drive off, then walked back up to the house. He never let visitors beyond the gate. He carried the pizza and the two liter of coke into the living room where Lauren and Scott were playing a game. "Don't get up," said the black man, "I'll get you some plates and cups."
"Avery, you do enough around here, there's no need..."
"Don't worry about it Miss Packard. Just keep playing your game."
"Well thanks, grab a couple slices for yourself."
"Thanks Miss."
Avery went into the kitchen and unscrewed the two liter. He got two glasses, filled them with ice, and then poured the coke into it. He removed two vials from his pocket and emptied them into the glasses. The first contained Xcite and would make Lauren horny while making Scott impotent. The dose was enough to last the three weeks until Scott went to see his father for a month. The second substance was the date rape drug. Malcom and Hank could concoct anything. It was finally time.
Avery took some pizza and headed to his room after giving the young couple their food and drinks. He sat in front of the video monitors and watched the show. Lauren turned horny pretty quickly. She was starting to squirm a little and her attention to the card game was wavering. She rested her hand on Scott's knee and leaned in to kiss him. Her hand moved up his leg and suddenly grabbed his crotch. "Let's forget the game and fool around?"
"But I'm winning," Scott whined.
"Fine, you won, now lets head upstairs." He still hesitated and she added, "what's wrong, don't you want to do it?"
"Not really, I guess, I'm too tired."
"You're always ready to fool around," she said and Scott just shrugged. "Well can we at least try, I'm horny as hell."
"Sure, it's never let me down before," said Scott. Lauren threw her arms around Scott and kissed him passionately. He squirmed out of her embrace and nodded at the wall. "He might be watching."
Lauren looked over her shoulder at the security camera. "Upstairs then, where it's private."
Avery switched to the hidden camera in the bedroom and waited for the two to arrive. They entered the room almost immediately, Lauren leading Scott by his belt loop over to the bed. She sat down on it and pulled Scott between her legs, hastily undoing his pants. Lauren hadn't bothered to turn off the lights for a change.
The white girl took his penis in her hand and tugged on it a couple times, but the little thing never stirred. In fact, it seemed to retreat from her touch. "Come on," she said sounding perturbed. "I know what will get it going, and don't you dare cum in my mouth, I want this thing in my pussy. Lauren leaned forward and took his entire penis in her mouth. She removed it a minute later, it hadn't budged. "What's the matter, baby?" she asked.
"I don't know, I've been dying for you to put your lips on it since my birthday. "I'm just really tired."
"I'm tired too, but I....Scott? Her boyfriend had leaned back on the bed and was snoring. Lauren climbed up beside him, cupping his penis in her hand before she too fell asleep beside him.
The door opened a few minutes later and Avery slipped in holding up a syringe filled with fluid, Yserum. Without hesitating, he stabbed it into Lauren's ass and injected it.
*******************
Lauren sulked for several days after Scott passed out on her. Not that she hadn't fallen right asleep also, but he had absolutely no interest in sex since. As was their habit, she reached out every morning to feel his penis before mounting him and everyday it was as limp as spaghetti. She tugged on it several times and nothing. By the third day, Scott started wearing pajamas to bed and they had always slept together nude.
Lauren got out of bed and went to take her shower, she paused looking at herself in the mirror. Her nipples were puffed up and swollen, she ran her fingers over them wincing a little at their sensitivity. She had never seen them this hard and erect.
Lauren showered and put her underwear on. Her hard nipples scraped against her bra sending spasms to her soaked pussy. She decided to forego the bra, but found her nipples were clearly visible through any of her outfits. She was going shopping with her mom and couldn't go out in public like this. She settled on taping over her nipples and putting the bra on over them.
Avery drove her to her mother's and then took the two of them to the mall. She thought it would be safe to walk around with her mother and told the big black man to meet them in two hours.
They shopped for awhile and Lauren let her mom try on some clothes while she plotted out the next couple of stores. The store next to the one her mom was at, appeared to sell lingerie, some sexy, some sleazy. She stared at the outfits wondering if that would help turn Scott on. She entered the store and gasped, dildoes and vibrators filled the left wall. This wasn't a lingerie store...it was a sex shop?
The dildoes at eye-level were all five and six inch flesh colored plastic ones, some smooth, some shaped like a real penis, some with vibrating settings, some long ones with a penis at both ends. She had no idea what that was for. She looked up and froze.
"You ain't never seen a real man's cock before have you? "No white boy's got enough to satisfy a horny slut like you." "Penises don't get that big." "These ain't penises, theys is cocks."
The memories of her abduction flooded back to her as she stared at the dozens of black dildoes lining the walls. Not one of the dildoes was under ten inches and many appeared as big as fourteen inches long with some the thickness of a coke can. Everyone of them was realistically modeled after a black cock having bumps and veins. Some looked so real, she thought she was looking at the huge cocks of her kidnappers again. The two black men's cocks were always near the surface of her mind. Sometimes she dreamed about them, mostly nightmares, but sometimes it was a good dream.
She looked over the black dildoes. One was of two huge cocks, one right above the other as if it was made to fill two places. Many were packaged in cardboard bearing pictures of giant black musclemen and claiming to be modeled after various men from some website.
"Disgusting filth isn't it?" said her mother beside her.
Lauren jumped a little, startled by her mother's unexpected appearance. "Horrible," she replied.



"These stores have been popping up all over the place, even in respectable areas like this mall and the ones I walk by all have those unbelievable black ones. I was a nurse for thirty years and never saw a penis over seven inches, black or white."
Lauren shivered again thinking of her kidnappers. The black dildoes weren't that unbelievable. She looked back further into the store seeing plenty of magazines and video displays many with an interracial theme. "Come on mom, lets get out of here."
"My thoughts exactly."
********************
Lauren turned around and looked at her ass in the mirror. It had plumped up, but it was also pushing upwards and outwards looking sexy and firm. She could see her pussy lips in the mirror, they were parted and glistening from horniness. Her clit was distended and growing. As she looked at both her ass and her pussy, it suddenly occured to Lauren what the double dildo she had seen in the sex shop was for.
It wasn't just her ass, her whole body was changing. Either her waist had lost an inch or it looked thinner because her hips now flared out excitedly. She had also lost several pounds making her belly flatter and firmer, not that it hadn't already looked good.
The biggest surprise was her breasts. They had gone from a C-cup to a D, growing in just two weeks. Her nipples had grown also, always long, they now extended out an inch and took up her entire areola. Despite the increase in size, her breasts remained pointy and conical.
She quickly dressed and Avery drove her and Scott to the airport. She wanted the big black man there for protection, since her last trip to the airport brought back such bad memories for her.
"You promise?" Lauren asked walking Scott to his gate.
"Yes, I'll see a doctor about my problem."
"Thank you."
"Maybe you should see one too? I've never heard of any woman's body going through the changes yours has in their twenties or in just a few weeks."
"Don't you think I look good?"
"Yeah, but your body looks more like a stripper's or a porn star's now. Before it changed, you had this innocent girl next door thing going that I found very attractive. Not that you aren't still hot honey, just in a different way."
"Thanks Scott." His plane started boarding and she kissed him. "I love you, get that problem fixed and hurry home."
"I love you too," he replied flushing, hIs recent bout with impotence embarrassing him. Scott grabbed his carry on and boarded the plane.
Sad that her boyfriend was going away for a month, Lauren turned away, a tear running down her cheek, but she brightened up at all the stares she was getting from men. They thought she looked good. Few men could avoid checking her out, the bounce of her breasts, the sway of her hips, and it was impossible to keep her nipples from poking out her clothes. She liked the attention.
Lauren had Avery drop her off at her mom's so that the two women could go out to dinner. Her mother dropped her off after dinner and Lauren dragged herself into her house. Avery was in his room and Lauren plopped herself on the couch. Dinner hadn't gone well. Her mom accused her of getting a boob job and plastic surgery. Lauren's mom, Linda didn't believe her denials and pointed out that Lauren's pox scar was gone. Lauren took out a compact mirror and looked at her cheek again, it was smooth as a babies bottom. The ugly scar that had marred her face for sixteen years was gone.
Lauren grabbed the remote and turned on the tv. Rap music blared forth from the speakers. Lauren rolled her eyes with distaste, Avery must have been watching raptv before she got home. She watched the screen preparing to turn, but the song playing was so erotic she continued to stare.
The video featured a muscular black man dressed like a repairman, shirtless, but wearing overalls. He was kissing a pretty, young, white woman. Lauren was shocked wen the woman turned away from the black man and into the arms of another black man. The song, judging by the chorus was called, "Honey I'm Home", but which man was her husband and why were they mixed race? The video got dirtier, with the woman stripping down to virtually obscene underwear and the men stripping down to white briefs. The woman kneeled behind one man's tight muscular ass and began bobbing her head, simulating oral sex. The second man came up and Lauren saw the monster bulge under his briefs, before he turned towards the woman and acted as if he were pulling his penis out for her to suck on. It got worse with the two men taking her to bed, sandwiching her between them, fucking them both, sucking one while the other kneeled behind her. The camera kept showing her white hand pressed against muscular black skin, her wedding ring sparkling. The shock came when the camera panned out to a white man in a business suit staring in horror at the threesome. The woman's husband's expression changed from horror to acceptance. He nodded his head and walked away saying, "It's only natural," while his wife's screams of pleasure matched the base in the song.
Lauren squirmed, the video had been virtually pornographic. The end said it was by a group called Black Phallus off their album "Only Natural." The camera switched to a vj interviewing one of the rappers, Lauren recognized him as one of the black men with the woman in the video. The woman vj said into the microphone, "So B-love tell our viewers what drives you as an artist."
"To (beep) as many white bitches as I can and hook them on big black (beep)."
"Well, you heard it here," said the pretty black woman vj, "We'll be back with our special on Black Phallus and a reminder that tonight after midnight we'll be showing the unedited versions of their videos. Keep it real till we get back."
Lauren looked at her watch just as the phone rang. "Hi honey," she said picking it up. "Did you arrive safely? I miss you to." She talked to Scott, but her eyes kept wandering to the tv. The next video was called "White wedding, black (blurred). If possible it was worse then the first and seemed to show white brides marrying white men only to end up with the black best man, janitor, etc, all played by members of the band.
The music combined with the video was very erotic and Lauren felt her arousal growing. She couldn't concentrate on what Scott was saying, so she flipped off the remote. She had just layed back on the couch to to relax while talking to her boyfriend when the alarm system went off.
The alarm made her scream as she dropped the phone and jumped almost out of her pants. The door burst open and one of her would-be-kidnappers black cock's was charging her swinging like a huge black banana attached to incredibly muscular torso. Lauren screamed again then realized that it was Avery running towards her holding a pistol up. "Stay here," he yelled leaving the room.
Lauren sat on the couch shivering for several minutes, before Avery returned. "All clear," he said. She barely heard him. His nude body was magnificent, Averyy's face was brutishly handsome, but it was his body that made him stand out. Every glut, pec, ab, and other muscle on the human body was a hard well-defined ridge on his body, but the biggest muscle of all was his cock. "Sorry, but it was just a short in the wiring. False alarm." Lauren was staring in awe at his cock. It was hard as granite, around a foot long and thicker then her wrist. It could have been the model for one of the black dildoes she had seen at the store. Equally impressive balls hung heavy and low underneath his giant cock. Avery let her stare before adding, "Sorry, I was just getting in the shower when the alarm went off. The adrenaline makes it swell up like this. I'll fix the alarm in the morning. Is there anything else you need?"
Avery was standing just several feet from where she sat on the couch. His huge cock was pointed right at her face hovering in the air. It taunted her with it's superiority, making a mockery of Scott's inadequate little penis. Scott? She had left him hanging after dropping the phone. "No, Avery, there's nothing else I need. Thank you."
The black man nodded and left. "Thank god," said Scott, "I was scared shitless till I heard him say it was just a short. What did he mean about adrenaline?"
"Nothing dear," said Lauren squirming in her seat.
Avery watched her that night in ir mode. She tossed and turned trying to sleep. Finally, Lauren appeared to give up and turned the tv on. It happened to be midnight and as she flipped through the channels, she paused on raptv just as the first "Black Phallus" video came on. He had seen all the videos, even watched one being filmed at the studio. The uncut versions were practically pornographic and certain scenes still had to be blurred out. All the songs told about black male sexual superiority and how it was "only natural" for white woman to submit to them. By the time the fifth video came on, he could make out Lauren fingering herself. The video was "White Wedding, Black Cock" and he could hear the chorus of white women strippers wearing bridal trains singing "I do, I do, black men and only black men". Lauren watched the entire special and appeared to cum several times before turning off the tv and going to sleep.
********************
Lauren slept late the next day, then went over to her mother's. She got back late and bumped into Avery. "Avery, why don't you come with me to get a bite to eat?"
"Me, Miss Packard?"
"Sure, why not? I'm still a little shook up after that false alarm and I don't feel like being alone."
"I'd love too."
"Great, give me fifteen minutes to change and meet me down here."
The restaurant was just across town. It was a little Italian place and the customers stared at the white girl walking in with the giant black man. Lauren frequented the restaurant and knew the waiter, so she was able to get served. She ordered a fairly expensive bottle of wine and was soon feeling quite tipsy as they talked. Dinner arrived just when Avery stood up to go to the bathroom. Lauren could see the outline of his huge dick under his pants as he left. She was still thinking about it when he returned. "Want my black sausage?" he asked.
"What?" She came out of her daydream to see him holding up the long, dark sausage off his pasta.
"No thanks. I have plenty to eat on my own plate. Why don't you tell me about yourself? How long have you been a security guard?"
"Fifteen years now. I worked for various companies before Mr King hired me."
"Solomon King, the philanthropist?"
"That's right. He hired on some security to watch over various interests of his which later grew into a large security for hire company. He made me chief of security two years ago, seperate from the rent-a-cops."
"Is it dangerous?"
"It can be, but mostly it's just stopping reporters from snooping around."
"Doesn't it get in the way?" Lauren blushed. She couldn't believe she had just said that.
"Does what get in the way?"
"Your penis." She shouldn't have drunk so much wine, it had loosened her tongue."
"What about my penis?"
"Well, it's so big and so are your balls. How do you run and dodge bullets and stuff?"
"I'm not big, I'm about average for a black guy. Surely, you've seen bigger?"
"No, though the kidnappers came close." She shivered at the memory.
"What about Scott, doesn't he measure up?"
"He does alright." She finished her plate and they ordered dessert. "One last question, how big is it?"
"Just under twelve inches." Foot long cocks were considered status symbols among the "enhanced" and Avery resented the fact that his only came to 11 3/4".
"That's huge."
Avery shrugged and said, "that's why black men make better lovers." He wiggled his eyebrows and she laughed. "Seriously though, size doesn't matter, ten, eleven, twelve, or even fourteen inches, it's all the same."
Lauren was silent the rest of the dinner. Scott's wasn't even six inches and here this guy was talking like her boyfriend was abnormal or something.
"Thanks for an interesting and fun evening," said Lauren as Avery unlocked her door."
"No, thank you Miss Packard. I can't remember spending time with such delightful or such beautiful company."
Lauren shivered as a fresh wave of lubriction coated her pussy. His compliments seemed to have a far greater effect on her then anyone elses."
Lauren went up to her room and stripped. She turned raptv on hoping to see Black Phallus, but all she got was commercials and fat rappers. She laid on the bed slowly fingering her pussy until after about an hour they played a Black Phallus video. It was appropriately enough, "Size Does Matter". Lauren started moving her finger rapidly over her clit as she looked at the rappers wearing tight briefs showing the outlines of their big cocks. The scenes shifted to views of white women with the singers. One showed B-love in a hospital gown lifting his gown up to show a pretty blonde nurse his penis. The nurse looked down, her expression going from scared to awed as she slowly fell to her knees and B-love pulled the gown out and over her head with her face buried in his crotch. One scene was in a male strip club. Two white men and a black man danced on three stages. As the strippers supposedly ripped off their pants, the crowd of women ran over to the black one, ignoring the white men. They started waving money, licking their lips, and staring at his crotch. That scene ended with the stripper sitting down as the women stripped for him. All the scenes were like that with one humorous one showing a black construction worker break his hammer as he prepared to hit a nail. He looked around seeing no one, then took out his penis and shook it several times. The camera panned down and the nail had been driven in.
Lauren came twice watching the video wishing it was the uncut version she had seen last night. Somewhat satisfied, she drifted off to sleep with the tv on. She dreamed of black men and black cocks all night. She was in all the Black Phallus videos and she wasn't just serving the muscular black rappers, she was also with the fat ones, Avery, and in one dream she gave herself willingly to her kidnappers.
*****************
Lauren was shaking as she got home the next day from shopping in the city. In one of her bags was the object that had her so scared. She had made her purchase in a sex shop near Times Square, a twelve inch black vibrator called a "King" cock. This shop hadn't had any white dildoes, not that it mattered to her. In fact, the shop contained almost all interracial products. Once inside, the porno was graphic. Dozens of huge black cocks were on the cover of magazines, all with white women kissing the tips or staring at them lovingly. She hadn't lingered, just bought the vibrator and fled.
As she approached her house, she noticed Avery swimming in the pool, which was fine, though she had never given him permission to use her pool. "Miss Packard," he said, "your back early."
"I left you a note saying when I'd be back."
"Must of missed it."
"It's ok, stay in the pool."
"Good, I was hoping you wouldn't make me leave. I'm not wearing a suit."
Lauren's now much larger nipples hardened when she heard he was naked. "Enjoy your swim Avery."
******************
Avery was still in the water when she returned. He looked up at her staring at her with as much awe as she had stared at his cock. "Holy shit," he said.
"Thank you, I'll take that as a compliment."
"I had no idea your body was that nice." He was only half lying, as her room had been dark while he watched her masturabate.
"Oddly, it seems to have gone through a weird growth spurt over the last two weeks. That's why my bikini doesn't fit too well." Her breasts, now a D-cup stretched out her B-cup sized bikini top, stretching the material so thin, her nipples were clearly visible. Her ass, once slightly bony, had grown so that her panties slid between her butt cheeks. Despite, the size increase, her body remainded smooth and firm. Her conical breasts, still pointed proudly upward, huge, but with no sag whatsoever. She wore dark sunglasses so that she could stare at him without him knowing it.
"You look fantastic."
"Thanks, my mom thinks I've gotten cosmetic surgery." Lauren laid down on her stomach. She had a strong desire to see Avery's cock again and needed an excuse to get the muscle-bound black man out of the pool. "Would you put some lotion on my back?"
"Remember, I'm naked"
"Oh that's alright, we're all adults here. Besides, I saw it last night." Lauren desperately wanted to see it again. Her heart was beating a mile a minute. She wanted to use the image of Avery's cock in her mind when she tried out King cock tonight.
Lauren watched as Avery climbed out of the water. He took his time as if he enjoyed showing off his body. Water poured off his muscles, making him glisten in the sunlight. His cock appeared, dangling halfway to his knees, soft, but still plumper then Scott's penis. He paused and ran his hand through his short afro to get the water off, his biceps swelling as he did so.
Lauren's chin rested on her hands, staring at his cock as it swung when he started walking toward her. "The lotion is there, just my back please."
Avery stood right over her head, so that she could easily stare up at his cock. He bent over and began rubbing her shoulders, his cock extending an inch as soon as he touched her. He rubbed down her back, pushing against her bikini strap. "Better unhook this for now," he said undoing her top. His cock plumped up even more and rose a little as he undid her bikini. Lauren groaned as he moved down her back, he was more massaging her then putting suntan lotion on her and it felt awfully good.
His oil covered hands slid under her bikini bottoms and rubbed her ass. "Don't," she said, though it felt good. His cock had extended another inch and risen even more. Now she could see, the throbbing blue-black veins under it and his huge balls. She could even smell his cock, it smelled musky but enticing.
"You don't want tan lines on that hot ass of yours," he said softly yanking on the top of her panties so that the already straining material disappeared between her ass cheeks.
"Hey," she said startled.
"Relax," he whispered, his hands massaging her ass cheeks and moving down to her thighs. Her pussy dripped as she realized his hands were just inches from her crotch.
"That's good enough," she moaned. His cock was rock hard now, swollen and fully grown.
"Look what you did," he said stepping back.
"Did what?"
"Made my cock look like this. You don't know how hot you look in that bikini. Your body is incredible."
"So's yours."
"You can touch it if you want, get it out of your system before Scott gets back. I know you want to see what a man-sized cock feels like if your only used to touching his little one.
"How do you know Scott's is little?"
"Simple, his lack of bravery during the attempted kidnapping. That's a sign of a wimpy prick, that and the fact that he's white of course."
"You don't mind? I would like to examine it."
"Be my guest."
Lauren pushed herself up and sat in the cot, her top falling off as she had forgotten it was undone. Avery grabbed it and through it asside before she could cover up. "You get to see me, I get to see you." Her thick, fully erect, swollen, inch long nipples embarrassed her, but she wasn't about to pass up this opportunity.
Lauren reached out and touched only the second cock of her life. Scratch that, the first, Scott's did not deserve to be called a cock. Once she touched it, she didn't want to let go. She ran her hand all along the shaft, bringing her other hand up to cup his balls, then both hands were feeling his cock. It was as hard as the dildo, she couldn't bend it and no amount of pressure from her finger would make his skin indent. "I need to see this big cock squirt," she said.



Lauren poured lotion into her palm and began coating his cock with it. This was the most exciting thing she had ever done in her life, more even then winning the lottery. Her hands slid up and down the black shaft. Her first encounter with Scott had been a hand job, but this was so different. Scott had cum in under three minutes, he was so excited. Avery was outlasting her arms.
The head was pointed right at her mouth. If he came, it would cover her face, but she didn't care. The knobby head bobbed hypnotically before her mouth. "May I suck on it?" she asked.
"It's only natural," replied Avery.
Lauren closed her eyes and for some reason planted a kiss right on Avery's pee-slit before opening her mouth wide and taking him inside. She moved her mouth and lips around the head, which alone filled her mouth. She began experimenting seeing how much she could take down her throat before gagging, getting further each time. Strange, but she found herself enjoying this with Avery, where she never had with Scott. Next time, she'd go straight to giving him a blow job. Next time?
She had managed to swallow half his cock while one hand was massaging his balls when he came. HIs huge testicals tensed up as his cock seemed to swell even more. Then it jerked and cum was pouring into her belly. Disgusted, she pulled back only to have his second wad fill her mouth until her cheeks bulged out and she was forced to swallow to keep from choking. It didn't taste bad like she thought it would, good even, addictive. His balls filled her mouth faster then she could swallow and she gagged losing control of his cock-head. His cock flew up hitting his stomach and long strand of cum flew up from the head falling across her hair and eyes. His cock fell over so that it was pointing at her again, his last wad leaving a strand from her eyes to her shoulder.
"Thanks babe, I needed that," said Avery squeezing along his cock to drain the last of his sperm out. "Sorry about the mess, but I haven't gotten off in a couple weeks."
Couple weeks? Avery's one load of cum was more then Scott had ever cum in five years of fucking and the young couple fooled around usually six times a week. The semen Avery was squeezing out now was more then Scott came in a year. It was pooling on the cement at the black man's feet. What a waste, she thought, licking her lips, though her belly was full.
"Ready to try this in your pussy," he asked?
His cock was still hard ready to go again. She could feel her pussy lips opening wide in anticipation and her swollen clit was rubbing her panties. "No, I can't betray Scott," she said needing Avery's cock more then anything. "I have to go." This had gone too far. Lauren had a fall back plan to keep her from betraying her boyfriend.
*****************
"Oh Avery, it's so big. Fuck me with your black cock."
Avery squeezed his cock. Damn, he needed to fuck her. He watched her use the dildo on the monitor, recording it to add to the video of Lauren giving him the blow job by the pool. He had already posted that video on the E&I website and it had been downloaded several thousand times making him some money. Not that he'd need any money if this scheme panned out.
He couldn't take it anymore and started masturbating as Lauren continued moving the King cock in and out of her pussy while pretending she was fucking him.
*******************
"I wonder what Avery will think of this?" Lauren said out loud to her reflection. She was trying on a new bikini, sized to fit her new buxom figure. Strangely, this bikini had less material then her smaller one. The front of her panties was thinner and she'd need to shave her pussy closer, the back was nonexistant, just a string sliding between her butt cheeks. The bra was just strings in the back and sides, the cup covering less of her breasts then the last bikini. She was buying it for Scott, but it was Avery she wanted to wear it for.
Lauren bought it and asked Avery what he thought of it after trimming her pussy when she went home. He approved of course and she was soon topless, jerking him off again.
The panties were the only thing that saved her from getting fucked. She tugged on his cock as she laid back on the cot. He stood between her knees, her hand kept pulling the head towards her pussy. The head poked against her wet bikini bottoms several times triggering a small orgasm. When he came, he squirted cum all over her tits and belly. Lauren mewled and sat up quickly taking the head in her mouth so that she could taste him again.
Lauren ran to her room to use the dildo as quickly as she could, licking his sperm up with one hand while plunging the dildo into her with the other..
Neither had noticed Lauren's mother standing by her car at the gate to Lauren's house staring at the two by the pool.
*******************
The next day the horniness was gone. Lauren was a little ashamed of her behaviour with Avery the last two days and avoided him leaving the house to go for a walk in the park.
Lauren was feeling hot and flushed as she walked as if she was coming down with a fever. Men were staring at her, more so then normal. Granted, she was wearing short shorts and one of her old tee-shirts, one that her new breasts lifted up so far, her entire belly was exposed, but all men were staring. Eighty year old men were staring as they fed the pigeons, teen boys quit throwing a frisbee as she passed them, and one wife smacked her husband for staring as they pushed a stroller past Lauren.
Uncomfortable, Lauren left the park and headed home. She needed to tell Avery it was over, but she didn't know how. He met her at the pool wearing small white speedos, the horniness started returning when she saw his body.
"Lauren, that was stupid leaving the house without telling me. What if the gunman was waiting?"
"Sorry, I needed to think."
"Still it was stupid, suck on this and I'll forgive you." He stepped out of the speedos.
"That's what I wanted to think about. Avery, I love Scott and we can't do this anymore." Lauren stared at his cock, waving her hand before her face to cool off.
"Are you sure, you don't want this cock again? It's only natural for white sluts like you to service black men."
He called her a slut and instead of getting upset, she was getting hotter and hornier. "Maybe one more blow job, but that's it. Jesus, aren't you hot? It's hot out here." Lauren felt sweat drip down both her nipples. She looked down, it wasn't sweat, the fluid was white. Milk? Lauren looked up at Avery, but he was already kneeling on the cement trying to get her shorts off. He looked wild-eyed and his big negroid nostrils were flaring. Lauren helped him by pulling her tee shirt off. Milk was leaking from her nipples!
Avery pulled her down and turned her so that she was kneeling on the cement. She came when his cock slammed into her pussy and again when he pushed his thumb into her ass while gripping her butt cheek. He was growling as he fucked her with wild abandon. "Take that black cock you fucking white slut," he yelled.
"Jesus, you're not wearing a condom," she moaned not caring. "Don't stop fucking me, cum in my pussy, give me a baby. I need your big cock." He had pushed his cock in deeper then the she had gotten the dildo and she was cumming like crazy. He came quickly, flooding her womb with sperm, some primal instinct told her at least one would fertilize an egg and she was happy. His cock stayed hard in her pussy after cumming. Avery caught his breath and started fucking her again. Her knees were scraped by the time he carried her into her bedroom to continue.
They fucked for days. She didn't get the mail, didn't answer the phone, they barely ate, when they weren't fucking they were sleeping.
********************
"You won't fucking believe how good it is," said Avery letting the two black men into the house. "I need to recharge, you two can have her the rest of the day, then I'm back on it before she goes out of heat.
No more, thought Lauren when she heard Avery come back into the room, but her legs were spreading in anticipation. She was in her guest room, her own bed was sweat and cum soaked. She opened her eyes when she heard two voices.
"Slut's fucking mine."
"Fuck you ass hole, I'm on the bitch."
Two black men were arguing, the one lashed out punching the other and decking him. She helped guide the victor's cock into her pussy. She looked up at him lustily, smiling at him. She was dreaming because it was Sambo, the gunman fucking her. It was his lips she was kissing, his cock that was pleasuring her. Sure enough, the other man was Jemima. Sambo growled at the other to stay away. Jemima came around to the side and stuck his stiff cock in her face. Lauren started sucking it while Sambo went back to fucking her, satisfied he wasn't going to have to fight for her pussy.
At some point during the day, Sambo rolled her on top of him and the other black man pushed his cock into her ass. The only thing missing was a black cock down her throat, she thought as she came violently. The limo driver finally got to fuck her pussy when Sambo fell off her exhausted.
Later that night, Jemima was roughly pulled off of her as Avery returned throwing the two black men out. When she awoke from the dream, Avery was sleeping on her, his spent cock still in her pussy.
*****************
"Now will you tell me what the big emergency is?"
Linda stopped at the gate and let Scott out. "Save my daughter Scott. I believe she's fucking that ni..."
"What do you mean, Lauren wouldn't cheat on me?"
"I saw her and Avery by the pool. I couldn't be sure through the fence, but it looked like she was sucking his dick."
"Not my Lauren," said Scott shaking his head. "I can't believe I flew back for this."
"Just get in there boy," said Linda driving off.
Scott let himself through the gate looking up at the house with trepidation, his confidence failing him as he remembered the huge cocks on the kidnappers. Did Avery have a similar dick? Was Lauren now hooked on a cock twice his own size? Had his own impotence driven her into the arms of another man? Scott slowly walked up the long driveway, past the pool. His arm was shaking as he let himself into the front door.
Scott found Lauren in the bedroom. The bed sheets were all wadded up in the corner and Lauren was weaing a robe. She was wet like she had just gotten out of the shower. All Scott's worries disappeared as Lauren looked at him and smiled. She dropped her robe and Scott's penis got erect for the first time in a month. Lauren wasn't cheating on him, she loved him. She wanted him. He needed to fuck her.
Scott ripped off his clothes as Lauren got on all fours on the bed. Her pussy was facing him, dripping with arousal as he approached. Her pussy lips were spread apart wider then he'd ever seen them. He stuck his little prick in her and they both moaned, though Scott barely felt anything. She was loose and there was little if any friction. He didn't care though, he started humping his hips like a madman needing to cum, his bony ass a blur as he fucked her, until a chill ran down his spine.
Scott's legs grew weak with fear before he even saw the black man. He turned his head as he heard a low growl, just as Avery's mighty arm wrapped around his neck and pulled him off Lauren.
Avery spun Scott around and the air left the white man's lungs as Avery's ham-like fist slammed into his stomach. Scott felt himself flying, hitting the wall with a loud thump. Tears were in his eyes as he looked up at the black man standing over him. Avery was naked, a foot-long monster cock bobbed before Scott's eyes. Scott heard a whimper and realized it was coming from his own throat. "Put it away," he cried staring at the black man's superior cock.
"That I will," growled Avery. The black man turned and inserted his cock into Lauren's pussy. She hadn't moved, staying on all fours as if waiting for the victor. Avery buried his entire cock and Lauren had a look of pure pleasure on her face. A look Scott had never seen when she was with him. She was loving it, fucking him back, even talking dirty to him. Scott could never compete with Avery. It was only natural for the strong well-hung black man to possess a beautiful creature like Lauren. Scott's dick which had shrunk during the confrontation, grew hard again as he watched them fuck. With a resigned sigh, he backed out of the room and left the house never to return.
*****************
"Congratulations on such a big score Avery," said Solomon King. "I accept your resignation of course, but you will be sadly missed. What will you do now?"
A tear rolled down Avery's eyes as he stared at his boss, the man who had made im what he was. "Travel I guess, treat some European women to black cock. Maybe start some businesses, all black run of course."
"Of course," said Solomon smirking.
The CFO of King Enterprises and E&I Enterprises stood beside the two men and opened the envelope. "Fuck," said the black man looking at the check. "Avery you only owe four million."
"I'd also like to buy out the contracts of my two assistants. The other twenty million can go towards the cause. Twenty more enhanced black men to swell our ranks. Try to find some good Harlem brothas, my old neighborhood."
Solomon stood and shook his hand warmly before Avery left. The now independent black man had one more stop to make today.
*****************
"What have you done with my daughter, you black bastard?" screamed Linda.
"My wife is fine, mom," said Avery.
"Don't call me that boy. Look at you all upptity in that fancy suit. I know you stole her money and I don't know what you did with poor Scott. I'm going to the police.
"Won't do you any good, she's fine and she signed control of her money over to me. We did fly to Vegas to get married. Here's a post card."
Linda snatched it from Avery's hand. It wasn't really a postcard, it was a photo of Lauren on a beach in the Carribbean. Her daughter was wearing a bikini top and a sarong. Her belly was bulging out from her pregnancy. Linda couldn't deny that her daughter looked happy. "Where the hell is Trinibogo?"
Avery ignored the woman and picked up a picture of Linda from the dresser. The back of the frame read "1970" and showed Linda in a bikini with her dead husband. "I had no idea you looked this good, mom."
"I said don't call me that, thief."
"You know Linda, why don't you go see Lauren. I know she misses you. I could get you a ticket as soon as you're ready."
"You mean that?"
"Of course," replied Avery grinning evily at her. "There's just one catch, Trinibogo isn't as developed as the rest of the islands and you'll need an anti-malaria shot."
"That's not a problem Avery."
"Good, I know a doctor who can give you a shot immediately." Avery's dick extended an inch as he thought about fucking the hot bitch in the picture as the Yserum would make her look twentyfive or thirty again, thin her waist, and swell up her boobs, she'd be hotter then her daughter. His cock turned completely hard as he thought about knocking up his mother-in-law when she went into heat three weeks after getting the shot. After that the male Trinibogons would use both women as breeding stock.
Avery smiled at the chubby middle-aged woman. "I'll come down as soon as I tie up some loose ends, say three weeks from now."
The End
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Allison held her mouth tightly shut to keep from crying out as she had a small, unsatisfying orgasm that only made her horniness worse. Hopefully, a big nordic stud would take care of her cravings later tonight. She pulled her two fingers out of her pussy and looked at them amazed at the amount of fluid coating them. She had never been this wet before or this horny. It was driving her crazy and the guy she had hooked up with last night had been a limp dicked wimp. She had laid beside him desperately tugging on his penis to make it hard while her friend Vicki got the fucking of a lifetime by an overmuscled black guy with a big horse cock. It wasn't fair at all.
Allison didn't hate blacks, she just believed the races should stay apart and now her good friend had succumbed to sleeping with a black guy. Worse, Booker the lifeguard reeked of sexual prowess and even she felt an animal attraction to him. Even stranger, somehow he had completely changed Vicki. The shy girl had come out of her shell, fucking, sucking, and even buying a new skimpy bikini to please her black lover. Could he be that good in bed?
Allison lowered her spread legs and put them on the floor. She was still breathing heavy from cumming when she stood up off the toilet and turned the shower on.
In the shower, she prayed Sven would fuck her like Booker fucked Vicki. The big blonde youth had sat high in his lifeguard chair looking like a god as he scanned the swimmers. She asked Vicki to get Booker to set them up. Booker had agreed.
Allison got out of the shower and admired her body while she fixed her long red hair. She had a nice tan going which made her freckles fainter. She had large breasts capped by rose colored nipples, a thin waist, wide hips, and a hairy red bush. The only jewlery she wore was an ankle bracelet and a birthstone stud in her pierced bellybutton.
She dressed in a sheer green bra and matching panties. The underwear was really sexy and thin enough her erect nipples would push out the material through her shirt. It would look like an accident, but she knew it would attract the stares of any male who glanced at her. She wore a tight tee shirt so short it stopped about an inch above her bellybutton and shorts that started an inch below her belly button. The shorts were tight and complimented her ass. The outfit said, sexy, not slutty and she hoped it would make Sven's dick hard when he saw her.
Allison left the bathroom and her jaw dropped when she saw Vicki. Her formerly conservative friend was wearing a short sundress that showed her ample cleavage and the fact that she was clearly not wearing a bra. Vicki's hard nipples, indeed, the entire white globes of her big breasts showed clearly through the black material. Allison liked her friend better when she was shy.
"Booker will be here soon, then we're gonna go get your date."
"So where we going?"
"Booker knows a bar we can get in."
"Cool." Just as she spoke, there was a pounding on the door and Vicki rushed to open it, throwing herself into Booker's arms and kissing him deeply. Allison crinkled her nose in distaste, but was a little envious.
"Damn baby, you look fine," said Booker stepping back to check out Vicki. "You look pretty hot too Allison." Her outfit worked, Booker's eyes zoomed in on her nipples. She felt a shiver of excitement run down her spine as his eyes surveyed her body. "Lets get going."
"So Booker, what's Sven like?" Allison asked as they walked down several blocks.
Booker shrugged. "I barely know the guy. Here we are." He knocked on an apartment door and another black man came out, slapping hands together with Booker like black men do. "By the way, Sven has a girlfriend so I asked Devon to come with us. Devon this is Allison."
"Ya mon, I saw her on the beach."
"But I thought you were setting me up with Sven?"
"I told you he has a girlfriend. Vicki told me you needed a date. Devon liked what he saw of you on the beach and agreed to come along. You don't have a problem with black men do you?"
Allison gulped under the gazes of the two powerful black men. Both could snap her in two with their hands and were so big, she was always staring into their chests. "No, of course not." Allison didn't know what to say. Booker had already seen her hooking up with that guy last night and she couldn't lie and say she had a boyfriend. "Lets go." She'd just claim to be tired and bugger out early. Her night and her chances of getting laid were ruined.
Devon smiled and walked beside her. They followed Booker and Vicki who held hands and every now and then Booker would let go and cup her ass. Allison tried to make small talk. "So Devon, where you from?"
"Trinibogo, it's a small island in the Carribean."
"What's it like?"
"Very beautiful and undeveloped. Also we are very poor. There are less then 500 people on the island and we are all fisherman. My people contributed to send me here to get an education. Now I work and send money to my family whenever I can."
"I see." There was something very noble about the black man.
They walked a couple blocks from the beach to one of Stony Harbor's night clubs. It closed all winter, but opened in May with a big party. Tonight being Friday, a good-sized crowd was gathering here and the main entrance already had a line forming as the bouncers checked IDs.
Booker led them past the line to a back entrance where a giant back bouncer stood guard. The three black men talked a bit and the bouncer stepped asside letting them in. Allison watched his eyes check out Vicki's body as she passed and then he turned his gaze on her and she flushed as she entered the bar.
The club was packed. There were several hundred people, mostly whites in their 20's and 30's, but here and there was a black man. Each black man seemed a head taller then the rest of the crowd and all were muscular, line-backer types. She didn't see many black girls, the few she did spot were light-skinned with groups of whites. The black men were all with white women. Some she recognized as lifeguards. The beach was an entirely different culture then she was used to in rural Pennsylvania.
Booker and Devon went up to the bar to get some drinks. Allison chatted with Vicki while they waited and Allison noticed a good-looking guy sitting on a stool with some friends checking her out. He smiled at her and she smiled back. His handsome face disappeared as Devon's massive chest blocked her line of vision. The black man held a drink out to her. "What's this?" she asked.
"It's a sex on the beach," he said.
Allison took it and sipped the sweet drink. "Not bad."
"You ever have sex on the beach?"
"No, I'm just used to beer."
"Well maybe later." The band came on making conversation impossible. Devon leaned down so that his mouth was in her ear. "You want to dance?"
Not with him, but she figured if he was buying the drinks, why the hell not?"
The four danced for several songs, either Booker or Devon leaving from time to time for refills. Allison found herself becoming quite drunk and was thankful for all the activity as it helped burn off some of the booze. Mostly, the dancing was hands in the air as the floor was too crowded, but sometimes Devon would grab her hips and pull her into him. His cock would press into her belly each time he did so and it felt huge. It was at least as big as Booker's and each time it touched her she felt her resistance to interracial sex wavering.
Allison needed some air and squeezed out of the dance floor. She looked back, Vicki was mashed between Booker and Devon. Their arms were in the air holding their drinks to keep from spilling them as people bumped into them. Allison turned around and found herself standing before the handsome guy who had checked her out earlier. "Hi," he said."
"Hi."
"I'm Jerry."
"Allison." He was medium build, kind of wirey, with a handsome face. He looked to be in his mid-twenties and probably assumed she was twentyone.
"You with the black guy?"
"Not really."
"Good. Can I buy you a drink?"
"Sure." Jerry turned around and got the bartenders attention. He turned back with a beer and a big glass filled with what looked like lemonaid. "What's this?" She sipped it, it was good, but strong.
"A margarritta. You've never had one?" He had one eyebrow raised.
"Sure," she lied. "It's just I usually drink beer." Allison chatted with Jerry, swaying a little on her feet, the margaitta not helping her. She decided she liked the good-looking guy. He would be the one she took home tonight.
A big hand rested on Allison's shoulder and turned her around. "Hey, where'd you get the drink?" asked Devon.
"Jerry bought it for me." Allison pointed a finger at Jerry.
"Yeah dude, she said she wasn't with you or nuthin." The white guy didn't appear too scared of Devon, probably felt safe with his friends.
"Thanks mon," said Devon the Jerry, then to Allison, "You ready to hit the dance floor again?"
"No, I think I need to go to the bathroom." Vicki showed up at that moment and the two girls went together.
"Yeah, I need to go whiz too," said Jerry standing up. "Meet you here when your finished," he called to Allison.
In the girl's room, Vicki went first and talked to Allison through the stall walls. "I love being out and all, but I can't wait to get back to our room and feel Booker's big cock in me again."
"VICKI! What's gotten into you?"
"Black cock, that's what. Sorry, Booker likes me to talk dirty, so I've been practising. What do you think of Devon?"
"He's nice and all."
"You gonna fuck him?" Vicki came out and Allison took her place in the stall while Vicki checked her make up.
"Of course not."
"Why not?"
"He's black."
"Listen Allie, I've seen his bulge, he's huge. That things a real pussy pleaser. He'll give you the best fucking of your life with it. Trust me I know. I don't know what I'm gonna do when we get home, fuck some black guy on the basketball team I guess.
"What if (Hic) your parents find out?"
"They won't. Say, if that's whats holding you back, Mandy and Allison don't have to know you fucked a black guy. It'll be our little secret."
"I'm not gonna fuck a black guy Vicki. (Hic) I'm gonna take that pretty boy I was talking to home. (Hic) I just hope Devon understands."
"A black cock in your throat will cure them hiccups."
"No (hic) thanks." Allison was a little disgusted with her friend's behaviour.
******************
Jerry was pissing in the urinal when a voice behind him said, "Hey mon, stay away from my girl."
"She says she's not your girl buddy." Jerry zipped up his pants and flushed the urinal. "That means she's fair game. May the best man win."
"I don't have time to fuck around with you mon. She's leavin soon and I need to fuck her tonight. I'm tellin ya, stay away from her."
"Or what? Fuck with me and I'll have the bouncers throw you out. I don't care how big you are." No doubt the big black guy could kick his ass, but he wasn't about to be intimidated. He was relieved when the black guy turned his back, but he didn't leave, he flipped the lock on the bathroom door. Jerry suddenly felt scared.
The next thing Jerry knew, the black man had an iron grip on his throat, his back was againt a stall wall and his feet were several inches off the ground. He swung futiley at the man's muscled arm but it was like hitting a brick wall. The black tightened his grip on his throat until Jerry quit beating. then the black guy dropped him. He slid down, falling on his ass.
The black man grabbed him by the hair and pulled his head up, slapping him across the face, only it wasnt with his hand, it was with his penis and it was th biggest monster cock Jerry had ever seen. The black man slapped him several times with it and it stung.
"Look at it, mon. That's a cock. Can you do better? I bet you have a little noodle hiding in your pants." Jerry felt his own penis crawling up into his scrotum from fear as the hard black penis cracked against his jaw. "That bitch out there is hot for some cock. You can't satisfy her." Jerry was really scared now and thinking he might offer to blow the man's big cock if he promised not to hurt him. Just as he was parting his lips, the black man pulled away and turned to pee in the urinal. Jerry stared at the cock as it peed above his head. The black man finished and shook it, drops of urine flying everywhere some even missing the urinal and falling on Jerry's pant leg. "You stay away from her mon," said the black guy leaving.
It took a while for Jerry to get up the courage to get off the floor. He laid there as two other people peed. They must of assumed he was drunk. Within seconds, he had gone from cool and confident, to emasculated and willing to suck some guys cock to keep from getting hurt. He could practically smell the fear in the room. This event haunted Jerry for a long time.
*****************
Allison looked around for Jerry, but couldn't find him. She could barely walk, she was so drunk and it was getting late, but at least her hiccups had stopped. Devon came out of the bathroom. "Come on, we're getting out of here," he said.
"Lets walk down to the boardwalk," said Booker as the four of them left.
Not getting laid tonight, thought Allison thinking about Jerry. Where had he disappeared too? He was probably looking for her right now. Devon put his arm around her to keep her steady. She appreciated it, it felt safe to have his arm around her.
They reached the boardwalk which was practically deserted at night this time of year. On the corner sat a fancy motel with an outdoor pool and a jacuzzi lit by underwater lights. It was too fancy to be overflowing with June bugs."Want to go pool hopping?" asked Booker.
"Yeah mon, sounds fun," said Devon.
Allison just wanted to go to bed and was about to protest when Devon's strong hands grabbed her waist and lifted her over the fence. "But I'm not wearing a bathing suit."
"I'm not even wearing a bra," laughed Vicki. "Come on, we'll strip down over there where it's darker."
"Only if they promise not to look."
"We promise," said Booker. The two black men were shirtless already and starting on their shorts.
Allison took off her shirt and shorts, feeling naked in the sheer bra and panties. Much to her amazement, Vicki just pulled the sundress over her head. All she was wearing was a small thong that left her ass cheeks bare. She didn't even try covering her big breasts.
"Ooooo," it's freezing," said Vicki testing the water with her foot. Then without another word, she jumped in.
Allison decided to take the plunge and followed her. "Holy shit, it's cold," she said coming back to the surface.
They swam down to the black men at the other end of the pool already in the water. "Sorry ladies, it doesn't get warm until mid-July," said Booker, "but it's warmer then the ocean."
"Brrrr," Allison's teeth were chattering. Her already hard nipples were growing even bigger from the cold, aching a little.
"Let's move to the jacuzzi," said Devon. "Great idea." Vicki swam to the ladder and climbed up, both black men staring at her exposed ass. She turned around to show off her breasts and then ran over to the jacuzzi.
"Would you two turn around?" They did, and Allison ran over to the jacuzzi herself. She quickly sat down and watched the black men, getting the shock of her life. Booker and Devon used their powerful muscles to raise themselves out of the water. They were skinny dipping. Their huge cocks swung ponderously as they slowly walked over to the jacuzzi. Despite the freezing pool, despite the cold night air, thier cocks were still swollen and plump, longer soft and dangling then any erect white penis she had ever seen.
Allison had a blank, shocked expression on her face as Devon sat down beside her. The four talked for some time, Allison was surprised she actually liked Devon's company. Vicki moaned and Allison saw that her eyes were closed. Booker had one hand underwater, so did Vicki and as Allison stared, Booker's cock-head broke the surface and rose up out of the water like a big black sea serpent.
Booker raised himself out of the water and sat on the edge, his hard cock sticking out abve his huge balls splayed over the jacuzzi rim. Vicki leaned over and wrapped her lips around his dick. Allison stared in amazement until she felt Devon's hand wrap around her wrist, bringing it underwater over to his cock. Before coming to her senses and pulling her hand back, she stroked his entire shaft, even the knobby head. "I can't," she said.
Devon nodded. "We should leave them alone then."
Allison nodded back. She felt a strong desire to watch her friend slurp on Booker's huge cock, but the smell of the chlorine was strong and making her sick to her stomach. Vicki looked up long enough to say, "you don't know what your missing."
Devon stood up and she saw that his cock was as long as Booker's, at least a foot and even a little thicker. It bobbed before him as he walked over and stole a towel from a balcony handing it to her like a gentleman.
Allison dried off, then dressed. Devon lifted her over the fence again and they walked off down the boardwalk. "Lets walk back down the beach," said Devon. He pulled her off the boardwalk before she responded.
They were walking down the beach and stopped near a lifeguard chair. Devon put his hands on Allison's shoulder and turned her so that she was facing him. He leaned forward to kiss her and she froze. "What's wrong?"
"N-othing, I'm just very tired and drunk, that's all."
"Is it cause I'm black?"
"No of course not."
"Have you ever been with a black man?"
"No."
"Neither had your friend. Now she's hooked on black cock. I doubt if another white boy will ever get his penis near her pussy."
"She's just going a little wild because she's on vacation, that's all." Allison wasn't so sure she was right, but said it anyway.
"You're on vacation too. Why don't you go a little wild. Try something new." He was pushing down on her shoulders as he spoke. Her legs were already shakey from the booze and she fell to her knees, her face staring right at his crotch.
"What are you doing?" Allison asked. Devon was opening his shorts.
"No one will ever have to know Allison." He was unzipping his pants now. "Just check out my cock and tell me that you don't want it." Devon's cock looked like it hadn't shrunk at all since he'd gotten dressed. The head was sticking out well above the waist band of his briefs. He flipped his underwear down and his cock fell down like a tree, pointing right at her face. "I know your horny Allison. Just try it this once, then you can go back to your friends and tell them nothing happened. I wont tell anyone." "Yeah, sure you won't" Without the chlorine, she could smell his cock now. It was a musky, manly smell that had her mouth and pussy watering. She licked her lips looking at it.
"I promise," he replied.
Allison reached up and lovingly caressed his shaft. She did want to try out a cock this big even if it was black. She leaned forward, kissing the tip of his cock, surprised that she wanted to do this for him. She wasn't into cock sucking. She'd only done it with about three boys, ones she really liked. She didn't enjoy it, except that they often returned the favor and the fact that it made boys putty in her hands. She ran her tongue around the head and then down the shaft, lovingly coating every square inch of Devon's cock. She finished coating it and returned to the head, opening wide and taking it in her mouth.
She stared down the rest of his shaft while sucking on his cock-head. Her eyes crossed as his shaft seemed to extend forever until it reached his crotch.
Allison began bobbing her head. Her knees dug into the sand as she tried to cram as much cock into her mouth as she could without choking. Waves were breaking nearby, the water almost reaching her feet. The cool sea breeze was blowing up her shorts, making her soaked panties clammy. She was bobbing her head so fast her neck was hurting. She wanted to taste his cum. She wanted to make him happy. She wanted to feel him deep in her pussy. The last thought, scared her. If he came in her mouth, she wouldn't be able to feel his cock inside her. She jerked back, his glistening cock flying up out of her mouth and slapping into his belly.



"Whoa, put them lips back on that cock."
"But I want to feel you in my pussy."
"That ain't a white dick you're servicing, that's a black cock. It'll be ready for your pussy. Now finish sucking me off."
Allison obeyed, not believeing him, but desirous of making him happy. She managed nine inches in her mouth and throat before she felt she couldn't take anymore. Next time, she'd swallow it all. Next time? Exactly at what point had she decided this wasn't a one time thing? Probably the moment she kissed his dick.
Allison almost didn't get to taste his sperm. Devon came with a grunt, he grabbed the back of her head and held her still as his cock pumped sperm directly into her belly. He held it there a long time before removing it. Luckily, she squeezed his shaft tightly as he pulled out, milking one last wad of cum which she rolled around on her tongue before swallowing. She liked it.
Devon pulled her to her feet and she let him strip her there on the beach, the shadowy forms of late night revelers walking down the distant boardwalk.
Devon grabbed her hips and with no effort at all, he lifted her high and sat her down on the foot rest of the lifeguard chair. It was situated at just the right height, for his face to be staring right between her legs. He pulled her legs wide and stepped between them.
"Oh my," she said when Devon's tongue licked between her labia. She automatically opened her legs as wide as they would go as the black man nibbled on her pussy lips, then sucked her clit between his lips. He moved back down her slit and she stared at her engorged clit. She had never seen it so swollen and distended. It throbbed with arousal. Devon jabbed his tongue inside her and licked up, it curled around her clit and she came. It was the most powerful orgasm of her young life. It put all the ones little boys had given her to shame.
Devon pushed her legs up and back, opening her up for him. He started furiously running his hard tongue up and down while she softly moaned. The angle was such that her sphincter was pointing at him. His tongue kept getting closer and closer to it and then it was running all around her little rosebud, pushing into it, then moving back up to her clit. He repeated this and Allison discovered it was possible for her to have more then one orgasm. She came three more times before he quit.
Devon climbed onto the lifeguard chair and sat down. He pulled her to her feet and turned her around so that she faced him. His cock was half-hard and on the rise. He grabbed the tip and tugged it twice. When he let go, it was completely hard again. "Ride me," he said grabbing the base of his cock and holding it out.
Allison put one knee on either side of Devon's big form and lifted herself up, so that his huge cockhead was poised to enter her pussy. She moaned as she slowly lowered herself. The head alone stretched her labia wide apart and she was grateful his tongue had loosened her up for it. She began raising and lowering herself over the end of his dick, taking a little more with each bounce until she had half of it stuck in her pussy stretching her out like never before.
"Just take it all, then you can go back to your little white dicks."
Allison came to a realization. "I'm not going back. Vicki was right. I only want to be fucked by big cocks...black cocks from now on."
"Then fuck that big black cock slut. Ride it."
Allison did just that, slamming her ass down hard with each bounce to force more cock into her. Soon Allison was bouncing on all twelve inches like a mad woman. A scream was forming in back of her throat and Devon clamped his hand across her mouth just as she came and held her still. She writhed on his cock like a bitch in heat unware that three drunks were passing them less then ten feet away. Devon let go of her mouth and she started riding him again.
Allison's knees hurt against the hard wood of the chair, but she didn't care. She bounced almost until she couldn't move anymore and he came deep inside her pussy. He filled her womb with another large load of sperm, some primitive desire wishing he was giiving her a baby, but knowing it was impossible thanks to the pill. Allison collapsed against Devon's hard muscular chest and heard two people clapping.
"Come on," said Vicki, "lets go back to the room and fuck these two studs in a comfy bed.
****************
The two girls giggled together the whole way to the room. Allison kept thanking Vicki for setting this up. Both rooms were empty when they got there. Ginger was at Fred's and Mandy must have met somebody on the booze cruise. They each took an adjoining room but left the connecting doors open.
Devon got up to go to the bathroom and returned with a bottle of sun tan lotion. "What's that for?" asked Allison.
"I'm gonna introduce your ass to black cock."
"That thing will rip me in two."
"I'll go easy."
Allison was still apprehensive as Devon coated her sphincter with lotion, even pushing one beefy finger in her ass up to the knuckle. Just his finger felt huge in her virgin ass and when he added a second finger she winced in pain.
Devon removed his finger and placed the tip of his cock against her ass hole. She could feel lotion dripping off it and was thankful he had coated his cock so thoroughly. Devon pushed and Allison jumped in pain as her sphincter stretched wide. She tried to pull away from it, but the strong black man wrapped an arm around her waist and held her tight. Just when she thought the pain was unbearable, her sphincter closed around the thick head and Devon stopped holding it still so that she could grow used to it. It hurt again when Devon started pushing more in. He took his time and she was thankful he was making this as painless as possible. He managed to squeeze a little more then half in and after awhile she started to like it.
Allsion heard Vicki talking dirty in the next room. "Fuck my white pussy. I love that big black cock." She decided to ape her friend, after all Vicki had been doing this a day longer then she had. "Shove that black cock into my tight white ass," she shouted loud enough for Vicki and Booker to hear. For the next half hour, the two girls seemed to compete seeing who had the filthiest mouth. Finally, Allison shouted "Fill my ass with your hot cum," loud enough she drowned out Vicki's cries of pleasure.
"Gotta piss baby," said Devon pulling his cock out of her ass. She winced as he turned the light on in the bathroom and she covered her eyes. Allison laid there on her stomach feeling her ass slowly close and Devon's sperm welling up to the surface until it began to flow down her crack. He turned the light off and the room was plunged back into darkness.
Allison felt Devon's cock poking at her face and she moved her mouth up to take the head inside her mouth. He was hard as a rock. This big black man was like no other she had ever encountered. Booker too, because the squeals of pleasure were starting back up in Vicki's room. Allison was thankful he had apparently washed his cock when he went to piss. She couldn't taste the sun tan lotion nor her ass. He pulled his cock out and flipped her over. Soon he had thrown her legs over his arms and was fucking the hell out of her again. "Jesus, your big cock is making me cum again. Oh god, oh god, here it cu..."
"Actually, this is the first time it's made you cum," said Booker grunting.
The men had switched places, but Allison was too far gone to care. Her pussy squeezed his cock tight as she writhed in orgasm.
It was a night of many firsts for Allison. Booker filled her womb with a huge load of sperm as big as Devon's and they laid side by side resting while she played with his limp cock. "Climb on board," he said as it turned hard again.
Allison mounted him. She wanted to go slow and took her time raising and lowering herself over his cock. She felt someone climb on the bed behind her and a cock poked at her ass. "Where's Vicki?" asked Booker.
"She passed out mon," said Devon pushing his big knobby cock back into her ass.
She fucked them both, the joy of having both holes plugged at the same time brought forth her biggest orgasms yet. They took turns slamming their cocks into her then filled her at the same time. Allison passed out from the pleasure before they even came.
She woke up later alone on the bed, fresh deposits of sperm pouring out both holes. The sounds of heavy fucking were coming from Vicki's room now. She closed her eyes and slept the few hours until dawn.
In the morning, Booker and Devon both kissed her and then Vicki goodbye. "You girls want to do this again tommorrow night?" asked Booker.
"Yes," they both said together.
"We'll start early and hit the bar. Then we know this party that starts tonight and is gonna happen every Saturday all summer. It's a long walk down the beach, but it should be worth it.
"As long as we get plenty of time to fuck you two," said Vicki and Allison nodded agreement.
"That can be arranged," said Booker. "Oh by the way, you should invite Ginger and Mandy too. We'll see that they have a good time also. See you on the beach.
The two girls nodded as the black men left them.
The End
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"Alright honey, now take your top off."
Danielle, posing in her bikini, looked up at her husband and said, "no way." She had joined a diet program and lost sixty pounds. Her body, once plump, was now fit and lean. Her stomach was now flat and you could see her abs when she flexed. Her ass was now hard and firm, only her breasts staying big, though they had perked up where once they had sagged. Her straight red hair framed her pretty face, focusing on her large, piercing green eyes.
Her husband, Jack, an amateur photographer, had freaked out over her new body. Even now she could see an erection poking out of his shorts. Dani licked her lips at the sight of his erection. She had been unusually horny the last month or so, since losing the weight and Jack had trouble keeping up with her.
"Come on honey, show off that hot bod."
"Promise you won't show anybody?"
"I promise," lied Jack already thinking of ways to show his buddies what a hot, sexy wife Dani had become.
Dani gulped and untied the sides of her string bikini. The truth was that her bikini didn't leave much covered anyway. She only wore it in their back yard, which was large and generally private. The homes around Stony Harbor had nice sized yards, many with pools, and their neighbors weren't much for hanging out in their yards anyway.
"Great honey, now push them big titties together and lean forward."
Dani did as she was told getting in to it. Her nipples were hard and she could feel her bikini bottoms growing wetter as the ever-present horniness grew in intensity. She liked showing off her body.
"Oh that's good baby. Now pull your bottoms up so that I can see some ass. God your hot."
"Come see how hot," said Dani untying her bottoms.
Jack set the camera down and was out of his shorts in seconds.
********************
"What do you think?" asked Danielle twirling around on their patio. She had bought a new thong bikini, figuring her ass deserved a nice tan too, but her husband wasn't even looking. He was staring at a giant black man that had just walked around their neighbors back yard. "Wow, he's huge," she said watching as the black man, obviously the gardener, took out a weed-eatter and started it. He was wearing jeans and was shirtless. Every single muscle on the human torso was large and prominent on his body. "That guy is built."
"As is my wife," said Jack finally catching on to the fact that her new bikini didn't appear to have a bottom.
"Thanks," she said blushing, but noticing that his attention had returned to the gardener. "What are you thinking?"
"I was wondering if he would pose for me. That boy's got to be the ideal subject."
Dani flinched at her husband's racism. The black man was far to old to be called a boy. She didn't have much use for black people, but she drew the line at slurs. Jack wasn't all that bad, but had gotten worse as some blacks had moved into the development since spring. She had yet to see any black women, the only couple she had seen was a black man and a white woman kissing hot and heavy as the man left for work. Jack had gotten a downright horrified look on his face as they drove by.
"Why don't you ask him," said Dani sitting down on her lawn chair. Jack was fit and had a nice body, but she knew he wouldn't last five minutes against the big black guy. He would behave himself.
********************
"Excuse me."
"Yeah," said the black man, looking up from the weeds. "Need your lawn mowed?"
"No," said Jack. "Actually I have an odd request. I'm an amateur photographer and was wondering if you'd be willing to pose for me?"
"I'm no fag."
"Oh god no, nothing like that. I'm married," said Jack pointing over his shoulder at his wife. "Just tasteful stuff. Shirt off only, I'd like some muscle shots. Your obviously a weight-lifter." The black was staring over his shoulder at Dani lying out in the sun. "I can pay you."
"How much?" asked the black still looking past him.
"Just a couple hundred. This is only a hobby of mine. I'm not to serious, I've only taken shots of my wife, never a guy."
"I'll do it."
"Great, I'll go set up my stuff. Come on over when you're done."
********************
"Hi, whats your name?"
"Dani," she said feeling naked in the bikini as the black giant's gaze swept over her body.
"I'm Xavier," he said shaking her hand.
Xavier seemed to exude masculinity. Up close, she realized just how big he was as her entire hand got swallowed up in his big one. He was built like a linebacker or a heavyweight boxer, though his movements were smooth and surefooted. There was something graceful about him like he was part big cat. "I like your accent."
"I'm from New Zealand. I like your bikini."
"T-thanks," she said blushing again. She felt like her body was on display for his pleasure and though it made her uncomfortable, her nipples hardened under his gaze.
Jack came out the sliding glass door. "Good your here. Come on in,"
The two men went down to Jack's basement where Jack had his studio set up. "Here's your money," he said putting an envelope on the table by some pictures of Danielle. Xavier picked up the pictures of Dani and began leafing through them just as Jack remembered that he had left some nudes in the pile. He tried to stop the black man, but it was too late.
Xavier felt his blood began racing as he came upon some topless shots of Dani, her breasts were simply magnificent. His cock grew a couple inches when he reached the nudes. "Your wife sure is hot."
"Thanks, She recently lost a lot of weight and likes showing off her new body. Don't tell her you saw the nudes or she'll kill me. Lets get to work."
Jack put Xavier through some poses, mostly the kind of stuff you would see in muscle mags. The white guy really was quite good, thought Xavier. His pictures of Dani, were better then some of the pictures he had seen in playboy, even Ebony and Ivory mag which Xavier had posed for over at E&I modeling.
"Flex Xavier. Put your arms over your head like your Atlas holding the world." Jack couldn't help noticing the large bulge under Xavier's jeans. It was too big to be believed and he thought the black guy must have stuffed a sock under there. Still, as he snapped pictures of the giant black man, Jack was embarrassed to find his own penis hardening under his shorts.
Xavier noticed too and snickered. He had read somewhere about how monkeys often got erections watching the alpha-male of their pack mating with the females. The "enhanced" seemed to bring out the more animalistic nature in the people around them. What he didn't understand was why the white man was able to get an erection in the first place. The water supply had been drugged for several months now and it should have left him as limp as a noodle.
Embarrassed over his erection, Jack said, "Lets quit for the day. Can we do this again next week?"
"Sure."
"Can I offer you anything? Some water?"
"No thanks, I don't like the local water."
"Me neither," said Jack. "I only drink bottled water. Help yourself, there's a fridge over there."
The two men agreed to meet again next week for another hundred dollars and Jack asked Xavier to wear shorts next time. As the black man left, Jack went to find his wife to take care of his hard-on.
*******************
Xavier showed up the next week in jeans. "I was hoping for shorts," said Jack.
"I brought some along. Where's your wife?"
"She's out shopping. Why don't you go ahead downstairs and change, I'll be down in a few."
Xavier nodded and walked down to the studio. Knowing he only had a few minutes, he reached in his bag and pulled out his shorts and some hypodermic needles. He quickly went to the fridge and stuck the needles into the white boy's bottled water, emptying a full dose of anti-viagra into the water. It was time to fill the fool's head with ideas.
Jack came down a little later finding Xavier topless, but still in his jeans. "I hope you don't mind," said Xavier holding up an uninfected bottle of water and drinking from it. He tossed Jack another bottle which Jack caught and drank from.
"I thought you were going to change?"
"Sorry, I just got done some yards and was dying of thirst. You can get ready, I'll change now."
Jack bent over one tripod and was focusing the camera on Xavier just as the black man pulled his jeans down. He wasn't wearing underwear and Jack was amazed at how big the man's penis looked through the viewer, simply gigantic. He grinned finding it funny and went to turn off the zoom, only it wasn't on. Jack pulled back and stared at Xavier as the black man pulled on a small pair of men's briefs, just like the kind weightlifters wear at exhibitions. Jack looked horrified at the semi-hard monstrosity dangling between Xavier's legs. His own penis seemed to shrivel up and crawl into his scrotum as he stared. Even the black man's testicles were huge, they looked like oranges.
"What's wrong?" asked Xavier trying to stuff his massive penis into way too small briefs. "Ain't never seen a cock this big?"
"God no," said Jack. The briefs looked like they would burst, they were stuffed so much. It had to be uncomfortable and Jack realized why Xavier hadn't been wearing underwear.
"Most white men feel intimidated at the sight of a black cock. It makes them feel inferior."
"Are you telling me that all black men have penises that big?" asked Jack feeling sick. His own penis felt so small, he felt emasculated and he had always been proud of it as it was well above average at close to seven inches. He wouldn't worry about an embarrassing erection this shoot.
"Not all black men. I'm bigger then most. Most blacks average around ten inches." Xavier loved bull shitting whitey. Normal black men were a little bigger flaccid, but erect there wasn't any difference in penis size between the races. Solomon King was trying to change all that. "Me, I'm fourteen inches hard."
'Jesus, that's over twice my size,' thought Jack. He did feel inferior, but shook it off. "Start flexing. Pose like you're Arnold. You're certainly well hung," he said snapping some shots, "but fourteen inches. I don't believe it."
Xavier reached out and pulled his briefs down over his cock and balls.
"What are you doing?"
"You're calling me a liar," he said pulling on the tip of his cock. "I'll prove it."
Jack watched in awe as Xavier's cock fattened up and began extending. Semi-hard it had been around ten inches and the massive black snake grew another six inches not stopping until it was fully erect standing rampant out from Xavier's body like it defied gravity. The head was as big as a small apple and it was impossibly thick.
"Now do you believe me?"
"I believe you," said Jack both enthralled and disgusted at the big black horse cock.
"Why don't you take some shots of it?"
Jack's only response was to leap behind the camera and start snapping pictures of that beautiful hard prick. He put Xavier through a whole series of poses always focusing on the man's penis. He framed his shots beautifully, but there was something missing.
Later, as Xavier dressed he was staring at pictures of himself from last weeks session. "You're very good."
"Thanks," said Jack changing the film in his camera.
"You know what would be a neat shot. I've always liked contrast." He pulled out a picture of Dani and laid it beside his own. "Picture me in a pair of white briefs and your wife in a black bikini."
"That would be artistic," said Jack looking at the pictures next to each other, "but she would never go for it, too shy."
"That's too bad. Can we do this again next week? You don't have to pay me this time. I've enjoyed it so much, I'd like to use your pictures in a portfolio.
"Ok," said Jack. "One more time." though, he really didn't have any ideas left for pictures of Xavier." He looked down at the pictures of Dani and the black man just as Xavier left.
********************
"Come on baby, please I need it so bad," said Dani grinding her crotch into Jack's, but an erection failed to materialize.
"I'm sorry honey. I don't know whats been wrong." In truth, he hadn't had an erection since before the last shoot with Xavier. He hated to think that the boy's big cock had intimidated him to the point of impotence. At thirty, Dani was hornier now then she had been when they married eight years ago. She had demanded sex every day since spring and would have gladly done it twice or more per day if Jack could have kept up.
Dani finally gave up and climbed off him. She frowned down at his penis and stormed out of the room grabbing her bikini as she left. Jack sat up and looked at his own penis. It had remained a constant two inches long all week. It looked like a sickly white grub or a little boy's penis.
Jack quickly looked away and stood up to throw on his shorts not wanting to stare at it any longer. Xavier would be here in a half hour and that would be the last time he ever saw the black man. He would ask him to keep his pants on today and would let him have the nude pictures of himself so that he would never have to see that negro's penis again.
Jack threw a shirt on and headed down to his basement. He retreived the pictures of Xavier staring again at that giant black cock. Xavier was the perfect model for beefcake shots, but there was still something missing from the pictures. If he could just put his finger on it....
********************
Dani was reclining on the chair trying to sweat out her frustration when Xavier walked around the corner. Her nipples hardened the minute she saw him, some primal instinct telling her that here was a virile man. She grew embarrassed as her nipples poked out the bikini top, stretching the already thin material and she wished she had brought out a towel so that she could cover herself up.
"Afternoon Dani, sorry I missed you last week."
"Hi Xavier," she said. His eyes were greedily taking in her scantily clad figure which angered her because he made no effort to cover it up, like he felt he had every right to ogle her. She decided she liked him looking at her. Her body was too nice to cover up, maybe she'd even wear her bikini to the beach next time. Her shyness was a leftover from her fat years and she should move on. After all, Xavier was welcome to look, but he could never touch. "How's the photo's going?"
"Great, your husband's very talented. Has he shown you any of them?"
"No, he hasn't."
"He showed me some of yours," said Xavier staring directly at her breasts before moving down to the thin patch of material covering her pubic hair. "I got to see a lot of you. You're one sexy woman."
Dani flushed, not with shyness, but with anger. Jack had shown a stranger their private pictures, and a black stranger at that. First there was his erection problems and now he was lying to her. She was really getting pissed. "I'd like to see your pictures sometime," she said through gritted teeth.
"Why look at pictures when you can watch us?"
********************
Jack was setting up his camera when Xavier walked down. The black man was wearing jeans and a tank top. He quickly took off his shirt and shoes, sitting on the couch while Jack focused the camera on him. A few minutes later, Danielle walked downstairs. She had pulled shorts on to cover the thong, but was still wearing her bikini top. "Hi honey, need something?" he asked.
Dani just flashed him a glare that alerted him to the fact that she was pretty pissed about something and Xavier said, "I asked your wife to watch our session. I hope there's no problem?"
Jack did have a problem, but he didn't want to piss her off more then she was now. Dani went over and sat on a stool away from the camera. "Alright Xavier try some poses."
Dani stared raptly at Xavier as he flexed his muscles. His body was simply incredible. She had never seen anything like his body outside of the occassional body building contest on ESPN.
After about fifteen minutes of uninspired posing, Xavier said, "Anything wrong Jack? Your heart doesn't seem to be in this session."
Jack sighed. "Nothings wrong. I'm just out of ideas, thats all."
"Why don't we try what I mentioned last week? That is if Dani's up to it."
"What's this?" asked Dani.
Jack didn't want to upset his wife, but he said it anyway, after all she'd never go for it. "Xavier thought that some shots of you and him would look good together. You would wear your black bikini and he would wear white to show off your skin contrasts."
"How about it?" asked Xavier.
"What? No I couldn't," she shook her head, but looked like she was thinking about it.
"You two would look good together," said Jack inspiration returning, though he didn't really like the idea.
"Ok," said Dani surprising her husband. "Just a few pictures can't hurt.
"Alright then," said Jack getting excited as dozens of poses flashed through his mind.
"Take off your shorts and go stand before Xavier."
Dani leaned over and pulled down her shorts, then walked over to Xavier before turning to face the camera. She felt Xavier move up behind her without touching her body.
"Great," said Jack taking a picture. "Xavier stare directly at the camera." He was a little taken aback that the black man was staring down at Dani's exposed ass, but then he couldn't blame him for looking.
"Hey honey, why don't you make a muscle and Xavier bend down and make a muscle behind her to show the difference in your sizes." Jack noticed his wife glance over her shoulder at Xavier's bicep. He snapped some more pictures before running out of film. "Why don't you guys hold the pose and I'll change the film."
As Jack finished, he looked up. Xavier was bent over pulling his jeans down. Jack didn't really want to see it again and especially didn't want Dani seeing it. "Xavier you can keep your jeans on."
"That's ok," replied the black man. "I wore white briefs to play off Dani's black bikini just like we talked about last week."
Dani was still facing the camera and glared at Jack, not liking the fact that the two men had discussed her last week. Xavier finished stripping and Jack saw his worst nightmare. Xavier's briefs were tighter then last weeks and the white material was stretched so thin, Jack could make out his cock from across the room. It looked like a coiled serpent stuffed in the man's briefs. "Xavier why don't you pick her up and carry her."
Dani felt an electric jolt course through her body as the black giant effortlessly lifted her into his arms. She felt completely safe in his arms, like he possessed her mind and body.
"Honey, bury your head in his chest and look like he just rescued you." Jack snapped some more shots before Xavier set her down. Despite his regrets, these pictures were going to turn out fantastic.
"I got some poses I'd like to try," said Xavier. He put his hands on Dani's shoulders and pushed her down. She was still staring at her husband and complied, falling to her knees. Xavier bent forward and grabbed her arms. He brought her hand up towards his crotch, smirking at the look of horror on Jack's face before turning asside at the last moment and placing her hands so that her palms were on his stomach. Jack looked relieved.
Jack did like the pose and snapped several pictures. Dani's hands over her head caused her breasts to thrust outwards towards the camera. Xavier moved her arms around so that she was hugging his back and Jack took several more shots.
"Good," said Xavier. "Dani stick one of your legs out then turn around and hug my leg."
"Keep looking at the camera honey," said Jack realizing that as she turned around, it would put her face right in front of his bulging briefs. Luckily, Dani listened to him.



Dani wrapped her arms around the tree trunks that Xavier called thighs and smiled at the camera. She liked this pose. It made her feel like a slave girl kneeling at the feet of a conquering hero. Jack took a lot of pictures. "Now look up at me worshipfully," said Xavier.
Dani looked up at him as she hugged his thighs. He was grinning down at her. Thats when her eyes fell on his bulge. "Oh my god," she blurted. Her hand was just inches from what looked like a bull-sized penis.
Jack hadn't wanted her to see that thing, but his finger kept depressing the camera, capturing all the shock and awe written on his wife's face. As she stared at the penis clearly outlined under his briefs, it moved under the straining material, expanding, growing, until the fat apple-sized head poked it's way through the waist band and shot up so that it was severl inches above his navel.
"How b..."
"Fourteen inches," interupted Xavier anticipating her question. He slowly pulled his briefs down revealing his entire penis and two gigantic testicles. "Sorry, but once it's hard, it stays like this until it cums," he said stepping out of his shorts and standing before her naked in all his glory.
'He certainly doesn't have any problem getting hard,' she thought. Jack had a nice long penis, though it was a little skinny. Xavier's was twice as long as Jack's and probably as thick as her wrist. She became aware of her husband still snapping pictures of her staring up at Xavier's penis. She spun around and stood up. "Jack stop taking pictures, he's naked."
"It's ok Dani," said Xavier. "He photographed me like this last week. I don't mind artistic nudes. Do you?"
"No, I guess not," she said.
"Good," said Xavier swiftly placing one hand on her side and another on her hips. With one deft movement of his hands, he untied her string bikini and tossed it out of her reach.
Jack captured the horrified look on her face just as she screamed bringing her arms across her body. "What are you doing?" she asked.
"You said you didn't mind artistic nudes," said Xavier.
Dani looked at Jack for help, but he offered none.
"Come on babe," said Xavier turning her around to face him. "That body's too nice to cover up." The head of his penis was just inches form her belly button as they stood face to face. "Nobody will see these pictures. Isn't that right Jack?"
Jack nodded as his wife turned around for confirmation. He wasn't lying this time. He wasn't about to show his friends pictures of Dani nude with a well-hung black man.
Dani looked down at his penis again. Now that she saw it, she didn't want him to put it away. "Ok," she mumbled. "I'll pose for a few artistic nudes."
Jack wanted to take his wfe's eyes of it so he said, "Honey turn around and lean back into Xavier so that I can get a good shot of your body. Then reach up and put an arm around Xavier's neck." He realized what had been missing from last weeks pictures, a woman.
Dani jumped as the head of Xavier's penis poked into her back just above her ass. "Whoops," said Xavier. "Let me adjust my cock." Dani felt a thrill when he called it a cock, as he pulled it up so that it was squished between their bodies. She had never used the term cock, but in Xavier's case it seemed appropriate.
Xavier reached out and grabbed her chin turning her head up towards his like he was going to kiss her. She found her lips were automatically parting before she pulled back. Jack put them through a series of poses all thankfully tasteful and artistic. The trouble came when Xavier had her kneel down again. "Hey Jack," said the black man. "Get a picture of my cock superimposed before her face."
Xavier adjusted his body so that his hard cock was waving just under her nose. "Now look at it like it's the biggest cock you've ever seen."
"It is the biggest one I've ever seen," she said and it looked even bigger up close. It had a powerful masculine scent and she inhaled deeply through her nose. "Your cock is beautiful Xavier."
Xavier's large hands were blocking the shot so Jack said, "Let go of your penis Xavier, so that your hand is out of the way."
Xavier let go, flexing his cock muscle, so that it shot up towards his stomach and held it flexed.
"Oops, hey baby, grab it and pull it down."
Without even thinking about it, Dani wrapped her fingers around it and pulled it back down. The thing was as hard as a steel pipe, but it felt hot and alive in her hands. She could feel his pulse beating beneath a thick vein under her hand.
"Run your hand up and down it," ordered Xavier.
Dani watched fascinated as she slid her hand slowly up his shaft then back down. It was so thick that there was an inch gap between her fingers.
"Now pull it over so that it's pointed at your mouth."
"Honey, you don't have to do this," said Jack, but she wasn't listening. Dani sat up on her knees and pointed the head of Xavier's cock at her mouth.
"Now open your mouth, like your about to suck on it."
Jack watched in disbelief as Dani's lips parted just inches from the giant black cock-head. These pictures had gone from artistic to pornographic in a matter of minutes, but he kept snapping pictures.
"Now purse your lips and kiss the head."
Jack stood up from behind the camera and said, "Now hold on just a minute."
"Come on Jack," said Xavier smirking as Danielle moved her pursed lips up to the tip of his cock and kissed it. "She's already touching it with her hand, what's the difference touching it with her lips? Now shut up and take the picture."
Jack gulped at the angry look on Xavier's face and bent back down, zooming in on his wife's face still with her lips pursed on the tip of Xavier's cock. Without a doubt it was the most erotic sight he had ever seen. Dani's eyes were closed and she was breathing heavily through her nose. He could see her breasts rising and falling wiith each breath. He had never seen her nipples so hard. Even her aureola looked swollen with desire.
"Be sure to get this Jack," said Xavier. "Hey baby, now I want you to stick out your tongue and lick around the head."
Jack couldn't believe his eyes. Dani complied, sticking her tongue out and licking around the crown. She licked all around the head before moving down to his pee-slit and licking up a large amount of precum leaking from the end.
"Run your tongue down the shaft."
Jack felt sick to his stomach as he watched his wife obeying the black man. "Xavier, I'm not so sure I'm comfortable with this any more."
They ignored him and Jack watched his wife moisten every inch of Xavier's cock with her tongue, before the black man grabbed it by the tip and lifted it up saying "Lick my balls." Jack zoomed in on the man's balls wondering how much sperm nuts that size produced.
"Enough," said Xavier releasing his cock so that it fell, smacking Dani in the face. Jack thought it was over and felt both relieved and disappointed. Then Xavier said, "now suck my cock."
Jack watched as his wife took the head into her mouth. He could see her cheek bulge out as she swallowed it. Dani wasn't into blow jobs. In eight years, she had probably only taken his penis into her mouth six times and never for longer then a few minutes, complaining that he was too big and he had believed her.
"Xavier, I think this has gone on long enough," said Jack. "Time to quit." Jack moved out from behind the camera walking towards them, just as Xavier flashed him an angry glare that turned his legs weak with fear.
"Come on Jack, a blow jobs no big deal. Get back there and take pictures."
Jack retreated feeling his balls crawl into his scrotum. He got back behind his camera and started taking pictures again.
Dani's eyes watered as the head pushed into her throat and she choked. Xavier needed her to make him cum. He needed to cum so bad, she redoubled her efforts. His cock was wet with her saliva and she started stroking it with both her hands as she bobbed her head around the end. She relaxed her throat concentrating on breathing through her nose as she tried to suppress her gag reflex. She hated herself for being so unskilled at pleasing a man. Xavier deserved the best and tears started falling down her cheeks at the thought of displeasing him. She pushed forward feeling the head slide deep into her throat and opened her eyes to see there was still five inches sticking out. She whimpered in frustration.
"It's alright slut," said Xavier patting her head. He rested his hand on her head and began moving her head back and forth, picking up speed until her head was bobbing along half his cock, jerking the other half with both hands.
Dani kept up the pace for what felt like an hour. Xavier released her head and she rested from time to time to catch her breath, but continued jerking off his cock. Finally, it seemed to swell even bigger and she knew he was close.
"Ready?" asked Xavier. Dani looked up and nodded with his cock stil in her mouth, but he was looking over at Jack who was busy changing film.
Jack put the new roll of film in and started snapping pictures again. He immediately noticed the swollen state of Xavier's cock as his wife bobbed her head over it. "Honey, watch out, I think he's getting ready to blow," he said knowing she would never swallow the black man's sperm.
"Zoom in on her mouth Jack," said Xavier. "and hurry damn it."
Jack obeyed, taking a picture just as sperm shot out of Dani's mouth around the sides of Xavier's still thrusting cock. More sperm dribbled down her chin and Jack watched her gulp it down. Just as she swallowed her cheeks bulged out again before swallowing a second time. Xavier yanked his cock out and shot a third wad on her face. That alone was more sperm then Jack had ever produced in his entire life. Semen covered his wife's hair, forehead, nose, and cheeks. Xavier angled his cock down and sprayed an equally large wad all over her breasts. All the time, he had been holding Dani's head back away from his spraying cock and as soon as he released it, she attacked it again, jerking her hand along his shaft towards her mouth as if she were milking it for more sperm.
'Thank god, it's over,' thought Jack relieved.
Dani pulled back away from it a look of awe on her sperm covered face. "Dear god, it's still hard. I thought you said it goes down once you cum." Her voice was a little hoarse.
"I lied, it almost never goes down. Lets move over to the couch and get some shots of my cock pointed at that pretty little red-haired pussy of yours."
Xavier helped Dani up and they walked over to the couch. She sat, spreading her legs wide and Xavier kneeled between her legs with the tip of his cock poised on her pussy lips. He began sliding the head along her wet lips until she started raising her hips into it. "Hey, wimp you getting this?"
Jack was shocked that they were still going at it and was standing frozen. "Get the fuck over here and get a picture of this," yelled Xavier.
Jack grabbed the camera and aimed it at Dani's pussy. "Be sure to capture how wet she is for me," said Xavier. The black man wasn't lying, the entire insides of her thighs were soaked. "Now watch as her lips stretch out and close around my head." Xavier pushed down just as Dani moaned raising herself onto the end on his cock. Jack watched as the first inch disappeared into his wife's pussy.
"Xavier stop now," said Jack worried at how quickly Dani's pussy had swallowed up the black man's fat cock head. "Take it out this instant. You can't fuck my wife."
"I can and I am," Xavier said pushing another two inches in. Dani's eyes were wide with disbelief as her vagina was stretched out like never before. "Just keep taking pictures Jack. Besides, your wife wants me to fuck her, don't you baby?" Dani just nodded and Xavier added, "I can't hear you."
"Yes."
"Yes, what?"
"Yes, I want you to fuck me."
"See Jack, she wants it," he said pulling his cock out and smacking it on her belly a couple times. Jack couldn't help but notice the look of loss on Dani's face when he removed it. "Do you wan't this?"
"Yes, fuck me."
"With what?"
"Your cock, fuck me with your big cock." Dani was gritting her teeth in frustration, trying to raise her pussy into his cock, but Xavier just held it with the tip poised on her slit.
"What kind of cock is it?"
"Your black cock, fuck me with your big black cock. Oh god yes," she cried as Xavier quit teasing her and pushed about half his cock in. Xavier leaned forward and Jack almost lost sight of his wife as the black man's large body covered her. Jack didn't have a very good shot of them fucking. All he could see of Dani was her legs, which were spread wide, her knees slowly folding until her feet were touching his ass, squeezing his hips as Xavier picked up speed. Her hands were squeezing his back tightly.
Jack bent down between Xavier's legs and looked up. Xavier had pushed about eight inches inside Dani and was slipping a little more in with each thrust. He raised the camera and snapped a picture and then another. He could see Dani's ass quivering and her clit was engorged as the hood of Xavier's cock slid across it with each thrust. Suddenly, he could hear a scream of pleasure come from Dani, her voice muffled by Xavier's chest, and a clear trickle of fluid poured out around the thrusting cock, trickling down her ass.
Dani had orgasmed. Up until now, Jack was the only man to hold that distinction and he felt a pang of regret. She had cum a lot when they were first married and a lot less in recent years, though it had picked up some with her recent bout of horniness. He felt betrayed by his wife's reaction to Xavier's fucking.
Xavier's cock glistened with her cum and the fresh lubrication allowed him to slide in several more inches. Jack took some more pictures just as Dani screamed again and a fresh stream of cum trickled down her ass.
Jack remembered the time on their honeymoon he had given her two orgasms, but that was a long time ago. He looked back up and took a picture. Dani had taken a little more then a foot of Xavier's cock and he appeared to have bottomed out. Just as he snapped another picture, Dani screamed again, louder this time, and Jack captured on film, her cum squirting out around Xavier's shaft as Dani had the biggest orgasm of her life. Her cum continued to pour out as Dani seemed to orgasm every five strokes.
Her last scream mingled with a loud grunt from Xavier and Jack captured white cum shooting out of Dani's pussy. Xavier's giant balls were expanding and contracting as they continued to pump sperm deep into Dani's womb.
Xavier pulled out and Jack got a picture of his final wad shooting out about two feet from the tip of Xavier's cock, splattering a long strand of sperm from the bottom of Dani's breasts to just below her belly button. His wife appeared to have passed out.
"Get some pictures of her spread open," said Xavier. "I'll be right back."
Jack couldn't understand why he kept taking pictures of what was the worst day of his life, but he had already decided to destroy them after developing them. Xavier headed upstairs to the bathroom and Jack couldn't resist some more shots of Dani's sperm covered face and body, nor of her gaping sperm filled pussy. Semen was pouring out, staining his couch. Her labia was stretched apart, slowly closing, which only forced out more sperm. Dani moaned and started coming around.
"Honey, are you ok? Did he hurt you?"
Dani chuckled and she seemed drunk. "Hurt me? No, he didn't hurt me. He just gave me the first real fucking of my life and I loved every minute of it. I love you Jack, but you'll never be able to fuck me like he just did, even if you can get it up again."
Jack flinched feeling like his recent problems with impotence had caused this whole mess. He walked over and changed the film putting in a fresh roll. He was surprised to see that he had built up fifteen rolls of film since Xavier had gotten here.
Xavier came back downstairs holding a jar of vaseline. "You got a fresh roll in there?"
"Surely you can't go again?" Jack asked. Xavier's cock was as soft as he had ever seen it and it was still plump, angling out and down about eight inches long.
"Just get ready," said Xavier turning to Dani. "Alright bitch, get down on all fours." Dani struggled to get off the couch, but obeyed getting down on all fours as Xavier put some large dollops of vaseline in his hand. He began rubbing it along his cock and Jack couldn't believe how quickly it turned hard agian. In just a few seconds it was as rampant as a man who hadn't ejaculated in a year would be.
"Exactly how long can you keep this up?" asked Jack watching Xavier kneel behind Dani.
"Fifteen times in twentyfour hours is my personal best," said Xavier proudly, "but don't worry, I'm out of here after this. I average about five times a day." Dani jumped as if she was a little sore as Xavier slid his cock back into her pussy, but soon she was thrusting back into him as he slow fucked her. Her big breasts swung as the two rocked back and forth on the floor.
Xavier dipped his thumb into the vaseline and began working it around her rectum. She jumped again as he pushed it in, but soon started pushing up into it until his thumb disappeared entirely. "Ooo, I feel so full," she muttered cumming again from the additional anal stimulation. Jack had long lost count of the number of times she had cum that day. He just kept taking pictures.
Xavier pulled his thumb out, this time coating two fingers with vaseline, and pushing them into her ass. She winced a little as both were wider then Jack's penis, but Xavier just held them still, letting her get used to it. She came again, another big one, her juices running down the insides of her thighs. "God, I can't take anymore," she moaned.
Xavier pulled his fingers out and then his cock, resting it on the crack of her ass. "Thank you," she panted. "I think that if I came anymore it would kill me."
"Well, I still need to cum." he said, pulling his hips back until the head of his cock rested near the the pretty little rosebud on Dani's tight ass. Jack gulped realizing what Xavier intended.
"What are you doing?" asked Dani jumping as Xavier began pressing down on the end of his penis. "Dear god, you'll split me in two." Xavier didn't listen, pushing down until her ass slowly opened, wider and wider and his cock head slid into it. "God no, you're too big," she cried trying to crawl forwards, but Xavier held her and she collapsed on the floor with her ass thrust into the air.
Jack watched her ass slowly close around the hood of Xavier's cock-head and he snapped a picture amazed at the sight before him. Xavier was compassionate enough that he stayed like that until she got used to it. He pushed forwards again, Dani crying out as the thick part under the head pushed past her anus. He paused again before pushing the next few inches. "So fucking tight," he growled pulling out. Dani looked relieved, but he was only adding a fresh coat of vaseline to his cock. It went in easier the second time and once the thick part of his shaft was past her rectum, the rest seemed easier on her.
Xavier met resistence and couldn't get anymore inside her. On a normal man, it didn't look all that bad because five inches of cock was sticking out of her, but with Xavier that meant that she had taken about nine inches. However, the six inch gap, gave Jack a great view for some photographs.
Xavier started out slowly fucking her ass, picking up speed as Dani began moaning. Jack couldn't believe that she was liking this. Her head was buried in her arms and her voice was muffled as she spoke. Jack leaned down to hear her. "Fuck me, fuck my ass. I love it. Fuck my ass with your big black cock."



Jack pulled away sickened that he had married such a slut. His roll was done so he walked back over to his tripod and sat down.
Xavier reached down between their bodies and diddled her clit until she came again and several more times while he pumped her ass for about fifteen minutes. The black man began grunting, thrusting wildly. "Get ready Jack," he groaned. and seeing Jack sitting across the room growled, "Why the fuck aren't you getting this on film?"
"I ran out," shrugged Jack pointing towards about twenty rolls of film sitting on the table. Xavier ignored him after that, thrusting a few more times until he grunted and came again. He pulled out and shot a wad across her ass cheeks and back. The third load, thought Jack, and he's still cumming buckets. Xavier's cock quit squirting and he rested it on her ass, sperm still leaking out. When he was done, he smacked his cock across her ass cheeks a couple times forcing out a couple more drops.
Jack watched as Xavier stood up and stretched. He was sweaty and panting, but the black man didn't seem to be the least bit exhausted after cumming three times in two hours. Instead, he seemed invigorated. Xavier grabbed his clothes and bag, leaving Dani lying on the floor with her ass still thrust up. "Better go check on your wife," said Xavier walking over to him.
Jack nodded and walked over to Dani who still hadn't moved. He watched as her ass slowly closed forcing sperm out, to run down to her pussy and drip on the floor.
"Shame you didn't get a shot of that great ass fucking," called Xavier from the stairs. "Be sure and buy more film for next week. I'll bring a video camera and a buddy of mine along."
"No", yelled Jack feeling a little more manly now that the imposing black giant was out of the room. "There's not going to be a next week. This is it Xavier, you hear me?"
Jack turned around, proud of himself for standing up to Xavier. He wouldn't even develop the film, he would just destroy it, though he would never forget today. Then, he noticed that all twenty rolls of film were gone.
********************
Xavier threw his bag into the truck and decided to blow off work for the rest of the day. He aimed his truck out of Stony Harbor towards New York City. If these pictures came out as good as Jack's other ones, they would be worth a fortune. Tyrone Jones could have these up on their web sites by tonight and in Ebony and Ivory Illustrated in time for next month's issue. In the event Dani came to her senses when the pheromones wore off, he could use the pictures to blackmail the couple into making Jack videotape them next week with Mustafa or Rashidi or both. Then, after that, he could bring her down to the studio to make a professional video. Her possibilities were endless.
The End
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"All you have to do is wear this every night for a month," said Dr Conger.
Trisha reached out and took the device. It was pretty simple, a small headband with electrodes attached. "You really think this will work?"
"In theory. As you know it's experimental. It should bombard your subconcious mind with images of working out and eating right. We recorded the images from a woman just like you who used to be overweight, but became somewhat fanatical about working out. Having these images bombard your brain every night for a month should make working out become a habit. I hope to see results within days of your wearing it."
A before picture of the woman sat on the doctor's desk. She had been even fatter then Trish was now. Her new picture showed her in a scandalously small bikini and Trisha had trouble believing it was the same woman. "All I have to do is wear this while I sleep and you will pay me $1000?" The doctor smiled and nodded. Trisha really had nothing to lose, even if it didn't work she'd get the money, she and her husband were struggling their way through college.
Trisha had found the doctor's ad in a local magazine in a strategically placed spot in her apartment. She was sure George had left it out for her to find. Trisha was about 50 pounds heavier now then when she had started college her freshman year when she had met and married George. Her fit, young body was gone, probably forever as she hated exercising and loved food.
Trisha was very aware that her husband was no longer sexually attracted to her. They had known each other four years, been married three, and gone from sex four times a week to hardly ever. True, they were both always tired between classes and work, but she was sure it was because of her weight problem more then anything.
Trisha returned to her classes and went to work at the diner where she waited tables and her husband worked the grill. She got off before George and she went home, changing into bulky sweats. Her big rear and saggy breasts jiggled as she walked to the bedroom with the headband in her hand. She put it on, finding it barely noticable and went to sleep.
************
Michelle put the headband on and let her hair fall over it so that it wasn't noticable. Tyrone had called her into his office and she was disapointed to see the two doctors there, assuming the giant black man had wanted a blow job or a piece of her ass, she hadn't expected to see he had company.
Tyrone stood. "These men wanted a girl with a positive workout ethic, who excercises her entire body and eats right. I immediately thought of my favorite student." Michelle examined the headband as Tyrone continued. "It records your biorythms or something."
Dr Conger said, "If it works, it will record your workout ethic and we hope to impart your love of excercise to others to help them lose weight. It takes a while to warm up so you need to wear it from the moment you arrive to the moment you leave the gym. Plus, it's experimental and a prototype so we need you to keep it locked up when you're not here. Mr Douglas tells us you are here about three times a week and we need you to wear it every time for a month. Plus, be sure you only eat healthy food when wearing it."
Michelle thought of all the things she could do with the thousand dollars. She could buy some new lingerie to wear for Tyrone. She might even get them a motel room so they could fuck in a bed for a change. Her husband wouldn't even have to know about the extra money. "I'd be glad to help." She smiled at the doctor and winked at Tyrone.
Michelle went about her excercises wearing the special headband instead of her usual sweatband along with a skimpy workout outfit. She did some weight training, rode the excercise bike, and that was only her warm up. Tyrone was busy so she ended up teaching his combination workout/boxing class. She smirked at the disappointed look on many of the women's faces. Tyrone was fucking many of them and the rest enjoyed staring at the muscular black man while he worked out. Michelle was his favorite and if he was busy, he would probably be grabbing her to service him as she was usually one of the last to leave his gym. She was right.
Michelle kneeled between Tyrone's legs lovingly licking around his cock head. Tyrone had a huge foot long cock, the biggest, fattest pussy pleaser she had ever experienced. She loved her husband, but she was a slave to Tyrone's big cock. There was nothing she liked better then kneeling before him with his huge black cock filling her mouth with several wads of sperm.
********************
Trisha woke up feeling very horny. The dream was rapidly fading, but it must have been pretty hot. Her vagina was soaked and her nipples were so hard they scraped against her sweatshirt. George was already gone to his early class or she might have tried to initiate sex. She sighed and got up to start her monotonous day.
Three days later, Trisha returned from working out. It was actually becoming bearable and she had lost three pounds. She wasn't sure if it was the headband, but she did seem to have a greater desire to workout. She had even started eatting a salad for lunch every day instead of pizza or a cheeseburger. She had also been horny every day.
Trisha showered and walked into the bedroom wrapped in a towel, where her husband was studying in bed. Trisha was feeling unusually comfortable with her body and made to drop the towel. She was hurt when her husband reached to turn the light off before she was naked. He didn't want to see her ugly body. Trisha climbed in bed and hoping for some satisfaction, she reached down under the covers and grabbed his penis. She tugged on it, but it only remained semi hard. She just didnt turn him on anymore and it hurt her deeply. Trisha had an idea, something she wanted to try. She crawled under the covers and took her husband's penis in her mouth. It turned hard instantly and George jumped in surprise.
George's entire penis easily fit in her mouth, the tip just pushing into her throat. George didn't last long and Trisha found it unrewarding. His ejaculate wasn't even enough to wet her appetite. She found herself using her lips to tightly squeeze the base of his penis and sucking upwards to get every last drop.
Trisha was surprised with herself, she hadn't planned on swallowing his semen. It had just come natural to her. She jumped up to go brush her teeth and wash her mouth out, though it hadn't really tasted all that bad.
"Thanks hon," said George when she came back. "That was wonderful. I've always wanted a blow job."
"I've been really horny since working out." Trisha crawled in bed beside him and started caressing his penis again. Odd, but it stayed limp, like he needed longer to recharge. Trisha didn't know what she was thinking, but she had expected him to be ready to go again. She sighed when he kissed her on the cheek and rolled over.
A few days later. "You're wearing that to the game!" George couldn't believe his wife would wear something so unflattering. It was now a week since she started excercising and she had lost ten pounds. Trish had even started dieting.
"Sure why?" She was wearing a short shirt that showed off her bare midriff. Her big belly hung down over her belt. She was also wearing shorts for the first time in years and her pudgy legs jiggled as she walked. She was becoming more comfortable with her body, though her body was still overweight.
"Nothing," said George.
Trish and George walked the short distance to the stadium and sat in the bleachers. Trish stared at the football players. Most were black men, the sunlight glistening off their muscular bodies.
She sat next to the quarterback in one class. He was a dumb lout, here on a sports scholarship. Trisha found him arrogant and obnoxious, but there was something beautiful about the way he moved on the field, something animalistic, powerful, sexy even...
"You starting to enjoy football?" asked George that night when they got in bed.
"Not really. Why?"
"You were very intent watching the game."
"Oh, I hadn't noticed." Trisha thought about sucking his cock...she giggled...his penis, but it wasnt really worth it. Instead, she kissed him good night and put the headband on.
***********
Michelle covered the headband with a swim cap. She headed out to the pool watching the men turn to stare at her. She loved showing off her body since losing the weight. She dove in and swam some laps before getting out and walking around the pool. She always wore a white bikini that turned see-thru when it got wet and she loved how it made her many admirers eyes bulge out.
Feeling limber from the swim, Michelle changed and worked out some more. She was headed for the showers when Hans motioned her over to one of the hot tub rooms. She smiled, knowing what he wanted and followed him in. Michelle entered the room and saw Hans had already removed his shorts and was sitting on the rim. His penis was rock hard with anticipation.
Michelle undid her string bikini and let it fall to the floor. She sighed with pleasure as her big boobs sprang free. She would walk around naked everywhere if it were legal. Michelle climbed into the hot tub and kneeled down in the water taking Hans' cock in her mouth.
Hans had a long, nine inch cock that was skinny, but still thicker then her husband's. Tyrone had invited Han's and his buddy Steve to join him the first time the big black man had fucked Michelle. The three studs did everything possible three big cocks could do to a woman that night. She loved their big white cocks, but it was Tyrone's black one that enslaved her.
Michelle was deep throating Hans when a pair of hands grabbed her hips and pulled her ass up, just before Steve's familiar thick, eight inch cock entered her pussy from behind.
Later, Michelle was sitting in Steve's lap while Hans pushed his cock up her ass. Steve asked, "Poor little slut, still not getting satisfied at home?"
"I love my husband, but he'll never satisfy me. His little wiener is just too pathetic."
*********
Trisha woke up feeling the now familiar wetness between her legs and her ass itched. It was now two weeks since she had started wearing the headband and she had lost twentyfive pounds, half way there. She got out of bed, looking at how hard her nipples were. Trisha noticed a little bulge under the covers around George's crotch and pulled the bedspread back. Her husband had a morning stiffy. She frowned at how small it looked, just about six inches, but she wanted a dick in her pussy this minute and she mounted him, sighing as he easily slid inside her. It felt good, but she wanted him deeper.
There was also the matter of an itch she felt deep in her ass. She wished George had two cocks so that she could shove one up her ass. The itch really needed satisfying and she slid off his cock, grabbing and pushing it back towards her ass. She winced in pain as his cockhead slid into her ass, lubricated by her juices. She quickly grew accustomed to it and the pain didn't last long at all.
"What are you do...oh, so tight," moaned George. "I'm cumming."
Trisha was diddling her clit wishing he had two cocks, bigger ones to fuck her pussy and ass with. He came too quickly and she moaned in frustration. George took it as a moan of pleasure and he beamed at her. Pathetic!
Trisha climbed off him and threw on her now loose sweats to go jogging. She didn't even bother cleaning up. Her street passed by a basketball court usually filled with black drop-outs. They often yelled comments at her as she jogged by like, "shake that big booty mama.", so she always crossed the street before reaching the court. Her head turned to stare at the shirtless black men as she passed.
Later, she headed over to mainstreet to buy some new clothes that fit her and shocked herself by buying a bikini. She had never worn a bikini even when thin, and didn't know where this sudden desire was coming from. She was still too fat and didn't look good in it at all, but decided to use it as incentive to lose more weight. She headed over to the diner to get a salad before reporting to the doctor in an hour.
Later, at the doctor's office. "Let the top of your robe slip off," said Dr Conger. Trisha didn't hesitate and let her hospital gown fall off. "Your doing wonderful," said the doctor. Your breasts are lifting and firming up. You look great. Anything to report?"
"I'm looking forward to working out now and I actually enjoy eatting right. My habits are changing."
"Wonderful. Anything else to report?"
The doctor had said to tell him anything unusual that was going on to make sure there weren't any side effects. "Well, to be honest, I've been very...well, horny lately."
"Oh...that's nothing unusual. People who work out usually have a higher sex drive, it goes with the excercise as well as the self confidence they feel.
"I have been feeling more self confident."
"Good. Then it's nothing you're concerned about?"
"No, actually I'm pretty pleased with how things are going. I should be paying you."
*************
"Talk bitch," growled Tyrone smacking her ass. Michelle was bent over his desk getting fucked from behind.
"Fuck me Tyrone. Gimme that big black cock. I wish my husband could fuck like this. Your cock is so big, it makes me cum every time."
"Fuckin slut. You got a body built for black cock."
"I love black cock. I don't even like fucking my husband any more, his white prick doesn't do anything for me. I'll do anything you want, my body belongs to you."
"You remember when you said, you can never get enough black cock?"
"Yes, yes, god yes, getting close baby."
"Well, I got a surprise coming for you next week Michelle."
"Cumming!"
************
"Well, I got a surprise coming for you next week Trisha."
"Cumming!"
Trisha woke up from the dream, a dumb grin on her face, her body tingling from the orgasm. Damn, a dream could make her cum, but George's little worm could never do it. He was so pathetic.
Trisha went jogging. She was still overwieght, but her midriff didn't hang out over her sweats and her ass jiggled now instead of shaking like an earthquake was hitting.
"Yo yo, how ya doin baby?"
Trisha looked up. She had been trying to remember the dream and forgotten to cross the street to get away from the blacks. It was early and there were only two playing a little one on one. She stopped, breathing heavily, and walked up to the fence. One whistled at her, checking out her body and she said, "You don't think I'm too fat?"
"No baby, I like some meat on my women."
"Yeah bro, more cushion for the pushin," said the other. "I'd do anything for a sexy white woman like you. Why don't you come in here and let us check you out better?"
"Ok." The blacks grinned and high fived as she walked over to the gate. They were kids, probably seniors in high school, but then they should be in school now, so were probably drop outs. Both were tall, over six feet, wiry, with lean muscular bodies. Both men had negroid features, big lips, flat nose, were very dark skinned, and resembled each other enough to be brothers. Both had shaved heads, but one had a large mustache like an upside down horseshoe. One wore a tank top, the other had his shirt off. Their baggy shorts had holes in them and they were covered in sweat and dirt. They were two of the hottest men she had ever seen.
"I'm Lee, this is my brother Grant." They circled her like vultures. "Why'd you come in here?"
"I-I don't know. I just lost a lot of weight and it's been so long since anyone's paid attention to me."
"Aren't you nervous being with two black men?"
Trisha thought about it. She should have been terrified, but instead found it exciting. "No."
"You're looking good baby." It was Grant talking now. "I'd sure like to see more of your body."
"I'd show you more if we weren't out in the open." Trisha shivered, this was a dream come true. She loved showing off her body but up to now no one wanted to see it.
"We can go in that alley over there," said Lee.
Two buildings jutted out behind the court creating a little alley not visible from the road. The alley was filled with trash, mostly beer cans, fast food wrappers, with the occasional used condom or needle. The walls were covered with graffiti. "I'll show you more if you really want to see it."
"Oh we do baby, we do," grinned Lee taking her hand and pulling her to the alley. "You ever been with a black man?"
"No, I'm married. I'm only doing this to show you my body. I don't want to give you the wrong impression. You guys ever been with a white girl?"
"Not yet, but I can't wait," said Lee.
"Me neither," said Grant.
They entered the alley. "Now remember, you boys can look, but no touching," said Trisha.
"Just show us what ya got." Lee leaned back against the wall.
Trisha pulled her top over her head. What the hell was she doing stripping for a couple of black boys? Exactly what she liked doing, showing off her body and soon her body would be attracting the stares of more then just a couple of horny teenagers. She then wiggled out of her baggy sweats and was soon standing there in her large thong and a sports bra that had a tight grip on her huge breasts.
"Looking good mama," said Lee.
"Let me help you with that," volunteered Grant pulling her sports bra off, his large black fingers touching the sides of her breasts.
"No touching," she reminded him, but holding her arms up so he could pull the bra off.
"Awe come on baby," begged Grant, "at least let me play with them titties."
"Ok, just my breasts, but my panties are staying on, my pussy is off limits."
"Alright." Grant reached out and cupped Trisha's breasts. "Girl, you got some big ass melons." Grant's hands were unskilled, but his enthusiasm made up for it and Trisha felt her nipples growing under his rough tugs.
"Shit, if you aint gonna let us fuck you, let us take our cocks out and jerk off looking at you."
Trisha nodded, she wanted to see their cocks. Her pussy spasmed as soon as Grant pushed his baggy shorts down and fished his cock out. It was semi-hard and growing as he tugged on it. "Waddaya think sexy mama?"
"It's beautiful," she said sighing as she exhaled. She hadn't realized, she'd been holding her breath. Grants cock was about eight inches long and very plump. Lee joined his brother, dropping his shorts and plling out a slightly shorter, but thicker cock. "They're both beautiful."
"Bigger then hubbies?" asked Lee.
Trisha snorted as she thought of George. "Yeah they're bigger. I knew they would be. They're a least a couple inches bigger then my husband's."
"Here touch it," said Grant already walking over to her and grabbing her hand. "Might be your only chance." Her hand automatically closed around the shaft, then started stroking it. "Ya ever felt a black man's cock before?"
"No, but I wished I tried one before I was married."
"Ya never sucked on one then either?"
"No, and I like sucking cock. Ooohh." Trisha cooed as Grant's cock spasmed when she said that.
"Why don't you try it out mama," said Grant putting some pressure on her shoulders.
"But, my husband?" Trisha was already giving in, lowering herself to her knees in the dirty alley.
"He ain't here mama, just you and two black cocks a lot bigger then his. Besides, sucking ain't cheating. Don't let the white boy hold you back from trying dark meat."
"You're right," she said licking around the head of his cock a sense of contentment permeating her body when she touched it to her lips. Grant moaned as she started bobbing her head over the end. Lee came up and poked his cock against her cheek until she brought her hand up and began fisting him slowly.



Grant's cockhead poked into her throat making her gag a little, which surprised her. She had all the skills, but her body seemed inexperienced. She relaxed her throat and swallowed him whole. "Christ, the bitch swallowed it all," said a surprised Grant to his brother. Getting deep throated put the young black man over the edge and he exploded down Trisha's throat. He smirked at getting away with not pulling out, but the white woman surprised him by continuing to slurp on his cock, stroking her hand along the shaft as if milking it for more sperm.
"Theres more for ya over here," said Lee and soon Trisha was deep throating him. "This slut is amazing," said Lee watching his shaft disappear between white lips.
Grant watched her suck off his brother for a while, walking around behind her where her plump ass rose above her sneakered feet. The sight soon had his eighteen year old cock hard again and he kneeled behind her.
Trisha felt her thong being pulled out and over, but was too intent on Lee's thick cock to complain. She trembled from an orgam as Grant's bulbous head pushed into her pussy, then deeper. "No, you can't fuck me, my pussy's off limits," she said out of loyalty towards George.
"I ain't gonna fuck you," he said pushing his cock all the way in, then pulling it out before pushing it in again. "Then what do you call that?" she asked pushing her ass back into his thrusts.
Grant didn't want to pull out and the white bitch was into it, but she seemed a little screwed up in the head and he didn't want her to scream rape. "I'm just juicing it up."
"Why?"
"If your pussy's off limits, I'm gonna fuck your ass."
"Oh, that's ok then," said Trisha resuming sucking on Lee.
Grant stared at her in surprise, but didn't want to give her a chance to have second thoughts. He pulled his cock out and pushed the head against her tight little brown sphincter.
Trisha winced in surprise at the pain. She felt like her ass should be used to it, even though she'd only taken George up there the once. Grant's thickness stretched her out more, luckily Lee came in her mouth distracting her from any discomfort she felt. When she was sure she had swallowed every last drop of Lee's cum, she was surprised to see that Grant had buried his cock in her ass and was begining to slowly move it. "This is so fucking tight bro," he moaned.
"Fuck my tight ass," Trisha whispered softly, words out of character rising to the surface of her mind. "Fuck my ass with your big black cock," she cried louder this time.
"Take that black cock slut," growled Grant getting into the dirty talk, pumping his hips wildly.
"Gimme that cock, cum in my ass," she cried diddling her clit to a small orgasm as Grant held his pumping cock deep in her ass. She felt his cum shoot deep into her bowels.
Trisha missed his cock the second he pulled the spent shaft out of her ass. Worse, she really wanted one buried in her pussy. She looked at her watch, "Jesus, I gotta get going."
"What about me?' asked Lee. "I wanna fuck your ass too."
Trisha looked at him as she was pulling on her sweats. "Next time stud."
Trisha felt guilty kissing her husband that night with her belly full of two black teenager's cum, but the feeling didn't last for long, after all she hadn't cheated. She put her headband on and went to sleep.
******************
Trisha wished she had cheated. The short time it was in her pussy, Grant's cock had felt incredible. Not to mention her ass could use a good fucking. She looked over at George sleeping beside her, maybe she should take him up the ass again? Scratch that, she needed a good fucking, not a quick trip on the short bus.
Trisha took her headband off and carressed it lovingly. She owed that simple piece of metal a lot. Today, her month was up and she had to go turn it in to Dr Conger after school.
Trisha stood and tied her long brown hair back in a ponytail as she walked over to the new full-length mirror she had bought. The woman looking back at her was a walking wet dream, huge, firm breasts on a thin frame, hard, puffy nipples piercing the sky, a hard, flat stomach whose navel was still a little red from where she'd had it pierced, and broad, well-rounded hips completed her new, hot bod. Trisha was even five pounds lighter then when she had been in high school.
Trisha threw on a tight sports bra that left her stomach bare and low, hip hugging shorts. She set out jogging. The young woman needed something to celebrate her new body. If Grant and Lee were playing today, she'd fuck both of them. She hadn't run into either of them since the first time and her whole body was craving some black cock. Hell, let one black man, any black man be on the basketball court right now and she'd fuck the crap out of them. Unfortunately, the court was empty, it was too early. Disappointed, Trisha returned home, showered, and changed for school. She wore a short, white, skirt over bare legs, sandals, and a tight, spaghettit strap black top. The skirt hung low over her hips and her top ended several inches above her pierced navel.
Trisha walked into class a little late, loving the way all her fellow students turned to stare at her body, but especially the way Reggie Jones' eyes followed her to her seat beside him.
"So, you new here?" said the quaterback with a very deep masculine voice.
"No Reggie, I've been sitting here all semester," replied Trish leaning towards him to show off her very impressive cleavage.
"Naw, I would of noticed such a hot babe sittin right beside me. Are you free tonight?"
"Aren't you dating a cheerleader?"
"Aren't you married?"
Trisha looked at the wedding ring on her finger. "It doesn't matter. Yeah, I'm free tonight."
"It doesn't matter to me neither, you're prettier then any of the cheerleaders. "What would you like to do?"
"Anything you want me to do."
"Then why wait till tonight. You free after class?"
"I can rearrange my schedule." Trisha called in sick at the diner.
*******************
"You look fucking hot!"
Trisha stood alone in the shower of the football team's lockeroom, twenty shower heads spraying hot water, embracing her nude, wet body with steam. Her hair was wet and clinging to her neck and shoulders. "You look pretty hot yourself. So are you getting in here with me or not?"
Reggie grinned and dropped his towel. Trisha wasn't the first girl he had fucked in this shower, nor would she be the last, having the key to the lockeroom came in handy. He had started working out when he was nine and his body was a hard, muscular sculpted torso as good as any proffesional weightlifter's. He had even taken steroids before college made it too risky and the drugs had made him even bigger, especially in the cock department. He always liked to unveil his prize bull cock to new conquests and loved watching the expressions on their faces. Trisha's ran the gauntlet from wow to awe to shock to fear. Most stopped on fear having never seen something so big, knowing they couldn't take it, but they all screamed in orgasm by the time it was halfway in. Trisha's face never showed fear. Instead, she licked her lips and stared at it lustily, her hand slid between her wet legs, a finger circling her clit.
"Oh god, it's just what I dreamed about."
"You're not scared?"
"Hell no, you can stick that black monster anywhere you want."
Reggie wasn't about to let this one get away. He walked over to her, cock rising until it stuck straight out, the doorknob sized cockhead bobbing a foot from his body. He reached down and grabbed her buttocks with his huge fist pulling her into him, his cock pressing into her belly as he kissed her. "You ever been with a black man?" he said after their tongues quit playin tag.
"No, I've only been with my husband, but he doesn't satisfy me," she replied, Reggie was pushing her to her knees on the hard floor of the shower. "You sure this isn't the baseball team's lockeroom? It sure looks like you got one of their bats, and two of their balls," she said hefting his mighty cock and looking at his huge swollen testicals.
"Quit talking and start sucking." Trisha did just that. She began by licking every square inch of Reggie's huge shaft, paying special attention to the head, her tongue teasing his pee-slit till his legs shook and he groaned. Then she took the tip in her mouth, bobbing her head, taking more and more until his huge cock entered her throat. Trisha gagged a little, which only pissed her off, spurring her to try harder. "My gawd, you're one good cock sucker," groaned Reggie watching impressed that half his dick was visible past her lips and she was taking a little more with each bob of her head. This married white slut- he didn't even know her name-actually enjoyed sucking his cock. Most women did it to please him or hoping he'd eat their pussys or because he made them, but none enjoyed it. Loud sounds of contentment were coming out of the woman's throat.
Trisha pulled back, kissing the head as it left her mouth, then stood. "Hey why'd ya stop? That was the best fuckin blow job of my life."
"I'll finish you off later, right now my throat needs to rest and my pussy has an itch that needs scratching." Reggie was so big, Trisha's eyes lined with his nipples. She ran her hands along his chest, feeling every hard muscular ridge. So unlike George, she thought. Her husband was gettting a little pudgy too and could stand to lose some weight. Maybe, he should try wearing the headband for a month? "Teach me what a real man's cock feels like Reggie, fuck me with your big black cock."
Reggie pushed her over to the wall directly under one of the shower heads. Trisha felt her back sliding up the wall as he lifted her by the ass cheeks. "Put it in," he ordered.
Reggie pulled back so that Trisha could reach under her leg to position his shaft right on the entrance to her pussy. He thrust his hips forward until the head wedged in and then braced her back against the wall again. Just the head had her pussy lips spread wider then ever and she groaned as he pushed more in. Reggie did all the work, hunching over and thrusting h hips as his cock plowed deeper. Trisha wrapped her legs around his back and her arms around his neck as his cock pushed in deeper then Goerge's pathetic worm and soon deeper then Grant's had been. Soon she screamed in orgasm. "I'm cumming Tyrone!"
"Lying slut, you have been with a black man," growled Reggie deciding to show her no mercy. He stated lifting her rapidly on three quarters of his shaft.
"No Reggie, sorry. Tyrone's just a dream man with a cock like yours. It's your cock that just gave me the best orgasm of my life."
"Freaky bitch," he said lifting her up until just the head was in. She was telling the truth, her pussy was too tight to have taken another cock like his. Reggie let go.
Trisha's back was still braced against the wall when he released his grip on her buttocks. She started slowly sliding down the wall, picking up speed as his cock impaled her. Trisha's eyes flew open as she screamed in a mixture of pain and pleasure. It hurt, stretching her out, pushing past her cervix, but she came again, this one bigger then the last. "Jeesus that's good, fuck me baby. Fuck me hard."
"You're the biggest fuckin cock hound I ever seen. I aint letting you get away." Reggie knew how to fuck and he started pounding her. "What's your name bitch?" he asked as she bounced up and down his shaft.
"Ugh, ugh, oh, Trisha, oh, I love your cock, oh, cumming."
Reggie thrust deep as he came, flooding her womb with semen, wondering if she was on birth control and knowing he should of asked first just like he hadn't dozens of other times before.
Later, Reggie let the water spray his face as he soaped around his cock and balls. He rinced off and turned around, eyes widening in shock. Trisha was on all fours on the floor, her face laying in an inch of water while her hands spread her ass cheeks open, clearly inviting him to fuck her ass. Reggie's cock rose up again. Reggie soaped up his cock again to lubricate it and walked over to her. Her body wasn't flawless, her thighs had stretch marks indicating she had lost weight, but it was a minor detail. Her hole wasn't tight and puckered, meaning she wasn't an ass virgin, but she sure had never felt anything like this before. Trisha shuddered as he pushed it in. "Oww, so flugering bigle," she gurgled as water rushed in her mouth.
"So fucking tight," Reggie groaned pushing it in to the halfway mark. He could tell this was hurting her, but she made no move to get away and soon he was fucking her with two thirds of his cock. Once, she even shuddered in orgasm just from geting her as fucked. Then her hand found it's way to her clit and she came more as she diddled herself. Soon, Reggie added a load of sperm deep in her bowels to the one deep in her pussy.
Reggie left her lying in the shower, cleaned himself off again, then cut the water off. He dried himself walked out to the locker and was starting to get dressed when Trisha crawled over to him. "Have to taste you," she said, kneeling before him and taking his cock in her mouth. Reggie turned hard again and let her suck him off.
*******************
"Let me just say, you look incredible."
"Thanks Dr Conger, I should be paying you for this." Trisha glanced over at George. He was unhappy and they were fighting because she had blown the money from this experiment on all new clothes to show off her body, including skimpy bikinis and workout outfits. He had wanted the money to by them a car, plus didn't like the way men were looking at her, nor the way she liked showing off for them. Maybe, she had a way to make it up to George? "Dr, would you be willing to pay more to try this thing out on my husband?"
"Yes, of course. I would be curious to see how it works on a man. I'll pay another grand, but we're going to start selling them now on your word that you've experienced no problems with it.
"None, at all Doc," said Trisha. She wondered if she should mention her recent sexual behaviour, but couldn't with George sitting there, plus she didn't consider it a problem.
"Fine then, keep the headband another month and let me know how George does with it."
That night, Trisha laid on the bed without moving while George humped her like crazy. She barely felt him and was working on ways to break it to him that soon she'd be fucking black men exclusively.
He fell asleep with the headband on and soon she joined him. Even without the headband, she continued to have dreams.
*****************
"Remember telling me you could never get enough black cock?"
Michelle looked at Tyrone and at the seven black muscle men he had assembled for her, all former boxing buddies of his. "These are for me?"
The seven men started stripping. Tyrone had done good, picking them for cock size, not a one was under nine inches. She decided then and there to give up white men entirely, even Hans and Steve.
"Come suck my cock," ordered one hung black after Michelle had stripped. Michelle kneeled and greedily took his cock in her mouth. "Yeah bitch, you suck a mean cock," he said running his hands through her hair. "What's this?" He moved her hair asside revealing the recorder headband.
Tyrone walked over and Michele immediately grabbed his cock lovingly stroking it, then another cock was in her left hand. "It's an experimental device designed to record her workout ethic," explained Tyrone.
"Well she's sure gonna get a workout today," said the blackman covering it with her hair.
Michelle got the best workout of her life. At one pont, she had a cock in her ass, pussy, mouth, and one in each hand. Plus, there were still two men waiting their turn. It was the best day of her life.
*******************
"Sex after dinner?"
"Can't," said Trish to George putting down her fork."I gotta study at the library. I'll be late."
"Oh, I guess I'll call it an early night then."
"Don't forget to wear the headband."
Trisha left home, but instead of the library she drove to Reggie's frat house. The black quarterback was waiting on the steps. "You sure you want to do this, I'll date and fuck you exclusive."
Trisha slipped her wedding ring into her pocket. "My pussy, ass, and mouth are yours whenever you ask stud, but I need to try this."
Trisha walked into the livingroom followed by Tyrone. Four big, muscular black men were sitting around in shorts, smoking dope, all were on the football team, but since the season was over, they weren't worried about drug tests. Trisha started stripping for her new lovers anxious to show off her new lingerie.
****************
"We're cleared for the general populous. "Trisha is going to do a commercial in a bikini and let us show her before picture," said Doctor Conger to the suit.
"Excellent, our factory in Mexico can turn out 100000 headbands a week. We're going to be fucking rich. I never met a woman who didn't think she could lose at least five pounds no matter how good she looks, even some men might buy them. Not to mention the cheap cost, everyone could afford one."
Dr Conger thought of the nationwide obesity problem in the United States. "This country sure is going to change in the next few months."
*****************
One year later...
White women had started showing up outside the baskeball court many months ago. At first there were just a few, young, old, skinny, fat, now there were dozens. These women would do anything for black cocks. Lee and Grant, not to mention their friends were getting laid every day.
Sissy had volunteered for night duty at the office. She had been eyeing the old, black janitor for weeks now. He was in his sixties, missing a tooth, but the only black man she knew. Her husband was a big Italian with a pathetic ten inch dick that didn't do anything for her. The old black man just about had a heartattack when Sissy stepped out naked from her cubicle. She came the second he pulled his six inch black cock out.
"I need you three to stay after detention." The three black delinquints groaned until they saw their teacher lock the door after the others had left. Mrs Sharpe was a walking wet dream, every teen boys fantasy. Their jaws dropped open as she started undoing her blouse.
"Fuck me with that big black cock," screamed Tawana as she came. The black woman had married a white man and now wondered what the hell she had been thinking giving up black cock. She was riding her husband's black best friend. "Fill my white pussy with your black meat," she screamed. He looked at her oddly.
Reggie ran out on the football field blowing kisses at the Dallas cowboy cheerleaders. The new draft pick had fucked half of them already and they couldn't get enough of his twelve inch cock. The entire squad had promised an orgy for the black team members if they won. Reggie new the orgy would happen even if they lost, every one of them was a complete slut when it came to the black team members.
Missy had lost a lot of weight to fit in her wedding gown as she married the man of her dreams. He was rich, handsome, and great in bed. Something snapped in her the moment the preacher said, "I now pronounce you man and wife." She couldn't put her finger on it, but something was different. That night at the airport hotel for the first time, she failed to cum as she rode her husband's hard cock. She knew what was missing the minute she got off the plane in Jamaica. "What are you doing. I only bought that as a joke?" asked her husband, knowing how his wife didn't like showing off much skin. Missy had stripped and put on the tiny, indecent string bikini and was heading for the door. "There's a beach out there filled with black natives. I'm gonna go get me some real men."
"You too huh," said the one girl coming up to the woman standing outside the prison. The woman nodded. This was prime fishing grounds. Late in the afternoon, the prison released a black inmate. The girls whistled at him. "Need a place to stay hunk?"



Tyrone was handsome, built, and hung. He had always been a stud, but even he was surprised by the number of horny white sluts joining his gym. He ended up canceling all white male memberships and turning his gym all female, except for his black friends of course.
"Do I get the job?" asked Betty, her tongue licking a drop of sperm off her cheek. Fat Ted looked down between his legs and nodded at his newest stripper. She would join the other innocent looking housewife he'd hired yesterday. The mostly black clientel in this all black neighboorhood would love these two. The nudie bar business sure was getting strange.
"I understand," said George. Trisha looked at him surprised. "I'm incapable of pleasing you, it's only natural that you fuck black men. I'd like to come with you next time you fuck one." Later, George was staring as hungrily at Mark's black cock as she was, but all the black man would do was let George clean out her cum filled pussy and ass when he was done using her body.
The End
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"Honey, do you remember talking the other month about how we were in a rut?"
Leigh looked up from her crossword at her husband David standing in the doorway holding something behind his back and looking embarrassed. "Sure dear, and remember I said that we're not in a rut, we've been married for five years now and sleeping together for eight. We're just used to each other...comfortable."
David looked at his wife sitting on the comfy chair with her legs tucked under her wearing just her bathrobe. He wondered how he'd gotten so lucky as to get the sexy twenty-five year old to marry him. Leigh had long, raven black hair which was at this moment in a bun on her head, one wayward strand falling between her eyes. Dark glasses perched on her nose and she was absentmindedly chewing on the eraser of her pencil. David imagined that her big lips were sucking on his penis instead, which wasn't too much of a stretch from the thin pencil. David had met her in high school after he transferred to her school and for some reason the nerdy, intellectual looking beauty had latched on to him.
"Whatcha got behind your back dear?"
David quit hiding what was behind his back and held up the DVD box. "I thought we might try watching this to spice things up a bit."
"David! That isn't a porn is it?"
"Kinda," he said blushing bright red. "Jack, the counter guy at the sex store in lower Manhattan recommended it for married couples. He said it's triple X, but it has a plot and everything. It's sold as a couples relationship video."
"I'm not sure I like this idea or the fact that you've been hanging out in a porn store."
David's cheeks turned even redder. "Honey, I swear I didn't look at anything in there. I went in and went straight to the counter and asked the man what he'd recommend to spice up a marriage. He was very professional, asked some questions about us and then recommended we try this."
"I'm still not thrilled with the idea, but you can put it in. If I get bored, I'll read a little while you watch your dirty movie."
David put the movie in the bedroom DVD player as they were retiring. He removed his robe and was reaching for his pajamas, when he decided to sleep naked, but quickly climbed under the covers. David didn't have a body worth showing off. He was always a little pudgy and his belly now protruded several inches beyond his belt. He was also barely twenty-five and already had a huge receding hair line. The remaining hair he had left in the front was now little more then a few combed over reddish strips against his pale white, freckled scalp.
Leigh on the other had had only grown more beautiful. The high school nerd had blossomed into a gorgeous woman. She had been a little skinny, but had gained weight, her bony ass filling out and her breasts growing to a C-cup. She never let David see her naked, but he could see her reflection in the bathroom door mirror right now and he always suspected she knew he watched her. Her body was lithe and athletic looking with well toned muscles. She was very white and burned easily, her dark black tresses stood out against her white skin. Leigh also had nice, big areola, but they were so faint that from this distance and even up close all he could see were her eraser sized nipples.
Leigh dressed in her pajamas and walked out joining him in bed. She only buttoned enough to cover her breasts and the bottom top of her shirt flapped open showing off her belly button. "Alright lets watch your little movie," she said covering up and propping herself up with a pillow laying her book on her lap.
David pressed play on the remote.
****************
"What's Best For Wife" was the title, an E&I video, directed by Tyrone Jones flashed the screen.
A couple came through a doorway, both were dressed up. The woman was a stunner with huge breasts on a killer body. She was dressed in a low cut evening gown. The man was unassuming, older, pudgy, and didn't look happy to be where he was. He was dressed in a suit. They went into the kitchen and poured some drinks. "Happy anniversary," they said toasting each other.
The movie wasn't that plot intensive because the couple moved right up to the bedroom. The woman let her dress fall off and David held his breath as he stared at her buxom body clad in a tight lacy, black bra and panties. The man stripped down completely naked and laid on the bed. He was out of shape with a beer belly, his penis resembled David's, short and skinny, but it was rising up as the sexy vixen crawled up the bed to her man. "What do you want?" asked the wife huskily.
"Suck on my big dick," said the husband in a monotone voice. He wasn't the best actor. The woman smirked quickly before regaining her composure. David's penis was rock hard as he stared at the screen and he was glad he was covered up so that Leigh couldn't see how much the porn wife was turning him on. Leigh was watching the screen more intently then he would have thought. The woman blew her husband, sucking intently on the little penis until he moaned that he was cumming. David wanted to see him squirt, but instead the woman just held her mouth clamped over the tip of his dick. Afterwards, she got up went to the bathroom, holding her mouth funny. She looked in the mirror letting her husband's sperm dribble out into the sink. She brushed her teeth, washed out her mouth then returned to bed.
"Now lets fuck," she said slipping under the covers and leaning against her husband. He was on his side and snoring. She sighed and stared up longingly at the ceiling before saying, "there's something missing," before falling asleep.
The next scene started with the wife in the shower. David drooled as water cascaded over her nude body. The actress sure was stacked. The woman jumped and gasped as the curtains were opened. A nude man stood there. "Brian, what are you doing here?" she asked covering up her breasts with one arm and holding a washcloth over her trim pussy.
"I'm here to check the plumbing and I heard the shower running." The man stepped into the shower with the woman. "I've fantasized about doing this with you," he said pulling her arm off of her breasts.
"Brian, what are you doing? We can't do this, your my husband's best friend."
"I'm doing this for you baby," said the man pushing her down. "I know you ain't getting enough from old pencil dick,"
David blanched when he heard his old high school nickname. Brian was also a bit bigger then he was, probably six inches long, as it turned hard when the woman started tugging on it. He wondered if Leigh noticed the man's extra inch and glanced over at his wife. Her expression hadn't changed, but she was breathing more heavily. She hadn't touched her book either.
The wife blew Brian in the shower bobbing her head along his shaft until he too came in her mouth, but pulled out in time to shoot a little wad on her cheek. The wife leaned down and spit Brian's sperm into the tub.
The two got out of the shower and giggled drying each other off. Soon, she was lying spread eagled on the bed and Brian was inserting his partially erect penis into her vagina. "Oh yeah Brian, you're so much bigger then my husband. Oh yeah baby fuck me with that big dick. I'm cumming." Though the woman was the best actor of the group, her orgasm wasn't very convincing. Soon after, Brian pulled out and shot his wad on her belly. "Thank you, thank you," she cried, "I've never had an orgasm before. You can fuck me any time."
"Glad to be of service," said Brian getting dressed. The woman got up and used a tissue to clean the sperm off her belly before flushing it.
"Damn, I gotta get to work," she said checking the time. She ran out the door.
"Want me to stop it?" asked David. Leigh's mouth was open slightly as she panted and the covers had fallen down revealing one very hard nipple. David reached out and caressed her breast.
Leigh slapped his hand away, "No, let's watch the rest, there's plenty of time for hanky panky later."
David was horny having watched two blow jobs which was more then Leigh had given him in a year. She was even worse then the actress, not even letting him cum in her mouth, nor on her body. Leigh always angled his dick up so that he came on himself.
The movie was continuing with the woman arriving in an office. Another girl with a porn star's body was at a desk. "Mr. Hardon wants to see you immediately."
"Why? Am I in trouble?"
The secretary shrugged and the wife went up to a door, knocking before she entered. A man sat at a desk smoking a cigar. "Oh there you are, your late."
"Sorry sir, I had plumbing problems."
"No matter, I'm afraid I have to lay you off."
"Oh no, we can't afford for me to be out of work right now. Isn't there anything I can do?"
"Well, it's actually between you and Miss Boobcock, but to be quite honest, we're fucking and she can give a great blow job."
"I'm pretty good myself."
"There's one thing Miss Boobcock won't do and that's take me up the ass."
"I've never done that before, but if it means keeping my job, I'll take it anywhere."
Mr. Hardon stood up showing that he wasn't wearing pants. He had another six inch penis that had David jealous. Soon the wife was bent over the desk and he was lifting up her skirt as he inserted his penis in her ass.
"That's disgusting," said Leigh, but her eyes never left the screen. "People do that?"
David didn't know how a video showing the wife cheating on her husband was supposed to help couple's relationships, but it was his first porn and he was turned on. The wife was screaming, "Fuck my ass with that big cock. Oh god, I wish my husband would do this. I wish he had a cock as big as yours" The boss shot his load on her ass cheeks. "You can keep your job, but I expect you to remain this agreeable." "Yes sir."
The scene switched to the couple eating dinner. "Did Brian come over?" asked the husband setting his fork down..
"Yes, he came but he didn't fix the clog, though he did poke around in the pipes a bit."
"I'll have a plumber come over in the morning."
The couple went to bed and she started tugging on his small dick, but an erection failed to materialize. "Honey, I just came last night."
"Sorry, I forgot," said the wife looking up at the ceiling and sighing again.
The next scene showed her in a scandalously small bikini laying on a cot in the sun. The doorbell rang and she jumped up to answer it revealing that the bikini was a thong. "Oh my," she said opening the door.
"I'm here to fix the plumbing," said the black man. "I here you got a clog so deep, you need a really big tool to fix it."
The black man ruined the movie. Leigh had no love for blacks at all. She came from a racist father, hated all the blacks they went to school with. She hated their music, the way they talked, their baggy clothes and she got a funny look on her face whenever she saw an interracial couple. David was more open minded, but he waited for Leigh to tell him to turn the movie off. Instead, she was staring at the screen more intently, but looking perplexed. After all, the man was probably just a side character and not going to have sex with the wife and there wasn't a black woman character to fuck which made him as unnecessary for the plot as Mr. Hardon's secretary...
The black man was huge towering over the girl in the bikini, muscles stretched his uniform tight. He grinned, big white teeth standing out against his dark black face as he stared at the woman's ass as he followed her to the kitchen.
The black man ended up crawling under the sink as the woman walked over got a glass and then some ice out of the freezer. She walked over to the sink and turned the water on. "Holy shit," screamed the black man pulling himself out from under the sink. He was soaked from head to crotch. "Stupid bitch, what did you think you were doing?"
David didn't think much of the black man's language or of the way he belittled the woman. "I'm sorry, so sorry," said the woman looking upset. "How can I make it up to you?"
"You can sit by me and hand me the tools I need and you can throw my clothes in the dryer."
Cheesy music started up as the black man began unbuttoning his shirt right there in the kitchen. He pulled it off revealing a chest that rippled with muscles. He turned around and pulled his pants down. The black man had a hard ass under white briefs. He stepped out of his pants and turned around handing the bikini clad woman his clothes. He then crawled back under the sink.
The wife put his uniform in the dryer and returned sitting beside him handing him a wrench when he asked for it. The camera panned down the black man's body as if the woman was staring at it. The camera slowly went from his underarms, down his chest, to his stomach which had the most perfectly formed six pack abs David or Leigh had ever seen. The camera got to his briefs, which bulged out, the bulge getting bigger until the underwear was stretched so tight, it looked like a thick black sausage was stuffed in his shorts. The man parted his legs as he banged a pipe under the sink and the outline of two huge testicles was revealed. "Wrench," he called and the camera panned up to the woman giving him the wrench again as she stared at his crotch. The camera shot up to the black man who had angled his head up and was looking at the woman staring at his crotch. He sneered then went back to work.
The camera went back to the man's crotch only now the head of his penis was sticking out of his brief's leg and it looked as big as a ping pong ball. Soon it extended another inch, now growing as big as a golf ball. "Hey baby," said the black man, "could you adjust my cock, the big things kind of uncomfortable at the moment and my hands are tied. The woman pulled his briefs down and the black man lifted his hips long enough for the woman to pull his underwear down. She picked up a strategically placed tape measure and pulled it out. The man's penis now lay across his thigh and was angling up. It was a freaking monster. The huge black sausage rose up and the fell with a smack against the man's stomach. The woman held the tape measure along it stopping at eleven inches. "Now that's a cock," said the woman.
"Aha, Miss, I found your problem." The plumber's head was still under the sink. "Your big black drainage pipe is swollen and clogged. It's going to need a lot of suction to get flowing."
That was the cue for the woman to reach out and grab the black man's cock. David jumped as Leigh grabbed his penis and squeezed it affectionately. The difference was disheartening. The woman on the screen's hand still had an inch where her fingers didn't touch with eight inches of cock still showing. David's wife's hand was practically clenched in a fist, his penis completely enveloped by it and only his little bottle cap sized head sticking past her fingers and she had small hands. The woman moved up and licked all around the man's cock and even licked his baseball sized balls.
The scene shifted to the couch and the woman was now kneeling naked between the legs of the sitting black man who was holding her hair out of her face so that the camera could get close ups of her sucking his huge cock. And boy was she sucking. The woman could actually deep throat it and she was attacking it with gusto, like she enjoyed it
"Honey," said David squirming, then louder, "Honey!" Leigh was squeezing and tugging on his penis as she stared at the tv. "Honey, I'm going to....ohhhh."
Leigh pulled her hand out looking with distaste at her open hand. A little wad of David's semen coated her palm. She grabbed a tissue and cleaned it off before returning her attention to the movie.
The camera showed the wife gulping and then her bulging cheeks. Sperm was dribbling out the sides of her mouth and down her chin. The plumber pulled his dick out completely and one wad covered her face, then he pointed his cock at her huge knockers, landing a strand of semen from nipple to nipple.
A long rope of cum dangled from the tip of his cock and the woman stuck her tongue out lapping it up. The scene seemed to imply the black man's sperm was worth swallowing while the others, even her husband's should be spit out.
The black man then proceeded to give the wife the fucking of her life. David looked over at his wife who was scratching what must of been a terrible itch between her legs as her hand was moving back and forth rapidly under the covers as she stared at the scenes.
"Oh god, fuck me with that big black cock. Your in so much deeper then my husband. This is what I've been missing." They fucked missionary, woman on top and doggy before he came. "I only wanna fuck black cock from now on." The End.
"Sorry about that honey," said David. "The box didn't say anything about a black guy being in it."
"S''ok dear," said Leigh softly. "It was... interesting."
David turned off the TV, plunging the room into darkness. He turned over and tried to go to sleep. Leigh laid on her back for a few minutes staring up at the ceiling. Then he felt her cuddle up to him and her hand was on his penis, she tugged a couple times, but an erection failed to materialize. He needed more time to recharge.
******************
David left work and headed to the porn store a block from the office. Jack was behind the counter. David missed a step when he saw him. Jack was a black man every bit as big as the black porn star in the movie. Yesterday, Jack had intimidated him with his size, but now David wandered what was in the big man's pants and thinking about it made him feel inadequate. Jack had a business card holder by the register. The cards read, John J Hammer proprietor.
"David, right?" said the black man in a deep voice. "What the wife think of the video?" The black man was very dark, African dark, not brown like most black Americans, though his accent was clearly 100% New Yorker.
"It was alright, but it wasn't what we were looking for." David was too cowardly to tell the giant, he didn't want any black men in the next movie. "We want something for us, you know a married couple, maybe positions, a little role playing, romantic..."

"Let me see that picture of your wife again."
David opened his wallet and took out the picture. Jack had used it last time to get a feel for what kind of movie Leigh might be interested in. Jack studied it a long time. "I'm sensing she might like one I got called "Wife's Beach Vacation", it's about a married couple on their honeymoon in the Caribbean. You know, good romantic stuff."
"That's sounds great, we've been to the Caribbean. Please check that one out for me."
David looked around as Jack went to get the DVD for him. He hadn't paid too much attention his first time in the store, being very embarrassed and looking down. The walls were lined with plastic penises, white ones and black ones displayed side by side. The white ones were realistic looking at around six inches and average width, bigger then his, but consistent with the white actors in the movie last night. The black ones were all monstrosities with exaggerated veins, ridges, and heads. They had names like the King Cock, Mamba, the 10" starter, White Pussy Pleaser, Black Satisfier, and others.
David didn't like looking at them so he looked away and found himself staring at row upon row of magazines showing a huge black penis bulging out the cheeks of some pretty young white girl, a white woman sandwiched between black men, a white woman sitting on a black man's cock while sucking on two black cocks in her hands. Ten inches seemed small for a black penis with eleven to thirteen being average, and some were true monsters. The rest of the store had non interracial tamer magazines, but the interracial stuff was the most prominently displayed.



David turned around feeling kind of inferior and saw Jack grinning down at him. The counter was elevated so the giant black man was even bigger and it didn't help David's insecurities. He was looking up at Jack's open shirt which showed his hard chest and a thick gold chain with a gold hammer dangling from it. "Interesting necklace."
"It's Mjolnir, Thor's hammer from the comic book. I wear it cause I used to read a lot of comics and my last name is Hammer."
David paid for the rental and left the store.
"That's not another movie is it?" asked Leigh when he walked in the door.
"Yes, I got Jack to recommend a different one. This is about a couple on their honeymoon. I was hoping we'd try again since nothing happened last night."
Leigh sighed, "I guess so dear."
******************
"Wife's Beach Vacation." An E&I video, directed by Tyrone Jones flashed the screen.
David and Leigh cuddled up as they watched the screen. A big breasted blonde in a sundress and a middle aged man with a beer belly entered a hotel room and set some luggage down. "So this is paradise?" said the woman.
"No, this is paradise," replied the man kissing her and squeezing her breasts. He quit kissing and said, "Ready to start our honeymoon Mrs. Jones?"
"I sure am Mr. Jones." The music started as the woman kneeled before the man and fished out his average sized penis.
The rest of the sex scene was pretty typical. She sucked on him for awhile, then stood up and removed her dress. She had a killer set of tits that had David drooling. The husband laid her across the bed and ate her out for awhile, then he mounted her and later shot a little wad across her belly.
Leigh was stroking David's chest, every now and then caressing his penis. His plan seemed to be working, the movies were turning her on and about to spice up their sex lives.
On screen, the husband was saying, "You're wearing that!" The wife was in a scandalously small bikini, one that would of gotten her arrested on most beaches of the US. "Sure honey we're in paradise remember? Why not let the world see what you have and they can't?"
The couple walked hand in hand down a deserted beach. The water wasn't clear enough to be the Caribbean. It didn't even look like California, more like the East coast somewhere.
Suddenly, the woman froze. "What's wrong?" asked the husband. She was staring at the crotch of a black man approaching them. The husband stared too. The black man had a giant banana cock swaying as he walked up to them. "Ay mon, what's up? You Americans?" The three chatted for a bit, with the black man offering to show them around the island. He left saying, "Loosen up mon, our beaches are clothing optional. Your wife has a beautiful body, why cover any of it?"
"Did you see the size of his cock?" asked the wife. "I bet that things a real pussy pleaser. Oh, sorry dear, this little thing is a pussy pleaser too." She grabbed his cock through his shorts.
"What are you doing?" asked the husband. "I'm going with the flow." The wife took off her top and they continued down the beach. "Why don't you take off you shorts dear?" "Why don't you take off your panties?" "I will if you will." The couple ended up walking down the beach nude.
They threw a blanket down and laid down on it, sweat starting to make the stacked woman's skin glisten. "I could sure use a drink," she said. "I'll walk back to the tiki bar at the hotel, I want one too. I'll be awhile," said the husband. He stood up and walked over a dune running into another black man laying on a blanket. The camera zoomed in on his huge cock, probably nine inches and soft. "Oh sorry," said the husband. "No problem mon. Hey! What's wrong with yo penis mon, where da rest of it?" "N-othing, it's cold is all." "That look like my three year old son's cock mon."
The husband looked ashamed and backed off walking down the beach holding his palm cupped over his genitalia. The black man watched him go, then stood and walked up over the dune. The wife was laying on her stomach. The black man walked up and kneeled behind her, grabbing a bottle of sun tan lotion. "Oh honey that feels good," she moaned as he began rubbing lotion onto her back with one hand while holding his cock off her with the other. "I guess this means no drink," she said. "Not that I mind, your hand feels so big and strong. Use both of them."
The black man released his cock which smacked against her ass as he began rubbing her with both hands. Feeling his big cock, startled her and she looked over her shoulder. "Your not my husband!" She struggled to sit up.
"I was worried you'd burn sexy lady." "Go away or I will scream." Then her eyes fell down to his cock which had hardened while rubbing her. "Oh my," she said.
"Oh my," said Leigh now tugging on David's penis. She was stretching it out like she wanted it bigger. David couldn't help himself and felt the cum churning up in his balls. The woman on screen was now sucking on what had to be a thirteen inch cock. "Leigh, I'm gonna blow." David's wife surprised him and lifted the covers off him, her mouth making a beeline for his penis. Her hot mouth engulfed it and swallowed him whole. Leigh's glasses slid off her nose, resting on his pubic hair. David groaned and lost it. Leigh would be furious with him for shooting off in her mouth, he winced knowing it would be a long time before she did this for him again. Instead, she sat up and swished her mouth around like she was tasting wine. She made a face, deciding she didn't like it and spit out his wad in a tissue. Leigh stood up and went to the bathroom, brushing her teeth and gargling with mouthwash.
Leigh surprised him when she came back. This time she quickly took off her pajamas and cuddled up next to him naked under the covers. "They're still at it," she said watching the blow job on screen. "Are all black men big?"
"No, at least I don't think so. Maybe the E in E&I stands for enhanced photography? It's affirmative action in porn to make blacks look bigger.'
"Maybe, but it sure looks real."
The black man pulled out and shot his load on the girls face and then her chest. She grabbed his cock taking it back in her mouth and slurping on it. "I love the taste of your cum," she said. He laid her on her back and kneeled between her legs, the camera zooming in on their crotches. His cock had only shrunk an inch. He tugged on it a couple times and it returned to full size. She was a porn slut so she took him easily, but it still looked like an impossible fit. Soon she was thrashing around, impaled by it as he fucked her. She appeared to have several orgasms all very convincing. Later, he left her lying on her back covered in sperm. His two loads of cum quickly liquified sliding down her body, then it started to dry in the sun, white flakes coating her skin. That was how she was when her husband found her and dropped the two drinks he was carrying.
The wife explained to him what had happened. "I love you, but I just couldn't resist that huge cock." "I understand dear," he said looking down. "You do?" "Yes, I can't satisfy you like those black cocks can. I want you to be happy." "I love you Mr Jones." "I love you Mrs Jones."
The scene changed to some poorly done bar sets. The first black man, the one who volunteered to show them around the island was drinking with them. Then they were in a car at a beach parking lot. The woman was blowing the black man in the back seat while the husband watched in the rear view mirror. Then they were back in a bar. "Honey, can I go home with Tony tonight?" The husband was slurring bad as he said, "Why don't you talk to him about having that threesome I mentioned? I've had too much to drink, I'll be waiting in the room."
The husband went up to the room and stripped off his clothes. He laid down on the bed and began tugging on his penis. "Can't wait to have a threesome," he said out loud. "God, maybe I can fuck her ass while she rides that huge black cock." The camera zoomed in on his pudgy out of shape body and his partially erect six inch penis, then it faded out turning into a muscular black stomach above a massive black cock and the man's wife was leaning down to take it in her mouth. "Yo husband wants you to do both of us?" "He wants me to have a threesome." The black man she was sucking on was the one she had fucked in the dunes, their guide was pushing his cock into her pussy from behind.
"Do people actually do that?" asked Leigh her hand was back on David's spent cock, kneading it.
"Some people I guess, sluts, you know," he said.
"It's disgusting." Her eyes never left the screen and her hand never left his crotch.
The woman in the movie ended up riding one black while taking the other up her ass. The movie ended with them driving to the airport and the woman saying, "I can't wait to come back next year." "Yes dear," said the husband forlornly. "Honey, isn't your boss black?" "Yes dear," he said again.
Leigh leaned over and kissed him, rubbing her body against his after he turned the tv off. She tugged on his penis trying to make him hard again, but it was futile.
*******************
"Well isn't this a nice surprise," said David.
Leigh walked up and sat on his desk. "I thought we could have dinner together in the city."
"Sounds nice, lets get out of here." David followed his wife out of his building and onto fifth avenue. They had a quick dinner in an small Italian restaurant nearby. "Oh, I have to take the movie back before we go."
"Ok. I was hoping to help you pick out one."
"I'm not sure I want you coming in with me. Jack seems nice enough, but it's kind of sleazy."
"I have you to protect me dear." Leigh put her arm in his and followed him several blocks to the porn store.
Jack looked up as the couple walked in. "Hello David. I see you bought the lovely wife this time."
Leigh felt a shiver run down her spine when she saw the giant black man with the gold hammer around his neck. Her eyes automatically glanced down at his crotch and saw the meaty bulge tenting out his jeans. Jack could have been a back porn star.
"Here's the movie." David put the DVD on the counter.
"Did you like this one?" asked Jack looking Leigh in the eyes."
"Yeah, but it still not exactly what we were looking for," said David going over to the row of movies for rent and sale.
"Let me assist your wife and see if we can find anything she likes," said Jack.
David walked around looking for DVDs that didn't have black men with their big cocks in them. He found, "What's Best For Wife," and read the back. No mention of black men nor did the black plumber appear in any of the scenes. It did read, great for couples. 'That's not right,' he thought, 'they should warn you.' David glanced at his wife to see how she was doing with Jack. She didn't appear to need rescuing, which was good for a woman whose entire conversations with black men previously usually amounted to telling them she didn't want her lunch super sized. Instead, she was staring at him raptly as if listening to everything he said. He found "Wife's Beach Vacation" and it was marketed as an interracial video. Jack must not of actually watched this one, if he recommended it as a relationship video.
David decided to stay away from E&I video since they seemed to employ a lot of black men. Instead, he picked out a different companies video with just a few whites on the back. He approached his wife and Jack left them to go wait on somebody else. "Lets try this one," said David, then he whispered, "I don't think there's any blacks in it."
"Oh, I was hoping we could rent these." Leigh held up three cases. "Jack and I picked them out."
"Anything you want dear." David was elated that his sexy nerd was in a porn store with him and actually selecting dirty movies for them to watch. He went up to pay and turned around. Leigh was staring disgustedly, but fascinated at all the interracial stuff, her eyes widening as her gaze fell on the black dildos. "Come on, I can't wait to see what you picked out."
*******************
The Lifeguard's Slut, an E&I video directed by Tyrone Jones, staring Tyrone Jones and introducing former Miss Teen USA, Ann Dutton.
"Leigh! This is another E&I movie. It's going to have more black men."
The movie started showing a powerfully built black man in red lifeguard shorts carrying a beautiful young blonde girl in his arms to a beach blanket. This movie wasn't even actually filmed on a beach, but on a set with a painted ocean in the background.
Leigh was already playing with David's penis as she watched the screen. "I can't help it they turn me on."
"What! The black men? You hate blacks."
"No, not the black men, their big cocks. I wish they weren't black, but Jack said there aren't any white actors with cocks this big. Watching those big cocks enter the women the last couple of nights really turned me on. Those girls seemed to really enjoy them."
"Honey, slow down on my penis won't you? If you keep up what your doing, I won't last long and I'd really like to make love tonight."
"No, I don't want to make love, I want to fuck, fuck like they do in the movies." Leigh straddled her husband, taking his penis in her wet pussy and moaning as it slid in. She was facing his feet, facing the tv so she could watch, but blocking his view.
The black lifeguard who was very ugly was forcing himself on the girl. Another lifeguard came up and she asked him for help, but he took off his swimtrunks and stuck his really long cock in the girl's mouth.
David had cum already, but Leigh barely noticed. She ground her pussy into his crotch as she watched the action on screen. His little penis plopped out as it shriveled up just as a third black man, this one very good-looking joined the other two and soon the pretty young blonde had all three orifices stuffed with a big black cock.
Leigh got up and put the second movie in. "It was another E&I movie called, "Sexual Reparations." It was a hot one and featured a black judge and two black cops, all hung muscle men forcing white wives to pay off their debt for slavery with sex.
Watching this one got Leigh real hot. She needed something in her pussy anything to quench the fires all those big cocks had lit. She straddled David's lap again, but knew he wouldn't be up for it for at least another twenty-four hours. Instead, she slid her hips back, her wet pussy leaking his liquefied cum
onto his belly as she slid her crotch up over is chest. Leigh moaned as she shoved her pussy back into his mouth. David seemed kind of shocked at first, but the tip of his tongue came out and licked her tentatively. Soon, it pushed in deeper and he began licking her with gusto. Leigh came watching two black cops force a female motorist to service them. She wondered why she had never let David do this before. His tongue was as big as his penis and it lasted a lot longer. She had only had a few small orgasms back when they were newlyweds and this one was bigger then any of them. David had always wanted to try it, and now that she had let him, he didn't even mind eating his own sperm.
David rolled over and was soon snoring while she watched the third movie. It was all amateur interracial vignettes. It wasn't well filmed like the other movies, the cameras remained still. The catch was, the women didn't seem to know they were being filmed. Several were done in hotel rooms between couples acting drunk like they had just met in bars. Others seemed to be modeling sets, where the women kept stripping off more and more clothes until she was nude and soon having sex with the black photographer. Still others were in a private room where a dressed white woman was paying a black man to dance naked between her legs. If they didn't end up fucking, she always sucked him off. Some featured a nude white woman dancing between a well-dressed black man's legs. The women seemed conditioned to obey the black men and always did whatever they were ordered to do. Sometimes the black men tipped the white strippers sometimes they didn't. The women never complained.
Leigh watched the movie until three in the morning, shocked to see that it was three hours long and her eyes had never left the screen.
********************
David returned the movies to Jack Hammer the next day. "Nothing today Jack, I'm a little worn out." He was feeling pretty smug. Leigh had started loosening up, she had let him eat her out, soon he hoped they could sixty-nine, then maybe anal, or maybe they could tie each other up? The possibilities were endless.
"Well, your wife was already in here today. Spent an hour shopping."
David looked at Jack kind of confused. He left the city and returned home. Leigh was making dinner in the kitchen. "Hi honey, how was your day?" he asked.
"Good. I left work early and went shopping in the city."
David walked upstairs to the bedroom. There were several shopping bags laying on the bed. One was a plain brown bag like the one Jack always shoved his DVDs into. It was rather large, lying on its side. David opened it. Inside was another DVD, this one called, "Girls Gone Black: The XXX edition." Late at night he had seen ads for the tamer version of this. Young girls flashing two black camera men in public places. He hadn't known there was an X-rated version.
There was another video, "Sexual Reparations." It was the one they had watched last night, though David hadn't seen much of it diving in his wife's muff. Leigh hadn't rented it again. She had bought it! It had a $29.99 price sticker on it.
David reached in deeper into the bag, his hands closing on a large object that felt like a huge mag flashlight. He pulled the twelve inch dildo out and stared at it. It was sculpted to look real, featuring veins, ridges, and bumps, even curved slightly upwards. The material was made of hard black plastic.
"I need to know what it feels like," said Leigh from the door. "I was hoping you'd fuck me with it while we watched the movie."
"But Leigh, it looks like a huge black cock?"
Leigh closed her eyes and appeared to shiver. I know, it's just they don't make white ones that big and I want to try a big one."
"Isn't mine good enough for you?" asked David forlornly.
"Of course it is honey," Leigh spoke pausing for a few uncomfortable seconds. "but you have to admit, your not very big even compared to the white actors and well...you don't last very long either."
"I see."
"I will never sleep with another man, but I have to know what a big one feels like. Your tongue was wonderful, I wish I had let you do that years ago."
David's mood improved a little. He had enjoyed licking his wife's pussy. He liked the view up his wife's body from down there, the fur under his nose, the way her flat belly undulated, and of her arched neck between her breasts. Leigh had never looked better.
"Girls Gone Black" was a series about two black guys who paid, charmed, or got drunk, young attractive white girls in bars and then asked them to flash their tits. The triple X version showed the girl's flashing, then continued on to where Willie, a huge, good-looking, shaven-headed black man, trash talked them into sex. Sometimes the camera man Latrell joined in.
Leigh mounted her husband, once again facing away from him so that she could watch the screen. A rather gorgeous buxom blonde, that looked underage, in a crowded bar was looking around to make sure no one was watching after Willie handed her a hundred dollar bill. She lifted up her tight tee shirt revealing a mouth watering rack before yanking it back down. Then Willie pointed out the camera man and the girl looked horrified. The scene cut to a rather large room and the buxom blonde was now greedily sucking one's big dick while the other banged her doggy style.



David came before the one black had even pushed it in all the way. Leigh sounded frustrated and pushed her pussy back into his mouth. David lapped up his sperm as he pushed his tongue deep into his wife's crevices. She came after about ten minutes of this. The girl on screen was now getting doubly penetrated in her ass and pussy by the two men.
"Honey, my tongue's getting tired," said David pulling his mouth clear.
"David, now, do it now. I want you to use the dildo."
David sighed. "Alright, how do we do this?"
"I want you to fuck me like an animal, from behind."
David reached out and grabbed the dildo conveniently placed beside his bed. The damn thing was so big around, his fingers didn't touch. A girl on the TV was sucking on Latrell's big cock in a park in broad daylight. Leigh had turned around, on all fours, her head resting on her arms on the bed with her ass thrust up into the air, her eyes staring at the TV. David had never had this good of a view before and he was awed by how perfect Leigh's ass was, the puckered rosebud in the center, the folds of her dripping labia. Meanwhile, the girl on screen was gagging from all the sperm in her mouth. "I've never seen a cock cum this much or get this big. I gotta try it in my pussy. "Be my guest," said the black man. The girl kneeled on the blanket as the black man-with their typical amazing recovery rate- poised his cock on her tight young pussy.
"Now, push it in now," begged Leigh and the girl on screen in unison.
David watched fascinated as he brought the dildo up to his wife's pussy lips and pushed against them until they parted around it. The hard plastic head was bigger then a golf ball and David was surprised how easily such a big thing disappeared between her folds. It didn't help the inadequacies he'd been feeling to see what Leigh could handle.
"More David, shove it deeper." Leigh was pushing her ass back into the dildo. He held it rigid, teasing her with it, before pushing several more inches in. Leigh was going crazy. "Oh god David, this feels good. Harder, fuck me harder. Gimme that big cock. I love it. Fuck me with your big cock. Oh Jesu...I'm gonna cum..." Leigh came hard grinding her pussy into the dildo as she did. David didn't know women's orgasms could get as intense as Leigh's just did. Unlike him, cumming didn't wipe her out, it seemed to stoke the fires even more. "More David, gimme that big cock. Push the rest in. Oh god, so big, so deep. Fuck me with that big cock. I love your big black cock. Fuck me with that black cock. Fuck my white pussy. I love black cock."
Her words pissed David off and he roughly shoved the remaining two inches of the black dildo into his wife. Leigh just screamed and had a tremendous orgasm.
"Sooo goood," she murmured as he pulled it out.
David held the dildo up. The plastic was coated with her fluid and he was surprised to see that his hand was soaked also. "I thought you didn't care about the black thing?" he asked miffed.
"I don't. I was just imitating the girls in the movies. It seemed natural. I'm sorry."
"It's ok I guess."
*****************
David wasn't sure things were going in the direction he had planned getting his wife to loosen up, so he decided to tone things down a notch. He snuck the movie back so he didn't have to talk to Jack. Leigh seemed more aroused then usual and they had sex every night. He always came too fast and then ended up eating her pussy to satisfy her and she did seem satisfied. The problem was it wasn't with him. David checked the spot in the drawer where Leigh kept the dildo and noticed it looked like it had been moved every day. Plus, the movie she had purchased never left the inside of the DVD player.
Late one evening the doorbell rang. Leigh answered it and found herself staring at Thor's golden hammer hanging over a muscular black chest. "Yes?"
"Leigh, it's me Jack."
Leigh looked up at his face. "The man from the video store?" Leigh was feeling funny in her stomach and her legs felt weak. Jack was just like her black porn studs. Almost against her will, her panties turned damp.
David walked out of the kitchen and froze when he saw Jack standing in the doorway. "Hey David, I just thought I'd stop by and see how things were going. I haven't seen either of you in a week and I was wondering if things were going well."
"Fine, things are fine," said David. "How'd you get this address?"
"From your registration card. I hope you don't mind me stopping by. Consider it a courtesy call. I may be in the porn business, but I pride myself on servicing customers." Jack looked at Leigh when he said that. "I was worried you weren't happy with our service."
"No, everything's fine."
"May I come in? I brought you two a complimentary video."
"Alright," said Leigh hesitating and stepping out of Jack's way.
"I haven't seen it yet, but it features some of the things David said he was interested in trying."
Leigh took the video. It was called "Thugs". "Exactly what was my
husband interested in trying?" asked Leigh.
"Nothing serious, some light bondage." Jack reached in his bag. "Here, I even brought you two some furry handcuffs."
"Well thanks Jack," said David taking the two pairs of handcuffs, "and thanks for stopping by."
"Well I was hoping I could watch some of the movie with you, seeing as how I havn't seen it yet either. I need to review it."
"I don't know, that's something Leigh and I do in private."
"David, it's the least we can do. Jack did go out of his way for us."
"Well ok," said David reluctantly. "I guess we can watch it down here."
"Fantastic," said Jack.
"You know Jack, you don't sound like a black guy," said David.
"What do you mean?"
David didn't like the way Jack's eyes had narrowed when he said that. "You're very well spoken and all."
"And black men aren't well spoken?"
"Well...I mean..."
"We're not all from the hood, but forget it and for your information, I'm a graduate of Harvard Business School."
David couldn't help being impressed. The black man had more impressive credentials then he did. "But porn?"
"There's a lot of money to be made in the porn industry. I'm part owner in a company that controls 87% of the adult entertainment stores in New York state, but I don't consider myself a pornographer. I consider myself a marriage councilor and the key ingredient in a marriage isn't the bull shit you hear on Oprah like communication or trust, it's sex. That's why I'm here."
"Well, our sex life has improved since David first wandered in your store," Leigh said.
"Thanks, that's good to know." Jack went over and sat in the love seat while David and Leigh sat on the couch.
"Thugs" was a rip off of cops only from the view point of street toughs. Three gang members went around forcing themselves on women while making their husbands watch. Two blacks crawled through a window while the third filming them followed. They began looking for valuables. One walked into the bathroom and a gorgeous woman was taking a shower in a clear shower stall. The black stripped off his clothes and joined her. She screamed and struggled, but the sight of his huge shaft rising to attention magically converted her and she kneeled taking him in her mouth. Meanwhile another thug had come upon the husband reading in bed. Soon the husband was tied in a chair watching all three service his wife who loved every minute of it.
"There's a good example of bondage," said Jack.
"That's not what I had in mind. I was thinking more along the lines of restraining my wife and having my way with her."
"Always nice, but women have fantasies about being in control too. Plus, the chair position is a good one for the woman to mount the guys lap. It makes the penis feel bigger and penetrate deeper."
"Hmm...sounds nice," said Leigh.
The next scene had a teenage girl approaching the thugs asking to buy drugs. They said, sure, but she'd have to service them all and they'd give them to her. She did and they told her afterwards they weren't drug dealers. She said she didn't care, she was addicted to their cocks now.
"I should get going soon," said Jack. "Say, did you two ever try role playing?"
"No," said the husband and wife looking at each other.
"You should try it. If you'd like, I'll pretend I'm a thug. I can use the handcuffs on Leigh here and David you can come rescue her, I'll escape and you can have your way with her body."
"No," said David. "That sounds nice, but I really don't want anyone seeing Leigh naked."
"Fine then, how about if I restrain you and leave. Leigh can come upstairs and have her way with you."
"I don't know. What do you think honey?"
"It does sound kind of fun," said Leigh biting her lower lip and looking pensive. "Jack, is it true that is makes the penis seem bigger and penetrate deeper?"
"Absolutely. What do you have to lose? David, show me your room and if you don't have a chair up there, grab one from the kitchen."
There was a good chair upstairs and Jack checked it out while he opened the handcuffs.
"Go ahead and strip David."
"Everything?"
"Yeah man, we're both adults. You don't have anything I haven't seen everyday I'm at work."
Jack sat one pair of handcuffs at the foot of the chair and one behind. "This should work, you'll be restrained...hmphhh."
"What?"
"Nothing, something in my throat..phh." Jack was trying to keep from laughing. David had stripped down and as Jack had looked up, the black man caught a glimpse of the smallest penis he had ever seen, barely five inches and about as big as Jack's forefinger. David was holding one hand over his genitalia looking uncomfortable. His palm completely enveloped both his dick and balls.
"Sit down," ordered Jack. "Cross your wrists behind you. David sat, reluctantly taking his hand from the front of his crotch. Jack looped the handcuffs through a bar on the chair and locked them around David's wrists. "Let me know if they're too tight."
David struggled a little. "No, they're fine." They may have been furry, novelty handcuffs, but they weren't cheap plastic, they were real steel. Jack secured his feet and turned man and chair so that it was facing the bed. "I'm gonna give your wife some pointers before I go so she may not be up for awhile."
"Ok, just don't forget to give her the keys."
"Ha, yeah, ha, that's funny, yeah haha."
"David frowned. It hadn't been that funny and why was Jack looking at his penis while he laughed? David felt exposed and wished he had kept his shorts on or something.
*******************
Leigh looked up the stairs admiring Jack's hard body under his polo shirt and jeans. Her heart skipped a beat and her breath caught in her throat as he looked down at her coming forward to stand uncomfortable close. "First things first," he said. Jack's hands ran through her hair and undid the braid holding it up. He arranged her hair around her shoulders. He then reached up
and slowly took her glasses off. "Your so beautiful, David's very lucky."
"Thank you."
"Ready?"
"I guess."
"BITCH, show me dem white titties."
Leigh let out a little yelp of fear as his words startled her and she jumped. His hands had gripped her blouse and ripped it open exposing her stomach and her bra covered breasts. "What the...?" she practically screamed the words out.
Jack skillfully flipped the bra up over her breasts exposing them. "Dems some nice titties you white cracker bitch."
"What are you doing? Let me go," she begged.
"Leigh, I'm sorry." Jack let go of her breasts and started stroking her hair. "I didn't mean to scare you. I'm just staying in character."
"What do you mean?" Leigh was sobbing into his chest feeling both afraid and protected by the man holding her.
"You know fulfilling David's fantasy of seeing you with a black man."
"What?"
"He didn't tell you? He wants to make you happy and knows his penis is incapable of satisfying you like a black one can. It's too small." Jack had grabbed her wrists and moved it down to his pants leg. He placed her hand on his cock and she squeezed it through his jeans. "He had me pick out subtle movies with black studs to get you used to the idea. I'm sorry, he thought you were ready. If you want I'll leave."
This was a lot for Leigh to handle. She did know one thing, she didn't want him to leave. Her hand had never left his dick and it had swollen several inches while she touched it. Her hand had stated measuring the huge shaft. "I don't know Jack, I admit the movies have really turned me on to black men and big cocks, but I've always believed in the sanctity of marriage and I've always felt the races shouldn't mingle, though I almost wish I had tried a black man before I met David."
"It's not cheating, if your husband wants you to do it. Don't you want to see it?"
"Yes."
"Then lets fool around a little down here. If you don't want to go through with it, we'll quit, but remember there's a man tied up upstairs who loves you very much and wants to see his wife get the fucking she deserves from a real man. Take it out," he ordered pressing down on her shoulders.
Leigh's hands were shaking as she undid Jack's belt buckle. She could see the bulge from the head of his cock halfway down his thigh towards his knee. She opened his belt and unbuttoned the jeans, pulling the zipper down. Jack was wearing white boxers. She looked up at him in excitement over what she was about to see and found herself staring in awe at his chest as he pulled the shirt off over his head. His torso was every bit as big and with bulging muscles as the black porn stars. How did so many black men develop a workout that seemed to define every muscle in their bodies?
Even before she saw his cock, she knew this was where she belonged, kneeling at the feet of a superior male. The slave-slut of a Nubian god. Her purpose in life to serve her master. "Hurry up and takes that cock out bitch," he said looking down at her, then winking to show he was staying in character.
Leigh turned her attention back on his crotch. She struggled to pull his jeans down, his boxers sliding down an inch as his jeans tugged on them and revealing the top of his pubic hair. The boxers were tight, almost as much as biker shorts. The cock bulge ran down the right leg almost to the base of the material.
Leigh put both hands on the waistband and pulled down. The rest of his dark pubic hair appeared and soon, so did the root of his cock. It was as thick as her wrist and the shaft even got thicker as more revealed itself. Her pussy actually spasmed with lust when the head appeared. Soon it was freed and the monster shaft jerked up to hang pointed at her face. His boxers fell to his feet and Jack stepped out of them, kicking his shoes off.
"It's thirteen inches."
Leigh nodded, she had been wondering how big the monster cock was. "It's magnificent," she whispered. Jack's black cock was close to three times as big as David's. There was something different about it beside the size and the color. She actually wanted it. She wanted to suck it, to swallow his sperm, to fuck it, to give her ass to it. It even smelled different. Leigh inhaled his scent through her nose a wave of desire for his cock spreading throughout her body as she breathed.
Thank god, David wanted her to do this, because after seeing a black cock up close, there was no way she wasn't going to fuck it. Especially knowing what these cocks were capable of. The images of dozens of white girls in the pornos fucking and sucking these cocks flashed through her mind.
"What do you want Leigh?"
"I want to suck you off. I want to taste your cum."
"Then do it."
Leigh looked at his cock again and was surprised to see she was holding it and her hand was slowly stroking the huge shaft as if her body knew what it wanted before her mind did. Leigh leaned forward and kissed Jack's huge cock head to show her respect for it. Then her tongue flickered out and curled around the head, then she teased his pee-slit and for a moment thought he had cum as quickly as her husband did, but Leigh realized it was just precum. The pee-slit leaked the stuff in a steady stream which made sense as it would take a lot of lubrication to coat a cock this large. Leigh soon moved from the head down the veiny shaft. Jack held his cock up and she even licked his hefty balls, the movies having taught her that black men liked their balls licked.

"Now show that black cock how a married white slut knows how to treats it."
Leigh shivered. It was strange, but she liked being called and treated like a slut by Jack. If David had tried it, she would of slapped him within seconds. Like most women, she was proud and independent, but had a secret desire to be dominated. Muscular black men seemed to be able to bring out these hidden desires in women like they had this primal, animalistic power.
Leigh took his cock in her mouth almost giggling at how different it was from her husband's. David's just scraped her throat when she had swallowed him whole. Jack's cock head alone stretched her mouth out. She couldn't help gagging as the head pushed into her throat. Leigh pictured the female porn stars and tried to copy their technique. She breathed through her nose, relaxed her jaw, and concentrated on getting as much as she could down her throat. The movies had almost been a training manual for how to service her black master.
Leigh was only able to get a little more then half Jack's cock down her throat and was disappointed with herself. She settled on bobbing her head rapidly over five or so inches while jerking him off with one of her hands.
Leigh had to switch hands several times not to mention rest her jaw and neck. Jack's stamina almost out lasted hers. Leigh was giving her throat a break, just sucking the cock head into her mouth while stroking the rest of his cock with one hand, her other massaging his balls. She felt them tense up just as his cock seemed to grow even bigger. Half Jack's load was spurting out of her mouth around his cock before she even knew he had cum. Jack's one wad had completely filled her mouth to overflowing.
Leigh greedily gulped down Jack's cum, the first sperm she had ever swallowed. She hadn't even thought about it, it seemed natural to swallow Jack's sperm and she was making room in her mouth for the next wad. She even liked the taste. She ended up swallowing three wads and he pulled his cock out shooting a fourth on her face.
"That was great," said Jack.
"Next time, I'll try to take more."
"I'll be sure you have plenty to practice on. Now, are you ready to try this monster in your pussy?"
Leigh looked at Jack's cock. It hadn't really shrunken at all and Jack had just tugged on it a couple times. It looked as hard as it had the first time. Black men really did have amazing recovery rates. "I don't think I've ever been this ready for something in my life."
"Good. Remember, this is David's role playing fantasy. I'm gonna pretend I'm a thug forcing
you into sex. You gotta struggle, then give in. Talk trash a lot like the girls in the movies. Keep telling him how much bigger mine feels."
"I don't think that will be a problem."
*******************
David was wondering what the hell was taking so long. His hands were getting sore and he was developing a cramp. His little dick had gotten hard and soft many times in anticipation, but his wife had stayed downstairs for close to half an hour.
He heard footsteps coming up the stairs, two sets, one big and heavy. For some reason, Jack hadn't left. Leigh walked in looking stunned, her blouse was ripped open and her bra was crooked showing her beautiful breasts. Her cheeks and chin were covered in cum. Then a huge black figure was standing before him, naked, an enormous thirteen inch cock angling downward before his eyes, still slick with saliva and dripping sperm. "Don't move cracker," said Jack shoving his white boxers into David's mouth. "I'm gonna teach that white wife slut of your how a real man fucks. Moves and I'll kills ya."



David looked in horror at Leigh. Her reaction was not what he expected. She mouthed the words, "Thanks.," then, "I love you," before turning to look at the approaching black man.
"Get dem clothes offs bitch, lets see dem goodies."
"Please, I'll do whatever you want just don't hurt me or my husband." Leigh was pulling her torn shirt off as she spoke. "Please, I have money just leave us alone." Leigh was down to just her panties. She pulled them down and David could see how wet they were. Leigh had never shown him much of her body until the past week and here she was standing nude before a black stranger. "Please don't do this. I'm a married woman. Your cock is too big, it'll ruin me."
"Shuddup bitch, it's hammer time."
David stared in horror at the sight of that huge thirteen inch cock approaching his wife. He tried to yell, but if was muffled by the boxer shorts in his mouth. He struggled to break free of his bonds, but it was useless. The two on the bed ignored his struggles.
Jack and Leigh were both kneeling on the bed. Jack was squeezing Leigh's breasts. The contrast of his dark skin on her pale white was very erotic. He ran one big beefy hand down her belly and cupped her crotch. "I see this pussy is ready to try a real man."
"Just go easy on me. You're almost three times as big as my husband."
"Bitch, yous is gonna be a slut for black cock when this is over."
David watched as Jack pushed her backwards. Leigh's pussy was facing his chair and she was holding her legs open for the black man, not closed to fight him. Her pussy was ready for Jack, her thighs glistened with lubrication. Jack's hard body blocked his view and David heard Leigh gasp in surprise. He caught another glimpse when Jack raised his body up. Jack's cock head was wedged in Leigh's pussy as Jack slammed his body down. For the next fifteen minutes he couldn't see a thing, but Jack's ass bucking and flexing. David could hear fine though, there was a squishing sound, the occasional grunt from Jack, and soft moans from Leigh that grew in crescendo until they were screams of pleasure. "Fuck me," she screamed. "Fuck me Jack. Your cock is so much better then my husband's. Fuck me with that black cock. I'm cumming."
David counted six possible orgasms before Jack dismounted revealing a horrifying sight. Leigh's pussy was splayed open, a gaping hole, bigger then the one the dildo had made. Would it close? Would he ever feel the inside of his wife's pussy again? Would she even let him?
Her pussy was empty. Jack hadn't cum, he had fucked her with stamina as great as the black porn studs. He was sitting on the edge of the bed facing David, so David could see the huge shaft glistening with Leigh's juices. The black man pulled Leigh to her feet and over between his legs. He spun her around so that her beautiful white body was facing her husband. She didn't look at him, she looked dazed as if she had forgotten he was even there. Leigh was pulled back into Jack's crotch, she reached between her legs, seeming to struggle to bend his cock down, but she got it and wedged it in her pussy. David spent another fifteen minutes watching his wife ride the huge shaft, her eyes closed, her belly spasming, Jack's big hands squeezing her breasts and teasing her nipples. The expression of pure pleasure on her face was one David knew he could never match.
"On the floor bitch, face down, ass up. Where do you keep the dildo?"
"In the drawer by the bed."
David looked down at his wife on the floor right in front of him. Jack returned with the dildo and some hand cream. His cock bobbed before him as he kneeled behind Leigh. Jack pushed his cock in her pussy all the way until their crotches were grinding. The black man held his cock buried while he squeezed lotion along the dildo's shaft, then he held the bottle tip against Leigh's anus, squeezing it and filling her bowels with cream. Jack placed the head of the dildo against her ass and pushed. Leigh jumped as the knobby head pierced her virgin asshole. Jack wrapped her long black hair around his fist and pulled back like he was reining her in, the other hand starting to fuck her ass with the dildo. It was an asinine thing to do, making Leigh choose between feeling pain from having her hair pulled or having her ass fucked. She chose her ass.
David could tell it hurt. Hell, it hurt him just watching the big dildo plow deeper and deeper into her bowels. Leigh was grimacing, her eyes squeezed tightly shut as the dildo hit the halfway point. Jack was pulling it out, working it deeper until she got used to inch after inch. "Next time your gonna have two black cocks doing this to you and not this fake piece shit.
Jack gave one last strong push and wedged nine inches inside Leigh causing her to jerk and pull her hair. Jack released her hair and she fell forward, several inches of his cock sliding from her pussy. She rested for several minutes and then David was surprised to see her body start to move.
Leigh started pushing her ass back, trying to get the rest of Jack's cock in her. She pushed herself up just as Jack grabbed the dildo and started fucking her with it as he began moving his cock in and out of her pussy. Leigh was starting to moan and scream she had a wild look in her eyes. "Fuck meee, fuck my ass. I've never been this stuffed. I want two black cocks."
"Are you my slut?"
"Yes."
"Say it."
"I'm your slut Jack. Leigh looked up at David suddenly remembering he was there. She looked sad as she continued, "I'm hooked on your big black cock. My pussy belongs to you now." Leigh lost control as an orgasm overwhelmed her. These seemed bigger then the ones she had with just Jack's cock in her and bigger still when Jack started fucking her hard while leaving the dildo stuck in her ass.
Jack was adding his own moans and cries to Leigh's. Suddenly, he stopped holding his cock buried. David watched Jack's ass cheeks flex and then Jack pumped his hips a couple times before pulling his cock out. Jack's thirteen inch black cock was white it was so covered in semen and more of the white goo began pouring out of Leigh's pussy. Jack slowly pulled the dildo out of Leigh's ass and she remained on all fours breathing heavily.
The whole scene was hard for David to believe and what happened next was harder still. Jack's cock had lost a little steel as Jack squeezed his fist along it from the base to the tip, forcing the last of his cum out. The cum remaining in the shaft was more then David's inferior balls would produce in six months and what was even more humiliating was that as Jack squeezed the last drop out, his cock was rock hard again.
This time Jack brought the tip up to Leigh's ass hole and pushed it in. Leigh never came while he fucked her ass, but she did fuck him back, gritting her teeth as she pushed her hips back into his thrusts. Jack came again about twenty minutes later an unbelievable amount of sperm welling up from her ass as he pulled out.
"Did you enjoy the show?" asked Jack pushing himself to his feet.
David found himself nodding. The gag had forced him to breathe through his nose throughout the entire fuck session, Jack's powerful pheromones convincing David it was only natural to yield up his wife to such a superior male.
"You can keep them as a souvenir," said Jack pointing at his boxers sticking out of David's mouth. Then he left, walking naked out of the bedroom.
It took Leigh along time to recover, but she reached out for her clothes and retrieved the handcuff keys. She fumbled to unlock them. David's arms and legs were asleep and he worked them around to get the blood flowing again.
"David, thank you so much for setting this up. I love you, but...I'm going to need Jack's black cock a lot from now on. I don't even know if I'll be able to feel you in me after the fucking Jack just gave me."
David was horrified, but the pornos had been an instruction manual for him too. There was no way he could compete in the bedroom with Jack Hammer or any black man...hell, or any of the white men he had seen in the movies. "Does this mean I don't get to fuck my wife anymore?
"I really don't see the point David, do you?" He shook his head agreeing and she continued, "but you can still eat my pussy. In fact, why don't you come do that for me now."
"But your full of sperm?"
"So? You've cleaned out your own sperm. Come on honey, clean up Jack's mess, so I can go to sleep. It's really quite tasty."
"Yes dear," said David crawling between his wife's legs. He looked at the gaping, cum filled hole that had once been his wife's pretty little pussy. If she wanted him to get it all, this was going to take awhile. He had his work cut out for him.
THE END
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"I need to use the computer when you're done."
Mike Scott looked up at the giant black man. "Damn Ray, I swear if you get any bigger, your gonna need your own cabin." The black man could barely fit through the small metal door. Ray had gone on leave the last time the sub docked and come back rippling with muscles on top of muscles. Ray had been big to began with, but now he was almost grotesque looking... unnatural. "I'm getting ready to go on duty, you can have it then."
"Best get going now," said the black man pulling out Mike's chair with Mike still in it, "antenna ain't up long."
Mike wanted to protest, to say it was his computer, but Ray intimidated the hell out of him. The black man was half a foot taller then Mike and twice as wide. Ray was so black, they called him Manta Ray or sometimes Black Manta after the Aquaman villain. Ray had returned from their last shore leave more muscular and cocky, announcing he was quiting the navy. "But I thought you were a career man?" asked Mike.
"Not any more. I just been hired by King Enterprises in New York, they're paying big bucks for electronics experts and there's other benefits too."
Mike got out of the room fast, knowing Ray needed to jerk off. Mike had always liked Ray until this tour, but the new, muscle-bound black man was more aggressive, dominate, and had a big dick that seemed to insinuate it's way into Mike's thoughts and dreams. He was even thinking about Ray's cock over his pretty wife, Jenni.
It started when Mike walked in on Ray coming out of the shower. Mike's eyes bugged out and he did a double take. Ray had a partial erection that looked like a swollen black banana sticking out a foot from his crotch revealing absolutely huge semen filled balls. Ray just smirked at him and left. Mike couldn't bring himself to remove the towel wrapped around his waist until Ray had left, understanding what an inferiority complex was for the first time. A foot long and only a partial erection? Mike couldn't shake the image all day. He'd never seen Mike naked before, but they'd roomed together a year, surely he would have noticed the unusual size of the black man's crotch?
The other problem with Ray's cock is that he seemed to need to jerk off a lot more. They'd both done it before, some silent agreement leaving each other alone several times a week, but now Ray was doing it several times a day.
Ray had the top bunk and the first night back, it was bucking for close to half an hour. Ray was mumbling, "Suck it bitch, let me fuck that white pussy. Yeah baby," as he stroked himself. Mike could even smell the black man's dick.
The smell started as soon as Ray began jerking off. Mike felt his own penis grow as he imagined Ray's hand sliding along that huge shaft. Then the thought of Ray's cock fully erect sent a shiver of inferiority down Mike's spine and his own, much smaller penis shriveled, his balls retreating into his scrotum. The smell from the black's cock was growing and eating it's way into Mike's brain. He saw himself getting up and jerking off Ray's cock for him, then lowering his head toward the tip of Ray's cock, mouth opening until...
Ray came. The black man grunted and Mike feared the top bunk might cave in on him. He imagined what such a big dick must look like cumming and his imagination fit reality, because several large wads of sperm rained down around him.
Mike dreamed he was sucking off Ray that night. It was the only gay dream of his life and disturbed him the next morning, Luckily, he couldn't remember most of it. He was himself at one point, a blurry woman in another. Once, he was choking on half the black man's cock when Jenni walked in the room. His wife wasn't in the navy, but was wearing a dress uniform. Mike saw her and removed Ray's cock from his mouth. He stroked it lovingly for a moment before bending it towards Jenni, offering it to her. The last thing Mike remembered about the dream was Jenni's uniform disappearing as she took her husband's place between the black man's legs.
When Mike woke up from the dream, the top bunk was squeaking again as Ray picked up speed. Mike glanced at his watch, it was only three hours since the last time Ray had jerked off. The smell was growing stronger and Mike ended up burying his nose in his underarm to keep the gay thoughts out of his mind. The next night, he got his hands on some nose plugs and things were better, though the smell never quite left the room as the waist basket always seemed full of crusty paper towels.
Mike had one last complaint, he thought Ray was using Jenni's picture to wank off too. On their last trip, before Ray became such a jerk, they had come back on board and Mike had set a picture of Jenni beside his bed. "Whoa, she's beautiful buddy," said Ray picking up the picture and staring at it. Jenni was wearing a modest blue bikini that made her look like an innocent girl-next-door. "What I wouldn't give to be with a hot white woman like that. You're a lucky man. Obviously no children," said Ray looking at Jenni's trim figure.
"No, but we're trying. Her time isn't matching my leave very well." Mike caught Ray looking a Jenni's picture a lot that tour, which wasn't surprising given her beauty and the fact that there weren't any real women on the sub to look at. Mike liked the idea of other men staring at his wife. They could stare all they wanted too, only Mike got to sleep with her. On this tour, Mike noticed streaks on Jenni's picture and once a thumb print twice the size of his own. The picture smelled of windex, but underlying it was the ever-present smell of Ray's sperm.
So the bastard liked to jerk off looking at pictures of Jenni did he? At least he'll never see the pictures on my computer.
*****************
At that moment Ray was jerking off looking at pictures of Jenni on Mike's computer. He had gone to hotmail and automatically logged into Mike's account. Curious, he clicked through Mike's mail until he found an email from Jenni only a few days old. The subject was "Wish You were here" and the email contained ten pictures. Ray started with the first and went through to the end.
Jenni was a petite, pretty blonde that Ray wanted to fuck more then anything. He wanted her the first time Mike set her bikini picture beside their beds. Lust had turned to obsession as Ray looked at the picture almost everyday for three months, many times she was the only woman he'd see that time as they were submerged. It was worse when Mike got "enhanced" last leave. Enhanced men were truly addicted to cumming, the pleasure of blasting semen through his fourteen inch cock was ten times as great as cumming when he was seven and a half inches. He had to jerk off two-three times a day and being submerged with no women around was maddening. Ray half considered making the wimp in the lower bunk service his cock, but he needed an honorable discharge and couldn't risk getting caught. He settled for setting Jenni's picture on his hard, muscle-ridged stomach and jerking off looking at her for weeks on end.
The first picture Ray clicked on showed Jenni, in a patriotic bikini. He immediately forwarded the email to his address. He hoped the pictures would get better, but would be surprised as his mind had elevated the sweet girl in the bikini to angelic status. He was wrong they got a lot better.
The red, white, and blue bikini was modest, but sexy. It was split down the center, half the panties white with blue stars, the other half red and white stripes. The bra top was the same only the two halves were reversed. Jenni was a green-eyed blonde with a fatastic hourglass figure. Her waist was unusually thin, her tummy flat and firm. Her hips flared out and her ass looked amazing though it was facing away from the camera. Her breasts were smallish, probably a B-cup, but looked nice and perky. She probably wasn't any bigger then 5'6" and no heavier then 110-120 pounds. The jpeg showed her standing by a cot in her yard smiling at the camera.
In the second picture, she was laying on the cot, rubbing sun tan lotion on her belly. That picture was so sexy, Ray's dick got fully hard and he had to pause to take it out. On the third he was stroking it. Jenni was laying on her stomach, her ass was as perfect as he'd imagined. Her legs were slightly parted and the material was indented along her ass cheeks.
"You fucking slut," growled Ray looking at the next series of pictures, her angelic status shattered. Jenni was now in her bedroom wearing sexy lingerie. It was a blue bra and panty with a sheer light blue top hanging from her shoulders to her hips. The top was perfectly see thru and her underwear was thin enough it teased him with a faint outline of nipple and bush. "I'd bet you'd like this shoved up that hot ass," he said jerking off at the next picture. The back of the outfit was a thong and Jenni had turned around doing a toe-touch, elevating her ass and stretching her firm legs. She did have a great ass.
Jenni got progressively more naked as the pictures progressed. The little tease took her bra off, then her panties, but kept the sheer top on. She held her arm across her breasts and her other hand over her crotch to cover up her goods. She moved her arms in the next picture, posing nude under the top. In the last picture she was lying on a bed with her legs spread for the camera totaly nude. Ray's sperm splattered the picture, coating the monitor as his balls emptied.
Ray quickly pointed his cock away from the valuable computer and shot his other wads on the floor. The one drawback to being enhanced was the mess.
Ray cleaned off the monitor, staring at the picture of Jenni with her legs held open for him. Her eyes pleaded with him, begging him to fuck her. I need a real man, she cried. I need black cock. Fuck me Ray, fuck me.
******************
Jenni got home from work and plopped down on the couch. Sometimes she had a melancholy, "why bother" mood and today was one of them. She was lonely without Mike around, bored, never cooked for just herself, and she craved excitement. She was also feeling reflective as people often get when their thirtieth birthday is fast approaching. She'd get to see Mike in less then a month, but he'd ship off again just before her birthday.
Jenni got up and put a pasta tv dinner into the microwave and turned on the computer waiting for her dinner to get done. She quickly ate, then checked her emails. She was about to delete one that looked like spam, but instead clicked on it. The email was from someone named Blackmanta. It read:
[Jen, I miss you so much. That night we spent together was so special to me. Give me a time and place and I am there. Please write back, I know I ruined you for white men. Just say where or when and I will give you the superior black cock that you crave. Black Manta]
Jenni laughed, a little shocked. At first she had been confused, then realized it was a case of mistaken identity. The fact that the man was black and the woman white was what shocked her, and the arrogance of the man, "superior black cock" indeed. Jenni deleted the message and forgot about it until a second message arrived a week later.
[Remember when I tied your hands behind you and made you suck me off using only your mouth? Remember fainting from cumming so hard as you rode my big cock? I loved crushing you beneath me as I pounded your pussy into submission. Remember when I bent you over the couch and fucked you from behind while your husband mowed the lawn? Remember how inadeqate your husband's little prick felt after fucking a real man? Remember when I hooked your ass on black cock after your pussy was mine? You're my black cock slut Jenni Scott. Write me back so we can fuck again. The picture will remind you what you're missing. Black Manta]
Jenni squirmed a little in her seat. She had woken up horny and the dirty message made it worse. She couldn't quite understand what about it made her so hot, it wasn't the man's obssession with his size nor the obscene language. Mike certainly wasn't inadequate. It was a combination of all these things. There was another Jenni Scott out there who was cheating on her husband with a black man that used her like a slut. It was arousing. Jenni clicked on the picture, fifteen minutes later she quit staring.
The black man had sent her a picture of his crotch from just above his belly button to just above his knees. An erect, incredibly massive, torpedo shaped penis protruded out from his crotch. She barely noticed how hard and defined the muscles on the man's stomach and legs looked. She did notice the giant, low-hanging ball sack which looked like two baseballs had been shoved in a wrinkled, dark bag. It was the penis that kept drawing her attention. The monstrosity was perfectly formed and looked to be carved from basalt. Jenni realized the size of it was mostly an illusion from the angle of the camera, but even so, it was a beautiful cock and looked to be bigger then Mike's. Her husband's was the only penis she had ever seen and she wasn't aware they came in different shapes and sizes.
Jenni replied to the email:
[Manta, this is the second email I've gotten from you. I'm afraid I'm not the Jenni Scott you're looking for. Good luck finding your lover. Please don't email me again.]
Jenni did get another email from him another week later.
[Jenni Scott, I'm terribly sorry about the misunderstanding. I hope I didn't offend you in any way. I lost my Jenni Scott's email and came up with yours during a search. Once more, I appologize. Black Manta. PS What did you think of the picture?]
Jenni had looked at the picture every day since, sometimes twice, staring at it with a zen-like focus. She sent blackmanta a reply.
[I was very impressed with your picture. I found it kind of funny. Did you use photoshop?]
[Jenni Scott. What do you mean photoshop? You've obviously never seen a black cock before. You have my sympathies. Here is another picture.]
Jenni gasped and felt her pussy get a little wet. This picture showed more of Manta's torso and it was incredibly muscular, as much as any pro weightlifters and he looked like he was flexing every muscle on his chest. This time he had angled his penis away from the camera and held a 12" ruler beside it. The big head of his penis extended two-inches beyond the end of the ruler.]
[I simply don't believe it Manta. It's an incredible picture, but I find it hard to believe penises get that big. It still must be a trick. Your body's incredible by the way.] Mike had a nice wiry body after basic training when they met, but each year it had become a little doughier, a little pudgier, and being stuck on a sub months on end kept him a pale white.
[Jenni, you poor thing. Penises don't get that big, cocks do, black cocks. Surely you've heard the rumors about black cock size and our sexual superiority? My Jenni used to be like you. Her husband is in the military and away a lot. She thought sex was good until meeting me. Her husband never really satisfied her, never filled her, never reached the places that gave her really big orgasms. It's a long story, but she accidently saw me naked. She was sucking my cock by the end of the day. You see, she wanted to see it hard, she wanted to find out what a man-sized cock felt like to hold. Her husband was upstairs asleep when she first held my cock in her hand. I'll meet you if you'd like, if you want to experience a real cock for yourself?]
This had gone on too long. It was fun at first, made her feel naughty, but now he was talking about getting together.
[Manta, please don't email me again. I find this talk offensive. I will be deleting any thing else you send me. I am a happily married woman and will never cheat on my husband. PS I still think you're full of poop.]
Jenni did get another message and against her better judgement she read it.
[Jenni Scott you are a white slut. You just don't know it yet. Measure your husband's little worm the next time you see him and tell me it excites you as much as black cock. If you want the truth about black men, go to the video store and rent the movie, "Sexual Reparations." It's porn, but it will show you who's full of shit.]
Jenni found the porn in the video store. She had never been so embarrasssed in her life as when she checked it out. She hadn't planned on renting it. She had found herself bored looking for a movie, when she passed the X-rated section. She thought she'd just go in and look for it to read the cover. She found it quickly. The cover showed a black man in judges robes flanked by two black policemen, all muscle men. Three beautiful, handcuffed white girls kneeled at their feet. The dvd had a label called "E&I Video" as did most of the wall the movie was located on. Most of them appeared to be interracial. Against her better judgement, she rented it. Luckily, you only had to bring the plastic case up so it wasn't as embarrassing, though the pimply faced clerk gave her a stare like he knew what this movie was about.
Jenni did some errands, fixed dinner, then took a bath. When she was finished she curled her feet under her on the couch and played the dvd. She planned on just watching a little to see what Manta had been talking about and to remind her what it was like to have sex. Mike would be on leave in a week and it would be nothing but sex for them everyday for a month.
Jenni ended up watching the whole movie.
********************
The girl was led into the courtroom handcuffed. The actress was dressed like white trash. Her perfectly big, perfectly fake boobs pushed up a large halter top and showed off her belly. Tight cut-offs and high heels completed the look. "What is the meaning of this?" she said. "I didn't do anything."
"You have been found in violation of the reparations law."
"What the hell's that?"
"Language maam or I will hold you in contempt. As I was saying, you are a direct descendent from a slave owner. Your family is guilty of past injustice against the black race. The maximum sentence for this grievous crime is life imprisonment."
"Noooo," screamed the woman. "I can't go to prison."
"Baliff, I'm going to hold off sentencing till after lunch. Bring Miss Melons to my chamber."
The baliff left the handcuffed woman alone with the judge in his office. "May I sit down Judge Hambone?" she asked.
"No, you may kneel, if you'd like."
The woman kneeled, hands still bound behind her. She looked up as the judge approached. It was a very submissive posture, like she was a slave kneeling before her master. "I'm sure this is a mistake your honor." Her face was even with his crotch.
"No mistake. You are a direct descendant of Colonel Melons, the largest slaveholder in the county two hundred years ago."
"You can't punish me for something my ancestor did that long ago."
"Yes I can, thanks to the reparations bill just passed by congress. I''m fully authorized to imprison you for as long as I want."
"As long as you want?"
"Or not at all, I have leeway. The law is most ambiguous as long as you make restitution."
"Is there anyway for me to stay out of jail?" "As a matter of fact there is. It seems that I am a direct descendent of one of your ancestor's slaves. If you were to show me restitution, I believe all would be forgiven."
The woman smirked. "I think we can come to an arangement your, honor."
"It's time to cum clean for past injustice, Miss Melons." The black judge lifted his robes. He wasn't wearing pants and his giant cock was slowly rising to attention. Then the cheesy music started and the girl leaned forward opening her mouth.
******************
Jenni paused the movie when the black man was completely hard. It wasn't as big as Manta's, but it had to be a foot long. The woman attacked his cock using only her mouth as she was still handcuffed. Of course she was getting paid to do this, but she seemed to fully enjoy giving the black man a blow job. She sucked him enthusiasticaly for a long time, then Jenni paused it again as cum exploded out the sides of her mouth. Soon, both were nude, the girl had her legs spread as the judge pounded his huge cock into her pussy and she took it all. The scene flowed together perfectly, but must have been filmed over several days as the judge turned the woman over and fucked her ass after cumming in her pussy. Each time he came it looked as though he had stored up sperm for a year.



"Had enough Miss Melons?" The girl was toying with the judges cock as they laid side by side in bed.
"No your honor. I don't believe I have made adequate restitution for my crimes. You are just one man, my ancestor owned hundreds of slaves. I need to pay reparations to all of them."
Jenni caught herself gently squeezing her breasts as she watched the movie. She was also squirming on the couch from arousal as the next scene started.
****************
"Why'd you stop me officers, I wasn't speeding?"
Two muscular black cops were looking at the pretty female driver. "You ever fucked a black man Mrs. Derry Queen.?" asked one reading her name off her license.
"That's none of your business officers and of course not, I am a happily married woman," said the driver.
"Fucking only white men is discrimination. Your in violation of the reparations law. Your going to jail."
"Wait, what if I promise to end my discriminatory ways?"
Soon the woman was naked and kneeling on a blanket one of the cops had spread out. One of the black cops was feeding his beer can thick, ten inch cock into her mouth while the other was pushing his thirteen inch monster into her pussy. The contrast between the woman's pale white skin and the two muscular black men's was very erotic. As was the sight of two well-defined, muscular male bodies with huge pricks attached. Though an actress, the woman seemed to enjoy the fucking, her nipples were rock hard and fluid was pouring down her thighs. The cop in her mouth came and his cock never seemed to go soft. Soon he was shoving it in her ass, which Jenni noticed was already stretched out like she had been fucked in it dozens of times. The men came, then pulled out. A worn, but happy looking actress then said, "I'll never fuck another white man again. But isn't that discrimination also?"
"No, it's only natural," said the cops.
The last scene was of a pudgy, older white man in a suit coming home to a large plantation only to find his wife in bed with the judge. "Honey, how could you?"
"How could I not," gasped the woman as she got the fucking of her life.
The man looked horrified and stumbled out behind the house where a young, big-titted slut was riding another black guy. "Daddy?" said the girl. "They're soooo big."
The wife and judge came outside. "I remember what you said about this being a slave plantation," said the wife walking around the pool naked. "So I called up the judge and asked what I should do to pay off the reparations law."
"A good law-abiding citizen, your wife," said the judge, "and a good lay. Signed the house right over to me."
"Noooo," screamed the husband. He stumbled past a dozen nude black men filing out by the pool. The camera panned back showing the man walking onto the street. Other white men with dazed expressions were sitting on the curbs in front of their homes. The white men seemed to have been selected for being short, older, and out of shape. The scene flashed back to the pool where the mother and daughter were getting gang-banged. Unlike the whites, the blacks seemed to have been hired based on fitness and cock size. All had the bodies of weightlifters, some with wide torsos, others with more wiry bodies and all had cocks at least ten inches, some pushing fifteen.
Jenni had an orgasm when one of the blacks blew his load on the daughter's tits. Cumming brought her back to reality. She looked down surprised to see that one of her hands had found it's way under her panties and she had been rubbing her clit as she watched the movie.
Jenni watched the movie again several times and returned it three days late. She still believed the movie had been faked somehow, but found herself getting a shiver of excitement everytime she saw a goodlooking black man. Sex with a black man had been unthinkable until now and she half wished she had tried one back before she was married. None of the blacks she saw had the torso of the porn stars, nor the animal magnetism, but she couldn't help looking. Not that she'd ever cheat on Mike, but it was fun to fantacize.
*******************
Mike, Ray and other crew members stood on deck in their whites, hands clasped behind their backs as the sub arrived at Norfolk. Several wives waved from the dock as the sub entered it's berth. Mike spotted Jenni and waved.
When they were allowed ashore, Mike ran to Jenni and lifted her up twirling her around. "I'm so glad your back," she cried hugging her husband.
"God, I missed you," said Mike. He sat Jenni down and noticed her staring over his shoulder.
Mike turned and saw that Ray had followed him. "Jenni, this is Ray. Ray, this is my wife."
"Nice to meet you Miss Jenni," said Ray shaking her hand. He noticed her shudder as her little hand disappeared in his.
"Nice to finally meet you," she replied. Ray thought he caught her eyes flicker quickly down to his crotch and then back to her husband. The big black man was pretty sure she had watched the movie.
"This was Ray's last tour honey. He's got a job in New York."
"Yeah," said Ray no more months at sea wthout a woman for me. I'm done with the navy. No idea how I'm gettin to New York though. I guess I'll hitch."
"Well, we're in Maryland, just outside Salisbury," said Jenni. "You can drive up the pennisula with us. I'm sure you can get a bus to New York from Salisbury."
"Really?" asked Ray. "You don't mind do ya buddy?" Ray put his hands on Mike's shoulder and squeezed it a little too tight."
"Not at all," said Mike with an expression that said he did mind. "We drive right by the bus station."
"Great! Well I have some papers to sign."
"Alright, Jenni get us a room at the hotel, I'll meet you as soon as things are squared with the sub. Ray, meet us at 0800 hours and we'll head North."
******************
Jenni looked over at her husband sitting contentedly behind the drivers seat. They had enjoyed a good night of sex, she had even sucked his dick for awhile, for once showing some enthusiasm. Sex had been pleasurable, but being apart so long had Mike cumming quickly and Jenni failed to orgasm. He didn't do much better the next morning when she mounted him. She wished he could last longer, like the black men in the movie. Thinking of them had her wondering what Mike's penis would feel like a little thicker, an inch longer, two inches, three inches and black... Just as she was getting into her fantasy, Mike came. She had sighed and got up to go to the bathroom to clean his sperm out of her. She hadn't told Mike, but the timing was finally right for her to get pregnant during this shore leave. She patted her belly, praying that god would give her a baby.
"Where the hell is he?" Mike almost honked the horn impatiently.
"Here he comes," said Jenni. Ray came out of the building, smiling. He was wearing a tight tank top that left his muscular arms bare and tight jeans. Jenni's eyes wandered down to his crotch and she saw it. The outline of a giant, thick cock like the men in the movie or Manta's. Ray fit the body type and she had known he was hung the minute she saw him.
"New York, here I come," said Ray getting in the car. "No more navy for me. Thanks for the lift."
Jenni talked to Ray a lot during the three hour drive, Mike was uncharacteristicaly silent. They would of spent the ride talking about sex and starting a family if it weren't for their black passenger. So Jenni spent the ride talking to Ray while Mike concentrated on driving. Ray told her about his past, but was strangely evasive about his new job. Jenni kept wanting to glance down at his crotch, but settled for his handsome face. He was very black, with typical negroid features, flat nose, big lips, but it suited him well. His hair was buzzed so short he was almost bald. She had a strong desire to see his penis.
Jenni loved Mike and was faithful. She didn't want to sleep with Ray, she just wanted to see what his penis looked like. She wanted to see what his cock looked like fully erect. Maybe, hold his black cock in her hand and stroke it. Maybe, he'd let her take his superior black cock in her mouth and then stuff it in her pussy as she rode it to orgasm after or.... "Here's the bus stop," said Mike.
Jenni snapped out of her daydream and blushed as she had been staring over her shoulder at Ray. He winked at her and she turned around embarrassed and ashamed of the thoughts running through her head. "I'm sorry," said Ray. "I forgot to mention that the navy needs to mail me my discharge papers, so I gave them your address. It would only be for a few days. I can stay at a hotel nearby."
"Nonsense," said Jenni. "We can put you up for two days, can't we Mike?"
Mike didn't look happy at all, but said, "Sure."
"Great, I'll take you two out to dinner as a way of saying thanks."
Mike left the bus stop and headed for home. Jenni forced herself to look out the front window. Maybe, she'd get a chance to see Ray's big black cock over the next few days. Maybe, she could suck... Jenni rolled down the window to get some fresh air and to get these thoughts out of her mind.
*****************
Jenni looked across the table at her friend Diane. Diane had a wide-eyed expression of shock on her face as she talked to Ray. The two women worked in a bookstore together and Jenni had asked Diane to join them for dinner. Diane hadn't been happy to see that Ray was black, but Jenni told her it was just dinner, not a date, she didn't want Ray to feel like a third wheel and explained to the black man that Diane was only here as company. Now Diane had a funny look on her face and Jenni couldn't see Ray's hand. Diane was small, plump, and shy. She didn't get a lot of attention from guys and Ray practically fawned on her.
"Well, what's say we hit the hay. It's been a long day," said Mike standing.
"Why don't you two go on ahead," said Ray.
"Are you sure?"
"Yeah, I know you want some time alone. I'm sure Diane will bring me back later."
"That ok with you Diane?" asked Mike.
Diane wouldn't look either of them in the eye. She held her head down blushing and meekly said, "Yes, it's fine with me."
*****************
Jenni got to see Ray's cock the next morning. She was in a good mood, having screwed her husband twice the night before. It had been some good sex, but she had trouble concentrating as she kept wondering if Diane had fucked Ray and was surprised to find she was a little jealous. She decided they hadn't, Ray, a horny sailor, was probably ready to fuck anything, but Diane wasn't the type to sleep around on the first date or the second or third, for that matter and she didn't really care for blacks.
Jenni had to work early the next morning. Tired from sex and partying late the night before, she fumbled with the shower and dressing. She needed some coffee to get moving and went downstairs only to freeze as she saw Ray's cock.
The black man had passed out on the couch, apparently not making it upstairs to the guest room. He was naked except for skin tight boxer shorts. She paused only briefly to admire his chest, as her eyes were focused on his black dangling cock.
In a way, it was a disappointment. Sure, it was big and thick, but it was as limp as a wet noodle. Ray's cock had fallen out of his boxers and was lying across his thigh. It was probably nine inches long, but it was lifeless. It looked tired, spent, just like Mike's penis looked after sex only a lot bigger. As she stared, Ray murmured in his sleep and she gasped as Ray's cock swelled a little, extending another inch and plumped up even thicker.
Her gasp made his eyes flicker and he looked at her, sitting up. "Mornin Jen," he said yawning. "Sorry you caught me napping. I figured you two would be going at it hot and heavy, so I slept down here."
Jenni was forcing herself to look in Ray's face. He hadn't realized his cock was sticking out and it was now over ten inches long and still growing. "I didn't hear you come in," she said turning the coffee machine on.
"I think you were in the shower."
Jenni froze. That meant he had come home less then an hour ago. He had spent the whole night with Diane?
"What are you doing up?" The black giant was standing in the living room with his hands behind his head flexing his massive biceps. His body was almost so muscular it was disgusting, like a weightlifters only constantly flexed and rippling with muscles. "I figured you two love birds would stay in bed all day."
"I have to go to work today."
"If I had known that, I would have covered up." Ray suddenly seemed to notice his cock was jutting out, now probably a foot long and still not completely hard. As if it were nothing, he calmly reached down and stuffed it in his shorts without even bothering to turn around.
"I'm taking a lot of time off while Mike's here, but I still have to work a couple days a week."
"Well, I gots to gets me some sleep. Goodnight."
"Goodnight." Jenni stared at his big, hard ass as he turned and walked up the stairs.
Jenni opened the store and worked for a few hours before Diane stumbled in. The chubby woman looked horrible, like she hadn't slept at all. Her eyes were bloodshot and her cheeks had a swollen, rubbery look to them. She was also walking bowlegged and winced when she sat down to take a break. Despite looking tired and sore, Jen had never seen Diane looking happier. Still, she was not working up to speed and left work early to get some rest.
*****************
Still wearing just his shorts, Ray walked out to the mailbox as the postman drove away. Sure enough, there was a priority envelope addressed to him from the military containing his discharge papers. There was also another piece of overnight mail addressed to him. This one had a return address of King Pharmaceuticals in New York. He closed the mailbox, leaving the Scott's mail inside.
Ray opened his package and took out the little vial surrounded by packing peanuts. He went into the kitchen and opened the fridge. Mike seemed to drink a glass of milk a day, so he poured half the vial into the open carton of milk. The other half went into Jenni's two liter of diet pepsi. There was enough Xcite in the bottle, to leave Mike impotent for a month, maybe two, while leaving Jenni climbing the walls with horniness.
Later, when Mike got home from playing golf. Ray watched as he made some coffee. Mike then poured a little milk into his cup. 'bye bye erections', thought Ray as Mike sipped his drink. Jenni came home later and immediately poured a glass of diet pepsi.
"You two up for clubbin again?" asked Ray.
"God, no," said both Scotts in unison.
"I'm beat," said Jenni, "lets just watch a movie." "Got any porn?" asked Ray. Jenni turned beat red. "Just kidding." Just then the phone rang. "If that's Diane, tell her I've left already."
Jenni answered the phone. "Oh, hello Diane. No, I'm afraid he's left already. No, I don't have an address for him. If he calls Mike, I'll try to get it. Are you crying? He did say, he had a great time last night and wished he could stay here longer," she lied.
Jenni hung up the phone. "Ass hole! That's my best friend I just lied to."
"I'm only thinking of her. The poor bitc...thing's infatuated with me as is after one night. I don't want her to get hooked on me."
'I'm getting a movie," said Jenni shaking her head and leaving the room. What a conceited son-of-a-bitch.
Halfway through the movie, Jenni got horny. She didn't know why, the film was a dumb action movie she had put in for the guys. There was no nudity and little sex, but as she sat watching it, sipping from her diet pepsi, she got horny. Her breathing picked up and her pulse quickened. She shivered as a wave of pleasure traveled out from her breasts. Her nipples were hard and scraping her bra. Worse her pussy was juicing up so bad, she feared it might leak right through her soaked panties and leave a mark on the couch. "Honey, I'm tired, lets call it a night."
"You go up Jen, I'll be up after the movie," said Mike.
"You sure dear?" She put her hand on his shoulder and stared at him trying to give him the hint.
Mike stared at her kind of confused then frowned. "I'm sure, I'll be up in an hour or so." Now Jenni was frowning, Mike never turned down sex. Then it hit her. This powerful horniness might be her body's way of saying she was ovulating. "Mike, I think you should come upstairs."
"Go asshole," said Ray. "I think your wife wants some. A beautiful woman like that deserves a stiff fucking every night."
"Crude, but I thank you Ray. Come on husband service me."
"If you don't, I will buddy," said Ray.
"I'm going, I'm going."
********************
"Come on Ray, we're going to the beach," said Jenni knocking on his door.
"Cumming," grunted Ray just as a huge wad of semen flew up three feet from the end of his cock. The large strand of cum was close to five inches long. It did a somersault before colliding with his equally large second wad. The two wads fell with a splat on Ray's chest, soon followed by several more. Even when his cock quit shooting, sperm flowed down his shaft like lava flowing out of a volcano.
He cleaned the cum off and flushed the tissues down the toilet. He put his suit on and walked downstairs. Jenni was wearing sweat pants and a sexy, but modest bikini top. The pants hugged her hips perfectly showing off her belly and thin waist. She was packing lotion and other stuff into a big bag. "You look well rested for a woman who had wild sex all night," he said.
"Actually we went right to sleep," she said without looking at the black man.
"Shame, you'd think with only three weeks of leave, you'd try to get as much in as possible."
"You'd think that wouldn't ya," she replied looking both pissed and hurt as she finally turned to the black man and did a double take blatantly staring at his crotch for an uncomfortable moment. "You're wearing that?"
"Sure, it's my suit."
Ray was wearing tight panty style swimwear, like the kind swimmers or weightlifters wear. They were white and really drew attention to his crotch standing out against his black skin. His cock seemed to big for the suit, looking wadded up inside the material like he had stuffed a potato inside it. Make that three potatoes, his balls were equally as visible under the material.
Don't you want to wear a shirt or pants, it's an hour drive to Ocean City and we may have to walk a block to the beach."
"The sun already burned my people and there aint nothing on this body I aint proud of. I'd be doing a diservice to the ladies not to show them my goods. Bodies like mine shouldn't be covered up."
Jenni was inclined to agree. At that moment Mike walked downstairs wearing a hat, baggy shirt, and loose swim trunks. He was very pale from being on the sub so long, he was sure to get burned today. "You guys ready?"
****************
Jenni was still horny. She was mostly silent the drive to the beach. Last night had been upsetting to say the least. She had practically attacked Mike the moment they got to the bedroom and he had been completely disinterested. She pulled down his pants surprised at how small his penis looked. She had seen it that small once after he had gone swimming in a cold pool. He had explained the concept of shrinkage to her, but it had never been that small prior to sex.
Mike had turned out the light from embarrassment and Jenni did everything
she could to get him hard from sucking on it to tugging on it rapidly. Mike's normally proud six inch dick easily disappeared in her small cupped palm. Jenni had ended up masturbating and having a small unsatisfying orgasm as he slept beside her. His dick was no harder in the morning.
It didn't help that a giant black cock was riding in the seat behind her, Ray's large weapon just a few feet from her head. Ray probably never had trouble getting hard. The black giant had probably fed his big cock into every orifice on Diane's body just like the black porno stars did in "Sexual Reparations". A superior black cock was just what a horny white slut like herself needed. Jenni snapped out of her daydream and rolled the window down for some fresh air.



The beach was fun. Everyone, male and female stared at Ray as they walked from the parking lot to the beach. They set up camp and Ray whistled as Jenni pulled down the sweat pants, staring openly at her half-naked body. Mike turned a little red and looked pissed, but said nothing. "Nice," said the black man, " but there's one problem."
"Oh, what's that?" Jenni swore Ray's swimsuit was bulging out more then it had earlier.
"Too much material. Your figure deserves a smaller, skimpier bikini. I'd like to see you in one of those patriotic bikinis."
Now it was Jenni's turn to blush. Had Mike shown Ray her pictures? Oh god, not the nudes! Mike didn't look guilty, so she assumed it was coincidence. "Thanks I guess."
After that Ray left her alone the rest of the day. He spent more time with her husband. Whenever she looked up from her book, Ray was standing next to Mike or walking down to the water with him. It was hard not to make comparisons between the two standing so close together and Ray was the one who always came out on top. Ray flirted with every girl in a bikini that walked by from sixteen to fifty as long as they looked good. Ray often pulled Mike along with him as he hit on various women. Jenni should have been jealous and she was, but not with Mike. Instead, Jenni was jealous of Ray. Not one woman paid any attention to her husband as he stood beside Ray and Mike wasn't a bad looking guy. Ray's body and bulge got all the attention and Ray got a lot of phone numbers.
The three of them went in the water to cool off and playfully splashed each other. Ray scared her once, swimming under water and grabbing her ankle. Ray came up behind her and told her to hold her elbows tight against her sides. Jenni was standing on a sandbar as Ray put his palms on her elbows. The height was just right for his crotch to press against her ass under water. He pushed his plump cock against her ass just before he lifted her out of the water. Jenni flew through the air to splash in the water ten feet from where Ray stood. Jenni came up laughing, her ass still tingling from where Ray's cock had touched it.
They left the water and Jenni dried off. "Lets go get some drinks," said Ray.
"Alright," said Mike.
"You boys have fun," said Jenni wiping the towel across her face. "I'm gonna stay here and reeeaad..."
"What's wrong Jenni?" asked Ray looking down at her.
"N-nothing," Jenni went back to drying off. Ray had been standing right beside her chair, his crotch practicaly in her face. The white suit was clear when wet and she could see the huge outline of his cock and balls, his dark skin visible through the material. She could make out the hard crown of his cock head, the veins crisscrossing the shaft, and the mat from his pubic hair. It looked harder now then it had been earlier despite the cold ocean water and Jenni got a big thrill wondering if it was from when they had touched that had him so aroused. She had trouble concentrating on her book the whole time they were gone.
When they came back, they were drunk or at least Mike was. "Looks like I'm driving," she said.
"I'll drive," volunteered Ray.
"Don't lishten to him honey," slurred Mike, "He'sh ash drunk ash I am. Itsh his fault for buying all the shotsh."
"Booze doesn't affect me," said Ray.
"I'll drive just to be sure," said Jenni skeptically.
They gathered up their things and headed back to the car. Mike sat in back, drinking in the afternoon had him dozing off soon after hitting the bridge out of Ocean City. "Thank god," said Ray. "A lot more room to stretch my legs up front." Jenni glanced down her eyes zooming in right on his crotch. He still looked cramped. "Stop somewhere and we'll get some burgers to throw on your grill for dinner," said the black man before putting his seat back and closing his eyes. 'Damn him,' she thought, me horny, Mike wasted and limp, and the arrogant black man kept showing off his equipment. With Ray trying to sleep, she could stare at his crotch without him knowing it and she kept glancing over at him the whole ride home.
Ray's cock head extended an inch and his bulge plumped up as something excited the black man in his dreams. Jenni's hand gripped the knobby end of the gear shift and then stroked it up and down imagining it was Ray's cock. She was holding Ray's cock and it was the gear shift as she used it to shift. Then Jenni straddled his seat and moved the head of his cock to her hungry pussy. Jenni snapped out of it just as the car was drifting off the side of the road. She corrected the car and rolled the window down for air. Just being around his cock was making her think like a slut.
Both men woke up at the supermarket, Ray looking refreshed, Mike blurry eyed and groggy. Despite his outfit, Ray followed her in. An assitant manager hurried up to them and said, "shirt and shoes are required sir."
Ray turned and looked down at the little man. "I'll be quick," he said after an uncomfortable moment.
"O-ok sir," said the man gulping, his eyes wandered down Ray's chest, then fell on Ray's crotch. The little man's eyes bugged out and he took a step back, turning to scurry away.
Not wanting to be spotted with a giant, hulking, half-naked, brutish looking black man, Jenni ditched Ray and bought some hotdogs, burgers, and rolls for a barbeque. She ran into him in line, Ray had a case of beer under his arms.
They left the supermarket and headed home. "Don't forgetsh to check the mail." Mike moaned clutching his head.
Jenni obeyed her husband and stopped at the mailbox. "Still nothing."
"That's military efficiency for ya," said Ray.
Ray volunteered to man the grill while Jenni prepared the fixins. As soon as she was out of sight, Ray put a beer in Mike's hand, "to the navy," proposed the black man.
Mike looked like he had enough booze for the day, but couldn't turn down the proposal. "To the Navy." They clinked cans.
"Pound it," said Ray throwing his head back and draining the can. He crushed it afterwards.
"Pounding the beer made Mike's head spin. "Oooh," he groaned, "I need to sit down."
Rest up on the couch buddy, I'll get dinner ready." Ray pushed Mike down on the couch and sat his crushed can beside the white man's. "I'll be outside," yelled the black man to Jenni.
*****************
Jenni came out of the kitchen holding a couple paper plates. She stopped, looking disgustedly at her husband snorring on the couch. Two empty beer cans already lying beside him. He was really getting on her shit list this shore leave. She knew from experience, he wouldn't be waking until dawn.
Jenni carried some hotdog and burger rolls on a plate outside for Ray. She was staring at the plate to keep from dropping anything and wasn't looking at the black man. "Here's the rolls," she said.
"Got one big enough for a foot long?"
Jenni looked up and gasped. Ray had stripped completely nude in their backyard and was hosing himself off. His incredible body glistened in the sunlight. Ray's cock jutted out from his crotch, stiff, plump, and angled slightly downwards. It did indeed look like a foot long, and it wasn't completely hard. Jenni could do nothng but stare, entranced by it.
"Why don't you come over here and get a good look at it."
"W-what do you mean?" asked Jenni.
"Your curious about black cock. You've been staring at my crotch since we met. Now's your chance to get it out of your system." Ray turned the hose off and took a step towards her. He put his strong hands on her shoulders and started pushing down.
"But Mike's inside?" Her legs were shaky and weak. She gave in falling to her knees. His cock was now thirteen inches, straighter and just inches from her face."
"Come on Jenni, he's passed out on the couch. This might be your only chance to examine what a real man's cock looks like. Lucky for us he drank so much this afteroon. You can touch it."
Jenni had been staring at Ray's cock, the big bulbous head, the puffy blue-black veins, his huge pendulous balls. She reached one hand up tentatively and caressed the shaft with three fingers, a shiver of yearning running down her spine.
Her caress turned to a grip and his cock straightened out completely, the cock fattening and hardening in her hand. It quit growing at fourteen inches, the fat head flush with the shaft making it look torpedo shaped. "My god."
"Impressed?"
"G-god yes, I've never seen anything like it." "Makes your hubby seem pretty pathetic doesn't it?"
Jenni felt a twinge of guilt, but she couldn't help agreeing with the black man. "It's so big and thick. It's so hard and big. It's...big." At some point she couldn't remember, her other hand had come up to touch it and she was stroking it automatically with her right while her left gently massaged his huge balls. "I want to see you cum."
"Suck on it."
Jenni's whole body shook at his order. Her dark fantasies had returned as she stroked his cock, her dreams stronger with her proximity to his mighty shaft and his musky masculine scent. She wanted to suck on it. She wanted it in her pussy, even her virgin ass if her master so ordered it. Her belly should be full of her master's sperm just as his monster cock should be filling her fertile womb with his black, baby-making seed.
"I can't," she said wanting to cry at her loss. Despite his behaviour the last few days, Jenni loved Mike Scott deeply and wanted to remain a loyal and faithful wife, but deep down, she was starting to resent her husband.
"Jenni everyone knows a blow job ain't cheating."
"I'm sorry, I can't".
"You can't leave me hanging like this. The least you can do is jerk me off."
"I guess that would be fine. What do I do?"
"Use this." Ray had some vegetable oil out to clean the grill grate. He handed her the bottle.
Jenni poured the oil on her hands. Her hands now slid smoothly along his shaft. She ran her hands up and down, pausing to coat the head, then resuming her strokes. She fantasized she was a slut for Ray's cock, his slave, helplessly at his mercy. 'It couldn't hurt just to suck on it a little,' she thought, but did nothing. She'd never acually wanted to give anyone a blow job, but she was filled with a near overwhelming desire to please Ray. Taking it in her mouth would be so easy and take pressure off her tired arms, but still she resisted.
Ray lasted twenty minutes and Jenni had almost lost all the strength in her arms. The missle was pointed right at her face, looking harder and angrier then it had when she started. Jenni remembered the black men in the movie and how their cocks literally seemed to explode sperm. She opened her mouth gasping with fear preparing to point his cock away from her, but it was too late.
Jenni closed her eyes just in time as what felt like a glassful of hot pudding was thrown against her face. Something touched her lower lip and she realized it was the tip of Ray's cock, her mouth closing just as it filled up with more of his hot sperm. Sperm had already clogged her nose and she was forced to swallow his seed in order to breath. Another wad splattered across her chest just above her bikini.
Jenni wiped his cum from her eyes and looked up at Ray hulking over her like a giant, his still hard cock brushing against her chin. She felt like a completely new woman. She nuzzled his cock looking at it adoringly, even going so far as to kiss it. The tip was just inches from her mouth, sperm dribbling out of the end, her tongue flickered out and carressed the pee-slit, lapping up several spoonfulls of semen.
Jenni backed up a little ashamed of her reaction. "I'm gonna go get cleaned up."
"I'm gonna put some more meat on the grill. The last ones seemed to have burnt up."
Jenni opened the sliding glass doors and paused seeing Mike sprawled out asleep on the couch. What would he say if he opened his eyes to see his wife's upper body covered in a black man's sperm?
Ray watched her go, disappointed, but impressed by her will-power. He'd try again in a few hours and the pretty young wife wouldn't be able to resist him again. Some sperm was stagnating in his shaft, so he milked it out. Ray looked around, grabbing a burger bun and catching the dangling white cum on the inside top. He ran his cockhead around the bun until it was drained completely. Then he rearanged the lettuce and a slice of tomato over his cum. He'd need to be sure Jenni got this one and it didn't end up on his own plate.
Jenni was silent as she ate her cum burger. She had washed up, her hair wet, and was still clad in her sweat pants and bikini top. She was also finishing off the last of her Xcite-laced diet pepsi. Ray could see her hard nipples protruding out under her bikini as she stared off into space absentmindedly taking bites from her burger.
Jenni cleaned up, disappearing into the kitchen. When she came out, Mike was gone and Ray was sitting alone of the couch still clad in his tiny white briefs. He patted the empty space beside him. "Where's Mike?"
"I carried him upstairs to bed."
"I think I'll go join him. Today really drained me."
Ray grabbed his crotch. "It'll take a lot more to completely drain me."
"Good night Ray." Jenni left the black man sitting on the couch. Her legs felt like lead as she lifted them up the stairs, though they grew lighter the furthur she got from Ray's presence. There was something primal about him that made her want to submit, despite the fact that she loved her husband, despite the fact that Ray was of another race, and despite the fact that she really didn't like the black man. He was a bit of an obnoxious ass.
Jenni sat down at the computer and typed off a quick message to Blackmanta:
[Manta, I understand what you were saying about black men. My husband brought home a black friend and I find him hard to resist. He is built like you and has a cock to match. He wanted me to blow him off, saying it wasn't cheating, but I ended up giving him a handjob. I feel guilty for what I did and I love my husband, but I want this black man's cock. I've been so horny lately and my husband's in bed performance has been inadequate at best. What do I do?"]
Jenni didn't know why she was writing to another arrogant, obnoxious black man asking for advice with another, though it takes one to know one. After a dream where she was the various women in "Sexual Reparations", she awoke to find Manta had responded.
[What you do Jenni Scott is submit. This is the opportunity for you to discover your nature. You are a slut for black cock. My Jenni Scott had similar reservations. She told me how her horniness increased tenfold when she met me and how inadequate her own husband was. He couldn't even get an erection when I was around. It's only natural for the weaker male to grow soft and limp in the presence of a superior male,and for a female to want to submit herself to a larger more powerful cock. He's right, a blow job isn't cheating. Go show that black cock how much you appreciate it.]
Jenni replied to his email with thanks then clicked on the picture of Manta's massive erection, it was so similar to Ray's. She was nude in the chair and her hand found it's way down to her pussy. It was soaking wet, just like it had been every day since Ray arrived. Ray would be in his room, asleep, probably with one of those really big morning erections men got. She knew what she wanted to do, he could be on his way to New York by the end of the day and she'd miss her opportunity. Mike would be asleep for another couple hours. She put her bikini on to protect her pussy because she didn't trust herself nor the black man.
*****************
Ray woke up feeling something hot and wet around the head of his cock. He opened his eyes to see Jenni looking up at him wirh her lips wrapped around his cockhead. "You go Jenni, suck that black cock."
Jenni twirled her tongue around the crown, then up over the pee-slit. She stretched her jaw open to accomodate more of his huge cock, gagging as it pushed into her throat. "Hold on, I want to see that hot bod of yours while you suck it." Ray sat up and moved over to a chair.
"No, the bikini stays on."
"Why you doing this?"
"I had to know what it was like and didn't want this opportunity to pass me by."
"Well I don't want to miss the opportunity to see ya naked." "No, I need the panties for protection."
"Shit then, we'll compromise. Show me them titties." Jenni was about to object when Ray suddenly stood and ripped off her bikini top. Jenni felt her arms pulling back as he twisted the top around her wrists. Before she knew it, her hands were restrained behind her back. Ray grabbed her shoulders and roughly pushed her down. He moved around in front of her and waved his cock under her nose, her eyes following it hypnotically. Ray backed up and sat again, spreading his legs, that huge cock of his sticking out at a fortyfive degree angle. "Now finish what you started."
Jenni crawled on her knees, hands bound tightly behind her back. There was no way to describe this helpless, submissive pose. Ray could throw her down and rape her right there and there would be nothing she could do to stop him. Part of her wished he'd do just that, then she'd have an excuse for trying out his cock. Instead, she wobbled over to him and began licking his cock.
Her tongue touched every square inch of his cock surface before she moved her mouth back up to the head. Her throat was a little loose from earlier and she swallowed five or six inches pretty easily, then the head was pushing deeper into her throat then Mike had ever reached.
Jenni could have done a better job sucking him off had her hands been free. She couldn't steady it, she couldn't guide it, she couldn't use her hands to stroke it. All she had was her mouth. Her neck and upper back grew sore as she bobbed her head rapidly over half his shaft. Strange, but she enjoyed giving head to the black man. She never enjoyed sucking on her husband's penis, she had done it as an expression of her love, but never derived pleasure from it. If her own pussy wasn't screaming for attention, she would have been perfectly content to suck on Ray's fourteen inch cock all night or until her strength gave out.
Jenni's belly was even growling in anticipation of filling up with Ray's hot seed. The little taste she had gotten earlier had only whet her appetitie for more. She had never swallowed sperm in her life, never even let Mike cum in her mouth, but she was craving Ray's sperm now.
Luckily, Ray's stamina gave out before her strength did, but barely and thanks to his help.
Ray started bucking his hips into her oncoming mouth as his need to cum grew in intensity. He grabbed both sides of her head with hands that could have crushed her skull, but he was gentle, if aggressive. Ray started pulling her head down deeper onto his thrusting cock forcing her to swallow close to a foot. His mighty arms took over for her tired and sore neck muscles. Ray's cock head grew, swelling so big she feared it would wedge in her throat. When he came, it was with a bellow that she feared would wake Mike up.
If it wasn't for the fact that she could feel the pulse in his cock pumping, she'd barely know he had ejaculated except that the growl in her belly was disappearing. He pushed her head back until she could feel a steady stream of sperm traveling down her throat. He pulled out so that just the head was in her mouth and he ran his hand along his shaft, milking out the last of his sperm so that she could taste him. "Did you like sucking my cock?"
"You know I did."
"Imagine how good it would feel in your pussy." Ray turned Jenni around and untied her bound hands.
"Yes, I imagine it would feel good."
"Just give the word and this cock is all yours."



"Let me sleep on it."
"Don't waste time Jenni, that letter could come today and then I'm gone."
"I understand." Jenni left the room hoping to catch another hours sleep, but the need in her pussy was so great, she couldn't concentrate. Even if Mike could get hard it wouldn't satisfy her. The itch in her pussy was deep, only something big, something big and black could scratch it.
******************
Jenni got two unpleasant surprises that morning. Mike was sluggish getting out of bed, his head throbbing. Ray's cock had turned into an obsession with her. She got up to take a shower, imagining Ray was in there with her, he was sitting on the toilet while she road his shaft, then kneeled before him and took him in her mouth again. She had to fuck him.
Jenni dried her long blonde hair and dressed in shorts and a tank top. 'Not bad for someone about to turn thirty', she thought looking at herself in the mirror. Mike was awake, lying in the bed when she came out of the bathroom.
"How you feeling honey?" she asked.
"Bad."
"I can tell, your eyes are all red and your cheeks are puffy."
"Your cheeks look a little swollen yourself."
Jenni blushed, she had noticed her cheeks in the mirror, sucking off Ray two hours earlier had given them a rubbery appearance. "I drank a little too much to." She put her shoes on then added, "I know he's your friend and all, but I'd like Ray gone soon. He can stay one more day, but I'd like him to move on tomorrow. We can send him his discharge papers if they don't arrive today. I want to spend the next two weeks with my husband."
"Truth is, I don't really like Ray, I find his head is as big as...well, he's cocky and arrogant," Mike said. Jenni knew he was cocky, real cocky. Mike looked at her sadly. "Honey, I'm sorry about my lack of enthusiasm in bed. If things don't get any better soon, I'll ride down to base to check with a doctor."
"I understand." Jenni patted her husband's head and left the room. One fuck, that was all Ray would get, then he'd leave and things would return to normal.
Jenni went to Ray's room and got her first surprise. He wasn't there, but sticking out of his duffle bag was an enelope cleary marked United States Navy." She looked at it and found her address, attention Ray Harmon on it. His discharge papers!
Jenni was pissed, but also flattered. Ray wanted her so bad, he had lied about not getting his papers in the mail. She went down stairs, Ray had Mike's laptop open on the coffee table, but was in the kitchen. She joined him and began cooking some eggs. "You want a giant black sausage to go with those eggs?" he asked.
Jenni looked at him. He had an arrogant smirk that suggested there was no doubt in his mind what her answer was. "Yes. I'd like to try some black sausage, but just once and then you must leave. And, you have to wear protection," she added.
"No problem Jenni, but once you've had black sausage, you'll want it again and again."
"We'll see." They ate in the kitchen. "I'll be back, I have some errands to run. I'll have Mike go get some things at the hardware store latter and then we can be together."
"Can't wait."
Jenni left the kitchen and got her second unpleasant surprise. Mike had come down and
was sitting at his computer. "Ray was on here?" he asked her. Jenni nodded. "Hey," he yelled to Ray in the kitchen, "Blackmanta has some email." Mike had automatically logged into Ray's account just as Ray logged into his the time he got Jenni's pictures.
Jenni froze and turned pale. "What did you call him?"
"Blackmanta. That's his nickname. Manta Ray, get it? I thought it up, but we call him black manta cause he's black."
Jenni felt sick. "I need to get my purse, then I'm going shopping." Ray was staring at her, looking pissed he'd gotten caught, but he still had that superior smirk on his face like he still thought they'd be fucking by the end of the day. The bastard had been conning her since before the sub had even docked.
Jenni went upstairs on the pretext of grabbing her purse, instead she grabbed the envelope with Ray's discharge papers. She hid them in her purse and left the house, putting the envelope in her mailbox. She then called her husband on her cell phone and told him she wanted Ray gone today, before she got back. Mike wavered, but agreed. Then she told him to check the mailbox as soon as the postman came around noon.
Jenni got home late in the afternoon, hoping Ray was already gone. Mike was in the yard with a hedge trimmer, the lawnmower was out, but he hadn't cut it yet. Jenni entered the house, finding it empty. She headed up the stairs, freezing as a giant figure loomed over her. Ray stood on the top of the steps with his duffle bag slung over his shoulder. "Nice move with my discharge papers."
"I was hoping you were gone."
"Not until I get what I came for."
"You arrogant black son-of-a-bitch. I'll never sleep with you."
"You're a black cock loving slut Jenni Scott, deep down you know it's true, ya just wont admit it. Go check your email, then meet me downstairs."
Jenni ducked asside as Ray moved his giant form down the stairs. She fired up her computer and saw that she had gotten an email from Blackmanta. What she saw in the email sent a shiver of horror down her spine. All ten attachments labled "wish you were here" that she had sent her husband. Pics of her nude, god even a spread pussy shot! If this mess was happening because Mike had shown her pictures around, she'd kill him. She didn't wan't to rush to judgement though, maybe Ray had accidently goten them off Mike's laptop. The message accompanying the pictures was simple: One fuck and these are all yours. After that it read: Turn me down and I'll post them on every slut wife site on the net. After that was what made her give in. Ray had copied MIke's address folder which contained both their parents, all their friends, and the pastor who married them, email addresses.
"Your answer?" asked Ray sitting on her couch when she came down the stairs.
"You'll delete those pictures if I do this?"
"You have my word." Ray had already posted them on several sites and gotten plenty of email from men telling him how hot his wife was.
"Then I'll do it, but you must where a condom, it's not the safest time of month for me." In fact, it was her most fertile time of the month. "Where and when?"
"Here and now, I've been waiting six months to feed my black cock into that tight little pussy of yours."
"But what about Mike?" As she spoke, the lawnmower started up.
"We have till he's done mowing and you have a nice big yard."
"I'll get you a rubber."
"Hurry."
Jenni ran upstairs to her dresser and retrieved one of Mike's condoms. She was wearing a skirt and a nice tanktop that left an inch of her thin waist exposed. She reached under her skirt and pulled off her panties, anything to speed up the process.
Ray was leaning against the couch buck naked, black banana cock swaying down halfway to his knees. She couldn't help being impressed by his magnificent body, even if he had the personality of a jack ass. "Here's the rubber."
"Keep it, suck me hard and you can put it on."
Jenni didn't know what she wanted anymore. Did she want to commit adultery with this jerk? Yet her nipples were hard and her pantyless thighs were wet and clammy. Her labia even felt swollen and sensitive in anticipation. 'Just fuck the cock and not the man, Jenni,' she thought to herself. "I'm only doing this cause you're blackmailing me."
"Sure, whatever."
Jenni kneeled at his feet, her stomach already growling as she stared at his sperm-filled balls. His cock had already plumped up and risen a little. She took the head in her mouth and started sucking. Maybe if she did a good job, he wouldn't stop her and she'd get by with another blow job? She bobbed her head rapidly, finding it easier with her hands unbound. "Enough," said Ray, placing his hand on her forehead and pushing back. Instead, she grabbed his ass and pushed ten inches of his cock into her mouth and throat. "I said enough, slut." He pushed her off him this time, his cock shooting up to point at the ceiling as it was freed. "Time to push this in your pussy."
"Wait, the condom." Jenni unrolled the condom around Ray's cock head finding the rubber stoped an inch below the helmut."
Ray laughed. "You poor thing, no wonder you were hungry for a real man's cock."
Mike was average, but the thickness and length of Ray made the condom look tiny, like his cock was wearing a shower cap. "Where do you want me?"
"Lean over the couch so that your pussy's even with my cock." Ray walked around behind her, ripping the condom off as soon as he was out of her line of vision. He lifted her skirt, bunching it up over her waist. Jenni shivered as Ray rested his huge shaft along the crack of her ass. He was pushing it against her as he lifted her shirt up over her head. Soon her bra joined her shirt and she was naked for all intense purposes. "Your going to love my cock." "Just don't kill me with that thing." Jenni was scared now that it was actually about to happen, but her body was acting like it couldn't wait. Her pussy lips had parted from the moisture as if in anticipation of the fucking she was about to receive. Before spreading her legs, she even felt a jolt of pleasure between her thighs, suggesting that her clit was swollen and distended. She had a very sensitive clit, but it usually required oral stimulation to come out to play.
Ray smacked his hand between her legs and she widened her stance. He then pushed her back down so that she was completely bent over the couch, her feet now and inch off the ground, her ass raised higher then her head. He grabbed her waist and adjusted her some.
Jenni looked up and out the front window. Mike was mowing right under it. He couldn't see in do to the sunlight, but she could clearly see her husband just ten feet away completely oblivious to the fact that his wife was about to get fucked by another man. Jenni watched her husband sadly as Ray's cock head pressed against her. "Ooh Jeesus," she moaned as he pressed forward. The head plowed into her stretching her wider then she'd ever been. Just when she thought he'd rip her in two, her pussy closed over the ridged head.
Ray pulled back working his hips as he used her own wetness to lubricate his cock. The head acted as a plow, making room for the thick shaft. This was a cock that would fill her completely. A cock so hard and perfectly streamlined it would torpedo it's way into places no cock was ever designed to go. This was a cock designed to shoot semen in dangerous amounts to fill every recess of her womb. She shivered in fear thankful for the condom, but worried his huge amount of ejaculate would shoot it right off.
Jenni bit her lower lip as a wave of pleasure shot up her spine. The head had pushed deeper then Mike's (inferior?) penis ever could. Then Ray stopped. "Is that it?" she asked. It wasn't so bad, she could take this.
Ray laughed. He grabbed her arm and pulled her body up so that he could place her hand on his cock. She gripped at least seven inches of his shaft still not buried in her. "Oh dear god." He bent her back down.
The next inch made her pussy spasm. It didn't know what to make of the invader, but the spasms were pleasurable. Her pussy clamped down over the shaft, squeezing it tightly as if it feared he would pull out. At nine inches she could have cum if he had been fucking her, but he was just slowly pushing it in letting her body get used to it. At ten inches, she was sweating heavily and her hands were gripping the material of the sofa so tightly her knuckles were white. At eleven, she came. Jenni couldn't help it, his cock head just hit a spot that felt so good her pussy trembled around his dick. He continued to plow forward, coming to a halt at around twelve inches. Ray pulled back a little then slammed his cock forward, penetrating a little further, but not much. "Two inches left," he said. "we'll take care of that next time."
"Ooo oh, there's not gooona bee a aah next tiiime, sooo full." Jenni wasn't so sure. This felt good, real good. Her orgasm had been as big and as good as anything Mike had ever given her and Ray hadn't put anything into it. The thought of what this cock might be capable of scared her. "Oooo, Huuuury Rayeee, Mike's ahh...lmost done the front yard. Oh Jeeesus it's beeg."
"Bitch, I been waiting for this a long time. I'm gonna savor every fucking minute." With that said, Ray started working his hips. He started slow at first, just pulling out an inch or so, keeping her full, but then he started pulling out more.
Jenni was in a state of shock. She felt feverish, dehydrated as if all the fluid in her body had worked it's way to her pussy to keep Ray's cock juicy. "Ooo ooo aah aah aaaahhh...cumming." The head kept scraping that spot and it was driving her mad with pleasure. It was another good one and the orgasm made her see spots before her eyes. "Oh god, it's so big," she cried in a deep gasp for air as he pulled all but the very tip out, then she screamed as he slammed it forwards. "Oooh fuck. oooh fuck it's big." Ray started fucking her with twelve fat inches of cock and Jenni lost it. "Oooh fuck, ooh fuck meeee, fuck me, gimme that big cock. I lo.oh..ve.your black cock. Jesus cummming again."
Jenni was wrong about the orgasms, they weren't big, they were small and they kept getting bigger. Her hips were bucking wanting to push back into his thrusting cock, but her feet were off the ground. Big orgasms were coming every five thrusts or so and they seemed to run together into one long constant orgasm. Jenni briefly heard the lawnmower along the side of the house before she had a huge orgasm that made her close her eyes. When she opened them Mike was almost done the back yard.
Ray's thrusts were becoming more powerful, more driven, more eratic. He was grunting as he pounded her with a cock that felt more alive and bigger then it had just moments before. Ray bellowed and slammed his cock forwards. "Oh yes," she screamed as a torrent of cum flooded her fertile pussy. It triggered a mind-blowing orgasm that had her crying with pleasure into the couch. One thought dominated her mind before she passed out from the pleasure. 'Give me a baby. Give me a baby.'
*******************
Jenni came to her senses when Mike said, "Well good luck to you."
"Yeah thanks buddy," replied Ray. "Thanks for letting me use your stuff. Hope I didn't ruin your wife."
"What?"
"Ruin your life, staying here a few days and all."
"Naw, buddy, seamen gotta stick together."
Ray was standing in the doorway, duffle bag slung across his shoulder, blocking Mike's view of her. She pushed herself off the couch, using her shirt to plug her pussy from leaking all over the floor. Oh god, her pussy was full of sperm and she was holding it in with her shirt. Her fears had come true, the condom had shot off or burst. Then Jenni saw the condom sitting unrolled and pristine on the floor, unused. She felt like running over to strangle the big black man, but ran upstairs instead.
*******************
The next day Jenni had to work and strangely, Diane seemed worn out and was walking with a wide stance again. Jenni got a shock when Ray showed up to take Diane out to lunch. "What are you doing here?" she asked with a slightly squeaky voice.
"Oh, I came back to see Diane." Ray smiled at Diane and the plump woman seemed to melt under his gaze. Diane ran in back to get her purse, Ray turned to leer at Jenni. "I'm staying a week, but Diane thinks I'm leaving in the morning. Come over around noon and we'll fuck again."
Jenni felt her pussy spasm when he said that. "I don't think so Ray. You have to be the biggest asshole I ever met. I hate you."
"But you love my black cock. I ain't through with you yet, Jenni Scott. I still have the pictures. You'll be my slut the rest of the week or I'll destroy your life. I'm not going to tell you again...nice seeing you Jenni". Diane came out and the two left. Diane didn't come back from lunch.
The next day, shortly after noon, Jenni found herself naked and astride Ray's crotch as she slid her wet pussy along the length of his rod. She shivered from the pleasure just rubbing it gave her. He had blackmailed her into coming to his motel room, but her body couldn't wait to get his cock in it again. "Please, you have to wear a condom this time," she begged, moaning. Her hands were gripping Ray's hard chest while his were on her breasts, squeezing them and twirling her nipples between his fingers expertly.
"Nope, no rubbers. I'm too big for them anyway. I'll tell ya when I'm getting ready and you can jump off. I'll cum in ya mouth instead of ya pussy."
"Ok then," she moaned. Suddenly she was hungry and it wasn't for food. Jenni raised herself up until she was squatting over him. Ray held his cock up, helping her. Jenni lowered herself, not even realizing she was smiling from ear to ear from the shear happiness she felt feeling Ray's cock enter her.
"Mike gotten it up yet?" asked Ray doing nothing but lie there as she squirmed around on the end of his cock. "Doesn't matter now anyway," he said when she didn't answer.
Jenni opened her eyes, the dumb grin fadiing. "Why?'
"Do you think your pussy will ever be satisfied by his little prick again?"
"Yes," she lied. Ray was right, her pussy had felt different since the first time they were together like it was permanantly stretched.
For the first time, Jenni realized things would never be the same between her and her husband again. She felt guilty and sad, tears began rolling down her cheeks. Still, her hips were rotating around Ray's cockhead and she was slowly lowering herself over more. She was still crying when the first orgasm hit. After that nothing else mattered but getting more of Ray's cock in her.
Jenni had squatted over more then half his cock when she struggled to get her legs under her, switching from squatting to kneeling. He played with her breasts while she worked her pussy over his cock. His magnificent apendage gave her orgasm after orgasm.
"Are you my slut Jenni Scott?" asked Ray bucking his hips a little.
"Oh oh oh ah. Ah can't lie and say I don't like it, but I'm not a slut." She had taken more this time then she had the first. Jenni wondered if they continued to fuck, would she be able to take his entire cock?
"We'll see," said Ray bucking his hips harder.
"Jesus, fuck me, fuck me hard," said Jenni leaning forward on his chest and kissing the big black man. Little orgasms were going off like firecrakers in her crotch building up into a grand finale, a zen like state of orgasmic bliss that had her screaming loudly. Jenni passed out with a smile on her face.
When Jenni came too, they were still in the same position and his cock felt even deeper, it felt bigger too. Jeni realized he was about to cum. She sat upright, sliding down further along his shaft. Her hands came up to his rock hard stomach to push herself off him, but she was too weak from the workout and the orgasm. Her legs didn't work. "Ray, stop! Pull out."
"Too late baby," he groaned holding his cock deep in her as another gallon of his black baby making seed assaulted her womb.
When Jenni awoke, she was lying on the bed with her hips elevated by the bed's pillows. "I didn't want to get sperm all over my sheets," said Ray coming out of the bathroom sporting another hard-on. Jenni realized the pillows were keeping her full of sperm. She struggled to get up, but Ray got in bed, covering her with his body.
"Ray..." His cockhead was pushing between her pussy lips. "Gotta get up." His cock was sliding into her. "Get your sperm out.." The bed began squeaking as Ray bucked his hips. Jenni parted her legs, wrapping them around his hips, her crotch thrusting up into his. Her nails dug into his back as the orgasms started coming. She kissed his chest submissively. "Fuck me Ray. Fuck me. Fuck me with that black cock. Fuck me master. Fuck your slut. Fuck your slut. I'm cumming." The rest of her cries were muffled as Ray settled his chest over body.



"You're free of me Jenni Scott, I'll delete the pictures the next time I'm near a computer." "What about you?" she asked finishing dressing.
"I think I will fuck Diane all day tomorrow and then leave for New York.
"Oh." Jenni looked at her watch. She had spent four hours with Ray and she had only counted on being with him just over an hour. She had sucked him off once after the second fuck. He was still lying naked on the disheveled bed and even now looked like he could go again if given the chance. Ray would be wondering where she was. "I gotta get going."
"Have a nice life."
*****************
"This had better be fucking good," said the voice on the phone. "It's eight fucking thirty."
"Ray, it's Jenni." Jenni hated herself for calling the black man.
"Yeah, what you want?"
"Mike just drove down to the base to see the base doctor."
"So?"
"He'll be gone at least eight hours."
"Yeah, and?"
"I want you to come over."
"I planned to spend the day with Diane."
"I was hoping you'd rather spend it with me."
"Why do you want me over?"
"I w-want you to fuck me again before you leave."
"I aint wearing a condom."
"I understand."
"And I aint pulling out."
"That's ok, I want you to cum in my pussy."
"Why?"
Jenni swallowed, choking a little as she answered, "because I'm a slut for your black cock."
"I'll be right over."
******************
On the morning of her thirtieth birthday, several days after Mike had returned to the boat. Jenni got up and sat at the computer taking out her new foot long black dildo. She was horny for Ray's cock and masturbated to his pictures on her email. Today she reread them.
[Remember when I tied your hands behind you and made you suck me off using only your mouth? (Yes) Remember fainting from cumming so hard as you rode my big cock? (she did) I loved crushing you beneath me as I pounded your pussy into submission (she remembered that too). Remember when I bent you over the couch and fucked you from behind while your husband mowed the lawn? (God yes, her first real fuck) Remember how inadeqate your husband's little prick felt after fucking a real man? (No, Mike still hadn't gotten hard, though the doctor couldn't find anything wrong with him. Jenni knew her husband was intimidated being around a real man) Remember when I hooked your ass on black cock after your pussy was mine? (No, he hadn't done that) You're my black cock slut Jenni Scott. ("I am your slut," she cried jamming the dildo into her hungry pussy) Write me back so we can fuck again. (Would he come back if she did?) The picture will remind you what you're missing. Black Manta]
Jenni sent off a quick email after masturbating, begging Ray to come down for a day, offering to meet him in Jersey. Anything for his cock. She had just sent the email when the doorbell rang. She through on a robe and answered the door. It was Ray. "Make a wish," he said holding up a cupcake with a lit candle in it."
"I just got my wish granted," she said pulling him in.
Ray ripped her robe off as she began unbuttoning his shirt. Jenni stripped his chest, kneeling, frantically trying to get his pants off. She pulled his underwear down, smiling as she saw the red ribbon tied around his rising shaft.
"There's your present."
"I love it," she said. Ray was such a conceited ass, though it was the best present she'd ever gotten on her birthday.
"I knew you would. I also got you this."
Jenni took the bottle from him after kissing the tip of his cock. "Motion lotion?"
"You're gonna need it wear I'm going. We got some unfinsihed business to take care of." By the end of the day, her ass was hooked on his cock as much as her pussy, which by the way took his entire shaft for the fist time before he left for New York.
*****************
Mike got off the boat, impatient to catch a ride home. Jenni had said she couldn't pick him up and had been acting evasive since the baby came. He found out why later that day when a friend dropped him off in Salisbury.
Mike burst into the house, Jenni had her back to him breastfeeding his son. She turned around a sad look on her face. He looked down and saw his son's kinky black hair and then the black face. The boy was drinking gustily from Jenni's milk-ladden breast. "There's something I have to tell you," said Jenni.
Mike was hurt, shocked, stunned, but he forgave his wife. His impotence returned after he'd been t sea a month. Jenni let him fuck her, but it was never the same. he did seem to like sucking him off now, though she always sucked him long after he'd cum as if hungry for more sperm.
Jenni became known around town as a cum junkie. She slept with one black man after the other in attempt to find one who could fuck like Ray. She lost count of the number of black men she sucked and fucked. The problem was they were as unsatisfying as her husband. She kept in touch with Ray via email and once in awhile one of his black friends would stay the night with her on their way South. Ray's friends were all hung musclemen and those were the nights that truly made her happy. Sometimes, if Mike was on leave, the black man would make him watch. Jenni approved as it reminded her husband why he never satisfied her anymore. After awhile, Mike seemed to look forward to the studs sleeping in his house, in his bed, with his wife.
Those nights were far and few between for Jenni. She fucked a different normal-sized black man every night, sometimes two or three to better her odds of finding a hung one. Once she found a black man who'd gotten out of prison recently and had a killer body from weightlifting every day, but when he took his pants off his little seven inch dick looked pathetic sticking out of his muscle body.
She yearned for big cocks constantly and eventually her yearnings turned towards New York. Ray and his buddies, the interracial porn sites she belonged too, the interracial magazines she read all originated in New York.
The next time Mike came home on leave, Jenni was gone.
The End
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October 2001
"I got one," said Eric holding up the video cassette.
"Cool," said Doreen, "I hope it's nasty." The twenty year old was lying naked on top the covers of their bed on her stomach watching the little tv in their apartment. It was a sexy pose. Doreen's back tapered down to a thin waist, then two perfectly formed hills rose up, a beautiful, round ass that drew stares whenever she wore her tight jeans.
Eric pushed the video in, wishing they had money and could upgrade to a dvd player. He started stripping as his wife rolled onto her back. Her green eyes stared at him excitedly, long, curly brown hair framed her pretty face, one strand falling over her shoulder to curl around her dark red nipple.
Doreen had made Eric the happiest man on earth when they had started dating at sixteen. They waited a year before losing their virginity to each other and hadn't wasted a minute since having sex. Even now, Doreen was lying on her back watching him strip off his clothes. She had one hand rubbing her pubic hair and her legs were slightly parted showing off her pussy lips. She wasn't the least bit ashamed of her body, though she wished her pert little breasts were bigger then a B-cup. Eric on the other hand, wasn't much to speak of. He had short blackish-brown hair, a skinny out of shape body, and his face was pock marked from a bad acne problem he'd had in his early teens. Acne still covered his back and occasionaly his chest and arms. He'd of been considered cute, but for the scars.
What made Eric stand out and get Doreen's attention was his confidence. Despite his modest looks, he loved life and strolled around school like he owned the building. He knew what he wanted out of life and Doreen was it. She agreed to go out with him the second time he asked.
The couple snuggled up to each other on the bed as Eric pressed play on the remote. The porn he had rented started and Doreen's hand started toying with his prick, it turned rock hard in a second. After the two had lost their virginity, they both discovered that they really liked sex. Doreen went on the pill and they had fucked like rabbits ever since. They fucked in his car, in her car, on his car, in the park, in the kitchen, on the floor, in the bathroom, in a pool, and in the basement of the church three hours before they got married last year. Doreen loved sex in every position, anywhere, anytime, and she even liked sucking Erik's six and a half inch dick. She never swallowed, but she let him cum in her mouth. She had wanted to take him in the ass, but it had hurt more then she thought it would and they had given up.
The first six months of their marriage they fucked every day, sometimes twice as Eric often had a big morning stiffy. In recent months their sex life went from ten times a week to five and Doreen had started to get a little worried he was growing bored with her. Eric had mentioned finding and watching one of his father's porns and seeing another at his stag party. She asked him to rent one in the hopes of putting the spark back in the marriage. Two days a week without sex was becoming unbearable.
The movie wasn't very plot intensive. It featured a male and two female real estate salesmen as well as the male boss. The couples took turns fucking around with each other as well as clients to seal the deal.
"This is really getting me hot," said Doreen halfway through the flick. The sight of all those nude bodies fucking and sucking had her pussy gushing.
"Get on all fours," said Eric.
Doreen did as she was told facing the screen as Eric inserted his prick in her slick pussy. "Take it easy lover, I want you to fuck me while we watch the movie. Eric slow fucked her through the scene. "Quick honey, pull out, I have an idea," she said excitedly. "Let's do whatever the next couple does on the screen."
"Sounds cool." Eric pulled out and they both kneeled on the bed watching the scene. A female agent was letting a client feel her breasts through her blouse. He started unbuttoning it and she said, "Not until you sign on the dotted line." The man was sitting in a chair.
"Go sit in the chair honey," ordered Doreen.
Eric got off the bed and moved to the chair. The woman on screen was pulling the man's dick out and Doreen was proud that his was slightly smaller then Eric's. She began licking around the head of Eric's dick just like the woman was now doing to the man on the tv. Doreen then switched to bobbing her head over his dick, sometimes taking the whole thing in her mouth.
The couple onscreen swtched positions and so did Doreen and Eric. Soon, she was sitting in the chair with Eric's nice tongue worming it's way between her pussy lips. She had a small but satisfying orgasm watching the characters do the same thing on the tv.
The movie ended with the woman on her back, legs spread as her client kneeled between them with her legs thrown over his arms bucking his hips. Eric was sweating and Doreen could tell he wanted to cut loose. He kept slowing down his thrusts unable to keep up with the porn stud. "Here it cums baby," said the stud. Eric picked up the pace a bit, pulling out just seconds after the stud did. They both shot their loads across the women's bellys. The woman on screen started purring and rubbing the man's sperm into her belly and so did Doreen. "That was great," groaned Eric.
"Yeah it was. I think I like porn," said Doreen. "Let's get another one."
*****************
December 2001, 27 movies later
Eric pulled out and started stroking his dick over Doreen's chest. She squeezed her tits together just as he came on them. "Ooo yeah," she moaned rubbing his cum around her nipples.
"Alright," said Eric, "lets see what we look like."
Eric walked over to the video camera pointed at their bed and rewound it. The results were disappointing. "Oh man, your ass is in the way," said Doreen trying to watch herself get fucked.
"The blow job scene wasn't too bad," he replied.
"Shit, it missed the cum shot and the focus is off. We need a cameraman."
You wouldn't mind?" asked Eric surprised.
"Not really. I think it would be pretty cool to have someone watch us fucking."
Eric stared at his wife. He wasn't that surprised, she was always a tv nut, staring at daytime and nighttime soaps like a voyeur peering into someone's private life. Her wanting them to make a porno and now to have someone stare at them was just another step for her. The idea turned Eric on, but he wasn't sure letting another guy watch and film them was such a good idea. Several movie scenes they had been acting out over the past few months had involved two guys. There they were fucking away doggy style when a second man appeared and fed his cock into the woman's mouth. Doreen had moaned starting to fuck him back harder as if she wanted another man present. One time she was riding away on his prick when another man apeared on screen and stuck his into the woman's ass. Eric had been holding her ass cheeks while she rode him and he took the opportunity to push one finger into Doreen's ass hole as the stud pushed his cock in the slut's ass. Her resulting orgasm had surprised both of them with it's intensity. Eric didn't want another man to ever touch his hot wife. She may be turning into a nympho, but she was his nympho.
"You know that training seminar I have to go to in New York in March?"
"Sure," said Doreen. It had miffed her because it fell right on her twentyfirst birthday and he couldn't get out of it.
"Why don't you come with me? I'll search the internet to see if I can find someone to film us there."
"Really? You promise?" Doreen was staring at him wide-eyed with excitement, then she turned sad. "I wish I looked more like a porn star."
"What do you mean?"
"I wish I had bigger boobs."
"Your tits are perfect and you looked into it. A boob job will cost us $3000 bucks and that's all the money we have saved for a house."
"I know, I just wish I had tits big enough to wrap around your dick. Wouldn't you like to titty fuck breasts like those sluts had in the movie last night?"
Eric felt his dick stir again at the thought.
*****************
March 2002
"Fuck, fuck me, I love them."
"Touch'em baby, I'm so hot for you."
Eric grabbed and squeezed Doreen's breasts. He had no idea why she had gone for such big ones, her chest now measuring 42DD. They looked too big on her, but they drove him crazy. Plus, her dark nipples looked bigger now and were swollen a lot, looking like two red suction cups had been stuck on her boobs. Between her hot ass and her big tits, he was walking around with a constant hardon. Doreen liked them too. Her tops were all low cut and tight and she had bought a skimpy string bikini even though warm weather in Ohio was still many months off. She often modeled her bikini or new lingerie for him and the video camera. Her boobs and new wardrobe had wiped out their savings, but it was proof that money can buy you happines when it's used for a boob job.
One thing led to another and soon Eric was squirting cum into his wife's pussy as she bounced up and down in his lap. His face was buried in her breasts as she screamed, "Fuck me, fuck your porn slut."
"Shit," he said as she dismounted. "We need to control ourselves."
"I know," she replied. "Only one week till we make a movie in New York. We'll hold out till then."
"Well cover up that hot bod so I can control myself." They had decided to abstain so that Eric could shoot a big load on her tits when they made a movie, but hadn't been too succesful.
"Lets look at the website again, I can't wait."
Eric fired up the old computer and pulled up John's email. He had started searching for a man to film them in January when Doreen was getting her breasts done. Eric had made some queries here and there, posted some pics of the new, improved Doreen, and gotten many responses. He lked the one he got from John J Hammer the best, it included a link to a webpage.
The E&I website specialized in getting wives to loosen up and try new things. They owned a strip bar which featured weekly wife amateur nights. The pics all showed well-dressed white business men sitting around a classy joint while some gorgeous women danced nude on stage. They owned sex shops specializing in marital aids and couples relationship videos. They also offered to have photographers take top quality sexy pictures of wives for the husbands.
Jack Hammer and Eric had exchanged emails as well as pics of Doreen. Jack even said he'd film them for free which made Eric suspicious. Eric did a search for E&I coming up with dozens of sites not conected to Jack's. There were voyeur sites, magazines, videos for sale, and heavy interracial stuff, most of which were paysites, so he never explored them to deeply. Jack looked on the up and up so he accepted Jack's offer. Eric found out the catch in the next email from Jack. It read, "Would you be interested in making a real porn?"
Eric showed it to Doreen and she seemed real interested. Neither had any close family they'd be worried about catching them and it was doubtful anyone they knew would watch them.
Eric emailed back, "We might be interested, but we will only sleep with each other. Would that be acceptable?"
"Yes," came the reply, "and if your wife looks anything like those pictures you sent me, we will be willing to pay you $1000 dollars for one hot sex scene. We will need a good cum shot and you should refrain from sex as much as possible to build up as much sperm as you can."
The money closed the deal as it would help rebuild their house fund. The hard part was refraining from sex. They tried to quit for a month, but ended up breaking down about once a week. Doreen was hornier then hell at the thought of being an actual porn star and took to masturbating. Eric just tried to think of something other then sex, but it was hard with a horny stacked wife constantly around.
*****************
Eric finished registering for his seminar and returned to his room to collect his wife. They ate at a deli and walked the several blocks to John Hammer's adult book store. They both entered and Eric walked up to the counter where a giant black man was working. "Excuse me, I'm looking for John J Hammer," said Eric.
The black man looked up at him, then past him at where Doreen was staring wide-eyed at some magazines. "Eric and Doreen, I presume? I'm Jack Hammer."
Eric found his head rising up as the black man came out from behind the counter to shake his hand. Jack was probably 6'6", but not lean like a basketball player. He was beefy like a boxer and it was all muscle. He was very black, kept his hair short in a flat top. He also wore his shirt open to show off his chest and a gold hammer necklace. Doreen came up and shook his hand also, his meaty hand completely enveloped her own. Neither had expected a black man, but then Eric never notified people he emailed that he was white either.
"So nice to meet both of you. I'm a recruiter for E&I video, a prestigious XXX movie maker based here in New York. We've made a place for you in a movie we're working on now, though the plot and title aren't quite worked out. It doesn't matter, all you two have to do is show up tomorrow, have sex on film, and I will give you one thousand dollars in cash."
Sounds too good to be true," said Eric. Jack seemed well spoken for a black man
"There are some catches," said Jack. "Come into my office and you two can sign the contract."
"Contract?"
"Just a technicality. It states that you will engage in intercourse at our direction as well as perform oral sex and provide a cum shot. Otherwise, all the time and money we put into this production are wasted. You need to sign in order to get paid the money. You have abstained from sex for awhile haven't you? "
"Yeah and it hasn't been easy." Eric sat in the chair and looked at the contract. "May I have some water?"
"Help yourself," said Jack, the edge of his mouth curling up into a slight smile. "I know wandering around the city can dehydrate you."
A large water cooler sat in Jack's office beside his desk, it's presence making Eric thirsty. Both Eric and Doreen helped themselves to a cup full. Eric then purused the contract. It looked ok to him, but he had never understood legaleez and the print was small. He picked up a pen and signed it.
"Doreen needs to sign too," said Jack. "What time are you available tomorrow?"
Eric handed his wife the pen and she wrote in her name. "Not until at least six. My seminar ends at five." "That's fine. We run a nice, sanitary, clean operation. Be here tommorrow as soon as you can and we'll ride down to the studio."
They shook hands again and left the office. Eric and Doreen started walking around the store. "Come with me, I want to show you something," she whispered.
Doreen pulled her husband towards the front of the store to look at the prominent displays and he was immediately embarrassed. It was the interracial section which was almost as embarrassing as being caught staing at the gay section. "Honey?" he questioned then he noticed what she was talking about. The black men were huge. Their cocks seemed to be ten to fourteen inches long. "That can't be real," he said.
"They look real," replied Doreen though she had her doubts. Black men popped up in their porns once in awhile, but they hadn't been anything special nor did she find them particularily exciting. The ones on the covers of these magazines were all giant muscle men with huge cocks, not one average looking man among them. Not one black woman to be found on the covers either, the women were all white with the occassional asian. "Jesus, look at the dildos."
Eric looked up at the wall lined with dildoes of all sizes. They alternated black and white, the white resembling his own, the black ones all giants with names like the "black pussy pleaser" or the "King cock." "Lets look at the normal section."
The normal section was hard to find as more then half the store was devoted to interracial items from dildoes, movies, dozens of magazines, and letters of dirty stories. After staring at all the giant black men, the white men in the magazines looked inadequate.
That night, Doreen was tossing and turning as soon as they went to bed. "Eight."
"What's that dear?" asked Eric.
"Eight fucking days since I had your dick in me. I'm horny as hell. I can't help it baby, do me."
"No, we promised we'd wait." Doreen was already grabbing and squeezing his dick. Eric was surprised, but he had absolutely no desire for sex and after eight days he should have a constant hardon. "Tomorrow dear."
"Urgh," groaned Doreen frustrated. "Please honey, eat me then."
Eric spent about fifteen minutes between his wife's legs, but she failed to orgasm as his heart wasn't in it.
******************
A black man as big as Jack held the limo door open for the young couple from Ohio and Jack Hammer. They drove a short distance from midtown to lower Manhatten. "This is it," said Jack pulling up to an old warehouse near the docks.
"So this is where you make a stag film?" said Eric looking unimpressed with the building.
"This is also the headquarters of E&I Modeling. They do regular photoshoots as well as porn photos and movies, though those are done in the back so as not to scare off our more prudish clientel. The inside has recently undergone complete remodeling."
The inside was more impressive and somewhat busy. Several huge black men were walking down the halls towering over many young white girls. Jack lead them down a hall to a reception area where a haggard, but attractive blonde secretary sat sorting folders of pictures at a desk. She smiled at the group. "I'll inform Mr Jones, you have arrived." She got up and strolled through the office door behind her. She returned a few minutes later and held the door for them.
They strolled through into a well furnished office where another large black man stood up from behind a nice oak desk and shook their hands. "Welcome, I'm Tyrone Jones, I direct most of the videos filmed here." Tyrone was very black like Jack, but unlike Jack, Tyrone was very ugly and looked like a street thug. He had the typical negroid features of a broad, flat nose and big lips. Still, he had a powerful presence and seemed to dominate the room and Doreen couldn't help finding him exciting. Jack had the same quality. "Carol," yelled Tyrone to his secretary, "get our guests some water. So, you two ready to make a porn?"
*****************
Latrell was huge and handsome. He was well dressed and had a deep voice. He was head camera man and Jack would run another camera. Eric forgot about the black men dwarfing him when he saw the other female star. Terri Spalding was a classic American beauty with high cheek bones, shoulder-length blonde hair, and peircing blue eyes. Her body was as impressive as her face. She had long legs, a thin waist, full hips and breasts. She used the stage name Terri O'cherry. She had the body of a porn star, but looked like a spoiled, classy rich girl of around nineteen. She wore a robe.
"Here's our star now," said Tyrone. Another dark black skinned man had strolled into the room. He was model material, like a black Fabio. Long kinky hair fell down his back tied up in a band. He was wearing a tank top that showed off huge arms and was tight around a muscular chest. His face was as hard and chiseled as his chest. He was followed by a pretty young girl named Suzie who handled makeup. "Lamar Jefferson, these are our new actors."
Lamar ignored Eric and strolled up to Doreen smiling at her and looking at her breasts. "I can't wait to work with you." Doreen just stared up at him wide-eyed and blushed.
"Here's the story," said Tyrone. "The movie is about wife swapping. Eric's wife has informed him she wants to try black cock and won't take no for an answer."



"Hold it," interupted Eric. "Doreen and I will only sleep with each other. Tyrone looked down at him and Eric felt one of his legs start to shake with fear.
"Don't interupt the director Eric," said Tyrone. "I understand your situation. Doreen will be playing Lamar's wife so that when you swap you'll be with your wife."
"But I want to fuck Lamar," complained Terri, "not this white boy."
"You can in another scene," said Tyrone.
"Mr Jones," asked Eric trying to be respectful, "is this an interracial video?"
"Yes, as are all of our videos. Los Angeles dominates the standard porn industry while New York controls the interracial market. Suzie, take Eric and Terri to the makeup room. I'm just going to do some background story with Doreen and Lamar."
*****************
"I'm glad I convinced Terri to try your black cock Lamar," read Doreen. She was lying on the big king-sized bed wearing a robe. Lamar was lying next to her wearing only boxers. His body was magnificent and she kept glancing at his chest despite trying to read the cue cards.
"You realize baby, once she goes black she'll be my slut just like you?"
"I know, but there's enough cock in your pants to share."
"You got that right baby. You just be sure to keep her wimp husband busy."
"CUT" Tyrone got off his chair and walked over to the bed. "I'm not feeling that you two are married. You need to be more intimate. Doreen take your robe off and let Lamar play with your tits, then reach in his boxers and pull out his cock."
"I don't think Eric would approve. Where is he?"
"He's in makeup. Look, just touching it isn't cheating."
"I don't know..."
"Wait here." Tyrone strolled into the next room where Terri and Eric were sitting in make up chairs. "Heads up Suzi, I'll need them in thirty minutes." Tyrone walked back to the set. "Eric says, he has no objections if all you're doing is touching it."
"Really? Well ok then." Doreen stood up and removed her robe. She was wearing a pink bra and panties. The bra was tight to support her big tits and the panties were a thong. All four black men in the room went bug-eyed when they saw her body. She was pleased with their reactions.
"Action"
Doreen sat down beside Lamar. The black man wasted no time in unhooking her bra. "Dems some beautiful big tittties." He grabbed the one closest to him.
"Thanks," said Doreen breathing heavily. The week without sex was having a profound effect on her that started just after arriving in New York. She was horny, incredibly horny, the horniest she had ever been. Seeing Lamar's big black hands on her breasts was very exciting, more so then having Eric play with them. Lamar had also teased her nipples to full erection. Tyrone was waving a cue card at her to get her attention. She followed it's instructions and touched Lamar's hard chest. A shiver went down her spine as she ran her hands down to his boxers. She was a little envious of Terri getting to fuck this black stud. Her hand slipped under his boxers and across his pubic hair. It went deeper until she grabbed the root of his...cucumber?
Confused, Doreen grabbed the thick thing in her hand and squeezed feeling it swell a little.
"No way," she said her thoughts out loud. A huge cock shaped bulge ran down his boxer's leg moving up as she pulled it out. "Oh my god, holy shit, it's huge!"
"CUT. Doreen, you're married to that cock, don't act like it's the biggest one you've ever seen."
"But it is the biggest one I've ever seen." Lamar's cock was closing on a foot long and still growing. Her hand was still gripping the base, holding the shaft upright.
"Stay in character. You've been fucking that black cock for years. Your so hooked on that big black cock, that you want to share it with your married friend who's only had a small white one. We're gonna keep rolling."
Doreen read what the card said. "Stroke it, I can't wait for Terri to get her pussy stuffed with this."
"Cut," Tyrone rubbed his eyes a little frustrated. "Store it is an instruction, not a line."
"Oh, sorry." Terri started stroking it, her tiny white hand sliding up Lamar's dark black cock to the fat knobby head, then back down. "I can't wait for Terri to get her pussy stuffed with this." Lamar's cock had stopped growing at around fourteen inches and it was as hard a steel. The cock was streamlined and bulging with veins. She saw a bulge beneath his shaft under the boxers promising a mighty pair of testicals to go with his huge cock.
"OH MY GOD!"
The crew turned to look at Eric standing in the doorway aghast at the black monster his wife was stroking as if fascinated with it.
"CUT. We'll work with what we have. Move the cameras to the other bedroom. Eric, Terri go get in that bed. Suzie keep Lamar ready."
Doreen watched Eric approaching her, but Jack and Latrell pushed the cameras in his way and Tyrone grabbed Eric by the arm and steered him to the next set. She felt a hand on her wrist. It was Suzy the makeup girl. Suzy pulled Doreen's hand off Lamar's cock as her own hands replaced Doreen's who was reluctant to release it. The pretty young girl took the tip of Lamar's cock in her mouth and started licking it. She paused long enough to say, "Want some? You aint sucked cock unless you've sucked black cock." Doreen shook her head. "Good, I didn't want to share."
*****************
Eric was suddenly uncomfortable as Terri reached in his briefs, her palm completely cupping his penis. "I want to feel Lamar's cock inside me so bad. I hope it's as big as Doreen says it is." She pulled it, tugging on it to make it hard. It remained small and limp in her hands despite the fact that she was so beautiful. Three pairs of black eyes were staring at his penis, criticizing it, laughing at it. Were theirs as big as Lamar's? It didn't grow with his embarrassment, it shrank.
"CUT. You need to get hard Eric."
"I can't, I don't know what's wrong with it."
"Don't forget you signed a contract promising several sex scenes and a cum shot with Doreen."
"I'm sorry. I guess I'm just nervous. I'll do better with my wife."
"Try to relax," said Tyrone. "Go get another drink of water."
****************
"Thank you for setting this up," said Terri.
Doreen smiled at her. I felt weird laying naked beside another nude woman. They were both stroking each other, gently running one hand down along the others side from shoulder to hip. "Here come our husbands."
Eric kind of stumbled into the room like he was pushed from behind. He was naked and Doreen assumed he was cold because his genitalia had sunk up into his scrotum. Lamar followed him, his cock rock hard and glistening from Suzie's oral ministrations. The makeup girl had been so into blowing Lamar that Jack had to pull her off the black stud.
Doreen felt sorry for her husband. Lamar dwarfed over the smaller white man and was probably twice as wide as Eric. The black man had muscles on muscles with not an ounce of fat compared with Eric's skinny out-of-shape, pimple scarred chest and there was no comparing their penises.
"Terri, if this is the biggest you've ever had, you're gonna love black cock," said Lamar.
"Yes, I think I will," replied Terri as Lamar strolled over beside the bed and Terri began sucking his cock.
Eric shuffled over to Doreen and stood beside the bed. Doreen read her line. "This is gonna be a piece of cake after sucking off my husband's big black cock." Doreen sucked Eric's entire penis into her mouth staring out the sides of her eyes at Terri and Lamar.
"Jack, Latrell, " ordered Tyrone, "get closeups of their dicks. We'll splice them together to make comparison shots. Ladies, pull back and lick the heads so the camera gets them at full erection."
Doreen pulled back, her husband's normally proud penis falling out of her mouth little bigger then a Vienna sausage. She glanced over at Terri twirling her tongue around a black cock-head which alone was bigger then one of Eric's testicals. "Eric," slurpered Terri, "what's wrong? Aren't you enjoying this?"
No, he wasn't. Eric wanted to go home. He had absolutely no sex drive. This had been a big mistake. He looked over at his cue card which Tyrone was rewriting. He read it. "I didn't know t was going to be that big. I can't compete with that." The humiliation wasn't helping his sex drive either.
"He can't even get it up around a real man," laughed Lamar. "Come mount me bitch."
Lamar laid back in the bed and Terri quickly kneeled over his crotch. He held his massive cock up and both Doreen and Eric watched as Terri's pussy lips parted for the invading head.
"So big," moaned Terri. "So much better then my husband. Jesus, not even halfway and your in deeper then my worthless husband. I think I like black cock. Oh oh sooo big. I think I love black cock. Ah ah oh. I'm only letting black cock near my pussy from now on. Yes, yes, I'm cumming, CUMMING."
Eric and Doreen both watched surprise as Terri gave an academy award winning performance. Then they noticed fluid dripping down Lamar's shaft, matting his pubic hair, and soaking his crotch. Terri hadn't faked it. She had a real orgasm.
Eric noticed Tyrone trying to get his attention. The director was pointing at a cue card. "I've never seen my wife cum before."
"That's because your little white dick can't make me cum," said Terri climbing off Lamars cock.
"What have I done. I can't compete with that monster. Lamar, you can have both women"
Lamar reached out and grabbed Doreen by the neck and pulled her head down towards his cock. Eric realized what he had just said. "Hold it, you can't fuck my wife." "Yes he can," called Tyrone. "It's in the contract. If you can't provide several sex scenes and a cum shot, I can substtute you for someone who can. Fuck, you can't even provide an erection."
"This is bull shit. No one but me gets to fuck my wi..." Eric suddenly felt scared as Tyrone had appeared to tower over him. The black man had a way of cowering him by his presence alone. All four black men in the room had that aura of power about them. "Let me see the contract."
"Take a break," said Tyrone. "Eric and I are gonna discuss this in my office. Terri, please keep Lamar hard and ready."
"My pleasure boss," said the girl.
********************
"Let me see it," said Eric. He was sitting at Tyrone's desk. The black man's computer monitor had a porn running on it of a white girl giving another black monster cock a blow job.
"Where is it?"
Tyrone set another glass of water in front of Eric. "Try to relax and drink this." Eric picked it up and gulped down some mouthfuls. He had drank enough Xcite the last two days to remain impotent for months. "Look at article five, section three."
Eric flipped to the fourth page of illegible legaleez. There it was in black and white. E&I Video reserves the right to substitute male actors do to inadequate performances. No pay shall be provided. Furthermore, E&I Video may hold said actors accountable for production expenses. Eric wiped his brow. The porn on the computer now had two women sharing the black cock they were sucking on. "What does this part mean?"
"Oh, it means you owe us five thousand dollars."
"No."
"Yes. My time, cameras, film, Latrell, Terri, Jack, and especially Lamar don't come cheap. Don't worry though, provided Doreen gives us a good performance with Lamar we'll overlook your inadequacies as well as the money you owes us."
"No. No way. I'll go to the police. Get a lawyer. Besides, Doreen would never cheat on me."
"Are you so sure?" Tyrone moved the monitor so that it was facing Eric. A big-titted slut was getting fucked doggy style by the black man.
"No!" screamed Eric watching Doreen on the screen.
****************** Doreen was barely aware of Eric leaving the room or of Suzie sticking a glass of water in her hand, but she drank it to cool off. Lamar's cock had a way of insinuating it's way into her brain. Terri worshipped the big monster. She was sucking on it like crazy and Lamar had to keep forcing her to slow down. "Oh god I love this cock," said Terri kissing all over the head. "Come on Doreen, you got to try this."
"I...Eric..."
"Will begone awhile. Sucking ain't cheating. Just try it, I'll warn you if I see Eric coming."
"Yes, I think I would like to try it, just for a minute."
"You suck on the head, I'll do his balls," said Terri."
Doreen brought her face closer to his crotch where his cock scent was even stronger. She breathed deeply liking the smell. Terri was now licking two testicals that looked as big as the duckpin bowling balls she held once a week. Doreen didn't want to miss her chance. She leaned forward and kissed Lamar's black cock head.
Latrell put down the donut he was eating and motioned to Jack. The two black men took their positions behind the cameras and began filming again.
Doreen wrapped her lips around the head, amazed at the size and impressed that Terri had been able to take it down her throat. She wasn't about to let the other girl show her up and she began bobbing her head over Lamar's cock until the head pushed into her throat. She gagged, but fought it, swallowing more, breathing through her nose, concentrating on pleasing the black man. She had managed to swallow half when she felt pressure on her shoulder. She fought it, but the pressure grew as Terri pushed her off. Terri then swallowed it taking more down her experienced throat. Doreen bent down and licked Lamar's balls.
Doreen moved back up to the shaft and pushed Terri off. They both started nibbling the base of his shaft, their faces almost touching, working their way up to the head until to Doreen's surprise they were kissing, Terri's tongue slipping into her mouth. Doreen tongued her back until Terri drew back and held Lamar's cock out to her. Doreen smiled at Terri's generosity and took Lamar in her mouth again. "That's it Doreen suck that back cock. There's enough there for both of us. Don't you love it?"
"I do love it." Doreen held Lamar's cock out for Terri.
"Don't tell me, tell him," said Terri swallowing it.
"I love your cock," said Doreen looking up at Lamar. "I didn't know they got that big."
"You haven't seen a black man's cock then," said Lamar.
"Some, in movies, but they weren't any bigger then my husband."
"Losers must have some white blood in their veins," said Lamar thinking that E&I needed to go recruit those black porn stars out West before they gave blacks a bad name. He pulled his cock out of Terri's mouth and smacked it against Doreen's cheek until she swallowed it.
"Since this is your first time, I'm going to let you have the honor of swallowing the first load," said Terri holding Doreen's curly brown hair up so that Jack could get a closeup. "Just save some for me."
Lamar was laying on his back while the girl's laid on each side. He grabbed Doreen's head and began taking over. He bucked his hips making the bed bounce a bit, shoving three-quarters of his cock down her throat as he forced her head down into his thrusting cock.
Doreen felt like she was an object being used to get him off and she loved the feeling. His cock seemed to grow almost choking her and it even seemed harder if that were possible. It spasmed, leaping in her throat, hot liquid filling her belly. Lamar pushed her head back so she could taste him. Hot semen immediately filled her mouth until her cheeks bulged out and it dribbled down her chin. She gulped it down surprised that she liked the taste. Eric had cum in her mouth before, but she never swallowed.
Terri pushed her back and Lamar's cock popped free, a jet of cum shooting up between the two girls. Terri quickly clamped her mouth over the tip, purring as she swallowed her own wad.
The two girl's fought over his cock again, each trying to swallow the most semen. Doreen won out and ended up milking the last of his sperm out into her mouth. Then, Terri was kissing her again and she kissed back, but Terri's tongue was licking her chin, lapping up the sperm she had wasted. "Isn't black cock the best?" asked Terri.
Doreen nodded still surprised that she had enjoyed sucking another man's dick.
"Eric ain't back yet, why don't you try it in your pussy? I bet your horny as hell giving your first blow job to a black man."
Doreen was horny, hornier then she'd ever been in her life. The swollen nipples on her big chest were hard to the point they ached and her thighs were wet with her arousal. "I would, if he hadn't cum already."
Terri and Lamar both laughed. Lamar's spent cock had fallen over his thigh, plump, swollen and probably still over ten inches long. The black man just grabbed the end and gave it a couple tugs. The cock turned as big and hard as it had the first time she saw it except now it still glistened with the girl's saliva.
Doreen had been awed by it's size, then it's stamina, and now the amazing recovery rate this black god seemed te possess. She stared, awed by the monster cock until Terri started pulling her forwards placing her on all fours. Lamar was sitting up, then coming around behind her. He kneeled between her legs, cock poised at her crotch. Doreen found herself staring at Terri's full breasts until the girl pulled her head up, staring her in the eyes. "You're
so lucky."
Doreen was still a little dazed by recent events, but she agreed with Terri. She felt lucky. Lamar's big hands were now on her hips, adjusting them and then something hard and hot was pushing at her pussy lips. Lamar's cock head pushed into her stretching her labia wide, rubbing her swollen clit, and triggering her first orgasm with another man. Her cum helped coat the big cock even more and Lamar began rotating his hips pushing a little more in with each time. Doreen was still staring at Terri's face. "It's so big," she moaned.
"I know," responded Terri smiling.
"It's so big, so hard. It's so good." Doreen could feel another orgasm starting, this one building up where the first had been quick, catching her by surprise. Terri quit cupping her chin and placed her hands on Doreen's shoulders. The blonde began pushing back as Lamar was pushing forward. Lamar was already as deep as Eric had ever been, but the extra girth was enough to make this the best fuck of her life. The orgasm exploded, bigger then anything Eric had ever given her. "Oh god, fuck meeee."
Terri was still pushing her shoulders. "Black men need their egos stroked," she whispered in Doreen's ear. "Never forget to tell them what you are feeling."
"I love it," gasped Doreen. "This is the best fuck of my life. Your cock's so much better then my husband's. My pussy's never felt so stuf... cumming again!"
Lamar was fucking her hard now and Doreen was constantly screaming and moaning. The black man's powerful thrusts were pushing her down into the bed. Terri laid down spreading her legs under Doreen's head. As Doreen's face was forced down, she ended up burying it in Terri's pussy. Terri's arms quickly wrapped around Doreen's head holding her in place. Doreen never really ate Terri out, but her tongue did flicker out a couple times accidently.
********************
"DOREEN," screamed Eric running into the room. "STOP..."
Tyrone grabbed him from behind putting his powerful arm across Eric's neck. "It's too late white boy. Your wife's gone and fucked a black man. She'll never be happy with your little worm again."
"No," said Eric crying. He had never backed down from anything in his life, but his impotence, Tyrone's domineering presence, and the constant humiliation he had undergone cowered him. Tyrone released his grip and pushed Eric down into a chair. Eric slouched in the chair knowing he was no match for any of these black men, either as a lover or a fighter. As he realized this, he came to appreciate the three fucking right in front of him. Then Tyrone blocked his view, the black man was stripping off his clothes.



*****************
Doreen hardened her tongue, sticking it out so that each thrust of Lamar's cock pushed her tongue into Terri's pussy like she was fucking it.
Doreen looked up over Terri's mound, across her belly and between her breasts to see if she was enjoying it. Instead, Doreen was surprised to see Terri sucking on Tyrone's cock. Tyrone was ugly with big lips and a broad nose. His body was dark black, every bit as muscular as Lamar. His cock was beautiful though, shorter then Lamar's, but plump and still close to a foot long.
Doreen quit staring as a strong orgasm hit her so hard she saw stars. Lamar's cock was erupting in her pussy sending waves of his seed straight into her womb. Her orgasm lasted as long as his, the powerful blasts of his cum prolonging her pleasure until he groaned and pulled it out.
"Sorry Terri, but I want a piece of the new girl before she gets too loose," said Tyrone pulling his cock out of Terri's mouth. Terri mewled in disappointment following Tyrone's cock unitl she almost fell off the bed. She ended up crawling over to Lamar and licking his spent, wet cock while he rested on his back.
Tyrone laid beside Lamar pushing Doreen back and pulling her on top of him. He pulled her up onto his big cock which easily disappeared in her cum soaked pussy. "Damn bitch," he said pushing her back so that she was riding him. He kneaded her breasts, "this is the nicest set of tits, I ever seen and I seen plenty. Gimme the name of your surgeon before you go." Doreen came as she rode Tyrone, these black men seemed to have a way of drawing the orgasms out of her.
"Fuck man, that ass is looking good," said Latrell locking the camera pointed at the bed. "You cover man." He stripped leaving Jack as the only camera man.
Doreen was blissfully riding Tyrone's cock when she noticed Latrell coming up behind her. The black man was naked and sported a twelve inch cock that was a little skinnier then the other black men but still thicker then her husband's. Latrell was a giant, taller then six and a half feet and very handsome. Doreen saw where he was headed and blanched in fear. "Oh my god no, you're too big. I couldn't even take my husband there."
"Shuddup slut, it only hurts the first time," said Latrell. He had pulled a small bottle of k-y out of his pocket before stripping as if he carried it around in case of an emergency like a boy scout carries a pack of matches. He was already coating his cock with it as he kneeled behind her ass.
Despite her fear, Doreen moaned as Tyrone leaned up and took one nipple into his mouth. Latrell's hands grabbed her ass cheeks and spread them apart. His cock head pushed against her virgin sphincter. At first it refused to yeild then it pushed inwards, stretching open for a cock head as big as a golf ball. Doreen gritted her teeth as she thought her asshole would rip open. She struggled a bit, but both black men had firm grips on her body holding her in place. Just when she felt her skin would rip, it quit stretching as Latrell pushed his cock head all the way in.
It hurt again, but not as bad as the head pushed deeper. Latrell pulled back a bit. "You know how it's easier to take the pain of removing a bandaid by just ripping it off?" he asked.
"Yes," she moaned confused by his question.
Latrell thrust his cock forward nearly sinking all twelve inches into her ass. Doreen automatically bucked to escape the anal invader, but was helpless as the big head ploud deep into her ass. She was thankful for the k-y jelly and she was really thankful that it was Latrell and not Lamar who was noticably thicker. Her crotch felt like a turkey on thanksgiving, totally stuffed so full she could feel both cocks pressing against each other seperated by only a small piece of skin. Surprisingly, the pain was fading, turning into a dull ache and then it was gone entirely. They both started fucking her and soon she was cumming again.
******************
Eric felt a hand on his neck and he was jerked out of the chair by Jack Hammer. "Pay attention white boy," growled the black man. "I'm gonna show you how to work this thing."
Eric's hands were still shaking as he pointed the camera at Jack stripping off his clothes. Jack was African black and sported a cock to rival Lamar's. He climbed on the bed over Tyrone's head, his big balls almost dangling in the director's face much to Tyrone's displeasure. Doreen was now sandwhiched between Tyrone and Latrell as Jack pulled her head forward shoving his cock into her mouth.
Eric filmed his wife having each orifice stuffed. Eric pointed the camera up as Latrell got an intense look on his face, then down as the black man pulled out and shot a foot long wad of semen across Doreen's back and more on her ass cheeks. Latrell finished cumming and pulled back grabbing the camera from Eric and zooming in for a closeup of Doreen's ass.
The closeup showed sperm welling up from an overstretched sphincter and pouring down her crack. Latrell had shot a wad in her ass, then pulled out to get a cum shot. The closeup also showed sperm running down Tyrone's pumping shaft and coating his balls. Tyrone had cum also, but had continued pumping having nowhere to go trapped under Doreen and Jack.
Latrell forced Eric to man the other camera and fifteen minutes later Jack was spraying sperm all over Doreen's face and hair just as another wave of fresh sperm poured down Tyrone's cock as he came again. By now Lamar had hardened from Terri's blow job and she was riding his cock.
The film ran out of tape before the black men ran out of cum. Eric quit filming and sat down, slumping in the directors chair. The room reeked of cock, the smell helping to relieve the humiliation of seeing Doreen's black cock ravaged body. It was only natural for him to yeild up his wife to such dominant males. He felt like the runt of the liter staying out of the way of the bigger animals. He had witnessed a lot the last few hours. The black men had quit ignoring Terri, plugging all three of her holes while Doreen rested. Each black man came at least four times, Lamar six, his last orgasm still shooting more sperm then Eric came in a year.
Every orifice on both girls' bodies was stuffed several times by different black men. Doreen even took and appeared to enjoy Lamar's thicker cock up her ass.
Four massive black and two petite white bodies were laying in a heep in the bed when Tyrone pulled himself out and off the bed. He stood up and for once his cock wasn't hard. It was still ten inches long, thick, and plump, but it wasn't hard. It dangled straight down between his legs, occassionaly dripping sperm to the floor. He yelled, "CUT, that's a wrap."
******************
The elevator door opened one floor beneath Eric and Terri's room and to Eric's horror, his supervisor walked in carrying a soda and some snacks he had gotten from the machine. He stared silently as they rode up to their floor.
Doreen stank of sperm and sweat. Her face had flakes of dried cum on it and more cum had matted down her hair. She was leaning exhausted against Eric's shoulder barely able to move. The look of shock and disgust on his supervisor's face mirrored the look the taxi driver had on his face as he opened the cab door for Doreen outside the E&I Modeling building. Eric's boss left the elevator first without saying a word, quickly walking to his room. Eric helped Doreen limp to their own.
*****************
Doreen was still asleep when Eric left for his seminar. He sat all day at a table with his boss who wouldn't look him in the eye. When he returned to his room during lunch, Doreen was gone and she still wasn't there when his seminar ended. She finally stumbled in close to midnight limping and looking well-fucked again. "What happened?" asked Eric.
"I went back to the modeling agency to review my movie. It was so hot Eric, watching me get banged by those big black cocks. Here, they gave me a copy." Doreen pulled out a video as well as a stack of papers and placed them on the stand beside the bed. "They needed to rewrite and reshoot some scenes since we went off the script yesterday. Their now calling the movie, Doreen and Terri's Black Gangbang."
Eric picked up the stack of papers. It was the contract. "We got to do something to stop them from distributing that tape," he said.
"Why?" asked Doreen.
"We can't risk someone seeing you with those black men. It was just supposed to be us fucking." Eric wouldn't admit it, but not only was he worried of someone seeing Terri, he was worried someone would see his small shrunken dick on screen. Once his head had cleared and the black men were out of sight, Eric's confidence had returned, but he was ashamed by the way the black men had cowered him. "There's got to be a way out of this contract. Wait a minute, where's my signature, this one only has yours?"
"That's my contract. They're paying me $3000 dollars a movie to star in ten more movies over the next year. Honey, that's $30,000 for a few days work and they'll fly me back her when production starts."
Eric looked at her in horror.
"I'm gonna be a real porn star." Doreen was smiling happily as she said it.
THE END
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June Bugs: Part 3
An E&I Beach Story
Ginger arched her back so that her breasts thrust out. She almost giggled at the expressions on her admirers faces as the teen boys stared at her bikini clad body. Men were so predictable, her breasts could get her whoever she wanted. They were big, heavy and if she followed in her mom's footsteps, they would turn into huge udders sagging over a fat belly, but for now she wouldn't trade them for all the money in the world.
Nor did she look like her mother at this time. Ginger had gained five pounds in the last year, enough to turn her thin teen body voluptuous. Her bosom and ass jiggled excitedly when she walked or ran. None of the teen boys that filled the beach this senior week could resist staring as she walked by.
"So, what are you doing tonight?" said a boy. "Yeah, want to go to a party?" asked another.
"No thanks boys, I'm going to a club tonight." She smiled as the boys left. Ginger loved being the center of attention. Something inside her wandered if she shouldn't pick one to fuck tonight. She had hooked up with Fred, a hot lifeguard who rocked her world the first night, but had been a big disappointment since. His nice hard dick had turned into a limp noodle, their second night together made worse by the fact that she had been the horniest she'd ever been in her life that same night and was still horny. She hadn't given up hope, he was coming to the bar with them tonight, and she really liked him, but she really needed to get laid.
Worse, Fred had a black buddy with a foot long penis that she had seen fully hard playing strip quarters and she even squeezed it when no one was looking. That huge black cock had insinuated it's way into her brain and she couldn't look at Booker without picturing him naked. Her good friend Vicki was fucking him and had never seemed happier. Lucky bitch!
"Where the hell is Allison going?" asked Mandy. She was lying beside Ginger. Her friend had a skinny body with very pale skin and a beautiful face. Her breasts were medium sized, but looked big on her skinny frame.
Ginger followed Mandy's gaze. Allison was walking in the distance, talking with another black lifeguard. They were walking near a beach shack, probably going towards the boardwalk. "I don't know," she said looking at Mandy. When they looked back, Allison and the black guy had disappeared.
"I'm looking forward to tonight," said Ginger smiling as some boys tripped over each other staring at her.
"I guess. I just don't like hanging out with a black guy."
"A black guy with a huge dick."
"That thing isn't natural. No woman could handle something that big."
"Vicki hasn't complained." Allison shook her head at the expression of disgust on Mandy's face. "Get over it Mandy. Vicki seems happy and if I had seen that big dick first, who knows, I might of tried it out myself. How was that boy you hooked up with on the booze cruise?"
"He was ok, didn't last very long, but then we were both pretty drunk. What about Fred?"
"Still no action since the night of our room party. Sucks, he's so good-looking and was great that first night. I like him, but this is vacation, I need a good fucking."
"I can help," said a skinny boy checking her out as he walked by.
"No thanks," she said, then to Mandy, "Booker seemed to last all night with Vicki."
"Ain't natural."
"Speaking of Fred, he's waving for me to come talk to him." Ginger stood up looking at Fred in the distance on the lifeguard chair.
********************
Ginger pulled down the tight tee shirt. It left about an inch of her belly bare occasionally showing her navel. She knew men liked this look. A big star on the chest of the shirt seemed to emphasize her bra-less breasts. Small, tight shorts and sandals completed her outfit.
Ginger walked out of the bathroom into the motel room and saw that she wasn't the only one bra-less. Allison was dressed like Ginger was, only Allison's shirt showed off her entire belly, drawing attention to her belly button ring. Her breasts and nipples really stuck out under the shirt. Vicki was wearing a tight sun dress that showed every curve of her fantastic body. Ginger couldn't see any panty lines. Her formerly conservative friend wasn't wearing any underwear! Mandy was wearing a two piece blue top and skirt, that showed off her navel and complimented her pale skin. Ginger couldn't see her nipples and assumed she was wearing a bra. She strongly considered changing into something even sexier, not liking that her friends looked as good as she did.
There was a pounding on the door and Vicki let Booker in. He was followed by Fred and another black guy, Devon the islander. Booker gave Vicki a kiss so big, Ginger almost wondered if they'd stay behind in the motel room while the others went out. Then Devon gave Allison an equally big kiss, shocking Mandy who turned even paler if possible. Two of their friends had gone black! Ginger was instantly jealous as Fred came over and gave her a little peck on the lips. Allison had found herself a big black guy to satisfy her. She glanced down at Devon's crotch, knowing she would see a giant bulge and she wasn't disappointed. Then something weird happened, Devon leaned over and gave Vicki a kiss on the lips. Instead of looking upset, Booker did the same to Allison. What exactly happened last night while me and Mandy were on the booze cruise, she wondered?
Ginger held hands with Fred as they walked to the club. Mandy held back, the odd girl out without a date. Vicki and Allison were all over their black studs. They arrived at the back door of the club and a huge black bouncer let them in, staring at each girl's body as they passed.
Ginger's eyes lit up the moment she saw the crowded bar. This was the magical place people over twentyone partied at. This was a place where she could shine, be stared at while she danced, have men by her drinks, and just three more years to go till she could go to bars all the time.
It was everything she thought it would be. Ginger rarely left the dance floor, the guys bought rounds, returning with drink after drink in their hands. As soon as Fred was gone to the bar or bathroom, some man would move in trying to dance with her. The men left Vicki and Allison alone, knowing they were with the giant black men. Some were pretty cute and she almost wished Fred hadn't come along, she kept her fingers crossed praying he would get an erection tonight to satisfy her needy pussy. Even Mandy seemed to be having a good time, dancing with several men.
One time while Fred was at the bar, Vicki and Allison were in the bathroom leaving Devon and Booker to dance with her. Booker came in from the front while Devon moved in from the rear. They mashed her between them so tightly, she could feel her hard nipples bending against Booker's muscled chest. She also felt Booker's huge cock pushing into her belly and Devon's resting above her ass. The strangest thing happened when she felt their cocks, her pussy already wet and horny for days, suddenly got a fresh coating of lubrication. Her pussy lips swelled and slowly parted as if it were begging for their cocks. The sexual power these men gave off was unbelieveable. Ginger knew that if she didn't get out from between them, she might beg one or both(that was a new idea) to fuck her and betray her two friends.
Ginger squeezed out from between them just as the two girls returned distracting the black men. She found herself staring into the tee shirt covered chest of another large black man. "You are hot," said the man.
"Sorry, I'm here with someone."
"I'm not trying to pick you up, I just want to see your tits."
"Well that's forward." He was quite handsome.
"Name's Willie. Lift your shirt up and I will give you this hundred dollar bill."
Ginger stared at the bill in Willie's beefy hand. "Here?"
"Yes, here. You're the hottest girl in this bar. Show them to the world. Just lift your shirt up for a few seconds and I will give you the money."
Ginger looked at Fred. He was still leaning on the bar trying to get waited on. None of her other friends were looking at her. "Alright, real quick." Ginger untucked her shirt and pulled it up over her breasts. Her nipples were fat and stuck out half an inch, pointing upwards on her giant chest.
"Now smile and look over there," said Willie staring at her magnificent chest.
Ginger looked to her left and quickly pulled her shirt down in horror when she saw the other giant black man holding the video camera pointed at her. "What the..." Several people nearby had seen her and whistled, clapped, or made noises.
"Did you get us?" asked Willie. He handed Ginger the money.
"Yeah bro, you two look good together. That's a great rack baby. You oughta be in pictures."
"Who are you? What's going on?"
"I'm Latrell. We're makiing videos of hot girls."
"Listen, I'm underage, my mom will kill me if she finds out."
"Tough shit. Your hot bod is gonna be all over tv selling videos. "Girls Gone Black" is gonna make millions."
Ginger felt the color drain from her face. What do you mean "Girl's Gone Black"?"
"It was my idea," said Willie. "Make a video to sell on tv of hot, young, white girls showing their bodies to black men."
"My dad's gonna kill me," she murmured. "Hey, you didn't have my permission..."
"You took the money baby," said Latrell. "Goods for services. Tell you what, meet us outside where we can talk quietly and we'll discuss it. Who knows, you might convince us."
"Alright, give me a few minutes." Ginger looked for her friends, Vicki was closest. "Vic, I think I drank too much. I'm gonna go get some fresh air."
"I think we're leaving soon to go to the big party. Booker says it's a several mile walk."
"Ok, I'll meet you out front. Tell Fred where I went, ok?"
****************
Fred got back with a handful of drinks. "Where'd Ginger go?"
"Wasn't feeling well," said Vicki. "She's gonna meet us out front when we leave."
"I'll go wait with her," he said. It took Fred a long time to get through the crowd. When he arrived at the entrance, he didn't see Ginger, but he saw a girl that looked like Ginger a block away walking towards the boardwalk. She was walking between two huge male figures.
****************
"Look guys, I need that tape," said Ginger hurrying to keep up with the large strides of the two men.
"Nope," said Latrell. "You might as well go back to your friends. We're going to another bar for more pictures."
"Please, I'm begging you?"
"I wouldn't let you have the tape if you offered to wrap your lips around my black cock," said Willie.
Ginger gasped, the idea sent a surge of pleasure up her spine. She knew just by looking at them, that they had huge cocks. Cocks that wouldn't have any problem getting hard unlike Fred's. Cocks that would make her scream like Vicki had with Booker. "How about if I offered to suck both of you off then?
That stopped the black men. "You just got my attention," said Latrell, "but this tape is worth a fortune. A blow job won't cut it, I want to stick my cock anywhere I want on your body."
"Me too," said Willie. Ginger looked shocked, but her pussy lips were swelling again. Willie added, "don't pretend you don't want it bitch. Once you get some big black cock in you, limp dicked white men will never satisfy you again. You'll do it or your dad will see a black bar across his daughter's tits the next night he watches tv."
"Ok," she said meekly.
"Come on then," said Latrell taking her hand and pulling her down the steps to the beach. He led her under the boardwalk. "Get on your knees and take my cock out." Ginger just looked at him a little shocked. "Do it bitch, I don't have all night."
Ginger fell to her knees in the cold sand. Light from the street lamps filtered through the planks above her head, illuminating Latrell and making him look striped. He was wearing khaki pants with a belt, she reached out and started unbuckling the belt. Beside her, Willie was already stripping of his jeans. She pulled Latrell's belt out of his pants and ran the palm of her hand across his bulge. She gasped as she felt the length and thickness of it. Her hands moved up and fumbled with the buttons. She hurried though she didn't want to seem to enthusiastic, after all these men were essentially blackmailing her.
Ginger tugged his pants down and then grabbed his boxer shorts. She pulled his boxers out and down, watching his huge cock fall out like a felled redwood. His cock was as long as Booker's, but thinner. Latrell also didn't have the foreskin that Booker's had. Latrell's cock was a light brown with a lighter head. His cock-head was big and knobby. The shaft hovered, not quite straight out, revealing a huge nut sack as big as Booker's.
Out of Ginger's circle of friends, she was the only one who liked giving blow jobs. It gave her power over the man making them putty in her hands. Plus, it was only a few minutes work and she could sense when the guy was about to cum so she'd never had to swallow the nasty stuff. Her boyfriends and hookups had all been easy with penises 5 1/2 to 6 1/2 inches long, but this monster changed the rules.
Ginger reached up and grabbed the base, holding it steady. She stuck her tongue out and licked around the head, not even caring that her tongue touched some of his precum. She wanted to lick the whole thing, but was too anxious to get it in her mouth. She opened wide and swallowed the head, gagging as it hit her throat, then trying harder to swallow more. She was craving this cock! She had always thought of sperm as messy and nasty, but images of him covering her body and of him filling her mouth with his load were filling her mind, making her crave it more. An itch was growing deep in her wet pussy. Beautiful, buxom, blonde haired, blue-eyed, Ginger Wells, the head cheerleader and the most popular girl in high school wanted to have her body used by two black men. All her previous lovers, all the men she had blown and fucked, they had been the lucky ones to have her, but with these two men, she considered herself lucky.
Ginger managed to swallow half his length and looked up to see if he was enjoying it. The black man looked like a giant from that perspective, he was well over six and a half feet tall. He was unbuttoning his shirt and she ran her eyes down his muscular chest. She moved her head back and let his cock plop out of her mouth so she could catch her breath. Willie stepped next to him, she had forgotten about him she was so caught up in giving Latrell a blow job. Willie had stripped naked and she ran her eyes down his body, gasping at the size of his cock. It was beautiful, probably a little longer then a foot, thick as her wrist, and perfectly formed. She couldn't help herself, and leaned over taking the tip of Willie's cock in her mouth.
She sucked Willie for a few minutes, then he pushed her back while Latrell pulled her shirt off over her head. Topless, she stared at the two big cocks bobbing inches from her face. Entranced, she was barely aware, of being pulled to her feet so that one of the black men could pull her shorts down. Ginger, now nude kneeled again. She didn't know who to suck first, she wanted both of their superior black cocks in her mouth. Neither man seemed in a hurry to cum. If she didn't quit switching between them this would never end. Did she want this to end? Yes, but only because she wanted them to cum.
Ginger settled on Willie. She took his cock in her mouth again and started bobbing her head rapidly, wanting to taste his sperm. Latrell briefly laid down in the sand on his side and started sucking on her nipples. He played with her tits for awhile, before moving behind her. Willie lowered himself, falling to his knees and Ginger ended up on all fours to keep his cock in her mouth. She felt Latrell's strong hands squeeze the big, firm globes of her ass cheeks and then something was poking at her pussy.
Latrell's big cock head entered her wet pussy easily. Ginger couldn't believe how wide it made her stretch. The huge, hard ridge under the helmet was like a plow pushing deep into her pussy, the shafts puffy veins scraped across her clit causing her to tremble from a small orgasm. The orgasm made her choke on Willie's cock it came so fast and caught her off guard, she had never cum this quickly before.
This was heaven! She had never thought about having two men at once or of the pleasures a threesome could bring. Ginger stopped, she was thinking like a slut. "You are one sexy slut," said Willie grabbing her head and pulling her forwards so that more of his superior black cock entered her throat. She shivered from another orgasm when he called her a slut. The thought of acting and being used like a slut turned her on. Ginger quit thinking, focusing on sucking Willie off, but finding it difficult as Latrell pushed his cock in past the half way mark. She came again as his shaft plowed into virgin territory and the orgasms were getting bigger as she took more of his cock.
Soon, Ginger was taking Latrell's entire shaft and every couple bobs of her head, she would feel Willie's pubic hair tickle her nose as she swallowed him whole. The three quickly developed a rhythym and picked up the pace as Willie's cock started swelling up.
His cock was so hard and engorged, Ginger could sense Willie was close to cumming. She was bobbing her head furiously over most of his shaft. She would have used her hands to help stroke it, but Latrell was fucking her so hard, she needed them firmly planted in the sand to hold herself up. Plus, she was pushing back with her hands to match Latrell's thrusts. She would have been screaming out "Fuck me, fuck me," if her mouth hadn't been full.
A shadow moved across Willie's striped black figure and she heard footsteps above her. The footsteps paused as if the person was searching for something and then they started moving again. "GINGER," yelled Fred above her just as Willie's cock exploded in her mouth.
Fred, she had liked him so much at first, but he had failed to satisfy her needy pussy. What she had considered great sex her first night with him had been a joke compared with what she was feeling now. She would be laughing at him and his limp little penis if Willie's thick hose wasn't pumping sperm directly into her belly. Fred moved on calling her name several more times, the footsteps fading away.
Willie timed his orgasms just right, he pulled it out of her throat in time for one wad to completely fill her mouth making her cheeks bulge out and then pulling it completely out of her mouth to shoot his last wad-a wad still bigger then the combined cum all her boyfriends had ever ejaculated- all over her face.
Ginger tried not to spill any of his sperm down her chin, but Latrell gave her another orgasm and sperm poured out of her open mouth as she moaned in pleasure still trying to swallow what she could. When she recovered, Willie was standing over her, stroking his cock, milking the last of his semen out of it. Ginger raised her head to catch the long strand dangling from the end on her tongue. She ran it around in her mouth before swallowing it.
Next, it was Latrell's turn. He started pounding her pussy so hard, her hands slipped and she fell face down into the sand. Ginger raised herself back up, thousands of grains of sand now stuck in the sperm covering her face.
Latrell grunted and jabbed his cock into her pussy, holding it buried as he came. Hot cum flooded her womb triggering another huge orgasm, her biggest yet and Ginger fell into the sand again. When she recovered, Willie was lying on his back, holding his cock up. "Mount me," he ordered.
Ginger knew she should be heading back to the bar, but she obeyed him anyway. Willie's thicker, longer cock, felt completely different as she lowered herself over his shaft. Her stretched, sperm-soaked pussy took it easily and Ginger slowly rode his shaft, her eyes closed concentrating solely on the pleasure he was giving her. Willie leaned up and began sucking on her right nipple.



Ginger was in a pleasure-filled, dream-like state as she rode him. She looked down at her husband, past her bulging belly. One of her black babies was sucking on her right breast and if she weren't already pregnant her fertile husband would be planting another son in her womb in a few minutes.
Ginger was on the pill and a baby was the last thing she wanted, but the fantasy had her shuddering from an intense orgasm. She stopped riding him shaking from the waves of pleasure engulfing her. Her nails were claws digging into Willie's chest so hard that he grabbed her wrists and pulled them off him.
Ginger moaned with plasure, then pain as she gave birth. The pain was intense, but it was coming from her ass. She came to her senses just as Willie's slapped his hand over her mouth to keep her from crying out too loudly. Latrell was behind her pushing several inches of his cock into her ass. The pain was intense, but fading. He managed to stuff a little more then half in her ass and the pleasure of having both her holes stuffed with cock had her squealing with delight.
The men were awkward at first, but soon they started fucking her rhythymicly. They would alternate, then start fucking her at the same time. The anal stimulation seemed to make her pussy extra sensitive, her vagina clamped down tightly around Willie's shaft. She had series of orgasms so strong, they curled her toes.
Latrell came first. Ginger could feel her ass expanding and contracting with each spasm of his cock. Willie came before Latrell had completely finished. It felt like a hot geyser was erupting in her womb as Willie came. Both men pulled out, sperm rising up out of her holes to soak her crotch with cum. Willie slid out from under her and Ginger fell to her knees, more sand sticking to her crotch.
Ginger sat there without the strength to move as the two men dressed. "You were a great fuck," said Latrell buttoning his shirt.
"Yeah, anytime you want it slut, you got it," added Willie.
"Here you go," said Latrell tossing her the tape. It took Ginger a moment to remember what it was, then she recalled and nodded thanks at him, then destroyed the tape, pulling the film out of the casing.
Ginger kneeled in the sand for ten minutes before pushing herself to her feet. Naked, she walked over to the edge of the boardwalk and peeked up. There was a hotel a block away with a pool. She grabbed her clothes and walked naked under the boardwalk to the hotel.
Ginger's big breasts were bouncing as she dashed across the boardwalk. The pool fence was locked, but luckily there was an outside shower. She shivered under the cold water as she tried to get the sand and cum off her body.
Next time she fucked two black men, she would do it in a nice comfy bed.
Ginger stil didn't feel clean when she turned off the shower. She grabbed her clothes and looked up. Three drunk teen boys were staring at her nude, wet body. Their mouths hung open as they stared at her hard nipples, big breasts and pussy. She quickly dressed. Her shirt clinging to her wet body, the water soaking through so that her breasts were clearly visible. The boys continued to stare as she jogged off down the board walk.
As did Booker and Devon, their eyes not leaving her bouncing breasts. "Where the hell have you been?" asked Mandy.
Ginger ran up to her friends as they walked towards the boardwalk from the bar. "I've been swimming. I wasn't feeling well and thought it would perk me up."
"Where's Fred?" asked Mandy.
"I don't know," she responded. "I don't care either. It's time I moved on and tried new things."
"I'm glad you made it," grinned Vicki grabbing her arm and pulling her along before the rest. "I was afraid you would miss the party." Vicki then whispered, "I'm proud of you Ginger. I saw you leave with those two black men."
"Nothing happened," she lied afraid it would get back to her parents.
"Bull," said Vicki. "I can tell by the dazed look in your eyes and your puffy cheeks that you tried black cock. Isn't it the best?"
Ginger blushed and nodded. "You're right. I loved it. They're so big and they last so long. It was like all the other times I fucked some guy didn't matter. They wore me out. I'm not so sure I want to go to this party, I'm so tired."
"You won't be disappointed. Booker says there will be a lot of black men there."
That perked Ginger right up. This was their last night in Stony Harbor, she should do whatever she wanted.
"Lets pick up the pace ladies," said Booker. "It's several miles away, once the boardwalk ends."
Sperm continued to pour out of her pussy and ass, soaking her shorts, the whole way there.
********************
"You gave her a blank tape right?" asked Willie.
"Of course," responded Latrell. "That hot bitch is gonna be on the cover of "Girl's Gone Black."
"Good, I want to quit the water department and do this full time as soon as Solomon will let me."
They stopped looking at the huge, brightly lit beach house. A bonfire was lit on the beach before it and several kegs were planted in the ground. The upper deck was crowded with people. June bugs, white wives, strippers from the Zebra club, E&I porn stars, and dozens of enhanced blacks filled the house. "We should get a lot of film at this party," said Willie.
"You know, Solomon has all these rooms wired for video and the internet. We could splice together a pretty good tape."
"Yeah bro, we can sell an R version and a much higher priced X-rated version once they're hooked.
"I like the way you think Willie," said Latrell.
They approached the house and saw a black man wearing a robe with two gorgeous white women in string bikinis under his arms. The three walked up to a large outdoor hot tub under the upstairs deck. The two girls climbed up into the tub. The black man was bald with a devilish goatee. He saw the new arrivals. "Welcome gentlemen to the first of my weekly Saturday night parties."
"Thank you sir," Willie and Latrell said in unison.
The black man dropped his robe revealing his muscle covered torso and a men's bikini brief that hugged his cock so tightly, you could see every ridge on the huge shaft. He climbed up into the tub where his women waited him and saw two male June bugs were already in it oggling the girls and drinking beer. "Get lost," said Solomon KIng.
The two boys scrambled to obey.
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"I don't like being around those people," said my wife, Jenny, looking out the window at our two black gardeners mowing the lawn.
Jenny was wearing a short terry cloth robe and her curly brown hair was tousled prettily. I ran my eyes from her lean legs, up to her large breasts barely contained by her robe. My wife had just turned 30 which was 25 years my junior and she still had the figure of a girl ten years younger. She didn't work and we didn't have any children, so she spent her days exercising and sunbathing by our pool, wearing only a tiny string bikini.
I am the president of a successful technology corporation located in Philiadelphia, which was a two hour commute for me six days a week. We are very well off, with a large house in the country and a giant backyard. My wife is the daughter of a close friend, who introduced us at church. She is shy, conservative and I took her virginity on our wedding night nearly five years ago. She wasn't used to being around different people having grown up in a close knit family. Jenny attended a wealthy private school with a small class size and no minorities. Our gardeners were the only black men she had ever conversed with.
"Oh come on, honey, Mark and Jerome are nice guys. They work hard and besides they're only here on Wednesdays, one day a week," I said.
"I don't trust them," she replied. "They're always staring at my breasts and rear whenever I have to talk to them. Once they caught me in my bikini and I thought their tongues would hit the floor. I was so embarrassed, I couldn't look at them for a month. I'll never let them see my body again."
My wife didn't like men looking at her figure. When in public, she dressed conservatively and only wore a one piece bathing suit when we were on vacation. She wore a bikini only when home alone and was so insecure that I had to erect a large wooden fence around the yard to ensure her privacy, even though our nearest neighbor was five miles away.
Mark was riding the lawn mower around back and Jerome had just finished trimming the hedges. Sweat trickled down Jerome's muscular torso and he ducked into our pool shower to cool off. He didn't bother shutting the door and we watched him rinse himself off. Jerome pulled out the front of his shorts and let the cold water run inside, cooling off his crotch. He let the elastic snap back and I was surprised to see the outline of a large bulge under his tight shorts. He was standing about 75 feet away, under cold water, and it still looked huge. If my wife noticed how hung he was, she didn't say.
Mark came around the corner and approached me. He was of an average build, in his mid- forties, with graying hair. Mark owned the lawn care business and had hired Jerome this year as his business grew to more then he could handle alone. I opened the sliding glass door and went out to pay him.
"Mornin, Mr. Richardson," Mark said.
"Good morning Mark," I replied. "The usual price."
"Yes, sir. My that pool sure looks refreshing on a hot day like this."
I had already filled out a check to him and handed it over. "You're welcome to use the shower, Mark, but the pool is for just me and Mrs. Richardson."
"I understand, sir," he said. "By the way, we have some personal business to take care of next Wednesday and will be here on Tuesday instead."
"That's fine, Mark" I told him. "It's our anniversary, but we probably won't be celebrating until later, after you leave. Have a good day" . I walked back into the house and told my wife that I had to get ready to leave for work.
Jenny kissed me godbye, then playfully opened my robe, ran her hand down my large paunch and grabbed my penis. She started pulling on it trying to make me erect. My penis, was only about five and a half inches when erect, which was very rare these days, as I had developed erectile dysfunction after recent surgery. She pouted when an erection failed to materialize. I closed my robe and went upstairs to change.
Jenny followed me to the room. "Charles, its been so long since we've made love and I miss you so much. I think you should get some Viagra for our anniversary next week."
I hated the thought of needing a pill to make love to my wife and to tell the truth, sex was never that important to me to begin with as I am career oriented. However, I loved Jenny and her happiness was very important to me.
"Ok honey, I'll see the doctor this week about it."
"Oh, thank you, Charles. I can't wait." she replied looking thrilled.
****************
When I awoke Tuesday morning, I was alone and I got up to find my wife. I put my swim trunks on in the bathroom and removed a pill from the medicine cabinet. I quickly swallowed it and went out to the pool. Jenny was laying on her back in a tiny white bikini with her cd player's earphones on. She had obviously just gotten out of the pool and I could see the outline of her large pink nipples and her bush through the wet fabric of her bikini. She hadn't heard me come out to the patio. I noticed several empty margarita glasses by her towel. She saw me, got up, and headed over to our tiki bar. I was shocked to see her wearing a g-string bottom, that showed off her tight butt. I felt my penis stir for the first time in months as I watched her butt sway. She made two margaritas, brought me one and said, "Happy anniversary, Charles."
I noticed she was slurring and swaying on her feet as she said it. "A little early to be drinking, isn't it?"
"Well Charles, I thought we would celebrate early. As there is something special I want to do for you to show you how much I love and appreciate you. Did you take the pill," she asked?
"Yes and I feel something moving down there," I said. Then to my astonishment, my conservative wife kneeled, pulled down my shorts, and put her mouth on my penis right there in our yard. "Jenny, what are you doing? That's dirty," I said.
She let my penis plop out of my mouth and said, "Loosen up honey, its our anniversary and I wanted it to be special for you. Besides, Donna says she does it for Bill all the time and he loves it. Donna was her best friend and a lot wilder then Jenny.
Jenny swallowed all 5 inches into her mouth, easily and I relaxed, starting to enjoy the sensations. "It is rather nice," I said.
My cell phone suddenly rang. I answered it and heard my secretary sounding frantic. "Mr. Richardson, all the computer systems have crashed and I don't know what to do," she informed me.
"Jesus! I'm on my way," I replied.
Jenny angrily spit my penis out of her mouth. "Don't you dare leave me here all horny like this on our anniversary,"
"Sorry honey, It's an emergency," I said.
"It's always an emergency with you," she mumbled.
I hurried into the house to change, my erection already gone. I returned a few minutes later. Jenny was laying on her stomach with her cd player back over her ears, and her margarita glass empty again. "I'll make it up to you tonight," I shouted, but the combination alcohol and sun had put her to sleep.
I got into my Mercedes and sped off down the street. What has gotten into my wife, I wondered? Trying to suck my penis, and saying a word like horny was very unusual for her. I realized I had been neglecting her needs, taking her for granted, and I vowed to treat her like the angel she was...as soon as I got back from work.
I passed Mark and Jerome in Mark's old pickup truck heading to our house. Mark waved and I realized I had completely forgotten they were coming to mow the lawn today. I picked up the phone to warn Jenny, but there was no answer. I hit redial about five time, finally giving up. The phone rang as soon as I hung up. It was my executive assistant calling to say a technician was coming in immediately and thought he could have the computers up within an hour. I thanked him and turned the car around.
When I pulled up into the driveway, Mark's truck was backed up onto the lawn and had already been unloaded. There was no sign of either of the black men. I hurried around the side of the house, hoping to warn Jenny they were here. I stopped at the gate and peeked through the cracks. Jenny was still lying face down, asleep on the blanket. Jerome was kneeling behind her gently rubbing oil onto her back. As I watched, he gently worked his large black hands down to her buttocks and started to massage them.
My wife smiled and stretched. She kept her eyes closed and I could hear her moan in pleasure from the rub down. Why was my wife letting someone else touch her and a black man at that? How come she didn't mind that his big black hands were kneading her butt cheeks?
"Oh Charles, that feels so good," she lazily spoke. "I knew you loved me and would come home."
She thought Jerome was me! I then noticed Mark standing nearby looking nervous. I wanted to rush in and break up this party, but my feet were frozen to the spot. Jerome was wearing his tight shorts again and no shirt. His well muscled chest was glistening with sweat and his shorts bulged out obscenely. She opened her eyes and tried to roll over, but his left hand rubbed her back, holding her down, while his right hand was working it's way under her g-string. His oiled fingers entered my wife's vagina and began to pump in and out in slow. steady strokes. Jenny spread her legs wider so his big fingers could slip deeper.
The older black man was getting turned on watching them. Mark pulled his shirt off, then stepped out of his jeans. "Bro, I've wanted to fuck this rich bitch ever since we caught her in that little bikini a couple months ago." I was horrified at the sight of the large bulge under his white briefs and even more horrified when he pulled them down. Mark's penis looked like a plump brown banana, inches bigger then mine and he was only partially erect.
Jerome chuckled, "That's all you fucking talk about every time we come over here."
Jerome was still hlding her down and fingering her. I was close enough to hear the black men whispering, and Jerome's fingers squishing in and out of Jenny.
Jenny still couldn't hear them with the music blaring in her ears. She was really starting to get into his fingering her. She raised her butt up a little, thrusting back at him. Oh, Charles, it feels so good," she cried, "Make love to me now. It's been so long and I need it so bad."
Jenny tried to turn over again, but Jerome pulled up on her hips so that she was kneeling. He quickly stood up and removed his shorts. Jerome had a massive black penis that jutted out about ten inches, still not fully grown. He was twice as long as me and about three times as big around and it was getting bigger. He kneeled behind her and oiled his penis up until it was nearly a foot long. He then removed Jenny's headphones, untied her bikini top, ripped off her g-string, and positioned the huge head of his penis on her vaginal lips. He coated the head with the copious amount a fluid leaking between her legs.
"I need you in me," my wife moaned. "Give me all five inches, right now." Jerome looked down at his giant penis and worked the big head in. Jenny gasped with pleasure and I could see a big grin appear on her face."God, Charles, it feels so thick. The Viagra must be working."
Jerome fucked her with about five inches for a few minutes. She started thrusting back, moaning with pleasure. Jerome gave her another inch and Jenny's eyes opened wide with delight. "Ohh god, Charles. I feel funny... thick...bigger then normal. Gawd, it's good. I don't know whats happen.......Ah ah ah Ohhhhh." Jenny's whole body seemed to shake violently.
As my wife was experiencing the first orgasm of her life, she reared her head back, then turned to look behind her. She was radiant and beautiful, smiling as she suddenly saw Mark standing near her with his huge prick in his hand. Her smile faded. "Oh my god! Charles, that damn black animal is watching us. Do something," she said looked back at Jerome. Her eyes widened in horror when she saw the black man. "Ah ah. What are you doing? oh yes. so big," she cried. "This can't be happening. Ohhh." Jenny realized he was still fucking her and she was still pushing back into his thrusts. Jenny started to struggle, but Jerome held her in place firmly and shoved his penis in to the hilt. Jenny was crying now. "Please, too big. Please take it out. It hurts."
"You'll be beggin for more black cock by the time I'm done with ya," Jerome growled. "Besides, you asked me to fuck you. Mark heard it, didn't you?"
Jenny looked at Mark standing there with his ten inch cock in his hand. He started walking towards her. "Yep, Jerome, she was beggin you to stick it in, but she only asked for half yo dick." "That's because I thought you were my husband," Jenny cried.
"Your husband only has half a dick?" they both chimed in unison, laughing.
Jerome had stopped with his penis all the way in Jenny so that she could get used to his size.
She was still crying, but the look of pain was gone. Now she looked shocked and surprised. "Please stop, I'm married. I can't make love to another man especially a black one. I promise I wont' tell anyone. Please, I can't take your penis, it's too big." Her words didn't convince the black men, nor me for that matter. The sides of her mouth were curling up into a pleasurable smile and her nipples were rock hard on her hanging breasts. Jerome was holding still, but appeared to be concentrating on something. I think he was making his huge penis jerk because her body was making little spasms. Whatever it was he was doing, Jenny was getting into it. "Married," she said half-heartedly, her tongue running across her lips.
"Shut her up, boss," said Jerome. Mark kneeled in front of her and stuck his large penis in her open mouth. Jerome said roughly, "look bitch, first off, black men don't make love, we fuck, and we don't fuck with a penis, we fuck with a cock. Penises are for fat, old white men with half sized cocks, likes yo husband."
Jenny, unable to protest with Mark's large "cock" stuck in her mouth had apparently decided to just kneel there and take it. She was used to sex lasting about five minutes with me and must have figured it would be over before she knew it. Jerome had started to move. He would slide all twelve inches out and then quickly slide his "cock" in to the hilt. Since Jenny was not actively sucking Marks "cock", he was moving her head up and down on it. Several inches were disappearing in her mouth and slowly but surely more and more black cock disappeared down her throat. Jerome's slow, deep strokes, began to produce results almost immediately. Jenny's large breasts were hanging ponderously and her big nipples were swelling so big, they almost reached the cement. Almost imperceptibly, she started raising her butt to match his thrusts. Jerome and Mark noticed this change too and they high fived each other over her back. Mark reached down to play with her breasts. They knew they had her in their power.
"Shit, I hate you rich white bitches, always looking down on us black men, thinkin we be dirtying up your pools if we swim in dem. You all the same though, once you get a taste of black cock, you all turn into sluts." Jerome motioned for Mark to remove his cock from her mouth, which he did. Mark then slid under her and started sucking on her nipples.
"No," Jenny cried, "its not true, I'm not a slut. I love my husband."
"If your husband loved you, would he have left you here alone on your anniversary?" Jerome asked.
"No." Jenny shook her head in denial and a look of realization crossed her face. She shuddered, no longer denying the pleasure she felt. I could almost see a physical change come over her, gone was my shy, loving wife, replaced by a slut for the foot long black cock in her pussy. She started fucking Jerome back. moaning with pleasure.
Jerome said, "Thats it baby, now your getting into it." He put his finger in his mouth to moisten it and the slowly worked it into her ass.
"My god," she cried. "I've never felt so full in my life." Jenny screamed and shuddered as the second orgasm in her life worked its way through her body. Jerome removed his big cock with a plop before she was done cumming. "No, please I want more," Jenny moaned.
He flipped her over on her back and raised her knees into his arms. She smiled as he entered her vagina and started fucking her again, hard this time. "I want you to see who's fucking you. Jenny, do you like the way I fuck your pussy?" he asked.
"Yes, yes, god, yes." she cried as her pussy writhed around his cock whenever he impaled her.
"Then tell me how much you love it," he demanded.
"I love your big black cock. Fuck me like I've never been fucked before. Fuck my white pussy." Jenny had never said words like this before.
"Is it bigger then your husbands?" Jerome asked knowingly.
"Twice as big," Jenny replied. "Now I know what it's like to be fucked by a real man." Tired of being left out, Mark stuck his cock back in Jenny's face. She reached out, caressed it lovingly. "I swear, I didn't know god made cocks this big." Then she engulfed Mark's cock in her mouth and tried to deep throat him.
They had been at it for about 45 minutes now. I looked down and realized I was as hard as a rock. This was a better erection then the Viagra gave me. I began stroking my penis, and I realized that not only had these two giant black men dominated my wife, but they had dominated me as well. I had been too scared to move from this spot. I could of stopped this. I thought of myself as a half-man with a little penis. They had cocks and they used them to fuck. I could never give my wife the pleasure she was getting from these two. I had been stroking my penis for five minutes when I felt myself starting to cum.
Jerome was starting to shake with pleasure. "Here it comes, baby," he bellowed.
Jenny screamed as another large orgasm hit her when his cum hit the insides of her pussy. Jerome removed his cock just as another large strand of semen erupted from the head and landed on her flat belly. A large pool of semen started leaking out from Jenny's vagina.
Jerome sat back to rest and Jenny turned her attention to making Mark cum. He came quickly. Jenny's cheeks bulged out, and semen dribbled down her chin. She removed her mouth to swallow and Mark shot what looked like a shot glass's worth of sperm all over her pretty face.
I came when they did, I felt the semen well up in my balls and then a little drop trickled out. A second drop caused the first to drip to the grass. I sat down and cried.
I looked back through the fence when I heard a splash. Mark and Jerome were swimming in our pool, buck naked. Jenny was at the bar making them all margaritas. She sat between them on the edge of the pool and I noticed their cocks were hard again.
"Here's to the best anniversary, I've ever had," she toasted.
"Cheers," Mark and Jerome said together.
For the next hour, I saw Mark fuck her on the diving board. I watched as Jenny mounted Jerome's foot long monster and took Mark's entire cock in her ass. All of her holes were used by these two hung studs.
When I realized the party was winding down, I ran back to the Mercedes and drove down to the end of the street, parking where I could watch the house. I needed time to think. As I watched the house, Mark would come out to his truck, get his yard tools, and work for half an hour. Then Jerome would swap off with him. They had been at my house for six hours when I noticed them pull out of the driveway. I turned onto the road. Mark flashed his lights as I approached and I stopped. I nervously rolled my window down.
"Sorry, Mr. Richardson, but Mrs. Richardson forgot to pay us for all the hard (he emphasized hard) work we did today."
My voice was hoarse as I reached into my wallet and removed his money. "Didn't I pass you boys earlier today?"



"Oh sorry sir, but we forgot some tools and had to leave and come (he emphasized cum) back. Its hard to do the job when you don't have the right tool," he said. "By the way sir, we did some extra work around the pool for your wife and she said you'd give us a bonus."
I pulled an extra fifty out of the wallet and handed it to Mark. They thanked me and drove off laughing. I had given them a bonus for fucking my wife and making me a cuckold.
I went home and found my wife asleep. She had cleaned herself up and was sleeping contentedly with a big grin on her face. I woke her and she prepared my anniversary dinner of cold leftovers. She was silent through most of the meal.
"I was thinking about what you said about Mark and Jerome last week and I will replace them with another company," I told her.
"No way honey, I changed my mind about them," she replied. "They're the only real men around here with the right equipment." she added, "for the lawn that is."
I threw the Viagra away before dejectedly heading to bed that night. When I turned out the lights, Jenny sat up and said, "By the way, honey, I think that this time of year the grass is growing so fast we should get it cut twice a week."
"Anything you want dear," I cried into my pillow.
The End
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"Fucking animals!"
One black after another. Apparently some famous basketball player with a good reputation (Bull shit!) had raped some poor innocent white girl. After that was a story about the black snipers going to trial. Following that story, a black woman had been arrested for leaving a child alone in her house for two weeks after being arrested for something else. And two of these animals had the nerve to run for president!
Heather didn't normally watch the news. She found it much too depressing. It was always showing how blacks were dragging this country down. Not that her husband was a saint, he was overly fond of beer and had a gambling problem, but he had never raped or killed anyone. Luckily, he had quit gambling six months ago, but he still drank his beer every night. The six pack Frank drank nightly no doubt contributed to the disappearance of the six pack on his stomach over the last five years since they'd graduated high school. His six pack abdomen had been replaced by a lump of pale, shaking flesh.
Heather was worried that if his paunch kept growing, he might not be able to get his entire 5 inch pussy plower into her. She'd loved his dick back in school and had seen a lot of it then, but for each of the four years they'd been married, she was seeing less and less of it. When she did get some, she was usually left disappointed enough that she had to finish herself off alone in the bathroom. Lately, she felt there was something missing in her sex life.
Heather thought her husband was an idiot. Any man married to a hot bitch like her should be fucking her twice a day. Heather hefted her breasts and winked at herself in the mirror that covered the wall across from the couch. She hadn't turned the tv channel because she was painting her toes, sitting naked on the couch except for a thong. She applied the red polish to the small toe on her left foot just above a silver ring. She put her ankle bracelet back on then sat back to let the polish dry while more criminals with black faces appeared on the news.
Sick of the news, she turned to stare at herself some more. What the fuck was wrong with Frank? I was the hottest girl at Nathan Bedford Forrest High, she thought. The nearly nude body reflecting in the mirror belonged to a Fredrick's of Hollywood model, a stripper, or a porn star. Long reddish-blond hair covered her head, surrounding bright green eyes and lips painted to match her toenails. Her skin was milky white, smooth, with no blemishes except for the occasional freckle. Large, firm knockers topped her chest. They were so perfect, they should of been fake. Her boobs were capped by nipples the color of pink roses and the diameter of fifty cent pieces. Frank used to joke that they were so pointy, they'd poke his eyes out. Her stomach was flat and surrounded by a thin tapered waist. Her thong was light blue and with her legs propped up on the coffee table, she could see the outline of her pussy lips through the tight material as well as a little wet dot in the center. Remembering all the fucking she and Frank had done in high school had her feeling a little horny.
No woman should look this good, she thought. Heather's closest friends and rivals in high school were now, fat, haggard looking women with screaming brats sucking on rapidly sagging teats. Thinking about Frank and her friends had her amazed that someone's body could change so much between 18 and 23. No doubt, if Heather had been a mommy, her body would be as fat as her friends, but her husband had a sperm count so low it was nonexistent. Their doctor had been flabbergasted. Frank's semen was practically crystal clear and until seeing the doctor, Heather hadn't known that semen was supposed to be milky white. Frank's problem had finally been traced to a childhood illness. If they were to have children, they'd need to adopt and so the unused room in the trailer sat empty except for trash bags filled with Frank's beer cans.
There was a loud banging on the door.
Heather jumped startled. She wiggled her toes and decided the polish was dry. She grabbed a pink halter top and pulled it on over her head until the playboy bunny was nestled between her knockers. Her swollen pointy nipples were clearly visible through the stretched material.
The banging came again. The pounding was so hard, it shook the trailer.
"Hold your ass. I'm coming," yelled Heather. She grabbed small, gray, cotton shorts and pulled them on. Black lettering spelling the word, BITCH crossed the two perfect globes of her ass.
Her visitor pounded on the door again.
Heather checked herself out in the mirror. The bottoms of her breasts were visible under the halter and the stud in her belly button sparkled. The shorts rode low on her hips and the straps of her thong were visible crossing each hip. Damn sexy, but then she liked to show off her body.
"Open up," yelled the visitor pounding on the door continually.
"Gawd dammit," growled Heather finally pulling the door open. "What?" she asked the hard, perfect male chest she was staring at. The chest was encased by a tight, white tee shirt. She followed the tee shirt to the arms whose biceps were as big as her thighs and gasped when she saw that her visitor had dark black skin. "What do you want?"
"How'd that worthless husband of yours get a fine piece of ass like you?" said the black man. He was actually handsome with a crew cut and goatee, but looked like a thug with tattoos on his arms and a do-rag wrapped around his crew cut.
"What do you want?" she asked again. Heather was wondering it she could slam the door shut and pull the chain. Would it even keep out a man so big? It was too late though, the man was already pushing himself inside.
"Where's Frank? That dick you're married to, owes me money and said he'd pay me back today."
Heather felt a pit form in her stomach. Frank was gambling again and they were flat broke. To keep from staining her coffee table, the nail polish was sitting on a growing pile of second notice bills. She'd always known his fondness for playing the ponies would hurt them in some way. "What are you going to do?"
"Kick Frank's white ass if I don't get my money. Damn!" The black man said the later because he was taking in Heather's outfit or to be exact the body under the outfit. "That lazy man of yours is dead meat if I don't get my money. Worst employee I fucking have."
"You're Samson?" Heather crossed her arms across her chest, embarrassed that his gaze was hardening her nipples.
"Yeah, that's right," said the black man. "Now you can pay me or I'll wait for slow poke to get home." Samson punched one beefy fist into his other palm for emphasis.
"I don't have any money," said Heather, she'd spent their last cent on groceries and Frank's beer. Stupid shit head Frank had not only borrowed money from a black animal, but he'd borrowed it from his big brute of a boss. The man who could leave them even poorer. The man whom Frank constantly complained rode his ass every day screaming obscenities at him for being lazy and screwing up all the time.. "Frank's probably at the tavern since it's Friday. Would you like a beer?"
"Yeah."
Heather walked the few steps into the kitchen. She reached up to get a glass out of the cupboard. As she stretched, her halter rode up her breasts until Samson got a good view of her lower nipples. That's why Heather wore this outfit, but she never expected to be showing off her body to a dangerous black animal. She opened the refrigerator for a can of beer. The blast of cold air hit her breasts. Heather felt her nipples grow completely hard until goosebumps peppered her areola. Samson openly stared at them when she handed him the beer. "Perhaps, there's some other way we could repay you?"
"Bitch," said Samson reading her shorts, "you're the only thing in this shithole worth anything. If I can't have you, then I'll just hafta wait for fat Frank to get home. I should fire his lazy ass."
"Are you going to hurt my husband?"
"Only if he don't pay me what he owes me. Then he's dead meat. Holy fucking Jesus!"
Heather finished pulling the halter over her head and stepped back as the black man's large hands had unconsciously jumped up as if to squeeze her tits. Sally Jesse and Springer had taught her that black men were sex starved animals especially for white women, though they seemed to prefer their white women fat. She hoped her body would be good enough for Samson. Heather didn't have any money or valuables, but she did have one skill she excelled at. "If I suck your dick, will you promise not to hurt my husband?" Samson just nodded staring in shock at her tits. As an after thought, Heather added, "and you promise not to fire him?"
"Uh, sure baby, but you haft do whats I tells ya."
"Like what?" asked Heather suspiciously.
"Like to start, I'd like to see you out of those shorts.
"Ok," said Heather. She felt a little sick to her stomach at the thought of sucking a black man off, but in her experience the more aroused she made him, the sooner it would all be over with. She turned around and bent down to touch her toes, her bare breasts were visible between her legs to the black man. The word BITCH was staring at him as she reached up and slowly pulled the legs of her shorts down.
"Your ass is fucking unbelievable," said Samson grabbing his crotch. "Now lose the thong." He reached out and squeezed her two ass cheeks.
Heather jumped out of his grasp. "Hey! No touching!" She pulled the thong back up.
"No deal. There's gonna be touching. Now come here. NOW!"
Shit, she thought. He was going to run his dirty black hands all over her body. Heather was breathing heavily as she stepped forwards. She shivered with disgust as he bent forward and kissed her belly, slipping his tongue inside her belly button and around the stud. He grabbed her hips to hold her still and kissed up her stomach. Heather crinkled her nose in disgust from his wet kisses, but that changed when he reached her breasts. They'd always been overly sensitive. Samson's tongue slid up her lower breast and across her nipple sending a spasm through her body. The thick tongue came back down, this time circling her nipple before he sucked the entire tip between his lips. Heather sucked her bottom lip into her mouth to keep from crying out in pleasure. A moan did escape her lips as his teeth gently closed on her nipple and nibbled on it. Samson then sucked it like a baby for a few times before kissing his way over to her other breast.
This time it was a little different. Samson's mouth still gave her nipple a workout, but now his hands were also on the move. One hand slid along her thigh and between her legs. It moved up to her crotch and reached into her ass, grabbing the thong. Samson slowly pulled the thong down, using his other hand to pull the straps over her hips. His finger hooked the thong moving down the inside of her ass. The tip of his finger pushed harder against her ass hole making her jump, but didn't penetrate. Instead, it kept moving down. The tip slid across her pussy lips which much to Heather's shame were very wet, parting easily for his finger.
Samson's finger pushed against the entrance to her pussy, but kept going until it was teasing her clit. Heather hadn't been touched like this in a long time and she was struggling not to enjoy this. Her body was fighting her. Her clit was swelling as his wet finger teased around it. His finger then slid between her pussy lips again. Samson suddenly thrust his finger deep in her pussy just as he sucked her left nipple hard between his lips. "Oh fuck yeah," moaned Heather as she came all over his finger.
Samson was exceptionally skilled with his finger. He didn't stop after giving her the one orgasm. He held his finger in deep and started rotating the tip around while continuing to suck on her breast. Samson was a big man and his finger was nearly the size of Frank's penis. Heather closed her eyes and enjoyed the sensations. The black man's free hand came up and squeezed her ass cheek, one finger close to her anus. This time he did push the finger hard against her anus. Heather opened her eyes to protest as his finger pushed in, but found that instead of being unpleasant, she was cumming a second time.
Heather's legs went weak as the large orgasm wracked her body. It had been years since she'd cum, and never twice within minutes of each other and never one this big. Samson quickly grabbed her waist and lowered her to the ground as she collapsed to her knees between his legs. This wasn't supposed to happen. She wasn't supposed to enjoy it.
The buxom, strawberry-blond rested her head on his knees while she caught her breath. "I'll take that blow job now," he said.
Heather looked up to see that he had helped her by unbuckling his belt and opening his pants. He'd removed his tee shirt revealing his hard, muscular chest. Samson had the chest of a professional weightlifter and he put Frank to shame even when Frank was in shape back in high school. There was also a curiously large bulge underneath his slacks.
Heather's revulsion was disappearing a little as she reached up for his zipper. Samson may have been black, but he was a handsome manly man. She felt she needed to repay him for the two orgasms she'd had. Heather grasped the zipper gingerly and began to pull down. The bulge beneath his pants seemed to swell, the added pressure helping push the zipper down. Samson lifted his hips while she helped pull his pants down. She'd never seen another man's penis and was starting to get a little eager.
Samson wore tight white underwear that appeared about to burst. It almost looked like he had shoved a big knobby snake in his pants. She could see a serpentine head shifting. Heather found her hands were shaking as she grabbed the rim of his underwear and pulled out. That was just the opportunity the snake had been looking for and Samson's cockhead shot up not only beyond his underwear, but beyond his bellybutton. Heather stared at Samson's monster penis and she kept staring mouth agape in shock.
Samson's hand came down and pushed his underwear free of his nut sack. "Looking at it ain't gonna make it cum, baby. Use that pretty mouth of yours." Samson bent his cock forward and rested it on Heather's lips.
His voice brought Heather out of her shock. Samson's shaft must of been thirteen inches long and as thick as a big mag flashlight. "Fucking liar," she mumbled as she took in balls the size of tangerines. She was thinking about her husband and the fact that he'd told her he was well-endowed with a five inch penis. Samson seemed even bigger as he pushed it down and she stared down his shaft. He held his cock bent as Heather began to kiss and lick around the golf ball sized head.
Samson let go of his cock and the shaft sprang up to slap against his belly. Heather reached up and grabbed it, pulling it back towards her mouth. Heather paused, confused. She was acting as if she were eager to suck on this man's big black cock. She pulled her head back and stared at it some more. The swollen head was light brown while the shaft and the rest of Samson's body was dark black. A pulsing blue-black vein ran the length of his shaft and smaller veins crisscrossed the surface. The black man's big cock started getting closer to her mouth again and Heather suddenly felt Samson's hand on the back of her head, pulling her forwards. She gave in and opened her mouth.
Some point during the blow job, Heather began to enjoy herself. Actually, it was almost immediately. She took the head into her mouth and nimbly ran her tongue all around the surface. Her other hand found the shaft and started stroking it. Heather had thought she was skilled, but that was sucking on Frank's prick. Her husband's entire penis had easily fit into her mouth with just the tip teasing her throat. Heather felt like gagging with just Samson's cockhead in her mouth. Sucking Samson was a challenge and she loved challenges.
Heather forced the thick cock into her throat and started bobbing her head. Heather's throat made purring sounds as she took the cock deeper and deeper. "I think the slut's enjoying her dark meat," said Samson. Heather gave him a mean look, but continued bobbing her head. "Not as easy as little old fat Frank, is it? I bet I'm twice as big."
Heather paused for air. Samson was more then twice as big as her husband, but she didn't want to give him the pleasure of knowing that fact. "Just warn me when you're going to cum," she said before returning her mouth to his shaft. The base had grown slick now and her hand slid more rapidly along it while she'd managed to swallow seven or eight inches. Her free hand hefted and massaged his balls which were starting to contract. The thick shaft was swelling even thicker. It jerked in her mouth and Heather felt it pumping semen into her belly. Disgusted, she pulled back as more of the hot fluid shot down her throat.
"I'm gonna cum," groaned Samson, a little too late.
Heather's mouth filled with hot sperm and the head prevented her from spitting it out forcing her to swallow. Heather pulled back freeing the cock from her mouth just as it blew another wad which splattered from her nose to her neck. Heather pulled the spitting head down away from her face and several more wads covered her tits. Heather moved his cockhead around, using it to rub his semen into her skin and nipple. "It is white!" she murmured a little shocked. Her chin and breasts were covered with milky white sperm, so different from Frank's. It even tasted different, richer, more potent, filled with protein. It was like egg nog compared to skim milk.
"If your a good girl, I might let you suck me again some time."
"Not on your life," she replied, but found herself tempted. Would practice allow her to swallow the whole thing? "I just did it to pay you back."
"No, you did it so I wouldn't kick your husband's ass. He still owes me my money."
"Oh." Heather hadn't released his shaft. She was still stroking on it, awed that sperm would still pour out of the head every time her hand moved forwards along the shaft. It had only shrunk an inch or so and was still hard enough to fuck.
"Let me fuck you and we'll call it even."
"No. I'd consider it, but you're too big."
"I ain't met no woman yet who couldn't handle my black schlong. Now, you said you was broke and didn't have no money. Somebody's gonna pay me back. I'm just trying to do you a favor, see, and you'll be doing Frank a favor too. Now we can try and I'll just push it in a little at a time, see how much you can take and all."
"I'm not sure..." Heather jerked her head back as Samson's cock thrust forward through her hand, once again rock hard.
"Whatever. I need the money more then I need to get laid."
Samson may have needed the money more, but his cock seemed to be more interested in the sex. If anything it looked harder now then it had the first time. Heather just had to know how much of his big dick she could take. "I guess we could try."
"Ok. First, we should probably make sure you're juiced up." Samson laid down on his back on the carpet." Come here, baby." Heather made to straddle his waist, but Samson stopped her. "No, no baby. Lay down across my chest facing the other way." He waited until she had obeyed him then added, "Now back your pussy into my mouth."
Heather felt her already wet pussy get a little wetter at his words. Frank hadn't gone down on her in years and she'd enjoyed his tongue more then his penis. Samson grabbed her ass cheeks and spread them wide as she backed into his tongue. When it came, Heather nearly jumped off his chest. Samson missed her pussy entirely and his tongue licked her anus. She was thankful, she'd showered before he arrived. Samson swirled his tongue around her anus before moving it down to her labia and sending a shiver of pleasure up her spine. His tongue then slid back up to her ass, then down to her pussy. Heather began liking having her ass licked almost as much as her pussy. Finally, he quit licking up and down and just worked his tongue into the folds of her pussy. Heather found herself humping backwards into his rigid tongue. Samson's finger once again pushed into her ass hole and Heather found herself cumming again. Nor did Samson let up, he continued to steadily tongue fuck her. Heather grasped the big black cock under her nose and started kissing all over it as a way of saying thanks. Minutes after telling Samson, "not on your life," Heather found herself sucking Samson's cock again and another orgasm building. This was incredible. Heather had gone years without an orgasm and was about to have her fourth one in an hour. Soon her cum was pouring down Samson's chin.



"I think your ready to go," said Samson, pushing the exhausted woman up off him.
Still a little dazed, Heather pushed herself to her feet. She looked down and saw Samson grab the base of his cock and hold it straight up wanting her to mount him. Heather turned around and positioned herself over his cock. She squatted until the head slid between her thighs. Heather felt his large cockhead press against her labia, pushing it in, until her pussy lips parted around it. Her pussy stretched wide open until the head slipped inside. "Jesus, it's big. Just the head is ripping me in two," gasped Heather.
Samson brought his hands up to her knees and started rubbing them affectionately. "Tell me something, baby, when you remove a band aid, do you rip it off or do you slowly pull it off?"
"What?" she asked. What the fuck was he talking about? She was trying to fuck him and he was asking her about band aids.
"You heard me. Do you rip off a band aid or do you prolong the pain by slowly pulling it up."
Heather thought for a moment. "I rip it off, to get the pain over with as quickly as possible."
"Good answer," said Samson pushing hard against her knees.
Heather felt her legs shoot back. "Noooooo,' she cried as his cock impaled her. Samson bucked his hips and Heather bounced up almost flying off his cock, but instead slamming down harder into it. "Too big. Aaargh." Heather bounced up again and came down. Each time forced more cock deep inside her pussy. "No, can't take it. Too big." Her pussy molded itself and stretched around his shaft. She felt filled to capacity, but was amazed at every additional inch her pussy took. "Oh god, it's a big cock." Her pussy came down hitting his crotch. Heather had now taken the entire monster. "Oh fuck, it's big. Oh fuck. Fuck! Fuck me! Oh my god, I love it. Fuck me with that big dick."
"You like that black cock a lot better then Frank's dick, don'tcha?" Samson bucked his hips hard.
"God yes," cried Heather flying upwards and having an orgasm as she impaled herself again. "It's never been this good. Fuck my pussy. Heather flew up and down continuously. She realized Samson had quit bucking his hips and was lying still, yet she was still riding him. Her legs had taken over doing all the work. She was cumming every third bounce or so. Heather could barely concentrate from all the pleasure she was receiving, but one thought did pop into her brain. It was her most fertile time of the month. "Samson," she gasped, "whatever you do, don't cum in my pussy."
"You'd better slow down then."
Heather slowed her pace and the pleasure was only more intense. She could concentrate on every inch. She arched her back and started squeezing her nipples, while sucking her lower lip in. "Sooo big, sooo good," she moaned. Heather felt a big orgasm growing just as Samson started working his hips again to pick up the speed. He leaned up to grab her hips and held her still while bucking his crotch. Samson growled so loudly it startled her. Her pussy suddenly felt soaked. "No," she cried realizing he was cumming. The jets of semen assaulted her womb triggering the biggest orgasm of Heather's life. She collapsed onto Samson's chest with his cock still pumping her full of seed. Heather recovered just as Samson's limp cock plopped out of her pussy releasing a torrent of sperm. "Asshole, you were supposed to pull out," she whispered kissing his chest.
"Relax baby, I've had a vasectomy," he lied. "We can fuck all you want and you won't get pregnant." Samson decided he wanted to keep this pussy. This hick town wouldn't stand for a married white woman giving birth to a black baby. They'd leave town together just after Heather delivered.
Heather was feeling a little sad. She almost wished Samson had knocked her up, she was even imagining there was a warm glow coming from her womb as if she had been impregnated. Wow, their baby would be gorgeous," she pictured in her heads what their kids would look like. Heather glanced at the clock. "Shit," she cried jumping up. "Frank will be home any minute." Heather's thighs made squishing sounds as she ran to the bathroom.
When Heather felt presentable, she ran naked out to the living room and threw her sexy outfit back on. Samson was gone. She opened the trailer door to see the big black man talking to Frank. The two men parted and Frank approached her. She could smell beer on his breath. "Sam, said you paid him back for me," said Frank handing her a rolled up bill.
"What's this?" she asked unrolling a five dollar bill.
"The money I owed him. I couldn't buy lunch the other day, so he spotted me five. Last time I borrow money from him, he's such a jerk about it.
"Excuse me, honey."
"Where you going?"
"The big jerk told me you'd borrowed ten." Heather ran past her husband down the dirt road to where Samson was nearing his car. "Come back here, asshole," yelled Heather. Samson was halfway in his car when she caught up with him. "Five dollars, I fucked you for five dollars."
"Yeah, you'd suck as a hooker."
"You lied to me."
"Shit baby, I was just sitting there when you started taking your clothes off. What the hell was I supposed to do?" Samson grinned, sat in his car and started the engine.
"I said come back here, asshole."
"Huh?"
"Come back here. Same time tomorrow. Frank will be at the tavern."
"I'll be here. Hey, you did all that for five bucks, what'll ten get me?"
"Anything you want," said Heather meaning every word of it.
The End
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Gil Bates walked into the decorated gymnasium and all eyes focused on him or more correctly, his wife, Melissa. His beautiful blonde wife looked almost exactly like the head cheerleader she had been fifteen years ago. She looked like the actress Jeri Ryan, but not as pale and with large breasts made larger by giving birth to four children. That a 33 year old mother of four had kept the body of a stripper was amazing in itself and it was all from diet and exercise. Melissa kept herself looking good for her husband.
Gil on the other hand looked odd next to his stunning wife. He barely topped 5'6" while Melissa was a tall 5'11", and tonight she wore three inch heels making her tower over her husband. Needless to say, Gil looked forward to slow dancing with her tonight. He was still thin. His suit was ill-fitting, hanging loose on his body. Gil surveyed the room through the same black rimmed glasses he'd worn in high school.
Gil noticed someone waving and waved back. The man was Eugene Haythornthwaite. Gene was also skinny, had buck teeth and ears that stuck out too far. He had also married up. Desiree Haythornthwaite probably most resembled Jennifer Aniston, similar straight brown hair and a thin build, though Desiree had 36DD breasts. Unlike Melissa, Desiree wasn't all natural. Her breasts were a gift from her husband. She hadn't wanted them, but Gene did and she did whatever it took to make him happy. Desiree was also Gil's twin sister.
Sitting beside Desiree was a Tyra Banks look-alike, named Shawna. The black beauty had been the head basketball cheerleader and the second football cheerleader to Melissa. Her husband, Leroy, could have been the fat black kid in the movie "Old School" aged fifteen years. He nearly took up two of the folding chairs around the table. He had always been a bit of a clown and was laughing at a joke he'd just told. Shawna was laughing with him and lovingly holding out a pastry for her husband to bite into.
Gil and Melissa made their way towards their friends. Several other classmates raised their glasses to Gil as he passed. He nodded back at them and Melissa smiled. The men acknowledging Gil were all average Joe's and for the most part with happy, beautiful wives at their sides. Nearby sat tables of former jocks. Many had lost hair and gained weight. Some were still muscular hunks. Almost all had plain, plump average wives. A few of their wives were pretty, but they hadn't attended this high school. Fifteen years ago, Gil had upset the balance of power at his alma mater. The nerds got the girls. How, you ask?
They were nerds. Thus, they were smart and became millionaires. Nope. Gil made 35,000 a year as an accountant. Leroy was a janitor. The nerds all had huge cocks like in all my... that is other writer's stupid stories on the web? Wrong again. Gil's penis was 6.25" and somewhat thin like him. Gene was 6" even. Leroy did approach 7", but his obesity negated 2" of it. Did these genius nerds develop a mind control device? Not! This is the real world.
The answer is simple. Gil became quite skilled at one simple act that drove women crazy.
Confessions Of A Teenage Pussy Eater
"I think I'm drunk!" Melissa laughed at nothing in particular and fell back on the bed. She held her feet up, the cotton between her dainty little toes keeping her nail polish from running. The nearly six feet tall blue-eyed blonde was wearing only her bra and panties. They were lacy blue. The panty was a thong and the bra was very tight on her buxom chest. Her belly button was pierced by a blue gem to match her eyes.
"Me too." Desiree downed a shot of schnapps and threw herself on her bed beside Melissa. Desiree was wearing a nighty, the see-thru material fell just above her panty. Her panty wasn't a fancy thong, but simple flowery, Walmart brand. The material had crawled up between her crack. Desiree reached behind her and pulled the material out of her crack. "I hope you had a good birthday."
Melissa sighed. "If only Brad were here, it would be perfect". It was Melissa's eighteenth birthday and her boyfriend had to work. Brad was the quarterback and Melissa was head cheerleader. It was expected that they date. Melissa had given Brad her virginity several months earlier and the two were screwing every chance they got. Melissa got up to get herself another drink. They were at Desiree's house, whose parents were out of town. The cheerleaders had all gone out for a movie and pizza to celebrate Melissa's birthday. She was crashing at Desiree's.
Desiree rolled over on her back and the two friends chatted about bands and boys. "It's been a long night," yawned Desiree and was soon promptly asleep.
Melissa stumbled up off the bed. Her eyes ran down Desiree's body, her ego pleased that her friend was hot, but not nearly as hot as she was. Melissa's immature ego liked the fact that her large boobs got her all the male attention when she was with Desiree. Brad drooled whenever he got to play with them. "Hmm, Bradley," she moaned. "Why couldn't you be off tonight?" The booze was making her horny as she thought about her hot boyfriend. Melissa's nipples grew hard as she pictured Brad's muscular body covering her own.
Melissa knew she'd had enough, but she pulled herself to her feet and took another shot of schnapps. Her drunken mind decided that she should call Brad and he could sneak over after work so they could fuck. Melissa knew that the Bate's kept a phone in the den and the drunk teen snuck out on her sleeping friend.
*****************
Gil Bates had decided to spend his parent free night having a Lord Of The Rings: Special Edition marathon on the dvd player in the den. He was psyching himself up for the third movie's dvd release in a couple months. He was into the seventh hour of his marathon when he heard someone stumbling down the stairs. He rolled his eyes thinking it was his sister, but when he turned around to look his eighteen year old body nearly had a heart attack.
Melissa Johnson walked into the room wearing only her underwear. Gil had seen her in many a bikini over the last three years that she'd been friends with his sister and she looked awesome, but this image would remain in his brain forever. Worse, she bumped her knee and spun around giving Gil the view of her perfect ass cheeks. Melissa saw him and seemed not to care about her wardrobe. "Hey, Bill."
"Melissa." She knew damned well what his name was, but always called him something else. Gil was naked except for pajama bottoms and about to have a conversation with the hottest girl in high school wearing only her underwear. The whole thing seemed a bit surreal to him. Suddenly, Gil remembered what he had been watching and Melissa's complete disdain for all things sci fi or fantasy. Without taking his eyes off Melissa, he reached for the remote and switched the dvd player off. "What brings you down here?"
Melissa couldn't call Brad to sneak over in front of skinny little Gil. "Oh nothing," she shrugged. "Just couldn't schleep, thatsh all. What are you watching?"
"Nothing much," replied Gil hearing moaning coming from behind him. He turned white as a ghost realizing that the channel needed to play the dvd player also was the adult channel. His dad had blocked it on the living room TV, but kept it in his private den. Gil had watched it for awhile earlier.
"You little pervert," said Melissa leaning over the couch to stare at the screen. "Wow, they're actually fucking. I've never seen a porno before."
"Why don't you sit down and watch some of it. I mean, if you don't want to go to bed. I mean if you're not too tired."
"Sure thing, Will." Intrigued, Melissa came around and sat beside him on the couch. She stared at the screen. "You actually like this, perv? I don't think it's for me." The screen showed two women involved in a lesbian scene. One woman was on her back, while the other woman was sitting on her face, bouncing up and down on her tongue. A man entered the scene, naked and muscular. "Ooo, he looks like my Bradley." The man crawled between the woman on her back's legs and started licking her pussy. The camera zoomed in on the man's tongue. It slid up and down the woman's slit before teasing the clit. The woman's pussy quickly turned wet and she started raising her hips, humping the guy's tongue. Melissa felt her own pussy growing wetter; the movie wasn't doing anything to relieve her horniness. Embarrassed, she realized, Desiree's skinny twin brother was looking at her body more then he was at the screen. She reached out for an afghan and used it to cover her body. On screen, both women appeared to be having orgasms from having their pussys eaten. Thinking about Brad, Melissa said, "I wish you'd do that for me."
Gil almost jumped out of his seat. "I-I'd love too."
Melissa turned to look at him and realized what she'd said, "Not you, nerd. I was thinking about Brad."
"Oh." Gil was crestfallen. Still, he felt a strange surge of confidence. Maybe, it was that his dick was hard and was doing his thinking. Still, this was the chance of a lifetime. Never again would he be sitting beside the lingerie clad hottest girl in high school watching a porno movie. "Shame, I was hoping to try out some new techniques." Gil turned his attention back on the screen appearing disinterested.
"You've performed oral sex before?"
"Of course! I'm told I'm quite good."
"You're lying. You have to be a virgin. I've never even seen you on a date."
Gil was thankful the dim light covered his blush. He was a virgin. He hadn't even kissed a girl. "I've never dated anyone in school. Just some girl's at camp. I'm no v-virgin, but it has been awhile since I ate some pussy. Too long for me."
"And you're offering to eat mine?"
"Sure."
"You're not going to get some off me."
"Did I ask? I was just offering to eat your pussy for awhile. If you're not interested, I'll look for someone else."
"No strings attached? You'll keep your thing in your pants?" "Sure."
"I'll let you," said Melissa. She looked at the wimp. "But if you dare tell anyone about this, I'll destroy you. I'm serious, I'll tell Brad you lied and he'll beat the shit out of you."
"It won't leave this room. Now take the blanket off and I'll get started."
Melissa looked down his skinny chest. "No, why don't you put your head under the blanket?" She didn't want to have to look at him.
"Fine."
Despite the fact that it was her best friend's wimp brother about to go down on her, Melissa found herself soaking with anticipation. She'd never done anything oral before. She had given Brad a hand job before giving up her virginity to him. She'd let him titty fuck her and Brad had kept trying to push his cockhead into her mouth as he pushed it between her tits. Melissa had kept her mouth closed. Now, Gil was sliding a hand up her thigh. "Stop, I'll do it," she said. Melissa raised her hips and pulled her thong down her legs. Gil helped, taking it down past her knees.
Gil lifted up the blanket and crawled between her legs. It was pitch dark under the blanket and he couldn't see a thing. He had no idea what he was doing. He'd just seen oral sex performed in pornos and planned on emulating the actors. Of course, they held back to show what they were doing to the cameras. Gil decided to just put his face right in there and do it.
Melissa found herself anticipating this almost as much as she'd anticipated getting naked with Brad the first time. She could feel her pulse racing as Gil's hands pushed her thighs farther apart. His hair slid between her thighs. It moved upwards until his hairless cheeks were between her thighs. His head moved closer. Melissa's heart rate increased as she felt his breath on her pussy. When he touched her, it was not where she expected.
Gil's, warm, wet tongue pushed against her asshole. Melissa jumped a little, but controlled herself. He licked the rim, and then probed against it slightly. He was blind under the blanket and feeling his way around. Strange, but it felt kind of pleasant. Still, Melissa clenched her ass cheeks and slid back a little. This caused her pussy to slide right down over his tongue. It plowed upwards through her labia and across her clit, into her pubic hair. Melissa shuddered with pleasure.
Gil returned to her pussy. His tongue feeling around a little, running down the outside of her labia and licking across her thigh. When Gil found his target, he buried his face in deeper. He was licking like a madman. She thought he had been bullshitting her. No way was this wimp an experienced pussy eater. Still, he was attacking her pussy like he enjoyed it. He didn't appear that skillful, but he was blind under there.
Melissa liked it. She really liked it. She really really liked it. Her hands were gripping the couch cushions on either side of her. She was squeezing the cushions so tightly, her knuckles were turning white. Melissa found her hips were making little thrusts into his tongue. Sometimes his tongue was licking along her labia, sometimes he was pushing it as deep as it would go into her, and sometimes it was up teasing her clitoris. Soon, the pressure started building up inside her.
Gil, on the other hand, was finding it unpleasant. It wasn't really that bad at first. Thankfully, she'd been clean when he screwed up and tongued her ass first. Licking her pussy wasn't that bad. There was a taste, but it wasn't too bad, and he couldn't really describe it. His mouth and chin were soaked and sticky, plus there were a few hairs on his tongue. His tongue was sore and tired. His jaw was starting to ache and threatening to lock up on him. It would of been a lot better in he could look up at Melissa's magnificent body while he did it. Still, the way her body was reacting, he knew she was enjoying it. Finally, his tongue couldn't take anymore. He pulled it in just as she thrust her pussy up against his mouth with a moan he could even hear through the blanket. Her pussy lips seemed to open, even sucking him in a little. Gil didn't know what to do. He just took her clit between his lips and sucked in as hard as he could.
The damn broke. "Oh my god!" cried Melissa. He was sucking on her clit now and it pushed her over the edge. The first orgasm of her young life burst from her body. Melissa almost felt as if she'd lost control and had just peed on him, but as she relaxed, she knew that wasn't the case. She fell back against the couch, breathing heavily and a little dazed. Her pussy felt sore and Gil was still sucking on her clit. "Enough," she cried unable to take anymore. She pushed his head back and he fell out of the blanket.
Gil fell on his ass. Melissa stood up, seeming a little wobbly in the knees. Once again he admired her body, nude, but for her bra. Light from the television gave him his first good look at her pubic hair. It was blonde, but slightly darker then the hair on her head. They stared at each other for nearly a minute. Silently, Melissa bent to retrieve her thong, but didn't bother putting it on as she turned. Gil had at least expected a thank you. "Anytime," he yelled as she climbed the stairs.
As soon as she was out of sight, he wiped his soaked chin off on the blanket and worked his lower jaw around to loosen it up. He had another problem that needed taking care of. Gil stood, and then yanked his pajamas down freeing his erection. He quickly spit in his hand and started jerking himself off. At first, he watched a blowjob scene on the television. He quickly decided that his imagination was better. He closed his eyes and pictured Melissa like he had just seen her, standing over him in only a bra. Fantasy Melissa was soon lowering herself over his hard dick and taking him inside. Gil came before his fantasy got much farther.
*******************
"Anything, baby."
"I want you to go down on me."
"I want you to go down on me," said Brad. "You want me to do you, you gotta do me."
"Ok," said Melissa meekly.
"Really?" Brad sat up quite quickly.
"Yeah." Melissa looked around outside the car. They were parked at a popular making out spot. Luckily, tonight, they were alone. It was dark outside. Melissa was still in her cheerleading uniform. Brad had also had practice, but had showered and changed afterwards. Melissa's bra was off and her top had been pushed up over her tits. Brad fumbled with his zipper, then pushed his seat back so that he was reclining.
Melissa leaned down; her hand slipped under his briefs and grabbed his steel hard cock. She pulled it out, freeing it from his underwear. She brought her mouth down towards it. Brad's penis was streamlined, straight as an arrow, the shaft smoothly transforming into the head, and about six inches long. A drip was forming on the peeslit. Melissa crinkled her nose. She wasn't experienced enough to recognize precum and assumed it was a drop of urine.
Brad put his hand around the back of her neck and pulled her closer, impatient for her to begin. Melissa wiped off the drop with the tip of her finger and was disgusted to see another immediately replace it. Still, she was dying to have her pussy eaten again. She suppressed her revulsion and closed her lips around the head.
Overall, Melissa didn't enjoy the experience. She wasn't used to having anything in her mouth for so long and she gagged a lot. She settled for slurping on the head while jerking the shaft with her hand. Luckily, Brad didn't last long, less then five minutes.
Melissa felt the stuff squirt into her mouth. She tried to jerk her head back, but Brad had tightened his grip on her neck and was trying to push his dick deeper into her mouth at the same time. He shot about two loads into her mouth or about a teaspoon's worth. Its taste was unpleasant and she was surprised by how hot it was. Brad released his grip and Melissa pulled up. She spun around and spit the stuff out the car window.
"That was great," moaned Brad.
Melissa was glad somebody thought so. She took a swig from his beer can, but didn't think the taste was going to go away anytime soon. "Alright, my turn." Melissa lifted her hips and started to pull her panties off.
"Oh, sorry, Mel. I need to get going. I promise I'll take care of you next time."
Melissa was furious at her boyfriend. Not only had he cum in her mouth, but the look on his face now clearly suggested he had no desire to reciprocate on her at that moment. She didn't speak to him on the drive back and grew even more pissed when he refused to kiss her when he dropped her off.
********************
Gil waited around the hall corner until he heard footsteps. Nonchalantly, he turned the corner. "Hey, Melissa."
"Hey, Jill. What are you doing here so late?" Melissa was looking at him funny and her cheeks slightly flushed.
"I stayed after school to do some tutoring," Gil lied. It was a week after he'd eaten her pussy. Gil had spent hours every day, holding his fingers over his mouth and licking between them. He had checked out dozens or oral sex websites and now knew the female anatomy from top to bottom. "Hey, think you can give me a lift home? I take it I missed Desiree."
"I guess, but you'll have to duck down if anyone sees us."
"You're so nice. Anyway, I was hoping to run into you alone to talk about us..."
"There is no us, dweeb."
"I know. I didn't mean it like that. I just wanted to know what you thought. Was it good?"
"Yeah, it was pretty good."
"That's good. I thought you only came once and was a little disappointed. I prefer not stopping until the woman's cum at least three times. Of course, it was dark and I couldn't see what I was doing."
"You're telling me, you can give a woman three orgasms?"
"Sure. If you want to do it again, I'll prove it."
"Same deal?" Melissa was embarrassed by the quickness of her response.
"Sure. No one finds out and you don't need to do anything for me in return."



"Why would you do this for me?"
"Like any skill, you need to practice it. I have no problem practicing on the hottest girl in school. Anytime you want to, let me know."
"How about now?" Melissa was further ashamed that she sounded too excited when she asked the question.
"Ok. Where did you have in mind?"
"I'm head cheerleader. I have the key to the girl's locker room and the janitor has already cleaned it."
"Lead on." Gil followed several steps behind Melissa. He kept looking down to glance at her cheerleading skirt jumping around her ass as she walked, as well as her tan, firm legs. They entered the gym and then the girl's lockers. He glanced into the shower; his teenage mind going crazy with thoughts of the hundred of girl's who had been naked in that room. He pictured Melissa and the entire cheerleading squad, sans his sister, stripping down after practice and showering together.
"What are you looking at?"
"Ah, nothing. There's a good spot. Lie down on the bench with your legs hanging off the end."
"Yeah. Hang on a second. Melissa retrieved a towel from her locker and folded it up to make a pillow. She sat down on the edge of the bench and lied down along its length. Her feet still rested on the floor. Gil kneeled and she opened her legs for him. Melissa didn't want to have to look at him, so she just stared at the ceiling.
Gil had a great view up her skirt. Once again, she was wearing a sexy thong. She jumped a little as he reached under her thighs to pull her underwear off. This time, she raised her hips to help him pull them down.
"I should have turned the lights off," she said.
"No, this helps me." Gil had his first live view of a woman's pussy. He saw her dirty blonde pubic hair, her gash, and even her anus. It was close to her pussy, explaining how he'd licked that first the other night. Gil quickly went in for the kill and was almost immediately rewarded with a moan of pleasure from Melissa.
Gil did everything he had last time. He teased and lapped at her labia. He sucked and circled her clit with his tongue. He even teased her. Gil thrust his tongue as deep as it would go several times before suddenly freezing. He was rewarded when Melissa subtly began sliding forward to get his tongue in deeper. He thrust his tongue out as far as it would go and made circling motions with his head. He froze again and Melissa started circling her pussy around his mouth. "Oh yeah," she moaned. "That's good. Just like that. Oh yes. Here it...aaeeiioouu."
Gil could feel her whole body tense up as she came. He looked up her body and was surprised to see her nipples clearly through her uniform top. They were hard and pointy. He knew she was wearing a bra, so they must be huge, he thought. He was softly breathing on her pussy to keep her teased, but letting her come down from the orgasm.
When Gil thought she'd relaxed considerably, he returned his tongue to her pussy. It was getting tired, but he had a bigger gun to bring up. Gil moved his tongue up to her clit while the tip of his index finger approached her opening. He circled the tip around the outside of her pussy, letting her fluids lubricate it for him. He continued to circle it as he began slowly pushing his finger inside her. The reaction from Melissa was more then he had hoped. Almost immediately she began humping his finger. The finger probed deeper, still circling the inside top of her pussy. He slowly pulled it out, pushing it back in until he was slowly finger fucking her.
"Yes, yes, I love it," cried Melissa writhing on the bench. Her moans and whimpers were almost constant now. Gil had slacked off on the tongue action a little. Now he returned to it, licking around his finger. "Oh my god," cried Melissa. She suddenly hunched up, grabbed his head, and pulled him deep into her crotch. Gil also shoved his finger as deep as it would go. Melissa's orgasm was so big it actually scared Gil a little. Melissa dug her fingers into his hair and humped his mouth while thrashing around on the bench. Melissa was also moaning loudly and Gil hoped no one might be passing the locker room.
Gil didn't let her come down from this orgasm. He pulled his finger out and added another finger as he pushed them back in. He was sore, tired, and his arm was even growing weak, holding it up to finger fuck her. Gil looked deep into his hidden reserves of strength and increased the speed of both his finger and his tongue.
"Aargh," screamed Melissa cumming again. It wasn't as big as the orgasm she'd just had seconds ago, but it was an orgasm nonetheless. Gil had given her the promised three and was ready to quit. Melissa helped him along, pushing his head back from her crotch.
Gil stood and walked into the bathroom to clean his soaked face off. This time he had enjoyed it more. He'd never felt so powerful. He worked his jaw around, rinsed his mouth out, and returned to Melissa. She was still on her back on the bench recovering and her breathing was still heavy. Her eyes were closed. She seemed quite content and ready to fall asleep right then and there. When she opened her eyes, he held his hands out and helped the head cheerleader up. Melissa stood up and on shaky legs. She stumbled into the bathroom to clean up.
Melissa looked at him funny as they left the school and got inside her car. They drove silently for the most part. As they neared Gil's house, he said, "Sometime, I'd like to try for four orgasms, if you'll let me."
"Uh huh," nodded Melissa, enthusiastically and wide eyed.
"Just let me know when." Gil climbed out of her car when she stopped in his driveway.
Desiree came running out of the house. "Hi Melissa," she called. Desiree froze when she saw her brother getting out of her friends car. "What are you doing, geek?"
"Just ran into Melissa and she gave me a ride home."
"See you at school tomorrow," said Melissa to Desiree. "You too Gal."
"Gil."
********************
"I attack the orc with my vorpal sword."
Eugene looked at his chart. "Roll the dice." He waited to see the results. "It's a hit. The sword of Gildorian parts the orc's head from it's neck."
"I'll go free the elf maiden."
"Le Roi the black will search the room for treasure" Leroy reached into the bowl before him and grabbed a handful of cheesie puffs. "Aha treasure," he said laughing. The fat black teen sat back and licked his fingers.
Eugene looked at his notes. "Le Roi finds 30 silver pieces and a small gem. The elf maiden throws her arms around Gildorian and says, "Thank you my hero. Any reward I can bequeath you will be given. My father is quite rich."
"I Gildorian require no monetary reward. It is your body I desire. You will let me eat your elvish pussy."
Leroy choked on a cheesy puff. "That's not what I had in mind, Gil," said Gene.
"Yeah, Bates," said Leroy. "What do you know about eating pussy, anyway?"
"More then you two losers. I've been dying to tell someone." Gil took a deep breath and told his two best friends about his encounters with the head cheerleader.
"Bullshit!" Leroy sat back, but he was laughing. "She's with Brad the Gonad and he bragged about getting a blow job from her to one of his buddies the other day.
"I'm serious. If I were lying, I'd say I fucked her. I haven't even seen her tits, though I gotta say her pussy's quite pretty. I swear I've gone down on her twice now and gotten her off four times. I think she's half in love with me. I've caught her looking at me in class or in the halls. If I look back she turns all haughty bitch again."
"You're serious?" asked Eugene.
"Honest to god. By Gildorian's honor, what I have told you is the truth."
"Man I'd sure like to eat Melissa's pussy," said Leroy eyeing a cheesy puff like it was a pussy.
"I'd rather go down on Desiree," said Gene. Gil tossed a gaming dice at his buddy.
"Or better yet, Shawna. She's one hot black bitch." Leroy stared off into space imagining it.
"Look, one day you two are going to get the chance to hook up with a woman. Do a good job and they'll come back for more. Knowing what to do down there is the best way to get them off. I'll write down some websites that talk all about the fine art of cunnilingus."
******************
"Go Spartans," yelled Melissa and Shawna. They jumped up and down waving their pompoms. They were in Melissa's bedroom practicing cheers. Both sexy, buxom girls were wearing lacy bras and thong underwear. Melissa's underwear was blue while Shawna's was black. Thong panties weren't allowed at actual games.
"I take it things are going better with Brad," said the stacked black girl. "You've been glowing lately. "
"Hardly," snorted Melissa as she fell back on her bed. "I barely see him and when I do, he just wants sex or worse, to talk about his performance on the field. Which, I might add, is better then his performance in bed."
"Sorry girlfriend. You just look like a woman who's getting some."
"In a way, I am."
"You got a man on the side?" Shawna was wide eyed in disbelief.
"Shit, I need to tell some one. Don't you dare tell Desiree. Here goes..."
"Bullshit," said Shawna when Melissa finished. "Like you'd let a skinny wimp like Dezi's bro near your pussy."
"Shawna, he's given me four orgasms to Brad's zero, zilch, nada. He's asked for nothing in return. He just likes to eat pussy and he says he's just practicing with me."
"TJ went down on me once, but it was just so so. You're lying."
"I can prove it, bitch."
******************
Desiree was talking on the phone. "Yeah. For sure. God, he's so cute. Oh, I hope he asks me out. Blather blather blah blah blah. What? You want to talk to Gil? What do you want him for?" Desiree put down the phone. "Gil, Melissa wants to talk to you. She needs help with a physics experiment."
Gil picked up the phone. "Hi Mel. Now? Sure. Hey, I'm always wiling to help a woman in need. I'll be right over." Gil said his goodbyes and was out the door.
Desiree watched him leave and wondered why he suddenly had this shit eating grin on his face. Plus, he'd forgotten his physics book and notes.
Gil arrived at Melissa's twenty minutes later. He rang the doorbell and found himself staring at a muscle bound chest. "Yes?" asked Melissa's father.
"I'm here to see Melissa," responded Gil.
"Daddy, it's alright," said Melissa walking down the stairs wearing her cheerleader skirt and a sweatshirt. "This is Dezi's twin brother, Gil. I need his help with some homework. May we go up to my room?"
Melissa's mother entered the room. She was the splitting image of the Pamela Anderson of today, a hot forty year old woman. The Johnsons represented the natural order of things, the marriage of the school quarterback to the head cheerleader. Mr. Johnson looked up and down Gil's skinny body. "You know we don't allow boys in your room, but in this case I think it will be alright. What do you think, dear?"
Mrs. Johnson smiled at Gil. "I don't see a problem."
Gil followed Melissa upstairs and got an instant, embarrassing erection. The hot blonde cheerleader wasn't wearing panties. "You don't really want to do it here do you? I mean your parents are right downstairs."
"I just need a quickie, Lil. My parents respect my privacy and won't bother us." Melissa flipped the latch. She lifted up her skirt revealing her dirty blonde pubic patch. "Now come pleasure me, boy."
Gil wasn't about to say no, though he felt like he was being used and didn't like the disrespect towards him she showed. At this point in the game, he was hoping for some nudity, but it wouldn't be today. He had to set the scene for a future encounter to accomplish his goals. "Mel, I have an idea, if you're interested." He walked around the bed and grabbed a pillow. "I want to go for a record, see how many orgasms I could actually give a woman."
"Ah, I think I'd be interested," said Melissa raising her hips for Gil to slide the pillow under her. It helped prop her up.
Gil kneeled between her legs. He stuck his finger out and found her pussy already soaked. "I have this plan. I'd get a motel room. We'd tell our parents we're staying at friends. Basically, I'd do this to you all night. We'd take breaks to rest of course. I have a new trick that will blow your mind."
"Ah ah," moaned Melissa as Gil was moving his fingers in and out of her pussy. "I think it's a great idea."
"How about Friday night?"
"I have a game."
"Yeah, that's right. Saturday?"
"I have a date with Brad, but I'll cancel it."
"Good. I'll need help staying interested. Some sexy lingerie would be nice."
"Ah ah ah-nything you say, Jill. Damn you're good at this. I'm getting close already."
Gil leaned in and brought his tongue up to her clit. He was instantly rewarded with a huge orgasm. Melissa's pussy clamped down hard on his finger and tried to suck it in deeper as she came. Gil heard a loud gasp and it wasn't coming from Melissa. He turned around in fear, but Melissa's father and mother weren't standing in the doorway. Clothes hangers rattled in the closet. "Who's there?" he asked, startled.
The closet door opened and Shawna stepped out. She looked a bit sheepish, but covered it with her haughty sista act. "I didn't believe you girlfriend. Where do I get me a nerd to do that?"
Not that Gil cared, especially since Shawna was still in her skimpy underwear, but he said, "What's she doing here? You weren't supposed to tell anyone." Of course, he wanted people to know and not just his nerd friends.
"Sorry, but I had to tell someone. Shawna's my best friend, she can keep a secret. I gotta go to the bathroom and clean up." Melissa unlatched the door and left her bedroom.
"So, what did you think?" asked Gil.
"I was pretty impressed. TJ doesn't put the same effort into it you do."
"You want me to get you off, too?"
"Can't say no to that, now can I?" Shawna, much to Gil's amazement, hooked her thumbs into her panties and pulled them right down. He was expecting curly black hair, but to his delight, it was shaved smooth. It got better. Shawna reached behind her and unhooked her bra.
Gil hadn't even seen a black girl in a bikini let alone nude and he was duly impressed. Shawna wasn't one to waste time, she quickly assumed the same position Melissa had been in and Gil dove right in. Shawna knew what she wanted and ground her pussy hard into Gil's thrusting tongue. Gil, knowing he had her where he wanted her, reached up under her knees and grabbed her breasts.
Both teens reacted the same when his hands made contact with her tit flesh. Now touching his first boobs, Gil started licking the black girl's pussy with renewed gusto. Shawna started humping his face with the same gusto and had her first orgasm when his inexperienced hands found her nipples. His fingers began twirling and tugging on her nipples and Shawna came again.
Melissa got the shock of her life when she returned from the bathroom. Her best friend was nude on her bed with her other best friend's brother's head buried in her crotch. Her other emotion surprised her. She was jealous. Gil was her pussy eater, not Shawna's, not anybody else's. She was also afraid. What if he preferred Shawna's pussy? What if he wanted to set his record with Shawna and not herself? Shawna was more aggressive, even letting Gil see her nude and touch her breasts. As she watched Gil's hands on Shawna's breasts, they moved down and Melissa knew Gil was getting ready to use his fingers. Soon, Shawna was having another orgasm.
I'm going to have to fight to keep Gil interested in my pussy, thought Melissa. Maybe, I'll jerk him off or something. Melissa stripped off her sweatshirt and let her skirt fall to the floor. The night got better for Gil. Melissa's magnificent nude body sat down right beside the moaning and thrashing, Shawna. "You're not done with me yet either." Melissa laid down on her back and spread her legs.
Unfortunately, the night ended soon thereafter. Gil was tonguing and fingering Melissa again, staring up at those incredible breasts. His other hand had a finger in Shawna's pussy. The black girl had calmed down and was lying back on the bed purring contentedly. That was when the bedroom door opened.
Gil heard his second surprised gasp of the night. All three teens turned to look at the doorway. Luckily, it was neither of the Johnsons, it was Desiree. Gil's sister had become suspicious that something was going on, but she'd never imagined this. She fell back against the door jamb and nearly slid to the floor before catching herself. Desiree stared horrified at the sight. She recovered and ran down the stairs. Gil soon followed her.
*****************
"I hope you're getting paid for all this tutoring you're doing," stated Gil's mother as Gil left to meet Shawna.
"Not yet mom, but I'm hoping to get something out of it," replied Gil as he left his house.
A week had nearly passed and Gil had gone down on two more cheerleaders thanks to Shawna. The black girl had called him the next day wanting her pussy eaten again. The day after that, Alicia, a hot brunette cheerleader approached Gil wanting help with an oral exam. He met her that night after school.
Gil arrived at the gym and yelled into the girl's locker room. "Gil, what are you doing here?" asked Melissa coming out in her uniform. Gil noticed she had called him by his correct name. She was also smiling at him.
"I called him," said Shawna. The black teen that looked like Tyra Banks was wearing nothing but her panties. Gil stared hungrily at her tits.
"Oh," said Melissa. She seemed unhappy to hear that. "Wait! Alicia and Kim are both in there?"
"Gil did Alicia the other day and Kim's dying to find out what it feels like. Care to join us?"
Melissa looked at Gil. "No, I don't think so. Oh, isn't Desiree supposed to meet us here?" Desiree had missed practice because of a dentist appointment.
"Dammit," said Shawna. "I wish you weren't related to that bitch, so you could give her a good pussy eating."
"I have an idea," said Gil. "Let me borrow one of your cell phones."
"See ya around, Gil." Melissa smiled sadly at him as she headed towards the exit.
"We still on for tomorrow night?"
"Yeah," said Melissa. "I'll meet you at the motel around eight."
Gil made a couple of quick phone calls. He entered the locker room awed to find three hot girls in various states of undress.
"Do Kim first," said Shawna.
Gil's finger met resistance and he was surprised to realize, Kim had an intact hymen. He contented himself to mostly using his tongue and soon Kim was having her first orgasm. He was moving on to Alicia when Desiree arrived.
"Fuck no, not again," cried Desiree. Desiree hadn't said a word to Gil since catching him with Melissa and Shawna. Gil had somewhat enjoyed having his sister shut up for change. "Dammit, I'll have you suspended. I'll have..."
"Shut up, bitch!" Shawna stood up. "Come with me." Shawna led Desiree over behind another row of lockers. "But he's my wimp brother, I hate him," whined Desiree after Shawna had informed Desiree what a good thing the cheerleader had going with Gil.
Gil cleared his throat and both girl's looked up at him. Desiree's eyes focused on his slippery chin. "I believe I have a solution." Gil stepped aside to reveal the skinny body of Eugene Haythornthwaite.
Shawna looked him up and down, big ears, buck teeth, and the whole package. "Who are you?"
Desiree interrupted. "He goes to school here. He's one of my brother's loser friends." Desiree had always found Gene annoying. He followed her around like a lovesick puppy.
"Well my loser friend here has been practicing every night to become as good as me and he needs the practice."
"I don't know," said Shawna.
"Look, my tongue can't handle servicing so many cheerleaders. It's accept my friends or I'll have to cut down on you to specific nights. At the rate I'm going, maybe one night a week."



Shawna had no interest in Gene, but he could keep Desiree from interfering. "Good job Gil, here's the answer to our problem. Gene stay here with Desiree and..."
"Ooo, I don't want him," said Desiree.
"Put your damn skirt over his head," said Shawna. "You don't have to look at him. It's relaxing, like having a massage. A pussy massage." Shawna laughed at her own joke. "Come on Gil, my pussy's lonely and Alicia is next. Let's leave these two alone."
Gil leaned down and whispered in Gene's ear. "Remember, make them cum and they'll look at you differently. Now's your chance."
Gene gulped. Then he approached Desiree, smirking and trying to show more confidence then he felt. He vowed to make sure she had a least three orgasms before he finished. She had four.
Kim was waiting around for another go and Shawna was staring impatiently at Gil getting Alicia off when Leroy walked into the locker room. "Don't worry, he's another trainee," said Gil.
"Fuck it, I can't wait any longer," said Shawna. "Come do me." Leroy nodded and fell to his knees.
Desiree left shortly afterwards embarrassed by the way she had reacted to Gene's tonguing. Gene looked over at Kim who simply spread her legs inviting him in.
*******************
Gil was lying back on the bed watching the television when the knock came on the motel room door. He jumped up and looked around. His secret weapon rested on the nightstand. The room only had one bed, a double, and he had selected it so that their bodies would be in close contact all night. He turned the TV off, making the only light source coming from inside the bathroom. Gil was naked except for sweat pants. He wanted the light dim to hide his skinny, pale, hairless chest, but bright enough to see.
Gil opened the door and was stunned to see Melissa. He was expecting her, but she looked absolutely stunning. He'd never seen her look hotter. Mel was wearing a tight pink "Hello Kitty" tee shirt that looked sized for a thirteen year old. Melissa's large breasts stretched the shirt out so that her entire belly was exposed. She was also wearing short cutoff jeans with long strings hanging from the leg. High heeled sandals completed her outfit. "My god, you look gorgeous," he said staring at her.
"Thanks," said Melissa. She smiled at him then frowned. "Can I come in?"
Gil quit standing in the doorway, staring stupidly at the head cheerleader, prom queen, and hottest girl in high school. Melissa sighed and entered the room. She walked over and sat down on the bed. Gil closed the door. "So, check out is at noon tomorrow. That gives us fifteen hours. Let's get started." Gil was excited to see Melissa wearing shorts. That meant she had to take them off.
"Alright." Melissa stood and started unbuttoning her jeans. She turned, bent down and pulled the jeans down her legs. Her thong was pink and little more then a barely visible string. Melissa turned and faced him. Her thong was so sheer, her blonde pubic hair was clearly visible even in the dimly lit room.
Melissa was hesitating, locking her thumbs in the waistband of the strings of her thong. "Something bothering you?" Gil asked.
"Yeah, a little." Melissa unhooked her thumbs and ran her hands up her waist until they reached the end of her tee shirt. "I didn't like seeing you with Shawna and now some of the others I hear."
"You're jealous?"
"No! No, of course not. I just want you all to myself." Melissa lifted the tee shirt up, and off until she was standing before him in just her underwear. The pink bra was as sheer as her panties. Her nipples were hard and visible through the material.
Not being an idiot, Gil knew she was using her body to get him to go along with her. Of course, it was still working. "I'll think about it. Though I do have to say, after tonight, I might quit anyway."
"You mean no more pus..."
"That's right. At least with you cheerleaders. If I can find myself a girlfriend, I'll still do her, but then I'll be getting something back. You've got Brad and it's wrong to do this behind his back and all. Thanks for letting me gain experience with you. If I get a girlfriend, I'm gonna do this with her every night."
"Thanks, I guess," said Melissa. Melissa looked sly once again and reached up for the hook of her bra. "Maybe, we can still get together once in awhile?" Melissa pulled her bra off.
"Anytime you'd like," said Gil staring bug-eyed at her big breasts. He cursed himself under his breath for losing his cool, but hey, he was looking at boobies. "Let's get started." Gil climbed on to the bed and laid down on his back.
"What are you doing?"
"I want to start off with a new position. Come sit on my face."
Melissa slid her panties down. She kneeled on the bed and straddled, Gil's body. Her pussy came down right on his hard cock. Gil almost blew his load right there. His cock had never been this close to a pussy and he wished, he'd removed his sweat pants. His dick was rock hard, pointing towards his navel and she was sitting right on it. Melissa wiggled her hips a little and seemed pleasantly surprised by what she felt. Melissa slid forwards and was soon raising and lowering her pussy onto Gil's mouth.
"Wow!' thought Gil. 'Wow, wow, wow.' What an incredible view. Looking down his nose, he was staring right at her pubes. Looking upwards, her sexy navel and belly were undulating. Her stomach would suck in then roll out as she ground her pussy into his tongue. Above her belly were her magnificent breasts. Both her entire nipples were swollen. Right now her head was thrown back, but from time to time, her head would come down. Melissa's face would be framed by her falling blonde hair. Her eyes would be closed and her mouth open as she moaned softly. She had a good strong orgasm, then raised herself up a little to catch her breath.
"Try turning around," said Gil.
Melissa raised herself up, backed down, and then swung her leg over his body. She repositioned herself, straddling him, then backed back up into his waiting tongue.
The view wasn't as nice as the front, but Melissa did have one sexy ass and back. Her asshole was in his nose, but it smelled of lavender. She'd washed up for him. He let his tongue slide up to rim her anus, then back to her pussy. Melissa didn't object. In fact, she seemed to moan louder. She placed her hands on his knees and pushed back into his thrusting tongue.
Melissa humped his mouth and had a series of small orgasms. As she came, she held her head almost directly over Gil's crotch. The outline of his dick tented out his sweat pants. Without even thinking about it, one hand left his knee and squeezed the bulge through his sweat pants. Gil was obviously surprised because his tongue thrust deep into her pussy causing her to squeeze his penis even tighter.
Gil wasn't sure that Melissa was really aware she had her hand on his dick. She was moaning softly and humping back into his tongue clearly intent on her own pleasure. It was almost an animalistic response on her part. Aware or not, Gil didn't care, no woman had ever touched his dick before.
Melissa squeezed and caressed Gil's penis. Her hand slid up, then under the waistband of his sweat pants, immediately coming in contact with his bare flesh. Melissa lifted his dick up and pulled it out of his pants. It was very similar to Brad's which surprised her, for some reason she thought it would of been small and skinny. She grabbed the base and held it up at the same time that she had a strong orgasm. Melissa found herself leaning forward as she came. Gil's cock was now right under her face. He had given her so much pleasure over the last few weeks. Her whole life she had been a self-centered bitch and now for the first time, she was filled with a desire to reward the geek underneath her who made her feel so good. Melissa opened her mouth and took the head of Gil's penis between her lips.
Gil almost shot his wad right then and there. He couldn't concentrate on eating Melissa out any more. He froze and tried to keep himself from cumming, but it was too hard. Her tongue twirled around his cockhead, then the end of his dick was in her mouth, then half his dick, then just the head again. Gil didn't know it, but Melissa was putting a lot more effort into sucking his dick then when she had sucked Brad's. Melissa even deep throated him once or twice before he lost it and shot his load in her mouth. Melissa swallowed every drop of cum he shot out. When she was done, she rolled off him.
"That was amazing," said Gil staring up at the ceiling as if he were staring towards heaven. "Why'd you do that?"
"I don't know." Melissa seemed just as surprised. "I just wanted to do something for you. I really hadn't planned on it. I just saw your penis and the next thing I know, I wanted to suck on it." Melissa suddenly sat up as if she realized what she had just done. She'd brought a bag with her. She retrieved her toothbrush and entered the bathroom to brush her teeth.
Gil watched her in the bathroom mirror from the bed. The bathroom had a bright light and it illuminated her nude body magnificently. Just staring at her, he felt his dick stirring again. He took the opportunity to slip his sweat pants the rest of the way off. Melissa closed the bathroom door to use the toilet. When she finished, he used the bathroom, cleaned his face and rinsed with some mouthwash. He returned to the bed to find Melissa had slipped under the covers. "Thanks again, Melissa. That was the best experience of my life."
Melissa looked embarrassed. "I'd be willing to keep doing it, if you will keep doing me."
"Can't say no to that." Gil swore his dick grew another inch at her words. "I don't like the fact that you're doing this behind Brad's back. Shit, if he ever found out, he'd kill me." Gil slid into bed next to her.
"I'm thinking about breaking up with him. He really only gives a shit about football and himself. He hardly pays me any attention except when he wants sex."
Gil felt a wave of jealousy flow through his body and had the urge to punch the much stronger Brad in the face. "Well if you break up with him, we can do this all the time." Gil thought he sounded too forward and changed it to, "or whenever you want to."
"That sounds good. Well, what now?"
"Now we recharge for awhile and I'll show you my surprise. Let's watch a movie."
The motel had payperview service. Like the obsessed fan he was, he couldn't resist ordering the first Lord of the rings movie even though it was three hours long and he wanted to continue his night with Melissa. Melissa snorted at his choice, but much to Gil's delight was hooked almost instantly. Melissa's body moved closer to his until the whole length of their bodies were touching. During one scary scene, her hand came down on his chest and stayed there. Gil wrapped his arm around her and the couple watched the rest of the movie. Melissa thought Aragorn was hot until she saw Legolas, and she found Arwen to be very beautiful. "That's as stupid ending," she said when the movie was over. "I don't get it."
"Well, part 2 picks up where it left off."
"There's a part 2?"
Gil couldn't believe anyone didn't know that it was a trilogy. "And a part 3. I have part 2, if you'd like to watch it."
"Yeah, that would be great."
"You ready to get going again?"
Melissa slid her hand down his chest and grabbed his hard penis under the covers. "I'm ready and it seems you're ready. Want me to suck you off again, first?"
Gil hesitated a long time, his dick jerking yes. "Later, I want to show you my new trick first."
"Ooo, you're not sick are you?" Melissa just noticed a pack of Halls throat drops on the stand next to the bed.
"That's my surprise." Gil got out of bed, opened the pack and put a cough drop in his mouth. "Come on out and lay on the bed with your legs hanging over." It was easier on Gil's back to kneel on the floor as he ate her out.
Melissa did as she was told and was soon moaning as Gil's talented tongue begin licking the folds of her pussy again. This time it was different. She could feel the cough drop on the tip of his tongue. He was running it along her labia, over her clit, and pushing it against her opening.
After several minutes of this, her pussy started feeling cool. Gil blew against it, chilling her. The medicine was coating her crotch, making her pussy ultra-sensitive. Suddenly her pussy came alive and Melissa had her biggest orgasm yet. "Oh my god, Gil," she cried. But Gil wasn't through with her. He inserted two of his fingers and began finger fucking her. A series of orgasms tore through her pussy, too numerous to count. Melissa couldn't take it anymore. She sat up a little and pushed on Gil's head until he disengaged.
Gil stood, a little unsteadily. A sudden wave of dizziness hit him from standing so quickly. He leaned forward on the bed and caught himself with his hands on either side of Melissa's body. His hard dick hovered above her blonde pubes as he waited for the dizzy spell to pass. Melissa's hand grabbed the end of his cock, bending it downward. Just as his eyesight cleared, he realized what she was doing. She had placed the head of his cock against the opening to her pussy, just as her legs wrapped around his hips and she pulled him forward. His first thought as his dick buried itself inside her was, 'It's so hot.'
Melissa was sex starved at that moment. Instead of relieving her, the giant orgasm had her craving Gil's dick. Everywhere his tongue had touched, was coated with the cough drop and ultra sensitive. There was a hint of pain as his dick rubbed against it. Then it pushed past the opening and struck deep until she came again, just as strong as the previous one.
Gil felt her bucking beneath him, her legs squeezed him so tightly, he was completely trapped within her. Gil buried his face in her neck and started kissing it, while running his hands through her hair. He managed a few thrusts, Melissa raising her hips up to meet him, her nails digging into his back. He grunted as he came inside her.
"Oh god, I love you...it," moaned Melissa as she had an orgasm matching Gil's.
"I want to stay inside you forever," said Gil. He laid quietly on top of her, catching his breath until his dick shrank and popped out of her.
They both spent time in the bathroom, cleaning up. Melissa went last. When she came back, she snuggled right up next to him after he had turned the lights off. This time, they were facing each other, her large breasts smashed against his chest. Melissa felt his cock stiffen up again almost immediately. She rolled on top off him and though she was sore, she pulled him inside her.
Melissa didn't so much ride him as just ground her crotch against his. Gil placed his hands on her breasts, playing with her nipples. She leaned forwards and they kissed for the first time. Gil moved his hands around to her ass cheeks and held them as he began fucking her. He lasted a long while this time, their lips were locked until he came again. After that even Gil was worn out.
Until he awoke in the middle of the night conscious of Melissa's nude body in his arms. His dick was hard. He nudged it against her. This time, Melissa rolled onto her stomach and Gil fucked her doggy style. After he came again, Melissa collapsed onto her stomach and was soon fast asleep. Gil rolled off her, his penis hurt a little, and he thought he'd wouldn't be able to get it up again for a week.
Or at least until that morning. Gil was hard again when he woke up. He had a good reason, Melissa was hungrily sucking on his cock again. Her mouth was warm, but whenever some of his penis was exposed, the air felt super cool. Then he felt the cough drop in her mouth and knew why. He had so much sex that night, he lasted a lot longer and was able to enjoy a good fifteen minute blow job.
Afterwards, Melissa got up to brush her teeth. When she returned, she said, "Well I think you set some records last night. Do you want to take a shower together before we check out?"
"What's the rush?" Gil took a cough drop from the pack and put it in his mouth. We still have an hour." Gil dove right between her legs. "I wish you were my girlfriend, so we could do this all the time," he said just as his fingers had her on the brink of an orgasm.
"Oh god, Gil," she moaned as he returned his mouth to her clit. "I will be your girlfriend."
Gil and Melissa showered together and gathered up their stuff. He kissed her just inside the motel door, not quite wanting to leave the room, half thinking this was a dream. Finally, he opened the door and they stepped out to the sidewalk. "You're really going to tell all your friends, you're dating a geek?"
"I think they'll understand," said Melissa looking over his shoulder.
Gil turned around to see Gene and Desiree emerging from the room next to theirs. He told Gene what he was doing tonight and his friend had obviously decided to copy him. Gil and his sister looked into each others eyes and then they started to laugh. Behind her, he saw Leroy and Shawna step out of a room in the next row of the motel. Gil smiled, inwardly pleased with himself and life at that moment. He had started something that would echo down through the years at his high school. He'd told some of the junior and sophomore nerds his secret and they were already exercising their tongues.
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"Here we are," said Fred, turning the moving van on to Washington Avenue.
Amber reached over to grab his arm. "I hope this is a good idea."
"Everything will be fine," replied her husband.
"This is all my fault. If it wasn't for me, we wouldn't need to do this."
"Honey, it's alright. Things will work themselves out."
"Are they all black?"
"As far as I could tell. Quit worrying. It's an older neighborhood. No gangs or drugs. I've checked it all out. The crime rate is low. It's fine. We'll get ourselves back on our feet and move out in a few years. There's our new house." As the van pulled up to the driveway, several older black people turned to watch them.
Fred and Amber Gertz were both 25 and had been married for three years. Fred was a pretty successful pharmaceutical rep for a large firm and quite successful. Amber had been a legal aid, but had recently gotten fired for gambling on the job. Amber had been introduced to gambling while the couple honeymooned in Las Vegas. She had quickly lost the original stake she had brought along for betting and had made three trips to the ATM as the week progressed. Fred had noticed it was getting difficult to pull Amber away from the slots even for passionate newlywed sex, but he had thought nothing of it at the time. As several years passed, Amber had increasingly played the lottery, bought hundreds in scratch off tickets, joined football and basketball pools at her job even though she knew nothing about sports. She ran up large amounts of credit card debt and Fred had finally taken notice when her car got repossessed. Their credit bad and burdened by a large debt, Fred decided to sell their home, move to a new state, and start from scratch.
Fred had located a decent home in an economically depressed black neighborhood. The area had been lower to upper middle class at one time and the prices were too low to pass up. He did have a two hour commute to his new office which meant he would be away from home twelve hours a day. Amber would start looking for work as soon as they moved into their new home. For now, Fred had put everything of value in his name and was giving Amber an allowance to get her gambling under control.
Fred got out of the van and saw two black men staring at him over a fence several houses away. Both men were older, gray haired, and one was rather fat. Fred waved. His hand froze in midair when he realized, they weren't waving back, just staring. Fred lowered his hand and frowning, he turned to help his wife down out of the truck. They saw several more black men and women watching them as they moved in. Fred tried again to wave and be friendly, but the most he got was a nod from one.
****************
Fred wiped some sweat off his brow. He started the tiller back up and finished plowing a section of his back yard for Amber to plant a garden. Two of his black neighbors were sitting on a porch drinking beer. They were watching him work, but still hadn't acknowledged him. Fred had never given any thought to reverse racism, but now he knew what it felt like to be a black man moving into an all white neighborhood. Well screw them, he didn't need friends anyway. He'd meet some at work. Amber didn't care either. She was distrustful of blacks and would have been content to have them stay next door, but Fred wished they could have at least a casual relationship with the neighbors. Fred returned the tiller to the garage and entered his house.
"Holy shit!" Fred couldn't help himself when he walked in on his wife changing.
"Like what you see?" Amber smiled at him as she pulled her bikini panties up to cover her bare crotch.
"You know I do, sexy." Fred nodded towards the bed. "Wanna have some afternoon delight?" His drop dead gorgeous wife was pulling some cut off daisy dukes up over her ass. She was bare breasted, her firm double D's, thrust out, nipples erect and pointing upwards. Put her in a barn wearing a cowboy hat and this could have been a perfect pinup poster.
Amber giggled and said, "Maybe later, after I get the tomatoes planted." She bent to scoop up her bikini top.
"It's a date," said Fred adjusting himself. This was the reason he hadn't divorced her after she'd gotten them in financial trouble. Amber was one sexy lady. Not to mention that she was kind and compassionate and he loved her very much. Fred wasn't much to look at. He fit the Bill Gates image, a rather scrawny, computer nerd in glasses. Amber on the other hand, was built like a stripper. She had long golden brown hair that matched her name. Her eyes were green and so big they gave her an innocent look. Her lips were full and pouty. Her skin was very white and unblemished except for the occasional freckle. Fred didn't know her measurements, but her figure was a perfect hourglass. Her waist was long and thin and her legs were fit from jogging. She was actually several inches taller then Fred's 5'8". Her breasts were simply magnificent. They were large and firm. They looked fake, but were 100% natural. Each breasts had a large areola, but the color was so faint as to nearly blend in with her skin except for the actual nipple which was often very erect and blood engorged making them much darker. They looked like half inch erasers capping off perfect breasts. Her breasts were so large, she complained of back trouble and often leaned forward when she walked. Amber considered getting reduction surgery, but Fred wouldn't hear of it. Maybe when she got older and they started to sag some, but not now. She strapped the black bikini top on and winked at him as she left the room.
Fred went to take a shower. Afterwards, he was still nude when he walked over to the window to check on Amber. Their bedroom looked right down on the recently tilled ground. Amber was bent over, digging a hole for a tomato plant. Her moon-shaped ass was thrust up towards Fred and he could see the jean shorts hugging it tightly. Fred could also see that the two old black men had moved from the porch and were leaning over the fence watching Amber. Fred quickly got dressed.
*******************
"I tells ya, thems real."
"They sho is ripe and juicy."
"Ahem," said Fred clearing his throat as he walked around the corner of the house and surprised the two black men. "How's it going?"
"Oh, hello there neighbor," said one of the black men.
"We was just talking about your wife's tomatoes," said the other, grinning and holding out his hand.
Fred took it and shook it. "You into horticulture?"
"I discovered whore-tee-culture in the Navy."
"I see," said Fred not really understanding how someone in the navy might develop an interest in gardening. "I'm Fred Gertz and that's my wife Amber."
"I'm Amos Smith." Amos was the one into horticulture. He was a black man pushing seventy and still a physical giant of a man. He was big and muscular, though his muscles had tightened up as he aged. Amos had shaved his head making himself look younger, though he kept a gray goatee. This guy had forty-five years on Fred and there was no doubt in Fred's mind that he wouldn't last more then a few minutes in a ring with the guy.
"I'm Walker." The second black man held out his hand and Fred took it. He assumed Walker was his last name. He was probably mid-sixties and had a huge beer gut. He was pretty obese, though his arms were still pretty muscular and one had a USMC tattoo on the bicep. Walker had a bald pate and close cropped gray hair around his head. He also had a gold tooth in the front.
Fred released Walker's hand. "I was starting to think I wasn't welcome here. You never returned my waves."
"Sorry about that. I never saw you. I'm a little blind in one eye."
Both his eyes looked fine to Fred, bright and alert even, but he felt relief to know that his neighbors weren't anti-white or anything. "I understand."
"I'd like to say hi to the missus," said Amos."
"I'll call her over." Fred turned to look at his wife. She was still kneeling in the dirt. She had noticed them, but had made no move to join them. "Amber, come on over and say hi to the neighbors."
Amber tried to stare down Fred before reluctantly getting up. Fred realized what was bothering her, but it was too late. Amber wasn't fond of showing off her body to strangers even at the beach. She was a borderline nudist around her husband, but with anyone else and she was shy. Here she was now dressed like a slut farm girl and about to introduce herself to two old black men. The two black men never took their eyes off her as she approached. Fred felt a little proud to have the neighbors so envious of the beauty he had married. "I'm Amber." She shook their hands then immediately held her arm across her chest. Her nipples were typically erect and pushing out her top.
"I'm Walker."
"And you are?"
"Delighted to have such a young beautiful woman in this neighborhood."
"That's a long name," said Amber blushing.
"Call me Amos then."
The foursome was interrupted by someone calling out Walker's name. "We're back here," replied Walker.
Two more black men walked around the corner of Walker's house. "Well what is it we had to rush over to see?" yelled one.
"Yep, where's the fire?" said the other. He froze when he saw Amber.
"Ah, just something I wanted to show you guys in the house," said Walker. "Come meet Fred and Amber, the new neighbors. These hooligans live further down the street."
"Howdy, Frank Beane." Frank shook both Fred and Amber's hands. Frank was skinny and probably pushing eighty, but seemed full of life. He was a tall, lanky man. He had a full head of gray hair. His limbs seemed elongated. He had big long hands and long arms as well as legs.
"Dick Long," said the fourth black man. He didn't extend his hands to shake them.
"His momma and daddy named him that cause it's true," laughed Frank."
Dick Long gave Frank a fake grin revealing several missing teeth. He was probably the youngest of the four black men, but still in his fifties. Like Amos, he was big and muscular too. He had African features, very dark skin and a flat nose. His eyes were deep set, giving him an unfriendly look. He barely nodded at Fred and just seemed satisfied to stare at Amber. His emotionless stare made her uncomfortable and she shuffled behind her husband to block Dick's view.
"Your tomatoes are planted too close little lady," said Walker. "You should space them at least a foot apart."
"Thanks for the advice. I'm going to go fix them now. Nice meeting you fellows." Amber turned to walk away and Fred was aware of four black heads cocking to watch her go. Some of Amber's ass was poking out from under the tiny shorts until she reached back and adjusted them.
"Hey, Franksandbeans," said Walker. "You thinking what I'm thinking?"
Frank grinned. "Fred here makes five."
"You play poker white boy?" asked Amos.
"Some." Fred didn't appreciate being called a white boy.
"Our buddy Lou died sixth months ago and we were looking for a fifth player. "Stakes ain't too bad. We each put in about fifty dollars and usually play winner take all unless the game runs late. Games are Friday nights, starts about eight.
"Sounds fun."
"See ya in six days then. We switch houses usually. This week will be in my basement. New guy buys the beer."
********************
Fred showed up at Walker's house promptly at eight the following Friday carrying two cases of Miller light under his arms. Walker let him in and led him down to the basement. Amos, Frank, and Dick were already sitting at a card table playing blackjack. They all greeted him pretty warmly except for Dick who didn't acknowledge him at all. Fred set the miller light on a counter and Walker began loading it into a mini cooler.
"I'd better go easy on this," said Amos taking a beer. "I'm not used to the good stuff."
Fred frowned, thinking he was being teased for not buying better beer, but then he noticed the room was filled with empty cans of very cheap beer and he realized Amos was being serious.
"Lets play," grunted Dick, speaking for the first time.
The five sat around the poker table and Amos dealt first. "That sure is a fine piece of ass ya married, Fred."
"Thanks, I guess."
"Yeah man, you married up," grinned Fred.
Fred knew he had married above his looks, but didn't like being reminded of it. "I'm a lucky man."
"If she were my wife I wouldn't be over here playing poker with four old farts like us," said Walker.
"White boys don't know how to treat a woman," grunted Dick glowering at Fred. Dick's deep set eyes made Fred uncomfortable.
"I do just fine, thanks," replied Fred. "How about you guys, are you married?"
Walker sighed. "Widowed."
"Married fifty years," said Frank proudly, "with five children and eighteen grand kids."
"Divorced," said Amos.
"Divorced," grunted Dick.
"Long Dick left out divorced, divorced, and divorced," Frank quipped.
"Fuck you, Franksandbeans. Deal the cards," said Dick.
"Sorry to hear that," said Fred to Walker who looked sad since mentioning he was widowed. "How long has your wife been gone?"
"three years as of last week. I miss her every day. I miss her smile. I miss her laugh. I miss her cooking."
"You miss her blow jobs." Dick got up to get another beer. "So do I."
Walker gave Dick the finger. "I'm gonna go drain the monster." He glowered at Dick.
Frank leaned over and whispered to Fred, "Dick made Walker's wife suck his dick once over a poker bet. He never let Walker forget it."
"Serves him right for bragging about her so much," said Dick overhearing the conversation. "She may have been good sucking Walker's little ten inch dick, but she gagged sucking on a really big one. Swallowed every bit of my cum though. Came back for more a couple times too."
"Here he comes. Shut up about his wife." Amos punched Dick in the arm.
"What about you, white boy?" Dick asked. "I bet your wife sucks a mean dick. Those big lips were built for sucking cock."
Fred was starting to feel sorry he agreed to play with these guys. "We don't do that," said Fred shifting in his seat. He regretted it almost immediately and wished he had told the big black guy that it was none of his business.
"What the fuck does that mean?"
"It means, she doesn't like to do that."
"So? You push her to the ground and you shove your cock down her throat. Then you move her head up and down your cock. I ain't never heard such nonsense. Women do what you fucking tell them to do. She don't like to do that. What the fuck?"
"Black women know how to treat cock," added Amos.
"Don't you want her to suck your dick?" Dick was not done ribbing Fred yet.
"Sure, I guess."
"Look white boy. You leave here tonight. You walk on home, wake your wife up, and shove your dick down her throat. It don't matter whether she wants to, likes to, or what-the-fuck-ever."
"I'm not going to do that."
"Pussy!"
"Maybe that's why you've been divorced four times." The room went so silent you could hear a pin drop and Fred instantly regretted it. It had been perhaps the bravest thing he had ever said. He felt instant relief when Dick chuckled.
"You're alright white boy." Dick got up and grabbed another beer and gave one to Fred. "For the record, no woman has ever divorced me because of sex. They divorced me because I'm a mean drunk sonofabitch and I can't keep my big black cock in my pants."
"Ya got that right," added Walker.
"Yep," said Frank.
Dick sat and took the cards to deal. "In fact, I could call up any of my ex's and fuck them tonight if I wanted and two of them remarried. Tell ya what white boy. I'm gonna get your dick sucked for you."
Fred said the second bravest thing in his life. "I'm starting to wonder about this fascination you have with my dick, Dick."
The room broke out into laughter. Frank guffawed and slapped Fred on the back. The only one who didn't laugh was Dick, but he grinned. He wasn't as scary looking when he grinned. "I was serious, but if you don't want your wife to suck your dick that's fine with me. Just trying to do you a fucking favor. If you don't want to know my plan, fuck you."
The laughter had settled. "Just kidding," said Fred, "but I'm curious, what's your plan?"
"We get her to play poker with us. We can feed her some good hands and you can force her out of the game unless she bets a blow job for when you get home."
"Can't do that," replied Fred.
"Why not?" prompted Dick.
"Amber has a... She can't... What I'm trying to say is that she got us into trouble... She can't handle gambling."
"You don't say," said Dick.
"Leave him alone, Dick," said Walker. "This is clearly something he doesn't want to discuss."
"It's ok. It feels good to get off my chest." Fred explained how Amber had gotten hooked in Vegas and how their troubles had progressed from there.
"Nothing to be ashamed of Fred," said Amos. "We all have our problems and weaknesses."
Frank took the cards for the deal. "Enough talk, ladies. Lets play some serious poker."
The rest of the night went a lot friendlier and Fred went home with twenty extra dollars in his pocket. He stripped in his room watching the gentle rise and fall of the sheets as Amber slept. She would be naked under the covers and his dick started to rise. He imagined walking over to her and pulling the covers off. He'd shove his dick down her throat as she woke up in surprise. Yeah, that would work in a perfect world. He looked down at his penis, hard, and straining to make five inches. Dick had called Walker's penis little at ten inches and claimed his was thirteen. Those old black men were probably full of crap. Amber wouldn't go for the forced blow job thing, but she never turned down sex. He climbed in bed behind her and nudged her ass with his stiff penis until she awoke and parted her legs for him.
********************
Fred and Amber were just about to sit down together and watch a movie when the doorbell rang. Fred answered the door and was surprised to see the four black men there. Amos was carrying a case of Old Milwaukee. "You trying to ditch the game, white boy?" said Dick.
Fred was silent. He hadn't had a good time during last weeks game and had spent the week avoiding his neighbors so as not to get invited to another game. "Sorry fellas, money is a little tight this week."
"Then we'll spot ya," said Walker stepping up to the door.
"Come on in," sighed Fred stepping aside.
"Fred, what's going on?" asked Amber standing up from off the couch. She looked dumbfounded to see the old black men shuffle into her living room. Amber was wearing just panties and a tee shirt. She grasped the hem and pulled the shirt down to cover her panties. This had the effect of making the tee shirt tighten around her large bosom and showing off her nipples.
"Sorry, honey. The guys here want to play some poker."
"Oh. Alright then. I guess we'll just have to postpone our alone time." Amber checked out the black men to see if she had made any of them feel guilty enough to leave them alone, but they just stared at her chest. "I'll run upstairs and change."
"Don't feel you have to change on our account little lady," said Walker.
Amber snorted. "I'll be right back." She released the tee shirt's hem when she reached the stairs. Four black heads turned to watch her climb the stairs. As her firm calves tensed with each step, the tee shirt rode up her back giving each man a view of Amber's tight ass gripped by lacy black panties.
"We can use the kitchen table," said Fred. He took the beer and filled the refrigerator after handing each black man a can and taking one for himself. Walker had his poker chip set and cards. He quickly gave each man the standard $50 in chips after collecting the money.
They had each dealt two hands when Amber came back downstairs. Fred was not surprised when all four black men's eyes focused on her. He knew he was a lucky man. Amber seemed incapable of not looking sexy no matter what she was wearing. She was barefoot and even her feet looked cute with their little pink painted nails. She had pulled some tight jeans on and was wearing a sweat shirt that was a little too small and designed to show off her navel and flat belly whenever she stretched. Fred could tell she had put her bra on as her tits weren't shaking too much, but the tight sweat shirt really made them stand out. She had tied her long auburn hair back and removed her contacts, wearing dark glasses. She had attempted to dress down, but the hair and glasses made her look like a naughty librarian. "Let me get some chips and dip for you guys." Amber always wanted to be a good hostess and she grabbed a bowl to fill with chips.



"And I'll take another beer little lady," said Frank.
"Me too," grunted Dick.
"Full house," said Fred putting his cards down and pulling the chips his way. "You must be good luck honey." Frank folded early the next hand when Amos dealt and lost a bit more when Frank dealt. Frank always seemed to deal him the worst hands.
"I'll take a beer now," said Frank.
"Might as well bring me one while your at it," added Walker. "And why not get one for yourself?"
"I think I will," said Amber. She served the men some beer. Only Walker and her husband were in for this hand and the pot was large, probably more then one hundred dollars. She felt her pulse quicken at the thought of winning all that money. She pulled back the tab on the beer and took a swallow almost spitting it out immediately.
"Not the fancy beer you're accustomed too," laughed Frank. The other black men laughed with him.
"I like Bud," she replied.
"Spoiled rich girl are ya?" said Dick. "Drink up that working man's beer in your hand."
Amber looked at her husband who just shrugged at her. She took another sip of the beer and forced it down her throat. Fred smiled at her and winked as he laid his flush down on top of Walker's two pair. Amber felt a shudder go through her as she pictured herself winning that money. Her nipples hardened as she got a little turned on. Luckily, her bra was thick enough to keep them from sticking out too much, though they were still visible.
"I'm out then," said Walker. "Care if I go watch some TV?"
"Follow me," said Amber, "and I'll get you the remote."
Walker left for the living room and shouted "Alright!" a few minutes later.
"Everything ok in there?" called Fred from the poker table.
"Just happy to see you got cable, rich boy," yelled Walker back.
Fred returned to the game and dealt the cards. "Can you get me another beer, honey?"
"Sure," she replied tossing back her beer and grimacing at the taste. "Anyone else?" The three black men each wanted another and Walker called from the living room that he would take another too.
"You know Amber," said Dick after she returned from giving Walker his beer. "It's still early and poker is better with five players. Why don't you sit in a hand?"
"I don't think that's a good idea," said Fred. He glared at the dark skinned black man. Didn't he remember Fred talking about Amber's problem last week?
"I think that's up to your wife. What say you, Amber?"
Amber had opened another beer and was still making faces as she sipped it. "Fred's right, it's not a good idea. I do love poker though," she sighed.
"Then join us. Hubby's won enough to spot you some."
Amber actually felt her panties dampen a little at the thought of playing poker. "Like I said, I'd love to, but I have a bit of a gambling problem."
"Then this will be good for you. You're only allowed a stake of fifty dollars. You can't lose any more then that."
"Really?" Amber downed her beer, already feeling a little buzzed. She sat down in Walker's vacant seat.
"Amber," said Fred gulping. "I don't think..."
"This might help her," interrupted Dick. "It can teach her to control her bets."
"I think I can handle it, just this one time," said Amber staring at the cards.
"We each are even," said Frank, speaking for the first time since Dick had asked her to join. Amos had been silent the whole exchange too. "Except for your hubby there who has all of Walker's money. Give her half and we'll be even again."
Fred slid fifty in chips over to Amber. "Honey, this is my money, ok? You are not actually gambling with your money. I'm just letting you play some cards with my money." He hoped that would make her think about gambling a little differently. "If you win, I'm keeping the money."
"Just deal, Fred," she replied.
"Five card draw." Fred dealt the cards. Amber controlled herself and folded early. Amos won the pot which was small. Amos dealt and Frank won a little. Amber won a decent pot during Frank's deal and another decent pot the next time around when Frank dealt again. Fred could see his wife squirming a little in her seat. Gambling made her horny and if she won tonight, she was going to be an animal in bed. That made him feel a little better. He still controlled their money and she couldn't get them into trouble again even if she had a bad relapse.
Amber's money started dribbling away after they each had dealt a few more hands. The deal came back to Frank. "My lucky guy," said Amber, slurring her words a little. She had just finished her third beer. Frank winked at her. She had won every hand he dealt. This hand broke her streak and she found most of her money gone. "I'm sorry honey," she said staring at her few remaining chips.
"It's just a game," replied her husband.
Amber won a small pot when Dick dealt and another when Fred dealt. She started perking up again. Frank's turn came around and this time he was her lucky charm again. He dealt her a straight on another hand of five card draw. She matched the raises until Amos and Frank folded. She looked at her husband who was trying to keep a straight face, but she could tell he was holding a good hand. Dick was staring at her smirking. Probably looking for a tell, she thought. Dick pushed all his money in and her husband followed suit. "I.. um... don't have that much," she said, panicking.
"Then you're out," said Fred.
"Not so fast, white boy," said Dick Long. "Your wife has something else she can put up."
Fred felt the color drain from his face. The table had gone silent again. He knew what Dick was going to bring up.
"What's that?" she asked.
"Putting anything else in is against the rules," said Fred hastily.
"You can give a blow job to the winner." Dick turned and stared her in the eyes.
It was Amber's turn to feel the color drain from her cheeks. "What kind of man would even suggest that?"
"A man who wants a blow job. Do you think you got a good hand or do you want to fold?"
"In Vegas poker, I can just put what I got..."
"This ain't Vegas, white girl. Now how good do you think your hand is?"
"But your bla... not my husband. I can't give you a blow job. I'm a married woman. I don't even do that with Fred."
"Fred's a wuss. Everyone knows a blow job ain't cheating."
"Just fold, honey," said Fred. He jumped when Dick kicked him in the leg. The black man winked at him as Amber stared at her cards. Last week, he had told Fred he was going to help him get a blow job and Dick was apparently keeping his promise. "But, it's up to you."
Amber stared at her husband in disbelief. "I have to use the bathroom. I'll decide when I come back." She left the room.
"Asshole," said Fred to Dick. "I told you about her gambling problem. What were you thinking?"
Dick smirked. "Just trying to help you out. Look at her cards." Fred stared at him until he repeated, "turn her cards over and check her hand."
Fred reached out and cheated. "She's got a straight."
"Can you beat it?"
"Yeah, I have a flush."
Dick looked at his hand and showed Fred two of his cards. "Pair of tens. I told you I'd get your dick sucked. Take my gift and enjoy. She's going to be so relieved she doesn't have to give me a blow job that you'll get the best fucking blow job of your life." Dick sat up straight when Amber returned. "Well did you decide?"
"I'm out," she replied.
"Good choice," said Frank. "Don't give this asshole the pleasure."
Fred drummed his fingers on the table. "I think you should stay in, honey," he practically whispered.
"Bad move," said Frank, but he was grinning.
Amber stared at her husband in disbelief. "Are you serious?"
"If you think your hand is that good, you should stay in. You might win all the pot back or give me a blow job tonight."
"Or that jerk."
"Maybe, but he has to beat you and me, first."
Amber looked at the money. She had a chance of tripling the money her husband had allowed her to play with. He wasn't kidding, it was his and he'd take it all from her, but she also knew he would buy her something nice with it. "I'll do it."
"You sure, Amber?" asked Frank.
"Shut up Franksandbeans," said Dick. "What you got, white boy?"
"Flush."
Amber felt sick all of a sudden. She had just lost. Well giving Fred one little blow job wouldn't be so bad. "Straight." She turned up her cards. Fred was grinning at her. He really wanted this and she decided to do her best with him. She gulped when it came Dick's turn to show his cards.
"Pair of tens."
Amber felt a huge surge of relief and Fred's grin widened.
"And another pair of tens. I win."
Fred's grin dropped. "What the fuck?"
Amber stared at the four tens horrified. "Oh no," she whispered.
"Time to pay up." Dick stood up. His giant muscular frame towering over the still sitting players. His dark black skin looked even darker when he grinned displaying his missing teeth. His remaining teeth were yellow and crooked. Amber pushed her seat back and stepped away from the table like a doe about to make a run for it. Dick grabbed her arm and practically dragged her away. "We can do this in the living room." She turned to stare at her husband before she disappeared.
Fred made a move to stand, but Amos's arm wrapped around his neck from behind and held him still. The arm tightened until Fred quit struggling. "A bet is a bet," Amos whispered in Fred's ear.
"OHMYGAWD!" shouted Amber from the living room.
"He's hurting her," whimpered Fred.
"Naw," said Amos. "She just seen his cock, that's all."
Frank spoke. "He did the same thing to Walker's wife."
"You should have warned me," pleaded Fred.
"I told her not to," shrugged Frank.
Fred shut his eyes to fight tears. "Is it really that big?"
"You can go see for yourself once you calm down." Amos relaxed his grip.
"I gotta stop this," said Fred, gasping as the arm around his neck tightened again.
Amos whispered in his ear again. "Listen white boy, your wife was playing with your money. You said so yourself. That means that you gotta pay the debt. Long Dick is gonna get his cock sucked tonight and unless you wanna do it, it's gonna be your wife." Amos felt Fred slump completely and he released his arm from around Fred's throat. Amos slapped him on the back. "Maybe this will teach your wife a lesson about gambling." He slapped Fred on the back. "Now I ain't never scene a pretty white girl sucking on Long Dick's black monster and I'm gonna go watch the show."
"Me too," said Frank standing.
Fred watched the black men leave for his living room. Reluctantly, Fred pushed his chair back to join them. He shuffled towards his living room. At first he couldn't see anything as Frank and Amos were blocking his view. Walker was sitting back in a recliner. He had switched the television off. Dick was standing in the center of the living room. He had pulled his shirt off. His skin was a deep African black and his muscles were extremely pronounced. This guy's physique put Fred's little body to shame and the black man had 30 years on Fred. The black man had dropped his pants around his ankles. Fred could see Amber's golden brown hair bobbing before Dick's crotch. He walked around the couch and gasped at the sight before his eyes.
Amber had her jaws stretched so wide it looked like they were dislocated. Sticking from her mouth were about seven inches of the darkest black cock Fred could have ever imagined. To say it was beer can thick would have been an exaggeration, but not by much. Amber pulled back gasping for breath and Fred got the full view of the monster that had been in her mouth. Dick hadn't been lying when he bragged about his cock being thirteen inches long. It was also the ugliest thing Fred had ever scene. The black man was uncircumcised and the thick wrinkly sack covered an oversized cock head. The head seemed to be trying to push out of the sack as the black man gasped for breath. Amber reached up and pulled the skin taunt. The huge cockhead emerged completely from the foreskin. It was both the size and color of a large dark plum. Having the foreskin pulled tight made the massive black cock look completely different. It went from being an ugly wrinkled log to a magnificent steel hard phallus that could have been the model for a large dildo. Amber couldn't take her eyes off it and she looked both fascinated and horrified. Dick's hand wrapped around the back of her head and pulled her back down on his cock. She tried to swallow it again, but gagged.
"Amber, are you alright?" said Fred.
Amber finally looked at her husband. Dick's cock was rubbing along her cheek, nose, and lips, sometimes leaving a slimy trail. "Do you see this?" she asked. Fred nodded and she embarrassed him by saying, "it's more then twice as big as yours." The black men all chuckled.
"Start sucking. I ain't got all night," grunted Dick. "Just swallow what you can. You can jerk off the rest. I cum quicker too if you play with my balls."
Amber took the fully engorged cockhead back in her mouth and began sucking. She bobbed her head as rapidly as she could. She could handle four or five inches of the monster fairly easily. Her right hand started stroking the remaining shaft. Her hand began sliding faster as saliva leaked from her lips helping to coat the shaft. Fred saw her other hand come up to knead Dick's testicles. They were every bit sized to go with his penis. Each individual ball was bigger then Fred's entire scrotum and probably as big as a tennis ball. His testicles were excessively hairy and the wrinkly black skin matched his foreskin.
"That's it," groaned Dick. "I think she's starting to love sucking on this big black cock." Amber shook her head in the negative, but continued bobbing it. "Liar. I bet your pussy's soaked right now. I bet your wondering what something like this would feel like buried in your tight white pussy. Ow! Squeeze my nuts again bitch and you'll find your lips kissing my pubes. I'm gonna cum soon. You can thank me when I'm done."
Amos moved to block Fred who acted like he was about to intervene again. "This your first white girl?" he asked. Amos was clutching his crotch which looked like it pained him.
Dick took his eyes off Amber and looked at Amos. "Naw, but she's the first one I didn't have to pay."
Amber let out a little cry, but didn't stop bobbing her head.
"I can't stand this anymore," said Amos.
"What are you doing?" asked Fred horrified to see the other muscular black man dropping his pants.
"I gotta jerk off." Amos pulled out another huge cock. His monster was dark brown and also uncircumcised. His shaft was probably close to a foot long, the thick root jutting out from a heavy bush of grey pubic hair. Amos spit in his hand and started sliding it along the shaft.
Fred found the whole situation surreal. His beautiful young wife was kneeling before a black man older than her dad and someone Fred felt probably belonged in a prison. She was sucking on an ugly black cock so prodigious, it was more then twice as big as Fred's. Another black man old enough to be Amber's grandfather was jerking his huge cock off in their living room as he stared at Amber. Two more old black men, one fat and one skinny, were watching the show.
"Getting close," growled Dick.
Amber pulled her mouth off, but her hand never quit stroking the shaft. "Warn me before you cum," she said before returning her lips to his cockhead. Before she swallowed it, Fred noticed that the foreskin had completely receded and the big tip looked even more engorged then before.
"It ain't a proper blowjob unless you swallow." Dick pulled her head down and Amber's eyes flew wide open. She made a gurgling sound just as milky white sperm shot out the sides of her mouth. Fred could see her gulp several times and felt jealous knowing this was the first sperm she had ever tasted. Dick, being the typical asshole, yanked his cock out quickly and shot another couple blasts of semen on Amber's face. She surprised Fred by leaning forwards and putting her lips back around the tip and gulped a few more times. Her hand was now only stroking forwards on the shaft like it was milking it for sperm. Amber finally pulled back, staring in amazement at the still engorged shaft before her eyes. She released it and the dark foreskin slowly closed up around the shrinking cock head. It looked like a snake sliding backwards into a hole. "Hey slut, look at that."
Amber turned her face in the direction Dick was nodding and found herself face to face with another engorged black cock. The angry looking head exploded as soon as her eyes focused on it. A huge wave of semen covered her face and sweat shirt. Sperm covered her eyes and blinded, she felt the new cock head pressing down upon her lips. She opened them in time to get another mouthful of hot semen which she swallowed to make room for several smaller wads. She had only seen the man's cock and had no idea who's semen she was now swallowing. The cock pulled back from her mouth and her body seemed to want to follow it like she wanted to taste more. She heard her husband yell, "That's it. Shows over. I want everyone out." There was laughter and what sounded like a high five hand slap. Someone also farted as the black men shuffled out of the room. She could here someone gathering up the poker chips. When it appeared everyone had left, she pulled her sweat shirt off and wiped her eyes. Fred returned and helped her to the shower. They both agreed to forgive each other and hugged, though Fred wouldn't kiss her on the mouth. The black man had been right, her pussy was soaked while she sucked him, and Amber half heartedly hoped for sex that night, but when Fred stripped, his penis wasn't the least bit hard. In fact, it appeared to have shrunk up into his scrotum making it look even smaller.
*****************
A week later, Friday morning, Fred awoke to find his penis engulfed in his wife's mouth. She found his penis easy to suck and she could swallow the entire shaft while licking his balls with her tongue. Things had been a little strained between he and Amber. It had taken him three days before he could kiss her on the lips. It was five days until he had gotten an erection and they had passionately made love that night knowing that all was truly forgiven. The following night she had finally gone down on him whether out of guilt or love, Fred didn't care because it felt awesome. She swallowed every drop of semen his little balls could produce both that night and this morning. She seemed to enjoy the taste. Amber climbed up on top of him and laid her head on his chest. "I'll miss you."
"I'll miss you too. I'd like to stay here all day, but I'd better get ready and on the road." Fred got off the bed when Amber rolled off him and took a shower. He would be gone until Tuesday at a pharmaceutical convention and had about a seven hour drive. They kissed at the door. Fred broke off the kiss and walked down to his car before turning back to his wife. "Remember to lock the door and don't let Richard anywhere near the house." Fred had quit calling him Dick, because he didn't want to remind Amber of the man's penis. "I'll see you in five days."
Fred was driving out of the neighborhood when he noticed Frank Beane was struggling with a love seat in the back of a pickup. He had avoided the black men all week, but he couldn't turn down a neighbor who needed help. Fred pulled up to the curve and helped Frank get the chair off the pickup. They both took the chair and carried it through the front door.
"Right here," said a heavy-set older black woman.
"Fred meet my wife, Jean," said Frank.
"Jean Beane," said Fred.
"Almost didn't marry the old fool cause of that," laughed the black woman.
Frank and Fred arranged the love seat. Frank thanked him and Fred was on the way to the door when he noticed the pictures on the wall. "Is that you and Sammy Davis Jr?"



"Yep, sure is. I used to open for him."
One picture was of a promotional shot of a much younger Frank dressed as a magician. He was holding a wand up to a fanned deck of cards. The billboard called him Beandini. There was also a shot of Frank dealing cards at a blackjack table to Sammy Davis, Sinatra, and what looked like Angie Dickenson. "Wow! You have to tell me some stories some time."
"I'm free now. I can talk about my Vegas days for hours."
"Some other time. I'm at a conference all weekend."
"Sure neighbor. Thanks for the helping hand."
The pictures tugged at Fred's brain halfway to the conference. Frank had been a professional card dealer in Vegas in the early sixties. He had also been some sort of magician apparently specializing in card tricks. Richard had mentioned feeding his wife cards at their first game when he was setting Fred up for the blow job con. Frank's hands had all been good for Amber at the second card game until the one that suckered her in. "My lucky guy," Amber had called Frank that night. Frank was the kindly old one. The friendliest of the four black men. Could he have set Fred and Amber up? Worse, Fred had just told him that he would be gone all weekend. Fred was an hour away from the conference when he turned around and headed home just as it started to rain.
***************
Amber was actually shaking as she approached the door. She jumped when the doorbell rang for a third time. She had just gotten out of the tub when the doorbell rang. She didn't know who it could be. The lights were out except for the bathroom and the bedroom and her car was in the garage. She dressed in sweat pants and a shirt before heading down stairs. She snuck a peak through the curtain and saw skinny old Frank Beane standing on her steps dripping wet. She turned the light on and opened the door, undoing the chain lock. "Frank, what is it?"
"It's poker night," he grinned at her and held up a deck of cards.
"Well come in out of the rain." She pulled her robe tight around her waist. "Fred's not here. He's out of town."
"You don't say."
"Hold the door," someone yelled as Walker and Amos appeared out of the darkness to catch the door before she closed it.
Startled, Amber stepped back and almost screamed.
"He's not here, Amber. After last week we told Dick we didn't want to play with him again." Frank kindly patted her shoulder.
"Same place as last week?" Walker sat his poker chips on the kitchen table as Amos loaded the cooler with another case of cheap beer. He handed Amber one.
"I was just telling Frank, that Fred's out of town."
"Shit. We were hoping for both of you to play since we ditched the asshole," grunted Amos.
"Well, we'll just make do with the four of us then," said Walker as he squeezed his fat belly into a chair.
"I was hoping for an early night, fellows," said Amber, but her eyes were greedily staring at the poker chips, the cards, and the fifty dollars Walker was removing from his pocket.
"Come on Amber," said Frank as he sat at the table. "Just a simple little game. Same rules as last week, fifty dollars only. I'm sure Fred left you some money."
"He left me $150 dollars," she replied. Amber was squeezing her eyes shut trying to fight the urge to join them at the table. "But that's all I have to last the weekend and I need groceries and gas."
"Then even if you lose, you'll still have a hundred bucks to get by on." Frank used his foot to push out an empty chair towards Amber. "But if you win, you'll have doubled your stake."
I guess your right. Can't hurt. Can it?" Amber was sweating and breathing heavy. Her hands were shaking as she left the room to get to her purse and the money. She retrieved fifty dollars and returned to the kitchen. Her hands quit shaking as soon as she sat down at the table and watched her money being turned into poker chips. She immediately felt better as Walker dealt the first hand. Amos popped the tab and slid a beer over towards her.
One hour later...
Amber reached into her purse for her final fifty dollars. The boys had been generous and let her buy some more chips. She was thankful they were giving her a chance to win her money back. Her luck had to change soon. She returned and slid the money towards Walker who exchanged it for more chips. She was thrilled to win the next two hands, but then her money started whittling away again. Frank dealt out a game of seven card stud and the pot started building. She had two sixes in her hand and there was a third on the table as well as a pair of sevens. She winced as Amos raised again. "I don't have enough."
"Your short fifteen," stated Frank. "Then you're out."
"I can't be out. I won't have any money to get by this weekend." Amber eyes were wide open in fright. Can somebody lone me the fifteen? I'll pay you back."
"You can pay me what Dick got last week," said Amos.
Amber blushed. "I'm never doing that again. Screw you." Amos held up his hands in surrender.
Frank reached out and tapped her hand. "And we'd never make you do that. Isn't that right guys?" Frank's elongated hand completely covered Amber's.
"We ain't pervs," grunted Walker. "But we is men. I'd give you fifteen of my winnings if you put on a little something sexy. I'm thinking that bikini you was wearing while gardening would be nice."
"I'm not wearing a bikini to play poker."
"I'd pay fifteen for that too," said Amos.
"I'd be lying if I told you I wasn't interested." Frank sat back and sighed. "I guess that's the offer. I know you don't want to do it, so feel free to fold and we'll go home, but it would sure make three old men very happy to play cards with such a young a beautiful woman."
Walker added, "Plus, you'd have thirty bucks extra to play with."
Amber thought about it for a minute. Odds were good she would win this hand and most of her money back. With the extra $30, she could get all of it back with a few good hands. Amber pushed her chair back and stood up. "I'll be right back."
Amber returned ten minutes later wearing her robe. She found a full, cold beer in her spot and tossed it back taking a big swig. She was already a little drunk and the beer helped build up her courage. Three pairs of eyes were on her as she undid the belt and let the robe fall to the floor.
"Jesus!" said Walker.
Amos was cruder, "That is a fucking hot piece of ass."
"You're incredible Amber," said Frank winking at her. "I'm not sure this was a good idea. I won't be able to concentrate on my cards."
Amber's first reaction was to lean forward making herself smaller which also made her large breasts ponderously dangle down. She forced herself to stand back up straight. They had already seen her in the top, but with shorts on. The panties were on the skimpy side and the reason she kept her crotch shaved. It helped that the three men were so old and unthreatening. Plus, the way they were staring at her body was flattering. Amber relaxed and smiled. "Let's play cards."
"First, lets pay you your chips," said Frank sliding fifteen across to her as she sat down. The other two followed suit. Amber slid the fifteen she still owed into the pot. "Amber's in. Let's show them."
"Full house," said Amber sixes over sevens."
"I'm out," Frank flopped his cards down.
"Beats me." Walker tossed his cards in.
"Full house too," said Amos grinning. "Sevens over sixes."
"Shit!" Amber threw her cards on the table. This was getting to be too much for her. She was holding so many good hands that just didn't pay off for her. She took another swig of beer.
The cards went around the table a couple times and Amber won a few small pots. The beer and the gambling had her horny. She wished Fred was home to take care of her needs. Of course, he'd be pissed off at her for gambling, so she was better off spending an unsatisfied horny weekend alone. Her nipples grew erect as she pictured her and Fred in bed. She'd felt guilty after the last poker game and had paid her husband back by blowing him. She found she actually liked having a penis in her mouth since Dick Long had made her blow him. "Who was the other man?" she suddenly blurted out.
"What man?" asked Frank.
"The other man at the poker game," she replied wishing she had kept her mouth shut. "The one who jerked off on me."
"Guilty," said Amos raising his hand.
Amber looked at him, but didn't see the old black man. Instead, she saw a big brown cock head staring at her, swollen and angry. Semen spitted out from the head and splattered on her face before she took it in her mouth swallowing several mouthfuls of his warm seed. "Why?"
"Why'd I jerk off on you?" Amos laughed. "How could I not? That was the sexiest thing I'd ever seen. Trust me, these old farts," He pointed at Frank and Walker, "probably jerked off the second they got home."
Amber saw Walker nod in agreement, though Frank's face remained blank. "I didn't get a good view, but you appeared quite large." Amber realized at this point that she was quite drunk.
"Nearly a foot long." The smirk on Amos's face suggested that he was quite proud of it. "Ain't seen many bigger, but Long Dick's got me by another inch."
"How can they be so big?"
"It's a black thing," said Frank. "Mine's about a foot too, though I don't see it hard that often anymore. I wish I was seventy again."
"I guess I'm the baby at ten," said Walker, "But I'm told mine's the thickest anyone's ever seen."
"Jesus, I didn't know." Amber was staring at her cards, but not seeing anything as she pictured Dick and Amos's long black cocks again.
"I take it Fred don't measure up?" asked Amos.
Amber shook her head not wanting to answer out loud that her husband wasn't even half as long as any of theirs. "Do women have trouble taking something that big?"
"Not at all," said Amos.
"Most women cum like crazy stuffed with a big cock." Walker winked at her and licked his fat lips.
Amber felt uncomfortable again having the fat man ogling her. Looking at all the superior smirks on the black faces, made her decide to drop the conversation. "Back to the game. Oh crap, I'm out again." Amber held another good hand.
"Well, do you fold?" asked Walker, who was dealing.
"Would you guys be willing to spot me?"
"What's in it for us?"
Amber's mind flashed through her assets. She had some jewelry, but no cash. She needed to win her money back. The pot was pretty large, enough to keep her in the game. "I'm short twenty dollars. You guys like this bikini? How about I take the top off?"
"Not fair," grumbled Walker. "She should have been out a long time ago."
"It sounds like a good deal to me," smiled Amos looking at her body as she sat at the table.
"I'm inclined to agree with Walker," said Frank. "Of course, we have left Amber here in a bind without any money this weekend. I feel guilty not giving her a chance to win her money back." Frank nodded acknowledging Amber's grateful smile. "Let's compromise and let Amber stay in, but she has to take the entire bikini off."
"I can live with that," said Walker nodding.
"Alright, fine," said Amber. "It's a deal. I'm going upstairs to use the bathroom." Amber rose and felt all three sets of eyes on her ass as she walked away. She bent to pick her robe up, and headed upstairs. She returned shortly with the robe belted tightly around her waist. The three black men were sitting around the table expectantly looking at her. One had left the refrigerator door open. She gulped. "Ok boys, here it goes." She dropped the robe.
"Fuck!"
"Her fucking labs are sticking out."
"Look how faint her saucers are, but her nipples are bright pink.
Amber closed her legs. With her crotch shaved, her female parts tended to extend out. Her labia and clitoris leaned towards the large side. "Worth the money?" She almost laughed at the old men's reactions. She half expected Frank or Walker to have a heart attack. Previously, only her husband had seen her nude, but she no longer felt the least bit self-conscious standing nude before these men.
"Looks like I got here right on time," said Dick Long standing up as he shut the refrigerator door.
Amber stood still looking at the dripping wet black man. He was shirtless, his muscular chest glistened in the light. Her newly found exhibitionist streak disappeared and she threw one arm around her breasts and her other hand over her bare crotch. She turned and disappeared into the living room.
"Sorry Amber," called Frank, "he just showed up to play cards."
"Come back out and lets me see ya," yelled Dick. "It took me awhile to track the fellows down and I'm eager to play."
****************
Fred pulled up in front of his house and parked at the curb. He sat in his car for close to twenty minutes listening to the rain pound on his roof. He was being foolish. He shouldn't have turned around and come home. Now he'd have to spend all those hours driving back to his conference in the rain. His house appeared dark except for the kitchen. He could see movement through the curtains. He decided to peak in and check on Amber before leaving again.
Fred stepped out of his car and opened his dark umbrella. As he approached his house, he thought he saw movement near the window. A dark figure appeared, staring in the kitchen window. Fred snuck closer and recognized Dick Long. That fucking black pervert is staring at my Amber, thought Fred. He looked around for a tree branch or anything he might use as a weapon just in case the guy was planning on doing more then just peeking. Dick seemed oblivious to the rain. Fred stood behind a tree for nearly fifteen minutes watching Dick. He thought he heard voices in the kitchen, but the rain made it too hard to tell for certain. Eventually, his side door opened and to Fred's surprise, old Frank Beane appeared in the doorway. Frank looked around, saw Dick and gestured for him to enter the house. As the black man disappeared inside, Fred stepped up to his window.
The black men were seated at his table playing cards. He watched Dick pulling off his wet shirt and toss it in the kitchen sink. Amos took out something from his pocket and passed it around the room to the other men. They looked like little blue pills. Each of the men swallowed one and chased it with a sip of beer. Amber appeared in a robe just as Fred had to bend down to wipe rain water from his eyes. He heard Amber let out a little scream and when he looked up, she was gone. Frank called to Amber in the living room. It sounded like he said, "If you don't come out you're gonna forfeit."
"Amber! What the fuck are you doing?" Fred whispered as his wife emerged from the living room. She was completely naked. The only thing on Amber's body was her wedding ring. She was holding a pillow across her chest covering her breasts and crotch.
"Now Amber honey, that wasn't part of the deal," said Walker.
Amber dropped the pillow and slid into her chair. She picked up her cards. Amber grinned and sat up straight which thrust her breasts out. She reached out and slid the chips towards her. She seemed cheered by winning the pot. Dick winked at her and sat a fresh beer in front of her. He took out a wad of cash and bought himself into the game.
It was obvious to Fred what was going on. The neighbors were taking advantage of Amber's gambling addiction and making her pay off her debts by stripping. If he let this proceed, he had no doubt they'd want more then just having her nude. Fred took out his cell and dialed her cell phone. It rang several times. There was no reaction from Amber. Stupid! Of course, her cell phone was probably with her clothes and she couldn't hear it. They hadn't bothered hooking up a land line.
Fred stood up straight. He should barge into his house and throw those black men out. Dick Long had his arms behind his head while Walker dealt the cards. Dick's muscles bulged out. His biceps were huge and it looked like his muscles had muscles on them. His dark black chest was flexed and Fred thought he could make out several scars crisscrossing the man's chest. His mind imagined Dick in a knife fight in prison. He probably kept a switch blade in his pocket. He remembered Amos's iron grip across his throat last week. Fred's knees went weak with fear. He couldn't take these men. He dropped to his knees in the wet grass and felt the rain rush over him as he shivered with fear and cowardice. He would have to trust his wife.
Fred kneeled for ten minutes before regaining the strength to rise to his feet. He stepped up to the window to watch. Sadly, it looked like Amber had lost much of the round she had previously won.
****************
"I would take another blow job," growled Dick.
"I'm never doing that again," said Amber bravely staring him straight in the eyes.
"I thinks you was loving it in the end," said Dick winning the stare down as Amber looked away.
"Settle down," said Frank. "Amber doesn't have to do anything she doesn't want to do. Amber gave Frank another grateful smile. "I just happen to have some index cards in my pocket."
"Why do you have index cards in your pocket?" she asked.
"Memory's going so it helps to write things down." Frank opened the cards and passed them over to Amber. "You can use them as vouchers instead of money."
"What do you mean? I have nothing of value left and I'm not blowing that asshole again." Amber leered at Dick as the big black man snorted, but smiled a gap-toothed grin.
"I'm not asking you to do anything you don't want to do. I was thinking maybe a hand job."
"What's a hand job?"
"You'd jerk one of us off," said Frank.
"I can't do that!"
"It's not like it's cheating or anything. No big deal really. Look, I'm just giving you a chance to win your money back."
"So, I'd just use my hands to get one of you off?"
"We needs some rules," said Walker. "Like what's the money value of a hand job?
"How about fifty dollars?" asked Amber.
"I wouldn't pay that much," grunted Walker.
"Ten sounds better," said Frank and when Amber looked about to object he added, "take it or leave it."
"We can't let her use all the cards either. There's like fifty in the pack. If she writes hand job on each card, that's like three hundred dollars," said Walker.
"Five hundred, dumb ass. Alright then," said Frank. "We set a maximum of four cards then. One for each male. Deal."
"Deal," said the other three black men.
"Deal," said Amber reluctantly. She was short twenty dollars, so she wrote 'hand job' on two of the cards and put them in the pot. The black men seemed to eye the cards greedily, but when it was all over, Amber had won the pot. She slid the poker chips and the cards over in front of her. She thought about tearing the cards up now that she had some money, but Frank was already dealing.
"Gimme some better cards next time, Franksandbeans," said Amos folding from the start.
Amber had some decent cards. She looked at her chips. It was $10 to her. She surprised herself by taking a card and throwing it in the pot. None of the black men objected that she didn't use her money. The next bet was only five, so she added chips to the pot. The last bet was another ten and she tossed the second hand job card in. "Two pair, kings high," she said tossing her cards down.
"Three sevens," said Walker grabbing the pot. "Can we take a break? I want to cash one of these cards in."
Amber looked a little sick as she realized what she had done. For some reason she hadn't planned on giving this fat old black man a hand job. Not that she wanted to give any of the others one either. "How about I just pay you the value of the card?" she asked.
"How about getting some Vaseline on them hands to jerk my dick off?"
Amber blushed and resigned herself to her fate. She went into the downstairs bathroom and got a jar of Vaseline. Walker and the other black men had moved to the living room. She realized with disgust that Walker was shuffling funny like his dick was already hard, but then the other black men were moving like they had erections too.



"God damn, I'm looking forward to this," said Walker. He wiped his hand across his bald pate. The light reflected off his gold tooth as he smiled when Amber returned. Walker was wearing brown corduroy pants. He undid his belt and let them drop to the floor, kicking his pants off his legs and sliding his shoes off. He then removed his white boxer shorts, but kept his white socks and white tee shirt on.
"Fuck Walker," said Amos. "You wasn't kidding about having a thick one."
"Nope." Walker squeezed the head of his fully hard cock and winked at Amber.
Amber was frozen in disgust. She had thought Dick had an ugly prick, but Walker's was disgusting. Actually the penis was a pretty powerful looking tool, it was the rest of Walker that was disgusting to a young woman like Amber. The penis was thick, no it was very thick. It was as thick as a coke bottle and looked like a wrinkly piece of dark sausage. Walker was also uncircumcised and had the same ugly wrinkly black foreskin that Dick had. Every now and then, the swollen purple black cock head would emerge from the foreskin like it was gasping for air. Fluid appeared around the pee slit and increased in volume each time the head appeared. The entire penis was completely hard and had a slight upward curve. It was also covered in swollen blue-black veins large enough she could see them pulsing. What made it so disgusting was that the shaft disappeared into an upside down triangle of fat. The bottom slopes were formed by the black man's thick thighs. The top was composed of his prodigious beer gut. Walker sat down in her recliner and put the seat back. He pulled his tee shirt up over his big belly and spread his legs. The fat parted and she could see straight down to the root of his shaft as it disappeared into a big bush of white pubic hairs. She could also make out his huge testicles resting against the chair. They were an ugly wrinkly black like his foreskin and also covered in white pubic hair.
"When you're done admiring it, you can get started," said Walker.
Amber shook her head to break the trance. She scooped up a dollop of Vaseline and then thinking about how big the monster was, she scooped up some more. She stared at the big cock as she walked over to Walker. One of the blacks reached out and squeezed her bare ass, but she just pulled away not even knowing who did it. She knelt and reached out her gel coated hand towards the cock. It jerked at her touch. It was so thick, there was a two inch gap between her fingers as she wrapped her hand around it. She slid her hand up and down the nearly foot long cock, twisting it around to get the thing fully coated in Vaseline. She used her other hand to pull the foreskin back until the golf ball sized head fully emerged. She assumed circumcision wasn't as common back when these old men were born. Walker's cock could have been sleek and beautiful without the foreskin. She kept the foreskin pulled tight as she stroked the shaft faster. Walker groaned and threw his head back as she worked his cock.
"I'll give you $40 for that other card," said Amos. He was awed watching the sexy young white girl stroking Walker's fat cock.
"No fucking way," groaned Walker. "I'm cashing my other one in tomorrow. This white whore knows how to milk a cock."
"I'm not a whore," said Amber angrily and she tried to squeeze his cock hard enough to hurt him, but it was like she was squeezing a steel rod.
"You're jerking me off for money. That makes you a whore."
"Asshole!" Amber's strokes grew faster with her anger.
"Walker, you be respectful of the young lady," said Frank.
Amber smiled gratefully at the kindly old man. When she looked back at Walker's cock, the head looked even more swollen and darker then it had before. She leaned closer to examine it, but pulled back when she caught a whiff of his smell. Fat men sweated a lot and his crotch area gave off a pungent smell of body odor. The pee slit slowly opened and his first wad caught her in the face almost before she could blink. Another wad splattered above her nipples. She knew those balls would be producing a lot of semen and she didn't want to be covered in the stuff. Amber did the first thing that came to her mind. She leaned down and placed the tip of his cock against her lips just in time to take the third wad in her mouth. Walker bucked his hips and slid about half his cock head in her mouth. She swallowed it down as her mouth filled once again still amazed at how hot it was. Black man's semen tasted different from her husband's. Maybe it was just that the volume was so much greater, but it still tasted richer then Fred's sperm. He now reeked of sweat and semen, but she kept her lips clamped and swallowed several more loads of cum as her hand stroked his cock dry. When he finished, Amber fell back on her ass gasping for breath.
"Breaks over," called Frank rising from his chair and heading back to the kitchen. Amos and Dick rose to follow him.
Walker sat up and stood, pulling the shirt down over his belly. He grabbed a nearby magazine and fanned his sweat covered face. "To hot now to get dressed." The pants-less man shuffled over towards the kitchen. His dick was every bit as hard now as it had been when he started.
Outside, a horrified Frank watched his wife wipe off her Vaseline covered hands on her thighs and stand. She turned towards the bathroom. He banged on the window to get her attention. Maybe, she could run to his car to escape these men, but she never heard him knocking over the rain and he didn't want to hit any louder for fear that Dick or Amos would hear him. Amber cleaned the sperm off her face in the bathroom and returned to the kitchen. She was still nude and didn't look the least bit embarrassed any more. Fred crept back towards the kitchen window.
Amber won a nice hand and lost two before she resorted to using the cards again. Her old black neighbors had graciously allowed her to reuse the card Walker had cashed in. Now Frank held a hand job card and Walker still had his. The other two cards were in the pot. "I'm still short $5," she said.
"Write blow job on a card," growled Dick Long as he apparently had a good hand.
"I told you I'm not doing that again."
"You practically sucked Walker back there and you already blew me. Why not? It ain't cheating."
Amber thought about it. She had a good hand, but it was a typical Frank Beane dealt hand that seemed great, but never paid off. "No," she whispered while thinking, 'I'm not that desperate, yet."
"Why not a titty fuck?" Frank snapped his fingers like he thought it was a brilliant idea. "That should be worth fifteen. It's no worse then a hand job either."
"Deal," said Amber. She knew what a titty fuck was. Fred had nearly demanded one from her early in their relationship. Men were obsessed with breasts sometimes and apparently her large ones were perfect for sliding a penis between. She smiled as she pictured Fred kneeling on her chest. His penis had been completely enveloped by her breasts. She remembered his little head peeking out and squirting semen on her chest. At that time, she hadn't liked the taste of semen and she had worried it might squirt in her mouth, but the little squirt didn't have enough power behind it. It didn't even reach her neck.
"Deal," said the other black men.
Amber wrote titty fuck on one of the card and threw it in the pot taking ten dollars back only to have Amos raise the stakes and she had to write out a second card. They showed their hands and a grinning Dick pulled his winnings towards him. Amber rose expecting Dick was going to cash in. Embarrassed that he wasn't standing up either, she played it off by going to cooler for another beer. The cold air from the fridge made her nipples stand out even more. They were so swollen now, they ached.
Amber had to put her remaining money into the next hand as well as two more titty fuck cards and thankfully she won. She used the cards to save money and won another hand, but lost a card to Walker. Eventually, another good hand turned up and she saw her money and the last titty fuck card disappear in the pot. "Not enough," she cried, wondering if her luck was ever going to turn.
"How about an oral sex card?" asked Frank who was the only one who hadn't folded against her hand and who had also dealt her another good hand.
"I don't want to go down on one of you again."
"You misunderstand. We would go down on you."
"No way," Amber said crinkling up her face. "I don't even let Fred do that."
"Not interested. No deal," said Walker. "I'd rather have her write up some more hand job or titty fuck cards."
"No," said Frank. "We established a four card only rule."
"I don't like it either," added Dick. "I say make it a blow job or she's out."
"My friends don't understand the joys of going down on a woman. If you wish to stay in Amber, I'll make you a deal. Since the cavemen here aren't interested, I'll trade you $80 for four oral sex cards."
"I think it sounds disgusting too, but alright, deal." Amber wrote out 4 cards and traded them for the money. This was a good stake and she stood a chance of winning some back. She put what she owed in the pot and was delighted when she won, though Frank never showed his cards as he threw them down.
"Lets break," said Dick standing. "This fucking hard on is killing me. "I'm cashing in a card."
Amber followed the shirtless Dick into her living room. He turned around and stared at her as he began pulling his jeans off. He kicked off his shoes and stepped out of his pants. The black man's enormous cock was sticking straight up through the waistband of his briefs. He quickly pulled the briefs down and the heavy cock fell forwards. Dick's thirteen inch black log angled down slightly, a victim of it's immense size. "How do we do this?' she asked.
"Get on the floor and lay on your back." Dick grabbed the Vaseline from where she had left it earlier and began coating his cock. Once it glistened in the lamplight, he was satisfied it had enough lubrication. He stepped over the prone white wife and keeled down over her belly. Amber's D-cups tended to fall to the sides when she was flat on her back. Dick hefted them and squeezed them together around his cock. A spasm of arousal shot down to her pussy as his black hands squeezed her breasts. Amber was immediately struck by the difference between Dick and when Fred had done this to her. Where her breasts had completely engulfed Fred's little penis, Dick's looked like a big black sausage stuffed between two white buns. He began sliding his cock through her breasts. There was also the difference between Fred's thin build and Dick's weightlifter physique. This black man too stunk of sweat, but it was a more manly stink like one you get from a good workout as opposed to Walker's unwashed stench. She arched her head to watch his thrusts. The foreskin would catch in her breasts and with every thrust the big plum sized purple head would stretch forth shooting little spurts of precum. Dick adjusted his legs and his cock began beating against her chin. Amber turned her head sideways to avoid the beating until his cock was now sliding over her cheek.
"I'm cashing in a card too," said Frank strolling past her.
Amber felt her legs being pulled apart and blushed as she imagined Frank and maybe the others staring up into something only her gynecologist had seen before. The skinny eighty year old black man wormed his way between her legs. She struggled a little when she felt Frank's hot breath against her pussy., but Dick's weight held her still. She winced in disgust as one black man's cock head left a slimy trail across her cheek and another black man old enough to be her great grandfather prepared to lick her pussy. When it came, Amber's pussy spasmed at the shock and she gasped.
"Feels good don't it?" asked Frank, blowing on her clit. He chuckled then licked her large engorged clit, flickering his tongue back and forth over it.
Amber's face was frozen in a state of shock. She had no idea that this would feel so good or she would have made Fred do it years ago. Frank's tongue felt amazingly prehensile as it teased her labia and licked up and down her slit. Amber's hips started raising into his tongue of their own volition as he thrust it deep inside her pussy. The old black man's tongue felt nearly as large her husband's penis did when he was inside her. Her arousal grew when Frank replaced his tongue with two fingers and used his tongue to tease her clit again while pumping his fingers in and out of her. "Ah ah," moaned Amber continuing to whimper. "Oh god, I'm going to cum. I can't stand it. I'm cumming!" Amber raised her hips as fast as she could with Dick's weight on her. Her pussy clamped down around Frank's fingers and coated them with fluid. Amber hadn't orgasmed much in her life and this had been her biggest. Frank never stopped. He continued fingering and licking her and she could feel the pressure to cum building again.
Amber didn't know how to repay Frank for the wonderful feelings between her legs. She wanted to kiss him thank you, but she was trapped on the floor. She instead showed her gratitude to the closest thing male that she could find. Amber angled her head around so that Dick's thrusting cock slid up over her face and lips. She held her tongue out and was rewarded with a groan from the black man as she licked the underside of Dick's cock. He paused and pulled back so that she could kiss and lick around the big purple cock head. It was swollen and engorged. He was close to shooting his load and couldn't hold it for long. He began thrusting again and she continued licking his cock wishing the Vaseline wasn't coating his manly taste. Frank had another trick up his sleeve. Amber now had her legs splayed open and it was easy for him to bring his other hand around and push one finger against her ass. Amber gasped with surprise, but couldn't control her body as the finger teased her tight rosebud. Meanwhile, Dick had taken advantage of her gasp to push his cock head between her lips. One of the other black men helped Amber by pushing a small pillow from her couch under her head. Dick's cock head was now pushing into her mouth with each thrust and she licked it each time it entered her. Finally, when she thought she couldn't stand being teased anymore, Frank pushed his finger past her anus and deep into her ass. As disgusting as she would have thought that sounded fifteen minutes ago her body exploded with an even bigger orgasm then the first one just as Dick's cock exploded in her mouth. Amber wanted to scream in pleasure, but almost choked on the voluminous load of semen shooting from Dick's cock. He continued thrusting, each time he pulled back, semen would splatter across her face until it once again entered her mouth and she could gulp that load down. Dick quit thrusting and paused with his cock against her lips jerking the remaining sperm from his shaft.
Amber stretched and groaned with pleasure as Dick climbed off of her. He looked like a giant standing over her and just like Walker's, his cock remained rock hard and fully erect after cumming. Dick stepped over her and she could see Frank grinning at her. The entire lower half of his face was coated with her juices. He winked at her and turned to enter her bathroom to wash his hands and face. Amber climbed to her feet when he was done and entered the bathroom to clean all the sperm Dick had blasted across her face. It was nearly 3:00am when she returned to the kitchen. The black men were sitting around cutting the cards. Like Walker, Dick hadn't put his pants back on. She could see both their cocks sticking up erect under the table. Amber looked at her cards as Amos dealt.
Several hands later, Amber had a decent stack of chips and a good hand. She decided to save her money. The hand was down to her and Amos. She threw a $10 hand job card in the pot and a $15 titty fuck card, but still owed $25. Amber took another blank card out and wrote $25 blow job on it. The black men watched with interest. "I thought you weren't going to do that again?" asked Amos.
Amber shrugged. "Oral sex isn't as disgusting as I once thought. Besides, I've already tasted two of you tonight and the only difference between it and a hand job is using my mouth instead of my hands. It's not like it's cheating. Would you rather have the money?" Amber made to slide the card back towards her.
Amos grabbed it and slid the card back into the pot. "Keep it in," he told her. He laid his cards down to show his hand.
"Damn, I can't catch a break tonight," she said.
"Sorry," said Amos. "Maybe next hand, but right now, I'd like to cash this card in. My cock fucking needs some release too. Amber stood up from the table, but instead of getting up, Amos just pushed his chair back and spread his legs while he unbuttoned his pants.
Amber kneeled on the cold tile floor of her kitchen and waited. Amos slid his pants down under his ass. She could see the big tent in his underwear. "It looks uncomfortable," she said.
"Damn right, it's fucking uncomfortable. Well get to it."
He obviously wanted her to take it out. Amber leaned forward and reached for his underwear. She paused and crinkled her nose. His underwear was covered in old yellowish urine stains. She reached out for just the waistband, pulling it out and down. Amos' huge black cock shot up past his belly button. Amber forgot about the dirty underwear and grabbed it tight to pull it down around Amos' ankles. His near foot long cock was perfectly straight and stuck out from a batch of gray pubic hair. It was dark brown and the wrinkled foreskin was taut around his cock head with about half the head sticking out. It had a long urethra and she pictured the long pee slit opening to spit his seed in her face from last week. Amos removed his shirt as she grasped his penis and began stroking his shaft. At one time, Amos had probably been nearly as big and muscular as Dick Long, but age had caused his muscles to tighten up and shrink. He was still incredibly fit for a man in his seventies.
Amber pulled the foreskin all the way down as she leaned forward and completely engulfed the knobby cock head in her mouth. Amber ran her tongue all the way around the head and was rewarded by a groan from Amos. His groan encouraged her and she bobbed her head with increasing frequency.
"Suck that black cock, bitch."
Amber furrowed her brows as she continued bobbing her head. Whoever had said that sounded like Frank, though it didn't seem like something the kindly old black man would say. The head was in her throat now and she had swallowed nearly half the foot long shaft. Amos' crotch stank too, but it was the manly smell like Dick's and she didn't mind it.
"Integrate her mouth with that black cock."
'Damn, these men could be crude,' though Amber. She could manage nearly three quarters of his cock now, but her throat was feeling stretched and hurting. She settled for sucking half his shaft while stroking the remaining half.
"How's it feel to be drinking from a blacks only water fountain, slut?"
Amber actually paused and looked up. It still sounded like Frank, but he was sipping from a beer. He didn't even seem that interested in the show. When he put down the beer, he picked up the deck of cards and idly started shuffling them. Walker and Dick were staring intently at her blowing Amos. "Please stop it with the name calling," she said before returning to Amos' cock.
Fuck," groaned Amos. "She's good at this." He grabbed her head and began guiding it up and down his shaft.
That comment didn't bother Amber. It made her feel proud. She redoubled her efforts, moving even faster then Amos was guiding her. Amber was swallowing more than she had last week. He released her head and let her set her own faster pace. His cock swelled and spat. A stream of sperm slid down her throat. She pulled back to taste him and felt her mouth fill before she gulped it down. After several more gulps, she stroked his cock several more times to get any remaining sperm out of it. She kept stroking after the last drop had been squeezed out just to make sure. She pulled back and gasped for breath. She licked her lips and was pleased to find that she hadn't spilt a drop. Amber had now tasted four men and she felt she could detect the difference blindfolded. All of them had tasted good. Fred's had been just a tease, a little tea spoon and not as rich. Walker's had been rich and tangy and she even felt she could taste some beer or whiskey. Dick's semen was the best. It was rich and full. Where Fred's semen was like liquid, Dick's was more solid like pudding. Amos was close to Dick's. It tasted great and there was a lot of it, but it also seemed a little stale, possibly do to Amos' age.



Amber returned to her seat and took a swig of beer. Frank was now the only one fully clothed. The rest were naked, though Walker still had a tee shirt on to cover his fat belly. Walker's cock was jutting out and Amber reached over to squeeze the head and give it a friendly little stroke. Amber no longer found their uncut cocks ugly. They were amazing in their own way. She pulled back a little shocked by her actions. Walker chuckled and winked at her. Amber bent her head and was surprised to see that the three cocks under the table were still quite hard. "What, did you guys all pop some Viagra or something?"
The four black men laughed. "Let's play cards," said Frank.
Amber had a good hand then two bad hands and another good one. She used up her remaining hand job card and two titty fucks. Frank wouldn't take her oral sex card back since he still had three and none of the other men seemed interested in it. Amos won two more blow jobs from her, then Frank got one, and Dick got the last one. "Anyone want to..." Amber shut up. She had been about to ask if one of them wanted to cash in a card and there was an eagerness in her voice. 'My god, what's happening to me,' she thought. She had fifty dollars in front of her. That means she had lost one hundred. Amber did the math on the cards. Four hand jobs was forty, plus sixty for the titty fuck cards made it another hundred. She was out three hundred dollars total when you added in the blow job cards and even more if you counted selling the oral sex cards to Frank. So much for a friendly fifty dollar game. What was left for her to sell?"
"What's it to ya?" asked Walker.
"What?" Amber focused back on the game, the pot had been raised above her stakes again. "I don't have enough."
"Duh! What's it to ya," said Walker. "You owe a hundred, but only have fifty."
"I'm willing to fuck you if you write that on a card," said Dick.
"How generous," said Amber sarcastically though she was filled with shame when her pussy twitched. "No sex. I can't commit adultery on Fred."
"How about letting us fuck your ass then?" Dick stood and got another beer from the fridge.
Amber stared at him in horror. "Those things would rip my ass in two." She was surprised to see that the clock on the wall near Dick said it was nearly five in the morning.
"Nah," said Amos. "We'd be gentle. It does take some getting used to, but you'd learn to love it."
"How's $35 sound?" asked Frank.
"No way," she replied. "Maybe $50."
"Deal," said Frank.
"Deal," repeated Amos, Walker, and Dick together.
Amber thought about having Dick's monster shoved into her ass and she shivered. Then she thought about Walker's thick shaft and she shuddered in fear. Frank's finger had been the only thing ever shoved in her ass. It had been disgusting, but it had triggered a huge orgasm. "Deal," she replied reluctantly. This was her last hope. She vowed that this game would go no further. Amber surprised herself again. She wrote anal sex on two cards and threw them in the pot, allowing herself to keep the cash she had. It was a foolish decision. She should have waited to see if she could handle one ass fuck before putting two on the table. Pain might actually trump her gambling addiction.
Amos won the hand. "My lucky night," he laughed pulling the chips and cards towards him. Amber just slumped over in her chair. Amos waved six cards at the group. He held a hand job, and titty fuck, two blow jobs, and now two anal sex cards. "I'm cashing in." Amber looked down at the card Amos threw in front of her. It was an anal! Amos stood and held his hand out to her. She looked at his straight foot long cock sticking out from his white haired pubes and she shuddered again. She had just given the old fellow a blow job and he was ready to stick his cock in her ass. Amber reached up and took his hand. He led her to their living room and the other blacks followed. Amos had her brace her legs as she leaned over the edge of the couch. He had her reach around behind her and spread her ass cheeks apart. The old black man retrieved the Vaseline and whistled happily as he lubricated his shaft.
The old men were gathered behind her and Amber winced at the image she must be presenting to them. Her tight puckered sphincter was on display for them as was her clearly aroused slit. Even as she thought about it, one of them reached out and gave her clit a little squeeze that sent a spasm of desire up her back. She was about to object when she felt Amos move into position. He forced her to spread her legs apart and for a moment his shaft slid between her thighs and pressed against her labia. "Move them hands back to spread them cheeks," he growled at her. Amber adjusted herself and moaned as she felt Amos' cock move a little. The head came back and slid along her pussy lips, pressing against the entrance to her vagina. She was so acutely aware of it's presence, that she felt her own pussy stretch out over the tip of Amos' cock and leak fluid on it. For a brief moment, she thought Amos was about to shove it inside her, but instead he pulled back and the head now slid upwards over her ass cheeks. Amber's breasts mashed into the back of her couch as her hands pulled her ass cheeks apart.
Amos had left a big dollop of Vaseline on his finger and he spread the gel around her anus. He moved his big finger in a circular motion, counter clockwise, the tip of his finger moving deeper with each circular movement. "Aaagh," cried Amber as the large finger pushed through her rosebud. Amos's hands were meaty and thick, so that his finger was larger then Frank's more elongated fingers. He still moved his finger around as he pushed it deeper. "Just preparing you for the real thing," he said when Amber groaned again. Amos' finger was probably as big as her husband's penis and she felt a brief twinge of guilt at what she was doing. She felt the knuckle move past her anus and his finger couldn't go any further. Her own knuckles turned white as the gripped her ass cheeks. Amos slid his finger in and out, moving it faster and much to her surprise, Amber found herself pushing her ass back into his thrusting finger. Amos seemed to take that as a cue and he pulled his finger out. Finally, she felt his cock head press down upon her sphincter and push against it. "Oooww," she grunted as it pushed into her. It wasn't as bad as she would have thought and then she felt his shaft slide along her pussy slit again. It was only Amos' thumb in her ass. The thumb was wider then his finger, but it couldn't push as deep. She became accustomed to the thickness quicker then she would have suspected. Amos continued sliding his shaft along her lips and Amber could feel her pussy practically dripping lubrication on it. She was borderline mad with horniness at this point. She half wished Amos would forget about her ass and just shove that big black cock deep into her pussy. She couldn't let that happen though, but maybe she could convince Frank to go down on her again before they left.
Amos pulled his thumb out and this time pushed two fingers in. "Oh shit!" cried Amber. "It's ripping my ass." Her ass, however, did stretch wider for the larger invader. Much to Amber's surprise, the pain only lasted momentarily and actually felt mildly pleasant. Amos began jack hammering her anus with his two fingers and his thumb slid down to her pussy, pressing inside it and running around in little circular motions. Amber found her hips bucking into his thrusting fingers and thumb. "Oh god! Oh god, I'm ready now. Do it! Hurry. Please! Shove that black cock in my ass." Amber's face flushed with shame and she was thankful the black men were standing behind her. She had just begged for him to ass fuck her!
Amos pulled his fingers out and this time there was no doubt about what it was pressing against her anus. "Aargh! No! No! Wait! It's too big," she cried as the big head pushed past her sphincter. Amber gripped her ass cheeks tighter, trying to spread them wider, but knowing that it wouldn't help the pain. Thankfully, Amos waited with just the cock head in her ass until she grew used to it. It seemed like several minutes, but Amber eventually said, "I'm alright now. Go on." Amos shoved and his steel hard shaft seemed to bend a little before sliding in deeper. "Ow!," groaned Amber again as the thick part of the shaft pushed past her anus. She was thankful for the Vaseline as Amos began shoving his cock back and forth in her ass. Amber grunted with each forward thrust as the head seemed to reach new depths every time. Her breasts were hurting smashed against the sofa. Amber released her ass cheeks and brought her hands up to grip the sofa back. She pushed herself up and once again, to her surprise, she found herself pushing back into Amos' thrusts, her teeth gritted as she fucked him back.
"Bitch likes it," said Dick.
"She's taken nearly nine inches," said Walker in disbelief.
"Harder," ordered Amber. Something had snapped in her. She liked their cocks. She liked sucking their big black cocks. She liked swallowing their semen. She wanted Amos to fuck her ass. "Shove that black cock up my white ass. Fuck my ass, Amos. Give it to me good."
"You gots it, slut," growled Amos who began fucking her ass as fast as he would have fucked her pussy. "Angle isn't right," he said after a few minutes. Amos gripped her hips and kept his cock deep in her ass as he pulled her back off the couch. He turned them away from the couch and lowered both their bodies to their knees. Then he pushed Amber's back until she fell down on all fours. "You want this black cock?" he asked thrusting his hips.
"Yes, fuck my ass," she begged.
"You like having this black cock shoved up your asshole?"
"I love it. Fuck my ass with your black cock, Amos."
"Think how a big black cock would feel stuffed in that tight white pussy of yours," he said as he started fucking her ass again.
"Yes...would feel good... can't do that," she moaned, but the image of having one of their big cocks fucking her pussy filled her head and surprisingly her vision. She realized Dick Long had kneeled in front of her and was lining his huge cock up with her mouth.
"I'm cashing in," he said as he pushed his big cock head past her lips.
Never in Amber's wildest dreams had she ever imagined this would be happening to her. She had never even fantasized about multiple partners, let alone two old black men shoving their dicks down her throat and ass. More surprising to her was the fact that it didn't bother her at all. She liked having two cocks in her at once. The only problem was that she wanted to cry out with pleasure at having her ass fucked, but it was hard to do while sucking Dick's massive cock. Nor could she do a good job sucking it, but Dick seemed content to keep the head in her mouth while he stroked the rest of his shaft. Amber grunted around Dick's cock as she felt Amos's cock swell in her ass. The huge head seemed to grow so big it jammed in her ass. Amos pushed it as deep as it would go and suddenly her bowels felt hot and wet as they filled with his semen. Amos' cock continued pumping her ass for of sperm and Amber could actually feel it shrink and recede a little, though it remained quite hard and he kept it in her ass.
Amber turned her full attention on the cock in her mouth. She sucked and bobbed her head as fast as she could. Dick helped her by grabbing her hair and helping to move her head along. He bucked his hips too fucking her mouth with his shaft. They kept this up for at least fifteen minutes before his thrust grew more erratic and the black man groaned as his cock swelled up. His load still caught her off guard and sperm trickled out of her mouth. Amber swallowed as fast as she could adding yet another load of hot semen to the ones already filling her belly.
Dick didn't pull out until the last drop of sperm had shot from his cock. When he did remove it, an exhausted Amber fell forward and Amos's cock plopped up out of her ass. His semen followed his cock up and out, flowing up and spilling out of her butt hole. His seed trickled down to coat her engorged labia and covering her clit until it dripped down into her carpet. Amber stayed on the floor regaining her strength. Dick and Amos both cleaned up in the bathroom. When they were done, she finally pushed herself to her feet and went to clean herself up. The four old black men grinned at her when she finally returned and rejoined them at the table. Walker dealt the cards.
Amber had fifty in chips as well as a blow job card to sell back and three anal. The cards were worth $160. She was shaking with lust to win this game and some of her money back. She should quit now and try to get by on the fifty, but she also knew she couldn't. She played a few hands, mostly using the cards to save her chips. She cringed when Walker won an anal off her. She couldn't imagine what his thick monster would feel like. She won some more chips, then lost the blow job card to Frank, giving him two. The poor old black man hadn't gotten off yet and she hoped he would cash it out, but he just pulled it into his pile of chips. Amber squirmed in her seat. She'd thought she'd gotten it all, but her ass continued to leak semen and she found herself sitting in a little pool of it.
Amber winced when she looked at her cards. Frank had dealt her yet another great hand. It was too good to fold on. She held three jacks in a game of five card draw. The pot was growing big again as nobody had folded. At the rate they were going, she would be out of money yet again. She threw an anal into the pot and then another anal as the old black men continued to raise. She turned in two cards, but the new ones didn't help her any. Finally, as she knew it would, someone raised over her limit. "Fuck," she cursed, picking up some of their vocabulary.
"Looks like you're finally out," said Frank. "Sorry, we tried to do you a favor and everything. Unless..."
"Unless, I let one of you fuck me."
"Yep," agreed Frank, "and I know you don't want that. Unless you think you got a really good hand."
"I have a great hand, but I can't let it go that far. I already feel like a slut for doing what I did with you guys."
"Then you mights as well go put yo clothes back on," growled Dick. "The we can finish our game."
"I'll let you borrow some food to get by this weekend." Frank winked as he once again patted her hand.
"Times up." Dick impatiently banged his fist on the table. "If you're done, don't bother dressing, I'm gonna use another titty fuck card when we is done here."
"Yeah, I'm gonna fuck me that white ass too," said Walker happily.
"I can't fold," cried Amber putting her head in her hands and sobbing. She had the shakes bad, her addiction was upon her. She had to see their cards.
"You know," said Frank with his hand on his chin as if deep in thought. "If we didn't cum inside you it wouldn't be cheating. It wouldn't be much different then sticking our dicks in your ass or mouth."
"I don't know," said Amber, raising her head up to look at the men.
"I bet you is dying to know what a man sized cock feels like shoved up yo pussy." Dick was grinning as he spoke. His missing teeth made him look evil as he said it.
Amber ignored him and looked at Frank. "What would it be worth, a hundred?"
"I fucked you ass for only fifty." Amos was shaking his head.
"Seventy five then," said Frank staring at Amber until she nodded yes.
"And you won't cum in me?" she asked.
"Deal," said Frank. The three other black men agreed on the amount.
Amber's hands were shaking as she took up a pen and index card. She wrote, "The bearer of this card can fuck me, but must pull out before he cums. Seventy-five dollar value."
"You worried about getting pregnant?" asked Walker.
"No, I'm on the pill. I just don't want to betray my husband or our marriage vows. What do I owe?"
"Twenty-five to the pot," said Frank.
The four old black men leaned forward with anticipation as Amber pushed her card into the pot and counted out fifty in chips for her change. "Call," said Amber. She laid down her three jacks. Walker threw his cards down face up. Amber frowned to see that he only had a ten high. Why did he keep raising with only a ten high? Amos saw her frowning and threw his cards down face down.
"Three queens," said Dick. "Lets go fuck now, bitch." The dark black muscular black man stood up from the table. Amber shivered at how menacing his ugly black cock looked. The thing was as rampant as ever and seemed to be dripping precum in anticipation.
"Not so fast," said old man Frank. "Full house, sixes over twos."
"What the fuck!" Dick looked furious and Amber cringed in fear for the old black man. "I was supposed to win that hand."
"You win some and you lose some," said Frank standing up from the table. "I'd like to cash in my card now, Mrs. Gertz." Frank followed the nude woman back into the living room.
Amber sat on the carpeted floor and watched Frank undress. Here was a black man old enough to be her great grandfather stripping so he could fuck her and she found herself a little eager. He unbuttoned his shirt as quickly as old arthritic hands could move. His chest was as long and skinny as the rest of him. His ribs were visible, but his belly bulged out a little. Wispy patches of gray hair covered his chest. "You sure you want to do this?" she asked.
"There's nothing I want more," he replied, pulling his belt out of their loops.
"But what about your wife?"
"Her pussy's been dried up for years." . Amber wrinkled her nose. Frank could be as crude as the rest of the old black men. "I'm glad it's you," she said. Frank had been the nicest of the bunch.
Frank smirked at her. He didn't look excited or eager. He looked angry as he stepped out of his pants. "I'm glad it's me too." Frank pulled his underwear down and his cock flopped out.
Amber gasped at the sight of it. His cock really wasn't any bigger then Amos', but it looked huge sticking out of Frank's skinny body. The word that came to mind to describe it, was 'old.' Frank's cock looked old. His cock was blacker then his skin and his foreskin was the blackest of all. It appeared more wrinkled like a prune then the other's foreskins. His shaft sprung forth from a large patch of pure white pubic hair that covered his crotch and balls. Frank pulled the foreskin back and the big cock head looked as wrinkled as the foreskin. It wasn't hard like the other black men, though it was erect. It looked kind of sad, like the poor thing was straining to fully harden. "Let me see what I can do," she said. Amber took his cock in her mouth and sucked on the tip. It did grow a little, but it still remained floppy. Amber took his cock as deep as it would go down her throat. She looked up at him to see if he was enjoying it, but he still looked angry.
"Enough," growled Frank. "Get on your back and spread them legs."
Frank kneeled between Amber's legs. She spread them wide, no longer embarrassed showing off her insides to these men. Frank placed his cock head against the entrance to her pussy and pushed. His shaft bent and the head was too big to easily slide inside her. The old man squeezed the base to make it as harder and tried again, but the shaft still bent.
"We could try again some other time," said Amber. She tried to look understanding and smiled at the old man.
"Fuck that, slut," he growled back. "I've been waiting my whole like to turn out some white pussy for the black man." Frank grabbed the base of his cock and smacked it across her labia. "White whore," he moaned smacking it down hard again.
"Frank!"
"Shut up, bitch." Frank smacked his cock down again and again. "I'm going to ruin that white pussy." SMACK "You'll be begging for black cock when I'm done with ya." SMACK "Fuckin' slut for black cock." SMACK



"Oh god, Frank," she moaned. Having her privates whipped by his cock stung a little, but her pussy was responding to it. Her genitals spasmed with each smack. She raised her hips up each time he brought his cock down. Each time he smacked her, his cock hardened a little. He grinned in triumph as the old prick turned as stiff as the younger men's cocks.
"Time to integrate that white pussy." Frank pushed his cock down again and pressed the fat head against her pussy. This time her lips opened around it and the head slipped inside. Both the skinny old black man and the young white woman moaned as his cock entered her.
"Oh Frank, it's so big," she cried as he pushed it in deeper. "God, I'm so full."
"Feel good, slut?"
"It's filling me so much. I love it."
"That's a black cock stuffing that tight pussy of yours."
"I love it. I love your black cock. Fuck me Frank. Fuck me with your big black cock." Amber grabbed his hips and pulled him deeper. "Ow, fuck! Your in my womb."
Frank watched his entire shaft disappear inside the young white woman. His old gray pubes tickled her shaved crotch. He held it buried for a few minutes, savoring her youth, her heat, and wetness. He held her knees in his arms and began fucking her hard. He could have stared at the beautiful young white woman forever, but for some reason he closed eyes. Years of discrimination flashed through his mind. He was a sailor again, enlisting to fight the Koreans, but finding himself peeling potatoes for four years. He was sitting at the back of the bus with the other blacks, drinking from a blacks only fountain. He was cleaning restrooms hoping the white man might toss a dime in his tin after they washed their hands. He was paid five dollars a week to do a magic act that his family wasn't allowed to watch because the nightclub was whites only. He befriended Sammy Davis Jr., the most talented of the bunch, but even he wasn't accepted until Sinatra pushed for him. Little things filled his memories. Taxis wouldn't stop for him. He couldn't shop without being followed by suspicious clerks. At church, Pastor Jeb Wright preached on and on about how the white Roman had oppressed Jesus, a man of color. All Frank's anger and frustration was poured into the hard fucking he was no giving Amber Gertz.
When Frank snapped out of his daze, he opened his eyes and looked once more at Amber. Her head was thrown back and her mouth open in a silent scream of ecstasy. Her eyes were rolled up in her head. He looked down her body at his cock pistoning in and out of her pussy. He hadn't seen himself move that fast in twenty years. With each thrust, her juice squirted out to soak their crotches. Her pussy was gripping and blowing up around his cock. She was cumming like crazy. With one final thrust he pushed his cock forward and watched her wince as he emptied his balls in her womb. She didn't seem to object. Instead, she gripped his hips and tried to pull him in deeper as he pussy continued to cum with each jerk of his cock.
Frank felt his cock soften again. This time it shrunk back to normal. Even the Viagra couldn't keep his old cock plump for long. He fell back and his shaft plopped out of her pussy releasing a torrent of semen. His balls didn't produce as much as they used to, but it was still a lot more then hubby could have put in her. Frank gasped for breath and for a minute he felt he might be having a heart attack. He fell to the carpet until he could gain his strength back.
"You ok, Frank?" asked Walker.
"Fine," the old man gasped.
"That was amazing," moaned Amber stretching on the floor. She squeezed her breasts and moaned again. The black men stared at her awed by her beauty. Amber stood and stretched again. She looked different. Her hair was mussed. They all sensed the change. The young white wife no longer looked innocent. She looked wanton and she had never looked sexier. "I'm going to clean up. See you guys at the table.
"It's light out," stated Amber returning to the table, the morning sun shining through the curtains. Frank had just finished dressing himself. He moved slower and actually appeared older, but then the long night was probably catching up on him. Amber and the other men remained nude.
Amos dealt a hand. Amber wrote, 'the bearer of this card can fuck me," and the value on an index card. This time she left out the part about not cumming inside her. Walker won the hand and the card. The thought of the fat ugly black man fucking her didn't turn her off. Her pussy muscle tightened as she wondered what his thick cock might feel like. She won a few hands and even won a nice sized pot off Frank, but the old man seemed exhausted like he was no longer concentrating. She lost another Fuck card to Walker and finally the last two cards to Dick. Amber had maybe forty in chips left. "Lets call it a night," she said, hoping to get by on the little money she had left. The truth was, she had swallowed so much sperm that night, she felt she could go without groceries all weekend.
"I'm cashing in a card," said Dick standing and throwing down a fuck card at her. "But first I gotta go drain this monster. Hard to piss when it's this stiff. Be ready when I get back."
Walker watched him leave. "Come on Amber, I'm cashing in too." The fat black man pulled the white woman back into her living room. He sat down on the couch and spun her around. He pulled Amber back into his lap and his cock slipped inside her.
"Oh that's good," groaned Amber. "I love that thick black cock of yours, Walker."
Walker pulled her until her back arched over his fat gut. He turned her head to kiss him while his beefy black hands reached around to paw at her breasts.
"What the fuck?" growled an angry Dick Long as he came out of the bathroom.
Walker quit kissing Amber. "Ya snooze ya lose," cackled the fat old man.
"You piss and you miss," corrected Amos, laughing.
Frank and Walker laughed too, but Dick still looked pissed. "Well get my cock ready for you," grunted Dick. He stepped up and Amber bent forward to take him in her mouth.
Amber tried to give Dick a good blow job, but she couldn't concentrate with Walker's fat cock sliding in and out of her pussy as she bounced in his lap. She licked around Dick's cock head as she bounced as fast as she could. She could feel Walker's cock hardening, swelling as he prepared to cum. She timed it just right and slammed her pussy down hard on his cock just as he exploded in her womb. Amber ground her pussy into Walker's crotch as she had another large orgasm as his cock spurted inside her.
When Amber was certain, Walker had quit squirting cum, she climbed off his lap. "How do you want me?" she asked Dick.
"Cleaned up," he replied pointing at the bathroom.
Amber nodded and returned to her bathroom. She figured that before this day was over, she would have used up an entire roll of toilet paper cleaning sperm off her body. When she returned to her living room, Dick was lying on his back and holding his cock straight up. She smiled. This was one of her favorite positions.
Amber straddled Dick's waist and lowered herself down on his cock. The eyes rolled up in her head again as she slowly worked the length of Dick's shaft inside her. They didn't call him long dick for nothing. "Your cock feels so good in my pussy," she groaned as his cock completely buried itself. "This is the best cock ever." Amber purred as she ground her pussy around his shaft. She ran her hands over Dick's hard muscular chest while he reached up to squeeze and tease her nipples. "Fuck me, Dick. Fuck me with that big black cock," she moaned bouncing in his lap. Dick's cock was the best ever and Amber came several more times as she rode him. She felt him playing with her asshole, but then realized that his hands had never left her breasts. She glanced behind her to see Amos lining up his big cock to fuck her ass again. Her eyes widened with shock as he pushed it inside her. Her ass opened easily for him this time and the pain was only fleeting. Dick held her still and began bucking his hips up to fuck her while Amos alternated thrusts with him. Sometimes they would slip up and thrust together, their cocks fighting for space in her pussy and ass. She came once and it was like a damn had burst. The double penetration had her pussy cumming again and again. Amber's mouth was open in a perpetual moan until someone took advantage of it and thrust his cock in it.
Amber looked up Frank's body. He had pulled his cock out of his pants and shoved it in her mouth. It had grown again into it's floppy state, but she could still tighten her lips around it and suck. Amber now had a black cock buried in every orifice and she loved it. Dick thrust up hard until hot seed filled her pussy. His balls produced more sperm then any of them and the resulting orgasm lasted longer. Amos had quit thrusting, but had kept his cock in her ass.
"Let me out," growled Dick. "Frank's balls are in my face."
Amos pulled his cock out of her ass and Frank stepped away as Dick pulled himself out from under Amber. Amos lowered her to the kneeling position. This time he thrust his big cock into her pussy, forcing some of Dick's sperm to shoot out of her. Amber was vaguely aware that Amos hadn't won a card to fuck her, but she wasn't about to remind him of that. Frank smacked his cock on her face until she took him back in her mouth. Frank's cock never fully hardened again, but he still came, shooting his sperm down her throat just as Amos' cock was erupting in her pussy.
The five neighbors all rested in the living room for a half hour after that.
"Lets call it a night," said Amos dressing.
"I'm gonna help Frank home," said Walker. The fat man was also dressed and Frank was leaning heavily into Walker's arms. The old man was completely exhausted.
"One more hand," said Dick.
"Leave it alone, Dick," said Amos smacking his friend on the shoulder as he to pulled his clothes on. "We got what we came for."
"One more hand."
"What did you have in mind?" asked Amber. She followed the black men into her kitchen. She didn't bother cleaning up this time and sperm leaked from her with every step. She was too tired to care any more.
"Winner takes all the money."
"And the cards?" she asked.
"I isn't giving up my cards," said Walker. He still had a fuck card as well as an anal, hand job, and a titty fuck.
"We keep our cards." Frank took the pen and index card and wrote something out. "We play for all the money and this." He tossed the card in. "Let Amber win her money back."
"I'm in," said Amos reading the card.
Amber leaned over and read the card. It said, 'the owner of this card is Amber's black master and her body belongs to him.' The money added up to $350 dollars. Amber looked at the poker chips and at the index card. "I'm in," she replied. "But Walker deals."
The black men nodded and passed Walker the deck. "Five card draw." Walker passed each player five cards.
Amber looked at hers. She had a pair of aces. Once again, it was not a hand she could fold on if this had been a normal hand, but it was all or nothing. "Three cards," she said keeping the aces. She groaned with frustration when she looked at the three cards she had received.
"What do you got," said Walker. "I'm a king high." He sighed with frustration and looked longingly at Amber.
"Pair of fives," said Amos.
"I got nothing." Frank threw his cards down.
Dick Long grinned, the black gaps of his missing teeth standing out over the whiteness of his other teeth. "Looks like it's judgment day, cause I got me three sixes."
Amber looked at her cards and sighed. "You got me," she said.
Dick grabbed his index card and kissed it as he folded and put it in his pocket. "Looks like I'm the proud owner of one white slut. Only slightly used." He laughed. Walker handed Dick all the cash. "You boys get on home. I'm moving in here until hubby comes home."
Dick stood and stretched while the other black men shuffled out of the house. They blinked as the sun's light reflected off the wet grass. Dick watched them go. He opened the refrigerator. I'm going up to our bed. Cook me them eggs and some bacon and bring it on up. We can get some more food later today. Trust me, we are going to need to keep our stamina up. You hear me?"
"I got it," replied Amber.
Dick reached over and gave her a light playful smack on the ass, though his face looked serious. "You call me master, slut. Now cook me some breakfast."
"Yes, master." Amber leaped to obey as Dick headed up to her bedroom.
****************
Amber clutched at her swollen belly as she came out of medical center. The baby was doing fine. She was seven months pregnant now. She sobbed a little with frustration. She didn't even know whose baby it was. She assumed the it was Dick's since he fucked her almost every day, but Walker and Amos stopped by for the occasional fuck. Her black master had given them access to her body and it was her duty to please them in every way. Old Frank didn't have another fuck in him, but he liked to come over and watch once in awhile.
"What the fuck am I going to do," she said out loud as she waddled over to her car. The welfare office wouldn't give her anything since she was still married and Fred wouldn't turn over the divorce papers until she had the baby. Once her son was born, he would use it to guarantee he got everything in the settlement. Things were already in his favor since all their assets were in his name. For now, he let her stay in the house until the divorce. He had moved to an apartment closer to work. She didn't even know how she had gotten pregnant. Somewhere in her mind, she actually believed that her black lover's superior cocks were just too powerful for her birth control pills.
A basketball game had started up in the park near where she had parked. She watched half a dozen shirtless young black men passing the ball around. They paused to stare at her. She had kept her trim figure, despite the huge bulge in her belly that could have been a basketball under her shirt. It was going to be a big baby.
One of the youths patted his hand on the back of another and passed him the ball. He whistled as he jogged over to Amber. "You the white girl lives on Washington?" he asked.
"Yes," she paused frowning.
He pulled out an index card. "I got me this and wants to cash it in."
Amber read the card. It said, 'This card good for one blow job. $35 value.' "Where did you get this?"
"Old man Long Dick traded it to me for some pot. He said you was good for it."
Amber looked at the youths rippling black muscles. The sunlight glinted off his sweaty black skin. He was wearing sweat pants that appeared to have a long black snake flopping around beneath the material. "Lets go in the alley."
"Yo mama, I bet you was something' before you got knocked up," he said following her into the alley while staring at her ass.
Amber ripped up the index card and threw it on the ground. She found some discarded cardboard and kneeled on it while the black youth walked up to her. She reached up and paused when she noticed her hand was shaking. She was breaking out in a sweat. Her shaking hand reached up and pulled the man's sweat pants out and down. His big black cock flopped out. Her eyes looked at it with lust as it stiffened under her inspection. It was magnificent, growing to be nearly a foot in length. Unlike the old men, this boy was circumcised and his cock shown with youth and vitality. She couldn't stand it any longer. She sucked the plum sized head of the young man's cock in her mouth and began sucking it with gusto. He groaned his approval.
"Man can that slut suck cock," said another black man. The other five players had followed them into the alley. Amber watched out of the corner of her eyes as some gripped their crotches and others pulled their big beautiful black cocks out of their shorts or pants. The one who had spoken picked up the torn index card. "I don't gots me one of these cards, but I do have $35. You suck me too?"
Amber nodded as she moaned around the cock in her mouth. She watched others pull money out of their wallets. Her financial problems were solved.
Afterwards, Amber pocketed the $190 she had just made. "You boys come over after the baby is born and I'll give you my price list if you want some more." She knew her black master wouldn't mind, but he'd probably want a cut.
The black youths nodded eagerly as they returned to their game.
**************
Fred Gertz listened to his new girlfriend Francine softly snoring. She could be described as pleasantly plump and was nowhere near the looker his wife was, but she was a gentle soul and she loved to fuck. He rolled out of bed and crept out of the bedroom.
Fred fired up his computer and watched the new video he had downloaded. The white woman on the screen was being fucked from behind by a giant black man while her husband watched. It was an amateur video. The white couple were wearing masks to protect their identity. The husband was stroking a little penis half the size of the big black man's. Fred pulled out his penis and started stroking it as he watched the video. He had just orgasmed in Francine an hour ago, but the porn had him ready to go again. Fred found himself surfing the internet for interracial videos, pictures, and stories nearly every night. He tried to fight it, but the image of a hung black man fucking Francine filled his thoughts almost daily. That night nearly a year ago had changed him as much at it had changed Amber.
Fred had watched through the window all night. He had seen and heard nearly everything that happened. He watched them play cards through one window, then he adjourned to the living room window to watch his innocent wife suck black cock, take one up her ass, and get fucked by an abusive old man.
Fred had turned away from his wife and new home that night after watching them play the last hand. He had driven the six hours to his convention, though he missed half his meetings, claiming he was ill. He knew his marriage was over. There was no doubt in his mind. He returned home after the convention and pretended everything was normal. The only thing different about their marriage was that Fred didn't try for sex. If Amber noticed, she didn't bring it up. She seemed relieved. But, Fred did notice the signs that she was having sex all afternoon when he was at work and she hadn't even tried to find a job. He caught her in the shower almost daily just as he got home and it always seemed like she was washing the sheets in the laundry. Fred just grinned and played the fool.
The next time Amber had him replace her birth control pills, he filled her prescription with a harmless vitamin from a company he represented. He left her when she got pregnant. He told her he knew, packed his things and drove away. It was also the last time he ever saw Walker and Frank. The old men had given him the finger as he drove past them.
Sitting in his chair jerking of to interracial porn, Fred grinned evilly. He didn't feel the least bit guilty for getting his wife knocked up by one of the old black men. She deserved it. He knew that his marriage was over while he had watched that last hand unfold. She had beaten her gambling addiction, but she had only traded one addiction for another. Fred could see his wife's card hand. She held two aces when she drew two more cards. Amber had gazed down at the four aces she now held and she had folded. She had offered her body and soul to Dick Long.
Fred watched the little squirt of cum shoot from his dick. He wiped it off and shut down the computer.
Fred put his head in his hands and sobbed, "Why Amber? You had the winning hand. Why?" Fred recovered and decided to move on with his life and serve Amber the divorce papers. Now if only he could stop thinking about Francine with a black man.
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Introducing Nikki Nipples
11/4/08-11/9/08
The woman was hard to miss. The reporter found her to be one of the most beautiful women he had ever seen. He noticed her the second she got out of her car. He was looking at the back of the car when the door opened and a long perfectly fit leg extended from the seat. She was wearing sandals whose straps extended up her calves. As she stood up from the car, his eyes traveled up her legs. The shorts extended approximately halfway down her long thighs, short yet tasteful. The legs were perfect for a woman. They were very fit, muscular, but not unfeminine. Her ass was also perfect. It had enough fat to fill the khaki shorts, but was firm and round. She was wearing a flower print sleeveless top that hugged her body. Small, pert breasts pushed out the top. Her arms were also fit. Her skin was olive colored, unblemished and smooth. His pulse increased as he looked up into her eyes. They were dark and she used dark eyeliner to make them even darker. She had high cheekbones and full pouty lips. Her hair was a dark raven black and pulled back on her head. It appeared naturally curly and he wished he could see it down, framing her face and cascading down her bare shoulders. She appeared close to thirty and looked to be of Mediterranean stock, Italian, Greek, or possibly Palestinian. She reminded him of a Greek goddess, Aphrodite came to mind, but then given her fit, lithe body, he thought Artemis or Athena might be more appropriate. Her husband also got out of the car. He also seemed fit, decent looking, but he had definitely married up. He to was dark skinned and somewhat hairy. Definitely Greek, thought the reporter. He nodded at them as they passed.
The reporter spotted the Greek goddess the second she left the polling place followed by her husband. "Excuse me," he called. "I'm conducting an exit poll. Can I ask you some questions?"
Nikki nodded. "Go ahead."
The reporter gulped thinking how easily he could get lost in those dark eyes of hers. He straightened up and decided to be professional. "Are you a registered Democrat or Republican?"
"Democrat," said Nikki.
"And who did you vote for, Senator Obama or Mccain?"
"Mccain."
"You're a Democrat, yet you voted Republican. May I ask why? Are you a disenfranchised Hillary Clinton supporter?"
"I would have voted for Senator Clinton if she had gotten the nomination. I just don't trust Obama. I know he'll win our state of California, but I doubt if he'll win the heartland."
"We're curious about the so-called Bradley effect. Was race an issue? Did you vote against him because he was a black guy?"
Nikki's opinions sometimes got her in trouble, but since the reporter wasn't asking for names or taking her picture, she told the truth. "I would have voted for him if he were a black man. He's not a black man. He's a product of mixed parents. I believe everyone is equal, but I don't believe the races should mix."
"I see," said the reporter. He guessed the answer to the next question. "And how did you vote on the proposition to ban gay marriage?"
"For it, of course. Homosexuality is a sin. I don't care what they do in the privacy of their own homes, but they shouldn't flaunt it in the streets or try to steal marriage from heterosexuals. Marriage is a sacred bond between a man and a woman."
"Last question. What was the biggest issue that bought you to the polls today?"
"Illegal invaders. Look around you. Southern California is starting to look like Tijuana. Everywhere we go is like a foreign country, speaking Spanish, taco stands. If this country is to be saved, we need to keep illegals out. Both parties have failed us, but Republicans are slightly stronger on the issue. It's another reason I voted Mccain."
"Thank you for your time. How about you sir?" The reporter turned to Nikki's husband.
Alex answered, "I'm also a Democrat. I did vote for Obama. I don't have a problem with his ethnicity. I think it's time for a change and Obama stands for change, hope, and the future. I agree with my wife about banning gay marriage, though I support civil unions. Homosexuality is a sin, but this is a free country and if they want to sin it's their souls at risk."
"And your big issue?"
"The economy."
"Thank you both." The reporter jotted down some notes as the couple walked away.
*****************
The Nicastro's left the polling place. Alex Nicastro dropped his wife off at the bookstore. She owned a small used paperback store. She didn't make much money, but it had always been her dream to own a bookstore. He made enough for both of them and covered the bookstores rent. He was a successful doctor and pain specialist. "Fucking gorgeous," he muttered while watching his wife bend to unlock the front door to her store. She wasn't much of a sexual dynamo, but she was sure great to look at and he loved showing her off. He had noticed the reporter's stares at the polling place as he was used to men's stares wherever they went. Theirs had practically been an arranged marriage. Two old Greek families arranging to have their young son and daughter spend time together. They were Greek orthodox and their families insisted on their children marrying other Greek orthodox members. Nikki didn't just think the races shouldn't mix like in Senator Obama's case, she thought nationalities shouldn't mix. Alex had been dating an average looking typical American woman at the time and quickly dumped her when he realized he had a shot at Nikki. No regrets, but his ex hadn't had any qualms sucking his dick and Nikki wouldn't even touch it except to guide it inside her. Nikki was about as exciting in bed as a blow up doll. She'd just lie there, lights off, while he grunted on top of her. Alex sighed. She wouldn't even where a bikini. If their grandparents hadn't immigrated from Greece, she would have grown up going nude or topless on a European beach, but in America she wore a one piece swimsuit. New Years would be their fifth anniversary. They would be spending a week in Jamaica and Alex fantasized about getting her to loosen up and wear a bikini. Maybe, there was hope. They wouldn't know anyone in the Caribbean and he could try getting her drunk. Nikki waved bye once she had unlocked her store and Alex drove off..
Alex pulled into the fitness club parking lot. He popped his trunk and retrieved his racquetball equipment. Doctor Moshe Spellman was waiting for him. Moshe was a prominent plastic surgeon and Alex's racquetball partner. They played three games with Moshe winning the tie breaking game. Both men were sweaty and breathing heavy when they hit the showers. "Any luck getting the wife to open up?" asked Moshe running soap under his arms.
"Not yet. I'm hoping our anniversary." Alex lathered up his hairy chest.
"Alex, I don't want to hurt your feelings, but do you think your equipment might be the problem?"
Alex bent his face under the water to hide his embarrassment. He also turned away from Moshe to hide his penis. He looked down at his crotch. His penis was barely two inches long right now and looked smaller as it disappeared into a vast mass of pubic hair. When fully erect it strained to break five inches and a floppy four was the norm for him.
Alex turned around. "I've never told anyone, but always wanted to get it off my chest." Alex's eyes fell on Dr. Spellman's penis. Moshe's dick stuck out nearly six inches now, soft and was very plump. Alex caught Moshe smirking a little as he continued. "Yes, it's worried me. My ex called it her cute little worm. Luckily Nikki's never seen another man's penis and doesn't know any better."
"Has Nikki thought anymore about getting her breasts enhanced?"
"She's interested, but doesn't want any scars or implants. So I guess it's not going to happen. When we met, those things were closer to a C-cup. God they were awesome, but they've been shrinking as she exercises more and more. I think the only reason she's considering it is that she's afraid she'll be flat chested in a few years."
Moshe grinned at Alex. "I may be able to help you, my friend. Do you have time to swing by my office? I want to show you something."
An hour later, Alex strolled into Moshe's plush office. He walked up to the receptionist and tried not to stare at her huge breasts. The woman was a light skinned African-American and quite pretty. She was a little plump, but not fat. She wore a white nurse's smock, but it was open revealing a low cut white tee shirt that showed off her ample cleavage. "I'm Dr. Nicastro. Dr. Spellman is expecting me."
"Yes, Dr. Spellman told me to send you right in."
Alex walked through the door and down the hall to Moshe's office. "Great, you're here."
"I must say I'm intrigued."
Moshe tossed a file to Alex. "Read that." He pressed a button on his intercom. "Yolanda, can you come in here please?"
Alex scanned the file. "This is amazing. You use bovine growth hormones."
"All it takes is a couple needles. I can do the procedure in an hour with results in days. Ah, here's Yolanda. Can you take off your top and show Dr. Nicastro your breasts."
Alex watched as the black woman removed her smock. Moshe tossed another file at him. It was Yolanda's and contained a picture of her nude. She was actually a little heavier in the picture then she was now. Her breasts were large, but saggy. "You've lost weight," he said to the black woman.
"Thanks. That picture was right after I had my baby. I gained weight and the little sucker really did a number on my breasts. When Dr. Spellman gave me his treatment, I decided to start working out again. It's done wonders for my self esteem and my husband is thrilled."
Alex watched Yolanda pull off her top. He belly was a little saggy and he could see stretch marks from her pregnancy. Her breasts were huge, probably a D-cup and the bra squeezed them together. There were strange little conical protrusions around her nipples. Yolanda unclasped the bra and her breasts sprang free. Alex gasped. They were perfect. They looked like fake implants, too firm and thrust up to be real. Her areola were dark black as were her nipples. The nipples were freakishly long and as he watched they extended out and hardened until she had inch long protrusions sticking out from her breasts.
Moshe stood up. Without asking for permission, he reached out and hefted her right breast. "As you can see there are no surgery scars or marks on any kind. There's nothing under the skin. Feel them."
Alex hesitated, then reached out to grab Yolanda's breast. He squeezed the soft flesh, then pulled back when she moaned. He tentatively reached out and squeezed it again. "They feel real."
"They are real. The hormone makes them grow naturally. It's real fat in there and there aren't any stretch marks. They'll stay like this too, no matter how much weight she loses. There's also the side benefit."
"What's that?" said Alex reluctantly releasing Yolanda's breasts. Being a pain specialist he didn't get to see many of his patient's breasts.
"Look at the bra."
Alex picked up the bra. "What are these caps?" Round metal cones were sown into the bra where the nipples would go. The cones were filled with a sponge to hold the nipples.
Yolanda answered. "My nipples are super sensitive. They make me horny and I do mean all the time. Those cones hold my nipples still and keep me sane. Just the cool air in here makes me aroused."
Moshe stared lustfully at Yolanda's breasts. "Yolanda lost all interest in sex after the baby was born."
"Now I'm interested all the time. I want it everyday. My husband is one happy man."
Alex stared at the black woman's breasts. "I don't believe it."
"Watch." Moshe reached out and pinched Yolanda's nipple.
"Oh yes," she moaned. Yolanda slid her hand down her belly and was ready to slide it under her skirt when she realized where she was.
"Take my dick out and suck it," ordered the doctor continuing to tease the black woman's nipple.
"But he's watching us, Moshe." Yolanda's hand did finally slide under her skirt and she appeared to be fingering herself. She sucked her lower lip in and looked positively wanton.
Moshe grabbed her other nipple and twirled it while pulling on her other nipple. "Suck it woman."
Yolanda looked at Alex, then dropped to her knees and struggled with Moshe's pants. "There's that big white dick," she cried before taking the tip in her mouth.
Alex stared aghast at the sight. Here was a married black woman sucking on her boss's dick. He stared jealously at them. First, he hadn't had a blow job in seven years and second, Moshe's prick really was around nine inches long and fat as a sausage. "I'd better get going," he said feeling uncomfortable.
Moshe had his hands in Yolanda's hair and was guiding her speed as she sucked his dick in and out of her mouth. "Stay and I'll have her give you one too." Yolanda groaned in protest around Moshe's cock, but kept her rapid sucking. "Shut up woman. I'll fuck you later." Moshe saw Alex shrug and turn to leave. "Think about it Alex. It'll wake that frigid bitch up and she won't care how big your penis is."
Alex closed the door. He didn't appreciate Nikki being called a bitch, though frigid was accurate. However, the thought of a horny, big breasted, aroused wife was already in his head.
********************
Nikki was more receptive to the thought of a boob job then Alex would have thought. He didn't tell her about the side effect. Nikki read the note Moshe had written in the file. "It sounds good," she mumbled. "Let me sleep on it." Nikki laid in bed with her hands under her head and stared up at the ceiling. C-cups were pretty big especially on her lithe frame. Men had ogled her like crazy back when hers were larger. They'd even garnered her some unwanted attention like from Coach Cox back in high school. Men had flirted with her constantly, bought her drinks, and even Moshe had made a pass at her standing under the mistletoe at one Christmas party. She had given him a small peck, but he had tried to make the kiss last longer. She'd never told Alex about his friend hitting on her. She'd never cheat on her husband, especially with a Jew. The thought of Moshe pawing at her breasts when she was under sedation was the biggest negative of the operation. On the plus side, it would make Alex very happy. He was already proud of her looks and he'd be positively ecstatic to show off his wife's new breasts. Not that she'd show off much of them. A little black dress was the sexiest she ever got and she'd only wore that once in three years. Poor Alex had tried. He'd bought her lingerie at least twice a year for the first three years of their marriage before giving up. He'd taken her swimsuit shopping practically begging her to at least try on a bikini. There was another negative side to the operation. Alex would want sex more. He already wanted it every night and all Nikki could muster was once a week under the covers with the lights out. He deserved better. Alex had all the money in the family. Her bookstore ran at a loss and she couldn't afford to buy him anything for their upcoming fifth anniversary. He was taking her to Jamaica for a week. With no money of her own, there was little she could do for her husband.
The next morning, Nikki woke before Alex. She reached over to her nightstand and took up some k-y jelly. She poured some on her fingers and reached down between her legs. She was careful to only lubricate her labia and not to push her fingers too far inside her. She winced guiltily at the pleasure her fingers gave her touching herself. Nikki didn't believe in masturbation, but she could understand why some people did it. She knew Alex did it from time to time, but she chose to feign ignorance. Besides, if she brought it up with him, he might demand more sex in exchange for him stopping.
Alex grunted when his wife shook him awake. He opened his eyes sleepily when she shook him again, then wider when he realized she was trying to pull him on top of her. Morning sex was not something he got a lot of. He eagerly complied, disappointed that Nikki was pulling the covers up as tight around them as possible so as to avoid his seeing anything of her nude body. Alex groaned when he realized his penis wasn't cooperating. It was a hard floppy four inches. He had a blood flow problem and at least half the time, his penis wouldn't grow fully hard. He reached down to pinch the base and make the end stiffen up some. He guided it in and pushed. Nikki was already wet and he knew it was the jelly, but he liked to pretend it was her own arousal. His dick hardened more once it was inside. Alex thrust and grunted, bucking his hips a dozen times before groaning as he came inside her. He collapsed on top of his wife. "That was a pleasant surprise," he grunted as he gasped for breath.
Nikki felt his penis shrivel and plop out of her. She grimaced. This was another reason she didn't care for sex. It was messy. She'd have to sit on the toilet for ten minutes waiting for the little glob of Alex's semen to leak out of her. "Alex," she whispered in her ear. "I'll do it. I'll get the operation. You've been so good to me and I want to do something for you for our anniversary."
"Honey, you don't have to..."
"Shush. I've made up my mind. One more thing, I can't make any promises, but when we're in the Caribbean, I'll wear a bikini for you."
"Well those beaches will be topless."
"Shut up," she playfully pounded his back with her fists. "Don't press your luck. It'll have to be modest enough, but I'll do my best."
"I know you will, honey." Alex rolled off her and climbed off the bed. He had no qualms about his nudity as he strolled to the bathroom. "Nikki, it's a wonderful anniversary present."
Nikki smiled as she hugged the covers tightly up to her neck. "Bring me a tissue?" she asked. She wiped herself up after Alex threw her a tissue. She waited for him to leave the room before climbing out of bed and quickly pulling her robe on. Nikki headed for the shower blissfully unaware at how much her life would change over the next two months.
***************
Alex watched the anesthesiologist put Nikki under while Moshe prepped himself for the surgery. He had agreed to observe the operation since she didn't trust Dr. Spellman. As for as Nikki was concerned if the Jews were willing to betray Jesus, you couldn't trust any of them. "If it's just needles, couldn't she stay awake?" asked Alex.
"For the growth injections, yes," said Moshe. "The final injection will hurt too much, but the pain will be gone by the time she comes around. Her breasts will ache over the next few days as they grow. Aspirin will help the pain. I'd give her four days until she's as good as new."
Alex watched Moshe approach the prostate sleeping Nikki after the anesthesiologist had left. Moshe pulled her cover down revealing her breasts. Alex felt a tinge of annoyance when he realized this was the best view he'd ever gotten of his wife's breasts and he was sharing it with Moshe. Yolanda carried the tray holding dozens of needles. Moshe grabbed and squeezed Nikki's breasts enough for Alex to frown when he thought his friend might be taking liberties with his sleeping wife.
Moshe held out his hand and Yolanda placed the first needle in it. Over the next hour, Moshe stuck the needles in all over both of Nikki's breasts. Alex understood that every fatty area must be filled with the fluid in order for the breasts to grow perfectly and even. The final two needles were longer. Being a pain specialist, Alex instantly understood the need to sedate Nikki. Moshe brought the first needle down to Nikki's nipple. He squeezed her nipple and tugged at it until it hardened. Then he quickly stuck the needle directly into her nipple and inserted the fluid. Alex watched astounded as her nipple darkened and the color seemed to flow down into her areola. Her areola were light colored and almost blended in with her olive skin. As Alex watched, they darkened and seemed to puff out more just like the brown nipples he had seen on Yolanda. Moshe repeated the procedure on the last nipple. Yolanda then carted Nikki out of the room to recover.



Hours later, Alex pushed the wheelchair containing a still groggy Nikki out to his car. Dr. Spellman left the office carrying a box. "I almost forgot, here's a little present." He held the box out.
Alex took it. "Moshe, you've done enough already." Moshe hadn't charged them for the operation as it was his anniversary present to them. Moshe hadn't even kept a record of the operation. Alex peeked inside the box and saw the large bra with the nipple caps. "Of course, thanks Moshe."
"Call me if you have any questions." Moshe watched them drive off. He turned to wheel the chair back into his office when another car came to a screeching halt behind him. Moshe glanced back at the dark sedan and the two suited men with tinted sunglasses inside. Moshe abandoned the wheelchair and ran into the building.
Yolanda stood as Dr. Spellman fled past her into his office. He tapped frantically at his computer. Two dark suited men strode quickly into the office holding badges out. "FBI, sit down and don't touch anything, Ma'am."
**************
"They're bigger," said Nikki the next day calling from the bathroom.
"Can I see?" asked Alex.
"No." Nikki shook her head and rolled her eyes. She was in the bathroom, door locked as always. She stared at her nude body in the mirror and smiled. Her breasts had grown back to normal in only a day. They were the C-cups she had always had most of her life. They looked good on her and Alex would go nuts when he finally saw her in a bikini. Her nipples didn't look right. They were normally little pencil erasers, but they looked slightly bigger and darker. They ached too, but then her breasts were sore also. It even looked like her areola had spread out beyond their usual quarter coin size. Nikki just shrugged it off.
She started getting concerned the next morning. "Alex, they're even bigger today."
"Can I see?"
"Come in here." Nikki reached down to unlock the door. She wrapped a towel around her nude body.
"I don't know whether to be delighted or concerned." Alex entered the bathroom. "I'm going to go with delighted," he said when Nikki dropped the towel enough to reveal her breasts.
"You don't understand. They're too big. And look at the nipples, they're a half inch long." Nikki touched one and winced as they still ached. "My areola are two inches around now."
"They look great."
"I've never looked like this. I tell you it's not natural. I hate it."
"I'm sorry honey, I'm sure they're just swollen. I'll call Moshe later today to make sure everything is fine. He assured me, you'd grow to just a C-cup."
"Well, I'm telling you these are closer to a D-cup or even a double D."
"I'll talk to him, but they look great."
"They make me look like a tramp."
The following day, Alex woke up as a frantic Nikki scrambled out of bed and fled to the bathroom. Her cry of horror had him running after her. She hadn't locked the bathroom and he walked right in. For the first time in his life, he saw his wife fully naked. She had dropped the robe around her feet. She looked magnificent except that she was crying. Her breasts had continued to grow overnight. "I look like a slut," she cried.
Alex couldn't believe it. Her breasts were at least a EE now. They were up thrust and firm with no sag for their size. Her areola had spread across her breasts. They now appeared as large as a soda can with perfectly centered inch long nipples the diameter of a dime. "I look like a slut," she sobbed. "That Jew bastard did this to me. I'll sue him right after you kill him for me."
"His office was closed yesterday, but I'll try him again." Alex turned to get his cell phone from his pants. His wife did look like a slut. Her body looked like a stripper's or a porn star's. My god, my Nikki looks like a stripper. Alex straightened up and a grin appeared on his face. My Nikki looks like a stripper! He smiled glad his wife couldn't see his delight. He secretly hoped Moshe had made a mistake and Nikki would be stuck like that.
"What if they don't stop growing," yelled Nikki from the bathroom.
That set Alex straight and his grin faded. He quickly dialed both Moshe's office and his cell number. No one answered either. "Nikki, I can't get a hold of him. I'm gonna get dressed and drive by his office."
An hour later, he was standing before Moshe Spellman's office looking at a sign that read closed indefinitely.
The Nicastro's spent a worried sleepless night. They held each other in bed. Nikki was so disgusted by her body, she wore her robe under the covers. The next day, she climbed out of bed and walked slowly to the bathroom. "They didn't grow any bigger," she called.
"Thank god," sighed Alex.
"They're not as sore either." Nikki stared at her nipples, they were puffy and hard. The cool air from the air conditioner seemed to caress then. She watched as they extended their full inch and her entire areola puffed out nearly a quarter inch from the rest of her breasts. Nikki frowned and reached up to touch one of her nipples. "Aaah," she cried as she touched it.
"Are you alright in there," called a worried Alex.
"Fine," Nikki panted. "Nipples are sensitive that's all."
"Want me to examine them?"
"Nikki didn't answer, but smiled for the first time in days. Her breasts weren't that bad. At least they had stopped growing. Better to look like a slut then a freak. "I'm going to get my shower," she called.
At first, Nikki stood frozen. The spray from the shower beat at her nipples and each drop seemed to send a spasm down to her vagina. She had to turn her back to the spray in order to wash herself. She moaned when she rubbed the bar of soap across her breasts. Nikki felt hot between the legs. For awhile, she feared she might be coming down with something. Nikki stepped out of the shower, instantly aware of a tingle in her breasts from the cool air hitting her wet skin. It seemed to make her entire body feel alive and sensitive. It was not an unpleasant feeling.
She toweled herself dry avoiding her sensitive nipples. It'll get better, she convinced herself. She pulled her robe on and left the bathroom. Alex was waiting to use the shower. "You alright? You look a little pale," he asked.
"My nipples are really sensitive." Even her nipples scraping against her terry cloth robe was sending spasms through her body. Her thighs felt damp and she was sure she had dried them.
"I think that's normal after the operation," said Alex. "That's why you need to wear the special bra."
"Special bra?" Nikki took the box and looked at the big bra. "You've got to be kidding me," she said as she looked at the nipple holders on the end. "You'd better not let me get my hands on that Jew bastard." Nikki sneered as she looked at the tag.
"Why?" Alex caught the bra when Nikki tossed it at him. He read the tag. The bra was for a EE cup breast. "Moshe promised me they'd be C cups. I'm sure this is temporary and they'll shrink some."
"He planned this all along. I really am going to sue him."
The sneer actually made Nikki's gorgeous face look ugly. "Wait until I can get a hold of him." Alex trusted Moshe and couldn't believe his friend had screwed him over. If he had betrayed him, then Alex was all for suing the jerk. Alex then remembered that Moshe hadn't charged him nor kept any record of the operation. Alex frowned. "I'm gonna kick his ass first."
Nikki dropped the robe the second Alex entered the bathroom and she heard the shower start. Nervously, she reached up and squeezed her right nipple. It was almost like a shock and she had to stifle another moan. Her vagina had spasmed when she touched her nipple. She felt hot and damp between her legs. She squeezed her nipple again and gasped as fluid actually dripped down her labia. Her brows furrowed in consternation. For the first time in Nikki's life, she was horny.
She felt better when she strapped the special bra on. The caps really did seem to protect her sensitive nipples and her arousal faded, but not before she considered joining Alex in the shower.
****************
Nikki didn't take off the bra until she climbed back into bed that night. Her nipples immediately popped out as the satin sheets on her bed caressed them. Alex as always waited until she had protected her modesty before joining her in bed. "All the soreness gone?" he asked.
"Yes."
"Well then?" and he leaned over to kiss her.
"Not yet. I still don't feel right and I had a hard day. "
"Wanna talk about it?"
"Not really. I just felt like everyone was staring at me. Two guys hit on me in the supermarket. It was just too much and I'm still a little scared."
"I understand. Well, goodnight then."
"Goodnight." Nikki reached out and turned the light off. Nikki laid on her back for awhile, but she couldn't sleep. She turned on her side and moaned as the sheet slid along her nipples. She turned on her back again and finally pulled the sheet down under her breasts. That was better, but still the very air seemed to lick at her nipples. Her thighs grew damp again. If this kept up, she'd be forced to wear the bra to bed just to be able to sleep. She pulled the sheet back up over her breasts and finally after several hours, she drifted off to sleep.
Alex woke up around 2:00am. Nikki was talking in her sleep. He glanced over at her. She was moaning and pursing her lips. Sounds of pleasure were coming from the back of her throat. He grinned. Nikki was having a dirty dream. As far as he knew, she'd never had a sex dream in her life or at least had never told him she'd had one. He carefully reached over and pulled the sheet down under her breasts. She moaned and he almost stopped. Her nipples were at maximum hardness and his penis was soon following them in a state of erection. There was enough ambient light to see her quite clearly. He pulled the sheets down further and uncovered her navel. He loved her flat stomach. Her bellybutton and stomach were so sexy, yet she never showed it off and even he had never seen that much of it. Nikki thought she looked like a freak, but she was wrong. She looked like a walking male fantasy. He pulled the sheets down further until he could see the dark hairy patch of her pubic hair. She moaned again and spread her legs open.
Lets see just how sensitive these babies are, he thought. Alex leaned over and took the closest nipple between his lips. Nikki groaned in her sleep and her hips even jerked. He clasped her nipple between his lips and flicked the inch long shaft with his tongue. Nikki writhed beneath him. He could see her hand come up between her legs. Alex began sucking the nipple in his mouth and brought his own hand down to her legs, brushing hers aside. My god, he thought, she's soaked. "Oh Alex," she moaned still half asleep. "Feels so good."
Alex decided to push her further then he ever had before. Reluctantly, he released her nipple and kissed down her breast to her belly. She seemed to groan in protest so he used his fingers to tease her nipple. He kissed down that flat beautiful belly of hers. Finally he pulled himself down and over one leg. He adjusted his arms so that they were under her legs and he could still reach up to tease her nipples. His wife was spread open for him like he'd never seen before. "Oh Alex, what are you doing to me?" His breath was on her vagina. Without further hesitation, Alex pushed his face down and ran his tongue up her labia. "No, it's dirty," she whimpered, but her crotch was raising itself up into his thrusting tongue. Nikki's hand grabbed his hair, but she didn't push him away, she pulled him into her soaking pussy. "Feels good," she murmured. "Disgusting. Need it so bad." Her hand pulled Alex's tongue in deeper while she thrust her hips up into his face. Alex pinched both her nipples and sucked her clit between his lips. He looked up Nikki's belly and he could see her entire face between the huge mounds of her breasts. Nikki's eyes had flown open. She was wide awake now. "Alex, I feel strange!" She looked scared, but her hips were humping at his face. He licked her clit and labia before plunging his tongue as deep as it would go licking as rapidly as he could. "Oh my god! Alex, I think it's an orgas... Aaahh."
Alex felt her vagina vibrate around his tongue and a trickle of warm fluid slid into his mouth. Victory, he thought as he pulled his head away from her vagina. He had just made his wife orgasm for the first time. He was elated and he was glad she couldn't see his silly grin in the darkness. "What on earth is this?" he asked. when he realized his hands were wet.
"What's wrong, lover?" asked Nikki lazily.
"Your breasts are wet. Turn on the light."
Nikki was still modest and pulled the covers up under her breasts before turning the light on. Alex blinked in the bright light and waited for his eyes to focus. When they did, he noticed her nipples were wet and glistening. White fluid coated the area around her nipples, Alex's fingers, and several lines flowed down her breasts. "It shot out when I came," said Nikki looking concerned. "That isn't normal?"
"No, it's not normal," said Alex bringing his fingers up to sniff and then finally to lick. "It's milk!"
"Milk! Oh my god I'm pregnant!"
"You can't be pregnant, Nikki. You're on the Depo shot and it's the equivalent of female sterility."
"But that explains why my breasts are larger then normal and the milk. It make sense now. You gotta go down to the drugstore and get a pregnancy test."
"Now?" Alex looked down at his erection. It was a good one too. As hard as it ever got, nearly it's full five inches in length.
"Yes now," Nikki practically screamed. "Oh my god pregnant! I'm not ready."
"It'll be fine. Just sooner then we planned."
"Just go."
Alex reluctantly dressed and drove to the all night drugstore. He grinned again as he thought that Nikki had let him go down on her. Now that she liked it, she probably let him do it again and it was just a "I did you, now you did me," away from getting a blow job from her. Wow, maybe he could titty fuck her? Wow, maybe she was pregnant and he'd be a dad. Wow! The thought of a son made his grin even wider. Alex purchased the pregnancy test and the clerk wished him luck when she noticed the grin on his face. When he got back, Nikki was in her robe and still seemed distraught. She snatched the test and disappeared in the bathroom to pee on it. When she returned she looked relieved. "Negative," she sighed.
"The milk must be a weird side effect of the procedure then," mumbled a disappointed Alex.
"Someday, love." Nikki kissed him on the cheek.
Alex was disappointed again when Nikki climbed under the covers before pulling her robe off and then she turned away from his side of the bed to go to sleep. Oh well, he thought, my erection's gone anyway. "Milk," he muttered shaking his head. Moshe, he thought, I really am going to kick your ass when I see you. "Milk."
*******************
"Milk."
Moshe looked up at the female FBI agent and shrugged his shoulders. He looked up at her from under his eyebrows and grinned evilly.
"Woman are not cows, Dr. Spellman."
"No, but they could be," whispered Moshe.
The female agent made as if she was going to smack him. "Why I should..."
"Enough Agent Dunham," ordered the male agent. "Dr. Spellman, your own notes say that the augmented breasts give off milk whenever the female orgasms."
"That wasn't the plan," muttered Moshe.
"Dr. Spellman," warned Moshe's lawyer.
Moshe continued, "They were supposed to give off milk daily like a cow."
"Moshe shut up!" The lawyer stood up in alarm.
"They would provide nourishment you see. Feed the masses. The milk is richer then cow's milk. It would help the immune system. Save millions of lives. It's good too. Better then cow's milk. Let Yolanda give you some."
"Oh Moshe," moaned the lawyer sitting back down.
"I don't know why it only comes when they orgasm. I just needed more time."
"You're a sick fuck, Dr. Spellman," growled the female agent. She'd seen all the breast fetish sites on the doctor's computer, but this was too much.
Nikki Nipples Vs. The Paperboy
11/10/08
Monday morning, Nikki's eyes flew open the moment she woke up. The satin sheets were over her bare breasts and the sheets were making two tents over her erect nipples. She stretched and moaned as the sheets slid over her nipples. She had woken horny, but the sheets sliding over her breasts increased her arousal.
It had been a long night and she was still exhausted. First, Alex had performed a disgusting sex act on her and apparently she enjoyed disgusting sex acts. She had orgasmed from Alex's fellatio and her nipples had apparently ejaculated milk. Then there was the pregnancy scare to make things worse. She calculated that she had only gotten three hours of sleep.
Nikki pulled the sheets down under her breasts and stared at the huge globes with the big puffy nipples. She reached up and pinched her own nipple. She gasped with pleasure and her hips writhed with arousal. Nikki looked over at her sleeping husband's back and initiated sex. Nikki grabbed his shoulder and pulled him towards her. Alex grunted in protest and pulled away. Nikki grabbed him again and pulled harder. This time a still sleeping Alex rolled over on his back and a loud snore escaped his lips. "Come on Alex," she begged. "I need it." Nikki reached down under the sheets and grabbed her husband's penis. He tugged and squeezed it until she felt it stiffen in her hand. Nikki then climbed on top of her husband.
Alex's eyes flew open and he stared at his wife in disbelief. She was straddling him. The covers were thrown back. AND IT WAS DAYLIGHT! He could see her magnificent body perfectly clearly. She noticed his wide eyed stare. "Don't get used to it," she grinned. "I just need you in me right now." Nikki held his penis up as she raised herself over him. Alex had a good erection and he watched as her vagina poised over him close enough his penis could feel it's heat. He even swore some fluid dripped on the head. Then Nikki's crotch slammed down and his entire penis slid deep inside her hot, soaked vagina. They both moaned as his penis was buried in her.
Alex was still in shock as his wife rode his penis. This was all new. They never did it in the daytime. She never got on top. She rarely initiated sex. And most importantly, she never fucked him. Alex always did all the work while she laid there. Alex stared at her. Nikki's eyes were closed in concentration and she seemed to be enjoying it. Alex thought about just lying there like she always did, but he couldn't, especially with those huge breasts dangling ponderously in front of his face. Alex reached up and squeezed her nipples. Nikki immediately went crazy. She gasped and ground her crotch into his before bouncing more rapidly in his lap. Alex feared he wouldn't last long at this pace. He leaned up and took her nipple into his mouth and flicked it with his tongue. Nikki wrapped her arms around head and pulled him so hard into her chest, he feared he might suffocate in her big boobs which was exactly how he wanted to die. "Alex, it's happening again. Suck it harder. Harder. I'm cumming!"
Her vagina gripped his penis tightly and seemed to pull at it. Alex felt the sperm well up in his balls and explode from his prick. Hot fluid sprayed his tonsils and out of the corner of his eye he could see a stream of milk shoot from her other breast. His mouth filled and he gulped it. His wife's milk was rich and good, better then any milk he'd ever tasted before. Nikki collapsed on his chest as she recovered from her orgasm.
Alex felt his penis shrivel and flop out of her vagina. Their crotches felt soaked and the bed under his balls was wet. The pillow next to him was also wet where Nikki's other breast had shot milk on it. The stream had looked like someone had pulled the trigger on a squirt gun, but it had only shot out about three inches from the nipple. It was about a mouthful of fluid.



Nikki pulled her head up enough to give him a deep French kiss. "That was amazing," she purred.
"The best ever," he agreed.
Nikki leaned over and whispered in his ear. "Maybe, we can do it again tonight." She sat up on his chest.
"These babies are the best thing to ever happen to us," said Alex, reaching up to squeeze her tits. Nikki moaned as he teased her nipples. She pressed her crotch down into his. She was ready to go again! Alex didn't have it in him to screw again so quickly. "I gotta get to work," he said tapping her side.
Nikki groaned in protest and rolled off him. Alex got up, took a quick shower and dressed. "What are you doing today?" he asked as he wrapped his tie around his neck.
"I think I'm going to skip opening the bookstore today and stay in bed."
"Well you might want to wash the sheets. We made a mess of them." He winked at her. Alex stared a minute and shook his head. Nikki was lying there contentedly with the sheets under her navel. Her entire top half was naked for him to see and she didn't seem concerned. Yep, best thing to ever happen to us, he thought. "See you tonight, dear. Love you."
"Have a good day. Love you too."
Nikki did sleep for another hour, then woke up horny. Her breasts just couldn't take the sheets. She was really going to have to wear the bra to bed. She took a quick shower, holding her breasts under the stream and moaning as the hot water bounced off her nipples. "Hmm, I could go again," she moaned. "If this keeps up, I'm going to wear Alex out." She turned her breasts away from the water and washed the rest of her body.
Nikki got out of the shower and dried her body off before putting her robe on. She pulled the robe tight and bow tied the belt. Her new breasts made the robe look sexy. She stared at herself in the mirror. Her hair was wet and clung to her face. Her bosom pushed the robe out creating an impressive amount of cleavage. Her nipples also poked out of the robe. Her breasts served to stretch the robe out and lift it up so that it barely covered her crotch.
Nikki dried her hair. Her long black hair fell down past her shoulders. It tended towards being curly and wavy. She wore little makeup except around her eyes. Nikki leaned towards the mirror and applied the mascara to her lids, lashes, and underneath the eyes. Darkening her eyes gave her an exotic Arabic or Egyptian look. She could easily have put on a costume and passed for Cleopatra. Of course, Cleopatra was ethnically Greek too. She had just finished checking her makeup to her satisfaction when the doorbell rang. Perplexed as to who it could be, she ran downstairs to answer the door.
Nikki peered through the glass around the front door. She didn't recognize the man standing on her steps. Strangely, there was no car in the driveway, but a bmx bicycle was parked on her lawn. The bike had a newspaper bag strapped across the side. "Who is it?" she asked when the man noticed her peeking through the window.
"I'm the paperboy. Your husband underpaid me two dollars. I want my two dollars."
The man was nearly fifty. He had gray hair around a prominent bald patch. The man was unshaven and had a large pot belly. "You're the paperboy?"
"Newspaper man then. I want my two dollars."
"My husband just left."
"You don't have two dollars?"
"I have it. Come on in." Nikki opened the door and frowned as the man's eyes zoomed right in on her cleavage. The stench of cigar assaulted her nose as he approached. Nikki crinkled her nose. His teeth were also tobacco stained.
"Thanks," he said stepping around her. "We left notice of the two dollar increase, but Mr. Nicastro didn't pay it. I guess he didn't see the notice." The man hunched his shoulders, holding his hands up and out.
The man's hands were still up and out as Nikki shut the door behind her. Her belt caught in the door as it closed. As Nikki stepped forward, the belt unraveled. Nikki stumbled as her robe caught. Her arms flew back as her robe opened. Nikki fell forwards leaving the robe in the door. Her breasts fell right into the man's outstretched hands. "Ohmygod!" She cried in horror.
"Hot damn," yapped the paperboy. He was holding the largest pair of tits he'd ever seen outside of a porno. He squeezed the woman's enormous nipples and was rewarded with a moan from the gorgeous looking slut.
Nikki felt her crotch leaking at the man's molestation of her breasts. This man was unattractive and disgusting yet her body was responding to him. She pulled back, but the man was pinching her nipples which stretched out as she pulled away. The stimulation had arousal dripping from her vagina. She quit pulling back and fell forwards as the man tugged her nipples. She fell into his outstretched arms and before she knew it, he was kissing her, his hands moving down to squeeze her ass. She could feel a large bulge growing under his pants. It pushed against her nude crotch. Her body reacted wantonly, thrusting itself against the hard thing under his pants. His tongue dueled with hers pushing it's way into her mouth. He tasted of beer and tobacco. "Twice in one day," he muttered as he pushed her down.
"What are you doing?" asked a dazed Nikki as she fell to her knees. The paperboy had an unusually large bulge under his jeans.
"I need my dick sucked." He unbuttoned his jeans and unzipped the fly.
"I don't do that," she muttered as his pants fell around his knees and she saw the outline of his penis under yellow-stained underwear. His hairy belly was sticking out above his underwear. A tee shirt covered his chest just to his belly button.
"If you want this thing in your hairy snatch, then you better start sucking." The man yanked down his underwear.
Nikki's eyes bulged out as the big piece of meat fell out of the underwear. It was already several inches bigger then Alex's penis and it was only semi-hard. "I don't want it in my snatc.. down there at all. I'm a married woman." Nikki pulled away from the man's stiffening penis and stood back up.
"A married woman who goes around throwing her big titties into strange men's hands."
"This is a misunderstanding."
Before Nikki could turn to grab her robe, the paperboy reached out and grabbed her tits. "Well if you're not in the mood for a fuck and you don't suck dick. I guess I could titty fuck the girls here." His dirty hands pinched and tugged at her nipples.
"Oh yes," Nikki moaned turning back to face this paperboy who was old enough to be her father. She arched her back and thrust her breasts out to give him easier access. "Hmmm," she moaned, thinking that having his big penis down there might not be such a bad idea after all.
"Get down on your back then," he said, stepping out of his jeans. He left his shirt on as Nikki complied and he sat on her stomach.
Nikki felt dazed. This whole situation was surreal. She was about to tell him to stop, when he grabbed her nipples again. Her hips wanted to thrust upwards in lust, but were held down by his weight. She watched a little disgusted as the paperboy released her breasts and spit in his hand. He stroked his penis which had to be more then seven inches long now. Nikki had never seen one so big and looked on in fascination as he spit again in his hand to coat it more. When he had decided it was lubricated enough, he bent it down between her breasts. He tried to squeeze her breasts together around his shaft, but his penis kept wanting to spring up and her breasts sagged over her sides when he released them to push his penis down. Nikki helped him by hefting her breasts and pushing them together. Once his big penis was snug between her breasts, the man grabbed her nipples again and toyed with them while he began thrusting his hips.
"Ya like showin off them new titties dontcha?" asked the man. Nikki didn't answer and he continued sliding his penis through her cleavage. This may have been the biggest penis she had ever seen, but it still looked small sliding between the canyons of her breasts. The paperboy pushed her breasts up until Nikki found one of her nipples poking her lips. "Suck on that," he ordered examining the underside of her breasts. "I don't see no scars." The man squeezed both her breasts roughly. "I don't feel no implants either. Lady, you is gifted."
Nikki had obeyed him and sucked her long nipple between her lips. She was amazed by the amount of pleasure it was giving her. He pulled her nipple out because it was screwing up his rhythm. Nikki could see her saliva glistening on her long nipple before it disappeared between the paperboy's pinching fingers. She looked up at him, but found the sight disgusting. The man had his tongue hanging out like a slavering dog. She could see his yellow teeth and his face was getting sweaty. Down his body, the exertion had pulled his tee shirt up over his hairy belly. She arched her head to see the only thing that looked good on the man. His seven or eight inch penis thrusting and receding from between her breasts. One powerful thrust had the man's penis pushing against her lips. She opened her mouth in shock and found the head pushing inside her mouth on the next thrust. His penis looked red and angry now. His ministrations on her breasts had her gasping in pleasure and the head of his penis kept entering her mouth despite her attempts to clasp her lips shut.
"Oh fuck, here it cums," grunted the man.
Nikki looked cross eyed down her nose just as the swollen red head shot a strand of sperm right into her mouth. The man's semen had rolled off her tongue and down her throat before she knew what had happened. She watched in disgust as the man yanked his dick from between her breasts and squeezed the shaft until a drop of semen leaked out. He rubbed the sperm off on her nipple and then squeezed one last drop out and wiped it on her other nipple. The paperboy grinned as he released his penis and used his fingers to rub his sperm in around her nipples. The contact was driving her nuts and she was ready to beg him to stick his penis in her. "That was fun tits, but I gotta get going." He stood and pulled his underwear up.
Nikki looked up at him and gasped. "What about me? I need it in me. Please?"
"I ain't made of sperm. I just got done fucking Mrs. Henderson an hour ago. Get yourself off."
The man pulled his tee shirt down before pulling his jeans up. Nikki remained on the floor naked in front of this stranger. She was frustrated and needed to cum again. "I'm gonna come back and fuck that pretty pussy of yours Friday when I make my rounds. Get it nice and wet for me," he winked. "I'll make you my steady piece and get rid of Mrs. Henderson."
Nikki slid one hand between her legs and let her finger run along her labia. "Oh yes," she moaned.
"Damn you sure is something." The paperboy shook his head in amazement at the wanton woman who was now slipping a finger inside her pussy. "I'm gonna love fucking you. Is that your purse on the counter?"
"Yes. Feels good. Oh yes," moaned Nikki before answering him. "It's my purse. Hey, get out of it."
"I want my two dollars." The man rifled through her purse. "It looks like all you gots is a five. I'll take the rest as a tip for doing such a good job with you." The paperboy took a last look at her before heading for the door. "Damn!" He said and left.
Nikki's finger was working faster now. She wasn't sure what she was doing. She'd never masturbated. Self gratification was wrong. Horror at what had just happened was mounting in her brain, but she really needed to get off first. Never had an orgasm until last night and now it's like I can't live without one, she thought. Masturbating felt great, but it wasn't helping her. She needed something to put her over the edge. Nikki used her free hand to tweak her nipple and felt her vagina gush around her fingers. It felt great, but she wanted more stimulus. I can't believe I'm going to do this again, she thought as she pushed one breast back up to her mouth. She sucked the nipple between her lips and was instantly rewarded with an increase in pleasure from her vagina. She sucked greedily on the nipple tasting the man's sperm that had been rubbed on it. She crinkled her nose, but kept sucking. Pressure built in her vagina and in her breasts. Her vagina clenched down around her finger and tried to suck it in deeper. She wished it was bigger. Suddenly, her orgasm exploded. Nikki gasped in pleasure and then surprise as milk sprayed the back of her throat. It was good! It also happily wiped out the taste of the nasty man's semen. Milk from her other breast had erupted from the nipple like a volcano exploding and now it ran down her breasts coating the arm that had her finger's in her vagina.
Nikki recovered quickly after her orgasm. She wanted to scream. She wanted to cry. She felt dirty and ran upstairs to take another shower. She ran the bar of soap all over her body, moaning again as she used it to clean her nipples. By the time, she assumed they were clean of her milk and the man's sperm, she was horny again. She fantasized the nasty man had come back and was going to... to fuck her with his big dick. He's so gross, she thought. He had mentioned fucking Mrs. Henderson. She was a kindly old widow not a day under seventy-five. Nikki brought herself under control and pulled the special bra on immediately after drying herself. She pulled a white blouse on and frowned to see that her breasts held the material up so high it put her navel on display and Nikki never showed off her belly. I need to talk to someone, she thought and ran to get her cell phone.
Nikki Nipples Vs. The BiBFF
11/10/08
Nikki thanked the waiter for the ice tea and tried to ignore his glances down her cleavage. She was used to men's stares, but previously the stares had been more "wow, she's hot!" and now they were "wow, look at those tits!". Men had stared at her legs, her rear end, her face, and figure. They loved her dark eyes. Now they just stared at her breasts.
She had been waiting ten minutes when she spotted Jill. Nikki's best friend was hard to miss. She was every bit as attractive as Nikki and Nikki noted with some satisfaction and a little bit of jealously that men who had been staring at her were now turning their eyes to Jill. Part of the reason Jull got more attention then Nikki was that Jill had no qualms showing off her body. She was wearing a sleeveless top that was held up by straps over her shoulders. The top ended just under her rib cage showing off Jill's flat tanned belly and her diamond pierced navel. She was braless under the top and Nikki found it distasteful that the outline of Jill's nipples were clearly visible underneath the material. They were hard to miss because Jill had large natural DD breasts pushing out the top. Jill also wore shorts like Nikki's, though Jill's was shorter and higher up on the thigh then Nikki's. Nikki was wearing her sandals, but Jill was wearing flip flops. Jill had her long blonde hair tied back and large dark black sunglasses covered her blue eyes. Jill worked as a waitress, but claimed to be an actress and had been an extra in several movies as well as being a bikini clad babe in a national beer commercial. Jill had married a well off movie production assistant several years ago.
"Hi, girlfriend," said Nikki standing to greet her friend.
Jill froze and pulled her glasses down her nose until her sparkling blue eyes appeared. "Oh my god," said Jill staring at Nikki's breasts. "I can't believe you did it."
"You won't believe it when I tell you what happened."
"Had to one up me did you. I didn't realize you were jealous of my girls."
Nikki paused before answering. Jill was still staring in amazement at Nikki's stretched out blouse. Nikki looked down at Jill's breasts. It looked like Jill's nipples had swollen up a little, but Nikki assumed it was her imagination or that the restaurant's air conditioning was affecting them. "You know," said Nikki sitting again. "I think I was a little jealous of them. I didn't realize it until now though."
Jill pulled out her chair and sat down. "I think you went a little overboard." Jill had known Nikki back when Nikki's breasts were a full C-cup and she'd always thought they were perfect on Nikki's body.
"Oh honey, something horrible has happened to me." Nikki put her face in her hands and sobbed.
The waiter approached the table. "I'll have an ice tea too and the soup and salad. Get my friend the soup and salad too." Jill smiled at the waiter and handed him the menu. She reached out and tapped Nikki's shoulder. "There there, honey. Why don't you tell me all about it."
Nikki sat back up and told her friend about the operation. Jill's mouth fell open as Nikki told her about her nipples growing to be an inch long. Jill's mouth stayed hanging open after their food arrived and she absentmindedly shoveled her salad into it while Nikki told her about how sensitive her nipples had become and that they made her horny all the time. "It's not all bad," said Nikki. "I finally had an orgasm with Alex."
"You poor thing," said Jill after Nikki let slip how big Alex was.
"Why do you say that?"
"Honey, you mentioned Alex's blood flow problem, but you never told me he was so little. Such a waste on such a good looking man."
"I thought he was average length."
"Sorry honey, you got short changed. Vinnie is close to eight inches and I've seen bigger before him."
"I've seen bigger too," said Nikki.
"What? I thought Alex was the only man you've ever been with?"
"Let me finish my story." Nikki told how Alex had gone down on her.
"About time you loosened up a bit. Oral can be better then actual sex. Those big titties might be good for you."
"I think they're evil." Nikki watched Jill stare in disbelief when she told her about the milk side effect. Jill wet her lips and sucked her lower lip in her mouth. Then Nikki got to the part about her paperboy and Jill crinkled her nose at her description of the disgusting man. Nikki explained what had happened with the paperboy. "He was the third most disgusting man I'd ever seen. Jill, I think I might be a slut."
"Honey, I've known you nearly ten years and you are not a slut. If anything, you're the anti-slut. What do you mean third most disgusting? I know your landlord is probably the first."
Nikki smiled. This was exactly what she needed to hear and the reason she had called Jill. She needed to be told she wasn't a slut. "Coach Cox from high school is number two. He wasn't bad looking, but he was a pervert. He had a hidden camera in the girl's shower." Nikki shivered at the memory of being shown the picture of her in the shower with the other girls. Cox had even hit on her and was rumored to have had sex with a cheerleader. Nikki had testified against him and gotten him fired. Nikki had another self revelation. That had been about the time she quit showing off her body. She'd even wear a bikini to the beach with her girlfriends before that incident. "Still, I don't know what to do about my breasts."
"Playing with yourself was a good start." There was a crash behind them and the women turned to see that their waiter had dropped a pitcher of water. Jill sneered at him and spoke more quietly this time. "You'll need to learn some self control and when you don't think you can take it anymore, masturbate. I'll get you some toys if you'd like. There's a store on Columbus Ave."
"Yech, no. I couldn't stick anything in me."
"Toys never get soft or let you down." Jill giggled at Nikki's shocked expression. "Are you free this afternoon or are you going to open the bookstore for awhile?"
"I'm free."
"Let's go back to your house. I'd really like to see what we are dealing with here."
"You want to see my breasts?"
"Yes honey. Your story is so far our, I got to see those things for myself. I got the check."



The two friends took separate cars back to Nikki's house. Jill pulled up behind Nikki just minutes after Nikki arrived. They headed upstairs to the bedroom. Jill sat on the bed while Nikki went into her bathroom and stripped. Moments later Nikki came out in her bathrobe. Nikki's lips were parted and her eyes were slightly closed. "Are you horny now?" asked Jill
"Yes, the robe is rubbing against my nipples."
"Unbelievable."
"Here's the bra." Nikki tossed Jill the bra.
Jill examined it closely. The cups were huge and she checked the tag. She had accurately guessed they were EE. The metal caps were hollow and contained a sponge to hold her nipples as still as possible. "Your nipples fit in there?"
"Not well. They grow longer then the caps and tend to push the bra out. It gets a little uncomfortable. There still is some friction when I move, but it's a lot better then going without the bra."
"Lets see them boobs," said Jill putting the bra down. She knew Nikki was not fond of showing off her body to anyone, even her best friend. Nikki wouldn't even shower at the gym unless it was empty of other girls. If Jill joined her, Nikki hastily dried off and left the shower. She knew that this wasn't easy for her friend.
Nikki pulled her robe open and down over her breasts keeping the robe tight around her waist. "What do you think?"
"My god Nikki, they're still too big on you, but they're beautiful. I think they're firmer then mine. Your nipples really are an inch long."
"Told you. Can I pull it up now?"
"Not yet. The whole areola is puffy. Absolutely incredible. You said that all that disgusting paperboy had to do was play with your nipples and you became putty in his hands?"
"Yes, it was horrible."
"Like this." Jill reached out and took both of Nikki's nipples between her fingers.
"Aaah," gasped Nikki at the shock of pleasure. She jerked as her vagina spasmed and Nikki dropped the robe. "Jill what are you doing?" Nikki rasped the question out while breathing heavily.
"Trust me. I can help you with your horniness." Jill twirled and stroked Nikki's long nipples. "Let's just switch places." Jill continued her ministrations on her friends breasts as she got off the bed and maneuvered Nikki around to sit down in her place. Jill kneeled before Nikki's legs and pushed them apart. "Your pussy's beautiful Nikki." Jill could see the lubrication coating her friend's genitals. "We're going to have to do something about trimming this baby down." Nikki had a hairy bush and rarely shaved or trimmed it.
"Jill this is crazy." Nikki could feel her friend's breath on her vagina. This was so wrong. Women didn't have sex with other women. Nikki came to her senses and tried to slide back on the bed, but Jill's arms snaked under her legs and soon they were teasing her nipples again. Instead, of moving away, Nikki opened her legs up wider. Nikki sighed and relaxed when she felt Jill's tongue slide up her labia. Her hips raised up into the tongue.
Jill hadn't eaten pussy in almost ten years, but it was a skill you never lost. Her tongue was busy flickering back and force over Nikki's labia and then twirling around her clitoris. Jill would pause and thrust her tongue in and out of Nikki's pussy.
"Yes. Oh god yes," moaned Nikki. This was better then it had been with Alex. He hadn't seemed to know what he was doing. Nikki groaned when Jill stopped suddenly. "What's wrong? Why'd you stop?"
"Tell me to eat your pussy."
"Do it, Jill. Do it. Finish me off."
"Say the words." Jill leaned down and sucked Nikki's clit between her lips.
"Eat my pussy. Please Jill, eat my pussy," Nikki begged. She needed to have another orgasm and the pressure built both deep within her loins and in both her breasts. Nikki moaned and writhed in pleasure when Jill started licking her again. This time Jill slid two fingers inside and thrust them forwards like they were a penis. Nikki bucked her hips up into Jill's thrusting fingers. "It's happening again. Harder Jill, harder."
Jill felt Nikki's pussy claps and tighten around her fingers. She looked up Nikki's flat belly and looked at Nikki's nipples. Jill still had one nipple in her hand and was stroking it. Nikki had taken up stroking the other. Nikki screamed and Jill's chin suddenly got soaked. At the same time, Jill watched the milk shoot out of Nikki's breasts. They were little white gushers that shot up about three inches from the nipple. The fluid fell and splattered on Jill and Nikki's hands, running down the huge globes of Nikki's breasts.
Jill fell back, gasping for breath. She brought her finger up to her mouth and licked the milk off. It cooled quickly, but tasted good. Someday, I want that squirting in my mouth, she thought. Jill stood and looked down at Nikki. Her friend seemed half passed out. Jill turned and used Nikki's restroom, wiped her chin off, and pulled some pubic hair out of her mouth. "Lets take care of that problem," she said, spitting another pubic hair out. Jill rummaged through the drawers. Nikki and Alex had a lot of shaving cream and razors between them. "Hairy Greeks," she mumbled.
Jill returned to the bed and found Nikki had slid back and was snoring softly. She sat and sprayed shaving cream into her hand and started coating Nikki's hairy crotch with it. Nikki mumbled in her sleep and Jill said, "Baby, I'm gonna make this pussy gorgeous." Jill trimmed and shaved her friend with Nikki almost never moving. She was shaving a sensitive area and Nikki wouldn't open her legs any wider. Jill reached up and tweaked a nipple. Nikki moaned and opened her legs. Grinning, Jill bent down to shave the last little bit.
Jill returned the shaving items to the bathroom and used a wet rag to wipe Nikki down. Her pussy was smooth and as cute as any Jill had ever eaten or shaved before. Jill stripped her clothes off. Her large breasts fell free when she pulled the top off. She let the shorts drop to the floor and pulled her thong off. Jill then climbed in bed next to Nikki. She started stroking Nikki's hair and she leaned down and kissed her lips. Nikki slowly woke up. Her eyes smiled at her friend at first, then she remembered what had happened. Jill watched the tears well up in Nikki's eyes. "There, there honey, it's ok. Everything's fine."
"But we just. I mean you just..."
"I just ate your pussy. You begged me to do it. Remember?"
Nikki cried openly now. "These things are evil. They're an instrument of the devil."
"What are you talking about?"
"They turned you into a lesbian. And the paperboy, they made him do nasty things to me. It's all so clear now."
"I think the paperboy is just a nasty man. As for me, you know the saying about women experimenting in college? Well I didn't have a one time in college experiment, I had an eight times in college experiment. I like being with women. They're softer and you connect on a more intimate level with them."
"But Vinnie? You're a married woman."
"I also like a good hard fucking by a nice stiff cock too." Jill pulled Nikki up on her side and embraced her stunned friend. Nikki realized that Jill was also nude as their large bosoms mashed together. Nikki moaned as her nipples pressed into the soft tit flesh of her friend. Jill kissed her and Nikki kissed back finding her arousal growing again. "I've wanted to kiss those lips for a long time now," whispered Jill, kissing her again.
Jill reached down and grabbed her ass cheeks, pulling her tighter. Nikki giggled. "My crotch tickles."
"I shaved you while you were out."
"You what?" Nikki rolled on her back and looked down at her naked crotch. Her hand slid down over the smooth skin and she shivered. "What will I tell Alex?"
"Tell him you did it to surprise him. He'll love it. Especially when he goes down on you again. Be prepared, he'll want you to return the favor."
"Yech, I don't plan on ever doing that."
"Marriage and sex is give and take, honey." Jill sat up and straddled Nikki's belly. "Speaking of give and take. I need to cum too. It's your turn to do me."
Nikki looked sickened and tried to pull out from under Jill. "I'm sorry Jill, but I'm just not into that sort of thing."
Jill reached down and fondled Nikki's nipples again. Nikki soon quit struggling and started writhing with renewed lust. "Do you want me to eat your pussy again?" This time Jill bent down and took a long nipple between her lips while half straddling her friend.
"Yes, god yes. Eat my pussy again," moaned Nikki.
"Well you gotta eat mine first."
"Disgusting."
"It's not bad at all." Jill moved up over Nikki's chest and lowered her pussy down over Nikki's mouth.
"It's wrong." Nikki's protests were muffled as Jill's pussy came down over Nikki's open mouth. At first Nikki froze, refusing to do anything. Jill's arms were at her sides and soon they'd found Nikki's nipples again. Nikki's tongue slid out and into her friend's pussy as she moaned in pleasure. Jill was right. It wasn't so bad. Nikki began lapping at her friend's vagina. Her tongue licked up Jill's labia repeatedly, stopping to flicker over her clit. Jill moaned as Nikki looked up at the most erotic sight of her life. Her actress/model best friend was mounted on Nikki's face. Nikki could make out the thin strip of blonde hair Jill had shaved on her crotch and she could look up Jill's undulating belly through the gap between Jill's large breasts. Her friend's head was thrown back and she was moaning in pleasure. Nikki held her tongue straight out and Jill began bouncing on it. It was an amazingly attractive sight and something snapped in Nikki. She began looking at her friend in a sexual light. What an amazing sexual creature Jill was.
"That's it Nikki. Come on keep it up, baby." Jill ground her pussy down into Nikki's extended tongue.
Nikki reached around and slid her hands up Jill's tanned belly and grasped her nipples. Jill humped Nikki's face in response. She was clearly pleased that Nikki was showing some initiative. Nikki found herself fascinated with Jill's breasts. A triangular patch of whiteness around the nipples showed where a scandalously small bikini had covered. The rest of her breasts were a perfectly even tan to match her face, belly and legs. Her breasts were so soft and perfect. Her nipples were puffed up and nearly a quarter inch long, beautiful and normal. Nikki was still jealous of Jill's breasts.
"You're doing it girlfriend. You're hitting all the right spots," moaned Jill. "I'm cumming Nikki. I'm cumming."
Nikki felt her lips and chin get soaked in a fresh wave of fluid as Jill moaned in pleasure. Seconds later, Jill slid her pussy back off Nikki's mouth and Jill collapsed beside her on the bed.
Nikki stood up to go wash her face off. She entered her restroom and cleaned herself off. She looked at her reflection in the mirror. It was like she was staring at a stranger. Her hair was mussed and the expression she wore on her face was one of sexual satisfaction. She immediately tried to make the expression disappear out of guilt. Her breasts still didn't look normal on her and the shaved crotch really added to the impression that she was staring at a stranger. The nude crotch had the effect of making her feel even more naked. She reached down to her pubic region. There was no hairy bush to run her fingers through, just smooth skin. She could even see her clitoris sticking down between the folds of her labia. Even her genitals looked different, they seemed swollen and excited. Her tan lines were faint. Her olive skin made her look like she had a soft tan. Her legs and arms were darker from the sun. She always covered most of her body up when she was outside. She wondered what she'd look like with bikini tan lines like Jill's and realized she might have them soon. She had promised Alex, she'd wear a bikini in Jamaica. It wouldn't be easy for her, but she'd try.
Nikki returned to Jill who was stretched out on the bed with a satisfied look on her face. She bent down and moved some of Jill's blonde hair off her face. "You should get dressed."
"Why?" asked Jill, grabbing Nikki and pulling her down in the bed. She kissed her mildly amused friend on the lips. The kiss lasted nearly a minute.
"Oh! I guess we have time." Nikki gasped as she felt Jill twirling her nipples again.
"Do you want to cum again?"
"Oh god yes."
"Tell me what you want, honey." Jill redoubled her efforts on Nikki's tits.
"I want you to make me cum again." Nikki groaned and hesitated before saying. "I want you to eat my pussy." Nikki suddenly giggled. "It's nice and smooth now."
Jill laughed too. She bent her body around and first sucked one of Nikki's nipples into her mouth. Nikki gasped and moaned. Jill wondered just how sensitive those things were. Jill flickered the nipple with her tongue then kissed down over the breast to Nikki's ribs. She kept one hand teasing her friend's nipples. She wanted to keep Nikki at a heightened state of arousal. Jill half licked and kissed her way down Nikki's stomach. Her friend's belly was so fit and lean. As her muscles tightened with arousal, the lines of her abs grew defined. Jill slipped her tongue into Nikki's bellybutton before kissing down her smooth crotch. Jill had to release her grip on Nikki's nipple as she swung her body on top of her friends. Jill reached down and sucked Nikki's clit between her lips at the same time shoving her pussy back into Nikki's mouth. Nikki hesitated but a moment before starting to lick Jill's pussy. The two women slid their tongues all around and inside each others pussies.
Jill was more skillful and experienced. She finger fucked her friend while teasing her clit with her tongue. Soon Nikki was writhing beneath her and gasping into Jill's pussy. Jill was close, but she was more concerned with keeping Nikki satisfied. She wanted her friend to remember the intense pleasure Jill could give her and hopefully, Nikki would keep coming back for more. Jill was shorter then Nikki and slid her body down further to get more tongue traction in Nikki's pussy. Nikki didn't seem to mind as she was moaning constantly now. Jill slid up until she was nearly sitting on Nikki's cushiony breasts as she bent over to get Nikki off once again.
Jill licked as fast as she could while fingering Nikki's sopping wet pussy with two fingers. Jill felt something rubbery bend against her own clit and slide between her labia. The thing straightened between her folds and entered her pussy. It felt like Nikki had shoved about an inch of a thick pencil up her pussy and Jill realized that it was her friends nipple inside her. This was a new and surprising experience. It was even more surprising when Nikki's pussy contracted around Jill's fingers. Her hand grew soaked and Jill gasped in shock. Her own orgasm hit as milk squirted inside her pussy, like a miniature cock exploding. Jill ground her pussy down into Nikki's soft breast wishing the nipples was bigger and really were a cock. Her lust for women was now satisfied and she was ready for a good cock fucking. Vinnie was sure getting some pussy tonight. Jill sighed and rolled off Nikki.
"You know what's kind of nice?" asked Nikki after several minutes had passed.
"What's that?"
"No messy semen."
"Speak for yourself, honey." Jill felt Nikki's milk leaking out of her well satisfied pussy.
The two women rested a moment before getting up to clean themselves and dress. Jill was pleased to see that Nikki seemed perfectly comfortable with being nude around her. They dressed, Nikki felt better the moment the special bra was on. She felt some guilt, but not as much as she thought she would. It wasn't like she had just cheated on Alex with another man. She walked Jill to the door and was surprised when she was the one who initiated the kiss goodbye. Nikki opened the door and froze. "It's him."
Jill stepped outside. She could see the ridiculous looking man on a teenagers bmx bicycle riding in circles down the street. "Yech. I see what you mean. He's disgusting. That's your paperboy?"
"Yep, probably lives with his mom still."
"He's waiting for you."
"I know. Lets wait until he's out of sight and then I'll just lock the doors." Soon the paperboy was pedaling past them, trying to get Nikki's attention, but not wanting to look suspicious. He turned a corner and was gone.
Jill walked down to her car. "Remember honey, call me if you ever get horny enough to fool around with something like that man again. I'll rush right over and I'll bring a few surprises next time."
Nikki blushed. "Thanks Jill." Nikki shut the door and locked it. She turned and headed upstairs to change the sheets. Jill had been gone ten minutes when the doorbell rang. Nikki froze. The doorbell rang again a minute later and it was followed by a loud knock. Nikki could feel her nipples hardening and growing to fill the sponge inside the caps on her special bra. The bra wasn't perfect and her arousal grew again. Downstairs was a man who wanted to fuck her. He had recharged by now, coming back earlier then he had promised. He wouldn't be satisfied with just sliding his big penis between her tits. He wanted to slide it inside her. He would be deeper and harder then Alex had ever been. Nikki's breathing was heavy. She wasn't a slut and she resisted her desires. Nikki tiptoed to the window and peeked out the blind. Down in her yard the bmx bike was laying on the ground. The paperboy appeared, looked up at the windows, then he mounted the bike and pedaled off.
Nikki sighed with relief.
In her next adventure, Nikki Nipples takes on a teenage geek, her Turkish landlord, and two Latino day laborers.
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Nikki Nipples Vs. The Geek
11/15/08
Nikki Nicastro was in a good mood as she drove to work that Saturday morning. Katy Perry's "I kissed a girl" was playing on the radio and Nikki whistled along to the tune. She had originally found the song inappropriate, but now thought it was kind of catchy. Nikki had kissed a girl five days ago. Last Monday, her best friend Jill had initiated a sexual relationship with Nikki and the two had fooled around. Jill had called Nikki several more times this week, hinting that she was ready to fool around again, but Nikki had resisted. She'd give in soon enough and though Nikki didn't feel it was as wrong as committing adultery with a man, Nikki fully believed homosexuality was a sin.
Nikki had enjoyed a satisfying relationship with her husband that week. He was delighted to discover Nikki's newly shaved vagina and immediately went down on her again. In fact, over the last five days, Alex had eaten her to orgasm twice and made love to her twice. Over the last two nights, Nikki had worn the special bra to bed and actually gotten some sleep. She felt confident she was learning to control her horniness and hoped things would go back to normal with her and Alex in a typical monogamous relationship.
She pulled her car into the parking lot of her bookstore. She had opened early yesterday, mostly because the disgusting paperboy had hinted that he would be stopping by to fuck her and she wanted to avoid him. She had a total of four customers all day and made a total of twenty two dollars and forty eight cents.
Nikki unlocked her front door and turned on the lights. Saturdays she would be a little busier. Orson would be in sometime that day. Orson was an eighteen year old pimply faced geek. He shopped every Saturday and always spent between twenty and thirty dollars on comics and fantasy novels. He tended to hang out several hours going through any boxes of books, customers had brought in to trade or he would sit reading the comics he didn't want to own. She had started carrying comics specifically for him. If she could afford an employee, she'd have hired him to watch the store several hours a night after school.
Today, Nikki was wearing a white button down blouse. Her enhanced breasts pushed the blouse out more then normal causing it to ride up off her waist and show off her bellybutton. Nikki wasn't one for showing off the midriff, but she didn't want to ask Alex for money to buy new clothes. She wore modest shorts and flip flops. Her hair was down, her long wavy lustrous locks cascaded down her back. The only make up she wore was the dark eye liner she used around her entire eyes.
Nikki went to the back storage room and opened her little safe removing the cash drawer. She did a few other small tasks before opening the store. Nikki sat down at the cash wrap and opened her book. Nikki only read Christian romantic fiction and she was just finishing up the latest Amish story by a popular Christian fiction writer. She was on the last chapter and quickly finished the book. Her Christian fiction section was small and tended to sell quickly. She had read everything in the section and now had nothing to read the rest of the day.
An hour after opening, her first customer came in. It was Mrs. Hudson, a sweet older lady who only read romance novels. She was carrying a small box of her recent reads to trade in for credit. Mrs. Hudson frowned when she saw Nikki's newly acquired ample cleavage. She didn't say anything, but continued to frown as Nikki wrote her out a credit slip for the paperbacks. Snooty old woman, thought Nikki. Every book the old bat reads had a shirtless hunk and a buxom woman on the cover, yet she gets attitude when she sees some cleavage in real life. Nikki grinned and unbuttoned the top buttons on her blouse. The old woman frowned even more when she returned to make her purchase. Nikki didn't button back up after the woman left. The cool air felt good on her chest.
Nikki leafed through Mrs. Hudson's romance paperbacks. The covers were full of hunky cowboys, Indians, and Vikings. Crap, thought Nikki, but she'd go nuts without anything to read the rest of the day. She picked up a book about a female settler who finds true love with an Indian and started to read. Nikki paused in her reading to greet several customers and ring up a few sales.
Nikki soon remembered why she avoided bodice ripper romances. They were filthy. The first time the Indian took the woman, he entered her, filled her with seed, and kept his powerful weapon in her until he stiffened up again. Once the book got going, the sex rarely stopped. He even offered his new white squaw to a powerful chief in a sex ritual that was supposed to summon the buffalo. Nikki felt her nipples hardening as she read sex scene after sex scene. Soon, her inch long nipples were pushing out the cups of her bra. Nikki found herself breathing heavily and her panties were damp.
Nikki put the book down and got up to use the bathroom in the storage room. She could see the outline of the metal cups that contained her nipples through her blouse. Not a look she enjoyed showing the public. They'd think the outlines were her actual nipples. The stupid smutty romance had made her horny. She hastily unbuttoned the rest of her blouse and pulled it open. She quickly unhooked the bra, gasping with relief when her nipples were free. They were hard and blood engorged. She made the mistake of touching one and the resulting spasm in her vagina only made her arousal worse. She thought of calling Jill, but didn't want to close up shop this early on her best day of the week. That left masturbation as her only option.
Nikki removed the bra altogether and quickly buttoned her blouse. The result was scandalous. Now it was her nipples that were visible through the blouse and they poked the cloth out considerably. There were also gaps between her buttons and you could clearly see glimpses of flesh between them. The result was scandalous, but also considerably sexy. Nikki hurried back out into the store and glanced down the aisles of book shelves. She locked her door and hung up her out to lunch sign.
****************
Orson was sitting on the floor reading a comic when he heard Mrs. Nicastro come out of the back room. He leaned over to greet her, but his voice caught in his throat when he saw her breasts. It was impossible. There was no way. He caught a glimpse of her huge nipples through the top. He knew he should of spoken up, but instead he sat there frozen as she locked the door and spun around to return to the backroom.
Orson shook his head in disbelief. He reached into his backpack and pulled out his sketchpad. He quickly flipped through his drawings. The first were drawn about a year ago when he first started coming into the store. They were illustrations of Nikki's face or of her sitting at the cash wrap reading. Then there were drawings of Mrs. Nicastro as wonder woman. She reminded him of the Lynda Carter wonder woman series he had downloaded of the internet. There was one of her as wonder woman being embraced by a flying superman. Then there were a few sketches of Mrs. Nicastro nude or what he imagined she looked like nude. He had used nude pictures of several playboy models as a model for her body and the results were inconsistent.
Several months ago, Orson had gotten his first credit card and immediately joined several comic porn sites. He started posting pictures of his Nikki as wonder woman and gotten several positive feedbacks, but he needed to create his own character. The first draft was of a Nikki in a wonder woman style outfit, but with much larger, huge breasts. Just like the ones she had now. Orson had turned the WW in wonder woman upside down to make an MM and came up with the name "The Milk Maiden" for his character. Orson liked a woman's sexy belly so he changed her outfit to more of a metal bikini thing. Her breasts caps would lower so that her nipples could appear. The Milk Maiden could shoot streams of milk from her breasts like spider-man shot web. Powerful streams of milk could blast her enemies. She could use her milk to make a road slippery. The only flaw he saw with MM, was that he hadn't given her a weakness.
His first comic, The Milk Maiden Vs, The Cocksman was an immediate success. MM took on a suave James Bond style villain to save the world. A porn comic publisher had contacted Orson to make print versions of his comic. Orson had already sketched out ideas for the sequel, The Milk Maiden Vs. The Minotaur. His minotaur was a reverse of the classical minotaur since he wanted to avoid any hint of bestiality. The Minotaur was a massive black man with a bull's ring through his nose and curved bull horns. He had a bull's tail and a cloven bull legs like a satyr. Plus he had an overly enormous phallus that only The Milk Maiden could take.
Orson looked at a sketch he had of the Milk Maiden nude in a shower. Nikki Nicastro had become the Milk Maiden and Orson couldn't believe it. Of course, she couldn't shoot milk from her breasts. If he saw that happen, he'd think his drawings were coming to life and he'd sketch himself with a superman physique and an enormous cock. Orson was still fantasizing about his drawings coming to life when he heard moans coming from the stockroom.
Orson secured his sketches and stood up off the floor. He crept over towards the backroom. Nikki's moans grew louder as he approached. Orson approached the open door and peered in. He jerked himself back, his eyes wide with disbelief. He peeked again. This time he stared. Mrs. Nicastro was lying on her back on the floor. She had removed her shorts, panties, and flip flops. She had unbuttoned her blouse and pulled it open. Her back was arched thrusting her massive tits upwards and one hand was frantically frigging her pussy. Her other hand was busy teasing one of her nipples. The eighteen year old virgin had never seen a woman masturbate before and it was the most awesome sight he had ever observed.
Orson couldn't take it any more. His dick was straining in his pants. He quickly unbuttoned and unzipped his jeans. He pulled his dick out, spit in his hand, and started stroking his shaft. He stepped closer, glad that Mrs. Nicastro was blissfully unaware of his presence. Her head was thrown back and her eyes were half closed. Orson stepped closer and kneeled between Nikki's legs. He inched closer. The head of his prick was inches from Mrs. Nicastro's pussy now. If her hand hadn't been in the way, he could have shoved his dick in her.
"Yes. That's it. Getting close," gasped the blissfully unaware Mrs. Nicastro.
"Me too," said Orson, groaning.
"Ah ah ah... Orson!" Nikki looked up at him from between her massive breasts. She looked aghast. From her position, it must have looked like he was fucking her.
Orson watched with joy as she quickly pulled her hand away from her pussy. Now was his chance. He thrust forward, the tip of his prick touched her pussy. There was a moment of heaven when he felt a woman's heat and wetness for the first time, but then his dick blew. He watched a strand of sperm coat her genitals. Orson wasn't familiar with the female anatomy. They were just folds of skin to him. His white semen coated her long vertical folds as well as the little protrusion at the top. His dick jerked up and sent a second strand on her bare crotch. Her hand had been blocking his view of her shaved pussy and he was delighted to see the smooth skin. He jerked the rest of his semen out and watched as the final glob splattered just under her belly button. This had all taken place over several seconds. Nikki had removed her hands from her pussy and was grabbing her breasts. As Orson raised his eyes from his shooting prick, he watched as milk shot out from Nikki's blood engorged nipples. His jaw fell open in amazement.
Nikki Nicastro writhed in pleasure for a moment before recovering. She quickly propped herself up and scooted back away from the dumbfounded boy. "Orson, what are you doing here?" she asked, covering her breasts as best she could and holding her hand over her pussy. Nikki raised the hand over her crotch and looked at it with a grimace as it was now sticky with the teenagers semen. She gave up trying to cover her body and decided to wipe herself off.
"I... I," stammered the boy. Mrs. Nicastro had prepared some tissues near herself and used them to wipe his semen off her crotch as well as the wipe down her milk coated breasts. "I came in to look at comics and saw you back here. I um couldn't um help myself." Orson stood up and sat in a nearby chair. His pants were still around his ankles.
Nikki strode over to him and leaned down so that her massive breasts dangled before him. She shook her finger in his face. "We'll pretend this didn't happen. Got it?" She waited for him to nod. "If you tell anyone what you saw, I'll ban you from the store."
Orson gulped. "I won't tell anyone. I swear, Mrs. Nicastro."
"Good boy."
"Maybe, I could watch you again sometime?"
"No way." Her expression softened when she saw the teen's rejected expression. "I'm sorry Orson. I'm a married woman."
"It was just so awesome." Orson looked downcast. "I've never been with a woman. I was hoping I could put my thing in you just once to see what it was like." Orson had blown his chance. If he hadn't cum when he did, he might have been able to push his dick in her.
"That will never happen, son. I'm a married Christian woman. I don't go around initiating teenagers into sex." Nikki was still leaning over him. "You'll find a nice girl some day."
"Would you at least touch it for me?"
Nikki looked down at the boy's penis. It was nothing spectacular. Orson was a lanky kid with acne scars on his cheeks. His penis fit his body, rather skinny. It was semi-erect. "If I do, can we move on a forget this ever happened?"
"Oh yes, Mrs. Nicastro." Whatever happened, Orson would never forget this day.
Nikki reached down and grasped Orson's prick. She squeezed it as it hardened in her hand. The boy groaned. Nikki hadn't really touched many penises. She would sometimes grab her husband, to help guide him inside her. She'd never touched the paperboy's penis. She winced as she remembered the disgusting man's semen shooting into her mouth. Nikki slid her hand along the shaft with growing fascination. No, it was nothing spectacular, but it was an inch or more longer then her husband's and harder then Alex ever got thanks to his blood flow problem.
"That feels great, Mrs. Nicastro," moaned Orson. She was stroking him faster now. Her dark eyes were sparkling as she watched her hand stroke his dick. She seemed to really like his prick. Orson looked down at the massive pair of tits dangling before his face. I do amazing work, he thought under the delusion that his art work had come to life. He couldn't resist temptation any longer and reached out to squeeze her long distended nipples. Nikki seemed to go wild at his touch. Instead of pulling back at his boldness, she leaned forward. Orson pushed one breast up so that it's nipple was pointing at his mouth. He stuck his tongue out and flickered it over the hard nipple. Nikki released her grip on his prick. She threw her arms around his head and pulled him into her breasts. She was gasping and moaning as he went to work kissing, licking, and sucking both her nipples as rapidly as he could. Nikki was straddling his lap now. His dick was sticking straight up. Fluid dripped on it. More fluid dripped on it. The tip of his penis grew hotter and then the head slid inside a woman's hot embrace for the first time in the young man's life. Mrs. Nicastro didn't pull back in horror. Instead, she humped the tip of his dick with lust. Orson had discovered the Milk Maiden's weakness. Superman had kryptonite, the Milk Maiden had her nipples. "You're letting me fuck you," groaned Orson, thrusting his prick in deeper. Nikki gasped and jumped back out of his lap. "No!" exclaimed the teenager in horror as his dick plopped free.
Nikki stood before him. Her hands were on her head and her fingers in her hair. She was gasping for air and looked wanton with lust. "What am I doing?" she said to herself. Her stance was such that her body was on display for the boy and her breasts were thrust out at him.
Orson wasn't about to let this opportunity slip by. He reached out and pinched both her nipples. "We were just about to fuck," he told her.
"No," she moaned, stepping closer to his lap again. "I'm married. Oh yes," she gasped as he took one nipple back in his mouth. Now it was her turn to stutter. "D.. d.. do you ha have a c... condom?"
"Yes," said the excited boy. He didn't want to wear it, but it was a small price to pay. Orson reached down to the pants still around his ankles and extracted his wallet from his pocket. He was careful to keep playing with her nipples while he did so. He fumbled inside his wallet until his fingers found the condom. "Here it is."
Nikki took the condom. The wrapper was worn and creased. It looked like he had been carrying it around for years and probably had, she thought. She hurriedly ripped it open and pulled the condom out. She handed it back down to the boy. "Hurry," she urged him. "I want you in me." That wasn't true, thought Nikki. I don't want him in me, I need him in me. He kept his lips clamped over one of her nipples while he fumbled to put the condom on with both hands. She would have fumbled to. She had never put a condom on a man before. She didn't use them with Alex and didn't need to use it with Orson, but somewhere in the back of her mind, she had decided that if Orson didn't exactly cum inside her, but in the rubber, then she wasn't completely cheating on Alex.
"It's on," he said.
Nikki straddled his lap again and felt him guide his stiff prick over her genitals. She helped him guide it a little, and lowered herself over the stiff head of his prick. "Oh yes," she moaned.
"God, yes," he said, practically crying with joy.
When the head was fully in her, Nikki slammed her pussy down and the boy's prick shot into her deeper then any penis had ever been before. Nikki cried out with the pleasure of it. "I love it," she cried, bouncing in his lap.
"I love you," whispered the smitten boy. This was awesome. This was amazing, This was incredible. This was a new era for Orson Flynn. This wasn't a one time thing. Nikki would be his forever after he went home and drew some pictures of her fucking him in any position he desired. He would draw himself with a bigger cock and muscles. He would give himself the ability to fly. He would draw himself holding a winning lottery ticket. Nikki would be his prom date and wear the sexiest prom dress he could buy her. It was all too much for the teenage boy. "I'm cumming," he groaned at his orgasm came on fast.
"Not yet," begged a distraught Nikki. "I'm not there yet." She ground her crotch into his as his penis bucked in her pussy and filled the condom's receptacle with his sperm. The boy wiggled under her as the frantic woman bucked her crotch in his. She was rubbing the sensitive head of his dick and he couldn't take it anymore. "No," she pleaded as he pushed her off his lap.
"Don't worry, my love. Next time will be better," said a smug Orson.
Nikki was panting as she watched the teen unroll the condom off his penis. It had shrunk down to half it's size now and a pearl of semen had formed at the tip. "There won't be a next time, Orson." She sighed, still frustrated that she hadn't cum. Now that she had experienced orgasms, she didn't think she could give them up.
"Sure there will, baby. I might even be able to go again pretty soon if you come suck this for me." Orson held his hands out and pointed down at his penis. Interestingly, it had seemed to stiffen a little at the thought of her sucking it.



Cocky little prick, thought Nikki. "There won't be a next time and I don't suck penises."
Orson grinned. "We'll see about that."
Orson was reaching out for her nipples when a deep voice said, "What the fuck is going on here?"
Nikki Nipples Vs. The Landlord
11/15/08
Both Nikki and Orson jumped when they heard the gruff voice. They looked over at the entrance to the stockroom. "Oh no!," gasped Nikki when she saw who it was. Orson looked scared to death at the sight of the scary man.
"Running a whore house on my property," said the man. He was Nikki's Turkish landlord and the person she despised most in the world. He was holding the keys to her store and a cell phone in his other hand. Nikki grabbed her blouse and used it to cover her body from her breasts to her crotch.
Kerem Yarali was a giant of a man. He was the hairiest man, Nikki had ever met. His head was a large tangled mass of graying black hair which ran down the sides of his cheeks before turning into a large unkempt beard that reached his chest. His eyebrow grew together, making it look like he was perpetually frowning which he usually was. He was tall, nearly five inches over six feet. Kerem was extremely muscular, not fit and trim muscular, big muscular. He had a beer gut, but it appeared hard as a rock. Kerem was wearing a white t-shirt, shorts, and sandals that revealed his yellowed toe nails and brown feet. Hair coated every inch of his bare arms and legs. Like many people from desert cultures, Kerem didn't bath often and covered it up with large doses of cologne. The smell of his cheap cologne seemed to fight a constant battle with the smell of cheap tobacco. Nikki had heard from others, that Kerem was actually a pretty nice man and a wonderful father to his five kids. The problem he had with Nikki and Alex was that they were Greek. Kerem Yarali hated Greeks with a passion and had made their lives miserable since they had signed the lease. Nikki refused to deal with him and Alex was the one who always had to handle the obnoxious landlord. Luckily, Mr. Yarali didn't live nearby and his visits to his property were rare. The Nicastro's planned to move the store to a more heavily trafficked location and away from Yarali as soon as their lease was up in a year.
"Mr. Yarali, you can't come barging in here," protested Nikki.
"I do what I want on my property, Yunan (Greek) slut." He turned to Orson. "Pull your pants up and get out of here, kid." Kerem gestured towards the exit with his thumb. "I need to talk with my whore tenant alone."
Orson had dressed by now. He sprang up and ran for the door. He slowed only enough to inch his way around the burly Turk. This dude was a perfect villain, thought the teen. The Milk Maiden Vs. The Sasquatch was the title that came to mind. Orson paused by the door and glanced back at Mrs. Nicastro. Don't worry, my love, he thought. I'll give myself muscles to take on this monster and fly back to save you. Orson ran home as fast as he could intent upon starting the sketches that would turn him into a superhero.
"Mr. Yarali, will you at least turn around so I can get dressed?"
"Mrs. Nicastro, I am only going to say this once. You will speak when spoken to and only when spoken to. Do you understand?"
Nikki gasped in outrage. "I do not understand. I'm only going to say this once, you chauvinistic asshole. Get out of my store this instant or I will call the police."
"I will call them first." Kerem flipped open his cell phone. "I will tell them that my Yunan slut tenant is running a whore house from her store."
"No," pleaded Nikki realizing the predicament she was in.
"I hope that kid was eighteen."
"He was and what you saw was an accident. I'm not... Wait! Stop dialing please."
Kerem Yarali paused and flipped his phone shut. "I believe you. I saw most of it. I'll cut you a break and not call the police."
Nikki sighed with relief. "Thank you," she said. Maybe, Kerem was not the monster she thought he was.
"I know Greek men have little honor, but your husband deserves to know what a whore he married so he can punish you. I won't call the police, but I will send him these picture I took of you and the boy." He flipped his cell phone open again.
Nikki squealed in fear. "Please don't. I beg of you."
Kerem flipped his phone shut again and put in in his pocket. Nikki stared at him in relief and then horror as her landlord started unbuttoning his shorts. "You told the boy, you didn't suck cock, but then you've never had a büyük türk çük (big Turkish cock) to play with. It's time you learned how, Mrs. Nicastro."
Nikki gasped with fear as Mr. Yarali pulled an absolute monster of a penis out of his shorts. "P.please," she begged staring at it in awe. The thing was already completely hard. It stuck out at least ten inches from a bushy mass of pubic hair. The tip was odd looking, apparently the head was covered by a mass of skin. She assumed this was what an uncircumcised penis looked like. Yarali was pulling off his shirt and stepping out of his shorts as she watched. He kept his dirty feet in the sandals. Soon his shoes and several gold chains around his neck were all that he was wearing. He was the ugliest man she had ever seen. Hair half black and half gray, covered his body . His pubic hair seemed to stretch up to his belly button, then it grew sparser on his stomach, growing bushy once again on his chest. His testicles appeared sized to match his phallus, but were nearly hidden by yet more hair. He turned briefly and she could see hair coating his back and ass. "Oh god, this can't be happening." Nikki sobbed and felt tears roll down her cheeks.
"Allah wills it, slut."
"I'm not a slut, Mr. Yarali."
"Those new tits sure make you look like a slut. Now come suck my büyük çük before I change my mind and send the pictures to your husband."
"What do I do?"
"Don't tell me you've never sucked cock before?" Kerem rolled his eyes. "Greek men are half men. No wonder their women don't obey them. Kneel down in front of me. Then kiss, lick, and suck on my cock. Your instinct will take over. Allah, be praised, it's one of the purposes he designed women for. You will like it."
Hmmm, thought Nikki, I would have thought my mouth was designed for eating, breathing, and talking. It's purpose is certainly not for sucking off sexist pigs. Nikki kneeled before Kerem and stared at his monster penis. No, cock was a better word for it. A cock was something big and hard and designed for sex... no fucking. A cock was designed for fucking. Not that any woman could ever fuck something that big. Jesus, if she didn't get him off with her mouth, he might decide to fuck her with that monster. Kerem's cock had a slight upwards curve. It jerked with his pulse and the long pee slit would peek out of the foreskin with each jerk. The pee slit was leaking fluid which soon made the head and foreskin glisten.
"As much as I enjoy the look in your eyes, whore. I do not have all day. Get to work."
Nikki crinkled her nose at the stench of the man's cologne. He had apparently applied very liberal doses to his pubic region. Nikki closed her eyes as she leaned forward and let her tongue flicker up the head of his cock. She could taste the fluid on the end and wanted to gag. She felt complete disgust at what she was doing. She wished she hadn't been such a prude and had done this for Alex first. It felt like more of a betrayal having denied her husband for so long. Nikki did gag as she swallowed the head. It was as big as a golf ball. She sucked her lips tight as she sucked the head. Yarali was wrong. Her instinct was not taking over. If anything, her instinct was telling her that this was unnatural. It was unpleasant. He even pulled his cock out, lifted the shaft up and shoved his hairy balls at her mouth. She licked them, feeling pubic hairs coat her tongue and enter her mouth. She coughed, trying to spit them out before leaning back to suck the head again. She couldn't do this. It was all she could stand to suck just several inches of the tip and not gag with disgust. Nikki was ready to quit and let Yarali send the pictures to her husband. This was all Alex's fault anyway. Nikki had to give up, there was nothing she could do. Well, there was one thing she could do.
Nikki reached up and pinched her nipples.
A moan of pleasure formed in the back of her throat replacing the bile. She could feel her pussy leak on the backs of her legs where she was kneeling on them. She squeezed her nipples and stroked them. Her head followed suit. She started bobbing it more rapidly, taking several more inches of Yarali's massive cock in her mouth. Moans of lust escaped her lips around his cock. She released one nipple and used the freed hand to grab the base of Yarali's cock, matting down his pubic hair and holding it steady so that she could suck it more rapidly. She wondered what it would feel like to get fucked by such a monster of a cock. Nikki slid her hand up the rapidly slickening shaft and pulled his foreskin down taut so that she could run her tongue all around the bulbous cock head.
"Now you are getting in to it. Emişini benim cuk, yunan hayat kadınlarıydı" (Suck my cock, Greek whore)
Nikki didn't know what he was saying in Turkish, but the words escaped his lips in a groan of pleasure. She released her other nipple and now gripped the shaft with both hands. She stroked what she couldn't swallow. She relaxed her throat now and pushed her head forward, letting his cock slide deep down her throat. Her nose was soon only inches from his pubic hair. She bobbed her head feeling nearly eight inches of his thick cock sliding back and forth down her throat. Nikki grabbed her nipples again. She was going mad with horniness, the brief sex with Orson had left her unsatisfied.
Yarali wrapped one beefy hand around the back of her head. He helped guide her as she imagined his cock was swelling up even larger then it was now. The old Turk was gasping for breath. He grunted as his cock bucked down her throat. She felt it pulse in her throat, pumping sperm into her belly. Nikki felt the disgust returning. She jerked her head back and Kerem let her, but held her head still when just the head of his cock was in her mouth. It was still pumping sperm and a lot of it. She had no idea a man's sperm was so hot. She'd inadvertently tasted the paperboy, but his semen had cooled by the time it had entered her mouth. Kerem's sperm overflowed her mouth and she was forced to swallow more. It didn't taste as bad as she would have expected. It didn't taste good or anything, but it wasn't disgusting and it filled her with pride to hear Kerem's grunts of pleasure as he came. Nikki even kept the head in her mouth while Mr. Yarali stroked the remaining sperm out of his shaft.
"I said you would like it," said Kerem continuing to stroke the thick shaft. Nikki wanted to explain that it wasn't her, it was her nipples that made her do it. Yarali continued, "Whores always like to suck cock." He was stroking his cock to keep it hard. "Whores also like to get fucked. Ready to feel a büyük türk çük in that Greek pussy?"
Nikki stared as if mesmerized at his hand gliding along the still rock hard shaft. Her pussy was soaked. Her nipples were hard and rampant, straining out from her breasts. She was horny from playing with them as well as from Orson leaving her hanging. She stared at the big ten inch Turkish cock before her eyes. "Yes," she whispered, instantly regretting it.
"Get on all fours then."
"Your not going to do me like this are you?" she asked as Kerem walked around behind her. The position was unnatural. People made love facing each other so that they could kiss and look in each others eyes. This position was how animals fucked in the wild, but then Kerem Yarali was a big animal of a man.
Kerem kneeled and lined his big cock head up with her wet slit. "This is how one fucks a whore." He moved the tip of his cock up and down her slit before pushing it in.
Nikki gasped. The head was huge and spread her wide open as it entered her. "Wait! You need to wear a condom."
Kerem Yarali snorted. "I don't wear them."
"Then we can't... Oh god! Then you need to pull out when you cum."
"Maybe, if you're good to me. If not, then you won't be the first whore I planted a big Turkish baby in."
God, what a disgusting man, she thought. He thought she was worried about pregnancy, but she just didn't want another man's sperm inside her. His cock was bad enough, but his sperm would mean she had finally given in to any pretense of faithfulness she still had to Alex. "Aargh," she groaned as he pushed more in.
"I feel it too, Greek. This is one tight pussy. Alex must not measure up in the cock department."
You got that right, she thought and instantly regretted it. "Your cock's just too big," she groaned.
."Now you know why Turkish women obey their men. Now Bu Adım büyük türk çük." (take that big Turkish cock).
"Pig," she grunted and gasped as he smacked her ass cheek. It wasn't a hard spank, but it surprised her and he laughed.
Nikki decided she wasn't going to give him the pleasure of making her cum. Screw him, she'd rather spend the rest of the day frustrated then submit to him. She could masturbate or call Jill after he left. The problem is that he felt good. He was now deeper and stretching her wider then she'd ever been before. She estimated he still had a couple inches to give her and she caught herself pushing back into his thrusts. At least with this position, she could pretend he was Alex, but that only made her want to give in. Nikki gasped as his hairy balls slapped her thighs. She wouldn't have believed it possible, but she had taken the entire ten inches of that big cock.
"You loving this, slut?"
"No," she grunted through clenched teeth. Her wet pussy was making it easy for him to slide it in and out of her despite the fact that her pussy seemed to want to grasp his shaft and hold him in deep. Damn, it felt good. Yarali was picking up speed and really fucking her hard now and it was all she could do to fight the pleasure. Nikki would have given anything in the world at that moment to give Alex a cock the size of the old Turk's.
Nikki was fighting the pleasure as best she could, but his hard thrusts were forcing her down. Her back legs were spreading and her front was lowering as he gave her the hardest pounding of her life. Nikki's massive breasts were dangling, the distended nipples sticking out inches from the carpeted floor. After a few more thrusts, her arms slid further out and both her sensitive nipples slid along the carpet. Nikki's eyes flew open as the orgasm exploded from her pussy.
"I felt that slut," laughed the Turk as he gripped her waist and fucked her even harder.
Oh no, she thought. Nikki looked underneath her and watched the wet milk stains spreading out on the carpet under her breasts. At least I didn't have to see the expression on his face when he made me cum.
Worse, her breasts were still swinging along the carpet, driving her nipples crazy. Impossibly, Nikki felt another orgasm building. She couldn't fight it and pushed back into Yarali's thrusts as the second orgasm overtook her. "Fuck me you bastard," she cried.
"You aşk benim en büyük türk çük, hayat kadınlarıydı." (You love my big Turkish cock, whore).
Nikki had no idea what he had said, but her words answered him anyway. "I love your big cock. I've never been fucked like this. Fuck me. Fuck me." Nikki came again and watched the wet stains on the carpet spread around her dangling breasts. She was going crazy with lust. "I'm a whore," she moaned, close to cumming yet another time.
"Now you admit you're a whore," laughed Yarali. He stuck his thumb in his mouth and sucked it to make it wet, before placing it down against Nikki's sphincter. He pushed it in.
Nikki was scared when she felt something enter her ass, but the new sensation was all that it took to push her over the edge of her third orgasm. "Oh, I love being fucked by your cock," she moaned. Having never experienced an orgasm until recently the thought of multiple ones had been foreign to her. She even sensed another building almost right on the heels of the last. She could also sense Kerem's thrusts were growing erratic and he was grunting more. Her pussy also felt like it was expanding around his growing cock. "Pull out," she begged.
"Nah. I don't think so," came his voice behind her. "Gonna fill that womb with Turkish seed and put my baby in that belly." He laughed evilly, but the laugh ended with a groan as he came.
It was too much for Nikki. Her nipples flickering along the carpet, the thumb in her ass, and the massive cock now spurting hot seed deeper in her pussy then she'd ever felt anything before sent Nikki over the edge. She had the mother of all orgasms. Her pussy clamped itself over the Turk's spurting cock and wouldn't let go. Nikki squealed in pleasure from the orgasm's intensity. The milk shooting from her breasts matched the intensity of the orgasm. White fluid continued to stain the carpet until finally the orgasm stopped and her landlord slowly withdrew his magnificent cock from her well fucked pussy. "Oh, I've never cum like that before," she groaned before collapsing her entire body on the carpet.
"You've never been fucked properly before," said Kerem. This time his tone wasn't condescending, but more matter-of-fact. "You've got a nice pussy, whore. I think I'll be visiting my property more often from here on out."
"Umm," purred Nikki. "I look forward to it." Did she just say that? This could never happen again, but there was no denying this was the most sexually satisfied, she'd ever been. She heard him move behind her and the door to her bathroom moved. She heard him grunt as he tried to force piss out of his still swollen prick. Nikki glanced over her shoulder at the urinating man. She quickly forced herself back up to her hands and knees and crawled over to his shorts. She pulled the cell phone out and flipped it open. She couldn't find the pictures button, nor even see a lens for the camera.
"There are no pictures, whore," said Kerem's voice behind her. "I have no need of a camera phone."
Nikki sobbed in horror. She should have known. Yarali was notoriously cheap. Indeed, the phone looked older then five years. "You lied to me!"
"No matter." Kerem shrugged and took his shorts from her. Nikki watched his cock disappear inside them and almost felt regret at seeing it tucked away. "Now that you know what a real man's cock feels like, I do not expect you to say no to me next time."
Nikki didn't answer him. She huddled on the floor and tried to cover herself. Ridiculous, but she suddenly didn't want this man seeing her nude any longer.
Kerem Yarali finished dressing. He turned to leave. If he noticed the stains from her milk on the carpet, he did not mention them. He turned as he neared her front door. "Oh, and by the way, Greek. If you tried opening this store once in awhile, you might make some money in this business." He walked out the front door and used his key to lock it back up.
Nikki felt sick and the disgust returned as well as the guilt. She could feel the massive amount of the Turk's sperm start to leak from her. She stood and went into her bathroom. He hadn't flushed the toilet nor lifted the seat and urine stained the seat. She wiped it up, flushed, then sat and tried to force his sperm from her well fucked pussy. Dear god, she thought. I'm changing. These breasts are changing me. I'm doing things and saying things I never thought I'd do before. Her vagina had become her pussy and she was even thinking words like "fuck" as well as saying them. Nikki cried again. It took a long time for all the sperm to leak out of her.
Nikki didn't take her landlord's advice and reopen her store. Instead, she dressed and raced home to shower. She spent a long time in the shower and despite still being sexually satisfied, the water raining down on her breasts had her feeling aroused again. Two hours after the fucking of her life, she was ready



To go again. The guilt was overwhelming and she wanted to cry again. Instead, she stiffened up, applied her eye liner and dressed. At least there was one promise she could keep her husband.
An hour later, Nikki was in a swimwear store looking at bikini's. She didn't want gaudy or flowery or too sexy. She wanted something plain that wouldn't attract too much attention. She snorted at that, glanced at her cleavage and rolled her eyes. She was exhausted and didn't want to spend all day shopping. Men were staring at her and she was growing impatient. The only bikini tops, she found that were EE cup were for women much larger then her. Her eyes lit up when they fell on one style of bikini. It was a string bikini, the panties looked odd like there was more string then material, but the bikini was light blue and white. The colors of the Greek flag. Perfect. She thumbed through the bikinis, but the closest to her cup size she found was a D, not even a DD. Nikki took the D-cup bikini off the rack and looked around for the check out. A young sales boy was standing behind the counter watching her. He had been one of the men watching her shop since she'd arrived. She approached him and felt her cheeks flush crimson. "Excuse me, would you have this in my size. I need a EE."
The boy appeared to sweat and it looked like he was making a conscious effort not to stare down at her cleavage. "N-not unless it's on the shelf ma'am. Everything is out of the stockroom at the moment."
"I'm not sure this will fit."
"We could probably order one, but it will be after Christmas before it gets here."
"I need it for a trip in January."
"Why don't you try it on? I can hold them for you... I mean I can watch your purse for you. If you'd like, I'll give you my opinion on how you look."
Nikki watched the boy gulp nervously. Was this what the rest of her life was going to be like? She had a sudden urge to get out of there. "Never mind. I'll take this one."
The clerk rang Nikki up and she was shocked at the price for something with so little material. She grabbed the bag and hurried out just as another sales boy ran up to the first and they watched her get in her car and leave.
****************
Nikki stared at her reflection in horror. This wasn't going to work at all. She knew it wouldn't and probably shouldn't have bought it, but she just wanted to get away from all the stares. First, she had pulled the panties on, backwards. She couldn't figure them out. The material covered very little of her rear end and the front was just a thin sliver of material that ran down the middle of her bare crotch and split right down her labia. She turned it around, realizing the string was supposed to go down between her ass cheeks, but that left her ass exposed. The front material did cover her crotch well enough, but if she hadn't taken to shaving it, wisps of pubic hair might have stuck out. She stared at herself topless and spun around looking at her bare ass. She looked at the store receipt and saw that the purchase was for one thong bikini.
The top was worse, which was a shame as the bikini was a lovely blue and white. The colors looked great on her. Her bosom stretched the cups out which seemed to put the strings holding the bikini on under a lot of strain. It looked like the top might burst and fly off her at any time. Being too small, the cups stretched too thin around her breasts exposing most of them. In fact, the material just barley covered her can-sized areola. It didn't help that her nipples puffed out what little material covered them. The material also seemed to hug her long nipples. I can't wear this, she thought.
"Dear god!"
Nikki spun around to see her husband staring at her. There was a thud as his briefcase fell out of his loose fingers. His jaw had fallen open. "Alex, look at me?" she pleaded.
"You look amazing!"
"I look like a whore." Maybe, I am a whore.
"Please Nikki. Please, tell me you are going to wear that on our honeymoon."
"I can't wear this. It doesn't fit. My ass is bare, for god's sake."
"Nikki, you promised."
Nikki froze. She had also promised to be faithful. This promise she could keep. "Alright Alex, I'll wear it for you, but only until I can get one that fits me. It looks like I may have to buy one online."
"Yippee," he said like a little boy. He approached her. "You look great in the bikini, but right now I want to see what's under the bikini." He reached out for his wife.
"Not right now, honey," she said as her husband untied the knot around her neck and one at her waist. "I'm not in the mood." Her bikini fell to the floor. Nikki threw her arms around her husband and kissed him passionately after he reached out and pinched her nipples. "Hmm," she moaned. "Lets move this to the bed."
"Come on, sexy." Alex grabbed his wife's hand and led her to the bed while loosening his tie. He pushed her back on the bed and quickly knelt between her legs.
"No Alex, not tonight. Just put your penis in me. Hurry, I need it. Aahh!" Nikki spread her legs wider for her husband's tongue. He was getting pretty good at this. "No Alex, lets just fuck."
Alex paused. As long as he had known Nikki, she had never used the word fuck. It didn't bother him, he was just surprised. "I want to make sure you cum, honey." Alex reached under her legs and grabbed her nipples. The result was as he expected, Nikki began humping his tongue.
Nikki gave up fighting it and arched her back. She reached down and pulled Alex's head deeper into her pussy. She prayed she had gotten all of Yarali's cum out of her. She knew she had, she'd spent nearly an hour in the shower after all, but she still felt dirty down there. Soon she came, her orgasm soaked Alex's face and milk shot from her nipples. Alex stood and winked at his wife. He had white stuff on his chin.
"Alex! What's on your face?" Her orgasm must have forced some semen out from the depths of her pussy.
"Just some milk. It was all over my hands when I wiped my chin off." He left out that he had licked some off his hands.
Nikki sighed with relief and guilt. She watched Alex drop his pants and pull his little penis out. He had one of his good erections. Alex was stroking it to keep it hard as he moved his penis into position. He was very surprised when Nikki sat up. He was even more surprised when she leaned down and took his penis between her lips. "Oh dear god, yes," he groaned. Alex continued to be surprised when he realized that his wife was actually pretty good at this. She had clamped her lips tightly around his shaft and was bobbing her head along the entire five inches of his penis. "Oh baby, you're a natural," he groaned. "Better slow down. I'm a... I'm not gonna last long. Ah Nikki, here it..." Alex grunted as he ejaculated inside his wife's mouth.
Nikki felt the little tea spoon of semen roll on her tongue, then she let it slide down her throat. "Like that?"
"Loved it," replied Alex. "Um... I wouldn't have been offended if you spit it out."
"Oh," replied Nikki.
"Not that I mind, honey. I just wasn't expecting it on your first time."
"I wasn't thinking, but it didn't taste bad." I almost wished there were more of it, thought Nikki.
"Great." Alex paused. "Did Mr. Yarali see you today?"
"He stopped in," Nikki muttered nervously. "Why?"
"I thought I smelt his cheap cologne on you. Stuffs worse then cigarette smoke. What did he want?"
"Just checking on his property."
"Strange, but he called me late this afternoon. You're not going to believe what he told me."
"What did that pig tell you?" Nikki gritted her teeth.
"He was nice. He's going to give us a break on our rent and tie it in to the store sales."
"You're right, I don't believe it."
"He told me he wants you as his tenant for a long time."
"I see." Nikki looked thoughtful then she shivered. It made her feel like a prostitute to get a financial benefit out of sex. "I'd still like to move when our lease is up."
"No arguments here. Yarali's still the biggest asshole I've ever met."
Nikki Nipples Vs. The Day Laborers
11/17/08
Nikki Nicastro climbed out of bed Monday morning and decided not to open the bookstore until later that day to capture the after work crowd. She'd opened yesterday and had a pretty decent Sunday, making some money, and especially good because she hadn't scene her landlord nor Orson. No work today. Today, she would be working on her base tan in preparation for her upcoming trip to the Caribbean.
The problem was that her bikini was simply too small to wear to the public beach and that left her yard. She was worried that her creepy paperboy would catch her and she had spotted him pedaling his bike around her block several times trying to get her attention. She decided that if she laid out in her back yard and kept her car hidden in the garage, she'd be safe.
Nikki yawned. She hadn't slept well. She'd had sex with Alex and he'd wanted to hold her while they slept. The flesh on flesh contact had her nipples hard all night. She'd need to wear her special bra tonight in order to catch up on sleep. Nikki took a quick shower, trying to keep the spray from hitting her nipples and exciting her. It didn't work. It never worked, she was always horny. Even wearing the specially designed bra, she was slightly aroused.
Nikki didn't bother drying her hair or putting on make-up. She stood in front of the mirror and pulled on her new blue and white bikini. It was sized for a D-cup and thus much too small. The material was stretched so tight around her EE breasts and erect inch long nipples, that her bikini top barely managed to cover her big areola. The bottom was also a thong and left her ass cheeks bared to the world. I need to find a wrap around skirt to hide my ass, she thought. Nikki stared at herself in the mirror. She pursed her lips and leaned forward so that her breasts thrust out. She did some other poses, hands on hips or she ran them through her dark wet hair. She still thought she looked like a slut, but she was also beginning to think she also looked sexy. "No wonder men can't take their eyes off you," she said grinning. Her reflection grinned back. "Or keep their hands off you." The grin faded as she was reminded of her recent rash of unwanted sexual encounters. They needed to end immediately. Well, maybe not Jill. She'd keep Jill as a backup in case her horniness got out of control.
Nikki left the bathroom after grabbing a towel and some suntan lotion. She also retrieved her sunglasses and the latest book she had started reading. She had brought it home from work and hidden it in a drawer from Alex as she was a bit embarrassed by it. Two weeks ago all she read was Christian fiction, then she had tried a trashy romance novel. A customer had recently traded in some books known as Herotica. They were all erotic stories for women.
A bikini clad Nikki, headed down her stairs and out the sliding glass door to their back patio. The Nicastro's had a large deck with a small above ground pool. The pool was nice for a hot day, but she would have preferred a larger one where she could swim laps. The house's shadow was covering the deck, so she was forced to carry the folding chair down to the grass to get sun. She aimed the chair at the sun and laid down on it. She and Alex had a large backyard that connected with their back neighbor's large yard leading to their house. They were only down on weekends which gave Nikki a lot of privacy to tan. However, there was a landscaping truck parked off the back road and she could see a Mexican working in the neighbor's side yard. He was far enough away, she didn't feel uncomfortable, but she still would have preferred he wasn't there at all.
Nikki ignored the Mexicans, pulled her glasses down and loosened her bikini strings to eliminate any strap marks when she tanned. After rubbing lotion all over her body, she started reading the book. The first story was about a bored housewife who attends a masquerade ball and started flirting with a masked stranger. They ended up sneaking off and having the hottest sex of her life. When they took their masks off, she was both surprised and delighted to find that it was her husband. The couple vowed to be more adventurous from that point on. The sex was hot and Nikki found her arousal growing. The second story was a bondage story. The wife liked being tied up and the husband pretended to be a stranger while she was blindfolded. The third story...Nikki yawned. She put her book down and fell quickly asleep.
Nikki had sex on the brains while she slept. Dreams came rapidly. She dreamt of the most satisfying sex she had ever had and that was with her Turkish landlord. Mr. Yarali was in her bookstore wearing a mask, but there was no mistaking the hairy body not the big rampant cock sticking out from his crotch. He tossed Nikki a set of handcuffs which she willingly put on. She was suddenly nude and Yarali was lining his big cock up with her pussy. Her store was suddenly filled with shoppers. Alex was there as well as Orson, the geek, and her friend Jill. The shoppers all gathered around to watch the big Turk penetrate her. Nikki moaned in her sleep.
****************
Jorge placed the tree in the hole he had just dug and replaced the dirt. He looked up and wiped sweat from his brow. He noticed the bikini clad woman walk out from the back house and move her cot off the deck and into the sun. He grinned and walked over to the pickup containing all their equipment. Jorge kept binoculars in the cabin. He and Miguel liked to take their lunch breaks down by the beach. They were both obsessed with seeing movie stars on the beach, but settled for the large numbers of bikini clad beauties that crowded the beaches of Southern California. So far, the only movie star they believed they had seen was Pauley Shore.
Miguel put down his electric trimmer and walked over to the truck. Neither spoke much English, though they understood a little more then they spoke. "What are you looking at?" asked Miguel in Spanish.
"I think it's Tomb Raider Lara."
"The Angelina! Let me see." Miguel took the binoculars. "It could be her. I think she would be in a bigger house though."
"Si. That makes sense. I want a closer look."
"Me too. We can ask her if she needs any yard work done."
Jorge and Miguel set off across the lawn. The woman had put her book down and laid back on the cot. She seemed to be watching them approach. She was smiling underneath her dark glasses. Miguel smiled back.
"Her breasts are huge! She must be in Hollywood."
Jorge's eyes widened. "Miguel, I recognize this woman. She is American adult film actress."
"Are you sure?"
"Si, She is porn star."
Miguel called out, "Beunos dias, senora. Do you need any yard work done?" The woman stretched, but didn't answer. The woman did have immense breasts and an incredibly fit figure for such a large bosom. The bikini barely covered anything. She had untied the straps around her neck and pulled the strings down to bunch up on her cups. The cups appeared to cover just her nipples. She'd done the same with her panties, material covering nothing but her crotch. "Maybe she does not speak Spanish?" The woman stretched again and moaned. Her bikini top slipped and patches of areola appeared to the two latinos. "Do you make porn movies, Gringo?"
"Yes," moaned Nikki as she dreamed her landlord's bulbous cock head had just entered her. The crowd watching her, applauded.
"Miguel," gasped Jorge. "Look at her nipples." The woman's prominent nipples were growing even larger. They lifted up the loose bikini cups and pushed the cups aside. Both nipples sprang into view. The woman writhed some more and smiled as the cups slid off her breasts completely. "Lets get out of here. I think she is high on drugs."
Miguel tried to stare through the dark sunglasses. The woman did appear to be stoned, but there was another possibility. "I think she wants to fuck us."
"No, she is stoned. Why would she want to fuck us? Look at her and look at us." Jorge made to leave and stepped out of the woman's line of sight.
"Women want to fuck me all the time." Miguel undid his coveralls and let them fall to his feet. He yanked his tee shirt off over his head and then pulled his jeans down. He wasn't wearing underwear and a fat eight inch dick sprung up already hard. He didn't remove his sandals. "Is this what you want, puta?"
"Yes, fuck me," moaned Nikki in her sleep.
"Si, I fuck you gringo. I fuck you good." Miguel straddled the cot. He bent down carefully pulled her panties down. Miguel's eyes lit up at the sight of her bare crotch. He touched it and slid his fingers down the smooth skin to her wet folds. "She is wet for me, Jorge." The woman arched her back, thrusting her breasts up as his finger entered her. Jorge pulled out. "If I fuck you good, you put me in porn too, si?" Miguel lifted her legs and pushed his prick down towards her wet folds. With a powerful thrust, he pushed his cock as deep as it would go."
****************
"Fuck me," screamed Nikki. She sat up so fast her sunglasses flew off. She awoke from her dream shocked to find her pussy was being stretched wide by an actual big cock. Her body was already responding to the strong thrusts, but when she looked up at her lover, she gasped in horror. He was an ugly little Mexican! Nikki hated illegals. She had a theory that the good looking Mexican's stayed home and only the ugly poor ones crossed the border. This man fit her theory perfectly. He was hunched over her now with his tongue hanging out of a mouth filled with yellow or missing teeth. He had brown skin, but may have been lighter. She couldn't tell under the layers of dirt and sweat. His face was oval with short black hair and bright black eyes focused on her nipples. He had a big Pancho Villa mustache "Who are you?" she asked, trying to fight the coming orgasm. The Mexican did have a really fat cock and it was stretching her good.
"I am Miguel and that is Jorge."
"I don't speak Spanish," she gasped speaking loudly and slowly and people often do when trying to be understood by someone with another language. She still didn't even know there was another Mexican watching her. "Oh fuck! You're making me cum, you dirty Mexican bastard."
"We are Guatemalan." Miguel gasped in delight as her pussy squeezed tightly around his cock and shuddered. He felt her wetness coat his balls. At the same time, his eyes focused on the gushers of milk shooting up from her nipples. The puta looked good for a recent mother. Miguel bent down and slobbered over one of her milky nipples. The woman writhed beneath him and wrapped her legs tight around his waist. Her milk tasted better then the goat's milk he drank in his village. He moved to the other breast and licked the milk off it too.
Nikki felt another orgasm growing. She couldn't take the fact that this disgusting little Mexican or her big ugly Turkish landlord could make her cum multiple times. She struggled, pushing against the chest of the brown skinned Mexican. He looked confused, but complied. He sat up and she continued pushing until his cock plopped out of her. She gasped at the sight of his erect brown prick. He was also uncircumcised. It wasn't as long as Yarali's, but it looked bigger sticking out from the Mexican's small body. It glistened in the sunlight. Nikki pulled her leg over the cot and kneeled in the grass. "You can get keep fucking me, Mexican."
Miguel watched her get down on all fours. He kneeled behind her and lined his cock back up, shoving it in her. She moaned and pushed back into his thrusts. "We are from Guatemala."
"Learn English you fucker or go back to Mexico," growled Nikki through gritted teeth.
"Stupid gringo."
"Just fuck me," she moaned. Nikki was looking down at the grass. She watched her massive breasts swaying as the Mexican gave her a good fucking. Her nipples strained to reach the ground. She had chosen this position so that she wouldn't have to look at the ugly little man, but she was looking at his dirty sandal clad feet. Nikki quickly realized his feet were facing the wrong way. She gasped and looked up as another brown cock was shoved in her open mouth as the man kneeled before her.



"That's it, Jorge. Shut the puta up."
Nikki looked cross eyed down another long brown cock. It was as long as the first Mexican's but not as thick. She looked up the man's naked torso to his face. He resembled the first Mexican, oval faced, dark hair and eyes, but no mustache, clearly Mayan or other Indian blood. Nikki almost gagged on the cock in her mouth as she realized what was happening to her. She was now fucking two men at the same time. She had a cock in her mouth and one in her pussy. This was the kind of thing a true slut would do. Nikki was about to struggle and fight it, when the man in front of her reached under and squeezed her breasts. Nikki groaned around the cock in her mouth. Her tongue twirled around the man's cock head. She started bobbing her head around the brown cock in her mouth while pushing back into the one in her pussy. Nikki almost gagged as the cock in her mouth pushed deeper into her throat just as her second orgasm exploded from her pussy. The man playing with her breasts pulled back his hands in surprise and looked at the milk coating them. He wiped them off in her hair before going back to playing with her nipples.
Nikki had to admit, she was impressed. The little man behind her had plenty of staying power. He had fucked her longer and harder then Alex could have while she was on the cot, now he had gone just as long while fucking her doggy style on the grass. Just as she was thinking this, he buried his cock in her and held it there. She could feel it shooting his hot seed deep in her pussy. Nikki started shuddering. She couldn't believe it. She was going to cum again. Her pussy exploded, clamping down around the brown cock in her and milking it for every drop of the man's seed. The man in front of her released her tits and once again wiped his hands off in her hair. This time he kept his hands in her hair. He guided her head up and down along his long shaft. He didn't have the stamina of the first man. Already, she could feel his cock swelling in her throat. She pulled her head back just as his hot seed filled her mouth. She gulped it as quickly as he pumped it out. Both men withdrew their pricks from her after they came.
Nikki wished they would leave her to her shame, but instead they swapped places. The one behind now kneeled in front of her. "Miguel," he said pointing his thumb at his chest.
"Nikki," she replied.
Miguel nodded and held his floppy cock up to her lips. Nikki leaned down and took the head in her mouth. She sucked it between her lips, tasting her own juices as well as semen and sweat on the cock. It started hardening in her mouth. She swallowed the entire cock and felt it grow completely hard again. Nikki moved her lips up and down his shaft while.
Nikki felt the second man squeezing her ass cheeks. He released them and smacked her ass with his penis. The smacks hurt more as his cock stiffened up again. Soon, she felt the tip running along her labia before he pushed it inside her. Nikki aided him by pushing back. She couldn't help herself and came again. These two men had her cumming like a bitch in heat. How in hell could she be enjoying this?
Miguel had his hands cupped around her ears and was fucking her mouth for all he was worth. The Mexican behind her was also pounding her rapidly and hard. His ball sack smacked her thighs with each forward thrust of his cock. Having both just orgasmed, neither man was in a hurry to cum again. Nikki's pussy wasn't used to this kind of long hard pounding and she was ready to cum again. Within minutes, milk was shooting from her breasts while she had yet another orgasm. Milk shot from her breasts again when Jorge's orgasm triggered her own. He slammed his cock deep and pumped his sperm on top of Miguel's before pulling out. A Minute later, Miguel shoved his cock down her throat and pumped his second load into her stomach. Nikki wished he had cum in her mouth and she could have tasted him. She quickly felt guilty at that thought.
Nikki remained kneeling on all fours while the two Mexicans dressed. She was shocked, guilty, satisfied, and dripping. Several drops of milk formed on her nipples and dripped to the grass. The Mexican's combined semen was also dripping of her clit at a much faster pace. The two men had just made her cum six times! They hadn't even played with her nipples after switching places and still they had made her cum multiple times.
Miguel slid a landscaping business card between her ass cheeks and it stayed there. "Call me and I make porno movie with you."
Jorge looked down at the woman. "Puta," he growled, spitting on the ground near her.
Nikki struggled to her feet. Her knees and palms were grass stained and there was sperm caking on her thighs. She retrieved her bikini and was shaking as she silently walked back to her house. An hour after vowing never to cheat on Alex with another man, she had found herself fucking two Mexicans.
Things could not get any worse.
In part 3, Nikki takes on the lifeguard, the garbage men, and a couple of sport's jerks.
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Nikki Nipples Vs. The Lifeguard
11/18/08
Nikki didn't want to do it, but it made Alex so very happy and it helped alleviate her guilt over having sex with the two Mexicans earlier that day. She posed in the baby doll nighty while Alex took another picture. The lingerie was light blue and nearly transparent. Her nipples were perfectly visible through the cups as was her shaved crotch. Folds of transparent material fell off the bra and down to her panties. "And this place didn't carry any bikinis?" she asked while Alex had her pose with her hands holding her hair up.
"No," lied Alex, "Just lingerie. Did you mean what you said?"
"Yes honey, I'll wear whatever you buy me." Nikki's husband had somehow located a store that sold lingerie for women with thin figures, but huge breasts. The poor man had begged her to wear sexy lingerie early in their relationship, but Nikki hated showing off her body. Now, it was the least she could do to make up for her infidelity. Besides, it made her proud the way he felt about her looks and to give him credit, it wasn't just her new breasts either. He had always been proud of her looks and figure.
"Now, lets see what you look like out of that lingerie."
"Not until you put that camera down," said Nikki reaching up to pull her bra strap down. Nikki stripped and posed for Alex nude, while he quickly undressed. Just weeks ago, she hadn't even let him see her nude. Alex made like he wanted to go down on her again, but Nikki wasn't about to let that happen after having two Mexican's deposit loads of sperm in her pussy. She kneeled before Alex and sucked his dick to it's full unimpressive glory. Her husband was probably a foot taller then the Mexicans, but his prick was three inches smaller. Still, his blood flow problem wasn't bothering him today. Nikki sucked him for a few minutes, then pushed him back on the bed. She straddled him, sinking his dick into her pussy. He came before she did, but she kept grinding their crotches together while he sucked on one of her nipples until she finally came also. She fell by his side and the two fell asleep.
Alex was already gone when she woke up the next morning. Nikki climbed out of bed and stretched nude. She showered and applied her eye make up. Nikki put her bikini on and peeked out the back window. The Mexicans were back and it looked like there were more of them. Damn it! If she wanted to get a strong base tan before Jamaica, she was going to have to drive to the beach and she did not want to wear the scandalous bikini in public.
Nikki retrieved the bag Alex had hidden the lingerie in. She only half believed him that this place didn't carry bikinis. He desperately wanted her wearing the bikini or nothing at all on their anniversary trip to the Caribbean. The bag was from a store called Pole Dancer's Boutique that she had never heard of and it was all the way in Los Angeles. Too bad.
Nikki decided to go to the beach after all. She'd just wear something over her bikini and not take it off until she was relaxed in her chair or lying on her towel. Maybe, the beach wouldn't be crowded.
The beach was crowded.
Nikki was wearing a short sun dress over her bikini and flip flops. She carried a folding chair under her arm and a tote bag over her shoulder as she struggled through the sand. She was sweating by the time she found a spot that suited her. Southern California was warm all year, but right now it was unusually hot for November. Nikki set her chair up and sat down in it. She was wearing her dark sunglasses. She scanned the area around her. Men were surreptitiously or openly watching her. They were waiting for the unveiling. The moment when a female sunbather pulled her clothes off and they could check her body out. She didn't want to give anyone a show, so she waited. Nikki took her paperback out. She was still reading the Herotica book. She opened it and pretended to read. The men watching her quickly lost interest and moved on to the next attractive woman marching down the beach. Nikki quickly raised her ass off the chair and pulled the dress up past her hips and over her head. She sat back down trying to sink deeper into the chair. Nikki frowned with anger. She had been chased out of her own backyard by a couple of Mexicans and here she was trying to look inconspicuous on a public beach. It was hard to look inconspicuous when you had size EE breasts and a bikini that barely covered the nipples. She was satisfied that she had angled the chair away from any male prying eyes.
The next story in her book was about a wife on vacation that got drunk and stumbled into the wrong hotel room. She slept with the man in the bed who felt bigger and lasted longer then her husband normally did. The story after that was about a woman who desperately needed money and turned to stripping. She developed an exhibitionist streak and found that stripping reinvigorated her sex life with her husband. Nikki put the book down. She could feel the dampness in her bikini bottoms. Her nipples were at their hardest raising the bikini top off her breasts. She felt hot and was breathing heavily. She needed to cool off. Nikki stood and waked down to the water. Every male eye in the vicinity immediately zoomed in on her. This is so embarrassing, she thought. I've become nothing but a sex object. Nikki put her toe in the cool water. Some of the men watching her had objects in their hands. They were cameras. The world is full of perverts, she thought and it saddened her.
Nikki was an excellent swimmer, but still the water was rougher then she liked. There was a large storm system lurking off the coast and the waves were large and the surf rough. Still, she didn't like the thought of having men sneaking pictures of her to show their friends or worse, jerk off to. Nikki waded deeper trying to cover her bare ass. The water was cold and her nipples hardened until the little bumps around them swelled up. For once, her nipples were so hard, it wasn't sexual. It was even a little painful as they rubbed against her bikini. Nikki lowered herself in the water to cover her ass. Her body shuddered as a large wave broke nearby. She had to get past the break and out of the surf. She stood and hurried through the water, trying to get deeper between waves. She succeeded, but a big wave was approaching. It was starting to turn white at the crest. The wave was going to break early. Nikki knew what to do when a wave was about to break on you. She dived into it. Nikki felt the power of the wave roll over her body as she cut through the water. She burst through the surface and gasped for air. It felt exhilarating! She stood and wiped her long dark hair from her eyes. Her feet left the sand several times as smaller waves rolled past her. Nikki looked back at the beach. There were more cameras now. More men. They weren't trying to be sneaky anymore. They were openly taking pictures of the wet ocean nymph. An object floated closer to shore, just beside the break. It was a small blue and white piece of cloth. Nikki looked down and saw her bare breasts, the focal point of so many zoom lenses right now. Nikki was topless!
Nikki screamed. Her arms covered her breasts and she squatted down to hide them under the water. She was inexperienced wearing bikinis and her knot hadn't held. She scrambled towards the break, arm stretched out for her bikini top. She was barely aware of the roar in her ears until it was too late. She turned to dive, but the wave caught her. Nikki held her breath as the wave pushed her down and under. Fear gripped her as she rolled on the ocean bottom. Sand and rocks scraped her skin. Her head came clear of the water, but then the surf started trying to suck her back deeper again. Nikki pushed herself to her feet and fell to her knees. Her breasts dangled down ponderously. She rose to her feet still dazed, but noticed her crotch was bare now. She'd lost her bottoms too. Men were still taking pictures of her as she stood swaying on her feet. Why weren't the jerks helping her? One man did come to help her. Nikki looked up as a hunky, muscular lifeguard jogged up to her. He held an open towel. He wrapped the towel around her body as she fell into his arms.
The lifeguard helped her towards his stand. "Are you alright, Mrs.? Do you need medical attention?"
"I'm ok. Just stunned," gasped Nikki. The lifeguard was typical of his breed. He was fit and muscular. His skin was bronzed by the sun. His hair look to be brown normally, but it was sun bleached. He looked barely out of high school. "Thank you."
The lifeguard winked at her. His white chair held a radio which crackled. "Bring her in to the station to get checked out, Luke."
The lifeguard, Luke, looked over at Nikki and sighed. He actually looked a little sad as he picked the radio back up. "Roger that. I'm bringing her in to station. Cover this section of the beach until I return." Luke put the radio down. "Let me try to find your bikini." He ran down to the surf and looked around. Nikki watched another lifeguard running down the beach towards them. Probably Luke's replacement. "No luck on the bikini," said Luke returning. "I need to escort you up to the station."
"No need, I'm feeling fine." Nikki smiled at him. "I have a dress back at my spot. Let me go get it."
"No time now. My replacement only has a shirt window of time to cover this section of beach. I'm sure you're aware of how dangerous surf like this can be."
"Yes, I'm aware, but I mean it, I feel fine. It just shook me up, that's all."
"Sorry Miss. It's our policy to make sure you're alright. It's required by the city's insurance and keeps us from getting sued. We won't take long and you can shower the sand off your body." Luke took Nikki's arm and escorted her towards the lifeguard station. It was only a block away, but Nikki found herself struggling through the sand. Being wiped out by the wave had exhausted her.
They entered the lifeguard station which appeared deserted. There was a radio room with a long view of the beach. The building also held a small medical room. "Why don't you shower and I'll patch you up," said Luke. "You're bleeding on your left knee."
Nikki looked down and noticed that he was right, blood was trickling down her leg. Luke led her toward the showers. The lifeguard showers resembled the public showers several blocks away except here they were unisex. One wall was covered with lockers and the other had small individual showers with pull curtains. A long bench ran before the showers. The showers were connected to the bathroom which held a mirror. Nikki could see herself in the mirror. She looked awful. Her eye makeup had run down her cheeks. Her hair was caked with sea salt and sand, as well as bits of seaweed. She saw some minor scrapes and bruises, but the one on her knee was the only one bleeding. "Maybe I do need a shower," she said.
Luke noticed her looking at her reflection and laughed. "Go ahead and hop in." Luke watched her enter the shower and toss the towel out. He sighed and walked over to the sink. He pulled her sandy, bunched up bikini top and bottom out of his shorts' pocket and rinsed them off in the sink. He heard the gorgeous women groan in pleasure as the hot shower water hit her body. He wrung the bikini out, then placed it on the bench near the shower. He glanced guiltily at the man who had appeared in the doorway of the locker room. Luke then dropped his shorts. He may have felt guilty, but his dick was looking forward to what was about to happen.
Nikki washed her face until she felt she'd gotten the makeup off. She was also pleased to see, that the cut on her knee was small and would require nothing but a simple bandaid. The shower curtain suddenly flung open. "Luke!" Nikki eyes were wide open as the young lifeguard squeezed into the shower with her. He didn't close the curtain. His penis was sticking straight out as he joined her. "Nice cock."
"Thanks," he grinned at her.
Nikki blushed. She hadn't meant to say that out loud. "Luke, I'm married." Their bodies were rubbing against each other in the tight shower. Her breasts were scraping his chest. Nikki was becoming aroused quickly.
Luke reached around her and grabbed her ass cheeks. "It's traditional for a damsel to reward the lifeguard who helped her." He pulled her into his arms and leaned down to kiss her.
Nikki kissed him back. His penis was sticking straight up, crushed between their bodies. It pressed against her bare crotch. Nikki found herself humping against it. "I can't," she said, breaking the kiss. I'm married. I'll suck you though."
"I'll take that," said Luke grinning.
"I thought you might." Nikki kneeled and stared in awe at Luke's big cock. It wasn't the biggest she'd seen lately. It was maybe eight inches or a little more, but it was gorgeous, cut, straight as an arrow, and very thick. His crotch looked a little funny, being a pale white where his shorts covered while the rest of his body was a golden bronze. Nikki found herself eager. She hefted and squeezed his balls. They hung low, big and full, and would probably fill her mouth several times with semen. She squeezed them as she took Luke's big cock head in her mouth. Nikki felt her nipples ache. Maybe I will let him fuck me, she thought as she bobbed her head over the tip of Luke's cock. Why was she so eager? Was it because he was the only man who had raced to help her why all the other men had just taken pictures of her? Nikki couldn't stop looking up his body as she swallowed his cock down her throat. She knew why she was eager. Luke was a hunk!
Luke was a bronzed muscular beach god. He was covered in muscles. The fittest man she'd seen. This was the kind of man a wife would commit adultery with. Finally, her breasts had gotten her into trouble with a hunky stud. This was not an ugly little Mexican with bad teeth covered in dirt and sweat. This was not a foul old paperboy or a big obnoxious Turk. This was a young stud! Alex was fit, but Luke had a larger torso and better defined muscles. Alex! Thinking about her husband had Nikki feeling guilty again. She vowed to control herself. She'd suck Luke off and that would be all. This would be her last adventure if she had to lock herself up in her home the rest of her life.
Luke groaned as Nikki took the large cock down her throat. It was thick and difficult, but she managed. "Too confined in here," growled Luke, throwing the curtain open. Nikki paused, with just his cock head in her mouth, but he grabbed her head and guided her up and down his shaft again. She glanced into the room out of the corner of her eye, but couldn't see anyone. If Luke wasn't worried about getting caught, then neither was she. Luke groaned again and Nikki felt a thrill go through her body. It made her feel good to know she was pleasing the young man. She was getting pleasure sucking his cock! Nikki was shocked, but also turned on. She made the mistake of removing her hand from the base of his shaft and reaching down to pinch one of her sensitive nipples. Now it was her turn to moan around his thick shaft even as his pubic hair teased her lips and nose. Nikki removed her other hand from his cock and used only her mouth and back to control her rapid sucking. Her free hand found it's way to her pussy. Nikki found herself rapidly frigging her pussy while she squeezed and pinched her nipples. Luke's cock was thicker now and she almost gagged. Soon it was jerking in her throat and hot cum sprayed her tonsils. She was right! His balls were full of sperm. Semen filled her mouth and flowed down her throat. She thrilled at the taste, realizing that at some point she had grown to love the taste of a man's sperm. Her own pussy clenched up around her fingers and she had a small orgasm that left her wanting more just as Luke's cock shot one last wad of semen across her tongue.
Luke fell back against the wall of the shower gasping for breath. Nikki licked her lips and leaned back, she still had fingers in her pussy and teasing her nipples. "I need you to fuck me," she pleaded, still horny. She was ready to break her vow to herself just minutes after making it.
"Let me recharge, baby." Luke stepped out of the tight shower and stretched.
Nikki stood and held her head under the flowing water one last time before turning the shower off. When she had wiped the water from her eyes, she stepped out from the shower, but couldn't find a towel. Luke had left the room and she was alone. Nikki walked over to the mirror and looked at her nude body. "I look sexy," she said aloud, looking at her wet body and hair clinging to her body. Nikki noticed her bikini drying on the counter. "Bastard," she said while smiling. Luke had found her bikini after all.
Nikki walked over to the bench and sat down. She heard Luke enter the room and looked up as he stepped before her. His cock was rock hard again. She reached up and grabbed it. "My god this is a monster. It looks even bigger..." It was bigger. The cock she was holding was truly massive and close to a foot long. Nikki stroked her hands along the thickening shaft as it hardened even more in her hands. This cock too was gorgeous and cut. The root ended in a thick patch of pubic hair that ran up to the man's belly button. The hair grayed as it approached his navel. This man was big and muscular too, but his abs looked tighter from age. Nikki looked up his broad torso to his face.
"Well, well, Nikki Papadopoulos. Not so high and mighty now."
Nikki released his huge shaft and fell back. Her eyes looked at the man in horror. The man was Mitch Badenhoff, her high school football coach. The man she had gotten fired. She hadn't seen him in ten years and he looked older. He was about sixty, balder, but still had the muscular body of a much younger man. "No," she murmured.
Coach Badenhoff was a lecherous pervert. It was common knowledge that he was fucking at least two cheerleaders during Nikki's senior year. He had tried to get her to sleep with him too. Nikki and some other girls had filed a complaint against him. During the investigation, it was discovered that Coach Badenhoff had wired a camera into the girls locker room. He had nude pictures of nearly every girl in school in his collection and the pictures went back years. Nikki now credited that nightmare with her dislike of showing off her body.
"When did you turn into such a slut, Papadopoulos? You stripping now? Your tits were nice, but not that nice back in high school. I see you're married. Hubby buy you those big titties? Does he know what a slut you are?" Mitch threw his head back and laughed.
"Where's Luke?"
"I sent him back out. I gotta feel them tittes." Mitch bent down and grabbed both of Nikki's breasts before she could move away. The angle had the tip of his huge cock dangling before Nikki's mouth. "I get my boys to bring me some of the hotter bitches I see on the beach with my binoculars. I spotted you the moment that sundress came off."
Nikki's cursed breasts were betraying her. The man was roughly mauling them, but it was driving her pussy crazy. A huge cock head the size of a golf ball was dangling right before her mouth. "No not him," she whispered as her lips pursed and reached out to his pee slit. She kissed it, then ran her tongue along the cock head.
"I see you are a slut!"
Nikki caught herself. She grabbed Badenhoff's hips and pushed him away from her. "Get off me you pig."
Mitch laughed and it was an evil laugh. "Treat me nice or pay the price."
"Fuck you!"
"Tsk tsk," said Mitch. He walked over to his shorts and shirt which were piled near the door. "You're not being nice, Papadopoulos." He pulled out his cell phone. "Young bitches like you don't want an old man like me. I get my boys to set them up so I can take pictures. Wanna see them?"



"I'm not falling for that again. Just get out before I call the cops." Nikki had stood now and was unsuccessfully trying to cover her massive boobs and bare crotch with her hands and arms.
"Have a look then, whydoncha?"
Nikki looked at the cell and felt a sinking feeling in the pit of her stomach. Coach Badenhoff wasn't trying to trick her like Yarali had. He really had taken pictures of Nikki. He had snuck some pictures after Luke had opened the shower curtain. Nikki felt betrayed by the young lifeguard she had just sucked off.
"Now I don't know your husband, Nikki P, but I'm sure with a little research on the internet, I can find out where you live now. Ready to treat me nice? Good," he said as Nikki nodded. "I been wanting this for a long time. You and those other bitches ratted me out. I had a good thing going until you ruined it for me. Now suck this."
"Mmmph," grunted Nikki as the Coach grabbed the sides of her head and thrust his cock in her mouth. He had her over a barrel and she had no choice, but to relax her throat and suck him. His cock was the biggest she'd seen yet and as hard as steel. A man thirty years younger would have been proud to have a cock that rampant.
"Get it good and wet, Papadopoulos," said Mitch who added after Nikki gagged a little, "I know it's hard to suck one this big, but don't worry. You're just priming it for that pussy. I been waiting ten years to sink my dick in your pussy and I ain't wasting time with a blow job." Mitch thrust his cock in and out several times before pushing her head away from his cock. "It's time, lay down on the bench."
The bench was typical of those found in locker rooms. It was small and easily straddled. Nikki sat on it and laid back with her legs hanging over opposite sides. Badenhoff stepped over the bench straddling it. He stroked his giant cock while greedily staring at her pussy. Nikki looked up at the hated man. Mitch was actually quite good looking for a man his age and his baldness made him look potent. He was stooping to line his cock up with her pussy. Nikki glanced down his muscular chest to the huge rod nearly a foot long. "Oh god," she moaned with trepidation.
"Not quite, but once I get my prick in you, you'll think you've gone to heaven." Mitch laughed. He sat on the bench and scooted forward. Nikki automatically spread her legs wider for him. "You're gonna love this cock, Papadopoulos." Mitch bent his shaft down towards her pussy and let the head slide up and down her wet slit.
"No," moaned Nikki fighting the urge to push against the hard knob stimulating her labia. "Oh," she moaned as the head pressed against her slit which parted wider and wider around the knob. She heard the coach grunt at the head of his cock slipped inside her.
"That's one tight pussy you got there, Papadopoulos." Mitch wedged his cock in a little deeper before releasing the shaft. "Nice and wet too." Badenhoff reached down and grabbed Nikki's legs. He cupped her knees over his arms and pulled her legs wider apart. He slowly stood off the bench, lifting Nikki's ass up with him. When he was happy with the position, he started working the end of his cock around, letting it lubricate before sliding it in deeper.
Nikki reached under her and grabbed the bench's legs for support. The entire lower half of her body starting with the small of her back was raised off the bench as the coach started fucking her. His cock was stretching her like never before and he wasn't even half way in. He started fucking her a little faster working several more inches inside her. Nikki felt her pussy clenching down around his shaft, squeezing it and tugging, trying to pull it in deeper. Her breasts were jiggling from his thrusts. Since the operation, her nipples had always seemed hard, but now they looked even bigger like little volcanoes ready to explode. Her pussy felt like it was about to explode too. It was quivering around his thrusting cock. The cock head was banging on her cervix now, hurting her a little. His precum softened her cervix and his cock head pushed through into her womb. Nikki was getting the complete fucking only a truly massive cock can give a woman. Her pussy was spasming around the shaft now and she could feel his big balls slapping her thighs. No, no, this can't be happening. Not with him. Don't let him make you cum. Fight it, Nikki, but it was no use. "I'm cumming," she screamed. Nikki bucked her hips into Mitch's thrusting cock as her pussy finally exploded in orgasm. So did her breasts. The elongated nipples shot milk several inches up in the air. The nipples were aimed at her face when the ejaculated. Milk shot across Nikki's chin and into her open mouth. More splattered on her nose and cheeks. Her breasts bounced back down and shot some more milk on her belly and ribs while milk still trickled down her nipples coating her breasts.
"That explains why those big jugs felt so real," grunted Mitch assuming Nikki must have had a baby recently. "You look good for a bitch that just had a kid."
Nikki was moaning now and trying to pretend she wasn't loving the fucking she was getting. Her orgasm had been huge. Plus, she had never known her breasts to shoot so much milk before. Worse, and the thought horrified her, she hadn't been touching her breasts when she came. He'd given her an orgasm without the assist of her sensitive nipples. Already her pussy was responding again to his relentless thrusts. "Oh god, keep fucking me," she groaned, loving his big cock.
"I knew you'd like it."
"Cumming again." Nikki felt her pussy clamp down around Badenhoff's prick. Her nipples were aching again. This time, she released her grip on the bench legs and reached up to grab her nipples. She squeezed both nipples just as the orgasm overtook her. Her touch enhanced the experience and prolonged the orgasm. Her hands were able to keep her breasts from jiggling and this time the milk shot straight up. Several streams ejaculated from her nipples lasting as long as her orgasm. Nikki was gasping for air as she recovered. The coach was grunting now and his brow was sweaty. His head was thrown back. He was getting close. His big cock was about to spray it's hot seed into Nikki's womb. The thought excited Nikki. She twirled her wet nipples between her fingers. Nikki came a third time the second the first strand of hot sperm sprayed her womb. Her nipples ejaculated the second Badenhoff's cock did. This orgasm lasted as long as Badenhoff's did. Each jet of his seed prolonging her own orgasm. Nikki gasped as he pulled his spent cock out of her pussy and let her lower torso drop down onto the bench with a thud.
The coach sat down gasping for air as he straddled the bench. "Go get yourself cleaned up," he ordered. Nikki struggled to her feet. She had always hated how messy sex was and now her lactating breasts made it even messier. Her upper torso was wet and sticky where the milk had hit it. Her pussy wasn't even as messy as most of his sperm was trapped behind her cervix. Only a small trickle of semen was leaking out. "Leave the shower curtain open," he said when Nikki went to close it.
Nikki let the water rinse her off and lathered her breasts with a bar of soap. She fought off a fresh wave of arousal as the soap slid over her nipples. Nikki glanced outside the shower and was disgusted to see the old pervert stroking his cock while watching her. To her amazement, the shaft was stiffening up in his hands. Her pussy quivered at the sight remembering how great it had felt fucking her. Badenhoff's cock was completely hard again when she stepped out of the shower. She didn't grab a towel or walk over to retrieve her bikini, she just stood staring at it.
"Come over here and straddle the bench," said Mitch standing up.
Nikki did as she was told. He walked behind her and pressed against her back. Nikki leaned down and grabbed the top of the bench, bracing herself. She felt his cockhead press against her pussy again. This time it slid in a lot easier. The both moaned as he worked it in deeper. "I love those big breasts of yours, Papadopoulos and some day I'm gonna fuck them, but I'm not really a breast man. I've always been more of an ass man."
Nikki felt the coach's finger press against her tight little sphincter. Her Turkish landlord had done this and Nikki's body had responded to the anal stimulation. Her body was responding now. His finger slipped deep in her ass just as his cock head pushed past her cervix again. Nikki grunted as another orgasm swept through her body. Milk splattered, coating the bench beneath her swinging breasts. "Ow," growled Nikki barely recovered from the orgasm. Badenhoff had pulled his finger back and was now pushing two fingers into her anus. "Yes," moaned Nikki loudly as more milk covered the bench. The orgasm had been quick and intense. Her cum had shot from her pussy soaking Mitch's slapping balls and fluid covered her thighs.
"That should about do it," said Badenhoff pulling his cock out.
"No," begged Nikki. "Please, put it back in." She sobbed suddenly and tears rolled down her cheeks. She was ashamed that she had just begged him to keep fucking her.
Mitch pulled his fingers out of her anus. "Don't worry, I aint done with you. I told you I was an ass man. Now normally I use some lubrication for this..."
Nikki felt the gigantic cock head slide down her crack and press against her anus. "Oh god, please don't," she begged in horror.
"Your pussy is so good at juicing up my cock I don't even have to use lotion." Mitch pushed down on the head of his cock and her anus started pushing inward and opening.
"Ow! Ugh, no. Please Coach. It hurts." Nikki gritted her teeth and held her eyes shut to fight the pain. What kind of monster stuck his cock in someone's ass? She had thought sodomy was something only gays did. "Ah ah ow." Nikki could feel her spincter stretching wide around the head and she felt like her ass was about to rip open. "Stop. I beg you." And he stopped.
Mitch Badenhoff hated women. They were all sluts and he especially hated the ones who didn't admit to being a slut. Anal sex was one of the ways he punished women. Most women he blackmailed or fucked came back to him for seconds, but most gave up when he insisted they give up their ass to him. Nikki's cries for mercy were music to his ears. Still, she had said no and he didn't want to face a rape charge. "Either I fuck your ass or show your husband what a slut he has for a wife. The decision is yours Papadopoulos."
"Do it," she growled.
"Do what?"
"Do it. Fuck my ass."
"Gladly." Mitch started pushing again feeling good about himself as she cried in pain. Finally, the head was in and her sphincter closed around the crown. He pushed deeper.
Nikki's eyes were glued shut and tears were leaking around them. This was too much. She'd rather tell Alex then take this kind of pain. It was all Alex's stupid fault anyway. Nikki opened her eyes and looked down. Her long dark hair was resting in a pool of her breast milk on the bench. Her breasts were hanging down practically in her face. They might be her only chance of making it through this. Nikki lowered her body until her cheek rested in a pool of cold milk on the bench. She spread her legs wider which helped open her ass a little. Mitch seemed to like it and pushed his cock in a little deeper. Nikki winced. Her breasts were now dangling on each side of the bench and her hands were free. She reached up and twirled both her nipples before tugging on them. The change was almost instantaneous.
Mitch wet his lips and licked them as he stared at his cock disappearing in her anus. Her sphincter was bright red around his cock. He had dreamed of shoving his dick up this prissy stuck up bitch for ten years.
He started fucking her ass, pushing a little more of his cock in each time her ass loosened up a little.
Nikki could feel her pussy lubricating and jumping. She could also feel the big throbbing cock against the walls of her pussy. She groaned and squeezed her nipples harder. The pain seemed to vanish from her ass. Nikki grew horny. She momentarily released her nipples and placed her palms on the cold floor of the locker room. She pushed back trying to push her ass into his thrusting cock. She quickly returned her hands to her nipples. Her arousal transferred to her anus and Nikki moaned as a wave of pleasure swept her body. "Fuck my ass," she cried.
Badenhoff paused in shock. His brow lowered in anger. How dare she enjoy this! He started fucking her harder. He pushed more of his cock in until it couldn't go any further. She was moaning and whimpering in pleasure. He could feel her ass cheeks clenching his cock trying to pull it in deeper. His balls were slapping her slit surely stinging her, but with a loud groan, her pussy squirted fluid on them. The bitch was cumming from having her ass fucked. His toes felt wet and he glanced down to see a stream of milk running across the floor. He fucked her harder. "Take it all bitch," he growled.
"Harder. That's it fuck my ass. I'm cumming again!"
Mitch felt her ass clench his cock as she came. He couldn't hold back and his semen shot up out of his cock to flood her ass. The both groaned together while his balls drained. "Take that slut," he groaned.
"Yes. Yes. Fuck my ass. Don't stop. I love it. Do it again," she whimpered and moaned.
Nikki's cries were barley whispers, but he could hear her clearly over his gasps for air. He felt his cock shrivel and recede as he fell back and it plopped out of her ass. "Get out of my sight, slut," he ordered in disgust.
Nikki was weak and exhausted, but she wanted to get out of there as quickly as possible too. She pushed herself to her feet. She moved over to her crinkled up bikini and dressed as quickly as possible.
Mitch stood and entered the shower. For the first time in his life, he felt dirty. He had finally been bested. He had met a true slut. How do you punish a true slut? Maybe, he could arrange a gang bang? It wouldn't be the first time all the lifeguards banged one whore. Mitch grinned again. He stepped out of his shower and noticed that his cell phone was missing.
********************
Nikki ignored the stares as she walked along the short boardwalk. Dried flakes of milk were in her hair, on
Her face, breasts, and belly. Worse, her ass was squishing with each step she took. The thong did little to contain all the sperm filling her anus. She could feel it oozing out around the thin material. Anyone glancing at her ass would notice and considering her ass was bare, every man she passed glanced at it.
Nikki was busy flipping through the pictures on the Coach's cell phone. There were over fifty pictures and at least ten different women. Many were of women with Luke or other lifeguards. Some were clearly a woman sucking on the coach's cock. Nikki erased all the pictures of herself. Then she dialed 911.
"911 emergency. How may I assist?"
"I'm making an anonymous tip. I'm calling from a cell phone I found on the beach. This phone contains nude picture of women performing sex acts. It doesn't look like they are aware they were being photographed. I also believe that some of the men in the pictures are lifeguards employed by the city. I'm leaving the phone at Pizza Roma on the board walk in North beach." Nikki hung up the phone.
The Italian bakers stared at the bikini clad woman as she approached the front counter. One wouldn't take his eyes off her breasts. Nikki was aware that her nipples had leaked a little and the fabric of her bikini was wet around them. "How can I help such a beautiful woman today?" asked one.
"I'm just turning in this cell phone I found on one of your tables. Thank you." Nikki turned and heard the men gasp as their eyes no doubt went to her ass. She headed down the beach to retrieve her stuff and didn't feel comfortable again until she'd pulled the sundress over her head. She glanced at the lifeguard, but it wasn't Luke. He must have moved to a different location. There would undoubtedly be a scandal. She almost hoped Luke wouldn't get into to much trouble. He had looked a little sad. Badenhoff may have been blackmailing him to, for all she knew.
A police car was already at Pizza Roma as she headed to her car. The police would easily discover who owned the phone and if they were thorough, they would go through Badenhoff's computer files at home. If she knew him, they were loaded with evidence. The bastard wouldn't get off this time.
Nikki smirked as she drove home.
Note: In Chapter 1, I mentioned the Coach's name as Cox. I changed it for this story, preferring Mitch Badenhoff as a spoof of David Hasselhoff. I'll correct the name at my repository site at asstr.
Nikki Nipples Vs. The Garbage Men
11/21/08
Nikki awoke early Friday morning and stretched. She reached down to pull up the strap of her baby doll nighty. It was a sheer light and very skimpy. The bra cups were pulled down and she adjusted them back up over her enormous bosom. Her panties were also bunched up on the base of the bed. Alex had bought her this and she had gladly worn it for him last night. She felt the dampness between her legs and realized she was quite horny. It was getting harder for Alex to please her. She needed more then he had to offer to feel satisfied. Plus, his erection troubles had returned lately. Nikki had forced Alex to remain inside her long after he had cum while she teased her nipples. Her orgasm had been small and unsatisfying.
Nikki reached down and opened the drawer next to her bed. She grabbed the dildo inside and crinkled her nose that it was sticky to the touch. It wasn't her juices that made it sticky. It was Jill's. Her friend had stopped by yesterday and easily seduced Nikki back into bed. The dildo had been a gift to keep Nikki satisfied when Jill or Alex weren't around. Nikki kept mum about all her recent sexual encounters. Jill didn't need to know about them.
Nikki climbed out of bed and took the dildo to the bathroom. She washed it in the sink. Nikki found she wasn't that impressed with it. The thing was hard plastic and molded like a real penis. It was only about seven inches long and Nikki wished it were bigger. Now, if it had been molded after Badenhoff or Yarali's big cocks, then she might have been satisfied. Nikki had been resistant at first. What kind of person shoved plastic in their pussy for sexual pleasure? Jill had convinced her though. Her friend had laid on her side, sucking one of Nikki's nipples while slowly sliding the dildo in and out of Nikki's pussy. Nikki had orgasmed several times from her friend's skillful ministrations. Later, Nikki had held the base of the dildo between her legs, with the head sticking up and Jill had ridden it to her own orgasm. After Jill had cum, they looked at the time and realized Alex would be home any moment. Nikki gave Jill the plastic container the dildo had come in to throw in her trash and Nikki had taken the still sticky dildo to hide in her drawer. Jill had passed Alex in the driveway. He waved at his wife's best friend.
Nikki laid back in bed and positioned the dildo at the entrance to her pussy. She heard a garbage truck compacting up the street as she worked the head inside her. Nikki moaned. This might work. If the dildo were just a little bigger it might solve her need for big cocks. No more adultery.
******************
Ares jumped off the back of the garbage truck. His eyes, hidden by reflective sunglasses, fell on the trash can. There was a old bicycle, missing a tire next to the can. Ares waited for it.
"Hey boy, throw that bike in the cab for me," said the man driving the truck.
He sighed. "Alright Uncle Mack." Ares grabbed the bike and carried it up to the truck's cab where he struggled to fit it in next to his uncle. Mack couldn't turn down anything free, even beat up old bicycles. Last week, it had been a television stand.



Ares then emptied the smelly trash into the back of the truck. Not for the first time, he thought about going back to selling drugs. After a three year stint in jail though, he had promised his mama that he'd go legit. Ares was a black man, with pure African dark black skin. He kept his head shaved in a military looking flat top. He had always been a big man, but three years in jail lifting weights had his muscles bulging. Ares had blue tribal tattoos running along the biceps of both arms and some on his chest. One of his front teeth was gold. Half the people he met thought he looked handsome, the other half found him scary and intimidating. He was 22 years old.
The dark African skin ran in the family because Uncle Mack was the same dark black. Mack was old, approaching sixty and nearing retirement. He had long wavy white hair. Mack didn't have any muscles to speak off. He was slightly overweight and his arms were flabby. He had a larger beer gut hanging over his jeans. Mack was a decent man. He had never gotten into trouble with the law. He had held this job for nearly thirty years and he had never cheated on his wife up until the day she died ten months ago. Ares thought he hid his grief well, but the younger black man knew his Uncle was still grieving and lonely.
"Bag is open, Mack." Ares stepped back from the trash can.
Mack leaned out the cab. This was a game they played. Mack would tell things about the people based on their trash. He was amazingly accurate. "Three children, one older daughter possibly by a previous marriage. Husband's a smoker and a Republican.
Ares laughed. "Ok, Teen Cosmo suggests an older daughter. I get that."
"The diapers are two different sizes. Two children under three."
"Wait. I get it. I see cigarette butts around the can. Since the husband usually carries the trash out, we can assume he's the smoker and lights up every time he takes out the trash."
"Elementary Watson."
"Who?" asked Ares.
"Never mind."
"Why Republicans?"
"Plastic, paper, and a can. Plus, disposable diapers. They don't recycle or care about the environment. Just a hunch."
"I guess you didn't even need to look at the Mccain sticker on their car for that hunch," said Ares and his Uncle laughed. Ares walked alongside the truck to the next house. "Let me take the next one." He opened the trashcan. "All bagged up except for this." He held up the plastic.
"Well dump the trash then," yelled Mack impatiently.
"Wait. I'm guessing this house holds a frustrated white wife whose husband doesn't satisfy her."
Uncle Mack laughed. "I wish. The woman that lives here is fucking hot. She's Arabic or something and I think she just got a boob job. She looks like a fucking porn star. Why do you say she's frustrated?"
"Just a hunch," said Ares handing Mack the plastic that had contained the dildo.
"Look at the little thing. I don't see how seven inches going satisfy any frustrated woman."
"You got that right." Ares looked at the house. "Is that her car?"
"Yep. Hubby's a doctor or something. Nice fella. He works all day long."
"I gotta see what this chick looks like." Ares took the plastic container back and headed for the front door.
"Ares, don't you be doing nothing stupid, boy. What you gonna say to her?"
"I'll tell he she needs to start recycling or something."
****************
"Fuck me. Deeper," whispered Nikki as the dildo bottomed out. Nikki was ready to start moving the dildo in and out of her when the doorbell rang. "Who can that be?" she said, then froze in fear. It could be the disgusting old paperboy or the Mexicans. Nikki pulled the dildo out and walked over to the window. The garbage truck was parked at the end of her driveway. "Damn! Did Alex forget to pay the bill or maybe it's Christmas bonus time," she whispered. The bell rang again. The man was obviously impatient.
Nikki jumped up and pulled her panties on. The bell rang again as she raced down the stairs. Her hand was reaching for the door when she realized what she was wearing. The nighty consisted of a light blue bra and panty, both sheer and left little to the imagination. Alex had gotten it at the Pole Dancer store and surprisingly, the bra fit her enormous bosom. The thin material did grip her nipples and did nothing to protect them from the cool air. As a result, they were fully erect and kept her horny. More sheer fabric fell off the top of her bra down past her panties. It was one of the sexiest things she'd ever worn. Nikki was getting used to wearing sexy outfits. The bell rang again. "Hold on," yelled Nikki. There was nothing to wear near the door, so she settled for just opening it a crack and peeking through the gap. "Yes."
Ares breath caught in his throat at the sight of the woman's face. She was stunning. Mack was wrong about her ethnicity. She wasn't Arabic, but probably Greek or Italian. Her hair had that sexily mussed look of someone who had just woken up. She looked a little flustered. "Ma'am, I'm with your garbage company."
"Well that explains the giant garbage truck parked at the end of my driveway." Nikki's eyes couldn't stop zeroing in on the man's gold tooth. Her garbage man had muscles on him to rival the Governor's physique thirty years ago when he had been a professional body builder. The black man was wearing orange overalls over jeans and a tee shirt. His arms had huge bulging biceps, covered in blue designs. Heavy gloves covered his hands and one was holding a plastic case. She couldn't see his eyes through his sunglasses. "Well, I guess you're here for your holiday bonus."
"Bonus? Yes, that's right." Ares thanked the woman in his head. All he wanted was to see what she looked like and the woman was giving him a better excuse then his lame recycling comment.
"Well wait right here and I'll see what I have on me." Alex kept a drawer filled with $200 in twenties just for such a purpose. Nikki walked over to the drawer and took five twenty dollar bills out. When she turned around she almost screamed in fear, but it only came out as a yelp. The black man had pushed her door open and entered her house. His mouth was hanging open at her stared at her lingerie clad body. He had removed the glasses and his eyes were roaming her body, settling on her breasts. "What are you doing?" she gasped, trying to cover her breasts with an arm while holding her palm over her crotch.
"S..sorry, Ma'am," said Ares. "I n..need to use your bathroom. Please Ma'am, I got to go real bad."
"It's right there." Nikki took her hand away from her crotch and pointed. She quickly pulled her hand back when his eyes dropped to her panties. You could clearly see that she was clean shaven through the material.
"T..thanks," said Ares. He set the plastic he was carrying down on a nearby table and walked over to the bathroom. He didn't have to piss. He had just wanted to see the porn star body, his uncle had mentioned. This woman's body was better then any porn star's he had seen. Ares looked at himself in the mirror and frowned when he raised a shaking hand to wipe a bead of sweat of his forehead. He glanced at the shaking hand. He willed it to stop and then slapped himself across the cheek. "What the fuck's wrong with you?" he whispered at his reflection. The sexy bitch actually had him stuttering and shaking like a virgin. "Pull yourself together." I gotta put this bitch in her place, he thought. Screw this job. I gotta try to fuck her even if she calls the cops. Ares pulled his overalls off and began to undress. Gonna show that slut what a big black cock looks like. His cock was already hard and it only took two tugs on the head for it to harden to it's full twelve inches.
Nikki was flustered to have the big black man ogle her body. She didn't want to leave him alone downstairs now that he knew where the money drawer was. The only article of clothing nearby was a hooded sweatshirt. She pulled it on and zipped up realizing how ridiculous it must look. It only reached the top of her panties and if she reached up her belly would be exposed, but at least it covered her breasts.
Nikki folded up his hundred dollar bonus in her hands and waited for the man. She saw the plastic he had set down on the table and frowned that it looked familiar. Her eyes widened when she walked over to see what it was. The plastic was molded and shaped like a penis to hold the dildo. A cardboard insert was between the plastic sheets, showing a picture of the lifelike penis. The back was facing away from her, but it showed sketches of ways to use the dildo alone or with a partner to enhance pleasure. Jill must have thrown it on top of her garbage bags when she left yesterday.
Why had the garbage man brought this thing inside? Were they illegal? What did he want? It hit her like a ton of bricks. He wanted the same thing all the men she had met recently wanted, her body. "No, not a black man," she whispered. Nikki decided it was time to run upstairs after all, but she noticed a black wall moving out of the corner of her eyes. She instinctively turned to see what it was knowing that the garbage man had been wearing an orange jumpsuit. "No," she gasped seeing the nude black man. She turned to run, but froze as her eyes focused on the enormous dark black penis jutting out a foot from the man's crotch. She was stunned by it's size. The man's penis was actually a little longer the Coach Badenhoff's cock and it looked thicker too. "W...what do y...you want?" Her hesitation had allowed him to get close and the big head of his cock was now only several inches away from her belly. The man was so tall, his cock was several inches above her belly button.
Ares smirked. Now she was the one shaking and stuttering. "I just want to have some fun." He leaned down and grabbed her arms. "I'm Ares by the way."
"N...Nikki." Nikki was still frozen as Ares brought her hands over to his shaft. He placed one hand on the base and her other just under the head. Nikki squeezed the huge cock feeling it's heat and power. The cock was a dark black throughout except that the plum-sized cock head was even darker and a little purplish. His testicles were the size of oranges and not the little oranges you buy in crates, the great big ones that were almost grapefruit sized.
"That little dildo ain't gonna satisfy you, baby," said Ares reaching out to unzip the sweatshirt. "What you need is a big black cock stuffed in that pussy."
Nikki was so enthralled by Ares' cock that she was only slightly aware that he had now opened her shirt. She came to her senses and released his cock. "No, not with a black man," she whispered. She wanted to run, but it was too late. Ares hands had found her nipples. Instead of running she moaned as he pinched the inch long shafts. He stared as fascinated with them as she had been with his cock.
"A little racist, are you?"
"No," she moaned. He was pulling one of her bra straps down. "I just don't believe the races should mix."
"I hate racists."
"I'm not a racist," she said as he pulled her bra down under her breasts. The bra and the nighty fell to her feet, leaving her clad only in her panties and the open sweatshirt. She'd slept with a Turk, her homeland's national enemy. She slept with two dirty Mexicans. Now, she was about to fuck something worse, a black man. One big dark hand was now under the waist band of her panties. "Oh!" she gasped in surprise as Ares ripped her panties off. The material had pulled up between her wet slit before ripping.
"I think you are a racist," said Ares as he pushed the sweatshirt off her shoulders. "If you're not, you need to prove it to me."
"I'll suck your cock," she blurted.
"That'll do it," said Ares, already pushing Nikki down to her knees.
Nikki grabbed the monster shaft again and stared at it in awe. Her wedding ring glistened on her fingers. She felt saddened at that reminder of her union to her husband. "I'll suck you off, but we can't fuck. I'm a married woman." He didn't need to know she'd already had five different men in her pussy this month.
"We'll see," said Ares, feeling her wet lips on the tip of his cock.
Nikki's aversion to interracial sex was almost strong enough to overcome her breast induced horniness. Almost, but not quite. I can't believe I'm doing this, she thought, her tongue circling around the huge cock head. She parted her lips and swallowed the head. I'm actually sucking on a black man's cock. She hadn't even liked touching black men before. Not even to shake their hands. Maybe, I am a little racist, she thought. At least all I have to do is suck him. Shame this nice cock is wasted on a black man, I bet it would feel really good in my pussy. I'd probably go ahead and fuck him if he were white. I wish Alex had a cock like this. Nikki closed her eyes and tried to pretend it was her husband she was sucking. It worked a little, though the image in her mind was of Alex standing over her with a pitch black cock sticking out of his crotch. Nikki tried to get the head to go in her throat, but her gag reflex kicked in. She suppressed it and felt the head push down past her tonsils. Nikki was soon bobbing her head rapidly over a good six inches of the thick shaft. She became aware of a droning in her ears and realized she was making the noise. Her throat was moaning and humming with contentment. In the space of a few weeks, she had grown to love sucking cock.
Ares pushed back against her forehead. Nikki opened her eyes and looked down the black shaft in her mouth and up the hard black muscled stomach and chest to the gold teeth shining down at her as the black man grinned. The fantasy that she was sucking off her husband was instantly shattered. He pushed again. He was trying to push her head away from his cock, but she resisted. Instead, he pulled back on his hips and his cock slowly slid out of her throat and mouth. "I want you to lay down on your back."
Nikki nodded and laid down on her hardwood floor in her foyer. Ares was standing between her legs, stroking his cock. "Y...you can't..." She paused and stared at the massive dark cock. Nikki gulped and made up her mind. "You can't fuck me," she said, but her voice didn't ring with conviction.
"I wanna titty fuck those big melons," said Ares. The black man stepped over her legs and kneeled over her ribs and stomach. He was so big that he didn't put any pressure on her body as he kneeled over her. He forced his erect shaft down and Nikki squeezed her boobs together to hold it in place for him. The dark black cock head ended right at her mouth. Nikki twirled her tongue around the tip, even teasing his pee slit before he started sliding it between her tits.
Outside, Mack got tired of waiting. He checked and admired his watch. It had been another piece of trash he appropriated over the years and had only needed a new battery to start running again. Ares had been gone nearly twenty minutes. The old black man sighed and climbed down from the cab of the garbage truck. He headed towards the house. The woman's car was in the driveway and it to had a Mccain bumper sticker. He wasn't sure, but he believed the husband had an Obama/Biden sticker on his car. This was the home of Dr. and Mrs. Nicastro. He remembered them because they always left him a hundred dollar Christmas bonus each year.
Mack stepped up to the front door and found it was cracked open. He heard Ares say, "Damn! These are some long mother fuckin nipples." Mack's eyes flew wide. He couldn't believe what he was hearing. His ex-convict nephew was getting somewhere with the gorgeous rich white wife of a doctor. Mack pushed against the door and his jaw about hit the floor. Ares was titty fucking her! And he was right, she did have some long fucking nipples. Nikki Nicastro was even sucking the tip of Ares' impressive cock each time he thrust it through the canyon of her breasts. They didn't notice him watching. Mack stepped behind them a little and found himself staring at the most beautiful sight he'd seen in years. Nikki had her legs bent with her feet on the floor. The legs were spread wide open for him revealing a well lubricated gash. Lubrication was literally dripping down the folds of her labia. Her pussy was even bucking a little like it was begging to have a cock shoved in it. The only thing that ruined this picture was Ares' ass sitting just above her shaved pubic region. Mack was out of his clothes in a minute.
Nikki moaned when she felt the big cock head run up and down her slit. Soon it pushed down and entered her. "You can't fuck me," she pleaded before frowning. Ares was still titty fucking her. Yet, there was another large penis working it's way into her cock hungry pussy. "What's happening?"
"That's just Mack, the other garbage man," said Ares. "Gonna cum soon," he grunted.
"He feels as big as you," moaned Nikki as Mack cupped her legs under his arms and started shoving his cock in deeper.
"I aint never seen his cock," growled Ares. "Oh god, here it cums."
"He's white isn't he?" pleaded Nikki, but to be truthful, she needed that cock so bad right now it wouldn't have mattered to her. Ares had been playing with her nipples the whole time he'd been titty fucking her and she would have fucked anything that walked through her door. "Is he white?" she asked again hoping he was, but then the world turned white. Sperm fanned out from the tip of Ares' cock. It splattered semen over her forehead and both her eyes before the head entered her mouth. She gulped twice as her mouth rapidly filled with the hottest richest sperm she'd tasted yet. More white filled her vision. Twin geysers of white shot up to splatter her face and chest. This white was more fluid. It was her milk. She was cumming as the big cock in her pussy worked it's magic.
"Bitch is pregnant, Uncle Mack," said Ares. He rose off his knees and milked a few more shots out of his shaft. He tried to hit her nipples and succeeded with one, but the second shot hit the underside of her left breast and dripped down to her ribs. Ares stood and stepped away from her.
"Oh god, fuck me." Nikki cried. "I love your big dick." The man fucking her adjusted his position, and forced his cock in deeper. It easily pushed through her softened cervix and started giving her the deep fucking only a truly large cock can give a woman. He was still cupping her legs in his arms, but now he could reach and play with her nipples. He didn't seem to care that one of them had Ares' sperm on it. Nikki glanced through slitted eyelids and there was no mistaking the man's blackness through the white sheen of semen coating her eyelashes. Nikki's mouth flew open at the revelation that she was definitely fucking a black man. "Your black cock is making me cum again," she cried.
"Whoeee," yelped the man, gleefully as milk splattered in his cupped hands. "You gotta fuck this, Ares. Her cunny feels like honey. It grips and squeezes your cock each time she cums."
"I'm in there as soon as you're done, Uncle Mack," said Ares, sitting in a nearby chair and stroking his cock to keep it ready. "Nice dick for an old man, Uncle."
"Heh, heh. They runs in the family I see," said Mack. Only the thick root of his cock was visible to Ares, but Mack figured his nephew was only an inch or so bigger then his and about the same thickness. "She's doing it again."
"So good," groaned Nikki as she came again. This time, Mack didn't have his hands over her nipples and milk shot up several inches from the tip.
"I think she lactates whenever she cums," said Mack.
Nikki brought her hands up to her eyes and wiped the semen off them. She blinked several times to clear them. Already, she was feeling another orgasm growing. The man slowly came into focus. Her mind screamed no, but her voice cried, "Fuck me with that big black cock." The man was fat and old, but she was cumming again. She felt his cock press against her womb and hot sperm sprayed inside her. The old man quickly released her legs and fell forward almost crushing her. He moved his head down over the breast Ares hadn't shot cum on, just as a jet of milk shot him in the face. He clamped his lips over the nipple and the second squirt of milk filled his mouth. Mack's squirting cock prolonged her orgasm. Milk kept filling his mouth as jet after jet of semen sprayed Nikki's womb. Nikki found her legs had wrapped around the old black man's hips, holding him inside her and her arms were wrapped around his head, pulling him tight against her breast. Nikki didn't care that he was old, black, and fat. It had been one of the most satisfying orgasms of her life.



After staying coupled for nearly five minutes, Mack disentangled himself and rolled off the white housewife. He laid on his back on the floor, breathing heavily.
"My turn to get in that pussy." Ares had stood and was holding his rampant cock in his hand.
Nikki stared at it in awe. She nodded. "Let me clean up first." Nikki climbed to her feet and ran to the downstairs bathroom. She washed her face and breasts. She tried to clean her pussy, but only a trickle of sperm was leaking out. It seemed like well hung men would be better at getting women pregnant because most of Mack's sperm was trapped behind her cervix. Nikki looked at herself and smiled at how wantonly sexy she looked right then. The smile disappeared as she thought about what had just happened. I'm eager and hurrying to get another black dick in me. "What's happening to me?" She could have locked her bathroom door and yelled for them to leave, but she didn't. Once again, she promised herself that this would be the last time she'd cheat. After today, there'd just be Alex and the dildo, and sometimes Jill if she got to lonely. Nikki left the bathroom.
"In here," yelled Ares. The black man had moved to her living room and was laying down on the carpet in there. He was holding his cock straight up for her. Mack was sitting in Alex's favorite recliner. She crinkled her nose at the sweaty nude black man sitting on her furniture. The old man's spent cock hung down over the chair, soft and dangling at least eight inches long. A wrinkly foreskin covered the tip.
"Yech," she said as she saw it drip semen down on her carpet. Nikki straddled Ares and squatted until she felt his cock between her legs. "So big," she whispered as the head broke through her pussy. Mack had her so lose, Ares slid in easily once the head was in. Nikki bounced up and down the black shaft. She ran her hands over the dark black muscles on Ares stomach and chest. The contrast of her skin on his excited her. Ares instantly went from looking like a thug, to looking sexy in her eyes. Nikki moaned. Ares reached up and squeezed her nipples causing her to orgasm instantly. She watched her milk splatter on his chest. More white on black.
"I'll be damned," said Mack watching his old cock starting to rise again. Not that he was that surprised, watching the hot white wife riding his nephew's black cock was better then any porno he'd scene. The two lovers had such perfect bodies, they went well together. Mack didn't want to interrupt again, but he couldn't let the opportunity pass him by.
"I love your big black cock," purred Nikki sitting still in Ares lap. She stared at him adoringly before she started moving again. Someone grabbed her waist to hold her still. "What are you doing?" she asked Mack.
"Gonna fuck that hot ass of yours girl," said the old black man. He was already lining his cock up with her butt crack.
"You can't do that."
"Why not? That sphincter of yours ain't a tight little rosebud. You been fucked there before."
Nikki blushed a bright red. "You can fuck it, just wait until I'm done with Ares here."
"Sorry girlie, can't trust my old cock to stay hard that long. Trust me, you'll love a little dp action." Mack pulled his foreskin back and pressed his cock head against her sphincter. Her ass alone made this white wife worth fucking even if she didn't have the sultry face, big tits, sexy belly and long legs to boot. A white line led up her ass crack and split around her waist. Mack was ever observant and could tell by the tan line that she must wear a tiny thong bikini when sunbathing. He could also tell that since her sphincter was a dime sized hole, she had gotten ass fucked fairly recently or possibly liked putting the dildo in her butt. Mack lifted himself up and pushed.
Nikki felt her sphincter stretch out around the old man's cock head before the head pushed in. She was surprised at how little pain there was this time. Coach Badenhoff appeared to have stretched her ass out good. "I can feel you both in me," she cried.
"I feel you too, Uncle Mack," growled Ares. "It's fucking weird."
"Uugh," grunted Nikki as Mack's cock now slid easily into her ass.
"How does it feel to have two black cocks in you?" asked Ares, delighted that the racist wife was learning a lesson.
"It feels..." Nikki paused, "pretty good. It's strange, but I think I like it. I'm so stuffed down there. You guys really know how to fuck. This is about the last thing I expected to be doing this morning." Nikki laughed softly and ground her pussy down on Ares' cock.
"Me too," agreed Ares. "Especially sharing a woman with my Uncle."
"Lets get going then," said Mack. They had all been frozen while Mack shoved his cock in her ass.
At first, Nikki started doing all the work. She slid forward in Ares' lap, letting his cock and Mack's slide out. She felt the two thick shafts pressing against each other with only a thin layer of flesh between them. She slid back and both cocks pushed in deep. Nikki moaned at the intense pleasure. Each experience she had was turning into something new. She'd had two cocks with the Mexicans, but that had been orally and not anally. Two cocks meant double the pleasure. A girl could get hooked on this. She was trying to remain faithful to Alex, but how could she when his penis alone couldn't satisfy her? What would he say if she asked him to shove her dildo up her ass every time they made love?
Mack grew impatient with Nikki's slow movements. The white wife seemed to be luxuriating in the pleasure of having two big cocks in her. But Mack wanted to fuck and as much as he could have stayed here all day, they had a route to finish. Mack grabbed her hips and held her up a little. Now he took over. Ares got the hint. Ares started bucking up into her pussy while Mack slammed his cock in and out of her ass.
Nikki was frozen. Her eyes were half shut and all Ares could see were their whites. Ares groaned. Not only had he never fucked anything this hot, this woman seemed built for sex. Mack had been right. Her pussy really was squeezing his cock, like it was milking it. Never had he seen such a perfect pair of tits either. The entire nipple area was swollen and looked about to pop at any moment. As he watched, the tips of her nipples started glistening in the light. First a drop formed on the end and then the drop trickled down the nearly inch long nipple itself. Ares leaned up and quickly sucked one of her protrusions between his lips.
That was all it took. Nikki screamed and Ares mouth was suddenly filled with milk. He gulped it and his mouth filled again before the nipple stopped leaking. Ares hadn't drunk any milk in years, but this had to be the richest he'd ever tasted. His shoulder was soaked from where the other breast had exploded all over it.
Nikki felt dazed, like she was drunk. That had been her biggest orgasm yet. Her breasts definitely produced more milk when she had bigger orgasms. They also greatly enhanced her pleasure. It was as if she were having two additional orgasms in her chest while her pussy came. Ares was still slamming his cock up into her and his entire lap felt soaked. His cock made squishing sounds each time it entered her. Her pussy was trying to squeeze it and hold it in. The cock in her ass was fucking her fast and hard. Very impressive pace for an old man. Nikki felt another orgasm growing. This one would be big too. Maybe even bigger then the last. She didn't think women were meant to have orgasms this big. If they got any bigger, she might die, but she'd die happy and satisfied. "Oh god...here...it...cums."
Ares was still sucking and flicking his tongue over her nipple. He decided to switch to her other nipple. They looked like they might explode again and they did. Once again his mouth filled with the tasty milk. Her spasming pussy was too much for him to take and his cock erupted. Sperm filled her womb. He heard the white wife gasp. His spurting cock prolonged her orgasm. Her milk filled his mouth three times before it's flow slowed to a trickle. His cock was suddenly shoved as Mack pushed his cock as deep as it would go in her ass. Mack's cock bucked against Ares' shaft as his Uncle filled her bowels up with another load of sperm. Ares mouth suddenly filled a fourth and unexpected time as Mack's orgasm caused Nikki to cum again.
Mack pulled his limp and spent cock out of her ass. He fell back on his butt and gasped for air. After several minutes, he rose to his feet and staggered into the bathroom to clean his dick off. Nikki appeared passed out on top of Ares' chest. Mack returned and started dressing. "Come on you fool," he said to his nephew. "We gotta make up for some lost time."
Ares rolled the comatose wife off him and she fell to her back on the carpet. "We'll tell them we had engine trouble." Ares strolled over to the bathroom to wash her milk off his chin and chest. He also wiped his sticky cock and balls off.
"Look at that," said Mack when Ares strolled back out.
Ares looked over at Nikki. She was spread eagled on her back. She was covered in sperm and milk. Strangely, her hips were bucking as if she were still fucking in her dreams. Her pussy and ass were a spermy, gooey, mess. Ares watched her while he dressed. The woman let out a loud moan and then her eyes lazily drifted open and she grinned happily. Her grin faded when she saw the two black men and the realization of what had just happened hit her. Her mouth fell open and she looked to be in shock.
Ares picked up the plastic dildo holder and said, "They make black dildos, you know. A lot bigger then this little thing."
Mack walked over and pocketed the hundred dollars. "Thanks for the bonus. We'll call it a Thanksgiving bonus. We'll be back for a Christmas bonus and then New Years."
"Yeah," added Ares. "And after that is Martin Luther King day. And February is black history month! You should do something special for us all month."
"And Mrs. Nicastro." Mack paused at the door with Ares. "Please recycle."
Nikki sat there with her mouth open and stared at the door until she heard the big garbage truck start up and move down the street. Tears welled up in her eyes, but she didn't cry. Instead she fell back on the carpet and smiled as she thought about the fucking the two black men had just given her. Almost of their own volition, her hands found their way to her nipples. She moaned as she remembered Ares and Mack fucking her. One hand left her nipple and snaked it's way between her legs.
Nikki Nipples Vs. The Sports Jerks
11/22/08
Nikki sat behind the counter of her used paperback bookstore. She was absorbed in her book. She had quit reading the "Herotica" series of erotica for women and had now tried the "Letters To Penthouse" series that some creepy looking guy had traded in a week earlier. The sex in the Penthouse books was more direct and descriptive. They seemed to focus on cheating wives. Her nipples were hard and pushed against the metal caps of her specially designed bra. Her pussy was wet and her panties were damp. Nikki felt that her life had become one long letter to Penthouse. She'd just read a story about a school teacher wife who fucked the black football coach over a bet. The story had been sexually charged and her bra was the only thing that kept her from ripping her panties off and playing with herself. She started another story. This one was about a wife who accompanied her boss on a business trip. Her boss had the reputation around the office of a ladies man. He fed her drinks after a meeting and placed her hand on his large bulge... The door chime went off.
Nikki looked up. "Orson!"
The geek looked down and his cheeks flushed bright red. When he finally looked up, he offered her a soft smile. "Hello, Mrs. Nicastro."
"I've been worried about you."
"I wanted to come by, but I was worried he would be here."
"He hasn't been back," said Nikki. Orson was referring to her Turkish landlord. Nikki was surprised Yarali hadn't come back for more sex. She couldn't hide from him like she hid from the paperboy or the Mexicans.
"It's good to see you Orson. I was afraid, I'd lost my best customer."
"I like it here too much and I like... you."
Nikki's lips curled up in a half flattered smile, half grimace. "That's sweet. I hope you realize I am a married woman and what happened that day was a mistake."
"I know." Orson was disappointed. He had deluded himself into thinking that Nikki would do whatever he drew a picture of her doing. He had drawn an over proportioned Nikki as a superhero and the next time he saw her, her boobs had grown. After many drawings later, Nikki still wasn't his personal sex slave and Orson knew he'd been an immature idiot. He did know that her breasts seemed to be her weakness.
"It's good to see you, but I need to close the store early."
"But I haven't looked at any comics in over a week," pleaded the gawky teen.
"Sorry, but I'm taking my husband to the Sharks/Sea lions game tonight. It's an anniversary present."
"But this is your busiest day."
"I know and I hate to close early on a Saturday, but I really need to do something nice for my husband. I'd hire you to work, if I could pay you."
"I'd work for free, if you'd suck me off again."
Nikki paused in shock. She hadn't thought Orson had it in him. Plus, what did it say about you when a pimply faced geek, ten years younger then you was soliciting you for a blow job? "I can't do that."
"How about a hand job? Please Mrs. Nicastro. Look at me. I don't get a lot of girls and I think about what we did every night."
Nikki usually made between 50 and 100 dollars on Saturday afternoon. All it would cost her would be a quick hand job. "Lock the door and meet be in the stock room."
Orson's eyes flew wide open. "Yes, Ma'am." Orson quickly flipped the door's latch. He hurried to the stock room, the very room where the sexy Mrs. Nicastro had taken his virginity. She was kneeling before her desk's chair. Orson quickly dropped his pants.
"Just a hand job and nothing more," she reaffirmed. Orson's penis was sticking straight out with the hardness and anticipation of youth. It was nothing to be thrilled about especially when compared with the huge black cock that Ares, the garbage man had, but it was still bigger then her husband's prick. Nikki reached out to grab it as Orson sat in the chair. It jumped so much at her touch, she half expected him to shoot then and there. "I don't have any lubrication."
"Just spit in your hand." The sight of her kneeling before him with her pretty little hand wrapped around his dick elated Orson. "That's what I do."
Nikki grimaced, but released his dick long enough to spit in her hand. She grabbed it again and watched her hand glide more smoothly up and down his shaft.
Orson groaned. He leaned forward and reached down to grab Nikki's tits. He was confused when he felt the hard metal surrounding her nipples. "Can I see your tits?"
"Not today, I'm in a hurry."
Orson leaned back. Someday, he'd have access to her nipples and then he'd fuck her again. He looked down. The beautiful woman's tanned face was staring intently at his penis as if she were fascinated with it. He pictured he had the cock of a superhero and she was mesmerized by it's size and power. "Suck it, you whore," growled Orson the super villain.
Nikki leaped to obey and took his prick in her mouth. She deep throated his shaft and bobbed her head rapidly in his lap. This was so much easier then blowing a really big one.
Orson groaned in ecstasy as he felt his dick in her hot mouth. "I want a blow job like this for every eight hours I work." He felt Nikki nod agreement without releasing his dick from her mouth. "And I want to be able to read any comic I want while I work."
Nikki felt Orson's penis swell and then her mouth filled with sperm. She swallowed enjoying the taste. The boy's small balls couldn't produce the volume Ares or Badenhoff could and she only got the one mouthful, but it still tasted good. Nikki tightened her lips around the shaft and sucked upwards to milk it of the last drop of semen. "Deal," she said smacking her lips. "But no sex."
"Deal," said Orson. This was a dream come true for the young man. Plus, he knew that some day, she'd let her guard down and he could fuck her again.
"I could really use someone after school."
"Perfect," said the boy pulling his pants up. "I can work on my homework while I work."
They worked out a schedule that would give Orson, 16 hours a week and thus two blow jobs. Nikki quickly showed him how to use the register. It was a simple system. She sold used paperbacks at half the cover and gave ten percent of the cover as credit for trade ins.
Nikki went in back to change. Even she was thrilled with the deal. She loved her business, but didn't like putting the hours into it. Having Orson on her staff would give her fairly regular business hours. Nikki put her outfit on. "I can't believe I'm doing this," she said looking at her slutty body in the bathroom mirror. Lets give the boy a thrill, she thought.
Nikki stepped back on to the sale floor. Orson was already sitting behind the counter with a pile of comics in front of him. "Orson, is this too much?"
The teen looked up at Nikki. "Gawd!" His mouth hung open after he said it.
"I agree, but it's gonna thrill my husband." Nikki grabbed a pair of sweats off her desk and stepped into the pants, then tightened the drawstring. She pulled the shirt on over her top. The logo of the Great White Sharks covered the front. It showed a shark head swimming up with rows of teeth. The Sharks were Alex's favorite team. "Call my cell if you need me. I gotta go. Alex is picking me up at the corner."
"Have fun... Boss," said Orson. He felt a moments jealousy thinking how lucky her husband was, but then he turned back to his comic.
****************
Alex saw his wife approaching his car and was a little disappointed by her outfit. He was hoping for something sexier. Still, her large bosom pushed the sweatshirt out and it revealed her belly button. Showing off her midriff was a rare treat before her operation so Alex took what he could get. He kissed her when she got in the car. "I'm so excited," he said. "Thanks, honey."
"It's not as good as a trip to Jamaica, but I thought you'd enjoy it." Nikki reached over and tousled Alex's hair. Alex was a big football fan and the local Great White Sharks were his favorites. He even liked them better then professional football teams. The Sharks were playing their big rivals from Northern California, the Sea Lions today and it was bound to be an exciting game. Nikki could see the excitement in his eyes as he drove to the stadium about an hour from her bookstore. God, she loved him so much. How could she betray him so many times just for sex? Once again, she vowed to be faithful to him despite the world seeming to conspire to the throw her into weird sexual situations. Nikki would just need to wear the special bra and keep herself out of those situations. Tonight, she was wearing her bikini top as part of her surprise for Alex, but they would be in a crowded place and nothing could go wrong.
"You alright? You seem agitated."
"Fine dear," replied Nikki. She was agitated. I can't believe I'm doing this, she thought. Everyone's going to stare at me like they did on the beach when I wore the little bikini. Just do it, Nikki. For Alex. She gritted her teeth and willed herself to go through with it.
Alex pulled into the parking lot, took the ticket from the pay booth and drove around looking for a space. Nikki got the jitters again when she saw how crowded tonight's game was. Spaces were filling up fast and the game would probably be sold out. This was a small semi-pro team and the stadium only held a couple thousand people, but that was a lot to stare at her. Alex pulled up next to an SUV where a couple with two young boys had set up a hibachi and were grilling hotdogs. "How's it going?" said Alex getting out of the car.



The man grilling smiled at Alex. "Fan-fucking-tastic! Want a beer?"
"Sure." Alex caught the beer and popped the tab.
"I can't wait for the game... Holy shit!"
"Take your eyes off her, Jerry," growled the man's wife.
Alex turned to see where Jerry was staring. "Holy shit!" he repeated Jerry's words. "This is my wife," he said proudly.
Nikki reached out to shake Jerry's hand and grimaced as the man only stared at her boobs. Nikki had removed the sweat clothes and left them in the car while Alex wasn't looking. Nikki was wearing the cheerleading uniform of the Great White Sharks.
Once an internet poll had been taken of the sexiest cheerleading uniforms and the Sharks came in second only being beaten by the Dallas cowboy cheerleaders. They came in second and nobody outside of California had ever heard of them. The Shark's owner was a sleazy business man who infamously owned several strip clubs as well as several Hooter's franchises. It had been his business plan to make his cheerleader's the sexiest in the country and to fill the roster with big boobed women.
Nikki grinned at her husband. He was looking at her boobs also while Jerry had moved to her sexy stomach. A little embarrassingly, Jerry's two boys who looked about eight and ten were also staring wide eyed at her breasts and their mom was trying to distract them. Nikki wouldn't make a lot of female friends dressed like this. Nearby, there was a whistle. People stared at her as they passed, heading towards the stadium like animals on migration.
Even though the owner designed the uniforms for big boobed women, Nikki had trouble finding the top. It was still a little tight and showed more cleavage then she would have liked. The top left the arms and shoulders bare. It was designed to be tight. Her actual nipples were not visible, but the outlines were. The top was gray with black lines under her cleavage to represent a shark's nose and black eyes near the top of the straps going around her neck. The top crisscrossed around her back like a sport's bra and a large black foam fin protruded from the center of her back. It was flexible and would bend when she sat. Under the top, just above her rib cage, dangled a row of foam triangles representing shark's teeth. Another row of teeth stood up from the skirt so that her stomach resembled a shark's gaping maw. The skirt was short and a mixture of gray and white. She wore practical panties under the skirt, but had needed to wear her bikini top under the skimpy uniform's upper half. Nikki wore gray and white sneakers with no socks on her feet.
"My god Nikki, you look amazing."
"Thanks Alex. I think this is going to be a one time thing though." Nikki looked around her at all the gaping men and some women.
"I understand." Alex felt a twinge of jealousy at all the attention Nikki was getting. He reached out and took her hand possessively. This amazing woman was his and no one else's. He grinned. "Thanks for the beer," he said to Jerry and the Nicastro's walked off toward the stadium hand in hand.
**************
They found their seats high up in the stadium. "I should have brought my sweat clothes."
Alex nodded in agreement. Nikki was really getting a lot of attention. He liked showing her off, but this was too much. A lot of the men were drunk and completely ignored Alex while they made comments to Nikki.
"Damn! Do you see those tits? He must have money. Look at that slut. I'd sure like to shove my dick between those big titties. George, quit staring. I'm in love. She's amazing. Hey Baby, what club do you strip at?"
"I wish they'd shut up," said Alex. His face was flushed with anger.
"I've gotten a lot of attention since the operation," replied Nikki.
They did shut up once the game started with the exception of a nasty comment when Nikki bought a foot long hot dog and brought it up to her mouth. They were fifteen minutes into the game when Alex saw a peanut strike the back of the man's head in front of him. "Someone's throwing nuts," said Alex when the man turned around angrily. The man's eyes widened when he saw Nikki.
The next peanut struck the back of the chair in front of Nikki. The following peanut hit the woman in front of Nikki. Then the sharks scored.
"Sharks fucking rule. Sharks fucking rule. Fuck you Sea Lions."
People covered their children's ears. Nikki and Alex turned to look at the obnoxious man. Nikki's eyes fell on the massive black man sitting beside the sport's jerk. If anything he was bigger then Ares. She shuddered as she instinctively knew that he would have a huge cock. He winked at her as he ate a peanut from a bag. The man next to him was still shouting and waving a foam hand. He was white. The man had removed his shirt and had painted a Shark chasing a Sea Lion on his chest. The Sea Lion was a land lion with a fish tail. The man had a very muscular chest and big arms to match his torso. He stopped shouting long enough to throw back a beer. The black man stood and shouted when the Sharks made a field goal. He too pounded a beer.
The game continued and another peanut landed in the man's hair in front of Alex. This time the man stood and angrily looked behind him. His eyes widened and he quickly sat back down. The next peanut hit Alex. Alex turned back and caught the black guy about to throw another nut. "Knock it off," he shouted. Then Alex went a little white in the face. He quickly sat back down. "Nikki, did you see that black guy?"
"Yeah, what about him?"
"That's Maxwell Swell." Max Swell was about the greatest defensive player the sharks ever had. However, he was selfish, arrogant, and obnoxious. He liked to really take down opposing players and he had shown up drunk several times. As his reputation dwindled, he got the nickname Maxipad. His career lasted less then a full season.
"Get out! That's Maxipad?" said Nikki turning to look back at the black man. Just as she turned, a peanut went right down her cleavage.
"Score!" shouted Max.
Alex had seen the peanut disappear between his wife's breasts. "Knock it off, asshole," he shouted back.
The people sitting before Max had parted and Nikki found herself looking at Max's shorts. A long, snakelike bulge crept down his shorts until the large tip practically peaked out the hem. Nikki's panties went damp as she pictured what that big black cock must look like erect.
"Hey man, your slut just checked out my package."
"That's enough," shouted Alex. His eyes automatically fell to the black man's shorts and Alex fell back in his seat in shock.
The white guy with Max said, "Yo bro, you ever fuck any of the Shark's cheerleaders?"
"Fuck yeah! About six. Two are still out there. See that redhead and the blonde on the end."
"Lucky bastard."
"I likes me the white pussy."
A security guard was climbing the steps and Alex motioned to him. The security guard stared at Nikki the whole time Alex complained about the men behind him. The guard nodded and left.
"Every freaking game," said the security guard.
Nikki and Alex turned to watch as the guard motioned for Max Swell and the white man to evacuate their seats. Max gave Alex the finger.
"I used to worship that guy," mumbled Alex.
"He's not putting up a fight." Nikki watched the men grab a cooler filled with beer and step out to the stairs. The security guard was a muscular white guy about the size of the white man with Max. He only looked small next to Max. The security guard marched the two men up the stairs towards the exit.
Several people cheered as the sport's jerks were led off. Then everyone turned their attention back to the game.
"I have to pee," whispered Nikki.
"Wait until half time is over. You know how the line gets to the woman's restroom during halftime and you won't use a port-a-potty."
Nikki held her legs together and leaned forward during halftime. Alex was right. At least half the seats evacuated during halftime. They refilled when the third quarter started. "I'll be back," she said.
Nikki stood and squeezed through the bleachers to the steps. Men stared at her. She climbed the stairs to the exit. Men stared at her. Women stared at her. Boys stared at her. "Never again," she mumbled. Nikki exited the bleachers to the hall and found it deserted. "Much better," she said. The closest bathroom was closed for cleaning after the halftime onrush. Nikki walked around the hall to the next restroom. She passed the men's room and entered the ladies' room. Nikki was pleased to see that the toilets were mostly clean. She pulled her panties down, hitched her skirt up and had a quick pee. Nikki fixed her clothes and washed her hands. "I do look like a slut," she whispered at her reflection in the mirror.
Nikki left the restroom and was passing the men's room when the door opened. She was vaguely aware of a large dark presence appearing in the doorway. "Fuck," it said. Nikki rolled her eyes and tried to speed up, but suddenly she was grabbed from behind. Nikki found one huge hand clamped over her mouth and another wrapped around her ribs. She was quickly hauled back into the men's bathroom.
The hand left her waist long enough to lock the bathroom door. Everything had happened so fast, that Nikki hadn't reacted. Now the fear hit her. The man was black. The dark black hand under her nose was huge. The man's other arm wrapped around her waist again. He was so strong, all he needed to hold her still was the hand over her mouth. The hand touching her ribs, slid up under her uniform. Nikki tried to struggle in the man's iron grip. She wanted to scream into the palm, but then the man's hand had snaked under her bikini top and found her nipple. The scream turned into a moan. He pulled her ass back into his huge bulge. Her Skirt had been flipped up and Nikki felt the man's throbbing erection against her panty clad ass. She pushed her ass back into the man's bulge. Nikki heard the man chuckle and at that point he realized he could remove the hand covering her mouth. The man reached behind her and fumbled with his shorts until he freed his cock. He then grabbed Nikki's wrist and pulled her hand back to his shaft. Nikki grabbed it and stroked his shaft. It felt as big as Ares' cock. "You black guys have the biggest cocks," she mumbled.
"You got that right," he growled in her ear and she could smell the beer on his breath.
Nikki stroked the cock in her hand while he pushed her uniform top up, untied her bikini top and was now playing with both her nipples. Nikki groaned in pleasure and leaned back into the man's hard chest. A day after taking her first two black cocks, she was horny and ready for this stranger's dark meat. The man shuffled her towards the wash basins where she could see his reflection in the mirror. She'd pretty much guessed already and was not surprised to see Max Swell's reflection staring at her. Just the sight of her bare breasts in the mirror with his huge black hands squeezing her nipples almost had Nikki on the brink of an orgasm. The sight looked exceptionally erotic to her. His black hands were so large, they looked matched to her EE cup breasts. As she stared in the mirror, one hand left her breast to slide down her bare belly. It reached her skirt and pushed the material down over her hips until the skirt fell to her feet. The hand then pushed under her sheer panties and across her shaved crotch. She did cum when one thick black finger pushed between her labia. Max pulled his hand off her breast and glanced at the milk coating his palm.
"Fuck Max!"
Nikki saw Max's white friend appear in a bathroom stall in the mirror's reflection. He had just pulled his pants up and was staring in shock at the sight before him. "I thought y...you..." Nikki paused to moan as she humped the finger in her pussy. "g...got thrown out."
"Naw, bitch," said the white guy. "The guard's my bra. He just makes us move and be quiet." The white guy still had his shirt off. As she watched, he started pushing his shorts back down.
"I think the slut only likes dark meat, Russ," said Max.
"I don't care if she likes white or dark. I'm tapping that ass," said the white guy. "She doesn't have to like it." Russ' cock sprang up already hard. It was an impressive 10". The black cock in Nikki's hand felt closer to a foot long. It was as big as Ares' and possibly even thicker. Nikki watched Russ bend to pull his cell phone out of his shorts. He appeared to send off a quick text message before snapping a quick picture of her in Max's hands. Russ tossed the phone on his clothes and walked towards her naked except for the painting across his bare chest.
Nikki groaned a complaint when Max's finger left her pussy. He kept his hand under her panties, moved around to the waist, and with a quick tug, ripped them off her body. Max tossed the destroyed panties towards the overflowing garbage can, but missed and they fell to the floor.
Nikki stared at Russ stroking his big cock as she felt Max aim his huge black prick towards her pussy. Nikki gasped as she felt the head slide along her wet slit and then push against the entrance to her pussy.
Nikki would have thought that she'd be used to big cock heads by now, but her opening still resisted the large head despite trying it's best to lubricate it. She moaned as it slipped inside her. Max impatiently worked it in and out until it was slick enough to push in deeper. Nikki trembled with pleasure as Max began fucking her with half his massive cock, then three quarters, and soon the entire length. Why does this keep happening to me? She thought. One more time and that's it. I'll fuck them both and then try to keep out of these situations.
Nikki soon felt another orgasm building. Having Russ jerk off while watching Max fuck her was really turning her on. Max was hunched down to fuck her pussy. He seemed to grow tired of the position. Nikki felt herself being lifted by his muscular arms. Her legs wrapped behind him. She looked like the female figurehead on a ship's prow. Max's large hands were holding her up by her breasts, his fingers squeezing and kneading her nipples the whole time. The pending orgasm grew more powerful. He grunted in frustration as he tried to find a good angle to pound his cock into her. Nikki stared in awe at her reflection. She swore her breasts looked bigger as the orgasm approached. Her nipples were thrust out through Max's meaty black fingers. They turned darker. Nikki screamed as she came. A strong stream of milk shot out from her nipples and struck her reflection, dripping down the mirror. Another orgasm came on top of the previous one and another stream of milk shot out from her breasts. This one was less powerful and didn't strike the mirror, but fell on the faucet and in the sink.
"You pregnant or sumthin'?" asked Russ.
"It just happens," moaned Nikki.
"Can't get a good angle for fucking," growled Max. He stepped away from the mirror and turned sideways. Max lowered her and himself down, never pulling his mighty cock from her pussy. Soon Nikki found herself on all fours with Max kneeling behind her. The powerful black man grasped her hips and began fucking her hard and fast. "This is how I like to fuck," he grunted. Nikki moaned in pleasure. His powerful thrusts were forcing her down. Nikki's forehead hit the floor and then her cheek. Her eyes were closed as she came again. Milk trickled along a ridge in the tiled floor. Nikki opened her eyes. She could see urine stains on the floor just inches from her face. She was looking under the stall door. The floor was covered in stains and some spots held urine spots that were still wet. Moments ago, she had been thrilled to find the woman's restroom clean when she used it, now she was getting fucked on the floor of the dirty men's room.
Nikki felt a pain on her head and then her face lifted off the dirty floor. Max's hand was wrapped around her hair pulling her back up. Nikki rose back to all fours, her mouth open in pain at having her hair pulled. Her eyes crossed as she found herself looking down a long white cock. The head pushed past her lips. Russ had grown tired of just watching.
Max released her hair. His thrusts weren't forcing her down anymore. They were pushing her forwards sending Russ' cock deeper down her throat. Nikki found herself having her third threesome in several weeks and she was loving it. Russ had a gorgeous cock and she would have liked to take her time with it, but Max was a powerful fucker. He preferred fucking with the entire length of his shaft in fast, hard strokes, and Nikki could concentrate on little but the incredible fucking she was getting.
"Get ready, slut," growled Max. "I hope you ain't on the pill because I'm gonna put a baby in that belly."
Nikki gasped around the ten inch dick shoved down her throat. She could feel her pussy stretching wider around Max's shaft. Max was grunting as he sped up his thrusts. Nikki felt her nipples aching in anticipation. Max slammed his cock in deep and his balls slapped hard against Nikki's thighs. The black man's sperm sprayed hard against her womb. Nikki's own orgasm exploded. More milk hit the tiles. More sperm came and more milk sprayed. Milk shot out from her nipples with each spurt of his cock. She'd never had an orgasm last so long. When his cock finished spurting, Max pulled it out to the sound of applause. Nikki looked over to see the security guard clapping his hands.
"Finally," said the guard. "A little payback for putting up with you assholes."
"Welcome to the party, bra," said Russ.
"Yeah Gus," grunted Max. "This is some sweet pussy. It knows how to milk a cock for all it's worth."
Nikki's mouth was still stuffed with Russ' cock. She could see Gus undressing. He had a fit, muscular chest. These men were jerks, but they looked pretty damn good. Gus bore a strong resemblance to Russ and she assumed they may have been twins. She hadn't noticed the resemblance back at the bleachers. Their face, hair, height, build, and as Russ dropped his pants, cocks were similar. Nikki stared at the second ten inch white cock bobbing before Gus as he stepped out of his uniform trousers.
Russ grabbed her head and aimed her eyes back at his pubic hairs as she blew him. Nikki bobbed her head rapidly and stared up Russ' fit body, past the painted chest, and into his eyes as he looked down at her. She felt his cock swell and then it bucked in her throat. It jerked several more times and Russ held her head still as his sperm filled her belly. Nikki was disappointed she hadn't gotten to taste him.
"You guys couldn't find a better place to fuck her?" asked Gus as he laid down beside Nikki. "Climb on this, slut," he ordered holding his dick up.
Nikki clamped her lips tightly over Russ' shrinking cock and sucked tightly as she pulled her head back. She was rewarded with several drops of semen squirting on her tongue before his cock left her mouth entirely. She sat up on her knees, then squatted, and through her leg over Gus.
"Yech!" said Gus as sperm dripped down over his erect penis before it disappeared in Nikki's pussy. "Damn dude! How much cum you put in here?"
"Several weeks worth," chuckled Max. He was stroking his cock back to erection.
"Fuck it. I don't care. I got to play with them titties." Gus leaned up and clamped his lips over her right nipple. Nikki immediately came again. Gus gurgled a little with surprise at the milk filling his mouth, but he quickly recovered and sucked on her nipple with more enthusiasm, switching to her left one after a minute.
Nikki ground her crotch down into Gus before bouncing on his cock as rapidly as she could. He was inches shorter then Max, but her pussy didn't care especially since he was doing such a number on her nipples. Whatever one he wasn't sucking on at the moment, was being teased by his fingers. Nikki closed her eyes as she came again and heard Gus grunt in contentment as he got another mouthful of milk. When she reopened her eyes, she found herself staring down the length of an impressive dark black cock jutting out roughly a foot from a kinky batch of pubic hair. She didn't need to be told what to do. She smiled up at Max as she licked and sucked his big black cock. Nikki was vaguely aware of hands on her ass, spreading her cheeks apart. Something pushed against her sphincter. She couldn't move her head to look, but felt a large cock head push into her anus.



"This slut's ass feels fantastic," said Russ from behind her.
My god! Nikki was a little horrified to realize she now had three cocks penetrating her. The two brother's cocks were pushing against each other in her ass and pussy and she had six inches of black cock shoved down her throat. She had three stranger's cocks in her. They were rude and obnoxious jerks. She felt so sleazy, so slutty, but it also felt fantastic to be used like this. She felt her pussy spasm and the pressure started to build in her breasts. Within seconds, she was cumming again. Gus couldn't keep up with the tremendous flow of milk. He coughed and choked as milk spilled down his chin. Nikki saw stars as she had her biggest orgasm yet.
Gus the security guard couldn't take it any longer. Nikki felt his cock spurting in her pussy. When he was done, she felt it receding inside her, but Gus was caught under her. Russ was pounding her ass hard and with one final shove, he too came, filling her bowels with sperm. Russ pulled out after he was done and Gus decided to try to sidle his way out from under her. Nikki paused sucking off Max long enough for Gus to get out. She then sat on her knees and gave Max the best blow job of his life. She licked, sucked, and slurped every inch of his thick black cock while kneading his scrotum.
"Now there's a slut that likes sucking dick," growled Max.
It was true, she thought. I like sucking cock. A month ago, she would have told you it was disgusting, now she enjoyed it. She even loved the taste of semen. Homosexuality was a sin, but she was having a very pleasurable lesbian affair with her best friend. How could miscegenation be wrong when black cock felt so good?
Nikki was so distracted by her thoughts, that Max's ejaculate caught her off guard. She was rhythmically bobbing her head. He was cumming as his cock slid up her throat until just the head was in her mouth. Her mouth filled with sperm so fast, semen spurted out down her chin. Then it was shooting sperm down her throat and into her belly. Then it was filling her mouth again and so on several more times. She couldn't detect and decline in the volume from the last time he had ejaculated.
"Thanks slut," said Max. "I don't usually say this, but can I see you again? Let me get your number."
"No," said Nikki.
"Fuck you then, whore." Max walked over to his clothes. The other men were already half dressed.
Nikki stayed kneeling for a minute still lost in her thoughts. She enjoyed getting sodomized. She loved having two even three cocks in her at once. She loved fucking strangers with big cocks. It was addictive even. She pulled herself to her feet and looked at herself in the mirror. Sperm covered her chin and face. She turned the faucet on the wash it off. Nikki held her face down over the basin and splashed water on her face. Admit it Nikki, you are a slut. You love it. However, she also loved ice cream. She could eat ice cream every day, but she knew that if she did, she'd quickly lose her figure, so she avoided it except for special occasions. She had the will power to deny herself ice scream. She would also deny her desire for cock.
Nikki felt hands on her hips. They pulled her back and another fat cock head probed against her weary pussy. She moaned and pushed back as it pushed inside her. The hands pulled her hips back to adjust the position. Nikki looked under her body and between her swaying pendulous breasts. Big black balls the size of tennis balls were slapping against her thighs. Max had come back for one more fuck. Strange, but the pubic hairs covering his wrinkly black nut sack were white. Nikki looked up in the mirror and saw and old bald black man fucking her from behind. He was looking down with fascination at his cock sliding in and out of her.
It was hard and thick and felt nearly almost as big as Max's. Nikki saw Max, Russ, and Gus watching her from the door. "Will one of you assholes at least lock the fucking door?" she grunted at them. The men laughed and left.
Nikki also saw a mop and bucket laying on the floor nearby. The black man hadn't removed his work shirt while he fucked her. The janitor had finally found his way here to clean this filthy restroom. Locking the door wouldn't have mattered, he had keys. The old man didn't seem too obsessed with her looks or body. He appeared just to be using her pussy to get himself off. Nikki couldn't help cumming from his deep steady pounding. That got the first reaction from him, but all he did was chuckle. "Enjoying yourself old man?" she asked.
"Yep," was his reply.
Enjoy it, because you are the last one, she thought. Well, if he's going to be the last, then I might as well get a few more orgasm out of it. Nikki braced herself against the basin with one hand and used the free one to tease her wet nipple, still dripping milk. "Fuck me you black bastard. Fuck me with that big black cock." He chuckled again. Nikki fucked him back while he rammed his cock into her. She came two more times before he filled her pussy with his seed.
****************
"What the hell took you so long?" asked Alex. "The fourth quarter is almost over. I just asked that security guard to go look for you."
Nikki looked down the stairs and saw Gus smile and wave at her. She ignored him. "It was horrible Alex. The closest restroom was closed so I had to walk over to the other side. That restroom had a long line and when I finally got in, it was filthy. Then some Sea Lion fans gave me a hard time. Sorry, but no more sexy outfits like this in public. Then I forgot where we were seated."
"I'm sorry honey. You missed a great game. We won this one."
Nikki sat down next to her husband. Max had ripped off her panties so the metal seat felt cold against her thighs and pussy. She had stuffed some toilet paper in her pussy and ass to stem what seemed a constant flow of semen from her two holes. Her pussy alone had taken three loads, but at least her ass wasn't leaking so much.
"When you say, no more sexy outfits in public, that doesn't apply to in private right?"
Nikki smiled. "In private, I'll wear anything for you." She leaned over and kissed him on the lips.
Alex smiled, but crinkled his nose and Nikki feared she might have sperm breath.
"But that hot bikini?"
"Ok. I'll still wear it for you, but Jamaica will be the last time."
Alex grinned. He jumped up as the game came to a close. "Ready?"
Everyone rose at once. Nikki used the opportunity to stand and blend in with the crowd. Unfortunately, the wet wad of toilet paper fell out of her pussy as she stood and remained on the seat surrounded by a pool of sperm. Nikki used her body to block Alex's view of it until they merged with the crowd. Liquefied semen trickled down her thigh as she climbed the stairs. Nikki could smell it the whole drive home. She hoped Alex couldn't smell it or if he did, he wouldn't recognize the smell. She left a pool of sperm on his car seat when they got out of the car at home. Nikki purposely left her purse in the car so that she could come back out for it and clean the mess up while Alex was in the rest room. The mess was another reason to avoid sex. Nikki didn't finally feel clean until she took a quick shower before bed.
Alex had her put the cheerleading uniform back on and cheer for him. She did it braless and panty-less. He really wanted sex, but Nikki's pussy still felt stretched out. She started sucking him and resisted his attempts to pull her up so that they could make love. Even if she weren't stretched out, sex tonight would have been hard. Alex had one of his weak, floppy erections and it took all her skills to make him cum with her mouth. "Thanks," he said, halfheartedly.
Nikki smiled sadly. She knew his blood flow problem made him feel emasculated. She couldn't blame him. His erection had been weak and pathetic even compared to Orson's penis. "I like sucking your dick," she told him.
"I don't deserve such a wonderful wife," said Alex pulling her up. Nikki stripped off the uniform and fell asleep in her husband's arms vowing once again that her adventures were finally over.

In Part 4, Nikki takes on the homeless, the glory hole, and her in-laws.
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Nikki Nipples Vs. The Homeless
11/27/08
Nikki was pleasantly surprised when she found a decent parking space, but then it was Thanksgiving day and traffic had been as slow as it gets around Los Angeles. She was coming off of a five day streak without cheating on her husband and was quite pleased with herself. She had blown off Orson yesterday as payment for his working for her, but she didn't count that as cheating anymore. Cheating was when you had a huge cock penetrate your pussy just like Max Swell had last Saturday. Damn! I need to quit thinking about it, she thought as her nipples hardened. Even wearing the special bra didn't protect her entirely especially when thinking about Max's or Ares' big black cocks. Her eyes fell on a big black cock.
The dildo was lifelike and advertised as a foot long. The lettering claimed the dildo was modeled after some black porn star's penis. It was displayed in a row of dildos. They started with small white ones and she noticed the model Jill had bought her as the row turned into big black ones as if someone was suggesting black's were bigger. She was starting to believe that black men were more likely to have a big cock, but then she'd seen some pretty darn big ones on white men over the last three weeks. The store was closed of course, though a sign stated that it would be open later that afternoon even on a holiday. Not that Nikki would ever go in a store like this. The store was sick. All manor of sexual items were on display from dildos to leather fetish gear to pornographic dvd's and magazines. They also apparently had some kind of booth with movies.
There were people around and all the men checked her out. She was dressed rather conservatively in a jean skirt and a pink pull over shirt, but her enormous bosom did stretch out the shirt. She felt a little embarrassed that she appeared to be window shopping at a sex store. She should have parked closer to the soup kitchen she volunteered at every Thanksgiving, but there was another store she wanted to check out. It was next to the sex store and even worse, it was next to a topless bar. The topless bar was called Pole Dancers and Nikki felt her cheeks flush red with embarrassment and then turn white as the color drained from them. The store she was looking for was called Pole Dancer's Boutique. Her husband had been buying her sexy clothes at a store that catered to strippers! The bar showed the silhouette of a nude woman dancing on a pole and Nikki finally understood what a pole dancer was. The only place where she could find clothes to fit her breasts was a stripper store! She had been hoping to find a bikini that fit her boobs, but she could never shop here. The store would be closed all day, but the club was opening at 3:00.
"What time are you on?"
Nikki turned to look at the man. "Excuse me?"
Three men about college age wearing tee shirts and ball caps were staring at her boobs. "What time are you onstage? We'll come in just to see you."
"I... I'm not a stripper," she said, flustered before hurrying off.
"Shame," he called, "I'd pay fifty bucks for a lap dance."
"Maybe she just makes movies," said another man.
"Maybe she's just a bitch," said the third man. "Bitch," he yelled after her.
******************
The black man finished defecating. He used some nearby newspaper to clean his ass. He stood up in the alley and buttoned his dirty brown slacks. They had several holes in them and stopped inches short of his bare ankles. He wore mismatched sneakers with no socks. The black man wore a dark blue tee shirt and a black jacket over that. Paper clipped to the tee shirt's collar was a folded napkin that looked like a priest's collar. Father Juma stepped past a sleeping bum and left the alley. He nearly bumped into a woman.
The woman looked up at him a little frightened by his sudden appearance. The black man towered over her at close to seven feet tall. "Excuse me," she said, stepping around him.
Father Juma looked at the woman's body, his eyes fixed hungrily on her bosom. "For a whore is a deep ditch, and a strange woman, a narrow pit," he said.
The woman stared at him clearly frightened and rushed on.
Father Juma watched her leave. His eyes followed as she entered the homeless shelter a block away.
**************
Nikki felt a surge of relief when she entered the soup kitchen. The black man had been one of the scariest she'd ever seen. He was tall and gaunt with sallow cheeks and sunken eyes. His eyes didn't look right to her. They were dark and piercing with just the hint of madness. He had dark black African skin and his voice had what sounded like an African accent. Nikki shivered.
"Mrs. Nicastro, how are y..."
Nikki smiled up at Father Patrick. Even the good father had stopped to stare at her breasts.
"It's a long story Father."
"Are you with child, perhaps?"
"No Father. Like I said, it's a long story."
"Are you still a heathen?"
Nikki grinned as the good natured priest broke the awkward moment. "I'm still Greek Orthodox, Father."
"I'll pray for your salvation my child." The Priest shook her hand.
"It's good to see you, Father," she said.
"And you Nikki. I wish you'd volunteer more then once a year."
"I'd love too if it wasn't such a long drive for me.
"Anyway, the potatoes are waiting for you, child."
Nikki rolled her eyes. "Potatoes, the root of all evil."
Nikki spent the next three hours peeling potatoes. After that, another two and a half hours mashing them.
Nikki had been volunteering every Thanksgiving at this soup kitchen for about three years now. It was hard work, but it made her feel good to do something for the homeless. Alex wasn't very charitable, labor wise at least, he had no problem writing out checks for charity. Alex went and spent Thanksgiving every year with his parents. Nikki would see them at Christmas.
By 3:00, the soup kitchen threw open it's doors to the waiting line of the homeless. Nikki stood behind the line and served mashed potatoes and gravy. She had her hair up in a net and wore gloves while she dished out potatoes. The homeless filed by one by one. Most were typical bums, dirty, bearded, alcoholic, and a little crazy, but there were also a few families with children that broke Nikki's heart.
"I'll take two melons."
Nikki turned to look at the bum who was ogling her breasts. "Just potatoes, Mister." She spooned some out. "Would you like gravy?"
"Got milk?" Several other homeless bums laughed. One said, "Moo."
Nikki ladled some gravy on his potatoes and he moved on, but there were a few more comments after that.
The door burst open and the tall, gaunt black man entered the soup kitchen. "For in eating every one taketh before his own supper: and one is hungry, and another is drunken," he shouted angrily at the crowd.
Several of the homeless shouted, "Father Juma," as a greeting.
"Jesus wept," whispered Father Patrick nearby. "I haven't seen Father Juma in five years."
Nikki shivered a little. "Who is he?"
"He's my old boss. He ran this kitchen and shelter some eight years ago. He came here from the Sudan before that. His tribe is some of the tallest people in the world. He's 6'11", but used to joke he was the runt of the family. A good man before he went crazy."
"What happened?"
"We don't know. He just started acting strange. At first, he'd randomly shout out verses from the bible. The flock loved it, but soon you couldn't even hold conversations with him. All he can do is shout out bible verses. The archdiocese thought god was speaking through him. Everything he shouted was filled with god's truth."
Nikki thought, I hope not, he called me a whore in the alley. "Maybe a type of Tourette's syndrome?"
"Maybe," replied Father Patrick. "After awhile, the church decided he was just plain crazy. We tried to get him help, but he fled to the street."
Father Juma strolled through the crowd. "I will praise the name of God with a song, and will magnify him with thanksgiving." Several homeless reached out to touch him as he passed. They clearly still believed him possessed of god's spirit. Juma walked to the end of the line and took a tray and plate.
Nikki became aware of how much time had seemed to stand still since Juma arrived. When he got in line, things went back to normal, the line started moving again and conversations started back up. Nikki scooped out some mashed potatoes and then some more mashed potatoes, and then some more. She was aware of Juma coming closer to her as the line moved along. His tray was full of turkey, beans, corn, and cranberries by the time he stood before her. "Mashed potatoes and gravy?"
"And there came one of the seven angels which had seven vials, and talked with me, saying unto me..."
"I'm sorry, I don't understand."
"Come hither; I will shew unto thee the judgement of the great whore that sitteth upon many waters."
Juma held out his tray. Nikki filled an empty spot with mashed potatoes and then scooped gravy on them just before Juma threw his tray of food at her. Nikki screamed.
"With whom the kings of the earth have committed fornication." Juma pointed at her.
Everyone was stunned as Juma grabbed the plate off the tray of the man in front of him and tossed it too on Nikki. She ducked, but food flew in her face.
"And the inhabitants of the earth have been drunk with the wine of her fornication," continued Juma as he grabbed the plate of the man behind him and tossed that at Nikki's back as she fled. Father Patrick grabbed the giant black man who did not struggle as the Priest led him out onto the street.
Nikki was crying and trying to wipe food off herself with a wet cloth when Father Patrick returned. "Are you alright, child?" he asked.
Nikki nodded and sobbed some more. "He just scared me that's all." Her hair net had become dislodged and purple cranberries covered her hair. Her clothes were ruined.
"Would you like to use the shelter's shower?"
"That would be great."
"Follow me." Father Patrick led Nikki over to where the kitchen connected to the shelter. He took a key from his pocket. "Don't worry about being disturbed. Only the shelter's manager gets a key and we emptied the shelter of occupants to clean it while everyone is eating. The crew should all be finished cleaning the bunks. Here it is."
"Thanks Father," said Nikki waiting for the priest to leave. Clean or not, the shelter stunk of sweat and booze. The shower was communal like a gym's shower. The tiles were dirty and gritty. Nikki noticed there was another smaller shower with a door for women, but when she tried the knob, it was locked and by then Father Patrick was gone.
Nikki sighed and began stripping. The black man had gotten food on every piece of clothing she wore and the cranberries had permanently stained everything, ruining them.
She unzipped her skirt and pushed it down around her ankles. Good thing no one can see me, she thought. She was wearing thong underwear, another gift from her husband who seemed delighted that she was willing to dress more sexily for him. Nikki pulled the pink top off and grimaced as she felt corn, beans, cranberries, and a big slice of turkey fall down her body. Now clad in only her underwear, Nikki looked around nervously. It felt strange stripping in such a large shower just off a large empty room. She unhooked her special bra and sighed as her nipples sprang free. The nipples quickly popped out fully erect and her panties grew damp as the cool air caressed her nipples. Nikki pulled her panties down and stepped over to the shower.
***************
Juma removed the key from his pocket. He couldn't think clearly anymore, but sometimes his body responded automatically. He stared at it, not knowing why he had kept it or exactly what it was for, but he had kept it for five years. "And I saw an angel come down from heaven, having the key of the bottomless pit."
He inserted the key in the lock and turned the handle until it clicked. Juma snuck inside the shelter and strolled towards the shower. The woman was nude, her breasts were thrust out towards him and his hands came up as if to grab and squeeze them. Her crotch was shaved and glistened with droplets of moisture. Her eyes were closed and her head was under the stream of water as she washed food from her hair. Juma began undressing. "These shall hate the whore and make her desolate and naked," he whispered. Nude, he softly walked towards the Jezebel, his giant black serpent rising from it's slumber.
****************
God, the shower feels great, thought Nikki as water splattered her face and soaked her hair. She jumped startled when she felt the large hands on her breasts. They immediately tweaked and squeezed her large nipples. Nikki's pussy spasmed as her arousal grew. She took her head from under the water and wiped her eyes, fearing that the good natured Father Patrick had returned to take advantage of her or worse, some bum had been hiding out in the shelter. "No," she gasped as the tall, black, mad Priest was revealed to her.
The man's cock poked her in the belly. She looked down and gasped again as it's size was revealed to her. She heard Juma say, "For they cast down everyman his rod and they became serpents."
Her hands had involuntarily reached out to grab the massive black cock to push it away from her, but she never released it. The thing was gigantic. It seemed to match the black man's huge height. She guessed his cock must have been nearly fourteen inches long. It made Ares and Max look small by comparison. It was thick too, as big around as her wrist. Her pussy quivered at the sight. Juma quit teasing her nipples, he placed his hands on her shoulders and pushed down. Nikki fell to her knees on the dirty tiles. Now she could see the huge balls. Ares' testicles had been as big as oranges, but Juma's testicles were each as big as Ares' entire scrotum. His balls were swollen and reddish despite the man's dark black skin. He was circumcised, but the remains of a foreskin under the head suggested it had been poorly done and cut when he was an adult. The head of his cock was huge too, half again as big as his shaft. The shaft was covered with large veins, where other big cocks she had seen only had one or two veins running the shaft's length. The veins made the huge cock appear to pulse with power.
Juma turned her mouth towards his cock head and pulled her forwards. "The serpent beguiled me and I did eat," he growled.
Nikki took the huge head in her mouth. It tasted of sweat and urine. His crotch stank too. She removed her mouth and pulled his cock over to the shower stream. Nearby, was a bar of soap which she used to lather and clean his huge cock and balls. The black man was silent as she washed him. When he was clean, she took him back in her mouth. Juma's body was now under the shower and the water cleaned him while she licked her tongue around the knobby cock head.
Nikki sucked the fat head in her mouth and bobbed her head over it. She felt a little shame that she hadn't even tried to resist this time, but his cock was just too big for her to pass up. This black serpent really did beguile me, she thought. The Priest's black cock was so big, she felt like she was learning to do this all over again. Nikki swallowed more and felt the gag reflex returning, but now she knew how to suppress it and pace herself. She sucked the cock in deeper and felt the head squeeze into her throat. Nikki didn't close her eyes as she couldn't take her eyes off the thick shaft running under her nose to the man's crotch a foot away. She hefted his balls and almost released them at their heat. She kneaded them amazed at how warm they were as if they suffered from a fever. Nikki glanced up his body and into his face. Juma stared back at her expressionless as he watched her.
Nikki continued to stare in his eyes as she bobbed her head along the shaft. She used her hands to play with her nipples and she moaned around the fat cock in her mouth as her pussy quivered with desire. Despite her growing skill at fellatio, the cock was too much for her and she only managed to swallow about half. One hand left her nipple and came up to stroke the remaining seven inches of his shaft while she bobbed her head as rapidly as she could. She broke eye contact and stared at his pubic hair while she desperately tried to get the giant man to orgasm.
Nikki had learned that as a man approached orgasm, his cock would swell to it's maximum size. As Juma's cock began to swell, Nikki found herself gagging on the massive head. She was forced to pull her head back until just the tip of his cock was in her mouth. At that point, she needed to use both hands to stroke his shaft. She glanced up at the black man and found his face still expressionless. His cock was swollen now and Nikki almost thought it would burst like a balloon if he didn't cum soon. The thick long veins were pulsing now as her hands slid over them. Nikki brought one hand down to need his balls. They were burning up and she had to pull back her hand from the heat.
"And the serpent cast out of his mouth, water as a flood after the woman," said Juma, straining to get the words out just as his cock exploded.
The force of his ejaculate stung the back of Nikki's throat, but her mouth filled before she had time to react. Nikki gagged and spit the cock out of her mouth, coughing out semen. A huge burst of sperm hit her face. The volume was immense, greater then the initial wads from Ares and Max combined. Another burst just as large coated her chest and breasts. Nikki had recovered by this time. She grabbed the cock and wrapped her lips back around the head. She gulped the next wad, but it was still too much and sperm poured down her chin. The following wad she was able to manage and found it was the hottest, richest sperm she had swallowed yet. Though the wads were smaller, the cock was still pumping them out faster then she could swallow. Nikki released the head from her mouth and watched as it shot wad after wad from the long urethra. Finally, his erection began to subside. With each pulse of blood through his veins, his cock would jerk up a little, but his cock still began to shrink.. thirteen inches... twelve inches... ten... It suddenly jerked back up and shot one final wad of sperm that struck Nikki in the breasts. Juma's cock then fell until it was dangling down eight or nine inches long and amazingly sperm still dribbled down from the head.
Nikki shook her head in amazement and moved under the shower to wipe sperm from her face and body as Juma stepped away from her. He was clutching his head and his eyes were scrunched up as if he were in pain. "Are you alright?" she asked. He didn't respond and Nikki went back to cleaning herself off. Her belly was so full of the rich tasting sperm, she had no desire for anymore. Sperm tends to turn stringy and sticky with water and it took her awhile to get it all off. When she finished, she stepped out of the shower and found Juma staring at her, his cock once again erect.
Juma stepped towards Nikki and scooped her up in his powerful arms. He didn't say anything as he carried her towards the shelter and gently set her down upon a cot. The cot's mattress was stained and brown, but clean sheets were piled at the foot of the cot. Juma stepped over the cot and straddled it. He kneeled between her legs and pushed his cock down towards her pussy. Nikki spread her legs open with eagerness, awe, and a little fear at the giant cock poised to enter her. She felt like she was about to fuck a giant.
Juma ran his cock up and down the length of her slit to coat it with her juices, though Nikki couldn't tell what was wetter, her pussy or the vast amount of precum pouring from his cock head. When he felt it was wet enough, he pushed down until her labia parted around the head from the pressure. "And the lord sent fiery serpents among the people and they bit the people," he said as he pushed.



"Ah oh," Nikki gasped as the head entered her. "So thick," she mumbled. Nikki's pussy had adjusted to accept big cocks, but with Juma, she felt she had to learn all over again. Still, she was surprised at how easily his cock was working it's way deeper in her pussy, but then given the amount of lubrication both his cock and her pussy was producing, she shouldn't have been that surprised. "Oh my god," groaned Nikki, thrusting her hips up at his cock. Every nerve in her pussy was starting to come alive and it felt good.
Juma's cock banged against her cervix causing Nikki to wince at the sudden pain. His precum squirted her cervix, softening it, and with all couple more thrusts the cock head pushed inside. The giant black man grunted when his cock bottomed out. He looked confused and glanced down to see several inches of his shaft were still sticking out. He grunted and stabbed forward, but she had taken all she could. Juma gave up and began fucking her. Nikki squealed at the powerful thrusts. The cot bucked and she held it tightly fearing it would collapse. Nikki could feel the pressure growing in her breasts and womb as an orgasm approached. It grew stronger as did Nikki's anticipation. It had been five days since she'd had a truly satisfying orgasm and her body had started growing addicted to them. "Make me cum for you," she growled through gritted teeth. "Your big black cock is making me cum." And cum she did. Her pussy tightened and clutched his huge shaft while she came on it. The pressure in her breasts relaxed as the milk exploded from them.
"He asked water, and she gave him milk," said Juma, watching the milk stream shoot up nearly a foot from her engorged nipples. Nikki's eyes were scrunched up so she couldn't see the jet of milk shooting from her breasts, but she could feel it and the stream lasted seconds longer then any of her previous orgasms.
Juma kept fucking her and Nikki opened her eyes. This giant ugly black man had just given her the best orgasm of her life and she was looking at him in a different light. "Fuck me," she screamed not caring if anyone heard her in the kitchen next door. "Fuck me with that big black cock. Make me cum again." Already she could feel another huge orgasm growing. Juma still looked crazed and his face was expressionless as if he were just going through the motions. "I wanna fuck this cock everyday." Nikki felt crazed with lust and love for the superior cock giving her the fucking of her life. She no longer cared what Alex might think. "Fuck me, fuck me, master." Nikki didn't think that anything could have topped that last orgasm, but suddenly Juma reached around her legs and squeezed her nipples. Amazingly, the first orgasm had come without her sensitive nipples being played with. The added stimulation from her nipples made her second orgasm even stronger. Her pussy clenched his cock as she came again and an even more powerful stream of milk shot from her breasts until Juma's hands dripped with white liquid.
Juma raised a hand up and licked the milk. "A land flowing with milk and honey," he whispered. He began fucking her harder.
The third orgasm began building almost immediately. Juma fucked her hard with her legs bent over his arms. The cot continued to buck with his thrusts. His huge black hands squeezed and kneaded her breasts, jerking and twirling her nipples. "Ah ah ah ah," moaned Nikki. "Ah ah ah ah fuck me ah ah ah." This orgasm was going to be big too, though she didn't believe anything could top the last one. She was wrong.
"I love fucking you." She writhed with pleasure impaled on the massive shaft. "I love fucking your black cock. I love your black cock. I love you." Nikki felt the orgasm about to explode. "I love you, master."
Juma grunted and thrust his cock as deep as it would go. His sperm bombarded her womb setting off Nikki's third and final orgasm. Her orgasm seemed to last forever as did the flow of milk. His cock jerked constantly, pumping more of his seed into her womb. The orgasm seemed to go on forever and at some point it began to hurt. Nikki struggled as his cock continued pumping. Her womb was hurting. It was filling up like a water balloon and like a balloon, she feared it might burst. Juma finally began withdrawing his cock and the pressure eased as his sperm was able to flow out of her cervix. Finally, he pulled out completely and the sperm gushed out between her legs. Juma grabbed his head between his hands again and seemed in pain.
Nikki had her own problems. She rolled over on her stomach and sat up on her knees to hasten the flow of semen from her womb. It seemed to go on forever. The volume of semen had not declined any from when he had cum earlier in her mouth. Nikki sat like this for over five minutes and the flow never receded. Juma placed his hands on her shoulders and pushed her forwards on all fours. His cock head found it's way to her pussy again. "Fuck me again, master," she moaned, wanting him, but not sure she could handle another fuck like the last one.
Juma didn't push more then the head of his cock in. He moved it around coating it with his sperm. His hand tightly gripped her ass, his thumb pushing hard against her anus. "And there were also sodomites in the land," said Juma bringing his cock head up against her sphincter.
The ass fuck hurt, but Nikki refused to struggle. 'My ass belongs to you, my black master,' she thought. She laid her head down with her ass up thrust to make it easier on him. If she was to spend the rest of her life as the black priest's slut, she would need to grow used to his cock in all her holes. Nikki felt some tissue tearing and knew there would be some blood. She reached under her chest and started playing with her nipples. The pain became bearable and she moaned as she had a small orgasm.
One by one the homeless filed in through the door Juma had left unlocked. They stopped to stare at the sight before them. Eventually they formed a semi circle and watched Father Juma take the ass of the buxom slut.
Many took their penises out of their pants and began stroking them.
Nikki never completely grew to enjoy the ass fuck from Juma's massive prick, but she didn't hate it either. After keeping up a long steady pace, Juma's cock began pumping her ass full of sperm. His ejaculate quickly filled her ass having nowhere to go until he withdrew his still squirting cock. His sperm rose to her sphincter and began pouring out. His semen seemed to have a soothing effect on her ass, it was a hot balm coating the torn tissue.
"What have I done?"
"Excuse me?" In shock, Nikki sat back up and turned around on the cot. Juma was blinking and clutching his head again. His eyes had lost their mad gleam.
"I fornicated with you."
"Yes, lover and it was amazing." Nikki reached over and grabbed the ten inch dangling cock which was incredibly still dripping sperm.
Juma stared at her hand on his cock, stroking it and soon the long phallus began to grow. "I remember everything. My mind wouldn't work."
Nikki kissed his cock head. She could see his testicles and she reached out to heft them. They were no longer burning up and were now as black as his skin. The reddish tint was gone. "I don't think this incredible cock of yours is supposed to go unused. You were meant to fuck Juma, not go celibate."
"My god, you are beautiful," said the black priest seeing Nikki for the first time. She was magnificent despite to sweat, sperm, and milk coating her body. "Is that an offer?"
"Anything you want. I just need this cock again." Nikki stroked the shaft and slurped around the head with her tongue. "We'll get you cleaned up and find you a place to stay where we can fuck everyday."
"Your mouth feel so good. Yes, I think your plan sounds..." Juma frowned as he stared down at her hand sliding along his shaft. Light reflected off her wedding ring. "You are married?"
Nikki paused. "Yes, but I don't care about him any more. He can't please me like..." Juma had pulled his cock from her mouth in horror. "What's wrong?"
Juma stepped back. "Adulterer!"
"No Juma!"
Father Juma scrunched his eyes closed and continued to step backwards. When he opened them, he pointed at Nikki. "To avoid fornication, let every man have his own wife, and let every woman have her own husband." Father Juma stepped backwards squeezing through the crowd.
"No! Don't leave me." Nikki cried. Crowd? She suddenly realized there was a large group of people watching her. A hand grabbed her head and turned it, a small penis pushed inside her open mouth. It tasted dirty and stank as did the crotch of the man. Nikki sucked it between her lips as he thrust it in and out fo her mouth. She sucked his prick, but stared angrily at the man. His tee-shirt was dirty and full of holes. He was old, maybe sixty, and had missing teeth. Nikki was pushed back on the cot and felt another man climb between her legs. This man appeared half black, but his cock was nothing impressive. Another man pressed a decent sized, but floppy penis against her nipple and squeezed out a small wad of sperm onto it. Another wad of semen splattered on her forehead from a man jerking off above her head. Nikki was aware of a large crowd of homeless men forming around her. This was going to turn into a gang bang unless she did something soon. Luckily, both the man fucking her and the man in her mouth came together. When they pulled out, Nikki was able to scramble to her feet and make a dash for her clothes.
"What about me?" asked a man. Nikki briefly paused to stare at an impressive, but dirty ten inch white cock. She shook her head, running for the door. They didn't follow her, but some tried to grab her as she ran past. Nikki was still nude as she stepped onto the street just as a police car sped past her, siren blazing.
Nikki sank back into the door and hastily dressed in her stained clothing. There were a few people on the street, but most were paying attention to the police car. Clothed, Nikki stepped out on the sidewalk and made to avoid anyone, conscious of her appearance. There was a female scream down the road. A woman was pointing at the crotch of a giant nude black man running crazily in front of cars down the road. The police were surrounding him, tazers drawn.
Nikki avoided the commotion and walked a block out of her way to get to her car. She passed Pole Dancers which was now open and had a muscle bound doorman seated at the entrance. The sex shop was open also. Her eyes fell on the biggest black dildo in the window. "Juma," she whispered, staring at it. Tears fell down her cheeks. She cried the whole way home.
Nikki Nipples Vs. The Glory Hole
12/01/08
Alex knew something unpleasant had happened to his wife at the homeless shelter, but she refused to talk about it. She seemed depressed and wasn't in the mood for sex. He finally decided to leave her alone.
It was Nikki that decided to initiate sex Monday morning. Alex awoke to find his wife sucking his penis early in the morning. She seemed frustrated with his dick. He had one of his unimpressive floppy half- erections. Luckily, when he fully woke up, his dick hardened enough for his wife to quickly mount him. Nikki ground her crotch against his before starting to bounce.
"Oh god Nikki! I love you," groaned Alex, lifting his head to suck his wife's breasts.
Nikki moaned when his lips clamped over her nipple. "I love you to," she cried. Nikki had finally come to terms with her behavior with Father Juma. She had been ready to run off with the black man and betray her husband. She did want Juma's cock again, but she still loved her husband. Guilt was driving her mad. Alex grunted beneath her. Nikki pretended Juma was laying under her. As she imagined riding the black man's massive cock again, the beginnings of an orgasm started to grow.
"Ah Nikki..." gasped Alex.
"Fuck me. Fuck me," moaned Nikki wishing Alex's cock were bigger.
"Ah Nikki?"
"Yes, Alex?"
"You're hurting me."
"What?"
"I came several minutes ago."
"Oh!" Nikki quit bouncing, but stayed impaled on his dick. Impaled wasn't the right word. She was sitting on a little bump. Without even moving, the little thing was shrinking so much it wiggled out of her pussy. There was a little stimulation on her clit, but otherwise she felt nothing. There was no feeling of satisfaction. There wasn't a load of hot sperm leaking out of her womb. She rolled over on her back. The strong feeling of guilt returned.
"That was wonderful honey," said Alex stretching. "I have an idea."
"What's that?"
"What say you leave your pills behind when we go on our honeymoon?" Alex rolled over and hugged his wife. Nikki didn't say anything and Alex grew concerned. "Nikki?"
Nikki wasn't completely ready for a baby, but she knew Alex was dying to have a son. "Alright," she whispered as her guilt over betraying him so often lately surfaced.
"Really?" He hugged her tighter. "You hesitated. Are you sure? I love you so much, I want to start a family with you."
"I'm sure," replied Nikki, but the thought truly horrified her. Nikki seemed incapable of being faithful to Alex. Despite all her efforts, fate was throwing into a weird variety of sexual encounters. She also seemed to have a growing preference for hung black men. The four she had been with lately were all deeply satisfying. She didn't know much about Jamaica, but assumed it was filled with Latinos like Cuba. She would be with Alex constantly and probably safe on their honeymoon. "Yes, I'm sure," she repeated with growing conviction.
"Mrs. Nicastro, you are going to make a wonderful mother." Alex kissed his wife and left for work.
**********
"Fuck me! Deeper. Harder," moaned Nikki. "This isn't working," she screamed in frustration. Nikki pulled the dildo from her pussy. It was hard shoving it in hard and fast like she needed and play with her nipples at the same time. The biggest problem was that the dildo was to small.
Nikki laid in bed and stared at the ceiling. She pictured Father Juma in her mind. Nikki's hand found it's way between her legs and started teasing her clit. Her other hand toyed with one of her nipples. She humped her finger needing something bigger.
Minutes later, Nikki was back in bed with the large cucumber she had bought yesterday to use in a salad. It was bigger then her dildo, probably ten inches long and impressively thick. She brought it down between her legs and pushed it up between her folds. Nikki moaned and pushed more in. "There it is," she cried feeling somewhat satisfied. She laid back and closed her eyes. "Oh Juma, fuck me with that big black cock." She moved the cucumber in and out. It made an awesome dildo. The bumps on it helped stimulate her pussy and a large bump slid back and forth over her clit. She finally came when she started playing with her nipple again. Nikki felt the orgasm growing and she lifted her breast up so that she could suck her nipple between her lips just as her mouth filled with milk.
Afterwards, Nikki purred and looked at the large cucumber, still slick with her juices. It would rot soon if she kept using it and what kind of person went around using a vegetable to get herself off with? Nikki needed something to keep herself satisfied, especially if she was going off the pill. She glanced at her little dildo and her mind flashed to the row of dildos in the sex store. They made bigger dildos, bigger and blacker.
An hour later, Nikki was in her car and heading for Los Angeles. She had stopped at an ATM to get money. Alex paid her credit cards and might have noticed any odd purchases. Otherwise, she could easily have ordered one online.
Nikki's face was flushed when she found herself driving through the city. Today wasn't a holiday like the last time she was in the city and the streets were a lot more crowded. Nikki passed the shelter and found herself looking down alleys for Father Juma. She thought she recognized several of the homeless she had seen on Thanksgiving, but there was no sign of the giant African. She drove past the sex store several times before she had the nerve to park.
Nikki got out of the car. She had dressed down for this trip. Her hair was pulled back and dark sunglasses covered her eyes. She was wearing white sneakers without socks and a Shark's sweat shirt and pants. She had found that her large breasts pushed the sweat shirt out making her look shapeless or fat. The outfit worked, few pedestrians bothered glancing at her. Nikki now walked past the sex shop several times, staying away from the entrance, close to the street. She stopped at a hotdog vendor and bought a soda which she quickly downed. This time Nikki walked past the sex shop, closer to the entrance and slipped inside.
A black man sat behind a raised counter. His eyes narrowed and followed her into the store. He grinned and his mouth showed missing and yellowed teeth. He was mostly bald, with gray hair around the sides of his head just above his ears. He was older and had a large beer gut. His bare arms were also flabby. He wore a white tee shirt covered in stains, mustard, ketchup, and several she couldn't identify. He was rather vile looking and Nikki nodded a greeting, thinking this was one black man I wouldn't fuck.
Despite her disguise, several patrons stared at her and Nikki assumed it was because she was the only woman in there. The patrons were a mixed group. Several were college guys and one was a suited business man. Two black men looked like gang bangers. There were three others who looked like homeless men, in dirty clothes.
"Can I help you?" asked the fat black clerk coming out from the counter.
"Just looking."
"What are you looking for? We got movies, ass plugs, hand cuffs, cock rings, leather gear..."
"Oh nothing like that," said Nikki taking off the big sunglasses. The clerk stared in her eyes and briefly his eyes flickered down her body, then back to her eyes.
"Edible underwear, lubricants or oils." The clerk watched the woman shaking her head, clearly wanting him to leave her alone until he said, "dildos." Her head stopped shaking briefly and he smiled again. "Ah, you're looking for a dildo. Well they are over this way. Follow me."
A red faced Nikki followed the clerk to a row of shelves with dildos of various sizes. There was a large variety of various sizes and shapes, some looking like real cocks and others just cylindrical and smooth or covered with bumps. Some vibrated and some had cock heads on both ends. "I'm fine now, thank you for helping me," she said nervously. Nikki reached out and picked up the dildo that Jill had brought for her. She pretended to examine it while the black clerk walked away. Her eyes fell on the one she wanted.
The dildo was dark black and realistically molded. It was advertised as a foot long and it was as thick as any of the real black cocks she had enjoyed lately. It was simply beautiful and perfect. It was a dildo that could keep her satisfied and free to have a baby with Alex. No more adultery, no more sinning.
The dildo was on the top shelf and Nikki reached up to grab it. As she stretched, her sweat shirt ran up above her navel showing off her tanned flat stomach. The shirt also hugged her bosom, tightening around her breasts until she quit tiptoeing and dropped back on her heels. When she turned around, the vile clerk was standing in front of her grinning again. "There's a woman who knows what it takes to satisfy her."
"Um.. How much is this one?"
"Fifty bucks. Is it for you or is it a gag gift?"
"It's for me... me best friend's bachelorette party."
"I see," said the clerk nodding and still smiling that ugly smile. "Is there anything else you need?"
"No."
"I'll take care of you at the counter then." The clerk bagged the large dildo in a dark black bag that hid it's contents. "Names Woodrow, but everyone calls me Woody. If you need anything else, let me know."



"Thank you." Nikki was thankful for the dark black bag. This had been embarrassing, but not that hard.
"Do you think your friend might like some movies?"
"I don't know," replied Nikki eager to get out of there and get home to try her new toy.
"We sell some interracial ones. Your friend can watch some big black cocks while she uses the dildo. Make her have second thought about marrying some white boy."
Nikki gulped. "How do you know she's white?"
"Just assuming. Well how about it?" said Woody.
"I don't have the time to look, but if you want to recommend one then I'll try it."
"Better yet, let me show you the booths and you can see what you're buying. Harold," he yelled watch the counter." Another fat, but younger black man came out of the backroom and took over at the counter.
"Follow me Miss."
"Will this take long? I need to be somewhere."
"Not long at all."
Nikki follow Woody down a narrow, dark hall to an intersection with another hall. There were eight door equally spaced along this hall. Woody led her to one door and opened it. "After you," he said stepping aside. The sounds of lovemaking came from the interior.
Nikki stepped inside the small dark booth. She gasped at the sight of the porn video playing on a medium sized screen. She had seen glimpses of porn's before, but before she had been so sexually charged. She had found them boring. Now her nipples were popping out, pressing hard against her specially designed bra. Her arousal level was already high from anticipation of playing with her new dildo, but it started increasing rapidly. The couple fucking on screen were white.
"Let me show you how to use this," said Woody slipping in behind her and making the booth tighter. He slipped the lock on the door and pressed against her rear end as he reached past her. "These six channels are all interracial."
"Stop!," Nikki yelled, then quieted. She was glad the screen was the only illumination because she was turning bright red.
"Like that one, do you?" asked Woody.
Nikki stared at the stacked blonde on the screen kneeling before a black man with a cock at least ten inches long. "Yes." The blonde appeared to be enjoying it. "I'll t-take that one if it's for sale. My friend should find it funny to go with the dildo."
"There's others," said Woody. Nikki watched his chubby finger reach out and switch channels. She felt his hard cock press against her ass as he reached around her.
"Jesus," murmured Nikki at the new scene. A woman was getting it from both ends. The scene was hot, but the two black men weren't overly endowed. The next scene showed a woman in a room with ten black men and Nikki gasped. The men looked like gang bangers and all had cocks of various sizes, several were very impressive. The next scene had a black photographer posing a white model in a bikini. Soon she was nude and sucking his immense cock. Nikki stared at the screen as Woody moved his hand off the channel changer, but he kept pushing his bulging cock against her ass.
Nikki felt Woody's hands on her bare hips as she stared at the black porn star's huge cock. She didn't realize that Woody's hands were under her sweatshirt until he started moving them up. "I've seen enough. Let's go," she whispered already knowing it was too late. The Great White Shark's logo on her shirt pushed out as the black man ran his hands over her breasts. He squeezed her nipples, pausing as if confused when he encountered the metal plates that capped her bra. "That's enough," she said trying to sound firm, but Woody just slid his hands down and up under her bra.
Woody felt the fat long nipples between his fingers and squeezed them. The woman's ass immediately pushed back against his cock and he grinned. He had her now. This woman had an incredible body hiding under the bulky sweat clothes. He released one nipple and slid his calloused black hand down her fit stomach and under her sweatpants and then under her panties. She moaned when his finger found her soaking clit. "I think it's you that likes the big black cock," he whispered in her ear.
"Yes," she murmured.
"Lets get you out of this outfit." Woody quit playing with her goodies and used both hands to pull her sweat shirt off over her head. He unhooked her bra and pulled it over her head. "I wanna see dem big titties." Woody spun her around. "Gawd damn!" exclaimed Woody as he stared at her nipples.
So ugly, thought Nikki as Woody pulled her into his arms. His flat lips pressed against hers and she kissed him back, opening her mouth to let his long slimy tongue inside. Nikki's tongue pressed back and slipped in his mouth. She shivered in disgust as she felt the gaps between his teeth.
Woody pushed her back. He sat on the bench and began running his slavering tongue around her nipples. His hands grabbed the waistband of her sweat pants and pulled them down over her hips, thighs, and knees until they dropped around her ankles. Her panties soon followed. Woody continued sucking and flickering his tongue over her nipples while one finger found it's way between her legs. His index finger slid along her slit several times, before he pushed it inside her.
Nikki groaned, her arousal and lust growing with each passing second. She humped the black man's fat finger, wanting it in deeper. She whimpered when he pulled it out. Woody was fumbling with his pants. He grunted as he managed to pull a very large cock from his pants. The thing was so hard, it had trouble bending. It sprang up fully erect when he pulled it out. His giant cock was over a foot long, not as big as Juma's, but one of the biggest she had seen.
It was dark in the booth and Nikki couldn't get a good view of it, but she did sense one thing about it. It stunk! Woody smelled like he hadn't taken a bath in several days, maybe a week. He cock stank of sweat and smelled of old semen. Nikki crinkled her nose in distaste and was relived when he didn't pull her down to suck on it. Instead, her pulled her forward and she straddled his lap as the big cock pushed past her labia. Soon she was bouncing in his lap and their tongues were dueling as they kissed. Her orgasm came quickly.
Woody pushed her back with surprise when his stained shirt turned wet. White fluid was dripping from the woman's giant engorged nipples. She had shot milk all over his shirt. "What the fuck!"
"It happens when I cum," she groaned, writhing on his cock.
Woody pulled her back into him. This time he clamped his mouth over her nipple and bounced on the bench. She soon came again and he gulped her milk down as fast as she produced it while her other nipple soaked his tee shirt again. "It's good," growled Woody, licking his lips. "Get off and turn around," he said suddenly. Woody spanked her left ass cheek when she paused.
Nikki jumped up off his cock, confused, but she complied. Woody pulled her back into his cock as she sat in his lap. Actually, Nikki was a little happy. This way she didn't have to look at the ugly black man. She could stare at the screen and pretend she was fucking a hunky black stud. Instead she found herself staring at a nearly foot long black cock that was sticking through a hole in the wall.
"Go on suck it," said Woody.
Nikki leaned forward and flickered her tongue around the head. Soon she took it in her mouth and sucked the tip. Woody wasn't fucking her now, he just kept his cock buried in her. His cock head was through her cervix and poised to flood her womb. Nikki was now off the pill, but she hoped there was still enough in her system to keep her safe. Woody was playing with her nipples while he watched her start to bob her head over the strange cock sticking through the wall. Soon his hands were soaked with more milk. The cock in her mouth began to grow and a large load of semen soon filled her belly. Afterwards, she watched the cock slowly grow limp until the man withdrew it.
The next cock was an unimpressive white penis, not much bigger then Nikki's husband. This man didn't have an erection problem though, as it was rock hard. It was very streamlined and straight, resembling a hard frozen hot dog.
"Get that little white dick out of here," said Woody. The man withdrew his cock and Nikki watched as the man's finger pushed through the hole with a twenty dollar bill folded between two fingers. He dropped the money on the floor at Nikki's feet. "Alright, she'll suck it," said Woody.
Woody pushed her head towards the hole as the white penis was pushed through again. Nikki resisted a little, but Woody just flexed his cock which sent tremors through her pussy. As she opened her mouth to moan, the small head of the white dick entered her mouth. He came quickly.
Another penis followed the white man's. Surprisingly, this one was black and uncircumcised, but not much bigger then the white man's penis. It was probably only six inches long. He must have had pretty big balls though, for he filled her mouth three times with his very rich tasting hot seed.
No cocks appeared after that. Woody decided it was time for him to get off. "Start working that ass," he growled spanking her. Nikki bounced in his lap, cumming once again. For the first time she noticed all the cum stains on the walls, now dripping with her milk. Her milk even splattered on the video screen. Nikki had one of the biggest orgasms of her life when Woody finally came. His hot seed sprayed, ejaculated, and, splattered, her now unprotected womb with his hot baby making juice. The thought turned her on for some reason and increased the intensity of her orgasm, but also brought her crashing back to reality.
"I wanna fuck that white pussy," said a voice.
Nikki saw another large black cock sticking through the hole. She also noticed a peep hole above the cock and an eye staring down at her. She looked back at the man's cock. It was uncircumcised and probably ten inches long.
"Well go ahead, fuck it," said Woody, pushing her off his cock and releasing a torrent of his sperm to soak her thighs.
"He needs to wear a condom," said Nikki. She was consciously aware that she had just let an ugly black man fill her unprotected pussy with seed. "I just went off the pill."
"I don't gots one," said the man.
Woody was grinning evilly. He reached down to his pants and pulled out a rubber. "I don't see what's the big fucking deal, but here take it. If anyone's put a baby in that sexy belly, it's me."
"Thank you," said Nikki gratefully. She turned and opened the condom. She unrolled it down the man's long penis. It was a long one designed to fit a large man like Woody.
"Here, I'll guide it in," said Woody as Nikki turned around and guided her ass back towards the man's cock. Woody reached behind her and carefully unwrapped the man's cock, palming the rubber before guiding the tip of the man's prick towards Nikki's sopping wet slit.
Nikki groaned in pleasure as the man's now unprotected cock slowly pushed into her. The man winked at Woody through the peep hole.
"Suck me," said Woody.
Nikki kept fucking the stranger's cock while bracing herself on the walls. She bent down to suck Woody's rejuvenated cock. It no longer stank of sweat, but it still smelled of pussy and it was coated in a fresh layer of viscous semen. She sucked on the head, but the booth was too tight for Woody's chubby body and Nikki's.
"Hold on and you can suck me through the hole," said Woody.
He exited out the booth and Nikki quickly bolted the door to keep any other strangers out. With the fat black man gone, she realized there was another hole where he had been sitting. Woody's cock soon pushed through the hole. Nikki now had room to both suck and fuck the two black cocks sticking through the holes. The strange depravity of the situation had Nikki cumming again. She came again when she felt the man in her pussy spraying her womb with his hot seed. He withdrew it when he was done ejaculating and Nikki hoped the condom hadn't come off inside her.
Nikki then kneeled and finished off Woody. For such a nasty ungroomed man, his cum was very rich and tasty. She swallowed every drop. "This was interesting, but I gotta get out of here," said Nikki.
"Not so fast, Nikki Nicastro," said Woody through the wall.
Nikki's eyes widened. How did he know her name? She suddenly looked around, but couldn't see her purse. "My purse?"
"I'll keep it at the counter. Now I want you to stay in there and service some more customers for me."
"Fuck you!"
"I have your name, address, and a surveillance video of you buying a black dildo. If you don't want your husband to see it, you'll do what I say."
"Damn you," said Nikki crying into her hands.
"I'll only keep you an hour or so, Nikki."
Nikki heard Woody leave and she remained crying while kneeling on the floor in a puddle of her milk and Woody's semen. After several minutes, a nine inch black cock pushed through the one hole. "Suck it for awhile, then fuck it," said the voice. Nikki didn't know it, but this was the other fat man who had taken over for Woody when he led Nikki back to the booths.
An hour or so, turned into four hours. One brown skinned cock fucked her tits through the hole as she squeezed them around his shaft. She kneeled between the holes and jerked off two average sized white dicks in each hand. One large penis replaced another in her pussy so fast, she didn't even see it. One man took her ass with a cock so small, it barely passed her sphincter. She jerked off four men and blew three more before she felt she couldn't take any more.
Nikki was about to dress and leave when an absolutely magnificent black cock pushed through the hole by the screen. It was at least fourteen inches and very thick. The thing was as hard as steel. "That thing I need to fuck," she said and the cock jerked as if nodding.
Nikki quickly backed into it. She reached behind her and guided the fat head towards her slit. She gasped in delight as the huge head entered her. The man began working it around, lubricating it and pushing it in deeper. Nikki came when only half the incredible cock was in her. More orgasms came with each additional inch and they grew in intensity. Her breasts seemed to permanently leak milk. Soon the cock head was probing her cervix, then through it and into her womb. "So good," she cried. "I love your cock. Fuck me."
"My rod and my staff will comfort you," said a deep voice.
Nikki's eyes flew open. "Juma!" she cried. "Fuck me Juma. Fuck me." Nikki was rewarded as the cock began rapidly pounding her pussy. Her constant orgasms turned her legs weak. It took all Nikki's will, to keep herself braced to receive Juma's thrusting cock. His cock grew and started having difficulty sliding through her cervix. Nikki knew he was getting ready to cum. "Impregnate me," she screamed. "Give me a black baby, master." His seed hosed her womb and filled it. Her abdomen started to hurt as his seed had nowhere to go making it swell like a balloon. Thankfully, he slowly withdrew his cock. It was still ejaculating as he removed each inch. It was still ejaculating as it left her. A wad of sperm coated her labia, then one landed on her ass cheeks. His seed was gushing from between her legs as Nikki quickly turned to stare at the hole. He was still ejaculating as his huge cock disappeared. A strand of sperm shot through the hole as she watched.
"Juma, wait for me," she cried. Nikki pulled her panties on, which quickly grew soaked as it plugged up all the sperm in her pussy. She strapped her bra on and then pulled on her sweats which were covered in wet spots from milk or semen. She left the booth. "Juma?" she called at the next booth, but it was empty.
Nikki returned to the store. Woody and the other fat black man were standing by the counter. The store was empty. Woody crinkled his nose in distaste at the sight of her. The nerve of the unwashed fat man with bad teeth to look distastefully at her, but then Nikki realized she must look a sight. Sperm was in her hair and dried flakes of it covered her face and clothing. "The last man, where is he?" she asked.
"Crazy fucking Priest. He gone by now. Flew out the door, he did," said Woody. "First time he's ever come in here. Usually just stares in the window muttering something about sinning, Sodom, or Gomorrah. Here's your purse."
Nikki caught her purse when he tossed it to her. "Thanks," she said out of habit. She shouldn't be thanking the jerk.
"No, thank you. You give great customer service, slut. Here's your bag and I threw in some free DVD's."
Nikki took it and turned to leave. She was still hurrying and hoping to catch Father Juma. Something about the Priest made her want to surrender her body and her mind to him. She half hoped he had impregnated her.
"Come back soon," said Woody.
"Fuck you," growled Nikki, exiting the store.
"I'll call you ,"chuckled the fat black man as he took out a roll of money and began counting it.
Nikki Nipples Vs. The In Laws
12/24/08
Nikki hadn't cheated on Alex in three weeks and there was currently no sign she was pregnant. Nikki was ecstatic. All she had to do was survive another week and they would be on vacation and alone together. Then she could have a baby with her loving husband.
"Here we are," said Alex, pulling his car on to the driveway.
Nikki gulped. "Oh boy. I guess this is it." Nikki got out of the car and straightened her blouse. It was a chilly day, for Southern California and Nikki was wearing khaki slacks with heeled sandals. She had on a pink blouse that had long gaps between the buttons. The material tended to stick out between the buttons giving glimpses of her belly and breasts inside. She tried to smooth them out, but it didn't work to well.
Alex got out of the car and popped the trunk removing their overnight bag. "Don't worry, you look great."
They walked up to the front door of the house and it opened before they could knock. The big bear of a man standing in the doorway grinned. "Alex, my boy." He hugged his son.
"Hi dad." Alex hugged his father back.
Nicodemos Nicastro was a large man in his mid-fifties. Nico was bald up top except for wisps of dark hair, but hairy everywhere else. He had hairy arms, legs, back, and his shirt was open showing off his hairy chest and a large gold chain. He tended to sweat a lot and always looked slick or greasy. Nico quit hugging his son and turned to Nikki. "Nikki," he held his arms open.
Nikki approached her father-in-law for a hug and watched his jaw drop as his eyes focused on her bosom. She entered his arms and they wrapped around her squeezing tightly. She felt the metal nipple covers on her bra pressing into his chest. "It's good to see you Papa Nico."
"You to." He pushed her back and continued to stare at her bosom.
Despite, the attention, Nikki did not feel the least bit uncomfortable. Papa Nico was a good man and a loving husband and father. The look on his face was one of surprise and shock, not lust. The only thing that made her uncomfortable was that after hugging him, his sweaty body had left wet stains on her blouse. "I know I look like a freak," she said.
"Nonsense, you look like Aphrodite! I don't know how old man Papadopolos could have a daughter as beautiful as you." He took his eyes off Nikki and threw his hairy bare arm around his son's neck. "Lets go inside and see Mama. Your brother's already here."
Nikki beamed at her father-in-law. Her father and father-in-law were good friends so his comment about her father was good natured. Not that Nikki could see how such good looking boys as Alex and Demetrios could have come from someone who looked like Nico either. Of course, their mom was an attractive lady and they probably got their looks from her.
They entered the house. Alex saw Demetrios coming down the steps. "Hey baby brother."



"Alexander the not so great," responded Demetrios. He was Alex's younger brother by about 40 minutes. The twins looked a lot alike, though Demetrios dressed like his father, Mediterranean style with his hair slicked back and shirt open to show off his chest. Demetrios did a double take when he saw Nikki. His stare wasn't lustful either, it almost looked angry. His face even scrunched up.
Alex's face looked smug, but the grin quickly disappeared and the two brother's gave a quick hug, patting each other on the back. "How's the family?"
"Good. Diane will be down shortly." Demetrios had committed the grave sin of marrying a non-Greek. Nikki tended to be treated like royalty and Diane respectfully. Nico and his wife, Artemisia did dote on Demetrios' two children, however. Children were the only things the Demetrios and Diane had over Nikki and Alex. Otherwise, the two siblings were vastly different. Where Alex was a well-off doctor, Demetrios, managed a fast food restaurant. He did alright for himself, but after having children, their money was stretched thin. Demetrios had hired Diane as a cashier and started dating her. She had been quite attractive as a teen, but a steady diet of fast food, combined with having two children had caused her to gain a lot of weight over the last five years. Basically, Alex made more money, had a better house, a better car, and a hotter wife then Demetrios. Demetrios had always been jealous of Alex. Even back in high school, Alex had been better at sports and gotten better grades then Demetrios.
Diane came downstairs dragging her two children with her. She looked haggard and unkempt. The five year old boy was crying and fighting his mother. The three year old boy was quietly holding his mother's hands. Diane handled the sight of Nikki's new breasts better then the men had. Alex had warned his family about Nikki's problem after her experimental breast enhancement procedure. Diane hugged Nikki. "How's my little nephews?" she asked bending down to tickle the littlest one.
"They're wonderful, a handful, but wonderful," replied Diane. "What about you? The clock is ticking, Nikki."
"Well, I shouldn't say anything, but Alex and I have started trying."
"What! Thatsa the best news I heard all day," said a voice behind her.
Nikki cringed and turned to see her mother-in law behind her. Artemisia wore an apron over her buxom build. She was a good looking woman at fifty and Nikki assumed the brothers got their looks from her side of the family. "Mama Nicastro!"
"My goodness, your boobsa are huge!" Artemisia held her daughter-in-law back so that she could stare at her figure. "How bigga are they gonna be if you have a baby? Whatsa matta with you?" Artemsia often slipped into adding vowels to the ends of her words when she got excited. Papa Nico accused her of having Italian blood somewhere in her family tree. "The family is all here. I love-a Christmas."
"Let's go have dinner. Boys, your suits are ready."
The Nicastro's ate early on Christmas Eve. It was a tradition for the three men to dress up like Santa Claus and go out Christmas Eve to ring bells for the Salvation Army. Papa Nico demanded they stay out until all the pedestrian traffic had left. Afterwards, the three men would go out and have a few drinks before coming home.
Nikki found dinner to be awkward, but she was the only one who seemed to notice. Everyone, laughed and got caught up except for Demetrios. He seemed to be brooding and would stare at Nikki's breasts under his brows. His face was still scrunched up, but lust had been added to the angry stare. Nikki saw him lick his lips once out of the corner of her eyes. She thought Diane, was great, but Demetrios could be an ass and a half. Diane's food was getting cold while she struggled to handle her two boys. The boys were hyper and kept knocking down their juice or eating with their fingers. Her husband did nothing to help her.
******************
Demetrios buckled the big black belt and looked at himself in the mirror. His wife sat behind him on the bed. She had managed to get the eldest boy to bed and was gently rocking the second hoping he would fall asleep soon. Demetrios frowned. How could such a good looking woman turn so fat in ten years? And she didn't even have the courtesy to get big boobs when she gained weight. Not like his brother's wife. Nikki had super-model good looks before her boob job. Now she looked like a fucking porn star. Alex always had everything handed to him on a silver platter. He was probably fucking that sexy bitch every night. Demetrios certainly would have been, if Nikki was his wife. He was no longer attracted in the least to Diane, but thankfully had a little something on the side at the restaurant. The teen was a little chubby and had self esteem issues, but she liked to fuck. "I'll be back late," he said grabbing the beard and Santa hat.
"We'll probably be asleep," said Diane. "Don't wake us, the kids will certainly be up early to see what Santa brought them."
Demetrios left his old bedroom and paused outside Alex's room. The door was cracked and he could hear Alex and Nikki talking.
"Promise me one thing," said Nikki. "When we have children, you'll help out with them."
"Of course, honey. Where did that come from?"
"Your brother. He doesn't lift a hand to help Diane."
"Yeah, he gets that from dad. Dad was very old school Greek. It's the mother's duty to raise the children. I on the other hand, would rather stay home and help you then go to the office."
Demetrios sniggered. Fucking Alex even thinks he'll be a better dad then me, he thought. Demetrios was about to leave when he heard something that made him even angrier.
"Don't forget our Christmas tradition," said Nikki, and Demetrios heard a loud kiss.
"I'll leave the suit on when I get home."
Dem3trios leaned and peaked through the crack in the door. Nikki and Alex were kissing again. They broke the kiss and Nikki added, "I've been a naughty girl, Santa."
Demetrios' eyes widened as Nikki dropped the robe she was wearing. She was wearing a red bra and panties, lined by white fur. She put Alex's Santa hat on her head and kissed her husband again. Her body was fucking incredible. Demetrios got a funny look on his face again. Not only was Alex, gonna fuck that sexy slut tonight, they were going to have kinky sex with him wearing his Santa suit. Demetrios was a little surprised by Nikki, his sister-in-law had always come off as a bit conservative to him every time he saw her. He'd even suspected she might be a little frigid. He'd make Diane suck his dick from time to time and he'd lie there thinking at least Alex never got his dick sucked. Demetrios' dick got hard as he watched one gloved Santa hand flick Nikki's bra upwards. Her enormous breasts seemed to pop out and she moaned as his gloved finger teased a nipple that had to have been an inch long.
"Ummh, don't go," moaned Nikki, but Alex stepped back and whisked his Santa hat off her head.
Demetrios heard steps behind him. His dad was coming out of the master bedroom. Demetrios hurried downstairs and was soon joined by two other Santa's. Papa Nico held out his hand and the two brother's drew straws.
"Damn it," said Alex, holding up the short straw. The short straw got the Wal-Mart shift. They'd be busy and open until midnight.
"Ha! I win," said Demetrios. He had the longest straw. He'd get a city block that would be quiet by 9:00. Demetrios shut up. He really had no reason to come back early and might as well wait for his father and have some drinks at the local bar. Alex had a reason to come back early and Demetrios almost offered to switch straws with his brother. Fuck him, thought Demetrios. Let him suffer. I don't want to come back to a snoring fat wife. Why should he get to come back and get laid by that sexy wife of his? Now if I were Alex, I'd want to get back and fuck Nikki as soon as possible. If I were Alex... Demetrios looked at his brother and father. In Santa suits, they were all the same height and looked alike. Could he get away with it?
"Lets go ring some bells," said Demetrios happily.
"That's getting into the spirit," said Papa Nicastro.
******************
"Free at last," said Artemisia. "Who wants some of my spiced eggnog?"
The three Nicastro women sat around the table and drank eggnog. "What's in this?" asked Diane.
"Rum, dear. Lots and lots of rum," Artemisia got up to pour the ladies some more. "You know the men will all stop off at the bar later, so why can't we have some fun?"
Diane's head hit the table an hour later. She jerked it back up and shook herself awake. "Whoa! I guess I'm out of here."
"You've been out for half an hour now," laughed Nikki. She was pretty drunk herself at this point.
"Booze puts me to sleep when I'm tired," said Diane. "And I'm always tired. Plan on being always tired yourself, Nikki. Everyone always says, your life is going to change."
"Well I ain't pregnant yet." Nikki winked at Diane as the heavier woman got up and shuffled her way drunkenly to the stairs. "I'm tired too, Mama Nicastro. I'll see you in the morning."
"Right behind you, dear," said Artemisia. "Let me put some of the grandkids presents under the tree and I'm going to bed too. Hopefully, I'll be out by the time Nico gets home and his drunken snores won't keep me up all night."
Nikki kissed her mother-in-law on the cheek and headed upstairs. She brushed her teeth and rinsed her mouth out with mouthwash. Nikki then dropped her robe and climbed on the bed. She laid back on the covers and posed sexily for Alex whenever he got home. The spiked eggnog had her half asleep and she hoped to take a quick nap before Alex got home, but the lingerie was rubbing her nipples. She writhed and arched her back as the horniness grew. Nikki slid her panties down and started fingering herself. Her other hand wrestled with the red bra she was wearing and pulled it off, so she had access to her nipples. "Oh fuck, I wish my dildo was here." She used the long black dildo almost everyday now. It was the only thing that kept her sexually satisfied. She squeezed her right nipple while fingering herself and was rewarded by a small unsatisfying orgasm twenty minutes later. Still, relieving herself put her fast asleep.
Nikki opened her eyes and saw Santa staring down at her with his mouth hanging open. "Santa, I've been naughty," she sleepily murmured.
"I can see that," said her husband, faking a deep Santa voice. "You're a naughty ho... ho, ho."
"Oops," squealed Nikki. She had fallen asleep with her hand still on her genitals and her left hand still over her right nipple. Nikki's old modesty returned and she adjusted her arms to cover her genitals and breasts.
Demetrios climbed on the bed and began unbuckling the large black belt around his Santa costume. Nikki responded by spreading her legs wide open for him. She began playing and squeezing her long nipples. Demetrios had no idea his brother's wife was such a slut. As soon as she touched her nipples, she began writhing in arousal, her hips thrusting up towards him. He quickly fished his prick out of his pants and lined it up with her slit. She was already soaking wet for him. A horny slut with huge tits and a shaved, wet pussy, Demetrios felt his eyes twitch with jealousy. Lucky bastard, he thought.
Nikki moaned as her husband's cock head pressed against her labia and clit, pushing her genitals in before it entered her. Nikki raised her pussy up into Alex's thrusting dick. "Oh Alex, it feels bigger then normal," she moaned. "Thicker too."
Demetrios eyes twitched again and they opened wide with surprise. The fake beard hid a huge grin that spread across his face. Alex had a little prick! He grabbed her knees and pushed his dick all the way in. They both groaned.
"Damn Alex, it's fucking huge," said Nikki wrapping her legs around him. It wasn't really huge, but it was huge for her husband. It felt an inch longer which was still small to her, but it also seemed thicker, both the shaft and the head. She had a sneaky suspicion, he'd gotten a hold of some Viagra. Not that she was going to complain. Apparently he enjoyed being told he had a huge dick because Alex grabbed her knees tightly and started slamming his prick in and out of her rapidly.
Demetrios wanted to throw his head back and shout with joy. His sister-in-law thought he was huge! Alex may have beaten him at life, but Demetrios had something his brother never could have- a huge prick. He couldn't pace himself. He needed to fuck her hard and fast. Demetrios released her knees and pulled his gloves off so that he could fondle her big titties. He pushed her hands out of the way and he began tugging and squeezing her fat nipples. Nikki threw her hands over her head and arched her back, pushing her breasts into his hands. He wanted to see those big melons squirt and at this pace he wouldn't last long. "Come on bitch, cum for me," he growled.
Nikki's eyes opened wide with surprise at his tone, but she seemed to like it. Her hips rose into his faster as they fucked. Demetrios could feel her nipples fattening up even harder. It reminded him of jerking off. His prick would swell up just before he came. Her nipples were fucking huge, as big as his wife's pinky finger. They even had holes on the end where- if Alex had told them the truth- milk would shoot out when she came. "Oh god Alex, I'm cumming. Give me a baby. I'm cumm..."
Milk shot out between Demetrios' fingers and he lost it himself. His seed entered his fertile sister-in-law as he watched small jets of milk shoot up several inches from her nipples. His spurting cock seemed to prolong her orgasm and several more jets of milk shot from her tits. Her fucking pussy was amazing. The thing was hot and wet. It gripped his cock, pulling it deeper, milking it for every drop of his semen. Demetrios kept his prick buried in her long after he had finished cumming. He just stood frozen, gasping for air and sweating under the Santa costume.
"Wow!" Nikki ran her hands up Alex's chest under the Santa coat. "That was the best fuck ever. You certainly didn't have a problem getting it hard tonight. Come here and kiss your wife." Nikki removed her hands form under the coat, grabbed the front and pulled Alex forward to kiss her. His lips met hers, but instead of their normal loving kiss, his tongue pushed in her mouth and the kiss turned lustful. His shrunken prick, reversed course and started growing in her pussy again. "You are full of surprises tonight," she whispered pushing him back and pulling his beard down.
Nikki screamed.
Demetrios quickly covered her mouth. "Sssh bitch, do you want to wake everyone?"
"Oh my god. Oh my god. Oh my god, No. No. This isn't real. I'm dreaming."
"If you are, it's a wet dream." Demetrios cackled as he began moving his prick in and out of her again. The look on her face was priceless. She looked horrified and distraught. Her hands were holding her head in disbelief. But, she was already fucking him back.
Nikki grunted and moaned. She was already horny and aroused again. He was playing with her nipples again, rougher then Alex would have and it was driving her pussy wild. "Asshole. Mother fucking asshole."
"Sister fucking asshole, to be more accurate."
"Why are you doing this?" Nikki grabbed his waist and pulled him into her as Demetrios removed his Santa coat.
"I hate my fucking brother, that's why. Alex, the fucking doctor with the big house and the hot wife. Alex the fucking messiah. Well Alex, I just made your wife cum and my dick is a lot bigger then yours, you prick. Oh yeah, I don't have problems getting it hard to fuck your wife with either. What's he got, a limp little dick?"
"Fuck you, asshole."
"Tell me."
Nikki moaned with lust as Demetrios squeezed her nipples tightly between his fingers. She thought he might have been trying to hurt her, but instead it was making her hornier. "Oh god fuck me. He's got a blood flow problem, you fucker."
"Tell me I'm better then he is, bitch" Demetrios squeezed her nipples tighter.
"Of fuck, so good. Oh fuck," moaned Nikki. "You're better then your brother." She immediately felt guilty, but it was true. "Your dick is bigger and harder and you really know how to fuck your brother's wife better." Nikki felt guilty, but betraying her husband was turning her on. An orgasm was building again. "Fuck your brother's wife, Demetrios. Show her how a real man fucks. I wish Alex had your big hard dick.
Oh my god, I'm cumming again."
Demetrios, felt her breasts expand and then milk squirted up from the nipples. The milk seemed to go up even further then it had the last time she came. "Tell me to give you a baby again."
"Give me a... NO! You can't cum in me again. I want to have Alex's baby. Pull it out."
As much as Demetrios would have loved to knock up his brother's wife and have them raise his child, he didn't want her divorcing Alex and making Demetrios pay child support. He couldn't afford raising three kids. Besides, he'd already cum in her once and the damage might be done. "Beg me."
"Pull it out. Please pull it out. I'll suck you off."
"Do you swallow?"
"Yeah, I'll swallow it. I bet your sperm tastes real good too."
"You got it bitch." Demetrios pulled out and sat back. His prick was hard, slick, and rampant with desire.
Nikki sat up and turned over on all fours. "Damn! It really is bigger then Alex's," she said. She reached out and stroked it several times. Demetrios' dick was a little longer and a good deal thicker, but the strange thing about it was the head. He didn't have the helmet head that Alex had, his cock head was flatter like a mushrooms. The head is what had pushed her genitals in. Nikki took it in her mouth and rapidly bobbed her head.
"Here it cums, swallow it all," growled Demetrios.
Nikki felt the flat mushroom head grow and then hot seed slid down her throat. His balls were about the same size as her husband and he didn't cum any more then Alex did, but then nobody's perfect. It only wetted her taste for sperm.
"That was great. We're gonna do it again some time."
"Get the fuck out of here and hope I don't tell your brother when he comes home." Nikki noticed another drop of semen forming on Demetrios' urethra and she licked it off the tip of his prick.
"You're not going to do that. Diane would divorce me and I'd tell Alex what a loser in bed he is and how much bigger my prick is then his."
"Get out." Nikki pushed him off the bed.
"I'm going." Demetrios collected his Santa suit and left. Nikki put her head in her hands and cried. Her brother-in-law stuck his head in a minute later and said, "Alex just got home. He's sitting in dad's comfy chair by the Christmas tree. Go tell him everything if you want or you can feel less guilty by going downstairs and fucking him like the slut you are."
Nikki threw a pillow at her brother-in-law who ducked his head out and left.
****************
Nikki crept down the stairs after cleaning herself up. She was wearing only her robe. She could see Alex sitting in the chair sipping some of his mother's spiked eggnog. He was still wearing his Santa suit and looked for the world like Saint Nick resting by the tree before flying off to his next house.
Nikki never really considered telling him. She had thought Demetrios was him after all. Plus, was that any worse then fucking a homeless black priest or two black garbage men or a black football player and his two white buddies or two Mexican landscapers or the coach who had sexually harassed her or a big obnoxious Turk or sucking off strange cocks in a glory hole or her ongoing lesbian affair with Jill? Well, he might like that last one. No, she would do what Demetrios suggested and give her husband a good fucking to show she loved him.



"Hello Santa," she whispered as she walked in front of the chair. "It's time someone gave you a present for a change." Nikki let her robe fall to the floor and Alex's eyes opened wide as he stared at her boobs. Nikki straddled his lap and kissed him. He hesitantly kissed back. His breath smelled of booze. She could feel his dick growing under his pants. She raised herself up and reached into his red pants.
Santa helped her and raised his hips off the chair to slide his pants down. He had already removed his black belt. Santa then brought his gloved hands up to her sensitive nipples and squeezed them like they were a new toy.
Nikki moaned and quickly grabbed the thick prick. She held it up and lowered her pussy over it until the huge head pressed against her genitals. Nikki paused with shock. The cock in her hands was hugely thick, at least as big as the cucumber she had used to masturbate with weeks ago. The tip was pushing hard against her genitals too. It felt flat and mushroom shaped like Demetrios' only bigger. The head pushed her labia and clit inwards stimulating them like no cock ever had before. "Oh no," said Nikki, moaning as the realization hit her as the flat cock head pushed inside her. She slipped her hands under his coat. The man wasn't wearing padding. He had a huge gut that was hairy and slick with sweat. "Oh no," she said again. "Papa Nico?"
"I'm sorry. I'm sorry," said her father-in-law. "I should have stopped you. I was in shock."
"I thought you were, Alex," moaned Nikki as she raised herself up and down several inches of his thick cock. She was lifting herself up enough that the ridge around his mushroom head would stimulate her clit and labia each time it exited and entered her. It was like having your pussy licked by the world's biggest tongue.
"I thought as much," replied Nico. "Oh god, your pussy is so hot." Nico moaned and grabbed her hips, guiding her up and down. "We should stop."
"Yes we should," cried Nikki lowering herself all the way down her father-in-laws prick. "Oh Papa, your cock is so thick."
Nicodemus quit guiding her hips and quickly unbuttoned his coat until his big hairy chest and belly was exposed to the air. He then ripped off his beard and hat before pulling his gloves off. "We really should stop, but I want to suck your nipples first."
"Do it Papa. Suck my tits, then we'll stop." Nikki paused in her bouncing long enough for him to clamp his lips around one of her engorged nipples.
****************
Demetrios crept down the stairway and flipped open the viewer on his digital video camera. His sexy sister-in-law wasn't going to tell on him if he had a video of her fucking her husband's dad and with a recording of this, she'd be his little slut to do whatever he ordered her to do.
The camera didn't work! Demetrios cursed under his breath and checked the disk. It was missing! Damn it! He must have left it in the camera case or at home. He watched them for a moment. He had fucked her so well, maybe she'd come to him wanting more, he convinced himself. He did have his phone. He took it out and snapped some pictures of Nikki fucking his dad. He really didn't want to watch his hairy old man having sex even with a woman as hot as his sister-in-law, so Demetrios turned and climbed the stairs to his bedroom.
****************
"I love sucking your tits, but we should stop Nikki. Alex should be home soon."
"Not just yet. Gonna cum soon. We'll stop then. Keep sucking my tits and fucking me, Papa Nico."
Nico growled and bounced in his chair, fucking her harder. He went to work on her other nipple and teased it with his tongue. Nicodemus tried to fight it, but the sperm was welling up in his balls. "Gonna cum, Nikki. Can't stop it. Get off."
"No not yet, I'm too close." Nikki slammed her pussy down and ground her crotch into his. Her pussy squeezed his thick cock as she came.
"Cumming," groaned Nico just as his mouth filled with milk.
Nikki was surprised at the strength of her father-in-law's orgasm. The fat cock was like a cannon, shooting off a strong stream of semen and prolonging her orgasm. Her orgasmic contractions caused her fallopian tube to dip into the pool of semen, taking his seed into her fertile womb. She continued to grind their crotches together while her pussy milked his cock for every drop of semen he had in him.
"I'm sorry," he said.
"Me too," responded Nikki kissing him on the lips. She knew that neither of them were really sorry. She raised herself off him. "I've got to get a closer look at that prick of yours." She kneeled in front of him. His cock was maybe seven inches long and as thick as a soda bottle. The head was strange looking, like a portabella mushroom. It was bigger and flatter then Demetrios' cock head. Sperm leaked from the head. She bent down to lick it up, hearing Papa Nico moan as her tongue flickered over the entire head. She pushed it into her mouth with great difficulty, knowing it was simply too thick to enter her throat. Nico moaned again and grabbed her hair, thrusting his cock to the back of her mouth, but just then they heard a key in the door.
"Alex!" he groaned pulling her hair until his cock flopped out of her mouth.
Nikki grabbed the robe and flew up the stairs. Nico grabbed his pants and shoved his stubby prick into them.
Alex entered the room as his dad was buttoning his coat. "What happened to you?"
Nico's chest hair and coat had milk splattered on them. "I spilled some of your mom's eggnog on me. Fell asleep with the cup in my hand."
"Old man. You can't even stay up long enough to drink until midnight."
"Well your brother backed out of having a drink with me, so I left the bar early. I think I did pretty good tonight."
"Me too, that damn place is always crowded and people are more generous on Christmas Eve."
"Well son, I'm going to hit the hay. The real St. Nick is on his way."
"Goodnight dad." Alex headed up the stairs eager to fuck his wife.
*****************
"Nikki, wake up," Alex said, shaking his wife. She groaned and he continued, "We're going out to breakfast and stop by Wal-mart for some last minute sales. Do you want to come?"
"Let me sleep," she groaned.
"Fine. I'll wake you when we get home. The kids will be eager to open their presents."
Nikki was asleep again minutes after Alex left the room. She wasn't asleep lone before someone pulled the covers off her nude body. She was lying twisted on her side and stomach. A hand reached out to touch her ass and rub her skin. One nipple was visible, it was hard and engorged from wear it rubbed against the bed's sheet. Her labia glistened with moisture. The man stared at the sleeping beauty before he growled with lust and pulled her up on all fours.
"Change your mind?" moaned Nikki as the man grabbed her hips. She felt the cock head pressed against her pussy pushing hard against her genitals. Nikki quickly turned fully awake. She looked behind her. "Papa Nico?"
"Sorry daughter, I had to have you one more time." He was kneeling behind her nude, but for the gold chain around his neck.
"I'm not complaining," she cried as his cock slid in and out of her pussy. "I love that fat cock of yours. We alone?"
"Yes, they've all gone to breakfast. I had to stay and keep an I on the ham in the oven. I'm gonna fuck this sweet pussy as long as I can."
"Do it, Papa. Fuck my pussy."
Nicodemos fucked her with steady slow strokes for awhile. He knew how Artemisia always liked his to essentially remove his entire cock with each stroke, so that the head stimulated her genitals each time he entered her. So that was what he was doing with Nikki. He watched as Nikki tried to lever herself with one hand and use her free one to toy with one of her nipples. She came almost immediately. He could hear the milk splatter on the bed sheets. Nico couldn't take it any longer and started speeding up. His beautiful daughter-in-law moaned, fucking him back. Soon she came again. This time, her pussy's squeezing tightly around his dick caused Nico to lose it. His stubby cannon blasted it's first was of semen deep into her contracting pussy.
Shortly afterwards, Nico was sitting up in bed with his back against the wall. His hairy chest and fat belly glistened with sweat as he looked down his torso at his son's wife sucking his prick. She was having difficulty with it's thickness and basically just jerking him off into her mouth. She seemed fascinated with his cock and he didn't last long, filling her hungry mouth with sperm.
Nico was surprised again when Nikki licked her lips after sucking him dry. She sat up and straddled him. His cock was still hard enough she guided it into her pussy. "Do you think you have one more load for me, Papa?"
Nico was surprised to find his cock reversing course and hardening again. He didn't think he had it in him at his age, but he was delighted. Plus, now her big tits were bouncing in front of his face. He quickly wrapped his lips around one nipple. His mouth filled with milk soon afterwards and again just minutes later. After he came inside her, Nikki wrapped her arms around his head and kissed him deeply. "This can't happen again," she whispered. "I love this thick cock, but I love your son even more."
"Agreed," said Nico rubbing her breasts for the last time. Her pussy squeezed tightly around his semi-deflating prick.
****************
"I apologize for forgetting the video camera's disk," said Demetrios.
"Dumb ass," said Diane angrily.
Demetrios looked at his wife in surprise. She rarely back talked him.
Nico interrupted. "Don't worry, we have a camera. Pictures will be good enough." Nico returned with a camera as the children eagerly started opening their presents.
"How'd Santa know we were here?" asked the oldest boy.
"He knows," said Artemesia. "That's all that matters."
Alex pushed a big gift over towards his brother. "Merry Christmas, Deme," he said.
Demetrios opened it to reveal a big screen HD television. "Alex! You shouldn't have."
"Alex?" whispered Nikki in his ear.
"I just bought it this morning. They're having a really good sale." Alex watched his brother admire the TV. "What's this?" he asked as Nico and Artemisia handed Alex and Nikki and envelope. Alex opened them and held up two plane tickets.
"We upgraded you to first class," said Nico. "Merry Christmas."
"And Happy Honeymoon," added Alex's mom.
Alex and Nikki took turns hugging his parents.
****************
Later, after a mid-day dinner, Nikki and Alex were taking their leave of his parent's house. Diane was upstairs and the kids were under the tree playing with their toys. The various family members hugged and Nikki gave her father-in-law an affectionate kiss on the cheek. She tried to hold her brother-in-law back, but he hugged her tightly and reached down to pinch her ass which was faced away from everyone else.
Demetrios then hugged Alex. "Don't be a stranger, little brother," said Alex.
"I should call you little brother," laughed Demetrios. "But no, lets get together sooner then normal." Demetrios winked at Nikki. "Maybe you can even have us over sometime?"
"That would be great," said Alex. He and Nikki got in the car and drove off. "What do you think he meant about calling me little brother?"
"Who knows?" Nikki shrugged and felt her face go a little pale. "He seemed to like the television. That was kind of you, honey."
"I thought it was time to bury the hatchet over some of our differences. What crawled up Diane's ass?"
"I'm not sure, but it was about time she told off that jerk she married." Nikki grinned remembering how Diane had snapped at Demetrios all morning and through dinner.
**************
Demetrios grin left his face as he climbed the stairs. He entered his room and saw Diane sitting in a robe on the bed. "How dare you embarrass me in front of my family," he growled waving his finger at her. "I know I forgot the disk, but..."
"Shut up, shithead," said Diane. "You didn't forget it. I heard you and Nikki last night. Fuck, the way you were going, I'm surprised you didn't wake your mother. I filmed you with the disk and hid it."
Demetrios face drained of color and he gulped. He was screwed. "Sorry, I just wanted to get Alex back."
"And fucking big tittied Nikki was a bonus? Well now you're fucked, Deme."
"I suppose you want a divorce?"
"No. I want things to be different from now on. Three things dickhead, first, you're going to help me more with the kids. Fuck it, you're going to buy me a weekend at a spa and you're going to watch the kids. I need the rest. Second, your going to quit seeing the teenage bimbo at work."
Alex's knees started to shake. Diane could take him for everything if she wanted. "Done," he said, What's the last thing?"
"I have needs to." Diane opened her robe and parted her flabby thighs. "Come eat my pussy."
The End
*
Next up, Nikki's final adventure.
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Nikki Nipples Vs. Jamaica
12/31/08-1/04/09
Wednesday, New Years Eve
Nikki was both exhausted and climbing the walls with horniness by the time the plane landed in Jamaica.
It had been a long tiring day. They had a two hour wait at the airport, they'd switched planes twice, once in Dallas, once in Miami, and they'd finally landed in Jamaica around dusk. She was horny because Alex had asked her to fly braless and she had foolishly agreed, but then she was agreeing to all his requests since sleeping with his dad and brother, not to mention a whole host of strangers.
Her braless nipples had her horny and ready to fuck by the time she carried her luggage out to the cab. Her nipples scraped her blouse each time a bump jarred the taxi. The stares of the toothless Arab taxi driver had her horny, not to mention the plane captain's stare when she boarded the plane. The air conditioning kept the plane cold and her nipples tingled the nine hours they were in the air. Nikki wanted desperately to get fucked and join the mile high club, but it would have been too obvious.
Both Nicastros were jetlagged and tired by the time the shuttle bus took them to their resort on a private beach in Jamaica. "Why are there so many blacks here?" she whispered to her husband.
Alex snorted. Geography and history wasn't Nikki's strong suit. If it wasn't about Greece, it didn't matter to her. "Jamaica's all black silly. Who did you think lived here?"
"I thought it was like Cuba or Puerto Rico."
"Oh," said Alex, guessing that didn't sound so dumb after all.
They checked in at the front desk and a porter led their way to their room. It was a third floor suite with a balcony overlooking the tiki bar, pool area and the beach. A large crowd was currently at the bar and there was plenty of dancing. The porter stood around waiting for the couple, but they kept staring down at the partiers. Finally, he turned and left.
"I think we forgot to tip the porter," said Nikki.
"Oh well, I'll get him tomorrow. Lets unpack and join the fun," said Alex.
"First things first." Nikki pushed her husband down on the bed and nearly ripped her blouse off. She moaned as her massive bosom was exposed. She undid her shorts, watching Alex fumble with his pants. Soon she was mounted on him, aggressively grinding into a crotch that could never satisfy her. Luckily, Alex knew what to do and he fondled, sucked, and teased her rampant nipples until she had a small orgasm.
Alex slid to his knees after Nikki dismounted him. He leaned over and kissed just under her navel, close to where her pubic hairs had once started before she shaved. "Get to work, boys," he said, kissing her again and willing his sperm to do it's job and impregnate her.
They showered together to freshen up. The spraying water and the fact that her husband kept running his soapy hands over her breasts had her horny and ready to fuck again by the time she'd dried herself off, but then Nikki couldn't remember when she hadn't been horny over the last two months. She even tugged Alex's penis a few times to see if he could go again, but it didn't stir. His blood flow problem never let him get erect more then once a day and sometimes no more then once a week and even then, it might be too floppy to fuck. She hoped he could do it again tomorrow on their anniversary.
Alex was using the bathroom. He made sure Nikki wasn't watching before popping a little blue pill into his mouth. He wasn't about to let his blood flow problem ruin his vacation. Nikki was in for a big surprise tonight.
Nikki rummaged through her luggage and pulled out a pair of lacy sheer panties. She stepped into them, then removed a body hugging little black dress from her suitcase. She checked through the rest of her lingerie and underwear, frowning. Nikki quickly unpacked everything. "Alex, have you seen my bra?"
Alex blushed a little. "I removed it."
Nikki's face went white. "I wish you had asked me first."
"Sorry. I just felt that this was the chance for us to go a little wild. You can wear your bikini all week to make me happy and go nude when we're in our room... and on certain beaches."
"Ha! I agreed to the bikini on the beach, but nothing else."
"I'm ready," said Alex. He had dressed in a pair of white shorts, a Hawaiian shirt, and flip flops.
Nikki slipped on her little black dress, but found her nipples were just too prominent through the material. She pulled it back off, used her bikini top as a bra, and put the dress back on. Unfortunately, the bikini was so tight, it didn't make much difference, but Nikki wore it anyway.
The couple left their room, walked down the stairs, and joined the party at the bar. The crowd was festive and energetic, but the Nicastro's were too tired to dance. There was only one stool available at the tiki bar which Alex graciously allowed Nikki to sit on while he stood nearby.
The bartender was a huge black Jamaican who introduced himself as Devon. He had huge arms and a hard unattractive face. Long dreadlocks fell down his back. He was wearing a Hawaiian shirt, unbuttoned to show off his hard muscular chest. A shark tooth and shell necklace hung around his neck. He was wearing tight bicycle style shorts and Nikki shivered when she saw the impressive bulge stretching the front of the shorts out. Devon had very black skin. He looked straight down Nikki's dress at her impressively displayed cleavage while he listened to her drink order.
They were on their third drink by the time the stool next to Nikki opened and Alex could sit. They drank some more. Devon was very busy running back and forth to customers. He had a black native helper who worked as a waiter . Some New Years Eve noise makers were being passed around by the time Nikki's chin fell to her chest and she jerked herself awake. "I don't think I'm going to make it," she said to Alex. He didn't respond and Nikki noticed her husband had laid his head down on his arms and was asleep at the bar.
"Too much to drink?" asked Devon, coming up to them.
"Mostly jetlag, but the booze doesn't help." Nikki stood and nearly fell back down on her stool.
"I'll call the porter to help you to your room," said Devon.
"That won't be necessary." Nikki shook Alex, but he didn't stir. "On second thought, yes call him."
"Curtis, come here," yelled Devon.
Curtis, was a thin black man with dark black skin. He had helped Nikki and Alex with their luggage earlier. Now he was enjoying a drink with the crowd. He had removed his uniform and was wearing a white tee shirt and cutoff jean shorts. He was a very dark black too. "Yo mon, what do you want?" he asked Devon.
"Can you help this couple to their room?"
"Sure mon, but I don't want to miss the fireworks."
"You still got forty-five minutes to midnight."
"Alright." Curtis openly stared at Nikki's cleavage, then his eyes ran down to the outline of her nipples. He noticed how tired and drunk she seemed. She looked about to collapse from exhaustion. "I'll get the gentleman first."
"Thanks. We'll tip you, Curtis."
Curtis worked his way under Alex's arm and hefted him up. He carried the passed out Alex over towards the hotel's stairs and struggled to help Alex up the two floors to their room. Curtis had a master card key and let himself in. He dropped Alex on the couch. He walked over to the balcony and looked down on the crowd. He could see Nikki at the bar. Her elbow was on the bar and her head was resting on her hand. It looked like she had her eyes closed. Curtis went back over to Alex and tapped his pockets until he felt his wallet. Curtis removed Alex's wallet and rifled through it. The comatose man had about eight hundred dollars inside it. Curtis whistled, removed a fifty, and pocketed it while slipping the wallet back into Alex's pocket. "That's for stiffing me earlier, fucker. Well well, what's this?" Speaking of stiffys, the man had a little boner pushing against his shorts. Curtis then left the room.
Curtis was back ten minutes later, carrying a nearly comatose Nikki under his arm. He adjusted her body so that his arm was under her breasts while he fumbled for the card key. He let himself in and readjusted Nikki's body. He held her back to his front. He could feel his cock stirring as her ass pressed against his crotch. He cupped her enormous bosom in his hands and led her over towards the bed and past the still sleeping Alex. He tossed her down on the bed and took in her incredible body. He couldn't believe how far her nipples pushed out the material of her dress.
Curtis looked over at the sleeping Alex before turning to walk over towards him. "You mind if I check out yo wife's titties, mon?" He grabbed Alex by the hair and moved Alex's head so that it looked like he was nodding. "Thanks, mon."
Curtis returned to the sleeping Nikki. He reached down and pulled the straps off her shoulders, then pulled the top of the dress down and under her tits. He whistled when he saw her bikini top. The bikini's material was so thin, her entire nipples were visible under it. He glanced back at Alex before returning his attention to Nikki. He reached behind her neck and untied the top. He pulled her entire top off. "Damn! Thems some tits." Curtis looked under her breasts, but couldn't see surgery scars. "Mind if I touch these, Mr. Nicastro? Mrs. Nicastro? Well then, don't mind if I do."
Curtis reached out and shivered as his hands closed over her E-cup breasts. They were simply amazing. He could detect no signs of implants as he squeezed them. He turned his attention to her nipples and was surprised to see them swell up as he pinched them. Her entire areola puffed out before her nipples grew to at least an inch long. Even more surprising, Mrs. Nicastro moaned as he teased them. She even writhed a little on the bed.
"Hey Mr. Nicastro. My cocks getting uncomfortable, mon. Mind if I take it out? If you don't want me to, say something." Curtis grinned, his white teeth standing out against his dark black skin.
Curtis fumbled with his jean shorts and let them drop to his feet. He wasn't wearing underwear. His cock was already hard and stuck out at least a foot. It was also quite thick and looked odd sticking out of his thin frame. His ball were large and matched his cock size. His scrotum and penis were as dark as his skin, with the exception of his foreskin which was even darker. "Might as well take this off too," he said, pulling the tee shirt over his head. Curtis was clad only in sandals. His frame was thin, but very muscular.
Curtis went back to playing with Nikki's nipples. He curled his fingers up and flicked her left nipple. Instead of flinching, the sleeping woman moaned some more. Curtis then bent down and took one nipple between his black lips. He sucked and pulled on it with his lips, circling the nipple with his tongue. She continued moaning and arched her back, pushing her nipple deeper into his mouth. Curtis reached out and grabbed the hem of her dress, he pulled it up until he could reach his hand in between her legs. Her panties were soaked. He pushed his finger against them and swore Mrs. Nicastro raised her hips into his finger. He pulled his lips off her nipples and said, "You pretending to be asleep?" She didn't answer.
Curtis stood and walked to the top of the bed. "You mind if I rub my cock on your wife's lips, mon? Say something and I'll stop." Alex's only answer was a loud snore. "I didn't think you'd mind." Curtis grabbed his cock just under the head and pulled his foreskin down. The bulbous cock head that emerged was the lightest thing on his body, but still a dark brown. Moisture glistened on the tip. He pushed it down and rubbed it around Nikki's lips. Curtis pulled back, grabbed her hair and turned her head towards his cock. He leaned down and pinched one of her nipples. Nikki moaned, opening her mouth, and he pushed his cock head inside. Nikki's lips closed over it and her tongue flickered across his urethra. Curtis groaned. The bitch was a horny slut semi-comatose, he couldn't imagine what she would be like fully awake.
"I wish you was awake, Mrs. Nicastro," said Curtis, while Nikki continued to suckle on his cock. "Then I'd shove that big black fuck stick all da way down your pretty white throat." He suddenly yanked his cock out. Her lips seemed to lean forward, wanting his dick again. She smacked her lips twice, her tongue flickered out and ran across her lips. Then her head fell back on the pillow and turned back towards the ceiling.
"Your wife's pussy is having trouble breathing, mon. I'm gonna take her panties off. Any objections? No. Good then." Curtis rolled Nikki's dress up. His rock hard cock jerked when he saw her sexy white panties. She had a shaved pussy and it was visible through the thin lace of the panties. He rolled her dress all the way up above her navel taking in her flat sexy belly before pulling the top off her dress down until just a thin circle covered her ribs. He then pulled her sandals off.
Curtis leaned down and slipped his tongue around Nikki's belly button unto a little pool of his saliva formed inside. He licked and kissed his way down, yanking down her panties as he did so. When he reached the smooth patch of flesh where her pubic hair should be, he paused and lifted his leg over his shoulder. Curtis took a big whiff of her pussy before burying his face in it. His tongue went crazy, sliding up and down her slit, twirling around her clit before he sucked her engorged clit between his lips. Nikki groaned. Her legs opened and she began humping his tongue. Her head thrashed a little and still, she slept.
Curtis couldn't take it any longer. He stood rapidly and forced his stiff prick to bend down towards her pussy. He pressed the big head against her soaked pussy and ran it up and down her slit, pushing against her labia as he did so. "I really wants to fuck yo wife, mon."
"Fuck me, Juma. Shove that big black cock in me," said Nikki, groaning with lust.
Curtis didn't know what a Juma was, but he didn't have to be told twice. He angled down and watched her pussy lips push inwards before parting around his cock head.
BOOM
Curtis jumped. The noise came from outside. A quick glance at the husband showed he still was fast asleep. Curtis pushed his cock in deeper and saw fireworks. Literally. The New Years Eve fireworks were going off out over the water. Shouts of "Happy New Year" came from the beach crowd. He worked his cock around, juicing it up and shoved some more in. Her pussy squeezed down around his shaft. He could feel her pulse on his cock. Her pussy suddenly expanded and Curtis' eyes opened wide as Mrs. Nicastro's breasts suddenly exploded. Twin jets of milk shot off to the sides from where her big jugs hung over her chest.
BOOM
Curtis pushed his cock in deeper until he banged against her cervix, he angled the head to push it through and into her womb before he buried it and their crotches grinded together. He leaned forwards and pulled her breasts upwards by her nipples. They were slick and wet with the white liquid. He began fucking her faster, her pussy gripping his cock tightly. He felt it balloon up again. The nipples swelled up between his fingers. She came again. Curtis quickly tugged one nipple until it was pointing towards his face. Milk shot out again, the tip of the stream just reaching his tongue. Curtis pulled his tongue back into his mouth to taste it. Mrs. Nicastro had arched her back when she came. Her mouth was open as she cried in ecstasy. So were her eyes. She stared deeply into his brown ones. Then she smiled. Her eyes closed and her head fell back down to the pillow.
"Oh ah," went the crowd outside as the firework display climaxed.
Curtis pounded her pussy as fast as he could. He was sweating and grunting. "What's that Mr. Nicastro," he gasped. "You want me to knock your wife up? Gladly mon." Curtis buried his cock and felt the first blast of his black seed, spray the young wife's womb. She bucked her hips into his spurting cock. She came again and Curtis thought the milk shot out even farther this time. She didn't wake up this time, but her lips settled in a satisfied smile. Curtis was grinning too. He slowly pulled his cock out, stroking the exposed part of his shaft to deposit every last drop of his seed in her.
He pulled out and watched his sperm well up to the surface of her pussy. Her lips were red and engorged, still swollen from their lust. He wasn't about to clean her up. He wanted his sperm filling her pussy as long as possible. Maybe, the loser would go down on her and taste a black man's cum or maybe she'd mount her husband and Curtis' sperm would coat his little white prick while the hot wife wondered why her husband felt so much bigger last night. Curtis' cock had been hanging down, but it reversed course at his nasty thoughts.
He couldn't leave the husband dressed and on the couch. Curtis sat Mr. Nicastro up and struggled to undress the white man. He smirked at the man's penis. It was even smaller then he would have guessed. This was one man who wouldn't be strutting around on the nude beach. He carried the comatose husband over to the bed and deposited him next to his wife.
Mrs. Nicastro had rolled over on her stomach. The sexy bitch even had the hottest ass Curtis had ever seen and he'd seen a lot on the nude beach or wearing thongs. He grabbed her cheeks and squeezed them like he had her breasts. He spread her cheeks apart and stared at the puckered rosebud of her anus. His cock leaped up between his legs. "Risky," he muttered.
Curtis had to fuck her ass. Near their luggage was a bottle of suntan lotion. He grabbed it and held it over his cock. The smell of coconuts filled his nostrils as the liquid fell along his shaft. Curtis tossed the bottle aside and stroked his cock until it was slick from the lotion. He then pulled the white wife back until she was on her knees with her head buried in the pillow. Curtis aimed his fat cock head up with her anus and pushed.
"Ugh," growled Nikki into the pillow.
Curtis watched her ass stretch wide and then his cock slipped inside.
"Aargh," growled Nikki. "Umm, yes. That's it fuck my ass. Gimme that big black cock."
Either the bitch was awake and teasing him or he wasn't her first. Judging by the ease with which she was accommodating him, Curtis guessed his wasn't the first black cock she had shoved in her. The thought disappointed him a little. "Your wife's a whore," he said to the sleeping Alex.
Curtis pushed his cock in as deep as it would go, which was impressively deep. He couldn't remember any woman taking so much of his cock down their ass. Curtis began pumping as fast as he could. His large scrotum slapped her thighs and pussy becoming soaked with their mixed cum while he pounded away.
At one point, Mrs. Nicastro screamed into her pillow and shivered again as if she had cum. Curtis had never made a woman cum while butt fucking them. Well, once, but she had to diddle her clit the whole time.
Eventually, he bellowed as his balls emptied deep in her bowels. Once again, Curtis milked his cock as he slowly withdrew it.
The thin black man was gasping as he struggled with his clothes. When he was dressed, he rolled Mr. Nicastro on his side and entangled his legs with Nikki's.
"That was for stiffing me, you cheap bastard. Stiff me and I stiff your wife." Curtis then let himself silently out of the room. He slowly walked down the stairs to the tiki bar.
"Where the fuck have you been?" yelled Devon, the bartender. "I needed your help around midnight."
"You're not going to believe what I just did, mon."
Thursday, New Years Day
Nikki awoke before dawn with a killer headache. Alex was laying on her and she was amazed at the mess between her legs. "Wow! I need to get you drunk more often," she whispered. Nikki pushed her husband off her and pulled her legs up, holding his sperm in her. There was a surprising amount of semen for Alex and she hoped it would do it's job and knock her up. Actually, it was an amazing amount of semen for Alex. Her pussy felt full and there was a large sticky wet spot between her legs. Her ass even felt squishy like it to had been well fucked.



Nikki needed to urinate and couldn't hold his sperm in much longer. She leaped off the bed and nearly stumbled as the world seemed to spin. She shook her head to clear it and finally made it to her bathroom. Her ass squished the whole way leading her to believe Alex had indeed fucked it. "Husband, you are a surprise," she muttered sitting on the toilet, trying to force his sperm out of both her ass and pussy. Her biggest concern was whether or not Alex would be capable of going again over the next few days.
Nikki crawled back into Alex's arms and soon fell fast asleep.
Nikki woke up, pleased to see that Alex could indeed go again. His stiff little prick was nudging against her thighs as he spooned her. She lifted her leg and guided him in. His hand came around and cupped her breast. He lasted long enough to give her a small orgasm. Small enough that her milk only dribbled out of her nipples instead of spraying from them. "Happy anniversary," he whispered.
"Happy anniversary," she replied. "You were an animal last night, darling."
"I was? I can't remember."
"I woke up earlier, a complete mess from all the sex."
"Well good for me, I guess." Alex smiled, presuming the ED pill he had popped had worked. "Let's hit the beach."
The Nicastro's felt better after some aspirin and a shower. Nikki put her bikini on and a wrap around skirt to cover her bare ass. Alex pulled his swim trunks on, left his chest bare, and slid his feet into his flip flops. Nikki packed a bag with towels and suntan lotion. The two headed downstairs.
Nikki and Alex walked outside and past the tiki bar. Their porter was setting up some beach chairs. "Good morning," said Alex. "I'm sorry, but I believe I forgot to tip you yesterday."
Curtis had a broad grin on his face. He nodded at Nikki and stared at the outline of her nipple against her bikini material. The stare made her uncomfortable, but it also swelled her nipples a little.
"I need to break some of these bills. Can I get you latter?" asked Alex.
"No problem, mon," replied Curtis. He winked at Nikki, making her frown.
"Are there any more private beaches within walking distance?"
"Sure mon, turn right and walk about a mile. The area has some rocks people go behind for privacy all the time."
"Thank you," replied Alex. "That sound good to you, Nikki?"
"Sounds great."
Nikki and Alex held hands for awhile and walked down by the water. They marveled at the clearness of the water as opposed to California and at the glimpses of colorful fish they spotted. "I might try snorkeling sometime," said Alex. "I think I see the rocks up ahead." They passed some clusters of people. "Most of these women are topless."
"Not on your life," replied Nikki.
"Not even for my anniversary present?"
"Not in public, maybe if we find a private spot."
Alex whooped with joy. They saw a native standing on a rock that jutted out over the water. He was casting a net a schools of fish. "Is that man nude?"
Nikki looked up at the native fisherman. He had white dreadlocks that fell down his back. "That does look like a bare ass."
The native hauled his net in and turned to dump his catch in a bait bucket. When he cast the net back out, his front was revealed to them. "Look at the size of that penis," said Alex, whistling surprise.
"That is one big black cock."
Alex looked at his wife in surprise. That was unusual terminology for her and he didn't like the way she was staring at the fat sausage swinging between the old man's legs. She looked awed by it, but then again so was he a little. He'd seen men a little bigger then he was in the gym shower, but this guy was bigger then them, soft. Nikki was amazed by it and she didn't even believe in interracial mingling. She was a liberal democrat, but had voted against Obama, simply because he was the product of interracial marriage.
"This looks like the place," said Nikki.
"This is awesome!" Alex led his wife deep into the rocks. The area was covered with private cubbies in the rocks and dunes. It was very private and close to the water if they wanted a swim.
The fisherman watched them disappear.
"For you, my lady," said Alex, laying out a big beach towel for her. "And now for some pictures of my lovely wife...Shit!"
"What's wrong?"
"I forgot my camera."
"Aw, too bad. No pictures of me to show your doctor buddies."
"I'll be back."
"Seriously Alex. We have plenty of time to take some pictures. Stay with me."
Alex grimaced a little. "Naw, I really wanted to take some pictures." He didn't tell Nikki, but he also wanted to walk down to the water and try to snap a shot of the fisherman's penis. His friends wouldn't believe that either. "It shouldn't take more than an hour. I'll pick us up some food. Get some sun. Take your clothes off."
Nikki laughed. "Go ahead and get out of here then."
***************
Louie hooked one of the baitfish he had netted on his hook and cast his rod out towards a small reef. The old fisherman sat the rod down in a nook on the rock and looked around, his eyes blinking in the bright early sun. The male tourist who had just led his big tittted wife into the rocks emerged nearby. The white man waved and said something to him. Louie waved back, but didn't respond. He watched the man head off back down the beach, walking briskly back towards the vacation resort.
Louie's cock extended an inch, then plumped up a bit. The fat head of his cock emerged a little from it's foreskin as the cock rose up a little. White tourists hiding in the rocks were usually sunbathing nude and he had a strong desire to see the sexy woman's big breasts.
He climbed down the rock, deciding to sneak up to her and take a peak to see if she were nude sunbathing. It was easy to find her spot. All he had to do was follow the husband's footprints in the sand. Louie knew the nooks and crannies well. The husband had found the best spot. A rock wall protected sunbathers from the wind while a low dune allowed the sun to shine brightly on the spot until late afternoon.
He peaked around the rock. His cock rose another inch at what he saw. The woman wasn't nude, but she had lost the skirt. Her body was simply amazing and her bikini top was so tight it looked like it might snap and fly off at any time. She was standing on a blanket, rubbing lotion on the exposed top of her bosom and chest. Her arms, belly, and legs were already glistening from lotion. As he watched, she slowly kneeled down on the blanket before laying down.
Louie grinned and slowly crept towards her. He grabbed her bottle of lotion, emptied some on his hands and began rubbing her back. She jumped at first, but then relaxed.
"Changed your mind, honey?" moaned Nikki, thinking Alex was coating her back with lotion.
Louie rubbed down to the small of her back and ran his large black hands over the woman's smooth olive skinned ass cheeks. He moved down to her legs. He worked his hands inside her thighs and was rewarded as she parted her legs for him. He then moved his body between her legs. He squirted some more lotion on his hands and worked back up to her neck. His fingers pinched the string hanging off her bikini knot and slowly pulled in untied.
"I think the string is small enough Alex. I'm not worried about a tan line." Nikki felt him move the strings off her back. "Oh, very well. Just don't expect me to go nude in public."
Louie worked his way back down her back. His hands slid around her waist to the two knots tied over her hips. He quickly pulled them loose.
Nikki didn't object. She just gave a sigh of tolerance with her husband's antics. At least the spot was pretty secluded.
Louie grabbed the bottle of lotion again. This time he squeezed the fluid out along the length of his cock. It was sticking out it's full thirteen inches now and the head had fully emerged from his foreskin. Fluid was dripping from his urethra in anticipation. He worked the lotion along the shaft of his cock making sure it was well lubricated. Sunlight now glistened off his shiny black cock. He grabbed the woman's hips and pulled on them.
"What?" groaned Nikki. Louie pulled until she climbed up on all fours. "Seriously Alex, what? I'm trying to get some sun." Then she felt the head of his penis slide up and down her slit. "Oh!" she gasped. "You are full of surprises." Alex pushed and the second the huge cock head entered her, she knew it wasn't her husband. Nikki's slut body was already pushing back into the large invading cock as she looked behind her.
The old black fisherman was kneeling behind her legs. His dark black skin was shiny with sweat as he concentrated on forcing his thick cock deeper in her pussy. He had long white dreadlocks falling down his back. The man was probably close to sixty. He grinned at her. Nikki turned to look away in disgust. The man's teeth were rotted and some were missing. His teeth made an average unattractive man, hideous. Still, his cock was big and Nikki pushed back into his thrusts.
Louie needn't had bothered with the lotion. The woman was wet enough to start and as his cock pushed inside her, her pussy got even wetter. Her fluids were dripping down his shaft and falling to the sand and blanket. It was going in easier then anticipated too and he got the impression, his wasn't the first big cock she had. Her pussy seemed to love having his cock in it. Her muscles were squeezing his shaft tightly, pulling inwards as if wanting more. Soon his cock head was banging against her cervix. He angled his shaft upwards and pushed, feeling the head enter her womb. The woman struggled a little.
Nikki came to her senses when she realized his powerful spray gun was now pointed at her womb. "Don't cum in me." She turned to look at him to make sure he heard. "You can fuck me, just don't cum in me. I'm not using protection. Understand?"
Louie looked at her and nodded. He grabbed her hips and started slamming his cock in and out of her. His balls made slapping sounds against her wet thighs.
Nikki moaned. This was a good cock. This was a great cock. This was a wonderful big black cock and it filled her wonderfully. "Gonna cum. Fuck me. Fuck me harder with that big cock." Nikki pushed hard back into his thrusts and a big orgasm broke. Milk sprayed her blanket, soaking it. What seemed like seconds later, milk sprayed her blanket again. She was barely finished cumming when his cock left her pussy. "Don't stop now," she begged.
Louie pushed down on her ass and lifted her until she complied and rolled over on her back. His eyes lit up with wonder at the sight of her boobs. They were surprisingly firm for their size, but they still hung fell off the sides of her chest. Her nipples were huge too and they were wet and glistening. Pearly white drops were forming on the ends and he could see more signs of white fluid on her mounds. He reinserted his cock, the woman grabbed his hips, pulling him in deeper.
"Gonna cum again," she moaned.
Louie watched her breasts swell slightly and then suddenly, jets of milk were shooting up nearly a foot in the air. He bent down and opened his mouth as a stream of milk entered it. He lowered his head until his lips clamped down over her breasts. One last stream of milk striking the back of his throat. The woman seemed to like this. Her hands grabbed his dreadlocks and pulled his head down hard over her tit. His tongue swirled around her nipple, teasing and flickering over it. The thing swelled again. She bucked her hips into his thrusting cock as more milk filled his mouth. He gulped the rich fluid. It tasted better then any cows or goats milk he'd tasted.
Louie released her nipple and fell on top of her. He detected a hint of distaste as their lips crushed against each other. There was a moments hesitation as his tongue entered her mouth, but soon they were dueling as they kissed. They were grunting as their bodies thrust together. Milk suddenly soaked his chest. This woman was her own dairy farm. His cock was growing as the flared head pushed in and out of her cervix.
"Pull out," she begged. "I love it, but I can't get pregnant."
Louie slammed his cock forward and blew his first and most potent jet of semen directly in her womb. The woman groaned, but didn't object. Instead, she gripped his hips with her legs and held his cock deep in her pussy as jet after jet of seed shot out from his cock.
When Louie was finally done spurting, he sat up and pulled his cock out. Sperm immediately welled up in her pussy and leaked out.
Nikki looked up at the ugly man's grinning face and down at his beautiful, still rampant cock. "Ass! I told you to pull out." He just stood there staring and grinning at her. "Why didn't you pull out?"
Louie looked at her. He grabbed his ear and tugged on it saying, "I'm def."
"What?"
"I'm def. Kant hear."
"Oh shit!" Her head fell back. A grin spread across her face from the feeling of satisfaction his cock had given her. He walked on his knees up towards her face and pressed his still hard cock towards her lips. She licked and cleaned his cock. Suddenly, it occurred to her that Alex would be back soon. "Get out of here." She made shooing motions with her hands, then pointed at her wedding ring. The black man took the hint. He winked at her, got up and left.
Nikki looked at her body. She was a mess. Sperm was leaking out and coating her thighs. Her breasts were slick with milk from the many large orgasms the native had given her. She ran down to the water to wash up.
****************
Alex tried hard not to stare at the fisherman's huge black penis as they approached each other walking on the beach. The man was holding his bait bucket with the net wadded up inside and his rod was over his shoulder. The black man's penis looked even bigger up close, more swollen. It took the sight of his nude wife to distract Alex from the huge swinging penis.
Alex couldn't believe it. Nikki was emerging from the clear blue water near their rocks and she was completely nude. She looked like a sea nymph or Venus emerging from the sea, she was so beautiful. All his fantasies were coming true on this trip.
The fisherman was almost upon him. Alex was grinning with delight, hoping he'd be able to sneak some pictures of Nikki frolicking nude in the water. "Good morning," he said absently to the black fisherman.
"A wonderful morning, mon," replied Louie.
"It sure is," said Alex, staring at Nikki. She must have decided to risk a nude swim the moment the Jamaican left his fishing spot.
The fisherman winked at him.
Friday, 1/02/09
"Again?" groaned Nikki as Alex nudged her from behind with his little penis. She parted her legs and let him inside.
Nikki was tired and hung over. They had spent the evening drinking at the tiki bar. It was a slow night and they had joked around with Devon the bartender who apparently liked them, buying the Nicastro's lots of shots.
When they stumbled up to their room, Alex stripped to reveal a large boner. As large as he could get anyway. He finally confessed to getting pills to help with his erection problems.
"These pills are great," groaned Alex, pounding her from the side.
Nikki barely felt anything after the deep fucking the fisherman had given her. Alex squirted and she fell back asleep. She awoke to his shaking her. "Nikki, I called the concierge about getting a quick golf game in this morning."
"Great, I'll stay in bed," she moaned.
There was a knock at the door. Alex walked over and pulled it open. Curtis was standing there, smiling. "We can fit you in this morning, Mr. Nicastro, but you must leave now."
"Fantastic," said Alex, wondering why Curtis was looking over his shoulder. "Ah yes, I owe you a tip, don't I." Alex reached in his wallet and pulled out a twenty. "This will make up for the other day too."
Curtis looked past Alex. "No problem, mon. I'll meet you in the hall."
Alex shut the door and went to grab his sunglasses. He froze realizing what Curtis had been staring at. Nikki was spread out on the bed. The sheet had risen up covering only her belly, exposing her legs and crotch as well as her huge breasts. "Rude of him," grumbled Alex. "Last time I tip him."
Curtis was waiting in the hall. He led Alex downstairs to the shuttle bus and waved as it drove off. Curtis had his pass key out a minute later as he hurried back to the Nicastro's room. Curtis ran his pass card through the lock and pushed the door open when he heard the click.
Nikki was laying on her side now, but the covers were still askew. The black porter quickly stripped and climbed in bed behind her. Curtis lifted her leg and nudged the tip of his cock against her pussy.
"Seriously?" muttered Nikki in her sleep. "Let me sleep, Alex." Nikki squeezed her legs tightly shut.
Curtis knew from the other night that her breasts were over sensitive. He reached over her and started twirling one nipple between his fingers. The sleeping wife groaned and lifted one leg up. Curtis pushed his cock into her pussy.
"So big, Alex," murmured Nikki. Nikki opened her eyes when she felt the thickness of the cock pushing into her. She glanced over her shoulder at the grinning black face of the hotel porter. "Just what do you think you are doing?"
"Just a little amenity provided by this fine resort." Curtis pushed his cock all the way in.
"That's one big amenity!"
"Thank you. I am quite proud of my customer service skills. Now roll over on your back so I can see dem big titties." Curtis pulled out and Nikki rolled over on her back. He then climbed on top of her and reinserted his penis. They both moaned as it slid in.
Nikki moaned and arched her back as Curtis kneeled between her legs. Her pussy tightly squeezed his big cock as he played with her nipples. For some reason, the image of his face hovering over her as they fucked seemed familiar.
"How come these things squirt out milk? You pregnant?"
"No," she sighed, "They just do. Wait! How did you... You fucked me the other night didn't you?"
"Yeah. You begged me to fuck you and your husband watched us."
"My husband watch... Cumming!" Nikki's pussy and breasts exploded as the orgasms hit suddenly.
"Damn! Your tits are amazing," said Curtis, rubbing his finger around a pool of milk before bringing it up to his mouth and licking it off. "Don't worry, pretty lady. He was passed out at the time."
Nikki sighed with relief. The porter wasn't moving, so she grabbed his hips and started pulling and pushing them to give him the hint. He still paused, fascinated with her breasts. "Come on and fuck me. Work that big black cock."
Curtis took the hint. He winked at her, grinned, and cupped his arms under her legs. He started moving his cock in and out, slow at first then picking up speed. He still stared at her breasts. The nipples glistened with milky fluid from her last orgasm. They seemed to swell up and for a moment he thought they might pop. Instead, they spit a long stream of milk nearly a foot off to the sides as her breasts were hanging off the sides of her body. He heard her scream with pleasure as she came. He kept fucking her. The next time her nipples swelled, Curtis roughly grabbed her breast and aimed the nipple at his open mouth as he bent over it. Milk shot into his mouth and he licked some off her lips. She came once more, but Curtis missed the signs as he was starting to grunt and sweat. "You on da pill, beetch?"
"No."
"You want me to pull out and cum on dem sext titties?"
Nikki paused, staring at the skinny black man. His skin glistened with sweat from his exertions. She could feel the big black cock sliding in and out of her cervix, his pee slit pointing at her womb each time he buried it. His face was strained with exertion.
"Hurry up you sexy beetch." He released her legs to squeeze her tits again.



Nikki brought her hands up to his chest to push him off her. Instead, they slid to his hips. Her legs squeezed tightly around his waist. She squeezed him tightly and pulled him into her. "Cum in me. Fill me with your seed." The porter collapsed on top of her. She could feel his hot cum hosing her womb. Her pussy exploded in orgasm as milk soaked the black man's chest. Going off the pill had been a mistake. She felt addicted to having a big cock cum in her pussy.
Curtis rolled off her, gasping for breath. "I got to get back to work soon, but you have time to clean my cock off."
Nikki complied as Curtis reached over and pulled her up. She slid down to his still plump, but limp cock and started licking their combined cum off of his huge shaft. Her tongue flickered over his urethra as some leftover sperm welled to the service. She squeezed his cock and jerked it forward, wanting more. It hardened in her hand and soon she was sucking his big shaft as fast as she could. The porter grunted and grabbed her hair to guide her speed. He seemed in a hurry, wanting it fast. He lasted a long time, but soon his cock swelled and his hot cum was filling her mouth. Nikki's pussy felt full of sperm, but still the man's cock was pumping mouthfuls of his semen as fast as she could swallow.
Curtis rolled off the bed and used her bathroom. He pissed before washing her milk off his chest. When he was presentable, he walked back out into the main room and began dressing. "I come back and fuck you more first chance I get, Mrs. Nicastro."
Nikki had stood off the bed and was waiting to wash up herself. Rapidly liquefying sperm was pouring down her thighs, making her all sticky. It felt strange standing nude before a dressed black stranger. Two months ago, she wouldn't have stood nude in front of her husband.
Curtis straightened his white porter's uniform and held out his hand for her. Nikki stared at his open palm. The arrogant bastard wanted a tip! She snorted and shuffled over to her purse, holding her legs together to keep more sperm from dripping out. She retrieved a twenty and walked over to the porter. "Thank you," she said.
"My pleasure ma'am. If you need anything else, just ring the front desk and ask for Curtis." He winked, turned and left her.
Nikki shook her head in disbelief as it occurred to her that she had just paid a man for fucking her.
****************
Nikki wrapped a sarong around her waist to cover her bare ass and left her room. The bed was a mess and she needed the maid to service the room before Alex got back from his golf outing.
Nikki found a cot in the sun and sat down on it. She let the sarong fall off as she laid down on her back. Dark sunglasses covered her eyes. Curtis was over at the tiki bar talking to Devon the bartender. They were laughing and staring at her. She hoped Curtis had enough class not to be over there bragging about fucking her.
After awhile, Curtis left and Devon came over to her. "Good morning Mrs. Nicastro. Can I get you anything?"
"Hello Devon." His eyes were sweeping her body and she felt her already hard nipples, puff out some more. Devon was wearing his Hawaiian shirt, open to show off a chest rippling with muscles. He still had his shark tooth necklace on. He wore tight bicycle shorts to show off his impressive bulge. "I'm starved. Could I order a chicken sandwich and have the bill sent to our room?
"Of course, Mrs. Nicastro. Anything to drink?"
"Sure, I'll have a bloody Mary."
Nikki laid out for hours. She took several dips in the pool, rolled over on her stomach to let her bare ass get some sun, and took a short walk on the beach without bothering to put the sarong back on. Devon waited on her all day and she had enough drinks to make her a little tipsy.
Alex showed up late afternoon and joined her. They swam together, hugged and kissed once. The physical contact, cold water, and alcohol had her climbing the walls with horniness, but instead of her husband, she wished he would go away long enough she could call Curtis back to fuck her. These thoughts immediately had her feeling guilty.
Devon came back over to their cots. "I'm about to get off. Can I get you anything else?"
"Two more beers," said Alex.
Devon came back with two beers and Alex tipped him. "You're a nice couple. I have a couple six packs on ice. Care if I join you and we can share them?"
"That sounds great," said Alex. He seemed to love befriending a native whenever they were on vacation. "I am getting tired of being in the sun though. Want to join us in our room?"
"That would be great, mon," replied Devon.
"That alright with you, hon?"
Nikki shrugged her shoulders. "Sure," she said. Devon was a pretty nice guy, but the truth was that she felt tipsy enough, she wanted to take a nap. Booze and sun always conspired to knock her out.
Nikki stood and dived into the pool to clean the sweat and lotion off her body. She swam across to the other side and then returned. Alex ogled her as lustfully as any other man as she slowly climbed the ladder out of the pool. The water soaked through her bikini, making the material cling to her breasts even more then the tight bikini did when dry. There wasn't a male nearby who wasn't watching her at that moment.
Nikki toweled herself dry until she felt clean. She wrapped her sarong back around her hips and slipped her feet into her flip flops. Devon joined them as soon as she was ready. The large black man had 4 six packs of Red Stripe beer in his hands. Alex took two six packs off him and the three made their way up to the Nicastro's room.
"Lets use the balcony," said Alex. He opened the sliding glass door and walked outside. The sun was setting and the balcony was now shaded and cool. It was a lovely evening. Standing, they could look down on the bar and pool area. Plus, they had a great view of the clear blue Caribbean sea. Alex and Nikki sat down on a cushioned wicker loveseat while Devon plopped his massive frame down on a plastic chair. Devon took out a bottle opened and popped off three caps, passing out the beer when he was done.
Devon asked them a lot of questions about California. He had never left Jamaica and seemed fascinated with Hollywood. Alex eagerly questioned the black man about local history, pirates, fishing and snorkeling.
"If you want to snorkel, mon, I have a brother who can take you out to a private reef tomorrow."
Alex's eyes lit up. "That sounds great. What do you think, honey?"
Nikki frowned. "I can't really see myself swimming around with sharks, eels, and jellyfish." Alex looked so downfallen, she continued, "But why don't you go. I need to visit the bazaar and by some souvenirs for everyone back home." Nikki did need to go shopping, but the thought of spending another morning with Curtis kept surfacing in her thoughts.
"I feel guilty leaving you for a second morning."
"Nonsense Alex. We are here to have fun. You like golfing and swimming with the fishes. I like shopping. Plus, it's only for a half day right?"
"Sure thing, mon," chimed in Devon. "Can I use your phone? I'll call my brother and have him ready for you. He'll only charge you for gas. He doesn't have a good paying resort job like me. He spear fishes everyday to feed his kids."
"Thanks Nikki," said Alex. "We'll have a romantic evening when I get back tomorrow."
"Sounds great." Nikki leaned over to kiss her husband.
Devon returned and sat back down. "You're all set, mon. Take the shuttle bus down to the marina in the morning and he'll be waiting."
"Thanks Devon."
"No problem, mon. Another beer?"
Nikki felt a grin spreading across her face and she quickly wiped it off for fear her husband would notice. She would leave a message for Curtis to come to her room the second Alex left. What could one last fuck hurt? She'd never see him again. She needed his big black cock slowly moving in and out of her pussy. If she'd could have snuck her large black dildo on the plane, she might not have needed his services. No, she needed a real cock, throbbing with heat and power, and two huge sperm filled balls that could cum again and again. Nikki squirmed in her seat at the thought. Any pretense she had a remaining faithful to her husband was taking a backseat to her addiction.
Nikki laid back and closed her eyes. A cool breeze flowed over the balcony railing. It blew on her damp bikini. Nikki's nipples grew, stretching out the bikini material. The areola puffed out. The bikini was stretched so taunt, little goose bumps were visible through the material. The little bumps popped up all around her areola as she thought of Curtis fucking her again with his giant cock. Nikki dozed off.
"I did in college, but Nikki won't go for it."
Nikki opened her eyes. Devon was staring at her body. She should have changed after the pool. He was holding up a bag filled with a green plant. "What's that?"
"I was asking yo husband, if you two smoked weed," said Devon. "This is da finest Acapulco gold there is."
"Isn't that illegal?"
"You won't get in trouble here." Devon had already taken out some papers and was skillfully rolling a joint.
"Honey, can I?" asked Alex.
"Go ahead." Her husband was so predictable. Smoking marijuana with a native Jamaican was probably a dream come true for him. He loved immersing himself in local culture, yet he always stayed in a well protected resort.
Nikki watched Devon light the joint. He puffed twice and then held it out to her. She shook her head and he passed it to Alex instead. Alex inhaled and immediately coughed. "Sorry," he said hoarsely. "It's been years."
Nikki's nostrils were filled with the sweet scent of marijuana smoke. She watched Devon inhale deeply. Her eyes wondered down his impressive dark black chest. He was as well built as any man she'd seen lately. He might even exceed Max the ex-football player in musculature. Her eyes continued down to his tight biker shorts. She came fully awake when she saw his bulge. She'd noticed it earlier, but his cock had suddenly taken form. It looked half swollen and uncomfortable as it ran down one leg. That can't be his cock head, she thought. The end of his shaft was capped by a huge egg shaped head bigger then a golf ball. The head reached to the rim of his shorts like it was about to push through. She estimated the length of his shorts from crotch to hem at fourteen inches. Devon was as big as Juma!
Nikki felt her pussy squirt. She sat up a little and stared at the two men passing the joint. They finished it and Devon lit another. Her head was swimming and she realized she might be a little stoned. Had she caused his cock to swell up? There was no doubt he had been staring at her body all night. Fuck, he'd been staring at it all day she'd lounged by the pool. He'd spoken with Curtis earlier. Had Curtis bragged about fucking her. Did Devon know she was a slut for a black man with a big cock? Her pussy squirted again. So did her nipples. Nikki glanced down at her breasts. The bikini was wet around her nipples. She was leaking milk! This was new! She'd never been so aroused, her nipples leaked. She stared at Devon who was staring back at her breasts. Her eyes flickered down to his cock. The head was pushing past the hem of his shirts. She could see his pee slit. The light from their room even glistened off the fluid leaking from it. She looked at Alex to see if he saw it, but he looked half asleep. Nikki reached out for the joint as Alex dropped it when he dozed off.
Alex shook himself awake. "I gotta piss," he said, stumbling to his feet.
Nikki looked at the joint in her hand and decided to try it. She brought it up to her lips, inhaled, and held it in her lungs. She breathed the smoke out through her nose as she passed it back to a grinning Devon. She coughed a little.
Devon stood and plopped down in the loveseat next to her. "Not bad," he said, patting her back as she coughed. He handed the joint back to her without taking another puff. She inhaled it again.
"Good stuff, isn't it, hon," said Alex, returning. He stumbled onto the balcony and collapsed in Devon's chair.
"It is good," purred Nikki. "Everything feels so alive." She passed the joint to Alex, who puffed and gave it back to her. Devon didn't reach out for anymore himself.
Devon moved his hands up to her shoulders. "Your wife's breasts are amazing, mon. Mind if I see them?" He fingers gripped the strings behind her neck and pulled the knot undone.
Alex blinked in confusion. "Weird request," he mumbled. "I guess so."
Nikki's bikini top was already falling to the floor of the balcony. Nikki felt Devon's fingers tugging at her waist and she looked down to see her sarong fall open around her crotch. "Not the bottoms," she whispered seeing Devon's fingers reaching for the bikini string.
"Her breasts are beautiful, mon. Firm for their size and I don't see scar marks. You are one lucky man."
"Thank you," said Alex, grinning with pride.
"Mind if I touch them?"
Alex didn't have time to answer before Devon's big black hands were running over Nikki's breasts. He instantly felt jealous. No man had ever touched those breasts. Alex was startled by the contrast of Devon's darkness against Nikki's smooth olive colored skin. She must be stoned or drunk because it was strange that she wasn't stopping this. Her panties were even wet. Devon grabbed and tweaked one of Nikki's long nipples and the wet spot on her panties quickly turned darker.
"Can I suck on them?" Devon leaned down and sucked one nipple between his thick dark lips. His dreadlocks fell down along his face obscuring Alex's view.
Alex cleared his throat. "Ah, you probably shouldn't be doing that." He was surprised to see his wife's hand grab Devon's long hair and pull him tighter against her breast. She was moaning too as this went on for several minutes. Alex fidgeted, aware that his penis had turned hard. The large black islander's hand was at Nikki's crotch, and it was moving around. Suddenly, Nikki screamed and Alex watched milk shoot out from her visible breast. The jealous hit him again. He was no longer the only man who had made Nikki cum.
Devon sat up and licked milk off his lips. "Curtis wasn't fucking lying about the milk," he gasped. "Mon, I need to see your wife naked."
Alex sat straight up. "Now see here," he said becoming aware that Devon's hands had been teasing her genitals through the bikini top and were still trying to finger her through the material. The hands slid to her waist and skillfully untied her bikini bottoms. "I think we need to slow down." Alex had never seen Nikki's genitals so engorged. Her clit was puffed up and sticking out. Her labia was already parted like it craved getting fucked. Everything glistened with moisture.
Devon pulled back leaving a gasping Nikki spread out on the chair with her legs wide open. "Sorry mon, I didn't think you'd had a problem showing off her gorgeous body. Well she's nude now. Tell ya what, mon, to make it fair, we'll get nude too." Devon stood up and let his Hawaiian shirt fall back over his shoulders. "Come on, mon, strip."
Alex shook his head confused. This wasn't what he had in mind. However, he stumbled to his feet and pulled his shirt off over his head. His drug addled mind was telling him that this might just be another island tradition. Most islanders walked the beach nude after all. He fumbled with the buttons on his shorts and let them drop down around his ankles. Alex was pulling down his underwear when he looked up and saw Devon working his tight shorts past his knees. "Oh my god! That thing is a monster." Alex stared in awe at the swinging monster cock between the black man's legs. Nikki's hands were reaching out for it. "Nikki don't touch that thing."
Nikki's hand hesitated, but Devon grabbed it and placed it around his stiffening cock. His cock immediately grew another inch and it continued to grow as she started stroking it. It went from hanging down, to sticking straight out, to angling upwards at a 90 degree angle. It stopped at around fourteen inches. A huge serpentine cock head was emerging from a tightly stretched foreskin. "Let her touch it, mon. See she likes it."
Alex could understand her fascination with the black monster cock. He was fascinated with it too. Alex had spent his whole life feeling emasculated because of his penis size and erectile dysfunction, but this was ridiculous. His biggest surprise was that instead of his penis crawling up into his scrotum, it was rock hard. His little penis was as hard as he'd ever seen it and it was only a third of the size of Devon's. Damn, but the black man's testicles were gigantic too. Each ball was as big as two of Alex's fists combined.
Nikki was leaning up to get a closer look. She was pulling the foreskin back to see the entire dark black cock head. Devon rested on meaty black hand in her dark hair and pulled her forward. "I think your wife wants to taste it, mon."
"My wife would never..."
Nikki wrapped her lips around the head and took it deep in her mouth. Her tongue swirled around the head and teased his pee slit. She forced her head forward until his cock head pushed into her throat. Devon's cock was as big as Juma's and she would do anything the possessors of such a cock demanded of her.
Alex watched in awe as his wife swallowed more of that big black cock then he would have thought humanly possible. She couldn't swallow it all, but she took nearly a foot of it. Her cheeks were bulging out obscenely and she was breathing through her nose. How could she be so good at this when the only one she had ever practiced on was himself? Worse, while one hand was steadying the base of his cock, her other hand was between her legs fingering her wet pussy. She was moaning around the big shaft. No Nikki, don't enjoy it.
"Why don't you jerk off that little worm while your wife sucks this big Jamaican cock, said Devon.
Alex was suddenly aware that his penis did want relief. If it wasn't his wife sucking on a big black cock three feet in front of him, this would have been the best porn show ever. He spit in his hand and wrapped it around his throbbing five inch penis. "At least you can never fuck her with that thing," said Alex, now stroking his prick.
"You think so, mon."
"Yeah, it's way to big for her. It would never fit."
"Sure it will, mon." Devon pushed back on Nikki's head, until his big cock sprang free, now glistening with saliva. "Here, I'll prove it will fit." Devon pulled Nikki to her feet and sat down in the chair. He turned her around so that she was facing Alex as he pulled her back into his cock.
"Wait! I didn't say you could..." cried Alex.
"Watch and learn, white boy." Devon pushed his cock between the folds of Nikki's labia and his cock head slid inside. Alex could see everything between Nikki's spread legs. She squatted fucking the tip, before straddling his lap and letting more slide inside her. "See, mon. It fits."
"Alright it fits, you can stop now."
"Do you want me to stop, pretty lady?"
Nikki moaned in ecstasy. "No. I want you to fuck me with the big black cock. I need big cock."
"Nikki, no!" groaned Alex. His penis suddenly squirted, semen covered his thumb and forefinger.
"Look at you, mon. That thing is pathetic. No wonder she's begging me to fuck her."
"No! Nikki tell him it isn't true... Ssspth." Alex shook his face as he was sprayed with milk. He'd never seen Nikki's breasts shoot out this much milk or this fat. He was three feet away!
"I hate to tell you this, mon," grunted Devon. He was bucking in the chair trying to slam his cock into her as she bounced in his lap. "She took me too easily. She's had big men before."
"Nikki?"
"It's true. Lots of big cocks. Lots of black cocks. Love fucking. Oh god, cumming again!" Her husband covered his face as more milk hit him. "I'm a slut. Slut for big cocks. I love them. Love them in my ass and mouth. Pussy needs them deep in me. Fucking me. All the time. Big cocks. Big black cocks fucking me all the time. Fucking me. Fucking me. Cumming!"



Alex buried his face in his hands to hide his tears and keep her milk from spraying him. This stream didn't quite reach him though. His little dick was hard again. He rubbed it with the semen still on his hand and some on Nikki's milk. He started masturbating again, crying as he watched his wife. Devon had pushed Nikki off him and turned her around. She was straddling his lap facing him now. They were kissing deeply as they fucked. Her hands were wrapped in his dreads. One last thought occurred to him. "Nikki?" He wasn't even sure she heard him. "Nikki, you're not on birth control." She couldn't hear him or maybe she was ignoring him.
Devon heard him. "Gonna knock your wife up, mon."
"No, pull out!"
"Too late, mon," grunted Devon.
Alex started at the spot where their crotches met. Nikki couldn't take his entire cock and one to two inches of his root was visible, slick with her fluids coating the shaft and running down to soak his balls. A large blue-black vein ran up the root, disappearing in her pussy. Alex could see it pulsing and the entire shaft jerked. His balls were contracting too. Devon was cumming and probably sending billions of sperm right into her womb. Milk splattered Devon's cheat, but they never quit kissing. Alex came again too. This time only several drops leaked out of his penis and on his hand.
Alex stared at the jerking root of his cock for several minutes until the fluid running down it suddenly turned thicker and whiter. The thick white pudding coated the entire shaft, running down and covering the man's still pumping black balls. Sperm started dripping to the balcony floor forming a pool. The pool was full of more semen then Alex had cum in his life and the balls were still contracting. Finally they stopped pumping. Nikki continued to kiss the muscular black man until he spanked her ass.
Alex watched as inch after glistening inch of sperm covered black cock emerged as Nikki stood up. More drops of semen dripped from her pussy. Finally, the bulbous cock head sprang free and a torrent of sperm leaked from her pussy.
"I need to fuck your wife some more, mon," said Devon, reaching out to squeeze and play with her nipples. "Mind if we use the bed?" He didn't wait for an answer. He stood and led Nikki towards the bed. "Why don't you sleep out there, tonight."
Alex watched Devon lay down on the bed. He shook his semi-hard cock and Nikki climbed between his legs and took the disgusting thing in her mouth. Alex felt a little sick to his stomach at that point. Out of spite, he took the black man's Hawaiian shirt and used it to clean up the large pool of sperm he'd left behind. Devon had left his bag of Acapulco gold, matches, and papers on the table. Alex rolled another joint. He smoked it, watching Nikki suck the huge black cock clean, even licking the man's balls. He fell asleep in the chair as Devon was fucking her doggy style.
Alex woke once during the night to find Devon standing beside the bed and Nikki was sitting on the bed's edge sucking his cock again. Her cheeks were bulging as sperm was squirting out around her lips. He fell asleep again. He next awoke before dawn and found the black man gone. Alex stood, stretched his cramped body and joined her in bed.
Saturday 1/03/09
Nikki awoke to find Alex dressing. "Where are you going?"
"Snorkeling."
"I think we need to talk."
"I need some time to think. It wasn't a dream was it?"
Nikki looked at her sperm covered body. "No, it wasn't a dream."
"I can't remember much. Everything is hazy, but you said some hurtful things."
"I'm sorry, Alex. It's these nipples."
"Stop! I going out snorkeling to spend some time alone with my thoughts. Right now, I'm not sure I can forgive you. Nikki, what if you're pregnant?"
"I know. I'm sorry." Nikki started crying. "don't leave me now."
"I'll be back later."
Nikki felt disgusting and climbed out of bed as Alex exited the room. She took a quick shower and finally felt clean after a lot of scrubbing. She left the bathroom with a towel wrapped around her body just as she heard a key card in the lock. "Alex, you came back," she cried with joy, running to help him with the door just as it opened and Curtis strolled in. He entered the room and Devon walked in behind him. "No!" cried Nikki.
"Drop that towel," ordered Devon.
Nikki obeyed instantly, letting the towel fall to the floor. The two black men led her over to the bed as they both stripped off their clothes.
****************
Alex couldn't take his mind off the image of Nikki fucking and sucking the huge black cock. It didn't help that Devon's brother was buck naked and had a cock as big as Devon's flopping between his legs as he steered the small motored boat. They pulled up to a small reef and the black man tossed him a mask and snorkel. The islander jumped in the water with a spear gun and swam away. Alex dived in and immediately saw a baby sea turtle. That was soon followed by a nurse shark moving along the sandy bottom and then a sting ray. The wondrous beauty of the reef was marred by the events of last night and he couldn't appreciate the experience. He swam back to the boat, climbed in a sat brooding.
The black man appeared from time to time, tossing a reef fish into a nearby bucket. When it was full, he joined Alex in the boat, started the motor, and aimed the boat back towards the marina.
As Alex approached the resort, for the first time that day he smiled. He would forgive his wife, but there would be two conditions. She must never cheat on him again and they would stay together if the islander hadn't impregnated her. If she was pregnant, all bets were off. They were reasonable terms and he felt sure she would accept them. He also accepted some of the blame. He knew Moshe's breast augmentation technique made woman hornier then usual. Moshe had been screwing his married black secretary after all.
Alex climbed the stairs to his room, frowning when he saw that the door was slightly ajar. Foolish of Nikki, he thought. The resort was pretty safe, but someone could still rob them. He pushed the door open and cried out in horror.
The hotel porter was lying crosswise on the bed with his legs hanging off the side. Nikki's back was lying on his chest and his cock was buried in her ass. Devon was standing between her legs slamming his monster cock in and out of her pussy while holding her legs spread open. Another black man, the desk manager, was sitting on Nikki's stomach sliding a foot long cock between her breasts. A fourth black man was kneeling on the other side. Nikki's head was arched back and she was sucking the tip of the fourth man's cock. Alex watched a jet of milk shoot from her nipples. The black man fucking her tits quickly rubbed his cock in the milk for added lubrication.
The man in her mouth pulled back, sperm flying from his large cock and pissing off the man fucking her tits as semen coated her breasts and his cock. Nikki raised her head and opened her mouth to show how much sperm was in it. She turned her head, eyes widening as she saw her husband watching.
Alex turned and fled.
"Stop!" cried Nikki, gurgling on sperm. "Get off me," she said, struggling.
"Not until we're done," said Devon.
***************
Nikki hurried out of the shower and dressed in her bikini and sarong. She hurried down to the pool, but there was no sign of Alex. Devon had started his shift. He shrugged when he saw her and she thought he actually looked like he felt a little guilty.
"I asked," said Devon. "Someone thinks a lone white man took off down the beach towards the rocks."
"Thanks." Nikki hurried to the beach and headed to the area where the old fisherman had fucked her. She arrived at the rocky area, but there was no sign of Alex. The sun was falling and it was getting dark, but Nikki decided to walk just a little farther. It was pitch dark when she spotted a fire on the beach.
Nikki could smell the marijuana as she approached the camp. Ten black men were sitting around the small fire. She could hear Bob Marley singing from a boom box perched on a small rock. The black men were not attractive, ugly even and mostly older with white hair. All had dreadlocks and some wore rainbow colored knit caps. The men were chuckling and passing joints around as they talked.
Nikki stepped up to the fire. "Excuse me," she said. "I'm looking for my husband."
"Sit down," ordered one.
She kneeled on a mat. The man beside her passed her a joint. She inhaled, not wanting to offend them. "Have you seen a white man pass through here?" The men didn't answer, but several kept passing her joints and she soon felt stoned.
One older man in his late sixties, pulled out a large rolling paper and began filling it with marijuana leaves. He rolled it and lit the end in the fire saying, "Princes and princesses shall come forth out of Egypt, Ethiopia now stretch forth her hands before JAH. O Thou God of Ethiopia, Thou God of Thy Divine Majesty, Thy Spirit come into our hearts, to dwell in the parts of righteousness. Lead and help InI to forgive, that InI may be forgiven. Teach InI Love and loyalty as it is in Zion, Endow us with Thy wisemind, knowledge and Overstanding to do thy will, thy blessings to use, that the hungry might be fed, the sick nourished, the aged protected, and the infant cared for. Deliver InI from the hands of our enemy, that InI may prove fruitful for these Last Days, when our enemy have passed and decayed in the depths of the sea, in the depths of the earth, or in the belly of a beast. O give us a place in Thy Kingdom forever and ever, so we hail our God JAH Selassie I, Jehovah God, Rastafari, Almighty God, Rastafari, great and powerful God JAH, Rastafari. Who sitteth and reigneth in the heart of man and woman, hear us and bless us and sanctify us, and cause Thy loving Face to shine upon us thy children, that we may be saved, SELAH."
Nikki had heard the term Rastafarian, but didn't quite know what it was. It seemed she had stumbled upon a religious ceremony.
The elder inhaled the joint and passed it clockwise to the next man. He took it and inhaled saying,, "And God said, Let the earth bring forth grass, the herb yielding seed, and the fruit tree yielding fruit after his kind, whose seed is in itself, upon the earth: and it was so."And God said, Behold, I have given you every herb-bearing seed, which is upon the face of all the earth, and every tree, in the which is the fruit of a tree yielding seed; to you it shall be for meat."
The next man inhaled and spoke, "thou shalt eat the herb of the field."
Nikki took the joint and inhaled, holding it in. The powerful herb had her feeling even more lightheaded. She didn't speak, but passed it on.
After each man had inhaled and spoken, they shouted as a group, "SELAH!"
The elder stood up and circled the group. He stopped before Nikki. "Stand up child," he said, pulling her to her feet. His eyes ran down her body and she wondered why she hadn't worn something more modest. "Jah has sent us a whore of Babylon for our pleasure. Are you a whore, child?"
"N-no sir. I'm searching for my husband."
The old Rastafarian was wearing a stained white tank top and khaki shorts. He bent and pulled his shorts down. His penis was nearly as long as Devon's and plumping up. He took her hand and placed it on his black cock. "Are you a whore?"
Nikki stroked the growing cock. She reached over to her waist with her free hand and untied the sarong. Next she untied her bikini bottoms before her hand came up to untie her top. Her other hand never quit stroking the old man's now rock hard cock. Her clothes fells before her and she stood before the ten black men nude. "I am a whore."
"SELAH!" The ten men shouted. They stood and began undressing.
The elder said, "On your knees whore and partake of the nectar of Zion. Know that the nectar of Zion is superior to that of Babylon."
Nikki kneeled and looked at the old man's cock. It was strange to see one as big as Devon's sticking from the old man's wrinkled black body. He was pulling his shirt off and a round malnourished belly popped out. His pubic hair was gray and it ran up to his navel. She was going to suck the old man's cock no matter what, but she should have been searching for Alex. She might even be pregnant and if she wasn't then one of these old Rastafarians might be the one who did plant a baby in her belly. If Alex divorced her, then what would she do? Where would she live? The music of Bob Marley filled the night. He sang, "Don't worry about a thing, cause every little thing is gonna be alright." Nikki leaned forward and took the old man's cock in her mouth.
Nikki could see the others moving about named. All the Rastafarians had big cocks. The smallest was probably eleven inches and immensely thick. The elder's cock, now gliding smoothly in and out of her throat was the largest, as big as Juma or Devon, but there were others in the group that came close. None of the men were circumcised. Many watched her sucking the elder while stroking their cocks and most were still passing joints around. Some were rolling mats out on the sand.
The old man's cock jerked in her throat and her belly suddenly felt full. He pulled her to her feet and lead her over to the next man. This Rastafari had a crooked foot long cock. He was also old with grey dreadlocks and pubic hair and he was wearing one of the multi-colored knit caps. He laid her down on her back and crawled between her legs. He kissed her while he pistoned his large cock in and out of her pussy. When she came, he sat up and there was much murmuring among the Rastafari. "The whore is a provider of milk," he cried, pointing towards the white liquid now coating his chest. He finished fucking her kneeling up so that the others could watch the twin geysers of milk squirting out from her nipples.
They passed her to a third man who laid on his back while she road him. He wanted to taste her milk and kept his mouth clamped over one nipple while she bounced on his giant cock. She filled his mouth three times before his cock erupted in her pussy.
When she went to the fourth man, she realized they were passing her around the circle clockwise just like they passed their joints. This man took her ass. He spanked her as he reamed her ass shouting, "Take that big African cock in your ass, whore. The cocks of Zion are superior to the cocks of Babylon."
"The cocks of Zion are superior. Fuck my ass, my African master," responded Nikki. The man seemed to like this and he let off on the spanking.
The fifth and eight men wanted blow jobs. The seventh, ninth, and tenth fucked her in various positions. The sixth took her ass again. When each had fucked her they sat around nude and passed more joints. Nikki sat amongst them. Nikki found that being their whore filled her with a sense of spiritual well-being. She would remember this night as a deeply religious experience. But the night wasn't over.
After several more joints that had her so stoned, she could barely walk and a long discussion she couldn't follow with their strange accents, the men all wanted her again. One got up and walked to her mat. His reinvigorated cock standing out before him. Nikki suppressed a chuckle when she couldn't remember how that man had taken her earlier. This time, he wanted her doggy. He walked behind her, inserted his cock and began silently fucking her. Another man climbed to his feet and fed his cock into her mouth. When they were done, Nikki was carried to a man lying on his back and lowered on his cock. The man carrying her then took her ass, while a third shoved his huge African cock down her throat. She found her hands jerking off two more men. The Rastafari fucked her for hours.
1/04/09
Nikki awoke on the beach. She was lying in the sand. Of the Rastafari, there was no sign. The campfire had been buried, the mats were gone, and even the footprints seemed to have been erased. The only evidence of their presence was the dried sperm covering her body and her sore pussy and ass. The last to fuck her must have rolled her off his mat and into the sand. Sand clung to her body, sticking to the sperm, and coating her ass, breasts, and face. She was still nude and her bikini was gone, as was her sarong. She had grown to like that bikini and would miss it. One thing about marijuana, she didn't feel hung-over, just exhausted.
The nude woman walked down to the water and immersed herself in it. She soaked her sticky hair and scrubbed the grit from her body with handfuls of sand. She was a goddess again when she emerged from the water. Nikki was pleased by how tan her body had become. Only the area around her crotch and nipples were white. Her ass and most of her breasts were a light golden tan now. She would need to find a place to tan nude in the future.
As Nikki headed up the beach, she passed the nude fisherman. He wagged his cock at her, but she ignored him and kept walking. She created quite a stir as she approached the resort. The beach was crowded and Nikki was quite aware of numerous camera pointed in her direction. She no longer cared and was not the least bit embarrassed by her nudity. Not that nudity on the beach was unheard of and several women were topless, but none looked like Nikki.
Some people frowned when she entered the resort nude, walked by the pool, and waved at Devon behind the tiki bar. More gaped at her when she walked up to the front desk nude, claiming her clothes had been stolen, and that she needed to get to her room. The desk clerk informed her that her room number had already been vacated and was being cleaned, but he let her in anyway.
Her luggage and plane ticket were on a table while the maid worked. She used the shower while the maid frowned at her, dressed, checked to see how much money she had, and then took a cab to the airport. She arrived and hour before she and Alex's flight was supposed to leave. The luggage checker informed her that Alex had taken an earlier flight.
Nikki had long hours to think on that flight. She felt different after her spiritual gangbang with the Rastafarians. She was no longer ashamed of her body and she fully recognized that she was a whore. A whore who needed sexual satisfaction. Satisfaction, she couldn't get from her husband.
When Nikki finally arrived home, she found that the locks had been changed on her house. She banged on the door. Alex's car was there, but he didn't answer. Her car keys and a bag of some of her clothes was sitting on the roof of her car.
The next few days were a nightmare for her. Her bank account had been frozen. She went to the bookstore to see how much money she had on hand there, but found that Alex had signed the store over to Orson. Orson was sorry, but it his dream job. He offered to hire her in exchange for services, but she just turned around and left. Jill was thrilled when Nikki turned up at her door and told her she could stay with them as long as Nikki needed too.
Jill would climb into bed with Nikki everyday when her husband left for work. One day her, Jill's husband forgot something and caught them. He was delighted, called in sick, and spent the day in bed with Nikki and Jill. The three shared a bed after that until Jill got jealous of all the attention her husband was paying to Nikki's breasts. Jill asked Nikki to move out one morning Nikki found her face buried in the toilet as she vomited. It was then she realized that she was pregnant.
December 2028
"It was then that I realized I was pregnant."
Shirley put down the voice recorder and looked across the table at Nikki Nipples. She was still beautiful at fifty. "Honestly, Mrs. Nipples, I think I had enough for a book a long time ago."
"And you haven't even gotten to my porn career nor my unsuccessful Libertarian run for governor against the Republicrats."



Shirley nodded. "Nor your Oscar win."
Nikki shrugged. "I never thought that was a big deal. I won an Oscar playing a stripper with a heart of gold. Not much of a stretch of my acting range."
"Nikki, I'm thinking trilogy. We'll see how well the first book sells and then get started on the second. I've been editing as we go along. Your fans will be downloading this story into their kindle 9.2's off Google-Amazon within days."
There was a knock on the door and Jill Juggs walked in, "Nikki, your daughter's here to see you and we got him."
Nikki's eyes lit up. "Fantastic! Send Alexis in and have one of the rooms prepped."
Nikki's biographer looked over at Jill Juggs. She had been famous in her early days, almost as much as Nikki Nipples had. Where Nikki was still stunning, Jill had gained weight and lost a lot of her good looks. They were famous for their passionate lesbian scenes. "Wait a second!" Shirley sat up. "Are you Nikki's bisexual friend Jill?"
Jill smiled. "That's me."
Nikki smiled. "I was telling you Jill grew jealous of the attention her husband was paying towards me or specifically my breasts. After throwing me out, she located Moshe on the holonet... er excuse me the old internet and went down to Mexico to get her boobs enlarged like mine."
Jill smiled. "If Nikki's book does well. I have enough stories to fill another."
Shirley laughed, knowingly. "I'll bet. I'll have t take you up on it. Nikki's book has already gotten one million preorders. The woman who made porn mainstream is one hot commodity right now."
Jill left and Nikki typed something on her Apple/macrosoft helicopter. "Damn!" she cursed, hitting the computer. "Stupid Windows Perfect has crashed again." Nikki stood. "Here's Alexis. Honey, come in and meet my biographer."
Alexis strolled into the room and Shirley was struck by how much she resembled her the youthful pictures of her mother. Alexis was stunning, her hair was pulled back, and she wore dark makeup around her eyes like Nikki preferred. Alexis' breasts were a perfect C-cup, just like Nikki's had been at her age. "Hi Mom! I just wanted to say goodbye before I leave." The girl was bouncy and vivacious, full of life and energy.
"Have fun dear." Nikki turned to Shirley. "Alexis is off to Cancun for spring break with her college friends. She's taking business and I hope to let her manage Double E Triple X productions when she graduates." Alexis kissed her mom on the cheek, nodded at Shirley and left the room. "Say goodbye to your father."
Nikki watched her daughter leave. "Alex and I are very proud of her. She'll be graduating at the top of her class and she just got engaged."
Shirley frowned and did some quick calculations in her head. "Nikki, um, so Alex was the one who got you pregnant?"
Nikki smiled sadly. "Of course."
"But you also slept with his brother and father at the time you would have gotten pregnant. Are you sure you want that in the book?"
"Yes. Alex has become very accepting of everything over the years. His dad and mom passed on and his brother is a divorced jerk. He doesn't know about my encounter with his family, but I want the truth in the book. We've raised Alexis as our own and deep down I know she's our child."
Shirley nodded, "Can you give me a quick rundown on what happened when you found out you were pregnant?"
"Well, Alex still wouldn't return my calls and I needed money fast. I drove to the city and walked through the door to Pole Dancers. The manager looked at me and said, "you're hired." He gave me dancing lessons, a small apartment, and a credit line at the boutique next door. My career there only lasted a month, but the stories could fill another book. I'd fucked seven men before the manager caught me and told me I wasn't supposed to fuck them when they paid for a lap dance. Who knew? I figured I only had a few months before the baby started showing so I worked as hard as I could. I did several bachelor parties a week, hired myself out as an escort and other things.
One day, I looked out in the audience and saw Jill's husband. I'd mentioned he was a movie producer. Well, he secretly had a lot of porn connections. He paid me a nice signing bonus and my career as a porn star was born. My squirting jugs were a huge hit and when Jill joined me later for a lesbian scene, sales went through the roof. When I started showing, we made some pregnancy fetish movies and the bigger I got the more I lactated. I was fucking a black stud on set, when his huge cock induced pregnancy."
"When I had recovered and left the hospital, I showed up at Alex's office and held Alexis out to him. He took one look at his baby girl and broke down crying. I moved back in with him that night and into his bed a week later, but there was always something between us. It wasn't my cheating and I did tell him everything and I mean every encounter except that with his brother and dad. No, the problem was his cock size and that he was incapable of pleasing me."
We loaded up our car and drove to Mexico. Moshe looked surprised to see us and even more surprised when Alex's fist connected with his jaw. Afterwards, Moshe assured us that there was nothing he could do about my breasts, but there might be something he could do about Alex's prick. He had a theory that the same growth hormone would work on the male penis. I told Alex not to risk it, but he wouldn't listen to me. Moshe looked surprised when I told him I wanted it to be fourteen inches, but he shrugged and prepped his needles.
He knocked Alex out and began inserting the hormone filled needles all over Alex's prick, the flared ridge of the head and even one in the urethra. The biggest needles went right in Alex's testicles and he winced even in his sleep. Then Moshe asked to examine my breasts while Alex was in the recovery room. Of course, he just wanted access to my nipples so he could fuck me. I stared at him with pure hatred while he fucked me to orgasm after orgasm. Damn Jew! Sorry my old prejudices come out some time.
Shirley nodded. "Your story reads like a bad sci-fi sex story on the holonet."
"Some people will agree. Anyway, my husband woke up and I drove him back to California, my ass and pussy filled with Moshe's sperm. He doesn't know about that either, but you can put it in the next book.
"For the next few weeks, Alex was in a lot of pain. His testicles were killing him and I'd find him curled up in the fetal position off and on during the day. His cock was growing and growing and growing and I was getting very excited with anticipation. Finally, one day, Alex told me that his now huge balls were still aching, but didn't hurt as much. I kneeled before his rapidly growing ten inch floppy cock and watched it grow to fourteen inches in my hand. This was the cock that would enslave me and I would be my husband's whore from that day on. He groaned with pleasure as I stroked his shaft. The head was huge and then I ran my hand up to it. SPLAT! The hugest wad of sperm smacked me in the face and it was good, oh so good. I was so thrilled with it, I didn't hear Alex screaming in pain and clutching his balls."
"The next day, the same thing happened. Where my nipples are ultra sensitive, now Alex's cock head was too. I tried to fuck him the next day, but as soon as the head touched my wet pussy, it exploded. Worse for him, each time he ejaculated, it was like getting kicked in the balls."
"He got better?"
"No. Everyday his balls would fill with a huge amount of cum and he would be forced to ejaculate and deal with the pain. He tried abstaining, but after three days of sperm build up he was mumbling nonsense and acting erratic."
"Just like Father Juma?"
"Just like Juma. By that time, I was going nuts to get a good big cock fucking and at the same time, some goons showed up at the house. It seems, I would be in breech of contract if I quit making pornos. They threatened to sue me and Alex and even go after Alex's practice. I left Alex and our daughter and went back to making porns. It was the hardest thing I'd ever done and when I wasn't fucking, I was heartbroken.
This time Alex showed up at my office holding Alexis. He said, he'd take me back and even understand my staying in the business. I moved back home for good this time. He had a big surprise for me that night. He fucked me to ten magnificent orgasms."
"How?"
"Just like my bra had nipple caps to protect my sensitive nipples. Alex had someone design a plastic cap that fit snugly over the head of his cock. It was flesh colored and barely noticeable. Having those big balls empty into my womb gave me the biggest orgasm of my life. Of course, poor Alex lied next to me, curled up and sobbing with pain."
"When my contract expired, I went out on my own. First, we started a small internet site and put up a video of Alex fucking me. My fans followed me to the site and soon I was making my own movies under the EEXXX productions label. Jill came aboard after her contract expired. I also recruited Ares and Max Swell who was running out of money since his football career went downhill. By then I was so famous, I picked up some mainstream roles."
Jill knocked and walked in again. "The room is ready and he's cleaned up."
"So Shirley, ready to see me in action."
"Sure. What's up?"
"My men captured Father Juma today. A couple times a year, we grab him off the street, clean him up, and let him fuck me. He quit resisting years ago and it helps keep him a little sane. He's even uglier now then he was twenty years ago, so we just do close ups of his cock and sometimes splice it with scenes of one of my better looking black studs. Alex is joining us for a threesome. I'll be taking 28" of black and white cock in a few minutes." "
"Oh, and I've learned to take their entire cocks now in every hole."
***************
Alexis threw her things in the trunk of her car and climbed in, aiming her car South for Mexico. There were no girlfriends with her nor was she going to Cancun. The young woman tugged on her ear to activate the implant. "Dial friends Moshe," she ordered it. The phone started ringing in her ear. None of her friends understood what it was like growing up in the shadow of Nikki Nipples, world famous holonet porn star, stripper, and Oscar wining actress. The last straw was when she walked in on her fiancé having virtual sex with her mother. Ricardo's hand was grasping at the air like they were squeezing a pair of large breasts while his other hand jerked his thin six inch shaft. Alexis had almost dumped him on the spot.
"Moshe Moshe," said Moshe answering the phone with his usual stupid joke. "Alexis Nicastro."
"I'm on my way. I'll be in your office tomorrow."
"Is your mind made up? I can still make them as big as your mother's."
"Just DD's, Moshe. That's close enough and I really don't like men staring at my body."
"You got it." Moshe looked over at the boxes containing the breast enlargement needles. The were all labeled C, D, DD, EE, FF, and GG. The doctor leaned up and ripped the label off the DD box and placed it on the FF box. He took out a pen and wrote Alexis on the label. "You got it," he said again, trying not to cackle. "And don't worry, there's no charge for this operation. Your parents are old friends of mine."
"Well thank you." Alexis hadn't been expecting it would be free. His breast enhancements were going for 100 grand a tit. Now she could use the money for her wedding and to buy sexy clothes and a bikini for her fiancé. No more virtual sex with my mother, asshole, she thought. "Moshe, I will see you tomorrow."
Alexis tugged her ear to hang up the phone. She was a little nervous. She'd never had an operation before. She hoped her new breasts would make her a little more interested in sex. She more or less just had sex with her fiancé to make him happy. She got very little pleasure out of it. Maybe that would change. She knew one thing though. Alexis Nicastro wasn't a whore like her mother. A simple boob job wouldn't turn Alexis into a slut.
She wasn't her mother. Alexis could handle it.
The End
Author's note: I'd like to dedicate this series to Chuba whose works appear at eroticstories.com. His stories are similar about housewives who get taken advantage of by a series of men. The idea of a woman whose arousal level is controlled by her nipples had been bopping around my brain for awhile. I had another idea for a story about a wife who finds herself having sex with rude, obnoxious jerks and that story idea merged into this one. The "Sports Jerks" chapter was planned for that story. Nikki is for the most part, my first heroine character with the possible exception of the heroine from "The Unwanted Houseguest". I've done stories about reoccurring stud characters, but I usually drop the female after she becomes a slut. I envisioned this as a serial story with short chapters since my last story "Welcome To The Neighborhood" was so long coming in at 27k words and I wanted something quicker to read and write. I had other chapters in mind and some day I might do a "Nikki Nipples: The Lost Episodes" story. (Nikki vs. The gym, Nikki vs. The traffic cop,) etc. But, I probably won't.
This may not be my best story or series, but I think it has the best cast of characters. The titles came from the old Tick cartoon which all had titles like "The Tick Vs. The Mustache". If you aren't familiar with Rastafarians and think they're just a bunch of pot smokers, look up the wikipedia entry on them. It's quite fascinating.
If anyone wants to carry on the Adventures of Nikki Nipples, Jill Juggs, or Alexis Areola, be my guest.
Stormbringer
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Pamela Barnes let the robe drop to the floor and smiled when her husband whistled. "You like?" she asked, twirling around for him. Pamela was wearing a baby doll teddy. It was light green and looked good on her with her long red hair. The bra squeezed her large bosom together giving her very impressive cleavage and it was sheer enough her pink nipples were visible. The panty was a thong that left the lush globes of her white ass bare. Her stomach was covered by the sheer green fabric, but her toned, fit body was clearly visible through it.
"Your doctor does good work," said her husband, Richard.
Pamela smiled and climbed beside him on the bed. Her husband was her doctor. She was eighteen years younger then he was. They had met when she got hired as his receptionist nearly fifteen years ago. She laid on her side and looked at him sensually. She stared at him with her piercing green eyes. She knew she looked good and wondered why his face was buried in a medical journal instead of looking at her. She also wondered why she had to initiate sex all the time. Her hand moved over to rest on his stomach and slide under his pajamas. She cupped his genitalia in her hand and squeezed it. It was slow going, but she felt him harden. Richard took the hint. He rolled over, pulling his pajama bottoms down as Pamela quickly pulled the thong off.
Five minutes later, Richard rolled off her, breathing heavily, but grinning. Pamela raised her hips up to hold his sperm in, hoping they were finally making a baby. They had been trying for a year, but Richard had a low sperm count. The fertility doctor said, it was possible for him to impregnate her, but very unlikely. So far, he wasn't willing to seek alternative means of conceiving. She would have tried anything. A baby was what she wanted most in the world.
Pamela had applied for the job with Doctor Barnes when she was five years out of high school and had just about given up a career in drama. He was a prominent plastic surgeon and offered discounts to his employees. The chubby Pamela Barnes had taken him up on the offer and had some liposuction done to her thighs, ass, and belly. The results had been amazing. Doctor Barnes asked her out for coffee one day and she joined him. They found they had little in common, but both were lonely and soon they started dating.
They dated only for a year before he asked her to marry him and she accepted. Richard didn't want his wife to work so Pamela used her free time to start working out. She hired a fitness instructor who quickly had excess weight dropping off her body and her muscles toning up. She wanted to tan, but she had the pale white skin common among redheads and burned easily. Her skin was mostly pure white, but tanning brought out freckles, so she gave up the sunbathing idea.
Pamela's one remaining physical problem were her enormous breasts. They were DD cups that looked big on her chubby body and positively enormous on her fit body. The problem wasn't so much their size, but that they sagged. Richard lifted them so that they thrust out proudly to the world, but he didn't reduce them in size. She almost wished he had as they made her back hurt, but she liked all the attention they got her, especially at acting gigs.
A local theater group quickly took on the buxom redhead where they had turned down the chubby Pamela. She had now starred in three plays. It was all she had ever wanted to do before deciding it was time to become a mother.
"I think you should go," said Richard, finally catching his breath.
"I hated high school, Richard. Plus, you can't go that weekend."
"You're not the chubby geek girl you were twenty years ago, Pam. Go to your reunion. Show off that hot body of yours. Flirt a little. Let them see what they missed out on. Make them jealous."
"I wouldn't mind rubbing it in a little.
"Then go. I'm sure half the hot girls back then are chubby now."
Pamela sat up, leaned over, and kissed her husband. "You know what? I think I will go."
"Good, have fun." Richard sat back up and returned to his magazine.
Pamela rolled over, but she couldn't sleep. Her three years of high school had been the worst years of her life. Pamela Porci was an overweight Wicca girl who dyed her luscious red hair, purple, wore black nail polish and eyeliner, and played dungeons and dragons. The nightmare began with the nickname, Porci Pig. She still couldn't watch Looney Tunes without picturing her high school tormentors.
Tormentor number one was Scott Johnson. He mercilessly teased her throughout high school, but the worst was in the auditorium. Several classes had been assigned to do short Shakespeare acts before the school. Pamela, Greta, and Hazel had opted to do the scene with the three witches from Macbeth. Greta and Hazel were the closest things she had to female friends. They included her in their group, but they were overly close and she suspected they were lesbians. Pam often felt like a third wheel around them. After their skit, Scott Johnson yelled out, "Ba-de Ba-de Ba-de, That's all folks," in his best Porky Pig voice and everyone laughed including many teachers, though he did get detention.
Then there were the blacks, Harlan, Gage, and Keisha. Their torments were daily. Keisha was dating Harlan and Pamela thought they had married after graduating. Keisha would say things like, "Move that fat ass out of our way, white girl," when they passed in the hall. Pamela had a particularly bad day and actually turned on Keisha to slap her, but Harlan easily grabbed her wrist. "Don't touch my woman, bitch," he growled. Afterwards, Pamela had hidden in the auditorium to cry. Gage and Harlan were close and rarely separated. Gage was the one that came up with the Porci Pig nickname and everyday made some sort of pig comment when he saw her. "Yo Harlan, you smell bacon? Porci Pamela can sure ham it up. No, she's snout funny. Soooeeee, here piggy piggy." And so on. She knew it was transference, but she came to associate all blacks with her three tormentors behavior. It wasn't fair, but she couldn't help it and was now quite bigoted.
She hated them.
Her last tormentor wasn't really a tormentor, but he ended up hurting her more then any of the others had.
Preston Hunt was a friend since they were little and her secret crush. He was if anything, geekier then she was. He was her dungeon master and the two of them plus some others would play for hours in a bedroom lined with Star Wars Hasbro figures. Pam didn't even like role playing, but as long as Preston was there, she would follow just to hear his voice. He was short, skinny, and not much to look at, but he was the only guy who was ever consistently nice to her at least up until the day she kissed him. They were alone and both had decided to try drinking alcohol for the first time. She was thrilled when he didn't pull away as she leaned over to kiss him and his hand flew up to her enormous bosom, squeezing her tits. Soon his hand slipped under her black blouse, slid over several rolls of fat and then was playing with her nipples. Pam gasped and quickly felt her panties go wet. Her nipples had always been very sensitive. She decided to reward him and let her hand fall in his lap. She squeezed his bulge and heard him groan in pleasure. Preston went nuts and released her boob long enough to pull his pants down. Believing that from here on out, her life was taking a turn for the better, Pamela decided to do something guaranteed to keep Preston interested in her. She fell to her knees and sucked his dick. It was her first and last blow job. Oh he loved it alright. He guided her head with his hands and practically squealed like a girl when he came which was only after a few minutes. She even swallowed. The problem came afterwards. Preston wanted to do it again. He wanted to play with her breasts. He wanted to do all that and she was willing, but he didn't want to hold her hands in school or let her kiss him in front of anyone else. He quickly turned weird, not wanting to be seen with her at all, but always wanting her to come over when no one else was around. It didn't take Pamela long to realize, he was ashamed to be seen with her and when she did, it tore her heart on two. She couldn't stop crying for days and finally ended up emptying a bottle of sleeping pills down her throat. She was in the hospital for two days and missed school for a week while she underwent a psychological evaluation. She refused to talk to Preston after that or anyone else. She spent the last few months of school acting like a zombie, going through the motions until she graduated, but she didn't show up for the ceremony.
Pamela quickly wiped tears from her eyes so that her husband wouldn't notice. On graduation day, she moved far away from home. Her dream was to go to Hollywood, but she moved to New York City, took acting classes, tried to get a gig on Broadway, then off Broadway, then way off Broadway. Her money ran out, she moved to a cheaper apartment in the suburbs, and got hired as a receptionist by one of the kindest men she'd ever meant.
**********
Pamela boarded the plane to Atlanta wearing a black skirt with a slit up her thighs. She had on black heeled boots that went up just under her knees. She wore a green short sleeve pull over top, that hugged her bosom and showed off a lot of cleavage. She found her seat and waited for take off. She felt her body tremble slightly when she saw the blacks board the plane. She had know idea they lived anywhere near her. Pamela pulled herself together as they approached.
There were four of them. The first two were Harlan and Keisha. Unfortunately, in the twenty years since graduation, they hadn't lost their looks. Harlan was a black giant covered in muscles. It did look like he was losing his hair, but he's shaved it and it looked good on him. Keisha still had a nice body, but now had a little belly fat suggesting she'd had a baby. Pam would have traded her flat tummy for some belly fat and a baby, but the way things were going with Richard, there would be no baby anytime soon. Keisha had a strange face. It was attractive, beautiful even, but her mouth was constantly turned up in a sneer. It was like she had a huge chip on her shoulder and went through life hating everything. Harlan met Pamela's eyes and quickly looked at her bosom. Pam feigned a smile as she stared at him and he smiled back. Keisha followed him. Her eyes fell on the white woman with the big tits and her sneer got bigger.
Gage and another black woman were next. Probably his wife, but it was no one from their school. Unlike Harlan, Gage had let himself go since high school. Gage had an enormous belly, big arms, and several chins. His eyes also fell on her bosom and he licked his lips. Who is the pig now asshole, she thought, looking at his porcine face. Pamela smiled at the thought. Gage grinned back at her, thinking she was flirting and he winked. His wife followed, also overweight and not very pretty.
None of them seemed to recognize her.
The rest of the flight was without incident, but the two black men stared at her when she got up to use the bathroom. When they landed, Pam got off first and made her way to baggage claim. It always took awhile for the luggage to arrive, but Pam waited patiently. When the conveyor belt finally started up, she was surprised to see her large bag was first. She reached out for it, but a large black arm beat her to it. "I got that for you, Miss," said Harlan. He pulled it off the conveyor and handed it to her.
"Why thank you," she said, smiling at him.
"Harlan, get your black ass over here," yelled Keisha.
Harlan winced. "You're welcome, Miss."
"I'll see you in a few hours," said Pamela. She winked at him, enjoying his look of confusion.
"What did that white bitch say to you?" asked Keisha, as Pamela was walking away.
Pamela smiled.
***************
Pamela stepped out of the shower and quickly dried off. Her suitcase was open on the bed.
She pulled out her outfit for the evening. First she pulled out the tight green bra. It was sheer, but tight and squeezed her boobs together amplifying her cleavage even more. The matching thong was sheer and tight. It mashed her red pubic hair down and she'd even had to trim some of her hair. The top was a dark green halter top with spaghetti straps holding it over her shoulders. Her large bosom made it hang loose over her belly and it stopped an inch over her navel. She left her belly bare to show off her flat stomach and the large $500 diamond on the pin through her navel. If she reached up, the top would show off her entire belly and maybe even the bottom of her bra. The second half of her outfit was a short green skirt, sort of like a cheerleading skirt that left most of her legs bare.
Pam twirled around in front of the mirror. She looked fantastic, but wasn't sure if it was sexy or borderline slutty. Her outfit was cool and June in Atlanta was hot, so she'd be comfortable in it. Plus, she knew other women who had kept their figures would be showing them off. She put on her green heels last, loving how they showed off her legs.
Pamela sent off a text to Richard stating that she had arrived safely and was going down to the reunion.
****************
Pam had to pass the front desk on her way to the banquet hall. The creepy looking black guy who had checked her in stared at her as she walked by. He hadn't taken his eyes off her breasts the whole time he'd checked her in. She held her head up as she passed.
Pamela felt all eyes on her when she entered the large banquet hall. She was glad the reunion wasn't at her old school. She wasn't sure she could have handled walking back in there. She pushed her shoulders back and strolled up to the table holding the nametags. The two former cheerleaders sitting at the table just stared at her. "Pamela Porci Barnes," she said.
"Porci Pig!" exclaimed the ex cheerleader, Melissa who had also been homecoming queen. She held her hand over her mouth for a moment before removing it. "Sorry Pamela."
Pamela was shooting death rays out of her eyes, but relaxed. "That's alright, Melissa."
"You've changed." Melissa slid the badge over to her.
"Thank you," said Pam, turning to pin the badge on her chest.
"I'll get that for you, Miss," said a man's voice.
"No thank you," said Pam, looking up. She froze a moment when she saw the speaker was Scott Johnson.
"I can handle this, Scott."
Scott had aged well and was quite good looking. He stared at her trying to look suave when she removed her hand from the nametag. "P-p-porci Pi... Pamela. Pamela Porci!"
"Yes, Scott. Nice to see you."
"You look amazing."
"Thanks. You're looking good to."
"Can I get you a drink at the bar?"
"Maybe later." Pamela turned away from the stunned man. She entered the large room. There was a dance floor. A band was tuning up on it. A big hair eighties band no less. The bar area was crowded. Tables surrounded the dance floor and it looked like most of her class was already here.
Pam looked around and spied the two women near the bar. She strolled up to them, grinning. Both women's eyes ran over her body and focused on her breasts. My god, they are lesbians, she thought. "Hello Hazel. Greta," she said, approaching them. Greta was still a little Wicca. She was chubby, wore a black dress and had black nail polish. Her black rimmed glasses were new, she hadn't worn any in school. Hazel was no longer Wicca, but had gone butch, Hair cut short and kind of tough looking.
"Pamela!" they said in unison. Both women hugged her to the point Pamela got uncomfortable.
"Nice to see you two," said Pam.
"Hazel here didn't want to come, but I made her," said Greta.
"This fucking state doesn't recognize our marriage," exclaimed Hazel.
"Well I'm happy for you both."
"Join us for dinner?" asked Greta.
"Sure."
"Lets find a table near the food," grunted Hazel. "I'll go get us some beers," she added after the three found a table no one had claimed. She returned ten minutes later with three bottles of beer and three shots.
"A toast?"
Pamela held her shot up. "To Macbeth."
"To Macbeth," responded Hazel.
"And the three witches," added Greta.
The three women caught up with the lesbian couple going first. Pamela told them of her life after school, quest for a baby, and how she got so fit. "My husband, the doctor, only had to lift them up a bit. They were tremendously saggy," she finished.
"You're lying. Those things are fake," said Hazel. "Don't fuck with me, Porci."
"She always did have big boobs, honey," said Greta.
"Oh I remember them too, Greta, but I know implants when I see them.
Pamela leaned forwards. "Go ahead and touch them. Both of you."
Greta and Hazel didn't need to be asked twice. Each reached out a hand and grabbed one of Pam's boobs.
"Fuck, they are real," said an awed Hazel, who didn't stop squeezing Pam's breast.
"My husband, the doctor, just had to tighten the skin a bit to lift them up some," Pam explained again. "You can stop touching them now." Both women pulled back, but still stared at Pam's chest.
The class president came up on the stage and made some announcements. Then she told what tables could get up for the buffet. As soon as everyone was seated and eating, the band started up. Greta got them another round of beers and three more shots. Pamela bought the third round after they had finished dessert. Her head was spinning a little after the third shot. The beer wasn't helping either. Pam was about to announce that she was going to go mingle when a male voice said, "Would you like to dance, Pam?"
Pamela turned to see Scott Johnson again. "Sure Scott, why not?"
The song was fast and the two danced and talked. Scott was divorced and seemed disappointed to find out that Pam was married. "I'll get us some refills," he said, when Pam drained her beer.
No sooner had he turned away when Pamela was spun around and into the arms of Harlan. She found her boobs smashed against a hard muscular chest. It was the closest contact she'd ever had to a black man. He twirled her around once. "Pamela Porci, I don't believe it," he said.
"You had no idea who I was on the plane," she laughed. He laughter faded when he pulled her tight again and she felt an enormous bulge against her bare belly. He must be stuffing a sock in there, she thought, or maybe two socks, but then the thing moved slightly and she pulled back.
"What do you do for a living, Pam?"
"Northing. My husband, the doctor, doesn't want me working and we're trying to have a baby."
"What do you mean trying? Keisha had to get her tubes tied after the fourth kid practically walked out of her."
Pam didn't want to tell him about their troubles conceiving, so she lied. "We just decided to start trying recently."
"What kind of Doctor?"
"Plastic surgeon."
"Obviously," laughed Harlan. "He does good work."
"Enough. They're real. My husband only had to firm them up some."
"Real my ass... Wait a minute, Pamela Porci Barnes... Is your husband Dr. Richard Barnes?"
"Why yes," she said, surprised.
"You live in Westwood, New Jersey then. I'm in charge of trash collection there."
"Small world."
"Maybe after tonight we should stay in touch." Harlan pulled her back into his body and pressed his crotch against her belly at the word, "touch". If felt even bigger against her belly this time.
Pamela pulled back again. "Sure we could double date or something. I thought you were going be a pro football player. How'd you end up a garbage man?"
Harlan frowned, but his cockiness retuned. He knew the reunion game. Pam hadn't gone to their tenth reunion, but there everyone had been bragging about their jobs, big houses, spouses, etc. "I'm manager of the entire department, thank you. I have a healthy salary, benefits, and a pension."



"I'm back," said Scott, standing behind her. He waited a few moments before adding. "I brought your beer, Pamela.
"I'm not ready to let her go," said the giant black man, looking down into Pamela's green eyes.
"Harlan!" screamed Keisha. "Get you black ass over here and dance with your wife."
"Now I'm ready," said Harlan. "Maybe we can get together later, Pam." He winked at her and turned just as his wife ran up and grabbed his arm.
Pam turned and took the beer from Scott. She took a few gulps and then they started dancing again. Things were going well tonight. Harlan was making innuendos to her and Keisha was jealous. She clearly didn't want her husband anywhere near Pamela. Scott was practically drooling like a little puppy just to keep her near him. She took a swig and wrapped an arm around Scott's neck as they started dancing again. For the next hour, Pamela Porci was very popular. She always had a dance partner and a drink in her hand.
"Wanna get some air?" asked Scott after another dance, when the band took a break.
"Sure," replied Pam. "Some fresh air might clear my head. Scott took her hand and pulled her towards the exit. She let him hold her hand. Maybe she'd tease him some more and then tell him to "Fuck off."
As they neared the exit, her heart skipped a beat. Preston was standing there, looking alone and dejected. He was drinking and staring into the crowd. Then his eyes fell on her body and like everyone else stared at her belly and breasts. He was short, thin, ugly, and nearly bald. Other then the initial shock at seeing him, she felt nothing. She was over her first crush. Pamela smiled and he looked surprised as their eyes met.
Pam and Scott left the hotel. "Warm night," said Scott.
"That's Hotlanta for you." Pam followed him to the parking lot. "Where are we going?" she asked.
"My SUV is right here. I'm not staying at the hotel. I only live an hour away."
They arrived at his large SUV still holding hands. Scott quickly tugged her hand and pulled her into his arms. Before Pamela knew what hit her, he was kissing her. She wanted to struggle, but instead found herself kissing him back. She still hated him, but he was younger then her husband, in better shape, and better looking. Her husband rarely, if ever, kissed her this lustfully or passionately. Scott's hands found their way to her breasts and she moaned as their tongues teased each other. "Lets get in," he whispered.
"Ok," said Pam. She was breathing heavily. It was a little embarrassing to be so turned on. She'd found herself wanting sex more often then Richard was capable of giving as she entered her sexual peak. The fertility pills made her even hornier. Plus, the hormones were making her nipples ultra sensitive and just touching them made her pussy wet. Alcohol always loosened her inhibitions too. Pamela realized she was a walking sexual time bomb as she climbed in the car beside Scott. She'd need to control herself, but she wanted to tease this asshole some more.
Scott was kissing her again the moment she sat beside him. Then his hands were on the spaghetti straps holding her top on. "No!" she said, when he tried to pull them down.
"Please," he begged. "I really want to see those big melons."
"Alright. Since you're such a smooth talker, but let me do it." Pam pulled her top down, watching his eyes go big in anticipation. The bra's clasps was in the front. Pam unhooked it and her DD's sprang out, up thrust and firm thanks to her husband. She pulled the bra off.
"Dear god! They're magnificent!" Scott's hands sprang out to squeeze them again.
Pam decided to let him play with her breasts for a minute and then she planned on telling him she was going back inside, but then he started gently teasing her nipples and she thought she'd let him go on a little longer. She was about to make him stop when he bent down and licked one nipple. Dear god, she thought, echoing his words. That feels good. His tongue would flicker over one of her hard pink nipples and then he'd suck the entire tip of her breast into his mouth. Her pussy was gushing. Scott kept sucking, though he was fumbling with something under him. Scott sighed and quit fumbling between his legs. He switched to her other breast, his hand grabbing her wrist and pulling it forwards.
Pam was a little drunk and confused as her hand wrapped around a hard shaft. She squeezed it, quickly realizing what it was as Scott leaned back. She was holding Scott Johnson, asshole tormentors' penis and what a penis it was. "Wow!" she said, regretting feeding his ego.
"Impressed. Bigger then hubby's is it?"
"A lot bigger," she replied. Damn him, but it was bigger, by two or three inches she guessed. Richard's penis strained to reach six inches. Nor had Richard's penis been this hard in several years. Her husband's penis seemed to get floppier each year.
"Good. Why don't you climb onboard then?"
Pamela smirked and gently ran her hand up the shaft, caressing it. "I'm a married woman, Scott."
"Just imagine how good that thing would feel in your pussy," said Scott, reaching out to toy with her nipples again.
Pamela couldn't help herself and moaned. "Yes, it probably would feel good," she whispered.
Scott kissed her neck before saying, "My cock can reach places your husband can't. " He kissed her again. "I've never had a complaint." He kissed up under her chin. "Any woman I fuck cums at least once and most multiple times."
"Hmm, I'm tempted," moaned Pamela. He was making a persuasive argument. Richard had never made her cum, but she had given herself orgasms, though she didn't masturbate much anymore. "But no." Pamela felt her hand slide down to the base of his cock, then back up. Lubrication was pouring from his pee slit, coating his cock.
"Why don't you suck it then baby?" Scott kissed her on the lips. She kissed back, their tongues fighting, first in her mouth, then his.
Pamela pushed him back. "No, this has gone far enough," she said, her hand jerking up and down his shaft. "I should go."
"Let me play with your tits some more." Scott pushed her back slightly and took one nipple between his teeth again.
Pamela gasped. She had never been this horny. Richard had given her permission to tease, but this probably wasn't what he had in mind. She looked over at the cock in her hand. It would feel good in her pussy, she knew, but she was married, very fertile, and she hated this asshole. She suddenly knew how to pay him back for tormenting her. She would leave him high and dry.
Scott leaned back in the seat, moaning, but he kept playing with one of her nipples. "God, it's even bigger now," she whispered a little awed by his penis. She slowed her strokes to get a better glimpse of the swollen shaft.
"Last chance," groaned Scott. "I'd sure like to fuck you."
"I'm never going to fuck you, asshole," she replied, sneering. Now Pamela, she thought to herself. He's getting close. Stop and leave him hanging. Her hand kept moving. His cock was hot and it throbbed with life. His balls were splayed out on the car seat. They were impressive. I want to see it squirt. No, leave him with blue balls, Pamela. She couldn't stop jerking his cock. He was close, going to blow at any moment. She had to stop now or it would blow... His cock jerked and an impressive wad of semen struck the back of the front passenger seat. It had shot out at least six inches and several more wads squirted out, but they didn't make it as far and fell on the floor. It was an amazing sight to see and Pamela was glad she hadn't stopped jerking him off, but she was a little pissed at herself for enjoying it so much. "Damn it," she said as she kept stroking it until every drop was drained. She even got some on her hand. Pamela released his cock and opened the car door. She stepped outside topless and began pulling her green top back up.
"What's wrong, baby?" asked Scott. "I was hoping you'd change your mind and come home with me."
"No way."
"Then we could go up to your room."
"You don't get it Scott Johnson. I hate you. You like this body. Well, I'd be fucking you all night if you had just been a little nicer to me back in high school."
"Sorry, I was a jerk. Let me make it up to you."
"You're never touching this body again, Scott" Pamela turned and walked away.
Scott slid up to his driver's seat. He started his SUV and pulled out, rolling down his window as he caught up to her. "Thanks for the hand job, Porci Pig," he yelled. "And for the souvenir." Scott held up her bra and sped off.
"Fuck." Pamela stamped her foot down. If she had been holding anything, she would have thrown it at him. She did hold up her hand and give him the finger. Pamela looked at her hand. The flap of skin between her thumb and forefinger was covered in sperm. She had nothing to wipe it off. Pamela put her hand in her mouth and sucked it off. She tasted the cold fluid on her tongue before spitting it out. She hadn't hurt him at all. She'd even gotten him off and now she had tasted his sperm. She stamped her heeled foot down again. That hadn't gone as planned.
As Pamela neared the hotel. She saw some dark figures smoking behind a dumpster. One whistled at her. "Hey, Pamela come join us."
Pam turned and headed in that direction. It had sounded like Harlan. "Harlan?"
"Yeah. Come have a smoke with us." Harlan waited until she was close. "Take a hit."
Pamela's hand automatically came up and accepted the cigarette, correction joint. She had smoked pot with Hazel and Greta a few times back in school, but hadn't touched the stuff in twenty years. They were staring at her expectantly. She didn't want to suck something that had been in a black man's mouth, but she took a hit hoping it would calm her down and make her forget about Scott. She exhaled and passed it over to Gage. There were four black men in the alley, one she didn't recognize, but the other was dressed in a hotel uniform and had been the pervert who checked her into her room. They passed the joint around a bit, the four black men staring at her tits the whole time. She was used to it, but glanced down to see what they were looking at. Without her bra, the entire outline of her areola were visible under her top and her nipples were rock hard, pushing the material outwards. "I should get inside," she said, starting to feel uncomfortable.
"Alright," said Harlan. "Hey, the reunion's starting to wind down in there. We're having an after party. Interested?"
"Maybe. Let me know what's going on. Thanks for the smoke." Pamela turned, heading for the hotel lobby. The weed hit her before she reached the door. "Damn!" she said, shaking her head to try and clear it. Everything suddenly seemed amplified. She felt drunker and she could feel the material of her top rubbing her nipples. Cool night air was blowing up under her top, caressing her bare breasts. The pot amplified her horniness too. Damn you Scott, she thought. If she'd had his number she would have been tempted to call him back. His seven or eight inch penis could take care of her problem and he probably didn't have a low sperm count either. Evil thoughts, Pamela, she thought. Evil thoughts. She was thankful she didn't have his number.
"Pamela," said a voice as she stepped into the lobby.
Pam stopped and looked at the skinny bald man. "Preston. How are you?"
"Good. You look amazing."
"Thanks."
"Lets go back to the reunion and I'll buy you a drink," said Preston.
Not that she needed another drink, but Pamela accepted the beer from Preston after he got two from the bartender. "So how's life?" she asked. "Married? Kids?"
"Never married. No kids. You?"
"Married. He's a good guy, a doctor. As for kids, we're trying."
"Oh." Preston looked sad and dejected suddenly. "Why'd you come back, Pamela? You were as miserable in high school as I was."
"Same reason everyone does, see old friends, brag, show off how much you've changed. What about you?"
"I came here hoping to see you."
"Oh?"
"Lets go up to my room. I've got something to show you."
"Alright, but only for a few minutes."
Pamela followed Preston to the elevator and the two rode up a few floors silently until Preston said, "I can't believe how hot looking you are."
"Thanks. My husband is a plastic surgeon. I got some liposuction to start me off, but most of my body is thanks to a personal trainer at my gym. My husband had to lift my boobs up a little. You remember how big my boobs were. They were pretty saggy." Pamela watched Preston turn bright red. Of course, he remembered how big they were, he'd played with them.
Preston fumbled with his key card as she followed him to the door. She entered a room identical to her own.
"So Preston, what did you want to show me? I'm eager to get back down to the party."
"It's on the table there. Let me get it." Preston picked up a piece of paper in a plastic sleeve. And handed it to Pam.
Pam looked at it and smiled. It was a Shakespearean sonnet she had written for Preston the night she had given him the blow job. She had presented it to him the next day in school. "It's not that good really," she said. "Why'd you save it?"
"It reminded me of you. Blowing it with you was the biggest mistake of my life. The only reason I came here was to see you."
"Fuck you Preston Hunt." Pam was suddenly very angry. "I tried to kill myself because of you."
"I know, I'm sorry. I just had this fantasy of coming here and apologizing to you and we'd pick up where we left off. I know it was stupid, but I had to try. Now I see you're married."
"And out of your league, geek. I bet you wouldn't be ashamed to be seen with me now?" She walked right up to him with the intention of slapping him. Instead, she grabbed his crotch. "Did you come here hoping I'd suck your dick again?"
"No... Yes. I haven't had one since. "
Pamela felt him hardening under her grasp. She was shocked to realize she was dealing with what was probably a 38 year old virgin. Her desire for revenge trumped the sorrow she felt for him. She quickly had an idea on how to get him back. Pamela fell to her knees and fumbled with the buttons on Preston's trousers. "I bet you'd love to have a woman as hot as I am sucking your dick." Pam reached in his underwear and pulled Preston's penis out. It was the first she'd ever seen and the only one she'd ever put in her mouth. Funny, but she hadn't remembered it being this large. It was an inch or so bigger than Richard's, not quite as big as Scott's nice cock and it was skinnier, matching Preston's body. Pam leaned forward and licked the head.
"Oh god!"
"You want a blow job or maybe you'd like to titty fuck me?" Pamela pulled her green top off over her head and revealed her breasts to her old classmate.
"Oh god," he said again when she squeezed his dick between her big white breasts. The head of his penis was sticking out of her breasts. She flickered her tongue over the head again.
Pam hadn't intended on actually tasting him, but she knew that teasing him with her tongue would drive him nuts and she could feel him trembling as she kneeled in front of him. Pamela had decided to get his hopes up and then tell him to fuck off. The only way a geek loser like Preston could have a woman like Pamela suck his dick was to pay her and Pam didn't need the money. Pam pulled back until his cock fell out of her breasts and hovered right in front of her mouth. "Well Preston, this hot redhead is about to give you the best blow job of your life... Not," and as the last word came out of her open mouth, Preston grabbed her head and pushed his dick in her mouth. "Hmmmph," choked Pamela in surprise.
Pam tried to push back against his hips, but he pushed it back in her mouth. She pushed back again, hesitated and then pulled him forwards, letting his penis slide down her throat. The moan in Pam's throat matched the one coming from Preston. Old feelings started to resurface. At one time she had loved this man. She attacked his cock with gusto, staring cross-eyed at the shaft disappearing in and out of her mouth. Pam pulled back and ran her tongue all over the sleek helmeted head of his shaft. She pushed down and took him all the way in her mouth, her lips burying in his pubic hair.
Pamela's pussy was dripping and she made up her mind to fuck him. She couldn't ever remember being this horny. She would stay with him this one night and do anything he asked. Afterwards they would always have the memory of this magical night together to trump how much he had hurt her 20 years ago. Pamela pulled back to lick the head of his dick again, but this time she looked lovingly up at Preston. She still loved him even after all these years. His mouth was open and he was drooling a little. His eyes were rolled up in the back of his head. He was clearly enjoying it. Strangely, she felt nothing. She didn't love him.
Pam felt nothing. She had no feelings for this loser whatsoever. He had lost his chance 20 years ago. She wasn't going to spend the night with Preston Hunt and fuck him. She was really horny and wished Richard had come with her to take care of her needs, but she wasn't horny enough to cheat on him especially with Preston. Must be the booze and pot making me horny, she thought.
There was something else that was strange. She hadn't stopped worshipping his cock. She was still attacking his shaft with gusto. Moans of satisfaction were still coming from her throat. Being drunk and stoned may have loosened her inhibitions, but there was something else. She liked sucking dick. Why hadn't she done this again since 20 years ago? Her poor husband would have loved having his dick sucked once in awhile. Having a hard shaft sliding in and out of her throat made her feel powerful and she liked it. Richard was going to get a nice surprise when he got home.
Preston's dick hardened and jerked a few seconds later. The head was in her mouth when he blew. She felt the spray of cum strike the roof of her mouth and then it rolled off her tongue. It was so hot and the taste was hard to describe, but she liked it. Preston's balls weren't that impressive and he blew little more then a table spoon's worth, but Pamela just clamped her lips around his shaft and sucked every bit out of him that she could. Pamela felt his dick's pulse between her lips and with each pulse, his penis seemed to shrink a little. I should have taken Scott up on his offer, she thought, remembering the large load of sperm that had struck the car seat. That would have been tasty. No, she hated Scott and despised Preston, she remembered, letting Preston's dick plop out of her mouth. "I gotta go," she said, standing.
Preston stared at her boobs. "I can go again. Just give me two hours to recharge."
"No. I'm going back to my room. Alone."
"Please Alahandra, spend the night with me," he practically begged.
Pamela rolled her eyes. Alahandra the Elven mage was her old D&D character. "Preston, I'm a married woman. I love my husband and we're trying to have a child together. It's not going to happen." She adjusted her top once again over her braless chest.
Preston looked crestfallen. "How about another blow job then. Maybe in the morning?"
"Maybe at our fiftieth reunion," said Pam, letting herself out of his room. "Good night."
Pamela was horny as hell. She was drunk and stoned and overcome with strange feelings. She'd just realized she liked sucking men off even someone as unattractive as Preston. Her nipples were hard and sensitive rubbing against the material of her top. Her revenge wasn't going as planned. She'd actually performed sexual favors for two men she hated and she'd enjoyed it. Clearly I must have a slutty side I didn't know about, she thought.
Pam got back to her room, letting herself in. After going to the bathroom she stripped off her clothes and laid on top of the bed. She touched her nipples and moaned as she pinched them. They were extremely sensitive and so erect, they hurt a little. Pamela's hand left one breast and slid down her already undulating belly. She hadn't done this much, but it was the only way she'd ever cum and she wanted to cum now more then anything else. Her fingers slipped through her the red wisps of her pubic hair. Her index finger found her clit and gently circled it a little. Pamela moaned and slipped the finger inside her.



The phone rang.
Pamela's removed her finger as she jumped in fear. Her arm flew across her breasts and her hand came down to cover her crotch reacting as if someone were in the room. She'd only calmed down a little when the phone rang again. Pamela reached over and picked it up off the receiver. "Hello?" she asked, tentatively.
"Pamela?"
"Yes."
"It's Harlan."
"Oh hi."
"I've been looking everywhere for you. Still want to go to the after party?"
"I don't know, Harlan. I'm in my room all relaxed now."
"Aw come on. It's not even midnight yet."
"Alright, I guess so." Pamela had never been invited to a party back in high school and being invited now, gave her a little thrill.
"We were hoping we could use your room seeing as how you're alone and all."
Pamela paused. "I don't think that would be appropriate. Why can't we just hit the hotel bar?"
"They're closing soon," said Harlan's voice in the phone. "Hey! I got an idea. Did you pack a bikini?"
"Actually I did," she replied, knowing the hotel had an indoor pool and swimming was big on her workout agenda.
"The pool here has a large Jacuzzi. I'll tell everyone to meet there. Give me twenty minutes."
Pamela paused as she thought this through. Her bikini was scandalously small. The top didn't cover even half of her large breasts area and the bottom was a skimpy thong. The thought of her classmates seeing her in that outfit sent a shiver down her spine. The men would stare at her and their wives would stare jealously at their men. "I'll see you then."
Pamela quickly dressed in her bikini. It was her favorite color, green. She looked super hot in it and Richard kept a photo of her wearing it on the beach in the Bahamas on his desk at work. Her nipples appeared uninterested in going down and she didn't like the way they poked out through the top. The material hugged each nipple and her areola were visible underneath the top. She kept her feet bare and wrapped her body up in a hotel robe.
Pamela exited her room and walked barefoot to the elevator. She got off in the lobby and had a pretty good view of the hotel bar. It was crowded and looked like her entire graduating class was in there. She even saw Keisha, Gage's chubby wife, and some other black women talking. She didn't think there'd be anyone left in her class to hang out with in the Jacuzzi and she nearly turned around. The black desk clerk nodded at her when she passed. When she entered the pool area it was largely dark, but the lights in the Jacuzzi section were on. A sign read that the pool had closed two hours ago at ten o'clock. Two men were in the Jacuzzi, Harlan and Gage.
"Where's the rest of the class?" she asked, stepping up to the hot tub.
"They didn't seem interested," said Harlan. "Get in."
Pamela stared at the two black men. Her daddy would have shit a brick if he ever knew she was even considering sitting in a hot tub with two black men. Richard was a little racist too. She'd didn't like the idea of sitting in the same water as two black men, but she'd swam in the gym's pool with blacks before, but they hadn't been this close to her. She hated these two and figured that teasing them a bit wouldn't be as risky as teasing Scott or Preston. Maybe Keisha and Gage's wife would come to retrieve their husband's and see them flirting with Pam. That would sure piss Keisha off.
Pamela dropped the robe.
Harlan smirked and let his eyes run up and down her body. Gage was staring pretty hard too, right at her erect nipples. Pam slowly stepped into the Jacuzzi as far from the black men as she could get. Luckily, it was designed for a lot of people. Pamela sighed as she sank into the hot water and powerful jets of water began spraying her body. The waterline cut her breasts in half right at the nipple area. She sighed again and sat back which had her nipples sticking out of the water.
"Here, have a beer," said Gage. He had a couple six packs beside him. He and Harlan already had two in their hands. She took the can Gage offered her and took a deep drink. The heat in the tub was making her thirsty.
She watched Harlan reach over to his shirt which was laying nearby and retrieve something. It was another joint. He picked up a lighter and lit the end of the joint, taking several puffs. Harlan stood enough that she could see his hard muscular chest and he held out the joint to her. She took it and inhaled a few puffs before reaching out to pass it to Gage.
Pam stared at the two men. Gage and Harlan were both very black, not brown like lots of African Americans. Harlan was the darker of the two, almost Pam's opposite in that she was a pale white as he was dark black. Gage only looked lighter next to Harlan. Gage was big, really big. She put him at about three hundred pounds. Harlan was so fit and muscular, he probably worked out as much as she did.
Gage passed her the joint instead of giving it to Harlan. She took a puff and handed it to Harlan. He gave it back to her. Pam felt her head spinning as she took a long drag. She held it out to Gage, but he shook his head declining it. She took another drag and shared the rest of it with Harlan. Pam relaxed again and found herself just staring off into space. She shook her head to clear it. "I'm no expert, but that appears to be good stuff. Where'd you get it?""
Harlan chuckled. "The guy at the front desk, names Bodie. He's an old bro of mine. He's also letting us use the hot tub past hours." Harlan laughed again and glanced at the security camera pointed at the Jacuzzi. "I still can't get over how great you look, Porci."
"Why thank you, Harlan."
"Gage, you know Doctor Barnes?" asked Harlan.
"Nope," said Gage, a man of few words.
"Plastic surgeon, office on Fennimore Street. That's Pam here's husband."
"You don't say."
"He's the one that made her boobs look so good."
"Lifted them only," injected Pam.
"Pam here swears they're real," laughed Harlan.
"They look fake to me," said Gage nodding, sagely.
"They are all mine," said Pam, getting frustrated.
"It's nothing to be ashamed of Pam," said Harlan. "I love fake breasts."
"Ugghnnh!" she growled in frustration. Pam slid forwards toward Harlan. "Give me your hand," she ordered. When the large black man presented his hand, she placed his palm over the right breast of her bikini top. "Squeeze them."
"Gladly." Harlan squeezed her breast.
"Satisfied? You can stop now." Pam looked down at the muscular black arm and the hand gently squeezing her breast.
"No, I'm not satisfied," replied Harlan, still squeezing. "Gage, grab the other one and tell me what you think."
Pamela watched the fat black man move closer towards her in the Jacuzzi. His flabby black arm came up and squeezed her other breast. "Well?" asked Pam.
"Feels real to me," replied Gage.
"Bull shit," said Harlan. "I can't be sure with the top on. Take your top off and let me try again."
"That's enough," said Pam, finally pushing both men's hands of her tits. "I'm not taking my top off in front of you two."
"I don't need to see them, just touch them. Turn around and I will squeeze them from behind."
Pam stood in the center of the hot tub and turned around. Harlan and Gage stared hungrily at her bare ass before Harlan stood up behind her. Pam reached behind her and lifted up her long red hair, the lower half was wet and darker. She moved it away from the nape of her neck.
"I got that," said Harlan. He reached out to the knot just under her nape, tied around her neck and pulled the string loose.
"Just a quick squeeze," said Pamela. "Nothing more."
"Sure thing, babe," said Harlan.
Pamela looked down as two beefy black hands came up to cover her breasts. The contrast between his dark black hands and her pale breasts was amazing. He squeezed them tightly, then kneaded her fleshy globes. She watched as her hard nipples appeared between his fingers before he started pinching them. The contact with her pink nipples sent more spasms of arousal down to her pussy. "E-enough p-playing with the nipples, Harlan. What's the verdict?"
"Real," he sighed, still squeezing them.
"You can quit touching them now, please," said Pam.
Harlan released her breasts, but placed his hands on her hips. "How about this tight ass, is it real?" He pulled her back.
"That's from yoga and some time at the gym... whoa!" Pamela quickly jumped forward as her ass came in contact with his crotch. She felt two little tugs on her hips as she pulled away. She turned in time to watch Harlan toss her bikini bottom well out of the Jacuzzi. Pamela quickly covered her red bush with her hand and sank down into the tub. Her bikini top was nowhere to be seen and her robe had somehow walked away.
"What are you doing?" she asked, her eyes focusing on the enormous bulge right in front of them.
Harlan laughed. "Just messing with you. I'll get your clothes when you're ready to go."
"I'm ready now," said Pam.
"Nonsense. We still got beer left," injected Gage.
"Well I'm not sitting in here nude, while you have your clothes on," said Pam.
"Fair enough," said Harlan, sliding his bathing suit down.
"That's not what I meant." Pam stared in awe as the giant black shaft revealed itself. "That's impossible," she muttered as Harlan's dark black cock sprang free. It was plump, nearly ten inches long and it wasn't completely hard.
"What's impossible?" asked Harlan, grinning broadly. His white teeth shined brightly against his black skin.
"Your... I mean... Just finding myself in this situation," she replied, confusedly.
"Come on and join the party, Gage," said Harlan.
Gage stood up. He was wearing white underwear and it appeared to contain a huge coiled black snake, partially visible through the wet fabric. He pulled it down and another giant black penis appeared to roll out of it. The tip looked funny. There was no helmeted head, just a bulging piece of skin. He wasn't as large as Harlan, but he wasn't as erect as Harlan either.
"So big," muttered a disbelieving Pam, eyes flickering between the two black cocks.
"What's that?" asked Harlan. "I couldn't hear you." Harlan's cock
suddenly extended another inch and rose a little until it was almost
sticking straight out.
"It gets bigger!" said Pam.
"Gage, it looks like Pamela Porci's a little fascinated with our
cocks," said Harlan. He took a step closer to Pam.
"I think you're right, Harl," grunted Gage.
"What's so fascinating about them, Pam?" asked Harlan, grinning. "They is just a pair of normal cocks."
"They're monsters!" said Pamela, loudly this time. She brought her voice
back to normal. "Nothing normal about them. I've never seen a penis as big as yours, Harlan."
"Oh," said Harlan wisely. "You've never seen a big black cock before.
I meant they was normal for black men."
"No wonder she thinks they is big, Harl," said Gage. "She's only seen
little white pricks."
"I don't believe it," said Pam, shaking her head. She half believed
it was the marijuana making her hallucinate. She shook her head
harder, but there was still a huge black cock pointed at her face when she stopped. She
sank a little in the water and found herself staring at the underside
which was crisscrossed by large blue-black veins. Her eyes focused,
then widened on his testicles. They were as big as coconuts! Each
black testicle was bigger then her husband's, Preston's, and even
Scott's entire scrotum.
"Touch it. It gets bigger," said Harlan.
"Can I?" Pam lifted one arm out of the water. She hesitated, holding
it back. "I just want to see it at full size. I'm not gonna do
anything but touch it. Understand?"
"Sure girl," said Harlan. "I didn't say you could do anything, but
touch it. We're both married after all."
Pam reached out and gently touched the underside with just her
fingertips. She yanked her hand back when the shaft swelled some more
and then surged forward. It now stuck straight out and close to a foot
long. "Jesus," she whispered.
"It's not gonna bite you, girl."
Pam nodded and put her hand back on it. This time she gripped the
shaft. It was thicker then Scott's. Scott's filled her hand when she gripped it, but Harlan's left more then an inch gap between her thumb and fingers.
She slid her hand up and down a little, gently stroking it. She kept
her composure not wanting this to turn into another hand job. She did
have a growing desire to see it shoot. One of Harlan's balls must
produce more semen then Scott's entire load had. The big black cock
had quit growing at around a foot and it now curved slightly upwards.
The head was a big black plum and with each stroke of her hand, the
urethra would open like it was breathing, but instead it was spitting
out little spurts of fluid. She slowed her stroking aware that she had
subconsciously picked up speed. Her wedding ring glistened on her
finger as it moved up and down the shaft.
"You know Gage," said Harlan. "Maybe Pam here can help us out with our
little problem."
"What problem's that?" asked Gage.
"Which one of us has the bigger cock, of course."
"I'm pretty sure it's me," said Gage, coming closer.
"Bull shit. It's always been me," said Harlan. "Pam, I'm making you
the judge. Who's bigger me or fat boy?"
Pam's free hand came up and grasped Gage's shaft while she continued
stroking Harlan. Gage's cock was a fat, wrinkly black salami. It was
still hanging down, but quickly stiffened at her touch. Soon it stuck
straight out. It was hard to judge the length with his belly draped
over the root and hiding his pubic hair. His balls were the same size
as Harlan's. His urethra peeked out of the flab of skin. It too was
spurting little drops of fluid. Pam moved her hand closer to the head
and was surprised to see that she was now pulling the foreskin down
each time her hand slid to the base revealing his huge cock head. "I think Harlan's bigger," she said.
"Fuck yes," said Harlan.
"But Gage's thicker and I think the head is bigger, though it could be
his foreskin."
"Naw," said Gage. "Mine gets bigger. Try licking the head. You don't
have to give me a blow job or nothing."
Pam wasn't thinking straight as she moved her head towards Gage's cock
head. She stuck her tongue out, pulled the foreskin back, and licked
her tongue over the head. She immediately felt her pussy spasm and
squirt. She started pushing her crotch down against the underwater
seat in the tub.
"There it's bigger," said Gage.
Pamela slid her tongue right over the urethra, to lap up the leaking
fluid. She paused and said, "Looks the same to me."
"No fair," said Harlan. "Lick mine too and see if it gets any bigger.
Pamela moved her head to Harlan's cock and ran her tongue all over the
bulbous head. His cock head actually did seem to swell up a little.
"No noticeable difference," she said. "I think they're maxed out."
"I know I've seen mine bigger," said Harlan. "Try taking the head in
your mouth and bob it a little like you is gonna give me a blow job."
Pamela felt a shiver go down her spine. This was only pretend. Make him think he was about to get a blow job just to trick his cock into growing some more. Pam opened her mouth wide and let the head enter her mouth. The huge size of his cock head gave her some problems, but she tried her best, bobbing her head and running her tongue all over it. She found herself bobbing her head deeper as his cock reached her throat and she began to swallow it. Preston's prick had reached her uvula when she had sucked him, but Harlan's cock was crushing her uvula to the roof of her mouth as she sucked him deeper.
Pam wanted to choke as his cock slid deeper and deeper. She was rushing this, afraid he would stop her. Harlan hadn't given her permission to suck more then the head, but now Pamela wanted to take it all or at least try. Luckily, he didn't seem in a hurry to stop her.
Pamela found herself sucking more then half his cock. It was well past her tonsils now. The head slid up and down her esophagus. Her eyes were squeezed shut and were tearing up as she fought not to choke. Slowly she got used to the large invader in her throat and mouth. She relaxed some and kept swallowing. Soon her nose pressed into his pubic hair and Pamela was filled with pride as having swallowed it all.
Pamela began bobbing her head as rapidly as she could. She was filled with a sense of euphoria as she sucked the giant cock. Her throat drummed with each rhythmic beat of his pulse. She loved this man so much, she'd loved him for twenty years. I'm so happy sucking your cock for you, lover, she thought. Pamela opened her eyes and looked lovingly up at Harlan. Her eyes widened when she realized who it was she was sucking. She didn't love this man, she hated him. He was looking down at her a little contemptuously with a smirk on his face. Yech, she thought. I'm sucking off a black man and one of my tormentors at that. He does have a nice body though. She looked up his flat stomach and abdominals to his ripped chest. Her hand came up to knead his balls while she continued sucking and staring up his chest. Why are you doing this, Pam? Just the sight of his huge cock had you practically drooling to get it in your mouth. You should stop right now, return to your room, and call your husband. Pam shook her head with his cock down her throat. I'm not stopping. I love sucking cock. I want to taste him. I bet he has lots of hot cum for me. You slut, she thought to herself. First Preston and now Harlan. Why'd she like sucking cock so much?
Pam had just noticed that Harlan's cock was getting bigger when he suddenly grabbed her head and buried her nose in his pubic hair. "Oh god," he grunted as his cock jerked in her throat. Pam's belly felt full after the first spasm. She didn't like this. She couldn't taste him. She pulled back when he relaxed, letting his cock slide up her esophagus. When his cock spasmed a second time, hot cum was striking her throat and flowing down into her belly. When it spasmed a third time, the head was in her mouth and his cum filled her up until her cheeks bulged out and she worried she might spit it out of her mouth. Pam swallowed his sperm while skillfully stroking his shaft, milking it for every drop. It was as good as she imagined, his sperm was hot and rich as it filled her mouth a second time. She swallowed in time for the next load, but it wasn't enough to fill her mouth. It kept squirting, five more times and even then it kept leaking after that. She held her tongue out under it to catch the dribbling sperm. The bastard dribbles as much as Richard's entire orgasm.
"That was great," said Harlan, pulling back. "You know your way around a cock."
"Thanks, I guess," replied Pamela, wiping the back of her hand across her face.
"Now go take care of fatboy over there."
Pamela glanced over at Gage. He was sitting on the edge of the hot tub slowly stroking his enormous dick. She'd forgotten about him. Pamela stood up and let the men openly stare at her nude body before taking a few steps to kneel before Gage. Pam grabbed the base of his cock and took him in her mouth. Yeah, he was thicker then Harlan, but she noticed no difference as she took his cock deep down her throat. Pam was soon filled with the same sense of pleasure and love she felt with Harlan and Preston. She looked up at Gage hoping his obesity and unattractive visage would make the feeling go away, but they didn't. She loved sucking his cock as much as Harlan's or Preston's. This was the man that had come up with the Porci Pig nickname that had dogged her throughout high school and all she could think about was getting him to cum in her mouth.
Pam found that she had to stand to suck him off while he sat on the edge of the Jacuzzi. She was bent over at the waist, her legs spread, and ass above the water. She felt hands on her hips just as she managed to deep throat Gage. She rapidly pulled back as a large round knob pushed against her wet labia. Gage's cock cleared her mouth just as the big knob pushed harder. "What the hell are you doing?" she asked, a little pissed she'd been interrupting.



Harlan started running his cock head up and down her wet slit. His cock was fully rejuvenated. "Just thought I might put it in and fuck you a little."
Pam felt a tremendous shudder run through her body. That sounded like a great idea, just what her pussy needed. Her mind beat out her body's lust. "Harlan, you know we can't do that. We're both married and you know I'm trying to have a baby."
"I gotta fuck that tight white pussy of yours, Pamela. Just let me put a little bit in? Just imagine how good this thing will feel inside you."
Pamela shuddered again. She knew full well that it would feel good, but she couldn't risk fucking Harlan of all people. Unless, maybe, just maybe, he had a condom. No! Pam what are you thinking. You can't fuck Harlan. He's black! What if he impregnates you? Stop it girl, you're not that big of a slut. Now's your chance to tease him. Tell the jerk off. Pamela was in the same position, but her thighs were clenched as Harlan tried to work his cock around her slit. She was slowly stroking Gage's cock, wanting desperately to get back to sucking it. Tell him off Pam, she thought. Responses came to mind quickly. Never. In your dreams, asshole. When hell freezes over. When pigs fly. She liked the last one as it would remind them of the nickname they had bestowed upon her. "Alright Harlan," she said, trying to look over her shoulder. "You can fuck me, when pigs... Aaarh! What are you doing?" His cock head had thrust forwards inside her.
"You just told me to fuck you," growled Harlan.
"No! I was... Oh my god! It's so big. Never felt like this. It's making me... CUM!" Pam found herself pushing back into his thrusting cock as she had her first orgasm from vaginal intercourse and it felt really good. She didn't even think a third of his big cock was inside her when she came. She'd taken about half his shaft when she quit cumming, but a second orgasm came quickly on the heels of the first. A third orgasm followed that one as the head forced it's way even deeper. The last orgasm was so big, Pamela nearly passed out. When she recovered, her pussy felt completely stuffed with cock. Harlan was slowly withdrawing his shaft and pushing it back in. His balls were slapping her thighs and she knew she had taken the entire thing. Her torso was laying on Gage. At some point she had released his cock and it was now trapped between her large breasts. She dazedly looked down at his cock head sliding in and out of her breasts like a black moray eel emerging from a hole in coral. She looked up at Gage. "He's fucking me, Gage. He's fucking me with that big cock of his."
Gage stared back at her. "No, he's fucking you with that big BLACK cock of his."
It is black, thought Pam just as another orgasm had her pussy squeezing down around his cock. "He's fucking me with his big black cock," she said.
Gage nodded, sagely. "Now there's another black cock that needs to get sucked."
Pamela nodded. She pushed back off Gage and bent her head down to take his cock in her mouth. The next moment a powerful thrust from Harlan pushed her forward so fast, half of Gage's cock went down her throat. Her lips quickly touched Gage's pubes as Harlan kept his powerful thrusts coming. Pamela had another orgasm that nearly made her choke on Gage's cock. The next chance she got, Pam pulled back far enough for Gage's cock to spring free just so she could catch her breath.
"Slow down and let her suck me off, Harl," said Gage.
"Go ahead and finish my boy off, slut," ordered Harlan.
Pamela's pussy clamped down over Harlan's shaft and she came again when he called her slut, though she didn't like being called that. Harlan kept his cock buried in her pussy and Pam swore the head must have passed through her cervix and right into her womb. He held it still, but every now and then he'd flex it, the movement sending a tremor through her body. Pam turned her attention to Gage and began sucking his cock. He was thicker then Harlan, but she found it was getting easier. Soon she was rapidly deep throating him. She found she loved sucking Gage off as much as she had Harlan, but she was hurrying to get back to fucking Harlan. No wonder Harlan thought she was a slut.
Soon Gage's cock swelled and Pam pulled back just in time to get a mouthful of hot semen on his first ejaculate. She kept her mouth clamped over the head and stroked his shaft with her hand as wad after wad filled her mouth. He was as tasty as Harlan. She pulled back the foreskin and licked the head clean before entirely releasing his cock. "Alright Harlan, it's time to fuck me hard with that big black cock," she said, bracing herself against Gage. Instead, Harlan withdrew his entire cock. "Oh no, what's wrong?" she asked, looking over her shoulder.
"Come mount me." Harlan sat down on the submerged bench, but a good five inches of his cock stuck upwards out of the water.
Pamela walked over to him, straddled his lap, and guided his cock back inside her pussy. Pam slowly lowered herself. There was a moments pain past a certain point and Pam realized, it really was past her cervix and in her womb. That jolted her back to reality. "Remember, you can't cum in me," she said. The black man had four kids and certainly didn't have a low sperm count.
"I remember," said Harlan. "Now let me suck on these big white titties." Pamela arched her back so that her breasts thrust upwards. "Dayumn," said the black man, squeezing and feeling them. "These are perfect, milky white, pink swollen nipples, fucking lovely." He pinched her nipples and was rewarded by a moan from Pamela. "Time to ride me, bitch."
Pamela began bouncing in his lap while Harlan played with her tits. He'd suck her entire nipple into her mouth or flick his tongue rapidly over her erect nipple. In the meantime, his hand was always working on her other nipple, pinching it, gently tugging on it, or twirling it. The contact was driving her wild. Pamela would pick up speed as she approached orgasm, then she'd push up until just the head was in her and cum as she slowly sank down his shaft. Once, the orgasm was so big, her legs gave out and she slammed down on his cock.
"I love these tits," growled Harlan, still playing with them. "Fuck! I love your hot body, Porci, tight white pussy, and that fine ass." He softly spanked one cheek.
"I love fucking your big black cock, Harlan," moaned Pam.
"Better then Dr. Barnes?"
"I shouldn't say it, but yes, I love your cock more then my husband's. It's so big and hard."
"This white pussy belongs to me from now on." Harlan spanked her ass again.
Pamela wrapped her arms around his neck and tried to kiss him, but he pulled back with a look of distaste on his face. "I love fucking your big black cock," she said in his ear. "I love sucking you, swallowing your cum."
"Getting close," grunted Harlan.
"I love your black cock," yelled a gasping Pamela. "Gonna cum again," she said softer this time. "I love your black cock, fucking me so good.
"Better slow down or you're gonna get a womb full of sperm."
"I'm really close," she squealed. "Hold on lover, let me cum again."
"Can't hold back," grunted Harlan. "Here it cums."
"Not yet, lover. "I love your black cock. I love your cock."
"Get off!" Harlan tried to lift her off his cock, but Pamela slammed down and screamed.
"Shit! I'm cumming!" Biology took over and Harlan grabbed her hips and thrust up as he came.
"I love your co... cumming!" Pamela started thrashing. "I love it. I love you. I love you," she cried, as jet after jet of hot seed shot into her contracting womb. She'd never felt anything remotely like this and her orgasm was huge.
Harlan moved his hands from her hips and up to her back. He buried his face in her breasts and held her tightly as they both came down from their simultaneous orgasms.
Pam sat frozen, still loving the twitching cock that was buried in her, but she was filled with self doubt. She'd just told this asshole, she loved him. Why was she having feelings for any guy she was with sexually in some way? Feelings of love had filled her sucking Preston's little cock. Maybe she really was a slut? Maybe she was just reacting to the best sex of her life? Her last orgasm sure had been gigantic when he came in... "You jerk!," she screamed jumping off him. "You came in me!" His cock plopped out and sperm began leaking out of her.
"You wouldn't get off me," said Harlan, holding up his hands in surrender.
"I told you not to cum in me." Pamela stood in the center of the tub and tried to force more of his sperm out of her pussy by squeezing her vaginal muscles and pushing outwards like a woman giving birth. She was rewarded as large white globs of the stuff fell into the water, but most of it was trapped behind her now closed cervix. "You might have impregnated me, you asshole!"
"I tried to get you off, but you fought me. Do you think I want another brat, you crazy bitch."
"He's right," said Gage, grabbing her shoulder and turning her around. "He tried to stop you, but you were goin all crazy gettin off on his cock."
Pamela looked down at Gage's reinvigorated cock. He sat down on the bench as she followed straddling his legs. She stood there dazed, so Gage took over and pulled her down over his shaft. "Yes," she moaned as she sank down into his lap. "You're so big and thick, Gage."
"True," he said, "but what about my cock?" Gage chuckled.
"I love it," she purred beginning to ride his shaft. Gage bent down and took one nipple in his mouth. "Ohmygod, I'm gonna cum again."
"Work that pussy slut," said Gage while Pam thrashed around on his cock while she came. "Squeeze that big black cock with yo pussy. Now ride me fast, no faster."
"Damn!" said Harlan watching the action. His cock was growing again. He watched as Gage grabbed her ass cheeks and pulled them apart as he lifted her up and down his cock. Harlan spit in his hand and worked it around his fully hard cock, lubricating it. He walked over behind Pamela. He looked at her tight sphincter.
Pam felt something long and hard smack her back and then slide down her ass. When the end reached her anus, it started pressing hard against it. She reflexively pulled away from it, sliding up Gage's cock. "Hey!" she said. "What are you doing?" Pam looked over her shoulders.
"I gotta fuck me that white ass," said Harlan, pushing harder.
"Ow!," grunted Pam. "That thing will rip me in two. I've never been fucked back there before."
"I can tell," he said, watching as her sphincter opened and stretched wide around his cock head.
"Ow! Oh god! I don't think that's a good idea," said Pamela, scrunching her face to fight the pain.
"Agh, there it is," said Harlan as the head of his cock slipped inside her ass. "You're right, Porci. It's not a good idea. Keisha's gonna be expecting a good fucking when she gets back to our room and this is about gonna tap me out. Your tight white ass just looked too inviting to pass up."
"He's fucking my ass, Gage," whispered Pamela, as Harlan's soft thrusts pushed her into the fat black man.
Gage looked a little disgusted. "Gawd dammit, Harlan, can't I have some fun with her just once without you joining in?"
"Fuck you, Gage. You didn't even want to do this sexy slut, Mr. Faithful-to-my-wife. This slut belongs to me now." Harlan was working about half his cock in and out of her ass now.
"Too much," cried Pam. Both their big cocks were fighting for space inside her crotch. "I'm so stuffed." Pamela was ready to order Harlan to pull out when his cock slipped even deeper up her ass and the thrust pushed her pussy down hard on Gage's cock. Her orgasm caught her off guard and she nearly passed out. When she came to her senses, both men had developed a rhythm to fucking her, alternating thrusts and occasionally shoving them both in her together. "Oh god, fuck my ass. Fuck my pussy. I love your big black cocks. I love you both so much. Cumming again!"
"Getting close too," growled Gage.
Pamela was groggy, but new she shouldn't risk another load of black sperm in her pussy.
"You gotta pull out," she grunted. Harlan had grabbed her hips and was fucking her ass for all he was worth.
"Shit! Can't hold it," said Gage, "Harlan stop and let her get off me."
"Not yet, about to fill that ass with cum." Harlan thrust forward, shoving nearly three quarters of his cock in her ass. His cock jerked and shot a load of sperm deep in her bowels.
Pam felt the cock in her pussy jerk. More hot black seed filled her womb. Having two giant black cocks pumping sperm in her ass and womb sent Pamela over the edge again. This orgasm went off like a series of firecrackers. Pop! Pop! Pop!. Pamela collapsed onto Gage exhausted.
When she came to, she was sitting naked in the hot tub, legs spread, arms thrown out, and her head resting back against the edge. Both black men were pulling their shots back on. Harlan had a white hotel robe and Gage had brought sweat pants and a tee shirt. "You assholes just gonna leave me here?" she asked.
"I was gonna wake you up, Porci," said Harlan. "Gotta treat my pussy right if I'm gonna keep fucking it."
Pam shook her head and climbed out of the tub to find her bikini. "This was fun guys, but it's a one time thing. We're all married."
"Agreed," said Gage.
"We'll see," laughed Harlan. "I ain't kidding when I say that pussy's mine now."
"No Harlan, this pussy, this body, my heart and soul belong to my husband. Lets just hope neither of you knocked me up and we'll just say that whatever happens at reunion stays at reunion."
Both black men left and headed for the elevator. She didn't want to be seen with them, so she waited for the next one. Luckily, she rode up to her floor alone. The thin material of her bikini covering her crotch wasn't enough to hold both black men's sperm in. Liquefied semen was running down her thighs by the time the elevator dinged on her floor. Nor did she get it all out when she sat on the toilet for thirty minutes. Nor did she get it all out when she took a long hot shower.
Pamela threw her nude body on the bed and stared at the ceiling. She felt so guilty cheating on Richard, that she felt she'd never fall asleep. Still, she had no regrets, the sex had been fantastic. She'd certainly discovered she had a slutty side that she hadn't known about. It worried her a little and she knew that sex with Richard would leave her unsatisfied from now on. If she was ever satisfied with him to begin with. She'd just have to fake it and as long as she wasn't pregnant things would be alright. She really did love him. The night's events had left her exhausted and Pamela fell asleep more quickly then she thought she would.
*****************
Pamela awoke to a pounding on her door. She assumed it was housekeeping and couldn't remember if she had put up the "do not disturb" sign. She threw the hotel robe on from last night and opened the door. Harlan burst in.
"We gotta hurry," said Harlan, pulling a tee shirt off over his head.
"What do you mean?" asked Pamela stepping away from him, her eyes flickering down over his bare muscular chest.
Harlan stooped and yanked his sweat pants down. His cock sprang up, already at half mast and rising. "Keisha's down at breakfast. We don't have long."
Pam felt a thrill of lust go through her body when she saw his beautiful black cock again.
She didn't resist when he yanked her robe open or lifted her in his arms and threw her on the bed. Soon he was rubbing the tip of his cock up her already soaked slit and pushing his shaft in deep. He ended up cupping her legs under his arms and pounding her to multiple orgasms with the hard thrusts of his cock.
"Getting close," growled Harlan, "Want me to pull out? I can cum on your tits or in your mouth?"
"No," she moaned. "One more time. Cum in my pussy." Pam lifted her crotch in to his thrusting cock and soon felt him filling her womb with another load of sperm. "It feels so good."
Harlan quickly pulled his cock out of her filled pussy and still shot a strand of sperm across her red pubic hair. He squeezed a few more drops out. "Gotta go," he said. Harlan quickly got dressed. "Next time, we can spend the whole day fucking." He opened the door.
"That sounds great," moaned Pamela, stretching. "Wait! There won't be a next time," she said, but he had already left.
Pamela soon discovered that her morning wasn't quite over. She took a long morning shower, trying to get Harlan's sperm out of her. She dried herself off and walked out nude into her room. She froze in fear when she realized she wasn't alone. A nude black man was laying on her bed holding an incredibly big black cock in his hand. It was completely hard, as long as Harlan's and as thick as Gage's. Magnificent. He was circumcised and the shaft was capped by a long serpentine cock head. "Just what do you think you are doing?" she asked, staring at his cock.
"Come to get me some of what my two brothers got last night," said the man. "I watched you with Harlan and Gage for two hours on the monitors. Made me a little DVD of it to show some people, if you get my meaning."
Pamela walked around the bed, making no attempt to cover her nude body. "Bodie right?" she asked and the man nodded. She'd smoked a joint with him in the alley and he'd provided Harlan with the pot. He was the pervert working the front desk last night which explained how he'd gotten in her room. "Harlan tell you this was alright?"
"No," said Bodie, "He doesn't know I'm here."
Pamela climbed on the bed between his legs and wrapped her fingers around the massive black cock. "So I take it you're blackmailing me?"
"No," lied Bodie, fully intending to blackmail her if she refused to fuck him, but he saw the look of lust in her eyes while she slowly stroked his cock. "I saw what a slut you were on the monitors and thought you might be hungry for some more dark meat." He waited a few seconds while she hesitated. Then his cock head was in her mouth.
Pamela paused sucking him long enough to say, "Just a blow job, understand? That's all." Bodie nodded and she went back to sucking him.
Bodie laid back on the bed with his hands under his head. Soon the hot red headed chick was sucking his cock so fast, he thought she might suck the black off of it. "Slut, you are one born cock sucker," he growled.
His words had Pamela's pussy dripping. She was loving this. Her slutty feelings were as strong with this complete stranger as they were with Harlan or Gage. She almost wished he was blackmailing her and would force her to fuck and suck him for days and then maybe he'd bring friends. She felt him lean up and tug on her arm. "What?" she asked.
Bodie pulled her up his body and soon she was lowering herself over his cock, breaking her promise of just a few minutes early. Soon she was riding him and her cum was soaking his balls while he played her big breasts. Pamela wasn't completely gone. She knew she shouldn't risk another man cumming in her. "Tell me when you're about to cum" she grunted.
Bodie played with her tits while she rode him hard for another ten minutes. "I'm about to cum," he suddenly said, grabbing her waist and pulling her down into his thrusting cock as sperm filled her womb.
Pamela had one final huge orgasm as he pumped her full of sperm and she forgave him for not pulling out. Bodie rolled her off him after he'd quit cumming. "Love to stay and get to know that pussy better, but it's been a long night," he said.
"And I've got a flight to catch." Pam sat up and went to take yet another shower.
Pam finished her shower and peeked out the door almost expecting to see another black man in her room. It was empty and she sighed with relief, but was also a little disappointed. "So ends my fun," she said, out loud. "No more fooling around for me." She giggled. "At least until my next reunion."



Four hours later just off the coast of North Carolina, Harlan was emptying his balls in her belly. He'd wanted to join the mile high club, but the airplane's bathroom was too narrow. Pamela was forced to sit on the toilet and suck Harlan off while he stood in front of her. Harlan was sitting many aisles in front of her. He'd told Keisha, he had the runs and would be in the rear bathroom for awhile. He'd grabbed Pam's arm as he passed her.
Fifteen minutes later, Pam was milking his long cock towards her face as she tried to drain every drop from the long black shaft. "This is the last time, Harlan," she said, licking her lips.
Pamela was wrong again.
Thursday, four days after the plane landed, Pamela awoke to her doorbell ringing. Richard was long gone to work and having nothing to do, Pam usually slept in before reading a few hours. She looked out her bedroom window and saw a garbage truck parked at the end of her street. Richard must have forgotten to pay the bill, she thought.
Pam pulled a robe on over her nude body and ran down the stairs. She tied her belt tightly at the door and pulled it open. Harlan's hand came out and pulled her belt off. "But..," she stuttered.
"Doing a route evaluation," said Harlan. He was wearing a suit.
Pamela stepped backwards as Harlan entered her house. He pulled her robe open and pushed it off her shoulders. Her horny pussy started gushing. "We can't."
"Sure we can," said Harlan. "Dr. Barnes is at work until 5:00."
"Oh no," she said, watching two black men in garbage overalls enter her house behind Harlan. They shut the door behind them.
The two garbage men reached out and toyed with her breasts while Harlan pulled his tie off and removed his suit.
For the next 90 minutes, Pamela experienced the joys of three large black cocks. She fucked all three, took two up her ass, and gave two blow jobs. At one time she was cumming like crazy with a cock in each hole. None pulled out of her fertile womb.
So began a pattern for Pamela Porci Barnes. Harlan stopped by twice a week for a long lunch of white pussy. Soon Pamela came to believe that her pussy really did belong to him. She refused him nothing. Every Thursday, her black garbage men took a break at her house to use her, now that they knew what a slut lived there. Pamela loved every second of it.
Six weeks after her reunion, Harlan was shoving his cock into her while she laid still on her marital bed. "Ow!" she grunted when he hit her cervix.
"Can't get in in your womb," growled Harlan. He slammed his cock hard into her again.
"Ow!" said Pam and then, "Ow!" again when he tried a last time.
"Cervix is closed," he finally said.
"Oh god," she groaned, "My period's late too."
"Too bad. I hope it's hubby's. Turn over, I'm gonna fuck your ass."
Her belly swelled quickly over the next seven months. Richard was thrilled thinking his slow swimmers had finally done their job. Harlan kept fucking her. He liked her swollen tits, especially when they began lactating. One of her garbage men liked it to, the other, was turned off by her big belly.
Nine months after her reunion, the doctors induced labor. Three days later, she was at Harlan's house with a dark skinned baby boy in her arms. The baby was so black it was hard to tell that he had a white mother.
"What the fuck you doing here?" yelled Harlan, answering his door and exiting his house.
"Meet Harlan junior." Pam held the baby up for him to see.
"Bitch, If Keisha and the kids were home, I'd be smacking your ass right now."
"Harlan, Richard threw me out. I got nothing. No job. No money. No place to live. You want your son living on the street?"
"Who says that's my son? It might be Gage's or some other nigga's."
"He looks just like you."
Harlan looked at the baby and had to agree. "Get in my car," he told her. "I'll take care of this."
They drove in silence, heading South to Trenton. They entered a rather run down part of the city. Pamela crinkled her nose at the neighborhood and held her baby close to her breasts. Harlan stopped the car in front of a dirty brick apartment complex. "Come on and get your ass out of the car," he said, opening his door.
"Where are we?" asked Pam.
"You'll see." Harlan used a key to open the front door. The elevator was out of order, so they climbed four flights of stairs. He stopped in front of a door and used another key to enter an apartment. "Welcome to your new home."
"Yech."
"Would you rather live on the street? I use this place as my man cave.
Keisha doesn't know about it." He opened his wallet and pulled out
some money. "Here's two hundred to get you on your feet. I'll bring
you some more money tomorrow and some baby stuff from my garage."
"Harlan, what am I going to do?"
"Don't worry about it. I'm gonna set you up good. Wanna fuck?"
"I just had a baby two days ago."
"Then suck my cock. Hurry it up, I gotta get back home." Harlan watched her kneel while he pulled his pants down. "No, no, I want you naked."
"Alright," said Pam. The only clothes she had to her name were her underwear and sweat clothes. She quickly removed them.
"Tits look awesome, baby. I think your nipples have doubled in size.
Got some belly fat and your ass looks a little flabby. How long until
you can lose the flab?"
Pam took his hardening shaft in her hands and kissed the tip. "I don't
know. A few months maybe, if Richard didn't revoke my gym membership."
She started sucking him.
"Lose the fat and I can get you a job. We can work something out with
the baby. I can get him into free daycare at city hall."
Pam was still wiping sperm off her lips when Harlan headed for the
exit. "I'll be back tomorrow. I wouldn't leave the apartment after dark if I were you."
Pamela looked around her new home. The kitchen was dirty and the only thing in the fridge was a six pack of beer. She couldn't drink because she was breastfeeding. The living room had a small old couch and a chair. The baby was sleeping on the couch. Harlan had sat in the chair for his blow job. A small table held a 19" television. She turned it on, pleased to see that it was in color, though her reception was bad
and it only got a few channels. There was no DVD player, but he did have a VCR and about twenty video cassettes of old porn movies. By the covers they were either all black or interracial.
The apartment had one bathroom, so dirty she nearly refused to use it and one bedroom. The bed was large and it was just a mattress with no sheets and the pillows were bare. The mattress was covered in stains. A bag-less trash can sat beside the bed, filled with nearly a dozen used condoms. "I guess that asshole does know how to use a condom," she said. She crinkled her nose and snorted when it hit her that he clearly brought women back to this aprtment to fuck. The weirdest piece of equipment was a camcorder on a tripod pointing at the bed.
Pam returned to the baby, grabbed the keys Harlan had left her, and went down to the corner market for diapers and some food.
Harlan was back the next day with $1000 dollars, a crib, stroller, and a baby bath tub. Keisha had trouble throwing away baby memorabilia even though she'd gotten her tubes tied and they wouldn't be raising any more children. Of course, Harlan wanted another blow job before he went back to work.
Two weeks later, he was fucking her doggy style on her clean new sheets. Pamela had gotten smart and was now on the pill. Things were a little better for her as Richard had released her clothes and car to her.
Three months after having her baby, Pamela was almost back down to her pre-baby weight. Harlan was pleased and he loved her new larger E-cup breasts and nipples. Pam was a little worried he might suck all of his son's milk out of her breasts. He threw a bag down on the bed. "Put this on. We got a job interview to go to."
"I don't think this is appropriate for a job interview." The green skirt barely covered her privates. A tight green halter top left her belly bare. She'd hocked her belly button ring at a pawn shop for some extra cash. He'd also bought her green shoes with three inch heels.
"That depends on the job you're interviewing for and you look great."
Pam was about to ask him about the job when he grabbed her hand and led her out the door. Harlan had already taken the baby to day care. They walked down the four flights of stairs and out the door to Harlan's car. The drive was short, only a few blocks and the neighborhood only improved slightly.
Pam got out of the car and looked up at the "LIVE NUDES" and the "DANCING GIRLS" signs on the building. Her cheeks flushed some when Harlan led her inside the dingy room.
"Yo, my man Harlan," said a big black man sitting at a table.
"Whasup homie," said Harlan. Pam watched as they engaged in some long black handshake she couldn't follow. "Deon, this is Pamela," said Harlan.
"She's hired," said Deon, looking up and down her body.
"Pam never done this before," said Harlan.
"I don't even care if she can dance," said Deon. "Comere girl and turn around for me. She can just stand nude on a stage for all I care. Hot white bitch like her in this neighborhood. Fuck, she ain't even white. She's white-white. Girl, get up on that stage and dance for me."
"I'm not sure I want to work here," said Pam. "Harlan didn't tell me this was a strip bar."
"Quit being selfish, Pam," said Harlan. "I know you like showing off that hot body of yours and it ain't about you no more, it's about the baby. You gonna need to support him."
"You're right Harlan." Pam stood straight up and nodded. She sobbed a little at the thought of how far she had fallen going from being a kept doctor's wife to applying for a job, nude dancing. "Thanks for correcting me. Mr. Deon, how much does this pay?"
"Nothing, honey. You work for free."
"No pay? How am I supposed to support..."
"Shut up, Pamela," said Harlan. "You work for tips. You show up here, come out and dance for fifteen minutes every hour and men throw money at you. If they like you that is."
"They gonna like her," said Deon.
Pam got up on stage and tried dancing to the music. She watched the two black men stare at her and discuss her. The bar was nearly empty, but she made twenty dollars from the only two male customers who were there. Pamela gathered her clothes and walked back nude to Deon and Harlan. Deon gave her another twenty to grind against his lap.
"I bet you can make a couple hundred a night for a few hours work," said Deon.
"A girl like you could make thousands at a classy joint," said Harlan.
"This is a classy joint, mother fucker," growled Deon. "Come back tomorrow night and we'll see how you do. Work all weekend, eight to midnight. One fifteen minute dance per hour. The rest of the time you walk around nude getting the men to buy you drinks. That's how I make money. You can generate more revenue by doing lap dances like you just did for me. Got it."
"I think I can handle that."
"I can arrange a sitter," said Harlan.
On the way back to her apartment, Harlan stopped at a large bookstore chain and bought her a DVD on stripping to lose weight and please your man. He then drove to Wal-Mart and bought a DVD player. "About time I upgraded," he grumbled. Pamela watched the DVD and practiced the dances everyday until she started her new job.
Friday night at midnight, Pamela was bracing herself against Deon's desk as he pumped his large black cock in and out of her pussy. She was smiling and moaning as his cock felt great and she'd made $500. The mostly black clientele loved her.
"You sure got one grade A pussy," growled Deon, as he fucked her. "I'm giving you all the best shifts. I'm gonna put you on posters around the building. Fuck it, I'm gonna buy ad space on a billboard on the turnpike and put you on it. You gonna be a star. Here it cums girl." Deon slammed his cock forwards and pumped her womb full of sperm.
Months later, Pamela had just decided she'd made enough money to make a down payment on her own apartment in a better part of town as she climbed the steps to her current apartment. She opened the door and wasn't surprised to see Harlan sitting on the couch watching a porn and bouncing the baby on his lap. He often picked Harlan Jr. up from daycare for her. "Still got my digital recorder?" he asked.
"Sure, it's in the closet. Want a sandwich and a beer?"
"Sure," said Harlan, putting the baby down on the coach. He got up and entered her bedroom, going to the closet. Harlan returned checking the battery life on the camera.
"What's up?" asked Pam.
"Phase two of getting you back on your feet."
"I'm doing pretty good now, Harlan."
"You think you're doing alright, but there's a lot more potential green out there for you. Now come suck my cock."
Pamela put the sandwiches she had made down. She glanced at the baby who had fallen asleep. Pamela then kneeled between Harlan's legs and started fumbling with his pants.
"Hold up," he said. "I wanna capture this." He held the camera up to his eye and looked down his body at Pamela. "Now start."
Pamela had long ago realized she was Harlan's sexual toy. He'd stop by at any hour, day or night and she'd submit her body to him. Not that she had ever desired to deny him, but his visits could be inconvenient and often he brought friends. So she found herself fishing his cock out and then sucking him off while staring up into the camera. She was swallowing his first load when he pushed her head back and shot cum all over her face.
Pamela licked up what she could and said, "So what's up?"
"Go get my sandwich and I will show you." Harlan opened up a lap top case and started the computer. Pam brought him his sandwich and watched while he ate and fiddled with the laptop. He connected the recorder to his computer and finished off his dinner while it uploaded. "Alright done," he said, moving the computer so that Pam could see the screen.
"What's this?" she asked looking at the picture of her in a green bikini that now graced a billboard on the New Jersey turnpike advertising Deon's strip club.
"This is PamelaPorci.com, your new website. You'll be getting $5 per member each month. You already got 10 members, fans from the club I guess. Just wait until we get some pics and content up."
"I'm not sure I want a website."
"Sure you do. I've made them for the other strippers. You is gonna have a thousand members in a month or two. The only thing is they is gonna want content. That's the secret to a good website, content, content, content. Watch this."
"Oh god," she cried, watching the short video of her sucking Harlan off. She embarrassingly found herself getting horny. Embarrassed or not, she wanted some cock meat. Pam put her hand in Harlan's lap and squeezed his dick. It immediately stiffened.
"Got time for a quick fuck?"
"Yeah, I think I can make time." Harlan stood and led her to the bedroom. "I'm sending my photographer over to take some sets. They start soft core, you in a bikini or lingerie, slowly removing them and maybe getting off with a black dildo. Then we'll graduate into you fucking and sucking some brothers and we'll make some more movies. You'll need to ask some of the clients you dance for, find out who's really hung and willing to appear on the net. Most will do it just for a chance to fuck you."
Pamela had two thousand member after two months. New content appeared every other day, from pictures to hour long movies. She was even selling autographed pictures. Deon's club was full every weekend, mostly people coming to see her. She was now making $1000 a night. Just when she didn't think things could get any better, the call came from L.A. An adult video producer was offering her $5000 to make an actual adult movie.
Pamela flew out West that Monday.
That year, Pamela left the East Coast entirely and moved to L.A. Harlan still managed her website and she emailed him content from time to time. He kept her schedule listed on the site. She headlined dancing at different clubs, signed autographs, made appearances in Vegas, and made 20 movies that year, winning an award for best newcomer. The next year, she had enough money to produce. Her movie, "Reunion Revenge" was the number one movie of the year. She insisted that this movie wasn't just about sex, but also about acting. They even hired extras to play classmates. It was semi-autobiographical and starred herself. It closely mirrored her experiences at her 20th reunion three years ago, except that she replaced Scott and Preston with black actors.
The next movie she wrote and produced was an interracial version of Romeo and Juliet. Romeo's family was mostly men and all black, Juliet's family mostly white women. Unfortunately, Pamela was too old to play Juliet, so she played Juliet's mother. It too was a huge success and Pam immediately started writing an interracial version of "The Taming of The Shrew" where the shrew was bitchy because her white husband didn't satisfy her sexually.
During the filming of "Romeo Black and Juliet Whyte", Pamela was riding Romeo's cock in one scene. He was a new actor hired, because his cock was the biggest Pam had ever scene and he was quite attractive. She was working on her third orgasm, when she happened to glance out the window of the apartment they were filming in. The view out the window was up a hill and she could see large white letters YW between to high buildings. She laughed with delight causing Romeo to frown.
Pamela suddenly realized she had gotten everything she'd ever wanted in life. Her childhood dream was to be a Hollywood actress and the YW she could see from the window was from the middle of the famous Hollywood sign. After that, all she had ever wanted was a baby and Harlan Jr. was the love of her life. Hopefully, Romeo here was about to give Harlan a little sister, she'd gone off birth control months earlier. She had a dozen black lovers and didn't care which one impregnated her. She laughed again, causing the director to look at her funny. Yes, she had the two things she'd wanted most in the world. Maybe porn star and having an interracial baby out of wedlock wasn't what she'd had in mind, but there wasn't anything about her life she'd change at this point.
Pamela Porci was happy.
The End
Author's Note: I had a lot of projects going on at this time and didn't want to start a new story, but sometimes the story muse takes over. I was going through my list of ideas and started writing an outline for an idea about a wife's reunion revenge. Of course, that made me excited about it and I started writing it almost immediately. I was in the zone and made a lot of progress rather quickly.
With time constraints the way they are in my life, any future stories will probably be similar to this one. That is, rather short and stand alone. I still plan on finishing any open ended stories I have going and I hope to write an ending to the E&I series.
Many of my stories take common themes of the cheating wife genre and I write my take on them. I've done stories about sunbathing wives, wives on vacation, the wife and her boss, wives posing for pictures, losing the wife at poker, and others. This story was my take on the reunion theme. I hope you liked it.
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Part 1: Insurance Scam
Chrissy Simmons leaned into the car window and kissed her husband Todd, goodbye. She stood back up and pulled the belt around her bathrobe tighter. Chrissy chatted for awhile, not wanting him to leave her again. Todd was off on another one of his extended business trips and she sighed. He hadn't even pulled out of the driveway yet and already she was feeling lonely and neglected. What she really needed was a job to keep her busy, but they didn't need the money and Todd liked coming home to a nice supper and a clean house or at least he did when he came home.
"Drive safely," she said, looking up as a black sedan slowly cruised past her house. She stared at the sedan as two black men in the front seats turned their heads, reflective sunglasses staring back at her as the sedan continued down the street. It turned right at the next block.
"Thanks," replied Todd. "I'll see you in a few days. Oh yeah honey?"
"What's that?"
"Thanks for the sex. Love ya."
Chrissy stepped back, laughing and watched her husband slowly back out of the driveway. They had made love last night and were trying to have a baby. It was one of the reasons she wasn't working. She waved as he backed onto the street and pulled forwards down the road. The same black sedan pulled up behind her husband and the two black men slowed down, staring at her again as they passed. Chrissy reflexively grabbed the robe up near her prodigious bosom and held it tight. Black men were not something one usually saw in this neighborhood or anywhere within miles of her house, unless you counted her garbage men.
She turned and entered her large, two story house, suddenly nervous about being home alone for four nights. She locked the front door and then went to check the back door and the door to her two car garage and then the patio door and after that the windows just to be sure. Feeling safe, Chrissy headed up the stairs to take a shower.
Entering the bathroom, she started the shower and let the robe fall to her feet. The beautiful young woman stood turning slightly as she examined herself in the mirror. At 27, she was in the prime of her life and never looked better. Her long dark red hair was straight and fell halfway down her back. Her hair leaned towards black colored over orange and many people assumed she dyed it, but it was all natural. Her eyes were a bright green and friends described them as having a playful spark. Her ears peaked out of her hair giving her an elfish appearance. She was tall at 5'10", lithe and fit. Chrissy had never found herself pretty, but men and everyone else seemed to disagree. She hated two things about her body. First, like many redheads, she had lots of freckles. The little blemishes were sparse in certain areas and clustered in others. Her cheeks, back, arms, and chest had clusters where the rest of her body, stomach and legs had just the occasional freckle. The second thing she hated about herself were her breasts. They would have been big on a heavier woman, but on Chrissy's trim, athletic frame, they were enormous. Surprisingly, the large D-cupped melons were free of her other defect. The freckles stopped at her chest, leaving her bosom pure white except for the pink circles of her areola. Her areola were as large as a soda can, but more ovals then perfect circles. They were bumpy and puffed out when she was cold or aroused. The nipples themselves were nearly and inch long, thick, and very sensitive. She loved to have them played with during sex and when Todd sucked on them, she was usually guaranteed an orgasm. Her breasts had developed early and gotten her a lot of attention from boys, mostly unwanted. She'd learned to cover them up and dress conservatively. Bulky blouses and sweaters made her look chubby, but men still stared. Todd had gone nuts the first time he saw her naked. At first, he'd encouraged her to dress sexier, but when he noticed the male attention Chrissy got showing a little cleavage or leg, he too preferred that she hide her figure whenever they weren't alone and Chrissy didn't complain.
Chrissy spun around and looked at her rear. Now there was something that looked good on her. Her rear was a perfect, pale, freckle free, globe that thrust out and filled a pair of tight jeans nicely. She usually wore long skirts though to take unwanted male attention off her ass. She turned back around and let her hand fall to her flat, almost muscular stomach. The hand slid down her navel, stopping just above the neatly trimmed patch of red pubic hair. Maybe last night was the night, she prayed, wondering if a baby would be growing in there shortly. For a couple trying to get pregnant, they weren't exactly having a lot of sex leaving Chrissy feeling neglected and lonely. Todd was away a lot and when he was home, he often worked until eight or later. He claimed to be too tired for sex and often made promises for the next night only to beg off until the weekend and all too often they only made love once a week on Sunday mornings when he didn't have to get up early for work.
At the back of her mind, she wondered how committed he was to starting a family. He claimed things were frantic at work and swore he was ready to be a father, but her suspicious mind detected that their love making had slowed down as soon as she'd gone off the pill. A part of her felt that Todd was worried what a baby would do to her figure. Her breasts were large now, but they were firm and proud. Would they sag after childbirth? Would her belly and thighs be fatter? Todd told her he didn't care, but still they were lucky to have sex Sunday mornings or often every two weeks when he was away. Unfortunately, the resurgence in hormones when she went off the pill had her climbing the walls with horniness, especially when she felt it was her most fertile time and she felt that way this morning. She smiled, once again praying that last night had been the magic night.
Chrissy stepped into the shower and washed herself. Her red hair turned darker under the water until it was nearly black. She ran a bar of soap all over her body, almost moaning as the soap slid over her nipples, turning them hard. She moved out from under the water and quickly shaved a bit around her pubic patch, under her arms, and ran the razor up her smooth legs. She paused realizing, she could have gone days without shaving with Todd gone, but she'd done it by habit. She rinsed off again and stepped out of the shower.
Chrissy finished drying her body and had pulled the robe back around her body when the doorbell rang. She frowned, wondering who it could possibly be. She made a face when she realized it was probably Sam Sylvester, her neighbor. The 70 year old pervert was always ogling her and seemed to have no shame about doing so. The first thing he'd said to her when her and Todd moved in was, "I've got a thing for red heads, let me show it to you some time" and he'd said it right in front of Todd who just laughed it off. Sam would stare right at her breasts whenever they were talking. He was also always borrowing something from her or Todd, never returning it until they asked or paying them back if it were food.. Sam had a bedridden, sick wife and was always coming over for flour or aspirin, among other things. Apparently his sick wife must have done all their shopping. The bell rang again and she considered ignoring it. If it was Sam, he seemed to instinctively know when Todd was away and always tried to linger in her house when they were alone. The one time she had accepted his offer to play cards, he'd wanted to turn it into a game a strip rummy. The bell rang again and she decided to hurry downstairs. After all, it could have been the mailman or UPS driver.
Chrissy peeked through the window and froze. She almost wished it was Sam when she saw who was outside her house. It was the two black men who had been driving around earlier. One looked about fifty and the other in his late twenties, though she found age hard to tell with those people. They were fit, wearing dark suits, and reflective sunglasses. The older one had a shaved head making judging his age more difficult and the younger one had a military style flat top. He carried a briefcase. The one at the door was raising a black finger back up to the bell when she called, "What do you want?" through the door.
"Ma'am," said the older black man in a deep voice. "I'm agent Jenkins and this is agent Smith. We're with the FBI, fraud division."
Chrissy opened up her door, but kept the chain lock on. She peered through the crack. "Can I see your badges?"
The one called Jenkins, held up a wallet and flipped it open, showing her his FBI badge. The man behind him also flashed his. "May we come in, Ma'am?"
Chrissy hesitated, long enough she felt uncomfortable keeping them waiting. Finally, she closed the door, undid the chain, and opened it back up. "Sorry, you can't be too sure these days."
Jenkins' black lips curled up in a wry smile. "I understand completely," he replied, showing no more emotion, but she suspected he knew it was his skin color that had made her wary of him.
"Come in," she said, stepping aside. "Have I done something wrong?"
"Not at all, ma'am," said Jenkins, flashing her a reassuring grin filled with big white teeth. "We're investigating a couple of scam artists operating an insurance fraud in the area and we'd like to talk to you about it."
"Well, I wouldn't know anything about that," she said, her heart racing. "But I will keep an eye out for you."
"Well, we were hoping you might be able to help us stop these dirt bags."
"Oh! I'm not sure what I could do to help, but... Where are my manners? Have a seat. Can I get you some iced tea?
"That would be great," said Jenkins, taking a seat on a large plush sofa. Smith stood nearby. They removed their glasses.
Chrissy hurried over to the kitchen and got the two men glasses of iced tea. She returned to the living room with the glasses and handed them to the FBI agents. They took them and thanked her as she sat down on a chair across from them. She kept her legs closed as her robe was short and ran above her knees when she sat.
"You saw us drive past earlier?" asked Jenkins.
"Yes," she replied, nodding.
The two dirt bags in question appear to prefer attractive young housewives," said Jenkins.
"Oh! I see," said Chrissy, blushing a little.
"Yes ma'am, you looked perfect," said Smith.
Chrissy blush grew as well did the nervousness she seemed to feel around black men. They both had picked her because they found her attractive.
"The men committing this crime always scout the neighborhood, just as we did to find you. They seek pretty young women who appear to be home alone and approach them with an offer of comprehensive life insurance that appears to good to be true. The catch is that the promotional offer is only good for those who sign up on the spot for a down payment. Usually these kind of insurance scams are aimed at the elderly."
"Then why do these men target young women?" she asked, curiously.
The two FBI agents turned and glanced at each other, nervously. Smith finally said, "One of the men poses as a doctor and offers an on the spot physical if you haven't had one done in the last week, which of course, no one has. They use it as an opportunity to feel you up, excuse my language."
"I see," replied Chrissy, looking aghast as she leaned back and put her hand on her chest. Her eyes were wide open.
"It's not that bad," said Jenkins. "These men are after money after all and it doesn't need to come down to that. Several of their female victims have stripped naked for both men, even allowing a full cavity investigation and one naive newlywed even let them take nude pictures of her for her file."
"They sound like monsters," said Chrissy horrified that anyone could be so stupid as to fall for that.
"Most women have smartly refused," added Smith. "They let them examine her over her clothes or demand to see an actual doctor."
"My gosh!" Chrissy didn't even like going to her gynecologist.
"You agree that these men need to be stopped?" asked Jenkins.
"Absolutely, but I still don't see why you need my help."
"May I ask your name, Ma'am?" asked Smith.
"Chrissy Simmons."
"Well Mrs. Simmons, these men are currently having breakfast at the Denny's out on the highway after staying at the Super 8 next door. We have men watching them."
Chrissy nodded. She and Todd often ate there as it was only two miles from her house.
"Yes, they are right outside your development. We expect them to take a cruise through here today, maybe tomorrow. We need you to stand outside and lure these men here."
"I'm bait!" Chrissy was horrified at the thought. "That sounds dangerous. Can't you just arrest them?"
"These men are smart," said Jenkins. "We need to catch them red handed. You won't be in any danger, Mrs. Simmons. We want to place hidden cameras here in this room and we'll be right outside listening and watching."
"I don't think my husband would approve," she said.
"Where is Mr. Simmons?" asked Smith. "Was he leaving for work the first time we drove by?
"Well, he just left on a four day trip."
"Then whether or not to tell him is up to you. Mrs. Simmons. Once they show up, it'll only take us a short time to nail them. Mr. Simmons need never know and we plan to catch them on tape so you won't need to testify at a trial. If you help us, you will be doing the bureau, your neighbors, and your country a big favor. It's your patriotic duty, ma'am."
Chrissy paused in thought. "I do consider myself a patriot, gentlemen."
"Then it's settled," said Jenkins. "I thank you. Your country thanks you. Smith, get the cameras."
Chrissy waited while Smith left her house. Jenkins just stood, nodding and grinning at her. She felt a little uncomfortable as they waited silently. She wasn't quite sure she'd agreed to their plan, but he seemed to think she'd said yes.
Smith reentered her house carrying a box. He set it down and handed for black rectangles to Jenkins and took four himself. "These are the latest technology we have, Mrs. Simmons. They don't appear to be cameras and we can hide them in plain sight." The two black men placed the cameras around her living room. One was pointed at the door. Others at the couch and some took in the entire room. "Excellent placement," said Jenkins when they were finished.
"What do I do?" asked Chrissy.
Smith reached into the bottom of the box that held the cameras and pulled out another box. "Go put this on," he said. "All you need to do is stand out in the front yard, water the lawn, weed, or something. Lay out and get some sun if you wish."
Chrissy looked inside the box. She pulled out a skimpy blue negligee. The material was sheer and didn't hide anything. "I can't wear this outside!"
"Not that Ma'am, the bikini," said Smith. "The lingerie is for if the bikini doesn't work or they get scared off and come back later. If you answer the door wearing lingerie, they are more likely to feel relaxed around you. No evidence of a wire or anything, understand?"
"I guess," said Chrissy, holding up an extremely small bikini. "I'm not so sure about this."
"We need your help, Mrs. Simmons," said Jenkins. "If you change your mind now, it will be too late to arrest them in this neighborhood."
"The top isn't my size," she said, wondering how she had gotten herself into this mess.
"The skimpier the better, but if you have another bikini you could wear, then..."
"I don't own a bikini. I can't swim and I burn too easily."
"Why don't you go try it on," said Jenkins just as his cell phone went off. "Yes," he answered it. "Understood." He snapped the phone shut. "The suspects appear to be leaving the Denny's soon. It's now or never Mrs. Simmons. Please. We need you." He waited while she just stood there staring at the bikini. "It's your duty, ma'am."
Finally, Chrissy filled herself with resolve. It was her patriotic duty and she was a patriot. "I'll be right back." She turned and headed up the stairs. Once in the bathroom, she dropped the robe and began putting the bikini on. At first the strings confused her. This thing has got to be illegal, she thought dressing. She did consider herself a patriot, but she had never done anything remotely patriotic like volunteer work or fundraisers. She had considered going to a tea party meeting, but changed her mind at the last minute. This would be her chance to actually do something for her community. "No way," she said, tying the bikini top string behind her neck.
The bikini was way too small. It was dark blue and tight. It consisted of small patches of material and lots of strings. Indeed, she was only three string tugs from being naked. The bottom was bad. The front patch barely covered her red pubes and she kept them very closely shaved. The bottom rear had a tendency to want to slip inside the crack of her cheeks and she would need to keep reaching behind her to stretch it out. The string tied on her right hip. If the bottom was bad, the top was worse. Two blue triangles covered her nipples and some of the area around them, but the majority of her breasts were bare. The material was hugging her nipples so tightly, her entire areola were visible and they were already puffy with her nipples partially hard. "God forgive me, I look like a slut," she spoke to her reflection.
Jenkins and Smith looked up the stairs as she came down them, once again wearing her robe. "Well?" asked Jenkins.
"I can't do this."
"We need you, Mrs. Simmons."
"I have a reputation to uphold."
"These men need to be stopped. How many unsuspecting women will fall prey to them before we can get enough evidence on them."
"I can't be seen in this. What will the neighbors think?" Chrissy stepped off the steps and looked up at the black FBI agents. Both men were at least half a foot taller then she was and she was tall for a woman.
"We can't do this without you. For the good of your community and for the good of your country. It's your duty as an American citizen to assist us."
"Oh god," she cried, putting her hand over her face. "You're right, of course."
"How bad can it be, Mrs. Simmons. Why don't you show us."
"I can't."
"Just drop that robe and march out into your yard."
"Oh god," she cried again. This time she untied the belt on her robe and let the robe fall off her shoulders. Chrissy looked at the agent's faces. Smith's eyes were bugging out and Jenkins had a bead of sweat on his forehead. Both appeared to be struggling not to stare too hard at her breasts and crotch. "My husband hasn't even seen me in something this skimpy."
"Um..It's," said Jenkins, fumbling with words. "I've seen women wearing less on the beach."
"You're perfect," said Smith, finally letting his eyes run up and down her body. "She's perfect. I've never seen... Those scumbags won't be able to resist you."
"Lets just get this over with," she sighed.
"You're right, Mrs. Simmons, we're running out of time." Jenkins looked at Smith and nodded. "We'll be right outside in our car. If they don't come by today, we'll come back tomorrow with a bikini sized for your figure."
"What do I do again?" she asked.
"Just stand outside and try to attract their attention. If they approach you, listen to what they offer, sign their phony papers, and give them a check. It's very important that we tape you actually paying them. Don't make suggestions to speed it along, that might be considered entrapment. Hesitate when they mention the physical, but go along with it."



"I won't have to take the physical will I?"
"We'll stop anything before it goes to far. Got it."
"I think I've got it," said Chrissy, picking up the robe and quickly covering her bikini.
"We'll be in the car," said Jenkins, laying a large black hand on her shoulder. "Don't worry, everything will be fine. You're gonna do great." The big black man winked at her and quickly exited her house with his partner.
*****************
Jenkins got in the drivers side of the sedan and Smith got in next to him. Two laptops were already open beside each seat, but on standby. Both black men clicked enter to bring their computers out of hibernation. "That was the hottest bitch, I've ever seen," said Smith, tapping on the keyboard.
Jenkins winced. His partner was a little unprofessional and crass at times. "I can't disagree with you," he mumbled.
"Did you see those titties?"
"Enough," growled Jenkins. "How are the cameras?"
"Five through eight, up and running."
"One through four up and running." Jenkins computer screen was split into 4 quadrants each showing a view of The Simmons' living room. Chrissy was on three screens pacing beside the couch. The fourth screen showed the door.
Smith's screen showed four different views. "Audio check."
"Jesus, give me the strength to get through this," said Chrissy's voice through both computers.
"Audio functioning properly," said Jenkins, as his computer picked up Chrissy's voice mumbling.
"Bitch is praying," chuckled Smith.
"What's wrong with that," growled Jenkins. "Mrs. Simmons is religious. Show some respect. I pray every night. I'm praying right now that you'll shut up."
"Fuck you."
Jenkins was saved from further argument by his cell phone ringing. "Go ahead," he answered. He listened. "Roger that. We're set up on Washington Avenue. Cameras are up and running." He hung the phone up. "They're leaving the restaurant now."
"Good," replied Smith. "It looks like the bitc... Mrs. Simmons is finally ready."
"Here goes nothing," came Chrissy's voice from both speakers.
Jenkins watched her on screen. She removed the robe and hung it up near her door. She slid her feet into two high heeled sandals that sat beside her door. One big black finger tapped the camera view showing her front door and it zoomed in on her ass. He watched her hand come down and futilely attempt to stop the material of her bikini from disappearing into her ass cheeks.
"That ass is amazing," said Smith. He had zoomed in a side view of the young wife. "There she goes."
"And here she comes," said Jenkins as Chrissy Simmons appeared just outside her front door. She was now off their screens. The young wife was looking around hesitantly. She steeled herself and marched out into the yard.
"You should get this," said Smith. "And make me a copy."
Jenkins grinned wryly. He set the laptop aside and retrieved a digital video recorder. Quickly, flipping it open and on, he aimed it at Chrissy, just as she was bending to turn the outdoor spigot on. Chrissy stood and began watering several rose bushes beside the house.
"Who the fuck is that?" growled Smith. "He's gonna ruin everything."
Both black men watched as an old bald man with a large pot belly peeked at Chrissy around some bushes in his yard. It didn't take long for him to began approaching the scantily clad young wife. "Get the mic," ordered Jenkins.
Smith pulled out a listening device and pointed it over at Chrissy. "Shit, here they come," he said as a car appeared approaching down the street. "Old man is gonna ruin everything."
"Good morning Chrissy," said the old man's voice through the amplifier."
**************
Chrissy froze when she heard the voice behind her. "Hello Sam," she said, slowly turning around and holding the hose away from them.
"I like the way you hold a hose," said her neighbor, Sam Sylvester.
"Excuse me?"
"Feel free to water my flowers when you're done."
"I'm busy today, Sam." This was Chrissy's worst nightmare come to life. Sam was a thoroughly deplorable human being. He was always making suggestive comments to her and he had an invalid wife, bedridden in his house. His eyes were focused on her roaming up and down her scantily clad body, resting on her tits. "My face is up here, Sam."
"Yeah, but your tits are down here and I got a thing for big tits and overstuffed bikinis and the thing I'm talkin' 'bout hangs down eight inches between my legs."
Chrissy gasped. Her near nudity was making the old fart bolder. "Go home, Sam."
"Damn," he ran his eyes up and down her body. "I always suspected you were stacked, but I had no idea you were this fine. I know Todd just left you alone again, Chrissy. Why don't you invite me over for dinner?"
"What about your wife?" Chrissy was so focused on Sam, she was barely aware of a car slowing down as it passed her house.
"Meal on wheels will feed her. What do ya say? I could bring some pornos over. I got some I just know you'll love."
"Go home."
"We could play poker again?"
"Get off my property, Sam."
"Look bitch," growled Sam. "Any woman dressed like you are when her husband leaves for work needs it bad and trust me I got what you needs."
"Get off my property or I will call the police. They can get here sooner then you think." Chrissy could make out two dark forms in the sedan across the street a few houses away.
"Alright, alright, fine." Sam held his hands up in surrender. He turned and began walking back to his yard. He stopped and turned back. "Let me warn you though, Chrissy. I saw some niggers walking around here earlier. You'd better be careful, you being a pretty white woman dressed like a slut what with niggers in the neighborhood."
Chrissy's mouth was hanging open in shock. Before she knew what she was doing, she had turned her hose on her neighbor. The old man yelped in surprise as the cold water hit his face. He spluttered and hurried away from stream of water. "Take that you vile son-of-a-bitch."
Sam shook his head free of water when he got back to the safety of his yard. Chrissy took her thumb off the nozzle and let the flow of water return to normal. Sam gave her the finger and disappeared around the side of his house.
A car slowly drove past as she said, "I'm sorry, I can't do this. I thought I could, but it's too hard." Chrissy turned the spigot off and rolled the hose up. She was embarrassed, but slightly proud of herself. Her personality leaned towards meekness and conflict avoidance. This was the first time, she'd really stood up to anyone.
Chrissy stood up straight just as the same car that had passed earlier slowed again. She stared and saw two black men staring back at her. She quickly flushed and looked away. The same feelings of unease she'd had when she'd seen the FBI agents ride past earlier now returned. These weren't the scam artists were they? The agents hadn't told her they were black. She quickly headed back to the safety of her house.
*****************
"I like that old man," said Smith. "Except for that nigger crap. I should go beat his ass."
"Yeah, way to go Chrissy, turning that hose on him," responded Jenkins. "It looks like she scared him off just in time. Here come our boys." The car that had been circling the block earlier, pulled up to the curb in front of Chrissy's house. Two black men got out of it.
"Lets get back to the cameras."
The two men returned to their laptops. Most of the screens showed Chrissy leaning against her door, once again wearing her robe.
****************
Chrissy could see the car stop in front of her house. Two black men got out. They appeared young and she guessed early twenties, both were fit and muscular. Both men wore khaki's with nice collared shirts. WWBC was embroidered on pockets on the shirts. Were these the con artists? The FBI agents hadn't said they were black, so she'd assumed they were white. Of course, she assumed everyone was white unless they were described as black. Maybe blacks assumed everyone was black unless they described them as white? Chrissy jumped when her doorbell rang. She slowly opened it with the chain on again. "Yes?"
The lead black man grinned at her. "Good morning, Ma'am. My name is Malik Hassan and this is my associate Eriq Royal. We are with World Wide Beneficial Co. insurance and we are offering a special once in a lifetime opportunity for a few select customers in your neighborhood. Tell me Mrs.?"
"Simmons, Chrissy Simmons."
"Does your husband have adequate life insurance?"
"He's got something through work, but I'm not sure how much."
"And yourself, ma'am?"
"Why none." The truth of the matter hit Chrissy and she resolved to buy real insurance the first chance she got.
"Life insurance is vitally important today. If something were to happen to you or your husband, heaven forbid, today, where would you be tomorrow?"
"I honestly don't know," she replied. These guys were good. She was almost convinced to buy insurance from them even knowing they were frauds.
"Well, if you will just give us a few moments of your time. I'd like to tell you about this amazing new offer from World Wide Beneficial Co. insurance."
"I don't know. I'm not exactly dressed at the moment." Even with FBI agents listening in and right outside, she wasn't sure she wanted to let two black criminals inside her house. She was close to chickening out and slamming the door.
"That's fine ma'am. We're both professionals. We speak with women in their bathrobes or pajamas all the time. Here's my ID."
Chrissy looked at the ID. It was for World Wide Beneficial Co. insurance and had Malik's picture on it. It was good, but she'd had a fake ID in college and could spot a fake a mile away. Eriq held his up for her. His was similar, but had "Certified Nurse," stamped across it. "Well, I guess it won't hurt if you come in for awhile." She closed the door and undid the chain.
"Thank you Mrs. Simmons. Once you see what we have to offer, I'm sure you won't be disappointed."
"Have a seat on the couch," she said, watching as the second pair of black men sat on this same couch previously occupied by the black FBI agents. "Can I get you some iced tea?"
"No thanks, ma'am."
"Well gentlemen," she said, sitting across from them in the same chair she'd sat in earlier and placing her hands over the hem of her robe to keep it from riding up her knees. "I have some errands to run, so lets hear what you have to offer. Malik was it?
"Yes, Malik Hassan."
"Is that Muslim?" she asked, her eyes narrowing.
"No ma'am," he lied. "It's African."
"Good. Not that there's anything wrong with that, but this home is dedicated to Christ."
"As are all good homes, Ma'am," replied Malik with a smile.
"Agreed," said Eriq.
"Good then." Chrissy looked back and forth to both men. They actually seemed quite nice. They were young, early twenties, very fit, both their legs and arms were bulging with muscles. They looked more like personal trainers then insurance salesmen... wait! They weren't insurance salesmen, they were criminals and black men with muscles, probably got that way lifting weights in prison. These men were good. Smooth operators. No wonder they hadn't been caught yet.
"Here's our brochure," said Malik, handing her a professionally printed booklet.
Chrissy leafed through it. It was well done, filled with graphs, cost benefit analysis charts, age predictions, and others. "Seems good."
"Oh it's very nearly the best insurance offer ever." Malik paused. "Mrs. Simmons, why don't you switch places with Eriq, so that I can go over the program with you?"
"Oh! Of course." Chrissy stood and switched places with Eriq.
"There that's better," said Malik. He opened the brochure and set it on her lap. He kept one hand on the brochure, turning the pages and talking softly. His fingers brushed her bare knee. He covered the benefits of signing with WWBC insurance as his hand slid off the brochure to cup her knee. Chrissy shivered suddenly. Her eyes took in the contrast of his dark black skin against her white knee. Malik removed his hand and flipped to a page filled with pie charts, returning his hand when he was done, but this time his hand slid up a little further. Chrissy felt a strange quiver in her vagina. Both men appeared to be staring at the brochure, Malik from his position beside her and Eriq leaning forward across from them. Chrissy looked directly down and saw that she was revealing a lot of cleavage. She gulped, quickly sitting up so that the robe didn't gap open and tugging her knee away from Malik's hand. He took the hint and pulled back.
"Do you like what you heard?" asked Malik.
"Oh yes," she replied. "It sounds amazing. How much is it?"
"Five hundred will get you full coverage for a year and a quarter million in insurance."
"I'll need to talk to my husband."
"We can only offer this plan at the presentation. The cost doubles if you wait."
"Oh," she replied, thinking about it. "Excuse me." Chrissy walked over to the kitchen where her purse was. She returned writing out a check. The money would wipe out the small account Todd allotted for her, but then this check would never be cashed. "I'm sold." She ripped the check out and held it out for Malik. She wanted to look at the nearest camera and wink at the FBI agents, but Malik didn't reach out for the check.
"Not yet, Ma'am. May I call you Chrissy?"
"Please."
"You'll need to sign the papers first." He removed five forms from a folder. "Here you go."
Chrissy looked them over. The forms looked legitimate, filled with legal mumbo jumbo. "Do you have a pen?"
"Right here," said Malik, quickly pulling a pen from the folder and clicking the point out. He handed it to her and watched her sign. "Now there's only the little matter of a physical. Have you had a physical done during the last week?"
"No," she replied, trying to hand him the check again, but he waved her off. "I did four months ago with a fertility doctor."
"I see," said Malik, his grin turning up at the corners of his mouth. "You're trying to have a baby. Any luck?"
"Not yet."
"Well, I'm afraid we can't accept your policy without a more recent physical. Mr. Royal here is a registered nurse, certified by World Wide to give on the spot physical exams. After that we can take your money and as of that point you are insured."
"Stand up," said Eriq, rising from the chair. He was quickly in front of her. He placed his hands under her chin. "Open your mouth and say, ah." He pulled a small pen light from his pocket and shined it down her throat.
"Ahhhh." Chrissy assumed Jenkins and Smith would be leaving their cars now. They'd promised her this would stop before it went to far.
"Very good. Now eyes and ears." Eriq shined the light in her eyes and then made her turn her head so that he could look in her ears.
"Now face away from me and lower your robe so that your shoulders are free." Eriq watched Chrissy's freckle covered shoulders appear. He placed his hands on her shoulders and pushed in with his thumbs working under her robe, down her back, nearly to the crack of her ass. His strong hands grabbed her hips, his right hand over her bikini string and squeezed. . "I'll need to untie your bikini top."
Chrissy glanced over at her front door and at the closest camera. She couldn't even tell if it was working. "That seems inappropriate."
Eriq pulled the string behind her neck and the one behind her back at the same time. "You can hold the robe over your front. Mr. Hassan is here to make sure I don't get out of line and to protect me too. I don't want anyone making false accusations and getting my license suspended." He moved her hair to pull the string around the back of her neck and gently massaged her nape.
Chrissy held the robe over her bosom and since her back was still exposed, she had to raise the hem up almost to her crotch. She stared intently at the nearest camera and mouthed the words, "Help me."
Eriq was wearing a fanny pack which he unzipped and pulled out a stethoscope and an arm band for measuring blood pressure. He put the stethoscope around his neck. "Go ahead and sit and hold your arm out." When she complied, Eriq wrapped the arm band around her arm and pumped it up, taking her pulse and placing the cold metal end of the stethoscope on her arm. "Seems good. Pulse is a bit high. Now the heart rate. Lower the robe."
Chrissy looked on with horror, but lowered her robe, exposing her freckled chest and the tops of her milky white breasts. Eriq looked professional and kept his face impassive. She looked down her cleavage. Her bikini top was now hanging loosely on her semi-hard nipples. She shivered when the cold metal end of the stethoscope touched her chest. He moved it around listening above her breasts and between them. She felt a tug on her robe and it slid down, taking her bikini top with it and exposing her large areola. Much to her embarrassment they were puffing out and her fat long nipples were extending. He moved the end of the stethoscope around her nipples, the cold metal accidentally sliding across her left nipple at one point. "Your heart rate seems accelerated, Mrs. Simmons," said Eriq.
"Just uncomfortable, that's all," she replied. "May I cover my breasts now?" She could see Malik looking around Eriq and staring at her exposed breasts.
"Not yet. I'll need to do a breast exam."
"Oh god!"
Eriq placed both of his hands over her breasts and squeezed. Chrissy began trembling. "Your breasts are quite large, Mrs. Simmons. Do they give you any back trouble?"
"Um.. Oh.. Not yet, but my mother's were as big as mine and she had trouble as she got older." Chrissy flushed with shame when she felt another quiver in her vagina. Her breasts had always been extra sensitive and her recently accelerated level of arousal wasn't helping her out. His strong hands were alternately caressing and squeezing her big bosom and now his hands slid down until his fingers brushed her fully hard nipples. Her vagina let out a little squirt of fluid the second he took her nipples between his dark fingers and squeezed them. "Sh... Shouldn't you be wearing gloves?"
"An oversight on my part, Mrs. Simmons. I forgot to pack them, but I can assure you my hands are quite clean." Eriq continued squeezing and tugging on her nipples for some time. "Your nipples are unusually long, Mrs. Simmons."
"Ah...yes."
"Do they cause you problems?"
"Some embarrassment when they stick out."
"Like now," he said, pinching the nearly inch long nipples.
"Yes, and their... and their..um.. very sensitive." Chrissy's crotch was soaking wet now. "P.pl.please stop pulling on them."
"That's healthy. Now turn away from me and drop the robe."
"Do I have to?" she asked, staring pleadingly at the closest camera.
"It'll be over before you know it."
Chrissy let the robe fall to her feet. She was immediately horrified to see her bikini bottom were dangling by one side. The knot must have come loose when he had his hands on her hips earlier. Her reddish pubic hair was exposed. Malik was leaning forward in his chair and she was presenting a full side view to him. She felt a tug at her hip and the bottom fell at her feet.
She was now completely nude.
***************
Smith stared at the computer screen and touched the panel to zoom in on Chrissy's exposed crotch. Another panel showed her standing fully naked with Eriq behind her and yet another panel showed Malik staring intently at her nude body. She mouthed the words, "help me," again.
"She wants us in there," said Jenkins, staring at images of her on his screen.
Smith grabbed the head of his cock under his pants. He had an erection from watching the incredible scene unfolding on his computer and his cock was uncomfortably stuck down one pant leg. "I want to go in there," he said.



"Not until she hands them the check," replied Jenkins.
****************
"Bend forward," said Eriq. "I know this will be uncomfortable, but it's time for the gynecological check."
"Oh god," she said, feeling him push down on her back. She leaned down and turned enough that she could place her hands on the couch's arm to hold herself up. "Jesus!" she cried, jumping forward when she felt the tip of Eriq's finger slide along her labia.
"No trouble producing lubrication I see," he said with the hint of a chuckle. He slowly pushed one finger inside her as deep as it would go.
Chrissy couldn't help herself and gave a large squeal. "Ohmygod," she cried, feeling Eriq pump his finger in and out slowly. She looked down under her body expecting to see her juices dripping from her vagina, but her large breasts were hanging in the way. It got worse when Eriq's middle finger joined his index finger inside her dripping pussy. Both his fingers felt bigger then Todd's penis and her needy body began to respond. She fought the urge to push back into his thrusting fingers. Chrissy glanced over at Malik who was leaning over and watching the other con man's fingers slowly fuck her pussy.
"Malik," said Eriq. "Why don't you assist me and continue with the breast examine."
"Gladly." Malik walked around the coffee table and kneeled in front of her. His hands began squeezing and tugging her nipples. The orgasm caught Chrissy off guard. It was her biggest ever and made her gasp in pleasure.
"That's a pretty healthy reaction, Mrs. Simmons," said Eriq, fumbling with his shorts. "However, I need to probe a little deeper.
"With what!" she gasped.
"With this!"
Chrissy felt an extremely large object push against her vaginal opening. She was so wet, her labia easily spread around a large knobby ball with a shaft attached to it. Eriq was working it in and out of her, trying to get it in deeper. She had never felt so full or had her pussy stretched so wide. Soon it was deeper then her husband's five inches had ever been and it just kept going. It felt fantastic to be penetrated so deeply. "What is that thing?" she asked, ashamed to feel another orgasm approaching.
"What do you think it is?" Eriq was grabbing her hips now and slightly pulling her back into his thrusts.
"Oh god," she moaned. "It feels like a penis only it's too big."
Eriq and Malik both laughed. Malik stepped back and quit playing with her nipples. In a way she missed the attention. Eriq said, "It's not a penis," and Chrissy felt relief flood through her body. "It's a cock," he continued. "It's like a penis only bigger and blacker." With Malik gone, she was able to look under her body again, but her breasts still blocked her view of their crotches. However, Eriq's shorts and underwear had been dropped around his ankles. "I understand your confusion, Mrs. Simmons. I can tell this tight white pussy of yours hasn't ever been truly fucked by a real man. Thank you for letting me integrate you properly."
"I don't believe..." Chrissy finally looked up again and found herself staring at least two feet of the biggest blackest penis she could ever have imagined. It was nearly right up against her nose and as her eyes un-crisscrossed as she stared down the shaft she realized it was probably only ten or eleven inches long, but that was still twice as big as Todd's penis. Malik immediately began pressing the large flared head of his "cock" against her lips. Chrissy held her mouth tightly closed as he rubbed the head left and right alone her lips occasionally pushing forwards trying to get her to open her mouth. It left a slimy, nasty trail of fluid on her lips. 'He doesn't expect me to.. not that. I don't even do that for Todd,' she thought. "Aargh," she suddenly cried as Eriq's cock head banged against her cervix. The "Aargh" became and "Umph" as Malik pushed the head of his huge black cock between her lips and into her mouth.
Chrissy tried to pull back, but she was trapped between the two black men. She tried to push the big tip of Malik's cock out of her mouth with her tongue. Her tongue licked the underside and then up and over his urethra. She could taste his precum, but her tongue wasn't strong enough to push it out. Chrissy moaned in pleasure as a second orgasm suddenly expanded out from her pussy. She jerked forward taking Malik's cock deeper down her throat. He was pulling back and pushing forward until she found herself sucking on about a third of his black cock. It felt so hard in her mouth. It wasn't so bad, she thought and Chrissy found herself relaxing her throat. Malik's cock was a vibrant monster, hot, throbbing, and giving little leaps from time to time. She suddenly found herself hoping the two FBI agents would take their time.
"Wait until you try this pussy, Malik," growled Eriq. He was fucking her rapidly now. His balls were smacking her thighs with such force they were stinging. "It squeezes and sucks your cock in deep. It's milkin the cum right out of my balls."
Chrissy's eyes widened in fear. She was at her most fertile and unprotected. Her hands were holding her up so she couldn't push Malik away. She tried to pull her head back, but Malik kept slowly pumping his hips. The big head of his cock was even deeper now then when he'd started. It was down her throat pulling back to her uvula and then pushing further down. She was swallowing more then half now.
"Gonna bust a nut," groaned Eriq, fucking her even harder. Chrissy tried to shake herself off his thrusting cock, but he read her intentions differently. "Yeah girl, work that white ass." He gently spanked her once as he spoke. "Here it cums."
Chrissy was horrified but then tremors started in her pussy. Eriq's big cock head was pressed hard against her cervix ready to spray her womb with a black man's seed. The orgasm caught her off guard. She was cumming hard and it was her biggest yet. It would have been bigger still, but Eriq suddenly yanked his ten inch cock from her pussy. Hot sperm flew into her hair, splattered her lower back, and peppered her ass.
"If we were making a porn, that's what we'd call a money shot," gasped Eriq.
****************
"Zoom in on that," ordered Jenkins, leaning over to look at Smith's screen. The two men watched the quadrant capturing Chrissy's wel fucked vagina just as Eriq milked the last drops of his sperm from his shaft and covered her labia with it.
"Better then any porn I've ever seen," said Smith, pulling the camera back to capture the sperm on Chrissy's back.
"Mrs. Simmons does seem to be a natural at this," agreed Jenkins. One quadrant was capturing Malik's cock as it slid in and out of her throat. Another angle showed Chrissy was now kneeling as she sucked his cock. "Look she's taking over."
Malik had slowly stopped thrusting his cock down her throat until Chrissy was the one bobbing her head. She was now kneeling at his feet, grabbing the base of his shaft with one hand and deep throating his cock.
"I think he's gonna blow soon," said Smith, just as semen squirted out the sides of Chrissy's mouth. "I called that right." Smith watched Malik yank his cock out of her mouth and shoot several jets of semen on her face. "Think they're about done?" asked Smith.
"Not until they seal the deal," replied Jenkins. "I want to see money change hands. Then we can bust them."
On screen, Malik had shoved his cock back down Chrissy's throat. "Keep sucking," he ordered.
****************
Chrissy almost eagerly took the ten or eleven inches of black cock back down her throat. It hadn't lost any of it's length, but it had gone soft. His cum had come as a shock to her. Malik was pulling back just as a huge jet of semen struck the back of her throat. As soon as the head cleared her throat and entered her mouth, her mouth was so filled with semen her cheeks bulged out and his seed squirted out the sides of her mouth. She swallowed when he pulled his cock completely out and shot several blasts on her face. His cum had tasted hot, rich, and was surprisingly good. Now she was sucking him again and the limp cock was slowly hardening.
Malik slowly pulled his cock out of her mouth when he was completely hard again. He smirked when he caught her leaning forward to keep sucking it, but instead he stepped around her and sat on the couch. Chrissy turned right and began sucking his cock between his knees, but that wasn't what he wanted. Malik grabbed her head and indicated that he wanted her to stand.
Chrissy released his cock, and swiped away a string of salvia hanging from her lips to his cock head. His hands were strong and forceful, so she stood. He then placed his hands on her hips and guided her forwards until she was straddling him. Malik then grabbed the base of his cock and held it up for her. Chrissy lowered herself, first feeling the head push into her and then fat inch after fat inch until she sank down in his lap. Despite the sperm on her face, Malik tried to kiss her, but she turned her head away and Malik instead pushed her back so that he could suck on her breasts. Chrissy was ashamed by her body's reaction to what was happening to her, but her kisses would remain for her husband.
"Gawd dayum, this white pussy does milk your cock," said Malik, bouncing on the couch to get her to ride him.
Chrissy began slowly raising and lowering herself. She saw Eriq appear out of the corner of her eye. "Thanks for not cumming in me," she moaned, having yet another small orgasm.
"It was nothing," he replied. "You told me you were trying to get pregnant." He stepped to her side and aimed his cock at her face.
Chrissy stared at it. She thought for a moment and then leaned forward and took it in her mouth. The FBI had told her to cooperate after all and she was doing her duty. She was doing this for all the women these two had molested and would now never molest thanks to her. She swallowed his cock wondering if any of those other women had enjoyed it as much as she was. However, he wasn't too interested in a blow job. He wanted something else. Eriq waited until his shaft was good and wet before stepping back.
Chrissy was moaning, riding Malik's cock and suffering through another impossibly large orgasm, when Malik suddenly held her down in his lap and spread her ass cheeks. Chrissy felt something press against her tight little brown sphincter and push hard. "What are..." Her eyes flew wide as she felt her rosebud push in and slowly open for the invader. 'No,' she thought, 'people aren't supposed to do that! It's unnatural!' She winced in pain as the large cock head broke through and entered her ass. The rest she took easier and the pain faded quicker then she would have imagined and it began to feel good. Real good.
Chrissy found herself in a state of complete sexual ecstasy. She was sliding up and down Malik's cock while Eriq pistoned his cock in and out of her ass. The men had no trouble penetrating her like this and seemed well practiced. Malik was squeezing on one of her breasts while sucking the nipple on her other breast. Chrissy sucked her lower lip in her mouth. Sweat poured off her forehead mixing with tears and semen as both her holes were stretched to their limits. The orgasm exploded deep in her pussy and consumed her entire body. Their cocks continued to hammer her pussy and asshole and she briefly fainted from the pleasure.
When Chrissy recovered, she was sitting in Malik's lap and Eriq was banging her ass as hard as he could, but his rhythm was off. Suddenly he just buried it and her bowels were flooded with sperm. Eriq groaned as he slowly pulled his cock out and shot the last few wads of cum on her slowly closing sphincter. As it closed, sperm welled up in it and began pouring out.
"My turn," said Malik, slapping her ass. "Ride that big black cock."
Chrissy was panting and trying to catch her breath. She stayed still for a moment, but long enough for him to slap her ass once again, but this time with more force.
"Come on fuck that black cock."
Chrissy felt weak and exhausted, but she began to move. "Alright," she said leaning forward until their noses practically touched. "I'm gonna fuck that big black cock. I'm gonna fuck it real good." Chrissy began bouncing in his laps as fast as she could move.
"That's what I'm talkin about," laughed Malik, slapping her ass again, but with less force.
"Fuck it real good," moaned Chrissy, not sure what had come over her. "Just don't cum in my pussy."
Malik laughed and went back to playing and sucking on her sensitive nipples. Chrissy nearly screamed as she came. She paused with this the tip of his cock in her and then let gravity slam her down on his crotch. The orgasm grew with every inch and it lasted for several more bounces. She was growing even weaker from all the orgasms. Malik was groaning now and he was bucking his hips. "Getting close," he moaned.
"Say when and I will jump off," she managed to pant out still riding him and still feeling the effects of her orgasm.
Malik grabbed her hips and pulled her down into his lap. "When," he said evilly, nearly spitting in her face.
Chrissy looked at him in horror just as the cock head poised right on her abused cervix shot it's first wad directly into her womb. Her horror turned to lust as an enormous orgasm burst through her body right on the heels of the last one. Her orgasm lasted with each jerk and spurt of his cock and she finally came down as his cock began to soften in her pussy.
Chrissy suddenly realized she was keeping his sperm plugged in her womb and she jumped off his lap. "You bastard, you might have made me pregnant," she yelled, angrily.
"Good, another fruit for Islam." Malik stood and squeezed some semen out of his cock and onto her carpet. "Just make sure the baby faces Mecca when it's born."
Chrissy looked on in horror. What had she done? "No," she whispered.
Eriq was now dressed. "I have the check, Mrs. Simmons. Thank you for signing with World Wide Beneficial Co and thank you for the hospitality."
The door burst open. "Freeze FBI," shouted Jenkins running into the room and holding his badge up.
"Mother fucker!" yelled Eriq,
"Bitch set us up," added Malik. He grabbed the closest thing to him to cover his nude body which was Chrissy's robe.
Chrissy quickly became aware of her own undressed state in a room full of four black men and stooped behind her recliner, grabbing her bikini as she went.
"Are you alright, ma'am?" asked Jenkins, while Smith handcuffed Malik.
"I'm fine," she said, stepping out from the chair, aware Jenkins eyes were roaming up and down her bikini clad body. She had rushed putting it on. One cup was askew and her nipple was sticking out. She had sperm on her face and back. Her bottoms were turning darker as they became soaked from the semen leaking from her pussy and ass. She glanced over at the two scam artists. Eriq was looking defiant as Smith pushed him out the door. Malik was smirking at her. He winked when he saw her glance at him. Chrissy looked down in shame, her eyes focusing on Mailk's spent cock, so large it was largely visible under the hem of her robe. "What took you so long?" she asked.
"We needed them on tape accepting your check."
"You let them fuck me."
"To be honest, Mrs. Simmons, you rather appeared to be enjoying yourself."
Chrissy felt a flush appear at her cheeks and quickly turn a large part of her white freckled body red. A large wad of cum slipped down the side of her face as she flushed. Her tongue came out and absentmindedly licked it up. "I see," she mumbled. She would be lying to say she hadn't enjoyed it.
"We were ready to rescue you at a moments notice if you actually appeared in any danger. You did us a great favor, Mrs. Simmons. You're going to help us put those scumbags away for a long time."
"Good," she said, but she didn't really mean it. Despite, Malik's cumming inside her, she felt no anger towards the two men. Maybe, this incident would help them straighten their lives out.
Smith returned wearing latex gloves and carrying a large black bag. He began collecting the assorted cameras, Malik's clothes, the phony insurance documents, and her check. "I think we have more then enough evidence to convict," said Smith, limping over to another of their hidden cameras.
Jenkins limped over to help him gather all the evidence. "You won't even be required to testify, Mrs. Simmons."
"That's good," she said, wondering why both men were limping. She glanced down at their crotches and gasped. Both men had large bulges straining down one pant leg. The bulges were every bit as big as Malik or Eriq's, if not bigger. Both men had erections and she flushed again as she realized it was from watching her on the cameras. She had put on a live sex show for the two men!
"You did a great service for your community today, Mrs. Simmons," said Jenkins, heading towards her front door with Smith. "Your government thanks you, ma'am."
"Yes," added Smith. "It was a pleasure watching you in action."
Chrissy flushed again as the two men left and other then some stains on her rug and sofa, there was no evidence anyone had been here today. She walked over to her window and watched Jenkins drive off with the two criminals in the back seat of their sedan. Smith pulled out a moment later in the con artists' car, made a u-turn and followed his partner.
She hoped the government wouldn't come down too hard on Malik and Eriq. Everyone deserved a second chance. She had a brief fantasy of them showing up at her door a year from now, thanking her for helping them straighten out their lives. She invited them in and led both men up to her bedroom and they began to fuck her again. She shook her head to clear it of her fantasy. What happened today could never happen again. She had cheated on her husband, but she'd done it to get two criminals off the street and because it was her patriotic duty.
Chrissy Simmons could now say that she had done something patriotic and she was proud of herself. She stepped back from the window and felt liquefied semen run down her inside thighs from where it was leaking around her soaked bikini bottoms. Chrissy virtually ran up the stairs reminded of all the sperm filling her fertile vagina and determined to wash it out as quickly as possible, but also aware that it might very well be too late.
As she cleaned herself in the bathtub, Chrissy found herself wondering if she'd ever have another opportunity to do her patriotic duty.
Part 2: We need your help again, Mrs. Simmons
Two weeks after helping the FBI bust the insurance scam, Chrissy was in her living room vacuuming the floor. She had kissed Todd off on another one of his business trips thirty minutes earlier. Once he had pulled out of the driveway, she'd immediately raced upstairs to change. She'd dropped her new robe on the floor and pulled the skimpy negligee out of her dresser. Now Chrissy was doing her housework in sexy lingerie and she'd grown fond of wearing it around the house when she was alone.
Chrissy Simmons was a changed woman.
She wasn't even consciously aware of how much she'd changed since the incident with the two con artists. She was behaving differently and realized it, but hadn't given it any thought. Chrissy's attitude towards her body had changed. She had become acutely aware of how attractive she really was. She'd bought a few new outfit's the last week and they no longer hid her figure, but showed off her body. Knowing that her husband preferred that she keep her goods covered, she hadn't shown him the new outfits or the lingerie the FBI had given her, but if he didn't like them, well tough. They made her feel sexy.
Since going off birth control several months ago, her hormones had been raging and Chrissy partially blamed them on why she had given in so easily to the two black men. They were still raging and she was horny all the time, but Chrissy had discovered a cure soon after she'd had sex with Eriq and Malik. That cure was a wonderful thing called, masturbation. Todd continued to put off having sex with her and they'd only made love once in the last two weeks and it had been unsatisfying. She suspected he didn't really want her to get pregnant. Now, almost daily, when she'd lie naked on bed and slowly finger herself to a small orgasm, she'd fantasize she was having sex and in her fantasies it was never Todd making love to her, it was Malik and often both Malik and Eriq. Malik hadn't any qualms about putting a baby in her belly.



Now she was doing her morning housework in a skimpy blue negligee and when she was done, she'd slip it off, probably masturbate, shower, and go out to the grocery store. The baby doll negligee the FBI had provided her was a little small for her breasts. The bra cups squeezed her large breasts together tightly and left the tops of her bosom exposed while being thin enough to hug her nipples. The panties were a thong and she'd grown to like wearing it after a little initial discomfort. Dangling from the tops of the bra and falling to her thighs was a diaphanous blue material that shimmered as she moved. She'd never felt sexier.
Her day went as planned; clean, masturbate, shop, and change back into lingerie. Chrissy had just settled down to watch the news when her doorbell rang. It startled her at first and she jumped a little. She answered the door in her lingerie, but she hid behind the door and peered through the crack under the chain. She expected it to be the old pervert from next door. He'd tried to come by several times since seeing her in the bikini two weeks ago, but Chrissy refused to let him inside her home. But instead of being Sam Sylvester, she was surprised to see it was the older bald FBI agent, Jenkins who was at her door.
"Good afternoon, Mrs. Simmons. It's agent Jenkins, FBI," he said, flashing his badge.
"I remember you agent."
"I have some things I need to discuss with you. May I come in?"
"Oh! Of course," she answered, closing the door and undoing the chain. She reopened the door and Jenkins froze when he saw what she was wearing. "Oops, sorry. I'll go change."
"Please don't. I mean, I only need a little bit of your time."
"Alright then." Chrissy shivered as a thrill ran through her body at the thought of wearing so little in front of this man. Of course, he had seen her wearing nothing and performing vulgar sex acts with two men. "Have a seat. What can I do for you?"
Jenkins sat on the same couch he'd sat on when he first met Chrissy and she sat across from him in the recliner. Between them was a magazine covered coffee table. Jenkins opened up a briefcase he was carrying and pulled out a laptop. He opened it and brought it to life. "There's a couple things I need to ask you Mrs. Simmons. I hope I'm not taking up too much of your time."
"Not at all and please call me Chrissy, agent."
"Fine Chrissy it is. I'm Ike." He glanced down at the laptop and tapped several times. "Thanks again for your help. I'm told we have an airtight case against the Willis brothers, Malik and Eriq."
"You don't need to thank me agent Jen... Ike. It was my patriotic duty to assist you."
"Well, my supervisor was a little upset by the tapes. He was angry when he assumed you were an undercover agent, but he completely flipped when he found out you were a civilian housewife. He feels we put you in danger."
"I never felt I was in danger from those two men."
"Nor did we feel you were, but my boss thinks we should have intervened before they took advantage of you."
"But then you wouldn't have had them on tape accepting the money."
"Exactly. What I need to know is do you hold the bureau accountable for any of your actions on that day?"
"None at all, Ike. Tell your boss I merely did my duty like any of his agents would have."
Jenkins sighed. "That's a relief. If you did hold us accountable I was facing suspension."
"I'm glad to be of service. Is there anything else?"
"There is one other thing, Chrissy. Would you be willing to assist us again?"
Chrissy's heart skipped a beat. Her life was dull and uneventful. The incident two week ago was the most exciting thing to happen to her in four years of marriage. "It depends what you had in mind, I suppose."
Jenkins fiddled with his computer. He leaned forward and pulled out a file from his briefcase. He handed Chrissy the file over the table. She opened it and stared at the picture of an over-muscled black man's mug shot. Jenkins said, "That man is Stoner Little, aka Biggie Little. He's a petty criminal who's recently moved up a few notches."
"Drug dealer," she said, reading the information on the sheet.
"Yes, but he's just a middle man. We need to find out who his supplier is. We could probably bust Little, but his supplier would replace him within hours. We need somebody to plant cameras in his motel room. The problem is he has a bodyguard outside his room whenever he's not in it. The guard is too smart to fall for the usual tricks, we're with the phone company, we're with room service, etc."
"So what could I do?"
Jenkins cupped his hands with his index fingers standing out and touching. He rested his chin on his index fingers and stared at her. "He does let one type of person in the room."
"And what type is that?"
"Biggie Little is fond of prostitutes, particularly white prostitutes, and particularly red-headed white prostitutes."
"You want me to pose as a hooker! Don't you have any female agents who could do it?"
"Surprisingly no. At least, no attractive female agents. Most females in this district come off as rather butch. The agency could surely find someone elsewhere, but this case isn't a top priority from a national perspective."
"I can't pose as a hooker and especially to a drug dealer? He's got to be dangerous."
"There's no history of violence in his file. Plus, you wouldn't even meet him. The plan is for you to enter his room when he is out. The guard will let you in. You plant a few cameras like the ones we used with the Willis brothers and then tell the guard you left something in your car. You return to your car and go home. Smith and I can rescue you within minutes if something goes wrong."
"Like you rescued me from the last two," she stated, sarcastically. "This doesn't sound like a good idea to me."
"I understand. Your help was invaluable last time and you were so patriotic that I thought I would ask. I can't blame you for staying in the safety of your home in the suburbs. Not everyone needs excitement in their lives. I just hope we can stop him before he sells to any more school children." Jenkins reached out for the file. "I'll take that."
"School children?"
"Yes ma'am. Little and his boss are big believers in getting them hooked young and early."
Chrissy sighed. She was bored. Helping the FBI previously had been the most exciting thing she'd ever done. Here was another chance to do her patriotic duty and help her country and to help keep some children safe. "I'll do it," she mumbled.
"You will? That's fantastic. Like I said, it should be a piece of cake. You can be in and out of the room in ten minutes. Biggie Little is expected to be staying at the Ramada in two weeks. The bureau will provide you with a suitable outfit. The target date will be Saturday night before dinner time. I will send your outfit and hopefully we can catch him when he's in the restaurant eating." Jenkins carefully sat his laptop beside him, stood, and walked over to Chrissy. He held his hand out to her. "We can't thank you enough."
"No need, it's mine and every citizen's duty as patriots to serve their country when called." Chrissy stood and took his hand and watched her small white hand get completely engulfed by the large black man's hand.
"I should get going," said Jenkins. "I'll be your case man. We'll send your outfit to you in an unmarked package. Will Mr. Simmons be here?"
"No, he'll be home late tomorrow for a few weeks then off again the Friday before you need me."
"Good. I'll contact you and meet you in the hotel lobby with the cameras. Smith will monitor the hotel. Thanks again." Jenkins turned, but quickly turned back standing within a foot of Chrissy. "One last thing, Chrissy. Two weeks ago with the insurance conmen, why did you do it? I mean, you could have told them no. You didn't have to go as far as you did. I'm sorry, I'm embarrassing you."
Chrissy was flushing crimson again. "No, that's alright agent. Those men knew what they were doing, Ike. I can't really explain it. They got me worked up and then there was the other thing."
"What other thing?"
"They were... They were just so... well you know, big."
"No, I don't know. What do you mean by big?"
Chrissy was still flushing. "Their penises, I had never seen any that big. I don't think my husband is six inches, yet they were twice that big."
"Your husband is only five or six inches? No wonder you thought they were big."
Chrissy's brow furrowed as she frowned. "What are you saying? You watched what they did to me."
"Malik and Eriq are rather small for black men."
"I don't believe that. There's no way. How can you call those things sma..." Chrissy stared down at Jenkins' dark trousers as he fished his cock out of his pants. He tugged out a swollen semi-hard monstrosity of a penis. "There, mine's about normal."
Chrissy stared at the huge penis. Something that large was more properly called a cock. "That's big of course, but no bigger then Malik's."
"Mines not hard yet. Here," he reached out and took her hand. "Stroke it."
"My gawd," she said, complying. Her wedding ring fingered hand was now gripping Ike's huge black cock and she was starting to slide it up and down his hardening shaft. It extended an inch and then another, stiffening to full erection. "It's so big! What's wrong with it?" She grabbed the flesh encircling the head and pulled back until a fat bulbous cock head emerged from the skin.
"I'm uncircumcised. Like I said, mine's about normal. That's why I didn't understand what you meant by calling those two losers big."
"That thing is normal?" Chrissy's pussy was dampening rapidly as she stared at her hand running up and down his shaft. "It's a foot long!"
"One last thing, Mrs. Simmons," said Jenkins, loosening his tie. He reached and touched the shoulder strap of her bra. "The bureau needs it's property back." He tugged until the strap slid down her arm. Soon the negligee he had given her two weeks ago fell around Chrissy's feet leaving her clad in only the thong. Jenkins hand moved to one nipple. He pinched it and she moaned still mesmerized by the big black cock in her hand. "Why don't you get a closer look?" His hand left her nipple, went up to her shoulder, and pushed down.
Chrissy fell to her feet right in front of Jenkin's foot long black cock. It looked even bigger as she stared cross-eyed down the shaft. She couldn't really understand why she was so fascinated with it. To be honest, Ike's monstrosity of a cock was quite ugly until she pulled the foreskin back and the purplish head appeared, then it became sleek and magnificent. "I see it, but I still don't believe it. God," she said, staring under his cock at his scrotum, "even your balls are huge."
Ike groaned as if in pain. "Yeah, they're a bit on the swollen side right now. I haven't had any relief in months. I'm married to my job and working long hours getting scum off the streets plus with no girlfriend I just haven't had time to meet anybody. Having a beautiful white woman stroking it isn't helping me none either. Maybe, you should stop."
Chrissy jerked her hand back. "I'm sorry, I didn't realize. Did you say months? It must be painful."
"It is painful. This was a bad idea. I don't know how I'm going to get it back in my trousers now. It sucks sometimes that I'm so duty bound. Sometimes, I think I should just switch to a desk job and find myself a wife, but I'm a patriot and will always do my duty."
"I wish there was something I could do for you," said Chrissy. Ike was making no effort to put his cock away and she was reaching out to it as if she wanted to grab it again, but she held her hand back.
"The only way you could help me, ma'am is to get me off. I already know that you're a patriot and are willing to do you're duty, but I know that's a lot to ask."
"You want me to make you cum?" It seemed crazy to say it was patriotic to jerk off a stranger, but Chrissy was well aware of how men were different then women when it came to sex and agent Jenkins did put his life on the line every day. She made up her mind, reached out and grabbed his cock again. "What do you want me to do?"
"Oh thanks and god bless, Mrs. Simmons," moaned Ike. "You don't know what this means to me. I'd be happy if you just stroked me off, but if you don't mind, I'd love it if you licked around the head or sucked it in your mouth some."
"We'll see," she replied, "but I'm just helping out a public servant. It goes no further and my panties stay on." Chrissy grabbed the base of his cock to hold it steady and began running her free hand up and down the shaft. If someone had told her two weeks ago that she would be kneeling nearly nude and stroking the foot long black cock of a stranger, she would have vomited it disgust. Now she was willingly helping out this black man, fascinated with his enormous cock, and judging by the dampness between her thighs, extremely aroused to do so. She never planned to go any further then just using her hand, but the friction was too dry. The tip of his cock was oozing decent amounts of lubrication, but not nearly enough to coat such a big shaft. "It's too dry," she stated.
"That's why it would help if you used your mouth," replied Ike.
Chrissy stared at the massive black cock. Ike was a rather good looking man. His face was attractive in a rugged manly way with chiseled features. His bald head was a turn off, but it also made him look virile. He filled out his suit nicely and looked to have a very fit body under it. Unfortunately, his good looks did not apply to his cock. It was rather bulbous and ugly with big bulging blue black veins crisscrossing it. Worst of all, was the wrinkly black foreskin. She slid the hand griping the base further up his cock and pulled the foreskin taut. This improved it's attractiveness considerably. Remembering how she had come to enjoy sucking Malik's cock and even liking the taste of his cum, Chrissy leaned down and licked the head of Ike's cock.
"That's it girl," he moaned.
Chrissy ran her tongue around the head and then stretched her jaw as wide as she could, she took the knob in her mouth. She held it there, letting her tongue swirl all around the head. She bobbed her head a little, sucking the end of Ike's cock. Drool ran down his shaft, soon helping her hand glide smoothly up and down his cock. They both moaned together.
Chrissy gagged and paused for a moment as the head pushed into her throat. She tried again and this time succeeded in getting a third of Ike's cock in her mouth. He was so large and thick, sucking this thing would take some getting used to. By this time, her pussy was dripping wet and screaming for attention. She'd recently discovered how to please herself with her fingers. Looking up at Ike, she saw him staring back. He winked at her and she winked back, feeling stupid for some reason. She let her tongue run under his cock while she sucked it. He continued to stare, but could see beneath her. So, she let one hand leave his shaft and moved it between her own legs. She found her thong soaked and quickly pushed it aside, slipping three fingers in her hot pussy. She moaned around his shaft as she fingered herself. Minutes later, Chrissy wanted to scream as she orgasmed, but her scream turned into another gag as nearly half his cock slid down her throat.
Chrissy noticed Ike's cock seemed to be swelling larger and it was even harder to swallow. She had to pull back until only the head was in her mouth. Suddenly, the cock gave a large spasm and cum filled her mouth. It bulged her cheeks out and squirted out the sides of her mouth around his cock. She was forced to gulp, swallowing too much at once and making her esophagus hurt. She swallowed again, this time tasting the hot rich seed on her tongue and liking it as much as she had liked the taste of Malik's semen. Ike suddenly pulled back and shot several strands of semen across her face just as Malik had done and Chrissy wandered if it was some kind of cultural thing among black men to shoot their seed on women.
Ike jerked forwards on his own cock, squeezing several long strands of sperm out to fall on her stretched tongue. Chrissy took every drop in her mouth and swallowed. She licked her lips and said, "Does that feel better?"
"You have no idea," growled Ike.
"Glad I could help," she panted, aware that her fingers were still working in and out of her pussy. She wanted to cum again, but didn't want Ike to know what she was doing, so she reluctantly pulled them out. She brought that hand up to heft his huge scrotum. "It must have been awhile for you. I've never seen so much cum." Indeed, Ike appeared to have ejaculated more then Malik and Eriq had combined.
"Actually, it's always about that much," said Ike, grinning. "Every time."
Chrissy gently fondled one of his balls. "I can believe it," she said, touching one testicle bigger then Todd's entire scrotum and even bigger then her fist.
"That was an unexpected surprise, Mrs. Simmons," said Ike, "but I'm not quite done here. Why don't you go get cleaned up and we can finish up."
Chrissy stood up, feeling liquefied sperm starting to slide down her cheeks and nose. "Good idea. I'll just take a quick shower." She turned and headed upstairs.
Ike watched her go. When she was out of sight, he walked over to the couch, closed his laptop, and gathered his bag. He pulled off his tie and he climbed the stairs after her.
***************
Chrissy's pussy was screaming for attention. She felt like playing with herself again as she showered, but knew Ike was waiting. She figured that if they could rap up their meeting quickly, she could have a longer more enjoyable masturbation session after he left.
After washing her face and body, she stepped out of the shower and grabbed a towel to dry herself off. She stepped back into the still wet thong. Not wanting to greet the FBI agent in only the thong again, she walked next door to her bedroom to grab her robe. She gasped when she entered her bedroom.
Ike was laying on his side on her marital bed. He was nude and his huge swollen cock hung down until it hit the bedspread and then it laid out from his body. His body was ever bit as impressive as it had appeared under his suit. His chest was covered sparsely by gray hair. "I thought we might have some more fun," said the muscular black man.
Chrissy felt a sudden surge of lust at the sight of his nude body and huge cock. It did nothing to satisfy her state of arousal. "I can't," she said. "Ike... Agent Jenkins, I'm a happily married woman. This is my husband's house, my husband's bed, our marital bed. What happened was nice, but it was wrong and to go any further would make it worse."
"I understand completely," said Ike, sitting up. "I don't want you to do anything that you don't want to do. I was just thinking I might return the favor. Do for you, what you did for me."
"What do you mean?"
"Come here." He stood, took her hand, and led her over to the bed. He sat her on the edge and kneeled down between her legs.
"Oh my god!" she cried, realizing what he intended. She found the idea suddenly exciting and her soaked pussy gushed some more. "Alright, lets have some more fun, but it goes no further and the panties stay on."
"No problem," said Ike with a grin. "I do have to pull them aside though." He reached out and touched the thong right under her labia causing her to gasp. "These things are soaked."
Chrissy stared wide-eyed as Ike moved his head closer between her thighs. He was pinching her thong now and pulling the material slowly out of the way. A few wisps of red hair appeared and then almost all of it as he pulled the thong over to her thigh. Ike's head got closer and for a moment Chrissy wrinkled her nose in distaste as it looked like Ike was taking a big whiff of her pussy, but almost immediately her distaste was replaced with extreme pleasure as his tongue slowly licked up her wet labia before flickering over her distended clitoris. Chrissy shuddered with pleasure. She moaned when he repeated the act.



Ike increased his pace and Chrissy's body reacted by writhing in pleasure. She stared down at him in awe as he wriggled his tongue as deep as it would go in her pussy. He stared back at her and she got the impression he was grinning as he tongued her. She had know idea oral sex could feel this good. Sure her girlfriends had told her how much they loved it, but the thought of returning the favor on the guy had Chrissy always refusing. She gasped as her writhing turned to bucking as she raised her pelvis into his thrusting tongue.
This was something she could do with Todd! With practice, her husband might become as skilled as Ike was and all she'd have to do is suck Todd's little penis for him. She immediately regretted thinking that, but there was no denying the fact that she now considered her husband to have a small penis. Sucking Todd's dick after learning on Malik and Ike would be a piece of cake. Chrissy's crotch leaped up and froze as she had a sudden strong orgasm. Ike had pushed the tips of two fingers inside her while sucking her clit between his lips. She fell back on the bed whimpering.
He was having trouble pushing his fingers in while holding the panties aside. He grunted and yanked her thong up her thighs some. Chrissy didn't complain. He had pushed his fingers in as deep as they would go and it had prolonged her orgasm. The black man's two fingers were bigger then Todd's penis, longer and a lot thicker, and it felt amazing. However, Chrissy wanted to open her legs wider. She sat back up, reached down, and pulled her wet, twisted thong up to her knees. She fell back on the bed and closed her eyes.
Ike's fingers and tongue felt so good and really hit the spot. It was exactly what her pussy had needed to satisfy it. She wanted him deeper, but the thong was holding her knees together. With an exasperated sigh, Chrissy sat back up and pulled the thong all the way off, tossing it aside. She laid back down and opened her legs as wide as they could go. Ike seemed pleased with this. He attacked her pussy more aggressively. His fingered her rapidly while flickering his tongue over her clit. He wasn't keeping his fingers straight, he was arching and the tips were really stimulating an area deep in her pussy. Chrissy couldn't believe it, but she was going to cum again. When she did, her orgasm was explosive and she soaked Ike's entire hand. It felt too good to be embarrassed. Chrissy was moaning in a near comatose state.
Chrissy was only vaguely aware that Ike had withdrawn his fingers and was pushing her body back on the bed. When she did finally come to her senses, she looked up to see the black man was now kneeling between her legs with his foot long cock aimed straight at her pussy. The huge knob had emerged from the foreskin and was inches from the opening of her vagina. Her hand quickly covered her pubic hair and his cock head ended up pushing against her fingers. He stared at her angrily. "Do you have a condom?" she asked.
"Nope. I hadn't exactly planned on this," he replied, frustrated and pressing his cock hard against her hand.
"Just don't cum in me," she said, pulling her hand away. Ike's cock head was pressing against her labia a second later. It was probably safe, but you never know. Malik had cum in her pussy at her most fertile time and she was still terrified waiting to see if he had knocked her up. "And go easy on me. I doubt if I can take it all."
"You'll take it all, you sexy slut," groaned Ike. They moaned together as his cock head slipped inside her. "I haven't met a woman yet who didn't love every inch."
"Oh god," she cried watching Ike work the cock head around in her before slowly pushing several more inches in. He was patient, slowly moving his cock in as her pussy opened for it. Soon he was deeper then Todd had ever been, then he was deeper then his fingers had been. She stared in awe as her pussy slowly accepted the huge cock, wincing when the head banged on her cervix. He was now as deep as Malik had been. "I guess that's it," she gasped out, breathing heavily.
"It's not all the way in," replied Ike. He held his cock against her cervix, jerking it and pressing it against the opening to her womb. His cock was ejaculating large amounts of precum on her cervix, softening it and slowly it opened for the large invader.
Chrissy winced in pain as Ike's cock slipped all the way inside her. She had taken him balls deep. He held it buried and she was surprised at how quickly the pain faded. "You know what I want?" she asked.
"What's that baby?"
"I want to be fucked by that big black cock. I want to be fucked hard."
"Do you now?"
"Yeah lover, fuck me with your big black cock." She expected Ike to began slamming her hard after that, but instead, Ike laid down on top of her. She immediately felt engulfed and protected by his muscular body. He arched his back to kiss her, but she turned her head away. "No kisses," she said, "just fuck me."
Ike braced himself above her and slowly started moving his cock in and out of her. "How's that feel, baby?"
"I'm so stuffed down there. It feels real good, Ike."
"Better then hubby?" Ike waited for several seconds for her answer, but it didn't come. "You don't have to answer that."
"No Ike, it feels better then my husband. A lot better. It just hurts to say it. Now shut up and work that big black cock."
Ike continued slowly working his cock in and out of her pussy. "You feel good to me to baby. You're so hot and wet down there. That white pussy of yours is gripping my cock like a vise."
Chrissy moaned as her body automatically started lifting her hips into his slowly thrusting cock. "Faster Ike. Please. I want to be fucked hard and fast."
"Sorry Chrissy, you're just so sexy. So beautiful. You deserve to be treated better then just a quick fuck. I wanna slowly have you all night."
"Oh gawd," she groaned, feeling an orgasm growing inside her. It felt like it was centered in her womb. "I don't want it slow," she gasped, grabbing his hips and trying to pull and push on them to get him to move faster. Ike didn't change his pace. He was bracing himself over her now, arms extended like he was doing a push up. Chrissy released her grip on his hips and used her hands to gently beat on the hard muscular chest hovering over her. "Ike stop. Please. Not like this. Come on you black bastard. Fuck me." Nothing she did stopped him. Chrissy was shuddering and writhing beneath him, lifting her crotch up into each thrust of his cock. She opened her legs as wide as they would go and wrapped them around his thighs. Her fists quit pounding his chest. She slipped her arms around his back, grabbed his ass cheeks and tried to pull him deeper into her. His face was hovering over hers, separated by half a foot. He was staring into her eyes. "You bastard," she whispered. "Not like this." She sucked her lower lip into her mouth, trying to fight the powerful feelings inside her.
"Cum for me," said Ike.
Chrissy suddenly released her grip on his ass. Her hands grabbed both sides of his head and pulled his lips down against hers. It was an open wet kiss and soon their tongues were dueling over whose mouth to enter. Then Chrissy was cumming and cumming hard. She whimpered in pleasure, wanting to cry at the same time. Ike had just taken something from her. He had refused to fuck her. Instead he had made love to her and she had just given in to her passion, loving him back. She now felt like she had betrayed her marriage a lot more then if they had just fucked for mutual pleasure. Chrissy sucked his dark lower lip into her mouth, whimpering while she came down from the huge orgasm. "Bathterd," she mumbled, the word garbled as she was still sucking on his lip.
Ike laughed and kissed her again, holding his cock buried in her. She passionately returned it while he let her rest for a moment. After a minute or so, Ike enveloped her body again and rolled over on his back, never breaking their kiss. Chrissy pushed against his chest and sat up feeling the full impalement of his mighty cock inside her. "Now ride me you sexy slut," growled Ike.
Chrissy was still too weak to bounce in his lap. She ended up leaning forward and sliding her crotch back and forth. They kissed again for awhile, before Ike pushed her back and took one nipple in his mouth. Chrissy groaned in pleasure as he flickered his tongue over her sensitive nipple. "Oh shit," she whispered, almost to herself, "I'm gonna cum again!"
"That's it Chrissy," he said releasing her nipple. "Do it. Cum for me."
"Oh god, Ike." Chrissy sat up and began bouncing in his lap.
"Cum on that big black cock." Ike grabbed and squeezed both her breasts. He leaned up far enough to suck on her other nipple. He switched back and forth between her nipples.
"I'm cumming," she moaned, quivering as she rode his cock. Ike kept sucking on one nipple, but he suddenly moved his hands to her ass and held her up. He took over, bucking his hips and thrusting his cock in and out of her as fast as he could. Chrissy screamed in pleasure. Her orgasm was immense. This time he didn't let her recover. He just kept thrusting up into her. "I can't ugh believe ugh what you're ugh doing to me ugh ugh," she cried.
"There's something you can do for me, white girl," he grunted. Ike had broken out into a sweat now and his forehead looked strained.
"Ugh anything ugh ugh," she replied.
Ike kissed her nipple and fell back on the bed, looking up at her. "I'm gonna cum soon."
Chrissy was surprised he had lasted this long. Todd would have ejaculated within minutes at the pace Ike was going and Ike had been at it fifteen minutes now. Plus, the black man was twice Todd's age. His best years were long behind him. "What do you ugh want?" she cried.
"Getting close," he answered.
She suddenly knew what he wanted and she gave it to him. "In my pussy. Cum in my ugh pussy."
"Oh yeah," growled Ike, thrusting up and holding his cock in her.
"Yes!" screamed Chrissy as the first huge jet of sperm struck her womb. Unbelievably, it triggered a third orgasm which lasted as long as Ike's cock continued blasting sperm inside her pussy. Chrissy couldn't really tell, but it felt like he was cumming inside her pussy ever bit as much as he had cum in her mouth earlier.
When he was done cumming, he released his hold on her ass and let her fall on top of him. She grabbed his cheeks and pulled her mouth over to his. They kissed for several minutes with his cock plugging her pussy full of his semen. "You're incredible Mrs. Simmons," said Ike between kisses.
"You're not so bad yourself," she replied. Chrissy slowly slid off Ike's cock, but kept the head in her. He was still huge, but it had gone limp. "I'm going to make a run for the bathroom. I think I'm going to leak a gusher when this black monster unplugs."
Ike laughed and yanked his cock out. Chrissy gasped in shock and leaped off the bed, racing to the bathroom. She hadn't been wrong, liquefied semen poured out of her pussy, dripping on the bed, floor, and coating her thighs. She squatted over the toilet and scooped out as much as she could with toilet paper. She wasn't too worried about Ike cumming in her. When Malik had ejaculated in her was much riskier and she was praying she'd get her period in a week or so. No letting Ike cum in her was the ultimate betrayal of her marriage and she felt horrible yet fantastic at the same time. If she had to do it again, she wouldn't do anything differently, except maybe staying on birth control.
Chrissy walked out of the bathroom and Ike stood up off the bed to greet her. Her eyes automatically focusing on the big black banana swinging freely between his legs. "It's late," he said, why don't you cook me an early dinner?"
Chrissy glanced at the clock. The afternoon had flown by. "Alright. Why not. I can whip something up." She reached for her robe where she had left it on the floor earlier.
"Oh no," said Ike. "If you're going to cook for me, you will do it nude or if you prefer, you may put the teddy back on."
Chrissy giggled and dropped the robe. "I have some pork chops thawing for when Todd gets home tomorrow. How's that sound?"
"Sounds good," replied Ike, grinning wryly. He liked the thought that he would be eating her husband's dinner after making love to his wife. "Now go cook me dinner, woman." He playfully spanked her ass as Chrissy turned to head downstairs. "I'll be down when I clean up."
Chrissy walked downstairs. It felt weird being nude so she ended up putting the lingerie back on. She had just slipped the pork chops in the oven when Ike entered the room. She turned to smile at him and gasped. Ike was still nude! He walked over to her couch and began reading her husband's newspaper. She took some frozen vegetables from out of the freezer while strange emotions assaulted her body and soul. On one hand Ike was being presumptuous sitting nude while she cooked her husband's dinner for him. Seriously, was he planning to go home anytime? On the other hand, this was always exactly what she had wanted. The best most passionate sex of her life while cooking for her satisfied man. She was happy to the point of giddiness while she finished cooking and even while they ate.
After dinner, Chrissy cleaned off the table and started washing the dishes. Ike stepped up behind her, reached around and squeezed her tits through the lingerie. He thrust his crotch against her ass. She moaned while his cock hardened. He kissed her neck, pulling one hand back and putting it on his hard cock. To answer her earlier question, no, he wasn't planning on going home anytime soon. He pushed her out the door and she ended up leading him up the stairs by his cock.
Chrissy soon found herself on all fours on her disheveled bed while Ike slowly impaled her from behind. Ike's strong black hands grabbed her hips tightly, pulling her back onto his cock. Somehow, even in this impersonal position, Ike made her feel like she was being made love to and not fucked. Even when his fat thumb worked it's way inside her anus, she still felt like he was showing her his love and the large orgasm she had didn't hurt. Even when he removed his thumb and pulled his well-soaked cock out of her pussy, placing it against her tight rosebud, she felt he was still making love to her, but in a different way as she felt pressure on her sphincter. It never occurred to her to deny him.
Ike was slow and as gentle as possible letting her ass get used to his large cock. He pushed a little in each time, stopping when Chrissy jumped and tried to pull herself away. Then he would proceed a little more. Three weeks ago this would have been a disgusting sinful act. Two weeks ago, Eriq had pushed his big cock In her ass while she rode Malik's cock and she had loved it. Ike was bigger and stretched her out more, but her ass got used to him quite quickly. Chrissy moaned.
"You like having a big black cock shoved up your white ass?"
"God forgive me, but I do," she whispered. "Fuck my ass, Ike."
Ike did just that. He thrust forwards while pulling her back onto his cock. She was never able to take more then ten inches, but the ten filled her good. It felt great, but there was something missing. She felt like such a slut when she realized what it was. The last time there had been a cock in her pussy while she got her ass fucked. She pictured another large black man beneath her thrusting his big cock deep in her pussy while sucking her breasts and Chrissy came. It was a small orgasm, but bigger then any she'd had with her husband and it was solely from having her ass fucked.
Ike growled and thrust forwards. Chrissy's bowels immediately felt soaked. Ike yanked his cock back and out just in time to shoot several long strands of sperm across her back. Afterwards, he went to urinate and clean up. Chrissy exchanged places with him, taking a quick shower and struggling to get all the semen off her back. When she returned to her bedroom Ike was asleep. She left him there and went downstairs to call Todd and tell him about her boring day and how she missed him wishing he was home. She lied the whole time. Ike had completely satisfied her and she'd never felt more like a woman then at that moment. After talking with Todd, she headed back upstairs and quietly slipped into bed beside the snoring black man.
Chrissy moaned in her sleep as she laid on her side. Her legs were spreading as something slid back and forth between her thighs. Her nipples were being pinched and tugged. She opened her eyes and blinked as the bedroom lights came on. She was still waking up when Ike's cock slipped inside her from behind. She was soon thrusting her hips back, twisting herself so that she could lean back and kiss him. He lifted her leg so he could angle his cock in better and they made love like that for several minutes.
Eventually, Ike grabbed her tightly and rolled her on top of him. His arms reached around to fondle her breasts while she turned her head to kiss him. "I want you in deeper," she moaned to him. Chrissy sat up and rode his cock while facing away from him. She could see her white freckled body in her wall mirror sitting on Ike's dark black form. She found it very erotic. Chrissy jumped off him and spun around so that she could face him. This time they kissed again while she mounted him. They were still kissing twenty minutes later when Ike's cock sprayed another load directly into her womb. Her scream of pleasure was muffled by his lips as she came with each squirt of his cock.
Chrissy collapsed on top of him and turned her head to rest. His cock remained hard for awhile, slowly softening and shrinking until a torrent of semen was able to leak on their crotches from her flooded womb. She fell asleep still joined with the black man, their crotches a sticky mess.
Ike awoke at dawn and was delighted by the sight of a beautiful big breasted white woman with dark red hair serving him breakfast in bed. The ravenous black man accepted the tray and began shoveling bacon and eggs in his mouth while Chrissy began taking her special breakfast sausage in her mouth. Ike's cock was still soft when she swallowed it, but it quickly hardened. She was pleased to see that at some point during the night, he had washed his crotch of their combined crusty fluids and he was relatively clean. Ike kept eating while she gave him a slow luxurious blow job. He finished breakfast before she finished hers and moved the tray over to her side of the bed, looking down at her while she looked up at him. His stare made her bob her head faster. Chrissy was getting familiar to the signs a man's cock gave as it approached orgasm. The cock head swelled in her throat and she was completely prepared when it blew. Her cheeks swelled out, but she didn't spill a drop, swallowing every bit and milking his mighty shaft for every last drop. When she was satisfied, she had drained his balls dry, she released his cock, gave the little bit of his urethra that was visible through his foreskin a little kiss as she gasped for air.
"Thanks for a great night," said Ike.
"My pleasure," she replied. "And I mean my pleasure. Ike, that was the best night of my life."
"Mine too. It was nice to play the husband of such an amazing woman even if it was only one night. Mind if I take a shower. I need to get to work soon."
"Go ahead," said Chrissy feeling guilty again. Why'd he have to mention the word, husband? Worse, it had been wonderful having a real man for a husband for just one night. A man who knew how to take care of his needy wife's horniness. "I'll be downstairs doing the dishes."
Chrissy gathered up the tray, utensils, and empty plate, pausing long enough to dress in the sexy lingerie he had provided her, and headed downstairs. She had just loaded the dishwasher when the doorbell rang. Assuming it was her neighbor, Sam, she took her time strolling to answer it. Chrissy opened the door as far as the chain latch would go and peeked through the crack. She was surprised to see it wasn't Sam, but another black man. She recognized him quickly. "Agent Smith, what can I do for you?"



Smith looked tired and his black suit was disheveled. He was about twenty years younger then Ike. He resembled the older black man, but then so had Malik and Eriq. Chrissy had always thought that all blacks looked alike, but now she found that thought racist. Smith for one was not half as attractive as Ike. His face looked crueler, his eyes more penetrating. His hair was cut in a flat top. His height and build were almost identical to Ike's, a little over six feet and muscular. "I'm here to see Agent Jenkins," he said.
"Agent Jenkins? Why do you think he would be here?" she lied, wincing when she realized Ike's car was probably in front of her house. Plus, Smith was a trained FBI agent and would easily detect her lies.
"Because I drove him here, Mrs. Simmons," grunted Smith. "We're partners after all."
Chrissy blushed. "Sorry," she apologized. Smith must have slept in the car last night. That explained why he looked so tired.
"May I come in, Mrs. Simmons?"
"Of course." Chrissy closed the door and removed the chain. She reopened the door and Smith's eyes immediately took in her lingerie clad body. "Oops. I should go change."
"Don't bother. You look fantastic."
Chrissy blushed again, but had no urge to cover her body. She was even slightly pleased with his attention. "I bet you'd like a cup of coffee."
"Sounds good." Smith followed her to the kitchen and Chrissy unconsciously put an extra sway in her hips. "Where's the old fart?"
"Upstairs in the shower."
"Fool could get in a lot of trouble for this." Smith shook his head. "Sleeping with a married client. Using you to catch criminals. I hope he doesn't get suspended."
Chrissy gasped and turned around holding the cup of coffee in both hands. "You're not going to tell are you?"
"I'm not sure yet. It's my patriotic duty to report agent Jenkins."
"Please. He's your partner." Chrissy put her thumb up to her mouth and bit the nail nervously. "We didn't do anything I didn't agree too." Smith appeared unmoved. "Ike's a good man. He hadn't been with a woman in awhile and I was lonely. He just asked me to help him out a little. Please agent Smith. Say something."
"Would you be willing to help me out a little?"
Chrissy froze. "What do you mean?" She stared at the cruel looking black man as he reached down to his gray slacks and started undoing his belt. "No, not that."
Smith laughed. "Do this for me or I bring Jenkins up on ethics charges." He whipped his long black cock out and tugged on the tip as it grew completely erect. "Besides, we're partners, we share everything."
"My god," said Chrissy staring at another foot long black monster cock. It was almost identical to Ike's, yet the exact opposite in some ways. Ike was a ruggedly handsome older black man, but his cock was ugly with it's wrinkly foreskin. Smith was an unattractive angry looking man, but his cock was simply gorgeous. It looked like it was carved from ebony. The thing was perfectly streamlined, straight, and it had no ugly foreskin covering the fat head. Chrissy felt dizzy as she stared at it. Her legs grew weak. She fell to her knees and Smith took three steps forward, lining his cock up with her mouth. She leaned forward and ran her tongue over the head.
"That's it girl. You're really helping me out too," groaned the black man.
"I'm only doing this to help Ike," she said, looking up at him. She took the cock head in her mouth and continued to stare up at him. Chrissy knew the last was a lie. Every instinct in her body had told her to fall to her knees and take Smith in her mouth. She watched as he removed his coat and tie. A very muscular chest revealed itself to her as he undid his shirt, but he didn't remove it, he just let it hang open.
"That's it girl. Suck that black dick," moaned Smith, placing his hands in her red hair.
Chrissy's throat gave a contented purr as she took Smith's cock deep in her throat. She bobbed her head rapidly, using one hand to hold the base of his cock while the other hand played with his heavy balls. Their pricks may have been the same size, but Smith had even bigger testicles then Ike did. One thing the old black man had that Ike didn't was stamina. Smith's cock began swelling after only about ten minutes. He was grunting and his fingers were digging into her head. Chrissy had just sped up when she heard a noise. Ike had entered the room and was staring at her. She felt like she had just betrayed Ike and the moment the horror of betrayal hit her, Smith began cumming. He shot a load down her throat and then pulled back, her mouth immediately filling with hot semen to the point of overflowing. Sperm squirted out of her puckered lips before she could swallow. Her mouth filled again. She gulped it all down. It was hot and rich, maybe even better tasting then Ike's. Then Smith's cock was yanked from her mouth and more sperm blasted her face, coating it.
"Well James," said Ike. "I see you got tired of waiting in the car."
Chrissy opened her eyes and found herself staring up at Smith slowly stroking his cock and squeezing out the last few drops to fall on her face. She held out her tongue to catch some and stared sideways at Ike. He didn't seem the least upset to catch her sucking his partner.
"Yeah partner, crammed into that tight sedan knowing what you was getting in here, nearly drove me crazy," responded James.
"You should have joined us."
Chrissy's brow furrowed at that. What kind of woman did Ike think she was? Her tongue ran around her lips licking up as much of Smith's cum as it could reach. "Can I get you anything?" she asked Smith, still looking up at him from her knees. "Coffee, some breakfast?"
She was still stroking his cock and it had remained hard. "I ain't done with you yet. Stand up." He led her over to her kitchen table and lifted her on it. He undid her bra, but kept the silk top on and pushed her back on the table. Chrissy lifted her hips as Smith pulled her thong off. She spread her legs as he guided his huge cock inside her.
Ike walked by and poured himself another cup of coffee. "Hurry it up will you, we need to get going."
"I'm taking my time with this pussy," replied Smith, slowly fucking her with the entire length of his cock. He was too impatient though. Agent Smith's slow pace didn't last long. Soon he was grabbing her ankles and slamming his cock into her as fast as his hips could go. Ike stood nearby casually watching and sipping his coffee. Impatient or not, James lasted a long time at his fast pace and Chrissy found herself thrashing in a series of orgasms. He was leaning over her and her hands were running up and down his hard muscular chest. Her hips leaped up into his thrusting cock. "Cumming," he groaned.
"Oh god! Yes!" Chrissy tried to pull him deep inside her. "Cum in my pussy," she cried, never considering that she should have made him pull out. "Yes!" she screamed at the first blast from his cock. "I feel it!" His cock head blasted her womb with sperm triggering her to have a huge orgasm. Smith's oversized balls produced a load as big as the one she'd swallowed earlier, nearly flooding her womb.
The next thing Chrissy remembered was being roughly shaken on her shoulder. She opened her eyes to see Ike standing over her. His partner was in the background, now dressed and fixing his tie. She must have passed out. "We need to get going Mrs. Simmons."
"Already," she groaned. Her back hurt slightly from laying on the table.
"Yes, it's late and we need to get back to work. I'll be in touch about going after Biggie Little."
"Alright." Chrissy struggled to sit up on her table.
"Thanks again for helping us out on our cases and for that other thing last night." Ike winked at her. "We'll let ourselves out." Smith didn't say a word, he just followed Ike out the door.
Chrissy finally managed to sit up. Her legs were still spread and semen was pouring from her pussy creating a puddle on her kitchen table and slowly dripping off the edge to the floor. Smith's big balls really produced a lot of sperm, she thought, watching an apparently endless stream and most of his cum was trapped in her womb behind her cervix. She didn't think Todd's testicles produced a tablespoon's worth of semen.
Chrissy managed to push herself off the table. She got a paper towel from the counter and held it under her leaking pussy before getting another and cleaning off her table. Her cleaning job wasn't complete, but she really needed a shower. She could clean up better after showering and maybe sleeping all afternoon. She was sore all over and her jaw ached from giving two enormous black men blow jobs that morning. She was looking forward to a lazy afternoon resting when her doorbell rang again. Immediately, her heart raced as she pictured Ike and James coming back for more. Maybe they had decided to spend the afternoon with her. She almost raced to throw open her front door when she remembered that all she had on was a see thru silk top hanging from her shoulders. Chrissy quickly stepped into the thong. The doorbell rang again and again. "Coming," she yelled, slipping her bra on under the top. The bell began ringing incessantly.
Chrissy frowned, realizing it probably wasn't her black lovers returning for more. She replaced the chain in the latch and opened her door a crack, standing back to keep her sperm covered face from her visitor. "What is it?"
"Good morning Chrissy," said her seventy year old neighbor, Sam. "I was hoping to come in and visit with you." Sam was grinning, but his expression was cold.
"I'm sorry, you've picked a bad time." She closed the door on him, but he immediately pounded on it with his fist. She reopened the door a crack. "What Sam? I'm busy."
"Too busy for me, but not too busy to entertain a couple of niggers?," replied Sam.
Chrissy gasped. "What do you mean?"
Sam had an ugly expression on his face. "What part of entertain and niggers didn't you understand? I saw them leaving here."
"Those men are FBI agents, Sam. I've been doing them a favor and I don't appreciate what you're accusing me of. I am a married woman after all. Now get off my property." Chrissy slammed the door shut again. Sam had made her angry and it wasn't just towards him, but at herself. She was a married woman and she loved her husband. What was I thinking, she thought just as Sam pounded on her door again. "Go away."
"Did you like sucking on nigger cock?" he yelled on the other side of the door.
"I don't know what you mean," she yelled back.
"You sucked on that old nigger's cock last night," he yelled again.
Chrissy's face drained of color. She pulled the door open again. "Keep it down," she hissed, looking past him to see if any of her other neighbors were about. Sam's voice had been very loud.
Sam said more quietly, "You sucked that old nigger's cock like you loved it you little slut."
"Nonsense! Sam Sylvester, get off my property or I'm calling the police."
"I saw you. Plain as day. Prancing around in that little negligee thingy. Kneeling before that nigger and taking his big cock in your mouth. You looked like you was loving it."
"You spied on me!"
"I've been peeking in your windows ever since seeing you in that bikini two weeks ago. Got a thing for peeping. Haven't seen much 'cept you wearing that sexy little outfit whenever hubby's out of town. That is until last night."
"You fucking pervert," gasped Chrissy, indignantly.
"Can't argue with you there," cackled Sam. "You should see my collection of toys I keep at home. Wait a minute. What am I saying. You are going to see my collection of toys, you redheaded slut."
"Oh my god," moaned, Chrissy. "What do you mean?"
"I've been wanting my own personal slut for years now since my wife became invalid and I just found me one."
"No!"
"Yes. Now unless you want Toddy finding out that his pretty young wife likes her some nigger cock, you're going to close that door, undo that chain, and let your new master in your house. I've got a thing for submissive sluts."
Chrissy was breathing heavily as she stared at her old neighbor in horror. She closed the door on him. She just stood there for a moment before her shaking hand lifted itself and undid the chain. She was looking at her feet when she reopened the door.
"That's a good slut," said Sam, walking inside. "Chin up," he ordered, placing a hand on her chin and lifting her head. "I want to look at you. Fuck yeah!" he moved his hand down to her tits and toyed with her breasts over the thin silk. He tweaked one nipple. "You got some big ass nipples and I got a thing for big ass nipples." He pinched her other nipple. Chrissy was disgusted with herself when the nipples he had pinched remained hard, her areola and nipple sticking out almost in inch. They were feeling sensitive too, she could feel the silk rubbing against them and they ached where he had pinched them, but it was a pleasurable ache. "You disgust me," growled Sam.
"Wh-what?" Chrissy stared at him wide-eyed with shock.
"You're covered in dried nigger cum."
"Oh."
"Get your ass upstairs and take a shower."
Chrissy turned and raced up her stairs. He was ordering her around like he owned her and her natural instinct was to obey him. She entered her bathroom, pulled down her thong and lifted the silk slip over her head. Chrissy turned the shower on and stepped inside as soon as the water had warmed. The shower felt good and for a moment she enjoyed it forgetting the fate the was awaiting her downstairs. She retrieved the washcloth and ran it across her face before moving it down to her thighs. Sam was right, she did have nig... the black men's semen all over her body. Chrissy was startled when her shower curtain suddenly yanked open.
"Mind if I join you?" Sam stepped inside the shower with her. "I've got a thing for wet women."
Chrissy looked at her old neighbor in horror. Sam was old, at least seventy and his body looked old. He was wrinkled and saggy. His chest sagged and was covered by white hair except in the center where a long open heart surgery scar covered it's length. He had a large beer gut too that sloped out above his gray pubic hair and curved back just under his ribs. His penis was already hard. If she had seen it two weeks ago, she would have been impressed by it's size. The old man was at least two inches longer then her husband's six inch penis. The width was about the same as her husband's and maybe even skinnier. The strange thing about the elongated prick was the head. The head had little flare to it and was grape shaped. It was longer then normal taking up about a quarter of Sam's dick's entire length or around two inches long. Under the long skinny cock was a wrinkly scrotum a little bigger then Todd's, but not by much.
"I know it ain't much compared to that old nigger, but I bet it's bigger then Toddy's," said Sam. "Am I right?"
"Yes," whispered Chrissy. "You are bigger."
"You sure. Get a closer look." Sam placed his hands on her shoulders and pushed her down to her knees in the tub. The shower was spraying her back as she looked at the old man's prick just inches from her face. "You're gonna get off easy today, slut. I'm in a hurry and seeing as how I don't want to put my dick in any pussy that's just been stretched out by a nigger, I'll settle for a blow job. I've got a thing for full red lips like yours and that thing wants those lips wrapped around it."
"Oh god," she moaned, reaching up and grabbing the base of Sam's dick. Her nasty disgusting neighbor was older then her grandfather and now she had no choice, but to suck his dick. Chrissy leaned forward and took the long grape sized head in her mouth. She closed her eyes, not wanting to look at Sam while she bobbed her head, sucking more in as she went. After Smith and Jenkins, Sam was a piece of cake.
"That's it slut, suck that dick," groaned Sam, grabbing her wet hair in one fist and using it to bob her head.
Chrissy wanted this over with. She was quickly learning to recognize the signs that she was doing something right. Sam seemed to like having her run her tongue over his pee slit each time she pulled her head back. She could feel his entire body quiver each time she did it. He liked it when she squeezed her lips as tightly as she could around his shaft. He liked it when she deep throated him, but his scraggly gray pubic hair tickled her nose every time she took him deep. Sam didn't last long. His dick jerked as she was licking the underside of the head, shooting a wad of semen across her tongue. His seed didn't taste rich like the black men's sperm did, Sam's semen tasted old and stale. Chrissy was impressed with the amount for the size of his prick. Sam's cum could have filled a shot glass, nothing compared to a black man's, but impressive next to her husband's teaspoon full.
"Whooeee," groaned Sam as he exhaled. "I've had lots of blow jobs, but none of them seemed as into it as you did just now."
"I just wanted to get it over with," whispered Chrissy, softly enough that he probably didn't hear her under the noise from the shower.
"You know how dogs mark their territory, slut?"
"What do you mean?" she asked, looking up at him.
"I've got a thing for golden showers." Sam grabbed his deflated dick which was still nearly eight inches long and aimed it at her breasts. A moment later, a stream of yellow urine splattered off her right nipple before he lead the stream over to her left breast. Chrissy's mouth gaped open in horror and disgust, but she quickly clamped her lips down tight as the steady stream of urine moved up to her face. She squeezed her eyes shut until the stream stopped. She was about to open them, when a little squirt struck her face, stopped, and then another sprayed her. "Water's starting to get cold. Meet me in your living room. No need to get dressed. In fact, I'll want you naked whenever you're around me. I've got a thing for naked sluts." Sam stepped out of her shower and grabbed a nearby towel.
Chrissy remained kneeling in the shower and cried a little, but the sprinkling water hid her tears. The water was getting cold by the time she forced herself to her feet. When she stepped out of the shower, Sam was already gone. Not wanting to give Sam any more ideas by wearing the lingerie, she retrieved her robe and was belting it around her waist as she walked down the stairs. Sam was on the couch, dressed when she entered the room.
"Here's the rules," he said. "Your pussy belongs to me now. You'll spread them legs, open that pretty mouth, or spread your ass cheeks whenever I tell you to. Provided you don't want Toddy to find out about them niggers. And while were on it, no more nigger cock. You can fuck Todd if you want to, but I don't like my pussy all stretched out. This is going to be great Chrissy. Trust me, you're going to love some of the things I'm gonna do to you."
The color drained from Chrissy's face. "I'm an idiot," she mumbled to herself.
"What's that?"
"Get out."
"That's no way to talk to your new master," growled Sam. "I have half a mind to take my belt off and spank that fine pale ass of yours like my pappy used to beat mine."
"Get out or I'm calling the cops."
"But what about our deal?"
"We don't have a deal, Sam. I'm warning you. Get out."
"Wait until Todd finds out what you've been up to."
"Where's your proof? Who do you think Todd will believe, me or the perverted old neighbor who likes to stare at my breasts. Now get out before I call the cops and tell them how you forced yourself into my house."
Sam's eye twitched. He stood up, looking angry. "Alright I'm leaving, but nobody threatens, Sam Sylvester. Nobody! Especially some nigger loving bitch." Sam turned and stormed over to her front door, slamming it as he left.
Chrissy sat down in the chair across from the couch and started to cry, but just as suddenly she stopped. She didn't feel that sad! Sam was vile and disgusting, but she was feeling more euphoric. She's never stood up to anyone like that and it was empowering.



Chrissy spent the rest of the day feeling great.
Part 3: Undercover With Biggie Little
"The mailman left a package for you at the door today, Chrissy," said Todd, coming home from work.
"I didn't order anything.. Oh wait, I am expecting a new outfit."
"Anything special?" asked her husband, seeming completely disinterested, but making conversation.
"Yes dear, it's my hooker outfit," she pictured herself saying. "Nothing special at all. Just a sweater."
"That's nice," he mumbled. "What's for dinner?"
"I have a roast in the oven."
"Sounds good." Todd buried his head in the morning newspaper.
Later, Chrissy ground her pussy into Todd's little penis, wishing it was longer, wishing it was thicker, wishing it was deeper, hotter, throbbing, wishing it was blacker, but it was none of those things. He came after five minutes and she dismounted, sliding of the bed to go clean up. She'd been climbing the walls with horniness the last week and a half since Ike and Smith had fucked her. She was thrilled when Todd's penis had responded to her playful attention and she had quickly mounted him. The brief sexual encounter with her husband did nothing to quell the sexual fires in her pussy that her encounter with two black conmen had started a month previously.
Chrissy squatted over the toilet and wiped up the minuscule amount of semen Todd's little balls produced. She glanced over at the counter while she wiped. Her pads were laid out. She'd expected her period days ago, but it was late. Hopefully, she wasn't pregnant. She couldn't be sure it was Todd's. She'd had sex with her husband the night before Malik and Eriq had knocked on her door. The evil Malik had pulled her down on his big black cock shooting spurt after spurt of black baby making juice into her pussy. It was hard to believe Todd's little squirt of semen had impregnated her when Malik had literally hosed her womb with his hot seed. Jesus, Malik was a Muslim, she thought, shivering in horror. Hopefully, she was just late.
The next day, Todd left for the office and Chrissy entered her kitchen to open the package. She pulled out a short green dress, garters, panties, stockings, high heeled sandals, and a note from agent Jenkins. The note merely told her to park in the Ramada lot around 5:00 Saturday. He'd meet her there. Chrissy took the dress upstairs to try it on.
Minutes later, she stood before her large mirror clad only in the sheer panties, her garters, and stockings. The outfit hadn't included a bra and she figured a prostitute might forgo one anyway. Everything was a light green and looked good on her pale skin and red hair. The panties were almost a why-even-bother situation. The material did little to cover the globes of her ass and barely covered her pubic hairs. Worse, there was no crotch! "I guess that's so I don't need to remove it to pee," she said aloud to the mirror.
Chrissy pulled the dress on over her head. "No way am I wearing this out in public," she said, trying to pull the hem down further past her thighs. The dress was a dark green version of the "little black cocktail" dress women wore to social events. The hem stopped high up her thighs and left most of her legs exposed. The top was low cut and clearly not made for a buxom women. Her boobs were nearly spilling out of the top and it exposed so much cleavage, the outlines of her hard nipples were clearly visible just inches from the material's edge and that wasn't all. The middle of the dress had large vertical strips cut out of it. One strip was right in the middle and exposed her belly button and a borderline obscene amount of abdomen. Other strips ran parallel to that one, exposing the bottoms of her breasts, most of her belly and more of her abdomen. The strips didn't extend to her back, but the dress was low cut and left a large amount of freckled white skin exposed on her back. "God, do I look like a slut," she said, twirling around. "Which is exactly what a prostitute is, I guess." It was slutty, but she did look fantastic. Chrissy almost found herself looking forward to Saturday.
***************
Saturday arrived quickly. It was a damp and rainy day. Chrissy took a long shower, shaving her armpits and legs, plus a little bit off the top of her whispy red pubic hair just in case any got exposed when she wore the dress. She slipped the panties and garter on and pulled the nylons up her legs, strapping them onto the garter. She felt nervous and when she was nervous she had to pee. The crotch-less panties were a convenience and she didn't bother removing them as she peed. Ingenious, she thought. Next, Chrissy curled her hair just like she had on her wedding day. It was a lovely look and she wondered why she didn't bother doing this to her hair more often. The final step for her face was to apply makeup. Chrissy was a natural beauty and rarely wore makeup, but she figured hookers wore a lot. She applied dark green eye liner to her eye lids and bright red lipstick to her full pouty lips. Lastly, she painted both her fingernails and toenails a dark green to match the dress. She pulled the dress over her head after her nails dried, trying not to mess up her hair. Once again, Chrissy was awed by how good she looked dressed all slutty.
Soon it was time to leave. She packed a small purse, stuffing it with some pads because her period was still late. The rain was still coming down. She peeked out the door to make sure Sam wasn't around. He was the last person she'd want to see her dressed like this. The coast was clear and a moment later, her car was backing out the driveway.
Chrissy pulled her car into the parking lot of the Ramada, forty-five minutes later. Ike was standing outside the lobby waiting for her and looking every inch the government agent with his dark suit and black umbrella. He approached her car and held the umbrella out to protect her like the gentlemen he was. "God damn, girl, do you look hot," he growled out as she stepped out of the car. His free hand quickly grabbed her back and pulled her into his chest. They kissed under the umbrella with rain pounding on the fabric.
Chrissy gave in to the kiss, but pulled back when she came to her senses. "Ike, the other night was fantastic and I don't regret anything, but I'm a married woman, I love my husband, and it can never happen again," she told him despite the quiver in her pussy from his kiss and from just being in the powerful black man's presence.
"I understand," he replied, "But damn girl, my cock's getting hard just lookin at ya in that outfit. If you ever change your mind, just give me a call."
"Thanks for understanding," she told him, staring him in the eyes and fighting the urge to look down to see if his cock was indeed getting hard from looking at her. "I'm just here to do my patriotic duty and then I hope to never associate with criminals again."
"Lets go then," said Ike. He'd left a black bag under the hotel's awning. He retrieved it. "Your timing couldn't be better. Stoner Little just left his room and is eating in the hotel restaurant. Here are the cameras. Just set them up aimed all around the room like we did in your house. Smith and I will monitor them. When you're done, tell the guard, you forgot something and leave."
"Won't the guard be suspicious when I don't come back?"
"Hopefully not, but if he is just go home and be satisfied that you gave it your best shot." Ike led her through the lobby and she immediately noticed the stares of the desk clerk and several customers. The stares were a strange combination of disproval and lust. They entered the elevator. An older man approached wanting to get on, but Ike held out his palm an shook his head. The man stopped dead in his tracks and the elevator doors closed. Ike pressed the button for the 4th floor. He stared at her as the elevator went up.
"What are you thinking?"
Ike grinned. "I was wishing this elevator would break down and we'd be stuck on it overnight. I bet I could break down your resistance to hooking up again."
Chrissy gulped and was saved from answering as the doors opened. She stepped out, but Ike didn't follow. "Aren't you coming?"
He shook his head. "I can't risk being seen. "Go down the hall and turn right." Ike pressed a button and the doors began to close."
"What room?" she asked, panicked.
"You'll know," he replied as his body disappeared behind the closing doors.
She followed the hall and turned right. Duh, she thought. It's the room with the giant black man blocking the door. The man was a giant mountain of muscle, probably closer to seven feet tall then six. He was very dark skinned and appeared bald, though he wore a do-rag over his head. Blue tribal tattoos ran up a muscular arm, faint against his dark skin. His head turned and eyed her up and down. He grinned, liking what he saw and one front tooth glittered gold in the lit hall. Chrissy had seen tall men before, but they tended to be lanky while this man was all bulky muscle. Her second thought upon seeing his tattoos and muscles was that he'd clearly been in jail. That was her second thought. The first thought she had embarrassed her for thinking it, but she couldn't help wondering how big his cock was. Given his size, it must be huge.
The man didn't even question why she was there. He turned and opened the door for her. "Biggie's down in the restaurant eating. Make yoself comfortable. Damn yo fine, bitch. He might be awhile. Wanna throw a little somthin my way?"
"Um... just the client," replied Chrissy, thinking fast.
"Damn shame," growled the huge man. He started to close the door then stopped. "Oh yeah. Are you a cop?"
Chrissy gulped. "Do I look like a cop?" She started to shake from nervousness.
"No, you look like a ho. But you haves to tells me if you is a cop, when asked. It's the law."
"I can honestly say, I'm not a cop."
"Good." The giant black man shut the door.
Chrissy slowly exhaled. She hadn't even been aware she'd been holding her breath. She quickly put the bag down and unzipped it. She removed the cameras. There were six of them this time. She quickly looked for places to hide them. They were a little conspicuous and would certainly be discovered at some point by the drug dealer. She hid one under a pile of towels and another under a spare pillow in the closet that had open folding doors. These were pretty well hidden. She double checked to make sure the lens was free of obstruction by looking closely at it. She grinned and winked at the camera.
*********
Jenkins and Smith stared at their laptops in a nearby room. They watched the cameras come on one by one and laughed as Chrissy winked at them. "The girl's good," said Ike.
The camera in the closet took in the bed and got the entire room pretty well. The one under the towels captured part of the bed, the front door, and a table. They saw her move a curtain and place a camera on the heating unit, hidden by the window's curtains. She draped the curtain over the camera and a moment later, the camera's view appeared on Smith's laptop. He watched her walk away. "That sure is an amazing outfit," he said. Chrissy appeared to be fiddling with the TV. Soon another camera came on. It faced the bed from the foot to the headboard.
One by one, all six cameras came to life. Suddenly Smith sat up in his chair. "The door knob's turning," he said.
*********
Chrissy felt a sinking feeling in her stomach when she saw the door open. She'd just placed the last camera and was ready to make her escape. A black man entered the room. The giant bodyguard towered over him, closing the door and remaining in the hall as the man entered. "Who da fuck are you?" said the man.
Chrissy couldn't believe her eyes. The black man couldn't have been more then five feet tall. She was taller then him by a good eight inches. He was stout and muscular though. He had a short flattop haircut and sideburns that merged into a mustache and goatee. He wore jeans and a button down shirt. The man wasn't a midget, he was just short. "You're biggie?" she asked.
"That's right and I didn't order no fucking hooker."
"Um, ahh your benefactor thought you might like some company."
Stoner smiled. "Well he done good. Spider knows what I like in a white ho."
Chrissy risked a sidelong glance at a camera. Biggie had just revealed the name of his supplier. She hoped that helped Ike in his investigation. "Yes, Spider thought you'd be pleased, Mr. Biggie."
"I see." The short black man paused. "You ain't no cop, are you? You haves to tell me if you is."
"No, I'm not a cop and your guard already asked me that."
"Can't be to careful these days, but then you'd know that being a whore and all. How long do I haves ya?"
"All night," replied Chrissy, immediately realizing that was a dumb thing to say. She could have told him and hour or two. She really needed to get out of there.
"Wait here while I make myself more comfortable," said Stoner, heading for the bathroom.
Now's my chance, she thought, staring at the nearest camera and pointing her thumb towards the door. She hurried towards the exit and opened it and found herself staring at the guard's huge chest. "Excuse me," she said.
"Where the fuck do you think you is going?" he growled.
"I left a little something in my car," said Chrissy with a tremor in her voice.
"You ain't going nowhere. Get back in the room."
"But..."
"Get the fuck back in the room. Now!"
Chrissy stepped back into the room. Instead of closing the door, the guard stepped into the room with her and blocked the door, arms folded across his chest.
"What's going on?" asked Stoner Little, coming out of the bathroom wearing a white robe.
"I needed to go get something from my car." Chrissy glanced back and forth between the two men. They didn't seem interested and she added, "It's my birth control."
Stoner "Biggie" Little smiled an evil grin. "Too late for that. You're on the clock." He sat down in a chair. "Now I want you to dance for me."
"What about him?" asked Chrissy pointing her thumb at the black giant.
"Elton's my homie. He's not going anywhere. Now dance. You got a long night ahead of you."
"There's no music," she protested.
"Play some in your head, hum, sing happy birthday for all I care. I wanna see you shaking that ass and swaying those hips."
Chrissy did what she could. She wasn't much of a dancer. She had seen movies and TV shows that featured strippers. Todd was a Soprano's fan and some of that series took place in a strip club. She swayed her hips and ran her hands up and down her body, cupping her breasts and shaking them at Stoner. She wasn't used to the big heeled sandals and almost stumbled when she saw something extend out from under the hem of Biggie's robe. The robe was long on him with his short legs, but the head of an enormous penis had just appeared under the hem where he was sitting. He's bigger then Ike, she thought in disbelief. Chrissy ran her hands up her body and through her luxurious red hair. She turned and bent down away from Stoner and facing Elton. Elton had unbuttoned his shirt. Good god, but he had some huge muscles. She shook her ass at Stoner Little while her heavy breasts swung before Elton giving him an good view of her impressive cleavage.
Chrissy turned around and gasped. More of Biggie's cock had appeared and it had swollen considerably. It was now rising and pushing against his robe. He stared into her eyes while one hand tugged on the belt around his robe. His robe fell open. "Oh my god!" she gasped.
"That's why they call me Biggie," laughed Stoner. "Take the dress off."
Chrissy continued dancing while staring at Stoner's black cock. The monster was at least two inches longer then Ike's foot long cock and just as thick. It looked like the little black man had three legs, it was so huge. Stoner may have been short, but his body was every bit as muscular as Elton's proportionately for his smaller size. She flushed with shame as her arousal began dripping down her thighs. Chrissy no longer wanted to leave. She reached down and grabbed the hem of her dress, pulling it up and over her head. She heard a slow whistle as her body revealed itself, but couldn't tell if it was from Elton or Stoner. The dress scraped against her now fully erect nipples. She threw it on the bed, continuing to dance and unable to take her eyes off Stoner's cock. She caught a glimpse of Elton's shirt as it too landed on the bed. She moved her hands down to undo the garters.
"Keep them and the panties on. Now come here," ordered Stoner. Chrissy took a few steps towards him. Her breasts were even with his face where he sat. He squeezed her left breast, pinching her nipple, while his lips clamped over her right nipple. She gasped from the pleasurable sensation, her gasp turning to a moan as several of Biggie's fingers slid into her pussy. "Bitch is soaked," said Stoner taking his mouth off her nipples.
"Wants some big nigger cock she does," said Elton laughing, behind her.
"I think you're right," said Stoner. "You like nigger cock, whore?" he asked her.
"Yes," she whimpered as he finger fucked her and continued to pinch a nipple.
"Say it."
"I like nigger cock," she replied, wincing as she had never used the vile word before and half thought it might offend the black men. "I love big black cock," she corrected herself.
"Well your about to get fucked by some big black nigger cock. Turn around and back onto my rod," he ordered.
**********
Smith's laptop captured Chrissy turn around and back her ass towards Stoner's huge cock. Her loud gasp came through the speaker.
Ike zoomed one of his controlled cameras in on Stoner's huge bulbous cock head right as it penetrated Chrissy's pussy. The image was so good it captured some of her lubrication squirting out. "This bitch is unbelievable," said Ike.
"You got that right," replied Smith.
"Dayum," came Stoner's voice through the speaker. "This whore isn't dried up like all the others. I didn't even have to lube my cock up for her."
"I'm new," said Chrissy, gasping and wiggling her hips to get his cock in deeper. She pushed back and Stoner's cock slowly slid inside her. "It's so fucking big," she moaned. "It's so fucking big," she said again, this time she wasn't referring to Stoner. Elton was now nude and his cock was every inch as big as Stoner's though his was hooded. His cock looked halfway normal on someone his immense size.
Smith's camera captured her wide eyed stare as Elton stepped up to her. He slid his huge cock between her breasts and squeezed them around it. He pushed forwards, the fat cock head emerging from the foreskin. Chrissy bent her head down and took the head between her lips. "I think I love her," said Smith.
*********
Chrissy slammed her pussy up and down over Stoner's monster cock. Her weakened cervix had opened easily for the unyielding cock head and precum was now spraying her womb. Biggie was roughly squeezing her breasts pulling her back onto his cock. She'd already lost count of the number of orgasms the big cock had given her. Elton had pulled his cock from her breasts and was now feeding it to her inch by inch. She was surprised at how easily she had taken the monster cocks. It seems her repeated encounters with the black men, Malik and Eriq, Ike and then Smith, and now Biggie and Elton, was changing her body for good.
Stoner Little suddenly pulled down on her breasts hard while stabbing his cock in as deep as it would go. A torrent of cum hosed her womb. Chrissy gasped-gagged in shock around Elton's cock now balls deep down her throat. She orgasmed continuously with each jerk of the ejaculating cock. The pleasure was too much to bare and she struggled to get away from it, but she was completely impaled. She quit struggling nearly comatose as the big cock slowly stopped jerking in her pussy and the orgasms stopped. As she came to her senses, the cock in her mouth was spasming, huge loads of sperm pumping straight into her belly.



Elton pulled out, but kept his hand stroking his cock. He held out his free hand and helped the weak woman off Stoner's dick. Sperm dripped from her pussy onto the carpet floor. Elton moved her towards the bed and pushed her down on it. He climbed between her legs. She automatically spread them open for him. Chrissy found herself crushed beneath his chest. Her breasts were mashed into his stomach, he was so large. She found herself kissing his hard muscular chest submissively as his cock slowly pushed inside her pussy. Elton started pumping hard. She wanted to meet his thrusts, fucking him back, but she was pinned down by his mass. Soon the orgasms started again and didn't stop until he rolled her over. Once on top, she was too weak to ride him. She felt hands on her ass cheeks. Stoner was behind her, his cock head pressed down on her anus. "No, your black cock's too big for that," she moaned.
"We'll see," he laughed. Stoner pushed hard and her anus spread open for him, to the point she feared her flesh might tear and then it pushed inside. His cock was still slick from fucking her and easily slid deeper. Her wince turned into a moan. "Told ya," said Stoner.
The two men fucked her like that for some time. Stoner did most of the work, though Elton kept pulling her down on his cock.
And then things got weird.
Chrissy was vaguely aware of movement in the room. The door to the adjoining room opened and shadowy black forms entered. One kneeled on the bed and slapped his cock against her head. She turned her head towards it, confused, opening her mouth as he pushed it in. His cock was smaller then Stoner and Elton's. She looked up at the man and felt even more confused. The man looked just like Eriq the conman only his head was shaved. Maybe this was Spider, she thought. The drug supplier had showed up and decided to join in. Then another man on her right grabbed her arm and pulled her hand over to his cock. She stroked another large ten inch or so cock while handling the other three.
Elton suddenly spurted. Stoner's thrusts had pushed her along the length of Elton's cock and only half was buried when he came. She felt the full force of a powerful jet of semen striking her insides and then more sperm was pumping inside her ass. Stoner pulled out before he was finished and shot several wads across her back. Elton quickly pushed her off him, yanking the cocks from her hand and mouth. Chrissy rolled over on her back, her hands grabbing the two smaller black cocks. She jerked both off, glancing at the new man. Again she was confused and assumed she was delirious from all the sex. The other man looked like Malik. He appeared disguised too having dyed his hair blonde. She saw Stoner between her legs holding something. Her body trembled in fear. He had one of the hidden cameras and he was aiming it at her, running it up her body and down to her gaping sperm filled pussy. He moved aside as a large black man climbed on the bed, bending his twelve inch cock down towards her. "Ike," she whispered affectionately, looking up at him. He'd come to save her. She lifted her crotch towards his cock letting him slide it inside her. Ike cupped his arms under her knees and began fucking her hard. She continued jerking off the Malik and Eriq look-alikes. Agent Smith appeared above her head, nude and his cock looking gigantic as it reared up above her eyes. He lifted his crotch up and lowered his massive testicles down over her mouth. She found herself licking them. Ike sprayed her womb full of sperm and quickly pulled out. Someone flipped her over and now she could take Smith down her throat. She sucked his dick while Eriq yanked his cock from her fist and walked behind her, soon pushing his cock in her ass. Malik's cock jerked in her hand and his cum flew into her hair.
**********
Chrissy dreamed of kneeling before three black men and sucking the middle while jerking off two of them. She dreamed of taking three cocks in every hole several times from several men. She dreamed of looking at a camera and smiling, letting cum dribble from her mouth down her lips. She dreamed it was 3:00am and a little black man with a fourteen inch nigger cock was fucking her from behind in a shower while two black naked black men filmed her. When the little man was finished, he filmed her while a black giant with an equally big cock entered the shower and she sucked him off for the cameras.
Chrissy awoke.
Relief filled her. It had all been just a horny dream, albeit a realistic one. Her ass hurt and her pussy was sore. Her neck hurt and her cheeks felt rubbery. She moved, but felt frozen in place. Her skin was slimy, sticky and wet. She managed to raise her head and look down at her body. She was covered in sperm!
It was everywhere, some fresh, some liquefied, dried flaked semen crusted her body. Sperm filled her belly button, matted the red pubes of her pussy hair. The crotch less panties were gone, but she still wore the garters and nylons. However, huge rips were in both nylons and one of the garters had snapped. Sperm even covered her nylons and her nylon covered feet. Images of what had happened popped into her mind, but only left Chrissy more confused. The only logical explanation she could come up with was the Jenkins and Smith were corrupt agents working with the drug dealers. She didn't want to believe it about Ike, but that was all she could come up with.
The room was empty. She was alone. There was no luggage and the hidden cameras were gone.
Chrissy struggled to get out of the bed and she shuffled towards the shower. Luckily, the hotel provided shampoo and soap. It took her an hour to feel clean. When she left the room she saw a do not disturb sign was hanging on the door. A Hispanic maid nearby gave her a disapproving glance.
She held her face forwards as she walked through the lobby. She could feel the stares on her and didn't blame them. Her hair was still wet and she was wearing the green dress sans underwear and nylons this time. The entrance to her pussy was only an inch or so from the hem of the dress. If she leaned forwards, everyone who saw her would have a great beaver shot. Worse, it still felt like sperm was leaking out of her every few steps. She quickly made her way to her car and drove off.
It was nearly noon and Chrissy was hungry. She rifled through her purse, moving the pads aside, but she had no money. She stopped at a nearby ATM and got out of the car, ignoring the stares of pedestrians. One whistled at her. She typed in withdraw twenty dollars, but account overdrawn came up. Suddenly worried, Chrissy checked her balance and found she had no money. She should have had $500 dollars in her account, but it was missing. The only check she'd written was the fake one to World Wide Beneficial Co Insurance. The truth hit her and she staggered back a few steps, nearly tripping in her high heeled sandals. They'd cashed her check!
Chrissy sobbed as she drove off. She was still hungry and decided to run through McDonalds drive-thru since they now took credit cards. They'd quit serving breakfast and she ordered a burger for lunch. She preferred no onions on her burgers and was asked to pull forwards and park for her special order. A rough looking black teen in uniform brought her bag out to her. He appeared to be a punk and moved slowly, not caring about his job. It was someone she'd have complete disdain for and expected to find working fast food, but still her eyes moved down to the sizeable bulge in his pants. I bet this black boy has a nice big nigger cock for me, she thought, licking her lips. The boy noticed her stare and she saw the bulge suddenly swell up. "T-thank you," she mumbled and drove off. She could see him staring after her in her rear view mirror. At the next intersection, Chrissy put her head in her hands and sobbed until the driver behind her honked his horn.
"What's happening to me?" she said to her reflection in the rear view mirror as she drove home.
Epilogue: Six months later.
Chrissy woke up and smiled at her husband. He kissed her forehead and patted her bulging belly. "See you tonight," said Todd. He grabbed his briefcase and left for work.
Chrissy pulled herself to sit up. She was wearing a sheer sports type bra and panty. She grabbed some lotion from the table and squirted it in her hands. She began rubbing lotion all over the sides of her swollen belly and thighs. It was her new morning ritual and she'd been doing it to eliminate her stretch marks as soon as her belly started to swell. She looked at her swollen breasts and for the first time noticed a wet spot around each nipple. Her previously already big breasts were now an E-cup, swelling along with her seven month pregnant belly. Her areola had stretched across her tits and her nipples puffed out, usually completely hard. She'd been exercising and so far the lotion seemed to be working. When the baby came, she expected she'd have her figure back after only a short recovery, but with bigger milk-laden breasts.
She pulled the bra up, freeing her breasts and began rubbing lotion over her swollen nipples. Milk shot out of one and she moaned, squirming a little on the bed. Her pregnancy hormones were driving her crazy with lust, but Todd seemed turned off having sex with a pregnant woman and hadn't touched her for three months. Chrissy had found a solution. The solution was her second morning ritual after rubbing lotion around her stretched skin.
She reached over to the nightstand and removed the black dildo, she referred to as Ike the spike. She smiled and stroked it. Her lotion covered hands slicking up the hard black shaft. Soon she was pulling her panty aside and inserting the dildo into her needy pussy. It was getting harder to do as her belly got bigger, but she managed to have a satisfactory orgasm.
Chrissy showered, dressed, and was in the kitchen doing the dishes when she saw the mailman deliver her mail. She left the house, walking to the mailbox and noticed Sam trimming the hedges. He sneered at her, but said nothing. The old pervert had left her alone since their incident six and a half months earlier. She walked proudly to her mailbox and retrieved her mail, surprised to see she had received a package.
Chrissy took the mail into the living room and opened the package. Her face turned white when she pulled the DVD from the envelope. She was on the cover, in her bikini, watering the yard. The back was filled with sex scenes featuring her and black men. Chrissy felt the room spin and fainted.
Chrissy recovered quickly, thankful she hadn't fallen on her swollen belly, and stared at the DVD case lying on the couch as she went to get a glass of water. She poured herself a drink, gulped it down and wet a paper towel for her forehead. When she felt better she returned to the living room and picked up the DVD case. It was titled "Patriotic Duty". Inside were two DVD's. She took it upstairs and put it inside the DVD player in her bedroom. It was a heavy duty DVD and contained six hours of movie on it. The movie was an impressive mix of low quality and high quality scenes. She saw an image of herself talking to a camera. The camera captured her sitting across from Ike discussing the two black conmen. She remembered the briefcase in Smith's hands and assumed it contained a hidden camera. The quality got better when the eight hidden cameras were placed. They were in high definition. She saw how embarrassed she was in the small bikini and then she left the house. There was a long camera shot of her watering the lawn and then Sam was hitting on her. Poor audio quality captured her conversation.
The next appeared to be a professional movie. She let Malik and Eriq in, watching as they told her about the insurance and manipulated her out of the lingerie. The camera zoomed in on her face as she stared at it, saying "help me" with her lips. Her horror at what she was watching on the TV was replaced by a shiver of lust as she saw Eriq's cock appear and take her from behind. That had been the first time she'd ever taken a black cock in her pussy. Eriq pulled out and did the... what had he called it?... the money shot, she remembered. Malik fucked her and didn't pull out. Chrissy's hands fell to her stomach wondering if the baby was his. If so, her impregnation was forever captured in a porn movie! Chrissy robotically paused the movie, stood, and removed her clothes. Naked, she climbed on bed, hit play, and inserted Ike the spike into her pussy. It stayed in while she watched the entire six hour movie. She'd have to call Todd and tell him she was feeling too ill to cook and that he should pick up a pizza. Ike and Smith appeared arresting Eriq and Malik.
Next, she saw herself talking to Ike on the couch. He'd been holding a laptop up and must have had a webcam on. The quality was poor, but it captured everything including her telling him how shocked she was by the size of Eriq and Malik's black cocks. She watched herself sucking Ike's cock. The action switched to her bedroom as she left the shower. The quality was top notch again. Cameras captured various angles zoomed in and out as Ike skillfully seduced her into submission. He must have hidden the cameras when she was in the shower. The DVD ended after long hours of Ike taking her all night long. She'd fucked and blown Smith the next morning, but apparently they hadn't captured that. Smith had obviously been in the car all night capturing images from the cameras.
The second disk was also a long six hours. It opened with her dressed like a hooker setting up the cameras one by one. She didn't have time to watch it all until Todd got home. She hit fast forward several times and watched the speeded up action. She fucked and sucked Stoner and Elton. She moved the dildo around and had the largest orgasm she'd had since the night appearing on her TV screen. When she recovered from her orgasm Malik and Eriq had joined the action on the screen. Then Smith and Ike joined in. They took turns with the cameras as she got used like a whore. They filmed her in the shower and the last images were of the early morning. She was passed out and all six men were jerking off on her. Elton had his cock between her nylon covered feet. Malik was sitting on her stomach and fucking her tits. He moved aside after he shot a load across her face. Eriq and Smith moved closer when Malik got off her. They both came on her tits. Stoner shot one of his monster loads on her belly and she watched the sperm pool in her navel. Every man jerked off on her and some even did it several times. That's how she'd gotten so covered in sperm that morning. The camera pulled back and captured semen sliding down her cheeks and breasts, drying in her matted red pubic hair. And then everything went black with "The End" appearing on screen.
"Patriotic Duty" a WWBC Inc production appeared on the screen.
Starring:
Ike Jenkins James Jenkins Malik Willis Eriq Willis Stoner "Big Boy" Little Elton Brown
And Introducing:
Chrissy Simmons.
Chrissy heard Todd coming up the stairs. She quickly turned the TV off and pulled the covers over her so he couldn't see the dildo.
"You ok, honey?" he asked, seeing her still in bed.
"No, I feel sick."
"You look sick. Should I take you to the hospital?"
"No, I'll be fine. I just needed to rest. Sorry, I didn't know how late it was or I would have called and told you to get a pizza."
"Are you sure? Is the baby alright?"
"Fine. I'm just a little tired and sick to my stomach. Why don't you run out and get us a pizza. I'll get dressed."
Todd still looked worried as he nodded and left the room. Chrissy quickly hid the dildo and the DVD.
The next morning, Chrissy performed her morning rituals, this time watching her fucking Ike on the DVD while slowly moving the Ike-sized dildo in and out of her until she had several orgasms. She hid the DVD and dildo, then went to take a shower. Now sexually satisfied, she immediately felt guilty using the movie to get off, but the guilt was soon replaced with fear. She was a porn star! She was an interracial porn star! What did it all mean? What if her parents or Todd saw it? Chrissy quickly finished the shower, dried off, and walked downstairs tying the belt on her robe as she descended.
She'd left the envelope the DVD had been mailed to her on the couch. She picked it up, glad there was nothing on it to indicate the contents had been pornographic. She was about to throw it away when she noticed paperwork inside. The shock upon seeing the DVD had caused her to overlook everything else. She reached inside to see what it was.
The first thing she pulled out was a check. It was made out to her and was for the sum of $5000. Chrissy almost fainted again. She steadied herself and removed the other papers. They were legal releases stating that she agreed to be filmed and that the film could be distributed as WWBC Inc. saw fit. Furthermore, for $500 she agreed to invest in the movie for a share of the profits. The papers contained her actual signature and the image of her signing the paperwork and handing a check over to Malik and Eriq flashed into her mind.
Chrissy fixed herself some coffee, trying not to worry about the DVD. She'd be alright as long as Todd didn't find it. She spent an hour fidgeting on her couch, praying that everything would be alright. She decided it would be fine provided her baby was Todd's. That was her main concern. The likelihood of anyone she knew seeing the DVD was probably pretty slim. In two months she'd find herself a happy parent or a divorced single mom living on the street with an infant in her arms.
Later, Chrissy decided to search google for WWBC Inc and was so horrified by what she found, she sat starring at the computer screen numb with shock for nearly twenty minutes. The first thing that shocked her was that WWBC Inc was short for White Wives Black Cock Inc. Malik and Eriq had told her it was for World Wide Beneficial Co Insurance. Of course, she knew that was a fake company, but the reality of it all smacked her in the face. The second thing that shocked her was that the main page featured a picture of her sucking Ike's cock and a picture of the "Patriotic Duty" DVD. She clicked it and was taken to a sale page. "Our new #1 Best Seller!" read a headline. Available as a DVD for $29.99 or as a download for $14.99. The page didn't state the number of DVD's sold, but the counter for the downloads claimed that 5132 people had downloaded it.
"Oh my god!" cried Chrissy, putting her head down in her hands and shedding a few tears. She recovered quickly and browsed the rest of the site. There were other movies such as:
"Casting Couch" in which women were coming in for readings for a sequel to Spike Lee's Jungle Fever and they were told by Ike to do a nude scene with Elton and Malik. Image captures showed various women looking shocked at Elton's size, stroking Malik's cock, and a few even went all the way when promised the lead role in the movie.
"Hubbie's Creditor's" in which Malik, Eriq, and Ike showed up demanding money from a young housewife that her husband owed them. They threatened to take her car, TV, and jewelry. Image showed her stripping for the men, blowing them, and then getting fucked by all three of them. This was a four hour movie. Some pictures were poor quality suggesting hidden cameras were used.
"Homeland Security" in which Ike and James flashed their badges when a housewife answered her door. Scenes showed them searching the house and James filmed Ike frisking her, then she stripped for the two men. Soon she was sucking Ike's cock.
"Naughty Pictures" in which many women posed while Stoner photographed them. The quality was good. Some women stripped all the way, some let Eriq and others pose with them, and other were filmed getting gang banged.



"Poker Nights" in which Ike would invite a husband to play poker with him and then make the game at the man's house. Ike would show up with at least two other black men to the game. The poor husband's wife was made to wait on them and the black men would raise the stakes to a point where the wife was used as collateral. The pictures suggested that this trick was used on at least five wives with some giving every black man a blow job and others getting fucked on the poker table.
The rest of the site was comprised of short movie downloads of various sizes. Some showed white women in scenes with Eriq and Malik offering insurance. One was of Elton approaching women on a nude beach. Many others were just fuck scenes on beds, in showers, and even outdoors.
Chrissy shut the computer off in disgust. Things couldn't get any worse, but at least she'd been conned by professionals. She felt like throwing up, but all the images had also made her horny again. She was ready to go retrieve Ike the spike when her doorbell rang. It rang several more times by the time she made it downstairs and to the front door to open it.
Sam Sylvester greeted her at the door with his arms behind his back and a big grin on his face. "Morning Mrs. Simmons," he said, happily.
Chrissy sighed. "What do you want, Sam?"
"Well Chrissy," said Sam. "It's like this, I always hated niggers. Still do as a matter of fact."
"Sam! Please!" Chrissy made to close the door, but Sam grabbed it roughly in his hand. There was strength there for an old man.
"Let me finish." He still had his other hand behind his back. "I always hated niggers, but ever since seeing you sucking on that big black nigger cock, it seems I now got a thing for watching niggers fucking white women. Can't seem to get enough of it." Sam brought his hand out from behind his back and held what was in it, in front of her face.
"Oh no!" she gasped looking at the copy of "Patriotic Duty" in Sam's hand.
"Oh yes," he replied. Sam opened the door and stepped inside. Chrissy took a step back as Sam reached for the belt on her robe and pulled it open. "Damn, belly's getting big, but so is them big ass titties of yours. A little wet around the nipples. I've got a thing for lactating women." Sam bent down and took one of Chrissy's nipples in his mouth. She gasped at the sensation. She was horrified, but her nipples were extra sensitive and she was still horny as hell. Sam stood up smacking his lips and there was a hint of white fluid on them as he licked it off. "Been long time since I tasted mother's milk."
"Oh god," she moaned.
"I'm not the G-man, I'm just your master." Sam fumbled with his belt. "Now suck me off real quick. I'm in a hurry today."
"I can't."
"Fuck you, slut. You'll do what I tells ya." Sam pulled his dick out and it was already rock hard. "Now suck it."
Chrissy fell to her knees. "Please Sam, don't make me do this."
Sam grabbed the base of his dick and whacked the head against her nose. "Call me master. That is your last warning."
"Please master?"
"Yes, it would please your master to get a blow job."
Chrissy stared at Sam's dick with the odd grape shaped head. It was the first hard penis she'd scene in months and she was disgusted with herself when she realized she kind of wanted to suck it. She didn't hesitate and took it between her lips.
"That's it, slut," moaned Sam. "Suck that old cock. Not so high and mighty now, Chrissy, are you? I told you nobody threatens Sam Sylvester. Oh yeah, that's good. Just like that. My cock head's tickling your tonsils. Oh shit, not gonna last long, didn't think you'd be so into it. Slide that robe off, slut." Chrissy let the robe fall off her shoulders as she rapidly bobbed her head over her old neighbor's prick. "Here it cums, slut. Swallow it all."
Chrissy wrapped her lips tightly around Sam's dick as it jerked and spit a large wad of cum in her mouth. Her tongue ran around the tip as he continued to spurt semen. His sperm still tasted old and stale to her, but it was the first sperm she'd tasted in six months and she struggled to taste as much of it as she could. Her tongue flickered over the sensitive head of his prick and she could sense his legs trembling.
"Whew," groaned Sam, yanking his dick from her mouth. "You trying to kill me?' He stepped back and grabbed the base of his dick, pointing it at her.
Chrissy kneeled on her floor, her large round belly trapped between her legs and her ponderous breasts. She watched him holding his still semi-hard penis. She wrinkled her nose in disgust when she realized what he was doing. She closed her eyes.
"Better close them eyes. I gotta remark my territory now," said Sam, just as a stream of urine hit her face and moved down to her breasts. Chrissy remained kneeling as he peed on her again. Luckily, he didn't appear to have a full bladder this time. She kept her eyes closed, hearing him zip up. "Come by my house at noon tomorrow for some more fun. Your going to learn to love being my slut."
Chrissy heard the door slam, and wiped some urine out of her eyes before opening them. The old pervert's piss had splattered and dripped on her floor. She struggled to her feet and went into her kitchen to retrieve a wash cloth. She wiped herself off as best she could then returned to the urine pooling on her floor and cleaned it up. When she was done, Chrissy sighed and headed upstairs to take another shower.
***************
The next day, Chrissy walked over to Sam's house wearing only a sweat shirt and pants. Her hand came up to knock, but he opened it before she could even knock. "Hello slut," said Sam, grinning evilly.
"Sam," she replied, grimacing.
"Bitch, you need to get a clue fast. I'm showing the DVD to Todd." Sam slammed the door on her.
Chrissy stood there in shock a moment before realizing what she had done wrong. She raised her fist again and knocked. Sam immediately opened the door and stared at her. "Master," she said.
"That's better. Come in. I've got the bedroom all set up for us to have a little fun today."
"What about your wife?" Chrissy asked, adding, "Master," when he gave her a mean stare.
"Not your concern, slut."
Chrissy followed him up the stairs and into a bedroom It appeared to be a guest room, sparsely furnished. She saw furry novelty handcuffs dangling from the bedposts above the pillows. She sighed and decided to stand up to him one last time. "Now listen up you old bastard, you have me over a barrel and I'll do what you tell me, but you've seen what I like and that little prick of yours will never satisfy me. You'll never make me cum... master."
"Ha ha," chuckled Sam. "Get them clothes off. I've gotta thing for a woman with spunk and a thing filled with spunk for a woman if you get my meaning." He stared at Chrissy as she rolled her eyes. She was now topless, her milk laden breasts massive over her swollen belly. As for making you cum, we'll just have to see about that Chrissy Simmons." He watched her pull down the sweat pants. She hadn't bothered with a bra and he saw that she hadn't bothered wearing a panty either. "Lie down on the bed."
Chrissy sat on the bed and lied down on it. She watched him lift her arm and cuff her wrist. "Oh god," she murmured, horrified at what this old pervert might have in store for her. Soon both her wrists were cuffed.
"Got me a thing for bondage," said Sam. He reached over to a nearby drawer and pulled out a felt mask and pulled it over her head. It covered her whole head, but left her mouth open so she could breath easily and apparently suck his dick. He turned her blind head towards him and she felt something nudging against her lips. Chrissy opened her mouth and his prick slid inside. "Yeah, that's it. Suck that cock slut," he groaned. His hand held the slide of her face down, while he pumped his dick in and out of her mouth. "I hate what you done to me Chrissy. Oh, that's good. You perverted me you slut. Can't stop thinking 'bout big nigger cocks and white woman since watching you. Getting close. I wanna watch you with a big nigger cock fucking that white pussy of yours. Oh god, here it cums, slut."
Chrissy's mouth was filled with the old man's semen. He quickly yanked his penis from her mouth. She tasted his seed, rolling it around on her tongue before swallowing. She wished there was more. She wished it were the protein rich sperm that the black men had filled her with.
"As I was saying," said Sam. Chrissy heard the door open. "I want to watch you with another nigger. So I found me one willing to fuck a hot pregnant white woman. Come on in, Leroy." Chrissy heard the door close again. Was he serious? Was there a strange black man in the room with her? She should be petrified, but her pussy was rapidly becoming soaked with arousal. "There she is Leroy. I told you she would be worth it. Look at them big white titties. Why don't you taste 'em."
Chirssy felt a hot breath on her right nipple and then her erect nipple was being sucked between a pair of lips. Her breast felt warm and soon it shot a squirt of milk into the stranger's mouth. The man sucked some more milk from her breast, nibbling her nipple between his teeth. His hand reached across her and pinched her other nipple. Chrissy was soon moaning and writhing on the bed, pulling futilely against the restraining cuffs.
Leroy released her nipples and stepped away. "That's it Leroy. Lotion that big nigger cock up," said Sam. "Though I bet this bitch is already wet for you."
Chrissy felt hands on her ankles and her legs were pulled open. She held her breath in anticipation as something large pressed against her labia. She opened for him and a large cock head easily slid inside. The bed squeaked as he kneeled on the foot of it, between her legs. He worked his cock around pushing it deeper. She moaned, not fighting it and raising her hips into his thrusting cock. Chrissy had thought about getting fucked again by a big black cock daily for over half a year now. She'd even found herself in the McDonalds parking lot several times planning on seducing the black teen who had brought her lunch after the night in the hotel room where she was gang banged, but she'd lost her nerve every time. "Oh god! Fuck me fuck me with that big black cock," she nearly screamed.
There was a banging on the wall. "What's going on in there?" called an elderly voice from another room.
"Don't worry about it," yelled Sam, from the foot of the bed.
Chrissy barely heard it. She was busy raising her hips into the large thrusting cock. Soon she was cumming and it was a big orgasm the likes of what she hadn't felt since half a year earlier. "I'm cumming. Your big black cock is making me cum," she screamed, as she had a second large orgasm. Chrissy moaned with pleasure ignoring the further banging coming from the other side of the wall.
The cock thrust forward, spearing her cervix and she briefly worried about the baby. He held himself buried in her, but he didn't cum. The man fell on top of her, but held himself up over her belly. He was breathing heavily, wheezing even. He kissed her through the slit in the mask and she kissed back, bucking her hips so that he would start fucking her again or fill her pussy with his thick cum. He quit kissing her and instead he grabbed the mask and pulled it off. Chrissy blinked in the light and slowly found herself staring into Sam's eyes. Sam! She thought in shock. "Where's Leroy?" she asked, confused.
Sam chuckled, still gasping for breath. He sat up and Chrissy stared down her body, but couldn't see their crotches for her bulging belly. Sam pulled free of her and a giant foot long dildo sprang into view. It was strapped around his waist under his gut. The dildo was as big as Ike's cock had been. "I have many ways of making you cum, Chrissy. Don't worry, I'll see you're taken care of when we're together." The tired old man stumbled up, still wearing the dildo. The foot long plastic black phallus springing from Sam's wrinkled white body made her chuckle a little at the sight. He walked to the head of the bed and undid her cuffs. "Get out of here, slut. I'll come by in a week for our next little bit of fun." He laid down on the bed as she stood off it. The old man was panting and half asleep by the time she dressed. Chrissy let herself out.
****************
Three weeks later, Chrissy's doorbell rang. She hurried to answer it, assuming it was Sam. She was disgusted with herself for actually looking forward to whatever depravity the old man's mind could conjure up. Then again, Sam always managed to make her cum whether from eating her pussy while she had the dildo shoved up her ass or while he was fucking her ass with the black dildo in her pussy or whatever else. He was disgusting and obnoxious, but he was a generous lover and for now, he was her only form of sexual release. Todd hadn't touched her in months and now as her belly had swollen to the point of bursting, even Sam was starting to shy away from sex with her.
But it wasn't Sam at the door.
Chrissy opened the door and found herself staring at a large barrel chest. She looked up and found stared into Ike's eyes. She stared at him in shock and felt her thighs dampen. He looked just as shocked, but he was staring at her belly. She was wearing sweats and the top was too short, making her belly stick out.
Chrissy was the first to come out of shock. "What the hell do you want?."
Ike shook his head and looked at her face. "I'd like a few moments of your time, Mrs. Simmons."
"Step inside, but stand by the door."
"Thank you, Chrissy." Ike stepped inside her house, but remained on the doormat.
"I should sue your ass," she said, coldly.
"On what grounds? WWBC's legal team makes sure all contracts are full proof."
"Bastard! I didn't know what I was signing."
"Shame. You should really read everything before you sign it, Mrs. Simmons." Ike smirked at her and had the temerity to add, "There's a lot of unscrupulous people out there."
Chrissy stared at him. Her anger turned to sadness and she broke down crying. "How could you do this to me?" she sobbed.
"Nothing personal. You're just too damn sexy. When we saw you out kissing your husband that morning, we knew you'd be a hit. In fact, if I'd known then what I know now, I'd of slipped a contract for you to do more movies with us. Patriotic Duty is our number one seller. We've sold over 10,000 hardcopies at 30 bucks a pop and it's been downloaded 20,000 times at 15 bucks. You've made me rich, Chrissy."
"How... How'd you know I'd fall for it?"
"We didn't. We just keep trying different women until one falls for it. Probably only one in ten actually gives us a sex scene and then it's usually only a hand job or a blow job at best. Only a fraction of the women we go after goes as far as you did. You and a few others are the only natural sluts we've found."
Chrissy shuddered. "I'm not a slut," she mumbled under her breath, but realized she was lying as soon as the words left her mouth.
"As I was saying, you've made me rich."
"I'm happy for you. Now please leave."
"I want you to make more movies for me, Chrissy. We're going to start making professional movies with scripts and sets. I want you to be our number one star."
"You want me to willingly make porn movies?
"Yes. Name your price. You've already got a fan club. I'll even give you a share of the revenues."
Chrissy shuddered. "You want me to be a porn star?"
"You're already a porn star."
It's true, she thought. "No. I'm not like that. I was tricked. Seduced. I'm a married woman and about to become a mother. Now get out."
"You are like that." Ike fumbled with his trousers. "Tell me you don't want that?" he asked, pulling his swelling cock out.
Chrissy's eyes lit up at the sight of his huge cock. She hadn't seen a real black cock in months and there it was, getting hard for her. Full of tasty sperm. Mouthful after mouthful all for her. "I don't want it," she lied, fighting the urge to fall on her knees and take his cock in her mouth.
"Come on. I know what you want slut. Come suck on my big black cock," growled Ike, shaking his cock at her. It was now completely hard.
"It's time for you to go, Ike."
"Damn." Ike struggled to get his hard cock back in his pants. He settled for having it stick straight up against his stomach while he fastened his pants around it and pulled his shirt down over it. "Have it your way. That your husband's?" he asked, pointing his finger at her belly.
"Yes," she replied, though she was uncertain. "I'm sure it is." Chrissy reached down and rubbed her belly, protectively.
"Well if you change your mind and you can keep that hot bod of yours," said Ike, pulling out a business card. He left it on a nearby end table. "Give me a call." The big black man turned and left through the door. He paused adding, "Give me a call even if you don't want to make another movie for me and we can get together. Just me and you, like that special night we had." When Chrissy didn't respond, Ike turned and walked down to his car.
Chrissy stood still swaying on her feet and staring at the door. Minutes after Ike had left, her bell rang. She opened it and saw Sam standing there. He was crying and looked upset. "You alright. That nigger do anything to you?"
"I'm fine, Sam." She smiled at him. "And I've had about enough of your mouth. No more "N" word. Ok?"
"Alright," said Sam. "What did that fine African-American gentleman want then?"
"He wanted me to make more movies. Left his card over there. Apparently I'm a star."
Ike picked up the business card and looked at it. He read it. "Eisenhower B Jenkins. President WWBC Inc."
"Sam, you look upset. Are you alright?" Chrissy suddenly noticed flashing lights outside her door. There was an ambulance in Sam's driveway.
"No. Chrissy," he sobbed. "My wife just died."
"Oh, Sam, I'm so sorry." She reached out and hugged the old man. "If there's anything I can do, just let me... aaah!"
Sam pushed her back. "What is it?"
"I think I just peed my pants." They both looked down and saw that her sweat pants were wet around the crotch. "Oh shit! My water just broke!"
"Lets get you to the hospital. I'll call Todd."
****************
Nine hours later...
"I see it honey," said Todd, staring at Chrissy's crotch.
"That's it push," said the nurse. "Push down and up. Down and up."
What's that mean? thought Chrissy. She pushed as hard as she could.
Minutes later, the doctor put the baby on Chrissy's belly. "Would you like to cut the cord, Mr. Simmons?"
"Oh Chrissy, she's beautiful." Todd took the scissors. "We have a daughter. Dark little thing. Odd."
Chrissy noticed two of the nurses glance at each other. Chrissy just stared at her daughter. The dark little baby already had short curly black hair on her head.
Todd remained clueless for another week though he kept commenting on the baby's dark skin. At first he'd assumed she was dark from childbirth, but the skin never lightened. Finally, after posting pictures on facebook for his mother, she had called wanting to know why her granddaughter looked black.
Chrissy told Todd everything and he threw her and Malika out the next morning. The only person she knew that might help her lived right next door.
Sam took her and the baby in
****************
"You looked better then you did before you had the baby?" said Sam, admiring Chrissy as she did sit-ups in the nude. He belly was flat and she'd made it through her pregnancy with only faint stretch marks. The only thing different about her was her already oversized breasts were even bigger and her areola had doubled in size. Her nipples were constantly swollen and seemed to be always leaking milk. Malika was a hungry little thing, but Chrissy's overflowing breasts kept her well fed.



"Thanks," she replied standing. As she stood, her belly contracted revealing abs that hadn't existed before she started working out. "I feel great too." She walked over to Sam and kneeled before him, reaching into his pants and pulling out his prick. It began to harden in her hand and her mouth brought it to full erection. Chrissy paused, "Sam, we need to talk."
"Ummm, what about?" he groaned while she ran her tongue over his elongated cock head.
Chrissy suddenly deep throated his dick and bobbed her head rapidly before stopping again. "We need money." She sucked him in her mouth again.
"I know," he growled, fighting the urge to cum this early. "My ah social ah security isn't cutting it. Oh shit, here it cums!"
Chrissy pulled back so that his cock head would squirt on her tongue. His semen was old and stale, but she still enjoyed the taste. She wished his balls produced more of it. She wished there was a lot more of it, hotter, richer, and blasting forth from a huge black nut sack. She jerked every bit of it into her mouth before licking her lips. "Sam, I have an idea."
"Oh?" Sam fiddled with his pants, putting his dick away.
"You know how Ike offered to pay me to make more movies for him?"
"I remember."
"Well, I want nothing to do with fucking WWBC Inc., but I was thinking we could make our own movies."
Sam chuckled. "Yeah, we could do that, but who'd want to see an old fart like me?"
"I was thinking you could Direct."
Sam paused and considered the possibilities. He could see the expectant look on her face. She was worried she'd offended him. Making a porn was always one of his biggest dreams. "I think that's a great idea," he answered and he could see the relief on her face.
"We'd need to find a male star," she said, staring at him again.
"Of course," he said, knowing what she wanted. "He'll need to be a nig... a black guy and one with a real big cock."
"Oh Sam, I love you." Chrissy threw her arms around the old man and hugged him. "Thank you, master."
Sam squeezed the nude woman tightly to his old body, touched by her affection. "I love you to," he replied. "I got something to show you." Sam led Chrissy to their room and over to his laptop. He took his computer out of hibernation and accessed a file folder. Chrissy had already seen the extensive porn collection the old man kept on his laptop. He even had a portable hard drive filled with porn. He opened a folder labeled Sylvester the Cat's stories. "I've had this thing for writing sex stories on the net."
Chrissy stared at the screen. The bottom of the computer listed the page as showing 312 files. The earliest ones were dated from fifteen years ago. "What's that?" she asked, reading the title. "Chrissy plays poker." She read another, "Chrissy's new bikini."
"Ever since you moved next door, you became my main character. They're individual stories though, not in a series. In every one you're loyal to your little dicked husband until your handsome older neighbor seduces you."
"Sam, I'm flattered." She leaned down and kissed his cheek. He'd written a lot of stories recently over the past year, but these were different. "Chrissy's first black cock. Chrissy and the black garbage man. Chrissy black maled." There were many more.
"I told you I had a thing for interracial sex after watching you."
"Why are you showing me these?"
"I want to write the script for the movie. If we do this, I want to make a quality porn with a real plot."
"Sounds good. I know you have some video equipment. Todd bought a real nice recorder when he found out I was pregnant. I'll sneak next door and get it. You can work on a script, we'll start simple at first."
"What about talent?"
"Oh, I think I can recruit some new talent."
"I'm sure you can," said Sam and they chuckled together for a moment.
"I don't know anything about marketing or distribution or websites," she stated, frowning.
"Leave that to me," said Sam. Now why don't you go find us a co-star."
****************
Leon Lincoln grabbed the special order off the counter and carried it outside to the waiting car. He'd just turned nineteen and had dropped out of high school two years earlier with no plans on finishing. He had no job prospects and it looked like he'd be working at McDonald's for the rest of his life with no hope of advancement unless his attitude changed for the better. He moved slowly not giving a fuck about anything until he saw who's car it was. The hot MILF had been coming to McDonald's about once a week for a year. She's always stared at him kind of funny. She addressed him by name and told him to call her Chrissy. She'd been pregnant, but was still hot and then a couple weeks ago, Leon noticed a little chocolate baby sleeping in the back seat of her car. He picked up his pace when he saw her look over at him and smile. Her eyes were hidden behind sunglasses.
"Hi Chrissy," he said. He noticed her baby wasn't with her today.
"Afternoon Leon," she replied, seeming a little nervous today.
"One Big Mac no mac sauce," he said. Leon was tall and his crotch was even with her window. He stepped up to the window and held out her bag of food. Her hand came out to take it, but missed the bag. Instead her hand grabbed what he called his Lincoln Log. His big cock swelled some as her hand inadvertently squeezed it. Instead of letting go, she squeezed it again. "Damn!"
"I bet this big thing has plenty of sauce for me," she said.
"Damn straight it does," he growled. "More sauce then you can handle."
"I don't know about that." Chrissy continued to stroke his huge cock through his pants. She guessed it was a nice foot long and felt rather thick too. "I can handle a lot of sauce. When one hole fills up, I got two more waiting."
"Fuck," moaned Leon in disbelief. He must be dreaming.
"What time do you get off?"
"Right now," said Leon, pulling back and walking around to her passenger seat. He opened the door and got in beside her.
****************
"You're the racist old neighbor?" said Ike into his phone. "Yeah, I remember you. How's my girl Chrissy doin? She change her mind yet?" Ike looked across the desk at his son, James and winked. He reached over and put the call on speaker so that James could hear.
"Chrissy's still pissed off at you. You ruined her life. She doesn't know I'm calling you and she'd be angry if she knew. We've decided to go off on our own."
"What's that mean?" asked Ike, curious.
"We're going to make our own movies with me directing and Chrissy as the star."
"So why call me?"
"I don't know anything about distribution or marketing and we'll need a website. I was wondering it I could pay you to set one up for me."
"Yeah, I can handle that for you, easily."
"How much?"
"A nominal fee. You can pay me on a percentage of sales. That Chrissy has star potential. I was hoping she'd be in WWBC's next project, Prison Bus Versus the PTA Moms."
"I'm sure she's not interested," said Sam's voice through the speaker. "Do we have a deal?"
"Absolutely. I'll have my legal department draw up a contract."
"Thanks."
Ike looked up at James when the phone went dead. "We got the slut. Get Malik and Eriq to draw up some contracts. Make them look good, like we're really helping them out. I want her in my movie and I want her working for me, long term, I figure she's got a good ten years in her and I wanna own the rights to anything they produce."
"Not a problem, pop," said James. He stood up. "I'll get them right on it."
"Lets see what kind of movies they can make for us."
****************
Sam hung up the phone just as Chrissy's car pulled in the driveway. He wasn't impressed by the black punk that got out of the passenger seat. The kid was tall and fit, but not very handsome and looked like he had an attitude. He was sure he could write some scripts around the fast food uniform though. Sam moved over by the door as it opened.
"Come on in," said Chrissy, stepping aside for the tall black man.
"Whoa," said Leon when he saw Sam. "Who's this, yo grandad?"
"No, This is Sam, my friend and savior. Sam, this is Leon. I need to go check on Malika." Chrissy left the room.
"Somethin' weird goin on here?" asked Leon, suspiciously.
"It's a long story, Leon," said Sam. "To make it short, Chrissy got knocked up by a black man, her husband threw her out, and now we need money, so we've decided to make a porn."
"I get to fuck her, right?"
"Leon, I asked her to go out and find us a star and she picked you. Can you perform on camera?"
"I guess so." Leon looked shocked. "I get to fuck her and get paid?"
"Yes," said Chrissy appearing from the hall, "But we're not sure how much we can pay yet."
"Dayumn!" Leon started at Chrissy she had appeared wearing a matching green bra and panty with a garter belt and green nylons that went well with her red hair. He'd never seen boobs as big as hers on such a fit woman. He'd never even been close to a scantily clad white woman. She walked sexily over to him and he stood up.
"I'll get the camera and we'll take some test footage," said Sam.
Chrissy kneeled and pulled Leon's uniform pants down. His enormous cock was straining against white urine stained briefs. She stretched his briefs out and pulled them down. His huge cock seemed to roll out already almost completely hard. "Will you look at that monster!"
"That's my Lincoln Log," Leon replied proudly.
"It's very nice to meet you, Mr. Log," said Chrissy, kissing the large tip of his cock head. "I'm sure we're going to be good friends." She swirled her tongue around the head. "So Leon, do you and Mr. Log here wanna make movies with me?"
"Fuck yeah!"
THE END
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Fresh Off The Bus 4: Miss Teen Idaho
An E&I Enterprises Story
Note: This is a author invitational story in honor of my tenth anniversary as a writer(I'm 1 ½ years late). Authors are invited to write their own adventures of the Miss Teen USA contestants attending the pageant at the Nubian King casino in Atlantic City. They may be as long or as short as an author likes. See the rules following the story.
August 2004
Prologue:
"The O'Malley factor is on. Good evening I'm Bill O'Malley and here's tonight's talking points. Is the Miss Universe Organization a racist institution? First some background. In November of 2003, our friend, the late Daniel Trump signed over the rights to the Miss Universe Organization over to Solomon King of King Enterprises. King also won the Trump Spire Casino off Mr. Trump. Rumor has it both were won in a high stakes poker game. Solomon King immediately turned the casino into an African themed resort and it will now be hosting the 2004 Miss Teen USA pageant. Now Mr. King has done some good works most notably his halfway houses for ex-cons and delinquents, plus some charitable work, but nearly all supports black causes. Indeed his halfway houses primarily focus on African American men. The Miss Teen USA pageant has always focused on teen charities, but now is almost exclusively focusing on King's halfway houses and many contestants have been working with young black males. Now there's nothing wrong with these charities, but the Miss Universe Pageant belongs to everyone, not just African Americans."
"Here are some more facts. King Enterprises focuses on black owned businesses and whenever he adds a business to his growing empire, he replaces the management and staff with black employees. King Enterprises discriminates against whites. I repeat. King Enterprises racially discriminates."
Today, I received a list of the judges at the Miss Teen USA pageant being held this month and here they are. Victoria Goodhead, CEO of Hidden Closet. She once dated Solomon King and King owns a majority stake in her company. Indeed, it was King's influence that made Hidden Closet go with bustier models and sleazier lingerie. Next is Marcus Black, President of Black's Gym and a friend of King. Next is Tracy Lovelace-Hardcastle, a well loved romance novelist who writes under the name Lacy Lovelorn, now published by King and all her recent novels involve white women with black men and are now classified as erotica, not romance. Then there's Nikki Holden, sister of Paris Holden of the infamous Blackchelor pay-per-view scandal two months ago. The Blackchelor was produced by a company called E&I Enterprises and though we can find no connection with Solomon King, it is a company devoted to interracial pornography. And finally, the last judge is the Reverend Al Sharpspeare, who is our guest tonight."
"Reverend, is Solomon King a bigot?"
"Of course not, Bill. Two months ago he married a white woman."
"A white woman worth 3 billion dollars."
"Bill, I married them and I can assure you, they are very much in love. I'll even give you a scoop. Solomon and Ivara Trump-King are expecting their first baby.
"Well next time you talk to Mr. King, give him my congratulations. Now Reverend, don't you think there's something strange about all this?
"Not at all. Solomon King is a great man. If he's guilty of anything, it's giving jobs to his friends and supporters. People he knows he can trust."
"Like ex-girlfriends?"
"He's dated a lot of women, Bill. That's not a crime."
"All white women. Now why would someone who is such an activist for black causes only date white women?"
"You'll have to ask him that and I think it's a testimony to his greatness that so many of these women are still friends or coworkers with him, like Victoria Gooodhead."
"He hasn't dated Nikki Holden has he?"
"Not that I'm aware of."
"Do you know there's a rumor that Nikki Holden just married her sister's husband in a secret ceremony on the island of Trinibogo? You married Paris Holden and Mustafa, correct?"
"Yes, but I'm not aware of any weird polygamist marriage. Trinibogo does have it's own laws though."
"There's also a rumor that the entire Holden Hotel empire is being turned over to King Enterprises."
"Bill, respectable journalists shouldn't deal in rumors."
"Like the one about you meeting with African American pastors to form a separate Afmerican Church?"
The Reverend Sharpspeare's brow furrowed. "Those rumors are unfounded. We've been meeting to discuss religious issues and that's all."
"Last question, Reverend. Will you tell me your secret?"
Al Sharpspeare smiled. "You've been asking me that for two years now."
"Well, you've kept off the weight, your muscles are huge and you look thirty years younger."
"Clean living and faith in god is my secret."
"Thanks as always Reverend. You're a stand up guy."
****************
Day One
Bethany Dutton stepped off the bus and looked up at the large black spire of the Nubian King Casino, looking for all the world like a giant black penis.
"You should be happy here Idaho," yelled one of the other contestants on the bus.
Bethany blushed. Her sister Ann had been Miss Teen Idaho in 1999, but lost her crown for failing to perform her duties and was replaced by Lara Sadler. The truth was that Ann had gotten involved in the adult film industry as did Lara Sadler at a later date and even some other Teen Idaho contestants. Even later, Lara apparently got several dozens of Miss Teen USA contestants from the pageant to get involved in porn. The pageant was only now just recovering from the scandals. Bethany stared at the black spire. The porn the pageant contestants had gotten involved in had all been interracial.
"Keep moving," said Marsha Dutton from behind her.
"Yes, mom." Bethany stepped forwards to where the other contestants and their chaperones were gathering. There were fifty-one contestants total, but many had already arrived. The bus Bethany and her mother were on was carrying twelve other teen girls. Marsha's eyes narrowed when she saw the beautiful blonde daughter of Daniel Trump waiting in the lobby. The rich bitch had married a black man. Marsha's eye twitched.
"Welcome, I'm Ivara King. You're Idaho aren't you? As requested by your chaperone, you've got a room together. Here's two key cards for room 902 and an itinerary for pageant related activities. Rehearsals began tomorrow morning at 9:00am and there will be an introductory breakfast at 8:00.
"Thank you, Mrs. King," said Marsha.
"Thanks," said Bethany, fighting off a sigh. She had hoped for a room with some other contestants hoping to make friends, but her mom had become quite the control freak since the incident with Ann.
"Lets drop our things off in the room," said Marsha.
Bethany followed her mom through the foyer. African tribal relics reflected off the glass cases containing them throughout the foyer. Marsha's eyes focused straight ahead, but Bethany looked over the artifacts with interest. Many were masks, drums, or spears, but there were also statuary of black men and they all had enormous phalluses. One stood out and Beth quickly read the label. The statue was of a black man with a penis half the size of the statue itself. The penis stood erect and angled upwards. The idol was of Legba, an African trickster deity.
The elevators were just off the casino and the noise from the machines overwhelmed Bethany's senses. She watched her mom stick her nose up at the sight. Marsha wasn't much for gambling and didn't even play the state lottery. The noise disappeared as the soundproof doors of the elevator closed.
They rode up the nine floors and made their way to their room. Marsha unlocked the door and opened it. The suite was separated by a wall and her mom could sleep in one area while she slept in the other. Bethany walked in and her jaw dropped open. "Oh my god! It's so big!"
Marsha smiled at her daughter. "Of course it's big, dear. It seems to go on forever doesn't it."
"I never imagined it would be this big and it's darker then I expected."
Marsha followed Bethany to the balcony and stared out over the ocean. She'd seen it before, but the sight was new to her daughter. "It get's bluer the farther South you go. We can go down to the beach if you'd like or walk the boardwalk.
Bethany looked down at the boardwalk running up and down the beach. The view right and left wasn't spectacular as it was blocked by other tall buildings and casinos. The view out from The Nubian King was impressive. The beach was crowded and many seemed to be teenage girls in bikinis, probably other contestants. Bethany could see several sailboats, a few jet skis, and a plane pulling a banner behind it announcing drink specials at a local bar was traveling North along the beach. "Let's freshen up and go play tourist," said Bethany, excitedly. For the first time, she understood her sister's desire to get out of Idaho. There was a whole different world out there.
After an early dinner and walking the boardwalk and beach for a bit, the Duttons returned to their room. Marsha called to check in with her husband, Edgar while Bethany read through the pageant's itinerary. The actual pageant would be held a little more then a week from today on Saturday night. The time in between would be spent practicing the dance routines, visiting with makeup consultants, being fitted for gowns and bikinis. There were also lots of interviews and press briefings. Despite having so much to do, Bethany was surprised at the amount of free time she would have.
Bethany looked up after her mom put down the cell phone. She was surprised to see that her mother had changed outfits. Marsha was now wearing a light blue skirt that fell to her knees and a white sleeveless top.
Marsha Dutton was stunning at 46 years old. The former Miss Teen Idaho 1977 had kept herself in fantastic shape. Marsha had great legs and the skin under her arms didn't hang. Her belly was flat and showed no signs of giving birth to two daughters. She could have pulled off a small bikini, but didn't care for displaying too much skin in public. She wore a one piece suit when swimming. Bethany had seen some sexy lingerie in her mother's laundry, but that had disappeared after her father's stroke. The Dutton women were famous for having thin figures and large breasts, both Ann and Bethany had CC breasts that bordered on DD and looked bigger on their thin frames, but age and childbirth had Marsha's breasts approaching EE. The three Dutton women all possessed long curly brown hair, but a few silver streaks stood out from Marsha's brown locks. Bethany was also surprised to see what looked like a hint of makeup on her mom's face. "What's up, mom?"
"Your father says hello and wishes you luck," said Marsha, fidgetting and refusing to look her daughter in the eyes.
"Why are you all dressed up?"
"I thought I might go down to the lounge for a drink. I didn't think this was really dressing up."
"But mom, you don't drink."
"I do, honey, just not often. I just never get anytime alone. I've been raising you most of my life and the last few years I've spent taking care of your father. I hope you understand."
"Sure mom, enjoy yourself." Bethany noticed her mom hadn't mentioned raising Ann. Marsha never mentioned Ann since getting the pictures of Ann with the black men in the mail. "I think I might go see if any of the other girls are doing anything."
"You will do no such thing young lady. You won't leave this room. The more sleep you get this trip the better. Lets start off tomorrow feeling fresh and I want you on your toes. I'll be back soon." Marsha turned and grabbed her key card off the dresser. Bethany watched as her mom slipped the second key card into her purse so that Bethany couldn't get back in the room if she snuck off. She understood what her mom meant about being alone. Marsha had hovered protectively over her daughter for the last five years. "Be back soon." Marsha turned and left.
Bethany stood off her bed and walked out on the balcony to stare at the ocean now bathed in the darkness of night. A half moon had risen over the water and it was beautiful. Her mother hadn't been gone ten minutes when the doorbell rang. Bethany frowned and walked over to it. A brown haired woman was on the other side, but Bethany couldn't make out who it was. She felt some excitement opening the door. Maybe, it was another pageant contestant wanting to make friends with her? Beth opened the door, but the woman on the other side wasn't a teenager, she was in her early twenties. She was Beth's height and resembled both Beth and Marsha. Bethany's mouth fell open.
"Hello Beth," said her sister, Ann.
********************
Marsha gulped nervously as she rode the elevator down. She couldn't believe she was going to go through with this. It wasn't who she was. I'm a wife and mother, she thought to herself. I used to teach. I go to church and PTA meetings. She considered turning around and going back to her room. Marsha actually did hit the 9 button when the elevator opened in the lobby and she rode it back up to her floor, but then she hit lobby again and this time, she stepped out. The noises of slot machines filling her ears, but she wasn;t here to gamble.
Marsha Dutton wanted to get laid.
Marsha Dutton wanted a big hard prick between her legs more then anything else in the world at that moment other then having her daughter win the Miss Teen USA pageant. Marsha hadn't had sex in five years since her husband had a stroke after seeing pictures of his whore daughter with hung black men. He'd recovered mostly from the stroke, aside from a lisp and some trouble with his left arm, but he hadn't had an erection since. They had been married 25 years and except for the last five, they made love every weekend and usually once or twice during the week. She had loved having Edgar's penis in her and provided her middle aged vagina hadn't dried up and shrunk for neglect, she wanted another penis in her.
Marsha skirted the casino area, frowning when she caught a glimpse of some cocktail waitresses. The women were clad in leopard, cheetah, or tiger, patterned bikini tops with loincloths making them look like female Tarzan's. She knew the waitresses at casino's wore skimpy outfits, but these were ridiculous. She entered at small bar, called The Nairobi lounge. It was done up like an African safari lodge. The barstools appeared to be made of bamboo. Animal heads were mounted on the wall, though they were obviously fakes since one was a Triceratops and another a white man dressed like a Victorian explorer wearing a pith helmet, a monocle in his eye, and mutton chop whiskers. Tribal relics such as headdresses, spears, and shields were also mounted here and there.
Marsha's eyes scanned the small crowd. She was hoping to find a young man who was all alone or with a group of young men. My god, she thought, I've become a... what's the term? I've become a cougar. Her eyes fell on one man who was checking her out. He wasn't young or attractive and he was older then her by ten years. The man was even rough looking and had tattoos on his big arms. He smiled and nodded towards her. Marsha quickly looked away, her eyes passing over what appeared to be a black child as she scanned the rest of the crowd. No young men. The only man interested was the rugged older man. Why not? Her eyes went back to him, his eyes met hers. She smiled slightly then headed over to the bar.
"Is this seat taken?" asked a man before her rear had even hit the cushioned stool seat.
"No," she replied. "Help your... self." Marsha felt a bit embarrassed. The man talking to her was the black child, only it wasn't a child. It was a dwarf. It made sense of course, a child wouldn't be in a bar. The dwarf had dark black skin and looked like a half-sized version of Solomon King, complete with goatee and shaved head. He didn't have any of the deformities associated with dwarfism aside from a small hump on his back.
It was staring at her and checking out her breasts before it turned to the bartender. "I got her drink, Yousef."
"Sure thing, Mr. Nibelung," said Yousef, the bartender. He had a thick African accent to go with the lounge's theme. Like most of the black men working at the casino, he was a muscular giant.
"That's not necessary, Mr. Nibelung," replied Marsha.
"Lester," he replied, holding out his hand.
"Marsha Dutton." She didn't wan't to touch it's black hand, but she shook it anyway, surprised at the strength in his grip. It was wearing a short sleeve shirt and his arms bulged with muscles bigger then most actual people's muscles.
"It's my pleasure to buy you a drink, Marsha."
"Well, thank you." Was a black dwarf actually hitting on her? How arrogant must it be to think that it had a chance with her? How could she brush it off and not hurt it's feelings? Did she even care if she hurt it's feelings? Yousef put her gin and tonic in front of her. Marsha smiled. She hadn't taken off her wedding ring. Marsha took up the glass with her ring hand and made sure to display it long enough for Lester to notice. Instead, he clanged his bottle of beer against her glass. "Cheers," she said with a sigh. Her ring wasn't going to deter the little man.
"Cheers." He winked at her. "What do you do, Marsha?"
"I'm a housewife, but I used to teach. I also manage my daughter who is here for the pageant. How about you, Lester."
"I'm in movies."
"Really! Any I've seen?"
Lester smiled and thought, 'Not unless you're into interracial porno, Mrs. Dutton.' He then spoke out loud. "Have you seen "The Pygmy?" She shook her head. "I played the pygmy."
"Maybe I'll rent it when I get home." Marsha assumed his roles were typical of dwarves, playing trolls, small aliens, etc.
A man stepped up next to her. "A refill bartender," he yelled. "Hi there, pretty lady. Would you care to dance?"
It was the rough looking man and he had a grin on his face, that actually made him look a little handsome. He also looked a little smug, like he knew he was playing the hero rescuing her from a dwarf. "Sure," she replied. "Excuse me, Lester."
Lester nodded and did not seem to be the least upset. He held two fingers up to Yousef and pointed at Marsha's drink and the man's empty beer. Yousef nodded. He'd already added Xcite to the woman's first drink. He added another dose to her second drink and poured a few drops into the man's beer.
Marsha slow danced with Doug, who wasn't as bad looking as she originally thought. He was widowed, retired, and liked traveling on his motorcycle. He looked the type to be on a big Harley. The lounge was only playing slow music, so they danced closely. It felt good to be held in his strong arms. Marsha felt him press and sizeable bulge against her belly as they danced. The bulge moved and she felt her panties turn damp. Maybe her old vagina wasn't dried up after all? She was growing hornier by the minute. She pressed back against the bulge.
"Wanta get outta here?" he whispered.
Marsha hesitated for several seconds. "Yes," she whispered back.
Marsha and Doug walked back over to Lester. "Well, I better be getting back to my room to check up on my daughter. It was nice meeting you Lester."
"And I'm on the road early tomorrow so I think I'll call it a night. I'm taking the first ferry to Delaware in the morning and riding to Ocean City, Maryland for a bike week."
"Well, you can't leave yet. Your drinks are full." Lester pushed Marsha's glass towards her.
"A few more sips won't hurt," said Marsha, taking a drink.
"Thanks little guy." Doug threw his head back and drained the full bottle of beer. "Come on doll, I'll walk you to your room."
Lester followed them out of the bar and walked along the edge of the noisy casino. Marsha and Doug entered the elevator. He caught Doug's eye as they turned to face the door. Doug threw his arm around Marsha and winked at Lester. The dwarf grinned and nodded back.



****************
Bethany hugged Ann for nearly ten minutes. "You haven't changed a bit," said Beth.
"You sure have," replied Ann, not having seen her sister since she was thirteen. "You've grown into a beautiful woman. You've grown the Dutton breasts I see. Lets move inside."
"Mom, might come back," said Bethany as they entered the room and shut the door.
"I'll worry about that when it happens." All the pageant contestants rooms were monitored by hidden cameras. The people watching them were called monitors and one was to alert Ann via her cell phone when Marsha was heading back to her room. "For now, how have you been? I'm so proud of you."
Bethany had always looked up to her sister. "Things are good. Mom's driving me crazy."
"Well I hope you'll have a little time to go wild this trip and try some new things. How's dad?"
"Better. He can function normally except for a lisp and his face hangs a little.
"That's great," sobbed Ann, before tears started flowing rapidly. Beth took her sister in her arms.
Bethany wasn't used to needing to comfort her sister. It was usually the other way around. "Ann, it wasn't your fault. Dad's arteries were a nightmare. The doctor told us it was only a matter of time."
"Thanks, but I still feel as though I triggered the stroke. It's my only regret."
"Then it's true?"
"What?"
"Ann, they say you're a whore. That you only make interracial porn."
"Of course, that's all true silly."
"Ann! How can you make pornos? You were so shy and innocent when you left Idaho."
"Yeah, the old me sucked. Now I'm happy and I'm paid very well by the people I work for. They are even flying me to Trinibogo in a few months for a month long vacation at the spa."
"But blacks?" whispered Bethany, even though they were alone.
"You a virgin, Beth?"
"No," Beth blushed. "I'm dating Neil, Jerry Ford's younger brother."
"He was cute, if I recall. His penis is what, say six inches?"
"I guess. I haven't measured it."
"Show me on your throat, how far in your mouth it gets."
"Ann! I don't do that. It just feels big in my.. you know... down there."
"Your pussy, Beth. You think it feels big in your pussy, but it doesn't. Let me show you something." Ann walked over to the TV stand, opened the doors to reveal a large TV. She took the remote and turned it on. "Don't tell the other girls, but this hotel appears to be having trouble blocking the adult stations. Lets hope none of them find out." Ann grinned wryly. "Here we go." She hit a button.
Bethany stared at the screen. A lovely blonde woman was slurping on the biggest blackest dick Beth had ever seen or could have imagined. Was this what Ann did for a living? The woman appeared to be loving it. She pulled her head back and more of the shiny black penis appeared. "That penis is huge!"
Ann chuckled. "We call them cocks, Beth. That is a big black cock and it's the reason I do what I do. I mentioned being well paid. I'd do it for free. Beth, until you've had one of those filling your pussy, you are still a virgin."
"Turn it off, please."
"Of course," replied Ann. "One of my movies might come on and I'm sure you don't want to see that."
"Yech, no."
"I'm not here to talk about the fantastic sex you would have fucking a black man, anyway."
"Why are you here?"
"To see you of course. When I heard the pageant was being held here, I drove down from New York and got a room. I'm gonna watch my little sister win that crown."
"That's awesome. I hope we can spend as much time together as possible. That is, if I can get away from mom."
"You let me handle, mom." Ann's cell vibrated in her pocket. "I'd better go before she gets back. See you soon."
The two sisters hugged quickly this time.
Ann hadn't been gone two minutes when Beth heard a key card in the lock. "Just made it," she sighed with relief.
***************
Marsha's hands were shaking from frustration as they fumbled to get in the key lock. She was pale, frustrated, and horny. Doug had been a complete disappointment. What felt like a sizeable penis was a limp as her husband's by the time they got to Doug's room. Worse, the thing looked promising at seven inches long soft. It would have given her the sex she craved, but it hadn't stirred. She tugged on it, but it retreated into his scrotum making it look smaller. Marsha's horniness was growing by the second even as Doug's penis was shrinking. Doug was as frustrated as she was. He looked horrified at his floppy little penis. He'd apologized at first, then turned angry and ordered her out.
"Hi honey, what are you up to?" Marsha came in the room.
"Just watching TV. I was about to turn in," said Bethany.
"You do that. I'm feeling dirty right now. I'm going to take another shower."
"Ok mom."
Marsha undressed in the bathroom. She sat on the toilet and plunged two fingers in her needy pussy. She'd grown adept at masturbating over the last five years and quickly had an orgasm. In the shower, her fingers found their way to her pussy again and she diddled herself to another orgasm. She was still horny! Her pussy was craving a cock right now. She thought about going back to Doug's room to see if he had gotten over his shyness, but he had been pretty angry with himself when she left. Instead Marsha crawled into bed and dreamed of sex with Doug and in one dream, the black dwarf was standing over her grinning. Marsha awoke in the middle of the night and played with herself again. She'd never been this horny her entire life.
Day Two
Early the next morning, a black porter came around delivering gift baskets. Each basket was filled with fruit, a bottle of Trinibogo Tropic lotion, a bikini from Hidden Closet, and a card giving each contestant a year's membership at Black's gym.
The Duttons rushed through getting ready and went to the introductory breakfast. After eating, Marsha left her daughter at rehearsal and went shopping on the boardwalk. She was at the beach in the summer time and she hadn't even packed a bathing suit. Marsha entered a swimsuit store and purchased a two piece suit that hugged her luscious body. It was the type that covered her stomach, but could be rolled up to her breasts when she tanned. A very practical suit for an older woman.
Marsha walked around before getting hungry. She stopped at a grill on the boardwalk and decided to forego her diet, ordering a cheese steak. She had just finished lunch, when her daughter texted her that she was done with pageant activities for a few hours. Marsha texted back, 'Want to hang out at the pool?' Bethany replied yes, and Marsha met her daughter in their room.
The Duttons changed into swimsuits. Marsha put on the suit she had just bought and Beth put on the one from her gift basket. The Hidden Closet bikini was a little skimpy for her tastes, but it had been sized to her measurements. Still the triangular patches covering her nipples, left a lot of her large breasts exposed, plus the outlines of her nipples were clearly visible through the thin material. Both Duttons were more comfortable covering up for the trip to the roof. Marsha just wore sweatpants and Bethany pulled a sundress over her bikini. The two women left their room, walked to the elevator, and hit the roof/pool button. The elevator lurched and began it's rapid ascent.
The pool was on the Nubian King's main roof, but the large black tower shot skyward over half the building. The other half was made up of two pool areas. One pool was shallower and had a kiddie pool section, the other pool was deeper. A muscular giant black lifeguard sat on a raised white chair surveying the two pools. Another muscular black man was working a tiki bar. The bartender wasn't too busy at the moment as the pool was filled with underage women in bikinis. A large number of pageant contestants had also decided to work on their tans while they had a break. A few of the girls were being filmed while standing in the pool by various press agencies and some were getting publicity shots taken.
Beth and Marsha found two cots in the sun and put their stuff down by them. Marsha pulled her sweats down and Beth let her dress fall around her feet. "Put your lotion on young lady," said Marsha.
"You too Mom. The sun's UV index is a ten today."
"I'll put some on dear, but I can afford to get burnt or have peeling skin. You can't." Marsha laid down on her back and rolled up her midriff.
****************
Bethany eyed her mom's flat belly, toned so that her abdominals flexed whenever she strained her stomach. Beth prayed she'd look that good when she was thirty years older.
Bethany took the bottle of Trinibogo Tropic out of her bag and squirted some on her hand. She started with her arms, then her legs, then her stomach. The lotion felt good, even making her skin tingle. Bethany actually felt dampness between her legs as she rubbed the area under her belly button. Her slick fingers slipped under her bikini panty before she caught herself. Beth jerked her hand back and looked around hoping no one had noticed. No one had, but other girls seemed to be taking the same pleasure from coating their bodies, all with Trinibogo Tropic.
Marsha took the bottle from her daughter and started coating her body. Her horniness from last night had dissipated a little, but she was still aroused and as she smoothed the lotion over her skin, the contact had her arousal level growing again. Much to her chagrin, her nipples pushed out the material of her top. Marsha wanted nothing more at that moment then to rub the warm lotion all over her big areola. Maybe, later when she was alone in their room. Marsha noticed a black hand wave at her. She waved back at Lester sitting at the tiki bar. She failed to notice another beautiful young woman reclining near the bar and watching her through dark sunglasses over a magazine. When Marsha happened to glance that way, Ann raised the magazine over her face, but not before Bethany spotted her.
After an hour, Bethany stood up. "I'd better get going and take a quick shower. I need to practice my song and I have an interview in a couple hours."
"Ok dear. I'll hang out here for another hour and meet you for your interview."
Bethany grabbed her towel and pulled her dress on over her head. She headed for the elevator and nearly froze with concern when she saw her sister stand up. She quickly glanced at her mom, but Marsha wasn't looking. The two sisters entered the elevator together.
"If mom goes out again, want to talk some more?" asked Ann.
"Love to, but I don't see mom going out for drinks two nights in a row."
"Here's my card with my cell, text me if she does. How's the pageant going?"
"Good so far." Beth glanced at the card. It read; "Ann Dutton, actress and model."
"You singing?"
"Yes. I'm singing, "Greatest Love of All." I think it reflects this year's theme of helping the youths at the King rehabilitation centers."
"Good choice. You always had such a lovely voice. I'm so proud of you Beth."
Beth leaned over and hugged her sister. "I missed you, Ann. Though, you made my life miserable. Mom became such a control freak when you left."
"I didn't leave. I was disowned, but maybe things will change soon and for the better."
Beth and Ann broke their hug when the elevator door opened on the ninth floor. Bethany kissed her sister's cheeks and hurried down the hall to her room.
Bethany couldn't believe how horny she was when she entered her room. She really wished her boyfriend was here right now. She let the dress fall to the floor and untied her bikini. Her skin still felt really good where she had rubbed lotion on it. She'd brought the Trinibogo Tropic with her and took the bottle out of her bag. She poured a small dollop on her fingers. Beth stood and brought her wet fingers up to her prominently erect nipple. She rubbed the lotion into her nipple, feeling it extend even more. Her nipple felt warm and tingled. Their unusual sensitivity sent a spasm straight to her ... pussy. Beth moved her fingers over to her other nipple which was hardening, seeming to be anticipating the contact.
A minute later, Beth was on her back on the bed, tweaking both her sensitive nipples. One hand left her breasts and slid down her undulating belly. Her fingers slipped through the soft batch of curly brown pubic hair. Beth gasped and arched her back as her fingers slipped over her clit. Her pussy was wet and hot as she moved the tip of her fingers around the inside.
Beth paused long enough to pour another dollop of lotion on her belly. She scooped some up and ran her fingers over her clit, then she began pushing them inside her pussy, moving them as fast as she could while pinching her nipple with her other hand.
Beth fantasized she was home in Idaho. Neil was standing between her legs, his six inch penis standing proud and tall. Neil grinned and started stroking it. "Neil, something's happening," she whispered. Bethany could feel her pussy clamp over her fingers. Her first orgasm took her by surprise and she liked it. The real Neil had never made her cum and her daydream image of him faded as she came down from the orgasm. Beth found herself staring at the big television screen. She reached over for the remote and turned it on. The screen came on asking if she wanted to continue the movie she was watching. Beth pressed enter.
The man appeared to have difficulty pushing the big black cock down towards the woman's wet pussy. Her white hand was holding her pussy open for him. The picture was a close up of a cock that had to have been a foot long if not more. The man pulled back on his foreskin until a huge dark black cock head emerged, already glistening wet. He brought the tip down to her slit and rubbed his cock head up and down it.
"God, that's a big black cock," gasped Beth, still fingering herself.
The fat head pressed against the woman's slit and pushed it in. Soon the head was disappearing. He worked his cock around pushing it deeper and deeper. Each time he pulled back, the shaft was glistening with her juices. The woman wasn't having much difficulty taking such a monster.
"Gonna cum again," gasped Bethany with surprise as she stared in awe at the scene. This one felt like it might be even bigger.
The camera was panning back. The woman had a smooth flat belly. The black man had grabbed her ankles and was pounding it home. The camera panned back some more showing off the woman's impressive breasts. Her body was very similar to Beth's and the teen couldn't help pretending she was the one getting fucked by that massive black cock. "You like that black cock, slut?" asked the man.
"Yes," whispered Beth.
"Yes," growled Ann, the camera showing her face. "I love that black cock."
"NO!" Bethany shook as the orgasm rocked her body. She gasped and panted as her fingers got flooded with her juices. She stared at the scene on the screen in horror, unable to stop it as she orgasmed, while watching her sister getting fucked.
Beth came to her senses and fumbled for the remote. On screen, the man had pulled his cock out and was blasting huge wads of sperm across Ann's face and breasts. Beth saw a torrent of sperm was already flowing from Ann's gaping pussy. Neil's semen could fill a tea spoon, but this guy could have filled a twenty ounce soda bottle. Ann had wrapped her lips around the head and was swallowing more by the time Beth got the remote to turn the television off.
*****************
Ann entered her access code on the basement door and the lock clicked. Inside were several black men watching dozens of video screens. "What's my sister up to?"
"The horny slut is diddling her clit." The black man had made Beth appear on four screens and was watching her masturbate.
"I think the first batch of Trinibogo Tropic is too strong. We need to tone it down or people might get suspicious."
"That's been noted already. Hank and Jamal wanted this one strong. Fuck! I wish I was the one to break that hot slut in or even the old bitch."
"That's my mom and sister you're talking about, Gage."
"So what? If I can't have them, I'll use you. Come suck my cock, whore. That's an order."
Ann grimaced. She didn't like the monitor, but as a female employee of E&I, she was forced to service any black man who requested it of her. Also Gage was rather small at 10 ½ inches long which meant his penis had been a little more then 5 ½ before his enhancement. He did have a nice set of balls though and his sperm had tasted really good the last time. Ann kneeled between his legs and undid his belt, her lust for black cock replacing her dislike of the man who owned it.
"Hurry up and do me next," called another monitor. "I'm watching two of the bitches go down on each other."
Ann smiled around Gage's cock head. The other guy had a cock over 12". Maybe she could convince him to fuck her instead?
****************
Back at the pool, Marsha looked up as the black bartender brought her a mixed cocktail with an umbrella in it and a slice of orange. "From Mr. Nibelung," he said in a deep voice.
Marsha glanced past the massive torso of the bartender and saw Lester raise his glass in a silent toast. "Thank him for me," she replied. Her eyes ran down the bartender's chest. He wore a Hawaiian shirt open to show of his bulging muscles. Her eyes kept going down until they saw the swollen lump in his shorts. She pulled her eyes away quickly. The image of big black phalluses entering her daughter Ann's mouth and vagina was burned in her mind for eternity since someone had sent an anonymous video to her house. She took a sip of her drink and laid back in the sun.
Marsha was still horny and actually getting hornier. Tonight she was getting laid no matter what or who provided he was white. Screw that, she wanted sex now. Marsha sat up and responded to a wave from Lester who was sitting at the bar talking to the bartender. There was a decent crowd at the pool. She saw one man alone. He was around her age. He had a thin build and a slight paunch, but wasn't bad looking. He was busy typing into a laptop.
Marsha stood off the cot . She raised her hands to roll down her bathing suit to cover her belly, but decided against it at the last minute. She gathered her things and strolled over to the business man. "Is this seat taken?" she asked, nodding at the cot beside him.
He glanced up, then did a double take, his eyes roamed down her body, taking in her trim belly, then they moved back up to her breasts and she felt her nipples poke out even more. "Why no," he replied, aware that there were plenty of unused seats nearby.
"I'm Marsha."
"John." He leaned over and held his hand out. Marsha shook it.
"What do you do, John?"
"Here for a conference. They gave us half a day of free time." John's eyes narrowed. "What do you do?" He wasn't used to hot women hitting on him and was starting to suspect Marsha might be a prostitute.
"I'm chaperoning my daughter who's here for the pageant."
"Oh!"
"Oh what?"
"I see you're married."
"Excuse me," interrupted the bartender. "Would the gentleman like a refill or something else perhaps?"
John looked up. He felt disappointed. He thought Marsha was hitting on him, but apparently she just wanted someone her age to talk to. The big black man was already holding another glass of iced tea on his tray. "Tea is fine, thanks." He took the glass and sipped it, frowning when he noticed a black dwarf at the bar grinning at him. He turned his attention back to Marsha.
"Why were you upset I was married?"
"Well..." John eyed the woman. She looked flushed and her bosom was heaving. "I thought you might have been hitting on me." He looked away then he turned back to look at her. "I hoped you were hitting on me," he said, cheeks turning crimson.
"Maybe I was," she replied. John looked surprised. "Long story short, John. I am married, but my husband had a stroke and I haven't had sex in five years. Take me back to your room right now and you can use me any way you want to."



John gulped. He drained his iced tea and looked at Marsha's body, then in her eyes. Her eyes were pleading with him. "Let's go."
Marsha grabbed her things, noticing Lester was watching her. She ignored him and hurried to catch up with John.
****************
Marsha wanted to scream with frustration as she slammed the door to John's room. She rested her back against the door and ran her hands through her long hair, pulling on strands until she felt some pain. John was another dud.
At least he had eaten her pussy and she had enjoyed a small orgasm. They had both eagerly stripped upon entering his room. His prick was nothing special, but Marsha stared at it eagerly, watching it. The thing didn't twitch when she took her top off. Nor did it plump up as she slid her panties down. She grew worried when she reached out to touch it and instead of growing, it shrank up into John's scrotum. John was frowning too. He pushed her away from it and pushed her back on the bed. That's when he went down on her. Marsha was aware of John's hands moving between his legs as he ate her. He was desperately trying to make it grow, but when he finished and stood up, it was even smaller then before. "I'm sorry," he whimpered. "I don't know what's wrong."
Marsha quickly stood and dressed in her suit again. She brushed him off when he offered to take her to dinner tonight. She fled his room as quickly as she could.
Marsha stepped out of the shower just in time for Bethany's interview. Her daughter was still in her bikini, sitting on their balcony watching the ocean. Her cell rang right on time for the interview. It was a journalist from the major Idaho newspaper who covered the yearly pageant. Five years ago, the same reporter had done a glowing interview about Ann. She had also covered the scandal in graphic detail. Bethany pushed speaker on her cell and placed it on the table as Marsha sat beside her.
Marsha stared out at the sea as her daughter answered the questions. Though she had orgasmed with John, she was still horny and unsatisfied. Two men in as many nights and both had been duds. Both men had been sure of themselves and wanted her, yet both of their pricks had been lifeless. Why? Was god trying to stop her from sinning? That was the only logical answer. As desperate for sex as she was, Marsha decided to give up her quest to get laid and remain faithful to her husband. Maybe she could find a sex shop and buy a dildo? She could have it shipped to her house to avoid embarrassment at the airport security checkpoint.
"Mom..."
Marsha came out of her daydream just as the reporter said, "Have any of the other contestants given you a hard time?"
"I don't want to talk about my sister," said Beth.
"You're the only contestant whose sister is an adult film star and lost her title do to a sex scandal."
"Miss Myers," interjected Marsha, "We agreed ahead of time not to mention Ann."
"We don't have to talk about anything personal, Mrs. Dutton, but I'm afraid it is news and will have to be reported on. Now tell me, don't you have a desire to redeem the Dutton family name?"
"Thanks for your time, Miss Myers." Marsha leaned over and shut the cell phone off. "Lets change and go grab something to eat on the boardwalk. Then we'll catch Rondini's early show."
Later, mother and daughter sat in the audience watching The Nubian King's stage magician, The Amazing Rondini perform his act. His wasn't a unique act except that Rondini was black unlike most magicians. He was overly muscular like most of the blacks at the casino. He went shirtless through most of his show. He wore an African necklace of claws across his chest and tight spandex pants that he must have stuffed to make his crotch look so huge. He wore a magicians top hat and after one magic trick that had him disappear, he reappeared with a white skull painted on his face and skeletal ribs painted across his chest. The white paint glowed in the dark. His assistants were white women wearing scanty bikini tops and loincloths similar to the ones the waitresses wore in the casino. Parts of the act were sexually suggestive and the Dutton women grew aroused while watching as they sipped their diet sodas. Rondini hypnotized one of the girls making her freeze as stiff as a board. He kissed her passionately then looked away as the bulge in his pants grew and traveled down his leg. He reached inside and pulled out a long black snake that wriggled in his hand. He put the snake away, but Marsha noticed the huge bulge around his crotch hadn't disappeared. Rondini then turned back to the frozen woman, placing her on a table before sawing her in half. The show ended with both women kneeling at Rondini's feet looking adoringly up at him. Marsha groaned inwardly, there was no escaping images of miscegenation sometimes. His later shows were supposed to be even dirtier and children under 21 weren't allowed. Still, it was entertaining.
The Duttons returned to their room and Marsha said, "You alright if I go out for a little while? I won't be late tonight."
"That's fine, mom." Bethany wondered if the hotel had solved it's problems with their adult pay per view channels. Maybe she would have time to masturbate again? She felt like she'd been horny since arriving in Atlantic City and nothing could cure her itch. Maybe she'd even find a movie with a white male actor.
No sooner had Marsha left the room, then Ann knocked softly at the door.
**************
Two Buck Tim's had a lively crowd and Marsha wanted to be alone with her thoughts. She strolled to the next lounge which was called The Addis Aba Bar. The names were plays on African cities and she smiled at the puns. The Adis Aba Bar wasn't crowded and she got a seat at the bar which had yet another massive black bartender. Marsha sat and nursed a margarita.
"Hello Marsha. May I join you?"
Marsha looked up, then down at Lester's smiling face. "Sure," she replied, a little miffed at having her thoughts disturbed.
"Bushmills whisky, Donovan," said Lester to the bartender.
"Do you know all the bartender's by name, Lester?"
"Most. How's your stay?"
"Fine."
"Problems with the pageant?"
"No."
"Other problems then?"
"Yes."
"Donovan, get this lady a refill. Now Marsha, why don't you borrow one of my ears. I'm told I'm a good listener and maybe I can help."
"I don't think you can help my problem," replied Marsha. The image of Lester making love to her came into her mind and though the thought was comical, she didn't smile. "But I think I will borrow one of your ears."
"Shoot," said the dwarf.
"It all started when I found out my daughter was making adult movies. Not Bethany mind you, she's sweet and innocent. I'm talking about my oldest daughter, Ann. One day, I received pictures in the mail..."
Lester listened attentively. He had fucked Ann Dutton in two of his movies, "Snow White and Dwarf Black" being his favorite. He was the star of that movie, also fucking the evil queen, waking the sleeping beauty with anal sex, etc. Marsha left out the fact that Ann was exclusively doing interracial movies. He had Donovan keep her drink filled and bought two shots. He patted her knee sympathetically when she told him about her husband. He pretended to be shocked when she told him about the man from last night and the guy from the pool.
Marsha was quite drunk by the time she finished her story. She was also hornier then she'd ever been. Marsha's nipples were scraping her bra and her legs were damp. It was almost unbearable.
"Oh no. I can't face my daughter like this? How'd I get so drunk?" Marsha looked at her watch. It was nearly midnight. "Oh my god! How'd it get to be this late?" She had planned on one or two drinks only.
"Come on. We can go up to my room to let you sober up some."
"Ok. No wait, I think I'll just walk around the casino until my head clears."
"I'll help you."
Lester and Marsha headed down to the casino floor near the table games. Marsha kept stumbling. "I can barely walk," she mumbled.
"I'm sorry I don't have a shoulder you can lean on," said the dwarf looking up at her. "You're right, you can barely walk. Lets just go to my room and we'll talk some more while you sober up some. I'll make some coffee."
"Oh god, coffee sounds great. I haven't been this drunk since I was a teenager."
Lester helped her as best he could towards the elevator. Marsha was surprised when the elevator kept going up. They were in the tower section and the most expensive rooms. The elevator opened near a window with a gorgeous view of the moon shining over the ocean. Marsha could see the roof pool far below. They were near the top floors. Lester led him towards his room.
"Wow!" said Marsha when he opened the door. "Nice."
"Yes, it's a Grand suite. I usually stay one better, the Regal, and sometimes I even splurge on a penthouse, but they're all booked for the pageant bigwigs."
Marsha was impressed with the room. She was surprised she'd never heard of Lester Nibelung. He must be doing alright as an actor to afford this kind of luxury.
"Excuse me while I use the restroom. You can start the coffee machine, if you'd like." Lester entered his bathroom, urinated and stripped his clothes off. His cock brushed the floor it was so big. His cock was twelve inches long when erect and usually just as big flaccid. His testicles hung to his knees. Lester had adopted a wide stance to account for his genitals and considering his legs weren't much longer then a foot this often left his cock touching the floor. He put a robe he'd been forced to buy in the children's department at a store. It reached his ankles and left his cock head visible.
"Coffee's almost done," said Marsha when Lester walked out. She eyed his robe suspiciously, but thought nothing of it.
"I'll fix us some cups. How do you take it?"
"Black."
"Excellent. Black is the best way to take it." Lester fixed two cups and handed it to Marsha. She was swaying a little from drunkenness. She took a sip as Lester sat down in a chair opposite her.
"Thanks for listening to me tonight," she said, looking into her cup.
"My pleasure. I've been thinking about your problem. I believe god wants you to be happy. Perhaps, he was just waiting for the right man to come along to take care of your needs.
Here it comes, thought Marsha. This little black man was hitting on her. What arrogance it must have to think it stood a chance with her. "I think god wants me to respect the fidelity of my marriage." Marsha looked up. As she did, her eyes rose up from Lester's feet. His robe had parted under the belt around his waist and his huge black appendage was clearly visible, dangling over the chair, hanging down even with his feet. "Jesus!" Marsha exclaimed, unable to help herself.
Lester looked down and grimaced. "Sorry about that. There's not much I can do with it. I'm pretty much always uncomfortable unless it's hanging free. I'm cursed with a small body and a normal sized cock."
"There's nothing normal about that thing. It's a monster!"
"Normal for a black man, I mean."
Marsha watched as the black penis swelled up, increasing in girth, like an expanding balloon. It had quit dangling and was starting to rise. "It's getting bigger."
"It does that when beautiful women stare at it." Lester hopped off the chair and let his robe fall to the floor. He climbed back on the chair and sat naked. His penis was sticking straight out now, perpendicular to the floor. "Sorry, it's not going down until I take care of it. Maybe you should go."
"Maybe I should." Marsha started to stand on shaky legs.
"Wait! You can at least finish your coffee."
"Oh yeah, I guess that would be alright." Marsha sat back down. She couldn't believe how muscular Lester's body was. He was as cut as any bodybuilder except for stubby legs and the slight hump. She watched Lester grab the fat head of his penis and squeeze it, before sliding his fist down the shaft. When he released it, his penis was now fully engorged and angling upward, pointing straight at her face. "It must be a foot long." Marsha shook her head in amazement. His ball sack hanging over the chair, dangling and swollen with two balls the size of peaches.
"Twelve inches exactly."
Marsha grinned wryly. "You certainly don't have a problem getting it erect either." She had found herself leaning forward to get a closer look at it.
"That's what I meant about not having the right man for the job. You needed to come home with a real man, not those limp dicked losers you told me about."
"Maybe you're right, but where can I find a man with a penis like yours? How can I tell the size of their penis by looking at them? I should be going. Thanks for the coffee." Marsha stood and walked over to the counter to set her coffee cup down.
Lester sneered at her back and his face turned darker as he flushed with anger. This uppity bitch didn't even consider him worthy of being a sex partner. "Well you ain't going to find a cock like this on a white boy. If you want a big one, you need to find a muscular black man to fuck. Would you consider fucking a black man?"
"Absolutely not," she replied.
"Why not? A bit racist are you?"
Marsha wiped sweat from her forehead. It felt hot in the room. "Personal reasons. Plus, that thing of yours is a bit ridiculous size wise. I doubt anyone could take it."
"This THING of mine is a cock, a big black cock, a superior cock to anything you've ever had before and I've never had a woman who didn't cum with the whole thing buried to the hilt up her tight white pussy."
Marsha crinkled her nose at it's crass language, but at the same time, her vagina squirted with excitement. "I've made you angry. I should go."
"Wait! I'm sorry. I lost my temper. It was very rude of me. It just hurts that you wouldn't even consider me as a lover because I'm black or a dwarf or both. I just hate bigotry. I've put up with it my whole life."
"I'm sorry. It's like I said, I have personal reasons. I'm not really a bigot, though I don't think the races should mingle and I suppose you should stick to women your own size."
"This cock ain't built for women my size, Marsha."
"Ha Ha, I guess you're right on that one." Marsha was standing over him now. "Thanks for the coffee, Lester." She held her hand out.
Lester reached up and shook it. He kept his hand locked in hers and pulled her down a little. "Marsha," he whispered. "Do you feel a little naughty?"
"Why?"
"Why don't you at least touch it," he said, still whispering, like it was a secret. He pulled her hand over to his cock head and released her from his grip. He brushed her fingers over the crown around the head, letting go of her hand when she caressed it on her own.
"Wow!" Marsha squeezed the head and tugged on the tip. "It's so hard." Indeed, the mighty cock hadn't shrunken an inch since getting hard. "It's so hot too, and thick. My fingers don't even touch. I can feel it throbbing."
"Why don't you check out the base and feel my nut sack too?"
Marsha kneeled, sniffing the air. The air seemed thicker around Lester's cock. It was a very masculine aroma that had her leaning closer to sniff it again. She had noticed the masculine smell before just being near the dwarf, but the smell was a lot stronger near it's penis. She liked it.
"Heft my big black balls," ordered Lester.
Marsha slid one hand down to the base of his shaft and pulled it up slightly to get a better look at his testicles. She reached out and hefted them. His scrotum was as hot as his cock, his big balls full of sperm. Marsha raised her eyes and found herself staring at the long urethra on his bulbous cock head, just inches from her mouth. The pee slit was leaking large amounts of fluid.
"Stick out your tongue and taste it."
Marsha's tongue flickered out and licked the pee slit. She shuddered with arousal.
**************
"What?" asked Ann.
Bethany blushed. "I accidentally saw you today."
"Yeah. By the pool."
"No. I mean on TV."
"Oh, you saw one of my movies. What were you doing watching that channel? Were you being bad?"
"It was an accident. I didn't mean to turn it on."
"Tell me something, Beth. Did I seem to be enjoying myself?"
"You were loving it. The black man was huge."
"Interracial porn actresses don't have to fake it. I told you I love my job."
"It was a pretty hot scene until I realized it was you. I just cant get a grip on the whole black men all have bigger cocks thing."
"That's because you're stuck in an Idaho state of mind, Beth. Watch some more movies when mom's not around.
There was a loud knocking on the door.
Bethany frowned. "Who could that be? Maybe you should hide."
Ann smiled. "It's room service. I had them send up a chicken sandwich. Sorry, but I'm famished. Don't worry, it's being charged to my room. Coming," yelled Ann, when there was another knock. Ann opened the door.
A big black man in his late twenties wearing a white coat pushed a cart in through the door. He nodded at Beth. The man was rather handsome, but a bit thuggish looking. His hair was short and cut in strips from his face to his back in a striped pattern. He also had a pierced ear with a large gold basketball shaped earring in it.
"Thanks porter," said Ann. "Add a twenty percent tip for yourself to the bill."
"Thank you, Miss," said The black man.
"Say porter," interrupted Ann as he was rolling the cart towards the door. "What's you name?"
"Bruce, ma'am." The porter was trying to keep from grinning, like he was hiding a secret.
"Hi Bruce. I'm Ann and this is my sister, Bethany. She's here for the pageant."
"Good luck to you Miss Bethany," he said. "You're quite lovely."
"Thank you," said Beth, wondering why her sister was delaying the man's departure.
"Bruce, my sister doesn't believe that black men have bigger cocks. I bet you have a big one, don't you."
"Never had a complaint, ma'am."
"Would you show it to her?"
Bruce looked Beth up and down. "You eighteen?"
"Yes," answered Bethany. "But exposing yourself is not necessary. I'll take your word for it."
"Nonsense, Miss." Bruce lifted his coat and unbuckled his belt. "You can see it."
"Ann! Stop him."
Ann laughed. "Black men like showing off their cocks to white women, Bethany.
"She's right, Miss Bethany." Bruce let his trousers fall around his ankles. He was wearing boxers that had a huge tent in them. "One problem though. I needs to be sure this isn't some sort of set up to get me fired for exposing myself."
"We wouldn't do that, Bruce," said Ann.
"I know, ma'am." Bruce walked with his pants around his ankles over to where Beth was sitting until he stood before her. "But if she wants to see it, she's gonna have to take it out."
"Ann!"
"Do it, Beth," sighed Ann. She walked over to Bruce and kneeled at his feet, staring wide eyed at the tented boxers. "Every time I see a new one, I feel like it's Christmas and I'm opening a new present. Hurry up Bethany, I want to see it."
Beth suppressed a sudden urge to giggle which meant she had decided to go through with it. She felt a little naughty as she leaned forward. "Here goes nothing," she said, pulling out his waistband.
Ann inhaled deeply through her nose. "Can you smell it?' A contented sigh escaped her throat. "So masculine."
Beth took a big whiff. "You're right." Her nipples popped out as she breathed in the smell coming from the man's crotch. Beth pulled the waistband out to it's limit, but the man's penis didn't spring free.
"You're going to have to reach in and get it, Beth," said Ann.
Beth nodded. She slipped her hand in the waistband, her fingers brushing through the man's pubic hair. She grabbed the root of his thick appendage. "It's massive! It's feels as thick as my wrist." Beth moved it around, watching the tent move under his shorts. "It's stuck, I can't get it out." The thing was straining against the material of the shorts. Beth moved her hand up the shaft and pulled again, but to no avail.



"Let me help," said Bruce. "I needs to get me some of the underwear designed for black cock." He reached around her hand, grasped the opening for his penis and pulled. The boxers ripped apart, the opening showing some of Beth's fingers grabbing the shaft, then her entire hand with seven inches of black cock sticking out. Then it showed his entire cock from root to the bulbous purplish black cock head. The boxers ripped off completely and fell to the floor.
Beth found herself holding a giant black cock. "My god! It's a foot long."
"Nope," said Ann. "That's a thirteen incher. Nice. Check out those big balls too. Bruce here is a heavy cummer."
"I see you know your way around a black cock, ma'am," said Bruce.
"Bend it towards me, Beth," said Ann.
Beth was staring fascinated at the huge shaft in her hands. She pushed the shaft towards her sister and was horrified to see Ann lean forwards and kiss the head right on the pee slit. "I acknowledge the superiority of your black cock, master." Ann then stuck out her tongue and curled it around a swollen cock head the size of a small apple.
"Ann!" Beth yanked the cock back towards her and away from her slutty sister. She found herself staring at the huge cock head just inches from her own mouth. Beth felt a strong desire to run her tongue around the swollen crown too.
"Now that it's out and hard," said Bruce, "One of you is going to take care of it. I don't really care if you suck it or jerk it off, but the swellings got to go down. How about it miss?"
Beth actually leaned forward and opened her mouth before catching herself and pulling back. This was a disgusting act that she had always refused to perform even with her boyfriend who begged her to go down on him.
"Gimme," said Ann, grabbing Bruce's cock and pulling it towards her. Ann quickly wrapped her lips around the fat cock head and Beth could see her tongue pushing out her cheeks as it swirled around in her mouth.
Soon Ann was bobbing her head over several inches. Beth stared. What Ann was doing wasn't disgusting. It was fascinating! Bruce's black cock was beautiful and it deserved to be worshipped. Ann was lucky in a way. Beth's nipples scraped against her bra and her panties were soaked as she watched Ann angle her head so that she could take the black cock down her throat. Beth's sister was amazingly skilled and eventually the entire thing disappeared as Ann kissed his pubic hair.
"Damn gurl!" Bruce had an impressed look on his face as he looked down at Ann's nose buried in his pubes.
Still, it was difficult to suck a cock that big with her neck arched and as Beth watched Ann pulled back and started sucking a little more then half the fat cock while stroking the remaining part of his shaft and kneading his balls with her other hand. Beth got off her chair and kneeled by her sister. She moved her head closer. She took a big whiff and sighed contently. The masculine scent was even stronger now, the air almost shimmered with it around the rampant black cock.
"I think your sister wants to try," said Bruce. Ann shook her head negatively around Bruce's cock. She wasn't about to quit sucking it so he placed one huge black hand on her head and pushed her back until his cock sprang free. He turned towards Beth. "You ready for a taste, Missy?"
Beth gulped. Another feeling had been growing in her mind watching her sister suck Bruce's cock and that was jealousy. Why did Ann get to suck it? What did she have that Beth didn't have? He'd offered it to her first. Beth couldn't say no this time. She leaned down and a shiver ran through her body when her lips kissed the head. Beth ran her tongue over the head. She felt it press against her lips until she opened her mouth and let it push inside. Beth wished she were naked, her hand squeezing her erect nipples while she shoved several fingers in and out of her needy pussy while sucking Bruce's superior black cock.
Since Beth wasn't nude and couldn't play with her own body, she decided to emulate Ann and use her hands to please Bruce. She cupped his balls, amazed at how heavy they were and they gave off a good deal of heat to. She stroked his shaft, feeling it's heat and it's large pulsing veins. The cock head pushed against her throat and Beth gagged. She tried again and gagged, becoming angry with herself for failing. Bruce deserved better. Beth relaxed her throat and tried again, this time taking the head down her throat. She was thankful she could breath through her nose which filled with his masculine scent. She would need lots of practice to truly satisfy a cock like Bruce's, but for now she'd please him as best she could.
Beth felt pressure on her shoulder. She shrugged it off, but the pressure grew. She opened her eyes, they crossed as she stared down the eight or nine inches of thick black cock extending from her mouth. Beth glanced to the side seeing Ann was the one pushing on her shoulder. Her older sister looked angry. Ann brought up her other hand and pushed really hard with both of them. Beth fell back on her ass, Bruce's cock springing up from her mouth and smacking his hard stomach. Her sister had reclaimed Bruce's cock for herself and was bobbing her head as rapidly as she could over Bruce's cock. Beth's eye twitched with jealousy and rage. She wanted to push Ann back off her cock, but she controlled herself and remained on the floor watching her more skilled sister service the hung black stud. She was amazed at her desire to actually fight her sister for the right to service this black stranger's cock. No wonder Ann liked her job.
"Not long now," growled Bruce. Still it seemed to take another ten minutes of Ann's rapid bobbing. Beth sat up again and moved closer. "Getting close," grunted Bruce. "Quick, show it to your sister."
Ann mewled in protest, but she quit sucking and pulled back until Bruce's cock was exposed. Beth's eyes widened at the sight. The thirteen inch cock was so swollen and engorged, magnificent and calling to her. I should have fought Ann for that big black cock, she thought. Ann had already taken it back in her mouth and started sucking again. Bruce was groaning. He grabbed Ann's head and started fucking her mouth. Ann paused and let him do all the work. He bellowed and groaned. Ann paused and Beth could see her gulping rapidly. Bruce suddenly pushed her head back and grabbed his cock as it sprang free. A big wad of sperm splattered Ann's face, coating her from her eyes to her chin. He turned and aimed it at Beth. "No!" screamed Beth, as the cock spat at her. Hers wasn't so much a wad as a long strand. The strand's tip hit her forehead and ran down to her chin. The end hadn't even hit her chin before the next strand was coming her way. This one ran from across her cheek to her ear. "Ugh," groaned Beth in disgust just as a third strand shot straight in her mouth. She closed her mouth as soon as she realized it, but she was too late. His sperm was rolling across her tongue and it was good. It was rich and still warm. Beth swallowed it, again jealous that Ann had gulped much more of his seed down. Beth used her fingers to shove more of his sperm into her mouth. She saw Ann doing the same. Sperm fanned out from Ann's lower lip across her chin as if she hadn't been able to keep up with swallowing the massive volume. Ann's tongue was licking it off her chin.
"Let's go back to my room and I'll take care of this cock properly," said Ann.
"Right behind you," said Bruce, pulling his pants up and stuffing his still very swollen cock inside.
"Nice to meet you Miss Bethany. Good luck with the pageant. If you need anything, dial room service and ask for me."
"Come on let's go," said Ann. "You better get cleaned up before mom gets back," she said to Beth.
Ann and Bruce hurried out the door.
Jesus! What if her mom had walked in on her? She'd better get cleaned up and fast. It was pretty late already and Beth found herself wondering where her mother was. It was late enough she started to worry.
*****************
In the hallway, Ann grabbed the waistband of Bruce's pants. "I can't wait to fuck that big cock of yours."
"I can't wait to fuck the famous Ann Dutton," replied Bruce. "I thought the plan was for your sister to suck me off?"
"That was before I saw what a nice slab of dark meat you had. I wanted you first."
Bruce took Ann in his arms and kissed her. His face wrinkled as he tasted his sperm on her breath, but he didn't stop. "I'm getting used to this fast," he said, breaking the kiss.
"You a newbie?"
Bruce pulled her into the elevator. Ann hit her floor's number. He pulled her ass against his crotch and cupped her large breasts. "Couple months now," he whispered in her ear. "Already had me eight white women, four here at the hotel and four at the university."
"Long Island?"
"Yeah, the company sent me to take some business management classes, but I'm not the best student, didn't study, fucked my bitches. I can try again when I get used to my new body and gets my needs under control."
"Good luck to you. I'm getting enhanced in a month. Solomon himself might breed me."
"Wow! Congratulations." The elevator opened. "Now where's your room, slut? I need to fuck."
"Come on stud."
"Can I do your ass too? The other eight couldn't take much. I've seen you take it up the ass in your movies.
Ann slid her key card through her door as quickly as possible and the two entered her room. "I think you'll be very impressed with my ass," was the last thing she said before closing the door.
***************
Marsha had closed her eyes. She'd knew she should be going, but had decided to stay just to sniff Lester's cock some more. She could still taste his fluid on her tongue. She wanted more, but she wasn't about to blow a black dwarf. There was nothing wrong with just smelling it.
Marsha felt herself choking. She opened her eyes, gagging. Her eyes crossed as they stared at the thick black shaft sticking out of her mouth. A small jet of precum sprayed the back of her throat. Lester's entire golf ball sized cock head was in her mouth and she had no memory of him pushing it in her. Her body had acted on pure instinct. She pulled back until her lips were pursed around half his cock head. The crown was out of her mouth, but the urethra was still between her lips. Another shot of precum sprayed her tongue. Her hand hefted his heavy scrotum, full of sperm, richer then the sweet tasty fluid currently squirting in her mouth. Never had she wanted to taste a man's sperm before, but she wanted Lester's balls emptying in her mouth, flowing down her throat, and filling her belly.
Marsha moved forward and swallowed the head again, then back, almost letting it leave her mouth before swallowing it again. Soon she was bobbing her head around his cock head, then several inches of his cock. It wasn't her fault. She was drunk. It was the booze making her do this. It was also her whore daughter's fault for giving her father a stroke and making Marsha go crazy from celibacy for five years. It was this crazy hotel's fault for making her constantly horny everywhere she went. Mostly, it was Lester's fault for having such a perfect dick. He'd called his big black cock superior and he was right. It was superior.
"Suck that big black cock, slut."
He's such an arrogant little bastard, though Marsha, but she couldn't stop. In fact, her body was trying harder, wanting to please him. The head was sliding up and down her throat now, while her hand was stroking his shaft from the root to her mouth. It was the hand the had her wedding ring on it. She could see the big diamond reflecting in the light as her hand jerked Lester's cock. She suddenly felt guilty, but still she didn't stop.
"I want to see you swallow more," growled Lester, grabbing her head and pulling her down.
Marsha felt the big cock head stretching her throat out as it pushed deeper. She tried not to gag, breathing deeply through her nose. She closed her eyes to grimace and when she reopened them, his pubic hair was just inches from her nose. Soon it was tickling the ends of her nose. Lester released her head and she started bobbing her head again. This time she didn't use her hand, but just squeezed her lips tightly around his thick shaft as she deep throated it again and again.
"I'm gonna shove this thing up that tight white pussy of yours when you're done, Marsha."
Marsha's groan of lust and fear was muffled by the huge black cock down her throat. She wished she was naked. Her hand would be between her legs fingering herself, she was so horny.
Lester seemed in no hurry to cum. Her neck started hurting before to long. She had to stop deep throating him and go back to jerking half while sucking the rest. Every now and then, she would swallow it down her throat. The thing was steel hard, unbendable. Her husband never had a problem getting hard before the stroke, but it was never this hard and her husband's was barely half Lester's length and width. Edgar was twice as tall, but half as big. Not for the first time, Marsha felt a little resentment towards her husband.
"Starting to feel it," said Lester, and his cock twitched.
Thank god, she thought, though a part of her didn't want this to end. Marsha wasn't a young woman any more and her body wasn't used to this kind of activity. His cock was swelling as he got closer. Still, it was another five minutes before he erupted. Just the head was in her mouth when he blew. Marsha was unprepared for the volume. It completely filled every recess of her mouth, squirting out the sides as he shoved his cock down her throat. His cock spasmed down her throat, pumping more sperm, shooting a wad in her belly. Soon, sperm was flowing down her throat as he withdrew it back to her mouth. Her mouth filled with his seed again and this time she could taste how good it really was. Marsha gulped, enjoying the sensation of hot sperm sliding down her throat. She gulped again as her mouth continued to fill. It was so good, better then she had anticipated while tasting his precum. This wasn't natural. Her husband's semen might fill a spoon, but Lester had probably cum 10oz or so and he was still shooting, though now it was taking three or more blasts to fill her mouth.
Finally, Lester pulled his cock entirely out of her mouth. He grabbed the base and squeezed upwards, Marsha instinctively stuck her tongue out to catch the remaining sperm on her tongue. Even the leftover is more then her husband's entire ejaculate, she noticed as a large strand fell on her tongue. She swallowed it, then used her finger to scoop up and lick the sperm covering her chin. It was cold now, but still good.
"Strip off them clothes, slut and go wait for me on the bed. Don't get under the covers or turn off the light. I want to see you." Lester turned and entered his bathroom.
Marsha walked towards the bed, but didn't strip. Instead she headed over to his balcony. The cool night air blowing off the ocean was salty and fresh. It cleared her mind. What the hell was she thinking? She quickly turned and almost ran across his room. She could hear the toilet flush. Lester almost bumped into her as she reached the door to his room.
"Where do you think you are going, slut? Get back here so I can fuck you."
"I'm sorry," she cried, opening the door. "I gotta go."
"Stop! Get your ass back here. I know you want this cock. What are you afraid of?"
Marsha turned and looked down at the cock he was hefting in his hands. It was already hard again. She did want it and that's why she was afraid. Marsha turned and fled towards the elevator.
Lester walked out in the hall naked and watched her go. "Don't wait too long to change your mind. I won't be here forever."
*****************
Day Three
Beth noticed her mom was uncharacteristically silent the next morning at breakfast, but she didn't much feel like talking either. Marsha accompanied her most of the day, watching her practice her routines. Nor did her mom go out that night. That was fine with Beth, she hadn't wanted to see her sister after her slutty behavior with Bruce. Behavior that still made Bethany angry when she thought about it and she was embarrassed to realize that a lot of her anger was jealousy. The problem with her mother not giving her any time alone was that it left her sexually frustrated. She wanted to play with herself again and finally did, but it was late at night in her bed in the pitch dark when Beth really wanted the TV on to watch dirty movies again.
Day Four
That morning her mom seemed bitchier then usual and frustrated, but then so was Beth. Marsha snapped at her to hurry up or they would be late for practice and Bethany actually snapped back at her mother. Marsha stared back at her in shock and Bethany covered her mouth with her palm looking at her mother in horror, but Marsha didn't say anything. They both just hurried out of the room and down to the auditorium.
Late in the afternoon, they were sunbathing at the pool and Beth found herself wanting to moan as she rubbed the Trinibogo Tropic across her flat stomach. She wanted to slip her hands under her panties. Her mom cleared her throat, impatient for the lotion herself. Bethany sighed and handed her mom the bottle. "Sorry, I snapped at you this morning, mom," she told Marsha.
"I'm sorry too, dear. Maybe, we've been spending too much time together." Marsha pulled a large dollop of lotion in her hand and rubbed it in her thigh. Her hand moved inwards closer to the bottom of her panties.
They were interrupted by the bartender. "Excuse me, this is from the gentlemen at the bar." The bartender handed Marsha a mix drink complete with tiny umbrella and slice of orange.
Marsha looked over at Beth who was frowning towards the bar. The only one drinking there appeared to be a tiny black man. "Thank whoever sent this for me," said Marsha to the bartender. "Tell him I'm married." Marsha held up her hand and flashed her wedding ring.
"Certainly ma'am," replied the bartender running his eyes down both Dutton's bodies. "I'm Langston. Just let me know if you need anything else."
Marsha caught the movement of his eyes checking her out and her own eyes flickered down to his crotch. She was impressed by the bulge and she swore it moved.
Bethany stared at the bartender's crotch. His bulge was impressive and instinct told her it was a big one. She wanted to shove her fingers in her pussy right then and there. She wanted him to pull it out so she could see it. She needed time alone to masturbate again. "Maybe you should go out tonight for awhile so we can have some alone time," she said to her mom.
Marsha looked over her drink as she sipped it, gazing at Lester sitting at the bar. "I think I will go out tonight, dear."
****************
Lester's cell phone vibrated in his pants. He checked it and read the text. It read, "She's heading for the elevator." He quickly left his room and strolled towards the elevator door on his floor. His cell vibrated again. "On casino floor." The elevator took a long time to reach his floor and an even longer time to descend to the casino level. He confidently strolled towards the Addis Aba Bar and entered it. There was no sign of Marsha. Somewhat surprised, he sent a quick text off to the monitor. "10-20?" Lester left the bar with his cell phone in hand assuming she was at Two Buck Tim's. He was halfway across the casino floor near the table games when his cell phone went off. "Lost! Target disappeared in crowd. Will keep trying." Lester growled. He was sure, Marsha must be chomping on her bit to get her pussy stuffed with some cock. Maybe she was trying to get some black cock, just not from him? She wouldn't be the first to ignore him for another black man. He changed direction and headed for the blackjack tables. He climbed into a seat and placed a bet, hoping the monitors would find her. They were busy watching for sexual activity among the pageant contestants and couldn't devote too much time to finding one woman for him. Plus, not every hall and room had a hidden camera. He sat and waited focusing on the game.



****************
Bethany was naked the second her mom walked out the door. Soon she was on her back, legs spread, her finger stroking across her clit. The young woman had found it to be a great source of pleasure when she stroked the distended nub. The television showed Ann lovingly sucking on a gorgeous black cock. Honestly, the movie was disgusting. The title was "Lesbo Chicks Discover Black Dicks" and Ann actually had a Lesbian scene in it. However disgusting watching two women go at it was, the movie turned hot when the black dicks came into play.
Bethany had a small unsatisfying orgasm. She got off the bed feeling dirty and took a quick shower. After her shower, she paced the room in her pajamas, walked out on the balcony and stared out at the ocean for fifteen minutes, a sight she felt she'd never grow used to. Frustrated and confused over her feelings, Bethany walked over to the bed and kneeled, leaning on it, her hands folded in prayer. She prayed for guidance. The only response she got was a loud growl from her stomach. Bethany took it as a sign.
Beth picked up the phone and dialed room service. "Hi. Can you send a turkey club up to room 902 please. Yes, thank you. Oh and if Bruce is working, have him bring it."
Beth hung up the phone. Tonight, she wouldn't have to share that big black cock with her sister. Tonight, she'd suck and lick it and take it down her throat. His cum tasted better then any sandwich. Her pussy suddenly started leaking. She'd keep her clothes on. She couldn't trust her body around Bruce's cock. Her pussy wanted it. She couldn't cheat on her boyfriend and she wasn't on birth control. She'd have to settle for sucking it.
Bethany sat down on the bed to wait.
***************
Marsha was dressed to kill. She was proud of her looks, but didn't like dressing to show off her body. She hated older women who dressed like their daughters, finding it inappropriate and believing those women were being unrealistic. Women should accept aging and do it gracefully. She'd changed by her bed and slipped out of the room, yelling bye to her daughter and hoping Bethany wouldn't see what she was wearing.
Marsha wore a short skirt that came to mid-thigh. Her legs looked like they belonged on a woman twenty years younger. They were fit and firm, tanned from her recent sunbathing. They were smooth and without a trace of varicose veins. Her top had spaghetti straps over her shoulders that left her arms bare. Her arms were also fit and smooth, with only minor sag around the upper arm when she held her arm straight out. Most embarrassing was her top. It hugged her breasts, a push up bra holding her mighty EE-cups up and firm. The top was low cut and the view of her cleavage was as impressive as the grand canyon's. The Howard women were gifted with big breasts, her mom had EE's and her late grandmother's breasts hung down to her navel. No Howard woman ever had trouble attracting attention from men and Edgar Dutton seemed hypnotized by her breasts the first time he saw her with her bra off. Both Bethany and the slut daughter had big DD-cup breasts on their small framed bodies and so did Marsha at their age, but age and childbirth had made hers swell to the pendulous heavy udders that approached EE's and made her back ache from time to time. Showing off her navel was also something she never did, despite a flat sexy stomach. The top stopped about an inch above her belly button. Most of her stomach was as flat as either of her daughters, but she did have a slight motherly bulge beneath her belly button. Heeled sandals showed off her painted toes. She wore some makeup, red lipstick and a touch of eye liner. Her hair was curled, the occasional streaks of gray the only indication that this was a woman closer to fifty then forty.
Marsha passed the Eden Spa. It was the casino's spa and massage. Through the window she could see a giant muscular black man dressed in white shorts and a white tee shirt leading a middle aged woman back to a massage room. Marsha recognized the woman as one of the pageant contestants chaperones. Next door was Black's Gym. One of the owners of the chain was a judge at the pageant. Several muscular black men were strolling through the workout equipment giving advice to a large group of people exercising. Several were working closely with some of the pageant contestants.
After Black's Gym was Posers. Posers was a large dance club filled with a mostly younger crowd. It leased the space from the casino and hadn't been remodeled as it was independently owned. The main entrance was off the street, but there was also a smaller entrance from the casino. A huge white guy half fat and half muscle was checking id's at the door. He smiled and waved her inside. Marsha smiled. She looked young, but not young enough to get carded.
********************
Scott's eyes bugged out when he saw the woman's cleavage. The woman flashed him a shy smile. She was stacked and packed and at first glance appeared late thirties, but a closer look showed her to be much older.
His lips curled up in a wry grin and he nodded at her. She nodded back, smiling as she sat at the bar and ordered a drink. She picked up her mixed drink and swirled it before taking a sip. His eyes glanced at the hand holding the drink, easily making out the white band around her ring finger, obvious against her tanned hand.
Scott was working up the nerve to go talk to her, when his friends grabbed him and pulled him out to the dance floor. Posers was a dance club and the dance area was always crowded. It wasn't a couples dance place, but a group dance club. People just danced. His group consisted of five guys and two of their girlfriends. They were in their early twenties and all worked in the city. Tonight the club didn't have a band, but the DJ was playing some good mixes.
Scott felt a tap on his shoulder and turned. The woman from the bar was dancing up to him. He took in the amazing figure before she put one arm around his neck and they started dancing together. Her other arm held her drink. Scott placed his hands on her bare waist and pulled her closer. He knew without any doubt that he would be fucking this sexy older woman in a short while. "Scott," he whispered in her ear.
"Marsha," she replied.
Scott pulled her close and held her as they danced. One of his single male friends caught his eye and winked. They were always looking to get laid and Posers was the bar for hook ups. It had always been a hot spot in town, but something had changed when the casino became the Nubian King. Scott and his friends realized their odds of getting laid here had suddenly dramatically increased. Woman staying at the casino seemed to show up here looking more for sex then to dance. Scott had fucked six women staying at the casino. Two had been fat, one had been fifteen years older then Marsha, but Scott didn't care. He'd once told his friends that he would fuck anything. Of course, one had been a very attractive married woman who complained that her husband hadn't been able to get it up since they'd arrived in Atlantic City. He'd seen her the next night with one of the casino's black employees.
Marsha's abdomen brushed against his crotch and she seemed to notice his bulge. She pressed against it and he swore she shuddered. "Lets go get another drink," she said.
Scott nodded and winked at his friends. She held his hand, leading him back to the bar. She ordered them a round and even paid for the drinks. They sat at the bar and talked ordering another round. Scott found it difficult to stare at her face while talking to her with her vast cleavage sucking his eyes down into their depths. She laughed at one of his jokes and put a hand on his knee. Scott froze. "Wanna get out of here?" he asked.
"Love to," said Marsha, quickly guzzling down her drink.
"Do you have a room here?"
"Yes, but my dau... I'm chaperoning one of the pageant contestants. She's using the room. How about you?"
"I live outside the city. It's a long commute."
"Damn," she groaned.
"Come with me," he said. Scott led her to one of the places he had fucked one of the fat chicks. They exited to the street from the casino's main entrance. Scott held her arm as they crossed the street and walked down the dark road towards the boardwalk. The neighboring block consisted of several buildings and an intersecting alley through them.
"You want to have sex in an alley?" she asked.
"No, I want to have sex on a water bed in a cabana on the beach in the Caribbean while a full moon reflects off the blue water while the dolphins sing, but an alley is all we got."
Marsha laughed. "I'm still following you."
The alley was filled with dumpsters and a few low illumination security lights. It was very quiet and they seemed safe from being disturbed. Scott pushed her against a wall and began kissing her. Their tongues teased each other, pushing first into her mouth, then back into his. Scott's hands moved from her waist to the bottom of her top, trying to push it up over her breasts, but the top was too tight against her large bosom. She pushed him back and pulled her spaghetti strap over her shoulders. Scott eagerly pulled the top down. Marsha rolled her eyes as he stared in awe at her tightly constrained breasts. He was too impatient to reach behind her and unhook her bra. Instead he just slid his fingers under her bra and flicked them up over her breasts. "Wow!" he cried as her breasts sagged down.
"They're too big," she complained, moaning as he pinched one of her erect nipples.
"Their magnificent," he said, bending down and taking the nipple he'd been pinching between his lips. Marsha moaned and held his head tightly against her breast. Scott reached down and fumbled with his belt, quickly opening his pants.
Marsha felt his hands come up under her skirt, quickly grasping her panties. She felt sick to her stomach suddenly. She wasn't in a dirty Atlantic City alley. She was in her living room. Her husband was sitting in the wheelchair he'd used after his stroke. He was frowning at her as he watched his wife and the mother of his two daughters about to have sex with a man young enough to be her son. Marsha felt tears in her eyes. Scott was still gently biting one of her nipples. Her hands went from grasping his shoulders to resting her palms against them to push him back, but she hesitated.
Marsha's panties were down now and Scott had pulled her thighs open. His finger rubbed along her slit and she felt shamed by how wet she was. Scott released her nipple and lifted her up along the wall. Something hard slid along her slit and then it was in. Marsha gasped in shock and joy. All thoughts of resisting fled her mind as she felt her first stiff dick inside her in five years.
Scott worked the end around, coating it with her fluids, pushing it deeper as she opened for him. Marsha's tears of shame became tears of joy. This young stud wasn't a limp dick like the other two men she'd tried to hook up with. The head of his prick suddenly slid deep and Marsha moaned with pleasure as she trembled from her first orgasm in a long time. Even before her husband's stroke, she hadn't cum with him in years. It had been maybe eight years since she'd cum with a man and it felt good. "Oh god, fuck me," she whispered.
"You got it, babe," growled Scott. Scott moved faster, thrusting as quickly as he could.
Marsha thought Scott felt like her husband, though he hadn't been able to maintain the pace this young man could for years. It felt great, but she wanted more. "Deeper," she begged, whispering in his ear. "Harder, fuck me harder and deeper." Marsha sobbed with joy again. "I love your big cock."
Scott growled and pumped faster. His dick was completely average and it thrilled him to be called big. "Gonna blow soon."
"Cum in me. Give me that big cock." Marsha wanted him deeper, stretching her out. She felt him grunt, sperm coated her insides. "Fuck me with that big black cock." She came again. Her husband nodded his approval from the wheelchair while she fucked the black dwarf. "Fuck me, Lester."
Scott pulled out and released her. Marsha almost slid down the wall to the dirty alley floor, but caught herself. He was pulling up his pants and frowning down at her. Marsha's face flushed with embarrassment. She watched Scott turn and leave without a word to her and she didn't blame him. "I'm fucked up," she said, pulling herself to her feet. Scott had seemed to fill her up completely, yet she had wanted more. She pictured Lester's superior black cock. His semen tasting so good. She licked her lips at the memory. She should have never left his room that night. She didn't even think of Lester as a person the first time she met him. The dwarf wasn't an "it", but the most superior person she'd ever met. "You are fucked up," she said again, leaving the alley. Marsha wanted to avoid seeing Scott in the club, so she turned and headed for the boardwalk.
****************
Bethany trembled when the knock finally came on her door. "Room service," called a voice she recognized as Bruce's. She was a little shaky as she walked over and opened the door. Bruce stood there, smiling down at her, a knowing grin on his face. He was holding a tray. "One turkey club, Miss Beth."
"Yes, Bruce," she replied. "Bring it on in." She stepped aside as he entered the room. Beth glanced up and down the hall. Here and there several groups of contestants were talking. Beth backed up and shut the door.
"How much do I owe you?"
"$14.99."
Beth rolled her eyes at the exorbitant cost. The same sandwich would have been five dollars at the diner back home. "Oops, my mom has all my money."
"That's no problem Miss Beth, I can put it on your room bill." Bruce put the tray down and walked up to her. "Was there anything else you wanted?"
"No... I... Um."
"Anything you need?"
Bethany gulped. How do you tell a man that you want to suck his cock? "J-just the sandwich."
Bruce nodded and smiled. "Then I'll be going. Say these are nice pajamas." One big black hand reached out and felt the sleeve of her top. "Soft," he mumbled. He slid his hand over to her large bosom. "This is soft too." He squeezed her breast. Beth moaned in response, not stopping him. She moaned and shivered as his finger pinched her engorged nipple through her pajama top. His other hand came up and pinched her other nipple. Beth wanted to fall into his arms. "You gots some big white tittys, Miss Bethany. Now I can put the sandwich on your tab, but I still need a tip." Bruce moved his hand off her breasts and up to her shoulders. He pushed down. Beth didn't resist, falling to her knees at his feet, staring at the bulge in his pants. "Was the sandwich all you wanted?"
"No," whispered Beth. "I want to see your penis again, suck it some more."
"Say it right. This ain't no little white boy penis." Bruce undid his pants.
"I want to see your black cock again. I want to suck your big black cock."
"Better." Bruce pulled his cock out this time. He watched Beth gasp, her eyes lighting up. "You want this all to yourself this time."
"Yes," whispered Bethany. She reached out and took the stiffening shaft from Bruce's hand. It looked bigger in her little white hand then it did in his enormous hands. "All mine." She leaned forward and ran her tongue around the head.
Bruce stepped back. "Do what your sister did." He stepped forward again.
Beth leaned down and placed her pursed lips upon the tip, feeling the fluid pouring from his urethra on her lips. She closed her eyes and trembled, inhaling the powerful masculine scent coming from his cock. "I acknowledge the superiority of your black cock," she said, kissing it.
"Thank me."
Bethany frowned, looking up at the giant black man. "Thank you?" she asked, looking perplexed.
"Why are you thanking me?"
Bethany closed her eyes and sniffed the bulbous head of his dark cock. "Thank you for letting me suck your cock," she replied, realizing it was true.
"You're welcome. You may began."
Bethany nodded, grinned, and kissed the head again. She then began licking all around the head, tasting his precum and lapping it up as quickly as it oozed out of his urethra. Soon Bethany was kissing the tip, only this time, she opened her mouth wider and wider and let his entire cock head slip inside her mouth. She tightly squeezed her lips around the shaft and bobbed her head. Beth gagged and choked as the head pushed back into her throat. She pushed forwards, suppressing the reflex to force the cock out of her mouth. She felt the head slide past her tonsils as it made it's way deeper down her throat.
Beth felt a wave of pleasure engulf her body. This was her cock and hers alone. There was no Ann here to steal this cock from her like she had two nights ago. She shuddered at the memory of Bruce pointing his cock at her, sperm hitting her face and going in her mouth. It had tasted so good and tonight she'd have more of it. Beth bobbed her head faster.
Bruce reached down and wrapped his fingers in Bethany's hair. He guided her head at a pace he desired. It was too much for the teen and she gagged. Bruce relented a little, still guiding her head, but letting her only suck on half his cock. She reached up and used her hand on the rest. Her other hand found and squeezed his ball sack. Bruce moaned and forced her head to move faster. "Oh yeah, slut, that's good," he groaned. "I'm gonna fill your belly and then I'm gonna fill that tight white pussy of yours."
Beth shuddered again. She wished she had pulled her top off before sucking him. She wanted to play with her nipples or shove her fingers inside her pussy. She did want to try it in her pussy. Beth quickly unbuttoned her pajama top and let it fall open. Her hands came up pinching and tugging on her nipples while she bobbed her head over five inches of cock. She trembled, moaning around the cock in her mouth. Her panties felt soaked. Beth's right hand left her nipple and slid down her stomach, slipping under the waistbands of her pajamas and panties. Her fingers found her pussy and pushed inside. She shuddered almost immediately as she had a small orgasm.
Bruce was impatient and grabbed her head, forcing it down over more of his cock. Beth continued frigging her pussy while he shoved his thick black cock deeper down her throat. She wanted to gag and felt like she was choking, but she ignored it, breathing through her nose. The knobby cock head pushed past her tonsils, deeper and deeper until his pubes tickled her nose. She came again as she realized she had just swallowed the whole thing. Still, it was difficult to deep throat such a big cock. Bruce grabbed the hand she had on her breast and brought it up to his shaft. Bethany found herself rapidly bobbing her head over half his cock while stroking the rest. Eventually, his cock swelled even thicker and Bruce started groaning. Bethany redoubled her efforts moving both her head and hand as rapidly as she could. Bruce grunted and thrust his hips forward, shoving several inches of cock deeper in her throat. His shaft jerked, the first wad filling her belly. Bethany yanked her head back until the tip of his cock exited her throat just as it blew it's second large wad. Hot rich sperm filled her mouth and she gulped it down. Sperm again filled her mouth making her cheeks bulge out. Bethany swallowed, but some squirted out the sides of her mouth. Again her mouth filled and she almost gagged keeping up with the flow, but it was so good. Finally, the bursts of semen stopped, but his cock still sprayed streams of sperm in her mouth. She was able to roll her tongue around his hot seed, tasting it, loving it, wanting more. She swallowed again and again, savoring each jet of sperm. Finally, Bruce pulled his cock out of her mouth. "Hold yo tongue out," he growled. He grabbed his shaft and stroked his fist forward. Bethany thought he was done, but incredibly another big wad of sperm shot out, covering her nose and eyes. A final strand shot from his cock and landed on her tongue. For a few seconds it hung like a web from her tongue to his urethra before it fell off his cock completely. "How's that? Good?"



Bethany smiled. "It was incredible. I love sucking your cock."
"Well, your gonna love this mutha in your pussy even more."
"Yes, I think I am," said Bethany, staring in awe at his cock. It had shrunken several inches and was bending downward. When he mentioned her pussy it began reversing course and rising again. Bethany glanced at the clock on the nightstand. "Jesus! It's late, mom could be home any moment. You've got to get dressed. Hurry."
"Not tills I fucks this pussy."
"Tomorrow night Bruce. I promise."
Bruce sneered and for a moment it looked like he wasn't about to stop, but then he appeared to calm down. Bruce stepped back and began to dress. "Tomorrow night. Call me as soon as she leaves."
"Yes, as soon as mom's gone. I can't wait." Bethany grinned evilly. She leaned forward just before his cock was about to disappear in his underwear. She kissed the head and licked it. "I want your superior black cock in my pussy as soon as possible," she said.
"Bitch!" growled Bruce, having difficulty shoving his now fully hard cock in his underwear. "You'll pay for that, you tease."
"I hope so," laughed Beth. "Let yourself out. I gotta get cleaned up before mom gets back."
Beth looked over at the turkey sandwich, but she was no longer hungry.
****************
Lester kissed the right ass cheek of the Russian girl as she dressed. Svetlana was one of the casino's cocktail waitresses and all she had to wear was the leopard skin bikini lying on the floor beside the bed. She put the bikini on and stepped inside her heeled sandals. "Good timing," she said. Her "good" sounding like "gude". "My shift begins in an hour."
Lester lifted the rear of the loincloth and spanked her ass. "Get to work then." He let the girl out of his apartment. She had been an easy lay. All the sexy cocktail waitresses were black cock sluts. Most had fallen during training before the casino even reopened. Some had moved on to dancing at the nearby Atlantic City zebra club, some were now nude modeling, and some had moved on to making porns. Their replacements usually discovered black cock within a week of being hired.
The nude dwarf waddled over to the shower. His cock dragged along the floor, the contact stimulating it some and making it swell. It was nearly fully hard when he entered the shower. He had asked for a handicapped room so that he wouldn't have to climb into a tub. The shower was ground level and he could walk right in.
Lester scrubbed off the remnants of last nights love making. Flakes of dried sperm, churned into globs by the relentless pounding of his cock, covered his crotch. His genitals were also still sticky from the Russian's multiple orgasms. He rubbed the soap into his cock, his hand gliding up the hard shaft. Lester resisted the urge to masturbate as he felt his balls stirring. His cock was still hard as he left the shower. He belted his little robe on just as the doorbell rang.
Lester walked over to the door. His cock stuck straight out from between the folds of his robe. He was forced to open his robe, pull his shaft up against his chest and retie the robe's belt to hold his cock up. "Who is it," he called, unable to see through the peephole. Even in a handicapped room, nobody had thought to lower the peephole.
"It's Marsha," called a voice on the other side of the door.
Lester smirked and opened his door. "Marsha, good to see you. Come on in."
Marsha forced a smile on her face and nodded her head as a greeting. She walked past the little man and into his large room. She looked at the unmade bed and at the rumpled sheets. She wondered if he would be fucking her on it in a few minutes. "Lester, I..." She didn't no how to finish her sentence. She'd never had to ask anyone to fuck her before. She didn't have to. Marsha held her head down and turned around. "Oh my!" she cried, seeing that Lester had dropped his robe and that monster cock of his was sticking straight out from his crotch.
"Get out of them clothes, bitch and on the bed."
Marsha only stared at it for a second before her hands came up to fumble with her top. Her belly growled as she stared at the fluid slowly leaking from his cock head. It had tasted so good the other night. "I'm sorry about the other night," she finally said. Lester was staring at her body hungrily and she realized she was now down to her underwear. She hadn't even remembered stripping of her clothes.
"You're really gonna be sorry once I gets this in ya," said Lester, hefting his mighty cock. "I'm only here a few more nights and you're gonna be wishing I put this in ya the night we met and a dozen times since."
Marsha trembled as she unhooked her bra and let it drop to the floor. If sex with Lester was as good as he made it out to be, she was in for the best fucking of her life. Marsha leaned down and pulled her panties down her legs. There was a small insignificant wet spot from where Scott's sperm had leaked onto it. She was now naked before the little black man. Marsha stood up straight and thrust her breasts outwards proudly. So far he hadn't said anything. She wondered if he was pleased by her body. She closed her eyes and trembled some more.
Lester stepped up to Marsha. Her ponderous breasts hung down, putting her nipples in line with his eyes. He tilted his head and sucked one nipple between his lips. Marsha gasped and then she whimpered as Lester's fingers reached up between her thighs and felt her wetness. "I see you're ready for me," he growled, plunging his fingers up into her pussy. The hot and horny bitch actually came as three of his fingers pushed inside her as deep as they could go which wasn't far given his smaller hands. He felt her heat and wetness as her pussy tried to squeeze down over his fingers. Lester gave her nipple a playful little bite before backing away from her. He looked up at the haughty woman still standing still, chest pushed out. She was looking at him expectantly. "Get down on all fours," he ordered.
Marsha kneeled and then fell forwards on all fours. She knew what he was doing. He was humbling her. He wanted to look down on her while she looked up at him. Days ago, she was barely willing to talk to the black dwarf and had abandoned him the moment another man hit on her. Now, he was going to make her pay for her pride.
"Crawl over to me and beg to suck my cock, slut."
Damn him and damn me, thought Marsha. I'm going to do it. Marsha's arm moved forward and then her knee followed it. She was crawling towards the dwarf. "Please Lester. Let me suck your cock."
"Not good enough," said Lester, taking a step backwards.
"Oh god," cried Marsha, humiliated. "I need to suck your big black cock again. Please let me suck your big black cock. I w-want to taste your cum again. It tasted so good." Marsha realized that everything she was saying was true. She wanted to taste him again. She needed this cock. His cock was sticking straight out and her lips were approaching the big head. Just as her lips were poised to touch it and her mouth was opening, Lester pulled his cock up to his chest.
"Clean my black balls first."
Marsha crawled forwards another step, lowering her belly onto the floor so that she could lick his hairy scrotum. It was as big as her two fists put together, dark black, wrinkly, and covered in pubic hair. She licked his balls and immediately felt a pubic hair in her mouth. She continued licking, tasting several more hairs. He was clean from his recent shower, but his crotch stilled smelled exciting and the odor was stronger around his balls. Marsha's enthusiasm increased. She wanted to please the black dwarf, so she opened her mouth and tried to fit one of his large testicles inside it. It wouldn't fit, so she just sucked on it. She switched to the other ball and sucked on it. Lester groaned, but actually jerked his crotch back from her mouth from the sensitivity.
Lester's cock fell and whacked Marsha's head. She angled her head and licked up the underside of his foot long shaft until she reached the head. Marsha pushed herself off the floor, her mouth engulfing the head and she began sucking. It was easier this time. A strange sense of belonging filled Marsha as she bobbed her head over his cock. How very strange to feel this way while sucking a black dwarf's cock in a hotel room far from home. She had not felt such a strong feeling of belonging or purpose at home, in her husband's arms, or giving birth to her daughters. She was where she was supposed to be, doing what she was born to do. Doing what she loved doing.
Marsha came. Her orgasm sent waves of pleasure throughout her body. It was intense and stronger then the one she'd had with Scott earlier that night. She hadn't remembered when her hand had found it's way between her legs, but sometime after she began sucking Lester, she had also started fingering herself. As good as it was, she pulled her hand out from between her legs so that she could concentrate on sucking Lester's cock and holding herself up. It was her job to pleasure him, not herself. Her time would come later.
Marsha pushed her head forward, her tongue pressing the underside of his cock as she took him deep in her throat. When her nose pushed against his pubes, she began bobbing her head with most of his cock down her throat. Then she pulled up and used her hand to jerk his shaft while bobbing her head over half his cock. Soon she was rapidly sucking just the head, while stroking the shaft with two hands. Suddenly, Marsha paused and pulled his cock from her mouth. "I want you to fuck me," she said, looking at him.
"Don't worry. You'll get this cock, slut. Now finish the blow job."
Marsha kissed his cock head and then went back to sucking it. There was no doubt in her mind that he would keep his promise. She bobbed her head as fast as she could, pausing only to rest her neck. His stamina was as amazing as the last time. It was close to a half hour before his cock started swelling. Marsha pulled her head back, keeping the head in her mouth. She wanted to taste him. Soon she got her wish. Hot sperm sprayed against the back of her throat and her whole mouth filled at the blink of an eye. Sperm squirted from the sides of her mouth before she could swallow.
Marsha gulped, relaxing her throat as his semen flowed down her into her belly. Lester kept giving little thrusts of his hips as he came forcing his cock head down to her tonsils, churning the sperm that continued erupting from his shaft. Her mouth filled again and again, her swallowing kept up with his ejaculate and no more of his sperm was wasted. His final wads were still enormous, but she could roll them around her tongue, tasting him before swallowing and tasting the next squirt. It tasted the same, but each wad was different like a snowflake.
Marsha removed him from her mouth and stuck her tongue out. She looked up at him as she stroked his shaft forwards, trying to milk the last few drops out. His cock surprised her and sent a long strand across her face before a second strand fell onto her tongue hanging from his pee slit before a little more forced it to fall into her mouth.
"Well done, slut," said Lester, when he was finally done cumming. "Now go get cleaned up and join me on the bed."
Marsha climbed to her feet. It seemed unnatural that she towered over this real man. He should be the one towering over her. He quickly leaned forward and nipped one of her nipples before smacking her on her ass and pushing her in the direction of his bathroom. Marsha entered his bathroom and turned on the hot water over his sink. Her hand came up to her face and pushed the long strand of sperm towards her tongue. Marsha Dutton what have you become, she asked herself? No wonder Lester, seemed to revel in calling her a slut. Marsha quickly leaned down and washed her face.
When she returned to the main room. Lester was lying on his back on the bed. He was holding his erect cock in his hand. "Ride me." he commanded.
Marsha climbed on the bed. His cock was so long, she had to stand over Lester's lap and then squat. She gulped as she felt the enormous head pressing against her pussy. She even felt a little squirt of precum coat her labia, but she was already wet for him. Marsha pushed down and she came again as the head pushed inside her. There was no turning back now and as each additional inch entered her all thoughts of regret vanished. She felt an orgasm building and it would be a big one. It came when she had taken about six inches. Marsha wasn't prepared for it's intensity. She screamed with pleasure, her cum running down Lester's shaft. Her legs started to shake and grew weak. Marsha found herself collapsing, her body slamming down, impaling herself on his cock. Her scream turned to pain as Lester's cock head slammed against her cervix before pushing through into her womb.
Dazed, Marsha shook her head to clear it. The brief stabbing pain she had felt was fading. Waves of pleasure radiated out from her pussy and breasts. She blinked her eyes and looked down at the hands both big and small at the same time kneading her breasts. Lester's fingers would pinch and tug roughly on her nipples from time to time, but it felt incredible.
"Damn slut! You got some big ass white titties."
"Thank you," replied Marsha, not knowing what else to say. "Your cock is amazing."
"Time to ride it then," said Lester. He removed one hand from her breast and brought it down hard on her ass cheek. "Giddee up."
Marsha hadn't completely recovered from her orgasm, but she slowly started bouncing in his lap. She'd barely started moving when she came again. She felt wetness around her thighs as her cum soaked Lester's pubic hair and balls. She'd decided to have an affair because she missed sex with her husband, but this was better then anything she'd ever imagined. Scott was a nobody and she couldn't remember what sex with her husband felt like. It was almost like she was having sex for the first time. She recovered faster this time, not wanting the movement to stop. Marsha was on her knees now and couldn't use her legs so she could only bounce in his lap. She came again and collapsed on Lester. The dwarf found her nipples in his face. His sucked one between his lips and bucked his hips. Marsha moaned. Lester switched to her other nipple and sucked it for awhile. Soon he grew bored of this position. He wanted to fuck her with the full length of his cock. The dwarf flexed his big muscles and rolled the woman over.
Marsha found herself on her back. Lester sat up off her body and kneeled between her spread legs. His cock started moving. Her pussy gripped it as he nearly removed his entire cock. She could feel his thick cock head stretching her labia out before it pushed deep, through her cervix, and into her womb again. Soon it was back at her labia. Twice he teased her, pulling it out all the way and Marsha found herself begging him to put it back in. He did and started fucking her faster. Each time he buried his cock, Marsha raised her hips to meet his thrust. She came several more times, each one bigger then the last. Lester's cock felt even bigger. He suddenly slammed it forward with enough force it hurt a little and then she felt the jet of sperm hit her womb. Marsha was suddenly thrashing around on the bed as she had her biggest orgasm yet. Jet after jet of sperm struck her womb prolonging her orgasm. Suddenly her pussy was empty. Lester's monster cock was sliding between her thighs, past her belly button. It glistened with her juices and it really did look bigger then it had when she sucked it. The head spit at her and a wad of sperm struck her face. She had to close her eyes, but she knew the thing hadn't stopped cumming, More semen splattered on her breasts and belly as he pulled his cock back.
Marsha was wiping the cum from her eyes when she felt Lester tugging on her leg. He was trying to roll her over. She was still groggy, but he was persistent and she complied. Marsha turned over on her belly and raised her ass up when he tugged on her hips. She gasped as he entered her again. His cock must have barely quit cumming and already he was sticking it back in her. Marsha kept her face down in the covers with her ass up in the air. Lester leaned against her and she realized the little black man must be standing behind her where a normal sized man would have kneeled in such a position. It worked well. He was able to pound her pussy hard from the rear. Marsha found herself moaning into the sheets as she started cumming again.
Marsha didn't think she could take much more. That last big orgasm had been better then all the orgasms she ever had with her husband in a lifetimes worth of fucking. How was it possible to cum so much? How could she not with such a superior cock as Lester's fucking her into submission? She felt addicted to his cock already. She turned her head and glanced at the clock. She couldn't believe how late it was. They had been fucking for hours. His cock felt like it was getting bigger again and he was slamming it harder. Lester's hands were squeezing her ass cheeks as he fucked her. His hand shifted and suddenly his thumb was pressing against her rectum. She wanted to pull away, but couldn't. This was unnatural. His thumb pushed hard and quickly slipped inside her ass. Instead of feeling unpleasant or hurting, her ass squeezed it and Marsha moaned with increased pleasure. Hot seed struck her womb again and Marsha came, her ass clenching his thumb. The added stimulation made this orgasm even bigger then the last.
Lester didn't pull out this time. He let her womb fill up with his sperm. He pulled his thumb out of her ass as he slowly pulled his cock from her pussy. His sperm followed his cock, first pouring out when his cock came free and then reducing to just a trickle. She felt her cervix close up trapping a good deal of his seed in her womb.
"Oh god, Lester, " moaned Marsha with her face still in the sheets. "That was incredible. I've never been fucked like that. I gotta go. It's late and my daughter will be worried." Marsha tried to push herself up on all fours. She managed it after several attempts.
Lester suddenly spanked her ass cheek again. "I'm breaking your slut ass in next time."
Marsha grimaced in fear. Just the thought of that monster anywhere near her ass frightened her. Hopefully he was kidding. She struggled to get into his bathroom and managed to clean herself up as best as she could. She left the bathroom and walked out to retrieve her clothes. Lester was propped up on the bed watching the TV. He was flipping back between the news and an interracial porn movie. Marsha stared at him as she dressed. His cock was splayed out between his legs, nearly as long as his short legs. Amazingly, a scene on the porn must have excited him because his cock suddenly extended an inch and the whole thing plumped up a little. He reached out and grabbed the phone beside the bed.
"Ah Lester," she said. "Thanks. I um..."
Lester waved his hand at her dismissively and said into the phone, "This is Mr. Nibelung. I need some clean sheets brought up to my room."
Marsha turned and let herself out the door.
***************
Day Five
"Watch it Idaho!"
"Sorry," mumbled Bethany. Miss Teen Arkansas was busy rubbing her foot where Beth had stepped on it.
The dance instructor frowned at her and said, "Once more from the top, girls."
Bethany was distracted and couldn't focus on practicing her routine. All she could think about was Bruce's cock and that she'd hopefully have it in her pussy later that day. Her mom was in the audience, but she too seemed distracted like she didn't want to be here either. Beth tried to focus on dancing, but the pageant just didn't seem important to her anymore. Her usually obsessive mom had missed the beginning of rehearsal to go shopping which was completely out of character for her. Beth bumped into Arkansas again. "Sorry," she mumbled. Her mom hadn't even noticed all the mistakes she was making. Marsha Dutton was just staring off into space.



"If you want, I can replace you with another girl, Idaho," yelled the dance instructor.
"Sorry, I'm just a bit distracted," replied Beth.
"Then I should replace you with someone more focused, but since you're not the only one, you're safe for now," said the instructor. "Half of you look distracted. Was there some big party last night or something?" She was right. Half the pageant contestants had dazed looks on their faces and were having trouble focusing. "Well lets break for lunch. We can try again later."
It didn't go much better later. Marsha went shopping while Beth was at lunch. Her mother hadn't even noticed the dance instructor snap at her. The dance instructor and some of the other coaches were disgusted with the girls by the end of the day. Marsha showed up with some shopping bags when practice for the day ended. She rode up to their room in the elevator with Beth. Both were silent until they got to their room.
"You going out again tonight, mom?" asked Beth, trying not to sound too hopeful.
"Um... yes," replied Marsha. She hoped her daughter wasn't suspicious of her reasons for going out. "Do you mind? I mean we haven't spent much time together."
"No no," said Beth, a little too hastily. "Please, enjoy yourself. You don't get out much back home."
"Thanks. I'll call down and have room service send you something up before I hop in the shower."
"No thanks mom, I'll do it after you've left."
"Alright dear." Marsha entered the bathroom and turned the shower on. She stripped thinking about Lester's huge black cock. She couldn't stop thinking about that foot long black monster cock obscenely jutting out from the dwarf's body. She wanted it again. She wanted it every day until she had to return home. Marsha stepped under the shower. Her nipples were hard as the water hit them and she felt a dampness between her legs even before the shower hit her. She wanted to get fucked again and badly, but she was a little apprehensive. Lester had told her he was going to stick it in her rear the next time. She couldn't believe it. There was no way that thing would fit. She'd tried it once with her husband, but even his little dick had hurt a bit and the experience hadn't been pleasant.
Marsha finished washing and exited the shower. She wrapped a towel around her body and another around her hair. She heard the phone ring and Bethany answered it. "Hi dad," said her daughter. "How are things?"
Marsha looked in the mirror and the color drained from her face. What the hell was she thinking cheating on her husband of more then twenty years and the father of her two... her daughter?
"Mom," yelled Beth. "Dad's on the phone."
Marsha came out and chatted with her husband for close to half an hour. She filled him in on the details of the pageant and how Beth was doing. Marsha paused as they said their goodbyes. Finally she said, "I love you to," in response to his term of endearment and she hung up the phone.
Beth looked curiously over at her mother. Her mother's eyes glistened like she was about to cry. "Mom, are you alright? Is it dad?"
Marsha smiled. "Everything's fine." Marsha returned to the bathroom and started drying her hair. "Beth, in second thought, I think I will stay in with you tonight. Call down and have them send up a couple salads. Grilled chicken on mine, please." Instead of the sexy underwear, sleeveless white blouse and black mini skirt she'd planned on wearing, Marsha found herself dressing in dumpy pajamas.
****************
Bruce looked over at the room service orders. "Hey that's my room!"
"They didn't request you this time," replied his supervisor.
"Did the little bitch request a real man?" asked Simon.
"Fuck you," growled Bruce, looking over at the ugly black man.
Simon's eyes narrowed with menace and the strange pale eye glimmered in the light, but his face relaxed and his lips curled up in a sneer. "What happened? You been bragging about getting ready to fuck Idaho for days now."
"I don't know. She said tonight was the night."
"You full of shit that's what I think."
Bruce wanted to tell Simon off, but truthfully he was scared of the overgrown brute. Simon had served in the gulf back in the nineties and taken some bad injuries. Rumor was that a RPG round hit his hummer just as Simon leaped from it. The explosion blew his left arm off and burned the left side of his body, also blinding his left eye. His wounds left him bitter and mean. He wasn't happy with his pension or the way the army took care of his injuries. They'd given him a prosthetic arm that was a metallic piece of shit. Simon got out of the army and started running around with a gang who used him as an enforcer/intimidator. He'd gotten busted and later released to one of Solomon's halfway houses. What he was doing in a customer service position, Bruce couldn't figure out.
The big boss himself, Solomon King had hand picked Simon for enhancement seeing in him some sort of kindred spirit. Enhancement hadn't gone as hoped. His arm had been surgically removed and the tissue sealed, so it didn't grow back, but then no one had really thought it would. His burned scar tissue and his eye had healed, but the pigment hadn't returned. The left side of his face, neck, shoulders, and torso was a splotchy white (Someone had called him Two-face once and gotten his nose smashed in as a response). So was the left side of the top of his head and since his hair wouldn't grow back right, he kept his head shaved. He could see through his eye again, but the pupil was pale. Solomon bought him one of the top prosthetics money could buy. It had a claw hand and Simon was quite skillful with it. The hand was also detachable and Simon had several accessories he could replace it with. Someone had whispered to Bruce that Simon had a twelve inch blade that attached to his arm, but since it was illegal, he'd never seen him with it on. Bruce considered that a fantasy someone had concocted, but what Simon did have and Bruce had seen it was a screw on twelve inch black dildo. Simon bragged how he was the only enhanced who could fuck a slut in her pussy and in her ass at the same time.
The overall picture of Simon was not a pretty one. He was a 6'6", 250lb brute with an over-muscled right arm, a scary metallic left arm and a splotchy complexion on his left side. He was one of the least successful enhanced at seducing raw meat and bitter for it. He hated listening to the others brag about how they had broken in this or that slut. It wasn't just his scary looks that were intimidating. Simon was classified as a mega-hung. That is he had a large penis before enhancement and after getting the Xserum, it had grown 15 inches which meant his penis was about eight inches to begin with. Bruce's had been only seven inches and that was bigger then average. Bigger cocks meant more pheromones and anyone with a smaller penis found himself looking at Simon as a natural leader.
If that wasn't enough to make Simon a unique enhanced, he also possessed several penile abnormalities. As the number on enhanced grew, E&I had started noticing rare individuals develop strange traits classified as penile abnormalities. Simon was the first to have two abnormalities. The first was known as water balloon syndrome and so far was unique to him. His ejaculate shot out in 3-5 large wads each capable of filling a hand-sized water balloon. The second was excessive semen production. A typical enhanced produced nearly twenties times more semen then a norm, but Simon produced twenty times more then an enhanced. His ejaculate was the consistency of a thick pudding. A similar penile abnormality was excessive fertility. That abnormality was very similar, but with an additional compulsion for the enhanced to impregnate as many women as possible. Bruce had heard that the co-owner of Black's Gym, Darren Brown possessed this trait, but Simon apparently did not.
When the rumors started flying about Simon's unique traits, Simon had willingly chuckled, pulled his pants down and jerked off in front of half a dozen other enhanced black men including Bruce. Seeing that metallic claw grabbing the base of his huge cock while his right hand jerked his huge cock into shooting off 5 baseball-sized globs of semen had been one of the strangest sights Bruce and the others had ever seen.
Bruce couldn't figure out why they had placed Simon here of all places. He did fine as a porter at the hotel, but failed as a skilled seducer. Bruce felt he would have made a better pit boss in the casino. Rumors seemed to follow Simon like crazy and others Bruce had heard suggested he'd been a bouncer at the Zebra club and worked for King Security, but in both cases he'd been too aggressive. Another, worse rumor, suggested that he was wanted in New York for assault and King had shipped him off to New Jersey.
"What are you staring at?" growled Simon.
"Nothing," replied Bruce, meekly to his shame. He even cast his eyes down in submission. He turned away and grabbed the order for Beth's room. "I'm taking this one anyway." He left for the restaurant, immediately understanding why he hadn't been requested when he saw two salads on the tray.
****************
Beth sat across from her mother at their room's small table. "Mom?"
"Yes dear?"
"Do you think you'll ever forgive Ann?" Beth had wanted to ask this question for a long time.
Marsha's face turned hard. Her brows furrowed and her nose scrunched up turning the attractive woman ugly for a moment. "Do you?"
"I already forgive her. She's my sister and I love her." Beth watched a range of emotion cross her mom's face. It turned soft, then sad, then hard again. Her mother even closed her eyes like she was deep in concentration.
"I can't," she whispered to her daughter. "I can forgive her being with a black guy." Marsha paused at a loud gasp from her daughter. Beth hadn't heard her say anything good about blacks since the incident with Ann. "Not that I approve of the races mingling." Marsha closed her eyes aware of how hypocritical she was being after last night. Despite being with Lester, it was still her job as a mother to set a good example for her daughter and steer her down the right path. "I can't forgive her for making a porn and interracial porn at that. I can understand falling for one black guy." Lester's image sprang unbidden to her mind. "There's no accounting for love (again Lester's image came to her mind), but making adult movies where you're with dozens of different black guys? Beth, she's even done scenes with women! That isn't Christian. It's immoral. No, I'll never forgive her."
Beth nodded, but didn't speak. There was another bigger reason too. Ann had embarrassed the family. Everyone in their home town knew what Ann had done. The Duttons were the ones with the nigger loving slut daughter. Fellow church member consoled Marsha and her husband, but gossiped and giggled behind their backs. Beth's dad had a stroke. He'd recovered, but apparently couldn't get an erection despite pills and therapy. Her mom seemed to get bitchier as each year went by. Worse, she turned over protective towards her remaining daughter to the point Beth felt stifled by her.
"There's another thing," added Marsha.
"What's that?"
"Your sister lost her title and you young lady need to work harder if you expect to win this pageant."
There was a loud rapping on the door.
"I'll try harder, mom."
Marsha stood and walked over to the door. "You do that young lady. I've been neglecting you this trip. From now on, we're working together." Marsha opened the door and froze. It felt like a strong breeze hit her as the door open and she saw the black porter smiling down at her. Marsha felt her nipples harden. She'd gone braless and her nipples appeared to the black man though her pajamas. He was big and muscular like most of the black men at this casino and giving off waves of energy, promising sexual prowess that she swore she could smell. She fought the urge to glance down at his cock. She fought the urge to fall to her knees before him.
Beth glanced at Bruce in the doorway. She shrugged her shoulders to tell him, she couldn't do anything about her mom. Then she shook her head, hoping he'd get the hint that it was over between them. She planned on making her mom proud of her and trying her darndest to win this pageant and if not, to go home and be with her boyfriend.
Bruce nodded at her, but she couldn't tell if he'd taken the hint. He accepted a five dollar tip from her mom, turned and left.
"There sure are a lot of big black guys working at this casino," said Marsha, carrying the tray of food over to the table.
"Well, it is an African themed casino."
"Nonsense. King's a bigot and prefers hiring fellow black men."
"There are a lot of whites working here."
Marsha frowned. "White women and most of them are cocktail waitresses wearing next to nothing in the casino. Enough talk. Lets eat." The rest of their dinner was all business. Marsha went over some changes she wanted to see her daughter make in her routines. Finally, after eating, Marsha stood up and declared, "Lets go hit the gym. We haven't worked out since we got here."
Both women dressed in sports bras that squeezed their big bosoms together and tight work out shorts. They spent the next two hours vigorously working out down in Black's Gym. Several of the muscular black trainers offered to assist them, but Marsha politely declined. The two Dutton women worked their bodies hard as if taking out their frustrations through exercise. "Good workout," said Marsha handing Beth a cup of water from the Naive Blanc Aqua cooler. "Lets head back to the room and get some rest."
Bethany collapsed on her bed still in her workout outfit. Marsha stripped and put her pajamas back on going through the partition to her bed. She turned the lights off and laid down on her bed. She thought about Lester. She tried to sleep, but couldn't. She thought about Lester. An hour passed, she tossed and turned on the bed, but nothing seemed to work. She thought about Lester and his big black cock. Her hand slipped under the waistband of her pajamas and two fingers slid over her wet labia before pushing inside her. How could she be horny after last night? The fucking the little black man had given her should have kept her satisfied another five years without sex. Hopefully, she'd taken steps to take care of her horniness problem.
Marsha reached over to one of her shopping bags from earlier that afternoon. She pulled out the package. Walking into a sex shop had been the second most embarrassing thing on her life after Ann had humiliated the family. The adult movies the store was selling seemed to lean interracial and to her horror, she believed she'd seen her daughter on the cover of several, but she'd turned her head away quickly to deny confirmation. Correction, walking into the store was the third most embarrassing thing she'd ever done. The second was selecting and purchasing a black dildo from a grinning muscular black man that flagrantly offered her the real thing if she'd prefer flesh to plastic. Marsha declined and hurried out of the nasty store and away from the nearby strip joint called the Zebra Club.
Marsha ripped into the dildo packaging struggling to separate the plastics containing her new toy. It was twelve inches long, thick, and looked nearly identical to Lester's cock. It was called the King Cock which made her think of the pageant owner Solomon King and she wondered if his black cock was as big as the dildo in her hand. Marsha froze, hearing Bethany stir. Her daughter appeared to be restless in her sleep, but at least she was sleeping.
She carefully set the dildo beside her, reached down, pulling her pajamas to her knees. She could feel her vagina gushing in anticipation. Her genitals hadn't really stopped being a little wet since coming to Atlantic City, but now she was soaked. She grabbed the dildo and brought it between her legs. "Oh yeah," she moaned pushing it inside her. This just might work, she thought as it slid deeper. She worked it in and out a little and was rewarded with a small orgasm. Marsha was thrilled. If this could keep her satisfied, she'd never cheat on her husband again.
She grew a little frustrated trying to move it in and out. Marsha ended up kicking her pajama bottoms off entirely, so she could spread her legs wider and pushing the covers down. She pulled her top off as she sat up. That helped and she worked the dildo as fast as she could. Her pussy actually started humping the plastic cock. She came again and it was a good one. She wanted to take the entire thing, but her fingers were using up several inches of the shaft to fuck herself with it. She missed those two additional inches. No, this was good and it could get her off, but it was no substitute for the real thing. Cold plastic is not the same as a stiff black cock, warm and throbbing with life. Not could plastic spray her womb full of hot semen. She came again, paused, but kept the cock buried to the hilt in her pussy.
Marsha laid there thinking. If she'd gone out that night, she'd be getting the real thing from Lester. She clenched her pussy muscles, squeezing the dildo at the thought of Lester's cock being in her. Damn, get you act together you slut, she told herself. Lester may have given her the best sex she'd ever had, but he was still black and a dwarf. Not to mention, he was a little obnoxious. Plus, he had threatened to put it in her ass the next time. If she'd gone back to Lester's room, his cock might very well be in her ass at that very moment. He must have been joking. Good moral Christian folk didn't do that kind of thing. That was sodomy! Besides, something as big as Lester's cock couldn't pass through an anus.
Marsha squeezed her pussy down around the dildo and pushed it out. She reached down and grabbed the plastic shaft, wet with her juices. She spread her legs wider and poised to reinsert the dildo. This time she lifted her hips higher and poised the dildo on her anus. Marsha pulled the dildo forwards, pressing it against her rosebud, wincing as her anus pushed inwards. Tears welled up in her eye as her ass tried to resist the pressure and then slowly, it opened for the lifelike head of the dildo. The head pushed through and she froze. God, it hurt. She was glad she hadn't gone to Lester's room and let him do this to her. He would have been forceful and unrelenting. The pain faded some and she pushed another inch or two deeper into her ass. Marsha relaxed feeling sweat on her head. Her ass felt stuffed full. Why would someone even want to do something like that? Especially when he pussy was wet and willing. She pushed more inside her, the muscles of her ass contracting to try to push it out, but she kept pressure on the plastic shaft. She relaxed her grip, letting her ass squeeze it out, but pushing it right back in. She repeated the step, increasing her speed. She tried to raise her ass up towards the dildo as she pulled it back inside. Her ass was now taking ten inches of the black shaft. "That's it Lester, fuck my ass," she whispered so that she wouldn't wake her sleeping daughter. "Fuck my white slut ass with your big black cock." Marsha had both hands gripping the end of the dildo where the balls would start if it had been real. She let go with one hand and moved two fingers up to her pussy. Her clit was hard and engorged. She immediately started rubbing it as rapidly as she could. "Oh gawd! Cumming," she groaned, loudly. Marsha came. She released the dildo and brought her hand up to squeeze her nipple. Her ass clamped down tight around the dildo and forced it out, to fall down on the bed.
Marsha froze. Beth was stirring. She'd been too loud. She heard her daughter whimper in her sleep and then the bed creaked as Beth rolled over. Marsha grabbed the dildo and returned it to the shopping bag. She'd clean it off tomorrow. For now, she finally felt able to get some sleep.



****************
Day Six
"You seem more relaxed," said Beth to her mom as they left their hotel room.
"You don't," replied Marsha. "Beth you need to focus if we're... if you're going to win this thing.
They entered the auditorium and Beth left her mom to join the other contestants on stage. Marsha sat in the audience and watched the practice run for the opening number. She made mental notes as she watched her daughter. Beth needed to arch her back more. She needed to show more teeth when she smiled. Thrust her hip out a little more when she stood still.
Marsha surveyed the competition and the more she watched the girls, the more she felt Beth had a chance of winning. These girl's were worse then the Miss Teen Idaho contestants. Sure there were girls prettier and more talented then Bethany, but they all seemed distracted. Half looked like they weren't getting any sleep and some hadn't even shown up for practice. Girls were trickling in late now even hours after practice was supposed to start. That's why Marsha hadn't allowed Beth to room with any of the other girls. They were up late partying no doubt and would have been a bad influence on her innocent daughter.
Practice went on until noon. The rest of the day was to be more relaxing for the girls. The program coordinator walked to the front of the stage. "Alright contestants. Go get your bikinis on, heels and sashes. Meet in the boardwalk lobby in thirty minutes. I want every contestant to use tanning lotion. Ask the concierge for more Trinibogo Tropic if you need it. And girls, if you're ready early, walk around a bit and advertise the pageant. I'll see you in thirty."
Twenty minutes later, an embarrassed Beth walked out of her room's bathroom wearing high heels, her sash, and the skimpy bikini the pageant had provided for her. Her nipples were hard and she was horny after rubbing Trinibogo Tropic all over her body. Marsha nodded approvingly. "I can't believe they want us to walk around like this," Beth told her mother.
"Don't fret dear," replied Marsha. "We'll head straight to the lobby."
The boardwalk entrance opened right into a large area of the casino styled like an African jungle. Normally Beth wasn't allowed on the casino floor and she looked around in wonder at all the flashing lights and noisy machines. Most players were like zombies mindlessly hitting buttons though they began to notice the girls. Having more then fifty teen girls walking around in tiny bikinis trumped staring at spinning wheels everyday. Half the players were tourists off the boardwalk and didn't even know the pageant was being held here.
Ivara King met them at the entrance and they walked downstairs to the boardwalk. A camera crew and photographers were waiting on the boardwalk. Marsha moved behind them as all the contestants were lined up on the massive steps for a group photograph just under the flashing Nubian King sign. Marsha then followed the crew and girls down onto the beach. She could see rafts and inner tubes lined next to wave runners waiting to the girls.
Marsha walked down to the water past the camera crews. They were all muscular black men of course, but that was par for the course in King's organization. There were white cameramen, but they were with assorted news agencies and not an official part of the pageant. She watched Beth group in with all the girls for another group photograph. This one had the casino behind them with it's black spire rising above all the girls. She stared at the spire and thought of Lester's black cock.
Afterwards, the girls were dismissed to go have fun. Marsha knew the score. They were to strip off their heels and sashes and go frolic in the water and sun like they were the best of friends and not rivals for the Teen USA crown. Two girls jumped on wave runners and took off into the calm ocean. Others ran and grabbed rafts. The camera crews and photographers walked among them capturing the scenes and having the girls pose, hugging each other.
Marsha walked up to her daughter. "Go have fun Beth, I'm going back to the room. You don't need me hanging around for this." Marsha headed back up the beach staring at the black spire rising above the casino. She thought of Lester again and then she thought of her new friend waiting for her in the bag by the bed. She grinned as she looked forward to using the dildo again. Beth and the other girls would be occupied for a few hours.
****************
Lester laid naked on the bed fighting the urge to jerk off. He grabbed the base of his cock, holding it straight up. Eight months ago it had been just over six inches long which looked big on a dwarf. He was still in awe of it and guessed he always would be. His hand slid up to the tip. "Damn it, Lester," he grumbled, "Fight it." His balls were swollen and he could feel the sperm welling up in them wanting release. He hated to waste a load by masturbating. King kept sluts handy to take care of these situation, but Lester didn't want one that was already hooked on black dick. He liked breaking innocents.
Lester reached over to the lamp stand grabbing his cell phone, dialing a number. "Gage, you seen Idaho's mom anywhere?"
The monitor responded, "Yeah Nibbles, I seen her come in off the boardwalk earlier and head to the elevators. She's probably in her room. Wait a sec... yup, there she is. Damn that woman is stacked and packed. She's naked and getting something from a bag. Hold it. Fuck Nibbles, she's gotten herself a black dildo."
"Where's the daughter?"
"With all the other future sluts out on the beach."
"Thanks." Lester flipped the phone shut and slid off the bed. Minutes later he was dressed, his still hard cock held up against his chest by his pants. He left his room and headed down to Marsha's floor.
He strolled right up to her door and banged on it with his fist. He thought he heard a thump through the door, but no one answered. He banged again. He could make out footsteps approaching. He stepped close to the door under the peephole. The footsteps moved away and he knocked again. The footsteps came back. This time the door was flung open and Marsha stared down at his grinning face. She was wearing nothing, but a towel. She looked shocked to see him.
"S'up," he said, slipping past her and into the room.
"L-Lester," responded Marsha, glancing out into the hall to make sure no one had seen him enter her room.
"I thought I'd come by to make sure you weren't sick or nothing. I missed you last night."
"My husband called and I decided to stay in with Bethany."
"I see." Lester walked past the bed and too the partition, peeking into Beth's room to make sure she wasn't there.
"She'll be here any minute. I was just getting ready to take a shower."
"No you weren't."
Marsha's face turned white. "What do you mean?"
Lester nodded towards her bed and the dildo sitting out in plain sight. Light was reflecting off of it indicating it was wet. "That's no substitute for the real thing."
"It's going to have to be. The other night was great, but a mistake. I'm a married woman and I need to start acting like one."
"Feeling guilty, huh?"
"Yes, and rightly so. You need to leave." Marsha nodded her head towards the door.
"May I take a piss first?"
Marsha sighed, "Sure, I guess."
Lester entered her restroom. His cock was still rock hard from earlier and would likely stay that way until he came. There was no way he could urinate with it like that, but then he didn't really have to go. Instead, he stripped off all his clothes and exited the bathroom, his foot long cock sticking straight out and pointing the way for him. Marsha wasn't even looking. She was bent over beside the bed, trying to hide the dildo in a pile of shopping bags.
Lester climbed up on the bed and walked over to the side where she was bent over. When she looked up she gasped. He pressed his cock head right against her lips. Marsha Dutton shivered, fighting her lust, but her tongue still came out and flickered over the head. Lester stepped back. Marsha followed his cock. She ended up standing beside the bed and leaning down on the mattress with both hands, lips wrapped around his cock head. He reached down and yanked on the towel until it pulled free. "That's it mama, suck that black cock."
Marsha pulled back. "I'm sorry, I'm so sorry." She kissed the head, flickering her tongue over the urethra and sucking the head into her mouth. She pulled back again. "I'm so so sorry, Lester." She wrapped her lips around his cock head and sucked half his shaft down her throat. Marsha bobbed her head rapidly. Lester slowly withdrew his cock until it popped out of her mouth. Marsha mewled in frustration. "I'm so sorry."
"Why?" he asked.
"I should have come to your room last night. Let you use me."
"What about your husband?" Lester inched his cock closer. It's swollen head as big as his fist pressed against her lips.
"He doesn't matter," replied Marsha before attacking his cock again. She sucked the entire shaft down her throat moving her head as rapidly as she was able. Lester helped her along by bucking his hips and shoving his cock deep down her throat. Soon he felt the cum welling in his balls and with a groan, his semen shot up his shaft and poured into her belly. Marsha was a little caught off guard. She yanked back, gulping his continuous load down her throat. As his cock head receded into her mouth, she swirled her tongue around the still spurting head, tasting his seed and moaning in delight at how good it was. Her hand continued stroking his shaft forwards until every last drop of his huge load had left the shaft and even then she kept stroking it. Lester's cock never deflated.
"Enough," he growled, yanking his cock free of her mouth. Lester fell down on the bed and held his shaft up. "Come ride me," he ordered.
Marsha eagerly climbed up on the bed. She squatted over the dwarf's huge cock, held her labia open, and slowly lowered herself over the shaft. "Oh god yes," she cried, cumming with only half his shaft inside her. She came again as the entire shaft buried inside her womb.
Lester stared at her in awe. Her mouth was slightly open and her eyes were closed as she sat enjoying the fullness of having his cock stuffed up her pussy. Marsha Dutton was truly magnificent. He reached up to squeeze the large breasts that all the Dutton women seemed to have. She moaned in response and started grinding her pussy into his shaft. Out of the dozens of women he had fucked since becoming enhanced and that included her daughter Ann, Marsha was his favorite despite her age or maybe because of it. "Get to work, slut," he ordered, pinching both her nipples. "Ride that cock."
Marsha began bouncing in his lap, moaning and whimpering each time his cock thrust deep into her womb. Lester continued squeezing her breasts and pinching her nipples watching this very sensuous woman enjoy all the pleasures his cock could give her. Finally, he pulled down on her nipples forcing her to lean down over him. His short body put his head right under her big swinging breasts and Lester began to suck on her nipples, switching from breasts to breast. He lost count of the number of times her pussy contracted around his cock as she came, but then he didn't really care how many times she came. The sexual pheromones his body was emitting virtually guaranteed that she would orgasm anyway.
Lester continued playing with her breasts. Her large bosom approached a cup size of EE and each breast was as big as the dwarf's head. Lester felt they might smother him and what a great way that would be to go, he thought. Lester gleefully squeezed one breast while toying with the nipple on the other breast. He squeezed just under the nipple and shook her left tit while holding out his extended tongue, flickering her nipple across it. Then Lester lived up to his nickname of "Nibbles", nibbling the long extended nipple slowly into his mouth before sucking the entire nipple and areola around it into his mouth.
Marsha groaned slamming her pussy down hard over his cock and pulling up again. She was constantly moaning now. She suddenly pulled back, yanking her breasts free of his mouth and began jumping in his lap, bouncing hard enough she nearly leaped off his cock. Lester reached up and squeezed her breasts. Her pussy was contracting hard around his cock each time she took him balls deep. He couldn't tell if she was constantly cumming or not, but his crotch was soaked from her leaking pussy. He felt his cum welling up again and with a grunt, he started thrusting his hips, bucking his cock up into her descending pussy. Marsha screamed in delight. Her scream turned louder as Lester grabbed her hips and pulled her down hard on his cock, his seed spraying his huge load directly on her womb and filling it to capacity.
They remained joined, both panting in contentment and staring into each other's eyes. Lester knew the look she was giving him well, but never believed he would ever grow used to it. That look was a combination of awe and love. Here was a married white mother close to fifty years old staring at him with loving adoration. He winked at her. "I'll never deny you again," she whispered.
"I know." Lester spanked his hand down hard on her ass. "Now go get cleaned up. I still gotta break that ass in."
Marsha's face turned white, but she nodded and slowly rose off him. His cock fell out, smacking down on his chest. "Timber," she muttered, and was rewarded by a chuckle from the big little man. Then his semen started pouring from her vacated pussy and she hastened to the bathroom to clean herself up.
Lester tugged on his cock to keep it hard, listening to the sound of running water, the noise from a spinning toilet paper dispenser and the toilet flushing several times. She spent twenty minutes trying to clean herself and even when she came out, he knew she hadn't gotten all his sperm. Lester rolled over and hopped off the bed. "Get on all fours," he told her.
Marsha climbed on her bed and assumed the position. She was thinking about his height as she remained on the edge of the bed. A normal sized man could have walked up behind her and fucked her standing, but Lester found himself staring at her rear end. Her pussy lips were spread far enough apart that he could see insider her. They were red and even after cleaning up little globs of his sperm still glittered in the light here and there. A trickle of semen was slowly leaking from the hole, sliding down her engorged clitoris and dripping on the bed. He moved his gaze away from the messy pussy and up to the tight little puckered rosebud of her anus. She was so clean back there that he felt the urge to lick it and that was exactly what he did. Lester grabbed her ass cheeks and wiggled his tongue against her asshole. Marsha jumped away in shock, but he pulled her back into his tongue. He worked his tongue over her rosebud a few times before pushing the tip down hard against her anus, forcing it's way inside. Marsha gasped in pleasurable surprise. This was probably the last thing she would have expected happening to her when she arrived in Atlantic City, he thought. Lester quickly tired of licking her ass and stopped. "Crawl forwards," he ordered.
Lester climbed up on the bed as she moved forwards. He stood on the bed behind her and bent his cock down to her pussy. He pushed it past her abused labia and buried it balls deep again. Marsha grunted into the mattress as he worked his cock around. Once he felt it was nice and lubed up, he slowly pulled it out and brought the head up to the tight little sphincter. He placed his hand behind the head of his cock and pressed down.
"Ow!" squealed Marsha as her sphincter slowly opened from the pressure. "It's too big! Oh god, Lester, it hurts!" Marsha felt like her ass was being ripped in two.
****************
"Say cheese," said the photographer. He was a big sexy black guy named Willie and was working with another big sexy black guy named Latrell. Willie was stocky and muscular where Latrell was thinner and a little more refined.
Beth faked a smile as she pressed her cheek against the other contestant's cheek. She hadn't spoken a word to the girl and didn't even know what state she represented, but Beth was pretty sure this was the one on the bus who had told her that as Idaho she'd be happy here while looking at the giant black spire of the casino. A reference to her sister and the other past Idaho contestants who were now making interracial porn. The picture would make it look like they were best friends having the time of their lives.
"I understand now," whispered the girl, through gritted teeth.
"What?" asked Bethany, maintaining her smile while whispering back.
"That's good girls," said Willie, moving on to take more publicity photos.
The girl turned to face Bethany. She suddenly drew Beth into an embrace, their breasts mashing against each others through the bikinis. "I know why the other girls from Idaho did what they did," she whispered in Bethany's ear continuing to hug her. "I fucked a black guy," she hissed. "Best sex I ever had." Bethany felt the girl's entire body tremble at the memory. "Their cocks are amazing." She pulled back and kissed Bethany on the cheek. She quickly turned and left to join another group of girls.
Bethany stood frozen in surprise, but couldn't disagree. Unfortunately, it was an experience she'd never know. She remembered sucking Bruce's big cock and trembled herself at the memory.
The party seemed to be breaking up. Some of the girls were still enjoying themselves, but others were drifting off towards the boardwalk. She decided to go take a shower. While the beach was nice, she found she didn't really care for sand all that much. She put her sash back on and carried her heels back up to the boardwalk. She put her shoes on when she reached the boardwalk and had wiped sand off her feet. Bethany found herself entering the casino with a dozen other contestants. Spectators gaping at the sight of all the buxom beauties wearing bikini's too inappropriately small for teenagers.
Beth walked head held high towards the elevators that accessed the hotel portion of the Nubian King. Several men whistled at her and she heard one yell, "You got my vote." She entered the elevator alone and collapsed against the back wall as the door closed and the elevator rose.
She exited on her floor, walking towards her room. She had hidden her keycard in one heel and was now carrying it. She inserted the keycard and paused when she thought she her a groan through the door. Beth frowned and yanked the keycard out. The light turned green and she turned the knob.
The smell of sex hit her as soon as she opened the door. It was a powerful wave that made her nipples pop out and left a dampness in her pussy. She shook her head as she peered inside her room.
"Fuck my white ass," screamed her mother.
Beth's eyes focused on the last thing she ever expected to see in her life. Her mother was naked on the bed. She looked like a wanton slut. Marsha's large pendulous breasts hung down almost to the sheets. Her mom was looking back over her shoulder at the man who was fucking her. For a moment, Beth thought the man behind Marsha was a little black boy, but then she realized that it was actually a... dwarf!
"Harder Lester, harder," begged Marsha.
"You like that big black cock in your slut ass?" The dwarf actually pulled his hand back and spanked her mom's ass.
"I fucking love it," moaned Marsha. "I love it. I love your cock, Lester." Marsha seemed to start crying when she said the last part. "I love you, Lester."
Bethany felt her heart wrench in her chest. Her mom had just confessed to loving a black dwarf. She was betraying Beth's dad.
"You don't love me. You love black cock," growled the dwarf.



Bethany shook her head in denial. How could her mother betray her father like this? How could she not? The dwarf was pulling his hips back revealing a cock nearly as big as Bruce's. Beth stared at the big cock sliding in and out of her mother's ass. The smell of sex in the air was palpable. Beth started wishing it was she kneeling on the bed getting her ass reamed by the black dwarf. Beth had never seen her mom look sexier. Marsha was always an attractive woman, but now she looked radiantly happy. Beth hadn't seen her mom look really happy since her dad had the stroke. If Beth hadn't been staring at her mom, she might enjoy watching this couple have sex. She was enjoying it!
Beth shook her head to try to clear it. I gotta get out of here, she thought. Beth stepped back through the door. Her mom never looked up, but as Beth closed the door, she swore the dwarf looked over towards her and grinned.
"What do I do?" asked Beth to herself. An older couple walked by and stared. The old man's eyes lingered over her body. "Jesus, I'm stuck wearing this!" Beth looked down at her bikini clad body, placed her hands on her sides and ran them down to her hips. The Pool! The pool was open until 7:00 and her bikini wouldn't look out of place there. Beth headed towards the elevator and rode it up to the roof top pool. She shoved her keycard and sash into one of her heels and laid back in a chair. She closed her eyes, but the image of her mother fucking the black dwarf was burned into her retinas. She's watched her mom have sex with a black man in real life and seen her sister doing it with a black man on the television, not to mention sucking Bruce's black cock right next to her. "I'm gonna need to see a fucking therapist," she muttered.
"Excuse me, Miss."
Beth opened her eyes and felt her heart skip a beat. The large black bartender was leaning over her.
"The sun's going down, but the rays are still strong. I'm instructed to make sure all the contestants use lotion." The bartender winked at her and handed her a bottle of Trinibogo Tropic.
"Thanks," she replied, her eyes flickered down to his bulging shorts. Sure enough the outline of a big cock was visible. It swelled a little under her stare. Embarrassed, she pulled her eyes away and looked up.
"Need anything else, Miss?" he asked, grinning at her.
Yes! I need your big black cock. Now! Give it to me, stud. Bethany grinned back at him, "Not right now, thanks."
Beth squirted a dollop of lotion on her palm and began rubbing the lotion into her skin. She'd coated herself before the beach, but her body could use a refresher. The lotion did nothing to take her mind of the thought of fucking a black man. It felt so sensual rubbing on her skin, it made her arousal worse. Beth kept pouring dollops into her palms and rubbing the viscous liquid over her body. She moaned, wanting to slip her hand under her bikini and coat her breasts. She wanted to slide her hand under her bikini bottoms and... Get a hold of yourself, Bethany, she thought, immediately stopping and putting the lotion down. Beth turned bright red when she noticed every male eye around the pool had been watching her display. She was so embarrassed, she grabbed her things and left the pool.
Beth walked barefoot into the elevator, carrying her heels. She was alone riding it down until it stopped on the floor above hers. The doors slid open and Bruce walked in, carrying an empty tray. "What happened?" he asked. "I thought we were gonna fuck last night."
I wanna fuck him right now, she thought. "Mom stayed in, but tonight. I wanna fuck tonight." Beth stridently walked forward and grabbed his bulge. She felt it swell in her hand. "As soon as she's gone, I'll order something." Beth squeezed his cock. "If not, I'll sneak out and meet you somewhere."
"Sounds good," growled the big black man, thrusting his crotch into her grip. Bruce leaned down and met her lips as she looked up. They kissed until the elevator bell dinged. They broke their kiss as the doors slid open, stepping apart as a couple of businessmen entered the elevator.
Beth stepped around them as they stared at her body. The thin material of the bikini did little to contain her arousal. Her hard nipples pushed the material out and the panties clung to her pubic mound. A growing wet spot was moving up the panty away from her crotch. The men openly ogled her as she walked past. "Don't leave on our account," said one, while the other slowly whistled. "That bikini looks damn fine on you."
"I'll say," agreed Bruce as the elevator doors slid shut.
The old Beth would have been uncomfortable with their stares, but the new Beth slightly grinned and put a sway in her hips as she walked down the hall. Tonight was the night she was going to give in to her desires. Her body was Bruce's to do with whatever the hell he wanted her to do. He could even fuck her ass, like the dwarf had fucked her mom's ass. She didn't care anymore, as long as she got some black cock. It must run in the family, she thought.
Beth slowed down when she approached her room. She stopped and snuck up to the door, laying her ear against the door. She couldn't hear anything. Beth took her keycard out, slipped it in and opened the door.
The bed was made and the room empty. For a second, she half thought she must have imagined what she'd seen, but the maid had come and the room still smelled of sex. "Mom," she called out, hesitantly.
There was no answer and she moved into the room, past her mom's bed, through the partition and into her room. There was a note on her bed. It read:
Bethany;
There's a little thing I need to take care of. I'll be out late.
Mom
Beth snorted. Little thing indeed! She frowned, staring at the note, a little disgusted with her mom. Then her frown turned into a smile. She had the room to herself. She need not wait any longer to get what her body had been craving since she'd arrived in Atlantic City. She picked up the phone and dialed room service. "Hi, I'd like to have some dinner sent up to my room." Beth paused. She wasn't one to eat much meat, but then she wasn't hungry for food. "Send me up a sausage sandwich. Oh, and I'd like to request that Bruce bring it. And give me about thirty minutes. Thanks."
Beth stripped off the bikini, entered the bathroom, and turned the shower on. She spent the next thirty minutes under the hot water washing the lotion off her young body and thinking about Bruce bringing her a big sausage sandwich.
******************
Bruce was passing Two Buck Tim's, on his way back to his work station when he froze. The lounge was closed for a private party. An enhanced guard with King security stood by the door. Inside the lounge looked like a who's who of E&I and King Enterprises. Bruce considered himself a bit of a Solomonaphile, quizzing and learning everything he could about the organization.
Bruce immediately recognized two personal heroes of his, Willie and Latrell of "Girls Gone Black" fame. He owned every XXX DVD in the series. Dean Mfune of Long Island University was at a table sitting beside Rev. Sharpspeare. The Dean of Long Island University had been the one that told Bruce to come back to college once he'd gotten his needs under control. Dondi Nkosi was there, the head of King publishing. He also recognized Marcus Black with a man he assumed was his partner, Darren Brown, manager of Hampton Harbor Mall and co-owner of Black's gym with Marcus. The man sitting with them must be Xavier who now owned several Melon's franchises. E&I modeling was now producing the Melon's yearly swimsuit calendar and King publishing was publishing it. Tyrone Jones was at the bar standing beside... Bruce turned his head to get a better view, Reginald Jordan, E&I's top lawyer and a figure recognized nationwide.
Bruce's eyes widened when he noticed a big ugly black brute strolling towards him. The man had two lovely blondes on each arm. One blonde was world famous, Paris Holden. The other was lesser known, but Bruce recognized her sister, Nikki. The man was none other then Mustafa himself. Bruce had bought "The Blackchelor" on DVD just last month and watched the entire extended edition twice already. Paris had won the contest marrying Mustafa and was set to inherit half of a 300 million dollar fortune. Mustafa decided he wanted the other half, so he also married her sister on Trinibogo changing their laws to allow for polygamy.
Now he was filthy rich and likely turning over control of the Holden Hotel empire to Solomon. The Holden women kissed their husband on each cheek and left him as he entered the lounge alone.
"Wow, what I wouldn't give," said Bruce, still staring. His goal in life was to be a big fish in the E&I pond and join in on these meetings. He resolved to get his damn cock under control so that he could go back to school and make something of himself.
"Excuse me," said a big black man walking past him.
"Sorry," muttered Bruce, noticing who it was. "Hey bro, big fan," he yelled. Max Johnson turned, winked at him, and made a shooting motion with his fingers. Bruce had recently read online that Max had married Jamie Jennison and taken control of her adult film studio, "Cockbreakers". Bruce had been a fan back when Max was a normal black porn star getting to fuck big boobed white women in movies. He even seen all his old seventies movies on old VHS tapes.
There was one white man in the room, Hank McGraw, the genius who had duplicated the Xserum. All the black men knew what they owed Hank and he was completely welcomed into the group. Not that Solomon would have tolerated any bigotry against Hank anyway. Hank was talking to some men in Hawaiian shirts and shorts. Bruce guessed they were Trinibogons, but he wouldn't have recognized any of them.
Bruce heard voices behind him and turned as another enhanced walked past. It was Jack Hammer. The man was in charge of the adult novelty stores in the E&I empire. He pretty much controlled every one in New York City and had stores in several other cities. Bruce had been to the new one in Atlantic City. It was located near the A.C. Zebra Club. Many a horny white woman had left the Zebra club, fascinated with the black dancers, but not quite willing to sleep with a black man. The black dildos in the store's windows brought them inside to buy a taste of what they might have had and maybe bring them back for the real thing.
Jack was walking with two other men. Bruce's eyes grew wide when he realized who it was.
"Hello Bruce," said Solomon King, grinning wryly at the black porter. Standing beside him with his meaty arms folded over his enormous gut was Solomon's constant companion Bull.
Bruce's mouth opened, but it took him awhile to speak. "S-sir," he stuttered out. Solomon King knew his name! Bruce straightened up with pride, forgetting for a second that his nametag declared to everyone who he was. "Oh," he said looking down, "my nametag."
"I know who you are, Bruce. Ann and I watched her sister giving you a blow job a couple nights ago. Nice work."
"I'm truly honored, sir. I hoping to take her virginity tonight." Bruce and the others like him considered that a woman's first time with an enhanced was taking their virginity and afterwards women tended to agree with them.
"Well done." King looked up as a large black man with a military bearing approached them. "Yes Brutus?"
"I've swept the room for bugs, Mr. King. All clear."
"Thanks Brutus." Solomon turned his attention back to Bruce. "I need to get to my meeting before it starts without me."
Bruce chuckled. Solomon winked at him and walked past him. Bruce suddenly called out. "Someday I hope to be in there with you, sir."
Solomon froze and turned around. "What skills do you bring?"
Bruce looked down. He was a college dropout and an ex-drug addict. There was only one thing he could think of. "I'm a good seducer."
"We're all good seducers. Bruce. What I need are earners. Make money for the company and you'll advance."
"I will, sir."
"Break in Idaho and I'll give you a hand. Make you a trainer at a gym or assistant manager at a Melons. We'll think of something."
"T-thank you, sir. I won't let you down."
"Show me the money, Bruce." Solomon turned and entered the lounge. Everyone in the room looked up at him and stood in greeting.
Bruce turned away and hurried back to the kitchen with a big grin on his face. Tonight was the night he fucked Bethany. However, when he got back to the kitchen, there weren't any orders requesting him.
"Ya had one," said the manager. "I guess Simon must have grabbed it."
The grin fell from Bruce's face. He hurried back to the elevators, but it was already too late.
****************
Beth stepped out of the shower and wrapped a towel around herself. Her hair hung wet and limp down her shoulders. She didn't even have time to dry herself when a hard knocking banged on her door. She grinned to herself. It hadn't even been the thirty minutes she'd asked for yet and here was room service. Bruce sure seemed eager. As was she.
Beth left the bathroom and walked over to the door, dropping the towel on the floor as she went. Better check just to be safe, she thought, glancing through the peephole and seeing the distorted figure of a black man at the door. Nervous, she gulped once and opened the door, standing nude before the man who was going to introduce her pussy to the joys of black cock.
Beth stepped back so that the man could come in and almost immediately, realized there was something wrong. The profile didn't look right for one and as the man slowly turned to face her, Beth's mouth fell open in shame when she realized it wasn't Bruce standing in her doorway. The look of embarrassment on her face turned to horror and fear as her brain tried to register what it was seeing. The man was hideous! He appeared to have a splotchy white birthmark covering half his face and running down his neck. Her eyes ran down the birthmark to the arm holding the tray wondering if the splotches covered his arm too, but his arm was missing. A prosthetic metal limb with a claw grip was grasping one end of the tray holding her sausage sandwich. Her eyes ran over to his other arm. It was normal, muscular and dark black. He brushed past her and entered the room. His foot kicked back, shutting the door.
Beth stood frozen in fear. The man exuded masculinity, even more then Bruce did. Her eyes moved back up to his face, but that only made things worse. So some accident had cost him his arm. So some genetic defect made him appear to be half albino. The most frightening thing about the man was the one pale eye. The right eye was normal and brown. The right was pale and colorless, almost blue and it was cruel looking. She couldn't move as she stared into the pale orb. Her legs started trembling under his gaze. Beth was barely aware that he was now holding the tray entirely in his good arm. The prosthetic was reaching out to her, but she couldn't break his gaze. Something cold and metallic pinched her right nipple. The spell was broken when the man's gaze broke eye contact and instead that evil pale eye's gaze ran down her nude body.
Bethany came to her senses and stepped away from the claw pinching her nipple. She quickly bent over and swept the wet towel off the floor, quickly wrapping it around her body. "S-sorry, I thought you were someone else," she said, nervously and feigning a smile.
"I am someone else. I'm Simon." The prosthetic came back up, the clawed end caressing Bethany's cheek.
Beth quickly turned away and stepped back. "I thought you were Bruce."
Simon moved away and placed the tray on a nearby bureau. "You wanted some sausage from Bruce. I thought you might be hungrier for something a little more."
"What do you mean?" asked Bethany, getting over some of her initial shock.
Beth watched his good hand move down to his khaki trousers. "My sausage is bigger." The hand slipped under the elastic waistband. He had no zipper or buttons making it easier for a one armed man to get dressed. "Tastier." His hand pulled at something under the crotch of his pants and tugged. Beth watched a long tubular snake recede up one pant leg. "And filled with a lot more protein." Simon pulled his cock free of his pants.
"Oh my god!" squealed Beth. The plump tubular dark cock was still a little limp and already as long as Bruce's cock was when hard. Simon's hand flexed as he squeezed the base and ran his hand up the shaft to the head. He tugged twice on the swollen head. When he released his cock, it stuck straight out, hard as granite and several inches longer then Bruce's. Simon's hands slipped back under the waistband of his pants and pushed them down. Beth's eyes followed the enormous cock as it bent down when Simon pushed his pants down past his knees. When he stood back up, Beth could see that his left hip and leg also had the white discoloration as his face and she could see a pair of ludicrously big testicles dangling under the cock. They were unbelievably large, but they went well with a black cock that had to be fifteen inches long. His testicles were so big, he had a bowlegged stance such as men who spend long hours in the saddle possess. "Jesus! Oh my god" Beth said again, shaking her head in disbelief. "I don't believe it."
"I'm sure you're impressed."
"I'll say," muttered Beth, wishing she hadn't opened her mouth, wishing she could pretend it wasn't the most impressive thing she'd ever seen. It was bigger then any of the black cocks she'd seen Ann take in the pornos she'd watched. Beth shook her head to clear it. The air was getting thick with his masculine scent, like Bruce's, but much stronger. "I don't know what you think you're doing, but you need to leave right now."
"You don't want me to leave," said Simon, taking a step toward her.
Beth took a step back, finally looking away from his rampant cock and looking back up into his eyes. His brow was furrowed making the pale eye look even scarier. "Put that thing away, get out or I will scream."
"No."
Beth backed into the door, clutching the towel tightly around her body. "I mean it, I will scream," she said as the giant black man stepped closer. "I can hear voices out in the hall. They will hear me."
Simon's lips narrowed and the corner of his mouth turned up in a smirk. His enhanced hearing detected no one was in the hall. "No, I won't leave. Not until you at least touch it."
"T-touch it."
"That's all. Just touch it, maybe jerk it off. I can't put it away when it's like this."
Beth's hand reached out for it, but she pulled it back. "Why don't you jerk it off? You can use the bathroom."
Simon held up his prosthetic. "I'm left handed," he lied. "I need you to do it for me. Just touch it. That's all I ask."
Beth's hand came back out and squeezed the tip of his cock. The head was somewhere in size between a golf ball and a tennis ball. Her hand ran down under the large flare. "So big," she muttered.
Simon placed his good hand on her shoulder and began applying pressure. "Get a closer look," he said. Beth's legs gave out and she fell to her knees without letting go of his cock. "This is all your fault you know. If you hadn't answered the door naked, I would have just dropped off the tray and left."
"My fault," she muttered. Her hand stroked down the long shaft to the base. She brought her other hand up and began stroking the enormous shaft with both hands. She couldn't take her eyes off his shaft. The sweaty man smell was so strong down around his crotch that she couldn't think straight. She felt half drunk off the cock bobbing under her nose.
"It'd go faster if you used some lubrication. Suck on it."
"I shouldn't," she whispered, both wanting and not wanting to suck on it. The wanting part was winning. Her tongue flickered out and swirled around the tip.



"Simon sez, suck that black cock," growled Simon.
Beth leaned forward to obey, the head slipping inside her mouth, her tongue flickering over every square inch of his cock, it could reach. She heard a snapping sound above her. Her eyes traveled down the shaft sticking out from her mouth, then his pubic bush, then up his well defined groin, and muscular stomach until she was looking up at him. Simon was wearing a short sleeve uniform similar to Bruce's, but Simon's had snap buttons making it easier for him to dress and undress. He was yanking his shirt open with his good hand and pulling it off. He was more muscular then Bruce. The white splotches covered the entire left side of his body from the bald head all the way down his leg. The discoloration didn't quite cover half his torso, but it reached his nipple. Nor was it even along his left side. The discoloration was consistent covering more skin here and less skin there with black splotches in the white and white splotches in the black. It got smaller as it ran down his leg. He'd lost his arm above the elbow and the prosthetic was strapped in to the upper arm. Now that she could see it clearly, only the hand was metal. The rest was plastic molded to look like an arm, but she could hear mechanical movement inside the plastic. It could bend at the elbow and appeared to be an advanced, expensive piece of equipment.
"Lost it in an explosion during the gulf war," he explained, noticing her gaze. "Bomb also blew half the black off of me."
Beth nodded, wanting a closer look. She moved her head closer to his pubic hair while continuing to look up at his deformed body. Tears welled up in her eyes and she felt all choked up, but it wasn't from sympathy. Beth gagged. She yanked her head back, his cock sliding up and out of her throat until she could breathe through her nose better. Simon chuckled at her. She couldn't even remember taking it down her throat.
"Simon sez, keep sucking."
Bethany had always believed in supporting the troops. She relaxed her jaw and throat muscles, swallowing half his cock again. This man had given a lot so that girls like herself would have the freedom to compete in stupid beauty pageants. The least she could do for him was to keep his weapon polished. Plus, it made her feel good obeying him. She didn't slow down when something cold and metallic slid down her back. The metal claw gripped her towel and pulled it off her back, leaving her naked and kneeling at his feet.
Beth swallowed and sucked on his cock as best as she could. She wanted to do a better job, but his cock was too thick. It kept choking her, forcing her to pull back and catch her breath while kissing and licking the head, jerking the huge shaft with her small white hands. Tear swelled up in her eyes, not from choking, but from frustration that she couldn't service Simon's cock as well as he deserved.
Simon sensed her frustration. "You're doing fine. I'm starting to feel it."
Beth nodded and took the head back in her mouth. She couldn't deep throat him long, so she settled on rapidly bobbing her head over a little less then half his shaft while stroking the remaining cock with her hand. Her other hand gently massaged the coconut sized balls hanging under his cock. He groaned and she redoubled her efforts sensing that she was pleasing him. His cock grew hotter and more swollen. She could feel the large testicle in her hand contracting.
When Simon came, the size of his ejaculate caught Bethany completely off guard. The urethra was pointed at her tonsils and it felt like a canon ball struck them. The initial wad quickly compressed as it traveled down her throat, but the initial blast of it had her gagging as the second huge wad filled her mouth. Her head fell back away from the firing cock as the third baseball-sized wad struck her face with force. His cock really was a weapon, a powerful gun firing large rounds of ammunition. The rounds got smaller after the initial three. The fourth wad was tennis ball-sized. It also struck her face. Beth was blinded, but she sensed, Simon was bending his cock down, aiming it at her breasts. The fifth and sixth golf ball sized wads hit her right nipple and then her left nipple. Hot sperm splattered over each nipple nearly covering her entire bosom. Several more golf ball-sized wads hit her stomach before his cock finally quit ejaculating.
This all happened very quickly and Simon was done cumming by the time Beth quit gagging. The first blast down her throat had choked her, but by then her mouth was so full of semen she couldn't breath through it. She exhaled forcefully through her nose to clear the nostrils of the sperm blocking it in order to finally catch her breath. As soon as the fear of choking had receded, Beth was able to fully appreciate the rich taste of his seed. To Beth, nothing had ever tasted so good. At least half the sperm in her mouth had dribbled down her chin and she now regretted not being able to swallow it.
"Simon sez go get cleaned up."
Beth slowly climbed to her feet and entered her room's bathroom. She could barely see through her sperm covered eyelids, but she managed to find her way. When she flipped on the light, she couldn't believe the volume of sperm that Simon's cock ejaculated. The only area from her bellybutton to her forehead not covered in semen was around her mouth. She didn't even realize that she had licked up every bit her tongue could reach. Beth reached up to her cheek and slid more into her mouth, but it wasn't the same now that it was cold. Still, she scooped several more fingers full of sperm and licked it off her finger.
Beth spent a good fifteen minutes cleaning his cum off her and even then she wasn't completely satisfied she'd gotten it all. When she left the bathroom she gasped. Simon was lying down on her mom's bed, holding his massive black cock straight up.
"Simon sez come fuck me."
Beth was already climbing up on the bed at his feet. "There's no way I can take that monster." Beth straddled him and raised herself to her feet so that she could squat over the massive appendage. "It's way too big." Beth lowered herself and felt the head push her pussy lips inward. She gasped as her lips spread open for the large invader. "It'll never fit," she moaned, lowering herself down over his cock. Beth did squats over the tip of his cock, letting her wet pussy juice up his cock so that it could slip in a little further with each squat. There were times it felt good and times when it hurt. She'd hold herself still when it hurt, letting her pussy get used to it. As inch after inch slipped inside her, Beth found herself slipping into a trance like state. There was no pain in her legs from squatting, no hideous black man under her, no fear of her mother walking in and catching her, no agony as her cervix spread open. There was only white pussy, black cock, and intense pleasure. This wasn't how she pictured her first night taking a black cock, this was better then she had imagined. Beth opened her eyes and looked down. Between her breasts. She could see her curly brown pubic hair meshing with his black hair. She ground her pussy against the base of his cock. She'd taken it all.
"Simon sez, work that pussy, slut. Ride that black cock."
And Beth did. Her legs were too weak and she collapsed on her knees, but she bounced in his lap as fast as she could. Only about six inches would exit her pussy and it felt incredible. Simon's right hand came up to squeeze her breast and pinch her nipple. He brought his claw up to her remaining breast. The pinch of the metallic claw was gentle as it squeezed her throbbing nipple. He was staring at her to see if she was repulsed, but instead her pussy started convulsing. It only took seconds for her to start cumming and by the time she'd come down from her orgasm, she was cumming again and again after that. Her orgasms were so intense, she didn't hear the pounding on her door. She finally heard a key card in the lock as she came down from her fourth or fifth powerful orgasm. She figured it was her mother come back from fucking the little dwarf. Her mother was about to catch her daughter enjoying her own black cock. Well fuck her, I'm not about to stop enjoying this, she thought.
"Goddamn fucker shit ass dick motherfucker!"
Beth looked over her shoulder still in an orgasmic daze. Bruce was standing in her doorway, looking pissed. He kicked the doorjamb in frustration. "Sorry Bruce," she purred, "but his cock is so good."
Simon chuckled. "Ho's before bros, loser."
"Asshole," hissed Bruce, quieter this time. He'd done all the work and Simon was taking the reward, but already the bigger man's pheromones were calming Bruce down. He could feel himself becoming subservient to Simon's obviously superior cock. "Jerk," he whispered, entering the room and closing the door.
Simon's hand released her breast and he reached around to spank her ass. "You can break in this fine white ass, bro. Mines too big for it anyway."
Bruce nodded and began stripping. His cock was straining at his new special stretch underwear. He'd turned hard the second he saw beautiful Beth mating with this alpha male. In seconds, he was nude and climbing on the bed behind Beth.
*****************
Jules slammed his black cock deep into Ann's pussy and pumped it full of black sperm.
"I can't believe the little slut took a fifteen incher her first time and now she's getting ready to take a thirteen up her ass," moaned Gage, struggling to get his pants down around his ankles. The scene on the monitors had his cock rock hard. The cameras were capturing Beth's black taking from multiple angles. A near professional looking video would be edited and posted on one of E&I's amateur websites within a few days.
Jules pulled his long black cock out of Ann's pussy. His cock was a little over a foot long, straight and streamlined except for an unusually large flared head. Ann was bent forwards bracing herself against a desk covered in monitors filming and recording all the wired rooms. Some were set to scan, changing from room to room. Others were capturing over a dozen Miss Teen USA contestants fucking and sucking black men. Whoever had planned this hadn't done that great of a job. Sure the number of screens, cameras, and employees monitoring them was fine for a normal night watching high rollers get seduced or the occasional wife going black, but the large influx of hot teens and their chaperones had overwhelmed the system. They could have put to good use, hundreds of more screens and cameras, and employees recording the action from various angles. Maybe before the Miss USA pageant was held here they could expand the monitoring station some.
"Aargh! It's too big," came Beth's voice through a speaker.
Gage sat down in a chair, his cock bobbing upwards. He grabbed Ann's hips and pulled her back down on his cock. They both watched her sister getting fucked on the screens while Ann slowly rode Gage's cock. On another screen Marsha was bent over sucking Lester's cock while he sat on a table top in his room. "I do believe she's a bigger slut then you, Ann," said Gage, reaching around to squeeze Ann's big breasts.
"As big, but not bigger," moaned Ann. She was a little jealous. Simon had tried to get her alone to fuck her a few days ago and as an E&I employee, she would have been obligated to service his every need, but she had avoided the scary black man. If she'd known he was packing such a weapon, she'd have gone after him.
"Mom too, must run in the family," said Jules, now back at the camera controls, zooming them in and panning them out. "Damn fine looking woman ya ask me. I can't imagine what she must have looked like twenty years ago."
Ann shuddered as she came on Gage's cock. She'd come downstairs to watch her sister lose her black virginity to Bruce and that hadn't gone as expected. Nor had she expected to watch her mother going all slutty for her own black cock and one Ann was quite familiar with. Ann hadn't seen her mother in over five years and all because her mom had refused to accept her new career as an interracial porn star. Now her mom was starring in her own porn albeit unknowingly. Ann sneered angrily at the screen showing her mother, so engrossed in the image and working her pussy up and down Gage's cock, she didn't even feel the tears traveling down her cheek.
*****************
"No more, no more," begged Beth. She was panting heavily. Her body had fallen on Simon's, big breasts mashed against his chest while Bruce slowly worked his cock in her ass. Bruce's big cock was fighting for room in her tight little derriere against Simon's massive cock in her pussy. Bruce paused his forwards progress letting her get used to having her ass stretched out. "Is that all," she moaned, through gritted teeth.
"Not even half," chuckled Bruce.
"Oh god," cried Beth.
"Simon sez take it all up that white ass."
Bruce chuckled again. He hadn't heard Simon's catch phrase before. He began forcing his cock deeper causing Beth to squeal. He needed his own catch phrase. Bruce will pump ya full of juice, he thought. No. He had it. "Let Bruce make this ass loose," he said out loud.
"Shut the fuck up, Dr. Seuss," ordered Simon.
Bruce did as he was told and concentrated on burying his cock. He groaned in pleasure when he felt Simon jerk his cock in Beth's pussy. Beth's ass contracted around his own cock and it felt great. Simon flexed his cock again and Beth moaned. It wasn't a painful moan either, the little slut was starting to like it.
Bruce finally hit bottom, but there was still about three inches of thick black cock sticking out of her over stretched rectum. He pushed harder, but it actually felt to him like his steel hard cock might start bending before her ass would take any more of it. The young teen beauty was starting to push herself off Simon's chest. Beth was actually grinding her crotch around on Simon's cock, so Bruce decided it was time to start giving her ass a good workout.
Bruce fucked her ass slowly, feeling the underside of Simon's cock sliding against his own. Simon was growing impatient. He grabbed Beth's hip and squeezed his prosthetic against her other hip, trying to raise her up and down his shaft. Beth got the hint and began bouncing again. At one point, she bounced as Bruce was pulling back and his cock sprang free, slapping his abdomen with a loud whack. He quickly pressed down on Beth's back to hold her still while he worked his cock back in. Soon the two black men were fucking her, awkwardly at first, since neither had DP'd a slut yet, but they quickly developed a rhythm, alternating thrusts some times and slamming their cock in together at others.
Beth had started cumming again. They were intense and powerful. She found herself weakening and becoming limp, collapsing on Simon's chest. Bruce helped his partner holding Beth up off Simon's crotch so that Simon could buck his cock up into Beth's pussy. The young teen was nearly comatose, her head flopped around, moans coming from her lips. Bruce felt Simon's cock spasming against his own. Simon was cumming and Bruce knew from watching him the one time that Simon's cock was shooting out huge balls of sperm. Balls that had nowhere to go. One big wad ballooned up to fill her womb, the rest of his ejaculate was squeezed out around his shaft. Bruce felt hot fluid striking his scrotum as Simon's semen shot out from Beth's pussy. Simon moaned and quit pumping. Bruce let Bethany fall on top of Simon with the big black man's spent cock still buried in her pussy. Bruce hunched his body over Beth's and began pile driving his cock hard in and out of her ass. She moaned in her comatose state and he could feel her pussy contracting as she came. He wished his cock had been the first to taste that sweet pussy, but for now he was satisfied with her ass. "Here it comes," he moaned feeling his balls contract. "Here comes Bruce's juice up yo caboose."
Simon groaned, but started to laugh. He could feel Bruce's cock contracting. Now it was his turn to feel another man's sperm pouring down on his balls as Beth's ass backed up with cum. Bruce pulled his cock out when he quit cumming and Simon rolled Beth off him. "I gotta get back," he moaned.
Bruce was panting, looking down at Beth, now lying on her back. His cock was still swollen and rampant. "Our supervisor knows the score."
"Yeah, but we're short on porters and I need to shower first before going back to work."
"Well you go on ahead," said Bruce. "I came here to fuck this pussy and that's exactly what I'm gonna do." Bruce eagerly pulled Beth's legs apart and cupped them under his arms as he bent his cock down towards Beth's gaping cum-filled pussy. Twenty minutes later, Simon came out of the shower just as Bruce was depositing his own load of sperm on top of the one Simon had put in her womb. At some point, Beth had come back around and was eagerly raising her hips to meet Bruce's thrusting cock. She was moaning and writhing as she came while Bruce did.
Simon let himself out without saying anything. Bruce pulled his cock out. It was rapidly deflating, but stayed swollen and didn't shrink past a foot long. It fell between his legs, swinging and dangling as he walked over to the bathroom, sperm dripping from the tip and down the shaft to strike the floor. He entered the shower and cleaned himself off as best he could.
When Bruce was dry, he returned to the room. Beth was still laying on her back with her legs spread wide. "Oh god," she moaned. "I'm not on birth control."
"You regret it?" he asked.
"Hell no," she replied and they both laughed. "I wanna do it again, but for now, my pussy's a little sore."
"A cock like Simon's will do that to ya. As for me, I'd better get back to work to."
"Can I see you tomorrow?" asked Beth, stretching languorously on the bed.
"We'll see." Bruce winked at her and left the room.
***************
Day Seven
Marsha snuck back into her room before dawn. Damn, she thought when she saw the state her bed was in. She'd hoped maid service would have changed the sheets. The room even smelled of sperm. She peaked in on Bethany and found her daughter soundly asleep in the adjoining section. She hoped Bethany hadn't noticed the disheveled bed or the smell permeating the room, but then her virginal daughter wouldn't know what semen smelled like anyway.
Marsha stripped off her top and sat on the bed to remove her shoes. As she slid her panties off, she sat back down in a wet spot. The bed was covered in wet spots. She scooped some up and sniffed it. Lester's seed was still wet even almost half a day since they had fucked on her bed earlier. She absentmindedly licked the semen off her finger, the same semen filling both her womb and belly at that moment. Not only had the super-human dwarf fucked her that afternoon, but he had gotten off another six loads with her throughout the night. He'd filled her belly and ass once and her pussy four times. She'd blown him, then rode him. They slept for an hour and then she'd awake with his cock nudging her pussy from behind, sleep for another hour and then he was pulling her on top to ride him. And so the night went.
Marsha crawled under the covers. It wasn't wet there, but the smell of a black man's sperm still filled her nostrils. She liked the smell. Her eyes closed as she began to drift off to sleep. She liked cum. She liked fucking and sucking big black cocks. She liked Lester. She loved Lester's big black cock. She loved Lester.
That night Marsha dreamed she was married to the little black dwarf and she was happy. Everything was the same as in her real life. Bethany and Ann kissed their little black dad on the cheeks as they left for school. Then their father, Marsha's dwarf husband, would turn and chase her to the bedroom. Married life was devoted to servicing her husband's big black cock.



Marsha awoke feeling guilty, but her pussy was soaked and even after the complete fucking she'd gotten last night, she was still horny. Beth was in the shower. Soon it shut off and her daughter came out with a towel wrapped around her. She didn't say anything as she passed her mom. "What's the agenda for today?" she yelled to Beth.
I'm scheduled for two judge Q&A's and a photo shoot," replied Beth.
"You want me there?"
"No, the interviews are supposed to be private this year."
"I don't like it. I should chaperone."
"Chaperones are only allowed if the contestant is under eighteen."
Marsha thought on the interviews she'd down and ones she's watch Ann give. King's new format had every contestant answering a judge's question in private. Of course, none of this would air. It was used to help eliminate contestants. The actual pageant would have the judges sitting side by side asking only the finalists questions. Two of the judges were men and that meant there could be hanky panky. Marsha knew what some women would do in order to win. Both male judges were big black men, big black men with big black cocks. Marsha shuddered. Marcus Black was a pretty hunky guy, but Sharpspeare wasn't much to look at, though he still had that air of conceited masculinity about him.
"You were out pretty late, mom." Beth, now dressed, walked past her mom towards the door.
"Wasn't that late," she lied.
"What were you doing?"
"I um.. actually I gambled for awhile."
"You don't gamble."
"I thought I'd try it while I was here. This is Atlantic City after all."
"Did you win?"
"I broke even. I didn't bet much, but it lasted a long time." The lie was flowing faster now. "I guess the time just caught up with me."
Beth frowned at her. "Well watch what you get caught up with, ok mother?'
Marsha nodded. "Knock'em dead, honey," she replied watching Beth close the door. Her daughter had been a little cold towards her. Maybe she had noticed her mother's bed last night?
Marsha took a nap and had another dream about Lester. This time she was younger, in her bikini wearing her Miss Teen Idaho 1977 sash. Lester was the judge interviewing her. He told her he would vote for her if she'd blow him. The teen version of Marsha did just that. She felt guiltier then ever when she woke up. She was cheating on her husband and lying to her daughter. What was happening to her? She didn't love Lester. She loved her husband. Still going from being sexless for five years to the fucking she'd gotten last night had her wondering if she would leave her husband if Lester asked. Marsha shuddered again. Would every night with Lester be like last night?
After all the sex and sleeping in a sticky bed, Marsha needed a shower. She washed up and then decided she could use a light breakfast. After that, maybe she'd take a nap by the pool or come back to the room and catch up on some much needed sleep. She ordered a table for one at the Kenya Café which had a breakfast buffet. She ordered some orange juice from the waitress and got up to fill her plate. Not that she was that hungry, her belly still felt full, not having digested all of Lester's semen yet. She figured that was enough protein so she only filled her plate with fruit and she got a small bowl of cereal.
When she returned to her seat, the table beside her now held a couple. The man was huge and black, the woman, white, blonde, and beautiful. He was looking away from her, but she could tell he was dressed in a bright red track suit. She on the other hand was dressed business professional, though Marsha thought her skirt was too short. The woman was eating light like Marsha, but the man had piled his plate high with bacon, sausage, and a ham omelet.
Marsha saw the man when she sat down. He was easily recognizable. It was the Rev. Al Sharpspeare. There was no mistaking that hair or the penchant for flashy gold jewelry. He noticed her stare and nodded at her. "Amber, lets see the schedule for today," he said to the pretty blonde.
"Here it is, sir," she answered, sliding a folder towards him. "You are pretty free today except for ten Q&A sessions this afternoon." Marsha listened to the two talk. She'd forgotten that Sharpspeare was a judge at the pageant. "I have some things to take care of, sir," said the blonde. She stood up and left the table.
Sharpspeare immediately turned his attention to Marsha. "Good morning," he said to her across his table.
"Good morning," she replied, feigning a smile. She'd never liked the man. She certainly disagreed with him politically and she found him a racial demagogue, exacerbating racial tensions instead of helping them. He was certainly more of a media hound and pundit then a true man of god.
"Here for the pageant."
"Yes, reverend."
"Which state do you represent?"
Marsha laughed almost choking on her orange juice. "Idaho circa 1977," she finally replied. The man actually had a bit of charm to him and a sense of humor. "My daughter's the current Miss Teen Idaho."
"Well I wish her luck."
"Thank you, reverend."
"Care to join me?" he asked. "I could use the company."
"Well, I'm almost finished." Marsha's plate was almost empty. He nodded and went back to clearing his plate of the pile of food. Then he stood up and returned to the buffet for another load. Marsha seemed to recall that the Rev. Sharpspeare used to be much heavier. Now he was as muscular as a weight lifter. If he didn't slow down on his caloric intake, he'd be gaining his weight back pretty quickly, but the black man seemed unconcerned with what he was putting into his body. His hair used to be grayer to. Now it was dark black, natural looking, but he must have dyed it. It made him look incredibly young. He'd been in the news for thirty years, but he barely looked thirty-five.
Sharpspeare noticed her staring again. "Anything I can do for you?" he asked, a side of bacon sticking out of the corner of his mouth.
"No... Well maybe there is. Do you hear confession?"
"I'm not Catholic, but I do counseling."
"Oh, well..." Marsha's eyes looked down.
"I do respect the confidentiality of the people I counsel," he replied quickly.
"I heard your assistant say you had some free time. I need someone to talk to. I've done a bad thing, Reverend."
Al Sharpspeare nodded gravely. "I'd be glad to help. We can talk in my suite. Just give me a moment to finish my breakfast, Mrs..."
"Dutton, but call me Marsha and take your time Reverend and thank you," said Marsha watching him scoff down the remainder of his plate. The reverend stood and Marsha walked beside him out the exit and back into the casino area. They entered the elevator and Marsha was surprised to see Sharpspeare press the button for the 51st floor. Not that she should have been surprised, the man was a professional shakedown artist after all. Then again he was judging the pageant and a penthouse suite may have been provided for him. She cursed herself for being so judgmental.
Almost immediately when the doors slid shut, Marsha began to sweat. The motor kicked in and the elevator started to rise. She gulped wondering what was wrong with her, she'd never been claustrophobic before. But it wasn't fear of being in an enclosed space that was bothering her. It was the Reverend. Nor was it fear of being in an enclosed space with a black man. Nor was it fear. Marsha was becoming horny. Her nipples were popping out, her panties were starting to stick, and her heart rate was accelerating. She'd been horny since arriving in Atlantic City and stayed aroused even after the amazing night she'd had with Lester. A night that should have kept her satisfied for another five years without sex. Now her arousal was growing with each floor they passed. Sharpspeare glanced over at her, smiled and nodded.
Marsha glanced at the floor lights, 24 was lit, then 25, 26. Marsha glanced back at the Reverend. This time she smiled and locked her eyes with his. Not at all attractive she thought, but god was he masculine. Marsha reached out and took his arm. She squeezed it. "You obviously work out, Reverend," she said, feeling his muscle.
"Not as much as you might think," he replied.
"But your muscles are so big." I bet that's not the only big thing on him, she thought. Marsha looked down at her feet, but found herself glancing at his crotch. Sure enough the outline of a large cock was extending down one pant leg. Even as she watched, it seemed to creep down another inch towards the knee. Yep, his muscles aren't the only thing big on him. Marsha squeezed his bicep again and then quickly pulled her hand off him. She felt the color drain from her face. My god! I'm actually flirting with him!
Marsha took a step back and leaned against the side of the elevator, trying to get as far from him as possible. She looked back up at the numbers... 34...35...36. She glanced at the Reverend. He was smirking at her. Then he winked. The color returned to her face, this time in the form of a blush. She looked down to his chest and stared at the gold necklaces around his chest. Marsha Dutton, what the fuck is happening to you? Your acting like a love smitten school girl ready to spread her legs for any boy willing to pay attention to you... provided he's got a big black cock in his pants. Stop thinking about big black cock, she ordered herself. Big black cock Big black cock. Big black cock. Stop it! Marsha looked above the doors...45...46...47. What's happening to me? If he pulled his big black cock out right now and told her to suck it, she'd be on her knees sucking his big black cock, wanting him to fill her belly with his seed before fucking her pussy with his big black cock. Big black cock. Big black cock. The floors were now 49...50.
What's happening to me? You know what's happening to you Marsha, said a voice in her head. She felt like she had the proverbial little devil sitting on her shoulder whispering in her ear and the little devil looked like Lester. You're turning into a slut, it whispered. A slut just like your slut daughter who can't get enough black cock and you know what, Marsha. The elevator dinged as it stopped on the 51st floor. The noise broke her daydream before the devil could finish talking, but she knew what it was going to say. Marsha you're turning into a slut and you like it.
"Here we are," said Sharpspeare. "Long elevator ride."
"It sure was," said Marsha, moving past him and into the open hall. The air immediately felt less stifling and helped clear her head.
"Are you alright, Marsha?" he asked.
"Fine, I just needed some air." She gasped, taking deep breaths and quickly feeling better. He was staring at her, but he didn't look concerned. It was almost like he knew what had been going through her brain. "Maybe, this wasn't such a good idea."
"Nonsense," he exclaimed in his deep voice. "My room's just down the hall and obviously something is troubling you. Follow me."
Marsha followed him. The hall was short and the entire floor held only three gigantic rooms. The hotel had six such rooms for celebrities and high rolllers. Three were on this floor and three on the floor under them.
The reverend led her over to his door. It was larger then hers and was a double door. He took out a gold plated key card and swiped it. The entrance light turned green and the big black man pushed it open.
"Wow!" she said, following him into the room. She was staring at the East wall. It was one long window with curtains the could be pulled along it, but for now it was open and the Atlantic Ocean spread out before her. The entire room was more then 2000sq feet and luxuriously decorated. There were two bedrooms, both with king sized beds. The bathroom door was open and she could see a large two person Jacuzzi inside. The fixtures looked gold plated and shined in the light. The windows covered the North, South, and West walls also and she could see the bay through the door to one large bedroom and the Atlantic City skyline through the North and South walls. The room had an actual small kitchen and a bar area stocked with alcohol. There was also a meeting table and a desk with an open laptop on it.
"Have a seat at the desk," said Sharpspeare. "I'm going to use the facilities and I'll be right with you."
Marsha sat at the desk. She glanced at the open laptop, but found nothing of interest on it. She could hear a powerful stream of urine striking water in the bathroom and couldn't repress an image of a huge black cock in the Reverend's hands as he urinated. She pictured him shaking the black monster when she heard the toilet flush. Sharpspeare walked out of the restroom a moment later and sat down opposite her. "Well, what can I help you with?"
Marsha stared at the massive black man, suddenly embarrassed. "I'm not sure where to begin. I'm not even sure this was a good idea. I..."
"Go on, Marsha. You told me you did a bad thing, but you don't seem like a bad person. What was it exactly you did?"
"I che... I cheated on my... I cheated on my husband."
"That is a bad thing Marsha. Adultery is a mortal sin."
"But it's not my fault. My husband had a stroke and hasn't been able to perform his duties for five years."
"That's denial. Let marriage be held in honor among all, and let the bed be undefiled: but God will judge the sexually immoral and adulterers. Hebrews 13:4."
Marsha suddenly choked up and began crying into her hands. "You're right, sir. I am in denial. I feel so guilty."
"Why did you do it?"
"It had been so long since me and my husband were together. I was just so lonely for the contact and since arriving in Atlantic City, I've just been so..." She paused to think of a proper term.
"Horny?"
Marsha blushed again, still sobbing a little. "Yes, horny. When I first saw the man I cheated with, I just couldn't help myself."
"There's something you are holding back. Tell me about the man you sinned with."
"He had a really big penis." Marsha put her face down to keep her shame from showing. "I couldn't resist it."
"There's something you are not telling me about this man."
"He was a dwarf."
"You sinned with a dwarf with a big penis?"
"Yes."
Sharpspeare stared at Marsha Dutton trying to look stern. "Wait a moment. Was the dwarf named Lester Nibelung?"
"Oh god, you know him?"
"I've seen his movies. But Marsha, Lester's black."
Marsha didn't think it was possible, but her face turned even redder. She had wanted to avoid confessing to the Reverend that her lover had been black. She should have just told him about the man in the alley, but after Lester, that encounter was fading from her memory. "Yes, he's black?"
"Then you are forgiven."
Marsha sat up straight and stared at the Reverend in surprise. "What?"
"Mrs. Dutton, do you consider yourself a racist?" Sharpspeare watched her hesitate before adding, "Don't lie to me or to yourself."
Marsha repeated to the Reverend the almost same thing she had told Lester when he accused her of racism. "Somewhat I guess. I never really thought about it. I was never hardcore. I just didn't believe the races should intermingle."
Reverend Al nodded in understanding. "Don't feel bad. Most whites are like that. God does not like racists Mrs. Dutton and the only way to end racism is for the races to engage in sexual intercourse. The races aren't equal and it is the duty of the white woman to submit to the black man."
"That's the most absurd thing I ever heard. First off Mr. Sharpspeare," said Marsha deciding to drop the Reverend from his title, "It is not the duty of a woman to submit to any man."
"For the man is not of the woman; but the woman of the man. Neither was the man created for the woman; but the woman for the man."
"Nonsense! And adultery is adultery, whether the man is black or white and what do you mean the races aren't equal."
"I'm sensing some hostility Mrs. Dutton. Please we are all adults here. Your problem is that you consider yourself to be a good wife, but you are not. You are a whore and the bible is both brutal and forgiving of whores. I will not punish your daughter when they commit whoredom, nor you spouses when they commit adultery."
"I am not a whore," stated Marsha forcefully, yet she was unconvinced. She had certainly behaved like a whore with Lester.
"Yet you cheated on your husband with a black dwarf. Was he a better lover then your husband? Was his cock bigger? Was it the best sex of your life? Did you do things with a black man that you wouldn't with your husband?" Sharpspeare stood up and towered over Marsha who stared up at him in awe and fear. "Do you know what the bible says about sleeping with black men, Mrs. Dutton?"
"N-no, sir," stuttered Marsha, gulping.
"There she lusted after her paramours, whose members were like those of donkeys, and whose emission was like that of stallions."
"Oh my god!"
"Does your husband have a member like a donkey?" asked Sharpspeare, just as he slid the waistband of his jumpsuit pants down slowly revealing inch after inch of thick black cock to Marsha's wide eyed stare. "Or does the black man have a member like a donkey?" Up sprang a cock every bit as long as a foot. It was angled down slightly, but rapidly swelling and hardening until it was pointed right at her face. Sharpspeare kept pushing his pants down until he was able to step out of them. He then straightened his back and lifted his powerful shaft up. "Grab my balls, whore."
Marsha was disgusted with his demeaning manner, yet her hand was involuntarily rising at his orders. One of his testicles alone filled her palm. "They're so big."
"That's right. Heft them, squeeze them. Feel the sperm filling my black balls, Marsha. Now tell me, whose emission is like that of a stallion?"
"The black man's, Reverend."
"Praise the lord," said Sharpspeare, guiding his large cock head between her rapidly parting lips. Her tongue flickered out to twirl around the helmeted head before she began sucking on the tip of his cock.
"Halleluiah," shouted the Reverend.
Marsha began swallowing inch after inch of the Reverend's cock. She closed her eyes, breathing his masculine scent deeply through her nose. She knew it was an illusion, but after seeing Lester's foot long cock sticking out from his little person's body, it made Sharpspeare's cock look smaller. In truth, the two cocks were almost identical in length and width, even their heads were largely alike. The Reverend's cock was a little darker in color as was his skin color, but that was all. Lester's may have been a little more arrow straight, where the Reverend's curved up slightly.
Marsha wrinkled her nose as something tickled it. She opened her eyes. Her nose was buried in Sharpspeare's pubic hair. She hadn't even realized she was deep throating the massive cock. She backed up a bit and then took him deep again. She could feel the golf ball sized head moving deep down her throat. Marsha was a deeply religious person. Sucking black cock was almost a religious experience to her, possibly even more rewarding, more spiritual in many ways. She'd never heard any of the Reverend's seemingly crazy bible quotes, but like the bible they appeared to be true. She was lusting after a member the size of a donkey's. She wanted the stallion's emission filling her belly, flooding her womb, flowing from her anus. Woman was not created to serve man. She was created to serve the black man. Marsha pulled back until the huge cock plopped free from her mouth. She kissed the head while stroking it lovingly. Marsha Dutton looked up at Sharpspeare and told him, "I am a whore and I love your black cock." From that moment on, Marsha decided she would never again feel guilty for betraying her husband and family. And she knew that Sharpspeare would not be her last black man.
"Bless you," he said, "Now suck the sin from me." Sharpspeare grabbed her hair and guided her lips back upon his rampant cock.



Marsha bobbed her head rapidly for she was eager to taste his seed and even more eager to have it filling her pussy. She swallowed half his cock while rapidly stroking the rest. Her other hand massaged and squeezed the huge sperm filled scrotum. Soon his cock began to grow even larger, swelling and hardening. She could feel his testicles clenching up. A big wad of semen spit from the head, flowing down her throat. She pulled back just as the second wad filled her mouth. The amount was overwhelming and some semen shot out the sides of her mouth just as she swallowed the rest, but no sooner had she gulped then her mouth filled with more hot sperm. The Reverend's seed was every bit as good as Lester's, hot and rich, the best thing she had ever tasted. Marsha swallowed mouthful after mouthful until his balls quit pumping sperm up his long shaft. She ran her hand up the shaft, milking it for every drop she could get.
"That was well done, Marsha."
"Thank you, sir."
"Now it is time for you to get naked."
Marsha nodded and began undoing the buttons on her blouse. She pulled it off and quickly unhooked her bra. The Reverend's cock had begun to droop a little after cumming, but as soon as she freed her large bosom, it quickly straightened out again. It pleased her to see his body's reaction to her exposing herself for him. She stripped off the rest of her clothes and stood naked before him. He reached out and she took his hand.
Marsha assumed he was leading her to the bedroom, but instead he took her over to the large ocean front window. Sharpspeare moved around behind her and cupped her big breasts, gently tweaking and pinching her nipples. They reacted to his touch swelling even bigger the normal. He quickly pushed her against the window until her breasts mashed down upon the pane. "I shall lift your skirts as high as your face and show your nakedness to the nations, your shame to the kingdoms," he shouted as if from a pulpit.
He slapped her thighs until she parted them and soon Marsha could feel his cock head probing against her pussy lips, pushing them inwards until they slowly parted and his wonderful cock slipped inside her. She moaned looking down upon the boardwalk and the beach. They were too high to be seen without binoculars, but still she felt exposed to the world as the Reverend began slowly taking her from behind. Each thrust of his cock probing deeper into her pussy and mashing more of her breasts down against the pane of glass. The pressure hurt her nipples so Marsha slowly brought her hands against the glass and pushed herself off, bracing herself against the window and pushing her body back into the thrusting black cock now deep in her pussy. She began cumming as soon as it reached the halfway point, the additional fluids making it easier for the massive black cock to slide in deeper and deeper.
Sharpspeare gave her a good hard pounding for close to fifteen minutes before he decided to switch positions. He pulled his cock out and grabbed Marsha's shoulder to turn her around. Marsha faced him, staring at his rampant cock in awe. It was swollen, angry looking, the black skin even had a reddish tint, and it glistened with her juices as it reared upward. The black man's strong arms reached out to grab her hips, easily lifting her off the floor. Marsha wrapped her legs around his hips as he brought her down over his cock. She reached back and guided it in, moaning as inch after inch sank inside her.
Sharpspeare stepped back against the window and now it was Marsha's ass pressed against the pane. He held her firm against the window and slowly started pumping his cock into her. Marsha came again and again. The mighty cock head pushed deep, knocking against her cervix which slowly opened for it. Soon she was getting the deep penetration only a black cock could give a woman. "Oh god, I fucking love your black cock," she screamed.
"My black cock loves this tight white pussy," he growled. "Look at me. Look at the superior black man fucking you like no white man can."
Marsha, whose head was bent back against the window while she moaned in pleasure, opened her eyes and looked at Sharpspeare. His piercing brown eyes stared back at hers with intensity. Their faces were only inches apart. Both their heads moved closer. When their noses almost touched, they both slammed their faces together, lips mashing apart in the most passionate kiss of Marsha's life. Their mouths opened, each striving to be the first to get their tongue in the other's mouth. Like Marsha's mind and body, her tongue couldn't resist the more powerful tongue of the black man and it was Sharpspeare's tongue that found it's way into her mouth.
To Marsha it seemed as if they kissed for fifty more thrusts of Sharpspeare's cock. She had three more powerful orgasms while they kissed, her mouth opening to moan her pleasure with each orgasm. They kissed while his cock swelled even larger. They kissed when he slammed his cock forward and started pumping her womb full of his seed. Marsha had the largest orgasm of her life while he came inside her. Sharpspeare clamped his lips around her tongue and held it while she screamed in orgasmic bliss. When she was done cumming, they kissed again and continued kissing while his cock slowly started to shrink. She could feel the bottled up cum in her womb following his shrinking cock towards the exit of her pussy. Of course, even a deflated black cock filled her pussy more then her husband or the boy from the alley had and it kept his seed from spilling.
Sharpspeare broke the kiss, but he continued to kiss down her neck. "I was hoping to teach some teens about integration today, but you're hotter then any of these little girls, Mrs. Dutton," he mumbled into her neck.
"Thanks," she replied, moaning. Marsha knew she was a good looking woman for her age and it took a lot of work to keep her body fit and trim. She found herself wishing Sharpspeare could have seen her back in 1977 when she was a pageant contestant. She found herself wishing she had discovered black cock back then when she was young. Now she was middle aged and her looks wouldn't last forever. She was going to have to make up for lost time and fuck as many black men as possible while she still could. She wiggled her ass, still held up in his lap and squealed with pleasure when his cock suddenly extended another inch.
"You know, I still have a couple hours free if you want me to keep counseling you."
"The longer and harder the counseling you give me the better, I say," she replied, suddenly sucking her lower lip inside her mouth as she stared in his eyes.
"What?"
"Nothing."
"You were going to say something Mrs. Dutton. Say it!"
Marsha stared into his eyes, ashamed of herself. Her cheeks flushed red with embarrassment. "I was going to ask..." She wanted to break eye contact and look down, but she couldn't. "I was hoping... I wanted to know if you would fuck my ass?" There I said it. God, how embarrassing. I feel like such a tramp. Hell, I am a tramp. I'm a complete slut for a big black cock.
The Reverend's eyes creased and he knowingly nodded in understanding. "Marsha, there isn't anything in the world that could keep my cock out of your fine white ass."
Marsha grinned, pleased that he would grant her wish. She felt his cock grow another inch as if it was also pleased with her request. The Reverend's hands began lifting her ass and she felt his cock being pulled from her pussy. It plopped out and immediately the semen being held inside her pussy began pouring out, staining the precious carpet.
Ten minutes later, after cleaning herself, Marsha found herself on all fours on his bed with Sharpspeare coating his cock with lubricant while kneeling behind her. "Reverend?" she asked, "Isn't sodomy wrong?" She regretted asking as soon as she said it. He might change his mind and not fuck her ass.
"Only between two men or a woman and beast," he replied. She felt one hand on her ass and his cock head pressing against her tight sphincter. "The virgins of Jerusalem hang down their heads to the ground. And my eyes do fail because of the tears, my bowels are troubled. So sayeth the good book."
Marsha shuddered as the huge head pressed hard against her anus. Her sphincter slowly opened for it and it slipped inside.
And she was happy.
****************
Beth was staring out the window looking at the same view her mother was while unbeknownst to Beth, her mom was getting fucked against the window one floor up.
Beth was in the penthouse housing Victoria Goodhead, the CEO of Hidden Closet. Beth held the robe tightly against her body. A black photographer was setting up a camera on a tripod.
Bethany had been interviewed by Nikki Holden earlier. Beth had found the rich heiress a bit vacuous. She seemed uninterested in her own question or in Beth's answer to it. Beth didn't find her to be a very good choice for a beauty pageant judge. Afterwards, Beth had walked across the hall to the next judge's room, passing another contestant on the way. The other girl looked embarrassed and wouldn't meet Beth's eye or even smile at her. Beth knocked on Ms. Goodhead's door while the other girl knocked on Miss Holden's door. Both girls entered the rooms at the same time.
Unlike Nikki Holden, Victoria Goodhead was more business professional and seemed involved in her questions and Beth's answers. Victoria was a good looking woman about Beth's mom's age. She was fit and trim enough to model her own lingerie and look good in them. Beth vaguely remembered hearing that Victoria Goodhead had dated Solomon King. Beth smiled at the woman, feeling a kinship with her. Victoria Goodhead was probably no stranger to black cock herself. Beth's smile turned to a frown when Victoria suddenly slid an open magazine across the table towards her. "Well done, Miss Idaho." Victoria was apparently pleased with Beth's answer. "Now that that's over with, what about this bra and garter ensemble?"
"Excuse me?"
"For your photo shoot."
"My photo shoot?"
"Yes, It's in the Miss Teen USA contract. It's the only reason I agreed to judge this pageant. Mr. King has graciously allowed that one picture of each contestant be published in Hidden Closet catalogs. Some will be in bikinis and others lingerie. The pictures will be published over the next year and we are even putting out a special edition catalog with pictures of every contestant. Great publicity for both Hidden Closet and the Miss Teen USA pageant."
"You want me to wear that? Don't you have anything more tasteful?"
"Not for contestants in your bracket, Miss Dutton. Underage contestants are being allowed to wear a more tasteful bra and panties, but contestants over eighteen will be wearing more grownup lingerie."
"Alright I guess."
"Good. We're doing the shots here in my room. You'll find this particular piece of lingerie in the bathroom. Go ahead and get changed.
Bethany sighed, but then perked up and went to the penthouse's large bathroom. Modeling was on her list of possible careers after all. Maybe, she'd get noticed? Plus, all good models had lingerie, bikini, or even nude shots in their portfolios.
Beth stripped in the bathroom. The lingerie was blue and sheer. The panties cut very low around the hips and the small patch on the front barely covered her bush. The rear wasn't a thong, but just like the front, the material was miniscule and barely covered the crack in her ass. She found herself pulling the material out of her ass each time she bent over. The bra was tight and did a good job lifting her boobs up. She hadn't seen the like before. The top was some sort of demi-bra or half bra. It covered her lower breasts up to the nipples, but the material was so sheer, her nipples were as plain as day. The entire tops of her breasts were visible. In a cocktail dress, this lingerie would show off a lot of cleavage.
Bethany stepped into the garter and fit it snuggly around her waist. She pulled the sheer nylons up over her legs and clipped them onto the belt. Afterwards, she looked in the mirror and was pleased with what she saw in the reflection. Simon would go nuts seeing her wearing something like this. She shuddered as she thought about the scary black man. Her nipples immediately popped out, clearly visible through the bra. Embarrassed, Beth tried to wait for them to go down, but they seemed frozen. She waited as long as she could before wrapping a robe around herself and exiting the bathroom. Maybe they weren't ready for the shoot yet.
Beth walked out and found Victoria and the black photographer were impatiently waiting for her. She was surprised to see another black man had joined them and he wasn't wearing a shirt. He was very muscular, but had a leaner build. He was quite good looking. He was wearing white drawstring pants and Beth had no trouble making out a large banana cock swinging freely under the material.
Victoria motioned to the two black men. "Beth, this is Jasper, a photographer for Hidden Closet and this is Mark, a model we sometimes use." Both black men nodded at her. "Mark will take a few shots with you after we get some shots of you alone."
"Ok, I guess." Beth let the robe fall around her feet and was pleased to see both black men go bug-eyed when she revealed her body. Mark's cock started pressing against his white drawstring pants.
Jasper put her through the paces. He was quite the professional photographer. The first shots were against a white backdrop placed against the wall. Then the moved into the bedroom and Jasper had her pose against the large canopied bed.
"Not bad, Idaho," said Victoria, watching the shoot and nodding her approval. "You're a little raw, but you appear to be a quick learner. I could see a future as a model for you."
"Thanks!" said Bethany, her smile widening. Jasper seemed to like her bigger smile and started snapping away.
"We've been going with bustier models," added Victoria. "Previously, girls like you would only be hired to pose for media like car magazines. How's it coming Jasper, I have my next interview in just a few minutes."
"I got plenty," said Jasper, holding the camera up.
"Well, get a few with Mark and send Miss Dutton on her way." Victoria turned and left the bedroom to await the next contestant.
"Mark get in there," ordered Jasper. "Hold her in your arms. Now Beth, fall back like you are swooning. Mark, get behind her and pull her back into you."
Beth was trembling as she posed with Mark. Each time his strong hands touched her, she felt an electric shock of lust go through her body. She leaned back into Mark and he placed one hand on her thigh and another across her stomach. He leaned down and put his lips on her neck and Beth couldn't help moaning.
"Excellent," said Jasper. "I think we have enough pictures."
Mark didn't stop kissing her neck though. He also pulled Beth back into his crotch and she felt his hard black cock push hard against her ass cheeks. He finally stopped when Victoria came out of the next room with the next contestant. "You'll find the lingerie in the bathroom. Let Miss Idaho get changed and then you can go get dressed," said Victoria to the doe eyed blonde staring at Beth and Mark.
Beth was reluctant to leave. She wanted to pose with Mark more. She wished she wasn't wearing panties and Mark's pants were around his ankles. She quickly dressed, replacing the lingerie in the box. The blonde contestant was waiting for her when she exited the bathroom. She looked nervous and frightened. "Don't worry, you'll do fine," Beth said, reassuringly. The girl nodded and gave her a shy smile.
Mark met her at the door to the hall. His erection was poking out his pants. He handed her a business card with his name and phone number. "Give me a call later, if you want to get together," he told her. Mark pulled his pants out so that she could look down them. His cock was swollen and hard and beautiful, but it was small. No, not that small. It was still bigger then her boyfriend's, but it was only around nine inches long. Good if nothing else was available, but second choice to men like Simon or Bruce. "Give me a call," he said again.
Beth winked at him and left the room. He'd had a handful of cards and she was guessing he was handing them out to all the contestants. Beth took the elevator to her room. Her mother wasn't there when she entered the room.
***************
Lester looked down at his cell phone as the elevator slid open. "Mom just had her ass reamed by Sharpspeare," read the message. The dwarf walked out of the elevator. He was on Beth and Marsha's floor.
Lester paused to type in, "What's the daughter doing?"
The answer came back a minute later. "Little slut just stripped. Now watching porn and masturbating on bed."
Lester grinned and put his phone away. He'd fucked Ann, the mom, and now he planned on doing the daughter. Lester was going for the Dutton triple crown. He knew Beth had already lost her black virginity, but he still wanted her ever since seeing her at the pool in her skimpy Hidden Closet bikini. Tonight was his last night in Atlantic City. He was do back in New York tomorrow to start filming Rumpled Foreskin, his next movie. He strolled up to the door and knocked.
**************
Beth froze when she heard the knocking on her door. She was watching a recently released porn titled "Jaime Goes Black" and featuring an apparently famous porn starlet having sex with a black man for the first time after a long career only sleeping with white men and women. It was very good and Beth had found herself naked and on the bed masturbating as she watched it. She was close to cumming when the knock sounded. She decided to ignore it, moving her fingers around her clit faster, wishing she could get off. The knock came again and again. Whoever it was, was persistent. The knock came again and finally Beth growling with frustration climbed off the bed. She turned the TV off and pulled a robe on, knowing that as soon as she answered the door, her caller would be gone. The knock came again.
Beth tightened her belt as she approached the door. She stood on her tiptoes and peered out the peephole. Wouldn't you know it, there was nobody out there. She had just turned around when the knocking came again. Beth looked out the peephole again, but still didn't see anyone. Finally, she undid the chain and opened the door. The black dwarf stood staring at her. "Oh, it's you," she said.
"You recognize me?"
Yes, thought Beth, you're the little bastard that mom cheated with. "Yes, from the pool," she told him.
"Of course," replied the dwarf. "I'm Lester."
"Bethany."
"Pleased Bethany. Is your mom here?"
"No, she's out at the moment."
"Mind if I come in a wait for her?" Lester slipped under Beth's arm and entered her room.
"Actually, I was kind of busy."
Lester hopped up and sat on Marsha's bed. "Anything I can help you with?" he asked, grinning at her.
"No and I'd appreciate it if you left. I don't know when mom's coming back. She might be on the phone with my dad." Beth paused to stare at the dwarf's expression. She'd mentioned her father to see if he was aware that her mom was married. He seemed unfazed.
"Hopefully she's telling him about me," said Lester, nodding. "Your mom and I hit it off pretty good. Trust me, but I'm the last person I'd expect a beautiful woman like your mom, hitting on and inviting back to her room."
"Whoa, back up a few steps. You're saying that my mom came on to you and invited you back here."
"Of course," said Lester. "I'd never make a pass at a woman so obviously out of my league and I couldn't turn such a sexy woman down. I was hoping she was ready for round two." Lester winked at Bethany as she stood staring at him in horror, eyes wide and her mouth hanging open. "I like me that tight white pussy, but then you already knew that didn't you? I saw you catch us last night."



"I...um"
"I know, you were probably shocked, but then if I'm going to be your new step dad."
"NO!" Beth screamed, but then forced herself to calm down. "I think you're reading too much into the other night. My mom loves my dad, but he's been ill and unable to keep her satisfied. I'm sure you were just a one time thing."
To Beth's relief, he didn't look broken hearted or upset. The dwarf paused then perked up. "So she just used me for sex, the little tramp. Well I can live with that."
Beth sighed with relief. "Good. Then if you don't mind..." Beth held her hand out towards the door.
"I ain't leaving. Hopefully, she wants to use me for some more sex. My cock's getting hard just thinking about her."
Beth glanced at his pants and gulped at the tent in the crotch. She'd caught a glimpse of his enormous penis the other night and apparently dwarfism did not apply to his cock. "Well, you can't. She's not going to fuck you if I'm here. Look, I'm almost glad my mom cheated...um.. finally got laid. Maybe it loosened her up some, but-"
"Oh I loosened her up alright."
Beth moved to where Lester was sitting on the bed. "Please leave."
"Not until I get me some more white pussy."
"That's enough. My mom and dad have been happily married for 25 years. The other night was a one time thing. Now for the last time, I'm asking you nicely to leave before I call hotel security."
"You're not married, right?"
"Of course not, I just turned eighteen." Beth stared down at him as his muscular arms reached out to grab her robe. "What are you doing?" Beth watched one black hand yank the belt in her robe. Before she knew it, he'd yanked the robe open exposing her nakedness to his narrow brown eyes. His strong arms yanked on the robe, pulling her towards him. "What the fuck?" she asked, as his lips planted on her right nipple. "Stop tha- OH! Oh my god!" Three of his fingers had just worked their way into her soaked pussy. What the hell had just happened? Much to Beth's embarrassment, her already horny body was swiftly reacting to him. Her nipple had hardened in his mouth and her needy pussy was humping his fingers. Beth moaned as her pleasure grew. His free hand was pinching her nipple, but then it slid down her side and across her legs. He fumbled with something and she knew he was taking his hard cock out.
"I told you I wasn't leaving until I got some more pussy," said Lester, taking his mouth off her nipple. He quit fingering her, grabbed her hips and guided her onto the bed, to kneel on the edge, and to slowly lower herself down on his erect cock.
Beth moaned as the knobby cock head worked it's way deeper in her pussy. She worked her pussy up and down over the long cock. Maybe, if she took care of Lester's needs, it would take his mind off fucking her mom again? His cock slid deeper until it knocked against her cervix and then the head forced it's way into her womb. If she kept the little man satisfied, maybe her mom wouldn't cheat on her father again? Beth grabbed the dwarf's head and pulled him into her bosom as she trembled in orgasm. Fuck mom. This is my cock now. Beth began bouncing in Lester's lap.
Lester clamped his lips around one of Beth's puffy nipples and sucked it into his mouth, flickering his tongue across it. Beth squealed and he could feel her pussy squeezing his cock like a vise as she came. His balls grew soaked as her juices flowed down them.
Beth threw her head back and cried out in pleasure. "You feel so good," she told him. She felt his mouth switch to her other nipple. The dwarf's strong hands grabbed her ass cheeks and began guiding her up and down his cock. Beth looked down at him a look of lust and contentment in her half lidded eyes. He stared back at her with her nipple still between his teeth. Lester released her breast and turned his head up at her. Beth looked at the black face, dark lips surrounded by a goatee. She angled her head and brought her lips down hard against his. They kissed passionately, tongues dueling for control until Beth's third orgasm gave his tongue the upper hand and it slid into her mouth.
They kissed for nearly fifteen minutes while Lester's strong black hands continued lifting her ass cheeks up and down his shaft. Finally, Lester seemed to grow bored with the slow fucking. He lifted her up until his cock head parted her pussy lips and slipped free. "Get on your back," he growled.
Bethany eagerly laid down on her back and slid higher up on the bed. Lester rolled onto his knees and climbed between her legs. He pushed his cock down and both the white teen and black dwarf watched his dark cock slowly reenter her pussy. When it was all the way in, Lester pushed her legs open and began fucking her as hard as he could.
****************
Marsha was still a little dazed from her morning with Reverend Sharpspeare as she stepped out of the elevator. A contented smile split her face. Her hair was still damp from the shower she'd taken in Sharpspeare's penthouse after their marathon fuck session. She slowly walked down the hall to her room and took out her key card.
She slipped the card in and out of the lock and turned the knob as the light went green. The smell of sex was like a physical slap in the face as she opened the door. Marsha stood staring in horror at the scene before her. Bethany, her innocent young daughter was laying on her back getting fucked by Lester on the same bed he had fucked her on the day before. Worse, Beth was acting like a complete slut, fucking him back, raising her hips into every thrust of his cock. She was even squeezing her large breasts together and pinching her own nipples!
Marsha sighed and her look of horror slowly turned into a smile. She of all people knew what pleasure her daughter was getting from that foot long black cock of Lester's. She knew how hard it was to resist a big cock like Lester's. She knew how the raw power of these amazing black cocks had her behaving like a complete slut. It was no wonder, Bethany and before her Ann, had behaved the same way their own mother had when they encountered these incredible men.
Marsha walked over to the bed and sat down beside the oblivious couple. Lester noticed her first. He just winked. "Bethany, we have an audience," he grunted.
A really big orgasm was growing in Beth's womb and she was sweating from it's intensity. She opened her eyes and saw her mom staring down at her. Her eyes opened wider in surprise and fear, but her mom's expressions was peaceful, understanding, loving even. "Mom! I'm sorr-"
"I understand honey." Marsha reached over and caressed the side of her daughter's face. "I love you." Marsha felt her daughters head shaking under her palm. Beth's eyes rolled up, her mouth fell open as a scream of pure pleasure erupted from it. Marsha's eyes swept down over her daughter's nude, sexually aroused body in the throws of a massive orgasm and she thought she had never seen anything so beautiful.
"Here it cums, slut," shouted Lester.
Marsha looked down as the dwarf slammed his cock forwards and held it buried. She knew from experience the power of that first jet of seed striking a woman's womb. She hoped Beth was on birth control as she watched her daughter writhing in ecstasy as the spurting cock extended her orgasm. Lester suddenly yanked his hips back, his ejaculating cock springing free of her daughter's vagina. A strand of semen stretched from Beth's clitoris to Lester's cock head, breaking as Lester's rampant, glistening cock stuck out and sent a stream of sperm across Beth's belly and breasts. Several more globs of semen struck Beth's nude body before the dwarf suddenly angled it towards Marsha and shot several more wads of seed at her. His sperm struck her clothes, staining them.
Lester slipped backward off the bed, his hard cock bobbing before him. He quickly took Marsha's hands and pulled her off the bed. His strong arms pulled her down and she fell to her knees. "Clean if off," he ordered.
Marsha leaned forward then onto all fours, staring greedily down at the wet cock. A copious white drop of sperm as big as one of her husband's entire orgasms was leaking from the large urethra. Marsha's tongue flickered out and licked it off. Then her tongue swirled around the big cock head. Then his cock was in her mouth, down her throat, and she was sucking him as hard a she could. It never softened in her mouth and he grabbed the sides of her head as he began fucking her face.
"That's it, suck that black cock," groaned Lester. "You're turnin' into a pro after only a few days. You Duttons are natural born cocksuckers."
A few days ago that statement would have offended the hell out of her. Now, Marsha took some pride in being called a natural cocksucker. She felt a strange zealous fervor to do her best servicing these amazing black cocks. Marsha knew this went against her personality. She was normally a overbearing, bossy woman and she was proud of it. She dominated those around her from her husband and daughters to her friends. They were eager to please her. Now she found herself eager to please any black man with a big cock and it felt completely natural for her to submit both her mind and body to giving them pleasure.
"Here it cums," said Lester.
Marsha's lips were repeatedly burying into Lester's pubic hair as she deep throated him while he fucked her face. She cold feel his cock swelling. He was too deep and she'd been deep throating him for too long. Marsha opened her eyes and pulled back. Lester relented and quit pulling her head down on his cock. Marsha took over sucking him off, bobbing her head over half his cock. She could see Bethany sitting up on the bed, liquefied sperm dripping down her bosom. Beth was watching her closely. The mother and daughter stared at each other as Lester's cock jerked. Marsha felt her cheeks bulge out, sperm pouring down her chin just before she gulped. Beth continued staring while Marsha swallowed another load just as Lester pulled back. Then Marsha had to shut her eyes as a large strand of semen splattered on her forehead, reaching down to her chin. She sensed Beth continuing to stare at her as more globs of seed struck her face.
Marsha remained kneeling on the floor. She could hear Lester dressing and the sounds of him kissing her daughter. She scooped sperm off her face, but it still covered her eyes by the time, Lester was opening the room's door. "It was nice meeting you both. I need to get back to New York today, but maybe I'll see you around."
Marsha heard the door slam, just as she wiped enough sperm off her eyes to open them. She slowly stood off the floor just as Bethany climbed off the bed. Beth reached over and wiped her finger along Marsha's cheek. "Missed a spot," said Beth, scooping up a wad of sperm and sticking the finger in her mouth. What a slutty thing to do, thought her mom. "I can't go back to white boys after this," said Beth.
"I don't want you to," said Marsha, opening her arms. Beth flew into them and she embraced her daughter not even caring that the sperm on Beth's nude body was now staining her clothes.. "I love you so much, Bethany."
"I love you to, mom."
"I want you to be happy."
"I want you to be happy to, mom."
"Lets not tell your father."
Beth shook her head in horror. "Oh no! His health couldn't handle it."
"That's right. I still love your dad, but he hasn't been able to satisfy me since his stroke and truthfully, after what I learned this past week, he was never able to satisfy me." Marsha pulled her daughter down so that they could sit on the bed. Beth kept her head buried in her mother's bosom while Marsha slowly stroked her long brown hair. "What happened? Lester didn't force himself on you did he?"
Beth chuckled. "No mom."
And Beth began telling her mother about Bruce and Simon and Marsha finally looked shocked when Beth told her that she had done both black men at the same time. The Beth told her how Lester had come looking for Marsha. She didn't mention Ann, nor did Marsha mention the white men she'd tried to sleep with nor the one she'd fucked in the alley. Marsha told her about meeting Lester and then the Reverend Sharpspeare's special counseling. "I guess we've both done things we're ashamed of," said Marsha.
"No mom, I haven't done anything I'm ashamed of."
Marsha paused in thought. "No, I guess not."
Beth pulled away from her mom. "I think I should get cleaned up."
Marsha nodded and followed her daughter into the bathroom. Beth leaned over the shower and started the water while Marsha went to the sink and turned the water on. She watched Beth step into the shower through the mirror's reflection while she washed the sperm off her face with a washcloth. She'd showered at Sharpspeare's, but his semen was still leaking from her pussy and ass, leaving a gooey mess in her panties. "Leave the shower on and I'll jump in after you," she yelled at Beth.
"Ok."
Marsha began taking her clothes off, setting them on the back of the toilet. She was naked by the time Beth opened the shower curtains and stepped out. The two nude women stood facing each other, breasts just inches apart. Marsha couldn't get over how much Beth looked like she had when she was her age, nearly the spitting image. They had the same hair and the same height. Marsha kept her figure trim and was still close to her daughter's weight. Her ass was plumper and her breasts were a full cup size larger thanks to two pregnancies. Beth's breasts were still proud and firm despite their large size and her nipples thrust out several inches above Marsha's slightly saggy heavier bosom. They moved past each other and Marsha stepped into the still running shower.
Marsha stepped out of the shower and dried herself off. She wrapped the towel around her body and walked out to her bed. She peeked past the partition at Beth's bed. Her daughter had dressed and was brushing her hair. Marsha went back to her suitcase and began dressing herself. "Lets go out to dinner," she yelled to her daughter. "Just the two of us. We'll talk some more."
"Sounds good," yelled Beth back, "But I have a surprise for you."
"What's that dear?"
"If I told you it wouldn't be a surprise."
Marsha chuckled and finished dressing. She returned to the restroom to use the room's hair dryer. Standing nude, facing her daughter had made her feel old. Yeah, she looked great for her age, better then most women her age, but she was still old. How many black men would choose to fuck her over a young woman like her daughter? How many more years would she still look good enough to fuck? She brushed out the grey streaks in her hair wondering it maybe she should dye her hair. She'd fought the notion before, vowing to grow old gracefully, but now she had to wonder.
The doorbell rang.
"Your surprise is here," yelled Beth. "Why don't you answer it?"
Marsha put down the dryer. Curious, she stepped out of the restroom. Beth was standing at the door between their beds, staring at the door, smiling. Marsha stepped toward the door. She felt her nipples go hard again as she wondered if Beth had called Bruce or Simon up to the room to fuck her. If Beth hadn't been exaggerating they both had bigger cocks then Lester or Sharpspeare and Beth had taken them both at once. That was something Marsha had yet to experience. Maybe Beth was going to leave her alone with the two black men? Marsha stood on tiptoes to peek through the peephole.
"No, don't look," interjected Beth before, Marsha had placed her eye on the peephole.
Marsha came back down on her heels and reached out to open the door. Two naked black men waiting on the other side would have been less of a surprise to Marsha. She stood staring in shock at the sight before her.
"Hello mother," said Ann.
*****************
Beth held her breath waiting to see what would happen. After nearly a minute watching her mom stand frozen in her spot, her mom suddenly threw herself upon her wayward daughter and they embraced. "I'm so sorry, Ann." Marsha broke down and started crying.
"I should never have disowned you. My daughter." Marsha choked up. "I'm so sorry, so judgmental."
"It's ok mom, I forgive you," replied Ann, hugging her mom tightly.
Beth found herself crying along with them as her mom and sister reconciled. She could hear her mom sobbing and she could see tears rolling down Ann's cheeks. Finally, Beth couldn't stand it anymore. She raced over to her mother and sister and they opened their arms so that Beth could join in the embrace.
"What are you doing here?" asked Marsha of Ann.
"I came to see Bethany compete."
The embrace lasted nearly fifteen minutes and it took another hour for the Dutton women to compose themselves and freshen up their make-up. Later, the three Dutton women found themselves in the Kalahari Buffet having dinner together for the first time in five years.
Beth didn't say much. She preferred watching Ann and her mom talk. Her mom never broached the subject of Ann's career choice. Ann was mostly interested in how her father was and what her old friends back home in Idaho were up to.
Beth looked up as a tall shadowy figure approached their table. She recognized Solomon King immediately. His wife, the statuesque former model, Ivara Trump-King was on his arm. Two weeks ago the sight of a beautiful blonde on the arm of a black man would have made Beth uneasy. Now, she looked upon Ivara with envy. King had the air of a superior black male and no doubt his wife was getting her fill pf his big black cock every night.
"Hello Mrs. Dutton, Miss Idaho, Ann," said King acknowledging the Dutton women.
They greeted him back. "Looking forward to the pageant, Idaho?"
"Yes sir," replied Bethany, gulping as she stared at the handsome black man. He looked younger then her mom, but his air was that of an older mature man.
"Her name is Bethany," whispered Ivara in King's ear, loud enough for all to hear.
"Well good luck to you, Bethany," said Solomon, winking at her. "I say, Ann, your last name is Dutton, are you three related?"
"Yes, Mr. King. Beth is my younger sister and this is my mom, Marsha."
"I would have thought she was another sister."
Beth laughed along with everyone else. Though it was one of the oldest lines in the world. Solomon had a way of making it sound fresh and charming. Her mom was even blushing.
"So charming Mr. King," said Marsha, staring at him with a glint in her eye. "You're a lucky woman, Mrs. King."
"Thank you," replied Ivara. "I'm well aware of it. Solomon and I just got back from or honeymoon last month. It was an amazing three weeks on Trinibogo. I hear you're taking a trip there soon, Ann."
"Yes and I'm looking forward to it," said Ann.
"Well enjoy your evening ladies. I'd like to buy your dinner. Just tell your waitress that I said to comp it." King winked at Marsha.
"Thanks Mr. King," said Marsha. Ann and Beth nodded in agreement.
"My pleasure buying the three lovely Dutton sisters dinner."
The three Dutton's watched Solomon lead his wife over to a table. "You know Mr. King?" asked Marsha.
"I work for him, mom," answered Ann.
Marsha stared at her daughter in surprise, then a smile crept across her face. "You mean you don't do porn- ah, make movies any more?"
"Sorry mother, but I still make movies. I'm very good at it and I enjoy my work immensely."
Beth held her breath hoping her mom and sister weren't going to start fighting again. Ann was watching her mother, baiting her. Marsha just smiled and nodded. "What do you do for Mr. King?"
"I recruit talent for his organization."
"Well I hope he doesn't find out about your other job. Famous men like Mr. King don't like to be embarrassed publicly."
"I'm not too worried," said Ann, smiling.
Bethany sat watching the exchange. "You know, I think Mrs. Trump had some work done. She looks different from the packet cover for the pageant I got five months ago."



"I noticed that too," said Marsha. "Her face looks younger and unless she stuffs her bra, I'd say her boobs look a lot bigger. What do you think Ann?"
Ann just smiled and shrugged.
"They're as big as mine," said Marsha. "She had nice full breasts to begin with. I wonder why she got a boob job."
"Maybe her husband likes big breasts, mom," said Ann. "In fact, I'm certain her does. I noticed him looking at your cleavage."
"Ann! Stop," said Marsha, blushing again.
"I'm serious," said Ann, grinning at her mom's discomfort. "And what's up with you telling Mrs. King that she's a lucky woman? Interracial couples used to put you in a tizzy or are you just buttering up the pageant head?"
Marsha continued blushing. "Mr. King is charming, good looking, and built. Not to mention filthy rich, not that Ivara Trump needed any money. Their marriage might be more of a merger. Anyway, she is a lucky woman."
"So interracial couples no longer bother you?"
"No, they don't," answered Marsha, glancing over at Bethany before looking back at Ann. "Lets just say that recently I've become more open minded."
***************
Day Eight
It was starting to get down to the wire and Bethany still had three more interviews to give with the judges. One today and two tomorrow. Today's interview included a photo shoot and Marsha was coming along to watch the shoot though the interview itself was private.
Marsha and Bethany headed downstairs and through the casino to the Black's gym in the building. Bethany's interview was with the owner Marcus Black. The photo shoot was to be similar to the Hidden Closet shoot only Bethany was to be filmed working out in the gym as publicity for this up and coming chain of fitness centers. The interview was to be conducted in the gym manager's office.
Marsha had never seen Marcus Black before, but when she did, she swore her pussy contracted and gave a little squirt that wetted her panties. He was very handsome, very very big, and very very very black. In fact, he was the blackest man she'd ever seen. His muscles rippled and bulged on his arms. He wore a skin tight tee shirt that hugged every ridge and muscle on his massive wall of a chest. Marsha wanted to run her hands across that muscular chest and let them slip down into the tight gym shorts he was wearing to feel his giant black..."
"I'm sorry Mrs. Dutton, but the interviews are private."
Marsha shook her head to snap it out of her fantasy. "Yes, I'm aware of that Mr. Black, though I don't agree that judges and contestants should be alone together at any time."
Black looked at her and Marsha felt her nipples start to push out her bra. She watched his eyes flicker over to Beth, focusing in on her breasts which didn't bother Marsha as by this time in her life she realized men just couldn't help staring at women with large breasts. Then his eyes moved back to her and down to her breasts. Marsha felt her nipples straining to grow even larger under his gaze. The side of his mouth curled up in a wry grin and his eyes moved up to stare into hers. "I agree, we don't want anyone accused of impropriety do we? I see no harm in you sitting in with the interview. It'll only take a few minutes. I have ten more interviews today."
"Oh! Thank you Mr. Black." Marsha followed Black and Beth into the office he was using for the interviews.
Black sat down behind the desk. "Alright Miss Teen Idaho, Bethany Dutton, the United States has an obesity problem, what would you propose to get the nation back in shape?"
Bethany was sitting up straight, the Idaho sash draped across her shoulder, both feet flat on the floor as she paused for a moment. "I believe that citizens of the United States need to eat better and exercise more. The government could help by increasing taxes on fast food and junk food as well as providing tax breaks for healthy physical activities such as purchasing a bicycle and memberships to places such as Black's gym. A universal ad campaign promoting healthy eating and activities would also be useful, targeting the young to start by running commercials on cartoon and teen channels."
"Very good, Miss Dutton," said Marcus, making some notations in a notebook. "Black's Gym is already planning a campaign based on ideas you mentioned by partnering with the Miss Universe organization to attract new customers to Black's Gym. Go on out into the gym and find the photographer. He'll give you a workout outfit and set up your shoot."
"Go on out Bethany," said Marsha, staring at Mr. Black. "I'll catch up." Marsha noticed her daughter look between her mom and the black man then back at her mom. Her eyes narrowed in confusion, but she got up and left the room.
Marcus stood up and walked over to where Marsha was seated. "Is there something I can do for you, Mrs. Dutton?"
Marsha felt sweat break out on her forehead. His crotch was right in front of her face and judging by the swell, it was a monster. "Y-yes, Mr. Black and call me Marsha."
"Marcus, Marsha."
"Alright Marsha, I mean Marcus," she replied. My god, I'm as nervous as a school girl. What the hell is wrong with me? I'm acting like a bitch in heat. If anything this man has an even more powerful sexy aura then Sharpspeare or King. "I try to keep fit, Marcus."
"I can see that Marsha. You have an amazing figure."
Marsha felt her cheeks grow crimson and her pussy squirted again. There was no way to describe how happy it made her feel to find out that these black men found her attractive and hopefully wanted her. She hadn't even thought to check his hand. Her eyes flickered from his crotch to his hand and back. No ring. Good. "Anyway, I could really use a good workout. I was hoping you might help with the workout."
"In what way, Marsha?"
"I'm sure a man of your talents, knows many ways to give a willing woman the long hard workout she needs." There it is, his cock just shifted under his shorts. Damn! That thing looks big. It just extended another three inches. Another inch and it's going to pop out of the leg of his shorts. Marsha unconsciously licked her lips. The big black cock was starting to strain against the cloth of his shorts.
"I know lots of ways to give women workouts."
"I was thinking some stretching exercises would help me out."
Marcus suddenly grabbed the waistband of his shorts and yanked them down. His cock sprang free and he sighed in relief. "Would this help stretch you out, Marsha?"
"Jesus!" she hissed under her breath. Marsha wanted that cock more then anything in the world, but it was so big she began to have second thoughts. The coal black monster was the biggest, thickest cock she'd seen yet. It was probably fifteen inches long, she assumed. There was absolutely no way a cock could get any bigger then this. The owner wouldn't be able to mate and pass on his genes. "Yes, that will stretch me out nicely."
Marsha continued to stare at the mammoth black cock as if completely memorized by it.
"Well?" asked Marcus, impatiently.
"Sorry," said Marsha giggling. "I was just admiring your cock. It's the biggest cock I've ever seen."
"I'm sure you're very impressed, but it's not going to suck itself. By the way, this isn't going to affect my choice of pageant winner in any way."
Marsha leaned forward and kissed the head right on the pee slit. As she did, the big cock gave a little jerk and squirted precum between her lips. Marcus' precum alone rivaled one of her husband's orgasms, but then a cock that big needed plenty of lubrication. Marsha let her tongue run around the head before flickering it over the pee slit. Several more squirts of fluid shot out on her tongue. It wasn't as rich tasting as semen, but she still liked it.
"I wouldn't expect it too, Mr. Black," said Marsha before parting her lips and gagging as the head entered her mouth. She relaxed and concentrated on the task at hand trying her best to suck him off. Unfortunately, his cock was too big and giving him a great blow job was a daunting task. As she grew used to his size, she was able to suck a little more then the head down her throat. Marsha wanted to please him and to do so, she decided to attack his cock with gusto. She started bobbing her head as fast as she could over the tip while jerking the long shaft with both her hands. From time to time, she'd let her mouth hold his cock while her hands squeezed and massaged his coconut sized ball. Marcus seemed to appreciate the effort and after a good fifteen minutes or so, his thick black cock began to swell even thicker.
Marsha guessed correctly that his big balls must produce massive volumes of sperm. She quickly started unbuttoning her blouse while Marcus put his hand on her head and took over fucking her mouth with less then half his cock. He blew his load just as she let her blouse slide off her arms. His load quickly outpaced her ability to swallow. Marcus' cock slipped out of her mouth as she choked on his cum. A blast of sperm coated her face and then she felt wads and splatters of semen striking her chest and large breasts, staining and soaking her bra. Thankfully, she'd gotten the blouse off just in time. Marsha quickly grabbed the cock and pulled the head back into her mouth. She wanted to capture every remaining drop of sperm Marcus' black balls had to offer her. His semen was the best she'd ever tasted.
"You'd learn to take it all with more practice," he grunted, "But overall not bad."
"Thanks," she replied, running her tongue around her lips and chin to taste every drop of his seed within it's reach.
"Get them slacks off and we'll begin your workout."
Marsha stood and unbuttoned her slacks, pushing them down her legs. She ogled Marcus' cock while she stripped. When she'd first seen it erect, it had proudly stood up, but after cumming it's drooped until it stuck straight out from his crotch. Now as she revealed her body to him, it slowly began to rise again. As her big boobs sprang free of her bra, it was standing tall again. Even when her husband was young and healthy he didn't have a recovery rate to match these black men.
As soon as she slid her panties down to her ankles and stepped out of them, Marcus said, "Hop up here. The desk is a good height for fucking." His strong arms grabbed her hips and effortlessly lifted her up on the desk. She automatically opened her legs for him as he stepped between them.
"Go slow," she begged watching him line the coal black monster up with her white pussy.
Marcus just chuckled in response. She watched the huge cock head as it pushed against her pussy lips. Her labia tried to resist, but they gave way under his constant pressure. They both moaned as the fat cock head slipped inside her. "So big," she moaned.
"This is one tight white pussy," said Marcus, grunting as he worked his cock around. He pushed harder and a little more slid in deeper.
"Oh god, that's a big cock," cried Marsha. It was unreal watching inch after inch of the long thick monster disappearing inside her. She felt like she was losing her black virginity all over again. There was little pleasure at this point, but both her pussy and his cock seemed to be doing their best to get him deeper inside her. Her vaginal muscles were gripping his shaft tightly spasming inwards trying to pull it deeper. Her fluids were flowing so rapidly, she felt wetness dripping down her ass and his cock continued spraying little jets of precum as it plowed it's way deeper. It was stretching her pussy wider then any of the previous black men had and soon it was as deep as Sharpspeare or Lester had been. There was some pain when the head beat against her cervix, but his precum loosened it and the head forced it's way into her womb. Finally, it stopped moving deeper. Marcus groaned and worked it around some more, but her pussy wouldn't budge.
Marsha sat there stunned using breathing techniques she hadn't used since giving birth to Bethany. She stared down at her crotch, noticing he still had a little more then an inch of shaft sticking out and swearing she saw a cock-headed shaped bulge just under her belly button.
Marcus made his cock jerk.
Marsha jumped like she did when she caught herself falling asleep for a second and waking up with a surprised lurch.
Marcus jerked his cock again.
Marsha moaned and opened her legs wider, still breathing like a woman giving birth, but she wasn't trying to force anything out this time.
Marcus jerked his cock repeatedly like it was doing pushups and for the first time waves of pleasure started shooting outwards from his cock. Her whole pussy undulated up and down his shaft and a sudden unexpected orgasm burst from her womb. The trickle of fluid running down her ass turned into a stream as she came.
"This one hot pussy," stated Marcus. "It really seems to love my cock."
"It does love your cock," she gasped. "I love your cock. Start fucking me with it and hold nothing back."
"Now that's what I'm talking about, slut." Marcus hooked his elbows under her knees, spread her legs as wide as they could go and he began to buck his hips. "Watch what you wish for."
Marsha was stunned as the big salami started fucking her. She stared amazed as Marcus picked up speed and inch after inch of his shaft slid out of her pussy, shining in the light with their juices. He fucked her rapidly and hard like he was eager to get himself off. Marsha gripped the edge of the desk to hold herself in place as his relentless pounding was pushing her back to slide across the desk. The orgasms started coming quickly and she cried out telling him how much she loved it, but all that came out of her mouth was gibberish.
Something clicked inside her and her entire body felt flooded by conflicting emotions. She'd never felt such feelings before. Marcus's cock brought forth bigger orgasms then Sharpspeare's had or Lester's. She'd had the biggest orgasm of her life three times already and soon a fourth burst from her making her squeal in delight. She didn't believe her orgasms could get any bigger, but a fifth proved her wrong. Marsha began crying from the feelings he was giving her. "I love you," she whispered, but Marcus was grunting so loudly he couldn't hear her. And she did love him, more then she loved her husband. She wanted this fucking to last forever. Never had she felt so much affection for anything even her children. "I love you," she cried louder this time and she thought of the fantastic fucking Lester had given her and the day she spent fucking Sharpspeare. She loved them to, Lester and the Reverend. She loved all three black men. She loved fucking black men. "I love black cock," she screamed as Marcus slammed his cock into her.
"Fuck!" he growled. "Here it cums."
Marsha looked down at their crotches and screamed as she saw their crotches were now conjoined. Every inch of that fifteen inch black salami was inside her. Cum was spraying the back of her womb, flowing around and filling it. Her resulting orgasm set another record as she bucked her hips into his spurting cock. Cum forced it's was through her cervix, flowing around the mighty shaft still buried in her. The stream of fluid leaking down her ass turned into a river. as his sperm poured from her pussy. Marcus yanked his cock back until it sprang free and the river turned into a torrent as sperm flowed freely from her pussy. His cock was still shooting as it sprang free. Multiple jets of his hot seed shot from the tip, falling in her mouth, coating her chin, flooding her chest, deluging her breasts and nipples, slowly working their way down her body as his ejaculate became less powerful. The final wads splattered on her belly like rain running down her taut stomach to pool in her navel.
Both the black man and white woman stood frozen, panting for many minutes as they recovered. "That was incredible," said Marsha, staring up at Marcus in awe.
"Yeah, it was." Marcus stared back at her with respect. Finally, he stepped back and pulled his pants up. "There's some towels over there," he told her.
Marsha nodded. Sperm covered and nude, she walked over to the towels and used three getting all the sperm off her and trying to plug the flow leaking from her legs. It took awhile, but she finally felt clean and dressed herself.
"Your daughter should be about done and I have another interview in a few minutes," he told her dismissively.
Marsha nodded and headed to the door. He may have been acting coldly towards her, but she felt his eyes on her every step of the way. She had impressed him.
Marsha left the office and walked into the gym. She gasped at the image that presented itself to her. A muscular black trainer with a military flat top was standing behind Bethany like he was fucking her doggy style. Another black man was taking their picture. She was on all fours gripping a bar on a workout machine.
"That's about it," said the photographer. "Now go stand under the logo for one last shot and we're done for the day.
Bethany climbed off the machine. She was wearing the sexiest workout outfit Marsha had ever seen. Tight spandex shorts hugged her ass and gripped her crotch so tightly Marsha could make out the mound of her daughter's pubic hair. The top was worse. It was a tight sports bra but it barely covered her daughter's big nearly D-cup bosom. It hugged her breasts every bit as much as the shorts hugged her crotch. Beth's entire nipple was visible and worse, her nipples made little tents in the material as they were hard as rocks.
Marsha watched Beth walk over next to a large "Black's Gym" logo painted in black on the white wall. Beth was given a bottle of Aqua Naïve Blanc to drink. She threw her head back and gulped the water down as the photographer snapped pictures of the young woman sweaty from her workout.
"All done," said the photographer.
The handsome trainer walked over to Beth. "Give me a call," he said, handing her a business card.
"I will," said Beth. She winked at him and looked over at her mom. Beth's eyes narrowed at her mom and Marsha knew that her daughter suspected what she had just done with Marcus in the office. There was no hiding her "well fucked" look.
"Ready? We are having dinner with Ann again," said Marsha.
Two hours later, the three Dutton women had a very enjoyable meal at an Italian restaurant on the boardwalk. Ann asked to spend some time with her sister after dinner and Marsha gave her consent provided they were not out too late. Marsha and Bethany returned to their room and Beth took a quick shower. Beth was still getting ready when there was a knocking on the door. Marsha opened it and stared in shock at the three people at her door. Ann stood there smiling with two black men on her arms. "Hi Mom, Is Beth ready?" she asked.
"Right here," said Beth coming out of the bathroom and brushing past her mom.
Marsha looked at the two blacks. They seemed typical of the men in the hotel, over muscled with arrogant smirks on their faces. Ann relinquished one's arm and Beth took it. He looked familiar and Marsha realized it was the trainer she'd seen Beth working with at the gym. The one with Ann she didn't recognize and other then having a great physique, he was quite ugly. Not someone she'd expect to see her beautiful daughter going out with, but Ann didn't seem concerned with his looks. Beth was wearing a shirt skirt and a tank top that hugged her bosom and showed off her navel. She was also wearing more makeup than usual. "Beth, where did you get that outfit?"
"Ann, loaned it to me. See you later, mom."
"Goodnight mom," added Ann.
The black men nodded at her and the foursome turned and began walking away. "Not too late Bethany," she called after them. "Big day tomorrow." But they didn't acknowledge her. This is bad, thought Marsha as she shut the door. She couldn't say anything for fear that Beth would tattle about her committing adultery with a black man to Ann.



Marsha felt dirty, especially down there as she was still leaking Marcus Black's cum even hours after fucking him. Plus, after seeing her daughter's dates, her pussy had started juicing up and wetting her panties even more then they normally were since arriving in Atlantic City. She decided to take a shower.
Marsha stripped and climbed under the hot stream of water in the hotel's shower. She was worried about Beth and couldn't stop thinking about it. Marsha now understood what a fulfilling experience sex with a black man could give a woman and couldn't blame Beth for going out with another black man tonight. Hell, she was even a little jealous. The trainer was a good looking man and no doubt hung like a horse and skilled in his cock's use too. Her problem was that Beth was sleeping with different black men. If she wasn't careful, Beth would end up with a reputation as a slut. If she wasn't really careful, Beth might end up an actual slut like her sister, having sex with black man after black man on film for money. Marsha shivered at the thought.
Marsha stepped out of the shower, dried herself off, and wrapped the towel around her body before brushing her teeth. Afterwards, she stepped out of the bathroom and looked over at her bed. The bag with the black dildo sat nearby. It was wonderful, but no substitute for the real thing. Again she felt a little jealous of Beth's date, the handsome black man. Then she felt a little jealous of Ann's date, the ugly black man. He might be ugly and at least he wasn't a cold piece of plastic like her dildo, but a hot black cock throbbing with life and vitality with huge cum filled balls. She completely understood why Ann hadn't cared about her date's looks.
Marsha was about to climb on the bed and take out the dildo when there was a knock on her door. She absentmindedly opened it without looking through the peephole. A Handsome black man of about eighteen stood looking at her. "Yes?" she asked.
"Hi, is Beth here?"
"No, Bethany has gone out for the evening."
The black man's smile drooped. "Oh, I see. We were supposed to go out this evening."
"I'm sorry, it must have slipped her mind." Marsha eyed the black youth up and down. He had a good sized bulge in his pants. He was leaner then most black men she'd met. He appeared all muscle, but not bulky. "I'll let her know you stopped by." Marsha began to close the door, when the black teen grabbed it. "Yes?"
"You know," he said, looking her up and down. "This evening doesn't have to be a total waste." He stepped up to her and reached out for the towel around her body, pulling it off and letting it fall to her feet. "Actually," he added, reaching out to heft Marsha's enormous breasts, "I'd say the evening's looking up."
Marsha trembled as she pulled him into the room and slammed the door shut with her foot. She melted into his arms.
Later, she was a little disappointed in his size. She never learned his name, but he was only around nine inches long. Better then the dildo and better then any white man she'd slept with, but a bit of a let down after taking Marcus earlier that day.
***************
Day Nine
Beth looked horrible. She was tired. There were bags under her eyes. Her makeup was smeared. Worse, she was walking through the casino racing to her room with dried sperm in her hair and flakes of cum on her chin. Not to mention the gooey mess soaking her panties.
She entered the elevator and hit the button for her floor. Her date lived in a dorm style apartment building several blocks from the boardwalk. The two black men hadn't even taken her and Ann out. They'd taken the Dutton sisters straight to their apartment and all four were stripping within seconds of the apartment's door closing. They'd fucked their dates and after that their dates swapped and after that Beth found herself sucking Ann's date while her date fucked her from behind and after that Beth woke up to find herself alone with sounds of intense fucking coming from Ann's date's room. She woke again around dawn and found Ann's date pulling her ass up off the bed and soon his eleven inch cock was pushing past her anus. Sperm was still leaking out of her ass as she pushed her key card into the door of her room.
Beth opened the door and paused in surprise. Her mom was lying nude on the bed in the arms of a handsome black man. Oops, she thought. I forgot I made a date with Mark last night. No regrets, she thought looking at his smaller black cock being cupped in one of her mom's hands. I certainly had a better time double dating with Ann last night and it looks like the night turned out pretty good for mom too.
Beth snuck into the shower, turned the water on and quickly washed herself. She had her final two interviews that day and the pageant itself was right around the corner. When she left the restroom, her mom was under the covers and alone as if she was hoping her daughter hadn't noticed anything. "Good morning Bethany," said her mom, looking sheepish.
"Morning."
"What time did you get home?"
"Just now, Ann and I tagged teamed a couple of black guys so we spent the night fucking and sucking black cock."
"Beth!" Marsha looked aghast.
"Don't "Beth" me mother. You had your fun too and at least I'm not married. What was he your third black guy, fourth? You're as addicted as I am."
"Don't judge, lest ye be judged," said Marsha softly and mostly to herself. "You're right honey, I can't help myself."
"I'm sorry, mom. I shouldn't have snapped." Beth felt a little sorry for her mom. She was married after all and happily except that her dad couldn't perform in the bedroom. The guilt must be killing her.
"Where are you off to?"
"I have an interview with Lacy Lovelorn and then an interview with Reverend Sharpspeare." Beth grinned wryly at the expression on her mom's face when she mentioned Sharpspeare. "What about you?"
"I think I'll do some last minute shopping," replied Marsha.
"Have fun," said Beth, before grabbing her things and running off to her interview. Her first was with Tracy Hardcastle who wrote romance novels under the penname Lacy Lovelorn. Beth had never heard of her or read anything by her. She was impressed by the woman's beauty. She was a strawberry blonde with large full breasts and could easily have posed as a heroine on her book covers. The interview was in her suite in the top levels of the giant black tower.
"Nice to meet you Miss Dutton," said Tracy.
"And you Mrs. Hardcastle."
Are you ready for your question?" asked Tracy continuing when Beth nodded. "25% of African Americans are functionally illiterate. What would you do to improve the literacy rate among blacks in this country?"
Wow, thought Bethany, this pageant sure took on a lot of black themes and issues since Mr. King took it over. She smiled at the romance writer while pondering her answer. Finally, Beth spoke, "Literacy is important for everyone, but to help African Americans in particular I would start a pro-reading campaign using famous African American sports figures and entertainers targeting black youths as early as possible. I would also make sure that many of the books they start reading as young people target their interests."
"Such as?"
"Such as sports and music such as hip hop or rap. Perhaps biographies of famous African Americans could help get young people started reading. Yes, sports biographies would be popular, but the odds of your average black male teenager becoming a professional sports player are slim to none. They would be better off reading about a rich and famous black businessman such as... well, such as Solomon King. Mr. King would be a great role model for black youths. Someone should write a children's biography about him."
"Not a bad idea, Miss Dutton. I'm impressed and I may pass that idea on to my publisher. Thank you. Please go on into the next room and try on the outfit. We're doing promo covers for my next novel to be posted on my website."
"Thank you," replied Bethany. She believed she was doing pretty good at these interview questions. These were pretty tough preliminary questions. There would be more questions during the actual pageant, but only if she made the top fifteen.
Beth was somewhat surprised when she saw the photographer. He was white. She was half expecting another muscular black man and she was almost getting used to seeing muscular black men working every job around here. The photographer was a man in his thirties named Jack. "Go ahead and try that on," he told her, pointing to a frilly hooped dress. "You can change in there."
Beth took the large dress. It was white with blue lace edges. A period dress, antebellum South she assumed. She removed her clothes and put the dress on, admiring herself in the mirror. The bodice was low cut and showed off a lot of cleavage. The waist was tight accentuating her figure while the large skirt billowed out at her hips. She looked as beautiful as a Southern belle on her way to a ball. She wished she had known about this and had time to curl her hair to look old fashioned.
Beth left the changing room and wasn't the least surprised to see the muscular black male waiting to model with her. He was magnificent, bulging with muscles and had long kinky hair that fell down his back. He looked like the cover model for a romance novel. He was barefoot and wearing tattered brown trousers. His chest was bare except for an equally tattered black vest. In short, he was dressed like a slave.
"Beth, this is Lamar Jefferson," said Jack. "He's a cover model we regularly use."
Lamar boldly moved his head up and down her body, checking her out and stopping to stare at her chest. "Well well," he said, "A beautiful Georgia peach."
Beth smiled back. "I do declare," she said, faking a Southern accent. "You must have me confused with someone else. I'm an Idaho potato."
Lamar threw his head back and laughed. He quit laughing and stared at her lustfully. "Girl, if you ain't already, you should be a model."
"I thank you kind sir," she said, still faking an accent and curtseying. Beth's eyes flickered down to his crotch. She was impressed by the large swollen lump under the trousers.
Jack pointed at a wall that had a pull down image of a Southern plantation complete with moss covered trees surrounding it. "Go on and stand in front of the picture. Lamar take Bethany in your arms like you're about to ravish her."
"I know the pose," said Lamar.
Beth followed the giant black man over to the picture. He turned around with his back to the plantation and his front towards the camera set up on a tripod. He motioned for Beth to step up to him and she found herself trembling as he took her in his arms and leaned her back. He stared into her eyes with his lips pursed about half a foot above her own lips.
"Great," said Jack, the camera clicking. "Lamar, move one hand up just under her breast." Jack continued snapping pictures.
Tracy Hardcastle strolled into the room. "This will work as a promo cover for my next novel," she said, ""Plantation Uprising" is about a slave uprising while the plantation's men are off fighting for the confederacy. If my artist likes this picture, you may find yourself a painting on a romance novel, Miss Dutton."
"That would be cool," said Beth. She looked over at Tracy and found that the older woman was also dressed as a Southern Belle.
"I'm having other contestants pose with different scenes from either my past books or some others I'm currently working on," said Tracy. She walked into the picture on the other side of Lamar.
"Now grab his arm like you're pulling him away from your daughter," said Jack.
Tracy grabbed Lamar's arm and pulled. The big black man held Bethany in one arm like he refused to give her up. Jack snapped a lot of pictures. "I've modeled a lot of my covers," said Tracy.
"You're very beautiful," said Beth.
"I've been working with her off and on for three years now," added Lamar, still frozen in the pose, but moving his lips. "Ever since she decided to use black men as main characters."
"Why did you do that?" asked Bethany. "Aren't you marketing to a specific audience?"
"Sales fell 30%," said Tracy, "but I didn't mind. Something changed my mind three years ago and I could no longer think of white men as strong male romantic characters. I thought it would do a lot to improve race relations. Does that bother you, Bethany?"
"Oh no, Mrs. Hardcastle. I'm inclined to agree with you. I'm doing what I can to improve race relations myself."
"No doubt. You must mean the charity work with the King halfway houses?"
"Perhaps in the future," said Bethany. "Some other girls have visited the halfway house in Harlem, but I haven't yet. It is this years charity."
"Alright ladies," called Jack. "Kneel at his feet. The slaves have just taken the plantation. Look up at him like you're frightened and submissive." Jack snapped some pictures when the women complied. Place your hands on his thighs, Bethany. Wow, great expression."
Bethany didn't find it a hard pose. She felt completely submissive to the giant black man towering over her and when she placed her hands on his thighs, she found herself cupping the golf ball sized head of his cock and her hands were only inches above his knee. Instead of letting go, she squeezed it a little and the swollen cock started to swell even more. She glanced at Tracy who was watching her with a wry smile on her face. Tracy had her arms wrapped around Lamar's leg.
"Sorry," growled Lamar, looking down at Beth, but his look was lustful, not angry. "My damn cock's getting hard."
"It's alright," replied Jack, "Not that I blame you with those two lookers. We're done here anyway." Jack turned and left the room.
"Hey Beth," said Tracy, sitting up. "You ever seen a fourteen inch black cock before?"
"Actually, I have," said Beth, her hand left the bulbous cock head and slid up the length of his shaft under his trousers.
"Why don't you take it out?" Tracy kneeled opposite Beth.
"You don't mind, do you?' asked Beth of Lamar.
"Fuck no. It needs some air anyway."
Lamar's trousers were being held up by a rope belt. Tracy reached up and undid the simple knot, pulling the belt through the trouser's loops. Beth let her hands go up from the root of his shaft to the waistband of his trousers. She grasped it and pulled down. Lamar's cock sprang up as she pulled the trousers down his leg. Beth gasped in admiration at the magnificent piece of man meat. It was smaller then Simon's by about an inch, but it was streamlined and beautiful. "Wow!"
"I told you," said Tracy. "Lamar's special even among black men."
"Ladies," grunted Lamar. "It ain't gonna suck itself."
Beth leaned forward and took a big whiff of it's intoxicating smell. She puckered her lips and kissed the head. "Your black cock is superior," she said, looking up at him with her lips still brushing the knobby cock head. He looked down on her, his piercing dark eyes drilling into her soul. Beth opened her mouth and took the cock head inside her.
"Hold on there," interrupted Tracy. "You gotta share that monster."
"I don't want to," said Beth, pulling her lips off it.
"Be fair, that things big enough for both of us. We each get seven inches."
Beth didn't stop sucking the tip. Her eyes pleaded with Lamar's. It was his decision after all. "Let Tracy have some," he ordered. Beth nodded and released his cock, holding it out for Tracy.
"Thank you," said Tracy. She leaned forward, kissed the head like Beth had and took it between her lips. Beth thought she took too long sucking the tip, but eventually Tracy relented and with difficulty pushed the rampant cock back towards her and Beth took him back into her mouth. This time she took him deeper down her throat.
Tracy slid back a little bit and Beth hoped she was relinquishing her share of the cock. Instead, Tracy moved behind Beth and unlaced the back of Beth's gown. Beth felt Tracy struggling at the bodice until she was able to pull it down exposing Beth's full bosom. Tracy reached out and pinched one of Beth's nipples. "My turn," she said. Beth pulled back and held the cock out for Tracy. She noticed that Tracy too had pulled her gown down revealing an equally impressive bosom. "Lets each take a side," said Tracy.
Beth wasn't sure what she meant, But Tracy moved opposite her with just the large cock between them. She leaned forward and started licking her side of the shaft. Beth guessed she must have moved too slowly, because Tracy reached up and pinched her nipples, pulling on them until Beth moved forwards and started licking her side of the shaft.
Their noses brushed as they tongued every inch of Lamar's fourteen inch black cock. Tracy still had her hands on Beth's breasts, pinching and twirling her nipples until they were swollen and aching. When Tracy finally released one breast it was to reach out and pull Beth's hand up to her own breast and Beth found her hand squeezing the older woman's soft pillowy flesh and feeling her nipples.
Beth's tongue followed Tracy's towards the tip of Lamar's cock. When they reached the helmet, their tongues went crazy, touching each other as much as they were licking Lamar's black knob. They continued salivating over the head, lips approaching as their tongues contacted around the urethra and then Lamar's cock sprang free and their open mouths found each other, tongues dueling first in Beth's mouth and then in Tracy's. It was soft and nice, but neither woman was here to make out with another woman. They were here to service a Brobdinagian black cock. Beth was still kissing Tracy even as her free hand reached up for the base of Lamar's shaft to pull it back down between them. Both women returned to licking Lamar's shaft.
Tracy licked from the root up to the head and removed her mouth. "I'm feeling generous today," she told Beth. "I've had this cock a lot over the last three years. I want you to suck him off."
Beth was lapping precum off the urethra while Tracy talked. She quit licking it and said, "You will? That is generous." Tracy leaned forward, turned her head and kissed Beth on the lips again. It was strange kissing a woman, but Beth was thankful and willingly kissed back. Tracy was being more then generous and Beth wasn't sure if she could have done the same. They broke their kiss and Beth turned to find that Lamar had backed away from her. He was now sitting in a chair nearby, tattered trousers around his ankles. He'd removed his vest and was sitting slowly stroking his hard cock while he watched the women. Beth crawled over to him on her hands and knees and took the tip of his cock in her mouth.
Tracy crawled after Beth and while she began taking Lamar deep in her throat, Tracy started licking his cum-laden balls. Black testicles tended to match the cocks they belonged to and Lamar's were no exception. His orange-sized balls hung low in their sack and hung over the edge of the chair.
Beth suppressed her gag reflex as she took Lamar further down her throat. The big head pushed her uvula up as it moved on towards and then past her tonsils. Soon it was difficult breathing and Beth had to pull back, breathe in through her nose and then push down again. She began blowing him. She lost her concentration when Tracy's head disappeared from under Lamar's shaft and she suddenly felt her right nipple getting sucked into the older woman's mouth. Her areola puffed up and her already stiff nipple swelled even more as Tracy's tongue flickered over it. Beth went back to focusing on Lamar's cock and Tracy moved her mouth from her right nipple, kissing and licking her way over to her left. Beth moaned as Tracy began gently sucking and licking that nipple.
Having her breasts sucked felt good even if it was a woman and Beth felt her growing arousal constantly soaking her already wet panties. Still she was a little relieved when Tracy quit paying attention to her breasts. However, Beth soon found Tracy had moved behind her and was gently pulling on her hips until Beth rose off her knees and onto all fours. A finger pushed against her panties and Beth was unable to stop her body from responding. She pushed down into it as she continued blowing the hung black man. The finger felt so good, she made no objection when Tracy's hand began pulling her panties down. She raised herself up so that Tracy could pull the panties all the way off her though she was still wearing the hoop skirt. The finger returned, this time sliding up to the knuckle in her pussy, pulling out and then another finger joined it, pulling out and then a third was pushed into her. Beth groaned around Lamar's cock as her lower body started grinding into the three fingers inside her.



Tracy pushed her fingers deep and raised them up until Beth took the hint and lifted her ass high. Tracy's free hand slapped against her inner thighs until she spread her legs wide apart. Beth felt the fingers slip from her pussy and she missed feeling them inside her though they were a poor substitute for a second black cock. She was barely aware of Tracy's hands on her knees and then Tracy was pulling on her knees, using them to slide forward as her head moved under Beth's crotch. Beth's pussy contracted in an explosive orgasm the moment Tracy's tongue flickered over her clitoris.
Beth's cum poured into Tracy's mouth as the romance writer's tongue moved from her clit, licking her labia and then worming it's way inside her pussy. Beth found herself humping the thrusting tongue. Never had she considered a woman as a sexual partner nor did she have a sexual attraction towards Tracy or any woman for that matter. Kissing Tracy had been nice. It was soft, different from kissing a man and Tracy's fingers had been skilled while her tongue was doing a sweet number on her pussy. She liked it, loved it even, but the massive black cock sliding in and out of her throat was all she really cared about. She didn't have a lesbian bone in her body, but there wasn't anything she wasn't willing to do when she was with a hard black cock. She might even go down on a woman if it meant getting a black cock in the end.
Tracy was skilled, really skilled and Beth quickly had a second orgasm. Soon after, Lamar's cock head almost got wedged in her throat as it started to swell. Beth had to pull back and suck on the tip while jerking the rest off lest it grow too thick, wedge in her throat, and choke her to death. The first jet of cum sprayed her uvula and slid down her throat just as Tracy's tongue got her off a third time. Beth screamed and ground her pussy down on Tracy's thrusting tongue. Lamar's big cock blew into her open mouth, filling it and sending a river of semen flowing down her chin. Beth reared her head back as she came, Lamar's cock flying free of her mouth to send a blast of his seed across her face.
Beth came to her senses and caught the cock head between her lips, letting him fill her mouth again and again, swallowing every bit this time as she gained control of it.
Beth kept bouncing on Tracy's tongue until Lamar had quit ejaculating. He pulled his cock back and stroked the last remaining drops of his semen out and onto her outstretched tongue. Even the black man's left over seed was more then her white boyfriend's entire ejaculate or several for that matter.
Tracy pushed up on Beth's ass and Beth lifted up so that she could slide out from under her. "Thank you," said Bethany, turning to look back at Tracy Hardcastle who had stripped off her dress completely and was nude, then she looked up at Lamar. "And thank you. Thank you both."
"You're welcome, slut," grunted Lamar arrogantly, but Beth really did feel like it had been a privilege to suck his black cock off. She could still taste his seed and her belly felt warm and full from his ejaculate. "Thank you," she said again, licking her lips, his cum was so good. He had every right to be arrogant. Beth turned to look at Tracy and was aghast to see the state of the judge's face and hair. Her face was wet and dripping and the front of her strawberry blonde hair was a tangled wet mess. "You're soaked!"
Tracy laughed. "Yes, you're quite the squirter when you cum. So am I. Maybe someday I can show you?"
"Maybe," replied Beth, hesitantly, but willing to try it so long as Lamar was there. The camera on the tripod was still pointing at them and now that the action was over, Beth could hear it still making noise as if the shutter was opening and closing. She frowned, wondering it was still taking pictures, but assumed it couldn't have been. Jack was nowhere to be seen.
"You're a bit of a mess yourself."
Beth felt Lamar's sperm liquefying where it covered her face and hair. Her eyes fell on a wall clock. "Oh shit, I've another interview in thirty minutes. Can I use your shower?"
"Of course," replied Tracy watching Beth leap up, lift her skirt up, and race towards the bathroom, big boobs bouncing over the dress as she hurried. Beth entered the bathroom and as she closed the door she heard Tracy say, "Jesus Lamar, I need to get fucked so bad right now."
"Head down, ass up, slut," said the handsome black model.
Beth showered and retrieved her clothes. Her hair was still a little wet when she left the bathroom, but that would have to do. She froze at the sight before her. Tracy Hardcastle had her head buried in her crossed arms, her ass was thrust up and Lamar was fucking her hard from behind. Tracy was moaning and screaming into her arms. Lamar had his hands on her hips, pulling her back into his thrusting cock. She was taking the entire fourteen fat inches of his monster cock and appeared to be loving every inch. Beth watched for five minutes unable to look away. In that time, Tracy screamed twice and Beth could actually see her cum squirting out to soak Lamar's pubes and balls to the point it was dripping off his balls and onto the carpet. Lamar looked over at her, grinned and winked.
Beth didn't want to leave, but she had a meeting with Sharpspeare and she forced herself to leave the room. As she exited, a second contestant was waiting for her interview and talking to Jack. "What's taking so long?" asked the girl.
"They ready in there?" asked Jack, looking at Beth.
"They might still be a little while longer," said Beth and Jack nodded knowingly.
Beth was late and luckily Sharpspeare's room was only a few doors down. The judges all had the large penthouse suites and there were three to a floor. Beth knocked and a pretty blonde woman opened the door. She was dressed business professional with a sleeveless white blouse and short black skirt well above the knees. "You're late," said the woman.
"Sorry, I got held up with my last interview."
"Well the Reverend does not like to be kept waiting," she replied, looking Beth up and down with a look of distaste on her face. "Follow me." Beth followed the woman into a sitting room with a business desk behind which the famous racial demagogue sat working at a laptop. "Reverend, your next interview has arrived."
"Well it's about time," said Sharpspeare, gruffly. He looked up at Beth and she felt her nipples hardening as his gaze settled on her large bosom.
"Sorry, Reverend, I got hel-"
"Save it. I'm not a man who likes excuses." Sharpspeare stood up. He was wearing a mauve tracksuit with gold chain necklaces over it. His usually wavy hair was slicked back with grease. He looked over at the blonde woman. "Thank you Amber, that will be all."
Amber looked over at Beth, her eyes swept up and down Beth's body once again. She snorted and turned away. "Thank you, sir."
"Well Miss Idaho, Bethany Dutton," said Sharpspeare. "I had the pleasure of meeting your mother at breakfast the other morning."
"Yes sir, she told me."
The Reverend's eyebrow shot up. "Did she now? A very delightful woman, but we should get down to business. Have a seat." His hand swept out towards a couch.
"Thank you." Beth took a seat on the couch, keeping her hands folded across her knees demurely like a proper woman.
"Here's my question," said Sharpspeare, moving over towards the couch. His crotch was eye level and Beth could see the outline of an impressive cock moving beneath the material. The track suit's pants were even starting to bulge out a little. His cock was swelling! "What would you do to improve race relations in this country?"
Beth scrunched up her face like she was deep in thought, but she was really staring at his bulging crotch. He took a step closer until the crotch was just inches from her nose. The outline of his cock was clear now. Damn! Lamar's amazing cock had her so horny. Her panties were soaked. Her nipples were rock hard. Her heart was fluttering. She wanted a big hard black cock right this second, any cock, and it didn't matter that this was one of the tackiest men she'd ever met. It didn't matter that he had fucked her mother. It didn't matter that he was old enough to be her father, though he only looked to be in his mid-thirties. "Well sir, the thing that I would do to improve race relations in this country?"
"Continue child."
Beth's hand came up and squeezed the long outline of his cock through the material of his tracksuit. The Reverend didn't flinch at all, though his cock gave a jerk. "I would have as many relations with other races as I possibly could." Beth slid her hand up to the waistband of his pants and pulled them down. She looked up at him, but since he wasn't objecting, she quickly freed his cock. The torpedo shaped, foot long monster, sprang free of his pants and smacked her on the chin. Beth quickly licked all around the head and took it in her mouth. She began sucking it in earnest.
"Praise Jesus," shouted the Reverend. "Sexual integration is the key to improving race relations in this country. You couldn't have answered my question any better child, but for the record, blowing me will not influence my vote in any way. I am a man of integrity."
Beth pulled his cock out of her mouth. "I'm sucking it because it's big, it's black, and it's beautiful, not for your vote." She kissed his cock head. "Your black cock is superior and I will do anything to have it even if you tell me you aren't voting for me."
"Very good child. You are wise beyond your years."
Bethany kissed his cock again. "I want to suck it sir, but what I really need right now is to have this black monster shoved into my tight white pussy." The cock jerked in her hand again as if her words excited it. She'd love to taste his seed, but her belly was still full of Lamar's cum.
"Then young Miss Dutton. I suggest you make like Eve and get naked so that I can feed you the forbidden fruit from my black serpent where you most desire it." The Reverend stepped back and began removing his clothes while Beth quickly stood up and started stripping herself. The Reverend was a big man, but his clothing was formless. She was impressed with his bulging muscles as his shirt came off. She hadn't been with a black man yet who wasn't the perfect physical specimen of a man. "Besides," added the Reverend, "I've already had a blow job today."
Bethany frowned wondering if he was kidding. When the large black man was nude, he sat down on the couch and held his cock up and off his stomach. Beth took the hint, straddling his legs and lowering herself over the huge cock head. The Reverend skillfully lined the head right up with her pussy opening and she pushed down until it forced it's way into her. "There it is," she moaned, working her pussy around the head, lubricating it, letting more of his shaft slide inside her. Soon she was fully impaled on his cock, kissing the wide forceful black lips and playing dueling tongues where just a short time ago it had been the soft lips of a woman she had been kissing. Beth trembled and came as they kissed. He broke the kiss, pushing her back so that he could move his lips and tongue down to her breasts. "Yo mom had some big ass white titties too, girl," he growled, sounding very ghetto at that moment. "Bigger then yours, but yours will get bigger once you get a black baby in that belly. Now work that pussy and ride that big black cock." Sharpspeare actually swung the palm of one hand against her ass cheek as he ordered her. His palm connected with her ass making a loud "smack".
Beth lifted herself up his cock, lowered down quickly and began bouncing in his lap as fast as she could. Jesus, she thought, carrying a black baby. What a nightmare that would be. She pictured herself riding the Reverend's cock with a swollen belly nine months pregnant, her tits as big as her mother's, swollen and aching with the milk filling them. Instead of being horrified at the image, she started cumming and cumming hard. The orgasm was as big and as long as any she'd had over the past week. "Put a baby in my belly," she shouted, slamming down hard on his cock, still cumming, wishing he was pumping her womb full of his fertile seed.
Sharpspeare grunted, impatient that she wasn't riding him. He grabbed her under her ass and stood up without even seeming to struggle lifting her. He carried her to his desk and sat her down on the edge. It was his turn to take over fucking her. He grabbed her ankles and lifted them, spreading them out in a V as he began slamming the full length of his powerful cock into her pussy. The head was through her cervix and inside her womb when he finally came after many minutes of intense thrusting and many more orgasms on her part. His cock head almost felt like a small swollen balloon inside her and the balloon burst flooding her womb with fertile semen. He held his cock buried in her, leaned forward, their lips met and tongues once again dueled while his cock pumped continuous wads of sperm inside her. He didn't break the kiss until his cock had quit squirting.
Sharpspeare whistled and quit leaning over her. "That's a mighty fine white pussy you got there Miss Bethany."
"Better then my mom's?" she asked, hoping he'd say yes.
"As good, but your mom's has a little seasoning to it." Sharpspeare smiled and Beth couldn't help but show her disappointment. The Reverend pulled about half his shaft from her pussy. He reached over and grabbed her wrist. He placed her hand on his shaft and she automatically squeezed it. "Squeeze it tight," he said. "I want you to milk every last drop of a black man's seed into that white pussy." He slowly began withdrawing his cock through her grip depositing every last drop of cum inside her except for a long strand that clung from her urethra to her clit as he pulled it free. Sperm began pouring from her still gaping pussy. It ran down the side of the desk she was sitting on and dripping to the floor. "You're making a mess, Miss Idaho. Don't worry, I'll have Amber lick it... I mean clean it up. It's in her job description." Sharpseare laughed and it was a strange laugh, stranger more so that it came from a man who came off as humorless during media appearances. "I say, but my cock is still hard, Miss Dutton. God is truly great to have blessed the black man so. I believe it's time to have relations with your fine white ass."
Beth nodded and soon found her hand braced on the couch seat while Sharpspeare slowly worked his cock inside her ass and for the next twenty minutes she remained in that position while he pounded his entire shaft deep inside her rectum before finally depositing another large load of cum inside her bowels. This time he didn't drain every drop inside her. Instead, he pulled out and blasted several large loads across her ass and back. "Good job, Miss Dutton," he said, stepping back. "Keep working on improving race relations."
Beth forced herself to stand up, the new position forcing a steady flow of semen to leak from her ass, running down to join the trickle still pouring from her pussy. "I will sir," she answered, meaning it.
"Go get cleaned up Idaho and I will see you on stage. I'm already late for my next interview. No doubt Amber is keeping her distracted.
Beth cleaned up as fast as she could, but the slow trickle of semen leaking from her ass and pussy seemed never ending. She ended up stuffing toilet paper inside her panties hoping it would soak most of it up. When she left, Amber was indeed cleaning up the evidence of their lovemaking. Sharpspeare was again dressed and at the laptop. There was no sign of any other contestant.
She left the room without being acknowledged. The same girl from earlier was hurrying towards Sharpspeare's room. She was walking kind of bowlegged. Her face was shiny like it had just been washed and some of her hair was wet. Beth wondered if she had just gotten fucked by Lamar's fourteen incher and instantly felt a little jealous. She flickered her eyes up and down the girl's body with a disdainful sneer on her lips. She was pretty, beautiful even and looked very fit, but her tits were smaller then Beth's. "Oh my god. Oh my god," said the girl. Beth didn't remember what state she represented. "I'm so late. Is he in there? Is he mad?"
"Furious," replied Beth, "I think you just blew your chances." She hurried past the girl.
"Oh my god," said the girl.
****************
Marsha showered, dressed, and went shopping a short time after Beth had left for her interviews. She hit the stores at the mall a block off the beach and returned to her room.
She had made several purchases. One was an impulse buy, a small paperback romance. The book was titled, Lady Chatterley's Gardener and was by Lacy Lovelorn. Marsha was curious about her since she was one of the judges. Plus, she wanted to get back into reading and maybe she could get the author to autograph it. The cover featured a young housewife sitting by a window, glancing lustfully at the jean covered ass of an apparently muscular gardener pushing a mower. Inside the front cover was another cover and this got Marsha suddenly excited. The wife was now wearing a bikini with most of her bosom exposed and glistening as the muscular gardener took her in his mighty arms and he was BLACK! The front cover never hinted that this was an interracial romance. Marsha didn't need anything else making her hornier for black men this past week, but here it was and she was eager to start reading.
It was still early for the pool and looked a little like rain so she plopped down on her bed and started reading. By page twenty she was naked and fingering her pussy as she read. By page forty, she had her black dildo buried in her pussy. There was nothing romantic whatsoever about this book. It was smut plain and simple. The young wife's sexual experiences with the hung black gardener mirrored Marsha's own and by page fifty, she'd thrown the book down and was furiously ramming the dildo in and out of her pussy until she had a small but satisfying orgasm.
When she was done, she pulled the dildo from her pussy and held the wet glistening foot long shaft of plastic up before her face. "Nowhere near as good as the real thing, but at least you'll keep me sane," she told it.
The purpose of Marsha's earlier shopping trip was actually to purchase a new bikini. The mall had a Hidden Closet and Marsha had gone through their bikini collection looking for just the right one to put her assets on display. It was small and hid little of her body, exposing most of her ass cheeks and barely covering her nipples. It was a little small for her breasts so the bikini hugged her bosom tight squeezing her breasts to bulge around the material. She would never have worn this at any other time in her life, but now she had a new attitude and wanted to show off every bit of her body while she still looked good.
Marsha put the bikini on. It was still a little cloudy outside the window so she sat down on Beth's bed and turned the TV on to find the weather channel. "Oh my god!" she gasped as the picture came on. The television seemed to be in the middle of a porn. Marsha quickly snatched up the phone to inform the front desk and was curtly told that they were aware of the problem and would be fixing it in the near future. After giving them a piece of her mind for potentially exposing all these poor young contestants to pornography, Marsha hung the phone up and turned back to the screen. A buxom young blonde woman in Victorian explorer's garb was pushing her way through an obviously fake jungle. She was calling her companion's name. The screen flashed to her companion, another big breasted woman, but a brunette this time. She was on her knees sucking a huge black cock of a man dressed in African tribal garb. Marsha stared in horrified amazement. She felt her arousal growing. By the time the tribesman had blasted his load on the woman's face and started fucking her from behind, Marsha had stripped off the bikini, retrieved her dildo and was fucking her pussy with it again.



Marsha was a little slow and the scene ended before she had cum. It quickly switched to the next scene however. The previous blonde was nude and washing herself under a waterfall. The scene was stupid. It was clearly a fancy pool, but fake plastic or potted plants had been arranged to make it look like a jungle pool. The woman quit washing and stared wide-eyed into a bush. "Eek," she screamed, "Snake!" The scene switched to a serpentine black cock head pushing through the leaves. More and more of the large shaft revealed itself. "Another massive African cock," said the woman. "Lucky me. Did I do that? Were you watching me? Let me suck it. Don't worry little guy, I won't bite. Unless you want me to." She leaned forward and started sucking his cock.
Marsha felt an orgasm growing as the native revealed himself. He was wearing an African headdress and had white war paint across his cheeks. He stepped out of the bushes, fit and muscular, and just over four feet tall. "No!" screamed Marsha, but then the dildo did it's job and the orgasm burst from her body. She soaked the dildo as she came watching her Lester having his dick sucked by the blonde. It was her cock that tramp was sucking and soon after blowing his load, it was her cock the tramp was riding to her own obviously non-faked orgasm.
Marsha lay back on the bed panting from the intense orgasm. She continued watching the scene unfold, resisting the urge to start moving the dildo in and out of her pussy again. My god, she had fucked a porn star! Shit! He had fucked her poor Bethany too! Lester had told her he was an actor, but she hadn't guessed what kind of movies he made. No wonder he was so skilled. She found herself getting turned on again, but fought it, grabbed the remote and switched the TV off. As she touched the remote, the movie title came up on the screen. The Pygmy it was called. She remembered talking to him that first night. "Have you seen "The Pygmy? I played the pygmy." He had told her with a smirk on his face.
Marsha glanced out the window and saw that the sun had come out. She put the bikini back on. Put her dildo back in the bag. The cold plastic was nice, but right now she wanted the real thing. Marsha Dutton decided to go fishing for some black cock out by the pool. Marsha picked up the Lacy Lovelorn book so that she'd have something to do if the fish weren't biting. She grabbed a towel, the bottle of Trinibogo Tropic, slid her feet into sandals and wearing next to nothing strolled out of her room. She ran into several men in the hallway and elevator who went bug-eyed at her body, some stared openly, some tried to hide it, but failed. These men wanted her, but she didn't want them. She wanted something darker. "Push the floor for the pool, please," she told a nervous man in the elevator. He did and then spent the next minute trying and failing to get up the nerve to talk to her. Marsha ignored him as she left the elevator, strolled over to glass door leading outside to the rooftop pool and walked out into the sunshine.
Marsha was quickly disappointed. There were two black men and magnificent specimens they were, but they were hotel employees. One was a lifeguard bulging with muscles and wearing a skimpy red brief bathing suit that clung to a package she would have paid to see. The other was the bartender at the tiki bar. His head was a bald cue ball and he wore an open Hawaiian shirt, and cut off jean shorts.
Marsha sighed and found an empty cot. She planned on laying out, getting some sun, and hoping some action might show up soon. There were only a few patrons at the pool. There was one white couple with a toddler at the shallower pool. Marsha couldn't figure out why any parent would take their child to a casino, but theirs wasn't the first child she had seen. They were a handsome couple, the man spent a lot of time in the shallow pool playing with his daughter. The mom on the other hand, seemed to spend more time at the bar talking to the black bartender. Marsha didn't approve of drinking heavily around children either. Other then the family, there were a few pageant contestants who must have found some spare time, and two big bellied male senior citizens smoking cigars.
"Good afternoon."
Marsha had her eyes closed under sunglasses as she rubbed the suntan lotion over the exposed portions of her breasts. They were pale white and had never seen the sunlight before. She was trying not to moan as the lotion felt so good rubbing into her flesh just as it had the first time she'd used it. Between her and Bethany, they had almost emptied the free bottle of Trinibogo Tropic. Marsha opened her eyes and found the black lifeguard had addressed her. He was looking down at her body as she coated herself with lotion. "Good afternoon," she replied, smiling.
"Name's Cassius."
"Marsha."
"Pleased to meet you. Are you one of the contestants?"
Marsha giggled and smiled at the handsome black man. She'd heard the same line from Sharpspeare. "Yes, Miss Idaho 1977," she replied.
"Well I hope you won."
"Thank you." Marsha picked up her paperback, but continued to look up at him under her dark sunglasses. To his credit, he continuously scanned the pool, but he kept checking out her body whenever he could. She was reclining a few cots away, parallel with the lifeguard chair so she couldn't see too much of his body, other then his bulging bicep.
"Ma'am, may I get you a drink?"
Marsha looked over to find that the bald bartender had walked over to her. His flowered shirt was open and she stared at his dark muscled chest and stomach. "Sure, why not? I'll have a margarita on the rocks, no salt."
"Coming right up and the name's Langston." The bartender exchanged a glance with Cassius and winked at the lifeguard. Cassius grinned back and for a second wondered if they were gay, but she couldn't bring herself to believe it. "Just let me know if you need anything."
Marsha looked back at her paperback as Langston walked away. The slut heroine was completely infatuated with her black gardener and had gone from fucking him by the pool to inviting him into her marital bed while her husband was at work. The book was pure pornography and it wasn't helping her aroused condition at all, nor was the sun, the two handsome black men by the pool, the suntan lotion that made her skin tingle, nor the margarita Langston brought her, nor the second margarita, nor the third.
By the time she had finished her third drink, she was lit and her head was spinning. Her pussy was screaming for attention. She couldn't focus on the pages in her book. She was near the end now and the gardener, Mustafa spent all his time with the housewife that her husband was becoming suspicious that no work was getting done. He brought his nephew over to mow the lawn while he fucked the wife, but the wife ended up with both black men in her marital bed. She sucked one while getting fucked from behind and even let one take her ass while she rode the other. Marsha threw he book on the cement and grunted with frustration. Two black men at once! The thought should have disgusted her, but the book had opened her mind to the possibilities.
Marsha needed to cool off. She jumped in the water and swam a couple laps. She took a break on the opposite side of the pool, throwing her arms back on the rim of the pool while kicking her legs out and holding her face up to the sun to get tanned. Cassius couldn't take his eyes off her, but then again, she was the only one in either of the pools at that moment and maybe that was his job.
It was getting later. The family had left as had the seniors. A couple of goof looking white college aged men had shown up, but still no black men. She considered moving down to the beach, but sand was messier then cement and it all her travels the past week all the blacks she'd seen on the beach tended to be families. If she really wanted to find some black men, she'd be better off looking in the rundown section of Atlantic City which was pretty much every part of Atlantic City not within two blocks of the boardwalk. Marsha smiled at the thought of her slowly driving down through the projects calling out to black men like a John looking for hookers. No, she wouldn't be doing that.
Marsha dropped under the water and kicked off from the wall. She swam underwater towards the ladder closest to her cot. The cool pool water did nothing to quell the fires in her pussy though it helped clear her head from the booze. She was horny enough that if she didn't find something soon, she might actually entertain the possibility of visiting the seedier section of town. She grabbed the ladder under the water and burst up into the air as she climbed. Her hair was wet and covered her eyes. As she stepped onto the cement, she swung her hair back and over one shoulder. She glanced down at her body as she wiped water from her eyes. Her new bikini was even more obscene when wet. The material had tightened up around her nipples, showing her distended nipple and every bump on her swollen areola. Her bush was outlined around her panty to.
"How you doing?"
Marsha looked up to see one of the college boys, staring her up and down. "Fine," she replied, wringing water from her auburn hair. Wet, her hair showed little gray and she could have passed for a woman in her early thirties.
"You here alone? May I join you?"
Marsha let her own eyes run up and down his body. His lips curled up in a cocky grin as if he assumed she liked what she saw. He was handsome and fit though his muscles didn't bulge like a black man. And speaking of bulges, there was none whatsoever under his swim trunks. When she had first arrived in Atlantic City desperate to have sex for the first time in five years, this was a man she would gladly have taken to bed. "Not interested," she told him watching his cocky grin fade away to a look of incomprehension. "I'd rather be alone."
"Ah come on," he said, smiling again. "I'll show you a good time. I know how to treat a lady."
"I said no thanks." Marsha brushed past him and sat down on her cot.
The man walked over and stared at her body as she reclined. "Lady, I know a cougar when I see one." When she didn't respond, his grin actually broadened. "Oh I get it, you're a lesbo."
"Chad!" Called his friend, waving at him to come over.
"Hold on," yelled Chad back at his buddy, but then a massive black hand fell on Chad's shoulder. Chad turned angrily around to find himself staring into the massive chest of Cassius. He looked up and gulped.
"I suggest you go join your friend," said Langston, approaching to Cassius' left side.
"I think I will," said Chad, quietly. He turned and hurried away. The two black men and Marsha heard him mutter something about an entire casino staffed by black prizefighters as they exited the pool.
"My heroes," said Marsha.
Cassius made a fist with his thumb extended and pointed it at his chest. "No punks gonna mess with a lady around my pool."
Marsha smiled, wanting to run her hands up and down his hard chest before slipping them down into his tight red briefs. "He didn't think I was a lady. He thought I was a cougar. Whatever that is." Marsha knew full well what a cougar was.
"It's an older woman looking to have sex with a younger man," stated Langston.
"Oh! Well maybe I shouldn't have gotten offended then." She winked at Langston.
"Are you a cougar?" he asked.
"Maybe, but this cougar only mates with strong black panthers."
Langston and Cassius shared a glance. "For you sexy," said Langston, "I'd join the black panthers."
"I'm more of a black bull," said Cassius. "I like my woman with big udders."
"Are you calling me a cow, Cassius?" she asked, continuing to smile.
"No ma'am." Cassius' eyes had gotten bigger when he realized he might have offended her and he shook his head in the negative.
"But I do have big udders," she said, placing her hands under her breasts, squeezing them together as she lifted them up. "But they haven't produced any milk in seventeen years."
"Maybe you haven't found the right milker," said the towering black lifeguard, reaching out and pinching her nipple right through her bikini top.
Marsha gasped in shock. She stood frozen while he continued tugging and squeezing her nipple. "Oh dear god, I want to fuck one of you," she blurted out as both Langston and Cassius laughed.
"Which one?" asked Langston.
Marsha looked at them both. She had decided on making a pass at Langston, Cassius was a little crude. Cassius had been the one who intimidated the college punk though. She looked back and forth between the two men and thought of her paperback. "I want both of you," she said.
"Can you wait 30 minutes?" asked Cassius.
"Yeah," added Langston. "My night replacement will be here and the pool will close."
"I'll wait." Marsha wondered where they could go. She'd take them both to her room if she had too, but she didn't want Bethany catching her with two black men even though Beth had done two at once. He daughter would think her mom was the biggest slut in the world and worse, she might want her to share. She returned to her cot and laid back on it. Cassius sat up on his white chair grinning down on her. The pool and bar remained empty. Langston stayed busy cleaning up the bar. Marsha looked at Cassius through the tinted sunglasses. "I bet you have a nice big black cock all for me," she said, her voice throaty.
"It won't disappoint," he replied.
Marsha could see him put his hand in his lap and squeeze. "Oh Cassius," she moaned, sliding her hands up to her breasts and squeezing them. "How big is it?"
The big black man stared at her rubbing her breasts. "Thirteen fucking inches."
Marsha's pussy spasmed the moment he told her how big he was. She flipped the little patches covering her nipples up and squeezed her exposed nubs. "I want all thirteen fucking inches of your big black cock," she told him.
Cassius glared at her, his eyes focused on her fingers pinching and rubbing her nipples. "You fucking tease." He reached down to his crotch, struggled with something, and gave a little sigh.
"I can't help it," she moaned and one hand slid down under her panties, the tip of her finger rubbing her clit. "I'm so fucking horny." Marsha had never been this horny. Her skin glistened and tingled everywhere the sensuous tanning lotion had touched it. She was openly displaying and playing with herself under the staring eyes of a black stranger. Her head still felt dizzy from all the margaritas she'd consumed. Must be the booze, she thought correctly, but for the wrong reason. Langston had added extra doses of Xcite to each drink, she'd had. "I want your cock. I need your cock right now. I can't wait any longer."
"Fuck!" growled Cassius, jumping down from the lifeguard chair. He'd pulled his cock free of his red swim trunks. It stuck out from his crotch, straight as an arrow, but angled up slightly, bobbing as he moved. He hadn't lied about it's size. It was big and beautiful and just what Marsha's pussy needed. He grabbed her hand and pulled her toward the bar. "Pools closed early," he told Langston.
"I hear you, bro," said Langston tossing a set of keys to Cassius.
"Fuck, will ya look at that," said a voice.
Marsha turned aghast, her nipples were still exposed. A strange black man had come out onto the pool. He wore a tight white tee shirt that hugged his muscular chest and bore the Nubian King logo. He was staring at Marsha's nipples, licking his lips. The man had been strolling towards the bar casually, but when his eyes focused on Marsha's exposed nipples and her body clad in only the tiny bikini, he started limping. I'm making him hard, she thought, realizing the effect her endowed body had on these men. They had power over her, but she had power too.
"About time you got here," said Langston to the man. He turned to Cassius "I'll be right in."
Cassius pulled her over to a large storage closet and unlocked it with the keys Langston had tossed him. He flipped the light switch on, pulled her inside, and shut the door. It was very bright inside, well lit for a storage shed. One wall was lined with shelves full of liquor bottles, drink mixes, napkins, etc, and the other had extra cots, bottles of chlorine, and a pool wet vacuum. The entry was empty and spacious. Not only was there plenty of room for a couple to have sex, but there were stains on the floor and the powerful scent of black semen filled the shed coming from a bundled up crusty towel on the floor implied that the room had already been used for this purpose.
"Oh god, lets fuck," cried Marsha, giving some tugs to the strings of her bikini until it fell at her feet.
Cassius was bent over and stepping out of his briefs. "Come suck my cock first," he said, adding when Marsha mewled in frustration. "Don't worry you'll get plenty of cock and more cum then your body can hold. Lang and me been working eight hours without no pussy. "We may have to carry your limp body back to your room."
Marsha fell to her knees on the cement floor. She took his cock head inside her mouth and let her tongue run all the way around the crown. Was he implying that it was difficult for a black man to go eight hours without getting off? She hefted his ball, kneading them. Like all black men, his testicles were huge and heavy. Cassius's balls were as big as baseballs, one testicle alone filled her palm. It did seem heavy, swollen, like it could burst at any moment. Cassius did need to cum. He needed to cum really bad. He needed her to make him cum. Marsha couldn't control herself any longer, she swallowed his cock down her throat bobbing her head eager to taste his seed.
Cassius didn't last long for a black man. His cock was hardening and swelling after only ten minutes of her rapid sucking. Sunlight filled the room and she heard someone enter behind her and began removing their clothes. A moment later, Langston moved beside Cassius. The bald black man's cock was strange looking. It was slightly shorter then Cassius' maybe a foot long, but also thinner. It was the thinnest cock of any black man she'd been with, but still thicker then any white's. The strange thing about his cock was the head. It was serpentine shaped and elongated, not a crowned ball like Cassius' or Lester's or Sharpspeare's, but it was as thick as the others making Langston's cock look unbalanced. Plus, the head was nearly four inches long, making it a third of the cock's length. Marsha glanced sideways at the strange shaped cock. Suddenly, she wanted it in her mouth. She quit sucking Cassius and leaned over to take Langston in her mouth. He moaned and threw his head back.
"Not yet, slut. I'm too fucking close." Cassius grabbed the top of her head and pulled her mouth back over to his cock. She sucked him fast again. Her hand moved up Langston''s leg, over his knee, sliding up his thigh until she hefted his balls. They were as big as Cassius and had the same weight to them. Her hand moved up his balls, to grasp his shaft and she began jerking Langston off while sucking Cassius.
Cassius came with little warning other then to grab her head again and hold her still with 90% of his shaft down her throat. His cock jerked and started pumping. Hot cum struck her esophagus, rapidly filling her belly. Cassius groaned with relief and Marsha feared that anyone out in the pool area could hear him. He pushed her head back and the end of his cock entered her throat, immediately filling her mouth with sperm. She gulped, swallowing it, loving the taste. His cock was still shooting as he pushed her head back farther, his cock sprang free blasting semen on her face. His hot sperm covered her face from ear to ear and forehead to chin there was so much and there was still more. Marsha stuck her tongue out as small jets of ejaculate shot out to land on her outstretched tongue. It was still cumming when Langston's hand fell on her head and pulled her face to his cock.



Marsha took his long snake-like cock deep in her mouth. She was now stroking Cassius with her free hand. The lifeguard's cock had lost some of it's steel after cumming, but it firmed back up after only a few strokes. She was now used to the amazing recovery power black men possessed. Cassius stepped back and moved to her side until his cock pulled from her hand. Marsha turned all her attention to Langston. She bobbed her head over the serpentine triangle of his cock head, pausing to slide her tongue around the ridges every minute or so. She could feel Cassius' hand pushing against her back. Langston slowly lowered himself to his knees, pulling back as he did so and Marsha followed him down, leaning forward until she was on all fours. She continued sucking as Cassius smacked her thighs with his hands, ordering her to spread her legs wider. As soon as she obeyed, his cock head begin sliding up and down her soaked labia before pushing inside her.
Oh my god, thought Marsha. I'm actually doing it. I'm actually taking two black cocks at once. I'm having a three way, but I'm not ashamed. It was wonderful! The cramped storage shed was quickly filling with the smell of sex, the overwhelming masculine scent of the aroused black male. It was a scent that dominated all her thoughts and her body. It was a scent that she willingly submitted herself to. She would do anything these black men asked of her at that moment. No matter how slutty or how degrading it was. She was their slave and she was happy to be their slave.
Cassius had been working just the end of his cock around inside her pussy when suddenly he decided he wanted it buried. He pulled back and slammed forwards. Marsha had to fight from choking as Langston's cock shot down her throat. She pulled back, but Cassius was slamming forwards again. This time his cock head hit her cervix just as her nose buried in Langston's pubic hair. Marsha was prepared this time and breathing calmly through her nose. She held her face buried in Langston's crotch waiting for Cassius' precum to soften up her cervix. Soon her cervix opened and Cassius cock head forced it's way into her womb.
Once her cervix was loosened up, Cassius began thrusting his cock in and out of it, keeping it open as he increased the tempo of his fucking. Soon he was pulling his cock nearly out of her and slamming it back into her womb. Marsha remained frozen, her moans muffled by the foot long cock down her throat. Her pussy was gripping and quivering around the hard shaft sliding in and out of her pussy. She wondered not for the first time how such a big penis could possibly be doing this to her pussy without hurting her. Langston's pubic hairs tickled her nose as she inhaled his scent and she came, explosively.
For the next fifteen minutes she came five more times while Cassius fucked her from behind. She managed to gain some control over her torso back. Enough that she was able to pull back so that she could suck Langston properly. Langston helped by bucking his hips, letting his cock do most of the work. Cassius was getting close. She could feel his cock stretching her pussy out even farther as it swelled. He buried it in her womb and pulled back, but the crown around his cock head caught on her cervix. It was stuck. He could only move his cock an inch or so and that's what he did. Marsha's own pussy trembled around the mighty shaft, squeezing it, pulling it inward, milking the cum from it. Cassius suddenly bellowed like a bull and his cum began filling her womb. Hot seed filled her womb, inflating it like a balloon, his semen had nowhere to go until his softening cock was able to pull back through her cervix and his sperm flowed after it colliding with the semen his cock was still ejaculating with force.
Cassius didn't pull all the way out though and his cock hadn't finished cumming. Jet after jet of semen filled her and afterwards Marsha swore she had never had an orgasm last so long. She came and continued cumming with each squirt of his cock. Cassius' cock quit spurting, but he didn't pull out. Instead, he just slowly worked it around inside her keeping it half hard. Marsha turned her attention to making Langston cum now that her own orgasms had passed. She bobbed her head rapidly, raising one hand off the ground to knead his balls and stroke the base of his shaft. Her efforts were rewarded and soon Langston's rod was shooting it's load down her throat, filling her mouth twice as she gulped as fast as she could. He yanked back until his cock plopped out of her mouth and it shot a final blast across her forehead, into her hair, and several drops even splattered on her back.
Langston stroked his cock while sliding himself underneath her. "Come on cougar. Time to ride this black panther," he growled. He worked his way under her in the cramped shed. Cassius helped raise her hips up as Langston's still hard cock slid down her belly, the head striking her brown bush. His shaft rubbed against Cassius' shaft and both their scrotum's pressed together. Then with a yank, Cassius's cock pulled free of her pussy, his cum followed it, pouring out of her vagina and flowing down Langston's shaft before it replaced Cassius' cock in her pussy. Cassius' semen squirted from her pussy as Langston's cock displaced it. Marsha moaned as she began riding the long shaft. It didn't fill her as much as Cassius' thicker cock had, but Langston's larger cock head felt just as good sliding up and down inside her.
Four hands held Marsha's hips and pulled her down into Langston's lap as they ground their crotches together. One pair of hands left her hips and grabbed her ass, spreading her cheeks open. Cassius' big knob almost immediately pressed against her anus. Marsha squealed in pleasure as it pushed past her rectum and forced it's way insider her ass.
Marsha came and came again. She lost count of the number of orgasms the two black men gave her. Their shafts fought for room insider her. She could feel the two rods pushing and sliding against teach other with only a small layer of flesh to separate them. They knew what they were doing and she wondered if they'd done this before, but what were the odds of that? The orgasms had left her weakened. The black men held her body up so that they could do most of the work. Langston bucked off the cement, thrusting his cock in and out of her pussy while Cassius held himself over them both like he was doing a pushup. They alternated slamming both their cocks in deep at the same time then switched to alternating so that she always had one cock buried inside her.
Both black men came at the same time, but Marsha was nearly comatose and barely aware of it. Cassius flooded her bowels with semen and then yanked his cock free to shoot wad after wad of cum on her ass and back with some even reaching her hair. Langston's cock flooded her womb again and then it somehow slipped from her pussy. How, she couldn't figure out, but guessed Cassius must have given one last forceful thrust that pushed her forwards. As Langston's cock was freed from her pussy, His hot seed splattered on her belly and sprayed against the bottoms on her dangling ponderous breasts before it started dripping down on to his muscular chest. He didn't like that and immediately started wiggling free.
Marsha moaned in pure contentment as she listened to the two men dress. She was still on the floor, head down against her crossed arms, ass thrust up in the air as the two men left the shed without so much as a thank you or goodbye. The door opened again a few minutes later and she assumed one had come back to thank her or bring her a clean towel, but instead one had come back to fuck her again. A fat cock head pushed against her messy labia, entering her and quickly increasing pace until it was fucking her. It felt different, not as utterly massive as Cassius nor thinner with a thick head like Langston's. Marsha pushed herself off the floor to look back at the man fucking her. The black man winked at her. It was Langston's replacement bartender. He fucked her hard and her body responded pushing back into his thrusts and having several more orgasms. She was willingly fucking a strange black man whose name she didn't even know. Soon her womb was flooded by a third black man's sperm. He pulled his cock out and shot it's last few wads on her messy labia and thighs. "You're one hot mama," he said, smacking her ass with the flat of his palm, thanking her in his own way. He left almost immediately.
Marsha shook her head trying to clear it. She forced herself to her feet, looking down at her body. She was a complete mess. Gooey sperm ran down her face, matted her hair, dripped of her breasts, and a rivulet flowed from her anus to join with one pouring from her pussy to splatter against the floor. Globs of sperm slid down her belly and she could feel the same thing happening on her back. She had nothing to clean herself off with but the crusty towel and it was too nasty to even consider.
Marsha put her bikini on and stepped out of the shed and into the fading light of day. The third man who had fucked her without telling her his name was giving Langston a high five. Langston must have covered the bar for him. Langston quickly turned and left leaving the pool while the strange black man retuned behind the bar and started mixing drinks for a half dozen people seated at the bar. Their eyes all turned to stare at her, opening wider, brows raising, heads looking her up and down while mouths fell open.
She silently walked past them, cursing when she realized she hadn't brought a change of clothes. She couldn't get on the elevator like this or walk down the hotel's hallways, but she did have a towel. Marsha stepped over to the side of the pool and jumped in, kicking off to swim underwater to the other side.
"Pool's closed, lady," yelled the black bartender that had fucked her ten minutes ago as she emerged from under the water. She wiped water from her eyes to see him shaking his finger at her. She swam back to her side and used a ladder to climb from the pool. The dip had helped, but sperm tended to clump up when wet and she had dozens of small to large white balls stuck to her skin. Marsha wrapped the towel around her and hurried back to her room. Several passersby gave her curious glances, but none stared to long.
After nearly a forty minute shower, Marsha finally felt clean. She walked bowlegged, naked from the bathroom and collapsed on her bed, falling quickly asleep. She was woken up some time later to find her daughter standing over her. Beth helped her get under the covers. Her daughter tucked her in, gave her a kiss on the forehead, and soon Marsha Dutton was fast asleep again.
****************
Day Ten
Bethany got up, showered, and dressed. Her mother didn't stir and Beth wondered what she had gotten herself into last night that left her so worn out. Beth was exhausted herself. After her encounter with Sharpspeare, she had met Ann for dinner, their mother being AWOL and leaving her cell phone in the hotel room. They met Bruce and Simon at the Addis Abba Bar and after one drink hurried up to Ann's room where the two Dutton sisters each took a man, swapping in the middle of the night.
But that was last night. Today was about the pageant. The Miss Universe Organization was doing a dry run through tomorrow's events. Beth gathered up her bikini and lingerie and headed for the grand auditorium where the pageant would be held tomorrow night. Beth joined in with a crowd of several dozen other teen girls. Many were chatting, looking exited. Several wished her luck and one even hugged her like they were the best of friends. Beth hadn't gotten to know any of them well and felt a bit like she had missed out on the camaraderie, though there wasn't anything she would have changed about the past week.
As the remaining girls arrived (and an embarrassingly large number arrived late), they were led backstage to put their evening gowns on for the opening number. Beth did well. The song and dance routine wasn't too complex. After that, the girls were all wearing their bikinis under their gowns. They stripped their gowns off, replaced their sashes and followed the lineup for the swimsuit competition.
They were given a break for lunch and Beth returned to her room, surprised to find her mom was still asleep. She awoke the groggy Marsha Dutton and gave her a run down of practice so far. Marsha took a quick shower and returned to the auditorium with Bethany to watch and critique her daughter's performance during the rest of the day.
The contestants dressed in their lingerie and did the parade down the stage. Only half the girls would be in the lingerie competition, but since they wouldn't know who progressed until tomorrow, all the girls had to practice. Solomon King and some men from his organization had watched the swimsuit completion from the audience. Even more showed up to watch the lingerie competition. The contestants were dismissed to return to their rooms or elsewhere to work on the talent competition. They weren't allowed to practice before the other contestants for fear the information might be used against them.
Beth had "I believe the children are the future," down to a science, but Marsha made her sing through it half a dozen times anyway. When she had finished Ann showed up and the Dutton women went out to dinner again. Ann wanted to go out with Beth again after dinner, but Marsha wouldn't have none of it. Marsha and Beth returned to their room and went to sleep early.
Day Eleven, Pageant Day
The next morning, Beth sat facing her mom at breakfast. "Nervous?" asked Marsha.
"Yes, but not too bad."
"Anything you need to practice?"
"No mom, I think I'm ready. I'd just like to relax by the pool today."
"Sounds good," said Marsha. Beth noticed her mom's eyes glance over her shoulder and look past her. She turned her head to see what her mom was staring at to see a large black man making his way towards them. "Oh oh," said her mom. "I wonder what this is about?"
"Beats me," replied Beth.
The man came up to them. It was the casino manager. He was well dressed in a tailored suit. "Miss Dutton?"
"Yes," answered Marsha.
"I mean Miss Dutton, Miss Teen Idaho," said the man, bowing his head at Marsha in an apology.
"That's me," piped in Beth, meekly and fighting the urge to glance down at the man's crotch. She saw her mom was glancing down out of the corner of her eye.
"Mr. King would like to see you in his office."
Marsha suddenly sat up straight in alarm. "Is something wrong?"
"Not at all, Mrs. Dutton. Mr. King merely wishes to speak with Miss Bethany Dutton. If you're available now Miss Dutton?"
"Uh... Ok, yeah sure, I guess," stuttered Beth, suddenly wishing she had dressed a little better. She was wearing sweat pants and a tank top.
"I want to go to," said her mom.
"Mr. King only requested the current Miss Idaho, Mrs. Dutton. Mr. King gets what he asks for."
"Alright, but tell Mr. King, if I hear anything inappropriate happened, I'll be filing a complaint with the Pageant board and I'm already thinking about filing one because of the outrageous changes to this competition like private meetings with judges and putting teen girls in lingerie. Absurd!"
"Mrs. Dutton, I manage the hotel and casino. I know nothing of the Miss Teen USA contest other then that I had to put aside over fifty rooms, free up my main theater, and make sure teen girls stayed off the gaming floor. I suggest you take your complaints up with the pageant board or Mrs. Trump-King. Now if you'll excuse us."
"Beth, let me know what this is about," said Marsha.
"Alright, mom." Beth stood and followed the giant man to the lobby and behind the staff area. A massively obese man stood guard outside the door to a large office with a "manager" sign on the door. The obese black man knocked once on the door before opening it for Beth. The hotel manager held his hand pointed at the open door and walked away as Beth entered.
Beth had been filled with trepidation wondering if King had found out about her code of conduct since arriving in Atlantic City. She sighed with relief when she entered the office. Solomon King was working behind the desk, signing papers, and tapping at a computer, but what calmed her down was the sight of her sister Ann standing beside the handsome black man, grinning at her.
"Mr. King, this is my sister, Bethany," said Ann.
King looked up, a broad smile spreading across his face causing his goatee to turn up. "Bethany, a pleasure," he said, rising and extending his hand.
Beth's hand disappeared inside his massive black one and she shivered at his touch. He held her hand for half a minute, staring into her eyes and smiling at her. "Ugh- you to, sir."
"You must be wondering why I requested this meeting," he said, still holding her hand and leading her over to a well cushioned chair in front of the desk. He released her hand and leaned back against the desk, crossing his muscular arms.
Unfortunately, this pose lined his bulge up with Bethany's eyes and she had to fight not to stare at it. "Yes, sir, I'm a little nervous."
"Why? You haven't done anything wrong have you, Miss Dutton?" King's eyes narrowed and he stared sternly into her eyes.
Bethany found herself trembling under his gaze. If she hadn't been seated, she would have fallen to her feet before him, kissing his crotch begging for forgiveness. "No sir," she whispered, fighting the urge to confess everything to him.
King threw his bald head back and laughed. "Relax Bethany. This meeting has nothing to do with the pageant. Ann has served me well for five years now and my organization is always looking for new talent. Beth, I'd like to offer you a job."
"A job!" Beth's eyes widened in surprise. She wanted to fall to her feet before him and kiss his crotch to thank him.
"Yes Beth. Do you have any plans to go to college or have any other jobs lined up?"
"No, I was hoping to get into modeling."
"Excellent, models are exactly what I'm looking for and actresses. Can you act?"
"Not sure, but I could give it a try, sir." The thought of modeling had always intrigued Beth, but she'd been told she was too buxom to model. Ann had managed to get some modeling assignments when she moved to New York, but had turned to making adult films to pay the bills. The thought of her sister's career choice made Beth frown. "What would I be doing?" she asked, still frowning.
Solomon King was still smiling, but his brow furrowed. "Exactly what Ann does for me, Beth. You'd be posing for interracial spreads and making interracial movies."
"Jesus Christ!" Beth slapped her palm across her mouth at her blasphemy. She removed her palm. "You want me to make pornos? For you?"
"Yes Beth. I see in you the potential to be as big a star as your sister and not directly for me, but for a subsidiary not directly affiliated with King Enterprises, E&I Enterprises."
"It pays very well Beth," added Ann. "Solomon is a very generous boss. We might even get to work together."
Beth stared at her sister in horror. Ann had recommended her for a job in the porn industry! "Ann, how could you?"
Solomon slowly unfolded his arms and stood up off the desk. "I'm sorry Miss Dutton. Ann told me that you really loved a big black cock."
Beth shook her head in feigned denial. "That's not true."
"Well I guess I'm disappointed then.' Solomon put his hands in his pockets drawing Beth's eyes back to the bulging crotch of his expensive Italian tailored suit pants. "Ann seemed to think that it was true. She told me that you behaved like a complete slut at the sight of a big black cock." Beth kept staring at his bulge watching it twitch and swell. She sucked her lower lip into her mouth as she stared at it. Sweat began to bead on her forehead. "I'm offering to pay you and pay you generously for doing something that you love, Miss Dutton. How many people can say that?"



"I can't," she croaked.
Solomon's hands moved out of his pockets and over to his belt. They began to unfasten his belt as she watched. He wasn't taking his cock out was he, she thought? Solomon King's a married man, a newlywed even. "Too bad. I heard you really knew how to treat a hard black cock." He began unbuttoning his pants and pulling the zipper down.
"Ann, how could you tell him that," whispered Beth, still mesmerized by the movements of King's hand.
"She didn't Beth," said Solomon, reaching under white overstretched briefs and grasping the monster they contained. "Lester Nibelung told me," he continued, adding after Beth's gasp, "And two of my porters, Bruce and Simon, and my good close personal friend, the Reverend Al Sharpspeare." Beth gasped again, but this time it was at the sight of Solomon's hard black cock.
"Magnificent isn't it," said Ann, leaning down to stare at King's cock. It jutted out a good foot from his crotch, a perfectly streamlined black cock. Ann leaned closer and Beth noticed her sister's nostrils flare as she took a big whiff of it. "It's not the biggest I've seen, but I swear it's the best. Oh god Bethany, you should taste his cum. It's so rich and delicious. God, I'm going to cum just thinking about it." Ann held her fist up to her mouth and bit her index finger, staring at the black cock lustfully.
"Can you honestly tell me you don't want this cock?' asked Solomon, waving the big head under her nose.
Beth's eyes followed the swaying cock head. "I do want it," she whispered as if talking to the long black penis itself.
"Take the job, Beth," said Ann.
Beth leaned forwards and Solomon stopped moving his cock. He held it still for her and she kissed the head, looking up at him. Beth's lips parted and her tongue flickered out to twirl around the head. "I do want it," she said, louder this time. "I want the cock and the job."
Beth parted her lips to take it in her mouth, but Solomon pulled back. "Not until you sign a contract with me," he said. Beth saw movement off to her right. Ann was holding out a multi-page document and a pen. Beth grabbed the pen and sprawled her signature on several lines. "Excellent," said Solomon.
"Oh goody." Ann clapped her hands before taking the contract back from her sister. "We're going to have such great fun together Beth. You won't regret it."
Beth looked up at her new boss as she took his cock head in her mouth and began to suck. He smiled down at her. "Welcome to E&I Enterprises," he said. "Now suck that black cock, slut."
Twenty minutes later Solomon's big beautiful black cock was pumping his hot seed down her throat. He pulled back and Beth had to agree with Ann, it was the best sperm she'd ever tasted. Solomon pulled his cock out and jerked the shaft over Beth's outstretched tongue. Beth wanted to smack her whore of a sister when Ann fell to her feet and quickly licked up the long strand of semen dangling from Solomon's cock head. "It's been so long since I tasted you, Solomon," murmured Ann, running her tongue around her lips, savoring his taste.
"Take your clothes off Beth," ordered Solomon, ignoring Ann.
Beth stripped before him. She was delighted to see his cock go from pointing slightly down to rising back up as she removed her bra and panties. "Oh yes," she sighed, when Solomon reached out to caress her breasts, lightly pinching her nipples. He pulled on her nipples, forcing her to follow him to the front of the desk. Solomon lifted her up on the desk and she opened her legs as he moved between them.
"Fuck me instead, Solomon," begged Ann, staring at Solomon's immense cock lining up with her sister's pussy.
"Shut up," he barked, "but come here." Ann walked around the desk to stand beside her boss. "Grab my cock."
"Hurry," moaned Beth. "I need you in me."
"Feed my cock to your sister's pussy," King told Ann.
Beth looked at the jealous stare on her sister's face and then her eyes roamed down to her sister's hand, grasping the base of Solomon's 12" cock. Ann bent the shaft over so that the head pressed against Beth's soaked labia. Beth squealed as Ann raised and lowered the head over Beth's slit and then Solomon was pressing forward, his cock head slipping inside her. Ann let go of his shaft as he began to fuck Beth.
For the next thirty minutes Beth screamed things to Solomon between her orgasms. "Fuck me." "I am a slut." "I do love black cocks." "I love your big black cock." "I love you Mr. King." "Don't ever stop fucking me." "I'll do anything you want, master."
"Give me a baby," she finally screamed as Solomon's hot sperm flooded her womb. Beth's period had just ended before she hooked up with Simon so she wasn't at her most fertile, but one could still hope. Beth stared down as Solomon removed all but the head of his cock. He ran his fist along his shaft making sure that every drop of his seed was in her pussy before pulling it out and the now familiar flow of a black man's seed draining from her pussy began to drip down the desk. "You were so right about his cock, Ann," sighed Beth, looking over and staring in shock at her sister. Ann was naked and seated on the cushioned chair, playing with her clit as she watched Solomon fuck Beth. She still had a jealous look on her face. Moisture covered the leather under her pussy from where Ann had cum multiple times.
"I'd love to fuck that sweet ass of yours, but I'm saving up for tonight," said Solomon, dressing.
"Tonight?" asked Beth, slowly rising from the table.
"Ann, tell her about tonight," ordered Solomon.
"All new employees of E&I Enterprises are invited to a party after the pageant," said Ann as she also dressed.
"That's most of the pageant," Solomon added, grinning and winking at Beth. "Why don't you bring that fine looking mother of yours along too."
"Alright, sure," said Beth.
"Now get out of here, both of you." Solomon fixed his tie. "I got work to do."
***************
Marsha noticed the dazed look on her daughter's face as Beth found her by the pool. "What happened? What did he want?"
Beth shook her head as if to clear it. "He offered me a... Mom! What are you wearing?"
"It's my new bikini dear. Now tell me what happened."
"Solomon King offered me a job working for him."
"He did?" Marsha was astonished. That was the last thing she expected to hear from her daughter. She half expected that Solomon was kicking Beth out of the pageant because he had found out Marsha had fucked Marcus Black, one of the judges. "You didn't agree did you? You didn't sign anything?"
"I did." Instead of letting her mom knock her down, Beth stood up straight,
"Bethany Dutton, I'm not only your mother, but I'm your manager. You don't sign anything until I go over it."
"It's my decision mother and I made the right one. Ann told me to sign it."
"Ann was there?" Marsha looked at her daughter and was proud to see the beautiful young woman she had blossomed into. Her bikini was too small and inappropriate, but then Marsha looked down at her own bikini and if anything it revealed even more skin then Beth's overstretched bikini. "I guess if Ann thought it was a good deal."
"She did, mom. Ann's worked with Mr. King for a while and she enjoys her job and she trusts him."
"Then I'm happy for you." Marsha stood off the cot and rose to her feet. "And I'm proud of you." She embraced her daughter and they heard a man whistle at the sight of the two buxom women hugging, but they ignored him. "And I guess it could be worse. You could have gotten a job in Ann's other line of business rather then working for a powerful man like Mr. King.
"Ah... yes, thanks mom," said Beth. "Oh and by the way, Mr. King invited us to an after party tonight on the penthouse level."
"Sounds fun." Marsha stepped back and sat back down on her cot. "Two hours before you have to start getting ready. Lets get some sun and then head back to the room."
Three hours later, Ann met Marsha and Beth just as they were leaving their room. Marsha and Ann were nicely dressed, but Beth just wore a sweat shirt and pants as she'd be changing and getting her hair done backstage at the pageant.
The three Duttons walked to the elevator, took it down to the casino floor and skirted the casino as they headed to the grand theater. "Good luck," said Marsha, hugging her daughter tightly.
"Good luck," said Ann, the next to hug her sister.
"Thank you," said Beth, joining a throng of other girls heading back stage.
Marsha and Ann played some slots waiting for the pageant to begin. When the doors opened and seating began, they sat beside each other, applauding as the host came out and the orchestra started playing. The two women applauded loudly as the evening gown competition started with a song and dance number before the contestants were introduced and Bethany's name was announced. The contestants smiled and waved as they marched off the stage. No sooner then the final girl had left the stage, then the first girl was marching back on stage in her bikini followed by the next.
"Unusual," said Marsha.
"What's that mom?"
"They don't usually have every contestant in a bikini during the telecast."
"I know," agreed Ann. "For my show it was only the top fifteen."
"And such small bathing suits," said Marsha, shaking her head. "I believe their sashes are even smaller to show off their bodies more."
The girls paraded by and took their positions on stage, sides angled to the crowd with one leg extended out and one hand on their hips. The host held up his cards. "As I call your name, step forward," he said into the microphone.
Marsha and Ann held hands, tightly together as they waited in anticipation. They squealed and hugged when Beth's name was called. 25 girls stepped forward to proceed to the next round.
The contestants disappeared from the stage to prepare for the next round. The host strolled forward and began introducing the judges. Each judge stood and waved when their name was called. Marsha felt the color drain from her face as she realized that she had actually had sex with two of the judges. Her pussy quivered when Marcus Black stood and waved. He made a muscle when the host told the audience he was the owner of Black's Gym. Sharpspeare was next. He got a laugh when he also made a muscle almost as impressive as Marcus', before leaning into his microphone and saying, "I workout in God's Gym."
Round three started. It was a new contest and one Marsha had the most objections to. 25 teen girls marched out on stage in skimpy lingerie. Men in the audience stared and the crowd grew quiet. "Disgusting," said Marsha. "I wouldn't like it if the Miss Universe and Miss USA Pageants were wearing..."
"They will be mom," interrupted Ann. "Starting this year."
"Well they shouldn't, but at least they're adults. These are teenagers! It's disgusting." Marsha wrinkled up her face.
"It's brilliant," said Ann, continuing when her mother looked at her in surprise. "Think about it. These pageants have been losing money and network ratings for years. What male wouldn't want to see 50 gorgeous women marching around in tiny bikinis are half that many showing off their bodies in sexy lingerie. Think how popular the Hidden Closet fashion show is every year. By partnering with Hidden Closet, Solomon King is probably going to set ratings records for this pageant. It's pure genius."
"You're probably right and maybe making the pageants a little sexier will save them from disappearing altogether, but teenagers in lingerie? It's inappropriate."
Ann hugged her mom again when Beth's name was called to proceed to the next round. Beth stepped forward. Her large bosom was squeezed together by a tight white lacy bra. The panties were lacy and sheer. A garter belt encircled her waist held her white nylons up by white straps. The next girl was called. She was wearing a green baby doll teddy. The third girl had more modest bra and panties, but then she was under eighteen. Ten contestants were picked for the next round.
There was a short break in which the MC listed the prizes each contestant got as well as the winners. They showed a brief review of the activities of the previous year's Miss Teen USA winner.
The talent competition started and Bethany was the third to go. She came out on stage again in her evening gown and did a good job with her song. As she crooned, "I believe the children are the future," the screen behind her showed poor black teen boys in orange prison jumpsuits, selling drugs in the streets, or wearing gang colors before switching over to this years charity the King Rehabilitation Centers. Muscular black teenagers were shown working out, being trained by a black drill instructor, studying before books and a computer. Bethany ended her song and the crown applauded, but she wasn't quite good enough. Her name wasn't called when the next five winners were announced. Bethany took it well, smiling and waving at the audience as she walked off stage.
Marsha and Ann slowly applauded. The rest of the show went swiftly. The host did a brief presentation on the King Rehabilitation Centers. They had an 83% success rate with their fitness and education programs. A website was given for viewers wanting to donate to it. The five remaining contestants came out one by one and each one was asked two questions by two of the five judges. "Lets go," whispered Ann, leaning over to her mom.
Marsha nodded and the two Dutton women made their way down the aisle. They didn't even hear who the winner was. They were allowed backstage where they saw Beth. She ran into her mother's arms. "Bethany, you were wonderful," said Marsha, stroking her hair. "I'm sorry you didn't win."
Beth wasn't crying. "That's alright mom. This has been the best week of my life in more ways then one." Beth opened her embrace enough to motion for Ann to join them and all three Dutton women hugged tightly. "Hey and I was in the top ten."
"Better then I did," said Ann. "I was fifteenth."
"I was third," bragged Marsha.
Beth laughed. "Well family, I believe we have a party to get ready for."
"I'll meet you at your room," said Ann.
****************
An hour later Beth was sitting on her mom's bed when Marsha stepped out of her bathroom. She tried to pull the hem of her dress further down her thigh. "I'm way too old for this," she said, slipping her feet into black high heels.
Beth looked her mom up and down. "Mom, you look fantastic." Marsha was wearing a strapless little black dress.
"You too, dear," said Marsha, looking her daughter up and down.
Beth curtsied. She hadn't brought anything so fancy on this trip, but she had pulled on a spaghetti strap flower print dress that fell to her knees, but showed off a lot of cleavage.
There was a knock on the door and Marsha opened it. "Good god Ann! What are you wearing?"
Beth peaked around her mom, curious to see what her more daring sister was wearing. Ann also had a little black dress on, but her dress had a lot cut out of it. There were slits along her waist, breasts, hips, and thighs, showing off a lot of skin. Her entire flat belly was visible. "I like to make an entrance," said Ann, "But don't worry, I don't plan on wearing it for long."
"Why, are you taking a change of clothes?" asked Marsha.
"You'll see," said Ann to her mom before winking at Beth conspiratorially.
The three Duttons boarded the elevator and rode it up to the penthouse. They were the only ones on the elevator as it climbed the spire of the Nubian King casino. When the elevator stopped on the top floor, the doors opened and a massive black man in a King security uniform blocked their way. "Dayumn!" He said, looking the three women up and down. "You three got invitations?"
Ann held out two large golden tickets. "Here you go. This is for me and my sister. Mr. King asked me to bring along my mother here."
"Alright," he nodded, stepping aside. "You're Ann Dutton, ain't ya?"
"I am," said Ann, smiling.
"I'm a huge fan of your work Miss Dutton. "Come take care of me before the party's over."
"Yes, sir," replied Ann. She leaned over to Beth and whispered so that her mom couldn't hear. "As employees of E&I, we're required to service any black employee who asks us."
"Any?" Beth frowned as she whispered back.
"Anyone from Mr. King to a janitor to a security guard. We live to service their needs and in turn our needs get taken care of."
"Is that moaning?" asked Marsha stepping out of the elevator.
The guard laughed. "You can use the crates for your clothes," he told them.
Marsha looked confused. Crates were stacked four high and fifteen long along the hall. About half had clothing folded up inside them with shoes sitting on the clothes. "Why would we... Ann, what's going on?"
Ann let her skimpy dress fall to her feet. She picked it up, folded it, and placed her dress in an empty crate. She wasn't wearing a bra so she just bent over slipped her panties down, placing her underwear and heels on the dress in the crate.
"What the hell?" said Marsha, staring past her nude daughter as one of the casino's cocktail waitresses walked out the door of one room and into another. She was wearing a cheetah print loincloth, heels, and nothing else. Her big DD's bounced before her as she carried a tray filled with champagne glasses.
The guard was looking at Ann's nude body. "Fuck that. I want you now. Take my cock out and suck it."
"Gladly, sir," replied Ann, dropping to her knees, undoing the guards pants and pulling out a fat eleven inch cock. "You're my first of the night, so I got plenty of energy." She kissed his cock head before starting to suck his cock.
Beth and Marsha watched in shock. Ann had warned Beth that these parties got a little wild, but judging by the noise coming from the three penthouse suites, this was a full blown orgy. Beth looked up as a naked giant of a black man entered the hall. Marsha didn't see him as he came up behind her and cupped her tits. She jumped in surprise, but soon was leaning back into him as he kissed her neck. Beth watched in amazement as the black man slowly stripped off her mom's dress and then her underwear. She just threw her dress wadded up into a crate and followed the black man to one of the rooms.
"Fo gurod's sakes, gurlge Beth, gurg haf some fufn," said Ann, sperm dripping out of her mouth.
Beth nodded and stripped off her own dress. She folded hers and carefully placed it in a crate. By the time she had turned around, Ann was gone and the guard was blocking the newly arrived elevator. Beth walked nude down the hall to the nearest open door. She saw three of her fellow contestants in the elevator handing the guard three golden tickets.
Beth walked into the first room and almost bumped into three nude black men holding up their champagne glances in a toast. "Well, well, well, what have we here?" said one. "A big titted white girl that wants to suck our dicks," said another. Beth never found out their names, but she called them 10, 11, and 12 based on their cock sizes. She sucked all three, stroking the two she wasn't sucking. 11 shoved his cock down her throat until his balls slapped her chin and filled her belly full of cum. She never got to taste him. She tasted all of 12. He had her jerk his cock while sucking just the head, laughing at her as she choked on his seed and it ran down her chin. 10 to his embarrassment came while she was jerking him, but he made sure he blasted her face and breasts with his cum.
Beth stood, sperm dripping down her breasts and chin. "Thanks for letting me suck you," she told them before she wandered off. She needed to find a bathroom to clean up. She passed another contestant laying on her back across a table while Simon plowed her pussy with his superior cock. Her head was thrown back and King's lawyer Reginald Jordan had his cock shoved down her throat. Simon winked at her when he noticed Beth walk past.



They had arrived at the party around eleven and Beth noticed a clock showed that it was now midnight. Ann had warned her that these parties lasted until dawn. She stepped into the bathroom and was no sooner soaping sperm off her body under the shower then the curtain was pulled back and a handsome black man joined her. He reached out and squeezed her breasts. Beth's eyes widened in surprise. "You're Max Johnson?" She'd seen him in the movie "Jamie Goes Black earlier that week.
"That's right slut," he told her, lifting her up by her ass and lowering her down over his perfectly straight 14" cock. "Jaime and I are here on our honeymoon."
"Oh god, fuck me, Max" she cried as inch after inch impaled her needy pussy.
"I like this tight white pussy," said Max. "Solomon hire you?"
"Yes," said Beth both answering him and crying out as she orgasmed.
"I'll have to ask him to sign you over to me. I own Cockbreakers studio in LA. You wanna work for me doncha, slut?"
"Yes! Yes, anything you want, just fuck me," screamed Bethany as she orgasmed again.
Forty-five minutes later, Beth was still under the shower, stooping and trying to scoop Max's sperm from her pussy. He had wandered off leaving her alone to clean up. Finally, feeling clean, Beth exited the shower and was about to turn it off when a voice said, "Leave it on." Beth turned to see a dazed looking teen girl covered in sperm. She was one of the contestants, but Beth didn't recognize her. The girl passed her and stepped into the shower as Beth toweled herself dry.
Beth wandered nude through the room. She paused at the entrance to the main bedroom in the suite. Jaime Jennison, the porn star was on the bed with three black men. Large black cocks were shoved in each hole. "My wife's been with hundreds of men, but she used to refuse having sex with black men," whispered a voice in her ear. Beth turned around to see Max was standing beside her again. She felt guilty for spying on his wife then immediately realized how stupid that thought was. "I was her first black man." Max took Beth's hand and moved it over to his stiff cock. She grabbed the huge shaft and started stroking it. "Once she had that cock in her, she married me, signed her studio over to me, and now she only fucks black men both on camera and in real life. How about you?" Max started pulling back.
"Only black men," Beth murmured. She never released his cock from her grip and he led her over to a nearby couch. "I'm only going to fuck black men from now on," she promised.
"Good. Now bend over that couch and spread those ass cheeks."
Beth was soon screaming as Max fucked her ass. Soon a foot long black cock appeared bobbing before her face. She looked up to see Sharpspeare grinning down at her as he shoved his cock in her mouth. "Nice to see you again, Miss Dutton," said Sharpspeare.
Max flooded her ass with semen a short time later and ten minutes after that Beth was gulping down Sharpspeare's cum. Both men quickly left her still leaning over the couch and before she could push herself to her feet, another black man was forcing his cock into her ass. Beth never even saw his face. After he finished, she quickly got off the couch before another black man showed up. Her ass couldn't hold any more sperm. Semen squished around and leaked from her anus as she left the room.
Beth entered the hallway again. The party had grown some. Everywhere she looked were black men having sex with white women with a few other races mixed in. She entered the next suite and slipped past two pretty contestants making out. One was blonde and one was brunette. They were kissing and squeezing each others breasts. A black man quickly grabbed them both and pushed them to their knees. The two girls went from kissing each other to fighting over the black man's cock.
An older blonde woman was forced against a wall, her legs wrapped around a black man's waist as he fucked her standing up. He was easily identifiable by the scary metal prosthetic and the white burn scars on his body. Simon didn't notice Beth's stare, but the woman moved her head, opened her eyes, and stared into Beth's. It was Solomon's wife, Ivara King that Simon was fucking. Beth hurried past, hoping for their sake, Solomon didn't catch them, but then Solomon wasn't exactly faithful so why should his wife be?
A moment later Beth ran into Solomon himself. He had one of the contestants spread open legged on a table. His cock was lined up with her pussy. Another black man had his hand on Solomon's cock and was guiding it into the young teen. "Join me Barak and it'll be your giant black cock fucking these white sluts," said King.
Beth glanced at the black man. Nude, her eyes always went first to see how big the black man's cock was and for the first time, she was disappointed. If anything he was smaller then her white boyfriend's. Maybe not, because this black man's little penis seemed to have shrunk and withdrawn up into the scrotum with shame. His body wasn't big and muscular either and he had big ears. His face was dark brown, but he still looked pale. Sweat beaded his forehead. "I have a wife," he told Solomon.
"So do I," replied King, laughing
The black man yanked his hand back from Solomon's cock as it pushed into the teen's pussy. His hand was shaking. There was something familiar about the man. It quickly hit her. She'd seen him last month on television giving a speech at the Democratic National Convention. He was Senator Odama and he had a best selling book out. The party seemed to think he was going places. Now here he was a black man with a white man's penis in a room filled with hung black men. Something wasn't right here. The thought that something strange was going on tugged at Beth's brain. Or maybe all black men weren't hung like horses?
She needed to pee and also to drain some of the cum from her ass so Beth hurried to the room's bathroom. She passed the next bedroom and glanced in. Her sister was lying on her side, kissing another woman, their breasts mashed together. Two black men were behind the women fucking them from behind on their sides. Both men were watching the girls make out as they fucked them. The one fucking Ann was slamming his cock into her hard while the one with the other girl was taking slow leisurely strokes.
Beth watched her sister for ten minutes, fully realizing that she was getting a glimpse of her own future. The thought thrilled her. She wanted to watch some more, but she really had to pee. Apparently, so did the black man already in the bathroom. He however, was standing in the tub, urinating on one of the pageant contestant's breasts as she squeezed them together. Pretty disgusting, thought Beth, but at least that left the toilet free. She sat down, empting her bladder and trying to squeeze some of the sperm out of her ass. She couldn't help but to stare at the couple in the tub. "Pee on my tits," cried the girl. The black man looked indifferent and Beth realized that the girl was the freaky one. After the black man had shaken the urine out of his cock, the girl took it in her mouth and started sucking it to full hardness.
Beth stared fascinated. The black man placed his hand on the girl's forehead and pushed her head back until his cock sprang free. Beth looked up to see that he was staring at her. The black man stepped out of the tub and walked over to Beth, guiding his cock into her mouth. "Get lost," he told the other girl now staring at him in horror and jealousy. She rose to her feet looking like she might cry. "I like this slut's tits better," he explained.
"Fucking Idaho bitch," screamed the girl, giving Beth the finger. A passing black man suddenly scooped her up and threw her over his shoulder, carrying her off. He obviously didn't care about the size of her tits.
Beth turned her attention to sucking the black man. "Hold off," he told her. "I want to fuck that sweet looking pussy and I've already cum five times tonight."
Beth's mouth tried to follow his cock as he stepped back. He switched places with her, putting the lid down and sitting on the toilet. Beth straddled him and lowered herself down over his big cock. She looked into his eyes as she impaled herself. She recognized him. He was the casino's stage magician. "You're Rondini?"
"Correction. I'm the Amazing Rondini. Now watch me make my cock disappear." He grabbed her waist and pulled her down until she was completely impaled. "Great titties," he said, kneading them. "Big and white just the way I like them." Rondini sucked and bit at her nipples while she rode him to orgasm after orgasm. Two white girls brushed past them and stepped into the shower. They were still in the shower twenty minutes later when Rondini's... the Amazing Rondini's sperm flooded Beth's womb. He lifted her off his shaft and without another word, joined the two girls in the shower. Soon they were in each arm and he was kissing them both. One was stroking his cock and it was rising to full hardness.
Beth wouldn't have minded another shower, but it was too crowded in this one. She left the bathroom and stepping around dozens of couples fucking and sucking, she made her way back to the hall and into another suite. This was as crowded as the last. A black man and two white women were watching a scene in one bedroom. Beth was curious and joined them, staring inside. The sight that greeted her was both disgusting and amazing. An enormous black man with layers of quivering fat covering his body was kneeling on the bed, straddling a white woman. The only fat black man she'd seen was Solomon's bodyguard and it was indeed him. His cock was an absolute monster, probably eighteen inches and the thickest thing Beth had ever seen. It was way too big for a woman's pussy or mouth. Nor was the black man even trying. He was fucking the woman's thighs. He must have been sliding the shaft across her labia because she was humping up against it. The end of the enormous cock was sliding between the woman's huge familiar bosom. Familiar, because it resembled Beth's and Ann's and the breasts that had breast fed her eighteen years ago. Marsha Dutton was lying on her back getting titty fucked by an eighteen inch black cock and she was crying.
"Mom! Are you alright," said Beth, working her way into the room past the voyeurs.
Marsha bent her head down and licked the giant bulbous cock head every bit as big as a baseball if not bigger. She lapped at it every time the fat black man thrust it forwards. "It's so big, Beth," cried Marsha, pausing to lick the head again and continuing when he pulled back. "I can't show it how much I love it." Marsha continued crying.
"You're not doing too bad, Milf," moaned the black man. "You is about to gets me off."
Beth stared at the cock as it swelled up. She moved around the bed to stand facing her mom's head, looking down her mom's body and the enormous black cock that nearly took up her mom's entire torso. She watched as the immense cock slid up so that her mom could kiss it and then it retreated back into her mom's breasts. It slid up and it slid back. The urethra itself had to have been over an inch long on the bulbous monster. The next time he pushed it forwards, Beth leaned down slightly to get a closer look. The long urethra appeared to have opened, like an eye. Beth quickly stood up as the cock head exploded. A wave of milky white semen fanned out from the huge cock head, covering her mom's face and then big fist-sized wads were flying over her mom's head. One caught Beth on the chin before she had stood up completely. Two others hit her breasts. After that, they still came, but they were smaller, splattering against her belly and crotch. The peppering wads of semen quit reaching her, several falling on the bed past her mom's head or in her mom's hair. The obese black man not only covered Beth's front in sperm, but he yanked his cock back through her mom's thighs and covered Marsha's breasts and belly with seed. Finally, he moved his immense bulk around her mom and held the end of his cock out over her mouth. Sperm continued dribbling out and her mom started lapping it up. Beth licked the sperm around her own chin and was immediately jealous of her mom. It was good, the richest she'd tasted, better even then Solomon's. She began scooping lumps of it off her breasts and belly, bringing her fingers up to her mouth to lick off.
There was a smattering of applause from the crowd watching them and then the onlookers moved off. Beth was dripping with cum and really needed another shower. She left the room and was relieved to find the bathroom empty. Beth rubbed soap all over her front, swearing the fat black man's semen must have been enough to fill a two liter soda bottle.
Thirty minutes later, she felt clean enough to step out of the shower, but no sooner had she left the bathroom, then she found herself kneeling before five black men. She tried to touch them, but they stepped back. All five started jerking their big black cocks off while she watched, but they wouldn't let her touch them or suck them. She stared fascinated, turning her head not sure which cock was her favorite. Their cocks grew and soon they were cumming, strands of long white semen shooting out from two of their cocks at first and then it was three cocks and then all five were spraying their seed all over her body.
Beth was coated in sperm again. So much so that she had to wipe it free of her eyes. When she reopened them, the men were gone. Beth licked the sperm around her lips, climbed to her feet and sighed as she went to take another shower.
After Beth had cleaned herself off yet again, she wandered around to the next room. There she found her mom and sister again. Marsha and Ann were sharing a bed, on all fours. Each had a black man fucking them doggy style, while another black man had his cock shoved down their throats.
Beth watched, wishing she could join them, but there wasn't enough room on the bed. A big black hand fell on her shoulder and spun her around. She looked up into the piercing black eyes of a dark skinned over muscled black giant. "Mr. Black," she said.
"Idaho," greeted Marcus Black. He pointed to another black giant behind him. "This is my business partner, "Mr. Brown." Mr. Brown had adopted the bald head and goatee look that Solomon King had.
Beth nodded in greeting and then she glanced down wanting to see how big their cocks were. "Oh my sweet Jesus!" she cried when she saw them. Apart from the obese black bull that had titty fucked her mom, Mr. Black and Mr. Brown had two of the biggest cocks she'd seen. Brown's was over a foot long, but incredibly thick, maybe too thick. At least as big around as a plastic soda bottle. Black's wasn't as thick, but it was wide and it was long, probably fifteen inches. His testicles were as big as tennis balls, but Brown's were even bigger. "Those are two big cocks!"
"What, this little thing?" said Marcus and Brown erupted in laughter. "Seeing as how there's no room on the bed, Darren lay down on the floor."
Beth glanced over at the bed. The man her sister had been sucking off was blasting a load of cum all over Ann's face. A third man had joined in with her mom and Marsha had a three holes plugged by a black cock. She glanced down to see Brown was lying on his back, holding her cock up for her. "That's too thick," she mumbled.
"Get down there," ordered Marcus. "You'll be surprised how elastic your pussy is." Marcus placed his hand against her back and started pushing her over to straddle Brown.
Darren Brown watched her stand over him and slowly lower her crotch over his up thrust cock. Darren leaned up close to her pussy and sniffed. She felt hurt when his nose crinkled up in displeasure, but then he laid back down. Beth moaned as the big head slid along her labia and then her lips were pushing inward before slowly opening for the huge cock head. Darren placed his hands on her hips and pulled her down.
"So thick!" she cried, loudly as inch after inch slowly penetrated her. "I can take it!" she exclaimed in disbelief. Beth was suddenly thrashing around from a large orgasm that caught her off guard. She lost her balance and the remainder of his cock shot it's way up through her pussy to bang against her cervix. Beth winced at the sudden pain, but her cervix was used to being stretched out by now and Brown's cock head pushed it's way into her womb.
"Feel that, you sexy big titted slut. That's my cock in your womb."
"I feel it," she moaned in both pain and pleasure, but the pain part was fading and the pleasure part was growing.
"I'd love to put a baby in that womb," he said, bucking his hips. "Start riding that big black cock."
"Oh Mr. Brown, you're so thick," screamed Beth bouncing up and down in his lap. Her scream turned louder as it became an orgasm.
"I wanna knock you up so bad," he said, reaching up and squeezing her breasts. "Swell that white belly and see a black baby sucking on these nipples." He pinched them as he spoke.
"Do it," cried Beth, looking him in the eyes. "Knock me up, Mr. Brown." Beth was caught up in the moment and wished he was about to impregnate her.
"Fucking A, I would, but you ain't ovulating." His nose crinkled up again distastefully.
"Shit Darren," said Marcus stepping over his prone friend and guiding the end of his cock into Beth's mouth. She took the head between her lips and licked it lovingly. "You knocked one up this weekend already. How many of them do you want to impregnate?"
"All of them," said Darren Brown, looking completely serious.
The two men quit talking and focused on the sex. Beth jerked half Marcus' shaft while sucking the head, but she couldn't do it justice while Darren's cock was sliding in and out of her pussy. Apparently Marcus didn't think so either. He stepped away from her and Beth was soon scrunching up her face as his huge cock slowly entered her ass. The pressure of taking two such huge cocks was immense, but she quickly got into it and started cumming again. Darren was the first to cum. His huge coconut balls contracted and Beth's womb filled with so much sperm, her belly started to bulge out to the point it hurt. His giant cock head was stuck through her cervix and his semen had no where to go.
He held his cock buried inside her while Darren started pumping hard on her ass. She didn't know how much she was taking, but it felt like a foot of cock was sliding through her rectum. Soon another huge load of jizz was filling her bowels.
Marcus pulled his cock out, his sperm welling to the top of her anus until it began pouring down to drip on Brown's balls. Darren grabbed her hips and slowly lifted her off his prick. The bulge under her belly button began deflating as his semen followed his cock, pouring from her pussy as he flung her off him. Beth laid on the floor exhausted.
She didn't sleep long, but when she awoke, a fresh load of spunk covered her face. Someone had apparently randomly jerked off over her as she lay comatose. Her eyelids were covered in sperm and as she tried to open them, the semen hanging from her lids turned an orange and red colors. She closed and wiped her eyes clean of sperm. When she reopened them she could see the light of a new dawn pouring through the window of the room. Streaks of oranges, reds, and purple filled the sky as the sun appeared over the sea. Beth struggled to climb to her feet and stared out the window as the new day began.
When she finally tore herself away from the sunrise, she began wandering room to room through different suites to find her mom and sister. Ann was in the hallway on the floor, asleep on a black man, his cock still in her pussy. Beth shook her awake and Ann smiled and winked at her. Ann rose off the black man's cock and the foot long shaft fell on his belly as it left Ann's pussy. It was completely hard and twitched as he slept. Sperm started dripping down on it from where Ann stood straddling him.



The Dutton sisters passed a bed filled with black men and teen girls to find their mom kneeling before the toilet in the bathroom. Marsha looked dreadful, like a woman with the worst hangover of her life. Only it wasn't booze she was throwing up. "I swallowed too much sperm," she gagged.
"Been there, done that," said Ann, pulling her mother to her feet. The three Dutton women stood naked in the bathroom staring at each other. All three were a mess. They had red eyes and puffy cheeks. All three had sperm still leaking from their asses and pussies. They had taken numerous showers all night so that their hair clung to their heads and sperm covered them everywhere. It matted the hair on their heads and crotches. It covered the faces, breasts, and bellies both in the sticky, wet stage, and the dried, flaky stage. "Lets clean up."
Beth and Marsha nodded. Beth followed her mom and sister into the cramped shower, their big breasts mashing and nude bodies pressing against each other as they took turns under the spray of water, helping each other clean up as best they could. It took a good thirty minutes before they finally stepped out of the shower.
The three women passed the bed as they left the bathroom. Two black men and four teen girls filled the King sized bed. One girl had her head in a black man's lap and she was sniffing his cock in her sleep. Another girl was in the same position, but her man's cock was growing in his sleep. Her tongue came out to flicker over his shaft as she started waking. She was awake and sucking on it by the time the Dutton's left the room, stepping over another interracial couple on the floor. Here and there a few couples were still fucking and sucking though they were going slowly as if the urgency was gone. Scenes like this were everywhere as they made their way to the hall and the elevator. The guard was gone. Half the clothes in the crates had been collected. Ann, Beth, and Marsha retrieved their clothes and dressed in the hall. When they were decent they entered the elevator.
Ann got off the elevator on her floor while Beth and Marsha returned to their room. They each took another shower, but this time they freshened up and groomed better, drying their hair with the hotel's hair dryer. They wanted nothing more then to collapse on their beds for a few hours, but they needed to pack. Ann knocked on the door before checkout and Beth and Marsha left their room for the last time. "Drive us to the airport?" asked Marsha of her formerly disowned daughter.
Ann frowned. "I can't mom. I need to be back in New York as soon as possible and Mr. King wants Beth to come along with me."
Marsha's face dropped. "I see." She stood staring at the two young women as she realized she was losing both her daughters. "I need to get back to your father," she said, tears welling in her eyes. The Dutton daughters suddenly dropped their suitcases and hugged their mom tightly. "I love you both so much," cried Marsha, sobbing.
"Come visit," said Ann. "Beth can stay with me and I have a nice sized apartment."
"I will," said Marsha, breaking the embrace. "I'll visit as soon as I can. I'm still your manager after all, Beth." Marsha embraced Beth, kissed both her cheeks and pushed her away. Marsha then turned to Ann. She hugged Ann just as tightly. "Forgive me," she whispered in her ear.
"I do, mom," whispered Ann back.
"I didn't understand then," said Marsha, breaking the embrace, still sobbing.
"And now you do?" asked Ann, with a wry grin on her face.
"Now I do," agreed Marsha, nodding.
A handsome black hotel employee brought Ann's car around. It was a sporty new convertible. Beth and Ann put their luggage in the trunk and climbed in the car. The top of the car rolled back and Ann drove off, their hair blowing in the wind. They waved as they pulled away and Marsha waved back, still crying. By the time her daughters were out of sight, the shuttle to the airport had pulled up. Marsha climbed on it followed by some other contestants and their chaperones before the bus pulled away and Marsha Dutton was on her way home.
****************
Reginald Jordan was sitting cross-legged in the lobby watching the Duttons say their goodbyes. One hand stroked his chin as he admired the beautiful mother and daughters.
"You wanted to see me, sir?"
Jordan didn't even look up. "Yes, Simon. I could use a man of your talents." Jordan handed a manila folder over to Simon. The scarred man's metallic hand clamped down over the folder and took it. The file had Idaho written on it. He began leafing through it. "Anything stand out?" asked Jordan, finally turning to look at the splotchy white side of Simon's face.
"They have six million in assets," said Simon, finally.
"Excellent," said Reginald. "You know, I sent them a composite porno of Ann doing some nasty stuff with some black men years ago. The poor father suffered a major stroke. I wonder what would happen if he found out his wife and other daughter liked doing nasty stuff with black men too?"
Jordan was eyeing Simon as Simon looked thoughtful. "I think someone should send him some footage so we can find out," said Simon finally.
A broad smile spread across Jordan's face. "I was thinking the same thing, but I sure wouldn't want to miss out on six million dollars if he divorces his wife provided he survived another stroke."
Simon stared at the well known black lawyer and felt a shiver travel up his spine. "Are you asking me what I think you're asking me?"
"I need someone willing to speed up the process and to make sure Marsha inherits the money. Do you have a problem with that?"
"No," Simon replied, softly. He had killed before, though that was war. This would be different and if he went down this path there might be no turning back. "Does Mr. King know about this?"
Jordan frowned. "Solomon is a more patient man than me and he so abhors violence. What he doesn't know doesn't hurt him and he does like the extra cash." The image of Daniel Trump smashing through his window came to Reginald's mind. Marrying Trump's daughter had been a windfall for the cause and Solomon didn't even know he had Jordan to thank for that. Even as the thought occurred to him, Reginald saw the elevator open and Solomon exited it with Ivara on his arm.
"What's in it for me?"
Jordan looked up at Simon. "I'll give you half my fee when I settle the Dutton estate. We'll split a million."
Simon slowly whistled, no longer feeling dirty about this discussion. "I'm in, but there's just one problem. I'm not exactly nondescript." Simon looked down as Jordan removed a jar from his pocket and handed it to him. He had to use his normal hand to take this item. "Shoe polish?"
"It matches your skin color. Hide the burns. I've ordered you a new prosthetic. A cursory glance and no one will notice it isn't real."
Simon frowned. "How'd you know I'd say yes?"
"I have a file on you also," said Jordan, standing up. "I'll be in touch Mr. Allen." Reginald Jordan walked over to Mr. and Mrs. King. "Solomon," he said, greeting his boss.
"Reggie," nodded Solomon. "Successful pageant eh Jordan?"
"I'd say, sir."
Solomon stepped outside where Bull had pulled up a limo and a porter was loading the King's luggage in the trunk. Jordan followed him and watched Solomon open the door for his wife. "I'll see you back in New York, dear." Solomon leaned down and kissed his wife before closing the door. King turned to Jordan. "It's a beautiful day," he said. "Race you back?" King held up a set of keys. "Brutus is letting me borrow his bike."
"I'll stick to my air conditioned stretch limo," replied Jordan. "Besides, I have work to do." Jordan held up files, each with a state's name on it. One for each contestant and how E&I could best make money off of them.
"Jordan you work too hard," said King as a valet drove up on a motorcycle. Solomon took the helmet off the bike and straddled the seat. "Enjoy yourself a little. It's a beautiful day," he said, again.
"That it is, sir. A beautiful day," replied Jordan, watching King ride off.
The End.
Marsha Dutton returned to Idaho where her unusual state of arousal slowly subsided over the course of a few weeks. As she became less horny, her guilt began to grow. She began doting on her older husband. Two weeks after leaving Atlantic City, she came home from grocery shopping to find her husband dead on the floor. The coroner claimed he had a massive stroke. Her daughters returned home for the funeral to find their mother half crazy, babbling strange internet conspiracy theories about black men. She had written several letters to congressmen asking for an investigation into interracial porn sites and the possibilities of drugging white women for sex on those sites. The only official to respond was her state's Senator Spalding whose own daughter had become a black male only porn star performing under the name Terri O'Cherry. Before Marsha was able to meet with Sen. Spalding, she went to visit her daughters and found herself once again joining her daughters in servicing black men. This didn't cure her of her crazy conspiracy theories and she actually seemed to grow worse. Ann convinced Marsha to accompany her on a preplanned trip to Trinibogo and the Trinibogo Springs Spa paid for by Ann's employer, Solomon King. Marsha agreed feeling that she could use a relaxing vacation after losing her husband. Ann and Marsha received vaccinations a week before they left for the tropical island. By the time they arrived on Trinibogo, Marsha was feeling younger and full of energy. Her heavy breasts looked a little bigger and had even firmed up a little. She noticed her daughter's breasts looked bigger too. Unfortunately, Trinibogo didn't cure her of her desire for black cocks as the island was filled with hung black men. One week on the island and she was marveling at how good she looked. She now looked the same as she did when she was thirty except for the gray streaks in her hair and when she colored her hair to hide the gray everyone now assumed she and Ann were sisters. Marsha's breasts had swollen way beyond EE and Ann's now approached EE. As the third week approached, Marsha noticed her nipples leaking breast milk. When she pointed this out to Ann, she noticed wet spots appearing on Ann's bikini top around her nipples. Both women were immediately separated from each other and locked in private rooms by native Trinibogons. Marsha didn't have time to fear her imprisonment as she found her arousal growing to a level that virtually drove her insane. She couldn't keep her fingers out of her pussy and searched the room for anything with a cock's size or shape to fill her pussy. She wasn't alone for long though. Marsha was watching little jets of milk shoot up from her breasts as she fingered herself to orgasm when her door opened and a familiar dwarf sized man entered her room. Lester and Marsha immediately attacked each other and fucked for the next three days to the point of exhaustion. After a brief sleep. She awoke to find Lester gone, but a handsome and hung islander took his place. After a week, her sexual craze died down and she was released from the room, but not the island. Devon the island's governor informed her that she was not only pregnant, but that she was now a breeder whose purpose was to repopulate the island. She bade a tearful farewell to Ann and now resides on Trinibogo serving as a teacher to island children and having islander babies yearly. Her black son with Lester is normal sized. She is completely satisfied and happy, though she misses her daughters.
Bethany Dutton traveled to New York and moved in with Ann. She and Ann quickly made five interracial pornos together billed as The Dutton Sisters. Beth's popularity quickly rose to match her sister's. She got her own website, did multiple magazine spreads in the E&I magazines, and began traveling to various Zebra Clubs as a dancer. When Ann and her mother were vacationing on Trinobogo, Beth was transferred to work for Max Johnson and Jaime Jennison at their growing production company, Cockbreakers in L.A.
Ann Dutton convinced Solomon to let her distraught and unstable mother accompany her to Trinibogo knowing that her mom wouldn't be allowed to leave. Ann was hoping Solomon himself would breed her, but as she went into her heat phase, she found her uglier boss and one of the first enhanced she'd ever fucked, Tyrone Jones had flown down to breed her. She was too horny to be disappointed. The new and improved Ann Dutton returned to the United States and moved to L.A. to work with her sister until her pregnancy showed and even then she made some pregnancy fetish videos. After giving birth to a black son with Tyrone, she hosted a reality special on the E&I Channel, titled, "Be the Black to Breed Ann Dutton." The winner was B-Love the lead singer of the rap band Black Phallus. After that, she was allowed to go on the pill and began working with Bethany again for a year making movies and dancing until popular demand convinced E&I to produce, "Be the Black to Breed Ann Dutton 2."
Simon Allen traveled to Idaho where he left a package for Marsha's husband showing all three Dutton women fucking and sucking black men at the Nubian King Casino on DVD. Dutton's weak heart did Simon's job for him and Simon was just able to remove the DVD from the home before Marsha returned from shopping. He continues working for Reginald Jordan as a special operative and private investigator willing to get his hands dirty to grow Jordan's, his own, and E&I's wealth in that order.
Reginald Jordan continues working behind Solomon's back earning wealth for E&I by whatever means necessary.
Bruce did manage to take the black virginity of a contestant and Solomon kept his word promoting him to a trainer at the Black's gym in the casino. Eventually he was made manager of a Black's gym in Miami
Reverend Albert Sharpspeare does what Sharpspeare does. Within days after the pageant, he was off to Alabama where a black teenage girl had been called a water buffalo by white students at an all girls school. The white girls were taught the error of their ways.
Solomon King continues to grow his empire. With the addition of the Holden Hotel chain after "The Blackchelor" and the three billion in assets his wife inherited from her late father, he became one of the wealthiest black men in the country.
Ivara Trump-King remains head of the Miss Universe Organization overseeing the Miss Universe, Miss USA, and Miss Teen USA pageants. In March 2005, she gave birth to a son, Maximillian Daniel King. In January 2007, she gave birth to twin boys, Shaka and Samuel King. In December 2008, she gave birth to a white skinned daughter, Danielle Trump King. In November 2009, she gave birth to another black son, Benjamin Tyrone King.
Lester "Nibbles" Nibelung continues to be a popular E&I porn star.
Marcus Black and Darren Brown left E&I to form Brown and Black Ent. opening Black's gyms in cities across the country and taking over Melons franchises among many other successful endeavors. They are both quite wealthy and King Enterprises owns a small share of their company's stocks.
Langston continues working at the Nubian King serving as a floating bartender.
Cassius continues working at the Nubian King as a lifeguard.
Tracy Hardcastle aka Lacy Lovelorn continues writing interracial pornographic romances.
Her book's sales declined when she switched to exclusive interracial stories, but sales have slowly begun climbing again and may surpass her original figures within a few years. She started a trend among romance writers to write more pornographic stories.
Rondini's act has grown to one of the most popular shows in Atlantic City, especially his evening adult humor magic acts which now feature nude white female assistants.
Barack Odama was convinced to join E&I accepting the Xserum and becoming president of the USA in January 2009. Unfortunately an economic downturn made the Odama presidency a disappointment for E&I. He was however, able to get funds appropriated for the King Rehabilitation centers and helped increase the number of enhanced. The economy and high unemployment cost him his reelection, losing to the interracial porn hating Senator Spalding of Idaho. But that is another story....
The Fresh Off The Bus 4 Story Challenge
Authors are invited to write further stories set at the Miss Teen USA
Pageant (They don't have to be as long as mine). The basic idea is for an author to pick a state and tell the
story of that contestant's seduction by an enhanced black male. Stories should open with the girl stepping off the bus and titled "Fresh Off The Bus 4: Miss Teen (fill in State's name). Other ideas will be considered. Author's may write more then one story. All requests will be handled on a first come first serve case by case basis. All stories will be posted in a folder at my repository at asstr.org and at the E&I yahoo group. Updated lists of what states are taken will be posted at the yahoo group. I will not profit from author stories in anyway, but I reserve the right to keep them posted in perpetuity.
All characters must be 18 years of age. Underage characters can be used,
but the sex would have to take place set in the future. For instance a
seventeen year old contestant gets a job offer at E&I Modeling on her
eighteenth birthday. The story could also involve the seduction of an
underage contestant's mother or chaperone, etc.
Authors may use established E&I characters or create their own. If interested, contact me at Stormbringerstories@gmail.com. I will gladly share my thoughts and review stories. I'm not going to worry about inconsistencies with the E&I universe. That would take too long and I don't have the time. I may make suggestions to tie stories in with the E&I Universe. Authors are encouraged to join the E&I yahoo group, http://groups.yahoo.com/group/stormbringers_universe as I will post updates there from time to time.
The Pageant:
The pageant itself will have five main parts. The evening gown, swimsuit, lingerie, talent, and interview. There will also be some musical/dance numbers. The pageant's director is Ivara Trump King, Solomon's wife from the story, "Trump Card."
The 5 Judges are as follows:
Nikki Holden- Sister of Paris Holden
Al Sharpspeare- Reverend
Victoria Goodhead- CEO Hidden Closet
Tracy Lovelace Hardcastle- Romance Author
Marcus Black- CEO of Black's gyms.
The contestants and their chaperones are staying on the 9th-12th floors of the casino. Some girls are staying with their chaperones and some are rooming together. Every room has hidden cameras and free access to adult channels. They have been provided with Aqua Naïve Blanc, xcite laced bottled water and Trinibogo Tropic sunscreen, xcite laced lotion. E&I executives and pageant judges are filling the master suites and penthouses.
Some ideas:
A contestant with fake id gets caught gambling at the casino and
is blackmailed by a black floor boss.
A contestant on the beach gets rescued by a black lifeguard.
A contestant's mother visits the Zebra club Atlantic City and hooks up
with a black stripper.
A contestant sleeps with Al Sharpspeare or Marcus Black hoping he will
vote for her.
A contestant goes to Tyrone's room for a private modeling session and gets
seduced.
A contestant gets advice on toning up from the casino's black fitness
instructor, an employee of Black's gym.
A black bellboy catches a contestant masturbating.
A black bellboy catches two girls making out.
A black bellboy is asked to buy several girls beer. He does so, then
blackmails them for blow jobs and later sex.
A black female contestant gets seduced by Hank McGraw or another enhanced white male.
A contestant visit's a King halfway house filled with newly enhanced horny black teens.



A contestant gets seduced by Latrell while filming a video interview.
The Nubian King Hotel and Casino
Originally the Trump Spire, The Nubian King was built by billionaire mogul, Daniel Trump in the late eighties. It is 51 floors tall and has 1250 rooms. It was largely a costly boondoggle and never turned a profit. Trump lost the casino in a poker game in November of 2003 to Solomon King along with the rights to the Miss Universe Organization.
King began a massive remodeling of the building, painting the great spire, black and renaming it The Nubian King. It reopened in June 2004 and hosted it's first pageant, Miss Teen USA 2004 in August.
The main rear entry foyer to the front desk is decorated with authentic African art including a statue of Legba with an erect phallus. The front entrance off the boardwalk opens directly onto a jungle themed casino floor.
The Casino:
The casino takes up space on 3 floors and consists of over 3000 slot machines and 210 table games. The cocktail waitresses all wear big cat print bikini tops and loin cloths. They are considered the skimpiest outfits in the industry. The casino floor is designed as a jungle setting with different areas resembling different regions of Africa (Serengeti plains, jungle, Egypt. etc.).
The rooms:
The casino has 1250 rooms. 230 rooms are suites. There are 6 penthouse suites in the tower. All are luxurious with 1800-2500 sq ft. The tower also houses 782 other rooms. Under the penthouse is the Regal at 1400 sq ft, the Grand 1200 sq ft, the Chairman with 1000sq ft, the courtroom with 480 sq ft, and deluxe guest rooms with 437 sq ft. Most rooms have either one king or 2 queen sized beds. Smaller rooms have 2 double beds.
All suites, courtroom or higher are wired with hidden cameras pointing towards the beds and the shower/Jacuzzi.
Rooms with attractive or rich female clientele are stocked with Aqua Naive Blanc, Xcite laced bottled water and a free bottle of Trinibogo Tropic, Xcite laced tanning lotion.
Restaurants/ Lounges:
The casino has four 5 star restaurants, 12 casual dining, four lounges, and a large dance club.
Kalahari Buffet- buffet restaurant.
Kenya Café- casual dining
The Nairobi- lounge
Two Buck Tim's- lounge w/ $2 shots
The Addis aba bar- lounge
Melons- casual dining
Posers- Dance club. Independently owned
Shops:
A concourse off the third floor casino houses 8 stores. There is a chocolate/candy store, a jewelry store, an African gift store, a news stand, and a Hidden Closet, plus three others.
Theater:
One large theater for headline acts and pageants as well as several yearly concerts by Black Phallus, plus two smaller theaters.
Other:
The bikini bar: Tiki style, long bar off the boardwalk. Seasonal only.
Black's Gym- Large fitness center on the ground floor. The gym has a year round indoor pool and is free to guests.
The Eden Spa- Salon and Spa featuring in-house masseurs. Located next to Black's gym.
Roof Pool- under the spire. The pool has a tiki bar and an on duty lifeguard.
22 meeting rooms with a combined space of 200,000sq ft. Some are bugged to collect the occasional corporate secrets.
The Basement:
Two levels underground are occupied by the E&I command center. Security is housed there as are the many monitors for the casino and the hidden cameras in many of the rooms.
Employees:
Rondini- Enhanced black magician who performs nightly in one of the theaters.
Yousef- Bartender at the Nairobi lounge. African native.
Gage- Monitor stationed in the basement. He has a 10 1/2" cock, but big balls.
Jules- Monitor stationed in the basement.
Donovan- bartender at the Addis Aba Bar.
Bruce- Porter with a 13" cock. He shaves his hair in a striped pattern.
Simon- Mega hung porter with a 15" cock and a prosthetic left arm.
Cassius- Seasonal lifeguard with a 13" cock. A former employee of the city of Stony Harbor.
Langston- Bartender.
Note: I based the statistics for the casino on the Taj Mahal in Atlantic City. I couldn't find a floor plan online, but if anyone has access to one, feel free to send it to me.
As Authors complete Fresh Off The Bus 4 stories, I will update this list.
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The black jeep wrangler bounced as it cruised over the causeway. There was a loud HONK and the two women in the jeep jumped. Some college boys in a convertible Mustang moved over into the wrong traffic lane and pulled up beside the jeep. The guy in front made kissing faces at the driver of the jeep. A guy in the back seat, held his thumbs out pointing at himself. Dixie smiled and blew them a kiss before an oncoming car forced the boys to speed up and pass them. The guys pulled over in a parking lot just ahead.
"They're hoping we follow them," said the driver, Dixie Meriwether, her long blonde hair trailing behind her in the wind. They'd taken the top down the moment they rented the jeep to enjoy the Florida sun.
"I know," replied her passenger, best friend, and former college roommate, Rose Clark. "Slow down when we get close." Dixie slowed the jeep on the overseas highway without pulling off the road. "Sorry boys, just got engaged," shouted Rose. She held her hand up to show the sparkling diamond ring.
"And I'm married," added Dixie, holding her own hand up with two sparkling rings on it. Dixie honked the horn and sped up, leaving the disappointed boys behind.
"You ready to tell me where we are going yet?" Rose reached up and pulled her straw cowboy hat down farther over her head to keep it from blowing off. She was fairer skinned then Dixie and burned easily, but she still liked the sun. Her reddish brown hair was tied up in a ponytail behind her head. She wore dark shades to keep the sun out of her green eyes.
Dixie looked over at her friend. Her blue eyes were hidden by sunglasses. "Islamorada. We'll be there soon. It's a party spot, pools, beach, dancing. Nearby is a place you can swim with dolphins. We'll hang out there over the weekend and explore the keys the rest of the week. Key West is a blast. Billy Ray took me there on our honeymoon. I can't wait to get there."
"We getting a motel first?"
"Naw," added Dixie. "We'll stop and party some first. We should be there by noon. We can find a place to stay afterwards."
"If you say so," replied Rose. She was more of a planner and less carefree then her friend. Rose needed to have everything mapped out before she went anywhere.
"Here's a sign. Islamorada, just a few more miles." Dixie drove the remaining miles. She waved as some guys driving the other way honked at them.
Dixie pulled the jeep over at a parking lot right on the overseas highway. They could hear steel drum music playing from the resort area. The island had several motels along the resort, but all had no-vacancy signs. Dixie saw her friend glancing at them nervously. "Don't worry, we'll drive back up to Homestead for a room if we need to. No biggy."
Rose nodded. She was tired of being on the road and needed to get out and stretch. Both women lived on opposite sides of Georgia. She was 27 and Dixie was one year younger. They'd taken trips together yearly for the last five years, a tradition they started one spring break in college. This one was ostensibly to celebrate her engagement, but in reality they never needed a reason to go away together. Her fiancé, Jake was away on business and didn't mind her going away with Dixie. Dixie's husband was fifteen years older then his wife and stayed busy running a business. "This place looks intriguing."
"I've partied here once or twice," said Dixie, putting the top up on the jeep. "I think a lot of the young fun crowd in Miami come down here on the weekends so it should be hopping. There," she said after securing the top on. "Time to break some hearts." Dixie was wearing a pink tank top and cutoff jeans. She reached to the hem of her top and pulled it off over her head. Her impressive bosom was tightly restrained by the DD cups of a bikini bearing the insignia of the Confederate battle flag.
"What about our stuff?" Rose was wearing a flower print sundress. She pulled it off her shoulder and let it fall to her feet. She was wearing a USA flag print bikini. She was shorter then the tall blonde beside her and wore high heeled sandals to appear taller. Her breasts were as big as Dixie's, but looked larger on her shorter frame. Rose's belly button was pierced and sparkled in the sunlight.
"We lock it in the car." Dixie stepped out of her jean shorts. She wore flip-flops because she was close to six feet tall and didn't need heels. Her body was tanned, toned, and very lithe, her large bosom making her appear top heavy. Her navel was also pierced, but with a CSA flag pin that matched her bikini, not a diamond stud like Rose's pin. She was proud of her Georgia heritage. In addition to the bikini and pin, she had a CSA flag tramp stamp just above the firm globes of her rear end.
"I can't believe you talked me into wearing this bikini again," said Rose. Her bikini was a good five years old, but the colors were still bright. She preferred more conservative bikinis now and only wore her flag bikini on trips with Dixie.
"Why not?" asked Dix. "We look as good as now as we did at nineteen. I think our boobs and asses might even fill them out a little better. One night after leaving a frat house party, a drunk Dixie and Rose had wondered past a tattoo parlor. Dixie had always wanted to get a Confederate flag tattoo on her lower back, but had lacked the courage. Rose held her hands while Dixie got her tattoo. Three days later, they were shopping for a new bikini to show off Dixie's tattoo and stumbled upon Confederate one on a mannequin. Dixie thought it was perfect and managed to talk her shy friend Rose into buying a matching American flag bikini. The next day the Flag Girls were born and became something on a legend on campus. Both women were stunning and stacked. They turned heads wherever they went and one time even caused a fender bender.
Rose tucked her purse under the seat after removing a roll of cash, she tucked the cash under her panties, near her pubic hair. Dixie did the same. "Oops, those boys are watching us," said Rose.
"All the boys will be watching us," said Dixie, winking. She hid the keys under the bumper before turning back to her friend. Then she noticed the "boys" Rose was referring too. Two over muscled black men sat astride motorcycles nearby in the parking lot. They looked like "gangstas" fresh out of prison. One didn't have a shirt on. His bulging chest and biceps were covered in blue black tribal tattoos. He had a military style flat top. The other was fatter with a gut, but still had huge muscular arms. He wore an open leather vest with nothing on underneath. The tattooed one looked to be in his mid twenties and the fatter one about twenty years older, but both women found age hard to tell with black people. "What are you looking at?" called Dixie as they walked across the parking lot.
"Ssssh," whispered Rose.
"I see a hot bodied white bitch in a racist bikini," said the older man with the big belly.
Dixie growled in frustration. She hated having people tell her that her flag was racist. "This bikini is not racist." She pointed her finger at the man. Rose was inching behind her unconsciously trying to make herself smaller. The black men were parked right at the crosswalk and the two women had to pass them closely.
"It's Confederate, right?" said the heavy black man.
"Represents the enslavement of our ancestors," said the hard bodied thug.
"First off, it's the Confederate battle flag, not the state flag. It represents the brave soldiers who fought and died for state's rights. Aaargh! I'm sick of explaining that to you people."
"What do you mean YOU people?" grunted the fat one.
"Bullshit," said the muscular one. "How about you? Quit hiding that hot body behind the blonde. You a racist too with that flag?"
Rose stepped out in shock. "It's the American flag! It's patriotic!"
"It's as big a symbol of racism and oppression as the other one."
"B-but it's not," stuttered Rose.
"Come on Rose," said Dixie pulling her. "Those two black boys are too dumb to listen to reason."
The walk sign appeared flashing and the two women hurried across the highway towards the resort.
The two black men glared at the retreating women and then they turned to each other and grinned.
*****************
Dixie and Rose made quite an entrance. Every eye in the place turned on them for a moment. There were plenty of hot women in bikinis around, but none that matched the two Georgia peaches. "Let's look around first," said Rose. "Scope out the place."
"Lets get a drink first," said Dixie. Nearby was a crowded tiki bar. Two bartenders were working it. One was a giant black man, very dark skinned with long dreadlocks. The other was an attractive woman with a tee shirt tied up to show off her flat stomach. Her shirt had a large black spade on the front. Her belly button was also pierced with a spade pin. She was as fair skinned as Rose, but with redder hair and more freckles. "Two light beers," yelled Dixie to the black bartender.
"Ja mon," he said. "Coming right up." The bartender nodded and handed over two cans. "Six bucks," he said in a Jamaican accent that went with his look. Like all men, his words were directed at her breasts and not her face. He was not an attractive man. His skin was very dark, he was thin, had a gold tooth, and his Rastafarian hair style looked dirty.
Dixie slipped her fingers inside her panties, noticing the black man's stare followed her fingers down. She pulled out her wad of cash and handed him a ten. "Just give me two dollars back."
"Ja mon," he replied, giving her the change.
Dixie laughed when she read his nametag. It said Jamon.
The two women sipped their beers and wandered the resort. They passed a small stage with a Reggae band filled with dark skinned islanders. They were called Rasta With Meatballs. Dixie held up her drink over her head and started dancing with the crowd. Rose joined her. They danced for a bit. When they left, Rose caught some young men sneaking a picture of them with a cell phone.
"I pledge allegiance," said a voice. Rose turned to see a handsome twenty something with his hand over his heart staring at her bosom. "To the flag, that can barely restrain those big ass titties." He turned and high fived his laughing friends.
Other men hit on them. Some were nice. Some were stupid. One nice guy bought them drinks and all he wanted was for his buddy to take his picture with "The Flag girls". Every time he saw them that day, he would stop and salute.
An hour after arriving, Rose and Dixie were having a blast. They visited Jamon for drinks, danced, took dips in the pool, and waded out into the shallow water on the beach. Guests started calling them the flag girls and wherever they roamed, they heard, "Here come the flag girls." or "Looking good flag girls."
Dixie told everyone they met that they were celebrating Rose's engagement which led to a lot of shots and free drinks. Two young men asked if they wanted to go for a jet ski ride. They accepted and rode behind the guys out to a sandbar. Boaters had anchored off the sandbar and were having a barbecue/keg party. They joined the party with their two guy friends. They had a great buzz going as the sun was going down and the guys pulled the jet ski's back up on the beach. "You two staying here?" asked one guy.
Dixie smiled. "We don't know yet, but we'll be back tomorrow." She and Rose waved as the left. The boys looked disappointed. Some guys no matter how much you tell them that you're married or engaged, still think they have a chance with you. Neither Dixie or Rose had ever cheated on their men. "This was a blast."
"Yeah," agreed Rose. "Maybe our best trip ever."
"And it's only day one girlfriend."
"Everyone's been so nice."
"Everyone's always nice to us," said Dixie. "We're hot."
"Yes," said Rose, shaking her head sadly. "A curse we have to live with."
Dixie laughed. "A perfect day if it hadn't been for those two niggers."
"Sssh," said Rose shocked. She'd heard Dixie use the "N" word before, but not in public. Luckily, they were alone.
"Sorry, they just pissed me off." Dixie took Rose's hand and held it as the crossed the highway. "Screw those niggers. Today was perfect... OH SHIT!"
"What?" Rose asked, following Dixie's gaze. Her friend was staring at the jeep they had rented. The top had been ripped open with a knife and all four tires had been slashed. "Oh shit," said Rose, softer then Dixie had.
"No no no." Dixie released Rose's hand and ran up to the jeep. "No no," she muttered. "It's gone. Oh no. It's gone."
"What's gone?" Rose ran up and froze.
"Everything," said Dixie in shock.
The jeep was empty. The clothes they were wearing earlier, their suitcases, travel bags, and their purses. No purse meant no money, no credit cards, no identification. "Where's our stuff?"
"I'm sorry," Dixie shook her head in denial. "I'm so so sorry. This is all my fault."
"Damn straight this is your fault," said Rose, raising her voice. "You don't lock your stuff up in a convertible jeep."
"I know. I'm sorry."
"We should have gotten a motel beforehand and dropped our stuff off."
"I'm sorry," moaned Dixie, tears running down her eyes. Tears started flowing down Rose's eyes too and the two girls embraced. "I'm so sorry," said Dixie again. "It must have been those NIGGERS. They fucked us over."
"Ahem."
Dixie and Rose turned at the sound of a throat clearing. A handsome muscular black man was standing near them. He was shaved bald. He looked to be a few years younger then they were, very fit and muscular. He wasn't wearing a shirt, but had on sandals and red lifeguard shorts. "Sorry," said Dixie recognizing him. He'd been the guard on duty at the pool most of the day. "We've been robbed."
"I can see that," said the black man. "Let me get security out here to help you two."
"Yes, that would be great," said Rose. She hoped the helpful young black man hadn't heard Dix use the "N" word.
The lifeguard ran across the highway and returned with another black man. The new black man was wearing a grey tee shirt with security written across it. He was one of the largest males either of the girls had ever seen. The guard looked like a body builder. He had a military looking flat top. "Ladies, I'm Gage with resort security. My friend Mark here filled me in on what happened. I apologize on behalf of the resort. This kind of thing rarely happens here. I'll need you to fill out a report. Why don't you just follow me?"
"Gage, I'll meet you at the bar," said Mark. He turned to Dixie and Rose. "I'm sorry this happened to you ladies."
Dixie just rolled her eyes and frowned. Rose said, "Thanks for your help, Mark." He nodded and walked away.
Dixie and Rose followed Gage to a small office in the main hotel building and just off the pool. He sat behind a desk and motioned for them to sit down. "Here's a form to list everything that was stolen from your vehicle." Gage took out a piece of paper and passed it to Dixie. "What was stolen?"
"Everything," whispered Rose.
"Do you like my bikini, Mr. Gage?" asked Dixie angrily. "You keep staring at it. Well I hope you like it because that's all we have if you can't get our stuff back. I'm talking money, credit cards, suitcases filled with clothes and underwear."
"Just write it down, Ma'am. Everything you can think of. Did you see anyone suspicious?"
Dixie's anger was growing. "I know exactly who did it. There were these two nig... er black men on motorcycles that watched us get out of the car and they tried to start a fight with me about my choice in bikinis."
"I see." Gage jotted something down on a form. "You're sure you aren't just suspicious of them because they were black?"
"Of course not," growled Dixie. "It was absolutely those two."
"And the stuff that was stolen," Gage made another note. "It could be carried by two men on motorcycles?"
Dixie's face turned a little red as she pondered the question. "Yes, er no, I mean yes, I think so. My suitcase was rather large. It could be carried with difficulty by a man on a motorcycle, but they'd probably have to ditch it soon."
Gage took out another form. "Write out a description of the suspects and I'll send it to the police. The police might be able to locate them." Gage took out a small camera and a clipboard. "Go ahead and work on listing the stolen items while I go take some pictures of your car and the damage. Who's car was it?"
"I rented it," said Dixie. "We didn't want to put the miles on our cars."
"Good, I'll see if the thieves left your rental agreement and we can call in the report. They should have you towed and running again tomorrow."
"That is good news," said Dixie. "I can have my husband wire us some money."
"Oh god!" interjected Rose, alarmed. "It's Friday after business hours. We wouldn't get any money until Monday. We might be living on the street this weekend."
"Hey Gage, will the resort put us up?" Dixie looked hopeful.
"They would on a weekday, but we are all booked up." Gage looked thoughtful. "Go ahead and fill out those reports and I'll go out to your car. I'll see if I can come up with a solution to your problem."
Dixie finished listing all the items that had been stolen from her. She pushed the form over to Rose who started on her missing items. Gage came back in just as Rose was starting. "Any news?" asked Dixie.
"Nobody saw anything from what I can tell and our cameras don't point at the parking area across the street." Gage gestured to a few display screens. One showed the tiki bar with Mark sitting on a stool.
"Feel free to use the phone."
Dixie picked up the office phone and paused. She didn't know his cell phone number since it was stored under his name, Billy Ray in her own phone. She ended up calling her house and leaving a message for him, saying that she would be out of touch and that he should wire them some money as soon as possible. She could pick it up at the resort Monday and to send enough to cover both she and Rose since Rose's fiancé was away. She then called the rental company and arranged for a tow truck. Luckily, they would send a replacement vehicle tomorrow. "Thanks," she said to Gage when she hung up the phone. "Well Rose, I don't know about tonight, but tomorrow we can live in our car."
"I'm not living in a car. I say we get the resort to pay for us to get a bus and just go home," said Rose, almost starting to cry again.
"Travel by bus in these bikinis?" Dixie shook her head. "Lets find a spot that parties all night. It'll be like college."
"Oh Dixie, we aren't in college anymore."
"Why don't you stay with Mark and I this weekend," suggested Gage. The two white women turned to stare at him in surprise. "Hey, it's the least we can do. There's actually five of us, but two of my roommates took off for Key West today so their beds are freed up and you can sleep there. Jamon's our other mate, but he won't be home until after last call."
Dixie was almost staring at the black man in horror. Billy Ray would have a heart attack if he saw her riding in a car with two black men let alone staying in a house with them. "I don't think that's a good idea."
"No," agreed Rose.
"Look it's really no problem. We have the room. Anyone around here can vouch for us. Friends crash with us all the time. Look, I'm getting off now. Join Mark and me at the bar for some drinks and don't worry about paying for them, Jamon will hook us up and we can discuss it."
"Thanks Gage," said Dixie, but we should think it over."
"I'm feeling kind of dirty," said Rose. "Lets go take a shower and get washed up." Both girl's bodies were dirty from sweat, salt water, chlorine, and tanning lotion.
"Good idea," said Dixie. "I'm feeling grimy myself. We'll talk over your offer and meet you at the bar, Gage."
"See you there," said Gage. "Oh, I think I have some shirts you could wear." He opened a file cabinet and tossed the girls two white tee shirts.



"Thanks," they said in unison, thrilled to have something to cover themselves up with.
The resort had a large restroom with shower stalls. There were some other women changing and showering. Dixie and Rose pulled their tops off. Dixie was about to set hers on a bench when Rose stopped her. "Mine's coming in with me. If this gets stolen, we'll be naked."
"Except for these shirts Gage gave us." Dixie held her white tee shirt up. "It's not even a real shirt. It's only a half shirt. The thing is barely going to cover my tits."
"What's written on it?" asked Rose. There was only one stall open and both women crowded into it.
"BBC ONLY" Dixie looked at it. "Whatever that means." She pulled off her panties while Rose removed her own. Nude, both friends squeezed under the shower head, big breasts pressing together as they tried to clean themselves off. They'd showered together often in college and didn't think twice about sharing a shower or having their nude bodies rub against each other. They discussed their situation as they took turns soaping their hair. They didn't have towels so Dixie pulled the shirt on while she was still wet. The tight shirt, clung tightly to her breasts, leaving her flat, tanned, athletic stomach bare. The confederate flag pin in her belly button sparkled. The water on her breasts soaked through the tee shirt leaving little to the imagination. BBC ONLY ran across the tops of her breasts. Both long nipples and even her areola were perfectly visible. Dixie pulled her bikini bottoms back on and stepped into her flipflops.
Rose didn't like Dixie's wet tee shirt look so she put her bikini top back on and her bottoms before pulling her tee shirt on. This helped hide her nipples. Her shirt was longer, but just as tight. It left her belly button exposed, but covered her breasts and top of her stomach. Her American flag bikini top was visible through the wet tee shirt, but the impression of her nipples was fainter. Her areola were puffy and her nipples were long. They were visible through just about anything she wore as were Dixie's. She looked down and read her shirt. I (HEART) BBC ran across the tops of her large bosom.
Jamon, Mark, Gage, and half of everyone else at the crowded bar stared at them as they approached. "What's BBC?" asked Rose loudly, pointing at her shirt. She looked startled as her question drew some laughs.
Mark smiled. "British Broadcasting Company. They made a television special on the Keys a few years back."
"You discuss it?" asked Gage. He had removed his security guard shirt and was wearing an open flower print Hawaiian shirt that showed off his over muscled chest. He'd also lost his black shorts and was wearing colorful pajama bottoms that clashed with his shirt.
"We haven't made up our minds," said Rose. "Excuse us a moment." Rose grabbed Dixie's hand and led her over to the other side of the bar.
"We don't have much of a choice, Rosie," said Dixie.
"I know, but we don't know these guys or whether or not we can trust them." Rose waved her hands to get the Irish looking female bartender's attention.
"Can I get you something?" asked the bartender. Her nametag read, SIOBHAN.
"No thanks," said Rose, leaning in. "I just have a question. My friend and I are stuck here. We were robbed and..."
"I know your situation," said Siobhan. "I heard Mark and Gage telling Jamon that you might be staying with them tonight."
"Oh good." Rose glanced over at the two black men sitting on the bar stools. Jamon was busy mixing drinks. None of the blacks were paying attention to them. "I'm just a little nervous since we don't know these guys. Can you vouch for them? Are they gentlemen?"
Siobhan smiled at both Rose and Dixie. "I can tell you this about them. They're all real men and they know how to treat a lady." Siobhan winked at them and turned to go wait on someone.
"Satisfied?" asked Dixie.
"Still nervous," replied Rose.
"Look, I don't like the idea of staying with three black men any more then you, but what are our other options?"
"Come on then," said Rose. The two flag girls returned to their stools by Mark and Gage.
"Make up your minds yet?" asked Gage.
"Yes, we'd like to take you up on your offer," responded Dixie. Dixie gave Rose a reassuring nod. Rose just frowned, but didn't say anything.
"Great," said Mark. "And don't worry, everything will be fine. You can hang out here with us tomorrow and drive your rental back to our place. Monday, you should have some cash and get a hotel."
"Thanks," said Rose sitting down beside Mark. "But I'm so upset over getting robbed that by Monday, I'm just going to call this vacation a disaster and go home."
Dixie sat on a stool beside Gage. "Maybe, the police will find our stuff before then."
"And we can loan you some money for food until then," added Gage.
"Thanks again," said Rose. "That's very generous. You guys are too good to be true."
"It's nothing," said Gage. "Jamon, hook the ladies up with some beers and set us up with five sex-on-the-beach shooters."
"No, you're lifesavers. Thanks and I mean it," said Dixie. "We're very grateful. You guys are regular knights in shining armor coming to the aid of some damsels in distress."
"Well, black knights," said Gage, winking at Dixie and everyone chuckled. Jamon set four shots in front of them and kept another one for himself. Gage held one up. "To new friends," he toasted.
"To new friends," said Mark, Jamon, Rose, and Dixie clinking their shot glasses against his.
The four new friends spent the next hour drinking each having several more beers and three more shots ranging from Jagermeister to Tequila. Dixie and Rose had been drinking all day, but the robbery had sobered them up some. By the time, Gage announced that it was time to go back to their condo, the "flag girls" were quite drunk.
Gage and Mark led them past a giant stuffed shark at the entrance to the resort and towards the highway through the Keys. Both the women were unsteady on their feet. Mark was walking beside Rose. He put his arm around her shoulders to help her, but she pulled away. She almost fell getting away from his touch, but he grabbed her arm. She pulled her arm out, but he held firm to her hand. Rose decided this was alright and ended up walking hand in hand with Mark across the crosswalk.
Dixie was just as unsteady. Gage wrapped his big muscular arm around her back and pulled her tight against his strong body. She jumped at first, startled, but realized he was just trying to help her. If Billy Ray could see me now, she thought. Dixie drunkenly looked down her body, she could feel his hand, but not see it past her big breasts. Gage's hand was right on her flat belly. His hand felt big and strong, his black skin touching her tanned white stomach. She wondered what the contrast might look like, but she couldn't see thru her bosom. His hand shifted a bit, his fingers were spread apart, his thumb was under the short titty hugging BBC ONLY shirt. His nail just touched the bottoms of her breasts. As she looked down, Dixie was embarrassed to see her nipples starting to harden. The shirt had dried by now and wasn't as clingy, but it was still tight. Her nipples were long and pointy. She watched them harden, the entire areola puffing out.
They were always sensitive and hardened easily, a cool breeze, friction from her clothes, and especially at the first hint of arousal. Dixie frowned not knowing what was making them so erect now. It couldn't be from Gage's touch, could it? He was strong, masculine, and good looking, but he was black and Georgia peaches did not get turned on by having a black man touch them.
The public parking lot was only a quarter full at this time of the evening. The foursome passed Dixie's trashed rental and Mark led them to a four door truck. He opened the back door for them, Rose climbed in and slid over so that Dixie could follow. Mark slammed the door, he and Gage took the front seats, and they were off, heading back North towards Key Largo.
Rose and Dixie held hands in the backseat for comfort in this strange situation they now found themselves in. They'd been robbed, were penniless, owned nothing but small bikinis and loaner tee shirts (plus shoes, sunglasses, and a straw hat), were in cars with two strange black men, and on their way to an unknown location. Both women were glad that their husband and fiancé couldn't see them now. Their nerves were spared a little when Mark finally pulled the truck into what looked like a decent condo complex. Dixie had been expecting low income housing with gangs of blacks loitering around selling drugs. She was relieved to see the condos were all clean and the only people she saw were white with one Mexican couple out pushing a stroller.
Mark turned the car into an empty driveway and pulled up to a blue and white three story condo. "Here we are," said Mark. "Home sweet home."
They exited the truck and Mark unlocked the condo. "Here we are ladies, not too big and with five guys living here it can get crowded. Luckily, Amir and Shawn rode down to Key West and you can use their room on the top floor. Shower on the second floor between mine and Gage's room. Jamon's also on the top floor. Not his real name by the way. Here what you see is what you get, laundry, living room, kitchen, dining and a small bathroom. Make yourselves at home and help yourself to anything in the fridge. Me casa su casa."
"You guys are way too kind," said Rose.
"I'll grab us some beers," said Gage. He went to the kitchen and returned with four Corona's with slices of lime in them. He passed the beers out. He held his beer out until the others banged theirs against his. "Cheers," he said.
They drank for about ten minutes getting to know each other. They toasted again when Rose told them that she'd just gotten engaged. Mark and Gage were high school friends taking in roommates to help pay the bills. Mark drained his beer and announced, "I need to go get a quick shower. I'll be right back down."
"And I will get us three more beers," said Gage, returning with three more Coronas.
Dixie accepted hers and took a sip. "Excuse me," she said, standing and walking towards the bathroom.
Gage let her get to the doorknob before saying, "Dixie wait. Sorry, but that bathroom isn't working. You'll have to use the upstairs one."
"Isn't Mark in there?"
"Yeah, you'll just have to wait." Gage took a big sip of beer. He watched the Confederate flag girl cross her legs and dance around a little. "Can't hold it?"
Dixie grimaced. "I'm afraid I'm a little out of practice holding my booze. My bladder's about to burst."
Gage's lips curled up in a smirk but quickly disappeared. "Go upstairs then."
"I can't, but I don't want to pee all over the floor."
"Can't have that. It's not polite for guests to piss all over their host's floors. Just knock and tell Mark you're coming in."
"Alright."
Gage watched her CSA flag bikini bottomed tight ass wiggle as she climbed the stairs. He smiled and turned his attention back on Rose."
***************
Dixie knocked on the bathroom door, but there as no answer. She pushed it open and steam came out of the bathroom. She could hear a shower running. "Mark?" she called.
"Yes," said his voice.
"I need to pee and Gage said the downstairs bathroom isn't working."
"It isn't? I mean, yeah that's right, it doesn't work. Sorry, I forgot. Sure come on in."
"Thanks, I'll be quick." Dixie entered the room and raced to the toilet. She pushed her panties down and sat on it, her urine coming out almost immediately. She sighed in relief. With a satisfied smile on her face she looked around. The bathroom had a large shower and to her shock, it was clear glass. The glass was steamy, but she could clearly make out Mark's nude form through the glass. She couldn't help but stare, not at his muscular form, but at the giant appendage sticking out between his legs. The glass must be magnifying it, she thought. His penis stuck out and down, but as she watched, Mark's hand came up and started stroking it.
"Oh shit," she mumbled, he must think I've left. He's actually playing with himself while I watch. Mark's hand moved down and seemed to release his shaft, but he was just grabbing the base between two fingers. His penis looked at least a foot long from where she sat. He turned and the big head of his penis pressed against the glass door. She could clearly see the huge head from the crown to the urethra. It was as big as a golf ball. She saw it even clearer when Mark opened the door and stepped out without shutting off the water.
He stepped right by the toilet, his huge erect penis pointing at her face. "Jeeesuuss," said the Southern belle, drawing the lord's name out as she stared down the foot long shaft.
"Whoops, sorry Dix. I thought you were done," said Mark, making no move to cover himself up. He even moved the huge penis a couple inches closer to her shocked face.
"I don't believe it!" Dixie seemed mesmerized by Mark's giant shaft.
"Never seen a big black cock before, obviously" said Mark.
"No, I can't say that I have," whispered Dixie still staring in awe at Mark's penis. "I didn't know penises got that big."
"Penises don't, Dixie. Big black cocks do. What's hubby, half as big? Smaller?"
"Smaller."
"Too bad. Your body was built for something bigger. White women cum like crazy once they get a real man's cock in them. Why don't you touch it?"
"I shouldn't," said Dixie, but her hand was already up and reaching for it. Using two fingers and her thumb she touched the bulbous head, squeezing it. Mark's cock head wasn't as spongy as she would have expected. It was almost as hard as a rock. Dixie angled her hand until the head slipped between her fingers and she ran her hand down his entire shaft and then back up. "It's so hard, Mark!"
"It gets that way when pretty white girls in bikinis touch it."
"It's hot too and I can feel your pulse." Indeed, the big penis was crisscrossed by long blue-black veins that throbbed with every heart beat. His cock felt like a living thing. "Can I feel your balls?"
"Be my guest."
Dixie lifted up the huge penis and looked at the wrinkly brown sack beneath his legs. Each testicle was as big as her fist or about the size of a tennis ball. Billy Ray's balls were probably only walnut sized. She hefted each nut and then the entire sack, feeling it's weight in her palm. When she finished examining his scrotum, she pulled his shaft back down, her hand slowly stroking it out of instinct. "I can't get over how big your penis is," she said, still in denial.
"Look down," ordered Mark. Dixie looked down at the shaft she was stroking. She'd bent it down so that the head was pointed at her chest. The fat knobby end of his penis was pointed right at the BBC ONLY lettering on her tee shirt. "Again, that ain't no penis. That's a big black cock. Got it?"
"Yes," she whispered. Dixie watched her hand gliding up his wet cock. Her breasts were visible to either side of the huge shaft. Her nipples were completely hard, puffy and swollen. The tight tee shirt left little to the imagination. No doubt Mark could see how aroused she was. She'd never felt more embarrassed.
"Say it."
"It's a big black cock," she agreed. The cock in her hand jerked a little when she spoke and for a moment she thought he'd ejaculated. His cock had just shot a load of precum on the letter C on her tee shirt. The C was now wet. Mark's cock was producing a lot of precum now, the head glistening with his fluid. She pulled it up towards her mouth to keep her shirt from getting messier.
"You ever suck cock before?"
"Just my husband and not in years," she answered. Truthfully, it had been many years. Her wedding night to be exact. She'd blown him several times before marriage and he'd gone down on her. She didn't let Billy Ray cum in her mouth. When he got close, she would remove it from her mouth and jerk him off, letting him cum on her tits. He liked that. She pictured Billy Ray's little white penis in her hand, straining to reach six inches compared with the foot long black monstrosity she was slowly stroking now. Billy Ray had cum on her tits, but it hadn't been much more then the precum, Mark's cock was spitting up now. "I mean no, I've never sucked cock before, just a penis."
"Good. Then I get to be the first. Open wide." Mark pushed his cock through her fist and towards her mouth.
"I shouldn't," said Dixie as Mark's cock pushed against her lips and she opened her mouth wide enough that the head could slip inside her.
***************
Rose smiled at something Gage said. She took a sip of beer and looked over at the black man going on with a story about how Mark was swimming in a river nearby and thought a alligator was about to eat him, but it was only a manatee. She laughed with Gage's description of Mark's screams as he swam towards a dock. Gage was such a large masculine man, but he was charming and she felt comfortable being alone with him. Even given that he was black and she was nearly nude in only a bikini and tight tee shirt. She should have been nervous as hell.
The only real conversation she'd ever had with a black male before was answering his, "May I take your order?" question. Rose glanced at the clock on the wall.
"My story that boring?" he asked.
"Not at all. I was just wondering what was taking Dixie so long."
"She has been awhile. Maybe you should go check on her."
Rose frowned. She took another sip of her beer, looked at the clock again and then up the stairs. "I think I will. Maybe she's getting sick. We haven't drunk this much since college." Rose got up off the couch, put her beer on the table and walked up the stairs. Gage watched her go.
"Dixie?" said Rose as she approached the bathroom door. It was partially closed. The light was on underneath it, and she could still hear the shower running. She reached the door and slowly pushed it open until she could put her head through. What she saw made her gasp in shock. "DIX...Mmmph," she mumbled as a huge black hand slapped across her mouth and she was pulled back into a hard muscular chest.
"Sssshh, don't disturb them," whispered Gage in her ear.
Rose watched in horror as her blonde best friend, little Miss Southern pride redneck, married five years, and someone she'd known for almost ten years slurped on the biggest blackest penis Rose had ever seen. It must have been seven inches long and Dixie had the head in her mouth. As Rose watched, she realized just how wrong she was. Dixie pulled back, but the head didn't spring free of her mouth. Inch after inch of hard black cock appeared until his huge penis pulled free and jerked up to his stomach. Rose had grossly underestimated the giant penises size. Mark put a hand on the back of Dixie's head and pulled her into his balls. Rose watched Dixie's tongue come out and lick his giant nut sack. Dixie soon pulled back, bent his penis down and started sucking it again. "NmmOmmph," Rose muttered, her voice muffled by Gage's beefy hand, while shaking her head in denial at what she was watching.
"It's ok," whispered Gage in her ear. He slowly removed his hand. "Let them have their fun."
Rose shook her head in shock. No no no kept going through her mind. This can't be happening. This can't be real. "She's married," Rose whispered back, still shaking her head as if to clear it of the image she was seeing. "She doesn't even like black people."
"She does now. She's gonna be fucking him before the night is over."
"NO," said Rose loudly, but the couple didn't hear her over the noise from the shower. "She'd never cheat on Billy Ray."
"You think Billy Ray has a cock like that? Does what's-his-name, Jake, come close to Mark in size?"
"No," said Rose, suddenly feeling funny. She couldn't look away from watching Dixie suck off the black man. Her friend was bobbing her head rapidly, struggling to take more and more of the shaft in her throat. Dixie's nose was slowly approaching Mark's pubic hair as she tried to suck his entire cock down her throat. Rose was no longer horrified. The bottoms of her American flag bikini bottoms were becoming damp, then wet, then soaked. Her nipples were hardening. She'd worn her bikini top to keep them hidden, but they were so hard, her nipples and areola were visible through the bikini and the white tee shirt.



"How long is Jake?" whispered Gage.
"F-five, six inches. I don't know."
"Pathetic Rose. I'm sure Dixie's husband doesn't have much better. No wonder she's sucking the first real man's cock she's ever seen. Sucking it like a pro I might add. Look how erotic it is."
"Stop it."
"Come on Rose. Admit it. Admit that watching your friend suck that black cock is turning you on."
"Gage please?" she begged. "We should go. Leave them alone."
"Wait! Something is happening."
Rose heard Mark grunt loudly. Dixie jumped in shock, her eyes opening wide and staring down the five inches of black shaft sticking out from her mouth. She struggled to pull back. Rose swore she could see the outline of Mark's cock down her friend's throat. It was throbbing and Dixie was gulping. Mark moved his hand to her forehead and pushed back. Most of his cock slid free from her mouth. Rose watched Dixie's cheeks bulge out, white sperm dribbled out from her lips and down her chin. Dixie swallowed the load and then her cheeks bulged out again. Mark pulled his cock free and blasted a huge wad of semen on Dixie's face. Dixie reared back, pulling away from the shooting monster. The next wad struck the BBC ONLY letters on her tee shirt. Men simply did not cum that much. Her husband's ejaculate was only enough to roll on her tongue, but then she'd never seen balls as big as Mark's before.
Rose stepped back to remain hidden. She assumed they were done. They would get cleaned up and return downstairs soon. Instead, Mark pulled Dixie to her feet. Her panties were already around her ankles from going to the bathroom. He stepped on them and pushed them to the floor while pulling the BBC ONLY halter over Dixie's head. Dixie was stripped of her clothes in several seconds. She stood nude before the black man, her proud breasts on display for him. Mark, Rose, and Gage could see her large erect areola standing out in the middle of a pale white triangle tan lines from her confederate bikini top as well as the white patch around her blonde pubic hair. Mark stepped back and into the shower, pulling Dixie with him. They watched Dixie's firm round ass, tanned except where it had been covered by her bikini disappear into the stall. The shower door closed. Gage pushed the bathroom door further open so that the two voyeurs could get a better view. The white blonde outline of Dixie was leaning spread eagled against the wall of the shower, while a muscular black outline was lining his huge cock between her legs. "OH! It's so big!" moaned Dixie when the outline thrust forward.
"Told you they would be fucking," whispered Gage.
"Oh my god," cried Rose. She started shaking her head again. "I... I need some air." Rose stepped out of the steamy bathroom and into the hall. "I can't believe she's doing that."
"I'm CUUMMIINNGG!"
Rose jumped at Dixie's scream of pleasure. He'd just entered her and already Dixie was cumming? "Come on," said Gage taking her arm. "Lets go somewhere we can talk about what's happening."
"FUCK ME! Fuck me with your big black C-AHH-OCK! OOH YESS!"
Rose looked back in horror as Gage led her down the hall. It sounded like Dixie was cumming again. Gage opened the door to his room and led a stunned Rose inside.
****************
"Fuck me Mark. Fuck me. I love it. I love it," grunted Dixie with each thrust of Mark's powerful cock. She'd just had the two biggest orgasms of her life plus they'd just gotten started and he'd only gotten about seven inches in her.
"Told you this pussy was built for big black cock," growled Mark, looking down at his black shaft spreading her pussy lips wide open. Dixie had a fantastic ass. One of the best he'd seen on a white woman. The CSA flag tramp stamp waved on her back. He grabbed her waist and pulled her into his thrusting cock. Mark's thick black thumbs pressed hard into her tattoo, trying to cover the symbol many blacks found racist. He fed her another inch and then another. Dixie moaned in pleasure.
Dixie had never been fucked like this. She was loving every minute of it. "Ow," she grunted when his cock head banged against her cervix. "OW!" she yelled, when it banged her cervix again. "That's it Mark, you've filled me up."
"Not quite," he replied. His cock head pushed hard against her cervix. It didn't hurt this time. She could feel her cervix softening as he pushed hard against it. "Gonna resize this pussy," he growled, pushing his cock through her cervix and into her womb.
"CUMMING!" screamed Dixie in shock as she took every inch of his cock. His heavy balls slapped against the back of her thighs. Dixie's orgasm was mind numbing and her eyes rolled up in her head. She thought she'd lost it for a moment, but when she recovered, she was still bent over in the shower. Mark was fucking her so hard now, he thighs hurt from the hard slapping of his large nut sack. "It's so big," she moaned still in awe of his size. Suddenly, his cock was gone and Dixie whimpered from the emptiness inside her. She felt the large head of his cock rubbing against her pussy lips before it slipped inside her.
"Tell me when I'm as deep as your husband."
Dixie moaned as the fat cock pushed deeper. "Stop," she cried, not really wanting him to stop.
"That's all." Mark flexed his dick. "That's only three inches. Pathetic."
"It's hard to tell," gasped Dixie. "You stretch me out so much more. He's about five and a half inches."
Mark moved his cock almost halfway in. "That's as deep as your husband goes."
"Yes," moaned Dixie almost crying in pleasure. "YYYEEESSS!" she screamed as Mark slammed his entire cock back inside her.
"And that's how deep I go, slut." Mark grabbed her hips pulling her back hard into his thrusting cock.
"OH yes cumming fuck me Mark fuck big black Ah cock fuck cumming oh my god Mark MARK yes I love it YES fuck SOOO GOOOOD can't stop cumming black cock fuck me Mark Mark Mark MARK?"
"What?"
"Not on pill oh god I'm cumming pull out don't cum in me fuck me gonna cum again cumming all over your big black COCK. CCUUMMIINNGG!"
"So am I," said Mark as he buried his cock and shot the first load of his potent seed directly in her womb.
"NO!" Dixie tried to scream in denial, but she was in the throws of a powerful orgasm. She'd never felt anything like this before. Jet after jet of sperm was spraying her womb, filling her up. Each jerk of his cock shot more sperm into her womb, prolonging her orgasm. The pleasure radiating outward from her womb was unbearable. Dixie screamed in pleasure as she had either one never ending orgasm or a rapid series of orgasms that matched every spurt from his cock. She couldn't tell and it didn't matter. Her womb filled rapidly, semen flowed into her pussy, running down his shaft and pouring onto the shower floor.
Mark's cock quit jerking and he leaned over her panting. "That was great, baby," he said.
"The best," replied Dixie. She felt his cock shrinking inside her as it lost it's steel. He slowly pulled back until it plopped free. Her cervix closed, trapping his seed in her womb, but most of his sperm flooded out from her pussy, dripping to the shower floor. Dixie pushed herself up and turned around to face her black lover.
Mark pulled her into his arms. Her voluptuous white body melted against his hard black torso as he kissed her deeply. Mark finally broke the kiss. "Lets go to my room," he told her.
****************
Rose was in a state of shock both at watching her friend cheat on her husband with a black man and at the way it had aroused her. Gage led her by the arm over to his bed and sat her down. She finally stopped shaking her head in denial. "I can't believe it," she whispered.
"It's only natural for two sexy people like that to end up fucking," said Gage.
"She's married." And he's black, she thought. Rose looked up at the giant black man. He had removed his Hawaiian shirt and was standing before her on only the colorful pajama pants. They sagged low on his hips. Something large was pushing up against his crotch. She looked away from him and around the room. It was sparsely furnished. The only stand out feature was a large workout bench with barbells.
"I'd say she found something better. Listen, you can still hear them fucking."
Rose cocked her head. She could indeed still hear Dixie's screams of orgasmic joy coming from the shower. She shivered and closed her eyes. When she opened them, she found herself staring at Gage's curly black pubic bush. "What are you doing?"
Gage had his hands on the waistband of his baggy pants. He'd pushed them down just a little. "Tell me you don't want to see it?" he asked, pushing them down a little further.
Rose gasped as the long tubular piece of black flesh slowly grew before her eyes. She could see four inches of it growing out from his pubic hair, but the shaft was growing and straining to rise. Many inches further down, a big knobby cock head was pushing against his pajama bottoms, struggling to get free. "I don't want to see it," she said, staring in awe down at the beast pushing hard against the fabric.
"Yes, you do," said Gage, pushing his pants down another inch. "Just tell me to stop and I won't show it to you."
Rose stared in horror, dismay, and disbelief as inch after black inch of the biggest blackest cock she could have imagined revealed itself. "Stop," she said, at six inches. "Stop," she said at seven inches. At eight inches her pussy spasmed and she didn't say anything. "Stop," she said so softly he could barely hear her at nine inches. "STOP!" she said loudly trying to take back control of the situation. The fat shaft had tapered a little and the flare on the head of his penis was appearing.
"Too late, this thing needs some breathing room," said Gage, pushing his pajama bottoms down to his knees.
Rose quivered as her pussy gave another spasm. His cock shot up, rising almost to his hard stomach before falling back down to point straight at her face. "Oh my god," she gasped. "It's as big as Mark's."
"Not quite. Mines about an inch shorter, but it's thicker."
"It's so big, so thick... so black."
"Yes, that's a big black cock you're staring at and it's gonna make you very happy. Go ahead and touch it."
"I couldn't," said Rose, staring.
Gage impatiently reached down and grabbed her arm. He slid his hand down to her wrist and brought her small white hand over to his fat eleven inch cock. Rose didn't resist and wrapped her hand around his shaft. There was more then an inch gap between her fingers. She slid her hand up and down his hard shaft a few inches, completely fascinated. "There that isn't so bad, is it?" asked Gage.
"No," she whispered.
"A little bigger then that fiancé of yours I bet?"
"Just a little," she lied. Jake was only half as long and half as thick, maybe less. There was no comparing the two men's penises. Jake lost in all respects, length, width, hardness, testicle size, the flare on the crown, and even the size of Gage's urethra looked three times longer then Jake's. Rose had been with three men in her life, all white, and all with penises five to six inches long. "A lot bigger," she corrected, something telling her that he knew she was lying. "This is like no penis I've ever seen."
"That ain't no penis, Rose. That's a big black cock. Penises are the small pale things you find on white boys."
"A big black cock," she stated. Her hand stroked up to the hard head hovering just above the I (heart) BBC on her tee shirt. She ran her hand back down to the base. "I should go to my room." Rose couldn't take her eyes off the hard black rod in her hand.
"You don't want to go to your room Rose." Gage stepped forwards, the tip of his cock moving up to press on her lips. "I think you want a taste." But he had gone too far.
"NO!" she cried, the very tip with his urethra pressed on her tongue as she cried out. Rose reared back to escape it and finally let the black shaft go from her hand.
"What's wrong, baby? Don't you like it," asked Gage, stroking his shaft.
"No, it's amazing, but I'm engaged."
"So? Dixie's married and she did more then suck Mark's big black cock. It's cause I'm black, isn't it?"
"No, that's not it at all." Rose shook her head. Unlike Dixie who did have a problem with black people, Rose had more of a separate, but equal attitude towards them.
"So if I was white, you'd be sucking me off right now?"
Yes, she thought, I probably would. Maybe, she was more racist then she thought. "No I wouldn't, I'm engaged and I haven't even done that for my fiancé." Rose wasn't a blow job virgin. She'd sucked both her five inch boyfriend and her six inch boyfriend, but not Jake's five and a half inch penis. She liked him too much and didn't want him to think she was a slut.
"Maybe you ain't racist, but I still need to get off. All I want is a quick blow job. I'm doing you a big favor letting you stay here this weekend and I aim to find the asshole that robbed you too. You'd be sleeping on the beach if it weren't for me."
Rose was confused. Was he threatening to throw her out if she didn't blow him? Was he just pleading his case? She stared cross-eyed down the long shaft. He was waving it hypnotically in front of her face. "I suppose... I guess I could jerk it off for you," she said. Rose had jerked off Jake on their second date. She found it was kind of fun.
"Fair enough. I'll take it. Give the head a little kiss and I'll go get some lotion." Gage watched as she hesitated. "Just one kiss."
Rose smiled and leaned forward, kissing the big cock head right on the tip. It squirted at her touch, wetting her lips. Absentmindedly, she licked her lips, tasting his pre ejaculate. "Alright then."
Gage winked at her. He left for the bathroom and returned with a bottle of hand cream. He tossed it to her. "You should take your top off."
"Why?"
"You saw how much Mark came. When this thing goes off, it gets messy."
"I can believe it," said Rose, staring at the big testicles hanging low in his scrotum. She pulled the white tee shirt off over her head.
"The bikini top too."
"No, that stays on and the panties."
"Suit yourself."
Rose squirted lotion on both her hands and then reached out to grab his shaft. She felt a quiver of excitement in her pussy. In a way, she wanted to do this. She wanted to see it squirt. A part of her envied, Dixie, but there was no way she was going to cheat on Jake just four days after he'd proposed. Jerking Gage off would let her play with his big black cock while not actually cheating on her fiancé.
Rose began stroking him with both her hands. She rotated her wrists and she slid her hands up and down the shaft. She started slow, getting a feel of the big black cock in her hand. It was hot and heavy. It vibrated with life. She could feel his pulse as she stroked him and the beat was increasing. She moved one hand down to his balls and massaged them while using her other hand to measure the length of his shaft.
Gage reached down and grabbed the back of her head. He pulled her forwards, moving her mouth towards his shining cock head. For a second, she gave in and kissed it again before pulling back. She didn't blame him for his persistence. Rose leaned back and felt the material of her bikini sliding down her hard nipples. She looked down, past the cock between her breasts and watched as the American flag draping her breasts unfurled and slid down to land under her bosom. Gage had untied the bikini string on the back of her neck when he pulled her forwards. Her top was held on by the string on her back, but her breasts were now exposed.
She didn't stop stroking him even when he reached down to pinch her nipples. He tugged on them and a moan escaped her lips. His cock was getting bigger, harder and throbbing with power. His pulse was racing. She felt it pump. Hot liquid splattered her breasts in a burst. She pulled away from the spurting cock, only to have the next wad cover her face. Rose's mouth fell open in shock and another wad entered her mouth, quickly followed by his cock head. Her cheeks bulged as her mouth filled with hot sperm. She didn't want to swallow, but he was holding her head on his cock. One strong black hand on the back of her head and one on her back, pulling the last string holding her top on. Rose gulped, his semen sliding down her throat, only to gulp again as he filled her mouth again and again and again. His seed tasted good, better then her previous boyfriends and there was so much of it. Rose began moaning as she contentedly swallowed every drop of sperm from his ejaculating cock.
Gage pulled his cock out once she had drained it. Rose was blinded by the sperm on her face. She wiped some free of her eyes just as Gage appeared returning to the room with a towel and a wet washcloth.
"Here," he grunted tossing it at her.
Rose wiped the towel across her face and breasts, cleaning as much sperm as she could off her. Then she wiped her face with the wet washcloth. She moved it down to her breasts, wiping her nipples free of his cum and moving the washcloth down the valley of her large DD bosom. She stared at Gage's black cock as she cleaned herself. It was limp, but swollen and long. He was watching her clean her breasts and his cock began rising again. Rose stared at it. His cock frightened her. She felt her willpower and propriety draining at the sight of it rising up before her eyes. She'd never wanted anything more in her life, but still she resisted. Nothing could make her betray Jake. "I should go."
"Not yet." Gage walked over to her and pushed her back on his bed.
"What are you doing?"
"I'm going to return the favor.
****************
"Oh gawd," moaned Dixie. "You are absolutely amazing." She buried her head in the pillow, luxuriating in the feeling of having Mark's cock slowly fucking her from behind.
Mark was slowly pumping his hips, staring down at Dixie's ass. Her tramp stamp stared up at him, the confederate flag waving, colors bright and proud. Mark was not a big fan of Southern rednecks. He'd been assaulted once by a bunch of good old boys in a pickup flying the same flag staring at him from Dixie's back. Assaulted might be too strong a word. One had thrown a half full beer can that hit him on the head and almost knocked him to the ground. The truck roared off, Dixie blaring from the horn. There had been a girl in the pickup. She'd looked a lot like the girl down on all fours getting off on his black cock. The girl in the truck laughed with the rest, turned and presented a sweet ass in Daisy Duke's, and smacked her ass as the truck disappeared. Mark looked at Dixie's ass. It was firm, well rounded, and a little plump for a woman so athletically built. Her puckered sphincter stared up at him. Mark smiled and slowly pulled his cock out.
"Don't stop, lover," purred Dixie into his pillow. "Put that big black cock back in me and fuck me some more."
"Sure baby," he replied. His pressed his cock head against her labia and rubbed it up and down, teasing her and stimulating her clit. "I'll put it back in." He raised his cock up to her asshole and pressed the head down hard on her sphincter.
"Whoa there," cried Dixie pushing herself up a little. "Wrong hole Mark." The pressure on her sphincter grew and she whimpered as it began pushing inward slowly opening for Mark's cock. "Um Mark?"
"Just relax." He pushed harder watching the head of his cock slowly disappear into the tightest ass he'd ever felt.
Dixie gave a cry of dismay. This was new. "It's too big, Mark. There no way it will fit."
"It'll fit. Now quit tensing up or you'll just make it harder on yourself. I'm gonna fuck this sweet white ass and by the time I'm done, you'll be hooked."
Dixie squealed and moaned as his cock plowed deeper. He grasped her hips and pulled her back onto his cock. He could feel her trembling. His cock had been soaked from fucking he pussy and lubrication wasn't a problem. "Sooo biiig," she muttered. "Billy Ray hasn't done my ass."



"So I'm the first. My big black cock is going where no man has gone before. You liking it yet, slut?"
"Yes," she hissed. "Do it. Fuck my ass." Dixie snaked her arm under her body and found her sopping pussy. She began teasing her clit with her fingers.
"That's it Dixie. Get into it. Get yourself off while I fuck your white ass."
"Yes, fuck my ass. HARDER. Gimme that big black cock." Dixie diddled her clit faster, feeling an orgasm cumming. "Gonna cum Mark!"
"Do it. Cum with a black man's cock fucking your white ass." He spanked her with the flat of his hand and that was all she needed to get off. The white wife's butt trembled around the black shaft buried in it as she had a large orgasm. Mark picked up the pace, letting his cock slide in and out of her rectum as fast as his hips could move. The heat and tightness was too much for him and he pushed all the cock she could handle or about nine inches of meat deep in her ass. His cock spurted a large wad of cum deep in her bowels.
"CCUUMMIINNGG!" screamed Dixie. "I'm ccuummiinngg," she said softly this time.
Mark pulled his still spurting cock from her ass and shot a load across her tramp stamp. The next spurt nearly covered her CSA flag tattoo. The next wad did cover it, but the stars and bars could still be seen beneath his sperm. When his balls finally emptied, her tattoo was hidden beneath a pool of milky white semen, slowly reappearing as his seed slid off her back.
****************
Rose grabbed the hem of her bikini bottoms engaged in a tug of war with Gage. The large black man kneeled between her legs, pulling hard on her panties. "Not sure this is a good idea," she told him.
"Just gonna return the favor. You got me off and now I'll get you off. No sex, I'm just gonna eat your white pussy."
Rose had let 5" boyfriend eat her out. He seemed aware of his own inadequacies in the penile department and was always willing to go down on her. She loved it. Loved it better then sex with him. Jake had never expressed interest in going down on her. If he had, she would gladly have blown him. She had missed it. She wanted to have her pussy eaten again. She usually came when he'd done it and Rose didn't usually cum. If Gage wanted to eat her pussy, she decided to let him. Rose released the hem of her bikini bottoms and laid back on the bed. Gage yanked them off her legs, twirling her panties around on his finger, grinning triumphantly. Rose looked away from his and found herself staring at her reflection. A large mirror showed the entire bed, her voluptuous body laying on it and the large black man at her feet. She looked away. "Can we turn the lights off?" she pleaded, laying down and staring at the ceiling.
"No, I need to see what I'm doing," said Gage. He slid off the bed, grabbed her ankles and pulled her ass to the edge as he kneeled on the floor. Rose spread her legs wider in anticipation as she felt his breath on her pussy. Then she felt it. The smallest of touches. It pressed against her lower labia working it's way up to flicker her clit ever so slightly. Rose squirmed in anticipation. Her legs opened wider. She gasped when her entire clit was suddenly sucked into his mouth, but he immediately released it and went back to the gentle probing. He quit teasing her with the tip of his tongue and slowly licked it up her pussy, then slowly back down. Rose gasped again, bucking her hips up into his face when his tongue pushed deep. Gage pulled back out quickly. "Need some air," he muttered.
"Don't stop," she begged. Gage went back to work, more aggressively this time. His tongue licked up and down her pussy lips only to worm it's way inside her pussy. He thrust it in and out rapidly, fucking her with his tongue. Rose squirmed and moaned as she writhed on the bed. She clutched the bed sheet tightly as she lifted her hips into his thrusting tongue. "YES!" she hissed. "Keep doing that." However, Gage did just the opposite. He pulled back again. "What's wrong?" She held her head up looking down her luscious body at the black man's head between her legs.
"Sorry, need to catch my breath. I got allergies and can't breath well through my nose."
"Aaargh," growled Rose in frustration. She slammed her head back down on the bed. Almost instantly he was in her pussy again. Her frustration turned to moans. She lifted her hips into his thrusting tongue. "You're doing it baby," she told him, lifting her head to look at Gage's face. His nose appeared to be resting on her pubic mound. He winked at her. "YES, That's IT! Keep doing... Aaargh!" She slammed her head back down when he stopped again. This was too much. She was ready to cry with frustration just before her clit was sucked between his lips again and then his tongue was flicking it and then his tongue was stabbing in and out of her pussy again. Pressure began to grow in her womb, promising an orgasm bigger then any she'd had before. "Oh god Gage," she cried, tears of joy and frustration running down the sides of her head. "Please don't stop this time. I'm gonna cum... AAH... No!" Something was wrong. In some ways, he was much more skilled at this then 5" boyfriend and in other ways he didn't know what he was doing at all. Every time he brought her to the brink of orgasm, he'd stop.
"You ready?" he asked.
"God yes," she moaned. "I've never been more ready." Rose's body jerked as her clit was sucked between his lips again. She felt her pussy lips opening as something entered her. Two beefy black fingers worked their way inside her pussy, rubbing inside her. "Good idea," she muttered. This way he wouldn't need to stop to breath. Her hands were grasping the edges of the bed, trying to slide her body down into Gage's thrusting fingers and probing tongue. She wanted him deeper. The pressure in her womb grew again. It was too much. She was going to blow. "Here it cums... NO! NOT AGAIN!" He had yanked his fingers out of her.
"You need to cum?"
"Yes," she pleaded. Rose's entire body was writhing around on the bed. She was circling her hips like an invisible being was giving her the fucking she needed. "Please. Let me cum. Quit teasing me. It's too cruel."
"I know a way to make you cum," said Gage.
"Anything," Rose begged. "Whatever it takes. Just do it." Rose shuddered as his tongue licked it's way up her labia to her clit. The anticipation was unbearable. Was she finally going to cum? His tongue didn't stop with her clit. It flickered over her pubic mound, briefly touching her curly red-brown pubic hair. Then he was licking up the side of her shaved pubic triangle. His tongue reached the top of her triangle continuing to move up and over her abdomen. It reached her belly button, swirling around her navel until his big black lips pressed down and sucked her diamond studded pin into his mouth. He released it and went back to licking up her stomach. Rose was still writhing underneath his kisses and licks. She sucked her stomach in, his tongue going up and over the lines of her rib cage. What would have been a loud moan turned to a squeal when she suppressed her moan as his tongue reached her breasts. He went left, licking up the large mound of her pale DD breast. She raised her head again and looked at Gage's hair, face buried in her breast. His tongue was looping her nipple area, still licking her breast and not touching her puffy areola. His concentric circles were getting smaller as his tongue moved closer. Soon his breath was on her nipple. Goosebumps popped up on her areola as his tongue slid over it, just barely touching her nipple. Rose almost came when his tongue did flicker her nipple. She moaned, squirming, her hips still moving like she was getting fucked. Her nipple bent up and then down, up and then down as his tongue rapidly flickered over it. His lips pressed down over her areola and sucked the entire thing into his mouth, lips pinching down on her nipple. Rose grabbed the back of his head, pulling him deeper into her breast. They'd never felt this sensitive. She didn't ever want him to let go, but Gage released her nipple, kissing it and then kissing his way up the top's of her breasts. His body was slowly climbing up the bed to envelope her, to possess her, to dominate her. She could feel his hard mass pressing her down into the bed. His tongue was kissing her neck now. She was still holding the back of his head when she felt the first probe of his mighty cock at the entrance to her pussy. Rose was too far gone to deny him access. She opened her legs wider as the big cock head pressed against her pussy lips. Gage was kissing up her cheek, his tongue teasing into her ear. Rose pulled back and raised her head so that her lips were beside his ear. "Fuck me," she whispered in it.
Gage's cock head was already pushing her labia apart when she said it, just the tip slipping inside teasing her.. He pushed down on his hips, his plum sized cock head pushing inside Rose's pussy. She moaned. Gage was impressed at how easily she took him, but then she was soaked. He'd never seen a pussy so eager to get fucked. "Damn this pussy is tight," he muttered.
"Sorry," she whispered. Rose's body was beyond her control. She was humping up into Gage's cock wanting it deeper, wanting it moving in and out of her, wanting it fucking her. "You're a lot bigger then I'm used to."
"Fuck, I wasn't complaining. I like my pussies tight." He worked a little more in, smirking as Rose began humping his cock faster. She was making a constant mewling sound in the back of her throat. He took his time putting it in. She needed to cum bad, but he wanted his cock buried in her pussy before she did. He was practically crushing her beneath his weight, yet she was humping his cock like she was fucking him.
"Goin deeper," he groaned, feeling his cock slide deep in her pussy. Deeper then any white boy had ever gone. Rose kept humping him. Her slim white arms were wrapped around his back trying to pull him deeper. He obliged, pushing nearly all of his cock into her until it pressed against her cervix.
"Ow!" she grunted. "Is that all of it? Now please fuck me and fuck me hard."
"Almost," grunted Gage, flexing his cock in her pussy. She squealed in delight thinking he was about to start fucking her, but in reality he was letting his precum soften her cervix. "You said you was engaged?" he asked.
"Yes, what about it?" Rose asked. She didn't want to talk about her fiance, she wanted to fuck. She was now trying to slide her body underneath his muscular mass to get him to fuck her.
"You was in-Gaged, now Gage in you." The strong black man pushed his cock through her cervix and planted the head in her womb.
"OOW! Ooh oh yes, that's good, so deep. Your cock is so big in me." Rose was purring, luxuriating in the feeling of being completely stuffed with cock. He held still, his entire cock buried inside her. Rose's body gave a little spasm when he made his cock jerk. He did it again and she gasped. Gage had gotten her so worked up, she was ready to cum, just from having his huge cock flexing inside her. "Aah. AAHH! Pl-please Gage," she gasped. "I feel it again. Please let me cum this time."
Gage felt a little sorry for her. She was begging for it, even sobbing a little. "Sorry, not yet," he told her, slowly withdrawing his cock out until just the head was in her.
"NO!" Rose wrapped her legs around his hips and clutched him tightly. "You can't do this to me."
Gage pulled back a little so that he could look in her eyes. Rose looked like a madwoman, half crazed. "What the fuck? Maybe I will." He slowly slid his cock back inside her. "Then again..." Gage started pulling back again.
"NOOooo! Fuck me Gage. Please? I want it sooo bad." Rose was crying now. Tears of frustration rolling down her cheeks.
"You want what?"
"It! I want IT. I want your... big black cock. Yes, that's it. I want your big black cock. Fuck me with your big black cock. YESsss!" Rose screamed in delight as he finally began working his big black cock in and out of her. "That's it. Thank you Thank you. Fuck my white pussy with your big black cock, Gage." She looked over at the mirror and couldn't believe how erotic it looked seeing her pale white body beneath the black man's muscular black one.
"You got it, slut," he growled. Gage began pounding her rapidly. The full length of his cock slid in and out of her pussy. His powerful thrusts were forcing her down into the mattress which pushed her up into his thrusting cock.
"OOohh MY GAWD!" screamed Rose in awe of what she was feeling. Her body leapt up to meet his thrusting cock. He'd only thrust his cock into her womb a half dozen times when her dam finally burst.
"CCUUMMIINNGG!" Rose's body started humping his cock faster then he was fucking her. She'd never felt her pussy react like this. It was clamping down around his shaft, trying to hold it still only to balloon up sending waves of pleasure through her body. It didn't stop there either. Another six thrusts and she was cumming again and again a few thrusts after that. Each one seemed bigger then the first. Each one wracked her body with pleasure. Each one left her exhausted and breathless. She could no longer talk, or scream in joy. "Unh Unh Unh," was all that could come from Rose's lips with each mighty thrust of his formidable cock. She had long lost count of the orgasms, but the biggest was yet to cum. Gage thrust his cock to the back of her womb and held it buried. His hot black seed exploded from the head, flooding her womb. Rose's body leaped into his, shaking underneath him. Each blast from his cock sent more and more potent semen into her womb, filling it, and forcing semen down into her pussy, to squirt out over their conjoined crotches. Rose felt everything go black and then she fell limp.
"Never... tease... black cock... slut... fuck... weekend long..."
"Whaaa?" Rose slowly came to her senses, aware that the big black man was still inside her, still covering her body with his strong muscular one. She was aware that he had been talking to her, but could only make out a few words.
Gage chuckled. "I was sayin, that I'm never gonna tease you again. Admit you're a slut for big black cocks and I'll see that you cum all weekend long."
"I'm not a slut, but I do love your big black cock, Gage," whispered Rose. She lifted her head and kissed his hard chest. "I'd love it if we did this all weekend long."
Gage's cock had softened considerably, but he still felt huge compared to her fiancé. He pushed himself up, pulling his cock free of her pussy and Rose thought that Niagara falls had suddenly materialized in her pussy. Sperm began pouring from her. "Go get cleaned up," he told her.
Rose spent the next thirty minutes in the bathroom, sitting on the toilet, trying to force what seemed to be a gallon of semen from her well fucked pussy. Her cervix had closed back up and she swore she could feel his seed sloshing around in her womb. She was thankful she was on the pill. All was quiet in the next room. Mark had apparently given Dixie as good a fucking as Rose had gotten. Not that she was complaining, but she wondered how they had gotten into this strange situation.
Rose found a dozen packs of unopened toothbrushes. She brushed and then returned to Gage's bed, sliding in next to him. She uncharacteristically reached out to fondle his mighty cock and was surprised when it swelled up a little. This big black guy was amazing! "Wake me up in the morning lover and we can do this again," she purred, half asleep.
Gage pulled away from her. "Sure thing babe. I gotta go piss. Back in a few."
Rose was already half asleep when he left the room.
***************
Gage stopped off to urinate in the bathroom. After flushing, he began stroking his cock back to erection as he stepped through the door to Mark's room. A light was still on, but set to a dimmer setting. The couple on the bed were laying on their sides spooning. Mark was on the outside, his cock nestled between Dixie's ass cheeks. Gage tapped Mark on the shoulder until the black lifeguard woke up. Mark nodded and slid off the bed. Dixie moaned in displeasure, but didn't wake up.
The two black men snuck back into the bathroom and filled each other in on their nights. Mark stood and pissed inside the toilet while Gage told him about Rose's hand job and his teasing her until she was begging to be fucked. Mark laughed and bragged about his sexual trifecta- oral, inter, and anal- with Dixie. The two black men joked around together, stroking their cocks back to full erection. Neither the least uncomfortable being nude together for they had done this sort of thing many times. When they left, they switched rooms, walking towards the sleeping white women with full erections.
Gage kneeled on the bed and pulled a protesting sleepy Dixie onto all fours. "Again?" she moaned. "You're a fucking god, Mark." Dixie buried her head in the pillow.
Gage kneeled behind her and slowly pushed his cock into her well fucked pussy. She moaned in delight as he began fucking her. Gage suppressed a chuckle when he looked down at her tramp stamp. Some of Mark's sperm was still wet, but for the most part, her confederate flag tattoo was covered in a black man's dried flaky semen with a sticky wet spot here and there.
He grabbed her hips and pulled her back into his thrusting cock. This was some good pussy. Rose too for that matter. The flag girls both had seemed starved for some big cock. Their pussies tightly gripped a big cock, vibrating and expanding whenever they came. With each vaginal contraction, Rose and Dixie's pussies contracted inwards as if trying to pull their cocks in even deeper.
"Oh Mark, your cock is amazing," she cried after her second orgasm with Gage. "It feels even thicker then the last time."
"It is a little thicker and I ain't Mark," said Gage, burying his cock and filling her womb with his seed.
"GAGE!" screamed Dixie without even looking over her shoulder. She struggled a little trying to pull away, but as soon as his sperm hit her womb, she was screaming in orgasm again, her body reversing course, pushing back into his ejaculating cock.
****************
Mark was taking Rose doggy style and she was loving it. "I swear your big black cock is even deeper then last time," she moaned. He chuckled as her body began trembling as she had a large orgasm. "Only your big black cock can make me cum that hard, Gage," she cried, her voice muffled as it was buried in a pillow.
Mark stared down at the tight little puckered asshole staring up at him. It was pure and untapped. Rose had never felt a black cock or a white penis up her sweet virgin ass. Mark stuck his thumb in his mouth and wet it with his salvia. Then he grabbed her ass cheeks hard and pressed the tip of his thumb against her sphincter.
Rose squealed like a pig the second she felt pressure against it. "What are you doing?" she asked confused and trying to pull away from the thumb in her ass. "No Gage. It feels funny. Not in my ass. Take it out... OH! Shit! I'm cumming again." Rose trembled again as she came all over his thrusting cock while he worked his thumb in an out of her ass. He needed to slow down or he was going to blow soon and he wanted to break her ass in properly. Mark took every one of his conquests anally, especially the white ones. White girls could be haughty, but sodomizing them always seemed to have a humbling effect on them. He'd broken in a lot of white asses, but never two within hours of each other. Mark pulled his cock and thumb out, then guided his foot long cock up to her rosebud.
The head had pushed through her sphincter before she'd recovered from her orgasm. "WHAAA?" she grunted. "Ow! Gage, what are you doing? OW! OW! OW! Wrong hole! Jesus, Gage, stop it."
"I'm taking this fine white ass," grunted Mark, feeling his cock fighting to work it's way deeper.



"Ow ow OW OW! Ow," muttered Rose, her face scrunched up as his huge cock worked it's was into her bowels. "Gage it hurts. Please? OW! OH! Mmmh OW! Yes! Oh yes! No Gage, pull it out. It's too deep. Gage can't you hear me?" Rose was panting heavily as she pleaded.
"He can't here you. He's in the next room fucking Dixie."
Mark watched as she lifted her head off the pillow and looked at Gage's sex mirror on the wall. The look on her face was priceless as she stared at him. He winked and waved at their reflection before turning back to fucking her ass properly.
Rose continued to stare at the mirror. She never said another word for a good five minutes before she looked away from their reflection and buried her head in the pillow. "YES!" she hissed. "Fuck my ass, Mark." Rose moaned and then her body trembled again. She was cumming from just having her ass fucked.
Rose didn't even need to diddle herself to get off like Dixie had. When she came to her senses. Rose was sobbing and crying. She seemed genuinely upset. Mark slammed his cock forward as deep as it would go and flooded her bowels with sperm. "Do it. Fill my ass up, Mark," she moaned, still crying.
Mark's cock was finally spent and needed a rest. He pulled it out and watched her sphincter slowly close. With as much sperm as his big balls held, it always amazed him how long it took for the trickle to appear. Rose's rosebud would never again quite look the same and it didn't close all the way. It took a good fifteen seconds before a white dot appeared in the center of her sphincter and then his sperm began pouring out of her ass in a steady flow. Rose sobbed into the pillow. "What's wrong baby?" he asked, playfully smacking her ass with the flat of his hand. Spanking always humbled them too. "Didn't you like it?"
"No, I loved it."
"Then what's wrong?"
"Gage was right. I am a slut for big black cocks." Rose sobbed into the pillow.
"Nothing wrong with that, slut," he told her. "You should be proud."
****************
Dixie woke up as light from the window shined into her face. She was still in Mark's bed, but it was the large more heavily muscled form of Gage sleeping beside her. They were on the covers, both still nude. She leaned up to stare down at his cock. Even soft, he looks hard, she thought. His cock was a plump ten inches and laying across his thigh. She couldn't control herself and reached down to touch it.
At first, she just caressed it, running her fingers along his shaft. Then she grabbed it and squeezed. It's hardness had been an illusion. It was huge, but completely floppy. She shook it and felt it swell in her hand. His mighty cock head swelled up like a balloon and then began to rise. She stared at the growing black cock in awe.
"Now that's how I like to wake up," groaned Gage still half asleep.
"Your black cocks are amazing," said Dixie while staring at the thick eleven inch shaft in her hand. "I've never seen anything so big as you and Mark, but then I never ever thought I'd sleep with a nigg..."
"Continue."
"Never mind," said Dixie.
"Say the word, Dixie."
"No, I'm sorry. It was a slip."
"You were gonna say nigger. Say it. I don't mind."
"I thought you people hated the "N" word." Dixie knew she had slipped up. She hoped she hadn't upset him too much. She'd grown up with a white father and brothers who always called blacks "niggers" and her husband used the word even more then they had. Her tan face drained of color as she remembered the last time Billy Ray had used the "N" word. The had passed a black man holding hands with a white woman. "Nigger lover," Billy Ray had growled after they passed. What would he say if he knew his wife was now a nigger lover?
"It depends on the context," said Gage. "Personally, I love hearing the word nigger from a white woman's lips. I'll show you what I'm talking about. Climb up and ride my big black cock," he ordered.
Dixie felt relieved that he was still willing to fuck her after she'd slipped up. She stood up over him and lowered herself down on his cock. The head slowly pushed into her. "There it is," she moaned, feeling him swell inside her.
"Stop," he ordered. "Tell me what's inside you."
"Your cock," she gasped, wanting to just slam her pussy down over his big shaft. Instead, just his cock head was probing inside her pussy. "Your big black cock is in me."
"No Dixie. Say the word."
"Your big nigger cock is in me," she moaned.
"You may slide down now," he told her. "Who's cock stretches you out more, mine or your husband's?"
"Yours," she told him.
"Say the word."
"Your nigger cock stretches me out more."
"Good girl Dixie." Gage reached up and grabbed her tits. "Who's hands are playing with these big white titties?"
"Your strong nigger hands, Gage."
Gage chuckled. "Who's cock goes deeper?"
"Your big black nigger cock, Gage," she screamed as his cock head entered her womb. Dixie felt her thighs sit on his legs as she took his entire cock.
"Who's cock do you want to fuck right now, Dixie? Your husbands?"
"No, I want to fuck your big black nigger cock," she cried, enjoying the game.
"Then fuck that nigger cock you white slut."
"Yes Gage," she moaned, beginning to bounce in his lap. "I'll fuck your big black nigger cock good, Gage. I'm gonna fuck this nigger cock good. I love your nigger cock." Dixie threw her head back and ran her hands through her hair as she bounced in his lap. His hands were still squeezing her breasts roughly, teasing her nipples. "Oh god," she moaned. "I'm gonna cum, Gage. Your nigger cock is making me cum."
"Cum then Dixie. Cum all over that big nigger cock."
"YES!" Dixie screamed slamming herself down on his cock as her orgasm exploded from her loins. "CUMMING!" Dixie thrashed around for a moment before sitting back up.
"Can a little white prick make you cum like a whore, Dixie?"
"No Gage. Only big black nigger cock can make me cum like that." Dixie felt a little sad as she began bouncing in his lap again. Gage was right. Only nigger cock could do that to her body. Billy Ray could never in his wildest dreams make her cum like that. Her smallest orgasm with Gage or Mark was better then the best sex she'd ever had with her husband. Hell, getting ass fucked by Mark had been better then sex with Billy Ray. "Oh god, going to cum again," she cried. Until last night, she'd never had a multiple orgasm before. Hell, she rarely had singular orgasms.
"Which cocks do you want to fuck from now on?"
"Only black cocks," moaned Dixie as her orgasm approached. "Only nigger cocks."
Gage laughed almost evilly. He began bucking his hips, thrusting his cock up into her. "Which cocks are superior?"
"Nigger cocks," she told him. "Almost there," she moaned.
"You on the pill?"
"NO!" She'd forgotten about that. She and Billy Ray were trying to have a baby. Gage needed to pull out, but it felt so good having a black cock ejaculate inside her womb.
"Then take my nigger seed." Gage finally released her tits, grabbed her hips and pulled her down onto his cock as it exploded in her womb. "Gonna knock you up with a nigger baby."
"YES! CCUUMMIINNGG!" screamed Dixie so loudly, she was sure everyone in the house could hear her if not even the neighbors in the next condo. Her orgasm curled her toes, rolled her eyes up in her head, and nearly made her black out. It was her biggest cum yet and it seemed to last forever. Each squirt of Gage's cock into her fertile womb prolonged her orgasm. Blast after blast of his hot nigger seed filled her womb, filling it, then flowing out into her pussy until it dripped out onto his balls. Gage held her down on his cock until it finally quit jerking. "Soooo goood," moaned Dixie.
"And that's what I mean by context," said Gage. He slapped her ass several times. "Now get up. I gotta take a shower and get to work.
***************
"YES! CCUUMMIINNGG!" echoed through the room waking Rose. She groaned when she saw Mark laying on his side, looking at her. "Oh no," she groaned. "What have I done?"
"Having regrets, sexy?" asked Mark.
"I cheated on my fiancé. How could I do that to Jake? I slept with another man."
"Actually you slept with two men." Mark sat up on his knees. His hand was in his lap stroking his cock to erection. "Two black men."
"I'm such a slut," she sobbed, starting to cry again. Mark suddenly through his leg over her body and kneeled down over her stomach. "What are you doing?"
"I'm gonna fuck those big white titties."
"Oh god, you're insatiable," said Rose, looking down in awe at Mark's foot long cock. There was one sight she'd never grow used to. She wrinkled her nose in distaste when he spit in his hand and began coating his shaft with his saliva.
"Squeeze them titties together," he told her, forcing his cock down between her bosom. Rose placed her palms on the sides of her breasts and pushed them together. They contoured themselves around Mark's cock. "You ever been titty fucked before?"
"No," she replied. Rose stared at the foot long black cock nestled between her large bosom. Mark began sliding his cock back and forth between them. She was caught off guard when his golf ball sized cock head hit her chin. "Never," she added watching her nipples growing. Despite her guilt and regrets, she was getting turned on again.
"I'm surprised. Them big ass titties were designed for titty fucking." Mark leaned over her holding himself up with his hands. He began sliding his cock faster between her breasts.
Rose angled her head to avoid getting hit again and found the end of his cock sliding up to her nose and back down to her chin. The head brushed past her lips and she couldn't help herself. She stuck out her tongue licking the underside of his shaft as it moved past her lips. Her hands slid up the sides of her breasts until she could pinch her hard nipples while still squeezing her tits around his cock. Her nipples were sensitive and she moaned as she pinched them. His cock head slipped inside her mouth as she moaned. Rose lifted her head further, his cock head began sliding in and out of her lips, she twirled her tongue around it. Her arousal was growing. She wanted his cock down her throat, fucking her pussy or even her ass again, but he seemed determined to get off fucking her tits. She tried harder, bobbing her head now each time his cock slid into her mouth. She could feel it growing, hardening, swelling up until it felt like it might burst and then it did. Mark's hot seed filled her mouth, forcing her head back until it sprang free of her lips. Rose swallowed just as a huge load of ejaculate fanned out from his cock head covering the top of her head. He pushed himself up and pulled his cock out of her tits letting wad after wad fall to coat her soft white mounds. Milky sperm splattered on her nipples, chest, and chin. "It's so good," she groaned, licking her lips. Her body writhed on the bed wanting a cock in it.
"Have some more," said Mark, sliding up so that his cock bobbed over her open mouth. He stroked the shaft milking every drop of his seed out of it. His cum fell down onto her extended tongue and Rose swirled it around inside her mouth, loving the rich taste before swallowing it down. Once his cock was drained, Mark climbed off her. "Gotta get my shower now."
"No," she pouted, "Stay and fuck me." Rose was shocked. Had she just said that?
"Love to, but I gotta get to work," replied Mark. "Try to sleep for awhile. You didn't get much last night. Jamon will drive you to Islamorada." Mark strolled out of the room, his half erect cock leading the way.
"God, I'm so horny," she moaned. Rose could feel a wad of cum slipping down her breast. She scooped it off with her finger and licked it clean. She fought the urge to put her fingers in her pussy. How could she actually be horny after last night, she wondered? Still her exhaustion won out and her eyes closed five minutes after Mark had left.
No sooner had Rose fallen asleep, then she felt strong hands on her ankles, spreading them open. She groggily came to her senses just as a large cock head was pushing against the entrance to her pussy. "I knew you'd change your mind," she whispered.
**************
A worn out Dixie shuffled from Mark's room to find Rose. She was still nude and didn't care. She figured Mark and Gage had already seen her naked and Jamon's room was upstairs. The bathroom door was open. Mark was standing at the toilet urinating while Gage's large body could be seen in the shower. "Good morning," said Mark looking over his shoulder.
"Morning," she replied, smiling at him. "Where's Rose?"
"I left her in Gage's room," said Mark, winking at her.
"Thanks." Dixie's eyes glanced down to his cock. She couldn't help herself. It was still almost a foot long, but hanging down limply after pissing. Dixie slowly walked to the next room, pausing as she heard the sounds of someone fucking.
"That's it Mark, give me that big black cock," growled Rose's voice through the door.
Dixie glanced back at the bathroom. Mark was getting into the shower now and Gage was toweling himself dry. What the hell was going on with Rose, she wondered? Was she dreaming? The door was open a crack and Dixie pushed it open. She slipped into the room.
Jamon was kneeling between Rose's legs with her knees cupped in his arms. He was slowly working his hips so that the tip of his cock was working the insides of Rose's pussy. Dixie snuck against the wall near a mirror and watched.
"Deeper Mark," begged Rose.
Jamon pushed his cock in deep and Rose moaned in satisfaction. "Any ting you want, lovely lady," he said in his island accent.
Rose opened her eyes to see the light glittering off Jamon's gold tooth. "Aaaaaa! Your not Mark!"
Dixie's friend looked absolutely horrified to see Jamon's ugly mug leering down at her.
"No mon, I ain't Mark," he said, picking up speed with his thrusts. "Want me to take it out?"
"Unh unh unh," grunted Rose with each thrust of his cock. "Unh yes... no unh unh unh. Keep unh fucking me."
Dixie was a little surprised at her friend. Rose was deeply in love with her fiancé. She was the last person Dixie thought would ever cheat on their significant other, especially with an ugly black Jamaican. Dixie let out a little gasp when it hit her that this was Rose's third black man in less then 24 hours. And what a black man he was. Jamon was fucking her with the full length of his cock. He was every bit as long as Mark and as thick as Gage. "Lucky slut," she whispered as her arousal and jealousy grew.
Her arousal won out. Dixie leaned back against the mirrored wall and slipped one hand down her sexy stomach, over her blonde pubic hair and between her legs. She began fingering herself while her other hand pinched her nipple. She watched this dark skinned black man fuck her very pale best friend. Rose had the white skin of a typical redhead where Dixie could have passed for a tanned Hollywood starlet. The contrast of the couple on the bed was amazing.
"Oh Dixie, they're sooo biiig," moaned Rose.
Dixie looked down at her friend. Rose had turned to look at the mirror and spotted Dixie masturbating while watching them. "I know, Rosie," Dixie told her. "It's good too."
Rose nodded and turned to look down her stunning body at Jamon's stomach. He may have been thinner and more wiry then Mark or Gage, but his stomach was all muscle. Below that stomach was a very bushy patch of dark pubic hair and then the root of a thick black cock, glistening with her juices. "He's making me cum, Dix. They make me cum so hard."
"I know that too, Rosie," she replied.
"CUMMING!" screamed Rose bucking her hips up into Jamon's thrusting cock.
"Me too," whispered Dixie, her fingers getting her off while watching her best friend writhe around in ecstasy as Jamon speared her with his mighty cock. Dixie had never seen anything so erotically sexy before. She wondered is she had looked as hot riding Gage that morning.
"CCUUMMIINNGG AGAIN!" screamed Rose. This time her body was leaping up to meet Jamon's thrusts. He quit pumping and held his cock buried in Rose's pussy. His head was back and he was sweating. "Fill my pussy," said Rose, still screaming loudly. "CUMMING!"
Dixie quit playing with herself as Jamon pulled his huge cock from her friend. Rose's head was turned away from her and she was sobbing, but it was clearly from pleasure. Jamon slid off the bed and moved towards Dixie and the exit. His huge dark black cock stood straight out from his body. It was still swollen and hard as a rock so soon after cumming. A white drop of semen hung from the tip, stubbornly resisting gravity's pull. "Rest up," he told her. "I go in to work at one o'clock and you can ride with me."
Dixie nodded staring at his cock. It was still huge and hard, but had lost some of it's plumpness. The head began disappearing, but it wasn't shrinking. A thick black wrinkly foreskin was slowly enveloping it. The foreskin finally pushed the hanging drop of sperm off his pee slit and it dropped to the floor. Dixie envisioned herself falling to all fours and licking the drop up, not wanting to let it go to waste, but she didn't. Instead Dixie laid down on the bed beside Rose. Her friend was staring at the ceiling with a stunned, but contented look on her face.
****************
Rose felt the mattress dip as Dixie laid on her side next to her on the small bed. Dixie propped her head up with her hand and stared down at her friend. "What the hell happened, Dix?" she asked.
Dixie laughed. "I'm not sure. All I know is that when I saw that monster sticking out of Mark's legs, I had to have it. We must have been pretty drunk last night."
"We weren't drunk this morning," said Rose. "What do I tell Jake?"
"You tell him nothing dumbass. We just went a little crazy that's all. What happens in the Florida Keys stays in the Florida Keys. I for one didn't know sex could be this good. We'll just get it out of our system this weekend and then go get a room in Key West before returning back to my boring small dicked husband. No regrets."
"No regrets. Thank god I'm on the pill," said Rose. "It's safe for you too?" There was a long pause and Rose said, "Dix?"
"I went off the pill a three months ago."
"Oh dear god!" Rose turned on her side to face her dearest friend. "What if they knocked you up. You could be carrying a black man's baby."
"I know," said Dixie shivering. "I couldn't resist it. Every time one of those things went off in my pussy I had a huge orgasm. Hopefully, Billy Ray already got me pregnant. We been doing it twice a week and even had goodbye sex Thursday night and again yesterday morning before I drove to pick you up. If you can call having his little dick root around in my pussy for a few minutes sex."
"Dixie! That's your husband," said Rose reproaching her friend, but she understood completely where Dixie was coming from. "Still Dixie, it's only Saturday morning. We wont have the money wired to us until Monday. We're stuck here until then. They're going to want to fuck us again tonight and tomorrow. The cat's out of the bag. We can't refuse them."
"I don't want to refuse them. I want to fuck and suck those big nigger cocks all weekend."
"Ssshh, you fool," hushed Rose. "They'll hear you."
"Context Rosie, context." Dixie chuckled.
"I want to keep fucking them too, but it's safe for me. You need to make them wear condoms."
"Now there's a sexy sight," said Jamon walking back into the room. He was freshly showered and his dreadlocks were wet, but they still looked dirty. "Your turn Blondie," he said, tugging on his cock to make it hard and approaching the bed.
"Well I'm not about to turn down a chance to try out that monster," said Dixie. "This bed's too small. Want to go back to Mark's or your room?"



"Here's just fine." Jamon's cock was rock hard again, an impressive majestic sight sticking out from his crotch. It was Mark's length with Gage's thickness, but it looked bigger on his thinner frame. "Roll on top red there," he ordered.
Rose frowned and looked at Dixie. Dixie just shrugged not understanding, but Jamon grabbed her ass and pulled her up until she was straddling Rose in the middle of the bed. Rose looked up into Dixie's blue eyes as Dixie was on all fours over her. Dixie's breasts were as big as hers and they hung down like udders pressing into Rose's breasts. The bottom of the bed depressed as Jamon climbed on it. He moved Rose and Dixie's legs, making it easier for him to fuck Dixie. "Make him wear a condom," whispered Rose. Dixie looked at her sadly, but shook her head. "Wear a condom," Rose yelled out from under Dixie.
"No mon," said Jamon. "Never have put a sheath on this big boy, never will."
"Dixie?" said Rose trying to warn her friend of the consequences. Dixie didn't stop the Jamaican. Instead, she gasped and her face scrunched up in concentration. Rose knew that Jamon had just entered her. Dixie's breasts began pressing down on hers with each thrust of Jamon's cock. Dixie's arms and legs gave out as she slowly lowered down onto Rose's body. Rose didn't have the view that Dixie had watching Rose get fucked. All Rose could see was her blonde friend's face, but it was all written there. Dixie's brow would furrow with each new inch she took. Her eyes scrunched up in concentration and she winced as Jamon's cock head entered her womb. Dixie threw her head back and sucked her lower lip into her mouth with her first orgasm.
Suddenly the relentless pounding that was pushing Dixie down on Rose stopped. "What's wrong?" asked Dixie.
"Nothing mon. I want you to kiss yo friend."
Rose stared in Dixie's face. Both women looked confused. "What?" asked Rose around Dixie.
"I want Blondie here to give you a little kiss, mon."
"No," said Dixie and Rose shook her head in agreement.
"YYEESS!" groaned Dixie, her body pushing down into Rose's as Jamon buried his cock to the hilt in her.
She whimpered as he withdrew it.
"Kiss her if you want more of this cock."
Rose looked up at Dixie. Dixie's eyebrows rose in a shrug. Rose shook her head no, but Dixie's lips were already coming down to meet hers. Her blonde friend gave her a quick peck on the lips before pulling away.
"No bitches. I want you kissing like you mean it. Dixie, you kiss Red there like she was the one with the big cock in you."
Rose turned her head looking away so she could see herself in the mirror, Dixie laying on top of her with Jamon kneeling between their legs. She watched and felt Dixie move her head down to kiss the sides of her mouth. Then Dixie was turning her head back up until their lips met full on. Dixie mashed her mouth down hard on hers and Rose felt her friend's tongue pushing into her mouth. Rose used her tongue to push back, trying to force it out. Instead, their tongues began dueling. Their kiss turned more passionate. Dixie pulled back long enough to suck her lower lip into her mouth and squeal as Jamon began fucking her again. Then without being told, Dixie brought her lips back down on Rose's. Rose willingly opened her mouth this time. Her nipples were hardening, pushing into Dixie's breast flesh. Dixie's nipples had turned hard the moment Jamon entered her and Rose could feel Dixie's nipples pushing back into her breasts.
"That's it bitches. Get into it," said Jamon.
Rose was getting into it. Dixie's soft body felt so nice touching her skin. Jamon's thrusting cock kept pushing Dixie's pelvis down against Rose's crotch. It felt like Dixie was actually trying to fuck her. Rose began lifting her hips up matching Jamon's thrusts, wishing she was getting fucked again.
Dixie pulled back, pushing her torso off Rose and rearing her head. "Cumming!" she moaned, her eyes rolling up.
Dixie's big breasts had swung up into Rose's face. Rose didn't want to quit kissing her soft gentle friend. She kissed the pale spot within Dixie's tan lines. Her lips beside Dixie's nipple and then her lips were on Dixie's nipple, her tongue flickering over it, sucking the long hard tip between her lips.
"CCUUMMIINNGG!" screamed Dixie louder, her friend's mouth on her nipple and a big black cock filling her pussy.
"So am I bitch," growled Jamon.
"PULL OUT," yelled Rose, taking her mouth off Dixie's nipple. "PULLMMPPFF..." Rose suddenly found her face buried in Dixie's breasts as Jamon slammed his cock balls deep and began filling Dixie's womb with his fertile Jamaican seed.
"JEEEZUS," moaned Dixie loudly. Rose felt her trembling on top of her as she either had another large orgasm or just a continuation of the last one. Hot semen started trickling on Rose's pubic mound as Jamon's sperm began overflowing Dixie's pussy and leaking from it.
Jamon pulled his cock out and sat back on his knees. "Nice tight white pussy, Blondie. You too Red. Rest or go get cleaned up and I'll take ya both to work with me in a couple hours." Jamon got off the bed and left the room.
Dixie shifted herself on Rose's body so that their faces were staring at each other. Their noses less then an inch apart. "That was different," said Dixie.
"It sure was," replied Rose. She didn't resist when Dixie turned her head sideways and kissed her again. Their kiss was gentler this time, more romantic then passionate. It didn't last long. Dixie broke the kiss and rolled off her. Both friends laid on their backs staring at the ceiling. "Wanna take a shower together?"
"Alright," said Dixie.
Dixie and Rose shared the shower. It was different this time from all the other times they'd shared a shower. Previously it had been casual, this time it was a little weird. They stared at each other's bodies seeing each other in a new light. Rose kneeled before Dixie, soaping her blonde pubic region and around her thighs. They soaped each others breasts, bellies, and backs. Rose turned her face up to the stream of water trying to get the dried flakes of Mark's sperm off her and felt Dixie cleaning around her reddish brown pubic hair. She gasped when Dixie's finger slid along her slit and then sank into her pussy up to a knuckle. A second finger joined the first and Rose gasped as her clit was sucked between Dixie's lips. Dixie's tongue flickering back and forth over her clit sent her over the edge and Rose reached down to grab the back of Dixie's head, pulling her head into her pussy as she had a small, but satisfying orgasm.
Dixie quit fingering her and stood up. "Sorry, I just wanted to know what it was like."
"Pretty good on my end," said Rose. They stared into each other's eyes, silent as the shower rained down on them. Finally, Rose broke the ice. "And I thought having a black guy's cock up my ass would be the strangest thing to happen to me this weekend."
Dixie slowly smiled and laughed. "There's a first time for everything, I guess. This is a weekend of firsts it seems."
"And it's only Saturday morning," said Rose, wondering what else might happen to them before Dixie's husband could wire the money to them.
*****************
Dixie and Rose slipped into Jamon's camaro for the hour long trip to Islamorada. The Jamaican bartender put the top down and both girls felt the hot Florida sun soaking into their bikini clad bodies. They brought along their BBC shirts for no good reason other then that their tee shirts were the only other clothes they owned at the moment. Jamon told them not to worry about food and drink. He could hook them up with some of their needs and run a tab for the rest. They could pay him back on Monday.
Both girls got some good news when Jamon pulled into the parking lot. The rental company had dropped off a replacement jeep. They were penniless and owned nothing but their BBC shirts, bikinis, shoes, navel piercings, and Rose's cowboy hat, but at least they had wheels.
Saturday was a hectic day at the resort as young Miamians flocked down to Islamorada to party and for some fun in the sun. Their new black friends were busy most of the day. Mark sat in his lifeguard chair scanning the pool. Gage talked to them briefly, but he had to keep patrolling the resort's pools, beach, bars, and dance floor. Jamon was busy at the bar, but served them a few drinks. The Flag girls were as popular today as they had been yesterday. They didn't need Jamon to give them free drinks. Various young men kept drinks in their hands all day. Rose and Dixie danced when the band was on, took dips in the pool or ocean, strolled down to the docks and basically enjoyed the vacation they had planned on having. The four man reggae band, Rasta With Meatballs, even called them onstage and declared the flag girls to be the hottest girls in the Florida keys. The announcement drew a lot of whistles and catcalls from the audience who approved of the band's choice.
The sun had reached it's zenith and was dipping towards the gulf coast when the girls decided to take a late lunch. They headed towards Jamon's bar to order something to eat.
"God bless America," yelled an inebriated young man, saluting Rose's bikini as he passed.
"What can I get you?" asked Siobhan the female bartender as Dixie and Rose sat down at the bar.
"I'm sorry, but could Jamon wait on us," said Dixie.
Siobhan looked over at the tall Jamaican busy mixing drinks. "He's tied up, but I know your situation. I'll run you a tab and hand it over to the big man."
Dixie and Rose ordered some club sandwiches. They checked Siobhan out with a critical eye. The bartender was gorgeous, had long red hair and a body to rival either of the flag girls. Both Dixie and Rose decided they didn't like her, their womanly jealousies against female competition kicking in. Siobhan was wearing short shorts that showed off a great ass and her white tee shirt was tied up to show her tanned flat stomach.
Dixie read the word BLACK on the tee shirt. "What's your shirt say?" asked Dixie curious. Siobhan spread her shirt out above her large bosom. It read, BLACK OWNED. "What's that mean?" added Dixie.
"It means I only give my body to black men," said Siobhan making Rose gasp. "You two know the score. I'm sure each of you had those pussies stretched by some BBC last night." Rose gasped again. "I get sick of white boys hitting on me all weekend, so I always wear some BBC gear to give them the hint." Siobhan pointed down at her spade navel piercing.
Dixie noticed Rose glance at her out of the corner of her eye. "I don't think BBC mean British Broadcasting Corporation," said Rose.
Siobhan laughed. "No, it doesn't. It means your into black men and their big black cocks. I'll be back with your food."
Rose turned and looked directly at Dixie. "Holy shit!" she whispered.
"Holy shit indeed," said Dixie. "We walked around last night advertising we were black owned. Bastard," she added thinking about Gage and the grin on his face when he handed her the two tee shirts. Then Dixie laughed finding it funny. "Last night we were black owned."
"Yes," agree Rose, shivering.
Siobhan returned with their sandwiches. "Let me ask you something," said Dixie. "How did you become black owned?"
Siobhan nodded her head towards Jamon, still busy serving drinks. "Not much to look at is he? Still, he's a very masculine man, confident, self assured, arrogant. He doesn't ask, he tells and you find yourself wanting to obey. I've never met a man with more animal magnetism. I've worked here three years. I was happy, dating one of the charter boat captain and deeply in love with him. We hired Jamon a year ago and as soon as we were alone on that first day he looked down at me and said, "I'm going to fuck you.". I politely informed him that I was spoken for and that if he said anything like that again, I'd have him fired for sexual harassment. By the end of that day, Jamon was running the bar like he was the manager. On the second day, my pussy was getting wet when I worked around him. He kept brushing past me. I'd be bent over the bar and he'd come up behind me reaching up for a glass, pushing his monster cock against my ass. On the third day, we closed the bar together and he fucked me while my boyfriend sat drinking on his boat waiting for me to get off. And you know what?"
"What?" asked Dixie and Rose together, mesmerized by Siobhan's tale.
"I did get off. I got off a lot. I got off so many times I broke up with my boyfriend. I went home with Jamon thinking we were starting a relationship only to have him share me with his roommates. Two days later I was wearing the gear and got my navel pierced so I could display the queen of spades pin, Amir gave me. Jamon's cock makes you do things you never thought you would."
Dixie nodded. "Yes, it does," she agreed, thinking about kissing Rose earlier.
"Tonight my body belongs to Rasta With Meatballs. The lead singer..." Siobhan held her hands out about thirteen inches apart. Siobhan winked and went to wait on someone else.
"Some story," said Dixie to Rose as she took a bite of her sandwich. "Jamon broke her down in three days."
Rose snorted. "You broke down a minute after seeing Mark's cock."
Dixie felt her cheeks turning red. "You didn't last much longer."
Dixie and Rose finished their sandwiches, each a little angry at the other and embarrassed by their actions last night. Then they wandered down to the docks to stare at the colorful fish swimming around in the clear water. "There's another one checking us out," whispered Rose.
Dixie looked up from the water. Sure enough there was another black man checking them out. He had a shaved head and big arms folded across his chest. His skin was brown, but a dark brown. He was wearing a white tee shirt and white shorts. He was standing in the back of a boat several boats down from them, staring at the girls. He was standing right above the engine, the name of the boat spelled out underneath him. The boat was named, BIG ROD. "I bet it's true," giggled Dixie.
"What?"
"I bet the man matches the boat."
Rose read the boat's name and laughed. Their dark mood from talking to Siobhan earlier lightened up and they went back to dancing and partying.
*****************
Rose felt that Dixie was too drunk to drive back to the guy's condo, so they left their rental in the parking lot and went home with Mark and Gage. Jamon volunteered to bring their jeep back to the condo and catch a ride to Islamorada in the morning. They stopped off at a pizza restaurant and retuned with two large pizzas. The four of them returned to the condo, eating pizza for a late dinner, drinking beer and talking. The flag girls had been drinking and buzzed all day long and their buzz stayed with them. Neither had drank this much booze since college. The guys were a little drunk from their shift beers and these additional beers didn't help. All four were pretty drunk by the time Jamon got home. "I see I'm late for the party, mon" he said.
"You gotta lot of catching up to do," said Rose.
"Ja mon. There's a fasta way ta feel good, mon." Jamon pulled a fat joint out of his pocket. He sat down on the couch squeezing Dixie between Gage and him. Dixie had removed her bikini top, then put on the BBC ONLY tee shirt that barely covered her tits and left her belly bare. Rose's bikini top had been rubbing against her nipples so she slipped it off when they got home and pulled her longer I (HEART) BBC shirt on over her top, but the shirt was tight and displayed her breasts nicely through the material. Rose was sitting on a love seat next to Mark.
Jamon lit up the joint and passed it to Dixie. Dixie sniffed the marijuana and shook her head no. Gage took the joint and inhaled a deep hit. He handed it over to Rose who took it. "No thanks," she said, handing it over to Mark who took a hit. "I've never done drugs."
Jamon reached over and took the joint from Mark. "It's a religion to me, mon," he said, sucking a deep hit. He exhaled. "It brings me closer to God." He handed it back to Dixie.
This time Dixie took it. "What the hell? It's been almost seven years since I smoked a joint." Dixie inhaled, held it, and then slowly released it. She coughed once and turned red with embarrassment. "Good stuff."
The joint went around the living room a few more times. Dixie took another hit. "Really good stuff. You should try it Rosie."
Rose smelled the sweet smoke as it passed under her when Mark took the joint. "I couldn't. What would Jake say? He worked on anti-drug campaigns in college. He'd disapprove."
Dixie laughed and kept laughing making Rose frown at her. "Taking a hit off a joint," she choked still laughing, "would be the last thing he'd be disapproving of this weekend." Dixie laughed and the black men joined her. "Just take one hit. One more new thing to try this weekend. God I'm hungry. Is there any pizza left?"
Rose watched the joint go around. Dixie was right. In 24 hours, she'd had three different black men, sucked black cock, fucked black cock, been titty fucked by black cock, and been sodomized by black cock. She'd made out with her best friend and she'd had an orgasm while Dixie fingered her pussy and sucked her clit. Yeah, smoking some dope would be the least of Jake's concerns. "Let me try it?" she asked reaching out for the joint.
Rose had smoked a few cigarettes when she was younger. She closed her eyes. She put the joint in her mouth, inhaled and let her lungs fill with smoke before releasing it. She took another hit and smiled as the smoke escaped her lungs. She felt very relaxed when she opened her eyes. Then she had to rub her eyes, not believing what she was seeing. If pot made you hallucinate, she should never have taken that second hit or tried it in the first place. Dixie's head was bent up as she passionately kissed Jamon. Her shirt had been flipped up and Jamon was gently squeezing and kneading her breast and nipple. What made the hallucination so hard to believe was that Gage had leaned down and was sucking on Dixie's other breast.
Rose stared wide eyed at the scene. She wasn't hallucinating. Her married friend was letting two men fondle her.
Mark put out the joint before reaching over and cupping Rose's chin. He turned her head towards his and kissed her. Rose kissed him back. Mark grabbed the hem of her tee shirt and tugged it up. Rose lifted her arms over her head so that he could pull it off. He grabbed and squeezed her bare breasts before pushing her back so that he could lean down and suck one nipple into his mouth. Rose moaned and glanced back across the room at Dixie. Jamon was now standing and had yanked his pants down. Dixie was sucking the end of his giant black cock. Gage slowly stood up and started pulling his cock out. Rose frowned at what she was seeing. Granted it was sexy, but was her friend really about to take on two guys at once?
Rose fell back in the love seat as her ass lifted up from Mark's tugging on her panties. She glanced down at his crotch. He'd pulled his long cock out of his pants and was stroking it to full erection. She moaned with desire as he ran the fat head of his cock up and down her rapidly lubricating slit. She looked back over at Dixie. Her blonde friend was now sitting up on the couch with a black cock in each hand. Dixie was sucking the end of Gage's fat one while stroking Jamon's cock. Rose groaned as Mark's cock head pushed into her, but she continued staring at her friend. Dixie was now sucking Jamon's cock while stroking Gage. "Get down on the floor, slut," growled Jamon. "I wanna fuck that white pussy."
Mark was working the end of his cock around in her pussy to lube it up. Rose's body was responding to it, humping the end of his cock, wanting it deeper. However, Rose didn't want to see Dixie behaving like this. She didn't want them watching her either though the threesome seemed too engrossed in each other to care.



Still, it just didn't feel right doing this in the living room in front of each other. Rose placed the palms of her hands on Mark's chest and pushed. "Stop it! Not here."
"Why baby?" asked Mark, not really taking the hint and still working his cock around.
"I don't want them watching us. Lets go upstairs." Rose realized Dixie had watched her earlier, but her friends sluttiness was making her uncomfortable.
"Suit yourself," replied Mark, pulling his fully erect cock out of her pussy. He held his hand out and she took it. They headed up the condo's stairs. "Let's go to Jamon's room. It's got a nice big bed."
"Sorry about that," said Rose. "I didn't feel comfortable down there. I can't believe she's fooling around with two guys. I didn't know Dix was such a slut."
"Just think of the possibilities," said Mark as they passed the second floor and walked up to the third.
"No way," said Rose. "It's perverse."
He led her into Jamon's room. It did have a King sized bed with only a sheet on it and lot's of pillows. One wall had a poster of Bob Marley on it. A table beside the bed held an alarm clock, lamp, and a bong. Mark spun Rose around and pushed her down on the bed. "Get them legs open," he ordered.
Rose spread her legs wide as Mark kneeled between them and pushed his cock back inside her pussy.
****************
I'm so fucked up, thought Dixie, her head spinning she was so high. She was on all fours before the sofa. Jamon kneeled behind her and pushed his cock in her sopping wet pussy. She groaned. Dixie was looking down at the carpet as Jamon began working his mighty cock deeper and deeper into her pussy. She found herself staring at two large black feet. Dixie looked up Gage's feet and legs, to the fat eleven inch monster sticking out above her head. He slowly kneeled down and lined his cock up with her mouth. This is so fucked up, she thought, but it's kinky and I like it. I had them both last night and this morning so why not both at once?
The married white Southern belle soon found herself sucking Gage's huge cock down her throat while Jamon pounded her pussy hard from behind. At first she hadn't been able to concentrate on sucking Gage's cock and could only lick the tip, but each time Jamon's balls slapped against her thighs, it forced more of Gage's cock down her throat. At some point, she realized, Gage's balls were slapping her chin in rhythm to Jamon's testicles hitting her thighs.
She couldn't talk or moan. Dixie gurgled and choked around Gage's cock each time she came which was about three times at this point. She had a fourth larger orgasm when Jamon slammed his cock forward and held it still. Semen erupted from the end, flooding her unprotected womb with millions of sperm. He held it buried in her, his large cock jerking as it sent more of his seed into her unprotected womb.
Dixie heard a rumbling outside. But ignored it assuming it was thunder. Jamon had kept his cock in her, but was holding it still. She turned her attention to sucking Gage off. He aided her by holding her head and bucking his hips, shoving his cock head up and down her throat. She heard voices and a saw a motorcycle helmet being set down on the loveseat Rose and Mark had vacated.
"Would ya look at that slut," said a strange voice. "Room for one more?"
"Two more," said another voice.
"Nah, we got this one. Mark just took another whore upstairs. Go bother him," said Gage still thrusting.
Dixie wasn't too fond of all this whore and slut talk, but it was hard to speak out with a thick eleven inch black cock fucking one's throat. The fat cock head spasmed around her esophagus. Hot semen hosed the back of her throat. Gage pulled back until the head cleared her throat and the still spurting cock began filling her mouth with seed. She forgot all about the new arrivals as she gulped Gage's delicious sperm down her throat as fast as his cock could pump it.
****************
"CUMMING!" screamed Rose. It was the third one Mark had given her. He was kneeling between her legs, cupping her knees in his arms as he rammed his cock home. He had stopped fucking her and held his cock buried. Rose thought he was ready to blow, but instead he was looking over his shoulder. "What's wrong, lover," she purred, still high on marijuana and orgasms.
"Nothing," he said, turning his attention back to her. He pulled his cock out. "I want you to ride me."
"Gladly," said Rose, rolling over. Mark took her spot on his back and she grabbed his foot long shaft guiding it back into her pussy. She began bouncing in his lap. "Yeah, that's it. I'm gonna fuck that big black cock Mark. I'm gonna fuck it good."
"That's right, get into it slut. Work that tight white pussy. Fuck that black cock."
"Jesus! I'm gonna have another one," she moaned. Mark was grabbing her butt cheeks as she rode him. He squeezed them tighter pulling her down on his cock. Rose screamed. "YES!!! CUMMING!" Her pussy exploded around his cock. Her orgasm was huge. She slammed her pussy down hard on his shaft, wincing from the sudden pain. Confused, Rose ground her crotch into Mark's pleasure giving rod, but there was still some pain only the pain was coming from her ass. Her sphincter spread wide open as a cock head the size of a golf ball slowly slid inside her ass. The initial pain was gone. Now the added stimulation was triggering her massive orgasm to become massive multiple orgasms. "AAH! AAARGH!!! OHMYGOD!! Can't stop CCUUMMIINNGG!!" The new cock pushed deep into her ass. She was still cumming when both Mark and the stranger worked their cocks in and out of her pussy and ass. Rose wondered who it was. The size made her think of Jamon, but it didn't really matter. Mark had been right to tell her to think of the possibilities of having two black cocks. She reared back and massive black hands reached around to squeeze her breasts. She leaned her head back and kissed the black man fucking her ass. Then she fell forwards, mouth open as she screamed in pleasure and found a huge black cock slipping inside her mouth. Another black man was kneeling above Mark's head.
Less then an hour ago, she had been embarrassed at Dixie for taking two black cocks and now here she was one upping her best friend and she was feeling no regrets.
****************
Dixie slowly lowered herself over Gage's cock as he laid on the carpeted floor. No sooner had she taken the entire thing then she felt Jamon's cock head nudging her ass hole. She leaned forward and raised her ass up a little to aid him. She winced a little as her ass spread open for him. Jamon's big size was new to her back there. The two men wasted little time getting started. She sat up a little leaning over Gage so that he could buck his hips, thrusting his cock in and out of her stretched pussy. Jamon hovered over her, reaming her ass out with a good ten inches of cock. Dixie screamed and came all over Gage's cock when Gage leaned up and sucked one nipple between his lips.
"You loving dis, slut?" asked Jamon, gasping for breath as he fucked her ass hard.
"YES! I love it," moaned Dixie.
"What's better then one big black cock, mon?"
"Two... OH GOD! Two big black cocks. Gonna cum again. Fuck me. Fuck my pussy. Fuck my ass with you big nigger cocks. JEEZUS! CUMMING!
"Shit! So am I," growled Gage, taking his mouth off her tit. He thrust his cock deep and held it as his seed flooded Dixie's already saturated womb.
Feeling him cum inside her drove Dixie wild. Her orgasm lasted forever, each spurt of Gage's cock prolonging her pleasure. Dixie screamed in pleasure, "AAAH AH AH AAAHH AAAHHH!" Her moaning scream continuing as Gage kept cumming inside her. She was still cumming when she found herself pushed down on Gage as Jamon pushed his cock in hard and his sperm began filling her ass. "UUGGHH!" she cried, having what felt like an orgasm on top of her orgasm.
Dixie collapsed on Gage and closed her eyes. A smile of total satisfaction creasing her lips.
****************
Mark had been close to blowing before the two new guys showed up. He couldn't hold back any longer and Rose felt his hot seed filling her womb. She screamed as she came again and the man in her mouth, pushed his cock deeper down her throat. She fought from gagging and looked up at the stranger. The man was handsome, but brutish looking. Blue black tribal tattoos covered his arms and chest. He was very muscular, even more so then Gage. His hair was cut in a militant flat top style. He looked familiar, but she couldn't quite place him. Another thing she couldn't quite do was swallow his entire cock. His was the longest she'd seen yet. Maybe even a couple inches longer then Jamon's which put the new guy close to fourteen inches long and it was a thick as any of the others. It was like she was sucking on a baby's arm, but his cock was hot and hard, each beat of his pulse making it's veins throb with power.
The man fucking her ass came next. His cock felt strange in her ass. It felt as long as Gage's twelve incher, but her anal lover's cock seemed to stretch out her ass even more. After he came, he pulled out and walked around the side of the bed. His cock was still rampantly erect and she could immediately see why she had felt so stretched by it. His shaft was as thick as Gage's, but the head of his cock was a big knobby crown. It's was bigger then a golf ball, and bigger then all the other black cock's she'd seen. The cock head in her mouth had looked more serpentine shaped where this man's was a big ball on a hard shaft like a tootsie roll pop. The big ball finally started to dip as it lost it's steel and the hard shaft went from angling up, to sticking straight out from the man's beer gut, to angling down, and finally dangling down almost to the man's knees.
Rose looked up at the man's gut. He had a prodigious belly, but is arms were big and muscular. The man was older then she was by a good twenty years, maybe more. He looked down at her grinning. Rose's eyes widened in shock. She started to pull back, but the cock down her throat was suddenly spurting. She turned her attention to the black man she was blowing. She looked up at him as he pulled back so that his cock was spewing his semen into her mouth. She gulped it down, loving it's rich taste even as she continued to be shocked by who she was blowing. The gangsta looking thug grinned as he looked down at her. His hot seed filled her mouth four times before he started to pull back, but Rose wouldn't let him. She grabbed the fourteen inch monster cock, jerking her hand forwards, milking it for every last drop of his delicious seed. She didn't let him pull away until it was drained dry. When she finally released it and the spent cock plopped out of her mouth, she said accusingly, "You're the two men who robbed us."
"I don't know what you're talking about," said the tattooed body builder.
"Yeah, fuck you bitch," added the older fat one. "You and your racist friend. Just cause we're black, you assume we stole from you."
"What's going on?" asked Mark as Rose rolled off him.
"These are the men who robbed our jeep," said Rose, a little scared now.
"BULL SHIT!" shouted fat man.
"Nonsense Rose," said Mark. "There are our other roommates. The loud one is Amir and muscle boy over there is his son Deshawn. They just got back from Key West."
"They're the men who gave us a hard time when we got here," she said.
"That's part is true," admitted Deshawn, "But we didn't rob you. What's going on?"
"Someone slashed their tires and stole their luggage and money," explained Mark.
"So they offered to whore their bodies out to you and Gage for a place to stay," grunted Amir. "My kind of woman."
"No!" exclaimed Rose in horror and a little shame.
"No," said Mark. "We offered to let them stay. The whoring part is just a bonus."
"Mark!" Rose was horrified at what he was saying though she couldn't argue with his logic.
Amir grabbed his cock and tugged on it to make it hard again. "Roll over on your back bitch. I'm gonna fuck that white pussy now."
Rose Clark, white Southern belle, newly engaged to the love of her life, a loyal, faithful, Christian woman, stared in disgust at the obnoxious loud mouth, but found herself on her back, spreading her legs wide to receive his foot long black cock with it's fist sized crown. She'd been with five white men in her life up until this weekend. Two she'd blown and three she'd liked enough to make love to. Now in 24 hours, she'd doubled the number of men she'd been with. This man was a crude obnoxious disgusting jerk, but she found herself moaning as his huge cock entered her. Soon she was screaming, "Fuck me! Fuck me with that big black cock." And soon after that she experiencing the first of several large orgasms as Amir fucked her pussy with a brutish violent abandon. And soon after that, he left a huge deposit of cum in her pussy before walking away and Deshawn took his place, giving her more orgasms and leaving another deposit of seed in her overflowing pussy. She came three more times as Deshawn impaled her, her screams of pleasure muffled as Mark kneeled over her face and planted his big balls on her mouth.
The rest of the night became a blur. The three men took her many more times and at some point she awoke to see Jamon titty fucking her. She fell back asleep just as a big load of sperm fanned out over her head. She felt a man enter her pussy and heard Gage grunting. He gave her another orgasm and at that point it was too much for the young woman. Rose passed out fast asleep, satisfied, but exhausted.
****************
Dixie never made it to bed. She awoke around dawn, sleeping nude on the living room couch, still covered in flakes of dried sperm. She made her weary way to the next floor and stepped into the shower, scrubbing hard to remove the white mess that covered her body. All the clothes that she currently possessed in the world, she'd left downstairs by the couch. Still a little wet, she wrapped a towel around her body and walked back down to the living room. She'd just grabbed her clothes and turned around when she saw Deshawn coming down the stairs towards her. He was nude and magnificently so, for his muscular heavyweight's body with his giant cock dangling down to his knees made him look like male perfection incarnate even despite the militant haircut and tribal tattoos giving him a thuggish appearance. "I'm Deshawn. I see you cleaned up for me," he said, cock rising.
"Dixie," she replied. Dixie saw his colossal cock growing, fattening, and slowly rising to it's full fourteen inches. She immediately let her towel fall to the floor as she stared at it. "How do you want me?" she asked.
Deshawn smirked. "Ride me." He laid down on the carpet and held his dick up.
Dixie obeyed, straddling his large torso and lowering herself until she felt his cock head press against her pussy. She left herself drop a little, gasping as his huge tool shot several inches into her pussy. She slowly raised and lowered herself, feeling his cock working deeper and deeper, pushing against her cervix, entering her womb until it was giving her what only a big black cock can give a woman. "UNNGH! It's so good Deshawn," she moaned. "You have the biggest blackest nigger cock in the world."
"Don't you forget it," he replied slapping her ass with the palm of his hand hard enough to leave a red mark.
"Open her ass up Shawn," said a voice behind her.
Dixie looked over her shoulder to see an older black man with a big gut walking up. He was also nude. He was reaching around his big belly and shaking his hardening cock which resembled a medieval mace or morning star with it's big knobby head. Deshawn had been squeezing her tits, but when Amir came up, he released them and grabbed her ass cheeks instead. "Here you go, pop," said Deshawn.
"Pop?" asked Dixie.
"He's my dad."
"And a proud father at that," laughed Amir, spitting in his hand and rubbing the saliva around his ball shaped cock head. It didn't take long before the huge head was pushing against her sphincter.
"OW! OW! OW!" cried Dixie as her rectum was stretched wider then it had ever been before from Amir's big cock head. Soon it pushed into her and she relaxed a bit. After a few minutes getting used to the big cocks in her, father and son began working their penises in and out of her and it didn't take long for her to start cumming again.
Dixie was still in a state of orgasmic bliss, but thought she heard someone moving around in the kitchen.
A few minutes later Mark sat down on the couch across from them. He was dressed in his lifeguard shorts and a white tee shirt. He had a bowl of cereal in his hands. He spooned up some cereal and watched the threesome on the floor in front of him.
"This is one hot bitch," growled Amir. "Her ass is so tight it's fucking milking the spunk out of my cock. I hate the racist tramp stamp on this whore's back, though."
"I shot my cum all over it, Amir," said Mark matter-of-factly while chewing some cereal. "Covered it right up." Some milk dribbled over his lip as he spoke.
"HAHAHAHA," laughed Amir. "I think I'll do that too."
Dixie grunted as both black men picked up speed, fucking her harder. She heard more noises in the kitchen.
Mark looked up from his cereal. "Hey Rosie, whatcha doin?"
"Looking for something to eat," came Rose's voice from the kitchen. "I'm starving."
"I'll give you something to eat. A nice thick protein shake." Mark stood and yanked his red shorts down. His cock sprang right up, hard from watching the threesome on the floor. "Get over here and give me a blow job for the road."
Dixie glanced over and saw Rose appear dressed in her USA flag bikini. Her best friend kneeled and willingly took Mark's cock between her lips. Soon she was sucking it with gusto and Mark arrogantly returned to eating his cereal.
"Shit! Here it cums," shouted Amir. Dixie could feel her rectum stretch and swore that his big cock head must have popped. A gusher of semen exploded from the head and was still ejaculating as he quickly pulled it from her ass. Hot sperm fell down on her back and then a large wad splattered all over the small of her back and several more jets of Amir's seed shot out to strike her tattoo. "HAHA! Covered it right up. Drowned that Southern pride in a sea of black cum. Ha ha ha."
"I wanna cum on her tattoo," grunted Deshawn. "Roll over." He pulled Dixie down on his body and rolled them over so that his muscular weight was smothering her. He sat up, kneeling between her spread legs, still fucking her, but his rhythm was off. Dixie sensed he was about to cum. "I'm gonna yank it out and I want you to get on all fours," he told her. Deshawn glared down at his cock still working her pussy and then at her flat sexy belly. "HA! I've got a better idea. Just stay where you are." He jammed his cock forward, his first strong spray of ejaculate filling her womb. The resulting orgasm had Dixie writhing with pleasure on the carpet. Another wad prolonged her orgasm, but by then he was rapidly pulling it out. His fourteen inch cock was so long, that as it sprang free of her pussy, the next wad struck her chest and breasts. Deshawn inched back and aimed his cock at her stomach. Sperm splattered her entire belly. Thick globs of it struck her ribs beneath her DD chest and the area above her navel. Dixie's orgasm was just subsiding when she was able to lean up and look down her body. The top of her belly was covered in Deshawn's thick white pudding. It was slowly sliding down towards her belly button and her confederate flag pin. "Going," he grunted as the first thick wad slid over her pin. "Going," he said as her belly button filled up with his semen. The stars and bars were barely visible through the thick white fluid now. Dixie sucked her flat stomach in to make a depression. More sperm slid towards her navel creating a pool of white semen on her stomach. "Gone," he said as her flag pin disappeared beneath his seed.



Dixie looked over at Rose. Rose was scooping Mark's cum off her chin and sliding it into her mouth, but staring with fascination at all the sperm on Dixie's belly. Dixie looked down at her belly. She was still holding her stomach in. "Dammit! For the last time, it's not a symbol of racism."
"That flag flew over the army fighting to keep my ancestors as slaves," said Deshawn.
"The war between the states was not about slavery," sighed Dixie. "It was about state's rights."
"Leave her alone," said Amir as Deshawn was about to answer her. "We may disagree, but at least we can respect her heritage. Rose, why don't you clean up that mess on Dixie's belly for her."
"Thank you," said Dixie, satisfied.
"Rose sat up on her knees beside Dixie. "Where do you keep the paper towels?"
"Why would you want paper towels?" asked Amir.
"To clean the stuff off Dix," answered Rose, perplexed.
"Why do you want paper towels when you can use your mouth?" said Amir.
Deshawn put his hand on Rose's shoulder and pulled her forwards until she fell over Dixie, her face just inches over Dixie's flat tanned belly covered in wet sticky sperm. "You heard pop, lap it up."
At this point, nothing should have shocked either Dixie or Rose anymore, but Dixie was still surprised as she looked down and saw Rose's tongue flick out to lap up a big wad of white sperm that was sliding down Dixie's rib cage. Then Rose's tongue really got to work, lapping up sticky wet sperm trails, wads of liquefying semen. There's was so much semen pooled in her belly, that Rose basically kissed her belly button and sucked sperm up between her lips. Then her tongue went to work licking and cleaning off Dixie's confederate flag pin. Her lips and tongue moved under Dixie's navel kissing and licking off all the semen covering Dixie's abdomen between her belly button and the top of her blonde pubic hair. Rose sat back up and licked her lips.
"How'd it taste?" asked Deshawn.
"Good," said Rose. "it was cold and I think I like it better hot, but it was still good." Rose pointed at Dixie's belly, now wet and glistening, but devoid of any trace of Deshawn's seed. . "Look Dix, all clean." Dixie's CSA pin glimmered in her navel.
"I still think it's racist," said Amir.
****************
The flag girls rode in silence for a good half hour before Dixie finally spoke up. "This weekend has been different."
Rose looked over at her former college roommate, blonde hair flowing behind Dixie as she drive the replacement jeep. She stared at Dixie who had a dead serious expression on her face. Suddenly Rose guffawed a loud laugh. Dixie's serious expression cracked and she joined her friend in laughing about their situation. "Different does not began to describe it, Dix," said Rose.
"Well, just one more night and we can collect our money as soon as the banks open tomorrow."
"Then we're going home?" asked Rose.
"Hell no! We here for some fun in the sun and to party until next Friday, girlfriend."
"So off to Key West tomorrow?"
Dixie looked serious for a moment. "If that's what you want."
"Just one more night with these guys and we can go finish our vacation. No telling what they have planned for us tonight."
Dixie's stared ahead at the road, a smile slowly creasing her lips. "No telling what they might do to us," she whispered. The road sign ahead showed Islamorada was just two miles ahead. A short time later, Dixie pulled the jeep into the parking lot. It was full of cars from weekend partiers.
The rest of the day went the same as any other day on Islamorada. Two drop dead gorgeous women with bodies to make a stripper jealous walking around a party spot in skimpy flag bikinis were very popular and got a lot of attention. Men kept drinks in their hands. They only visited Jamon when they got hungry for lunch. The rest of the day was spent dancing to Rasta With Meatballs, sunning themselves, swimming in the pools, wading out into the ocean or drinking with many new male friends. When Gage and Mark got off, the girls joined them for shift beers and drank at the bar for an hour. By the time the guys were ready to go home, the flag girls were so drunk, that Gage decided to drive them back in Dixie's rental jeep.
Dixie and Rose went upstairs to use the shower. They chatted, still nervous about what tonight might bring. Rose waited and watched Dixie wash and shower the suntan lotion off her body before switching and Rose started doing the same to her body while Dixie dried herself off.
"I do declare, Miss Clark, but you are starting to get a tan," said Dixie, drying her hair with the towel.
Rose was rubbing a bar of soap over her breasts. She looked down and was pleased to see that the area around her nipples was a lot paler then the rest of her skin. She burned easily and had to protect her skin heavily with sun block, but Rose always felt she looked good with a tan, she just never spent enough time in the sun to get one. "I think you're right," she replied and looked over at Dixie's nude body as Dix wrapped the towel around her head. Dixie was so tan, she could have been mistaken for a California surfer girl. The cup marks around her nipples were a lot paler then the rest of her body. "A long way to catch up with you though. At the rate you're going, you'll be as dark as our hosts."
The two women shared a laugh together. They pulled their bikinis back on and their BBC shirts on over them. Both were getting a little sick of wearing the same thing everyday. Then they went downstairs to find that Mark had gotten home with Chinese takeout.
***************
Dixie drained her beer. They'd finished their Chinese food and had spent the next few hours sitting around, drinking some more, and Gage had even lit up another joint. Both girls had readily agreed to smoke this time, hoping it might loosen them up. Dixie was nervous about what the guys might do to them tonight. She wasn't as nervous as Rose. The last two nights had been amazing. She was ready to take on all five roommates if she had to. Anything to cum like that again. Dixie hadn't really known what she had been missing out on sexually until Friday night. She felt a little guilty for cheating on Billy Ray, but there was also a little bit of resentment growing within her. If she'd known what a black cock was capable of ten years ago, well...
Dixie was laying on the couch. Her feet were in Mark's lap. He was gently massaging them and she was mewling contently. Rose was across from them. She was a little more uptight then Dixie. Rose was sitting on the opposite side of the couch as far from Gage as she could. Dixie knew Rose better then anyone else. Rose wanted it again as badly as she did, Rose just couldn't admit that she was as hot for black cock as Dixie was. Plus, Rose was newly engaged, flush with love for her fiancé and thoughts of their future life together as husband and wife and some day as new parents. Dixie had been the same way when she was engaged.
"Getting late," said Gage.
"When's Jamon getting home?" asked Dixie.
"Sunday night he stays over at Siobhan's," said Mark.
"Shawn and Amir are in Miami. They usually try to score at an all night club. They'll be home if they don't get laid, but seeing as how most of the black bitches in Miami are whores, we won't see them until tomorrow afternoon."
"Sorry to disappoint you," said Mark, "but it looks like just the four of us."
Dixie sat up. "I'm not disappointed," she said, a little disappointed. She half wished Rose would pass out and she could have both black cocks to herself. After last night, Dixie had decided that the only thing better then one giant black cock was two. Dixie stood up and stretched. "Well I'm beat. Which way to my and Rose's room? Are we sleeping in Amir and Deshawns' room?"
Mark stood up and took her hand. "I'll show you where you're sleeping."
Gage stood up next and reached out for Rose. Rose hesitated for a second, but took the proffered hand and stood up beside Gage. They followed Dixie and Mark up the stairs to the second floor. "Well goodnight Mark," said Dixie. "Come on Rose, we're one more flight up. Goodnight Gage. We'll see you two guys in the morning," she said, grinning.
"Come here you," said Mark pulling Dixie towards him. His strong arms lifted her up and threw her over his shoulders. Dixie waved at Rose as Mark carried her into his bedroom. She squealed in delight when Mark smacked her ass playfully.
Mark closed his door and carried Dixie over to his bed, roughly throwing her onto the mattress. Dixie watched him briefly turn his back on her as he set an alarm clock on a nearby bureau and she laughed at the expression on his face when he turned around. She had rapidly pulled the tee shirt over her head and untied the strings on her bikini. His dark eyes roamed her body. "Get over here," said Dixie sitting up. Mark stepped up to her. Dixie reached out, grabbed the hem of his lifeguard shorts and roughly tugged them down. His big black cock sprang free, swollen and rising to attention. "Gimme that big black cock," said Dixie, taking his shaft and pulling the big cock head towards her mouth. She sucked on the flat flared head of his cock before bobbing her head rapidly over a third of his foot long shaft. Dixie paused to breathe and looked up at him while stroking his cock. "I can't wait to get this big nigger cock in my pussy again." She took him back in her mouth, moaning as she sucked the head, but Mark placed his palm on her forehead and pushed her back off his shaft. Dixie fell back on the bed before sitting back up. "What's wrong?" she asked.
Mark leaned down and took her hands, pulling her to her feet. His strong black hand rested on her hip and then slid up over her ribs and hefted her full breast. Mark squeezed it and gently pinched her nipple. His other hand slid around to her back, pulling her body into his embrace. His black lips pressed down hard on her pink ones, their tongues dueling, slipping first into her mouth and then into his. He broke the passionate kiss on her lips, but kissed his way over her cheek, down to her neck and then up under her ear. "None of that black cock white pussy nigger shit tonight," he whispered. "Tonight, we're just a man and a woman, joining together to enjoy each other's bodies."
This wasn't what Dixie had expected, but she nodded her head eagerly. She grabbed the hem of his white tee shirt and he stepped back so that she could lift it over his head while he used his leg to push his shorts the rest of the way down and off his feet. Mark then took her in his arms and kissed her again.
Dixie found herself lost in his embrace and the kiss. Billy Ray wasn't a weakling, but Mark was younger, stronger, more forceful and passionate. Dixie found herself falling on the bed. Mark followed her down as she scooted back. He kept kissing her on the lips as they adjusted themselves on the bed. He briefly hunched over her and sucked one engorged pink nipple into his mouth while his big cock head rubbed and poked against her wet slit.
Mark finally released her nipple, giving it a little bite as he held himself up and over her body. Dixie spread her legs wider as he moved his hips and his fat cock head slipped inside her pussy. "You're so beautiful," he told her, his cock pushing in deeper. Dixie moaned in awe of what Mark's cock was doing to her. "Your pussy feels so good around my cock, Dixie. I wish I could take you every night." He buried his cock in her, the head pushing it's way into her womb.
"Oooh Mark," she moaned as he completely filled her once again. "I wish you could too," she said meaning it. Guilt began to flood back. She'd expected to be fucked hard again tonight probably by two or more dominant black men. Instead, she was being made love too and it felt more like a betrayal of her marital vows then being fucked like a slut. Worse, her body was responding to Mark's slow thrusts. Her hips rose to meet each thrust of his cock. It didn't take long before her entire body trembled underneath him as she had a large orgasm. Mark arched his back, leaned down and kissed her again as she came.
He worked his cock in and out of her pussy slowly for a good ten minutes inducing two more orgasms. Finally he pulled his foot long shaft free and motioned for her to roll over. Dixie got on all fours a little relieved. Fucking doggy style was more impersonal then being made love to in the missionary position. It wasn't as impersonal as she would have thought. Mark pulled her up and back until she was leaning into him. His large black hands squeezed her breasts while she turned her head and kissed him again. His cock never stopped slowly working it's way in and out of her well fucked pussy. They were like that when he finally came. The control Mark showed was impressive. Dixie noticed him squeezing her tit's a little harder then he had, but otherwise she hadn't even known he was close. He continued thrusting his cock as he came. His sperm struck her womb, triggering one of those big orgasms that only a black lover buried deep could bring. Her orgasm lasted with each spurt of his cock. Mark and Dixie never broke their kiss until his cock grew limp and slowly slipped out of her.
They used the bathroom to clean up and Dixie found herself drifting off to sleep in Mark's embrace. She awoke several hours later, feeling his big stiff erection poking her back, the shaft pressed hard against her ass cheeks. Dixie slipped out of his arms and rolled the sleeping black man onto his back. She crawled down between his legs and began sucking his huge cock. She gave him the slowest, most loving blow job of her life and she was fully convinced he slept through half of it. She managed to deep throat the entire shaft, looking up at him as her nose pushed into his pubes, but still he slept. She bobbed her head slowly, sometimes taking him all, sometimes just sucking half, and sometimes, just letting her tongue tease around the head and pee slit. He began to come out of his slumber. His hips started an imperceptible bucking each time she took his shaft deep. Mark moaned and stretched. She knew he was awake when his hands came down to rub her blonde hair. It wasn't long after that when his cock started swelling. His hips bucked harder and sperm began filling her belly, his cock throbbing down her throat as it pumped one of it's large loads of spunk that those big balls of his produced. Dixie pulled back, letting her mouth fill with his seed twice, swallowing each time. She couldn't figure out why or how a man's cum could taste so good, but it did. She deep throated him, squeezed her lips tightly around his shaft and slowly sucked up, milking the thick slab of dark meat for every last drop of his semen. Mark's seed leaked from the shaft to roll across her tongue again until his cock sprang free of her lips and she swallowed the last little bit. She swallowed it all except for a small bit on her chin. She licked it up and crawled back into the arms of the black giant already asleep again.
At dawn, Dixie found herself being lifted onto Mark's body. She slowly came awake as she reared back, letting her pussy slide up and down his hard shaft as it lay like a fallen redwood on his stomach. She slid back and then squatted as Mark held his cock up and she lowered herself onto his cock once again. She came so hard, so quickly that her legs collapsed and Mark's cock shot straight through into her womb.
Mark's hands came up to squeeze her breasts as she rode him. "I wish you didn't have to leave," he told her.
"Me too, lover," replied Dixie leaning down to kiss him.
He grabbed her ribs to hold her in place and kissed her passionately while thrusting his cock up harder into her pussy then he had last night. He pushed back and took one of the nipples dangling before his face into his mouth. "Stay then," he whispered under her breast. "You mentioned not going home until Friday. Stay all week." He flickered her stiff nipple with his tongue.
"I'd love too," Dixie moaned, cumming as she thought about spending a week with this man. "But I can't."
"Why not?"
"Rose won't go for it. She probably want's to, but...OH GOD I LOVE YOUR COCK! She want's to go down to Key West."
"Ask her." Mark grabbed her waist and started bucking his hips hard.
"OH! Alright, I'll ask, but she won't go for it. Oh god! That's it, stud. Fuck me. Fuck me." Dixie rammed her pussy down into his thrusting cock. She had several more orgasms. "FUCK ME!" she screamed, hoping this wouldn't be the last time.
"Cumming," Mark groaned, thrusting up and feeling his balls began to drain.
"CUMMMIINNGG!" screamed Dixie as she had a huge orgasm, but then every time one of these black men came inside her, she had a large orgasm.
***************
"Oh gaawwdd," moaned Rose, drawing it out and leaning back into Gage as he kissed her neck.
He pushed her away long enough to pull the BBC shirt over her head. Then he pulled her back into his arms. He kissed her neck again, moving his lips down to her shoulders and then to the back of her neck. He took the string of her bikini top and bit it between his teeth. He pulled back, the string unraveling. When he released it from his lips, the string slid down her shoulder blades and the USA flag unfurled to dangle under her breasts. He reached around her back and squeezed her heavy bosom while stooping to bite the string on her lower back. When he released that one, the bikini top fell to the floor of his room. Gage stood back up, kissing her neck and then ear. "I see you're starting to get a tan," he whispered.
Rose moaned and looked at their reflection in the long mirror. She suddenly realized that she had never seen anything more erotic. She was facing the mirror clad only in her little flag panties. A huge black man stood behind her. His big hands reaching around to cover her large breasts, her big pink nipples sticking out between his fingers. "Funny," she purred. "It looks like my breasts are darker then the rest of me."
Gage laughed. One hand left her breast and slid down her ribs, stomach, abdomen, and then it slipped under her panties. Rose watched it in the mirror. She moaned louder this time as one beefy finger found her soaked slit and teased the opening to her pussy. "I see you're good and wet for me," whispered Gage, pushing his finger in deep.
"Aaahhh!" cried Rose as she trembled from a small, but satisfying orgasm. Still she wanted more. "Oh god, hurry up and fuck me," she told him.
"Not tonight," he whispered back. Gage continued to finger her as he stooped again, kissing his way down her back.
"Wwhhyy?" she asked, humping his finger. Rose had been relieved when Gage had taken her to his room. As sexually satisfying as her simultaneous encounter with three black men had been. That kind of debauchery was not for her. Giving herself to one man was enough of a slutty act. One final act of cheating on her fiancé and her oats would be sown. She could go on to her new life as a wife and future mother even if her sex life would be bland and unrewarding after this weekend. Gage didn't answer her question. She watched him take the strings on the side of her bikini into his mouth, pull them untied, and then her panties were falling to the floor. One black hand covered her pubic mound, the middle finger missing as it slowly moved around in her pussy.
Gage stood again, his free hand slipping between her thighs and slapping them until she parted her legs. Rose moaned in protest as he removed his finger, but her moan turned to a squeal of delight when Gage stooped again and guided his cock inside her. It must have been hard on his back. Gage pushed her down until she was bent forward and pulled her back into his cock. Rose stared at her face in the mirror. Her expression lit up with pleasure each time he pushed his cock deep. She'd never known sex could feel this good. He fucked her slowly from behind for a good ten minutes before tiring of the position.



Gage pulled out and pushed her towards the bed. She climbed on the bed and laid down on her back, opening her legs for him. She stared at his fat eleven inch cock, swollen and engorged, wet her juices as he lined it back up with her pussy. "Oh, fuck meee," she purred as his cock slipped inside. Gage said nothing as he leaned his strong dark body over her, his weight pressing down, enveloping her, possessing her as his cock slipped it's full length inside her. Rose trembled from another small orgasm. His cock was slowly fucking her as he hunched his back and kissed her deeply on the lips, tongues teasing each other. He broke the kiss as Rose gasped from another orgasm. She dug her fingers into his back. The slow pace of his fucking was driving her crazy. "You feel so good in me, Gage," she moaned. "Hurry up and fuck me. Hard, give it to me hard."
"No," said Gage. "You're so soft, so beautiful. I want this to last. I want to be in you all night."
Oh no, she thought. Not like this. Rose opened her eyes in fear. "Please Gage. Not like this. Fuck me. Give my white pussy that big black nigger cock."
Gage snorted. The words seemed strange coming from Rose's mouth and she probably agreed. "I bet that's something you never thought you'd say," he grunted.
"No, but it's true. You're fucking me like my fiancé. I need your big cock fucking me hard." Rose's body was writhing in pleasure beneath him. She was humping up into the slow thrusts of his cock. She needed him to fuck her hard and treat her like a slut, but the need was psychological not physical. "Please," she begged.
"Oh Rose, you're so beautiful, so special. What an amazing woman you are. I love being in you."
"Please," she begged again. "Please fuck me you bastard." He nails were digging deep into his back now. Her body was starting to tremble. She was going to cum and cum big. Still Gage wouldn't fuck her, he was making love to her. He was treating her like Jake would treat her only Gage was better at it. Gage's big cock went twice as deep and stretched her three times as much as her fiancé's smaller penis. Scary emotions flooded Rose's brain. Her feelings towards Gage were growing to match the feeling she had towards Jake. "Stop," she pleaded one last time.
"I can't stop. You feel so good Rose... Ungh.... I think I love... you're so tight... I think I love y... gonna cum soon... I love... can't hold back... I love y...
"I LOVE YOU TOO!" she screamed as the pending orgasm began to break.
"I think I love your white pussy," Gage concluded. The first powerful spurt of cum hosed inside her womb.
NO!!!! she screamed silently in her head. The orgasm exploded from her body. NO!!! Rose couldn't stop cumming. Her body was literally leaping up into his spurting cock. Her pussy was contracting inwards, squeezing his shaft, milking every last drop of his seed inside her. NO!! He arched his back again and they kissed passionately as he continued to cum and her orgasm never slowed until his cock finally quit jerking. YES!!! Her brain screamed as she came down from the most powerful orgasm of her life.
Her amazing lover wasn't done with her either. He kept his cock buried, grabbing her and rolling over onto his back. Rose sat up, grinding her satisfied pussy into his spent cock. She could feel his pulse inside her pussy as his cock slowly came back to life. She rode him then, confused by her emotions. Gage had been the first black man to take her and the first to break her. In the future, she and Dixie would discuss the moment that they became true sluts for big black cock. At first Dixie would say that for her it was the moment Mark stepped out of the shower and she saw his big black cock. Rose shook her head and replied, "For me it was the first time I was made love to by a black man, that Sunday night with Gage. Dixie nodded. "You're right," she replied. "It was that Sunday night with Mark that turned me." It was the Sunday night that turned both of the Flag girls, but neither was quite ready to admit it.
Rose came several more times as she rode him and he came about twenty minutes later. She had another big orgasm when he came. It exhausted her so much, that she collapsed on the hard black body beneath her and fell straight to sleep. Rose awoke some hours later. Gage was still inside her, but his limp cock only penetrated half way. She slowly rose off him, their conjoined crotches a sticky gooey mess. His big testicles produced so much cum that one load had nowhere to go after filling her womb, but two loads left a wet puddle on their crotches and bed. Rose slipped into the bathroom, showered, and cleaned herself as best she could. She crawled into bed forty minutes later and snuggled up into her lover's arms. She quickly fell back into a contented sleep.
She awoke at dawn and reached down to fondle Gage's mighty black cock. It hardened at her touch. Her pussy wanted it, but she felt a little sore, so instead, she slipped her body down the bed and took him in her mouth. Rose proceeded to give him the best blowjob she could give a man, licking and teasing every inch of cock meat before slowly sucking it deep down her throat. Her reward came twenty minutes later when his big cock hardened and blew it's load straight into her stomach. She pulled back letting him fill her mouth not understanding how a man's seed could taste so good. She loved every last drop of his hot sperm. She wanted more after his cock finally went limp. She wanted to taste it every day if she could.
Her pussy was still sore, but she wanted him inside her. "I want you again," she told him, taking his limp cock back in her mouth.
"Girl after that blow job I think my cock needs some time to rest," groaned the big black man.
"I want you in me, one last time," she said, but her ministrations weren't working.
"Last night doesn't need to be the last time Rose. You can stay with us all week if you'd like."
Rose gave one last suck on his cock before giving up. "I'd get this cock all week," she moaned, fondling his shaft. Even limp and spent, Gage's cock was two or three inches longer then Jake's. "I'd like that." Rose squealed with delight. His cock had just extended another inch and plumped up some. "I don't think Dixie would go for it. She's not on the pill and already she's risked a lot this weekend. My god, what a stud you are," she told him, now stroking his fully hard cock.
"Get on all fours," he ordered.
Rose felt Gage enter her from behind. His cock slipped deep. She needed no foreplay with him. Her pussy was wet and ready to receive his cock. "OH Gage, I want your black cock deep inside me again," she begged.
"You got it. Talk to Dixie. I want you to stay here all week."
"YES!! OH GAGE! I want that too. I'll talk to her. I want to fuck you all week long." Tears rolled down her eyes, the joy of spending the rest of the week with Gage making her cry and she was about to cum again.
"Not just me, Rosie. You'll have to fuck the rest of them too. For the rest of the week, you'd be a true slut for black cock."
"Anything," she screamed as she came. "Anything for you Gage," she moaned as she came down from her orgasm.
******************
Rose waited in the jeep outside the bank and felt relief flood through her when Dixie walked out waving an envelope full of money. Customers and passersby stared, not used to seeing a woman in a confederate flag bikini inside a bank. In fact, the tellers had given her a hard time about her lack of clothing until she explained her situation. She had thought the BBC ONLY half shirt would have been a worse thing to wear inside then just the bikini. "Got it. I'm starved. Lets go get breakfast," said Dixie.
They got more stares at the closest diner they found, but this was a beach area and women in bikinis were very common. They ordered a hearty breakfast of eggs, bacon, toast, and some fresh fruit. They gobbled it down ravenously, happy they had their own money to pay for their food and were no longer dependent on their new black friends.
"So ready to go to Key West?" asked Rose, cautiously feeling Dixie out.
Dixie hesitated and finished chewing a strip of bacon. "Ready if you are?" she replied, not committing.
"Lets get going then," said Rose, cleaning off her plate. "It's what, a two hour drive?"
"Just about."
"If we see a department store, we'll stop and buy some clothes."
"Sounds good," said Dixie. "So we haven't talked about it, but how was your night?"
"Pretty amazing. Yours?"
"The best of my life. It was good for Mark too. He asked me to stay the rest of the week."
Rose nodded, rising up from the table as Dixie laid down money for the bill. "Gage asked me to stay too."
"Of course they did. We're the hottest bitches in the Keys right now. Look around you, all these men want us to stay with them."
Rose looked around. They were indeed the subject of lustful stares from every man nearby. They left the diner and continued to get stares from every man in every car that drove past them or passed them on the sidewalk. "Hell, girlfriend, we're the hottest bitches in South Florida."
"The entire state of Florida."
"The East Coast."
"Fuck that. The flag girls are the hottest bitches in the whole damn country, planet, and universe." Dixie held out her fist for Rose as they neared the rental jeep.
"Flag girls rule," said Rose, fist bumping her best friend. "Lets roll."
They climbed in the jeep and aimed it South for Key West. They were silent for a half hour. Dixie finally spoke as they passed a sign for Islamorada. "You know, now that we got money," she said. "I wouldn't mind stopping off and swimming with the dolphins."
"Me too," replied Rose. "I'd love that and maybe we could go have a drink and say goodbye to the guys?"
"That's a great idea."
Weekdays were a lot slower in the Keys then a weekend. Rose and Dixie had no problem getting a space for a dolphin swim at the nearby Theater of The Sea. Feeding and swimming with dolphins actually turned out to be a bit of a distraction from their weekend of interracial debauchery.
They were still wet from their dolphin swim as they strolled over to the resort right next door. "We'll need to stretch out our money," said Dixie. "We don't have credit cards and the last time I stayed in Key West the rooms were really expensive."
"We should stay closer to here."
Dixie shook her head. "Just as expensive up here too. You won't find a cheap room until you're North of Miami."
"Maybe we should take the guys up on their offer," said Rose, nervously. She put it out there, wondering how Dixie would react.
Dixie froze. She turned to face Rose. "Oh god Rosie, I want to stay with them. Do you? Please tell me you want that too?"
"Oh Dix, I do," cried Rose, pulling Dixie into her embrace. Some guy walking by whistled at the two bikini clad girls hugging. "But what about you? You might get pregnant."
Dixie shrugged still hugging her friend. "It's too late to worry about that. I was right between cycles when I picked you up to start our vacation. If anything I'm already pregnant. Hopefully, it's Billy Ray's. We tried several times before I left home."
"I'm worried about you Dix," said Rose. "These black cocks sure seem like better baby delivery vehicles then Jake or Billy Ray."
"You got that right," said Dixie laughing. "Don't worry about me. What's done is done and I'm all about the fun."
"This place sure is different on a Monday," said Rose, looking around. Indeed, the place was almost empty. Every bar was closed, but one and Siobhan was working it with only one guy sitting on a stool. They could see Mark guarding the pool, but he had no swimmers and only a good looking young couple sunbathing. The band wasn't playing and the stage was empty. Out in the water no boats were pulled up on the sandbar partying, but there were a few sailboats and fishing vessels out on the water.
"Lame," said Dixie. "Maybe we should just go on to Key West." She looked over at Rose who was staring at her in surprise. "But we'll come back here to spend our nights." Dixie winked.
"Lets see if Gage is in security," said Rose, a smile growing from ear to ear. She frowned. She used to smile like that each time she'd see Jake when they had first started dating. She shrugged it off, hoping she could get her emotions under control by Friday when they had to head home to their men. They arrived at the security door and Rose knocked.
"Come on in Rose and Dix," yelled Gage's voice.
Rose opened the door. The damn smile returning when she saw Gage sitting at his desk. "How did you know it was us? Are you really so cocky that you knew we'd be coming to see you? I bet you think we're here to take you up on your offer to stay the week too?"
"Aren't you?" replied Gage with a cocky grin. "And I've been watching you approach since you left the dolphin swim." He gestured with his head over to the security monitors.
Rose looked over, embarrassed to realize not only that Gage knew it was them because of the cameras, but also to see Amir and Deshawn standing in the room.
"So is Gage right?" asked Amir. "You two want to stay the week?"
"Yes, we talked it over and thought it might save us some money."
"BULL SHIT!" roared Amir.
"Shut up," Gage told him.
"What pop means," interrupted Deshawn, "Is that you're staying in hopes of getting some more black cock."
"That's not it at all," said Rose, looking for help toward Gage.
"Admit it," said Amir.
"Rose, is this true?" asked Gage, calmly. "How about you Dix?"
"Yeah, it's true," said Dixie, shamelessly.
"Rose?" asked Gage again.
"It's true," said Rose, looking down at her feet.
"Good," said Gage, sitting back in his chair. "Now I share everything with my roommates. If you stay with us, you're going to live the lifestyle."
"What lifestyle?" asked Dixie confused.
"The lifestyle of a slut for big black cock. We make the rules and you obey. Your bodies belong to the black man."
"Yeah, we take any hole we want," said Amir. "Whenever we want."
"That's right," added Shawn. "Rule one is no clothes in the apartment unless we tell you to. You come in that door and you strip naked."
"I don't want them leaking all over the carpet," said Gage. "You may wear panties when your pussies are full. Still interested?"
Rose was a little horrified, but Dixie said, "Yes." What were they getting themselves into?
"You've got nothing to be afraid of," said Gage reassuringly. "You are to serve us sexually. You will obey any order given you by a black man. You are to cook for us. Clean for us. You are to do our laundry, especially the bed sheets. It won't be much different from the weekend and you're free to leave at anytime." Gage winked at Rose and it made her feel better. She'd already had every man in the house and she did kind of want to experience being double penetrated again. "Amir, do the honors."
Amir pulled some white clothing boxes from a shopping bag. The bag was white with black letters. BBC LOVERS BOUTIQUE, Miami FL, it read. "Here," he said, handing Rose and Dixie each a box. Then he took out two more and slipped it to them.
"Ooo, a dress," squealed Dixie, holding the skimpy white dress up. It was a slutty looking two piece outfit. The top was a halter, barely covering the bottom of her boobs. The front had a slit that would show a lot of cleavage. The right part of the top was a black queen from a deck of cards and she was holding a black spade up that covered the left part of the top. The bottom of the dress was a short skirt. It looked like the bottom of the queen and had several spades on it. The outfit left Dixie's entire belly and ribs bare. Dixie lowered it into the box.
Rose pulled hers out. It was also a white and black queen of spades dress, but not as skimpy. Hers was one piece and also low cut. The skirt stopping high on her thighs. The whole dress looked like a queen of spades. Her ribs and stomach would show thru as strips were cut out of the dress from the bottom of her breasts to virtually the tops of her pubic hair. These strips circled the dress, front, sides, and back.
"You got to be kidding," said Dixie, holding up the bikini in the next box. The cups were jet black, small and shaped funny. She held one out in her palm. The cups were black spades with flesh colored strings running up from the top to tie behind her neck and strings at the base to tie behind her back. Rose looked into her box. Her top was identical. The panty was small. Another black spade would barely cover the pubic mound. In fact, Rose figured both she and Dixie would need to trim the tops of their pubic hair lower to fit in these bikinis. The rear of the panty was also a black spade. The material that rode up her hips was flesh colored and wouldn't be readily visible. It would appear as if both women were wearing spade pasties over their tits, pubes, and ass. "You are kidding right?"
Rose agreed with Dixie. "This has to be a joke," she said.
"Nope," said Amir. "Pack the flags away for the rest of the week. From here on out, you're the spade girls."
"Go ahead and put them on," ordered Deshawn.
Dixie held hers up and looked at it critically. "This thing isn't going to cover much more then my nipples. Where can we change?"
"How about that room?" asked Rose, looking at a closed door, labeled conference room.
"How about right in front of us," said Gage, incredulously. "You don't get it yet. You belong to us and you will obey. The spade gear shows your preference and servitude to the black man and as long as you are with us, you will display it proudly. Rose, I hope you stay with me, but either strip and put that bikini on or walk out of here and never come back."
Rose stared at Gage with an expression of sadness and surprise. She saw something fall to the floor out of the corner of her eye. A glance down showed her the CSA flag bikini top on the floor. Dixie was already untying her panties. Dixie seemed quick to obey and Rose began to wonder if her friend had a subservient streak. She wasn't sure what to do when she felt Dixie's hands behind her pulling the string behind her neck and the USA flag joined the confederate one on the floor. "Come on Rose, if they go too far, we can leave," whispered Dixie in her ear. Gage smiled at her and nodded. Rose reached down and untied her own panties, never breaking eye contact with Gage and she was happy to see that he appeared pleased with her decision.
"You two are fucking incredible," said Deshawn, staring up and down their bodies. He reached down and adjusted himself.
"Yeah, I thought Siobhan had a killer body," added Amir, shaking his head in awe. "But you two, your bodies are built for big black cock, tits, ass, you both is the whole package."
"Ah thanks, I guess," said Rose.
"Yeah, thanks," said Dixie, turning around so that her back was to Rose. "Tie me."
Rose tied Dixie's bikini string around her neck and then Dix did the same for her. They helped with their backs too and each did her own panties. Rose noticed a healthy tuft of reddish brown pubic hair sticking out around the low cut panty and Dixie had a good bit of blonde pubes showing.
"Gentlemen, I give you the spade girls," announced Gage, clapping. Amir and Deshawn clapped too, Deshawn throwing a whistle into the mix.
It was as bad as Rose had feared. There weren't any mirrors, but if her own bikini looked anything like Dixie's, then they stood a risk of being arrested for obscenity.
"And now, I think I'd like a blowjob," said Amir, undoing his belt. "On your knees Blondie."
Rose watched her friend fall to her knees as Amir whipped out his twelve inch cock with the big knobby head. He whacked Dixie across the face with it several times. "Now suck it ho," he growled and Dixie took the head of his cock in her mouth. Definitely a subservient streak, thought Rose again.



"You too, slut," said Deshawn. Rose looked to Gage for support, half hoping he would stop this now and they could spend the rest of the week together just the two of them on some beach somewhere sipping cocktails and making love night and day... "NOW SLUT!" roared Deshawn. Rose fell to her knees before him, a little scared at his angry demeanor. "You pull it out."
Rose nodded, undoing his jeans and reaching in. Deshawn had an absolute monster of a cock pushing fourteen inches. That made him five inches longer then Gage's eleven incher and Rose had once had a boyfriend the same size as the difference between these two hung black men's cocks. She pulled it out and it hardened rapidly in her hand. His cock looked big, but it also looked natural sticking out from his over muscled heavyweight's body. She leaned down, kissed the long serpentine head before opening her mouth to suck it in, but Deshawn pushed her head back. "Whaaaht?" she asked, confused.
"Ask me first before you suck it," he told her.
"Can I suck your cock?"
"It's may I, but say it right."
"May I suck your cock?"
Deshawn yanked his cock from her hand , grabbed it by the base and smacked her forehead with it. "Not good enough."
Rose winced and ducked from his hard steel club of a cock. It was so big and black it reminded her of a police baton. "May I suck your big black cock?" she squealed.
"That's better," said Deshawn. He quit smacking her and stepped back so that he could point the giant club straight at her mouth.
Rose took the dark snake head between her lips and started bobbing her head. She'd just gotten started when she heard Amir shout, "FUCK!" Dixie was stroking his cock forward, cheeks bulging as she swallowed his load. Rose swore her friend was making a contented purr as she swallowed him. "Don't got the stamina I used to," explained Amir, apologetically. He wasn't telling it to Dixie though, he was ashamedly explaining it to his son and Gage.
"No problem," said Gage, "I'll keep the slut's mouth busy." He stood and pulled his cock out moving to take Amir's place. Rose felt a strange pang of jealousy as if Dixie was sucking her man off. She went back to focusing on getting Deshawn's monster cock off. She did her best servicing the humongous shaft, taking him as deep down her throat as she could. Deshawn had a lot more stamina then his old man. His granite cock matched his hard chiseled body. He lasted a good twenty minutes with her bobbing her head as fast as she could, stroking the base of his shaft and kneading his balls. When he finally came, the first wad caught her off guard, Her head was back so that the cock head was in her mouth. She was just about to swallow it again, when her mouth ballooned up with sperm. It shot out from her lips, making her gag. Rose lost control of the monster as she choked. His cock slipped free of her mouth, the huge balls shooting load after load of his seed on her face, breasts, and in her hair. Deshawn's sperm was rich and thick. It was the best she'd tasted of all the men. "Sorry," she gasped, wishing she had gotten to taste more of it.
"Just do better next time," said Shawn with an arrogant smirk. "Pop, we gotta get down to Key West."
"Shit! You're right. See you sluts tomorrow night," said Amir.
Rose stood and watched her best friend giving Gage a slow loving blow job. Dixie wasn't just trying to get him off. She was worshipping his thick black cock. "I um need to go shower," said Rose.
"Hmmmphh," grunted Dixie, waving bye without pausing in her blow job.
"I'm getting close. I'll send her to you when I'm done. I got work to do after all," said Gage. He had been cool and collected, but now sweat was breaking out on his forehead.
Luckily, the security office was right around the corner from the woman's showers. Rose slipped out and into the bathroom. She sighed with relief when she realized the toilets and showers were empty. Deshawn had soaked her entire upper body with sperm and there would have been no hiding it. She thanked god this was Monday. If it had been the weekend, there might have been a waiting line for the showers.
Rose stepped into the shower without removing her new bikini. White globs of semen speckled the black spades that covered her nipples. She washed her body and hair, getting his cum off her. When she cut the shower off, Dixie was waiting outside the stall for her. Her blonde friend was smacking her lips contentedly. She hadn't spilled a drop. "Lets go get a drink," suggested Rose.
"Alright, but I'm not really thirsty," replied Dixie, smacking her belly and winking.
They headed over to Siobhan's bar. The few guests walking around did double takes and stared at their spade bikinis. Siobhan only had one older couple at her bar. The woman gave the spade girls a disgusted look, but the man's eyes lingered as long as they could before his wife caught him. Siobhan looked up and grinned at the spade girls. "Welcome to the club," she said as they sat down.
"Two margaritas and make them strong," ordered Rose.
"Coming right up."
Rose and Dixie watched the sexy redhead mix their drinks. Siobhan was wearing short shorts and a queen of spades halter top that covered her breasts, but left her sexy belly bare. Like most redheads, her stomach was pale white and freckled. It was fit and flat, yet curvy. "So what are we in for?" asked Rose when Siobhan returned.
"Don't worry about it. The guys will show you a great time. You'll do things you never ever thought you'd do."
"We've already done that," said Dixie.
"I'm sure you have, honey," said the red headed bartender.
Dix and Rose would have liked to talk with Siobhan some more, but two young guys decided to join them at the bar. They were good looking and cocksure. They looked so young, that Siobhan checked their IDs. They eyed and smiled at Dixie and Rose's new bikinis, but didn't seem to realize what it implied. "Let's go," said Rose before the guys could gather up the nerve to hit on them. They grabbed their drinks and walked away from the bar. "Let's just go sunbath," said Rose. She didn't feel comfortable wandering around in this bikini yet. In truth, they weren't much skimpier then the flag bikinis, but Rose was a little uncomfortable with the message they sent. To anyone in the know, Dixie and Rose preferred black men and they liked advertising it.
"Can we find Mark?" asked Dixie.
"Sure. Maybe he has some lotion. I'm showing some flesh I don't normally show."
They found some cots near Mark's lifeguard chair and spent the rest of the day with him. When it came time to close the pool, Dixie stood up and said, "We'll meet you at the bar for your shift beer."
"No," said Mark, pulling out his wallet. He removed a fifty. "Here's some money. Go buy us some pasta and chicken. Enough for just for four of us I think. I need you to pick up some chips and a couple cases of beer. Whatever's on sale. Got it."
"Ah- sure," replied Dixie.
Here it goes, thought Rose. We agreed to be their sex slaves and maids for all intense purposes. "Anything else?" she asked, sarcastically.
"Yeah, you can wash my sheets and Gage's too. I assume, you two made as big of a mess last night as Dixie and I." Mark laughed and playfully smacked Dixie's spade covered ass. "We'll be home by 6:30. Have dinner ready for us."
"You got it boss," said Dixie.
Rose wondered if her friend was as submissive with her husband. They started walking away. "Hey Dix, I'm not wearing this into the supermarket."
"Good call. I guess we'll have to put our dresses on."
Rose and Dixie retrieved their boxes from security. Gage handed them over and said, "Let me see how ya look." He watched their bikinis fall to the floor of his office and stared as they put their dresses on. He nodded his approval at their new look. The dresses were the sleaziest things either of the girls had ever worn, but they looked sexy as hell in them. The men in the supermarket thought so too. They got as many stares in there as they would have wearing their bikinis to shop.
They arrived back at the condo. Both girls carried a case of beer inside to the kitchen, then they returned to their jeep to get the groceries. Rose took her bag straight to the kitchen. "How about I get dinner started and you can do the laundry," she called out to Dixie. Her friend didn't answer so Rose turned around. Dixie was pulling the dress off by the door. "What are you doing?" she asked.
"You know the rule. We aren't allowed to wear clothes in the house," said Dixie as she now pulled the Spade bikini top off freeing her large breasts.
"Nobody's home yet, Dix."
"Rules is rules and I for one don't want to be caught by Mark or Gage, let alone Jamon, Amir, or Deshawn disobeying the rules." Nude, Dixie walked to the kitchen. She opened the case of beer, took one, and popped the tab. "I'll go do some laundry."
Rose watched Dixie's ass shaking as she walked up the steps to get the bed sheets. "Maybe, you're right," she muttered. Rose put the groceries away before adding her dress and bikini to Dixie's by the door.
**************
Dixie put a load in the dryer and started another load of wash. Doing laundry daily was definitely a downside to having so much sperm in one's testicles. She had some wait time for the load to finish, so she decided to take a shower.
Dixie went back upstairs to use the shower. When she finished, Rose was standing outside in the bathroom. "I see you had the same idea I did," said Rose.
"Seems like it." Dixie stepped out and Rose stepped in. She quickly toweled herself off and went through the cabinet under the sink. "You think the guys do this kind of thing a lot?"
"What?" called Rose from the shower.
"Have women over. There's bags of toothbrushes, disposable razors," she said as she moved up to a drawer. She opened it. "They even have some makeup and a curling iron."
"Doesn't surprise me. I'm pretty sure these guys are oversexed," said Rose.
Dixie had found a pair of scissors, trimmed the top of her blonde pubic hair off and was shaving it when Rose stepped out of the shower. "Need to keep it trimmed if we're going to wear those spade bikinis," she explained.
Rose nodded and watched Dixie shave as she dried her wet body off. Rose suddenly laughed. "Damn Dix, you tan fast."
"What do you mean?"
"Look at your breasts."
Dixie looked down at her bare tits. "I see what you mean," she said, snorting back a laugh. Her tan lines had already begun to take the shape of a spade. "I bet the boys will like that."
Rose noticed the curling iron plugged in and makeup spread out on the counter. "What are you doing?"
"I'm gonna make myself look good," said Dixie, winking. "You should join me."
"Hmmm, why not?"
When Mark and Gage got home, they found Dixie and Rose waiting for them nude by the door. Their pasta dinner was waiting for them on the table and upstairs the beds were made. Dixie was completely nude, but Rose hadn't quite obeyed the order. She was wearing her high heeled sandals, but the men didn't seem to mind. Both Dixie and Rose had curled their hair. They were wearing lipstick and eyeliner. Their nails were painted a bright red.
Dixie stared into Mark's eyes hoping he would be pleased with what he saw. She was very much smitten with the black lifeguard. Truthfully, he wasn't any better in bed then Gage or Jamon, but there was something about his being her first black cock. She'd remember the night he first took her more clearly then she'd remember losing her virginity, or sleeping with Billy Ray for the first time, or her honeymoon. I wonder if Rose feels the same about Gage, she thought, glancing over towards her friend who was staring at Gage with as much adoration as Dix was giving Mark.
"Good job, girls," said Mark. To Dixie's horror, he walked over to Rose, leaned down and kissed her on the lips. Rose glanced at Gage first, but then she was passionately kissing Mark back. Mark then came over and kissed Dixie with as much passion as he'd shown Rose. He did reach out and squeeze Dixie's left breast though. When he finished, she saw that Gage was kissing Rose and squeezing both her breasts. When he finished, he came over and did the same to Dixie.
"Lets eat, I'm starved," said Gage.
Dinner was strange. The four sat down at the table like a normal family would except for the fact that Rose and Dixie were nude. They had a normal conversation like anyone else would. There was one exception and that was when Rose dripped spaghetti sauce on her breast from her nipple to about an inch above it. She was reaching for a napkin when Gage stopped her. He leaned down and licked the sauce from her breast, sucking her nipple between his lips. Dixie watched her friend moan and close her eyes. She squirmed in the wooden chair and Dixie guessed that she would be leaving a wet mark on the seat. When her nipple was clean, Gage sat up and continued the conversation.
"Excellent," said Mark, sitting back and patting his belly.
"Yes, my compliments to the chef," added Gage. "I'm going to go shower. You two can wash the dishes and make sure you wipe the table down."
"Alright," said Dixie. She noticed Rose was frowning. Apparently Rose didn't like being bossed around as much as she did. Billy Ray was bossy and Dixie had settled into a routine of obeying his commands, but then she was a kept woman and he controlled their money.
After the girls had done their chores, Mark came down in sweat pants and a white tee shirt while Gage went up to shower. Mark walked over to a closet and pulled out a green tablecloth. He threw it over the table and straightened it out. He then retrieved from the closet a set of cards and poker chips.
"Having company?" asked Rose.
"Second Monday of every month is poker night," said Mark, not paying her too much attention as he set the table up.
Gage walked downstairs. He was barefoot, wearing tight shorts and an open Hawaiian shirt. Dixie glanced at him and then asked Mark. "What do you want us to do when they get here?"
The doorbell rang.
"You can start by getting the door," said Mark.
"Like this?"
Mark paused to stare at Dixie. "Answer the fucking door," he told her calmly.
Dixie stared back at him for a fraction of a second. The doorbell rang again. Mark narrowed his eyes until she stood up off the couch. "Yes, sir," said Dixie.
Rose watched in shock as Dixie went towards the front door. Her nude friend was about to let complete strangers see her body. Rose couldn't take it, turned to flee up the stairs to hide her body from the new arrivals, but she ran smack into Gage's hard muscular body. "Go join your friend and welcome are guests," he told her.
Dixie looked back at Rose and Gage, then turned her attention to the door. She reached out to open it, hiding her nude body behind the door and peeking her head around. "Ah- welcome," she said, meekly.
Three black men entered the condo. The lead froze when he saw Rose walking naked towards him. The last guest didn't see the nude woman until he reached out to close the door behind him and unveiled Dixie's nude body. He did a double take as he stared at her breasts, belly, and pussy. "Holy fuck," he growled softly in an island accent.
Dixie smiled, then turned to Rose when she heard Rose gasp. The leader had reached out to squeeze Rose's breast. Rose was standing straight, shivering a bit as his black hand fondled her. She looked nervous and scared, but her nipple was hard as a rock. Dixie felt a hand on her tit and looked down to see the man she'd surprised was fondling her too.
"Guys," said Gage walking over to them. "What's up," he said, fist bumping the leader who's other hand was still squeezing Rose's tit. "This is Rose and the other one is Dixie. They'll be serving us tonight during and after the game."
The leader looked at Rose and then at Dixie and back at Rose. "Holy fuck mon, dese are da flag girls!"
Dixie recognized the newcomers. "And you're Rasta With Meatballs."
"Dats right," said the guy fondling her tit.
Gage said, "Rose and Dix, this is Marley." Gage pointed at the leader. Marley was near thirty. He had dreadlocks to his shoulders, shorter then Jamon's hair. He was rather average looking except for yellow teeth that dragged his looks down. Dixie noticed Rose's eyes move down to his crotch and flicker back up to hide her glance. Dixie glanced too. Marley did have a huge bulge. She remembered, Siobhan holding her hands about thirteen inches apart when describing the lead singer's cock and clearly Rose had remembered that fact too. "Marley's da man," said Gage, fist bumping him again. "That's Sammy," he continued, nodding at the second man. Sammy was rather short and thin. He was in his mid thirties. Average looks and sported a black mustache. His hair was slicked back, not the usual little curled hair black men had. "And this is Reno." Reno was the one now fondling both of Dixie's breasts. She was gasping, trying to fight from moaning in pleasure as he pinched and tugged her nipples. Reno was the most decent looking of the three. He was very fit and muscular, but not as big as Gage. His face was hard and tough looking, head shaved, but he had an angular sideburn that went straight down before turning towards his mouth meeting the other sideburn in a thick mustache, but no beard.
"Wasn't there a fourth member of the band?" asked Dixie.
"Ja, he married though," said Marley. "Wife don't let him go out to play, mon. No booze and no gambling."
Marley moved his hand up from Rose's tit to her shoulders. He gently started pushing her to her knees. "I'm not going to be able to concentrate on poker with dese lovely ladies walking around ere nude, mon," he told Gage. "Let me blow a load down her throat and we can get started."
"Be my guest," said Gage.
Dixie found herself being pushed to her knees by Reno. She glanced at Rose again who was staring in awe at Marley's swollen thirteen inch cock in her hand. Like Jamon, he was uncircumcised. Then her attention turned to Reno's swollen crotch. Without being asked, her hands came up to fumble with his jeans, undoing the button and pulling down his zipper. Her hands were shaking and Dixie was surprised to realize that she wanted to see it. She wanted to suck off this complete stranger she had met just minutes before. She reached into his bulging underwear and wasn't disappointed when her hand closed on the swelling shaft. She tugged his cock out and his underwear down. She stared with lust at the huge black cock rapidly hardening in her hand. It was another uncircumcised monster. Reno's cock was as big as Deshawn's, the urethra sticking out fourteen inches from his scrotum. Dixie hefted his balls. They were monster's too and possibly bigger then any of the black men, she'd seen. As she leaned forward to take him in her mouth, Dixie noticed that his pee slit appeared bigger then any of the men she'd sucked. Reno was going to be a heavy cummer.
**************
Marley came quickly. Rose didn't know if it was because her skills at handling black cock were getting better or just because it had been awhile for him. She was a bit disappointed at first. Marley excitedly grabbed her head and shoved his cock down her throat. Most of his seed shot straight into her belly and only when he relaxed was she able to pulled back so that she could taste him. Only a little bit was left to roll on her tongue and from what she tasted it was good stuff. She wasn't disappointed long as a smaller cock was aimed at her mouth and she turned her head to swallow it. She looked up to see Sammy's face as she swallowed his shorter cock and by shorter it was still twice the size as any of the white men's she'd seen. Sammy's cock was also hooded, sleek, but thick giving it a stubby appearance. His balls were heavy and full, as big as Jamon's. He would ejaculate a lot and not wanting most of it to end up in her belly before she could taste him, Rose concentrated on sucking just the end trying to sense when he was getting close.



She heard a gag and then a cough. She looked out of the corner of her eye and could see Dixie had just gotten a massive load of cum blasted over her face and breasts. The blonde's upper torso was literally dripping with sperm. Reno must have cum so much, Dix lost control of his cock. He was guiding the still spurting head into her mouth even before she stopped coughing.
Rose didn't have time to focus on her friend as Sammy's cock was hardening. She pulled back sucking just the head, jerking his shaft and soon her cheeks were expanding out as her mouth filled with sperm. Her guess had been correct and his ejaculating cock outpaced her ability to swallow, semen began squirting out around her lips and she coughed, catching a blast on her forehead and in her hair as his cock sprang up.
Rose looked over at Dixie and the two blushed sheepishly.
"Go get cleaned up," said Gage, pointing to the two girls.
"Yeah, lets play some poker," said Mark, shuffling the deck of cards as he sat at the table.
Rose followed Dixie upstairs to the bathroom. The two cleaned up and Rose had to wet her hair to get Sammy's sperm out. Dixie finished first and returned to the game. When Rose felt clean enough, she walked downstairs. Mark, Gage, Sammy, and Marley were at the table playing on hand. Dixie was in the kitchen getting two beers. She wondered where Reno was, but heard a toilet flushing and saw him come out of the downstairs bathroom. "Hey, I thought the bathroom wasn't working," she said, walking over to the table.
Dixie's having to use the upstairs bath was the reason she had seen Mark's cock in the shower and the event that precipitated both Rose and Dixie going black.
"I fixed it the other day," said Gage, staring at his hand. "Go fill this with chips." He handed her an empty bowl.
"And bring me another beer," said Sammy.
The game lasted four hours. Halfway through, Reno sat out a few hands. He grabbed Rose and bent her over the couch, pushing his huge cock deep into her pussy and fucking her hard for a good fifteen minutes. Before he had finished, Dixie was sitting in Marley's lap, riding his big cock to multiple orgasms. After three hours, Gage turned sideways while playing poker and told her to blow him. Dixie did the same for Mark.
Reno was the big winner. He scooped up the last of the chips and Rose watched him reach over to grab Dixie's hips. He lifted her on the table and soon her friend was screaming in pleasure as he slammed his fourteen inch cock home as fast as it would go. Her head hung over the edge of the table and Gage stood, pulling his fat cock out and pushing it past Dixie's lips. Rose watched the action until she noticed movement towards her. Marley, Mark, and Sammy had all stripped and soon she found herself engaged in her second foursome. She bounced in Marley's lap while Mark reamed her ass and Sammy fed her his coal black cock. She lost track of time for awhile after that. She could vaguely remember at least four of the men came in her pussy and she thinks she took two loads up her ass. She was relieved when Mark and Gage bid farewell to the band members well after 2:00am.
Marley looked over at the sperm covered girls and shook his head. "I don't know how you guys do it," he said to Gage and Mark. Then the three men left.
Gage yawned. "Man, I'm beat. Get this place cleaned up and you two can do whatever you want."
Mark followed Gage up the stairs. "See you in the morning."
Rose watched them go then turned to glance to Dixie who shrugged at her. "I got the beer cans and trash, you get the sperm," said Dixie.
"Gee thanks," replied Rose, turning to survey the many pools of black seed on the carpet, couch, table, and still leaking out between her legs.
Dixie finished before Rose and disappeared upstairs to the shower. When Rose finally felt the living room was clean enough it was close to 3:30 in the morning. Exhausted, she stumbled upstairs and took a hot shower. The hot water felt good on her sore muscles and she finally started to feel clean again. She dried herself off and opened the door to the bathroom, dreaming of sleep and a soft comfy bed, but instead smacking into a black brick wall. Jamon was standing at the exit wearing only boxer shorts.
The Jamaican roommate looked down at her nude body. He took her hand and led her to his room. For the next forty minutes, Rose found her hips rising into the thrusts of Jamon's mighty cock. As tired as she was, he still got her off four times before his hot seed flooded her womb and he fell asleep on top of her. Rose's eyes slowly closed just as Jamon started to snore.
It seemed like she had just fallen asleep, when she felt a hard smack on her ass. Gage was standing over her. Jamon was laying on his side covering most of her body. His big cock had plopped out, but the bulbous head still pressed against the entrance to her pussy. "Get up and make me some breakfast," said Gage.
***************
.Dixie took a quick refreshing morning shower to wake up. She bounced down the stairs and took a big whiff of the smell of breakfast coming from the kitchen. She smiled as she entered the kitchen. Jamon and Gage were eating a big plate of pancakes and bacon. Gage was greedily stuffing his face while Jamon was sitting back with his eyes closed. Dixie smiled at them and reached out for a slice of bacon, but Gage smacked her hand away. "You can eat when the laundry is done," he told her, gruffly.
"OH FUCK!" grunted Jamon.
Dixie heard slurping sounds under the table and peaked down to see Rose furiously pumping Jamon's spurting cock. She shook her head and returned upstairs to get the sheets off the beds. Mark and Gage had been exhausted and gone straight to sleep. Dixie had ended up sleeping upstairs in Amir's empty bed. Jamon's was the only sheet to show signs of fucking last night. At least, she'd only have one load of laundry to do today.
Dixie carried the sheets down to the laundry room and filled the washer. She started it and turned around to see Gage watching her. Gage's strong arms grabbed her hips, easily lifting her and setting her down on the vibrating machine. He was wearing his security tee shirt and shorts. "I feel like bustin a nut in that white pussy before work," he said, letting his shorts fall around his ankles. His cock was already rising as he grabbed it and began rubbing it up and down her wet slit. "You want this black cock?"
Just the sight of his fat eleven inch salami had her pussy lips glistening with her arousal. "You know I want that big black nigger cock, stud," she told him, gasping with pleasure as the big head pushed it's way deep into her pussy. She spread her legs wide open and then wrapped them around Gage's waist as he began slowly fucking her. Gage leaned down and planted his dark lips against hers. Their tongues dueled as his cock head pushed it's way into her womb. "Aaaaah!" she groaned. "Your big nigger cock is making me cum.
"That's it slut, cum on that black dick," he growled, pushing her back so that he could kiss down to her big breasts.
"Oh shit!" she cried. "I'm going to cum again." Dixie couldn't believe how fast the second one was coming.
These black men always gave her multiple orgasms, but this one was right on the heels of the first. "CCUUMMIINNGG!" she screamed as her nipple was sucked between his lips. "OHGAWD!" The wash cycle kicked in just as she was cumming. The violently shaking machine sent vibrations throughout her pussy. The added stimulation turned this into her biggest orgasm yet and as the machine continued to shake, her huge orgasm seemed to last for minutes. It was just fading when she had another one as the machine gave one last violent shake and the rinse cycle began. Dixie half thought she'd die from the pleasure and it only got better when Gage slammed his cock forward and began filling her womb with his fertile seed. That orgasm left her sprawled backwards on the cold machine. Gage pulled his cock out and his sperm began flowing over the edge of the washing machine. "That was some fuck, lover," she groaned, weak from summing so hard.
"Thanks," said Gage, winking at her as he pulled his shorts back up. "I'll see you at work later. Get this mess cleaned up before you drive down to Islamorada."
"Yes sir," said Dixie. She watched him leave and then tried to slide off the washer, but the wet semen on the edge was so slippery, her ass slammed into the floor. "OUCH!" Dixie rose, rubbing her ass. She limped a little out to the kitchen looking for paper towels. Mark was sitting at the table, eating a plate of food as voraciously as Gage had earlier. Rose was still under the table sucking his dick now instead of Jamon's. The sounds of her throat sucking turned to gulping just as Dixie grabbed some towels. Rose was still under the table as she grabbed Mark's red shorts around his ankles and pulled them up his legs for him. Dixie felt a strange twinge of jealousy after seeing her friend suck Mark off. He had been her first black man she felt a certain attachment to him.
Dixie cleaned the semen off the washer while the dryer was on. She returned to the kitchen. This time Rose was alone, but still under the table wiping some drops of semen off the floor. The men had left and the two best friends were able to sit down and eat. Neither felt strange sitting down naked at a table and sharing breakfast. She told Rose about the amazing fucking Gage had just given her on the washing machine and swore she noticed a tick in Rose's eye. It sure looked like Rose had the same feelings for Gage having been her first that she felt for Mark. After eating, Rose did the dishes and Dixie remade Jamon's bed with the now clean dry sheets. They dressed in their spade bikinis and drove down to Islamorada.
Tuesday was as dead as Monday had been. They got plenty of looks from the few guests there, but both were getting used to the stares. Siobhan was working the bar and they ordered two beers from her, but neither felt like drinking. "Lets go look at the fish and then we'll just go lay out by the pool all day."
"Alright," replied Rose. "Maybe take a little nap." She yawned loudly. Neither woman was getting much sleep.
Dixie loved the water and everyday they'd been at the resort, she came down to the docks to look in the clear Caribbean water. She never got tired looking at all the colorful fish swimming around. She pointed out three gold and blue striped fish swimming past them to Rose.
"Allo ladies."
The girls turned to see the dark skinned black captain sitting back in a deck chair on the back of his boat, the "Big Rod".
"Hello," said Dixie.
"Hi," said Rose.
"I like your new bikinis very much. They are tres bien."
"Thanks," said Dixie. "I'm Dixie, this is Rose."
"I am Robert," he told them, pronouncing it in French as Row Bare.
"Nice to meet you," said Rose. "You're Haitian?"
"Oui," he smiled at them. "It seems like I wont have any business today. Why don't you let me take you for a ride? I know a nice little reef for snorkeling."
The thought of snorkeling in the blue sea thrilled Dixie and she eagerly accepted. Robert held out his hand and helped both Rose and Dixie on board. After a little preparation, he cast off and pulled the boat away from the dock. Both Dixie and Rose were thrilled to get a free boat ride. Dixie sat in the rear fishing chair and Rose leaned over the rail as they slowly watched Islamorada recede in the distance.
The Big Rod gunned it's motors once the boat passed the outer sandbanks. There were some other boats out, but not a lot. A couple of guys fishing stared and waved as the Big Rod passed their boat. Robert cut the motor about forty minutes out of the docks. Dixie stood and leaned over the rail. The dark form of a small circular reef could be seen just under the water off the starboard bow. Already she was thrilled to see myriad types of fish swimming around. She suddenly got a little nervous when the dark form of a large ray swam past under the boat.
"This is a good reef for snorkeling, non," said Robert, dropping anchor. "I have gear in the storage compartments over there. He had stripped off his shirt and was wearing only khaki shorts.
"This is very nice of you," said Rose.
"Yes, very kind," added Dixie, staring after the manta ray.
"Well I do expect to get paid," said Robert.
Dixie glanced at Rose. They had assumed he was offering them a free ride and neither woman had hidden much money in their skimpy spade panty. "Um," said Dixie, turning to face Robert. "We didn't bring much..."
Robert stood by the steering wheel. He had dropped his shorts and was slowly stroking his black cock to full erection. "You sluts can start by blowing me. If you're good, I'll let you snorkel awhile before I fuck you."
Rose turned to look at him as he spoke. "Jesus!" she exclaimed softly, staring at his cock. Robert had a big one. Unlike the Jamaican's, the Haitian's cock was cut. It pushed thirteen inches and was as thick as Gage's.
It was very streamlined, smooth except for some black throbbing veins and the head didn't flare up much. Dangling under it were some of the biggest balls either girl had seen yet on a black man. "What makes you think we'll suck that thing?" asked Rose, staring at the huge cock. Dixie noticed her friend's tongue come out to lick her lips.
Robert walked over to her, his big cock bobbing before him pointing the way towards the dark haired woman. One large black hand came out to squeeze the black spade stretched taut over Rose's breast. "This spade gives me the right to use you as I please," he told her. When he pulled his hand back, Rose's nipple was embarrassingly erect under the thin material. Robert turned from Rose and reached behind Dixie to cup her breasts. He bent down like he was going to kiss her neck, but instead took her bikini strap between his teeth and pulled it loose. "You do know what that outfit means," said Robert, letting go of her breasts long enough for the bikini to fall to the deck.
"Our bodies belong to the black man," moaned Dixie as Robert pinched her nipples.
"They can take any hole they want," added Rose.
"Tres bien," said Robert, releasing her breasts and moving around to sit in the fishing char. He leaned back and sat on his lower spine so that both Rose and Dixie could kneel on either side of the chair. His cock was huge, black and rampant. It stuck up and out, pointing out to sea over the motor and above the words Big Rod written on the stern of the boat. "Take those bikinis off," he ordered. He reached out and pulled the string on Dixie's panties. The panty fell to her feet. Rose reached behind her and pulled the string behind her neck and the one across her hip holding her panty on.
Dixie was the first to kneel beside him. Robert's streamlined cock head was in her mouth and down her throat before she knew it. She closed her eyes, bobbing her head, trying to take his cock deeper when her nose bumped into something. Dixie opened her eyes and saw Rose was kissing the shaft closer to his pubes. Dixie pulled off the huge rod and both she and Rose licked up and down the sides of Robert's giant black cock. He groaned in delight.
Dixie held her tongue out and flat, licking up the thick shaft to the head. Rose was doing the opposite. Her tongue was pressing hard against a bulging blue-black vein and working it's way down his cock. Dixie didn't particularly feel like sharing. As soon as Rose reached his pubic hairs, Dixie slipped her tongue up and over the urethra before stretching her jaw wide to accommodate the big head. She started bobbing her head as fast as she could go. His cock pushed farther into her throat, slipping deeper with each bob of her head. She lost it for a moment, the gag reflex kicking in, forcing her to pull her head back to catch her breath. Rose quickly took her place. Dixie was secretly pleased to see that Rose hadn't swallowed nearly as much as she had before Rose's gag reflex kicked in. Dixie jumped back in. This time she was determined not to let his size stop her.
Dixie had his cock halfway down her throat when that bitch Rose grabbed the base of the shaft and started pulling it towards her. Dixie wasn't about to stop blowing Robert's big cock. She reached up and grabbed Rose's wrist pulling it off the shaft. She inhaled deeply through her nose and the next thing she knew, she was kissing Robert's pubic hair. Robert groaned with pleasure and sat up quickly. One strong black hand grabbed the back of her head and began guiding her speed up and down his cock. Dixie saw movement out of the corner of her eye. Robert had grabbed Rose's head with his free hand and was pushing her down. Dixie was leaning over Robert's knee, sucking his cock and Robert guided Rose between his legs and right up to his huge splayed out balls. Dixie could see Rose licking them while she rapidly sucked Robert's swelling cock. With little more warning then that, his cock bucked in her throat and she felt it pump a big load of semen into her belly. She pulled back wanting to taste him, his cock never seemed to stop pumping the entire time. As the head cleared her throat, her mouth was suddenly filled with the hottest most incredibly delicious sperm she had tasted yet. Dixie moaned, gulping it and gulping the next load. Each jet of cum, hosed the back of her tongue, tingling her taste buds as she swallowed it as rapidly as her mouth filled. Robert's swollen testicles were certainly living up to their promise. She felt pressure on her shoulder just as his next blast of semen failed to fill her mouth completely. Dixie swallowed giving in to the pressure and was pushed back, Robert's cock springing free of her mouth and shooting a wad of sperm on the deck that would of put a year's worth of her husband's ejaculate to shame. Rose pushed Dixie farther away from the spurting cock before taking her place. Her lips closed around the head. Her friend moaned in pleasure and dismay. Rose seemed to find it every bit as tasty as Dixie had, but there wasn't enough for her. Rose was furiously jerking the base of his shaft trying to squeeze every last drop of Robert's semen from it. Finally, Robert seemed to have had enough and pushed Rose back and off his spent cock.
"You sluts can really suck cock," said Robert. "Why not go swimming and let me recover some."
"Alright," said Dixie. She reached out and hefted his balls. "Jesus, do these things hold a lot of cum. I've never swallowed so much in my life." Rose gave her a mean stare and turned to look at the puddle of semen on the deck. For a moment, Dixie thought Rose was about to lap it up, but she didn't.
There were no other boats around and the three of them stayed naked while Robert helped them put flippers, masks, and snorkels on. When they were finished, Rose and Dixie climbed down a ladder and into the water. They swam off together at first. Dixie was delighted at all the brightly colored fish swimming about and thrilled when she noticed a the tail of a brown shark sticking out from under a reef's outcropping. She had seen nurse sharks before and knew they were nothing to be nervous about. She swam around trying to spot the stingray again, but never did. She had lost track of time and realized Rose was nowhere to be seen.
Guessing what was going on, she swam back towards the boat and moved her faceplate to the top of her head as she climbed the ladder. The sounds of fucking preceded her view. Rose was bent over the port side's railing getting a hard fucking from behind by Robert. They were angled such that Dixie could see Robert's huge cock sliding in and out of her friend's soaked pussy. Rose started squealing continuously as she came. Dixie watched for a few minutes before allowing herself to fall backwards into the water. She swam around again for awhile, this time her heart filling with joy when a small sea turtle swam close to her.



After about twenty minutes or so, Dixie noticed Rose was back in the water. This time, Rose had her bikini bottoms on, but was still topless. Dixie slowly left her friend and made her way back to the boat. As she climbed the ladder, she found herself staring at Robert's dangling black cock. She smiled and looked up his fit body to his smirking face. She smiled at him never breaking eye contact as she reached out from the ladder and grabbed his soft cock. A couple strokes and she felt it hardening. Robert stepped back pulling his cock from her hand and allowing her to climb into the boat. A few minutes later and she was having her first orgasm as she rode his magnificent black cock on the deck of the boat.
Dixie threw her head back and closed her eyes as she bounced in his lap. She focused her mind on the thick black shaft moving in and out of her pussy, the strong black hands mauling her breasts and tugging on her sensitive nipples, and on the warmth of the sun heating her face and body. He brought her off several times and was about to have another when she felt rain hitting her. Only it wasn't rain, Dixie opened her eyes to see a dripping wet Rose standing over her and pulling her mask off her head. A second later, sperm had her womb expanding outward and she found herself experiencing one of the biggest orgasms of the week Robert's big balls began pumping what seemed like a gallon of his thick seed into her womb and pussy.
Dixie climbed off his spent cock watching it plop down onto his hard stomach as she stepped off him. "Go clean up," he told her as his semen began dripping onto the deck. Dixie stepped over the railing and jumped in the water. She swam out a bit, kicking her legs trying to work his semen out of her and noticing white globs of cum floating out from her pussy. She used her hands to scoop some more out before swimming back to the ladder. When she climbed up the side, Robert started the motor and she saw Rose was on her hands and knees cleaning the sperm off the deck with a cloth. A moment later and they were heading back towards the Keys.
"No need to cover up those big titties yet," he told them and the two girls remained topless.
****************
Rose was a little jealous. Robert had given her a great fucking, but definitely seemed to prefer her blonde friend. Even now, Dixie was standing up by the Captain's chair flirting with him as he steered the boat. He had one strong arm wrapped around her fit waist. They laughed about something and he leaned over, sucking one of Dixie's nipples into his mouth. She didn't care so much that he preferred Dixie. Everyone had their preferences, but Dixie hadn't shared his big load with her. The little she had gotten had tasted amazing. His semen was as thick and as rich as pudding. Rose was about to walk over to him and ask if she could suck his cock when Dixie leaned over and whispered in his ear. Rose could just make her words out. "You haven't fucked my ass yet," said Dixie.
Robert climbed out of the chair and glanced over at Rose. "Steer the boat," he told her. "Just aim it for those two islands in the distance."
Rose found herself steering the boat while Dixie leaned over the railing screaming, "Fuck my ass, Robert. Shove that big black cock in my ass." The big Haitian slammed his cock in and out of her ass as hard as he could.,
Boat traffic began picking up. Rose grabbed her bikini top and put it on while Robert pulled Dixie off the railing and lowered her down to the deck while never removing his cock from her ass. Rose was just starting to get nervous as the boat neared the islands with their surrounding reefs and shallow waters, but Robert groaned that he was cumming and pumped Dixie's ass full of his seed. He pulled his cock out of her ass, squeezed his shaft until his remaining cum shot out onto Dixie's butt cheeks, and took over steering the boat after pulling his shorts back on. "Clean that up for me," said Robert and Rose found herself scrubbing cum off the decks again as it dripped from Dixie's ass. Dixie quickly pulled her bikini on.
Robert piloted the boat back into the docks at Islamorada, but this time he pulled the boat straight in instead of backing it in. The girls had to climb up to the prow to step out onto the dock. "Hurry back," said the big Haitian.
Rose looked over at Dixie as they walked down the dock. Dixie smiled back. "Robert wants to fuck me again," explained Dixie. "I'm going to go get a shower and meet him on the back of the boat. I hope you don't mind."
"That's fine," said Rose, feeling a little jealous. "I'll go find Gage after I shower."
Being a weekday, the resort was slow. Dixie and Rose showered in separate stalls as the restroom was empty and they were alone. Rose could hear Dixie humming in the next stall. Her friend was in a pleasant mood after her encounter with Robert and looking forward to more with him. A part of her wished Dixie was in the same stall with her, crowding together under the spraying water, bodies pressed together. Jamon had made them kiss and Rose had teased her friends nipple as Jamon fucked her. Then things had gotten even stranger, Dixie had willingly gone down on her in the shower and it had felt good, even getting her off. Rose had also licked Deshawn's sperm off Dixie's stomach. A woman's touch was softer then a man's, gentler and smooth. Not as good as a big strong man, but good nonetheless. Maybe, it was a good thing, Dixie was in a separate stall. They'd done some strange things the past five days and regardless of what happened, their relationship would never be the same.
They stepped out of the shower at the same time and Rose's eyes took in Dixie's beautiful wet body glistening in the light from the shower and as her eyes came back up to Dixie's face, she noticed that Dixie's eyes were sweeping over Rose's body too. Rose watched Dixie towel herself dry and pull her tiny spade bikini back on while Rose did the same. Dixie fiddled with her bikini strings and nodded satisfied that they were well tied. "I'm not sure, how long Robert is going to want me," said Dixie. "He's had a long day and even black men have their limits." Dixie stepped closer to her. "I'll look for you when I'm done and if not..."
"I'll get a ride with one of the boys." Rose watched Dixie lean forward to kiss her on the cheek, but she turned her head slightly and Dixie kissed the side of her mouth before pulling back. "Have fun," said Rose. Dixie winked and they left the restrooms together. She felt a twinge of jealousy again as Dixie hurried off towards the docks and Rose for a brief moment wondered if she was jealous of Dixie or maybe jealous of Robert. She shook her head to clear it of these strange thoughts. She wasn't a lesbian or even bi, but these men had awakened something inside her. Rose felt like she was becoming a truly sexual being. Even the caress of the cool evening air on her nearly nude body felt sexual as it hardened her nipples.
Rose stepped out onto the sandy area near the stage and looked around the resort. It was truly a dead night. The one bar that remained open during the week didn't have one customer and Siobhan wasn't around. Mark was by the pool and he did have a couple with a toddler playing in it, but there was no one else around. She decided to seek out Gage in the security office nearby. She knocked, but there was no answer. Rose tried the handle and the door opened. She stepped inside, but the security office was empty. The door to the conference room was cracked open and noises were coming from it, but before Rose could check it, an image from the security cameras caught her attention. Robert and Dixie were standing on the back of the BIG ROD, kissing and holding each other closely. Rose felt a thrill go through her when Robert pulled the black spades off of Dixie's breasts and began fondling them. The two sank to the deck and out of sight except when Dixie's torso appeared slowly bouncing up and down. "Oh god, fuck me." Rose stared at the screen not realizing it had sound. "FUCK! FUCK me." The voice wasn't Dixie's. Nor was the voice coming from the screens. It was coming from the conference room. "I'm CUMMING!!!" Oh no, thought Rose. Gage had another woman in there. "Me too, slut," growled Gage's voice. "Here it cums." Rose felt like crying. This certainly wasn't her day. First Robert had given most of his attention to Dixie and now Gage had another woman. She felt a strong affection for the security guard as he had been the first black man to take her. She felt jealous when he fucked Dixie and the thought of him with another woman felt even worse. She shivered at the lustful memory of the night Gage had made love to her and taken possession of her mind as well as her body. Jealous, she had to know whom Gage was fucking. Rose stepped up to the door and slowly pushed it open. Gage and Siobhan looked over at her.
The room was a small meeting room. It mostly held a rectangular table that would seat six. Two chairs on each side and one on each end. Siobhan was sitting on the edge leaning back against a pile of luggage. Her legs were spread wide and Gage was between them. His cock was buried in her pussy. "Hi Rose," said Siobhan, pleasantly.
"Yeah hi," grunted Gage. "You want something?"
"No," said Rose, shaking her head. She felt sorry for interrupting and hadn't wanted to get caught. "I was just looking for you. Sorry, I didn't mean to..." Rose's eyes left the embracing couple and moved to the luggage Siobhan was using to prop herself up. "HEY! That's my luggage!" Rose looked in shock at her suitcase and Dixie's was there too. All their luggage was on the table!
Gage looked over at it. He stepped back out of Siobhan's spread legs. His big cock plopped free. "Oh yeah," he said, looking at the luggage. He turned to face her, his big cock sticking straight out, but bending slightly. A long strand of semen dangled from the end. "Your luggage," he said. "Your luggage, your lugg... Great news. A state cop stopped a car down closer to Marathon and found it full of stolen luggage."
"Oh god, that is great news," said Rose elated and fighting off tears of joy.
"It appears nothing was touched," continued Gage. "The thief was caught red-handed and you won't even need to testify."
"Dixie will be thrilled," said Rose. At first glance, she'd been a little suspicious finding her luggage piled up in here, but Gage's words reassured her. A few doubts lingered however. "How long have you had it?" she asked, turning to face him and scanning his eyes for any sign of deceit which was difficult as her eyes wanted to move down his hard muscled black body and stare at his engorged cock.
"Just a few hours. I saw you leave on Robert's boat and decided to wait for you to get back. Then Siobhan distracted me."
Rose didn't notice any tell tale signs he was lying and she did let her eyes glance down to the fat black cock she had come looking for before she looked away and back towards her luggage. "Wow, I'm so relieved."
"I'm happy we could do something for you," said Gage. "Now tell me why were you looking for me." Gage watched her as she glanced at the sexy redhead and then back towards him. "Tell the truth. Siobhan is a spade girl too."
"I wanted to suck you off," said Rose, gulping and glancing towards Siobhan. The pretty bartender grinned back at her and winked. "I wanted to taste some cum." Rose looked down at her feet in embarrassment.
"Come here," ordered Gage. Rose approached him still looking down at her feet. She could see a steady trickle of sperm dripping down off the table and pooling on the floor where it was leaking from Siobhan's pussy. "Good girl telling me what you want," he said. Rose stared down at his cock and watched it swell up a little. "Now I'm a little spent at the moment, but I know where you can find a fresh load of cum."
"Where?" asked Rose.
"There," said Gage. His strong hands grabbed her shoulder and turned her to face Siobhan. He forced her to take a step closer and her view point rose up to observe Siobhan's well fucked pussy. Siobhan's labia was red from the hard fucking and Gage's white seed poured from the opening. "Eat some of that while I recharge."
"Gage... I" Rose tried to object, but Gage's strong hands were bending her down. Siobhan spread her legs wider as Rose's face approached her pussy. At first, Rose's lips came down on the pool of semen dripping on the table, her nose pushed right between Siobhan's labia. Rose's tongue came out to lap up the cold semen and then she licked up, tasting the hotter flesh between Siobhan's legs, lapping up Gage's sperm as it poured from the redheaded girl's pussy. The sperm on the table had been cold. The leaking sperm was warm, but as her tongue wormed it's way into Siobhan's pussy, Gage's seed turned hot again. It was every bit as hot as it was pumping straight out of his cock. Rose pushed her mouth into Siobhan's pussy and licked Gage's sperm out of it as fast as she could. Siobhan moaned, grabbed Rose's head and pulled it into her pussy while she raised her hips up into Rose's thrusting tongue.
Rose lapped away, enjoying her first taste of a woman's pussy. She licked Siobhan's labia and twirled her tongue around Siobhan's clit before sucking her clitoris between her lips. Then she licked back down, thrusting her tongue in and out of Siobhan's pussy like she was fucking it. Before long, she was no longer doing it to clean Gage's cum out of Siobhan's pussy. She was doing it because she liked it. She looked up Siobhan's sexy body as she ate her out. Siobhan had redder hair then Rose did. Her pussy was a thin strip of wispy red. Siobhan was also paler then she was, but not by much and Siobhan's pale skin had a lot more freckles. Rose stared at the black spade pin adorning Siobhan's navel, then up at the redhead's large pale breasts. Siobhan had paler nipples then either Rose or Dixie, but they were long, fat pinkish erasers, engorged with desire as they struck out from large saucer sized areola that blended in smoothly with the pale white flesh that was Siobhan's skin. Siobhan suddenly arched her back and moaned as she came. Rose found her mouth filling with the woman's sweet nectar and another load of semen pushed out by the contractions in her womb.
"Fuck that's hot," growled Gage.
Rose felt Gage's strong hands on her hips and then one hand slapping her thighs to make her spread her legs wider apart. She felt his hard cock pressing against her pussy and then her face was pushed hard into Siobhan's wet pussy as Gage pushed his cock in with some force. His cock slid easily inside her now. Her pussy was growing more accommodating of the black monsters it had been encountering the last five days. Rose continued eating Siobhan's pussy while Gage fucked her. Siobhan came again just as Gage's big cock had Rose cumming. Rose's moans were muffled by the wet pussy in her face as her own pussy contracted around the eleven inch black cock buried inside it.
Gage fucked her for a good twenty minutes after that. Rose never quit eating Siobhan's pussy and the red headed bartender did have one more orgasm while Rose had three more before Gage slammed his cock forward and flooded her womb with his seed. This triggered another larger orgasm that almost made Rose collapse to the floor. When she recovered, Siobhan had slid back away from her mouth and Rose found herself with her face in the small puddle of semen that had leaked from Siobhan's pussy, dripped off the table and pooled on the floor. Rose shook her head as she came to her senses. She pushed herself up off the table. Gage was still inside her. His cock was jerking every now and then, shooting little squirts of ejaculate inside her. His cock had lost some of it's steel and after another few minutes, he slid his deflated cock out of her.
Rose rested a moment leaning against the table. Gage had just fucked all the strength out of her body. Rose summoned some energy and managed to turn around and hop up on the table in the same spot Siobhan had been sitting in. She watched as Siobhan pulled a short white halter on over her large breasts. The halter had black lettering that read, BLACK OWNED, on it. The bartender then pulled a black spade bikini bottom just like Rose's on and short shorts on over that. The shorts were cut low and Rose half expected to see a small wisp of red hair peaking out or the top of a black spade. Siobhan slipped her small feet into flip flops before bending down and kissing Rose on the lips. "Thank you," she whispered.
Rose watched her leave the conference room and the security office. When she turned her attention back on Gage, she was disappointed to see that he had already pulled his pants on and covered his cock up. He pulled his gray security tee shirt on over his muscular torso. "Get this place cleaned up. I'm late for my rounds," he told her before he left the office.
Rose did as she was told. She pulled her bikini on, slipped next door to the showers and cleaned the sperm off her face and thighs before returning to the office. She found some paper towels and cleaned up all the sperm on the floor and table. When she was finished, she took the opportunity to go through her luggage and was thrilled to see that everything was there. Her purse held her wallet filled with money, credit cards, and her check book. Nothing had been stolen.
Rose happily left the security office. She wondered down to the docks and saw the BIG ROD was rocking in the water. She smiled, no longer jealous that Robert had preferred Dixie. Bored, she walked around a bit before shyly wandering over to the bar. Siobhan smiled at her and Rose felt her face growing as red as Siobhan's hair. The red headed bartender finished mixing some drinks for a young couple at the bar before walking over to check on Rose. Rose ordered a margarita which she happily paid for with her own money. She didn't care for feeling beholden to people, even Dixie who had plenty of money. After making her drink, Siobhan came over and talked with her as if they were old friends, but neither brought up their afternoon encounter with each other.
After an hour had passed, Dixie showed up. "I'm telling you these black men are amazing," said Dixie, sitting down. "I'll have what she's having," she told Siobhan. "Despite his busy afternoon, Robert managed to fuck me twice more and I sucked him off just before leaving to find you."
"You got a bit..." Rose motioned her finger to the side of her mouth where Dixie had a small glob of semen on her lip, but Dixie missed it. Rose found herself reaching out with her finger and scooping it up before cleaning her finger off in her mouth.
Dixie stared at her and continued. "I finally started to detect a decrease in his semen the last time I sucked him off."
Siobhan set Dixie's margarita before her. "You talking about Robert? Damn, does that nigger have some good tasting jizz."
Rose and Dixe both turned to stare at her and found themselves nodding their heads in agreement. "He sure does," said Dixie. "They all do."
"I've found that bigger balls produce thicker pudding," said Siobhan. "The more consistency, the better the taste. If you ever go back to white men and I don't know why you would, you'll find their little teaspoon of runny semen tastes like crap. That'll be five bucks for the margarita or do you want to run a tab?"
"I got it," said Rose, plopping a five down on the bar.
"Where'd you get the money?" asked Dixie, squealing with delight when Rose told her about the luggage.
After finishing their drinks, Rose and Dixie returned to the security office and found Gage there. He helped them carry their luggage out to their jeep. He then gave them instructions on what to cook he and Mark for dinner. Rose and Dixie drove off for the supermarket to buy dinner. They each pulled on the same clothes they had worn when they arrived at Islamorada five days ago so that they could shop.



Mark and Gage came home to find chicken and potatoes waiting for them. The two nude women served the men their dinner and without being asked, crawled under the table and gave the two men some very loving blowjobs. Afterwards, they did the dishes. Rose was the last to leave the kitchen as she put the dishes away. When she walked out into the condo's living room, Dixie was snuggled in between Mark and Gage on the couch watching TV. Rose was on her way to join them, when the door flew open.
"Fuck yeah!" shouted Amir, seeing Rose standing there nude. "That's what I like to come the fuck home too." Amir charged Rose like he was about to tackle her and she found herself thrown over his shoulder watching Deshawn following them up the stairs to their room on the third floor.
Rose may have started out the day disappointed, but things changed fast when she spent the next two hours being double penetrated by a horny father and son.
***************
Dixie stirred in her sleep. Something was pulling on her arm. She was engulfed by the body of a large black man, his spent cock still inside her. It was a struggle to turn her head and see what was disturbing her. She peeked out from under Jamon's chest and blinked in the darkness until Rose's image came into focus. "AWWW... What do you want?" she yawned.
"Aaww," said Rose yawning in response. "Get up and get a shower. Amir and Deshawn want to take us to Key West today."
"Really! Help me out." Dixie wiggled while Rose grabbed her arm and attempted to pull Dixie out from under the giant black man. Instead of sliding free, her squirming had the opposite effect on the cock plugging her pussy. "Shit! He's getting hard again! I'll meet you there."
Dixie spread her legs wider as Jamon came awake and started fucking her again. Her body reacted quickly, her hips lifting up into Jamon's thrusting cock. "Fuck me Jamon, Give me that big cock," she growled at him. Fifteen minutes later, he grunted at sperm began filling her pussy. This time his cock did plop out and the half sleeping black man rolled off her. Dixie climbed off the bed and walked downstairs to the shower, hunched over with one hand cupping her pussy to keep his sperm from leaking out.
"About time," said Dixie, dressed in her spade bikini.
"Jesus Rosie, it's dark outside."
"Amir wants us to himself today and he wants to leave before the others wake up. Now hurry up and shower. Put your bikini on and grab your dress. That's all you'll need.
Dixie showered and dressed. She came down the stair to the smell of bacon and toast. Rose was serving Amir and his son breakfast. The girls joined the black men for a quick bite and soon found themselves climbing on the back of Amir and Deshawn's motorcycles after storing their dresses in containers on the bikes. Dixie was behind Deshawn. She wrapped her arms around his broad chest as he pulled out of the driveway.
The sun came up soon after they left. Though tired and exhausted, Dixie found herself enjoying the morning. It was warm and beautiful outside. The sun sparkled on the blue water under the myriad of bridges they passed over. The powerful motorcycle throbbed under her legs as she wrapped her arms tighter around the strong man steering the bike. One hand slid down his chest over his hard flat stomach. She found the base of Deshawn's cock and slid her hand over the long shaft as it traveled down one pant leg. It swelled at her touch. The bike suddenly sped up and caught up with Amir and Rose. Shawn honked the horn to get his dad's attention, then took the lead. Soon he turned off into a private parking area on the gulf side and Dixie found herself leaning over his bike while his huge black cock fucked her from behind. Next to them, Amir was doing the same to Rose.
An hour later, they were on the rode again. The men stopped off at Big Pine Key and showed them a fresh water hole with a couple alligators in it. Soon after that, they entered Key West and Amir and Deshawn gave them a tour of the island. The beach area was filling up as they circled the island. Amir led them inward and through the above ground cemetery. They rode past the Hemingway house and climbed the Key West lighthouse. After a quick lunch, the girls pulled their Queen of Spades dresses on and they hit some clubs. Key West was a lot busier then Islamorada and the various bars had a decent crowd that seemed fascinated with the two big black men and their sexy white women. After a long day of drinking and dancing, they walked down to Mallory Square to watch the sunset and the street performers. Then they had a quick dinner.
After that, things got strange.
"Aaaawwww," yawned Dixie.
"Tired?" asked Shawn.
"Yeah I'm tired," she replied. "You guys don't like to let us sleep much."
Amir laughed. "Sleeping is what you do in bed with white men. Black men use beds for fucking especially when we're with stacked white bitches. No get them dresses stowed." He checked his watch. "We're heading home soon and we'll show you what black men do in bed with white women."
"Can't wait," said Dixie, exhausted, but smiling at the thought of having Amir or his son between her legs again soon. Hell, maybe Gage would grab Rose and she could take both father and son on. "Why do you keep checking your watch?"
"Got somewhere to be in five minutes," replied Amir, straddling his bike. "Take the dresses off and mount up." Rose climbed up behind him after stripping back to her bikini and stowing the dress on the bike and Dixie did the same for Deshawn. The motorcycles pulled down Duvall street, leaving the busy section and heading for the quieter section of the island. When they reached the water, they turned the bikes right, heading to the Southernmost point one street over.
The Southernmost point in a big striped buoy and tourist stop. During the day, they had visited it and encountered tourists taking pictures and vendors hawking goods. Now, it was quiet, but for the occasional car passing by and a Hispanic man leaning against a parked car.
Without shutting the bike off, Amir rode up to the man and took a small duffle bag from him. Amir quickly secured the bag in the storage compartment holding her dress. After that, he pulled forwards and Deshawn took a bag from the man. Once the bags were secured, the motorcycles turned around and drove along the Southern end of the island. "What was that?" yelled Dixie in Amir's ear.
"Nothing," he replied, turning his head.
"Is it drugs? You guys are drug dealers?"
Amir pulled over in a parking space along the public beach. "Alright, what's the problem?"
Dixie climbed off the bike. "I don't want nothing to do with drugs."
"Damn, I didn't know you guys were dealers," said Rose, joining her and equally concerned.
"We ain't dealers," said Deshawn. "And if you don't like it, you can stay here."
"So those aren't drugs?" asked Rose. "Let me see in the bag."
A cop car suddenly slowed down and drove past them. The policeman driving stared at them until Amir waved. The cop's eyes checked out Rose and Dixie's small bikinis and then assuming nothing was wrong, he drove off.
"If it isn't drugs, then what's in the bag?" asked Dixie.
"Drugs," said, Amir. "It's Wednesday night, probably a kilo of coke per bag, some pot, X, and maybe some heroin."
"FUCK!" said Rose and Dixie together.
"But we ain't dealers," said Deshawn.
"Shawn's right," added Amir. "We're mules. We just run the stuff from Key West to several modeling agencies up in Miami every week. The agencies place the orders, we meet the supplier here, and then run it up to South Beach. Been doing it for eighteen months now. We get a grand per trip."
"I'm not comfortable with this," said Rose.
"Tough shit," answered Amir. "Now get on the bikes or do what my son says and stay here." Amir started the engine again.
"I don't like this, Dix," said Rose.
"Me neither," she answered.
"If you're staying," said Deshawn starting his motor. "Then I want our bikinis back."
Rose and Dixie looked at each other. "Last chance," said Amir. Dixie was the first to move. She walked up to Amir's bike and climbed up behind him. "Good choice," added Amir. "Now just hope we don't get stopped cause now you is accessories." He took off out of the parking spot. Deshawn and Rose soon followed them.
Dixie felt a little less nervous after they crossed the bridge from Key West. She half wished she could lay her head down on Amir's back and take a nap, but that would have been too dangerous. She almost did doze at one point and when she woke up, the roar of the motorcycle sounded even louder. She leaned back and roaring motorcycle engines filled her ears. They were surrounded by motorcycles, at least twenty of them.
Dixie looked around in alarm. The gang was riding along with Amir and Deshawn. Almost all the gang members were wearing black leather or jean jackets with the arms ripped off. The back of each jacket had the image of a snarling black panther on them. It was dark and she couldn't see the entire gang, but every bike near her that had a helmet-less rider or wore a helmet, but had bare arms, was showing black skin. The gang appeared to be all black men.
A motorcycle pulled up close to her left. Dixie glanced over at the rider. He wasn't wearing a helmet. His features were very African, dark black, flat nose, and big lips. His face was hard, but his eyes were hidden behind goggles. The man wore a do-rag over his shaved head. His arms were bare and very big, maybe even bigger then Gage's. His eyes ran up and down her body. He pulled ahead a little and fist bumped Amir as they rode side by side. More bikes came up alongside her and she lost sight of Rose behind Deshawn. All the riders checked out her body. The engine suddenly slowed a little. The biker beside her gestured off the rode and all the bikes including hers turned off an exit and pulled up to a secluded beach area.
Amir pulled into a parking space and the other motorcycles pulled in beside them. The parking area was dark and didn't have lights, but the moon was full, reflecting off the ocean illuminating the small beach. The sandy beach was small and the water was close to the parking lot. Off the lot, several picnic tables and a few free standing grills were arrayed around palm trees.
"Damn girl."
"You is one hot white bitch."
"Look at these big ass white titties."
Dixie found herself turning around nervously. She was surrounded by black men all turning their admiring lustful gazes on her scantily clad body. She heard Rose squeal somewhere behind her. Dixie turned to catch a glimpse of her friend, but the man who had commented on her breasts suddenly grabbed and squeezed them. She gasped in surprise at this stranger's boldness. The string on her bikini tugged behind her neck and her spades fell forwards. "Oh my," she gasped when her bikini top was yanked from her breasts.
"Fuck! I've never touched pink nipples before," said the biker squeezing her breasts. His fingers moved to pinch her nipples and Dixie found herself becoming wet.
"Me first," said a deep voice.
Dixie looked over to see the biker who had worn the goggles. They were now up on the do-rag on his head. His arms were huge and covered in blue tribal tattoos that were hard to make out in the dim light. She assumed he'd gotten them in prison. All the black men milling about looked like ex-cons. "Come on Stan," whined the man playing with her breasts.
"Wait your fucking turn," growled Stan. He held out one massive black hand that completely swallowed Dixie's when she reached out to take it. Her pussy gave a little squirt when she touched him. Her nipples were already hard from the chill in the night air and the man who had been pinching him, but now her entire areola started puffing up as her arousal grew. Stan led her over to his motorcycle and with little ceremony had her bend over the seat. Dixie found her panties being pulled off and then, a strong hand was slapping between her legs, getting her to spread wider. A big knob ran up and down her labia. "Well, well," he chuckled. "The white whore is already wet for me."
"UUGGHH!" Dixie was pushed hard into the seat of the bike as Stan's big cock head entered her. "JEESSUSS! That's... a... big... cock..." she gasped.
"You like big nigger cock, dontcha slut?" growled Stan angling his big cock so that the head could push through her cervix.
"I love big nigger cock," replied Dixie as Stan began to fuck her. His cock was huge, in the Deshawn or Jamon size range. In other words, a really big pussy pleaser. "Fuck my white pussy with that big nigger cock," she told him.
"Now that's what I'm talking about," shouted Stan, slapping her ass hard with the palm of his hand. The surrounding black bikers laughed and stood watching their leader fuck Dixie's pussy.
Dixie heard another squeal just as she had a powerful orgasm. She looked up and saw Rose's nude body thrown over the shoulder of powerful young black giant. He carried her over to a picnic table and sat her down on the edge. The man kicked the seat out of the way and struggled to get his pants down as he stepped between her legs. Rose's white legs wrapped around his hips as the couple started fucking on the table. Dixie came again, breathing heavily against the hard seat of the motorcycle. When she looked up, Rose was now on her back while another man had moved around the opposite side of the table and had shoved his cock down her throat.
A fat ten inch cock suddenly bobbed before her face blocking her view of Rose. Dixie looked up at the man. He was pudgy and had a large gut sticking out over his cock. He was also older, past sixty and had bad teeth. He moved closer and shoved his cock down her throat. Dixie couldn't move much and he just grabbed her head, guiding his cock in and out of her throat. It was one of the shorter pricks she'd seen on a black man, but it was also one of the thickest. She almost choked on it when Stan's cock erupted in her womb triggering a huge orgasm.
Stan finished cumming and yanked his cock out. "Where the fuck did you find these sluts, Amir?" asked Stan.
"Just around," replied Amir's voice just as another cock took Stan's place. It was another big one, though not as big as Stan's. It gave her a decent orgasm just as the old man's cock started cumming down her throat. He shot most of his load in her belly and she only tasted a little of his sperm when he pulled his cock out. It tasted old and stale like the man, but it was still thick. The man fucking her pussy came and Dixie had another big orgasm.
Dixie was still gasping for air, when strong hands pulled her off the bike and to her feet. She stumbled as she was led by two more men to a picnic table near Rose. Two different men were with Rose now. The one between her legs had pushed her legs up and back so that he could fuck her ass. His thick black cock was buried deep in her ass and he was trying to push more in. Rose's head was now hanging off the table. Another man straddled her head. His balls hanging right over her mouth. He was sliding his foot long cock between Rose's breasts, fucking her big tits with delight.
Dixie found herself in a similar position. A third man was fucking her pussy while another man had his cock down her throat. This time she didn't cum until the man inside her pussy did. The next man pushed her hips back so that he could fuck her ass. The next black biker decided to titty fuck her the same way Rose had gotten titty fucked. After the man fucking her ass came, another man took her pussy. The man fucking her tits grunted and she felt semen strike her belly. "Fucker," growled the man between her legs. "Ya got yo shit in my pubes." The man fucking her tits pulled away and for a brief moment, Dixie had some release for her sore neck and stretched jaw. The man fucking her came, pulled his cock out and shot a last bit of sperm on her tits. She watched him walk away and it occurred to her that he hadn't made her cum. For the first time, a black man had failed to make her cum.
Dixie looked over at Rose and for a moment she thought the poor woman might be passed out. Stan was fucking her. He had her legs pointed up so that his head was between her feet while he pounded away. Rose showed little reaction to being fucked by Stan's mighty cock. When she finally did show signs of life, it was to turn her head sideways to cough like she was about to vomit. A young black man blocked her view of Rose and guided his twelve incher down her throat just as another man pushed her hips up and took her ass again. When the man fucking her throat came, she suddenly felt like throwing up to. There was simply more cum then there was room in her belly. The cock in her ass jerked and spewed it's pudding deep in her bowels. A torrent of seed followed the retreating cock to pour out of her ass. Another man shoved his cock down her throat. This time, she weekly pushed him back just as he was about to cum. His seed tasted every bit as good as Robert's had, but there was simply no more room in her stomach. His sperm quickly overflowed her mouth and poured down her face, covering her nose, eyes and getting in her hair. She did the same for the next two men to cum in her mouth too until her face had become a mask of dried flaky and wet sperm.
And so the night went. Dixie lost track of the men who had her. There had been at least 20 in the gang and it felt like every one had been in either her mouth, pussy, or ass. She had quit cumming hours ago and sex had ceased being pleasurable. Not that the sex hurt. Her genitals were too numb to feel anything. There was pain, but it was from holding her legs apart for so long, from cricks in her neck, and her back hurt from rubbing against the hard wood on top the picnic table. She wasn't even awake for the last hour or two that men had continued fucking her.
A bright light woke her up. Dixie blinked as she opened her eyes and they became adjusted to the light. The sun's fiery orange ball was halfway up over the ocean, but the image was white and blurry. Her legs still hurt and she tried to close them, but something was keeping them spread. She heard a grunt and raised her head to see a black man still fucking her. He finished cumming and pulled out. There was fresh wet semen on her face too, but she must have been asleep when the last man came in her mouth. Finally she was alone and she managed to scoot back so that her head wasn't hanging over the edge any more. Dixie fell asleep, but it must have been only minutes for when she opened her eyes, the sun wasn't far above the water. The view was still blurry until she wiped the sperm out of her eyes.
There was a roaring in her ears and Dixie quickly covered them at the loud noise. Nearly every motorcycle in the parking lot had started their engines at once and then singularly or in pairs, they left the small secluded beach.
"Go get cleaned up. We need to get going."
Dixie weakly raised her head and looked at Deshawn. He was pulling his shirt on and she assumed that at some point he had made use of her body along with the rest of the gang. "Can't move," she gasped.
"Sorry, but pop and I have an appointment in Miami to make." Deshawn grabbed her arms and pulled her up to a sitting position. He then threw her over his shoulder. "Shit girl, you're a wet mess," he complained.
Dixie saw Rose laying spread eagled on her back on the next picnic table as Deshawn carried her down to the water. Rose appeared to have gotten it every bit as hard as Dixie had. For a moment, Dixie feared that her friend was dead until Amir appeared and Rose groaned as he threw her over his shoulder. Dixie was suddenly flung off Deshawn's shoulder as he dropped her in the ocean water. She hit the water hard, but not too hard as it was shallow and her ass sat down on the sandy bottom soon after hitting the water. The chill in the water woke her up enough that she could start washing the semen off her body. A second later, Rose splashed down beside her. The two woman were silent as they did their best to clean the cum of twenty black men off their bodies. Dixie saw that Rose was using handfuls of sand to clean herself. She copied Rose and found that sand was the next best thing to a washcloth. She still felt dirty when Amir impatiently announced that they had to get going.



So began the scariest ride of both Dixie's and Rose's life. It was nearly two hours to their host's home. Neither of them could keep their eyes open. At one point Dixie woke up just as she was falling off the speeding motorcycle. She grabbed Amir's back just in time to stop her frail bikini clad body from striking the asphalt. Amir ended up steering with one hand while his free hand held her arm draped over his shoulder. Finally after what seemed an eternity, the bikes pulled up to their condo. Amir and Deshanw kept their motorcycles running. Deshawn stayed with the bikes to guard the drugs while Amir let the two exhausted girls into the condo. He shut the door behind them and they heard the roar of the two motorcycles as they sped off for Miami.
**************
"Dammit!"
Rose sleepily opened her eyes to see Gage standing over her. She smiled. "Morning," she whispered, closing her eyes again.
"Fuck!" he growled. "I got a morning stiffy that won't go down and my sluts have been fucked raw. Fucking shithead Amir. Oh well." He leaned down and picked Rose up in his arms just as Mark came downstairs.
"What the fuck happened to them?" asked Mark.
"I don't know. Lets get them up to bed. The poor things need to get some rest."
"Fucking Amir," Mark grunted, picking up Dixie.
"Thank you," whispered Rose as Gage ascended the stairs.
"What happened to you last night?" he asked.
"Can't remember. I just remember motorcycles and a snarling black cat."
"Damn! The Black Panthers! There's 23 bikers in that gang." Gage arrived on the second floor, but kept climbing to the third floor. "Don't tell me you took them all on?"
"No choice," whispered Rose, rubbing her head against Gage's chest. She felt protected and safe in his arms. "Rule one, our bodies belong to the black man. Besides, they were scary black brutes, all ex-cons."
Gage chuckled. "That's bullshit. Stan is a high school principal. They're all Miami city employees, janitors, bus drivers, and one's a lawyer. They like to pretend they're tough guys on the weekends, riding all around Southern Florida. Fuck, I don't know what they were doing out on a Wednesday night, but on the weekends, they have their wives and girlfriends with them. They would have been better behaved then."
"Oh," said an exhausted Rose as she was gently laid down on a bed.
Gage leaned down and kissed her head while Mark dropped Dixie down on Deshawn's bed. "No action from these two for awhile," said Gage.
"No shit," bitched Mark. "Let's get to work."
Rose closed her eyes and slept for a few hours. When she woke up, she climbed out of bed and made her way down to the second floor to use the shower and finally clean off the mixture of suntan lotion, semen, and sea salt that encrusted her body. Her back, ass, thighs, and neck were sore and the shower felt wonderful. She was still tired, but felt refreshed when she stepped out of the shower and toweled herself dry.
Rose examined herself in the mirror. The first thing to catch her attention was her tan. She'd never been this tan before. White spades covered her nipples and the tips of her breasts. A white spade also covered her pubic region. The flesh colored part of her bikini bottom must have been made of the material that lets ultraviolet through. She looked good with a tan, though the white spade tan lines were a little silly. Dixie checked out her body noticing a few light bruises from getting fucked on the picnic table all night. Her thighs were an angry red with welts and still stung from the repeated slapping of heavy sperm filled black balls. All and all not too worse for wear.
Rose thought about getting some real food from the kitchen, but her belly was still full from the multiple loads of semen that she had swallowed. Instead of going downstairs, she went back upstairs to Dixie and woke her sleepy friend up to go get cleaned up. While Dixie stumbled downstairs to shower, Rose laid back down on the bed and promptly fell back asleep.
She awoke to someone shaking her and the smell of hot soup. Rose opened her eyes to see Gage leaning over her. "Wakeup sleepy. I made dinner for you."
Rose blinked her eyes as she slowly woke up. It was dark outside the window. She and Dixie had slept all afternoon. She still felt tired, but then it would take a long time to catch up on sleep from this weekend. She saw Dixie was sitting up in her bed and Mark was setting a tray on her lap. Rose sat up and Gage sat a similar tray in her own lap. A paper plate held a grilled cheese cut in half and a bowl of tomato soup. "Thank you," she said, realizing how starved she was when her belly growled.
"Your welcome. Now eat up. Then I want you two to shower and gussy yourselves up some. Do the hair, nails, shave, the whole shebang."
Rose chewed and swallowed a piece of her sandwich. "Sure thing Gage, but I'm still sore down there. I don't know what you have planned, but..."
"Do as you're told, slut," he told her calmly, but in a tone that implied seriousness.
"Yes, sir," she answered meekly.
"You have two hours to get ready. Remain here after you shower." Gage followed Mark to the door. He turned. "Don't worry. It won't be more then you two can handle." He left.
Dixie looked over at Rose and said, "We've handled an awful lot this week."
"You're telling me, sister."
The girls devoured their grilled cheese and soup. "You can have first crack at the shower," said Dixie, combining the trays and bowls into one.
Rose left the room and went to use the shower. She washed herself thoroughly and then primped in front of the mirror. This time she had her own makeup, razor, and curling iron. She shaved her legs and trimmed her whispy red-brown pubes. Rose used her favorite green polish on her toenails and fingernails, then added some green makeup above her eyes. She looked good in green with her red-headed features and pale skin. For a brief moment she pictured Siobhan nude wearing the same makeup. The thought aroused her a little, much to her embarrassment. After curling her hair, Rose returned to the room and Dixie left.
Rose noticed that the tray was missing. Mark or Gage must have come for it. She laid back down on the bed and quickly fell back asleep. She awoke about a half hour later to the sound of Dixie returning. Her blonde friend looked great. Her lips and nails were a bright red and even her nipples looked darker. Dix had curled her hair. Her skin was and always would be a darker tan then Rose's and Dixie's pale spade tan lines stood out more on her darker skin.
Rose heard voices downstairs. "What do you think they have planned?" asked Dixie, sitting across from her on Deshawn's bed.
"I don't know Dix, but I can't take another gang bang." Rose felt like crying and Dixie moved over to hold her. Rose sobbed into Dixie's arms, hoping her makeup didn't run from her tears.
There were heavy steps out the door and Jamon opened it. "You two go on over to my room and get on the bed."
"Yes, Jamon," said Dixie.
Dixie and Rose stood up off the bed together and holding each other they left Amir and Deshawn's room and walked across the hall to Jamon's room. Jamon had a king sized bed, the biggest in the house. They entered the room and saw that his bed had been pulled out from the wall. It had been stripped of it's sheets and it's pillows. The mattress was covered in a plastic protector. "What the fuck?" asked Rose, seeing it. They sat down on the edge of the bed together.
"What's that?" asked Dixie.
They were silent, straining their ears for sounds. There were still voices downstairs, but there was also movement on the stairs. Footsteps were climbing the stairs. Multiple footsteps. They footsteps didn't pause at the second floor. They continued ascending the stairs. The first paused outside the door.
Gage opened the door and strolled into the room. There were other men behind him. They were all nude. "Lie down on the bed, both of you," he said.
"Gage, please," begged Rose, fighting to keep herself from crying. "We can't take another gang bang."
Gage walked up to the bed. "We are not here to gang bang you, Rose." Nude black men followed Gage and surrounded the bed. "We are here to baptize you." Gage was holding something in his left hand. Rose watched as he squirted liquid in his right palm and began stroking his cock. He handed the tube of astroglide to the next man.
"They're going to jerk off on us," whispered Dixie in her ear. Both women felt relieved.
Rose stared at Gage's swelling cock, turning slick with lubrication from the container of astroglide.
She turned her attention to the other men. All five roommates were present as were Sammy, Marley, and Reno from Rasta With Meatballs. The fourth member of the band whom they had not met was also present. He was the married one whose wife didn't let him out to play. Robert was also present. His huge balls swinging under his giant cut cock.
"Dayum!"
"You telling me. Dese bitches is fine."
"I need to tap that shit."
"No," said Gage. "They are off limits for that."
Rose smiled gratefully. The men speaking were three black men she hadn't seen before. One looked barely eighteen and had the fattest cock she'd seen yet. Another was closer to thirty and obese. A thirteen inch cock stuck out under a huge gut. His balls matched his cock, every bit as big as Robert's. The last man was closer to seventy. He was think, wrinkled, and stopped over. Oddly, his cock was rampant and proud. It was as big as Jamon's, fourteen inches and huge. The old man's cock looked forty years younger then the man it was on. Neither Rose or Dixie ever learned their names.
Gage approached Rose's side of the bed. He straightened his back and held his head up high, practically shouting, "As the first black man to enter this woman, I demand the right of first baptism."
"GRANTED," shouted the crowd. Gage aimed his cock at Rose's face and began jerking off. Rose found herself turning her face towards his cock, expectantly.
Mark aimed his cock at Dixie's face and shouted, "As the first real man to enter this woman, I demand the right of first baptism."
"GRANTED!"
"HAIL SATAN," yelled Jamon. Rose gasped and there were gasps from some of the black men in the group. "Just fucking with you, mon," he explained and there were chuckles in the crowd.
Rose turned her attention to the strong black hand furiously working his eleven inch shaft near her face. His fat cock head started swelling bigger after a good five minutes. She instinctively closed her eyes, opened her mouth, and stuck her tongue out. With a grunt, Gage shot his load. Hot sperm splattered on her nose, eyes, and cheeks. A wad struck her tongue and another flew in her mouth. She gulped it, loving the taste. If every man came as much as Gage did, the two women were going to be soaked in sperm. "I baptize you a slut for black cock," he gasped.
"UNNHH!" Mark blew his load all over Dixie's face. "I baptize you a slut for nigger cock."
Gage and Mark stepped back and the newly baptized sluts for black cock found themselves surrounded by men jerking off. Huge black cocks 11, 12, 13, and fourteen inches long ranging in color from brown to black, to dark black, to really black, cut and uncut, aimed at the two women's nude bodies, poised to cover their bodies with cum from black balls ranging in size from tangerines to coconuts to duckpin bowling balls.
Soon the rains came.
Sperm shot across Rose's breasts. One man aimed his entire load right on the left nipple nearly centered in the white spade of her tan line. The man's load covered her entire breast in his seed. Another shot it across her ribs and ejaculated on her right breast, aiming his last few spurts at her left at the last moment. A wad of sperm burst across her belly, filling her navel and pooling in her stomach. A powerful stream of semen covered her crotch, coating her freshly trimmed pubic hair with white seed. One man pulled her legs towards the side, held one up and sprayed a jet of sperm all over her labia. As soon as he let go, another man pushed his cock between her feet and jerked off with them. He pulled his cock out when he came and coated her tiny feet with white semen. Sperm was striking her from the other side too as men shot their load all over Dixie's luscious nude body.
The rains slowed.
One man remained near Rose's head, jerking his massive cock off. Her lids were coated in semen, but she recognized the huge balls. It was Robert. Rose reached out her hand and touched the cut head of his thirteen inch cock. Her hand slid down and she began jerking the shaft off instead of him. The monster was already swollen and near to bursting. Just as it blew, she rolled on her side and wrapped her lips around the tip. She gulped as he mouth filled, finally getting a satisfying taste of his potent seed.
The rains stopped.
Rose looked over at Dixie just as the last man shot his wad. It was Jamon and he filled Dixie's belly with cum, burying the Confederate flag pin in her navel beneath of torrent of white cum.
"Well done sluts," said Gage, stepping forwards. "Thou art baptized. We welcome two new sluts for black cock."
"WELCOME SLUTS," shouted the crowd.
"Thank you," said Rose, meekly and she heard Dixie respond the same way.
"Now," said Gage, "Since this is the first time we have performed this little ritual on two women at once, I motion that we have them lick the seed of the superior black man off each other."
"I second that motion, mon," said Jamon.
"As do I," said Amir.
"The motion is passed." Gage leaned down over Rose. "You may begin. Start licking sluts."
Rose rolled over on her side, facing Dixie. Dixie was already facing her. Her blonde best friend was as coated in semen as she was. They inched closer to each other until their breasts mashed together. Both bent their head forwards and their lips met at the same point between them.
"Dayumn!" exclaimed the man from earlier.
Rose closed her eyes and kissed her friends lips, their tongues met. She tasted semen on Dixie's lips and tongue. It was on her breath. Their kisses broke, but their tongues didn't quit moving. Both women licked sperm off the lips and cheeks of their friend. Rose kissed Dixie under the chin as Dixie licked sperm off the bridge of Rose's nose and kissed her eyelid.
Rose slid down on the wet plastic covering the bed. Her lips and tongue moved from Dixie's chin to her neck, shoulder, chest, and then she was licking semen off Dixie's DD breasts. Her tongue moved closer to the nipple, licking around the areola, flickering the hard nipple and sucking the engorged nipple between her lips. She moved her tongue off the nipple, lapping up the sperm coating Dixie's mammary, bending down to do the same to Dixie's other breast and nipple. When she was done, Rose laid on her back and Dixie bent over doing the same to her breasts.
Dixie finished with her breasts and then moved her mouth down Rose's ribs and stomach. Rose sucked her belly in as Dixie pressed her lips down over her pierced belly button and vacuum sucked the large wet pool of sperm into her mouth. When the pool was drained, her tongue wormed into Rose's belly button, flickering over her diamond pin and moving in increasing circles around her belly. She stopped just above the sperm coating Rose's pubic hair. Dixie leaned back and tugged on her friend arms.
Rose sat up and did the same to Dixie's belly. She sucked up the sperm and licked the flag pin clean. As she did so, Rose found herself on all fours. She didn't stop with the stomach. Rose's tongue licked around Dixie's blonde bush, but it didn't stop there. Her tongue found Dixie's engorged clit. Dixie spread her legs wider and Rose began sucking and cleaning her clit. Rose leaned closer. She raised one leg and straddled her friend. Now on top of Dixie, Rose buried her head in Dixie's pussy. It was soaked with sperm. One of the black men must have shot his entire load right on her labia. Rose's tongue licked the labia clean worming it's way into Dixie's pussy. "UNH!" she grunted when Dixie's tongue entered her own pussy.
The two best friends began eating each other out in earnest. Sperm splattered in Rose's hair and across her breasts.
The men had started jerking off again.
This time they weren't satisfied with jerking off. "I need to tap this," said a man. Rose felt herself sliding towards the foot of the bed until Dixie's legs dangled off. A big black cock with gray pubes approached Dixie's pussy. Rose assumed it was the old man's. She held out her tongue and licked along the shaft as the fourteen inch cock pushed into her friend. Her tongue went from Dixie's clit to the old man's rapidly pumping shaft.
"How you likin dat pussy, pop?" asked Amir.
"Fuck this is some fine white pussy," replied the old man who was apparently Amir's father.
The head of the bed depressed as a big man climbed up near Dixie's head. It wasn't long until Rose had her own monster cock pushing into her pussy. She shuddered in pleasure all fear of soreness gone as Dixie's tongue worked over her clit and the bottom of the man's shaft, but soon the man's mighty balls were slapping Dixie's head and Dixie changed to licking the man's huge balls as he fucked Rose.
Rose felt Dixie shudder beneath her as her blond friend came. The old man buried his cock and held it still. Dixie's shudder turned violent as her orgasm was prolonged and grew in intensity. Rose stared fascinated as the old man's white cum began leaking out from their conjoined crotches. He slowly withdrew his spent cock and the flow of semen increased. His cock was still hard and shooting little jets of seed as it reared up. Rose wrapped her lips around the head, tasting her friend's juices and getting a shot's glass worth of sperm in her mouth. The old black man stepped back and Rose buried her face in her friends pussy again, lapping up the fresh semen. She was interrupted by another foot long black cock poking at her head. She raised her head. This time, the man grabbed Dixie's thighs and pushed her back so that her anus was facing upwards. Rose noticed that Dixie's anus wasn't the tight little puckered rosebud that it should have been and she wondered if their exploits from last night with the bikers had turned her anus into a little dime sized hole too. The man's black cock was slick with astroglide and slid into Dixie's ass quite easily. Rose returned her tongue to Dixie's pussy lapping up Amir's dad's sperm while the man fucked Dix's ass.
"CCUUMMIINNGG!" screamed Rose suddenly. The cock in her pussy had just exploded. A torrent of semen was filling her womb giving her a huge orgasm. The man pulled his cock out and Rose felt his hot seed strike her ass and lower back as he blew his last load. She had know idea who the man was. She felt his weight leave the bed and then Dixie's tongue was wiggling it's way back into her own pussy. Dix ate her out for a few minutes before another man climbed on the bed and she felt his huge cock head pressing hard against her anus.
The man in Dixie's ass began cumming. He yanked his still spurting cock out of her ass. It reared up and went straight into Rose's mouth. The man had only just started cumming and Rose swallowed several large mouthfuls before he stepped back. She found herself looking down at the nickel sized hole that had been Dixie's anus. The hole was filling with the white seed, slowly dripping down to the plastic covering. Without thinking, her tongue came down on Dixie's anus and began lapping up the leaking sperm.
The man fucking Rose's ass came soon thereafter. Unlike the last man, he didn't pull out before he quit cumming. He held his cock deep and let every last bit drain from his balls. His cock had even gone a little limp by the time he pulled it from her ass. Rose could feel the sperm welling from her ass. It poured from her asshole, a virtual Niagara falls of white sperm, cascading down over her labia and straight into Dixie's open mouth and lapping tongue.



Rose winced when a man came on the side of her face, sperm filling her ear. Another wad of sperm splattered on her back. Her tongue and jaw were tired, so she slowly rolled off Dixie falling on her back next to her friend. As she stared up at the ceiling black men were leaning over her, jerking their cocks off again. She closed her eyes when the first fresh wad fell on her face. She kept them closed counting seven more wads before they had finished. Fresh wads struck her tits, crotch, belly, and face. She even felt ejaculate striking her legs from where more wads were splattering off Dixie's torso.
"I think that's enough boys," said Gage's voice.
Rose listened as the men filed out of the room. She heard the patter of footsteps down the stairs and even made out the sounds of engines starting in the driveway. "Here," said Jamon's voice as she felt a washcloth land on her face. Rose used it to wipe her eyes clean. Dixie was doing the same. They stared at each other with mixed emotions.
"God we're a mess," said Dixie, giggling nervously.
Mark strolled up, holding their bikinis. "You think you're a mess. You should see it when we all jerk off on only one girl. Siobhan looked like she had taken a bath in white pudding." He tossed them their bikinis. Put them on, then get off the bed, fold up the plastic covering and carry it downstairs and outside. Try not to get too much sperm on the carpet.
That turned out to be an impossible task as both Dixie and Rose were dripping with the stuff. They each held a corner of the sperm covered plastic covering as they carried it downstairs. Mark opened the sliding glass door to the backyard and the women carried it through onto the grass. Jamon stood nearby with a hose. The condo shared a backyard with four other units. One unit had people sitting on a second floor back porch. They were laughing and talking. The noises stopped when Jamon began hosing off the plastic as well as Dixie and Rose. Rose knew they were being stared at. Who wouldn't stare at two stacked women in skimpy bikinis being hosed down by a muscular Jamaican?
The strong spray of cold water was refreshing and it woke her up. It also did a pretty decent job getting all the sperm off her, but it took awhile. "When you leaving tomorrow?" asked Jamon, running the strong stream of water down Rose's legs and hosing off her feet.
"Not sure," said Rose, shrugging. "Early."
"We need to be on the road before noon," said Dixie as Jamon turned the hose on her.
"Well mon," said Jamon. "If this hose ain't good enough for ya." He shook the garden hose. "I got a darker one for ya right here." Jamon used his free hand to squeeze his crotch. He said it loudly enough there was a gasp from the people watching from the porch. "Just drop by my room later and you can say goodbye to it, mon."
"Maybe," said Rose.
"Sure thing," said Dixie.
"Get in the house," came a loud whisper from the porch next door.
Jamon looked up at the porch and Rose saw him wink. She turned to look up and saw a man dragging a woman through the sliding glass door. It slammed shut. "I'll be fuckin her by da end of da week, mon," laughed Jamon.
The three entered the condo, Jamon grabbing a beer from the kitchen while Dixie and Rose headed upstairs to shower. They had just started to climb the steps when Jamon yelled, "Hold it." They paused to look at him. "Bikinis," he told them. "The rules are in effect until ya leave tomorrow, mon." Both Dixie and Rose removed the spade bikinis, hung them over the railing on the steps and walked up to the second floor.
Rose started the shower and checked the water temperature. "You want to go first or me?" she asked.
Dixie smiled and stepped past her into the stall. She wasn't going first though. She held her hand out until Rose took it. Then she pulled Rose into the shower with her. Their voluptuous bodies pressed tightly together in the shower. Things were different now then when they used to shower together in college or even that first day on Islamorada. Dixie's nipples were already hard as she stared at Rose's nipples hardening. Dixie grabbed her right breast, squeezed it and rubbed her nipple around Rose's nipple. "En garde," she said, laughing. Rose laughed to. Dixie let go her breast and squeezed Rose's breasts. She caressed around the full globes and then moved her hands down Rose's wet ribs and to her hips. She pulled her friend tightly into her embrace, their massive breasts smashing together. "I'm glad this weekend happed to us, Rosie," said Dixie before bringing her lips down on Rose's.
Rose kissed her friend back passionately. She broke the kiss long enough to say, "Me too, Dix." Then they kissed again.
Rose and Dixie took turns using the bar of soap to lather each other's bodies and examine every crack and orifice for any remaining sperm. Rose would kneel, rubbing soapy hands through Dixie's belly, navel, bush, and between her thighs, while Dixie held her head back under the jets of water to wash it. She turned around, letting the water wash out the shampoo while Rose cleaned her ass and thighs. Then they switched places.
After drying off, Rose left the bathroom. "Where you going?" asked Dixie.
Rose turned and winked at her friend. She walked over to Gage's room and opened the door. He was laying on his back nude, bench pressing a dumbbell with some heavy weights on it. His muscles glistened from a sheen of sweat. Rose walked over and kneeled by his crotch. She bent over and took his hardening cock in her mouth. He did some more reps until his cock was complete hard before setting the dumbbell down. "You've come a long way," he told Rose as she deep throated his thick black cock. "Lets move to the bed."
Rose sucked up his shaft until the head plopped out. Then she kissed the big black knob. Gage climbed off the bench and walked to his bed. He laid down on his back. Rose straddled his legs. He held his cock up for her as she lowered herself down over it. "OH GOD! GAGE! I love your cock!" She sat in his lap, grinding down into his crotch luxuriating in the feeling of being stuffed by his cock. "I love it Gage. I love your cock so much." Rose sucked her lower lip into her mouth as she concentrated in being filled by her black lover. "Fuck it. I love you Gage. I love you. I love your cock. I love the things you make me do. I wish Jake had a cock like yours."
"You gonna marry him?"
"I'm not sure," she replied honestly. "I still love him, but he could never satisfy me. Not now, not after this week. I believe in monogamy. I've already been unfaithful to him, but after we say our vows, it will be a sin to cheat. I don't think I could do... be faithful that is. God! I'm such a whore." Rose felt like crying.
"Trust me girl. You got an itch and the longer you go without scratching that itch, the worse it's gonna get. Tell that white boy that you're a black man's whore. He might like it."
"Shut up, Gage."
"Tell him that your pussy's built for black cock."
"Stop it."
"Tell him you like swallowing nigger cum."
"NO!"
"Tell him you like having a big nigger cock up your ass and one in your pussy at the same time."
"Jesus Gage. Just stop." Rose started bouncing in his lap. "Just fuck me. Fuck your white whore. Fuck my white pussy. Then after you fuck me, I want your big nigger cock in my ass."
"You got it slut," he said, playfully smacking her ass. "And after I fuck that sweet white ass. I'm gonna shove my big nigger cock down your throat."
"And let me swallow your nigger cumMMIINNGG!" Rose threw her head back and screamed as she came.
And that's exactly how their night went.
**************
Dixie had found Mark sleeping and woken him up with a blow job. "I love your black nigger cock, Mark," she told him after draining his balls. "But I love two even more. Come with me."
She led him up to Amir and Deshawn's room, but they were gone. Off on another drug deal to either Key West or Miami. Jamon was sleeping in his room. Dixie started off sucking Jamon hard and then she mounted him. After Mark had rested, his cock hardened and he shoved his in her ass.
For the next two hours, they did everything two men and one woman could do together.
Dixie woke up alone. Her ass and pussy were sore, sticky, and wet. Her chin was covered in dried flaky cum. She checked the clock on the nightstand. It was almost 11:00am and they needed to get going. She left Jamon's room and went downstairs to the shower. Gage's door was open. Rose was asleep on the bed. She also showed signs of being well fucked. Dixie entered the room. "Wakey wakey," she said, shaking Rose.
"Whaaa? Rose slowly opened her eyes.
"We gotta get going. We should be on the road in an hour." Dixie left Rose and went to take a shower.
Rose went in after her.
When the two women walked Downstairs to the ground floor. They were dressed in the same clothes they had worn when they arrived in the Keys. Rose had on her flower print sundress. Dixie wore her pink tank top and cut off jeans. Underneath they had on their flag bikini's again. They stopped near the bottom of the stairs to grab their spade bikinis.
Gage was at the kitchen table eating cereal and reading a Sports Illustrated. "Next time you visit, bring the bikinis," he told them without looking up.
"Thanks," said Dixie. "I'd like to make this a yearly thing."
"Um, me too," added Rose.
"Well ya always got a place to stay," said Mark sitting up on the couch in the living room. Jamon wasn't around. Mark stood and walked over to the,. He hugged Rose, reaching down to squeeze her ass. He then moved to hug Dixie. Her hug was tighter and longer, and it ended with a deep kiss.
"Well I guess that's it," said Rose, looking over at Gage, waiting for him to stand and kiss her.
"Yep, Have a safe trip," he said, eating a spoonful of cereal.
"We'll see you guys around," said Dixie walking over to the front door. "Tell everyone else we said bye."
"Sure," said Mark.
Rose looked a little hurt when she reached out for the doorknob.
"WAIT!" yelled Gage, finally standing. "Come over here." He strolled over to the couch and sat down.
"Yes," said Rose, hurrying over to him.
Gage reached over for a small box. "Stand in front of me," he told her, opening the box. Mark sat beside him and Dixie followed his lead standing in front of him. "Lift up your dress," ordered Gage. Rose had been fully trained to obey the black man and she did what he asked without question. She grabbed the hem of her sundress and pulled it up until her belly, ribs, and USA flag print bikini bottom was exposed. "Take out the pin." Rose used her chin to hold her dress up while her hands fumbled to remove her diamond stud pin.
"Your pin too," said Mark. Dixie looked down at him. Her belly was already exposed by the short shorts and tank top. She easily removed the Confederate flag pin. "That's gold you know," she told Mark when he took it from her.
"And mine is a real diamond," said Rose handing hers over to Gage.
"Good," Gage replied. "They might cover your rent when I hock them at the pawn shop." He pulled another pin out from the box and Mark did the same. Dixie watched Gage replacing Rose's pin with the new one and she felt Mark doing the same. When the pins were in, both black men kissed their belly buttons.
"What do I tell my fiancé? He bought me that diamond," asked Rose.
Dixie looked down at her pin and over at Rose's. They were identical.
"Tell him you're a slut for black cock or tell him you won a bikini contest at a floating casino. I don't care what you tell him," said Gage.
Dixie looked down at the black spade in her navel. A golden Q filled the spade. It was the same pin Siobhan wore in her navel. "Queens of spades," she whispered.
"You should be safe," said Mark. "Most white boys won't know what it means."
"But when the itch is upon ya," said Gage. "Just show these pins to any black man and they'll give you exactly what you need. Gage stood up off the couch and this time he embraced Rose and gave her a deep kiss that lasted several minutes. It was the most passionate kiss a man had ever given her. Rose felt her nipples hardening against her bikini top. Her panties turned wet and she could feel the ever present bulge beneath his pants extend an inch. They broke the kiss simultaneously, black man and white woman staring at each other silently, each wishing this wasn't goodbye.
The two black men carried their luggage out to their jeep. They kissed them again after the two flag girls got in their rental. "Goodbye Rose," said Gage, kissing her affectionately. "Anytime you want to visit, you got a place to stay. I can't guarantee you getting any sleep though." He kissed her again.
"I'll be back," said Dixie to Mark.
"Anytime, slut," said Mark. "As long as you follow the rules."
"Oh, my clothes might be off before I even make it through the door," said Dixie, winking.
Both Rose and Dixie were teary eyed as they backed out of the driveway.
They spoke little for the first half hour. Some college guys honked and whistled beside them when they stopped at a light. "Pull over," they shouted.
"No thanks," said Dixie. She leaned over and gave Rose a deep kiss until the light was green. Then she sped off leaving the four guys opened mouthed and staring in shock. The two women laughed.
"God Dix," said Rose. "What do I tell Jake?"
"Don't tell him anything. Just get married and find a little something on the side. I already have a few ideas for some black men to take care of me."
"I want to remain faithful. I don't think I can."
"What about vacation?"
Rose looked back at her friend. Dixie stared affectionately back into her eyes. "Vacation doesn't count." Rose winked and Dixie laughed.
"What about long weekends?"
"They won't count either," replied Rose and the two laughed again. "I don't know if I can make it that long. I've had so much cock in me the past week, I'm getting horny now just thinking about it."
"Hmmm, me too." Dixie thought for a moment. "You know what might help?"
"What?"
"A dildo. A big black dildo. That might keep us sane for awhile."
"Yeah, it might," said Rose. She pictured herself lying on her bed, Jake snoring beside her while she worked a foot long black dildo in and out of her needy pussy. "Where would we find one though?"
"That place in Miami where Amir bought the gear. What was it? Let see... BBC LOVERS BOUTIQUE. I bet they have dildos."
"I bet they do too and we'll be on I-95 passing Miami in ten minutes."
"That's it we're stopping," said Dixie.
"I'm gonna buy the biggest dildo they have," said Rose.
"I'm gonna buy two," said Dixie laughing as she envisioned herself laying on her bed with Billy Ray sleeping beside her while she worked two black dildos in her ass and pussy. "All this talk of dildos is making me horny. You'd think after all the sex this week, we'd be good to go for awhile."
Rose squirmed in her seat. "Damn! I'm horny too. I think I got that itch the guys were talking about."
"You know what else Miami has?"
"What?"
"Black men. Lots and lots of black men."
"It does doesn't it?" asked Rose, looking at her.
"I bet I could extend our vacation another weekend."
"I'll text Jake now."
The flag girls took an exit to downtown Miami and didn't make it home until late Sunday night.
Epilogue
Dixie
Dixie came home to her husband both a changed and a pregnant woman. Billy Ray was delighted to hear she was pregnant. Dixie just crossed her fingers and prayed that it was his. They'd had goodbye sex the night before her trip to the Keys and there was a good shot he'd impregnated her before Mark or Gage had. Her black lovers did have much better equipment for delivering their baby making seed where it had to go then her husband did.
Two months after being baptized as sluts for black cock, Rose drove up to Dixie's house and the two of them took off for a weekend in Atlanta ostensibly to buy Rose a wedding dress, but in reality to find some big black cock. In a city filled with blacks, it was easy for a couple of hot white girls to find some black studs willing to take care of their needs in a predominately black nightclub. Rose was horrified to learn that Dixie was pregnant and though neither of them believed in abortion, Rose told Dixie that she should consider it. Dixie decided to take her chances and one month after Rose's wedding she gave birth to a dark skinned baby girl.
Billy Ray's reaction was immediate and violent. Hospital security had to be called to restrain him and Dixie needed a police escort to gather her things from her previous upper income home. She had just enough money to find a small dingy apartment. The formerly wealthy kept woman and trophy wife found herself on government assistance, working as a waitress in a diner, and raising an interracial baby.
Rose
Rose also came home a changed woman, but was determined to fight it. She had an itch deep in her pussy on almost a daily basis and nothing could scratch it, not Jake nor her fingers, and the twelve inch black dildo only helped a little. Sometimes when the itch was bad, she couldn't sleep, felt frustrated, and turned bitchy, snapping at her fiancé over petty things. It was her idea to visit Atlanta to find some black cock and Dixie readily agreed. They wore their BBC shirts into a bar filled with black people, lustful male and jealous female eyes stared at them as they walked up to the bar. They joined a group of six men having a bachelor party and ended up taking the party back to the girl's hotel room so that they could strip for the bachelor. They made out with each other while they stripped and the men gave them several hundred dollars even though the girls didn't want their money. They sucked and fucked all six black guys all weekend long.
Rose's itch returned just days after getting back from Atlanta and the week before her wedding, she told Jake she was going to treat herself to a spa, but instead went back to Atlanta and to the same bar where three black men accompanied her back to her room. The itch was even worse on her wedding night where she faked enjoying sex and orgasming with her new husband wishing the whole time he was in her that his cock was longer and thicker and blacker and belonged to Gage, but she vowed to resist her urges now that a ring was on her finger and they had exchanged vows. She did love him.
Rose tried to fight her needs, but her lust for black cock was driving her crazy. She broke her promise to be a faithful wife to Jake three days after getting married. It was Jake's fault really. He surprised her with a honeymoon in Jamaica. Just the sight of all the dark skinned Jamaicans drove her nuts with horniness. On the third day, she finally broke down and bought her loving husband a day long fishing trip. She begged off joining him and spent the day in her honeymoon suite with two native employees of the resort. She vowed that this would be the final time and managed to last through the rest of her honeymoon, but as soon as they got back to Georgia she knew she needed some black cock. Rose took weekends away to hook up with black strangers at every excuse she could come up with. She even told Jake she was going to visit Dixie around her due date, but instead returned to the Keys and stayed with Gage, Mark, and the others. Originally, she decided to only cheat far from home, but she couldn't keep leaving her nursing job or her husband. She started finding black men closer to home. Once she broke down while giving an invalid elderly black man a sponge bath in her hospital and sucked his huge old cock off. He didn't complain and seemed as grateful for the blow job as she was to get a belly full of his tasty seed.
Her downfall came when she met Jamarcus. He was working at a fast food restaurant just ten minutes from her house. The boy was eighteen and a black Adonis. Her pussy quivered the moment she laid eyes on him. He was ruggedly handsome, but cold looking and very ghetto. "May I take your order?" he asked her, indifferently. Rose stuttered when she gave him her food order. "Will that be all?" he asked like a robot, just going through the motions. "No," she replied. His eyes finally took her in, seeing how hot she was, focusing on her tits. He watched as she took her hand and slid it down her stomach to the hem of her spaghetti strap top. Rose's hand took it and his eyes stared at the exposed skin under her belly and then at her belly button focusing on her queen of spades pin. His eyes came up to meet hers. "Do you have a pen?" she asked. He handed her one and she wrote her cell phone number down on her receipt handing it back to him.



Jamarcus called her two hours later when his shift ended. He was a high school dropout and had spent the last 18months in Juvenile detention for drugs and gang activity. He lived with his mom and agreed to get a job to straighten out for her sake. Rose threw caution to the wind and took him back to her house since they couldn't go back to his home. Jamarcus's cock was magnificent, everything she wanted. It pushed thirteen inches long, was as thick as any black cock she'd had with a knobby head as big as Amir's mace, completely unbendable, and his seed tasted better then any of her other lovers, even better then Robert the Haitian's. He had amazing stamina too for an eighteen year old and Jamarcus confessed that he'd been sexually active since he was thirteen though she was his first white woman.
Jamarcus was just the kind of dominant masculine black man she craved. They arranged for him to come by once a week when Jake wasn't home. Jamarcus put her through the paces, fucking her mouth, pussy, and ass for hours. Eventually, she wanted him more then once a week. They arranged for a second weekly visit between their jobs and when Jake was at work. Soon, Jamarcus was just coming around whenever he felt like it, sometimes every other day, sometimes five days in a row. Rose would be out doing yard work with Jake and see Jamarcus slowly ride by. Then she'd leave on an errand and suck him off in her car. She'd sneak him out the back door just as Jake was pulling into the driveway after work. Eventually Jake walked in on her as she screamed in orgasm. At first, he appeared ready to kill the black teen, but Jamarcus was a lot bigger then Jake and cowered the white husband. Jake was further cowered when he noticed the huge cock still glistening with his wife's juices sticking out from the black kid's crotch. Jake fell to the floor crying while Jamarcus smacked him on the forehead with his club like cock before climbing back on the bed to finish getting off in Rose. The black teen was cruel, making Rose tell Jake how much bigger and deeper her black lover was then he and who's cock she loved more. Jake was broken hearted, but he wasn't a cuckold or a wimp. He threw Rose out of his house the minute Jamarcus was gone.
Rose did something that shamed her at her divorce proceedings. She lied. When Jake told the good old boy judge that he'd caught his wife of six months in bed with a black man, Rose knew it was over when she saw the look in the judges eyes. Without missing a beat, she denied everything and told her lawyers and the judge that she had come home early and found Jake sucking off a black man. Jake looked disgusted at his soon to be ex-wife and backed down. They split everything 50/50 including the house and Rose even got one large payment out of her husband, but agreed to no alimony. She never saw him after the papers were signed. Their marriage had lasted less then a year.
Rose gathered up her things and with Jamarcus' help, she moved across state. She bought a decent sized home and then went to find her best friend. Dixie and her daughter Sissy were grateful to Rose and moved in with her.
Dixie and Rose
Rose was a godsend to Dixie. Rose got a job at a doctor's office nearby freeing up Dixie to work at night when Rose could watch Sissy. Dixie finally took a job stripping. Rose didn't approve, but the money was good and Dixie was able to go off welfare with their new living arrangements. Dixie met some black lovers while nude dancing and brought them home for Rose. Jamarcus visited on weekends and Dixie would put her ears to the walls jealous of her friends cries of pleasure. On rare occasions, Dixie and Rose would share a black lover and on others they'd share a bed giving each other pleasure or performing for an awestruck black man.
Jamarcus
Jamarcus arrived early one weekend, cock hard and ready for some action, but Rose was still at work. He told Dixie it was high time that he fucked her. Dixie was curious about Rose's lover. She'd listened to them fuck many times and she couldn't say no even knowing that if Rose found out she would be pissed. They were still at it when Rose got home. Dixie had been right, Rose was pissed, but Jamarcus just told her to get naked and join them in bed. Dixie and Rose spent the next half hour slobbering over their favorite cock. By the end of the weekend, Dixie was as enamored of Jamarcus as Rose was. He moved in soon thereafter.
Jamarcus was a real man's real man. He never asked Dixie and Rose to do anything, he ordered and they happily obeyed. He soon came to dominate their household, telling them who they could and couldn't fuck. He didn't care for most of their lovers, but he shared his whores with his high school friends and old gang members when they came to visit. He never hit them and they never gave him cause. The most pain he ever caused one of them was when he ordered Dixie to have her CSA tramp stamp removed. Rose signed the house over to him one night he was teasing her with his cock. Dixie handed over all her tips and Rose had her paycheck directly deposited into Jamarcus' bank account. He was not a deadbeat though. He got a job as a bouncer at the strip club where Dixie worked and studied during the day to pass his GED.
Six months into being head of their household, Jamarcus ordered his sluts to quit taking birth control. Within a year, both had given him strong sons, Jamar and Marcus. Dixie and Rose went back on birth control and doubled their time at the gym to regain their figures. Jamarcus wanted Dixie back at work as soon as possible. He had been learning the business, observing the dancers and the customers. He'd been fascinated with his two sluts story about how they had gone black. That fascination had led him to devise a new routine for Dixie's dances. She began wearing a a confederate hooded cape over a confederate bikini and confederate tassels on her nipples. She didn't just come out and dance, she put on a show and the crowd went crazy. The crowd went even crazier the night he made Rose join Dixie on stage in a USA flag bikini and Uncle Sam hat. The flag girls were an instant success. The money was so good, he made Rose work every night stripping with Dixie. They were such a success that a more upper scale gentlemen's club wooed them away, giving them top billing and the best hours. Eventually the money was so good, Rose quit her job as a nurse.
Jamarcus began taking courses at a community college. He studied computers, website design, photography, and filmmaking. His first step was to set his Flag Girls up with their own website complete with pictures, nudes for paying members and a video of them doing their routine. His next step was to post a lesbian video of the two. Then videos of them sharing his cock while he filmed. Sometimes Rose filmed him fucking Dixie and other times they switched. Still others, Jamarcus had a white geek in his class come in and film them having a threesome. Internet money began pouring in and soon so did job offers.
Their strange family unit packed up everything and moved to Los Angles, spending a year making interracial porn. They swept the adult video awards. Jamarcus got best male newcomer and performer of the year. Dixie got female performer of the year and Rose won best new starlet. Dixie and Rose also won best all girl sex scene. All three were nominated in several other categories.
Jamarcus set to work on a project he planned on writing, producing, and directing. He wrote the story about how the flag girls first got fucked. To save money, he switched the setting to California. Rose and Dixie contacted their old friends about starring in the movie with them. Deshawn and Gage were easy as they were fans on the website. Gage got in contact with Mark and Deshawn knew how to reach his dad. No one remembered Jamon's real name. He had moved back to Jamaica and gone off the radar. Jamarcus took Jamon's role in the movie wearing a fake dreadlock wig. Their reunion went well and the group stayed up late drinking. Gage and Deshawn finally confessed that they were the ones that had robbed the jeep nearly five years ago. The old roommates made a game of how many white tourists they could introduce to the BBC ONLY lifestyle. Amir and Deshawn had targeted Rose and Dixie the minute they saw them strip down to their bikinis. They broke into the jeep, slashed the tires, and hid their luggage with Gage in the security office. Neither Rose nor Dixie was that surprised to find out as they'd always had that nagging suspicion.
The Flag Girls Get Fucked was the number one adult movie of the year. Fans clamored for a porno with both hot sex and a decent plot. Jamarcus quickly started his own production company, signing Amir, Mark, and Deshawn to contracts. Unfortunately, Gage was lured away by another company. Jamarcus scoured websites for sex stories to base movies on. The Flag Girls Get Busted was next, followed by The Flag Girls in Slavery Reparations. Many more movies followed including a documentary about their unique family situation and the BBC lifestyle.
Jamarcus Production's presents: Flag Girl entertainment, began selling BBC gear and queen of spades gear on their website. Many fans bought the gear after seeing the documentary. Many a white wife, girlfriend, or daughter ordered their own BBC tee shirts. Many a husband, boyfriend, or father wondered about the new black spade pins in their female's belly buttons.
Dixie and Rose's looks and figures lasted well into their forties and their popularity never waned. They're still making movies for their black master, but now they're looking for new converts.
The End
*
Author's Note: This story came out of a discussion board post requesting that the artist draw a comic featuring some BBC clothing pictures recently posted on the board. I'd never written a story involving the gear and lifestyle so I thought it a challenge. I considered writing a comic, but as my ideas started to gel, I decided it would make a better story.
I've worked with many great online artists now, Darklord, KinkyJimmy, Pitt, Jaguar, Duke, Fobbs, and Ryu. If I've left anyone out, forgive me. I think working with artists has had a positive effect on my writing. Anymore, I write a scene envisioning how an artist might draw it. The visual imagery greatly improves a story.
This story was intended to be shorter. I've gotten a few complaints about how long my recent stories have been and they have been long. I try, but sometimes a story just has to be told and it takes longer then intended. My original plan was to just flesh out the initial weekend and to breeze through the rest of the flag girl's week, but some of the events demanded to be longer. I've also had some complaints about my epilogues. A few people think they are unnecessary to the story and they're right. The story ends better with Dixie and Rose riding off to Miami and leaving their further adventures to the imagination. I add the epilogues simply because I like to know what happened to them and where are they now and some readers might also. Interestingly, more readers complain that my epilogues would have been better as a story unto themselves making my story even longer. Of course, my style is to show the loving faithful woman's decent into a slut and once they've become a slut, I loose interest in them. Anyway, I welcome feedback. Let me know what you think about this story, how long it is, my epilogues or whatever's else is on your mind.
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Note: This was originally released in three parts.
Part 1: Kim
Jerry could see his wife's cheeks turning red with anger. 'Oh no,' he thought. 'Here we go again. And in a crowded restaurant too.'
"This, this, this is why no one should have voted for Bush." Kim's voice grew louder with each word until half the restaurant was turning to stare at her. "That dumb bastard gets to name a supreme court justice."
"Shush, honey," Jerry whispered.
"Don't shush me, Jerry."
"Kim's right," interrupted Melissa. "Say bye bye to a woman's right to choose."
"We should organize a march," yelled Kim, practically rising up out of her seat.
Jerry slid back in his chair. He found his wife very trying at times. They were high school sweethearts and had only dated each other. Kim was a spoiled rich girl who had looked for causes to make her life meaningful. She hadn't become overly radical until she went to college. There she fell in with an activist crowd. He mostly agreed with her views, but didn't think one should get too excited about it or make a scene, especially in a children's restaurant.
There were three couples at the table. Kim and Jerry Anderson were both twenty-five. He worked in a large accounting firm. He had his own office and made good money at least enough that Kim didn't work yet. She'd come out of college with a liberal arts degree that got her nowhere. They were trying to have a baby and if she got pregnant soon, she'd probably become a stay at home mother. Jerry was a typical accountant, skinny, mousy, and nerdy. He was a 98 pound weakling in high school and now seven years later he was a 112 pound weakling
Kim was a pleasant surprise in the looks department. Kim and Jerry were evenly matched in high school, two nerds who found each other. However, after school, contacts had replaced Kim's thick rimmed glasses and her braces came off revealing a dazzling white smile. Kim had nearly shaved her head in college, but let her raven black hair grow long afterwards. She'd also gained the freshman fifteen which had filled out her skinny body, swelling her breasts and putting a sexy curve to her hips. She was so hot now, she rivaled her friend Melissa.
Melissa and Mike were the opposites of Kim and Jerry in high school. Melissa was the buxom blonde, green eyed cheerleader that all male students loved. Mike was the quarterback that always ended with girls like Melissa. They were also in their mid-twenties.
The last couple was Evie and Eddie. Eddie was older, chubby, and balding. He was a successful businessman and local Republican chairman. Evie was Kim and Melissa's age, but had married her older husband because she admired his values. They were both active in church and the sole reason the group was at a children's restaurant. Their two kids, ages 5 and 4, were playing in the plastic ball pool. Evie could have been the hottest woman of the group, but kept her hair up and dressed to cover her body. Everyone knew the incredible figure she covered up because the three couples worked out together (Jerry and Eddie not often). That was how they met and became friends. Both Kim and Melissa were trying to get pregnant and looked to Evie as a role model.
"How about you Evie?" asked Kim loudly. "Ready to march on Washington?"
"Oh no," said Evie calmly. She was used to Kim's diatribes especially when Kim had been drinking. "I'm not marching against my president."
"You're not pro life are you?" asked Melissa.
"Of course I am. I'm a Christian."
Kim appeared like she was about to pull out her own hair. "A woman has the right to do with her body whatever she chooses."
"But we don't, Kimberly. If that were true, prostitution, drugs, and suicide would be legal."
Jerry watched his beautiful wife's cheeks get even redder. Kim wasn't the best debater. Her debate tactic was to point, yell, and call people names. "Fascist!" yelled Kim, pointing her finger at Evie. "If I didn't believe in gun control, I'd shoot that idiot Bush myself."
"Here we go again," groaned Mike, as the manager headed their way.
"I'm afraid I'm going to have to ask you to leave," said the manager.
"I got this one," said Eddie, pulling out a credit card.
Evie stood. She was as calm as ever, but looked smug a having beaten Kim once again. "I'll gather up the children. We've got to cash in their tickets."
"I'm serious," said Melissa to Kim. "We should march."
As the group left, they passed Evie with Eddie junior exchanging their tickets. Eddie Jr. pointed at what he wanted. "We'll take the police badge and the handcuffs," said Evie.
"Great! Start the little fascist off early," said Kim passing her.
Jerry hustled his wife out the door when Evie spun around. Evie could take being insulted personally, but she was overprotective when it came to her children. Evie looked like she was ready to slap Kim. "Sorry," he apologized for his wife. Jerry led his drunk wife over to her car. It was easily spotted by the "Arms are for Hugging" and the Kerry/Edwards bumper sticker with the iberman of Gore/Leiberman still sticking out from under it. "I guess I'm driving."
********************
Kim spun around in the mirror. She pinched her belly, thighs, and ass. "I'll be damned," she said. For the first time in her life, she was completely satisfied with everything she saw.
"No one should look this good," she said staring at the mirror. "Glad my sisters can't see me." Kim was a bit ashamed of her body and the skimpy bikini barely covering it. Her college sisters would have called her a traitor for wearing something this sexy and small. It was her body though, and she should have the right to wear whatever she wanted. Hey, if men can go topless on the beach, women should be allowed to also, but Kim wouldn't go that far. She only wore this particular bikini in her backyard.
Kim planned on making herself a drink, working on her tan all day, and reading a book. There was something to be said for not working. She was on her way downstairs when the phone rang. "Hello," she answered picking it up.
"Kim, it's Evie."
"Evie! I'm so glad you called. I'm sorry about the other night. I just drank too much and..."
"Shut up Kim. I know how you get when you drink. No hard feelings. You got bigger problems. Listen. A secret service agent just left my house. He was asking questions about you."
"Me?"
"Yeah. It seems someone at the restaurant reported you as having threatened the President."
"Oh shit!"
"Oh shit is right. This is serious Kim. You might be in big trouble. He's on his way to talk to you right now. I just wanted to warn you first."
The doorbell rang.
"Shit! I think he's here. Ah thanks for the warning, Evie." Kim hung up the phone and went to answer the door. She opened it a crack. "Yes?" she asked.
"Mrs. Anderson, I'm agent Johnson with the Treasury Department, secret service division." Agent Johnson flashed his badge and identification at her. The agent was a giant black man, bigger and more muscular then Melissa's husband Mike. He was probably twice Kim's age, had a short afro with gray temples, and very dark skin. He wore a dark suit and reflective sunglasses. "May I come in?"
"Of course, Mr. Johnson."
"Agent Johnson, please." Leroy stepped into the house as she opened the door. He was instantly thankful for the glasses when he saw Kim Anderson in the skimpy bikini. His eyes went huge at the sight of her killer body. How he kept his face expressionless, he never knew. Kim was wearing a pure black bikini which stood out against her pale white skin. The top seemed stretched too thin by her D-cup bosom. Round, quarter sized nipples pushed through the material with the actual nipple a hard pointy eraser. The cups probably covered only 25% of her breasts. Bare tit flesh spilled out the sides, underneath, and above the bikini top. Her bottoms were strings too, riding high and tied on the sides of her hips. The patch coverring her crotch was thin and flat indicating a shaved pussy. She turned slightly displaying a firm well-rounded bare ass with the bikini string slipping between her cheeks.
"What can I do for you, Agent Johnson?"
"We've had a complaint about you threatening the President of the United States. I'm here to see if the threat is real or not." Leroy removed his shades and ran his eyes up and down Kim's body.
Kim was immediately uncomfortable. Like many liberal minded people, she was completely condescending towards minorities. She supported equal treatment and affirmative action, but looked down on minorities as incapable of achievement without the aid of caring white people such as herself. Her closeted bigotry rarely cropped up except when she saw interracial couples. She hated the fact that it bothered her, but it always did. "Let me go change," she said. Kim didn't even wear this particular bikini in front of Jerry.
"I'm afraid I can't allow that, Mrs. Anderson."
"What?"
"I'd prefer you remain as you are. It's difficult to conceal a weapon dressed like that and I don't know what kind of weapons you might be hiding upstairs. If I allowed you to change, I would need to watch you dress."
"I'll stay like this then." There was no way Kim was going to allow a black man to see her nude. "Look Agent Johnson, I don't like Bush. I didn't vote for him and he's not my President. That being said, I'm not a terrorist."
"That remains to be determined, Mrs. Anderson. If I deem that you are a serious threat to the safety of the president, I will arrest you and you could spend the next twenty years in prison. If I determine that it was not a serious threat, you could still go to prison for five years. Were you, Kim Anderson, at a local establishment called the Clowning Around Pizzeria and Arcade three nights ago?"
"I was."
"And did you state- keeping in mind I've interviewed several witnesses- that and I quote. "I'm going to buy a gun and shoot President Bush?"
"I did not. I said that if I didn't believe that guns should be banned, I'd buy one and shoot Bush. It was a joke."
"So you admit it. Threatening the President is no joke." Johnson turned to the door and opened it wide.
"Are you leaving?"
"Negative Ma'am. I need to retrieve something from my car. You're to stand in the doorway, put your hands on the back of your head, and don't move." Kim complied while Johnson stepped outside. "And arch your back Mrs. Anderson." Leroy thought her big breasts might make her bikini top burst and fly off when she arched her back. He entered the beat up Buick and retrieved what he wanted. Kim was eyeing the Buick. "Lousy airport rental," he complained. "You may enter your house, ma'am."
"What's that?" she asked, pointing at the item he had retrieved.
"Keep your hands on your head. Now!" Kim leaped to obey the huge black man. "This is a digital video camera. Since I'm operating without a partner, I'll need to video tape our interview so that you can't say I tried to force a confession or anything along those lines. It's to protect you too."
"I understand," Kim said through gritted teeth. She felt color rising to her cheeks. It wasn't from embarrassment at standing half naked before a black man. It was her temper starting to flare up.
Leroy grabbed her elbow and led her into the living room. "It doesn't look like there's a bomb factory here."
"Of course there isn't, idiot. I'm a housewife not a terrorist."
"Please remain calm, Mrs. Anderson." Leroy set the camera up, aimed it at the couch, and hit record. "Now Kim Anderson, state exactly the terroristic threat you made against the President three days ago."
"It was not a threat. It was a fucking joke. I said, that if I didn't believe in gun control, I'd buy one and shoot Bush."
"Sounds like a threat to me." Leroy had never seen someone so white, turn so red before. It wasn't just her cheeks either. Her whole torso seemed to flush.
"I was upset he was naming a supreme court justice. I know my rights. I have freedom of speech in this country, you fascist jerk. I want my god damned lawyer."
"That's it. I've had all I can take. I'm placing you under arrest. You will be held at the maximum security prison in the state capitol until trial. Spin around and grab your ankles. You have the right to remain silent."
"Fuck this," growled Kim, humiliated. Grabbing her ankles forced her to spread her legs. Her skimpy bikini bottom was so tight, it hugged her labia. Agent Johnson was getting a good shot of her beaver. "We're turning into a police state. No wonder the secret service has the initials SS. God damned, Gestapo!"
"Mrs. Anderson, please exercise your right to remain silent."
"What?"
"Shut the fuck up. Now!"
Kim felt herself quiver as she closed her mouth. Johnson could go from polite to dominating instantly. Curse her temper. "Ah, I'm sorry, sir."
"That's better, Mrs. Anderson. Behave and you might still keep out of prison. I'll need to search your person."
"I believe it's quite obvious I'm not hiding anything."
"You'd be surprised, Mrs. Anderson. There could be remote triggering devices sewn into your clothing." He untied her bikini top."
"I can't believe this," she groaned. Her bikini top fell to the floor. Johnson's hands came around in an attempt to catch it. They missed and ended up cupping her breasts. "Oh god." Kim's breasts were huge D-cups, but Johnson's hands still nearly covered them completely. He was a very big man. "Is this necessary?"
"I'm afraid it is. Remember I'm taping this. You have a right to subpoena the tape if you think I act inappropriately." Johnson picked up her bikini top and kneeled beside her dangling breasts. He stared at her tits as he worked his finger around the material of her top. "Initial inspection of terrorist's bikini top reveal no hidden devices," he stated for the camera.
"Oh please, that's enough," groaned Kim, objecting to being called a terrorist. She was about to ask for her top back when he tossed it across the room.
"My apologies, Mrs. Anderson. You are correct. We will now remove the SUSPECTED terrorist's bikini bottoms." Leroy untied the sides of her panty. He caught them before they could fall. His hand cupped Kim's vagina until he pulled the bikini bottoms away. Johnson placed her panty over his mouth and face, inhaling deeply. "I detect no scent of any bomb making materials on subject's bikini bottom. Also note, the panties are wet. The suspected terrorist appears aroused."
"Fuck you."
"Are you soliciting me for sex, Mrs. Anderson?"
"No sir. I was insulting you. I'd never let a bla... that is, I'm a married woman. I'm not a whore." The black man was right though, she was aroused. Her nipples were rock hard from where he had touched them. Her pussy was juicing up so fast, a drop was forming on her clit. Jerry had never gotten her close to being this aroused. Of course, Jerry was rather meek. He never was forceful with her or ordered her around like Agent Johnson. Nobody had ever treated her like Agent Johnson was.
Johnson retrieved his camera. Kim was still grabbing her ankles. He zoomed in on her dangling breasts. The angle she was in had her breasts dangling in Kim's face. He carried the camera behind her and filmed the inverted V her legs were forming and her breasts between her legs as well as her angry red face. He zoomed in on her pussy.
"Agent Johnson?"
"Yes, Mrs. Anderson."
"May I move please? My back is hurting."
"You can grab the back of the couch. Keep your arms and legs spread wide and your head down."
"That's better," she sighed when she moved.
"I'm now resuming my search of the suspected terrorist, Kim Anderson." Leroy zoomed back in on her pussy. She was wet all right. "Subject's obvious arousal makes it difficult to see into her vagina. I've determined that a physical search will be necessary."
"Oh no," moaned Kim.
"I'll get this over as quickly as possible, Mrs. Anderson." Leroy sucked his index finger between his lips to wet it. He then placed his finger against Kim's labia. She quivered when he touched her. Leroy could actually see her clit growing engorged. He held the camera up as he pushed his finger into her pussy.
"Ohmygawd! Animal? Get your dick away from me, pig." Kim tried to lean forward to get away from his finger.
"Relax Mrs. Anderson. I have to do this."
"I don't understand." Kim looked over her shoulder. Agent Johnson was kneeling behind her with one finger sticking out from a clenched fist. "I thought it was your penis."
"Why would you think that?"
"It felt like it was my husband's penis."
"I can assure you, that my penis is much larger then this finger, Mrs. Anderson."
Kim sucked her lower lip into her mouth as Johnson pushed his finger back inside. She tried to fight it, but an involuntary moan escaped her lips. It really did feel like a penis pushing inside her. Worse, he was pushing his finger in and out like he was fucking her. He was just lubricating it and his finger pushed deeper with each thrust. Kim pushed against the couch just as the finger was probing deeper into her. Jesus! Did she just push back into his thrusts? She fought the urge to do it again, but her hips kept flexing in time to his finger thrusts. His finger was just like her husband's penis. It couldn't quite reach deep enough to satisfy an itch she got every time she had sex "Have located alleged terrorist's gadget spot. I've detected no gadgets or hidden items. I'm now making circular motions around Mrs. Anderson's G-spot to confirm."
"Ohmygod!" Kim couldn't believe the pleasure coming out of her pussy. This wasn't right. Agent Johnson was merely making circular motions inside her with his finger and it felt better then sex with Jerry ever had.
Leroy lowered the camera between his legs, trying to point it at her pussy. "Note subjects clitoris has become engorged and is impeding progress." Leroy used the index finger of his free hand to push Kim's clit down. He gently massaged it.
Kim with a scream pushed back into his finger. The waves of pleasure had her falling into the couch. Her pussy quivered as it soaked Agent Johnson's hand.
"Subject has had a large orgasm. No materials other then fluids were disgorged from her vagina during orgasm. Mrs. Anderson's crotch is clean."
"Filthy fucking animal," screamed Kim. "How dare you. You fucking nig...
SMACK
Leroy brought his hand down hard on Kim's ass. "I've had enough of your attitude, Mrs. Anderson." Leroy smacked her again. Her butt cheek turned red.
"You... you have no right," Kim gasped. It was more humiliating then painful.
"But I do, Mrs. Anderson. The United States Patriot Act allows me to do what I deem necessary to subdue a belligerent." Leroy spanked her other ass cheek twice. Kim had a nice round firm ass, but it quivered as he smacked it.
"No one has ever treated me like this before," she gasped.
"Maybe they should have. Now, why did you call me those names?"
"Because."
"Because what?"
"Don't make me say it." Kim gasped as he spanked her once more. "You made me orgasm."
"So?"
"It was my first."
"Ever?"
"Yes," Kim sobbed guiltily.
"Your husband isn't doing his job properly. Did you like it?"
"Yes."
"I can give you more, Mrs. Anderson. If you let me fuck you, I'll promise you lots more. Bigger ones even."
"But my husband?"
"Doesn't need to know." Leroy already had his jacket off and was unbuttoning his suit. "Do this and I'll tell my supervisor that you're just a loud mouthed housewife and not a terrorist."
"Ok."
"Ok what?" asked Leroy, for the benefit of the video camera.
"You can fuck me."
"You won't be disappointed, Mrs. Anderson. This is what we in the government call a win-win situation. You stay out of jail and get the true fucking a slut like you needs and my black cock gets some relief."



"Black cock?" Kim hung her head down as she leaned against the couch. Just under her large dangling breasts, she could see the black man stooping to step out of his underwear. Johnson's penis fell out of his underwear like a thick black log. Kim suddenly felt a tremble of fear. What had she gotten herself into? It must be the angle she was viewing it. No penis could be that big. The monster shaft appeared over a foot long. "Your cock is huge!"
"What of it? You ever had a big black cock before?"
"Oh no," she said raising her head back up so that she couldn't see him lining it up with her pussy. "Agent Johnson, you can't cum in me. I'm trying to have a baby."
Leroy's filmed his thirteen inch cock lined up with her pussy. He zoomed in on her gash as he pressed the golf ball sized cock head against it. He swore his cock swelled even bigger when she told him she was trying to get pregnant. The lie rolled easily off his lips. "You have nothing to worry about, Mrs. Anderson. I've had a vasectomy. It's a common procedure among agents. The family of the President is our family." Leroy video taped his cock head pushing into her pussy.
"Ugh! It's so thick!" moaned Kim. She felt herself opening up for him. If the head had been any thicker, she didn't think it would have fit. Her pussy opened up to the point it was nearly painful. Though it shamed Kim, she was thankful she was so wet. Kim was also thankful she couldn't see him penetrating her. It probably would have frightened her too much. "Aaahh." Her sigh was long and drawn out as the entire head entered her. Her pussy clung to the head. She opened wider as his thick shaft found it's way inside her.
Kim hung her head down and looked between her breasts again. Her tits blocked her view of Johnson's cock, but his nut sack was plainly in view. His scrotum was sized to go with his large cock. Each testicle was three times as big as Jerry's entire ball sack. Thank god he's had a vasectomy, she thought. Those things would be blasting a lot of sperm into her.
Leroy worked the head of his cock around a little, letting it slicken up before he pushed it in deeper. "This sure is a tight fit, Mrs. Anderson. "If you weren't married, I'd say you were a virgin."
"Oh my," she blurted out. At that moment she did feel like a virgin. "You can't be real."
"Feels good doesn't it."
"YES!" she shouted, as her second orgasm hit. It was a small fast one that caught her off guard. The black man's cock had just pushed deeper then Jerry had ever gone. The needy area that always felt unsatisfied during sex with her husband was now hugging a huge black cock head. "Ohmygod!" His cock head now pushed deeper still. The brief stab of pain when the tip hit her cervix was nothing compared to the immense pleasure emanating out from her pussy. "Can't take... hmm yes... no more."
"I think you can, Mrs. Anderson." Leroy needed his hands free. He pulled back until only the head of his cock was wedged between her labia. Kim whimpered in displeasure. Leroy was able to stoop enough to set the video camera on the floor. He left it running and aimed up at their crotches.
"That's it, put it back in," begged Kim as Leroy stood back up. This time his hands were on her hips as he buried his cock again until just three or four inches remained.
Leroy pushed hard until he felt the steel hard shaft might actually bend. Finally, the cervix yielded to the pressure and opened for him. The thick head pushed into her womb. Kim suddenly lunged back into Leroy until his balls slapped her thighs. Her entire body shook as her cum squirted out around his shaft coating his pubic hair and soaking his balls. The camera caught the drips falling towards it.
Kim recovered to a slow steady pounding in her pussy. "That's it. Yes! Fuck me. Fuck me." Somehow her head had pushed into the couch cushion. Johnson's powerful thrusts had pushed her forwards and over the end of the couch. She was now bent over the edge of the couch. Her feet were several inches off the ground, but her crotch was perfectly lined up with the black man's massive cock. As the head pushed in and out of her womb, Kim was once again thankful for the vasectomy. Agent Johnson's thirteen inch black cock was the perfect breeding tool deigned to deliver sperm straight to the source. Kim was so far gone, even if he wasn't fixed, she wouldn't have stopped him from fucking her.
Agent Johnson's cock actually outlasted Kim. She had strong orgasm after strong orgasm until she felt tapped out. Still, the black man kept rapidly bucking his hips. "Damn!" growled Leroy. "I must be slipping. I didn't thoroughly investigate you for weapons."
"Unh what do unh you mean? Unh Unh" Kim was astonished that the secret service agent was still concerned she a threat.
"Didn't check this hole." Johnson pushed his thumb straight into her ass.
"Ow! Oh shit! Cumming!" Kim hadn't been tapped out after all. Her sphincter squeezed tight around the back man's thumb and her pussy went crazy. His thumb was so big, it felt like she had two cocks inside her. Kim felt like a huge slut when the thought didn't disgust her. Johnson wiggled his finger while fucking her. His cock seemed bigger. The ridge around his cock head had swelled and scraped her cervix each time he pushed it into her womb. His cock jerked and her womb flooded with sperm. "It's so hot!" Kim cried, cumming again as wad after wad of hot sperm filled her womb, then flooded her pussy until it shot out around his cock. More shot out when Johnson pumped his cock in and out a few more times to clear out any excess semen.
Kim's pussy felt empty when Agent Johnson finally pulled his cock out. She felt a hand on her chin and looked up. Johnson had walked around the couch. His cock was fat and swollen, but limp. He guided it towards her mouth. Kim parted her lips as she got her first good glimpse of the massive black cock that had just fucked her so good. Getting fucked from behind, she had been able to concentrate on the pleasure and forget it was a black man giving it to her.
Kim took his wet cock head into her mouth. A final jet of sperm landed on her tongue. His dark black cock was sticky and it glistened. It was still thick and at it's full thirteen inch length, but it was no longer rock hard. He pushed more down cock her throat. There was no pretending he wasn't a massively endowed, muscular black man with him standing in front of her. Kim pulled back despite Johnson's attempt to push his cock even deeper. "We ain't done," he growled.
"Just not comfortable," she gasped for air." Kim was still bent over the back of her couch. The indentations of the fabric were visible on her stomach when she stood. She walked around the couch and sat down on it before Johnson. He stepped forward and tapped his cock head against her lips. She opened for him.
Johnson grabbed her head in hands so strong they could have crushed her. He guided her to swallow him deeper. Kim couldn't close her eyes. She needed to stare at the powerful male forcing her to service his massive cock. Johnson's shaft lost some of it's limpness. Before Kim knew it, he was feeding her a steel hard rod again.
Johnson pulled her head forward which helped angle his cock to penetrate her throat. The big black man rapidly bucked his hips fucking her mouth. Their eyes were locked. Kim's eyes were wide and pleading. Her expression implied that she hoped she was pleasing him. Johnson's eyes were narrowed and his expression domineering. You are mine, read his eyes.
Johnson gritted his teeth. His expression softened a bit. Kim noticed the rhythmic fucking of her mouth was off. The whites of his eyes grew as his irises rose into his eye lids. "Argh," he grunted thrusting his cock deep down her throat.
Johnson's cock bucked wildly, threatening to choke her. Semen filled her belly. He withdrew his cock filling Kim's recently vacated throat with semen. He kept the cock head in her mouth. His semen filled her mouth faster then she could swallow. Cum dribbled down her lips. This was her first good taste of semen. Kim couldn't get over how hot it was nor how much she loved it. The cum was viscous and rich, not what she would expect from a man shooting blanks. Johnson rapidly ran his fist up and down his shaft which continued to cum as long as he jerked it. Eventually it ran dry and his limp cock plopped out of her mouth. Johnson stepped back with a sigh. "You suck cock like a pro, Mrs. Anderson."
"Uh...thanks, I guess." Kim cupped some of the semen on her chin and raised it within reach of her tongue.
"I'll need to investigate upstairs before I leave, ma'am. I'll follow you."
Kim nodded and weakly climbed off the couch. A huge pool of semen had soaked the cushion where she had been sitting. The cushion was ruined. She'd need to flip it over before Jerry got home. Johnson followed her. He reached out and retrieved the video camera from where it sat on a table facing her couch. Semen leaked out of her pussy every time she raised a leg to climb a step. She was surprised at the amount. Not that she was leaking so much, but so little. Johnson's testicles pumped out large amounts of semen. It occurred to Kim that most of it would be trapped in her womb after her cervix had closed again. She'd probably leak his semen for a week afterwards.
"Upstairs appears clean," said Johnson sweeping the camera around. "Why don't you get cleaned up," he told her once they were in the master bedroom."
"That would be nice." Kim entered her bath and took a quick shower. She wrapped a towel around her body after drying off. She smiled at herself in the mirror. It felt good to be clean. She left her bathroom and froze before her bed.
Agent Johnson was lying on her bed spread eagled. "Drop the towel, woman."
"What?"
"You heard me. Drop it! Now!" Johnson grinned when she complied. "You shouldn't cover that fine body up. Not never. Now come straddle me. I think I can do one more load."
Kim climbed onto her bed and threw her leg around Johnson's crotch. He grabbed her hips and adjusted her so that his cock was wedged right between her legs. Her body reacted immediately. Kim's nipples swelled and her pussy leaked fluid on his shaft. She ground her crotch into his, sliding her pussy along his shat. Johnson placed his huge hands on her breasts, gently teasing her nipples. Kim became aware of the immense contrast between her pale skin and his dark black skin. His cock quickly stiffened between her legs. "Oh yes," she moaned.
"Put it in, baby."
Kim slid her pussy up his rod until her labia parted around the tip. She pushed down and the head entered her. Kim lifted her crotch up and pushed down into Johnson's monster cock. It felt incredible to be filled by him again, but she was concerned at how easily she had taken him. Her pussy was quickly adapting to this cock and might never go back to normal. The big cock head pushed back into her womb as she took him completely inside her. Kim orgasmed again when Johnson made his cock jerk. "Oh yes," she sighed.
"Gotta make up for all those years your husband hasn't been taking care of you, don't we? Now Mrs. Anderson, I'm gonna give you a choice. You've convinced me you ain't no terrorist. You're off the hook and if you want, you can get off that black cock and I'll be leavin."
Kim laughed. "You will be lucky if I ever get off this big boy. A girl could get addicted to a cock like this. Orgasm after orgasm with no chance of getting pregnant. It's a dream come true."
"Then start living the dream. Work that ass, Mrs. Anderson."
"Call me Kim." The raven-haired beauty started bouncing in the black man's lap. "What's your name?"
"Agent Johnson," said Leroy, smacking her ass lightly. "Now work that white pussy. Squeeze my cock. Tell me what you're thinking, Kim."
"Ah ah I'm thinking I love this big black cock. Ah ah I love fucking you. Oh gawd, I'm cumming again." Kim trembled as another powerful orgasm rocked her body. She continued to cum until she didn't have the strength to fuck him any longer. Johnson ended up holding her ass up while he slammed his cock up into her pussy repeatedly. Eventually, his cock swelled until the head wedged in her cervix. "That's it fill my womb," moaned Kim, as a steady stream of fresh semen sprayed her womb. "So hot," was the last thing she moaned as she fell on top his chest.
Leroy's cock softened, but didn't shorten. He had to roll over to pull it out. He stood and climbed off the bed, leaving Kim spread eagled on her back. He retrieved the video camera and noticed that there was less then a minute left to record. He zoomed in on Kim's exhausted body. Her pussy was splayed open and gushing out sperm. He let the digital video run out.
Leroy walked downstairs and put his suit back on. Before leaving, he bounded back upstairs and to the bedroom. Kim was just starting to move. "I gotta get this placed cleaned up before Jerry gets home," she groaned.
"Mrs. Anderson," said Leroy, "The United States government thanks you for your cooperation."
********************
Jerry sat at his desk talking to Evie on his speaker phone. "It's the weirdest thing, Evie. I almost think Kim's one of those Stepford wives. It's like he scared the bitch right out of her. You wouldn't believe how nice she is. Kim's cooked me dinner every night and she does the dishes. She doesn't talk while the news is on. It's borderline creepy."
Evie's voice came out of the speaker. "And she still hasn't mentioned her visitor?"
"Nope."
"Who'd you get to do it?"
"Leroy, the janitor. I saw him wearing a dark suit after he got back from a funeral. He looked like one of those feds. Here he comes now."
"Working late tonight, Mr. Anderson," said Leroy, entering Jerry's office. "I just need to empty the trash."
"I got our fellow conspirator on the phone. Say hi to Evie."
"Hello, ma'am."
"Hello Leroy. You have got to tell me what you did to Kim. Jerry says she's like a new woman."
"I just did like you told me and put a little fear of the government in her. Deep in her. Told her she'd end up in jail if she didn't straighten up."
"That's great," said Evie. "We should have him go screw with Melissa, too."
"Not a bad idea," said Jerry. "Anyway, I need to get home. Talk to you later, Evie. Hey, does Eddie Jr. want his toy badge back?"
"No, tell Leroy he can keep it as a memento. Good night, guys." Evie hung up and the dial tone came on.
Jerry grabbed his briefcase. "Thanks for helping me play this trick on my wife, Leroy. Kim's wonderful, but she needed to be taught a lesson."
"My pleasure, Mr. Anderson."
"Here's the hundred bucks I promised you." Jerry handed Leroy 5 twenties. "You sure earned it. You missed your calling as a cop or fed, Leroy."
"Thanks, but I went the other root. Ten years in jail for dealing when I was twenty-five. Been clean seventeen years, but the police academy doesn't take ex-cons."
"Too bad." Jerry noticed two other black men outside his office. "Who are your friends?"
"Janitors on the other floors. We're playing poker after work."
"Well good luck then." Jerry nodded at the men as he left the office.
The other two men entered Jerry's office when the elevator doors closed. One was chubby and near retirement age. The other was a rough looking eighteen year old.
"Gentlemen, may I present to you, Kim Anderson." Leroy picked the picture of Kim and Jerry on the beach off Jerry's desk."
"Damn!" said the older black man. "She's got a killer body. Look at that bikini."
"It's three times bigger then the little thing I stripped off her," said Leroy proudly.
"There's no way you fucked that piece of white ass," said the younger."
"Care to bet."
"Twenty says you is a liar."
"Pay up now, dick, cause I got a video to show you when we get to my place."
"I'd sure love to stick my dick between those big white boobies," said the old man.
"Maybe you can." Leroy grinned. He leaned over the desk. Leroy pressed the button labeled home on the phone.
"Hello?"
"Mrs. Anderson, the is Agent Johnson with the secret se..."
"I remember who you are, Agent Johnson."
"We have a complication, Mrs. Anderson."
"Oh no?"
"I'm afraid so. My supervisor wasn't fully convinced by my report about you. He needs to interview you in person."
"You said... you'd convince him." Kim was almost crying.
"You shouldn't have too much to worry about. I'll be there to help you and there'll be a junior agent with us. We can conduct the interview at the old airport motel where we'll be staying."
"I'm familiar with it."
"Your husband doesn't even have to know."
"Thank god for that. How could your supervisor possibly believe I'm a terrorist?"
"We have some new information. Do you have a friend named Melissa..."
"Stevens. She's my best friend."
"We'll need to investigate her. Can you give me a description?"
"Oh, the blue-eyed, blonde, popular cheerleader type."
"Perfect. I know the type. We'll contact you with a date and time. Don't warn, Mrs. Stevens. The government thanks you for your cooperation." Leroy hung up the phone. He looked at his astonished friends. "Lets go find you boys some toy badges."
Part 2: Melissa
"There's the target," said Leroy, nodding towards the house.
"Damn!" Deon Brown watched the woman kiss her husband goodbye as he left for work. The woman was Melissa Stevens, an extremely attractive blue-eyed blonde. "Damn," said Deon again as Melissa looked around and quickly opened her robe to flash her departing husband. Her angle prevented either black man from seeing her body, but there was no hiding the fact it must have been an impressive view. "He's gone, lets go get her."
"Fuck! Wait, looks like she's got company."
Deon was an old fat man in his mid-sixties. "Damn! There's another sexy bitch."
Leroy watched a modestly dressed, but clearly well built woman hustle two kids out of her car. "That must be Evie. That has got to be one killer body she's hiding under those clothes."
"Well lets fuck her too. We'll fuck both of them."
"Maybe, but she knows about the secret service scam. She helped me set up Kim. I'm still willing to try. We'll need to come up with something else though."
"Well if we can't grab Melissa now, let's go get me an egg mcmuffin or five." Deon patted his immense belly.
***********
Melissa always had second thoughts about having children whenever she watched Evie's kids.
"How were they?" asked Evie as she picked her son and daughter up around noon.
"Makes me want to start taking birth control again."
"That bad, huh? Well thanks for watching them. Talk to you later."
"See ya." Melissa closed the door. No sooner had Evie's car pulled out of the driveway, then her doorbell rang. Melissa opened her door thinking that Evie had forgotten something. "Yes?" She jumped when she saw the two black men. Both wore dark suits and ties with sunglasses.
"Melissa Stevens, I'm agent Johnson with the secret service. This is agent Brown."
"What's this about?" she asked. Johnson was a good looking muscular man in his mid fifties. Brown was older and very fat. He was also staring at her body. Melissa had showered, but not really bothered dressing to baby-sit. She was wearing a form hugging spaghetti strap top with a lacy black bra underneath. The top stopped about an inch above her belly button. She also had on sweat pants that rode low on her hips leaving the tops of her thong hanging out. Her feet were bare.
"Do you know a Kim Anderson?"
"She's my best friend."
The two black men looked at each other. "Mrs. Anderson is being investigated for making terroristic threats against the President at a local restaurant last week."
"Oh that." Melissa laughed. "We were joking around. It was nothing."



"Witnesses say that Mrs. Anderson threatened to shoot the president and that you suggested invading Washington."
"I said no such thing. I mentioned something about marching on Washington."
"You admit it," spoke the fat man.
"No. I was talking about a protest march. We were joking. Just upset that Bush gets to nominate a supreme court justice and now two."
"Ma'am, I'm afraid we're going to have to ask you to come with us."
"For what?"
"You need to be interrogated."
"Jesus! My husband is gonna kill me."
Johnson looked around the room. "Mrs. Stevens, if you're telling the truth and you're innocent, we'll have you back here in a couple of hours. Mr. Stevens wouldn't even need to know you were gone."
"I'll go change then."
"Sorry, but we can't allow you out of our sight. You'll need to remain dressed as you are. You may put shoes on. Come with us please. We'll forego handcuffing you."
"Well thanks for that I guess." Melissa followed the two black men out to a beat-up sedan. The fat one opened the back door for her and she slid in beside a pile of egg mcmuffin wrappers. Johnson started the car and they drove off.
They only drove for around ten minutes before pulling into a run down motel. "Hey! How come we aren't going to the police station?"
"This is a department of homeland security and secret service matter, Mrs. Stevens. Not a police matter. Besides, if we had commandeered the local police department for this investigation, we would of had to fill out a police report on you and it would have made the local news."
"That's a relief then."
The sedan pulled around back of the motel to a pair of connected bungalows. The handsome black man opened the car door for her while the obese one unlocked the door to the left room.
Agent Johnson placed his hand on the small of Melissa's back and guided her towards the door. Melissa entered the stripped down motel room. It didn't have a television. The bed was stripped of sheets and blankets. The room did have several chairs and what appeared to be additional lighting around the bed. Several video cameras were set up on tripods, the lenses aimed towards the bed.
"We'll need to search you, Mrs. Stevens." Leroy stooped and yanked, Melissa's sweat pants down.
"What! What the hell do you think you are doing?" Melissa's ass was exposed to the black man. Her lacy black thong was something she only wore in front of her husband.
"The is the age of terrorism, Mrs. Stevens," said Leroy standing. "Step out of the pants, please." He kicked her sweats over to Deon, who gathered them up. "These days, weapons may be extremely minute and hidden in the most unlikely places. Arms up." When Melissa complied, Leroy pulled her top off over her head. He stepped back.
Melissa hunched over and tried to cover her body. She held her arm across her skimpy black bra. She was also aware that her shaven pelvic mound was visible through her panty. She held her hand across to cover it. "Seen enough?"
"Nope. Move your arms and stand up straight. Turn around for the cameras."
Melissa sobbed as she obeyed the commands. She was gonna kill Kim when this ordeal was all over.
Leroy stared intently at her body. So did Deon, the fat man breaking out in a sweat. Leroy stated, "Let the record show, Melissa Stevens does not appear to be hiding weapons. Agent Brown is taking her clothing next door for testing. Mrs. Stevens, now remove the rest of it."
"You mean, nude?"
"Yes, as I stated weapons may be hidden in the smallest of places, your bra cups or the lining of your panties for example."
"I'm not going to strip naked for you. I know my rights."
Leroy sighed. "Let the record show that, Mrs. Stevens is not being Compliant and is uncooperative. Agent Brown please go remove the rest of Mrs. Stevens' clothes for testing."
"W-wait! Wait, I'll do it," said Melissa, when the obese black man took a step towards her. She reached behind herself and unclasped the bra. Melissa tossed it to agent Brown.
Leroy nodded approvingly. Melissa's tits were magnificent. "Mrs. Stevens attitude has improved. I don't believe at this time that a cavity search will be necessary."
Melissa turned pale and quickly pulled down her thong. She decided to let the two black men get an eye full and no longer tried to hide her attributes.
"Turn around, spread your legs, bend down and touch your ankles."
Melissa slowly did what she was told. "What is this for?"
"I wont need to do a physical cavity search, but I still need to do an optical one."
Melissa started to cry. She felt like she was exposed to the big black man. Worse, the fat one seemed to be looking over the handsome one's shoulder. She could even feel agent Johnson's breath on her privates. She jumped when he placed his hands on her thighs just under her ass. "Please?" she begged.
"Just need a slightly better view." Leroy used his thumbs to spread her pussy lips apart. "Looks clean."
"I concur," said Deon.
"Great. Can I get dressed now?"
"Not until we run tests on your clothes. It should only be an hour or more."
"You expect me to sit here naked the whole time.
"Yes, we do. Agent Brown, shall we adjourn?"
"Huh?"
"Shall we move to the next room?"
"Yeah."
*************
Donnie sat reading a magazine in the next room. He heard a car door slam outside just as the two other black men entered. Leroy peaked out the window. "It's her. You two get on over back to Melissa's room."
Donnie stood and placed his hands behind his back. Deon cuffed his wrists together with fake handcuffs. Leroy was stripping as they left the room.
"Jes... I mean Allah be praised," Donnie gasped as he saw Melissa naked.
Melissa let out a little scream and tried to cover her breasts and pussy with her hands. "What the hell?"
Donnie couldn't get over the magnificent creature standing before him. His cock swelled up slightly. This bitch was the head cheerleader, the prom queen, the girl next door centerfold with a porn stars body and he- a janitor/ high school dropout- was going to fuck her. "That's her, dude."
"Who this woman here?" Deon pointed at Melissa. He walked over behind the poor woman and pulled her arms away from her body. "Get a good look," he said winking at Donnie.
"That's her. She and the other woman is my boss."
"I've never seen this man before," cried Melissa, indignantly.
Deon released Melissa and walked back over to Donnie. "State for the cameras who you are. Are you Donnie Jefferson, aka Donnie Do-rag, aka Fireplug Jefferson?"
"No, they was my slave names. My name is Tariq Mohammed, yo."
"And you recognize this woman?"
"Her and her friend are the leaders of our cell."
"Did they ever threaten the president?"
"All the time, yo."
"If you're telling the truth, the courts will be lenient."
"He's lying," screamed, Melissa.
"It's against my religion to lie."
"Don't worry, Mrs. Stevens the US government will discover the truth. Fireplug here thinks he's a big shot terrorist, but we suspect he's just a second rate drug dealer." Deon walked behind Donnie and undid his cuffs. "Step two steps in front of me and remove your clothes."
Donnie did as he was told. He was facing Melissa as he stripped. He noticed she was less concerned by her own nudity. She kept her breasts bare, but both hands over her crotch. He felt a brief twinge of guilt. The poor woman looked distraught and on the verge of a breakdown. Her cheeks were wet and her eyes red from crying. Her hair was mussed. But still she was hot and he was going to fuck her or more importantly, she was going to willingly fuck him.
Melissa's eyes widened when he bared his chest. He had a fit young body, each muscle, hard and well-defined. He unzipped his pants and waited until he was sure her eyes were focused on his crotch before quickly yanking them down. He wasn't wearing underwear.
Melissa frowned. Her eyes narrowed then widened. Her mind refused to believe what it was seeing. Her jaw dropped, then the words. "Oh mygod," came out of her mouth.
"You alright Mrs. Stevens?" asked Deon.
"She fine," growled Donnie. He was trying to keep his cock from growing to full size and it wasn't easy. "She never seen a black cock before."
"Is this true, Mrs. Stevens?" asked Deon.
"N-no I haven't." Melissa's husband was no slouch in the penis department at maybe six and a half inches, but Donnie was twice that long and maybe three times as thick. The huge cock was topped by an even more massive cock head. It was dark black with a long curved flair around the shaft.
"Sit down Donnie," said Deon, indicating a chair. When Donnie sat, Deon reapplied the handcuffs. "There is a way to get to the truth here. I can administer a truth drug."
"No way," said Donnie.
"Then you are lying," accused Deon.
"What does this drug entail?" asked Melissa. She walked over and sat down on the stripped down bed.
"Simple pill dissolved in a glass of water. You won't taste it and the effects will only last a few hours. The benefit is that if you are proved innocent, we'll have you home by this afternoon."
"I'll take it."
"Me too," said Donnie with a smirk. "I'm just a pawn in her terrorist scheme."
"I'll mix the drinks," said Deon. Leroy would not have approved. The older black man had some principles. He didn't know Donnie really was a small time drug dealer. As for Deon, he just wanted to sink his dick in some white pussy and he figured, if they were stoned, they wouldn't be disgusted by his fat body. Deon dropped some ecstasy in a glass for Melissa. Donnie also got a hit a X along with the little blue pill. Donnie felt he could handle both. Deon took them their drinks. He held Donnie's up for him to drink, since his hands were still cuffed. "I'll be back in an hour when the drugs kick in. Yell if you need anything." Deon left and reentered the other room.
*************
Kim knocked on the hotel room door. It opened and she entered the room. The door closed behind her. She turned. Agent Johnson stood behind her, nude, his cock already plumping up. Kim took a step backward. "Agent Johnson, what are you doing?"
"Just waiting for you, Mrs. Anderson."
"I ah thought I was here to meet with your supervisor."
"He's detained. We have some time to ourselves. You haven't forgotten how good this cock felt in you have you?" The black man hefted the big log.
"No." Kim could never forget that day. "But..." My husband! Your Supervisor! You're black! I'm married! It was the best sex of my life! He's had a vasectomy! No consequences! I love fucking that big black cock! I need that big black cock in my pussy!
"But what, Mrs. Anderson?"
"But what are we waiting for?" Kim started unbuttoning her blouse staring at his cock the whole time. It grew to it's full foot long length. Kim had smooth pale white skin, with long raven tresses falling down her back. A former nerd, she had blossomed in college loosing her braces and getting contacts. Her body now rivaled any porn stars.
Leroy watched her magnificent body expose itself. Watching two such beautiful white women strip in one days was almost more then he could handle. When she was nude, Kim fell to her knees and grabbed the base of his cock.
Kim licked around the black man's cock head. Her pussy dripped with anticipation eager to have it inside. Something had changed in her after fucking this cock. She thought of Agent Johnson everyday. The first time she'd slept with her husband, after fucking Johnson, had been a depressing disappointment. She needed more. In Kim's purse was a list she'd started making. A list of black men she might seduce into fucking her regularly.
Kim bobbed her head over Johnson's shaft. Her belly growled in anticipation. She knew this stud would have no trouble cumming several times even though he was old enough to be her father. Kim massaged his balls and stroked the base of his shaft to speed him up. There was no telling when his supervisor might return.
Kim felt herself becoming addicted to this cock. It grew in her mouth, the swelling making it even harder. Cum filled her mouth as the cock gave a little jerk. She gulped his sperm, swallowing as fast as she could, but it still poured down her chin. Kim didn't start stroking his cock until she was sure the last little bit had drained from his balls.
Leroy walked over to the bed, stroking his cock to keep it hard. He laid down on his back and held his cock up. "Come mount me."
Kim walked over to the bed. "These aren't on, are they?" she asked noticing the cameras.
"No, they're here for the final interview. I wouldn't want to risk my job by having a sex tape with a terrorist suspect make the rounds of the office."
"Of course." Kim straddled him. She lowered herself over his shaft, feeling the fat cock head press against her pussy. She slammed down, impaling herself on his shaft and found herself cumming immediately. Her pussy had adapted to this big cock and never snapped back to normal. She didn't feel satisfied anymore without a golf ball sized cock head pushing into her womb. What would she do without him?
Agent Johnson grabbed her ass cheeks and spread them apart as she bounced on his dick. She felt his finger press against her anus. But it wasn't his finger. He was holding her cheeks. The thing pushed hard against her rectum. It was big. "My boss," whispered Johnson. "Treat him as well as me and you're home free."
"It hurts," gasped Kim as her rectum stretched open. She pictured another black man standing behind her. He was as handsome as agent Johnson with a fit muscular body and a huge cock. Her pussy quivered with lust.
Sweat glistened on Deon's quivering flesh as he pushed his fat cock deep inside Kim's ass.
*************
"Got you, jerk," said Melissa with a sneer. "This drug will prove you are a liar."
"Says you," laughed Donnie. "I know you ain't no terrorist, but if it helps keep me out of jail, fuck you."
"Thanks for the confession, asshole." Melissa nodded towards the cameras.
"They ain't running fool," lied Donnie. "They is just the standby lights. The pig has the remote in his hands and I saw him click them off."
"Fuck!"
"I'd sure love too."
"What?"
"I'd sure love to fuck that white pussy. Shove twelve inches of dark meat up that tight little twat."
"What are you doing?" Melissa stared aghast at Donnie's rapidly swelling cock. It stretched out an inch, then began to swell. As it swelled, the shaft began to rise.
"I bet it would be like fucking a virgin. My big black cock would stretch you out like hubby never could. It would ruin you for white dicks. Wish I could swell that belly with a black baby, if I wasn't fucking sterile." His cock was completely hard now. The big head, a fat round knob, the flair wide and pronounced.
"Stop it! Agent Brown, Agent Johnson, I need you." There was no response.
"Relax bitch. Now I got you."
"What do you mean, animal?"
"Ya sees, this drug, it works it's way into the blood ya see. So if I can keep my cock hard, the blood won't flow as well and I can resists it. Looking at a sexy hot bitch like you, I think I can keep it hard forever. Have fun in jail, terrorist." Donnie laughed and that huge cock bobbed between his legs.
"Oh no," whispered Melissa. She could feel the drug affecting her. Her judgment was already cloudy. As long as that huge cock stayed hard, this nightmare wouldn't end. That cock had to come down. But how?
Melissa stood up from the bed and boldly walked over to Donnie's chair. His cock twitched at the sight of her nude body. It was unladylike, but Melissa worked the saliva around in her mouth, building it up until she spit it in her palm. Melissa kneeled down before Donnie and grabbed his shaft with her wet palm.
He automatically bucked his hips, shoving his cock up through her fingers. "No! You can't," he gasped.
"I can and I am, loser." Melissa felt powerful and in control. She was going to make him cum and he had no choice in the matter. She slid her hand up and down his swollen shaft. "I can't believe how thick this thing is."
"Haven't given a lot of hand jobs to black guys, have ya?"
"No," said Melissa and for some reason she found the situation very funny. She started laughing while jerking him off and the black man laughed with her. In fact she had never felt so happy. Melissa figured the truth drug must be having a strange affect on her. Being accused of terrorism, stripped nude, and jerking off a black criminal was not a situation one should being enjoying, but she was.
Melissa watched her hand glide up and down his shaft with fascination. The head was so large, it stopped her fist so she settled for jerking just the shaft. She stared at the cock head as it turned an angry reddish black. Each time her fist slid up, a little jet of precum shot out of the head. Still, it wasn't enough to coat such a big shaft. Melissa leaned down over the head to spit some more saliva on the tip. As she opened her mouth, Donnie bucked his hips and the cock head brushed her lips. Melissa drew her head back, swallowing the spit.
"No! Don't lick it. I won't be able to last if you do."
Aha, I have you, thought Melissa. She bent down and swallowed the swollen cock head. Her tongue swirled around the pee-slit and she tasted his precum. Once again, Melissa was filled with a deep sense of satisfaction and euphoria.
The head was just two big to swallow and give a proper blow job too. Melissa had to content herself with just sucking the head while stroking the shaft. She didn't have to suck it for long. His glands swelled even harder and the thick shaft throbbed in her hands. Within seconds, her mouth filled with hot sperm until it dribbled down her chin. Without thinking, she swallowed to keep from choking, his hot seed filling her belly. Melissa decided she liked the taste as a moan filled her ears. The moan came from her own throat.
The black cock pumped sperm faster then she could swallow. Melissa pulled back to gasp for air and semen splattered on the tops of her breasts, running down over her nipples. Melissa fell back on her ass dazed over what had just happened. Donnie chuckled and laughed. "It's still hard. You lose," he said, still laughing.
Melissa stood. It was still hard! It hadn't deflated in the least. Without hesitation, she straddled his lap. Melissa reached behind her and grabbed the shaft. "I never lose," she answered, guiding the head into her pussy.
**************
Kim couldn't take the double stimulation. The black men were fucking her ass and pussy so hard she was flopping around like a rag doll between them. Sometimes they alternated, Johnson's cock filled her pussy while his boss nearly pulled his out of her ass and Johnson pulled out as the other pushed deep in her ass. Sometimes, they both impaled her at once and other times they fucked her at their own pace. Kim came repeatedly whichever way they were fucking her.
Johnson pushed in deep and held his cock still as it shot jet after jet of sperm into her fertile womb. Kim shuddered in orgasm at each jerk of his cock. It reminded her how much she had missed fucking this cock. She was addicted to it. Her husband would never satisfy her again.
Johnson rested and his cock deflated some, but Kim continued sliding along his big shaft as the man behind her continued fucking her ass. The man was wheezing and the hands holding her hips were hot and sweaty. He groaned and leaned forward, a flabby soft stomach, slick with sweat pushed against her back. He wasn't the muscular stud, Johnson was.
The fat man's cock exploded, flooding her bowels with sperm. She felt his seed filling up her ass as he removed his dick. Sperm welled up and flowed down her anus.



Deon gasped for breath as he waddled over to one of the cameras. He retrieved it and filmed a close-up of his cum pouring out of her asshole. He zoomed in on her pussy impaled by Leroy's fat cock. He was hard again and Kim was starting to ride it. "Get off and turn around," said Leroy smacking her ass cheek. Deon returned the camera to the tripod.
Kim spun around and couldn't keep the expression of disgust off her face when she saw the fat black man. He noticed it too and grinned at her, flashing a gold tooth. How could someone so obese be a secret service agent? Still, the cock dangling between his legs was every bit as impressive as Agent Johnson's.
"I'll be in the next room." Deon didn't want his body blocking the cameras. Leroy had spun her so that he was fucking her from behind while she sat in his lap. The cameras were capturing her impressive breasts and his black hands mauling them. Still naked, Deon stepped over to the next room.
*************
"Oh god, no...," cried Melissa.
"What's wrong baby?" asked Donnie.
"It feels so good." Melissa buried her head in Donnie's shoulder. She felt so ashamed.
"Feeling guilty, huh bitch? This black cock a lot bigger and better then your little hubby I bet."
"No... yes, damn you!"
Donnie chuckled. "That's the truth drug talking, ho. You can't lie. You might as well enjoy it."
He was right, but it actually did hurt a little. The huge cock head was banging against her cervix. "So full. I can't take anymore."
"Wrong bitch." Donnie flexed his muscles until the flimsy plastic on his handcuffs snapped. His strong arms came around to grab her hips. He thrust up with his cock while pulling down on her hips.
Melissa yelped at the brief stab of pain. It reminded her of losing her virginity. "Your cock's in my fucking womb!" she cried in disbelief. Her crotch was also grinding with his. She had taken his entire shaft.
Donnie hefted her big tits and brought the nipples up to his mouth. As he sucked one between his lips, Melissa's first orgasm hit. It was good, real good. Her first deep penetration orgasm enhanced by the drugs was the best in her life. She couldn't focus on the guilt of cheating on her husband any more. She couldn't focus on the fake handcuffs dangling from Donnie's wrists. All she could focus on was the incredible pleasure emanating from her pussy.
Melissa didn't have the strength to bounce more then a few inches. She could feel his cock began to grow. "You can't cum in me," she whispered in his ear. Melissa tried to stand, but the cock head wouldn't leave her womb. The large flair caught on her cervix. "It's stuck!"
Donnie laughed. "That's why they call me "The Fireplug", slut. Relax, I'm sterile, remember," lied the black teenager.
"Thank god for that." Melissa was right between periods. Her most fertile time of the month. Donnie's cock exploded, flooding her womb with seed. Melissa was overwhelmed with pleasure. "Fill my pussy," she screamed. She ground her pelvic bone down on the root of his cock and trembled in orgasm as jet after jet of hot semen filled her womb.
Melissa assumed she passed out momentarily. When she recovered, Donnie was carrying her. His cock was still buried in her pussy and it was as hard as ever. Donnie spun around and sat down on the bed. He laid back and started playing with her nipples. "Ride me some more."
Melissa bounced, saying, "Ow," as she realized his cock was still stuck. "Is it ever coming out?"
"Not until it softens a little." Donnie had never used Viagra before and didn't know what to expect. It might be hours.
"I wish it could stay in me forever," moaned Melissa grinding their crotches together and having another small orgasm. "But what if the secret service agent comes back?"
"I don't think you need worry about that," said Donnie, pulling her ass cheeks apart.
Deon pushed the head of his cock down hard against his second anus of the day. He really wanted some white pussy, but these tight little rosebuds kept pointing at him. The girl shuddered as his cock head pushed into her ass.
"What the fu..." Melissa went pale as her ass opened for the large invading cock.
"That's agent Brown coming in your back door," said Donnie.
The fat one! thought Melissa, shuddering in disgust and pleasure. She leaned forward onto Donnie so that Brown could push his cock in deeper. She thanked god she had let her husband fuck her ass to help prepare her for Brown's massive member. "I don't understand what's going on anymore," she moaned.
"This is all just a dream, baby," laughed Donnie, grinding his cock deep inside her.
"Then I don't want to wake up." The ecstasy made Melissa start giggling before an orgasm shut her up. Melissa started focusing on the pleasure, fucking back against the two cocks. She slammed her pussy down into Donnie, then raise her ass up to meet Brown's cock. She worked their cocks good. Now it was the black men's turn to moan and groan. Their cocks started spurting simultaneously, filling her bowels and womb with loads more sperm.
Melissa trembled in orgasm as their cocks continued pumping. When finished the fat man wheezed and collapsed against her, making even Donnie grunt. Brown's cock shriveled and he slowly removed it, stepping backward, still wheezing. Donnie's softened a little and Melissa took the opportunity to yank her body upward. The fireplug caught on her cervix making her yelp in pain, but this time it pulled through and she was free of it. What felt like a gallon of semen flowed into the vacuum until her cervix closed back up trapping most inside her womb. Instead of relief, Melissa missed the massive black cock and wished she had kept it in for another go around.
Melissa reached over and grabbed Donnie's cock. It hadn't softened much and she thought about swiftly mounting it again. She was about to do so when the good looking black man entered the room. He was nude and another large black cock swung between his legs. My god, are they all monsters? she thought. He was followed by a nude, well fucked... "Kim!"
"Melissa?" Kim looked confused. She ran over to the bed and the two nude women embraced as Donnie stood up and went to the bathroom. He pissed without closing the door and with his cock still quite hard. "What are you doing here?" asked Kim.
"These agents came to my house and took me in for questioning."
"Stupid bitches," said Donnie, shaking his head when he came out of the bathroom. "We aint agents and I'm no terrorist."
"What?" asked Kim.
"Huh!," added Melissa.
"I'm Leroy and what my crude friend Donnie is trying to tell you is that we don't work for the government. We are janitors. Mr. Anderson paid me to play a trick on his wife so that she'd learn to keep her mouth shut. I didn't plan on fucking her, but it turned out to be too easy. Then I got my brothers here involved and went after Melissa here."
"You fucking, bitch," said Melissa, shaking her head in horror.
"What?" asked Kim.
"This is all your fault." Melissa swung her arm and slapped her palm hard against Kim's face. She tried to do it again, but Kim grabbed her wrist and threw her down on the bed.
The black men looked at each other, grinning as the two women wrestled. Their big bosoms mashed together as they rolled, struggling on the bed. Donnie was the first to walk over and start jerking off as he watched. Leroy followed. Deon grabbed a camera and started getting close ups of the women fighting and his buddies masturbating.
The women struggled for minutes. Just as Donnie came, Kim grabbed Mellissa's hair. Melissa arched her neck, her mouth opening as Kim pulled her hair back. Donnie's first wad flew right in her mouth, the rest covered her face and breasts. The two women fell back on the bed just as Leroy shot his load across both pairs of breasts.
Deon zoomed in on the four sperm covered breasts. "Alright Kim, now lick the cum away from Melissa's mouth.
"What? No way am I doing that."
"Stupid bitches," said Donnie again.
Leroy squeezed the last bit of sperm from his cock. "I'm inclined to agree with the fireplug here. Don't you get it. All these cameras have been running and I filmed us fucking back at your house, Kim. We have hours of you two sluts fucking and sucking black cock on film."
"Oh no," moaned Kim, thinking of how much she enjoyed fucking Leroy's big black cock.
"Aargh," growled Melissa, grabbing Kim's hair. The two started fighting again.
"ENOUGH!" barked Leroy. "If you don't want your hubby's to see these tapes, you'll do what we tell you from now on. Kim lick the cum off Mellissa's mouth. Good. Now kiss her and use some tongue."
The two women stared at each other in horror before Kim leaned over and extended her tongue. She lapped a large wad of semen off Melissa's mouth. She rolled it around her tongue, liking the taste, but preferring it hot. She gulped and then kissed Melissa.
Deon filmed the two women kissing. "Now lick the goo off each others breasts."
"Fuck this is hot," groaned Donnie, stroking his still Viagra enhanced cock again. "Bitches, it's time to suck the cum out of each others pussies. Lets see you sixty-nine."
The two women looked resigned but disgusted. Kim's swollen nipple plopped out of Melissa's mouth as she rolled on top of her friend. Mellissa's pussy was swollen and soaked with cum, not very attractive and mirroring her own pussy. Kim buried her face in it anyway and started slurping. Melissa jerked at the contact, but afterwards raised her pussy slightly into Kim's tongue. Now it was Kim's turn to jerk as Melissa's tongue found her pussy.
The black men watched as the women changed from reluctance to arousal. Mellissa was the first to go, possibly helped along by the ecstasy, with her friend laying on top of her. Deon filmed her licking Kim while Leroy filmed from the other angle. Melissa kept raising her pussy into Kim's tongue. Eventually she buried her face into Kim's pussy, her tongue going wild, stopping only for her to cry out in orgasm. Mellissa's enthusiasm soon converted Kim who suddenly sat up and thrust her pussy down hard into Melissa's face. She didn't return to sucking Melissa. Instead, her face found Donnie's hard cock before it. "The tip of that monster is huge," she gasped.
"You don't know the half of it." Donnie guided his cock into Kim's mouth.
Deon's old cock finally started to swell again. He walked over to the bed and pushed Kim's ass off Mellissa's face. Kim got up on all fours with Melissa under her. Mellissa watched the fat thighs loom over her with a hard foot long cock sticking between them and huge dangling balls underneath. Fascinated, she watched as the huge spear penetrated her friend's pussy right over her face. Instinct took over and Mellissa stuck her tongue out. Willing she licked the huge testicles dangling above her face.
Mellissa wasn't sure how long she licked. She felt the thrusting testicles tense, then explode. Soon hot sperm dripped down on her face. The drips turned to a trickle as Deon removed his cock.
"Finally some white pussy," grunted Deon. The old obese man was spent. He waddled off and went to the bathroom to shower.
Mellissa watched as Donnie's cock appeared over her face. It was slick with Kim's saliva and swollen as hard as ever. The huge cock head pushed against Kim's pussy and slowly slipped inside. Jealous, that Kim was getting her second black cock, Melissa felt hands pull her ankles apart. Leroy guided his cock into her warm and ready pussy.
Afterwards, the black men gathered up the cameras while the women rested in each others arms on the bed. Leroy, once again in his Sunday black suit, addressed the women. "Unless you want these tapes to get out, your pussy's belong to us now." The women nodded. "I want you to say it."
"My pussy belongs to you now," said Kim. "All three of you."
"My pussy belongs to you now," added Melissa.
"Good. Be prepared to service any one of us at any time. You'll just have to think up lies to tell your husbands. Lets go boys." Leroy stopped. "Oh and there's one other thing. You're going to help us fuck your friend Evie too. She helped set you up and is in on the secret service thing, so we'll need a new scam."
"We'll see that bitch fucked good," said Kim as the three black men left. She turned and looked at Melissa. "Lets get a shower and I'll take you home." Without thinking, she leaned over and kissed Mellissa on the lips. Mellissa automatically kissed back.
The two women showered together, helping to scrub the dried semen off each others bodies. Mellissa sighed on the way home. "I'm not comfortable with all the lies. I can't lie to my husband."
"Get used to it. I think we'll be lying a lot from now on. I just hope Leroy didn't lie about one thing."
"What's that?"
"Having a vasectomy." Kim patted her belly.
"I don't think men would lie about that. Fireplug said he was sterile, but what about the fat one? He fucked you too."
"Dear god," replied Kim, her face going white. "Let's hope he's shooting blanks."
The car stopped at Melissa's house. Both women leaned together to kiss again. This time, the kiss Lingered and when it ended they stared in each other's eyes. Their eyes seemed to promise there'd be more kissing in the future.
Part 3: Evie
Evie entered the restaurant. She spotted Kim at a table and was surprised to see her sitting with a rather distinguished looking, older black man. The black man was quite large and somewhat handsome. Kim waved and Evie hurried over. Kim stood up and hugged her. "Oh Kim, I'm so happy for you."
"Thanks Evie. I'll be looking to you for motherhood advice. Four months along now."
"Oh that's just wonderful. Boy is your life going to change."
"That's what everyone tells us. Evie, may I introduce Pastor Le Roi."
"A pleasure Ma'am." Leroy stood and shook Evie's hand.
"The good Pastor is a friend of my husband. He's from New Orleans."
"Oh what a tragedy." Evie shook her head sadly.
"Indeed! Let us pray." Leroy bowed his head and the two women followed suit. "Father, bless those who have suffered from Katrina and bless those who have aided the needy of my city. We pray for a speedy recovery and a return to normalcy for all those affected by this great tragedy. Amen."
"Amen," replied Evie. "A nice prayer, Pastor. May I ask what you're doing away from the city. Surely your spiritual guidance is needed there?"
Kim answered. "Pastor Le Roi is looking for compassionate families to take in displaced persons from Katrina."
"Yes, I'm on a tour of surrounding states looking for good Christians to take in the hurricane's victims. Are you a good Christian, Evie?"
"I strive everyday to be one, sir."
"Evie, didn't you mention that Eddie was going away on business next month?"
"Yes. He's off to New Orleans himself."
"Well, the good Pastor here has a teenager who needs shelter for just that month."
Leroy nodded. "Yes, his home was in one of the lesser hit areas and after some cleanup, he will be able to return. He's one of the lucky ones. Is there any way you could put him up?"
"I'm not sure..."
"His name is Donnie, though his friends call him Fireplug. He's a great kid, but fell in with the wrong crowd. Did a little too many drugs. Enough to make him sterile. I'm sure he'll work for his room and board. With your husband gone, Donnie could take care of the yard work or fulfill other husbandly duties." Leroy smiled at Evie.
"Well, I guess we could. I'll need to ask my husband."
"That's fine Miss Evie. You would be doing a great service for the church, the city, the state of Louisiana, and your country. When it comes to the poor and disadvantaged, there's a special place in heaven for those who open their homes..." and legs, thought Leroy.
************
"This is incredible," said Evie into the phone. "First Kim, now you and only a month behind her. Well congratulations." Evie listened for awhile before finishing the conversation. "Now Melissa, everyone knows condoms aren't 100% effective. I believe that god wanted this to happen and it'll be the greatest thing to happen to you and Mike." The doorbell rang. "Oh, that must be my boarder. Gotta run. Talk to you later."
Evie was so happy for her friends she was grinning as she opened the door. She frowned when she saw an older black youth standing at her doorstep. Her frown deepened when she saw the suitcase. "Yes?"
"Mrs. Martin, I'm Donnie. I thought you were expecting me."
"No... I mean yes. No, you're not what I was expecting. I thought I was putting up a teenager."
"I'm eighteen. I am a teenager."
"I'm not sure about this. It isn't appropriate. I thought you were a boy."
"Mrs. Martin, I have nowhere else to go."
"Oh boy!" Evie stepped aside. "Well come on in. At least you can join us for lunch."
Evie's son and daughter's eyes went wide when they saw their new guest. "Who's that mama?" asked Eddie Jr.
"This is Donnie. He was supposed to be staying with us for a month while your daddy's away."
"Doesn't he have a home?"
Donnie interrupted. "My home was destroyed when the levees broke in New Orleans." Actually, Donnie lived with his mother seven miles away. "Your mother has agreed to let me stay here..."
Evie was about to open her mouth to state that Donnie could not stay with them when her son said, "Like a good Christian. Mama always says that a good Christian's heart is filled with larges."
"That's largesse, honey."
"There is a special place in heaven for women like your mother, son." Donnie reached over and patted the boys head.
Evie sighed. "How was it Donnie? Katrina and all you had to go through."
Donnie had prepared a phony story. He sat back and tried to look devastated. He told the story of how he had waded waist deep through fetid water to rescue his mother, but when he got to her house, it was too late, she was already dead. Donnie watched a tear roll down Evie's cheek as she listened which made him feel guilty for conning her. He continued his story telling how he floated his mother's body out of the house and dragged her onto the roof. He told how her body began to stink and rot on the balmy roof as he waited hour after hour for rescue. Finally when the coastguard helicopter arrived, they wouldn't let him bring his mother with him and he had to abandon the body. The helicopter dropped him off outside a dozen stores that were being looted and he had to walk ten miles to find food and water. By the time he ended, Evie's hands were on his arm squeezing tightly as she sobbed for him.
Evie held Donnie's hand and patted him on the back. "I'm so sorry Donald. That's what you get when you have a corrupt incompetent government."
"You are so right Miss Evie. I swear Bush and the Republicans must really hate black people."
Evie released his hand and sat up. "I was referring to your Democrat Mayor and Governor."
"Oh yeah. Them to I suppose."
"As for Republicans hating black people, lets not forget that they freed your people from slavery. It was also Republicans that got the equal rights amendment passed. Democrats founded the KKK and tried to stop integration in the South."
"I didn't know that. Maybe I should vote Republican." Donnie had been informed, Evie was very political.
Evie's eyes lit up at the thought of making a GOP convert. "Alright, You can stay."
**************
Evie was pleased how well things went with Donnie the first few days. She made the black teen listen to Rush Limbaugh when they drove to the supermarket and he seemed to agree with her comments while watching fox news every night. He mowed the lawn, helped her with dishes and seemed to get along with the children. Her only complaint was that he never shut the bathroom door when using the toilet or showering. Evie had to walk past the bathroom to get anywhere in the house and she would always avert her eyes and shut the door for him lest she accidentally view him naked.



After Donnie had been with her four days, Evie came home from running errands and bumped into Melissa leaving her house. Her friend looked disheveled and tired, but had a big grin on her face. "Melissa, what brings you here?" Evie kissed her friend on the cheek and patted the small bulge under Melissa's belly.
"I stopped by to see if you wanted to go shopping."
"I'd love to. We can buy some baby stuff for you."
"Well, I already went. I came by a couple hours ago. Donnie went with me."
"Oh! Well what did you buy?"
"Ah nothing really. My heart wasn't in it without you there. Look, I gotta run. Maybe we can go shopping together soon. Bye." Melissa kissed Evie on the cheek and hurried to her car.
"Bye," called out Evie. She entered her house and said, "Looks like Donnie didn't buy anything either. She heard the shower running and shook her head when she saw he'd left the door open again. Odd time of the day for a shower, she thought. Melissa had looked sweaty too. Shopping must have been quite the workout for them. Donnie's bedroom door was open. She didn't see any shopping bags and frowned when she saw the state of disarray his sheets were in. He usually made the bed every morning. His clothes were spread about the floor. She was ready to go pull his bathroom door shut again when a loud grunt and bang erupted from the bathroom.
Evie ran to the bathroom. Donnie was spread eagled on the floor, his back propped up against the shower and his head hung over the tub. "Oh Jesus!" she cried. Her mind registered what appeared to be a huge appendage between his legs, but she was too worried about him. "Donald, Donnie, are you alright?" she asked stepping over one leg.
Donnie opened his eyes and shook his head. "Wh... what happened?"
"Looks like you fell." Evie kneeled beside him. She cupped his head. "I don't feel a bump." She reached around him with her other hand and turned off the water.
"I'm ok. Just stunned. How's the rest of me look?"
Evie looked down his body. He had a tall, lean build, but was incredibly muscular. Every muscle was well defined on his hard chest and stomach. His body glistened with water from the shower. Despite being a bit thuggish, Donnie was quite the hunk. When her eyes found their way between his legs, she couldn't take her eyes away from his large penis. It dwarfed her husband's smallish penis by more then half. Donnie's penis was freakishly big, nearly a foot long, snaking along her tiled floor. It was thick too and the knobby end was fat with a huge flair along the helmet. Two testicles sized to go with the large phallus were splayed along her floor also. "The rest of you looks fine," she answered. "Let me help you up."
"Ok." Donnie held his arm out and she put it around her shoulder. He struggled to his feet. "Dizzy!"
Evie caught him as he turned into her. His wet body crushed her within his arms in a tight bear hug as he pressed into her. "Donnie, you alright?" She could feel his massive genitals pressed into her belly. It even seemed to twitch and swell a little.
"Fine. Just get me to my room."
Evie pulled back and helped a struggling Donnie to her guest room. She laid him down on the bed and he rested back against the pillow. The monster between his legs had indeed swollen a little. It no longer rested against the mattress, but hovered above it, struggling to rise higher. She pulled the covers over it. "Let me get you an ice pack."
Evie hurried to the kitchen to get the poor teen some ice. Her mind kept bringing up the image of his huge penis. It was an inappropriate image to dwell on, so she tired to suppress the image, but feared the picture was burned in her brain forever. "Poor boy," she mumbled, thinking that no woman could ever handle such a monster.
Evie returned to the bedroom holding some ice wrapped in a washcloth. The bedspread had been pulled down again and Evie gasped to see his penis again. This time fully erect! There was no denying it's immense size. It was clearly a foot long topped by a bulbous, fat, mushroom capped head. "Sorry," said Donnie, "my cock gets like this all the time." He grabbed the base and lifted it, so that the magnificent shaft pointed straight in the air. "I can't control it."
"I know how boys are," she replied wondering if her husband's penis had ever gotten this hard. Eddie never got fully erect and Evie usually had to squeeze it to make it hard enough to enter her. "And please Donald, don't use crude slang in my house."
"What do you mean, Miss Evie?" Donnie held the ice pack to his head.
"Your thingy is a penis, not a... a cock." Evie reached for the covers, her hand paused a foot from where he was still holding the huge penis straight up. Evie was struck by a strong impulse to grasp the monster. These impulses had plagued her as a young woman. Once her husband, had been sitting on the bed while she pulled his pants off. As his semi-erect penis sprang free, she'd given into an impulse to kiss it. Eddie had gasped, but pulled her mouth quickly away and refused to kiss her the rest of the night. Their method of birth control was the rhythm method. She'd given in to another impulse soon after marriage, wrapping her legs tight around her husband's waist attempting to pull him deeper inside her, preventing him from pulling out, and that was how Eddie Jr. had been born. Her second child was born from a similar impulse. Evie was astride Eddie grinding her crotch into his wishing he was harder and deeper. Just when it started to feel good, he bucked once, shooting his seed in her.
Before she could control herself, she gave in to the impulse again. Her hand moved the foot to his shaft and grabbed it by the base as Donnie released it from his grip. Evie was now holding a fully erect black penis. It was impossibly big, impossibly hard. It was like holding a big magnum flashlight. Her impulse screamed at her to stroke the thick shaft. Donnie stared at her expectantly. Evie reached out with her other hand and grabbed the bedspread, fighting the impulse. As she pulled the cover over his penis creating a pyramid under the bedspread, She pulled his penis down and gave in to the impulse. Her hand moved up from the base, sliding over thick, pulsing veins. The shaft widened as her hand approached the head, then her hand caught on the huge flair. She widened her grip and grasped the head feeling something squirt in her palm as she released it. "You just keep that big thing covered up, ok?" she said awkwardly.
"Of course, Miss Evie."
"How's your head? Still dizzy?"
"No I feel much better, thanks."
"Good. Rest up until dinner and I'll see you then." A flushed Evie quickly left the room. She became aware that her breasts were aching. Her nipples were hard, clearly visible through her blouse and bra, and they were painfully rubbing against the material. Her nipples were big, sensitive, and a continual source of embarrassment for her. God had given her a body made for sin and her impulses were a test of her faith.
The bedsprings started squeaking in Donnie's room and she could hear him grunting. Asleep already, she thought and having a nightmare. The noise didn't stop until fifteen or twenty minutes later.
Evie ordered Donnie to rest up and go to bed early right after dinner. She put the children to bed and read them a story before turning the lights out.
*****************
Evie moved her arms, her body gliding sleekly through the water. It was her habit to swim laps every morning to keep fit. She was one of those people gifted with good genes, but she had gained a few pounds after having her children. The extra weight was gone around her stomach and ass now, but lingered in her breasts. Always a big C-cup, she now wore a double D sized bra. They showed no sign of ever shrinking back to normal.
Evie climbed from the pool and wrapped a towel around her hair. She was wearing her two piece swimsuit. It wasn't a bikini. The panties came to her belly button. The top was more like a sports bra. She wore this suit at home for swimming and tanning. She had a one piece suit she kept at the gym, wearing it for vacations or using the gym pool with Kim and Melissa. She did have a bikini, but had only worn it once five years ago for Eddie. He loved it, but ordered her to throw the thing away. It was buried under her shoes in the closet.
Evie's body dripped water to the cement around the pool. She was tall at 5'11", taller then her husband. She had long shapely legs, tanned and fit with a long torso. Her rear end was firm and well rounded. It filled out any type of pants she wore especially jeans. Her waist was tapered and lean giving her an almost Barbie dollish figure. Her hair was a thick, lustrous, raven-black. It was curly and hung down to her collar bones, but she wore it up when in public. Wayward strands of hair often fell across her piercing dark eyes or curled across her cheeks towards her mouth. Except for her legs and arms, her skin was a very pale white with few blemishes. Her white complexion contrasted with her dark black hair, but looked stunning. She wore no nail polish or other adornment save her wedding ring. Men stared at her. Six years of marriage and she still caught Eddie staring at her. Kim and Melissa's husbands stared at her. Men at the gym stared at her and most had hit on her until they realized, she was married and uninterested.
Evie didn't need her large bosom to attract male attention, but her breasts made things worse. They were amazingly firm for their size only sagging a little after having her second child. Her nipples had once proudly jutted upwards, but now pointed straight out. Her areola were slightly larger then the diameter of a soda can. The nipple itself, the diameter of a dime and nearly half an inch long. Her nipples hardened easily. They grew swollen rubbing against her bra, from a slight chill swimming in the pool, from the hot water of a shower striking them, from the lingering glance of a stranger. Worse, it wasn't just her nipple that hardened, her entire areola puffed up. The outline clearly visible through her clothes. Sweaters hid her nipples, but in Mississippi, it rarely grew cold enough for sweaters. Her nipples were also overly sexually sensitive. Evie had only orgasmed several times with Eddie. Both occurred when she was astride her husband, grinding her crotch into his while squeezing her nipples between her fingers.
This was the body Donnie was staring at through the bedroom window. Evie saw him staring and pulled the towel off her hair to cover her body. She waved and he waved back.
**************
Donnie went to do his laundry and saw Evie's two piece bathing suit lying out still wet. He picked it up and sniffed the crotch. It smelled of chlorine, disappointing him.
"Donnie, want some lunch?"
Donnie jumped when he heard Evie's voice. He panicked and wadded up her two piece, shoving it under a pile of clothes.
**************
Today was yard work day and it was hot. Evie had sent the children off to Melissa's so that she could have the entire afternoon free. Evie was taking care of the garden and planting flowers while Donnie trimmed the hedges and mowed the lawn. It was sweltering days like today that made her thankful to have Donnie around for help.
Donnie was wearing jeans without a shirt and reflective shades hid his eyes. His chest glistened with sweat. Evie was wearing a tank top and shorts. The sweat made her top cling to her body. Her knees were dirty and stained green from kneeling in the grass.
"I've had enough," she called to Donnie. "It's too darn hot. What say we take a dip in the pool?"
"Sounds good, Miss Evie, but I can't swim."
"It's not that deep. You're so tall, I doubt if there is a spot where your head would be underwater. I'll give you some pointers on swimming."
"I don't have a suit. Can I go in my underwear?"
"I guess that's fine. I'll go change." Evie walked inside her house, but couldn't find her bathing suit in the laundry. "Odd," she murmured. She checked the bureau thinking she had washed it and the bathroom where she had changed. Finally she gave up and walked back out to the pool. Donnie was standing by the water in only a pair of tight white briefs. His huge penis filled the front of his briefs so that they looked about to bust open. Evie couldn't help staring at it. "Donald, you haven't seen my bathing suit have you?"
"No, Miss Evie." Donnie cursed himself for not putting her suit back where it belonged. He really wanted to be out here with her.
"I guess no pool then." The gym was too far away to get her spare suit.
Donnie knew this was a long shot, but went for it anyway. "Why don't you go in your underwear like me?"
"I can't do that." Evie mulled it over. Her underwear was plain white cotton. It would be see through when wet. "I do have another suit, but I can't wear it."
"Why not?"
"It isn't appropriate and you might find it offensive."
"I doubt that. I was really looking forward to trying out a pool for the first time. The last water I was in was the cesspool around New Orleans. Please, Miss Evie."
Evie found it hard to say no to Donnie when he brought up Katrina. "Alright, provided I can even find the suit. It's just something I thought my husband would enjoy seeing me in. Please don't be offended."
Donnie frowned as she reentered the house. He lowered himself into the water, sighing a the cool water enveloped his sweaty body. Evie was right, he could touch the bottom easily. He leaned against the side of the pool and crossed his arms waiting for Evie to return.
Evie came out of the house twenty minutes later. Even for someone so white she looked pale and shaky. She was wearing a robe, tightly belted and her hands were holding it closed. "I changed my mind. We'll do this another day."
"It's supposed to rain the next few days, Miss Evie. Why can't we go for a swim?"
"Oh alright! Just don't watch me get in the pool." She unbelted the robe, but held it tight. "Are your eyes closed?"
"Yes ma'am," lied Donnie. They were wide open under his sunglasses.
"No peeking until I say so." Evie gulped and dropped the robe."
Donnie's dick immediately puffed up despite the cold water. It was the hardest thing he'd ever done to keep his face expressionless.
The beautiful conservative woman had turned into a slutty whore. Donnie had seen her big nipples all puffy before, you really couldn't miss them, but the suit barely covered her areola. Granted they were saucer sized, but that still left a lot of breast straining at the material. He got the impression she'd bought the suit before the babies were born because it was clearly sized for smaller tits. Other then the patches around her nipples, the rest of the top was just string tied around her back and neck. Her long torso was bare, her rib cage showing above a flat sexy belly. The bottom was low cut, leaving a large patch of skin that bulged slightly under her navel. The material covering her pussy was sparse and Donnie got the impression she'd hastily shaved the pubic hair around the material.
The material was bright and looked brand new. It was red with blue bars crossing the bikini top, White stars filled the blue bars.. The bottoms were red with blue stars. He saw what had concerned her. The bikini was patterned after the Confederate battle flag!
Evie hastily turned and lowered herself into the pool. The suit was a thong and Donnie got the perfect view of what so many men had stared at, but only her husband had seen. A perfect smooth round ass disappeared under the water.
"You can open your eyes now." Evie swam towards him letting the cool water soothe her overheated body. "Oh this feels good. Good idea, Donald."
"It is nice. Nice suit." Donnie stared at her body under the rippling water.
Evie flushed. "It's too small. That's why I wouldn't let you look. It was a gag gift I bought my husband."
"I bet he loved it."
"Not really. He thought it was too revealing and ordered me to throw it away."
"But you kept it?"
"Yes. I'm not sure why. I guess I planned on sunbathing in it when I was alone, but I never got around to it." Evie shrugged and the tops of her breasts appeared above water. "So, want a lesson?"
"Sure."
"First, lets start with floating."
Donnie followed Evie's instructions. He kicked his legs and waved his arms to keep his head above water. When Evie approached closer, he pretended to go under. Scared and sputtering, he grabbed Evie's waist and pulled her into his arms. Her breasts mashed into his chest. Donnie's crotch pushed into her abdomen. Evie gasped and tried to pull away. "Don't let go," pleaded Donnie.
"Relax." Evie felt flustered being held in such strong arms. She hadn't thrown the suit away because it had made her feel slutty and she liked the feeling. She felt slutty now from their two half naked bodies embracing. The thing he had crudely referred to as his cock shifted and swelled. I'm causing that, she thought. It's my body making that big cock harden. I have power over this teenage black boy. Warmth spread between her legs. Stop this, Evie, she ordered herself. "Put your legs down. You can stand here. There is nothing to be afraid of."
Donnie released her. "Sorry."
"Lets try floating on your back. Turn away from me. Now fall back and I'll catch you." Evie caught Donnie as he obeyed her. "Take a deep breath of air in your lungs and I'll hold you as you float on your back." Evie gasped as Donnie's crotch rose above the water. Wet, his briefs showed the outline of that big monster he called a cock. Evie stared at it as she held his back. His underwear looked like it could burst if his cock grew any larger. "Ok, flip over."
"You sure?"
"Lets try it. Hold your head up to breathe. We'll try the doggy paddle." Donnie rolled over on his stomach. Evie moved her hands to hold him. One hand held his chest, but her other hand missed his stomach and grabbed the tip of his crotch. The massive bulge cupped right in her hand. Evie panicked and yanked her hand off it. Donnie sputtered as his body submerged.
Donnie twisted himself and reached out for Evie again. His left hand landed right on her back. His right hand on the back of her neck. He pulled her tight, fingers fumbling for the strings of her bikini. He tried to look scared to death.
"Donald relax, it's fine. Put your feet down." Evie pushed him back. His eyes were staring at her chest. She didn't need to look down to know that her nipples were embarrassingly swollen again. Her nipples would be hard, throbbing points, the circles' swollen with goose bumps from being wet with the warm breeze caressing them. Donnie kept staring until she did look down. Evie screamed when she saw her bare breasts. She dropped, submerging her entire body under water. Just her head raised above the water when she came up for air. Her arms were squeezing her big breasts tightly, to cover them. Her breasts were wet and kept slipping out from under her arms, forcing her to keep moving her arms to contain them "Donald, my bikini top seems to have come undone. Do you see it anywhere?"
"There over in the shallow section, Miss Evie."
How did it get way over there, thought Evie. She swam across the pool. This was the kiddie end of the pool and soon she was crawling towards the floating bikini top.
Donnie watched as her body emerged from the water. Her wet dripping ass appeared like the perfect round white globe of the moon rising over the ocean. The side of a breast appeared, the nippled tip still hanging into the pool. Evie grabbed her top, but fumbled with the strings trying to get it on. She gave up and held the material over her breasts. "Donald, close your eyes. I'm getting my robe."
"I thought we were going to do it doggy style?"
"We're done for the day. We'll practice swimming again when I find my normal bathing suit."



Donnie had lost his sunglasses floundering in the water. He closed his eyes, but peeked as she raced for her robe. He watched Evie wrap the robe around herself, then disappear into the house. He looked around until he saw his sunglasses underwater. Donnie dove under water and did a quick handstand as he grabbed his shades. Holding his breath, he swam for the nearest ladder to retrieve his own clothes.
*************
"You want me to search his room for drugs? I don't think he's using, Pastor, but I'll look around. I'll call you back and let you know what I find." Evie hung up the phone. Pastor Le Roi was concerned that Donnie might be back on drugs when she told him about Donnie's dizzy spell in the shower.
Donnie had gone out. Oddly, her friend Kim had offered to drive him around. Evie decided it was safe to snoop around. His room was messy. Donald wasn't too concerned with picking up after himself. Dirty clothes and underwear was scattered around the floor. The bed wasn't made. Donnie didn't really have all that many clothes or other items with him, so the room wasn't cluttered. The only thing suspicious was a box under the bed.
Evie pulled the box out dreading what she might find. The contents of the box disgusted her, but she was relieved it wasn't drugs. The box was full of vile pornography. She pulled the half dozen magazines out of the box. "Why on earth did god give black men such big penises?" she asked. Cover after cover showed a big, hard black cock resting on the face or oversized breasts of a white woman. Evie flipped through the magazines. The format was the same. There was a black man and a white woman, several shots of her sucking his large penis, several scenes of him penetrating her in various positions, and a few final shots of the slick, engorged penis ejaculating semen on the woman's face or breasts.
One magazine was different. It contained all stories. One was about a wife posing for a black photographer. He fed her glass after glass of wine between shots as she wore less and less clothing. Her skirt and blouse disappeared until she wore her bra and panties, then just the panties, then nude. The photographer took pictures of her playing with herself. He took his penis out. His cock was the biggest, blackest thing, the white wife had ever seen. "I have to taste it," she cried. Later, "Fuck me with that big black cock."
Evie was shaky as she put the magazine down. Her nipples were swollen and there was a strange fluttering in her abdomen. That story had been hot! She opened one of the magazines. An attractive teenage girl in a bikini was staring at the huge black cock of a lifeguard. Next she sucked the monster cock as the bikini disappeared. The man penetrated her on a beach blanket. "Fuck me with that big black cock," muttered Evie. Flustered, she shoved the porn away.
Evie was horny and wished Eddie wasn't out of town. She wanted sex, but couldn't even picture her husband's little five inch penis in her mind. All she could see were big black cocks and Donnie was bigger then the men in his magazines. Evie didn't masturbate, so she took a cold shower to cool herself off.
****************
Donnie wasn't around the next day and Evie found herself bored during the children's nap time. She entered Donnie's room and pulled out the box of porn. This filth had probably corrupted the poor boy. She should have confronted him and thrown it out. She retrieved the magazine with the stories and leaned against the bed as she read one.
"I'm gonna integrate yo ass, bitch," said the black student to his teacher.
"Fill me up with that black cock," moaned the business woman as she fucked the janitor.
"I love your black cock up my ass," screamed the white wife to the gardener.
So went story after story.
Evie was shaking as she put the magazine away. Her nipples scraped her bra. It was damp between her thighs. She checked her watch and was surprised to see that over an hour had passed since she started reading. The magazines shifted as she pushed the box and she noticed a case underneath the porn. Worried it might be drugs, she pulled it out and found it contained a DVD. Evie was curious, but replaced the DVD. She needed another cold shower.
Evie was still in her robe after showering when her curiosity got the better of her. She quickly retrieved the DVD from Donnie's room and took it to her bedroom. She inserted it in the player and sat down cross-legged on the bed. Evie hit play on the remote.
A pretty blonde cheerleader made her way through a locker room. The music and picture quality led Evie to believe that the movie didn't have a very large budget. The cheerleader stripped off her outfit. Her breasts were large and high on her chest. Her pubic hair was shaved. Nude, she walked into the shower room and turned the water on. She spent a lot of time running the soap over her breasts and between her legs. Disgusted, Evie was about to stop the movie when the perspective changed.
The camera moved as if it was watching the showering young woman. She looked up startled at the camera. She covered her breasts and pelvis. "Coach Black, what are you doing?" "I thought I'd join you," said a deep voice, "and call me Dick." The cheerleader looked horrified. "Coach Black...Dick, this isn't appropriate..." She gasped, "That's the biggest cock I've ever seen." Her look of horror turned to lust and she fell to her knees as a handsome black man stepped into the camera's view.
"Sweet Jesus, a porno," gasped Evie as she watched the now wanton cheerleader take the Coach's huge black cock in her mouth. The remote sat right beside her on the bed, but she couldn't bring herself to turn the movie off. Instead Evie laid back on the pillow to watch the screen. Her robe fell open as she shifted. Evie was still horny from the stories she'd read earlier and the movie was only making her condition worse. One hand found her nipple as she watched the cheerleader suck the coach's monster cock. Evie's vagina was soaked by the time the Coach pushed his big black cock inside the cheerleader.
Without thinking, Evie's hand went between her legs to stop the flow, but she hadn't grabbed a tissue. She gasped as her fingers touched her wet labia. "Fuck me. Fuck me," moaned the woman on screen. The television view was between Evie's legs. She couldn't she the cheerleader, but the muscular black coach was visible almost like he was fucking Evie. "Fuck me," screamed Evie as she plunged two fingers deep in her pussy. The orgasm came quickly and caught Evie off guard. Her hips bucked up as the orgasm ripped through her body.
"Wow!" exclaimed Evie as she came down from her orgasmic high. It felt so good to cum. She hadn't orgasmed in years and this was the biggest ever. She sat up as she heard a noise downstairs. "Crap. Donnie's home." Evie quickly belted her robe around her.
Luckily, Donnie headed straight to the shower. "Fuck! The DVD!" said Evie suddenly. Her hand flew over her mouth. I've got to watch my language, she thought. Evie snuck the DVD past the bathroom. Donnie had once more forgotten to shut the door completely. Evie couldn't help sneaking a peak in, but the shower curtain was closed. She entered his room and tossed the DVD on the porn magazines and pushed the box back under the bed.
Evie was about to make her escape when she heard the bathroom door squeak. The young housewife panicked not wanting to be caught in Donnie's room. She ducked inside the closet just as the bedroom door opened and Donnie strolled in with a towel wrapped around his waist. Evie knocked some coat hangers making some noise. She froze as did Donnie, but he must have assumed it was nothing. Idiot, she thought, why didn't you just tell him you were collecting clothes for the laundry? Evie was distracted when Donnie dropped his towel.
What a monster, she thought while staring at his dangling cock. He's as big as any of the black men in the magazines. His cock looks like a freaking hammer, the head is so big. Was that why they called him Fireplug?
Evie gasped when Donnie reached down and squeezed his cock. The massive black snake swelled and hardened as he tugged on it. Donnie sat on his bed and took some lotion out of the nightstand. Disgusting, he's going to masturbate, thought Evie, forgetting that she had masturbated less then an hour ago. She couldn't take her eyes off the scene, however.
Donnie squirted a large amount of lotion in his hand and laid back on the bed. He held his huge foot long black cock straight up as he liberally coated the shaft and head until it glistened in the light. He closed his eyes as his hand glided up and down the shaft. It didn't look so huge in his beefy hand, but every so often, he'd pause and remove his hand. His cock would be bigger and harder then ever. The head looked like a swollen black plum leaking juice from the top.
"Suck that big cock," he moaned loudly. Evie rolled her eyes, wetting her lips as she did so. "You ever been fucked by a black dick like mine?" Evie wondered who he was thinking about. "I bet hubby's little prick ain't half as big as mine. Come on and ride my big black cock." Whoever he was thinking of was married. "I wanna suck them big tits, mama. Take that Confederate bikini off." Evie jumped, clanging some hangers again. He was fantasizing about her! "Come on Miss Evie try some black cock. Fuck my big black cock." Evie wasn't disgusted, instead her body shivered as she imagined herself sitting on Donnie's crotch. "Take my seed, you hot bitch." Cum erupted from Donnie's cock. Semen flew up at least a foot, falling to cover the big head with white sperm. More cum flowed from the fat cock head, striking Donnie's stomach and coating the entire cock shaft. Evie couldn't believe the amount he had cum, but then his balls were sized to match his big cock.
Donnie milked the last bit of seed out of his shaft and climbed off the bed. He left the room for the bathroom. Evie opened the closet doors and found herself staring at her own reflection in a mirror on the opposite wall. She looked like a wanton slut. Her robe had fallen open. Her annoying nipples were at their puffiest. She could even see her engorged clitoris between her legs. She pulled her robe tightly shut to hide her sinful body from her eyes and crept out of the bedroom. She failed to see a leering Donnie, lean out of the bathroom staring at her back as she snuck past.
**************
Evie avoided Donnie the next day as much as she could. She spent time with the kids while Donnie did some yard work. He tried to get her to join him in the pool, but she declined. Later, much to her relief, Donnie went out. Evie was lonely and called Melissa, but she was out also.
She found herself sitting on Donnie's floor reading more dirty stories when she heard him come home. Evie hid, but he never came upstairs.
Curious, Evie left her room and went to find Donnie. He was crumbled on the floor and it didn't look like he was breathing. "Oh my god, Donald!" cried Evie running over to him. He was breathing and had a pulse. She could smell alcohol on his breath and he stirred when she shook him. "Lets get you back to your room."
Donnie leaned on her heavily as they negotiated their way up the stairs. Evie was gasping for air by the time she got him next to the bed. Donnie suddenly came alive and took Evie into his arms. She squirmed as his lips crushed into hers and his probing tongue pushed into her mouth. They fell onto the bed with Donnie on top and Evie's legs spreading around his waist. The massive cock in his pants grew as he ground his crotch against hers. "No, Donald," growled Evie pushing against him.
"Miss Evie?" said Donald opening his heavily lidded eyes. "What is yoush doing in my room?" His words were slurred.
"Just get off me." He rolled off her and was almost instantly asleep. Evie jumped off the bed and fled the room. She grabbed the phone and dialed a number. "Hello, Pastor Le roi. This is Evie... Yes, I'm fine thanks, but I'm worried about Donald. He came home drunk tonight and acting strange. No, I didn't find any drugs in his room. Search his person? Yes, I suppose he could be hiding them on his person. I'll see what I can do. Thanks Pastor. Sorry to bother you so late."
Evie replaced the phone and climbed the stairs. She entered Donnie's room. He was still asleep, lying on his back. Evie untied and removed his shoes. She shook them to make sure they were empty. She found that his socks were empty to, when she pulled them off. His shirt didn't have pockets, but she unbuttoned it and pulled it open to give him some air. Evie stared at his hard black muscular chest. Her hands shook as she undid his belt. He stirred when she pulled the belt through his jeans. Evie undid his jeans and pulled his zipper down. She knew that millimeters from her fingertips was the giant black cock that she had watched him jerk off yesterday. She could see it was still swollen as she spread his jeans open. His white briefs strained with his package. Unzipped, she had easier access to his pockets. They contained nothing more then his wallet and an aspirin bottle. The wallet held some money, but no drugs. Her eyes were about to fall on his driver's license which would have told her that he wasn't from New Orleans but from a town just seven miles away, when Donnie said, "Are you robbing me, Miss Evie?"
Evie stood up straight and flushed red as Donnie sat up. "No, Donald. If you must know, I'm searching for drugs. I'm worried about you. So is Pastor Le Roi"
"I don't have any drugs. I just drank too much tonight."
"You're underage, Donald."
"I know, but the booze helps me meet women. I'm so lonely. I haven't seen my girlfriend since Katrina. I don't even know if she's alive."
"Oh!" Tears welled up in Evie's eyes. "I didn't know."
"I appreciate both you and Leroy's...Le Roi's concern. Go ahead and search me." Donnie pulled his shirt off as he stood up.
"I'm satisfied you don't have any."
"Drug addicts can't be trusted, Miss Evie. You must search me completely. Sit on the bed and pull my pants down."
"Very well." Evie sat before Donald. She grabbed the flaps of his jeans and struggled to pull them over his hips. He stepped out of his pants and stood before her clad in only his underwear. His crotch bulged out obscenely and she could see the shaft twitch underneath the material. "I'm satisfied."
"No. You must be thorough. Pull my underwear down."
Evie gulped, but grabbed the band of his underwear and yanked it down. She had barely known this black stranger a week and had already seen his penis three times. It was swollen and sticking out, angled slightly down. Already a monster, but not even fully grown. "There, no drugs."
"Check under my cock and balls."
Evie tried to bend to see under his shaft, but couldn't. She reached out and lifted the big hose up. She didn't have to hold it upwards long, almost immediately it stayed up by itself, but she didn't let go. She hefted his big balls with her free hand, Each testicle was much bigger then her husband's entire scrotum. There were no bags of drugs or anything hidden in his crotch. "Nothing. I'm satisfied you haven't been using. "I'm sorry I doubted you, Donnie." She released his shaft.
"Well I'm not satisfied. Look what you did to my cock."
"What?"
"You made it like that." Donnie bent and grabbed her arm. He brought her hand back over to his shaft. She grabbed it again. You need to take care of it for me."
"What do you mean?"
"Jerk me off."
"Why don't you jerk yourself off?"
"I don't do that. Besides, this is all your fault. You need to finish what you started."
Liar, she thought, but she couldn't admit to watching him masturbate.
"It's the only way I'll forgive you."
"Very well. What do I do?"
Donnie bent over towards his night stand and pulled out a jar of Vaseline. He tossed it to her. "Use this."
Evie knew this was wrong, but truthfully, she was thrilled. Her body was already reacting. She could feel her nipples pushing out her bra. She took her time coating the shaft with Vaseline. She examined every square inch of Donnie's cock, the bumps, ridges, veins, the flared glands, and even the pee slit which was as wide as her fingernail.
The cock was a rampant, hard, glistening black shaft by the time she finished coating it. She grasped it tightly and let her hand glide up to the head. She moved her hand down and began stroking his shaft. The knob was so flared, it caught her hand and she had to loosen her grip to cover the head. Evie brought her other hand up and rubbed just the head while her second hand stroked the shaft. Donnie seemed to like her playing with the head.
Evie caught herself grinning. She frowned, then tried to make her expression impassive. She shouldn't be doing this. But then, it wasn't really all that bad. It wasn't cheating, just inappropriate. "Is this ok?" she asked.
"Grip it a little tighter and stroke faster. Yeah baby, like that. You're a natural. It's like you were born with a black cock in your hand."
Evie giggled like a little girl. "This feels so weird. Warn me when you're close." She remembered the geyser that erupted from the head when she watched him jerk off.
"I will. If you want to speed things up, talk to me. Describe what you're doing to me. Talk dirty."
Evie wasn't so sure she wanted to speed things up. She wouldn't be doing this again and wanted it to last. She also knew what he was asking. He wanted her to talk like the sluts in the DVD or in the dirty stories. "I'm stroking the biggest, blackest cock I've ever seen," she said, feeling rewarded when Donnie groaned. "I didn't know cocks got this big."
"You are a natural. You like that black cock dontcha?"
"I love your big cock, Donnie." Evie felt dirty and slutty. She grinned, annoying herself. "I can't get over how much bigger it is then my husband's. I wish he had a cock like this." Ouch, she shouldn't have said that. Donnie's cock seemed to swell at her comments. She watched the big knobby head harden right before her eyes.
"That's cause your holding a real man's cock, not some little white worm."
"No," cried Evie, shaking her head with false denial.
"Yes bitch, a superior man's cock, a black man's cock. Suck it. Show that black cock what a white slut can do. SUCK IT!"
Evie's mouth was wrapped around the huge head before she knew what she was doing. She felt compelled to obey him...this superior man. She came to her senses and pulled back just as cum filled her mouth. She gulped automatically tasting a man's seed for the first time. Evie was surprised at his sperm's heat as more filled her mouth. Evie pulled back until the cock plopped out of her mouth. It spit at her, sperm coating her lips and cheek. More sperm shot out, dripping off her chin and staining her blouse. More sperm shot out, into her mouth as she wrapped her lips back around it. Swallowing was less messy. More sperm shot out as she swallowed. More sperm shot out and then some more and more after that. Evie struggled to keep up with the flow until it slackened off to a trickle.
"Thanks Miss Evie. I needed that."
Evie looked up at his muscular body as Donnie turned into a polite young man again. Her lips were still pierced around his pee-slit and her hand was jerking his shaft, milking it for more sperm. She swallowed every pearly drop that came out. His cock was still mostly hard when she released it. "I need to go get cleaned up before the kids get home." Evie fled the room and headed for her shower.
The conversation at dinner was muted. Only Donnie seemed cheerful and did most of the talking. Evie put the children down for the night and came downstairs. She found Donnie outside in the swimming pool. "You're getting good," she said, watching him swim a little. "I feel dirty, Donald."



"Thanks alot."
"No, I mean guilty. You're a perfectly nice boy, but I'm a happily married woman. I don't know what came over me."
"Why don't you join me. The water feels great. It'll help relax you."
"Alright. I'll go change." Evie retrieved her "stars and bars" bikini from her room and quickly changed into it. She didn't bother putting a robe on. She was becoming less self-conscious about her body and had already decided to purchase a more modest bikini to wear in public. The image of Donnie jerking off on his bed flashed into her mind. He liked this bikini.
Donnie watched her come out of the house and slip into the pool. "What happened today can never happen again."
"I was hoping you'd do it a couple times a day for me."
"I'm serious. I may have to find you another place to stay."
"What's wrong with just having some fun?" Donnie swam towards her. "We're not cheating."
"It's wrong."
"Why?" Donnie was standing before her now.
"It just is," said Evie as Donnie grabbed her wrist under water. Her brought it down to his crotch. "You're hard," she asked, as her fingers closed around his erect shaft. "And your not wearing a suit."
"Nope. I want you to jerk me off again."
"I can't. It's wrong."
"Why? You enjoyed it. I enjoyed it. You're doing it now."
Evie froze. He had released her wrist and she was slowly stroking his shaft underwater. "This ends now." Evie let go of his shaft. She moved over to the side and lifted herself out.
Donnie's muscular arms effortlessly lifted him out of the pool. She was still sitting as he stood before her. His monster cock was pointing at her face. She couldn't take her eyes off of it. "Jerk me off," he ordered.
Evie's hand went back up to it. "Just once more. After tonight, it ends."
"Suck it for me. Put it back in your mouth. Let me feel those white lips wrapped around my black cock."
Evie opened her mouth, then caught herself. Why did she want to obey him? "No, that's too personal."
"How about, I titty fuck you then?"
"What's that?"
"I slide my cock between your tits to get off. You wouldn't have to do anything but lie there. Less to feel guilty about."
"Hmmm, ok."
"Lie down on your back." Donnie retrieved a bottle of suntan lotion from a nearby lounge chair. He kneeled beside her. His hand went out for the string holding her little panties on.
"No. Leave them on. That is for my husband only"
Donnie nodded. He straddled her stomach and reached out for the string behind her neck. He pulled the knot untied. He pulled her top off and tossed it aside. He stared at her breasts for almost a full minute. "Dems the nicest titties I ever saw."
"Ah...thanks." Evie could see her nipples were at their full puffiness. Embarrassing to her, but they drove men crazy. She watched as Donnie emptied lotion along his huge black shaft like a hotdog vendor would cover a foot long with mustard. Donnie nestled his cock between her breasts then squeezed them together. He bucked his hips, sliding his cock back and forth. Evie bowed her chin, partly to watch this strange scene, partly because his hard cock head kept banging the bottom of her chin. Now whenever her pushed his cock through, the head brushed her lips. She could smell the coconut lotion coating it.
Donnie wasn't one for playing fair. Her adjusted his hold on her breasts so that his thumb and forefinger could tease her nipples. Evie moaned when Donnie squeezed both her nipples. He flicked them, he tugged on them, he twirled them between his fingers, gently tugging on them like he was milking or jerking them off.
Evie arched her back and moaned. She spread her legs, wishing she could get her fingers down to her crotch. Her nipples were ultra sensitive and driving her crazy. Evie opened her mouth and licked his cock head the next time he thrust forward. She was losing control. She wanted a big hard cock between her legs. She wanted to rip her bikini bottoms off and bury two fingers deep in her wet pussy. Donnie stopped and held his cock forwards so that she could lick and kiss all over the head before starting his thrusts again. She wanted to slide her finger along her labia. She wanted to tease her clit. She wanted Donnie's big black cock in her pussy. Evie's whole body jerked as she came. The orgasm was huge. Her eyes flew open in shock and then closed again as a wave of sperm covered them.
Donnie released her breasts and aimed his cock head at her mouth. Once again, Evie found herself swallowing mouthfuls of cum. Her hand found his shaft and jerked it, trying to get every last drop inside her mouth. Give your slut your sperm, she thought.
Donnie climbed off her. "That was great. I'm hitting the sack. See you in the morning." Nude, he walked inside her house. Donnie grabbed the phone and called Kim. "I need you to take her brats tomorrow. Tomorrow I'm gonna fuck her." He hung up.
Evie laid on her back on the cement around the pool. Her face from her lips to her forehead had a thick covering of sperm on it. She brushed some of his cum with her finger towards and into her mouth. She couldn't believe she'd cum that hard without even touching her pussy. Donnie was wrong about titty fucking, she certainly didn't feel less guilty now then she had earlier.
**************
Evie awoke with a start. Donnie was standing over her with a tray in his hands. "I thought you'd like some breakfast."
"How nice." She held the covers tight to her nude body. Donnie was only wearing form fitting boxers that left little doubt over the size of his manhood. "What about the kids?"
"Kim and Melissa came and got them. They wanted to take them to the zoo. I didn't think you would mind."
"Not at all. There's plenty of housework I could be doing."
"I thought we might go swimming again."
"A morning swim would be nice. One condition though."
"What's that?"
"You wear a suit this time."
"Of course."
"No more messing around."
"But I thought you liked it."
"No... Not the leas... I liked it, alright. I liked it too much. I hope you understand."
"Oh, I understand. You've never been with a real man. You find it hard to resist my big cock.
"Yes... I mean no. It's just wrong, that's all."
"You're right. Just try to control yourself around me."
Evie gritted her teeth as Donnie winked and left her bedroom. Like this was all her fault? Like she was the one who couldn't control herself? She glanced under the covers and was disgusted to see her body had responded to his presence. Her nipples were at their puffy hardest.
Donnie smirked as he hopped down the stairs. The poor woman wouldn't know what hit her when the ecstasy he'd dissolved in her morning tea kicked in. He'd taken a hit himself. When he entered the kitchen to finish his own breakfast, he also tossed the little blue pill in his mouth and chased it with some orange juice. He'd wait until he heard the shower to set the video camera up in her room.
Donnie was already in the pool when Evie exited the house. She'd taken awhile to get ready. She'd found dried flakes of semen on her face and took a shower to clean herself off better. She'd also made a better effort to find her modest two piece swimsuit, but it was still missing. She was forced to wear the confederate print bikini again. "I'm really impressed with how fast you took to swimming," she said, as he finished doing some laps.
"I'm really impressed too," he added, letting his eyes roam up and down her body.
Evie felt her nipples ache at his stare so she slipped quickly into the water. They swam for some time. Their conversation was decent and avoided sexual topics. Finally, Evie climbed out of the pool. "You got breakfast. I'll fix us some lunch." She turned to find Donnie had been staring at her ass. "You alright? You have a funny look on your face."
"I'm fine. Just go on in and I'll join you."
"You don't have a cramp, do you Donald? Let me look at it."
Donnie lifted himself up the side. Evie gasped to see his problem. His cock was at it's hardest. He was wearing the tight briefs from this morning. His swollen cock was extending well past the waist band. "My cock can't seem to control itself around you either, Miss Evie. God, it's so hard it hurts. You gotta take care of it for me."
Evie shivered, wanting to reach out for it. "Not this time Donald. Just calm down and try not to think about sex. Learn some self control." She turned her back on him and entered the house. She went to the kitchen to see about lunch.
Donnie waited a few minutes before entering the house. He came into the kitchen. "It's not working, Miss Evie." He pulled his briefs off and stood nude in front of her. "Ah, that's better," he cried, as his cock fell forwards to stick straight out.
Evie reached out and grabbed it, then pulled her hand back. "No, it'll go down on it's own. This bikini isn't helping is it? I'll go upstairs to change." Evie fled to her bedroom. She'd removed her top and was in the process of untying her bikini bottom when Donnie entered without knocking. "Donnie!" Evie held her arms across her breasts.
"I need to get off. Donnie stepped up to her and pulled her arm away from her tits. He brought her hand down to his cock again. This time she kept it there. "You gotta jerk me off again or let me fuck these big titties. He grabbed a breast and squeezed one swollen nipple. Evie shivered at his touch. Donnie moved his hand from her breast to her shoulder. He pushed her down.
Evie was panting as she fell to her knees before his mighty black cock. "Ok, I'll jerk you off, but this is the last time. Her hand was already sliding along his shaft. "I'll need some lotion."
"Use your spit," growled Donnie, pulling her head towards his cock. The tip pushed against her lips until she opened her mouth. "Licking it will make it slicker."
Evie kissed and licked around the head. She was getting used to this. Already, she was feeling less guilty about her husband. She stretched her jaw out to take the big head entirely in her mouth. It was a shame the glands were so flared or she would have tried taking his cock down her throat. She settled on sucking just the head while stroking the shaft towards her mouth.
"Oh that's it, Miss Evie suck that black cock." Donnie grabbed the back of her head to guide her along. "Lets move to the bed." Donnie inched over towards the bed and sat on the side. Evie crawled over to keep her head in his lap never pausing in her cock worship. "Climb on up," said Donnie, after letting her suck his cock for five more minutes or so.
Donnie laid back on her bed. His large muscular torso taking up most of the king-sized bed. Evie climbed up on the bed and resumed her place between his legs. "I wish I could give you a real blowjob," she stated before taking the head back in her mouth."
"I wish you could too." Donnie watched the beautiful wife and mom bobbing her head. Her raven dark tresses fell across her face. She had her eyes closed. "No, don't close your eyes. Look at me when you suck my cock. That's good. Stare at me. Feel my cock getting harder. Ugh yeah. You've been-uh-good to it, baby. Now it's uh gonna be good to you. Here it cums."
Despite the warning, the blast caught Evie off guard. Donnie's hot seed filled her mouth and squirted out around his shaft. Evie gulped just as the second wad hit the back of her throat. She gulped his sperm down as fast as he pumped it out. When he was finished, she milked his shaft to make sure there was no more. "You sperm tastes so good. I could do this all day."
"Well, we got the rest of the month. I'll let you suck my cock everyday."
"Thank you. I'm going to brush my teeth." Evie went into the adjoining bathroom and cleaned up. "What am I doing?" she whispered, looking at herself in the mirror. "Is that really me? I'm sexy as hell." Evie was still wearing just the bikini bottoms. "No wonder he can't keep his cock down around me."
Donnie hadn't moved from the bed when Evie came out of the bathroom. "Look at this," he ordered holding his erect foot long cock straight up. "It's still hard."
"Wow! My neck is a little sore, but you can titty fuck me again." Evie climbed on the bed and kneeled between his legs.
"No, come on up here. I'm gonna pay you back." Donnie leaned up and grabbed her arms. He pulled her forwards. Evie climbed over his pelvis and sat on his shaft. "Kiss me," he ordered.
Evie could feel his big hard length between her legs. Only the thin material of her bikini bottoms kept him from feeling how hot and wet her pussy was. Evie pushed down against his cock as she leaned forward. Donnie held her head so that their lips were mashed together. Evie kissed him willingly though she had hoped to keep her pussy and kisses for just her husband. His tongue pushed into her mouth and she could feel his cock jerk between her legs. She slid her pussy along his length subtly pushing down when the head was over the entrance to her depths. Evie moaned with lust.
Donnie released her and pushed her up so that she was sitting in his lap. "Feels good doesn't it?" She moaned her agreement. Donnie reached up to squeeze her incredible puffy nipples driving Evie crazy. She humped his cock. Donnie pulled her down a little and leaned up, taking one long nipple between his lips. His hand teased her other nipple. He switched several times. Evie was moaning like crazy, pushing her bikini bottom down hard on his cock head. She screamed as she came.
Donnie didn't give her time to recover. He grabbed her hips and pulled her forwards. Her pelvis slid up his chest until she had to scoot forwards. Evie's eyes flew open as he pulled her crotch down against his mouth. His tongue pushed against the bikini bottom causing Evie to squirm. Donnie's hands held her hips, his fingers right over the ties holding, her panties on. Evie was too out of it to feel him slowly untie the strings.
Donnie moved his hands down and pulled her bikini aside slightly exposing her soaking wet slit to his tongue. He licked along her slit, teasing her labia until he reached her clit. He flicked his tongue across her clit until Evie seemed on the verge of another orgasm, then Donnie thrust his tongue deep inside her. Evie gripped his hair and humped his face as she came again.
"Thank you. Thank you," Evie panted as Donnie lifted her off his face and pushed her back down to his lap. She groaned as she felt his cock between her legs again. She automatically pushed down on the head and she felt her labia spread around it. Evie opened her eyes to see her bikini bottoms lying across Donnie's chin. He grabbed it and tossed it off the bed. "Your cock feels so good rubbing my bare pussy, Donald."
Was this really the same conservative woman I met just over a week ago? Thought Donnie. "Try putting it in. I wanna see how much you can take. We won't fuck or nuthin."
"No, shouldn't, but... maybe just the head. I'm curious too." Evie got up on her knees and squatted over his crotch as Donnie held his cock up. She maneuvered her pussy over it and pushed down. Just the head was as big as a child's fist and it pushed her labia in before her hole opened wide enough for it. "Oh gawd, it's stretching me out, the head's so big." Both Donnie and Evie moaned together as Donnie's cock head disappeared in her.
"Feels so good, Miss Evie." Donnie reached up and grabbed her hips while bucking his hips up. This forced his cock another two inches inside her. Donnie was actually surprised at how easily she was taking him. Still it was a very snug fit.
"It feels great," she agreed bouncing on a little over four or so inches of cock meat. Evie squatted lower with each bounce. His cock plowed deeper. "I've never felt anything like this, Donnie. I'm so full."
"Yep, that's about all that will fit. You can get off now." Evie's eyes had been closed as she concentrated on the wonderful feeling in her pussy. Her eyes flew open and Donnie thought they looked lustful and crazy. Must be the ecstasy, he thought.
"No," she growled, "I can take more." Evie bounced faster, taking more inches as his shaft became more lubricated. She came again, a quick orgasm that caught her off guard. Evie slid down further, their crotches getting closer together. "Ow!," she mumbled as the thick cock head banged her cervix. "I guess that's it," she sighed, regretfully.
"You still got three inches, mama." Donnie pushed her hips back to angle his cock right. He thrust up just as he pulled her hips down.
"Ow! Ow! Ow! Aw fuck, your cock's in my womb." Evie's crotch was now grinding Donnie's. She'd taken it all.
Donnie was surprised at how easily her cervix had parted, but then he'd never taken a woman who'd had two kids before. "That's a good fit, Miss Evie. I think your pussy was..."
"Built to handle big black cock," she finished, giggling crazily.
"Yeah. That's it though. I guess this party is over. You can get off now."
"I'm gonna get off alright," she moaned, grinding her pussy into him. "Get off on this big black cock of yours."
"I meant we can stop now."
"No," she whined almost petulantly. "I wanna fuck now. I wanna fuck this big black cock. I wanna fuck this big black cock all day."
Donnie's cock twitched at her sluttiness and he fought the impulse to start fucking the shit out of this horny milf. "But you're married? We should stop. Get off me now." This would look great on the video.
Evie grinned. "Alright Donald." She grinded her pussy down for the last time. She planned on lifting herself up, but then slipping and plunging this wonderful cock deep in her pussy once again, but when she had raised herself three inches, Donnie's cock head caught in her cervix. "Hah, it's stuck."
"Stuck!," exclaimed Donnie, feigning surprise. This was the reason they called him "Fireplug" after all. "It ain't coming out till I cums. I guess we gotta fuck."
"Yippee," she cried, riding his cock.
"Lets roll over so I can fucks that white pussy proper." Donnie pulled her down on top of him and rolled over so that he was crushing her. He lifted himself up and began fucking her with the three or so inches of cock he could move around.
"That's it fuck me, fuck me. I want it all. Fuck my white pussy. Give your slut all that black cock." The inner slut Evie had repressed all those years had been released and she had no intention of ever bottling it again. "Fuck me. Fuck my slut pussy. Fuck me, master."
"Jesus bitch, shut up already," growled Donnie, though he liked the master part.
"I want your cock in me every day. You're sharing my bed from now on. "I wanna wake up and suck that gorgeous black cock every morning. Oh god, gonna cum again."
"Me too, slut." Donnie pumped faster until his cock burst, releasing a torrent of cum.
"Your flooding my womb," screamed Evie as she came. It was her biggest orgasm yet and she dug her nails into his back. Jet after jet of semen filled her womb prolonging her orgasm. "I love it. I love it. I love you." Evie gasped for air as she came down from her orgasm. Thankfully, she remembered that he was sterile. Her fertile time was approaching.
Donnie had to piss, but when he tried to pull out, his cock was still stuck. Damn Viagra! "One more time ought a do it." This time he kneeled between her legs so he could look down at this beautiful woman.
Evie recovered from her orgasm amazed to find Donnie was fucking her again. His muscular chest was sweaty and he had an intense look on his face. She watched the thick root of his cock sliding in and out of her. She even imagined she could see his cock head bulge under her belly button with each thrust forwards. "That's it stud, fuck me again." Her hands flew to her breasts. She pulled on her nipples roughly. "Oh god, I'm gonna cum again."
Donnie lasted a long time this round and was dead tired by the time he came again. Evie rarely quit talking the whole time and he found himself wishing Leroy was there to shove his cock down her throat to shut her up. When he finally came, Donnie's cock shrank just enough to pull it through her cervix. He yanked it out and immediately ran to the bathroom. He sighed with relief as the piss finally flowed from his dick into the toilet. Donnie jumped when a white hand reached around him to grab his cock. Evie guided the urine stream all around the toilet bowl, seeming fascinated. She jerked the last bit of urine out after he had finished pissing.



They took a long shower afterwards. Long, because Evie fell to her knees and jerked his cock off in the stall. Her mouth clamped over his cock head as she coaxed one more load of cum out of his cock and into her belly.
While toweling himself dry, Evie decided to clean up. She first grabbed the breakfast tray. "Hold on a minute," said Donnie with surprise. "Your tea?"
"I wasn't thirsty. Want it?"
"No thanks. It's cold now anyway." Donnie watched her leave the room. She hadn't drank any of the ecstasy! Her behavior was all natural. The woman had shed all inhibitions.
Donnie moved into the master bedroom that night.
One week later, Evie was straddling Donnie on the bed. He was bouncing as he fucked her, with his hands tightly gripping her ass cheeks and holding them open. Evie felt something nudge her ass. There was a brief stab of pain as her anus opened for the large invader. Evie looked over her shoulder to see another handsome black man standing behind her. "Pastor Le Roy? What are you doing?"
"Janitor Leroy and I'm gonna fuck this sweet ass."
"Janitor? You played the trick on Kim. Oh god, this is all a set up."
"Yes, and we fucked her good and your friend Melissa too. I have you fucking Donnie on tape. You'll do what we say. Fuck who we want and..."
"Just shut up and fuck my slut ass with that big black cock."
A surprised Leroy raised his eyebrows at a grinning Donnie. "Yes, ma'am," said Leroy as he pushed his cock deep in her ass.
Evie liked Leroy's cock better then Donnie's. It was just as big, but didn't have the flared head. She learned to deep throat it and he could deep fuck her through her cervix without getting stuck. Plus, she really liked getting fucked in the ass.
Epilogue:
Three black babies were born almost five months apart. Neither Kim nor Melissa's husband could handle it. Melissa's husband, Mike spent time in jail after assaulting Kim's husband, Jerry when he found out that Jerry had set the whole thing up.
Kim and Melissa got an apartment together where they shared a bed with each other and usually entertained either Leroy, fat Deon, or Donnie every night or sometimes more then one or sometimes different black men when word got out about the two bisexual sluts living there.
Evie's husband arrived home from his trip just as Donnie was leaving. He waved and tried to introduce himself, but the black teen ignored him. Confused, Eddie wondered why Donnie looked so much older then he had thought. He was even more confused and shocked and horrified to find his wife naked in bed with cum pouring out of her spread legs. "We need to talk, honey," said Evie, licking a glob of sperm stuck at the corner of her mouth.
Evie and Eddie separated for several days before Eddie decided to forgive her. "You were tricked and seduced after all. Just give up the black men and...".
"I can't do that," replied Evie. "If you want to stay married you'll need to understand that I'm a different person. I'm gonna fuck lots of black cock. You don't have to know about it. I'll just say, I'm going out with Kim or Melissa."
"B-but," stuttered Eddie. "No buts, and maybe if I'm feeling generous, I'll throw a little pussy your way, but I think you'll find me a little loose down there.
"Very well," cried Eddie, defeated. He would do it for their children. Their marriage was strained and even more strained when Evie found out she was pregnant. Evie just avoided her friends and family until the baby was born. Then they told everyone that they had pulled a Brangelina and adopted a poor black kid. Evie told her family the baby was a Katrina orphan.
Leroy's marriage broke up when his wife followed him to Kim and Melissa's apartment one day. Leroy didn't miss his wife, but his kids quit talking to him. He moved in with the two white women, but couldn't take the crying babies and got his own place.
Deon had a stroke while fucking Melissa. She nearly smothered before Kim and Leroy ran in from the next room and rolled Deon off her. He partially recovered, but was never well enough to visit the girls again.
Evie had an effect on Donnie too. He continued to watch Fox and listen to Rush on the radio. When the next election rolled around, he voted straight Republican. Soon after, Donnie was busted selling ecstasy and spent a year in prison. In prison, Donnie's oversized cellmate introduced Donnie's ass to his own special "Fireplug."
THE END



            

  
    Flex Appeal
  
  Flex Appeal

            Black bodybuilder takes his friend's wives.

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/flex-appeal

Title: Flex Appeal

Author: Stormbringer

Category: Interracial Love

Description: Black bodybuilder takes his friend's wives.

Tags: big cock, black cock, cheating, big breasts, lactation, red head, threesome




Copyright 2012 by Stormbringer
*
"I love this drive," said Marisa, staring out at the scenery passing by.
"Me too," added her husband, John. "Here's the big bridge. Not much longer."
Marisa turned her attention from the blue water and the palm trees towards the famous seven mile bridge in the Florida Keys. Big Pine Key was their destination. It was just on the other side of the bridge. It was quieter then some of the keys, but close enough to Key West, they'd only need a short drive for a good meal, sightseeing, or drinking in Key West's famous bars. Marisa and John preferred things quieter especially with a new baby with them and they were looking forward to seeing John's frat buddies and best friends.
The young red headed wife turned to check on the baby, peacefully sleeping in the backseat. John had a bag resting on the floor and she saw several magazines sticking out of it. She grabbed them both. One magazine was called Iron Man and the other was Flex. The same black man was on the cover of both. The man was a bulging mass of muscles. His skin was as dark as Marisa's was white and he had referred to her as the whitest white girl, he'd ever seen. He wasn't an attractive man normally and even less so when he was posing, muscles straining, veins bulging across his forehead, skin oiled and glistening. "Why did you bring these?" she asked her husband.
"I thought I'd get Flex to sign them. Joking of course," replied John.
The bodybuilder was one of John's frat buddies. His name was Shane, but everyone called him Flex after the magazine that had given him his first cover and the current issue was his third time. He had been called Token at first as he was the only black guy in the fraternity, but he hadn't cared for that nickname. He did approve of Flex and told everyone to call him that. Marisa didn't care for the black man. He was arrogant and full of himself. He had no problem flirting with her or any other of his friend's wives. He drank more then she approved of and usually had pot with him when he wasn't competing. She'd met him three times now. The first was at her and John's wedding. Shane was 26 then and dating the woman who would become his second wife. She was a lovely black girl named Lola. Lola also competed and looked great when she wasn't posing which made her look man-ish. Marisa had met her again a year later when she married Shane and then again on one of their weekend getaways. Lola was pleasant and funny, completely smitten with Flex. Her only physical flaw was her chest was as flat as John's. She was close to 0% body fat and often commented on how she wished she had Marisa's breasts. Marisa had always been buxom with heavy C-cup breasts. Wait until she sees me now, thought Marisa glancing down at the milk laden DD's she'd had since having Jack eight months ago. She was looking forward to seeing Lola again, even if that met spending a weekend with Shane. Flex was 6'2" and weighed according to the magazine 320lbs and none of it was fat. His dark black skin had been a problem for him. He was African black and when posing always had to have a light background and plenty of lighting to see his musculature. His pose on Iron Man was full frontal and everything was bulging out, it even looked like he had muscles under the tight crotch hugging dick sack he was wearing. Jesus, but that was a huge bulge. "What is that thing under his suit?" she asked staring closely at the magazine cover.
"Uh... Um," stuttered her husband of four years. "Uh... don't tell him I told you this, but he stuffs his suit to make it appear that he has a big bulge. You know what they say about bodybuilders."
"No, I don't."
"Steroid use makes your dick small and limp, so they stuff socks in their suits."
"Oh," she replied.
"You don't find that attractive do you?" he asked. John asked that same question every time she saw Shane. The huge black man was a manly man and though John and his other buddy Grant, were both good looking, fit men, they deferred to Shane as the alpha of the group.
"God no," said Marisa, reassuring her husband. "I don't know any woman that finds that attractive. Lola being the exception." Marisa bent her head down closer to the magazine. It didn't look like Shane stuffed his suit with socks, she could almost make out the outline of a penis under the tight material, a really big penis. As she stared, something dripped on Shane's crotch. The fluid was a milky white liquid and she watched it spread out to cover Shane's penis shaped bulge. Marisa glanced down at her breasts, nipples rock hard, milk appearing on the tips of each. "Oh god John, I'm leaking. Can you pull over?"
"We're almost there."
"I know, but my udders are screaming to be milked."
John glanced over at his wife's bosom with appreciation. Since having Jack, her nipples were hard and ultra sensitive. The two times they'd made love since Jack was born, sucking and pinching her nipples had given her a rare orgasm. Marisa would have been happy having sex more often, once a week maybe and possibly more, but John had felt weird about sex since the baby was born and truthfully even before she'd gotten pregnant his sex drive was much lower then hers. He'd even seen a doctor and was told he should start taking testosterone supplements, though he hadn't gotten around to it yet. Of course at thirty, he was well past his sexual peak and Marisa at twenty-seven had a ways to go to reach her peak.
He glanced over at her breasts again. Her bra had been driving her crazy where it rubbed her nipples and she lost it during the first hour of their five hour drive. All Marisa was wearing over her black shorts was a green blouse that looked lovely under her red hair. The blouse was loose and gaped open between buttons and she'd even undone a couple as if her breasts needed air. He could see tantalizing glimpses of flesh through the gaps and it was enough to make his penis stir. She'd be getting some this weekend. Even if he wasn't in the mood, it was their fourth anniversary in two days and he was obligated to perform his husbandly duties.
Her breasts looked like two over inflated balloons under her top with her normally rose colored nipples now swollen and angry to a brownish purple. "Hurry, I want to feed the baby before your friends see us."
John pulled over into one of the private picnic areas along the beach. Marisa quickly unbuckled and exited the car to retrieve Jack from the back seat. The baby woke as she lifted him and true to form, he was hungry. Marisa sighed with relief as he noisily sucked on her milk laden breasts. She sat back down beside her husband and let Jack nurse until he was content.
John's cell buzzed. He checked his messages. "Grant and Candace have arrived and are waiting at the beach.," he read. "Candace says the cabins are too small."
"She's always complaining," said Marisa, shaking her head. Marisa actually liked Grant better then his wife though she and Candace got along fine. Candace was never happy with anything, she liked to gossip, and she was a little too religious for Marisa's taste, though both she and John dutifully attended church every Sunday. Candace on the other hand, volunteered at her church, ran vacation bible school, Sunday school, and was there three days a week. "I don't know what Grant sees in her."
John snorted. "She looks like a fucking Victoria's Secret model!"
"John! The baby!"
"He doesn't know what I'm saying. Besides, the little bugger's busy."
Marisa looked down at her son, hungrily slurping and as he so often did while breast feeding, Jack's eyes were growing lidded, closing, and then her nipple sprang free as he fell asleep. "Stop staring," she scolded her husband, feeling his eyes on her breasts. Marisa buttoned her blouse to hide her breasts from passing traffic. She gently placed Jack back in the back seat carrier and buckled him in. She retrieved her bra from her bag and returned to the front seat, struggling to put her bra on under her top and wincing as the material rubbed her sensitive nipples. She needn't have bothered for when they arrived at their destination there was no one around the cabins and John went alone to retrieve their keys from the office.
Marisa carried Jack into their room while John unloaded their car. Traveling with a baby had doubled the amount of luggage they normally took. "For once, I agree with Candace," said Marisa surveying the small cabin more of a trailer. The three couples had rented three cabins near the beach. They weren't much larger then a small camper. The cabins were circled like wagons with a lawn between them. There were chairs and cots, plus hibachi grills in their private courtyard, a picnic table, and a fire pit.
"This explains why they are so cheap," said John. "I'll hold Jack and you can go put your swimsuit on."
The only room with a door was the bathroom and that was just too tiny for her to change in. Marisa retrieved her bikini from the luggage and started undoing the buttons on her blouse. She paused when she saw her husband staring at her with delight. Her pale skin turned pinkish as she blushed realizing that her needy pussy might actually get some servicing this weekend. She almost told him to turn around and would have before the pregnancy. Since the pregnancy, John had seen some disgusting things come out of her body and she no longer felt much shame around him. Instead, she turned to face him and boldly stripped under his appreciative stare.
John felt like taking his wife then and there, but unfortunately, Jack was wide awake and gurgling. Marisa had an odd shaped body and had trouble finding clothes that fit. In winter, when she wore bulkier clothes, she looked dumpy, but her true form was revealed the less clothes she wore and nude she looked glorious. Her waist wasn't thin, but it was shapely. She'd worked out to lose her belly fat and her stomach was sexy and mostly flat. She still carried extra weight in her ass as well as the increased cup size for her breasts. If anything, the extra weight had improved her already decent looks. Her hips were larger then her waist and nearly matched her bosom. Her crotch was smooth and as white as the rest of her, but for a small red landing strip. It looked good enough to eat and he hadn't done that for her since before they were married nor would he ever again after watching his son's head come out of there. John felt the blood leaving his penis at the memory.
"Damn! This is just what I was afraid of," said Marisa, pulling up her bikini panty. The front hugged her mound so tightly she was showing a bit of a camel toe. She turned around and John could see some extra ass flesh sticking out. "I'm a cow."
"You look great honey, better then I've ever seen you in the seven years we've known each other.
Marisa smiled gratefully. "The top's going to be worse. Maybe, I can pick up a suit that fits in Key West?'
Her fears were justified as she tried to squeeze DD cup breasts into a C cup top. Her breasts stuck out of the tops, the sides and the bottoms. Even worse, her nipples had doubled in size during her pregnancy and her areola were barely contained by the stretched out triangular cups of her bikini top. She had to stretch out and adjust the material to hide them. "Not sure why, but this material doesn't feel as bad on my nipples as my bra."
"Maybe, you'll just have to wear that bikini all weekend then."
"You wish." Marisa took Jack from her husband and watched John get dressed. John was developing a paunch, but for the most part, he looked great. He was pretty trim and fit, still as handsome today as when they'd met. She removed some rubber gloves and disinfectant from the bag. "I should clean first."
"Later honey," he replied. His wife had developed a strong nesting instinct during her pregnancy and insisted on cleaning everything. John kept his shirt off, grabbed the baby bag, and put some sun screen in it. Marisa's fair skin didn't tan, it burned and she always used a lot of sunscreen. "Lets go find Grant."
The young couple walked down towards the beach. Marisa carrying the baby. There was a boat out in the water with an older couple getting in the water to snorkel, but otherwise Grant and Candace were the only two others on the narrow little beach. "There they are," shouted Grant rising to his feet. His eyes zoomed in on Marissa's breasts and widened in amazement. Candace noticed the improvements to Marisa's figure too and her eyes narrowed in jealousy. John had just seen his wife naked and was turning his appreciative gaze on his friend's wife. Candace did look like a Victoria's secret model and she actually did model bikinis and lingerie though the company she worked for wasn't as prestigious, but neither was it sleazy in any way. Candace had an absolutely stunning face and was the best looking woman any of them had met in person. Her eyes were a bright blue and her wavy blonde hair fell down her back between her shoulder blades. She was curvy, but thin, almost too thin, but that was what modeling agencies wanted these days. Her breasts were small B cup mounds, perfect for her figure and like most models, her skimpy bikini top was tight and pushed her breasts together creating cleavage. Her bottom was a thong too and she had no problem showing off her bare ass. Despite her religiosity, she felt no shame showing off her sexy body. A silver cross hung from her neck and sunlight glistened off a diamond stud in her navel.
"Marisa you look fantastic," said Grant.
Candace wrinkled her face, not liking to hear her husband compliment another woman, but her features softened when she saw the baby. "Oh this must be Jack. Can I hold him?"
"Of course," said Marisa, passing her baby off to her friend. Jack smiled happily in Candace's arms. "You're a natural. So when are you two going to have a little one of your own?"
"Not ready to risk my figure yet with my career going so well," said Candace, looking sadly at the happy baby. Longing apparent in her eyes. Grant had married younger. His sexy model wife was only twenty-two, eight years younger then him. Candace was smart and knew she only had so many years to capitalize on her looks with a modeling career and wanted to wait to start a family. Candace passed the baby back to her.
The two couples heard a motorcycle on the road. The noise grew loud and louder. It scared Jack a little. He grew restless in Candace's arms and she gave him back to Marisa. The motorcycle grew even louder, the noise coming from their cabins up the sandy trail from the beach.
John walked halfway down the trail so that he could see the cabins. "It's the big guy," he called back. "Hey Flex, down here," he yelled. John walked back to the beach. "It looks like he's alone," he told the others.
Flex appeared, walking down the trail. He wore black leather pants and a white tank top that hugged his massive torso and showed off his muscles while leaving his arms bare. His large body took up the entire trail as he approached his frat buddies and their wives, a broad grin on his face. "Whassup my brothers," he called.
"What's up, Token," said Grant.
"What was that you called me, Minute-Man?" He turned to John. "Pencil dick, how's it going?"
"Flex it is," corrected Grant while John flushed with embarrassment.
"Hoy shit!" said Flex, his eyes falling on John's wife. "Marisa? You look fucking amazing. John take your baby so that I can give your wife a proper greeting." Marisa reluctantly handed her son over to her husband. Flex always greeted her with a hug. She hated to admit it, but she was slightly racist. She didn't believe blacks were inferior or anything, but she didn't think the races should mix and didn't like having physical contact with black men outside of a handshake. Flex grabbed her hips with his ham-like hands and pulled her forcefully against his chest. Marisa grinned and bore it. It was like hugging a brick wall, correction, a sun heated, sweaty black brick wall. Much to her embarrassment, her nipples hardened under her top and pressed against the muscles on Flex's chest.
"What about me?" asked Candace. "Don't I get a greeting too?"
"Sure thing, babe," said Flex, reluctant to take his hands off Marisa. One beefy hand was cupping her ass cheek and the other was holding her against him by the small of her back.
Marisa was relieved when the giant let her go. She quickly stepped back out of his arms. "Oh shit!" she gasped in horror, looking at his shirt.
Flex looked down and saw that she'd left two wet marks on his white tank top. Her nipples had leaked right through her bikini top and soaked quarter sized circles right on the middle abdominal of his bulging six pack.
"I'm so embarrassed," Marisa moaned in horror.
John interrupted. "Marisa suffers from a condition known as hyperlactation."
"It means my breasts overproduce milk," she added.
"Nothing to be ashamed of," said Flex magnanimously while Grant laughed. "It happens." The black bodybuilder turned to the blonde. He took Candace in a tight embrace and held her, but his eyes never left Marisa. "Dayumn Isa, I can't believe how hot you look," he said while hugging Candace.
"Thanks," replied Marisa, smiling. She didn't like Flex's intense staring at her scantily clad body, but she did feel a certain glee that she'd suddenly relegated Candace down to second best looking woman. Marisa was certainly pretty, beautiful even, in a girl next door fashion, but Candace was the gorgeous model that men stared at. The new mom didn't really like being the center of attention. Her enjoyment derived from the knowledge that it was probably driving Candace crazy being second fiddle and true to form, the lovely blonde looked unhappy when Flex released her from his embrace. "Where's Lola?" she asked.
The happy grin left Flex's face. "She left me." The black giant looked so sad everyone immediately started feeling bad for him. Marisa even willingly reached out and rubbed his back in a consoling manner. "She took the kids and moved out about five weeks ago."
"Oh Shane, I'm so sorry to hear that," said Marisa, still rubbing his back. She felt bad for the black man and had been looking forward to seeing Lola again. Shane had a three year old and a two year old with Lola. He also had a ten year old and an eight year old with his first wife and once John had let slip that there were a couple illegitimate children also.
"Thanks Isa, it's been hard," said Flex, looking sad. "And that's why I've really been looking forward to this getaway."
"And we're glad to have you, big guy," added Grant.
The baby stirred and started crying. Marisa checked the diaper. "Someone needs changing," she cooed. "I'm going to take Jack back and get out of the sun for awhile. Come get me when you're ready to go get dinner."
Marisa walked back up the beach to their cabin. She changed Jack and then put him down. She decided to get a jump on John, taking a shower and drying her long red hair. She put her bra on, wincing as the material rubbed her sensitive nipples and then pulled on a short green summer dress. Her breasts made the material hang straight down to her hips, hiding her shape, and disguising the fact that she was truly hiding a magnificent body underneath it. She pulled some heeled sandals on, that made her legs look really good. She winced as the bra hurt her nipples and finally gave up, removing the annoying support for her boobs. Braless, she didn't look too bad, but her dress did hug her breasts and the outlines of her nipples appeared from time to time. Then she played with Jack for awhile waiting for the group to get back. John got back to the cabin around an hour before sunset, took a quick shower and they were ready to go. A freshly showered Grant was waiting in their little courtyard patiently waiting for Candace who always took the longest to get ready. Flex hadn't bothered showering or even changing. He was sitting in a lounge chair, sipping a beer.



"Marisa and I are going to get going," said John. "We don't won't to miss the sunset on Mallory Square. Meet us there when you're ready. You want to ride with us, Flex?"
"No thanks, bro," replied the big black man. "I'll take the bike just in case I get some pussy tonight."
Marisa crinkled her nose in distaste. She strapped Jack into his baby seat while John started the car. Soon they were off to Key West, just a short drive from Big Pine Key. They found a parking space and John pulled out the stroller from the trunk. They walked down to Mallory Square and watched some of the street performers do their acts for about fifteen minutes before Flex found them. A short time later, Grant and Candace walked up, holding hands. Candace looked great. She wore black shorts, sandals, and a white tank top that left most of her sexy belly bare showing off the diamond stud. Marisa couldn't help noticing that for the rest of the night, most of the male eyes were once again favoring the blonde model. John had a fetish for a sexy belly and would have killed someone to get Marisa to pierce her navel or wear something to show off her stomach. She felt jealous to see him taking as many glimpses at his friend's wife's stomach as he could.
The five friends watched the sun go down and then hurried off to find a nice restaurant. They all had seafood. They walked around sightseeing for another hour before finding a nice quiet bar with an outside deck and plenty of seating so that they could enjoy a few drinks and the sights and sounds on Duval Street. The sounds suddenly grew too loud as nearly two dozen motorcycles swiftly roared up the street. Marisa watched them going by, noticing that they were all black men and wore jackets showing a black panther on the back. The noise stirred Jack and he started to cry. Marisa picked him up and started comforting him.
"I'll be right back," said Flex, jumping up. The bikers had pulled up outside Sloppy Joes. Flex crossed the street and headed towards the bikers.
"Does he know them?" asked Candace.
Grant and John laughed. John added, "Nope, he's going to try to score some pot."
"So just cause their black, Flex thinks he can buy some marijuana from them?" asked Grant. "He's such a racist." He got chuckles from his friends.
"John, Jack's not going to calm down with all this noise," said Marisa. "I should take him back."
"Oh! Alright honey. We can get going then," said John, looking disappointed.
"Nonsense, I can take Jack back to the cabin. You stay here and catch up with your friends."
"Well, let me walk you back to the car." John and Marisa stood up. "I'll be right back," he told Grant and Candace.
Flex passed them on the sidewalk. "Where are you off to?"
"Marisa's taking the baby back. I'm staying." John looked guiltily at his wife. He got to have fun while she was stuck being a mother.
"Cool bro. Things are about to heat up at the club. Stan, the leader of the Black Panthers says that the club scene gets hopping in another hour or so." Flex patted his pocket. "Plus, I scored us some dope."
"I knew it," said John laughing.
It was a short walk to their car. John helped put the stroller away while Marisa took care of Jack. He kissed her as she stood in the door of the driver's seat. Marisa broke the kiss. "John, I don't care how late you come back, wake me." Marisa wiggled her eyebrows suggestively so that he got the point. She kissed him again and soon was on her way, headed off the island.
Marisa was asleep when John got back, but she awoke when she heard Grant's car pull up. They were all drunk and loud. She saw her husband stumble as he got out of the car. Her nipples hardened at the thought that she might finally get some sex. Her hopes were dashed when Grant produced three beers out of a cooler and the three decided to sit around outside talking.
John stumbled in a half hour later. He was wasted off his ass, but then he usually got that way around his college friends. He hit something with his foot and cursed. Marisa winced, but the loud noise didn't wake Jack. She turned the light on for him and he smiled at her, his eyes going wide at finding his wife laying on the small bed wearing nothing but panties. Marisa climbed to her feet and helped her husband undress. She got his shirt off and then pushed him down on the bed. He fell on his back, lifting his hips so that she could pull his shorts down. His underwear followed and his penis sprang into view. It was floppy and limp. She took it in her hand and tugged on it, massaging his balls. John was half asleep, looking at her drunkenly. Desperate for some loving, Marisa took him in her mouth, easily fitting his entire penis inside her mouth. Finally, it started to respond. John quickly turned completely hard. She released his penis and sprang to her feet, pulling her panties down as fast as she could.
Marisa straddled her husband's legs and grabbed a hold of his penis. It was a little over six inches long, but it was thin with a small streamlined head. She'd never thought of it before, but since Flex had called John a pencil dick earlier, John's penis really did resemble a pencil. She lowered her pussy over his pencil...penis, feeling the small head pushing at the entrance to her vagina. Marisa was just about to drop down when Jack started crying, waking with a loud, hungry wail. "NO!" she sobbed. Marisa stood up. "Don't you go nowhere," she told her husband. John just shook his head, stupidly. Marisa walked over to the baby and picked him up, his mouth immediately latching onto a nipple. She glanced over at her husband to find the erection gone and John fast asleep. She cursed silently. If it wasn't her husband's lack of interest, it was the baby that always got in the way of her getting laid.
Marisa sat down on the couch and let Jack feed. If things didn't change soon, she was going to take things into her own hands and buy a dildo or something. The sounds of lovemaking that started coming from next door did little to improve her mood. "Come on Grant," said Candace's voice. "That's it baby fuck me. Give it to me. NO! Slow down. Not yet, honey. Please? Just hold it still. Oh... DAMN!" The sounds stopped entirely and Marisa suddenly had a good idea of why Flex called Grant, Minute Man. Well at least their sex life wasn't perfect either.
Her magic breasts did their job and put Jack back to sleep. She was laying him back down in the crib when she heard Flex's motorcycle. She walked over to the window. The large black man walked up to the courtyard and sat down in one of the chairs. She had half expected to see some bimbo on the back of his bike, but he was alone. Flex rolled a joint and leaned back in the chair, smoking it and staring up at the stars. Marisa went back to her husband and struggled to pull him higher up in the bed. She half heatedly played with his dick again, but it remained limp. Frustrated, the young wife crawled into bed beside her husband and went to sleep.
***************
Grant and John each held one handle of the cooler as they carried it down to the beach. "I got that," yelled Flex. The black man was already shirtless and wearing long baggy shorts that nearly reached his knees. "I'll be drinking most of it anyway." He grabbed the cooler and tucked it under one muscular arm. "Wimps," he said.
John was carrying a bag filled with snorkeling equipment. He dropped it at a spot near the water. Marisa came up beside him and placed the baby carrier in the shade of a palm tree noticing some lizards scurry off. She spread a blanket out on the sand and sat down in it. Candace sat down beside her while Grant spread out a blanket beside theirs. Candace was already wearing her bikini and was perfectly content to wear that and nothing else all day until they went out at night. Grant had his shirt off and was wearing a bathing suit with flip flops. He was a good looking guy with sandy brown hair and a nice physique. John was wearing his suit too, but kept his shirt on to protect his fair skin. Candace poured some tanning lotion in her hand and started coating her lovely skin with it. Grant did the same as did John.
Marisa stood up and pulled her shapeless sundress over her head. When it cleared her head, see saw there were three pairs of male eyes on her body. John was smiling proudly while Grant seemed to be taking in her entire sexy body. Flex had just zoned in on her breasts and true to form, her nipples were semi-erect and apparent through the material. Worse, there was some leakage and little wet dots were spreading out in the center of her bikini top. They actually hardened more under all the male gazes.
Candace noticed the attention on the other woman and didn't like it. "You guys want to hear about my latest modeling gig?"
"Maybe later dear," said her husband. "John and I want to get some snorkeling in."
Candace frowned as her attempt to become the center of attention failed. "Well, I'll tell Marisa then."
Great, thought Marisa, boring stories about Candace traveling around, modeling, meeting semi-famous celebrities, and attending cocktail parties.
"I was in Bermuda last week at a cocktail party after the beach photo shoot when and you won't believe who I saw..."
"Any of you girls want to oil me up?" asked Flex.
Marisa looked at his black skin and hard bulging muscles. She didn't even like the big man's hugging her and she certainly didn't want to run her hands all over his body. She turned away from him and checked on Jack. He was awake, so she took him out to let him crawl on the blanket for awhile. "I'll do it," said Candace. The thin blonde jumped up and Flex tossed her a bottle of lotion.
Marisa tried not to watch, but she found herself staring as Candace ran her hands all over Flex's chest. He held his arms out, making those biceps that had graced a half dozen magazine covers already. His biceps might nearly be as big as Candace's waist. How could she stand touching a black guy? Candace didn't seem to mind at all. It wasn't sexual either. Candace was just one gorgeous model helping out another model. The blonde was very white, though she tanned easily and was already turning darker. She wasn't as white as Marisa's pale skin, but still Marisa stared at the contrast on Candace's white body superimposed before the hulking dark black skinned man. Other then for a few strategically placed strips of cloth, Candace was all but completely nude. Her bare ass was facing Marisa, now the blonde was behind the giant black man, her perky breasts pressing into his back as she ran her slick hands up his back. Marisa's eyes roamed down to the black man's baggy shorts. A long tubular object caused the material to bulge out as it swung between his legs. The end nearly reached the black man's knees and the bottom of his long beach shorts. That outline certainly didn't look like he stuffed his pants with socks! It appeared to get bigger under her gaze and Marisa quickly took her eyes off it. She looked up to find Shane was staring at her even as Candace finished coating his body with lotion. Marisa looked away with embarrassment, hoping he didn't think she was trying to check out his junk.
Candace sat back down while the three men went into the water. Grant and John waded far out and then started swimming with their masks on, breathing through their snorkels. Flex wasn't much of a swimmer, but he liked the water. He waded out up to his thighs and watched the two white husbands swim around.
"So, I heard you having a little fun last night," said Marisa.
Candace rolled over on her stomach and untied her top. "Damn! You heard all that? Not much privacy this weekend. Hope we didn't disturb you."
"Didn't last long enough to disturb me," replied Marisa.
"Kiss my ass, Marisa," replied Candace, sitting up. She was facing the water where Marisa was laying on her back facing the other direction. "I didn't hear anything coming from your cabin except for Jack crying."
"Sorry. Sorry. I said that without thinking. Truth is a few minutes is better then nothing at all."
"I'm sorry too. I didn't mean to snap. Grant's a horny devil and we have sex almost every night, but dear god does he lack stamina. Just as I'm starting to get into it, he grunts, fills his condom, and rolls over with a smile on his face."
"Have you tried maybe doubling up on the condoms?
"We've tried everything. Girlfriend, if it wasn't for my dildo, I'd go crazy. Why just the other night..."
"I've only had sex several times since Jack was born," interrupted Marisa, shutting Candace up. Clearly Candace was getting something off her chest and she had a tendency to make everything about herself.
"John's never had a high sex drive even before I got pregnant, but since the baby was born it's fallen to almost nothing and to make matters worse I took hormone injections to help me get pregnant and they've made me horny all the time."
"Girl, I'm gonna get you a dildo. Trust me, the thing works wonders for relieving stress. I tried everything, praying, speaking with my pastor, and a marriage councilor. The marriage councilor recommended some marital aids and increasing the amount of foreplay we do, but Grant has never been much for giving, though he enjoys receiving."
"Too much information."
"Sorry, I've been wanting a friend to talk to about this for a long time. I tried to talk to Lola, but apparently Flex is some kind of horse hung superman of sex and she couldn't empathize."
Bah! If he was so good, why'd she leave him? John told me steroids made his dick small and he stuffs his pants with socks."
"Ha ha ha," laughed Candace. "John's insecure. Both our husbands walked in on Flex having sex back in their frat house. Grant told me how hung Flex was the day I met the big black lug. Lola told me Flex's penis was like a black iron bar more then a foot long."
"BULL! But, speaking of Lola," said Marisa sitting up. "I should send her a quick message." Marisa reached out for her bag and cell phone. She flipped open the phone and briefly glanced up. Their husbands were still swimming, but Flex was standing watching the women. "No man has a foot long p..." Marisa couldn't help noticing the large tubular bulge pressing against his swimsuit. A foot must be an exaggeration, but it was definitely big. "The big guy's eyeballing us."
"I know. I've been watching him through my sunglasses." Candace arched her back, her breasts lifting off the ground.
"CANDACE! You just flashed him."
"No harm teasing him a little."
"Is that the way a good church going girl should behave?"
Candace chuckled, pretending to adjust herself and then settled down on her stomach again. "Tie my top for me."
Candace leaned over and tied Candace's bikini top. Candace then rolled over. "When you do what I do, you get used to showing skin. I'd be nude if it were legal. Besides, you're one to talk, you aren't covering up much in that skimpy thing."
Marisa blushed which tended to turn everything from her chest up red. "I kind of outgrew my bikini."
She peeked at the big black man standing down by the river. He was still staring, but it wasn't Candace he was looking at and Marisa couldn't tell if he'd even noticed her little show. He was staring at Marisa. Marisa glanced down at her bottoms. She was sitting up with her knees bent and legs spread. She could see the entire outline of her labia through the tight bikini bottom. She quickly closed her legs in horror. Marisa turned around, not wanting to look at him, but presenting her ass to the black man and giving him another good beaver shot. She lowered herself down to the blanket, front first, her ass the last to slide down. She sent a quick message off to Lola: Sorry to hear about you and Shane. Wish you were here.
It wasn't long thereafter, Jack woke up hungry. Marisa sat up and picked her son up, covering her breasts with a towel as he started feeding. "Damn it!" she complained.
Candace glanced down and saw Marisa remove her hand from under the towel. It was covered with milk.
"Jack got bad aim or something?"
"No, he's happily sucking. It's my condition. Sometimes when he starts sucking the other nipple shoots out milk."
"What exactly is hyperlactation?"
"My body produces more milk then my baby needs. It sometimes leaks or sprays a lot," explained Marisa. Candace nodded her head in understanding. "Sometimes Jack can't keep up with it and other times he gets so much, he's gassy all the time."
"How did you get it?"
"Every woman has milk producing glands called Alveoli. Each breast has around 100,000 to 300,000 glands. Larger breasts have more glands. Apparently I have 400,000 to 500,000." Candace whistled. "I know," said Marisa. "I took hormone injections to get pregnant and they appear to have my breasts working overtime producing milk in addition to making me horny all the time."
"I guess that can get pretty messy, huh?"
"Messy and embarrassing. They leak and squirt all the time. It started before Jack was born and I had to go out on maternity leave from the law firm early. The men there had a pool going on how long it would take my breasts to start leaking after I got to work. They soak through everything, pads, bras, sweaters. It doesn't matter. It's horrible."
"I'm sorry honey," said Candace, putting her arm around the breast feeding mom.
"And to top it all off, John's the one with the low sperm count and I'm the one that had to take the hormone injections. Now my nipples are ultra sensitive, I'm horny all the time and John's been acting weird since the baby was born. I never should have let him watch me give birth."
"There there honey. Everything will work out fine." Candace looked up. Here come the boys."
Grant and John came back up to dry off and eat a snack. Grant looked uncomfortable and turned his back on the breast feeding woman even though he couldn't see anything. "Where's Flex?" asked Candace.
"He saw some girls in bikinis down the beach and walked down to meet them. Looked like jailbait to me," responded Grant.
Jack was soon full and happily asleep. Marisa laid him down and then fixed her bikini top. She took the towel off and then adjusted the bikini cups to cover her nipples a little better. She stood up and started applying liberal doses of sunscreen to her fair skin again. Soon her body was slick and glistening in the sunlight. "Well Jack should be out for awhile. Candace, if you can keep an eye on him, I think I'll take a walk down the beach. John want to come with me?"
"Aww, sorry honey. We saw a baby manta ray by a group of coral and I wanted to take the underwater camera out to see if I could get a picture."
"Fine. I'll go alone then." Marisa walked down to the water and set off down the beach. She wished John had come along with her, they didn't get much time alone since Jack was born. A smile slowly spread across her face. She didn't get much time alone period. This was nice. It was quiet, mostly private, sunny and warm with a lovely view. The beach wasn't crowded, but she did pass an RV pulled over with a pair of married seniors. The husband glanced at her, then did a double take, pausing to stare at her body. The wife didn't notice and Marisa gave him a friendly wave. Suddenly, her private little walk was ruined when a humongous black figure stood up from where he was sitting under some palm trees. "Flex?" she asked, curious. "What are you doing out here?" She noticed the straining bulge under his swimwear and tried not to stare, but it was hard not to look at something so obvious. Though to be fair, he was staring full on at her breasts and she knew the exercise probably had made her nipples leak.
"Just had to get away," he said, shaking his head while holding his face down.
"Oh Shane," said Marisa. She fought her distaste and reached out to touch the black man on his bicep. It was hard and smooth. "Are you missing Lola?"



"Yes," he sobbed. Flex then surprised her. Her quickly wrapped his huge arms around her and pulled her body hard against his. It was like hitting a brick wall. Her soft supple body pressing against him. Her heavy breasts mashed against his hard abdominals. Marisa turned her face with distaste away from his body. Her cheek pressed against the chest of the much taller black man. She could feel her oily body slippery against his sweaty skin. His hard bulge pressed into her stomach. "It's hard watching you with John and Grant with Candy and not think of my time with Lola. I miss her so much."
"I'm sorry, Shane," said Marisa, trying to extricate herself from the black man's strong embrace. His bulge was pressing into her and appeared to be growing. She began to wonder if it might be true about his penis being more then a foot long. It was a monster. The head was pushing into her belly button and it felt as big as a golf ball. It was flexing as if it wanted release from his swim trunks. She was able to back her bottom half away from it a little.
"That's your fault you know," he said, finally releasing her.
Marisa stepped back. Rubbing against him had messed up her bikini cup and dislodged part of her areola. Her nipples were engorged and leaking. One had nearly sprung free of her bikini top. She adjusted her cups trying to hide her embarrassment. "What's my fault?'
"That," said Flex, pointing down at his crotch. Her eyes followed his fingers down to the straining material. "You made my cock hard, teasing me back there on the beach."
"I did that?" Marisa couldn't take her eyes off it.
The way you were teasing me Marisa. I haven't had sex in a month. I miss my wife and then you have to go teasing me with that hot body of yours. I never thought you could be so cruel."
"I- I didn't mean to. It was an accident. I'd never do anything like that."
"My big black cock is so swollen it hurts. What am I going to do about it?"
"I don't know. Go take care of it. That's what men do, right?" Not only were her nipples rock hard, but Marisa began to realize her crotch was getting a little moist. She didn't like Flex, nor did she find his over muscled torso attractive, but it had been so long for her, that his attention was making her aroused.
"I haven't done that since I was a teen. Now you done gone and made my cock all big and hard. It hurts Marisa. My balls are so swollen with sperm they're fucking killing me. Now I ask again, what am I going to do about it?"
Marissa shrugged unable to take her eyes off his bulge. "I don't know, go ride into Key West and look for a woman. Why are you asking me? I can't help."
"I need relief now and I am asking you, since this is your fault. What are you going to do about it?"
He wasn't asking what she thought he was asking, was he? "Ah... what can I do?"
"Go back into the mangroves with me and take care of it for me."
"Shane! How dare you even ask such a thing. I'm married to one of your best friends." Just the thought was wrong on so many levels. She was married, a new mom, he was John's friend, he was black. "I'm going back." In a huff, she turned to leave.
"Wait!" he called, anxiously and Marissa stopped, looking at him over her shoulder. "If you won't fuck me, then how about a blow job?"
"No!" she exclaimed. God, he was so crude.
"Come on Marisa, a blow job ain't cheating. Everyone knows that."
"I said no, now leave me alone."
"A hand job then."
Marisa stopped again. "What does that mean? You want me to jerk you off?" She didn't even like touching his black skin and he was asking her to stroke off his penis.
"Yes. That's it. That's all I want. Just give me a hand job and I'll leave you alone. Please Marisa, my cock needs to get off so bad it hurts." He waited until she turned to stare at him, her eyes going to his swim trunks. He grabbed his bulge and he could see her eyes widen in disbelief at his size. "Please."
In a strange way, she felt connected to Flex at that moment. Her breasts were swollen and they'd start to ache if they didn't get relief. Maybe, Shane's penis was the same way? "If I do this, you'll shut up."
"I promise."
Marisa stared down at his bulge, looking even more swollen where he was squeezing the base through his shorts. Why was she even considering this? It had been so long since John had begged her for sex or since she'd even seen his penis get hard with desire for her. John loved her, but between work and the baby, he was just too tired. God, she didn't even like this man. But, she couldn't take her eyes off his bulge and the truth hit her. She wanted to see his penis. Or, more specifically, she wanted to see his big black cock. She wanted to see it truly were a huge steel rod more then a foot long. "Alright, I'll do it," she heard a voice that sounded like hers say.
"Great. Come on lets get off the beach." Flex reached for her hand.
"No, not here and only this one time and don't you dare tell anyone about this."
"I promise, baby. Now where? Wanna meet me at the cabin?"
"No, too dangerous we'll get caught. Meet me on the trail to the cabins from the beach. Tell the others you saw me and I'm enjoying my walk. I'll cut across the island and meet you there."
"Alright," said the big black man. "And Marissa?"
"What?"
"Hurry up." He turned and started jogging up the beach.
"Fuck! What did I just agree to," she said to herself. Marisa cut across the island like she said she would. She didn't even like touching Shane's black skin and she'd just promised to jerk his cock off. She had a solution to that problem. He wouldn't like it, but she wasn't about to give him any choice. Her entire walk back to her cabin, Marisa pictured herself holding a foot long black cock in her hand. The last time, she'd held John's penis, it had been all floppy as she furiously tried to get him excited enough to get hard.
She arrived at her cabin and entered it. Marisa moved over to her cleaning supplies and retrieved her solution to the skin on skin problem she found so distasteful. She had an entire box of blue rubber gloves, she used for cleaning. She withdrew a pair, as well as a bottle of baby oil and then she thought a blanket might be a good idea. As she exited her cabin, she saw Flex approaching, a broad grin across his face.
"I was worried you might chicken out," he said.
"I considered it, but I said I would do it and I will. Consider this your lucky day. There are some rules though. Where to?"
"Follow me. There's a private sandy area just off the main trail and we can keep an eye on any others in our group walking past."
"What did you tell them?" she asked, following him.
"I said that I saw you walking and you were going to be a while. Then I told them, that I had to go take a shit."
"Classy." Marisa followed the large black man down the trail almost to the point where she could make out Candace laying on the beach. Flex then slipped between two bushes and disappeared. She followed him into a sandy area that was so perfect for a little private fling, she wasn't surprised when she saw an old used condom laying off to the side half buried in the pebbly sand.
Marisa tossed the blanket out on the sand. Flex noticed the blue latex gloves. "What are those for?" he asked.
"I don't want to touch your thingy or get any of your semen on my hand, so I'm going to wear gloves."
"Seriously?"
"I wear gloves and give you a hand job or no gloves and the deal's off," she told him. Flex just held up his hands in mock surrender. "Glad you agree. This is also a one time deal. It won't happen again. It's not happening now. It never happened in the first place and we won't ever speak of it. Agreed?" She waited for him to nod before continuing. "And if you ever tell anyone about this, I'll kill you. Understand?"
"Just get on with it," said Flex, reaching down to the waistband of his swimsuit and yanking them down.
Marisa involuntarily flinched expecting some big black snake to rear out and strike at her, but she quickly recovered. Flex wasn't even naked under his swimsuit. He was wearing the tight crotch hugging Speedo that he wore when posing for weight lifting magazines. His enormous cock was straining to break free of the tight material. "Well what are you waiting for?" she asked. "Take it out."
"You take it out."
"Fine." Marisa shook her head in exasperation. She kneeled on the blanket and reached down for the gloves. She was pulling one on while Flex moved in front of her, his bulging crotch right before her face.
When both gloves were securely on her hands, Marisa reached up and tentatively moved her hands to the waistband of his Speedo just like a nurse would when about to examine a patient. She gingerly pinched the waistband and pulled it out. Flex's cock seemed to uncoil a little and his huge cock head slowly rose up and grew until nearly four inches of cock was sticking out from the waistband reaching all the way up to the belly button centered in his hard muscular stomach. "Wow," she muttered, pulling the waistband out and down. His cock fell down like a felled ebon colored redwood tree nearly smacking her on the nose. Marisa reared her head back and stared at the monster. "WOW!" she said again, more loudly.
"Like it?" asked Flex.
"No, I don't like it, but it sure is huge!" she gasped, feeling her heart racing. Flex's cock was magnificent. It was indeed longer then a foot long and thick too, probably as big around as her wrist. Not only was his size impressive, but the whole thing was simply beautiful. His cock looked like it had been sculpted from black granite. If it were even possible for a penis to have muscles, Flex's penis had muscles and as great and gigantic as it was, it looked almost normal sticking out from his sculpted body. The head was serpentine and long, between two and three inches. The flare was great, probably sticking out another half inch above the shaft. Shane was a black man's black man, but his cock was even darker then his skin. It was so swollen with blood, that his entire cock was nearly blue-black and even purplish around the large veins crisscrossing the shaft. Marisa felt her own fluids begin dripping down her thighs as she stared at it. Her body responding to some primal instinct. Maybe she did like it.
"Well, it's not going to jerk itself off," said Flex impatiently.
"No, I guess it isn't," she muttered. Marisa bent her head looking for the bottle of baby oil and his cock head smacked her in the forehead. She reared back from it, reaching out for the baby oil. The lovely red-headed wife and new mom flipped the nozzle on the bottle and poured some into the latex covering her palm.
"You're going to need more then that."
Marisa looked at the big black cock again and nodded in agreement. She lifted the bottle above the long shaft and turned it upside down, letting oil fall along his thick cock like she was squeezing mustard out over a burnt foot long hot dog. When she felt it was good and coated with oil, she dropped the bottle and reached out for the big cock. Her fingertips brushed his cock head and it leaped, eager for her touch. Marisa finally wrapped her fingers around it and began twisting her gloved hand along his rod, coating every square inch with oil. The thin layer of latex did little to hide how hard and powerful Shane's cock was. She could feel every bump, ridge, and vein along his shaft. She could even feel the heat his cock was giving off.
Marisa had run her hand along the entire thing and figured she was ready to get this over with. She was bringing her other hand up to steady his penis and for the first time noticed how big his balls were. Her hand slid down his shaft as she stared at his testicles. They were sized for both Flex and Flex's cock which is to say they were huge. Her hand stopped heading for the base of his shaft and instead went over to cup his balls. Just one of Flex's testicles barely fit in her gloved hand. She could cup John's entire scrotum in one hand. She released it and went back to stroking the giant black shaft with one hand while steadying the base with her other hand.
"It's not fair that you get to see me naked and you're still in that bikini." Flex stepped into his speedo with one foot and pushed it down to the sand.
"Bikini stays on, Flex," said Marisa, staring intently at his cock as her hand slid up and down the long shaft. It was so perfect, so masculine. Much to her shame, her arousal grew. Her pussy continued leaking to the point, her bikini bottoms were soaked and her juices were leaking through it. Her nipples had been hard for awhile, but now they began leaking and little wet spots spread out around her nipples on her bikini top. They even jetted once, doubling the size of the circles of wetness on her cups. Marisa had told Flex just a few minutes ago that this was his lucky day. Now she wasn't so sure. She was the lucky one. He was doing her the favor by letting her touch him. It was her privilege.
Marisa's arm began to tire, so she switched and began stroking him with her left hand. Her knees were digging into the sand through the blanket and hurting. She fidgeted trying to get more comfortable. Her left arm was tiring rapidly. Flex had some amazing stamina. Doubt started creeping in that she might not be able to get him off. He was enjoying it at least. Flex would grunt from time to time and a few times, he'd let out an "Oh yeah baby, jerk off that big black cock". She looked up his amazingly defined chest and to his head. He'd thrown his head back and was looking up at the sky. He brought his head back down and looked down at her. Their eyes met and locked. She couldn't look away. Right then, her only desire was to make sure that Flex got off. She started using both hands, jerking his shaft faster and faster using every bit of her strength.
His lips curled up in a wry grin. "Try sucking on it, that should work."
Marisa broke eye contact and stared at the huge head of his cock. Her lips parted and she leaned slightly forwards, but then she came to her senses. "No way, Flex. I'm your friend's wife, remember?"
"Let me see them titties then. That should help me get off."
Marisa frowned. His hand was already in her long red hair, not waiting for permission, he pulled the string around the back of her neck. Then his hand slid down her back, touching her skin until it found the string around her back. He pulled that loose and her top fell to the blanket.
"Damn Isa, dems some big white titties."
Marisa flushed so much she thought her skin might turn as red as her hair. Her nipples were as hard as she'd ever seen them, so big and pointy, her entire areola had puffed up with them. Her areola had always been a faint rose color that blended in with her skin, but since her pregnancy, the nipple itself had turned a darker angry red. Worse, the sunlight made her red nipples glisten where her mother's milk was leaking from them. Little jets of milk shut out suddenly as he gazed on them. She turned her attention back to his cock and her rapidly tiring arms.
"Lets lay down."
"Alright," she said, releasing his cock. She sat back on her ass as Flex sat down on the blanket and laid on his back. It was a large blanket, but Flex was so tall, most of his legs were in the sand. She reached over for his cock without being told to and started stroking him again. They were positioned in a way that had her kneeling by his head with her right hip near his head. Now she was leaning over his stomach, her large pendulous breasts swinging like udders underneath her. Her nipples scraped across his hard stomach. Suddenly a jolt of pleasure shot up from her nipple and coursed through her entire body. "What are you doing?" she gasped.
Flex had slid his hand up and cupped her breast, pinching a nipple. "Gotta let me play with these. It'll get me off faster."
"Oh god!" she muttered, trying not to moan. She couldn't bring herself to tell him to stop, it felt too good. His hand was kneading the tip of her breast. Damn! He was milking her. She could feel her milk laden breast squirt some fluid into the palm of his hand. His hand disappeared and she heard a sucking sound. He was tasting her mother's milk! She didn't even let John do that.
Flex leaned on his side a little so that he was facing her body. The hand returned only this time, it found the back of her thigh. Marisa summoned her strength and started jerking him off faster, desperate to get him off. His strong black hand slid up her nearly bare ass cheek. It found the string across her hips and she felt him pinch the knot. "Panties stay on!" she gasped, moving her hands faster. She glanced back. His dark black hand moved from her panties to her sides, down her ass and thigh. The contrast against her white skin was exciting. She felt stupid for putting the latex gloves on, but at least she wasn't actually touching his giant penis.
His hand worked around the back of her leg to her interior thigh. He could feel her wetness now and she flushed again with embarrassment. Cum dammit! She thought, trying to will his cock to explode. She trembled in lustful shock when his finger pushed against her bikini bottom. The tip teased her, slowly working it's way up and down her wet slit. Marisa couldn't help herself. Her mind tried to pull away from that teasing finger, but her body pushed back into it and the tip of his finger pushed her bikini bottom inside her needy pussy about half and inch. She was so horny. This time Marisa moaned and sucked her lower lip into her mouth in an attempt to stifle it. She switched hands again. Was it her imagination or was his cock swelling larger?
Marisa started humping the black man's finger much to her shame. He pulled it back and for a brief moment, she felt he might be showing her some sympathy, but he was only working his finger into edge of her panty bottom. His free hand squeezed her breast again, pinching her nipple just as the finger in her crotch slid past her bikini bottom and pushed deep in her wet pussy. It slid up to the knuckle with a loud squishing sound. "Damn, Marisa, your pussy is like a furnace." She had the bare fingers of a black man in her pussy and a a bare black hand squeezing her breast. It was too much for Marisa. She gasped and came all over his finger.
He pulled it back, but immediately replaced it with two fingers. He started finger fucking her. Her orgasm had been the first in months. Marisa's mouth opened wide as she moaned in absolute pleasure. His finger fucking forced her head down, right over his hard cock head. She tried to pull back, but he pinched her nipple hard again and she kept her mouth open as he started bucking his hips. The big round head of his cock kept working it's way in and out of her mouth, pushing against the back of her throat. Marisa pushed her head down over it willingly now, thanking him for the orgasm. The huge cock felt like it might explode at any moment and it did. Flex bellowed and his hot cum started pouring down this married mom's throat.
Marisa didn't even like physically touching him and now his penis was ejaculating sperm down her throat. She pulled back, her mouth swelling with semen until her cheeks bulged. She swallowed a load, surprised that his protein rich sperm didn't taste all that bad. As her cheeks bulged out a second time and sperm began to dribble down her chin, his cock head sprang free of her mouth and she got a blast of hot semen in her face. She pushed herself up off the blanket, his wildly spurting cock covering her breasts and chest with yet more sperm. Cum had coated one of her eyes and she opened the other. Flex was holding his cock up and it looked like a long black volcano. Sperm was still shooting up from it about an inch only to fall back onto the head to drip down the shaft like hot lava. She could even fancy that she could see his heavy scrotum jerking at it pumped out more semen this one time then her husband had probably cum in his entire life.



Flex had kept his fingers in her pussy and when she had pulled back, it only served to push them deeper.
She moaned as he worked them in and out. "That was fantastic Isa. You need to let me repay the favor. Lie down on the blanket." He pulled his fingers out and slid off to the side of the blanket.
"W-what are you going to do?" she asked. Marisa moved to kneel on the blanket.
"I'm gonna eat that white pussy until you cum as hard as I did." He grabbed one thigh and pushed her back.
"You think my fingers felt good. Wait until my tongue gets in there. I'll need to take those bottoms off."
Marisa's good eye was wide open. She wanted this. Needed this. "Alright, go ahead." She rationalized that it would be safe without her panty as he'd just cum and it would be a long time before that big cock of his got hard again.
He grinned at her and used both hands to untie the strings of her bikini bottoms. "Look at that red haired pussy," he said as her crotch was revealed. She shaved it in a long strip, shaving the sides to fit in the bikini.
Her pussy tended to be quite bushy and the strip from her clit up to her lower stomach was a healthy patch of red hair. He positioned her ass on the edge of the blanket as he grabbed her ankles and pulled her legs open. She laid back in the sand. Flex was squatting between her legs on the rest of the blanket. He didn't want his wet cock in the sand. Marisa could see his mighty phallus sticking straight out, dripping his seed. She was surprised at how large it remained after cumming. John's tended to shrink pretty fast. Then Flex's cock disappeared as he lowered it to the blanket, his head approaching her hairy crotch.
Marisa had never found Flex attractive. She didn't like African features and Flex looked very African. She didn't like his dark skin and though she liked fit men, Flex's bodybuilder's frame looked unnatural to her going beyond fit. Still, as his ugly face drew closer to her pussy until she felt his hot breath on her genitals, she couldn't look away. When the first flick of his tongue hit her labia, she shuddered and spread her legs wider for him. The tip of his tongue touched her anus and then pushed hard against her crotch as he licked up, wiggling his tongue between the folds of her labia and then flicking it over her clit. She moaned loudly when he suddenly sucked her entire clit between his lips. Flex then attacked her needy pussy with gusto. Marisa had never felt anything so good before. He licked and sucked her pussy, sometimes using his tongue as a cock fucking her with it. Before she knew it, her belly began undulating downwards as her hips lifted slightly off the blanket into his thrusting tongue. An orgasm was growing, getting bigger, her world exploded as she came all over his mouth.
Flex had kept his promise, but he wasn't done with her yet. Marisa hadn't completely recovered from her orgasm when she felt his fingers entering her again. Flex's two fingers were as big as John's penis, but they felt better, more flexible and he was moving the tips around deep in her pussy. His mouth hadn't slackened off either. He was still teasing her clit, tongue twirling around it, flickering up and down over it. "Oh god! Flex, I'm going to cum again!" Pressure was growing inside her pussy. Marisa was tensing up, lifting her hips up into his fingers and mouth. Her hands were on the blanket, squeezing handfuls of sand through the cloth. Flex let the pressure build until finally he sucked the entire nub of her clit between his lips and sucked hard. "Aaaahhhhh!" screamed Marisa as she came. She was so loud, passersby on the beach path might have heard her, but she was beyond caring at that point. She'd never cum so hard or so powerfully before. Her eyes rolled up in her head and the pleasure left her dizzy. Her nipples ached with need as they'd both leaked milk as she came.
Marisa smiled with satisfaction as she recovered. Flex was still teasing her pussy with his fingers, but now it was just the tips. His tongue had moved up the side of her bush, then the top of her bush and over the slight mound beneath her belly button. His tongue pushed into her navel just as his fingers left her pussy, his hand moving through her bush, over her hip and up over her ribs to grab her left breast and pinch her nipples. He quit tonguing her belly button, kissed it, and then proceeded to kiss up the line above her stomach, over her rib cage and then up her right breast. He planted a kiss right on her nipple, flickering it with his tongue before sucking it between his lips just as he had done with her clitoris. She felt some relief from the pressure in her breasts as milk emptied through her nipple into his mouth.
Despite recently having an orgasm, well two actually... wait, she had three since they'd laid down on the towel. Marisa came so rarely, that she estimated she'd only had three orgasms over the last two years and now she'd had three in less then an hour. The last one had been the biggest of her life. Well, despite all that, laying beneath the strong man with his fingers teasing one nipple and her other nipple in his mouth had her body getting aroused again. It was too much for the neglected wife. Marisa caught herself writhing beneath him, lifting her hips up into him in the natural act of the female to receive the dominant male.
Flex's mouth left her nipple and he kissed up her pendulous breast to her shoulder. Marisa moaned slightly as his mouth reached her neck. She knew his ugly face was approaching her mouth to kiss her, but instead of turning away, she closed her eyes and parted her lips as his mouth met hers. She tried to pretend it was John kissing her so passionately, but the only image her mind could produce was of black muscles, black skin, and giant spurting black cock. She didn't resist as his tongue entered her mouth and her own tongue began dueling with it. Flex arched his back, his fingers pinching her nipple. His fingers returned to her pussy, the tips teasing her slit, growing wet with her arousal, pushing into her, a big round knob the size of a golf ball parting her labia and pushing her pussy lips inside, stretching her out like her insides had never been stretched out before.
Marisa opened her eyes in alarm, then closed them again when she saw the black man's ugly flat nose before her face. She kept kissing him even as his cock worked in and out of her pussy, using her own arousal to lubricate it before pushing deeper. Any anxiety that she'd felt knowing they were now fucking disappeared after a few seconds to be replaced with awe at this man's stamina. In her limited experience, no man had ever gotten erect again on the same day let alone within an hour of cumming once before. She'd never even considered it a possibility. She knew that she should push him off, but instead her legs opened wider for him making it easier for his cock to go deeper. Her unease had disappeared and now her awe was fading as her lust grew. There would be no more thinking, there would only be fucking and she told him so. "Fug meh," she moaned into his lips.
Flex moved his mouth off hers. "What was that?" he asked.
"Fuck me," she whispered.
"You want me to fuck you with my big black cock," he said, his lips close to her ear.
"Yes!" she gasped, raising her hips rapidly into his cock as he held it still.
"As you wish," he replied, adjusting his body directly over her. He hovered over her, his back bent, strong hands grabbing the sides of her head. He kissed her forehead and then began to pump his cock in and out of her. She'd taken about a third of the long thick shaft at this point. It wasn't quite as deep in her as John could go, but the additional thickness made it feel deeper. Soon it was deeper as each thrust of his cock sent the head further into her pussy. Soon it was as deep as her husband had ever been on those days when John had a good erection. Soon after that, it was in virgin territory. Marisa wrapped her arms around his back. Her blue gloved hand's squeezing his back as she also wrapped her legs around his waist. "Aarghhh!!" she gasped in pain-pleasure as his cock head knocked on her cervix. The entrance to her womb was a weak barrier to the mighty battering ram that was his black cock. The pain grew as his huge cock head forced it's way into her womb, then disappeared as she orgasmed for a fourth time that day. From here on out, there was only pleasure. She leaned up and kissed his hard black chest, submissively.
Flex bucked his hips hard, slamming his cock rapidly into her pussy at a pace that would have had most men cumming within a minute. There was a loud constant squishing sound each time he buried his cock in her pussy. Marisa fucked him back as best she could, clinging to his body and bringing her hips up into each thrust of his cock. He pounded her to a fifth orgasm and then a sixth that was as big as the one he'd given her while going down on her. This was exactly what she had been needing for over a year now. Finally, her sexual needs were getting satisfied.
Flex finally slowed, but he was just changing positions. He pushed himself off her and sat back on his knees. He cupped his arms under her knees. Marisa looked up at him, then glanced away. "Look at me," he ordered. She turned to look at him. His dark African features weren't as ugly to her anymore. They were still brutish, but they were masculine too. He slowly moved his hips back, his long twelve inch plus cock, slowly slipping out of her. With a wet, plop, the head sprang free of her pussy. He pushed his hips forwards and his cock moved up her crotch and stomach, the head passed her belly button. "You wanna keep fucking?" he asked, staring hard at her. Marisa nodded in reply. "Then you put it in." Marisa leaned up, her gloved hand sliding between their bodies to grab the head. She caressed the knob and then slid down the shaft. She leaned up further as Flex pulled his cock back and she could bend it down so that the head was at the entrance to her pussy. "Put that black cock where it belongs, Isa." he ordered.
Marisa put the cock head right on her pussy and pulled on the shaft. "YESSS!" she moaned as the head pushed back into her . Inch after inch slid through her hand as his cock pushed deeper. "YESSS!!!" she moaned again, releasing his shaft and falling back down on the blanket.
"John ever fuck you this good, Isa?" he asked, leaning forwards.
"Never," she muttered. Flex's cock head pushed right through into her womb, easily this time. He held it still, flexing the muscles and making his cock jerk, but holding it buried in her.
"This is how a real man fucks," he told her, finally starting to work his cock a little. "Whose cock do you like better?"
"Your cock, Flex," she told him truthfully. Minutes ago, she hadn't wanted to look at him. Now she couldn't take her eyes off him. His sexy muscles glistened with sweat.
"What kind of cock is it, Isa?"
His eyes bored into hers. Her body shuddered. "Black cock," she told him. "I love your black cock." Her pussy suddenly spasmed and her nipples ached as milk leaked from her swollen nipples. For a moment, she felt she'd just cum again, but her pussy had only sent a fresh wave of juices over the mighty black cock sliding in and out of her pussy.
"Glad you like it," said Flex, lifting her knees higher until her ass lifted slightly off the blanket. "Your body's built for big black cock." He started slamming his cock into her faster.
Marisa felt another orgasm growing. She'd never been fucked this hard or fast before. John would have cum a long time ago. She felt a strong urge to touch his chest. Marisa moved her hands up to his chest, feeling his hard pectorals beneath her gloves. How ridiculous, she thought looking at the blue latex. She pulled her hands back and pulled off the gloves as fast as she could, tossing them to the side.
She brought her hands back to his chest, the second her bared flesh touched his chest, the orgasm broke. "Aaagh! Your black cock's making me cum," she cried.
Marisa slid her hands all over his chest and muscular arms, through his sweat. How had she ever thought that this was unattractive. Flex's muscles had muscles, muscles she'd never heard of. She shuddered with desire as she stared at her pale white hands against his dark black skin. There was only one sight she'd ever seen sexier then her hands running over his chest and upper arms and that sight was further down his body. Marisa sat up so that she could stare at the glistening shaft coming up out of her pussy only to piston back in. She fancied she could see his large cock head bulging out her skin as it worked it's way deep into her womb. She stared with fascination at the thrusting black cock until she felt Flex's hot breath on her face. She turned her head up to look upon his handsome face before their lips met and they kissed again as the black man slowly kept fucking the married white mom. He broke the kiss. "Who owns this pussy?" he asked.
"You do Flex," she replied, kissing his again. Marisa gasped and sucked his large lower lip into her mouth as she came all over his cock. She had lost count of all the orgasms he'd given her.
Flex broke the kiss and sat back on his legs. His mighty thews lifted her knees rasing her ass even higher. He began bucking his hips hard. His cock sliding rapidly in and out of her pussy. "You on the pill?"
"Aaah aah aah! No!" Marisa gasped each time his cock bottomed out in her pussy. "Aaah! Need to pull out."
"Good," he growled, picking up speed.
Jesus! She was going to cum again and it was going to be a big one. Marisa's toes curled as the pressure grew. White drops of milk formed on her nipples, until rivulets started flowing down onto her breasts. Flex suddenly buried his cock, the first powerful jet of his fertile sperm striking the back of her womb. "NO!" she screamed, realizing that he was cumming in her. "Pull out!" His cock spurted a second time and the damn broke. Her pussy contracted all over the still spurting cock, pulling his semen deeper inside her. He finally realized his mistake and began to withdraw his cock with her pussy muscles milking every inch of the thick shaft for more of his sperm as he withdrew it.
Marisa missed his cock the moment the fat head cleared the opening of her pussy. She looked at that dark black knobby head even as his long urethra opened and spit another long strand of his seed that struck her chin and left a trail all the way down to her bushy red pubes. He thrust his cock up over her belly, ribbons of cum hitting her face, chest, breasts, and ribs. Finally, it quit shooting, but sperm continued to pour from the tip in a white stream that splattered on her belly and began to form a pool in her navel. She wondered if there was such a thing as hyperejaculation. If so, Flex suffered from it. "Damn that was great, Isa," said Flex, rising to his feet. "I've been wanting to do that since the first time I set eyes on that milky white skin of yours. He held his hand out. She took it and he pulled her to her feet.
Yech, she thought looking down at her sperm covered body. There was so much semen, she prayed that he had only cum a little in her pussy, but she knew that wasn't the truth. Even as she wished it so, a stream of his seed was leaking from her pussy and dripping of her clit. What wasn't leaking felt like it was trapped in her womb behind her cervix. "Ass! Why'd you cum in me?"
"What?" he looked hurt. "You told me there was no need to pull out?"
"I told you, No, you need to pull out."
"Sorry babe, but what's done is done. When can we fuck again?"
Marisa looked down at his cock, still swollen and huge. It wasn't proudly sticking up any more, but it was still hard and sticking a good twelve inches straight out from his curly black pubic hairs. A large pearl of white semen had formed around the urethra. In a day of uncharacteristic behavior, Marisa did one more uncharacteristic thing. She squatted down and planted her parted lips right over his cock head, gripping the base with one hand and squeezing her hand up along the shaft. She milked it of the last bit of sperm still stuck in his shaft and was rewarded with a small squirt of his seed across her tongue. She opened her mouth wide and took the head in her mouth, letting her tongue twirl all around it before pulling back and planting a long kiss right on the tip. "That was the best ever," she said looking up at him. "And your cock's amazing."
The head had risen a little and was now angles upwards. Marisa rose to her feet and looked deep into his brown eyes. "But this can never happen again. I can't risk John finding out. It has to be a one shot deal."
"No way," said Flex, smirking at her. "I own this pussy and I'm gonna have it any time I want."
"Flex, I only said that because you seem to get off on the dirty talk. This never happened."
Flex suddenly looked over her shoulder at something. "Isa, turn around."
Marisa turned around. "What?" she asked, not seeing anything. Flex strong hands came to rest on her shoulder. Instead of turning her to look at whatever it was he was seeing, they started applying pressure. "Flex?' she asked, as her legs gave way and he pushed her down to her knees. He moved a hand to her back and pushed her forwards. She caught herself with her hands. He then grabbed her hips and pulled up until she got on all fours. Before Marisa, knew what was happening, his cock was slipping back in between the folds of her pussy lips. She moaned, her pussy and his previous deposit of sperm quickly lubricating his reinvigorated cock. Flex fucked her hard, pulling her hips back into each thrust of his cock. "How 'bout this Isa? Is this happening? You glad I'm fucking you again?"
"Oh god! YES! Keep fucking me Flex. I love your cock."
SMACK! His palm fell hard on one ass cheek, causing her body to jump and leaving a red mark. "This is what it means to own a pussy, bitch. I'm gonna fuck this pussy whenever I want."
Marisa sobbed as she came all over his cock as the stinging of her ass cheek slowly faded. "Yes Flex, you can fuck me whenever you want."
SMACK! His palm hit her other ass cheek, but not quite as hard. "I wasn't asking. I was telling."
Marisa came again after her second spanking. She began to feel there was something wrong with her. Surely, it wasn't natural for a woman's body to respond like this? But then she had never encountered a male with such a dominant personality before. Flex was certainly popular with the ladies so others must get off on this just as much as she was.
Marisa felt one hand leave her hip and she feared he might be about to correct her again. The hand returned to her but cheek, but it didn't come down hard to spank her. It just squeezed a handful of her ass flesh. Something flickered across her anus. It quickly returned, pushing down against her rosebud. "Flex?"
"Shut up!" he told her, pushing his thumb against her anus until it opened and his thumb pushed inside.
Just as her mind registered what was happening and she thought that this wasn't normal or natural, her body began to respond to his thrusting cock and the thumb in her ass. She came again as he pushed his thumb inside her up to the knuckle. Flex just held his thumb inside her, pulling her hips into his thrusting cock.
Marisa's strength gave out and her head fell on the blanket. Her ass staying up and presenting itself to the male taking her. There was no kissing or foreplay this time. It was simply a dominant male taking a female for his pleasure so that he could get off. Luckily, for her abused pussy, the rapid speed of his thrusting cock had him cumming quicker then the last time. He stabbed forward with his cock and once again filled her womb with a large load of semen. He shot several more jets of sperm into her womb before pulling his cock out and letting fly on her back. When he was nearly done, Flex leaned over her and stroked out a few more wads into her ass crack.



Marisa moaned with satisfaction. She'd had another powerful orgasm when he shot his second load inside her. She'd just cum a lifetimes worth of orgasms in a little over an hour. She mumbled something.
"What was that?" asked Flex.
"Please fuck me again," she said, pushing herself back up on all fours.
"Now that's what I'm talking about." Flex pulled his swim trunks back on. "You're a mess. Better get back to the cabin and wash yourself off nice and good. I'll go keep the rest of the gang at the beach for a bit."
He disappeared into the bushes and quickly jogged off.
Marisa weakly rose to her feet. He was right. She was a mess. He'd marked her well with his seed. She had semen on her face, chest, breasts, belly, it matted her pubic hair, covered her thighs and now she had a fresh deposit sliding down her back. The first load had liquefied and was runnier. She looked down at the blanket, but it wouldn't be of any use. Sperm had dripped all over it and the motions from their fucking had gotten sand all over it. She didn't have much choice other then to high tail it back to the shower.
Marisa quickly put her skimpy bikini back on, tying the strings as fast as she could. She retrieved the bottle of baby oil and shoved it over her ass cheek between her bikini bottom. The blanket was a disgusting mess so she decided to abandon it there leaving it with her latex gloves and the old condom.
Marisa snuck out down the path to the beach trail. She looked down to the beach. Candace was laying on her back on a blanket. Flex was standing over her. He was holding Jack, rocking her baby in his arms. John and Grant were still out snorkeling. Marisa hurried up the path to their trailers and froze when she saw two young men making their way towards her. She was covered in sperm and some of it was even starting to dry and flake. She did the first thing that came to mind as they approached.
That morning Marisa had found it distasteful to even hug the strong black man. She had insisted on wearing latex gloves to jerk him off Now she found herself rubbing his sperm into her body. She started with the tops of her breasts and then moved on to the remains of the pool that had been in her belly. The men froze when they saw her. Their eyes bulging as they took in the sight of her hot body in the skimpy bikini. "Hi," she said, trying not to look guilty. Her hand running up and down her arm covering her skin with liquefied semen.
"Need any help with that?" asked one of the men, a cocky grin on his face.
"No thanks," she replied. "I got it covered."
"You sure?" he asked.
"Yeah, a woman as fair skinned as you really needs to make sure she's well protected," added the other man.
"I could get your back for you?"
Marisa felt a wad of semen slide down her cheek. She quickly brought her hand up and began rubbing it into her face. "Mighty nice of you to offer guys, but my husband's right up on the beach there." She hoped they'd take the hint. They did.
"Alright then, if you're sure. See ya." said the cocky one. The two men left.
Marisa turned and practically ran back to their trailers. She decided to just hop into the outside beach shower. The hot water hit her body and she began to soap all the sperm off her. As she lathered up her body, she wondered what the rest of this weekend might bring. She closed her eyes, holding her head under the water, her mind filled with pictures of black muscles and big black cocks. Her hand slid the soap down between her thighs to her crotch as she thought of Flex.
****************
"Damn! Isa, I still can't get over how good you look," said Flex, lifting a beer to his lips and taking a swig.
Marisa blushed as she exited the trailer carrying jack. The black man's attention made her nipples harden and she'd forgone wearing a bra. Grant's eyes also fell on the swollen protuberances beneath the sundress she'd pulled on. The sundress was pretty and green, looking good on her with her pale skin and red hair. It also hugged her form showing off her sexy body where most of her clothes tended to make her look chubby.
John ogled her too, a smirk on his face showing that he was pleased his wife was the center of his male friends' attention.
John finished setting up a portable play area and Marisa strolled over and put Jack down in it. Their baby immediately began crawling around and exploring. Grant was sitting back in the courtyard enjoying his beer. Candace was preparing their dinner, opening a bag of chips, getting buns ready, etc. She was wearing her bikini top and had a wrap around skirt on. The giant black man was working two of the hibachi grills, cooking hot dogs and hamburgers. He was shirtless, wearing only shorts and flip-flops. The group had decided to lay off the bars that night. Marisa felt a little guilty as she worried it was because they didn't want her to feel left out watching the baby.
It turned out to be a fun evening. Dinner was good. Marisa slowly nursed one beer while the others quickly went through the case, empty cans forming an ever growing pyramid. Flex whipped out a deck of cards and the men began playing poker while Candace cleaned up and Marisa went inside to put down the baby. She stepped inside the trailer and lowered the straps on her dress. She breathed a sigh of relief when the material cleared her sensitive nipples. Jack latched on to one hungrily and began sucking greedily. She sighed with contentment as the pressure began to abate from her milk-laden breasts. Marisa strolled over to the window and stared out at the group playing cards. The window was high enough they couldn't see her bare breasts. Candace had joined in and the foursome was laughing and drinking happily. Her eyes rested on the big black man and stayed there. She pictured it was Flex sucking her nipple instead of her infant. Flex's cock was in her hand as she stroked it. Flex's big cock was filling her mouth with his hot seed as she leaned over it. Flex's big black cock was pushing inside, fucking her hard, making her cum, giving her the best sex of her life as she kneeled before him, his big black cock fucking her to orgasm after orgasm, his thumb pushing past her rectum as his big black cock spurted his hot fertile seed into her hungry womb.
Marisa'a eyes grew wide as she snapped out of her daydream. Their time earlier that day on the beach blanket would be the subject of many of her dreams for the rest of her life. Her thighs were damp. Just thinking of him had made her wet again. She wondered how much of her wetness was the black man's seed. His semen had been leaking from her womb in drips and drabs all afternoon. Her nipple sprang free and she looked down to see that Jack had fallen asleep as he always dead while nursing. She kissed his forehead and put him down to sleep in the portable crib. Marisa pulled her top back on and then went out to join the others.
"Wanna play?" asked John.
"Deal me in," she replied. Marisa retrieved another can of beer, impressed by how much the others had already drunk. She popped the tab and took a sip.
Flex reached into his pocket and pulled out a big fat joint. "It's HIGH time we got this party started," he said, receiving only a few chuckles at his pun. He lit the joint and passed it to Grant. Grant took a big drag and handed it to Candace. John looked at his wife for permission. He was already showing the signs of being quite drunk and certainly didn't need to get stoned on top of the beer, but Marisa nodded for him to go ahead. He happily accepted the joint from Candace and took a long drag. He swayed in his seat as he held it in, eyes closed. Her husband's lower lip was sucked inside his mouth. As his lips became wet from drinking, John would start sucking it inside his mouth without realizing it. He also had a weird habit of holding his head down when he was drunk and he was looking down as he passed the joint back to Flex.
Marisa squeezed in between Candace and her husband. She didn't want to sit beside Flex, but instead found herself sitting across from him and his eyes went right to the cleavage the tight dress displayed. Her already hard nipples popped out like to erasers under his scrutiny, she felt them start to leak. The joint passed under her nose several times. She was never one for drug use so it wasn't a great sacrifice to pass on taking a hit because she was a nursing mother. Still, it wasn't long before she started feeling really good and giggling a little as she began to get a contact high.
Everyone was drunk and stoned. Marisa watched as Grant leaned over and kissed Candace. They began to make out. His hand came up and squeezed her breast through the bikini top. She reached out and pushed it away, but stood up and took his hand. She led him towards their trailer. Marisa watched them go.
"Quarters?" asked Flex, producing a shot glass and bouncing a quarter into it.
"Soundsh like fun," said John, drunkenly.
"Where do you two think you are, back in college?" asked Marisa.
Flex laughed as John missed the shot glass by six inches, his quarter rolling off the table and falling into the sand. Flex scored two consecutive shots into the glass and John did the two shots. John missed again. The trio paused when the sounds of love making started coming through the open windows on Grant and Candace's trailer. They listened and broke out laughing.
"I thinks we should head inshide," slurred John. He pushed off from the table and nearly fell. When he stood, his crotch was tented out. Listening to his friend's fucking had made him horny.
"I'll be right in," said Marisa. "Let me finish my beer."
"I'll be waiting." He leaned over and kissed her on top her hair. He rarely showed public affection unless he was drunk and horny.
Just as John disappeared, Marisa felt a big strong hand on her knee under the table. She yanked her leg away from Flex's grip and quickly stood up. Letting John leave her alone with his black friend hadn't been a good idea. Through the window, Candace's cries grew louder. "AH AH AH ARGGHHH!" The last had been a groan of frustration.
"The minute man strikes again," said Flex. "Sounds like Candy could use a little of what you got earlier."
"Sssh," said Marisa in alarm while holding her finger over her lips. She turned and quickly entered her trailer. Marisa gave a quick glance at Jack to make sure he was still sleeping soundly and then turned her attention to the bed. John was completely passed out and snoring softly. He was naked lying on top the bed, his legs hanging over the edge as if he'd just collapsed asleep after pulling his underwear down. He still had socks on his feet.
Listening to Grant and Candace having sex, her contact high, and thinking about the big black man had her horny and ready for sex. Plus, the guilt she felt over cheating on John had her wanting to make it up to her husband in some way. John's penis if anything looked smaller then normal. His earlier erection was completely gone and his penis had shriveled up, shrinking into his scrotum. Marisa reached out and fondled it, but neither John nor his penis stirred at all. Compared to Flex, John's penis looked like it belonged on a little boy and as horny as she was, there was no desire in her whatsoever for his penis. It wouldn't have satisfied her if it had been fully erect, not when there was a real man's penis just a few feet from her. Why would she want this small shriveled white thing when there was a big steel hard black shaft more then willing to fuck her again? Flex had cum three times earlier that afternoon, yet somehow she knew that he wouldn't have any trouble getting it hard for her again. Marisa stepped away from John and headed outside to his waiting black friend.
Flex had spun around on the picnic bench so that her was facing away from the table. He was leaning back into the table, elbows on it and a beer bottle in one hand. He looked over at her, but Marisa held her finger up to her lips so that he would stay silent. The lovely married redheaded mom walked over to her husband's black friend. He stared at her, wondering what she was up to, but there was a knowing grin on his face. His eyes locked with hers as she reached out and lowered the straps of her dress off her shoulders. The summer dress fell down, exposing her bare breasts, ribs, and belly, but catching on her hips. Flex leaned forwards, his massive black hands grabbing the undersides of her DD breasts, squeezing and kneading them. Marisa sucked her lower lip into her mouth to stifle a loud moan of desire. Her already hard nipples swelled up even more under his pinches, milk forming at the tips. He grabbed her waist, pulling her closer, burying his head in her tits. Her pussy started leaking profusely. She could feel the wetness soaking her thighs. Flex sucked one nipple between his big lips and pulled back, stretching her tit out as her milk squirted across his tongue. Flex switched breasts and sucked more of her mother's milk into his mouth. Marisa couldn't help herself and let out a loud squeal of relief. Any reprieve in the pressure inside her milk full breasts was an immense relief to the young mom. However, her nipples were so sensitive, she couldn't take any more of his lips, tongue, and sucking. She pulled back from his grasp.
Marisa looked down and wasn't surprised at all to see the large tent in his shorts. Flex leaned back as she fell to her knees and he opened his legs for her. His shorts were grey cotton with a stretchy band. It was easy to pull them out and down. His swollen cock head came into view and then inch after inch of shaft. He assisted her by lifting his hips so that she could pull his shorts down his entire shaft and down to his knees. His outsized balls hung down over the edge of the bench.
Marisa reached out and grabbed his hard shaft pulling the mighty black cock off his abdomen. She looked up at him as she leaned forward and licked around the tip of his swollen cock head. She started sucking the end, still looking at him. His stare was intense, both possessive and dominating. She wanted to taste his seed again. Her first taste had only wetted her appetite for more. Marisa broke eye contact as she sucked his shaft deeper, his cock head pushing past her tonsils. She stared cross-eyed down his shaft watching his pubes growing closer to her nose with each bob of her head, but then her eyes wandered up his stomach to his hard muscles and she couldn't resist touching him again. Her free hand slid up his thigh to his hard stomach and the ridges of his six pack abs. Marisa shuddered as she stared at her white arm and hand on his dark black body. Her desire to taste him again was superseded by her need to have his cock in her pussy again. Marisa released his shaft and placed her hands on her knees pushing herself up.
"I knew you'd want some more of this," said Flex, his eyes watching her lift the hem of her dress up and slide her panties down her legs.
"You knew more than me then." She straddled his legs. "What made you so sure?
"Well ya know what they say about black men."
"What's that?" She reached down and grabbed his shaft, lining it up with her pussy.
"Once you go black you never go back."
"I'm not so sure about that." Marisa lowered herself over the head, feeling it push against her labia. She didn't need any more lubrication, but it still was a tight fit. Her pussy lips pushed inside her and began to spread apart around his big golf ball sized cock head. "But I do know one thing. Once you go Flex, you'll always want sex." She let gravity take over and his cock pushed deep inside her.
"Now that's what I'm talking about," growled the delighted black man. He loved having his ego stroked.
"My pussy came around beggin for more."
"I'm not so sure about that either," said Marisa, a smile on her face.
"What do you mean? This is my pussy ain't it? You're my slut." Flex grabbed her hips and pulled her all the way down his shaft until she was sitting in his lap.
Marisa closed her eyes and stifled a moan as she trembled in orgasm. Yes, yes, screamed her mind. This is your pussy Flex, but she wanted to tease him. "No Flex. You're my slut. I own that big cock of yours." Marisa started riding him, bouncing in his lap. "When my pussy gets hungry, you're gonna feed it some cock. You hear me, slut?"
"I hears ya. My cock's done turned you into a cock crazy whore." He buried his face in her breasts and started licking and sucking her nipples. Being a professional weight lifter and model, Flex had never lacked for women to fuck. Fucking was probably his number one skill. He'd had hundreds of women at this point, but out of all of them, Marisa had the most magnificent breasts. She was in the top ten for tight wet hot pussies too. He loved her pale skin and her flame red hair too, but it was her breasts that he couldn't get enough of. The last dozen or so women he'd been with had all had smaller breasts with Lola being down right flat chested. It had been a couple years since he'd a woman with such a great pair of breasts and she had been a stripper with implants. Marisa's large pale white mounds were just too good to be true and her nipples were amazing too. They hardened easily and were ultra sensitive clearly helping her have bigger orgasms when he teased them with his cock buried in her. She wasn't his first lactating mom either, but he'd never fucked a woman who produced so much milk so quickly.
"Feed my pussy, baby," she whispered, grabbing his hair and pulling his head off her breasts. Give me my cock, slut," she said, looking into his eyes. Marisa leaned down and they kissed again, deeply and passionately. Marisa's pussy spasmed all over his cock as she came again. She kept her licks locked with his, but her lips quivered as she came. She had a lifetimes worth of orgasms after only a day with Flex, but as satisfying as each and every orgasm was, her body was insatiable demanding more, wanting his cock to fuck her forever.
"Gonna cum," he grunted.
She knew he was close. She could feel his cock growing, swelling, and the two fingers pinching her right nipple were squeezing even harder as he fought to keep from cumming. Her pussy wanted one last orgasm and she knew from earlier that the big ones came from having his cock go off in her womb. "In me," she whispered, breaking their kiss. "Cum inside me. Give me your seed." The damage had already been done and she figured having him cum inside her once more wouldn't hurt anything.
His cock exploded as she slowly rode him. The second she felt his cum flooding her womb, she let her pussy slam down in his lap while his spurting cock triggered one last big orgasm. Marisa collapsed in his arms, panting heavily. "Your cock is so good, Flex," she gasped.
"Don't you mean your cock," he whispered back, laughing.
She giggled too. "I don't know what came over me. I think I'm a little high."
"Well we need to get you stoned more often. Come into the trailer with me. I think I got one or two more in me."
"You're amazing, but I can't leave Jack." Marisa dismounted, feeling every inch of his still swollen cock leave her pussy and missing every inch of it. She slid off his lap when it plopped out and immediately felt his semen began pouring out of her pussy. "We can't keep doing this Flex."
"Come on, baby?"
"Not that I don't want too. I've never wanted anything more, but it's too risky. All John has to do is wake up and look out the window to see the mother of his child fucking his friend. I can't do that to him. I can't do that to Jack. I can't risk you knocking me up. If I was 100% sure it was safe, I'd fuck you again, but it's just too dangerous. This is the last time. Goodbye Shane."
"Goodnight Isa," said Flex, refusing to say goodbye. "I'll leave my door unlocked." She turned to look at him and they grinned at each other before she disappeared in her trailer.



Fifteen minutes later, Marisa broke her promise to the black man. She checked on Jack and found him happily sleeping. John was still passed out naked on the bed. His penis was still shriveled and shrunken into his scrotum. It pained her to think it, but the word "pathetic" sprang to mind as she looked at it. But it was pathetic compared to the black man's cock. Flex's soft penis was bigger then John's when he had a full erection. She used the toilet, attempting to urinate her pussy free of the voluminous seed of the black man. She tried to squeeze out the rest, but there was still plenty trapped behind her cervix. She probably was still leaking some of his sperm from their afternoon encounter and she'd be leaking the latest deposit for another day or two.
She cleaned herself up as best she could. She heard Jack cough, but the cough wasn't coming from her baby. It was coming from the baby monitor. She checked on Jack, but he was still sleeping as was John, her contentedly snoring husband. A grin spread across her face as she grabbed the baby monitor and snuck out of her trailer.
Flex was laying nude on the bed in his cabin/trailer. The arrogant prick didn't seem shocked to see her open his door. He nodded knowingly when he saw her put the baby monitor down on the table. Marisa pulled the dress off over her head and shook her head in amazement at the sight of Flex's cock already rising to attention just at the sight of her nude body. The man was certainly gifted in the sex department. Flex possessed not just size, but stamina, recovery, and the volume of his cum hadn't lessoned one bit regardless of how many times he orgasmed.
"I want you again," she told him.
"I know," said Flex, sitting up on the bed, his mighty cock rising up between his legs like a hard missile. "Get on the bed." He got off and watched Marisa crawl onto the bed. "Stay like that. All fours. I'm gonna take that pussy doggy style, slut."
Marisa shuddered and her pussy started gushing at his words. As much as she enjoyed playing with him and taking control earlier, this was the natural order of things. The alpha male was taking the dominant role again. "Fuck me, Flex. Fuck your pussy." Strong black hands, grabbed her hips and pulled her towards the edge. Standing, his cock was perfectly lined up to penetrate her. She felt the big tip of his cock poking at her pussy lips once again. "Soooo gooood," she moaned as his cock entered her again.
Flex grabbed her hips and pulled her into his cock each time he thrust forwards. Soon he was fucking her hard and she was creaming all over his thrusting shaft. "You like this cock, slut?"
"OH GOD YES!" she cried. "I love your big cock."
"Better then John's?"
Marisa hesitated. She loved her husband and didn't want to disrespect him, but Flex's cock was already bringing her to the brink of another orgasm. She told him what he wanted to hear. She told him the truth. "I love your big black cock better then John's." And she came. She came hard. Her fluids soaked his still thrusting shaft, dripping from her clit to his bed. Her pussy quivered and vibrated around his cock, her muscles squeezing the thick black shaft in an effort to make him cum inside her. Marisa's front arms collapsed and her head fell to the bed, her ass staying up as Flex continued fucking her hard.
"Will you do anything for this big black cock?"
"Anything," she moaned. "Anything you want, Flex. Just as long as you keep fucking me." He jerked his cock out making her feel empty inside, but there was also some relief. She was starting to get a little sore from being so stuffed with cock multiple times that day. Her orgasms were starting to exhaust her too. But when she felt Flex's cock head pressing against her anus, she immediately wanted it back in her pussy. "Wait! Not there. Flex, it's to big. I've never been...AAARRRGGGHHH!"
*****************
Candace slipped out of her cabin/trailer and walked over to the picnic table. She was completely nude except for one of Grant's long tee shirts and if she'd reached upwards, the hem would have flashed her beaver, but she wasn't expecting anyone in their group to still be awake. She was carrying her little purse and she reached in for a cigarette and lighter as she walked over to the picnic table. Just as she reached the bench, her dainty bare foot, stepped in something wet and sticky. She wrinkled her nose, not knowing what it was, but knowing that it wouldn't be pleasant and wiped her foot in the sand.
She sat on the bench and lit her cigarette. Grant didn't know she still smoked or at least pretended he didn't know after she promised to give them up several years ago. She now only smoked when she felt stressed out or frustrated. Grant had left her hanging again. Just when she started to get into it, he groaned and filled the condom with cum. She kept humping him, feeling an orgasm starting to grow, but Grant's penis had grown too sensitive and he'd had to pull it out. Candace was left unsatisfied once again. She wished she'd had him go down on her fist, she'd sometimes cum when he tongued her pussy, but he didn't enjoy it and even though it felt good, she found it dirty also and only returned the favor on Grant on special occasions.
She sighed, feeling horny and wishing she'd brought her dildo along. She started hearing grunts and moans. Candace looked around. All was quiet in Marisa and John's trailer, but then according to Marisa the only noise that ever came from their house at night was Jack crying. The noises were coming from Flex's cabin. Candace shook her head. How the hell had he found a woman to fuck so quickly? She got off the bench and walked closer to Flex's cabin.
"Too big," cried the woman. "It hurts... it hurts sooo gooood."
"Like that black cock, slut," growled Flex. "Take some more then."
"Oh god! I love it," screamed the woman. "Shove it up my ass. Fuck my ass."
Candace stepped back in shock. The woman inside was getting sodomized! What a disgusting slut!
"Lets see how much of this big black cock you can take."
Candace took a drag as she listened. The light was on, but the only window was around the front and she didn't want to risk getting caught. She kept listening, wincing when she felt her fingers burning as the cigarette had burned down. She dropped it in the sand. Flex continued sodomizing the woman for another fifteen minutes, but they quit talking and the only noises coming from the trailer were moans and grunts and Candace swore she actually heard the slut inside have an orgasm from having Flex's penis shoved in her ass.
"Here it cums, slut."
"Seed my ass, you big black stud."
Candace backed away from the cabin. She turned and hurried into her own cabin. She slipped inside and peered through the window expecting the woman would be leaving soon. She didn't how the hell Flex would have found a slut willing to let him fuck her ass so quickly after they'd all gone to bed that night. She wouldn't have put it past Flex to have called a prostitute. Lola had told her that Flex seemed to actually need to get off several times a day. Candace waited by the window, but the slut with her husband's black friend never emerged from the cabin. She gave up and returned to her bed, pulling off Grant's tee shirt. When she did, she was surprised to see her nipples were completely hard. Her thighs were damp too. She slipped into bed beside her husband, hornier and more frustrated then ever.
******************
"Oh god, my ass is squishing," said Marisa, standing nude in Flex's cabin. She clenched her butt cheeks to keep his cum from pouring out.
Flex laughed. "One more thing before you go. Lie down on the bed."
Marisa moaned. "God, you're insatiable. I love your cock, but quite honestly Shane, I'm exhausted."
"Get on the bed, slut."
"Yes, sir."
The over muscled black man climbed on the bed and straddled her thighs. Marisa was surprised that for once his cock was fully erect. It was a thick soft black banana somewhere between nine and ten inches long.
It fell out from his bushy black pubic hairs to lay like a sinuous black snake across her belly. "Grab my cock," he ordered.
Marisa obeyed. On her back, her breasts tended to fall over her sides they were so large and full. She snaked one hand down her chest between her breasts and grabbed the coiled coal black shaft. It stiffened at her touch. She slowly caressed it and stroked the thickening shaft until she was once again holding his full revived 12-13 inch steel hard cock. He surprised her again. This time by not sliding back between her legs and guiding his cock to her pussy, but by sliding forwards until he was over her crotch. She winced when he spit in his hand and started coating his cock, masturbating it as he looked down at her breasts. He released his glistening cock and reached down to heft the sides of her breasts, squeezing them together. "What are you doing?" she asked.
"I'm gonna titty fuck these big bitches." His cock was rampant, proudly thrust upwards. "Pull my cock down between dem titties."
Marisa reached out for his cock and bent it down between the huge canyon of her breasts. He immediately squeezed the soft flesh tighter around his shaft, holding his cock in place. Once it was secure, he started pumping his cock between her tits. The head banged against her chin and then it was sliding up over her lips. She licked the underside each time it passed her lips.
"Prop your head up with a pillow."
Marisa grabbed a pillow and moved it underneath her head. Now the tip of his cock could actually slide past her lips and into her mouth. She sucked the tip while he shoved his giant cock between her breasts. Marisa looked up at him. His huge torso with every muscle perfectly defined. The giant black cock sticking out between his legs now nested between her pale white breasts. How could she have ever found this man unattractive? His skin was dark black and he had negroid features and too many muscles, but he was the sexiest manliest looking male she'd ever seen. Marisa moaned and writhed beneath him. She quickly had a small, but satisfying orgasm as she looked up him. But it wasn't just from staring at him, her breasts were tingling sending spasms of pleasure through her body, pleasure that was quickly turning to lust as she wished he'd put his big beautiful cock back in her horny white pussy.
The spasms were coming form her nipples. He'd adjusted his hands so that he could pinch and squeeze her sensitive erect nipples. He was squeezing both breasts while pinching and rolling her nipple between his thumbs and forefingers. Milk began shooting out from her nipples. He was milking her breasts! He quickly pointed her nipples towards each other, her mother's milk shooting out to fall between her cavernous breasts coating his cock with her white fluid. His cock began thrusting faster with the extra coating of lubricant.
Marisa writhed with lust trying to wriggle free of the black man's substantial weight. He held her down firmly. She stared in awe at his cock. Milk was shooting about an inch from the tips of her nipples to fall on his shaft. The opaque white fluid nearly covered his cock from the crowned black head to the base of his shaft. The plump curved head of his cock head was retreating into the cave of her breasts, then shooting forwards, directly into her open mouth where she tried to run her tongue all over it before it disappeared again. The head was dribbling precum, mixing with her milk each time it disappeared into her breasts. His cock was almost hypnotic and she couldn't take her eyes off it. The head even appeared to be growing, hardening, pumping up, and swelling. His long urethra opened.
Marisa shut her eyes just as his hot seed sprayed out over her face. The head entered her mouth, filling it with cum, then exited, more sperm shooting across her nose to her forehead. She swallowed, quickly opening her mouth so the head could enter her again and fill her mouth with another load of his seed.
He released her breasts and sat up a little. His semen splattered on her pale breasts before he guided the tip of his cock back into her mouth. She gulped contently, while he stroked his shaft, draining it of every last drop of cum.
"Wow," she purred, licking her lips as Flex climbed off her. That was just what I needed."
"What do ya mean?"
"This is the best my breasts have felt in nine months. They normally feel like they're about to pop from the pressure." Marisa wiped the sperm off her eye lids until she could open them. She slid off the bed and walked to the bathroom, using a towel to clean her face off. Her pale skin showed red marks easily and her breasts had red hand prints across him, not to mention her lower belly to her thighs were red from where he had sat on her. She spun around. Her hips and ass had marks too from where he had fucked her ass. She spread her cheeks and could see a rivulet of white semen still flowing from her ass hole to drip onto the floor of his bathroom. It's his mess, I'll let him clean it up, she thought. "Quite a day, huh?" she asked, feeling foolish when she left his bathroom.
Flex laughed. "Looks like you done wore Flex junior out," he said, pointing to his cock.
She looked at the soft black banana dangling between his legs. She snorted. "It's still bigger then John's". Flex laughed again. "I'm a bit of a mess. Can I use your shower?"
"Of course. Maybe, I'll join you."
"No way," she said, staring at his cock. She swore it had just extended an inch. "I need to get cleaned up."
Just then the sounds of a baby complaining came through the monitor.
"Shit!," said Marisa. Jack was going to wake John up. She grabbed the monitor and the dress and fled Flex's trailer, running nude past the picnic table. She snuck into her trailer just as Jack's complaining turned to a full fledged crying to be fed.
John groaned from the bed. "Isa! The baby."
"I got him," she reassured her husband. Marisa picked up Jack which instantly helped calm him. She took him over to the chair, grabbing some wet wipes from her bag and cleaning the area around her nipples of any old milk or remains of Flex's semen which felt like it was covering her entire upper torso, not to mention soaking her thighs, and leaking out of her ass. When she felt it was clean, she let Jack nurse. Her milk-laden breasts did their job, satisfying the hungry baby and soon putting him back to sleep. She replaced him in the crib and stepped into the small shower in their trailer. She spent the next twenty minutes trying to remove every trace of her lovemaking with her husband's black friend from her body.
"God Isa, It's 5:00am, what the fuck were you taking a shower for?"
"Your son spit up on me," she lied, slipping into bed beside her husband.
"Oh god, my head hurts." John finally shifted and joined her under the covers. He snuggled up next to her. "I'm so tired. What say we sleep in tomorrow?"
"No argument from me," she replied.
*****************
John and Marisa didn't get moving until late. Candace and Grant knocked on the door asking if they wanted to join them for breakfast, but John just groaned and replied, "you'll be lucky to see me by lunch." They left to go eat and judging by the loud roar of a motorcycle, Flex must have gone to join them or gone for a bike ride along the overseas highway. They returned an hour or so later and announced they would be heading for the beach.
Jack was playful and active that morning so Marisa didn't get as much rest as she would have liked, but then no new mother ever did. Marisa carried the baby over to the bed and sat him down beside John while she went to take another shower. She examined her nude body in the bathroom. The red marks were gone, but she still had some flaky semen on her thighs and in the crack of her ass. She'd thought she'd gotten it all in her early morning shower, but then this was probably leftovers that had leaked out of her all night. She showered and cleaned herself, brushed her hair and teeth. She was a natural beauty and didn't need makeup. Marisa pulled the small bikini back on. It took her twenty minutes to dress in her bikini and she wished again that she'd thought to get a new one before this trip. She had to stretch and adjust every inch of fabric to cover her areola and pubes. It was so skimpy that if they were on a more public beach, she might have been arrested. She slipped her feet into flip-flops and took Jack from her husband while John took a shower to wake up.
John came out of the bathroom nude. He grinned sheepishly at her. John still looked exhausted and tired. He hadn't drank like that for a long time maybe even since their last get together with his frat buddies. He was a good looking fit guy and she'd enjoyed seeing him naked in the past, but now he looked rather plain and the small two inch or so penis shrunken between his legs looked rather sad and inadequate. John opened his arms and hugged his wife. "Happy anniversary," he told her.
"Happy anniversary," she replied. "I love you."
"And I love you," said John. He kissed her and she kissed him back. She felt her husband reaching behind her while they kissed and when he finally broke the loving kiss, he pulled back and he had a box in his hand. "Happy anniversary," he said, holding it out for her.
Marisa smiled and took the gift. She opened the box and gasped in delight. Inside was a gold necklace. The pendant was shaped to resemble two adults, a bigger one for the man and a smaller one for the woman. The woman was holding a figure in her arms to represent a baby and the baby had a small diamond where the heart would be. "Oh John! I love it."
"Let me put it on." John took out the necklace as Marisa spun around and held up her long red hair. He leaned down and kissed the nape of her neck just above the bikini string. Then he put the necklace on her.
"It's wonderful," said Marisa, looking at herself in the mirror.
"Lets go show it off to the others." John took their beach bag and a chair and the crib, loading himself down as all fathers do. Marisa slung the diaper bag over her shoulder and collected Jack who promptly tried to put the pendant in his mouth. "Looks like he's hungry," said John.
"He's always hungry." Marisa tugged on one bikini cup and her nipple popped right out. Jack immediately clamped his lips over it and started sucking contentedly. Well, that was easy, she thought. The skimpy bikini did have one advantage.
John put his things down and went to his bag, taking out and swallowing a couple aspirins. Her nipple plopped from Jack's lips, the baby smacking his lips happily. She fixed her top and they left the trailer.
Marisa looked at the picnic table and remembered mounting and riding Flex's huge black cock in that spot. She looked over at his trailer. He'd taken her anal cherry there last night and fucked her breasts, cumming all over her face. She hurried on to the trail, but soon passed the place where she and Flex had ducked of where she'd first seen his cock. She hadn't meant to do anything more then jerk him off. She hadn't meant to fuck him. His cock had just sort of slipped in her. It must have been her hormone induced horniness combined with the lack of attention from her husband. She briefly felt guilty thinking about John and then she remembered the orgasms.
"Here they are," yelled Grant when they appeared on the trail. "Glad you could make it." He started clapping.
"Happy anniversary," said Candace running over to Marisa and hugging her. Flex whistled at the sight of the two bikini clad beauties embracing. "What's this?" asked Candace as Marisa stepped back and held up the pendant. "It's lovely."
"It sure is," said Flex, looking over Candace's shoulder, but he wasn't staring at the necklace. He was staring at her breasts.



The outline of her nipples were already visible, but much to Marisa's shame, the black man's gaze had them hardening and popping out to full erection. Her thighs quickly turned damp too. God, the man had some kind of magic power over her. She was standing by her husband, on her anniversary, holding her baby, with a beautiful gift around her neck and she wished she were naked and alone with Flex so that they could fuck again.
"I got some sandwiches," said Grant. "Lets do lunch."
The five of them sat around in the sand and ate. Jack crawled around a little. Marisa and Candace waded out into the water and Marisa lowered Jack into the water, lifting him and lowering him again, much to his delight. Grant had some fishing rods with him and the three men cast their lines out, hoping for a bite. Fishing wasn't too great and after an hour or so, Grant suggested they go snorkeling again.
"John," said Marisa, "The sun's awfully hot. I'm going to take Jack back to the trailer and get both me and him out of it."
"Probably a good idea," replied her husband. "I won't stay out there too long."
"Nonsense, take as long as you want. We'll be fine." Marisa kissed her husband and John reached down and tickled Jack who made a delighted cooing sound. She grabbed the diaper bag and made her way to the beach trail.
"Wait up Isa," called Flex. "I'll walk with ya." He turned to John. "I gotta take a dump. Might take the bike out for a spin afterwards if I don't come back."
"Getting antsy," said Grant.
"What do ya mean?" asked the big black man.
"You need some pussy," whispered Grant so that Candace wouldn't hear and disapprove of his crassness.
"Man, I always need some pussy. If you two ladies were real men, you'd need pussy all the time too."
He turned and jogged over to Marisa.
Grant watched the giant black man catch up with John's wife. His eyes fell on Marisa's ass as she walked along the beach trail. "Dude, your wife is smoking hot."
"Yeah bro. I got lucky unwrapping that package."
"Don't tell Candace I said that. She'd kill me. You know how she likes being the center of attention. Still, I'd pay money to see Candace with tits like Marisa's."
"G-man," said John with a serious expression on his face. "I can honestly say that they are magnificent."
Marisa and Flex were halfway to their cabins. "Wanna duck back behind the bushes?" asked Flex as they passed their secret rendezvous spot.
"You're insatiable," said Marisa, nervously laughing.
"That's all your fault, baby." Flex wrapped one mighty arm around her back. "Every time I look at you, my cock starts growing. Look down."
Marisa glanced down at his crotch and sure enough that monster black cock of his was barely contained by his swim trunks. She wanted to reach down into his trunks, pull his cock out and then fall to her knees so that she could suck him before guiding that big cock right where it belonged, stuffing her white pussy. She broke her gaze away instead staring at the baby in her arms. The power the black man had over her was frightening. She needed her son to ground her back into her mundane reality. "Anyway, I can't. We can't do this anymore Shane. It's been amazing and you're the best lover I ever had, but I can't risk my marriage or you cumming in me again."
"Aw, come on. You can swallow it, if you don't want it in your pussy."
Marisa's belly growled at the thought of swallowing his cum again. Look girl, she thought, If you can't resist him, don't be alone with him. "No Flex. It's over, we had our fun. I'm gonna feed Jack and then put him down for a nap and maybe take a nap myself. Someone kept me up last night."
"Yeah, someone kept me up several times." Flex followed Marisa over to her trailer. "Where you going? Stay and talk to me."
"I'm going to feed Jack. He's getting fussy."
"Feed him out here."
"Out here in the open?"
The black man grinned. "Sure why not? There's no one here and I've seen your tits. I'd like to see them one last time." He saw her hesitate and added. "Come on, please?"
"What if John or the others comes back?"
Flex winked at her. He climbed onto the picnic table bench and then stepped onto the table, looking out towards the beach. "John and Grant are just putting on their snorkels and Candace is watching them." He jumped down. "It's safe so whip the girls out."
Marisa untied the back of her bikini. The strings slid off her shoulders, followed by the cups. Her hard, elongated nipples sprang free. Jack smacked his lips loudly, causing both Flex and Marisa to laugh. "Hungry are you?" she said to her baby. She set Jack down in his swaddling blanket on the picnic table. She bent leaned over the table and lowered her nipple into his mouth. She gasped when his lips latched over her nipple and he started sucking. "This is called the dangling position. It helps-AH-drain my breasts and AH-void blockages."
Flex looked at the sexy redhead leaning over the table with her legs spread and her ass thrust upwards. Her perfect breasts pendulously hanging down almost to the table top. The baby was the only thing ruining the picture and that was only because it was a white baby. A black baby would have been fine. "You sure we're over?" asked Flex. "I could come up behind you now and shove my cock right up that pussy."
"It was great and I guess I've no regrets, but we can't keep risking getting caught and I'm not on the pill or anything. Shoot, for all I know, you might already have knocked me up."
"Is that so bad? We'd make a beautiful baby together."
"Flex, I love John. Of course it would be bad. It would destroy my marriage and leave me to raise two babies on me own."
"You could move in with me. I'd fuck you every night."
Marisa felt a tingle in her pussy. Wow! Sex like that on a daily basis. "That part might not be so bad," she replied. "But I do love John."
"Whose cock do you love more?"
"You know you're the better lover, Shane." Marisa felt a cool breeze on her wet nipple. She looked down, Jack had true to form fallen contentedly asleep.
"Whose cock?" he asked again.
"Your cock, Shane."
"Who owns your white pussy?"
"You Sha... my husband. I'm sorry, but I'm a married woman." Marisa stood. "I'm going to go put Jack down for his nap. If you want, we can talk later." Marisa walked to the door of her trailer and opened it. She turned to close it, but Flex was standing in the doorway. The red headed wife walked over to the crib and gently sat Jack down in it. When she turned back to the black man, Shane had entered her rental trailer and was towering over her. "Shane?" she asked, starting to tremble.
"Just one last kiss, Isa," he said, placing his hands on her hips and pulling her into his hard body.
Marisa didn't respond. She just turned her head up to the black man towering over her and he bent down, his broad flat lips pressing against her soft pink ones. His tongue pushed against her lips and she opened her mouth letting it inside, her own tongue pushing back. Her nipples pressed into his hard abdominals as he kissed her. His hands left her hips and slid up her waist. She could feel her panties fall to her feet. He'd untied them while they kissed. The hands slid up to cover and squeeze her large chest, pinching and teasing her nipples. She felt them squirt milk into his hands, one hungry baby was never enough to drain them. He stepped back a little, but kept kissing her while one hand left her breast and traveled down her flat stomach to her bushy red pubes. The tip of his finger pressed against her opening, feeling her heat and her wetness. Marisa gasped as his finger pushed into her. He moved it in and out slowly and before she knew it, she had cum all over his big digit, her juices soaking his hand.
That was all it took. Marisa melted into his arms. Her own hands reaching into his shorts to feel and caress his growing cock. She pulled it free and pushed his shorts down. Marisa broke their kiss first, falling to her knees and taking the head of his cock in her mouth. Flex gasped as she started sucking him with abandon, her lust for his cock growing, turning into desperation for his seed. He gently ran his hands through her red hair while she sucked him deeper and deeper into her mouth. He let her suck his cock for several minutes before pushing her back and pulling her to her feet.
Flex backed her over to the bed. She fell on her back and he climbed on top of her. She reached down between his legs to stroke his cock, still amazed at it's size and power. "Put it in you," he ordered.
Marisa guided it over to the entrance to her pussy and gasped as the head pushed her pussy lips inward until she opened enough to take him inside her. He worked his cock around. Loosening her up before pushing it deeper. Marisa had yet to let go, she felt his shaft sliding back and forth through her hand. She felt it's heat. She felt it throb with every beat of his pulse along the big blue vein that crisscrossed it. She felt it's wetness as her pussy continued soaking it. Each time he pushed forwards, her pussy opened more and inch after inch of his cock slid through her hand to enter her pussy until her fist was trapped between her pussy and his crotch. She released it and he buried his cock home. "Aaahhh!" she moaned contentedly. "So full. So big. Fuck me Flex. Fuck me with that big black cock," she muttered.
"No Isa," he told her leaning over her. "Not today." He kissed her. His fingers teased one hard nipple. "Today I'm going to treat you like the beautiful amazing creature you are." He started slowly working his cock in and out of her.
"Faster! Harder! Fuck me harder."
"No," he said again. He kissed down her neck to her shoulders, chest, and hunching over her so that he could suck on one nipple. Marisa trembled and shook beneath him. Her sensitive nipples sending spasms of pleasure through her body even after it filled his mouth with her mother's milk. He swallowed it and said, "Today I'm going to make love to you like a real man makes love to a woman."
"No," she cried even as her pussy squeezed down over every inch of his pleasure giving shaft and erupted in another orgasm that had her legs wrapping around his as she humped up into his cock. She was crying with sadness as she came down from her orgasm.
"Want me to stop?" he asked.
"No, I love it," she told him feeling as though she had just truly betrayed John for the first time. Marisa kept sobbing as he big cock kept working it's way in and out of her horny pussy. "I love it. I love it. I love having your big cock in me Flex. I love your big cock." She quit crying. Marisa was now raising her hips into each thrust of his cock as she felt another orgasm growing. "I love you," she cried, the orgasm breaking, her nails digging into his back as she grabbed his head and brought her lips up to his, kissing the man she loved with more passion then she'd ever shown for her husband.
When Marisa finally broke the kiss. She fell to her back on the bed and smiled up at the man that had broken her.
******************
Candace yelled out to Grant when he stood up from snorkeling. "I'm going to go back and ask Marisa if she wants me to watch Jack tonight so that she and John can have dinner together. Grant waved and Candace turned to gather her things and walk back to the cabins.
As she neared the three trailers, she heard noises coming from John and Marisa's. It sounded like constant grunting and moaning noises. Confused, she placed her things on the picnic table and snuck over to the door to listen. It sounded every bit like a couple having sex. Was Marisa taking a nap and dreaming? She remembered the wounds of the woman getting her ass reamed by Flex last night. The voice sounded the same. Candace shook her head in denial. There was no way, her married friend was sleeping with the black man. She glanced over at Flex's trailer. His motorcycle was still there. Candace had to know what was going on . Her hand was shaking as it reached for the door to Marisa's trailer.
"GIVE ME YOUR SEED!"
Candace gasped in horror. All she could see was the giant black man crushing the body of a white woman beneath him. She could see balls dangling between his legs, but they were bigger then any testicles she'd seen on a man before. They were more akin to coconuts then testicles and they were bucking and jerking as they pumped the woman full of sperm.
Candace crept closer into the room. Flex suddenly sat up off the woman and Candace confirmed what she already knew. Her friend Marisa was a cheating adulterous slut. What came next both horrified and haunted Candace. Flex yanked his cock out of Marisa's pussy. It was at it's biggest and hardest when it came. His cock had to have been every bit of thirteen inches long. She's heard it was big, but nothing her mind had pictured could compare to seeing it before her eyes. It was still pumping sperm. Strands of the white fluid were shooting across Marisa's belly and tits. He then leaned up over her and jerked off his huge cock, more jets of his semen shooting right on Marisa's anniversary present. The loving image of the husband and wife holding the baby was drowned in the black man's sperm until it disappeared. "AAAHHH!" gasped Candace still coming down from what must have been a large orgasm.
Marisa and Flex both looked over at the blonde model. Marisa opened her mouth and screamed in horror.
*****************
"You okay?" called John, from the other side of the bathroom door. "You seem upset about something."
"Nothing dear," said Marisa back through the door. She applied some lipstick and blue eyeliner. She didn't need makeup, but when she wore it, she looked stunning. "Just nervous about tonight,' she said. Marisa stared into the mirror. She looked really good. She was getting a little color in her face from the sun the last few days. She'd been diligent in using her sunscreen the last few days, having been burned in the past.
"Should I go see if Candace is feeling any better? I don't want her watching Jack if she's sick."
"No, I'll check on her." Marisa held her hand out and watched it shaking. Candace had fled to her trailer and locked the door. She hadn't answered any of Marisa or Flex's knocks or answered their cries to come out and talk. One word from Candace and her life would be ruined.
"Why are you nervous about tonight?"
Marisa swallowed nervously and opened the door to the bathroom. "I'm nervous about wearing this." She posed, leaning on the doorway.
"Ohmygodyouarefuckinghot," cried John, a smile of delight on his face.
"Thank you."
"I can see your nipples through that top."
Marisa flushed. She was wearing a tight green tank top. "The bra was driving me crazy, so I left it off."
"I'm not complaining." Her husband stared down at her belly, lustfully. His eyes were wide.
The rest of Marisa's outfit consisted of tight white shorts. Her feet were adorned with sandals with short heels. She'd painted her nails green. Not only was her tank top tight, but it was short too. The top was low and showed off her amble cleavage, while the bottom stopped halfway down her ribs, showing off her bare belly. It wasn't tight and flat like Candace's, but it still looked good on display even with some extra baby weight. John had always had a weird belly fetish. He loved her navel, liked kissing and tonguing it when they were intimate. He'd always wanted her to show it off more, but Marisa had always preferred hiding her body under bulkier clothing. "You look nice too."
John winked. He put his hands in his pockets and leaned back like he was modeling. He was wearing khaki pants and a black colored shirt. "Lets get going."
The pair walked outside. Grant was sitting at the picnic table playing poker with Flex. A near full bottle of tequila sat beside them. "Damn Marisa, you look good," said Flex.
Marisa felt the color drain from her cheeks and her nipples growing hard. They started poking out through her top. He smirked, knowing the effect his attention had on her body. "Thank you," she replied.
"Thanks for watching Jack," said John to Grant. "Is Candace feeling any better?"
"I'm alright," said Candace opening the door to her trailer and stepping out to join the group. She looked pale and shaky.
"You sure you're well enough?" asked John. He didn't want Jack catching whatever bug Candace might have had. She gone for a country girl look. Candace had shot cut off jean shorts on and a plaid shirt, tied up between her breasts to show off her belly. She also had on a straw cowboy hat. Candace looked like a professional model wherever they went. She had a snow bunny look when they went skiing, a sexy business professional outfit, a sexy librarian look she wore once wine tasting, a black goth dress with dark makeup at a nightclub, and many others.
"It was just something I ate."
Marisa looked at the blonde. "Let me show you where everything is." Marisa led Candace over to the trailer. "Jack's still asleep, but we should probably wake him so that he isn't awake all night." They entered the trailer and Marisa closed the door. "I'm sorry you had to see that," she whispered to the blonde.
"Sorry you got caught you mean," hissed Candace.
"Please, it's not what you think."
"I think you're an adulterous slut fucking a black man."
Marisa winced. It was exactly what she thought. "You're right. I'm sorry it happened, but it did."
"How did it happen? How long has this been going on?"
"Just since yesterday." Marisa did a quick recap of her agreeing to giving Flex a hand job and how he'd kissed up her body and entered her before she knew what was happening. She left out the second time Flex had taken her doggy style.
"You forgot how he sodomized you last night," said Candace, sneering at her.
"You heard that?"
"I stepped outside for a minute. I didn't know it was you until now. Jesus Isa, you're going to hell for what you've done. I don't know how you took that monster in your vagina let alone your rear end."
"He has a very dominant personality. You do what he tells you."
"Well you've done what he's told you multiple times now, so it must be pretty good."
"You have no idea. The man can fuck for hours."
Candace's eyes widened. "Hours?"
"I couldn't tell you how many orgasms I've had the last two days. So many I lost count. More this weekend than I've had during my entire marriage or life for that matter."
Candace's eyes stayed wide while her mouth fell open. "That many?" Her mind picture the image she'd seen earlier of Flex's rampant cock springing up from Marisa's pussy, sperm flying from the swollen head as he marked the pale red head with his seed. She felt her own nipples hardening as she remembered all the stories about Flex's prowess that Lola had told her during their previous vacations. Marisa may have been a cheating slut, but a part of her envied the woman.
"Please Candy, lets just keep this our secret."
Candace turned her nose upwards. "I'm not sure I can. Grant and I tell each other everything."
"Please not this."
"I'll think about it." Candace leaned down and picked up Jack. He woke and gurgled, smiling when he saw his mom standing nearby.
"Don't do it for me do it for him."
"If I tell Grant, I will be doing it for him." Candace cradled Jack in her arms.
Marisa's eyes narrowed as Candace carried Jack outside. The blonde was always snooty and she was enjoying looking down on Marisa from her moral pedestal. She followed Candace back to the table. "Lets go," she said to John.
"Hey Isa," called Flex as Marisa walked around the back of John's car. "Hold up."
"What?" she asked.
"Here take this," said the black man slipping a fifty into Marisa's hand. "Buy a bottle of wine for your anniversary."
"Thanks Flex," said John. He opened the car door. "That wasn't necessary."



"I insist," said the black giant. He waited until John had sat down and closed the door. "What did Candy say? She gonna keep her mouth shut?"
"Not sure. She might tell Grant. What do we do?"
"Don't worry. I'll take care of it," said Flex. He opened the door for her and closed it after she sat down.
******************
Luckily Jack behaved very well. He was a good baby and Candace found herself starting to think that maybe it was time to put her career behind her and start a family. She looked over at the men playing poker. They weren't betting money, but the loser had to do a shot of tequila. Flex handled his liquor well with his huge size and high metabolism, plus he was winning most of the hands. Grant wasn't doing so good.
Flex broke out a joint and Candace moved Jack over to a portable playpen to keep him clear of any smoke from the marijuana. She then joined her husband and Flex for a couple hands. Drinking a beer while they kept pounding tequila shots. The sweet smoke from the joint filled her nostrils, but she turned down an offer for a hit. It wouldn't be responsible to baby sit while stoned. Jack was antsy in the playpen so she went to retrieve him, picking him up and carrying him over to the steps to her trailer well away from the smoke.
Candace bounced Jack on her lap. She looked over at her husband. He was drunk and swaying. Her eyes moved over to Flex. He had a cocky grin on his face and just stared at Grant, trying to intimidate him. Flex had this air of superiority about him. No matter how good his poker hand was, he looked like he was going to win it. He was shirtless. The hot Florida air had a sheen of sweat covering his dark rippling muscles. His skin glistened in the light from the streetlamp between their three trailers. Candace pictured herself rubbing lotion all over his chest on the beach. Her hands had slid over every inch, every hard indentation of his hard bodybuilder's chest. She'd never found Flex attractive, but she did admire his physique and his dedication to perfection. Her nipples hardened. The image of her friend laying on her bed getting the fucking of her life returned to her mind. His cock, his giant cock, black and hard, shooting hot white sperm all over Marisa's breasts even after he had flooded Marisa's pussy with his seed, even after he had flooded Candace's pussy with his seed. Candace reached down and grabbed Flex's still spurting cock, guiding it back between her legs. She wanted more.
"You feeling ok, honey?" asked Grant.
Candace shook her head to clear it. "Yeah fine. I'm fine. Fine. Why? I'm fine."
"You looked pale. I thought the stomach bug was returning."
"I'm fine," she repeated. At that moment, Jack reached his little hand up, trying to grab her nipple. "Somebody hungry?" she asked, laughing. She was surprised to see how hard and erect her nipples had become. No wonder the hungry little bugger was reaching for them. "I'm gonna go feed Jack," she told her husband.
Candace carried Jack over to Marisa's trailer. She entered the room, looking over at the bed. Marisa was still on her back getting fucked by Flex. The black man pulled his huge cock out and started cumming all over Marisa. Candace could see her vagina, still splayed open and filled with cum. She opened her mouth, letting some fly in, swallowing it, while rubbing the semen all over her body like she was under a shower and Flex's cock was the shower head. He just kept cumming and cumming. He turned and winked at her. Marisa moaned. "Oh god Candy, it's soooo gooood!"
Candace shook her head and stared at the empty bed. She shivered. She must have gotten a contact high from the joint. The image of that big thirteen inch black cock shooting his seed all over Marisa's belly and breasts was stuck in her mind. She took a bottle of Marisa's breast milk out of the mini fridge and put it in the timed warmer. Jack was getting fussier by the second. Despite acting like a whore and cheating on her husband whom Candace was quite fond of, Marisa had looked amazing coupling with the black man. She was just so white and Flex was so black.
Candace took the bottle and squirted a little milk on her wrist. It wasn't too hot. On impulse, she brought her wrist up to her mouth and licked her friend's breast milk off. There wasn't much taste to it, but Jack sure seemed eager for it. He was reaching for the bottle. She fed him the nipple and held him while he sucked contentedly on the rubber nipple. He drained the bottle dry and then fell fast asleep. Candace put the baby down in his crib and left the trailer.
"Deal me in," she said to Flex as he was shuffling.
Marisa and John pulled up as Flex was dealing out the cards. "Good timing the baby just went down," she called as Marisa exited the car. Candace's eyes fell on Marisa's bare belly. "What on earth is that?" she asked.
"It's my anniversary present," said John, grinning.
"He always wanted me to get my belly button pierced," said Marisa.
"I think it's sexy as fuck," grunted Flex, staring at the green emerald in Marisa's navel.
"Don't know about sexy, but it hurts like fuck," said Marisa.
Candace stared closely at her friend. Marisa's body was reacting excitedly to Flex's scrutiny. Her nipples had started hardening the second he commented. Her skin even flushed a little. The red headed mom was acting like a bitch in heat around the black man. Was he really that good?
"And she agreed to dress to show it off a little more often," said John proudly.
"Good for her," said Flex. "That hot body shouldn't be covered up. Want me to deal you two in for a hand?"
"Alright," said Marisa.
"No, I think we need to get to bed early tonight," said John. His low sex drive kicking in at the sight of his wife's sexy belly piercing.
"Oh well, goodnight ya'll," said Marisa, practically being dragged by her husband into the trailer.
"Three kings," said Flex, turning his cards over. "You two do shots."
Grant poured her a shot of tequila and she wrinkled her nose in distaste as she downed it. He then poured himself one and poured it down his throat. Candace took the cards and shuffled while Flex took out another joint. Her baby sitting duties over, she willingly took a hit this time. She dealt the cards and ended up winning the hand. She smiled with delight as Grant and Flex both did shots of tequila. She took another hit off the joint and passed it to Grant. He looked wasted. "Don't drink too much more, honey," she told him, rubbing his thigh with her hand. "I wanna have some fun tonight."
"Looks like I'm the only one not having fun this trip," said Flex.
Candace tossed him and evil look. He was taunting her. "It wouldn't surprise me if you found some whore at some point this trip, Flex."
"Wouldn't surprise me either," he replied, laughing.
The black man had no guilt, no shame. "Come on Grant, lets make like Marisa and John and hit the bed early." She winked at him.
"What's gotten you so hot and bothered Candy?" asked Flex. "You watch some hot porno today or something?"
"I just want to spend some time with my husband."
"Go ahead. I can wait a few minutes for him to come back." Flex looked over at Grant. He hadn't caught the insult and looked like he was about to pass out at any moment. "You go on to bed Candace. Grant and I gotta kill this bottle of tequila."
"Fine," said Candace in a huff. She looked at the bottle. It was nearly empty. There were only a few shots left in the bottom. "Hurry up Grant."
Candace entered her trailer and used the toilet. She was a little heady from the shots and marijuana, but not too drunk or stoned. If anything, it was making her hornier then she already was. She took the hat off and pulled the knot between her breasts. She opened the plaid shirt exposing her bare breasts and dropped it in her dirty clothes pile.
"Take it off Candace," yelled Flex from outside.
Candace shivered. The blinds were down, but anyone outside could easily see the shadow of her removing her clothes. She flipped the light off and heard laughter outside. She wasn't sure why it had bothered her. Removing your clothes in front of others went with the job description, but then she usually only worked with professionals who didn't yell at her while she stripped. The shorts were tight and she slowly slid them down her ass, followed by the frilly little panties underneath them. Soon she was naked, but for the cross around her neck and the ring on her finger. It was hot, so Candace laid down on top of the bed and waited for her husband.
"Kill it! Kill it!" she heard Flex chant.
Candace ran her hands over her breasts and pinched her own pointy nipples, squeezing her small breasts. They were small mounds. She wore a B-cup, but could easily go without a bra. Candace had nearly zero percent body fat. Her ass was firm and round, nice, but it wasn't plump and nothing on her jiggled. Not like Marisa. Candace had the perfect bikini models' body and she made a good living at it, but her friend was built like a porn star and Marisa certainly looked like a porn star lying squealing and moaning like a whore as a giant black man's penis pounded her pussy. Candace's hands slid down her flat belly to her pubes and then between her legs. She felt her engorged clit and rubbed it. Maybe if she got a head start, the minute man might actually make her cum tonight? She instantly felt guilty after thinking that.
Candace pictured her loving husband hovering over her, pushing his hard prick into her needy pussy. She loved her husband, loved how he felt inside her. All she ever wanted from Grant was for him to last just a little longer. Grant pulled his penis out. "Is this what you want?" he asked. His hard penis grew and turned dark. Grant had a giant black penis sticking out from his crotch. Soon the black penis was pushing inside her. Candace fingered her pussy and diddled her clit faster as Grant's muscles grew and he turned darker slowly morphing into Flex. She was fucking the black man. He reached down and squeezed her heavy milk laden tits. "Is this what you want Candace?" asked Flex. She was still Candace, but now she had Marisa's body. Her big tits were flopping hard as Flex fucked her. Flex buried his cock and came. Grant had worn a condom since they dated and Candace almost came at the thought of the black man ejaculating inside her pussy like he had in Marisa's. Flex pulled his cock out and sprayed his hot seed all over her breasts. Candace aimed her spraying cock at Marisa's tits and then moved it up to her face. Her red headed friend swallowed the sperm that fell in her mouth. Candace pulled back, bending her hard black cock down towards her friend's pussy again and pushed it back inside. Marisa's pussy was such a tight fit. So snug, so hot and wet around her big black cock. Candace started fucking Marisa as hard as she could, bending down to suck one of Marisa's nipples between her dark lips, milk filling her mouth. "AAAGGHH!" moaned Candace as she came picturing herself fucking Marisa. She wanted to giggle with delight as she pulled her fingers from her wet pussy. It was the best orgasm she had in years. Satisfied, tired, and still a little intoxicated, she started falling asleep even as the door to her cabin opened.
Candace was a little out of it as she slowly woke back up. Her legs were being held open. Even as she was waking up fully, a long flat tongue licked hard up her pussy from almost her anus up to her clit. "OH MY!" she squealed in delight even as she hoped Grant wouldn't notice how wet her vagina already was from her recent orgasm. Grant pushed hard on her thighs, pushing her legs up and lifting her ass off the bed. His tongue was moving rapidly now, licking her like crazy. His tongue was reaching her anus and instead of backing off, the tip licked around the rim and pushed into her a little before it slid back up to dip into her pussy. Instead of repulsing her, it felt good, real good. Grant had never gone down on her with such gusto before. He was attacking her pussy like a man that actually enjoyed going down on a woman. She was going to cum again and that would make this the best sex of her life. She'd never cum twice in one night before. "Oh god! Lick me Grant. That's it baby. Eat me. Harder baby. YES! Right there. That's it. That's it. CCUUMMMMIINNGG!!"
Candace was in heaven as her husband adjusted his heavy massive body on the bed. His rock hard cock knocked on her blonde pubes, trying to find it's way into her pussy. Grant was overeager tonight. He adjusted his body backwards and the hard giant head of his penis was pushing against her soaked pussy.
The pressure grew as the huge head pressed hard against her labia, pushing her lips inwards. Her pussy started opening for it. She had never had this much trouble taking Grant before? Finally, she opened wide enough that the big golf ball sized head entered her. God, he felt huge! She was still fantasizing that she was fucking Flex. No doubt his wrist thick shaft would be pushing into her next and she was right. He was working his big cock in and out of her as fast as he could, lubricating every bit of it as he tried to push it deeper and deeper. He wanted it as deep as it could go before she came to her senses. Candace for her part was helping him. Her mind was still telling her this was a fantasy while her body was pulling his cock in deeper. Her vagina was producing so much lubrication she felt like she was peeing constantly while her vaginal muscles were pulling inwards. Her ass was bouncing upwards of it's on accord, raising into him each time he thrust forwards. "There it is," said Flex's deep voice as the tip of his cock knocked on her cervix.
"Oh my god, it's so big," she moaned. Not only had the big cock pushed deeper then Grant had ever been, but it was also stretching her wider then Grant's could. Plus, Grant would have ejaculated a long time ago.
Large hands came down to engulf her entire breasts. He squeezed them and pinched her nipples. Candace moaned, squirming around the large cock impaling her. He was still applying pressure to push it deeper. It hurt a little pressing hard against her cervix, then a little more as her cervix opened for him, and then it was through the barrier and his cock slid the rest of the way into her pussy. If that hurt, she didn't care for she was too busy cumming all over his huge cock. Candace arched her back up and reached out for the chest. She ran her hands over the hard muscles, feeling it ridge and outline. The same chest, she had rubbed lotion on two days earlier. "Thank you," she gasped.
"Do you want me to take it out?" asked Flex, chuckling a little.
"Hell no. I want you to fuck me," she told him.
****************
"What's wrong?"
"Nothing," replied John. He frowned. "My penis just keeps popping out."
"Sorry," replied Marisa, feeling her face flush and wishing she hadn't agreed to letting John make love to her with the lights on. He'd been so sweet and excited over her navel piercing that he wanted to look at the green emerald while they had sex. He hadn't shown this much enthusiasm for a long time and she felt guilty for cheating on him. "Let me get on top."
John didn't reply, but he pulled out and quickly laid next to her on the bed. Previous experience told them to move fast because John's penis often went floppy quickly when it wasn't inside her. It didn't this time, staying hard as Marisa grabbed it and pulled it up as she lowered her pussy over it. "You're so beautiful," groaned John, staring at her belly and heaving bosom. "I love you," he told her emotionally.
"I love you too," replied Marisa. His penis seems so small now, she thought. She tried to ride him, but just as it had with him on top, his penis kept plopping out of her. Finally, after his penis had fallen out for the third time since she mounted him, Marisa just let it ride. She slid her pussy along his shaft while he bucked his hips. This wasn't unusual for them. It was their normal method of birth control. John didn't like condoms, so he always pulled out before he came and she did the old camel toe slide along his penis until he came on his belly. It actually felt quite good and Marisa had gotten off a few times this way.
"Uunggh," he grunted, grabbing and squeezing her breasts as he came.
Marisa felt the small penis bucking beneath her and knew he was cumming. She pressed her pussy down hard into the thin shaft and slid faster. She was still humping it, wishing it might make her cum this time, but knowing it was a futile wish. John's penis quickly shriveled beneath her and John had to grab her hips to make her slow down as his penis grew too sensitive.
Marisa leaned down to kiss her husband before dismounting and going to the bathroom to clean off. She returned with a tissue for him to clean up. She watched him wipe up the semen from his belly and she couldn't help wondering how such a small amount had managed to make her pregnant with Jack. Speaking of Jack, she went to check on the baby as John turned the light out and went to sleep. She heard him snoring quickly there after. Ejaculating tended to put John to sleep faster then any sleeping pill and tonight was no exception. Jack was sleeping peacefully. She peaked out the window towards Flex's cabin. His lights were out. Marisa was horny as hell and desperately wanted to orgasm, but she fought the urge to sneak over there for a quicky. She'd just made love to her husband and it was her anniversary for Christ's sake. She resolved to stay away from the black man that night. She and Flex would be fucking for hours tomorrow if she had her way. She intended to enjoy his cock so much, she'd get it out of her system for good and her life as a married mother would return to normal just as soon as she got home. She was going to suck his cock dry and even ask him to take her in the ass again. After that, she wanted it in her pussy as often as possible. She'd risk feeling his cock squirting inside her one last day.
Thinking about tomorrow had her hornier then ever. She still resolved to stay away tonight, but she didn get an urge to step outside for some fresh air. She grabbed John's white tee shirt that she used as a nighty. Her breasts stretched out the top and the hem stopped at mid thigh. Wearing only that, she stepped outside for a moment.
Two things surprised her as the night air hit her. The first was that Grant was passed out on the picnic table. He actually had the empty bottle of tequila tucked under one arm like a caricature of a drunk. The other thing that surprised her was the sounds of fucking coming from Candace and Grant's cabin. Marisa felt her heart ache as she tiptoed over towards the cabin. "Fuck me. Fuck me," moaned Candace from inside. "Fuck me with that big cock."
"What kind of cock?"
"Your big cock. I love it. I love it."
"What kind of cock?"
Marisa mouthed the word "black" even as Candace said, "I don't know what you mean. I'm sorry. Just don't stop fucking me."
"Turn the light on, slut."
Marisa heard Candace gasp. No doubt the prissy blonde had never been called a slut before. The snooping woman was so close to the window, she could hear Candace fumbling with the light switch on the lamp beside the bed. The room was suddenly illuminated and Marisa blinked, moving her eyes up to the blinds.
"This is so hot," moaned Candace, looking in awe at the black man. Marisa had a full on side view. Flex was kneeling on the bed, cupping Candace's long thin legs. "No! No! Don't pull it out."
Flex pulled back his hips. Marisa saw his mighty cock rear up over Candace's stomach. It was soaked and glistened in the lamp light. Jealousy engulfed her and at that moment she hated Candace. "What kind of cock?" growled Flex.
Candace sat up. She reached out to touch the shiny dark cock and rubbed her hand all over the slick shaft, staring at it in reverence. "Black cock," she said. Flex pulled his cock back through her hand. She grabbed the head tightly. "Black cock," she said again. "And I know where black cock goes." Candace bent the head down towards the entrance to her pussy. "Fuck me with your black cock."



Despite her jealousy. It was beautiful watching them fuck. Flex had opened a flood gate. Candace wouldn't shut up about his black cock. "Big black cock. Black cock so good. I love your black cock. I'm cumming all over your black cock." Flex seemed to like it and fucked her hard giving Candace the pummeling of her life.
Marisa decided her friend had cum at least three times since the light came on. Her jealousy faded a little. She almost felt happy for Candace to be experiencing sex with Flex for the first time. Marisa's only fear was that Flex might prefer the skinny blonde to herself. "Black cock better then white cock."
"You're learning fast, slut," said Flex and Marisa swore that Candace came hard again at being called a slut. "But white boy's don't have cocks. They got little boy penises. Real men got cocks. Black men. What do I got?"
"A big black cock," moaned Candace.
"And what does your husband have?"
"A little boy penis." Candace told him without hesitation and Marisa mouthed those exact words along with the blonde.
"That's a good little slut," growled Flex. "Your whore talk is gonna get me off. I'm gonna seed that white pussy good."
"YYEESS!! Seed my white puss... NO! Wait, you're not wearing a condom. I'm not on the pill."
Candace looked aghast and Marisa almost wished Flex would knock her up. Candace was so hung up on her career, the thought of pregnancy petrified her. Candace didn't take birth control, Marisa seemed to remember Candace complaining that she gained weight on the pill. Poor Grant always wore a condom. As far as Marisa know, Flex's might be the first bareback penis Candace had ever taken. "Shut up and take my seed, slut."
Candace's look quickly went from horrified to amazement as Flex slammed his hips forward and held his cock still. "aaahhhAaarrHhAAARRRHHH!!!" cried Candace, her scream growing as her orgasm grew. Marisa knew from experience that the second that big black cock exploded inside your womb, you started cumming and Candace was no different. "CUM IN ME!" Marisa winced Candace was so loud. She glanced over at Grant, but he was out like a light. "Give me your black seed. SEED MY WHITE PUSSY!"
Flex ate this shit up and Marisa once again feared that he might prefer Candace over her. The black man pulled back. No doubt, he planned on marking his conquest. He liked cumming on his women. His cock, hard and rampant sprang up, shooting a load of semen from her breasts to her belly. He sat up a little, jerking his cock. More semen shot forth, falling across her face and shooting all over her tits. Her milked a final large rope of milky white sperm out onto Candace's cross just as her had covered Marisa's anniversary pendant in cum. He seemed to enjoy drowning out everything his women stood for with his white semen.
"So good. So good," moaned Candace licking sperm from around her lips while rubbing the semen he had sprayed on her into her skin. "Your black cock felt so good. I can't believe you came in me. I've never felt a man squirt inside me before. Now that I've felt it, I like it."
"Don't worry baby," said Flex, reassuring her. "I'm fixed. My last baby practically walked out of Lola. She made me have a vasectomy. I can cum in that pussy all you want and you won't get knocked up."
"Really?" Candace's eyes were wide open. "Can.. can... can we do it again?"
"Why don't you mount this big boy now," he said, laying beside her.
Candace quickly straddled him and raised his still erect cock, lowering her pussy over it. Marisa was too shocked from his statement. He had a vasectomy? Why hadn't he told her? This was her worst possible time and she'd been scared as hell that she'd be popping out a black skinned baby sometime next year.
This meant she didn't have to get Flex out of her system tomorrow and they could secretly get together as often as possible.
"Black cock sooooo goooood," moaned Candace, finally sitting in his lap and just enjoying the feeling of being fully impaled on his cock. She ran her hands all over his chest, loving the contrast between their skin colors.
"Call me a nigger."
Candace looked horrified. "I can't do that!"
"Call me a nigger, slut. NOW!"
"You're a nigger."
"Now what kind of cock do you love best?"
"Your black cock, Flex." Candace ground her crotch into his loving the feeling of being fully penetrated.
"Keep talking shit, girl, but I want you to use nigger instead of black." Flex was caressing Candace's front with his large black hands. He watched his dark black hands slide down her waist to her hips over to her flat belly and up to her breasts. "Now what kind of cock do you love the best, Candy?"
"Nigger cock, Flex. I love big black nigger cocks. My pussy... my white pussy loves being stuffed by big nigger cocks. OH! Oh Fuck! Cu...cum...CCUUMMIINNGG!!" Candace laid down on Flex and kissed him passionately. Outside, Marisa watched the blonde trembling from an orgasm that seemed to last for minutes. Clearly, Shane has a few issues, thought Marisa as Candace slowly pushed herself up of Flex's hard chest and started riding him again.
"No that you no how good it is," said Flex reaching up to squeeze her breasts. "You're not gonna tell nobody about me and Marisa?"
Candace frowned. She didn't like his bringing up Marisa when he was fucking her. Marisa outside the window did like it. "Depends how well you fuck me with that big boy doesn't it," said Candace slyly.
So this was what Flex meant when he'd told Marisa, that he'd take care of it. His plan was to turn Candace into as big a slut for his cock as Marisa had become. Marisa sat outside and watched them fuck for a good forty minutes longer. The sight was hypnotic and despite her jealousy, she couldn't look away. Flex's cock seemed to have set off some trigger deep in Candace's psyche. The religious model rarely cursed in public or behaved in anyway untoward, her makeup was perfect and she was always impeccably dressed, but now that her makeup was smeared and she was covered in Flex's sperm and now that she was willingly cheating on Grant, she was babbling like a low class whore. She rode Flex's shaft hard, babbling about only giving her white pussy to niggers from then on. Black cock this, nigger cock that, yadda yadda. Flex ate it up and seemed to really get off on it. He bucked his hips up into her descending pussy. At times, Candace seemed to cum so hard, she went comatose and Flex held her sides as she went all limp, but he didn't stop fucking her. Eventually, he rolled over on his side and had her get on all fours. He quickly inserted his cock back in her pussy and took over where he left off. Candace had quit with her dirty sex talk by this point and just kept squealing every time he buried his cock in her womb and by now his thumb was pressing hard against her ass. The pretty blonde recovered enough to moan, "Give me your seed, nigger," as Flex slammed his crotch hard into hers and pushed her head down hard on the pillow. He didn't move his cock at all, letting every little bit of his cum flood her womb. He grunted as his balls emptied.
****************
Marisa was sitting on the picnic table when Flex walked out of Grant and Candace's trailer. His face didn't register surprise at seeing her, but hers did. He was buck naked. His shorts were bunched under his arm. Marisa still couldn't get over the size of his cock. It was soft now, but didn't appear to have shrunk an inch. His titanic black banana cock swung between his legs, hanging down at least a foot from it's root. He walked over and set his clothes down on the picnic table. "Candace won't be a problem," he said
"So I hear. It appears you turned her into a nigger loving slut."
Flex grinned. He wrapped his big arms around Grant and pulled the comatose husband off the bench. Grant was at least 200lbs, but Flex had no trouble lifting him into his arms. Grant remained passed out as Flex carried him up to Grant's trailer and opened the door. Marisa heard Flex and Candace talking before Flex reemerged and the light went out inside the trailer.
"So, you gonna fuck the little slut again?"
"Don't be jealous," said Flex, sitting down in one of the group's beach chairs. "There's plenty more for you. Besides, Candace needed that. I've never seen a woman more desperate for a good fucking then that slut. Grant must really be a lame fuck. Shame, a body like Candace's needs to be serviced regularly."
"Do you like her better then me?" Marisa felt tears welling up in her eyes.
"Hell no. I prefer real women to skinny models. Isa, you is built like a stripper. You should be on the pole with that hot body."
"Thanks I think," she replied, genuinely happy. Marisa was starting to take pride in her magnificent body. She'd promised her husband that she'd dress to show off her new navel piercing and the rest of her body. She planned on keeping that promise. All John's friends would see what a stacked hot wife he had. "We still on for tomorrow then?"
"Yeah baby. Just you and me, fucking for hours. We're gonna do it all tomorrow. I can't get enough of that fine body."
Marisa flushed with pleasure. "So, am I better then Candace?"
"Hard to say," he replied, laughing at her petulant look. "Candy was good, but she forgot to clean my cock off like a good little slut." He opened his legs. "Why don't you do it?"
Marisa stared at him for a few seconds, then stood up from the bench. He was staring at her intently. This was some sort of test. If she refused, would he spend the day with Candace tomorrow? She looked at his plump limp cock dangling down between his legs. She couldn't see anything on it in the semi-darkness, but undoubtedly it was covered with both Flex's and Candace's cum. She fell to her knees several feet from the black man and crawled the rest of the way between his legs.
Marisa kissed and nuzzled his cock, licking the head before bending down and taking it in her mouth. It was easy in it's softened state. She looked up at him quizzically. "Even I have my limits," said Flex. "Don't worry, it'll be fully charged for you tomorrow after I get a good night's sleep."
Marisa sucked on the limp end and it did plump up a little under her ministrations. Her belly growled in disappointment. She didn't want to just clean his cock off, she wanted a load of his cum in her belly. Marisa sucked harder, but there was little change. Finally, she let his limp cock fall from her mouth. It was clean now, but she wasn't ready to give up. "I'm in love Flex," she told him, still nuzzling his cock.
He sighed. "Here we go." Flex acted like he'd heard those words a hundred times before. He grimaced as he looked down at her. "We just fuck buddies, Isa. Don't fall for me."
Now it was her turn to look exasperated. "I'm not in love with you. You're a jerk." She smiled up at him as he looked down at her in shock. She kissed his cock head. "I'm in love with your big nigger cock." Success! It swelled and rose a little. "I loved your big black nigger cock the moment I saw it." His shaft was sticking straight out now. She licked the side. "The moment I had that nigger cock in my married white pussy, I became a slut for it. I'd do anything for your big black nigger cock, Flex." It was sticking straight up now. Marisa attacked it, sucking the head in her mouth and rapidly swallowing as much of his shaft as she could.
"Now that's what I'm talking about," said Flex, sitting back and opening his legs wider as he enjoyed his blow job. "You know how to treat nigger cock, Isa," he said as she swallowed his entire shaft down her throat. He sat up and leaned forward. His hand grabbed the back of her tee shirt and pulled it up. She felt the cool night air on her bare ass and then on her back. He bunched the shirt up just under her shoulders and reached under her to squeeze her dangling breasts. "I'm in love too," he said. "I love these big ol lily white titties of yours." He squeezed her breasts up to the nipples and then pinched her hard protuberances. Milk squirted down onto the sand.
Marisa moaned around a mouth stuffed full of cock. Ever since getting pregnant, her breasts were extra sensitive and seemed to have a direct line to her pussy. Milk wasn't the only thing dripping to the sand. Her arousal was leaking from her pussy and dripping down her clit. She wanted him in her again, but she wanted to taste his sperm too. She could taste his semen now, but it was old from his time with Candace, not the same as when his cock was pumping her mouth full of his hot seed. She could taste something else too and it could only have been Candace's pussy juices and cum. It didn't taste bad and she wouldn't have cared anyway. She wanted his cock in her mouth and it wouldn't have mattered how bad it tasted. If he hadn't showered in a week, she'd still be down on all fours cleaning off his funky tasting cock for him. She wasn't lying when she said, she loved it. She wasn't lying when she said he was a jerk either. She was lying when she said she didn't love him. She told him that yesterday in the throws of an orgasm. Her feelings were growing for Flex every time they got together. She didn't know if she'd ever love him as much as she loved John and Jack, but she did love him.
"Here it cums, baby," he grunted.
Candace nodded. She could tell. His cock was swelling up even bigger. She pulled back until only the head was in her mouth and she used both hands to jerk the shaft as rapidly as she could. His hot seed struck the back on her uvula. It sprayed across her tongue and she shuddered in delight, loving the taste of his sperm. Flex really was spent as this load didn't even completely fill her mouth. She rolled it around on her tongue before lovingly swallowing it while jerking the last few drops out onto her tongue.
"Awesome, baby," growled Flex.
"Thanks." Marisa put her hands on his knees and pushed herself to her feet. Flex sprang into action and leaned forward, planting kisses on both nipples before she managed to step back and pull the tee shirt down. He laughed and sat back in the chair. "You sure, you're going to be up for some more fun tomorrow?" she asked, looking down at the spent cock.
"It hasn't let me down yet," he replied.
"Good," she nodded. "Cause I want to suck your big nigger cock one more time." Marisa straddled his legs and sat down in his lap. "And I want to feel your big nigger cock shoved up my ass again." Marisa squealed as she felt his cock harden between her legs. "And I want at least two more loads of nigger sperm in my married white pussy." She leaned forwards and was surprised when he parted his lips for a kiss. They kissed passionately, tongue dueling. "You don't mind kissing me after I just sucked your cock," she whispered, teasingly.
"If you don't mind kissing me after I tongued Candace's pussy and ass hole earlier," he replied.
"Ass!" Marisa fake slapped him, then kissed him again. When she dismounted, his cock was half hard and dripping with her own juices from where she had straddled it. "Tomorrow, my love," she told his cock.
****************
"Rise and Shine," yelled Flex, banging on Grant and Candace's door before moving on to Marisa and John's. "Wakey, wakey."
"What's up?" asked Marisa, sticking her head out the door. She was already awake with the baby. John was in the shower.
"Dayumn gurl," said Flex, looking her up and down. "You look fine."
"You bet she does," agreed John, coming out of the bathroom with a towel around his waist. He looked at his wife appreciatively. Marisa was wearing a two piece green dress. It had spaghetti straps around the shoulders, showed off her ample cleavage, and stopped halfway down her ribcage to show off her sexy stomach and newly pierced navel. The skirt matched and stopped several inches above the knee. "What's up?" asked John moving beside his wife.
"I bought you guys an anniversary gift. Just a little something to say I appreciate your friendship."
"Nice of you, Flex, but what is it?" asked John.
"I chartered a boat to take you out diving to a reef."
John's eyes widened. "That sounds awesome."
Candace stepped out of her trailer. Marisa's eyes focused on her jealously. The model was wearing one of her smaller bikinis. The top squeezed her breasts together to give her cleavage. The bottom was a full panty, but it was skimpy and low cut. It was so low, Marisa was surprised that the tops of her pubes hadn't popped out. She was also wearing eyeliner and makeup. Candace looked like she was ready for a photo shoot. "What's going on?" she asked, moving up next to Flex and standing so close, their skin almost touched. "I can't get Grant out of bed."
"I chartered a boat for John and Isa's anniversary. You and Grant too. You know I don't like being stuck out on a boat, so I'm just gonna take a bike ride around Key West, but I hope you guys have a great time."
"I'm sure we will," said John excitedly.
"I don't know honey," said Marisa, frowning. "I don't want to have the baby out in the hot sun on the open water. Me neither for that matter. You know my skin."
"You're right. Thanks Flex, but I guess we shouldn't go," said John, looking disappointed.
"Don't worry about me John. I'll take Jack into Key West and we can go shopping. I want you to go and have a good time."
Flex looked sad. "Sorry Isa. I guess I wasn't thinking. John, you gotta go. The charter boat captain guarantees seeing rays, some sharks, and the reef even has a resident turtle."
"Wow!" said John. He looked over at his wife.
"I said go," argued Marisa. "Honestly, I'd be thrilled to spend some time alone with Jack playing tourist and shopping.
Grant stumbled out of his house. He was wearing only shorts. His hair was disheveled and he had a five o'clock shadow. "Oh god," he groaned. "Somebody turn the sun off." He pulled some shades out of his pant's pocket and put them on to cover his eyes. "What's all the noise?"
Flex filled Grant in on the boating trip and he perked up a little. "What about gear?"
"It's covered in the charter. Now the boat leaves in an hour so get moving.
The group began gathering their things together. Marisa was helping, but Jack suddenly got hungry and she had to pause to feed him. John apologized profusely, telling Marisa what a wonderful wife she was. He left her breast feeding Jack and joined Candace in Grant's car. Flex climbed on his motorcycle to lead them to the marina. Soon they were off.
Twenty minutes later, Flex was carrying Grant's cooler onto the boat. Candace was standing on the dock watching the men work. The charter captain, an old Cuban, was eyeing the blonde with delight. He usually didn't go out cruising with women of her caliber. Grant groaned as the boat rocked. "I swear Flex, I think you got me drunk on purpose last night just so I'd be miserable on this boat."
Flex threw back his head and laughed. "I can honestly swear I didn't get you drunk last night so that you'd be miserable today." The big black man turned and winked at Candace. "Now if you guys are ready, I'll be off." He went and straddled his bike. "Have fun." Flex started the engine and roared off.
Candace watched him go. There he goes, she thought. No doubt, he's going to give that big breasted whore a good fuck. Well I could use a good fuck too. Candace turned to her husband. "Grant, honey. This isn't really my thing you know."
"I know honey," said Grant. "I appreciate you being so understanding and all."
"Well then, would you mind if I skipped out and joined Marisa?"
"No, not at all. That is if you're sure. I will miss you."
"No you won't. You're going to be in the water the whole time, with that underwater digital camera of yours taking pictures and all I'd do is lay out on the deck and tan."
Grant looked sheepish. John jumped in. "Actually, I'd be happier knowing someone else was there to keep an eye on Marisa."



"I'll be happy to and I can help her with Jack. I enjoyed babysitting the other night."
They said their goodbyes. Candace kissed Jack while the old Cuban looked crestfallen to lose such a beautiful passenger. Candace waited on the dock until the boat pulled away and cleared some cypress trees with some pelicans in it entering the channel. Then she turned and hurried to her car. She hoped to intercept Flex before he got to Marisa. She wanted his nigger cock in her pussy as soon as possible.
*************
Flex's motorcycle roared up and cut off by his trailer. He looked around, but didn't see Marisa anywhere. He opened the door and stepped into his trailer and froze with delight. The stunning pale skinned red head was laying naked on his bed. "Baby's napping," she told him, nodding towards the baby monitor. "Lets hurry before he wakes up."
Flex's clothes were off in a second. He pulled his trunks down. He wasn't wearing his workout briefs. His cock was already springing up ready for action.
"Looks like that night's sleep worked," said Marisa, staring hungrily at his cock. She leaned up as he walked over to her, bending down to take his cock in her mouth. Once it was good and wet, she grabbed the mammoth member and guided it towards her hungry pussy. She rubbed the head along her slit and pulled him forwards. "Give me that big black nigger cock."
Flex growled and pushed forwards. It still took a bit for her pussy to give in to the pressure and open for the large purplish cock head, but it did and his cock slipped inside. He hunched over her then kissed her, pushing her back onto the bed. Flex fell on top of her, his powerful body embracing hers. He worked the end of his cock around in her pussy, pushing it deeper and deeper as he bent over her to kiss her. His fingers pinched her nipple as he slowly began fucking her. Marisa had her first orgasm of the day when his cock bottomed out in her pussy. "I love your cock so much," she moaned, kissing his neck.
"I know," he replied.
"Why didn't you tell me you had a vasectomy. I've been scared to death you might have knocked me up."
"Yet you kept right on fucking me."
"I couldn't resist after the first time. It feels so good when you cum in me."
"It's hotter when you think there's a risk. How did it feel knowing that I might be planting a black baby in that belly?"
"Hot," she agreed, writhing beneath him. "Scary, but hot."
"It is hot, Isa. Think how good looking our child would be. "I wish I could put a black baby in you." Flex lifted his upper torso off the bed with his strong arms. He started working his cock in and out of her faster.
Marisa's hip immediately leaped up into his thrusts. "I wish you could to."
"Then I'm gonna do it, Isa. I'm gonna put a nigger baby in your belly."
"Do it," she hissed. "Seed me." God, it was hot. "Plant your nigger baby in my womb, you big black stud."
"Here it cums, slut," he growled. "Here comes my seed."
"Do it! Seed me now!" Marisa grabbed his back so hard, she pulled herself off the bed just as Flex buried his cock in her to the root and the first strong load of his ejaculate started filling her womb. "AH AH AARRGGHH!!" she screamed as she came. This time was different as Flex didn't yank his cock out to shoot a few wads across her belly or chest like he seemed to enjoy. This time, he just held his cock still to make sure she got every last drop of his seed planted in her womb. His cock wasn't moving in and out of her, but she could still feel it bucking inside her, each leap sending more of his seed deep into her fertile womb. Each jerk of his cock seemed to prolong her own orgasm. Marisa grew weak and couldn't cling to him any longer. She dropped off his chest and fell to the bed. He lowered himself on top of her so that his cock didn't move much out of her pussy. When he was finally done ejaculating, her womb felt bloated it was so full of semen. Still Flex didn't remove his cock. He held it buried in her, plugging her full of his sperm. He was playing their little game of pretend impregnation to the maximum. When finally He started withdrawing his cock, her womb contracted as it pushed some of the sperm out. Marisa sighed in relief. Her head turned looking around Flex. "Oh shit!" she exclaimed.
Flex looked over his shoulder. "What are you doing here?"
Candace stared at them from Flex's doorway. "I told the guys that I was going to go shopping with Marisa," she exclaimed watching Flex slowly back off the red head. His cock was still a rock hard monster. Now it was shiny and wet in it's rampant state. Marisa's pussy was a gaping hole, slowly turning white as his semen began flooding from her well fucked pussy. "I was hoping for some more of that," she said, nodding towards Marisa's sperm filled vagina.
Flex approached the lovely blonde. "Well you're in luck then," he said, grabbing the back of her neck. He pushed her forwards. "That's still fresh." Flex pushed Candace down towards Marisa's pussy.
"Flex what are you...?" asked Marisa in shock as her friend's head was suddenly buried in her pussy. "AAHH!" she squealed as she felt Candace's tongue began lapping up sperm. "Candace?" she asked in alarm, but her only reply was a moan of contentment and Candace's tongue flickering between the folds of her labia before moving up to flicker over her distended clitoris. Of it's own volition, Marisa's crotch started lifting up into Candace's tongue.
Candace licked Flex's sperm from Marisa's pussy as rapidly as she could and the river of semen was turning from a flicker to a flood. Marisa's pussy had kept it hot and it tasted good and fresh. She worked her fingers into Marisa's pussy while sucking the red head's rather large bloated clitoris between her lips. Marisa, to Candace's intense satisfaction, had a large orgasm, her contractions forcing more sperm from her pussy. Isa even had one hand in Candace's blonde hair pulling her face deeper into her needy pussy. Neither Flex nor Marisa knew it, but this wasn't Candace's first time between a woman's legs. Candace had an encounter with her college roommate. Candace had woken from a deep sleep to find her roommate between her legs one night. It was too late for Candace to stop her and her roommate quickly brought her to orgasm. She then taught Candace how to please a woman and Candace had enjoyed giving as well as receiving so much, she feared she might be a lesbian. Both her parents and her religion taught that homosexuality was a sin, so Candace told her roommate that it was only a one time thing. They did it twice more. The next time Candace got so drunk at a party, her roommate had no trouble getting her into bed a second time. Their last encounter, Candace had been drunk again and horny. That time, she initiated the sex, kissing her startled roommate smack on the lips in the middle of a room full of delighted frat boys. The two women ran from the party and soon found themselves in the sixty-nine position on Candace's bed. There were no more encounters, but Candace often dreamed about her ex-roommate and sometimes other women including other models she worked with and often Marisa. In her dreams, she was often the man shoving his spear into the woman. Sometime when making love to Grant, she even fantasized that she was her husband. Now, years later, Candace found herself between Marisa's legs, looking up her sexy white undulating belly to her magnificent milk-laden breasts and her beautiful face moaning in ecstasy and Candace realized she was fully bisexual.
Flex was pleasantly surprised to see Candace give in to going down on her friend so quickly. Women usually did what he said in the long run, but not only had Candace gone down without argument, but she appeared to be good at it. Marisa had looked on in horror at first, but now her entire body was writhing sinuously under Candace's skillful ministrations. "Now that's what I'm talking about," said Flex, pulling Candace's bikini bottoms down her ass and legs to the floor. He stepped behind her and lined his black cock up with Candace's pussy. It was soaking wet and looked ready for him as he pushed his cock into her. Candace grunted, her face pushing hard into Marisa's pussy. He reached up and untied the string around her neck. Candace's bikini top fell to the floor leaving her as naked as Marisa. He grabbed her hips and began fucking her pussy from behind. He looked at his friend's two wives. This wasn't his first threesome, nor even his second or third, but he couldn't recall ever having two hotter women before. This was going to be a good day.
Marisa came hard in Candace's face. "No more," she whispered. Her genitals had turned so sensitive they couldn't take much more. Now, with Flex behind Candace fucking her steadily, Candace's tongue was pushing deep inside Marisa's pussy with each pounding of Flex's cock. "No more," she said, louder.
Candace heard her this time. She raised her head out of Marisa's pussy. Marisa saw that the pretty blonde's mouth and chin were soaked. She looked up at Flex. He winked at her. She looked back down at Candace. Grant's wife appeared drunk with pleasure. Her eyes were lidded and she had a dull smile on her face. Candace bent her head down and kissed the red patch of pubic hair between Marisa's legs. Flex's thrusts were pushing the blonde forwards. Candace licked and kissed under Marisa's belly button and then kissed her navel itself, putting her lips right on the green emerald. Her mouth and tongue moved up Marisa's rib cage to her swollen breasts and erect nipples. Marisa moaned as Candace took a hard nipple into her mouth. The red head felt milk spray from her breasts into Candace's mouth. This only encouraged Candace to suck harder. Marisa groaned and placed her hand in Candace's hair, holding her to her breast, though her head was thrust forward with each stab of Flex's cock. Marisa had never fantasized about a woman or even dreamed she'd ever be doing something like this, but pleasure was pleasure and Candace knew what she was doing. Their soft bodies felt good smashed together. It wasn't long before Flex had pushed Candace fully on top of Marisa. Their heights were close to each other. Flex's heavy testicles began slapping against Marisa's pussy as he fucked Candace. The blonde brought her lips down to Marisa's. Marisa fought it at first, keeping her lips tightly closed, but she gave in, opening her mouth and letting Candace's tongue inside to duel with her own tongue. Just as Candace was cumming, Marisa had a small orgasm as Flex's balls kept smacking her sensitive labia and clitoris. He'd just managed to get two women off at the same time.
Flex saw them kissing. It was too much for the black man. "Here it comes Candy. I'm gonna seed that pussy good."
Candace had been softly moaning as she passionately kissed Marisa. Her moans grew. Marisa opened her eyes to see that Candace's eyes were wide open. Candace sucked Marisa's lower lip into her mouth and softly screamed in delight. Marisa felt hot fluid dripping onto her crotch from Candace's pussy. Candace suddenly arched her back, releasing Marisa's lips and cried, "Give me your nigger cum...ming! AAAHHH!" She buried in head in the pillow next to Marisa's head. Marisa watched Flex over Candace's shoulder. The black man's cock appeared, rampant and swollen in all it's glory rising up above Candace's ass. She watched the eye open and a long string of his white sperm shot forth from the head. Marisa closed her eyes just as the end of the strand fell down on her forehead and across her face. Another strand fell on her lips and Flex's grunts assured her that even more of his semen was covering Candace's back. Marisa's tongue came out to lick the sperm around her mouth. She raised her hand to wipe some semen off her eyelids before she could open them again. Flex pushed the two women apart and then laid down between them. They both leaned into him, their naked bodies pressed into his, their hands feeling his huge chest as they came down from their orgasmic high.
After a short rest, Candace's stomach growled. "Hungry?" asked Flex. "Why don't you go down and rustle up some black sausage to eat."
"Yum," she purred, "Gladly." Candace kissed down the black man's chest, moving her lips towards his giant cock.
"You too, Isa," he said.
"Yes, Flex," she replied.
Marisa moved her body down to the foot of the bed and sidled up next to Candace. The blonde had the tip of Flex's cock in her mouth and it was rejuvenating rapidly. Candace grabbed the base and pushed his cock up so that she could move her mouth down to lick his balls. Marisa saw her opportunity and leaned over to suck on the end of Flex's cock.
For the next twenty minutes, the two married women shared the thirteen inch black cock between them. Marisa was slightly miffed that Candace had joined them, she had wanted Flex all to herself for most of the day and she hadn't wanted to share sucking on his cock with anyone, but she had to admit, Candace was very generous with it. The blonde would suck on it, taking his shaft deep down her throat and then pull it free of her mouth, aiming the huge cock over to Marisa who then mirrored what Candace had been doing.
During one of Marisa's turns, she had managed to swallow the whole shaft to the root, when she felt one of Candace's fingers teasing her pussy. Candace proceeded to finger her for a good five minutes while Marisa bobbed her head over Flex's shaft. She began to choke and needed a break so Marisa quit sucking and pointed the enormous cock over towards Candace. Marisa then decided to return the favor and moved her fingers over to Candace's pussy. She'd never done anything like this before, but then this weekend had been full of first time experiences. The heat and wetness of Candace's pussy surprised the red headed woman. Candace seemed thrilled to have Marisa fingering her and humped Marisa's fingers like wild until she actually had a small orgasm that was still strong enough to make her gag on Flex's cock.
"Gonna cum, girls," groaned Flex.
Candace had just passed his cock back to Marisa. Marisa started bobbing her head faster knowing her reward was coming. She could feel the giant shaft hardening and the head was swelling as his orgasm approached. She pulled her head back wanting his load in her mouth. Candace had one hand on his shaft jerking it as fast as she could so Marisa used her hands to fondle his balls.
Flex's cock erupted.
Candace waited until Marisa's cheeks bulged out before she yanked his cock over to her own mouth. It erupted between the two women before the head found it's way into Candace mouth and continued ejaculating across her tongue. She swallowed two loads before Marisa had managed to wrap her hands around the shaft and pulled it free. His cock cleared Candace's mouth and blew a load in her face before Marisa had gotten her lips around the head. Candace pulled it back, but Marisa fought her this time. They ended up cheek to cheek while Flex's cock shot it's last three wads into both their faces. Finally, Candace relaxed and Marisa leaned forward to lick the remaining cum off his cock head. Candace was generous again, jerking his shaft so that a few more squirts of his seed filled Marisa's mouth.
Candace bent down and licked his shaft while Marisa didn't want to relinquish the head. Candace licked upwards forcing Marisa to back off a little. They ended up sharing the head, both their tongues licking the swollen black helmet. Their tongues danced around each other and then they were kissing again while Flex's cock head bobbed beside their cheeks. The kiss was passionate and only broken when Candace pulled back to lick some of the sperm from Marisa's nose and then her cheeks and lips. Marisa did the same, cleaning Candace's face with her tongue. Flex's sperm was now cold, but it was still good.
"Why don't you two get cleaned up," said Flex. "You can use my shower."
"Alright," said Marisa. "You can go first Candace."
"It'll be quicker if we shower together, said Candace pulling Marisa to her feet and towards the bathroom.
Candace grabbed a bar of soap and started running it all over Marisa's body the second they were under the hot water. The shower was tight and the women were forced to press their bodies together. Candace's hard nipples were pushing against Marisa's. Marisa still wasn't bi or gay, but the physical contact was nice. Candace's soft feminine body felt good to touch and caress. This time Marisa pulled her tight and kissed her. Candace moaned from the passion of Marisa's kiss. Their lips parted. "Please say we can get together again for some more fun?" Candace's eyes pleaded with her.
"I... I'd like that," said Marisa.
"Thank you," said Candace kissing her. "Maybe a girls only weekend. Just you and me." She kissed her again. "I can bring a big dildo." She kissed her again. "I'll get a big strap on black dildo." She kissed her. "Maybe I could fuck you with it."
Marisa was shocked by how kinky Candace was turning out to be. She pictured the gorgeous blonde kneeling between her legs with a plastic black cock that looked just like Flex's strapped to her pussy. "Maybe," she said, thinking about it.
The curtain pulled open. "I wanna watch this," said Flex, standing in the doorway.
Candace slipped behind Marisa so that the red head was facing Flex. She reached around the new mother and cupped Marisa's breasts. "You like these big white breasts?" asked Candace before kissing Marisa's neck.
"I sure do," said Flex, approvingly.
"And these big hard nipples?" Candace pinched and tugged on Marisa's nipples. A little milk came out, but Flex couldn't notice through the shower spray. "Is your big nigger cock getting hard again looking at this white body?" Candace ran the palm of one hand down Marisa's smooth pale white body and across her sexy belly. Her fingers ran across Marisa's red pubic hairs, now darker from being wet. "And this hot pussy?" Marisa gasped as Candace's fingers slipped over her clit. "I see your big nigger cock is ready!"
Flex's cock was sticking straight out again. "Get your white asses back on the bed, sluts," he ordered.
Marisa and Candace stepped out of the shower. They dried each other off. They were heading back to the bed where Flex was lying, holding his cock up when Jack started crying through the baby monitor. "Shit!" said Marisa. "He's hungry." She bent down to get her dress.
"Leave it," ordered Flex. "I want you to stay naked."
"But?" Marisa looked at him. His expression was serious. She opened the door and peered out. Their trailers were arranged in little cul-de-sacs and no one would see her. "Alright," she said, flicking the switch on the baby monitor so that they could have a two way conversation if need be. She slipped out the door, feeling the hot sun strike her bare skin. Her fair white skin hadn't tanned despite wearing little but the small bikini all weekend, but then she was diligent with her sunscreen. The sun had brought out some freckles though. They were appearing on her cheeks and the tops of her breasts. She walked nude from Flex's cabin, past the grill, the picnic table and up to her trailer.
Jack reached for her breasts the moment she picked him up. He needed changing too, but for now he was just hungry. She flickered a nipple across his lips until he latched on and started sucking. "WHOA!" The sound came from the monitor and Marisa glanced at it. "Wrong hole," came Candace's voice. "Shut up," said Flex. "It's too big for that," complained Candace. "Isa took me, you can too." "Jesus, just go easy ok?"
"Aargh!! OHGOD! It hurts!" "You ain't a true slut until you've had a nigger cock in every hole, Candy."
Marisa listened intently as Flex broke Candace's ass in. She was jealous again as she'd wanted to experience anal sex one more time. She did take some pride in the fact that Candace was having a harder time taking the thick shaft, but then her ass was a lot bonier then Marisa's. It took awhile, but the sobs and groans were turning to moans. "fuck." Marisa had to crane her neck to hear as Candace's words were so soft. "fuck. Fuck. Do it. Fuck my ass. FUCK MY ASS! Shove that big nigger cock deep. I fucking love it. Fuck my white ass with that big black cock."



Marisa changed Jack. He reached back up for her nipple, but his attempts were half hearted and his eyes were lidded. "I'm a true slut now, Flex. I've taken you in every hole and I like it. I'm your slut. Keep fucking your white slut's ass." SLAP "Spank your slut, nigger." SLAP "OHGOD" SLAP "Spank my slut ass, master." SLAP
Marisa fixed the diaper. Jack was asleep. She put him back down in the playpen and boldly walked naked across the yard. She opened the door to Flex saying, "Here it comes, slut."
"Fill my ass with your nigger cum, master," screamed Candace.
Marisa stared at the couple. Candace's ass cheeks were now bright red. The black man had nearly eight inches of cock buried into her ass. Flex had his eyes closed and was gritting his teeth, clearly cumming. As was his habit, he pulled back and yanked his cock out. The rampant shaft sprang up and launched a long string of semen from the back of Candace's blonde hair down to the small of her back and onto her ass cheeks. He jerked a few more strands out and then collapsed on the bed. Candace fell on her arms, ass sticking up in the air. Marisa noticed she had one hand between her legs and was slowly diddling her clit as Flex's sperm started welling up in her ass to trickle down to her pussy and fingers.
"I'm about spent, ladies," said the exhausted black man.
Marisa walked over to the bed. "One more time," she said, straddling him. His cock hadn't shrunk yet and she lifted it up lowering her needy pussy over it. "I want you in me one more time."
"Jesus Isa," he groaned. "I'm only human."
"No your not," she replied, riding him. "You're a god. Let me worship your black cock with my white pussy, master."
"FUCK!" he groaned, slamming his hips up into her descending pussy. "Now that's what I'm talkin about."
Marisa rode him hard, leaning forwards so that he could wrap his black lips around her erect nipples. "I want your black seed in my womb again," she moaned. "I want your nigger cum. Give me your cum, master."
"You'll get it slut," he growled. Flex's eyes suddenly widened in surprise. "That's it lick my balls."
Marisa glanced behind her. Candace had moved over and had her face down on the bed, licking Flex's splayed out scrotum. She licked and kissed up the base of Flex's shaft. Marisa leaned forwards, burying her boobs in Flex's face. The tip of his cock was spreading her pussy lips out as she slowly fucked just the tip. She felt Candace's tongue between her ass cheeks and then her tongue was sliding across the exposed part of Flex's cock head and Marisa's labia. The tongue teased her, moving out of the way when Marisa started riding Flex again. Candace's tongue moved up between her ass cheeks, teasing her anus. Both Flex and Marisa groaned.
Marisa slammed her pussy down over Flex's cock, grinding their crotches together. Then she leaned forward and teased him again, fucking just the tip. Candace's tongue returned to their conjoined crotches, licking off their combined juices. This went on for awhile. Marisa had several orgasms. "More Flex. More. Please tell me we can fuck again."
"We'll fuck again. I plan of fucking both of ya whenever I can."
"I'm your slut, Flex," screamed Marisa. She came hard, collapsing on his crotch.
"Prepare to get seeded, slut." He still needed a few more strokes to get it out, but Marisa had collapsed. He lifted her up easily, bucking his hips up into her.
"All of it," she whispered in his ear. "I want every last drop inside me."
Marisa got her wish. He came and she had one final giant orgasm as she felt him seeding her pussy with his sperm. He should have been drained dry by this point, but it still felt like he was hosing her insides with a gallon's worth of semen. She had the fleeting thought that she should thank god that he's had a vasectomy for he surely would have impregnated her this weekend if he hadn't. But she also knew that she was hooked. Even if he were fertile, she would have kept right on fucking him. The pleasure of fucking him bareback and feeling his ejaculate in her womb was worth any consequences. Marisa collapsed on his chest.
Marisa came to her senses. She was laying on his hard chest, his plump cock still in her, but it had gone soft. Candace had sidled up next to Flex and was cradled in his arm. Marisa sat up a little, arching her back and Flex's lips quickly found her right nipple. He started licking and sucking her erect nipple, her milk squirting in his mouth. She was surprised when Candace joined him. The blonde also wrapped her lips around Marisa's left nipple and started sucking. She moaned and started shaking. Flex's cock still stuffed her pussy though it had gone soft. She couldn't help herself. The pleasure from having her pussy stuffed full of cock, from the pleasure radiating out from her sensitive nipples, and the sheer relief she was feeling in her breasts and the pressure from all her milk abated had her cumming one last time. Flex and Candace sensed she was done and they both released her nipples, their heads falling back on the pillows. Marisa wriggled herself free. His cock plopped out, followed by a flood of his semen. She rolled off him and snuggled up in his other arm. She and Candace ran their hands lovingly all over his hard chest.
"I could use another load," purred Candace, fondling his cock. It hung limp over her hand. It was still thirteen inches long and as thick as her wrist, but it was soft as a noodle, wet and sticky from all his and Marisa's cum.
"Enough ladies," he said. "I'm spent. You drained my balls dry with that last fuck, Isa."
"My pleasure," she moaned. "And I mean that."
"Besides, you need to go get cleaned up to go pick up your husbands."
"When can we fuck again?" asked Candace.
"Me too."
"I'll come by when I can. I can probably visit you Isa about once a month. You're a little more out of the way. Candy."
"Damn! What about next month? Aren't Grant and John going fishing for a weekend?"
"Yeah, they invited me, but I got a competition." Flex sighed.
Candace and Marisa were both running their hands over the black man's bulging muscular chest. Candace slid her hand over to Marisa's and held it. "Maybe we can get together that weekend?"
"Alright," said Marisa, feeling Candace squeeze her hand in response. They continued to hold hands.
"I don't think I can live with seeing you only once a month." Marisa kissed one of his muscles.
"Me neither. I need you now." Candace kissed him too.
"My oh my," he said. "I got a couple of addicts on my hands."
"Once you've had Flex..." reminded Marisa.
Flex chuckled. "If you need it that bad, you might want to think about spreading them legs for some other niggas then."
"You're not suggesting?" Candace asked.
"I am. Now there's no other niggas out there like me, but if either of you know any brothers, big build, big feet, acting like the own everything. They'll take care of those horny white pussies for ya."
"There's this lawyer at the office," said Marisa. She was a legal aid in a law firm, but was on extended maternity leave. She and John were working out whether or not she should resign entirely and be a stay at home mom or send Jack to daycare.
"Is he a big guy?"
"He's big, ex-pro football player. Good looking too, but he's almost sixty. He's a real flirt with all the ladies even though he's married. He's come on to me a couple times, but I thought it was unprofessional."
"You should fuck him," said Flex.
"No, I couldn't," she replied. Maybe. I have his number. Could I? He'd be discreet.
"You're lucky Marisa," laughed Candace. "The only big black guy I know works for the agency and he's no model."
"What is he?" asked Flex.
"He does odd jobs for us. I think he's got a mild case of Downs. The agency hired him through some firm that seeks to place handicapped people. He's huge and does a lot of heavy lifting and some janitorial work. I don't know if he's even ever had sex."
"There's a brother that needs some white pussy bad then."
"Probably, but he's not very good looking and he's in his fifties."
"Fuck him anyway," said Flex.
"I'll wait for you," she replied, but Candace was already thinking about the janitor. He was an all around big guy. Gentle as a rabbit, but he was huge. He had a big head, thick neck, big arms, and Candace was sure he would have something big under his work trousers too.
Marisa broke her grip with Candace's hand and slid hers down Flex's stomach to his penis. She hefted the thick slab of dark meat. "You sure you've had enough?" she asked, stroking his cock.
"Hey! If that thing gets hard, it's my turn," complained Candace.
Flex's cock did seem to plump up a little, but it didn't harden. "See, I guess I'm just a man after all," he said.
"Yeah, but you're a real man with a real man's cock and you know how to use it," sighed Marisa. Jack started crying through the monitor.
"You call this a real man?" asked Candace. "Why he's only managed to get it up five times today and he's only managed to satisfy two women. A real man would be good for another dozen or so times."
"You want me to spank that white ass again?" asked Flex.
"Maybe," giggled Candace.
"I'd better go," said Marisa as Jack's cries grew louder. "I need to clean up and I think the baby's going to be active for awhile."
"You better go too Candy," said Flex. "The boat should be docking soon and Grant and John will need a lift back.
Candace stood and retrieved her bikini. Both women were still messy and needed showers. Neither dressed not wanting to mess up their clothes. Marisa opened the door and peeked out to make sure no one was around. "Girls," said Flex before they left. They turned to look at him. "This had been fun. I love you both."
"I love you too," said Candace and Marisa together before running out.
****************
Grant and John returned from their trip thrilled and happy. They'd seen barracuda, nurse sharks, a large sting ray, and numerous tropical fish. They were already talking about coming back next year and doing it again. Candace told them that Marisa and she had just as much fun without them and the guys were delighted that the two women were getting along so well and openly endorsed them having girls only weekends. The five friends went out to dinner in Key West and splurged on an expensive seafood dinner. Grant and John paid Flex's tab to thank him for such a fun day.
Later, they group sat around a pit fire between their trailers and laughed and talked. They drank, but none of them overindulged as tomorrow's drive home would be a long day.
The next morning while they were loading their cars, the landlord pulled up followed by another car. Flex watched with interest as three women got out of the car. They were blondes and appeared to be a mother and twin daughters. "Sorry, don't mean to rush ya," said the landlord. He was an aging Key West hippie with long gray hair pulled back in a ponytail, thin, tattooed, and very tan. "My guests got an earlier flight to avoid the blizzard about to hit the Midwest." He turned to the mother. "I trust this will be satisfactory?"
The mother looked around. "You betcha," she said with a Minnesota twang.
"Lets go check out the beach," said one of the girls.
"Okay, let's do it," said the mom.
"I'll get the linens changed while you're gone," said the landlord. He took the keys from John and Grant, handing one set to the mom and another to the twins. The three women ran to the trailers.
Flex fingered his keys and watched the women go. He glanced at the newcomers' car. It was a rental, probably from Miami International. They had some brochures on the dash, coral castle, theater of the sea on Islamorada, and the Miami Metro zoo. "No husband?" he asked.
The hippie paused as he gathered some fresh bed sheets from the back of his car. "She said something about her husband being stationed oversees."
The twins reemerged quickly and Flex's eyes zoomed in on them. They looked eighteen, both with long blonde hair and blue eyes. They didn't appear to be identical, but were close enough that strangers wouldn't be able to tell them apart. The girls were wearing modest bikinis that they both filled out impressively. Their tits were as big as Marisa's and bounced when the two girls locked arms and jumped up and down excitedly. They were the kind of pale white he loved. Both girls as pale as Marisa, but it was a winter pale and they would probably have nice tans by the end of their week. His mind raced. High school seniors. Stunning. Popular. Probably cheerleaders. Probably dating the two most popular boys in school, football players. Only fucked their boyfriends or maybe one other guy before them. They plan on being together with their boyfriends forever, but the girls will dump them when they move on to college and encounter other boys. Number of niggas in their high school? Slim to none. They needed some integration immediately and then come college, they'd seek out some black cock to satisfy them.
Mom came out of her trailer and Flex's cock extended an inch. She was more demure then her daughters, not willing to walk around in just a bikini, she had an open men's button down shirt over her bikini. The mom was probably forty, but looked younger. Her blonde hair had some faded patches, gray that blended in with her natural color. She threw her head back up to the sun, her shirt fell open. Her bosom was huge, larger then Marisa's, EE's he guessed. Her bikini top was actually quite modest, but she had so much tit flesh, it looked small. The outlines of large areola were visible through the bikini top. Those udders probably would have sagged down, but for the tight bikini top. He forced himself to lower his gaze from her swollen white tits and took in her torso. The woman was very fit. With her back arched, he could make out her abdominals and some musculature. Her belly was as flat as her daughters and there wasn't even a slight bulge under her navel. She put her arms up in her hair, enjoying the warm sun. There wasn't even any loose skin hanging off her arms. Her legs were long, fit, and well toned. Other then her breasts, the only extra fat on her was in the plump ass, he'd seen as she walked to her cabin. Perfect for grabbing on to when he pulled her back into his thrusting cock.
His mind analyzed her just as it had her daughters. When it came to sizing up women, his brain worked like a regular Sherlock Holmes. Married young, probably high school boyfriend. He took her virginity and was the only man she's ever been with. She's lonely, frustrated. She peaked sexually and hubby hasn't been around to take care of her needs. Takes out her sexual frustrations with exercise. Probably has a vibrator in her nightstand drawer and uses it once or twice a week, crying and thinking about her husband as she fucks herself with it. There was a store in Miami called the BBC LOVERS BOUTIQUE. He'd buy her a foot long black dildo to replace the little one in her drawer. It wouldn't satisfy her any longer once Flex got his cock in her and he would get his cock in her.
"I have a shoot in Miami in five days," said Flex, watching the three newcomers head down the path to the beach. "I was gonna get a room in Miami and hang out in the city, but now..." He turned to the hippie. "Is my cabin available if I extend my stay a week?"
"Sure is," said the hippie.
"Lets do it then," said Flex with a grin still watching the three blondes walk down the beach trail.
"Which one, mother or one of the daughters?" asked John.
"Yes," replied Flex.
"Lets get going," said Grant. "Good luck Flex. Not going to get far with that lot. Mom's married and the girls are too young."
Candace snorted beside her husband. He glanced at her, but she just pretended her nose was itching. She glanced at Marisa and the two shared a knowing grin. Neither woman doubted that he would have banged all three by the end of the week. The twins would probably be his next threesome.
They all said their goodbyes. John and Grant shook each others and Flex's hand. Candace hugged Flex as did Marisa. Marisa had come a long way from the woman who hadn't wanted to even touch his black skin a few days ago. Now she didn't want to let go. Now she wanted him to lift her in his arms and lower her over his stiff cock. "Here, use this," she whispered handing him the Iron Man magazine with Flex on the cover, showing the huge bulge in his crotch. "Leave it on the picnic table for them to find. Put ideas in their heads." She winked up at him.
"Marisa, you are a delight," he told her, kissing her on the forehead and then quickly on the lips as the others got into their cars.
Marisa climbed in next to John and they drove off. "Promise me you'll wear that for some of the guys back home," said John, looking over at her. His friends knew she had big tits, but they also falsely believed she was dumpy.
Marisa laughed. She was keeping her promise to him to show off some more of her body. She wore short shorts to show off her legs and a belly baring halter top. Sunlight through the car window made her emerald piercing glisten. "I promise," she replied, picturing his friends ogling her, but then her thoughts turned to a certain black lawyer she worked with. "I might even do better then that."
"Holy shit," said John as his wife yanked the halter off over her head. She then opened the clasp on her bra and removed it. His buxom wife was now riding topless down the oversees highway.
Marisa looked at her swollen nipples before pulling the halter top on back over her tits. "Stupid bra keeps rubbing my nipples. I hope Jack gets thirsty soon, they're feeling heavy."
"I'm a little thirsty myself," replied John. Marisa's phone went off. "Who is that?" he asked.
Marisa checked her cell. "Text from Lola. I sent her one when we got here saying I was sorry about her and Flex and missed her." Marisa read a little more. "She misses us too and wishes she could have met Jack. Umm.. Don't feel bad about her and Flex. Umm.. She still loves the big asshole, but he couldn't stay faithful."
"She knew that," said John. "She was the other woman once."
"Yeah, she says here, It's not so much the cheating," Marisa felt the color drain from her already pale face. "As it is his obsession with knocking up white woman."
"You okay honey?" asked John.
"Yeah fine," she replied, faking a smile. "I'm just shocked to find out what kind of man Flex is." He's a real man, that's what kind of man he is.
"Yeah, there's something wrong with him up here," said John, tapping his head with his finger. "He knocked up three girls back in college. Told me he poked holes in his condoms so that they'd pop. Two of the girls ended up dropping out to raise babies."
"And you're friends with this guy?" she asked. John just shrugged. Marisa looked down at her phone. "Lola says Flex knocked up her best friend, Melissa."
"Oh yeah, another female bodybuilder."
"Swore to her that he'd had a... OHMYGOD!"
"What?" asked John in alarm.
"He is an asshole," said Marisa, hoping John was paying attention to the road and not to how much her hands were shaking. "He told Melissa that he'd had a vasectomy."
"You sure you're okay?"
"I'm fine," she snapped. "Just pull over soon. My boobs are aching and I need to feed Jack."
Marisa stared out the window at the passing palm and cypress trees and the beautiful clear blue water. A tear rolled down one cheek as she thought of Flex. He had sent load after load of his apparently potent seed directly into her womb this weekend and she was right between periods, her most fertile time. Candace and her own periods were closely synced too. The thin blonde was holding off on pregnancy for career reasons. Stretch marks and weight gain could cost her a fortune and now Candace had taken billions of his sperm into her fertile womb. My god, she thought. I just helped enable him to fuck that mom and her twins!



Marisa lowered her arm and placed one open hand over her womb. She wondered if there was life growing there. She was almost certain of it. She thought of Flex's cock and how good it felt, especially when it was cumming in her womb. Thinking about him made her horny. What a man! What a cock! That mom and her twins were lucky that Flex wanted to fuck them and put babies in their bellies. They owed her. So did Candace. Marisa rubbed her womb and smiled.
No regrets.
THE END
Author's Note: Some inspiration for Flex Appeal came from the story "Beach Teasing Goes Too Far" by Oppy-N-Rose which may be found at eroticstories. I used the names Marisa and John to honor one of my favorite authors over at literotica named Chassuer11 who always uses those names. The character of Candace is based on South African model, Candace Swanepoel, a Victoria's Secret model. The black motorcycle gang that appears near the beginning is the same gang from my story, "The Flag Girls Get Fucked." I thought about including the Flag Girls with the gang, but the timing was wrong. It's a shame because Flex would gladly have taken part in the Flag Girl's gang bang, but sadly that event happened mid-week and this story is set over a weekend. The BBC LOVERS BOUTIQUE is also mentioned in "Flag Girls."
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"But Joe, it's our annibirthery!" complained Annie.
"I know, I know," apologized her husband from the other end of the phone. "I asked Clancy, but he said there's no way I could get off this weekend."
"Dammit Joe! I was really looking forward to spending some time with my husband."
"I know Ann. I'll make it up to you just as soon as this job's done."
"It's not just our annibirthery. I'm starting to ovulate and you know what that means?"
"No dear, what does that mean?" he lied, knowing exactly what it meant. He just wanted to hear her say it and his penis extended an inch the second his lovely wife mouthed the words.
"I'm getting horny."
"I'd love to help with that problem, but I'm stuck here," he said. Annie had always had an amazing sex drive. It completely matched his own male sex drive early in their relationship, they had sex every time they went on a date. Annie didn't even mind if he came over just for sex after a night drinking with his friends. Annie liked it because Joe often got the opposite of whiskey dick. He tended to last a long time after drinking. Once they got married, they had sex nearly every night for the first year. Then Joe got sick of condoms and Annie went on the pill. Her sex drive diminished by about 90%. She still enjoyed it, but now after three years of marriage, she could take it or leave it and they only had sex about once a week. This all changed when she went off the pill so that they could try to start a family. Her sex drive came back like a runaway freight train. She was hornier then ever, sex when they went to bed and morning sex before he left for work. Her sex drive now outpaced his own and his horny librarian wife plumb wore him out. He started looking forwards to these jobs away so that he could rest and recuperate. It got worse as she came into her fertile period and unfortunately, their free time hadn't lined up so that he could take care of her. The few times, they'd made love close to her fertile cycle, just hadn't took.
"Fine," she said. "Just work extra hard and try to get back to me as soon as possible."
"Still going to be at least a week," said Joe. "I better get going. Bye, I love you."
"I love you too. We'll celebrate our annibirthery as soon as you get back. Happy birthday and happy anniversary."
Joe smiled. "Happy Anniversary and happy birthday," he replied. Both he and Annie were twenty-five. Tomorrow was his birthday and he would turn twenty-six. Annie would turn twenty-six two days later. They had decided to get married the day between their birthdays and they had made their annibirthery a three day celebration ever since. "Love you."
"You too, bye." She hung up the phone. "Shit!" she growled, looking at herself in the mirror. The pretty face staring back at her at tears running down her cheeks from beneath her black glasses. Annie hated to admit it, but the tears weren't from her husband missing their three day annibirthery, but from her growing need to have a penis shoved inside her. Her arousal was getting bad and growing worse by the day. She was fidgety, jumpy, and ill tempered, snapping at her coworkers and some of the library's patrons. Worse, she was starting to size every man she saw up, wondering how he looked naked and even getting a little flirty with some of them. It didn't even matter the man, as long as it was male. She batted her eye lashes at the sixty year old custodian and even giggled at one of her regular patrons attempts to hit on her. He was a single dad and a lech that all the other librarians found creepy. Annie swore that if things got any worse, she was going to have to buy herself a dildo and the thought of substituting a plastic penis for her husband's nice and hard six incher repulsed her.
Annie went back out to work the circulation desk. She was the youngest employee. The director was in her fifties and every other employee or volunteer was in their sixties. Being the youngest and best looking in the library had her getting most of the male attention. This was how she met Joe Whyte actually. He'd come in looking to get a library card so he could start checking out audio books as his construction job had him traveling some and he could listen to them while he worked. She helped him get his card and showed him the audio section. Much to her surprise, he asked her to dinner. Annie checked him out. He was sandy haired, good looking, and appeared fit. She liked any guy that enjoyed books. She was casually dating another man at the time, a rather mousy nerd, but with a nice intellect. The nerd was just lousy in bed. He just couldn't handle seeing Annie's killer body and ripe bosom. He never lasted more then a few minutes, though his recovery time was pretty good. The problem was her sex drive had kicked in a few years earlier when her last boyfriend took her virginity. He'd been better then the nerd, but not by much. She needed more. "Library closes at 6:00," she told Joe. "I'll be waiting outside."
Joe was waiting and their dinner went well. They seemed to hit it off immediately. "May I ask what prompted you to ask me out?" she asked.
Joe leaned back in his chair and sipped his beer while he stared at her. "Well, you're very pretty," he said. She smiled and blushed a little. He wasn't lying. Annie had a very attractive face. Her skin was extremely pale and she had piercing blue eyes that looked back at him through the lenses of her dark rimmed glasses. Her hair was long and mostly straight with a few stray curls. She had it tied back in a pony tail. She was stunning in a sexy librarian fashion. "You seemed nice when you were helping me. I felt we had a connection." His date seemed to like that. Her body was dumpy, her top pushing out to hide a chubby belly, but there was a very promising swell to her breasts. They looked huge, DD's at least and Joe was a breast man. He'd take big breasts on a fat girl over a flat chest on a sexy model any day. He found out that night exactly how wrong he was about her body.
Joe was very surprised once they were back at his car when Annie grabbed his shirt and pulled him down to her face to kiss her. He was surprised, but pleased. He kissed back and her hand resting on his thigh while he drove home had him stomping on the gas. They were holding each other and kissing while he unlocked his door. He practically carried her inside. The large breasts pressing into his chests were driving him crazy. He set her down and broke the kiss. Without moving from his spot by the door, he just pointed and spoke quickly. "Let me show you my house. Living room, kitchen, bathroom, laundry, guest room, hallway, master bath, and..." He grabbed her hand and led her to his bedroom. "Master bedroom." Annie giggled. They kissed their way into his bedroom and as they made their way to the bed. He sat down heavily on the bed and she stepped back to pull her dress off. Joe nearly came in his pants when he saw exactly what she had been hiding under her frumpy dress. She wasn't chubby at all! Annie was built like a fucking stripper! Her belly and waist were thin. She had the sexiest belly he'd ever seen on a woman, mostly flat, but with womanly swell under her navel and above her hips. Her underwear was modest, but her bra and panty were black and looked sexy against her pale white skin. Once they were married and she became Annie Whyte, he nicknamed her "Snow" because of her pale skin and dark hair. The bra looked like it was straining under the pressure from her big bosom. She unhooked the bra and her magnificent rack sprang free. Her nipples were already hard and the fattest longest nipples he'd ever seen. They were as big around as a nickel and probably ¾" long. Her areola were only the size of a quarter making them almost all nipple. They were a rosy pink color and Joe couldn't take his eyes off them until she stepped out of her panty and he saw her rather hairy black bush as raven dark as the hair on her head. Joe stripped as quickly as he could and she seemed just as pleased with his fit construction worker's body. "Condom?" she asked unleashing her tied up hair. His date had just gone from librarian to porn star in under a minute though she kept her glasses on. He liked that.
Joe opened his dresser drawer. He slid back as she straddled his lower legs. "I like your penis," she told him, taking him in her mouth. He gasped loving the feeling of her hot mouth on his dick, but she wasn't here to suck him off. Once he was good and hard, she opened the condom packet and rolled the rubber down his penis. She straddled his crotch and held his stiff penis up to the entrance to a pussy that was already giving off a lot of heat. She pushed her pussy lips against the head and slammed her entire pussy down over his dick. He gasped as she started moaning and bouncing. It had been three months since he'd gotten laid and that had been a one night stand he wasn't particularly interested in. This evenings incredible turn of events and the amazing woman moaning as she bounced in his lap was too much for him. Joe filled the condom after only a minute. She groaned in disappointment. He tried to apologize, but then she never stopped bouncing. He stayed hard and was soon raising his hips up to thrust his stiff prick into her pussy every time she lowered herself down. He lasted longer this time and she squealed in delight as she got herself off. Several times that night, Joe stabbed her back with his stiff penis until she opened her legs for him and they'd fuck again. They did it again the next morning before they both had to run off to work and even took a shower together to save time, though it turned to the longest shower of his life as Annie kneeled in front of him and sucked him off. She did everything, but swallow, spitting his semen out near the drain of the tub. They were married a year later.
"You ok, you seem distracted?" asked the library director.
"What?" Annie looked startled. Not only had she been daydreaming, but she was unconsciously pressing her crotch down into the edge of her chair. "Sorry, it's Joe. He's not going to make it home this weekend."
"Sorry Ann," she replied sympathetically. "You should go see him."
Annie perked up then slumped back down. "He's four hours away."
"That's not that far. Surprise him. I'll let you leave early tomorrow so that you can get an early start. Then you'll have the weekend together."
"Wow! Thanks, that would be great."
"Your friend's back," said the librarian.
Annie looked up. The lech was back. She smiled at him and went over to help him find a book that he easily could have found on his own. It was her fault for flirting with him. She controlled herself this time knowing she'd have a stiff prick in her tomorrow when she went to surprise her husband. It was partly Joe's fault anyway. She'd started dressing sexier at work once they were married. Nothing too sexy, but her tops didn't make her look fat anymore, now they hugged her body and showed off her figure. Many patrons thought she'd lost a lot of weight and complimented her. She still kept her hair up with the glasses on and never wore makeup to work. She also thought the wedding ring would protect her, but to be honest most men appeared not to have noticed it or not to have cared less when they did. She brushed off the creep and went back to work behind the desk.
Annie Whyte drove home thinking about how she was going to surprise her husband. She didn't even know what hotel he was staying at. If she called and asked him, that would spoil the surprise. She did have his company's business card and that had Clancy's cell phone number on it. She hated calling old Big Black Cock himself, but he was her most logical choice. Clancy was a rather obnoxious black man that had openly hit on her once at one of his famous pool parties. Joe was slowly getting her to loosen up and dress sexier which she did to make him happy, but quite frankly, she did not care for the added male attention. Her breasts always attracted men's interest, but once she switched to form fitted shirts and men saw her actual body, the attention was growing to almost annoying proportions.
Twice now Joe had talked her into going overboard in her choices of clothing. The first was at a Halloween party in a bar they frequented. Joe had worn a batman costume and he had convinced her to go as wonder woman. He thought she resembled the actress who played wonder woman in the 70's and Annie filled out the suit nicely. Too nicely, as it wasn't designed for big DD's and she had a lot of tit flesh squeezing out of the tops. The bar patrons loved her outfit and not only did she win $500 for the costume contest, but men bought her drinks all night. It turned out fun, but she paid for all the drinking the next day.
The second time was when Joe was invited to Clancy's pool party and he talked her into wearing a bikini. "Please honey, I wanna make all the guys jealous?" he'd begged. She wasn't a sunbather or swimmer for that matter and didn't even own a swimsuit. Joe bought her one. It was a black bikini and his jaw dropped when she tried it on for him. It was neither modest nor skimpy. The bikini covered her crotch nicely as well as her ass. The top did squeeze her breasts together and created more cleavage then she was used to showing. Her rather long nipples also poked out through the material. The black material was held together by large hoop circles. A hoop sat on each hip and one held her cups together right between her breasts.
Wearing that bikini was the least she'd ever worn in public and she felt very uncomfortable walking around the back of Clancy's house to the pool in just the bikini and flip flops wishing she'd owned some sort of pull over top. She grew more uncomfortable when she saw that everyone there was black. There were about two dozen people at the party equal parts male and female and Annie swore every male eye turned on her the second she appeared by the pool. No one but Joe had ever seen her this close to naked and under the gaze of a dozen black men, she felt her nipples hardening underneath the bikini top. Her vagina started quivering funny too and her thighs grew a little damp. Annie didn't care for being around black people too much. She knew Clancy was black, but had never thought that all his guests would also be. She found out later that Joe was the only white man on the crew.
Annie sat down in a lounge chair and started rubbing lotion on her skin. One of the reasons she didn't own a swimsuit or sunbath was that her skin favored burning over tanning. The next day, she'd discover that she had missed a few spots and had some red burns on her skin. As she was rubbing lotion onto her belly with Joe sitting next to her, a large black man of about fifty years old walked up to her. He was shirtless and his chest rippled with muscles. Joe was pretty big and had a nice chest with abdominals, but this man was a giant. He had on tight fitting swim trunks that hugged a massive bulge. Her eyes lined right up with the bulge and she had trouble taking her eyes off it, but did manage to look away to avoid embarrassment. "Now here's woman that needs a big black cock," said the man.
"I beg your pardon?" Annie looked at him in shock. She heard Joe sit up beside her.
"You need a big black cock," said the man. He handed her a mixed drink. It's a double shot of Jose Quervo Black mixed with equal parts Fighting Cock Bourbon Whiskey."
"That doesn't sound good," she told him, but she took the drink.
"Trust me, you'll love big black cock."
"Honey," said Joe. "This is Clancy, my boss."
"Nice to meet you," said Clancy holding out his hand. Annie took it and watched her small dainty white hand engulfed by his black paw. It was the first time, she'd ever touched a black person. "Joe, you married up. Woman thou art FINE! Annie took a sip of her drink to hide her blush of embarrassment and almost gagged. "What do you think of big black cock?" he asked.
"It's potent," she replied, breathing heavily. "I'm only used to wine."
"You got that right," said Clancy laughing. "Keep drinking. The more big black cock you have, the more you'll like it. Eventually you get hooked."
He was wrong. She never grew to like it. She finished the shot and felt the big black cock go immediately to her head. She switched to beer, mostly sipping it, but Clancy kept feeding her big black cocks and soon she was drunk from the potent mixture. She was drunk enough on big black cocks to loosen up and actually have a good time. A lot of the black women shunned her completely, but a few were pretty cool and all the black men were very friendly and went out of their way to say hello. She was drunk enough to dance with several of the black men including Clancy and both his brothers Ellison and Lee. They were a good deal younger then Clancy being in their mid thirties. She danced and had fun enjoying herself, but she wasn't drunk enough to press her body into one of the black men when a slow song came on. She sought out her husband for those songs. Joe spent a lot of time talking to Adam, another black man on his crew and the only one he actually considered a friend. Adam's wife was nice to and one of the few black women at the party that was nice to her. Several times, she caught Adam staring at her breasts, but thought nothing of it. All men did after all. Afterwards, she and Joe had passionate hot sex when they got home. Joe had drunk enough, he got one of his old stiffys that wouldn't go away and she was as horny as she'd been before going on the pill.
The only downside to the evening was when Clancy said goodbye. Annie held out her hand for a handshake, but instead he took it and pulled her into his massive chest for a tight hug. Her breasts poked into his chest, nipples bending against him. She felt his sweaty skin against hers. The hug was bad, but what made it worse was when he whispered in her ear, "Let me know when you're ready to try a real big black cock." He'd pushed his huge bulge into her stomach as he spoke. It felt like it was swelling. The encounter left her shaken.
"That thing must be a monster," she said out loud as she pulled her car into her driveway remembering back to the pool party. Clancy had come on to her a couple times since, nothing too bad except for when he maneuvered her under the mistletoe and the company Christmas party and they'd actually kissed. Yes, she'd been forced to press her lips against a black man's. He pressed his bulge against her then too as he tried to slip his tongue into her mouth, but she had kept her lips tightly closed. "That thing must really be a monster," she said again. "I wonder how big his black cock is?" Her hand started trembling as she held the key up to her door. I wish Joe's was a little bigger and fatter, she thought. Hell, I just wish he were here. I'm about ready to jump the next man who comes through my door and luckily no man did.
Annie got out Clancy's business card. She looked at his name and cell phone number. She pictured the huge bulge straining against his tight swim trunks. "Get a grip girl," she told herself. Not only was she flirting with the perv at the library, but now she was wondering how big Clancy's penis was. Stupid fertility. Stupid raging hormones. Her panties even felt damp as she remembered the pool party. She took out her phone and dialed Clancy's number.
"Go for Clancy," said his deep voice on the other end.
"Clancy, it's Annie Whyte. I need a favor."
"I know. You're ready to try a real man. I've been expecting your call."
"Shut up." She sighed. "Is Joe with you?"
"No, just me, Ellison and Lee." Annie heard voices through the line. "Who is it?" asked either Ellison or Lee. "Joe's wife," said Clancy. His brothers laughed. "Annie big tits?" "I love Whyte titties?" They spoke softly, but Annie could hear them, hating her breasts and all the unwanted attention they had brought over the years. "When can I do you," Clancy said. "I mean what can I do for you?"



"This weekend is me and Joe's birthday and anniversary weekend."
"I'm sorry Annie, but he can't have off under any circumstances. We need to finish this job."
"I understand Clancy. I'm planning on driving up there and surprising him tomorrow. I just need to know what hotel you are staying at and Joe's room number."
"We're at the Triplecreek Express on the interstate. Joe's in 301."
"Thanks Clancy. You've been a big help. Maybe I'll see you there. Bye."
"Hold up," said Clancy. "I feel bad about keeping him away from you. I'm in 303. Joe and I have an adjoining door. I'll switch over to Ellison's room and leave you the key to my room at the front desk. I'll see that the doors connecting our rooms are unlocked and then you can sneak next door and really surprise him."
Annie paused to think it over. "That's a great idea. Thank you."
"You're very welcome. "I really do feel bad about this weekend and maybe this helps make up for me teasing you all the time.
"It does, I appreciate it."
"Good and maybe if Joe leaves you hanging, you can find your satisfaction in my room."
"Goodbye Clancy," she replied, frustrated with her husband's arrogant boss, but glad she'd called. Annie hung up the phone.
That night, Annie Whyte had some disturbing dreams. She was back at the pool party, surrounded by black men. Joe was nowhere in sight. She was in her bikini dancing between Clancy, Ellison, and Lee, having a great time and they kept feeding her big black cocks. They moved closer until she was sandwiched between them. Annie quickly stooped, but found herself staring at three bulging crotches. She shot up between them as Wonder Woman, flying up into the sky and landing at a motel nearby. She opened room 301. Joe was there and the room was under construction. Joe was sawing away at a board. He didn't see her. Nothing she did could get his attention. Finally frustrated and crying, she left the room still dressed as wonder woman and marched across the hall. Annie knocked on the door. Clancy opened it and smiled at her. He was wearing jeans and a superman tee shirt. He stepped aside and she entered his room. Annie/wonder woman walked over to the bed and sat down, staring in anticipation as Clancy opened his jeans and pulled out...
Annie awoke with a start. She was breathing heavily, her nipples were aching they were so hard, and her vagina was dripping with arousal. Her juices were flowing down her ass crack and had made the mattress under her crotch wet. She sobbed in frustration. She'd never been this horny before. If Joe didn't knock her up this weekend, she was definitely going to buy that dildo just to keep herself sane.
****************
Annie left straight from work, having packed her bags the night before. Her condition hadn't improved any. If anything, she was hornier then ever. She was sizing up men right and left. A cute eighteen year old man had come in looking for help writing a research paper. She found herself giggling around him like a school girl as she helped him in the reference section. She also caught herself leaning over the table to slide a book to him and showing him her cleavage. It worked and his eyes zoomed right in on them. She wondered if it was making his penis hard. She wondered how big it was. She wondered how many times he might get it up if they spent the night together. A teenager could surely go all night increasing the odds of impregnating her tremendously. She was worse helping a seventy year old regular customer. He was amazingly fit for his age, an ex-marine. Not very attractive, but she knew he was wealthy. He drove a Mercedes and lived in the wealthiest part of town. She leaned over him from behind and fought the urge to press her breasts into his side. This wasn't a young and virile man, but his wealth could have supported her and their baby. Annie left the library as soon as she could. A volunteer had called in sick and she hadn't been able to get off early after all. Things weren't better on the road. A policeman had pulled over a black woman. He was a big guy, leaning down and handing the woman a ticket through the window. In Annie's mind, it was she that was spread eagled against the squad car and the officer was frisking her body then pressing his bulging crotch against her ass. She caught herself pressing her foot down on the gas in hopes that a young virile cop just might pull her over. She looked up through her sun roof and saw a big hairy, bearded truck driver looking down at her as he passed her car. Annie pictured herself hitchhiking in short shorts with and a plaid blouse tied up to show her belly as the truck driver picked her up for a ride. She slid into the back of the cab and took her clothes off waiting for him to join her. Annie drove the whole way with wet panties and hard nipples.
She had packed light. She fully planned on spending the whole weekend in bed with her husband. During the day when he was working she could nap and read. She did pack her bikini just in case the hotel had a pool. Maybe she could try to tan and not get burnt? She did pack one dress in case they went out for dinner or there was some place to shop nearby. She also packed some lingerie, but didn't expect to wear it for very long.
Annie arrived at the hotel later then planned both because she hadn't gotten off as early as she'd hoped and because traffic had been heavy since it was the weekend. She parked and carried her light bag up to the front desk. "I'm Annie Whyte," she told the clerk. "I'm supposed to be moving into room 303 tonight."
"Yes, Mr. Washington said you would be arriving and left you his keys."
Mr. Washington was Clancy. "Thank you." Annie took the keys. "Can you verify for me that Joseph Whyte is in room 301?"
"Yes ma'am," said the clerk, checking his computer. "Yes, There is a Mr. Whyte is in room 301."
"Thank you," she told the clerk. Annie picked her bag up and carried it over to the elevator. She had to pass the hotel restaurant which had about a dozen people seated at the bar drinking. Most were in business suits. Two large black men stood out from the rest. They were in jeans and white tee shirts, tall dark skinned men with broad muscular chests. One was shaved bald and the other had a flat military cut. Ellison and Lee. Joe had explained to her that Clancy's mother had Clancy when she was just a teen. She apparently had rather loose morals because none of the three boys had the same father nor did either of Clancy's two sisters that she had met briefly at his pool party. The mom did marry in her mid thirties and Lee was the only legitimate child she had. There was no sign of either Clancy or her husband, though it was already after nine and Joe should be in bed already. Naked. He sleeps naked. And he often gets an erection while he sleeps. This wouldn't be the first time her husband would wake up to find her hand on his penis. He was going to be pleasantly surprised.
The elevator opened and she rode it up two more floors. The odd numbered rooms were on the left side of the hallway with 301 and 303 right outside the elevator. She opened the door to 303 and turned on the lights. Clancy had been true to his word and vacated the room. Maid service had been through that afternoon and there was no sign that a sweaty black construction worker had been sleeping here for the last week. The only thing out of place was a tray with a shot glass containing a double shot of a dark colored liquid and a bottle of champagne with two glasses. A note on the tray read; I thought you might enjoy a big black cock for your birthday. The Bubbly is for your anniversary. Clancy.
"How thoughtful," she muttered. She didn't particularly feel like drinking, but Annie lifted up the shot glass and sniffed it. She wrinkled her nose at the smell. Big black cock was too strong and potent for her taste. The best way to handle it was to just chug it down and swallow the big black cock down her throat as fast as she could. Annie tipped her head and swallowed the shot. She hacked and gasped for breath as the warmth spread through her. She hadn't had it since the pool party and it made her want to gag. A BBC was as potent as she remembered. Who would ever have thought to mix tequila with whiskey? She did like champagne and poured herself a glass.
Annie wanted nothing more then to march next door and jump onto her husband's prick, but she forced herself to remove her clothes in an orderly manner, sipping champagne as she undressed. She stripped off her skirt and shoes. Then she opened her blouse and removed it. For some reason, she had worn her sexiest lacy black bra and panty. She didn't know why she'd put it on that morning. If she had her way, she was going to go without underwear the rest of the weekend. She neatly folded her clothes and set them on the bed. Her underwear soon followed her clothes. Annie removed and folded her glasses before untying her pony tail and letting her long black hair cascade down. She felt funky from working all day and driving more then four hours. Plus, her thighs were sticky from her being horny the whole trip. Annie decided to take a quick shower and make herself nice and fresh for the long overdue reunion with her husband.
Annie climbed under the hot shower and sighed with pleasure. She opened a bar of soap and began running it all over her body, a lather forming before she'd turn and let the spray wash it away. She used one of the hotel's shampoo bottles for her hair and was pleasantly surprised by the lavender smell. Annie climbed out of the shower and toweled herself dry. She dried her hair before curling it. This was Joe's favorite look on her and she usually curled her hair when they went out. She kept it straight and in a pony tail for work. Satisfied with her hair, she applied some makeup, but not much. A red lipstick coated her lips and she used some blue eyeliner. Joe might not even turn the light on, yet she was primping herself for a mating ritual. The only thing remaining was her lacy blue mesh camisole. She slipped it on over her head. It was Joe's favorite piece of lingerie and it was purely sexual with no practical value whatsoever. It was completely see thru and hung down to her vagina. If she were to reach up, she'd flash her beaver. If she bent down, it would just barely cover her crotch. The blue lace clung to her breasts and fell off the nipples hanging over her stomach and bellybutton. It left her shoulder, chest, and the tops of her breasts bare except for the two straps over her shoulders. Annie didn't bother with a panty. Panties would have just gotten in the way of what she needed and nothing on heaven or earth what stop her from getting what she needed. She quickly downed a second glass of champagne, throwing her head back and feeling the bubbly slide down her throat.
Annie was swaying a little as she walked over to the door adjoining their rooms. The drink had gone straight to her head and she found herself craving another shot. Perhaps big black cock was something she could get used to after all?
Annie was nervous as she tried the door. She wasn't sure if Clancy had been able to unlock it on both sides or if he had, maybe the maid had locked it again. That would ruin her plans and she'd need to cover up and knock on Joe's rooms door. That wouldn't be as fun as sneaking in, but maybe she could wrap a towel around her and flash him in the hall. Joe would like that. Luckily the door was unlocked. Clancy had come through for her. She opened it. Light shone from her room on the foot of his bed and she could make out the legs of a sleeping form. She quickly closed the door, not wanting to wake him yet. She turned her lights off and opened the door again. It creaked a little and she left it open rather then close it and risk waking Joe. She felt her way to the bed and gently pulled the covers down off her sleeping husband, climbing onto the bed.
Annie straddled Joe's crotch and was almost instantly aware that something was wrong. Her legs were spread wider open then normal like Joe had a bigger waist. She pulled the camisole up over her hips and lowered herself on his penis. The poor neglected housewife's pussy was dripping in anticipation for what was to come. Her pussy dripped onto his shaft before she'd even felt it and as she lowered herself down until her labia spread open along the large shaft of his penis, she got two surprises. One, Joe was already hard! Two, his penis felt enormous!
Annie slid her horny pussy along the shaft, soaking it with her arousal. Joe didn't move until her pussy reached the surprisingly large round head and the end of his surprisingly long and surprisingly thick stalk. "MMMmmm," she sighed with pleasure as she pushed her pussy down onto the head, pressing it down as hard as she could. Joe stirred then. His penis flexed, lifting a little into her pussy. Her soaked labia spread itself wide around the head as the tip of his prick teased the entrance to her pussy. "Surprise," she whispered to her husband.
Joe's strong hands, hard and calloused moved to her waist. He felt the camisole as his hands slid up over her lingerie to feel her large breasts. His penis flexed again the moment he touched her nipples. He squeezed and kneaded them rougher then he normally did, but Annie wasn't complaining in the least. The fingers pinching her nipples had her moaning and sliding along his shaft. "Oh Joe," your penis feels so big tonight," she muttered. She sighed with disappointment as his hands suddenly left her breasts, but they were just moving under her camisole, coming up under her lingerie to play with her breasts and nipples again. She sighed again when his hands pulled back from her breasts. They moved back up over the camisole to the hem above her cleavage. She felt his grip on her camisole and she thought he was about to pull it over her head, but instead, there was a ripping sound and his strong hands tore his favorite piece of lingerie right down the front so that it now hung open in the front.
Annie's pussy started quivering. Joe had never been this aggressive with her before. That single manly act of ripping her clothes off had her already wet pussy squirting all over the shaft she was astride. She felt an orgasm growing and quickly slid her pussy back up to the tip of his penis. She pressed herself hard against it and leaned forwards. Joe took the opportunity to wrap his broad flat lips around her hard pointy nipple and gently bit down upon it. "I don't know what's gotten into you tonight, but I like it," she told him, moaning as she pushed back into his cock head and at least half of it entered her.
Joe flickered his tongue back and forth over her nipple and then licked around the sensitive nub. His fingers came up to pinch her other hard nipple. She moaned in pure pleasure as she pushed her pussy back into the penis and the head completely pushed into her. The quivering in her pussy grew and grew and then exploded all over the end of his shaft. Annie panted afterwards holding still to recover. "That was a big one," she told her husband who was still busy with her tits. "Thank you." She was truly grateful. The large orgasm was exactly what she needed short of feeling him ejaculating deep inside her. "I need this big boy in me right now."
Annie slid off the end and lifted herself up. She reached down to grab his shaft. "It's as thick as a baby's arm," she said, truly surprised. It had felt big straddling it, but holding it she got a better feel for the true girth of the large penis in her hand. She slid her hand up to the tip. She hadn't even been touching the base of his shaft, but the part sliding through her hand felt far longer then her husband's penis and when her hand got to the head, the round knobby tip felt as big as a golf ball or small plum.
Annie pulled the tip of his cock between her legs and lowered her pussy down over it. The large head spread her lips open again and pushed at the entrance to her vagina. Joe had both hands on her tits again, squeezing and pinching her nipples. She was panting and aroused, the large orgasm having done nothing to quench the fires in her pussy, those fires could only be doused with baby making sperm. She worked her pussy around the head of his penis feeling it's size and power. Her mind screamed at her through her drunken haze. Something is wrong. This isn't your husband. Maybe it is? It isn't. It can't be. But maybe it is? Maybe his penis got bigger? Could it have doubled in size? Maybe it just seems bigger? I'm so horny! This isn't your husband. But maybe it is. I gotta know. I gotta know. I need this!
Annie lowered herself down over the head, feeling it push deeper. "So big," she moaned, raising and lowering herself over the tip. Her pussy had never been so stretched out before. You should stop. "I can't stop," she whimpered out loud. Annie was fond of teasing the end of Joe's penis before slamming her pussy down over it. She'd done it the first time they had sex and many times since. She loved feeling the entirety of his hard penis slam into her. Without thinking it through, Annie raised herself up so that only the tip of his large penis head was spreading her labia apart and then she let gravity take her down fast. "Aaaaahh! OOOWWW! AARRGGHH!! Her moan of pleasure turned to pain as the head pushed deep in her and hammered into her cervix. The pain was almost unbearable. She struggled to remove the now painful organ pushing inside her, but her husband... the stranger just grabbed her waist and held her still.
He released her waist when she quit struggling. Annie held still, the end of that huge penis still pressed hard against her cervix. She wasn't even sitting in the man's lap. He returned his hands to her nipples again. The pain from having him pound her cervix slowly faded and the pleasure radiating outwards from her nipples began to replace it. The man pinched her nipples and pulled her forwards by them. He pulled her head down against his lips. Annie resisted at first, but then she parted her lips slightly and kissed the man whose penis was inside her, feeling his tongue push into her mouth. Her tongue pushed back. His cock head was now at a different angle in her pussy. As she kissed him, she felt his penis start to push deeper. There was no pain this time. This time it felt good. Her cervix was opening for him. The oversized head of his penis pushed right through and entered her womb. She slowly slid down until she was seated in his lap.
Annie broke the kiss, she sat up and arched her back loving the feeling of being fully penetrated by so big a penis. "I thought I was sneaking into my husband's room," she said. The man didn't answer. He did flex his penis muscle a couple times making his penis jerk and she responded by grinding her crotch into the root of his shaft. "Your penis sure is big," she told him. He still kept silent. "It's at least twice as big as my husband's." She waited a bit. His hands left her nipples, ran over her breasts, up to her shoulders and down her arms. He moved off her arms to feel her waist and hips then up her belly over her ribs and back to her breasts. Annie moved her own hands to his chest. Joe was fit with a great body, but this man had some real muscles, big and hard and rigid. Joe had some chest hair and she enjoyed running her fingers through the wisps of hair when she mounted him. This man had no hair, just hard solid chest. He was broader then Joe too. Her hands ran to his shoulders and then the impressive biceps on his arms. "I didn't know penises got this big," she whispered, moving her hands back to his chest. "Say something."
"Call it a cock," said a voice so deep, she felt vibrations through his chest.
"What?"
"It's not a penis, it's a cock."
"Cock," she said, feeling her pussy start to tremble again. Something about calling this stranger's penis a cock was more erotic, more exciting, then calling it a penis. At the same time warning bells were going off in her head, the voice sounded familiar. "Your cock," she moaned as he jerked his cock again. The stranger's cock had to have been at least a foot long. "Your cock is so big!"



"Do you like it?"
"I love it!" The vibrations grew. "I'm about to cum again," Her fingers tightened on his chest. Her pussy clamped down over his cock's shaft. Her pussy muscles squeezed every inch of the huge shaft tightly. Annie's whole body shaking. She began to sweat. Not just her nipples, but her entire areola puffed up. He squeezed her breasts. "I love your big cock."
"Tell me," he hissed. "Tell me you love my black cock."
"Aaaahh I love oohhh your black c..." Annie froze in shock as one hand left her nipple. She heard it fumbling with the light switch. There was a click and the room was illuminated. She blinked and then came all over him. The orgasm tore from her womb soaking the black cock buried hilt deep in her vagina and soaking the man's balls. Any disgust she felt seeing her small white hands gripping a dark skinned black man's chest faded with the orgasm. Any shame she felt knowing it was a black man's cock that felt so good stuffing her pussy was negated by the orgasm. Any horror she felt seeing the big lips and broad flat nose on Clancy's ugly face was nullified by the fact that she was cumming again almost immediately after the last one. "AAAHHH!" she screamed, trembling all over his cock. Her eyes locked with his. She couldn't break contact. "UUGGHH!" she moaned, trying to muffle her scream as her pussy contracted all over Clancy's big black cock and she came a third time since he turned the lights on. Annie trembled. "Uh.. Uh.. Uh.. AAAHH!!" She came a fourth time just from sitting on her husband's boss' huge black cock.
"Damn! You're a fine looking white girl," said Clancy running his hands all over her chest and arms. Annie was still luxuriating in the pleasure she felt from having multiple orgasms. Seeing his dark calloused hands slowly moving over her pale white skin was turning her on again. He was so dark and she was so white. Clancy had just given her more orgasms in a few minutes then she'd had in the last two years. She'd cum twice once before with Joe, the first orgasm from sex and the second had occurred because that was the moment she decided she'd loved him. "Bet Joe's little boy's dick doesn't get you off like that?"
"No," she purred lazily. "It doesn't." Annie swayed in his lap, pushing her crotch down into his and slowly grinding her pussy around his cock. "You're so much bigger then Joe... JOE!" Annie came to her senses. "What happened to my husband?"
Clancy grinned at her and reached up to twirl her erect nipple between his thumb and forefinger. "He insisted on leaving. He didn't talk to me, but told Ell that he was leaving to be with his wife on their anniversary and joint birthdays. Said that if I didn't like it well I could go screw myself because he quit. Otherwise, he'd be back Sunday night. Ell didn't tell me until he left. You probably passed each other on the highway." Clancy laughed.
"You didn't think to call me?"
"I figured Joe would call you."
"Guess he wanted to surprise me too."
"Guess he did," said Clancy. "Ell snores and this room was still rented on the company dime so I figured I'd move in here. Forgot all about the unlocked adjoining door. Lucky for me I did." Clancy flexed his cock making it jerk in her pussy. "So we gonna fuck or what?"
"Yyyeeesss!" she hissed feeling his cock jerk again. Nothing had ever felt so good to her before. There was only one thing she needed more then feeling Clancy's cock inside her and that was feeling Clancy's cock ejaculating inside her. His big black volcano erupting his hot lava into the very depths of her womb like Joe never could. But that couldn't happen. She was ovulating and so horny she was ready to fuck just about anyone even her husband's black boss. Even now the inside of her vagina was clamping down on Clancy's shaft and pulling inwards as if it was trying to milk the seed right out of the cock. "We're going to fuck," she told him, panting with her need.
"So what's the hold up?" He bucked his hips, lifting her up a little. "Work that white pussy. Fuck dat black cock. Go for Clancy."
"Lets get two things straight first. First, This is a one time thing. It's just a freak accident. It never happened. It isn't happening now. It's just a pleasant dream you're having. You quit flirting with me after this and we never mention it again. Got it?"
"Sure thing, baby."
"Second, I'm ovulating," she said. "UUGGHH!" His cock jerked again as she spoke and his hips started bucking a little faster. It was taking every ounce of Annie's will to keep from bouncing as hard as she could in his lap. She leaned down on his chest, pressing her soft flat belly into his hard stomach. She couldn't stop it any longer and started sliding her pussy up and back into his cock. Her breasts were in the black man's face and she started moving faster when he planted his thick lips around one nipple. "You need to put on a condom," she begged.
Clancy took his lips off her nipple, but ran his tongue around her erect nub before saying. "Don't have one and wouldn't use it if I did. More fun fuckin bareback." He went back to sucking her nipple.
"Ohmygod! Going to cum again," she panted. "You gotta warn me. Can't cum in me. I know..," she breathed heavily. "I know when I'm fertile...AAHH!" His cock had jerked again. "You'll get me pregnant. AAHH!" Annie lost it and started fucking him faster. She was sliding up and down at least half his cock now from the hilt and half way up. Six inches never left her pussy. She didn't want it to leave her pussy, ever.
"I'll pull out. I promise. Roll over and let me give ya that hard fucking your pussy's craving right now. I'll pull out and cum all over your tits or you can swallow it if you want."
"NO!" Annie didn't trust the black man. "I'm staying on top." Annie figured she'd know when he was about to cum and could leap off. That big black monster could shoot it's seed all over his belly and not get her all messy or even worse gets his cum in her mouth.
Annie bounced in his lap. She wanted to feel the full length of that mighty black cock sliding in and out of her pussy, but his cock was almost too big. She would need to squat down over his cock to be able to do that and all her orgasms had left her too weak to even try. She was forced to lean over him and slide her horny pussy back into his cock and forwards to get the full feel of most of his twelve inches. It was a good position as it had her back arched and breasts thrust out into Clancy's face so that he could suck and lick her nipples. Annie moaned sliding back into his cock as fast as she could. She began to wish she were on her back getting the hard fucking he'd promised with the entire length of his cock, but she didn't trust Clancy and stayed on top.
Annie got a better idea of what he was capable of when Clancy started bucking his hips, shoving his cock deep into her each time she was sliding back into it. Annie squealed in surprise. "Don't cum in me," she warned again just before she came all over his cock. Clancy's crotch and stomach were slick with their combined lubrication she had cum so much over it.
"Unh unh unh," groaned Clancy. He was grunting now.
Annie moaned, throwing her head back as she ground her crotch into his for a moment before starting her slide fucking once again. "I swear you're getting even bigger."
"Getting close," he hissed through gritted teeth.
"Oh god!" His announcement was having a strange effect on her body. Annie knew she should slide off his cock right now and just jerk him off until he shot his load all over his stomach. Instead, she started sliding her pussy around his cock even faster. "I'm gonna cum," she moaned feeling the tremors growing in her pussy.
"Me too, baby," he growled. His voice sounding strained.
"Oh god! Oh god! Feels so good," she moaned fucking back into his thrusting cock even faster now. The pressure building inside her was promising to be a big one. Maybe even bigger then any she'd had earlier. "Hold on Clancy," she pleaded. "Don't cum in me."
"FUCK!" he groaned. "Gonna blow."
"NO! Don't cum in me." Annie could feel his cock swelling to the point it might burst. Her mind told her to leap off the dangerous monster, but her body had a mind of it's own. "Don't CUM in me. IN ME! CUM IN ME!" She slammed her pussy down into the root of his cock just as his cum exploded from the tip to flood her womb in one powerful blast. "AHH AHH GIMME YOUR SEED AAARRRGGGHHH!" His cock spurted and spurted triggering her own pent up orgasm. Her vagina squeezed his jerking cock as her uterus contracted all around his cock head sucking up millions of his sperm towards her fallopian tubes. Their joint orgasm seemed to last for minutes and Annie collapsed on to Clancy before she'd even quit cumming. The extreme pleasure knocked her out cold.
Annie slowly came to her senses. She sighed in contentment. Clancy's cock still stuffed her pussy though it had lost some of it's hardness. There was a pleasant warmth that spread out from her womb. She'd never felt this satisfied from a sexual encounter before. "How long was I out?" she asked, hugging him tight. Her head rested on his shoulder, her head against his cheek.
"About ten minutes," he said, petting her long dark hair.
"Wow!"
"Wow is right, baby," said Clancy. "Sorry I didn't last too long. Your hot body drove me crazy."
"What do you mean?" she asked, lifting her head.
"You're just so fucking perfect I didn't last very long."
"I don't understand. That was like thirty minutes. Joe wouldn't have lasted ten."
Clancy leaned up and kissed her lips. "You poor thing. I knew you were needing a real man to take care of you. Next time I'll last longer. I promise."
Was he fucking kidding her? He didn't look like he was kidding. "That was amazing Clance, but like I told you earlier, this is a one time deal." Even as she spoke, she couldn't help working her squishy pussy around the length of his black cock still stuffed inside her. Squishy? "Why am I so sloppy wet?" Annie's brow furrowed as she looked deep in Clancy's eyes. "JESUS!" Annie scrambled to get off him. His limp cock plopped out of her pussy followed by a steady stream of his semen. "You came in me!" Annie threw herself off the bed and ran for the bathroom. "You came in me!"
"That was on you baby," he replied. Clancy adjusted himself on the bed. He crossed his arms and put his hands behind his head as he rested contentedly on the pillow. He watched her in the hotel bathroom. She hadn't shut the door and he could see her squatting over the toilet, trying to force his sperm out. She was frantically wiping herself with toilet paper trying to get every drop. "Might as well give up Annie. My shit shoots deep. You'll be leaking for days."
Annie didn't give up. She half thought her efforts were working as his sperm was pouring from her pussy as if she were peeing. She did lower herself onto the toilet seat and urinated hoping it would carry more of his sperm out. The problem was there was no way she could get it all and she'd lain on top of him for ten minutes with his cock plugging her up like a cork holding all his semen inside her. Her womb was still radiating a pleasurable heat even as it felt bloated, swollen with millions of sperm and all it would take was one.
Annie finally gave up. The steady flow had turned to a drip, but her womb still felt like it had a water balloon inside it from all the sperm trapped behind her cervix. Clancy's big black cock seemed to have been designed to breed a woman. "You came in me," she said once again as she left the bathroom.
Clancy climbed off the bed and walked up to her. Annie hadn't really gotten a good look at his cock before. Now she stared at it. His penis looked like a spoiled black banana swinging between his legs. It was still nearly a foot in length and the head nearly reached his knees. It was pushed out slightly from the presence of two testicles so big and swollen, the could have been small coconuts. No wonder he came so much!
"You were in control, remember?" He walked up to her and rested his hands on her shoulders. "I tried to warn you, but in the end you were begging for it."
Annie flushed with shame. He was right. "I'm not in my right mind when I get like this," she said looking down between them. Down at his huge cock.
Clancy cupped her chin and turned her face back up into his. "It's ok." He gently kissed her. "Everything will be alright." He kissed her again. "If it's mine, I'll take care of it."
He bent down to kiss her again, but Annie reared back and put her hands on his chest to push him away. "I don't want your baby. I want to have one with my husband."
"To late for that," said Clancy with an evil grin. He pulled her tighter into him and brought his lips against hers.
Annie held her lips tightly closed, but as she felt his tongue pushing between them, she parted her lips and let him in. Her hands had been pushing against his chest. It was like trying to move a brick wall, but instead of pushing, they started sliding along his torso, feeling his hard muscles. So different from her husband's. Clancy reached between them and grabbed her wrist, stopping her from rubbing his chest. He pulled her wrist down to his cock and she wrapped her hand around it feeling it stiffen again. She moaned as they kissed and her hand started stroking the growing cock. He growled. His hand came up to squeeze and pinch her hard nipples. Annie probably wasn't even aware of it, but she was lifting herself up on her tip toes trying to get her pussy closer to the tip of his cock. She broke the kiss. "I can't believe this big thing was inside me." She stared down at her hand stroking his length.
"Well it was hilt deep, baby," he whispered. "Here, I can prove it." He spun her around and walked her back a step to the bed. Clancy put his beefy hand on her back and pushed her down on the bed.
"Ooomph!" cried Annie, falling on her stomach. She pushed herself up on all fours which was just what he wanted. Strong black hands grabbed her hips even as she felt the fat head of his cock poking between her legs. "One time thing," she panted even as she opened her legs slightly and felt his cock head press hard against the entrance to her pussy. She sighed at it stretched her open and slipped inside. "Just don't cum in me," she told him.
Clancy chuckled. "Little late for that, baby, but whatever you want." He pulled and pushed on her hips as she took more and more of his length inside her. His cock head pressed against her cervix which opened at his knock finally releasing some of the semen trapped inside. The head of his cock pushed into her womb and Clancy was balls deep inside her again. "Now I'm gonna show ya how a real man fucks."
And he did. Clancy gave her the fucking her body had been craving the first time when she rode him. He used the entire length of his cock to fuck her hard and fast. Minute after minute ticked by on the clock without the powerful black man slowing his speed. Annie started cumming again, early and often. It started to feel like she was having an orgasm every fifth stroke. They were big, but they got bigger when Clancy placed the tip of his large thumb against her anus and started rubbing it. She almost struggled from the shock, but it felt good. It felt even better when her tight little rosebud opened up and his thumb pushed inside. The added stimulation made her orgasms even bigger.
He fucked her like that for a good twenty minutes before pushing her down and his cock sprang free. Annie was expecting to feel a rain of his hot cum down on her back, but he was only switching positions. Clancy rolled her over on her back and climbed on the bed. He spread her legs open and kneeled between them. Annie looked down at the gigantic rampant cock rearing up above her dark black pubic hair. She'd never seen anything so beautiful, so perfect, or so exciting before. He reached down and grabbed her hand, pulling in to his cock. Annie grabbed the tip and squeezed. "You put it in," he ordered. She guided the end of his cock back towards the entrance to her pussy. It was so hard and rampant, it was actually difficult to pull it down and she raised her pussy slightly to meet it. "Tell me to fuck you."
"Fuck me," she said, pushing her vulva up into his cock head.
"Use my name."
"Fuck me Clancy."
"With what, SLUT!" He hissed.
Annie felt her own arousal squirt around his cock head when he called her a slut. No man had ever talked to her like that before. "With your big black cock," she responded, feeling the head push through her fingers and enter her. Inch after inch of his dark cock meat slid past her fingers and into her pussy. "Fuck me with your big black cock, Clancy," she purred.
"You got it, slut," he growled, cupping his strong arms under her knees and lifting her pussy up to get a better angle. Clancy's cock began fucking her, slowly at first, but turning into a rapid piston.
Annie stared down her pale white body. Her big breasts were shaking under the strength of his thrusts. Her white belly was undulating sinuously down towards the dark hair patch on her pussy and the dark black shaft fucking her so hard it was almost a blur. Her eyes roamed up the dark muscular body to meet his eyes and the orgasms started coming. "Ugh ugh ugh fuck me ohmygod bigblackcock fuck me FUCK ME! AAHH! SO GOOD! Ugh ugh ugh cumming again cumming again cumming fuck me slut pussy ugh ugh ugh cum in me FUCK! Seed me! Cumming CCUUMMIINNGG!! CUM IN ME!"
"You sure, you fucking white slut?"
"YES! CUM IN ME! SEED MY WHITE PUSSY!"
"You got it," said Clancy. His cock had been swelling again and he was fucking her even harder. Sweat had appeared on his brow and chest. He slammed his cock deep and held it still.
"YES! GOD YES!" screamed the horny white wife as the first wad of his semen flooded her womb. "GOD YES!" Her entire body went crazy. She was writhing in ecstasy on the bed, humping her pussy up into his cock like crazy. Wad after wad of semen sprayed millions of more sperm into her contracting uterus. "GOD YES!" Annie sobbed with pleasure, tears rolling down her cheeks. Clancy didn't keep his cock buried this time. He yanked it out from her protesting pussy. Her crotch tried to follow his retreating cock to keep it in her, but it sprang free. Her eyes fell on the rampant monster as it continued to shoot jet after jet of white semen over her body. She felt his hot seed rain down upon her. It struck her face, chin, chest, breasts, and belly. "God yes!" she cried more softly this time. Her hands were running all over her body, rubbing his semen into her skin. She slid her wet hands all around her stomach and breasts, rubbing his seed into her nipples, even flicking her tongue out to taste a bit that had fallen across her lips. She took the small wad into her mouth, rolled it around on her tongue and swallowed. Something she never did for her husband.
Clancy collapsed beside her. "You're amazing, baby," he groaned.
"And you're dangerous," she replied. Her body was still writhing sensuously and her own fingers were pinching her nipples. Amazingly, her body was still cumming. It was a small orgasm, but an orgasm nonetheless. "Oh God! What have I done?" Annie quickly jumped off the bed. Her pussy was so flooded with sperm she had to cup her hands under her as she waddled to the door adjoining the rooms. Annie opened and shut the door just as her cell phone went off. "Fuck! That's Joe."
Annie waddled over to her purse and pulled her phone out. She checked the screen. Sure enough it was Joe. She went over to sit on the bed answering the phone. "Hi honey," she sobbed.
"Annie, What's wrong? Why are you crying? Where are you it's late?"
Annie started crying loudly. "I'm at your hotel," she moaned. Clancy's sperm was still flooding from her pussy and it was all over her hands. She wiped it off on her nude body as she slid back on the bed and raised her crotch up to keep his seed from leaking out any further. The maid was sure going to have a mess to clean up tomorrow in both rooms. "I wanted to surprise you. Waaaaaa."



"Calm down honey, it's not the end of the world. I thought I'd surprise you."
"I ugh know ugh waaaaa I just wanted to be with my husband on our annibirthery. Waaaaaa."
"Me too my love. I didn't think it was going to happen, but Clancy insisted that I leave to go home right after work today."
"Clancy... let you have off?"
"Yeah. I'm as surprised as you, but he qualified it by giving me work to do at his office."
"Oh god! Waaaaaa!"
"Annie, Annie, calm down. It'll be alright. You can drive home tomorrow and we'll have tomorrow night to celebrate our anniversary and most of Sunday to celebrate your birthday before I have to drive back. How's that sound?"
"Okay," she sobbed.
"You can sleep in too. The work he's gave me is going to take the most of the day, but I'll be done in time to take my lovely wife out to a nice romantic dinner. I didn't check out of my room so you can sleep there without paying for a room. Just ask the clerk at the front desk for a key. Get a good night's rest and I'll see you tomorrow. I love you."
"I love you too Joe and happy birthday."
"Thanks. Bye."
"Bye," she replied, turning her phone off. Annie looked up at her crotch. It was still raised up above her head, but she could still feel sperm bubbling up out of her pussy and flowing down the crack of her ass. Her belly and breasts were coated with a mixture of liquefied semen and flakes of dried semen. It suddenly occurred to her that having her crotch elevated was holding his semen inside her when what she wanted to do was get as much of it out of her as she possibly could. Annie dropped her ass down on the bed. Screw the mess.
Annie stood off the bed. Between working all day, the long drive, and the mind blowing sex, she should be exhausted, but instead she felt energized. Her entire body felt great. She'd never felt this good. Annie glanced over at the door between their rooms. She didn't know whether to go over there and thank Clancy or to put a pillow over his head while he slept. Instead she muttered with pure vehemence. "Screw you, you black fucking bastard." Clancy had set the whole thing up and she was pissed, but she was also filthy. Annie hurried over to her bathroom and turned the shower on. As she slipped inside, the door between their rooms opened.
Clancy stood and watched her shower for some time. The door was clear enough to give him exciting glimpses of her magnificent body as she furiously lathered her belly and breasts to get his cum off. His cock swelled a little, but still hung limp. Finally, when Annie put her head back under the shower to wash her long dark hair. He entered the bathroom.
Annie thought she heard the shower door creak and wiped the water from her eyes. At first the giant black form that came into focus scared her until she realized who it was. Her reaction was still to protect her modesty and she threw one arm across her chest and held her hand over her crotch. Her breasts were slippery from the soap and one popped out above her arms. She realized how foolish it was to cover up after what she'd just done with this man so she removed her arms and instead used them to pound her fists on his chest. "Asshole! Asshole! How could you?"
Her tiny fists couldn't hurt him, but Clancy grabbed her upper arms and pulled her into him anyway. "There there honey. Everything's gonna be fine." He rubbed her back and the back of her hair.
"You lied," she sobbed, but she was embracing him back. "How could you?"
"How could I not? I've wanted you since the day I saw you in your bikini at my pool party. You are just so sexy and perfect. I didn't think it would work, but it did and it was wonderful. Better then I expected. You're the best fuck ever."
"Mine too," she replied. Annie was hugging him tightly. Her breasts were mashed into his stomach. She could feel his penis swaying against her thigh. It felt good to embrace him. He almost made her feel like everything was going to be fine. Almost. "Why are you in here?"
"I knew you were upset and wanted to console you." He pulled his upper torso back, but kept their crotches together. Clancy reached out and cupped her heavy breast. Her nipple was already hard from embracing him, but she watched as her entire areola puffed up even more, the pink skin raising up off the white. He bent forward and kissed her.
Annie kissed him back and he pinched her nipple. He was getting her worked up again. "We can't fuck again," she told him. "It's too risky."
"I know," he said, grinning. "It was just a one time thing. I just figured we could conserve water and shower together. Help this hotel go green. Besides, I'm happy just staring at your sexy body."
Annie had brought body wash because she didn't care for hotel soaps. Clancy took the bottle from the rim of the shower and squirted some on his hands. For the next ten minutes, his large callused black hands ran over every inch of her body. She shivered at his touch. His hands were everywhere, arms, belly, breasts, hips, between her thighs, fingers working over her slit until she started humping him before his fingers ran up between her ass cheeks, pressing against her anus.
Clancy handed her the bottle of body wash and it was his turn to watch her dainty white hands sliding over his hard wet black body. There wasn't a soft spot on the older black man's body. His arms and chest were hard as a rock. Her hands slid over his biceps, pectorals, nipples, and abdominals. This was a man that clearly worked out. She reached down through his curly black pubic hairs and grabbed his cock. It was at half mast as her hand started cleaning it. Clancy moved his hands to her shoulders and gently applied pressure. Annie lowered herself to her knees. His cock was sticking straight out now. It looked clean so she released it. Her hands moved to soap and clean his testicles. His big brown balls still bore the residue of their love making. Dried flakes of sperm covered them and they were sticky. Her hands hefted and kneaded both heavy balls, massaging his nut sack. They were still heavy despite the two voluminous loads he'd blown. Her hands moved to his thighs and down to his knees.
Clancy shifted position and his cock slid across her cheek. Annie moved her head away from it, but the bobbing head seemed to follow her. The urethra moved and slid right across her lips. Annie pulled her head back away from it, but the bulbous head followed her, pushing against her nose before sliding back down to her lips. "What are you waiting for?" asked Clancy, towering above her. "Suck that big black cock."
Annie went down on her husband occasionally. In fact, he always got a blow job today as a birthday present. Probably, the reason he'd sped home so quickly when Clancy gave him off. Joe would also go down on her on her birthday. Something he only did once a year. She let Joe cum in her mouth, but she never swallowed. She looked up submissively at her husband's boss. He was looking down at her expectantly. Clancy raised his eyebrows questioning her. Annie continued to stare at him as she opened her mouth and kissed his cock head.
It didn't take long for her reluctance to fade. She ran her tongue over every inch of his throbbing cock before moving her head back and taking the end on her mouth. Annie began sucking him in earnest. She stroked his shaft with one hand while massaging his balls with her other as she sucked the tip in and out of her mouth. I can't believe this thing fitted inside me, she thought. The head was pushing down her throat. She relaxed her muscles and pushed her body forwards. She felt like she was choking on a golf ball as the head slid past her tonsils. Annie resolved the give him the best blow job of his life. She owed this man for giving her the best sex of her life. The lying bastard had tricked her into adultery and most likely impregnated her with a baby that she wouldn't be able to pass off as Joe's. She should be biting down on his cock instead of trying to get the whole thing down her throat. Yet this was where she wanted to be. She wanted to be kneeling at his feet sucking his titanic black cock more then she wished she were home with Joe. If by some miracle, she wasn't knocked up, she wondered if Clancy would let her come around and suck him off occasionally? She could suck this cock in his office or by his pool and then they could fuck again. His cock was turning her into a whore. She needed to forget him which was hard with half his cock shoved down her mouth. She needed to break it off immediately, but first she'd deep throat him and take his seed in her mouth and maybe just maybe, she'd swallow his load to show her respect for him. Then she would break it off.
Annie breathed deeply through her nose and pushed forwards. His cock pushed it's way deeper down her throat and probably into her belly. She didn't stop until she felt his pubes tickling her nose. His cock jerked inside her which she took as a sign that he was pleased with her and Annie was filled with a deep sense of happiness. She wanted to gag, needed to gag, but she held it off bobbing her head back and forth over a few inches. When she couldn't take it any more, Annie pulled back until his cock head receded into her mouth and sprang free past her lips. She gasped for air while stroking his shaft with both hands to keep him excited. The spray from the shower was splattering on the back of her head as she leaned forward and took the end in her mouth again. This time, she worked his cock with both her hands and her mouth, feeling it grow and vibrate. Annie growled with lust. She wanted his seed more then anything in the world at that moment. His cock grew and swelled up as his orgasm approached, but just as he was about to blow, she lost it. She slipped a little and his cock sprang free of her mouth. His hot sperm splattered all over her face before she managed to pull the tip back into her mouth. The amount of his ejaculate hadn't diminished from earlier and she wasn't disappointed as his second wad completely filled her mouth. He tasted good. Annie happily swallowed it down just as his third wad nearly filled her mouth and then his fourth filled half her mouth and then his fifth filled a quarter. She gulped every bit down as fast as she could, jerking his shaft towards her mouth to make sure she got every drop. "I actually enjoyed that," she said, licking her lips.
"Yeah, me too." He laughed. "Lets get out of here."
They toweled each other off. "Damn gurl, I can't get enough of your hot body. When we gonna fuck again?"
"We're not," she told him emphatically. "Right now I'm just hoping for a miracle that I'm not pregnant."
"I told you, I'd take care of it," said Clancy. "I got plenty of money."
Money! Money and cock! Clancy had money and cock. He would be a better provider for the baby, more money, bigger house and cock. He had cock. His money could provide for the baby while his cock could provide for her. Fuck me. FUCK ME AGAIN. "We're done. I need to get home to Joe," she sighed.
"Really baby? You could give this up?" He hefted his still thick cock.
"No, I mean yes. I mean, maybe we could get together and I could suck you off from time to time?"
"Anytime, baby. You know where to find me." Clancy looked around her room. "Hey your bed's not all messed up. We should sleep here tonight."
"No we just me," said Annie. "There's no doubt where that would lead and I need a good nights sleep for the drive back home tomorrow morning. Go back to your room."
"Have it your way." Clancy held his hands up in surrender. He walked over to the adjoining door and opened it. "If you change your mind, you know where to find me." He left and closed the door.
Annie relaxed. She hadn't realized how tense she'd been confronting him. It wasn't that she didn't trust Clancy, well she didn't, but it was more that she didn't trust herself. The thought of sharing the bed with him had thrilled her. Just the idea of being snuggled by his strong black arms sent a thrill of excitement up her spine. She'd sleep peacefully and contentedly from the amazing sex, but at some point, his cock would start poking her and she'd spread her legs to receive him again. In the morning, she'd reach down and shake his black cock back to life before crawling down under the covers and sucking him again. She could still do that. Annie decided to wake up a little early and sneak over there to suck him off one more time before hitting the road. He'd fill up her belly so nicely, she could skip breakfast. They could even arrange their next meeting so she could blow him again.
Annie slipped into the bed and sighed in contentment. Clancy was right. The nicely made bed was snug and comfortable. The pillows were cold just the way she liked them. Annie had cheated on her husband on his birthday. She felt guilty, but then again sex with Clancy had been absolutely amazing. Her hormone crazed body knew exactly what it needed for satisfaction and that was apparently a foot long black cock or to be more precise, the deep womb filling seeding that a foot long black cock had provided her. Annie's body was moving slightly under the covers. Her hips rising almost imperceptibly into the imaginary thrusts of Clancy's black cock. She closed her eyes and drifted off to sleep.
Annie had another pool party dream. This time, she was walking around in her black bikini, waving and greeting all the black guests. She was playing the hostess. Joe was nowhere in sight. She walked over to Clancy who was manning the grill. He leaned down and kissed her, then bent further down and kissed her swollen belly. Her sexy stomach had turned bloated and round at eight months pregnant. Her belly button had popped out. "You look uncomfortable honey," said Clancy. He untied the top of her bikini revealing her breasts. They'd grown a cup in size and her areola had grown with them. They were swollen and milk laden. Clancy pulled her bikini bottoms down. He playfully smacked her bare ass. Nude, Annie walked around the pool greeting and hugging his guests. The women had disappeared, but all the men were still there, now naked with long black cocks dangling down or semi-swollen. The men kissed her or pinched her nipples, or cupped her crotch, or grabbed a handful of ass. She grabbed handfuls of cock and stroked them while they kissed her or bent to kiss her belly. Clancy's half brother, Ellison came up and started rubbing suntan lotion all around her swollen belly.
Annie stirred, half awake from the dream. The dream hadn't been that bad. Actually, she'd enjoyed it and woken up aroused. The creaking of the adjoining door had awoken her. Through half lidded eyes, she saw Clancy's large dark form hovering over the bed. She felt the covers being pulled down off her naked body. His strong hand cupped her breast, hesitantly at first, but turning more aggressive as he ran it over the smooth curvature to find her erect nipple. The hand slid down her belly to the wisps of her pubic hair. He moved further down to pull the covers down her legs. He moved to the edge of the bed and pulled her feet out from under the covers, spreading her legs open. This was so hot and arousing. Her body wanted him again and there was no way she was going to stop him. All thoughts of stopping him fled when she felt his tongue on her inner thigh. She spread her legs wider as he moved between them. His tongue found her clit, flickered over it and then moved deeper. He paused at her labia as if shocked by her wetness. She almost laughed. She had the impression that he was trying to get her worked up and ready to receive him again, but had found her already well lubricated. To his credit, he continued, his tongue working it's way between the wet folds of her vagina into her and lapping up over her pussy lips to her clit again.
Annie started moaning quickly. It felt wonderful to be eaten. She thrashed her head back and forth, sucking her lower lip into her mouth. He pushed her thighs up and back, his tongue running from her distended clitoris down to her anus, even going so far as to press into her puckered little rosebud. He'd played with her ass earlier and was clearly into a little anal play, something she would have considered disgusting earlier that day, but now it was something that added to her pleasure. His tongue moved over her labia again and wiggled inside her. Clancy sure knew his way around a pussy. Her moans turned to a gasp of pleasure as his meaty fingers found their way inside her and started finger pumping her. He brought her right to the brink of orgasm before stopping and sitting up.
Annie spread her legs wide as he moved up to kneel between them. His cock head made a clumsy attempt to enter her. She was so eager that she leaned up and grabbed his mighty shaft, guiding it right to her pussy. He felt even thicker then he had earlier as she gripped it. She still couldn't get over how big his cock was. She rubbed the head up and down her aroused vulva before lining it up with her vagina and pulling it inside her. Despite being stretched out from their previous encounter, the big head still had to force it's way into her. She released the shaft and laid back down with a contented sigh. He was working his cock around, loosening her up and lubricating his shaft so that he could push it deeper. Annie reached up and felt for the hard muscles on his chest, running her hands over them. She wished the lights were on and she could see her white skin against his black again. "Unngh!" she grunted as his cock pushed deeper. He really did feel thicker this time. It felt good, but her pussy was forced to stretch even wider to accommodate him. "Ugh ugh ugh. "I love feeling your cock in me, Clance," she hissed trying to excite him. "Promise me one thing. Don't cum inside me again. Just promise me that," she said. He remained silent. "Please. Don't make me pregnant. No matter how much I beg for you to cum in me, just pull it out and spray your seed all over me or I can swallow it again. Come on. Just promise me that, Clancy."
"Sure," he said, his voice deep and husky.
Annie relaxed. "Then fuck me with that big black cock," she told him. He continued working his cock in, deeper and deeper. The head hit her cervix, but it no longer hurt. He angled his cock and pushed the head up and through her cervix into her womb as he buried his cock to the root in her. Annie shuddered and came all over his shaft. His cock head wasn't quite filling her womb this time even though it was buried to the hilt in her welcoming pussy. It must have been the angle she thought as Clancy lowered himself down on top of her and she wrapped her legs around his waist. He brought his lips down to hers as he slowly started pumping her pussy with his big cock.
Annie moaned as his tongue dueled with hers. Clancy was using a different technique this time and she didn't like it. He was taking her like a husband takes a wife and that was wrong. This was more passionate, more like making love then raw animal fucking. She squirmed and writhed beneath him, her nails digging into his back hard as she lifted herself off the bed, clinging to him and came all over his cock. Annie relaxed and fell back down on her back. His cock never quit the slow rhythmic pumping. Clancy did break lip contact, moving his lips and tongue down to her neck before arching his back so that his mouth could reach her hard pointy nipples. He let out a low animalistic growl of lust when his tongue found her hard erect nipple. "Oh god! Your cock feels so good, baby," she moaned, holding his neck as he suckled her sensitive nipple. He groaned again. "I love the way you fuck me with that black cock."
"Unnnhh!" grunted her black lover, his cock flexing inside her.
"Oh! Oh yeah! OH! Ahhh that's it baby, keep fucking me. Getting close, lover."
"Unnnhh," groaned Clancy breaking lip contact with her nipple and arching his back. His thrusts were increasing in speed.



He's getting close, she thought. It was quicker then last time. He must really be excited. Hell, I'm really excited. His cock is getting bigger. I'm fucking a huge black cock bare back during my fertile period and it's about to blow. So risky. So HOT! Annie's entire body started trembling as her orgasm approached. "SEED ME!" she hissed. Clancy started fucking her faster. His strong arms were holding him up as his hips pumped his massive cock in and out of her needy pussy. "Cum in me," she ordered, hoping that he wouldn't listen to her earlier demands to pull out. She wrapped her legs tight around his broad waist to keep him inside her. "Inseminate me, stud. Seed my white pussy. Give me your cum. Gimme. Gimme."
Clancy wasn't even trying to pull out. "FFUUCCKK!!" he groaned, slamming his cock deep. The first wad of his ejaculate striking the back of her womb.
"YES!" screamed Annie, bucking her ass up into his cock. "Aaaahhhh gawd." Her orgasm was big, lasting as long as his cock continued to shoot his seed into her womb. Her pussy was contracting like crazy around the thick shaft buried inside her. Her vaginal muscles milked his shaft inwards coaxing every last drop of his fertile seed into her womb.
They were both gasping for air by the time their orgasms had stopped. Annie purred seductively. She grabbed the back of his neck and pulled his head down to hers. "You broke your promise," she whispered. "Thank you." And then she kissed him passionately. "You're amazing, but we can't keep going like this." She kissed him again. "No more." She kissed him again. "I'll suck you off in the morning if you want, but no more cumming in my pussy." She kissed him. "Now I better go get cleaned up."
Annie hurried to the bathroom, his cum dripping from her pussy with each step. She flipped the bathroom light switch, blinking her eyes as the room went from total darkness to brightly lit. She squatted over the toilet for a few minutes trying to squeeze his semen out of her pussy. It dripped out so fast, it sounded like she was urinating. The gesture was futile as there was still plenty of sperm trapped behind her cervix. Clancy's penis was the perfect delivery vehicle for inseminating a woman with his little baby makers. It wasn't just the deep penetration or the sheer volume of his sperm, but all the orgasms it induced in her greatly increased the odds of getting her pregnant. She wondered if Clancy were special or if all black men were thus equipped. She'd never been a crotch watcher especially with black men, but it was too hard to believe they all were so gifted. Clancy must be special. Annie's crotch was a gooey mess so she decided to take a quick shower. She ended up squatting in the shower, watching more gooey strands of semen floating in the water to get sucked down the drain. She stood grabbed a washcloth and poured body wash onto it, squatting again and scrubbing between her legs as best she could.
Annie got a surprise when she returned to her bed. Clancy was still there. She felt the big man's weight beside her. She figured he would head back to his room after he'd gotten what he wanted. He moved and got off the bed. He entered her bathroom, she blinked as the light came on and she made out the his dark muscular torso disappearing through the door. She closed her eyes and listened to his strong stream of piss striking the toilet bowl. Annie stretched and flipped her pillow over to the cold side. She heard him come out of her bathroom. "Goodnight," she told him, guessing he would go back to his room. Instead, he climbed back on the bed near the foot.
Annie felt his strong hands on her hip. He applied pressure trying to push her on her stomach. She obliged, a part of her wishing he was about to give her a good back rub with his strong hands like Joe sometimes did. Instead, he grabbed her waist and pulled her up until she was on all fours. Annie couldn't believe it, but within seconds, his hard cock head was rubbing against her pussy lips again. They parted as he pushed inside her. "Aaaahhh," she sighed, feeling his pleasure giving cock working in and out of her. "I love feeling you inside me Clance, but I said no more and I meant no more." He pushed deep until the head hit her cervix again and then he slowly removed his shaft. Despite her verbal objections, her pussy reacted by clamping down around his shaft, trying to hold it inside her. She missed his cock the moment it was gone. It wasn't just her body that wanted his cock, her mind was urging her to beg him to fuck her again. Please seed me Clancy. I need your cum. Her ability to reason not to mention her exhaustion kept her mouth shut.
He rested his big hard shaft between her ass cheeks. Annie heard a click. He'd opened a bottle. A cold viscous liquid splattered on her butt cheeks as he squeezed the bottle over his cock. His hand touched her ass and she felt his grab and stroke his cock, coating it with the fluid. Annie couldn't figure out what he was up too. He was lubricating his cock for something and she guessed he planned on jerking off over her. His hand squeezed her right ass cheek, the thumb falling between the crack between her cheeks. He ran his hand down, his thumb pushing down between her cheeks until it found her anus. It circled around her tight puckered little ass hole. The thumb had some of the liquid on it and Annie guessed that it was her body wash from the bathroom. "Aaahhh!" she gasped as his thumb pushed inside her again. She never would have imagined that anal play could enhance sexual pleasure, but it did and if he kept it up, she really would be begging for him to fuck her again. He adjusted his position and she felt his cock head on her vulva. Annie smiled, eyes still closed. He'd won. She was ready to fuck him again. Ready to feel his cock spurting his hot fertile seed deep in her womb again.
But the penetration never came. Instead, the cock head slid up to his hand and the thumb in her anus. He was using his thumb as a guide. No sooner had Clancy slowly pulled his thick thumb out of her rectum then Annie felt his huge cock head pushing down on her sphincter. "Uh Clancy?" she questioned as her rosebud began opening. Opening for an object as big as a golf ball. "Clancy?" His only response was a soft slap on her ass to shut her up.
"Fuckin tight," he growled.
Oh shit! She thought as the head continued to push against her anus. "OW! CLANCY!"
SLAP! He spanked her ass harder.
Tears started rolling down Annie's cheek. She sobbed, then laughed as she thought that at least this way there wasn't any risk of pregnancy. It hurt. Oh god, it hurt. She couldn't understand why her ass wasn't tearing. Her anus was opening wider and wider and wider and just when she thought Clancy's cock was going to rip it open, the head pushed inside her. "UUUNNGGHHH!" she grunted, thanking god he'd lubed his cock up with the body wash. He tested the snug fit out by working the tip of his cock around a bit before pushing it deeper. "UUGGHH! It's too big! This isn't going to work Clance. OW! OW! Alright, that's deep enough. OW! TOO THICK! Put it back in my pussy. Please. PLEASE! You can cum in me. OW! OW! UNH! OH! Oh! Oh god! That's deep. Doesn't hurt so much anymore. Gimme a little more. Oh! Ah! YES! YYEESS! Fuck my ass." SLAP! He spanked her again, working his cock in and out now. "FUCK MY ASS! FUCK MY SLUT ASS! YYEESSSS! I Like it, Clance." Annie pushed herself up and began pushing back into his cock's thrusts. "Your big black cock feels so good fucking my white ass, Clancy."
"Take it all, bitch," he growled.
He was deep fucking her bowels now. His heavy scrotum was smacking against her vulva and it was arousing her. His ball sack was getting wet with her arousal. The repeated slapping of Clancy's oversized testicles against her blood engorged labia and clitoris combined with the pleasure of having his cock fucking her ass had her trembling with an approaching orgasm. This was unbelievable. How had a romantic surprise for her husband turned into multiple womb-fulls of a black man's seed, a blow job in the shower and now her first ass fucking? Because he'd lied and tricked her, that's how, but oh god was it worth it. Annie sobbed with joy. "I wanna do this again," she told him. "I want you to fuck my ass again. I want to suck your cock again." I want to fuck you and feel you cum inside me, she thought. Oh god, I want to fuck him again. I want this all the time.
SLAP! He spanked her, increasing his thrusts.
"You own my white ass," she told her black lover just as her orgasm broke. "AAAHHH! CCUUMMIINNGG!! His thick cock felt even thicker and then it jerked and she felt a warmth spreading deep in her bowels. Annie collapsed forwards onto her head and arms. She passed out to the feelings of his cock still jerking and spurting his hot cum deep into her ass. She wasn't sure how long she slept, but when she slowly came back to her senses, she was in the same position, ass in the air, but his cock was gone. His semen was bubbling to the top of her anus and running down over her vulva in a steady trickle. Clancy was beside her and snoring now. Annie moved and put her knee in a large sticky wet pool of semen right under her clit. Again, she wondered how long, she'd been out to leak this much semen.
Annie slid off the bed and went back to the bathroom for another thirty minutes trying to get clean. When she returned to her bed, she climbed in, feeling the now cold wet spot right under her back. She wiggled over to the black man. He grunted and turned into her. She turned on her side and pushed her ass back into his crotch. This was how she slept with her husband, but the swollen cock pushing against her clearly wasn't her husband's. Clancy threw his arm over her, still snoring peacefully. She reached out and grabbed his wrist, bringing his arm back closer to her. She placed his hand right on her soft breast. He squeezed it several times and she fell asleep nestled in the black man's arms, cock pressing into her ass cheeks and his hand on her breast.
Annie awoke to light coming in the window. She had rolled over onto her stomach. She turned and faced Clancy. He was on his back, a pillow over his head. She reached out and felt his muscles, fit chest. Her nipples started growing as she watched her white hand run down to his stomach. His cock was plump and swollen, but soft. Her hand slid down to it and stroked it. It hardened in seconds. Annie leaned over him and kissed his chest, then his abdominals, then stomach, working her way down to his cock. It was sticking up, head past his navel. Her tongue twirled around it and then she took him in her mouth and began sucking him.
She gave him a loving blow job, thanking him for the amazing night. Clancy groaned and shifted above her, but she only had eyes for his cock. It had felt thicker last night and he felt thicker in her throat then he had when she blew him in the shower. It wasn't quite as long either. Close, but it was half an inch to an inch shorter then yesterday. Joe's cock... no, Joe's penis changed size all the time. She was quite fascinated with her husband's little penis. She'd seen it pathetically small, sunk into his scrotum after a cold dip in the pool. She'd seen it swollen and engorged right after cumming. She'd once thought it was huge when it was swollen. How could that be huge when it was only half the size of the real man's cock halfway down her throat. And the real man's cock, the black cock was getting bigger. He was going to cum and Annie wanted to taste him again. She pulled back until just the head was in her mouth, jerking his hard shaft and running her tongue all over the knobby head. The room was more lit now. She moaned around his cock running her hand up his stomach. His skin didn't seem quite as dark as it had yesterday. Clancy was black, very African looking. Today his skin was a dark brown.
The cock exploded, pumping her mouth full of his hot seed. Annie moaned, loving the taste of a black man's cum. She looked up to see it she had pleased her black lover and found herself looking up into the face of ELLISON!
Annie gulped his sperm down as she stared up at Clancy's half-brother in shock. She was so shocked, Ellison's cock plopped out of her mouth and his sperm blew across her face. Her mouth hung open. His sperm splattered all over her face again, some falling on her lips and in her mouth. She licked her lips. Then something clicked in her brain, it no longer mattered that she wasn't with the man she thought she was with. He still had a huge black cock full of tasty cum. She caught his cock and pulled it back into her mouth getting several more blasts across her tongue.
Annie jerked the remaining sperm from his shaft before leaping to her feet. She flashed him an evil stare before turning and running off to the bathroom. She used the toilet and then brushed her teeth, rinsing her mouth out with mouthwash afterwards. Annie angrily stormed back into the bedroom and wagged her finger at Ellison. "Just what the hell is going on?"
"Dayum gurl," he said, staring at her breasts and belly. "I knew you were fine, but not this fine."
Annie suddenly felt very naked. She'd done things with this man last night, but he hadn't been able to see her body. It was a foolish reaction, but she still felt self conscious that she was exposing herself to a strange black man. She held her arms across her bosom and one hand over her pubic mound. In all fairness though, she was enjoying the sight of the long floppy cock laying over Ellison's thigh. "Answer my question."
Ellison continued laying on the bed. The sight of Annie's gorgeous body with her pale unblemished skin had his cock stirring. He watched her move over to her suit case and pull out a bra and panty. "I stopped by to see Clancy last night and he told me that you'd just walked into his room last night and mounted his pole like some cock hungry whore."
Annie felt her face turn red with anger. "He told you that did he?" she said threw gritted teeth. "Did he tell you that he tricked me into thinking I was sneaking into my husband's room." Annie was so mad and didn't care anymore that Ellison was staring at her. She quit covering her goods and stepped into her panties. Her heavy bosom dangled as she leaned down to step into her underwear. She stood back up and noticed his cock had turned fully hard again. Her nipples were starting to stick out as she put the bra on. The underwear didn't do much to cover her. The material was sheer and lacy blue clearly showing both her nipples and her black pubic hair through the material. She'd only brought her sexiest lingerie for her meeting with her husband. "Did he tell you that he sent Joe home and took his room after I told him I was coming here to surprise my husband?"
"Nope. He just said that you were into black cock and snuck into his room to fuck and suck him off."
"He's a liar!"
Ellison shrugged. "I didn't believe him either so he told me to go on over to your room and see for myself. You seemed into it to me." Ellison made his voice go high pitched like a woman's saying, "Don't cum in me. Cum in me. Oh baby, seed me. Seed my white pussy."
The flush in Annie's face moved down her body to chest and breasts as her anger grew. She didn't even bother dressing the rest of the way. She turned towards the adjoining door and stormed towards Clancy's room.
"Where ya goin, baby?" asked Ellison. "Get back here and ride my cock. I wanna watch them big white titties bouncing as you get off on my cock."
"Never again Ellison. I'm done with you and your asshole brother."
"Bull shit. I seen you starin at my dick getting hard."
"Fuck you!"
"Shut up bitch. Stop," he ordered as her hand was reaching for the door knob. Annie did stop, retracting her hand. "Turn around. Let me look at ya." Annie did what he said for some reason she couldn't understand. She must have had some mild submissive streak that she hadn't known about. She liked having men tell her what to do. She lowered her arms to her sides and slowly turned around showing Ellison her body. "Gurl, you are stacked. You belong on the pole."
"I don't know what that means, but thanks I guess." Annie was still mad. She quickly reached for the door and pulled it open. Clancy was sitting at the table working on his laptop. He stood as she stormed into the room. He was naked, but for a pair of sweatpants that hung loosely on his hips. He was smirking! The smug grin only served to enrage Annie more. "You arrogant fucking prick!" She swiftly walked up to him and raised her fist to slap him, but he easily caught her wrist and she gasped as she felt the strength of his grip. He released her. Annie raised her fists up and started beating his chest. He made no attempt to stop her and hitting his pectorals was like hitting a brick wall, hurting her more then it was hurting him. The strength of her blows slowed down. "I hate you. I hate you."
Clancy reached out and grabbed her shoulders. She was still hitting him as she felt him applying pressure to her shoulders. The pressure grew and Annie found herself slowly lowering until she fell to her knees before the tall black man. Annie felt her arousal growing and she hated herself for it. Hated the raging hormones that had gotten her into this mess in the first place. She was staring directly at the swelling bulge under his sweats. She moved her eyes up his powerful torso to his arrogant face staring down at her. He released her shoulders. She swore to herself that all she meant to do was reach out and use his legs for leverage to pull herself back up so that she could leave. Instead, she reached out and placed her palms above his knees gripping his sweat pants. When she tried to pull herself up, she found herself pulling his pants down instead. She rose up a little as his curly black pubes appeared and then the thick root of his cock and then inch after inch of his rapidly swelling shaft. His foot long black cock sprang free just as she fell back on her knees having failed to gain leverage from his sweat pants.
Annie stared at the cock that had turned her into an adulterous. It was semi-swollen, sticking out, but bending down under it's enormous weight. He grabbed the base of it with his hand. With a flick of the wrist, Clancy slapped his meaty cock against her cheek. She gasped in shock even as he brought his cock back across her other cheek. He slapped it across her eye and then her forehead. It shouldn't have been turning her on, but it was, much to her shame. When he quit slapping her, he released his cock and now it was completely hard and sticking straight out. He moved it so that the head bobbed before her lips. Annie pulled her head back from the engorged cock head swaying before her eyes. If he thinks he can treat me like that and have me suck his cock, he's got another think coming, she thought even as his strong hand came down on top of her head. He pulled her forwards so that his cock head brushed her lips. I'm not going to suck it. I'm not. I'm not. What she did do was strange and submissive. She puckered her lips and kissed the tip of his cock right on the urethra. She looked up at him as she kissed his cock. Annie's tongue flickered out and tasted the precum that was dribbling out of his cock. I'm not going to suck it for him. She parted her lips, opening her mouth around the head. Not after what he did to me. Don't give him the pleasure. His cock head entered her mouth and Annie ran her tongue all over it. She started bobbing her head, taking his cock head down her throat. She gone in the blink of an eye to a woman fighting her desires to a woman that knew what she wanted.
Her lust for the big black cock down her throat had her moaning in the back of her throat. Clancy slowly moved, heading towards the bed. She walked on her knees after him, never letting his cock leave her mouth. He sat down on the bed and opened his legs allowing her to kneel between them and rest her arms on his knees as she sucked him off. This was where she wanted to be. This was what she wanted to do. She was hungry for his cum even with her belly still full of Ellison's semen.



Clancy reached over her back and unhook the bra. The elastic sprang loose and her tits popped out of her bra even though the now loose bra was hanging off her shoulders. Annie had been holding the base of his cock while she sucked him and kneading his heavy balls with her free hand. She released him long enough to pull the bra all the way off without ever letting his cock leave her mouth. "You're getting better at this," said Clancy. "Guess you must have practiced some more on El last night." It angered her, but she never slowed her pace. "You're gonna be a grade A cocksucker by the time this weekend is over. I've never seen a woman whose body was more built for black cock then yours Annie Whyte."
Annie deep throated his cock. "Mmmmm," she moaned around his shaft. I am built for black cock. I can take them in my pussy. I can deep throat them. I can even take these monsters in my ass! His words made her start to suck him faster. Somehow Clancy managed to grab her hips. He was pulling her up. She was too focused on sucking his cock to wonder what was going on. She followed the lead of the strong hands on her hips and climbed off her knees to her feet. She found herself standing on the floor of the hotel, bent at the waist, and leaning down to suck his cock. His hand grabbed the back of her panty right above the crack of her ass and pulled her underwear down. That was odd because Clancy had both hands resting beside him on the bed. One hand grabbed her waist as she felt the bulbous end of another cock pushing against her already soaked vulva. It quickly found the entrance to her pussy and pushed inside. The second hand appeared on her other hip and the man pulled at her hips as he forced his cock in deeper.
Annie turned to glance in a mirror near the bathroom door. She could see Ellison standing behind her in the reflection. She hadn't seen him enter, but the door to the adjoining room was open now. She looked up expecting to see Clancy angry and about to put a stop to this, but he had more of a 'what up, bro!' look on his face then an angry one. Was he okay letting his brother fuck her while she sucked him off? She wasn't okay with it or was she? Annie couldn't bring herself to give up either of the cocks. Her belly was growling for Clancy's sperm even as she was thrusting her pelvis back into Ellison's probing cock wanting it deeper. Her cervix opened up for Ellison's large cock head even as she felt Clancy's cock swell in her mouth to the point she felt she started to gag. Annie pulled back despite being forced forwards by Ellison's thrusts. Clancy's cock head had barely cleared her tonsils when it blew it's load. Having his sperm gushing down her throat reminded her of doing a beer bong back in college. She gulped as fast as she could until his cock head cleared her throat and filled her mouth up with his hot seed. She moaned in pleasure at the taste of his rich seed, swallowing it as fast as his cock could pump it.
Drained, Clancy's floppy cock fell from her mouth. The young wife put her nose in the crotch of her husband's black boss and nuzzled it while his brother continued pounding her pussy. Ellison was just using her body to get off, but she loved it, cumming multiple times while he fucked her hard and one big time when he buried his cock and pumped her womb full of his seed.
"Go get cleaned up," ordered Clancy while she was still had her head down in his crotch and her ass in the air. Ellison's sperm was already defying gravity, welling up in her pussy to drip down onto the carpet.
Annie pushed herself up and waddled with her legs together through the adjoining door to her bathroom. Despite her efforts, she left a trail of white semen behind her. Annie, turned the water on in the shower and stepped inside once it got warm enough. No sooner had she thrown her luxurious dark hair under the water then the shower door was opened. Annie jumped startled and stared at the two black men watching her. Clancy and Ellison were still nude, long banana cocks dangling between their legs. "What?" she asked.
"Nuthin, we just wanna watch you wash that sexy body," said Ellison.
For a few minutes, Annie ignored them. She grabbed the hotel bottle of shampoo and washed her hair. She put her hair under the shower to rinse it and let her well lathered hands run down over her breasts, then her flat belly. She pulled her head out from under the water, grabbed the bar of soap and began running it all over herself, paying extra attention to the space between her legs and her pale DD breasts. The two black men's cocks began to rise. Annie turned and stuck her rear end out towards the two half brothers. She bent forward and brought the bar of soap between her legs, washing her fully displayed vulva under their gaze. She looked down between her legs and saw Clancy and Ellison's cocks sticking straight out. "Get your white ass out here," said Clancy.
Annie rinsed herself of the soapy lather and stepped out of the shower. He didn't even let her dry off. He grabbed her hand and pulled her to the bed. He fell on his back, holding his cock up for her to mount him. Annie climbed on the bed and straddled him. She picked herself up and lowered herself over the huge cock head. He still felt new and amazing to her. It was different from last night in the dark when she thought it was Joe she was mounting. Now she was looking down lustfully at the older black man. She put her hands on his chest as she brought her pussy down his long shaft. As his thickness fully entered her, her hands curled into claws trying to grab his flesh, but his hard muscles were taut and she could grab on to nothing.
Annie began riding his huge black cock. She stared at his hard tight body and at her tiny white hands against his dark black skin. She stared at his rugged dark face, but mostly she just stared into his eyes. She liked this better then last night. Seeing the man she was fucking was better then fucking blind in the dark. She glanced back at the mirror on the bathroom door and could clearly make out her voluptuous white form astride the darker form lying on the bed. The image was so erotically sexy that she found her claws trying to grab his chest again as she came all over his cock.
Annie felt the bed depress behind her. She'd forgotten about Ellison in her desire to mount her husband's black boss's cock again. Ellison's cock was glistening in the light. He'd coated it with something. The viscous liquid was dripping off the nearly foot long shaft sticking out from his body. He kneeled behind her ass. Beneath her Clancy grinned at the expression on her face. "Unh!" she grunted in alarm when Ellison's cock head touched her anus. Clancy grabbed her hips and pulled her down on his cock to keep her still. Then he slid his hands up to her upper arms and pulled her down so that she was laying on top of him. He held her still while Ellison forcefully pushed his engorged cock through her anus. Annie winced as he penetrated her, thankful that he'd broken her ass in last night.
Clancy stroked her hair as she lay on his chest. Ellison was working his cock around in her ass pushing it deeper. Annie could feel it pushing against Clancy's cock. It was like the two giant phalluses were fighting for room in her small crotch region. This was so completely debauched. She couldn't believe Clancy wasn't stopping it from happening. The older of the two brothers had even slid his hands down to her ass cheeks and spread them open to assist Ellison in shoving his cock down her ass.
Ellison pumped into her a few times. His cock stretched her bowels out as it probed deeper and deeper.
Soon it reached the point it had been last night. He leaned back and pulled her up off Clancy while Clancy cupped her breasts and pushed her so that she was leaning over him. Clancy began slowly bucking his hips, thrusting into her as Ellison pulled back. The timing of their alternate thrusts was so perfect, Annie had the feeling they'd done this before. Clancy was squeezing her pendulous dangling udders, squeezing and pinching her nipples. "How's it feel?" he asked.
"Unh! Unh! Unh!" Annie was grunting with each thrust of Clancy's and Ellison's cock. Her head was turned, looking at the reflection of the white slut getting fucked in both her holes by two black men. "Unh! Unh! Full. I feel full. Unh! Unh!
"Full of what?"
"Unh! Unh! Stuffed full of black cock. Unh! Unh! Not right. This isn't right. Unh! Married! Unh! Not right! Decent girls don't do this. Unh! Unh!
Clancy grinned beneath her and it was an evil grin. He pinched her nipples and squeezed them tighter until the pleasure bordered on pain. "Oh, but Annie, you're not a decent girl. You're a SLUT!" He hissed the final word between clenched teeth. "El, lets go from AC to DC," he told his brother."
"Yeah Clance," answered Ellison. "Lets teach this whore what two black cocks can do." Ellison pulled his cock nearly all the way out of her ass until just the head was stretching out her anus. Clancy pulled as much of his cock out of her pussy as he could. Then the two brothers began slamming their cocks forwards in unison this time.
"UNH! UNH! UNH!" Annie's cries grew louder. Sweat broke out on her forehead. Her entire body started shaking like it did when she had fever chills. "UNH! UNH!" UNH!"
"Work that pussy slut," growled Clancy still pinching and pulling on her nipples. "I can feel that pussy squeezing every inch of my cock."
"Yeah, her ass is squeezing down over mine dick too."
"Something tells me the whore is about to cum, bro," said Clancy. "Fuck her faster."
Annie squealed as their cocks began thrusting faster. "UNH!UNH!UNH! UNHUNH! UUUNNNHHH!" This was decadent and wrong, but it felt so good. "UNH! FFUUCCKKMMEEEE! FUCKMYASS! FUCKMYPUSSY! I'm cummmMMMIINNGG!!"
"DAYUMN! Slut's pussy just gushed all over my cock," said Clancy.
"So good! So good! Fuck! I am a slut. I love it. I love both your cocks. Keep fucking me." Annie leaned down and dangled her breasts over Clancy's face so that he could suck them. Her crotch had taken over fucking his cock. This threw off Ellison's rhythm, but it didn't matter much. She was going to orgasm again. "CCCUUUMMMing! I'm cumming! I'm cumming again. SHIT! I feel your cock Clancy. Cum in me. Seed my white pussy."
"OH SHIT!" grunted Clancy, thrusting his hips up. His cock exploded in her womb flooding it with his seed.
"SO HOT! CUMMING!" Annie's orgasm was so powerful, she collapsed on top of Clancy even as his cock was squirting the last of his seed into the fertile depths of her pussy. Her breasts mashed down on his face and if their soft pillowy mass had suffocated him, this was exactly the way he'd wanted to go. Annie was too wiped to lift herself off him. Ellison leaned over her, strong arms braced on either side and he started doing push ups. He still had a few minutes of stamina in him. She felt Clancy's cock lose it's steel, but not it's size as it remained trapped in her pussy. "OH GAWD!" she cried. "I'm gonna have another one." Annie could feel Ellison's cock expanding. "Seed my ass," she told him just as his cock blew, hosing her bowels with his hot seed. Annie sobbed in joy. "cccuuummmiiinnnggg!" she whispered.
"Shit bro!" groaned Ellison. He could feel her fluids squirting out on his balls which were touching Clancy's scrotum. "She really is a gusher!"
"Now that's what I'm talking about," said Clancy, feeling her pussy contracting all around his soft cock.
"That was soooo good," moaned Annie pushing herself up a little off Clancy. Ellison's cock had gone soft too, but he hadn't pulled it out either. She didn't want them to pull out. She wanted to feel her ass and pussy stuffed full of their black cocks forever, but then her cell phone started going off in the next room. "SHIT! That's Joe," she murmured, pulling herself up. Ellison's cock fell out of her ass with a plop. His semen followed the retreating cock to well up out of her ass. Annie glanced over at the alarm clock. "Oh My god! It's noon! How did it get to be so late?" Clancy's cock fell out of her pussy. His sperm started pouring from her crotch. "He's going to kill me," she said, cupping both hands under her crotch as she stood. The two black men's sperm leaking from both her holes were combing to form a large stream dripping down to her cupped hands. "I was supposed to get an early start and be home by now."
"Tell him your car broke down." Clancy shrugged.
"I can't lie to my husband," she said, frowning when Clancy raised his eyebrows at her.
The distraught wife quickly waddled to her room with her hands between her legs. She pulled her right hand out. It was covered it sperm. She needed to answer the phone quickly as it had already rung seven times. There was nowhere to wipe her hand, so she just flicked his sperm off her hand flicking it to the carpet. She gave up trying to stop the constant flow from her crotch and just let it drip down as she answered her phone. "Hello."
"Hey babe," said Joe on the other end. "You almost home?"
"No," she sobbed, breaking down and crying. "I haven't left yet."
"Annie, what's wrong?"
"Oh Joe, I don't know how to tell you this, but..." Annie felt Clancy's iron grip on her wrist. He quickly took the phone from her.
"Annie? Annie? Hello?" said Joe.
Clancy held the phone up to his ear. "Joe, it's Clancy. I'm with your wife at the mechanics. The water pump on her car blew."
"Oh shit. That's too bad," said Joe.
"Yeah, as you can tell she's quite distraught. I told her not to worry about the money. I'll pay and write it off as a business expense."
"Hey, thanks for doing that Clancy," said Joe.
"No problem, but the mechanic says they don't have a replacement pump on hand and they're waiting to get one delivered. He's still checking some of the parts suppliers, but so far no luck. It might be pretty late before it gets fixed."
"Shit. I really wanted to see her this weekend. Can I head back then?"
"Nope. I need those invoices finished. I'm sorry, I know this is an important weekend for you two. Hopefully, she'll be home tonight and you two lovebirds can spend tomorrow together before you head back."
"Alright Clance. Can I speak with Annie again?"
"Sure. I'm gonna take her back to the hotel then get on out to the job site. Here she is."
"Joe?" she asked, taking the phone from Clancy.
"Honey, I know you're upset, but everything is going to be alright. It looks like Clancy has everything in hand. Don't worry about the money and hopefully, I'll see you tonight. I'm going to stay late and try to get all this paperwork done. Then we'll have all night and tomorrow to spend together. I'll leave late tomorrow night."
"Okay," she sobbed.
"Do me one favor."
"Yeah Joe?"
"Stay away from Clancy. He may act like he's doing you a favor, but don't trust him. He hasn't shut up about seeing you in that bikini since his pool party."
"I understand," she replied.
"I mean it. Don't fall for his bull shit. He likes white women and prefers them married. Some of the things he's bragged about, you'd find degenerate."
"I believe you," said Annie glancing at Clancy. He winked at her. She had a naked black man, old enough to be her father in her room while she spoke to her husband and he had the temerity to start going through her open suitcase. "I love you."
"I love you too. Lets just hope those mechanics get that pump fixed so you can get home and I can pump you. Bye."
"Bye," said Annie, turning off the phone. "What the hell do you think you're doing?" she asked the black man.
"Just looking for something for you to wear," he replied. "AHA! There it is. I was hoping you brought this." He held up her bikini.
"You think I'm going to parade around in that for you?"
"I sure do. Ell and I need some time to recharge so I thought we'd hang out at the pool."
"I'll get my suit," yelled Ellison from the next room.
Clancy walked over to the adjoining door and stuck his head in. "Call Lee, tell him something came up and he's in charge of the crew today." He turned back to Annie and tossed her the bikini. She caught the top, but dropped the panty and had to bend over to pick it up. "Get cleaned up and changed. Come over to my room when you're ready. A couple hours relaxing by the pool should be enough for me an Ell to recharge our batteries. Then we'll come back up here and send you off home nice and proper only this time, I wanna test drive that fine ass of yours."
Annie gulped. Just the thought of being double penetrated again, had her becoming aroused again. What kind of a woman was turned on by something so sleazy? Not the kind of woman she neither respected nor wanted to be. She was still a mess and quickly moved to the shower. Annie had every intention of washing, dressing, and fleeing for home to be with her husband, but as she scrubbed between her legs or ran the soap over her hard nipples, she kept thinking of Clancy's cock. She kept thinking of Ellison's cock. She kept thinking about how she had ridden Clancy's cock while Ellison pushed his into her ass. Now Clancy wanted to try her ass while she rode Ellison. Annie shuddered in pure lust at the thought. She was a woman in heat and her hormones were telling her body that she still needed to be seeded. Seeded by a truly dominant male. Seeded by a big black cock.
Annie stepped out of the shower and dried herself off. She combed her hair and walked back out into the hotel room. She walked over to her suitcase. She'd packed light, but Clancy had strewn all her clothes about as he went through her luggage. Annie started packing so that she could head home and spend her annibirthery with her husband. She went over to retrieve her bikini from wear she'd tossed it on the bed. She held up the small swimsuit and looked at the strings, material, and the hoops that cross her hips and rested between her bosom. She hadn't tried it on for quite awhile, since Clancy's pool party to be exact. Annie stepped into the panty and pulled it up over her hips. Then she pulled the top on and tied the string behind her neck. Annie glanced back at her luggage, nearly packed and at her car keys, the means she had of returning to her husband, lying beside it. She looked at her keys long and hard before turning and going through the adjoining door to Clancy's room.
"Gurl, you don't know how fucking hot you look in that bikini," said Clancy admiringly.
Annie smiled at him. "You look pretty good yourself." The black man was only wearing tight white biker shorts that hugged and showed off the outline of his cock. "For an old man," she added.
"OLD!" he scoffed. "I'll show who's old when we get back from the pool."
Annie had been smiling, but she dropped her grin at his suggestion. "I want that," she said, hesitatingly. "I want your cock again. I want Ell's too. I want... nothing has ever... I didn't know sex could be so good, Clance, but this has to end."
"No more?"
"No, I want it one more time, both you and Ellison and then I'm going home to my husband and we forget this ever happened and we hope that I'm not pregnant."
"When?"
"Just as soon as the two of you are ready to go again. I want to be on the road as soon as possible. I need to spend time with my husband."
Clancy nodded. "Get a towel from my bathroom and go ahead and head down to the pool. I'm gonna go get Ell and meet you there. You like burgers?"
"Sure."
"The restaurant had half price burgers during lunch. I'll get us some."
"Sounds good, but I'll get the towel from my room. I need to get my suntan lotion too. I burn easily."
"I remember you were a little red leaving my pool party."
Twenty minutes later, Annie was laying back by the pool in a cot. It wasn't crowded. There were only a few other people there including one middle aged balding businessman type guy swimming laps. He tried to catch her eye and smile, but she ignored him. The pool had an outdoor bar back to back with the inside bar at the restaurant. It was closed, but the indoor one was open. The only clothes she had on were the bikini, her wedding ring, and her black glasses. They tinted in the sunlight. She was coating her body with SPF 20 lotion to keep from burning when she saw Clancy come out of the bar carrying a tray with three burgers on it. "Lunch is served," he called.



Annie noticed a look of surprise on the balding man's face at the sight of Clancy. He quickly lost interest in her and sat down on a cot reading a tablet. She gratefully took the basket with the hamburger and fries in it. Annie attacked the burger not realizing how famished she really was. No matter how protein rich several bellyfuls of black sperm might be, it wasn't enough to replenish her energy. Ellison came out of the bar when she was halfway done her hamburger. He was carrying a tray with two beers, a margarita, and three shots on it. Eating the burger so quickly had left her thirsty and she took a long sip of the margarita without thinking about it. Ell joined them and started eating his sandwich. The two black men sipped their beers while she drank her margarita.
Annie was already feeling an alcoholic buzz from the margarita when Clancy handed her the shot glass filled with a familiar black colored liquid. "I really shouldn't," she said, taking it. "It's only a little past noon."
"You're on vacation," said Clancy, holding his shot up. Ell clinked his shot with Clancy's and Annie reluctantly did the same. "I thought a big black cock would be the appropriate choice to toast the last twenty-four hours we've spent together. To Annie and big black cocks," he said.
They clinked and Annie took a sip, wincing at the taste of the potent mixture of hard liquor. "Whew!" she said. "That stuff is still strong, but I think I'm starting to get used to it."
"Big black cocks take some getting used to, but after awhile it's all you'll want." Clancy winked at El.
Ellison smiled. "Big black cocks are strong and they last a long time, but they sure get the job done."
"They sure do," said Annie looking at her shot glass. She'd only drunk half, but already she'd gone from buzzed to drunk.
"To Annie," said Clancy holding his empty shot glass up. Ell raised his empty one and Annie followed with her half full glass. "Happy anniversary today and happy birthday tomorrow. What do you and Joe call it?"
"Our Annibirthery," said Annie, clinking her glass and downing the rest of her drink. It went down smoother this time. Clancy was right. She could get used to big black cocks. "It's hot. I'm going to take a quick dip."
Annie stood off the cot and walked over to the pool. She jumped in. The cold water sobered her a little, but she was still drunk. Too drunk to drive home. Maybe, if she waited it out a couple hours, she could make it. She swam a lap while Clancy and Ellison jumped in. Refreshed, the three climbed out and returned to their cots.
"Wanna sit in the Jacuzzi?" asked Ell.
"Too hot for that," said Clancy. He looked down at Annie's stunning body stretched out on the cot. Her thick nipples were poking out through the bikini top. The panty had sunk into her crotch giving her a camel toe. Her black glasses made her look intelligent and combined with her voluptuous body, she looked like a sexy scientist laying there. "You need a fresh coat of lotion," he told Annie. "Don't want you to burn."
Annie opened her eyes just as Clancy brought his lotion covered hands down to her belly. Ellison quickly followed and she found herself being oiled and massaged by four strong black hands. The two men covered her front with lotion until her fair skin was sparkling in the sunlight. All three were breathing heavily by the time they tired of touching her.
Clancy stood. The outline of his cock under his tight shorts had swollen and bulged out. "I think I'm good to go."
"Me too," said Ellison standing. He was only wearing a tight speedo style swimsuit and his bulge was even more prominent.
They hurried back to their room. Annie felt the stares of others on her as she walked through the lobby flanked by two towering naked black men, clear signs of arousal on all three. Ellison hit the button to close the elevator door before pushing Annie to her knees in the elevator. He fished his cock out from the speedo and slapped the semi hard piece of meat across her face. She reluctantly took him in her mouth while Clancy reached out for her arm and pulled her hand over to his cock after he pushed his tight biker shorts down. It wasn't a long ride to the third floor, but the men were both fully hard by the time the elevator dinged. The door slid open and luckily, there was no one waiting or in the hallway to see the bikini clad white wife on her knees sucking one black man's cock while stroking a second with her hand.
They pulled her to her feet and hurried to Clancy's room neither man bothering to put his cock away. The three quickly stripped once they entered the room. The maid had cleaned while they were out and Ellison just dropped onto the bed and held his cock up. Annie straddled him and lowered herself down over the shaft moaning with pleasure as she took every inch deep into her pussy. Clancy was waiting at the foot of the bed stroking his cock. When Annie had fully impaled herself on Ell's cock, he climbed onto the bed behind them, spitting in his hand and coating his dark black shaft until it was slick. Then he bent the head down to Annie's tightly puckered asshole. He lined the head up and pushed. "Uugghh!" she grunted, still not used to being anally penetrated, but her rectum opened easier then he would have expected as his cock head disappeared inside her.
Annie threw her head back and screamed in joy as she had an explosive orgasm that rocked her entire body. She wondered how many women had ever experienced such joy. She wondered how many women had ever cum as much or as hard as she had over the last day and a half. One thing she did know was that there was no greater pleasure in the world then having two large cocks penetrating you at the same time.
They fucked like that for a good thirty minutes. Ell was pinching one of her nipples and she felt his pinch tighten until it hurt a little. The bucking of his hips was growing erratic too. She could feel his cock swelling, the flair on the big head catching in her cervix. "Seed my pussy baby," she begged just as his cock went off inside her. Hot semen sprayed into her womb triggering another large orgasm. She was still cumming when more sperm flooded her bowels. Clancy pushed his cock deep into her ass emptying his balls inside her. He collapsed on top of her and Annie found herself sandwiched between the two black men as their cocks slowly softened inside her. "That was amazing," she moaned.
Clancy groaned as he pulled his spent cock out and rolled off her, falling heavily to the bed. Annie was exhausted too, but sperm was bubbling up out of her ass and there was a slow river of semen running down the cock still plugging her pussy. She pulled herself up and off Ellison, his cock plopping out and turning the slow river into a waterfall. Annie hurried to the bathroom to clean up.
When she returned, Ellison and Clancy were laying on opposite ends of the king sized bed that filled Clancy's room. She stared at the two black men that had given her so much pleasure. Both appeared asleep. Annie knew that the smart thing to do would be to return to her room, gather her things, leave as quickly as possible and never look back. Her head was still spinning from the margarita and shots. The intense sexual workout hadn't seemed to sober her up much. Driving home for four or five hours would be risky. She should go to her room, lock that damned adjoining door and take a nap before leaving for home. Instead, Annie climbed onto the bed and laid down between the two black men. She leaned into Clancy, put her hand on his hard black chest and slid her hand down his abdominals to his stomach. Her small white hand moved down to his genitals. His black cock had gone all floppy, but was still a foot long. Residual semen had spilled from the urethra forming a spoon sized pool of white seed that rivaled in size Joe's entire ejaculate. She grabbed and shook his cock, stroking it and that's where her hand was when she fell asleep.
The cock was still in her hand when she awoke later, but it was fully hard now. Clancy was moving, rolling on top of her. He held himself up off her and she guided his cock into her rapidly lubricating pussy. She wanted to fuck him again. She wanted his cock inside her forever, but she was tired and sore. Clancy seemed to sense she needed a break and so this time, he made love to her, taking her slowly, kissing her passionately while he slowly moved his cock in and out of her. He hunched his back and bent down to suck one nipple between his large dark lips. Annie writhed beneath him, moaning, lifting her hips up into his thrusting cock. When she came, it wasn't the explosive exhausting kind of orgasm his hard fucking had produced, it was a long continuous series of orgasms that seemed to last forever. They were like a series of bliss inducing firecrackers going off until she wrapped her legs around his hips and held him inside. His cock spurted turning the firecrackers into dynamite. Annie threw her head back to scream, but no sound came out of her mouth as she trembled beneath her black lover, her womb taking yet another load of sperm.
He pulled his spent cock from her body and climbed off the bed. Clancy went to the bathroom and she heard a strong stream of urine striking the toilet bowl followed by the shower turning on. She laid still on her back, feeling his cum leak from her body. She had a strange urge to lift her crotch up to try to keep his sperm inside her, but she fought it. A strong black hand fell on her curly black pubes and moved up her flat stomach to grab and squeeze her breasts. It moved to the side and rolled her toward him. She fell on her stomach and Ellison climbed up on his knees behind her, pulling her onto all fours. His cock entered her sloppy pussy and he took her like that. His cock pushed his brothers sperm back inside her as he began slowly fucking her. He was good too, gently taking her as she laid her head down on the pillow grunting each time he buried his cock. He fucked her for a good twenty minutes until Clancy came out of the bathroom with a towel wrapped around his waist. He watched as Ellison buried his cock deep and shot jet after jet of his seed into her womb to mix with his brothers. When he had finished, he held his cock deep in her, keeping his sperm from flooding out. She purred, content just to have his cock in her.
Annie promised herself that she would leave as soon as she sobered up. Clancy offered to take her to dinner in the hotel restaurant. She cleaned up in her room and found herself wearing the nicest dress she had brought along for the weekend and carefully applying makeup for her dinner with her husband's boss. He whistled when he saw her, eyes roaming up and down her body repeatedly. The dress was something she only wore on special occasions, like tonight, her anniversary. It was a little black one piece that stopped inches above her knees. It was sleeveless and had spaghetti straps over her shoulders. It also uncharacteristically for her, showed off her impressive cleavage. She pulled her hair back and applied lipstick and mascara before putting her glasses back on. Black high heels completed the ensemble.
She meant to go home to her husband after dinner, but then Clancy bought them a rather expensive bottle of wine. He kept her glass full and the booze kept her giddy and flirty. She constantly touched the arm of her black dinner partner and batted her eyelashes at him. Ellison sat at the other end of the restaurant with his brother Lee. The two were deeply discussing something over a table for two. Ten other black men were seated at the bar watching a basketball game on the television. They were the rest of Clancy's work crew, a loud boisterous bunch, drinking heavily. She hoped that none of them, especially Adam, her husband's friend, would recognize her as Joe's wife or if they did, that they wouldn't pass on to her husband that she was enjoying an intimate dinner with his boss. She'd only met them once before and that was at the pool party. They'd only seen her in her bikini and then she hadn't worn her glasses. Hopefully, she was safe and for the most part they weren't paying any attention to her or their boss. "Well, I guess you'll be going home then," said Clancy, a knowing grin on his face.
"Yes," replied Annie. "But I'm worried I drank too much." She stood and suddenly grabbed the edge of the table as she swooned. "Definitely drank too much. Not going home tonight."
"Good," said Clancy. "Looks like we get one more night together."
Annie's panties went instantly damp. "Alright. One more night." She stared at the black man. Annie sucked her lower lip into her mouth before asking. "Will Ellison be joining us?" She hoped the question seemed matter-of-fact, routine, indifferent to whether the answer was yes or no.
"Do you want him joining us?" Clancy called her out.
Annie looked down at the table, then back up. "Yes," she whispered.
"Why do you want him joining us?" He waited, but she didn't respond. "Answer me."
"I want him too. I want both your cocks in me at once."
"Then that is what you will get, you little slut," said Clancy.
Annie turned red and looked up at Clancy. Strangely, he wasn't looking down on her. Instead, he appeared pleased with her decision. "I'd better go call Joe and tell him I won't be home anytime soon."
"Tell him the part didn't arrive."
"Good idea. Should I meet you somewhere?"
"Lets go back to the pool for awhile. We can have some more drinks in the Jacuzzi before the fun starts."
"Alright. I'll go call my husband and meet you down there."
"Wait," said Clancy as she turned. "I'll ride up with you." He stood and glanced over at Ell and Lee. They were staring back at him. He nodded and they nodded back. Then he followed Annie out of the hotel restaurant and over to the elevators. Inside, he took her in his arms as soon as the doors slid closed. She gasped in surprise, but quickly found herself kissing him back, pressing her body into his. His growing bulge pressed into her belly. This was what it was like to be kissed by a real man. They broke the kiss when the door dinged and opened. Annie was panting after the passionate kiss. She was fully aroused and ready to do anything to please this man at that moment. "Get your bikini on and I'll meet you at the pool."
Annie nodded and walked to her room. She called Joe and strangely felt unmoved by the disappointment conveyed by his voice over the phone. She apologized, promised to make it up to him, then lied about having a headache in her eagerness to get off the phone so that she could go be with Clancy again.
Her bikini was still damp as she pulled it on. She didn't need anything to go sit in the Jacuzzi. It was dark, so she didn't need tanning lotion. She didn't need money or shoes even. She took her glasses off and set them on the table. Annie left the room with nothing but her key card. A young man in a suit did a double take seeing the bikini clad woman walking down the hall. He tried to smile to get a reaction, but she ignored him. Two teenage boys were waiting for the elevator in the lobby when the door opened to reveal the bikini clad woman and their eyes went wide. She smiled at them and their shock, winking, as she walked past the hotel desk and out to the pool. The cool night air made her nipples poke out a little. They turned fully hard when she saw Clancy and Ell were already in the Jacuzzi. They stood to greet her and she gasped in shock to see their long plump penises swinging pendulously between their legs. She looked around, but the pool and area was empty. Ellison reached out and picked up a tray holding six shots of familiar dark liquid. "I thought you might like some more black cocks," he said.
"I'm looking forward to it." Annie took one drink off the tray. The two black men took one each. They clinked shots and all three threw them back. Annie stepped down into the warm tub.
The three talked and laughed for awhile. The two black men were funny and charming in a crass way. She found herself enjoying their company. There was tension in the air though. After all, they weren't here to become friends, they were here to fuck again. It wasn't long before she felt strong calloused hands rubbing her thighs. Clancy's hand grabbed her wrist under the water and pulled her hand over to his stiffening cock. She grabbed it and started stroking the shaft as he turned fully hard. Annie was about to ask if they were ready to go back to the bedroom, but Clancy was ready now. He stood, his cock sticking out before him, the tip a good foot from his pubes. It bobbed and swayed as she leaned forward and took him in her mouth.
Annie moved to kneel in the center of the Jacuzzi happily sucking his cock, not concerned that some other guest might come out for a late night swim or to soak in the hot Jacuzzi. Clancy moved back and she moved forward to keep him in her mouth. He sat down on the edge and she moved between his legs, grabbing the root of his cock and sucking him faster. Hands grabbed her hips and pulled her up so that she was bent over. The hands grabbed the sides of her panties and pulled them down over her ass cheeks, past her thighs, and down her lower legs. Ellison quickly lined his cock up with her pussy and started pounding her from behind. Her moan as the huge cock head splayed her pussy lips open was muffled by the cock shoved halfway down her throat. She came hard the second Ellison's cock pushed deeper then Joe could go. Ellison was eager to bust his nuts in her womb and just fucked her rapidly from behind. Maybe he was worried about getting caught or maybe he just wanted to get off. Either way, she got off multiple times from the relentless pounding and had one large orgasm when his seed flooded her womb. She'd neglected Clancy a little while his brother fucked her, but now she turned her full attention to sucking him off and after a few minutes was rewarded with multiple big gulps of his tasty sperm.
Satisfied and exhausted, they all slid back into the hot water. Ellison distributed the other shots, toasted again and downed them. Annie looked deep into her empty shot glass. "I'm definitely starting to prefer black cocks." The two black men laughed.
Ellison stood up. Annie's eyes went to his penis. It was still a plump monster, even dangling between his legs. His cock was bigger and thicker then anything she could have imagined two days ago. "I gotta piss," he announced, grabbing his shorts from the side of the Jacuzzi. She watched his penis disappear into his shorts and thought it a crime that this man was forced to hide such a perfect tool. She turned her attention back to Clancy. She smiled at him and then moaned as he took one of her feet in his hands and started rubbing it.
Clancy was on her second foot by the time she heard Ellison return behind her. A black hand appeared above her forehead holding another black cock shot between it's fingers. She reached up and took it, hearing Ell drop his shorts behind her. "Three black cocks might be more than I can handle," she said, looking at Clancy who quit massaging her foot much to her disappointment. "You two know that you don't have to get me drunk to fuck me at this point." She threw her head back and drained the shot.
Annie slid up out of the water to sit on the edge so that she could reach over to the tray and put her empty shot glass with the others. She was still bottomless, but her top was on. Ellison moved up from behind her. She looked down at his bare feet, then up his legs, and she stared at the huge dangling cock between his legs. She looked away and then right back at it. "What the hell is that, Ell?" she asked. She leaned closer to his cock to get a better look. Ellison's big round cock head had disappeared into a dark black wrinkly skin. She reached out in confusion and grabbed the rapidly swelling shaft. His cock grew and grew until it seemed thicker then normal. Before it had been a little shorter then Clancy's, but now it looked a little bigger. It was darker too, closer to Clancy's skin color then Ellison's normal brown. The head emerged from the foreskin until it looked like it was wearing a turtleneck. Even the head looked different, more serpentine, like a crocodile's head then the round knobby golf balls that were Clancy's and Ellison's cock heads. She knew even as she looked up the man's body that it wasn't Ellison. The other brother Lee grinned down at her lustfully. "Clancy?" she asked in alarm, looking over at the older brother.



Clancy shrugged. "I share everything with my brothers," he said. "Whether you want it or not is something ya gotta decide for yourself, but I think your body has already decided." He nodded at Lee's cock.
Annie turned to see her hand lovingly stroking the fully hard cock, keeping it erect and ready for her. She whimpered with lust and twisted around to take his cock in her mouth. Lee groaned as her hot mouth engulfed his engorged penis. She hefted his balls while sucking his cock. They were large and heavy, filled with cum. "Oh fuck!" he groaned. Already, Lee's cock was swelling. "Bitch sucks cock like a pro." Annie pulled back just as he came and the first wad of ejaculate completely overwhelmed her mouth. His seed shot out the corners of her mouth and dribbled down her chin. She gulped without really tasting him just to make room for the next wad. His second blast of semen still filled her mouth, but she was able to enjoy the taste, savoring his hot seed as it slid down her throat. Lee's semen was richer then his brothers and thicker too, having more the consistency of pudding. It was delicious! It continued to cum and she continued to swallow, jerking his shaft to drain every drop of Lee's sperm. "Shit," he groaned as his cock plopped from her mouth. Annie scooped up some of the sperm on her chin and pushed it into her mouth. "Shit," he said, looking sheepish. She leaned forward and kissed the head of his semi hard cock while looking up at him. "It's been awhile," he apologized. "I'll last longer when we fuck."
Annie nuzzled his cock, smelling it, her tongue flickering out to lick up a remaining pearl of sperm that had formed at the tip. "Well then," she said. "What do you say to us going to do just that?"
"Let's go," said Lee, his cock extending an inch at the thought of getting in her pussy.
It was time to go anyway. A couple had just emerged from the hotel and were heading towards the pool. The three black men and the white woman fumbled for their bottoms, sinking back into the hot water to pull their swimsuits up before the other couple noticed them. They needn't have bothered. As soon as the middle aged couple saw them, the male froze like a deer in the headlights. Clearly uncomfortable at the thought of getting into a Jacuzzi with three well built black men. "It's all yours," said Clancy, rising up from the tub. The couple's eyes widened in surprise when they saw the smaller white woman amongst the men. The male's eyes couldn't help but roam down Annie's body.
They got more stares entering the lobby. They took the elevator up to the third floor and quickly walked to Clancy's room. Ellison made a beeline for the restroom and all the booze had Annie's bladder full too. She walked through the adjoining door that had gotten her into trouble this weekend and used her own restroom. She peed, then stripped off her wet bathing suit. Annie figured there wasn't much sense putting anything on, so she walked over to the door nude. She hesitated at the door, shocked at her own behavior. She'd gone from uncomfortable wearing a modest bikini, to walking nude into a room filled with three black men waiting to fuck her. She opened the door and strolled in. "Now that's what I'm talking about," said Clancy, staring at her nude body.
The three black men were nude also. Lee was spread out on the bed, his huge cock flopped over one thigh. It slid up his leg a little when he took in her full breasts. Clancy and Ellison were seated in chairs around the small table in the room. "Come ride this bitch," said Lee, pointing at his cock. It was slowly rising on it's own. It moved up to point up his stomach. As she climbed on the bed and moved over to straddle him, it had lifted off his stomach. Annie's pussy and mouth watered at the sight of his big black cock. It was truly a magnificent weapon and the serpentine head with the hood pulled back from the head made it look like a dangerous black snake.
Annie straddled his crotch, feeling the hard cock between her legs. She slid forward, feeling his shaft slide between her pussy lips until it widened into the large head at the end. She pressed her pussy down, feeling her lips part around the head. Annie quite suddenly came all over the long head as Lee's teeth gently bit down on one nipple. Her breasts were thrust right out in his face and he quickly had taken advantage of their location. After she had come down from her orgasm, she leaned forwards, pressing her boobs into his face, nearly smothering him as she worked her pussy around the end of his cock until she felt it push into her. Then Annie slowly began backing into his cock, feeling the head go deeper and deeper. When she had taken about half of it, she lifted herself off his body until she was squatting over him and let gravity take her the rest of the way down. She came again as his cock head pushed into her womb.
"That's it baby, cum all over that big cock," growled Lee, reaching up to squeeze her titties.
"I think I love your black cock," she told him, keeping her eyes closed and just luxuriating in the feeling of being fully stuffed. The extra length and thickness was stimulating her nerves endings even more then Clancy or Ellison. Lee's large serpentine head felt better too, especially the larger flared ridge. "It's my favorite."
"Hey!" complained Clancy.
"Sorry stud. All three of you are amazing. Lee's just feels really good right now." With that said, Annie started bouncing in his lap. Lee's cock felt even better sliding in and out of her. She came again and again. It used up a lot of the strength in her legs, but when she fucked the entire length of his cock, the hard flare around his cock head would stimulate her swollen clit before pushing deep and scraping her G-spot, getting her off nearly every time. Unfortunately the strain and the continuous orgasms left her legs too weak to do a great job fucking it. "It's soooo gooood, Lee," she moaned.
"I'm sick and tied of hearing woman tell you how much they love your cock Lee," groaned Clancy, kneeling on the bed. He spit in his hand and began coating his cock with his saliva as he bent his cock down and pointed it at Annie's ass.
"What can I say bro?" replied Lee, with a grin on his face. "Women just find it the perfect fit."
"Uuummm hmmmm," moaned a contented Annie. "Ohhh!" she cried, feeling her ass cheeks being spread open by Clancy. "Clance maybe you shouldn't... Ohhhh ummm." Her anus was spreading open for his cock head. "Oh shit. It feels even better now." She sat down hard in Lee's lap and leaned forward over him, offering her ass up to the older black brother. "Oh shit. Oh shit."
"Please don't say that when I'm plugging yo ass," said Clancy.
Annie ignored him. "Oh shit! Shit! Shit! CCUUMMIINNGG!!" Her ass squeezed down around the end of Clancy's cock even as her pussy contracted all around Lee's. Annie's body was wracked by pleasure from her toes to the hair on her head. It was her biggest, most intense orgasm yet and it seemed to go on for minutes. When she opened her eyes, the first thing she saw was a big beautiful cock head bobbing hypnotically before her face. She kissed it to show her respect for it, then kissed it again, then licked it, then opened her mouth and let it push inside her. She looked down the shaft then up the muscular body. She hadn't even been aware that Ellison had climbed on top the bed. Annie now had three big black cocks stuffing every hole in her body.
The foursome tried to make a rhythm of it, but it was too difficult. Every time Clancy slammed his cock forward into her ass, Ellison's cock was shoved down her throat making her want to gag. Lee could do little but buck his hips underneath her.
"Suck me first," said Ell. He grabbed her head and guided her mouth up and down the length of his cock. Clancy and Lee quit moving while Annie relaxed her throat and let his cock slide in and out of her. The contractions came and she orgasmed all over Lee's cock again just as Ellison was cumming. She screamed with pleasure releasing the end of Ell's cock from her mouth and received and big blast of sperm on her face that covered her from forehead to chin. Ellison shoved his cock back in her mouth and pushed it deep, cumming still as it slid past her tonsils. When he was finished, he pulled his cock out and climbed off the bed.
Clancy and Lee were able to work out a better rhythm then. Clancy grabbed her hips and Lee pushed up on her breasts holding her at the right height that they could both work their cocks around in her. Their well practiced strokes had Annie once again wondering if they'd done this kind of thing before. They took turns, their cocks working like pistons, one slamming deep into her ass and pulling back as the other thrust deep into her pussy. It felt amazing, but it felt even better when they switched their pattern both slamming deep into her at the same time.
"Fuck! The bitch's tight ass is milking my cock," said Clancy. He suddenly pulled back and let his engorged cock fly free of her anus before he came.
"What's wrong?" panted Annie. "Put it back in. PLEASE!"
"No, I want to fill yo pussy again. Let's switch bro,"
"Flip over," said Lee, pinching a nipple.
An exhausted Annie, lifted herself up until Lee's cock head was just at the entrance to her pussy, but then she let it slam back deep into her womb another orgasm washing down the shaft buried to the hilt inside her. She tried again, but once again let gravity carry her down around the shaft.
"I said flip over," ordered Lee.
"I can't," she whined. "I can't stop fucking you."
Just as she was lifting herself up to slam down on him again, Lee quickly jerked his cock out of her pussy. Annie whimpered in frustration. The two black men grabbed her hips and turned her around . She raised her crotch up and felt Lee's cock head slide across the opening to her pussy. She was ready to shove her pussy back down around it, but the head moved down to her ass and with some difficulty, it pushed inside her. Clancy grabbed her legs and lifted them even as he aimed his cock at her pussy. He pushed his cock in deep and buried it until his heavy ball sack was splayed out on Lee's beneath her. Clancy was eager to get off at this point. He pushed his hands down on the bed and held himself up as he began fucking her pussy as hard and fast as he could. Annie came several more times before she felt him groan. Lee was groaning too underneath her. Both men bellowed, filling her womb and ass with yet another load of hot black seed.
Later, an fatigued Annie rolled off Lee and made her way to the bathroom. She stepped into the shower and felt the hot water strike her breasts. She washed Ellison's sperm off her face before squatting in the tub, trying to push as much of the other two black men's sperm from her ass and pussy. Sperm leaked from both her holes in steady streams combining into one larger river that struck the bottom of the tub and ran to the drain nearly clogging it with the thick seed.
Finally feeling clean and refreshed, she walked out of the bathroom with a towel around her. Clancy was sitting back in the chair with his head thrown back apparently asleep. Ellison and Lee were sitting side by side on the bed. Annie looked at them. "Well thanks, I guess."
Lee sprang off the bed. "Whoa there baby. Where you going so fast?"
"I need to get some sleep. I got a long drive tomorrow and you guys wore me out."
Lee reached out and pulled her towel open, displaying her breasts and pussy to him. "But I ain't filled that sweet white pussy yet, baby," he said, pulling on both ends of the towel until her body pressed into his. The towel fell to the floor when he let go. Lee bent down to kiss her and she found herself leaning into him as they kissed. She was tired and exhausted, drunk and worn out, but she melted in his arms. Her hand had a mind of it's own, reaching out for his swelling cock. It fully hardened as she stroked it. She broke the kiss. "Okay." She kissed him again. "One more time." She kissed him. "But I want you to do all the work." She kissed him. "And I want it hard and fast."
"No problem baby," he replied, kissing her as she offered her lips up to him. Lee maneuvered her to a round table and lifted her up so that she was sitting on it. His cock head pressed against her labia. "Just the right height for fucking hard and fast."
"Then do it," she begged. "Give it to me."
Lee French kissed her as he guided his cock deep. Annie moaned into his tongue. He began fucking her slowly at first, picking up speed as he went. They broke the kiss and Lee pushed her down so that she was laying on her back. He grabbed her tits for leverage as his cock began pummeling her rapidly. "Ya like that big cock, baby?"
"I love it Lee. I fucking love your big black cock. You're the best Lee. Fuck me! Fuck me!"
"Who owns this pussy?"
"You do Lee. Fuck me. CUMMING!"
"I'm gonna fuck you whenever I want."
"YES!" she screamed. "CUMMING! CCUUMMMMIINNGG!! CCCUUUMMMIIINNNGGG!!!"
Lee's snake headed cock spit it's venom deep into her womb. Annie's toes curled. Her clit throbbed. Her nipples ached. Her eyes rolled up in the back of her head and she passed out. She dreamed of sex, sex with black men, a lifetime of having her pussy owned by horny black men that would fuck her every night. Dare she continue after tonight? Could she stop?
Annie was semi-comatose when she felt a cock pushing inside her. "Oh god, I want this so bad," said a deep voice. She opened her eyes to see another black man between her legs. "Sorry Annie. I want to fuck you so bad." Her eyes opened wide. The man between her legs was Adam. He was friends with Joe and the only black man that treated Joe half decently. "Sorry Annie. You're just too hot."
"It's alright," she said softly. "Fuck me Adam. Give me that big black cock."
Adam looked anguished as he fucked her hard with a guilt ridden look on his face. His cock erupted in her womb and she had another orgasm.
Adam stepped away from her and another black man took his place. Annie stared at him in confusion as he lined a cock that was nearly thirteen inches long with her pussy and pushed it inside. She didn't know the man's name, but they called him Dense because it always took him awhile to catch on to anything. "How do ya like that cock? Bet Joe's got a little one. Bet your hooked now. Joe will never satisfy you again." Annie's breasts began shaking as Dense fucked her hard. "Joe know you like black cocks? Poor Joe would probably have a heart attack if he saw what I was doing to ya." Dense laughed. "Fucking Joe called me slow once. Well I aint fucking his wife slow, am I?" He laughed again, fucking her as fast as his hips would go. "Fucking Joe know what a slut his wife is?" Dense pushed deep and spurted a strong jet of seed into her pussy. Annie erupted in orgasm as she was seeded yet again by a black man. "Joe make you cum like that?" he asked, pulling out.
"Never," whispered Annie.
A black man took his place and she was vaguely aware that the room was full of dark figures. She wondered if Clancy's entire crew were lined up to fuck her. There was little pleasure in being fucked at this point, but her body still reacted by orgasming every time a black man hosed her womb with seed. Another man entered her. He reached out and flicked her nipples with his fingers as he started fucking her hard. Her nipples reacted by swelling up. "Slut!" he growled. "Cunt! Whore! I'm a gonna fuck you up bitch." Annie looked up at this man whom she did not recognize. He had his hand up to slap her, but Lee grabbed his wrist. The man looked angrily at Lee for a second before relaxing and lowering his hand. He kept calling her names. "Fucking cunt. White whore." He spat in her face. "Gonna fill that slut pussy up." He flicked her nipples again, spitting on her belly. "Here it comes cunt."
"YYYEEESSS!" she cried coming alive again as his ejaculate triggered yet another orgasm. She didn't recognize this black man, but he must have had some big balls. His cock shot jet after jet of ejaculate in her pussy. YYEESS!! YYYEEESSS!!!" She wrapped her legs around his waist and held the vile man's cock buried inside her. Annie couldn't believe how much sperm the man was emptying inside her. Her orgasm continued with every jerk of his cock and splatter of his seed in her womb. It was the most prolonged orgasm of the weekend. "Yes," she moaned as the jerking cock began slowing down. "Soooo goood."
"Everything I said about you was true, cunt." The man spat on her one more time.
"Get out of here asshole," growled Clancy.
"Yech," said another black man stepping up. He pulled his stiff cock out of her pussy and pushed her legs back raising her anus up. He pushed his cock into her ass instead fucking it hard like it was a pussy and filling her bowels with cum.
"Shit's nasty," said the next man, pushing his cock into her. "Can't feel a thing." Neither could Annie for that matter.
"That's cause you dick's to small," said a black man.
"Fuck you," replied the man, pulling his cock out. He moved around and Annie felt herself being lifted into strong arms. He placed her down gently on the carpeted floor. The man then straddled her belly. Annie looked up to see him pushing his cock down between her breasts. His cock was nearly ten inches long and that was apparently small to these black men. "These big white titties are perfect for fucking," said the man. He pinched her nipples while pushing her breasts around his cock. The man started rapidly sliding his cock in and out of her breasts. Annie was nearly comatose at this point, but she did what she could to lick the underside of the man's cock head each time it thrust forwards. His dick may have been smaller, but his balls weren't. When he came, it was like a tidal wave of hot black seed fanning out from the tip to cover her face.
Two men with bigger cocks took their turns titty fucking her and spraying even more sperm on her face, the final one jumping back and covering her tits with cum. The next man didn't care about the mess in her pussy and fucked her again, laying down on her and kissing her despite the sperm on her lips. She came again when he pumped her womb full of semen, though it was a smaller orgasm. Another man took his place and Annie passed out.
Annie didn't know what happened after that. She dreamt she was getting fucked by black cocks and she dreamed she was cumming again. She dreamt she was in an earthquake the epicenter in her pussy making her tits flop as her body slid back and forth on the carpet. She dreamt of shadowy figures standing over her, hands moving rapidly between their legs until a hot rain splattered down all over her nude body.
**************
Annie awoke to redness beyond her eyelids. She felt the heat of the sun on her face, but she couldn't open her eyes. For a moment she feared she was blind, but then her muscles broke through the crust that held her eyelids shut. She opened them and blinked at the dawn sun shining through the window. She moved, her entire body stiff and covered in the same flaky white crust that had held her eyes shut. She was still on the carpet. Moving, she could feel that there were some wet spots on the carpet. The sperm covering her body was all dry and flaky, but there was still plenty of wetness between her legs. Her muscles forced the crust to break as she flexed her limbs and climbed to her feet. The carpet had a wet pool of white semen on it from where it had leaked from her legs. The pool was bigger then a can of soda's volume.
Annie rose to her feet. The room was empty, but for Clancy fast asleep on the bed. She looked at him with hatred at that moment. He had tricked her into sex, invited his brothers to join in, and then shared her with his crew. It didn't matter that she had enjoyed it so much, what he did was wrong. Worse, he had likely impregnated her. She hoped she'd never see him again.



Annie limped her way back through the adjoining door to her room. Lee was asleep in her bed. For a brief moment, she looked at him, remembering how good his cock had felt inside her. She hated him too now. Annie slipped into the bathroom and took the longest shower of her life. The cum in her hair and all over her body was difficult to get off. The flakes turned into wet strings that clung to her body, refusing to be picked up by the washcloth. She scrubbed heavily between her legs, half believing that she'd be leaking sperm from her pussy for the rest of her life.
Annie stepped from the shower and was a little shocked at the sight that greeted her. She actually looked pretty good. There were some red finger sized blotches on her breasts, but for the most part, there was no sign of her long night. Her mouth tasted kind of nasty. As much as she loved the taste of hot and fresh cum in her mouth, it left a bad aftertaste after several hours. She brushed her teeth and was glad she'd brought along a mini bottle of mouthwash.
Annie wrapped a towel around her nude body and peeked out of the bathroom. Lee hadn't budged and was sound asleep. She'd worn them out as much as they had her. She crept across the room to her bag, dropping the towel as she began to dress. Annie glanced at Lee as she stepped into her panties. She could see the outline of his cock underneath the covers. She hooked her bra on. She stared at his cock. It looked swollen. She pulled some jeans up her legs and over her hips. I want to see it one last time, she thought as she buttoned her blouse on. When she finished dressing, she stared hard at the sleeping black man. She pictured herself pulling the covers of him for one final glimpse of his huge cock. Then she would suck him to full erection and beg him to fuck her again. Annie thought it was impossible, but her nipple began hardening and her pussy started lubricating as she imagined what she would do with Lee's snakelike cock. That was precisely why she didn't pull his covers off for the final peek.
Annie called Joe as she left the motel. They met at a roadside diner halfway between their house and the hotel. She broke down and cried when she saw her husband. He mistook it for being upset that they had missed their annibirthery weekend and held her in a long embrace. He told her that they would laugh about this someday and that next month when she was ovulating again they would make up for lost time. They ate lunch and Annie felt uncomfortable as her husband kept staring at her with a funny look on her face. She shivered under his gaze fearing that there were still flakes of sperm on her face or that she had a strand of hair sticking straight up into the air from caked semen. It was possible she missed some, her panties were soaked from sperm that leaked out of her on the two hour drive here. Finally she looked at Joe with a questioning look on her face. "Sorry," he said. "I can't stop staring. You look absolutely stunning. I swear you're glowing." Annie blushed. After lunch, she went to use the bathroom and glanced at herself in the bathroom mirror. Despite her lack of sleep and exhaustion, she couldn't disagree with her husband, she was glowing. She'd never seen herself look better.
Annie went home and tried to get back to normal. Her coworkers at the library all complimented her on how good she looked. She enjoyed the compliments. She began noticing black men everywhere she went. Every night, she dreamt of sex with black men and she awoke horny. The night before Joe got home, she looked at picture of white women with black men on the internet and masturbated to them. They made love when Joe got home and to her surprise she enjoyed the contact, though she didn't cum and highly expected she'd never cum again. They made love again the next night and Annie pictured she was laying beneath a hard muscled black body. Other times they had sex, she pictured it was Lee or Ellison or the teenage black guy that bagged her groceries earlier that day or the black youth with the lackadaisical attitude that took her McDonald's breakfast order that morning.
Clancy tried to contact her. She avoided him, but every time the phone rang and she didn't answer, her pussy got wet at the thought that it might be him. She had a growing need in her for more black cock and she feared that the need would become greater then her ability to resist when she ovulated and became super horny again. But she didn't ovulate again. Nor did she get her period.
She was pregnant.
Joe announced to his coworkers that she was pregnant. Clancy's attempts to contact her increased, but she continued to avoid him. She dodged his calls. She hid in her bedroom one day he showed up at her house and knocked on her door. She claimed she was sick the next time he had his summer pool party. Eventually he gave up.
Epilogue
Nine months after her annibirthery weekend, Joe's mom came into the delivery room to tell her son that his boss had stopped by. Joe told Annie that he'd be right back and was surprised to see Clancy sitting and laughing with Joe's and Annie's family. Clancy had a dozen roses in hand, a stuffed teddy bear, and half a dozen cigars sticking out of his shirt pocket. Joe thanked his boss for coming, but was called back into the delivery room as Annie's contractions were getting closer.
One hour and forty-five minutes later, he emerged a broken man. Joe had gone pale and was shaking. His family jumped up in alarm worried about the baby or Annie's safety. The distraught husband just stared at Clancy. Color returned to his face until it was an angry red. His brows furrowed and his lips parted showing his gritted teeth. Clancy calmly set the roses down and stood off the chair just as Joe charged him. Clancy didn't brag about it much, but he had unarmed combat training in the military and was a black belt in both Karate and Tai Kwon Do. He easily grabbed Joe's wrist as the white husband swung a wild jab at Clancy's face. Clancy twisted Joe's arm around his back and slammed Joe against the wall. That was the end of Joe and Annie's marriage.
Annie and Clancy Jr. moved in with Clancy after Joe threw her out. Not that she wanted to, but that was her only choice. Joe had cut off her funds and even her own family wasn't speaking to her. Clancy and Annie's relationship was uneasy at first, two people that didn't really know each other living together. She didn't know her place in his house, but he surprised her. He already had a room ready for the baby, decorated, filled with toys, and a nice crib. She was also surprised to see that she had her own room. He wasn't going to force her into anything she wasn't ready for.
It had been a difficult birth and it took Annie two months to properly heal. During that time, she had listened at least once a week to the sounds of loud sex coming from Clancy's room as he had several black women that he brought home semi-regularly for sex as he was a lusty man. Their cries of pleasure made her both jealous and envious as she knew what that big black cock could do to a woman.
One night while they were eating Chinese food that Clancy had brought home, Annie looked over to see the baby fast asleep. She looked at the black man she was living with, busily eating. Annie reached over and placed her hand on his leg. He quit eating and looked at her. She ran her hand up his thigh and found his growing cock. Clancy slid his chair back, stood up and held his hand out. She took it and he led her up the stairs to his bedroom. Soon they were rutting like animals, both thrusting their crotches together with wild abandon. The second night, Annie was reading in her room. She was lying on top the covers in her bra and panties when the door opened and Clancy walked in. He was naked but for tight briefs showing off his bulging crotch. She dropped the book and opened her arms for her black lover. Annie permanently moved into his bedroom the next night and the other women quit coming by.
Love came quickly after that. Clancy was acting the role of a good father and he was providing for both her and the baby, but it was the frequent mind blowing sex that had her emotions going crazy whenever she was around him. The black man was insatiable. He wanted it nightly often multiple times and in the morning. His cock never failed to bring her to multiple orgasms. Two weeks after they had resumed having sex, Clancy had her legs spread as he kneeled pounding her pussy to her second or third orgasm. His hot seed erupted inside her womb both prolonging her orgasm and turning it into a series of large orgasms. She stared up in awe realizing how much she cared for this older black man. She had an affection for him that she'd never felt for Joe and only her love for their child beat her affection for Clancy. It was this realization or powerful love that had her coming multiple times as much as it was his amazing cock.
The next morning, Annie had half his cock shoved down her throat when she looked up into his eyes as he lay on their bed. Their eyes locked and her heart burst with her love for him. She trembled in awe of these powerful emotions. Annie showed her love by proceeding to give him the best blow job he'd ever had. She slowly licked and sucked his cock for an hour, deep throating it and bobbing her head as rapidly as she could bringing him to the brink of orgasm several times only to stop to kiss and lick the head until he calmed down. She returned to sucking him. His cock stayed swollen and rampant every bit as big as it got when cumming for most of the time and when he finally did blow his load down her throat, it was one of the biggest loads he'd ever blown. She swallowed every drop then looked up at him, licking his white cum off her lips and told him. "I love you." Clancy reached down and pulled her up until she straddled him. "I love you too," he replied, kissing her. She felt his cock stiffen between her legs and soon she was riding him screaming, "I love you. I love you. I love you."
A week later, Clancy came home from work to a spotlessly clean house and a hot steak waiting for him on the table along with a baked potato and some cooked carrots. He sat down to eat and heard Annie come up behind him. She rubbed his shoulders, ran her hand down his chest and leaned around to kiss him. He kissed back enjoying the attention and the intimacy. He enjoyed it even more when Annie walked around to refill his drink and he saw that she was wearing a sexy lingerie ensemble consisting of black nylons, a garter belt, see thru bra, and crotch-less panties. He growled feeling his cock stir at the sexy sight. She served him a fresh slice of apple pie for dessert and sat down beside him rubbing his cock through his pants while he wolfed it down eager to her to the bedroom. "What's gotten into you?" he asked. "I'm not sure, I just started getting so horny this afternoon." She mounted his stiff cock without taking the panties off. "I think I'm ovulating again." His cock twitched as they began fucking like crazy.
The second his potent seed struck her fertile womb, she had one of the hugest orgasms of her life. Her love for him grew into something unnatural, something more akin to worship. They fucked four more times that night, sleeping but little. From that point on, she waited on him hand and foot, cooking and cleaning for him. His needs were her needs. His wants were her wants. His desires were her desires. And Annie had never been happier.
Clancy and Annie were married six months in to her second pregnancy. Annie kept her figure, but her breasts swelled up to double E's and it was too much for the membranes that held them proud and high. The membranes broke and her breasts sagged down. Clancy didn't care, he loved her oversized udders especially since they were so often milk laden. They still looked proud and firm confined by a tight bra or bikini top and no man could take his eyes off her magnificent cleavage. Annie was the perfect wife. She served his every need, helped keep the books for his construction company, raised his children, wore cocktail dresses or skimpy bikinis at his pool parties and entertained his guests even servicing them sexually if Clancy desired. Theirs was a strange marriage. It was open, he shared her with Ellison and Lee and occasionally other black friends or businessmen, but as far as she knew, Clancy only ever slept with her.
Annie bore Clancy five children over four years. By then, he was approaching sixty and less concerned about his virility then he was when younger. He got a vasectomy not wanting her to go on birth control because he loved her wanton animalistic need for sex when she was ovulating. This was a mistake as Ellison stopped by to find his hormone crazy horny sister-in-law sunbathing nude one day and her sixth child was his. Ellison was married at that time so she and Clancy pretended that it was theirs, though Ellison stopped by often to spend time with his "godson" and fuck his brother's horny wife often with his brother joining in.
Tragedy struck when Clancy had a heart attack and died in his late sixties. He left everything to his wife. Annie took over the company and ran it with an iron fist. Lee and Ellison were her foremen enforcing her will on job sites. The already profitable company turned even more profitable, making Annie a fortune. The black men balked at first being bossed around by a white woman, but when the company had a pool party and their bikini clad hostess announced her special reward system, they all found themselves working extra hard to be picked her employee of the month. The right to live with and do whatever they wanted with the boss for an entire month was too big a perk to overlooked.
The End
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Olivia Queen Hart turned her BMW on to her driveway and honked the horn twice. It was a little ritual she did to inform her husband that she'd made a sale. Sure enough, he came out of their lovely three story house with a broad grin on his face, their five year old daughter in his arms. "Congratulations," yelled Joe.
He released Emma who ran up to give her mommy a big hug. Olivia caught her daughter and tossed her a good five feet up into the air, catching the giggling child and kissing her on the forehead. "Must have been a big one," said Joe watching his wife. "I haven't seen you grinning this much in months."
Olivia's grin broadened. "Pretty big Joe. You know the old Spencer mansion, the biggest house in the county."
"Good grief," said Joe. "Someone actually bought the Spencer mansion? That place was several million."
"We're looking at a fifty thousand commission," said Olivia, running up to hug her husband.
"Wow!" said Joe, impressed. His penis stirred during the hug, Olivia had that affect on men. She felt it and pressed her body into it, making it extend even more. She then kissed him on the lips passionately and lovingly. They were going to have a fun night once Emma got to bed. "Dinner's almost ready."
"Great, let me go change," said Olivia. She took Emma, carrying her giggling daughter inside.
Joe stood still, staring at his wife. He was always torn when she wanted to change. Olivia looked fantastic dressed business professional for work, but she looked amazing in anything so it was win/win for him. His wife was Joe's exact height at six feet tall. She had long, naturally blonde hair, mostly straight, but with some curls, that fell down between past her shoulder blades curls nearly reaching her nipples when untied. For work, she wore it up and tied behind her head. She also wore black rimmed glasses to dampen the gaze her piercing blue eyes had on men. She didn't need the glasses, but she felt it made her look more professional. She was wrong, it made her look like a sexy librarian or some student's fantasy teacher ready to throw her glasses off, shake her hair down and strip down to a bikini.
She never dressed to show off her magnificent body either, but there was no hiding it and her clothes accentuated her figure. The short blue skirt showed off her stocking-less toned legs, her pretty feet tucked into blue shoes with short heels that put her a couple inches taller then Joe. She wore a white short sleeve top, that only showed off a little of the impressive cleavage her DD's produced. A blue blazer covered her bare shoulders and top. She also wore a belt around her waist, her one point of vanity in her work outfits. Her breasts tended to balloon out her tops, making her appear chubby and she always wore the belt to show that she did have a thin waist and flat belly. Though not a fan of the male attention her body brought, she didn't want anyone thinking she was fat either.
"Take a picture, whydoncha?" said Olivia, entering the house.
"I would if I had a camera," said Joe staring at her ass. The only fat on her body was in her breasts and rear end, both of which were proud and firm. Her ass thrust out and up, a perfect bubble butt. Her breasts thrust out and up too, no sag, no tearing of the membranes. As far as Joe knew, they would be that proud and firm forever, long nipples the width of nickels forever pointing up and out from her can sized areola. Magnificent!
Joe finished cooking dinner while Emma set the table and his wife came down the stairs having changed. As sorry as he was to see the sexy professional Olivia go, the arrival of the laid back at home Olivia was even better. Gone were the glasses and the luscious blonde hair was now cascading down her back. She was now barefoot, in sweatpants that hung low on her hips just above her trimmed blonde pubes or the crack of her ass. She had lost the bra and thrown on her favorite lounging around the house halter top. It hugged her thick semi erect nipples. Her belly was bare, sexy, trim and athletic. When she flexed, its tones and her abdominals would appear. Yeah, this was better then her work clothes.
"What are we having?" she asked.
"Spaghetti with meatballs."
"Yeah," giggled Emma, clapping enthusiastically for her favorite meal. "Daddy let me pick."
"Breaking news," said an anchor on the television as the three sat down at the table and started eating. "Hostage drama in Miami." Joe ate and stared at the television in the living room. Olivia stared at her food and ate. "We now continue with our continuing coverage of the Miami Federal Reserve situation. What we know so far is that a large truck backed into the building several hours ago and disgorged an unknown number of assailants. Gunshots and screams were heard almost immediately. No one has left the building and News 11 has been informed that the building contains around thirty employees now undoubtedly hostages of the unknown assailants."
"Are you hearing this?" asked Joe.
"I'm listening," replied Olivia, continuing to eat.
"Wait, I'm getting confirmation from our News 11 chopper that there are two armed terrorists on the building's roof. John, can we bring up the pictures? Yes, here they are."
Joe gasped. Olivia turned around and stared at the television. She stood up at the sight of the two black men. Their faces were hidden, but in build they might have been twins, if there were such a thing as identical twin bodybuilders. The men were stout and broad. They both wore identical clothing, combat fatigues and a black body armor vest over their bare broad chests. This left their big muscular arms bare. They each were carrying AK-47's. One gave the cameraman in the chopper the finger and the other raised his gun causing the helicopter to veer away. The men had black ski masks covering their faces, but the white skulls painted on the masks gave away their identities, Samedi's men.
"The men on the roof appear to be part of Baron Samedi's imperial guard. As everyone knows, the Baron has not been seen in over a year and is believed to still be isolated on Hispaniola trapped by the US naval blockade."
"You should go," said Joe.
"I know," his wife sighed. "But what if he is there?"
"You've resisted him before. You're probably the only woman who can resist him."
No, I'm not the only woman, thought Olivia, giving her husband a smile. She looked at the television. She had a bad feeling about this. The Baron was too smart for something like this. Surely he had to know that the presence of his Imperial guard would draw her or some other heroes out to stop them? His imperial guards were a match for the police, but not for her or nearly any other of the showered cheerleaders. The baron himself could handle most of the heroes sent after him and had even come close to besting Olivia on many occasions. Every time they fought was a struggle for her not to give in to his overwhelming manliness. Many other ex-cheerleaders had given in, but Olivia had the will to resist, except for those two times...
"I'd better go do something," said Olivia, staring at the television. Memories of sucking the Baron's cock haunted her even now seven years later. She licked her lips remembering mouthful after mouthful of the Baron's hot delicious sperm pumping into her mouth. She happily swallowed it, picturing herself letting him take her in his strong arms, pushing that wonderful amazing black cock into her needy pussy. They would fuck for hours. Even as these thoughts poured through her head, Betty arrived, pulling her off the still spurting cock. She was ready to take a swing at her sidekick, but came to her senses just in time. Betty, one of the few woman that could truly resist the Baron's sexual advances. Olivia Queen was like a recovering drug addict after that battle. She even entertained a fantasy of busting the Baron out of prison just so they could fuck, but that idea was insane. Now, in her home, staring at a replay of two of the Baron's enhanced super soldiers patrolling the Federal reserve building, she felt a few tears roll down her cheeks as she remembered what it took to get her over her addictive need for the Baron's black cock. Her brow furrowed and her lovely jaw clenched. "Lets do this thing," she growled.
Joe followed his wife up the stairs and to their bedroom. She opened the closet, revealing a long row of her business clothes. She pushed the hangers back and pressed a panel on the wall. The back of the closet slid open revealing her uniform. "The view just gets better and better," said Joe as his wife pulled off the halter and her large bosom sprang free. She pushed the sweats down and her panties, her muscles showing as she flexed. "What did I do with that camera?"
"Shut up," she teased, smiling at him. She loved Joe more then anything. He was her high school boyfriend, but she'd broken up with him after the change. She loved him even then, but she feared she might hurt him until she got her abilities under control. He hadn't had god pee on him after all. After five years doing the superhero thing, she'd gone back to him. Ten years after the golden shower and he still looked good at 28. She still looked the same as she did at 18, well not quite the same. As far as she or anyone knew, she'd watch Joe grow old and die and she'd never change and even worse, she'd watch Emma grow up, eventually looking older then her mother. Olivia stepped into her white one piece, pulling it up. "Someday, I'm going to retire," she griped.
"Someday when there's no wars or crime and all the shower villains have been defeated, you mean," said Joe.
"Someday," Olivia tied the red mask around her head. It just covered her eyes. Her suit was a white one piece bathing suit with a big red heart on her chest. She stepped into red calf high boots and pulled her red gloves on. A red cape added flair to the ensemble. The suit was specially designed for her not to fall off at high speeds. When she first appeared on the scene, her reputation for kindness and compassion had the public calling her the Queen of Hearts and she'd added the red heart to her suit.
The Queen of Hearts marched down her stairs, followed by her husband. Emma stood up from the table when she saw her mom suited up. The Queen opened the sliding glass doors and walked out on the deck.
Emma and Joe followed her. They'd bought a large private property away from any prying neighbors for her impressive exits. Olivia thanked god, someone had the foresight to destroy the ships' manifest and the cruise lines computers so that no one could make a list of all the passengers that had changed. Those that had wanted to remain anonymous or disappear were able to. She and her family could have private lives and did, though she strongly suspected someone in the government knew who she was and kept an eye on her.
Olivia kissed her husband then stooped down, hugging and kissing her daughter hard. "Mommy be home soon," she promised. She kissed Joe again before stepping back. The Queen of Hearts looked up at the sky. It was still light here, but would be dark in Miami. She stared at the clouds and blue sky, the sun making it's way towards the curve of the earth. Her misgivings fled and she smiled. The Baron wasn't the only one with a strong will. She could look up into the sky and will herself into the...
The Queen of Hearts felt the wind rippling through her hair. Ten seconds up, she left a sonic boom behind her, fourteen seconds off the ground and she was at the border between the Earth's atmosphere and space.
The wind rippled through her suit, but it stayed on her body just like it was designed to do.
A far cry from the first time she flew.
THE GOLDEN SHOWER
Olivia Queen stepped out of the gangway and onto the deck of the cruise line and found herself milling with about 100 other eighteen year old girls. More young women were pouring onto the deck and there were a lot more to come. A total of 700 cheerleaders were on board for the annual high school senior cheer and spirit competition. That meant a lot of bikini clad young women waiting for the runabout to take them to the cruise line's private island. Not to mention the 300 or so chaperones, mostly moms, older sisters and coaches along with 250 other passengers lucky or unlucky enough to share a ship with hundreds of young women. The 400 man crew had their hands full.
Most of her squad were waiting for her over by the railing. There were 15 members in her squad, the Washington Wildcats. The other squads all ranged from 14-17 girls. None of the girls were in uniform, they'd been competing and practicing all day yesterday while the ship sailed. Today, they were all in bikinis with a few in one piece suits. They greeted her as she approached. Olivia flipped her phone open and snapped a picture of the island just off the starboard bow. She could make out about fifty islanders from the Bahamas setting up cots, food, volleyball courts, etc. The island was uninhabited, but the islanders boated there whenever a cruise ship docked. She sent the picture off to Joe and then had a girl from a rival team take a group picture of her squad, also sending that off to Joe. Joe was her boyfriend of two years, the high school quarterback, voted most popular, man who took her virginity, and hopefully someday future husband.
Their turn for the runabout was coming up. "Where's Betty?" asked Olivia. Betty was her best friend and the only squad member missing from the group.
"She's over there," said Tina, pointing. In three hours, Tina Little would gain the ability to shrink herself to nearly microscopic proportions. She would become know as Tiny Tina, the sensational shrinking woman. Tina would fight crime beside The Queen of Hearts based out of the Hall of Righteousness. For now, she was just Tina.
"Betty!" yelled Olivia, motioning for her friend.
Betty was a leggy redhead with fair skin, freckles, and bright green eyes. She wore a green bikini with a green wrap around skirt. She was standing beside the ship's purser. He was a handsome very dark skinned black African from Kenya. The black crewman was smoking a cigar while he flirted with the pretty redhead. Betty winked at her friend and nodded her head at the black man, wiggling her eyebrows. She turned and ignored her squad mates returning to her conversation with the crewman.
"Girl wants a cock," said Tina.
"From the looks of things, she's gonna get one too," sighed Olivia. Betty liked sex. Betty loved sex. Betty always wanted sex. She had a boyfriend back in school and he probably held the male record in their class for having sex the most amount of times of any senior, but when Betty went out of town, stayed overnight somewhere, or took a trip, she always looked for a replacement and she liked experimenting too. Her boyfriend was a jock, muscular and good looking, but her lovers were often something else entirely. Olivia was aware that Betty had deflowered a nerdy virgin. Olivia had once tried to sleep in a hotel room in Seattle while listening to Betty fucking a stoner she'd picked up at a concert. Betty had a short affair with a married neighbor, tried to turn a gay male friend, and now was about to check both black man and foreigner off her list of experiences.
The runabout came for them taking her squad along with about thirty other girls to the island's docks. The next few hours were fun in paradise. Olivia and Tina hiked to the other end of the island watching the birds and little lizards that were everywhere. Olivia and the gang snacked on fresh fruit for lunch. They snorkeled out to a rocky outcropping seeing all kinds of fish, a nurse shark and even a baby manta ray. It was all quite wonderful and amazing to a teenage girl from rainy Washington state.
The Phoenix Flames challenged her squad to a game of volleyball. The Wildcats had just beaten the Flames in a spirit competition and the girls wanted a rematch. The game was friendly, but competitive and no one had any idea how much their lives were about to change.
Alarm bells were currently going off like crazy in NORAD. The asteroid as is often the case had not been detected until it lit up in the Earth's atmosphere. It came in hard and fast over California. Someone watching the radar screens whispered, "Dinosaur killer." Luckily, the meteor did not come in hard and fast straight down to cause a major extinction event. Instead, it streaked over North America, lighting up the sky, burning up in it's descent as it shot over Georgia heading out over the Atlantic.
"What on Earth is that?" cried Olivia, holding the volleyball as she was about to serve.
The girls turned to follow her stare and gasped. Others on the island were noticing the bright light in the sky, growing brighter by the second. Their gaze followed the streak as it approached, flying above their island where it suddenly blew up.
The light turned so bright it hurt Olivia's eyes and she had to shut them before she went blind. The noise of the explosion hurt her eardrums a second later and a second after that, the concussion hit throwing everyone down into the sand. The shockwave ripped some of the volley ball nets down, sent some beach umbrellas spinning threw the air. It knocked half a dozen girls off the runabout and into the clear water. It even rocked the ship where it was moored out in the harbor.
The pouring rain woke her up. Olivia lifted her head out of the sand and shook it to clear away the cobwebs. She opened her eyes, fearing that she might be blind, but was relieved to see light through them. In fact, there was plenty of sunlight despite the rain. There were no rain clouds in the sky, just the still glowing spot in the sky where the meteor had exploded. The rain was striking everything. It splattered on her bikini clad body, soaking her skin and hair. She heard moans nearby and several coconuts fell from the nearby tree that had almost been blown over. She rolled over on to her stomach and then climbed on to all fours. There would be injuries. People would need her help, but she was still stunned.
Olivia shook her head again. She felt strange, not bad, good even. She didn't feel the least bit hurt. Right now, she felt stronger then she'd ever felt. She was still shocked. She threw her head back and up into the rain, letting it hit her face to wake her even extending her tongue to taste the water. But it didn't taste like water at all. The rain was thicker then water, the consistency of shampoo or body wash. She opened her eyes. The rain was striking everything, golden droplets leaving little craters where it hit the sand. A nearby picnic table collapsed. The golden shower was eating through everything it touched. It's acidic! The memory of chemistry class coming to mind. But why wasn't it eating through her skin? The other cheerleaders were stirring and moaning. The rain hadn't harmed them either. A coconut tree suddenly fell over and warning sirens sounded from the nearby ship. My god, Betty's still onboard! She thought, panicking.
Olivia Queen closed her eyes trying to will the shock away. Her bikini top felt tight and it was growing tighter. Her chest felt heavier too. Olivia opened her eyes and looked underneath her body. Her breasts were large and swinging. Her perky little B-cups now looked like plump C's. Breast flesh was sticking out around the tightening material as her breasts were still growing. Confused, Olivia looked out at the others. Tina was on her knees beside her. Her bikini was riddled with holes from the rain. Her breast flesh and long erect nipples were sticking out through the material. Tina's bikini suddenly fell off her. They called her Tiny Tina because she was completely flat chested. Tina was holding her CC breasts as confused as Olivia was. Tina was also only three feet tall, but she didn't seem aware that she had shrunk. She seemed more concerned about her breasts. "Olive?" she asked her friend in confusion.



Enough was enough. It was time to wake up from this crazy dream. Olivia looked up at the sky. The fireball had receded and the rain had stopped. She looked up into the sky and willed herself to her feet. She sprang up and she kept going.
Olivia Queen's bikini fell off her, weakened by the acidic rain and the accelerated speed as she soared up into the sky. She looked down in amazement at the receding island and then out as the Earth began to curve. Soon it was dark and the stars came out. She willed herself to stop flying and hovered there in space looking down at the round sphere of the earth. Something was flying directly towards her. Instinctively red beams of light shot from her eyes towards the object before she aimed them away at the last minute. She flew out of the way as the international space station flew past her. She waved at the Russian Cosmonaut staring at her through the window. He held his hand up, but didn't wave. His mouth agape. No doubt he wasn't used to seeing a nude buxom blue eyed blonde cheerleader hovering outside his window.
Olivia looked down at her body. Her breasts had quit growing at DD and her nipples had lengthened and thickened. Her rear felt thicker too. The rest of her body had tightened up. She'd always been trim and lithe, but now she was fitter with some muscles. She gasped for air, but nothing came. She couldn't breathe!
Olivia looked down at the Earth and began her descent. She breathed a sigh of relief when the oxygen returned. Apparently, she still needed air, but could hold her breath a long time. She spotted the Caribbean and made a beeline for the Bahamas. Her vision had improved greatly. She didn't know which island was hers, but her eyes zoomed in on each, checking them out until she found the cruise ship. And it was sinking!
Olivia pulled up as she neared the water and aimed herself towards the island. She came up on two boats pretty fast, letting her vision zoom in on them. One was an expensive fancy speedboat and the other a older fishing trawler. The trawler had sunk and stuck on a reef. The speedboat was leaning heavily to the side. More then a dozen black men and a few women scrambled over the boats. The scene was pure chaos. An albino with dreadlocks was on his knees on the trawler, head down as if in prayer. Another climbing up the side of the speedboat was shooting lightning bolts from his hands, seemingly uncontrollably and others were ducking his lightning. Standing on the apex of the sinking speedboat was a nightmarish vision from hell, an animated skeleton. The dark eye holes in the skull stared at her as she approached and flew over them. Their gazes met and that was her first sight of The Baron. His gaze followed her retreating body as she sped on to the island.
The trawler was from Jamaica. It had been carrying trash bags of marijuana to give to the speedboat which was operated by a Haitian drug gang. Simon (pronounced See-mon) Selassie had just had every bit of pigment stripped from his body during the golden shower. He would return to Jamaica and quickly get voted in as President for Life with 93% of the vote. He kept mostly quiet and stayed in Jamaica, but someone in his crew apparently gained the ability to genetically manipulate plants. Soon a powerfully hallucinogenic and highly addictive type of marijuana was being delivered to Haiti and making it's way into the United States.
The Haitians were different. They named themselves after voodoo gods and quickly took Haiti and the Dominican Republic after that. The lightening thrower was Shango, the Baron's enforcer. Another could apparently turn ordinary men into the Baron's muscular super soldiers. Samedi himself was nearly as strong and tough as the Queen of Hearts would turn out to be, though he couldn't fly. He could make his entire body fade to invisibility with the exception of his skeleton. He usually appeared as a normal man, but was fond of letting his head appear as a living skull.
Olivia brought herself up and hovered above the once beautiful Caribbean paradise that now looked like a war zone. Most of the trees were down. The cruise ship had sunk and come to rest with it's upper decks still above water and mostly intact, though it was riddled with holes weakening the structure. Everywhere were naked people, mostly girls. All had large breasts and great bodies. The male islanders she saw all had big banana cocks swinging between their legs. Most looked frightened. One of the cute lizards, now the size of a horse, pounced on a girl and found itself launched into the air as the girl threw it. Nearby snow swirled around a cheerleader, her skin had a bluish tint to it and her hair had gone white. Another lizard attacked her, but found itself riddled with icicles shot from the woman's fingers. Frostbite, the woman who could only feel warm when sucking the heat and life from her male victims during sexual intercourse. Six years from now the Queen of Hearts would stop Frostbite from bringing about a new ice age.
One poor, tanned skin girl's breasts had grown enormous, GG cups at least. She looked horrified at them, trying to hide the monstrosities, but her small hands could barely even hide the nipples which were constantly dripping milk. Olivia watched her stumble over to a male crewman from the ship. He was bleeding in multiple places and one leg was twisted at an ugly angle. The woman fell to her knees beside the man who was pleading for help. She looked down sadly at him, unable to do anything but comfort him. Then her breast milk dripped into his open mouth. His eyes went wide with shock and he leaned up quickly clamping a mouth over her swollen nipples, sucking away before she pulled back in shock at what he had done. She was even more shocked as he healed before her eyes. She looked down at him, then up at heaven for answers, looking even more shocked when she saw Olivia hovering there.
Olivia never knew her real name. She was an immigrant from Egypt and a Muslim. She wasn't a fundamentalist or religious extremist in any way and had been wearing a fairly skimp bikini. Her breasts never emptied of milk and healed any wound or illness. Her milk couldn't be bottled, but had to be directly sucked from the nipple to work. At first, she had trouble accepting that she had to expose her breasts, but came to see her ability as a gift from Allah. She would be teasingly called Cow after all the milk dripping from her udders, but took the name Hathor after the Egyptian cow goddess. Hathor would become the greatest woman Olivia ever knew. A woman of pure kindness and compassion traveling the world and healing the sick. Nine years after the Golden shower, she would be assassinated by Islamic terrorists as an abomination to god. The Queen of Hearts struggled through her grief while giving the eulogy at her funeral.
Olivia flew on over many strange sights, a girl with parrot wings, a fifty foot woman, a woman with a shark fin on her back and webbed feet and many many more, hundreds more. She aimed herself for the cruise ship desperate to find her best friend. The deck was so riddled with holes, the structure had become weak and collapsed. Most of the passengers and crew on the ship had just opted to jump in the water and swim for shore. Here and there bodies floated in the water or were impaled on jagged steel from the collapsing ship. Olivia flew around the ship searching for Betty, her eyes zooming in on the swimmers, but few had the flame red hair of her best friend. Finally, just as Olivia was passing a collapsed doorway, Betty stumbled through. Like everyone she was naked. Her pale freckled breasts had grown to DD's, her pink nipples swollen and enlarged. The poor girl looked in shock. Blood was splattered on her face and chest. She looked up at Olivia flying down to her, barely appearing to comprehend what was happening. "Betty! Thank god," cried Olivia gently landing on the weak deck in front of her friend. She ran up to hug her, but something hard poked her right in her blonde pubes a foot away from her friend. Olivia stepped back and both she and Betty looked down at the foot long black African penis sticking straight out from where Betty's cute little trimmed red pubes used to be.
Black Cock Betty wasn't the only she male to come out of the golden shower. There were ten couples engaged in sexual intercourse when the shower hit. As soon as the golden fluid hit the man, he ejaculated and dissolved, the woman found her clit growing into one of the large penises that all males present under the meteor explosion grew. Betty was the only white woman to grow a black penis. The others were all white couples with the exception of a black female crewman that snuck off the ship to meet her Bahamian lover and grew his black penis. All of the she males were traumatized by the event. Two would go on to commit suicide and one, Mad Maxine, a chemist that had been making love to her husband on their thirtieth wedding anniversary, would go insane and work on a bioengineering a disease that would kill off the entire male population so that everyone would know her pain. Maxine was defeated by Twisted Sista, the black cheerleader that could generate tornados along with Ignition, the cheerleader that could control fire and wore a bikini made of fire as her flames always burnt all her clothes off. Ignition burnt off the virus and Maxine along with it.
"He's dead. He's dead," mumbled Betty. "What's happening? Is this a dream? What's happening?"
"More like a nightmare," replied Olivia.
"He's dead. Jesus, I have a penis! Don't let the others see me like this. Please Olive?"
Olivia frowned. She didn't know if she could pull it off, but she felt strong, like she could take on the world. She stepped closer to Betty and with no effort lifted her best friend in her arms. Olivia looked up into the sky and took off. She was worried that high speed might hurt Betty, so the future Queen of Heart took it slow. Betty buried her head in Olivia's shoulder and sobbed. Olivia tried not to look down at the giant black cock, now soft, but huge and plump laying across Betty's pale freckled belly. It was hard not to stare at it.
After dropping Betty off at home in Washington, Olivia traversed the entire continent in ten minutes flat returning to the island and taking more of her fellow Wildcats home. The Coast Guard had arrived and upon seeing the chaotic madness on the island was demanding that everyone remain under quarantine until they knew what was going on. Olivia ignored them, taking most of her friends home.
HERE I COME TO SAVE THE DAY
The Queen of Hearts flew in hard and fast towards the federal reserve building in Miami. It was dark, an hour before midnight and no one saw her fly in. Her telescoping eyesight took in the two guards on the roof, zooming in on them. She could make out the telltale bulges underneath their pants and their big muscles, definitely the Baron's men. One of the Loa, La Sirene, could turn any man into a fit over muscled soldier for the Baron with a penis as large as any male that had gotten showered on by having sex with them. They were madly in love with and fanatically loyal to her and since she served Baron Samedi, they became his imperial guard as she slept her way through Hispaniola creating an army to serve her master.
They were no match for the Queen.
Olivia flew in so fast, they didn't even know she was there until their heads were slamming against each others and they collapsed to the roof. The Queen landed on her feet just outside the door to the stairwell. She raised her foot to kick in the door and then paused, reaching out to test the knob. No sense causing unnecessary damage and it was unlocked. Very well, might be best to sneak in anyway.
The building was fifteen stories tall. The stairs descended the whole length of the reserve. They went down in a square, with landings and a door on each floor. The center of the square was open and went straight down. The Queen hopped the railing and dropped the fifteen stories, landing on her feet. She crept to the nearest door and exited into a hallway on the first floor. Her hearing detected noises all over the floor. Mostly moans and soft cries of pleasure. The Queen frowned. There were noises in the office right next to her. She checked the knob and opened the door.
A black man lay on the floor. His pants were down around his knees. They were dark and had a yellow stripe down the side. His shirt was open showing off a nice well defined chest of a man that kept himself in good shape. Olivia could make out a badge on his shirt. He was a guard. "You'll never break into the vault," he said defiantly, but he looked nervous. Standing over him was a nude black woman and what a woman she was. She was absolutely stunning. She had dark black skin, African black, but her hair was straight with no kink. Her ass was a perfect round globe with two fit toned legs underneath, a sexy flat belly and perfect DD breasts. Her brown nipples were swollen and pointy. The perfect body only a showered could have. One of the Loa. La Sirene! Something big was up to get one of the Baron's concubines to leave Hispaniola.
"I don't want the gold, mon cherie. I want this lovely brown cock of yours,"" she said, straddling him and stooping, reaching down to caress his stiffening cock. She lowered her pussy down over it. "Feel how hot and wet I am for you," she moaned as his cock penetrated her to the hilt. "I feel you expanding to fill my pussy," she moaned. She threw her head back, breathing heavily as she worked her pussy around the root of his cock. "See how big and hard you are for me, cherie," she whispered, raising herself off him. His cock slowly appeared, thicker and bigger then it had been. It kept coming and coming until the fat golf ball sized head plopped out of La Sirene's pussy.
"What the...?" gasped the stunned guard.
"Nice isn't it," she whispered, pulling his foot long cock back up and guiding it back to her pussy. "This is where it belongs. Such a nice big cock for me."
The guard looked amazed at the sight of his huge dark cock disappearing into the hottest pussy it had ever felt. He wasn't even aware that his already fit chest was hardening, muscles growing, becoming more defined as the lovely woman raised and lowered herself over his cock. Then the pleasure was over as a red gloved fist uppercut the jaw of the black woman sending her flying up off his cock. She struck the wall and slumped down to the ground, her legs spread open.
The Queen had to pull her punch less she send La Sirene's head flying up to the roof. "Probably should have interrogated her before knocking her out." She winked at the guard.
"The Queen of Hearts!" said the guard in amazement. He rose to his feet, his cock still sticking straight out, an unbendable iron rod. Magnificent in it's size and hardness. Olivia tried not to look down at it.
"How many hostages?" Olivia reached out for the man's open shirt. She checked his nametag. "Eddie."
"There's about twenty left," gasped Eddie. They released most of the men. The twenty remaining are mostly young female receptionists."
The Queen glanced over at La Sirene. The Queen had only ever seen her in pictures and propaganda coming out of Hispaniola. She rarely left her palace in Haiti and then usually only when accompanied by the Baron. "Is he here?"
"You mean Samedi? Yeah, he's here," said Eddie gulping. "He's very..."
"Impressive! Yes, I know." Olivia shivered. The memory was fresh in her mind of her kneeling before the Baron, jerking off that perfect cock of his until he came all over her uniform. The second time had been worse, sucking his cock down her throat like a cheap whore until he filled her belly with his delicious sperm. Her belly growled at the memory and she took a quick glance down at Eddie's newly endowed penis. She had nearly gone mad with lust for Samdi's cock, but luckily had found an antidote. "How many guards?"
"Fifteen that I've seen, Queen. Do you need help stopping them?"
"Thanks Eddie, but I got this. Get dressed and run out the back door. I'll take the guards out as I pass. Tell the police to storm the building as soon as the hostages run out."
"Got it," he said, looking down at his hugely erect penis. The sight of the beautiful Queen of Hearts wouldn't make it go down any faster. "Will... will my penis stay like this?"
"No. I believe you have to ejaculate inside La Sirene to set it. Luckily, you should return to normal in a few days."
"I see," he mumbled, looking down at his big penis.
"Now get moving and stay safe," she said, winking at him. The Queen of Hearts made her way to the door and slipped quietly through it.
Behind her Eddie was kneeling between La Sirene's legs, lining his hard cock up with her pussy.
*****************
The Queen continued down the main hall nearing the vault. She peaked into a window looking into the vault room. The giant vault was closed. There were two of the Baron's guards standing at attention before it. Her first thought was to break through the door and take the guards out with two punches before they could alarm any others. Instead, she tried the door to the room. The guards noticed her almost immediately, but instead of shooting, they lowered their weapons and put their hands behind their heads. "Smart move," she told them, walking up.
"We were instructed not to resist if you showed up," said one.
"Smart move. Who instructed you?"
"Our Baron, Samedi, ruler of Hispaniola," they answered in unison.
"The Baron is here?"
"We have the great honor of being accompanied by our Baron, Samedi, ruler of Hispaniola on this glorious mission," answered one.
"His glory is our glory. All hail Samedi," said the other.
"All hail Samedi," agreed the first.
"And what is the mission?" The Queen rolled her eyes at their fanaticism.
"The illegal blockade by the criminal country known as the United States has bankrupted the great nation of Hispaniola. We have come for the gold to take as retribution for the crimes against Hispaniola perpetrated by the United States."
"And how do you propose to steal the gold?" she asked. "I see no one trying to crack the safe. I see no fantastic drilling machines or super lasers. The longer this standoff goes on, the more superheroes will be showing up on the scene."
"Our Baron, Samedi, ruler of Hispaniola has a plan."
"His genius knows no bounds. All hail Samedi"
"All hail Samedi."
CLUNK! Olivia slammed their heads together and the two drones collapsed to the floor. "I was bored of that conversation anyway," she muttered.
Olivia turned her attention to the main foyer and office area. The moans and groans of sex were coming loudest from that area. No doubt, the Baron had used his masculine sex appeal to get one of the receptionists to service him. The problem was, that it sounded like a full blown orgy. Curious, Olivia crept towards the closest door and opened it, peering through the crack. A full blown orgy was going dead on.
The twenty female hostages were all naked and engaged in various sex acts with the Baron's men. Right in front of her eyes was an oriental woman with the typical thin Chinese body on her knees sucking one twelve inch black cock while getting a second shoved into her pussy from behind. The other women were all fucking and sucking the Baron's men, seemingly willingly and definitely enjoying themselves. They were mostly white woman in their twenties with about 3 black women and a few decent looking older women. He'd kept the young attractive women to service his troops. His imperial guard were mostly naked too, though many had kept their skull emblazoned black ski masks on. Several were guarding the barricaded front doors, but even those had their pants dropped and hostages sucking their cocks for them. They were having sex in all manner of positions, doggy was common with plenty of women riding big black cocks, a few with a cock in their pussy and one in their ass, one pair was doing a 69 off to the side, and behind them, two women were kneeling, sharing a cock between them. At an given moment at least four of the women were crying out in orgasm. Olivia knew how great a foot long cock felt and for a moment, she envied them their pleasure.



Even the Baron didn't have the will to compel all these women to service his soldiers. Something was going on here. She walked boldly into the orgy, her foot crushing something underneath her boot. Olivia lifted her red boot off the ground and looked down. It was nothing more then a water bottle. She bent and picked it up. Simon Seltzer Water read the label. Not a brand she was familiar with. Her eyes swept the room, seeing several dozen more of the empty water bottles. She sniffed at the opening of the bottle, but for all her powerful nose could detect, there was only water left at the bottom. Her nose did detect something else, pheromones. The Baron's cock gave those things off like stink on a skunk and she immediately felt her vagina growing moist.
"About time you showed up," said the Baron.
Olivia turned to face him. He was standing in a doorway. His brutish face was staring at her, the flat nose flaring as he breathed. His big lips were turned up in a smirk. He looked better when he was just a skull. He was wearing a black Punisher tee shirt with the white skull emblazoned on the chest. Funny guy! His pants were off. His giant thirteen inch steel hard black cock was rearing up proudly giving off those manly pheromones that women found so hard to resist. Indeed, one of the hostages was greedily sucking the end of it at that moment. "Samedi," she growled, still staring at the woman sucking his cock. Sweat broke out on her forehead as she pictured herself swapping places with the hostage.
"Oui, my love. The one and only. Why so angry. Is it because of this?" He pointed down at the woman. "She means nothing to me. Just a fluffer, keeping my dick hard and ready for you, my queen. Mon pénis appartient à vous, ma reine. Get lost," he said, pushing the hostage off his hard cock.
"But I want to please you, my lord," she begged. "Let me suck you and swallow your cum."
"You have pleased me, cherie. Now go service my men." He glanced at the girl as she crawled off. "Now where were we," he said, addressing the Queen.
"This part of the WE was about to kick your ass and your part of the WE was about to get their ass kicked," she told him.
"Ahh, ma reine des cœurs, why are you always so violent? I'm a lover, not a fighter. Just give the word that you will come back to Hispaniola with me and rule by my side and I will release all the hostages. We shall make love every night and our children will rule this world." He grabbed the base of his cock and shook it at her. "Tell me you don't want this cock."
I WANT THIS COCK
"Tell me you don't want this cock."
"I do," she whispered, staring at it. The Queen licked her lips with lust for it. Don't do this Olivia. Don't do this. She fell to her knees and reached out for that hard thirteen inch black cock.
It was their fourth battle. He pulled his penis out at every time they fought trying to get her to service him. The first time she saw it, it was like he took it out and slapped her in the face with it. She'd heard stories about it's affect on women. She resisted and gave him a big uppercut to the skeletal jaw.
At thirteen inches, Samedi's was the biggest penis on record to come out of the golden shower event. That wasn't quite true as when the Yakuza crime lord, Yamashita Kazuko turned into his alter ego, the giant red rage monster Mr. Oni. His huge crimson penis was over three feet long, but that didn't quite count. Olivia's hand was shaking as she spit on Samedi's swollen black cock head and began to stroke it with her hand.
Confronting him on a mini-sub was probably a bad idea. The confined space trapped his pheromones and made him hard to resist. Navy sonar had detected the sub trying to run the blockade. Samedi and Shango were trying to run a load of the super marijuana to the states when the Queen of Hearts showed up. She flew into the water, lifted the minisub out and flew it straight to the penitentiary for super powered individuals.
The Queen of Hearts stepped back and watched the main hatch slowly open. The first to emerge was Shango. "Je vais te tuer, salope!" he shouted, pulling an Emperor Palpatine and shooting lightning from his hands. The Queen calmly walked into the lightning. She felt it and there was a slight sting, but other then that, there was little effect. On her body that is, her specially made suit didn't quite fare so well. The bottom front burned away exposing her belly, burn holes appeared in her heart and one side of the top burned away completely exposing her right breast, pure white and unaffected. She hurried up before her entire suit burned away and gave all the watching prison guards a show. Olivia grabbed Shango's wrist and threw him off the sub and to the prison yard. Guards quickly surrounded him and dragged him off to the specially made cell that dampened his electrical powers. He'd been there twice before.
"Come out Baron," said the Queen, looking down the hatch.
"Come and get me, my amour," he replied.
The Queen of Hearts jumped down, her heart skipping a beat when she saw him sitting in the sub's command chair, buck naked. The pheromones were so strong in the mini-sub that it was worse then the first time she saw his cock. This time it was like he was slapping her in the face with it over and over, her mouth watering as she tried to taste him. "Lets have at it, Baron," she said, raising her fists, but staring at his cock.
"I don't want to fight you, Queen."
"That's because you lose every time, Baron. I'm tired of this."
"Tired! You need a vacation. Fly me back to my palace in Port Au Baron and I will give you the most pleasurable vacation of you life. They say the female orgasm is a great way to relieve stress you know."
"Knock it off, Baron."
"I'd rather knock you up instead," he replied. "Think about it, mon cherie. We are the most powerful beings to come out of the golden shower. We belong together. You and I, side by side, ruling the world."
"Damn!" she whispered, still staring at his cock. It continued to give off pheromones, filling the tight confines of the sub.
"Gets in your head doesn't it," he said.
She nodded.
"Tell me you don't want this cock."
"I do," she whispered, and that was how Olivia found herself kneeling before her most hated foe and spitting on his cock head while she began stroking it.
"I'm sure your pussy is quite wet for it my dear. You don't need to lubricate it any more, unless of course you'd like to suck it. Why don't you strip off that uniform and let me see you in all your enhanced beauty?"
Olivia's hand was shaking as she jerked off his cock. Sweat was pouring down her forehead and it wasn't just from the heat inside the sub. His cock was so hot and powerful. She could feel it throbbing in her hand. I bet his cum does taste good. I bet it would feel good stuffing my pussy. I bet our son would be magnificent. Damn it! I wish I wasn't on the pill so that he could put a baby in my belly. She pictured him kneeling beside her, putting a hand on her swollen belly and feeling their baby kick as they stood on the balcony of his palace overlooking the blue Caribbean.
"Whoa there! Slow down a little," said the Baron.
Her hand had started moving rapidly up and down the long shaft while she fantasized about it. There was her solution. She grinned in triumph. Her hand went into super speed, turning into a blur as she masturbated the huge cock as fast as her super strength allowed.
"Yeah, um, that's good baby, but wouldn't you rather do that with your pus... OH MERDE!"
Those huge coconut sized balls under the Baron's cock suddenly emptied their load. The Baron's first wad of ejaculate covered her big red heart. The second splattered all over her face. The third her chest, soaking the exposed breast and leaving his thick sperm dripping off her erect nipple. The fourth wad splattered on her lower face, a good deal of his hot sperm entering her mouth. It was as good as she imagined! She bent the hard spurting cock back down so that the remaining three wads hit her breasts and chest again. Each and every squirt of his hot seed was like getting a soda can's worth of fluid splattered on you. She was soaked by the time his balls kicked into overdrive, producing more and more sperm. The Queen now looked like she'd taken a swim in a pool filled with vanilla pudding.
'Umm, getting a little sensitive," moaned the Baron, the sperm flying from his swollen cock head like water from a hose with a finger over the nozzle making it spray out.
Olivia quit stroking the big black cock and pulled back from it in horror. The monster blasted a few final wads before it finally began to soften. She grabbed the Baron by the neck and pulled him towards her. The black bastard leaned into her and kissed her full on the lips. She launched into the sky, flying up through the sub's hatch while he continued kissing her before she pushed him away tossing the Baron into the yard as she kept flying up. She couldn't let the guards see her like this. She flew up into the clouds and paused hovering, Her hand was still trembling as she reached out and pinched her sperm covered nipple. Her other hand found her crotch, her fingers pushing into her suit, feeling her heat and dampness. She pushed the suit's crotch aside and moaned as her fingers entered her needy pussy. Her hand left her nipple, scooping up some of the Baron's seed and shoving it into her mouth.
God, she was a fool. Why hadn't she fucked him? It wasn't too late. She could swoop down and rescue her lover before the guards hauled him off.
The Queen of Hearts fought to pull herself together. She felt like she was going mad with lust for her greatest enemy's cock. She rose higher until she found a storm system and flew through the rain cloud to rinse his cum off her body. She then aimed herself towards Washington DC and The Hall Of Righteousness. She desperately needed someone to talk to.
ROUND TWO
The next time she had encountered the Baron, had been both the most humiliating and proudest moment of her life. She had kneeled and sucked him off before the United States Congress.
"Ah, my queen, right on schedule," he laughed as she came down through the roof of the center of American government.
The Queen landed in a crouch and stood up straight. She brushed dust off her arms and shoulders. "Seriously, Baron? You think you can get away with this just block from the Hall of Righteousness?"
"Kill the Representatives," he replied.
Startled Olivia jerked in surprise and shock. "Wait!" she held up her hand. Every congressman was seated in their chairs while several dozen of the Baron's skull masked imperial guard held machine guns on them.
"Hold your fire," replied the Baron and his men lowered their weapons. He yawned as the lovely blonde superhero looked at him in horror. "Ah, my lovely reine des coeurs, you look so surprised. You must understand that my people are starving. These are the men responsible for the blockade. I watched them debate on CSPAN." He turned and addressed the room. "Lift the blockade or you die."
"The United States will not be dictated to by a common criminal," yelled the Speaker of the House, rising up from his podium seat.
"SIT DOWN!" The Baron's will hit the Speaker who quickly sat back down in his seat. Samedi's head faded and his signature skull appeared. "How dare you call me a common criminal. I am quite uncommon." The face returned. "Or... I can let you all go, if your greatest hero, your symbol of American power, the beautiful Queen of Hearts, gives me a blowjob."
"Monster!" growled Olivia raising her fist, but holding herself back. The Representatives were mumbling and fidgeting in their seats.
"Those are my conditions." Baron Samedi lowered his hands down to his black military style fatigues and slowly unzipping his pants. His lips curled up in a cocky grin as he noticed her eyes watching his zipper lower. "I see you haven't forgotten my cock. You know you want it." He fished around inside his pants and struggled to remove the huge slab of black meat that was rapidly swelling to a massive erection. Congressmen gasped in shock when they say the Baron's famous cock for the first time. The Queen's gasp was almost imperceptible. Her tongue appeared for a millisecond between her lips. Her heart rate increased and she knew that the Baron's enhanced hearing could detect it. His enhanced sense of smell could probably even detect her pussy lubricating. "I can have any woman I want. Your incredible ability to resist this magnifique cock only makes me want you more."
"Fuck you, Baron," she replied, still staring at it.
"Later, after you surrender your will to me. For now, I just want a blow job." He turned away from The Queen and the central podium, turning to face the assembled House. "Behold fools, the mighty black cock of Baron Samedi. This is not the cock of a man. This is the cock of a god. This cock demands to be serviced by the most beautiful woman in the world, your heroine, the Queen of Hearts. When the Queen of Hearts sucks my cock, you may leave with a warning. No one is safe, not you, not even the President. Lift the blockade and allow my Jamaican friend's produce into the country or I will return and next time there will be no warning, only death."
"All Hail Samedi," shouted every one of the imperial guard in unison.
Samedi turned back to the Queen. "NOW SUCK MY COCK!"
He thought she was beautiful! Her looks pleased him and that made her happy and wet, oh so very wet. Olivia felt flushed by her body's reaction to the Baron's presence just as he put all the force of his mighty will into the order to suck his cock. Her knees trembled and gave way as she fell, kneeling before the Baron, his thirteen inch cock aimed right at her face. "Suck it," mumbled a weak willed congressman. "Yes, suck it," said another. "Suck that black cock," said a representative with enthusiasm. "Suck it," said the Speaker of the House from behind her. Olivia took her eyes off his huge cock to glance back over her shoulder at the speaker. He had clamped his hand over his mouth in horror. They knew the Baron's power. None of the Congressmen would blame her if she did suck it. Hell, she wanted to suck it. His cock had haunted her dreams since the last time she'd given him the hand job. If she hadn't discovered her unique temporary antidote, she just might have made the short flight to Port-au-Baron to spend the night servicing him. She walked forwards on her knees, reaching out to grasp his cock. She released it, pulling her hand back and yanking off her red glove. She wanted to touch it with her bare hand. She reached out for it again, now feeling it's heat and pulse with her hand. Olivia trembled, feeling her pussy leaking like Niagara Falls as her need for it grew.
"I can't wait to put it in you either," whispered the Baron looking down on her. His broad nostrils flared as he smelled her arousal. "For now, I just want these fools to see their greatest hero servicing my cock. Fly home with me tonight and we'll go about swelling that belly of yours with my baby." Olivia nodded, letting her hand stroke up and down his cock. The Baron raised his voice so that the nearby congressmen could hear. "Pull that top down and let me see those titties."
Olivia reluctantly released his cock. She reached up and stretched out the material of her top, pulling it down under her bare breasts. "Wow," muttered a congressman.
"Wow indeed," laughed the Baron. "Now start sucking, times a wasting. Those meddling gal pals of yours will be here soon."
The Queen of Hearts ripped off her other glove. She grabbed his cock again with both hands. She bent forward and brought her lips up to the fat knob that topped off the huge cock. The pee slit alone was as big as a human eye. Precum dribbled out of it constantly. She kissed it on the pee slit, tasting his precum, a tremble of lust. coursed through her body, telling her she was doing the right thing. "Your cock's so big," she whispered before running her tongue all around the head.
"The better to please you with, mon cherie." He looked down at the lovely woman. Her blue eyes looked up at him through her red mask. She was big and doe-eyed, all innocent looking. His cock had that effect on women. It's presence made women act sluttily. Samedi had yet to meet the woman that didn't become a horny bimbo when he waved his cock under their nose. They would do anything. The most uptight conservative old nun would willingly let him shove his cock up her ass if he would only ask. Everyone that had experienced the golden shower radiated sex appeal, but his tool was the most powerful. Even heroes like the Queen found it hard to resist. She had half the tip in her mouth now and was working her tongue all around it while stroking him. "You don't have to do this," he whispered down to her. "Stop now and I will surrender to you, no one gets hurt. Or if you prefer, you can keep sucking it." Her answer was to push her head forward, his cock head disappearing into her straining mouth. Soon it was probing at her throat, pushing deep as she sucked more and more of his huge cock into her mouth. The Baron threw his head back and laughed in triumph, his face fading out and becoming a white skull.
Behind Olivia, the Speaker of the House stood. He banged his gavel down. Most of the congressmen couldn't take their eyes off the sight of a beautiful buxom blonde woman now bobbing her head rapidly over a good seven inches of the world's master criminal's monster cock. The Speaker banged it again, slowly eyes turned towards him, even the Baron's. Olivia was busy trying to cram as much of the Baron's cock down her throat as she could. His pubes were rapidly approaching her nose. She found out later what the congressmen did for her. The Speaker of the House stood up straight and then turned his back on the Queen fellating the Baron. Beside the Speaker, the House leadership stood up and slowly turned their backs on them also. One by one all 435 members of the House slowly stood up in their seats and turned their backs on the sex scene. The Baron just sneered at them and their nobility.
In the balcony, a reporter and her cameraman had been filming the scene. It would be blurred for TV, but as she watched the noble act of the congressmen, she reached out and covered the cameraman's lens. "Let the media show as much respect for the Queen of Hearts as the House is," she told the cameraman who nodded. "It's not her fault. The Baron is hard to resist." The female reporter didn't turn her back, but kept looking down on the couple. In her mind, it was her, not the Queen kneeling before the Baron, sucking his huge black cock.
"Oh Tres bien," moaned the Baron as the Queen of Hearts kissed his pubes. A normal woman couldn't take his entire cock down her throat. La Sirene could deep throat him and some of the other heroes he had seduced over the years. The showered were built for each other. When the showered had babies with a normal human, the baby was always normal, but as several showered had gotten together, their babies were all as gifted as one of their parents and sometimes both. That's why they should stick together. That's why he and the Queen needed to make babies together. Babies that would grow up to rule the world.
Outside there was a sonic boom and some other noises over the sirens of the police. "Damn!" growled the Baron. "It looks like we have company. Better hurry it up, my Queen before your friends arrive. Why don't you go supersonic on that black cock?"
Olivia Queen grabbed the Baron's hips and began sucking his cock at accelerated speed. She was as upset at the arrival of other superheroes as the Baron was. "Merde! C'est bien," he moaned. She looked up at him, happy to know she was pleasing him, but there was only a white skull looking down on her. "Here it comes my Queen," he moaned.



Olivia felt his cock stiffen and harden and then it jerked in her throat. Her belly nearly filled with sperm after one wad. Her pussy suddenly trembled, cumming in her uniform. She'd orgasmed just from having him ejaculating in her mouth. She pulled her head back wanting to taste him again. The head was still spurting cum even as it exited her throat and entered her mouth. Almost immediately, her cheeks bulged out and his seed spurted out the sides of her mouth. She gulped it as rapidly as she could. "More where that came from," he groaned. "Look and see." Olivia suddenly found herself stroking an almost invisible cock. The sperm filled inside of his balls were visible, pumping his seed up and around his bladder before it entered his urethra running the length of his invisible cock. She watched his hot seed shooting through the tube like milk in a crazy straw forward into her mouth. His testicles were huge, but they were pumping more sperm then they possibly could have held. They miraculously never emptied. Another gift from the golden shower.
Olivia's belly felt like it couldn't hold another drop. She leaned backwards, his cock flying free of her mouth, shooting another wad of semen at her face. His entire black cock turned visible again and she bent it down, letting it spurt hot seed all over her bare breasts as she stroked the thick shaft. It didn't stop cumming until she released it.
Upstairs, the female reporter looked down at the Queen of Hearts rubbing Baron Samedi's cum all over her tits. The Queen even raised her hands to lick his sperm up. "Dayumn," whispered the reporter. "Not her fault," she told the cameraman. "No woman can resist the Baron."
"This woman can," said a voice behind the reporter.
The reporter turned to see the stunning big breasted red head stroll into the room. "Bettikinetic!"
Betty smiled. She took the cigar out of her mouth with one hand, wrapped her other hand around the reporter's back, pulling the reporter's body into Betty's and kissing her deeply. The attractive reporter felt the sizable bulge beneath Betty's shorts. Betty left the stunned reporter speechless and breathing heavily. "It's Black Cock Betty now. Call me," said Betty, a calling card rising from her pocket and floating over to the reporter who was blushing. "I'm my own man now, so to speak."
"New uniform?" asked the reporter checking out Black Cock Betty. As Bettikinetic, she was primarily known as the Queen's sidekick and always wore a cheerleader uniform. The top was like a sport's bra with a wild cat on it and it showed off her sexy belly, while the skirt was longer then a cheerleaders and she always wore biker shorts under it. The new uniform top was also like a sports bra. She had the profile of a black rooster displayed on her large bosom. Her pale freckled belly was still bared. She'd lost the cheerleader skirt and now wore just the biker shorts. The reporter gasped when she saw that the shorts prominently displayed the telltale bulge of what could only be a penis that might have rivaled the Baron's in size.
Betty didn't answer her. She strolled to the balcony and looked down. Olivia was still kneeling before the Baron, seemingly happily pinching both her hard cum soaked nipples. "She blow him this time?"
"Yes," answered the reporter. "Hey..umm... where'd the Baron's guards go?"
Betty pointed to the roof. The three members of the Imperial Guard that had been on the balcony level were slammed into the roof. Their machine guns out of their reach. Betty snapped her fingers and the guards fell back to the balcony with a crashing sound. Betty leaped over the balcony and slowly lowered herself to the ground.
The Imperial guard on the lower levels suddenly found their machine guns yanked out of their hands. The Baron whirled around as the guns flew up to him to hover several feet from him, their barrels all pointed at the black super villain. Their triggers pulled and every gun emptied their clips on full auto into the Baron.
Samedi closed his eyes, feeling the bullets strike his nearly impenetrable skin. The bullets couldn't pierce his skin, but they did sting. He opened his eyes when the clips emptied, smoke rising from the barrels. The bullets had riddled his clothes to the point they fell off. He looked up at Betty hovering above him, his skin fading out so that he appeared as a skeleton. "Get her," he ordered his guard. The guns flew back across the room to their previous owners, butt first this time, hitting ever guard in the head. The Baron's entire strike force slumped to the ground within seconds of each other. "I'll get you, bitch," growled the Baron. While he couldn't fly, he could leap nearly ten stories up. He braced himself to leap at Betty before she used her telekinesis on him.
"Not on my watch," said the Queen coming to her senses. She spun Samedi around and uppercut the Baron's skull. He flew up and under Betty landing and sliding several feet along the aisle between seats filled with Representatives.
The skeleton stood, rematerializing into the Baron. He turned to run just as a buxom brunette in a red bikini with a T on each cup over her large breasts entered the hall right in front of him. The T's on Tina's bikini cups had her jokingly and derisively called TT or Tittys because of the large C cups on the thin frame of the formerly flat chested cheerleader. She wore the bikini because she could easily slip out of it when she shrunk without getting trapped in her own clothes. That was precisely what she did when she found herself running full on into the Baron's fist. She shrank fast, her nose just missing the Baron's knuckles, slipping out of her bikini, the Baron's huge floppy cock smacking her in the face as the now foot tall woman ran under his legs. "Wow!' she said, shaking her head in awe. Now that was one big cock.
Samedi found himself flat on his face when his punch didn't connect. He pulled himself up and raced for the exit. With some luck, he could just leap over the police blockade and escape without needing to come up with some elaborate escape plan to get him out of jail again. The Baron ran on through the exit towards the police barricade, preparing to leap, only noticing at the last minute two bare feminine feet on either side of him. Feet the size of buses! He looked up at the bare labia nearly 100 ft above him and pulled back before he jumped right into the giant pussy. "Fuck!" he growled in frustration.
Brobdinagia reached down and picked up the little man between her legs. She was, like Tiny Tina, another superhero with the misfortune of not having any clothes to wear when she used her powers. The giantess picked up the little man and looked at him. "Now that's a big cock," she said, appreciatively.
Inside the House, Betty slowly lowered herself to the ground before The Queen of Hearts. "Olive," she said, nodding.
"Betty," said the Queen, watching Betty's eyes stare at her sperm covered breasts as she pulled her uniform back up and over them. "Thank you." Olivia approached her former sidekick and best friend. She reached out and took the cigar from Betty's mouth. "There's no smoking in here," she said.
Betty smirked. "Better get back to the Hall and clean up before the press sees how messy you are."
"Right," said the Queen.
Black Cock Betty reached up and touched her ear as a message came through her receiver. "They got him. The Baron's in custody."
The Queen of Hearts turned to face the podium. "Mr. Speaker and members of the House of Representatives, Baron Samedi is in custody. You are all safe."
Every congressman sprang to his or her feet, applauding the Queen as she sped past them down the aisle. They turned their bodies to follow her movement. An uproar was heard outside as the Queen exited the building. Shouts and applause so loud they were heard inside by all the representatives came from outside.
Betty shook her head as Tina walked up. The Sensational Shrinking Woman was normal sized again, nude and holding her bikini. Tina bent down to pull the panties up her long lean legs. "Seriously! You saved them," said Tina.
"I know, I'm used to it," answered Betty, staring appreciatively at Tina's buxom lithe body.
"Help me with my top?" asked Tina, lifting her curly brown hair up above her neck.
Instead of tying the bikini string, Betty reached around Tina's back and squeezed her breasts, kissing her neck as she pinched her nipples.
"BETTY!" said a shocked Tina, shrinking three feet to escape the grabby hands. She grew normal again, pulling the panties back up as she grew. "What's gotten in to you?"
"Nothing! Sorry just kidding around," apologized Betty. "Let me get the string for you." This time she tied the string around the back of Tina's neck. She smacked Tina on her rounded ass when she finished.
Tina jumped forwards and turned towards her old friend. Her eyes widened and she gasped at the sight that greeted her eyes. The telltale bulge under Betty's shorts had swollen and grown, struggling to rise and escape the tight confines of her shorts. "What the...?" stuttered a confused Tina.
IT'S A TRAP
"Tell me you don't want this penis," repeated the Baron.
"To be quite honest, I'm over you," said the Queen. Her lips curled up in a smirk. "Now are you going to surrender peacefully or do we fight?"
Samedi's brow furrowed. "Perhaps, it's time to show you something, mon cherie." He slipped backwards into the room.
"I know your game, Baron," said The Queen following him into the room. It was an executive office and the couch apparently folded out into a bed. The Baron had already opened the bed. He walked over to sit down on it, pulling off his tee shirt as he did so.
"You think that the stink your cock gives off will be stronger in this tiny room. No doubt you're surprised that I'm not kneeling between your legs right now."
"Oui my Queen, I'm quite surprised actually."
The Queen of Hearts tilted her head back, displaying her nose plugs. "I slipped them in the second I detected your pheromones."
"Well played," said Samedi, smiling and softly clapping his hands. "But I strongly suggest that you remove them, Olivia Queen Hart."
The Queen of Hearts was preparing to leap into battle to subdue the man. The use of her secret identity hit her in the face like a ton of bricks. She froze in horror at the implications. "How did... what did you call me?"
"No more games, my love," said the Baron. "Did you see my associate over there?" He held his hand out to point at the executive's desk.
Olivia's eyes had been on the Baron. She hadn't noticed the albino sitting behind the desk. The dreadlocked white skinned Jamaican rose and bowed. "Simon Selassie! You two are working together?"
"It's pronounced See-mon, mon," he replied in a pronounced accent, "Or Emperor Selassie if you prefer."
"I didn't think you ever left Jamaica?" Shortly after the golden shower, a dense fog had enveloped the island. The fog was impenetrable to radar or satellite imagery. One U.S. coastguard vessel had penetrated the fog, quickly turning around and coming out, the crew completely stoned out of their minds. The dense fog was pure marijuana smoke! Soon thereafter, speedboats filled with the new super hybrid marijuana began emerging from the fog bank, heading for Hispaniola where Samedi's men took over transporting it to the American East coast. The drug was so addictive and powerful, that the U.S. responded by blockading both island nations. Olivia had flown through the smoke on a scouting expedition for the DEA once, holding her breath. Other then field after field of marijuana, there had been little unusual about the island.
"Trust me, mon. I was quite happy on my little island." There was an open laptop on the desk. Selassie turned it around to face her. The screen was blank. "But your illegal blockade is hurting my people. All we have are a few crops and fish to feed my entire island. My people are starving."
"You rule a nation of pot smokers," she replied, tartly. "They're always hungry."
Simon just smiled. "Spare me the lecture. Da ganja is part of our religion, mon. We're not going to quit growing it or selling it either for that matter." Simon paused and grinned at her. "Now I suggest we get down to business." He pressed a key on the laptop and an image appeared. The image showed the outline of a house through an infrared lens. A red figure was downstairs watching television. Another smaller red figure was sleeping upstairs in a bed. "Look familiar, mon?"
The Queen of Hearts felt her stomach tighten. "Yes," she replied, softly.
The Baron stood off the couch bed. He touched a communication device in his ear. "Frapper position de force par," he said. "A strike team of imperial guard is prepared to storm the house, Olivia. Now you're fast, but are you fast enough to reach them in time? Do as I say and Joe Hart can go right on watching his live news coverage of the hostage drama at the Miami Federal Reserve building."
"Hey, dats dis building, mon," chimed in Selassie feigning surprise.
"I'll kill you for this, Baron," growled The Queen of Hearts.
"Se déplacer dans le bâtiment," said the Baron, nodding towards the live feed on the laptop.
Olivia turned to look at the screen. The camera was bobbing, approaching her home, her husband, and her sleeping daughter. Glowing red figures with guns appeared on the screen all moving towards her home. "WAIT!"
"Démissionner," ordered the Baron and the camera began retreating from her house.
"What do you want from me?" she asked, through gritted teeth. Olivia was cursing herself for leaving the Hall of Righteousness. Members all carried ear communicator's like the Baron's and she would have been able to contact Betty and the other heroes if she still had hers. Betty's telekinetic powers could have sent the Baron's strike team hurling up into space.
"Simple," replied the Baron. "Une, remove those damn nose plugs."
"And two, drink dis, mon," added Selassie, placing a bottle of water on the desk. It was the same water that she'd seen empty bottles of out in the foyer where the orgy was still going on. Simon Seltzer Water.
"If I do this, you won't harm my family?" she asked, reaching up and pulling the nose plugs out. "Aaahh!!" she squealed, her pussy spasming as the stench from Samedi's still hard cock hit her. She pictured herself kneeling before him, he was slapping his cock across her cheeks and her head was following it trying to capture the head in her mouth so she could suck him off.
"You have my word on it," replied the Baron watching the Queen's long nipples harden under her uniform. "Little Emma needs her bed rest after all."
"You're a monster," she gasped, staring lustfully at his cock. Maybe they were finally going to fuck? She shuddered as her pussy started dripping with desire. No, she could resist him. "Threatening a little girl is low even for you, Baron."
"Amazing, mon," said Selassie to the Baron while he stared at the obviously aroused woman. The Baron's effect on women was truly amazing. He picked up the bottle of water and tossed it to the Queen.
Olivia snatched it effortlessly out of the air. "What's in this? I'm immune to poison."
"Just drink it," said Simon.
The Queen of Hearts, used her telescoping vision to zoom in on the water. At first, she saw nothing unusual about the water. It was pretty pure, with only a few microscopic life forms swimming around. She'd learned not to examine her food too closely long ago as when she did, she quickly lost her appetite. It was hard to focus on just the water in the bottle and then she saw it. A microscopic tadpole wiggled in her view. "What the hell?" It didn't look like any microscopic life she'd ever seen before. There were a couple more in the water too.
"Drink up, lay-dee, or Samedi will order the attack."
Olivia looked at the laptop and the IR image of her family on the screen, then over to Samedi's cock, she looked at Selassie, the bottle in her hand as she unscrewed the lid, then back to Samedi's cock. She brought the bottle up to her lips and chugged the water.
"There I did it. Now call your men off Baron."
The Baron brought his finger up to his ear mike. "Withdrawl et retour à la base," he told his men.
Olivia didn't speak French, but it sure sounded like he was calling his men off. The screen on the laptop went dark as the cameraman turned off the link. The Queen of Hearts sprang into action. The entire room shuddered as her speed approached the sound barrier. Her fist hit the Baron hard in the stomach right above that big beautiful cock of his. Samedi was caught off guard as he doubled over, going transparent down to his skeleton. Olivia looked down at her nemesis. She could see the ear microphone seemingly floating in the air next to his skull. She reached for it with two fingers and plucked it out of his ear. She crushed the mike between her thumb and forefinger. Still at superspeed, the Queen of Hearts, raced back to grab the nose plugs off the ground and replaced them, blocking off the Baron's cock stench.
"I swear on the lives of everyone on Hispaniola, that that will be the last time you punch me, bitch," growled the Baron, slowly straightening back up, but clutching his stomach.
"Don't be so sure about that, Samedi," she replied with a grin. The Queen of Hearts pulled her arm back, red gloved fist clenched and aimed at his flat nose. She was about to pound that nose to a pulp when she suddenly had a strong urge to itch her head. Olivia blinked and stumbled backwards. Olivia scratched her blonde hair. She saw several floaters appear in her eyes. Only instead of a dot flying across her vision, these were dots with wiggling tails. She blinked and they were gone. Her head still itched, but the itch was deep in her skull, like something was biting her brain. "What did you do to me?"
Simon Selassie, Emperor of Jamaica, walked towards her. He leaned forward and stared her in the face.
"Semen sez, relax," he told her.
Olivia sighed as all the tension, stress and worry about her family drained from her mind. She hadn't felt this relaxed in a long time.
SEMEN SEZ
Simon Selassie stared at his skin. No one else had all the pigment suddenly slide off their body in the weird rain. He looked at the other boat. It was sinking as was his. The water between the two boats was covered in floating marijuana. The rain had melted the bags, leaving clumps of his precious ganja floating. Had Samuel Idi betrayed him? Was he trying to keep both the money and the pot? Jesus, there was money in the water too, but the rain had ripped it to shreds. "Idi, what is going on?"
Samuel Idi was climbing up the side of his boat as it sank. He was nude, the rain had shredded his clothes like it had all of them. "I don't know," yelled Sam back. He climbed to the top and turned to face Simon.
Simon's eyes opened wide in shock. "Now dat is one big cock, mon?"
The Haitian drug dealer had just been thinking the same thing about Selassie's penis. He looked down at his own penis and was surprised to see that if anything it was even bigger then the Jamaican's and his was black and beautiful unlike Simon's now colorless cock. At least today wasn't a total bust. He reached down to touch his big black cock and was horrified to see skeletal hands reaching for it. Then his cock faded away. Sam looked up and screamed.
Simon looked at the nightmarish horror on the other boat. "Kill dat ting, mon," he ordered one of his men.
His man picked up a machine gun, but it fell apart in his hands as the rain had weakened the metal. He looked at Simon and shrugged, just as a bolt of lightning hit him from behind. Simon watched in horror as one of his enforcers skin turned black and the smell of burning flesh hit him. The man crumbled to the ground. The sinking trawler shuddered as it came to rest on a reef. Simon Selassie fell to his knees and looked up at the sun as he prayed. God answered him by sending an angel. The most stunning blonde woman as naked as he was flew over him, heading towards the island. She locked eyes with the living skeleton that had been Sam Idi and the angelic vision flew on.



The speedboat sank forcing Sam and his crew to swim over to the trawler. The lightning man had gotten his powers under control as had Sam, the human flesh appearing over the skeleton. Sam Idi sat on the deck, staring at his penis, while making his hands fade to skeletons and back over and over again. Simon couldn't take his eyes off the lovely black woman in Sam's crew. Sam checked out Simon's two sisters, Mary and Juana. This morning his twin sisters had been rather plump and flat chested, now they had DD's and were stunning. Everyone was now fit with muscles and big cocks or in the women's cases large breasts. "We have been blessed by god," said Sam suddenly, his enormous cock was hardening. Mary was even reaching out for it, like she wanted to touch it.
"We haven't all been blessed," answered Simon, nodding to the burnt remains of his crewman.
"Sorry," apologized the man that would rename himself Shango after the voodoo god of lightning. He held his hands apart and watched the lightning fly between his palms.
"Brother, watch this," said Juana. She held hands with her nude twin. Both girls pursed their lips and smoke started bellowing out of their mouths. The smoke ball hovered in the air, a bulbous mass of smoke. Mary held her hands out and the ball of smoke changed shape, appearing as a fish. She wagged her fingers and the fish's tail moved like it was swimming. "It only works when we hold hands," said Juana.
Simon stood, sniffing at the smoke. He walked closer to it, the fish swimming around his head. Mary giggled. Simon quickly stuck his head into the smoke fish and inhaled. His red albino eyes were more bloodshot and he had a stupid grin on his. He was stoned out of his mind. "Dats pure ganja, mon," he said, happily.
"Ya brudder mon," added Juanna. "We was smoking dat big joint when the rain hit."
Another hour passed and Simon slowly came to his senses. Mary and Juana continued to play with their powers. As individuals, they were nothing but gorgeous black women with stacked bodies. When they held hands, however, they could blow pure marijuana smoke and it kept coming and coming. They created a gigantic octopus, airplane, and a long sea serpent before they quit playing.
Simon stood up when he saw something in the distance. A boat was coming towards them. He turned to inform Sam of their rescue, but Idi was sitting in the prow, his body normal, but his face a white skull, getting a blow job from the woman in his crew that would rename herself La Sirene. Both the Haitians and the Jamaicans seemed more interested in the blow job then in their pending rescue.
"We're about to be rescued," said Simon. He turned waving his hands at the approaching boat. It was a Bahamanian police boat.
La Sirene gurgled and gulped on Sam's immense load of sperm. "Oh Sam, it's so good," she moaned, letting her tongue flicker out to lick the cum off her chin. She bent back down and ran her tongue around the swollen cock head. "I can't wait until you fuck me with that thing."
"Stand up fools and try to look normal," said Simon. He stared at the skull headed man, the man with lightning shooting several inches from his eyes, his sisters, holding hands, smoke pouring from their nostrils and his own albino skin. "Forget dat last part."
"We take the boat and head for Haiti," said Sam, standing up.
"I got this boss," said lightning man. He crackled, the very air around him electrified.
"NO!" cried Simon. He didn't want to see any more people burned to a crisp. "Mary, Juana, you got dis?"
"Ya brudder mon, we got dis," replied his sisters in unison.
"Is everyone alright," came a voice through a speaker on the approaching boat.
Simon watched the Bahaman police officer lower his speaker and stare at the crew in shock. His shock turned to horror when a giant smoke snake reared up the side of the boat. The snake opened it's jaws and swallowed the man. The smoke spread out engulfing the entire ship. The marijuana cloud lifted, dissipating in the air. The smoke couldn't harm anyone, but the ship's entire crew were so stoned, they could barely move.
They transferred the police crew to the stranded trawler. Sam Idi was amazed that he could lift the Bahaman men with little effort, even leap twenty feet between boats with little effort. Other men in the group appeared to have super human strength too.
They took the boat to Haiti where the two groups parted ways. From there, a small sea plane had Simon, his sisters, and the rest of their crew safely home in Jamaica.
The only news for weeks was about what was being called the Golden Shower. Some of the infected people were rounded up. Others easily escaped. The cruise ship itself was burnt to the waterline, it's manifests and computers fried. The cruise lines headquarters' computers were fried too. The FBI began recreating the manifests by checking with the cheerleading organization that ran the spirit competition, the airlines that had flights to Miami up to three days before the ship departed, hotel registrations, etc. When the entire building housing the FBI response team melted soon followed by more FBI buildings around the country, a truce was called. Most of the people that had changed were able to live anonymously if they chose, though most came out.
The news was all Golden Shower until the coup in Haiti and Baron Samedi took over. A week later, muscular Haitian troops invaded the Dominican Republic and the new nation of Hispaniola was born ruled by Samedi and the Loa. No action was taken against them.
Simon Selassie sat in a chair on his veranda overlooking the blue Caribbean sea. His robe was open and his huge pale white cock had flopped out. The thing was starting to rise primarily because his hand kept wandering down to it. It got hard a lot. He was a fifty year old man, but his cock was acting like it had back in his early teens. He had the body of a much younger man too. He grabbed his stiffening cock, his hand starting to stroke it. He never masturbated. Well, he had when he was younger, but he quit as soon as he lost his virginity and discovered pussy. Then when he got some money and power, he had all the pussy he ever wanted. Since the incident on the island though, he'd been a little uneasy asking for a woman to service his hideously white body. He looked like a monster, creepy skin, weird eyes. His need to cum was starting to overcome his ban on masturbating. His hand started stroking faster, but he was interrupted by a knock on his door. "Enter," he yelled, closing his robe, but there was no hiding the bulge from a foot long cock.
Mary and Juana Selassie entered the room, their eyes falling on his bulge and quickly looking away. The sisters had always been close, but since the shower, they were almost never apart. "Here it tis, brother mon," they said in unison, holding up a bag.
Simon held out his hand and caught it as Mary tossed it to him. He held up the bag and looked at the cannabis seeds. "So this is the new hydrid?" They looked like normal seeds to him.
"Yes, brother," they said.
"Excellent," said Simon, looking at the seeds in wonder. The twins had developed a weird kinship with marijuana. Not only could they breathe clouds of potent marijuana smoke, but upon touching their first live plant, they had sensed they had the ability to move things around in the plant on a genetic level. They'd rearranged the plant leaves to triple the amount of tetrahydrocannabinol and other psychoactive components in the plant. The plant was now much more addictive and produced stronger hallucinogenic effects. These were the first seeds to come from the plant they had played with. If things went according to plan, they would have a new super species of ganja to sell.
"We may have a solution to dat problem too, brother, mon," said Juana, nodding at the still massive bulge under his robe.
"And what might dat be," he answered frowning.
"Queen Akamatsu is here to see you," said Mary.
"I prefer Sister Akamatsu," said an older woman stepping into the room behind the twins.
Simon rose from his chair. "Que... Sister Akamatsu, to what do I owe this honor?"
Akamatsu was a tall, lithe woman, nearing seventy. She was quite attractive for her age. Her dreads were piled on her head and although mostly white, there were still traces of her former lustrous black curls. She cupped her hands together in prayer and bowed at Simon. He bowed back. She straightened. "I would suck your cock, Seeemon Selassie."
Simon sat back down in his chair. He took in the older woman. Akamatsu had represented Jamaica in the Miss Universe pageant and had been considered one of the island's greatest beauties, but that had been fifty years ago. She was still trim, but her belly sagged and she had stretch marks from bearing her husband five children. Her bosom was full and large, mightily impressive when held by her bra. The eyes of much younger men would still dwell on her large cleavage. Unrestricted by her underwear, they would sag down, her once proudly up thrust nipples now pointed downwards. Back when he was a teen and masturbating daily, Simon had often used a worn old picture of Akamatsu in her Miss Universe swimsuit to jerk off too. A Rasta wife was known as a queen, serving the needs of her husband or king. When Akamatsu's husband died, she'd dropped the Queen and took to calling herself Sister Akamatsu. She was Jamaica's holiest woman, spiritual guide, midwife, and many other things. As far as Simon knew, she had been celibate since her husband died and that had been fifteen years ago. "This cock," he said, opening his robe so that the twelve inch white snake sprang up in all it's glory.
Akamatsu's eyes widened at the sight of it. "So it is true," she whispered.
"What?" he asked. "That it doubled in size or that it's disgustingly pale?"
"Both," she replied. "But it is not digustin' mon. I believe dat Jah has chosen you and given you a gift to bring down Babylon."
Simon looked down at his cock, mighty and rampant, beautiful, but for the paleness. If it had been the dark black it had been before the golden shower and this big, he might have agreed with her. Albinos were regarded traditionally as inferior. They were hunted in Africa, their body parts used for magic potions and sex with albinos was supposed to cure HIV leading to the raping (and infecting) of many albino women. "You're not planning on biting it off or you?" he asked, half jokingly.
"No Seemon," she answered, smiling reassuringly. "Jah had designed the penis as the perfect delivery vehicle for his seed." Akamatsu let her robe fall to the ground. It was red, green, and yellow, the traditional colors. Her body was old and wrinkly. Her belly did hang slightly over her panty. She unhooked the bra and her breasts did collapse downwards, the membranes keeping them proud and firm having long broken. She bent slightly to slide the panty down her legs. She smiled wryly as Simon removed his robe entirely. Her eyes took in the defined chest and abdominal muscles. "You see yoself as a monster Seemon, but you are magnificent. Much more so then this old body."
"You are still a great beauty Sister Akamatsu."
"May I suck your cock, Seemon Selassie?"
"It appears ready for you, Sister."
"May I have a glass of water?" asked Sister Akamatsu.
Simon nodded at Mary and Juana, still standing in the room regarding the strange proceedings. They snapped to attention, hurrying off to fetch the holy woman a glass of water. When they returned, Akamatsu had her hands on the massive colorless cock, slowly stroking it, staring at it with awe. She looked up and nodded gratefully, taking the glass of water from the twins.
"Leave the good sister and I alone," said Simon to his sisters. He leaned back. There was a loud plop in the glass. The woman had removed her teeth. He shivered when her tongue touched the tip of his cock. It twirled around the tip. "Dat's good," he told her.
"Forgive me, I am out of practice," she said, her mouth engulfing the large cock head.
"Nothing to forgive," said Simon. He leaned back and started to enjoy the blowjob as she took his cock deeper and deeper down her throat. He truly had no sexual desire for the old woman. Simon was used to being serviced by young women in their teens and twenties, even white American women. White women with secret desires to sleep with a native Jamaican or their daughters willing to put out for a little ganja time with a Rasta man. Despite his lack of desire for the woman, his cock showed no sign of wilting, be it a gift of the shower or a lack of any sexual activity in the weeks since the shower, he couldn't tell nor did it matter. It was a good blow job. There was something to be said for Akamatsu's lack of teeth.
Simon may not have had any sexual desire for the old holy woman, but he sure did when she was a young beauty queen. He sat back and closed his eyes, picturing the woman she used to be. The young beauty contestant, smiling and pretty in her one piece. She had a thin waist and a large bosom with a nice rounded ass. He'd never seen prettier. He jerked off to that old photograph dozens of times. He only stopped when one large wad got out of hand and splattered all over the smiling woman, ruining the photo. He'd seen her after that, he was still in his teens and she was late thirties. She was smiling and playing on the beach with her husband and three young children at the time. She was in a bikini, still fit and lithe. Her belly was starting to bulge and sag and her breasts were worn from breast feeding. Not the perfect body she'd had fifteen years earlier, but still fantastic for her age. He'd stayed on the beach and watched her for hours before going home and tossing one off to the image of the bikini clad woman on the beach.
Simon smiled. His number one fantasy woman was greedily slurping on his cock albeit about forty to fifty years behind schedule. He could feel the sperm welling in his balls. They too had grown to match the size of his cock. He'd never felt such pressure before in his balls. He felt a fool for abstaining from sex for so long. Who cared about his skin color? If any of his young women didn't want to have sex with an albino, then his money would at least make them pretend they did. "JAH!" he moaned as the long needed sexual release grew closer.
"Yo magic cock grows bigger, Seemon," cried Akamatsu, taking her mouth off his cock, but still stroking the hard shaft. "Give me your seed." She returned her mouth to the head.
"Here it cums," he groaned.
The sperm shot up from his balls and into his shaft. His cock jerked, the first large wad of his semen entering her belly. His cock jerked again and again, his balls continuing to pump semen into her. Akamatsu tried to pull off, but he grabbed her head and pushed it up and down his cock. As long as she kept sucking his shaft, he kept pumping sperm. A weird gift that all the showered males had, he would later find out. Finally he released her when he sensed that her belly would be full and his sperm had nowhere else to go. Sister Akamatsu fell back on the floor gagging, fighting from coughing up the inordinate amount of semen. "There's so much," she gasped.
Simon looked at the old woman, lying nude on his floor, her chin covered in his white seed. "938 million 756 thousand, and 338 sperm to be exact," he informed her. And he could sense everyone of them.
Akamatsu looked at him in shock. Her belly was distended, bloated from so much semen. It suddenly went down as all his sperm left the seminal fluid and entered her blood stream. The woman waved her hands before her eyes, seeing his sperm swimming in her pupils. She started itching uncontrollably. Her expression turned to one of horror. "I was wrong, you are not gifted by Jah. You are a demon! Aaarggh!"
Simon frowned, clenching his fist. Akamatsu curled up in the fetal position on the floor, shaking and moaning, still itching. His sperm was in her system, attached to her nerves, her brain, everywhere. She rolled over on her back. He watched the wrinkles disappear. Her belly lifted and firmed up, her stretch marks healing. Her nipples rose, her breasts firming up again. She grimaced and Simon could see new teeth growing in her old gums. Lustrous black color rose in her white dreads, climbing from her scalp to the tips. She rolled over on her stomach, pushing herself up on all fours. Her divine black ass full and rounded staring at him. His cock rose again as he stared at her ass and at the lovely young twat beneath it. She was wet, her labia glistened with arousal. Akamatsu pushed herself to her feet, the twenty year old beauty queen turned to look at him, confused and unsure over what had happened to her. "What have you done to me?" she asked, staring at her proud DD breasts.
"You are reborn," said Simon proudly. "My gift to you for opening my eyes. I am gifted by Jah as only the son of Jah can be."
"You may bare the holy name of Selassie, but you are not the son of Jah."
"I am the son of Jah!" he roared. 43,456,127 sperm attached to her brain wiggled at his words.
Akamatsu fell to her knees before him. "Forgive me son of Jah," she cried, grabbing his cock and kissing the head and shaft repeatedly.
Simon Selassie looked down at the stunning black woman. This was much better then having an old woman suck you off. "Arise child. You are forgiven."
"Thank you, my lord," she said, springing to her feet.
Simon looked at the nude woman. Jamaica's greatest beauty eager to do his bidding, now believing he was the third coming. Her nipples were swollen and hard, two firm pencil erasers. There was 345,657 sperm beneath the brown skin in one nipple and 346,197 in the other. "I like your nipples, but they could be longer," he said, pinching and pulling on them. His sperm did what they did, wiggling, expanding the cells, telling them genetically to grow bigger. He didn't care how it worked, only that it did. He pulled them out to an inch long before releasing them. Akamatsu looked down at them perplexed.
He could sense every sperm in her body. He could change her body, her mind, her personality. Just a few sperm could change a mood, make you happy or mad. He would lift his ban on masturbating. He would jerk off in the water supply all over the island. He would buy a bottled water plant and spread his sperm infected water all over the island. He would be a dictator, but one that ruled over a content and happy people.
Simon took her by the arm and led her towards his bedroom. "You will spread the word about me," he told her. "To all your followers all over the island. Tell them that I am the third coming of Jah."
"Yes, Seemon Selassie," she replied. "It shall be as you say."
They entered his richly furnished bedroom. The large King sized bed had seen a lot of action between Simon and his young women. It was going to see a lot more. "Get on the bed."
Sister Akamatsu complied, looking nervous. "Ah my lord, Seemon Selassie, ah I have taken a vow of celibacy when my husband died. If you wish, I will gladly suck your cock again."
He laughed. "I think it's time you break that vow. Slide back and spread your legs."
"But Seemon, my husband?"
"Is long dead and you are reborn to serve me." He kneeled between her legs, bending his cock down to touch her clearly aroused clit and labia.
Akamatsu squirmed at the touch of his cock. She looked up at him in awe. "Is that what Seemon says?"
"Yes, that is what Seemon sez," he answered. "Seemon sez, beg me to fuck you." Sperm wiggled in her brain again.
"Please fuck me, my lord. Please fuck me," she moaned. "Let me serve you, my lord."
Simon held his cock down at the entrance to her wet vagina. She was squirming around it, desirous of having him inside her. "Semen sez, cum," he told her without moving.



Akamatsu's eyes flew wide open. Her jaw dropped. A loud squeal escaping her throat. Her hips bucked upwards, taking part of his cock head inside her. Hot fluid shot out of her, running down his pale cock. Just the heated entrance of her pussy was gripping his cock head trying to pull him deeper inside her. "That was amazing my lord," she gasped. "Please fuck me now."
Simon laughed maniacally. He pushed his cock in. "Semen Sez you're about to have the best sex of your life," he told her.
THE QUEEN BETRAYED
"Take those nose plugs out," ordered the Baron.
Olivia sighed and smiled at her nemesis. "No, I don't think so," she replied calmly still feeling relaxed.
"Semen Sez, take the nose plugs out," said Simon.
Olivia's brow furrowed and she winced. Her head itched again. She reached up and removed the nose plugs. She took a deep breath of the Baron's cock stench and smiled.
"How much control over her do you have?" asked the Baron.
"Not much, yet," replied Semen Sez. "Not a lot of sperm in the water. Just enough to control some moods, control minor behavior. .
"What have you done to me?" asked the Queen, calmly. She reached out and touched the Baron's hard cock, slowly caressing it. "I want to suck it again."
"I know, mon cherie," he said. "Later, there will be all the time in the world for you to suck my black cock. If you need to suck cock so badly, why not try out mon bien ami, Simon here?"
"No, I want to suck your cock."
"Semen Sez, suck my cock," said Simon stepping up to her. He was stroking the pale white shaft and it was rising again.
Olivia scratched her head and looked down at the hard fleshy white rod. Her lips parted before she closed them again, shaking her head. "No, I only want to suck your cock, Baron. Your sperm is yummy!"
Samedi smiled affectionately at her. The more a woman smelled his cock, the more they began acting like bimbos. The Queen could resist more then most women and the fact that she was already acting a little slutty suggested that her will had been weakened.
"Very well then, suck my cock."
Olivia fell to her knees and took the Baron's cock in her mouth. He threw back his head and moaned as her tongue teased his cock head and she began taking him down her throat. She moaned contentedly too. Her moan turned to a whine when the Baron stepped back, his cock springing up, glistening with her saliva. "Gimme," she begged.
"Take care of the Emperor's cock first and then you may have mine," he told her.
"Oh, alright then," said the Queen. "Bring that thing over here," she told Selassie.
Simon took a step forward, quickly feeling the tip of his cock engulfed by her hot mouth.
"JAH!" he moaned in delight. "Dis woman is good. She be deep throatin ma dick mon." Simon grunted as Olivia bobbed her head. "I can see why you been wantin her all dese years, mon. She's a natural."
The Baron snorted watching the Queen of hearts sucking off Semen Sez. "She's had practice," he told Simon. He didn't like sharing her with the albino. Semen was an ugly freak, but he needed the Rastafarian at the moment. Still, he didn't have to watch her suck him for a long time it he didn't want to. "Queen, you can have my cock again as soon as you get Simon off. I suggest you speed it up."
"Gack!" Selassie choked at the Queen of Hearts went supersonic on his cock. Her head was a blur. "Jah mon, suck dat cock, beetch." Within seconds the sperm was welling up in his balls. His cock jerked, sending the first load of his semen into her belly. She slowed, sucking his jerking cock normally now.
"Keep sucking Queen," ordered Samedi. "Swallow as much of his cum as you can."
Olivia wrapped her lips around the head, jerking the pale shaft, taking more of his seed into her mouth. It was good, but not as good as the Baron's semen. She gulped it down until her belly felt bloated. She finally released his cock, getting a big load of his semen splattered on her face before his cock quit spurting. She licked her lips, tasting his seed, rolling it on her tongue and letting it slide down her throat. Simon stumbled backwards and collapsed in the chair at the desk. He was panting. The Queen turned her attention back on the Baron. She frowned, her belly was distended with Simon's sperm. "I'm sorry, I swallowed too much, but you can cum on my tits if you want," she told him, yanking her shoulder straps down and pulling her white suit down under her large breasts. Her nipples were pointy and hard.
"Was that enough, Simon?" asked Samedi.
Semen Sez threw back his head and laughed. "Enough? Enough? Ha Ha Ha. She just sucked a new record out of ma cock, mon. 1 beelion 879, meellion, 327 thousand, and 23 sperm. I should say, dat is more then enough."
Olivia felt funny. She blinked, forcing herself to her feet, pulling her suit back up to cover her breasts. She felt funny. She no longer smelled the Baron's cock. All she smelled was sperm. She wrinkled her nose. She felt funny. Not normal. She scratched her belly with both hands. It was bloated from all the semen she'd swallowed. As she scratched, her belly went back down to it's normal flat toned shape. Her belly didn't feel as full now, but the itching was spreading all over her body. She scratched everywhere, bending over and heaving up a little of his semen. Olivia gasped for breath, standing up straight, using her will to fight off whatever they'd done to her. "You two will pay for this," she hissed. They both responded by laughing.
"You asked what we did to you," said Samedi, his skull shining through. He paced before her, hands clasped behind his back. "You're familiar with nanobots I'm sure. Think of Simon's sperm as a type of nanobot. He can sense them. He can control them and by controlling them, he can control you. He can mold you any way he wants."
"That's insane," she cried, closing her eyes. She reopened them. There were dozens of wiggling floaters in her vision now, no not dozens, hundreds.
"Here let me show you," said Simon stepping closely. "You have lovely breasts, Queen, but I prefer bigger ones. Semen Sez grow."
Olivia groaned. Her breasts swelled for the second time in a decade. She watched in horror as her perfectly formed DD's ballooned up. Breast flesh began spilling over the tops of her uniform. Half her areoloa had popped out as well as one nipple.
"Enough Simon, her breasts were perfect," ordered the Baron.
"Simon Sez stop." He reached out and cupped her new EE's. "I prefer dem like dis mon, but she needs bigger nipples to go with da breasts." He pinched her nipples and twirled the hard knobs. They elongated, stretching out about an inch and fattening up. "Now dese are perfect, mon."
"Alright," conceded the Baron, licking his lips. "They are.. not that bad." He turned to look at Olivia. "He can do just about anything to you, mon amour. Simon not only controls your body, but your mind also. He can make you forget your husband and daughter." He paused while Olivia gasped in fear. "He can make you madly in love with me. He could make you obsessed with killing every other member of the Hall of Righteousness. He tells me, he can even take away your powers."
"Semen Sez, strip for us."
Olivia's eyes widened as she removed her mask, showing her face to the two men. "You've... you've won, Baron. I'm powerless to stop you. Just strip me of my powers and make me normal again." That would be a dream come true. No more fighting crime and battling super villains. She'd grow old and die, selling real estate and watching Emma grow up, while she and Joe grew old together. "You'd eliminate your greatest enemy. I'd never oppose you again." She wiggled her uniform down over her hips, revealing only a sexy skimp panty that her husband had bought for her (and himself) on Valentine's day. It was a frilly red heart that matched the one on her uniform.
Samedi smiled or at least she thought he did. The skeletal jaw just opened slightly. "You'd like that wouldn't you? But I think a better plan would be to turn my greatest enemy into my greatest ally. You wondered how I'm going to get the vault and the gold out of here? You're going to do it. Then you're going to lift the criminal naval blockade
against my county and then you will rule by my side and bare me the most powerful children on the planet. Together we will be invincible and our children will rule the world." The skeletal jaw opened wide as the Baron threw his head back and laughed maniacally. He stopped and turned his attention back on her. "Tell me Olivia Queen Hart, are you on birth control?"
"Yes," she hissed at him in horror, rolling her red gloves off. At least she had time to figure out a way to defeat him before the birth control wore off.
"Simon," said the Baron.
"Semen Sez, you're ovulating," replied the albino.
Olivia stepped back from the two villains. Her hands fell to her abdomen. Her ovaries ached for a moment and she flushed as her hormones raged through her body. She felt herself becoming even wetter. She bent over to unzip her boots. She looked up at the Baron, pleadingly while she slid one boot off her foot. "Emma? My husband?"
"You have my word that no harm will come to them. They will be safe."
"Thank you for that," she told him, gratefully. Olivia bent over and slid the panties down her hips and legs. She now stood before the two villains, completely nude. "How did you find out my secret identity?"
"I told them," said a familiar voice behind her.
Olivia turned her head as the buxom red head stepped into view. "BETTY!" Olivia's shock turned to horror as the truth hit her. Betty was infected too. "They got you too, Betty. I'm so sorry. We'll get through this together. I promise."
"Olive please. You're being ridiciculous." Betty came to stand beside the two villains. The skull headed man, the albino, and the dick girl all stared at her. "The Baron's cock doesn't affect me and I won't drink or touch anything the Emperor has been around."
"NO! Betty, you'd never betray me. I don't believe it," cried Olivia, but the expression on Betty's face remained cold. "Why Betty, why would you do such a thing? We were best friends once."
"Yes, we were. Once." said Betty, silently. "Best friends forever, Captain and co captain of the Washington Wildcats, The Queen of Hearts and her loyal friend, Bettikinetic, fighting side by side while you took all the glory."
"That's what this is about? You're jealous!"
"No, you bitch. I'm not jealous. I was happy fighting by your side. I loved you. I loved you and you rejected me to go back to Joe. You used me and then you treated me like a... like a SIDEKICK!"
BLACK COCK BETTY
Betty watched her nude best friend fly off to go rescue more of their squad from the island of madness. Her windows rattled as Olivia broke the sound barrier. She lived with her parents in a good neighborhood and they usually left the back door unlocked. It was cold and drizzling, Washington state being a world away from the Caribbean. She went to check the door, the ugly black penis slapping on her thighs as she walked. The hideous tip almost reaching her knee.
The door was unlocked, thankfully. Olive hadn't seemed bothered by the weather, but she'd nearly froze to death on the flight here. Her parents would be at work so she was safe. Still half frozen, Betty snuck up the stairs to her room. Her bed was made, the curtains and bedspread all in pink. A teddy bear, a stuffed unicorn, and some other stuffed animals were seated on her bed, patiently awaiting her return home. She hurried to the upstairs shower and let the water get as hot as she could stand before stepping under it, finally starting to feel warm. Betty wondered if she might be able to scrub off the nasty golden fluid that had turned her into a monster. She grabbed a bar of soap and ran it all over her new body, scrubbing all around the hideous male sex organ between her legs. It didn't work and Betty slowly slid down into the tub, crying under the shower.
She stayed under the shower until the hot water ran out. Freezing again was worse then feeling sorry for herself, so she turned the water off and dried her nude body off. Her breasts weren't so bad at all. She would have loved them and so would her boyfriend or he would have if she didn't have a black penis dangling between her legs. Her boyfriend wasn't of much concern to her. She was planning on dumping him anyway before college where she intended to play the field. He was always a little insecure about his penis anyway and wouldn't be able to take having a girlfriend with a penis twice his size. Betty laughed at that, a little hysterically. The thing between her legs was hideous. She was as pale white as any red head of Irish decent could be and the penis was as black as coal, African black, the color her Nigerian lover's cock had been. They'd looked so hot together, the contrast between their skins being the sexiest thing she'd ever seen. He wasn't going to be her last black man. Then the ceiling of his cabin had started melting away and she got rained on. She'd never forget the look on his face as he dissolved beneath her still bouncing hips. He died and she stole his cock. Only it wasn't his cock. His cock had only been half the size of hers and half as thick too. The thing between her legs was a true monster and would have looked normal on a horse, not a man.
Betty felt pressure on her bladder. She sat down on the toilet, jumping off as soon as her penis touched the cold water in the toilet bowl. She crinkled her nose in distaste as she reluctantly wiped her penis off with the wash cloth from the tub. She then stood beside the toilet, grabbed the base of the thick penis and relaxed her bladder. The big black cock jerked and then it sprayed some urine all over the toilet seat. She got it under control, aiming the stream in the bowl, watching the steady stream of urine from her penis turn the bowl yellow. She pictured all the times, she'd been forced to sit in a nasty port-a-potty or squat in the woods when hiking. Well at least she wouldn't have that problem anymore.
She heard a car pull up in the driveway and quickly ran to her room to get dressed. The television came on downstairs. The news coverage was all about the meteor explosion on the island. Betty tiptoed downstairs. Her mother and dad were huddled together on the couch looking worried at the news of the disaster. They didn't know much yet, but some helicopters were taking long distance pictures of the island and the half sunk cruise ship. Her fourteen year old brother was sitting beside them. He was fidgetting. "I'm sure she's fine," said her dad, reassuring her mother.
"I am fine," said Betty, stepping off the stairs. Her parents and brother sprang to their feet looking shocked, but relieved to see her. "Ah.. We didn't go. Tina got caught with a joint and we got kicked off the trip." Her dad was staring at her bosom, frowning as was her little brother, though his jaw was hanging open and his eyes were wide open. She'd thrown on a tank top. One that had fit, yesterday, now her big boobs were holding it up so high, her belly was bared and the bottom of her tits were showing. The longer nipples and outline of her areola were on display too. If Betty could turn any paler, she would have as she realized, that she'd just thrown some sweats on and it wouldn't be hard to notice a big swinging banana cock under the material. She was suddenly grateful for the boobs as their eyes never left them.
The spell was broken and her mom flew into her arms, hugging her tight, but Betty held her crotch back from pressing against her mom. Luckily, no one noticed her bulge.
"You must be famished," said her mother, who's answer to every problem was to feed it.
"No mom, but I'm thirsty.
"I'll get you some iced tea." Her mom ran off to the kitchen.
Her dad forced his eyes off her chest though her brother's were still glued on it. Her dad looked up into her green eyes. "Are you okay, Bidi?"
"No daddy," she whimpered, starting to cry and flying into her dad's arms, keeping her hips back so that she didn't push her penis into him either.
"There there Bidi," he whispered, patting her back. "Everything will be alright. Everything will be fine. Do you want to talk about it?"
No," she pushed off him. "Not yet." Her brother had finally peeled his eyes off her breasts and was staring suspiciously at her crotch. She turned away from him just as her mom sat a glass of iced tea down on the dining room table. "Thanks mom," she said. Betty walked over to the table, held her hand out reaching for the glass. It slid several inches into her hand.
Everyone saw it. Her dad gulped. "How are the others?"
"I don't know. Olive is fine. She... she flew me here."
"I see. Call her as soon as you can. You need to get your stories straight. You were here all weekend. All the girls were. We'll talk with the parents. We don't want the authorities to know you were on that island."
"Thanks Dad," she said, gratefully.
That night, she sat in her desk chair at her computer. Olivia had just agreed to the plan. No one would know. Her television was on. The news stories were getting weirder. One news copter caughter a buxom nude woman with brightly colored macaw wings flying past it. A coast guard copter had been destroyed by a water spout caused by a naked black cheerleader whose lower end was a twirling tornado, just like the Tazmanian devil on the cartoons. The tornado girl had hit the water, sucking it up in a waterspout that rose to hit the copter. It probably wasn't intentional. The waterspout flew off to the mainland. Everyone had large breasts or penises. The news videos blurred them out. Beisde her TV screen, the stuffed animals on the bed were doing a waltz, leaping over each other, playing.
Betty turned back to her computer and looked at the wikipedia entry for telekinesis.
The next morning, Betty awoke slowly, stretching luxuriously. She reached under the covers to grab her penis, stroking it once before coming to her senses. She threw the covers back and looked at the erect monster. She had morning wood! She still felt disgusted when she grabbed the base and held it up, but she didn't look away from it either. It was hideous, springing out erect from her pale feminine body, but truthfully, it was a lovely penis. The thing was steel hard and so firm it was unbendable. It gave off heat and she could feel the pulse inside it where she gripped it. The head was as big as a golf ball with a large flare. She figured it was a foot long, and later when she got more used to it, she did measure it as 12.75" from the base above her large-each bigger then a tennis ball- black testicals, 12.5" from the base in the front. She wasn't sure what was the proper way to measure an erect cock. Thankfully, it was circumcised like the Nigerian's had been. She hadn't liked the looks of the two uncircumcised men, she'd slept with, but their cocks had felt plenty good inside her. She started to cry again when she realized, she'd never feel another cock inside her ever again.
When she finished crying, her penis was still hard. It ached even and several times, she caught herself reaching out to touch it, even stroking it a little. She pictured herself riding her black lover, looking down in horror as he melted beneath her and she vowed never to masturbate her ugly cock ever.
A week later, Betty held a crying Olivia to her bosum. She stroked Olivia's blonde hair soothingly. Breaking up with her boyfriend hadn't been hard. She'd just been with him because he was fun and was pretty good in the sack. Olivia on the other hand was devastated breaking up with Joe. She loved him and had planned on marrying him. He was equally devastated and crushed when she wouldn't tell him why she had dumped him. Olivia was scared of her new found strength. She feared she might hurt him unless she got her strength under control. If she ever got it under control. She'd already pulled the door off her car and nearly fried a neighborhood cat with her eyes.



After the NSA paid them a visit, the girls decided it was time to leave home. The government was snooping around. Everyone was suspicious, a little scared of the big breasted cheerleaders. Olivia was their leader. She had them train and practice, saying that they needed to use their powers for good. Gain the trust of the people and you gain their acceptence. It was a good speech. They practiced just as they had as a cheerleading squad, learning to work together. Tina experimented with size changes, Olivia tested her strength. She could lift an elephant with one hand. Betty could lift one with her mind. Betty lifted boulders and threw them hard and fast at Olivia, who punched them into dust.
After several months of practicing, twelve girls in cheerleading uniforms calling themselves The Wild Cats appeared on the scene. They all wore masks around their eyes. Their uniforms were plan cheerleading outfits, not related to their school as they didn't want to be linked back to their hometown. Their skirts were short, their bellys were bare. Betty wore biker shorts under her skirt to hold her cock down and to help hide it.
They began fighting crime. A nude masked blonde woman would fly in at supersonic speed to throw her body over a bomb, absorbing all the energy when it went off. Children trapped on the roof of a burning building found themselves magically lifted into the air and slowly lowered to the ground as a red headed woman in a cheerleading uniform hovered nearby. Terrorists plotting their attacks never noticed the half inch tall woman listening in on their plans. And so on. And so on. Soon they went from fighting crime to fighting off super villains almost as strong as themselves. Other cheerleading squads formed their own teams, like Femme Force, and some of the girls turned their powers to evil.
A year after the golden shower, Betty stood on the roof of the newly designed Hall Of Righteousness. Her eyes roamed the skys for any sign of the Queen of Hearts. Olivia had left thirty minutes ago to circle the globe. There, up in the sky, a streak at first, then a woman's body appearing as she slowed down. Soon a grinning Olivia was landing beside her on the roof. "It worked," she shouted.
"Obviously," answered Bettikinetic. This was the first time Olivia had ever flown at super speed and come back with clothes on. The new form fitted white swimsuit with the red blazened heart on the chest had held up. "Congratulations."
"No more nudity," cried Olivia, throwing her fist in the air.
The others had new uniforms too. Betty was the only one left that still looked like a cheerleader. "It's time," said Betty. "Lets head downstairs."
"... and so, to counteract this growing threat, I give you America's secret weapon against the threats that the meteor shower produced, The Righteous Squad! Parrot girl, Brobdinagia, Tiny Tina,..." As the man said each woman's name, they stepped forward to applause from the crowd. The streets of Washington DC were as filled with citizens looking to catch a glimpse of America's protectors. "Bettikinetic, the Queen's sidekick, and the Queen of Hearts, leader of The Righteous Squad.
Betty smiled and applauded. "Why do they always call me your sidekick?" she whispered.
"I don't know," said Olivia, waving to the crowd. She stepped up to the podium. "Thank you, Mr. President," she told the speaker before turning to address the crowd. "And thank you for coming and thank you for putting your faith in us."
"WE LOVE YOU QUEEN," shouted multiple members of the audience.
Betty applauded and smiled with the rest. She always remembered that day as one of the best in her life. Washington treated founding day like it did inauguration day. There were parties and balls all over the city. The girls traveled from party to party meeting and greeting the Capitol's rich, powerful, and famous.
They arrived back at the Hall of Righteousness late and drunk, except for Olivia who had a much higher metabolism. They were all tired and quickly retired to their rooms after saying their goodnights. Betty pulled her top off as she entered her room. She quickly dropped her skirt and wiggled out of her biker shorts. Looking at herself in the mirror. Her cock was already rising with anticipation.
Betty leaped onto the bed and opened the nearby drawer, taking out some lubrication and a box of tissues. She reached over to a nearby table and pressed a button on her laptop. The porn came on right where she wanted it. The white actress was on her knees sucking a black cock that would have impressed the hell out of Betty before the shower, now she saw it as small. Betty squirted lube in her palm and began stroking her cock.
Her vow against masturbation had only lasted three months. Her cock was getting hard all the time and her balls ached for release swelling bigger and bigger with each passing week. One morning, she laid in bed at her parents and stared at the posters of boy bands and a male pop singer on her wall. She started jerking her cock. At first, she thought she'd just jerk it off for a bit, but she quickly passed the point of no return, her hand moving faster and faster along her giant shaft. She couldn't believe how good it felt. And it got even better. The first time she ejaculated, a long stream of white seed shot up from the dark black tip of her cock, rising nearly four feet in the air before falling to splatter on her belly and breasts. "UNHHH!" grunted Betty, falling several feet down to her bed. She'd been so engrossed in jerking off, she hadn't realized she was levitating off her bed.
Instead of wiping up the spermy mess, she'd tried lifting all the semen off her body with her mind, but she had trouble with liquids. Instead, she levitated a roll of toilet paper from the bathroom and broke off wads of paper, wiping herself clean. She thought about jerking off a lot that day and her cock much to her consternation kept getting hard. She was an eighteen year old girl with an eighteen year old boy's sex drive, doubled because she'd gotten peed on by an exploding meteor. The cat was out of the bag and masturbation became a daily routine.
It didn't take long for her posters of boy bands to lose her interest. She turned to porn on the internet and she found she liked it. She read sex stories and downloaded movies everyday. Her crime fighting activities were mostly long periods of boredom interspersed with short incidents of adrenaline pumping action. She had plenty of time to play with herself.
Betty tried to find movies with good looking studs in them, quickly deciding that the female actresses should be hot too as good looking people fucking was better then one or no attractive people having sex. Something clicked in her, the first time a black male porn star appeared on the screen. She jerked her cock off while staring at the black stud taking the white actress doggy style. Her tastes went all interracial from that point. Black and white porn was the only kind she read or watched. One day, without even realizing it, Betty fired up the computer and started jerking off to an interracial blowjob. The man was standing, holding a camcorder straight down his fit black body and at a lovely red headed actress sucking his cock which was impressive for a normal human's. She was looking up into the camera as she sucked him. Betty found her black cock superimposed over the one on the screen as she jerked it. Suddenly, instead of pretending she was the female actress like she always did, she was now the male feeding his cock to a horny slut. From then on, she was always the male in her fantasies.
Six months after the Hall had been founded, Betty found herself in her bed, preparing to masturbate when she noticed a package sitting on her desk. She picked it up with a smile. The Righteous Squad swimsuit calendar had come out. There was Olivia on the cover in a skimpy bikini, fists on her hips like the hero she was. The others were arranged behind her. They were all wearing identical, American flag bikinis. Betty was the only one different, adding a flag patterned pair of low hanging sweats to hide her penis. Her eyes roamed the picture, it was good as were all the pictures in it. All the proceeds went to a fund to build new housing facilities for powered individuals at maximum security prisons. It had been a fun day, posing for photographers. Modeling had been a profession she considered.
The first picture was one of Parrot Girl. She was in the flag bikini, perched on a branch, her brightly colored wings spread open behind her. Parrot Girl was wearing her Macaw headed helmet, the beak curved down to protect her nose. Her head was turned looking off in the distance. Bettikinetic was laying on a beach set, hovering over her chair, a mixed drink hovering beside her. Betty thought she looked great and if she hadn't ended up with a huge cock, she might have pursued a modeling career. Brobdinagia was posed on a giant fake beanstalk.
And then there was Olivia.
The Queen had her mask on and the patriotic bikini. She was posed as any swimsuit model would, on her knees, magnificent body fully on display. Her hands were in her hair, holding it up. Normally, the pose was one women did in the breakers, small waves rolling over their legs, their skin glistening in the sun. Olivia was on the moon. The caption on the calendar page explained how The Queen had flown the tripod mounted camera to the moon and the photographers had remotely controlled it from earth. She could hold her breath for a long time and had brought a portable oxygen tank along with her.
Already semi-stiff from anticipating getting off, her cock started hardening as she looked at the sexy picture of her best friend. Betty grabbed the hand lotion from beside her bed, squirted a generous dollop into her palm and began stroking her cock looking at the sexy picture of Olivia. She felt a little guilty jerking off to a picture of her BFF, but it also made her feel a little naughty and she liked feeling naughty. Her hand started moving faster up and down her thick shaft. Betty used her telekinetic power to strip the bikini off her best friend. Olivia gasped in surprise, her nipples hardening in the presence of Betty's manly cock. The Queen of Hearts kneeled and took Betty's cock in her hand. "I love your big black cock, Betty. I want to suck on it and then I want you to fuck me!" Betty's hot seed blew from the tip of her cock covering Olivia in sperm or more precisely, the calendar picture of Olivia. Betty panted heavily as she came down from her orgasm. The calendar page was dripping with cum. She was going to need a new calendar.
After that, Olivia became a favorite source for Betty's masturbatory fantasies, not the sole one, but the most common. She jerked off to pictures of all her fellow heroes, some actresses, and models, and even some female villains. One day, she was slowly jerking off to a nude picture of Olivia on her tablet. There were many on the internet captured back before she'd gotten a suit that would stay on her. She was pretending Olivia was sucking her cock. In her fantasies, the Queen could always deep throat her and absolutely loved sucking her cock even though she knew that Olivia hadn't particularly cared for doing oral on a guy back when she was with Joe. Betty had rather enjoyed it, not because she liked choking on a piece of man meat, but she liked it when men became putty in her hands and a good blow job could get a guy to do anything for you. Betty wanted to know what it felt like having her cock sucked. It felt amazing jerking it off and the way men reacted to a blow job must mean it felt even better.
Betty quickly sat up in the bed when something dawned on her. Her cock was a foot long! She sat on the edge of the bed and put the tablet on the floor between her pretty little white feet with her nails painted green. Her cock head scraped across her cheek, leaving a slimy trail as she bent to put the tablet down. She grabbed the base of her cock and looked at the picture of Olivia nude. The Queen was flying, coming in for a landing and the camera angle was aimed upwards. Betty bent down just a little and let her tongue twirl around the head of her cock. The pleasure was electrifying!
Betty took her cock head in her mouth and licked all around it. She began sucking her cock while her eyes stared down her shaft and the big full testicles splayed out over her mattress down to the nude picture of her best friend. She decided one thing pretty fast. Getting a blow job felt good! Real Good!. She could only bend her back enough to take maybe half of her cock another inch or two if she strained her back muscles, but that wasn't really necessary. Her jaw was straining too. She'd deep throated plenty of guys and that was about the length of half her cock, but the added thickness really stretched her jaw and throat out. It didn't feel quite right, but then it should be some slut on her knees sucking Betty's cock and taking it down her throat balls deep too, not Betty herself doing it.
The sperm welled up in her balls. Betty bobbed her head faster. She relaxed her throat just as the cum shout out across her tonsils. It was as hot as she remembered male semen tasting. Betty pulled back, letting her cum fill her mouth. She'd never cared for the taste of her boyfriend's ejaculate, but hers was different. Her cum tasted good and she'd heard the same from girls that had hooked up with male superheroes. Not only did it taste good, but you could apparently live off one of the showered's seed. She kept the head in her mouth, stroking her mighty shaft with her hands, gulping her cum down as fast as it flew from her cock head. She'd keep cumming as long as she stroked her cock, but eventually her belly filled and she released it, keeping her lips pursed over her pee slit to get the last few wads. Betty looked down at the picture of Olivia. It had faded out now, so she tapped it with her toe to make it bright again. "You don't know what you are missing," she told the picture of her friend.
Betty's cum became a regular part of her diet after that. She'd lean over and blow herself at least once a week, often more. Mostly, she'd just masturbate like normal, but while arching her back and aiming her cock head at her mouth instead of pointing it straight up. Her hot seed would blast all over her face, most of it flying into her mouth. Sometimes, she wanted more scooping it up off her cheeks or breasts and into her hungry mouth. But what she really wanted was to be feeding it to someone else.
"Someday, baby," she promised her cock while kissing the head. She was getting hornier and hornier for some physical contact. The problem was who could she hook up with? Lets face it, she was hot. A guy would be easy to bring home, but what kind of guy would stay with her after finding out she had a penis more then likely twice as big as his own? No, she wanted a woman. Preferably a white woman. Yeah, she wanted a white woman sucking her black African cock. One who'd willingly suck her cock and then beg to have Betty shove it balls deep in her white pussy too. She'd just cum, but her cock reversed course and started hardening again. The kiss on the head quickly turned into a blow job as she fantasized about the first time she'd take a white woman. Betty was unaware at that time, but she was about to get her wish in just a few weeks when the Queen of Hearts, in a moment of weakness gave Baron Samedi a hand job.
******************
Betty stretched out like a cat before she threw herself down on her bed. She was topless, her heavy breasts were so proud and full, there was no sag and she didn't need to wear a bra. She enjoyed being mostly nude in the privacy of her own room. She was wearing baggy shorts that did a semi good job of hiding the large bulge under them. She was thinking about Olivia or maybe Parrot Girl, but her mood was for something a little more xxx rated then staring at bikini pictures of her friends. She reached out towards her laptop to bring it out of sleep so she could check out some new interracial porn she'd recently downloaded. The female star was a big breasted blue eyed blonde that reminded her of a slutty version of Olivia and the black stud had a dick bigger then any she'd seen on a regular man. Her cock was already hardening in anticipation.
Before her finger came down on the button, there was a loud thump upstairs. Betty paused. There was another thump and another. Only the Queen of Hearts made those noises. Olivia always landed on the roof and usually just jumped down the stairwell, going from landing to landing. Betty suspected something was up, she slipped her hand out of her shorts and pulled her hand away from her computer. Sure enough, there was a loud knock on her door a few seconds later. "Come in," she called, sitting up immediately when she saw the state of The Queen's suit. "Oh my god, Olive! Are you alright?"
"No," Olivia sobbed, tears rolling down her cheeks as she came into Betty's room.
Betty stood up. Her eyes fell on the full beautiful DD exposed breast with a fully erect nipple. The Queen's suits were nearly impervious, but the fabric surrounding her breast was blackened. Her belly and navel were exposed too with burn holes in her big red heart. "Shango?"
Olivia nodded. "And the Baron." She stared into Betty's green eyes, tears still rolling down her cheeks. "Betts?" The Queen looked so ashamed right then and there. Her cheeks turned red.
Betty's senses took in some other less obvious signs on her best friend. There were flaky stains on the Queen's heart. Dried flakes covered her breast too, the erect nipple, her chin, and the Queen's tears were cutting rivulets through more splattered flakes. Bits of Olivia's hair were clumped together by the sticky material. Betty knew instantly what it was. Her own body had looked like that this morning when she let her cock cum all over her face and chest. "What happened?"
"Oh Betts, I jerked him off," cried the Queen, throwing herself into her best friend's arms.
Betty hugged her best friend tight, slowly caressing her silky blonde hair. "It's alright Olive," she whispered. Betty felt her nipples harden. Her naked pale white breast was pressed hard against Olivia's bare breast that had been exposed when Shango's lightning burned her power suit. Bettikinetic's paler pinkish nipple was hard and poking against the Queen's rosier nipple. Olivia's nipple was hard too, but not from their contact, she was still aroused after her encounter with Baron Samedi. Something else was stirring too. Betty broke their embrace even as her cock swelled up with blood from pressing against the Queen's crotch. "You're a mess. Lets get you washed up."
"Ok," mumbled Olivia, still in shock over the afternoon's events.
Betty took her hand and led her over to her bathroom. The knobs turned themselves on and the shower door slid open at a thought from Bettikinetic. Betty felt the water, to make sure the temperature was right. She turned to look at her best friend. The Queen of Hearts was pulling her suit out and down. The burn marks were gone and Olivia's belly was no longer visible. The self healing suit was busy repairing itself. Soon, if she hadn't been stripping, the suit would be covering her breast again. It was an impressive piece of tech, self repairing, it clung to her body tight enough that it didn't fly off when she went supersonic, and it's colors never faded.
Betty gulped watching Olivia strip. Her cock extended an inch when both the Queen's breasts appeared. They were truly magnificent. Strange, but Betty had always hated big breasts before the golden shower. She and Olivia had even been mean to one of the girls in junior high school that had developed boobs early. Now, she was very fond of her DD bosom. Her nipples had grown particularly sensitive and she often pinched one while jerking herself off.



Olivia sat on the toilet and pulled her red boots off leaving her finally naked. She put her head in her hands and cried.
"Come on, honey. It couldn't have been that bad," said Betty, feeling a little impatient. Geez, it was just a hand job! Betty had jerked off a chubby Poindexter back in high school in exchange for him writing a research paper for her. He hadn't been the least bit attractive and whacking his little prick hadn't been any trouble at all.
"That's the problem, Betts. It wasn't bad! I liked it. I like his cock. It gets in your mind. I wish I had sucked him off. I wanna go bust him out of prison and take him back to Haiti so that.. so that... so that we can fuck!"
Betty's cock plumped up hard at that. Olivia wasn't one for dirty talk. Betty couldn't even remember the last time she'd said fuck let alone talked about it. As far as Betty was concerned, Olivia was borderline asexual. She hadn't even been with a man since Joe and that was three years ago. "It's not your fault, Olive. The men on the island all have that effect on women and the Baron's the strongest of all. That you were able to resist him at all, shows just what an amazing woman you truly are."
"You think so?"
"I know so. He's nailed at least five heroes. He even posted that video of him taking two members of Phoenix Rising last year." Phoenix Rising was a rival super hero team group to the Hall of Righteous. The former cheerleading rivals to the Wildcats, the Phoenix Flames had formed the own team. Their leader, Flame Phoenix, a woman with the ability to grown flaming wings and fly. She could set anything on fire that she touched and often wielded a flaming sword. Like Ignition, the flames burned off her clothing, but unlike Ignition, Flame Phoenix couldn't generate a flame bikini and her body heat burned off all her body hair. She was forced to fight nude. She was one sexy bald headed bitch and the image of her clearly in ecstasy riding the Baron's huge cock with smoke rising from her erect nipples while her teammate Echo kneeled and licked the Baron's balls had been a favorite jerking off video of Betty's since. Echo was a tanned, dark skinned Native American girl with Apache blood and sonic powers. The video started with both girls kneeling and sharing the Baron's cock while he winked at an obviously hidden camera.
Embarrassment over the video had broken Phoenix Rising apart and both Flame and Echo had been quiet this last year. "Get in the shower," ordered Betty.
Olivia forced herself up off the toilet and listlessly stepped into the shower. She moved herself under the shower spray and just stood there letting the warm water hit her. It didn't look like she would be washing herself, so Betty bent over and slid her sweats down, stepping out of them. Her cock sprang free and up, in it's semi plump, semi erect state. It stuck out, but it's size and heaviness had it bending down. A little stimulation and it would swell with blood sticking a foot out from her pubes. A little more stimulation and it would be angling up, rampant, swollen, hot, and ready for action.
Betty stepped into the shower behind Olivia, her cock sliding along Olivia's hip as she moved behind the distraught blonde. Showering together was not that unusual for the two women. The entire Washington Wildcats spirit and cheer squad had showered together after practice. Betty, Olivia, Tina, and some of the others had showered together after gym class from ninth grade on. Betty and Olivia often sunbathed topless outside Betty's parents, even frolicking in her pool topless until they realized that they had been giving Betty's old man neighbor a show probably weekly for several summers. Nudity was nothing new to the two friends, but they hadn't been nude together since the shower.
"Let me get the gunk out of your hair," said Betty, bending to grab her shampoo. She squirted a dollop in her hand and started washing Olivia's blonde hair. Olivia moaned softly and bent her head back as Betty massaged her head, concentrating on getting the dried sperm out of the front of her hair. The tip of her cock pressed hard into Olivia's beautiful round ass cheek. Betty pulled her hips back, but the shower was too small or her cock was too long or both. The skin on skin contact with her nude friend wasn't helping her cock go down any. The head continued to slide along Olivia's ass cheek. Betty gulped as she looked down at her foot long black cock. It was sticking straight out now and was only a few inches away from Olivia's pussy.
Betty let the shower rinse the blonde beauty's hair of all the shampoo. She grabbed a bar of soap and ran it down Olivia's back to the crack of her ass, up and down, watching the spray of water rinse the suds down her long back. "Turn around," ordered Betty. "Let me get your front."
"Thanks Betts," mumbled Olivia. "You've always been there for me." She inched her way sideways to turn around and face the voluptuous redhead.
"Hey girlfriend, you've always been there for me too." Betty grabbed the washcloth and ran it over the soap. She daintily scrubbed Olivia's neck, chin, and cheeks before deciding they was no more trace of dried sperm. Betty took the soap and ran it over Olivia's chest, then down over the breast that had been exposed. Dried flakes of sperm coated the breast, turning stringy as the water hit it, though most of the stream was blocked by Betty's body. "Besides, that's what sidekicks are for," she added. Her hand holding the soap slid across Olivia's nipple. The plump long nipple bent, then sprang back. Olivia closed her eyes and sucked her lower lip into her mouth. The Baron's pheromones stayed in your nostrils for awhile after encountering him. Olivia would stay aroused and horny for some time yet, maybe days. The thought of her best friend's pussy being wet and eager sent another surge of blood flowing into Betty's cock. Betty looked into Olivia's eyes as she ran the end of the bar of soap in a circle around the rip of Olivia's areola. Olivia's face scrunched up harder at the additional stimulation, her lip came out of her mouth and her lips parted slightly as if she were about to moan. Betty dropped the soap. She reached out and touched her friend's breast, using her hands and the water from the shower to rinse the suds off Olivia's nipple. This time her fingers flickered over the Queen of Hearts' distended nipple.
Olivia's eyes were open now. She looked down at Betty's hand on her breast and then down between their bodies. Betty's eyes followed her gaze. They were a foot apart with Betty's hard black cock sticking straight out between them. The fat bulbous head of her cock was pushing into Olivia's thick blonde pubes. "I don't remember it being so big," she whispered, hard to hear under the shower, but Betty made out her words. "It's nearly as big as the Baron's."
Olivia stepped back to get her crotch away from Betty's cock head. She stooped, reaching out for the soap and freezing when she saw Betty's big black cock bobbing before her face. "Sorry," apologized Betty. She was trying not to tremble at seeing her best friend's mouth so close to the tip of her cock. "It gets like this all the time. I can't control it."
"It's so big!" Olivia reached out for it then paused holding her hand back. "Can I touch it?"
Betty watched her cock leap in anticipation. "Sure," she said, trying to sound nonchalant.
Olivia's hand moved the final inch or two. She grabbed the golf ball sized cock head then pulled her hand back like she was afraid it might bite. Her fingers came back to squeeze the head, then grip the shaft, running down it's length to the root. She released it for a moment, noticing that it had grown even more swollen and was now angled upward. "What's it like, having a penis?" she asked, her eyes running down the length of the shaft, the dark black pure African skin color merging into Betty's pale white skin. Betty's pubic hair was curly and black, turning redder the higher up it went. "Do you still hate it?"
"No," said Betty. "I don't hate it anymore." She watched her friend's hand return to the shaft. Olivia was examining every inch of it, the big blue black veins, the ridges and bumps, the large flare around the head. Betty was the only person who had ever examined her cock so closely. "This may sound weird, Olive, but I love it. I love my big black cock. I can pee standing up and just about anywhere I want. I don't have woman problems anymore. I.. I actually like this better then I was before. My only regret is seeing that Kenyan die... I can't even remember his name." Betty sobbed once as she remembered seeing the handsome black man dissolve beneath her as the golden rain melted through the decks to strike the two lovers. He'd ejaculated as he died and as a horrified Betty had sprung up off him, her new penis had swung up, hard and swollen like it always got right after coming.
"I'm sorry Betts."
"It's alright." Betty looked down at Olivia still holding it with fascination. She wasn't stroking it anymore. Olivia still had the bar of soap in her other hand. "Why don't you clean it for me?" Olivia looked slightly startled and looked up at Betty. "It needs to be washed regularly," added Betty by way of explanation.
Olivia shrugged. She brought the soap over to Betty's shaft and began running it along the huge black cock. She used her other hand to work the suds into the flesh, pumping the thick black sausage with her soapy hand. Much more and she'd be jerking it off, her second black cock hand job of the day. She shrugged in horror/lust as she remembered masturbating the Baron's magnificent cock earlier. "Do you play with it?" she asked, hoping she wasn't being to forward. The two long time best friends were sharing a very intimate moment after all.
"All the time. It's so hard not to touch it when it gets like this. If I were alone I'd be playing with it now."
"Is it really that different?"
"I don't know really," said Betty thinking about it. I loved orgasming as a woman... before I changed that is. Now when I cum, it feels a lot better, but I don't know if that's because I'm gifted or that's how a normal man feels when he cums."
"All clean," said Olivia, taking her hands from the blood engorged shaft. She stayed on her knees staring at it.
"It feels good jerking off too." Betty was disappointed that Olivia had stopped. "It felt good fingering myself as a woman too, but not this good.
"Are you going to finish it off?" asked Olivia.
"Yes," said Betty. "It's almost impossible for me not to at this point. I so understand why men are such pigs now."
"Should I leave then?" Olivia looked up at her. "Or could I stay and watch?" Too weird? Too forward? She wondered. "Sorry, I'm just curious is all."
"Alright," said Betty. She let the shower wet her hand. Her pubes were still sudsy, so she added some suds to the mix and started slowly stroking her cock. Olivia stared at it with fascination. "Stay like that and you're going to get messy again."
"Just aim it away before you blow." She leaned closer, watching Betty's white fist rise to the end of her black cock before falling back to the base.
Betty was feeling bolder. Olivia appeared almost mesmerized watching her jerk herself off. She decided that she wouldn't turn away, but would cum all over the real Olivia's face and nude body just like she'd cum all over the calendar picture of Olivia. She'd just claim it was an accident. Then she had another idea. "It even feels good when I touch it. Did it feel good touching the Baron's cock?"
"A little. It felt right for some reason. Like it was my purpose to be on my knees stroking his huge cock. I wanted to put it in my mouth and then leave with him to do other things with it." Olivia frowned then winced. "I still feel that way."
"Show me how you stroked off the Baron," ordered Betty. She released her cock and thrust it closer to Olivia's mouth.
Olivia pulled back her head in surprise. She reached out to grab Betty's cock almost like she was going to push it away, but then she didn't let go and her hand started stroking it.
"I started slow," she whispered, her hand gliding up and down the smooth shaft of Betty's foot long cock. "Then I started going faster." Her hand picked up speed. "God Betts, yours is so much like his," she gasped, staring at the cock. "I wanted to do anything for him. I had no will of my own. There was just me and the COCK. I wanted to service his cock. I wanted to suck it."
"Did you?"
"No, I figured a way to beat him. I used my super speed."
Betty jerked in shock when Olivia's fist went supersonic on her dick. "Alright, alright. Slow down girlfriend."
"Sorry," apologized Olivia. She slowed to normal speed, but didn't stop jerking off her friend.
"Smart."
"Yes. If I hadn't used my super speed to jerk him, I would have sucked him or worse. Should I stop now?"
"Soon," said Betty. "One last question, did any get in your mouth?" She watched the lovely blonde tremble as she kept staring at her hand gliding up and down the mighty shaft. Olivia didn't respond, but she could tell that she had. "I only ask because one time when I was jerking off, my semen accidentally flew into my mouth," she lied. There was nothing accidental about it. "It was good. So good. I never tasted anything like it. Nothing like any of the boys I'd sucked off before I changed. This was something special. Addictive almost."
"You taste like the Baron?"
Betty smiled. "I guess so. You can stop now."
Olivia let her hand pump up and down another half dozen times before she let it go. She seemed almost reluctant to release it. The blonde superhero stared at Betty's cock. It was as swollen and rampant as it ever got at this point. "I like your cock," she told her friend.
Betty trembled now. She told many a boy those same words, but had never had someone else tell her that. Her cock was fucking aching with it's need. "Do you still want to suck off the Baron?"
"Yes," whispered Olivia. She still yearned for the Baron's cock, but there was something almost as good right before her eyes. Betty gave off pheromones too, hell they all did, not as strong as the Baron's, but everyone that came out of the shower event was incredibly attractive to members of the opposite sex. Betty's pheromones were starting to effect her, replacing the Baron's in her nostrils. "I still want to suck off his... your cock." She grabbed the shaft again and pressed her lips hard against the black cock head, kissing it. She hoped and prayed that Betty wouldn't hate her for doing it. Betty just grabbed the sides of her wet hair and held Olivia's head against her cock. Olivia's tongue came out and twirled around the cock head.
"Do it Olive. Do it! Suck that black cock," she ordered, the same words the Kenyan sailor had said to Betty when she had kneeled before him. He'd called her Red, probably didn't remember her name. Betty's eyes nearly rolled up in her head when she felt her best friends mouth engulf her giant cock head. This was better then she imagined. "It's ok Olive. I got just what you need, baby. Together we can beat the Baron. Suck that cock deeper baby. UGGHH!" Betty threw back her head and moaned. She quickly lowered her head, not wanting to miss the sight of watching her best friend in the whole world sucking the thick black cock down her tight throat.
For someone with next to no practice sucking dick, Olivia was doing a good job. She'd given in to her lust and pent up frustrations, practically jamming Betty's cock down her throat. Olivia had the base in her hand and was bobbing her head rapidly while Betty's hands on her head helped guide her along swallowing more and more. The cock head was pushing deeper and deeper, past the uvula, tonsils, and as far down as the esophagus.
"Oh my god Olive, it's so good. I can't believe it." Betty laughed with joy. This was the happiest moment of her life. "I can't hold back. Here it cums."
Olivia had the taste of the Baron's seed in her mouth. She had no intention of letting any of Betty's go to waste. She pulled back until just the swollen head was in her mouth. Her fist took over pumping the big shaft. She fought the urge to use her speed on it. She thought she was prepared, but the first blast caught her off guard. Betty's hot seed struck the back of her throat, filling her mouth and bulging out her cheeks before she could even think to swallow. She pulled back, gagging, sperm flying from her mouth and catching Betty's second load in her face. She clamped her lips back over the tip, this time gulping as the black cock exploded. She moaned in pure pleasure when she tasted her friend's cum on her tongue. Betty's seed did taste as good as the Baron's. It was the best thing she'd ever tasted. She pumped Betty's cock, swallowing every load. She didn't want to stop, but she knew Betty would continued cumming as long as she stroked her shaft. The Queen of Hearts didn't want a belly so bloated with sperm, she'd throw it all back up. She forced herself to release it, keeping her lips around the head as she let go with her fist. She got another mouthful and pulled back. Another wave of hot sperm fell down upon her face. It splattered on her chin, her chest, her breasts, and pointy erect nipples. Betty's cock was out of control. Her eyes were closed from all the sperm on her face and still striking her occasionally so she couldn't see that Betty had grabbed her cock and was jerking it off so that she thoroughly covered Olivia's nude body with her seed.
Finally, the sperm shower ceased. Olivia wiped her eyes and opened them. She trembled again when she saw Betty's mighty black cock sticking out in front of her. It was bending down now, spent and depleted, but still gigantic. "Sorry," she apologized. "I don't know what came over me."
"Oh honey," said Betty smiling and obviously not upset. She pulled the Queen up to her feet and kissed her on the lips. Olivia was a little surprised. They had kissed before, often even, but always on the cheek. "Olivia that was wonderful, the best thing I ever felt. Next time the Baron gets in your nose, feel free to suck my cock anytime."
Olivia blushed. "I can't believe we just did that. I don't want things weird between us."
"Don't worry," said Betty, taking the washcloth and cleaning the sperm off Olivia all over again. This time it was wet and messy not dried flakes. "Best friends forever, right?"
"Right."
"It was good right?" asked Betty.
"So good," agreed Olivia, smacking her lips, still tasting her friend's delicious cum on her tongue.
"There, all clean. Lets go dry off."
They exited the shower. Both girls dried off. Betty took a towel and dried Olivia's blonde hair. Olivia tensed up at her touch. She wasn't quite as into this as Betty was. Betty smirked and moved the towel down to Olivia's shoulders. She rubbed them. The Queen of Hearts couldn't help herself and moaned. "Feels good."
"You're really tense," said Betty. "Go lay down on the bed and I'll rub the stress out of you."
"I should probably get going. But hey, thanks for being there for me."
"Nonsense. Get your ass over there and lay down on your stomach. My bed was made for you anyway."
Olivia's eyes looked over at Betty's bed. The sheets hadn't changed much from the old Betty. They were soft pink and feminine, several teddy bears and a stuffed penguin sat on the pillows. Betty had always liked penguins. She'd slept side by side with Betty many nights in a similarly decorated bed. "What do you mean it was made for me?" she asked, eyes going back to stare into Betty's green ones before moving back to the bed and then on to the door exiting the room.
"It's queen sized," said Betty, smacking her ass. "Now get over there."
Olivia Queen looked back at the door before heading over to her friend's bed. She climbed on it kneeling. "Lose the towel," ordered Betty. Olivia had wrapped a towel around her nude body when they left the bathroom. She loosened it in the front and pulled it off before lying down on her stomach. "You won't regret this,' said Betty. "I'm great at relieving stress."



Betty straddled Olivia's legs. The blonde tensed up again. Especially when Betty's cock fell between the crack of her luscious ass cheeks. The big black cock was so long the head rested in the small of Olivia's back. Betty leaned down so that the long nipples on her breasts nearly touched Olive's back. She reached out and started rubbing the blonde's shoulders. Olivia tensed up at her touch again, but quickly relaxed and let out a soft moan of pure pleasure.
Betty worked Olivia's shoulder muscles and did her neck. The stress fled Olivia's body and the Queen completely relaxed under the massaging hands of her best friend. She leaned further down, this time her nipples and tips of her breasts pushed into Olivia's back. "You think that's good. Wait until you feel this," she whispered in Olivia's ear. Betty sat back up and leaned back. She took her hands off the Queen's body. She stared down at her cock, resting against the flawless skin of the Queen of Hearts. The Queen's ass cheeks indented. The pushed down flesh moved around in circles, the depression moving out, squeezing her hips. A wave of depressed flesh moved from the small of her back up her entire back to her shoulders again. Olivia's hair moved as her scalp got rubbed by invisible hands. The Queen couldn't help moaning this time. It was a loud exhale of pure pleasure. There was only one person in the world that could give a massage with their mind and that was Bettikinetic. Olivia moaned again, this time it sounded almost orgasmic. It felt as if her entire back from the tip of her head to her toes was getting rubbed by dozens of strong hands. Her feet, calves, thighs, ass, hips, back, shoulders, arms, elbows, neck, head, and forehead were all getting rubbed. Betty watched Olivia completely relax as all the tension left her body. She was half asleep, she was so relaxed. Betty lifted herself up and pushed herself back. "Now roll over," she told Olivia.
Olivia grunted a complaint. She was ready to go straight to sleep. She did reluctantly roll over though. Betty didn't straddle her this time. She just hit her again with her mind. Olivia jumped as this time her feet, calves, knees, thighs, hips, stomach, breasts, chest, and forehead, felt the firm massaging hands of invisible ghosts.
Betty smirked in delight. Olivia's half lidded eyes were rolling up in the back of her head. Normally, she would have been happy to do this for her best friend or any of her former cheerleading teammates and best friends. This time, she had an ulterior motive.
The pressure on Olivia's knees grew. Instead of just rubbing them, the pressure was pushing outwards. Slowly, Olivia began opening her legs. At the same time her legs were opening and her breasts were getting rubbed, invisible fingers began softly pinching and tugging on the Queen's nipples. They'd softened in her relaxed state, but the teasing pressures had them hardening again. Her nipples pulled out, her entire areola puffing up as her arousal came back.
Betty looked down between her friend's open legs. Moisture was appearing on her pussy lips. Her clit was swollen and engorged too. The invisible pressure was now applied to Olivia' clitoris. It hardened even more as her pussy lips depressed. "Ohhhhh!" groaned Olivia. She was writhing on the bed now. Her labia spread open almost as if an invisible cock were pushing into it. "OOHH!! AAHH!!" Olivia's hand flew between her legs and she started teasing her clit. Her eyes were closed and she appeared to be dreaming, having forgotten Betty was with her or that it was Betty doing this to her.
"Noooo," whispered Olivia as her hand was pulled away from her needy pussy. "Yyeesssss!!" she hissed as Betty pushed her face between her friends legs. Olivia's hands came and grabbed Betty's red hair, pulling her head deeper into her pussy. She raised her crotch into Betty's thrusting tongue, humping her like crazy. Not only was Betty's tongue rapidly lapping up Olivia's pussy lips, but she was sucking her swollen clit between her lips. Her mind was now massaging the inside of Olivia's pussy too while still pinching and tugging on the Queen's swollen nipples and squeezing both her breasts. Olivia's body jerked and jerked again. The Queen sat up, her eyes flying open to look down her body. She stared in amazement at her nipples being pulled on and at her undulating belly. Her bright blue eyes met Betty equally bright green ones above her blonde pubic hair. "I'm cumming," she gasped, nearly wheezing. "I'm cumming. I'm... I'm... CCUUMMIINNGGGGG!!!" Her hips bucked up into Betty's mouth and she fell back again, eyes closed, head slamming from side to side. Olive's hands grasped the bed sheets, squeezing them tight as she writhed all over. Betty lapped up her friend's orgasmic fluid as fast as Olivia squirted it out.
The orgasm wiped the Queen of Hearts out. Betty took advantage of her friends near comatose state. She sucked Olivia's clit into her mouth one last time before sliding her tongue up along the side of the Queen's blonde bush. Betty kissed up her abdomen, planting one on Olivia's sexy navel before letting her tongue slip inside her belly button. Olivia moaned softly and writhed a little as the tongue left her navel and moved up her ribs. The tongue slid up the bottoms of her breasts. It found her nipple, twirling around the areola before flicking the hard red nub back and forth. Betty gently bit down on Olivia's hard pointy nipple before sucking her entire areola into her mouth. She kissed over to Olivia's other breast and did the same to that nipple. Her cock slid along the blonde's thigh working it's way upwards as Betty wiggled higher up on Olivia's body. Her kisses and tongue passed over Olivia's shoulder bone and found her neck. The Queen of Hearts squirmed and opened her legs wider. The thick knob at the end of her hard black cock pressed against Olivia's slick labia. Betty trembled as her cock felt the heat emanating from Olivia's wet pussy. This was the moment she'd been waiting for. She thrust forward, her cock slid up along Olivia's clit and thrust up above her blonde pubes. Betty paused and wiggled her hips, not sure if she were in or not. Realizing she wasn't, she pulled her hips back and probed forward again, her cock sliding along Olive's thigh to slap across the side of her pussy.
Betty closed her eyes in concentration. She fought the urge to just jab her cock forwards and hope for the best. She'd had some of her lovers do that to her in the past and it had hurt at first. Betty the slutty cheerleader usually had to reach down and grab the boy's prick, guiding into her warm pussy. Olivia still appeared mostly out of it and wasn't going to do that. Betty was essentially a born again virgin from a penis owner's perspective. She could sit back and try to guide her cock into Olivia's pussy, but she was BETTIKINETIC, master of telekinesis.
Betty felt outwards with her mind. She could feel objects with her brain as easily as she could with her fingers. She felt her cock and Olivia's soaked pussy lips. She pushed between the lips, feeling her sliding inside Olivia's pussy. Her best friend raised her hips slightly up into the invisible finger, moaning and writhing with arousal. Olivia's pussy lips spread open as Betty's cock was pulled down, the head pressing up against the opening of Olivia's pussy. She could feel even more heat on the tip of her cock. She held her cock there, poised to enter Olivia's pussy. Betty pushed down on the bed with her hands and pushed forwards with her hips. Her cock head slipped into Olivia's pussy.
Betty's eyes opened wide, her mouth hung open in surprise. She stared down at Olivia's beautiful face. Her friend's eyes were closed and her head was tossing back and forth. Betty had no idea it would feel this good. There was so much heat and wetness and the fit was so snug. Olive's pussy was gripping her cock like a vice, a tight fit, yet still easy to work her cock around inside it. She pushed deeper, feeling Olivia open for her. Every instinct told her to jab her cock in as deep as it would go and pump it in and out as fast as she could until she came. It took all her self control to take it slow. Betty so understood now what it had felt like to be one of her inexperienced male lovers. The first time with her high school boyfriend, he'd gotten about half his penis in her before he yanked it out and came all over her red bush. Each time thereafter he was a little better. The nerd had cum in her mouth after about twenty seconds. He recovered quickly and lasted about five minutes inside her pussy. She'd been most impressed with the stoner. He'd had a stupid grin on his face, but he'd paced himself and managed to last a good fifteen minutes. Then there was the black man, older then her by about ten years, very experienced and skilled at lovemaking. She wouldn't have been surprised if he hadn't fucked at least one female passenger on every cruise. Betty had his cock, a bigger version of it, but still his cock and she vowed to do him justice by becoming as skilled a lover as he was. Now that her cock had found it's way into it's first pussy, there was no way in hell she would be giving up this feeling.
Olivia finally opened her eyes and Betty was disappointed by the expression on her friend's face. There was both lust and horror in that expression. "Betts! Your thingy is in my..."
"Pussy," whispered Betty, pushing another inch inside Olivia. She may look like this was bothering her, but her crotch still lifted up to receive that extra inch. "My cock is in your pussy." Betty leaned down to kiss Olivia, but the Queen turned her head away.
"This is so weird," gasped Olivia.
"But it feels good right?" Betty was still shocked by how good it felt. Olive's pussy was so hot. She realized that it would be body temperature, 98-99 degrees, but it felt even hotter. She wondered what it felt like to Olivia. Joe was only a thin six inches. Betty knew, she'd fucked him once before Olivia and Joe had decided to go steady. The biggest Betty had even taken was a hard seven and she had at least that much buried in Olivia at that moment. Plus, the added thickness must feel even better. Despite her curiosity, Betty wouldn't have changed places with her for any reason whatsoever.
"Yes, but it's just so weird. We're best friends and you're a woman."
"Not entirely a woman, Olive," she reminded her oldest friend. "And we'll always be best friends and now lovers too." Betty could never understand why Olivia was so different from her when it came to sex. The blonde was uptight and quite content with just Joe as her lover. She never masturbated at least not the Betty ever knew and the girls had discussed it once at one sleepover and discussed which boys they thought of when they did touch themselves. Olivia had remained out of that conversation. "Just relax and give in to the pleasure."
Olivia didn't look entirely convinced, but her hips were now constantly lifting up into Betty's crotch, essentially humping her dick. Betty decided to cheat a little. She reached out with her mind, pinching and tugging Olivia's nipples and clit even as her erect nub slid along the top of Betty's shaft. Olivia started thrashing her head again, her humping increased. Betty's telekinesis grabbed her chin and held it still so that they were looking in each other's eyes. She brought her lips back down. This time Olivia couldn't turn her head. Betty kissed her lips and slipped her tongue into Olive's mouth. Olivia half closed her eyes and moaned. Her tongue flickered back to tentatively touch Betty's, then their tongues were dueling. Olivia opened her legs wide and wrapped them around Betty's hips, pulling her friend down on her, their bodies held apart by two pairs of large DD breasts now mashed together, nipple on nipple. Betty's cock slid in balls deep and Olivia trembled beneath her as she came again.
Feeling Olivia's pussy spasming all around her cock and a fresh wave of her cum running down her cock had Betty finally losing it. Betty's hips bucked as fast as she could move. Olivia broke their kiss so that she could scream out in pleasure. Betty buried her face in Olive's neck as she slammed her cock in and out of the blonde's hot pussy. "Cumming! Cumming!" gasped Olivia, digging her fingers into the red heads pale white back. "CCUUMMINGG!!"
"FUCK!" grunted Betty. "Me too. Your pussy just feels so damn good."
"YYEESS!! AAAaaahhhHHH! Ohmygod!" Olivia clutched her friend as she came all over the foot long black cock still thrusting in and out of her. Betty suddenly stopped bucking and stabbed it deep. Her cock jerked. "No," gasped Olivia. "Not in me."
"UUGGHH!" The first spurts of her hot seed shot into Olivia's womb. Her cock bucked again, sperm striking the walls of Olivia's womb and splashing around until the pressure had it shooting down out her stretched cervix. "UUNNHH! AARRGH!"
"Not in me," whispered Olivia again. Then everything changed. Betty's spurting black cock had Olivia cumming again, right on the heels of the previous big one. This one was even bigger or she'd just had one long continuous orgasm filled with peaks and ebbs of extreme pleasure. She was being seeded by her best friend's big black cock and it was the best thing she'd ever felt.
Betty wanted to keep cumming, but her sperm really had nowhere to go other then to squirt out between their conjoined crotches. She had another masculine urge. This one she gave in to. She continued working her cock in and out of Olivia's pussy while sitting back up on her knees. She yanked her spurting cock out grabbing her black shaft in her dainty white hand and jerking it as fast as she could. Her balls worked overtime, sending wave after wave of semen to splash down on Olivia, covering her from head to belly button. The blonde arched her back, lost in the moment and letting her friend cum all over her. She even had her tongue out catching more of the delicious sperm in her mouth. Betty aimed for the tongue. She wanted Olivia to drink more. She wanted to mark Olivia as her territory. She wanted to cover every inch of the Queen of Hearts' body in her seed, but if she didn't stop, she'd probably drown the blonde in cum. Reluctantly, Betty released her cock which gave two final jerks shooting more sperm out to fall on Olivia's soaked body.
Olivia was moaning licking her lips. She appeared to have no objection to being saturated with cum. She'd given in to the pleasure like Betty had wished. Olive's hands were even busy playing with her own nipples, rubbing cum all over them, pinching and tweaking them. It was the most sluttish, Betty had ever seen Olivia act and she liked it. There was hope for her yet.
"Oh my god! What happened?" asked Olivia. She looked down at her body like she didn't recognize it.
"We happened Olive," replied Betty smiling.
"That was so nasty." Olivia looked down at her body. The situation had turned from erotic to messy and disgusting. It had been hot having Betty cum all over her, but now she was a sticky wet mess. "I'm covered in cum!"
"Better mine, then the Baron's," said Betty. "Why don't you go shower again."
Betty watched Olivia slide off the bed. The gorgeous blonde stood up, shivering. Sperm dripped down her body, leaving a trail on the floor. Betty watched her walk away, her sexy bare back and round ass were free of sperm. Betty wished she had cum all over her backside too. It was a strange desire and Betty didn't understand it, but she had enjoyed covering her new lover with her seed.
Betty jumped off the bed and stretched. Her bed and sheets were a mess from their combined orgasms. She tried to lift the sperm off the bed, but she knew from previous experience that she couldn't move liquids. Instead, the covers rose off the bed and bunched up into a ball. She put the balled up covers down in the corner of the room. They were so soaked, she didn't even think it would be worth washing them. Betty turned and made her way to the bathroom to join Olivia.
Olivia jumped when Betty pulled the curtain open. The Queen stared wide eyed at her and held her arm across her luscious breasts, suddenly shy that Betty was seeing her naked. "Why so shy all of a sudden?" asked Betty to which Olivia responded by slowly lowering her arms. The Queen went back to scrubbing her front with body wash.
Betty sidled behind her in the shower. She touched Olivia's shoulders making the blonde jump a little. She was still so tense. Betty rubbed the tension out of her shoulders, and ran her hands down the long fit back of the Queen. Her cock began to rise, the head sliding up the Queen's ass as it hardened again. Olivia jumped again when she felt the hardening cock. Betty pushed her away forcing the Queen to place her hands on the sides of the stall as Betty bent her cock down and guided it back into Olivia's pussy. Betty grabbed her hips and pulled Olivia's ass back into her thrusting cock as they fucked in the shower. The Queen of Hearts moaned, cumming hard all over Betty's cock several times before Betty flooded her womb with seed. With a grin, Betty yanked her still spurting cock out of the Queen's well fucked pussy and shot hot sperm all over Olivia's back and ass, making sure she got everything she'd missed the first time she'd cum all over the Queen.
Betty watched with pleasure as the shower rinsed all her sperm of her friend.
Afterwards, Olivia dried off and snuck naked down the hall to her room. Betty followed. She slipped in behind the Queen as Olivia was getting into her bed. "Good idea," said Betty. "My bed's a mess." Olivia turned her back to her and Betty slipped in behind her, pressing her cock against Olivia's ass and snuggling against her friend. Betty hugged her tight noticing how tense she still felt. Looking back, she could tell that the signs were all there that Olivia was bothered by the fact that they became lovers, but at that moment, Betty was too blinded by her own happiness to tell. She was in love! They were in love. Betty looked back at their long friendship and convinced herself that her feeling weren't new. She'd always loved Olivia even before the golden shower and from here on out, they'd be together always.
The next morning, Betty woke up to the delightful feeling of her hard cock pressing against Olivia's ass. Olivia had woken her up by trying to sneak out of the bed. "Where are you going?" asked Betty teasingly. She grabbed Olive's hips and pulled her back into bed, kissing her back and neck.
"I really need to get on patrol," said Olivia.
"Not without breakfast, you don't." Betty grabbed Olivia's arm and brought her hand down to her cock. Olivia grabbed it, her instincts starting to stroke it. Betty pushed her so that Olivia finally gave in and moved her head down to Betty's crotch the loud growl emanating from Olivia's belly telling Betty that she was indeed hungry for more of Betty's seed.
Olivia leaned across Betty and started sucking her cock. She was slow at first, but then began sucking it with more gusto as both her lust for it and desire for more of the delicious cum grew. Betty grabbed Olivia's legs and pulled it towards her head. The Queen moved too slowly for her and she lifted Olivia's lower body up with her mind and had her friend straddled her face. Betty's tongue found Olivia's pussy and the two best friends jointly went down on each other.
Betty tongued her friend's labia and found herself staring at the Queen's puckered little rosebud. Her sphincter was tight and pretty. God, was everything about Olivia attractive! She stared at it and the desire grew to shove her cock through that tight little puckered aperture. Betty had asked her boyfriend to do it to her once. He had happily fucked her ass, but she hadn't really enjoyed it. She wondered if Olivia would enjoy it and knew that some day, she would shove her big black cock down the Queen's poop shoot. For now, she just decided to play with it.



Betty started by reaching out with her mind. At first, she grabbed Olivia's nipples, tugging and teasing them the same way she had last night. Olivia moaned, her moans going louder as Betty's mind opened up her pussy. Olivia had been focused more on making Betty cum so that she could drink her semen, but now her own arousal was growing. Next, Betty began a mental rim job. Olivia jerked forwards away from the probing force of Betty's mind. Betty watched Olive's asshole push down, circling around the rim as if it were being touched by an invisible finger. Olivia was still pulling forward as if to get away from it, but even as she was denying that it felt pleasant, her pussy was leaking so much fresh lubrication, Betty's chin was soaking in it. The invisible finger pushed down and Betty watched the tight sphincter slowly open. Olivia jumped again. She never quit sucking Betty's cock, but she leaned on one arm while the other came back, slapping at her ass, trying to push Betty's finger away from her asshole to get her to stop, but there was nothing actually in her asshole to slap away. Betty pushed in and released her power on Olive's ass, watching the tight rosebud open and close as if it were being fucked by an invisible finger. Olivia quit slapping at the her ass and brought her hand back to brace on the bed. Now, her ass was lifting into the probing tendril from Betty's mind, her pussy pressing into Betty's face. She came hard all over Betty's mouth and tongue, a violent burst of fluid soaking Betty's face. The dick girl lapped it up as fast as Olivia's pussy contractions shot it out. It was too much for Betty, she bucked her hips, jabbing her cock down Olivia's throat. Betty's hot seed began pumping into Olivia's belly. The Queen of Hearts moaned in delight as her belly filled with Betty's deliciously addictive cum and the pleasure of her own orgasm washed over her body.
Olivia released Betty's cock and got a blast of semen on her face. She rolled off the hung woman and jumped off the bed. "Where's the fire?" asked Betty.
"Australia. Gotta go." Olivia hit the shower, scrubbing as fast as she could. She didn't even bother drying her hair. She could always take a quick spin down to the equator to dry off. Olivia retrieved her now healed uniform from Betty's room and flew up the stairwell to the roof. She was supersonic in seconds.
Betty took it easy that day. She showered and stepped out for a quick brunch. On her way back to the Hall of Righteousness, she passed a tobacco store and paused at the window, looking at the cigar display. Betty didn't smoke, but seeing the cigars triggered something inside her. Something told her that she would enjoy them and she went ahead and bought a box, lighting one up when she hit the street. She did like it.
Betty returned to the Hall. It was a slow day, villain-wise. She found most of the team in the basement pool. Betty sat down beside the pool to watch them. The lighting was an amazing design that reflected sunlight from the roof with mirrors and lit the Olympic sized pool. You could actually get a tan in the basement pool and Betty usually avoided it with her fair skin. Subsequently, most of the team went around down here completely nude or with skimpy bikinis or topless with tiny panties. Betty sat down and sipped a coffee watching the girls. Lady Dash, the world's fastest woman, was swimming super laps. Betty didn't know why she bothered, none of the showered had ever showed signs of weight gain. Probably, she just swam to let out some stress.
Betty watched the girls, sitting alone. Dream Shadow swam over to her and climbed up the ladder out of the pool. The lovely Korean-American was nude. Sun Sha Do had the ability to enter and manipulate one's dreams. She could discover your deepest secrets. She was tall for an Asian at 5'10", but still had the trim Oriental figure with the enhanced breasts of a showered. They made her look top heavy. Betty watched Dream Shadow climb the ladder, the water cascading off her straight dark hair, running down her DD breasts. Her nipples were erect from the pool and nearly an inch long. Betty had never seen her nude before and felt her cock extend an inch. "Nice to see you, Betty," said Sun. "Why don't you join us?"
"I don't... well alright," said Betty. She was out of uniform, wearing a green pull over dress that showed off her legs and ample cleavage. She was just another pretty girl in the dress. She'd gotten the usual stares from men and a few odd ones from women when she was smoking the cigar. The dress and briefs she wore under it, hid her cock well. She pulled the dress off over her head. Betty unhooked her bra, letting her breasts spring free. Lastly, she held her breath as she pulled her briefs down. There were eight other women in the pool area. Every eye was on the huge bulge under her briefs.
Freed, her cock sprang up, heavy and angled down. Betty looked out at her teammates. Only one, Sister Sponge, had ever seen her cock before, though they all knew about it. Sister Sponge had drunkenly asked to see it. Betty showed it to her in the rest room. "Wow! That is one big dick," said Sister Sponge back then. Sister Sponge could absorb other heroes powers for a short period of time usually about an hour. The person she absorbed lost their powers for that period of time. She was particularly useful making villains harmless while they were taken into custody. She was curious if she would grow Betty's cock and asked to touch her. Betty consented, hope springing in her breasts that maybe just maybe, she'd be a normal woman again even if it were just for a little while. It didn't work, Sister Sponge just gained Betty's telekinesis power for the next hour leaving Betty powerless.
"That is one big dick," said Sponge again.
"Holy crap, Betts," muttered Brobdinagia.
"I had no idea," said Dream Shadow, staring at it in awe.
Much to Betty's embarrassment, all the sexy women staring at her cock started making it grow.
"HA! She's getting a semi," said Tiny Tina, normal sized and wearing only skimpy bikini pantys.
"Sorry," said Betty. "This was a bad idea." She turned around and pulled the dress back on over her head. The front of the dress now had a prominent bulge under it.
"Hey, don't go," said Dream Shadow. "We're sorry. I just wasn't prepared for how big it was.
"Sorry Betts," apologized Tina. "I didn't mean to embarrass you."
Betty turned and glanced back at them over her shoulder. "It's my problem not yours." She walked back to the stairs, leaving her teammates behind her.
Betty went to the common room and greeted a couple of the girls that were there. The news was on, but the two girls in the room were busy gossiping among themselves. The incident downstairs had Betty depressed. She didn't fit in anymore, with women or men.
Her depression melted when she thought about the lovely evening she'd had with Olivia last night. Her BFF would cheer her up when she got back and then they'd make love again, several times if Betty had her way.
The news did their "Queen" report. The Queen of Hearts had been sighted helping firefighters in Australia put out wildfires in the bush. The Queen had flown off to rescue victims of an overcrowded ferry collapse in the Philippines. She found a missing boater off the Canary islands. And on and on. A typical day for the world's greatest hero when there wasn't a threat from a super villain.
Betty headed upstairs and took a nap. She dreamed about last night when she had first entered her friend's tight pussy. She woke up with a huge aching erection and jerked off picturing Olivia on her knees in the shower, sucking her cock again. Later, she walked up to the roof and smoked a cigar waiting for her lover to come back, but the Queen stayed out late.
Betty fell asleep waiting for Olivia. She was sure the Queen would wake her, slipping into bed beside her. She woke up around 2:00 in the morning needing to go to the bathroom. She grabbed her plump shaft and peed into the toilet bowl, wondering wear her lover was. She reached out with her mind and felt Olivia. The Queen was sleeping in her own bed. She must have come home late and not wanted to wake Betty up. Betty reached out to the sleeping woman. Betty's mind probed her pussy lips and tugged on her nipples. Olivia stirred in her sleep. She arched her back and moaned. Her hips raising into the invisible tongue.
Betty pretended to be asleep when Olivia snuck into her room, fifteen minutes later. The Queen was panting heavily and Betty could make out the shadowy outline of Olivia's hard nipples framed in the light from the doorway. She feigned waking when Olivia slipped in bed beside her. "Sorry Betts," said Olivia, reaching down to stroked Betty's fully hard cock. "I don't think the Baron's out of my system yet."
"Don't apologize," said Betty, reaching out to caress one of Olivia's big beautiful breasts.
"Mount that big thing and ride em cowgirl."
Olivia straddled Betty's legs and slid her pussy along the thick shaft of Betty's black cock. She lifted herself up and pushed her pussy down around the head. Both women moaned as Betty's cock penetrated Olivia's pussy again. Olivia's moan turned to a scream of pleasure as she slid down Betty's shaft and came again. Betty grabbed Olivia's ass with her mind and raised the Queen up and down her entire twelve inches. Olivia's entire body left the bed as she rode up so that just the head of Betty's cock was in her pussy. Olivia flew up and down Betty's shaft, cumming several more times and one final huge orgasm when Betty's cock once again erupted in her pussy.
Afterwards, Olivia went to shower and snuck back to her own room. Betty rationalized that she'd had a long day and needed her sleep. Betty slipped into bed beside her friend shortly after dawn so that Olive could drink her morning breakfast when she woke up. Olivia seemed shocked to wake up with Betty snuggling her, but she gave little resistance to going down between her legs and sucking her friend's cock again.
Their affair lasted eight days. Betty began to worry when she realized that she was the one always initiating sex. Olivia never turned it down, but Betty always made the first move. Olivia tensed up when Betty mentioned maybe they should get a place together so that they wouldn't have to sneak around. Olivia declined, saying she was happy at the Hall. Betty thought that maybe it turned Olivia on, to sneak around without their teammates knowing, but deep down she knew something was wrong. Olive wasn't as in to her as she was in to Olive.
Olivia broke up with her in the dining hall surrounded by their friends. "I think I'm finally over what happened with the Baron," she whispered so that none of the others could hear. "I appreciate what you've done for me."
"I see," said Betty. She was stunned, but knew she shouldn't have been surprised. "I thought things were going really well between us. What happened?"
Olivia sat back. She was shaking with nervousness. The last thing she had ever wanted to do was hurt Betty. "It's not you, it's me," she said.
"Olivia..." Betty froze. She had a sinking feeling in her stomach and her heart was beating fast. She wanted to tell her friend that she wanted to share a bed with her every night, that she wanted to spend the rest of their lives together, that she wanted to raise a child with Olivia. She wanted to tell Olivia that she loved her. Instead, she just said, "I know it's you, not me. I was happy for the last week. For the first time since the fucking shower I didn't feel like a freak. What about the sex?"
"That was amazing," confessed Olivia. "You know that was good, but it's not always about sex. I want to come home from work, cook dinner for my husband and child. I want to be normal."
"Look at us. We aren't normal. You can fly around the world in minutes and I have a fucking COCK!" The last was said, loud enough that some of the other girls glanced their way. "Who do you want to be normal with anyway? A regular guy will never satisfy you. There aren't that many showered males to choose from. You want a normal life with the Baron? Is that it? You want the Baron's black cock or would you rather have mine?"
"Yours..." The Queen shook her head. "I mean neither. Listen Betts, the truth is that it is about the sex. You know you're good. I'm worried that if I don't give it up now, I'd get addicted to it. I can't say no to you. If we keep this up, our relationship would just be about fucking. You're my best friend and I'll always love you, but I could never love you as a woman loves a man. We'd just be together for the sex."
"I can live with that," said Betty, her emotions a weird mix of pride and sorrow.
"I want more," said the Queen. Olivia jumped in her seat. Invisible fingers had just pinched and tugged on her nipples. They hardened under her uniform. A probing tendril from Betty's mind teased her clit and labia. She immediately started dripping with arousal. Betty was holding her head down so that her red hair hung down. She was looking upwards at Olivia testing her reaction. "Enough Betty. You're invading my privacy." She felt Betty's mental touch fade away, but not before one penis sized probe pushed into her pussy and disappeared. "No more Betty," said the Queen, standing. "I hope we can get past this and remain friends. You've always meant a lot to me and I don't want to lose you." The Queen straightened up. "I need to be alone for awhile. I'll see you when I get back."
The other heroes in the hall saw the Queen of Hearts head off to the roof and Betty stand up from her chair and run off in the other direction. Betty was clearly crying, but none of them knew why and Betty refused to let anyone into her room for several days afterward.
Olivia spent a week on a desert island in the Pacific trying to find herself and didn't see Betty's press conference. Betty stood behind the podium addressing the press. "Ladies and Gentlemen of the press, thank you for coming. I've called you here to announce my coming out." She paused as the chatter grew. She heard the word lesbian whispered. Betty grinned wryly. "No I'm not gay nor am I straight. I was with a man when the golden shower hit."
"Bettikinetic, are you saying that you're a dick-girl?" yelled a reporter.
"I am. Furthermore, the man I was with was a black African from Kenya, a good man, an officer on the cruise ship."
"Does that mean your penis is black?"
"Yes it is. I want it known that not all the dick-girls are crazy like Mad Maxine or suicidal like some of the others. Some can be heroes and I am a hero. I'm not somebody's sidekick. Bettikinetic was a sidekick." Betty pulled her cheerleading style top off revealing her tight sports bra top. The dark black rooster head on her chest between her DD bosom. She walked out from behind the podium. Her belly button was pierced and had a black rooster head pin in it. Betty was always known for wearing her cheerleading skirt and tight biker shorts. Now they knew why. She pushed the skirt down. There were gasps from the audience at the sight of the plump bulge running down one leg of the shorts. "From now on, I am BLACK COCK BETTY!"
The heroes lined up behind Betty to show their support, applauded and clapped her on the back. Betty answered a few more questions and then exited the press room at the Hall if Righteousness.
Coming out was the right thing to do for Betty. Sure, she got plenty of hate mail and her fan club lost about 60% of it's members. Teenage boys ripped her posters off their wall. She posed nude for Playgirl a month later getting paid well for both the cover and the spread of nude photos. It was the highest selling issue of the magazine ever selling a year's worth of the magazine in just that one month. People were curious what she looked like. Her fan club regained 25% of it's membership. She still got hate mail, but she also got new fan mail too from men and women. Betty also started getting laid a lot. There was no shortage of women (or men, but she turned them down) curious what her shower enhanced cock felt like. Some may have been bisexual and some liked men, but had bad relationships with men. Betty satisfied them all. Some of the finer pieces of ass, she kept dangling in case she wanted another go. Others, she left satisfied and never called them again. It left her feeling a little empty inside. She loved fucking, but deep down she wanted to love and be loved by only one woman and that one woman had rejected her.
I NEED YOUR BLACK COCK AGAIN
Olivia huddled in the shower, rocking as she wrapped her arms around her legs. The shower struck her, water cascading off her body, but it didn't make her feel clean. The water ran down to the drain and swirled around clumps of Baron Samedi's sperm, clogging the drain. His seed was so thick and rich it drained slower then the water. Most of it was off her, but her belly still felt full. She was filled with shame, but it was hard to regret. She'd enjoyed sucking off the Baron's cock even while TV cameras were pointed at her and all the congressmen watched her humiliation. His sperm had been the best meal of her life.
There was only one person whose sperm tasted almost as good as Samedi's. There was only one person she knew with a cock nearly as big as the Baron's, one person who could satisfy her needy pussy right now and drive the madness from her mind. She knew the dangers of addiction. The Wildcat cheer and spirit squad had counseled troubled youths against drug and alcohol abuse. She needed Betty's cock, but the more she had it in her, the more she risked becoming totally addicted to it.
Betty and Olivia had been civil to each other, but not friendly. She missed her one time constant companion more then Betty probably knew. Hooking up with Betty had been the greatest mistake of her life. Still, she was mad with desire for a large black cock and aside from busting the Baron out of jail, there was only one black cock available and it was only a few rooms away. Olivia stood and turned off the shower. She dried and went to her closet to get some underwear and her robe.
Ten minutes later she was holding her fist up to Betty's door, not sure if she should knock or not. Her arousal was driving her crazy and her fist came down on Betty's door several times.
"Who is it?"
"Betts, it's Olivia."
"Come on in."
Olivia heard the lock on the door click and then the door slowly opened of it's own accord. She wasn't prepared for the sight that greeted her. A girl squealed on the bed and pulled a pillow over her face. Her big breasted lean body was on full display. Her legs parted slightly, a fresh deposit of sperm leaking from an extremely well fucked pussy. Her belly and tits were also covered in Betty's hot seed. Betty was sitting on the side of the bed, smoking a cigar. Her cock fell over the edge, looking spent and leaking sperm. Betty's uniform lay on the floor along with a red bikini. The cups both had a T on them. "Tina?" asked Olivia.
"Oh my god! I'm so embarrassed," moaned Tina, moving the pillow aside. Her chin was crusted with dried sperm. "I couldn't help myself," apologized Tina. "After seeing the Baron..."
"You know how they say that seeing the Baron's cock is like getting slapped in the face with it," interrupted Betty. "Tina literally got slapped in the face with it."
"I ran between his legs to avoid getting punched and SMACK there it was," said Tina.
"I don't know what came over me, I was just so horny and Betty was there trying to comfort me and..."
"I understand," said Olivia. She fought to remain calm. She was starting to get angry and her fury was directed at Tina. Could it be jealousy?
"What do you want anyway?" asked Betty. She had the nerve to spread her legs open to display her cock more.



Olivia's eyes stared at the plump dangling cock and then at Tina, still looking sheepish for what she had done. Olivia couldn't blame her at all. "I just needed someone to talk to."
Betty nodded. "Tina, get lost."
"But?" asked Tiny Tina.
"I said get lost. Our Queen wants to talk to one of her loyal subjects."
"Okay," said Tina, meekly. She looked a little hurt, but there was something else in her eyes as she stared at Betty. Olivia thought awe would be the proper word or maybe reverence. Just like she had with Olivia, Betty had just given Tina the best fucking of her life.
Tina slipped off the bed and to her feet. She had once been shy, but constantly having your clothes slip off you when she changed size had made her used to being nude in front of many people and pictures of her were all over the internet. She wasn't used to being nude just after being so well fucked. As Tina stood up, a water balloon sized wad of sperm fell from her pussy to splatter on the carpet. It was followed by a constant drip of semen. All three women looked down between Tina's legs. Tina looked back up, her cheeks going bright red with embarrassment. "Eek!" she squeaked.
Tina had always been shy and easily embarrassed. Since the shower, her reaction to being embarrassed or quite frankly, her reaction to anything was to shrink. She shrank as if she were shrinking away from the situation and shrink was exactly what she did right then.
Tina grew smaller and smaller. They were still staring at her. They knew how embarrassed she was. Tina was five feet tall, four feet, three, two, one, six inches, and at one inch, she realized her mistake.
Tina nearly panicked as she got stuck in the very pool of sperm that had just leaked from her pussy. It was viscous and thick, like quicksand. Her body was coated with it. The thick liquid pulled and tugged at her body, pulling her head under until she couldn't breath.
Olivia shook her head as Tina grew back up to the size of a doll. The buxom little Barbie was covered in so much sperm, it was dripping off her body. She'd always been the clumsiest of the team. Even more embarrassed then before, Tina raced under Olivia's legs and to the open door, slipping through it. The patter of her feet echoed from the hall outside, growing louder as she grew back to normal size. Poor Tina raced for the fully functioning mansion model doll house she used as living quarters.
"So graceful," said Betty, sarcastically.
"Was she good?" asked Olivia, trying to contain her anger.
"Incredible," said Betty, taking a puff and finishing her cigar. "She can grow and shrink her snug little pussy around my cock. I'm probably gonna tap that again." She put her cigar out in a nearby ash tray. "What do you care anyway?"
"I don't," said Olivia defensively. "I mean I do, it's just that the unit cohesion of this team is important to me. I need to know what's going on."
"Just helping out a friend," said Black Cock Betty. "You know, like I helped out you."
Olivia had a strong urge to punch Betty up into orbit just to wipe the smug grin off her face. "So what did you want to talk about?" asked Betty. "Why are you here?"
"Dammit Betts! You know why I'm here."
"I want to hear you say it."
"I want your help again."
Betty nodded. "Better, but I want you to tell me what you want."
Olivia gulped. "I want you again."
"What is it you want from me?"
"I want your black cock AGAIN AAH!" Olivia jumped as Betty's mind started probing all her erogenous zones again. Invisible fingers pinched and pulled her nipples. Mental tendrils brushed down through her blonde pubes to press against her swelling clit and rapidly lubricating pussy. Olivia closed her eyes and moaned. "I'm sorry Betts, sorry for everything. I don't Oohhhh want you to think I'm just aaaahhhh using you, but I need your cock aaaahhhhgain."
Betty stood. "You are using me," she said. "But I'm okay with that. Now get your ass on your knees and suck my black cock, but first lets get you out of that robe."
Olivia opened her eyes as she felt the belt on her robe being tugged. Of course, it wasn't Betty's hand, but her mind loosening her robe. Betty's cock was sticking straight out now. It was plump, but limp, still looking spent. The skin on the shaft was moving along the thick cock in waves. Betty was mentally stroking herself back to erection. Even as Olivia's robe opened and fell off her, Betty's cock was thickening back up to full erection.
"Nice," said Betty, admiring Olivia's lingerie. "Did you wear that for me?"
Olivia didn't answer, but looked down in embarrassment, a part of her wishing she could shrink away like Tina. Just like a horny wife might put on lingerie to get her husband to notice her, she had dressed for Betty. The skimpy blue thong was sheer and covered little of her blonde bush and none of her ass. The bra was also sheer, not even covering the entire cups of her DD sized breast. Underneath, her entire areola were visible, puffed up, her nipples moving and bending under Betty's mental caresses. Sheer blue silk fell from the bra to cover her sexy belly.
"Nice," said Betty again. "But I prefer you naked."
The silk lifted up exposing Olive's navel. It stood straight out and with a powerful tug, it ripped off from the bra. Even as a startled Olivia jumped in surprise, her bra was unhooking in the front and her panty was tugging out exposing her blonde bush. Her breasts sprang free from the tight confinement even as the thong ripped apart in her ass and went flying. Naked, she stood before her former lover.
"Now, suck this cock like you missed it."
Olivia did miss it. She hated herself for missing it, for her need for it. She loved the cock, but hated what it had done to her friend. Betty wasn't just a girl with a cock, she was something else entirely, something not quite woman and not quite man. Olivia eagerly took the cock in her mouth and sucked it just like she had sucked the Baron's cock in the House of Representatives earlier that day.
"Oh god," moaned Betty, putting her hands in Olivia's hair. She pulled Olive's head up and down the shaft.
Olivia looked down the thick black shaft sticking out from her mouth and up Betty's black to reddish pubes, her pale sexy shapely belly, the black rooster head pin in her navel shining in the light. Betty's big breasts were thrust out, her areola puffy and swollen. Her proud rosy pink nipples fully extended. They were also bending and pulling as Betty mentally played with her own nipples as well as Olivia's. The big shock came when she reached Betty's face. Her eyes were closed and she was moaning, but she had tears streaming down her cheeks.
Olivia wanted to taste her friend's seed again, but she still could taste Samedi on her lips and her belly was still a little full. She buried her nose in Betty's pubes and then pulled back until the foot long cock sprang free of her mouth. Olivia grabbed the thick shaft and started jerking it. "Please fuck me, Betty?" she asked.
Betty opened her eyes and smiled down at her best friend. She reached down with her hand until Olivia took it and she pulled the blonde to her feet. She put her hand on Olivia's cheek lovingly. "I don't want to fuck you, Olive," she said, leading her around to the bed. She pushed the Queen of Hearts down on the bed. Olivia slid back to the pillow and Betty climbed on top of her. Olivia spread her legs as Betty guided her cock down to her soaked pussy. Betty pushed forward and her thick cock head pushed inside her friend's hot inviting pussy. "I want to make love to you."
Olivia squirmed a little as Betty mounted her and laid down. Their breasts pressed hard against each other. Betty turned her head and kissed her best friend passionately. Their tongues teased each other. Olivia raised her hips into Betty's probing cock feeling it slide deeper. Betty started bucking her hips, her cock head pushing against Olivia's cervix before pushing into her very womb. Olivia trembled beneath her, lifting her hips into each thrust of Betty's black cock. Both women moaned as they kissed and fucked.
Olivia broke the kiss first to throw her head back and cry out as she came. She could feel her pussy spasm all around the thick shaft stuffing it, her pussy trying to pull it in deeper wanting it's seed. Betty pushed herself up on her hands, continuing to thrust her cock in and out of the Queen of Hearts welcoming pussy. She bent down and pressed her lips against Olivia's nipple. She gently bit her nipple, pushing her tongue down against it only to suck her entire areola into her mouth. She moved her head right, doing the same to Olivia's other nipple, flicking it back and forth with her tongue. Olivia suddenly bucked beneath her, humping up into her cock as the Queen came again.
Betty pushed down on arms and arched her back, presenting her big breasts to Olivia. The Queen willingly pressed her own lips against Betty's nipples, sucking and teasing each of them in turn, biting one a little hard as she came for a third time.
Betty suddenly pulled back. She looked a little wild as she sat back on her knees, cupping Olivia's knees under her arms. She lifted Olivia's ass off the bed and began to thrust her penis in and out of the blonde as fast as she could. Olivia moaned loudly, thrashing on the bed. She reached out in lust for Betty's breasts, but they were out of reach. She put her hands down on the bed, nails digging into the sheets. The Queen's sexy belly started undulating towards the thrusting cock. Her entire body was tensing up and it felt like she might explode at any moment. Betty thrust her cock in deep, the first was of her ejaculate splattering all over Olivia's womb and the Queen did explode. Olivia had never cum so hard before. Her cum coated the black cock buried inside her pussy, squirting out the sides of their conjoined crotches even as Betty's sperm began to follow it. Betty kept bucking her hips, kept cumming even as Olivia continued cumming to. Betty's sperm had fill her womb and her pussy. It had nowhere to go and began spraying out. Soaking Betty's balls and saturating the bed sheets still wet from Betty's earlier encounter with Tina. Still both women continued cumming. Betty leaned down on Olivia again kissing the moaning woman. Still both women continued cumming. Betty reared up, grunting even as Olivia thrashed uncontrollably beneath her. Their orgasms turned into a super orgasm. Olivia's pussy milked the spurting cock, sucking more and more sperm from it. Betty's ejaculating cock actually picked up steam. The volume of semen increased, their combined ejaculate spraying out from their crotches. Finally Betty couldn't take it anymore. She yanked her cock out of Olivia's overflowing pussy even as she laid down on top of the blonde Queen. Her still spurting cock sent a powerful blast up Olivia's body that left her covered in sperm by a fan of seed that fell on Olivia's face to a long wad that pooled in her belly. Betty couldn't stop humping even as she pressed down on Olivia's body. Her cock was out of control, shooting wad after wad of semen between their two bodies coating both women's breasts, bellies and chins, making a sperm sandwich.
"Oh my god," moaned a half comatose Olivia when Betty's cock finally quit ejaculating.
"Fucking amazing," agreed Betty. She pushed herself off Olivia and arched her back, presenting her breast. To her delight, Olivia stared sucking all the sperm of Betty's nipple and breasts without hesitating. The Queen was finally getting over her shame and the weirdness of the situation. Things would be different after tonight and the two lovers could start making plans together. The emptiness inside Betty was gone. She'd never felt happier. "I think we need to sleep in your bed tonight," she told Olivia, bending down to kiss her friend and lover on the lips affectionately.
Olivia kissed her back. "We should probably shower first."
The two women kissed and scrubbed each others bodies during the shower. Betty's cock rose again and Olivia fell to her knees, taking it between her lips hungrily without being told. Fifteen minutes later, Betty's voluminous sperm became her dinner and she'd never had a better meal outside of the lunch the Baron had ejaculated down her throat earlier.
Later, they spooned in Olivia's bed. Betty was kissing her shoulder and neck. The Queen's eyes were lidded. The well satisfied woman was going to sleep very well that night or maybe not because the thick cock between her thighs was starting to stiffen again. She felt the tug of Betty's mind on her nipples. "I'm so happy Olive," whispered Betty in her ears. "Remember what I said about getting a place together?" She lifted Olivia's leg and guided her cock into her pussy yet again. "Lets do it. Then we can fuck all the time and not worry about getting caught by any of the other girls.
"Unh huh," moaned a content Olivia.
"Oh god Olive. I know it's early, but do you want children? I do. Let me put a baby in your belly."
Olivia's eyes flew open. "Um Betty?"
Betty quit thrusting her cock. She could feel Olivia tense up. "Too soon? I just fucked it up, didn't I?"
Olivia twisted her back to look at her friend. Her blue eyes stared into Betty's green ones. It was hard to believe that the eyes staring back at her were the owners of the giant cock now stuffing her pussy. "I'm sorry Betty. It's not you it's me."
Betty's face twisted up into an angry sneer. "I know it's fucking you. I fucking love you. I want to fucking be with you."
"I love you too Betts," she tried to express all her true affection for Betty with her eyes, but Betty's had gone cold. "I love you as my best friend. I love being with you, talking with you, fighting by your side. I even love having sex with you, but I don't love you romantically."
Betty sprang up, grabbing Olivia's hips, her mental powers helping to pull Olivia up onto all fours. "You bitch," cried Betty, thrusting her cock in deep. "I promised myself you would never hurt me again." Tears were rolling down Betty's cheeks again.
"I'm sorry. I'm sorry," begged Olivia, panting as Betty started fucking her from behind. "I don't want to hurt you. OH GOD!" She started trembling. "I thought you understood Betts?"
"Fuck you Olivia," growled Betty. "Fuck you and the high horse you rode in on." Her hands were on Olivia's hips. She wasn't so much fucking Olivia as she was pulling Olivia back into her cock and pushing her away. The Queen was trembling as an orgasm approached. "You're nothing but a whore whenever there's a big black cock around for you to play with." Olivia gave a loud moan, a mixture of denial and pleasure. Betty's mind grabbed the Queen's nipples and yanked on them harder then she had before. Olivia's reaction was to moan again and start pushing herself back into Betty's cock. Betty looked down at the little brown rosebud peeking at her between the cracks of Olivia's ass cheeks. Olivia's sphincter depressed and then opened. It opened wider and then closed. Olivia pulled away, her arm coming behind her to bat away the invisible fingers. She gave up still fucking back into Betty's cock even as the opening and closing of her sphincter grew wider and wider. The hole in her ass pushed deeper, opening and closing. Soon it felt like she was getting fucked by two cocks, one normal sized one in her ass and one monster in her pussy. Olivia couldn't help herself and she came all over Betty's thrusting cock even as the hole in her ass got even bigger.
Betty looked down at the half dollar sized hole in Olivia's ass. When she thought it was ready for her, she yanked her cock out of Olivia's pussy and brought the head up to the Queen's ass, pushing it in deep. Olivia groaned. She reached around behind her again, but instead of slapping the anal invader away, she wrapped her fingers around the thick shaft that was still sticking out of her ass. She released it and brought her hand down to brace herself on the bed, pushing her ass back into the cock. "Slut likes it up the ass," spat Betty, still angry. Suddenly Olivia's pussy ballooned up around an invisible cock as big as Betty's real cock. The blonde hero couldn't take it anymore. She came and came hard, all around the mental probe in her pussy. There was nothing actually in her and her cum ran out of her pussy in a stream.
"Slut wants two cocks now."
"Yes," moaned Olivia, lost in lust. It was like she was getting it from two cocks. For all intents and purposes, Betty did have two cocks, one foot long black cock above another foot long telekinetic cock. "Fuck my ass. Fuck my pussy," she hissed between clenched teeth. She felt like such a slut, but it felt good to give in to her desires. "Oh god I'm gonna cum again!"
"Me too slut," cried Betty, slapping one palm against Olivia's ass cheek. Betty spanked her hard, but Olivia would feel nothing. The harder the Queen was hit, the more her impervious skin repulsed it.
"Oh my god, I love it!" moaned the Queen as the orgasm tore through her body. The stream of cum leaking from her pussy turned into a torrent as her orgasm ran from her stretched out pussy. She felt the cock in her ass buck and then her bowels flooded with sperm.
Betty slammed her cock in and out of Olive's ass, letting her cum flow like crazy. Her ass filled quickly, semen began shooting out around the cock shoved up her ass. Betty yanked her cock out, jerking it and aiming it with her mind, making sure that she covered every inch of Olivia's back, ass, and blonde hair with semen. She inched back, slapping the Queen's ass again until Olivia rolled over, getting a blast of sperm in her face. Hot sperm struck her breasts and belly. It matted her blonde pubes. It dripped off her breasts. Sperm was shooting all over her bed, getting her sheets, pillows, and hitting the wall behind the bed. Betty wasn't done either. She let her cum shoot all over Olivia, again and again, until the Queen of Hearts was coated in as thick a layer of sperm as Tina had been when she'd nearly drowned in the sperm pool. Betty was still pissed, she strolled the Queen's bedroom, her mind stroking her cock so that her orgasm never stopped. Her mind bent the head left and right up and down, shooting sperm all over everything in sight. She covered Olivia's trophy shelf with dripping sperm, staring at the awards and statues the Queen had received for all her good works. She splattered sperm on the desk filled with pictures, of Olivia's family, of the Wildcat spirit and cheer squad, of the newly formed Righteous Squad team at the Hall of Justice, and one of Joe and Olivia that Betty held her cock right up to, the force of her cum knocking the picture over. Betty ejaculated everywhere in sight including the bathroom toilet seat, mirror, and Olivia's toothbrush. Finally done, Betty turned at the doorway, her cock hosing a stream of sperm all over the carpet before she finally released it and the thing went limp. With one last hate filled look at her one time best friend, still lying on the bed sexually spent and dripping with sperm, Betty turned and left the room.
Olivia moaned in contentment and satisfaction. She knew something was wrong, but all the orgasms had wiped her out. She wiped the sperm out of her eyes and looked on in horror at the sight of what Betty had done to her room. Olivia stood and marched to her bathroom. Her ass squished with each step, sperm trickled from her well fucked ass the whole way to the toilet. She sat down on the soaked toilet seat and tried to force all the sperm she could from her ass. She hated that she had actually enjoyed having Betty's cock shoved up her ass. It made her feel like such a slut to have enjoyed that, but then she'd also enjoyed having Betty call her a slut. It had triggered something inside her that had gotten her rocks off hard.



Olivia showered, still not happy with the cleanliness of her ass. She had a feeling, she'd be leaking for hours. She dressed in sweats, went down to the Hall's janitorial facilities and retrieved cleaning material. What would have taken eight hours to clean by a professional crew took twenty minutes for a super hero that could go super fast. Clean, the room still reeked of sperm and might well smell like this for days or weeks reminding her of Betty. Olivia sprayed some air freshener around. She went back to the bathroom, took another shower to clean up all the leakage from both her holes since the previous shower. Then she went to her closet, dressed in her Queen uniform. She already had a bag packed and she retrieved it. The Queen of Hearts sent off emails telling all the heroes that she was taking an extended vacation, marched up to the roof and took off.
THE QUEEN GOES HOME
A mile away and hidden half by a cloud, the Queen of Hearts would appear as just a speck to the construction workers. However, her eyes could zoom in on them as if she were ten feet away. She'd come to watch Joe for awhile now. She'd found out where he was working from his parents. He had a construction job and was currently on the roof of their current project, hammering away at the shingles. He looked good. Very fit, not much different at 23 then he had at 18 when they were together.
She'd followed him for awhile now like an unseen spy satellite in the sky. She followed him home, a nice condo, good for a bachelor. There was no sign of any woman's things in his apartment, he never called anyone or got calls from anyone other then a work mate and his parents. He mostly just sat in his chair, watched TV or played video games. He had a golden retriever to keep him company. Socializing was a few beers with the work crew during happy hour every Friday.
Today was the day she made contact. Olivia flew over to a building near the work site and slowly lowered herself down to an alley. She opened her travel bag and got changed.
******************
"Holy shit! I'm in love," said a construction worker, holding his hand over his heart and beating it.
"Dayumn! I got dis," said the crew's boss, a handsome black man that fancied himself a ladies man.
"Come on Joe, check this chick out. She looks like a fucking porn star."
Joe Hart hammered a nail into the shingle and looked up. His eyes going wide. The woman marching up to the site did indeed look like a porn star. She had on a tight white blouse, stretched out by her large bosom and showing impressive cleavage. She had on a short black skirt that showed off legs accentuated by high heels. Her blonde hair was tied back on her head and she wore dark rimmed glasses over her face. She was the secretary or business executive that would walk into the room and at her bosses insistence, let her hair down, take her glasses off and start undoing her blouse while the male porn star pulled his cock out. "Jesus," muttered Joe.
"Told ya. I never seen a finer looking piece of ass."
"That's my ex-girlfriend," said Joe still staring.
"That is your ex! Now I see why you never got over her. You didn't tell me she was into porn."
"She's not," said Joe. "She's just well developed."
"I don't think she looks like a porn star, she looks like the Queen of Hearts to me," said another crewman.
"All those meteor freaks look like porn stars."
Joe glanced at his colleagues wryly. He turned back and watched his black boss chatting up his ex-girlfriend. His boss looked up at him and then at the blonde and then back up at the roof. Joe stood up. "Hey Hart," yelled the boss. "Someone to see ya."
Joe's heart was beating fast as he climbed down the ladder. Technically he hadn't seen Olivia since she dumped him. He had driven by her parents house dozens of times on major holidays and caught the occasional glimpse of her visiting and of course he kept up on her exploits. He came around the side of the house and approached her. Her lips curled up, the grin spreading across her beautiful face until she was smiling broadly at him. She seemed very pleased to see him. "Hello Joe," she said.
"Olive," he nodded. "Good to see you."
"You too." She opened her arms to give him a hug. He held his arms out, then they fell. Both took a step towards each other then backed off in awkwardness. "You look good."
"So do you," replied Joe. "The same as you did in high school. Well not everything." It was hard meeting the gaze of a buxom woman like Olivia Queen. Every instinct in his brain was trying to pull his eyes down to stare at her cleavage instead. That's where all his coworkers eyes were. Olivia had virtually stopped all work on the house. He'd loved her firm average breasts in high school, but he had to admit the swollen globes of her new breasts were magnificent. He regretted that he hadn't gotten to see them before she dumped him. "What are you doing here?" he asked, both curious and suspicious.
"I've been thinking a lot about you lately," she said after taking a deep breath. "I've missed you a lot since we broke up."
"You dumped me remember."
"I remember, but Joe, I never wanted to hurt you."
"Well you did. It still hurts. It hurts seeing you now and on the news every night."
"That's not what I meant. I didn't want to hurt you, physically. Joe, I've flown into an active volcano and bored new lava tunnels to keep it from destroying a city. I can pick up a M1A1 battle tank and toss it two miles without breaking a sweat. Back then I wasn't used to my powers. I was scared. Scared, I might hurt someone especially someone I loved. I was scared I'd kill you.
"That's why you broke up with me?" Joe looked stunned. "I wish you'd told me. I've spent the last five years going over and over in my head what went wrong. I thought the super hero thing had gone to your head and you thought you were better then me. I was too normal for you."
"Normal is all I ever wanted."
"So why are you here? Why come to see me now? We could have stayed friends."
"Joe," said Olivia staring into her ex's eyes, looking for a reaction. "I've gotten used to my powers. I'm not scared any more."
Joe's eyebrows shot up and his forehead wrinkled as it hit him. "You want to get back together?"
"Yes," said Olivia. "I want to try at least."
"Jesus, Olive," moaned Joe. He was actually shaking a little. He'd dreamed this would happen someday. "You broke my heart. I'm not sure I could take being dumped again."
"Breaking up with you broke my heart to. All I ever wanted was to cheerlead, go to college with you, get married and start a family. I wish I'd never gone on that stupid cruise."
"Me too," said Joe.
"Can we at least have coffee then?" she asked. "We can talk it over."
"Sure, that sounds good," he replied. "I'm off in an hour. There's a coffee shop a block away. We can talk things over. Take it slow."
"Slow is good," said Olivia.
Coffee turned to dinner. Dinner turned to Olivia going home with Joe where he finally got to see her new enhanced breasts as well as the rest of her. A clearly emotionally overwhelmed Joe didn't last long when she mounted him. Despite his lack of staying power and having a penis only half the size of Betty's, Olivia was surprised to find herself cumming as he shot his small wad of sperm into her pussy. It wasn't a sexually overwhelmed orgasm, it was a love orgasm and she hadn't had one of those in five years.
They were married a month later. Both their families were overjoyed to see the two high school lovebirds back together. The wedding and reception was a joyous occasion. Joe's coworkers were awed by the sheer number of gorgeous women that showed up on the bride's side. Most of the Wildcats were there and some other friends who served the Hall of Righteousness from time to time. Betty was the standout absentee. She would have been maid of honor, had already been told she would be maid of honor at Olivia and Joe's planned wedding five years ago. Olivia just looked sad and explained that as second most powerful hero at the Hall, Betty had to stay and monitor the global computers for signs of trouble. Joe nodded, suspecting there was something more to the story, but never suspecting the truth.
The reception party lasted four hours. Everyone had a great time and got drunk, laughing and dancing. As often happens at weddings, some of the bride's maids got overly emotional, drunk, and they hooked up with some of the male guests. Joe's boss and another coworker ended up sleeping with Dream Shadow and Sister Sponge. Both men had the best nights of their lives.
Taking it slow was already out the door. Olivia went off birth control immediately and within a year, she was pregnant even as she took her real estate exam. Joe with the help of his coworkers built them a private house near the woods, so the Queen of Hearts could come and go as needed and she was needed, often, but she only took the big jobs that the rest of the Hall couldn't handle without her.
When Emma was born, they shared time raising her. Joe worked part time while Olivia showed houses and she stayed home when he worked on jobs. Everything had turned out exactly as they had both always wanted it to be.
Olivia, Joe, and Emma were a happy family.
THE FALL OF THE QUEEN OF HEARTS
The Baron took her hand and led the Queen towards the couch bed. Her new larger breasts swayed and jiggled as she walked. He sat her on the bed and she scooted back so that he could kneel between her legs.
"What do you want her to do, Sam?" asked Selassie. "Do you want an airhead bimbo? Do you want a slave? Do you want her to call you master?"
"Master would be nice," answered the Baron. He ran his large black hands down her smooth wide legs and pulled them apart.
"Semen Sez call him master. Call us all master."
"Yes, Master," said the Queen.
"What else?' asked Simon.
"That is enough for now, mon ami," said the Baron. He only had eyes for her pussy now. It was wet and glistening with arousal. Simply luscious. "I want to take her on my own merits." He addressed Olivia. "What comes next is up to you, Mrs. Hart. I think it's about time we finally fuck."
Olivia leaned up and stared at the black monster rearing up between the Baron's legs. That thing had haunted her dreams for going on ten years now. That fat scary thirteen inch black cock had driven her into the arms and onto the cock of her best friend. She'd blown her husband on his birthday last month, but in her mind she was kneeling back in the House of Representatives sucking the Baron's much larger cock. Olivia often fantasized or dreamed of all the things she'd done with Betty, but in her mind, the Baron took Betty's place. She was in the shower with the Baron or it was the Baron's cock taking her anal cherry. Sometimes, he even took Joe's place.
The Baron reached down to grab her wrist, pulling her hand over to the rampant cock jutting out between his legs. She grabbed the shaft and didn't let go when he released her wrist. The Queen let her hand glide along the hard ridged surface of the most beautiful cock in the world. It throbbed in her hand, powerful, vibrant, and potent. "Well what will it be?" asked the Baron.
Olivia pulled on his cock, tugging it towards her needy pussy. She bent down the steel hard shaft aiming it towards her opening. "Fuck me, master."
The Baron's head turned clear and his skull shined forth, the eyeballs still visible and lit up with triumph. The skull faded again, the human head returning. He leaned over her wedging the head of his cock though her hand, the bulbous head poised on her pussy already leaking copious amounts of precum on her labia. "This has been a long time coming," he growled.
"Yes, master. It has." Olivia opened her legs wider as the Baron's cock entered her for the first time. "Aaahhh," she moaned, spreading her legs wider.
Baron Samedi watched his cock head disappear between the folds of her pussy lips. He worked the tip around a little before pushing it deeper. "Merde! Tu es pussy et tres bien," he groaned, pushing his cock deeper and fighting the urge to bury it. "How does it feel my queen?"
"So big, so good, master" she moaned, squirming beneath him. It had been five years since she last felt a truly big cock inside her and she hadn't realized until this point how much she had missed it, how much she needed it. The Baron was bigger then Betty both in length and width. The most superior cock in the world. "It's stretching me out, master."
"Your pussy is so tight," he growled. "So hot and wet." Samedi was as much in awe of Olivia's pussy as she was of his cock. He was built to fuck. That was his gift from the golden shower, not his super strength, invulnerability, genius, or his lame power to turn semi invisible. No, fucking was his true gift and he had made good use of that gift too. He had fucked over four thousand women in the ten years since the shower. Weekly, he took a woman during mass at one of his churches, the entire congregation witnessing her rapture. His priests called him Papa Fecund or Father Fruitful as the woman usually ended up pregnant. He pushed his cock deep, feeling the head penetrate the cervix and push into the womb. Her pussy lips kissed his pubic hair as he buried his cock.
"You're so deep, master," she cried, tears of pleasure rolling down her cheeks. "I think I'm going to cum soon."
Samedi held his cock buried. Thousands of women and no pussy had ever felt this good wrapped around his cock. Normal women couldn't take all thirteen inches. La Sirene could and the other heroes or villains he'd fucked over the years. He'd seduced and fucked both Mary and Juana at one of the summits between Haiti and Jamaica. They had all felt amazing, but nothing like the Queen's pussy. Olivia's pussy seemed contoured to accept his cock. It gripped and squeezed every square centimeter of his black shaft, the contractions of her muscles slowly masturbating his cock, trying to suck his seed right out of his balls and into her fertile womb. "This is destiny mon amour. This is what we were created for. We were born to fuck each other. You will come to love me and are children." The Baron flexed his cock, feeling the walls of her pussy tremble all around his shaft. The milking motions increased. He flexed his cock again. This time her hips leaped off the bed.
"No master, you feel amazing, but I love my husband," she moaned, head thrashing on the pillow as she tried to fight his growing power over her and her growing orgasm.
"Semen sez his words are true," said Selassie.
"Cum you slut," growled the Baron, flexing his cock again.
"Yes, master. I'm cumming. I'm cumming all over your big black cock," screamed Olivia.
Her pussy vibrated and the Baron felt his cock grow warmer and wetter. Her orgasm squirted out around their conjoined crotches. Her hips were still bucking as she came. The Baron couldn't take it any longer. He bellowed like a bull, slipped his arms under her knees and lifted her up. The Baron lost all self control slamming his cock in and out of her as fast as he could. They would have plenty of time in the future for a long slow fuck. For now he needed to flood her pussy with his seed.
"UGH! UGH! UGH! OH MASTER! I'm cumming again. CCUUMMIINNGG!!" Olivia screamed and moaned as she came all over his thrusting cock. She couldn't stop cumming. "I Love it! I LOVE YOU MASTER!"
Betty stared at her best friend, Olivia finally succumbing to her need for her arch enemy. Her eye ticked with jealousy. It was her cock that Olivia should be cumming all over. It was Betty, she should be screaming out her love for. Still it was the hottest, most wanton thing she'd ever seen, better then any porno.
Selassie stared on too. He had no idea the Queen was so magnificent. If he had, he would have tried to take her for himself a long time ago. He fully understood, Samedi's obsession with her.
"I'm going to cum, Queen," growled the Baron. He dropped her knees and hunched over her, kissing and sucking one of her new giant nipples into his mouth. He moved over and attacked the next nipple.
"Fuck me, master. Fuck me." Olivia writhed beneath him, continuing to cum as he fucked her. "FUCK ME!" Her orgasm got bigger when his lips found her newly enhanced nipples. Their sensitivity had grown with their size. It was almost more pleasure then she could bare. He finally quit sucking her nipples and kissed up her chest and neck, finding her lips. She found her lips kissing a skull so she closed her eyes. He broke the kiss and reared back, his thrusts losing their rythym. "Fuck me, master."
"Here it cums, my love," he growled, face phasing back in. "Do you want me to pull out?"
"No," she whimpered. "Master. Don't pull out."
"Merde," he groaned, unable to hold back much longer. "You're ovulating, my queen. Do you want my seed filling that fertile pussy?"
Olivia whimpered again. She saw Joe and Emma waving at her as she flew off. She loved them dearly, more then she loved life itself, but the Baron had broken her. If she'd known it would be this good, she would have given in to him a long time ago. The sperm wiggled in her brain and she knew she now loved Samedi as much as she did her husband. "Seed me, master," she whispered, wrapping her legs around his hips. "SEED ME!"
Samedi slammed his cock forwards and she felt the first wad of ejaculate explode into her womb. Her pussy contracted all around his ejaculating cock sucking his seed deeper inside her. His cock continued to cum, sending jet after jet of his potent seed into her. He could have cum longer, forever even if he had kept moving his cock, but he felt compelled to keep it buried inside her filling her womb with millions of sperm. Her pussy helped him along, her contractions milking his cock so that he kept cumming long after he normally would have quit.
When he was finished, he sat up, keeping his cock buried in her. Both the Baron and the Queen looked down at their conjoined crotches. The Queen of Hearts looked five months pregnant. Her womb was swollen and filled with so much sperm, it had ballooned up. Samedi held his cock, reluctant to remove it. It fell limp and shrunk some. White sperm started leaking out of her pussy around his shaft. He slowly withdrew his cock letting the cork out of the bottle, his seed poured from her pussy like a river, her belly slowly going back to normal size. "What have I done?" whispered the Queen staring at the cum river flowing from her pussy.
"You did what you were born to do," replied the Baron. He rose to his feet and walked over to his clothes. "It's time we extract," he announced. "Simon, reprogram the Queen of Hearts."
"Wait," said Semen Sex, removing all his clothing. His long white cock was slowly rising.
"What are you doing?" asked the Baron. "The longer we wait, the more heroes will be arriving on the scene."
"Not until I've had my turn with the Queen," replied the albino.
"NO!" growled the Baron, sending the full force of his will in the statement. A normal man would have froze and quivered with fear. Semen Sez just smirked and continued undressing. "She is mine. We had a deal."
"The deal still stands, mon, but I would have her before we leave. Then she is all yours. I had no idea dis woman was such an amazing creature."
Baron Samedi thought about stopping the albino, but thought better of it. Simon controlled the Queen after all and if the Jamaican emperor betrayed him, the Queen would fight on his side. Their alliance was tentative at best. It always had been, even when they were petty drug dealers before the shower. He glanced over at the dick girl. Betty was pulling her bicycle shorts off too. He wrinkled his nose in distaste as her huge black cock sprang into view. "What do you think you're doing?"



"I want to fuck her one last time too."
"Fine then. You both have your way with her, but then she is all mine. The Queen will be my royal concubine and bare me many sons and daughters." Samedi felt a sinking feeling in his stomach. Jealousy wasn't a common emotion for him to have and it felt strange. He didn't want to see any other cock, but his penetrating his beloved Queen.
"Roll over," ordered the albino. Olivia slid back a little more to escape the soaked bed between her legs. Sperm was still dribbling out, not a river any longer, but a swift stream.
"Semen sez roll over." This time the sperm attached to her brain wiggled and she happily rolled over. "Get onto all fours." The sperm was still making her obey him and she complied even though he hadn't said semen sez,
Simon climbed onto the bed behind her and moved up. He'd never seen his cock so hard before. It wasn't the first time, he wished it were a proud black cock and not the pigment free pale cock whiter then a Caucasian's that was jutting out between his legs. His pale hand gripped the base of his cock while his other hand grabbed and squeezed the luscious white ass presenting itself to him. His hand was paler then the white woman's ass cheek, his colorless nails even whiter. He stared with distaste at the remains of the Baron's voluminous cum still dripping off her clit. "Semen sez push out the Baron's seed." The Queen's body reacted, her pussy and womb contracting to push the rest of Samedi's semen from her body. The drips grew to a steady stream. Semen Sez still didn't want sloppy seconds. "Semen Sez orgasm."
Pleasure racked the Queen's body. Her aching uterus fluttered as orgasmic contractions began flooding her pussy, radiating out to engulf her entire body. "Aaaahhh! Aaaah! Unnnhhh!" The Queen's cum quickly squirted out from her pussy actually spraying the huge pale cock head poised to enter her with her juices. "Aaaaahh! AAAHHH!!! Arghhhh! Unnnnhhhh!" Her cum pushed out the remains of the Baron's seed. The fluid now dripping from her quivering pussy now clearer. "AAAAHH! Aaaaahhh! Cumming! Aaaahhh! CCUUMMIINNGG!!!!"
"Semen Sez stop."
The Queen had been on all fours. Her new larger breasts hanging all the way down to the mattress. The intensity of the orgasm weakened her to the point she collapsed forward onto her head, her ass still thrust up presenting itself to Selassie.
Simon moved his cock up to the entrance to her inviting pussy. She was so soaked that his golf ball sized cock head easily slid into her. A soft moan came from the Queen's head still buried in the mattress. He grabbed her hips and slammed his cock in to the hilt. Simon slapped her ass while he slammed his cock in and out of her pussy. Her pussy was amazing, hugging and gripping his cock, reluctant to release him, trying to hold his shaft in deep. He wanted this woman all to himself, but he had no intention of turning on the Baron. Not that he trusted Samedi, but Selassie had more honor the the Hatian. Besides, if Samedi turned on him, Simon still had control of the Queen.
Semen Sez slid his hand along her ass cheek. His thumb moved over to her puckered little anus. He brought his hand up and sucked his thumb into his mouth, lubricating it before putting it back near her rosebud. He pressed the pale thumb with the white fingernail agains ther anus and pushed it inside. Olivia's ass reared up into his thumb. She thrust her ass back into his thrusting cock. "FFUUCCKK! Cummmiinnggg!!" she cried, squirting all over his cock.
He grinned in triumph. "Was it good?" he asked.
"Yes, master," she replied, still fucking back into his thrusting cock.
"Was it the best?"
"No, master," she replied honestly. "The Baron's cock is the best."
Simon sneered. Behind him, the Baron laughed. We'll see about that, he thought. Simon took his thumb from her ass and reached out to grab the lustrous blonde hair of the Queen of Hearts. He pulled on her hair, forcing her to push herself back onto all fours and even to rear backwards, thrusting her expanded EE breasts outward. Her new saucer sized areola were swollen, the fatter longer nipples fully hard and stabbing outwards. Simon continued fucking her as he bent over her. He kissed her neck and then brought his face up to her ear. "Semen Sez," he whispered. "You're a slut Olivia Queen Hart. You will serve the Baron faithfully, but your slut nature is manifest. You will service any and all big cocks you see. Do you understand?"
"Yes, master. I am a slut," she groaned back.
"And semen sez that my cock is the best you've ever had. Tell the world that as I fuck you." Simon let go her hair and she fell back onto all fours.
"Ohmygod! Shit! Fuck! Fuck me. Fuck me," moaned the Queen. "Your cock is driving me crazy. I'm cumming again. CCUUMMIINNGG!! Fuck me, Simon. Fuck me. You're the best. I love your cock. Don't ever pull out. Shit! I'm cumm... AAAHHHH!!!! Oh god, I love your cock so much." Tears of happiness started rolling down Olivia's cheeks.
"Enough Simon," growled the Baron. He hadn't heard the whispered commands that Selassie had given her. His entire body turned to a skeleton as he tried to repress his jealousy and anger. "We need to hurry."
"Alright, I'm getting close," said Simon, trying to hide his grin of triumph.
"God yes," groaned Olivia, grinding her pussy back into his cock. "Seed me, baby. Give me you hot cum. I've never been fucked so good before. Gonna cum again."
"Me too," growled Simon. He buried his cock and felt the cum welling up in his balls. It shot up, hosing the Queen's womb with his fetile seed.
"YYEESS!!" Olivia collapsed again as a giant orgasm overwhelmed her.
Simon followed her down as she collapsed entirely on her stomach. His kept his spurting cock buried. He fell on top of her. His head by hers. He whispered in her ear. "Semen sez I'm impregnating you."
Inside Olivia body, an already fertilized egg split as one of the Simon's sperm slid up to and into the newly split egg. Simon had quit thrusting, though her pussy milked his cock for more seed. Eventually, he did quit cumming and he slowly pulled it out and climbed off her. "That was the best," moaned Olivia, her ass was slowly rising and falling as if she were still fucking him. "This pussy is yours whenever you want it."
"BAH!" growled the Baron, unable to hide his distaste or disbelief the the albino had just out fucked him. "We need to move."
"Not until I've had mine," said Betty. She sat down on the executive chair. Her erect cock jutting upwards. She had betrayed her best friend, but felt little remorse. She wanted to feel her cock buried in Olivia's pussy one last time before she left to serve the Baron forever. "Make her come service me Selassie."
Oliva climbed off the bed and walked over to her former best friend, sidekick, and lover. Simon's sperm leaked from her pussy with each step. "Why would he have to make me come fuck such a nice cock?" the newly turned slut asked. Olivia spun around and backed into Betty's up thrust cock. Both women moaned as Olivia lowered herself onto Betty's cock. "Oh god, I've missed your cock, Betty."
Betty wanted to cry. She was overwhelmed with guilt. She had been close enough to hear Semen Sez's whispers turn Olivia into a slut, but still her heart broke. "I love you Olive," she cried.
"I love you too, Betts," moaned Olivia raising and lowering herself over Betty's cock. She ground her ass into Betty's crotch. Simon and Samedi were staring at the two women, watching with fascination. Olivia thought it was hot being watched while she fucked Betty. "I missed you. I should have married Joe, but kept fucking you. I want to keep fucking you, Betts. I want you to fuck my ass again. Alright? Say you'll fuck me in the ass again?"
"I'll fuck you in the ass again," replied Betty, still feeling sad.
"Thank you, master. Your cock is making me cum"
Nearby Simon and Samedi stared at the Queen fucking backwards into Betty. Betty had reached around and started pinching Olivia's elongated nipples. The Queen's orgasmic juices were leaking all over Betty's big splayed balls. "I'm disgusted, but I can't look away," said the Baron.
"Your cock says otherwise, mon" replied Simon.
The Baron looked down at his entirely rejuvenated cock that grew while watching the Queen fucking the shemale. "Your cock appears to like it as well."
Semen Sez looked down at his fully erect cock. The pale white dreadlocked Jamaican looked over at the Baron. "I tink it's fuckin hot, mon."
Olivia rose up off Betty's cock and swung around. She straddled Betty's legs and lowered herself over Betty's slick cock again. This time facing Betty. Her EE breasts smashed into Betty's CC's as she leaned into her best friend and the two women kissed passionately.
Olivia kissed down Betty's neck and bent down so that she could suck one of Betty's rosy colored nipples into her mouth. Her tongue teased Betty's nipple.
Simon walked closer to the two women. He stared at Olivia's bouncing ass. The Queen of Heart's rosebud was stetched open and was rippling as if an invisible force was fucking it. It took him a moment to realize that Black Cock Betty must have been using her powers on it. Olivia reared her head back as Betty buried her face in the blondes breasts. "Cumming," moaned Olivia. Fresh fluids began soaking and dripping off Betty's big balls.
Betty cried. She removed her head from Olivia's nipple. She looked up at the Simon through tear filled eyes. "Make her mine Selassie," she whispered.
"I already made a deal with the Baron," replied Semen Sez.
"I want her," she cried again.
"So do I, but a deals a deal." Simon leaned down. "I'll grant you one thing though."
"What's that?"
"Wait and see."
"I'm going to cum," groaned Betty.
"Do it Betts. Give me your cum. Fill me with your seed." Olivia started fucking her faster. Her blue eyes stared lovingly into Betty's wet green ones.
"No," hissed Betty though gritted teeth. Sweat beaded her forehead. "I want to hold off. Don't want this to be the last time."
"Oh Betty," moaned Olivia, arching her back and pulling Betty into her up thrust chest. "It won't be. It won't be. I love fucking you so much. I'll come by to visit your cock often. You can put your cock wherever you want, master. I promise." Olivia pushed Betty back and brought her lips down to Betty's mouth kissing her again.
"Can't hold back," hissed Betty around Olivia's soft lips.
Semen Sez watched in fascination as Betty's balls started jerking. Waves of clear fuid were pouring down the swollen black balls as the Queen came. The clear fluid turned white as Betty's sperm mixed with Olivia's cum. He leaned next to Olivia's ear. Her eyes were closed and her body was trembling as she came all over Betty Black Cock's black cock. "Semen sez Betty's impregnating you," he whispered.
Betty's eyes opened wide in shock. "Thank you," she mouthed to Simon. Inside Olivia the egg now split into three. A sperm from each villain inside the three duplicate eggs.
Olivia gave Betty the most passionate kiss of her life, their mouths wide open as their tongues dueled. Finally, the Queen slowly raised herself up off Betty's cock. It fell, sticking straight out, pearls of cum leaking from the end. Oliva grasped the big cock with both hands, milking the cum out. She held the big head up to her blonde pubes and squeezed the last of Betty's cum into her pubic curls. Olivia looked at it, licking her lips sluttily at the sight.
A naked drone ran into the room. He had an AK47 across his chest. His long dangling cock slapping against his thigh as he ran. "All hail the Baron," he announced. "Brobdinagia has shown up outside."
"Thank you. Return to your post." The Baron watched his soldier salute and turn and leave. "We need to move."
"Let me take care of this first," said Olivia, strolling up to the Baron, Betty's sperm leaking from her with each step. She knelt before him and took his cock in her mouth. A moan formed deep in her throat as she began sucking him.
"I suppose the hostages will keep us safe," said Samedi, grabbing her head and guiding her up and down his cock. This lovely creature would be servicng his cock daily from then on out.
Simon strolled over. He kneeled and pulled her ass up into his cock. The Baron slowly kneeled as Olivia continued sucking him and Simon pushed his albino cock deep into her pussy again. They fucked and sucked for several minutes before Semen Sez announced, "I made dem, I want to play wit dem." He pulled out and laid down on the carpet, holding his cock up. "Bring dem big titties over here."
Olivia quit sucking the Baron and straddled Simon. "Wow," she purred sluttily. "Two big cocks all for me." She lowered herself down over Simon's cock. The albino wasted no time grabbing and squeezing areola so big, they almost filled his hands. The Baron walked around to her head and slapped his cock against her face.
"Why not make it three big cocks," said Betty, kneeling behind Olivia's ass.
"Yummy," said Olivia, kissing the Baron's cock head and sucking him into her mouth again.
"What did you do to her, Selassie?" asked the Baron. His cock shot down Olivia's throat until she was kissing his pubes. Betty had just shoved her cock deep inside Olivia's ass forcing the Queen forward onto Samedi's cock.
"Nubthing," lied Simon, his mouth stuffed with Olivia's swollen nipple. "You muth haft woken her inner sluth."
"I see," said the Baron, agreeing. She wouldn't be the first or last woman his cock turned into a complete slut though sometimes the oppostie occurred and his cock ruined women for sex with any other man. Those women and their constant begging could be quite pathetic.
Olivia was in heaven. Her three favorite cocks were inside her. She was cumming over and over again as she got the fucking of her life. This was the dawning of a new day. The Baron had barracks filled with his hung drone soldiers that would be dying to service her carnal needs.
"No one sucks a cock this good," moaned the Baron. Cum welled up in his balls, shooting up his shaft and down her throat. The Queen pulled back wanting to taste his delicious semen, gulping it down as fast as he ejaculated. The Baron couldn't help himself pulling back and aiming a blast of sperm at her face and breasts.
"Not cool, mon," complained Simon as the Baron's sperm dripped off her breasts and onto his pale white chest. Not to mention coating his hands where he was squeezing Olivia's nipples. Simon delighted in watching Olivia's sexy body bouncing on his cock even as the gorgeous redhead appeared behind her shoulder. It was a shame what had happened to Betty. She would have made a worthy sexual conquest. A sinister idea occurred to Selassie as he watched Betty's face while she fucked Olivia's ass. "Get off a second, you should swallow me again," he said, pinching Olivia's nipples. The Queen frowned reluctant to release his big cock from her pussy, but she obeyed, sliding her pussy forwards until his cock plopped out.
Semen Sez slipped out from under her and slowly rose to his feet. He brought his foot long albino snake up to her mouth and she eagerly took the head inside her. Betty grabbed Olivia's hips pulling and pushing her hard into her thrusting cock even as Olivia bobbed her head along Simon's cock. "Shit, gonna cum," groaned Betty.
Simon peered at the beautiful redheads face. Her eyes were scrunched up in concentration as her orgasm approached. "Speed up," he ordered the Queen. Olivia's head bobbed faster as she put some of her super speed into it. Simon felt the seed building up in his balls. The first wad would contain 56 million 548 thousand 321 sperm.
"FUCK!!" cried Betty, throwing her head back and slamming her cock as deep in Olivia's ass as it would go. Her hot seed began flooding Olivia's bowels even as the Queen of Hearts began cumming along with the squirting cock in her ass.
Simon's cock swelled up. It ached with it's need for release. Betty's eyes were closed and her mouth was open as she moaned in orgasmic pleasure. The sperm shot up Simon's balls even as he yanked his cock from Olivia's mouth. He stepped to the side, jerking his shaft bringing the head up to Betty's open mouth.
"Fuck my ass," screamed Olivia.
Betty opened her eyes at Olivia's voice just in time to see her danger. The pale bloated head of Simon's cock was inches from her mouth. She was staring crosseyed down the long shaft even as it swelled to it's maximum size. She shut her mouth and eyes just as the cock head exploded, the Baron's sperm filled semen splattering off her lips and her entire face.
Simon felt an invisible hand grab his spurting cock and slam it up against his chest. His remaining sperm erupted like a fountain all over his chest. He grabbed his cock, trying to bend it back down, but the force of will holding it in place was stronger then the muscles in his arms. He quit ejaculating and the force holding his cock released it, but an invible fist caught him on the chin and sent him flying backwards.
Betty wiped the sperm from her eyes, seeing Olivia's uniform nearby. She grabbed it, using the bright red heart on the chest to wipe all the semen off her mouth and lips area. Being the albino's slave was the last thing she wanted. "I'll kill you for that Selassie," she growled, throwing the sperm covered uniform down.
"Can't blame me fo tryin, mon," he moaned, sitting up and rubbing his chin.
"ENOUGH," stated the Baron bringing his will to bear on the two villains who immediately stopped to listen. "We need to move."
A muscular black man in a security guard uniform entered the room. "All hail the Baron," he shouted. "Femme Force has arrived outside, sir."
The Baron's eyes narrowed. Femme Force was the second most powerful team of heroes after the Hall of Righteousness. Powerful forces were swiftly gathering outside. He couldn't think of any members powerful enough to risk his killing the hostages yet. "Guard," he said, addressing the black man. "There's a package on the desk there. Take it and escort the Queen to the bathroom."
"What is it?' asked Olivia.
"Your new uniform, my Queen," he replied.
"I'm happy with my old, thank you."
"Simon," said the Baron.
"Semen sez do as the Baron says and put on the new uniform. You will love it."
Olivia's brain itched. She turned to follow the guard who now had the package under his arm. He escorted her to the bathroom where she cleaned herself up using the sink and paper towels. "Why Eddie?" she asked the guard.
Eddie was expressionless. "I wanted the cock and the muscles," he stated. La Sirene is hard to resist. I had a wife and two sons."
"You still do," said Olivia, now clean and opening the package.
"No, there is only the Baron and my service to him. All hail the Baron. All hail Samedi."
"I'll find a way to help you, Eddie," she promised. Just as soon as she figured out a way to help herself. She pulled a pair of black gloves and black boots from the box. Next was a skimpy bikini top. "Is this a bikini cup or an eye patch," she said, sperm wiggling in her brain making her love the new uniform. It was so much better then her old.
Eddie watched her change. His newly enhanced cock extended and grew. He loved La Sirene and served the Baron, but the woman before him was magnificent. "You look amazing," he told her.
"Thank you. I feel incredible. So sexy and liberated. I love my new suit," said the Queen tying the mask around her eyes. It was identical to her red one only this mask was black.
She stood tall and proud looking at herself in the mirror. She turned. "I see you do like my suit," she said, her gloved hand grabbing the swollen cock beneath his pants.
Eddie watched as the Queen of Hearts kneeled before him. She unzipped his fly and struggled to pull out his foot long black cock. She began sucking and jerking the shaft with her black gloved hand, not stopping until his cock had erupted down her belly.



Olivia Hart left the drained man standing in the bathroom. She strolled out into the main room. Betty, Simon, Samedi, La Sirene, and a dozen imperial guard stared at her. The hostages had been herded into another room. "Completely ridiculous, but hot as hell," said Betty, her eyes roaming up and down the Queen of Hearts new uniform.
"To be fair, I hadn't counted on Simon making her breasts grow so big."
"Dey better dis way, mon. She sexy as fuck."
"I agree," said Samedi.
"She still look like the Queen though. Semen sez go black."
Olivia reached up to scratch her head as she started itching. There was nothing she could do about it and it wasn't her head that was itching. It was her hair. She glanced at the long golden tresses hanging over her shoulder and watched as her hair color changed from blonde to raven black. The black traveled along from the roots in her head to the tip. Even her pussy tingled. She reached down and stretched out the tight black panty. Her curly blond pubes were gone too, replaced by the dark black hair. "What have you done to me?" she asked, horrified. Her mom's side of the family were proud of their blonde hair, blue eyed Nordic heritage.
"Yes," agreed the Baron. "What are you doing Simon? I prefer my Queen blonde."
"I like it," said Betty.
"I can change her back, mon," said Simon, checking out his new creation. "But she no look so much like da Queen of Hearts now, mon, bigger tits and darker hair. If the other heroes think you turned the Queen of Hearts, well, do you really want 500 or so angry cheerleaders storming your island kindom, mon?" Simon waited, but the Baron was silent. "I didn't tink so, mon."
"Fine," said the Baron. "It's time. Turn her to our side, Simon."
"Never," hissed Olivia. They might turn her into a slut, but they would never make a villain out of her. She gritted her teeth and took a step forward. One high heeled boot took a step towards the Baron. She clenched her teeth. The sperm in her brain, wiggled compelling her to stop. Sweat formed on her forehead. She moved her other foot, but she was too sluggish.
"Semen sez the Queen of Hearts never existed. You are the Queen of Spades."
Betty watched in horror as her best friend grabbed her head and collapsed to her knees. She appeared to be in pain as she struggled to fight Semen Sez's contol over her.
"You serve da Baron. His enemies are your enemies. You serve the nation of Hispaniola. The United States is your enemy. The Hall of Righteousness is your enemy. You will keep the drugs flowing from Jamaica to Hispaniola to the United States. Baron Samedi is your master. You love and obey him. Anyone that opposes the Baron is you enemy."
Samedi wringed his hands gleefully. This was his greatest triumph. With the Queen of Spades by his side, he would be unstoppable. She had quit struggling. She kneeled on the floor defeated. Her long dark hair hanging down over her face.
"There is no Queen of Hearts. Arise Queen of Spades. Semen sez it is so."
Olivia slowly raised her head. Her bright blue eyes hadn't changed, but the softness and compassion were gone from them. Betty felt like she was truly looking at a different person. Few would guess that this was once the world's greatest hero. The Queen of Spades rose to her feet. She looked over at Betty, her eyes going cold. "We were friends once Betty, back in high school."
"Best friends," agreed Betty.
"Then you betrayed me and joined the Hall of Wrongheadedness. It's good to see you've come around and joined the good guys again."
"Yes," said Betty.
Olivia moved around between Betty and the Baron, blocking his view. Her eyes flickered down to the bulge under Black Cock Betty's biker shorts. "Remain loyal and you shall be rewarded." Olivia's tongue flickered out and licked her lips, suggestively.
Betty felt her cock swell. "I will." Olivia looked so slutty in her new outfit with her new look.
Olivia turned around to the Baron, grinning as she laid eyes on her master. "Well my love, my ears are picking up an ever growing police presence outside. What are your orders?"
"Do you think you can get the vault open, mon amour?"
"Piece of cake," she said, walking over to him and kissing him passionately. Olivia walked over to the vault. She concentrated on the lock, red lasers shooting from her eyes. Her heat vision continued until the locking mechanism glowed red, turning molten, the steel beginning to melt. The Queen of Spades grabbed the handle and pulled. The lock snapped and the door swung open.
The vault was filled with gold and some paper bonds. Bars of bullion glistened as light from the room hit them. Millions of dollars worth. Enough gold to help the economies of Hispaniola and Jamaica get back on their feet until the super marijuana started flowing back into the U.S and the cash flow resumed.
Simon walked around and glared in the vault. "Don't foget half this gold is mine, Baron." He took in the cramped aisle between the bullion. "Dammit, mon. There's barely enough room for two people. We are gonna have to remove some of the gold to escape. "You were supposed to research dis."
"I did, mon ami," said the Baron moving into the vault. He held out his hand for his fellow Loa, La Sirene. She took it and joined her lord in the cramped vault. "You won't be coming with us. I'd much rather keep all the gold and control all the drug trade for that matter. I hope you understand."
"Fool," hissed Semen Sez. "I still control da Queen. Why don't I keep da Queen and all da gold then."
"Wait," said the Baron, holding up his hands in surrender. "Betty."
Simon turned to look at Betty just as she force punched him in the stomach. His entire body lifted up before he fell to his kees clutching his stomach. Simon gasped for air. He couldn't speak. Fools! He didn't need to speak to control his sperm. He controlled them with his mind. The albino looked up at the Queen of Spades and was just about to send her a mental command when the second force punch hit his chin. He fell on his back knocked out. Betty pulled out some titanium handcuffs and restrained the Emperor of Jamaica.
"Do it," ordered the Baron.
******************
"This is Doug Grant, Miami Metro News coming to you live outside the federal reserve building in Miami. Breaking news." He motioned for the cameraman to aim the camera off him and at the building. "The entire federal reserve building has started shaking just like it was experiencing an earthquake. Concern for the hostages inside grows as it looks like the entire building might come down."
"Something's happening," yelled the camerman. The crowd gasped.
Doug turned. "It appears that a large object is rising up from the building." Cement and debris fell off the object. It was metal and square shaped. "It's the vault. Yes, the vault is rising up from the buidling. Holy shi..." The federal reserve started collapsing, the building crumbling. "Tell me you got that."
"Yep," said the camerman.
"There's little hope that anyone might have survived the collapse of the building. The vault is still rising. Wait! It's being lifted by something." The vault rose up into the air being held up by one hand by the buxom female figure flying underneath it. "Now I've seen everything. I've seen heroes in fire bikinis, feather bikinis, nude gigantic women...," he said, even as Brobdinagia grew on camera in the background, her clothes ripping off her growing body as she prepared to grab the vault. "But I've never seen an outfit like this."
The camerman zoomed in on the woman. She wore black high heeled boots, the fronts curved up to the knee like the top of a spade in a deck of cards. She also wore black gloves, the tops curving up under her elbows. A black cape fluttered behind her. She wore a black maks across her eyes. In many ways, these accessories were like a darker version of the Queen of Hearts uniform, but the resemblance ended there. The Queen wore a white one piece swimsuit with a red heart. This woman wore a skimpy black bikini. The panty was a black spade that barely covered her pubes. Her ass cheeks appeared suggesting the rear was probably a thong. The most shocking thing was the spade shaped pasties over the nipples, but on closer glance, they weren't pasties at all, but bikini cups. Thin black straps held it on going around the back and behind the neck as well as looping the woman's fit bare stomach to connect with the thong panty. As the cameraman focused on the sexy new supervilain, red lights erupted from her eyes and a police car blew up.
There were shouts and several police opened fire. More red streaks appeared and a second police car leaped into the air as it's gas tank exploded. Bullets were bouncing off the woman now, completely ineffective. A third police car exploded. The police started falling back towards the crowd of civilians watching from behind a barricade. A member of Femme Force flew up to attack the villain, but she caught a heat ray blast to the chest and fell back to earth, her uniform smoking.
The woman smirked at the hapless group of law enforcement officials and heroes. Then she flew up and off, carrying the vault and heading East towards the ocean.
Brobdinagia strode towards the ruined building. She was fifty feet tall and naked. "I see something," roared her giant's voice. She reached down and picked up a large slab of concrete. "There's survivors." She grabbed some more pieces of debris.
"This is Doug Grant," yelled the reporter following a group of police and EMTs. The image bobbed as the cameraman followed him. "We just got word that there are survivors of the disaster. Lets see if we can spot anything. Honestly, the building is totally demolished, I don't see how..."
Black Cock Betty stood proudly in the center of a circle of survivors. The hostages were all hunched over on the ground protecting their heads and necks. Outside the ring of hostages, black Hatiian super soldiers were laying on their stomachs, arms and legs spread. Bits of rubble fell on the invisible dome of force created by Betty's amazing telekinetic abilitites.
Betty dropped the field and the hostages stood, running off to safety being aided by the police. "She saved us all," yelled one hostage. "Black Cock Betty is the world's greatest hero," said another running up to a reporter. Still another former hostage ran to meet her waiting husband, hoping she'd have a chance to shower before he spotted the multiple loads of sperm leaking from her well used pussy. She'd let three of the Baron's imperial guard shoot their loads up her womb. The poor secretary didn't know what she had been thinking, but the sex had been the best ever. She was right about the point in a month when she ovulated too.
Betty pulled out a cigar and lit it. One person remained kneeling at her feet. An albino kneeled hunched over, hands cuffed behind his back. His dreads hung down over his face. As the police chief ran up, the man looked up from under hs dreads, red eyes staring woefully at the police. "Here's one of the villains," said Betty, pushing Semen Sez forward. The albino fell flat on his face. "Sorry I couldn't stop the woman."
"Who was it Bettikin... Black Cock Betty?" asked a cop.
"I don't know officer, but she calls herself the Queen of Spades."
EPILOGUE
"Daddy why are you crying?"
Joe hugged Emma closely as he watched the television. "Ssshh honey. I'm trying to hear the news."
The anchor looked somber as he read the news. "I repeat, the entire 4th fleet of the United States of America has been sunk. The fleet had been engaged in the ongoing blockade of Hispaniola and Jamaica. Now that blockade is no more and the ships lie at the bottom of the ocean. Warning, the footage we are about to show you is disturbing."
A video shot from a small hand held camera appeared on the screen. The image was from the deck of a ship. A black and white object was rapidly approaching the camera. Red streaks shot out from the object striking a nearby destroyer which erupted in a blinding explosion that made the cameraman flinch. Sailors were seen flying into the water. The object grew larger turning into a spade bikini clad woman. She struck the camerman's ship and disappeared inside. Warning bells went off and the ship was seen to list. The camera went dark. A stock photo of the Queen of Spades hovering while holding the vault appeared on screen behind the anchor. "It has been three weeks since the Queen of Spades appeared and still no sign of the Queen of Hearts." Another image of a uniformed Olivia appeared waving to a crowd. "Where is the Queen and why has she let us down in our time of need?"
"Mama," cried Emma, happily seeing the picture on the television.
"In happier news," continued the anchor, "The Mayor of Miami has declared today to be Black Cock Betty day in honor of her heroic rescue of all the hostages at the federal reserve building the day the Queen of Spades first appeared."
"Daddy, when's mommy coming home?"
Another tear rolled down Joe's cheek. "I don't know honey. I don't know."
******************
Betty leaned back in her recliner. She took a puff on her cigar and a swig from her beer. Her eyes narrowed as she watched the news report. The show was called Point/counterpoint.
Point: "Black Cock Betty and the Righteous Squad are working overtime to protect us. The Righteous Squad are our last line of defense between order and complete chaos.
Counterpoint: "We are in a state of complete CHAOS! The hospitals are filled with drug crazed fiends. There's riots in every major US city every night. Crime rates are skyrocketing. The Righteous Squad hasn't stopped one drug shipment under Betty's leadership. The Queen of Hearts and the blockade stopped 100% of shipments. And now to make things worse, we're getting reports of that new strain of marijuana that makes smokers sex crazed. Citizens are fu.. fornicating naked in the streets and Betty's done nothing to stop it. Nothing. Nilch. Zero. Nadda. If I didn't know better I'd swear Betty was letting the drugs in on purpose. We were better off when she was just a SIDEKICK!"
Point: "I can't argue with that. We need the Queen back."
"Whereph thub Queenth?"
"Shudup Tina," growled Betty. "Don't talk with your mouth full." She spread her legs wider as Tiny Tina deep throated Betty's big black cock."
Counterpoint: "Yes, where is the Queen of Hearts?"
******************
The Queen of Spades was smiling, a well satisfied woman as she flew in towards the palace in Port a Baron. She'd flown off and sunk the Coast Guard ships and aircraft located in Key West and decided to reward herself with a side trip to the Imperial Guard's Westernmost base in the old Dominican Republic. The Mandingo division was stationed there and she'd grown to enjoy her layovers there when they threw her their special Mandingo parties. She'd left 22 well spent cocks behind when she left. It had taken her a good fifteen minutes at super speed removing all the evidence of her encounter from her sperm covered body and three sperm filled holes. The Baron didn't care for her sluttish ways. He'd ordered her to stop even. She had wanted to obey. She wanted to obey her lover and master in all things, but when it came to sex, she had a need and craving to service all the big black cocks that she could find.
"It took you longer then expected," said Samedi as she landed on their balcony. "Did you run into trouble?"
"No master," she replied, striding up and kissing him deeply.
Baron Samedi kneeled down before his Queen. Usually, it was Olivia that kneeled before her master, fishing his cock out, but he'd taken to doing it as her belly swelled larger and larger. He kissed her on the navel of her growing belly. Then he touched the sides of her stomach, staring at the pregnant super woman's belly with a large smile that disappeared as his skull shined through. "Triplets," he said proudly, standing back up.
"Yes master," she replied. "You are quite the stud." This time, the Queen did kneel, opening his robe and pulling out her favorite thing in all the word. The Baron's big cocky wocky, she thought, it's presence making her feel stupider. She began sucking the big cocky wocky, her mouth well adapted to servicing his cock now as she'd done it daily for the last six months.
"Aaahhh," he moaned. "C'est tres bien, mon amour." The Baron's skull head stared out over the blue sea while his Queen sucked his cock. He'd impregnated over 2000 women on the island and there were only a few cases of twins, never triplets. His greatest conquest and he'd swollen her belly with triplets on the first try. Not just triplets either, but three boys! He didn't know it at the time, but three months later he would get the shock of his life when one of the triplets turned out to be an albino and shortly after that one of the healthy babies with a largish penis would turn out not to be a boy. For now, he was content in his victory.
Later, the Baron and his Queen held each other closely as they stood on the balcony and watched the moon rise.
******************
The fat black sergeant sat down in his chair watching the news. Baron Samedi had just issued a video threat to the United States demanding that the US stay off Hispaniola and don't disrupt the flow of super marijuana to their cities, even as rioting grew worse daily in those same cities. The sergeant didn't paticualry care for politics or current events. He had only stayed on channel to stare at the Queen of Spades. She was the hottest woman alive even with her swollen belly. She stood proudly next to her consort, a thinly veiled threat to the United States. Though the sergeant would never use the powerful hallucinogenic marijuana the Baron peddled, he had sent money to Haiti, more then he liked, but it was worth every penny. The Baron and Queen's sex tapes were the number one downloads on the internet for months. The freaky bitch would do anything the Baron told her to do. One even had him as a skeleton fucking her from behind. If the sergeant hadn't been at work, he'd be watching and masturbating to one right now. He was disturbed when another guard rang the gate buzzer.
The sergeant stepped out of the gate room. Two guards were escorting the prisoner. He was in an orange jumsuit which looked weird against his albino skin. "Where ya taking this freak?" he asked. The albino's eerie red eyes looked up at him from under the white dreadlocks.
The guards looked at each other. "Open up, sarge. He was caught masturbating in the soup. We're taking him to solitary. Open up."
"Yeah open up," said the other guard.
"What kind of an idiot gave this freak kitchen duty?" asked the seargeant, glancing uneasily at the finished bowl of soup on his desk. "What asshole didn't read the file on what this freak's sperm can do?"
"Just open up," said both the guards.
"And this ain't the way to solitary jerk offs. This is the way to the releasing unit."
Simon stood up taller. "Semen sez, open the gate."
The sergeant's head itched. It had been doing that a lot lately. He'd even had the on duty doctor check him for head lice. The doctor didn't find any, but told him he'd gotten a lot of patients, both prisoners and guards with the same problem," he had said even as he scratched his own hair. The sergeant waved and opened the gate.
Simon turned and one of the guards began undoing his handcuffs. "Now mon, what my good friend here didn't tell ya, is dat I've had kitchen duty for two weeks now."
"Oh my god!" cried the sergeant, his eyes going wide with horror.
"You have 112, 354 of my sperm in your bloodstream right now, mon." Simon watched the sergeant glance at the alarm bell. "Semen sez sit down." The man obeyed. "What kind of car do ya drive, mon?"
"A Ford pickup."
"Semen sez, gimme the keys."



The sergeant pulled his truck keys out of his pocket and handed them over to the albino. One of the other guards was stripping off his uniform even as Simon started unzipping his jumpsuit. "So ya tink I'm a freak mon?"
"Yes...no," said the sergeant hastily changing his statement.
"Semen sez whiter."
The sergeant's skin started itching. He scratched it all over, but nothing helped. "What have you done to me?"
"I've made you a freak, like me, mon." Simon pulled on the guard's pants. "Sorry, but it would take a lot more then 112,354 sperm to make you turn white quickly. It's gonna take awhile, unless you want to suck my cock, mon?"
"Jesus no."
"I didn't tink so, mon and don't take my predecessor's name in vain." Simon turned to one of the other infected guards. "Turn on da loud speaker."
The guard that had stripped was now nude, but for boxer shorts. He walked over to the intercom and flicked on some switches. "It's on, sir," he said.
Simon leaned down into the mike. "Attention," he said, his words echoing throughout the prison. "There is a town four miles South of here."
"Winslow, sir," added a guard.
"Yes, Winslow. Semen sez release all the prisoners and destroy Winslow. That is all. Have a nice day." Simon turned off the mike.
"My family's in Winslow," stated the Sergeant.
"Don't worry, mon. None of them have ingested enough sperm to obey me literally. I just need a distraction to the South while I drive your pickup in the opposite direction." He stared at the fat black man. "Yech! You look horrible, like some kind of freak, mon"
The sergeant stared at his reflection in the window. His face had white splotches all over it, like he'd been born with a birthmark on his face. The white was spreading.
Simon looked up at the news still showing the Baron giving his anti-american rant. The Queen by his side staring lovingly at her consort. One of the babies inside that swollen belly was his. Simon stared hatefully at the Baron, then his lips curled up in a smile. "Good news and bad news," he said to the sergeant. "The bad news is that you're going to turn into an albino. The good news is that my sperm only live inside you for a year." Simon had watched Akimatsu preaching about Simon's being the third coming to a large congregation when she had turned into an old hag again right before their eyes. "I've found that you have about a 50/50 chance of turning back into a black fat fuck or staying an albino forever. The flip of a coin, mon. Cheer up."
"Fuck you, you monster," said the Sergeant standing up. He needed to go destroy Winslow.
Simon looked back up at the televison and at the happy couple on screen. He probably should have warned the Baron to that little fact. Hopefully, Samedi would find himself with a very angry Queen of Hearts.
Simon Selassie smiled and turned. He whistled as he made his way to the parking lot and freedom.
THE END
Author's note: Well that's my superhero story. I sketched out the idea for the Golden Shower universe several years ago. It was intended to be a shared universe open to artists and author's to create their own superheroes and villains. Any interested, should feel free. At this time, I've no plans for any more stories set in the Golden Shower universe, but one never knows. I'd done an outline for a short comic about the fall of the Queen of Hearts and the Rise of the Queen of Spades. After it had sat around for a few years, I decided just to go ahead and write it up as a short story or not so short story as it turns out. Like most of my stories, it grew on me. Sorry, I try to restrain myself.
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The taxi bucked for the umpteenth time bouncing Lara onto Ted's lap once again. "Oh god," she complained. This time, Ted's penis had swollen some and she could feel it pressing against her ass. "Sorry," she apologized trying to slide back down, but the swaying taxi only made her ass shake against his still growing penis. Her cheeks turned red. Ted's organ felt rather large, larger then her husband's anyway. His penis pushed against Ted's khaki shorts, through the thin material of her dress and against her sheer cotton panties to push one of her ass cheeks in. The taxi quit shaking and Lara quickly slid off Ted's lap to squeeze back in between Ted and her husband Raymond.
"Thank god this is almost over," said Ted's wife, Karen, who had called "shotgun" and won the front passenger seat, though her hands were grabbing the dashboard so hard her knuckles had turned white.
The taxi's breaks squealed and the threesome in the back seat were thrown forwards before slamming back against the rear seat.
Lara quickly slid out of the taxi after Raymond. She gasped for breath looking on in distaste as the ugly black islander got out of the driver's seat to help them with their bags. He had dirty dreadlocks that she swore smelled like weed and bad yellow teeth. He grinned at the four tourists, even having the nerve to drop his eyes down to her impressive bosom. Lara was used to it, but didn't care for having a black man check her out. She quickly turned away only to catch Ted discreetly adjusting himself while his wife's back was turned.
"I think this just might be worth the taxi ride," said Karen.
Lara followed Karen's gaze towards the resort. "I think you might be right," she agreed, nodding her head appreciatively.
The hotel was about twelve stories tall. The side facing them was mostly glass windows looking towards Nassau in the distance. The other side had balconies overlooking the outdoor bar, pool, beach, and of course, the light blue ocean. Palm trees swayed in a gently breeze. This was paradise for two couples escaping the particularly bad winter that hit the East coast this year especially the Buffalo, New York area where they lived.
"If we hurry, there's still time to hit the beach," said Ted with his usual impish grin and a wiggle of his eyebrows. The man exuded boyish charm.
Raymond tipped the taxi driver, too much in Lara's opinion, while the resort's porters grabbed their luggage.
It didn't take long for them to get checked in. The four of them rode the elevator up to the fourth floor. Ted and Karen's room was first. "We'll knock when we're ready," said Ted unlocking his door with a key card. "Wow!" he added when he opened the door.
Raymond unlocked the next door. "Wow," he agreed.
Lara walked past him. The entire far wall was one big glass window with sliding glass doors leading out to the balcony. The view was spectacular. Lara couldn't help herself. She walked straight to the door, slid it open and stepped out on the balcony. The warmth hit her in the face along with a cool breeze and the wonderful smell of salt water. She closed her eyes and inhaled through her nose. Steel drum music filled her ears from the band playing down by the pool. She heard feminine giggling beside her and opened her eyes. Karen was out on the next balcony doing the exact same thing Lara was. "Welcome to paradise," said Karen, holding her broad brimmed hat down on her head. She was a fair skinned red head and burned easily.
"Raymond," called Lara. "This place looks amazing. Thank you." She looked down at the pool. The bar actually went into the pool and you could sit on stools in the water and drink.
"Yes, thank you," yelled Karen across the balcony.
"Yes, tell him he's the best boss in the world," said Ted strolling out of his room.
Lara felt her heart rate increase a little. Ted was the total package. He had stripped down and changed into tight form fitted swim trunks, short down his muscular thighs. He was fit and muscular, lean waist, broad chest, triceps and biceps. He even had abs, tight, hard, beautiful abs. He grinned at her, catching her staring and she turned away just as Ted wrapped those muscular arms around his wife from the back and the two stared out at the ocean.
Raymond came out to join her. He was a stark contrast to Ted. Lara's husband was a older heavier man. He'd changed into swim trunks and wore an unbuttoned Hawaiian shirt. His large beer belly stuck out and wisps of gray hair covered his chest. He wasn't the greatest to look at, but he was a fun loving guy and knew how to enjoy himself. Very kind hearted to. "Hurry up and change woman," he said to her.
Lara kissed him on the cheek and slipped inside the motel room. Karen did the same. Lara overheard Ted thanking Raymond again. Ray owned his own surveying company and Ted worked for him. Ted and Karen were only twenty-five and only married a few years while Ray was twenty years older then them, but he and Ted got along very well. Lara was thirty-two, but looked younger. Ray on the other hand looked older then forty-five. He'd gone gray early and working outside in the rough weather had his face looking worn. They'd been married five years and had dated five before that. A joke they shared was that Ray was on a five year plan, with parenthood their next step.
Lara slipped her bikini on and wrapped a skirt around her waist. Ray looked at her body appreciatively and grabbed her ass while kissing her on the lips. She felt his big hands dig into the flesh of her ass cheek. While not fat, she did have a round bubble butt that thrust out from her backside. Men loved it. She'd overheard one of Ray's employees telling another that Lara had a black woman's ass. She'd never felt so insulted in her life and had asked Ray to fire the man, but her husband had just disciplined him.
The four friends met in the hall and now it was Lara's turn to grin when Ted got to see her in a swimsuit. The group had been close and doing things together for a little over a year now, but this was the first time they'd seen each other in swimsuits. Lara was a walking wet dream to most men. Her body was fit and lean, very well toned. Her stomach was sexy and flat. She'd cheated and gone to a tanning bed to protect her from burning and her body was already well tanned. Her great ass was covered at the moment, but for the first time, her big bosom was on display, confined by the tight bikini top. The same stupid employee that had commented on her ass had initiated a debate about whether or not her breasts were real. They were. All the women in her family were blessed/cursed with having thin builds and full DD's by the time they turned fifteen. Pregnancy swelled their breasts to EE's, more then their membranes could hold upright and firm. Once proud breasts turned into sagging udders and back pain soon followed. Ray and Lara weren't parents yet, but had just started trying. Lara resembled her video game namesake in many ways from her fit toned body, to her oversized bosom, and to her long brown hair. She was even wearing sunglasses with round lenses.
Ted was having trouble taking his eyes off her breasts and much to her embarrassment, she felt her nipples harden under his gaze. Her light blue bikini was a thin material and when her nipples hardened, her entire areola puffed up and were visible through her top. She saw Ted's eyes widen with appreciation. Her own eyes moved down over his gorgeous chest and tight stomach abdominals prominent. The form fitting suit hugged his penis and she couldn't help but appreciate his noticeable bulge. Yes, he was the total package.
Lara glanced away and found herself looking at Karen. Ted's wife was lovely and stunning in her own way. They made a handsome couple. Karen was wearing a green bikini and flip flops. She had long luscious red hair and got plenty of male appreciation on her own. Raymond was surreptitiously checking her out as he was seeing her in a swimsuit for the first time. He seemed impressed. Karen was very lean and fit. She could easily have been a bikini model, but for her pale skin. Her breasts looked to be about a B cup, but the bikini pushed them together creating cleavage. She was very Scotch-Irish looking with red hair, pale skin and plenty of freckles. The freckles dotted her cheeks and chest. They were sparser elsewhere with only a few on her belly.
"Lets hit the beach," said Ted.
"After stopping off at the bar," added Raymond.
The foursome took the elevator back down to the lobby and headed out back. The resort had a decent crowd. There were plenty of people, but not enough to cause any inconveniences. Somewhat disappointingly, the crowd was mostly older retirees. Ray and Ted felt proud when all the male eyes turned on their wives, staring appreciatively at their bikini clad bodies and Ted even grinned noticing more then a few of the older women checking out his chest. Raymond stopped off at the bar and got them four cocktails. Sipping their drinks, the four friends walked past the band and down to the beach.
"You lotioned up, right hon?" asked Ted, staring worriedly at his pale wife.
"Yes, dear," said Karen. "SPF one zillion. It's safe."
"We honeymooned in Florida and Karen was laid up for three days with bad sunburn," Ted explained. "Ruined the trip. Hopefully, this will be like the honeymoon we never had."
"YES!" sighed Lara, flushing with embarrassment when the other three turned to look at her. She had sounded almost orgasmic and she felt orgasmic. She'd stepped in the water. It was warm, gentle waves lapping at her ankles as she curled her toes and dug them into the sand. Just hours ago, she'd been covered in sleet as they caught a taxi to the airport.
"OH GOD! OH GOD! YESSSS!!" moaned Karen, joining and mocking her friend.
"What do they need us for?" asked Ray, looking at Ted.
Ted grinned watching the women. "Lets walk down the beach where it's less crowded." He took Karen's hand and they walked in the surf away from the more crowded resort area.
Ray and Lara rarely held hands, but he took hers and they followed the younger couple. The crowd dissipated when they left the private beach. Another couple approached them and the four friends tried to keep their eyes straight ahead. The couple approaching them were nude or mostly nude. Neither were much to write home about, but it was hard not to look. They were both about sixty years old, probably grandparents. The man resembled an older Raymond, big beer belly, gray hair on his chest nearly bald pate. His penis was hardly noticeable as it was tucked into his scrotum beneath the shadow of the man's gut. The woman wore bikini bottoms, but her breasts were bared, her belly and breasts sagged and were covered in wrinkly skin. "Bonjour," they said in passing.
Ted turned and gave Ray a goofy grin. Karen flushed, her entire body turning rosy. Lara blushed a little too.
Raymond shrugged. "Europeans," he said, as if that explained everything.
Ted walked backwards watching the couple. They were carrying the rest of their bathing suits. When they hit the resort the woman paused to put her bikini top on while the man stepped into his bathing suit. "Looks like the resort has a swimsuit policy, but the rest of the beach is clothing optional," said Ted.
They passed a young mother with two toddlers playing in the surf. She was completely nude and worth looking at. Ray and Ted tried not to be obvious. Two men were next. They were lying on blankets nude. Both had shirts over their heads as they laid on their backs. Karen and Lara both glanced down. The men were holding hands as they tanned. They both had nice trim physiques. The one on the left had a shrunken average looking penis, but the one on the right had a plump one about six inches long as it laid across his thigh. The group passed the gay men so closely that Lara could make out a gold ring piercing the crown of the larger penis. Lara was not a fan of homosexuals and they seemed to be everywhere these days. They disgusted her, but she couldn't look away from the plump penis with the piercing.
"This sure ain't Buffalo," said Ray.
"This looks good," said Ted when they were a couple hundred feet past the gay men. He turned and ran down into the water diving forward and disappearing for a moment. Ray pulled his shirt off and followed him as did Karen a moment later. Lara paused and removed her wrap around skirt. When she turned around to face the water, Ted quickly turned away. He had been staring at her ass and for once she didn't mind. She'd never cheat on Ray, but she found Ted extremely attractive and was pleased to see that he felt the same way about her. Her feelings for Ted were just a strong crush, but one she'd never consummate. She joined the others in the water.
Ted bent forward fumbling with something underwater. When he straightened back up he was holding his shorts. "I think we should go native." He tossed his swimsuit out of the water and onto the beach.
Lara stared at him wide eyed. She tried to see through the water to the nice sized penis she'd been bouncing on in the taxi. The water was clear, but she could only get a teasing glimpse. "I'm not getting nude Teddy," said Karen.
"Awe come on honey," pleaded Ted. "Lets cut loose while we're here."
"No way," she replied. "I'm not taking my bikini off."
"That bikini isn't covering a lot of skin to begin with. Why not?" Ted waited for his wife to answer, but she didn't. "How about just the top then?"
Karen glanced nervously at Lara and Ray. "I will if you will," Lara told the young red headed wife.
"If the ladies are in, I'm in," said Ray, glancing back and forth between the two women.
Lara stared at Karen as she reached behind her neck and pulled the string on her bikini. The cup covering her full DD's fell down. Her breasts were wet and glistening. The nipples were at full erection. Her nipples alone pushed out about ¾ of an inch when hard, but when they got like this, her entire areola swelled up another ¼" from the breast itself. Her areolas were large around, nearly the diameter of a soda can. Now they were covered in goose bumps.
"Damn," said Ted, staring with admiration at his boss's wife's tits. Karen frowned at the subject of her husband's gaze even though she was just as impressed by Lara's bosom.
Lara glanced nervously at her husband, but Ray didn't look upset by Ted's appreciation. Ray looked proud and he had a smug look on his face. "Damn is right," he agreed bending down and coming up with his suit. Ray tossed it next to Ted's on the beach and Lara turned to throw her bikini top out to.
"Oh , alright," sighed Karen, reaching behind her back and untying her top. Small B-cups they may have been, but her breasts were nearly perfect, pale and conical. Her areola were only the size of a dime and they were of such a light pink as to nearly bend into Karen's snow white breast flesh. The nipples were darker and stood out more. Like Lara's, they were completely hard like pencil erasers.
"Sweet," said Ray and Karen blushed.
"Hey, don't stare at my wife's tits," said Ted, splashing his boss. Before turning and swimming away. Lara caught a nice glimpse of his bare ass, as tight and taut as the rest of him. Ray splashed at Ted, but the younger man had dived under.
They frolicked in the water for about fifteen minute before Ray finally said. "Alright, I need a drink." He turned and headed to shore. They'd left their drinks on the beach. Soon his chubby hairy ass came into view something his wife didn't care for seeing in private let alone in public in bright sunlight.
"Me too," agreed Ted. He ran out to get his drinks and the women followed. Ted bent and grabbed his drink before turning around and facing Lara.
She couldn't help it, her eyes zooming right in on his penis and what a penis it was. It dangled straight down a plump six inches. Even as she watched, it extended another inch and rose slightly from a dangling position. She looked up and found him staring just as appreciatively at her body. She was making him hard.
She hoped her husband hadn't noticed her staring, but then Ray was too busy trying not to stare at Karen's nice body. Then Ray happened to glance over at Ted. "Whoa there, that's a big boy."
"Thanks," said Ted with a smirk. Karen was smirking too. Now it was their turn to be smug. That was her penis too they were all staring at with appreciation.
"Hey, you guys know about shrinkage right," said Ray suddenly defensive. His penis had shrunken up into the scrotum and was only about two inches long, barely noticeable under his gut. "We should head back for refills." Ray quickly walked back down to the water and retrieved his suit pulling it on. Ray grabbed Ted's suit and tossed it to the fit man. Ted caught it and threw his suit over his shoulder. Unlike Ray, he was in no hurry to hide his penis.
"I say we stay like this until we hit the resort," said Ted watching the women go retrieve their bikini tops.
"But the women should have to take their bottoms off and join us."
Ray hesitated as if deciding if seeing Karen's naked crotch was worth him stripping again. He decided no apparently and just walked over to his topless wife. Lara smiled and put her arm through her husband's to reassure him. "Maybe tomorrow," she winked at her husband. "If I'm drunk enough."
Karen remained topless too. She'd grown used to it pretty fast. "Gimme dem titties," said Ted, reaching out lustfully for his wife's breasts. She squealed and took of running in the opposite direction from the resort. Ted took off after her. When they came back, Karen was riding on Ted's back. He was jogging and Lara watched his lovely penis slap from thigh to thigh.
Ted carried his wife on his back about half way to the resort. The slower moving couple watched them having fun. Lara couldn't take her eyes off Ted's ass. You could bounce a quarter off that thing, she thought. She was happy to take her eyes off his ass when he sat his wife down and turned back to face them. Her eyes ran down that fit muscular chest to his penis and she smiled with delight. Frolicking with his wife had made him semi-hard. His dick was about seven inches now. It didn't look like it would get any longer, but it wouldn't take much to make it swell some more and start to rise. He really was once sexy man.
Lara felt that this trip was already worth it just because she got to see Ted naked. She might never cheat on Ray, but she could sure use the image of Ted's hot body in her mind when her own husband was rutting on top of her. She felt a little damp between the thighs just thinking about it and couldn't help wondering what Ted's slightly plumper and several inches longer prick might feel like inside her. She'd already decided that if the group did this again, she would go completely nude. She wondered if her shaved pussy would make his dick rise up any more. That was an image that would stay in her mind forever.
Or so she thought.
As they approached the resort, three people were standing at the border between the public and private beach. The one facing them in the middle was one of the hotel's porters. The dark skinned islander wore khaki shorts and a white shirt with gold epaulettes on the sleeves. He was shaking his head negatively and waving his arms. Facing him and away from the approaching foursome were two nude black men. Natives apparently for they had very dark African black skin. Their bodies glistened as if they had oiled themselves up. The men apparently wanted to keep walking through the resort, but the porter wouldn't let them. The men turned in disgust, and Lara couldn't help gasping. Ted and Ray had been chatting, but suddenly went dead silent. Karen stifled her own gasp.
The first black man was skinny to the point he looked malnourished. He had no muscles to speak of and a sunken chest with a round belly, but all eyes were on his penis. It swung between his legs like a foot long black banana. Lara couldn't have imagined there were penises that big. The other black man was fitter then his companion with a decent physique. His penis was just as monstrous, the bulbous head was hooded making it appear slightly longer. Furthermore, the man's legs were more muscular and they thrust his testicles out under his penis. His nuts were sized to go with the huge penis. Lara quickly glanced away when she realized the men had noticed her staring. Much to her embarrassment, the skinny native had the audacity to wink at her, a broad grin exposing sharply white teeth against his dark ugly face.



The enormous penises had completely silenced the group who continued to walk towards the porter. He waved his arms at them pointing at the girl's breasts and motioning that they needed to put their tops on.
The group stopped while Karen and Lara put their bikini tops back on and Ted stepped back into his shorts. Lara couldn't get the image of those two giant black penises out of her mind and they were the last things in the world she thought she'd be thinking about. Her opinion of blacks was almost as bad as her opinion of gays. She took one last glance at Ted's crotch as he pulled his shorts back on. His once impressive penis had shrunken up into his scrotum as if it were trying to hide.
****************
"Come on stud, put a baby in my belly."
Raymond sighed and rolled off his wife. "Sorry," he sighed. "It doesn't appear to be working tonight."
Lara rolled over and patted Ray on the chest. "It's alright. It happens," she said pretending not to be disappointed.
"It doesn't happen to me. I'll make it up to you," he promised.
Lara rolled out of bed. She put Raymond's Hawaiian shirt on to cover her nude body and stepped out through the glass doors and onto the balcony. She was disappointed and horny and drunk and horny and booze always made her horny and being almost totally nude in front of Ted who was totally nude had made her horny. I am really horny, she thought fighting the urge to finger herself to satisfaction right out there on the balcony. The half moon was bright and lovely over the Caribbean sea. She turned to glance in at Ray and frowned. He was pulling on his little penis trying to make it hard. He'd never had problems before. Lara wondered if it might be feelings of inadequacy from seeing Ted's penis.
Ted's penis. So perfect. Thinking about it didn't make her any less horny. She pictured her first glance of Ted's penis from earlier. She couldn't resist any longer and she snuck her hand down in front of her, her fingers teasing her engorged clit. Ted's penis. She kept her back to her husband hiding what she was doing from his gaze. Ted's penis flopped from thigh to thigh as he walked. Her fingers slipped inside her and she stifled a moan. Their big black penises swayed hypnotically. The black man winked at her as he passed. His dark penis growing and plumping up as his black hands came up to grab her bare breasts. Lara pulled the fingers from her pussy in shock at the strange direction her fantasy had taken. Her fingers were soaked, she was so horny. She shivered, disgusted with herself for having a black man intrude on her fantasy about Ted.
"UNH! UNH! That's it baby. Faster! Harder!"
Lara sighed, listening to her friends having sex. Ted apparently didn't have any trouble keeping it hard tonight. Of course not, he was damn near perfect.
"YES! GONNA CUM! Ow! Ow! OW! FUCK!" screamed Karen.
"What? What's wrong?" asked Ted.
Curious, Lara leaned over her balcony to spy on her neighbors, jumping back when the nightstand light switched on. She slowly leaned forwards again. She could just make out the head of the bed. Karen was on her back with Ted on top of her. He was sitting up looking down at her breasts.
"Oh my god. Get me some lotion," begged Karen.
Lara winced. Even from outside the room, she could make out how red Karen's sensitive breasts were. Karen hadn't planned on going topless and subsequently hadn't bothered to put sunscreen on her breasts. Ted slid off his wife and Lara stifled a gasp when he jumped out of bed. His penis was hard and rampant. He hadn't gotten satisfaction. Fully erect, it truly was magnificent appearing to be somewhere between seven and eight inches long. Ted disappeared , the bathroom light coming on. When he returned, his penis was pointing down, deflating rapidly, but still amazing. He slid on the bed next to his wife and started applying cool lotion to her burned breasts.
"Oh god, here come the shivers," moaned Karen.
Lara was grateful she had been nude when she used the tanning bed. Her base tan had protected her from the Southern sun. She winced again realizing that even Karen's paler pink nipples were probably burnt. Lara returned to bed, stripping off Ray's shirt. The booze, sun, and the traveling had finally put him to sleep. Her hand slid down between her legs again, a finger slipping into her unsatisfied pussy. She pictured Ted's erect penis in her mind, her mouth sucking in her lower lip to keep from moaning too loudly as she wondered what something that big would feel like inside her. Her hips raised into her finger and soon it was two fingers. Lara's breathing quickened. The giant cock swayed like a pendulum between the skinny man's dark black thighs. How big would it get hard? Eleven inches? Twelve? The big black cock swelled, starting to rise. Lara yanked her fingers out of her pussy and squeezed her legs shut, her pending orgasm fading.
Damn those black men. How dare they ruin her sexual fantasies.
****************
"Karen's got the sunburn shivers real bad," said Ted as he took up a slice of bacon off his plate. "She's laid up at least for today. Just like our honeymoon." He shook his head, clearly depressed.
Ray and Lara sat across from him at their table during the breakfast buffet. Lara nodded sympathetically. "We're hitting the beach after breakfast. Are you coming?"
"Maybe later," replied Ted. "I'm gonna take her up a plate and sit with her for awhile."
"Too bad," said Ray. "Maybe she'll recover quickly."
"Not likely," said Ted, getting up from the table. "She may be able to make dinner, but she won't be ready to go out in the sun for a few days. She'll be fine once the sun goes down."
"Well if we don't see you on the beach, we'll see you for dinner," said Ray.
"Too bad," said Ray again after Ted had left.
"Yeah too bad you're stuck in paradise with just your hot wife for company and not your employee," said Lara, teasing him.
"Whoa there. That's not what..." Ray trailed off when he realized she was kidding.
"And without Ted and Karen, I was considering going all natural on the beach today, but if you'd rather spend time with them, maybe the three of you can play cards while I hit the nude beach alone."
"Seriously?"
"Why not? I could work on my overall tan," said Lara, heading for the elevator. An excited Raymond jumped up and followed her.
Not wanting to make Karen's mistake, Lara rubbed lotion on her entire body in the bathroom before putting her bikini on.
"Woof," growled Ray when she emerged from the bathroom. His eyes ran up and down her body. He always found her wet glistening body sexy. "Maybe we should stay in awhile longer?"
"Later dear," said Lara, packing some large beach towels, her lotion, and some water into a bag. "Lets hit the beach."
The couple left the hotel and stopped off at the bar first. Ray ordered a whisky sour and she got a pina colada. Ray was still sipping his drink when she slipped off her flip flops and stepped off the edge of the pool. The warm water enveloped her entire body. Lara held her breath, enjoying the feeling of being fully immersed in the pool. She still couldn't believe that 24 hours ago, she'd been bundled up and in an ice storm. Now she was in a private paradise in the Bahamas.
Ray was sitting on a submerged bar stool at the pool bar when she surfaced from the water. He'd ordered them both another drink. She happily slid into the stool next to him. They clinked glasses and kissed. He was grinning too, as happy as she was.
When the drinks were gone, they waded out of the pool and headed down to the beach while holding hands.
A black islander was moving around from person to person. He was holding a camera and taking pictures. He spied them and quickly strolled over. "Peecture?" he asked, his voice accented.
Lara crinkled her nose at the man. He was medium height, rather skinny, and wore an open shirt showing off his rounded paunch. The man had shorts and sandals on, both a little tattered. He smiled, nodding his head at them eager to take a picture. He was missing a front tooth and the rest of his teeth weren't in much better shape. She'd have found him nasty looking even without the bad teeth. His shirt did have a badge from the resort hanging on it so at least he wasn't some con man. "Peecture, Yes?" he asked again.
"Sure," said Ray, pulling his wife into him and putting his arm around her waist.
The photographer moved around them to put the sea and some palm trees in the background. He snapped a picture and showed Ray the image on screen. "Great," said Ray, admiring the photo and especially how smoking hot Lara was in the skimpy bikini. "Wait until I show the boys at work this picture."
"Don't you dare," said Lara, serious, but pleased her husband wanted to show her off.
"What room are you and your daughter staying een?" asked the photographer.
Ray frowned, but didn't correct the islander. He gave the man their room number then turned and pulled Lara in for a kiss and not the kind a father gives his daughter. The two then strolled holding hands down the beach and came to the clothing optional sign just outside the resort. Lara paused at the sign and then slowly stepped past it as if crossing some imaginary fence. Ray smiled as she untied her top, her magnificent breasts appearing for anyone to see. "Whoops, my top just came undone," she said, grinning.
"If I didn't know better, I'd say you had an exhibitionist streak."
Lara paused in thought. "Maybe I do," she said, seriously considering it. "I used to get sick of men staring at my cleavage all the time. Men don't take you seriously when your bosom is this big. The girls are good for getting me out of speeding tickets though. After we met, you kept buying me skimpy lingerie and bikinis that barely fit. You clearly enjoy showing me off."
"That I do," said Ray. "Poor Ted's jaw practically hit the sand when he saw your tits yesterday."
Lara nipples suddenly hardened to the point they hurt at the mention of Ted. She hoped Ray didn't notice or just assumed it was from the breeze. "At some point, I came to like it too, both the attention and how proud you were of your wife's looks."
"I'm the luckiest man in the world," said Ray with enough conviction that Lara wanted to cry both from her husband's love and her guilt over her crush on Ted. "But I have one question. Are you drunk enough?"
Lara was a little buzzed, but not quite enough to want to pull the panties down. She did it anyway as a way to alleviate her guilt over her crush on Ted. Lara untied the side strings on her bikini and let her panty fall to the sand. She bent down to pick it up and when she stood back up, she suddenly realized that every male eye on the beach was staring at her. They were all on the resort side and clothed, most with wives or girlfriends, but all were staring in her direction even some of the women. Lara blushed. She'd shaved her pubic mound for this trip and wished she hadn't. Her bare pussy made her feel even more naked. "Ah.. Lets go," she said, turning away from the crowd. She put her bikini into the bag.
Ray didn't pull his shorts off to join her. He just took her hand and led her off down the beach. Lara glanced back over her shoulder to see if the crowd was still watching her. They were. She also noticed the black photographer was standing at the sign post with his camera pointed her way. She quickly looked away hoping all he had gotten a picture of was her rear end. Maybe she did have a small exhibitionist streak, but she still didn't want to end up on some website full of nude women on the beach.
Ray and Lara walked further then they had yesterday with Ted and Karen. Eventually they came to a small cove with clear water maybe four feet deep. Colorful fish swam in the water. Lara waded into the cove and dove in. The water felt great and she swam around in it for a few minutes. When she stood, she noticed Ray had spread their blankets out underneath a palm tree behind a bush that left them relative privacy. Her husband was standing calves deep in the water staring at her. He had removed his shorts and was as nude as she was. Lara waded towards him. He kept staring at her, mouth slightly open. "What?" she asked.
"I can't believe how beautiful you are," he said with complete sincerity.
Lara's body slowly rose out of the water. She had no idea how sexy she looked, her body covered in water droplets, glistening with the sunlight. It was having an effect on Ray. His penis extended an inch and started to rise as she approached. Lara stepped up to her husband. "What's this?" she asked, grabbing his penis and stroking it. Ray grabbed her by the neck and pulled her in for a kiss. Before Lara knew what was happening, Ray was pulling her down onto the blanket. "Really Ray? Here? People will see us."
"We're hidden by the shrubs," he told her. Lara was on her back now, legs opening for him. Ray guided the head of his penis to his wife's pussy and pushed it in. "Besides, I want you now."
"I want you to," she whispered, the ease in which his penis easily entered her proof of her words. Lara placed her hand around the back of his neck and pulled him on top of her. They kissed, Ray working his penis in and out of her at a slow, but steady pace. His gut was crushing her. Lara pushed him up so that she could breath. "Roll over," she said.
Ray's penis slipped out as he rolled over on his back. Lara straddled him and guided his penis back inside her. His eyes were wide open in amazement. This was their favorite position, but sex was usually in the dark for them. He moaned, almost mewling. He wouldn't last much longer, so she slowed down. She placed her hands on his beer belly and slid her hands up to his wisps of gray chest hair. Lara closed her eyes, feeling the sun's heat on her skin, slowly drying her wet hair. She leaned back to avoid his gut, pushing her pussy down around his penis and taking him as deep as possible. She squeezed her pelvic muscles around his thin shaft milking it, wanting his seed to shoot as close to her womb as possible. If they conceived here, right now, in this magical place, at this magical moment, she would remember it forever every time she stared at their son or daughter.
The only thing ruining the moment was the buzzing of an insect. It constantly clicked and clicked. A shadow fell across her face. "WHAT THE FUCK!" yelled Ray just as she opened her eyes. Lara screamed.
"Keep fucking her, Meester," said the black photographer, snapping away on his camera.
Lara was leaping off her husband and throwing her arms across her breasts even as Ray was throwing her off him as he tried to stand up. "Jesus! Ray, stop him," she pleaded. "JESUS!" The second time she blasphemed was when she realized the photographer had gone native on the nude beach. His penis had gotten erect watching her and Ray make love on the beach. And what a penis it was! The coal black monster stuck out from the ugly islanders black pubes by more then a foot. The head was bigger then a black plum and the entire shaft was as thick as her wrist. The man's testicles matched the size of his huge penis. They were closer in size to the coconuts that littered the sand under the palm trees where Ray's were smaller then a walnut. "Oh my god," she gasped in disbelief, watching that huge obscene penis bobbing as the photographer danced away from Ray's grasping hands.
"Calm down. I geev you copies," the ugly black man promised.
"Give me that camera," growled Ray, finally struggling to his feet.
The skinny black man turned and ran. His shorts and shirt were lying in a pile nearby. He bent to scoop them up, never slowing. Ray jogged after him, but the black man had already pulled well ahead. Ray gave up and was breathing heavily as he walked back. Ray had lost his erection., his penis shrinking and shriveling up under the shade of his beer belly. It looked even smaller then it had yesterday. Lara couldn't help comparing it to the photographer's huge erect penis and wondered if Ray's humiliation was what was causing his penis to retreat up into his scrotum so much. Even as she watched, it receded further into his scrotum until all she could make out of it was the head.
"Ray, you've got to delete those pictures," she pleaded.
"Gimme my shorts," he growled. "I'm going after him. I'll go to the hotel's manager if I can't find the little bastard,"
Lara stood and walked down to the cove. "What about me?"
"You can stay here or follow me. If I don't see you back at the resort, I'll come back here."
"Alright, just get that camera," she begged. The thought of pornographic pictures of her appearing on the internet horrifying her. Lara watched her husband take off at a slow jog that lasted about 50 feet before Ray stopped to catch his breath again. He resumed chasing the photographer, but this time walking. Lara looked down the beach. She hadn't realized how far they'd walked that morning. The resort beach was at least two miles away and she could still make out the form of their voyeur still jogging now at least a mile ahead of her husband. The photographer suddenly cut off the beach and disappeared into the palms and shrubs. Doubtless some shortcut that he knew.
"What's all the commotion?"
The voice startled her and Lara jumped in alarm. Ted was standing behind her, thigh deep in the water of the cove. She turned and his eyes zoomed right in on her breasts, moving down to her bare pubic mound. Again, she felt even more naked having shaved down there. Worse, his gaze had her arousal flowing and she hoped he wouldn't notice her wet thighs glistening in the sun. Ted's bare penis wasn't erect, but it was swollen. It swelled even more as she stared. The plump head had been dangling in the water, but now it grew as his penis rose up a little from staring at her nude body. "My eyes are up here," she said."
"So are mine," he replied. Ted slipped into the deeper water and his cock disappeared to her gaze.
Lara laughed and dove forwards, swimming towards him, keeping most of her body submerged. "What are you doing here?" she asked.
"I was trying to find you, but I guess I missed your camp. I was a mile further along the beach before I turned around and headed back. I heard Ray yelling and saw him chase off after that black man."
Lara frowned. "We caught him taking pictures of us without permission," she told him.
"Just nudes of you sunbathing? I saw plenty of men sneaking pictures of you and Karen yesterday when we walked the beach."
Lara flushed. "We were fooling around," she admitted reluctantly.
Ted nodded. "Asshole. Want me to go help Ray chase him down?"
"No," she said. "Stay with me. I'm not comfortable being alone like this. Let's get dressed and we'll head back."
Ted swam after her, watching Lara's nude body rise up from the water again. He was in as much awe of her naked form as her husband had been watching her glistening body emerge from the water. She waded up to the beach and around the scrub brush to her camp. Lara bent over to open her bag, pulling out her bikini. She heard Ted gasp. Her face turned red again as she realized, she'd just flashed him her beaver. "I should put some more lotion on before we go," she said, this time squatting to take the lotion from her bag. She turned towards him. Oh geez, she thought. Flashing him had turned his penis completely hard. It stuck straight out as engorged as it had been last night when she saw him making love to Karen. She'd thought it was somewhere between seven and eight inches last night. She'd overestimated. It was closer to seven. She turned away from it wondering why it seemed smaller to her now. It was the most perfect penis she'd ever seen. It was straight as an arrow, streamlined, and perfectly sized for Ted's fit body, big compared to Ray, but not big compared to the blac...



"Let me get your back for you?" asked Ted.
Lara reached the lotion out behind her and Ted took it. She lifted her long brown hair for him. Soon she felt Ted's slick strong hands on her shoulders and neck. He wasn't coating her skin, he was massaging it. He kneaded her shoulders, his hands running down her back, covering her arms. Lara closed her eyes and moaned as she relaxed. Ted's hands reached her lower back and hips. He removed them to add more lotion to his palms and when they returned he was rubbing her bare ass. "Hmmm, naughty," she whispered.
"Don't want this fine ass of yours to burn," he replied, his hands squeezing and massaging both cheeks on her rear end.
The slick hands moved down her back thighs, kneading her legs. He tried to move between them, but she held firm keeping her thighs closed. Ted paused again. This time she felt lotion strike her lower back. It ran right down between her butt crack, over her anus, and coating her labia until it dripped from her clit. His hands ran through the pool on her back, running up her sides and under her arms. Lara could feel the tip of Ted's cock start to poke it's way between her thighs. The lotion dripping off her ass and on her wet legs coated the tip of his penis. Every instinct told her to open her legs for him, but she kept them shut. Ted didn't give up. He pushed forwards again, but this time, his penis shot up between the folds of her ass cheek and he pushed his pelvis against her ass trapping his cock there even as his hands slipped around her sides and over her breasts.
"Oh god Ted," moaned Lara. She wanted to pull away, but his hands had found her nipples. He pinched her hard nubs between his fingers and thumb. She pushed her ass back into his crotch even as he slowly humped her ass. Ted's shaft slid snuggly between her ass cheeks, the head squeezing between the small of her back and his hard stomach. "We can't."
"I want you so bad," he whispered in her ear before kissing her neck.
"Oooohhh!" she squealed as one slick hand slid down over her sexy belly to touch her pubic mound. "We're married Ted." Lara used the last of her will power to jerk her ass forwards and away from him. If his fingers had found their way down another inch or so and she would have been a goner.
Ted moaned in frustration. "I'm sorry," he cried. His arms falling in defeat to his sides.
Lara turned to face him. She gasped when she saw how engorged his slick cock was. It stuck straight out from him. The head had turned an angry red, almost purple and looked like it was about to explode. "I want you to and under different circumstances, if we weren't both.... She let it trail off. "I love my husband and you love Karen."
"Please," he whispered. Ted reached out and took her wrist. He brought her hand over to his throbbing cock. Lara's fingers glided over his hard shaft. "Do this for me."
"Okay," she said. Her hand grabbed his penis. The flood between her legs turned into Niagara falls when she felt his hard cock in her hand. Her hand easily slid up and down his hard lotion coated shaft. She stared at it in fascination, so different from Ray's penis. Her will weakened even more. Ted reached out and gently caressed her right breast. Her elongated nipple was hard to the point it hurt, but the pain turned to a wave of pleasure when he gently squeezed it. Her will weakened even more. There was really only one option to remain faithful to her husband. She started jerking him off faster. She stared at it, wanting to see him squirt. Her fertile pussy quivered in yearning for the shaft in her hand. It desired this man's seed. Ted's shaft hardened even more. If she got him off with her hand, she was safe from her own desires. He groaned and she knew he was close. His cock was going to blow any second.
"FREEZE!"
Lara and Ted both jumped, her hand releasing his penis. It flew up to slap against his stomach before falling back down.
"You're under arrest," grunted the giant black man.
"Oh no," cried Lara.
The black man wore the colorful uniforms of the Bahamian police. He was a huge man bristling with muscles and could easily have passed for a U.S. marine or a heavyweight boxer. Like most islanders, his skin was a dark African black and his features were very African with a broad flat nose and broad lips. Lara found such features menacing and ugly and given the man's size, she found herself cowering before him. "Got a report from the resort there were foreigners fucking out here and it looks like I caught ya red-handed."
"We were just fooling around," said Ted.
"The resort photographer said you were doin more then just fooling around." The policeman folded his arms across his broad chest. His eyes ran up and down Lara's nude body. She shivered under his gaze. Her state of arousal still had her nipples hard and her clit was sticking out from under her pubic mound. Even as he stared a drop from her arousal or the tanning lotion dripped from her distended clit.
"Bastard," Lara hissed under her breath. The nasty photographer had ratted them out to the police after taking their pictures.
"What was dat ma'am?" said the officer.
"Ah nothing," replied Lara. "Look officer..." Lara read his nametag. "Okeke. We thought we had some privacy and made a mistake. We apologize and promise not to do it again. May we return to the resort now?"
Okeke smiled. His grin was broad, his teeth very white against his dark black skin. "You mainlanders are all alike. You come here and tink ya owns da place. Well ya don't. Jus cuz ya can go nude on da beach, doesn't mean ya can fuck out in public. What if da children saw ya?"
"Ted, do something," Lara pleaded.
Ted frowned. "Look sir. We're sorry. I have a hundred dollars American in my suit. How about you let us go back to the resort and I'll leave it behind for someone to find?"
Okeke shook his head. "Bribe'n an officer, are ya? Now I have no choice, but to arrests ya."
"TED!" Lara punched him in the arm for making things worse.
"Ya two come wit me. You'll be processed and hafta spend da week in jail before ya can get a hearing."
"WHAT?" asked Lara in disbelief. "But we're leaving in three days."
"Not anymore," said Okeke, no longer grinning.
"Please?" pleaded Lara, tears rolled down both cheeks. "Just let us go."
"I might be willin to look da other way on one condition." The grin returned to the dark black man's face.
"Anything," said Lara. "What's the condition?"
"Ya two finish what ya started."
"Excuse me," she answered, frowning.
"Yes, what was that?" chimed in Ted.
"Ya wife is a sexy lady, mon," said Okeke.
"She's not my..." Ted paused.
"She more den sexy, mon. She built like big titted American porn star. I want ta watch ya two fuckin."
"But, we're not... we can't..." Lara stuttered in disbelief.
"Perform wit me watchin? Just pretend I'm not here, close ya eyes," said Okeke. His grin disappeared as his broad lips covered his shiny white teeth. "It's dat or ya go to jail for a week. Da choice is yours."
"You don't understand," said Ted, trying to reason with the man.
"Ted?"
"What?" asked Ted, turning to look at Lara. To his surprise, she had walked over to the blanket and was sitting down on it. "Lara?"
"Let's get this over with before Ray comes back." Lara leaned back on her elbows and spread her legs open.
Ted turned and walked towards her. His penis had deflated during the confrontation, but it started to rise again as his gaze fell on her glistening slit. It was fully hard by the time he was kneeling between her bent knees. "Lara... I'm sorry," he told her.
Lara stared at the handsome fit man. He didn't look sorry. He looked eager. His eyes were staring at her tits and belly, at his bobbing penis pointing towards her pubic mound. He took his penis and brought the head down on her labia. Her pussy quivered at his touch. "Do it, Ted. Fuck me. Just this once."
Ted's head parted her pussy lips and pushed inside her. At that point, it felt like her pussy did everything possible to pull Ted's cock deep inside her. Her vaginal muscles contracted inwards, sucking his cock towards her womb. "Oh my god," groaned Ted.
"Oh gawd is right," she responded, his cock bottoming out inside her. Ted's penis felt incredible. He was thicker then Ray and close to two inches longer. She'd fantasized about this a thousand times and none of them came close to the real thing.
"You feel so good, Lara," he moaned, working several inches in his penis in and out of her pussy. "It's been years since I've been bareback in a woman." He looked like he was about to cry he was so happy. "So good."
"You feel good to," she replied. He was staring at her body, at her breasts and at his shaft pumping in and out of her bare pubic mound. He moved his gaze up until Lara found they were staring into each others eyes while he fucked her. Her heart fluttered and her pussy muscles squeezed hard down around his shaft, pulling him deep. "AAaah!" she cried, cumming for this man.
Ted lowered his head, his lips pressing against hers while she still trembled from her orgasm. She kept her lips tightly closed believing that a kiss was too intimate, but her resistance only lasted a few seconds. They kissed. His tongue slowly pushing into her mouth, dueling with hers. Both of them moaning with lust and several years of pent up desire. Her hips began bucking up into his dick as fast as his was pumping in and out of her.
Lara's lips followed his trying to keep the kiss going, but he pulled back wanting to stare at her some more. This was bad. This was very bad. A part of her had hoped that fucking Ted would have gotten him out of her system. This didn't feel like fucking, this was deeper and passionate. This felt like they were making love. Lara knew then that she did love this man. Yet, she still loved Ray and they were trying to have a baby. Her womb craved Ted's seed. Her pussy muscles were doing more then squeezing Ted's cock, they were milking it. Her aroused fertile body wanted Ted's seed more then anything, but common sense prevailed. She needed to make sure he pulled out. "Ted?" she whispered.
"I wanna see da slut ridin ya," said the policeman.
His voice startled Lara. She was so caught up in the moment, she'd almost forgotten that he was present. Her pussy immediately felt empty as Ted slowly pulled out. Ted fell over on his side. Lara sat up, flashing the evil cop a sneer before she looked away from him and mounted Ted. Lara took hold of the larger penis and guided it back inside her, sighing as she took him deep. Ted's hands were squeezing her breasts as she slowly rode him. Lara looked down at his flat stomach and muscular chest so different from her husband's. Her eyes roamed up until they met his gaze again and she felt that same tremor of emotion surge through her, another small orgasm soaking Ted's dick. She'd never cum twice with Ray before. She quickly looked up and away from gazing at this man she now knew she loved. Her eyes stared at the palm trees and clear blue waters of their private little cove. She was in paradise fucking the man she loved. Lara could feel the tremors of a third orgasm building. The magical moment was ruined by the black native moving into her line of sight.
"Dats it. Ride that little white dick you sexy slut," said the cop. He grabbed and squeezed the bulge under his uniform.
Lara trembled in fear at the sight of the monstrous bulge beneath the black man's trousers. Lara closed her eyes to hide the black man from her sight. She felt Ted squeeze her breasts just under a nipple and then his lips clamped down around it, teeth gently biting her long distended nipple. Ted sucked it once and then his tongue began flickering over her nipple. Her pending orgasm had faded, but now it swiftly returned. Lara arched her back grinding her pussy down over Ted's cock. She through her head back, mouth opening wide. "Ah! Ah! AAAAH-MMMmmmmph."
Lara opened her eyes in surprise as she tried not to gag. She found herself staring cross-eyed down the thick shaft of the Bahamian's humongous shaft just as her orgasm broke. Unfortunately this caused her mouth to open wider as she tried to cry out in pleasure. Okeke took the opportunity to push the huge cock head in even deeper.
"Hey! What the fuck?" cried Ted's voice beneath her.
"Relax mon," answered Okeke. "Just tryin yo wife's mouth out. Now shut da fuck up."
Okeke grabbed Lara's head and slowly withdrew his cock from her mouth. The black cock bobbed evilly just under her nose. The head looked like a dark overripe plum with a pee slit as long as her eye. Milky fluid was dripping from the pee slit. The head glistened from her saliva. This monster would choke her to death. "Please?" she pleaded.
"We go slow," he reassured her, grinning again. He grabbed her head tighter and his cock head pushed hard against her lips. Realizing she had no choice, Lara slowly opened her mouth, tears running down her cheek when she tasted the man's salty precum on her tongue. The cock head entered her mouth and she fought the urge to gag. Outside of the occasional handshake, she'd never even touched a black man's skin and she'd even found the handshake distasteful. Lara was experiencing both her greatest fantasy and her darkest nightmare and there was nothing she could do about it.
Okeke kept pulling her head forwards until the end of his cock pushed into her throat past her uvula. Lara hacked and he pulled back. He pushed forward again. This time she relaxed her throat and breathed through her nose as the big cock slipped into her throat. Her throat had never been this stretched out before and she started to gag again. He pulled back, this time his cock sprang free. The black log bobbed before her eyes, the head and about an inch of shaft glistened from her saliva. "Spit on it," he ordered. Lara looked up from his cock. Okeke had unbuttoned the front of his uniform revealing the impressive muscular outlines of his chest. His chest glistened with sweat from the hot sun and being under the colorful uniform. Her eyes moved up from his chest to look him in the face. "Spit on it," he said again. Lara looked down at the black log, leaned forward and let her saliva run over it. "More," said Okeke. She did it again. "Now take your hands and jerk the shaft."
"Like this?" she asked putting both hands on the huge cock and sliding them up and down the shaft.
"Good," replied the black man. "But more spit."
"HEY!" complained Ted when she spit again. Some of her saliva was dripping off the shaft to fall on Ted's face.
Shit! She'd forgotten about Ted. The previously big penis in her pussy had gone limp. Her eyes widened in fear. He'd cum in her fertile womb and she hadn't even noticed. She was about to jump off Ted to let his semen run out, but Okeke pushed his cock head past her lips again. Strong dark fingers slipped through her long brown hair, pulling her head forwards over the massive black cock. The black man began bobbing her head along the tip of his cock while she stroked his shaft. She was forced to sit still with Ted's limp penis plugging her pussy and trapping his seed inside her.
Okeke's fingers gripped her head tightly forcing her to rapidly suck his cock while she used her hands to keep pace with her mouth. Lara was relieved when he relaxed his tight grip. She kept the pace, twirling her tongue around the big cock head before swallowing more of it into her throat. Okeke reached down to move some of her hair out of the way and she realized that he wasn't guiding her at all anymore. She was doing this all on her own and his cock seemed to like it. It was growing bigger.
"Yo wife a good cocksucker, mon," said Okeke.
Ted said nothing in reply. His face was still scrunched up, eyes closed as the cock above his head was still dripping saliva.
Okeke suddenly grabbed the back of her head and pulled her forwards. With a grunt, he ejaculated down her throat. The sheer volume of the man's load stretched her esophagus out so much it hurt. Lara couldn't take the volume, grabbing his hips and pushing herself back to keep from choking. As the cock head left her throat it continued ejaculating so much that her mouth filled. Lara gagged, sperm flying from her mouth and a wave of semen flowed down her chin.
"FUCK!" cried Ted beneath her and she could feel him thrashing around trying to turn his face away from the dripping sperm.
She let Ray cum in her mouth though she spit it out in a tissue, never swallowing. Okeke's cock was still bucking, discharging large amounts of his black seed with each spasm and jerk. Okeke's seed tasted different from Ray's. The black man's semen was thicker and richer. It's consistency was closer to pudding then Ray's watery semen. As her mouth filled, she swallowed. Lara told herself that she did so to keep more of the black man's sperm from dripping on Ted, but the truth was that it tasted GOOD. She gulped four times before Okeke put his hand on her forehead and pushed her back. His cock sprang free bouncing up and down, streams of white sperm struck her face forcing her to close her eyes. She couldn't see it, but Okeke grabbed her cock, jerking the remaining sperm out of the shaft as he aimed it at Lara's large bosom shooting three large wads of white pudding-like cum that hit each breast and in between.
"Fuck," cried Ted, more muffled as sperm splattered off her tits and onto his face. He peeked through one eye at the elongated erect nipple that had so recently been in his mouth and now had the black Bahamian's sperm running down and dripping off it.
Lara wiped sperm from her eyes and jumped off Ted's penis as quickly as she could. Okeke had put his cock away and was finishing buttoning up his uniform. Ted ran the back of his palm across his mouth to clean off any sperm and sprang to his feet. "What the hell do you think you're doing?" he complained.
"Shut the fuck up, mon." Okeke rested his hand on a long black bully club hanging from his belt and Lara couldn't help but compare the club to the size of the black man's penis. "You lucky I'm not arresting both of ya. Now run off to your white mon's resort and consider yourself lucky. Next time I catch ya breaking da law, I'm gonna fuck yo slut wife."
Okeke backed away to make sure Ted wasn't going to jump him. Then the big black man slowly started walking down the beach away from the resort.
Ted did take a couple steps as if to follow Okeke, but he soon turned around. Lara gazed down at his penis. The thing had shriveled up so much into his scrotum that it didn't look any bigger then her husband's. He seemed to realize what she was thinking. Ted quickly grabbed his shorts and started to pull them on.
"You shouldn't have cum inside me," she told him.
"I did.." Ted paused not finishing. Instead he said, "You better get cleaned up."
Lara could feel the sperm dripping down her face and running down her breasts as it liquefied. In a zombie like trance she walked past Ted and down into the cove. Lara didn't know what came over her, but she brought her fingers up to her nipples and rubbed Okeke's semen into them, pinching them and feeling herself becoming aroused. She'd already unconsciously run her tongue around her lips to lick up any sperm within it's reach.
Lara lowered herself into the water and began cleaning herself. She peed while submerged in the water, but could see no signs that she was forcing any of Ted's sperm from her pussy. She still felt dirty when she left the water and went to retrieve her bikini. Ted was staring at her body while she dressed. She looked at him, but there was no flutter in her stomach, no twinge of lust, and any feelings she'd felt for him when they'd first started fucking were gone. She felt relieved. She had gotten him out of her system, but she would always have the pleasant memory of their encounter and the three orgasms he had given her.



They walked back to the resort in silence.
****************
Ted took off to go check on Karen and Lara found her husband sitting at the pool bar having a drink. Raymond saw her and waved her over. "You alright?" he asked as she got closer. "You look pale for someone who has been out in the sun."
"Something I ate," she replied feeling what felt like a gallon of Okeke's seed sloshing around in her stomach. "And I'm still upset over that damned photographer."
"You're not gonna believe this," said Raymond. "The dude's name is Kimbo and he's the illegitimate son of a former Prime Minister and his mistress. The Prime Minister is an investor in this resort and they actually pay the bastard to take pictures. The manager said there's nothing he can do about it."
"Seriously?"
Raymond ordered another drink for himself and one for his wife as she sat down next to him. "The manager did seem apologetic and I got the impression ours wasn't the first complaint about Kimbo. He did give me this." Ray held up a piece of paper.
Lara took the paper and read it. It was a voucher for an all day fishing trip. "That's it? That's all they offered? You know I get seasick."
"I know, but these trips are expensive and the manager said mahi-mahi and sailfish fishing have been excellent lately. I figured you could take a Dramamine. It's a great comp."
Lara wasn't sure how much of a comp pictures of her and her husband having sex were worth. She slid the paper back to Ray, "Dramamine doesn't help. Take Ted."
"I'd rather stare at you in that bikini all day then Ted, but if you don't mind me going without you..."
"I'll see if Karen wants to go shopping or something." Lara smiled. A day with Ted out of her sight might help her compose herself so that she could act normal around him. She told Raymond her stomach was still bothering her and had room service while Ray and Ted went out to dinner as Karen was still laid up. The men ended up drinking until late. Lara woke up from a deep sleep to find her drunk husband sucking on one of her nipples. As soon as he realized she was awake, Raymond climbed on top of her. She opened her legs, praying he wouldn't notice anything different after Ted had stretched her open earlier. She needn't have worried. Raymond brought his crotch up to hers, his little penis flailing around like a limp noodle. Raymond had a major case of the whiskey dick, the second case in as many days. He thrust his hips against her like he believed he had an erection and then his body collapsed down heavily on her. A loud snore erupting in her ear from the face buried in the pillow under her head.
Lara struggled to roll her husband off her and push him as far towards the edge of the king sized bed as she could. She rolled onto her back and stared at the ceiling. Between her husbands snores came Karen's gentle moans from next door. Of course, Ted didn't get whiskey dick and or course, Ted didn't have any compunctions against fucking his wife after he'd cheated on her earlier. Karen's moans grew louder before turning into a little scream of pleasure. Lara briefly felt jealous now that she knew how good Ted's dick felt. She was aroused listening to her friends fuck next door, but resisted the urge to touch herself. Her eyes closed and she fell asleep picturing how good Ted's big black cock had felt.
"You're so big," she gasped, grabbing Okeke's big black cock and guiding it inside her pussy as she lowered herself down on his shaft. "Told ya I'd fuck ya if you broke da law again," said the naked black man beneath her. Okeke's muscular torso glistened with sweat as she ran her small white hands over his hard chest. "You feel so good, Lara," he told her in Ted's voice. Lara bent down to kiss him. His dark black flat nose and his broad lips no longer seemed ugly to her. They kissed passionately. Lara was on all fours, luxuriating in the feeling of Ted's cock inside her. She turned to look over her shoulder smiling at the dark skinned black man fucking her from behind. She loved Ted's black cock more then anything in the world. She turned to look at the policeman forcing them to fuck. The white man had opened his uniform, he was fit and good looking but his penis was so small at a hard five inches. "Oh Ted, that nigger's penis is so little," she heard herself say. "I see da mon's little penis," said Ted's deep voice behind her. The real Ted in the Bahamian police uniform stepped up to her mouth. It was Ray's penis jutting out from Ted's body. The penis went completely limp even as she wrapped her lips around it. She took the limp penis inside her mouth, her lips kissing his pubes. It started to grow and grow and grow. The penis pushed down her throat and she opened her eyes to see herself staring down a long black shaft. It jerked, pumping thick rich seed down her throat. She milked the shaft, wanting more because it tasted so good. Both men pulled their cocks out and Lara found herself on her knees, cupping her breasts, mouth open and tongue out as both the giant black cocks hosed her with their semen. "I should clean up," said Lara dripping with sperm. She walked down the beach to the cove, the clear blue water was now a thick white pudding. Lara touched it with her toes, the hot sperm lapping at her feet felt orgasmic as she lowered herself into it. Lara floated on her back in the buoyant pool of hot cum, rubbing the thick sperm into her breasts, forcing it between her legs and licking it off her fingers.
Lara awoke with a start! She was belly down on the bed, ass up in the air. She could feel her arousal running down her thighs. She was so wet, she wondered if Ray had fucked her in her sleep or maybe Ted's sperm was finally leaking out, but it was all her. She heard a groan from the bathroom and then the shower turned on. Ray walked out of the bathroom ten minutes later with a towel around his waist. "Good morning," she said.
Ray stopped and brought his hand up to his forehead, rubbing his temples. "Not so loud," he moaned.
The edges of Lara's mouth curled up in a wry grin. She hoped both Ray and Ted would be completely miserable out on the water fishing today, but then she felt guilty for thinking it. This was vacation after all and they should have fun even if Ray was abandoning her to go on the comped fishing trip. Maybe she and Karen would have a good time shopping alone? Oh, by the way Karen, I fucked your husband yesterday. I hope you don't mind. "Maybe you shouldn't have gotten so drunk last night," she said, her tone sounding more bitchy then she intended.
"You think?" groaned Ray, going to her purse and looking for her bottle of aspirin.
Lara watched Ray get ready from bed. He dressed and leaned down to kiss her before leaving. She heard him knock on Ted and Karen's door a moment later. Lara got out of bed and stretched. She walked over to the balcony and peeked out through the curtain. It was early, but the sun was out and bright. Some resort employees were preparing for the day in the pool and bar area. A few couples were walking the beach and there was one jogger down by the water. Early enough it was still pretty quiet.
Lara strolled to the bathroom and took her own shower. She still felt dirty from yesterday's events and lathered herself up well before shaving her legs, under her arms, and pubic mound. She stepped out of the shower and rubbed lotion all over her body to keep her skin soft and smooth in the tropical sun. When she finished, she tied her bikini on and pulled a flowered summer dress over her body before tying her wet brown hair up in a ponytail. Her belly growled and she was just thinking about going down for some breakfast when there was a knock at the door. She figured it was Karen or housekeeping. They could clean her room while she was downstairs eating. She walked to the door and pulled it open. Lara gasped in shock as the black photographer grinned at her, his missing black tooth standing out from the yellowish bad teeth. She slammed the door shut.
Lara took several steps back from the door staring at it in horror. The islander knocked again. She stepped forward and peered through the peephole. He wore the same exact clothes as yesterday. His camera was around his neck. He was holding an envelope. He knocked again. "Open de door Meez Clark," he said.
"Go away," she growled through the door. She watched as he stooped, something sliding under the door at her feet. Lara felt the color drain from her face as she bent to pick it up.
"Open up," said Kimbo again.
Lara looked down at the picture of herself with her eyes closed riding her husband's penis on the beach yesterday. The persistent little fuck knocked again, but she ignored it. She could live with this. She and Ray might even own a piece of this resort when they got done suing it. The second picture to come under the door, she couldn't live with. She was on her back with Ted guiding his cock into her. Ugly bastard must have doubled back when her out of shape husband was chasing him down. The third picture clearly showed Ted inside her and their lips were preparing to kiss. The look on her face was one of pure love and lust for the man inside her. The fourth showed her riding Ted. Ted was sucking her distended nipple. The cameraman must have a hell of a zoom for the picture looked like a close up professional porn picture. The next picture that slid under the door showed her sucking the end of a giant black cock and she quickly pulled the door open. "About time," said the islander, still grinning as he entered the room.
Kimbo walked deeper into the room scanning it before turning to face her. His dark eyes swept the curves of her body, climbing her legs, the broad flare of her hips and trim waist before settling in on the impressive cleavage displayed by her dress. Lara crossed her arms across her chest. "What do you want?" she asked, angrily. "I can't pay you much, my husband controls our finances, but I have a hundred dollars in my purse. Let me have all the pictures and it's yours."
"I don't want monee, Meez Clark." Kimbo eyed her body, his tongue coming out to lick across his lips. "I want you. It not everyday I get to fucks a rich white bitch from da mainland.
Lara's mouth fell open and she gasped in shock. She stepped out of his way, pointing a shaking hand towards the door. "Get out. NOW! I'm going to call hotel security."
"No you eez not, Meez Clark." Kimbo shook his head. "You eez going to let me fucks you."
"There's no way in hell that's going to happen. Get out! Please? My husband will be back any minute."
"No he won't. He just left for an all day fishing trip courtesy of me, but I'll leave. If you're sure dats what you want," said Kimbo shrugging and Lara exhaled with relief that he had caved. "Do you have a social media account, Meez Clark. Lara is it? An account I can post some pictures on, perhaps to all your friends to? Just wondering. Eez your husband a friend perhaps? No matter, I'm sure I'll see him later tonight. Maybe I'll meet him at the dock. Take some pictures of his big catch for him. Show him some other pictures."
"FUCK YOU!" she growled.
"That's da plan, Meez Clark or I can leave. The choice is yours." Kimbo walked over to the balcony and looked out the window while she stared at him in horror. He turned around and removed the camera from around his neck, placing it on the dresser. Kimbo's shirt was already open. He let it fall to the floor.
"Please god no," groaned Lara watching the ugly man strip. He was too skinny for his distended belly. He looked like some malnourished African from an old National Geographic magazine. Worse, he didn't seem to realize how ugly his smile was because he kept grinning at her lasciviously. Even as she crinkled her nose in disgust, his tongue slipped out between his yellowed teeth to lick across his lips. His hands came down to push his shorts down and she remembered the size of his penis from yesterday even as the shorts fell down around his ankles and the photographer stepped out of them leaving him nude, but for tattered old sandals on his feet. His obscenely large penis might actually have been slightly smaller the Okeke's, but on Kimbo's skinny body, the monster looked like a third leg. "I can't take that thing," she blurted.
"That's what all da mainland bitches say," he laughed, still grinning disgustingly. "But once dey gets some black islander cock balls deep in da pussy, they eez hooked on the Bahamian black snake."
"You can't be serious?"
"You'll find out soon enough."
"I can't fuck you. I'm trying to have a baby with my husband."
"Dats not my problem, Meez Clark."
"I'll yank it for you."
"I can yank it myself."
"I'll suck it then," she said, staring at the long shaft. It even rose a little more under her gaze. She caught herself wondering if his seed would taste as good as Okeke's and she felt disgusted with herself. It had tasted good though, she thought, her tongue coming out to wet her lips even as her stomach growled reminding her that she hadn't had breakfast yet.
"I can do that myself to," said Kimbo and Lara had no doubt he was telling the truth. "But I will let you suck it." Lara sighed in relief. "Take that dress off first." Lara nodded as Kimbo sat himself down in a chair beside the table. She pulled the sundress off over her head. He was sitting on his lower back, obscene cock thrust up before his paunch. It had a slight curve to the shaft before ending on that dark black plum-sized head. His balls were splayed out under it. They really were the size of two coconuts she thought as they dangled over the edge of the chair between his open legs. "Bikini to," he ordered.
For some reason, she couldn't take her eyes of his cock. Her hands absentmindedly went to the strings on her bikini, but she pulled them back. "No, my bathing suit stays on."
"Just da top then. Let me see dem beeg white teetees."
Lara nodded. She let her top fall to the floor. Even as she exposed her breasts, her vagina shot out a little squirt of juice in her panties and she realized, her bottoms were soaked. She kneeled so that the ugly man couldn't see how wet she was. She kneeled too far away from him and she had to crawl on her hands and knees towards him, her big breasts dangling like udders beneath her before she had crawled between his knees. Kimbo looked down at her, saying nothing as he bared his ugly teeth in a smug almost contemptuous grin. Lara took hold of the base of his penis. It was sticking straight out now. Lara sat straight up on her knees, staring at his cock. She couldn't take her eyes off it. She let her hand slide up the shaft to the bulbous black cock head surprised when a strong squirt of pre cum shot from the large pee slit. His cock was absolutely perfect. There was no other word for it. So thick, her fingers didn't meet as she gripped it's shaft. So hard, she could have hammered a nail with it. So out of place attached to such a skinny ugly man.
"It's not gonna suck itself, beetch."
Lara pulled the head down towards her mouth and let her tongue run over the fat tip. Her tongue circled the helmet and glans even as she loosened her jaw, mouth opening wide, as her lips engulfed it in her mouth. Having tasted her first black cock yesterday, Lara knew more of what to expect today. She relaxed her throat and took the head in as deep as she could. She quickly succeeded in taking more of Kimbo's shaft down her throat then she had Okeke's yesterday, but then she had more control today without the distraction of Ted fucking her. She bobbed her head slowly and sloppily letting her saliva drip down his shaft to lubricate it even as her hand began jerking off the half of his cock she couldn't swallow. Lara feared there was something wrong with her. She was enjoying herself. Her body was responding with a yearning lust for this big cock. Her nipples were hard, aching erasers, and her pussy was gushing with desire. She was a desirable, young, sexy, white American housewife with a body to die for, yet she felt like she was the privileged one sucking this ugly black islander. Privileged to be on her knees servicing such a magnificent cock. She sucked harder, taking more down her throat and stroking less as she redoubled her efforts. Either she had some sort of sick size fetish or it was her overly hormonal ovulation that was driving her to seek out the man best suited to impregnate her. Lara used her free hand to reach up and cup his scrotum. His balls were so full and heavy. So much sperm was inside them waiting for release. Lara immediately had several involuntary muscle spasms in her pussy that had her wondering if she'd just experienced a small orgasm.
Lara felt herself choking and opened her eyes surprised to see his pubes were only inches from her nose. She'd unconsciously taken his cock deeper down her throat then she had Okeke's yesterday. She quickly pulled back until his cock head freed her mouth. His shiny glistening cock bobbed before her as she gasped for air.
"Try using dem teetees, Meez Clark."
Lara moved closer and sat up straight so that she could engulf the black man's cock between her soft white breasts. She squeezed them together and bounced, her breasts sliding up and down his huge shaft. Her fingers were near her erect nipples and she couldn't resist giving them a quick pinch. She gasped loudly in surprise at the intense stab of pleasure that turned her leaking vagina into Niagara Falls. Her fingers stayed on her nipples, pinching and tugging on them even as her head bent so that she could lick the tip of his cock. The plum sized head of his cock was as hard as a golf ball. It was such a dark black it was almost purple. Even the slit down the center was huge. Her breasts felt warm, hot even. Either from the friction or the fact that his hard cock was simply giving off a lot of heat. The head looked bigger to, no longer a plum, but a small apple, the pee slit as large as her eye and it was opening...
Lara closed her eyes just as the first blast of hot seed hit her in the face. There was so much it covered everything with his hot sticky sperm. She sat back on her legs and felt the second blast of cum strike her chest and breasts. Blind, she reached out and caught a third blast of sperm on her breasts before her hand found the bucking cock. She leaned forward, mouth open just as more semen shot into her open mouth. She swallowed just as her mouth closed over the still engorged cock head. His hot seed filled her mouth four more times, her throat gulping down every drop before filling again. Kimbo's cum tasted every bit as good as the black cop's had yesterday just as she'd somehow known it would. So good, her hands stroked his shaft, trying to milk it for every drop.
Lara kept stroking the shaft even after it had ceased leaking semen. She stroked it until she felt a hand on her sticky forehead pushing her off the end of his cock. Kimbo reached down and grabbed her arms, helping her to her feet. "Direct me to the bathroom, please," she asked, still blind while licking her lips. He placed his hands on her hips and turned her around replacing his hands on her hips over the strings on her bikini bottoms. He wasn't moving her to the bathroom though. He only walked her a few paces before he moved his hands up to her shoulder and pushed her forwards. Her hands reached out and caught the mattress even as his foot forced her to spread her legs open. She could feel the man's huge cock head pushing against her soaked pussy lips even as she realized her bikini bottoms were falling to the floor. Her labia pushed inwards, then spread open, slurping the giant black cock head inside her. She was so aroused she took him inside with such ease it both shocked and scared her.
Lara was so confused she didn't have time to object. She'd agreed to get him off with the express intention of saving her pussy from having to take such a huge monster. How was he not only still hard, but ready to immediately go again? Ray would be fast asleep and snoring within minutes of cumming. "Aaaah!" she cried feeling the enormous cock head forcing it's was deeper in her pussy. "It's so biiig!" she muttered in disbelief. Never in her wildest dreams would Lara have imagined she'd have a black man's cock inside her pussy. She'd never imagined she'd ever cheat on Ray, never wanted to until she'd met Ted. "It's so big," she whispered as the black cock worked it's way deeper and deeper. It was stretching her so wide, dormant nerve endings inside her vagina were awakening and starting to tingle. "So big...so big... so good," she admitted, hanging her head low in defeat. To her shame, her pussy was squeezing his shaft, her muscle spasms pulling inwards wanting him deeper. Lara was grateful that her face was still covered in sperm, blinding her. She couldn't look over at the wall mirror and see the man fucking her. So he was black, but did he have to be so ugly? "FUCK! Gawd! So big. Fuck!" The monster cock was inches deeper then Ted had gone now and there was still more to give, but the head was starting to bang on her cervix hurting her a little. Then her pussy was empty as he yanked his cock out. "Noooo," she moaned in disappointment, again surprising herself.



Lara felt nothing. She was on all fours on her bed. Her body's natural arousal was steadily dripping off her engorged clit. Her labia was still parted expecting his cock to return. Kimbo didn't even have his hands on her hips or ass. She could sense him still standing between her legs. The cock head returned gently touching her pussy lips, but not pushing in. Much to her shame, she pushed back into him, moaning as her lips did close around the head a little. Still blind, she couldn't see what he was doing. Kimbo was grinning at the camera he'd set on the table cleverly aimed so as to take in the whole room. It was in video mode, the light on, filming everything. He'd positioned her body so that the camera was filming a side view of her as well as his glistening black shaft poised to reenter her pussy. Lara jumped when his hand slapped down on her bare ass. It had more surprised her then hurt. He spanked her again, her ass cheek stinging a little. It was more a gesture of dominance then off purposefully trying to inflict pain on her, but he was really just doing it for the camera. Kimbo raised his hand to his mouth, looking at the camera while sucking his thumb. He removed it and moved the hand down to the small of her back, thumb sliding down the top of her ass crack.
He pulled on her back while pushing his cock forwards and the head plowed it's way back inside her eliciting a small moan from Lara's mouth. The moan turned to a squeal when he slammed his cock head forwards.
OW!" she grunted as his cock head knocked at her cervix. "OW! UNH!" The cock head hit her hard again. "SHIT! FUCK! TOO BIG!" Kimbo pushed up and then down, pressing his cock hard against her cervix. Lara winced in pain before much to her surprise, his cock began to push through into her womb. "UNNGGHH! FUCK!" she screamed. There was a new sensation. His thumb was pushing hard against the tight little rosebud of her anus. Even as her cervix was opening for his cock, her ass was opening for his thumb. "GOD! FUCK! Not my ASS! TOO BIG! Too much! Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. FUCK! FUCK ME! FUCK ME YOU BLACK BASTARD!
"I tink Meez Clark likes da black cock, no?" Kimbo threw his head back and laughed. "Gonna get da black itch now."
Her cervix now open and accepting, Lara was getting fucked hard and fast by the full length of Kimbo's cock. "YES!" she screamed, cumming hard, harder then she ever had. She hadn't even felt it building up, it had hit so fast. The next one she did feel building up in her womb. His thumb went from just plugging her asshole to pushing in and out of it as fast as his cock was pumping her pussy. Nothing had ever felt this good. Her second orgasm was even bigger then the first. She sobbed in pleasure.
"Tell me you want dis black cock, Meez Clark."
"I want it," she moaned.
"Want what?"
"Your cock. SHIT! CUMMING! Your BLACK COCK!"
"Whose black cock, Meez Clark?"
"Yours."
"What's my name?"
"Kimbo. I want Kimbo's black cock. Fuck me Kimbo. Fuck me with your black cock, KIMBO'S BLACK COCK."
Kimbo shoved his cock in so hard and deep, his giant scrotum stung her thighs as it slapped against them. Her womb flooded with the black man's seed. The huge cock bucked and leaped inside her pussy, hosing her womb with every bit as much sperm as he'd cum the first time he'd ejaculated. Lara's body reacted to the seeding with a series of large orgasms, her contractions milking his cock for every drop of seed his massive balls held.
Lara was panting with exertion from so many orgasms by the time he pulled both his cock and thumb out of her body. Kimbo's cock, still rampant and hard rested against her ass cheeks. She felt him grab it and squeeze along the shaft. His amazing cock's last bit of ejaculate shot forth over her back and there was still enough to pool in the small of her back. Kimbo grabbed her hips and pulled her to her feet. He pulled her body into his and she could feel his now spent cock, now dangling like a fat banana between their bodies. His hand grabbed the back of her hair and pulled down until her face turned up. His mouth came down on hers, tongue pushing past her lips into her mouth. She shuddered, once again glad she couldn't see him, but her own tongue dueled with his and she kissed him back passionately thanking him for the amazing sex as her body melted into his arms.
Kimbo led Lara to the bathroom. She entered, forcing her eyes to open. His initial ejaculate had dried, gluing her eyes shut. She did manage to get one eye open, but the other was stuck. The image greeting her in the mirror both amazed and frightened her. On the one hand, her body was a disgusting sperm covered mess. Semen matted her hair, flakes covered her face and one eye was glued shut. Her breasts were covered in the flakes. She could feel the pool that he'd left on her back sliding down into her ass crack. One the other hand, she looked radiant and seemed to be glowing. Her nipples were hard to the point they ached. She could even see her engorged clit hanging down between her legs and thought she could make out her equally engorged labia hanging down, still splayed open and leaking sperm. A lot of sperm. A whole lot of sperm. It was pooling on the bathroom floor at her feet and she was suddenly grateful, Ted had cum inside her yesterday. At least if he had impregnated her, she might be able to pass the baby off as Ray's.
Lara turned the shower on and stepped in. She washed everything thoroughly and actually squatted in the shower to pee. It wasn't so much that she had to go, but more that she hoped it would force out more of the black man's sperm. Unfortunately, even after urinating, her abdomen still felt bloated as if a gallon of sperm was trapped inside her womb by her now closed cervix. Once again, she was thankful Ted had cum inside her yesterday. These black men's cocks seemed to be designed to make babies.
Lara wrapped a towel around her body and left the bathroom hoping Kimbo had grabbed his things and left. Unfortunately, he was still naked and laying on top of her bed. Yech, she thought as he grinned at her. I let that ugly mouth kiss me. Her eyes wandered down from his ugly face, skinny chest, and little pot belly to the huge cock between his legs. It was soft, but plump, like a fat black snake resting on her bedspread. Lara still couldn't believe her eyes at how big it was or that it had actually fit in her body. "You need to get going," she said, still staring at his cock, partially because she liked looking at it, but mostly because she didn't like looking at him.
"Oh, we're not done yet, Meez Clark," he said, still grinning.
"Oh, I think we are finis...", but before she could finish, a huge black hand covered her mouth from behind, startling her. She jerked in fear even as the man's other hand reached around her belly and ripped the towel open. He pushed her forwards towards the bed and the waiting Kimbo. The huge black hands cupped her breasts and hefted them as if testing their weight. She looked down at the huge hands even as they pinched her sensitive nipples eliciting a moan from her throat. She looked over at Kimbo. The ugly black photographer had his cock in his hand and it was rising to attention again as he slowly stroked it. Lara looked away and found herself staring in the mirror. The man behind her was the black policeman from yesterday. His shirt was off, but he still wore the police trousers with the stripe down the side.
"Meez Clark," said Kimbo. "I'd like you to meet my cousin, officer Okeke, Royal Bahamas Police Force.."
Oh no! she thought even as she once again found herself on all fours on the bed. She heard the sounds of a zipper behind her. The policeman's cock was even slightly larger then Kimbo's, she remembered. She watched Okeke spit in his hand and coat his cock with it quickly lining the head up with her pussy. "OOMMPH!" she grunted as he entered her. Visually Okeke wasn't that much bigger then Kimbo, but she could sure feel the difference with him inside her. "Oh my," she muttered as he worked the head slowly in and out. "This is UNGH some sort of AHH set up! Oh that's good!"
Kimbo chuckled. He had risen up to his knees before her. Lara found herself staring down the hard length of his cock wondering how he could possibly be ready to go a third time. "I don't know what dat meenz, Meez Clark. My cousin uses his authority on stupeed mainlanders so dat I can photograph dem in compromising situations. Den we make dem have sex wit us."
"You FUCK bastard," she managed to sputter out. "FUCK! How many?"
"Dozens," said Kimbo with a shrug. He was holding the base of his huge cock and guiding the head towards her mouth.
"FUCK FUCKER FUCK ME," she growled, giving in to the sensations again. "Fuck me. AAAAHHH!" she screamed as Okeke pushed his cock in deep followed by an "OOOOMPH!" as Kimbo pushed the head of his cock into her open mouth as she moaned.
Lara couldn't help herself. She pushed back into Okeke's probing cock loving every new inch of it. She came quickly and again quickly after the first one. She used Okeke's thrusts to push her head down on the photographer's cock, but it was difficult to concentrate on blowing one big black cock while getting such a good fucking from a second. She slobbered over the head while wishing she could use her hands to stroke the thick shaft, but her hands were needed to brace herself against the mattress. Again, she wondered what was happening to her that she had surrendered so quickly even to the point she felt disappointed in herself for not being able to give Kimbo's cock the sucking it deserved.
Lara's head came off Kimbo's cock when Okeke abruptly yanked his out. "No," whimpered this other woman's voice. "More, fuck me more," and then even more shocking. "Please?" she begged.
"I wants you to ride me," said Okeke. He walked around to the side of the bed, stroking that huge black monstrosity between his legs.
Lara slid back and Kimbo stepped off the bed as Okeke laid down. He was holding his cock up for her. This different woman she had become crawled between his legs and kissed the head of his huge cock even let her tongue lick around the crown which still glistened from her arousal and orgasms. Lara didn't rise up to squat. She crawled up his body, his cock slipping between her breasts as she slid up the policeman's hard muscled form. His cock fell to his stomach, pressing hard against her own. His cock was so big, her breasts were in his face before she felt her pussy slide over the head op his cock. Her lips spread open for it and she pushed down and back taking the shaft inside her again. Lara moaned rearing up and Okeke clamped his thick lips around her elongated nipple. Her wet nipple sprang free of his mouth as she pushed back into his cock and sat up in his lap. She closed her eyes enjoying the feeling of simply being impaled on the giant shaft. Lara rested her hands on his chest feeling his hard muscles. Okeke reached up and pinched both her nipples causing her pussy to squeeze and spasm around his shaft.
Lara slowly opened her eyes, a lazy smile stretching across her face. She'd lost track of the orgasms she'd had today. She looked down into the black man's face. Okeke no longer looked ugly to her. "Thank you," she said leaning down to kiss his broad lips. Okeke grabbed the back of her head and held her there as his tongue pushed into her mouth. She didn't pull away. Her tongue dueled with his even as she worked her pussy around his thick shaft.
Lara sat back up and started riding him. "Oh god, Okeke. Your cock is so big. I love it. Fuck me you black stud."
"Listen to yourself Meez Clark," laughed Kimbo. "Got the black itch now." Lara had forgotten about him. Kimbo was standing by the bed. He'd emptied some of her tanning lotion on his shaft and was stroking it while watching them. No amount of orgasms could have made Kimbo anything but ugly, but even he seemed less repulsive to her somehow. Kimbo was still rubbing the lotion all over the black shaft as he walked around behind her bed.
Lara concentrated on riding Okeke and even had another small orgasm when she felt Kimbo climb on the bed behind her. She froze. One slick hand had grabbed one of her ass cheeks. Then she felt the head of his cock slide down the crack of her ass to rest on her anus. Her puckered little rosebud pushed in as he applied pressure. "What do you...?" Her ass began to hurt and finally her anus started opening. "Not my..."
The pain grew intense as her anus stretched wide and finally the huge head began to push inside her. "OWWW! Too big! OWW! Jesus!" Okeke grabbed her shoulders to stop her from squirming even as Kimbo grabbed her waist and pulled. Kimbo's cock pushed several inches inside her bowels.
They showed her some mercy, taking it slow. Lara was frozen in place sitting on Okeke's lap while Kimbo slowly worked his cock deeper in her ass. She was doing controlled breathing exercises along the lines of a woman giving birth. The two cocks were pushing hard against each other as if fighting for room inside her. Kimbo would hold still until her breathing slowed and then push another inch in patiently waiting for her to get used to this new feeling. "OWW...OHHH!" Kimbo was now slowly fucking her ass. He would pull back until the head nearly popped out before pushing it in deep. "OH! OH! OH YES!" she moaned. "Cumming!"
And she did. Lara came hard. The biggest one yet. She couldn't believe the intensity of it. What kind of woman came from having her ass fucked? What kind of woman came from having two stranger's cocks in her at the same time? Only a slut would take pleasure in this. "Fuck my slut ass," she growled. "Fuck my slut pussy."
Kimbo held her hips steady and up so that Okeke could buck his hips thrusting his cock in and out of her. The two men fucked her like this for fifteen minutes changing speed and pace. Sometimes they'd thrust together and other times one would push deep while the other pulled back. Lara orgasmed half a dozen times in that fifteen minute period. All of them were big orgams. She was only semi aware of her surroundings like she was stoned or in a meditative state. There was only the two cocks fucking her body to extreme pleasure. "Me tinks our cocks have done turned Meez Clark into a slut, Okeke," said Kimbo.
"YES," moaned Lara without thinking. "I'm a slut for Okeke's cock. Kimbo's big black cock in my ass feels so good. I'm Kimbo's slut now." She knew what he liked to hear. The black man behind her growled with aggressive lust. He grabbed her hair and pulled her back until her head turned over her shoulder. He kissed her and she kissed him back while one black hand came around to squeeze her breast. They Frenched like that for a long time until suddenly Okeke thrust up and held his cock still. The first blast of sperm was so powerful her womb stung. Then her womb flooded even as his cock sent more of his seed into her every time it twitched in her pussy. Kimbo pushed deep too and immediately her bowels were flooded. "AAAAH," she screamed into his mouth, pulling back to continue. "AAAAAAAHHHHHHH!
"Noisy bitch," grunted Okeke.
"Loud too," agreed Kimbo slowly pulling his cock back. It sprang up and sent another stream of semen across her back.
Okeke pulled her up and yanked his cock out before rolling the exhausted woman off him. Lara laid on her back, eyes closed. She was writhing slowly on the bed and her hips were almost imperceptibly rising as if she thought she was still getting fucked. Even as they watched, her hands erotically came up to caress her belly and breasts. Okeke stood up off the bed and stared at her, his cock plumping up and rising. Kimbo was spent, but he grabbed his camera and checked the time. The video mode was still running and there was plenty of time left. He held it and aimed it down catching the woman's sensuously caressing herself. He put it down, still running, even as she opened her eyes and sat up on the edge of the bed. "Wow!" was all she said. Lara looked around her and added. "This place is a mess."
"I'll have one of de maids geev eet a good cleaning before Meester Clark geets back," said Kimbo. "Dey used to eet."
"Of course they are," said Lara. She stood and waddled towards the bathroom her hands cupped between her legs to catch the leaking semen. Seconds later the sounds of the shower were heard.
Okeke's cock had already risen watching Lara walk to the bathroom. "Dis one's amazing Kimbo. I tink I'll join her."
"Leave da curtain open," said the photographer, hefting his camera.
Okeke's cock led the way to the bathroom and Kimbo heard a gasp of surprise from Lara. He walked to the entrance to the bathroom and stood in the doorway aiming the camera at the shower. Okeke was leaning back in the corner holding the shower curtain askew while a nude Lara kneeled before him greedily sucking his cock. "You're a slut now Meez Clark," he said into the audio feed. The noise of the shower kept her from hearing him. "Fat Meester Clark will never satisfy you now wit hees little boy's peeenis. Ya got the Bahamian black itch, bitch. You will need da dark meat from now on." Kimbo wasn't quite done, but he was interrupted by a knock on the door. He assumed it was housekeeping and walked over to peer through the peep hole. He grinned with appreciation. It was the pretty redheaded wife. She was wearing a green bikini and wrap around skirt. Sunglasses hung from the bikini between her breasts and she wore a broad straw hat on her head.
Kimbo returned the camera to the table still running and aimed at the bed. He quickly entered the bathroom just as Karen knocked again. "Your friend is at da door," he told Lara whose lips were impressively close to kissing Okeke's pubic hair. She was learning quickly.
"Wait here," she said, reluctantly pulling her head off the policeman's cock. "I'll get rid of her."
"No," interrupted Kimbo watching Lara climb out of the shower and wrap a towel around her waist. "Eenvite her een."
"What?" she asked even as there was a third knock and Karen called "Lara?". Lara turned her head and yelled. "I'll be right there."
"I want to see you together." Kimbo had a lustful evil look on his face.
"You've got to be kidding?" But Lara could tell he was serious. "No way. I'm not a lesbo. You're crazy. Never. Where are you going?"
Kimbo went over to his pictures and pulled out one of Lara with Ted inside her and they were about to kiss. "I'll just slide dis under the door."
"Please. Homosexuality is a sin. I'm not some disgusting butch lesbian."
"You weren't a nigger lover two hours ago either."
Lara gasped. Kimbo was at the door about to slide the photo under it. "Wait!"
"You'll do eet?"
"Yes," she whispered dejectedly.
"Good." Kimbo slipped into the bathroom with the door open a crack. The shower stopped.
Lara went and opened the door. Karen strolled in. "About time," she said.
"I was in the shower."
"So I deduced, Sherlock," said Karen cheerfully, looking at Lara's towel, wet skin, and dripping hair.
She strolled into the room. "Wow, you guys are bigger slobs then me and Ted." The two black men had left their piles of clothes on the floor. Luckily, they were heaped in such a way as to not reveal Okeke's uniform. There were also several towels placed over pools of sperm on the carpet and bed. "Nice camera."
Lara glanced at the fancy camera on the table. "Thanks, it's Ray's." She looked over towards the bathroom. Kimbo was staring through the crack. He motioned towards the redhead and held the picture up. "How's the sunburn?"
Karen winced. "Better, but still a little sore."
"Better let me have a look." Lara stood before Karen and reached out shaky hands for the sunglasses and bikini string tied around the back of her neck. Karen looked perplexed, but didn't stop her. The bikini top fell to the floor. Karen had already applied a good amount of lotion to her pale skin for their shopping trip and her body had a sexy sheen to it. The breast area that her bikini had covered was still an angry red color darker then her pink nipples. Karen had small areola, dime sized and almost all nipple. One nipple had skin peeling off it. "I can see why you were laid up. Better rub some lotion on it."



Karen watched Lara get a bottle of hand lotion while setting her sunglasses on the table. "I know what you were doing," she said with a grin.
Lara squirted some lotion in her hand and walked back over to the topless redhead. "What's that?" she replied reaching out for Karen's breasts.
"The walls are thin," said Karen, laughing as Lara's hands froze inches from her red tipped breasts. "You were masturbating thinking about those black penises we saw on the beach yesterday." Lara seemed to relax and reached out to caress Karen's pert breasts with her slick hands. "Umm," said Karen closing her eyes. "That feels good. I can't say I blame you. They were so big and black. When Ted and I made love last night, I found myself wishing his was bigger. I wonder what something that big would feel like?"
"Pretty good I imagine," answered Lara. Geez, Karen liked to blab. She pinched and twirled Karen's now hard nipples between her fingers.
Karen moaned and opened her eyes. She was surprised to see Lara was closer to her and was looking into her eyes. "Uh... you're the last person I would have imagined masturbating while thinking about... what did you yell?... big black cock." Karen knew Lara was a bit of a racist. Karen was looking curiously at her friend. Lara's hands had moved from her breasts to caress down her sides. "You were crying out for over an hour." Lara's hands were fumbling with Karen's skirt. The redhead wasn't stopping her. "Must have been pretty horny?"
"Real horny," said Lara, pulling her towel off even as Karen's skirt was falling to the floor. The two women's nipples were pushing into each other now and their faces were inches apart. Lara grabbed Karen's ass and pulled her closer until their breasts were mashed together. Karen's lips met hers eagerly and they kissed passionately even as Lara forced her back towards the bed.
Lara had assumed Karen would reject her and she could apologize later after thinking up some sort of excuse for her actions. Unfortunately, her friend was as aggressively kissing her back as she was kissing Karen. Karen's hands were squeezing Lara's ass, running over her hips, up her waist, pushing her back so that she could squeeze Lara's heavy bosom. "So jealous of these," moaned Karen, between kissing her. Karen's light touch actually felt good. As did the feeling of her soft body pressed against hers. So different from a man's, either Ray with his big paunch or Okeke's hard muscular body. This wasn't unpleasant.
Lara pushed her back and Karen fell on the bed opening her legs as Lara climbed on her. Lara leaned over her, kissing her again. Karen wrapped one hand around the back of Lara's head and pulled her lips tight against hers. Lara broke free and kissed Karen's neck, then down to her freckled chest. Karen ran her fingers through Lara's long brown hair while Lara flicked her tongue over the redhead's pink nipples.
Lara kissed her way down Karen's breast, rib cage, and then her soft white stomach, letting her tongue lick into Karen's navel before working her way down her lower belly. Karen had shaved her red pubic hair into a thin strip, but it was quite bushy. Lara licked down the sides of the strip and let her tongue roll across the tip of Karen's mound, flickering her clit. Karen moaned and bucked, lifting her crotch up into Lara's tongue. Lara looked down distastefully at Karen's pussy. She was wet and ready. Her clit was already swollen and her labia glistened. Lara swallowed her distaste and dove in, letting her tongue work it's way between the folds of Karen's vagina. "Oh, that's so good," moaned Karen, rearing up to reach down and pull Lara' head deeper into her pussy. "Ted doesn't do this for me often," she said relaxing and falling back. Karen was lifting her crotch into Lara's thrusting tongue. "That's it lick me there, baby." Jesus, just shut up thought Lara. "Now use your finger." Lara continued licking even as she pushed one finger into Karen's sopping wet pussy. "I haven't been with a woman since college. God I missed this." Yech! Karen had lesbian tendencies. "Gonna cum, lover. AAHHHH!"
Lara wiggled her finger deep in Karen's vagina and sucked the redhead's clit between her lips as Karen came. Everything changed when Lara opened her eyes and looked up Karen's body. At first, she was looking cross-eyed down Karen's bushy red strip, but as her eyes roamed up Karen's body, she felt she'd never seen a sexier sight. Karen was simply beautiful, her sexy belly was undulating as she came. Karen's nipples here hard little erasers. One hand was pinching a nipple. She had her other hand on the side of her head with her fingers running through her luxuriously long red hair. They had developed a strong friendship only ruined by Lara's crush on Karen's husband. Lara suddenly a new wave of affection growing for her friend that corresponded with a new rush of arousal flowing out of her well used pussy.
Karen's hand left her head and she looked down at her friend with a lazy smile across her pretty face. "Umm, thank you," she purred. "That was wonderful." Lara didn't stop. She added a second finger to the one in Karen's pussy and began working both fingers in and out as fast as she can while sucking on Karen's clit. Karen's lazy smile left her face and her mouth opened in a loud moan. Her eyes went wide as she stared down her body into Lara's eyes. Karen's pubic mound lifted high off the bed and her whole body started trembling. "OHMYGOD!" cried Karen. "FUCK!" Her crotch bucked into Lara's mouth. "AAAAAHHHHH!!!" Lara's tongue and chin were suddenly soaked and Karen's crotch slammed back down onto the mattress.
Lara wiped her mouth and crawled up on the bed beside her friend and now her lover. "You're beautiful," she said running her hand over Karen's pubic mound and stomach stopping at her breasts.
Karen came alive, leaning over and kissing Lara again, not caring that Lara's mouth had just been in her pussy. "Thank you! She kissed her. Thank you!" She kissed her. "That was the best orgasm of my life." She kissed her. Karen leaned over Lara's body and kissed her cheek. "I've fantasized about this." She kissed her neck. "We need to have some girl's night's out when we get back." She squeezed Lara's huge breasts lustfully while licking down Lara's chest. "Do this again sometime." She kissed one of Lara's elongated nipples and Lara began moaning and writhing. "What if Ted and Ray caught us?" She pushed her tongue into Lara's navel while pinching both of Lara's nipples.
"They probably wouldn't mind," gasped Lara.
Karen licked down under Lara's navel. "They'd probably love it." She looked at Karen's bare pubic mound and started kissing all over it. "I love your shaved pussy."
"Shut up and eat me," pleaded Lara.
Karen got on all fours to bury her face in Lara's pussy. She started low on the vagina and just licked her way up, wiggling her tongue as she went and flickering over Lara's growing clit. Lara moaned in delight too lifting her crotch into Karen's tongue. Ray wasn't to keen on doing this for her either and it was an unexpected pleasure to have Karen's tongue in her pussy, but then it was gone. "Ew Lara, you could have warned me that Ray fucked you before he left."
Lara's eyes flew open. "Uh, sorry."
"It's alright," said Karen, returning her mouth to Lara's pussy. She wasn't too keen on eating a cream pie out of another woman, but the combined taste of Ray's sperm and Lara's pussy wasn't unpleasant. It tasted better then Ted's semen alone and there was a surprising amount of it given Ray's little cock and balls. Karen pushed her tongue deep wanting more and there was a steady flow of Ray's tasty seed dribbling out of Lara's pussy. Ray's balls hadn't looked big enough to hold this much semen. Karen remembered the smug feeling of superiority she'd felt comparing Ray's penis to her own husband's much more impressive organ. Ray apparently had his own gifts.
Lara was thrashing and moaning as an orgasm approached. The stacked brunette got carried away bucking her hips into Karen's mouth. Karen's tongue slid down to Lara's anus, even slipping into it and another stream of delicious seed poured down her tongue into her mouth. She even kept her tongue wriggling around Lara's anal rim lapping up the steady stream of sperm that Lara's apparently stud of a husband had deposited in her ass. His little prick had even stretched out his wife's anus into a little hole. Lara's crotch came back down, sliding Karen's tongue up into her pussy. This time Karen brought her hand up and used her finger to help get her sexually charged friend off. She was so intent on making Lara cum, she was barely aware that strong hands had grabbed her hips. "Oh god Karen," cried Lara, thrashing her head left and right in ecstasy. "It's so good. I'm cumming! AAAAHHHH!"
Karen's was shocked by how hard Lara's pussy was suddenly clamped down around her finger. Then it was ballooning up as she came. Karen was also shocked by the amount of sperm Lara's orgasm was forcing out of her womb. Karen's mouth filled up so fast, she gulped like she did when giving Ted a blow job only this was a lot more sperm. She was also shocked by what felt like a small apple spreading her own labia wider then they'd ever been spread as it pushed it's way inside her.
Karen looked over her shoulder and gasped when she saw the big black man standing behind her. Afraid, she pulled forward, the fat cock head plopping out of her as she crawled up the bed and over Lara. The black man quickly caught up with her, grabbing her hips and guiding his cock back in. "Lara?" she gasped looking down into Lara's eyes. "What's going on? "
"I'm sorry. They made me seduce you."
Lara felt bad at the hurt look on Karen's face. "Bitch," she spat. "I should have known Ray's little dick couldn't have fucked you like that."
Lara winced, but admitted. "No, he couldn't. Nor could Ted. These men are gifted. Now you get to find out for yourself. You'll thank me later."
"OHH! God that's BIG!" Karen gasped in delight. Her body came down a little, pressing her breasts against Lara's. "How big?"
"Not sure. At least a foot." Lara was enjoying watching the expressions on Karen's face as she experienced her first black cock. She wondered if her own expressions had been similar. "That's Okeke."
"It feels good."
"I know."
"I thought you liked me."
"I do. I'm not a lesbo, but what we did..." Lara stared into Karen's eyes, "felt right. I liked it... a lot."
"Can we do it again?"
For an answer, Lara pulled Karen's head down over hers and the two women French kissed passionately even as Okeke pushed more of his cock inside the redhead. Karen moaned into Lara's mouth, her slick body wiggling on top the more voluptuous woman as they kissed.
"Deez are da hottest sluts I ever seen," said Kimbo.
Karen broke the kiss and looked over at the voice. "Ech," she said in surprise when she saw the ugly black man. She moved her eyes down away from his ugly face and gazed more appreciatively at his swelling cock. "Wow! Are they all so big?"
Kimbo climbed up on the bed, his cock leading the way. He slid one leg over the pillows near Lara's head as the tip of his cock approached Karen's mouth. Lara closed one eye as his huge dangling scrotums slid over the side of her face. She stared up at the thick long shaft and watched Karen open her mouth to lick the head even as she turned her own head to let her tongue lick the man's ball sack while Karen bobbed her head over the tip of the man's cock.
"That's it Meez Lewis, suck old Kimbo's black cock."
Lara felt claustrophobic trapped underneath Karen and by the two black men. She continued licking Kimbo's balls while Karen moaned lovingly around his dark black cock. From time to time, Karen would tremble and whimper as she came. Fluids constantly sprayed Lara's thighs as Karen came from Okeke's plunging cock. She also knew how Ted must have felt yesterday laying beneath her while she sucked Okeke on the beach. Karen's saliva dribbled down Kimbo's shaft to splatter all over Lara's face. Fifteen minutes or so of this and Okeke thrust forward with a loud grunt. "No condom!" cried Karen, followed by an "OOMMPH!" as Kimbo pushed the head of his cock past her lips again. With one eye she could clearly see Karen's cheeks bulge out before a deluge of pure white cum shot out over Karen's chin. Lara closed her eye even as she got a face full of hot seed. Okeke groaned as he pulled his cock out, sperm almost immediately began splattering on Lara's shaved pussy as it poured out of Karen's newly baptized white pussy. As far as Lara knew, no man had ever come bareback inside the redhead.
"No man has ever cum in me before," groaned Karen in a state of shock confirming Lara's belief.
"Ha!" laughed Okeke behind her. He was scooting back to stand off the bed. "Den I da first real man you had."
"Yes, I think you are," said Karen. She looked down at Lara. "He came in me. He CAME in me!" Her voice suddenly filled with panic. "HE CAME IN ME!" Karen pushed herself up. "I'll get PREGNANT!" Karen sat up on Lara's belly and Lara could feel Okeke's sperm leaking out all over her stomach. Before she knew what was happening, Karen was sitting back on her heels sliding up Lara's body. "You have to suck it out, Lara." Lara watched Karen's pussy lifting up. It looked well fucked, her labia was still parted like it still had a cock in it and sperm was steadily pouring out. Even as she stared at it, Karen brought her hips forward and pushed her pussy down on Lara's mouth. "Suck it all out please. This is all your fault."
Lara didn't hesitate. She slurped at Karen's pussy, sucking and licking. Sperm filled her mouth, Karen's body heat keeping it as hot as it had been freshly pumping out from Okeke's cock. Her mouth filled several times and she swallowed every delicious drop. She could tell that Karen was trying to use her pussy muscles to force as much out as she could and Lara's tongue even gave Karen a small orgasm which forced a fresh wave of black seed into Lara's mouth. Karen pulled back and Lara assumed she must be satisfied, but the hot redhead only flipped around onto her hands and knees and forced her pussy back onto Lara's mouth. Lara felt Karen's breath on her vagina and for a moment she thought Karen was about to sixty-nine her, but instead Karen bent her head down and began licking off the sperm that had dripped all over Lara's shaved pussy. Karen's tongue licked greedily everywhere Okeke's sperm had dripped. Both women were like addicts hungrily trying to lick up every bit of black seed they could get.
Eventually Karen rolled off her, but Lara still wanted more. Karen's pussy had left a trail of leaking sperm all over Lara's body. The young wife placed her hand in the pool of sperm on her belly and rubbed it into her skin. She did the same to the sperm on her breasts, rubbing it into her nipples and licking some off the sperm of her hand. She should be the most sexually satisfied woman on the planet at that moment, but instead she found herself growing aroused again.
"He's filming us," came Karen's voice.
Lara opened her eyes and stared at the ugly black photographer. He was aiming and running his camera up along both women's bodies. "I filmed everyting, Meez Lewis," said Kimbo laughing.
"Oh god, what do we do?" asked Karen.
"Anything they want," replied Lara.
Kimbo quit filming and put his camera around his neck. He walked over to the hotel's phone and picked it up. "Dis is Meester Kimbo. Geet me housekeeping." There was a pause before he continued. "Special clean up in room 411." He hung the phone up.
"But Kimbo, I wants to fuck some more," complained Okeke.
"Take dat ho to her room. You still have a little time."
"Good," said Okeke.
Karen watched the strong black man walk over to her side of the bed. He reached down and easily picked her up. "What are you doing?" she asked in surprise.
"Taking a short cut."
Lara watched Okeke carry the pale redhead over to her balcony. He opened the doors and stepped outside. He helped the nude woman get on her feet over the balcony railing to her room before stepping over it himself and disappearing from Lara's view.
"You should geet cleaned up," said Kimbo. He walked over to his pile of clothes and pulled a business card out of his pocket. "This is for you," he told her tossing the card on the messy bed. "When you gets da itch again."
"What do you mean, the itch?" she asked, aghast that he may have given her some sort of disease.
"You'll know Meez Clark," he laughed. Kimbo then gathered up Okeke's, Karen's, and his own clothes into his arms. "Tell da maids to come next door when dey done here." Kimbo turned and followed the other couple onto the balcony also stepping over to Karen's room.
Lara jumped up and closed the balcony door. She walked over to the bed and picked up the card. It read Island Photography, Kimbo Mugabe, proprietor, and it gave his address. Lara was never going to use this, so she tossed it in the trash can before checking the time. She probably had about ninety minutes before Ray and Ted got back from fishing. She took another quick shower. When she stepped out with a towel wrapped around her, she found three maids scouring her room with cleaning materials. They were gathering up the dirty towels, stripping the sheets and replacing them with fresh ones. One Bahamian women was on all fours scrubbing up sperm pools from the floor. "NOT MY ASS!" yelled a voice next door. "IT'S TOO BIG!" The maids looked at the wall as the rhythmic banging of a headboard started. "FUCK MY ASS!" The maids then turned to look at Lara. Lara felt they were staring at her accusingly so she grabbed her bikini and retired to the bathroom to put it on. When she stepped out she saw one of the women had a trash can in her hand. "Wait," she told the women. Lara reached in the trash can and grabbed the business card. She took it and put it in her change purse, not quite sure why. She looked over at the women. "Kimbo says to do the room next door too." Lara quickly slipped out the door and headed down to the pool bar. "FUCK ME WITH YOUR BLACK COCK," echoed from Karen's door as she walked past it.
Ted and Ray came back slightly inebriated and thrilled as they each had caught a Wahoo. They spotted her at the bar. "Where's Karen?" yelled Ted.
"In her room, I think," replied Lara as Ray sat by her and ordered a drink, telling her all about their fishing adventure. Lara hung on her husband's arm and listened raptly, telling him that she wanted to spend some time alone with him. Ray readily agreed. They dressed up and took the bus into Nassau enjoying a romantic dinner together. When they returned to the resort, Karen and Ted where at the bar listening to a steel drum band. Ray and Lara joined them, but the two women were silent. After a few drinks, Lara pulled Ray off the stool and they returned to their room, tipsy and hanging on each other. She attacked him, kissing him passionately, while stripping each other's clothes off. She pushed him down on the bed. Ray was hard as a rock, but it looked to her like his penis had shrunk. It felt even smaller when she guided him inside her. Ray seemed to notice the difference too. He worked his hips around like he wasn't even sure he was inside her and half the time he wasn't. His penis kept flopping out as she tried to ride him. Finally, when his penis plopped out for the dozenth or so time, she just started sliding her wet pussy along his shaft until he came. Lara quickly pushing her pussy lips down around the spurting head of his penis, so that his seed finally shot inside her, but most had ended up on his stomach.
The next day, Ted knocked on the door and Lara answered. He wanted to go back to the beach, but Lara wanted to spend some more time with Ray. "Karen wanted to be alone with me too," said Ted. "Are you two girls fighting?" he asked.



"We're fine. She's probably mad at me for sleeping most of the day yesterday so we never made it to town to shop."
Ted added in a whisper. "Are we okay?"
"No. Maybe," she whispered back. "You knew Ray and I are trying to conceive, yet you came inside me. I can't forgive..." The toilet flushed interrupting them.
"But I didn..."
"Ssssh, Ray's coming," she whispered back. "We'll see you tonight at dinner," she said loudly, closing the door.
"That Ted?" asked Ray coming out of the bathroom.
"Yeah, he wanted to go to the beach, but I told him we were going shopping in town."
"Sounds good to me," said Ray. Lara thought he looked relieved and she realized he was probably worried that Ted would lead them back to the nude beach. She didn't blame her husband for not wanting to display his shortcomings in front of everyone. Suddenly Lara found herself kneeling, her hands fumbling with Ray's shorts. "What the?" he asked in surprise, even as she took his little penis in her mouth. He hardened while she sucked him. There was no challenge sucking Ray. The head of his penis barely grazed her uvula. He didn't make her gag and there was no danger of choking. She clamped her lips tightly around his shaft sucking him nice and hard. "That's feels great, baby," moaned Ray.
Lara released his penis and climbed on the bed on all fours. "Fuck me, stud," she said, reaching back to pull her skirt up. Ray pulled her panty down and she faked a moan of pleasure as he pushed his penis inside her. She could still barely feel him as he began thrusting in and out of her. Ray grabbed her hips tightly, only moving his penis a fraction in and out to keep it from plopping out again. Lara faked enjoying it. She couldn't believe how little of her vagina his penis could actually penetrate or why it didn't stretch her out any more then his thin shaft was doing at that moment. She felt a need for more growing in her pussy. It was an itch an inch deeper then Ray's cock would go, two inches, three inches, four inches deeper. Her pussy needed more, lots more. Ray pushed forwards with a grunt as he shot his load, if half a teaspoon's worth of semen could even be called a load. "Yes!" she moaned, still faking. "Give me a baby." At least now, if Ted had impregnated her, she could still claim it as Ray's though they looked nothing alike. She just prayed Ted's sperm had gotten there first as she'd taken at least a gallon of black sperm yesterday.
They did end up having a great day together. Lara really did love her husband. He was fun loving and great company. But Nassau had a lot of black men on the streets. She felt her nipples harden when she caught one staring at her breasts through her top. Her hard nipples attracted more stares and they stayed hard most of the day. Her pussy stayed wet too and she found herself checking out the bulges of most of the black men they passed. Nearly all impressed her and one had a giant tube running down his trousers to his knee. The itch in her pussy increased.
Lara found her arousal growing as the day moved along. The itch was driving her crazy by the time they returned from the city to the resort, catching Ted and Karen coming off the beach. Karen had learned her lesson and was well oiled up to protect herself from sunburn. Lara's horniness was getting out of control because she even found her eyes roaming her friend's lovely body. They two couples agreed to meet for dinner in an hour. Lara thought about jumping her husband again. Why bother? He wouldn't be able to scratch her itch and Ray probably wouldn't be ready to go again after having sex this morning. No, the only thing that could satisfy her craving was a big black cock or a dildo. She could buy a big dildo when they got home. That might take care of her itch.
Dinner was open air on a patio with the ocean breeze blowing on them. It was quite nice and a pleasant evening. Still, the women were mostly silent and the men knew there was something going on. "What's wrong, ladies?" asked Ray.
"Just sad we're going back tomorrow," said Karen, with a sad smile on her face.
Things loosened up when they hit the bar. The foursome ordered drinks and shots. Lara was eyeing the black bartender. He sounded Jamaican and was rather handsome if somewhat skinny. She turned her eyes and caught Karen checking him out to. Karen turned and found Lara looking at her. She knew, she'd been caught. Karen smiled guiltily and Lara smiled back and like magic, the two women were friends again. Their husband's were loud and boisterous, slamming back shots. Ted would turn, wrap his arm around his wife's back and pull her in for a kiss. Lara grew jealous each time they kissed. Her jealousy wasn't for Karen's husband anymore. She wanted to kiss Karen again. The last few days had changed a lot of things.
"Whoa, I'm about done," said Ted, swaying.
"Pussy," called Lara. "Two more shots of tequila for the men," she told the bartender.
Ray's big belly could hold a lot of liquor, but even he looked out of it by the time they headed back to their room. The two men leaned on each other for support and with their wives' help made it back to their rooms. Lara got Ray onto the bed, straightened him out and pulled his shoes off. She went to the bathroom to pee. He was snoring when she came out. Ray was out like a light and nothing would wake him for hours. Lara reached down to grab the hem of her lovely flower print summer dress and she slowly pulled it up over her breasts and over her head. She removed her bra, freeing her massive DD's. Her nipples were hard as they had been most of the day. She pinched one, stifling a moan. Lara reached down and pulled her panties down her legs. Her pussy was wet, needy. She thought about masturbating, but her fingers wouldn't reach deep enough to fill her needs. It felt like her cervix was itching now and the womb beyond it.
Lara opened her purse and pulled out the business card. Damn you, Kimbo Mugabe, she thought. Seconds later, Lara had pulled her dress on over her head and was heading out the motel room door sans her underwear.
"Last trip of the day," warned the resort's bus driver.
"That's fine," she answered nervously. "I'll take a cab back. Do you know this address?" She handed him the business card.
"I know it," he snorted, looking at her disapprovingly.
Fifteen minutes later, she was knocking on the door of a beach house that was actually much nicer then her own house in New York. She knocked again. The lights were off and there was no answer. She knocked several more times and finally a light came on and there was movement towards the door. Kimbo answered the door naked. He was rubbing his eyes sleepily, but his ugly teeth appeared in a grin when he saw who it was disturbing his sleep.
"Meez Clark, I've been expecting you," he said.
Lara fell to her knees right in his doorway. She stared at his fat cock which immediately began swelling under her gaze. As it fattened it began to rise. Lara leaned forward and captured the growing black cock head in her mouth. It took her seconds to bring it up to it's full twelve or so inches of glory.
"Ya gots the itch bad, doncha girl?"
She nodded her head with half his cock crammed down her throat. She craved the taste of his sperm, but her thirst for his seed was not as strong as the itch inside her horny vagina. Lara pulled back, his cock head exiting her mouth even as her lips closed around it, puckering so that she could kiss his superior cock on the pee slit. "I need this in me."
"Need what in you, Meez Clark?"
"This... black cock... Kimbo's big black cock in my pussy."
"Dats better, slut. Come inside." The black man reached down and lifted her off her knees. Lara was embarrassed, but not surprised to see a wet puddle on the stone before his door from where her pussy was dripping in need. "The bedroom is upstairs on da right."
Lara walked past him, pulling her dress off over her head and leaving it on the banister at the bottom of the stairs. She walked up the stairs nude, but for her sandals. Kimbo's house was actually very nice, clean and well furnished. She could see the moon out above the water over the beach from a large window. In the states, a beachfront property house like this would be in the millions. His bedroom impressed her to, large and spacious with a king-sized bed in the center. More windows displayed the beach. She sat on his bed, smooth, cool silk sheets caressed her ass as she leaned down to unstrap her sandals.
"Leave dem on. Dey is sexy."
Lara slid back on the bed and laid down on her back, parting her legs as the ugly black man climbed on the bed. She stared at his cock with anticipation. "Please. I need it."
"Need what?" asked Kimbo, walking on his knees to position himself between her legs.
Lara sat up a little a reached out for the tip of his penis. "Kimbo's black cock. I need Kimbo's black cock inside me, fucking me." She bent it down towards her pussy and guided it to the opening. "Aaahhh," she moaned as her pussy lips closed around the head. He cupped her knees in his arms and began working his cock in and out of her. Lara stared at it in awe. He pumped her slowly, working his cock deeper each time slowly withdrawing it until the ridged crown around the head appeared before pushing forward. Each time it reappeared, more and more of his cock was glistening from her arousal. "YYEESS!" Her crotch leaped up into his thrusting cock as the head pushed deeper then Ray's penis could ever go and an orgasm burst from her loins. Her itch was finally getting scratched. "Oh god! Fuck me, lover," she begged. Lara's hand came up around the back of his head and she pulled his head down to hers, kissing him with more lust and passion then she had ever shown her husband.
Kimbo dropped her legs and climbed on her. Lara wrapped her legs around his ass, pulling him deeper refusing to let his lips and tongue part from hers. She came again at seven inches and every additional inch brought another orgasm and more satisfaction to the itch inside her. Her cervix opened more easily for him this time as he buried his cock in her. Her legs squeezed his ass, holding him buried inside her, still kissing him even as her body started trembling. The trembling turned to a violent shaking. Her fingers dug into his back and his head. Her legs tightened their grip on his ass. Her teeth bit into Kimbo's lower lip then released it as she screamed. "FFFUUUUUCCCCCKKKKK!" Her pussy made a loud raspberry sound as her orgasm shout out to soak his balls and bed sheets.
The orgasm completely knocked her out. As Lara recovered, she found herself splayed out on the bed with her ass pushing down into the mattress every time Kimbo pushed his cock down inside her. "Unh!" came from her lips. "Unh!" again as his cock slammed home. He was supporting himself over her, fucking her with almost the full length of his cock and she'd grunt, "Unh!" with each thrust. "Unh! Unh! Unh! UNH! UNH! UNH!" she grunted quicker as he picked up pace. Slowly her hips began lifting into his thrusts until she was fucking him back as fast as he was giving it to her. Lara was almost completely satisfied except from an itch deep in her womb that even his Kimbo's huge black cock couldn't reach. That itch was finally scratched when Kimbo bellowed and slammed his cock forwards in her, holding it there. Hit hot cum shot out to fill her womb squirt after squirt of his seed struck the last remaining area that itched inside her. She came at the first blast of sperm and kept cumming with each additional explosion from his cock. Lara wrapped her legs around him holding his cock buried deep. "All of it," she pleaded. "I want all of it." She cried even as he emptied his balls into her. Tears rolled down her cheeks as she experienced the ultimate in pleasure and she knew she'd made the right decision coming to his place.
Later, after cleaning up, Lara walked nude out onto the balcony off Kimbo's bedroom and leaned over the railing. The cool night air caressed her body. It seemed to touch every cell on her skin. Goosebumps appeared around her nipples and they hardened in the cool night air. Her body felt alive. She'd never felt so good... so blissful... so euphoric before. This moment in time would be the best she ever felt. She smiled as she heard the sliding glass door behind her open. Her black lover's hands caressed her hips and ran up her sides, reaching around to play with her nipples even as he pulled back so that her ass cheeks pressed against his hardening cock.
Kimbo had her open her stance even as his cock was sliding down the crack of her ass. She braced herself against the railing even as she widened her stance. His cock head pressed against her pussy lips and pushed inside. She pushed back into him even as he began working his cock deeper. She came again as she stared out at the sea and the moon. He didn't push past her cervix this time, but her pussy was satisfied and didn't need him to. This time, he slowly worked most of his cock around in her pussy before slowly, almost teasingly, pulling it out. She moaned her disapproval as His hands left her breasts to slide back down her sides and hips. The next thing she knew Kimbo was kneeling behind her and his hands were pulling her ass cheeks apart. She jumped in surprise as his tongue licked her asshole. He wiggled it around trying to push it through her tiny rosebud. Disgusting as this was, she found herself pushing back into his tongue enjoying the feeling.
Kimbo moved his tongue from her ass down to her pussy lips and clit before moving back up to tongue her ass again. Then it began sliding up her crack to her lower back as he slowly stood again. Lara felt one hand gripping her ass cheek even as he was pushing the head up his cock down on her tiny tight anus. There was pressure and then some pain as her ass began opening for his cock head. Lara just clenched the railing and gritted her teeth as she tried to unclench her ass muscles until his cock head slipped inside her bowels. She enjoyed this the last time and it didn't take long to start enjoying it this time. Her hands pushed against the railing pushing her ass into his hard cock. "Fuck my ass, Kimbo. Shove that big black cock deep."
"You is a treasure, Meez Clark," he replied behind her. He grabbed her hips and began pumping her asshole with about eight inches of thick cock meat. Her wet pussy had coated his cock well and it slid in and out as easily as a well oiled piston. His balls began slapping her engorged labia and clit, triggering yet another strong orgasm. Lara stared out at the moon for close to fifteen minutes until he flooded her bowels with one of his overly large orgasms. Kimbo slowly pulled his cock out, a flood of semen following it out to flow in a steady stream out of her anus.
After showering, Lara slept in his arms for a several hours, awakening a few hours before dawn. She awoke with her head on his chest listening to his strong heart beat. She moved her hand down to his soft penis and felt it stiffening even as she heard his heart rate increase. Kimbo was still mostly asleep even as she slid down and took his cock in her mouth. He awoke fully a few moments later and moved his head to her long brown hair, guiding her head up and down his huge shaft. She gave his cock the worshipful blowjob it deserved, but she was hungry for his seed and the moment it began swelling, she sucked harder, gulping his ejaculate down as fast as he could pump it out. Lara wasn't done with it though. She sucked every drop out of the shaft before removing her mouth. She reached out and squeezed his softening cock to keep it hard even as she rose up to mount him, guiding his cock inside her pussy. She rode him hard and fast, knowing this would be their last time together while Kimbo reached up to grab her large bouncing tits. Her enthusiasm worked and his semi-hard cock reversed course and stayed rock hard until she got yet another load in her womb.
Lara stayed in his lap, feeling his cock soften inside her, but not wanting to let it go just yet. Kimbo kept caressing her breasts and pinching her nipples. "You know da problem with da black itch, Meez Clark?" has asked.
"Mmmmm," she moaned lazily. "What's that?"
"Da more you scratch eet. Da more eet itches," he replied.
"Mmmmm," she moaned again, nodding in understanding. She clenched her pussy muscles, feeling them squeeze around his soft cock. This wasn't something she could give up and it could grow into a dangerous addiction.
Lara took a quick shower, cleaning herself up as best as she could. She came out and sat on the bed, strapping her sandals back on. "You have an amazing body, Meez Clark," said Kimbo, watching her. "If you wuz my wife, I'd fuck you every day."
Lara shuddered and felt her nipples pop out even as Kimbo's black banana cock swelled while he watched her. "And you have an amazing cock, Mr. Mugabe," she replied. "I fear that if I were your wife, I'd never get out of bed."
Kimbo laughed. "I called you a taxi."
"Thank you," she answered. She left the bedroom and walked down the stairs, retrieving her dress from the banister. Kimbo followed nude. She still found it hard to take her eyes off his cock. Her pupils followed it back and forth as it swung like a large dark pendulum from thigh to thigh. A car honked outside. "Goodbye Mr. Mugabe."
"Goodbye, Meez Clark," he responded with a cocky grin that showed off his bad teeth. Lara no longer found his looks repulsive. "Tell yo husband thanks for letting me use his wife."
"Thanks for showing me how a real man fucks." She embraced him and kissed him until the taxi honked again.
Lara got in the taxi, surprised at how sad she felt to be leaving the ugly black man that had blackmailed her into sex. She told the driver where she was heading. "I know where ta take ya," said the driver. Lara looked up to see the dreadlocked Jamaican grinning at her with his yellow teeth. Aren't there any dentists on the islands? She thought. The taxi bounced as the man drove like a maniac towards the resort. She wondered what his cock looked like.
Lara looked out her window and thought about the last few days. She had a dilemma on her hands. She had the itch now. It wasn't really an itch. It was a need. A need to be fully and deeply penetrated by a big cock. She'd also developed a taste for the voluminous semen of the black islanders and a desire to be ass fucked again. She thought of Karen and how nice and soft her body had felt compared to harder male bodies. She'd want that again to and Karen wouldn't be adverse to the idea. She wondered if she were pregnant. Hopefully, it would be Ray's, though the timing was off. Ted was much more likely. She prayed Ted's swimmers had beaten Kimbo's or Okeke's to an egg. The plan she formulated in her head was to have Ted's baby, then go on the pill. She and Karen could have a girl's night out once a week to look for some big cock to satisfy them. She wondered if they might find a hung white guy, but knew it be easier just to keep going black. She ran through the small list of black men she was semi-acquainted with. The black Haitian muscle man trainer at her gym immediately came to mind. She'd always turned down his offers to train her and once he'd asked her to have coffee with him much to her horror. Now that she thought about it, he was kind of a hunk and always had women hovering around him. Maybe she'd take that coffee, strong and black?
They were halfway to the resort when she checked the little side pocket on her dress for her room's key card. "Shit," she whispered. It was there safe, but she had forgotten to bring any money. "Driver," she said, leaning forward. "I forgot my money. If you can wait at the resort, I'll run up to the room and get it for you."
Dat's no trouble, ma'am," said the driver pulling over on a dark side road.



"What are you doing?" she asked. "Why are you stopping?"
The driver didn't answer. He parked the car and got out. He flung her door open and she recoiled in fear even as he started unbuttoning his pants. "You can pay me wit some pussy."
"NO!" she said in horror, watching as he pulled a massive cock out of his pants. She stared at it in fascination even as she laid down on the back seat and spread her legs for him. His cock was as long as Kimbo's, but thicker, and the head was a small ball. He was hooded too and she stared at the foreskin even as he pulled it back to show her the angry purple cock head. It made her pussy itch. "I don't even know your name," she said, stunned by what she had become.
"Dey call me da Taxi Mon, or just Taxi." He climbed in the door, rolling her dress up and pulling her legs out the door.
"YESSSSS!" she cried as he pushed the apple sized head of his huge cock into her. "Jesus, that's a big one, Taxi," she said panting.
"You gonna love it, mon," he said, pausing with just the end of his cock in. The open door illuminated the back seat and he stared at her bare white pussy eagerly even as he rolled her dress up further revealing even more of her sexy white body. He licked his broad lips as her navel and belly came into view and he was drooling by the time her pushed her dress up over her tits.
Lara got a face full of dreadlocks as he bent down and sucked one erect nipple into his mouth. He began working his cock in and out of her, pushing it deeper as he began fucking her. The Jamaican wasn't patient, but she didn't need him to be. Her body started humping up into his thrusting cock even as her hand pulled his head down harder on his breath. His dreadlocks smelled of marijuana and Lara felt his hair could almost give her a contact high even as she screamed out from the first of the dozen or so orgasms Taxi's cock gave her before he filled her womb with what felt like a pint of sperm. She moaned petulantly as he pulled his wonderful cock from her well fucked pussy.
Taxi got out of the back and walked around to the other side of the car. He pulled the door open and she looked out at him. His cock was semi-hard and dripping sperm. He brought the hooded end over towards her face and let some sperm drip into her open mouth. She opened wide and took the tip of his cock inside even as he stroked the shaft to clear it of any remaining sperm. Her mouth flooded with some of the richest sperm she'd tasted yet. There was the slightest hint of marijuana in the taste, but that just might be the smell from his hair affecting her taste buds. He tried to pull it away, but she quickly reached out and tried to jerk some more of the rich seed out and into her mouth. She was rewarded with another small squirt of his hot seed. "Got a taste for da Jamaican Jama Juice," laughed Taxi. "Da more jama juice ya drink, the more you'll want." He was still laughing as he returned to the driver's seat of the taxi.
Lara sat up and rolled her eyes. Bahamian Black Itch, Jamaican Jama Juice, what's next? Her mind returned to the muscular Haitian trainer at her gym. Haitian Hot Sauce, she thought as she pulled her dress down over her breasts.
The cab dropped her off and Lara looked at the pool of sperm in the backseat. Maybe I should have worn panties, she thought as the Taxi Mon squealed off. She looked down at the pool of sperm forming on the street between her feet and could feel even more sperm sliding down her thighs. Lara was turning to head into the resort when a scooter pulled up. It was driven by a muscular black man with goggles over his eyes. "Meez Clark," he said with a grin.
"Officer Okeke," she replied even as she noticed the white hands around his waist. Karen slid off of the scooter behind him. He was so big, she hadn't noticed her friend sitting behind him. Karen looked at her sheepishly for a moment before bending over and kissing Okeke long and hard. Afterwards, he took off in the scooter.
"Karen, I'm sorry," said Lara. "I didn't know they were filming us."
"Don't be," said Karen with a smile. "These past few days have fulfilled a lot of my fantasies." Karen reached out and took Lara's hand. The two held hands as they walked towards the lobby of their resort.
"How..."
"The photographer blackmailed me," answered Lara, guessing Karen's question. "He had pictures of me and... Ray making love on the beach."
"Who cares? You're married."
You'd care if you knew it was your husband I was with, though Lara sadly. "He had our names and addresses from the hotel." The lies rolled off her tongue easier now and she felt like a horrible person.
"He found me online and threatened to post the pictures on my timeline where my parents and friends from church could see them."
"Still, they'd understand."
"I thought he just wanted money, but things got out of hand and went way beyond my control."
"And you liked it?"
"And I liked it," answered Lara as the two women entered the lobby. No one was in sight this early.
"And I liked it to," said Karen. "And I liked my time with you." Karen pressed the button on the elevator.
"I... found it surprisingly nice."
"I've had a little crush on you for a long time now, Lara," said Karen with a blush on her pale cheeks.
Lara looked at her in surprise. "You're a lesbo?"
"No. I like both men and women," said Karen, pulling Lara into the elevator as the door opened. "My first experience was with a girlfriend when we were teens. Nothing too serious, just some fooling around. I liked it more then she did. There was also one time with my college roommate." Karen sighed, a looked sad. "I would have told you, but you've never had anything good to say about same sex couples."
"I guess I have been pretty close minded," said Lara. "But I'd like to spend more time with you , alone, when we get back."
Karen reached up and grabbed Lara's cheeks, pulling her forwards until their lips met. Karen broke the kiss. "I was hoping you'd say that. Plus, I think we may need each other to cover up for some other activities we may need to pursue in the future."
"My thoughts exactly," said Lara. The elevator door had closed, but no one had pressed their floor level.
"Geez, Lara, you're making a mess. At least I showered before I left Okeke's house."
Lara still felt sperm running down her thighs and another pool was forming between her legs. "It's a long story," she sighed. Lara leaned forward and pressed the 4 on the elevator panel.
Karen grabbed the hem of her dress and lifted it up to display Lara's shaved mound. Sperm was dripping off her clit in a steady drip. "I love the bald look. I'd do it, but Okeke... Ted loves my red hair." Much to Lara's surprise, Karen suddenly kneeled before her. She kissed Lara's thigh and licked up a wad of sperm that was leaving a slug-like trail down her legs. "Hmm, good," said Karen, but I prefer it hot. Let's get you cleaned up." Karen kissed her bald pubic mound and began licking between Lara's legs even as Lara leaned back against the wall and opened her legs wider. The door opened on their floor, but the hallway was empty.
Lara looked out the door, afraid they were about to get caught. "Unh," she moaned unable to stop her hips from thrusting forwards onto Karen's tongue. The redhead was impressively good at this. "Unh oh umm, yeah Karen." The elevator door closed and they started to move down again. "Oh god," groaned Lara, gripping the hand bar that ran around the elevator so tightly her knuckles were turning white. "I'm gonna cum," she warned. The elevator door opened back on the ground floor. This time the Bahamian desk clerk
was running a sweeper across the lobby. Lara stared at him in alarm as her pending orgasm grew. He didn't even glance in their direction, probably used to hearing the elevator opening a hundred times a day. "Mmmmmm," hummed Lara, clenching her lips shut as the orgasm was about to burst. The doors started closing just as she came. "AAAAHHH!" The desk clerk looked up just as the door slammed shut.
Lara's orgasm had pushed a mouthful of Taxi's sperm into Karen's mouth. She lapped it up eagerly. Lara was panting heavily as the elevator passed their floor. "Thanks," said Karen, still on her knees. "Okeke couldn't keep his cock out of my pussy and I really wanted to taste him again. It tastes almost as good coming out of your pussy." Karen licked her lips. "Funny, I swear it tastes a little like marijuana. Ted and I like to smoke a little weed once in awhile and the smell can get into everything. Have you ever tried smoking..."
Lara considered shoving her pussy back into Karen's mouth just to get her to shut up. "Better get up," she told Karen, just as the elevator dinged on the top floor.
The door opened to reveal a man in workout clothes holding the ends of a towel wrapped around his neck. "Ladies," he said, looking at them with appreciation. His eyes zoomed in on Lara's cleavage like all male eyes did and then they raised to focus on her face and then Karen's. He frowned and looked confused as he stared at Karen's wet lips and chin.
"Come on," said Lara, pulling Karen out of the elevator.
"But it not our floor."
"We'll take the stairs." Lara held Karen's hand turning to look back at the elevator. The man had been checking out their asses, but turned his head down when she caught him. He found himself staring at the pool of sperm on the elevator floor as the door closed.
Karen and Lara took the stairs down several flights. Dawn was well underway by now and they needed to hurry before their husband's woke up. "See you in a few hours," said Lara at her room's door.
"Lara?" said Karen. Lara looked up at her just as Karen grabbed her cheeks and pulled their lips together. The kiss turned passionate with moans coming from the back of both women's throats as their tongues dueled in their mouths. Karen finally broke the kiss. "We need to do this again soon, okay?"
Lara nodded, removing her key card even as Karen pulled hers out. She entered her room quietly and pulled her dress off over her head before bending down to unstrap her sandals. Nude, she slid into bed beside a snoring Ray. As soon as her head hit the pillow, the alarm went off and Ray groaned in pain. "God, the room's spinning. How much did I drink last night?"
"A lot."
"Fuck my head hurts. Guess I can sleep on the plane."
"Me too," said Lara, sitting up. "You were snoring so badly, I didn't get any sleep at all. I'll shower first."
A few hours later, Ray, Lara, and Karen were waiting by their luggage for the taxi to pick them up. Ted had gone to the gift shop. The taxi squealed up and Taxi Mon climbed out of the driver's seat to help throw their suitcases into the back of his taxi. Lara went pale, but he just grinned at her, saying nothing. Karen slid into the back seat and all the way across, putting her head tiredly against the window. "I'd better go get Ted," said Ray.
"I'll get him," said Lara.
Lara turned and entered the lobby, hurrying to the gift shop. It wasn't large and she could easily see that Ted wasn't there. He was standing just outside the exit to the pool area and he was talking to Kimbo.
"I shouldn't pay you at all," complained Ted.
"You want dis you pay, Meester Lewis." Kimbo was holding up a flash drive.
"Is it all on there?"
"Peectures and veedio. You be very surprised by what you see on dis, Meester Lewis."
"Well that fucking cop ruined it by making her suck his dick. How about a hundred?"
"No, the two hundred we agreed on, Meester Lewis."
Ted grumbled as he pulled the money from his wallet and gave it to Kimbo. Kimbo gave him the flash drive. "Pleasure doing beesness wit you, Meester Lewis." The ugly black man looked over Ted's shoulder. "And it was a pleasure filming you, Meez Clark."
Ted stood up straight and slowly turned. "Shit," he muttered, seeing Lara standing there. Kimbo laughed and headed off, his camera around his neck as he headed towards two bikini clad women.
"What have you done, Ted?"
"Nothing," said Ted, a little too hastily. "I paid him to take some pictures that's all."
"You set this up, you asshole," she said accusingly.
"It's not like that." He reached out to take her shoulders, but she pulled back. "Please!"
Lara shook her head in denial. "What have you done?"
"I'm sorry," said the man, looking like he was about to cry. "I was completely obsessed with you. I thought you felt the same about me. I had to be with you at least once and I wanted something to remember it by." He held up the flash drive.
She reached out the flash drive, but he pulled it back. "What have you done?" There was no doubt in her mind that the drive in Ted's hands would show more then just their encounter on the beach. It would probably destroy both their marriages. "What have you done?'
"Quit saying that. I'm sorry. Please Lara forgive me. I didn't know that nasty black guy was going to make you suck him off. I know how you feel about blacks. He was just supposed to convince you to have sex with me. Please Lara! Don't look at me like that. It wasn't just sex to me. I love you. I have for a long time now. You were enjoying it until he got involved. I was hoping we could get together again. Don't look at me like that."
"You have no idea what you've done. You came inside me!"
Ted's face brightened up and he took her hands, cupping them in his own. "But I didn't. You don't have to worry about that. When you were blowing... when I saw that black man's penis, my erection went away. It just shriveled up. I never came."
Lara yanked her hands out of his and stepped back in horror. "No," she gasped.
"Yes," said Ted, bobbing his head eagerly. "But I wish I had. I'd love to make a baby with you. Think how good looking our kids would be."
"Oh Ted." She almost felt sorry for him.
"Come on Lara. I love you. Lets be together. I'll leave Karen. Ray can't satisfy you like I can."
"Fuck you Ted," she told him firmly, staring as the dejected man slumped over. "Pull yourself together. The taxi is here." Lara turned and walked swiftly back to the taxi.
"Well?" asked Ray.
"He's coming," replied Lara, opening the door to the front passenger seat and sliding in beside Taxi Mon. He gave her a bad toothed grin.
A few minutes later a visibly shaken Ted showed up and squeezed in beside Ray. "You alright man?" asked Ray.
"Just hungover," said Ted, looking out the window as the taxi started.
The taxi squealed off, hitting some bumps. Karen's head hit the window, but she didn't stir and appeared fast asleep. Lara looked back at her. She wanted a good nights sleep also. "Are you okay?" asked Ray looking up at her. "You look pale."
Lara gave him a sad smile. "Just a little car sick is all," she replied turning away from him to look out the front window. She had her hands over her stomach like she was about to get sick, but in reality they were over her womb. If Ted hadn't ejaculated inside her, that meant that Kimbo had been the first man to seed her during what she had calculated was her most fertile time of the month. First Kimbo and then Okeke had shot billions of sperm right into her womb. Poor Karen had been inseminated by the same two black men. Thinking about them had her thinking about their cocks, the first time Okeke had pulled his out, the taste of his seed, the first orgasm Kimbo's cock had given her, all the orgasms his cock had given her, the firs time his cock head had pushed through her anus, and the pleasure she'd gotten from having both black cocks in her at once. Lara's nipples had hardened and were sticking out through her bra and blouse. Her panties felt damp. Okeke and Kimbo's cocks had felt so good. So had Taxi Mon's with his big uncircumcised cock head. So big. So good. Such a nice cock. Lara was almost squirming in her seat now as she glanced over at the black taxi cab driver. His huge cock bulge ran all the way down his left pant leg. The giant knob on the end almost sticking out of the hem of his shorts. Such a nice cock, she thought again.
And her pussy started itching.
The End
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The Coxville Curse: Part 1
September 24, 2009: The night of the party before the big game between the Coxville Cocks and the Bartown Beavers. The night when lightning destroyed the old oak tree in front of city hall. The night the fog engulfed Coxville County and the shadow man came into the dreams of sleeping women.
**********
Jenny Summers lay on her back listening to the wind howl outside and the rain pounding her roof. Thunder rumbled in the distance. Her husband's snores had stopped a minute ago and she knew what was coming next. Harold rolled on his side and his hand snaked over to squeeze one of her enormous breasts. Jenny sighed, "Not now Harold, I'm worried about Kitty."
Harold's hand moved over to her other breast and he kissed her neck. "She's fine honey. Kitty's out with Todd. He'll take good care of her." Harold pinched his wife's long nipple and it hardened between his fingers. "Come on honey, please?"
"Alright Harold," she sighed again. "Suit it up." Jenny listened to her husband roll over and fumble in the dark for a condom off the nightstand. At 36, Jenny felt she was too old to get pregnant again and she also didn't want an eighteen year gap between her kids. Harold had worn a condom every time they had sex for the last eighteen years. He didn't mind and she loved that there wasn't any mess afterwards.
Harold moved on top of her and guided his penis inside his wife. He jumped suddenly when there was a loud boom of thunder outside. Harold was afraid of thunderstorms or more specifically the tornadoes involved with bad weather. Whenever a storm raged outside, he initiated sex, seeking comfort with his wife. Jenny mostly lay still waiting for both the storm and Harold to finish. Harold normally didn't take too long to finish and tonight was no exception. He grunted, and then came. She could feel his penis jerk inside her and that finally turned her on enough to get into it, but by then it was too late for her to get any pleasure out of it. Her husband's shrinking penis flopped out of her. Luckily, he hadn't gotten her worked up enough she'd need to masturbate after he fell asleep as was often the case. Harold rolled off her, panting for a few minutes before rising off the bed and going to deposit the condom in the bathroom trash bin. She listened to him urinate, then Harold returned to bed, kissed her on the cheek and was snoring again within minutes, his hand resting on her breast seeking comfort from the storm. Jenny picked up the hand and moved it off her body. She stared up at the ceiling hoping her daughter was alright.
**********
Kitty gasped in pleasure as Todd flickered her nipple with his tongue. Rain pounded on the top of his car. "Come on baby," whispered Todd. "Let's fuck again."
"Not tonight Todd," she replied, holding his head to her breast while he continued teasing the hard nipple protruding from her DD breasts.
Todd sucked her nipple between his lips, and then released it. "Please baby, come on. Feel how hard I am." Todd grabbed her hand and placed it on the crotch of his jeans. Kitty squeezed his bulge, but didn't reply. "Come on Kitty, your hot body is driving me fucking nuts." She still didn't reply and moved her hand off his crotch. "How about a blow job then?"
"Tomorrow," said Kitty. "If the Cocks win."
"Fuck Kitty, the Beavers are undefeated."
"Kind of a defeatist attitude for a quarterback, Todd." Kitty reached over and grabbed his crotch again. This time she used both hands as she fumbled with his pants. "Maybe the Cocks just need some motivation. Win and you get a blow job. Tonight, all you get is a hand job."
"Deal," said Todd, enthusiastically. He may have been quarterback, but he was also a realist. He'd seen the Beavers play and the Cocks had only won one game this season. He smiled back at the memory. His had been a perfect toss right to Samson West. Kitty had given him a rare blowjob that night and if anything her lips felt better then her tight pussy had. No, they wouldn't win tomorrow night's game, but at least tonight, she was willing to jack him off and Todd took whatever he could get.
Kitty thought it was nasty, but she spat in her hand and coated Todd's stiff penis with her saliva. What he referred to as Todd's rod was only between five and six inches fully erect so it didn't take much to coat it. She'd jerked him off before when they had started dating junior year and she'd kind of liked it. On his eighteenth birthday she'd given her first blow job and another when he made quarterback. Finally, on her eighteenth birthday, she'd let him fuck her and they'd done it half a dozen times since. She found it enjoyable, but didn't think it was a big deal. She'd even decided she liked giving head better then she liked actual sex. Todd on the other hand loved it. They were the perfect couple, a stacked blue-eyed blonde cheerleader with her handsome fit quarterback boyfriend. They were destined to be homecoming king and queen, prom king and queen, get married, and have beautiful children together. It only took a few strokes of her hand before a little wad of semen shot out of the tip of Todd's dick. She stared at it with fascination. A few drops of semen appeared around the urethra as she continued stroking him and his penis began to shrivel in her hand. She didn't know why she found his penis so enthralling. Possibly it was because she didn't have one herself and knew nothing about them or why her simplest touch seemed to give Todd so much pleasure. All she knew was that it would probably be the only penis she'd ever see in her life and Todd had told her it was probably the biggest in school. Kitty felt lucky and proud as she released it and licked the small wad of semen off her hand. She found she liked the taste, swallowing the first time she'd blown him and Todd had been thrilled that she wasn't one of those prissy girls who spit it out.
"That was great, Kitty," he moaned, tucking his penis back in his pants. "Let's get back to the party."
"It's pouring outside," said Kitty looking through the rain splattered windshield. It was Thursday night and since tomorrow was an inservice day, a classmate was throwing a party. They didn't have school and didn't have to get up early, but tomorrow night was the game where the Coxville Cocks were taking on the undefeated Bartown Beaver's. "Take me home, Todd."
"Ah come on, let's go back inside. I want another beer. Besides, what's a little rain?"
Kitty felt pretty drunk already, but figured one more beer couldn't hurt. Together, they held hands running through the rain back onto the porch filled with drunken high school students. Nearly the entire senior class was at this party. Their classmates greeted the most popular boy and girl in school as they returned to their party.
**********
Coxville was your typical small town in the American South. It was the county seat of Coxville County and the second biggest town in Coxville County after Coxburg to the North off I-69. Coxville County was large as Southern counties go, but a good chunk of the Western County was dominated by Lake Cox and other then a few small towns, the rest of the county was mostly rural farmland growing corn, tobacco, and cotton crops.
Coxville was named after Colonel Phineas Josiah Cox, hero of the Mexican War and owner of the Cox plantation which had dominated the entire county for 200 years until the civil war. Yankees had occupied the mansion during the war, burning the surrounding buildings and releasing the slaves to ravage the neighborhood in 1864. The Union army was forced to march out quickly and never got around to burning down the mansion, leaving it standing alone a stunning piece of architecture surrounded by the still smoking wreckage of stables, barns, silos, and slave quarters with crops still burning in the fields.
Coxville town grew up around the plantation years later. The tree lined road up to the mansion became Main Street. The mansion itself became the town and county administrative offices. Storefronts lined Main Street and residences sprang up around the town as it grew to a respectable size.
Dominating the front lawn of town hall was a 300 year old oak tree of huge size that had been young when the first Cox settler had arrived on the land.
**********
The old black man jerked his massive cock off as rapidly as he could. The rain fell so hard, it stung his bare skin. He looked around nervously. He could not afford to get caught, though it was unlikely he would in this weather. Most of the residents of Coxville were inside on a night like this and fast asleep given that the midnight hour was fast approaching. He threw his head back and upwards into the storm, feeling the rain strike his face as he chanted:
oh Damballah, kreyatè nan lavi yo.
lakansyèl sèpan ki la, koulèv la nwa.
plant pitit pitit ou sou peyi sa a.
Me pitit fi yo nan Èv ap plantureu ak fètil.
Me yo jwenn rekonfòte sèvi siperyè koulèv la nwa nan Damballah.
Pou vè yo blan nan pitit gason yo nan Adan ap kite yo vle.
Oh Damballah, kreyatè nan lavi yo.
Muri bellys yo nan pitit fi yo nan Ev.
Avèk pitit pitit an koulèv la nwa nan Damballah.
Ak pouvwa yo kreye nouvo lavi sèvi ou.
Oh Damballah, kreyatè nan lavi yo.
He did not speak Creole, but he had memorized the chant since his father had taught it to him fifty years ago and his father's father before him and so on back to Phineas Long, son of a white woman and a black slave, a black slave that had cursed the county.
The man stroked his cock faster, praying that it could maintain an erection. At 65, erections were a rare treat. Not that he had anyone to use his rare erections with, he'd been widowed for twelve years. His beloved wife had been nearly infertile, but his high sperm count had provided them with but one child and that had been a daughter and his daughter had born him one granddaughter. Women had their own powers and in many ways were more powerful than men, but this was cock and seed magic which required a male. He had no son or grandson to teach the summoning spell to, but if all went well, there would be no need for the spell after tonight. The wind whipped around the old oak tree and the lit black spirit candle he had placed at the trunk blew out. He cursed, but continued masturbating. He glanced over at city hall, the old Cox plantation, and for a split second swore he could see the image of a hanged man's shadow swaying on the wall of the old building.
The old man felt his erection growing floppy. He cursed again, squeezing the base of his cock to harden it, praying to Damballah that he would not let his ancestors down. His mind wandered back fifty years earlier to the last time, he'd jerked off under the old oak tree.
His father Wayne had led him the many miles from nigger town to City hall through the dark of night. They'd kept to the shadows for black men wandering the town at night were always looked upon with suspicion even as they still were today. The night had been similar, pitch black, thunder in the distance, but the rain hadn't been as hard. The boy watched his father pull his hard foot long black cock out of his overalls. He jerked it to hardness before spitting in his hand and starting to jerk it off. Beneath the oak, was a lit spirit candle, a tar baby doll with a rope noose around it's neck, and some chicken bones. His father stared at the items as he jerked off. A gust of wind blew the candle out. Wayne hissed at his son, "Light it, boy." The boy took the candle and moved behind the tree to shelter it from the wind. He struck a match futilely. Each man was so intent on the tasks, that neither saw the police cruiser until the headlights fell on Wayne. The siren sounded, startling them both. "Finish this," shouted his father as the boy ran and jumped behind some bushes before the police could see him.
"Freeze you perverted nigger," shouted the Sheriff as he and his deputy ran out of the police car and tackled Wayne. Wayne offered no resistance, but the two policemen beat him half a dozen times with their nightsticks. "Look at this shit, sheriff," called the deputy. "The boy is some kind a witch." The sheriff looked at the items under the tree. "You a witch boy? You workin' with da devil, nigger?" The sheriff hit Wayne once again for good measure. The two cops, cuffed Wayne and dragged his limp body into the police cruiser, before driving off the short distance to the station.
Wayne's son crept out from the bushes once the coast was clear. He still held the candle. He lit it and sat it down at the base of the tree. The police had taken the tar baby, but left the bones. The boy pulled his cock out from his worn old trousers. It was bigger then his fathers, half again as long, a freak of nature. He was but fifteen years of age and his cock was an eighteen inch monstrosity. His deformity had made the local paper when he was born. The baby with three legs screamed one headline. It didn't take much to make his huge black phallus hard, nor did he need to masturbate long to cum. The boys huge balls emptied their sperm all over the grass beneath the tree. He hadn't finished cumming, when there was a huge thunderclap above him, a flash, and a large branch fell from the tree just as he was lifted and thrown several feet away. The boy sat up dazed, shaking his head. Every hair on his body stood up from his skin. Fog was rising up from the ground where his sperm had struck. The fog spread, billowing outward, unnaturally engulfing everything in it's path. It caressed then surrounded his body. The boy smiled as the fog embraced him. He smiled during the long walk home and was still smiling the next day. The smile didn't leave his face until the policemen knocked on his door to inform his mother Elsie, that his father had died from a concussion suffered while resisting arrest for public indecency.
The old man wasn't smiling tonight. He was struggling to cum. So different from the rock hard cock he'd had as a teenager and a young man. Twenty years ago the erections had started becoming fewer and fewer, his cock losing some of it's steel, growing floppy even in the middle of sex. His wife had actually been somewhat relieved.. Finally, he felt the sperm welling up in his old balls. He was straining as rain ran down his face and dripped from his white mustache. Finally, it blew. The old man hadn't cum in years and it looked like he was blowing a years worth of semen. Never in his long life had an orgasm felt so good. Sperm fanned outwards from his floppy old cock, covering the grass beneath the old oak tree. His legs grew weak from the strain. Just as he fell to his knees, the lightning struck the tree. This time it didn't take just a branch. It shattered the tree just feet from the old man. He felt several large splinters penetrate his skin causing him to wince with pain. "I did it, father," he whispered. "Damballah, creator of life, the rainbow serpent. I did it."
The old man felt pain shoot up and down his left arm as he struggled to his feet and he feared this was the end. Just as it had fifty years earlier, fog was rising from the ground where his sperm had struck it. The fog had awakened a dormant gene in the women of Coxville causing all the prepubescent girls and females babies born since to develop large full bosoms. The fog a 100 years earlir after Phineas Long ejaculated on it had awakened a dormant gene in the black men of the county causing the penises to reach their full potential. The fog 150 years ago had cursed the county when the slave Prospero Black, the embodiment of Zombi Damballah had ejaculated in death as he was hanged from this very oak when the residents of the Coxville plantation had lynched him for copulating with Phineas Cox's two daughters, the innocent and beautiful, Betty and Samantha Cox.
This fog would change everything.
The pain in his arm grew worse. He clutched his heart struggling not to fall back to the wet ground. He didn't even have the strength to pull his trousers back up. What would the Coxville Times' headline say when he was found dead here in the morning? He watched the fog billow outwards, expecting his heart to burst at any moment and he was ready to die, for tonight he had fulfilled his family's destiny.
The fog reached out to touch him and the pain stopped. His heart rate returned to normal. He sobbed with joy that Damballah had gifted him with more time on his earth. But that was not Damballah's only gift. The fog caressed then embraced his limply hanging penis. He felt his penis extend and grow as blood flowed into it and it took a lot of blood to swell a cock as big as his. The touch of the cold fog ran up and down his cock, almost as if it were masturbating him. His erections hadn't been this hard and strong in years. The old man looked down on his erection with pride, even as his penis and soon entire body disappeared into the fog.
Willie Long, the principal of Coxville High, threw back his head so that the rain struck his face and laughed.
**********
No one else was out on this rain soaked night to witness the massive bolt of lightning that blasted the old oak tree to ruin at precisely midnight. The resulting thunder woke citizens of Coxville from their sleep and shook the foundations of many an old home.
The fog spread out around the town hall slowly moving down Main Street. It spread out engulfing the entire town, creeping into open windows and touching every living thing. Within an hour the fog had spread to the surrounding developments, past Coxville High School, the African American neighborhood of Westside, and up the nearby hill on which the ancient Sisters of Mercy Convent sat. After several more hours, the fog was engulfing the smaller towns, farms, and the city of Coxburg even moving across Lake Cox. By dawn the entire county was shrouded in fog.
**********
September 25, 2009: The night when the shadow man came into the dreams of the sleeping women of Coxville. The day of the big game between the Coxville Cocks and the Bartown Beavers. The day that changed everything.
**********
Todd and Kitty had barely made it back inside the porch when the loud clap of thunder rattled the walls of the house. Some of the girls screamed and the partying teenagers laughed nervously. It was preciously midnight.



Kitty excused herself to go to the bathroom while Todd made a beeline for the white members of the football team. She sighed as she relieved herself. Beer had a tendency to go right through her. Kitty stood and flushed the toilet. Someone knocked for her to hurry up. There was always a line to use the bathroom at a high school party involving teenagers and drinking. More important then her full bladdered classmates however, was her female need to make sure she was presentable. She tugged her short cutoff jean shorts to make sure her butt cheeks weren't sticking out. Her low cut tank top was askew and she had to pull it up a little to make sure her bellybutton was visible. Kitty was on the short side at 5'3" and wore heeled sneakers to make her appear taller. Her small size and the fact that she constantly wore her blonde hair up in pig tails made her appear younger. She smiled at the trim figure in the mirror. She was 34-22-36 with DD breasts already huge on her trim frame and still growing. She wished they'd stop, but knew she was destined to have her mother and grandmother's large GG racks after getting married and having Todd's children.
Kitty was about to return to the party when she noticed the strange glow coming from the bathroom window. She strained to see out into the darkness and when her eyes adjusted, she could see the rolling white wall of fog approaching the house. "Wow," she whispered, never having seen fog this thick before.
She left the restroom to some groans of relief from the teens waiting in line, mostly girls as the boys just disappeared outside. She headed towards Todd and the team. Her cheerleader friends were nearby staring out a window.
"Where did this fog come from?" asked Miko. The full lipped Amer-Asian only had half her roots in Coxville. Her native father had met her Japanese mother while serving in the military on Okinawa.
"It's like it came from nowhere." Patty, the buxom redhead stepped out onto the screened porch and peered out into the night. "Thick as I've ever seen." The mist came through the screen and left droplets of water on Patty's face like she was covered in sheen of sweat.
"I'd better get going," said Pamela. "If this fog gets any worse, nobody's going anywhere." Pamela was a standout beauty, unique because her C-cup breasts were on the small side for Coxville County, a product of her obsessive physical regimen.
Miko turned towards a group of white football players. The black players were nearby, but the two groups tended to self segregate except during practice. Miko snapped her fingers in a zigzag pattern. "Boyfriends, it's time to take us home."
Kitty approached the group. "Y'all leaving?"
"Yeah girl, have you seen this weather." Patty was a cheerful bouncy girl and her whole body jiggled when she talked. She was wearing a tight halter that showed off a bosom that rivaled Kitty's mom's and despite wearing a bra, Patty's prominent nipples were clearly visible through the top. Nothing she did could hide her pointy knobs.
"Darn, I just got a full beer," said Kitty, wishing she could go home with her friends, but Todd was responsible for her tonight. Kitty much preferred hanging out with her fellow cheerleaders for fun and conversation. Boys were only good for boy stuff and making out. Todd wouldn't want to leave until the keg was tapped out. They were a close knit group and only the studious Susan was missing of their friends, as Susan preferred reading to socializing. "Be careful. Get plenty of rest and most importantly, "GO COCKS!"
"GO COCKS!" screamed, Miko, Pamela, and Patty as well as Stacy, the lone black cheerleader who was over with the group of black team members.
"I pity those poor Beavers," laughed Miko. "The Cocks are gonna skin'em and wear 'em for caps, Davy Crockett style."
"Todd doesn't think we can win," said Kitty, shaking her head.
"Bummer," said Pamela. "Gotta run. Love ya girl." Pamela gave Kitty a side kiss on her cheek just before her boyfriend Brian came over to escort her out, followed by Patty's boyfriend Steve, both handsome strapping popular boys that played football with Todd.
A good deal of the rest of the party followed them wanting to get home before the fog got any worse. Kitty sipped her beer and watched the long stream of party goers file out. "I think we can win," said a deep voice behind her. "I know we can win."
Kitty spun around and found herself facing Samson West. The muscular black teen with the shaved head, sipped his beer and tried to stare in her eyes, but he kept sneaking glances at her chest. She didn't like Samson, he was arrogant and cocky. Plus he was Todd's chief rival and would have been quarterback if it wasn't for Todd though they did work well together as a team. Also, he tended to stare at her with an intensity that made her nervous. He'd never flirted with her though. That would have been too bold in a town that lynched blacks for talking to white women just a few decades past. "Todd doesn't seem to think so," she said, haughtily. Her boyfriend was never wrong about football.
"That's why Samson should be da fuckin quarterback," said a tall, dark skinned black man with muscles that rivaled Coach Black's. LD was the subject of a lot of town gossip. His father also called LD had been popular among the black ladies in the colored part of town, knocking several up before abandoning his children and moving to L.A. to become a porn star. LD always kept his head covered with a cap or do-rag and never took off his sunglasses. A few teachers had tried to make him remove his shades, but they had backed down when they saw the angry glare from his eyes. "We'd of won last weeks game if it weren't for tiny dick Todd."
"That's enough LD," said Samson when Kitty gasped, staring wide eyed up at the giant black man. "Todd's a good leader." Samson winked at LD.
"We could do better," replied LD. "You know what I'm saying? I gotta blow outta here, bro. Later."
"Later. Lets kick some Beaver ass tomorrow." Samson pounded LD on his back.
Kitty tried to step around the two black men as LD left the party. She glanced back at Todd hoping he'd rescue her, but three of the other black players had cornered him. The white players had mostly left, but the black players always held back at parties, waiting to kick the keg or probably to do some looting when no one was looking, she thought, scornfully. Todd was tall, fit, and muscular, but the three blacks dwarfed him. Stubby was shorter then Todd, but he was very squat and looked bigger. He had a shaved head like Samson, but sported a full goatee. Max was as big and as dark as LD, but he sported long dreadlocks. Deon was the only fat one of the bunch. He was always eating and even now had a bag of Cheetos in his hand. His tee shirt was stained orange from his snack. They seemed to be arguing with Todd, occasionally pointing at Samson.
"I've watched the Beavers practice," said Samson. "We can take them."
Kitty looked up at the bald black teen. She drained her beer and felt the room spin a little. She really needed to get back home and in bed. "Todd lives and breathes football, Samson. If he says we can't win, we can't win." She hiccoughed and quickly covered her mouth.
"I bet we can win."
"I bet we can't." Kitty hiccoughed again.
The big black man shook his head. "You'd think he'd try harder. If you were giving me a blow job after each victory, I'd win every game." Samson frowned. He was acting a little out of character and assumed he must have been drunker then he thought.
Kitty was looking at him in horror. "That bastard! He's lying. I don't do... He told you!"
"He told the entire football team why he couldn't party with us after our one sad victory of the year."
"I'll kill him."
Samson laughed and grabbed her shoulders when she tried to move past him to go after Todd. "Hold on," he said, staring into her eyes and then glancing down at her firm young breasts. Samson felt his cock stir. What he wouldn't give to fuck her. "I believe we were about to make a bet."
"I'm not much for betting," said Kitty, calming a little. "What did you have in mind?"
Samson ran through some ideas in his head, twenty bucks, a case of beer, or having Kitty do his homework, but when he opened his mouth to speak, he said, "I want what Todd gets." Kitty looked just as shocked over what he had said as he did, but as the seconds ticked by, he began to feel more confident. "Yeah, I want a blow job from the cheerleading captain." Kitty gasped angrily and tried to pull away, but Samson increased his grip on her shoulders. "Whatsa matter, not as confident that Todd knows as much about football as you thought? He says you're a first class cocksucker."
Kitty was furious, but she wasn't sure if she were madder at Todd or Samson. "I can't suck you off," she said.
"Why not?"
Because you're black, thought Kitty. Because you're Todd's rival. Because you're a nigger. Because you're an arrogant jerk. Because you're a Westside nigger. The races did not mingle in Coxville. "Because I'm Todd's girlfriend," she blurted out. "It wouldn't be right."
"Then have some faith in him. Chicken." Samson began flapping his arms and making clucking noises. "Chicken. Chicken. Bawk Bawk Bawk."
"Alright," she snapped. "Stop acting like a fool."
"It's a bet?"
"Yes, it's a bet." Her flabbergasted expression slowly left her face to be replaced by a snide grin. "But," she added, "if Todd's right and the Beavers win, you quit the team. Deal?" she asked, thinking he'd back out from this stupid bet.
Samson West reared back a little and released her shoulders. Kitty Summers was playing hardball. Football was all he had and his only hope of getting out of Coxville was a football scholarship. He looked down at the blue eyed blonde cheerleader with her fit body and big breasts, immediately deciding it would be worth the risk. "Deal," he said.
Kitty looked a little surprised. She thought she'd had him. She didn't want him off the team. He was every bit as responsible for winning their one game as Todd was. The Cocks needed him. "It's a bet," she muttered. If Todd was right and she'd never known him to be wrong predicting a football game's outcome, she was eliminating her boyfriend's biggest rival. But if Samson was right, she'd have to put a black man's nigger penis in her mouth. She shivered as if someone had just walked over her grave. "If you win the game, I'll meet you in the locker room and suck your(gulp)... suck your penis, but if the Beavers win, you quit the team before the next game."
Samson nodded just as Todd joined them. "What's up?" asked Todd, staring back and forth between his black teammate and his girlfriend. He'd never seen them talking alone before.
"I was just telling Kitty here to cheer loudly tomorrow when we take down the Beavers," said Samson looking at Kitty.
Todd sighed. "Well, lets hope, but don't forget, they're undefeated."
"They gotta lose sometime." Samson stepped back and patted Todd's shoulder. "See ya tomorrow. I'm gonna go work out some plays with my boys."
Todd watched Samson walk off. "I make the plays Samson. I'm still quarterback," he called. Samson stopped in his tracks, but didn't turn around and a second later he resumed walking towards the black players. Todd felt smug, secure that he had made his point to his rival before turning back to Kitty. "Ready to go? The keg's kicked."
"Take me home, please," she replied, rubbing her temple.
**********
Miko Larson felt the strange mist caress her skin. It tingled where it touched her flesh making her skin damp and raising goosebumps on her yellowish hued skin. She found herself wishing she had worn more then the short flower printed sundress she'd chosen for the party. She waved bye to her friends and fellow cheerleaders, already having difficulty seeing them in the mist. Her boyfriend Lou came around and opened the door for her. "You think it's safe to drive in this?" she asked him.
"I'll go slow," he replied. Lou was a fairly skilled running back for the Coxville Cocks, but he was second string. One of the black players had beaten him out of the first string position this year. He leaned over and kissed Miko before starting the engine.
Being half Japanese, Miko was a unique looking beauty for Coxville County. Her mother, Amami was very attractive and had a typical Asian body, short and thin. Her breasts were a small, pert B-cup and that was after giving birth to Miko. In her wedding picture, her breasts looked barely A's. Ironically, it was her small breast size that had attracted Miko's father. Ted Larson had grown up surrounded by the bouncy buxom women of Coxville County and when he'd first laid eyes on the skinny Japanese women on Okinawa, he was instantly smitten with their newness.
Lucky for Miko, she'd inherited her grandmother on her father's side's genes and grown large breasts for a half-Japanese woman. In a town and county where DD cup sizes were the norm and E, EE's, and even GG's were somewhat common, Miko's 32C's allowed her to feel like she fit in better with her buxom friends. Plus, at only 5' tall and 100 pounds, her breasts looked larger on her small body. Her full lips, exotic features, outgoing personality, and hot body made her one of the most popular girls in the High School.
"SHIT!" yelled Lou, swerving the car.
Miko grabbed the side of her seat, holding on as Lou avoided something in the road. "You alright?"
"Dammed deer," he mumbled. "Can't see a thing in this fog."
"Be careful."
"I AM!" he snapped at her. "Sorry."
"It's okay," she replied. Miko could tell Lou was nervous. He was gripping the wheel tightly and when he removed one hand to wipe his brow, it was shaking. She hoped her friends would make it home safely. None of their boyfriends had much experience driving in weather like this having only had their licenses for a little over a year. Luckily, they arrived safely at the Larson family house and Miko could tell Lou's nerves were completely shot. "Thanks," she said, wrapping one dainty hand behind his neck and pulling his lips down on hers. They kissed passionately for half a minute, Lou's hand coming down to rest on her bare knee, then working it's way up her thigh and under the hem of her short dress. Miko reached down and moved his hand away. "It's late," she said apologetically. "Maybe tomorrow night after the game. If you win that is."
"Deal," said Lou, kissing her again.
Miko opened the door and the clammy mist hit her skin immediately. She shivered, hugging herself and running her hands up and down her arms. "Maybe you shouldn't drive in this anymore," she said, getting up out of the car.
"You might be right," he told her. Not only were the driving conditions bad, but he had been drinking.
"Come on in and you can sleep on the couch."
"And maybe sneak up to your room?" he asked, hopefully.
"Not ever, never, no way. My dad would kill you." Miko led her boyfriend up to the front steps by his hands. She unlocked the front door and found her dad standing in the doorway, arms crossed, biceps bulging, semper fi tattooed on one arm with a frown on his face.
"You're way past curfew young lady," said her dad, gruffly.
"My fault sir," interrupted Lou, gulping. Mr. Larson was still a hulking brute of a man. He was a sharp contrast to his tiny wife and daughter. "It's this fog, I had to drive real slow to keep Miko safe."
Ted Larson snorted, but stepped out of the way and let the teenage couple come inside. He leaned out the door. "I'll be damned, it's thicker then an old nigger woman's white bush out there. Where did this fog come from?"
"It just rolled in fast out of nowhere, sir," said Lou.
"Daddy, I don't want Lou driving home in this weather. Can he stay on the couch?"
Ted glowered at his daughter and her boyfriend until Lou gulped again. Lou did live on the far side of town. "He stays downstairs, you stay upstairs," he told his daughter.
"Of course, daddy," replied Miko. "Let me get you a pillow and a blanket."
Ted Larson supervised his daughter preparing the couch for her boyfriend. He then escorted Miko upstairs to her room before retiring to his bedroom. Amami was tossing and turning deep in the throes of some dream, whimpering and moaning in her sleep. If Ted hadn't known better, he'd have sworn his wife was having a sex dream.
Miko pulled her dress off over her head and brushed her teeth in only her bra and panties. She climbed under the covers with her big giant teddy bear. Lou had won it for her at the state fair back in July and she'd used it to cuddle with ever since. Miko was out like a light within five minutes.
The shadow man entered her dreams.
He pulled back the covers on her bed. Miko smiled invitingly, spreading her legs for him. He mounted her, his huge cock slipping deeper and deeper, penetrating her more then Lou ever could or ever would. The head of his mighty cock poked at the entrance to her womb. He hunched over her body, kissing her breasts, sucking her nipples between his teeth. Hair scratched her bare breasts and she could tell that the dark figure was bearded. He kissed up her young body, finding her lips, kissing her more hungrily then Lou, possessing her body and soul, and she came, humping her hips up into the thrusts of his big cock. His muscular arms grabbed her, rolling her over so that she was on top, riding his big cock to orgasm after orgasm. Miko had never been fucked like this. To her sex was disappointing, the flesh on flesh contact was fun, but the pleasure she got from sex with Lou was minimal. The dark man was different. This was what sex was all about. She rode his monster cock to orgasm after orgasm, his strong hands, squeezing her breasts. "CCUUMMIINNGG!" she cried.
Miko woke up. She looked down in surprise at her abused teddy bear. Her brownish nipples were so hard, they scraped against her bra. Her panties were soaking wet. The young woman had never been this horny before or had a dream quite like that. She rather liked it. She'd even ground her pussy into the teddy bear's crotch, leaving a wet spot on the poor stuffed animal.
Three minutes later, Lou jumped with a start as Miko slid her hand into his pants. She put her finger up to her lips motioning for him to be quiet. Lou was a good looking boy, short brown hair, parted at the side. He had a nice physique. A bit of a redneck, his family owned a tobacco farm, he liked shooting, hunting, and four wheeling, but he was kind to her. She fished his dick out, squeezing and fondling it. She felt it swell. It was about six inches long and skinny. She'd never understood why sex seemed like such a big deal. Sure, he felt good inside her, but he never lasted more then a few minutes. Barely enough time for her to start enjoying herself.
His dick had extended to full size, but it remained floppy, only semi-hard. Miko leaned over and took it in her mouth, sucking his penis deep, the head punching her uvula.
"Holy shit!" gasped Lou. This was a surprise. Miko had never sucked his prick before, despite much begging and pleading.
Miko sucked hard and fast. She paused long enough to say, "Why isn't it getting hard?" She took him inside her mouth again. Two fingers were pushing against the cotton of her panty. Her fingers were eager to get inside and she wished, she'd removed her underwear. She wanted something inside her pussy. Finally, Lou turned completely hard, but just as she was about to quit and mount him, he ejaculated in her mouth. Miko pulled back in distaste, feeling his semen roll around on her tongue. She didn't want to swallow it, but as long as she held him in her mouth, she could taste him and she didn't like that either. She raced over to the nearby desk, yanked a tissue out of a box and spit his semen up into the tissue.



"That was awesome," he groaned, stretching in pleasure on her couch. "Thank you."
"Welcome," she whispered. I hope you like it, she thought, because that's the last blow job I'll be giving. Disgusting!
"Sorry I had trouble," Lou apologized. "I guess I'm a little scared your dad might catch us. Give me five minutes and I can go again," he promised.
"No, you're right," said Miko smiling. "It's almost dawn and you need to rest up for the game tonight."
"If I even play," Lou grumbled. "And if we even have a game." An eerie whitish light shined behind every window in the house showing that the fog was still thick.
Miko blew Lou a kiss and headed back to the stairs, tiptoeing up them. She was still horny, but even if Lou could have gotten it up again, he couldn't have lived up to her dream lover's promises anyway. She crept past her parents room, pausing when she heard bed springs squeaking and moans. Yech, she thought, my parents are doing it. Amami whimpered suddenly from behind the door and to Miko it sounded more like a whimper of frustration then pleasure.
Miko crept back to her room. This time she stripped off her underwear before climbing into bed. She fell asleep, slowing massaging her clit with one finger, hoping that her dream lover would come back to entertain her.
**********
Patty groaned in her sleep. She was dreaming about her boyfriend Steve. He was nude, standing beside her bed, stroking his dick. It was hard, but seemed smaller then normal. In real life, his penis pushed seven inches, but in her dream it was probably only five. Still, she wanted it, wanted it bad, her pussy was screaming for attention. Patty sat up and kneeled on her bed while Steve looked on. Patty was wearing lacy green underwear. She loved green, it was her favorite color and went well with her red hair. She reached behind her back and unhooked her bra. As her tits came into view, Steve's eyes grew wide with shock and he came, his little penis shooting several drops of semen on the floor as it bucked out of control.
Steve had done the same in real life the first time he saw her tits and often ever since. Premature ejaculation was common whenever she got nude around him. When he finally took her virginity, she had been in uniform, hiding her body except for her flat belly with it's pin pierced navel and he had finally broken her hymen under her cheerleader skirt. Even then, he hadn't lasted more then four strokes before filling his double layered condom. Steve seemed to have a supernatural awe of her body. At 5'9", Patty was the tallest cheerleader on the squad and one of the tallest girls in Coxville High. Her body was an amazing 36EE-24-36 and poor Steve simply couldn't handle it. He'd even cum once just seeing her in her bikini. Her hair was long, reddish blonde and reached to the tops of her ample bosom. It cascaded outwards from her neck and long red bangs covered her forehead, but left her piercing green eyes visible. Patty's big breasts and full ass made her jiggly and she appeared a little chubby, fat even under bulky clothes, but she was only 135lbs.
Dream Patty laughed at her boyfriend and his face turned red. She ran her hands up to her breasts, hefting the pale white bosom and squeezing soft pinkish nipples. Steve turned hard again, but she was not for him tonight. Patty leaned forward and got on all fours. Her big breasts dangled all the way down to her bedspread. Her dream lover climbed on the bed behind her. Her green panty had disappeared as he brought his huge cock up to her hungry pussy. Patty gasped as her unknown dark lover pushed his huge cock inside her and Patty pushed back. Finally, she had the kind of cock she'd always craved, big and hard, and one that wouldn't cum just from the sight of her naked. Finally, she had a real man fucking her. This was a man who might make her cum. He fucked her hard and long, her massive breasts swaying like udders underneath her. Patty glanced at Steve. He was sitting at his school desk, little penis still in hand, still stroking it though it was soft and several drops of semen glistened in the light. He looked sad and dejected, but he couldn't take his eyes off her as she got the fucking of her life.
Patty cried out her joy to her dream lover. She talked dirty to him, telling him things she'd never tell a real lover, saying dirty words, she'd never used in real life. He seemed to fuck her for hours, finally thrusting his mighty cock through her cervix and hosing her womb with gallons of semen. "I'M CUMM-"
Patty jerked and woke up. Her head came up off her pillow, gasping for air. No, no, she thought frantically, she'd woken up too soon. She rolled off her stomach and on her side, trying to fall back asleep, hoping to start the dream over. She'd never had a dream that hot.
**********
Pamela ground her pussy down into Brian's penis wishing it could go deeper. She leaned down passionately kissing her boyfriend. After leaving the party, Brian had driven her home, taking it slow and safe through the fog. They'd parked in front of Pam's house and moved to the back seat to make out. Making out had turned into making love. Pam's top was off as were her panties and she was sitting in Brian's lap slowly moving up and down wearing nothing but a short skirt.
Both Brian and Pamela were finding this to be an almost mystical experience. They were parked less then a hundred feel from Pam's house, yet couldn't see a thing. Brian's car was enveloped in a wall of white. The fog embraced and encased his car making the young lovers feel like they were the only two people in the world. As much as they both were enjoying it, Pam was disappointed in one fact. She wished Brian were someone else. Or to be more specific, she wished Brian was Todd, the Cock's quarterback, Kitty's boyfriend. She had a huge crush on Todd ever since she'd first laid eyes on him in 1st grade. They'd even gone out twice when they were both fifteen, but Todd belonged to Kitty Summers. They were so much the perfect Coxville couple, that Pam knew they would be getting married within a few years with her watching on enviously with her fellow bridesmaids.
Brian leaned down and sucked one of Pam's pert little nipples into his mouth. Her breasts were small for Coxville, conical B-cups, but they were beautiful. He loved her breasts, but often wished they were larger and it was partially her fault. Two years ago, before they were dating, Pam's breasts had been larger, a full C-cup and they had been that way for years, almost since puberty. At sixteen, she had decided to become a triathlete. Local health nut, Sammy Spitzman had helped her workout, designing an exercise regimen tailored to Pam and Mrs. Swallows, the high school nurse had gladly provided Pam with diet tips. Pam ran, swam, and biked daily, sculpting and working every muscle of her body yet remaining soft and feminine though her breasts had shrunk a cup size. Breakfast and lunch was one of Nurse Swallow's protein shakes and after that came a sensible dinner.
Pam's hips were slightly bigger then her chest. Her skin was smooth, tanned, and flawless. She could easily have been a model with her good looks. Her eyes were blue, almost gray. She kept her hair short, neck length, hanging just under her chin. Pam often combed one side back while letting the other side hang down around her cheek.
Brian gave a little whimper and she felt his penis jerk inside her. Pam kept riding him. She wondered if Brian had been Todd, would he have lasted longer? Could Todd have given her an orgasm? Would Todd penetrate her deeper? In her mind, she believed all these things to be true. She believed that right now Kitty Summers was probably screaming like a whore underneath her boyfriend as his thrusting cock got her off again and again. Pam would be lying underneath Todd every night if they were dating. Brian whimpered and squirmed beneath her. His prick had shriveled and become sensitive as she continued to bounce in his lap. Pam sighed and dismounted.
"Can we do this again tomorrow night?" asked Brian.
Pam kissed him on the cheek. She moved her lips to his ear and whispered, "Beat the Beavers tomorrow and I'll do whatever you want."
Brian gulped. "Even what Kitty does for Todd?"
Pam smiled and winked. "Even that," she replied. Pam had never sucked Brian's penis even though he had practically begged her to. He'd even blurted out about how Todd had bragged that Kitty gave him a blow job after every win which meant he had gotten one blow job. Pamela hadn't responded, but thought that if you were Todd I'd give you a blow job whenever you wanted one.
Pam stepped out of the car, feeling the cold fog tingling on her bare skin as she pulled her top back on, letting her bra and panty hang from one fist. Her parents were early risers and she knew they'd be fast asleep at this time of night. Brian came out with his pants still around his ankles. He pulled the condom off and tossed it into a drainage grate beside his car. He kissed her again before climbing into the driver's seat and reclining it so that he could sleep until morning in hopes the fog would clear up. Both knew from experience that Pamela's parents wouldn't let him stay inside the house overnight.
Pam entered her house and crept upstairs to her bedroom. Pam sighed a little frustrated that Brian didn't last longer. She was fond of him and if he had been able to satisfy her more, she might have forgotten all about Todd. Pam climbed into her bed and was soon fast asleep. No sooner had she entered the rapid eye movement of sleeping, then she felt her legs being yanked open and soon she was being fucked by a cock that did fill her up and did last long. Finally here was a cock that could satisfy her. Her shadowy dream lover made her forget all about Brian and even about Todd.
**********
Susan sat at her desk reading Uncle Tom's Cabin by Harriet Beecher Stowe for a book report. She made notes in a notepad with a freshly sharpened pencil. Her desk was in her bedroom under a window that faced her backyard. She'd set this up as her personal work space for studying. She looked out her window almost into complete darkness. A distant light from her neighbor's house, illuminated the fog somewhat giving it a whitish glow, though she couldn't see the light or even her neighbor's house. The window could be a distraction from her studies and Susan didn't like distractions. She considered moving her desk away from the window and into the corner of her room somewhere, but she liked the fresh air. She flipped the latch and lifted the window open halfway. Tendrils of mist crept into her room through the screen. She touched one tendril, shivering before closing the window again. The fog felt unnaturally cold.
Susan had skipped tonight's party as she usually did and for many reasons, she didn't approve of drinking, she didn't like crowds, and she didn't like it that the black students would be there mixing with the whites. She might have gone to the party if her boyfriend wanted to, but he was from Bartown and played for the Beavers. He played Samson West's position and she was sure that the stupid bald headed nigger would have picked a fight with her boyfriend. Tomorrow, she wouldn't know who to root for, deciding to cheer on the Cocks, but knowing that the Beavers already had the game locked up.
It was late and Susan was tired. She removed her glasses and set them down on the desk before turning out the light. As her eyes adjusted to the darkness, she realized the fog wasn't as dark as it had seemed. Outside light sources gave it an eerie glow. The fog was so thick, she doubted if there would even be a game tomorrow night. Not that she minded, she had a calculus test to study for and would be happy skipping the game altogether. She didn't even want to be a cheerleader except that she had been friends with Kitty Summers since kindergarten and her mom had been a cheerleader, encouraging her to participate in something team oriented.
Susan stood up from the desk. The room was lit enough she could see her reflection in the mirror. Her body was stunning, rivaling Kitty's and her breasts at 32DDD garnered her as much attention as Patty or even Nurse Swallows. She liked her figure, but hated the attention it brought her. She'd devoured books on psychology and human behavior. As long as she had a body like this, men wouldn't take her seriously. She'd be big boobs and no brains. Susan had taken to wearing bulky sweaters and shapeless clothing. Boys found her pretty enough, but the bulky clothes, pushed out by her huge breasts made her look obese and she enjoyed her little secret, feeling like she was a super hero with a secret identity.
Then came the skimpy midriff baring cheerleader uniforms that Principle Long had picked out for the team despite Coach Summer's objections. Bare belly uniforms were the trend and Kitty's mom lost the argument even though she put up a good fight. Of course, most of the cheerleaders could have cared less and liked showing off their bodies to the boys. Susan's first appearance at a game had caused quite a stir as none of the boys at her school had any idea the body she'd been hiding under her clothes. Plus, with her brown hair down and her contacts in, Susan had gone from pretty librarian to hot sexy stripper. She'd gotten dozens of requests for dates many from boys who'd been rude to her before and she finally gave in to a hunky guy from Bartown who'd been in the stands spying on his rival team's plays. Tom was good looking, built, driven and studious. It was love at first date. Susan had been saving her virginity for marriage, but by the third date she was in bed with Tom. It hadn't been that interesting then or even since, but she kept putting out for him to keep him happy and interested in her.
Susan let her hair down off the top of her head and shook the tangles out. She was wearing a tight sport's bra to keep her big breasts from moving around too much. Pink boxer shorts covered her firm ass. Despite keeping her body hidden, Susan was actually quite vain. Above her navel was a six pack of well defined abdominal muscles that had also surprised the boys seeing her belly for the first time. Susan sat down on her carpet and started doing the 150 sit-ups that she did nightly. Her obsession with keeping her tummy flat and fit derived from her vanity and the fact that her mother had a beer gut. Otherwise, her mother's body resembled Susan's in every way except that her mom's breasts had moved further South. Her mom wasn't really fat except for the fact that her belly stuck out as far as her breasts and the area under her navel was covered with ugly stretch marks. Much of it came from having three daughters, but Susan wasn't taking any chances.
Susan finished her workout and laid on her back on the floor, staring at the ceiling while she caught her breath. She stood up and did fifty toe touches before deciding she was exhausted. At least it wasn't thundering anymore. One massive boom precisely at midnight had snapped her back into reality from a world where the misunderstood Simon Legree was ordering slave Tom whipped. The thunderclap was so massive Susan had jumped in her chair, but the thunder had been mild since.
Susan climbed into bed and snuggled under the covers. Even though sleep interrupted her study time and she wished she didn't need as much rest, soon she was fast asleep and being fucked doggy style in the middle of a cotton field. Niggers were working the fields around her. Luckily, the cotton was high and she was on all fours. They couldn't see her, but they could see the man fucking her. She looked over her shoulder, but he was just a dark shadowy presence. "Stop, the niggers will see us," she pleaded, but the man didn't stop. Susan saw movement on her left. Two buxom blonde women were approaching her hand in hand from a building that looked like the Coxville City Hall. They were dressed as nineteenth century Southern belles. They gasped and giggled when the saw Susan. Pointing at her until all the niggers working the field came to see what they were pointing at. "Stop," she begged the man inside her. He was unnaturally huge and Susan felt stuffed full of cock meat. "The niggers are watching. Oh gawd! Don't stop. Fuck me! FUCK ME!" she begged suddenly loving the man's bull sized cock.
One of the blonde belles leaned over to the other and loudly said, "I told ya so Betty. I told ya that nigger was hung like a bull."
Susan was about to cum for the first time. Just as the orgasm was breaking, the implications of what the woman had said, hit her. And then she was cumming even though the man fucking her was a NIGGER!
"Just look at that nigger woman taking that big nigger cock," said the blonde.
Susan woke up in shock staring at her white hands afraid they'd turned black. She was soaked as if a fever had broken, but the wettest area was between her legs. Her nipples were as hard as rocks, sensitive where they poked out the tight bra. "Stupid book," she muttered before trying to fall back asleep, but almost afraid of what she might dream if she did.
**********
Samson West enjoyed fucking in the mist. Stacy Brown was lying spreadeagled and nude on the hood of his car while he pounded his foot long cock into her brown pussy. The mist cooled their overheated black skin. Damn, Stacy was fine, he thought looking down at her. Stacy had a pretty oval shaped head, a moon shaped bubble butt and some big ass Coxville titties. After making the bet with Kitty, Samson found his cock hard and ready for some action. He felt damned fucking lucky that Stacy had agreed to let him drive her home. "Taking Stacy home" was a euphemism for fucking the shit out of her and it felt good to fuck the shit out of the hottest teen in the Westside. Not to mention sticking it to the Principals' granddaughter.
Stacy Brown was the only black girl on the cheerleading squad. It was an accepted theory that Jenny Summers had only let her on the squad so that the Cocks' cheerleaders could have some token color. Stacy was an excellent cheerleader and served the squad well. The little cheerleading clique that Kitty led never let her into their close knit circle, but they did work well with Stacy. Of course, Stacy didn't give a shit. All she really liked was fucking. She was the only cheerleader on birth control because she didn't like her men wearing condoms. The reason Stacy never really broke through the circle of friends was because she was an outright horny little slut who at some point over the last year had slept with every black member of the football team and that included fat Deon. In the spirit of team unity, Kitty and the others ignored her slutty behavior although Susan could be openly hostile.
Samson looked down at the hot black girl. Stacy was such a good fuck. The best! As he stared in awe at her hot brown body, it started morphing. Stacy's straightened black hair turned blonde and pig tailed. Her brown eyes turned blue and her face shortened becoming less oval and more rounded. Dark nipples became pink, black hairy bush turned blonde. Her skin lightened. "Gonna fuck that white pussy good," he growled.
"WHAT!" cried Stacy.
"Here it cums, Kitty," said Samson.
"Get the fuck off me," shouted Stacy. She leaned up to push his hard muscled chest off her. Stacy pulled herself further up the hood of the car trying to escape the still thrusting cock that she loved so much. His cock plopped out of her pussy and leaped upwards.
"What da fuck?"
"You just called me Kitty, asshole," cried Stacy slipping off the hood and reaching into his car to grab her clothes.
"So?" asked Samson, grabbing his aching cock. He'd been so close. "Come on bitch, don't leave me hanging?"
"Finish yourself off, jerk." Stacy was already half dressed and getting in the passenger seat of his car.



Samson turned away from his car and quickly stroked off his big cock. His heavy balls swiftly emptied their large load, sending enough semen to fill half a 12oz can into the nearby grass. Where his hot sperm struck the dew covered grass, small wisps of steam floated up to mingle with the fog. Samson grumbled as he dressed and climbed into the car beside a silent and angry Stacy. He'd just fucked up big time with the most dependable piece of ass in Coxville.
He drove her home in silence.
**********
Jenny Summers woke with a start. She was panting heavily, lying on her back, nude. Her breasts were heaving and her nipples were as hard as they ever got. She was very wet between the legs. The dream had been one of the most vivid, dirtiest dreams of her life. She was hornier now then she had been last night when Harold left her hanging. She couldn't remember the man she'd been with, he probably wasn't even a real person, just a large dark shadowy bearded figure. She glanced over at her sleeping husband, but he wouldn't be good for another round after last night nor could he live up to her dream lover's skill.
The light in the room felt weird as she climbed out of bed. She shivered as the room seemed damp and chilly. Jenny walked over to the window and glanced out. A wall of white greeted her. Fog was common this time of year, but she'd never seen one this thick before. She couldn't make out anything through the window, not a tree in her neighbor's backyard, nor looking down could she make out her large backyard pool.
"What are you staring at?" groaned Harold, stretching in bed.
"Fog as thick as pea soup, honey. I've never seen the like. If it doesn't clear up, there won't be any game tonight."
"Good," said Harold. "We can get dinner and a movie early and it'll save the Cocks the humiliation."
"Harold! The Cocks have a shot. Coach Black is still new and he seems to think he can turn the team around. "
"Well he better hurry up then," griped Harold. "Besides Todd doesn't think they have a chance against the Beavers."
"You're probably right," she sighed. "Go back to sleep. I'm going to shower and I'll make you some breakfast."
"Just do me one favor?" he asked. "Reach up and turn the ceiling fan off." Harold watched his nude wife reach up for the fan chain. At 36, Jenny Summers was one of the hottest women in the county. She looked more like Kitty's older sister then mother. Jenny was a natural blonde with blue eyes and a fit athletic body. At fourteen, Jenny's breasts had been a large C cup, by seventeen an even bigger D cup and now her bras read 34G, her breasts swelling up when she became pregnant with Kitty and never shrinking back to normal. "Alright, hold it there," he said as she was reaching up with her breasts thrust out. "So hot. How did I get so lucky?"
Jenny rolled her eyes, but smiled. She liked her husband's compliments. Harold had his shortcomings, but under appreciating his wife's beauty was not one of them. "Go to sleep, honey." She winked at him. "You'll see this again after our date night tonight." At least she hoped he would. Harold wasn't usually up for sex two nights in a row even when he was younger. Jenny spun around for her husband, grabbed her robe and was pulling it on as she left the room.
Jenny was still tightening her belt when she went to check on Kitty. She opened the door to Kitty's room and sighed with relief when she saw her daughter sleeping in her bed. Kitty was restless in her sleep. She was moaning and moving around. The covers were thrown down revealing her Hello Kitty halter top. Jenny noticed Kitty's nipples were hard as rocks underneath the top and for a brief moment wondered if her daughter was having a dream as dirty as she had. Jenny dismissed the thought, knowing that her virginal daughter was saving herself for Todd when they got married and probably didn't know enough about sex to have dirty dreams. It was probably just the cold.
Jenny entered the room, pulled the covers up over Kitty's chest, and tucked her daughter in. She failed to notice Kitty's hand moving between her legs, but she did frown when she thought she detected a slight hint of the smell of beer as she bent down to kiss her forehead. Jenny shrugged it off. Her daughter promised her she didn't drink and someone had probably just spilled some on her at the party, but still it would be worth asking Kitty about it, but not until after tonight's game.
Jenny took a long shower in her bath, her skin tingling as she rubbed the soap all over her body. The dream had faded, but she still felt aroused and her nipples hadn't gone down any. She left the shower, toweled her body dry, but left her hair dripping wet as she pulled her robe back on and went downstairs to cook breakfast.
**********
Bobbie Sue Kindle wanted to moan with disappointment when she felt her husband cumming inside the condom. She collapsed on his chest, grinding her pussy back onto his shriveling penis. He had been presently surprised to find his wife climbing on top of him this morning. She inserted his penis inside her and he sucked on one long nipple while she slowly rode him. All too soon, he tapped her thigh so that she could lift herself up as he put a condom on. When it was on, she lowered back down onto his prick and he was cumming before she even got warmed up.
"That was a nice surprise," he said. "What got you so worked up?"
"Nothing," she replied, kissing him on the lips. "I just wanted to make love to my wonderful husband this morning." She didn't want to tell him about the dark shadowy dream lover taking her from behind while holding her long blonde hair and spanking her ass as he pounded her with his big cock. Her thighs were sopping wet when she woke up. She couldn't remember ever being that horny or having a dream so filthy. "I'd better get my shower."
"Do ya hafta? Lets stay in bed all day."
Bobbie Sue sighed, "It's Do-you-have-to, dear, not do ya hafta and sorry, but I'm needed at the library."
David sighed. He loved his wife, but being corrected by her all the time got annoying. "Why couldn't you have been a math teacher."
Bobbie Sue smiled climbed off him. They were childless and she had no problem strolling nude through the house to her bathroom. It wasn't the master bath, but she preferred being the only one who used this shower. She stepped into the shower and quickly washed. She moaned with arousal as she soaped around her nipples. They were still hard and sensitive, sadly more from her erotic dream then from her morning sex with her husband. Bobbie Sue stepped out of the shower and turned the water off.
She checked herself out in the mirror as she toweled herself dry. Bobbie Sue was a natural blonde and her small pubic patch matched her long blonde hair perfectly. She had bright green eyes and a fit figure. Her breasts were large and impressive like most of her friends and acquaintances. An unusually common trait in this county and the men didn't complain. Her breasts were DD, conical, and curved upwards. She maybe had the most perfect figure of any woman she knew except for Coach Summers. In high school, classmates had teased her calling her Big Boobed Bobbie Sue or the shorter Boobie Sue. The stupid nickname stuck and she confiscated many a caricature from students with Boobie Sue written on it.
Bobbie Sue dressed in sexy, but practical underwear, a pink skirt and a white blouse. When her hair was dried, she put it up on her head with two pins through it. She applied some light makeup, purple eye shadow that contrasted well with her green eyes and some red lipstick. She added some jewelry to the ensemble, her wedding ring, some earrings, and being a woman of faith, she never left home without a cross around her neck as well as her cross bracelet. She'd spent many years learning in private school under the nuns from the sisters of mercy convent outside of town.
"Bye," she yelled to her husband. "See you at the game."
Bobbie Sue was a woman of many hats. She volunteered at the public library, taught English at Coxville High, and worked as an editor/researcher for the Coxville times. She enjoyed keeping busy and had no plans of slowing down until they decided on starting a family. Today was an inservice day at school and she had offered to work at the library. They called her this morning, begging her to go in early as the heavy fog had stranded half the staff and the library was always busier when school was out though Bobbie doubted they'd be busy with this fog. Nobody would be traveling unless they had to.
She was halfway to the library when she got a call from Mr. Grant, the editor of the Coxville times. "Hey, Bobbie Sue, I'm getting reports that lightning destroyed the oak in front of town hall. Can you go check it out?"
"I can, I'm on my way to the library now. I'll swing by."
"Great," said Mr. Grant. "My mother seems to think that lightning hit the same tree on this very day back in 1959. See if you can confirm that for me. If true, lightning striking the same tree fifty years apart would make an interesting piece for the paper and maybe even an entire history of the tree."
"I'll see what I can do, Mr. Grant. We should be busy today, but as soon as the rest of the staff can swim to work through this fog, I'll be able to sneak down to the archives."
"Call me when you have some info. My mom's probably wrong about the date, but it's worth checking out."
Bobbie Sue hung up the phone just as she was entering the traffic circle before town hall. The fog was thicker here then at home, so thick, she couldn't even see the tree. A police car was parked on the circle and she could make out the lights flashing. Bobbie Sue pulled up behind it and nodded at the cop as she strolled up to the tree. Lightning had indeed blasted it to ruin. She stared at it feeling a little sad, it had been a beautiful tree, standing proudly before town hall for all her life as well as her mother's life, grandmother's, and so on. It was too foggy to snap a picture, so she decided to get back in her car and drive the rest of the way to the library.
Bobbie Sue was not surprised to see Melvin waiting outside the library door. Melvin was a scrawny black senior at Coxville High. An Urkel looking nerd from a neighborhood filled with mostly scary black thugs. Blacks were segregated to the West side of town and they'd largely stayed there. There weren't too many in Coxville and the Westside only had a couple hundred blacks living in trailers, old houses, and some low income housing. There were more blacks in Coxburg, which even had a ghetto, but whites avoided that part of town and they mostly avoided Westside. Westside was officially called Freetown which replaced the uglier niggertown.
"Good morning Mrs. Kindle," said Melvin, standing and hefting his backpack behind him. A black man from Westside was either a thug or a jock and some were both. Melvin didn't fit in either category and hid out in the library reading or using the computers being too poor to afford one for home. Bobbie Sue had considered buying him a laptop, but believed his mother would quickly pawn it. The boy was pure genius and one of the few blacks in Coxville guaranteed to go to college on a scholarship.
Bobbie Sue let Melvin inside while she went to turn on the lights. He quickly disappeared and she forgot about him. Her predictions came true and they weren't busy. The library director made it to work before any customers aside from Melvin even showed up. By the afternoon, the fog had lifted entirely. Bobbie Sue was able to walk back over to town hall, snap a picture of the shattered oak tree, and return to the library to use the archives.
**********
Not for the first time did Jenny think of her breasts as being a curse. She struggled to squeeze them into a sports bra. Any bigger and I'll need Harold to hold them while she dressed, she thought. Not that he'd mind. "Aha, success, " she whispered as she fastened the bra. She pulled her white panties on before moving to her white skirt. Her skirt had a red C on it and a slit up the sides, showing her thighs. After the skirt, came her red uniform top with a white color and a white C on her left breast. Her name was embroidered on her right breast. After dressing, she pulled her hair up in a pony tail and checked herself out in the mirror.
Jenny left the bathroom. "Kitty, you ready?" she asked, knocking on Kitty's door.
"Yeah mom, let's go," said Kitty opening the door and walking out of her room.
Jenny frowned. Kitty usually bounced out of the room, exuberant and cheerful. She remembered the smell of booze on her daughter's breath and wondered again if Kitty had gotten a little drunk at the party last night. "You alright honey?"
"Fine mom," sighed Kitty. "Just a little tired." Kitty was as nervous as she'd ever been. What the hell was I thinking making that bet? She thought.
"Well no more late nights for awhile, young lady," said Jenny. "I need my squad well rested. GO COCKS!"
Go Beavers, thought Kitty. "Go Cocks," she mumbled.
"Louder!"
"GO COCKS!"
"That's better." Jenny looked at her daughter lovingly. Kitty looked good in the red uniform with the white trim and white C on the breast. She didn't approve of the bare belly, but Principal Long had made the uniform decision and bare midriffs were an almost universal style now.
"Less material, less tax payer money," the old black man had told her.
"Lets get going. You can help me get ready for the game. Our cheapskate principal hasn't hired any extra help for the sports teams this year. "
"Alright mom," replied Kitty, following Jenny down the stairs.
"And after the game, stay away from the Bartown boys. You know they always wander over into our stands."
"That's because Coxville's women are better looking. Have you seen the Bartown girls? Yech!"
Jenny chuckled. "No one holds a candle to the women of Coxville County," said Jenny. "More beauty pageant winners have come from Coxville then anywhere else in the state and most likely the whole country."
"I know mom. You should have been Miss USA."
"The rules state you can't be married or have kids. I was so in love with your father I couldn't refuse marrying him. I got pregnant right away and I've never regretted having you over competing in a beauty pageant." Jenny was lying about one thing. She got married because she was pregnant and was forced to step down as her state's representative. She would have preferred to delay her pregnancy a few years, but she had foolishly let Harold put his penis inside her just to see how it felt and he had lost control, ejaculating almost immediately. He had done the noble thing when they found out she was pregnant.
The Summers' women arrived at the front door. "Are you coming to watch the game, Harold?"
"No," he replied from his chair in the living room. "I'm coming to watch you."
"You're sweet," said Jenny, running over to kiss her husband while Kitty rolled her eyes.
"You can pick the movie if I can pick the restaurant," said Harold already smacking his lips and rubbing his paunch.
"Deal," sighed Jenny. Harold's favorite restaurant was Floyd's barbecue. It was a popular tourist stop off I-69, South of Coxburg. He didn't like that it was black owned, but black people sure knew barbecue and it was some of the best food in the county. At least there was a new romantic comedy playing at the theater that she could pick.
Harold turned to Kitty. "You'll be alright with Todd if we go out?"
"Yeah daddy, we always go out after a game."
"Well not too late young lady, you're as white as a ghost. You need your rest."
"Ok, daddy. Bye."
"See you at the game kitten and you to honey," said Harold.
It would be a long day and a late night, but Jenny was looking forward to it. It had been awhile since she had a date night with her husband. "Bye, love ya." She opened the door. "Great! The fog is lifting," she said before closing the door.
**********
The Coxville Times were on microfilm at the public library. Coxville wasn't modern nor efficient and the microfilm were unlabeled. Bobbie Sue considered volunteering to organize the system, but her husband would kill her if she took on yet another project. She would have to put a roll on and go backwards through time until she found 1959. She spun the film backwards stopping to check where she was each time.
From 1999, Penelope Adams wins state pageant. She is the sixth Coxville native to hold the title.
From 1995, Coxville women's breast size blamed on recessive genes and above average hormone levels. Larger breasts started showing up on Coxville women born around 1960 with larger then average bosoms manifesting in their early teens. The gene is believed to have been passed down by an unknown ancestor in the mid nineteenth century...
From 1991, Jenny Cox forced to step down from Miss USA pageant. Jenny was to represent Coxville and the state at the Miss USA pageant, but was forced to resign after revealing that she was pregnant and had married her sweetheart Harold Summers. A former Miss Dairy, Miss Poultry, and Miss Coxville County, Jenny Cox...
From 1988, Mayor Smith to Playboy, "Get out of town." Despite the mayor's refusal to allow Playboy to do a women of Coxville pictorial, several female residents have agreed to meet Playboy photographers in Coxburg for a future spread. Playboy first became interested in Coxville when three Coxville natives at different colleges showed up in a "Women of Dixie" pictorial. Believing this was an odd coincidence, playboy began visiting the town...
From 1985, Lin Clarke, a graduate of Coxville High, to star in a new teen comedy "Breast In Show." Miss Clarke left Coxville for Hollywood just last year and has already had several unaccredited roles...
From 1979, Mayor Smith rejects Westside penis survey by state university researchers. "There's nothing unusual about our colored citizen's penises," said the Mayor. Despite the Mayor's claims, abnormally large penises have been reported on Coxville natives since the early part of the century. One theory states that a selective breeding program of slaves by the Cox family resulted in large genitalia on male slaves...
From 1977, Freetown inhabitants to be bused in to attend Coxville High. For the first time, Freetown black students will be allowed to attend Coxville High with white students. Previously, Freetown residents relied on the Sisters of Mercy nuns to educate them...
From 1971, State Legislature denounces Coxville. "Why is Coxville so intent on keeping blacks segregated from whites?" stated House Majority Leader Davis.
From 1965, County council vows to fight anti-miscegenation law passed by the state. Councilman Smith vowed that it will remain illegal for whites to marry any negro, mulatto, quadroon, or octoroon as long as he's a councilman.
From August 1944, A boy born in Freetown(Niggertown) to Wayne and Elsie Long was believed deformed with three legs. The midwife took the unnamed boy to a doctor who was astounded to see that the boy actually had a penis as long as his legs.
Bobbie Sue paused over the last article. Her boss at Coxville High was Principal Long and she wondered if he was the same boy. The age was certainly about right. Long had just turned 65 and she couldn't remember the date, but the month on the newspaper was the same as the month the teachers had thrown Long a little birthday party. She giggled nervously reading the full article. Bobbie Sue couldn't picture old man Long with an enormous penis, but for some reason she shivered, giggling again. Bobbie Sue had overshot her target date and she slowly moved the microfilm back until she found September 1959.
Lightning Strikes Coxville Oak Tree
"Bingo!" said Bobbie Sue. "Holy Crap, it is the same date." What an amazing coincidence she thought and began to read the article, frowning when she read the part about a thick fog covering the town after the lightning strike. The article also included a disturbing picture. The black and white sketch showed a darkened figure hanging from a tree branch on the oak tree. A crowd was watching the hanging.



Yesterday, lightning again struck the oak tree in front of town hall exactly fifty years after striking the same tree in 1909 and one hundred years after the slave Prospero Black was hung there. Prospero, an escaped slave, recaptured in New Orleans using the name Zombi was returned to the Cox plantation, is said to have cursed the town before he was hung. According to legend, lightning struck and snapped the branch Prospero was hanging from just after he had died from asphyxiation. A weather expert in Coxburg has stated the multiple lightning strikes on the same object is not that unusual and the dates are probably just coincidence.
"But lightning striking the same tree every fifty years is an amazing coincidence," said Bobbie, sitting back in her chair and rereading the article. The thought that a fugitive slave was lynched on that tree didn't make her feel sorry that the tree had been destroyed last night anymore. And the idea of a curse placed on the town intrigued her. Bobbie was a skeptic of anything that didn't fit in with her faith and certainly didn't believe in curses. A smile suddenly spread across her lips. She'd had another project planned for years. Bobbie Sue wanted to write a book. She'd put it off for years and honestly had never had an idea worth pursuing, but a Coxville Curse was an intriguing idea. Mr. Grant just might need to wait on his story. Bobbie Sue continued her journey back in time skimming through the microfilm.
From 1929, STOCK MARKET CRASHES
From 1917, Negro boys continue to be born with deformities. Doctors baffled. Every negro boy born since 1909 has been born with a male phallus much longer then normal.
From December 1909, Two negro boys born with unusually large penises were taken by the parents to experts in Coxburg.
From September 1909, Lightning strikes Coxville Oak fifty years after the fugitive slave Prospero Black who called himself Zombi Damballah was hung on the same tree. 89 year old, Hettie Parker recalled the hanging. "They hung that evil slave for using black magic to corrupt old Col. Cox's beautiful young daughters, Samantha and Betty. The Col wanted to make an example of Prospero for the other slaves, but it was all a trick. Before they hung that devil, the Col ordered the townsfolk to fire on the watching slaves. Macduff, an uppity nigger if I ever saw one was the first to fall from a bullet fired by Betty's husband Caleb Summers. Lear and Puck fell next. By then the slaves were in the cornfields running and they kept running though many were hunted down the next few days. The bearded black devil watched in horror as his fellow slaves were gunned down before turning to look at us whites. He began chanting words in the language of hell and you could feel evil spewing forth from his vile mouth. Good Father Murphy held his cross up and began reciting the 23rd psalm as Summers smacked the horse the nigger was astride and that evil nigger began to hang. As he choked, that devil phallus of his hardened up and spewed it's evil on the ground before the tree. I swears it's all true. Satan hisself sent a storm to save his servant, lightning striking and breaking the branch holding Prospero's swinging body, but Satan's servant was already dead. We was running in fear by then, trying to get to our homes followed by a thick evil mist the devil had conjured up allowing his servants to escape. Betty and Samantha were taken into the convent to be saved by Jesus and the good sisters there. I'm glad that nigger devil hung."
Coincidentally, a thick mist rose up after last nights lightening strike also. The mist in 1859 allowed many of Cox's slaves to escape the massacre which killed at least two dozen, mostly male slaves. The survivors built a community on the island in Lake Cox and lived there for over three years until the Union army occupied the Cox mansion in 1864 where they returned to work for the Yankees. Remains of their settlement still exists on the island.
Bobbie Sue stared at the article in awe. Black magic, curses, slave massacres, strange mists and lightening strikes. This was the stuff of best sellers! It was getting late, but she wasn't about to stop researching. She stood up and left the basement archives heading back into the library. "We're gonna close early for the game Bobbie Sue," said the library director.
It's going to, not gonna, thought Bobbie Sue, biting her lip to keep from correcting her boss. "I'll shut the place down then, I'm doing some research in the archives."
"You're not going to the game?"
"No, I've discovered something pretty interesting," said Bobbie, flipping through the pages of the phone book. "I'm really focused right now and want to keep doing research."
"Anything you want to share?"
"Not yet," she replied. "I'll be right back, I need to make a call." Bobbie Sue left the library and walked back towards town hall. She stared at the remains of the old oak now being scooped up by a bulldozer. She flipped her cell phone open and made a call. A man was lynched on this spot, she thought. Slaves were gunned down all around me. She shivered as someone answered her phone.
"Sisters of Mercy convent."
"Hello, my name is Bobbie Sue Kindle..."
"Yes, Mrs. Kindle, the English teacher. How may I help you?"
"Yes, I'm researching a bit of history that involves the Sisters Of Mercy. Do you have a resident historian?"
"The mother superior knows more then anyone. She's with Sister Nancy tutoring the African American boys or should I say boy. Only one showed up today, but she should be done by now. I'll see if I can get her."
The good Sisters had helped the poor black residents of Coxville for over a century. In a town that opposed integration more then anywhere else in the South, the Sisters for many decades were the only ones willing to teach the county's blacks to read. "We are all god's children," was their motto. The mother superior got on the line a few minutes later. Bobbie Sue was delighted to hear that not only did the mother superior know of Father Murphy, but she seemed to think that his journal had been donated to the library. Bobbie Sue thanked her and hung up the phone more excited then ever.
Bobbie Sue walked back into the library and ran into the director. "I'm taking off now. You'll remember to lock up and shut the place down?" asked the director.
"Of course," she replied. "Can I get the keys to the rare book display? There's a journal that I want to check out. " Bobbie Sue waited while the director removed the key from her key ring. "Thanks," she said, palming the key.
"Just be sure to get it back to me and be careful. Some of those books are falling apart."
"No problem. Have fun at the game. Go Cocks!"
"Go Cocks," whispered the director. The women were using their library voices. "All the patrons have left except for Melvin."
Bobbie Sue nodded. She locked the door after the director and headed towards the rare book display. She spied Melvin at one of the computer terminals down an aisle. "We're closing up Melvin," she called to him.
He turned to look at her, pushing his glasses higher up his nose. "Aw man, I was just getting started. Can't I leave when you do?"
"Well I'm doing some research and might be here for hours. Don't you want to go to the game?"
"Naw, football bores me. I just don't see the fascination with moving balls around fields, diamonds, or courts. Can't I stay here... with you? He he he."
Bobbie Sue winced. She had a lot of respect for Melvin's mind, but his voice was high pitched and grating. He was the kind of person so annoying you just wanted to punch him and apparently Melvin did have some problems with bullies at school. "Alright, just let me know when you're ready to leave and I'll let you out."
"Thanks Mrs. Kindle. He he he," he giggled for no apparent reason.
Bobbie Sue's eye ticked. His laugh was worse then his voice. She nodded and headed towards the cabinet. Father Murphy's journal wasn't readily apparent. It was tucked in the back of the old books, covered in years of dust. The book was leather bound and had a gold cross on the cover. She blew the dust off the book and opened it. Something fell out of the book at her feet. Bobbie Sue reached down to pick it up and saw that it was an old tintype photograph. When she turned it over, she gasped in horror.
The picture showed the hanging.
The picture encompassed the entire oak tree and the dark form of Prospero Black was visible hanging from a rope. She could see the backs of onlookers heads. A priest she assumed was Murphy was staring at the hanging man's penis which was hard as a rock and though it wasn't clear in the picture, the man's penis appeared to be a monster. Two beautiful blonde women were crying behind the hanging man and appeared to be trying to reach the slave, but a powerfully built white man was holding them back. Bobbie Sue shivered. The slave's body wasn't straight, his legs were kicking. He wasn't dead yet!
Bobbie Sue gulped and felt a little ill. She headed for the reception desk, looking down the aisle at Melvin, suddenly glad another person was in the room with her even if it was a skinny wimp like Melvin. She sat down in a chair behind the desk and flipped open the book. Most of it was irrelevant to her story though she did find this passage interesting:
June 1855- Phineas Cox showed me around his plantation today while his two lovely daughters Betty and Samantha Cox prepared our dinner. What I saw disgusted me. His slaves were out in the fields working on the cotton crop and in several places, the male slaves had dropped their britches and were plowing the female slaves from behind like animals. The females appeared to be loving it and were thrusting back into the slaves thrusts with as much lust as the males were showing. I have always found slavery a deplorable thing, but seeing this sort of behavior reaffirmed my belief that Africans were subhumans, little better then animals. I crossed myself when the nearest male slave pulled his still spurting phallus from a woman and all I could think of was the black bulls back home in the fields of Derry. Col Cox laughed at my discomfort. He explained to me that the first Cox had come to settle this county in the mid-1600's and started a farm. To help him on the farm, he purchased several slaves and the males had phalluses about this big. Col Cox held his hands about seven inches apart. Then his son bought some more endowed slaves both female and male and mated them with the sons and daughters of the original group. Their children had phalluses about this big. Cox spread his hand an inch further apart and he kept spreading them another inch every several generations. And this is the end result, he held his hands out towards his slaves as another male pulled down his pants and a huge foot long penis began rising to attention. A buxom Negress took him in her mouth to speed him along. I informed Col. Cox that interfering with god's design would bring ill luck. He scoffed at me and told me that his most perfect creation had escaped him several years ago. A slave named Prospero, Cox having named all his slaves after Shakespearean characters, had escaped his plantation and Cox had a bounty out across the South for anyone who could bring Prospero back unharmed. Then Cox held his hands apart at a length impossible to believe to show me the length of Prospero's phallus. "Testicles as big as cannon balls too," Cox told me. "Big and heavy and full of more seed then a bull. He would have been my best breeder." I vowed to make a quick effort to leave this foul place as soon as possible after dinner while Cox stared at his slaves rutting like animals with a smug grin on his face.
Bobbie Sue blinked her eyes. She wouldn't have believed the story except for the tintype photo showing what looked like an arm sticking out between Prospero's legs. She recalled the newspaper articles about the large size of the black resident's penises. Could it possibly be true? She returned to the journal and moved ahead to get closer to the time of the hanging. She found an intriguing entry about Caleb Summers capturing Prospero.
**********
Sister Nancy's Faith Exchange
Her knuckles whitened as she clutched the crucifix in her hands. She prayed for forgiveness. She prayed for guidance. "Lord forgive this sinner," she muttered. She released the crucifix, letting it fall back to her habit, but keeping her hands together. "Forgive this sinner. Forgive this sinner," she muttered rocking as she prayed on her knees.
Sister Nancy O'Malley had sinned before god. She was a fornicating whore. Her body had betrayed her. Even as she prayed, her sinful body was sending pangs of arousal through her soul as her mind kept wandering to Linus Jefferson and the huge black phallus that had given her so much pleasure earlier that day. (See Sister Nancy of Coxville County by SirSinn and Sister Nancy of Coxville County 2 by Thickwil) The arousal turned to a trickle, slowly sliding down her inner thigh. Or was it just more of the black man's voluminous load of semen still leaking from her womb? Her mind filled with the image of his huge black male phallus... COCK! His big black cock!... It came in her mouth. It came in her womanhood... PUSSY! Her horny white pussy! The trickle of arousal turned to a stream. Her plain white panty was soaked now. He would return and her body would not resist him. Her body wanted him again. SHE wanted him again. She knew she had committed a horrible sin earlier that day, but her mind couldn't stop thinking about him. Linus Jefferson had taken possession of her body, her mind, and also, she feared, her soul. Her black student had mentioned introducing her to his friends and that thought excited her body even more. The stream of arousal turned to a flood. "Please lord," she begged, her knuckles turning even whiter as she clenched her hands together. The verses came into her head even as she prayed.
"Watch and pray that you may not enter into temptation. The spirit is willing, but the flesh is weak." Nancy repeated Matthew 26:41 several times before adding, "And lead us not into temptation, but deliver us from evil." Matthew 6:13.
The peace and well being of god flooded her body as the answer came to her. She must remove herself from the temptation. She must leave the convent before Linus Jefferson returned and she sinned again. The young Coxville native had broken her vows to the holy church and the Sisters of Mercy. Nancy recited her vow of chastity once again, promising to be faithful to god and to the church. She prayed she wasn't pregnant already for Linus Jefferson had ejaculated what had felt like a liter of his evil seed into her womb. She needed to be punished for her sins. She needed to confess, but not here. Nancy would leave the convent and confess her sins far away from Coxville County.
Satisfied, Nancy opened her eyes and found herself staring up at Jesus. The statue of Jesus was carved from a single piece of oak, nearly life sized, and old. Real nails had been driven through the palms to hold him to the cross. The paint was flaking off, his white skin seemed to be chipping away making him appear darker. The statue was strange for a depiction of Jesus. The body was more muscular than most depictions of Christ. His nose was flat making him look vaguely Negroid as he cast his eyes heavenwards.
"Magnificent, isn't he?"
The voice startled Nancy and she nearly jumped out of her cassock. Nancy recognized the Mother Superior's voice and didn't turn around even as she continued to stare up at the old statue. "Yes, Mother Superior," she answered. "Though I've always felt it an unusual depiction for such an old statue."
"Yes, quite," said the older woman calmly. "Nearly 150 years old. It was carved by one of our Sisters from a branch that fell off the giant oak in front of city hall after a lightning strike."
Nancy rose off her knees and turned to face the Mother Superior. "Didn't I read in the Coxville Times today that the oak was destroyed by lightning last night?"
"Yes, quite the coincidence," smiled the older nun. "It's nice to see you feeling better Sister Nancy, but you should be resting. We want you feeling better by Monday for your English class."
"Yes, of course," said Nancy, following the Mother Superior out of the chapel. Nancy turned to look back at the statue of Jesus one last time. "Which sister carved the statue?" she asked out of curiosity.
The Mother Superior stopped in her tracks and turned to face the 24 year old Coxville native. "Sister Samantha Small," she answered. "A daughter of the Cox family. Both she and her sister Elizabeth were given to our care by their father. They had apparently committed some grievous sin." The two women started walking again, as the older nun continued. "Sister Elizabeth repented, but Sister Samantha was more... difficult. She atoned for her sins by spending years carving out that fine statue of our lord."
"How interesting," said Nancy, now wishing she had spent some time learning more about the history of the convent. "Still the appearance is unusual."
"Yes quite, but Sister Samantha claimed that her hand was guided by the lord as she carved. Who is to say that her vision of the savior is incorrect?"
"Thank you Reverend Mother," said Nancy stopping near the hallway to her quarters. "but I do need to rest and I don't think my stomach could handle supper."
"Good night, Sister Nancy. I'll tell the other Sisters you're still ill. I'll see you at morning prayers."
"Good night, Reverend Mother." Nancy turned and headed to her quarters. She listened to the footfalls of the Mother Superior walk away. She was a good woman and Nancy felt even more ashamed for breaking her vows to the holy church. She crossed herself as soon as she entered her room. This time Nancy looked up at the more traditional crucifix on her wall and recited her vow of chastity once again before it. She felt the courage of her convictions grow as she did so. The young nun smiled and straightened her back. She would keep her vows this time, provided she removed herself from the temptations of the flesh that were represented by the devilish black cock that rose rampant from between the legs of Linus Jefferson.
Nancy O'Malley had little possessions which meant she had little to pack. By little possessions, she meant nothing but her habit, her cross, and a small personal allowance of cash that totaled less the fifty dollars. By little to pack, she meant nothing, but shoving her money into her habit. Nancy turned and opened her door slightly, peeking out to make sure the hall was empty. At this time in the evening, the other Sisters would be in the refectory dining. She could hear an echo of the Reverend Mother saying grace before the evening's meal. Nancy frowned surprised she wasn't hungry, but then her belly was full of a black man's sperm and it had been a very satisfying meal. She scrunched her eyes closed, brow furrowed as she fought off another wave of desire for the black man. Nancy crossed herself again and proceeded on, more sure now then ever that she was on the correct path to forgiveness and redemption. She had to get out of the county before it was too late.
The keys were hanging in the foyer by the front door. She snatched them and quietly opened the front door, saying a prayer of thanks that the fog had dissipated. Stealing the convent's van was less a sin the breaking her vows and fornicating. Besides, she was only borrowing the van. She would leave it with the Archdiocese of New Orleans and seek shelter with one of the convents there. They could return the van to the Sisters of Mercy. In New Orleans, she would confess, repent, and ask for absolution. The punishment would be harsh, but she deserved it.
Nancy felt guilty again when she saw several bushels of apples and pumpkins waiting to be loaded on the van tomorrow and driven down to the Sister's produce stand. There were so many repercussions for her sins. Hopefully, they would have the van back within a few days. Nancy turned to look down upon the town of Coxville. Darkness had fallen and the town was lit up. Shining above all the other lights were the bright stadium lights at the high school. "Go COCKS!" she muttered, looking down the hill. And with those last words, Sister Nancy climbed into the driver's seat and drove down the long driveway down the hill.



Nancy avoided entering main street to avoid the crowds heading towards the football game against Bartown. She should have avoided Coxville altogether, but there was one stop she had to make. The stop was in a small development of upper middle class homes on the Eastside of Coxville the opposite side of town from where the blacks lived. Blacks that the Sisters devoted a good chunk of their lives towards educating. There was even a class specifically devoted towards helping pregnant teen black women get their high school diplomas. Unfortunately, many of the teen moms were pregnant again before they got their GEDs. Nancy was horrified when the thought occurred to her that the reason the rate of teen pregnancy was so high among the black population was that the women couldn't resist the giant black cocks of their males. A fate Nancy would no doubt share if she remained in Coxville, if she weren't pregnant already.
Nancy pulled the van in on the street and shut it off. The curtains on the house across the street were open and Nancy felt tears roll down her cheeks when she saw her mother in the kitchen. Her dad soon appeared, leaning over to sniff whatever her mom was cooking before he kissed his wife on the cheek and strolling over to his recliner before starting to read the paper. Saoirse Flynn Doyle had married Patrick O'Malley when both were in their early twenties. Saoirse was about to turn fifty in a few weeks, but she was Coxville born and bred which meant she had the looks and body of a thirty year old. If Nancy remembered her fourth grade local history, the Irish had come here about a hundred years ago with the Dutch wave arriving earlier. Other waves of immigrants were on the heels of the Irish, all Northern European, German, Danish, Swedish, and even more Dutch. Her mom had an Irish father and a Dutch mother, but favored the Irish with probably the loveliest red hair and brightest green eyes in the County. Nancy favored her Dutch grandmother with blonde hair and blue eyes, but had the fair skin of her mother. Her dad was rather average looking with wavy brown hair rapidly graying. He was good man, stern, but hard working and he loved his family.
Saoirse cocked her head and yelled out. Soon Nancy's siblings appeared. The O'Malleys were very Catholic and didn't believe in birth control. They'd lectured Nancy about the sin of premarital sex though Nancy had done the calculations. She was born seven months after her parents were married. Maeve was the first to appear. She was twenty, and looked like her mother. She was living at home while attending college in Coxburg. The eighteen year old twins, Siobhan and Sinead were next. The were wearing COCKS shirts no doubt bound for the big game tonight. They were identical though Siobhan's hair was reddish-blonde with green eyes and Sinead was blondish-red with blue eyes. Sixteen year old Erin was next, long naturally curly dirty blonde hair a mix of her parents. She wore a COCKS shirt too. The poor girl was endowed with EE breasts already and the O'Malley women's breasts usually kept growing until they were twenty and usually added another cup size with pregnancy. Flynn was the last. The fourteen year old boy bore a strong resemblance to his father. Nancy strongly suspected her "every sperm is sacred" father had gotten a vasectomy as soon as he got a son. Two older sisters were absent. Twenty-two year old Ciara had met and married an Irish man on a trip to the Emerald Isle three years ago and moved in with him. She was pregnant with her second child. Last was Sofie, named after her Dutch grandmother. She was a bit of a black sheep and not just because she had raven dark hair and bright blue eyes. She'd moved to Los Angeles and was making a living as a model actress. Patrick didn't approve of her work though. Her Coxville breasts got her cast as bimbos in bad B movies or as background scenery in television shows set in popular beach areas. Sofie had once confessed that she got weekly offers to pose nude and occasional offers to make adult movies. Sofie seemed to think the offers were amusing, but she had a no nudity policy. Tears flowed freely down Nancy's cheeks now. If god and the church forgave her, she might see them again, but who knows how long that might be?
Nancy was still sobbing when some cars pulled up on the street. The twins' senior boyfriends were in the front seat of a convertible. They honked the horn twice and Nancy saw Siobhan and Sinead start wolfing down their food. A car with novice driver pulled up behind them. Erin's boyfriend no doubt. Nancy had never met him, but knew he would have been heavily vetted by her father. Nancy started the van's ignition and pulled away before her sisters came out and spotted it. For some reason, she aimed the van West towards the lake instead of East towards the interstate, the more direct route out of the county.
Nancy tuned the radio station to the local channel. They would be covering the big Coxville v. Bartown game. There was a pregame show going on now. The one host was discussing whether or not the new Coach Black could pull off a win even though Bartown was favored two to one odds. Nancy had tried out for cheerleader back in high school and had handily been accepted. That was the same year, Principal Long had approved the new uniforms despite Coach Summers' protests. Nancy had been quite scandalized when she tried on the skimpy new uniforms with their bare bellies and short tops. Many of the other cheerleaders could not have cared less and had no problems showing off some skin. Unfortunately, her dreams of cheerleading came to a crashing end when her football hating father showed up to the game to watch his daughter cheer and saw her in the new uniform. She was forced to quit the squad after one game. Her boyfriend Adrian hadn't approved either and he grew extremely jealous of all the attention she started getting suddenly from her male classmates including the school quarterback, the most popular boy in high school, but he partied and cursed and Nancy was totally in love with Adrian. A few months later after turning eighteen, she relented to Adrian's pleadings to go all the way with her. A week after losing their virginity a bus full of evangelicals struck and killed Adrian while he was crossing the road. "Fornication is the Devil's work" written broadly on the side. Adrian was killed for her sins. Tears rolled down her cheeks at the memory of her one true love.
"Forgive me my sins, heavenly father," she muttered while driving down the quieter roads West. She thought of Linus again her mind filled with the image of the handsome black youth dying horribly for her fornication too. "And forgive Linus Jefferson his sins." She'd go crazy if she had another death on her conscience. Why god, why had he pulled his big cock out? Because you asked him too, her subconscious reminded her. You wanted to see it, you whore.
Warning beeps sounded from the radio's speakers causing Nancy to jump. "Warning! There is a flash flood advisory for Western Coxville County."
Nancy leaned forwards in the driver's seat and looked up at the sky. Not a cloud in the sky. The stars were particularly bright. The radio had resumed with their coverage of the big game. The first quarter had gotten underway and a COCKS player named Samson West had scored a touchdown. "Go Cocks," she muttered.
Nancy was heading Southwest now to skirt the lake. It was dark this side of Coxville. The only lights were from the occasional farmhouse or small cluster of trailers. Here and there were some nicer houses along the road. These disappeared as the farmland turned to forest. Then she saw the first streaks of lightning in the sky ahead of her. Some drops of rain hit her windshield. She leaned forwards again. It was strange, but the sky still seemed mostly clear. A few clouds had appeared. The game was still going on East of her with no reports of bad weather.
**********
From the Diary of Father Murphy
Caleb Summers asked me to bless him. He said he felt a taint on hisself at what he'd seen with his own eyes in New Orleans where they captured Prospero. He was but a shell of the man he had been since the hanging. The former strapping young man had gained a paunch and was losing his hair. He repeatedly asked to see his wife, but I refused. Caleb had married Betty Cox and was set to build his own plantation out near the lake when a messenger came telling Phineas Cox that the escaped slave he was searching for was living in New Orleans. After nearly seven years of searching the poster: Wanted escaped slave named Prospero. No distinguishing features except for a 14" phallus, had hit pay dirt. Caleb quickly volunteered to bring back the fugitive to make his father-in-law happy. I'm sure he wouldn't have been so eager if he'd known he was bringing back a devil that would corrupt his beautiful young wife and her sister.
Prospero was living in the quarter of New Orleans where the free people of color dwelt. Caleb Summers brought along Zeb Swallows, Jake Kindle, and James McGuire to help him bring back the slave. The messenger had informed them that they would find the slave in Congo Square on Sunday night. This is what he told me:
We needn't have asked directions as the music coming from the square led us directly to it. We rode our horses watching the steady stream of blacks, creoles, mulattoes, and much to our surprise plenty of whites and judging by their dress the whites were well off, all approaching Congo Square. Being mounted we had a better view of the square and I could see that the blacks had formed a circle with dancers in the center and men beating drums around the edges. Everyone was swaying, clapping, or stomping their feet. Of the renegade Prospero, there was no sign.
Suddenly, the crowd fell silent. There was not a noise from hundreds of people. A hushed murmur started when the crowd parted and a black woman stepped into the circle carrying a huge snake. She wasn't young, around sixty I'd guess, but she moved like a much younger woman and I could see that she had been a great beauty when she was younger. "Who is that," I asked a nearby negro. He looked at me in surprise. "Why that is Marie Laveau, our priestess," he replied.
Marie Laveau continued to dance around the circle with her snake. A roar went from the crowd which parted and another black woman stepped into the circle. She was absolutely stunning and I couldn't take my eyes off her. She resembled the older woman so much, I knew she must be her daughter. Then the young woman dropped her robe standing proud in her nakedness and forgive me father for I could not take my eyes off this beauty, black though she was. She held her arms up to the sky as the drums started again and a chanting arose from the crowd. Marie held out the snake to her daughter who took it and the foul creature wrapped it's sinuous body around the poor woman but she reacted like it was giving her pleasure. She stepped backwards with the snake, the crowd parting and the beautiful young woman disappeared.
The crowd wailed in one voice and there was a disturbance where the girl had disappeared. They began chanting, "Zombi Damballah, Zombi Damballah" Over and over again the crowd chanted. I saw Mcguire crossing himself and I followed suit. Where the disturbance was occurring a head began rising above the crowd. A bearded black man slowly rose up sitting on a wood throne on a wood platform being raised by the Negroes. He was nude and sat astride the throne like a king. His massive cock fell between his legs. Zeb whispered, "Looks like we found our missing nigger."
The crowd passed the platform around from hand to hand, making it appear to be a ship listing on a sea of black, brown, and white flesh. All the while they continued their chant of "Zombi Damballah." The platform turned to face Marie Laveau and a woman rose up from the crowd. Hands lifted Marie's beautiful daughter up and onto the platform where she kneeled at Prospero's feet. She was still nude, but the snake had disappeared. A clay jar was handed up to the nude woman who took it and dipped her hand into the contents removing it and showing her hand to the crowd. They wailed again at the sight of her hand covered in a dark purplish jelly. She did the same to the next hand, holding it up for the crowd to see. Then she took her slick hands and began coating Prospero's evil black cock. The crowd fell silent again as the mighty phallus began to rise and harden. When it had grown as large as a boy's arm, the woman kissed the bulbous tip and began stroking it with her hands. The platform moved to the edge of the circle.
Marie Laveau then began removing her clothes and she looked impressive for one her age. When she was nekked, she held her hands up to the sky. "Ici me Damballah créateur de toute vie," she shouted. The negro nearby placed his palms together as if praying. He translated her words. "Here me Damballah, creator of all life." "Nous attendre à recevoir votre bénédiction. Montrez-nous votre amour puissant Damballah. Nous baptiser avec vos graines" Marie kneeled before the raised platform upon which her daughter was masturbating Prospero's dark cock.
A dozen young women moved into the circle, dropping their clothes and joining Marie on their knees before the platform. "What did she say," I shouted at the negro. He replied, "We wait to receive your blessing. Show us your love mighty Damballah. Baptise us with your seed." And then Prospero's cock blew.
Marie's daughter had thrown her head to the ground just as his phallus exploded. Now I had seen bulls yanked off for their semen and I'm telling you, there was more seed shooting from Prospero's cock then I ever saw come from a bull. It shot out from the head in wad after wad, flying over the daughter's prostrate body and breaking up over the kneeling black women. His sperm rained down upon them, splattering against their bare skin. It was indeed a baptism and as the thick seed touched them, they began moaning, crying out in pleasure, until they fell to the ground, writhing disgustingly in ecstasy.
When I looked back up at Prospero. Marie's daughter had taken his cock in her mouth and was sucking it back to erection. When he was hard, she began stroking him again. The "blessed" women, except for the voodoo priestess Laveau, moved back into the crowd and another dozen took their place. The process repeated itself and after they'd been blessed, another dozen took their place. Prospero's cock was jerked off a total of six times and there was no lessening in the amount of his ejaculate. I knew that old Colonel Cox would be pleased with this prime specimen of his family's breeding program.
Things moved quickly after that. Prospero's throne was slowly lowered, disappearing into the crowd. "Don't let him get away," I shouted at the men. We moved the horses forwards into a rapidly dispersing crowd. We need not have worried. Prospero hadn't gone anywhere. Marie's daughter had climbed onto his cock and was bouncing in his lap. Prospero's bearded face was buried in a bosom that rivaled any of the Cox family women. There were plenty on onlookers, including many whites and many were touching themselves sinfully. I didn't know at the time how she could have taken such a monster inside her. I thought black women must a been different or something. Now I know better seeing as how my wife and her sister took it... and loved it."
"You did indeed see the devil's work, Caleb," I told him. "Let us never forget that there is evil in the world. What happened next?"
"Well father, we waited and watched the two Negroes fucking like rabbits and as soon as the Negress climbed off him, we grabbed him. Prospero didn't put up much of a fight. It was almost like he was expecting us. I manacled his hands behind his back and was throwing him over my horse when the remaining crowd started crying out. That's when I saw her. Laveau reappeared. "You cannot take Damballah from us, white man," she shouted. We ignored her until the voodoo priestess pointed at one of her followers, a dark skinned black man in tattered clothing. He screamed and charged us. Jake just pulled out a revolver and shot him in the chest. She pointed at a woman this time. The woman screamed and charged, but Jake shot her in the face. I realized this would go on forever, so I took out my gun and pointed it at Laveau. That taught the old witch a lesson and she finally quit sending her followers after us. She just watched us as we rode off and I could see the hate in her eyes."
"Clearly what you witnessed was a satanic rite, Summers. You're a brave man and Christ loves brave men," I told him trying to comfort him, but even I was unnerved by what he had seen. "Did anything happen after that?"
"Not much. We grabbed a hold of an extra horse for him to ride, but I never removed the shackles for a week lest he cast some spell on us. We tipped broth into his mouth for food. We never put clothes on him and had to watch that big cock of his swell up all the time. It'd get hard several times a day and it seemed to pain him that he couldn't take care of it. Once I said to him, "We'll be back on Cox plantation in a couple days Prospero, better not give the Colonel a hard time. None of that Zombee Dumbala shit. Your name is Prospero Black."
"I knows my name, Summers," his head was down, but his eyes stared up at me.
"You call me, master, nigger."
"I knows my name, massa. It is Prospero. It would be a sin on my soul to take the name Zombi Damballah. Papa Damballah is the creator of life. I am no god, massa."
"No you ain't boy. There is only one true god and it ain't no Dammed balla. Why in god's name were they calling you that then?"
At that point Prospero held his head up and looked at me all uppity. "They were not calling me Zombi Damballah, they were calling my cock Damballah. My cock is the black snake, symbol of Damballah, creator of life. It deserves to be worshiped and I am but it's wielder, it's humble servant, subservient to it's will, the will of god."
"You're crazy is what you is." But then I watched as his cock hardened again and it remained hard, thrust up over the saddle for half a day before it finally lost it's steel. I didn't feel right after that talk and I avoided Dambal... Prospero unto we got home. Cox was away and I was eager to see my beautiful Betty and bury my head in her bosom to lose the taint of the evil I seen In New Orleans. We let Prospero dip himself in the creek and then tied him in the barn to a pole. We didn't want any of the other slaves to know he was back. I then went to see Betty."
Summers wasn't meeting my eye and I knew he was holding something back. "Is there anything you aren't telling me, Mr. Summers?"
"I- I couldn't do anything."
"What do you mean?"
"With Betty. We ran up to her bedroom and eagerly stripped our clothes off. Betty was a lusty woman and we were trying to have a baby, but I couldn't perform. We kissed and I played with her tits- sorry father- but the image of Damballah kept appearing in my mind. I didn't feel like a man. I didn't feel I could please her with my inferior penis. I'm a white man and I felt inferior to a black man."
"It's not your fault my son. The Cox family didn't know what they were getting themselves into when they started that godforsaken breeding program of theirs."
"Father, it's been a year and only now has my penis started acting normal again. I've met a nice woman and I still want to start a family."
"I believe we have grounds for an annulment, Mr. Summers."
"Thank you, Father." Summers stood to leave. He turned to me and asked," Father, how is my wife?"
"Sister Betty is well. Sister Samantha still struggles with her demons nightly."
"Forgive me father, but that slut can burn in hell for all I care."



**********
Bobbie Sue reread the part about Congo Square in New Orleans and swore she heard the crowd cheering as Zombi Damballah was raised above them on his platform. The crowd cheered again and she realized she was hearing tonight's game. The high school was over a mile away, but the noise was still loud. The Cocks must be doing pretty well, she thought. This is a home game and they wouldn't be cheering that loudly for the Beavers.
Bobbie's husband would be cheering on the Cocks. She sent him off a quick text, explaining she was involved in some research at the library and would be home late. She wanted to see if Father Murphy mentioned anything about the hanging and the curse or what exactly happened to the Cox sisters.
**********
Sister Nancy passed the Island Vistas of Lake Cox motel. It was a ramshackle dive catering mostly to fishermen during the summer months though most sportsmen favored a nearby campground with a boat launch. Next to the motel was a small campground general store that also sold bait and tackle. It shut down after labor day and was dark inside. The radio paused the game to blare the flash flood warning again. It was hardly raining at all. Nancy half thought she should stop at the motel, but it appeared shut down too and something told her, she wouldn't be free until she cleared Coxville County and she still had an hour more driving until she reached the county line. The road was wet now and as it passed along a brook that emptied into Lake Cox, she noticed the water was running faster and higher. The drops hitting her windshield turned to a steady patter.
"Breaking News. A slow moving thunder storm has dropped nearly three inches of rain on the borders of... {Static} county and Coxville County. There is a flash flood advisory. Travelers are urged to seek shelter and stay off the roads. This has been a special breaking weather report. We now return you to your regularly scheduled program." "...amson West scores again! That boy is on fire tonight! Which is more than I can say for quarterback Todd White. West appears a man on a mission."
"Damn!" she muttered, crossing herself for her blaspheme. It was raining harder now. She was only miles from the county line. Large puddles were forming. As she got closer it was getting darker and raining harder. Then she saw the flashing lights ahead. The signs were blocking the road out of Coxville County with "road closed" written across them and a detour sign that would make her turn around. She pulled off the side of the road and shut the van down, but kept the radio on to hear the game. She took her cross in her hands and said a brief prayer for guidance, but the only thing that came to her was, "Blessed is the man, who remains steadfast under trial." She must remain steadfast! She would go forth and persevere. Hopefully, the flooded roads would not be too bad. Nancy turned the key in the ignition and the electrical systems went haywire, gauges moving up and down erratically. The radio announcer's voice grew fainter and fainter until the radio died. The convent's van lost all power.
Nancy sat there in shock for several minutes. It was almost like some force was trying to prevent her from leaving the county. She gripped her crucifix tightly in her hands and mumbled the lord's prayer. When she finished, she tried the ignition again, but the van wouldn't start or turnover though some of the lights flickered so the battery had some power. Nancy opened the door and stepped out into the rain. It was a downpour now and she quickly became soaked. The lord was testing her just as he tested JOB. Even as she started walking forwards to slip between the road closed sign, the wind rose up blowing hard against her wet habit. She had to clutch her cowl tightly to her head for fear it would blow off. It was looking more and more like she would have to sleep in the van. She bowed her head and prayed to the lord for help.
The headlights appeared just as she finished her prayer. They were coming slowly from the closed flooded road across the county line. The wind and rain, the occasional flash of lightning and thunder combined with the slowly approaching car felt like something out of a horror story to the young nun and she crossed herself again.
She crossed the road quickly to get out of the car's way. Her black habit wasn't exactly a safe nighttime outfit for drivers to spot easily. The car slowed as it approached her and the window came down. "Well allo dar, Sister," said a voice from inside the car. He had a Louisiana accent. Lightning flashed to reveal a fairly handsome black man behind the wheel. His shirt was open at the chest showing off his hard pectorals. The man was also dressed a little strangely with armbands and a necklace that had a tribal appearance about them. "Need a ride?" he continued.
Nancy was taken aback at the sight of a black man. Patrick O'Malley had driven the lesson home to her as a young teen that she was never to take a ride from strangers especially black men for they all were desperate to seduce innocent young white women. Racist yes, but his views seemed to be shared by all the other adults she knew. The white citizens of Coxville seemed desperate to keep whites and blacks as separated as possible. Yet this might be the only car that came along down this road all night. "Yes, please," she asked. "The electrical systems in the van went crazy on me."
"Could be several things, but most likely the water pump. You'll need a mechanic for that."
"Damn!" she muttered. He looked at her in surprise. "Forgive me," she apologized. He smiled and seemed amused. "I'm Sister Nancy."
"Despre."
He held his hand out for her and she shook it. Nancy let her eyes roam up his bare arm. The black man was very fit and she found his muscles impressive. The tribal jewelry made him look dangerous like a sexy jungle beast. Her dad may have warned her about accepting rides from black men, but he had also warned her that you shouldn't pick up hitchhikers. Big guy like this probably has a big cock, she thought, her eyes flickering down. Sure enough the fat outline of a large male phallus ran down one pant leg. Maybe Mr. Despre was the one in danger here? Jesus! What had Linus Jefferson turned her into?
"How did you get through?" she asked
"Had to go slow, but I just made it without the engine flooding. Waters are rising though."
"I was trying to get to a convent in New Orleans."
"I live in Miami, but was asked to deliver a special case of wine to New Orleans. I thought I'd take a detour on the way home when Papa Shango threw up this weird storm."
"New Orleans to Miami via Coxville County? That's quite the detour Mr. Despre." Nancy wondered who Papa Shango was.
"It's hard to explain, Sister. I felt a disturbance emanating from here last night. A strange wave of energy like nothing I've ever felt before."
"Really?" She raised one eyebrow and gave him a skeptical look. "You a Jedi or something?"
Despre chuckled. "No Sister, I'm an Obeah man."
"Obeah man?"
"Yes, a priest of Damballah."
Nancy felt an electric shock followed by a shiver of excitement course through her body at that name. She was naked, but for her cowl kneeling before a huge muscular bearded black man, his mighty cock rising up towards her lips. She vaguely remembered dreaming about such a man last night and she'd awoken aroused. It had almost prepped her for her encounter with Linus that afternoon. "Damballah," she said, the word sounding good coming from her mouth.
"Yes, what you'd know better as voodoo."
"You're a VOODOO priest!"
Despre smiled again. "Relax Sister, you've nothing to worry about. We're not all voodoo dolls and black magic. Ours is a peaceful religion that wishes to live in peace and harmony with one another and nature."
Nancy relaxed a little. "I wouldn't know anything about that. At the convent we only learn about the bible's teachings which is good enough for me."
Despre smiled again. He seemed nice, but certainly had a cocky attitude. "Hopefully Sister, before we part ways, I'll have left a very deep impression in you of what exactly a priest of Damballah can do. Voodoo and it's magic has certain perks that your religion does not."
Nancy squeezed her thighs tightly together, but could still feel trickles of arousal running from her womanhood. Her nipples were hard little pebbles too. This had started the first time Despre had said the name of his god and worsened each time she heard the name. "What perks exactly does a Priest of Damballah have?" She sucked her lower lip into her mouth to keep from moaning. She had the distinct feeling that simply chanting the name Damballah over and over again had the power to make her orgasm.
"Perks of a very sexual nature, Sister," answered Despre.
"Mr. Despre!"
He laughed. "It's true Sister. Where your religion represses sexuality, mine revels in it drawing strength from the mating of man and woman. There is great power in sexual orgasms with both sexes. If you'd like I can show you?"
Nancy was aghast. "Mr. Despre! I am a nun of the Sisters of Mercy convent. I have taken a solemn vow of celibacy!" Nancy paused feeling hypocritical. She'd broken her previous vow and had only reiterated it about six hours ago. However, she fully intended to keep this one.
Despre nodded his head in understanding. "I understand Sister, but if you change your mind and wish to be a woman for just one night, let me know."
Nancy had never been so appalled in her life. She had never encountered such gumption in a man since... since... since Linus Jefferson this morning. "Now see here, Mr..." She was interrupted by the radio.
"I've just received an important update from the National Weather Service for Western Coxville County. The storm continues to be practically stationary and is steadily dumping rain by the bucket. All roads leaving Coxville from the West are reportedly flooded. Lake Cox and all it's tributaries are swelling well above normal levels. State police have urged everyone to stay off all roads West of Lake Cox. Travelers are advised to seek immediate shelter. That's the latest from the National Weather Service and if you're here with me, I know it seems crazy folks. It's a beautiful night here in Coxville though if I were playing for Bartown, I might be praying this game would get rained out. That West boy is dynamite. I've never seen a player so motivated..."
Despre and Nancy looked at each other in alarm. The rain was pounding on the windshield so hard now, the wipers could barely keep up. The black man looked straight ahead trying to see through the blinding rain. The car slowed as it hit a big puddle and Despre pulled to the side to avoid going deeper. The car hydroplaned and ran onto the side of the road. He hit the brakes to stop forward momentum and put the car in park. "Umm, maybe we should just wait here until the rain slows."
There was a flash of lightning illuminating their surroundings and Nancy recognized where they were. "Mr. Despre, there's a motel up ahead just about a half mile. If we can make it there.."
"Right Sister. Lets go."
Nancy sighed with relief. She didn't want to be trapped in a car alone with Despre. The man had a very masculine aura about him and she didn't trust herself if he made another advance towards her person. Her hopes sank when the car's tire just spun out in the mud. The car didn't move at all.
"Damn! We're not going anywhere. The tires are just digging deeper into the mud whenever I give it gas. Look, I think I can see the motel up on the hill. It should be safe from the waters. We can make a run for it or stay here."
Nancy closed her eyes and prayed for guidance. "Lets go," she said. Despre grabbed a hand bag and the two ran out of the car into the pouring rain. Nancy almost lost a shoe in the mud and both were soaked by the time they reached the motel. As they drew closer, Nancy began to have a bad feeling about their shelter. There were no lights on anywhere and as they splashed though the parking lot, the motel sign became clear. It read; CLOSED FOR THE SEASON. "Oh dear god," cried Nancy, her wet habit clinging to her voluptuous body.
"Wait under the awning, I'll check the office, but it looks like we're shit out of luck." Despre jogged over to the office door while Nancy put her hands together and prayed. She did not want to be trapped in a car with the attractive black man. She looked up just as he jogged back. He was grinning. "We're in luck. You're not going to believe it, but there was a set of keys hanging outside for travelers in need of shelter. There was a slot to slip fifty dollars through or whatever you can afford."
Nancy smiled. Thank god. He'd answered her prayers. "That's Coxville County hospitality for you, Mr. Despre. Where's my key?"
"It's just Despre and there was only one key."
Nancy's heart sank. She would have been safer in the car. "Oh," she whispered softly.
"Lets go check out our room, Sister."
"Despre," she called running after him. "I trust you'll respect my privacy and my position as a servant of the church." She crossed herself. As long as he kept to his bed and she kept to hers, they would be alright.
Despre fumbled with the old fashioned key as Western Coxville County hadn't heard of key cards yet. "Sister Nancy, I will respect your wishes whether you choose to follow your beliefs or the needs of your body. Whether or not you experience the perks of a servant of Damballah, is up to you."
Nancy's nipples popped out again and a fresh wave of arousal wet her thighs at that word again. "Thank you Mr. Despre, but I choose to remain faithful to my vows..."
"Suit yourself, Sister," said Despre stepping into the room. He turned when he realized she wasn't following him.
Nancy was frozen outside the door still getting soaked by the rain. She was staring in dismay at the single bed occupying the room. It wasn't even a king-sized bed, but a smaller Queen. "Oh no," she moaned, crossing herself again.
Despre reached out and took her hand. "Fear not Sister, I'll sleep on the floor." He gently tugged the wet nun into the room and closed the door. "We do need to get out of these wet clothes before we catch pneumonia. Do you want to shower first?"
With you? Nancy's breasts pressed hard against the glass shower door as Despre rammed his big black cock home again and again in her slutty pussy. She grabbed the top of the door holding tightly, big Coxville titties mashed against the glass, moaning as his cock brought her to orgasm after orgasm. Nancy shook her head to clear it. "No, you go first," she told him.
Nancy watched him enter the bathroom. He left the door open a crack and she wished it was open wider when he pulled the soaked shirt off over his head. She could just make out the rippling muscles on his back. She turned away. "Ass," she hissed though clenched teeth. She was sure he had left it open on purpose. Teasing her with his manliness.
Nancy went over to the alarm and turned the radio on. It was already tuned to the local station. "The Coxville Cocks have come away with an upset victory over the Bartown Beaver team. Thanks in part to the outstanding performance by our MVP of the game, Samson West!" Nancy sat up and clapped her hands in delight. "GO COCKS!" she cried, wishing she were in the stands cheering on her alma mater with her blood sisters.
**********
Todd stepped back and raised his arm up to throw the football, but none of the black players on his team were where they should have been. Suddenly, Samson broke free and was clear. Todd threw the ball watching it reach the apex of it's arc and glide perfectly into Samson's arms. Then a Beaver was on him and Todd found himself staring at stars in the night sky. The crowd went crazy. He slowly climbed to his feet. At first he was angry, that hadn't been the play they were supposed to do. Samson was running along the sidelines to Coach Black. Todd watched, expecting the Coach to ream Samson out, but instead they high-fived each other. At first Todd was pissed and then it hit him. Samson had just won the game and earned Todd a blow job. The thought of Kitty's lips wrapped around his dick cheered the Cocks' quarterback up and he limped off the field. Samson was being hoisted onto the shoulders of two of their team members as the crowd in the stands went crazy.
Over the loudspeakers the announcer was saying, "The Coxville Cocks have come away with an upset victory over the Bartown Beaver team. Thanks in part to the outstanding performance by our MVP of the game, Samson West!"
Todd was still a little shaken up by the tackle, but was recovering fast. He ran into Samson at the locker room. He was so looking forward to his blowjob that he wasn't the least bit angry at Samson anymore. He just wanted to shower and meet Kitty as soon as possible. "Good game bro," he told Samson. "You just won me a blowjob. I owe ya one."
Samson smirked back at him. "You lucky pencil dick. I wish I could get me some of dat."
"She's all mine bro. She's all mine." Todd and the rest of the team hit the showers, but their MVP had disappeared.
**********
Kitty was sitting on the bench while her squad was still cheering Samson and the Cocks. She stared in shock as the powerfully built black man was lifted onto his teammates shoulders. Samson glanced her way and gave her the thumbs up.
"Kitty, are you ok? You look like you've just seen a ghost. Kitty! Kitty!"
Kitty's mother Jenny was leaning over her shoulder. "I just... I didn't think we would win," Kitty told her mom. "I don't feel so good." Kitty noticed her mother turning to greet her father as he approached. Her mother had left her keys sitting on the bench. She quickly snagged them and snuck off to meet Samson.
"Jenny, darling, what an amazing game," said Harold, putting an arm around his wife's shoulder. "Our we keeping our plans for the night?"
"Yes, I should be done here soon. Kitty's not feeling well and we can go as soon as she gets back."
Harold suddenly found himself choking as a thick muscular arm wrapped around his neck. "Gimme all your money," said a deep voice.
"Don't hurt me," gasped Harold.
Cocky jerk, thought Jenny staring at the enormous black man. "Don't be such a wimp Harold, it's only Coach Black."
Coach Black was a hugely muscled man who kept his head shaved and sported an devilish goatee. He was a graduate of Coxville High and had left the county to play professional football. He was just an average player and his career only lasted five years. He came back to town this past summer just as the old coach was retiring. Principal Long called up Black and offered him the job of football coach. He was an arrogant man, full of himself, but he was a good coach and he knew football. Jenny's biggest problem with him was that he clearly favored Samson West over her daughter's boyfriend Todd for quarterback. Though judging by tonight's game, Coach Black may have been right. Samson was clearly the most motivated player on the field.
"Sorry to break up the party, lovebirds, but it's time to get this place cleaned up," said Black.
"But we have plans for tonight," whined Harold, still trying to extricate himself from Black's arm.
"That's not my job, Coach," complained Jenny.
"It is when we're short staffed. You know Principal Long didn't want to hire anyone else and I'm not about to have my team spoil their fun after their victory tonight."
Jenny looked around to get her cheerleaders to help, but they had already split to meet their boyfriends. "Fine," she said, contritely.
Harold finally slid out from under Black's arm. "I guess I'll see you at home, Jenny."
"I'll try to hurry, Harold. Maybe we can salvage the movie at least and get barbecue another night."
**********



"What's this about cock?"
Nancy was still excited for her team. "The Coxville Cocks. Our local high school football team just showed the Bartown Beavers who's boss." She turned grinning, her smile dropping when she saw the half naked black man. Despre had a hotel towel tied around his waist. Otherwise, he was naked but for a strange silver necklace and armbands around his biceps. His chest was fit and muscular, perhaps the sexiest she'd ever seen on a man. Worse, there was a fat banana shaped bulge outlined beneath the towel. The end of the big bulge ran nearly to the end of the towel almost to his knees. Nancy threw herself to her knees, yanking down the towel. "But this is the only cock I like, big and black" she said taking the huge cock head between her lips.
"Sister... Sister... Are you alright?"
Nancy shook her head to clear it of the fantasy and stood off the bed. The ass was grinning at her. He'd caught her staring at his bulge. "I'm fine. Just fine. I think I'll take that hot shower now." Or maybe a cold one, she thought. She slipped past him trying not to rub against him as she entered the bathroom while he sat on the bed and turned off the radio.
Nancy sighed as she stripped off her habit. The dark fabric was so soaked it felt like it weighed a lot more then normal. She bent over the tub and turned the water on waiting for it to warm up. Naked, she turned and looked at the door. She stepped through it. Despre was naked on the bed shamelessly masturbating his foot long black cock. "I knew you wanted this bad, Sister," he said, grinning as she straddled him and guided the huge cock head to it's new home in her soaked pussy.
Nancy turned away from the door. She looked down at her sinful body. Not only were her nipples hard little points, but her entire areola had swollen with her immoral lust. There was a little puddle on the floor between her legs where her arousal was dripping from her vagi... no, her wicked needy pussy, as wet as her rain soaked habit. What had Linus Jefferson done to her? Why was her impious mortal form reacting with such lust just being in the presence of the handsome black priest of Dambal... Nancy almost cried out her need as the drips from her pussy turned to a steady trickle as her yearning grew.
Her only adornment was her gold cross. She grabbed it, praying for guidance and strength of will. Not for the first time did she began to have doubts about joining the church. It wasn't just her newly awakened sexuality either. She didn't want to wear her habit. She wanted to be dressed like a normal young woman, drinking a beer, and cheering on the COCKS besides her twin sisters and poor top heavy Erin. She stepped into the shower, moaning almost sexually when the hot water struck her back. She grabbed the bar of soap. It was already wet from where Despre had used it earlier on his hard black body. She rubbed it hard over her belly letting it build up a lather then she brought the soap and her lathered hands up to her heavy DD bosom. This soap, this lather, had touched his sexy black chest just minutes earlier. She pinched her nipples, moaning in surprise at how sensitive they were while Despre flicked his tongue over first the left then the right. He stood pressing his soapy wet body tightly against hers. He stared her in the face and she felt her love growing for him even as he grinned, his slippery body sliding down her voluptuous figure, kissing her nipples again, tongue slipping in her navel. She thrust her hips forwards, opening her legs as Despre's tongue slid along her pussy slit. "Damballah," she whispered, then "AAAHHHH!" as she came.
Nancy pulled her finger from her pussy in alarm even as the last little squirt of fluid shot from it. She'd orgasmed! Masturbation was but another sin to add to her growing list. At least maybe her orgasm would help calm her down, but instead she felt more lustful then ever. She needed something bigger then her little white finger to satisfy her needs. Nancy grabbed a towel. It wasn't very big and it was the only one left. He'd used all the big ones. "Yes," she answered, hearing Despre call her name.
"I hope you don't mind, but I turned off the radio?"
"Certainly, Mr... Despre." She wrapped the towel around her and exited the door.
"This West kid sounds like he's dynamite. The press is raving about this upset."
"His brother, Herc, was a couple years behind me and as good. The COCKS have had some great players, but not been a great team for some time now. Hopefully, the new coach is turning things around."
Despre turned the alarm radio off and looked up at her, eyes widening in surprise when he glanced at her. His head even nodded slightly in approval of her form. "Here I was feeling depressed about getting stranded, but then I realized that I'm being kept company by your ravishing beauty."
Nancy blushed as she tucked the towel tight behind her back. It was large enough to cover her breasts, but it barely covered her vagina. If she stood on her toes, she'd be flashing him her beaver. A part of her wanted to do just that, drop the towel even for him, but then the light flashed off her gold cross reminding her who she was. "Mr, I mean Despre, don't say that, I'm a plain boring old nun."
"I would argue that all night until you were even redder in the face then you are now." He smiled as her blush grew even more crimson. "In all honesty, I've never seen a white woman with a body as fantastic as yours. You're as stacked as the black women of Damballah Island."
FUCK ME! FUCK ME! Nancy nearly stumbled, her mind telling her to fall to her knees, yank off his towel and take his beautiful black cock into her mouth. She calmed herself. "You're going to be very impressed with the women of Coxville, Mr. Despre."
"I'm already impressed, Sister, but I think we should get some sleep." He grabbed a pillow. "No spare blankets?" He asked, looking around.
"You can have the one off the bed. It's hot in here anyway." Nancy laid down on the bed deciding to stay on top of the covers.
"The air conditioning doesn't appear to be working. I'll be fine." Despre laid down on the floor and groaned in discomfort.
"You alright?"
"Fine Sister, floor's just hard."
"This is nonsense. We're all adults here. We can share the bed, just stay on your side."
"Well, I won't argue that," said Despre. Nancy watched the massive bulge of his penis swing under the towel as he climbed to his feet and slipped onto the bed. "Good night, Sister."
"Goodnight," she replied. They both rolled onto their sides facing away from each other. The bed was small and seemed even smaller with Despre's muscular form sharing it with her. Their rear ends were touching. Despite the exhausting day, she was so wound up, she didn't think she'd fall asleep quickly and it wasn't that late in the evening. She assumed the young virile black man would be as wound up too, but then soft snores came from his side of the bed so quickly, she almost felt insulted that he wasn't even going to try making a pass at her. Despite herself, Nancy's eyes closed.
**********
Kitty sat on the bench in the girl's locker room fidgeting nervously. I'm an idiot, she thought to herself. What was I thinking betting a blow job on a game's outcome and with a black man. Mom and dad would kill me if they caught me with a black man.
The door opened and Samson stepped into the room. He was still in his grass stained uniform pants, but had stripped down to a white tank top and his black skin had a sweaty sheen to it. The tank top tightly hugged Samson's impressively muscular chest, more well defined then Todd's. "S'up Kitty, I see your ready to get them lips on my cock," he said while squeezing a strangely large bulge.
Kitty gulped in horror. A part of her had expected he wouldn't even show up. "No way, I made that bet when I was drunk. You can't hold me to it. Come on Samson?" Kitty found her pleas were falling on deaf ears. "Todd is a friend of yours!"
"And he's always talking shit about what a great lay you are. We safe in here?"
Kitty sighed. "I stole mom's keys and she's probably gone home with my dad. Come on lets get this over with." Kitty felt a little sick as Samson stepped in front of her. He wasn't backing down. "This can't get out, Samson. No one can know. This can't get back to my mom or Todd. Do you understand?" He didn't answer her, just stared down at her looking up at him. His crotch was even with her face. "Answer me or the deal's off."
"I understand, Kitty. No pretty white girl gonna want anyone to know she sucked off some nigga from the Westside of town."
"Nothing personal, but the races don't mingle much in Coxville. Go ahead and take it out."
Samson grinned down at her. "Nope. You take it out."
"Come here then." Kitty waited until he took a step closer. Again, she noticed the bulge in his crotch. It was impressive, as if Samson had an unusually large cup under his uniform pants. Kitty pulled out the top off his uniform and for the first time felt a strange tingle of excitement run up her spine. It was the excitement one felt when doing something forbidden. Kitty reached in and grabbed the large tube that was rapidly hardening inside the pants. "What the fuck! No way that's your dick!" Kitty couldn't believe what she was feeling. She yanked his pants down while pulling his shaft out. "Jesus! That's twice Todd's size!" she exclaimed with amazement. Samson's black dick completely dwarfed her boyfriend's and to make matters worse, it was still growing.
"Never seen a black cock before have ya," laughed Samson, loving the look of awe on the pretty blonde's face. He'd never seen a white hand holding his cock and he decided he liked the contrast. "'bout time the women around here found out what the black men are packing. Well get to work." Samson reached down and pulled his shirt off and over his head.
Kitty leaned forwards, but held back. "How about if I just jerk it off? It's too big for my mouth anyway."
"No deal. A bet's a bet, Kitty."
Kitty brought her face up just under the crown and let her tongue slide along his cock. Jerk didn't even shower, she thought, but his body odor smelled very manly. She licked up to the crown and let her tongue encircle it before stretching her mouth wide open and letting the head slide inside her mouth. Soon she was sucking the tip of Samson's foot long cock and trying to stop herself from enjoying this. The big black cock was leaking voluminous amounts of precum and she couldn't help thinking how good and salty it tasted. His precum was rivaling one of Todd's entire orgasms, but she guessed a penis as big as Samson's must require a lot of lubrication.
"Your pretty pink lips look so good on my dick," said Samson trying to rub it in. Seeing the stuck up Kitty Summers with her lips wrapped around the end of his cock was a thrill he thought he'd never feel. Plus the thought of Kitty subconsciously comparing Samson to Todd when she went back to her boyfriend was revenge for Todd stealing the quarterback position from him. It hadn't occurred to him that Kitty might actually enjoy it. Hoping to humiliate her a little more, Samson said, "Get some more of this big dick. Open wide." He grabbed the back of Kitty's pony tailed blonde head and forced more of his cock down her throat. He could see her struggling not to gag and the strain showed on her pretty face. Finally, Kitty couldn't take anymore. She yanked her head back until his black cock sprang free and she coughed trying to catch her breath. "I thought you were good at this," said Samson.
Kitty panted while holding the base of his cock and looking at it still slightly in awe at it's size. "I'm not used to one this big!"
"I know. I seen Todd's little prick in the shower. Me and the other niggas call him pencil dick."
"That's not nice," said Kitty, sliding off the bench and onto her knees. She took Samson's cock back in her mouth and began bobbing her head.
"That's better. Get down on your knees," he said, enjoying the sensation of having the hottest girl in school kneeling before him while sucking his cock. Kitty had one hand on his hip. He watched her slide her hand along his stomach, feeling his hard muscles. He loved the contrast of her small white hand on his brown skin and she seemed just as fascinated. "You know it's true, Kitty. Todd has a little pencil dick compared to my big black cock. Next time you have his little dick in your mouth, I want you to remember what it was like having a real man's cock shoved down your throat." She was looking up at him, listening to his every word. "Suck that black cock. Tighten them lips up." Kitty continued looking up at him as she obeyed his commands. Her lips closed harder around his cock as she began to suck faster, never breaking eye contact and it finally dawned on Samson, that she was no longer reluctant, but was loving sucking his dark meat.
Kitty suddenly pulled back, breathing heavily. "I need to catch my breath," she gasped. She never released his cock. In fact, she brought both hands over to it and gripped his shaft tightly while jerking him off. "It only takes one hand to jerk Todd off," she said, staring at her hands sliding along his black shaft. Kitty suddenly grinned. "He never lasts this long."
A grin slowly spread across Samson's face as he let the tough guy image drop and they two of them grinned at each other sheepishly all the while her hands continued jerking him off. "I gotta warn you. I cum buckets." One of her hands released his cock and slid under it to heft his heavy balls, feeling how full they were. "You should take that uniform off or it's gonna get messy," he said.
Kitty arched her back and quickly pulled her top off until her large breasts sprang free. "You just want to see my tits," she said, smiling.
Fuck yeah, thought Samson staring at her big white DD breasts. Fuck! She had pink nipples. He'd never believed he would ever have a big pair of white titties with pink nipples to play with. "Fuck yeh. I wanna see dem tits-wrapped around my cock." Samson stooped slightly so that he could push his cock between her bosom. He squeezed her big beautiful breasts together and began titty fucking her. Kitty didn't protest. Instead she bent her head down and took the thrusting tip of his cock back in her mouth.
The pair suddenly froze. Someone was checking the door. Finding it locked, the person moved on. Kitty went back to sucking Samson's cock while he slid it between her breasts. This went on for several minutes, but Samson was starting to hurt while he squatted and Kitty's back was aching while she arched it. Slowly, his cock straightened out until he wasn't titty fucking her and she was just blowing him again. Something had changed though. Kitty was trying to take more of him down her throat. Samson noticed one of her hands had slipped between her legs under her skirt. The horny slut was fingering herself while she sucked him. It was too much for a young man like Samson. He couldn't hold back any longer. "Fuck! Yes! I'm bout to cum Kitty. Ready?"
Kitty was already feeling the strain of taking nearly his entire cock down her throat. Sweat beaded her forehead and tears were running down her eyes. Not yet, your cock is in my throat! She thought. Kitty hadn't planned on actually swallowing a black man's sperm, but it was too late. His cock was jerking in her throat, she could feel it pumping as his semen flowed through it.
"I'm cu-cumming," groaned Samson. "Aargh! Fuck!" He was shooting the biggest load of his young life.
Kitty felt her belly filling with his warm seed. He shot more sperm in one load then she'd seen Todd cum over their entire relationship. Suddenly her pussy started spasming around her fingers. Yes! She thought, wanting to scream in pleasure. I'm cumming too." Kitty shuddered from the powerfully intense orgasm as Samson pulled his cock back until just the head was in her throat. Cum was still pouring forth from the head and she could taste him and it was better then anything she'd ever tasted before. She liked the taste of Todd's semen, but there was so little of it. Samson's filled her belly and her mouth several times over. Todd was a famine, but Samson, a feast and she now gulped it willingly.
"Damn! You suck nigga dick like a fucking pro," said Samson, a little jealous. Todd had been right about Kitty's cock sucking skills.
Kitty looked up at him while continuing to suck the head of his cock, wanting to drain it of every last drop of his tasty seed. I got to know, she thought. What have I been missing out on? Could I take something this big? Jesus! I want this big black cock in my pussy. Kitty finally fell back on her ass and his big cock plopped out of her mouth.
"Fuck that was good." Samson looked down at his cock, still big and hard, but it had lost some of it's steel.
Kitty was staring at it adoringly. "I can't believe I came by giving you head."
Samson really liked the way she was staring at his cock. She suddenly turned over and got on all fours with her ass facing him The next thing she said completely floored him and made his dick stand straight up again. "I want you to fuck me with that thing! Fuck me with your big black cock."
Samson reached over and pulled her panties down, while pushing her skirt up over her tight ass. "What about Todd?"
"Forget Todd! I want to feel your big black cock inside me."
**********
Bobbie Sue flipped back through Father Murphy's journal trying to find the part about the hanging. She glanced up from her seat at the circulation desk and caught Melvin staring at her from his seat at a computer down the aisle across from her. Students stared at her all the time, even the black ones. She liked catching them to make them uncomfortable. She went back to the journal and soon found the date of the hanging exactly 150years ago today.
Here's what it said...
I heard they had caught Prospero Black fornicating with Cox's daughters. I quickly mounted my horse and rode with a gathering crowd to see the hanging. Colonel Cox had quickly rode back to his plantation when word reached him that his prize nigger bull had been recaptured. Apparently he had burst into his barn only to find his two daughters slobbering all over Prospero's black nigger cock. Rumors were rampant. Hettie Parker claimed to have seen witches circling the barn last night. Others claimed that the daughters hadn't just fornicated with Prospero, but that they drained the seed out of nearly half a dozen of Cox's prime negro bulls.
The Plantation's population could rightly be considered that of a small town and it seemed nearly everyone was making a beeline for the oak tree before the Cox mansion. I could see Prospero sitting proud and tall on a horse with a rope around his neck, chest bare and wearing trousers, but what struck me the most was the sight of the girls. I crossed myself and felt a stirring in my loins. Betty Summers was being held by her strapping young husband, Caleb. Nearby, the other Cox daughter Samantha Small was being held back by another man. The girls were wearing next to nothing. Sheer white silk night clothes covered their voluptuous bodies. The swollen mounds of their breasts were visible under the silk and I tried not to stare. They also wore white stockings that had gotten torn at some point. Both women were struggling in the arms of their husbands and appeared half mad. At some point, I assumed they had been foaming at the mouths for their chins were crusted with a flaky white substance as were the exposed areas of their breasts. "What is going on here?" I demanded.
Caleb appeared to have conflicting emotions on his face as he held his struggling wife. He looked distraught, sad, horrified, and angry. "I caught my wife and her sister servicing that nigger's cock," he practically screamed at me.



"Surely that's impossible," I muttered in disbelief. Proper white Southern ladies wouldn't sleep with a black male slave or even a free black for that matter.
"It's true, I caught the whores," said a voice off to my side. I turned to look and saw the old Colonel himself riding up. He was leading a contingent of slaves, nearly a hundred, men women and children. They were marching along the cornfield on the mansion's West side. Armed overseers were mounted and leading them to witness justice come to Prospero Black. Many of the townsfolk had guns too. The Colonel looked down at me and spoke. "I was selling some goods in Bartown when Caleb came to tell me that he had captured Prospero and tied him up in the barn. We rode back as fast as we could, but it was after midnight when we arrived. Caleb led me to the barn to see my prize black bull and what did we see when we opened the doors? I didn't see no slave tied up and waiting punishment by his master. I saw a nigger sitting like he was a king on a bale of hay with my two daughters slurping on his cock." At that point, Prospero snickered as he waited to be hung. Cox stopped talking and glared at him angrily.
"How did he escape," I asked.
Cox scrunched up his face which made him look like pure evil. He spit on the ground and dismounted his horse. "He claims that my daughters untied him."
"Surely, that can't be true," I replied.
"It's true," yelled Samantha. "I freed the black master." There came a collective gasp from the crowd. Samantha continued. "My black master rewarded us by letting Betty and I service his divine cock."
"My womb is filled with his divine seed," shouted Betty. Caleb suddenly spun his wife around and smacked her hard across her cheek. She fell to her knees clutching her face in pain. His face looked as pained as hers.
"As is my womb." Samantha surveyed the crowd, still struggling in her husband's arms. "I pray that my black master has made me gravid and that I shall bear him a son."
I hadn't even realized it, but I had taken out my sturdy wooden cross and was holding it out towards the mad women to protect me from their evil. "How can this be?" I whispered to myself.
Hettie Parker answered me. "They are bewitched. Hang the NIGGER!!! Hang all the niggers."
"Hang him, hang him," shouted the still growing crowd.
I could truly feel the presence of evil, but to some extent I believed it was coming from Phineas Cox. He had brought this on himself. He and his family had bred these slaves. The Cox family had created the monster that had brought down their beautiful daughters. "Betty, Samantha," I said trying to calm myself. "Are you bewitched? Did this black devil cast a spell on you?"
Samantha threw back her head and laughed. "My black master is no devil. He is a superior male. They have covered his cock to hide this truth from you. Remove his pants and reveal Damballah and you will see why I am his slave."
"Repent and I can save you," I told them.
Betty and Samantha both laughed. "Enough!" shouted Cox. "Line the slaves up," he told his men.
I glanced as he lined the slaves up to watch the hanging and noticed something odd about the males. They were all bald. The only males with hair were the children and Prospero who also sported a thick dark beard. "Why are they shaved?" I asked.
Cox grunted and looked over at me. "I'm told they all shaved their heads this morning. Othello told the overseer that they were dedicating themselves to the service of Damballah. Even the Christians went back to their heathen ways. My man whipped Othello good, but the slaves refused to stop shaving their heads."
"How did they know Prospero had been recaptured and was in the barn?"
"Witchcraft," said Cox. "They just knew." He shrugged as if to say the question was irrelevant.
"Or one of the workers in the field saw him being led in." I still refused to believe that witchcraft was involved in this even though Prospero deserved to be hung for his crimes.
"They tried to rescue him," said Cox, pointing to a group of half a dozen bald slaves, surrounded by men with guns. "But what they found was my two daughter's had already freed him. He gave them my daughter's bodies for their pleasure as a reward."
"That can't be true."
"I have taken their nigger cocks in all my holes," screamed Samantha. "And it was DIVINE!"
I stepped back and held my cross up again. Merciful god save us. These women were bewitched! Two hundred years ago, my church would be burning them for their crimes. Worse, they were still under his spell. "Kill the black devil and your daughters may yet be saved," I calmly told the Colonel.
"I'll do the honors myself," said Cox. He slung his rifle across his back and walked over to slap the horse.
"Prospero Black do you repent? Do you admit that you are a sinner and in league with the devil? Do so and I will pray that god will have mercy on your soul." I stared at the proud black slave- no, he wasn't a slave. This man could never be enslaved. I clutched my cross tightly until the knuckles on my fingers turned white.
"I will no repent for ma god loves me," he replied, haughtily. "I am no allied with yo devil, white man. You created me," he said, nodding his head towards Cox. "This is yo doing."
"Are you willing to die with your sins still upon your soul?"
"I be no afraid," he said, looking down on me. "When I die I will become one with da land. I have planted my seed upon this place and I shall make it mine."
"Get on with it," I told Cox. "A storm's coming." Dark clouds were rolling in fast and the wind was picking up. "Commit his soul to hell."
"Then it's time," said Phineas. "Oh and there's one last thing I want you to see before you die." Cox turned away from the doomed black man and looked to his men and the townsfolk. "Kill them. Kill them all."
I gazed at the old man in shock and then I heard a gun go off and then another. I turned to see smoke rising from several rifles. The people were opening fire upon the slaves. Three of the ones who had tried to rescue Prospero were down. They were shooting at women and children also, but mostly the men. The slaves stood frozen in shock at first before they turned to flee into the cornfield. Luckily for them, the stalks were tall since it was so close to harvest. Armed, mounted men followed them into the corn and shots continued to ring out. At least two dozen blacks lay dead, mostly the shaven headed followers of Prospero, but there were also some women and at least three children. I turned my eyes back up at Prospero. He looked shocked, stunned by what he was witnessing and there were tears rolling down his cheeks. And then he started chanting.
Oh Damballah, kreyatè nan lavi yo," he said.
I stepped back for clearly this was the language of hell. He continued to chant, mumbling. His words were dark and evil. I could sense a demonic power in them. I held my cross up towards him. "Stop him," I shouted at Cox. Then I began reciting the 23rd Psalm. "Yea though I walk through the valley..."
Cox had been gleefully watching the end of his family's centuries old breeding program. He turned and looked up at Prospero before slapping the horse on the rump. The horse leaped away, leaving Prospero swinging. I stumbled in my prayer as the horse nearly ran me down. Impossibly, with a noose tightening around his neck and strangling him, Prospero continued speaking his curse.
Events were happening quickly and I recite them while they are still fresh in my mind. Caleb Summers had released Betty as did Samantha's husband when Cox gave the order to fire. They pulled their pistols out and fired at the fleeing slaves, joining the blood crazed mob in their slaughter. The Cox daughter's were screaming hysterically, running towards their still swinging black master. Samantha reached him first. She threw her arms around his legs as if to lift him up and I wondered if she were trying to save him or snap his neck, but instead she ended up pulling his pants down and she fell to the ground sobbing. As his pants fell, Prospero's big nigger cock swung up and out. It was fully erect as he strangled and the biggest I'd ever seen on any of Cox's slaves. There was a flash behind me as someone took a photograph of the hanging.
"Padonnen yo, papa yo, yo pa konnen sa y'ap fè." Were the last words he ever spoke. I watched as Prospero's eyes rolled up in his head and his tongue stuck out. Prospero died then swinging from the oak tree with Cox's two nearly nude daughters crying hysterically at his feet, but that wasn't the end of things. The moment he died, that big bull cock of his ejaculated. I'm ashamed to say, that my carnal desires have gotten the best of me when I was younger, before taking my vows of course, and I have seen my own ejaculate before, but the amount shooting from Prospero's cock could have filled a pail. It fell to the ground and where it hit, steam began to rise from the earth. The steam thickened, turning to mist, turning to a cloud. It was a heavy fog and the fog quickly surrounded the tree, spreading outwards from the oak. Everything it touched, disappeared from sight. It was unnatural. The fog quickly spread into the nearby cornfield and the shooting slowly came to a halt as the gunmen could no longer see any slaves to shoot at.
The townspeople started fleeing the mist. The was a flash and a boom that sent people to their knees in the dirt, ducking for cover. I heard a crack and could just make out the branch Prospero was hanging from breaking off, dropping his body to the ground. Then the heavens opened up releasing a torrential downpour as more lightning flashed in the sky and I joined the crowd, fleeing for the relative safety of their homes, though I headed for my church to seek the safety and comfort of the almighty god.
When I awoke the next morning, the fog was gone and the town looked normal. Caleb Summers brought his wife and sister-in-law to me. They still looked distraught, but had calmed down. They hadn't bathed, their hair was unkempt, and they still had that white crust on their chins. Luckily, to keep my lust in check, white shifts had been thrown over their scantily clad bodies. Caleb gave their custody over to me and I promised that I would take them to the convent and say prayers for their safety daily. He then informed me that Colonel Cox had shot himself last night. Caleb told me that the old man had retired to his sitting room, taken out the pistol he had used during the Mexican war, polished it for over an hour, and then stuck the barrel in his mouth, pulling the trigger.
I told him I would be by to say some words over the old man's body. Suicide is a mortal sin and I feared the devil had taken his soul for it, but I could almost understand why he did it.
While it is still strong in my memory, I commit to paper the words of Prospero the negro devil as he spoke them while in the process of being hung...
Oh Damballah, kreyatè nan lavi yo.......
**********
Bobbie Sue read and reread the words of Prospero, but she could not make any sense of them. It would take a genius to decipher this.... Yes! A genius was precisely what she needed.
"Melvin," she called. He jumped with a start and looked up from his computer. "Can you come here a moment?"
"Of course, Mrs. Kindle," he answered her in his nasally voice. The skinny little black teen stood from his desk and briskly walked down the book filled aisle towards her. "What can I do you for?" he asked when he arrived at the circulation desk.
"I want to know if you can translate this for me?" She handed the journal over to him and he glanced down at the words Prospero had spoken as they tried to hang him.
"It doesn't look like any language I recognize." He squinted at the words, his eyes looking larger then normal through the lens of his eye glasses. "A bit looks French. I don't know. I can give it a try."
"I'd appreciate it. Let me make a copy of this page."
"Anything for you Mrs. Kindle. He he he."
Bobbie Sue winced at his grating laugh. She put the journal page face down on the copier and made a copy of the curse. She examined the copy to make sure she'd gotten it all and handed it over to Melvin. "Here you go. Now put that genius brain to work."
"Will do. He he he." He saluted her, spun around, and marched back to his computer.
Her eye ticked again as she went back to the journal. She began leafing through it hoping to find out more information. It was mostly concerned with the faithful of the county, revenue generated from the convent's services, etc. She did find a few interesting pieces of information.
November 1859- Phineas Cox's younger brother, Franklin arrived today to take possession of the Cox Plantation.
January 1860- Franklin Cox returned today with some captured slaves that had fled his older brother's massacre. He had them whipped and put them back to work.
June 1860- Samantha Cox Small gave birth to twin boys today. The sisters helped her as best they could, but it was a difficult pregnancy. Though mulatto, the boys favor their father and are as dark skinned as a full blooded negro. The always difficult Samantha gave them their father's last name of Black, though she did give them good biblical first names. The boys will be called Lazarus and Isaac Black. The good sister who acted as midwife confessed to me that she was shocked by the size of the boy's phallus's. She jokingly told me that she almost cut the first boy's penis off believing that it was his umbilical cord.
June 1860- Betty Cox Summers gave birth to twin boys today just two days behind her sister. They resemble their cousins both in their dark skin and their large penises. Betty is the much more agreeable of the Cox sisters. She shamefully admitted to not knowing which slave had fathered the children and after staring at the long dangling penises of her sons, she chose the surname Long. In a way, what Betty finally chose to name them was worse then her sisters children's names. She named the boys after her father and her husband. They are Phineas and Caleb Long. Old Phineas Cox must be spinning in his grave to have his half breed grandson named after him. I will see that all four boys are raised to serve god and not their evil father. Perhaps when they are old enough, I will send them out among the slaves to preach the word of god. The slaves may listen to one of their own and end their pagan ways.
Bobbie Sue flipped forward a few months and got to the part where Caleb Summers told Father Murphy about the capture of Prospero and asked for an annulment. There was nothing more of interest until she hit pay dirt several years later.
August 1864- I stood on the walls of the convent and watched as the smoke rose around the Cox Plantation. Betty and Samantha stood near me. Goodly Betty was crying, but Samantha remained impassive. The other sisters had gathered to watch as had the four mullato boys who were once the sons of Betty and Samantha, but were now the sons of the church and god. Nearly four years old, they had grown like corn stalks and looked several years older. Samantha refused to take her vows and still wore the white robes. Betty had committed herself to god and wore the gown of a true Sister Of Mercy. At the time, we all believed that the Mansion was burning, but later we discovered that the Yankees had only burned the surrounding buildings. They had ridden out that morning, freeing the slaves, who were busy looting nearby farms. The crops were also burning, and I cursed the drought that had left the fields dry. It was then that Sister Betty slowly approached me. "Father," she said. "I'm ready to confess my sins." I had always longed to discover what had happened in that barn the night Betty and Samantha freed Prospero. Now I would know. Maybe there would be a clue as to how the devil had bewitched the two young women. I was so eager to know, I immediately led her to the confessional.
The next page was titled, "The Confession Of Betty Cox."
Excited, Bobbie Sue began to read, but she was interrupted. "Excuse me, Mrs. Kindle," said Melvin. He had approached her silently and she wasn't aware of his presence.
"WHAT!" she snapped.
Melvin was startled and he took a step back. "S-sorry to disturb you, but I translated the page for you."
"What?" she said again, more friendly this time. She glanced at the wall clock. "It's only been fifteen minutes!"
Melvin shrugged. "I put my brain on it. Well, that and google. He he he." He handed her the paper and she glanced at it eagerly. It was still in gibberish to her. Exasperated, she asked, "Melvin, what is this, some kind of joke?"
The paper read:
oh Damballah, kreyatè nan lavi yo.
lakansyèl sèpan ki la, koulèv la nwa.
plant pitit pitit ou sou peyi sa a.
Me pitit fi yo nan Èv ap plantureu ak fètil.
Me yo jwenn rekonfòte sèvi siperyè koulèv la nwa nan Damballah.
Pou vè yo blan nan pitit gason yo nan Adan ap kite yo vle.
Oh Damballah, kreyatè nan lavi yo.
Muri bellys yo nan pitit fi yo nan Ev.
Avèk pitit pitit an koulèv la nwa nan Damballah.
Ak pouvwa yo kreye nouvo lavi sèvi ou.
Oh Damballah, kreyatè nan lavi yo.
"Padonnen yo, papa yo, yo pa konnen sa y'ap fè."
"No Mrs. Kindle, I have the English translation right here." He held up another piece of paper. "The language was Haitian Creole, but the problem was that the author had written it down from the memory of hearing it and with no knowledge of the proper spelling. Most of the words were completely wrong. I had to sound them out and take guesses as to how they were spelled."
Bobbie Sue might find Melvin grating and annoying, but the teenage boy had just phonetically sounded out misspelled words in a 150 year old journal, translated them to a language he wasn't familiar with and translated it into English. In 15 MINUTES! His brain was truly amazing. She smiled at him nicely and he smiled back. "Can I see the translation?"
Melvin handed her the translation.
oh Damballah, creator of life.
the rainbow serpent, the black snake.
plant your seed upon this land.
May the daughters of Eve be buxom and fertile.
May they find solace serving the superior black snake of Damballah.
For the white worms of the sons of Adam will leave them wanting.
Oh Damballah, creator of life.
Ripen the bellys of the daughters of Eve.
With the seed of the black snake of Damballah.
And may they create new life to serve you.
Oh Damballah, creator of life.
The last line irked and angered Bobbie Sue, a good Christian woman of faith.
"Forgive them father. They know not what they do."
How dare he mock Jesus like that and set himself up like a messianic figure. Bobbie Sue reread it. "So there is a Coxville Curse," she said, out loud.
"What's this all about?" asked Melvin.
Bobbie Sue looked up at him. "Alright this is between you and me. I'm hoping to get a book out of this." And Bobbie Sue told him everything she had discovered so far.
"Fascinating," said Melvin. "Of course, there's no such thing as curses, but still a fascinating piece of our history."
"I don't believe in the curse either. For whoever does these things is an abomination to the lord," she quoted scripture. "But what does it mean?"
"It's clearly sexual. He he he." Melvin practically giggled when he said it.
"Is it? I'm sorry, but can you leave me alone?" Bobbie Sue couldn't stand to hear his laugh anymore. She was grateful though. "Thanks, you have been a big help. I'll be done soon and then I'll give you a lift home."
Bobbie Sue looked at the words again. The first lines were clearly beseeching his pagan god.
Plant your seed upon this land.
That sounded very much like he was praying that the land would be fertile. Nothing unusual there.
May the Daughters of Eve be buxom and fertile.



She'd heard that before or at least the first part. C.S. Lewis referred to Christian women as the daughters of Eve in his Narnia books. The Christian women of this county were certainly buxom. Bobbie Sue looked down at her own huge breasts. Of course, buxom women seemed to run in the county's genealogy.
May they find solace serving the superior black snake of Damballah.
That line was certainly disturbing. Prospero referred to his large penis as Damballah. Had he cursed the town that it's white Christian women would find happiness giving themselves sexually to black men? Bobbie Sue shivered. Of course it was nonsense. There wasn't one interracial relationship that she was aware of in the entire county. So much for that part of the curse.
For the white worms of the sons of Adam will leave them wanting.
Bobbie Sue sat back in her chair. Translation- the small penises of white Christian men will not satisfy their women. She shivered again and couldn't help picturing her own frustration with her husband's continued inadequate sexual performance. Other women openly talked about their own frustrations, but Bobbie Sue never joined in. Jenny Summers, Nurse Swallows, Bianca Blackwood and other teachers often griped in the teacher's lounge about their husband's disappointing sexual performances. Come to think of it, Bobbie Sue had never heard one woman in the county bragging about her husband as a lover. Sure some were romantic. Some were attentive and generous with gifts, but never ever anything about their skills as a lover. So this part of the curse had come true. She snorted and kept deciphering.
Ripen the bellies of the daughters of Eve.
With the seed of the black snake of Damballah.
And may they create new life to serve you.
So the black men are gonna knock you up, she thought before correcting herself. The white Christian women will be impregnated by the black men. Another piece of nonsense. No interracial relationships, no interracial children. Unless, Prospero was not cursing the land, but Cox's daughters? The seed of his black snake had knocked both of them up and with twins. She heard Melvin's voice in her head saying, fascinating, and she had to agree.
Bobbie Sue was eager to find out what had happened in the barn so she went back to reading the journal.
**********
Jenny was feeling frustrated as hell. Where are my keys? Can't drive home. Can't get a shower. Hopefully, Kitty had them. Her key chain held her car keys, the gymnasiums, and girl's locker room, as well as her home. Unless they turned up, she was stranded. It was beginning to look more and more like tonight's date night was going to be a bust. She was hoping to shower first, but one of her girls must have locked the door to the locker room. Her change of clothes was locked in her car. Her cell phone was locked in her office. She was going to have to search the sidelines again. The parking lot was empty. Coach Black had been the last person she saw, but she hadn't noticed his car in the parking lot. She wasn't aware that he owned a motorcycle or that it was parked behind a tree.
Jenny checked a wall clock. If she could shower, find her keys, and change within forty minutes, Harold could meet her at the movies and she might still enjoy her evening. Her wanderings had taken her past the door to the boy's locker room. I guess I could use their shower. I bet they are all out celebrating their victory by now. The door would probably be locked, but when she tried the handle it opened right up. Finally, something was going her way. Jenny Summers stuck her head in the door. "Coach?" she yelled. "Coach are you here?"
Jenny entered the locker room. It smelled sweaty and nasty like one would expect of a male locker room, but a shower was a shower. Coach's office was located in the same location hers was in the girl's showers just everything was opposite. It provided a view of the showers and the lockers. The lights were off in his office. All was quiet. She turned around and locked the door so that she wouldn't get caught should there be any stragglers.
Jenny Summers walked over to a bench between the lockers and let her long blonde hair down while pulling up the top of her uniform. Great, he's gone home, she thought. I hope no one catches me changing in here. I get so hot and sweaty out on that field. Jenny was a fastidious woman and a clean freak. She kept her home and body spotless. She showered and washed her hair every morning and if she exerted herself at all during the day, she showered again at night or enjoyed a long exfoliating session and soak in her tub. She worked the cleaning crew hard in the girl's showers and it was clear that Coach Black wasn't as fastidious as she was. The boy's lockers were clean enough for boys, but not for her own standards. Wet towels and dirty jock straps were laying around, growing mold and mildew before they would be picked up tomorrow when the cleaning crew came. She vowed not to touch anything, but was still uncomfortable that her bare feet would be walking on the floor and the dirty shower. Jenny stripped down to her white bra and thong. She unhooked her bra releasing her giant breasts. It felt a little naughty changing in the boy's locker room. She tossed her thong aside and walked into the shower thinking how good it was going to feel.
In his dark office, Coach Black was sitting back in his chair meditating on tonight's game and what he could have done better, how he best could have used his players, and most importantly, what they could do to keep winning games. It was a practice he had learned from his old coach and one he had decided to adopt. The quiet and the darkness allowed him to think more clearly. What didn't allow him to think clearly was the site of a gorgeous white woman stripping just feet from his office. Well, well, well, if it isn't Mrs. Summers, the cheerleading coach, he thought watching her strip. She hadn't interacted with him much since he arrived last summer, but then neither had most of the other white teachers outside of polite conversation. At first, he hadn't noticed Jenny enter the lockers until she called his name. He almost answered her which would have spoiled his show. She didn't appear to actually be looking for him and when she passed his office and started letting her hair down, he sat back in his chair and watched the show, feeling his meaty black cock starting to puff up as each article of clothing was pulled off her buxom body. Coach Black stripped off his white tee shirt and pants in his dark office and wrapped a towel around his waist. "I think I'll join you," he said as he left his office and headed for the shower.
Jenny closed her eyes and let the hot water run all over her body as she lathered her skin with soap. Her hands slid all over her body, covering her breasts with suds, coating her hips, running down her blonde pubic hair and between her thighs. Her skin tingled from her touch and she began to get aroused. Her hands pushed her breasts together and then one slid over her nipple and she pinched it, trying not to moan. She was more then aroused. She felt downright horny. Ever since her erotic dream last night, she'd been horny all day. She wished she could remember it because that must have been some dream. Either that or the thought of being nude in the boy's shower was making her horny. She thought of all the young boys who stared wide eyed at her during class and she pictured them staring at her in the shower and somewhat guiltily, she imagined her daughter's boyfriend Todd, so young, fit, and handsome staring at her. So different from her husband. He was nude too and slowly approaching her. Her thighs were growing damp and it wasn't just from the shower. Jenny massaged her right breast while pulling on her left nipple. She slowly opened her eyes to see a dark figure wearing a white towel around his waist standing arms crossed just outside the shower's range.
Jenny instantly came alert. Her hand came down to enfold her blonde pubes. Her arm crossed her chest to cover her breasts, but they were too big and one slipped out under her arm while her other nipple slipped up just above her hand. "Coach Black! What are you doing here?" Jenny was horrified. Not only had a black man seen her nude, but he had caught her playing with her own nipples. Another minute or so and her hand might have slipped down between her legs, she was so lost in her fantasy about Todd.
"This is the men's shower," said the Coach, matter-of-factually as he pulled his towel off.
"Oh my god!" Jenny stared wide eyed and the fat slab of dark meat hanging between the coach's legs. It was the longest, plumpest, penis she'd ever seen and it wasn't even hard. The monster was already more then twice Harold's size.
"Never seen a black cock before, Mrs. Summers?"
"Are they all this big?" she asked when he stepped up to her. She was so fascinated with it, that her hand came out to lightly stroke down the fat rod as it swelled even bigger and slowly began to lift up. Jenny felt a wave a pleasure run through her body from simply touching his big penis, but realized that Coach Black had reached out and pinched one of her erect nipples. His black fingers gently pinched, tugged, and twirled her hard pink nipple and she had to fight back a moan.
"Most aren't as big as mine, but they're always bigger then whitey's." Coach was considered something of a freak outside the county. While showering after a game, his huge cock dwarfed both his white and black teammate's little penises. His sexual prowess became legendary and he never lacked for pussy. Even had some white pussy every now and then, but none looked as good as Mrs. Summers. Back in Coxville, he'd watch his boys shower after a game and he didn't feel so special anymore. The black athletes all had big impressive cocks. It amused him watching the whites react to them. The showers were self segregated, whites staying far away from the intimidating black cocks of their dark skinned teammates. The whites would look uneasy and glance at the often erect black cocks sticking out from the black players. Coach Black noticed a trend during gym class that lots of whites tried to get in or out of the showers as quick as possible to avoid the blacks. He instituted a mandatory showering time, ostensibly for the purpose of cleanliness, but in reality, it made him feel good watching Coxville's good ol' boys squirm. Samson, LD, Max, Leroy, Deon, and fuck even nerdy Melvin all had black cocks that dwarfed the biggest white kid in school. The black jocks took to mocking the white boys. Samson openly called Todd a pencil dick. Others called the white students dickless, noodle dicks, worm dick, or little white grubs and Coach Black did nothing to stop the humiliation. He looked down at his cock, not quite sticking straight out. Coach Summers was still running her fingers along his hard shaft. He'd seen the look of awe on her face before on other conquests and it never grew old. "It gets bigger," he told her. "Why don't you clean it for me?"
Jenny still had some soap on her hands. She began lathering the huge black shaft up, watching as it grew even bigger. The head came up to rest between her large breasts. "It's twice as big as my husband's," she lied. It was probably closer to three times, but she didn't want the arrogant coach to know how much bigger his penis... his big black cock was then her husband's little penis. What the hell am I doing? She thought. I should stop this immediately, but she couldn't let go of his cock. She'd never even touched a black man before outside of a handshake and here her hand was frozen to Coach Black's giant dark skinned cock. She bent down to heft and lather up his heavy scrotum. It too dwarfed her husband's. One of Coach Black's testicles was bigger then Harold, penis and nut sack combined. Her other hand was still rubbing the Coach's cock and it occurred to her that she wasn't so much cleaning it anymore as that she was jerking it off. She should stop this immediately, but she couldn't.
Coach Black reached out to pinch her nipple again, but instead found his hand squeezing the entire soft fleshy pillow of her giant breast. He'd never seen tits this big on a woman this fit and that wasn't a complaint. He released her breast and slid his hand along her wet back to her shoulder. He began to apply pressure, pushing her down. "Now that it's clean, why don't you suck it for me?" he asked.
Jenny found herself on her knees looking up at the massively muscled black man with his cock sticking straight out over her face. If he thought she was going to suck his cock, he had another think coming. She rarely even did that for her puny dicked husband. The long pee slit brushed her lips and she stared cross eyed down the huge shaft. No way was she going to suck off the arrogant black man. "No way, I'm married," she said as her tongue came out to lick under the black bulbous crown causing her entire body to shiver with excitement. A married white woman or an unmarried one for that matter would never put a black man's penis in her mouth.
Coach Black pushed down on the base of his cock and pushed the head into Jenny's mouth. "A blowjob isn't cheating," he said, staring down at her. Jenny surprised herself by not fighting it. Instead she wrapped her lips tightly around the tip of his cock. It felt so big in her mouth. It was hard not to gag. "Suck it hard just like that," said Black, putting his hand on the back of her wet head and pulling her farther into his cock.
It's so thick, so much bigger then Harold's. My husband's never this hard either. The Coach's cock is like steel. It may have been hard as steel, but that black steel shaft actually bent as Black tried to shove more of his cock in her mouth. "Get some more of this big black cock," he said. "That's it." The big cock head worked it's way down Jenny's throat and she found herself sucking half the giant shaft. Just see how much you can swallow and then stop, she told herself. This is so wrong, but so... natural.
Jenny bobbed her head rapidly, her lips tightly gripping the shaft sliding in and out of them. She looked down the six or seven inches of fat black meat sticking out of her mouth and let her eyes run up over the black man's magnificently muscled body. Black was as near to physical perfection as a man could get. She looked at his face, rugged features, tough looking and a little mean, but cocky and handsome. Her eyes met his and they froze staring at each other. Strange thoughts began popping into her brain, thoughts completely foreign to her mindset. Thoughts she couldn't have pictured herself having twenty minutes ago before she first set eyes on Coach Black's cock. The first strange thought was that she wanted to swallow his entire shaft at some point. She wanted to swallow his cum. She wanted to please him. She wanted to know what it would be liked to be fucked by a cock this big and this black, fucked by a big black cock.
The head pushed too deep. Jenny gagged and had to pull back to catch her breath. She broke eye contact and began nibbling all along his shaft letting her throat muscles take a break. Finally there's a real man in my life. No more limp dicked hubby. I want it down my throat again, she thought, not wanting to wait any longer. Jenny took him back in her throat and slurped over the head while kneading Coach's heavy sperm filled balls. She looked up into his eyes again. A real man doesn't have a little white penis. A real man has a cock, a really big black cock. This is a real man. Coach Black, I'm glad you don't know what I'm thinking because it makes me feel slutty. You are a real man Coach Black and I love your big black cock. Jenny watched a conceited smirk appear on his face and for a moment she feared that he could read minds.
"I wanna fuck them titties," said Coach Black, stooping down. Jenny fell to her back on the wet shower floor. Hot water slid under her body as the Coach kneeled over her and started sliding his big black cock between her large breasts. Jenny had let Harold do this to her several times when the were young and in their early twenties. She snickered at the memory. Her husband's little white penis had disappeared entirely among the folds of her oversize GG bosom. The Coach's black cock looked like a foot long kielbasa sliding between a regular sized hot dog's buns. It was so big she could still suck on the tip while he fucked her breasts and that was exactly what she did.
Jenny squeezed her breasts tightly around his shaft while sucking the head of his cock. Black was on top of her, holding himself up like he was doing push-ups, pumping his hips so that his cock slid back and forth through her breasts, fucking them. His cock head popped out of her mouth. He was groaning and fucking her tits faster now. She struggled to recapture his cock head in her mouth, but it was too late. "I'm gonna CUMMM!" growled the coach and cum he did.
Coach Black's cock literally exploded it's first wad shooting between her breasts and striking the bottom of her chin. He reared back, jerking his cock off furiously over her breasts. Long wads of semen shot out from the tip, covering her breasts, chest, and face. One long strand of sperm fell directly in her mouth and Jenny swirled it around, tasting it, and for the first time swallowing a man's seed to show her respect for his prowess. Her upper torso was coated in semen. Black's one load blew more sperm out then Harold's penis had in nearly nineteen years of marriage. There's so much cum for me, thought Jenny. She squeezed her breasts together and looked down at all the white pudding on her body. Thirty minutes ago she hadn't liked that her feet were touching the moldy floor of the shower, now she was lying on her back on the same shower floor, covered in a black man's sperm and she'd never felt better.
The Coach fell back to his knees, straddling her hot body and let his mighty cock fall back between her breasts. Jenny grabbed his shaft with both hands and stroked it forward while holding her tongue out, hoping to squeeze the last bits of ejaculate into her mouth so that she could taste him again. Her hands milked one last large wad of semen from his shaft and she promptly licked it up. Mmm, his cum tastes so good, she thought, looking him in the eyes again, the tip of his cock on her lips.
Jenny was torn emotionally. This was just a strange situation two attractive people found themselves caught up in and wouldn't... couldn't happen again. She was a married mother, a school teacher, a churchgoer, a model citizen of Coxville. She couldn't risk an affair. Yet deep down she knew that if Coach Black walked into her office and whipped his cock out, she'd be on her knees trying to suck it bone dry without him saying a word to her. Still, she could try to resist him, avoid being alone with him whenever possible. Jenny decided to make the most of it. "Listen up, this never happened, this isn't happening, and won't happen again." She stared hard into Coach's eyes until he nodded his understanding. "Good. Then I want you to fuck me," she told him, kissing his cock head. "But you can't get me pregnant." Maybe he had a condom in his office, she hoped. She didn't trust him to pull out.
"Don't worry about that Jenny," said Coach Black. "I've had a vasectomy," he lied. Yeah right, he thought. Like I'd let a knife anywhere around my balls.
"Then show me how a real man fucks, Coach. Show me what a big black cock can do. Fuck my white pussy."
**********
The following is an excerpt from "The Coxville Curse" by Roberta Susan Kindle, published one year after lightning destroyed the oak tree in front of city hall. It is a dramatization of The Confession of Betty Cox as discovered in the journal of Father Murphy.
The Confession of Betty Cox.



Betty Cox Summers was out strolling the front lawn of the Cox Mansion. She wore a pink and white dress with a brooch on a scarf around her neck. Like all the Cox women, she was blonde, naturally fit, and had the large breasts one of her Germanic ancestors had bequeathed to all her descendants. She heard her name called and turned to see her sister racing towards her from the barn. They were twins and bore a strong resemblance to each other. Samantha was wearing a blue and yellow dress and where Betty wore her blonde hair up on her head, Samantha wore hers tied down in a bun. Betty was always the more proper of the two, a true lady whereas Samantha had a wild streak clearly evident by the lower cut bodice of her dress. Samantha looked excited and a little dazed. She'd eaten in a hurry because her chin was covered in a thick white cream Betty couldn't identify. "Samantha," she chided, motioning to her own chin. Samantha grinned and very unladylike, scooped the cream up with her finger and into her mouth.
"Betty," called Samantha, "You gotta come see the new big black nigger stud that daddy bought today."
"Oh!" Betty looked at her sister disapprovingly. Samantha held a very unhealthy fascination with their father's nigger bucks. She'd been caught several times watching the bucks fornicating like dogs in the fields while the other slaves worked as if it were the most normal thing in the world for two people to fornicate out in public. One night when their husband's had gone off to market, and there was a big thunderstorm, Samantha had shared Betty's bed. Her twin had whispered to her that she often wished her husband, Joshua Small, had a penis like the slaves did. Betty had been mortified, but her sister had a point. Her own husband, Caleb, had a penis a third the size of her father's least hung slave. Samantha went on about how the negress women were always screaming in pleasure whenever a negro buck entered them. "I just lay there when Joshua enters me," said Samantha. "Me too," confessed Betty.
"Come on, Betty." Samantha took her arm and pulled her. "He's in the barn and he's bigger then any I've ever seen."
"I don't want to see a slave's penis," said Betty, allowing herself to be pulled by her sister. "And why is he in the barn?"
"I don't know." Samantha led her sister towards the barn not far from the manor home. "Just be quiet. He was sleeping when I found him. They got him tied up to a pole."
Betty frowned. Why tie a slave up? He must have done something bad, like try to escape. Otherwise, he'd be locked in the slaves quarters. Some slaves were working in the cotton field beside the corn field. A group of males rose up and stared boldly at the Cox Twins. "Samantha, look the males are bald!"
"Oh who cares what the slaves do as long as they do their work. Now shush." Samantha opened the door. "Close your eyes."
"Samantha!"
"Just do it." Samantha led Betty over to the restrained slave. Her prim and proper sister was about to have a life changing moment. The same life changing moment, she herself had had earlier when Zombi had asked- no ordered her to suck his cock. Her belly still felt full with his warm seed. "Open your eyes, Betty. Can you believe the size of this filthy nigger's cock? It's enormous."
Betty looked at the slave who seemed to be sniffing the air. Then she looked down to see what her sister was so excited about and she gasped in shock. "Oh my god," she said. No wonder her sister was so impressed. It dwarfed her husband Caleb's penis several times over. Even hanging down, the buck's cock was half hard and more swollen then her husband ever got. Caleb had disappointed her last night, crawling into her bed and burying his head in her bosom. He had seemed to need comfort more then sex and his penis never stirred. He wouldn't say what was bothering him. She had missed him and was climbing the walls with her arousal, but there was nothing she could do to make her husband hard for her. Even as she stared at the hung slave, his cock was growing and rising a little.
"Lets kneel down and get a better view," said Samantha.
Betty nodded and knelt with her sister. The slave's cock was between them. She too had seen the slaves in the fields fornicating and it always made her uncomfortable, but this cock was different. She could understood her sister's fascination with it. "It's so big, Samantha. I had no idea..."
"Touch it, Betty."
Betty's hands were in her lap, but she pulled them back as if shocked by her sister's words. "I couldn't!"
"Do it," said Samantha, reaching out and taking Betty's hand. She brought her sister's hand up to the slave's shaft and placed it on the stiffening cock. "There, now that's not so bad, is it?"
"No," said Betty staring in surprise at her little white hand on the huge cock of one of her father's slaves. She softly caressed the underside. Her sister's hand came up and hefted the slave's big bull balls. "Samantha, it's so long, thick, and heavy!" Betty could see the large rounded head slowly emerging from the foreskin. Her hand ran further down the shaft and tickled the underside of the head.
The slave slowly spoke in a deep voice. "Rann li difisil." (Make it hard)
"I- I- I want to get this nigger cock hard. I want to see how big it gets."
Prospero looked down at the two young blonde white women showing their appreciation for Damballah. He spoke again. "Ou se cho, retire abiye ou yo." (You are hot, remove your dresses)
Samantha hefted Damballah's heavy scrotum. "Me too! Betty, it's so hot in here. We should disrobe before we ruin our new dresses."
Betty quit stroking the slave's cock. It was hot in here. The barn was roasting. She stood and Samantha rose next to her. The slave was looking at both of them and Betty stared back as she turned so that Samantha could undo the laces on the back of her dress. She did the same for Samantha. They assisted each other in removing their cumbersome dresses. Betty had the strangest feeling that she was stripping for the slave and not because of the heat. Neither sister tried to cover their bodies from his eyes. Betty stripped down to her pink stockings, a garter that held them to her girdle and her neck brooch. Her big breasts fell freely over her girdle and her blonde pubic hair was visible beneath it. Samantha matched Betty except that her stockings and girdle were blue. Samantha also let her hair down. The slave clearly liked what he saw. His cock had grown to it's full size and was pointing upwards. "You were right Samantha, I feel so much better now that I'm out of that tight restrictive dress. Look at his hard black monster cock. I do declare, but it looks to be about half a yard long." She grabbed his shaft just beneath the head. Her fingers didn't touch it was so thick.
"I know! Isn't it amazing. He's three times larger then my husband." Samantha once again began hefting the slaves huge testicles. They were so heavy and full.
"Damballah kenbe espèm oswa dechaj anpil pou ou." (Damballah holds much semen for you)
"What's he keep mumbling?" asked Betty.
"It doesn't matter, some savage nigger language no doubt. I want to find out how much thick cum is in those big balls of his."
"I shouldn't, but I want to see how much semen is in those balls too." Standing half nude before a restrained slave and discussing his big cock was the last thing Betty Summers had expected to be doing this afternoon.
"Adore Damballah ak bouch ou." (Worship Damballah with your mouths)
Betty did another thing she had never seen herself doing, even with a white man. She leaned down and ran her tongue around the head of his cock. "Lets get this huge nigger cock really slick," she told her sister.
Samantha was already on her knees, licking the slave's testicles. His balls were sweaty and dirty, but they smelled oh so manly. Lord, they tasted so good.
"Samantha montre ou renmen pou Damballah ak frè l 'yo. Souse kòk chante m 'yo." (Samantha show your love for Damballah and his brothers. Suck my cock)
Samantha pulled the slave's cock down away from Betty's flickering tongue. She wrapped her lips around the head and took it into her mouth. She'd always been amazed by the size of their family's slave's cocks. She'd even had sinful dreams about them, but she never would have acted on them. Now for the second time today, she found herself unable to resist it. She had been so excited after sucking him that morning that she had needed to find her sister to share in her new found love. For she now loved sucking on big huge black monster cocks. She took him deeper in her mouth sucking his shaft for all she was worth.
Betty was shocked and awed by the sight of her sister sucking that black monster and surprised at how skilled she was. Samantha looked so beautiful with it in her mouth. So perfect. Like it was the most natural thing in the world for a white Southern belle to suck on a slave's black cock.
"Samantha, you look absolutely angelic sucking on that monster."
"Koulye a, ou a, Betty, tou de nan nou." (Now you too Betty, both of you)
Betty kneeled beside her sister and the two took turns sharing his cock. There certainly was enough to go around for both Cox sisters. Samantha pulled back until the huge cock plopped free and pushed it over towards her sister's mouth. Betty forced the huge head in her mouth and fought not to gag as the bulbous cock head pushed it's way down her throat. She took as much as she could, not wanting to show Samantha how inexperienced she was at this and not wanting to disappoint the slave. When she couldn't take it down her throat any longer, she pulled back and said, "The head must be the size of my fist," to cover up her lack of skill. She licked around the head trying to catch her breath while Samantha licked along the shaft. The sisters had both their hands on the huge shaft and there was still plenty of black cock sticking out around their fingers.
"Ou ta vle vlope tete ou otou kòk chante m 'yo." (You wish to wrap your breasts around my cock)
"I want him to titty fuck me with his big black cock," said Betty, squeezing his giant shaft between her enormous breasts.
"Why Betty Cox Summers," said Samantha with an amused look on her face. "I've never heard you speak like that."
"I've never felt like this before," said Betty, squeezing her tits together tightly while bouncing on her knees. She licked and kissed the end of his cock while it slid up over the lower half of her face. "I don't know what's come over me."
"I know what's come over you Betty or should I say CUM over you." The more experienced of the sisters was watching Prospero's cock swelling up as it titty fucked her prim and proper sister. The dark black cock was turning even darker as it grew. The veins became more prominent. The knobby cock head as big as her fist looked like it was about to explode and no sooner had the thought entered her mind, the head did explode. It exploded in a torrent of cum that rained down over Betty's forehead and hair.
"Aargh!!! Suck the nigga cum out of my balls," groaned Prospero as Damballah spit it's seed. "Souse espèm lan negro soti nan voye boul m '." "Taste my seed white woman" "Gou pitit pitit mwen an blan fanm." "Kòm grenn lan nan Damballah plen vant ou, ou pral vin, sèvitè l ', esklav yonn nan mèt ou a nouvo nwa." (As the seed of Damballah fills your belly, you will become his servant, the slave of your new black master).
Betty barely heard the slave growling. Half his words were English and half his negro gibberish. Her eyes were crossed as she watched the huge cock spurting. A wad fell on her tongue and it's taste sent a shock though her body. The still spurting cock was slipping down between her breasts, sliding under her nose, cum shot out from the head, falling onto her outstretched tongue and sliding down into her mouth. "Taste his hot cum, Betty," said Samantha as sperm poured down Betty's chin. "It's to die for. Yes Betty, eat that huge load of black cum."
Betty was practically blinded by the never ending stream of erupting sperm and couldn't see her sister. The cock continued sliding down until it was shooting directly into her mouth. Then the head pushed inside. Betty gulped as fast as her mouth filled. It seemed like it had been cumming for over a minute and it was still shooting enough to make her gag. Betty pulled back until it sprang free of her mouth. "His cum tastes so good," she moaned as she pursed her lips over the tip of the still ejaculating cock. She looked down the huge shaft. Just underneath it, she could clearly make out the tops of her buxom breasts. They were covered in semen. The black man's sperm had splattered down on her breasts and almost run down to her painfully erect nipples.
"Suck it down Betty. Get every drop," said Samantha, jerking his shaft to make sure it drained every last bit of seed into her sister's hungry mouth.
"Kounye a ou pral obeyi." (Now you will obey)
Betty's belly felt full of his seed. She'd never tasted anything so good. She wanted more of this slave's amazing black cock. She would do anything for it. Anything he asked. "Who are you?" she asked, looking up at the bearded slave with awe.
"I'm Prospero Black."
"The runaway?"
"Yes, now untie me so that I may fuck that white pussy of yours and yours to," he said, looking at Samantha.
The sisters hurried to untie Prospero. He stumbled free of the ropes, rubbing his wrists where the rope had cut into him. He stretched. The Cox twins stared at him in awe. "His cock's still hard," whispered Samantha to her sister.
Prospero heard them. "That's because it's not done with you," he said. "Get on all fours Betty, I'm gonna pound that pussy of yours real good."
"Please be gentle," begged Betty, obeying him and getting on her arms and legs in the straw. "I've never been with a real man, only my husband, Caleb."
Samantha came up behind Prospero and smashed her breasts into his back as she rubbed his broad shoulders and muscular arms. "Betty, get ready for the best fucking of your entire life." She watched him line up his giant cock with her sister's pussy and decided she wanted a closer view. Samantha kneeled on the hay beside them and stared as the bulbous cock head pushed against Betty's engorged and dripping labia. "Yes, push that fat black bull cock into her tight little white pussy," she cried in glee seeing her prim and proper ladylike sister about to be fucked by a nigger. She watched as that giant steel hard cock practically bent from her sister's tight pussy's resistance to having something so big forced inside it and then his cock straightened out as her pussy finally opened wide enough to take it. "Amazing!" she mumbled, wishing he had decided to fuck her first. After sucking his cock earlier, he had promised that she would feel him inside her pussy, but first he wanted her to bring him the wife of Caleb Summers. It seems her brother-in-law had pissed him off when he recaptured Prospero.
"Oh God! It feels so good!" screamed Betty, loud enough that Samantha feared someone passing the barn might hear them. "Lord it's so deep!" Samantha stared as Betty took nearly the entire negro cock. He was so thick, her pussy was stretched to the point the hole nearly reached her anus. Samantha almost found it intimidating.
Betty suddenly fell on her head, bucking her ass up into each thrust of Prospero's cock. Each time the black man pulled his shaft out from her pussy, it dripped with her juices. Betty moaned in pleasure each time he pushed it back in. "Oh! Oh! I thi-ink I'mmmm," she squealed through gritted teeth. "CUMMING!!!"
Samantha watched her sister's labia quiver around the shaft stretching it out. Then her sister's orgasm began flowing down the shaft, to coat Prospero's pubic hair and testicles until it started dripping from his balls.
Prospero grabbed her hips and pulled her into his lap. With great difficulty, he fell down until Betty was on top of him. The muscular black slave wrapped his beefy fists around Betty's ribs and began lifting her up and down his cock. "Still cumming! Yes, fuck me with your big black cock," screamed Betty having an intense orgasm that seemed to last for an eternity.
Prospero pulled down, impaling the lovely blonde on his thick shaft. Towards the end, just above his balls, his cock appeared to bunch up, before forcing it's way through her cervix. Betty's facial expression went from one of sexual ecstasy to one of intense concentration. Sweat beaded her forehead. Samantha hovered behind her looking sideways at her sister and down at the big black cock now completely embedded in Betty's pussy. "It's in my womb," moaned Betty. "Oh god! It's so big!"
"You're doing fine, sister," said Samantha. "It can't be that bad."
"Can't take it any more," cried Betty, sliding her ass back up Prospero's chest until his mighty cock sprang free. Samantha quickly bent her head down and sucked the tip of Prospero's soaked cock. She bobbed her head rapidly along the shaft, not caring that only seconds before it had been in her sister's pussy. "Then you try it," said Betty. "It's your turn to ride this big black nigger cock. We'll just see if you can handle it."
Samantha straddled Prospero the second Betty rolled off. "I'm sure I can." Samantha lowered herself over the head, feeling a great pressure against her vagina and then the fat head pushed inside her. "I've been wanting to feel one of these in me the moment I first saw slaves fucking in the fields." Prospero grabbed her ass cheeks and lifted her over several inches on his cock. "I love how my tiny white pussy stretches around his thick black monster cock."
"You're so slutty, Samantha," said Betty, leaning down to watch the thick black shaft disappearing into her sister's pussy. "Ride that black stallion."
"Yes, I'm a slut for his cock, Betty," she moaned as her pussy took more of his shaft with each bounce. Her big breasts were dangling in the black man's face. He sucked her nipples. "I feel it Betty," she screamed. "His big black cock is gonna make me cum. Here it comes. YES!!!!"
Now it was Betty's turn to watch her sister's orgasm run down Prospero's shaft to drip on his balls. The extra lubrication was all Samantha needed and his entire cock pushed inside her. "You took it all, Samantha," cried Betty.
"I know. It's in my womb now, but I love it. I love having my white pussy stuffed full of black cock. I didn't know sex could be like this."
"You's my slave now, bitch," growled Prospero.
Betty was offended at the boldness of the nigger. How dare he. Who does he think he is? However, her sister answered him. "Yes master. Yes, my black master. Cum inside me! Yes, it's so deep. Give me a big black baby boy."
"Take my seed, slut," said Prospero, his meaty hands squeezing Samantha's huge breasts.
"No Sam, don't let him cum..." But it was too late. Betty watched in horror as the fluid leaking from Samantha's pussy turned white. A black slave had just cum inside her sister.
Prospero rolled her over onto her back and sat back until his cock plopped free. Betty could see right between her sister's legs and it was a sperm filled mess in there. His white semen flowed from Samantha's pussy in a torrent. "Wow, my pussy feels so full of cum," said Samantha licking her lips. "Your black cock is amazing."
Did her sister feel no shame? wondered Betty. Betty felt angry. She was furious at her sister. What if she got pregnant? Why wasn't she concerned? I'm so glad it's not me... and then Betty realized that she wasn't angry at her sister for letting him cum inside her. She was angry that it hadn't been herself that had received his seed. Betty wanted to feel his sperm filling her pussy and womb. She'd never been more jealous of her liberated sister in her life. If she hadn't panicked earlier, it could have been her pussy that was leaking cum. She was about to get her wish.



The barn door flew open and five male slaves stood staring at the scene in front of them They were bare-chested and naked, but for worn tattered trousers. All had shaved their heads to make themselves more serpentine looking to serve the serpent god. The Cox twins recognized the slaves. They were Macduff, Lear, Puck, Othello, and Henry. Three of them pulled their long floppy cocks out of their trousers.
"I don't need rescuing," said Prospero to the slaves while he rubbed the knobby head of his cock on Samantha's pussy.
"I can see dat," said Macduff, his cock slowly rising to attention along with the others who one by one lowered their pants. For two centuries the Cox family had been breeding their slaves for size, endurance, and fertility. That breeding program had culminated in Prospero Black whose cock had returned an African god to the world. The male slaves on the Cox plantation had no control over their sexual drives. They needed to fuck. They needed to cum at least several times a day and usually more. Their women were completely subservient to them, opening their mouths, pussies, and asses to any slave that wanted them. But never had any of the slaves expected to see the beautiful white Cox twins, the daughters of their hated master, lying half naked in the hay, wanton and reeking of sex, having just fucked and sucked one of their own.
"You niggas ready to do some work?" asked Prospero.
"We're always ready to work," said Lear. "Got my tool right here." He grabbed and shook his swelling cock.
"My tool needs some lube," added Puck. His cock was nearly a foot long and sticking straight out.
"Oh my!" said Betty, realizing this was her chance to get her pussy filled with cum. "Well hello boys, come on in and show me your tools."
The next few hours became a blur for the Cox twins. The slaves split into two groups with three each taking Samantha and Betty. Prospero placed Samantha on all fours and pushed his massive cock into her ass while another slave shoved his cock down her throat. Betty found two slaves squeezing her tits until one slid his cock between her breasts before asking her to suck it. She took his cock deep down her throat, loving it and eager to finish him so that she could take the two other foot long cock pointing at her cheeks.
"Spread dat ass open for me slave," ordered Prospero.
"Yes master," said Samantha. "It's so huge. It hurts so good."
"We just getting started. That's just da tip."
Betty winced listening to her sister getting her ass fucked, but she was too distracted to care. Three massive black poles were now being rubbed around her mouth vying for attention.
Samantha was staring cross-eyed down the massive black cock being shoved down her throat, while Prospero was trying to force his cock in her ass balls deep. She too, had another massive cock patiently awaiting it's turn.
Betty was pushed down on all fours and found a cock entering her pussy from behind. The slave pulled her back into her lap and another cock was being banged against her mouth until she opened up and took it inside. The other slave brought his cock up and she took turns sucking them while bouncing up and down the black cock deep inside her.
She came several times before the slave she was riding pulled her back until his cock sprang free. She moaned in protest, wondering if she was ever going to feel a black man's sperm filling her womb. The slave she was straddling spread her ass cheeks apart and she could feel the head pushing against her anus. The head forced it's way in, but Betty couldn't scream around the thick cock still in her mouth. Then things got worse as the cock in her ass was forcing it's way deeper in her anus, another cock slowly entered her pussy. She fell back in shock on the man she was straddling. The slave she was blowing decided to straddle her and titty fuck her while she blew him. Betty now had a black cock in every hole.
Samantha was getting the same treatment. Prospero had rolled around until she was on top of him with his cock still in her ass. She screamed as another slave entered her pussy and the third silenced her by shoving his cock down her throat.
Betty had lost track of the orgasms the three slaves had given her. They pulled out and flipped her over. She mounted the one who had been in her ass while the one in her pussy now pushed his cock in her ass. The last black kneeled in front of her and she lovingly sucked on his big cock.
Betty knew that this was a life changing experience for better or worse. The two in her ass and pussy came together and Betty threw back her head screaming, "Fill me with your sperm, my black masters." She finally knew what it felt like to take a black man's seed and it was wonderful, better then anything she could have imagined.
The slaves knew that the plantation was practically deserted as Phineas Cox, Small, and many of the other white men were trading in the next town. For many hours they used the Cox sisters, using their bodies, forcing them into sexual slavery, possessing their bodies and souls. The barn echoed with screams and moans of pleasure for hour after hour. The slaves used their bodies, taking out their frustrations on the daughters of their hated master. One by one they began to cum. The male slaves switched partners repeatedly, each cumming three or four times in asses, vaginas, and mouths. No hole was spared.
The women were used roughly and without compassion, but they weren't complaining.
They soon realized that they loved being used and felt this was where they belonged. They were sluts for big black cocks. Sluts for their family's slaves and there were no regrets.
Once the haze of sexual bliss wore off, the slaves relinquished themselves back to their duties, one by one slipping from the barn. The women watched their lovers/masters leave. The heavy scent of sex lingered in the summer air while the two slave master's daughters gathered their senses, recovering from the relentless orgasms that had bathed their divine bodies.
Betty and Samantha leaned into each other as they rested on the hay. Betty's ass and pussy leaked a steady stream of sperm. Semen covered her head and breasts, yet somehow her hair still remained neatly tied up on her head. "Oh Sam,' she said. "I am uncertain I can allow myself to forget what transpired today. Those niggers fucked me into submission."
Samantha whose body was covered in as much sperm as Betty's, had two fingers in her pussy, slowly massaging her slit with the sperm of multiple lovers. "Betty, I feel the same," she replied. "Already, I feel compelled to partake of those massive nigger cocks. It's an insatiable urge I am feeling, but we should wait until the witching hour to sneak back down here."
Prospero watched with an arrogant, but amused expression on his face as the sisters gathered their dresses and left the barn to get cleaned up. He looked forward to their return.
Samantha and Betty had a house slave heat some water for them to clean themselves. The old black woman nodded knowingly when she saw the messy state the girls were in. She just grinned a toothless smile at her master's daughters and went to obey. The Cox sisters stripped off their soiled stockings and girdles. Naked they shared the small tub just like they had when they were children, taking turns with the rags to clean themselves and each other. Later, they took dinner in their rooms. Samantha's husband was still off with Phineas Cox and Betty just told Caleb that she wasn't feeling well and was retiring early.
Betty awoke in the middle of the night feeling a presence hovering over her. Moonlight shined through the open window and as her eyes focused, she could make out her sister. Samantha held out her hand and Betty clasped it, quietly slipping out of bed trying not to wake Caleb.
Betty had worn her heavy conservative undergarments. It was difficult to remove and unattractive, hiding her figure. She hoped it would send a message to her husband, that she wasn't interested. She needn't have worried, Caleb climbed into bed beside her long after she was asleep. He hadn't even tried to wake her to see if she were interested.
Samantha on the other hand had pulled a silk shift over her body and silk leggings covered her shapely legs from her toes to mid thigh. She was nude under the shift and the thin sheer material left nothing to the imagination. Her shift was low cut and laced across the tops of her breasts. Betty immediately knew that her twin was making herself sexy and desirable for Prospero. Betty quickly struggled to get out of her heavy undergarments so that she could dress like her sister. Her shift was similar, but didn't have the lacings across her breasts. The lingerie was expensive and a wedding gift from an Aunt that owned a trading company dealing with the orient. The sexy outfits were intended to stir the loins of their husbands so as to impregnate the sisters to bring more Cox babies into the world. Now they would be used to stir the loins of a black slave.
The twins held hands as they ventured forth into the moonlit night, eagerly heading for the stables and the black bull that was waiting there for them. "Samantha, I can't wait to wrap my lips around that nigger's black monster cock again," said Betty, grinning with anticipation. She was very much a changed woman from the one that had woken up yesterday morning.
"I'll gladly join you on my knees to worship his huge nigger cock, Betty." Samantha tugged harder on her sister's hand, pulling her along. "Now come. Our black master awaits."
Betty and Samantha opened the door to the barn. They found him sitting on a throne made of bales of hay and covered with blankets. He was still naked, his huge cock dangling between his legs, ready to rise again at the slightest stimulation. Prospero Black truly looked like a black god at that moment. The Cox twins slowly entered the stables, mouths agape at the sight of their black master. There wasn't anything they wouldn't do for him at that moment.
"White man say dey breed me good," said Prospero. "Strong to work and good to breed." He flexed his arm and made a bulging muscle, while reaching between his legs to heft his swollen sperm filled scrotum. "200 years dey say. 200 years to bring Damballah back into the world. "Don't know dey made you too. Marrying strong fertile women with full hips to bare children and big full breasts to fill with milk to nourish them. Made ya too good. Dey white man nut 'nuf fo ya anymore. Ya need my nigger seed, my nigger dick. Ya want it, so come n' get it."
Betty and Samantha flew to their knees before their black master. His words rang with truth. The Cox men had always looked for women of a certain type to marry. The always arranged to marry women from big families and bloodlines to ensure fertility. The men never married a woman they hadn't first inspected for health, fitness, and large bosoms. The Cox sisters were every bit as much the product of a breeding program as the plantation's black slaves. Every aunt and cousin still living had bodies like Samantha and Betty's from the time they were in their early teens long into middle age. The men of the county and outside it eagerly sought out any woman with a hint of the Cox bloodline to marry.
The twins took Prospero's cock in their mouths, fighting over it and coming to a silent agreement to share. There was certainly enough for two women. While Betty sucked it, Samantha licked his balls. Then they would switch. He came first in Samantha's mouth. She gulped as fast as she could, but couldn't keep up with the volume. The moment sperm dribbled between her lips, Betty shoved her aside and took Prospero in her mouth. Her cheeks bulged with sperm and deflated twice before she gagged and sperm spit from her mouth. Samantha shoved her aside, but they had lost control of Prospero's cock. It continued blasting, hosing their faces and hair with semen.
Samantha grabbed the base of the giant shaft, milking it for more sperm and trying to drain every last drop in her mouth. Betty wasn't about to be undone. Before Samantha knew what was happening, Betty had stood, straddled Prospero's lap and was yanking the cock out of Samantha's hand to guide it into her pussy. Betty orgasmed immediately as she slammed her ass down into the black man's lap. Her pussy was so stretched from earlier, that she took him easily.
Samantha stepped back to watch her once pure sister riding Prospero's big nigger cock. She was wanton and slutty, pulling her black master's head into her bosom so that he could suck and bite at her nipples.
That was the position they were in when the stable door flew open. This time it wasn't more slaves come to fuck them. The three were so immersed in pleasuring each other that none had heard the sounds of riders approaching. Caleb Summer's stood aghast in the doorway. He was still in his nightclothes and holding a lit lantern. A half dozen mounted men were near him. Leading the party was the girl's father Phineas and Samantha's husband Joshua Small. Once a messenger had reached Colonel Cox informing him that his prize nigger bull had been recaptured, the slave master had raced for home. The last thing he expected to find were his beautiful twin daughters, both married, both proper Southern belles, and his pride and joy servicing the very same nigger bull's cock.
Samantha gulped and stepped back. Betty and Prospero were too far gone to care. Both were near orgasm. She bounced more rapidly trying to get him off knowing their time was almost up. Prospero squeezed and tugged on her erect nipples more harshly so that she might cum. The white men had recovered from their shock enough to approach the interracial couple fucking, but it was too late. Betty threw back her head and screamed that she was cumming before the eyes of her black lover, her sister, her husband, her father, and a half dozen of his employees. Prospero grunted like a bull and like a bull his huge balls flooded Betty's womb and pussy with more sperm then it could hold. The eyes of the white males watched in horror as a torrent of white semen poured from their conjoined crotches.
A whip lashed out to wrap around Samantha's neck, choking her and pulling her down upon the same hay where six niggers had possessed her body and soul that afternoon. Arms reached around Betty and pulled her off the black man's still spurting cock. She too was thrown on the hay.
Prospero threw back his head and laughed as iron manacles replaced the rope that had bound him earlier. A livid Phineas Cox strolled up and slapped him across his bearded face, but he would not quit laughing.
"That man is the devil," shouted Caleb. "I saw it in New Orleans. His cock has bewitched them, Colonel."
"We'll see," spat the old man. "Lock the sluts up in the cellar until tomorrow. Someone fetch Father Murphy to see if they are bewitched or if they're just a couple of nigger loving whores. Someone go ring the church bells. I want everyone at the Oak tree in the morning."
Phineas Cox turned to his men. "There's gonna be a hanging tomorrow."
**********
Bobbie Sue shivered as she put the journal down. Betty's confession had been filthy. She couldn't think clearly. Her mind was filled with images of two big breasted blondes like her and Jenny Summers giving their bodies to a bearded black slave named Prospero. Jesus! What she wouldn't give for sex like Betty Cox Summers had described. She certainly wasn't getting sex like that from her husband. But none of it was true... was it? Blacks certainly didn't have big cocks... penises...did they? The journal made it seem true and the newspaper articles she had skimmed over had mentioned large phalluses on black babies.
Bobbie Sue looked down the aisle at Melvin sitting at his computer station. He looked down as she glanced at him. He'd been staring at her again. She had to know. She needed proof that it was true. Bobbie Sue stood and walked down the book aisle towards the scrawny black nerd. Bobbie Sue hadn't realized how wet her panties had become reading the erotic confession of Betty Cox, but as she began walking she was acutely aware that they were soaked through. Her nipples were hard points sticking out through her bra and white blouse, embarrassingly visible. "Melvin?"
The black teenager jumped up at her approach. He jumped up and hurried towards her, meeting her in the middle of the aisle. "Time to go, Mrs. Kindle?"
"Almost ready, but I need to ask you something."
"What is it?" he asked in his nasally voice.
"This is a bit embarrassing, but I need to know for my book. You saw the story about the curse and all. Well it seems to indicate that African males are more well endowed then white males at least in this county.
Melvin nodded. "Yes."
"Are you saying, yes go on or, yes it's true?"
"Yes it's true. At least in this county that is, but then I've never been out of Coxville. Well next year when I start college will be my first. Did I tell you what my major is going to be?"
"Melvin, focus. Why do you say that it's true that African American males in this county are bigger then white males?"
"Well, I've showered with nearly every boy in this school after gym class over the last four years and we're all bigger then the white men. My ten year old brother has a penis bigger then all the white men I've seen. The white's don't seem to like it. They segregate themselves from us in the showers, turning their backs on us and they wash quickly like they're in a hurry to get out of there. There's some sort of psychology involved, but I haven't studied psych...
"Melvin! Please focus. I know that brain of yours works a mile a minute. I can't grasp my mind around this. How is it possible? God made all men in his image."
"Well, I'd say we evolved and we know evolution is true with genetics. Big bosoms and large penises could be genetic and that gene could go recessive, disappearing for a period of time."
"Human beings can't be changed. We were created this way."
"Humans domesticated a wolf around 15,000 years ago and from that wolf, they bred dogs ranging from Chihuahuas to Bull Mastiffs. If we can change dogs through breeding, why not humans? Why couldn't man be bred for penis size and semen production in 200 years?"
Bobbie Sue looked at the skinny black youth in horror. "That's not how a good Christian thinks, Melvin."
"I don't think like a Christian because I'm not a Christian. I'm a freethinking atheist and set my belief system based on evidence not faith. I'll be studying astrophysics in college and belief in supernatural beings and curses just ain't in our mindset."
"Isn't in our mindset," she corrected. Once again, Bobbie Sue had a strong desire to punch the geek. Not only was he a whiny little nerd, but he was also a nonbeliever. She'd never known an atheist before and couldn't even think of anyone she knew who didn't go to church. "I don't believe you. I'm open minded, but I can't believe the races are that different. There's no way someone like you has a bigger penis then someone... someone like my husband."
Melvin shrugged his bony shoulders. "Sorry Mrs. Kindle, but the observational evidence strongly suggests," he paused to push his glasses higher on his nose which magnified his eyes. "that no Caucasian males have penises larger then the smallest black male that I've seen in the shower. So unless your husband is an anomaly then..."
"Get your stuff, Melvin and I'll take you home." Bobbie Sue watched him spin around and scurry back to the computer station. He leaned over to turn the computer off before grabbing his backpack. He might be a genius, but the teen was a social retard. He wore big red glasses and red suspenders held his jeans up. Ugly brown shoes with white socks stuck out under jeans too short for him. Of course, his family was poor and perhaps that was all they could afford. Still, watching him, Bobbie Sue couldn't shake the feeling that there was no way in hell this kid had a big penis. Unfortunately, the jeans were baggy and she couldn't detect his bulge. How could she write about a supposed curse if she didn't confirm certain facts? "Melvin," said Bobbie Sue, standing up straight as she came to a decision. "I need to do more research."



"Ooooh?" he said in a high pitched nasally whine that made her wince. "Sure thing, Mrs. Kindle. I'm not in a hurry. I like being here with you. He he he. Anything I can do to help? Need something else translated?"
"No Melvin. I need to research certain facts. I need to see your penis."
"WHAAAAAT!" The nasally whine was louder the normal.
"Calm down," she waved her palms at him to soothe his shock. "I know this is an unusual request and somewhat unconventional and a little inappropriate, but I have to know. I just want to see if it's true. Take it out, show me, and we can go home."
"Ooooh, I don't know."
"I understand Melvin, but I'm asking you to do this for me as a favor or were you lying about all blacks being bigger then whites?" Bobbie Sue crossed her arms and tapped her foot. Time to put your money where your mouth is, nerd, she thought.
"I wasn't lying," muttered Melvin, pulling his red suspenders off his shoulders. "I'll show it to you."
"Thanks, I really appreciate this," said Bobbie Sue, watching him unbutton his pants. Her eyes widened when she saw the bulge in his underwear. As he pulled his pants down, she got her first glimpse of black cock. Bobbie Sue frowned and leaned closer. "Alright Melvin, I'm impressed. It's certainly big, bigger then my husband's, but it isn't the monster phallus I read about in the journal." Bobbie Sue kneeled and examined it more closely. It was definitely a nice penis. It hung down about eight inches. It was bunched up, receding into itself. His testicles weren't the sperm filled fantasy coconuts she'd read about either. They were big though, combined about the size of a large orange. She brought her head closer and Melvin's entire body seemed to tremble. "What's wrong?"
"Nothing," whimpered Melvin. "Just cold. I've never seen it this small before."
Bobbie Sue's brow furrowed. It wasn't that cold in the library, but Melvin was shivering. He wasn't cold, he was scared! Of course, she thought, Melvin was most certainly a virgin. This was probably the first time he'd ever shown his penis to a woman. His nervous state was making it recede. Her husband's prick got positively puny when he was in a cold pool. "Can you make it get bigger?"
"I'll try." Melvin grabbed the head of his penis and tugged on it a couple times. It did stretch out another inch or so, but remained dangling limply. "Maybe if you tried? He he he."
"No, I'm not going to touch one of my student's penises, Melvin." Especially yours, she thought.
"Well then show me something. Let me see your breasts."
"No, that's not appropriate either. This is only research." Mrs. Kindle arched her back and started undoing the buttons on her blouse. "I'll take my top off, but not my bra. Maybe that will help." The white blouse came off exposing her large DD's contained inside a tight white bra. She watched Melvin's penis as she removed it. It swelled a little and his balls were swinging lower. "It's getting bigger. It's certainly the biggest penis I've ever seen. Maybe it is true. Melvin, try again. I want to see it completely erect."
"Melvin grabbed it and tugged a couple times while staring intently at her breasts. "It's no use," he complained. His penis remained long, but floppy. "Unless you want to try or show me your boobs, it's not going to work."
"Alright then." Bobbie Sue sucked her lower lip into her mouth and thought. She stared at it, watching his penis actually deflate an inch. The skinny black nerd was still trembling, nervous about what he had asked. Bobbie Sue certainly wasn't going to show him her boobs. Wishing she had latex gloves, she reached out with her bare hand and touched Melvin's penis. It still didn't cooperate, shrinking further as Melvin trembled and whimpered. "I'm sorry," she told him. Bobbie Sue's fingers caressed the seven or eight inch dangling penis. "I know I'm probably the first woman to touch your penis. You've got nothing to be ashamed of Melvin." She wrapped her fingers around his penis and moved it out of the way. Bobbie Sue lifted her free hand up and cupped his balls. She squeezed them, they were heavier then they looked,. The weight in her palm grew as his balls pressed down on them. His balls were dropping down as he became less nervous, more excited. They were pretty big. Surprisingly big. Maybe each testicle was as big as her husband's scrotum, no Melvin's were bigger. Bobbie Sue's heart began racing. Now it was her turn to tremble a little. "Someday, some lucky woman won't be touching your nice penis just to do research Melvin. She'll be touching it because she likes you and you know what?"
"What, Mrs. Kindle?" Melvin's question came out as a moan.
"She's going to be a very lucky girl to have you Melvin." Kindle smiled at him, hoping she was settling his nerves a bit. She frowned. The weight of his testicles was getting even larger now. They were filling her small white palm so completely, one of his balls fell out of her hand. The fingers of her other hand were opening wider as his penis swelled. "Jesus Christ," she whispered turning her gaze on it. His penis had stretched out another two inches and nearly doubled in width. His penis was growing, getting bigger. Her fingers were still opening until there was close to a two inch gap between them. His big shaft extended another couple inches and was now nearly sticking straight out. Her hand went from holding it, to sliding up the growing shaft to the golf ball sized head. She wasn't holding just a penis any more. "I'm sorry I doubted you, Melvin. You do have a big black cock!" Bobbie Sue's mouth hung open in surprise as she examined it closely.
"Told you. I'm only about average, lots of the guys are bigger." Oh god, he screamed to himself. She's stroking my cock. This is so fucking amazing, but if she doesn't stop that soon, I'm gonna blow.
"Average! But this thing is nearly a foot long!" Bobbie Sue could barely control her hand. She was practically jerking him off, her hand was moving so quickly.
"Not quite a foot long yet," groaned Melvin as her hand quit jerking him and instead began squeezing the knobby head of his cock, feeling how spongy it was. He watched her squeezing it. He could see just the tip of her areola sticking out over the top of her bra. Above her pink skirt, the sides of a thong was stretched out over her hips. "It gets just a little bigger. Wanna see it?"
"Yes," she gasped. "I want to see it completely hard." Bobbie Sue couldn't believe it could get any bigger. It was already hard as steel.
Melvin put his black hands in her blonde hair. "Try sucking on it." Bobbie Sue gasped in surprise as he pulled her head forwards towards his cock. He took advantage of her surprise and pushed his cock head right into her mouth. His favorite teacher closed her eyes, not pulling back, but not sucking him either. She appeared to be undergoing an internal struggle. First, her hand began sliding along his shaft again. Then Melvin could feel her tongue flickering against his urethra, growing bolder until it was slurping all around his cock head. Lastly, Bobbie Sue Kindle began sucking on the tip of Melvin's big black cock while jerking him off with her hand. I only hang out at the library to look at this slut's big fucking tits, thought Melvin. Never in my wildest fantasies did I ever think this might actually happen.
Bobbie Sue knew she should stop. She knew that things had gone too far. But damn, she was horny. Reading about the Cox twins' introduction to big black cock had stirred something within her. She didn't want to stop. She wanted to suck him dry. Who would have thought the skinny bookworm I see every day would be hiding such a snake in his pants? She couldn't help wondering what some of the bigger black boys in school might be hiding in their pants.
"Mrs. Kindle, Are you sure we should be doing this in the library?" asked Melvin.
"Ssshh. Don't worry." Bobbie Sue kissed his swollen cock head while she talked. "Just be quite, Melvin." She kissed and slid her tongue over the large crown of his cock head. "It's just us here."
"AAAHH!!! Wow! That feels incredible."
"Mmm, your black cock feels so good in my throat," she said, lustily. Bobbie Sue licked the underside of his cock and then took him back in her mouth. She sucked nearly half down her throat. Melvin hadn't lied. The black monster was getting bigger.
"Your mouth's so hot. So wet," he moaned. "I'm gonna bust a nut!"
Going to bust a nut, not gonna, she thought as she began sucking his cock faster. She wanted him to cum. She wanted him cumming in her mouth.
"Cumming!"
YES! She thought as the first powerful blast of Melvin's seed struck the back of her throat. Feed me that hot black genius seed. This is the best stuff I've ever tasted, as good as Betty and Samantha described. His sperm filled her mouth and dribbled down her chin. Bobbie Sue gulped, swallowing load after load from Melvin's huge cock. Just like Betty and Samantha had done from Prospero Black's mighty Damballah exactly 150 year ago. Jesus, she thought. The library is built right where the Cox Plantation stable used to be. Not only is this happening 150 years to the day, but it's happening in the same spot.
"Too sensitive," moaned, Melvin, yanking his cock back. "Thanks, Mrs. Kindle. That was amazing."
Bobbie Sue wiped the sperm off her chin and stared at his still swollen cock as she slowly stood up. She stared at Melvin like a woman possessed as she unhooked her bra and her huge tits sprang free. Melvin's eyes bulged out as he stared at them. Next, she let her skirt fall to the floor. Bobbie Sue Kindle spun around and leaned against the book case. "Be a dear and pull my thong down."
Melvin kneeled, grabbed the straps on her hips and pulled her thong down her long firm legs. His cock was fully erect again and sticking up straight between his legs as he stared at her firm ass. Not only was he seeing his first live nude woman, but he was seeing the woman of his dreams nude. "What's going on Mrs. K?"
"Melvin, I need to do some more research."
**********
Kitty Summers was on all fours on the tiled floor of the girl's locker room, her legs were spread wide. Her arms rested on her elbows and her hands were clasped together as if she were praying. Samson was kneeling behind her, his cock once again erect, harder then ever and he aimed it at her pretty pink pussy. "Please be gentle," she begged. "I've only had Todd and he doesn't have a cock like yours."
"Don't worry girl. I'll take it easy," said Samson, rubbing his cock head up and down her glistening labia. Her pussy was soaked, her lips stuck out and her clitoris was hard and distended. Her pussy was begging for his cock, literally drooling for it.
Kitty felt the knobby head exerting pressure on her pussy lips. Her labia slowly pushed in, opening for it and Samson's cock slipped inside. Kitty scrunched up her face in concentration, sucking her lower lip into her mouth and tasting the sperm still covering her chin on it. Oh, it's stretching me out so good, she thought. Samson felt so much bigger then Todd did when he was inside her.
"There, finally got the tip in," said Samson. "Damn girl, your pussy's so tight." The black teen gave a short thrust. Her pussy made a farting noise as her juices squirted out around his shaft. Her pussy was soaked, doing it's job coating his cock. "I see Todd's little dick didn't open up this pussy none. It feels like I'm fucking a virgin."
Kitty felt like she was losing her virginity all over again, but without any pain this time. Her insides felt stretched to their max, but there was no pain only intense pleasure. She was grateful, Samson was being patient with her. She reached under her body and between her legs to spread her pussy open for him. "Yes!" she moaned. "Samson! Your cock feels so good in my pussy. You're so deep inside me."
"Deep?" he laughed. "You gotta be kidding me. You still got six inches to go, girl. I'm going to have to resize this little pussy of yours."
His cock had forced Kitty down on her belly, her large breasts holding her torso off the ground. She was moaning in pleasure, but his words brought her back to reality. "What! Oh god," she screamed, thinking, Resized! I'll never be able to fuck a white boy again and enjoy it.
Samson grabbed her hips pulling her pussy back onto his cock while he fucked her hard with half his shaft. "Uh Uh Un, Fuck!," he grunted. With one powerful yank, he buried his cock in her pussy. "Yeah, that's better, opening this pussy up real good now."
"Oh! Shit! Aaaahh!!! Fuck!!!" screamed Kitty as Samson's cock head forced it's way through her cervix and into her womb. Kitty felt her pussy stretch to accommodate Samson's foot long cock and she truly felt resized. He collapsed on top of her and they rolled over onto their sides. He held her leg up and began working his cock in and out of her pussy. She groggily lifted her head to look at him, he stared back at her, their faces just inches apart Then they were kissing, tongues dueling for supremacy as he slowly fucked her into submission.
Samson suddenly grabbed her body and rolled onto his back. He pulled her body up his until his cock sprang free and she moaned in resentment. He held his slick cock, hard and rampant as it ever got, up for her to see as she straddled his body, her ass resting on his hard abdominal muscles. Kitty looked down her breasts and belly and the enormous cock sticking up just past her pussy. "Look at it Kitty," he told her. "I bet you didn't think all that was gonna fit inside you. You was built for big nigger dick. Get up and ride it, girl."
Kitty stared at it in awe. She giggled suddenly. She rode horses professionally, bouncing up and down in the saddle. She pictured herself in her riding outfit while mounting Samson. "Well I hope you're ready. I can ride better then any girl in school." She stared at his cock and couldn't help thinking that he was right. She had taken the while thing. What's happening to me, she wondered. Am I really built to fuck big black NIGGERS!"
Kitty sat up facing away from him, lifted her hips, and slowly lowered her pussy down around Samson's big cock again. This time it slid in a lot easier, the head banging against her cervix, but there was no pain. She started riding his cock, bouncing up and down in his lap as fast as she could. Her big tits flopped up and down. She felt her pussy squeezing down hard around his dick, hugging his shaft, milking it for his cum. "Oh oh oh! Fuck!," she moaned. "Your cock is so deep in my little white pussy! Uh. I'm c-cumming! I'm cumming on your big black cock. Oooo-oooo oooh!" She screamed as her pussy clamped down around his cock, seeming to vibrate like crazy as she had her first true orgasm with a man. Waves of pleasure permeated her body. Kitty screamed her joy to the world as she felt true sexual satisfaction for the first time in her young life.
Her orgasm added fresh lube to his shaft and loosened up her cervix so that as she slammed down in his lap, his cock head forced it way even deeper inside her. "I think it's in my womb," she gasped. "It's so deep!" Kitty's pussy hadn't even quit spasming from the last orgasm and suddenly it was blowing up around his cock again before clamping down over his shaft. Kitty was stunned, such pleasure shouldn't be humanly possible. "I think I'm cumming again!!! Aaagg!!!"
Samson was still young and not that experienced. There was no way he could last feeling her pussy going crazy around his shaft. Oh. Fuck! He thought. Her pussy's so good! I'm about to CUM!!! "Ugh! Fuck! I'm blowing my load girl. Right in your pussy. AAARG!!!"
Kitty screamed. "No. Wait! Pull OUT!" She tried to jump off him, but her legs were too weak to lift her off the giant cock. Instead, she slammed back down into his crotch. Her last orgasm hadn't even stopped and suddenly she was cumming again. Samson's cock was jerking, pumping his seed inside her womb. She felt his blasts of cum striking inside her and then her womb was ballooning up as it filled and his ejaculate was squirting out through her cervix, around his shaft and pouring out her pussy. "AAAA!" she screamed. Oh god! I can't take anymore, Kitty thought. She felt dizzy. She was still cumming. Samson's cock was still pumping wad after wad of cum inside her pussy. Kitty's eyes rolled up inside her head.
I'm passing out, were her last thoughts. Passing out from pure sexual pleasure.
***************
Todd had spent the last hour walking around with a hard on. He texted Kitty for the second time and waited ten minutes. When there was no response, he tried calling her, but she didn't answer. He was expecting his victory blow job and Kitty had never disappointed him before. She kept her promises.
Finally, he decided to try her house. He drove out to the Summer's home, parking behind Mr. Summer's car. Kitty didn't own a car and her mom tended to ferry her around. At first, he walked around the side of the house and peeped over the fence. The Summer's large pool dominated the backyard. He and Kitty had made out many times in that pool. Just the thought of his girlfriend in her tight bikini was doing nothing to help his erection. He looked up above the pool to the second floor, but Kitty's bedroom light wasn't on.
Todd headed back around the front and rang the bell. He waited patiently, tapping his foot, hands inside his varsity jacket until Mr. Summer's answered the door. "Oh, Hi Todd. Great game tonight," said the balding, pudgy man.
Kitty certainly didn't get any of her looks from her father. No Kitty's looks, naturally blonde hair, and buxom athletic figure all came from her stunning mother. Todd could never figure out how a guy that looked like Harold Summers could have scored a wife like Jenny. Kitty's mom figured in as many of his masturbatory fantasies as Kitty did. Jenny never wore a bikini as skimpy as her daughters. All her swimsuits were more conservative, but there was no hiding that body. "Thanks, Mr. Summers. Is Kitty home?"
"Nope, the girls aren't home yet. I thought Kitty would be with you."
"That's strange. We were supposed to meet up, but she isn't answering her phone."
"Well Jenny couldn't find her keys and hoped Kitty had them. I wasn't about to wait all night for her to find them. I just called, but my wife isn't answering her phone either. You wanna come in and wait?"
"No thanks. Just tell her I'll see her at school if she doesn't get home any time soon."
"Jenny and I had plans. I guess it looks like we both are getting stood up. Good night."
"Bye." Disappointed, Todd walked back to his car. He'd wasted half his night waiting for Kitty. He decided to go find his teammates, they would be out drinking somewhere. Hopefully Kitty would call and he wouldn't be stuck with his right hand for a date.
***************
Jenny Summers felt dazed and confused. Just over a half hour ago, she had been feeling icky walking through the men's mildew smelling shower with just the bottoms of her feet touching the tiles. Now she was laying on those same tiles, covered in the black coach's sperm, legs spread wide to receive a black cock longer then a foot and thicker then her wrist. And she had asked to be fucked by it! Looking at that black monster poised to enter her pussy was giving her second thoughts. She could see his big sperm filled balls dangling underneath the huge shaft. She hefted those big balls and now that she thought about it, she hadn't seen a vasectomy scar on them. "But I thought a vasectomy meant..." she said, but the Coach ignored her and continued lining his big cock up with her pussy. She thought about squeezing her legs shut to stop him, but instead the hand with her wedding ring finger went between her legs and spread the folds of her labia open for him. He surely wouldn't lie about getting a vasectomy. Would he? Maybe the scar was just faint? Maybe vasectomies didn't leave scars? She could still taste his sperm on her tongue and it was the thickest richest sperm she had ever tasted. She'd given her husband a blow job a half dozen or so times over their nineteen year marriage, but her obviously fertile husband didn't taste as rich or produce anywhere near as much cum as the Coach's big black balls. The consistency of the black man's sperm was a lot thicker. Thick gelatinous globs covered her breasts, face, and chin, even mixed with water from the shower, it was a lot more viscous then Harold's little teaspoon of runny sperm. But why would a man lie about a vasectomy unless he wanted to get her pregnant. Jenny shrugged it off as a product of her suspicious mind and decided she'd have to ask Nurse Swallows if she knew anything about vasectomies when she got a chance.



A long strand of semen was still dangling from the big head of Coach Black's cock as he pressed it down against the opening to Jenny Summer's tight white pussy. I can't believe I'm about to fuck the hottest white bitch in Coxville! he thought, grinning as light sparkled on her wedding ring. He knew from experience that once his cock was fully embedded in her, married Jenny Summers would be his. He looked down at her magnificent body and wondered not for the first time how a wimp like Harold Summers had ever scored a major babe like this.
Jenny leaned up watching his cock head pushing her labia in. The last time anything anywhere that big had been near her pussy was her daughter's head when she was giving birth. God he's huge, she thought. I still can't believe how big his cock is. I didn't know penises got that big. He'll split me in two with that thing. Jenny gulped in nervousness as her pussy finally opened wide enough for the tip to fit in.
"Shit! You got one pretty pink pussy, Jenny. It's already hot and wet for my black dick." Black wasn't kidding either. He'd never seen a pussy more eager for his cock. Her pussy lips were dripping with juice and quivering with anticipation. Muscle spasms just inside seemed to be trying to pull him in deeper. The bitch was starving for a fucking by a real man.
Jenny's fingers moved from holding her pussy open for him to reaching down to grab the base of his cock just under the head. There was a gap of several inches between her fingers he was so thick. "Jesus! It's too thick! I don't think I can take it all," she moaned with apprehension.
"That's just the head, baby. You got a long way to go." There was no way the Coach was going to stop until he was balls deep in her sweet pussy. He grabbed her legs and pulled her into his cock, her back sliding along the wet floor. Inch after inch forced it's way into her pussy. Her vaginal muscles were still trying to pull him deeper. He reached a point only five or six inches in and her pussy suddenly froze, trying to hold him in place.
Jenny moaned and gasped for air on the shower floor. It was starting to feel good, but she couldn't take anymore. "Mmm, Coach," she moaned. "Your as deep as Harold's ever managed, but you're so thick and hard. Oooo! It's good, but I don't think I was built to handle another inch."
Coach Black laid down until he was holding himself up over Jenny like he was doing a push-up. "Not anymore," he growled, flexing his ass and slamming his hips forward. Jenny gasped in shock and threw her head back as she screamed. There were tears dripping from her eyes from having her cervix opened by his cock, but for the most part it was a scream of pleasure. He pulled his hips back and slowly slid his cock in until his balls slapped against her thighs. Yeah, the bitch was ready to get fucked. Her pussy was squeezing his cock again trying to stop him from pulling it out. Her vaginal muscles were now pulling on his entire shaft, wanting the head in her womb. He chuckled wondering how Harold would react when his wife kept trying to pull him deeper into her needy pussy, hungry for more then he could ever give her.
Jenny's eyes had rolled up in her head as the huge cock head battered it's way into her womb. There had been an intense burst of pain, but it hadn't lasted long. Now it felt good, incredibly good. Her body had never reacted to sex like this. She was writhing under him, her hips humping up into his thrusting cock. Coach Black was doing push-ups over her, pulling his cock out and slamming it forwards, picking up speed as her pussy stretched open around his cock, thoroughly coating every inch of his shaft with her arousal. "It feels so good!" she screamed. "So big! Uhn Fuck!"
"God damn! Yo pussy's so tight. That's it girl, keep opening up for me. I'm about to beat yo back out." The Coach increased his speed fucking her as hard as his hips could move.
Jenny's body was wracked with so much pleasure she couldn't think straight. Nothing mattered anymore to the mind numbed blonde wife and mother other then the massive black cock thrusting in and out of her pussy. She did every thing she could to assist him, spreading her legs as wide as they would go, angling her back and lifting her pussy so that it was at the right angle to receive his thrusting cock. It wasn't long before the pleasure balloon inside her body inflated too far and it burst. "Coach!" she screamed on pleasure. "OH!!! You're making me CUUUM!!!"
The Coach buried his cock and held it still as the hot married white woman trembled in orgasm, her pussy quivering around his cock. He stared at her face, loving the look of intensity, the look of awe, of disbelief written on it. When she was finally done orgasming, his big hands grabbed her hips and lifted her as he kneeled, then stood. His muscles strained and flexed as he lifted the sex crazed woman up and down his shaft. A weaker man couldn't have done this, but Coach Black was not a weak man. Shit, this pussy is so good," he thought. Jenny's head was thrown back as she squealed in pleasure each time he pulled her down on his cock. One of her hands was squeezing her own breast, pinching her nipple. She looked so sensual, so slutty. "You like my cock, huh?"
"God, YES! Fuck YES! Uh. Fuck ME!"
"UNG!" The Coach grunted as his balls slapped hard against her thighs. He was fucking her as fast as his muscular arms could manage. "I own this pussy now, Mrs. Jenny."
"OH, GOD! Fuck me with your BIG BLACK COCK!!! YE-E-EEEES!!!"
Jenny's orgasm tossed her body so violently, he almost dropped her. Coach Black pulled the trembling woman into his arms and rose to his feet, his hand gripping her tight ass cheeks. Her incredible bosom mashed against his hard muscular chest. He lifted her up until the tops of her breasts nudged the bottom on his goatee covered chin. He stared up at her as her head lolled a bit and she slowly looked down into his eyes. The look of adoration on her face was one he'd never forget.
Jenny stared down at the Coach, their eyes locked for what felt like several minutes without either speaking. "Oh My God!" she finally said. "No one's ever made me cum so hard." Her blue eyes drowned in his dark eyes and vice versa. Jenny had met the Coach last summer when he took over for the previous retiring coach. Black was somewhat famous being a pro football player and she knew who he was. She hadn't liked him at first. He was conceited and arrogant. He couldn't take his eyes off her breasts when they were introduced. He was fond of belittling Harold and he favored his black players over the white ones, clearly preferring Samson West to Kitty's boyfriend Todd. Coach Black was a rude, arrogant, bully, and probably a bit racist, but if she'd known how incredible sex with him was, she'd have fucked him the day she met him. "To think we could have been doing this all along," she muttered. "Kiss me." She lowered her head and their lips mashed against each other. It was a kiss filled with passion and lust. She let his tongue enter her mouth and their tongues dueled as the kiss went on for several minutes. Jenny Summers gave herself to him in that kiss, thanking him for the two most intense orgasms of her life, no longer caring how wrong this was, that she was married, a mother, a coworker, a church going Christian, or that she was a white woman with a black man. No all she cared about was the strong black hands squeezing her ass cheeks as her black lover began lifting her up and down his cock again. She kept kissing him as he picked up speed. She was still kissing him when she came again. She trembled in his arms, moaning with pleasure, her lips squeezing his tongue between them.
"Now your turn to do the work," said the Coach. He lifted her off his cock laughing at her squeal of displeasure. Black kneeled down before her, kissed her on the belly button and then laid back on the floor. "Come ride this black dick," he said, putting his hands under his head.
Jenny straddled him and lifted his cock as she lowered herself over it. It was still a tight fit, but her pussy was stretched and it slid in easily. She wondered if her pussy would ever return to normal. If it didn't she wouldn't even be able to feel her husband inside her. She lowered herself down, moaning as his cock buried itself completely inside her. Jenny sucked her lower lip into her mouth as she ground her crotch down against his. I never imagined sex could feel SO FUCKING GOOD! She thought. After several minutes of just luxuriating in the feel of him inside her, she began to bounce in his lap.
"Yeah. Get into it Jenny," said the Coach, grinning his delight. "Ride that dick!" Her back was arched, thrusting her magnificent tits before his eyes and he just stared at her hard nipples. Little bumps surrounded the puffy areola. Her breasts were slick, glistening in the light from the shower's water, and here and there, still covered in globs of his seed. Jenny was slowly riding his shaft, staring at him with an ornery look on her face. She looked different, changed. The Coach's grin broadened as he realized what was different about her. Married, prim and proper, Jenny Summers now looked slutty and wanton. He'd broken her. His cock had released her inner slut!"
Jenny ran her hands over his hard black stomach and chest, so different from Harold's pudgy pale freckled stomach. There wasn't an ounce of fat on Coach Black's body. She laid down on top of him, writhing her body against his before arching her back and sucking on his black nipple. Jenny laughed and sat up again, grinding her pussy into his cock. She started bouncing again. If felt different fucking him. Now she was the one in control. She was the one using her pussy to get his big black cock off. She liked the feeling. "Yeah. You want me to ride you like a BIG BLACK BULL," she purred. Oh it's just so huge! She thought. My pussy is so sensitive. I can feel his cock throbbing. I can feel his pulse. His heart beating inside his big cock. It was triggering another orgasm. Jenny reared up, pushing down on his stomach, bucking up and down in his lap to bring on yet another big orgasm. "Yes! Yes! Yes!" she shouted. "AH! AAAH!!! AAAAAHHH!!! I'm cumming so hard!"
"Fuck yeah!"
"OOH! I LOVE YOUR FUCKIN BIG BLACK COCK!"
"OH SHIT!" groaned the Coach, grabbing her thighs and bucking his hips up into her pussy as she rode him.
Jenny's eyes flew wide open in shock. His cock was bucking against the tight walls of her pussy and it felt like someone had turned on a hose inside her womb. Oh NO! she thought panicking. He's cumming inside my unprotected womb. She hadn't felt a man cum inside her for eighteen years. She'd made Harold wear a condom since Kitty was born. Kitty had been unplanned. They were attempting the rhythm method, but Harold had lost control. She'd let him go without a condom while she was pregnant and loved feeling his little penis squirt inside her despite disliking the mess. She'd forgotten that and the little pleasure her husband had given her was nothing like this. Coach Black's cock was like an erupting volcano, spewing it's hot lava, it's hot seed inside her unprotected womb. Jenny's body was trembling again. "Wait! Wait! Wait!" And then it happened. "OH MY GOD! I'm cumming AGAIN!!! UH! UH! UNNNH!"
"Fuck!" growled the Coach, through gritted teeth. "Milk them black balls with that tight white slut pussy, bitch!"
Jenny didn't particularly care for being talked to like she was some whore off the street, but when the man saying it is wracking your body with the biggest orgasms of your life, she was willing to overlook it. Her orgasm lasted as long as the others and when it was over, she collapsed on Coach's chest, gasping for breath. They kissed again, his tongue darting into her mouth, little mews coming from the back of her throat as his cock continued jerking, sending smaller jets of sperm into her womb. Thank god he's had a vasectomy, she thought. Jenny kissed him again and then slid forward, kissing his nose, eye lid, forehead. She felt his tongue slide along the top of her breasts, moving down to flicker over one distended nipple, before sucking her entire areola into his mouth. The man was insatiable, she thought, moaning.
Jenny slid forward until his cock plopped out of her pussy. She sighed, looking back over her shoulder at it, standing proudly upwards, still huge and thick, cum continued spurting up from the big cock head to pour down the huge shaft. A torrent of semen poured from her now unplugged pussy, splattering on his pubic hair and running down around his shaft to drip off his balls. What have I done, thought Jenny. My husband would drop dead if he could see me now.
Jenny rolled off the coach and fell spreadeagled on the tiled floor of the nasty boy's showers, water from multiple showers hitting her body from all angles. The coach leaned on his side and ran his hands along her body. His dark fingers moved through the wisps of blonde pubic hair before his hand slid over her flat belly and across her huge breasts. She shuddered as she watched his hand squeezing her bosom and pinching her nipples one after the other. "Your body is so amazing Jenny," said the Coach. He noticed her lying there, breathing heavily and asked, "Are you alright?"
Jenny smiled. "I'm fine. Just tired. Who knew having multiple large orgasms could be so exhausting."
"You're telling me, sexy. That tight white pussy of yours drained my balls dry." The coach leaned over and kissed her nipple before pushing himself to his feet. "Lets get cleaned up." He reached down and took her hand, pulling her to her feet.
"You bet," said Jenny, "Old man Long is gonna be pissed when he sees the school's water bill."
The married white wife and mother spent the next twenty minutes under the shower's stream with her new black lover exploring each others bodies. He soaped her down, trying to get every last bit of evidence off her magnificent body. Strong black hands wiped between her legs and thighs, over her ass cheeks across her back and stomach. Smaller slim white hands, one with a glistening diamond ring on it, symbol of her commitment to another man, ran across his hard muscular stomach and chest, soaping his cock and balls until every bit of semen was off it. She could feel his cock twitch and swell as she cleaned it and again when he pulled her into his arms and kissed her passionately.
Hand in hand they left the steamy shower.
**********
Melvin stripped off all his clothes in a flash until only his ugly brown shoes and white socks were all that he was wearing. Bobbie Sue Kindle leaned against the bookshelf and lifted her leg. He took over, cupping his arm under her knee and lined his cock up with her pussy. Standing in the middle aisle of the public library, Melvin pushed his cock head into the soaked pussy of his white English teacher. "Gosh Mrs. Kindle, your pussy is incredibly tight," he groaned, having difficulty getting more of his cock inside her. "It's like you're a virgin."
"In a way I am, Melvin," she cried. His cock head was stretching her so wide, she thought her pussy might rip. It was a good thing she was producing so much lubrication for it. "I'm a virgin for a big black cock."
"Not for much longer," he groaned as several inches of thick black cock entered her.
"OH!! So BIG!!!" Bobbie Sue wanted to scream her pleasure at finally having a real man's cock in her. She hadn't completely lost her mind. She knew this was crazy. She knew that this was wrong. She knew that she just had to find out the truth and that this would be a one time thing. She felt she could trust Melvin to be discreet and if he wasn't, well who would believe that a married white teacher would fuck a scrawny black wimp like him? "Melvin, don't stop please. I want it all, but you need to pull out when you get close. Okay?"
"Okay, Mrs. Kindle."
Bobbie Sue glanced back at him. His eyes were huge, magnified by his powerful glasses. The gawky black youth's tongue was hanging out. She looked away, back at the books. She was ashamed at what she was doing with the unattractive teen, but there was no denying the pleasure his cock was giving her. Why couldn't he have looked like Coach Black, she asked herself? Now there was a powerful looking black man. "OW! I think you just hit my cervix," she whispered. "Did I take it all?"
Melvin looked down at their conjoined crotches. "No there's still a few inches to go," he said, starting to push again. Shit! I'm not gonna last very long. Mrs. Kindle has a hot pussy and it's tight too. Either they're all like this or hubby's got a pencil dick. If I play it right, I'll be tappin' this ass daily in no time. "He He he," he suddenly burst out laughing.
"Ow Melvin. I think that's all I can handle." I guess it isn't true about all those black studs going balls deep in Betty and Samantha, she wondered, a little sad at the fact. Melvin's cock was throbbing in her pussy and he was still pushing. Bobbie Sue wasn't aware how much precum Melvin's cock was squirting on her cervix with each throb. Slowly, his pressure began to produce results as the precum softened her cervix and it began to open for Melvin's cock head. Bobbie Sue gasped as Melvin's cock head passed through her cervix and into her womb. Her entire body from the top of her head to the tips of her toes was permeated by an intense pleasure radiating outward from inside her womb. Melvin began sliding his cock in and out. Bobbie Sue gasped with delight. "Yes, Melvin! Fuck me. Fuck my pussy with your big black cock!" she cried. This was what she wanted. It was almost too much. Mrs. Kindle was receiving complete sexual satisfaction and Melvin was about to make her cum. "Aaahhh.:
"You alright Mrs. Kindle?"
"AAAHHH!"
"Mrs. K? Should I stop?"
"Aaahhh! Not aah on your aaahh life, she gasped. "OH LORD!" The leg holding Bobbie Sue up trembled and if it wasn't for the fact that Melvin was propping her up and she was leaning against the shelf, she might have fallen.
"Mrs. K?" Melvin was worried. It looked like she was having a seizure.
"I'm going to cum Melvin. You're so deep inside my pussy!"
"He He He!" His first time and he was getting a woman off. Melvin, you big stud. Your hot teacher is going to be your slut after this. "He He He."
"Oh, GOD! AAAAAHHH!!! FUCK! YES!" Bobbie Sue's entire body shook with ecstasy. Her pussy spasmed around the big cock quickly moving in and out of it. Her vagina was milking it, trying to coax the sperm out of his balls, wanting his seed deep in her womb. No one's ever made me cum that hard, she thought in amazement. Especially not my husband!
"Getting close," moaned Melvin.
"Pull it out," she gasped, whimpering as he slowly pulled his swollen cock from her pussy. Her pussy squeezed and tugged at it, reluctant to release every inch. Melvin stepped back and she slid down the bookcase to her knees. "That was amazing, Melvin."
"Thanks. The feelings going away. I think it's safe to put it back in."
Bobbie Sue glanced down at his erect cock sticking out proudly from his skinny little body. It did look less swollen and angry then it had a minute ago. "Alright," she said, wanting it again. She felt empty without it, like it had become a part of her. "It's not that I don't trust you, but you're inexperienced. Lay down on your back and let me ride it. Warn me when you're going to cum and I'll jump off."
"Okay, Mrs. Kindle." Melvin laid down on his back, enjoying the view as his sexy teacher straddled him, reached down and held his cock up as she squatted over it. She placed it on the entrance to her pussy and slowly lowered herself. It was as tight as it had been, but his cock slipped in a lot easier this time.
Bobbie Sue was still weak from her mind numbing orgasm. She sat for a moment in Melvin's lap, eyes closed, just luxuriating in the feeling of his foot long black cock filling her up. She ground her crotch into his. Then she began to bounce, slow at first picking up speed. She could feel another orgasm growing, building as his cock moved in her. She smiled and looked down at her lover. Skinny body, ribs showing, big eyes staring at her in awe through their lenses. She quickly closed her eyes. She was fucking the cock and not the man. Mrs. Kindle moaned in pleasure and looked back down at her lover, his muscular body, bearded face, bright eyes staring at her intently as she rode his mighty cock. She reached down grabbing handfuls of straw with her hands.



"May the daughters of Eve be buxom and fertile. May they find solace serving the superior black snake of Damballah. For the white worms of the sons of Adam will leave them wanting," said Prospero as he reached up to squeeze and knead Bobbie Sue's breasts. She slammed her pussy down in his lap, screaming her pleasure.
"Ooo, Mrs. K? I'm getting close," said Melvin in a high pitched whine.
"Me too," she cried, riding his big cock for all she was worth. "Try to hold on, stud."
"He he," he laughed. She just called me stud. "I'll try, but my balls are aching."
"Not yet, Melvin." Bobbie Sue slammed her pussy down and ground it into his crotch. It was going to be a big orgasm, but something was holding her back. Her entire body felt like it was on fire. She leaned down so that her ripe breasts were dangling over Melvin's face. He sucked one nipple into his mouth. Bobbie Sue moaned at the extra stimulation and her pussy twitched, but it wasn't enough to make the dam burst. She yanked her breast out of his mouth, leaned back and rode him fast and hard desperate to get off again.
"Mrs. Kindle, I'm gonna blow. Can't hold back."
"NO! I'm close. Don't cum yet," she begged in desperation. Bobbie Sue had never needed anything more in her life then to feel her approaching orgasm.
Bobbie Sue looked down into Prospero's dark penetrating eyes. "Ripen the bellies of the daughters of Eve with the seed of the black snake of Damballah," he said, just as his cock exploded.
"I can't hold... CUMMING!!!" squealed Melvin like a young girl.
"NO!" Bobbie Sue screamed in horror, but when the first powerful jet of black seed splattered the insides of her womb, the damn finally burst. "YES!!! That's it. Cum in me. Fill me with your seed. It's too good." Bobbie Sue's orgasm curled her toes and made her eyes roll up in her head. She ground her pussy into the base of his bucking cock trapping the entire shaft deep in her pussy. Her pussy squeezed and milked his cock for every ounce of his seed. Her womb filled and expanded until sperm began to leak out her cervix. Semen flowed down his shaft and began leaking from their conjoined crotches, flowing over Melvin's balls and dripping onto the carpet. His cock bucked and another jet of sperm filled her womb.
Melvin looked as dazed as she felt. "He he," he groaned. "You might be right, Mrs. Kindle," he said.
"What's that?"
"Maybe there is a god." He reached up for her breasts, squeezing and pinching her nipples.
Bobbie Sue smiled, still coming down from her orgasmic high. She looked at his skinny, elongated, black hands tugging on her nipples. Her eyes widened. "Sweet Jesus! Melvin, what have you done?"
"What?"
"You came inside me! What have you done? Dear god, what have you done, Melvin." Bobbie Sue jumped off his cock, watching the now deflated foot long shaft fall like an axed tree to his chest. Sperm poured like Niagara falls from her now unplugged pussy.
"I warned you," he pleaded.
"Well that wasn't good enough was it?"
"You were the one in control."
"Shut up, Melvin. God, look at this mess. It's going to take us an hour to clean all your sperm up. Go get some paper towels at the checkout counter. I'm going to go try to get some of this mess out of me." Bobbie Sue waddled over to the library's bathroom with her hand cupped between her legs to catch his still leaking semen. She entered the bathroom, sat on the toilet and used tissues to clean herself as best she could. Then she forced herself to urinate hoping it would leak more of his sperm out. "Jesus, but that little geek can cum," she griped out loud. Jesus, but that had felt good. I didn't know an orgasm could be so powerful, she wondered silently. The orgasm was so good, it was worth her risking getting knocked up even by Melvin. She'd been hard on Melvin, but truthfully, for a virgin, he'd lasted a long time. Longer then her husband ever had. As Melvin got used to having sex, he'd probably last even longer. How long will he be able to last when he fucks me the next time? "NO!" she said to her reflection in the bathroom mirror. Roberta Susan Kindle, you need to exercise a little self control. You will not cheat on your husband again, especially with a black man, and especially with someone like Melvin.
Bobbie Sue washed some of his dried semen off her chin and then returned to the aisle. Melvin was still nude but for shoes and socks. He had cleaned up some of the puddles of sperm, but not a lot. "Come on Melvin," she scolded. "It's your mess, get cracking." Bobbie Sue watched as he ripped off a single sheet of paper towel and swiped it through a puddle of semen that soaked the sheet entirely. She sighed, "Here, just give me the roll. I'll do it."
Naked, Bobbie Sue kneeled on the floor. She wrapped a lot of towels around each hand and got to work cleaning his sperm up. She crawled towards the last puddle and found herself looking down at Melvin's ugly brown shoes. Her eyes ran up his skinny calves, to his knobby knees and to the fat black cock head that dangled down nearly to his knees. Her eyes ran up the shaft that had given her so much pleasure. Bobbie Sue reached out and gave his entire cock a loving caress that made it swell a little. "I'm sorry I gave you such a hard time, Melvin," she told him while staring at his cock.
"That's okay, Mrs. Kindle."
"No, I was acting like a bitch. The truth is that I'm very impressed with your performance." She squeezed his cock head making it swell almost double in size. "You were amazing." Her hand gripped his shaft and stroked up to the head then down to the root as it rose up to point at her. "No ones ever fucked me like you just did." She kissed the now fully reinvigorated cock on the tip. "You're much better then my husband." She took the head between her lips and sucked half his shaft down her throat. He groaned as she blew him. Bobbie Sue only swallowed him for a few minutes before pulling back and staring at the shiny black cock.
"Melvin," she told his cock. "I think we need to do some more research."
**********
Nancy's eyes opened. She was on her back now, the towel open, her finger had found her pussy again and Despre was standing at the foot of the bed watching her intently. She spread her legs wider, finger working deeper as he watched. His cock was a true behemoth. The black monstrosity rearing up before him in a show of approval for her performance. He was darker skinned then she'd thought, his frame wider and more muscular, and he had grown a beard. He seemed familiar to her. She was whimpering for him. His head gave her a subtle nod. "Damballah," she whispered.
Nancy came again and this time it was for real. She could feel the warm fluid coating her fingers. The bearded black man nodded his approval and it filled her body with pleasure that she had pleased him so. He approached her and she reached for his cock, but it was insubstantial and her hand passed right through it. He was insubstantial too. He had walked right through the bed so that his cock could line up with her pussy. She wanted his cock. It filled her with sadness that she could not give herself to him. He looked sad too, sad and angry. He glanced heavenward and held his arms outstretched. She was staring at Jesus on the cross only it was the antique crucifix with the Negroid features that she had prayed to earlier at the convent. Nancy was lucid dreaming both asleep and awake. The dream was bizarre and it made her feel both like an outside observer and an active participant.
The bearded man smiled for the first time, but it was a dark sinister smile. She raised her hips up towards his giant ghost cock noticing that her fingers were still masturbating her pussy for him. He nodded over to the sleeping form of Despre, now on his back. Nancy nodded. She kept fingering herself with her hips lifted off the bed even as her other hand reached down and pulled the sleeping black man's towel open. She rose and straddled her companion looking back to see if the ghost approved. He was staring off into space, eyes bulging out. His hands came down from the crucified position and grabbed his throat like he was choking. His cock burst, spraying Nancy and Despre with his cum. It was as insubstantial as the rest of him, but she swore when it hit her, there was a slight breeze and afterwards, her skin felt damp. The bearded man's head snapped to the side like his neck had just broke and he faded away. She felt sad for him.
Nancy slowly came to her senses to the sounds of drums off in the distance. The beat was a steady rhythm, lub-dub-lub-dub-lub-dub. "Hmmm," she muttered, opening her eyes. "What's that?" She reared up in shock. Her head had been laying on Despre's chest just over his heart. "Oh my!!!" she whispered while wondering, how did I get on top of him? Luckily, his head was still turned to the side and he was snoring. With luck, she might slip off him without waking him. He may have been asleep, but his cock was coming to life. Her pussy was dribbling her arousal over his pubes and the base of his cock, she could feel his shaft swelling as it slowly lifted off his thigh.
I need to get him off, I mean get off him, she thought, but when she rose and turned to look down at his chest, she couldn't stop her hand from coming down to touch his hard muscles. Oh my god! She thought. His body... it's so sculpted. I've only dreamed of someone so sculpted. His skin is so dark next to mine. Her white hand stood out against his dark brown skin. She couldn't have stopped her hand from wandering down his hard muscular chest if she had tried. The contrast was... sexy... arousing. She'd felt the same with Linus this morning.
Before she got off him, she had to see what the big thing rising between her thighs looked like. She glanced over her shoulder. His cock was a true monster and the tip rose inches above the curve of her ass. Oh god!, she thought. His... thing... it's so... long... so hard. His cock was perfect, as sculpted as his body. There was one thing odd about it. His cock was a darker color then his skin, dark to the point of being purple like it was stained. Shit! I'm leaking all over him, she thought even as she pushed her dripping pussy lips hard against the thick shaft and let her hips rise, to slide her pussy higher, towards the tip. She had to fight her desire to moan by keeping her mouth tightly shut.
Bump and ridge and bulging vein all slid along her labia and clitoris as her pussy rose up along the shaft. The flared ridge of his head was next and then her labia was opening for the head. God forgive me, but I need to know how he feels inside me. Ow! Ow! Ow! She thought as the big head spread her pussy lips wide open. Wow, he's so big! Unbelievable! Here was yet another superior black cock poised to fuck her. Up until then, Nancy still half believed she was having yet another sex fantasy, but as the tip of his cock slowly pushed into her, the pleasure she started to feel was way too real.
"WHAAA!!!" Nancy gasped out loud as Despre's cock thrust up hard into her, pushing deep, but not fully penetrating her. Nancy found herself falling to his chest and then flipping over onto her back. She came down hard on the bed totally surprised with Despre grinning down at her, half his cock still spearing her pussy.
"What do you think you're doing Sister," he said teasing her. "I thought you were a chaste and celibate proper girl?"
"I'm sorry," she hissed, gasping for breath. "I... I couldn't control myself. "My urges... they.. stronger then my faith. I'm so... horny."
"I'm disappointed in you, Sister. Some one has opened up this tight pussy already. I wanted to be the first."
Nancy sobbed squirming beneath him, but it wasn't to escape. Her hips were lifting into his cock trying to get more of it inside her. "One of my students... earlier today... fucked me so good... not a whore...couldn't help myself... not a whore... he was eighteen legal... please Despre... I'm not a whore."
"Oh, but you will be," he growled.
"MMMFFF!!!" His lips came down hard on hers. Nancy wasn't expecting him to kiss her. She stared wide eyed in shock for a few seconds before her eyes slowly closed and she let his tongue in her mouth. She had never kissed a man so passionately before.
Despre broke the kiss and reared up, arching his back as he shoved his cock in balls deep. Nancy's mouth opened wide in a scream of pleasure. Her hands gripped the bed sheets pulling on them as her legs wrapped around his trim waist. "A woman with a body like this deserves to be fucked," he snarled. "And fucked well. And fucked often," he added.
"Despre... wait... I... oh MY GOD!" Waves of pleasure emanated upwards from her pussy as Despre laid down on top of her and started fucking her hard. His cock was like a jack hammer. "OH FUCK! DESPRE! PLEASE!!" This was so sinful, but then anything that felt this good had to be sinful. Her ultimate submission to him was growing inside her womb, but she fought it. "Stop! I'm a good catholic girl!! Nancy turned her face away and gritted her teeth. "Don't make me cum like this," she hissed.
He's not going to stop fucking me! God forgive me! He feels so good! He was on his knees now, holding her hips off the bed as his cock continued to hammer her hungry pussy. How these black men could last so long at such a pace, she'd never know. Her white boyfriend had ejaculated after only a few strokes. Linus had fucked her hard with his powerful black cock. It had dominated her body into surrendering. Despre was the same yet different. His superior cock was dominating her too, but fucking the black priest was way more intimate like fucking a long term lover that knew exactly how to please her. She'd realized that the moment he kissed her. Her thighs wouldn't stop quivering as his cock thrust in and out between them. She wrapped her legs around him tighter like they were her lifeline to her extreme pleasure. "Oh no," she grunted. "I'm going to... I'm going to..." He slammed his cock forward and fell on top of her again. "C-CUUUMM!!" she screamed. He held his cock buried in her pussy letting it squeeze and contract around every inch of his shaft. She may have been married to god, but as a woman, she couldn't help but fall a little bit in love with a man that could make her orgasm like this. She gasped, panting for air as the multiple large contractions faded away.
Despre felt the same thing for the lovely young Christian woman writhing beneath him. He reared up again, grabbing the headboard as he continued working his cock in her sopping wet pussy. He'd never had a girl squeeze his cock like this one just had. All that celibacy is wasted on a girl like this, he rationalized.
"OH MY GOD!! PLEASE FUCK ME HARDER!! Screamed the hot young thing beneath him. "DON'T STOP!" He didn't want to stop. He didn't want to ever stop fucking this hot white servant of the Christian god, the oppressor god, the god of the enslavement of his people. I need to make sure this woman is mine, he thought. I gotta keep my shit together or I'm gonna cum hard. Even as the thought hit him, Sister Nancy twisted around on his cock in pure ecstasy. She was on her side, one leg around his waist and one over his shoulder. The cross leaped between her massive Coxville breasts. She was tensing up again. Gotta think of her as just another white bitch milking my dick. "OH! OH!! OH GOD!! F-FUCK!! Y-YES!! YES! FUCK YES!! Y-YES!! YES!! D-DON'T S-STOP-P!! He gritted his teeth. He didn't plan to stop. He was going to fuck the sexy nun for hours... The wave of sexual energy hit him like a sledge hammer catching him off guard even as he buried his cock, the first spurt of his hot seed filling her womb. "I'M I'M CUMMING AG-AGAIN" Her pussy was contracting all around his spurting cock again, milking the sperm from his shaft. Despre's orgasm lasted as long as hers. He looked down at her beautiful face still contorting with the ecstasy of her orgasm. He'd never lost control like this before. He'd never cum like that before. They both kept cumming as the waves of sexual energy engulfed their bodies though she couldn't sense it like he could. Something big had just happened many miles to the East of them. Something very important to Damballah.
**********
Kitty slowly came to her senses. Her cheek was pressed hard against a wooden plank. She groggily raised her head. "Uh. W-where am I?" Wow, I came so hard, my body went numb, she thought. Kitty pushed against the plank. It was the seat in the girl's locker room. She was straddling it, breasts mashed down against it. Her whole body still felt tingly, her large orgasms made her pussy convulse and curled her toes. Her body still felt the aftereffects of that pleasurable orgasm and she felt great, except for this pain coming from her ass. "Ouch! Samson, what are you doing?"
"I'm doing this pretty little ass ya got," said Samson. He was leaning back bracing himself on the seat with his cock thrust forwards into her asshole just above her still sperm dripping pussy. "Fuck. It's so tight, I just got the head of my cock in."
"WAIT! I don't even let Todd do me there!"
"I ain't Todd! You're gonna take it if ya want this dick again."
Damn it, she did want his dick again. It was the only dick she wanted from here on out. "Oh. God. I don't know. Just go slow."
"Ungh!" grunted Samson as his big cock bent in the middle trying to force it's way into Kitty's ass. Luckily, it was still well lubricated from his sperm and her orgasms or it would have been more difficult. None of the women he'd ever fucked before had let his big thing near their assholes and it was always something he had wanted to do. He'd taken advantage of Kitty's comatose state to get the head past her rosebud. But Kitty was different from the other girls. She was actually moaning a little. "YEAH! You like that black cock in your tight ass?"
"YES!" she moaned. "I like your black cock anywhere. Fuck my ass, Samson! Fuck my tight ass with your big black cock! AAAAAHHH!!!" Kitty couldn't believe how good it felt. Her ass shouldn't have been able to take something this big or at least for it to feel pleasurable. His cock feels so good stretching out my ass, she thought, moaning loudly. "HARDER! Fuck that ass!" Her black lover was listening to her pleas. He increased his speed, his black cock sliding more easily in and out of her ass. His balls were slapping against her sensitive labia and clitoris. Kitty was actually pushing back into his thrusting cock. I'm like gonna cum from an ass fucking, she thought not believing it. "I love it," she told him while he hovered over her slamming his thick cock in and out of her rectum.
Samson couldn't take it. Her ass was tighter then her pussy. It was sucking the sperm out of him. "Gonna cum soon," he growled. "I'm cumming!!!" He thrust his cock forward, hearing Kitty gasp loudly as his cum flooded her bowels. He shot several thick wads before pulling his cock out and shooting the rest over her back. Looking down, Samson smiled seeing his sperm leaking from the ass and pussy of his rival's girlfriend.
Minutes later, they were showering together in a scene similar to the one Kitty's mother and Coach Black had been doing a short time before. After drying off, Samson pulled his grass stained uniform back on and sat on the bench as Kitty still topless, pulled her red cheerleading skirt up. "God that was amazing," she grinned at him.
"You ready to dump that wimp Todd and date a real man?" he asked.
"Todd who, boyfriend?" she replied.
"We'll be the first interracial couple at Coxville High?"
"I don't care. Just keep fucking me. We gotta use protection next time. Mom won't let me go on the pill."
"I'll pull out next time. Trust me." Samson watched her finish dressing. It should be a crime covering up that perfect body, he thought. He gave her a quick, but passionate kiss. "I'll sneak out after you," he told her.



Kitty opened the door and peaked down the empty hall. She snuck out unaware that she had already been observed.
**********
Jenny was leaning over to get dressed when the coach came up behind her and squeezed her breasts. She grinned at him and reached down with her wedding ring hand to grab the still swollen cock. "I can't get over how big your black cock is!"
"You keep playin' with it like that and I'll be ready to go again soon."
"Jesus! You're amazing. Are you trying to kill me with this thing?" She gave his cock another squeeze and felt it swell even more. Jenny moaned as his fingers pinched her nipple and she was almost ready to go again, but then she noticed the clock on the locker room wall was at 10:08. "Shit! It's getting late. We've been in here for almost two hours! I've got to get home." Jenny sprang free of his arms, racing for her clothes. "Kitty's going to be furious. She's probably been looking for me this whole time."
"Whoa! Hang on!" said Coach Black, not wanting to see her go and not wanting to see her cover up her perfect body.
Jenny bent down forgetting her underwear, her abused twat pointing at him as she pulled her white skirt back up her legs. "I'm sorry Coach, but I got to get home soon or Harold will be worried." She grabbed her red "Cocks" top and pulled it down half way over her full bare breasts.
"You know we're gonna fuck again soon. Right?"
Jenny's answer was to spin around and fall to her knees. She looked up at him as she grabbed his cock. Jenny leaned down and took him in her mouth. She swallowed the entire shaft up to her fist which was holding the base of his cock. She sucked and slurped over her new toy, feeling it swell and turn completely hard again in her mouth. Jenny pulled back. "You can bet on it," she told him. Jenny stood. "I need the spare keys."
"On the hanger inside my office."
Jenny grabbed Black's set of keys and raced out of the locker room and down the hall. Her shirt still raised just under her nipples. Her belly and the bottom of her breasts were exposed. She headed through the gym and over to the girl's locker-room. That was sweet of the coach to lend me his keys even though I left him hanging with another huge erection, she thought. I'll just grab my things from the locker room and find Kitty so that we can get home. I hope she's feeling better then before, she wondered.
Jenny arrived at the girl's lockers and put her key in the door, while trying to stretch her shirt back down. She opened the door a crack and could hear the obvious sounds of someone fucking. Her brows narrowed in anger. How dare one of her students use the locker room's for sex? Someone was about to get suspended.
Jenny stepped around the corner just as a female voice screamed, "I love it!" Gotcha, she thought. Jenny reared back in stunned horror. She was standing behind a black man fucking a blonde white girl from behind and that white girl looked just like... Oh shit... Not Kitty. Not with a black guy! What if he gets her pregnant? Wait! He's not fucking her pussy. He's fucking her ass! The little slut is loving it and Samson's nearly as big as the coach. I wonder what it feels like to have something so big shoved up your ass? Samson yelled a warning that he was about to cum. I should stop this, she thought. No, I'll just pretend this didn't happen.
Jenny watched as Samson pulled his swollen engorged cock out and blasted sperm across her daughter's back. She spun around behind the lockers, knowing they were nearly finished and deep in thought. I'll just go wait by the car. She was worried that Kitty wasn't on the pill, but then maybe that's why she let him fuck her ass, even though such an act was unnatural and a sin. I wonder if Coach Black would fuck my ass? She kind of wanted to try it even though she would feel like a pervert asking him and he might think she was disgusting.
Jenny hurried out the door while Samson and her daughter showered together. She left the school and waited by her car.
**********
Nancy slowly came to her senses. She felt a chill and the rain was loud. She raised her head and glanced towards the open door to the room. Her black infidel was standing out in the rain buck naked and gazing off in the distance. "Despre?" she called. He turned towards the open door and then looked down the road again before turning to come into their motel room. "What are you doing?"
He picked up his towel and dried off. "What's East of here?" he asked.
"The town of Coxville," she replied. "Why?"
"Just curious," he answered, walking over to the foot of the bed. Nancy was curious too. Coxville was almost two hours East and you couldn't see the lights from here, but she let it go when he climbed back onto the bed with something in his hand. He grinned down at her. "Baby, you are one hot firecracker," he told her. "You been waiting a long time for someone to set you off.
Her slut body was betraying her again. She opened her legs and raised her hips up towards his swelling black cock. "Oh, Oh my," she moaned writhing a little on the bed. There was still a river of his seed still pouring from her pussy, yet her body craved another load. "You're amazing," she told him. "Your dick is so amazing. Again please?"
He laughed and held up a small jar. "We're not even close to being done," he told her. Words on the jar read, Waters of Dumballa. "Remember the perks of being a voodoo priest?" He scooped some jelly from the jar. It was purplish black and had a thick consistency. She couldn't recognize the smell, but it was delightful. "Here it is."
"Wait.. What is that supposed to do?" she asked even as he brought the dollop on his fingers down to her left nipple. "OH MY FUUUCCKKK!" she gasped. Her already erect nipple hardened and swelled even as her entire areola puffed up. The erogenous zone in her nipple suddenly felt enhanced by about 100%. "What the..." she panted even as he coated her right nipple, pinching it hard as that nipple swelled up. "OH GOD MY NIPPLES!!!"
"This just makes your sensitive parts drive you to the verge of maddening lust," he told her, grinning evilly and Nancy wondered if he were indeed Satan for only the devil could have such an affect on her body.
Nancy writhed on the bed. "Uh oh fuck nipples oh oh," she muttered like a woman possessed. She bent her knees and lifted her entire crotch off the bed. Her sexy belly was undulating with a rising lust. "OH DESPRE!" Her head thrashed back and forth on the pillow. "IT'S AMAZING! I FEEL SO HOT. SO... SLUTTY... OH FUCK... FUCK ME!!!" She was completely lost to the lust within her. She looked over at the black stud, kneeling on the bed. His mighty cock rising up from his crotch. She licked her lips as she took in it's glory. "FUCK MY MOUTH." She demanded. "I WANT TO TASTE YOU!"
"As you... URRRFFF... wish," he grunted in surprise when she sucked half his cock down her throat. The encounter with her student earlier no doubt training her somewhat for sucking big cock. He pushed forward feeling his cock slide deeper down her throat even as her tongue wiggled the underside of his shaft. The waters of Dumballa never fail to bring out the slut in any girl, he thought, gritting his teeth at her wild enthusiasm. But this one... She's so pent up with lust... Fuck! She's gonna suck the black off ma dick. He grabbed the blonde hair on her head and began fucking her throat.
Nancy moaned lustfully around the throbbing living cock sliding in and out of her throat. Oh fuck! She thought. He's using me like a whore. Like those nigger town whores I try to rehabilitate and it feels so good, so natural and right.
Despre released her head, but she kept slurping. He reached over for the jar of jelly. He scooped another dollop up on his fingers. "Now let's get your pussy ready." He reached over and easily inserted his two fingers into her pussy. The lust maddened nun was so horny she bent and lifted her knees so that her pussy was almost facing straight up for his probing fingers.
Nancy slurped on his cock while wondering, what he was doing to her. He coated her entire crotch area with the jelly before removing his fingers. Not that she needed them. The jelly was having the same effect down there that it had on her nipples. Her labia was quivering even as her clitoris swelled up. Everywhere his jelly coated fingers had penetrated, the nerve endings were quivering with intense pleasure. Oh fuck!!!! Nancy started choking on his cock. She needed to scream. Despre knew what was going on and yanked back on his hips until his cock sprang up dripping with her saliva. "I'M CUMMING!" she screamed even as he grapsed her arms and lifted her to her knees. "SO... SO... FUCKING HAAAAARD!!" She was on her knees, legs spread, back resting against him. Her orgasm was enormous and she was shocked to see a stream of fluid shoot from her pussy to splatter on the bed. "OH OH FUCK FUCK F_FUCK" she panted as the stream continued.
"Oh dear," said Despre in her ear. "Looks like I used too much. "Good girl." He pushed his cock between her ass cheeks and pulled her head back so that she was looking up into his eyes even though her pupils looked dilated. One hand gripped her neck and the other her wrist possessively. "Be a good Catholic girl," he whispered. "Cum for me. Don't stop cumming." And she did. Even as he spoke more less powerful squirts of her cum were shot from her pussy in a steady stream. "Tonight this pussy, these tits..." He released her and reached around the grab her heavy bosom. She gasped and came again when he pinched her ultra sensitive nipples. "...are mine. Tonight you serve Damballah." Another spray of fluid shot from her pussy at the mention of Damballah's name.
He grabbed her neck again and turned her head towards his. She was gasping for air. "Oh Despre, I'm so sore.. So tired... make it stop," she begged. Her first orgasm from the jelly had been as powerful as any three Linus had given her earlier combined. Cumming so much was exhausting and... addicting. "I'm not a whore, but I feel like I'm becoming one."
He kissed her on the lips, her lips parting, tongue dancing against his before he pulled back. "I know baby, but you're so sexy like this. I like it when you look like a whore, my little slut."
Nancy threw her arms around his neck and gazed lovingly into his eyes. "I'm your little slut?" she asked, liking the idea. She was aware of his hand down between them stroking his cock and she felt bad that he hadn't cum since she had started sucking him. "Oh god baby, fuck my hungry cunt," she pleaded as her arousal grew again. "It feels like my pussy won't stop throbbing and leaking."
Despre's evil grin seemed to never leave his face. "And it won't stop baby, not until I've had my fun with you.." He pushed her back and nodded downwards.
Nancy's eyes moved down his hard sculpted body and she gasped at the sight of his engorged cock, now coated with jelly as he stroked it. "Oh god!" she gasped in lust at the sight. This explained the stained blackness of his cock. He must use the water of Dumballa regularly. Not only was his cock so hard and swollen from the jelly that it looked like he was about to cum, but his entire cock looked even longer and thicker now. "It get's bigger?" she asked in disbelief. Nancy had never wanted anything more in her life. "Please fuck me," she pleaded, staring down at his engorged purple shaft. "Fuck me."
He pushed her down on all fours as he moved behind her. His soaked cock fell between her ass cheeks and her anus started tingling with lust as the jelly slid over it. "This big nigga cock is gonna take you to heaven," he told her, arrogantly as he slid the hard shaft up and down between her ass cheeks. "Say it my little slut."
Nancy arched her back and looked over her shoulder. "Take me to heaven with your big nigga cock."
"What's the magic word?"
"PLEEEEASE!" Even Nancy was shocked by how quickly Despre yanked his hips back and buried his cock with one hard thrust. He grabbed her hips fucking her hard. Oh my god, he's not going to stop fucking me. The jelly had made his cock look like it was on the verge of cumming, yet he didn't seem anywhere close to cumming. His hard thrusts propelled her forwards and she fell flat on the bed with only her ass thrust upward for his ever plunging cock. His cock coated the entire inside of her pussy with the jelly amplifying her pleasure a hundred fold. Her cervix tingled easily opening for the hard knob of his cock head. "AH AH AAH AH UNH AH," she grunted constantly. The bed beneath their crotches soon grew soaked from the constant spray of her arousal and orgasms she was cumming so much.
Despre's mouth was beside her ear. "You're so sexy," he whispered. "You're the hottest thing I ever fucked. You were born for black dick, baby. Your sexy white body gonna need some nigga cock somethin regular from now on. You shouldn't fight it, Sister. You're a slut for nigga cock."
Despre pulled back, grabbing her arms and pulling her up with him. Her breasts bounced with each thrust of his cock. I love it so much I can barely breathe, she thought. He's going to torture me with his cock until I give up everything to him. Despre thrust forward and the first strong blast of his seed filled her womb. Oh fuck!!! He's cumming in me! She could feel every squirt from his rapidly pumping cock. Her womb felt hot from the warmth of so much semen. There is so much cum pouring into me. More then the first time. "F-FU-FUCK!!!" she screamed. "I C-CCANT S-STOP C-C-CUMMING!" It was too much pleasure for any woman to endure. She grew dizzy and the room faded black. She was finally getting relief from the constant torturous pleasure his still squirting cock was giving her. As Nancy slowly passed out she muttered thanks to the lord, "Praise... Damballah."
"Dayumn," growled Despre slowly yanking his engorged cock from the sweet nun's pussy. It surprised him by sending one last spurt of semen across her ass. The waters of Dumballa (an alternative regional spelling, but then his lord had many names) acted not only as an aphrodisiac for both men and women, but also as a testosterone rub. He's used it so often, masturbating when there were no willing women around, that it had stained his cock, but it had also enhanced his abilities and his semen production had kicked into overdrive. He'd once donated some sperm to a fertility clinic and the doctors had been astounded by the concentration of sperm and the sheer amount of his ejaculate. Apparently it had impressed the sexy Latina nurse too as he let her get hands on with it later that night. Nancy wanted to slump, but he pushed her ass up, to hold as much of his semen inside her as possible, though it was bubbling up from her pussy like a geyser as he watched. He hoped that the jackass student of hers that had gotten a crack at her earlier hadn't knocked her up. He wanted to be the one that planted a baby in her belly and hopefully the waters of Dumballa would help. The stuff would have made her extra hormonal too, to the point of dropping quite a few eggs. He left the bed and went to the bathroom, plugging the tub and turning the water on. When he came back, his seed was still leaking from her pussy in a flood...
...A flood! Nancy felt like she was drowning in the white viscous sea surrounding her. Her heavy garments were pulling her under so she yanked off her habit as quickly as possible watching the black cloak quickly sink disappearing beneath the flood of sperm that had destroyed the world, drowning all the wickedness of man. Just when she felt the last of her strength draining from her and thought she would soon be joining her discarded habit, the boat appeared. The ark was as massive as it had appeared in all the illustrations she'd ever seen of it. A ladder was thrown over the side and her sperm soaked naked body slowly made it's way up the side of the massive boat. She fell to her knees, kissing the deck in her relief and joy. She looked up, expecting to see two of every animal, giraffe heads sticking out of the roof, elephant trunks, anything, but there were nothing but snakes, black snakes of all shapes and sizes slithering around the deck, thousands of them, millions even. Nancy reared back in alarm, scrambled to her feet and moved towards the prow of the ship. There a dark figure in a shepherd's cloak was leaning over the side. "Noah!" she gasped, falling to her feet, still covered with sperm. The figure turned, his robe was open and his black body was covered in enormous muscles as was the enormous muscle between his legs. The huge black cock was hard and aimed over the side of the railing, spitting out semen like a fire hose at full blast. The kneeling woman looked up as the bearded black man turned to face her. She spread her arms out beseechingly as the strong spray of semen showered down upon her body coating her in even more of his seed. The spray moved down hitting her torso and she reached up to clear the sperm from her eyes even as the black man moved closer. He was grinning, pleased with her, and she grinned back even as the enormous cock between his legs rose back up towards her face, but it was no longer a cock, it was a giant black snake that opened it's jaw wide, fangs dripping with white venomous sperm. The snake lunged at her, the head completely engulfing her face.
Nancy sputtered like she was being smothered and Despre pulled the washcloth from her face. Shower water struck her face again and her head turned up towards it, mouth open as if thirsty. He lifted her back, sliding her more upright in the tub and out of the water's spray. She struggled, but seemed to be dreaming in her semi-comatose state. He ran the soap all over her body and couldn't help but spend some extra time on her giant white bosom even to the point his spent cock swelled some, swelled but didn't rise. The last session had drained him almost as much as it had her and he wanted nothing more then to collapse on the bed, but he thought he'd clean the lovely Sister Nancy up first. He'd gotten her skin pretty clean, but there was little he could do about the constant cloud of white drifting out from between her legs in the water. "Ma shits gonna be leaking out for days," he muttered, finally satisfied that she was clean. He moved the wet rag down between his legs and cleaned his junk off while he let the water drain. Despre stretched out to reach a towel and dried Nancy off as best her could before lifting her and carrying her back to the bed. He laid her down, muttering "Dayumn! In awe of her amazing body before laying down next to her. If the rest of the women of Coxville were anything like her, he was gonna love it here, he thought before falling asleep while spooning her hot body.
**********
"More research, Mrs. Kindle?" asked Melvin.
Bobbie Sue crawled backwards away from the foot long cock pointing at her. She turned around until her rear was facing him. "Yes, Melvin. I need to know what a black cock feels like in my ass."
"WHAAAT!"
"I want you to fuck my ass." Bobbie Sue put her head down on the carpet and found her cheek resting on a spot still wet from his semen. She reached around behind her with her hands and spread her ass cheeks open for him. "Do it. Fuck my ass." Not a very Christian thing to say, but she wanted- no, needed to- experience everything that Betty and Samantha had experienced.
"Are you sure?" Melvin leaned closer to her ass and stared at her puckered little rosebud. "That's an awfully small hole."
"I'm sure. If I can take that monster in my ass, I know that the Cox sisters probably did too and that their story is true. There's hand lotion in the bathroom." Bobbie Sue waited patiently while Melvin ran to the bathroom. Samantha and Betty had both taken black cocks up their asses that day in the stable or so Betty claimed. Now Melvin was returning, his hand effortlessly gliding along his giant shaft as he coated it with lotion. Betty and Samantha hadn't had the luxury of a lotioned cock when they'd had their asses taken 150 years ago on this very spot. They'd also taken multiple cocks in multiple holes. Bobbie Sue was suddenly grateful Melvin was the only black around. If there had been three black teens at the library would she be demanding that they all stuff her with their cocks for her research? Yes, probably and for that she was thankful, but still her curiosity was a little piqued.



Melvin returned and kneeled behind her. His cock hard, rampant, and slick with lotion. He pressed his cock head down on her rosebud. "You sure, Mrs. K? The head of my cock is five times bigger then your sphincter. If you prefer, I can calculate how much it would need to stretch out to..."
"I'm sure, Melvin. Just push it in and if I scream and beg for you to pull it out, don't listen to me."
"Well here goes nuthin. He he he."
Bobbie Sue felt pressure on her sphincter and almost instantly regretted her decision. This wasn't a natural act unless you were from Sodom and look at what happened to them. She winced in pain and tears rolled down her cheeks as the pressure on her ass grew. Her sphincter pushed inwards and then slowly opened. Melvin's slick cock head pushed inside her as he came to "know" her in the biblical sense.
Melvin worked his cock around a little. "Oooo, it feels good, Mrs. Kindle. Putting my cock in your ass sounded kinda dirty, but I like it. Your ass is tighter then your pussy. I'm gonna see how much you can take and then start fucking it."
Bobbie Sue groaned in a mixture of pleasure and pain. Her hands dug into the carpet, but in her mind, she was grabbing handfuls of straw. She looked over at her sister Samantha, now with three of the biggest blackest cocks in all of her holes. Melvin moved his cock in deeper. "Yes, Master," she moaned. "Fuck my ass."
"He he he," giggled Melvin. His cock wedged in and he decided she had taken all she could. "You want it, you got it," he said, pulling and pushing on her hips, using her ass to fuck his cock. "I'm gonna fuck this ass good. You likin' this?"
"Yes, my black master," screamed Bobbie Sue. She knew what was happening and who she was with, but she was so caught up in her fantasy, she pictured it was Prospero's mighty Damballah taking her anal virginity. She was responding to it just like Betty and Samantha had responded to it. "Fuck my white ass, master."
She's my slut now, thought Melvin. You did it you stud. "He he." For some reason, he gave her a playful smack on one ass cheek with the palm of his hand.
"Oh god, I love it," moaned Bobbie Sue. She didn't know how it was possible having something so big in your ass could feel so good, but it did. Her pussy was dripping with arousal, desperate for something inside it. Bobbie Sue reached one hand under her and began diddling her clit and fingering herself. "Shit! I'm cumming!" she screamed. That was all she had needed to cum again. She quit playing with herself and used both hands to push herself up so that she could push her ass back into Melvin's cock.
Melvin had hunched over her ass and was now slamming his cock in and out. She'd only managed about three quarters in the beginning, but her ass had opened even more as he worked on it. Currently she could take all but two inches. Eventually, he figured she could take it all, but unfortunately today was not the day. Semen welled up in his balls and before he knew what hit him, Melvin groaned. "Cumming Mrs. K!"
Bobbie Sue was still pushing back into Melvin when she felt his cock explode. As her bowels flooded with sperm she remembered how amazing it had felt just a short time ago when his cum had sprayed into her unprotected womb. Bobbie's Sue's arms began trembling where they were bracing her up. Her pussy was spasming. Nothing was near the opening to her vagina except the tops of his ball sack slapping against her. A trickle of cum leaked out of her tightly stretched rectum, flowing down over her labia and clitoris to drip on the carpet. Bobbie Sue's pussy went ballistic. Her arms collapsed as she came, her head falling on the carpet. Her own cum leaked from her pussy mingling with the sperm dripping from her ass. Bobbie Sue laid on the carpet in disbelief. Her head rested on her right cheek, she just stared at books on the shelves. Melvin had just given her a huge orgasm just by fucking her ass.
"Ugh, that was great Mrs. K," said Melvin, slowly withdrawing his cock from her rectum. As he removed it the trickle became a torrent, white semen bubbled up from the gaping hole in her ass to pour down her pussy and splatter on the carpet.
Bobbie Sue slowly recovered and pushed herself to her knees. "Jesus," she moaned. "Look at this mess."
"Looks like we gotta clean up again," said Melvin. "He he he."
"Just go wash off and I'll wipe this up." Bobbie Sue felt weak as she grabbed the roll of towels and began wiping the pool of sperm up off the carpet, but as she squatted, more just dripped down out of her ass. When Melvin returned, she told him to take over while she went to clean up. Bobbie Sue scooped up her clothes and spent the next twenty minutes, trying to feel clean, but she figured that wasn't going to happen until she got home and took a shower. She sent her husband a quick text stating that she would be home soon. She left the bathroom. Melvin was still nude and throwing sticky paper towels into a wastebasket.
"Get dressed," said Bobbie Sue. The trashcan reeked of semen as did the floor, even the aisle, and for all she knew, the entire Coxville Public Library. Bobbie Sue, gathered up the trash bag and dropped it in the can outside on the sidewalk as she and Melvin headed to her car.
**********
Kitty came bouncing down the steps seeing her mom leaning against her car waiting for her. "Looking for these?" she asked, dangling her mom's keys out to drop them in her hand.
"Just get in the car. Your father is probably worried." Jenny walked around to the driver's side and got behind the wheel as her daughter got in beside her in the passenger seat. She glanced sideways at her perky daughter. She was glowing, radiant and had a grin from ear to ear.
"Mom, Samson West asked me to be his girlfriend."
"What did he say when you turned him down?" Jenny waited for half a minute and when her daughter didn't answer she said, "You did turn him down?"
"Not exactly."
"Kitty, he's black and this is the deep South. That kind of thing doesn't happen in Coxville."
"But mom...?"
"I said no and that's that." Jenny drove the rest of the way home while Kitty pouted. They were silent until she pulled into the driveway and added, "Stick with Todd. He's already gotten into college and has a bright future. That Samson boy is trouble. The only way he's getting into college is with a scholarship. Otherwise, he's going to end up in jail like most of the other boys from Westside."
"Okay mom," grumbled Kitty, thinking that she and Samson would just have to keep their love a secret.
Jenny patted her daughter on the arm, feeling a little envious. I can't believe I'm jealous of the little slut, she thought. If I had met the Coach when I was her age, I never would have married Harold. Jenny shivered with lust at the thought of getting the Coach's big black cock daily since she was a teenager.
Harold opened the front door and stepped outside. "Where have you been? I've been worried sick. I tried both your phones. Honey, we had plans for tonight."
Jenny ran her hand through the hair on the top of her head. "It's been a LONG and HARD day, Harold," she said, thinking about Coach Black's big cock. "Really long and hard. I'm not in the mood for this."
"Well okay, but you still should have called." The pudgy husband of the hottest woman in Coxville turned to his daughter. "Todd was here waiting for you Kitty. He wanted you to call him, but that was over an hour ago."
Kitty just nodded, shrugging like she didn't really care. She kissed her dad on the cheek. "Goodnight daddy, I'll be in my room."
"Goodnight Kitten," he replied. Harold turned to his lovely blonde wife and put his hand around her waist. He had a shit eating grin on his face as he said, "Just because our plans got ruined, doesn't mean our night does."
Jenny rolled her eyes. "Honey, I'm tired and I have a headache."
"But you promised," said Harold almost whimpering.
"Alright, alright," replied Jenny giving in. I hate to see a grown man beg, she thought. Any other time she would have been thrilled. They'd had sex during the storm last night and normally that would satisfy Harold for a couple weeks. Harold wanting sex two days in a row would have been a pleasant treat, but after getting the fucking of your life from a hung black man, she wasn't even sure if she would be able to feel Harold inside her stretched out pussy.
Hand in hand, the husband and wife walked upstairs. Jenny went into the master bath and changed for bed. She pulled on a lacy halter top so tight and thin, her breasts were visible. She pulled on cotton panties. She had been in such a hurry, she'd forgotten her underwear in the boy's lockers. She hoped the Coach had grabbed them. Just one look at the cup size and most of the school would know they were hers. She brushed her teeth, the lingering taste of the coach's sperm still on her tongue. It felt like there was a gallon of sperm still sloshing around in her womb and her pussy was still stretched out. If Harold had any sense, he'd know something was wrong. What was she going to do?
Jenny left the bathroom and walked into her bedroom. She caught her husband in the act of putting his condom on. He stood nude in their room. The rubber hanging loosely on his little penis. That is so not sexy, she thought. No flat stomach, no abs or pecs, no muscles at all, no ebony skin glistening in the light, no cocky grin on his face, and no big black cock sticking proudly out from his body. Jenny smiled and tried to look interested. She fell to her knees and pulled the small condom off his even smaller penis. "You won't be needing this," she said.
"What are you...?
Jenny's lips closed around the head of her husband's penis. She let her tongue swirl around the tip.
"Honey, are you sure?" asked a very surprised and delighted Harold. "It's been so long since you sucked my cock."
"Seriously Harold? It's a penis, not a cock. Don't be so crude." She put the little grape head back in her mouth. She thought of Coach Black again. Now that's a COCK, thought the young mother. I haven't done this in years and now twice in one night, thought Jenny. If Harold even counts. Jenny swallowed his penis until her lips pressed into his pubic hairs. This is so easy. The head barely even enter my throat. I wish I was sucking the Coach's big black cock again. She moaned, remembering how she had fallen to her knees in the shower and took that magnificent cock between her lips.
Jenny looked up to see if her husband was enjoying it. She wasn't surprised to see a goofy expression on his face. "Slow down honey, I'm gonna cum," he gasped.
Harold's penis bucked in her mouth. What a wimp, she thought. I just started. Jenny pulled back and stuck her tongue out under the floppy penis she'd spent twenty years of her life with. There were only a few small drops of semen on her tongue.
"Sorry," said Harold. "I tired to warn you."
"It's alright honey," Jenny replied, smiling at him. She stood back up and walked into the bathroom, spitting the small wad of semen into a tissue.
Harold called from the bedroom. "Thanks honey, that was wonderful. I love you."
"I love you too," she called back, thinking that his semen didn't even taste as good as the Coach's. Harold's was runnier, not as thick or as white and the Coach had a vasectomy. Maybe getting snipped, makes it taste richer, she wondered.
By the time Jenny left the bathroom, Harold had fallen asleep with a grin on his face. She slipped in bed beside her snoring husband, folded her arms under her head and stared up at the ceiling. I love Harold, she thought. I spent almost twenty years of my life with this man. I can't believe I just cheated on the father of my child with a black man. But I can't go back to just having sex with Harold. I need that big black cock. And what about Kitty? Now that she's discovered big black cock, will she be able to give it up? I know I can't. Jenny began to feel guilty and concerned about her family. She finally decided that Harold would have her love and devotion, but the Coach would have her sex. Since he couldn't get her pregnant, as long as they were discreet, there wouldn't be any consequences. Kitty she would just have to keep a close eye on.
Having made up her mind, Jenny Summers rolled over and tried to fall asleep not realizing how much her life would be changing over the next few months.
**********
Kitty got out of the shower and walked into her room nude. Well, it took forever, but I finally feel like I got all that sperm off me, she thought. "I think I'll check my emails," she said to herself. Her laptop was beside her bed and her phone was sitting by it. She brought her computer out of hibernation mode and checked her messages on her phone.
Todd only texted me seven times, she thought checking her messages. She looked up at her computer and saw she'd also gotten two emails from him. It's not like he's desperate, she thought. Loser, wants his victory blowjob." She shook her head, wondering if she should text him back that she was dumping him, but decided to wait and do it in person. Todd you're out and Samson your big black cock is in.
I wonder, thought Kitty. She typed "big black cock" into a search engine. Her screen was immediately filled with images of roosters. Kitty laughed and changed the filtering parameters on her search to allow for adult content. The next images that appeared in her screen made her eyes open wider and gasp at all the large black phalluses that appeared. One was colossal, cut and bigger then Samson's by a few inches. She clicked on the picture to enlarge it. The link directed her to LD's website, father of Lorenzo "LD" Doyle, one of Samson's teammates, and the only Coxville native to move to Los Angeles to get into the porn industry.
Kitty laid down on the bed staring at the screen filled with images of LD's big black cock. There were free samples and dozens of short video clips mostly featuring him with white women. He was billed as the hungest man in porn. There was even a dildo made from a mold of his cock for sale. I didn't know black cocks were so big, she thought, slipping two fingers between her moist thighs. One hand rubbed over her breasts and her fingers pinched a nipple. "I wish Samson were here to fuck me again," she moaned, staring at a clip of LD jerking off his huge cock.
Kitty continued fingering herself , her need growing as her fingers moved faster. She stared in wonder at the black cock on the screen swelling as he stroked it until black see exploded from the head. Suddenly her back arched and she gasped in pleasure. "Cumming!" she gasped.
Kitty closed her eyes, still slowly fingering herself as she began to fall asleep. The exhausted teen rolled over on her side, her finger still between her legs, the images of LD's black cock cumming on a constant loop still on her computer screen as she fell into a deep dream filled sleep.
**********
Bobbie Sue tried not to glance over at Melvin as she drove him home. He was staring at her and she could see the dumb grin on his face out of the corner of his eye. "I'll drop you off at the entrance to the Westside, but I'm not going back there," she told him. Bobbie Sue hadn't been back in the Westside since she was in elementary school and her school bus stopped there. Beside the school bus stop had been a dirt area with old black men throwing dice. Stray cats and dogs wandered through overgrown yards containing broken down cars, old dilapidated homes or trailers. Not originally part of Niggertown or Freetown was a newer condominium public housing community. It was almost as bad and usually lumped in with the Westside. If you wanted to buy drugs without driving to Coxburg, that was the place. Several times a year, town and state police would block off the two exits to the Westside while they searched for some drug dealer or other criminal.
"So, we like boyfriend and girlfriend now?" asked Melvin. He was nervous and his voice went high as he spoke.
Bobbie Sue winced, his voice grating on her. "Melvin, I'm a married woman. What happened back at the library will never happen again. It was research that was all."
Bobbie Sue drove up and pulled over to the entrance to Westside. She could see several units down in the public housing. Even close to midnight, there were a dozen blacks hanging out, drinking out of paper bags. A car pulled up and one of the men leaned into the window, exchanging money for drugs. She wrinkled her nose with distaste, suddenly very happy for Melvin that he would be getting out of here. Now that she was parked, she looked over at him. The boy looked crestfallen. She was his first and someone way out of his league in looks, class, and race. Undoubtedly, he had convinced himself they were in love. Hell, half the school was either secretly in love with her or with Jenny Summers or with Nurse Swallows and some with all three. "I'm sorry Melvin," she said, soothingly and patting his leg. "Not that I didn't enjoy it, I loved every moment of what happened. You were amazing and you're going to make some brilliant girl you meet in college a very lucky woman."
"But I'm your black master?"
"I was just repeating what I read in Father Murphy's journal. It was research that was all. I'm sorry if I hurt your feelings, but we'll always have that time spent in the library as our little secret. Now it's time for you to go home." Bobbie Sue sat up straight and stared out the windshield waiting for him to leave.
"Alright, Mrs. Kindle. I hafta ask though..."
"Have to, Melvin." She corrected, not looking over at him.
"Yes, I have to ask, do you believe there is a Coxville curse?"
"Of course not," she replied. "There's no such thing a curses and obviously there aren't any white women having sex with black men in this town that I know of, present company excluded."
"I've devised a little test to go with the curse hypothesis," he said.
Bobbie Sue finally turned to look at her passenger. Melvin was sitting back and was playing with something in his lap. "Melvin, your cock!" Bobbie Sue looked at the huge foot long monster, once again hard and engorged. She leaned over and took the head in her mouth.
"Oh yeah, he he he," he giggle-groaned. "You failed the test. If there was a curse, you wouldn't be able to resist sucking my cock again. He he he." All Melvin had to do was whip it out and she'd open any hole for him. He didn't believe in a curse either, but he did believe that she had loved his cock so much, she was practically addicted to it. "That's it you white slut, suck your black master's cock," he told her, his voice taking on a deep and manly tone she'd never heard from him before.
Bobbie Sue moaned in reply, taking his shaft deeper down her throat. Her thoughts were similar to Melvin's. All he had to do was take his cock out and she'd want it. Nothing in her entire life had given her as much pleasure as this cock had earlier. Even just sucking Melvin was better then actual intercourse with her husband. Now that she knew how good it was, how could she go without it? Not only that, but the teen was an inexperienced virgin. He was only going to get better with practice. Even now as she bobbed her head rapidly up and down his shaft, he was lasting longer then the first time she'd blown him. She wished the angle wasn't so awkward and her car wasn't so cramped. A bed would be so much more comfortable. Maybe someday, she could do this in her marital bed? She felt guilty thinking that, but that disappeared as his cock began spurting in her throat. She could feel it jerking, bucking as it pumped it's seed. Her remorse over wanting to suck Melvin in the bed she shared with her husband was replaced by remorse over not being able to taste his seed. Bobbie Sue pulled back until the throbbing cock head cleared her throat. Her mouth immediately filled with sperm. She moaned gulping it down, loving the taste, better then any drink or food she'd ever had. Her mouth filled again and she swallowed. The next load only filled half her mouth, she gulped as the next load flowed over her tongue. Melvin grabbed the base of his shaft and jerked it, milking every bit of his seed into her hungry mouth.



"Best night of my life," said Melvin, leaning back in the seat and gasping for air.
Bobbie Sue gave his shrinking cock head a long kiss before sitting back up and wiping the back of her hand across her mouth. Her remorse returned. It was the best night of her life too. "Your cum tastes so good," she whispered, licking her lips. She watched as he tucked his now floppy cock back into his jeans. She found herself missing it, missing seeing it, touching it, sucking it, feeling it inside her, spurting it's seed into her womb or stretching her ass out, filling her bowels with hot cum.
"We gonna fuck again, Mrs. Kindle," he told her and it wasn't a question.
"No Melvin," replied Bobbie Sue, pointing a stern finger at her student. "We are going to fuck again. Correct English please."
"Yes we are. He he he." Melvin opened the door and stepped out of the car. He leaned down and looked at her. "So does this mean we ARE boyfriend and girlfriend?"
"Go home Melvin."
"Kiss good night?"
"Go home Melvin." Bobbie Sue shook her head and closed her eyes for a second. No doubt about it, they were going to fuck again, but she still felt like punching the annoying little geek.
"Yes, Mrs. Kindle." He stood, but leaned back down. "One last thing, Mrs. K. Of course there isn't a curse, but maybe there never was."
"What do you mean?' she asked him, curiously.
"I don't think Prospero cursed the town. I think he blessed it. Something to think about. Goodnight."
"Goodnight, she replied as he stood and left her car. She watched him in the rear view mirror. He crossed the street to avoid the drug dealers and crossed it again once he'd passed them. She drove off once he'd disappeared into his condo.
Bobbie Sue drove home thinking about what Melvin had said. Was the nerd right? Was it a blessing after all. In many ways the curse did sound like a prayer. Even as he was about to die, Prospero was blessing the women of Coxville to find happiness and satisfaction worshiping his god. "Damn it, the little geek is right," she said to herself. Well all of him certainly isn't little. Some of him is quite big. God, his cock is amazing. Bobbbie Sue squirmed in her car seat. I'm already ready to fuck him again. I hope I don't have to wait long. Maybe, I can see him tomorrow? I need to get on the pill and fast. I hope it has time to get in my system before we fuck again?
Bobbie Sue Kindle drove home, deep in her thoughts, fully aware that her life had just drastically changed.
**********
September 26, 2009 Saturday
**********
"Oh... Oh where am I?" asked Nancy as she slowly woke up. She was naked but for the large gold cross that constantly dangled down between her bosom. She never removed it. She glanced over and saw the sleeping black man next to her and the memories of last night came flooding back. "Despre," she whispered. "He and I... we had... What would the mother superior say?" She'd be speechless with disappointment, that's what she'd be. Nancy struggled to her feet, her entire body was weak and sore. My legs are so weak, I can barely walk, she thought limping towards the window. It was still raining and raining hard.
"Well look who's up," said Despre sitting upright in the bed. "Why don't you come back to bed, Nancy and we can go at it another round or two."
Nancy whirled on him a little angrily even as her nipples hardened at the mere suggestion of her getting some of that nigga cock inside her again. "Now see here, mister. It's Sister Nancy and even though we did some... fun things together last night, it doesn't make me any less a woman dedicated to the lord." Shameless of her nudity, Nancy walked over to the open jar of jelly and scooped up a dollop with her fingers. She stared at the purplish jelly. "I am still a woman of faith devoted to serving god." She licked her fingers tasting the jelly. "And when I get back to the convent, I will retake my vow of celibacy before god." Yet again, she thought, third times the charm. She brought her fingers down between her legs and coated her pussy with the Waters of Dumballa. Her clit immediately began to swell and she felt the arousal growing. "But I am still a woman and a woman with needs and right now, I'm a woman with an itch that needs to be scratched." She climbed on the bed thrilled to see his huge black cock growing as she approached. The perfect tool for scratching an itch deep inside your womb. "So Despre, won't you help me? Won't you scratch it for me? Won't you make this woman a whore for just one more day?"
One more day only lasted three hours, but that was enough time for the handsome couple to go at it pretty hard. Nancy mounted him and came as she slid down his hard shaft. "My turn to fuck you now, stud," she growled as she bounced widely in his lap. Despre liked this new and aggressive Nancy especially when she leaned forward and rubbed her breast on his lips until he opened his mouth and started sucking on her nipple. The combination of aphrodisiac jelly and Despre's giant black cock gave her seven huge orgasm, the final and biggest one when he inseminated her fertile womb yet again with his potent black seed. She sat impaled on his cock for nearly ten minutes slowly catching her breath before rising up off the still hard shaft. His cock fell with a smack against his belly as she slid between his legs and lifted it up towards her mouth. His messy cock smelled and looked funky as she stared at it. The monster cock was covered in her orgasms, stringy strands of his semen, and bits of black jelly. She brought the fat head down to her mouth and began to clean it.
Despre moaned and gripped the sheets bucking his hips as Nancy took half his cock down her throat. She knew that the water of Dumballa must be enhancing his pleasure, but she hoped that her cock sucking skills were also growing. She was pleased when a little squirt of seminal fluid shot across her tongue left over from his previous orgasm. It was mouthwatering good and she wanted more, but she wanted his cock some where else first.
"What's wrong, baby?" he asked when she stopped sucking him.
Nancy slid off him and kneeled on the edge of the bed and wiggled her ass for him. Despre winked at her and climbed to his feet. He stood beside the bed and slid his cock back inside her pussy quickly bringing her to another orgasm. "I love your black cock, Despre," she moaned coming down from her orgasm.
"I know, baby," he replied. He had kept his cock buried while she came, but was flexing it's muscle. "You sure you can give it up?"
Nancy's pussy was tightly hugging every square inch of his foot long cock, feeling every bump, ridge, and bulging vein on it. She even fancied she could feel his pulse flowing through the big shaft. She shuddered and suddenly sniffled a few tears coming to her eyes. "No," she said, honestly, "but I need to try. I will rededicate my body and soul to the lord."
"Suit yourself, but if you change your mind..." Despre pulled his cock back until just the head was spreading her pussy lips apart. "This cock is yours whenever you want it." He plunged it hard back inside her and her insides trembled from another smaller orgasm. He pulled back again and grabbed the base of his cock rubbing the head up and down her labia. "Do you want it now?"
"Yes," she moaned. "I want it now."
"Want what, baby?"
"I want your big black nigga cock, Master.. Mister Despre."
"Here it is then, slut." Despre pushed his cock in slowly this time and was surprised when she fell forward until his cock plopped out and leaped upwards. She raised herself back up and he brought his cock back down between her folds, but she leaned forwards when he started to push it in. He frowned wondering if the bitch were teasing him. Nancy pushed back until she felt the head of his cock lightly touch her swollen labia, raising and lowering her ass so that his cock head was running up and down her wet slit. He smirked when he realized what she was doing. Nancy pushed his cock head against her engorged distended clitoris and then slid down until his cock head had moved up to her anus. She pushed back with her ass against his hard shaft. "This what you want then, baby?" he asked pushing forward.
"UNH!" she gasped as her rosebud stretched out around Despre's superior black cock. "YYEESS!" she hissed as it penetrated her. "FUCK MY ASSSSS!!"
Despre was a little disappointed she took him so easily. She'd done this before. The little shit from yesterday had beaten him again. The voodoo priest was going to have to find his own Coxville woman or two to introduce to the pleasure of a big black cock. "So you like it in the ass, huh?"
"Yes," she sobbed. "I want it bad. I was hoping that you'd just take it. I feel like such a slut asking for it." Nancy felt Despre slowly withdrawing his cock, her body pushing back to keep it inside her, but it plopped free. "No," she whined. "Please put it back in."
"I will my good Sister," said Despre. He reached over for the jar of berry jelly and scooped up a dollop for the tip of his cock. His golf ball sized cock head swelled even bigger as it began to tingle and he had to stifle a moan. Only years of experience with the stuff kept him from cumming right then and there. He left a lot of extra jelly on top the head , but before sticking it back in, he brought his dripping fingers down to her little rosebud, coating it before pushing his slick fingers inside her anus. Nancy gasped when she realized what he was doing. Despre lined his cock head back up and watched her rosebud open wide as his cock head slowly pushed inside. Nancy howled like a dog as the jelly began to enhance the pleasure his cock was giving her. "Well my little sodomite, just remember that your student is just a teenager, but I am a man." Despre rammed his cock deep and began fucking her ass hard, pounding his cock home again and again. Nancy never stopped howling. He fucked her so hard, she began to slide forward and he had to climb on the bed to kneel pulling her hips back into his ever thrusting cock. Despre grabbed her arms and pulled her back and up into his lap. His cock was nearly completely buried in her anus. She was still howling, her own hands were on her breasts, pinching and squeezing her hard pointy nipples quite roughly. Her howls grew louder and then her cum was spraying all over his scrotum completely soaking his huge ball sack. Despre felt his own cum welling up in his balls. He pushed her forward so that her head fell to the mattress with her ass stuck up in the air. He pumped her anus rapidly another couple dozen times before his own orgasm flooded her bowels.
Despre withdrew his cock, staring with interest at her anus, now a quarter sized open hole, dark one second, then white as his sperm welled up and began to pour from her ass. It dribbled down to her pussy, which was still leaking his semen from their earlier fuck. The good Sister seemed out of it, semi comatose again. He stepped back and gathered up the jar of jelly off the bed, putting the lid back on it. The stuff wasn't plentiful to begin with and now with some berry production going to make the Diabolique Wine, it was rarer still. As a priest of Damballah, he was allowed an allotment, but he and Sister Nancy had gone a little overboard with it. Despre gathered his things and went to the bathroom. It was hard urinating with an erection. He had to bend over the toilet and push his hard shaft down towards the bowl. His cock wouldn't go down for awhile yet unless he cleaned off any remnant of the jelly. He turned on the shower and hopped in the tub.
Despre had lathered up his chest and was soaping his hard shaft to the point he was starting to masturbate. Nothing unusual, he was addicted to jerking off with the jelly. Just a little bit mixed in with some Vaseline or hand lotion was enough to give him an amazing orgasm. The hormonal jelly had increased the size of his cock by an inch not to mention his testicle size and sperm production, but it had permanently stained his cock a purplish-black. He threw his head back and was jerking off when the curtains opened and Nancy joined him in the tub.
She stood looking at him before reaching down and taking over the slow jerking of his cock. Nancy reached out with her other hand and touched his hard chest, spreading her fingers apart. "It's so sexy," she muttered. "The contrast," She ran her hand over his chest feeling his hard muscles, her other hand automatically increasing it's speed back and forth along his shaft.
"We're a sexy couple," he told her, reaching around her back and pulling her entire body against his chest. He moved his lips down even as hers came up and they exchanged the most passionate kiss of either of their lives. He broke the kiss much to her disappointment and spun her around, pulling her back against him. She reached back and grabbed his cock again still stroking him from behind as he brought the bar of soap around to her front and began lathering up her big breasts. Nancy moaned leaning hard against him as the soap bar ran over her nipples. Her hand jerked him off faster. Despre leaned down and kissed her neck while he continued to soap her up. Nancy slid down his hard body until she fell to her knees spinning around to take his cock in her mouth. The shower had cleaned all the lather off and she immediately began bobbing her head as fast as she could over the tip of his shaft while jerking off the base. Despre moaned and held her short wet blonde hair while she lovingly worshipped his cock. After a good fifteen minutes of this, his over productive balls emptied a big wad of sperm into her mouth which she gulped down while moaning in lust over the taste. The second mouthful caught her off guard and she gagged on the big load losing control. His cock sprang free of her mouth and shot a big load over her face and another on her chest and another on her chest and another in her open mouth and she regained control and sucked the last few wads down her throat. "Well, it looks like I have to clean you off again," he said when she climbed back to her feet.
Nancy presented the bar of soap, but before he could start cleaning her off, she hefted her big breasts and began slurping some cum off her own nipple. Nancy released her breast before arching her back and presenting her torso for Despre to clean again. When he was finished, he took her in his arms and kissed her passionately again for a good long while as the shower water splattered all over them.
The two lovers dressed. Both were quiet and sad that their amazing evening had come to an end. For some reason, Nancy decided to forgo her modest undergarments. In the future, she thought she might purchase sexier lingerie to remind her that she was a woman even if she was dedicated to god. Her habit was still damp and it clung sexily to her voluptuous body. It felt more confining then normal and she began to hate it.
"I'll run the room key back," she said. Despre looked up like he was about to protest, but instead he just shrugged and let her leave. Nancy found out why a few minutes later. A peg board outside the office displayed keys for all the rooms in the motel with the exception of their room until she hung the key up. Despre had lied to her. They could have slept in separate rooms. She felt no anger. Instead, she smiled. No regrets. She decided not to say anything. She could see some bills inside through the money slot so at least he had paid for their room.
A passing West Coxville redneck in a pickup truck stopped when he saw a nun standing by the car. He frowned when he saw the strangely dressed black man with her, but helped tow Despre's car out of the mud. He refused money for helping them, pointing at his "Honk if you love Jesus" bumper sticker. Soon they were on their way back to Coxville.
Nancy stayed silent for a good hour of their drive East. She held her eyes closed and prayed for guidance and thought of her wanton actions over the last 24 hours. She felt remorse for breaking her vows, but not for what she had done. Trying to come to grips with her actions made her picture Linus and Despre in her mind which made her picture the two black men naked which made her picture their huge cocks sticking out from their hard bodies which made her picture their huge cocks doing things to her naked body which made her nipples hard and her pussy wet as her arousal grew. She opened her eyes and glanced over at Despre. She stared at his sexy black skin, the muscles rippling in his arms and the long swollen bulge running down one pant leg.
"It's yours whenever you want it," he said softly without glancing at her.
"Thank you," she answered not knowing what else to say though "take me with you" and "I want it now" came to her mind.
"I plan to stick around for awhile and could use a place to stay. I don't suppose I could stay with you?"
Nancy laughed. "At the convent?" She laughed again. "We have a house for visiting priests. If you were a priest you could stay there," she suggested not seriously.
"I am a priest," he reminded her. "I'd need a dark suit." He seemed to be actually considering it.
"I'm sure there's a spare collar at the house," she said, thinking they were playing a game, but realizing he wasn't when she saw the thoughtful look on his face. "You'd need a cross too," she quickly added.
Despre sighed. "Sorry, but that I will not do."
They drove silently for another hour as they neared the outskirts of Coxville. "The convent is outside the town on a hill. Stay straight for another few miles then turn left at the stoplight." She sat back and pondered what she would tell the mother superior. The right thing to do would be to confess her indiscretions. The church could punish her, send her off to be cloistered somewhere away from the temptation of the black cock.
"Mind if we take a detour?" he asked. "How do I get to the main street?"
"Turn right at the light instead of left. You can follow the sign for downtown Coxville. What are you looking for?"
"There's an old oak tree in front of city hall. It's a holy site to my religion. I'd like to see it."
Nancy found that interesting and a little alarming. Why would there be a pagan holy site in Christian Coxville. Then she remembered something disturbing. "I'm sorry Despre, but I believe the oak was struck by lightning several nights ago and destroyed." He looked stunned at her news, the color draining from his brown cheeks, and she added another, "I'm sorry."
"Thank you," he whispered, a tear running down his cheek. He wished he hadn't put off his pilgrimage to the site of Prospero Black's hanging for so long. He'd missed his chance. "Several nights ago?"
"Yes. No one saw it but the storm was around midnight Thursday night. Why?"
"It's nothing," he replied and made the turn at the light to head to main street Coxville. Midnight Thursday was when he'd first felt the wave of sexually charged energy all the way in New Orleans that had prompted him to make the detour to Coxville only to find the lovely stranded and desperate nun. Despre smiled thinking that the tree's destruction might not be such a bad thing. He remembered the waves of sexual energy that had hit him when he was having sex with Sister Nancy last night too. Something big was going on here in Coxville.
Despite his belief that the tree's destruction might be Damballah's will, he couldn't help crying when he saw the lightning blasted spot in front of city hall. The ground was still torn up and the root system was sticking up. The mighty truck was largely gone, cut up by chainsaws.
"Strange, but we normally don't get lightning storms this time of year," said Nancy. "And now two in a few nights."
"I'm rather glad for the one last night," replied Despre, winking at her. His reminder of their activities causing the fair skinned nun to blush.



Nancy watched him walk over to a landscaping pickup truck nearby. A couple of Latino gardeners were taking lunch sitting in the shade of some bushes. Nancy could understand a little Spanish and caught some of their animated discussion about the Cocks/Beaver game from last night. Meanwhile, Despre was going through some of the oak tree's branches that they had thrown in the back of the truck. He broke off a couple sticks. One was maybe half a foot long and the other a little shorter. She assumed he was just keeping a relic of his holy tree.
"Is there a thrift store nearby?" he asked.
"Yes, several. One within walking distance. It's a Catholic charity and we help raise donations for it."
"Excellent," said Despre with a smile. He seemed to have perked up. She watched as he removed one of his leather armbands from around his big bicep while they walked to the store. Strangely, he ripped it apart into several thongs. Nancy waited outside eager to get back to the convent. The longer she was gone, the harder it would be to explain her absence. Despre came out of the store close to a half hour later. "What do you think?" he asked.
"Very handsome and distinguished," she said approvingly. He was wearing a dark suit and shirt with no tie. She missed seeing his biceps though.
"Lets get you home." They returned to his car and headed back the way they had come. Nancy got more nervous the closer they got to the convent. She was shaking a little when they got to the produce stand at the bottom of the long driveway. "Where's this house for visiting priests?" he asked.
"Oh, over there," she told him. He turned down that lane and drove up to the house. "You can't stay here, Despre. I was joking."
"This will suit my purposes nicely," he replied, ignoring her. He tried the door, found it unlocked, and slipped inside.
"Despre! Despre! Come out," yelled Nancy standing at the front door. "You can't stay here," she hissed.
"SISTER NANCY!"
Nancy jumped startled. She turned and saw the mother superior making her way down the hill off the road. "Ah..uh, Mother Superior," she acknowledged, bowing to her superior as the woman approached.
"Just where have you been? We've been worried sick. We scoured the convent and when the van was reported missing, I called the sheriff and state police. Just what do you have to say for yourself?"
"I'm afraid that's my fault, Mother Superior," said Despre, coming from the house. "My car got stuck in the mud last night and I called the convent for assistance. Sister Nancy answered the phone and offered to come get me."
"I see," said the older nun staring at the black man. Nancy turned and glanced at Despre. Her eyes widened when she saw he'd found and attached a priest's collar to the dark suit. A primitive wooden cross hung from his neck. He'd fashioned it from the oak's branches and bound it with the leather straps he'd had around his arms. Apparently this was a cross he was willing to wear. "Then where is our van?" asked the Mother Superior turning to Nancy.
"I-I'm afraid it broke down near Des.. Father Despre's car," she answered. "He thinks it's the water pump."
"It's given us trouble before. I'll have someone from the garage tow it. We're just grateful you're in good health. You must have had quite the night, Sister?"
"Uh.. Yes, quite."
"Well it looks like Father... Despre is it?" She bowed her head towards the visiting priest. "It looks like Father Despre took very good care of you Sister."
"H-he d-did, Mother Superior." Nancy felt the blush returning to her cheeks.
"By god's grace we broke down near the motel on the county line," said Despre. "It was closed, but the owner left keys to the rooms outside for travelers. Praise the lord."
"Thank god as well as the good folk of Coxville," replied the Mother Superior. "Will you be staying with us, Father Despre?"
"If it's not an imposition. I'd like to do some historical research on the plantation and the convent."
The older nun raised an eyebrow. "Interesting coincidence, a local reporter, Mrs. Kindle is interested in our history too. She contacted me just yesterday."
"I'll be sure to look her up," said Despre.
"And I'm sure you can stay here as long as you'd like. Father Robinson oversees the convent and is due for a visit, but I'm sure he won't mind the company. If there's anything you require, let me know." Mother Superior turned back towards the convent. "Come along Sister Nancy."
"Wait, Reverend Mother," interjected Despre. "I might need some assistance with my research from time to time. I'd like Sister O'Malley if that's possible."
"Provided it doesn't interfere with her duties and her teaching, Father Despre," said the Mother Superior with a gracious nod. "You may use her as often as you'd like." She turned and headed towards the convent.
"Actually, Sister Nancy, I could use your help now dealing with a hard problem I'm having."
A disbelieving Nancy followed Despre inside the house and soon found herself riding his hard cock in the priest's bed. They'd stripped quickly. She'd pulled the habit off, but had had kept the wimple and veil covering her head. She rode Despre's cock to several orgasms as he toyed with her enormous breasts. Nancy might just have to put off retaking her vow of chastity until Despre moved on. Then she remembered Linus and his promise of introducing her to some of her other student's black cocks. Yes, I'll need to delay retaking my vows for awhile, she thought imagining the pleasure two black cocks could provide. I'm going to really pay for this later, she thought as she came, her Catholic guilt asserting itself. She crossed herself even as she slammed her pussy down hard onto Despre's hard cock. And I'm going to pay for that one, she thought cumming and crossing herself again. And that one...
**********
Officer Anderson didn't know how she wound up on her knees sucking the biggest blackest cock she'd ever seen. She'd pulled the African American male over for speeding through Coxburg. She pulled him out of the car when she smelled marijuana. Officer Anderson patted the man down and felt she'd detected a weapon hidden in his pants. She'd yanked his sweats down and got the shock of her young life as his hard massive cock smacked her in the face. She stared at it in awe, the black weapon dwarfed her husband's poor little penis and she didn't resist as the black man guided it past her lips. Soon the black man had her glasses off, her hair down, and her big breasts out as she willingly blew his massive black cock until he blew his load down her throat. Soon she was hooked and nightly began pulling cars over for the crime of "driving while black". After a few weeks, sucking black cock wasn't enough. She needed them in her pussy and ass.
Felicia's heels clicked as she strolled down a dark alley in Coxburg, angry that her boyfriend Frank had stood her up. The buxom blonde in the short pink dress ignored the calls of various blacks in the neighborhood as she walked past the graffiti covered walls. Soon, she was grabbed and accosted by a big shirtless black man in green pants. Felicia was so scared she showed him her ass, hoping that would be enough. Jamarcus kneeled and began licking her pussy before grabbing the stunning blonde and flipping her over, putting his tongue in her pussy, then ass as he held her upside down. Felicia found herself loving it, cumming, and grabbing his pants for balance, but pushing them down until his gigantic 14" cock sprang up, entering her mouth. Soon Jamarcus was joined by the two other members of his gang known as the Big 3. Clyde revealed an 18" cock that looked like it belonged on a horse. She sucked them all before they took her. When Jamarcus slowly pushed his cock into her formerly racist pussy, Felicia knew what her purpose in life was from then on. A week later, Felicia was wearing white shorts that almost exposed her ass cheeks and a white top that barely covered her breasts. Between her breasts was a queen of spades symbol. She walked the streets looking for Johns so she could make some money for her three pimps.
Susanna Clark found herself tipping her black garbage man with a blowjob. The married mother of two didn't know what else to do when the older black man came looking for a delinquent payment. Still gagging from the amount of sperm his huge cock had pumped down her throat, she didn't resist him when he opened her robe and began guiding his still hard cock towards her married white pussy.
Georgina Flynn had dozed off while sunbathing topless. She awoke to see her black meter reader standing over her jerking off a foot long cock while staring at her tits. When she didn't say anything, he straddled her cot and pushed his huge cock between her EE breasts. She bent down to suck his cock head while he began titty fucking her.
Sylvia Howard couldn't take her eyes off the bulge in the plumber's jeans. He was under her kitchen sink, banging away at it with his lower half sticking out. There was no way penises got that big, her husband barely made five inches on a good day. With trembling hands, she reached out for his zipper. The plumber jumped when he felt her touch, but relaxed and let her take him out. She wasn't disappointed and leaned down to take his cock in her mouth, trying to unclog his thick black pipe. Soon afterwards he was banging away at her and not at her pipes.
Dick Harper watched in horror as his wife was taken by a massively hung black man. Worse, the slut seemed to be loving every inch of that thick slab of uncut dark meet pounding away at her whore pussy. She was lying across the pool table in the back of a bar getting a fucking so hard from the black guy that Dick could never have given her. How had he let the black dude goad him into betting over a pool game? It was so out of character for him to accept a bet and even more so when the black had asked Dick to bet his wife. It was so out of character for his wife to accept such a bet too. Yet here they were?
Stories such as these happened all over Coxville that weekend, nor did they stop after that. Kitty Summers would introduce her cheerleader friends to black cock at a pool party a few weeks later. Jenny Summer's sister would be introduced to black cock at her barbecue as was Bobbie Sue's sister, as was Nurse Swallows, as were many many others.
From here on out, Coxville County would be a very different place.
**********
So was there a Coxville Curse?
The question was debated for years afterwards. Bobbie Sue never believed in it and a year after first reading about it she found herself divorced and the single mother of a black baby boy. She assumed the boy was Melvin's as the timing was right, but Melvin had quickly lost exclusive control over her pussy. Bobbie Sue found herself meeting Melvin biweekly for sex, mostly they fucked at the library after closing, but sometimes they did it in her car in various makeout spots around the county. On one such time, they were spotted by Anthony, one of the black football players who forced Bobbie Sue to put out for him. He even made her suck him off in her classroom which was captured by Principal Long's hidden cameras. Bobbie Sue quickly joined Long's growing harem and once Long's cock got in a woman, they lost all inhibitions. Bobbie Sue had no regrets, especially since her small local book, "The Coxville Curse" came out. It became very popular in the county and to a certain extent the state and it even garnered some national attention.
The number of believers in the curse was actually pretty small. Most were white husbands, boyfriends, or fathers who had lost their loved ones to the hung black men of Coxville County. They were incapable of believing their loved ones would leave them for black men so they blamed a curse. Many a woman used the curse as an excuse to explain their behavior. At the Mayoral debate in 2010, one cuckolded husband asked the candidates what they intended to do about the Coxville curse. He was laughed at, but there was also a small spattering of applause and nodding heads from recently divorced white males.
Critics were more numerous. It was pointed out that there were no witnesses to any of the lightning strikes. It was just a coincidence that there were storms on the same day every fifty years and that a heavy fog developed afterwards. Storms and fog were not uncommon that time of year. Skeptics suggested that other then the bolt that destroyed the old oak tree, lightning didn't actually strike it every fifty years, but that branches were knocked over by the wind gusts. Another account of the hanging by a witness claimed the branch broke from Prospero's weight and not from lightning.
A biology teacher traced the large increase in the penis size of African American residents of Coxville County to circa 1909, fifty years after the hanging. It was discovered that when they were in their late forties, the Long twins and the Black twins, sons of the Cox sisters, left the seminary to serve the black community of Coxville County. They were apparently unable to resist the advances of the black women of their community and fathered many children on different women. The biologist cited another study about African American penis size in the United States and was surprised to find that 10% of above average males could be traced to former slaves of Coxville County. The remaining 90% seemed to originate out of the New Orleans area around 1849-1859. It seems Prospero Black had spread his seed far and wide.
Others pointed out that actually only several dozen women out of thousands went black that first year and that more women were led to cheat or experiment with black men after Mrs. Kindle's book came out citing the erotically written sex scenes with Betty, Samantha, and the slaves as putting ideas into their heads. Scenes which had been greatly exaggerated by Mrs. Kindle. A year after her first book, Bobbie Sue released "The Coxville Curse II" featuring true stories by the women of Coxville and their first black experience. The first book was sold in the local interest section. The second book was sold in the erotica section of bookstores. Many women allowed Bobbie Sue to use their real names among them Jenny and Kitty Summers, Ivana Swallows the school nurse, and even Bobbie Sue told her own story. There were so many stories, that Bobbie Sue released books yearly after that.
Sociologists explained it away as interracial relationships having reached a tipping point where more and more women kept getting into interracial relationships because of a domino effect. When the most popular girl in high school does something the other girls soon follow. Kitty Summers soon had her fellow cheerleaders following her lead thanks to the "Pool Party" incident described in "The Coxville Curse II" and soon other girls were following their lead. A darker reason was given when Principal Long passed away and blackmail videos were discovered featuring nearly every female teacher in the school and dozens of female students. No complaints against him had ever been filed and the blackmailed women all were seen at his funeral deep in mourning.
Things seemed to go better for African American residents of Coxville after the lightening strike. Samson replaced Todd as quarterback and the team went on to many victories. Samson also got a football scholarship to college and went on to the pro teams. Melvin went to college and became an astrophysicist. Despite being geeky and awkward, word of his genital size got out among the mostly white students and Melvin became quite popular with the female students and the favorite boy toy of a certain sorority. Samson's teammate LD, left Coxville for Los Angeles to meet his dad and they ended up making interracial porn together, bringing in some more Coxville black talent and started their own production company. Their second movie was called The Coxville Curse, but had little to do with Bobbie Sue's book or real events. As The Coxville Curse book series was published, a strange phenomena began occurring in Coxburg. Women started visiting there to pick up black men for sex. The Big Three gang found that prostituting themselves was more profitable then prostituting white women. College girls driving down I-69 for the gulf coast and Florida beaches stopped over hoping to meet black men. Some took the black studs they met on vacation with them. Others opted to vacation in Coxburg, skipping the beaches and renting cabins on lake Cox for them and their black studs. Grades and attendance among blacks at Coxville High went up, as Principal Long had Kitty and her friends parade around in skimpy BBC Princess outfits, servicing whichever black student needed motivating. Jenny, Bobbie Sue, and other teachers helped motivate the black students as well.
True or false, real or imaginary, curse or blessing, whether or not there was a Coxville Curse didn't really matter. What did matter was that as time went by, the words of Prospero Black came true. The white men of Coxville County left their wives wanting and the buxom and fertile daughters of Eve, turned to the superior black snakes of Damballah, their bellies ripening with the fertile seed of the descendants of the Cox Plantation's slaves, creating new life.
Oh Damballah, creator of life...
THE END
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Her knuckles whitened as she clutched the crucifix in her hands. She prayed for forgiveness. She prayed for guidance. "Lord forgive this sinner," she muttered. She released the crucifix, letting it fall back to her habit, but keeping her hands together. "Forgive this sinner. Forgive this sinner," she muttered rocking as she prayed on her knees.
Sister Nancy O'Malley had sinned before god. She was a fornicating whore. Her body had betrayed her. Even as she prayed, her sinful body was sending pangs of arousal through her soul as her mind kept wandering to Linus Jefferson and the huge black phallus that had given her so much pleasure earlier that day. The arousal turned to a trickle, slowly sliding down her inner thigh. Or was it just more of the black man's voluminous load of semen still leaking from her womb? Her mind filled with the image of his huge black male phallus... COCK! His big black cock!... It came in her mouth. It came in her womanhood... PUSSY! Her horny white pussy! The trickle of arousal turned to a stream. Her plain white panty was soaked now. He would return and her body would not resist him. Her body wanted him again. SHE wanted him again. She knew she had committed a horrible sin earlier that day, but her mind couldn't stop thinking about him. Linus Jefferson had taken possession of her body, her mind, and also, she feared, her soul. Her black student had mentioned introducing her to his friends and that thought excited her body even more. The stream of arousal turned to a flood. "Please lord," she begged, her knuckles turning even whiter as she clenched her hands together. The verses came into her head even as she prayed.
"Watch and pray that you may not enter into temptation. The spirit is willing, but the flesh is weak." Nancy repeated Matthew 26:41 several times before adding, "And lead us not into temptation, but deliver us from evil." Matthew 6:13.
The peace and well being of god flooded her body as the answer came to her. She must remove herself from the temptation. She must leave the convent before Linus Jefferson returned and she sinned again. The young Coxville native had broken her vows to the holy church and the Sisters of Mercy. Nancy recited her vow of chastity once again, promising to be faithful to god and to the church. She prayed she wasn't pregnant already for Linus Jefferson had ejaculated what had felt like a liter of his evil seed into her womb. She needed to be punished for her sins. She needed to confess, but not here. Nancy would leave the convent and confess her sins far away from Coxville County.
Satisfied, Nancy opened her eyes and found herself staring up at Jesus. The statue of Jesus was carved from a single piece of oak, nearly life sized, and old. Real nails had been driven through the palms to hold him to the cross. The paint was flaking off, his white skin seemed to be chipping away making him appear darker. The statue was strange for a depiction of Jesus. The body was more muscular than most depictions of Christ. His nose was flat making him look vaguely Negroid as he cast his eyes heavenwards.
"Magnificent, isn't he?"
The voice startled Nancy and she nearly jumped out of her cassock. Nancy recognized the mother superior's voice and didn't turn around even as she continued to stare up at the old statue. "Yes, mother superior," she answered. "Though I've always felt it an unusual depiction for such an old statue."
"Yes, quite," said the older woman calmly. "Nearly 150 years old. It was carved from a branch that fell off the giant oak in front of city hall after a lightning strike by one of our sisters."
Nancy rose off her knees and turned to face the mother superior. "Didn't I read in the Coxville Times that the oak was destroyed by lightning last night?"
"Yes, quite the coincidence," smiled the older nun. "It's nice to see you feeling better Sister Nancy, but you should be resting. We want you feeling better by Monday for your English class."
"Yes, of course," said Nancy, following the mother superior out of the chapel. Nancy turned to look back at the statue of Jesus one last time. "Which sister carved the statue?" she asked out of curiosity.
The Mother Superior stopped in her tracks and turned to face the 24 year old Coxville native. "Sister Samantha Small," she answered. "A daughter of the Cox family. Both she and her sister Elizabeth were given to our care by their father. They had apparently committed some grievous sin." The two women started walking again, as the older nun continued. "Sister Elizabeth repented, but Sister Samantha was more... difficult. She atoned for her sins by spending years carving out that fine statue of our lord."
"How interesting," said Nancy, now wishing she had spent some time learning more about the history of the convent. "Still the appearance is unusual."
"Yes quite, but Sister Samantha claimed that her hand was guided by the lord as she carved. Who is to say that her vision of the savior is incorrect?"
"Thank you Reverend Mother," said Nancy stopping near the hallway to her quarters. "but I do need to rest and I don't think my stomach could handle supper."
"Good night, Sister Nancy. I'll tell the other Sisters you're still ill. I'll see you at morning prayers."
"Good night, Reverend Mother." Nancy turned and headed to her quarters. She listened to the footfalls of the Mother Superior walk away. She was a good woman and Nancy felt even more ashamed for breaking her vows to the holy church. She crossed herself as soon as she entered her room. This time Nancy looked up at the more traditional crucifix on her wall and recited her vow of chastity once again before it. She felt the courage of her convictions grow as she did so. The young nun smiled and straightened her back. She would keep her vows this time, provided she removed herself from the temptations of the flesh that were represented by the devilish black cock that rose rampant from between the legs of Linus Jefferson.
Nancy O'Malley had little possessions which meant she had little to pack. By little possessions, she meant nothing but her habit, her cross, and a small personal allowance of cash that totaled less the fifty dollars. By little to pack, she meant nothing, but shoving her money into her habit. Nancy turned and opened her door slightly, peeking out to make sure the hall was empty. At this time in the evening, the other Sisters would be in the refectory dining. She could hear an echo of the Reverend Mother saying grace before the evening's meal. Nancy frowned surprised she wasn't hungry, but then her belly was full of a black man's sperm and it had been a very satisfying meal. She scrunched her eyes closed, brow furrowed as she fought off another wave of desire for the black man. Nancy crossed herself again and proceeded on, more sure now then ever that she was on the correct path to forgiveness and redemption. She had to get out of the county before it was too late.
The keys were hanging in the foyer by the front door. She snatched them and quietly opened the front door. Stealing the convent's van was less a sin the breaking her vows and fornicating. Besides, she was only borrowing the van. She would leave it with the Archdiocese of New Orleans and seek shelter with one of the convents there. They could return the van to the Sisters of Mercy. In New Orleans, she would confess, repent, and ask for absolution. The punishment would be harsh, but she deserved it.
Nancy felt guilty again when she saw several bushels of apples and pumpkins waiting to be loaded on the van tomorrow and driven down to the Sister's produce stand. There were so many repercussions for her sins. Hopefully, they would have the van back within a few days. Nancy turned to look down upon the town of Coxville. Darkness had fallen and the town was lit up. Shining above all the other lights were the bright stadium lights at the high school. "Go COCKS!" she muttered, looking down the hill. And with those last words, Sister Nancy climbed into the driver's seat and drove down the long driveway down the hill.
Nancy avoided entering main street to avoid the crowds heading towards the football game against Bartown. She should have avoided Coxville altogether, but there was one stop she had to make. The stop was in a small development of upper middle class homes on the Eastside of Coxville the opposite side of town from where the blacks lived. Blacks that the Sisters devoted a good chunk of their lives towards educating. There was even a class specifically devoted towards helping pregnant teen black women get their high school diplomas. Unfortunately, many of the teen moms were pregnant again before they got their GEDs. Nancy was horrified when the thought occurred to her that the reason the rate of teen pregnancy was so high among the black population was that the women couldn't resist the giant black cocks of their males. A fate Nancy would no doubt share if she remained in Coxville, if she weren't pregnant already.
Nancy pulled the van in on the street and shut it off. The curtains on the house across the street were open and Nancy felt tears roll down her cheeks when she saw her mother in the kitchen. Her dad soon appeared, leaning over to sniff whatever her mom was cooking before he kissed his wife on the cheek and strolling over to his recliner before starting to read the paper. Saoirse Flynn Doyle had married Patrick O'Malley when both were in their early twenties. Saoirse was about to turn fifty in a few weeks, but she was Coxville born and bred which meant she had the looks and body of a thirty year old. If Nancy remembered her fourth grade local history, the Irish had come here about a hundred years ago with the Dutch wave arriving earlier. Other waves of immigrants were on the heels of the Irish, all Northern European, German, Danish, Swedish, and even more Dutch. Her mom had an Irish father and a Dutch mother, but favored the Irish with probably the loveliest red hair and brightest green eyes in the County. Nancy favored her Dutch grandmother with blonde hair and blue eyes, but had the fair skin of her mother. Her dad was rather average looking with wavy brown hair rapidly graying. He was good man, stern, but hard working and he loved his family.
Saoirse cocked her head and yelled out. Soon Nancy's siblings appeared. The O'Malleys were very Catholic and didn't believe in birth control. They'd lectured Nancy about the sin of premarital sex though Nancy had done the calculations. She was born seven months after her parents were married. Maeve was the first to appear. She was twenty, and looked like her mother. She was living at home while attending college in Coxburg. The eighteen year old twins, Siobhan and Sinead were next. The were wearing COCKS shirts no doubt bound for the big game tonight. They were identical though Siobhan's hair was reddish-blonde with green eyes and Sinead was blondish-red with blue eyes. Sixteen year old Erin was next, long naturally curly dirty blonde hair a mix of her parents. She wore a COCKS shirt too. The poor girl was endowed with EE breasts already and the O'Malley women's breasts usually kept growing until they were twenty and usually added another cup size with pregnancy. Flynn was the last. The fourteen year old boy bore a strong resemblance to his father. Nancy strongly suspected her "every sperm is sacred" father had gotten a vasectomy as soon as he got a son. Two older sisters were absent. Twenty-two year old Ciara had met and married an Irish man on a trip to the Emerald Isle three years ago and moved in with him. She was pregnant with her second child. Last was Sofie, named after her Dutch grandmother. She was a bit of a black sheep and not just because she had raven dark hair and bright blue eyes. She'd moved to Los Angeles and was making a living as a model actress. Patrick didn't approve of her work though. Her Coxville breasts got her cast as bimbos in bad B movies or as background scenery in television shows set in popular beach areas. Sofie had once confessed that she got weekly offers to pose nude and occasional offers to make adult movies. Sofie seemed to think the offers were amusing, but she had a no nudity policy.
Tears flowed freely down Nancy's cheeks now. If god and the church forgave her, she might see them again, but who knows how long that might be?
Nancy was still sobbing when some cars pulled up on the street. The twins' senior boyfriends were in the front seat of a convertible. They honked the horn twice and Nancy saw Siobhan and Sinead start wolfing down their food. A car with novice driver pulled up behind them. Erin's boyfriend no doubt. Nancy had never met him, but knew he would have been heavily vetted by her father. Nancy started the van's ignition and pulled away before her sisters came out and spotted it. For some reason, she aimed the van West towards the lake instead of East towards the interstate, the more direct route out of the county.
Nancy tuned the radio station to the local channel. They would be covering the big Coxville v. Bartown game. There was a pre-game show going on now. The one host was discussing whether or not the new Coach Black could pull off a win even though Bartown was favored two to one odds. Nancy had tried out for cheerleader back in high school and had handily been accepted. That was the same year, Principal Long had approved the new uniforms despite Coach Summers' protests. Nancy had been quite scandalized when she tried on the skimpy new uniforms with their bare bellies and short tops. Many of the other cheerleaders could not have cared less and had no problems showing off some skin. Unfortunately, her dreams of cheerleading came to a crashing end when her football hating father showed up to the game to watch his daughter cheer and saw her in the new uniform. She was forced to quit the squad after one game. Her boyfriend Adrian hadn't approved either and he grew extremely jealous of all the attention she started getting suddenly from her male classmates including the school quarterback, the most popular boy in high school, but he partied and cursed and Nancy was totally in love with Adrian. A few months later after turning eighteen, she relented to Adrian's pleadings to go all the way with her. A week after losing their virginity a bus full of evangelicals struck and killed Adrian while he was crossing the road. "Fornication is the Devil's work" written broadly on the side. Adrian was killed for her sins.
"Forgive me my sins, heavenly father," she muttered while driving down the quieter roads West. She thought of Linus again her mind filled with the image of the handsome black youth dying horribly for her fornication too. "And forgive Linus Jefferson his sins." She'd go crazy if she had another death on her conscience. Why god, why had he pulled his big cock out? Because you asked him too, her subconscious reminded her. You wanted to see it, you whore.
Warning beeps sounded from the radio's speakers causing Nancy to jump. "Warning! There is a flash flood advisory for Western Coxville County."
Nancy leaned forwards in the driver's seat and looked up at the sky. Not a cloud in the sky. The stars were particularly bright. The radio had resumed with their coverage of the big game. The first quarter had gotten underway and a COCKS player named Samson West had scored a touchdown. "Go Cocks," she muttered.
Nancy was heading Southwest now to skirt the lake. It was dark this side of Coxville. The only lights were from the occasional farmhouse or small cluster of trailers. Here and there were some nicer houses along the road. These disappeared as the farmland turned to forest. Then she saw the first streaks of lightning in the sky ahead of her. Some drops of rain hit her windshield. She leaned forwards again. It was strange, but the sky still seemed mostly clear. A few clouds had appeared. The game was still going on East of her with no reports of bad weather.
Nancy passed the Island Vistas of Lake Cox motel. It was a ramshackle dive catering mostly to fishermen during the summer months though most sportsmen favored a nearby campground with a boat launch. Next to the motel was a small campground general store that also sold bait and tackle. It shut down after labor day and was dark inside. The radio paused the game to blare the flash flood warning again. It was hardly raining at all. Nancy half thought she should stop at the motel, but it appeared shut down too and something told her, she wouldn't be free until she cleared Coxville County and she still had an hour more driving until she reached the county line. The road was wet now and as it passed along a brook that emptied into Lake Cox, she noticed the water was running faster and higher. The drops hitting her windshield turned to a steady patter.
"Breaking News. A slow moving thunder storm has dropped nearly three inches of rain on the borders of... {Static} county and Coxville County. There is a flash flood advisory. Travelers are urged to seek shelter and stay off the roads. This has been a special breaking weather report. We now return you to your regularly scheduled program." "...amson West scores again! That boy is on fire tonight! Which is more than I can say for quarterback Todd White."
"Damn!" she muttered, crossing herself for her blaspheme. It was raining harder now. She was only miles from the county line. Large puddles were forming. As she got closer it was getting darker and raining harder. Then she saw the flashing lights ahead. The signs were blocking the road out of Coxville County with "road closed" written across them and a detour sign that would make her turn around. She pulled off the side of the road and shut the van down, but kept the radio on to hear the game. She took her cross in her hands and said a brief prayer for guidance, but the only thing that came to her was, "Blessed is the man, who remains steadfast under trial." She must remain steadfast! She would go forth and persevere. Hopefully, the flooded roads would not be too bad. Nancy turned the key in the ignition and the electrical systems went haywire, gages moving up and down. The radio announcer's voice grew fainter and fainter until the radio died. The convent's van lost all power.
Nancy sat there in shock for several minutes. It was almost like some force was trying to prevent her from leaving the county. She gripped her crucifix tightly in her hands and mumbled the lord's prayer. When she finished, she tried the ignition again, but the van wouldn't start or turnover though some of the lights flickered so the battery had some power. Nancy opened the door and stepped out into the rain. It was a downpour now and she quickly became soaked. The lord was testing her just as he tested JOB. Even as she started walking forwards to slip between the road closed sign, the wind rose up blowing hard against her wet habit. She had to clutch her cowl tightly to her head for fear it would blow off. It was looking more and more like she would have to sleep in the van. She bowed her head and prayed to the lord for help.
The headlights appeared just as she finished her prayer. They were coming slowly from the closed flooded road across the county line. The wind and rain, the occasional flash of lightning and thunder combined with the slowly approaching car felt like something out of a horror story to the young nun and she crossed herself again.



She crossed the road quickly to get out of the car's way. Her black habit wasn't exactly a safe nighttime outfit for drivers to spot easily. The car slowed as it approached her and the window came down. "Well hello, Sister," said a voice from inside the car. He had a Louisiana accent. Lightning flashed to reveal a fairly handsome black man behind the wheel. His shirt was open at the chest showing off his hard pectorals. The man was also dressed a little strangely with armbands and a necklace that had a tribal appearance about them. "Need a ride?" he continued.
Nancy was taken aback at the sight of a black man. Patrick O'Malley had driven the lesson home to her as a young teen that she was never to take a ride from strangers especially black men for they all were desperate to seduce innocent young white women. Racist yes, but his views seemed to be shared by all the other adults she knew. The white citizens of Coxville seemed desperate to keep whites and blacks as separated as possible. Yet this might be the only car that came along down this road all night. "Yes, please," she asked.
"The electrical systems in the van went crazy on me."
"Could be several things, but most likely the water pump. You'll need a mechanic for that."
"Damn!" she muttered. He looked at her in surprise. "Forgive me," she apologized. He smiled and seemed amused. "I'm Sister Nancy."
"Despre."
He held his hand out for her and she shook it. Nancy let her eyes roam up his bare arm. The black man was very fit and she found his muscles impressive. The tribal jewelry made him look dangerous like a sexy jungle beast. Her dad may have warned her about accepting rides from black men, but he had also warned her that you shouldn't pick up hitchhikers. Big guy like this probably has a big cock, she thought, her eyes flickering down. Sure enough the fat outline of a large male phallus ran down one pant leg. Maybe Mr. Despre was the one in danger here? Jesus! What had Linus Jefferson turned her into?
"How did you get through?" she asked
"Had to go slow, but I just made it without the engine flooding. Waters are rising though."
"I was trying to get to a convent in New Orleans."
"I live in Miami, but was asked to deliver a special case of wine to New Orleans. I thought I'd take a detour on the way home when Papa Shango threw up this weird storm."
"New Orleans to Miami via Coxville County? That's quite the detour Mr. Despre." Nancy wondered who Papa Shango was.
"It's hard to explain, Sister. I felt a disturbance emanating from here last night. A strange wave of energy like nothing I've ever felt before."
"Really?" She raised one eyebrow and gave him a skeptical look. "You a Jedi or something?"
Despre chuckled. "No Sister, I'm an Obeah man."
"Obeah man?"
"Yes, a priest of Damballah."
Nancy felt an electric shock followed by a shiver of excitement course through her body at that name. She was naked, but for her cowl kneeling before a huge muscular bearded black man, his mighty cock rising up towards her lips. She vaguely remembered dreaming about such a man last night and she'd awoken aroused. It had almost prepped her for her encounter with Linus that afternoon. "Damballah," she said, the word sounding good coming from her mouth.
"Yes, what you'd know better as voodoo."
"You're a VOODOO priest!"
Despre smiled again. "Relax Sister, you've nothing to worry about. We're not all voodoo dolls and black magic. Ours is a peaceful religion that wishes to live in peace and harmony with one another and nature."
Nancy relaxed a little. "I wouldn't know anything about that. At the convent we only learn about the bible's teachings which is good enough for me."
Despre smiled again. He seemed nice, but certainly had a cocky attitude. "Hopefully Sister, before we part ways, I'll have left a very deep impression in you of what exactly a priest of Damballah can do. Voodoo and it's magic has certain perks that your religion does not."
Nancy squeezed her thighs tightly together, but could still feel trickles or arousal running from her womanhood. Her nipples were hard little pebbles too. This had started the first time Despre had said the name of his god and worsened each time she heard the name. "What perks exactly does a Priest of Damballah have?" She sucked her lower lip into her mouth to keep from moaning. She had the distinct feeling that simply chanting the name Damballah over and over again had the power to make her cum.
"Perks of a very sexual nature, Sister," answered Despre.
"Mr. Despre!"
He laughed. "It's true Sister. Where your religion represses sexuality, mine revels in it drawing strength from the mating of man and woman. There is great power in sexual orgasms with both sexes. If you'd like I can show you?"
Nancy was aghast. "Mr. Despre! I am a nun of the Sisters of Mercy convent. I have taken a solemn vow of celibacy!" Nancy paused feeling hypocritical. She'd broken her previous vow and had only reiterated it about six hours ago. However, she fully intended to keep this one.
Despre nodded his head in understanding. "I understand Sister, but if you change your mind and wish to be a woman for just one night, let me know."
Nancy had never been so appalled in her life. She had never encountered such gumption in a man since... since... since Linus Jefferson this morning. "Now see here, Mr..." She was interrupted by the radio.
"I've just received an important update from the National Weather Service for Western Coxville County. The storm continues to be practically stationary and is steadily dumping rain by the bucket. All roads leaving Coxville from the West are reportedly flooded. Lake Cox and all it's tributaries are swelling well above normal levels. State police have urged everyone to stay off all roads West of Lake Cox. Travelers are advised to seek immediate shelter. That's the latest from the National Weather Service and if you're here with me, I know it seems crazy folks. It's a beautiful night here in Coxville though if I were playing for Bartown, I might be praying this game would get rained out. That West boy is dynamite. I've never seen a player so motivated..."
Despre and Nancy looked at each other in alarm. The rain was pounding on the windshield so hard now, the wipers could barely keep up. The black man looked straight ahead trying to see through the blinding rain. The car slowed as it hit a big puddle and Despre pulled to the side to avoid going deeper. The car hydroplaned and ran onto the side of the road. He hit the brakes to stop forward momentum and put the car in park. "Umm, maybe we should just wait here until the rain slows."
There was a flash of lightning illuminating their surroundings and Nancy recognized where they were. "Mr. Despre, there's a motel up ahead just about a half mile. If we can make it there.."
"Right Sister. Lets go."
Nancy sighed with relief. She didn't want to be trapped in a car alone with Despre. The man had a very masculine aura about him and she didn't trust herself if he made another advance towards her person. Her hopes sank when the car's tire just spun out in the mud. The car didn't move at all.
"Damn! We're not going anywhere. The tires are just digging deeper into the mud whenever I give it gas. Look, I think I can see the motel up on the hill. It should be safe from the waters. We can make a run for it or stay here."
Nancy closed her eyes and prayed for guidance. "Lets go," she said. Despre grabbed a hand bag and the two ran out of the car into the pouring rain. Nancy almost lost a shoe in the mud and both were soaked by the time they reached the motel. As they drew closer, Nancy began to have a bad feeling about their shelter. There were no lights on anywhere and as they splashed though the parking lot, the motel sign became clear. It read; CLOSED FOR THE SEASON. "Oh dear god," cried Nancy, her wet habit clinging to her voluptuous body.
"Wait under the awning, I'll check the office, but it looks like we're shit out of luck." Despre jogged over to the office door while Nancy put her hands together and prayed. She did not want to be trapped in a car with the attractive black man. She looked up just as he jogged back. He was grinning. "We're in luck. You're not going to believe it, but there was a set of keys hanging outside for travelers in need of shelter. There was a slot to slip fifty dollars through or whatever you can afford."
Nancy smiled. Thank god. He'd answered her prayers. "That's Coxville County hospitality for you, Mr. Despre. Where's my key?"
"It's just Despre and there was only one key."
Nancy's heart sank. She would have been safer in the car. "Oh," she whispered softly.
"Lets go check out our room, Sister."
"Despre," she called running after him. "I trust you'll respect my privacy and my position as a servant of the church." She crossed herself. As long as he kept to his bed and she kept to hers, they would be alright.
Despre fumbled with the old fashioned key as Western Coxville County hadn't heard of key cards yet. "Sister Nancy, I will respect your wishes whether you choose to follow your beliefs or the needs of your body. Whether or not you experience the perks of a servant of Damballah, is up to you."
Nancy's nipples popped out again and a fresh wave of arousal wet her thighs at that word again. "Thank you Mr. Despre, but I choose to remain faithful to my vows..."
"Suit yourself, Sister," said Despre stepping into the room. He turned when he realized she wasn't following him.
Nancy was frozen outside the door still getting soaked by the rain. She was staring in dismay at the single bed occupying the room. It wasn't even a king-sized bed, but a smaller Queen. "Oh no," she moaned, crossing herself again.
Despre reached out and took her hand. "Fear not Sister, I'll sleep on the floor." He gently tugged the wet nun into the room and closed the door. "We do need to get out of these wet clothes before we catch pneumonia. Do you want to shower first?"
With you? Nancy's breasts pressed hard against the glass shower door as Despre rammed his big black cock home again and again in her slutty pussy. She grabbed the top of the door holding tightly, big Coxville titties mashed against the glass, moaning as his cock brought her to orgasm after orgasm. Nancy shook her head. "No, you go first," she told him.
Nancy watched him enter the bathroom. He left the door open a crack and she wished it was open wider when he pulled the soaked shirt off over his head. She could just make out the rippling muscles on his back. She turned away. "Ass," she hissed though clenched teeth. She was sure he had left it open on purpose. Teasing her with his manliness.
Nancy went over to the alarm and turned the radio on. It was already tuned to the local station. "The Coxville Cocks have come away with an upset victory over the Bartown Beaver team. Thanks in part to the outstanding performance by our MVP of the game, Samson West!" Nancy sat up and clapped her hands in delight. "GO COCKS!" she cried, wishing she were in the stands cheering on her alma mater with her blood sisters.
"What's this about cock?"
Nancy was still excited for her team. "The Coxville Cocks. Our local high school football team just showed the Bartown Beavers who's boss." She turned grinning, her smile dropping when she saw the half naked black man. Despre had a hotel towel tied around his waist. Otherwise, he was naked but for a strange silver necklace and armbands around his biceps. His chest was fit and muscular, perhaps the sexiest she'd ever seen on a man. Worse, there was a fat banana shaped bulge outlined beneath the towel. The end of the big bulge ran nearly to the end of the towel almost to his knees. Nancy threw herself to her knees, yanking down the towel. "But this is the only cock I like, big and black" she said taking the huge cock head between her lips.
"Sister... Sister... Are you alright?"
Nancy shook her head to clear it and stood off the bed. The ass was grinning at her. He'd caught her staring at his bulge. "I'm fine. Just fine. I think I'll take that hot shower now." Or maybe a cold one, she thought. She snuck past him to the bathroom while he sat on the bed and turned off the radio.
Nancy sighed as she stripped off her habit. The dark fabric was so soaked it felt like it weighed a lot more then normal. She bent over the tub and turned the water on waiting for it to warm up. Naked, she turned and looked at the door. She stepped through it. Despre was naked on the bed shamelessly masturbating his foot long black cock. "I knew you wanted this bad, Sister," he said, grinning as she straddled him and guided the huge cock head to it's new home in her soaked pussy.
Nancy turned away from the door. She looked down at her sinful body. Not only were her nipples hard little points, but her entire areola had swollen with her immoral lust. There was a little puddle on the floor between her legs where her arousal was dripping from her vag... no, her wicked needy pussy, as wet as her rain soaked habit. What had Linus Jefferson done to her? Why was her impious mortal form reacting with such lust just being in the presence of the handsome black priest of Dambal... Nancy almost cried out her need as the drips from her pussy turned to a steady trickle.
Her only adornment was her gold cross. She grabbed it, praying for guidance. Not for the first time did she began to have doubts about joining the church. It wasn't just her newly awakened sexuality either. She didn't want to wear her habit. She wanted to be dressed like a normal young woman, drinking a beer, and cheering on the COCKS besides her twin sisters and poor top heavy Erin. She stepped into the shower, moaning almost sexually when the hot water struck her back. She grabbed the bar of soap. It was already wet from where Despre had used it earlier on his hard black body. She rubbed it hard over her belly letting it build up a lather then she brought the soap and her lathered hands up to her heavy DD bosom. This soap, this lather, had touched his sexy black chest just minutes earlier. She pinched her nipples, moaning in surprise at how sensitive they were while Despre flicked his tongue over first the left then the right. He stood pressing his soapy wet body tightly against hers. He stared her in the face and she felt her love growing for him even as he grinned, his slippery body sliding down her voluptuous figure, kissing her nipples again, tongue slipping in her navel. She thrust her hips forwards, opening her legs as Despre's tongue slid along her pussy slit. "Damballah," she whispered, then "AAAHHHH!" as she came.
Nancy pulled her finger from her pussy in alarm even as the last little squirt of fluid shot from it. She'd orgasmed! Masturbation was but another sin to add to her growing list. At least maybe her orgasm would help calm her down, but instead she felt more lustful then ever. She needed something bigger then her little white finger to satisfy her needs. Nancy grabbed a towel. It wasn't very big and it was the only one left. "Yes," she answered, hearing Despre call her name.
"I hope you don't mind, but I turned off the radio?"
"Certainly, Mr... Despre." She wrapped the towel around her and exited the door.
"This West kid sounds like he's dynamite. The press is raving about this upset."
"His brother, Herc, was a couple years behind me and as good. The COCKS have had some great players, but not been a great team for some time now. Hopefully, the new Coach Black is turning things around."
Despre turned the alarm radio off and looked up at her, eyes widening in surprise when he glanced at her. His head even nodded slightly in approval of her form. "Here I was feeling depressed about getting stranded, but then I realized that I'm being kept company by your ravishing beauty."
Nancy blushed as she tucked the towel tight behind her back. It was large enough to cover her breasts, but it barely covered her vagina. If she stood on her toes, she'd be flashing him her beaver. A part of her wanted to do just that, drop the towel even for him, but then the light flashed off her gold cross reminding her who she was. "Mr, I mean Despre, don't say that, I'm a plain boring old nun."
"I would argue that all night until you were even redder in the face then you are now." He smiled as her blush grew even more crimson. "In all honesty, I've never seen a white woman with a body as fantastic as yours. You're as stacked as the black women of Damballah Island."
FUCK ME! FUCK ME! Nancy nearly stumbled, her mind telling her to fall to her knees, yank off his towel and take his beautiful black cock into her mouth. She calmed herself. "You're going to be very impressed with the women of Coxville, Mr. Despre."
"I'm already impressed, Sister, but I think we should get some sleep." He grabbed a pillow. "No spare blankets?" He asked, looking around.
"You can have the one off the bed. It's hot in here anyway." Nancy laid down on the bed deciding to stay on top of the covers.
"The air conditioning doesn't appear to be working. I'll be fine." Despre laid down on the floor and groaned in disproval.
"You alright?"
"Fine Sister, floor's just hard."
"This is nonsense. We're all adults here. We can share the bed, just stay on your side."
"Well, I won't argue that," said Despre. Nancy watched the massive bulge of his penis swing under the towel as her climbed to his feet and slipped onto the bed. "Good night, Sister."
"Goodnight," she replied. They both rolled onto their sides facing away from each other. The bed was small and seemed even smaller with Despre's muscular form sharing it with her. Their rear ends were touching. Despite the exhausting day, she was so wound up, she didn't think she'd fall asleep quickly and it wasn't that late in the evening. She assumed the young virile black man would be as wound up too, but then soft snores came from his side of the bed so quickly, she almost felt insulted that he wasn't even going to try making a pass at her. Despite herself, Nancy's eyes closed.
Nancy's eyes opened. She was on her back now, the towel open, her finger had found her pussy again and Despre was standing at the foot of the bed watching her intently. She spread her legs wider, finger working deeper as he watched. His cock was a true behemoth. The black monstrosity rearing up before him in a show of approval for her performance. He was darker skinned then she'd thought, his frame wider and more muscular, and he had grown a beard. He seemed familiar to her. She was whimpering for him. His head gave her a subtle nod. "Damballah," she whispered.
Nancy came again and this time it was for real. She could feel the warm fluid coating her fingers. The bearded black man nodded his approval and it filled her body with pleasure that she had pleased him so. He approached her and she reached for his cock, but it was insubstantial and her hand passed right through it. He was insubstantial too. He had walked right through the bed so that his cock could line up with her pussy. She wanted his cock. It filled her with sadness that she could not give herself to him. He looked sad too, sad and angry. He glanced heavenward and held his arms outstretched. She was staring at Jesus on the cross only it was the antique crucifix with the Negroid features that she had prayed to earlier at the convent. Nancy was lucid dreaming both asleep and awake. The dream was bizarre and it made her feel both like an outside observer and an active participant.
The bearded man smiled for the first time, but it was a dark sinister smile. She raised her hips up towards his giant ghost cock noticing that her fingers were still masturbating her pussy for him. He nodded over to the sleeping form of Despre, now on his back. Nancy nodded. She kept fingering herself with her hips lifted off the bed even as her other hand reached down and pulled the sleeping black man's towel open. She rose and straddled her companion looking back to see if the ghost approved. He was staring off into space, eyes bulging out. His hands came down from the crucified position and grabbed his throat like he was choking. His cock burst, spraying Nancy and Despre with his cum. It was as insubstantial as the rest of him, but she swore when it hit her, there was a slight breeze and afterwards, her skin felt damp. The bearded man's head snapped to the side like his neck had just broke and he faded away. She felt sad for him.



Nancy slowly came to her senses to the sounds of drums off in the distance. The beat was a steady rhythm, lub-dub-lub-dub-lub-dub. "Hmmm," she muttered, opening her eyes. "What's that?" She reared up in shock. Her head had been laying on Despre's chest just over his heart. "Oh my!!!" she whispered while wondering, how did I get on top of Despre? Luckily, his head was still turned to the side and he was snoring. With luck, she might slip off him without waking him. He may have been asleep, but his cock was coming to life. Her pussy was dribbling her arousal over his pubes and the base of his cock, she could feel his shaft swelling as it slowly lifted off his thigh.
I need to get him off, I mean get off him, she thought, but when she rose and turned to look down at his chest, she couldn't stop her hand from coming down to touch his hard muscles. Oh my god! She thought. His body... it's so sculpted. I've only dreamed of someone so sculpted. His skin is so dark next to mine. Her white hand stood out against his dark brown skin. She couldn't have stopped her hand from wandering down his hard muscular chest if she had tried. The contrast was... sexy... arousing. She'd felt the same with Linus this morning.
Before she got off him, she had to see what the big thing rising between her thighs looked like. She glanced over her shoulder. His cock was a true monster and the tip rose inches above the curve of her ass. Oh god!, she thought. His... thing... it's so... long... so hard. His cock was perfect, as sculpted as his body. There was one thing odd about it. His cock was a darker color then his skin, dark to the point of being purple like it was stained. Shit! I'm leaking all over him, she thought even as she pushed her dripping pussy lips hard against the thick shaft and let her hips rise, to slide her pussy higher, towards the tip. She had to fight her desire to moan by keeping her mouth tightly shut.
Bump and ridge and bulging vein all slid along her labia and clitoris as her pussy rose up along the shaft. The flared ridge of his head was next and then her labia was opening for the head. God forgive me, but I need to know how he feels inside me. Ow! Ow! Ow! She thought as the big head spread her pussy lips wide open. Wow, he's so big! Unbelievable! Here was yet another superior black cock poised to fuck her. Up until then, Nancy still half believed she was having yet another sex fantasy, but as the tip of his cock slowly pushed into her, the pleasure she started to feel was way too real.
"WHAAA!!!" Nancy gasped out loud as Despre's cock thrust up hard into her, pushing deep, but not fully penetrating her. Nancy found herself falling to his chest and then flipping over onto her back. She came down hard on the bed totally surprised with Despre grinning down at her, half his cock still spearing her pussy.
"What do you think you're doing Sister," he said teasing her. "I thought you were a chaste and celibate proper girl?"
"I'm sorry," she hissed, gasping for breath. "I... I couldn't control myself. "My urges... they.. I'm so... horny."
"I'm disappointed in you, Sister. Some one has opened up this tight pussy already. I wanted to be the first."
Nancy sobbed squirming beneath him, but it wasn't to escape. Her hips were lifting into his cock trying to get more of it inside her. "One of my students... earlier today... fucked me so good... not a whore...couldn't help myself... not a whore... he was eighteen legal... please Despre... I'm not a whore."
"Oh, but you will be," he growled.
"MMMFFF!!!" His lips came down hard on hers. Nancy wasn't expecting him to kiss her. She stared wide eyed in shock for a few seconds before her eyes slowly closed and she let his tongue in her mouth. She had never kissed a man so passionately before.
Despre broke the kiss and reared up, arching his back as he shoved his cock in balls deep. Nancy's mouth opened wide in a scream of pleasure. Her hands gripped the bed sheets pulling on them as her legs wrapped around his trim waist. "A woman with a body like this deserves to be fucked," he snarled. "And fucked well. And fucked often," he added.
"Despre... wait... I... oh MY GOD!" Waves of pleasure emanated upwards from her pussy as Despre laid down on top of her and started fucking her hard. His cock was like a jack hammer. "OH FUCK! DESPRE! PLEASE!!" This was so sinful, but then anything that felt this good had to be sinful. Her ultimate submission to him was growing inside her womb, but she fought it. "Stop! I'm a good catholic girl!! Nancy turned her face away and gritted her teeth. "Don't make me cum like this," she hissed.
He's not going to stop fucking me! God forgive me! He feels so good! He was on his knees now, holding her hips off the bed as his cock continued to hammer her hungry pussy. How these black men could last so long at such a pace, she'd never know. Her white boyfriend had ejaculated after only a few strokes. Linus had fucked her hard with his powerful black cock. It had dominated her body into surrendering. Despre was the same yet different. His superior cock was dominating her too, but fucking the black priest was way more intimate like fucking a long term lover that knew exactly how to please her. She'd realized that the moment he kissed her. Her thighs wouldn't stop quivering as his cock thrust in and out between them. She wrapped her legs around him tighter like they were her lifeline to her extreme pleasure. "Oh no," she grunted. "I'm going to... I'm going to..." He slammed his cock forward and fell on top of her again. "C-CUUUMM!!" she screamed. He held his cock buried in her pussy letting it squeeze and contract around every inch of his shaft. She may have been married to god, but as a woman, she couldn't help but fall a little bit in love with a man that could make her orgasm like this. She gasped, panting for air as the multiple large contractions faded away.
Despre felt the same thing for the lovely young Christian woman writhing beneath him. He reared up again, grabbing the headboard as he continued working his cock on her sopping wet pussy. He'd never had a girl squeeze his cock like this one just had. All that celibacy is wasted on a girl like this, he rationalized.
"OH MY GOD!! PLEASE FUCK ME HARDER!! Screamed the hot young thing beneath him. "DON'T STOP!" He didn't want to stop. He didn't want to ever stop fucking this hot white servant of the Christian god, the oppressor god, the god of the enslavement of his people. I need to make sure this woman is mine, he thought. I gotta keep my shit together or I'm gonna cum hard. Even as the thought hit him, Sister Nancy twisted around on his cock in pure ecstasy. She was on her side, one leg around his waist and one over his shoulder. The cross leaped between her massive Coxville breasts. She was tensing up again. Gotta think of her as just another white bitch milking my dick. "OH! OH!! OH GOD!! F-FUCK!! Y-YES!! YES! FUCK YES!! Y-YES!! YES!! D-DON'T S-STOP_P!! He gritted his teeth. He didn't plan to stop. He was going to fuck the sexy nun for hours... The wave of sexual energy hit him catching him off guard even as he buried his cock, the first spurt of his hot seed filling her womb. "I'M I'M CUMMING AG-AGAIN" Her pussy was contracting all around his spurting cock again, milking the sperm from his shaft. Despre's orgasm lasted as long as hers. He looked down at her beautiful face still contorting with the ecstasy of her orgasm. He'd never lost control like this before. He'd never cum like that before. They both kept cumming as the waves of sexual energy engulfed their bodies though she couldn't sense it like he could. Something big had just happened many miles to the East of them. Something very important to Damballah.
Nancy slowly came to her senses. She felt a chill and the rain was loud. She raised her head and glanced towards the open door to the room. Her black infidel was standing out in the rain buck naked and gazing off in the distance. "Despre?" she called. He turned towards the open door and then looked down the road again before turning to come into their motel room. "What are you doing?"
He picked up his towel and dried off. "What's East of here?" he asked.
"The town of Coxville," she replied. "Why?"
"Just curious," he answered, walking over to the foot of the bed. Nancy was curious too. Coxville was almost two hours East and you couldn't see the lights from here, but she let it go when he climbed back onto the bed with something in his hand. He grinned down at her. "Baby, you are one hot firecracker," he told her.
Her slut body was betraying her again. She opened her legs and raised her hips up towards his swelling black cock. "Oh, Oh my," she moaned writhing a little on the bed. There was still a river of his seed still pouring from her pussy, yet her body craved another load. "You're amazing," she told him. "Your dick is so amazing. Again please?"
He laughed and held up a small jar. "We're not even close to being done," he told her. Words on the jar read, Waters of Dumballa. "Remember the perks of being a voodoo priest?" He scooped some jelly from the jar. It was purplish black and had a thick consistency. She couldn't recognize the smell, but it was delightful. "Here it is."
"Wait.. What is that supposed to do?" she asked even as he brought the dollop on his fingers down to her left nipple. "OH MY FUUUCCKKK!" she gasped. Her already erect nipple hardened and swelled even as her entire areola puffed up. The erogenous zone in her nipple suddenly felt enhanced by about 100%. "What the..." she panted even as he coated her right nipple, pinching it hard as that nipple swelled up. "OH GOD MY NIPPLES!!!"
"This just makes your sensitive parts drive you to the verge of maddening lust," he told her, grinning evilly and Nancy wondered if her were indeed Satan for only the devil could have such an affect on her body.
Nancy writhed on the bed. "Uh oh fuck nipples oh oh," she muttered like a woman possessed. She bent her knees and lifted her entire crotch off the bed. Her sexy belly was undulating with a rising lust. "OH DESPRE!" Her head thrashed back and forth on the pillow. "IT'S AMAZING! I FEEL SO HOT. SO... SLUTTY... OH FUCK... FUCK ME!!!" She was completely lost to the lust within her. She looked over at the black stud, kneeling on the bed. His mighty cock rising up from his crotch. She licked her lips as she took in it's glory. "FUCK MY MOUTH." She demanded. "I WANT TO TASTE YOU!"
"As you... URRRFFF... wish," he grunted in surprise when she sucked half his cock down her throat. The encounter with her student earlier no doubt training her somewhat for sucking big cock. He pushed forward feeling his cock slide deeper down her throat even as her tongue wiggled the underside of his shaft. The waters of Dumballa never fail to bring out the slut in any girl, he thought, gritting his teeth at her wild enthusiasm. But this one... She's so pent up with lust... Fuck! She's goin suck the black off ma dick.
He grabbed the blonde hair on her head and began fucking her throat.
Nancy moaned lustfully around the throbbing living cock sliding in and out of her throat. Oh fuck! She thought. He's using me like a whore. Like those nigger town whores I try to rehabilitate and it feels so good, so natural and right.
Despre released her head, but she kept slurping. He reached over for the jar of jelly. He scooped another dollop up on his fingers. "Now let's get your pussy ready." He reached over and easily inserted his two fingers into her pussy. The lust maddened nun was so horny she bent and lifted her knees so that her pussy was almost facing straight up for his probing fingers.
Nancy slurped on his cock while wondering, what he was doing to her. He coated her entire crotch area with the jelly before removing his fingers. Not that she needed them. The jelly was having the same effect down there that it had on her nipples. Her labia was quivering even as her clitoris swelled up. Everywhere his jelly coated fingers had penetrated, the nerve endings were quivering with intense pleasure. Oh fuck!!!! Nancy started choking on his cock. She needed to scream. Despre knew what was going on and yanked back on his hips until his cock sprang up dripping with her saliva. "I'M CUMMING!" she screamed even as he grapsed her arms and lifted her to her knees. "SO... SO... FUCKING HAAAAARD!!" She was on her knees, legs spread, back resting against him. Her orgasm was enormous and she was shocked to see a stream of fluid shoot from her pussy to splatter on the bed. "OH OH FUCK FUCK F_FUCK" she panted as the stream continued.
"Oh dear," said Despre in her ear. "Looks like I used too much. "Good girl." He pushed his cock between her ass cheeks and pulled her had back so that she was looking up into his eyes even though her pupils looked dilated. One hand gripped her neck and the other her wrist possessively. "Be a good Catholic girl," he whispered. "Cum for me. Don't stop cumming." And she did. Even as he spoke more less powerful squirts of her cum were shot from her pussy in a steady stream. "Tonight this pussy, these tits..." He released her and reached around the grab her heavy bosom. She gasped and came again when he pinched her ultra sensitive nipples. "...are mine. Tonight you serve Damballah." Another spray of fluid shot from her pussy at the mention of Damballah's name.
He grabbed her neck again and turned her head towards his. She was gasping for air. "Oh Despre, I'm so sore.. So tired... make it stop," she begged. Her first orgasm from the jelly had been as powerful as any three Linus had given her earlier combined. Cumming so much was exhausting and... addicting. "I'm not a whore, but I feel like I'm becoming one."
He kissed her on the lips, her lips parting, tongue dancing against his before he pulled back. "I know baby, but you're so sexy like this. I like it when you look like a whore, my little slut."
Nancy threw her arms around his neck and gazed lovingly into his eyes. "I'm your little slut?" she asked, liking the idea. She was aware of his hand down between them stroking his cock and she felt bad that he hadn't cum since she had started sucking him. "Oh god baby, fuck my hungry cunt," she pleaded as her arousal grew again. "It feels like my pussy won't stop throbbing and leaking."
Despre's evil grin seemed to never leave his face. "And it won't stop baby, not until I've had my fun with you.." He pushed her back and nodded downwards.
Nancy's eyes moved down his hard sculpted body and she gasped at the sight of his engorged cock, now coated with jelly as he stroked it. "Oh god!" she gasped in lust at the sight. This explained the stained blackness of his cock. He must use the water of Dumballa regularly. Not only was his cock so hard and swollen from the jelly that it looked like he was about to cum, but his entire cock looked even longer and thicker now. "It get's bigger?" she asked in disbelief. Nancy had never wanted anything more in her life. "Please fuck me," she pleaded, staring down at his engorged purple shaft. "Fuck me."
He pushed her down on all fours as he moved behind her. His soaked cock fell between her ass cheeks and her anus started tingling with lust as the jelly slid over it. "This big nigga cock is gonna take you to heaven," he told her, arrogantly as he slid the hard shaft up and down between her ass cheeks. "Say it my little slut."
Nancy arched her back and looked over her shoulder. "Take me to heaven with your big nigga cock."
"What's the magic word?"
"PLEEEEASE!" Even Nancy was shocked by how quickly Despre yanked his hips back and buried his cock with one hard thrust. He grabbed her hips fucking her hard. Oh my god, he's not going to stop fucking me. The jelly had made his cock look like it was on the verge of cumming, yet he didn't seem anywhere close to cumming. His hard thrusts propelled her forwards and she fell flat on the bed with only her ass thrust upward for his ever plunging cock. His cock coated the entire inside of her pussy with the jelly amplifying her pleasure a hundred fold. Her cervix tingled easily opening for the hard knob of his cock head. "AH AH AAH AH UNH AH," she grunted constantly. The bed beneath their crotches soon grew soaked from the constant spray of her arousal and orgasms she was cumming so much.
Depre's mouth was beside her ear. "You're so sexy," he whispered. "You're the hottest thing I ever fucked. You were born for black dick, baby. Your sexy white body gonna need some nigga cock somethin regular from now on. You shouldn't fight it, Sister. You're a slut for nigga cock."
Despre pulled back, grabbing her arms and pulling her up with him. Her breasts bounced with each thrust of his cock. I love it so much I can barely breathe, she thought. He's going to torture me with his cock until I give up everything to him. Despre thrust forward and the first strong blast of his seed filled her womb. Oh fuck!!! He's cumming in me! She could feel every squirt from his rapidly pumping cock. Her womb felt hot from the warmth of so much semen. There is so much cum pouring into me. More then the first time. "F-FU-FUCK!!!" she screamed. "I C-CCANT S-STOP C-C-CUMMING!" It was too much pleasure for any woman to endure. She grew dizzy and the room faded black. She was finally getting relief from the constant torturous pleasure his still squirting cock was giving her. As Nancy slowly passed out she muttered thanks to the lord, "Praise... Damballah."
"Dayumn," growled Despre slowly yanking his engorged cock from the sweet nun's pussy. It surprised him by sending one last spurt of semen across her ass. The waters of Dumballa (an alternative regional spelling, but then his lord had many names) acted not only as an aphrodisiac for both men and women, but also as a testosterone rub. He's used it so often, masturbating when there were no willing women around, that it had stained his cock, but it had also enhanced his abilities and his semen production had kicked into overdrive. He'd once donated some sperm to a fertility clinic and the doctors had been astounded by the concentration of sperm and the sheer amount of his ejaculate. Apparently it had impressed the sexy Latina nurse too as he let her get hands on with it later that night. Nancy wanted to slump, but he pushed her ass up, to hold as much of his semen inside her as possible, though it was bubbling up from her pussy like a geyser as he watched. He hoped that the jackass student of hers that had gotten a crack at her earlier hadn't knocked her up. He wanted to be the one that planted a baby in her belly and hopefully the waters of Dumballa would help. The stuff would have made her extra hormonal too, to the point of dropping quite a few eggs. He left the bed and went to the bathroom, plugging the tub and turning the water on. When he came back, his seed was still leaking from her pussy in a flood...
...A flood! Nancy felt like she was drowning in the white viscous sea surrounding her. Her heavy garments were pulling her under so she yanked off her habit as quickly as possible watching the black cloak quickly sink disappearing beneath the flood of sperm that had destroyed the world, drowning all the wickedness of man. Just when she felt the last of her strength draining from her and thought she would soon be joining her discarded habit, the boat appeared. The ark was as massive as it had appeared in all the illustrations she'd ever seen of it. A ladder was thrown over the side and her sperm soaked naked body slowly made it's way up the side of the massive boat. She fell to her knees, kissing the deck in her relief and joy. She looked up, expecting to see two of every animal, giraffe heads sticking out of the roof, elephant trumpets, anything, but there were nothing but snakes, black snakes of all shapes and sizes slithering around the deck, thousands of them, millions even. Nancy reared back in alarm, scrambled to her feet and moved towards the prow of the ship. There a dark figure in a shepherd's cloak was leaning over the side. "Noah!" she gasped, falling to her feet, still covered with sperm. The figure turned, his robe was open and his black body was covered in enormous muscles as was the enormous muscle between his legs. The huge black cock was hard and aimed over the side of the railing, spitting out semen like a fire hose at full blast. The kneeling woman looked up as the bearded black man turned to face her. She spread her arms out beseechingly as the strong spray of semen showered down upon her body coating her in even more of his seed. The spray moved down hitting her torso and she reached up to clear the sperm from her eyes even as the black man moved closer. He was grinning, pleased with her, and she grinned back even as the enormous cock between his legs rose back up towards her face, but it was no longer a cock, it was a giant black snake that opened it's jaw wide, fangs dripping with white venomous sperm. The snake lunged at her, the head completely engulfing her face.



Nancy sputtered like she was being smothered and Despre pulled the washcloth from her face. Shower water struck her face again and her head turned up towards it, mouth open as if thirsty. He lifted her back, sliding her more upright in the tub and out of the water's spray. She struggled, but seemed to be dreaming in her semi-comatose state. He ran the soap all over her body and couldn't help but spend some extra time on her giant white bosom even to the point his spent cock swelled some, swelled but didn't rise. The last session had drained him almost as much as it had her and he wanted nothing more then to collapse on the bed, but he thought he'd clean the lovely Sister Nancy up first. He'd gotten her skin pretty clean, but there was little he could do about the constant cloud of white drifting out from between her legs in the water. "Ma shits gonna be leaking out for days," he muttered, finally satisfied that she was clean. He moved the wet rag down between his legs and cleaned his junk off while he let the water drain. Despre stretched out to reach a towel and dried Nancy off as best her could before lifting her and carrying her back to the bed. He laid her down, muttering "Dayumn! In awe of her amazing body before laying down next to her. If the rest of the women of Coxville were anything like her, he was gonna love it here, he thought before falling asleep while spooning her hot body.
"Oh... Oh where am I?" asked Nancy as she slowly woke up. She was naked but for the large gold cross that constantly dangled down between her bosom. She never removed it. She glanced over and saw the sleeping black man next to her and the memories of last night came flooding back to her. "Despre," she whispered. "He and I... we had... What would the mother superior say?" She'd be speechless with disappointment, that's would she'd be. Nancy struggled to her feet, her entire body was weak and sore. My legs are so weak, I can barely walk, she thought limping towards the window. It was still raining and raining hard.
"Well look who's up," said Despre sitting upright in the bed. "Why don't you come back to bed, Nancy and we can go at it another round or two."
Nancy whirled on him a little angrily even as her nipples hardened at the mere suggestion of her getting some of that nigga cock inside her again. "Now see here, mister. It's Sister Nancy and even though we did some... fun things together last night, it doesn't make me any less a woman dedicated to the lord." Shameless of her nudity, Nancy walked over to the open jar of jelly and scooped up a dollop with her fingers. She stared at the purplish jelly. "I am still a woman of faith devoted to serving god." She licked her fingers tasting the jelly. "And when I get back to the convent, I will retake my vow of celibacy before god." Yet again, she thought, third times the charm. She brought her fingers down between her legs and coated her pussy with the Waters of Dumballa. Her clit immediately began to swell and she felt the arousal growing. "But I am still a woman and a woman with needs and right now, I'm a woman with an itch that needs to be scratched." She climbed on the bed thrilled to see his huge black cock growing as she approached. The perfect tool for scratching an itch deep inside your womb. "So Despre, won't you help me? Won't you scratch it for me? Won't you make this woman a whore for just one more day?"
One more day only lasted three hours, but that was enough time for the handsome couple to go at it pretty hard. Nancy mounted him and came as she slid down his hard shaft. "My turn to fuck you now, stud," she growled as she bounced widely in his lap. Despre liked this new and aggressive Nancy especially when she leaned forward and rubbed her breast on his lips until he opened his mouth and started sucking on her nipple. The combination of aphrodisiac jelly and Despre's giant black cock gave her seven huge orgasm, the final and biggest one when he inseminated her fertile womb yet again with his potent black seed. She sat impaled on his cock for nearly ten minutes slowly catching her breath before rising up off the still hard shaft. His cock fell with a smack against his belly as she slid between his legs and lifted it up towards her mouth. His messy cock smelled and looked funky as she stared it. The monster cock was covered in her orgasms, ropey strands of his semen, and bits of black jelly. She brought the fat head down to her mouth and began to clean it.
Despre moaned and gripped the sheets bucking his hips as Nancy took half his cock down her throat. She knew that the water of Dumballa must be enhancing his pleasure, but she hoped that her cock sucking skills were also growing. She was pleased when a little squirt of seminal fluid shot across her tongue left over from his previous orgasm. It was mouthwateringly good and she wanted more, but she wanted his cock some where else first.
"What's wrong, baby?" he asked when she stopped sucking him.
Nancy slid off him and kneeled on the edge of the bed and wiggled her ass for him. Despre winked at her and climbed to his feet. He stood beside the bed and slid his cock back inside her pussy quickly bringing her to another orgasm. "I love your black cock, Despre," she moaned coming down from her orgasm.
"I know, baby," he replied. He had kept his cock buried while she came, but was flexing it's muscle. "You sure you can give it up?"
Nancy's pussy was tightly hugging every square inch of his foot long cock, feeling every bump, ridge, and bulging vein on it. She even fancied she could feel his pulse flowing through the big shaft. She shuddered and suddenly sniffled a few tears coming to her eyes. "No," she said, honestly, "but I need to try. I will rededicate my body and soul to the lord."
"Suit yourself, but if you change your mind..." Despre pulled his cock back until just the head was spreading her pussy lips apart. "This cock is yours whenever you want it." He plunged it hard back inside her and her insides trembled from another smaller orgasm. He pulled back again and grabbed the base of his cock rubbing the head up and down her labia. "Do you want it now?"
"Yes," she moaned. "I want it now."
"Want what, baby?"
"I want your big black nigga cock, Master.. Mister Despre."
"Here it is then, slut." Despre pushed his cock in slowly this time and was surprised when she fell forward until his cock plopped out and leaped upwards. She raised herself back up and he brought his cock back down between her folds, but she leaned forwards when he started to push it in. He frowned wondering if the bitch were teasing him. Nancy pushed back until she felt the head of his cock lightly touch her swollen labia, raising and lowering her ass so that his cock head was running up and down her wet slit. He smirked when he realized what she was doing. Nancy pushed his cock head against her engorged distended clitoris and then slid down until his cock head had moved up to her anus. She pushed back with her ass against his hard shaft. "This what you want then, baby?" he asked pushed forward.
"UNH!" she gasped as her rosebud stretched out around Despre's superior black cock. "YYEESS!" she hissed as it penetrated her. "FUCK MY ASSSSS!!"
Despre was a little disappointed she took him so easily. She'd done this before. The little shit from yesterday had beaten him again. The voodoo priest was going to have to find his own Coxville woman or two to introduce to the pleasure of a big black cock. "So you like it in the ass, huh?"
"Yes," she sobbed. "I want it bad. I was hoping that you'd just take it. I feel like such a slut asking for it."
Nancy felt Despre slowly withdrawing his cock, her body pushing back to keep it inside her, but it plopped free. "No," she whined. "Please put it back in."
"I will my good Sister," said Despre. He reached over for the jar of berry jelly and scooped up a dollop for the tip of his cock. His golf ball sized cock head swelled even bigger as it began to tingle and he had to stifle a moan. Only years of experience with the stuff kept him from cumming right then and there. He left a lot of extra jelly on top the head , but before sticking it back in, he brought his dripping fingers down to her little rosebud, coating it before pushing his slick fingers inside her anus. Nancy gasped when she realized what he was doing. Despre lined his cock head back up and watched her rosebud open wide as his cock head slowly pushed inside. Nancy howled like a dog as the jelly began to enhance the pleasure his cock was giving her. "Well my little sodomite, just remember that your student is just a teenager and I'm a man." Despre rammed his cock deep and began fucking her ass hard, pounding his cock home again and again. Nancy never stopped howling. He fucked her so hard, she began to slide forward and he had to climb on the bed to kneel pulling her hips back into his ever thrusting cock. Despre grabbed her arms and pulled her back and up into his lap. His cock was nearly completely buried in her anus. She was still howling, her own hands were on her breasts, pinching and squeezing her hard pointy nipples quite roughly. Her howls grew louder and then her cum was spraying all over his scrotum completely soaking his huge ball sack. Despre felt his own cum welling up in his balls. He pushed her forward so that her head fell to the mattress with her ass stuck up in the air. He pumped her anus rapidly another couple dozen times before his own orgasm flooded her bowels.
Despre withdrew his cock, staring with interest at her anus, now a quarter sized open hole, dark one second, then white as his sperm welled up and began to pour from her ass. It dribbled down to her pussy, itself still leaking his semen from their earlier fuck. The good Sister seemed out of it, semi-comatose again. He stepped back and gather up the jar of jelly off the bed, putting the lid back on it. The stuff wasn't plentiful to begin with and now with some production going to make the Diabolique Wine, it was rarer still. As a priest of Damballah, he was allowed an allotment, but he and Sister Nancy had gone a little overboard with it. Despre gathered his things and went to the bathroom. It was hard urinating with an erection. He had to bend over the toilet and push his hard shaft down towards the bowl. His cock wouldn't go down for awhile yet unless he cleaned off any remnant of the jelly. He turned on the shower and hopped in the tub.
Despre had lathered up his chest and was soaping his hard shaft to the point he was starting to masturbate.
Nothing unusual, he was addicted to jerking off with the jelly. Just a little bit mixed in with some Vaseline or hand lotion was enough to give him an amazing orgasm. The hormonal jelly had increased the size of his cock by an inch not to mention his testicle size and sperm production, but it had permanently stained his cock a purplish-black. He threw his head back and was jerking off when the curtains opened and Nancy joined him in the tub.
She stood looking at him before reaching down and taking over the slow jerking of his cock. Nancy reached out with her other hand and touched his hard chest, spreading her fingers apart. "It's so sexy," she muttered. "The contrast," She ran her hand over his chest feeling his hard muscles, her other hand automatically increasing it's speed back and forth along his shaft.
"We're a sexy couple," he told her, reaching around her back and pulling her entire body against his chest. He moved his lips down even as hers came up and they exchanged the most passionate kiss of either of their lives. He broke the kiss much to her disappointment and spun her around, pulling her back against him. She reached back and grabbed his cock again still stroking him from behind as he brought the bar of soap around to her front and began lathering up her big breasts. Nancy moaned leaning hard against him as the soap bar ran over her nipples. Her hand jerked him off faster. Despre leaned down and kissed her neck while he continued to soap her up. Nancy slid down his hard body until she fell to her knees spinning around to take his cock in her mouth. The shower had cleaned all the lather off and she immediately began bobbing her head as fast as she could over the tip of his shaft while jerking off the base. Despre moaned and held her short wet blonde hair while she lovingly worshipped his cock. After a good fifteen minutes of this, his over productive balls emptied a big wad of sperm into her mouth which she gulped down while moaning in lust over the taste. The second mouthful caught her off guard and she gagged on the big load losing control. His cock sprang free of her mouth and shot a big load over her face and another on her chest and another on her chest and another in her open mouth and she regained control and sucked the last few wads down her throat. "Well, it looks like I have to clean you off again," he said when she climbed back to her feet.
Nancy presented the bar of soap, but before he could start cleaning her off, she hefted her big breasts and began slurping some cum off her own nipple. Nancy released her breast before arching her back and presenting her torso for Despre to clean again. When he was finished, he took her in his arms and kissed her passionately again for a good long while as the shower water splattered all over them.
The two lovers dressed. Both were quiet and sad that their amazing evening had come to an end. For some reason, Nancy decided to forgo her modest undergarments. In the future, she thought she might purchase sexier lingerie to remind her that she was a woman even if she was dedicated to god. Her habit was still damp and it clung sexily to her voluptuous body. It felt more confining then normal and she began to hate it.
"I'll run the room key back," she said. Despre looked up like he was about to protest, but instead he just shrugged and let her leave. Nancy found out why a few minutes later. A peg board outside the office displayed keys for all the rooms in the motel with the exception of their room until she hung the key up. Despre had lied to her. They could have slept in separate rooms. She felt no anger. Instead, she smiled. No regrets. She decided not to say anything. She could see some bills inside through the money slot so at least he had paid for their room.
A passing redneck in a pickup truck stopped when he saw a nun standing by the car. He frowned when he saw the strangely dressed black man with her, but helped tow Despre's car out of the mud. He refused money for helping them. Soon they were on their way to Coxville.
Nancy stayed silent for a good hour of their drive East. She held her eyes closed and prayed for guidance and thought of her wanton actions over the last 24 hours. She felt remorse for breaking her vows, but not for what she had done. Trying to come to grips with her actions made her picture Linus and Despre in her mind which made her picture the two black men naked which made her picture their huge cocks sticking out from their hard bodies which made her picture their huge cocks doing things to her naked body which made her nipples hard and her pussy wet. She opened her eyes and glanced over at Despre. She stared at his sexy black skin, the muscles rippling in his arms and the long swollen bulge running down one pant leg.
"It's yours whenever you want it," he said softly without glancing at her.
"Thank you," she answered not knowing what else to say though "take me with you" and "I want it now" came to her mind.
"I plan to stick around for awhile and could use a place to stay. I don't suppose I could stay with you?"
Nancy laughed. "At the convent?" She laughed again. "We have a house for visiting priests. If you were a priest you could stay there," she suggested not seriously.
"I am a priest," he reminded her. "I'd need a dark suit." He seemed to be actually considering it.
"I'm sure there's a spare collar at the house," she said, thinking they were playing a game, but realizing he wasn't when she saw the thoughtful look on his face. "You'd need a cross too," she quickly added.
Despre sighed. "Sorry, but that I will not do."
They drove silently for another hour as they neared the outskirts of Coxville. "The convent is outside the town on a hill. Stay straight for another few miles then turn left at the stoplight." She sat back and pondered what she would tell the mother superior. The right thing to do would be to confess her indiscretions. The church could punish her, send her off to be cloistered somewhere away from the temptation of the black cock.
"Mind if we take a detour?" he asked. "How do I get to the main street?"
"Turn right at the light instead of left. You can follow the sign for downtown Coxville. What are you looking for?"
"There's an old oak tree in front of city hall. It's a holy site to my religion. I'd like to see it."
Nancy found that interesting and a little alarming. Why would their be a pagan holy site in Christian Coxville. Then she remembered something disturbing. "I'm sorry Despre, but I believe the oak was struck by lightning several nights ago and destroyed." He looked stunned at her news and she added another, "I'm sorry."
"Thank you," he whispered, a tear running down his cheek. He wished he hadn't put off his pilgrimage to the site of Prospero Black's hanging for so long. He'd missed his chance. "Several nights ago?"
"Yes. No one saw it but the storm was around midnight Thursday night. Why?"
"It's nothing," he replied and made the turn at the light to head to main street Coxville. Midnight Thursday was when he'd first felt the wave of sexually charged energy that had prompted him to make the detour to Coxville only to find the lovely stranded and desperate nun. Despre smiled thinking that the tree's destruction might not be such a bad thing. He remembered the waves of sexual energy that had hit him when he was having sex with Sister Nancy last night too. Something big was going on here in Coxville.
Despite his belief that the tree's destruction might be Damballah's will, he couldn't help crying when he saw the lightning blasted spot in front of city hall. The ground was still torn up and the root system was sticking up. The mighty truck was largely gone, cut up by chainsaws.
"Strange, but we normally don't get lightning storms this time of year," said Nancy. "And now two in a few nights."
"I'm rather glad for the one last night," replied Despre, winking at her. His reminder of their activities causing the fair skinned nun to blush.
Nancy watched him walk over to a landscaping pickup truck nearby. A couple of Latino gardeners were taking lunch sitting in the shade of some bushes. Nancy could understand a little Spanish and caught some of their animated discussion about the Cocks/Beaver game from last night. Meanwhile, Despre was going through some of the oak tree's branches that they had thrown in the back of the truck. He broke off a couple sticks. One was maybe half a foot long and the other a little shorter. She assumed he was just keeping a relic of his holy tree.
"Is there a thrift store nearby?" he asked.
"Yes, several. One within walking distance. It's a Catholic charity and we help raise donations for it."
"Excellent," said Despre with a smile. He seemed to have perked up. She watched as he removed one of his leather armbands from around his big bicep while they walked to the store. Strangely, he ripped it apart into several thongs. Nancy waited outside eager to get back to the convent. The longer she was gone, the harder it would be to explain her absence. Despre came out of the store close to a half hour later. "What do you think?" he asked.
"Very handsome and distinguished," she said approvingly. He was wearing a dark suit and shirt with no tie. She missed seeing his biceps though.



"Lets get you home." They returned to his car and headed back the way they had come. Nancy got more nervous the closer they got to the convent. She was shaking a little when they got to the produce stand at the bottom of the long driveway. "Where's this house for visiting priests?" he asked.
"Oh, over there," she told him. He turned down that lane and drove up to the house. "You can't stay here, Despre. I was joking."
"This will suit my purposes nicely," he replied, ignoring her. He tried the door, found it unlocked, and slipped inside.
"Despre! Despre! Come out," yelled Nancy standing at the front door. "You can't stay here," she hissed.
"SISTER NANCY!"
Nancy jumped startled. She turned and saw the mother superior making her way down the hill off the road. "Ah..uh, Mother Superior," she acknowledged, bowing to her superior as the woman approached.
"Just where have you been? We've been worried sick. We scoured the convent and when the van was reported missing, I called the sheriff and state police. Just what do you have to say for yourself?"
"I'm afraid that's my fault, Mother Superior," said Despre coming from the house. "My car got stuck in the mud last night and I called the convent for assistance. Sister Nancy answered the phone and offered to come get me."
"I see," said the older nun staring at the black man. Nancy turned and glanced at Despre. Her eyes widened when she saw he'd found and attached a priest's collar to the dark suit. A primitive wooden cross hung from his neck. He'd fashioned it from the oak's branches and bound it with the leather straps he'd had around his arms. Apparently this was a cross he was willing to wear. "Then where is our van?" asked the Mother Superior turning to Nancy.
"I-I'm afraid it broke down near Des.. Father Despre's car," she answered. "He thinks it's the water pump."
"It's given us trouble before. I'll have someone from the garage tow it. We're just grateful you're in good health. You must have had quite the night, Sister?"
"Uh.. Yes, quite."
"Well it looks like Father... Despre is it?" She bowed her head towards the visiting priest. "It looks like Father Despre took very good care of you Sister."
"H-he D-did, Mother Superior." Nancy felt the blush returning to her cheeks.
"By god's grace we broke down near the motel on the county line," said Despre. "It was closed, but the owner left keys to the rooms outside for travelers. Thank god."
"Thank god and the good folk of Coxville," replied the Mother Superior. "Will you be staying with us, Father Despre?"
"If it's not an imposition. I'd like to do some historical research on the plantation and the convent."
The older nun raised an eyebrow. "Interesting coincidence, a local reporter, Mrs. Kindle is interested in our history too. She contacted me just yesterday."
"I'll be sure to look her up," said Despre.
"And I'm sure you can stay here as long as you'd like. Father Robinson oversees the convent and is due for a visit, but I'm sure he won't mind the company. If there's anything you require, let me know." Mother Superior turned back towards the convent. "Come along Sister Nancy."
"Wait, Reverend Mother," interjected Despre. "I might need some assistance with my research from time to time. I'd like Sister O'Malley if that's possible."
"Provided it doesn't interfere with her duties and her teaching, Father Despre," said the Mother Superior with a gracious nod. "You may use her as often as you'd like." She turned and headed towards the convent.
"Actually, Sister O'Malley, I could use your help now dealing with a hard problem I'm having."
A disbelieving Nancy followed Despre inside the house and soon found herself riding his hard cock in the priest's bed. They'd striped quickly. She'd pulled the habit off, but had had kept the wimple and veil covering her head. She rode Despre's cock to several orgasms as he toyed with her enormous breasts. Nancy might just have to put off retaking her vow of chastity until Despre moved on. Then she remembered Linus and his promise of introducing her to some of her other student's black cocks. Yes, I'll need to delay retaking my vows for awhile, she thought imagining the pleasure two black cocks could provide. I'm going to really pay for this later, she thought as she came, her Catholic guilt asserting itself. And I'm going to pay for that one, she thought cumming again. And that one...
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Kanye reached out and grabbed the mike from Taylor. The nineteen year old blonde looked on in surprise as Kanye said, "Yo, Taylor, I'm really happy for you and I'll let you finish, but Beyonce had one of the best videos of all time."
Katy Perry watched the stunned reaction of her friend Taylor on the stage as the young woman just stood there shocked. She had her cell out seconds later and tweeted, "Fuck U Kanye. It's like U stepped on a kitten."
"Get your hands off me," growled Kanye, as the security guards escorted him out. Taylor was still stunned as she was led back stage. Her mother was confronting Kanye as he was held by two guards. The guards led Kanye away and Taylor's mother raced over to her daughter and hugged her. Back on stage someone mentioned Kanye's name and the booing started.
"Fuck you," shouted West as the guards threw him out. He stood there pissed off until his people showed up a few minutes later to take him back to his hotel. He had a feeling he wouldn't be welcome at any of the after parties that night. "Yo, stop at the liquor store," he called to the driver.
**********
Kanye's head was hurting the next morning as he struggled out of his suite and turned the television on.
"Beyonce had one of the best videos of all time," came from the speaker. "Later," said the female anchor, "Beyonce called Taylor Swift up on stage and let her finish the acceptance speech."
"Now that was a gracious act," said the male anchor. "Lets not forget, Kanye West has a history of throwing hissy fits at these events."
Click.
Kanye turned the television off.
"Morning boss," said his assistant. He was a big black man who also severed as a bodyguard. "Phones been ringing off the hook all morning. Media's wanting statements and interviews. I told the front desk to hold all your calls. They tells me there's a small army of them downstairs too."
Kanye nodded, brooding. His private cell went off. He checked the caller ID. It was Jay-Z. "Fuck," he growled. Kanye turned his phone on. "Yo Z," he answered.
"Bad timing asshole. Our album's about to come out and you pull a stunt like this."
"Look Z, it wasn't my fault, I was drunk..."
"Shut the fuck up. You make this go away, Kanye. You hear me?"
"Yeah Z. I hear you," said West as the phone went dead.
West climbed out of bed. He was nude and his huge cock swung between his legs as he stumbled over to the desk and turned his laptop on. He went to his blog entry and typed out a short apology for his actions. "That should do it," he said. Satisfied, Kanye West got up from the desk and headed for the shower. "Get me some aspirin ready," he yelled to his assistant.
Later Kanye dressed, chased four aspirin with a swig of cognac and snuck out the back door of the hotel to avoid the media. His assistant picked him up in the limo and drove off onto the streets of Los Angeles. They were headed for NBC studios to do the Jay Leno show. His assistant turned the radio on.
"In an off the record comment, President Barack Obama, called West a "Jackass."
"Turn it off," yelled Kanye. His eye twitched. Though West had been born in Georgia, he grew up in Chicago and considered Obama a brother. The president's comments really hurt. He reached over a grabbed his laptop. Kanye reread his apology on his blog, decided it was weak and deleted it, rewriting another one. The comments under his first blog entry weren't exactly positive either.
Kanye rolled the window down to get some air as the limo pulled up to the gates of NBC studios.
"Beyonce had one of the best videos of all time," shouted a pedestrian, seeing him through the window. "Jackass!"
West grabbed the door handle to go kick the guys ass, but his driver smartly hit the door lock button and drove through the gates.
*************
The next morning Kanye's head hurt even worse. He reached out to the nightstand for the bottle of wine, he'd left there last night. There was still enough for another sip. He killed the bottle and threw it on the floor. He pulled the covers back. His cock was rock hard. He hadn't gotten laid in three days and whenever he went that long without bustin a nut, his cock would get hard if the wind changed direction.
Kanye reached for the remote and turned the television on. He was sure the incident would be out of the news by now.
"Here's a scene from last nights Jay Leno show. "What would your late mother think about your actions?" asked Leno. "Kanye's appearance boosted the Leno shows ratings to 17.7 million viewers," said the anchor.
Kanye changed the channel as he watched himself breaking down in front of an audience of almost 18 million people. The next channel was airing "The View."
Kanye got all bug eyed as he stared at Taylor Swift sitting between the ladies of The View. The television was at the foot of the bed, right between Kanye's legs. He grabbed his cock by the base and lifted it up. The closeup was on Taylor and his cock head was superimposed right over her lips. "Think you could handle this, bitch? Ever had thirteen inches of black cock shoved down your throat?"
"Oh Kanye West is here," said Taylor on the screen.
"Here in yo mouth. Suck that black cock," he growled, fighting the urge to play with himself.
"Cool haircut. What are you doing there?' And then, 'Ouch.' And then, 'I guess I'm not gonna get to thank the fans.'" Taylor was asked another question and responded, "No, he hasn't apologized personally."
Kanye released his cock and sat up, watching the rest of the interview. Taylor was beautiful, like a little white kitten in a way. Her skin was almost alabaster white. Something clicked in him as he stared at her. He wanted to fuck her. He wanted to integrate her white ass. He'd fucked some white women, but wasn't really into them. His dad was a former black panther and didn't believe in miscegenation. Kanye himself preferred darker skinned women and he liked his women voluptuous. Taylor was a bit waifish for his tastes, but he still wanted her. His cock was aching with the need to fuck her.
West laid back and watched "The View" to the end where they showed the credits. He was looking for the name of the hotel where their guests stayed at.
****************
Taylor Swift strummed a few chords on her guitar and jotted some notes down on a piece of paper. She watched her hand shaking a little as it held the pen. She had put up a good front, but the incident had still bothered her more then she cared to admit. A lot of it had to do with the fact that Kanye was a rather intimidating black man and Taylor liked to think that she was free of racial bias. Some of her county singer friends weren't as bothered by their bias's and told her what they were willing to do to Kanye after what he had done to her.
Taylor's first instinct that night was to call Joe, but the Jonas brother had broken up with her a year earlier and it bothered her that she still missed him. He was the first boyfriend she had truly been intimate with and she hadn't been intimate with anyone since.
Taylor heard the hotel room's phone ringing and her mom answered it. "Oh it's you," said Mrs. Swift.
"Who is it, mom?" called Taylor.
"It's him. He wants to apologize."
Taylor felt a tear well up in her eye as her hand started shaking more strongly. "I'll take it," she called. Taylor's legs even felt shaky as she walked towards her mom. She took the phone. "Hello," she said into the speaker.
"Yo Taylor, this is Kanye."
"Hello Kanye."
"I'm calling to apologize for my actions. It was rude of me and I'm sorry."
"Apology accepted," said Taylor. Almost immediately she felt a little stronger and her hands started shaking less.
"Look, I'm still in town and I'd feel better apologizing in person."
"Not necessary. We're good. Thanks for calling. Goodbye." Taylor hung up the phone and stood up straight and tall. She felt magnanimous and quickly went to her laptop to post an entry on her site saying that Kanye West called to personally apologize and that she had accepted. As far as Taylor Swift was concerned, the incident was over.
Taylor and her mother had an early dinner at a rather exclusive restaurant in downtown Los Angeles. Mrs. Swift didn't eat much, she had a dinner date with an old friend later that evening and would be out late. They returned to her hotel room, her mother showered and reapplied her makeup. Taylor gathered up her clothes and laid them on the bed.
Her mom looked good in a short red dress and black jacket. Mrs. Swift grabbed her purse and Taylor's clothes off the bed. "I'll just drop these off at the dry cleaners. Don't wait up and try to get some sleep, we're leaving early afternoon tomorrow. Oh, and don't let anyone in the room of course."
"I know the rules, mom. Goodbye, have fun." Taylor watched her mom leave. Her mom had friends all over the country and went out a lot when they were traveling. The drycleaners was a trick her mom pulled on her, but Taylor understood. Her mom always took Taylor's clothes when she left her daughter alone in a hotel room. Mrs. Swift had a deep fear that Taylor would sneak out and go drinking or whoring. Taylor was a little bothered by her mom's concern. She should know her own daughter a little better. Taylor was no Britany Spears or Lindsey Lohan. Still her mom was fascinated by tabloid stories and always took her clothes and usually her shoes so that Taylor was stuck in her room.
Taylor was left with nothing but the clothes on her back. She paused at the mirror. She was wearing a camisole top that was pink and had a red heart centered between the swell of her breasts. The top stopped several inches above her navel. Her bottoms hung low over the curve of her hips. They were long pajama bottoms also pink and covered with "Hello Kitty". Taylor went back over to her guitar to work on a song.
***************
"Aren't you Kanye West?"
"No, I get that a lot though," said Kanye, paying for the bottle of cognac. He sipped out of the bottle through the bag as he walked down the street towards Taylor's hotel. His posse wasn't too happy that he was sneaking off alone, but fuck them, they were his employees.
He was almost at the hotel when he saw the bitch that had yelled at him at the VMA awards. Kanye ducked around the corner so that she wouldn't spot him. Taylor's mother was coming out of a dry cleaners just outside her motel. She walked past him and flagged down a taxi. This meant she had left Taylor alone. Kanye grinned, almost draining the bottle of cognac with his next swig. He then strolled purposefully towards the hotel lobby.
The woman at the help desk was horrified to see a black man wearing a white tee-shirt and jeans, with dark sunglasses covering his eyes even though it was dark outside. The man was also carrying a bottle of liquor in one hand. "Can I help you?"
"Kanye West for Taylor Swift. Can I have her room number please?"
The woman didn't seem to recognize the name. "I can't give that information out, sir."
"Can you call up to the room and tell her I'm here?"
"Sorry sir, but her mother left strict instructions that she is not to receive any incoming calls or visitors. The most I can do for you is to see that she receives any message you would like to leave for her."
"No thanks," said Kanye. He drained the bottle and left it on the woman's desk as he turned to leave the lobby.
Kanye pulled his cell phone out and dialed the motel. "Let me have the restaurant, please," he said, when an operator answered the phone.
"Hostess stand."
"Hello, this is Kanye West. Taylor and Mrs. Swift are staying at your hotel. I'd like to send them a bottle of your most expensive wine."
"That would be Chateau de Vin, it's $1000 a bottle."
"Perfect. I don't know her room number, but I'm sure you can get it. Here's my credit card number."
Kanye snuck back into the hotel avoiding the help desk and reached the elevators just as a porter was pushing a cart inside it. The cart had a bottle of wine chilling in an ice bucket. The porter pushed the number 20. "Your floor, sir?" he asked in a Spanish accent.
"The same." Kanye was pleased the man didn't seem to recognize him. The elevator reached the twentieth floor and opened to a split hallway. West let the porter go first, the man taking the hall on the right, Kanye went left and stopped, peering around the corner.
The porter stopped at a door and knocked. The door opened a crack, stopping at the chain. He couldn't see her, but a soft feminine voice said, "Yes?"
"A bottle of wine, compliments of a Mr. Kanye West," said the porter.
"Good heavens, the man won't quit," said Taylor as she undid the chain and let the porter in, closing the door behind him.
Kanye quickly strolled past her room and stepped behind a potted plant as the porter left the room. The porter headed in the other direction towards the elevator. Kanye quickly strolled up to Taylor's door. He took a deep breath and knocked.
Taylor opened the door almost immediately. Kanye was thankful he was wearing his sunglasses because his eyes hungrily roamed up and down her body. The pajamas made her look both sexy and innocent at the same time. His cock stiffened a little in his pants. She looked stunned, her mouth hung open. Her eyes glanced to a spot on the door and he realized she had forgotten to put the chain back on after letting the porter in. "K.. Kanye?"
"Yo Taylor. I'm sorry to come by unexpected and all, but I just had to apologize in person.
"It's fine. All is forgiven."
"You got the wine?"
"Yes, it just arrived."
"Lets share a glass then to make amends."
Taylor finely started to regain her composure. She smiled. "You realize I'm only nineteen?"
"So? I was drinking wine at fifteen. So what do you say, a glass of wine to bury the hatchet?"
"My mom's gone out and I'm not allowed to let anyone in the room. Plus, this is all I have to wear."
"You look great. Listen, I'm prepared to make a sizeable donation to one of your charities as my way of personally saying I'm sorry. Lets discuss it and we'll decide how much and what charity. We'll release joint statements tomorrow and you can tell the press about my donation and that I'm really a very nice guy." Kanye grinned, his lips curling up a little as she grinned back.
Finally Taylor nodded, "Come on in, then."
Kanye entered her room as she stepped aside. His cock twitched in his pants. Not yet, he told it. Not yet. His mind was a whirlwind as it worked out ways to get in the young country star's pants. So far things were better then he could have imagined. Her mom was gone and she was stuck without clothes. He passed the pail of wine, snatched the bottle up and two glasses.
"None for me, thanks," said Taylor. "I'll leave it for my mom." It occurred to her that if some of the wine was gone, her mom would either suspect her of drinking it or know that she had guests. Taylor decided to dump it out after Kanye had left. She hoped it wasn't expensive. Kanye was draining his glass and holding out another glass of red wine towards her. "Kanye, I'm underage."
"Just take it and try it," he ordered. Kanye reached for the bottle to refill his glass.
Taylor took the wine. She sniffed it and tried it. "This isn't bad," she said, taking another sip. She'd secretly tried beer before, but found it bitter, this stuff was pretty good.
"Told you. Have a seat." He sat on the couch, patting the spot next to him.
Taylor tried to pull her top down to cover more of her midriff, but it only served to tighten over her breasts and make her nipples stand out. She gave up and tried to raise her pajama bottoms up higher, but failed at that too. She sighed and sat down beside the black man. He held the bottle out and refilled her half empty glass.
"You know I'm not a bad man, Taylor Swift."
"I know, Kanye West," giggled Taylor. "You do a lot of charity work yourself and lets face it, Beyonce did have one of the best videos of all time.
"I really felt like a jackass when she won video of the year. Anyway, I'd like to donate to the charity you did for the governor of Tennessee."
"Yes, the one protecting teens from sexual predators." She found it unnerving trying to stare into the eyes of a man wearing dark shades, but she tried her best to meet his gaze.
"Yes, that's the one." Kanye pulled out his checkbook. "How's $5000 sound?"
Taylor's eyes widened. "That's more then generous, Kanye."
"Gotta help protect teens from sexual predators, T.S." Kanye pulled out his checkbook and set it in his lap. He raised the wine glass up to his lips and... "Shit!" yelled Kanye as wine poured all down his white tee shirt and in his lap.
"Off the couch," squealed Taylor.
Kanye stood. "Fuck! My clothes are ruined."
Taylor grimaced at his language, but was relieved there didn't appear to be any red wine on the hotel's couch. So far it looked like his clothes had soaked it up. "Get in the bathroom before any drips on the carpet."
Kanye entered the bathroom and pulled off his tee shirt and then his pants. Both had stains that would never come out, not that he really cared. He glanced around and thought about wearing a towel around his waist. He could accidentally drop it in front of Taylor? Instead, he settled on a short terry cloth robe with the hotel's name on it. He put in on. It was a girls robe, too tight around his chest and way too short down his legs, but it did leave little to the imagination.
Kanye walked out of the bathroom. "More wine?" he asked.
"Haven't you had enough wine?" said Taylor, frowning when she saw him in the robe. It was open on the chest and stopped mid thigh. Something dark dangled under the robe's hem.
"We should kill the bottle before your mom gets back." He took her empty glass and refilled it, handing it back to her.
"Where are your clothes?"
"Soaking. I'll have my driver meet me downstairs with some clean clothes when I leave." This time, Kanye sat down across from her. He sipped his wine and spread his legs. Her eyebrows arched in shock as she stared between them.
Dear god, that's his penis, thought Taylor. The part dangling under his robe was as big as Joe Jonas' little penis had been and his robe was six or seven inches below his crotch. As Kanye sat, his robe rode up and she could see his entire penis. It was a monster! The thing fell over a large pair of testicles and hung over the rim of the couch. Soft it was seven or eight inches long. He seemed unaware of what he was showing her and just kept talking. Taylor wondered if she should tell him, his genitals were on display, but decided not to embarrass him. She tried to stare at his eyes still hidden by sunglasses, but her own eyes kept getting drawn towards his crotch. As she stared, it even plumped up a bit and extended another inch. Taylor felt her own nipples hardening, pushing out the thin material of her top.
"Yo, Taylor. You need filling up?"
"What?" said Taylor coming out of her daze.
"Want a refill?"
She watched Kanye stand. His robe fell back down covering all but the ugly head of his huge penis. The head was at least as big as a large plum. Kanye grabbed the bottle and leaned over her. She found herself staring down his bare chest through the gap in the robe. The young country star was horrified to realize, she wanted to see his entire penis again. She felt so confused. Her head felt light and she wondered if this was what a buzz felt like?
Taylor came to her senses as the cool wine fell on her top, splattering. "Aargh!" she cried. Kanye was holding her glass tipped over above her and he seemed so surprised, he was still pouring the bottle of wine right in her lap. He corrected the bottle, but it was too late for her pajamas. "Oh crap," said Taylor, cursing. "Get a towel!"
Kanye ran for the bathroom and grabbed a handful of towels. He tossed one to her as she ran past him, clutching her soaking wet clothes. Kanye walked over to the couch. It now had several large purple stains on it. He casually flipped the cushion over to hide them. "Good news," he yelled. "The couch is fine."



"The towels are ruined," yelled Taylor back. Taylor came out of the bathroom still wearing her wet clothes. Her wet top hugged her curves. "And I have nothing to wear."
Kanye stolled before her. "Then I will be your black knight in shining armor. Your robe my lady." Kanye, pulled the robe off and draped it over his arm, handing it to her. He watched Taylor gasp as she stared at his completely nude body, but for his sunglasses. He could sense her fascination with his cock.
Taylor took the robe and returned to the bathroom. She pulled off her top, staring at her topless reflection in the mirror, her wet pajama bottoms hanging low on her hips. Her nipples were as hard as she had ever seen them. So hard, they ached. She bent over to slide her bottoms down and was surprised at the dampness between her legs. It wasn't from the spilled wine either. She was horny!
Taylor hadn't had sex since breaking up with Joe. Sex with him had been fun, but no big deal and truthfully she had been to busy to miss it. Now, her lightheadedness, this strange situation she found herself in, and seeing a black penis three times as long as Joe's had her aroused. Yet she couldn't be attracted to a black man. Could she? On top of that, he was an intimidating, arrogant jerk of a black man who was also probably an alcoholic. It must be the wine, she decided, promising to avoid alcohol in the future.
Taylor belted the robe around her waist as tightly as she could. She shivered remembering how tight it had been around Kanye's body, touching him just moments before it was touching her own body.
Taylor found Kanye's jeans in the bathtub. She grabbed them and left the bathroom. The black man was standing in room nude and drinking wine straight from the bottle. "Here's your jeans," she said, forcing her gaze off his penis.
"I ain't wearing them. They're still wet."
"Well, you have to wear something?"
"I called room service," lied Kanye. "They're sending up some more towels and robes. I left the wet ones in the hall."
"Good," said Taylor. She suddenly felt naughty. "I guess staying like that won't be a problem for a few more minutes."
"I don't have a problem with it." Kanye watched Taylor walk over to the couch and sit down. He walked over and sat next to her.
"You should go when the robe gets here," she said.
"Sure thing Taylor. Lets go ahead and take care of the check now. Kanye grabbed his check book and started writing it out. "You know some of your country boys have been making some racist comments about me?"
Taylor winced. "I've heard a few. They're not really racist. They're just pissed off and protective of me."
"Didn't you say on "The View" that you were intimidated by me? Was it because I'm black?"
Taylor watched him sign his name to the check and rip it out. "No, you're just an intimidating guy."
"You're a nice girl Taylor, I hope you're not a racist or nothing."
"I'm not."
"Kiss me."
"What?" Taylor was aghast.
"Prove you're not a racist and kiss me."
"No. That wouldn't prove anything." Taylor looked around for a distraction then over at the door. "Was that room service?"
"I didn't hear nuthin," said Kanye. "Touch my cock then."
"Excuse me?" said Taylor, leaning back away from him.
"Just reach out and touch my cock. Prove to me that you aren't afraid of touching a black man."
"I don't think so."
"Racist!"
"I'm not a racist. I just can't do it."
"Fine. Whatever. You're not the person I thought you were."
"Aargh," cried Taylor, infuriated with the black man. "Alright, I'll touch it." Taylor looked over at the monster. It was no longer dangling over the couch edge, but it had risen up a little. She swore it was also an inch longer too. "What do I do?"
"Just reach over and grab it. Tell you what, just touch it until room service gets here and then we can quit and I'll go home."
Taylor felt her pale white skin flush as another wave of arousal dampened her legs. She actually wanted to touch Kanye's scary black penis. She sucked her lower lip in and reached over, grabbing the shaft of Kanye's penis in the middle. It was so thick, her fingers didn't touch and she felt the gap widening as his black penis turned even plumper. "How big is it?" she asked, fascinated.
"Thirteen at it's hardest. Run that dainty little hand of yours up and down it and you'll see."
Taylor moved her fist down to the root and then up to the head. She found herself wishing room service wouldn't get there until she had seen it completely hard. "I don't think my last boyfriend was half as big as this thing."
"The Jonas kid?" Kanye laughed. "No shit. That ain't no little white boy prick you're holding. That's a big black cock. Say it."
"I'm holding a big..." Taylor found herself breathing heavily. "A big black... I'm holding a big black cock." It was hard as a rock now and it was thirteen inches if not bigger. "I'm holding a big black cock," she said again. Taylor felt a tremble go through her body.
Kanye felt it to. There was something special about introducing white women to black cock. He hadn't understood why so many black men did it until now. He could see the awe in her eyes as she stared at it. Taylor Swift would not be his last white woman. "Kneel down there and get a closer look," he ordered.
Taylor nodded, sliding off the couch and kneeling between his legs. She continued to slowly stroke his long shaft and she now used her free hand to heft and squeeze his heavy testicles.
"What do you think of it?"
Taylor let her hand run all the way up to the head. She rubbed her finger around the fluid flowing from his long urethra. "It's the biggest penis... cock I've ever seen. I had no idea they got this big. It's as big as the microphone at the VMA awards."
"Bigger," laughed Kanye. "Yo Taylor, I told you I'd let you finish your acceptance speech. Go ahead."
Taylor, slightly drunk laughed at the idea. She slid her fist down to his pubes and with some difficulty bent his cock down towards her mouth. "I'm honored to win this award. This trophy in my hands means a lot to me." She stared down the throbbing shaft. It was hot in her hands and she could feel his blood pulsing along the veiny cock. "I'd like to thank MTV and the voters. I'd also like to thank my mother, who is here with me tonight." Taylor paused as Kanye leaned forwards a little. His hand was coming around to the back of her head and resting in her hair. "Most importantly, I'd like to thank all my fans. Without my fa- Mmphmph!"
Taylor choked as Kanye's cock head forced it's way into her mouth. He had pulled her head down over his cock and almost like it was acting on instinct, her tongue started swirling like crazy all around his fat knobby cock head. She tasted the fluid around his urethra on her tongue. The young teen came to her senses and pulled back. His hand held her down over his cock head for a few seconds, but eventually he relented to the pressure and let her off his cock.
Taylor fell forward breathing heavily. She released his shaft and braced her hands against his knees. His cock slid along her cheek. "What are you doing?" she gasped.
"Helping you get started sucking black cock." Kanye looked arrogantly down at the young teen. "I can see it in your eyes, Taylor. You want to suck my cock."
"No... I..." Taylor turned her head and pursed her lips against the long shaft. It smelled of sweat and of the wine he had spilled.
"You ever sucked cock before?"
"Yes, Joe's. Several times. He asked me to do it for him. I... wait no, I've never sucked cock before, just Joe's little penis."
"Very good, Taylor. You are learning. I want you to move your head back and take that big fuckin black cock back between them red lips of yours. Then I want you to start sucking.
Taylor pushed back against his knees, keeping her lips against the shaft. She reached the head and brought her face up so that she was looking down at it. "I don't know about..."
"I know you want to suck it, Taylor. Do it."
Taylor pursed her lips against the head and kissed it. Then she let her tongue twirl around the tip, but still she didn't take him back in her mouth. She did want to suck it. But why? Joe had begged her to take his small white penis in her mouth and she had, but hated it. He peed from that thing for god's sake. He loved it and begged her for constant blow jobs, but she only rarely doled them out. Taylor always suspected that was one of the reasons he had dumped her. Joe had probably found some fan willing to suck his penis every night. However, Kanye's black cock was big and powerful and she felt like he was the one doing her a favor by letting her taste it.
"I said DO IT! Suck that cock, bitch."
And Taylor obeyed.
Taylor took the head back in her mouth, this time without his hand forcing her head down over it. She slurped all around the head making sure it was good and wet. Taylor bobbed her head several times, letting the huge black cock go deeper in her mouth. She gagged as it entered her throat, but she quickly recovered. Taylor looked up at his face to see if he was enjoying it. His face was expressionless and his head was cocked sideways. Her robe was billowing downward and Kanye was staring at her pale white breasts. They weren't much more then a B-cup, but her nipples were fat and long. They were also so hard, her entire areola were swollen out. Kanye leaned forward and tugged at the robe's belt. He pulled it all the way through the loops until it came out. Her robe was now hanging open and she had no way to tie it.
Taylor moaned as he reached down and tweaked both her nipples. He didn't play with them for long. Instead, her leaned back on the couch, at one point leaning forward to move the hair out of the way so he could watch her lips wrapped tightly around his shaft. Taylor bobbed her head over several inches of his shaft. She looked up at his eyes, but they were still covered by his sunglasses. Finally, Kanye reached up and removed his shades. Taylor found herself looking into some of the coldest eyes she had ever seen, but they were staring intently at the young white woman.
Taylor quit looking at his face and turned her gaze down the shaft. She guessed there was still a good nine inches sticking out from her mouth. She bobbed her head, relaxing her throat as the big cock head pushed past her tonsils. She breathed heavily through her nose and she fought hard to suppress her gag reflex. Still, she had to pull back several times to relax her jaw, throat, and neck muscles. She continued licking all around the head of his cock during these breaks. Shortly, Taylor found herself able to swallow half his shaft and not long thereafter, three quarters of his cock was sliding in and out of her throat.
"Suck that black cock, white girl," growled Kanye. "I think you is a racist, Taylor, but you is doing your part to pay off your debt to the black man. All white women should have to suck off a black man at least once in their life." Kanye's eye twitched as something clicked in his mind again. He had never been more right in his life. "You're all racists. Them fuckin awards shows is racist. Beyonce did have one of the best videos of all time and they give the award to Snow fucking White. They dissed me before and they'll diss me again. Once I'm through integrating your mouth, I'm gonna integrate that tight white pussy."
Taylor was focusing on the cock sliding in and out of her throat and only half listening to his rant. What her ears picked up made him sound like a raving lunatic, but her brain did pick up the integrate her pussy comments. That caused a shudder of lust to start in her pussy and spread throughout her body. Signs of her arousal was flowing down her smooth young thighs and her vagina felt hot. It wanted him inside her, but there was no way that monster would fit and she couldn't actually fuck a black man. If word of her sucking off a black man even got out, she'd be ostracized in the country music community.
On the other hand, she was so horny, she couldn't trust herself around his big cock. Her one chance was to do everything she could to get him off with her mouth so that he wouldn't be able to get that thing anywhere near her pussy. Taylor looked down his shaft. His pubic hair was inches from her nose. With determination, she forced her head down the rest of the way until his pubes were tickling her nose.
"Damn white girl. You swallowed the whole fucking thing. I know some black bitches who can't even do that. You is one of the best cocksuckers I've ever seen."
Taylor flushed with pride at his words. She trembled with lust again. One of her hands found it's way between her legs. Her pussy was soaked and it was burning with lust as she pushed two fingers inside her. What was happening to her? She was filled with pride and joy at being told she was a great cocksucker.
Taylor's neck was starting to ache so she needed to get this over with. It was too difficult to rapidly bob her head over his entire shaft. She pulled her fingers away from her needy pussy and used her hand to grab his shaft. She settled on bobbing her head over the end while stroking the rest of his thick cock with both her hands. Kanye didn't complain and she was pleased when some grunts started coming from his throat.
Surprisingly, his cock seemed to be growing even bigger. The head moving in and out of her throat swelled up even more and the gap between her fingers grew. The cock jerked when the head was just in her throat. A huge wad of sperm suddenly shot down her throat and into her belly. Disgusted that she had just swallowed a man's semen, she pulled her head back and the second wad filled her mouth. Her cheeks expanded out so rapidly, sperm shot out of her lips where they were wrapped around his shaft.
Joe had shot a couple wads that might fill a tea spoon. She had cringed at the taste and the fact that a man's seed was in her mouth. Taylor would get up, go to the bathroom, spit the seed out in a tissue, and then proceed to brush her teeth and swish mouthwash around to remove the taste. Kanye's cum tasted different. It was hotter and richer tasting. She willingly gulped the mouthful and then she swallowed again when his third blast filled her mouth. His cock kept shooting, but it now took several wads to fill her mouth. Taylor swallowed his hot seed as fast as she could, jerking his shaft to milk it dry of all the remaining sperm. When it finally quit pumping seed, she fell back gasping for breath, but her tongue flickered out to lap up the sperm on her lips.
"Well well, I think the little white girl enjoyed her first taste of black cock," said Kanye.
Taylor Swift flushed again. She realized she was kneeling before him with her robe hanging open. She held it closed with her hands. Taylor looked down at his feet. "I did like it."
"Wait until you feel it in that tight pussy."
Taylor trembled again. "I can't have sex with you. Even if that thing would fit."
"Can't or won't? You won't fuck a black man, is that it?"
"No," she lied and immediately felt guilty. She couldn't have sex with a black man and a lunatic jackass over ten years her senior at that. "It's not a good time for me." Taylor thought the softened cock now hanging over the couch again extended an inch at her words.
"Lets just see how much of my cock your pussy can take then."
"What do you mean?"
"Let me put in in as far as I can and then I'll pull it out."
Taylor still a little drunk, laughed. "Sure, why not?" She didn't believe he could go again so quickly after just having cum. Joe had needed hours to recuperate.
Kanye stood and pulled her to her feet. He grabbed her robe, tugging on it several times before she quit holding it closed. Taylor relented and let him push the robe off over her shoulders. Kanye West became the second man to ever see her naked. He grabbed her waist and turned her around until her back was to the couch. "I gotta make sure you is wet and ready for me, Taylor."
Taylor watched as his hand rested between her breasts and pushed her back. She fell to the couch and looked up as he kneeled, pulling her legs apart. He was staring at her pussy. His face was close enough she felt his hot breath along her labia. Taylor stared wide eyed at his patterned hair cut. She was breathing heavily. Kanye wet his lips. Taylor's entire body jumped when his tongue ran up her slit. "Looks like somebody is already pretty wet," he said, pausing. Then Kanye buried his face in her pussy.
Taylor groaned and writhed in ecstasy around his licking and thrusting tongue. Though Joe had gotten her to go down on him, he had refused to return the favor. Taylor had never felt anything quite like it. Kanye's tongue felt bigger and better the Joe Jonas' penis had. Kanye was thrusting his tongue, licking her labia and occasionally he'd pause to suck her clit between his lips. His hands reached up and squeezed her breasts, pinching her erect nipples. Taylor groaned in pleasure. Taylor found her hands running through his short afro, gripping his head, pulling him deeper into her pussy. He pulled one hand off her breasts and slid it down over her belly. She wanted to scream when he pushed his finger in her, but he quickly withdrew it and replaced it with two fingers. As his fingers pushed deep inside her and his tongue was flickering back and forth over her engorged clit, Taylor came for the first time.
It caught her off guard. Waves of pleasure radiating upward from her pussy, making her toes curl. On one occasion when Joe had lasted longer then normal, Taylor thought she had cum, but she had been wrong. This was her first real orgasm and she wanted more of them.
"There that should do it," said Kanye, leaning up. Taylor's arms fell to her sides. Her chest was heaving. Her belly was still undulating. Her eyes were wide open and she had a dazed expression on her face. She looked down and saw Kanye's reinvigorated cock pointed at her pussy. Instinct had her spread her legs wider for it. He ran the head up and down her wet slit. Taylor's mind didn't even have the time to register amazement at his ability to recover before it was pushing inside her.
At first, her pussy tried to resist it. Taylor stared in awe at the huge cock head pressing down on her pussy. It was pushing her labia inwards, pushing everything inwards, and then finally she opened up for it and the cock head slipped inside her. Kanye and Taylor both gasped at the same time. Kanye loved the feel of this incredibly hot, tight white pussy gripping his cock head and Taylor loved the big cock head stretching her out like no one else had.
He worked it around a little, getting the end nice and wet and then Kanye pushed forward. Taylor felt surprised by her body's reaction. Her hips raised up to meet his thrust. Several inches of cock disappeared in her pussy. "It's so big, Kanye."
"I think there still room for more." Kanye worked several inches around and pushed more in. Again, she raised her hips to meet his thrust. The huge cock head was an unstoppable force and it thrust it's was deeper in her pussy. They both stared down at where his cock was now halfway buried in her pussy. Kanye pushed forward again, every inch meeting with resistance.
Taylor wrapped her legs around his back and squeezed pulling him deeper inside her. Kanye was impressed by her desire to take more of him. Taylor Swift was probably just a few orgasms from becoming a cock hungry slut. Kanye leaned forward and sucked one of her nipples between his lips. He paused and let his tongue flick it several times. Her pussy squeezed his cock, then relaxed and another inch slid in. With every new inch, they had to pause and wait for her pussy to adjust to his size. Kanye licked her nipple then ran his tongue up her chest and over her neck. He moved his face up against hers and her lips turned to meet his. They kissed for the first time. Taylor's lips quivered against his as he kissed her. Then his tongue slipped between them, encountering her tongue. Tongues dueled, hers trying to force his out of her mouth, but giving up and willingly letting it in her mouth. Taylor trembled and her legs tightened around his waist pulling his cock in deeper. "Ouch!" she cried, almost biting his tongue.



"What's wrong, baby," he whispered, still kissing her lips.
"Your cock's banging my cervix." Kanye pushed off her and leaned back up. They looked down at the crotches. "My god, I've taken ten inches! I guess that's it."
"Not yet it ain't. Just give it some time." Kanye flexed his cock, making it jerk in her pussy. Each jerk of his cock forced some of his precum to squirt her cervix. The fluid slowly softened her cervix. Kanye angled down and upward, then pushed.
"Ouch! Ow ow. Too big. Kanye, it's stretching me out." Taylor stared in awe as the last few inches easily slid inside. She trembled, eyes rolling up in her head and then she fell backwards on the couch.
Kanye worked a couple inches of his cock in and out of her resized pussy. "I guess you can take it all," he said, chuckling.
Taylor raised her hips to meet his thrust each time he pushed forwards. "I'm going to cum again," she whispered, still stunned at having over a foot of thick black cock up a pussy that until then had only felt a thin sex inch white penis.
"What do you want me to do?"
"Move it around a little."
"What? I thought you just wanted to see how much of it you could take?"
"Please," she begged. "I need to cum again. "Move it in and out of me."
"What do you want me to do, Taylor."
Taylor groaned in frustration. She writhed around in lust for his cock. "I want... I want you to fuck me."
"Yo Taylor, all you had to do is ask. Like this?"
Taylor felt the pending orgasm growing as Kanye worked half his cock in and out of her. He was picking up speed and pistoning more and more of his cock in and out of her. "That's it, Kanye. Fuck me. Fuck me with your big black cock."
"Gladly bitch." Kanye started fucking her with the entire shaft. He's pull back removing all but the head, then thrust forward sending his cock head straight into her womb.
"Oh god! it's happening again. I'm going to cum. Your big black cock is making me cum. Cumming! Oh god! So good. I love it. Keep fucking me. Never stop fucking me. I love your big black cock. Here comes another one." Taylor quit talking, but her pussy squeezed and milked his cock as she came again. Taylor felt Kanye pulling back and his entire cock plopped out of her. She growled in frustration. "I'm not done fucking yet," she said.
Kanye sat up and held his cock up. "Come ride this cock, bitch."
Taylor eagerly sat up and straddled his lap. She had to squat over his cock, it was so long. She moaned as it slid inside her more easily this time. Soon she was kneeling over his lap with his entire cock buried in her again. Taylor paused as she got used to his size. She wondered if she'd ever feel a white man again. Would she even bother trying? From here on out, she'd only want black cock. With this revelation, Taylor began riding Kanye's cock.
Kanye pulled her up so that he could suck her nipples again. She came again as he powerfully sucked one entire nipple between his lips. She came again when his hand came down and spanked her ass cheek. She came again when he quit sucking her nipples and crushed his mouth against hers, Frenching her again. Taylor had more orgasms soon thereafter, but she lost count and they became a blur, running together.
Taylor was in a state of orgasmic bliss as she bounced up and down on his cock. She was aware that Kanye was grunting now. Taylor could tell his cock felt swollen again. Why wasn't he warning her he was getting close? She'd warned him that it wasn't a good time. She was right between periods and at her most fertile time of the month. She was close to cumming again, but couldn't risk it. "Pull out," she cried, trying to raise herself off his shaft, but at the same time, Kanye had grabbed her hips and was pulling her down. His cock squirted just as he completely impaled her. His first wad completely filled her fertile womb.
Taylor didn't have time to be horrified. No one had ever shot sperm inside her. Joe had always used a condom. Jet after jet of his hot seed filled her unprotected womb triggering her biggest orgasm yet. Taylor screamed in pleasure. The orgasm seemed to last forever. "Fill me pussy," she whispered in his ear, as her body was still racked by the orgasm.
Kanye felt her body become dead weight. She had actually passed out from pleasure. He felt his mighty cock deflate inside her pussy. The head was soaked and he knew from experience that his cock was plugging a torrent of sperm inside her. He also knew that her cervix was closing up again, holding his seed inside her womb. Kanye wanted to stay there forever, but he had to piss. He pushed her off him and his crotch was immediately covered in sperm. Taylor fell to her stomach on the couch. More semen flowed from her pussy staining the couch.
Kanye's big cock swung like a banana as he strolled back to the restroom. Cum continued to trickle from his cock, leaving a trail behind him. He cleaned himself up a little after pissing then retrieved his pants. His shirt was ruined and he decided to abandon it. He took his cell phone out of his pants and called his driver, telling the driver to meet him downstairs and to bring a clean shirt.
Still nude and carrying his pants, Kanye walked back out into the living room area. Taylor was groaning on the couch with her ass thrust up. Kanye walked over to her and squeezed the pale white globe of her perfect ass. He promptly turned around returned to the bathroom, grabbing some hand cream. His cock was sticking straight out again as he walked back over to Taylor.
Kanye turned the lotion upside down and squeezed some out right over her anus. He worked it around with his thumb before pushing his thumb inside her ass. Taylor trembled beneath him. "What are you doing?" she asked, slowly awakening.
Kanye lined his cock back up with her pussy and pushed it in. "I want to fuck you again." "Amazing," she murmured. "I want to fuck you again to, but my pussy is too sore." Taylor pushed back against his thumb once again confirming his suspicions that she was a natural born slut. "Kanye, what's that in my ass?"
"My thumb," he replied, using his free hand to squeeze some lotion on his cock. He dropped the bottle and coated his shaft with the lotion.
"Why's your thumb in my ass?"
"I is just stretchin you out, baby."
"For what?"
"For this." Kanye lined his cock head up with her tiny sphincter. He pushed the head down against the little rosebud and pushed.
"Kanye! There's no way my ass could t-ah-AKE..." Taylor squeezed her eyes shut as the Kanye's cock entered her ass.
Kanye watched her ass push inwards like her pussy had. Her ass turned an angry red and his steel hard shaft actually bent a little from the strain. Just when he thought it wouldn't fit, his cock head slid inside her. It would not have worked if he hadn't lotioned everything up first. He pressed down and his cock pushed deeper. "Gawd dammit! I thought yo pussy was tight, girl."
"Aargh," grunted Taylor. "You're ripping me in two." Taylor grabbed a nearby couch pillow and bit down on it as his unstoppable cock head plowed it's way deeper and deeper down her anus. Sweat broke out on her forehead and she strained to bare the pain. His cock hit a point where it just couldn't go any further and he slowly withdrew it before pushing forward again. Before she knew it, the cock was slowly sliding in and out of her ass. The pain faded slowly. "Oh god," she moaned.
"Reach between yo legs girl and rub yo clitty."
"What?"
"It'll make it more bearable. Reach between yo legs and play with yourself."
Taylor slid her arm under her torso causing her to lose balance. Her head was resting on the couch while her ass was thrust up in the air getting slowly fucked. Her hand found her pussy and her finger began rubbing along her clit. Taylor moaned again, but this one was less pain and more lust. She rubbed her clit harder and sank several fingers inside her still cum filled pussy. Taylor moaned with pleasure. She started pushing her ass back into Kanye's thrusting cock. She mumbled something into the pillow under her face.
"What you say?"
Taylor moaned again. She moved her mouth away from the pillow. "Fuck my ass, Kanye."
"That's what I thought you said." Kanye began pistoning in and out of her ass even faster. "The little white slut likes getting fucked in da ass."
"Oh god, Kanye! I do. I love it. Fuck my ass with that big black cock. Fuck my slut ass. Come on Jackass, fuck that white ass as hard as you can."
Kanye pumped as hard as could and his cock actually slid in a little deeper. "Milk that black cock, slut."
"Is that as hard as you can do it? I want it HARD!" Taylor felt slutty and wanton as Kanye gave her what she wanted. Her fingers were pumping her pussy as fast as they could go. She was a now white whore and there would be no turning back. Taylor wanted to get fucked like this every night of her life from then on.
As Taylor came to the realization that she was a true slut for black cock she found herself cumming again. Her fingers got soaked as her pussy spasmed. Kanye's cock also wedged deep in her ass as it swelled up. Sperm shot out in jets, filling her bowels. "It's so good," she cried.
Kanye's cock was stuck deep and he had to wait a few minutes for it to stop squirting and shrink a little before he could withdraw it. He slowly pulled his cock out and it slid down the crack of her ass. Her stretched anus shrunk down to a quarter-sized opening, soon turning white as his sperm flowed to the surface and began running down the crack of her ass. Kanye beat his floppy cock against her ass cheeks several times, then squeezed along the shaft to milk any remaining sperm out of it. Several wads shot out to splatter on the small of her back.
"More," begged Taylor.
"Some other time," said Kanye. He pulled his pants on and stepped into his shoes. Kanye gathered up his shades and put them back on before saying, "Yo Taylor, Here's my card. Call me." He walked towards the door before turning back. "Beyonce did have one of the best videos of all time, but I do apologize." She heard the door slam as he left.
Taylor Swift remained on the couch. She could still taste flakes of dried sperm around her lips. His liquefied semen was dripping from her pussy and his fresh deposit of sperm was welling up to the top of her anus and flowing out of her. Her throat was sore and her neck hurt. Her pussy ached and her ass throbbed. Taylor had never felt better in her life.
"Apology accepted," she moaned.
Epilogue:
Kanye opened the tabloid magazine. Taylor Swift was the new tabloid sensation. A week after fucking her, the first article appeared about Taylor's shocking firing of her mother. There were reports of damaged furniture in their hotel room. Kanye chuckled as he remembered the expression of Taylor's mother's face when the elevator doors opened and she came face to face with a shirtless Kanye. He ignored her as she screamed at him.
Taylor's arrest came two weeks later when Kanye and she performed their first hip hop duet. The tabloids described her as being Aguilarized, named after Christina Aguilera, a pretty young blonde woman who tries to look ethnic and starts dressing slutty. The new Taylor Swift had dark streaks in her straightened blonde hair. She wore a bikini top and tight short shorts. Her navel was now pierced and she had KW tattooed on one arm. She claimed she got it in Key West on a weekend vacation. Their song was quite good and soon shot up to number one on the charts as did the new album she released under Kanye's record label.
She was arrested for drinking on the stage. Both she and Kanye danced and sang while holding bottles of wine. She was charged with underage drinking and intoxication. Her second arrest came after another performance when she was stopped for a DUI. She was filmed by paparazzi drunkenly staggering and cussing out the cops who had stopped her.
The drinking stopped almost immediately and the tabloids wondered if Taylor was straightening her act up. The real reason she quit drinking was revealed when pictures appeared of her in a bikini on the beach with Kanye. Her belly had a slight bulge under her navel and future pictures showed the bulge growing over the months. She temporarily halted her tour when she was eight and a half months pregnant.
Shortly after the baby was born, Taylor and Kanye had a very public break up. Taylor moved to Tennessee and announced she was returning to her roots. She threw a big party for her twenty-first birthday and invited all her friends to it, the ones who had stuck by her like Katy Perry, some who hadn't stuck by her, and even her inspiration, Shania Twain showed up. Taylor greeted her guests holding her infant brown skinned baby boy in her arms.
The party started out slowly, but picked up when the black men showed up. Taylor was the only one not surprised when Kanye West arrived with rappers and hip hop artists signed with his record label and some other friends.. Pictures were leaked from the party. Juliana Hough was seen leaving with 50-cent. Even Fergie was seen cheating on her husband with Will-I-Am. Others attending were, Carrie Underwood, Miranda Lambert, Miley Cyrus (now 18), Jennifer Nettles of Sugarland, and many more. More then half of the famous female country stars attending ended up signing on to Kanye's record label soon after that party.
Kanye closed the tabloid and looked down at the brunnette trying to bring his cock back to life. The woman was cock hungry and insatiable, just like he liked them. His spent cock started to stiffen under her ministrations.
"Lets head up to the bedroom," he said.
Shania Twain eagerly agreed.
The End.
Author's Note: Wait a minute? Stormbringer doesn't do celeb stories. The people at poonnet whom I have worked with in the past, contacted me about writing some parody stories at their website that they could illustrate. I like challenges and decided to accept.
The Kanye/Taylor incident was breaking news as of this writing (Sep 09) so we decided it would make a good start.
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Chapter One: In The Shadow of the Pyramids
"This way," said Hassan. The words hissing through the gap in the Egyptian's yellowed teeth. "The professor is waiting."
"One moment," answered Lady Jane. Her eyes moved from the sphinx down to the sketchbook in her left hand. Her right hand moved swiftly running the charcoal over the paper.
Patty looked down from the back of her camel. "Well drawn, Lady Jane," she said. Patricia O'Toole was Jane's Lady's Maid and had been in her employ for five years now, her constant companion and confidant. The lovely red head was pale and sweaty. The young Irish woman did not do well in the heat and sun of the Egyptian desert.
Jane Stalwart nodded her head satisfied at her sketch of the sphinx. She'd already added a sketch of the pyramids of Giza to her book and one of the crowded marketplace of Cairo.
"Please Lady, the professor was most urgent," hissed Hassan again.
Lady Jane glanced with distaste at their ugly little guide. The brown skinned Egyptian stared back at her with his beady black eyes, eyes that lingered hungrily on the swell of her white bosom. Patty leaned down and offered her hand to her employer. The two women were doubled up on the camel and Jane took her place at the reins as Patty adjusted the umbrella to cover both women in it's shade. Hassan's eyes flickered back and forth between the two white woman, licking his lips with lust. Jane smiled at him, but her eyes were cold as they glanced down at the pistol holstered on the camel's side making sure his eyes followed hers. She almost wished the hideous little man would try something. Jane nodded at him and Hassan urged his camel forwards.
Professor Al Arash stood in the entryway of the white stone building he'd been excavating. He wore a loose flowing white robe and a red fez. Egyptian workers carried baskets of stone past him, dumping them nearby. He took off his hat and wiped his sweaty head with the back of his hand as he waved at the approaching camels. "I don't believe it," yelled the famous Egyptologist.
"Professor Arash," greeted Jane, skillfully sliding off her camel.
"What happened to the skinny little girl I used to tickle in her father's office at Cambridge?"
He grasped her shoulders and kissed her on both cheeks.
"She grew up, Professor," replied Jane, staring fondly at her father's former colleague.
"I can see that," he said, glancing at her breasts before quickly removing his eyes in embarrassment. "And please, call me Omar."
Jane Stalwart smiled and nodded. Her girdle tended to squeeze her breasts together making her already ample cleavage even larger. Men, even older men, like Omar Al Arash, couldn't resist a glance. She'd often wondered why women's fashion favored a thin tree-like appearance when men clearly seemed to prefer a more buxom woman. Lady Jane was dressed for traveling in the heat in riding trousers that even she admitted hugged her rather full rear end a little too tightly. Her blouse was cut low and did reveal the tops of her breasts. The girdle hugging her trim athletic waist showed off her near perfect hour glass figure. Her long raven dark hair was pulled back in a pony tail. "It is good to see you, Omar," she told him, her blue eyes sparkling at the white haired Egyptian.
Professor Al Arash stepped back, his eyes taking in the entirety of her face and figure. There was no lust in his eyes, only appreciation for her beauty. "You're the spitting image of your mother you know. A fine woman."
"So I'm told," replied Lady Jane. Her mother, Giselle, had been a rather famous French singer that had fallen madly in love with the dashing British Major John Stalwart during the great war. Sadly, she had died when Jane was quite young.
Hassan tried to help Patty off the camel, but she shrugged him off, falling on her rear end as she stumbled. She did allow Hassan to help her to her feet after that. Patty actually appeared more of a Lady then Jane did. The Irish Lady Maid wore a white dress and a broad brimmed white hat to keep the sun from burning her porcelain freckled skin. Her long luscious red hair was pulled up on her head concealed under her lacy cocked hat.
Jane introduced Patty and Professor Omar led them away from the excavation and towards his large tent. Hassan held the camels, watching them with his beady eyes as they walked away.
Chapter Two: The Cock of Osiris
"So Profess... Omar," said Jane taking a seat in front of the Professor's desk. "What did you wish to see me about and why the urgency?"
"I've uncovered something amazing," said Al Arash, sitting at his desk and bending over to start unlocking a large safe. He opened it and removed an ancient box, covered in hieroglyphics. "I couldn't believe my luck when I heard that the daughter of John Stalwart was here in Egypt."
"Lovely," said Jane, glancing at the box with interest. "Old, early fifth dynasty, that's Osiris and that would be..."
"Is she holding a phallus?" interjected Patty, staring with as much interest at the box as Jane was giving it.
"Yes Patricia. That's Osiris' wife Isis and the other woman is Nepthys. One myth has Set cutting Osiris into pieces. Isis reassembled the pieces, but couldn't find his penis so she fashioned a penis of gold for him and brought him back to life long enough for him to impregnate her with the god, Horus. After that, Osiris went from a god of fertility to a god of the underworld. There's a hieroglyph of him still with his penis. As you can see it's erect and..."
"And very large," said Patty, giggling.
"Hush Patty," said Jane, giving her Lady Maid a stern look. Jane was only five years older then Patty's twenty-one and much more worldly.
"You are your father's daughter," said Omar, impressed with Jane's knowledge. He opened the box. Jane's eyes widened when he lifted it contents out.
"Very large indeed," gasped Patty, staring at the golden phallus. "And very lifelike." The erect penis was nearly a foot long and resembled a real penis having veins, bumps, and ridges.
"May I?" asked Jane, reaching for it.
"Careful," said Omar, handing it to her. "The COCK OF OSIRIS is said to be cursed."
"They're always cursed," replied Jane. The second she touched the golden COCK, Jane had one of her insights. A bald priest with kohl eyeliner highlighting his eyes was holding the COCK high in his hands looking down upon an orgy of naked bodies, men and women entwined in love making and not always with members of the opposite sex. Jane shook her head to clear it, hefting the phallus in both hands. She turned the penis and stared at the broken base with interest before handing it back to the Egyptologist, "Not solid gold."
"Stone covered in gold," said Omar, returning the COCK to the box.
"What's the deal with the curse then?" asked Patty.
"It's not common knowledge, but Isis was said to once have been the goddess of purity and virginity, but Osiris' phallus turned her into a goddess of sex and fertility. When Isis first saw her brother's penis, she became enamored of it. Osiris took her maidenhead and she lost some of her purity. He took her a second time and she became more wanton, willing to service his cock with her mouth and loving the taste of his manly seed. Then Set cut Osiris to pieces and hid them throughout the world. Isis turned mad with arousal, her need for her husband's phallus grew into a maddening lust until she fashioned him a new cock from gold, attaching it to his body and mating with him for a third time and conceiving Horus. After the third time, Isis changed for good, lusting for sex constantly and taking on all comers. I'm sorry if this offends you, young lady." Patty appeared distraught by the story.
"My word!" Patty was blushing furiously. The flush spread from her cheeks down to her chest. "I'm... fine professor."
"Egyptian mythology is not a good subject for those offended by tales of sex, Patricia," interjected Jane studying the hieroglyphs on the box while Omar sealed it. "And most other mythologies for that matter."
Omar raised an eyebrow and nodded his head in agreement."This artifact is said to be the actual one constructed by Isis herself. It is said to have the same powers as the actual cock of the god. Anyone man or woman baptized by the COCK OF OSIRIS three times will become as wanton as the goddess herself."
"What does it mean, baptized?" asked Patty.
"It means the cock must ejaculate on you," said Jane, sitting up from her examination of the box. "But since a stone phallus can't ejaculate, I believe we are safe Miss O'Toole."
"God save Ireland," muttered Patty, gulping.
The professor sat back and smiled. "So did you recognize the phallus, Lady Stalwart.
Jane smiled back. "Indeed I did, Professor Al Arash, the fractured back of the COCK appears to be an exact match for a certain statue of Osiris you and my father recovered from the desert twenty years ago."
"The statue in the British Museum?" asked Patty.
The professor's smile faded. "Jane, I need you to return the COCK to the statue and as soon as possible. There are certain forces that do not want the COCK to leave Egypt."
"Why do YOU want it to leave Egypt?" asked Jane. "You've been arguing to keep ancient Egyptian artifacts in country for years."
"The COCK is dangerous as are the forces looking for it. Besides, it belongs on the statue, reunited with Osiris. Please Lady Stalwart."
Jane reached out and took the professor's hand. "Of course Omar. It means heading for home a little sooner then I planned, but I can leave tomorrow."
"Praise Mary," muttered Patty, wiping sweat off her forehead. She was eager to return to a more god favored climate.
"I'm staying at the Continental. Meet me for breakfast around half past eight." Jane stood up from the chair.
"Gladly Lady Jane. I'll see about chartering a plane to Istanbul for you."
Jane turned to leave the tent before looking back. "Oh and Professor?" she asked. "Don't forget to bring that big COCK with you."
Chapter Three: Murder in Cairo
Patty ran the wet sponge down over Jane's breasts and belly before moving it back to the basin and soaking it in the soapy water again. She retrieved her lady's comb and stepped so close her erect fairer rosy nipples pressed against Jane's darker and longer nipples. Jane had already soaked her hair and Patty let the comb glide through Jane's long wet hair, finding few tangles to unsnarl. "All clean then," said Patty, looking on her mistress with approval.
"Thank you Patty," said Jane. "Turn around and I'll get your back for you."
Patty lifted her wet red hair up off her shoulders while Jane ran to soapy sponge down her back and over the outward curve of her buttocks. Their relationship hadn't started out this intimate, with mistress washing servant, but as their friendship grew, they become more like sisters then Lady and Lady's Maid. Of course, Jane Stalwart had no compunctions against getting down and dirty. She preferred doing everything herself and hadn't even wanted a Lady's Maid except that her father had insisted upon it for decorum's sake.
There was a loud knock on the door.
"Yes," called Jane.
"A Professor Al Arash is waiting your pleasure in the dining room, Miss Stalwart," came the voice of the porter through the door.
"Please tell the Professor we will be down momentarily," she yelled back.
"Very good madam," he replied.
The women dressed themselves. Jane dressed to travel in black trousers and boots. She wore a white front buttoned blouse, a little low cut for conservative Egypt. Gaps between the buttons gave glimpses of her lovely white skin. She tied her hair back and put her bag on her belt, including her pistol for protection. Patty could never be convinced that wearing pants wasn't sinful and wore a lacy green dress and hat that flattered her red hair and pale complexion. She included her umbrella. Oddly, the servant's clothing was usually more expensive then her employer's which Jane always found amusing and many people she met assumed Patty was Lady Stalwart. Their bags were already packed and the hotel would see them delivered to the air field.
"Surely, two goddesses returned to life," said Omar standing when the two women arrived at the breakfast table. Jane nodded at the compliment while Patty blushed and curtsied. "I chartered a "tin goose" to Istanbul, but the only flight leaves in two hours."
"Thank you Omar," said Jane. There was some bread and jam already on the table as well as a bowl of dates. "That shouldn't be a problem." Jane retrieved some bread and spread some jam on it. The waiter approached and Jane looked up, "I'll have the ful medames with tomatoes."
"I'll have the same, but no tomatoes," added Patty.
Their breakfast arrived swiftly and the two women ate while Omar Al Arash regaled Jane with tales of Omar's adventures with Sir John Stalwart. The two adventurer archaeologists had traveled all over Europe, Africa, and the Middle East. Hearing her father's version of the same stories had made up Jane's mind for her. Despite being a woman, she wanted to have her own adventures.
"May we visit the souk before we leave?" asked Patty. "There was a vase I wanted to purchase."
"Actually, we can walk to the air field through the Khan el-Khalili. It would be good to stretch our legs before the flight," said Jane, standing up from the table. "And you know Patty, that those vases are just knock offs for the tourists."
"Aye, but me ma and da don't know that," said Patty with a smile. "I'm the only O'Toole to leave Ireland that wasn't fighting in some war for the empire."
"Do you have the COCK, professor?" asked Jane.
"Yes, Of course," replied Omar. He picked up a bag which held the COCK of Osiris in it's box. He clutched the bag to his chest. "I think I'll accompany you to the air field. I'll hold on to it until then."
"You seem reluctant to let it go, Omar," said Jane.
"Of course, it's the discovery of a lifetime," said Omar, sadly. "But it needs to get out of Egypt."
The three exited the Grand Continental. Patty opened her umbrella as soon as they left the shadow of the awning. It was a short walk to the souk, Cairo's fabled Khan el-Khalili marketplace. The souk was huge and filled with almost any type of food or goods one could imagine. Patty found the peddler of clay jars painted with hieroglyphics and selected one she liked, haggling the seller down to half his asking price and seemed proud of herself though Jane knew he would have sold it for a quarter of the price. They turned to leave the vendor when a collective gasp rose from voices in the crowded market.
A man had appeared at one end of the market. The man was a figure from the time of myth. He wore a white Egyptian skirt and tunic that left his arms bare. Arms that bulged with muscles and were as black as the darkest sub-Saharan negro. His face was hidden behind a Set mask. Unlike the other gods, the head of Set was unidentifiable and Egyptologists referred to it as a Set animal. It was black with a large snout and big ears, part jackal and part aardvark.
"It's HIM!" gasped Omar with genuine fright.
Jane's eyes took in dark robed figures working their way around the edges of the crowd trying to surround them. The men wore turbans and had most of their faces covered. Each held drawn Khopesh sickle-swords in their hands. "Patricia, your umbrella if you please," ordered Jane. Patty was too distracted by the strange man's appearance to realize their danger and just absentmindedly handed Jane her umbrella. Jane lowered the canopy and reversed the umbrella so that the hook end was sticking out. "Professor, please enlighten me."
"His name is AKET! The high priest of a Set cult and the reason I wanted to get the COCK out of Egypt before he found out I'd discovered it. How did he find out?"
To answer the professor's question, Aket held up one muscular arm and lowered it, pointing his finger at Omar. As he did, he turned sideways and a short brown skinned Egyptian appeared by his side, a multi-bladed throwing dagger in his hand. The short man grinned evilly at the group.
"HASSAN!" hissed the professor.
"Follow me," said Jane Stalwart calmly. She turned and started running past some market stalls when the first cultist was upon them. He ignored her and went for the professor stabbing forwards with his Khopesh and gazing at Jane with disbelief when she used the umbrella to parry his sword. His eyes grew even wider when she grabbed his wrist and flipped him over, while reversing the umbrella in her hand and bringing the heavy wooden hilt handle down hard on his head.
Patty gasped and the professor grabbed her wrist pulling her past Jane. A second cultist was almost upon them. Jane turned and ran from the man, the hook of the umbrella catching on the leg of a table filled with dates. "My apologies," she shouted at the angry merchant as the display fell spilling dates across the ground. The cultist slipped in the dates and fell on his buttocks. "Patty, your jar if you please." Patty reluctantly handed it over and Jane shattered the jar over the fallen cultist's head. She looked up and saw the giant form of Aket striding towards her, shoving anyone who got in his way aside. Jane turned around and yelled for Omar and Patty to hurry. A cultist had caught up with them. The professor was gallantly shielding Patty behind him using his bag to block the thrusts of the cultist's sword. Another thrust and the sword seemed to stick in the bag, caught in the priceless ancient box containing the COCK. He tugged hard and just as his sword came free, the hook of the umbrella came around his neck and Jane roughly yanked him backward, kicking him in the head as he came down.
But just as Jane was about to run on, she was yanked backwards as her ponytail was grabbed and pulled hard. Instead of going down, Jane went with it, and rolled backwards coming quickly to her feet just as Aket bent down to pick up the fallen cultist's sword. He stood and the two faced each other. She could see his eyes behind the mask. They stared intently at her. She watched as they narrowed almost like a vipers, and quickly the umbrella came up to parry the first thrust of his sword and the second. The metal of the spine on the umbrella held well, but the cloth was soon in tatters. Still, the blows Aket was raining down on her were so powerful, the umbrella began to bend. His was brute strength over skill, but brute strength might just be enough for the powerful black Egyptian to win the day.
Jane was a skilled fencer, but the umbrella wasn't a rapier and when she did take the chance, thrusting the tip forwards, it did little damage to the muscle bound priest. Instead, he caught her off guard, grabbing the umbrella and yanking her forwards. Jane watched in horror as he raised the sword and brought it down even as her momentum carried her withing reach of the steel blade. She bent backward, pulling the umbrella free of his grasp even as the curved blade of the Kopesh tore down through the buttons on her blouse and slicing the girdle beneath.
Jane's huge bosom burst free, jiggling in the bright Egyptian sun. Her nipples were hard with the excitement of the fight and her breasts glistened with sweat in the light. She stared down at them momentarily. "Every time," she muttered, she muttered shaking her head.
Aket had paused, sword raised above his head to come down in another powerful blow, one that might have cleaved her skull in two. He was frozen, the dark eyes beneath the mask staring in amazement at her bare breasts. Jane reversed the umbrella again and swung up hard with the sold wooden handle. Aket's mask shattered. The aardvark nose crumbled into pieces and the rest of the mask cracked. He stumbled backwards, shaking his head, trying to come to his senses, but instead he fell backwards and hit the ground so hard a cloud of dust rose up.



Jane turned and ran, the crowd following her heaving bosom with their eyes. A topless European woman was not a sight normally seen in the souk. Another cultist had caught up with the professor and Patty. He was raising his sword for a strike when the hook of the umbrella caught his wrist and spun him around. Just as Aket had, the cultist froze in surprise to see her bared breasts. He was even more surprised when her fist smashed through the bridge of his nose.
"Lost your top again," stated Patty.
Jane harrumphed, grabbing the turban off the man's head. The cultist was shaved bald everywhere including chin and eyebrows. He had kohl eyeliner around his eyes, ancient Egyptian style. Jane punched him again for good measure when his eyelids began to flutter. "This way to the airfield," she yelled.
By the time they arrived near the air field, Jane had unraveled the turban and managed to cover her breasts with it after borrowing a hair pin from Patty. It was still unseemly, the material barely covered her breasts and left her entire belly exposed. Still, it would have to do because their plane was on the runway, props spinning and they were about to push the boarding stairs away. She waved and the stewardess at the top of the stairs motioned for them to hurry. "Come with us professor," she urged. "It isn't safe for you here."
"My place is in Egypt, Lady Stalwart." He raised the bag and held it out for her. "Give my regards to your father."
"I will," replied Jane reaching out for the bag just as Omar stiffened. His eyes opened wide in alarm. "Omar?" she asked, just as he fell forward into her arms, a multi bladed throwing dagger in his back.
"PROFESSOR!" she screamed, looking up to see Hassan wickedly grinning on the edge of the field. Still holding the professor, the bag containing the COCK between them, Jane's hand went into her bag and came up with the pistol. Hassan's grin turned into a look of terror and the little man threw himself to the ground just as she got off three shots.
"Jane, come on," cried Patty racing towards the plane. The stewardess alarmed by the gunfire was pushing the stairs away and trying to close the doors. More cultists appeared in the street racing towards them. Jane quickly checked the professor for a pulse and finding none, she grabbed the bag and ran for the plane.
"My word!" gasped a passenger upon seeing Jane's exposed belly as well as the exposed bottoms of her breasts.
"Sorry, but I seemed to have lost my blouse," said Jane, lowering the bag to cover her front. "I suggest you get this in the air as soon as possible," she yelled to the pilot.
The pilot grinned at her and winked, his eyes sweeping her body and Patty's as well. He turned back around and pushed forwards on the throttle. "I suggest we listen to the lady," he told the copilot motioning his head towards a growing number of sword wielding robed men racing towards them, a giant black man not far behind.
Jane watched the cultists angrily waving their swords as the plane gained speed and was soon airborne, following the Nile North to Alexandria. The plane flew over the harbor and the Royal navy's Mediterranean fleet recently relocated here from Malta. Patty looked over her shoulder. "Is that an aircraft carrier?"
"Yes," answered Jane. "I believe that's the Eagle."
"And the others?"
"That type is a cruiser. I recognize that one as the Manchester. The slightly smaller ships are destroyers."
"Magnificent," stated Patty.
"Agreed," said Jane saluting the ships of her countrymen.
The tin goose aimed itself North towards Turkey.
Chapter Four: Baptism on the Orient Express
Jane's eyes were closed as she floated naked on her back in the hot water. She was in a deep meditative state, completely relaxed. She'd had difficulty achieving this state of being with the professor's murder being so fresh in her mind. When she opened her eyes again, she'd feel totally refreshed as if she'd gotten a full nights sleep.
Patty slid up out of the water and let the hot steam embrace her nude body before reaching for a comb and going to work getting the tangles out of her luscious red hair. The young Irish Catholic once found it scandalous being nude with her mistress, but had grown used to it over the years as their sisterly affection for each other continued to grow. "I haven't felt this clean in a week," she cooed. The thought of bathing in a public Hammam or Turkish bath would also have scandalized the Patricia O'Toole of just a few years ago, but Jane had rented it out just for the two of them.
Patty glanced at her mistress. Jane's feet were crossed at the ankles, arms outstretched in a Jesus on the cross pose. Her dark hair floated behind her. Jane's nipples were erect, the tips of her breasts glistening in a ray of sunlight from the overhead skylight. Big bosoms were the one thing their figures had in common other then similar heights of 5'6". Otherwise, the bodies were very different. Jane was trim and athletic. Her curves were sexy, but muscular and her breasts appeared way too large for her figure. Patty was trim also, but she was softer and curvier then Jane with larger buttocks and more jiggle to her body when she walked.
Patty's naked body was still dripping water as she walked towards their pile of clothes and the bag poor Professor Omar had given his life for. She opened the bag and pulled out the hieroglyphic covered box. She glanced at Jane who was still floating quietly in the pool before turning her attention back to the box. Patty found herself thinking about the COCK often, ever since Omar had first shown it to them. Jane had checked on it once in the plane and Patty had stared intently at it every second it was exposed. Now she quietly opened the box and took the COCK OF OSIRIS in her hand.
It's so big and thick she thought over and over. Patty's own nipples were extending as she stared at it. They grew so hard they started to ache even as she felt her womanhood giving off heat and turning wet inside. Patty moved the COCK down to her breasts and ran the bulbous golden head over one of her hard pink nipples. Her areolas looked like little pyramids capping off her breasts with a darker redder nipple in the center, Jane's were flat, bigger circles with much thicker and longer nipples and Patty had the disturbing image of herself running the shaft around Jane's nippless just as she was doing to her own breasts. The COCK was so lifelike, it even had a hole where the urethra would be. So big, so thick, she thought. Mmmmm, I want a man this big! What would something that big feel like inside me? She thought as her hand involuntarily moved the gold phallus down her belly towards the bushy tuft of red pubic hair.
"PATTY! What are you doing?"
Patty jumped, startled by Jane's sudden outburst. She involuntarily started blushing from her cheeks to her chest. "Nothing," she replied unconvincingly. "I was just examining the COCK."
"Well put it back." Jane left the pool and strolled over towards a towel, leaving a trail of water behind her.
"Do you think there's any men this big?" Patty asked returning the COCK to it's box. She failed to notice The COCK was starting to give off a faint green glow as she let go of it and closed the box.
"A bit of a size queen are we," teased Jane, feeling bad at the look of horror that crossed Patty's face.
"I've not seen any quite that big, but several that are close." Jane walked over to her clothes and began to dress. Her outfit this time was a bit more ladylike for boarding the West bound train. "I seem to attract well endowed males." Jane frowned, realizing the truth of this statement. At first, Patty had been scandalized by Jane's amorous affairs for each of their adventures seemed to send Jane into the arms of a male lover. Not that she was indecent, there was an attraction and even love involved with many of her paramours. The problem was their attitudes after becoming lovers. Each and every man expected her to settle down with them, get married, and raise children and Jane was not ready for that. Patty came to understand her behavior after awhile and soon she loosened up enough to enjoy a few men of her own.
The women dressed and left the Hammam feeling refreshed and revitalized. They strolled through the streets of Istanbul carrying nothing but the bag holding the COCK and a new umbrella recently purchased to protect Patty's fair skin. Jane's gun was in her side pack strapped to her thigh and under the dress, a little hard to reach, but ready to go if needed. The women took a ferry across the choppy waters of the Bosporus where they dined at the Pera Palas Hotel which catered to rail travelers. The train's dining car wouldn't be attached until after they left Istanbul in time for breakfast service. The famed blue and gold railway cars of the Orient Express were being loaded as they arrived. The train was short with 4 sleeping cars each holding ten rooms and a baggage car at either end. Additional cars would be added and subtracted at different stops depending on the destination. They showed their tickets and boarded, a French porter showing them to their cabin. His name was Jean and he would be their coach attendant during their journey. Their luggage was there waiting for them. Their room had already been turned down for the evening. There were two beds, one above the other. A table held a wash basin with some heated water and a sponge, but the women were still refreshed from the bath and didn't use it. In the morning, the compartment would be converted into a sitting room with a sofa and table, the beds folding into the wall. A few hours later at 10:00pm, the train left the station heading towards Paris and the women changed into their night clothes. Jane climbed onto the top bed while Patty laid down on the bottom. Both women fell quickly asleep.
Patty woke around midnight. She'd been dreaming of the COCK OF OSIRIS! Her nipples were hard and she felt damp between her legs. She wanted to see it again, to hold it, to feel it's touch on her body. She suddenly grew afraid. She couldn't move and felt a great weight on her chest. Above her, Jane was snoring. Patty tried to call for help, but no words came out of her mouth. The young Irish woman slipped out of bed, but she wasn't the one in control. She was awake, but asleep, a somnambulist moving through the room towards the bag with the hieroglyphic box holding the COCK. Patty looked down at the bag and slid her brassiere straps off her shoulders. Warner company classified her breast cups as a D, but even their top sized brassiere seemed to strain containing her white bosom. Patty dropped the bra before bending to slide her short bloomers down off her rear end until she stood naked before the bag. She knelt and removed the box from the bag. Patty slid her hand over the hieroglyphics before opening the box. The COCK was glowing, giving off a green tinge that filled the room with a subtle glow. She grabbed the shaft, so big and thick, her mind told her as she stood back up.
"PATTY! What are you doing?" yelled Jane, sliding easily off the top bunk. Jane slept in a sheer silk shift. She wore nothing beneath the shift and the silk hugged her nude body, her nipples pushed out the silk, breasts heaving. "PATTY!"
"Wh... what?" said Patty, shaking her head and coming fully awake. She turned to face Jane. "Jane?" she asked confused. One hand held the base of the COCK, her other hand was sliding up and down the thick shaft. It glowed brighter as her hand stroked the golden rod.
"Patty, stop it," gasped Jane even as a cloud of white dust erupted from the tip of the cock. She coughed as the dust filled the room. Jane waved her hand in front of her face. Patty was coughing and doing the same. "It smells," said Jane crinkling her nose. "It smells like SEMEN!"
"Jane," whispered Patty.
Jane took a step towards Patty looking at her friend in concern. Patty was flushed, her breasts heaving and staring strangely at Jane. Jane glanced down Patty's body. She'd seen her friend naked hundreds of times, but this was different. Patty's half inch long nipples were fully hard, so swollen with blood her normally pink areola were crimson and puffed out from her breasts. Her clitoris was so engorged, Jane could see it sticking out underneath her wisps of red pubes. As Jane stared, drops of Patty's arousal began dripping from her clit to the floor. Jane knew her friend was pretty, stunningly beautiful even, but had never realized just how physically attractive and sexy Patty was. Jane felt fluid dripping from her own swollen clit and felt the dull ache from her own hard nipples. "Patty?" she asked as the Irish woman stepped closer. Patty reached out and grabbed the top of Jane's shift, ripping it down and pulling her forward until their lips met. They kissed with more passion and lust then either woman had ever kissed a man. Jane moaned as her tongue danced around her friend's tongue. Patty tasted delicious!
Jane's breasts had been exposed when Patty ripped her shift. Patty's left hand hefted one breast and squeezed her hard nipple. Jane gasped around Patty's tongue as waves of pleasure coursed through her body. Her nipples had never been this sensitive before. Patty's other hand reached around her back and lifted her shift up so that she could grab one of Jane's taut well-rounded buttock cheeks. She still held the COCK in her hand and Jane could feel the hard shaft pushing into her skin.
The normally demure and submissive Patricia O'Toole, pushed Jane back onto the bed, while pushing the top bunk up to make more room for them. Patty climbed on Jane, burying her head in her breasts and sucking one of Jane's inch long nubs between her lips. Lady Jane Stalwart gasped in pleasure as more ripples of pleasure coursed through her body. Jane's hands grabbed Patty's head, holding her against Jane's breast when Patty tried to pull away. Patty gently bit Jane's nipple and half kissed half licked her way over to Jane's other breast and it's awaiting nipple. Jane moaned, her hips involuntarily humping upwards wishing a man was inside her.
Patty bit her other nipple before kissing her way down the fit woman's taut undulating belly. She kissed Jane's navel and wiggled the tip of her tongue inside it even as Jane's hips continued to buck upwards impatiently waiting for Patty's lips and tongue to reach her needy quim. Patty licked down under her bellybutton to the top of her black haired pubic mound. The wet tongue slid around the top and down the sides of her pubic hair. Jane whimpered and gasped as her clit was suddenly sucked between Patty's lips causing her to immediately orgasm.
Jane Stalwart had barely recovered from her first orgasm when she felt the pangs of another growing as Patty's tongue wiggled it's way into her pussy. Jane moaned and writhed on the bed. Her head moved left and right, her belly undulating downwards even as her labia spread open stretching around the huge bulbous end of the COCK OF OSIRIS! Patty rapidly flicked her tongue over clit as she worked the COCK in deeper. Jane's vaginal muscles clamped down around the COCK and she came again, hard and powerful, her whimpers of pleasure turning into a scream.
The COCK had returned to normal, no longer glowing, but it felt like the real thing. It was as warm as any living penis and Jane swore she could even feel it's pulse, but then it was probably her own pulse from where her vaginal muscles were tightly squeezing it inwards trying to pull it in deeper. Patty kissed her clit again and then slid her body up over Jane's until her head found Jane's erect nipple again even as her other hand worked the COCK in and out of Jane's pussy.
"Fuck me," hissed Jane. "FUCK ME!"
A shadow moved in the corridor just outside the cabin, stopping at the door. The handle jiggled softly, finding it locked. The handle quit turning. There was a dull thud just outside the gap underneath the door and the first scorpion scurried into the room.
Jane had never been penetrated so deeply or felt so full in her life. She came again as Patty worked the COCK as fast as she could. Patty released Jane's nipple from her lips and slid her body up until she could stare into Jane's eyes. Patty continued to stare as she released the base of the COCK and moved her hand down to the broken base, slowly pushing the remaining five inches inside Lady Jane until her lover had taken the entire length of the golden shaft. Jane's eyes rolled up inside her head and she whimpered even as her pussy clamped down around the stone COCK, cumming again and again.
"My turn," whispered Jane. She flipped her Lady's Maid over until Jane was on top. Jane moaned, cumming again as her vaginal muscles still tightly gripped the COCK OF OSIRIS. She clenched then relaxed, pushing her quim's muscles outward until the heavy stone cock fell to the bed between Patty's legs, the head pointing towards it's next moist home
Jane kissed down Patty's neck, her warm lips finding Patty's pink nipple. The Irish woman gasped and writhed with pleasure as Jane's lips suckled on her sensitive breasts. Jane moved lower, but Patty was impatient. Her white hands found Jane's dark hair and pushed down. Jane's tongue wiggled into Patty's pussy as Patty crossed her legs around Jane's back. Patty couldn't help herself and humped Jane's tongue, her bucking hips lifted up, sliding Jane's tongue down to the tight puckered rosebud of her anus. Much to Patty's surprise, Jane actually wiggled her tongue and pushed it inside her anus. Patty gasped in shock at how good it felt. But it was wrong and Patty lowered her hips, sliding Jane's tongue between the folds of her pussy and upwards. It was Patty's turn to cry out in orgasm as Jane quickly sucked her clit between her lips. Her hips bucked, Jane's tongue sliding back down and into her anus again, then back up. Patty couldn't stop and continued bucking her hips, Jane's tongue sliding from clit to anus and anus to clit until Patty came again.
Jane raised her head, her mouth and chin soaking from Patty's powerful orgasms. She gazed up Patty's rippling belly and her heaving breasts as the gasping woman stared back down at her. Then Patty felt her vaginal lips opening wide as the COCK pushed past them. It was Patty's turn to experience the pleasure of being so fully penetrated by the thick shaft. Jane bent and kissed the nub of her pussy while pushing the cock in deeper working it slowly in and out so that the less experienced maid could grow accustomed to the huge shaft. Patty suddenly whimpered and cried, tears actually flowing down her cheeks from the powerful orgasm that rocked her body. Jane held tightly to the base of the COCK as Patty's orgasm was so strong, it tried to force the COCK out of her.
Jane slid of the bed and knelt on the floor beside Patty. She kissed Patty's pale breast and faint areola, sucking and biting her nipple even as her other hand continued working the cock in and out of Patty's spasming pussy. Jane turned Patty's head toward her and brought her lips down against Patty's. Their tongues dance again while Jane did the same thing Patty had done to her and pushed against the base of the COCK until the entire shaft entered Patty, plugging her up like a cork. Patty mewled even as she kissed her mistress. Her body tensed up, feet pushing her hips up off the bed. Jane slid her hand up the trembling woman, found her nipple and pinched.
"AAHHH!" cried Patty, cumming. This time the COCK shot from the pussy followed by a trail of vaginal fluid and the COCK struck the floor with a loud thump. Patty's body fell back down on the bed, while she gasped for breath.
Jane wiped the back of her hand across her chin. Her friend was quite the squirter. She walked on her knees over to the COCK, reaching down for it. Her hand paused inches from the artifact. Two pincers stuck out from under the stone shaft, followed by eight legs, four on each side. She picked the COCK up and saw the evil looking tail on the squashed bug. A SCORPION!!



"J-JANE!" cried Patty in alarm.
Jane turned to her friend, a second scorpion had climbed the large slope of Patty breast. It was in the attack position, pincers open to snap at Patty's nipple, tail back to strike. The tail shot forwards just as Jane grabbed it just under the barb and lifted the angry animal off Patty. It claws snapped upwards unable to reach Jane's fingers.
"JESUS WEPT!" cried Patty, staring at the angry arachnid. "Where the hell did that thing come from?"
"The Egyptian desert," replied Jane calmly. "It's a leiurus quinquestriatus, the deathstalker scorpion.
One of the most venomous creatures in the world. It's sting will cause respiratory failure and eventually a very painful death."
"Show off," said Patty, watching as Jane brought the thing down on the floor and crushed it with the still wet head of the COCK.
"Merde!" cursed Jane in French. She looked up at Patty in alarm. "Get off the bed now." Patty just nodded and sat up. Her feet going for her slippers. "NO!" shouted Jane. "No slippers," she said watching the toe area around the slippers move from the creature inside it. Jane tipped the slippers until the third scorpion fell out and she crushed it with Osiris' stone phallus.
"Jane! What's going on?" asked Patty, her entire body trembling.
"Someone is trying to kill us and my guess is that it's our Egyptian friend from the marketplace." Jane turned her head rapidly surveying the room. "He must have followed us to Turkey. Search the room, quickly, there will be four more."
"FOUR MORE!" Patty's eyes moved from Jane to the roof. "Jane look out..."
Jane stepped back as the fourth deathstalker fell from the roof to land at her feet. She quickly brought her heel down hard on the beast, feeling it's hard exoskeleton crunch beneath her bare foot. She brought her foot down hard again on her ruined slip when she saw movement beneath it and was rewarded by another crunch. She watched in alarm as the last two scorpions ran out from under the bed towards Patty's small feet. Jane tossed the COCK at the scorpions. There was a thud and a squishing sound as the COCK crushed one of the arachnids, but it missed the seventh and last scorpion.
"OW!" screamed Patty. "It stung me!" Tears rolled down her Patty's cheeks as she hopped on one foot.
Jane grabbed a nearby glass off the table and reversed it, bringing it down around the scorpion, trapping the angry deathstalker inside before it could sting Patty's other foot. "On the bed now," Jane ordered as the angry scorpion continued to strike and snap at the glass trapping it.
"I'm going to die!" wailed Patty. "Jesus, Mary, and Joseph! Yea though I walk through the valley..."
Jane ran to the door and pulled it open, stepping naked out into the corridor. She looked both ways down the hall, but it was empty. She shut the door, locking it again, and turning the lamp up before returning to Patty still reciting the 23rd psalm. "Shut up," she told her friend, kneeling before the bed. Patty quit talking and watched Lady Jane lift her delicate foot in her hand. Blood flowed from her big toe, from a gash and not a sting. "You'll live. It only pinched you." Jane bent down and kissed the side of Patty's toe while her hands massaged her foot.
Patty crossed herself. "Thank god," she whispered, her body relaxing. "Are you sure there aren't any more?" she asked. Her body tensed up again as she gazed around the room.
"Pretty sure," said Jane. She kissed Patty's toe again, staring at it to make sure the blood had stopped flowing. "It seems our villain has a flare for the dramatic. There's a myth in Egyptian mythology of Isis traveling with seven scorpions. A wealthy noblewoman slammed her door on them, making the scorpions angry who made plans to sting her while a poor peasant woman took them in. The scorpions stung the noblewoman's son instead and the wealthy woman carried her child around the town begging for help. Isis saw her and healed the boy by naming each of her scorpions even though the noblewoman had been rude to them. She was so grateful, she offered all her worldly goods to Isis and the kind peasant girl." Jane kissed the inside of Patty's ankle and started working her way up Patty's leg.
"Lady Jane! Please, now is not the right time for this," gasped Patty even as she shifted her body and spread her legs open for her friend. Her arousal quickly returned and soon Jane was eating her to another orgasm.
Chapter Five: Aket Makes Himself Known
Jane sat back on the bench, her hand gliding over the paper. She brought the charcoal over to the right of the paper, pressing hard on the page as she colored in the swastika. She glanced up at the German zeppelin and down at her page. Satisfied, she finished coloring in the swastika on the tail fin and wrote in the zeppelin's name on the front of the dirigible. The Graf Siegfried.
Jane took her attention off the Germans and flipped her sketchbook back one page. Patty's nude body stretched out on the bed of the cabin. She was sleeping peacefully, one knee slightly cocked. A sheet covered her crotch, but her breasts were exposed. Jane had spread the sleeping woman's luxurious red hair out on the pillow, fanning it out around her head. She quickly sketched her sleeping friend and now lover, wishing she had a set of colored pencils with her to capture the red of Patricia's hair and the pink of her nipples.
Jane was putting the sketchbook away when Patty woke. The Irish Catholic would have been scandalized by the nude sketch of her, but as it turned out, the young woman was even more horrified by the events of the previous night. In her eyes, they had committed a mortal sin together. "Many cultures throughout history have allowed and even promoted homosexual behavior," she told Patty. "Not my culture and not my god," replied Patty, her fingers fumbling with the rosary around her neck. Jane told her friend to lock the door behind her and left the cabin to allow Patty the time to pray for guidance. She took her sketchbook and decided to stroll around Budapest for a bit while the train moved some cars around.
The Graf Siegfried had arrived an hour earlier, descending and mooring beside the Orient Express. The train crew moved and attached a luxury car with Nazi swastika flags hanging under each of the windows at the rear of the train behind the baggage car. Two men left the airship and headed toward the luxury car once it had been attached. The distance was too far for details, but there was something familiar about the baring of the taller man. The second man wore a black uniform with a Nazi swastika armband. He was shorter and more portly then the bigger man.
The two entered the train car followed by several uniformed crew members of the zeppelin carrying their luggage. The crew members quickly returned to the Graf Siegfried whose engines roared to life even as the train whistled that the Orient Express was preparing to leave for Vienna. Jane gathered her things and walked to the train just as the giant airship once again took to the sky.
The room had been turned down for the day, the beds pushed back and the room converted into a sitting room with a couch and table. Patty was kneeling on the floor, leaning over the table still praying when Jane returned to the room. She looked up when she heard the door slam. "Did god answer you?" asked Jane.
"Yes, I've come to accept that I was under the control of some heathen artifact and my actions weren't my own. God will forgive, but I must confess as soon as possible." Patty stood. "How are you handling it?"
Jane shrugged. "I found the whole experience quite enjoyable. I've always felt close to you, but now I feel even closer."
Patty gasped, "But it's a sin!"
Jane shrugged again. "I don't see how anything so pleasurable and mutually consensual could be wrong. I was hoping you'd share my bed again, even move into my room after we reach London."
Patty's face grew flushed even as her nipples visibly turned hard underneath her dress. "I'm not some SAPHIST POOFTER, Lady Stalwart!"
Jane looked sad as she gazed at her friend. "I'm afraid you might be just that Miss O'Toole. I fear the COCK's effects may be permanent. I still like men, but at the same time I want to take you in my arms and kiss you again. Judging by your body's reactions, you feel it also."
"I do, but I will pray for the strength to fight this desire."
"Very well," said Jane. "Perhaps I'm wrong and the effects will diminish over time. The legend did say it took three baptisms to turn Isis into a wanton whore." Patty's belly growled loudly. "Hungry? The dining car should be serving supper." Patty nodded and the two women walked down to the dining car. Jane took a seat with her back to a window while Patty sat across from her. Patty ordered the grilled turbot with white wine and butter sauce. Lady Jane had ordered a pogacsa from a street vendor in Budapest and wasn't quite hungry yet. She requested that the waiter bring her some sliced bread and a whole cucumber so that she could make cucumber sandwiches later in their room. She ordered a glass of Merlot and casually sipped it. Patty always deferred to Jane's taste in wine and she seemed to relish her own drink.
Jane wanted to stare into Patty's green eyes, but someone had attempted to kill them last night and she needed to be alert. Her eyes scanned the diners finding nothing out of the ordinary. That is until the black man arrived while she was topping off her wine. He attracted the attention of all the other diners, most openly gawking at him. He was dressed in a white robe with gold trim that formed a V down his bare chest displaying his musculature. He was big, hulking was a better word. He had a long pointy ancient Egyptian style beard and wore dark eyeliner. The man was also shaved bald including his eyebrows. Most of the crowd had never seen anyone so exotic and continued to rudely stare at the black giant. Most of the crowd had never dined with a negro before either. He took a seat alone, facing Jane and ordered something from the waiter before turning his head to stare directly at Jane. His lips curled up, exposing white teeth as he grinned at her.
"O, villain, villain, smiling, damned villain!" she muttered.
"What?" asked Patty.
"Hamlet," said Jane. "I believe our foe has arrived Patricia."
"Can I look?"
"Be my guest, he's making his presence known."
Patty glanced over her shoulder and gasped at the sight of the strange black man. He nodded at her and continued to smile. "Jesus wept," muttered the red head.
"I think it's time I met our opponent," said Jane. Jane stood, grabbed the bag and left. Patty watched Jane leave the dining car. The black man's gaze followed Jane's. Patty didn't like being left alone and prayed the black man wouldn't come over to her. She was distracted by the arrival of their food.
Jane raced through several sleeper cars until she arrived at her cabin. The room had been reconverted for sleeping. She quickly pulled the hieroglyphic box out and opened it. The scorpion snapped up at her. She'd put the surviving deathstalker in the box as a trap for anyone trying to steal it. Jane snapped her fingers to distract it and easily lifted it by the tail with her other hand. She placed the scorpion in a drinking glass and closed the box back up. She retrieved her Enfield revolver and opened the cylinder, checking on the bullets. She set the revolver by the box, ready in case she needed it and then she left to meet her foe after securing the cabin door.
The first thing she noticed when she returned to the dining car was that Patty was gone. She'd cleaned her plate. Jane's food was sitting in her spot, untouched. A man in a dark black uniform was seated at the table beside hers. A Nazi armband around his bicep. One of the Germans she'd seen arrive earlier that day. "Fraulein," he said, nodding at her, noticing her attention, and quickly noticing her form and beauty. His eyes roamed up and down her body, stopping on the swell of her breasts.
"Sturmbannfuhrer," she replied, reading his rank insignia. He was an ugly man, pale and bloated. His eyes were deep set and beady, peering at her from behind rounded gold wire glasses. He was heavy set with a large jowl and mostly bald with a few clumps of hair clinging in patches on his head. An out of shape political officer and not a military man.
"Perhaps you'd like to join me," he said, his voice heavily accented. "One can always enjoy the company of a beautiful woman."
"Perhaps some other time," she replied. "I was seated here. Did you happen to see where my companion went?"
"Yes, the Rotkopf! She left just before you arrived, Fraulein."
"Danke," replied Jane. Perhaps Patty had just left to use the toilet and Jane had passed her in the hall.
"May I at least refresh your drink, Fraulein?"
Jane looked down at the glass in her hand and it's contents. "No thank you, Major." She smiled and nodded before turning away.
"I am Odilo Blobel," he said, persistently. If you change your mind about dinner or that drink. I am in the luxury coach at the end of the line."
"Jane Stalwart," she told him. She wondered about the odd placing of the Nazi car. Typically, the last car was a baggage car. But that didn't matter now, the African cultist was still waiting for her.
Jane walked over to the hulking black man and he watched her approach. He continued smiling at her.
"Aket, I presume," she said, pulling a chair out and joining him. There was some gasps and muttering from the crowd at seeing a young white woman joining a black man at his table.
"I am Aket, High Priest and humble servant of Set." He raised his hand to stop her from introducing herself. "You are Jane Stalwart, explorer, archaeologist, and adventurer, daughter of Sir John Stalwart, a British rapist of my county's antiquities."
Jane reached out and turned over the contents of the glass into Aket's drink. "I believe this is yours." His eyes gazed down at the scorpion thrashing as it drowned in his drink. "O most pernicious woman! That's a thirty year scotch."
Hamlet! Jane stared back at the man in surprise and noticed his eyes. They weren't quite right. The pupils weren't rounded, but were narrower like a vipers. They narrowed even more as she stared into them. "You read lips?" she asked.
Aket just smiled and reached into the drink for the dead scorpion. He lifted it out and dropped it into his mouth. It's carapace crunched as he chewed, before swallowing and licking his lips. "Delicious," he stated, draining the rest of his scotch as a chaser. He put the drink down and grinned at her, but the smile faded when he saw her lack of a reaction.
"I've eaten a few bugs in my day," she calmly replied, shrugging. "Now lets get down to business, Aket, old boy. You want the COCK and you can't have it."
"That is where you are wrong, Miss Stalwart. I will have the COCK OF OSIRIS, it is the will of his brother SET that I shall possess it. He reached out and grabbed her wrist, crushing it in his tight grasp.
"I shall take the COCK and the world will be plunged into chaos!
Jane jerked under his grasp as the insight came to her. Jane sat on her throne beside her husband's. She wore a white Egyptian robe with gold trim that circled under her breasts leaving them exposed. A Nefertiti's crown adorned her head and her eyes were highlighted with kohl. Aket's hand clutched hers and tightened affectionately as they surveyed the intertwined naked bodies writhing in ecstasy on the floor before their thrones. Aket glanced to his right and an Egyptian with a folding camera around his neck ran out from behind a curtain. He aimed the camera at the British Consul General's wife. Her fat body rippled as she was plowed from behind by the black skinned Masai warrior recruited by Aket for his immense cock size. Each thrust of the Masai's cock into the fat white woman shoved the equally large cock of the Hutu warrior she was sucking down her throat. The consul general watched his wife, both in horror and lust, his pants around his ankles and his small spent penis in his hand. The flash of the camera caught the scene on film. Aket raised the COCK in his hand and pointed it at a woman entwined in the orgy of flesh. He then pointed the cock at another man in a British Admiral's uniform. The nude woman stood and Jane saw that it was Patty. Gone was her beautiful red hair, now dyed black and cut shoulder length like Cleopatra's. Gone was the rosary around her neck, replaced by an ankh. Another ankh dangled from a piercing through her navel. Her left areola was darkened with kohl, the areola forming the eye of a tattooed wedjet or Eye of Horus around her nipple symbolizing the moon while her right breast was similarly tattooed with an Eye of Ra symbolizing the sun. When Patty stood, it looked like her torso was staring at the Pharaoh Aket and his wife, Jane. Patty turned and Jane's eyes scanned the hieroglyphic tattoos that ran down Patty's spine as she sauntered over towards the admiral. He stared at her with lust even as Patty knelt down before him, her hand fishing out his prick. Aket pointed the COCK at his photographer, then at the admiral and the Egyptian turned his camera on the admiral moaning as his dick was sucked by a true professional. The admiral was a British lord and married to the second cousin of the first lord of the admiralty, Winston Churchill. Through the power of the COCK and blackmail, Pharaoh Aket, high priest of Set, would come to rule Egypt and destroy the British Empire, spreading chaos throughout the world.
Jane yanked her wrist from Aket's grasp. Her insights came to her infrequently and this one had been stronger then most. An old Romany woman had once told Jane, that she possessed the gift, but Jane refused to call them visions, preferring insights. Jane had seen enough to know that she'd just glimpsed one possible future. "Over my dead body," she told Aket, standing up.
He stroked his beard. "To be, or not to be, that is the question." he answered.
Jane turned and hurried from the dining car. Blobel stood as if to speak, but she ignored him, scooping up the bread and cucumber from her table as she passed. She hoped Patty was in their room. They'd need to hunker down, defend the COCK. Maybe even get off the train at the next stop. Aket was more dangerous then she'd thought. Jane resolved to keep her Enfield close at hand from this point on.
She entered the first sleeping coach, turning sideways to let an elderly couple pass. She heard the wife gasp and glanced over her shoulder. Aket had appeared in the doorway. His hulking form took up most of the corridor and the old couple had to squeeze tightly against a cabin's door for him to squeeze past. Jane left the coach, the Austrian countryside sped past the fast moving train as she entered the next sleeping car. Aket close behind.
The next corridor was empty and Jane raced to her cabin. She reached her door and turned to look at Aket as he came in from outside the train. "I have a gun inside," she yelled, resting her hand on the door. It pushed right open. Someone had forced her door!
Jane fell into her cabin, dropping her dinner, and found herself looking at dirty sandal clad feet. She looked up the khaki pants, loose white shirt, and at the man's ugly face underneath a red fez.
"This gun," hissed Hassan, through his rotted teeth as he pointed it at her head.
Chapter 6: An Old Friend
Patty was well into her turbot when she became aware of a large presence standing over her. She looked up afraid it was the strange black man, but found herself looking into the handsome rugged face of a German army officer. "Karl!" she exclaimed with delight. Patty stood and hugged the powerfully built man. "When did you arrive?"
"Earlier today," replied Karl Jaeger. "And where is Lady Jane?"



Patty frowned slightly. Jaeger was quite smitten with Jane Stalwart and during their last adventure, the two had become lovers. Patty had lain in her tent listening for hours to Jane's cries of pleasure during her lovemaking with the handsome German. Of course, Jane had been under the spell of Freya, the goddess of loves' necklace, Brisingamen. Jane had affectionately began referring to his apparently large appendage as Mjolnir after they became lovers.
In Patty's humble opinion, Karl Jaeger, was one of the most perfect males she'd ever seen. He was well over six feet and all hard muscle. His face was all chiseled manliness, with piercing blue eyes and sandy blonde hair kept shaved close in a flat top. His only physical flaw was the long schmiss or Mensur scar along his left cheek, the result of some ludicrous German dueling tradition. He was old enough to be Patty's father, somewhere in his forties, and had fought in the Somme during the Great War, coincidentally the same battle Sir John Stalwart, Jane's father, had fought in. Patty had a huge crush on the man and couldn't help the jealous twinge when he mentioned Jane.
Karl stepped aside and for the first time, Patty noticed his companion, a chubby pasty man in a black uniform, almost the exact opposite of her view of Karl Jaeger. "This is my colleague, Sturmbannfuhrer Odilo Blobel."
Blobel clicked his heels together and bowed his head. "Fraulein."
Jaeger continued. "And this is Miss Patricia O'Toole, Sturmbannfuhrer."
"Hauptman Jaeger, has spoken quite highly of you, Fraulein O'Toole, but his description did not do your beauty justice." Blobel's eyes seemed glued to the swell of Patty's breasts. He took a handkerchief out of his pocket and wiped it across his forehead. Patty took an immediate dislike to the sweaty man. She'd also noticed Jaegar had introduced him as a colleague and not as a friend. "If you will excuse me momentarily," said Blobel bowing again. He walked away and left the restaurant coach, apparently to use the toilet.
"I call him Odd Blob," said Karl, smiling as Patty laughed. "The Nazi party assigns such political officers to most members of the Abwehr and I was saddled with him."
"It is good to see you Karl," she laughed.
"You too Patty," said Karl. Jaeger spoke flawless English with no trace of an accent. "So will Jane be returning?" His head actually turned, looking up and down at both entrances to the restaurant coach.
Like a lovesick puppy, thought Patty trying not to shake her head. Odilo Blobel returned and took a seat. Patty smiled at him, trying not to laugh. Odd Blob was the perfect nickname for the Nazi. "She should come back for her food shortly Karl," said Patty, waving her hand at Jane's untouched dinner.
"Gute," said Karl, again, looking up and down the dining Coach. "Which sleeping coach are you staying in?"
"The first one closest to the engine. We got on in Istanbul. Where are you staying?" Patty asked, staring into Jaeger's eyes.
"We have a Nazi party luxury coach at the tail end." said Karl.
Patty smiled. "A luxury coach! I bet that's amazing."
Karl shrugged. "It's quite nice. Big beds, closet and desk space, it even has a bathtub with an electric heater."
"I vould be happy to give you a tour, Fraulein," interrupted Blobel.
"Exactly how big are those beds, Karl?" asked Patty, leaning over and placing her hand on his knee while ignoring Blobel. Karl cocked an eyebrow, staring back at her. She'd never been so forward with a male before and Patty wondered if she were still suffering from the COCK's effects. She'd felt randy all day, and her arousal had only grown at seeing her crush. Plus, she hoped making love with Jaeger would wipe away her sinful thoughts about Jane.
"The beds are most roomy," said Karl, jerking a little when her hand slid up his knee and found the head of his shwanz. Her eyebrows shot up and she flushed when it swelled under her touch. "Would you like to see the coach now, Patricia?"
"Yes, I think I would." Patty dabbed her napkin across her lips and stood.
Jaeger stood too, but with some difficulty. The waiter arrived to take the German's order. "Nothing for me thanks," said Karl. "I'll be eating in tonight."
"Rotkopf schlampe!" muttered Blobel. He looked disgusted as he stood and bowed towards Patty.
"Take your time, Herr Sturmbannfuhrer," said Karl to the Nazi. "I may be awhile."
Patty took Karl's arm and left towards the rear end of the train. They hurried through the sleeper coaches and were kissing so lustfully in the baggage coach, they almost didn't make it to the luxury coach at the end.
Patty was impressed by the luxury coach. It held four twin sized beds, a table and chairs by a window. Jaeger went over to the table and replaced some documents into a folder. Sensitive German intelligence, she assumed. A desk held a communications radio and microphone. A large Nazi swastika flag hung on one wall beside a painting of Chancellor Adolf Hitler. The bath was behind a partition, an incredible luxury for a train. Crossed rapiers were also on display on one wall.
Jaeger returned to the young woman. Her back was to him, and she was holding her splendid red hair up off her neck. "Unzip me please?" she asked.
"This is an unexpected surprise," said Karl, stepping up to her and kissing just under her ear as his finger slowly pulled the zipper down.
Patty moaned at his kiss. This was her deepest fantasy come true. "It's a long story Karl. I just really need to be with a man right now and your the manliest of all the men I've ever known." He kissed her neck and placed his hands under her dress on her bare shoulders, slowly sliding them to her arms. The dress fell at her feet as he ran his hands down her back. Patty stepped forwards and turned, stunned to see her brassiere fall off her body. She looked up in surprise. She hadn't even felt him unhook it, but then the fact that he was skilled removing a woman's underwear didn't surprise her at all. He'd stopped and was staring intently at her bare breasts. Her pink nipples were already fully hard and aching for his touch. "Do you like them?" she asked, adding after he nodded, "they aren't too big?"
Jaeger laughed. "Germans love busty women and you, my love, are as buxom as a Bavarian beer maid."
Patty liked hearing him call her "my love". She liked it even better when he stepped forward and took her in his arms, bending her backwards for a passionate kiss that saw their tongues dancing in each others mouths. He pushed her back slightly and bent, kissing and sucking first the left and then the right nipple. "Jesus wept," she moaned. Jaeger knelt and slowly pulled her bloomers down under her navel, kissing her bellybutton when it appeared. The bloomers fell to her feet and she stepped out of them as Karl stood back up.
He stepped back and took in her nude form. "Stunning!" he exclaimed. "You are absolutely stunning."
Patty trembled a little standing nude before the handsome uniformed German officer. She stepped forward and it was her turn to fall to her knees. Her hands fumbled with his buckle before opening his pants. She tugged them down, looking up at him as she did so. He stared back at her while unhooking his knight's cross from his collar. Patty pulled his pants down and turned her gaze to the huge bulge beneath his underwear. Her shaking hands reached out and pulled them down revealing his sandy pubic hair and the base of his incredibly thick penis. "Sweet Jesus," she whispered when his cock sprang up free.
"Do you like it?" he asked, chuckling. "It's not too big?"
"Irish women like big cocks," she responded. "And Mjolnir is a BIG COCK! I'm not sure I can handle it all."
Karl smirked. He liked Jane's nickname for his shwanz and he really enjoyed the awe in a woman's eyes when she saw it for the first time."You can handle it, but after all the hammering, you might be a little Thor."
Patty grinned. Karl could always make her smile. She didn't want to look away from his cock. It was almost as big as THE COCK and the stone COCK OF OSIRIS was sized for a larger then life statue of a god. It had to have been a thick hard eleven inches long with a bulbous rounded head at the end that nearly took up two inches of the shaft's length. "I don't usually do this, Karl," she said, leaning forward and taking the head of his magnificent cock in her mouth.
"God yes," hissed Jaeger, throwing his head back and moaning as her tongue twirled around the head of his cock.
Patty moaned with lust as his cock head pushed down her throat. She wanted this cock. She wanted to please this man more than anything. She wanted to take away some of his infatuation with Jane Stalwart. She wanted to lose some of her own infatuation with Jane Stalwart. Her eyes gazed up at him as he pulled his uniform open. His chest was as hard muscled as she had hoped and she saw with some sadness that his dueling scar wasn't his only physical flaw. Jaeger had two bullet scars in his chest and a long poorly healed scar along his right waist from a British or French bayonet no doubt. A leather thong around his neck displayed an iron Thor amulet, not the cross that she had been expecting. It looked old.
Patty sucked his cock in deeper, struggling not to gag as the rounded head forced it's way deeper down her throat. For such a strong man, Jaeger's fingers were gentle when they slid through her thick red hair. His grip tightened on her head and he began guiding her up and down his shaft, his hips thrusting forwards. "Unh," he groaned bending over a little. His face almost looked like he was in pain. "Unh UNGHH!"
Patty almost gagged as his cock suddenly swelled up even bigger and jerked in her throat. His seed raced through the shaft to spurt out the tip and slide into her belly. She'd never swallowed a man's cum before and tried to pull back, but he kept his tight grip on her head while his cock jerked three more times sending more blasts of semen into her belly. He relaxed his grip and she did pull back, but just as the head entered her mouth, it spurted again and her mouth filled with his hot seed. The taste surprised her. It was good! She gulped it down and the next load. After that, her hands found the shaft, stroking it in an attempt to milk out more of his sperm. Several more jets of it shot across her tongue and she let the warm seed slide down her throat.
"Sorry, it's been awhile," apologized Jaeger. He reached down and pulled her to her feet, bending forward to kiss her. It felt good to know he still wanted to kiss her even after she'd had his schlong in her mouth. He kept kissing her as he turned her and slowly walked her backwards until she fell backwards on one of the beds, her legs hanging over the side. "I don't usually do this either," he said, falling to his knees between her legs.
"Liar," she laughed as his tongue licked between the pink folds of her aroused pussy. The laugh turned to a mewling sound as his talented tongue went to work on her. He didn't stop after the first orgasm and continued licking her pussy, working two fingers into her to bring her to her second and third orgasms. Patty looked down her body at her undulating white belly and at her hairy red pussy lifting up into his tongue like some wanton slattern's. Jane looked up at her and she gasped as she had a fourth powerful orgasm as Jane's face morphed back into Karl's. She'd barely recovered from her last orgasm when Karl stood and she felt the tip of his cock spread her open as it pushed deep inside.
Jaeger's cock was aptly named as he cupped her knees under his arms and began to hammer his cock hard, in and out of her body. Patty's body leaped up into each and every thrust of his thick cock, her vaginal muscles clinging tightly to it as she came again and again. He suddenly yanked his cock free, gasping for air. She looked down at his penis. It was an angry bright red, hard and rampant swollen with his need to cum. It was also soaked and dripping with her fluids. He'd been close, but he wasn't finished yet. "Roll over," he gasped.
Patty sat up on the bed and spun around, getting on all fours. He stood behind her and slowly guided his cock back into her hot pussy. They both moaned as he buried it. Karl just held still for several minutes still trying to fight his need to cum, but his cock still jerked several times inside her sending tremors of pleasure throughout her body. After several minutes he grabbed her hips and started working his cock again, slowly at first, picking up speed until his thrusting shaft was a blur. Patty's moans turned into a constant scream as one orgasm turned into another into one long continuous powerful climax. Then Karl did something unexpected. His hands grabbed the cheeks of her rear end and she felt the tip of his thumb pressing against her anus. Her rosebud opened for him and he pushed his thumb inside. The already strong climax doubled in strength, her vaginal muscles clenching and squeezing his shaft while she sprayed his balls with vaginal fluids. He pushed her forwards until his cock and thumb popped out of her body.
"That was amazing," gasped Patty into the bed spread.
Karl fell off her. "Your turn to do the work." He laid on his back, gasping.
Patty pushed herself up and straddled him. His shaft felt thick between her legs as she slid her wet pussy up the shaft, pushing down on the head until it entered her. She slowly pushed back until Karl's cock had fully penetrated her. Patty sat up and ground her pussy around his shaft simply enjoying the feeling of being fully penetrated. She gazed lovingly down at Karl's body. His abdominal and pectoral muscles were hard and sexy. She looked into his blue eyes, but they were gazing with equal fascination at her own body. She laid down again and slid up his shaft until the tip of her throbbing nipple teased his lips. Karl took the bait and sucked it into his mouth, tongue flickering over the hard nub. Patty gasped and came again. "I love your big cock, Karl," she moaned. "I love it when you fuck me."
Karl groaned into her tit. Her nipple flew out of his mouth as Patty suddenly sat up and started riding him hard. Her massive white breasts heaved as she bounced in his lap. "Fuck! Fuck me! Fucking big cock! Love fucking!"
"I'd threaten to wash that toilet mouth out with soap, but I'm enjoying the dirty talk."
Patty flushed a little with embarrassment. "It's your cock Karl. It's making me act like a fucking whore. Fuck me! Fuck me!" Patty trembled as an orgasm wracked her body. She'd lost count of how many times she'd cum.
Karl decided to get in on the act. "Work that pussy, slut. Fuck that big cock. Who owns that pussy?"
"You Karl. You and your big cock own my pussy. You fuck me so good Karl."
Jaeger growled. He grabbed her ass cheeks and started rising while bucking his hips. The bed shook from his thrusts. "Gonna cum. Should I pull out?"
Tears of joy ran down Patty's cheeks. "Never pull out. Keep fucking me until your big cock gives up it's seed."
"GOTT VERDAMMTE! CUMMING!"
Patty's pussy exploded in a series of contractions all around his spurting cock. Jet after jet of the German's hot seed hosed her womb. She had a new orgasm every time his cock spurted and it spurted a lot. Patty sat impaled on his cock gasping before falling on his chest where they kissed until his cock went limp inside her. Patty slid up until it plopped out and she rolled off him, still panting while looking up at the ceiling. "Nothing in my entire life.." she gasped, "has ever felt as good as feeling your hot seed cumming in my pussy."
"That was amazing and a pleasant surprise. I'd always wanted to fuck you, Patty."
"How come you never made a move?"
Karl sat up and stood. "Well, there's your mistress. Plus, I'm old enough to be your father. I have a daughter a year older then you."
"I didn't know you had a daughter."
"Yes, her name is Ursula. She completed her service in the Bund Deutscher Madel in der Hitler-Jugend, the League of German Girls in the Hitler Youth," he translated. "Now she's in the Frauenschaft. The National Socialist Women's League. The organization for women party members. I'm very proud of her."
"It sounds nice."
Jaeger laughed. "She hates it. It has a philosophy of kinder, kuche, kirche, children, kitchen, and church. Ever since I taught her to shoot when she was young, she wants to join the SS and go to sniper school. Sniper school! She doesn't even want to get married. I'm afraid she takes after me too much."
"Nothing wrong with getting married and having lots of babies," sighed Patty stretching sexily.
"Right," said Jaeger, suddenly nervous while looking down at the nude woman. His seed was pouring out from between her legs. "I'll be right back, I need to drain Mjolnir."
Patty smiled, closed her eyes, and dreamed of a life in a kitchen cooking Karl dinner, raising his children, and fucking his big cock every single night. She heard Karl return. He pulled her legs open and she heard a loud snort from him just before feeling his cock push inside her. It didn't feel nearly as big as before. She grunted as he began pumping it into her and she lifted her hips up into him.
"I can't feel anything," growled a heavily accented German voice.
Patty opened her eyes and saw the gross bloated body of Odilo Blobel between her legs. He'd opened his uniform and his fish belly pale flesh jiggled as he continued thrusting his prick between her legs.
She moaned her body was responding to him despite her mind's disgust at the man. His cock was not the monster that hung between Jaeger's legs, but it was nothing to be ashamed of. It didn't reach deep inside her, but it was fat like it's owner and she cried out as she had a small orgasm. "Ahh, fuck me," she moaned. What had the COCK done to her that she wanted this hideous man?
"I can't feel anything," he complained again.
"I feel you just fine," she told him.
He wiped sweat of his forehead with the back of his hand. "I like it tighter, schlampe." Odd Blob pushed back on her thighs and pulled his cock out.
Patty glanced down at it. It was a fat ugly thing, pale as an albino and the head tapered off instead of flaring outwards, covered in a near smooth foreskin. The Blob pushed down on it and pressed the head against her anus. "Do it! Fuck my ass!" she hissed, shocked by the words coming out of her mouth. The head went in easily, but when the fat shaft entered her, her anus stretched to the point she felt it might rip. "Fuck my ass!" she said again ignoring the pain. First, the COCK had turned her into a lesbian poofter and now she was begging an ugly bloated Nazi to sodomize her. The COCK was dangerous!
"Wuz zum Teufel!" Karl had returned and looked in horror at the scene in front of him. He reached out to the wall and took down one of the dueling swords. "Get off her Blobel," he ordered the Nazi. "NOW!"
"The schlampe loves it, Jaeger," grunted Blobdel. He leaned over her and began thrusting in and out of her ass as hard as he could. Karl lowered the sword. "I can see now why you enjoy fucking these untermenschen. This Irish subhuman is a complete whore for our superior Aryan cocks. Just remember to spill your seed in their asses to avoid any racially impure children." Odd Blob slammed his cock deep into her ass and his cock began pumping her seed into it.
"Fuck me. Fuck me," muttered Patty, wiggling her buttocks around Blobel's still buried cock. "Give me your cum." Patty looked over at Karl standing nearby looking at her stunned. Her gaze fell down to the big plump bratwurst hanging between his legs. "Will you fuck my ass too, Karl?" she asked.
Jaeger dropped the sword. This was not the Patricia O'Toole that he knew at all. He needed to question her, but first, his huge cock was swelling at the thought of sticking it between the smooth white globes of her lovely ass, a rare treat for a man with a schwanz as big as his.



Chapter 7: The Serpent Cock of Set!
Aket pushed his way into the room and shut the door behind him. "Where is it? Where is the COCK OF OSIRIS?"
"I found it master," said Hassan still aiming the gun at Jane. "It's in the box."
Aket lovingly ran one large black hand along the hieroglyphics on the box frowning when it came to the gouge his cultist's sword cut had put on it back in Cairo. "At last," he cried, eyes wide and glowing maniacally. He opened the box. "Interesting, I thought it would be bigger," said Aket reaching in for the COCK. "But then Osiris is the weaker brother." He lifted the COCK from the box and it was glowing green. "Great Set, I bring you the gift of your brother's COCK, lost for 5000 years." The green light grew brighter.
"Be careful," Jane reached out for it, but Hassan waved the gun at her. "It does that when it wants to go off," she warned.
"Nonsense, it works by willpower, Miss Stalwart." He waved the glowing COCK around staring at the trail of green light.
"No, it went off on it's own last night," she pleaded. "It went off in my friend's hand and infected us both."
Aket cackled, his eyes and pupils narrowed making them more snakelike. "The redhead's subconscious will called to it. It's given her what she desired even if she didn't realize it. Besides Lady Jane, what makes you think I don't want it to go off." Aket stooped and brought the base of the COCK down hard on the floor. The semen smelling gaseous cloud erupted from the head and filled the room. Hassan coughed and lowered the gun, but before Jane could make a play for it, the cloud enveloped her.
Jane doubled over coughing. She felt her nipples elongate, straining against her dress. Arousal started flowing down her thighs. She looked up, Hassan was grabbing his crotch, an erection showing through his robe. Aket was turned slightly, removing his robe. His back bulged with muscles and his buttocks were hard and taut. He was staring down at his crotch as he turned around. Aket was a huge hulking brute. His arms and chest rippled with muscles. He was still staring down at his crotch. When his face turned up, he was grinning broadly. Her gaze left his and moved downwards. Jane gasped in awe and fear at what she saw between his legs even as her pussy began leaking even faster with arousal at the sight. "BEHOLD!" Aket stood up straight until his penis stuck out even further. "THE SERPENT COCK OF SET!"
Aket had the strangest cock Jane had ever seen. It was certainly the biggest, but the shape was what
made it strange. His cock had an upwards curve to the shaft, not that unusual, but then the long serpentine head curved back down making it perpendicular to the body. A large baggy foreskin clung tightly to the head. It did bare a strong resemblance to a serpent. As she stared in shock at it, Aket's beefy hand gripped it just under the head and pulled the foreskin back until the snakelike head emerged. He released the shaft, his cock now looked not just like a snake, but like a rearing cobra. The foreskin spread out like a fan around the head and hung down like a cobra's hood or a pharaoh's headdress. She half expected to see a tongue flicker out from the rather large urethra. It's thickness and length matched the COCK, but the elongated head made Aket's penis about an inch longer. His testicles matched his hung cock, hanging low in a hairy black sack beneath the snake cock. Each ball was as big as her fist, no each was as big as if she'd made a ball with both fists. Jane licked her lips. She wanted the contents of those balls more then she'd wanted anything in her life.
Hassan reached behind his back and brought out the multi-bladed throwing knife, he'd used to kill the professor. Fear for her life was the only thing that could take her attention off Aket's cock. Hassan raised the knife, which she now recognized as a Kpinga, the weapon of the Zande warriors of Central Africa. Hassan cut the knife down, the end blade slicing down through the top of her dress, splitting her brassiere and her bloomers. Every piece of her clothing fell to her feet, stripping her in just a few seconds. Hassan stared lustfully at her buxom athletic figure.
Aket stepped forward, grabbed Jane's arms and pulled her nude body against his own. She turned her head up to meet his lips and she was the first to push her tongue between his lips. Jane was more open minded then most people of the day. She'd experienced interracial sex, most notably with Master Takeda Ueshida, who instructed her in the new martial art of aikido and the Japanese sword fighting technique known as kendo. The Japanese turned everything into an art and Master Takeda had been a master of love making techniques as well. Then there was Nantan Lupan "the Grey Wolf" her Apache guide while searching for Francisco Coronado's lost treasure of the legendary city of Cibola. Grey Wolf was not a particularly skilled lover, but his penis was a plump hard spear of considerable size and he could last forever with the ability to keep going after ejaculating several times. Many in British high society would be scandalized by these interracial affairs, but none came close to the scandal that copulating with a dark skinned African negro would cause. The mating of a negro and a white woman was culturally inconceivable, she thought, even as she reached down grabbing his giant black cock.
Aket shuddered and moaned when she touched it. He trembled even more when her hand slid up and down the long shaft. He grunted and pushed her away, towards the bed even as his hand pushed the upper bunk up and away to make more room for him. Jane fell on the bed, reaching down and guiding his rampant cock towards her ready pussy. They both gasped as the head slithered it's way inside her. "Great Set," he groaned. "You're so hot inside." He seemed in awe of her as he pushed his cock deeper. "So wet and tight. I like this."
"I like it too," moaned Jane, wrapping her legs around him and pulling his black cock deeper into her body. "Oh god! Fuck me! Fuck me, Aket!"
The priest of Set, grunted and pushed his cock in deeper. He climbed over her and began pumping his huge cock in and out of her. "It's so good," he groaned. "Tell me you love my cock?"
"I love your big black cock," she screamed, confused by the question. It had come out of him, not like a dominant male, but pleadingly like he wanted reassurance. Her arms were stretched wide wrapped around his back and she was pulling her entire body up into him to meet each thrust of his cock. "It's so big.. so big.. so good," she whimpered as her pussy contracted around the thick shaft and she came. "Your the best... best cock ever... it makes me cum so good." And she came again, clinging tightly to his chest until her arms relaxed and she fell to the bed.
"So fucking good," he growled, grabbing the sides of her head with his strong hands. He squeezed her so tightly, it hurt and she feared he might crush her head like a melon. He stared into her eyes. "I love you," he told her with all seriousness, just before kissing her lips. He was humping her pussy as fast as he could now. "I think.. I think I'm about to cum."
"Do it!" she ordered. "Seed my pussy."
"Yesssss," hissed Aket sibilantly. "Take my seed. Let the fertile SEED OF SET fill your womb." He buried his cock inside her just as Jane raised her hips to take him as deep as it would go. The serpent cock spat it's hot venom and Jane screamed. A hand slapped over her mouth when their neighbor banged on the wall. Her eyes moved to see a nude Hassan covering her mouth even as she continued screaming into his hand. Jane had seen geysers blowing in Yellowstone and once she'd witnessed an active volcano erupt. Aket's blast of sperm felt more powerful than any geyser and as hot as lava flowing from the volcano. And it was good! Very very good! Her scream was one of awe, her pussy was contracting like mad with each jerk of the huge cock in her. His cock trembled again and a second huge blast of sperm filled her followed by at least a dozen more jets of his seed. Her body was racked by a series of powerful orgasm that had her writhing with pleasure underneath the strong protective presence of Aket's body. Jane's eyes rolled up in her head and she stopped screaming passing out for a few seconds.
When she came to her senses, Aket had rolled off her, but pulled her with him so that they were laying on their sides facing each other. His cock was still in her, limp, but still fat and huge. It felt uncomfortable as her abdomen felt bloated from all the semen trapped inside her. Some was leaking out, but his mighty cock was doing a good job plugging her up. "Wow!" she whispered.
"You liked it!" answered Aket. His eyes were closed as he rested. "I hoped you'd like it."
"I've never been fucked so good before."
Aket smiled. "I had no idea that fucking would feel this good."
Jane wiggled free of his cock and swung around so that she could sit up on the bed. Immediately a virtual Victoria Falls of white semen began flowing out of her pussy and pooling on the floor at her feet. Her eyes went wide as it suddenly dawned on her. "Holy smokes! You're a virgin?"
Aket slid up and sat on the bed after she stood. "Yes, you are my first." He watched her walk over to the stand with the wash basin and move the basin to the floor. She squatted over it, letting his sperm dribble into the water in an attempt to drain her pussy of all his seed. "Every generation, a child is born with a cock shaped like mine and that child becomes the high priest of Set when the previous one travels to the halls of the dead. But Set decried that his servant would never know the pleasures of the flesh until his hated brother's COCK was found. For generations we scoured Egypt for the lost COCK OF OSIRIS. Our spies hid among groups of tomb robbers and among the European rapists you call archaeologists, like your father or Howard Carter, but there was no sign of the COCK until Professor Al-Arash excavated it last month. Hassan informed me of it immediately even though the professor was familiar with the cult of Set and sought to hide it from me." Jane glanced at Hassan, the ugly brown skinned Egyptian was staring lustfully at her, slowly pulling on his unimpressive skinny little penis. Aket finished, "Mine is the first serpent cock to awaken in 5000 years." Aket paused and cocked his head in thought. "I think I'll be doing this a lot from now on."
Jane tried not to laugh. Aket had to have been close to fifty years old, but he was acting like a teenager that had just experienced sex for the first time. Hassan was tired of waiting for his turn. He approached Jane and pushed her down on her knees. She glanced over at her pistol on the floor, within reach of her hand as was the COCK itself and the Kpinga sat on Hassan's clothes. She could easily have grabbed it with a quick roll. Instead, she leaned forward and licked the tip of Hassan's penis still compelled by the COCK to desire these men.
Compared to Great Aket, Hassan's penis was pathetic. It's length was about half the size of the COCK, normal for a man, but it was skinny and the tip looked like a small grape. It was a simple thing to take down her throat. It tasted dirty and sweaty. He stank, but not of sweat. He stank of the thick cologne he used to hide his body odor and she could taste it on him as her lips kissed his pubes. She reached up and tickled his testicles, small little walnuts. They would hold little seed, but her body still craved it inside her. Jane bobbed her head, moaning, lusting after even this ugly little murderer's penis.
Aket was staring at them intently. "I think I'd like to try that."
Jane slurped Hassan's penis, her eyes glanced sideways, watching Aket's cock slowly rising, the cobra readying to strike again. She bobbed her head faster eager to get her lips around a real man's cock. Hassan didn't care about her technique, he grabbed the back of her head and pulled her lips down into his crotch. He began thrusting his cock until with a grunt, it jerked. A little wad of cum struck her uvula, some falling on her tongue. Something clicked in her breais when she tasted him. His seed was delicious! Jane pulled back so that the grape head rested on her tongue while she used some fingers to stroke more out of the thin shaft. More sperm pooled on her tongue. It wasn't a fluke. She'd given blowsies before, but had never enjoyed the taste until now. Hassan's sperm was better then the finest wine or chocolate she'd ever had, more desirable then anything she'd ever tasted. She bent her head and kissed his dick while looking up at him. She had a strong urge to thank him for letting her suck his dick, but she hated the man and she resisted.
Jane Stalwart turned away from Hassan and crawled towards Aket, still sitting on the bed, the serpent cock of Set fully risen between his legs. She licked the tip of his cock and kissed the head. His shaved brow shot up in apparent delight. Her belly craved more semen and Aket's black balls held a lot of it. The COCK had given her a taste for women, now she wondered if it had given her a craving for sperm.
Just the taste of a small teaspoon of Hassan's seed had given her a an almost addictive need for more.
The weird S-curve and thickness of Aket's cock prevented her from sucking it like he deserved which saddened her. She had to content herself with only swallowing the serpentine head while stroking the thick shaft with both hands. She looked up at him and let the head pop out of her mouth. "I love sucking your big black cock," she told him truthfully before swallowing the head again. She stroked his shaft faster with both hands. It was coated with a slick film of his own semen and her hands slid easily along the shaft.
"Yes," hissed Aket, seemingly delighted by his first blow job. "Fellate me woman... I mean suck that big black cock you European whore. Suck Great Aket's big cock."
Jane bobbed her head faster. She felt hands on her hips just before Hassan's penis slid between the folds of her pussy. She could barely feel him in her and it did nothing to distract her from giving Aket his first blowsie. Aket's cock was swelling up in her hands. Her belly ached with her need to taste his semen. His cock behaved exactly like a spitting cobra. It jerked back and then forward, pushing
the head into her mouth just before is spit it's first wad of sperm. She gulped it down and then her mouth filled with hot semen and his seed was just as delectable as Hassan's only there was oh so much more of it, finally enough to satisfy her addictive craving. The cobra struck again and again and again, each time spitting more sperm down her throat and one time jerking out of her mouth, spraying a load over her face before she could wrap her lips around it again. Jane sat up on her knees and wrapped her breasts around his cock, sliding them up and down while squeezing them against his shaft. This delighted him even more as his cock seemed to struggle to break free of her breasts coating her cleavage with several more wads of sperm.
Jane realized Hassan must have cum inside her and she hadn't even noticed it. She didn't even think about it as she moaned, her hands spreading Aket's seed over her breasts, and nipples. Her tongue flickered out to lick his tasty sperm from around her lips before bringing the palms of her hands up and licking more of his sperm off them. She'd had plenty of passionate sex before, but had never behaved this slutty. "I definitely want to do that again," said Aket, in all seriousness, nodding his head like a schoolboy staring hungrily at her full white breasts.
"We're not done yet are we?" Jane laid back and spun around getting on all fours again. She wiggled her ass at him. "There's more I can teach you." Aket growled and jumped off the bed kneeling behind her. His cock head pushed through her labia. "Ooomph!" grunted Jane, still not used the large cock. "Th.. the Romans ca.. called this the coitus more ferarum."
Aket grabbed her hips and pulled back, forcing more of his cock into her. "Sexual intercourse in the manner of wild beasts," he stated, confirming his knowledge of Latin. "I feel powerful in this position."
"You feel BIGGER in this position," gasped Jane. "Fuck me. Fuck me hard." Aket started bucking his hips, pumping his cock in and out of her. Jane trembled from an intense orgasm. The unusual shape of his cock was hitting all the right places. "HARDER!" she screamed.
"Give it to her, Master," hissed Hassan. "Show the bitch who's in charge." Hassan walked around and kneeled before Jane's head.
"SILENCE WORM!" yelled Aket. "You will respect the Lady Jane. You are addressing your new Queen.
Suddenly her "vision" didn't seem so bad to Lady Jane. Provided she got this cock every day, ruling beside Aket might have it's benefits. "So ugly," said Jane, staring at Hassan's hideous face. She took her gaze off his face by turning it on his little brown cock and soon after took it in her mouth again, suddenly craving another taste of his delicious sperm.
"Suck my prick," he hissed, sarcastically adding, "My queen." Hassan jerked when her teeth abruptly scraped along his shaft, but she quickly went back to sucking. Hassan looked over her at Aket. "You know what else they like, Master? They like it when you slap your hand against their buttocks."
Jane glared up angrily at Hassan with half his dick in her mouth just as Aket's hand came down hard on her left fanny. She gagged around the little cock in her mouth as she came hard. Jane moaned and started sucking Hassan faster even as Aket's palm came down hard on her right buttock.
Aket slapped her left cheek again. He watched the taut flesh jiggle under his blow. He smacked her right cheek again, noticing her flawless skin was turning red. He placed both hands on her ass and pushed forwards staring at his glistening shaft slowly emerging from her pussy. Her folds clung tightly to his shaft, reluctant to let it go. The folds pushed inwards as his cock disappeared again. "It's so hot and wet," he said, still in disbelief over how good this felt.
Hassan fell back on his ass, his dick spitting a teaspoons worth of semen into her mouth. The harlot whimpered to taste him again, her lips tightly squeezing the base of his shaft and pulling upwards, to milk it of every last drop. His penis quickly turned too sensitive, and he slid back until it plopped out of her mouth. Jane's empty mouth immediately cried out in another orgasm.
"You like that my Queen?" asked Aket.
"I love your cock," she groaned, "But I don't like being spanked."
"But you came several times while I did it?"
"Only because your big black cock feels so good, Great Aket. It wasn't from the spanking."
"I am sorry, Lady Jane. I promise never to spank you again." He paused. "Unless you need disciplining, of course."
"Thank you," she said, rolling her eyes, but her buttocks ached not just from the pain, but from a yearning to be spanked some more.
"You are welcome. Now what can I do for you, my Queen?"
"Fuck me hard, my King. Give me your big cock. Seed my pussy again." Gasps came from Jane's throat as Aket slammed his cock hard into her well used pussy. His heavy scrotum slapped her thighs so hard, she imagined they were turning her thighs as red as his hands had made her buttocks. The way the head of his cock was bent forwards had it constantly rubbing her sensitive spot deep inside her. It was triggering a series of strong orgasms that left her so weak, she fell on the floor with her ass still raised to receive the powerful serpent cock of Set. Aket buried his cock and bellowed like a bull. His cock jerked and another geyser of the African's hot negro seed filled her womb, triggering multiple contractions around his spurting cock as Jane came again and again.



Afterwards, Aket pulled out and fell to his side. "That was amazing. You are amazing my love."
Jane muttered something into her arms. "What was that?" he gasped, still panting from the exertion.
"More," she whispered louder. "I want more."
"Great Aket would give you more," he said arrogantly. "But the serpent cock of Set appears to be sleeping."
Jane pushed herself up on all fours and turned. She bent her head and took the serpentine glans into her mouth. She immediately moaned with lust at the delicious taste of his cock. It was coated in a film of his sperm and her own vaginal fluid. Jane relaxed her throat muscles sucking it deep in her throat to taste more of their combined orgasmic fluids. In it's soft state, she was able to take more then she had giving him the blowsie, but it quickly began to swell forcing her to release it lest she choke.
"The cock awakens!" He dried with delight.The giant black man placed his hand on the shaft and stroked it, acting like a child with a new toy.
"Lay down on your back," she said. Apparently he didn't mind taking orders from a woman. He quickly did as told, looking on eagerly as she straddled him. His bent cock laid against his stomach, but since the head stuck straight up, she easily got it inside her. "I can't believe how good you feel inside me," she moaned, eyes closed as she worked his cock fully inside her.
"I don't feel as powerful in this position, but I like the view." Aket stared at her flawless white skin as she sat up to ride him. Even his meaty hands couldn't cover her large bosom. He squeezed and tugged on them fascinated with her breasts and hard nipples. He leaned up even as she leaned down so that he could take one of her freakishly long nipples in mouth. He was rewarded by a large squeal and tight spasms of her pussy around his shaft as she came. His crotch felt sopping wet from all the fluids pouring from her pussy.
Jane opened her eyes and looked down at him in a state of complete sexual bliss. Her hands pushed down on his chest as she road him. The contrast of her white hands on his muscled dark black chest was fascinating to her. It was sexily erotic to see her white body mated with his dark black skin and feel his big negro cock fulfilling her completely. Jane felt a new preference for black men click in her brain.
A preference that could create a scandal in British society if she were ever caught with an African male.
Aket laid back gazing up at her magnificent body slowly riding his cock. One hand squeezed her breast, pinching her thick nipple while his other hand rand down her white throat, down her breast to her belly also fascinated with the skin contrast. He rubbed her belly around her navel. "I want to swell this with my child," he said. "I hope my seed has already been planted, my queen."
"I hope it has too, my king," she lied. Lady Jane and Patty both shared a weekly tea derived from a herbal mixture Jane had discovered in India. The tea kept them from getting pregnant and even kept their monthly periods at bay. "Put a baby in my belly, Great Aket." He growled in lust at her words pulling Jane down so that he could kiss her lips. "The idea of carrying his child was starting not to sound all that bad and she was grateful to her tea.
Jane felt hands on her rear, spreading her buttocks apart. Hassan's cock pressed down hard on her rosebud. "Hey! That's off limits..." Jane's words trailed off at the surge of pleasure she felt having two men inside her.
"Take it all... my Queen," hissed Hassan. He pushed his entire penis inside her rectum. Her ass gripped it almost as tightly as her vagina gripped Aket.
"F-FUCK! I"M CUMMING!" she screamed. Jane sat still, panting from the intense orgasm. Aket's cock was jerking inside her, wanting her to keep moving. "Never had two men before," she gasped. "Thank god, yours is so little, Hassan."
"Thank Set, mine is so big so that you can experience true pleasure," interjected Aket.
Hassan hunched over her, some of his penis slipping out as he moved. Jane felt his foul breath in her ear. "Litle for now, Queen Bitch," he hissed. "The Master has promised to give me three baptisms from the COCK. Two more times and mine will be as big as his. I'll be sure to try my big cock out in your ass first." Hassan cackled and fell back, working his penis hard and fast into her ass.
Body transformation, she thought. Jane was well aware of the propensity of divinely powered artifacts to cause body parts to grow. The COCK had to be kept out of Aket's hands. Jane couldn't think much more on it as her ass was already rising over Aket's cock, trying to time it with Hassan's thrusts. The newly awakened wanton slut inside her was already hoping Hassan's was bigger to stretch her ass even more. She mewled again, closing her eyes to enjoy the pleasure, but quickly opening them as she missed the image of Aket's black body beneath her. She squeezed his hard chest while behind her, Hassan pushed deep, his prick giving a little spasm, and sending a small wad of sperm into her bowels.
Jane moaned, grinding her ass and pussy over the two penises as she came again. Her body seemingly relished every time a man ejaculated in her.
"Go away little man," ordered Aket as Hassan pulled out. "Let my eyes feast upon this woman's form alone." Aket's hands pressed against her ribs and pushed her up straight. Jane kept bouncing in his laps. His stamina was beginning to tax her strength. ""I love you Jane Stalwart. Tell me you love me."
Jane panted while riding him. She could only rise several inches off his lap before slamming back down. "I love your cock, Great Aket," she said. "And I love how you fuck me with it."
"NO! Tell me that you love me."
"I can't," she groaned. He had released her and she fell forward again. This time Jane used her arms to lift her up, fucking even more of his shaft.
"How can you not love me? No one can fuck you like Aket."
"Please?" she begged, thrashing a little over his shaft. "I lov..." Jane was terrified of this man's growing power. Sex with him was the best ever and he'd just lost his virginity. As his skill grew, he'd only get better. No woman could resist him. Not even Lady Jane Stalwart. "I love you. I love you, Master Aket." Jane fell forward and kissed him passionately. Their lips parted, tongues intertwined. One encounter with the negro and she'd fallen in love with him, but she was still Jane Stalwart. Jane sat up in his lap, feeling his cock swelling with impending orgasm. "I LOVE you!" she screamed, cumming. "I'm so sorry that I have to kill you."
"WHAT?" bellowed Aket even as his cock erupted sending more powerful blasts of semen straight into her womb.
"SEED SO HOT!" Jane cried with tears of pleasure and sadness at what she had to do, but Aket had to be stopped. "CUMMING! I"M CUMMING!" Stupid herbal tea! Why couldn't he give her his baby before she killed him? Jane collapsed from the intensity of all the orgasms.
Aket rolled her off him before his cock had even finished squirting. It bucked so powerfully, the crown of the serpent's head smacked his torso as it spit streams of cum. The first stream of venom coated her torso, soaking her nipples and leaving sperm spattered all over her belly. Another lash forwards by the black cobra hit her thighs as he stood. Aket grabbed the writhing shaft in his hand and jerked it, shooting his hot seed to coat her face. The wanton slattern writhed on the floor, still cumming. Her tongue licking out greedily to taste the seed on her face. Her hands slid over her lovely body, rubbing his sperm into her skin.
Aket dressed in his robe. Hassan was already dressed. "I told you, she couldn't be trusted, Master."
The ugly little Egyptian clutched his Kpinga, staring hungrily at her body. "There will be other women, Master."
"Not like that one," he growled. Aket grabbed the COCK and the Enfield off the floor. He pointed the gun at Jane's nude body. His hand shook as his face scrunched up in anger. Aket lowered the gun, angry at his own weakness. "Here," he told Hassan, handing him the Enfield. "You kill her." Aket took one last look at her before tucking the COCK into his robe and leaving the cabin.
"Of course, Master." Hassan looked back at the white bitch. He aimed the gun at her, but lowered it. She was still in the throes of pleasure she'd gotten taking the two cultists cocks in her and wasn't even aware of her own peril. "Hassan will kill you alright, but not with a bullet." He raised the Kpinga. He
kept the blades very sharp for Hassan liked to cut things. The only question was where to cut her first.
Hassan raised the multi bladed throwing weapon, looking up and down her body, but before he could bring it down on her, Jane's heel caught him in the knee. He screamed in pain as his knee shattered.
Jane grinned, spinning around in a slick pool of sperm and rising to stoop. She heard a thud as the Enfield hit the floor. Hassan hadn't dropped the Kpinga. His eyes were filled with rage and pain as he raised it again. Jane put all the weight on her left foot, lashing out with her tight for his other knee, but she slipped a little on the pool of sperm and Hassan managed to turn slightly. He caught her kick in the back of the knee, hurting him, but not breaking anything, but he did fall through the cabin door.
Jane dropped and rolled, grabbing the gun and bringing it up to a firing position, but Hassan had vanished. "DAMN!" she growled, racing to the door. He hadn't gotten far. He was at the end of the corridor, but headed the wrong way. "Freeze," she ordered, but Hassan just limped his way through the door.
Luckily the aisle was empty. Most of the passengers would still be in the dining coach, but not for much longer. Hassan hadn't headed towards the dining coach, he'd turned heading towards the baggage coach just behind the engine, but that would be locked. Jane followed him out the coach and sure enough he was trying to force the next coach's door open. There was a ladder to access the top of the coach, but with his busted knee, Hassan wouldn't be climbing anything. Trapped, he turned and raised the Kpinga.
"Drop it," yelled Jane. She aimed the gun at his head. "Surrender and I'll turn you over to Egyptian authorities for the murder of Professor Al Arash."
"I don't think so, bitch," he hissed. His face twisted with hatred and pain. Hassan stepped forward, dragging his bad leg behind him.
Jane smiled and shrugged. "I actually prefer it this way, too." She pointed the gun at his head and pulled the trigger.
Hassan laughed at the surprised look on her face when the hammer clicked down and nothing happened. She pulled the trigger again and the gun still didn't fire. He reached in his pocket and held his fist up, dropping the bullets he'd removed from her gun while searching her room. "Time to die, bitch." His arm went back and then swung forward, releasing the Kpinga.
Unfortunately for Jane, a huge wad of semen chose to slide down her forehead and into her eyes. Still, she managed to jerk her head sideways, feeling a breeze pass her ear and the knife stuck into the door with a thunk. Jane quickly wiped her eyes. As soon as her vision cleared, she saw Hassan crossing between the coaches, dragging his bad leg behind him. His face was pale, contorted with pain and disbelief that he had missed. The Kpinga had been so close, it had taken a strand of her hair. Jane yanked it out of the wood and stepped forward. She hefted it, testing the weight and smirked. It felt very close in weight to Grey Wolf's tomahawk and she was very good with the red man's ax. She flipped the Kpinga and tossed it underhand.
It struck Hassan with a crunch as the main blade broke through his sternum. He stared at the weapon sticking out from his chest in disbelief, but he was already dead. The blade had pierced his heart! Hassan fell backward, flipping over the railing and falling between the coaches. There was a louder crunch and then nothing as the train continued it's journey with one less passenger.
"That's for Omar," said Jane, licking some sperm off her hand.
Chapter 8: Danger in Strasbourg!
"Jesus, Mary, and Joseph," muttered Patty, looking up when Jane returned to the room. Patty was standing in the center of the room, looking at the pools of sexual fluid all over the floor. Jane's sudden return through the broken door, nude had startled her. "What happened?" asked Patty, taking in Jane's naked body. Half the semen on Jane was still wet and the other half dried flakes.
"Aket, that's what happened," growled Jane, striding over to the basin. "And he has the COCK!"
"Oh no!" gasped Patty. Her eyes filled with concern for the loss of the COCK and then horror as she once again gazed at her mistress' nude body. "You had relations with a NEGRO!"
"Come now Patricia, it appears you have no choice who you have sex with under the COCK's influence." Jane picked up the sponge from the basin. She looked distastefully at the water, filled with white clouds and clumps of sperm from where she'd squatted over it earlier. She started to clean herself with it anyway.
"But a NEGRO? Are you alright?"
"I'm fine," she answered. "Better then fine, it was quite..." Jane stopped. Good, amazing, the best sex of her life, she wanted to answer, but Patty could never comprehend a white woman enjoying sex with a black man. "I'm fine," she said again, "But we need to worry about getting the COCK back, not me. We have to stop Aket."
"What do we do?"
"He's not going anywhere until the train stops in Strasbourg in the morning. A giant black man shouldn't be hard to spot." Jane watched as Patty took the sponge and helped clean Jane's body. Her nose was crinkled in distaste even yanking her hand back when some dried sperm touched her knuckle, but she stoically did her duty. Jane's nipples hardened again as the cool sponge slid over her breasts. Patty stared at them and Jane detected and increase in Patty;s breathing and a slight flush spread on her cheeks. She grabbed Patty's hand to stop her and the two women stared into each others eyes before Jane bent in for a kiss. Patty's eyes partially closed and her lips parted, but at the last second she pulled back, a look of distaste on her face. "What?" asked Jane.
"Your cheeks are puffy like they get when you've been sucking on a man's..." Patty flushed crimson and shook her head like she was trying to fight not to vomit. "Did you have a Negro's phallus in your mouth?"
"Yes," said Jane watching Patty shake her head in denial again. "Patty, get over it. His cock was amazing, bigger then the COCK and His seed tasted so..."
"STOP!" yelled Patty, dropping the sponge and covering her ears with her hands.
Jane leaned closer, sniffing. "You smell good." Jane took in her friend. Patty looked great. She was clean, smelled of lavender, and had washed her hair. "Really good. Where have you been anyway?"
Patty flushed some more. "Karl Jaeger's here and he offered to show me his luxury coach."
"JAEGER!" Jane was surprised, but then remembered the familiar looking German that had arrived on the zeppelin. "Karl's here?"
"Yes and they have a bath tub." Patty nodded. "A bath tub on a train!"
Jane got a far away look in her eyes, but she wasn't thinking about a bath. "Did he ask about me?"
"Yes, many times," said Patty, jealous again. "I'm sure you'll see him tomorrow in the dining coach." Patty paused in thought. "Why don't we ask his help stopping Aket."
"No," answered Jane. "The fewer people who know about the COCK, the better." Jane felt cleaner and grabbed a towel, drying her magnificent body while Patty to her credit, did her duty and got on all fours scrubbing up the pools of sperm. Jane pulled a simple dress over her head and grabbed the basin of semen polluted water. "I'm going to dump this over the railing," said Jane. "Go find the Jean and tell him that an inebriated passenger fell against our door and busted the lock. Then ask the steward in the dining coach if we might have some fresh water or better yet, ask if they'll heat it up some. I need to wash my hair." Large strands of her hair were stuck together bonded by dried sperm. "If he gives you any guff, bat your eyelashes at him a couple times."
"I'm on it then," said Patty, exiting through the busted door.
Later, Jane felt quite clean washing in the fresh basin when the Jean arrived. The porter apologized profusely and insisted he'd have someone come fix their door immediately as two young ladies traveling alone wouldn't be safe under these conditions. He asked if she'd seen who had fallen into their door and Jane replied that it was the large exotic looking African, hoping to find out Aket's room. The man frowned, saying that he wasn't aware of any negro passengers on board the train. This was an upper class passenger train after all.
Early the next morning, Jane hopped off the upper berth, waking Patty. "Come Patricia, " she said, pulling the shift off over her head. "The game is afoot." Jane dressed in her "working" clothes of brown trousers and a white blouse. She strapped her pack to the outside of her right leg while Patty pulled a green dress over her head. Jane checked the bullets in her Enfield and slid it into the pack on her leg.
"What's the plan then?" asked Patty.
"The train's approaching Strasbourg and we need to find Aket before he can disembark. We'll ask around. A man like Aket stands out."
Jane and Patty walked the length of the train questioning every porter or passenger they encountered, but the entire staff insisted there was no black man matching that description on the train. There were a few negro porters, but none were giant muscled Egyptian cultists. The train whistled and began to brake. "Damn!" cursed Jane.
"What do we do now then?" asked Patty.
"We disembark first and keep an eye out for Aket," replied Jane, heading towards the nearest exit. Jane let herself off as soon as the train came to a complete stop in Strasbourg station much to the nearest porter's annoyance. "Patty, you walk to the back of the train and I'll keep an eye on the front section."
Jane watched her go when it suddenly occurred to her that she might not be asking the right question about Aket. She looked up at the coach door. "Jean?"
"Oui, Mademoiselle," he replied, still looking irately at her.
"You don't recall seeing a large Negro on board?"
"Non, Mademoiselle, like I informed you earlier..."
"Is there an Egyptian on board, brown skinned not too tall?"
The porter crinkled his nose in distaste. "Oui, the Egyptian is staying in the cabin beside yours."
That explains how Aket disappeared so quickly last night, she thought. "And there's no Negro with him?"
The porter sighed, exasperated. "Non, Mademoiselle, there is no Negro staying with him. There is only his wife, a rather large woman, but is is hard to tell with Muslim women being covered up by those heavy burqas. Look, there she is, if you'd like to question her personally." The porter held his arms out, hands down and made shooing motions towards Jane.
Jane turned and watched the bulky figure striding from the train. Her lip curled up. The dark figure, clad head to toe in a black burqa towered over the other passengers. Large woman indeed! Patty did a double take and stepped out of his way. "PATRICIA! STOP HIM! THAT'S AKET!" Jane yelled, starting to run.
Aket casually pushed Patty aside causing her to fall backwards on her rump. He pulled off the head piece and started running. Jane took off after him with Patty struggling to catch up. The black Egyptian had a head start and had already disappeared down an alley, heads in the crowded street turning to watch the strange spectacle of a giant black man being pursued by two lovely women.
Jane's strong athletic legs, trousers, and sensible shoes allowed her to make better ground then Patty, but the Irish woman caught up to Jane when she came skidding to a stop where the alley split. "Which way?" gasped Patty, panting.



"I don't know," said Jane scanning the ground for footprints, but the cobblestones showed nothing. "We'll have to split up."
Patty's eyes went wide as she stared at her mistress. "But what do I do if I catch him?"
Jane opened her thigh bag and pulled out her pistol. "Here," she said, handing it to Patty. "You've fired it before. Only use it if necessary. Yell if you see Aket." Patty took the gun warily, but took off down the left alley. Jane watched her go, then took off at a steady pace. Jane could run and run well. Gray Wolf had been impressed with her long distance running and ability to pace herself. A Tamahumara Indian of Northern Mexico had helped train her and he too had come to respect her abilities, though his skills far outstripped Jane's. There were few to rival a Tamahumara for long distance running. She didn't need these skills in the tight alleys of Strasbourg however and didn't even consider this type of steady jogging to be an exertion. She could have kept up this pace for hours. There was no sign of Aket and Jane hoped Patty was having better luck. The alley soon ended, splitting into a T shape. Left would take her back towards Patty and right into the unknown. Patty's scream made the decision for her. Jane turned left, picking up speed. "NOOOOOOO!" echoed down the alley up ahead. The alley split again, Jane made a choice and took a random turn. She heard noises ahead around a corner and slowed as she approached.
"Oh no," muttered Jane, peering around the corner. Patty was nude and straddling Aket's stomach. The burqa had been spread out in the dirty alley. Aket's gold and white robe was flung aside and the black man was laying on his back on the burqa. The COCK was beside his hand and Jane's Enfield lay beside it. Aket's monstrous cock was fully erect and flat against his stomach, but the strange snakelike shape had the serpentine head sticking straight up. Patty was humping the head while running her hands over his hard muscular chest. A golden dust cloud was still settling around them and Jane could detect the scent of sperm even from where she was. Aket had used the COCK again!
"So big... so good," grunted Patty, grinding her pussy around the head of his cock. She leaned down until her nipples pushed into his chest and kissed him. She pushed back, feeling more of his cock enter her. She reared up, cumming. "No idea... negro cock... would be so good... better then any other cock."
"Tell Great Aket you love his cock," ordered the cultist, squeezing her breasts.
"I love your negro cock, Aket," she moaned.
"PATTY!" Jane screamed, charging the lovers. "I'll save you."
Patty's green eyes looked on Jane with an insane intensity. Patty scrambled desperately for the gun, raising and aiming it at Jane. "STOP!" she ordered. "Back off."
Jane froze in her tracks. The gun was shaking as Patty sat up a little and let the entirety of his cock push deep inside her while her eyes rolled up in her head. She looked so beautiful impaled by the black man. The gun fell and Jane stepped closer, but she no longer wanted to rescue her friend. She began unbuttoning her blouse, pulling it off and tossing it to the ground. Aket took his eyes off Patty's breasts to stare at Jane's as she pulled the brassiere off. He had the same delighted little kid look on his face that he'd had discovering sex for the first time last night. "Yes! Great Aket's mighty serpent cock can please multiple women," he stated. Jane turned and slipped her trousers down over her round rear end and then slid her bloomers down.
Patty was riding Aket's cock while staring lustfully down at her hand, resting on Aket's black chest. If Jane understood how the COCK worked, poor Patty's sexual preferences were being adjusted to make her desire black men from now on as well as women. Jane felt the same, her own libido was still so overpowering that she wanted to join Patty and Aket and it was a day after Jane's second baptism. Hopefully, it would wear off provided they didn't get the third baptism. For now, the two were having so much fun, Jane just had to join in.
Patty looked up as Jane stepped over Aket's head. The red head found herself staring intently at Jane's black bush until Jane knelt and lowered her pussy down on Aket's face. The black man had no objections and eagerly pushed his tongue between the folds of Jane's pussy. She moaned, humping the tongue as her back arched and she had her first orgasm. Patty took advantage of the out thrust breasts and sucked one of Jane's nipples past her lips triggering Jane to cum again even as Aket's thrusting cock triggered her own orgasm.
Jane humped his tongue, thrusting her vulva outwards causing his tongue to slide along her perineum to her anus. Aket either didn't notice or didn't care, the end of his tongue eagerly wormed it's way into her anus and Jane gasped at the unexpected pleasure this gave her. She changed her tactic, swinging her crotch so that his tongue slid back and forth between her vagina and anus. Another orgasm was building within her. She looked at Patty. The redhead was trembling too as her own orgasm approached. Both women leaned forwards and kissed, their lips parted, little mewlings of pleasure whispering into each others mouths as they both came.
Patty's eyes flew open and her mewling turned into a scream. She broke the kiss and fell back on her hands. Aket grunted into Jane's pussy. She looked down and watched the glistening base of the black shaft just under Patty's fluffy red bush. White rivulets of sperm appeared sliding down the shaft to coat his curly black pubes and his big heaving ball sack. "Fuck!" cried Patty in awe. "Fuck! FUCK!"
Patty had fallen backwards on her hands and feet and was pushing her body up. Aket's cock slid from her pussy and popped out, still spraying more semen then Jane had ever seen produced by one man. A deluge of white sperm began flowing from Patty's pussy. Jane leaned forwards burying her mouth in her friend's vagina and started lapping up Aket's seed as fast as it was pouring out. It was as delicious as she remembered from yesterday and kept hot by Patty's fiery quim. Patty moaned pushing her pussy into Jane's mouth even as Jane's wiggling tongue teased another orgasm from the red head. Her orgasmic contractions forced even more semen into Jane's thirsty mouth.
Patty reached the point where she couldn't take anymore and fell back entirely. Jane lowered her head, raising Aket's shaft so that she could suck the head and lick the shaft clean. She worked fast, trying to keep him hard as they positioned themselves in what the French referred to as the soixante-neuf. He stayed hard and after slurping on the traingular head of his cock for awhile, Jane crawled forwards until she could forced her vagina down around his cock head. She pushed down and out, his cock pushing inside her as she sat back on Aket's chest. His sat up a little, his strong arms wrapping around her back to grab her breasts. "You have taught me so many things, my queen," he moaned as she road his cock backwards. "Come serve Great Aket and rule by my side. You shall be my wife and your friend will be first concubine of my seraglio. Aket can keep many women satisfied."
"Your ah-offer is very Ahh-tempting, my AH pharaoh," she moaned, her hips enthusiasticallly raising a little too high and his cock plopped out. Jane groaned in lust, but when she looked down for his shaft, she saw only Patty's red hair bobbing between her legs. Patty looked up and Jane was impressed to see that she'd swallowed more of Aket's serpent shaped cock then Jane had been able too. Patty moaned working her jaw around the end of Aket's cock until Jane begged, "Please, put it back in."
Patty reluctantly parted with sucking his cock and kissed the tip before bending it back so that Jane could spread her pussy lips back around the head. "It tastes really good Jane," she said watching Jane's tight white pussy engulf the giant black shaft.
"You need to taste his cum," answered Jane, crying out in joy at having Aket back inside her. This time she sat up to avoid letting his cock fall out again. Jane bounced in his lap, looking down to see Patty licking sperm from his prior load off the huge testicals spread out between the black man's legs. Jane came, half a dozen times, her own orgasmic fluids coating Aket's scrotum only to be lapped up by Patty's tongue.
"My seed comes forth," growled Aket.
Jane slammed her pussy down and closed her eyes. His cock throbbed within her and she whimpered with pleasure. His cock bucked and she cried out as the first blast of his seed filled her womb. The cry turned to a scream as her vaginal muscles clamped down over the cock trying to hold it still even as it fought to jerk. More powerful blasts of his fertile seed filled her womb triggering an intense wave of multiple orgasms. Patty cried out in delight as her tongue tasted his fresh semen for the first time. Jane could feel her tongue licking his shaft and the spread out folds of her labia eager for more. Jane gave her more, though reluctant to release his cock, there was little room inside her for Aket's large volume of ejaculate and she lifted herself off the shaft.
Instantly, Patty turned her head up, mouth open to get the flood of hot cum pouring from Jane's well fucked pussy. Patty gulped it down, but she wanted more straight from the well. Aket's cock was still bucking off his stomach, spraying Jane's ass with sperm. Patty bent forward and took it in her mouth, moaning with lust as she gulped his sperm down.
Jane collapsed on Aket's chest and then rolled off him until she found herself on her side on the spread out burqa. Patty continued kneeling in the dirty alley, moaning as she licked his shaft clean.
"Come, I would fuck you both in the manner of beasts. Get on all fours beside each other," ordered Aket.
Jane was exhausted, but she obeyed him. She got on all fours on the burqa and looking down saw her right hand near the COCK and her pistol. Pattty was crawling up beside her when there was a feminine scream from the alley followed by, "GENDARMES! GENDARMES!"
Aket sighed and stood. He bent to retrieve Jane's Enfield pistol. "I'll silence the bitch," he growled.
Jane didn't hesitate. She grabbed the COCK and jumped to her feet even as Aket was turning to aim the pistol at an old French woman. Grabbing the COCK by the base, she brought it down hard on Aket's head. He flinched and froze and for a moment, Jane feared she had only stunned him, but then he slowly fell over to collapse in the alley. Jane retrieved her gun and clothes. "Come on Patty, let's go."
"But I want to fuck some more," Patty pleaded in disappointment.
"Here, take the COCK," said Jane stepping into her trousers.
"GENDARMES!" screamed the old woman again.
"Patty, run," ordered Jane, pulling her naked friend down the alley.
They paused around the corner and Patty dropped the COCK while Jane fixed her thigh bag and buttoned the front of her blouse. She'd missed her brasierre and bloomers somehow and the large erect nipples sticking out from her heaving bosom were clearly visible through the top. Patty missed her underwear too and simply slipped her dress over her head.
The train whistled off in the distance.
"We need to move," said Jane, peering around the corner. Aket had pushed himself to his feet while the old woman screamed nearby.
Jane turned back to see Patty pointing the COCK at her. "NO!" shouted Patty. "I want to go with him. I want more... Negro... cock." Patty frowned appearing to start coming back to her senses.
"PATTY!" Jane stared in horror as the COCK started giving off it's green radiance again and it was pointed right at her. Patty looked confused and stepped forward just as Jane grabbed her arm and turned the COCK away from her just as it blew.
The cloud didn't billow out or erupt in a bubble around the two women. Instead, it shot out like a jet of ejaculate for twenty feet and struck Aket. He doubled over coughing and then stod straight up his arms out stretched, fists raised to the sky, bulging muscles flexed. The black man's muscles looked larger and he even appeared to have grown several inches. More amazing was the huge cock dangling limp between his legs grew several more inches and began to rise again, bigger and even more serpentlike then before. He threw his head back and bellowed like a bull infused with power.
"I fear our enemy just became even more dangerous," said Jane staring at the scene in amazement. The old woman hadn't been hit by the COCK's blast, but her hand had come out to stroke Aket's now monster cock as if compelled to do so. The first policeman ran up, skidding to a stop and staring on in disbelief at what he was seeing in the alley. "Lets go," said Jane, just as the train whistled again.
The train was slowly moving just when the women raced up to it. Jean was even more irrate seeing they were late for the departure. He held his arm out as the train started moving, staring in shock at Jane's unbound heaving breasts even as he leaned down to take her hand, helping first her and then Patty back onboard towards their final stop in Paris.
Chapter 9: Betrayal!
"If you don't mind, I think I'll be resting up a bit there then," sighed Patty while Jane finished toweling off Patty's fair skinned naked body. Patty walked over to the wall and pulled the lower berth down.
"Please," said Jane, using the towel on herself. It had taken two basins and nearly an hour, but the two women finally felt clean. Their repeated requests for bathing water was starting to annoy the porter. Jane was starting to fantasize of a long hot bath at her father's estate. She glanced over at Patty's nude body as her friend climbed into the lower birth. Her usually demure Lady's Maid didn't bother covering up. It was hot in the cabin and even after washing there was a wet sheen to their skin from sweat. Patty looked so beautiful at that moment, lying there on her side, eyes closed as she tried to sleep.
"Mmmmmm, what are you doing?" asked Patty as Jane slid in behind her.
"Ssshh," whispered Jane in her ear, snuggling up behind her.
"This is... nice."
"It is nice," said Jane, kissing her friend just under her ear before moving her lips down to Patty's neck.
Her hand slipped around Patty, softly caressing the red head's plump breast. Patty's nipple was flat until the tip of Jane's index finger began circling around it, slowly coaxing the nipple to life. As it hardened, Jane began softly pinching and twirling it between her fingers. Patty whimpered, pushing her ass back into Jane's crotch and the Lady Stalwart wished that she had a large cock between her legs to give Patty what she truly wanted.
Jane pushed her other arm beneath Patty's neck and used that hand to tease Patty's pink nipples while her other hand softly caressed down Patty's ribs and stomach. Her fingers combed through Patty's bushy red pubic hair and was rewarded by a tremble from Patty as the tip of one finger found her clitoris. It was distended and very wet! Patty wanted this.
"Aaah," gasped Patty as Jane's finger pushed inside her. Whimpering noises came from Patty's throat as she rolled onto her back, her hips rising into Jane's finger, humping faster when Jane added a second finger. Jane turned her friend's head towards her and they kissed, lovingly and passionately. Jane broke the kiss, Patty's lips following hers not wanting it to end, but Jane instead bent over Patty and sucked one large distended nipple between her lips. Patty cried out, humping Jane's fingers faster even as Jane increased her speed. The walls of Patty's pussy clenched down around her fingers just before Jane's fingers and hand grew soaked from Patty's orgasm. Jane pulled her hand away and Patty seemed to collapse into the bed.
"I love you Patricia O'Toole," said Jane looking down on Patty's nude body.
"I love you too," replied Patty, opening her eyes and looking at Jane. She lifted her head and Jane bent down, kissing her again. Jane prolonged the kiss, hoping Patty had come to terms with her newfound lesbian desires. She really did want Patty to move into her bed once they got home.
Their kiss was interrupted by several loud raps on the door. Jane quickly worked her way back off the bed. Her eyes flickered to the door and to her thigh bag with her Enfield in it. "Who is it?"
she asked.
"I have a letter for Mademoiselle Stalwart," came the deeply accented voice of the easily irritated French porter, Jean.
"Un instant s'il vous plait," she called back while standing and pulling a shift over her head. Jane opened the door half way and blocked the opening to protect Patty's nude form from sight. The poor Porter struggled to keep his eyes from staring at the thin silk tightly cleaning to Jane's heavy bosom. "Oui?"
"I have a letter for you Mademoiselle," he said, sneaking a glance down when he handed the letter over to her. "The gentleman awaits a reply."
"What is it?" called Patty while Jane ripped it open.
A smile spread across Jane's mouth as she read the simple invitation. "Hauptman Karl Jaeger, requests the presence of Lady Jane Stalwart at dinner this evening at 7:00pm."
"Does it say anything about me?" asked Patty, hopefully.
"No, I believe Karl wants a private dinner," said Jane. The Frenchman cleared his throat twice before Jane looked up at him. "Please inform the Hauptman that I will be delighted to join him for dinner."
"Tres bien, Mademoiselle," he replied bowing his head to take another glance at her breasts before turning to leave.
Jane raced over to her luggage and pulled out her evening gown. It was a Lucien Lelong, a rather famous Parisian couturier and sized for Jane's figure. ""Patty, would you mind asking for another heated basin of water?"
"Of course, Lady Stalwart," said Patty a little coldly, but Jane failed to notice. Patty rose to her feet and pulled her dress on over her head.
Later, after Patty had returned, Jane dipped her head into the water and began washing it with soap. She dried her hair and sat on the couch while Patty combed her long black tresses. Patty combed Jane's hair to the right so that fell down over her right shoulder. Jane wasn't one for cosmetics, but she kept some red lipstick and eyeliner for special occasions. She held up a small hand mirror while she applied her make up. Jane stood and held her arms out while Patty dabbed perfume on her crotch, belly, underarms, and neck.
"Might I borrow your underwear for the evening?" asked Jane.
"Left back in the alley with yours," said Patty.
"Oh!" said Jane in surprise. Her spare set had been cut off her in Cairo.
Patty sat back and watched Jane step into the garter before placing one dainty foot into the white nylon and unroll it up her leg, attaching the garter straps to the stocking. Jane did the same with the other foot. "Perhaps you should cancel?" she asked, watching Jane pull the gown on over her head. She struggled for a bit trying to squeeze her breasts into the cups of the dress.
"No, but I'm afraid my gown is rather form fitting." Jane's gown was dark blue and cut low in the back. Thin straps held it on her shoulders. The cups revealed a lot of cleavage and without her brassiere, her nipples were clearly visible through the top. Indeed, the dress hugged her for so tightly, the indentation of her navel and the outline of her pubic mound were also clearly defined.
Jane was going to cause quite a stir especially in the pants of a handsome German officer, thought Patty jealously though her mind was confused over who it was exactly she was jealous of anymore. Jane was primping for Jaeger clearly expecting intercourse this evening. The idea of joining them suddenly popped into Patty's head, their joint encounter with Aket had been most enjoyable, but Patty needed to stay here with the COCK while Jane left.



"How do I look?" asked Jane, pulling blue gloves on. They matched her dress and reached up to her elbows.
Patty stared at her mistress. It wasn't often she saw Jane Stalwart dressed up. "As stunning as any Hollywood starlet walking the red carpet," stated Patty truthfully.
Jane smiled and nodded her head, pleased with her appearance. She stood in front of Patty, her smile fading and turning serious. "I'll come back to you," said Jane, leaning forward. Patty closed her eyes and met Jane's kiss, a tremor of excitement sent her pulse racing. Jane winked and left the cabin while Patty wiped the lipstick off her mouth with the back of her hand.
Jane made her way through several sleeper cars to the dining coach. Her entrance cause quite a stir with every male eye in the room turning her way. Even the men facing away from her noticed the stares of others and glanced over their shoulders to see what everyone was staring at. Jaeger glanced up, quickly pushing back his chair and standing at attention. A smile of delight lit his face and Jane found one spreading across hers as she stared at her former lover.
"You look lovely, Fraulein Stalwart," said a heavily accented German voice seated nearby.
Jane glanced down to see Blobel sitting alone at a table sipping wine. He raised the glass to her in a salute to her beauty.
"Danke, Sturmbannfuhrer," replied Jane bowing her head towards him at the compliment. He was wearing his black SS uniform with the Nazi Party armband around his arm. An odd mix of black and white with his pale skin.
She looked back up and towards Karl at the far end of the coach. He was in his army dress uniform, the broad chest decorated with medals including the highest honor, the knight's cross at his throat. With most of the male passengers still staring at Jane, they failed to notice that their female companions, wives and daughters, were largely staring at the handsome German officer.
Jane strode through the dining car not stopping or looking away from Karl Jaeger. She stopped just in front of him, both staring into each others faces. "It is good to see you Karl," she said.
He leaned down and whispered in her ear. "And it is good to see you, especially in that dress." He kissed her on the cheek and withdrew, pulling the chair out for her.
Jane blushed like a school girl and took her seat. There was a tray of oysters on the table, a few empty shells showing that he had enjoyed a few. She took an oyster. "I was delighted when Patty told me you were on board." Jane threw her head back and swallowed the oyster.
"Yes, quite the coincidence," he replied. He'd also ordered a bottle of wine which he lifted and filled her glass with. "I trust this will be to your taste."
Jane took a sip of the wine and swirled it around her mouth, nodding her approval just as their waiter came up. "I'll have the fillet of beef with chateau potatoes."
"An excellent choice, mademoiselle," he replied, momentarily losing his composure when he noticed her cleavage and the outline of her nipples beneath the dress. He recovered quickly. "And you, Monsieur?"
"The chaud-froid of game animals."
"Tres bien, Monsieur," answered the waiter, sneaking a glance at Jane again before scurrying off.
"Congratulations on your promotion, Hauptman," she told him. "You were a lowly Oberleutnant last time I saw you."
"The fatherland rewards those who serve it well," he responded.
Jane looked at him seriously. "Do you think there will be another war?"
"Who knows when dealing with politicians," he said, shrugging. "But Chancellor Hitler has my utmost confidence to do whatever is necessary to maintain the peace."
"Still, Germany is gearing up it's war machine."
"Peace through strength," he replied, filling her glass up again.
"Sometimes I think the world was better off before your city states unified."
"Deutschland uber alles,"
Their conversation was interrupted by the waiter returning with their food and the two dug in. Karl sliced off a piece of his meat. "Odd Blob and I looked for you earlier," said Jaeger.
"Odd Blob?"
"Blobel, my political adviser. You met him last night."
"Yes, of course," said Jane, cutting off a piece of beef and rolling it around in the sauce. "Patty and I found ourselves running around in Strasbourg during our stop." She bit into the beef and chewed slowly. They enjoyed their dinner, finished off the oysters, then the wine, ordering pudding for dessert.
"How was your beef?"
"Delicious, but I was hoping for a prime cut of German beef," she said staring at him, while her tongue came out to lick a small piece of pudding from her lip. He choked slightly while swallowing the last of his wine. "Patty tells me your coach is quite lavish for a train," she told Karl, batting her eyelashes at him.
Jaeger stood quickly. "Please allow me to give you a tour, Miss Stalwart."
They were halfway through the baggage car before flying into each others arms. Their kiss was passionate, tongues hungrily probing into each others mouths. Karl pulled her dress straps down over her shoulders and kept pulling until her breasts sprang out. He squeezed and hefted them, pushing her nipples upwards to meet his lips. He growled with lust as he first sucked on one, then the other nipple.
Jane jumped into him quickly wrapping her legs around his waist. They kissed again while he carried her towards the door. They were outside briefly, still kissing while Karl carried her through the door to the Nazi party's luxury coach. He set Jane down on her feet so she could wiggle out of the tight dress. Karl watched her while loosening his collar to remove his Knight's Cross. His hands worked their way down his uniform while she slowly rolled her gloves off. "Leave them on," he ordered when her hands came down to undo her garter straps.
Jane left her garter and stockings on and stepped in front of him. "You're moving too slowly." Jane knelt before him and quickly undid his belt. "Let me help with your pants." She pulled his pants and underwear down, his cock springing up rock hard and ready to go. "Well it looks like Mjolnir missed me as much as I missed him," she stated before sucking the large cock head into her mouth. She bobbed her head and took half his cock down her throat while looking up at him as he pulled his uniform off. This time it was Jane who growled around the cock in her mouth as she took in his fit muscular physique complete with battle scars. She worked her mouth around his cock before pulling back and kissing the head. Jane sprang to her feet and climbed on the nearest bed. Karl yanked his pants down and was moving between her legs when she asked, "How long until Major Blobel comes back?"
Karl smiled at her. "All night." He climbed over her and she reached down for his cock, guiding it between her spread legs. "I told him to find something else to do."
* * * * * * * * * *
Patty was miffed at being alone in their cabin without being allowed to join Jane and Jaeger for dinner. She glanced around the room for Jane's cucumber which she'd never eaten, but it was gone, probably thrown out by the Porter along with the sandwich bread. She sighed. Patty wasn't that hungry anyway her belly still felt full of Aket's seed.
There was a loud knock on the door. It came suddenly and startled her, causing her to jump a little.
The young Irish woman stood and unlocked the door. "Yes?" she asked pulling it open.
"Gut evening, Fraulein," said Blobel, a Luger in his hand. He aimed it at her and waved her aside as he entered the cabin.
* * * * * * * * * *
.Jane's nylon covered legs wrapped around Karl's waist as he buried his large cock inside her. "Yessss," they both hissed in unison before breaking into a laugh. He ground his cock into her. "Slower," she pleaded. Their lust wanted it strong and quick, but after what the COCK had done to her and Patty, Jane felt dirty, so dirty. "I need you to make love to me, Karl."
"An easy task," said Jaeger. "And one I will gladly fulfill for I do love you." Karl covered her body with his and kissed her again. This time, he worked his cock in and out of her slowly and rhythmically.
She trembled buried in his protective embrace twice. Her pussy clenched and spasmed around his cock, trying to milk his seed out, but he resisted and yanked his cock out until his need to cum subsided.
Jaeger pushed himself up and knelt, guiding his cock back inside her. His strong arms cupped her knees and lifted her up into his thrusts. He liked it this way. His deep blue eyes could take in her naked beauty, her lips parted in soft moans, her breasts shaking, the way her belly undulated as he penetrated her, his cock pistoning in and out glistening with her arousal. Jane was staring back at him with equal adoration, his muscles taut with exertion, his rugged face straining to make this last, and most importantly, his nearly foot long cock sending ripples of pleasure through her body each time he pushed it deep. Karl grunted and buried his cock, Jane's pussy squeezing it tightly, knowing what was coming. His first jet of seed triggered an intense orgasm whose contractions sucked his seed into her womb. The orgasm lasted through several more strong bursts of cum that left both of them exhausted for a moment. Karl dropped her legs and collapsed on top of her, breathing heavily. "Gott verdammte, he panted into her ear while Jane writhed beneath him still overcome with lust.
* * * * * * * * * *
Patty tried not to gag when her lips kissed Blobel's pubes. He was no Jaeger or Aket in the cock department, but his prick was a thick seven inches. She pressed her lips hard around the shaft and pulled back, his cock slowly sliding out of her throat and into her mouth. She looked up at him. His SS uniform was unbuttoned and open, exposing his fat white belly. He'd removed his hat and his bald head glistened with sweat. Blobel was staring at her sucking his cock with fascination. He still held the gun in his hand. Patty let his cock plop from her mouth, immediately missing it's presence in her throat. ""Put that gun away before it goes off," she ordered.
Odd Blob looked at his Luger and then set it down beside him on the bed. Patty was kneeling on the floor and took his cock back in her mouth bobbing her head rapidly. He slid his fat fingers threw her
luscious red hair, perhaps the loveliest hair he'd ever seen, and held her head tight while she sucked his fat German prick. "Suck it, schlampe!" he growled. "Harder you rotkopf Irisch schlampe!" She looked up at him angrily, yet she obeyed and sucked him harder. Her lust for his cock overcame everything else. This was perfect! His hands grabbed her head tightly and pulled her down into his pubes. Blobel moaned, his cock jerking and spitting his seed down her throat. Patty struggled, not from fear of choking, but from her near addict like need to taste him. He relaxed his grip and she pulled back so that the last few spurts could fill her mouth. Now it was Patty that moaned as his delicious semen pooled on her tongue. "That's it schlampe, taste the seed of a superior Aryan male." He closed his eyes and fell back against the wall.
Patty made sure she'd milked the last of his seed out before letting his cock fall from her mouth. It was an ugly thing, pale and fat like it's master. The tapered head peaking out from the foreskin made it look like a large garden grub. She raised herself up and helped pull his open pants off his body before guiding the fat man to lie down on her lower berth. He wasn't the fit healthy man that Jaeger was and one blow job had nearly put him asleep. Patty picked up the Luger by the barrel and moved it aside as she climbed on Blobel and straddled him. Her hand grasped his cock and tugged on it. She felt it harden again. The Blob opened his lazy eyes and smiled at her even as she lifted herself up to take him inside her.
* * * * * * * * * *
"Your still hard," whispered Jane into Karl's ear. He made his cock jerk in response. "Pull it out."
Karl groaned in complaint, but lifted himself off her until he was kneeling again. He pulled his cock out, Mjolnir was gigantic and rampant, flushed red with blood. Jane licked her lips. "Bring it up here."
Karl raised his eyebrows in surprise, but obeyed, sliding his body up until her was kneeling around her stomach. He bent his cock down and she squeezed her breasts around it and captured the head in her mouth. She sucked it, licking the combined orgasms off his cock head even as he started to slide his cock back and forth through the folds of her breasts. "I like this," he said.
Jane smiled up at him, licking the underside of his cock as it slid up over her nose. It wasn't her normal smile of happiness and joy, it was a sultry, dirty smile filled with lust and promises. She lifted her head and took the end of his cock in her mouth. "Fuck all night," she said as his cock pulled back. "Love your cock." Sucking again. "Fuck my titties." His cock entered her mouth. "Fucking big cock." He thrust his cock and let her suckle the head for a moment. "Love fucking and sucking Mjolnir." His cock head entered her mouth. Jane pushed his hands away and pushed her own breasts around his shaft. "Own my pussy, Karl." Jaeger watched in disbelief as she pinched and squeezed her own nipples while he titty fucked her. "Use me like a whore." He lost it then and there. His cock entered her mouth on the next thrust and shot his first wad against the back of her throat. He hadn't measured his thrusts well and pulled back, sperm fanning out from the head to coat her face in his white pudding. Her mouth was open, tongue out wanting to taste more. Karl jumped up and grabbed his shaft, semen splattered all over her right breast before he could move his cock up towards her waiting mouth. Her lips met his cock head while he jerked the shaft and Jane hungrily swallowed every last drop.
"Since when do you swallow?" he asked, but her only answer was a wink of an eye while she licked up the final pearl like drip from the slit in his penis. Karl fell off her and on his side. She wasn't quite satisfied and he watched in amazement as Jane Stalwart hefted her own breast and brought her nipple up to her mouth. Her tongue licked and teased her nipple licking up every last drop of his sperm that it could reach. After that, she used her finger to push the seed on her face into her mouth. "Marry me," he gasped, rubbing her belly affectionately.
* * * * * * * * * *
Patty slowly rode the Major's fat prick. Her hands pressed down on his jiggling chest leaving red marks. They were both pale white, but where Patty's skin was smooth and lovely, his was blotchy and bloated. She ground down into his cock and leaned down to kiss him while she came all over his fat pale prick. "So good," she moaned. "So fucking good."
"Ja Fraulein," groaned Odilo. "Ride that superior Aryan fleischpeitsche!"
"Gonna cum again," moaned Patty, rearing up in Blobel's lap. "Your fat willy's gonna make me cum.
Gonna cum. Gonna cum. CUMMINNG!" Her pussy contracted like crazy all around the plump German's penis
"Mein Gott!" Odilo grabbed and squeezed her heavy breasts while thrusting his cock up into her. "So gut sie sexy Hure!" Odd Blob's cock exploded his seed into her orgasmic contractions. "Nehmen sie mein sperma!"
Blobel caressed her breasts while she sat still, panting in his lap. He could feel his cock wither inside her, going soft, but trapping his superior German seed inside her. Some Irish racial purity was questionable, but Patty was too perfect not to have come of strong Aryan stock. He wished his seed had been planted inside her. "You like mein schwanz?" he asked.
"Hmmm," she purred grinding her pussy down around his limp prick. "I love it."
"Gut! It is not as big as Jaeger's, but it is still Aryan and gave you much pleasure."
"Yes, much pleasure," moaned Patty, eyes closed so as not to look at the man's pale face and bloated belly. She'd rather have been looking down at Aket's negro body, her hands gliding over his hard black muscular chest. Thinking of Aket made her cervix open causing the black man's trapped seed to dribble down over Blobel's penis.
"Ja! I can feel your love juices pouring over mein schwanz!" he gasped in glee.
"You can fuck me anytime," she moaned, squeezing her pussy muscles around his penis. If only he knew, she thought.
Blobel's eyes glowed with intensity as he reached up and pinched her nipples. "This is how it should be," he stated. "Women willingly serving as hures for the men of Germany." Patty's amazing pussy was squeezing his penis back to life. "Our soldiers will need women to serve them and thanks to the COCK OF OSIRIS they shall have plenty of willing sex slaves. I shall be a hero of the THIRD REICH!"
"Yes, fuck me some more," cried Patty once more bouncing in his lap on his reinvigorated cock. "Then I want it in my ass."
"DEUTSCHLAND UBER ALLES!"
* * * * * * * * * *
Jane returned from wiping her face and breasts down in the wash basin. Karl was smiling at her through half lidded eyes. "Oh no you don't," she said. "No sleeping until I say so big man." She crawled between his legs and started sucking on his big cock. Mjolnir sprang quickly back to life in her mouth. She gave it one last kiss and crawled on all fours next to Jaeger. "Do me from behind," she commanded.
"Jawohl!" He sat up quickly and knelt behind her. They both moaned as he slowly pushed his cock in, burying it and pausing, just to enjoy the feeling of being fully inside her. Jane moaned and ground her crotch into him. Karl grabbed her hips and slowly started working his cock in and out of her.
"Harder Jaeger," she growled, thrusting her ass back into him. "Fuck me hard. Let Mjolnir hammer that pussy."
Karl obeyed slamming his cock with a speed that would have made a normal man cum in seconds. She had so many orgasms, her fluids were dripping down his hairy testicles to soak the bed. He felt the sperm welling up in his balls, but he wasn't ready to blow this load. He wanted it to last a while and yanked his cock out. Jane kept pushing her ass back into him like they were still fucking. "Put it in. Fuck me hard," she demanded.
Jaeger looked at his cock, swollen huge, fat, rampant and glistening with their love juices as it rose above the crack of her ass. "This is a side of you I haven't seen before, my love," he told her.
"You don't like it? Do you think I'm bad?" she asked through gritted teeth.
"No, I do rather like it. As for bad, maybe just a little naughty," he teased.
"Yes, I'm a bad naughty girl," she gasped. "I deserve a spanking!" Karl's eyes flew wide at that. "Spank me with your cock."
Karl Jaeger didn't need to be asked twice. He grabbed the base of his cock and stared down at the white globes on Jane's rear end. "Like this?" he asked. He slapped the hard cock down hard on her left ass cheek. She shuddered and moaned. He slapped his cock down hard on her other cheek. She whimpered in lust. Karl brought his cock down again and again and was startled when she squirted an orgasm all over his thighs from being spanked. He couldn't take it anymore and slammed his angry red cock back into her making her orgasm again. "Take your punishment naughty girl," he yelled.
"Your hand!" screamed Jane. "Use your hand. SPANK ME! FUCK ME!"
Karl spanked her left ass cheek until there was a irritated red hand print on it. Then he switched to her right cheek. Her pussy gripped and trembled around his cock each time his palm made contact her the jiggling flesh of her butt cheeks. He would never have done this to any woman unless he assumed she'd enjoy it. Still, there was a part of him that reveled in disciplining her, the part that was angry she'd never submit and be his forever, but Jane was too independent and valued her freedom.



Before the COCK had infected her, Jane wouldn't have allowed any man to try this on her, and thrown him over her knee for a spanking. As for the new Jane Stalwart, there wasn't any kind of sex act her body didn't crave. Everything gave her immense pleasure. Even as her mind wandered from Patty's soft female body to Aket's big black cock and being sodomized by Hassan and how good his penis had felt plowing her ass, a craving began to grow to be sodomized again. Her ass needed to be fucked even as her brain screamed that Jaeger's cock was too big.
Jaeger's hand was about to slap down on her ass cheek again when Jane lurched forward and his cock leaped upwards free of her pussy. He watched it bobble, tossing drops of her fluids all over her ass. She was head down on the bed, ass up in the air, her labia was still spread open like his cock was still inside her. It was a very submissive pose and he liked it. He grabbed the base of his cock and bent it down to her pussy, but she jerked forward as he began to penetrate her. "You little tease," he growled, thrusting forward until his cock head pushed inside her. She jerked forward again until just a fraction of the head was in her. Karl held the base of his cock and watched her pussy lips spread and push back before pulling forward again several times, the last time his cock was completely outside her. Jane then ran her slit slowly up and down the head of his cock several times before spreading her legs farther open, her ass falling so that his cock head slid up her perineum and came to rest of the tight puckered rosebud of her anus. He assumed it was a mistake on her part, but then, her rear end pushed back against his cock inviting him in. First Patty and now Jane. His cock was way too big for sodomy, but both women had begged for it and Patty had quickly come to love it.
"Please," begged Jane, sounding desperate. "Fuck my ass, Karl."
Amazing, thought the German. His cock was as hard as steel as her pushed down. His cock head was the size of a golf ball compared to her tightly puckered one reichspfennig sized rectum. It opened for his cock head, stretching wide, surprisingly easier then Patty's had and he wondered if this wasn't her first time. Jane gasped loudly. "Do you want me to stop?" he asked. Jane's response was to move her hands out from under her head and reach around behind her. Her slender fingers grabbed her butt cheeks and held them open for him. He pushed down hard on his cock. Jane whimpered and it felt like she was sobbing, but she continued holding her cheeks apart for him. The opening grew to the size of a five reichsmark piece, opening wider and wider and then, his head pushed inside.
"Yessssssss," hissed Jane in relief. She could feel his shaft pushing deeper into her bowels. It still hurt, but the hard part was over. Karl's cock was so large, an average cunny needed to get used to it and he treated her ass like he was breaking in a new cunny, pumping slowly, letting her body get used to his size, moving a little deeper with each thrust. Before long, Jane began pushing her ass back into his thrusts, letting go of her butt cheeks and rising back up to all fours as he began really fucking her ass.
"So fucking big!" she stated.
"So Gott Verdammte tight," he growled, grabbing her hips and pumping her ass.
"Fuck my slut ass, Karl," she screamed. "Shove Mjolnir in deep."
"Take it! Take meinen groben schwanz!" He pumped her ass hard until she screamed, her orgasm spraying the front of his thighs. "Gott, I love fucking you!" Karl felt the sperm welling up in his balls. "Gott verdammte Jane, ich liebe dich!" he grunted, slamming his cock forward, his sperm pumping forth into her bowels. He grunted loudly, feeling another spray of her cum strike his thighs. Exhausted, he fell on her back even as she collapsed into the mattress, his cock still spewing seed. Karl was panting heavily as he kissed her back once and whispered, "Ich liebe dich, again. "I love you."
Jane moaned contentedly, her body satisfied now that he had taken all three holes. His cock withered, still plugging her anus. He groaned, it took a lot of effort for him to pull back and free his cock. Her anus immediately felt like a waterfall, rapidly dribbling sperm out to run down her perineum and coat her crotch. He collapsed hard beside her, letting gravity take him down into the mattress. She was exhausted too, but managed to climb off the bed and find a basin to clean off in. When she was satisfied, she slid into bed beside the snoring German and snuggled under his arm, throwing one leg over his as she too fell asleep.
Jane awoke after a few hours to waves of pleasure flowing out from her breast. Her nipple was hard, a tongue flickering over the long nub. She opened her eyes and ran her hand through Karl's close shaved sandy hair. "Good morning," she whispered.
Jaeger was kneeling by the bed. He winked at her, kissing her nipple on last time and stood. His cock was plump and sticking out. She leaned over and gave the head a kiss, making it jerk with excitement.
"Come," he said, holding his hand out.
Jane took it and climbed off the bed. She could hear the water running as he led her over to the large tub. "Now that is a luxury," she stated, staring as lustfully at the bath as she had at his cock.
"This coach is used by high ranking party officials. It has it's own water tank on the roof and an electric heating system"
"You're a high ranking Nazi now?"
"Nein, but I have connections," he said, winking at her and holding her hand while she stepped into the tub.
Jane slid down into the water and laid back, watching as Karl climbed into the other side. "This is nice," she moaned. Her moan turned louder when he lifted one of her feet out of the water, kissing the base before his hand began kneading her foot. He dropped that foot and went to work on her other foot and leg. Jane moaned sliding down further in the water until her head was submerged. "Do you have any soap?" she asked, coming up for air.
Jaeger smiled. "I can do better then that." He reached down on the side of the tub and came up with a bottle, handing it to her.
"Breck's shampoo," said Jane. "What will they think of next?" She opened the bottle.
"Americans," said Karl, shrugging. They bottle and market everything. Here, allow me." He took the bottle from her. He poured some shampoo in his palm as Jane leaned forward, the ends of her hair floating in the water. He rubbed his hands in her hair and began lathering up the shampoo, massaging her scalp and coating her hair with this new bottled soap.
His fingers felt so good on her scalp, she purred a little. "You're too good to me Karl."
"Come back to Germany with me and I'll be good to you forever."
"I can't. Not yet. I'm not ready to settle down." Jane dipped her head down and shook her head under the water.
"I guess we'll only have these short encounters then," he said, sadly when she came back up and wiped her eyes free of the water. His cocky grin returned. "Didn't you tell me once that you'd spent time searching for a monster in Loch Ness?"
"Yes and I concluded it's nothing by a myth. Why?"
"I think he's here in the tub with us," said Karl.
Jane raised an eyebrow, then smiled as Karl lifted his hips and his erect cock broke free of the surface. The thought briefly occurred to her that Aket's cock would have fit the description of a giant black sea serpent more then Jaeger's fat headed missile. "Maybe I should try to capture it then," she said, leaning down and engulfing his cock head in her mouth. Jane adjusted her position and did a superb job at giving him one of her best blowsies. Her belly growled as the COCK's effects took hold of her and she craved the taste of his cum. Her hand delicately kneaded his ball sack while stroking his shaft and sucking Mjolnir's head. It was very fortuitous that Karl Jaeger had come on board just exactly when she needed a real man to keep her satisfied. His penis erupted, filling her mouth with his delectable seed. She moaned as she tasted and swallowed each spurt of his semen until his cock quit bucking in her mouth. Jane didn't stop there, she kept sucking, keeping his cock hard. When she felt he was ready to go again, Jane spun around in the tub, reaching between her legs for his cock and guiding it into her pussy. She sat in his lap and leaned back into him. "This is where Mjolnir belongs," she said.
Karl wrapped his arms around her. Jane sighed and closed her eyes, her cheek beside his. He kissed her ear, then her cheek, then her neck. The German reached out for the shampoo and poured some on her breasts as his strong hands lathered up her breasts, nipples, and belly. He slowly worked his cock, only moving a little inside her, but her vaginal muscles seemed to do the rest, contracting and tugging at his cock until she had the first of several orgasms. It was a long time before his penis erupted inside her, pumping more of his seed into her womb. By then the water had turned cold.
Jane was bent over behind a dressing screen attaching her nylons to the garter while Karl changed near the bed. Her thigh bag was already strapped on. The weight of the Enfield inside felt comforting on her hip. "Toss me my dress," she called.
The dress flew up and draped on the dressing screen. "Last chance to change your mind, Lady Stalwart," called Karl. "We can switch this coach over to a train bound for Berlin."
"It's tempting," she said back. Jane stood and pulled her dress on over her head. She froze and looked sad for a moment. "Karl, please don't think ill of me for my behavior last night."
He laughed. "Ill? That was the best night of my life."
Jane smiled in relief. "I just don't want you to think, I'm some sort of slut. I wasn't... myself." He stepped around the screen. Jaeger looked handsome in his uniform. Her eyes fell to the swastika arm band he'd put on. "You joined the party?"
He shrugged. "One must, if one desires to advance in rank these days. As for you mein liebchen, I understand you were suffering the effects of the COCK OF OSIRIS and I rather enjoyeded the new you." Jaeger reached down to his holster and pulled a Luger out, pointing it at her.
"How..." Jane was stunned as an insight hit her. Chancellor Hitler stood on a podium beside another Nazi, one she didn't recognize, but he sported the same toothbrush mustache that Hitler had as well as rounded glasses. Before them stood a hundred perfectly fit men on a field in tank tops and shorts. Beside the men, a hundred women in shorts and tops were doing jumping jacks. All were perfect Aryans, fit, healthy, blonde haired and blue eyed. The women stopped and both sexes saluted Hitler with their right arms raised. Hitler saluted back, but in his arm was the COCK, glowing green, a cloud of dust spewing forth from the end to engulf the confused looking men and women. The coughing fit soon turned into an orgy as the two Nazis watched on as their Aryan breeding program began. Jane saw the image of a map with the swastika spreading forth into Russia, North Africa, France, Scandinavia, and crossing into Britain. She saw a crying despondent older Princess Elizabeth being led down the aisle by her defeated looking father, King George VI to stand beside her new husband and future King of England, Adolf Hitler. Elizabeth's view of her new husband changed quickly, the next image showed her laying nude on a bed, squeezing breasts that rivaled Jane's in size. Tiny squirts of milk shot up from each nipple as the young princess watched Hitler disrobe, a giant twelve inch cock bobbing between his legs ready to make more heirs to the throne. Her insight resembled a news reel with Hitler and Elizabeth standing side by side, rights arms outstretched as a parade of uniformed Nazi children marched by each brigade younger by a year. The Nazi flag began spreading heading across the Atlantic for the Americas.
"Are you alright?" asked Jaeger, truly concerned.
Jane was staggered and shook her head. She had to stop this insight from coming true. "The COCK...
"By now is in the possession of my associate along with Miss O'Toole."
"Damn you Jaeger!" she screamed. "If you harm one hair on Patty's..."
"I assure you, Miss O'Toole's lovely red hair will not be harmed, but she will be coming with me as are you. Perhaps another dose of the COCK is all that it will take to make you mine." Jane pushed past him, heading towards the door. "HALT! Where do you think you are going?" He raised the gun and aimed it at her when she stopped and whirled around.
Jane looked angry and betrayed for there was a part of her that did love this man. "You won't shoot me Karl," she stated confidently.
"I will do my duty to the fatherland, Lady Jane."
Jane walked barefooted over to the wall and took down the dueling swords. She hefted one to feel it's weight and balance, tossing the other to him. Jaeger grinned and holstered his pistol. "Always up for a challenge, Karl."
"You can't defeat me Jane," said Karl, raising the Glockenschlager up in a salute. "I was master of academic fencing at Leipzig for two years at university and won the silver at the 1924 Olympics. I handily defeated you last time we fenced."
Jane smiled. "That was three years ago Karl. Since then, I studied under Barbasetti in Rome and Borsodi in Hungary, as well as mastering several oriental sword fighting styles. I've also bested Delporte, the man who took gold at the 1924 Olympics after besting you."
Jaeger snorted. "Well en garde then!" He held one arm back while thrusting the rapier forwards.
"I'm surprised by your choice in weapons," she replied, taking the same position, their sword tips touching. "I thought you were a Korbschlager man."
"Not my swords. They belong to Hermann Goring, the new head of the Luftwaffe."
"I'll try to go easy on you then." Her rapier's tip danced around the head of Karl's. He took several steps forward increasing his strokes and Jane stepped back. She was more interested in rescuing Patty then defeating Jaeger. Jane reached behind her and undid the door latch. She slipped through the door and slammed it on Jaeger, turning to leap over to the baggage coach. She ran through the baggage coach tossing any piece of luggage she could find down into the aisle to slow him down before slipping into the next sleeper car with Jaeger in hot pursuit.
* * * * * * * * * *
Patty was kneeling, head back, tongue out. Blobel's sperm fell across her nose in a strand down to her chin. He jerked his cock, more of his ejaculate spewing forth into her mouth. Patty let it roll around her tongue before licking around her lips and sliding his cum into her mouth before swallowing. There was a last pearl like drop dangling from his urethra which she lapped up, giving his cock head a kiss before he zipped up the dark black pants. "Danke Fraulein," he gasped, watching her dress.
Patty didn't go for her usual dress, but instead grabbed Jane's "working" clothes of trousers, boots, and a white button front blouse. It felt strange to feel her legs in the trousers.
Odd Blob watched her lustfully. He'd retrieved his Luger and was waving it at her. "Schnell fraulein. SCHNELL!"
"I'm going as fast as I can," she pleaded.
"Gut, now grab the COCK and ve vill be on our way."
Patty grabbed the antique Egyptian box and held it to her bosom while Blobel motioned with the gun for her to precede him. He followed her into the sleeping coach, holding the gun down and out of sight, and they slowly walked towards the rear of the train.
* * * * * * * * * *
The blades were a blur as they parried and thrust, constantly moving. Jane was still being forced back and trying not to be distracted by the numerous heads popping out of their cabins to see what the commotion was.
"Your defense has certainly improved," said Karl, slowly moving forward. "But your offense is virtually nonexistent."
Jane remained silent, quickly spinning around and dashing through to the next car. Karl was fast and she was only half way through the coach when she was forced to turn to parry his unrelenting offensive
moves. He was smug, confident in his skills. He maintained a constant pressure on her trying to keep her from fleeing into the dining coach. Jane was desperate to make sure that Patty was alright and decided a little cheating wouldn't hurt anything. Karl wasn't expecting her foot to slam down on his. Her bare foot didn't do much against his boot, but it did surprise him enough for her to slam her free fist into his nose. Karl staggered and she fled into the dining coach.
Karl pursued, a trickle of blood flowing from one nostril. Their blades whirled again. Diners and staff stood up in alarm at their appearance. Voices rose in shock and Jane heard a tray drop in surprise. She continued to step back, hooking her foot under the leg of a chair and flinging it towards him. Jaeger shoved it aside and continued his advance.
"JANE!"
Hearing her name startled Jane and a quick glance to the left revealed the fat Major, holding a gun in one hand, his other hand grasped tightly around Patty's wrist. Her Lady's Maid clutched the COCK's box tightly under her other arm. The distraction was all Karl Jaeger needed, his rapier thrusting out and up over her left shoulder and then sliding along just under her chin to her right shoulder. Jane felt the breeze along her throat and for a moment feared that he had sliced it open, but no blood poured forth. The only thing that happened was that her dress fell to her feet, the shoulder straps sliced apart.
The noise in the crowd grew louder and the young woman's charms were displayed to them, naked but for the garter and stockings as well as the bag strapped to her thigh. She parried several more thrusts, watching Blobel pull Patty through the exit. "I'm coming for you Patty."
Patty turned and shook her head sadly. "See to yourself Jane," she called before Blobel pulled her through the door.
Jane parried one last thrust of Karl's sword and turned to stare angrily at him. "That was a very expensive dress," she growled. Her defensive parries turned to thrusts and probing attacks. Karl's smug look faded to one of surprise at it was his turn to retreat, stepping backwards. Jane stepped on a chair and onto a table, dueling downwards. The tip of her sword ripped his chest once and then twice. Two medals falling to the floor. Karl moved back faster as Jane leaped from one table to the next and then finally down at the door just as he escaped through it.
Jane ran through the door in time to see him climbing the ladder to the roof of the moving train. She hurried to the ladder, expecting an attack from above, but none was forthcoming. When she climbed to the roof, he'd already leaped to the next coach in the line. "Dueling on top a moving train," she yelled after him. "You're such a cliché Karl." She ran, catching him on the roof of the baggage car.
"I'm impressed," he gasped, parrying two quick thrusts.
"You should be," she said, coldly. "You're the exact same as you were when last we fenced, no better, no worse. I, on the other hand, am constantly improving."
"I can see that," he said, eye twitching twice. He didn't like being bested at anything, especially by a woman at a man's sport. Karl glanced over her shoulder and up, a smile forming again on his lips.
"I'm not going to fall for that Karl," she hissed thrusting forwards, the tip of her rapier at his throat. His smile turned into a look of spite as his Knight's Cross fell to the top of the train.
Now it was Karl's turn to cheat. He parried one thrust and moved forwards, grabbing her sword wrist and wrenching it behind her back. Jane wasn't expecting that and twisted around, falling down on her knees. He came with her, his crotch pressed into her bare ass. It was erect and he pressed it forwards against her several times. Jane closed her eyes, feeling her quim rapidly lubricating. "Do it," she hissed.



Karl held her sword arm down with his own, while he fished his big cock out of his pants with his free hand. He bent the hard shaft down and glided it back into the hot folds of her wet pussy. She was hot and ready for him. "Take my schwanz," he grunted, pushing it deep.
"Fuck me! Fuck me, Karl! Harder! HARDER!" Jane squirted all around his pumping shaft as she had her first orgasm. She was soaked and ready for him, her pussy needed his seed again. All she could think of was all those eyes staring at her naked body in the dining car, taking in her breasts and belly, her pubic mound and her rear end. Eyes, staring... watching... and she wished those same eyes were watching her now as she came all over Jaeger's cock a second time. The damned COCK OF OSIRIS must have triggered another fetish within her. Karl fucked her hard like she asked, this was an animalistic fuck and both humans were grunting from his thrusting cock until he pushed it deep and shot multiple jets of his hot seed into her womb.
Jane was still cumming as she threw herself forwards and to her feet. The train was slowing. It's whistle blew. Karl stood, looking up over her shoulder again. This time Jane turned. She could see Paris and the Eiffel tower in the distance, but above that loomed the rapidly approaching presence of a zeppelin with the Nazi swastika clearly visible on one tail.
Karl shoved his cock back into his pants and raised his sword. He leaped, sword raised, bringing it down hard, but Jane jumped back dodging the sudden attack. Her final orgasm had forced most of his semen from her body and Karl's boots came down right in the pool. He slipped, falling hard on his back with a loud thud. His rapier fell from his hand and rolled down off the train. Jane stepped up to him and lowered her sword to his throat. "Yield," she ordered.
Karl looked up her rapier and raised his hands in surrender. "Foiled by the mighty contents of my own balls," he said, the old self assured grin returning. "I yield to the superior fencer."
"Get up. I'll trade you for Patty."
Karl rose and stood. He clicked his heels together and bowed, spinning around before Jane could stop him. She pursued, watching him leap from the end of the baggage car across a growing gap to the Nazi coach. Blobel and Patty were on the end of the train. Patty stood holding the box while Blobel had just detached the Nazi car from the main train. Jane ran, but the gap was too wide to jump now. Instead, she slid off the rook, dangling off the edge and falling to the end of the baggage car. Jaeger was hanging by the both hands off the end of the Nazi car. He fell down to his feet before Patty and Blobel. The luxury coach came to a stop, but so did the train, something ahead holding it up from the station.
"I win Jane," said Jaeger, bowing towards her again.
"Just let Patty go."
I don't think so, Lady Jane. I'd much rather keep Miss O'Toole and the COCK. Besides, the new Patty is much more fun then the old."
Jane reached into her thigh pack and brought the Enfield up, aiming it at Karl. Blobel immediately turned his Luger on her. "Let Patty go," she slowly stated through gritted teeth.
"You don't get it, do you Jane? Why do you think I'm here anyway? Patty contacted me."
"I sent him a telegram from Cairo," confessed Patty.
"Why would you do that Patty?" said Jane stunned. "You know Karl's my biggest rival for artifact collecting."
"Because Jane," said Patty. "I'm a Nazi spy."
Part 10 Homecoming
"I recruited her the first time we met," said Karl.
Jane's heart felt like it was literally breaking. She couldn't fight back the tears and they began rolling down her cheeks. It was too far to tell, but Patty's cheeks appeared to be glistening from tears also, but that was no comfort. "Why?" she asked. "I loved you like a sister, more then a sister after the other night.
Blobel's face crinkled up in disgust. Karl appeared shocked, then a smile crept across his face at the thought of the two women together. "I loved you to," said Patty, sadly. "I still love you, but there are two things I love more Jane. Me ma and da, and dear old Ireland herself. There's a war coming Jane and Ireland's best chance for true independence is Germany. The so called Irish free state is a lie, the Northern counties want to leave. The only way the troubles will ever end is to eliminate the British Empire in totality."
"I had no idea you felt that way," said Jane just as the train lurched. It was starting to move again to pull into the station.
"It's not too late Jane," called Karl. "Join us. I know it sounds strange." He put his arm around Patty's shoulders, "but the three of us can make a go for it." He seemed hopeful and delighted by the idea.
"Ekalhaft!" grunted Blobel. "Homosexuelle sollten erschossen werden"
"I'd never betray England, Karl," said Jane, still sobbing.
"Very well," he replied. "It looks like I get the girl and the COCK."
"The girl anyway," said Jane. She reached into her thigh pack. "I'll keep the COCK." She pulled the COCK from her pack and held it up by the base.
"Nooooo," gasped Patty. She looked horrified to see the COCK in Jane's hand. She had betrayed her friend for nothing.
"Shoot the bitch," growled Blobel, aiming his Luger at Jane's face. His hand shook in anger. Jane's arm was steady as she aimed her own pistol back at him.
Karl knocked his gun arm aside. Blobel's pistol fired, but the shot was way off. "No," said Karl. "She outsmarted us." He looked angry, but resigned. Karl clicked his heels and bowed across the gap between the trains as a sign of respect. Jane was still holding the COCK and her pistol, aimed at Blobel. The Nazi had brought his Luger back up to point at her. Both appeared ready to shoot at any moment.
"Shoot her," ordered Blobel.
Karl looked at him and over at Jane. Patty had opened the box and was staring at the cucumber that Jane had ordered several days ago. "No Blob, this is your fault. Seriously, you didn't check to make sure it was in the box before you stole it. I could have taken the COCK from Jane last night."
"Shoot her," ordered the Nazi, his face was red with rage. "Shoot her Hauptmann, or I will see you demoted. You will be scrubbing latrines when I am through with you. Take out your gun and shoot."
"Very well," said Karl, pulling his own Luger out of it's holster. He looked at Jane and raised the gun turning it on Blobel. The nazi's face barely had time to register surprise when the bullet passed through his right eye, throwing his head back and knocking the heavy man backwards over the railing. Patty screamed. "It looks like I need a new political adviser," said Karl with a shrug. He holstered his weapon and bowed at Jane. "Come Patty," he said, turning and climbing the ladder to the roof.
Patty looked over at Jane and then turned to follow Karl up the ladder. Jane's sorrow faded as the anger took hold. Her cheeks turned crimson and her knuckles white as they gripped the hard stone shaft of the COCK. She held the COCK up and looked at it.
Osiris walked across the field and looked out over the herd of cattle. He was naked, but for sandals and a Pharaoh's headdress. His cock was hard and standing out erect before him. It was an angry red and seemed to vibrate with power. He smiled as the woman stood up among the herd of cows and strolled towards him. For a moment, the sun was behind her directly on her head and it appeared she had horns supporting the sun. The woman's dress left her breasts bare and they bounced as she walked. She couldn't take her eye of the god's cock. "Your cock has always been in the forefront of my mind, my lord." Osiris smiled, watching as she pushed her dress down over her hips. "My cock enjoyed our two previous encounters, Hathor." The goddess licked her lips and knelt before Osiris, taking his mighty cock in her mouth and sucking it lustfully. She ceased her cock worship and looked up at Osiris. "Where is your wife, my lord?" Osiris stooped and sat in the grass. "I caught her with my brother. No doubt Set tricked her and she believes she is servicing me, but I felt the distraction was enough to pay you a visit." He held his cock up while Hathor straddled and took him inside her. She was wet and hot, the hottest pussy of all the goddesses he had serviced. Osiris squeezed her tanned breasts as she rode him to many orgasms. Finally, the power inside his cock burst forth and Hathor screamed in orgasm.
Her full breasts swelled and dropped as two more perfectly formed breasts appeared on her torso. Her nipples swelled and elongated growing six inches long. Osiris took the lower breasts nipple in his mouth, grabbing the nipple beside it in one hand and the breast above it with his other. Osiris slammed his hips up, the final blasts of his god seed triggering a massive orgasm from the transformed woman. White liquid shot forth into his mouth and from the nipples in his grasp. Hathor climbed to her feet looking down at her four swollen breasts, with nipples now as long as a human's penis. "What have you done to me?" she asked, moaning as she stroked her own nipples. "It is called milk," said Osiris. "Go forth among your herd and share this gift. It will nourish the humans without the need to slaughter your cattle. Hathor the cow goddess turned, still playing with her breasts and walked back among her herd. The cows she passed began mooing as their udders swelled milk. Osiris turned and stared at Jane. "Do it," he ordered.
Jane shook her head and raised the COCK, her anger taking hold of her. It was already glowing as she aimed the head at Patty. The cloud shot forth in a stream billowing out as soon as it came into contact with the redhead still climbing the stairs in Jane's trousers and blouse. Patty cried out, arching her back, seemingly in pain as the semen cloud embraced her. She struggled to climb the ladder, but made it to the top, bending over to cough up sperm dust. When she stood again, Jane could see glimpses of skin as gaps appeared between the buttons on Patty's blouse. The buttons were straining and began to fly off until the blouse fell open. Patty's erect nipples sprang out now several inches long as her breasts expanded. Patty looked down at her breasts then down off the roof at Jane, still holding the COCK out. "What have you done to me!" screamed Patty in horror, looking down at her breasts again. She hefted them in her dainty white hands and stared as milk shot forth in a foot long stream from each nipple.
Something scraped across the roof behind Jane and she looked up watching as a ladder dragged over head, dangling from the Graf Siegfried. Jaeger quickly wrapped one arm around Patty's ribs, staring at her breasts in surprise as his other hand caught the ladder. He hefted Patty up as he stepped onto the lower rung and the mighty German airship rose higher into the air. Patty was still staring at her breasts, but when she rose her head, she was smiling. She stared at Jane as her hand reached up to her neck and ripped the crucifix off, throwing it away as the the zeppelin turned and carried them off.
Jane started crying again as she watched the two climbing the ladder towards the crew area growing smaller as the Graf Siegfried picked up speed. Someone threw a blanket over her shoulder. She smiled at the porter and pulled the blanket tight around her nude body. The train was moving again, the whistle blowing as it pulled forwards into the station. He held his arm around her and led her back through the entire length of the train. Passengers were milling about preparing to disembark, but he waved them aside as he helped her to her cabin.
Jean opened her cabin and led her inside. He cleared his throat and said, "My apologies Miss Stalwart, but your traveling privileges aboard l'orient express have been revoked. We do not like... disturbances on our trains, Lady Jane."
Jane snorted a laugh before sobbing again. She stared into the French porter's eyes until he started to look anxious. He looked even more distressed when she let the blanket fall around her feet. His eyes roamed down to her breasts, her stomach, and then her black haired crotch just under the garter belt.
She knelt and fumbled with the opening of his pants. "MON DIEU!" he gasped when her lips sucked his penis into her mouth.
Jane reveled in the taste of his penis and most especially it's normalcy. It was not a massive black serpent cock or a knobby headed hammer cock. It was an average six inch penis and it was a delight to suck. He groaned and bucked his hips into her mouth. His penis was already swelling, but then she hadn't expected him to last long. She pulled back and let his ejaculate shoot out on her tongue so that she could taste him. There was little more then a tea spoon, but it was as delicious as the other sperm she'd tasted since the COCK had first infected her.
He leaned back against the door panting. "Well, perhaps I can speak to management about your traveling privileges," he said.
Jane stood and raised an eyebrow as she stared at him. "Thanks for the blanket," she told him, making the same shooing motions with her hands that he had made at her back in Strasbourg. He straightened and turned, nose held high and left not even realizing his penis was still sticking out.
Jane felt emotionally drained as she gathered her things. Patty had taken her work clothes, so she slipped her voluptuous body into one of Patty's dresses. It was white with blue flowers printed on it and Jane looked quite lovely as she left the train.
Jane phoned Stalwart Manor from the train station and told one of her father's staff that she would be chartering a plane and flying in to London just as soon as she gathered her luggage. There were no shortages of pilots willing to fly her to London with the money she offered and soon Lady Jane Stalwart was in the air aboard a Monocoupe 110 special that the rather dashing pilot used for racing. Soon they were flying over the channel. The pilot, Chadwick Lord, was a charming companion and for a brief period, he took her mind of Patty's betrayal.
Chadwick gave her his address and a telephone number at the Paris Le Bourget airport. "Feel free to contact me if you need a pilot or a handsome dinner companion to show off to your friends."
"I certainly will, Mr. Lord, perhaps next time you can take me for a more enjoyable ride?"
Jane turned and left the pilot a little flabbergasted. "Uh... How about tomorrow night then? Hey Lady Jane," he called. "I'll stay in London as long as you need me."
Jane smiled, but didn't turn around. Ganju Thapta, her father's Gurkha servant and companion was waiting beside her father's Rolls Royce Phantom. He smiled and bowed. "Welcome home, Lady Jane. But where is Miss O'Toole?"
"She's left my employ, Ganju."
The short wiry man sensed her unhappiness and decided not to press the issue. He stored her luggage in the rear compartment and soon was driving her West of London towards Stalwart manor. Jane sat brooding in the back seat, staring out at the city and then the English countryside. She'd kept her sketchbook nearby and pulled it out, randomly flipping through the pictures. She sobbed and cried when the nude picture of Patty appeared, sleeping in her berth. She glanced up at Ganju's concerned eyes looking back at her in the rear view mirror and it occurred to her that she had never fucked a Tibetan. He was short, lean, but all muscle, average looking, but a hell of a fighter. He was also past 60 years of age. No, she thought, not him.
Jane sat up with a start. She'd just rejected the thought of having sex with Mr. Thapta and she hadn't even thought about giving Chadwick Lord a blowsie on the flight over here. The charming pilot was exactly her type too, handsome and adventurous. She was recovering from the COCK's effects! She wasn't even that randy! Well maybe a little randy and she didn't toss out Chadwick's contact information. Her mood improved, Lady Jane Stalwart laid back and closed her eyes.
At Stalwart Manor, Jane looked up fondly at her family estate before heading up the steps. "I'll need a ride to London early in the morning," she told Ganju.
"Of course, Lady Jane," he said with a bow, before gathering her luggage.
The butler was holding the door for her. "Welcome home, Lady Jane," he said with a smile and then a frown noticing how freely her breasts were bouncing.
"How's my father?"
"Doing well this evening. He's looking forward to seeing you."
Jane climbed the stairs and walked towards her father's bedroom. He was sitting up in bed, smiling at her. It pained her every time she saw the once vibrant and strong, Lord John Stalwart's emaciated figure. "What happened to my little Kate Hepburn?" he asked, jokingly.
"I lost my trousers in Paris, dad." He'd begun calling her that when she had started wearing pants instead of dresses, alluding to the American actress' scandalous fondness for the same.
"Well, let me see it?" he asked excitedly.
Jane pulled her dress up, exposing her thigh bag and pulled the COCK out. She stared at it nervously, but there was no dangerous glow. "Be careful father, it's dangerous. The stories are quite real."
"Tell me everything," he said, taking the COCK and examining it from top to bottom.
Jane told him her story from the beginning, but left out the filthier details. "I'm so sorry," he said when she got to the part about Patty's betrayal. "Don't hate her, I too have put King and country before my friendships. I'm sorry too for what the COCK made you do."
"We both know the dangers involved handling these artifacts of power, dad. She stared at the thing in her father's hand. "Perhaps it can save you?" she asked, tears running down her cheeks.
John Stalwart shook his head in defeat. "Nothing you've told me and none of the legends, suggests the COCK has the power to heal. I'd just be an old bedridden man with a giant tent under my blanket."
"You're not old, dad," she said sobbing again. Lord John wasn't even fifty yet he did appear to be a withered old man in his eighties.
"Aren't I?" he said, just before a coughing fit overtook him. When he recovered, John Stalwart took one last look at the COCK before handing it back to her. "It looks like a fit to me." His eyes closed, his strength fading.
Jane pocketed the COCK again. "I'm going to verify it in the morning father," she told him, but he was already asleep.
The house was hot and Jane slept nude on the covers of her childhood bed. She tossed and turned in her sleep, dreaming that the COCK was calling to her and once she awoke to a green glow coming from her bag that quickly faded as she fell back asleep. She was a strong willed woman and resisted the call. She slept soundly after that.
One of John's inventor friends had rigged a shower over the tub in the master bath of Stalwart manor and Jane enjoyed a nice morning shower lathering up her entire body and hair. She dressed in her "little Kate Hepburn" clothes and met Ganju at the garage.
The British Museum was closed, but they had telephoned ahead and the curator was waiting for her. The daughter of Sir John Stalwart had the freedom to roam the museum's halls at will. She walked alone through the Egyptian Wing, wondering how many of the items here had been collected by her father. The most famous of which was the statue of Osiris rising up on a pedestal from the center of the hall.
It was possibly 5000 years old and surprisingly not worn down by the ages. It had been pulled out from the mud of the Nile, amazingly preserved. The statue was around eight feet tall, uniquely nude, but for the Pharaoh's headdress. It even still had some of the black paint on the skin, the black representing his infertility. Jane looked up at it as she climbed onto the pedestal. It strongly resembled the Osiris of her insight involving Hathor. The only chip or flaw on the statue was the rough broken area above the statue's testicles.



She took the COCK out and brought it up to Osiris' crotch. The base of the COCK certainly did appear to match the rough broken edges on the statue. She held it closer and suddenly there were bolts of green lightning running back and forth from the statue to the COCK, pulling the COCK straight into the statue and fusing with it. There was no crack in the stone!
Jane fell back and reached up to grab the shaft of the COCK. She tugged and pulled, but it was stuck firm. Osiris had his COCK back!
Jane's nipples were hard beneath the diaphanous silk top. Her eyelids lined with kohl as she gazed up at her lord. The statue was painted green to represent the fertility of the great god. Jane looked behind her at the women kneeling before the god, awaiting their third baptism to become temple priestess/prostitutes of Great Osiris. They were mostly Egyptian women dressed like Jane, but there were also black skinned Nubian women, Hittites, Canaanites, and Assyrians. All were lovely and all gazed in awe at the statue. Nearby the bald priests waited. Some had their large cocks out, erect and waiting for the final arousing of the women. Jane turned back to the COCK, stroking the glowing green shaft, eyes closed, mouth open before the head, awaiting it's blessing. Behind her the women knelt in the same posture for the mighty COCK would fill the entire room with a cloud of sperm. The COCK seemed to swell in her hands and the high priestess and the other women leaned forwards in anticipation.
Jane could feel the COCK swell and she opened her eyes to watch in horror as her hands had gone from trying to detach the bare stone to stroking a glowing green shaft. She looked up at the face of Osiris and was filled with a sense of satisfaction and happiness, all thoughts of Patty's betrayal gone from her mind. "You have served me well child, now receive my blessing," said a voice in her head.
Jane smiled and closed her eyes, opening her mouth just as the high priestess had done in her vision. The blast of sperm hit her head with enough force to bend her head back. His seed was wet again, no longer the semen stinking dust cloud. Sperm filled her mouth, her throat reflexively gulping it down, and it was the best she'd ever tasted. The second geyser of ejaculate did force her to fall back. Her breasts ached and she could feel her blouse straining to contain them until the buttons shot off and her breasts sprang free, more of Osiris' ejaculate falling upon them. The last thing she remembered before blacking out was how much her elongated nipples ached until the milk shot forth.
Then there was only darkness.
THE END
Afterward: I've always had a love for pulp adventure stories and this is my attempt at one. Lester Dent, the creator of Doc Savage, wrote a master plot formula for writing short pulp stories. I started this story out using his formula and replacing some "action" sequences with "sex" scenes. I also used something I stumbled upon while web surfing, The Modern Dispatch 42: Random Pulp Generator which uses 20 sided RPG dice to roll on tables to create a villain, fiendish plot, action sequence, etc and this story came from those die rolls with some fudging on my part.
Jane may appear again if I get enough positive feedback. I have an idea for a plane crash in Africa where she's forced to kill a jungle cat and fashion a bikini from it's fur while searching for a lost city. Going back and writing the Brisingamen or Gray Wolf stories alluded to here is a possibility too. Maybe Jaeger's Thor amulet is responsible for his large penis and sexual prowess and perhaps Odd Blob survived and steals the amulet for himself taking on the aspect of one eyed Odin and calling his cock, Gungnir. Perhaps Jane and Patty will reconcile or perhaps Patty goes all out Nazi she-wolf of the SS. Will we see Jane again? Only time will tell.
Ch 1. We meet Lady Jane Stalwart. I recognize the resemblance to Lara Croft, but never had her in mind when creating Jane Stalwart. Jane is based more on Doc Savage with a dash of Indiana Jones. She has an eidetic/photographic memory which allows her to recall everything she's read and helped her master various skills along the way, including sword fighting and martial arts. She's also a little psychic having visions of the past and possible futures. Jane is 26, a fit athletic woman that enjoys getting her hands dirty. She has been traveling with her father since she was 13 and on her own since her father became ill when she was 18. Patty, her Lady's Maid (a female valet) is more ladylike, enjoying the finer things. She doesn't like getting dirty, but enjoys seeing the world. Patty is 21 and has been working for Jane since she was 17. Unbeknownst to Jane, Patty was recruited by Karl Jaeger during an earlier adventure to be a German spy.
Ch 2. The myth of Osiris getting cut into pieces and being reassembled with his penis missing is real and the reason ancient Egyptians mummified their dead. Osiris' cock turning Isis into a wanton whore is pure fabrication. The Continental is an actual hotel in Cairo, popular in the 30s.
Ch 3. The Khan el-Khalili marketplace (souk) is quite famous and still in use today. Patty's interest in the fleet in Alexandria harbor is so that she can report back to her Nazi masters.
Ch 4. All information presented about the Orient Express is as accurate as possible from researching it on Google. Warner Company had classified bra sizes only as A thru D at the time. Patty and Jane are DD with both growing to EE at the end of the story. Possibly, their larger then frame breasts during this story came about from a previous adventure. The scene where she rattles off the scientific name for the deathstalker scorpion is my homage to a scene in "On Her Majesty's Secret Service" where James Bond reveals he knows everything about butterflies. The story if Isis and the seven scorpions is another actual myth.
Ch 5. All the food served on the Orient Express in the story was taken from an actual menu, but from an earlier date (1890s). Odilo Blobel is a composite of two actual Nazis first and last names.
Ch 6. There's just a lot of sex in this chapter.
Ch 7. The Zande and the throwing weapon, the Kpinga, are real. Takeda Ueshida, like Blobel is another composite of two names, the real inventor of Aikido and his instructor. Howard Carter is the man who discovered Tutankhamen's tomb.
Ch 8. The Tamahumara are a famous native American tribe famed for long distance running.
Ch 9. Lucien Lelong was a famous dressmaker of the period. Breck's Shampoo was new at the time as was packaged shampoo in general. The fencing masters are all real personages of the time.
Ch 10. The Egyptian myth of how the cows got their milk is nonsense. The journey to Paris did take about three days, but I couldn't find any actual timetables for the various stops. There were also three separate lines for the Orient Express.
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Kate dropped her robe and stepped into the hot shower. She moaned as the hot water hit her back and began soaking her long dark hair. She bent her head back and lathered her hair with the shampoo. She had a high pressure shower head and the strong spray of water did it's work rinsing her hair while she rubbed her buxom figure down with body wash. The forty year old wife and mom couldn't help herself and started singing as her hands lathered up the largest pair of breasts in the neighborhood. She was in a fantastic mood.
She was in a great mood because the weather had finally turned warm and the sun had come out of the clouds after a two week period of rain. Her husband had kissed her on the cheek and left for work a short time ago. Her son had kissed her other cheek and left to pick his friends up to drive them to school leaving her alone. She cleaned up breakfast after they left. She'd washed and dried the laundry after they left. She vacuumed and made the bed after they left. The pantry was full and her chores were down. She'd accomplished all her work after her husband and son left and it was still morning. Kate Howard, hard working PTA wife and mother, had an afternoon to herself to do her favorite pastime, sunbathing.
Most women wouldn't have bothered showering to sunbath, but a morning shower to Kate was a morning cup of coffee to another woman. Kate enjoyed her morning shower so much, she always turned down going camping and fishing on many a trip with her husband and son unless there was a bathhouse. She enjoyed fishing and hiking, but no shower, no Kate.
Her singing turned to humming as she stepped out of the shower and dried off her well endowed form.
Kate had a body that often made men's jaws fall open. Her waist and belly were quite fit and trim, not as thin as she had been twenty years ago, but actually better as the weight she'd gained had filled her body out more shapely. Her rear end was well rounded, plump, but firm. She'd also kept her looks, but had some laugh lines and gray streaks ran through her hair, invisible now with her hair still wet. But it was her breasts that turned the most heads. Large bosoms ran in the family, but hers were big even by her family's standards. They'd added a cup size every decade and were now massive EE's that were impossible to hide and difficult to find a bra to contain. Younger, she'd enjoyed the male attention her breasts brought her, but at her age, they were more a nuisance. They were heavy and in the way all the time, large pendulous udders that hung over her rib cage. Her nipples were large and perfectly centered with round can sized areola. Her nipples used to get hard a lot and were always sensitive, but had settled down as she aged and now took a lot of stimulation to get her worked up. Not that she ever got worked up anymore. Her sex life was pretty dull consisting of missionary sex in the dark usually twice a month. Her vagina was dry and her husband had to lube his condom covered penis up thoroughly to enter her. She didn't even miss the more passionate sex they'd shared twenty years ago. This was just a normal part of aging and being with the same partner for several decades. Things got dull. Honestly, she could have given up sex altogether.
Kate grabbed her glasses off a dresser and put them on while she went through the drawers. She pulled out her mommy two piece suit. She tossed it aside and pulled out the purple bikini. The two piece was for family and public events. It showed some cleavage and exposed her stomach around her navel as well as her back, but it covered most of her torso and the bottom piece was skirted to cover her bottom.
The purple bikini was her private tanning bikini and it left little to the imagination. No one had ever seen her in it and if her husband had ever wondered about (or even noticed) why her tan lines were so small, he had never commented on it.
Kate stepped into the panty. She kept her crotch mostly shaved. It was bare, but for a small strip just above her clit that resembled a black caterpillar climbing up her mound. Her husband preferred it bare for going down on her and though it had been many, many, many years since they'd had oral sex, she kept it smooth, but being completely shaved made her feel exposed, and her little black caterpillar made her feel better. The bikini bottom covered her crotch nicely, but the rest was all strings around her waist and in between the crack of her rear end spreading out into an upside down triangle as it rose up out of her butt cheeks.
She lifted her wet hair and tied the top around her neck. She stretched the cups of the top out over her nipples and tied the string behind her back. It was tight and left little to the imagination, but then it's purpose was to give her the most perfect all around tan possible. The cups were stretched out triangle hammocks, tightly gripping the front of her breasts, so constricting her areola and nipples poked out through the straining material which didn't even cover the full circle of her can sized areolas. Pink round edges were exposed on both sides of the purple material.
Kate Howard's eyes were so bad she needed to wear her glasses at all time and she kept them on while she collected a blue beach towel to lay on. Aside from her bikini, her glasses, wedding ring, and hoop earrings were her only adornments she wore as she headed downstairs, grabbing tanning oil off a table on her way.
Kate peeked out the side door though there was never anyone there. The Howards owned a corner lot and the street was empty, but for the house across from her. The older couple there both worked on weekdays and if there weren't any cars in the driveway, they weren't home. A picket fence surrounded their side yard and their backyard. There was a gate in the side fence, but they never used it except her son Jack and his friend Tyson used it as the shortest distance between their homes. She wished her fence had been higher and then she would have considered sunbathing nude. The backyard actually got better sun, but there were two houses behind her both with windows looking down into her yard and residents who were usually home.
Kate spread out her blanket, feet towards the sun. She poured a large amount of oil on her exposed breasts and began rubbing it into her exposed flesh making sure her belly and the sensitive exposed areas of her breasts were well coated. Spring, she thought, smiling. Finally I can work on my tan. If the weather held up, she'd have a great tan in a few weeks. Kate ducked as a car came down the side road and stopped at the stop sign before turning. She stood back up and quickly coated her legs and arms before finally laying down on the blanket. The sun feels so good, she thought, putting her arms under her head as she closed her eyes, smiling as the sun began heating her skin.
Some time passed and the relaxed mom almost fell asleep. She stirred figuring it was about time to turn over when to her horror, she heard the side gate open. Kate sat up quickly, holding one hand to her breast in consternation. "Tyson!" she blurted out in dismay, seeing the young black teen coming in her side gate.
Tyson Brown had been Jack's best friend since grade school. His father was a brutish man with a drinking problem and the mom had taken off when Tyson was young. The Howards had acted as surrogate parents for the poor boy and he had many a meal and spent many a night at their house. Tyson was fit, but not bulky. He was attractive with an athletic build and had grown into a decent young man despite his problems at home. He was wearing shorts that showed off his muscular calves, a white tee shirt and a hoodie. He'd shot up over the last few years hitting six feet tall, towering over Kate by a good 5-6 inches. "Hi Mrs. Howard," he greeted her, striding through the gate.
Kate held herself up with one hand and held her arms across her nipples to hide her breasts. Her husband hadn't even seen her in this bikini and Kate felt her cheeks turning a little red to be under the eighteen year old black kid's gaze and gazing he was. "Jack's at school," she told him. "Wait! Why aren't you at school? I thought Jack was picking you up."
"I told him I was sick," he said a little nervously. His eyes kept flickering over every piece of exposed skin on her body. "I needed to talk to you, Mrs. Howard."
Kate could tell something was bothering the poor boy. She knew him almost as well as she knew her own son's moods. Kate held up her hand and Tyson helped her to her feet. She kept her arm across her breasts, but his eyes still flickered down her exposed cleavage stopping on her belly. "Let's go inside, she said, wishing she'd brought her robe out with her. She wanted to cover up even though it was kind of flattering to have a handsome young man looking in awe at her figure especially at her age. Her husband never stared at her like that any more.
Kate spun around and headed inside, sure his eyes were now frozen on her bare butt cheeks. She took her arm from her breasts and opened the side door, frowning a little at her protruding nubs. Her long dormant nipples were stirring a little. "What's wrong?" she asked looking over her shoulder. Sure enough his head was bent down to stare at her ass. He jerked his eyes up. "Is your father drinking again?"
"He never stops," replied Tyson, "But no, this is more personal. It's my girlfriend."
Kate's robe was in the living room. It was a short tan terry cloth robe that barely covered her rear and had trouble closing around her breasts. She bent to pick it up off the couch, sensing his eyes burrowing into her ass again. She'd caught him staring at her many times in her mommy bathing suit, but she was really giving the poor boy a show this time. She pulled the robe on and turned, grasping for the belt. The robe was open and his eyes stared at her breasts and the exposed areola around the straining top. She belted it quickly.
"My problem Mrs. Howard is that she won't put out for me. She's waiting for marriage," he explained, rolling his eyes.
"You should respect Shawna's decision." Kate liked the young black girl. She'd even been in her house several times. Shawna was from a religious family and probably thought premarital sex was wrong.
Tyson held his head down and drew in a breath, seeming to gather courage. Kate could even see drops of sweat beading his forehead. "I'm an eighteen year old virgin and I can't take it anymore," he finally said, through gritted teeth.
Kate looked up at him and reached up to put her hand on his shoulder. "I don't really have any advice for you. You just gotta take care of it yourself. I hear Jack doing it all the time." Kate understood masturbation was healthy, especially for young men. She'd even caught her husband doing it in the shower a couple times.
Tyson took his eyes off her cleavage and looked her in the eyes. She stared back at him, smiling in understanding at his situation. She was pretty sure Jack and his girlfriend were having sex and it must be driving Tyson crazy to be so popular and still a virgin, maybe the only one in his class. "Or," he said, gulping. "You could have sex with me."
Kate's mouth fell open in shock even as her eyebrows shot up. She stared at him in total stupefaction for almost a minute. He stared back at her eyes trying to read a response in them. Kate felt her legs go weak and she fell backwards, sitting heavily on the couch. She brought her hand over her chest continuing to stare at him in complete surprise even as he sat down close to her, leaning towards her and putting his arm around her neck on the back of the couch.
He was actually smiling now, less nervous as he gained confidence. "I do take care of it myself," he explained. "In fact, the last time I stayed over when you were out of town for your anniversary." He paused why she continued to stare at him nearly frozen in disbelief. "I went through your bedroom looking for Mr. Howard's porn stash."
That's when Kate knew this must be some kind of inappropriate joke. She chuckled. ""John doesn't have a porn..."
Tyson interrupted her leaning over her even more dominantly. "He does and a really good one too, but he also had this." Tyson pulled an old slip cased video cassette out of his pocket.
"Oh no," cried Kate staring at the cassette. She recognized it immediately. "We made that twenty years ago. John told me he destroyed it." The shock suddenly left Kate and her eyes turned down in a frown as she stared at the young man. Tyson now had a cocky grin on his face. It made her angry. She snatched the cassette from his hand and began pulling the tape out of the casing. Why the hell had John saved this thing? They didn't even own a VCR anymore. Nobody owned a VCR anymore except apparently Tyson and his cheap ass dad. "That takes care of that," she said, matter-of-factually, satisfied at all the brown tape now lying in her lap. "Get up," she told the young man pushing him away from her. She was the adult in the room after all and she needed to take back control of the situation.
Kate stood and folded her arms across her chest, looking sternly at the young black teen. He was still staring at her cleavage even as he was reaching for his smart phone in the other pocket of his hoodie.
"Now young man, just go home and we'll forget this ever happened." Kate tapped her foot angrily. He just stood there tapping his phone. "Or better yet, get your ass to school."
"I don't think so, Mrs. Howard." he told her, staring at his phone. He turned it towards her. "I digitized the old tape. See."
Kate's eyes fell on the phone's screen. There she was, much younger, licking the underside of John's hard five and a half inch penis. The video continued with her sucking the head into her mouth staring up at the video camera like a porn star before taking the entire penis down her throat. If it kept playing, it would show John shooting a wad of semen across her nose and onto her outstretched tongue. He'd spliced it together with several sex sessions. Soon the image of his hard penis rapidly pushing into her while he fucked her doggy style would appear. John had zoomed the damn camera in on her anus and then on her labia gripping the end of his penis. He'd pulled out and shot several strands of cum over her ass cheeks. He'd then zoomed in a little wad that had fallen on her sphincter. The next scene would show her bouncing in his lap, pinching her nipples while screaming at him to "fuck her" even as she brought her own nipple up to her lips to suck. John had even given her a porn star script for the next scene. The camera showed her on her back, breasts shaking as he pounded her as hard as he could, camera panning down her body to his cock again sliding in and out of her as she screamed, "Fuck me with your big cock. Fuck me. FUCK ME! I'M CUMMING! Cumming all over your big cock." She had enjoyed a small orgasm earlier, but this was all acting for the camera. Jesus Christ, earlier on the tape John had recorded her doing a fashion show in sexy lingerie, and then stripping for him. There was nearly everything a newlywed couple would do on this tape.
"Fuck me or this goes on the net," demanded Tyson.
Kate's hand came up from her chest to cover her mouth. Her anger was gone and the shock was back, including a little fear. She had the sudden thought, that ironically, her son Jack had taught Tyson everything he knew about computers. Jack had enabled her own blackmail. Her hand slid back down to her chest. "Why me?" she asked, calming down, truly curious.
Tyson seemed surprised by the question. "Why Mrs. Howard, your the hottest MILF in town."
Kate didn't like the term, but she was familiar with it. "I am?" she asked, truly surprised.
"Of course, Mrs. Howard. All the guys want you."
Kate truly had never realized the effect she'd had on all Jack's teenage friends, they'd flocked to her house in droves. She'd always assumed, Jack was just really popular, but now wondered if they were all coming over to catch glimpses of her. It was quite... flattering. Kate straightened her shoulders and tried to look stern as she stared Tyson in his brown eyes. "No, I won't cheat on John." She thought a moment. "How about a hand job?"
Tyson's eyes lit up in victory, but he shook his head. "No, I want sex."
Kate shook her head. "I can't cheat. Go ahead, post it then and I will have you arrested."
Tyson slid his hoodie off. "A blow job then, that ain't cheating?"
Kate's brows furrowed as she thought it over. A blow job wasn't so bad and it would save her all the embarrassment posting the video on the internet would cause. How many of Jack's friends would jerk off their cocks watching that video? Hell, how many of their dad's would jerk off to it? Tyson was right, she was the hottest MILF on the block, better looking then almost all the other moms in the PTA even the younger ones. Jack would be destroyed if this video went around his school. "Okay then," she said nodding her head, "deal."
Tyson was grinning ear to ear as Kate stood and in a zombie like trance, slowly climbed the stairs. He followed, throwing the hoodie over his arm. Her family stared accusingly back at her from a series of pictures mounted on the wall going up the stairs. "I'm staying dressed," she stated, passing the family picture that showed her standing in the backyard beside her husband, her arms around a much younger Jack.
"I want you nude," replied Tyson, sounding more confident now then when he first came in her yard.
"My bikini then," she said, passing her wedding picture.
"Topless."
"Alright," she said concluding the negotiations. "But the bottoms stay on."
They reached the second floor and Kate walked straight to her marital bed, letting the robe fall off her back as she stepped up to it. "You're so hot, Mrs. Howard," said Tyson behind her. Kate reached up behind her neck and untied her top. She yanked her top off, spinning around to face the young man. "DAYUMN!" he exclaimed, staring in awe at her exposed breasts. He had removed his shirt and stood before her in his shorts and socks.
Tyson took a step towards her and before she knew what he was doing, he had bent down and sucked her right nipple into his hungry mouth even as his hand came up to grab her left breast, fingers pinching her left nipple. "Hey!" she cried, startled. His tongue flickered over her hardening nipple before twirling around the thick nub. "No touching!" She pushed him off, aware that her nipples were now painfully hard, the tip of her right breast was covered in his saliva. They had come back to life for the first time in years, once again aroused and painfully sensitive. She stared at them in disbelief slowly becoming aware of the dampness between her legs. No, they weren't just damp, her bikini bottoms were soaked through to the point she was dripping through the material. Why is this arousing me? She thought in complete shock. She was still holding him back with one hand and he was struggling to come forwards at her again so she brought both hands up to his chest.
"Sorry Mrs. Howard, I couldn't help myself," he apologized even though his body was still trying to embrace her.
Her own hands were sliding across the hard pectorals on his chest. Wow, she thought, this is one hard muscular chest. Kate looked down at the hard six pack along his abdominals. She's seen him shirtless plenty of times and was impressed by his physical fitness, but this was the first time, she was seeing him as the young man, he'd become.
Kate looked up at him and fell to her knees. She couldn't bring herself to stare at his crotch. Instead, she stared at the fit torso on the young black man. "Take it out," she ordered.



"You take it out."
Kate sighed, glancing at his shorts long enough for her hand to find the rim. She looked away again as she stretched his shorts out and reached in with her other hand. She felt his pubic hair and then her hand grabbed the root of what felt like a human wrist. What the hell is that?" she asked herself, sliding her hand down the hot, hard as steel shaft. Her fingers didn't even touch it was so thick. It was trapped by his shorts so she stretched them out further and down even as her hand freed the giant brown penis from it's confinement. "OH MY GOD!" she cried, her green eyes going cross eyed as she stared at what had to be a massive foot long brown colored penis. The head was lighter then the shaft which was riddled with thick blue-black veins, pulsing with heat and life. She'd never seen anything like it before.
Kate stared at it in amazement, lifting the shaft up above her head. She adjusted her glasses in a futile attempt to bring the whole thing into better focus. "I've never seen one this big," she said, staring through her lens.
"It's about average for a black dude." Tyson liked the way she was staring at it.
"John isn't even half as long or as thick."
"I felt bad for ya, watching your sex tape," he replied. "I could tell you were faking most of those orgasms."
Kate released the monster shaft and it fell forwards to point straight at her mouth sticking out just over the hem of his shorts. She brought her lips close to the fat head of his penis. "Shawna do this for you?" she asked.
"No, she will only touch it through my pants," he answered. "Messed my pants up several times." he shrugged. "You will be the first woman to ever suck on it or see it for that matter."
For some reason, Kate felt lucky to be the first woman to suck such a magnificent cock. She wished she wasn't so out of practice. "I haven't done this for John in twenty years," she said, stretching her mouth open and taking the big knob into her mouth.
"DAYUMN!" the poor boy, grunted again, his entire body jerking in shock. She grabbed his thighs through his shorts to steady him as she started bobbing her head around the tip of his giant penis. "Your mouth is so hot!" he exclaimed with awe and disbelief.
Kate let her tongue slurp around the tip before bobbing her head again. Poor kid is desperate, she thought. Just wait until he finds out how tight and hot a vagina is. Speaking of vaginas, hers was aching with need. He was standing firm now, so she pulled one hand off his shorts and moved it down to her pussy. Her fingers pushed the material aside and slid into the warm folds of her wet pussy. So horny, she thought, fingering herself with her middle finger. Her pussy soaked her entire hand, she was so wet.
Her body's reaction was a total surprise and even more surprising, she felt tremors inside her pussy. Gonna cum, she thought in disbelief even as she squirted all around her finger. I shouldn't be enjoying this, she thought guiltily even as she worked her finger as fast as she could to prolong the first orgasm she'd had in years.
Kate pushed forwards, his cock head pushing past her uvula and shoving down her throat. This was way further then John's smaller penis had ever gone and Tyson's was stretching her throat out a lot further too. She moaned around his cock, embarrassed by how much she was getting into sucking this big black dick. Kate breathed deep and took as much of the shaft down her throat as she could, his pubes coming closer to her nose, but it was too much and she yanked her head back before she started choking.
Tyson's cock rose up rampant and glistening from her saliva. Kate held the base of the shaft, almost caressing it while she brought her left hand up and hefted on the the teen's full black testicles. Kate had thought she'd had a good sex life with John, well early on anyway. Now she felt shortchanged. The testicle in her hand was as big as a tennis ball and heavier. John's little nuts were like grapes.
Tyson sat down on the edge of the bed and laid back. Kate moved between his legs and took his cock back in her mouth. One hand held his cock while she sucked him. Her other hand reached behind her and slid across her ass closing on her horny pussy, but she resisted touching herself again. His stamina was impressive for a virgin, but eventually his cock did start swelling up. "Suck it, Mrs. Howard," he moaned. "GONNA CUM!"
Kate's breasts were in the way between his thighs, so she sat up and hefted her breasts in his lap until they wrapped around his big shaft. Kate sucked the head of his dick hard. It was now bigger then a golf ball and hard to get down her throat. It jerked once and her mouth was full of cum to the point her cheeks bulged and sperm shot out from around her lips. So much cum, she thought in disbelief. She gulped, but her mouth filled again and again with each spasm of his cock. Kate was choking on sperm to the point she had to pull back. His cock hosing her mouth and cheeks with semen. She stared down at his shaft, squeezing it between her breasts. Jet after jet of thick white sperm shot up from the head, falling down to coat his shaft and her breasts with his seed. The squirts quit, but sperm continued to bubble up from the head to run down his shaft. Kate wanted another taste and took him back in her mouth, her tongue lapping up all the sperm coating his shaft.
Kate silently stood and licked her lips. His cock smacked down on his stomach, remaining a giant, but losing it's steel. She slowly turned and walked into her bathroom to clean up. Tyson rolled over on his stomach and reached down for his shorts, pulling his phone out. Need something to remember this day, he thought, putting the phone on record and setting it on a nearby table.
Kate leaned over the sink and turned the hot water on. Her nipples and the ends of her breasts were dripping with the black boy's cum to the point semen was dripping off her nipples into her sink. She'd always swallowed for John, but didn't care for the taste. Ty was different. His sperm had tasted good. Really good. So good, she wanted more. Kate hefted her breast and brought her nipple up to her mouth. The spasm that rocked her body when her tongue hit her erect teat had her pussy leaking again. They had really come back to life after being dormant for years. She licked her other nipple clean, her lust growing each time her tongue flickered over the hard nub. His seed still tasted great, but it was cold now and she preferred it hot and fresh out of his cock. Maybe, he'll let me suck him again sometime, she wondered, surprising herself and already craving more of his seed.
Kate washed herself clean and brushed her teeth. When she left the bathroom, the nude black boy was laying on her bed like he was master of the house. "You should go," she told him.
Ty sat up, his plump monster slapping over his leg. "I thought I should return the favor," he told her.
Ty slid off the bed so that he was kneeling before her, his face staring at the purple bikini bottom. His hand touched her thigh.
Kate started trembling and her vagina gave a little squirt. "It's been so long," she gasped.
His thumb hooked in the side of her bikini and pulled it aside revealing her little pubic strip and her soaked, swollen genitals. "Just tell me what to do to please you," he said, sticking his tongue out.
Ty didn't really know what to do. He just planted his mouth right on her crotch and jabbed his tongue into her wet pussy.
"YES!" cried Kate, spasms of pleasure racking her body. "Wiggle your tongue, just like that." She grabbed his head and pulled him hard into her crotch. Kate had liked getting eaten almost more then she liked sex and John had been good at it, but he'd stopped when she got pregnant and never went back to it after she gave birth. God, she'd missed this. "That's good Ty," she moaned, "eat my pussy."
Ty stopped briefly, but only long enough to turn her so that she was backed up to the bed. She squealed with pleasure when his tongue returned to her clit and didn't stop him as he pulled her bikini bottoms down her thighs. He flicked his tongue over her swollen clit, pulling the bottoms down to her ankles before pushing his fingers into her.
"Aaaaah!" moaned Kate as he finger fucked her. "That's it," she squealed. Her body was trembling again. "OH GOD!" Her legs shook and grew weak. "GONNA CUM!" Her legs gave out and Kate fell on the bed, kicking the panty off so she could spread her legs wide for him. Tyson's fingers popped out. He Grabbed her ass and lifted her entire lower body up off the bed, her legs bending over his head as he buried his face in her wet pussy working his tongue as fast as he could. "AAAHHH!" screamed Kate, loudly. "CUMMING!" Her pussy squirted all over his face, soaking his cheeks and chin. She'd never cum so hard before and his squirming tongue continued eating her pussy making it not only the biggest, but the longest orgasm she's ever had.
Ty stood and wiped the back of his hand across his face. Kate turned her head and smiled lazily at him, watching his big banana cock swinging as he walked around the bed and laid down on it. She scooted up and laid at his side leaning into him as they both caught their breaths. She ran her hand across his chest, admiring his musculature. How long has it been since I had two orgasms? She wondered, her hand sliding over the ridges of his abdominal muscles. Or one for that matter, months, a year? "Your a natural Ty," she told him. Her hand went down over his stomach and grabbed his fat floppy cock, caressing it. Almost immediately, her fingers opened as the cock turned plump.
"Looks like it's getting hard again," he said, rubbing her back. Kate sat up. His cock was hard now and her hand was stroking it. She stared at it, licking her lips as she prepared to suck him again. "I want to fuck you so bad," he groaned.
Her pussy let out another little squirt. Her body clearly liked the suggestion, but her mind wasn't totally lost in lust for the big black cock in her hand. "No Ty," she said, shaking her head. "We can fool around, but my pussy belongs to my husband and my husband only." She leaned down bringing her mouth closer to his delicious cock.
"Slide your pussy on my cock then," he said.
Kate looked at the giant black cock in her hand. She really wanted to suck it again, but Tyson's suggestion enticed her. John had once run out of condoms and after making love for awhile before he got close to ejaculating, he'd suggested she do the camel toe slide to finish him off. She loved it almost as much as having him inside her. The friction really stimulated her genitals and she'd orgasmed every time they'd done it.
Kate sucked her lower lip in eager to feel his hot shaft throbbing between her legs. She straddled his waist and lowered herself over his shaft. Her labia spread out around the base of his cock dribbling her arousal and soaking his member. She pushed her crotch down onto his shaft, moaning as she felt his hot cock throbbing with life.
Kate slid up and then back down the base of his cock, increasing speed. "YES!" she moaned in conjunction with him. Her breasts shook as she worked her pussy along the shaft of his cock. She'd never seen her nipples so engorged. They stuck out more then half an inch and her areola were puffed out as well making the end of her nipple jut out almost a full inch. He wasn't even looking at her. His arms were under his head, eyes closed, with a dreamy look on his face. He moaned, raising his hip into her, eyes lazily opening, opening wider at the sight of her breasts thrust out above his face. Tyson reached up and pinched both her nipples, waves of pleasure rippling through her body at his touch.
Kate worked her hips harder and faster, sliding along more of his cock. She glanced down between the canyons of her bosom and saw the end of his cock sticking out from her crotch. His six pack was sticky and wet from precum leaking from the head. The teen's big cock produced more lube then her husband's entire orgasm, several times over, but then it would take a lot to coat such a huge weapon. Even as she stared, another sticky geyser erupted from the head.
Her pussy was sliding up closer to the head now, and she started focusing on the end of his cock over the base of his shaft. Her pussy lips spread out around the head and Kate's body shook with lust when another jet of his precum struck her swollen clit. She whimpered in lust feeling the head half lodged at the entrance to her pussy. All she had to do was push down and back and his cock would be inside her. She was close to cumming again and knew that would do the trick, but she still had some self control.
Kate pushed herself up off the shaft, but his cock rose up with her the head still spreading her lips apart while at the same time, Ty sat up and sucked one of her engorged teats between his lips. That was all it took to set her off. "I'M CUMMING AGAIN!" she screamed.
Waves of fluid soaked his cock head and ran down his shaft. It didn't really need any more fluid, but the extra lubrication combined with her spasming genitals sank her pussy down along his cock and the head pushed inside her. "It's going in me Ty," she said, not sure if she was warning him to pull out or just stating a fact.
The muscular black teen was squeezing both her breasts together and going to town on her nipples. He paused long enough to say, "It's so hot and wet!" He stared at her in awe. "I had no idea." He clamped his lips back over a nipple and sucked hard, squeezing her breast at the same time.
Kate whimpered, her lust growing. She was humping up and down on the end of the boy's fat headed cock. I can't control myself, she thought in disbelief. Her pussy worked it way deeper. He already felt bigger then her husband just because of the extra thickness, but as soon as his cock pushed deeper then John's little penis had ever been, new previously unknown areas inside her pussy awoke to the new stimulus. Ty pulled her mouth off her tits long enough to look up and moan. That was the moment the married mother lost control with her son's black friend. She grabbed his head and pulled his lips against hers. His tongue pushed into her mouth and her tongue pushed back. I want more, she thought bouncing over half his cock. MORE!
Kate reared back. "This is so wrong," she cried. Her pussy no longer belonged only to her husband. She couldn't stop herself. She needed to feel Tyson's big black cock buried in her pussy. "Lets see how much I can take," she begged.
"Yes!" he replied, not arguing. This was a new and extremely pleasurable experience for both of them.
He was losing his virginity and Kate felt like she was losing hers all over again. Kate pushed back on his chest and stared him deeply in the eyes and she slowly sat down in his lap. "Oh my god," he gasped feeling the entirety of his cock buried in her heat and wetness.
"Oh Ty, you're all in me," she said with some disbelief. Kate had never felt anything so good before. The huge head felt like it had pushed into her womb and she could feel it still shooting precum inside her. She couldn't move. She just sat in his lap, trembling and shaking. Her vaginal muscles were squeezing and trembling all over his thick cock. "I'm going to cum again." She concentrated on the approaching orgasm. It was growing in strength, her pussy muscles quivered over every inch of his cock.
"Your hot pussy's milking my cock, Mrs. Howard," he grunted. His hips were bucking as if he wanted her moving. "Gonna cum!" he groaned.
That brought her to her senses. "SHIT!" her eyes flew open. The pending orgasm faded as her fear over what had almost just happened took over. "Not in me. Pull out so I can put a condom on it." The teen didn't move and Kate realized she was the one holding his cock inside her. She pushed herself up, missing his cock immediately when it fell out of her.
Kate leaned over to the nightstand and opened it, looking for one of John's condoms. Tyson kneeled watching her, his cock sticking straight up, bigger now then when she'd seen it before. He'd been really close. Kate opened the packet and pulled the condom out. She wanted him back inside her as soon as possible which made her hands shake as she fumbled with the rubber. Tyson sat back on his knees, thrusting his cock up and out. She paused with the rubber near the fat knob, gazing in amazement at the sheer size of the black kid's dick. The huge balls were splayed out beneath it. She was approaching her fertile time and if those huge nuts had emptied their seed inside her... well, she didn't even want to think about it.
Kate almost laughed as she rolled the condom down Tyson's penis. "They're loose on John," she told him. She tried to stretch it further down his penis, but the thing appeared to be straining to just cover the head and the receptacle looked way too small to hold all his ejaculate. "On your big penis, it's barely a shower cap." She did laugh this time and laid down on her back spreading her legs for him.
Tyson climbed above her and it was Kate who guided his cock back where it belonged. She grabbed the shaft just under the head and condom, holding her labia open with her other hand as she bent his cock down to the entrance to her pussy. He laid down on her grabbing her breasts as he brought his weight down to embrace her body. This time he initiated the kiss and it was as passionate as the first time, both forty year old mother and eighteen year old black man equally filled with lust for each others bodies and expressing it with the mouths.
Tyson worked his cock in and out of her, bucking his hips. After awhile he leaned over her, fucking her faster with her legs spread around his hips. Twenty years ago, John had made their sex tape, encouraging her to talk like a porn star. She'd followed his script, talking for the camera and faking several orgasms. She might not have remembered it if Ty hadn't just showed her the recording. This time of her own accord, Kate Howard began talking like a porn star again. "Fuck me! FUCK ME!" she screamed. "Give me that big black cock."
"Your hot pussy feels so good around my cock, Mrs. Howard," he grunted.
"Fuck me Ty, I love your big cock." The sheets of the bed clenched up in her fists as her impending orgasm grew. "FUCK! So good! So big!" Her hips bucked up into each thrust of his cock fucking him back as fast as he was fucking her. "Your so much bigger then John," she groaned.
"Am I better?' he asked.
"Much fucking better," she grunted.
Tyson grinned from ear to ear again. "You like this cock better then Mr Howard's?"
Kate felt guilty and wished she hadn't said it now, but it was true. "Your cock is better. I love your big cock. I love fucking your big black cock. FUCK ME!"
"YES MRS. HOWARD!" Tyson threw back his head, cupping her knees in his strong arms. He raised her ass off the bed and slammed his cock deep. His face clenched as he bellowed, "CUMMING!"
"CUMMING!" she screamed in unison. Kate's pussy squeezed then blew up around his cock as the biggest orgasm on her life rocked her body. She could feel Tyson's cock bucking as he came, the head jammed through her cervix. Nothing in her life had ever felt so good...."OW!" she cried as the pleasure turned to pain. "Pull it out Ty," she screamed in desperation as the pain turned almost unbearable.
"But I'm still cumming," he begged, in surprise, feeling his balls draining.
"It hurts, pull it out. PULL IT OUT NOW!" Her teeth were clenched in pain and Ty looked scared as he yanked his cock back. She hadn't felt this pain since giving birth to Jack almost nineteen years ago. She was glad she'd had Jack as his cock pulled free of her cervix as she didn't think it she could have handled it without the prior experience. His entire cock hurt as it pulled free and when his huge cock sprang up free, she saw why.



The condom was barely clinging to Ty's cock head. Not just the receptacle, but almost the entirety of the condom was filled up like a water balloon. She watched his cock continue to jerk, the condom swelling even larger. It was almost as big as Jack's head had been when she gave birth. Thank god it was fluid and malleable or it might have gotten stuck in her womb. "No wonder it hurt," she said, amazed as she hefted the straining condom still hanging from the tip of his cock. She watched as the rim of the condom slowly slid off the head. She pinched the tip just as it fell off his cock and held it up, staring at the bulging sack. "You'd better go before Jack gets home," she told him, still staring at the ballooned out rubber. John's seed just filled the nippled receptacle, Ty's seed the entire rubber. "Next time, bring condoms sized for that big boy," she said, swinging the heavy sperm filled ball in front of her face before tying it closed.
Tyson was pulling his shorts up. He turned his head in surprise. "Next time?"
Kate stood and the now dressed Tyson took her in his arms, grabbing her breast. She stood on tiptoes and stared him in the eyes. "The boys fishing trip is coming up," she said with a sly smirk. "We can do this all weekend."
"We can fuck all weekend?"
"I want that big black cock in me all weekend," she answered and Ty pulled her lips against his, kissing her more passionately then her husband ever had. She melted in his arms and rubbed her crotch against his. She felt his cock swell under his shorts. Reluctantly, she pushed him away from her. "You have to go."
"I love you," he said, earnestly.
"NO!" she said too quickly. He had surprised her, but realistically she should have expected it. "This is just sex. Great sex," she reassured him. "But just sex. Save your love for Shawna."
"Yes, Mrs Howard," he replied, grabbing his smart phone off the shelf when she turned and tossed the condom on the bed. Kate sat down as Ty stared at her, shaking his head at her hot body before turning for the door.
"Oh Ty," she said, raising her hand. He paused. "When you get the condoms, buy a value pack."
"Yes, Mrs. Howard," he said again. Tyson left the room and she heard his heavy footsteps bounding down the stairs.
Kate turned and hefted the condom in her hand. It was so heavy and she had a weird desire to toss it against the wall like a water balloon. She raised it up to her head by the tied end and her green eyes stared at it over her glasses. She let it swing back and forth like a heavy sack. She didn't know what fascinated her so much with the sperm filled rubber. His semen was really white, thicker then pudding, and had tasted very rich. "Thank god this thing held," she said, aloud. "So much cum." Kate lowered the condom and slid up the bed, propping her back against the pillow. "So much cum." Kate untied the knot on the end of the rubber. "So much cum," she said a third time, upturning the condom and spilling it's contents all over her breasts. "So much cum," she whispered, watching it splatter all over her tits. What's happening to me? Kate moaned. "Cum on me Ty," she whispered, wishing he was still here. It's still warm, she thought. The large volume or the rubber sack had kept it hot.
A large trickle of white ran down her belly to pool in her navel. Kate ran her hand through it and rubbed his seed into her belly. Her other hand rubbed it over her nipples. Pangs of pleasure rocked her body as she rubbed and pinched her nipples. Her body had come back to life from her encounter with the young black man. Kate wished he was here to fuck her again. "Oh god Ty, CUM ON ME!" The hand on her belly scooped up a wad of sperm and brought it up to her mouth. She licked his seed off her fingers disappointed by the slight taste of latex and wishing she were licking it off his cock again.
Cum in my mouth, she thought, licking her fingers clean. Her right hand pushed his semen down her belly and over the thin strip of pubic hair. Her sticky fingers pushed inside her pussy. Cum in my pussy, she thought, humping her fingers. She laid back, fingering herself faster, scooping and bringing more of his cum up to her mouth to suck. "CUMMING FOR YOU TY!" she screamed as her fingers and her fantasy brought her off yet again.
Kate quickly jumped off the bed surprised by her behavior. She ran to her bathroom and started her second shower of the day. Kate watched the shower water wash his sperm off her body and actually felt a little sad to see it go, but in a week, she'd have a fresh load to enjoy. She washed her hair and lathered her body with the body wash again. Her nipples were hard and sent spasms to her pussy each time her hand ran over them. What's wrong with me? She thought. I should be satisfied. Instead, I'm horny just thinking about Ty's big black penis. Five minutes later, Kate was cumming all over her fingers while she sucked her own nipple. Horny just thinking about him, she thought moaning. Kate was humming happily for the second time that day as she stepped from the shower.
Horny just thinking about her, thought Ty walking home. He stared at the video on his phone. "Fuck me Ty. I love your big cock," cried Mrs. Howard through the speaker. Ty wanted to save himself up for next weekend, but didn't think he'd be able to keep his hands off his junk with this video in his possession. "I love fucking your big black cock. Fuck me!" screamed Kate. Ty looked around to make sure no one was nearby and listening.
"You're wrong about one thing," he said as he walked. "I do love you Mrs. Howard."
Next: Son's Best Friend's Dad.
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**********
September 24, 2009: The night of the party before the big game between the Coxville Cocks and the Bartown Beavers. The night when lightning destroyed the old oak tree in front of city hall. The night the fog engulfed Coxville County and the shadow man came into the dreams of the sleeping women of Coxville.
**********
Jenny Summers lay on her back listening to the wind howl outside and the rain pounding her roof. Thunder rumbled in the distance. Her husband's snores had stopped a minute ago and she knew what was coming next. Harold rolled on his side and his hand snaked over to squeeze one of her enormous breasts. Jenny sighed, "Not now Harold, I'm worried about Kitty."
Harold's hand moved over to her other breast and he kissed her neck. "She's fine honey. Kitty's out with Todd. He'll take good care of her." Harold pinched his wife's long nipple and it hardened between his fingers. "Come on honey, please?"
"Alright Harold," she sighed again. "Suit it up." Jenny listened to her husband roll over and fumble in the dark for a condom off the nightstand. At 36, Jenny felt she was too old to get pregnant again and she also didn't want an eighteen-year gap between her kids. Harold had worn a condom every time they had sex for the last eighteen years. He didn't mind and she loved that there wasn't any mess afterwards.
Harold moved on top of her and guided his penis inside his wife. He jumped suddenly when there was a loud boom of thunder outside. Harold was afraid of thunderstorms or more specifically the tornadoes involved with bad weather. Whenever a storm raged outside, he initiated sex, seeking comfort with his wife. Jenny mostly lay still waiting for both the storm and Harold to finish. Harold normally didn't take too long to finish and tonight was no exception. He grunted, and then came. She could feel his penis jerk inside her and that finally turned her on enough to get into it, but by then it was too late for her to get any pleasure out of it. Her husband's shrinking penis flopped out of her. Luckily, he hadn't gotten her worked up enough she'd need to masturbate after he fell asleep as was often the case. Harold rolled off her, panting for a few minutes before rising off the bed and going to deposit the condom in the bathroom trash bin. She listened to him urinate, then Harold returned to bed, kissed her on the cheek and was snoring again within minutes, his hand resting on her breast seeking comfort from the storm. Jenny picked up the hand and moved it off her body. She stared up at the ceiling hoping her daughter was all right.
**********
Kitty gasped in pleasure as Todd flickered her nipple with his tongue. Rain pounded on the top of his car. "Come on baby," whispered Todd. "Let's fuck again."
"Not tonight Todd," she replied, holding his head to her breast while he continued teasing the hard nipple protruding from her DD breasts.
Todd sucked her nipple between his lips, and then released it. "Please baby, come on. Feel how hard I am." Todd grabbed her hand and placed it on the crotch of his jeans. Kitty squeezed his bulge, but didn't reply. "Come on Kitty, your hot body is driving me fucking nuts." She still didn't reply and moved her hand off his crotch. "How about a blow job then?"
"Tomorrow," said Kitty. "If the Cocks win."
"Fuck Kitty, the Beavers are undefeated."
"Kind of a defeatist attitude for a quarterback, Todd." Kitty reached over and grabbed his crotch again. This time she used both hands as she fumbled with his pants. "Maybe the Cocks just need some motivation. Win and you get a blow job. Tonight, all you get is a hand job."
"Deal," said Todd, enthusiastically. He may have been quarterback, but he was also a realist. He'd seen the Beavers play and the Cocks had only won one game this season. He smiled back at the memory. His had been a perfect toss right to Samson West. Kitty had given him a rare blowjob that night and if anything, her lips felt better than her tight pussy had. No, they wouldn't win tomorrow night's game, but at least tonight, she was willing to jack him off and Todd took whatever he could get.
Kitty thought it was nasty, but she spitted in her hand and coated Todd's stiff penis with her saliva. What he referred to as Todd's rod was only between five and six inches fully erect so it didn't take much to coat it. She'd jerked him off before when they had started dating junior year and she'd kind of liked it. On his eighteenth birthday she'd given her first blow job and another when he made quarterback. Finally, on her eighteenth birthday, she'd let him fuck her and they'd done it half a dozen times since. She found it enjoyable, but didn't think it was a big deal. She'd even decided she liked giving head better then she liked actual sex. Todd on the other hand loved it. They were the perfect couple, a stacked blue-eyed blonde cheerleader with her handsome fit quarterback boyfriend. They were destined to be homecoming king and queen, prom king and queen, get married, and have beautiful children together. It only took a few strokes of her hand before a little wad of semen shot out of the tip of Todd's dick. She stared at it with fascination. A few drops of semen appeared around the urethra as she continued stroking him and his penis began to shrivel in her hand. She didn't know why she found his penis so enthralling. Possibly it was because she didn't have one herself and knew nothing about them or why her simplest touch seemed to give Todd so much pleasure. All she knew was that it would probably be the only penis she'd ever see in her life and Todd had told her it was probably the biggest in school. Kitty felt lucky and proud as she released it and licked the small wad of semen off her hand. She found she liked the taste, swallowing the first time she'd blown him and Todd had been thrilled that she wasn't one of those prissy girls who spit it out.
"That was great, Kitty," he moaned, tucking his penis back in his pants. "Let's get back to the party."
"It's pouring outside," said Kitty looking through the rain splattered windshield. It was Thursday night and since tomorrow was an in-service day, a classmate was throwing a party. They didn't have school and didn't have to get up early, but tomorrow night was the game where the Coxville Cocks were taking on the undefeated Bartown Beaver's. "Take me home, Todd."
"Ah come on, let's go back inside. I want another beer. Besides, what's a little rain?"
Kitty felt pretty drunk already, but figured one more beer couldn't hurt. Together, they held hands running through the rain back onto the porch filled with drunken high school students. Nearly the entire senior class was at this party. Their classmates greeted the most popular boy and girl in school as they returned to their party.
**********
Coxville was your typical small town in the American South. It was the county seat of Coxville County and the second biggest town in Coxville County after Coxburg to the North off I-69. Coxville County was large as Southern counties go, but a good chunk of the Western County was dominated by Lake Cox and other then a few small towns, the rest of the county was mostly rural farmland growing corn, tobacco, and cotton crops.
Coxville was named after Colonel Phineas Josiah Cox, hero of the Mexican War and owner of the Cox plantation which had dominated the entire county for 200 years until the civil war. Yankees had occupied the mansion during the war, burning the surrounding buildings and releasing the slaves to ravage the neighborhood in 1864. The Union army was forced to march out quickly and never got around to burning down the mansion, leaving it standing alone a stunning piece of architecture surrounded by the still smoking wreckage of stables, barns, silos, and slave quarters with crops still burning in the fields.
Coxville town grew up around the plantation years later. The tree lined road up to the mansion became Main Street. The mansion itself became the town and county administrative offices. Storefronts lined Main Street and residences sprang up around the town as it grew to a respectable size.
Dominating the front lawn of town hall was a 300 year old oak tree of huge size that had been young when the first Cox settler had arrived on the land.
**********
The old black man jerked his massive cock off as rapidly as he could. The rain fell so hard, it stung his bare skin. He looked around nervously. He could not afford to get caught, though it was unlikely he would in this weather. Most of the residents of Coxville were inside on a night like this and fast asleep given that the midnight hour was fast approaching. He threw his head back and upwards into the storm, feeling the rain strike his face as he chanted:
oh Damballah, kreyatè nan lavi yo.
lakansyèl sèpan ki la, koulèv la nwa.
plant pitit pitit ou sou peyi sa a.
Me pitit fi yo nan Èv ap plantureu ak fètil.
Me yo jwenn rekonfòte sèvi siperyè koulèv la nwa nan Damballah.
Pou vè yo blan nan pitit gason yo nan Adan ap kite yo vle.
Oh Damballah, kreyatè nan lavi yo.
Muri bellys yo nan pitit fi yo nan Ev.
Avèk pitit pitit an koulèv la nwa nan Damballah.
Ak pouvwa yo kreye nouvo lavi sèvi ou.
Oh Damballah, kreyatè nan lavi yo.
He did not speak Creole, but he had memorized the chant since his father had taught it to him fifty years ago and his father's father before him and so on back to Phineas Long, son of a white woman and a black slave, a black slave that had cursed the county.
The man stroked his cock faster, praying that it could maintain an erection. At 65, erections were a rare treat. Not that he had anyone to use his rare erections with, he'd been widowed for twelve years. His beloved wife had been nearly infertile, but his high sperm count had provided them with but one child and that had been a daughter and his daughter had born him one granddaughter. Women had their own powers and in many ways, were more powerful than men, but this was cock and seed magic which required a male. He had no son or grandson to teach the summoning spell to, but if all went well, there would be no need for the spell after tonight. The wind whipped around the old oak tree and the lit black spirit candle he had placed at the trunk blew out. He cursed, but continued masturbating. He glanced over at the old Cox plantation, now city hall, and for a split second swore he could see the image of a hanged man's shadow swaying on the wall of the old building.
The old man felt his erection growing floppy. He cursed again, squeezing the base of his cock to harden it, praying to Damballah that he would not let his ancestors down. His mind wandered back fifty years earlier to the last time, he'd jerked off under the old oak tree.
His father Wayne had led him the many miles from nigger town to city hall through the dark of night. They'd kept to the shadows for black men wandering the town at night were always looked upon with suspicion as they still were to this day. The night had been similar, pitch black, thunder in the distance, but the rain hadn't been as hard. The boy watched his father pull his hard foot long black cock out of his overalls. He jerked it to hardness before spitting in his hand and starting to jerk it off. Beneath the oak, was a lit spirit candle, a tar baby doll with a rope noose around its neck, and some chicken bones. His father stared at the items as he jerked off. A gust of wind blew the candle out. Wayne hissed at his son, "Light it, boy." The boy took the candle and moved behind the tree to shelter it from the wind. He struck a match futilely. Each man was so intent on the tasks, that neither saw the police cruiser until the headlights fell on Wayne. The siren sounded, startling them both. "Finish this," shouted his father as the boy ran and jumped behind some bushes before the police could see him.
"Freeze you perverted nigger," shouted the Sheriff as he and his deputy ran out of the police car and tackled Wayne. Wayne offered no resistance, but the two policemen beat him half a dozen times with their nightsticks. "Look at this shit, sheriff," called the deputy. "The boy is some kind a witch." The sheriff looked at the items under the tree. "You a witch boy? You workin' with da devil, nigger?" The sheriff hit Wayne once again for good measure. The two cops, cuffed Wayne and dragged his limp body into the police cruiser, before driving off the short distance to the station.
Wayne's son crept out from the bushes once the coast was clear. He still held the candle. He lit it and sat it down at the base of the tree. The police had taken the tar baby, but left the bones. The boy pulled his cock out from his worn old trousers. It was bigger than his fathers, half again as long, a freak of nature. His cock was an eighteen-inch monstrosity. His deformity had made the local paper when he was born. The baby with three legs screamed one headline. It didn't take much to make his huge black phallus hard, nor did he need to masturbate long to cum. The boy's huge balls emptied their sperm all over the grass beneath the tree. He hadn't finished cumming, when there was a huge thunderclap above him, a flash, and a large branch fell from the tree just as he was lifted and thrown several feet away. The boy sat up dazed, shaking his head. Every hair on his body stood up from his skin. Fog was rising from the ground where his sperm had struck. The fog spread, billowing outward, unnaturally engulfing everything in its path. It caressed then surrounded his body. The boy smiled as the fog embraced him. He smiled during the long walk home for having carried out the ritual and was still smiling the next day. The smile didn't leave his face until the policemen knocked on his door to inform his mother Elsie, that his father had died from a concussion suffered while resisting arrest for public indecency.
The old man wasn't smiling tonight. He was struggling to cum. So different from the rock-hard cock he'd had as a teenager and a young man. Twenty years ago, the erections had started becoming fewer and fewer, his cock losing some of its steel, growing floppy even in the middle of sex. His wife had actually been somewhat relieved. Finally, he felt the sperm welling up in his old balls. He was straining as rain ran down his face and dripped from his white mustache. Finally, it blew. The old man hadn't cum in years and it looked like he was blowing a years' worth of semen. Never in his long life had an orgasm felt so good. Sperm fanned outwards from his floppy old cock, covering the grass beneath the old oak tree. His legs grew weak from the strain. Just as he fell to his knees, the lightning struck the tree. This time it didn't take just a branch. It shattered the tree just feet from the old man. He felt several large splinters penetrate his skin causing him to wince with pain. "I did it, father," he whispered. "Damballah, creator of life, the rainbow serpent. I did it."
The old man felt pain shoot up and down his left arm as he struggled to his feet and he feared this was the end. Just as it had fifty years earlier, fog was rising from the ground where his sperm had struck it. The last fog had awakened a dormant gene in the women of Coxville causing all the prepubescent girls and females babies born since to develop large full bosoms. The fog a 100 years earlier after Phineas Long ejaculated on it had awakened a dormant gene in the black men of the county causing the penises to reach their full potential. The fog 150 years ago had cursed the county when the slave Prospero Black, the embodiment of Zombi Damballah had ejaculated in death as he was hanged from this very oak when the residents of the Coxville plantation had lynched him for copulating with Phineas Cox's two daughters, the innocent and beautiful, Betty and Samantha Cox.
This fog would change everything.
The pain in his arm grew worse. He clutched his heart struggling not to fall back to the wet ground. He didn't even have the strength to pull his trousers back up. What would the Coxville Times' headline say when he was found dead here in the morning? He watched the fog billow outwards, expecting his heart to burst at any moment and he was ready to die, for tonight he had fulfilled his family's destiny.
The fog reached out to touch him and the pain in his arm stopped. His heart rate returned to normal. He sobbed with joy that Damballah had bestowed him with more time on his earth. But that was not Damballah's only gift. The fog caressed then embraced his limply hanging penis. He felt his penis extend and grow as blood flowed into it and it took a lot of blood to swell a cock as big as his. The touch of the cold fog ran up and down his cock, almost as if it were masturbating him. His erections hadn't been this hard and strong in years. The old man looked down on his erection with pride, even as his penis and soon entire body disappeared into the fog.
Willie Long, the principal of Coxville High, threw back his head so that the rain struck his face and laughed.
**********
No one else was out on this rain soaked night to witness the massive bolt of lightning that blasted the old oak tree to ruin at precisely midnight. The resulting thunder woke citizens of Coxville from their sleep and shook the foundations of many an old home.
The fog spread out around the town hall slowly moving down Main Street. It spread out engulfing the entire town, creeping into open windows, and touching every living thing. Within an hour the fog had spread to the surrounding developments, past Coxville High School, the African American neighborhood of Westside, and up the nearby hill on which the ancient Sisters of Mercy Convent sat. After several more hours, the fog was engulfing the smaller towns, farms, and the city of Coxburg even moving across Lake Cox. By dawn the entire county was shrouded in fog.
**********
September 25, 2009: The night when the shadow man came into the dreams of the sleeping women of Coxville. The day of the big game between the Coxville Cocks and the Bartown Beavers. The day that changed everything.
**********
Todd and Kitty had barely made it back inside the porch when the loud clap of thunder rattled the walls of the house. Some of the girls screamed and the partying teenagers laughed nervously. It was preciously midnight.
Kitty excused herself to go to the bathroom while Todd made a beeline for the white members of the football team. She sighed as she relieved herself. Beer tended to go right through her. Kitty stood and flushed the toilet. Someone knocked for her to hurry up. There was always a line to use the bathroom at a high school party involving teenagers and drinking. More important than her full bladdered classmates however, was her female need to make sure she was presentable. She tugged her short cutoff jean shorts to make sure her butt cheeks weren't sticking out. Her low-cut tank top was askew and she had to pull it up a little to make sure her bellybutton was visible. Kitty was on the short side at 5'3" and wore heeled sneakers to make her appear taller. Her small size and the fact that she constantly wore her blonde hair up in pig tails made her appear younger than eighteen. She smiled at the trim figure in the mirror. She was 34-22-36 with DD breasts already huge on her trim frame and still growing. She wished they'd stop, but knew she was destined to have her mother and grandmother's large GG racks after getting married and having Todd's children.



Kitty was about to return to the party when she noticed the strange glow coming from the bathroom window. She strained to see out into the darkness and when her eyes adjusted, she could see the rolling white wall of fog approaching the house. "Wow," she whispered, never having seen fog this thick before.
She left the restroom to some groans of relief from the teens waiting in line, mostly girls as the boys just disappeared outside. She headed towards Todd and the team. Her cheerleader friends were nearby staring out a window.
"Where did this fog come from?" asked Miko. The full lipped Amerasian only had half her roots in Coxville. Her native father had met her Japanese mother while serving in the military on Okinawa.
"It's like it came from nowhere." Patty, the buxom redhead stepped out onto the screened porch and peered out into the night. "Thick as I've ever seen." The mist came through the screen and left droplets of water on Patty's face like she was covered in sheen of sweat.
"I'd better get going," said Pamela. "If this fog gets any worse, nobody's going anywhere." Pamela was a standout beauty, unique because her C-cup breasts were on the small side for Coxville County, a product of her obsessive physical regimen.
Miko turned towards a group of white football players. The black players were nearby, but the two groups tended to self-segregate except during practice. Miko snapped her fingers in a zigzag pattern. "Boyfriends, it's time to take us home."
Kitty approached the group. "Y'all leaving?"
"Yeah girl, have you seen this weather." Patty was a cheerful bouncy girl and her whole body jiggled when she talked. She was wearing a tight halter that showed off a bosom that rivaled Kitty's mom's and despite wearing a bra, Patty's prominent nipples were clearly visible through the top. Nothing she did could hide her pointy knobs.
"Darn, I just got a full beer," said Kitty, wishing she could go home with her friends, but Todd was responsible for her tonight. Kitty much preferred hanging out with her fellow cheerleaders for fun and conversation. Boys were only good for boy stuff and making out. Todd wouldn't want to leave until the keg was tapped out. They were a close-knit group and only the studious Susan was missing out of her friends, as Susan preferred reading to socializing. "Be careful. Get plenty of rest and most importantly, "GO COCKS!"
"GO COCKS!" screamed, Miko, Pamela, and Patty as well as Stacy, the lone black cheerleader who was over with the group of black team members.
"I pity those poor Beavers," laughed Miko. "The Cocks are gonna skin'em and wear 'em for caps, Davy Crockett style."
"Todd doesn't think we can win," said Kitty, shaking her head.
"Bummer," said Pamela. "Gotta run. Love ya girl." Pamela gave Kitty a side kiss on her cheek just before her boyfriend Brian came over to escort her out, followed by Patty's boyfriend Steve, both handsome strapping popular boys that played football with Todd.
A good deal of the rest of the party followed them wanting to get home before the fog got any worse. Kitty sipped her beer and watched the long stream of party goers file out. "I think we can win," said a deep voice behind her. "I know we can win."
Kitty spun around and found herself facing Samson West. The muscular black teen with the shaved head, sipped his beer and tried to stare in her eyes, but he kept sneaking glances at her chest. She didn't like Samson, he was arrogant and cocky. Plus, he was Todd's chief rival and would have been quarterback if it wasn't for Todd though they did work well together as a team. Also, he tended to stare at her with an intensity that made her nervous. He'd never flirted with her though. That would have been too bold in a town that lynched blacks for talking to white women just a few decades past. "Todd doesn't seem to think so," she said, haughtily. Her boyfriend was never wrong about football.
"That's why Samson should be da fuckin quarterback," said a tall, dark skinned black man with muscles that rivaled Coach Black. LD was the subject of a lot of town gossip. His father also called LD had been popular among the black ladies in the colored part of town, knocking several up before abandoning his children and moving to L.A. to become a porn star. LD always kept his head covered with a cap or do-rag and never took off his sunglasses. A few teachers had tried to make him remove his shades, but they had backed down when they saw the angry glare from his eyes. "We'd of won last week's game if it weren't for tiny dick Todd."
"That's enough LD," said Samson when Kitty gasped, staring wide eyed up at the giant black man. "Todd's a good leader." Samson winked at LD.
"We could do better," replied LD. "You know what I'm saying? I gotta blow out of here, bro. Later."
"Later. Let's kick some Beaver ass tomorrow." Samson pounded LD on his back.
Kitty tried to step around the two black men as LD left the party. She glanced back at Todd hoping he'd rescue her, but three of the other black players had cornered him. The white players had mostly left, but the black players always held back at parties, waiting to kick the keg or probably to do some looting when no one was looking, she thought, scornfully. Todd was tall, fit, and muscular, but the three blacks dwarfed him. Stubby was shorter then Todd, but he was very squat and looked bigger. He had a shaved head like Samson, but sported a full goatee. Max was as big and as dark as LD, but he sported long dreadlocks. Deon was the only fat one of the bunch. He was always eating and even now had a bag of Cheetos in his hand. His tee shirt was stained orange from his snack. They seemed to be arguing with Todd, occasionally pointing at Samson.
"I've watched the Beavers practice," said Samson. "We can take them."
Kitty looked up at the bald black teen. She drained her beer and felt the room spin a little. She really needed to get back home and in bed. "Todd lives and breathes football, Samson. If he says we can't win, we can't win." She hiccoughed and quickly covered her mouth.
"I bet we can win."
"I bet we can't." Kitty hiccoughed again.
The big black man shook his head. "You'd think he'd try harder. If you were giving me a blow job after each victory, I'd win every game." Samson frowned. He was acting a little out of character and assumed he must have been drunker then he thought.
Kitty was looking at him in horror. "That bastard! He's lying. I don't do... He told you!"
"He told the entire football team why he couldn't party with us after our one sad victory of the year."
"I'll kill him."
Samson laughed and grabbed her shoulders when she tried to move past him to go after Todd. "Hold on," he said, staring into her eyes and then glancing down at her firm young breasts. Samson felt his cock stir. What he wouldn't give to fuck her. "I believe we were about to make a bet."
"I'm not much for betting," said Kitty, calming a little. "What did you have in mind?"
Samson ran through some ideas in his head, twenty bucks, a case of beer, or having Kitty do his homework, but when he opened his mouth to speak, he said, "I want what Todd gets." Kitty looked just as shocked over what he had said as he did, but as the seconds ticked by, he began to feel more confident. "Yeah, I want a blow job from the cheerleading captain." Kitty gasped angrily and tried to pull away, but Samson increased his grip on her shoulders. "Whatsa matter, not as confident that Todd knows as much about football as you thought? He says you're a first-class cocksucker."
Kitty was furious, but she wasn't sure if she were madder at Todd or Samson. "I can't suck you off," she said.
"Why not?"
Because you're black, thought Kitty. Because you're Todd's rival. Because you're a nigger. Because you're an arrogant jerk. Because you're a Westside nigger. The races did not mingle in Coxville. "Because I'm Todd's girlfriend," she blurted out. "It wouldn't be right."
"Then have some faith in him. Chicken." Samson began flapping his arms and making clucking noises. "Chicken. Chicken. Bawk Bawk Bawk."
"Alright," she snapped. "Stop acting like a fool."
"It's a bet?"
"Yes, it's a bet." Her flabbergasted expression slowly left her face to be replaced by a snide grin. "But," she added, "if Todd's right and the Beavers win, you quit the team. Deal?" she asked, thinking he'd back out from this stupid bet.
Samson West reared back a little and released her shoulders. Kitty Summers was playing hardball. Football was all he had and his only hope of getting out of Coxville was a football scholarship. He looked down at the blue eyed blonde cheerleader with her fit body and big breasts, immediately deciding it would be worth the risk. "Deal," he said.
Kitty looked a little surprised. She thought she'd had him. She didn't want him off the team. He was every bit as responsible for winning their one game as Todd was. The Cocks needed him. "It's a bet," she muttered. If Todd was right and she'd never known him to be wrong predicting a football game's outcome, she was eliminating her boyfriend's biggest rival. But if Samson was right, she'd have to put a black man's nigger penis in her mouth. She shivered as if someone had just walked over her grave. "If you win the game, I'll meet you in the locker room and suck your(gulp)... suck your penis, but if the Beavers win, you quit the team before the next game."
Samson nodded just as Todd joined them. "What's up?" asked Todd, staring back and forth between his black teammate and his girlfriend. He'd never seen them talking alone before.
"I was just telling Kitty here to cheer loudly tomorrow when we take down the Beavers," said Samson looking at Kitty.
Todd sighed. "Well, let's hope, but don't forget, they're undefeated."
"They gotta lose some time." Samson stepped back and patted Todd's shoulder. "See ya tomorrow. I'm gonna go work out some plays with my boys."
Todd watched Samson walk off. "I make the plays Samson. I'm still quarterback," he called. Samson stopped in his tracks, but didn't turn around and a second later he resumed walking towards the black players. Todd felt smug, secure that he had made his point to his rival before turning back to Kitty. "Ready to go? The keg's kicked."
"Take me home, please," she replied, rubbing her temple.
**********
Miko Larson felt the strange mist caress her skin. It tingled where it touched her flesh making her skin damp and raising goosebumps on her yellowish hued skin. She found herself wishing she had worn more than the short flower printed sundress she'd chosen for the party. She waved bye to her friends and fellow cheerleaders, already having difficulty seeing them in the mist. Her boyfriend Lou came around and opened the door for her. "You think it's safe to drive in this?" she asked him.
"I'll go slow," he replied. Lou was a fairly skilled running back for the Coxville Cocks, but he was second string. One of the black players had beaten him out of the first-string position this year. He leaned over and kissed Miko before starting the engine.
Being half Japanese, Miko was a unique looking beauty for Coxville County. Her mother, Amami was very attractive and had a typical Asian body, short and thin. Her breasts were a small, pert B-cup and that was after giving birth to Miko. In her wedding picture, her breasts looked barely A's. Ironically, it was her small breast size that had attracted Miko's father. Ted Larson had grown up surrounded by the bouncy buxom women of Coxville County and when he'd first laid eyes on the skinny Japanese women on Okinawa, he was instantly smitten with their freshness.
Lucky for Miko, she'd inherited her grandmother on her father's side's genes and grown large breasts for a half-Japanese woman. In a town and county where DD cup sizes were the norm and E, EE's, and even GG's were somewhat common, Miko's 32C's allowed her to feel like she fit in better with her buxom friends. Plus, at only 5' tall and 100 pounds, her breasts looked larger on her small body. Her full lips, exotic features, outgoing personality, and hot body made her one of the most popular girls in the High School.
"SHIT!" yelled Lou, swerving the car.
Miko grabbed the side of her seat, holding on as Lou avoided something in the road. "You all right?"
"Dammed deer," he mumbled. "Can't see a thing in this fog."
"Be careful."
"I AM!" he snapped at her. "Sorry."
"It's okay," she replied. Miko could tell Lou was nervous. He was gripping the wheel tightly and when he removed one hand to wipe his brow, it was shaking. She hoped her friends would make it home safely. None of their boyfriends had much experience driving in weather like this having only had their licenses for a little over a year. Luckily, they arrived safely at the Larson family house and Miko could tell Lou's nerves were completely shot. "Thanks," she said, wrapping one dainty hand behind his neck and pulling his lips down on hers. They kissed passionately for half a minute, Lou's hand coming down to rest on her bare knee, then working its way up her thigh and under the hem of her short dress. Miko reached down and moved his hand away. "It's late," she said apologetically. "Maybe tomorrow night after the game. If you win that is."
"Deal," said Lou, kissing her again.
Miko opened the door and the clammy mist hit her skin immediately. She shivered, hugging herself and running her hands up and down her arms. "Maybe you shouldn't drive in this anymore," she said, getting up out of the car.
"You might be right," he told her. Not only were the driving conditions bad, but he had been drinking.
"Come on in and you can sleep on the couch."
"And maybe sneak up to your room?" he asked, hopefully.
"Not ever, never, no way. My dad would kill you." Miko led her boyfriend up to the front steps by his hands. She unlocked the front door and found her dad standing in the doorway, arms crossed, biceps bulging, semper fi tattooed on one arm with a frown on his face.
"You're way past curfew young lady," said her dad, gruffly.
"My fault sir," interrupted Lou, gulping. Mr. Larson was still a hulking brute of a man. He was a sharp contrast to his tiny wife and daughter. "It's this fog, I had to drive real slow to keep Miko safe."
Ted Larson snorted, but stepped out of the way and let the teenage couple come inside. He leaned out the door. "I'll be damned, it's thicker than an old nigger woman's white bush out there. Where did this fog come from?"
"It just rolled in fast out of nowhere, sir," said Lou.
"Daddy, I don't want Lou driving home in this weather. Can he stay on the couch?"
Ted glowered at his daughter and her boyfriend until Lou gulped again. Lou did live on the far side of town. "He stays downstairs, you stay upstairs," he told his daughter.
"Of course, daddy," replied Miko. "Let me get you a pillow and a blanket."
Ted Larson supervised his daughter preparing the couch for her boyfriend. He then escorted Miko upstairs to her room before retiring to his bedroom. Amami was tossing and turning deep in the throes of some dream, whimpering, and moaning in her sleep. If Ted hadn't known better, he'd have sworn his wife was having a sex dream.
Miko pulled her dress off over her head and brushed her teeth in only her bra and panties. She climbed under the covers with her big giant teddy bear. Lou had won it for her at the state fair back in July and she'd used it to cuddle with ever since. Miko was out like a light within five minutes.
The shadow man entered her dreams.
He pulled back the covers on her bed. Miko smiled invitingly, spreading her legs for him. He mounted her, his huge cock slipping deeper and deeper, penetrating her more than Lou ever could or ever would. The head of his mighty cock poked at the entrance to her womb. He hunched over her body, kissing her breasts, sucking her nipples between his teeth. Hair scratched her bare breasts and she could tell that the dark figure was bearded. He kissed up her young body, finding her lips, kissing her more hungrily then Lou, possessing her body and soul, and she came, humping her hips up into the thrusts of his big cock. His muscular arms grabbed her, rolling her over so that she was on top, riding his big cock to orgasm after orgasm. Miko had never been fucked like this. To her sex was disappointing, the flesh on flesh contact was fun, but the pleasure she got from sex with Lou was minimal. The dark man was different. This was what sex was all about. She rode his monster cock to orgasm after orgasm, his strong hands, squeezing her breasts. "CCUUMMIINNGG!" she cried.
Miko woke up. She looked down in surprise at her abused teddy bear. Her brownish nipples were so hard, they scraped against her bra. Her panties were soaking wet. The young woman had never been this horny before or had a dream quite like that. She rather liked it. She'd even ground her pussy into the teddy bear's crotch, leaving a wet spot on the poor stuffed animal.
Three minutes later, Lou jumped with a start as Miko slid her hand into his pants. She put her finger up to her lips motioning for him to be quiet. Lou was a good-looking boy, short brown hair, parted at the side. He had a nice physique. A bit of a redneck, his family owned a tobacco farm, he liked shooting, hunting, and four wheeling, but he was kind to her. She fished his dick out, squeezing and fondling it. She felt it swell. It was about six inches long and skinny. She'd never understood why sex seemed like such a big deal. Sure, he felt good inside her, but he never lasted more than a few minutes. Barely enough time for her to start enjoying herself.
His dick had extended to full size, but it remained floppy, only semi-hard. Miko leaned over and took it in her mouth, sucking his penis deep, the head punching her uvula.
"Holy shit!" gasped Lou. This was a surprise. Miko had never sucked his prick before, despite much begging and pleading.
Miko sucked hard and fast. She paused long enough to say, "Why isn't it getting hard?" She took him inside her mouth again. Two fingers were pushing against the cotton of her panty. Her fingers were eager to get inside and she wished, she'd removed her underwear. She wanted something inside her pussy. Finally, Lou turned completely hard, but just as she was about to quit and mount him, he ejaculated in her mouth. Miko pulled back in distaste, feeling his semen roll around on her tongue. She didn't want to swallow it, but as long as she held him in her mouth, she could taste him and she didn't like that either. She raced over to the nearby desk, yanked a tissue out of a box and spit his semen up into the tissue.
"That was awesome," he groaned, stretching in pleasure on her couch. "Thank you."
"Welcome," she whispered. I hope you like it, she thought, because that's the last blow job I'll be giving. Disgusting!
"Sorry I had trouble," Lou apologized. "I guess I'm a little scared your dad might catch us. Give me five minutes and I can go again," he promised.
"No, you're right," said Miko smiling. "It's almost dawn and you need to rest up for the game tonight."
"If I even play," Lou grumbled. "And if we even have a game." An eerie whitish light shined behind every window in the house showing that the fog was still thick.
Miko blew Lou a kiss and headed back to the stairs, tiptoeing up them. She was still horny, but even if Lou could have gotten it up again, he couldn't have lived up to her dream lover's promises anyway. She crept past her parent's room, pausing when she heard bed springs squeaking and moans. Yech, she thought, my parents are doing it. Amami whimpered suddenly from behind the door and to Miko it sounded more like a whimper of frustration then pleasure.
Miko crept back to her room. This time she stripped off her underwear before climbing into bed. She fell asleep, slowing massaging her clit with one finger, hoping that her dream lover would come back to entertain her.



**********
Patty groaned in her sleep. She was dreaming about her boyfriend Steve. He was nude, standing beside her bed, stroking his dick. It was hard, but seemed smaller than normal. In real life, his penis pushed seven inches, but in her dream, it was probably only five. Still, she wanted it, wanted it bad, her pussy was screaming for attention. Patty sat up and kneeled on her bed while Steve looked on. Patty was wearing lacy green underwear. She loved green, it was her favorite color and went well with her red hair. She reached behind her back and unhooked her bra. As her tits came into view, Steve's eyes grew wide with shock and he came, his little penis shooting several drops of semen on the floor as it bucked out of control.
Steve had done the same in real life the first time he saw her tits and often ever since. Premature ejaculation was common whenever she got nude around him. When he finally took her virginity, she had been in uniform, hiding her body except for her flat belly with its pin pierced navel and he had finally broken her hymen under her cheerleader skirt. Even then, he hadn't lasted more than four strokes before filling his double layered condom. Steve seemed to have a supernatural awe of her body. At 5'9", Patty was the tallest cheerleader on the squad and one of the tallest girls in Coxville High. Her body was an amazing 36EE-24-36 and poor Steve simply couldn't handle it. He'd even cum once just seeing her in her bikini. Her hair was long, reddish blonde and reached to the tops of her ample bosom. It cascaded outwards from her neck and long red bangs covered her forehead, but left her piercing green eyes visible. Patty's big breasts and full ass made her jiggly and she appeared a little chubby, fat even under bulky clothes, but she was only 135lbs.
Dream Patty laughed at her boyfriend and his face turned red. She ran her hands up to her breasts, hefting the pale white bosom and squeezing soft pinkish nipples. Steve turned hard again, but she was not for him tonight. Patty leaned forward and got on all fours. Her big breasts dangled all the way down to her bedspread. Her dream lover climbed on the bed behind her. Her green panty had disappeared as he brought his huge cock up to her hungry pussy. Patty gasped as her unknown dark lover pushed his huge cock inside her and Patty pushed back. Finally, she had the kind of cock she'd always craved, big and hard, and one that wouldn't cum just from the sight of her naked. Finally, she had a real man fucking her. This was a man who might make her cum. He fucked her hard and long, her massive breasts swaying like udders underneath her. Patty glanced at Steve. He was sitting at his school desk, little penis still in hand, still stroking it though it was soft and several drops of semen glistened in the light. He looked sad and dejected, but he couldn't take his eyes off her as she got the fucking of her life.
Patty cried out her joy to her dream lover. She talked dirty to him, telling him things she'd never tell a real lover, saying dirty words, she'd never used in real life. He seemed to fuck her for hours, finally thrusting his mighty cock through her cervix and hosing her womb with gallons of semen. "I'M CUMM-"
Patty jerked and woke up. Her head came up off her pillow, gasping for air. No, no, she thought frantically, she'd woken up too soon. She rolled off her stomach and on her side, trying to fall back asleep, hoping to start the dream over. She'd never had a dream that hot.
**********
Pamela ground her pussy down into Brian's penis wishing it could go deeper. She leaned down passionately kissing her boyfriend. After leaving the party, Brian had driven her home, taking it slow and safe through the fog. They'd parked in front of Pam's house and moved to the back seat to make out. Making out had turned into making love. Pam's top was off as were her panties and she was sitting in Brian's lap slowly moving up and down wearing nothing but a short skirt.
Both Brian and Pamela were finding this to be an almost mystical experience. They were parked less then a hundred feel from Pam's house, yet couldn't see a thing. Brian's car was enveloped in a wall of white. The fog embraced and encased his car making the young lovers feel like they were the only two people in the world. As much as they both were enjoying it, Pam was disappointed in one fact. She wished Brian were someone else. Or to be more specific, she wished Brian was Todd, the Cock's quarterback, Kitty's boyfriend. She had a huge crush on Todd ever since she'd first laid eyes on him in 1st grade. They'd even gone out twice when they were both fifteen, but Todd belonged to Kitty Summers. They were so much the perfect Coxville couple, that Pam knew they would be getting married within a few years with her watching on enviously with her fellow bridesmaids.
Brian leaned down and sucked one of Pam's pert little nipples into his mouth. Her breasts were small for Coxville, conical B-cups, but they were beautiful. He loved her breasts, but often wished they were larger and it was partially her fault. Two years ago, before they were dating, Pam's breasts had been larger, a full C-cup and they had been that way for years, almost since puberty. At sixteen, she had decided to become a triathlete. Local health nut, Sammy Spitzman had helped her workout, designing an exercise regimen tailored to Pam and Mrs. Swallows, the high school nurse had gladly provided Pam with diet tips. Pam ran, swam, and biked daily, sculpting, and working every muscle of her body yet remaining soft and feminine though her breasts had shrunk a cup size. Breakfast and lunch was one of Nurse Swallow's protein shakes and after that came a sensible dinner.
Pam's hips were slightly bigger than her chest. Her skin was smooth, tanned, and flawless. She could easily have been a model with her good looks. Her eyes were blue, almost gray. She kept her hair short, neck length, hanging just under her chin. Pam often combed one side back while letting the other side hang down around her cheek.
Brian gave a little whimper and she felt his penis jerk inside her. Pam kept riding him. She wondered if Brian had been Todd, would he have lasted longer? Could Todd have given her an orgasm? Would Todd penetrate her deeper? In her mind, she believed all these things to be true. She believed that right now Kitty Summers was probably screaming like a whore underneath her boyfriend as his thrusting cock got her off again and again. Pam would be lying underneath Todd every night if they were dating. Brian whimpered and squirmed beneath her. His prick had shriveled and become sensitive as she continued to bounce in his lap. Pam sighed and dismounted.
"Can we do this again tomorrow night?" asked Brian.
Pam kissed him on the cheek. She moved her lips to his ear and whispered, "Beat the Beavers tomorrow and I'll do whatever you want."
Brian gulped. "Even what Kitty does for Todd?"
Pam smiled and winked. "Even that," she replied. Pam had never sucked Brian's penis even though he had practically begged her to. He'd even blurted out about how Todd had bragged that Kitty gave him a blow job after every win which meant he had gotten one blow job. Pamela hadn't responded, but thought that if you were Todd I'd give you a blow job whenever you wanted one.
Pam stepped out of the car, feeling the cold fog tingling on her bare skin as she pulled her top back on, letting her bra and panty hang from one fist. Her parents were early risers and she knew they'd be fast asleep at this time of night. Brian came out with his pants still around his ankles. He pulled the condom off and tossed it into a drainage grate beside his car. He kissed her again before climbing into the driver's seat and reclining it so that he could sleep until morning in hopes the fog would clear up. Both knew from experience that Pamela's parents wouldn't let him stay inside the house overnight.
Pam entered her house and crept upstairs to her bedroom. Pam sighed a little frustrated that Brian didn't last longer. She was fond of him and if he had been able to satisfy her more, she might have forgotten all about Todd. Pam climbed into her bed and was soon fast asleep. No sooner had she entered the rapid eye movement of sleeping, then she felt her legs being yanked open and soon she was being fucked by a cock that did fill her up and did last long. Finally, here was a cock that could satisfy her. Her shadowy dream lover made her forget all about Brian and even about Todd.
**********
Susan sat at her desk reading Uncle Tom's Cabin by Harriet Beecher Stowe for a book report. She made notes in a notepad with a freshly sharpened pencil. Her desk was in her bedroom under a window that faced her backyard. She'd set this up as her personal work space for studying. She looked out her window almost into complete darkness. A distant light from her neighbor's house, illuminated the fog somewhat giving it a whitish glow, though she couldn't see the light or even her neighbor's house. The window could be a distraction from her studies and Susan didn't like distractions. She considered moving her desk away from the window and into the corner of her room somewhere, but she liked the fresh air. She flipped the latch and lifted the window open halfway. Tendrils of mist crept into her room through the screen. She touched one tendril, shivering before closing the window again. The fog felt unnaturally cold.
Susan had skipped tonight's party as she usually did and for many reasons, she didn't approve of drinking, she didn't like crowds, and she didn't like it that the black students would be there mixing with the whites. She might have gone to the party if her boyfriend wanted to, but he was from Bartown and played for the Beavers. He played Samson West's position and she was sure that the stupid bald-headed nigger would have picked a fight with her boyfriend. Tomorrow, she wouldn't know who to root for, deciding to cheer on the Cocks, but knowing that the Beavers already had the game locked up.
It was late and Susan was tired. She removed her glasses and set them down on the desk before turning out the light. As her eyes adjusted to the darkness, she realized the fog wasn't as dark as it had seemed. Outside light sources gave it an eerie glow. The fog was so thick, she doubted if there would even be a game tomorrow night. Not that she minded, she had a calculus test to study for and would be happy skipping the game altogether. She didn't even want to be a cheerleader except that she had been friends with Kitty Summers since kindergarten and her mom had been a cheerleader, encouraging her to participate in something team oriented.
Susan stood up from the desk. The room was lit enough she could see her reflection in the mirror. Her body was stunning, rivaling Kitty's and her breasts at 32DDD garnered her as much attention as Patty or even Nurse Swallows. She liked her figure, but hated the attention it brought her. She'd devoured books on psychology and human behavior. As long as she had a body like this, men wouldn't take her seriously. She'd be big boobs and no brains. Susan had taken to wearing bulky sweaters and shapeless clothing. Boys found her pretty enough, but the bulky clothes, pushed out by her huge breasts made her look obese and she enjoyed her little secret, feeling like she was a super hero with a secret identity.
Then came the skimpy midriff baring cheerleader uniforms that Principle Long had picked out for the team despite Coach Summer's objections. Bare belly uniforms were the trend and Kitty's mom lost the argument even though she put up a good fight. Of course, most of the cheerleaders could have cared less and liked showing off their bodies to the boys. Susan's first appearance at a game had caused quite a stir as none of the boys at her school had any idea the body she'd been hiding under her clothes. Plus, with her brown hair down and her contacts in, Susan had gone from pretty librarian to hot sexy stripper. She'd gotten dozens of requests for dates many from boys who'd been rude to her before and she finally gave in to a hunky guy from Bartown who'd been in the stands spying on his rival team's plays. Tom was good looking, built, driven and studious. It was love at first date. Susan had been saving her virginity for marriage, but by the third date she was in bed with Tom. It hadn't been that interesting then or even since, but she kept putting out for him to keep him happy and interested in her.
Susan let her hair down off the top of her head and shook the tangles out. She was wearing a tight sport's bra to keep her big breasts from moving around too much. Pink boxer shorts covered her firm ass. Despite keeping her body hidden, Susan was actually quite vain. Above her navel was a six pack of well defined abdominal muscles that had also surprised the boys seeing her belly for the first time. Susan sat down on her carpet and started doing the 150 sit-ups that she did nightly. Her obsession with keeping her tummy flat and fit derived from her vanity and the fact that her mother had a beer gut. Otherwise, her mother's body resembled Susan's in every way except that her mom's breasts had moved further South. Her mom wasn't really fat except for the fact that her belly stuck out as far as her breasts and the area under her navel was covered with ugly stretch marks. Much of it came from having three daughters, but Susan wasn't taking any chances.
Susan finished her workout and laid on her back on the floor, staring at the ceiling while she caught her breath. She stood up and did fifty toe touches before deciding she was exhausted. At least it wasn't thundering anymore. One massive boom precisely at midnight had snapped her back into reality from a world where the misunderstood Simon Legree was ordering slave Tom whipped. The thunderclap was so massive Susan had jumped in her chair, but the thunder had been mild since.
Susan climbed into bed and snuggled under the covers. Even though sleep interrupted her study time and she wished she didn't need as much rest, soon she was fast asleep and being fucked doggy style in the middle of a cotton field. Niggers were working the fields around her. Luckily, the cotton was high and she was on all fours. They couldn't see her, but they could see the man fucking her. She looked over her shoulder, but he was just a dark shadowy presence. "Stop, the niggers will see us," she pleaded, but the man didn't stop. Susan saw movement on her left. Two buxom blonde women were approaching her hand in hand from a building that looked like the Coxville City Hall. They were dressed as nineteenth century Southern belles. They gasped and giggled when the saw Susan. Pointing at her until all the niggers working the field came to see what they were pointing at. "Stop," she begged the man inside her. He was unnaturally huge and Susan felt stuffed full of cock meat. "The niggers are watching. Oh gawd! Don't stop. Fuck me! FUCK ME!" she begged suddenly loving the man's bull sized cock.
One of the blonde belles leaned over to the other and loudly said, "I told ya so Betty. I told ya that nigger was hung like a bull."
Susan was about to cum for the first time. Just as the orgasm was breaking, the implications of what the woman had said, hit her. And then she was cumming even though the man fucking her was a NIGGER!
"Just look at that nigger woman taking that big nigger cock," said the blonde.
Susan woke up in shock staring at her white hands afraid they'd turned black. She was soaked as if a fever had broken, but the wettest area was between her legs. Her nipples were as hard as rocks, sensitive where they poked out the tight bra. "Stupid book," she muttered before trying to fall back asleep, but almost afraid of what she might dream if she did.
**********
Samson West enjoyed fucking in the mist. Stacy Brown was lying spread-eagled and nude on the hood of his car while he pounded his foot-long cock into her brown pussy. The mist cooled their overheated black skin. Damn, Stacy was fine, he thought looking down at her. Stacy had a pretty oval shaped head, a moon shaped bubble butt and some big ass Coxville titties. After making the bet with Kitty, Samson found his cock hard and ready for some action. He felt damned fucking lucky that Stacy had agreed to let him drive her home. "Taking Stacy home" was a euphemism for fucking the shit out of her and it felt good to fuck the shit out of the hottest teen in the Westside. Not to mention sticking it to the Principals' granddaughter.
Stacy Brown was the only black girl on the cheerleading squad. It was an accepted theory that Jenny Summers had only let her on the squad so that the Cocks' cheerleaders could have some token color. Stacy was an excellent cheerleader and served the squad well. The little cheerleading clique that Kitty led never let her into their close-knit circle, but they did work well with Stacy. Of course, Stacy didn't give a shit. All she really liked was fucking. She was the only cheerleader on birth control because she didn't like her men wearing condoms. The reason Stacy never really broke through the circle of friends was because she was an outright horny little slut who at some point over the last year had slept with every black member of the football team and that included fat Deon. In the spirit of team unity, Kitty and the others ignored her slutty behavior although Susan could be openly hostile.
Samson looked down at the hot black girl. Stacy was such a good fuck. The best! As he stared in awe at her hot brown body, it started morphing. Stacy's straightened black hair turned blonde and pig tailed. Her brown eyes turned blue and her face shortened becoming less oval and more rounded. Dark nipples became pink, black hairy bush turned blonde. Her skin lightened. "Gonna fuck that white pussy good," he growled.
"WHAT!" cried Stacy.
"Here it cums, Kitty," said Samson.
"Get the fuck off me," shouted Stacy. She leaned up to push his hard-muscled chest off her. Stacy pulled herself further up the hood of the car trying to escape the still thrusting cock that she loved so much. His cock plopped out of her pussy and leaped upwards.
"What da fuck?"
"You just called me Kitty, asshole," cried Stacy slipping off the hood and reaching into his car to grab her clothes.
"So?" asked Samson, grabbing his aching cock. He'd been so close. "Come on bitch, don't leave me hanging?"
"Finish yourself off, jerk." Stacy was already half dressed and getting in the passenger seat of his car.
Samson turned away from his car and quickly stroked off his big cock. His heavy balls swiftly emptied their large load, sending enough semen to fill half a 12oz can into the nearby grass. Where his hot sperm struck the dew-covered grass, small wisps of steam floated up to mingle with the fog. Samson grumbled as he dressed and climbed into the car beside a silent and angry Stacy. He'd just fucked up big time with the most dependable piece of ass in Coxville.
He drove her home in silence.
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The Coxville Curse Part 1: Chapter 2: One Hot Librarian Researches Big Black Cock
**********
September 25, 2009: The night after the shadow man came into the dreams of the sleeping women of Coxville. The day of the big game between the Coxville Cocks and the Bartown Beavers. The day that changed everything.
***********
Bobbie Sue Kindle wanted to moan with disappointment when she felt her husband cumming inside the condom. She collapsed on his chest, grinding her pussy back onto his shriveling penis. He had been presently surprised to find his wife climbing on top of him this morning. She inserted his penis inside her and he sucked on one long nipple while she slowly rode him. All too soon, he tapped her thigh so that she could lift herself up as he put a condom on. When it was on, she lowered back down onto his prick and he was cumming before she even got warmed up.
"That was a nice surprise," he said. "What got you so worked up?"
"Nothing," she replied, kissing him on the lips. "I just wanted to make love to my wonderful husband this morning." She didn't want to tell him about the dark shadowy dream lover taking her from behind while holding her long blonde hair and spanking her ass as he pounded her with his big cock. Her thighs were sopping wet when she woke up. She couldn't remember ever being that horny or having a dream so filthy. "I'd better get my shower."
"Do ya hafta? Let's stay in bed all day."
Bobbie Sue sighed, "It's Do-you-have-to, dear, not do ya hafta and sorry, but I'm needed at the library."
David sighed. He loved his wife, but being corrected by her all the time got annoying. "Why couldn't you have been a math teacher."
Bobbie Sue smiled climbed off him. They were childless and she had no problem strolling nude through the house to her bathroom. It wasn't the master bath, but she preferred being the only one who used this shower. She stepped into the shower and quickly washed. She moaned with arousal as she soaped around her nipples. They were still hard and sensitive, sadly more from her erotic dream then from her morning sex with her husband. Bobbie Sue stepped out of the shower and turned the water off.
She checked herself out in the mirror as she toweled herself dry. Bobbie Sue was a natural blonde and her small pubic patch matched her long blonde hair perfectly. She had bright green eyes and a fit figure. Her breasts were large and impressive like most of her friends and acquaintances. An unusually common trait in this county and the men didn't complain. Her breasts were DD, conical, and curved upwards. She maybe had the most perfect figure of any woman she knew except for Coach Summers. In high school, classmates had teased her calling her Big Boobed Bobbie Sue or the shorter Boobie Sue. The stupid nickname stuck and she confiscated many a caricature from students with Boobie Sue written on it.
Bobbie Sue dressed in sexy, but practical underwear, a pink skirt, and a white blouse. When her hair was dried, she put it up on her head with two pins through it. She applied some light makeup, purple eye shadow that contrasted well with her green eyes and some red lipstick. She added some jewelry to the ensemble, her wedding ring, some earrings, and being a woman of faith, she never left home without a cross around her neck as well as her cross bracelet. She'd spent many years learning in private school under the nuns from the sisters of mercy convent outside of town.
"Bye," she yelled to her husband. "See you at the game."
Bobbie Sue was a woman of many hats. She volunteered at the public library, taught English at Coxville High, and worked as an editor/researcher for the Coxville times. She enjoyed keeping busy and had no plans of slowing down until they decided on starting a family. Today was an inservice day at school and she had offered to work at the library. They called her this morning, begging her to go in early as the heavy fog had stranded half the staff and the library was always busier when school was out though Bobbie doubted they'd be busy with this fog. Nobody would be traveling unless they had to.
She was halfway to the library when she got a call from Mr. Grant, the editor of the Coxville times. "Hey, Bobbie Sue, I'm getting reports that lightning destroyed the oak in front of town hall. Can you go check it out?"
"I can, I'm on my way to the library now. I'll swing by."
"Great," said Mr. Grant. "My mother seems to think that lightning hit the same tree on this very day back in 1959. See if you can confirm that for me. If true, lightning striking the same tree fifty years apart would make an interesting piece for the paper and maybe even an entire history of the tree."
"I'll see what I can do, Mr. Grant. We should be busy today, but as soon as the rest of the staff can swim to work through this fog, I'll be able to sneak down to the archives."
"Call me when you have some info. My mom's probably wrong about the date, but it's worth checking out."
Bobbie Sue hung up the phone just as she was entering the traffic circle before town hall. The fog was thicker here than at home, so thick, she couldn't even see the tree. A police car was parked on the circle and she could make out the lights flashing. Bobbie Sue pulled up behind it and nodded at the cop as she strolled up to the tree. Lightning had indeed blasted it to ruin. She stared at it feeling a little sad, it had been a beautiful tree, standing proudly before town hall for all her life as well as her mother's life, grandmother's, and so on. It was too foggy to snap a picture, so she decided to get back in her car and drive the rest of the way to the library.
Bobbie Sue was not surprised to see Melvin waiting outside the library door. Melvin was a scrawny black senior at Coxville High. An Urkel looking nerd from a neighborhood filled with mostly scary black thugs. Blacks were segregated to the West side of town and they'd largely stayed there. There weren't too many in Coxville and the Westside only had a couple hundred blacks living in trailers, old houses, and some low-income housing. There were more blacks in Coxburg, which even had a ghetto, but whites avoided that part of town and they mostly avoided Westside. Westside was officially called Freetown which replaced the uglier niggertown.
"Good morning Mrs. Kindle," said Melvin, standing, and hefting his backpack behind him. A black man from Westside was either a thug or a jock and some were both. Melvin didn't fit in either category and hid out in the library reading or using the computers being too poor to afford one for home. Bobbie Sue had considered buying him a laptop, but believed his mother would quickly pawn it. The boy was pure genius and one of the few blacks in Coxville guaranteed to go to college on a scholarship.
Bobbie Sue let Melvin inside while she went to turn on the lights. He quickly disappeared and she forgot about him. Her predictions came true and they weren't busy. The library director made it to work before any customers aside from Melvin even showed up. By the afternoon, the fog had lifted entirely. Bobbie Sue was able to walk over to town hall, snap a picture of the shattered oak tree, and return to the library to use the archives.
**********
The Coxville Times were on microfilm at the public library. Coxville wasn't modern nor efficient and the microfilm were unlabeled. Bobbie Sue considered volunteering to organize the system, but her husband would kill her if she took on yet another project. She would have to put a roll on and go backwards through time until she found 1959. She spun the film backwards stopping to check where she was each time.
From 1999, Penelope Adams wins state pageant. She is the sixth Coxville native to hold the title.
From 1995, Coxville women's breast size blamed on recessive genes and above average hormone levels. Larger breasts started showing up on Coxville women born around 1960 with larger than average bosoms manifesting in their early teens. The gene is believed to have been passed down by an unknown ancestor in the mid nineteenth century...
From 1991, Jenny Cox forced to step down from Miss USA pageant. Jenny was to represent Coxville and the state at the Miss USA pageant, but was forced to resign after revealing that she was pregnant and had married her sweetheart Harold Summers. A former Miss Dairy, Miss Poultry, and Miss Coxville County, Jenny Cox is studying education...
From 1988, Mayor Smith to Playboy, "Get out of town." Despite the mayor's refusal to allow Playboy to do a "the women of Coxville" pictorial, several female residents have agreed to meet Playboy photographers in Coxburg for a future spread. Playboy first became interested in Coxville when three Coxville natives at different colleges showed up in a "Women of Dixie" pictorial. Believing this was an odd coincidence, playboy began visiting the town...
From 1985, Lin Clarke, a graduate of Coxville High, to star in a new teen comedy "Breast In Show." Miss Clarke left Coxville for Hollywood just last year and has already had several unaccredited roles...
From 1979, Mayor Smith rejects Westside penis survey by state university researchers. "There's nothing unusual about our colored citizen's penises," said the Mayor. Despite the Mayor's claims, abnormally large penises have been reported on Coxville natives since the early part of the century. One theory states that a selective breeding program of slaves by the Cox family resulted in large genitalia on male slaves...
From 1977, Freetown inhabitants to be bused in to attend Coxville High. For the first time, Freetown black students will be allowed to attend Coxville High with white students. Previously, Freetown residents relied on the nuns from the Sisters of Mercy convent to educate them...
From 1971, State Legislature denounces Coxville. "Why is Coxville so intent on keeping blacks segregated from whites?" stated House Majority Leader Davis.
From 1965, County council vows to fight anti-miscegenation law passed by the state. Councilman Smith vowed that it will remain illegal for whites to marry any negro, mulatto, quadroon, or octoroon as long as he's a councilman.
From August 1944, A boy born in Freetown(Niggertown) to Wayne and Elsie Long was believed deformed with three legs. The midwife took the unnamed boy to a doctor who was astounded to see that the boy had a penis as long as his legs.
Bobbie Sue paused over the last article. Her boss at Coxville High was Principal Long and she wondered if he was the same boy. The age was certainly about right. Long had just turned 65 and she couldn't remember the date, but the month on the newspaper was the same as the month the teachers had thrown Long a little birthday party. She giggled nervously reading the full article. Bobbie Sue couldn't picture old man Long with an enormous penis, but for some reason she shivered, giggling again. Bobbie Sue had overshot her target date and she slowly moved the microfilm back until she found September 1959.
Lightning Strikes Coxville Oak Tree
"Bingo!" said Bobbie Sue. "Holy Crap, it is the same date." What an amazing coincidence she thought and began to read the article, frowning when she read the part about a thick fog covering the town after the lightning strike. The article also included a disturbing picture. The black and white sketch showed a darkened figure hanging from a tree branch on the oak tree. A crowd was watching the hanging.
Yesterday, lightning again struck the oak tree in front of town hall exactly fifty years after striking the same tree in 1909 and one hundred years after the slave Prospero Black was hung there. Prospero, an escaped slave, recaptured in New Orleans using the name Zombi was returned to the Cox plantation, is said to have cursed the town before he was hung. According to legend, lightning struck and snapped the branch Prospero was hanging from just after he had died from asphyxiation. A weather expert in Coxburg has stated the multiple lightning strikes on the same object is not that unusual and the dates are probably just coincidence.
"But lightning striking the same tree every fifty years is an amazing coincidence," said Bobbie, sitting back in her chair, and rereading the article. The thought that a fugitive slave was lynched on that tree didn't make her feel sorry that the tree had been destroyed last night anymore. And the idea of a curse placed on the town intrigued her. Bobbie was a skeptic of anything that didn't fit in with her faith and certainly didn't believe in curses. A smile suddenly spread across her lips. She'd had another project planned for years. Bobbie Sue wanted to write a book. She'd put it off for years and honestly had never had an idea worth pursuing, but a Coxville Curse was an intriguing idea. Mr. Grant just might need to wait on his story. Bobbie Sue continued her journey back in time skimming through the microfilm.
From 1929, STOCK MARKET CRASHES
From 1917, Negro boys continue to be born with deformities. Doctors baffled. Every negro boy born since 1909 has been born with a male phallus much longer than normal.
From December 1909, Two negro boys born with unusually large penises were taken by the parents to experts in Coxburg.
From September 1909, Lightning strikes Coxville Oak fifty years after the fugitive slave Prospero Black who called himself Zombi Damballah was hung on the same tree. 89-year-old, Hettie Parker recalled the hanging. "They hung that evil slave for using black magic to corrupt old Col. Cox's beautiful young daughters, Samantha and Betty. The Col wanted to make an example of Prospero for the other slaves, but it was all a trick. Before they hung that devil, the Col ordered the townsfolk to fire on the watching slaves. Macduff, an uppity nigger if I ever saw one was the first to fall from a bullet fired by Betty's husband Caleb Summers. Lear and Puck fell next. By then the slaves were in the cornfields running and they kept running though many were hunted down the next few days. That bearded black devil watched in horror as his fellow slaves were gunned down before turning to look at us whites. He began chanting words in the language of hell and you could feel evil spewing forth from his vile mouth. Good Father Murphy held his cross up and began reciting the 23rd psalm as Summers smacked the horse the nigger was astride and that evil nigger began to hang. As he choked, that devil phallus of his hardened up and spewed its evil on the ground before the tree. I swears it's all true. Satan hisself sent a storm to save his servant, lightning striking and breaking the branch holding Prospero's swinging body, but the devil's servant was already dead. We was running in fear by then, trying to get to our homes followed by a thick evil mist the devil had conjured up allowing dem negro slaves to escape. Betty and Samantha were taken into the convent to be saved by Jesus and the good sisters there. I'm glad that nigger devil hung."
Coincidentally, a thick mist rose up after last night's lightning strike also. The mist in 1859 allowed many of Cox's slaves to escape the massacre which killed at least two dozen, mostly male slaves. The survivors built a community on the island in Lake Cox and lived there for over three years until the Union army occupied the Cox mansion in 1864 where they returned to work for the Yankees. Remains of their settlement still exists on the island.
Bobbie Sue stared at the article in awe. Black magic, curses, slave massacres, strange mists, and lightning strikes. This was the stuff of best sellers! It was getting late, but she wasn't about to stop researching. She stood up and left the basement archives heading back into the library. "We're gonna close early for the game Bobbie Sue," said the library director.
It's going to, not gonna, thought Bobbie Sue, biting her lip to keep from correcting her boss. "I'll shut the place down then, I'm doing some research in the archives."
"You're not going to the game?"
"No, I've discovered something pretty interesting," said Bobbie, flipping through the pages of the phone book. "I'm really focused right now and want to keep doing research."
"Anything you want to share?"
"Not yet," she replied. "I'll be right back, I need to make a call." Bobbie Sue left the library and walked back towards town hall. She stared at the remains of the old oak now being scooped up by a bulldozer. She flipped her cell phone open and made a call. A man was lynched on this spot, she thought. Slaves were gunned down all around me. She shivered as someone answered her phone.
"Sisters of Mercy convent."
"Hello, my name is Bobbie Sue Kindle..."
"Yes, Mrs. Kindle, the English teacher. How may I help you?"
"Yes, I'm researching a bit of history that involves the Sisters of Mercy. Do you have a resident historian?"
"The mother superior knows more than anyone. She's with Sister Nancy tutoring the African American boys or should I say boy. Only one showed up today in the fog, but she should be done by now. I'll see if I can get her."
The good Sisters had helped the poor black residents of Coxville for over a century. In a town that opposed integration more than anywhere else in the South, the Sisters for many decades were the only ones willing to teach the county's blacks to read. "We are all god's children," was their motto. The mother superior got on the line a few minutes later. Bobbie Sue was delighted to hear that not only did the mother superior know of Father Murphy, but she seemed to think that his journal had been donated to the library. Bobbie Sue thanked her and hung up the phone more excited than ever.
Bobbie Sue walked back into the library and ran into the director. "I'm taking off now. You'll remember to lock up and shut the place down?" asked the director.
"Of course," she replied. "Can I get the keys to the rare book display? There's a journal that I want to check out." Bobbie Sue waited while the director removed the key from her key ring. "Thanks," she said, palming the key.
"Just be sure to get it back to me and be careful. Some of those books are falling apart."
"No problem. Have fun at the game. Go Cocks!"
"Go Cocks," whispered the director. The women were using their library voices. "All the patrons have left except for Melvin."
Bobbie Sue nodded. She locked the door after the director and headed towards the rare book display. She spied Melvin at one of the computer terminals down an aisle. "We're closing up Melvin," she called to him.
He turned to look at her, pushing his glasses higher up his nose. "Aw man, I was just getting started. Can't I leave when you do?"
"Well I'm doing some research and might be here for hours. Don't you want to go to the game?"
"Naw, football bores me. I just don't see the fascination with moving balls around fields, diamonds, or courts. Can't I stay here... with you? He he he."
Bobbie Sue winced. She had a lot of respect for Melvin's mind, but his voice was high pitched and grating. He was the kind of person so annoying you just wanted to punch him and apparently Melvin did have some problems with bullies at school. "Alright, just let me know when you're ready to leave and I'll let you out."
"Thanks Mrs. Kindle. He he he," he giggled for no apparent reason.
Bobbie Sue's eye ticked. His laugh was worse than his voice. She nodded and headed towards the cabinet. Father Murphy's journal wasn't readily apparent. It was tucked in the back of the old books, covered in years of dust. The book was leather bound and had a gold cross on the cover. She blew the dust off the book and opened it. Something fell out of the book at her feet. Bobbie Sue reached down to pick it up and saw that it was an old tintype photograph. When she turned it over, she gasped in horror.



The picture showed the hanging.
The picture encompassed the entire oak tree and the dark form of Prospero Black was visible hanging from a rope. She could see the backs of onlooker's heads. A priest she assumed was Murphy was staring at the hanging man's penis which was hard as a rock and though it wasn't clear in the picture, the man's penis appeared to be a monster. Two beautiful blonde women were crying behind the hanging man and appeared to be trying to reach the slave, but a powerfully built white man was holding them back. Bobbie Sue shivered. The slave's body wasn't straight, his legs were kicking. He wasn't dead yet!
Bobbie Sue gulped and felt a little ill. She headed for the reception desk, looking down the aisle at Melvin, suddenly glad another person was in the room with her even if it was a skinny wimp like Melvin. She sat down in a chair behind the desk and flipped open the book. Most of it was irrelevant to her story though she did find this passage interesting:
June 1855- Phineas Cox showed me around his plantation today while his two lovely daughters Betty and Samantha Cox prepared our dinner. What I saw disgusted me. His slaves were out in the fields working on the cotton crop and in several places, the male slaves had dropped their britches and were plowing the female slaves from behind like animals. The females appeared to be loving it and were thrusting back into the slave's thrusts with as much lust as the males were showing. I have always found slavery a deplorable thing, but seeing this sort of behavior reaffirmed my belief that Africans were subhuman, little better then animals. I crossed myself when the nearest male slave pulled his still spurting phallus from a woman and all I could think of was the black bulls back home in the fields of Derry. Col Cox laughed at my discomfort. He explained to me that the first Cox had come to settle this county in the mid-1600's and started a farm. To help him on the farm, he purchased several slaves and the males had phalluses about this big. Col Cox held his hands about seven inches apart. Then his son bought some more endowed slaves both female and male and mated them with the sons and daughters of the original group. Their children had phalluses about this big. Cox spread his hand an inch further apart and he kept spreading them another inch every several generations. And this is the end result, he held his hands out towards his slaves as another male pulled down his pants and a huge foot long penis began rising to attention. A buxom Negress took him in her mouth to speed him along. I informed Col. Cox that interfering with god's design would bring ill luck. He scoffed at me and told me that his most perfect creation had escaped him several years ago. A slave named Prospero, Cox having named all his slaves after Shakespearean characters, had escaped his plantation and Cox had a bounty out across the South for anyone who could bring Prospero back unharmed. Then Cox held his hands apart at a length impossible to believe to show me the length of Prospero's phallus. "Testicles as big as cannon balls too," Cox told me. "Big and heavy and full of more seed then a bull. He would have been my best breeder." I vowed to make a quick effort to leave this foul place as soon as possible after dinner while Cox stared at his slaves rutting like animals with a smug grin on his face.
**********
Bobbie Sue blinked her eyes. She wouldn't have believed the story except for the tintype photo showing what looked like an arm sticking out between Prospero's legs. She recalled the newspaper articles about the large size of the black resident's penises. Could it possibly be true? She returned to the journal and moved ahead to get closer to the time of the hanging. She found an intriguing entry about Caleb Summers capturing Prospero.
**********
From the Diary of Father Murphy
Caleb Summers asked me to bless him. He said he felt a taint on hisself at what he'd seen with his own eyes in New Orleans where they captured Prospero. He was but a shell of the man he had been since the hanging. The former strapping young man had gained a paunch and was losing his hair. He repeatedly asked to see his wife, but I refused. Caleb had married Betty Cox and was set to build his own plantation out near the lake when a messenger came telling Phineas Cox that the escaped slave he was searching for was living in New Orleans. After nearly seven years of searching the poster: Wanted escaped slave named Prospero. No distinguishing features except for a 14" phallus, had hit pay dirt. Caleb quickly volunteered to bring back the fugitive to make his father-in-law happy. I'm sure he wouldn't have been so eager if he'd known he was bringing back a devil that would corrupt his beautiful young wife and her sister.
Prospero was living in the quarter of New Orleans where the free people of color dwelt. Caleb Summers brought along Zeb Swallows, Jake Kindle, and James McGuire to help him bring back the slave. The messenger had informed them that they would find the slave in Congo Square on Sunday night. This is what he told me:
We needn't have asked directions as the music coming from the square led us directly to it. We rode our horses watching the steady stream of blacks, creoles, mulattoes, and much to our surprise plenty of whites and judging by their dress the whites were well off, all approaching Congo Square. Being mounted we had a better view of the square and I could see that the blacks had formed a circle with dancers in the center and men beating drums around the edges. Everyone was swaying, clapping, or stomping their feet. Of the renegade Prospero, there was no sign.
Suddenly, the crowd fell silent. There was not a noise from hundreds of people. A hushed murmur started when the crowd parted and a black woman stepped into the circle carrying a huge snake. She wasn't young, around sixty I'd guess, but she moved like a much younger woman and I could see that she had been a great beauty when she was younger. "Who is that," I asked a nearby negro. He looked at me in surprise. "Why that is Marie Laveau, our priestess," he replied.
Marie Laveau continued to dance around the circle with her snake. A roar went from the crowd which parted and another black woman stepped into the circle. She was absolutely stunning and I couldn't take my eyes off her. She resembled the older woman so much, I knew she must be her daughter. Then the young woman dropped her robe standing proud in her nakedness and forgive me father for I could not take my eyes off this beauty, black though she was. She held her arms up to the sky as the drums started again and a chanting arose from the crowd. Marie held out the snake to her daughter who took it and the foul creature wrapped its sinuous body around the poor woman but she reacted like it was giving her pleasure. She stepped backwards with the snake, the crowd parting and the beautiful young woman disappeared.
The crowd wailed in one voice and there was a disturbance where the girl had disappeared. They began chanting, "Zombi Damballah, Zombi Damballah" Over and over again the crowd chanted. I saw Mcguire crossing himself and I followed suit. Where the disturbance was occurring, a head began rising above the crowd. A bearded black man slowly rose up sitting on a wood throne on a wood platform being raised by the Negroes. He was nude and sat astride the throne like a king. His massive cock fell between his legs. Zeb whispered, "Looks like we found our missing nigger."
The crowd passed the platform around from hand to hand, making it appear to be a ship listing on a sea of black, brown, and white flesh. All the while they continued their chant of "Zombi Damballah." The platform turned to face Marie Laveau and a woman rose up from the crowd. Hands lifted Marie's beautiful daughter up and onto the platform where she kneeled at Prospero's feet. She was still nude, but the snake had disappeared. A clay jar was handed up to the nude woman who took it and dipped her hand into the contents removing it and showing her hand to the crowd. They wailed again at the sight of her hand covered in a dark purplish jelly. She did the same to the next hand, holding it up for the crowd to see. Then she took her slick hands and began coating Prospero's evil black cock. The crowd fell silent again as the mighty phallus began to rise and harden. When it had grown as large as a boy's arm, the woman kissed the bulbous tip and began stroking it with her hands. The platform moved to the edge of the circle.
Marie Laveau then began removing her clothes and she looked impressive for one her age. When she was nekked, she held her hands up to the sky. "Ici me Damballah créateur de toute vie," she shouted. The negro nearby placed his palms together as if praying. He translated her words. "Here me Damballah, creator of all life." "Nous attendre à recevoir votre bénédiction. Montrez-nous votre amour puissant Damballah. Nous baptiser avec vos graines" Marie kneeled before the raised platform upon which her daughter was masturbating Prospero's dark cock.
A dozen young women moved into the circle, dropping their clothes and joining Marie on their knees before the platform. "What did she say," I shouted at the negro. He replied, "We wait to receive your blessing. Show us your love mighty Damballah. Baptize us with your seed." And then Prospero's cock blew.
Marie's daughter had thrown her head to the ground just as his phallus exploded. Now I had seen bulls yanked off for their semen and I'm telling you, there was more seed shooting from Prospero's cock then I ever saw come from a bull. It shot out from the head in wad after wad, flying over the daughter's prostrate body and breaking up over the kneeling black women. His sperm rained down upon them, splattering against their bare skin. It was indeed a baptism and as the thick seed touched them, they began moaning, crying out in pleasure, until they fell to the ground, writhing disgustingly in ecstasy.
When I looked back up at Prospero. Marie's daughter had taken his cock in her mouth and was sucking it back to erection. When he was hard, she began stroking him again. The "blessed" women, except for the voodoo priestess Laveau, moved back into the crowd and another dozen took their place. The process repeated itself and after they'd been blessed, another dozen took their place. Prospero's cock was jerked off a total of six times and there was no lessening in the amount of his ejaculate. I knew that old Colonel Cox would be pleased with this prime specimen of his family's breeding program.
Things moved quickly after that. Prospero's throne was slowly lowered, disappearing into the crowd. "Don't let him get away," I shouted at the men. We moved the horses forwards into a rapidly dispersing crowd. We need not have worried. Prospero hadn't gone anywhere. Marie's daughter had climbed onto his cock and was bouncing in his lap. Prospero's bearded face was buried in a bosom that rivaled any of the Cox family women. There were plenty on onlookers, including many whites and many were touching themselves sinfully. I didn't know at the time how she could have taken such a monster inside her. I thought black women must a been different or something. Now I know better seeing as how my wife and her sister took it... and loved it."
"You did indeed see the devil's work, Caleb," I told him. "Let us never forget that there is evil in the world. What happened next?"
"Well father, we waited and watched the two Negroes fucking like rabbits and as soon as the Negress climbed off him, we grabbed him. Prospero didn't put up much of a fight. It was almost like he was expecting us. I manacled his hands behind his back and was throwing him over my horse when the remaining crowd started crying out. That's when I saw her. Laveau reappeared. "You cannot take Damballah from us, white man," she shouted. We ignored her until the voodoo priestess pointed at one of her followers, a dark skinned black man in tattered clothing. He screamed and charged us. Jake just pulled out a revolver and shot him in the chest. She pointed at a woman this time. The woman screamed and charged, but Jake shot her in the face. I realized this would go on forever, so I took out my gun and pointed it at Laveau. That taught the old witch a lesson and she finally quit sending her followers after us. She just watched us as we rode off and I could see the hate in her eyes."
"Clearly what you witnessed was a satanic rite, Summers. You're a brave man and Christ loves brave men," I told him trying to comfort him, but even I was unnerved by what he had seen. "Did anything happen after that?"
"Not much. We grabbed a hold of an extra horse for him to ride, but I never removed the shackles for a week lest he cast some spell on us. We tipped broth into his mouth for food. We never put clothes on him and had to watch that big cock of his swell up all the time. It'd get hard several times a day and it seemed to pain him that he couldn't take care of it. Once I said to him, "We'll be back on Cox plantation in a couple days Prospero, better not give the Colonel a hard time. None of that Zombee Dumbala shit. Your name is Prospero Black."
"I knows my name, Summers," his head was down, but his eyes stared up at me.
"You call me, master, nigger."
"I knows my name, massa. It is Prospero. It would be a sin on my soul to take the name Zombi Damballah. Papa Damballah is the creator of life. I am no god, massa."
"No you ain't boy. There is only one true god and it ain't no Dammed balla. Why in god's name were they calling you that then?"
At that point Prospero held his head up and looked at me all uppity. "They were not calling me Zombi Damballah, they were calling my cock Damballah. My cock is the black snake, symbol of Damballah, creator of life. It deserves to be worshiped and I am but it's wielder, it's humble servant, subservient to its will, the will of god."
"You're crazy is what you is." But then I watched as his cock hardened again and it remained hard, thrust up over the saddle for half a day before it finally lost its steel. I didn't feel right after that talk and I avoided Dambal... Prospero unto we got home. Cox was away and I was eager to see my beautiful Betty and bury my head in her bosom to lose the taint of the evil I seen In New Orleans. We let Prospero dip himself in the creek and then tied him in the barn to a pole. We didn't want any of the other slaves to know he was back. I then went to see Betty."
Summers wasn't meeting my eye and I knew he was holding something back. "Is there anything you aren't telling me, Mr. Summers?"
"I- I couldn't do anything."
"What do you mean?"
"With Betty. We ran up to her bedroom and eagerly stripped our clothes off. Betty was a lusty woman and we were trying to have a baby, but I couldn't perform. We kissed and I played with her tits- sorry father- but the image of Damballah kept appearing in my mind. I didn't feel like a man. I didn't feel I could please her with my inferior penis. I'm a white man and I felt inferior to a black man."
"It's not your fault my son. The Cox family didn't know what they were getting themselves into when they started that godforsaken breeding program of theirs."
"Father, it's been a year and only now has my penis started acting normal again. I've met a nice woman and I still want to start a family."
"I believe we have grounds for an annulment, Mr. Summers."
"Thank you, Father." Summers stood to leave. He turned to me and asked," Father, how is my wife?"
"Sister Betty is well. Sister Samantha still struggles with her demons nightly."
"Forgive me father, but that slut can burn in hell for all I care."
**********
Bobbie Sue reread the part about Congo Square in New Orleans and swore she heard the crowd cheering as Zombi Damballah was raised above them on his platform. The crowd cheered again and she realized she was hearing tonight's game. The high school was over a mile away, but the noise was still loud. The Cocks must be doing pretty well, she thought. This is a home game and they wouldn't be cheering that loudly for the Beavers.
Bobbie's husband would be cheering on the Cocks. She sent him off a quick text, explaining she was involved in some research at the library and would be home late. She wanted to see if Father Murphy mentioned anything about the hanging and the curse or what exactly happened to the Cox sisters.
**********
Bobbie Sue flipped back through Father Murphy's journal trying to find the part about the hanging. She glanced up from her seat at the circulation desk and caught Melvin staring at her from his seat at a computer down the aisle across from her. Students stared at her all the time, even the black ones. She liked catching them to make them uncomfortable. She went back to the journal and soon found the date of the hanging exactly 150years ago today.
Here's what it said...
I heard they had caught Prospero Black fornicating with Cox's daughters. I quickly mounted my horse and rode with a gathering crowd to see the hanging. Colonel Cox had quickly ridden back to his plantation when word reached him that his prize nigger bull had been recaptured. Apparently, he had burst into his barn only to find his two daughters slobbering all over Prospero's black nigger cock. Rumors were rampant. Hettie Parker claimed to have seen witches circling the barn last night. Others claimed that the daughters hadn't just fornicated with Prospero, but that they drained the seed out of nearly half a dozen of Cox's prime negro bulls.
The Plantation's population could rightly be considered that of a small town and it seemed nearly everyone was making a beeline for the oak tree before the Cox mansion. I could see Prospero sitting proud and tall on a horse with a rope around his neck, chest bare and wearing trousers, but what struck me the most was the sight of the girls. I crossed myself and felt a stirring in my loins. Betty Summers was being held by her strapping young husband, Caleb. Nearby, the other Cox daughter Samantha Small was being held back by another man. The girls were wearing next to nothing. Sheer white silk night clothes covered their voluptuous bodies. The swollen mounds of their breasts were visible under the silk and I tried not to stare. They also wore white stockings that had gotten torn at some point. Both women were struggling in the arms of their husbands and appeared half mad. At some point, I assumed they had been foaming at the mouths for their chins were crusted with a flaky white substance as were the exposed areas of their breasts. "What is going on here?" I demanded.
Caleb appeared to have conflicting emotions on his face as he held his struggling wife. He looked distraught, sad, horrified, and angry. "I caught my wife and her sister servicing that nigger's cock," he practically screamed at me.
"Surely that's impossible," I muttered in disbelief. Proper white Southern ladies wouldn't sleep with a black male slave or even a free black for that matter.
"It's true, I caught the whores," said a voice off to my side. I turned to look and saw the old Colonel himself riding up. He was leading a contingent of slaves, nearly a hundred, men women and children. They were marching along the cornfield on the mansion's West side. Armed overseers were mounted and leading them to witness justice come to Prospero Black. Many of the townsfolk had guns too. The Colonel looked down at me and spoke. "I was selling some goods in Bartown when Caleb came to tell me that he had captured Prospero and tied him up in the barn. We rode back as fast as we could, but it was after midnight when we arrived. Caleb led me to the barn to see my prize black bull and what did we see when we opened the doors? I didn't see no slave tied up and waiting punishment by his master. I saw a nigger sitting like he was a king on a bale of hay with my two daughters slurping on his cock." At that point, Prospero snickered as he waited to be hung. Cox stopped talking and glared at him angrily.



"How did he escape," I asked.
Cox scrunched up his face which made him look like pure evil. He spat on the ground and dismounted his horse. "He claims that my daughters untied him."
"Surely, that can't be true," I replied.
"It's true," yelled Samantha. "I freed the black master." There came a collective gasp from the crowd. Samantha continued. "My black master rewarded us by letting Betty and I service his divine cock."
"My womb is filled with his divine seed," shouted Betty. Caleb suddenly spun his wife around and smacked her hard across her cheek. She fell to her knees clutching her face in pain. His face looked as pained as hers.
"As is my womb." Samantha surveyed the crowd, still struggling in her husband's arms. "I pray that my black master has made me gravid and that I shall bear him a son."
I hadn't even realized it, but I had taken out my sturdy wooden cross and was holding it out towards the mad women to protect me from their evil. "How can this be?" I whispered to myself.
Hettie Parker answered me. "They are bewitched. Hang the NIGGER!! Hang all the niggers."
"Hang him, hang him," shouted the still growing crowd.
I could truly feel the presence of evil, but to some extent I believed it was coming from Phineas Cox. He had brought this on himself. He and his family had bred these slaves. The Cox family had created the monster that had brought down their beautiful daughters. "Betty, Samantha," I said trying to calm myself. "Are you bewitched? Did this black devil cast a spell on you?"
Samantha threw back her head and laughed. "My black master is no devil. He is a superior male. They have covered his cock to hide this truth from you. Remove his pants and reveal Damballah and you will see why I am his slave."
"Repent and I can save you," I told them.
Betty and Samantha both laughed. "Enough!" shouted Cox. "Line the slaves up," he told his men.
I glanced as he lined the slaves up to watch the hanging and noticed something odd about the males. They were all bald. The only males with hair were the children and Prospero who also sported a thick dark beard. "Why are they shaved?" I asked.
Cox grunted and looked over at me. "I'm told they all shaved their heads this morning. Othello told the overseer that they were dedicating themselves to the service of Damballah. Even the Christians went back to their heathen ways. My man whipped Othello good, but the slaves refused to stop shaving their heads."
"How did they know Prospero had been recaptured and was in the barn?"
"Witchcraft," said Cox. "They just knew." He shrugged as if to say the question was irrelevant.
"Or one of the workers in the field saw him being led in." I still refused to believe that witchcraft was involved in this even though Prospero deserved to be hung for his crimes.
"They tried to rescue him," said Cox, pointing to a group of half a dozen bald slaves, surrounded by men with guns. "But what they found was my two daughters had already freed him. He gave them my daughter's bodies for their pleasure as a reward."
"That can't be true."
"I have taken their nigger cocks in all my holes," screamed Samantha. "And it was DIVINE!"
I stepped back and held my cross up again. Merciful god save us. These women were bewitched! Two hundred years ago, my church would be burning them for their crimes. Worse, they were still under his spell. "Kill the black devil and your daughters may yet be saved," I calmly told the Colonel.
"I'll do the honors myself," said Cox. He slung his rifle across his back and walked over to slap the horse.
"Prospero Black do you repent? Do you admit that you are a sinner and in league with the devil? Do so and I will pray that god will have mercy on your soul." I stared at the proud black slave- no, he wasn't a slave. This man could never be enslaved. I clutched my cross tightly until the knuckles on my fingers turned white.
"I will no repent for ma god loves me," he replied, haughtily. "I am no allied with yo devil, white man. You created me," he said, nodding his head towards Cox. "This is yo doing."
"Are you willing to die with your sins still upon your soul?"
"I be no afraid," he said, looking down on me. "When I die I will become one with da land. I have planted my seed upon this place and I shall make it mine."
"Get on with it," I told Cox. "A storm's coming." Dark clouds were rolling in fast and the wind was picking up. "Commit his soul to hell."
"Then it's time," said Phineas. "Oh, and there's one last thing I want you to see before you die." Cox turned away from the doomed black man and looked to his men and the townsfolk. "Kill them. Kill them all."
I gazed at the old man in shock and then I heard a gun go off and then another. I turned to see smoke rising from several rifles. The people were opening fire upon the slaves. Three of the ones who had tried to rescue Prospero were down. They were shooting at women and children also, but mostly the men. The slaves stood frozen in shock at first before they turned to flee into the cornfield. Luckily for them, the stalks were tall since it was so close to harvest. Armed, mounted men followed them into the corn and shots continued to ring out. At least two dozen blacks lay dead, mostly the shaven headed followers of Prospero, but there were also some women and at least three children. I turned my eyes back up at Prospero. He looked shocked, stunned by what he was witnessing and there were tears rolling down his cheeks. And then he started chanting.
Oh Damballah, kreyatè nan lavi yo," he said.
I stepped back for clearly this was the language of hell. He continued to chant, mumbling. His words were dark and evil. I could sense a demonic power in them. I held my cross up towards him. "Stop him," I shouted at Cox. Then I began reciting the 23rd Psalm. "Yea though I walk through the valley..."
Cox had been gleefully watching the end of his family's centuries old breeding program. He turned and looked up at Prospero before slapping the horse on the rump. The horse leaped away, leaving Prospero swinging. I stumbled in my prayer as the horse nearly ran me down. Impossibly, with a noose tightening around his neck and strangling him, Prospero continued speaking his curse.
Events were happening quickly and I recite them while they are still fresh in my mind. Caleb Summers had released Betty as did Samantha's husband when Cox gave the order to fire. They pulled their pistols out and fired at the fleeing slaves, joining the blood crazed mob in their slaughter. The Cox daughters were screaming hysterically, running towards their still swinging black master. Samantha reached him first. She threw her arms around his legs as if to lift him up and I wondered if she were trying to save him or snap his neck, but instead she ended up pulling his pants down and she fell to the ground sobbing. As his pants fell, Prospero's big nigger cock swung up and out. It was fully erect as he strangled and the biggest I'd ever seen on any of Cox's slaves. There was a flash behind me as someone took a photograph of the hanging.
"Padonnen yo, papa yo, yo pa konnen sa y'ap fè." Were the last words he ever spoke. I watched as Prospero's eyes rolled up in his head and his tongue stuck out. Prospero died then swinging from the oak tree with Cox's two nearly nude daughters crying hysterically at his feet, but that wasn't the end of things. The moment he died, that big bull cock of his ejaculated. I'm ashamed to say, that my carnal desires have gotten the best of me when I was younger, before taking my vows of course, and I have seen my own ejaculate before, but the amount shooting from Prospero's cock could have filled a pail. It fell to the ground and where it hit, steam began to rise from the earth. The steam thickened, turning to mist, turning to a cloud. It was a heavy fog and the fog quickly surrounded the tree, spreading outwards from the oak. Everything it touched, disappeared from sight. It was unnatural. The fog quickly spread into the nearby cornfield and the shooting slowly came to a halt as the gunmen could no longer see any slaves to shoot at.
The townspeople started fleeing the mist. The was a flash and a boom that sent people to their knees in the dirt, ducking for cover. I heard a crack and could just make out the branch Prospero was hanging from breaking off, dropping his body to the ground. Then the heavens opened up releasing a torrential downpour as more lightning flashed in the sky and I joined the crowd, fleeing for the relative safety of their homes, though I headed for my church to seek the safety and comfort of the almighty god.
When I awoke the next morning, the fog was gone and the town looked normal. Caleb Summers brought his wife and sister-in-law to me. They still looked distraught, but had calmed down. They hadn't bathed, their hair was unkempt, and they still had that white crust on their chins. Luckily, to keep my lust in check, white shifts had been thrown over their scantily clad bodies. Caleb gave their custody over to me and I promised that I would take them to the convent and say prayers for their safety daily. He then informed me that Colonel Cox had shot himself last night. Caleb told me that the old man had retired to his sitting room, taken out the pistol he had used during the Mexican war, polished it for over an hour, and then stuck the barrel in his mouth, pulling the trigger.
I told him I would be by to say some words over the old man's body. Suicide is a mortal sin and I feared the devil had taken his soul for it, but I could almost understand why he did it.
While it is still strong in my memory, I commit to paper the words of Prospero the negro devil as he spoke them while in the process of being hung...
Oh Damballah, kreyatè nan lavi yo...
**********
Bobbie Sue read and reread the words of Prospero, but she could not make any sense of them. It would take a genius to decipher this... Yes! A genius was precisely what she needed.
"Melvin," she called. He jumped with a start and looked up from his computer. "Can you come here a moment?"
"Of course, Mrs. Kindle," he answered her in his nasally voice. The skinny little black teen stood from his desk and briskly walked down the book filled aisle towards her. "What can I do you for?" he asked when he arrived at the circulation desk.
"I want to know if you can translate this for me?" She handed the journal over to him and he glanced down at the words Prospero had spoken as they tried to hang him.
"It doesn't look like any language I recognize." He squinted at the words, his eyes looking larger than normal through the lens of his eye glasses. "A bit looks French. I don't know. I can give it a try."
"I'd appreciate it. Let me make a copy of this page."
"Anything for you Mrs. Kindle. He he he."
Bobbie Sue winced at his grating laugh. She put the journal page face down on the copier and made a copy of the curse. She examined the copy to make sure she'd gotten it all and handed it over to Melvin. "Here you go. Now put that genius brain to work."
"Will do. He he he." He saluted her, spun around, and marched back to his computer.
Her eye ticked again as she went back to the journal. She began leafing through it hoping to find out more information. It was mostly concerned with the faithful of the county, revenue generated from the convent's services, etc. She did find a few interesting pieces of information.
November 1859- Phineas Cox's younger brother, Franklin arrived today to take possession of the Cox Plantation.
January 1860- Franklin Cox returned today with some captured slaves that had fled his older brother's massacre. He had them whipped and put them back to work.
June 1860- Samantha Cox Small gave birth to twin boys today. The sisters helped her as best they could, but it was a difficult pregnancy. Though mulatto, the boys favor their father and are as dark skinned as a full-blooded negro. The always difficult Samantha gave them their father's last name of Black, though she did give them good biblical first names. The boys will be called Lazarus and Isaac Black. The good sister who acted as midwife confessed to me that she was shocked by the size of the boy's phallus's. She jokingly told me that she almost cut the first boy's penis off believing that it was his umbilical cord.
June 1860- Betty Cox Summers gave birth to twin boys today just two days behind her sister. They resemble their cousins both in their dark skin and their large penises. Betty is the much more agreeable of the Cox sisters. She shamefully admitted to not knowing which slave had fathered the children and after staring at the long dangling penises of her sons, she chose the surname Long. In a way, what Betty finally chose to name them was worse then her sisters children's names. She named the boys after her father and her husband. They are Phineas and Caleb Long. Old Phineas Cox must be spinning in his grave to have his half breed grandson named after him. I will see that all four boys are raised to serve god and not their evil father. Perhaps when they are old enough, I will send them out among the slaves to preach the word of god. The slaves may listen to one of their own and end their pagan ways.
Bobbie Sue flipped forward a few months and got to the part where Caleb Summers told Father Murphy about the capture of Prospero and asked for an annulment. There was nothing more of interest until she hit pay dirt several years later.
August 1864- I stood on the walls of the convent and watched as the smoke rose around the Cox Plantation. Betty and Samantha stood near me. Goodly Betty was crying, but Samantha remained impassive. The other Sisters had gathered to watch as had the four mullato boys who were once the sons of Betty and Samantha, but were now the sons of the church and god. Nearly four years old, they had grown like corn stalks and looked several years older. Samantha refused to take her vows and still wore the white robes. Betty had committed herself to god and wore the gown of a true Sister Of Mercy. At the time, we all believed that the Mansion was burning, but later we discovered that the Yankees had only burned the surrounding buildings. They had ridden out that morning, freeing the slaves, who were busy looting nearby farms. The crops were also burning, and I cursed the drought that had left the fields dry. It was then that Sister Betty slowly approached me. "Father," she said. "I'm ready to confess my sins." I had always longed to discover what had happened in that barn the night Betty and Samantha freed Prospero. Now I would know. Maybe there would be a clue as to how the devil had bewitched the two young women. I was so eager to know, I immediately led her to the confessional.
The next page was titled, "The Confession of Betty Cox."
Excited, Bobbie Sue began to read, but she was interrupted. "Excuse me, Mrs. Kindle," said Melvin. He had approached her silently and she wasn't aware of his presence.
"WHAT!" she snapped.
Melvin was startled and he took a step back. "S-sorry to disturb you, but I translated the page for you."
"What?" she said again, friendlier this time. She glanced at the wall clock. "It's only been fifteen minutes!"
Melvin shrugged. "I put my brain on it. Well, that and google. He he he." He handed her the paper and she glanced at it eagerly. It was still in gibberish to her. Exasperated, she asked, "Melvin, what is this, some kind of joke?"
The paper read:
oh Damballah, kreyatè nan lavi yo.
lakansyèl sèpan ki la, koulèv la nwa.
plant pitit pitit ou sou peyi sa a.
Me pitit fi yo nan Èv ap plantureu ak fètil.
Me yo jwenn rekonfòte sèvi siperyè koulèv la nwa nan Damballah.
Pou vè yo blan nan pitit gason yo nan Adan ap kite yo vle.
Oh Damballah, kreyatè nan lavi yo.
Muri bellys yo nan pitit fi yo nan Ev.
Avèk pitit pitit an koulèv la nwa nan Damballah.
Ak pouvwa yo kreye nouvo lavi sèvi ou.
Oh Damballah, kreyatè nan lavi yo.
"Padonnen yo, papa yo, yo pa konnen sa y'ap fè."
"No Mrs. Kindle, I have the English translation right here." He held up another piece of paper. "The language was Haitian Creole, but the problem was that the author had written it down from the memory of hearing it and with no knowledge of the proper spelling. Most of the words were completely wrong. I had to sound them out and take guesses as to how they were spelled."
Bobbie Sue might find Melvin grating and annoying, but the teenage boy had just phonetically sounded out misspelled words in a 150-year-old journal, translated them to a language he wasn't familiar with and translated it into English. In 15 MINUTES! His brain was truly amazing. She smiled at him nicely and he smiled back. "Can I see the translation?"
Melvin handed her the translation.
oh Damballah, creator of life.
the rainbow serpent, the black snake.
plant your seed upon this land.
May the daughters of Eve be buxom and fertile.
May they find solace serving the superior black snake of Damballah.
For the white worms of the sons of Adam will leave them wanting.
Oh Damballah, creator of life.
Ripen the bellies of the daughters of Eve.
With the seed of the black snake of Damballah.
And may they create new life to serve you.
Oh Damballah, creator of life.
The last line irked and angered Bobbie Sue, a good Christian woman of faith.
"Forgive them father. They know not what they do."
How dare he mock Jesus like that and set himself up like a messianic figure. Bobbie Sue reread it. "So, there is a Coxville Curse," she said, out loud.
"What's this all about?" asked Melvin.
Bobbie Sue looked up at him. "Alright this is between you and me. I'm hoping to get a book out of this." And Bobbie Sue told him everything she had discovered so far.
"Fascinating," said Melvin. "Of course, there's no such thing as curses, but still a fascinating piece of our history."
"I don't believe in the curse either. For whoever does these things is an abomination to the lord," she quoted scripture. "But what does it mean?"
"It's clearly sexual. He he he." Melvin practically giggled when he said it.
"Is it? I'm sorry, but can you leave me alone?" Bobbie Sue couldn't stand to hear his laugh anymore. She was grateful though. "Thanks, you have been a big help. I'll be done soon and then I'll give you a lift home."
Bobbie Sue looked at the words again. The first lines were clearly beseeching his pagan god.
Plant your seed upon this land.
That sounded very much like he was praying that the land would be fertile. Nothing unusual there.
May the Daughters of Eve be buxom and fertile.
She'd heard that before or at least the first part. C.S. Lewis referred to Christian women as the daughters of Eve in his Narnia books. The Christian women of this county were certainly buxom. Bobbie Sue looked down at her own huge breasts. Of course, buxom women seemed to run in the county's genealogy.
May they find solace serving the superior black snake of Damballah.
That line was certainly disturbing. Prospero referred to his large penis as Damballah. Had he cursed the town that it's white Christian women would find happiness giving themselves sexually to black men? Bobbie Sue shivered. Of course, it was nonsense. There wasn't one interracial relationship that she was aware of in the entire county. So much for that part of the curse.
For the white worms of the sons of Adam will leave them wanting.
Bobbie Sue sat back in her chair. Translation- the small penises of white Christian men will not satisfy their women. She shivered again and couldn't help picturing her own frustration with her husband's continued inadequate sexual performance. Other women openly talked about their own frustrations, but Bobbie Sue never joined in. Jenny Summers, Nurse Swallows, Bianca Blackwood and other teachers often griped in the teacher's lounge about their husband's disappointing sexual performances. Come to think of it, Bobbie Sue had never heard one woman in the county bragging about her husband as a lover. Sure, some were romantic. Some were attentive and generous with gifts, but never ever anything about their skills as a lover. So, this part of the curse had come true. She snorted and kept deciphering.



Ripen the bellies of the daughters of Eve.
With the seed of the black snake of Damballah.
And may they create new life to serve you.
So, the black men are gonna knock you up, she thought before correcting herself. The white Christian women will be impregnated by the black men. Another piece of nonsense. No interracial relationships, no interracial children. Unless, Prospero was not cursing the land, but Cox's daughters? The seed of his black snake had knocked both of them up and with twins. She heard Melvin's voice in her head saying, fascinating, and she had to agree.
Bobbie Sue was eager to find out what had happened in the barn so she went back to reading the journal.
**********
The following is an excerpt from "The Coxville Curse" by Roberta Susan Kindle, published one year after lightning destroyed the oak tree in front of city hall. It is a dramatization of The Confession of Betty Cox as discovered in the journal of Father Murphy.
The Confession of Betty Cox.
Betty Cox Summers was out strolling the front lawn of the Cox Plantation. She wore a pink and white dress with a brooch on a scarf around her neck. Like all the Cox women, she was blonde, naturally fit, and had the large breasts one of her Germanic ancestors had bequeathed to all her descendants. She heard her name called and turned to see her sister racing towards her from the barn. They were twins and bore a strong resemblance to each other. Samantha was wearing a blue and yellow dress and where Betty wore her blonde hair up on her head, Samantha wore hers tied down in a bun. Betty was always the more proper of the two, a true lady whereas Samantha had a wild streak clearly evident by the lower cut bodice of her dress. Samantha looked excited and a little dazed. She'd eaten in a hurry because her chin was covered in a thick white cream Betty couldn't identify. "Samantha," she chided, motioning to her own chin. Samantha grinned and very unladylike, scooped the cream up with her finger and into her mouth.
"Betty," called Samantha, "You gotta come see the new big black nigger stud that daddy bought today."
"Oh!" Betty looked at her sister disapprovingly. Samantha held a very unhealthy fascination with their father's nigger bucks. She'd been caught several times watching the bucks fornicating like dogs in the fields while the other slaves worked as if it were the most normal thing in the world for two people to fornicate out in public. One night when their husbands had gone off to market, and there was a big thunderstorm, Samantha had shared Betty's bed. Her twin had whispered to her that she often wished her husband, Joshua Small, had a penis like the slaves did. Betty had been mortified, but her sister had a point. Her own husband, Caleb, had a penis a third the size of her father's least hung slave. Samantha went on about how the negress women were always screaming in pleasure whenever a negro buck entered them. "I just lay there still when Joshua enters me," said Samantha.
"Me too," confessed Betty.
"Come on, Betty." Samantha took her arm and pulled her. "He's in the barn and he's bigger than any I've ever seen."
"I don't want to see a slave's penis," said Betty, allowing herself to be pulled by her sister. "And why is he in the barn?"
"I don't know." Samantha led her sister towards the barn not far from the manor home. "Just be quiet. He was sleeping when I found him. They got him tied up to a pole."
Betty frowned. Why tie a slave up? He must have done something bad, like try to escape. Otherwise, he'd be locked in the slave's quarters. Some slaves were working in the cotton field beside the corn field. A group of males rose up and stared boldly at the Cox Twins. "Samantha, look the males are bald!"
"Oh, who cares what the slaves do as long as they do their work. Now shush." Samantha opened the door. "Close your eyes."
"Samantha!"
"Just do it." Samantha led Betty over to the restrained slave. Her prim and proper sister was about to have a life changing moment. The same life changing moment, she herself had had earlier when Zombi had asked- no ordered her to suck his cock. Her belly still felt full of his warm seed. "Open your eyes, Betty. Can you believe the size of this filthy nigger's cock? It's enormous."
Betty looked at the slave who seemed to be sniffing the air. Then she looked down to see what her sister was so excited about and she gasped in shock. "Oh my god," she said. No wonder her sister was so impressed. It dwarfed her husband Caleb's penis several times over. Even hanging down, the buck's cock was half hard and more swollen then her husband ever got. Caleb had disappointed her last night, crawling into her bed and burying his head in her bosom. He had seemed to need comfort more than sex and his penis never stirred. He wouldn't say what was bothering him. She had missed him and was climbing the walls with her arousal, but there was nothing she could do to make her husband hard for her. Even as she stared at the hung slave, his cock was growing and rising a little.
"Let's kneel down and get a better view," said Samantha.
Betty nodded and knelt with her sister. The slave's cock was between them. She too had seen the slaves in the fields fornicating and it always made her uncomfortable, but this cock was different. She could understand her sister's fascination with it. "It's so big, Samantha. I had no idea..."
"Touch it, Betty."
Betty's hands were in her lap, but she pulled them back as if shocked by her sister's words. "I couldn't!"
"Do it," said Samantha, reaching out and taking Betty's hand. She brought her sister's hand up to the slave's shaft and placed it on the stiffening cock. "There, now that's not so bad, is it?"
"No," said Betty staring in surprise at her little white hand on the huge dark cock of one of her father's slaves. She softly caressed the underside. Her sister's hand came up and hefted the slave's big bull balls. "Samantha, it's so long, thick, and heavy!" Betty could see the large rounded head slowly emerging from the foreskin. Her hand ran further down the shaft and tickled the underside of the head.
The slave slowly spoke in a deep voice. "Rann li difisil." (Make it hard)
"I- I- I want to get this nigger cock hard. I want to see how big it gets."
Prospero looked down at the young blonde white women showing their appreciation for Damballah. He spoke again. "Ou se cho, retire abiye ou yo." (You are hot, remove your dresses)
Samantha hefted Damballah's heavy scrotum. "Me too! Betty, it's so hot in here. We should disrobe before we ruin our new dresses."
Betty quit stroking the slave's cock. It was hot in here. The barn was roasting. She stood and Samantha rose next to her. The slave was looking at both of them and Betty stared back as she turned so that Samantha could undo the laces on the back of her dress. She did the same for Samantha. They assisted each other in removing their cumbersome dresses. Betty had the strangest feeling that she was stripping for the slave and not because of the heat. Neither sister tried to cover their bodies from his eyes. Betty stripped down to her pink stockings, a garter that held them to her girdle and her neck brooch. Her big breasts fell freely over her girdle and her blonde pubic hair was visible beneath it. Samantha matched Betty except that her stockings and girdle were blue. Samantha also let her hair down. The slave clearly liked what he saw. His cock had grown to its full size and was pointing upwards. "You were right Samantha, I feel so much better now that I'm out of that tight restrictive dress. Look at his hard black monster cock. I do declare, but it looks to be about half a yard long." She grabbed his shaft just beneath the head. Her fingers didn't touch it was so thick.
"I know! Isn't it amazing. He's three times larger than my husband." Samantha once again began hefting the slave's huge testicles. They were so heavy and full.
"Damballah kenbe espèm oswa dechaj anpil pou ou." (Damballah holds much semen for you)
"What's he keep mumbling?" asked Betty.
"It doesn't matter, some savage nigger language no doubt. I want to find out how much thick cum is in those big balls of his."
"I shouldn't, but I want to see how much semen is in those balls too." Standing half nude before a restrained slave and discussing his big cock was the last thing Betty Summers had expected to be doing this afternoon.
"Adore Damballah ak bouch ou." (Worship Damballah with your mouths)
Betty did another thing she had never seen herself doing, even with a white man. She leaned down and ran her tongue around the head of his cock. "Let's get this huge nigger cock really slick," she told her sister.
Samantha was already on her knees, licking the slave's testicles. His balls were sweaty and dirty, but they smelled oh so manly. Lord, they tasted so good.
"Samantha montre ou renmen pou Damballah ak frè l 'yo. Souse kòk chante m 'yo." (Samantha show your love for Damballah and his brothers. Suck my cock)
Samantha pulled the slave's cock down away from Betty's flickering tongue. She wrapped her lips around the head and took it into her mouth. She'd always been amazed by the size of their family's slave's cocks. She'd even had sinful dreams about them, but she never would have acted on them. Now for the second time today, she found herself unable to resist it. She had been so excited after sucking him that morning that she had needed to find her sister to share in her new-found love. For she now loved sucking on big huge black monster cocks. She took him deeper in her mouth sucking his shaft for all she was worth.
Betty was shocked and awed by the sight of her sister sucking that black monster and surprised at how skilled she was. Samantha looked so beautiful with it in her mouth. So perfect. Like it was the most natural thing in the world for a white Southern belle to suck on a slave's black cock. "Samantha, you look absolutely angelic sucking on that monster."
"Koulye a, ou a, Betty, tou de nan nou." (Now you too Betty, both of you)
Betty kneeled beside her sister and the two took turns sharing his cock. There certainly was enough to go around for both Cox sisters. Samantha pulled back until the huge cock plopped free and pushed it over towards her sister's mouth. Betty forced the huge head in her mouth and fought not to gag as the bulbous cock head pushed its way down her throat. She took as much as she could, not wanting to show Samantha how inexperienced she was at this and not wanting to disappoint the slave. When she couldn't take it down her throat any longer, she pulled back and said, "The head must be the size of my fist," to cover up her lack of skill. She licked around the head trying to catch her breath while Samantha licked along the shaft. The sisters had both their hands on the huge shaft and there was still plenty of black cock sticking out around their fingers.
"Ou ta vle vlope tete ou otou kòk chante m 'yo." (You wish to wrap your breasts around my cock)
"I want him to titty fuck me with his big black cock," said Betty, squeezing his giant shaft between her enormous breasts.
"Why Elizabeth Cox Summers," said Samantha with an amused look on her face. "I've never heard you speak like that."
"I've never felt like this before," said Betty, squeezing her tits together tightly while bouncing on her knees. She licked and kissed the end of his cock while it slid up over the lower half of her face. "I don't know what's come over me."
"I know what's come over you Betty or should I say CUM over you." The more experienced of the sisters was watching Prospero's cock swelling up as it titty fucked her prim and proper sister. The dark black cock was turning even darker as it grew. The veins became more prominent. The knobby cock head as big as her fist looked like it was about to explode and no sooner had the thought entered her mind, the head did explode. It exploded in a torrent of cum that rained down over Betty's forehead and hair.
"Aargh!! Suck the nigga cum out of my balls," groaned Prospero as Damballah spit its seed. "Souse espèm lan negro soti nan voye boul m '." "Taste my seed white woman" "Gou pitit pitit mwen an blan fanm." "Kòm grenn lan nan Damballah plen vant ou, ou pral vin, sèvitè l ', esklav yonn nan mèt ou a nouvo nwa." (As the seed of Damballah fills your belly, you will become his servant, the slave of your new black master).
Betty barely heard the slave growling. Half his words were English and half his negro gibberish. Her eyes were crossed as she watched the huge cock spurting. A wad fell on her tongue and its taste sent a shock though her body. The still spurting cock was slipping down between her breasts, sliding under her nose, cum shot out from the head, falling onto her outstretched tongue and sliding down into her mouth. "Taste his hot cum, Betty," said Samantha as sperm poured down Betty's chin. "It's to die for. Yes Betty, eat that huge load of black cum."
Betty was practically blinded by the never-ending stream of erupting sperm and couldn't see her sister. The cock continued sliding down until it was shooting directly into her mouth. Then the head pushed inside. Betty gulped as fast as her mouth filled. It seemed like it had been cumming for over a minute and it was still shooting enough to make her gag. Betty pulled back until it sprang free of her mouth. "His cum tastes so good," she moaned as she pursed her lips over the tip of the still ejaculating cock. She looked down the huge shaft. Just underneath it, she could clearly make out the tops of her buxom breasts. They were covered in semen. The black man's sperm had splattered down on her breasts and almost run down to her painfully erect nipples.
"Suck it down Betty. Get every drop," said Samantha, jerking his shaft to make sure it drained every last bit of seed into her sister's hungry mouth.
"Kounye a ou pral obeyi." (Now you will obey)
Betty's belly felt full of his seed. She'd never tasted anything so good. She wanted more of this slave's amazing black cock. She would do anything for it. Anything he asked. "Who are you?" she asked, looking up at the bearded slave with awe.
"I'm Prospero Black."
"The runaway?"
"Yes, now untie me so that I may fuck that white pussy of yours and yours to," he said, looking at Samantha.
The sisters hurried to untie Prospero. He stumbled free of the ropes, rubbing his wrists where the rope had cut into him. He stretched. The Cox twins stared at him in awe. "His cock's still hard," whispered Samantha to her sister.
Prospero heard them. "That's because it's not done with you," he said. "Get on all fours Betty, I'm gonna pound that pussy of yours really good."
"Please be gentle," begged Betty, obeying him and getting on her arms and legs in the straw. "I've never been with a real man, only my husband, Caleb."
Samantha came up behind Prospero and smashed her breasts into his back as she rubbed his broad shoulders and muscular arms. "Betty, get ready for the best fucking of your entire life." She watched him line up his giant cock with her sister's pussy and decided she wanted a closer view. Samantha kneeled on the hay beside them and stared as the bulbous cock head pushed against Betty's engorged and dripping labia. "Yes, push that fat black bull cock into her tight little white pussy," she cried in glee seeing her prim and proper ladylike sister about to be fucked by a nigger. She watched as that giant steel hard cock practically bent from her sister's tight pussy's resistance to having something so big forced inside it and then his cock straightened out as her pussy finally opened wide enough to take it. "Amazing!" she mumbled, wishing he had decided to fuck her first. After sucking his cock earlier, he had promised that she would feel him inside her pussy, but first he wanted her to bring him the wife of Caleb Summers. It seems her brother-in-law had pissed him off when he recaptured Prospero.
"Oh God! It feels so good!" screamed Betty, loud enough that Samantha feared someone passing the barn might hear them. "Lord it's so deep!" Samantha stared as Betty took nearly the entire negro cock. He was so thick; her pussy was stretched to the point the hole nearly reached her anus. Samantha almost found it intimidating.
Betty suddenly fell on her head, bucking her ass up into each thrust of Prospero's cock. Each time the black man pulled his shaft out from her pussy, it dripped with her juices. Betty moaned in pleasure each time he pushed it back in. "Oh! Oh! I thi-ink I'mmmm," she squealed through gritted teeth. "CUMMING!!"
Samantha watched her sister's labia quiver around the shaft stretching it out. Then her sister's orgasm began flowing down the shaft, to coat Prospero's pubic hair and testicles until it started dripping from his balls.
Prospero grabbed her hips and pulled her into his lap. With great difficulty, he fell down until Betty was on top of him. The muscular black slave wrapped his beefy fists around Betty's ribs and began lifting her up and down his cock. "Still cumming! Yes, fuck me with your big black cock," screamed Betty having an intense orgasm that seemed to last for an eternity.
Prospero pulled down, impaling the lovely blonde on his thick shaft. Towards the end, just above his balls, his cock appeared to bunch up, before forcing its way through her cervix. Betty's facial expression went from one of sexual ecstasy to one of intense concentration. Sweat beaded her forehead. Samantha hovered behind her looking sideways at her sister and down at the big black cock now completely embedded in Betty's pussy. "It's in my womb," moaned Betty. "Oh god! It's so big!"
"You're doing fine, sister," said Samantha. "It can't be that bad."
"Can't take it anymore," cried Betty, sliding her ass back up Prospero's chest until his mighty cock sprang free. Samantha quickly bent her head down and sucked the tip of Prospero's soaked cock. She bobbed her head rapidly along the shaft, not caring that only seconds before it had been in her sister's pussy. "Then you try it," said Betty. "It's your turn to ride this big black nigger cock. We'll just see if you can handle it."
Samantha straddled Prospero the second Betty rolled off. "I'm sure I can." Samantha lowered herself over the head, feeling a great pressure against her vagina and then the fat head pushed inside her. "I've been wanting to feel one of these in me the moment I first saw slaves fucking in the fields." Prospero grabbed her ass cheeks and lifted her over several inches on his cock. "I love how my tiny white pussy stretches around his thick black monster cock."
"You're so slutty, Samantha," said Betty, leaning down to watch the thick black shaft disappearing into her sister's pussy. "Ride that black stallion."
"Yes, I'm a slut for his cock, Betty," she moaned as her pussy took more of his shaft with each bounce. Her big breasts were dangling in the black man's face. He sucked her nipples. "I feel it Betty," she screamed. "His big black cock is gonna make me cum. Here it comes. YES!!"
Now it was Betty's turn to watch her sister's orgasm run down Prospero's shaft to drip on his balls. The extra lubrication was all Samantha needed and his entire cock pushed inside her. "You took it all, Samantha," cried Betty.
"I know. It's in my womb now, but I love it. I love having my white pussy stuffed full of black cock. I didn't know sex could be like this."
"You's my slave now, bitch," growled Prospero.
Betty was offended at the boldness of the nigger. How dare he. Who does he think he is? However, her sister answered him. "Yes master. Yes, my black master. Cum inside me! Yes, it's so deep. Give me a big black baby boy."
"Take my seed, slut," said Prospero, his meaty hands squeezing Samantha's huge breasts.
"No Sam, don't let him cum..." But it was too late. Betty watched in horror as the fluid leaking from Samantha's pussy turned white. A black slave had just cum inside her sister.



Prospero rolled her over onto her back and sat back until his cock plopped free. Betty could see right between her sister's legs and it was a sperm filled mess in there. His white semen flowed from Samantha's pussy in a torrent. "Wow, my pussy feels so full of cum," said Samantha licking her lips. "Your black cock is amazing."
Did her sister feel no shame? wondered Betty. Betty felt angry. She was furious at her sister. What if she got pregnant? Why wasn't she concerned? I'm so glad it's not me... and then Betty realized that she wasn't angry at her sister for letting him cum inside her. She was angry that it hadn't been herself that had received his seed. Betty wanted to feel his sperm filling her pussy and womb. She'd never been more jealous of her liberated sister in her life. If she hadn't panicked earlier, it could have been her pussy that was leaking cum. She was about to get her wish.
The barn door flew open and five male slaves stood staring at the scene in front of them They were bare-chested and naked, but for worn tattered trousers. All had shaved their heads to make themselves more serpentine looking to serve the serpent god. The Cox twins recognized the slaves. They were Macduff, Lear, Puck, Othello, and Henry. Three of them pulled their long floppy cocks out of their trousers.
"I don't need rescuing," said Prospero to the slaves while he rubbed the knobby head of his cock on Samantha's pussy.
"I can see dat," said Macduff, his cock slowly rising to attention along with the others who one by one lowered their pants. For two centuries the Cox family had been breeding their slaves for size, endurance, and fertility. That breeding program had culminated in Prospero Black whose cock had returned an African god to the world. The male slaves on the Cox plantation had no control over their sexual drives. They needed to fuck. They needed to cum at least several times a day and usually more. Their women were completely subservient to them, opening their mouths, pussies, and asses to any slave that wanted them. But never had any of the slaves expected to see the beautiful white Cox twins, the daughters of their hated master, lying half naked in the hay, wanton and reeking of sex, having just fucked and sucked one of their own.
"You niggas ready to do some work?" asked Prospero.
"We're always ready to work," said Lear. "Got my tool right here." He grabbed and shook his swelling cock.
"My tool needs some lube," added Puck. His cock was nearly a foot long and sticking straight out.
"Oh my!" said Betty, realizing this was her chance to get her pussy filled with cum. "Well hello boys, come on in and show me your tools."
The next few hours became a blur for the Cox twins. The slaves split into two groups with three each taking Samantha and Betty. Prospero placed Samantha on all fours and pushed his massive cock into her ass while another slave shoved his cock down her throat. Betty found two slaves squeezing her tits until one slid his cock between her breasts before asking her to suck it. She took his cock deep down her throat, loving it and eager to finish him so that she could take the two-other foot long cock pointing at her cheeks.
"Spread dat ass open for me slave," ordered Prospero.
"Yes master," said Samantha. "It's so huge. It hurts so good."
"We just getting started. That's just da tip."
Betty winced listening to her sister getting her ass fucked, but she was too distracted to care. Three massive black poles were now being rubbed around her mouth vying for attention.
Samantha was staring cross-eyed down the massive black cock being shoved down her throat, while Prospero was trying to force his cock in her ass balls deep. She too, had another massive cock patiently awaiting it's turn.
Betty was pushed down on all fours and found a cock entering her pussy from behind. The slave pulled her back into her lap and another cock was being banged against her mouth until she opened up and took it inside. The other slave brought his cock up and she took turns sucking them while bouncing up and down the black cock deep inside her.
She came several times before the slave she was riding pulled her back until his cock sprang free. She moaned in protest, wondering if she was ever going to feel a black man's sperm filling her womb. The slave she was straddling spread her ass cheeks apart and she could feel the head pushing against her anus. The head forced its way in, but Betty couldn't scream around the thick cock still in her mouth. Then things got worse as the cock in her ass was forcing its way deeper in her anus, another cock slowly entered her pussy. She fell back in shock on the man she was straddling. The slave she was blowing decided to straddle her and titty fuck her while she blew him. Betty now had a black cock in every hole.
Samantha was getting the same treatment. Prospero had rolled around until she was on top of him with his cock still in her ass. She screamed as another slave entered her pussy and the third silenced her by shoving his cock down her throat.
Betty had lost track of the orgasms the three slaves had given her. They pulled out and flipped her over. She mounted the one who had been in her ass while the one in her pussy now pushed his cock in her ass. The last black kneeled in front of her and she lovingly sucked on his big cock.
Betty knew that this was a life changing experience for better or worse. The two in her ass and pussy came together and Betty threw back her head screaming, "Fill me with your sperm, my black masters." She finally knew what it felt like to take a black man's seed and it was wonderful, better than anything she could have imagined.
The slaves knew that the plantation was practically deserted as Phineas Cox, Small, and many of the other white men were trading in the next town. For many hours they used the Cox sisters, using their bodies, forcing them into sexual slavery, possessing their bodies and souls. The barn echoed with screams and moans of pleasure for hour after hour. The slaves used their bodies, taking out their frustrations on the daughters of their hated master. One by one they began to cum. The male slaves switched partners repeatedly, each cumming three or four times in asses, vaginas, and mouths. No hole was spared.
The women were used roughly and without compassion, but they weren't complaining.
They soon realized that they loved being used and felt this was where they belonged. They were sluts for big black cocks. Sluts for their family's slaves and there were no regrets.
Once the haze of sexual bliss wore off, the slaves relinquished themselves back to their duties, one by one slipping from the barn. The women watched their lovers/masters leave. The heavy scent of sex lingered in the summer air while the two slave master's daughters gathered their senses, recovering from the relentless orgasms that had bathed their divine bodies.
Betty and Samantha leaned into each other as they rested on the hay. Betty's ass and pussy leaked a steady stream of sperm. Semen covered her head and breasts, yet somehow her hair still remained neatly tied up on her head. "Oh Sam," she said. "I am uncertain I can allow myself to forget what transpired today. Those niggers fucked me into submission."
Samantha whose body was covered in as much sperm as Betty's, had two fingers in her pussy, slowly massaging her slit with the sperm of multiple lovers. "Betty, I feel the same," she replied. "Already, I feel compelled to partake of those massive nigger cocks. It's an insatiable urge I am feeling, but we should wait until the witching hour to sneak back down here."
Prospero watched with an arrogant, but amused expression on his face as the sisters gathered their dresses and left the barn to get cleaned up. He looked forward to their return.
Samantha and Betty had a house slave heat some water for them to clean themselves. The old black woman nodded knowingly when she saw the messy state the girls were in. She just grinned a toothless smile at her master's daughters and went to obey. The Cox sisters stripped off their soiled stockings and girdles. Naked they shared the small tub just like they had when they were children, taking turns with the rags to clean themselves and each other. Later, they took dinner in their rooms. Samantha's husband was still off with Phineas Cox and Betty just told Caleb that she wasn't feeling well and was retiring early.
Betty awoke in the middle of the night feeling a presence hovering over her. Moonlight shined through the open window and as her eyes focused, she could make out her sister. Samantha held out her hand and Betty clasped it, quietly slipping out of bed trying not to wake Caleb.
Betty had worn her heavy conservative undergarments. It was difficult to remove and unattractive, hiding her figure. She hoped it would send a message to her husband, that she wasn't interested. She needn't have worried, Caleb climbed into bed beside her long after she was asleep. He hadn't even tried to wake her to see if she were interested.
Samantha on the other hand had pulled a silk shift over her body and silk leggings covered her shapely legs from her toes to mid-thigh. She was nude under the shift and the thin sheer material left nothing to the imagination. Her shift was low cut and laced across the tops of her breasts. Betty immediately knew that her twin was making herself sexy and desirable for Prospero. Betty quickly struggled to get out of her heavy undergarments so that she could dress like her sister. Her shift was similar, but didn't have the lacings across her breasts. The lingerie was expensive and a wedding gift from an Aunt that owned a trading company dealing with the orient. The sexy outfits were intended to stir the loins of their husbands so as to impregnate the sisters to bring more Cox babies into the world. Now they would be used to stir the loins of a black slave.
The twins held hands as they ventured forth into the moonlit night, eagerly heading for the stables and the black bull that was waiting there for them. "Samantha, I can't wait to wrap my lips around that nigger's black monster cock again," said Betty, grinning with anticipation. She was very much a changed woman from the one that had woken up yesterday morning.
"I'll gladly join you on my knees to worship his huge nigger cock, Betty." Samantha tugged harder on her sister's hand, pulling her along. "Now come. Our black master awaits."
Betty and Samantha opened the door to the barn. They found him sitting on a throne made of bales of hay and covered with blankets. He was still naked, his huge cock dangling between his legs, ready to rise again at the slightest stimulation. Prospero Black truly looked like a black god at that moment. The Cox twins slowly entered the stables, mouths agape at the sight of their black master. There wasn't anything they wouldn't do for him at that moment.
"White man say dey breed me good," said Prospero. "Strong to work and good to breed." He flexed his arm and made a bulging muscle, while reaching between his legs to heft his swollen sperm filled scrotum. "200 years dey say. 200 years to bring Damballah back into the world. "Don't know dey made you too. Marrying strong fertile women with full hips to bare children and big full breasts to fill with milk to nourish them. Made ya too good. Dey white man nut e'nuf fo ya anymore. Ya need my nigger seed, my nigger dick. Ya want it, so come n' get it."
Betty and Samantha flew to their knees before their black master. His words rang with truth. The Cox men had always looked for women of a certain type to marry. The always arranged to marry women from big families and bloodlines to ensure fertility. The men never married a woman they hadn't first inspected for health, fitness, and large bosoms. The Cox sisters were every bit as much the product of a breeding program as the plantation's black slaves. Every aunt and cousin still living had bodies like Samantha and Betty's from the time they were in their early teens long into middle age. The men of the county and outside it eagerly sought out any woman with a hint of the Cox bloodline to marry.
The twins took Prospero's cock in their mouths, fighting over it and coming to a silent agreement to share. There was certainly enough for two women. While Betty sucked it, Samantha licked his balls. Then they would switch. He came first in Samantha's mouth. She gulped as fast as she could, but couldn't keep up with the volume. The moment sperm dribbled between her lips, Betty shoved her aside and took Prospero in her mouth. Her cheeks bulged with sperm and deflated twice before she gagged and sperm spit from her mouth. Samantha shoved her aside, but they had lost control of Prospero's cock. It continued blasting, hosing their faces and hair with semen.
Samantha grabbed the base of the giant shaft, milking it for more sperm and trying to drain every last drop in her mouth. Betty wasn't about to be undone. Before Samantha knew what was happening, Betty had stood, straddled Prospero's lap and was yanking the cock out of Samantha's hand to guide it into her pussy. Betty orgasmed immediately as she slammed her ass down into the black man's lap. Her pussy was so stretched from earlier, that she took him easily.
Samantha stepped back to watch her once pure sister riding Prospero's big nigger cock. She was wanton and slutty, pulling her black master's head into her bosom so that he could suck and bite at her nipples.
That was the position they were in when the stable door flew open. This time it wasn't more slaves come to fuck them. The three were so immersed in pleasuring each other that none had heard riders approaching. Caleb Summer's stood aghast in the doorway. He was still in his nightclothes and holding a lit lantern. A half dozen mounted men were near him. Leading the party was the girl's father Phineas and Samantha's husband Joshua Small. Once a messenger had reached Colonel Cox informing him that his prize nigger bull had been recaptured, the slave master had raced for home. The last thing he expected to find were his beautiful twin daughters, both married, both proper Southern belles, and his pride and joy servicing the very same nigger bull's cock.
Samantha gulped and stepped back. Betty and Prospero were too far gone to care. Both were near orgasm. She bounced more rapidly trying to get him off knowing their time was almost up. Prospero squeezed and tugged on her erect nipples more harshly so that she might cum. The white men had recovered from their shock enough to approach the interracial couple fucking, but it was too late. Betty threw back her head and screamed that she was cumming before the eyes of her black lover, her sister, her husband, her father, and a half dozen of his employees. Prospero grunted like a bull and like a bull his huge balls flooded Betty's womb and pussy with more sperm then it could hold. The eyes of the white males watched in horror as a torrent of white semen poured from their conjoined crotches.
A whip lashed out to wrap around Samantha's neck, choking her and pulling her down upon the same hay where six niggers had possessed her body and soul that afternoon. Arms reached around Betty and pulled her off the black man's still spurting cock. She too was thrown on the hay.
Prospero threw back his head and laughed as iron manacles replaced the rope that had bound him earlier. A livid Phineas Cox strolled up and slapped him across his bearded face, but he would not quit laughing.
"That man is the devil," shouted Caleb. "I saw it in New Orleans. His cock has bewitched them, Colonel."
"We'll see," spat the old man. "Lock the sluts up in the cellar until tomorrow. Someone fetch Father Murphy to see if they are bewitched or if they're just a couple of nigger loving whores. Someone go ring the church bells. I want everyone at the Oak tree in the morning."
Phineas Cox turned to his men. "There's gonna be a hanging tomorrow."
**********
Bobbie Sue shivered as she put the journal down. Betty's confession had been filthy. She couldn't think clearly. Her mind was filled with images of two big breasted blondes like her and Jenny Summers giving their bodies to a bearded black slave named Prospero. Jesus! What she wouldn't give for sex like Betty Cox Summers had described. She certainly wasn't getting sex like that from her husband. But none of it was true... was it? Blacks certainly didn't have big cocks... penises...did they? The journal made it seem true and the newspaper articles she had skimmed over had mentioned large phalluses on black babies.
Bobbie Sue looked down the aisle at Melvin sitting at his computer station. He looked down as she glanced at him. He'd been staring at her again. She had to know. She needed proof that it was true. Bobbie Sue stood and walked down the book aisle towards the scrawny black nerd. Bobbie Sue hadn't realized how wet her panties had become reading the erotic confession of Betty Cox, but as she began walking she was acutely aware that they were soaked through. Her nipples were hard points sticking out through her bra and white blouse, embarrassingly visible. "Melvin?"
The black teenager jumped up at her approach. He jumped up and hurried towards her, meeting her in the middle of the aisle. "Time to go, Mrs. Kindle?"
"Almost ready, but I need to ask you something."
"What is it?" he asked in his nasally voice.
"This is a bit embarrassing, but I need to know for my book. You saw the story about the curse and all. Well it seems to indicate that African males are more well-endowed then white males at least in this county.
Melvin nodded. "Yes."
"Are you saying, yes go on or, yes it's true?"
"Yes, it's true. At least in this county that is, but then I've never been out of Coxville. Well next year when I start college will be my first. Did I tell you what my major is going to be?"
"Melvin, focus. Why do you say that it's true that African American males in this county are bigger than white males?"
"Well, I've showered with nearly every boy in this school after gym class over the last four years and we're all bigger then the white men. My ten-year-old brother has a penis bigger than all the white men I've seen. The whites don't seem to like it. They segregate themselves from us in the showers, turning their backs on us and they wash quickly like they're in a hurry to get out of there. There's some sort of psychology involved, but I haven't studied psych...
"Melvin! Please focus. I know that brain of yours works a mile a minute. I can't grasp my mind around this. How is it possible? God made all men in his image."
"Well, I'd say we evolved and we know evolution is true with genetics. Big bosoms and large penises could be genetic and that gene could go recessive, disappearing for a period of time."
"Human beings can't be changed. We were created this way."
"Humans domesticated a wolf around 15,000 years ago and from that wolf, they bred dogs ranging from Chihuahuas to Bull Mastiffs. If we can change dogs through breeding, why not humans? Why couldn't man be bred for penis size and semen production in 200 years?"
Bobbie Sue looked at the skinny black youth in horror. "That's not how a good Christian thinks, Melvin."
"I don't think like a Christian because I'm not a Christian. I'm a freethinking atheist and set my belief system based on evidence not faith. I'll be studying astrophysics in college and belief in supernatural beings and curses just ain't in our mindset."
"Isn't in our mindset," she corrected. Once again, Bobbie Sue had a strong desire to punch the geek. Not only was he a whiny little nerd, but he was also a nonbeliever. She'd never known an atheist before and couldn't even think of anyone she knew who didn't go to church. "I don't believe you. I'm open minded, but I can't believe the races are that different. There's no way someone like you has a bigger penis then someone... someone like my husband."



Melvin shrugged his bony shoulders. "Sorry Mrs. Kindle, but the observational evidence strongly suggests," he paused to push his glasses higher on his nose which magnified his eyes. "that no Caucasian males have penises larger than the smallest black male that I've seen in the shower. So, unless your husband is an anomaly then..."
"Get your stuff, Melvin and I'll take you home." Bobbie Sue watched him spin around and scurry back to the computer station. He leaned over to turn the computer off before grabbing his backpack. He might be a genius, but the teen was a social retard. He wore big red glasses and red suspenders held his jeans up. Ugly brown shoes with white socks stuck out under jeans too short for him. Of course, his family was poor and perhaps that was all they could afford. Still, watching him, Bobbie Sue couldn't shake the feeling that there was no way in hell this kid had a big penis. Unfortunately, the jeans were baggy and she couldn't detect his bulge. How could she write about a supposed curse if she didn't confirm certain facts? "Melvin," said Bobbie Sue, standing up straight as she came to a decision. "I need to do more research."
"Ooooh?" he said in a high pitched nasally whine that made her wince. "Sure thing, Mrs. Kindle. I'm not in a hurry. I like being here with you. He he he. Anything I can do to help? Need something else translated?"
"No Melvin. I need to research certain facts. I need to see your penis."
"WHAAAAAT!" The nasally whine was louder the normal.
"Calm down," she waved her palms at him to soothe his shock. "I know this is an unusual request and somewhat unconventional and a little inappropriate, but I have to know. I just want to see if it's true. Take it out, show me, and we can go home."
"Ooooh, I don't know."
"I understand Melvin, but I'm asking you to do this for me as a favor or were you lying about all blacks being bigger than whites?" Bobbie Sue crossed her arms and tapped her foot. Time to put your money where your mouth is, nerd, she thought.
"I wasn't lying," muttered Melvin, pulling his red suspenders off his shoulders. "I'll show it to you."
"Thanks, I really appreciate this," said Bobbie Sue, watching him unbutton his pants. Her eyes widened when she saw the bulge in his underwear. As he pulled his pants down, she got her first glimpse of black cock. Bobbie Sue frowned and leaned closer. "Alright Melvin, I'm impressed. It's certainly big, bigger then my husband's, but it isn't the monster phallus I read about in the journal." Bobbie Sue kneeled and examined it more closely. It was definitely a nice large penis. It hung down about eight inches. It was bunched up, receding into itself. His testicles weren't the sperm filled fantasy coconuts she'd read about either. They were big though, combined about the size of a large orange. She brought her head closer and Melvin's entire body seemed to tremble. "What's wrong?"
"Nothing," whimpered Melvin. "Just cold. I've never seen it this small before."
Bobbie Sue's brow furrowed. It wasn't that cold in the library, but Melvin was shivering. He wasn't cold, he was scared! Of course, she thought, Melvin was most certainly a virgin. This was probably the first time he'd ever shown his penis to a woman. His nervous state was making it recede. Her husband's prick got positively puny when he was in a cold pool. "Can you make it get bigger?"
"I'll try." Melvin grabbed the head of his penis and tugged on it a couple times. It did stretch out another inch or so, but remained dangling limply. "Maybe if you tried? He he he."
"No, I'm not going to touch one of my student's penises, Melvin." Especially yours, she thought.
"Well then show me something. Let me see your breasts."
"No, that's not appropriate either. This is only research." Mrs. Kindle arched her back and started undoing the buttons on her blouse. "I'll take my top off, but not my bra. Maybe that will help." The white blouse came off exposing her large DD's contained inside a tight white bra. She watched Melvin's penis as she removed it. It swelled a little and his balls were swinging lower. "It's getting bigger. It's certainly the biggest penis I've ever seen. Maybe it is true. Melvin, try again. I want to see it completely erect."
"Melvin grabbed it and tugged a couple times while staring intently at her breasts. "It's no use," he complained. His penis remained long, but floppy. "Unless you want to try it or show me your boobs, it's not going to work."
"Alright then." Bobbie Sue sucked her lower lip into her mouth and thought. She stared at it, watching his penis actually deflate an inch. The skinny black nerd was still trembling, nervous about what he had asked. Bobbie Sue certainly wasn't going to show him her boobs. Wishing she had latex gloves, she reached out with her bare hand and touched Melvin's penis. It still didn't cooperate, shrinking further as Melvin trembled and whimpered. "I'm sorry," she told him. Bobbie Sue's fingers caressed the seven or eight-inch dangling penis. "I know I'm probably the first woman to touch your penis. You've got nothing to be ashamed of Melvin." She wrapped her fingers around his penis and moved it out of the way. Bobbie Sue lifted her free hand up and cupped his balls. She squeezed them, they were heavier then they looked. The weight in her palm grew as his balls pressed down on them. His balls were dropping down as he became less nervous, more excited. They were pretty big. Surprisingly big. Maybe each testicle was as big as her husband's scrotum, no Melvin's were bigger. Bobbie Sue's heart began racing. Now it was her turn to tremble a little. "Someday, some lucky woman won't be touching your nice penis just to do research Melvin. She'll be touching it because she likes you and you know what?"
"What, Mrs. Kindle?" Melvin's question came out as a moan.
"She's going to be a very lucky girl to have you Melvin." Kindle smiled at him, hoping she was settling his nerves a bit. She frowned. The weight of his testicles was getting even larger now. They were filling her small white palm so completely, one of his balls fell out of her hand. The fingers of her other hand were opening wider as his penis swelled. "Jesus Christ," she whispered turning her gaze on it. His penis had stretched out another two inches and nearly doubled in width. His penis was growing, getting bigger. Her fingers were still opening until there was close to a two-inch gap between them. His big shaft extended another couple inches and was now nearly sticking straight out. Her hand went from holding it, to sliding up the growing shaft to the golf ball sized head. She wasn't holding just a penis any more. "I'm sorry I doubted you, Melvin. You do have a big black cock!" Bobbie Sue's mouth hung open in surprise as she examined it closely.
"Told you. I'm only about average, lots of the guys are bigger." Oh god, he screamed to himself. She's stroking my cock. This is so fucking amazing, but if she doesn't stop that soon, I'm gonna blow.
"Average! But this thing is nearly a foot long!" Bobbie Sue could barely control her hand. She was practically jerking him off, her hand was moving so quickly.
"Not quite a foot long yet," groaned Melvin as her hand quit jerking him and instead began squeezing the knobby head of his cock, feeling how spongy it was. He watched her squeezing it. He could see just the tip of her areola sticking out over the top of her bra. Above her pink skirt, the sides of a thong panty was stretched out over her hips. "It gets just a little bigger. Wanna see it?"
"Yes," she gasped. "I want to see it completely hard." Bobbie Sue couldn't believe it could get any bigger. It was already hard as steel.
Melvin put his black hands in her blonde hair. "Try sucking on it." Bobbie Sue gasped in surprise as he pulled her head forwards towards his cock. He took advantage of her surprise and pushed his cock head right into her mouth. His favorite teacher closed her eyes, not pulling back, but not sucking him either. She appeared to be undergoing an internal struggle. First, her hand began sliding along his shaft again. Then Melvin could feel her tongue flickering against his urethra, growing bolder until it was slurping all around his cock head. Lastly, Bobbie Sue Kindle began sucking on the tip of Melvin's big black cock while jerking him off with her hand. I only hang out at the library to look at this slut's big fucking tits, thought Melvin. Never in my wildest fantasies did I ever think this might actually happen.
Bobbie Sue knew she should stop. She knew that things had gone too far. But damn, she was horny. Reading about the Cox twins' introduction to big black cock had stirred something within her. She didn't want to stop. She wanted to suck him dry. Who would have thought the skinny bookworm I see every day would be hiding such a snake in his pants? She couldn't help wondering what some of the bigger black boys in school might be hiding in their pants.
"Mrs. Kindle, are you sure we should be doing this in the library?" asked Melvin.
"Ssshh. Don't worry." Bobbie Sue kissed his swollen cock head while she talked. "Just be quiet, Melvin." She kissed and slid her tongue over the large crown of his cock head. "It's just us here."
"AAAHH!! Wow! That feels incredible."
"Mmm, your black cock feels so good in my throat," she said, lustily. Bobbie Sue licked the underside of his cock and then took him back in her mouth. She sucked nearly half down her throat. Melvin hadn't lied. The black monster was getting bigger.
"Your mouth's so hot. So wet," he moaned. "I'm gonna bust a nut!"
Going to bust a nut, not gonna, she thought as she began sucking his cock faster. She wanted him to cum. She wanted him cumming in her mouth.
"Cumming!"
YES! She thought as the first powerful blast of Melvin's seed struck the back of her throat. Feed me that hot black genius seed. This is the best stuff I've ever tasted, as good as Betty and Samantha described. His sperm filled her mouth and dribbled down her chin. Bobbie Sue gulped, swallowing load after load from Melvin's huge cock. Just like Betty and Samantha had done from Prospero Black's mighty Damballah exactly 150 year ago. Jesus, she thought. The library is built right where the Cox Plantation stable used to be. Not only is this happening 150 years to the day, but it's happening in the same spot.
"Too sensitive," moaned, Melvin, yanking his cock back. "Thanks, Mrs. Kindle. That was amazing."
Bobbie Sue wiped the sperm off her chin and stared at his still swollen cock as she slowly stood up. She stared at Melvin like a woman possessed as she unhooked her bra and her huge tits sprang free. Melvin's eyes bulged out as he stared at them. Next, she let her skirt fall to the floor. Bobbie Sue Kindle spun around and leaned against the book case. "Be a dear and pull my thong down."
Melvin kneeled, grabbed the straps on her hips and pulled her thong down her long firm legs. His cock was fully erect again and sticking up straight between his legs as he stared at her firm ass. Not only was he seeing his first live nude woman, but he was seeing the woman of his dreams nude. "What's going on Mrs. K?"
"Melvin, I need to do some more research."
**********
Melvin stripped off all his clothes in a flash until only his ugly brown shoes and white socks were all that he was wearing. Bobbie Sue Kindle leaned against the bookshelf and lifted her leg. He took over, cupping his arm under her knee and lined his cock up with her pussy. Standing in the middle aisle of the public library, Melvin pushed his cock head into the soaked pussy of his white English teacher. "Gosh Mrs. Kindle, your pussy is incredibly tight," he groaned, having difficulty getting more of his cock inside her. "It's like you're a virgin."
"In a way I am, Melvin," she cried. His cock head was stretching her so wide, she thought her pussy might rip. It was a good thing she was producing so much lubrication for it. "I'm a virgin for a big black cock."
"Not for much longer," he groaned as several inches of thick black cock entered her.
"OH!! So BIG!!" Bobbie Sue wanted to scream her pleasure at finally having a real man's cock in her. She hadn't completely lost her mind. She knew this was crazy. She knew that this was wrong. She knew that she just had to find out the truth and that this would be a onetime thing. She felt she could trust Melvin to be discreet and if he wasn't, well who would believe that a married white teacher would fuck a scrawny black wimp like him? "Melvin, don't stop please. I want it all, but you need to pull out when you get close. Okay?"
"Okay, Mrs. Kindle."
Bobbie Sue glanced back at him. His eyes were huge, magnified by his powerful glasses. The gawky black youth's tongue was hanging out. She looked away, back at the books. She was ashamed at what she was doing with the unattractive teen, but there was no denying the pleasure his cock was giving her. Why couldn't he have looked like Coach Black, she asked herself? Now there was a powerful looking black man. "OW! I think you just hit my cervix," she whispered. "Did I take it all?"
Melvin looked down at their conjoined crotches. "No there's still a few inches to go," he said, starting to push again. Shit! I'm not gonna last very long. Mrs. Kindle has a hot pussy and it's tight too. Either they're all like this or hubby has a pencil dick. If I play it right, I'll be tappin' this ass daily in no time. "He He he," he suddenly burst out laughing at the thought.
"Ow Melvin. I think that's all I can handle." I guess it isn't true about all those black studs going balls deep in Betty and Samantha, she wondered, a little sad at the fact. Melvin's cock was throbbing in her pussy and he was still pushing. Bobbie Sue wasn't aware how much precum Melvin's cock was squirting on her cervix with each throb. Slowly, his pressure began to produce results as the precum softened her cervix and it began to open for Melvin's cock head. Bobbie Sue gasped as Melvin's cock head passed through her cervix and into her womb. Her entire body from the top of her head to the tips of her toes was permeated by an intense pleasure radiating outward from inside her womb. Melvin began sliding his cock in and out. Bobbie Sue gasped with delight. "Yes, Melvin! Fuck me. Fuck my pussy with your big black cock!" she cried. This was what she wanted. It was almost too much. Mrs. Kindle was receiving complete sexual satisfaction and Melvin was about to make her cum. "Aaahhh.:
"You alright Mrs. Kindle?"
"AAAHHH!"
"Mrs. K? Should I stop?"
"Aaahhh! Not aah on your aaahh life, she gasped. "OH LORD!" The leg holding Bobbie Sue up trembled and if it wasn't for the fact that Melvin was propping her up and she was leaning against the shelf, she might have fallen.
"Mrs. K?" Melvin was worried. It looked like she was having a seizure.
"I'm going to cum Melvin. You're so deep inside my pussy!"
"He He He!" His first time and he was getting a woman off. Melvin, you big stud. Your hot teacher is going to be your slut after this. "He He He."
"Oh, GOD! AAAAAHHH!! FUCK! YES!" Bobbie Sue's entire body shook with ecstasy. Her pussy spasmed around the big cock quickly moving in and out of it. Her vagina was milking it, trying to coax the sperm out of his balls, wanting his seed deep in her womb. No one's ever made me cum that hard, she thought in amazement. Especially not my husband!
"Getting close," moaned Melvin.
"Pull it out," she gasped, whimpering as he slowly pulled his swollen cock from her pussy. Her pussy squeezed and tugged at it, reluctant to release every inch. Melvin stepped back and she slid down the bookcase to her knees. "That was amazing, Melvin."
"Thanks. The feelings going away. I think it's safe to put it back in."
Bobbie Sue glanced down at his erect cock sticking out proudly from his skinny little body. It did look less swollen and angry then it had a minute ago. "Alright," she said, wanting it again. She felt empty without it, like it had become a part of her. "It's not that I don't trust you, but you're inexperienced. Lay down on your back and let me ride it. Warn me when you're going to cum and I'll jump off."
"Okay, Mrs. Kindle." Melvin laid down on his back, enjoying the view as his sexy teacher straddled him, reached down and held his cock up as she squatted over it. She placed it on the entrance to her pussy and slowly lowered herself. It was as tight as it had been, but his cock slipped in a lot easier this time.
Bobbie Sue was still weak from her mind-numbing orgasm. She sat for a moment in Melvin's lap, eyes closed, just luxuriating in the feeling of his foot-long black cock filling her up. She ground her crotch into his. Then she began to bounce, slow at first picking up speed. She could feel another orgasm growing, building as his cock moved in her. She smiled and looked down at her lover. Skinny body, ribs showing, big eyes staring at her in awe through their lenses. She quickly closed her eyes. She was fucking the cock and not the man. Mrs. Kindle moaned in pleasure and looked back down at her lover, his muscular body, bearded face, bright eyes staring at her intently as she rode his mighty cock. She reached down grabbing handfuls of straw with her hands.
"May the daughters of Eve be buxom and fertile. May they find solace serving the superior black snake of Damballah. For the white worms of the sons of Adam will leave them wanting," said Prospero as he reached up to squeeze and knead Bobbie Sue's breasts. She slammed her pussy down in his lap, screaming her pleasure.
"Ooo, Mrs. K? I'm getting close," said Melvin in a high-pitched whine.
"Me too," she cried, riding his big cock for all she was worth. "Try to hold on, stud."
"He he," he laughed. She called me stud. "I'll try, but my balls are aching."
"Not yet, Melvin." Bobbie Sue slammed her pussy down and ground it into his crotch. It was going to be a big orgasm, but something was holding her back. Her entire body felt like it was on fire. "I need to cum again." She leaned down so that her ripe breasts were dangling over Melvin's face. He sucked one nipple into his mouth. Bobbie Sue moaned at the extra stimulation and her pussy twitched, but it wasn't enough to make the dam burst. She yanked her breast out of his mouth, leaned back and rode him fast and hard desperate to get off again.
"Mrs. Kindle, I'm gonna blow. Can't hold back."
"NO! I'm close. Don't cum yet," she begged in desperation. Bobbie Sue had never needed anything more in her life then to feel her approaching orgasm burst.
Bobbie Sue looked down into Prospero's dark penetrating eyes. "Ripen the bellies of the daughters of Eve with the seed of the black snake of Damballah," he said, just as his cock exploded.
"I can't hold... CUMMING!!" squealed Melvin like a young girl.
"NO!" Bobbie Sue screamed in horror, but when the first powerful jet of black seed splattered the insides of her womb, the damn finally burst. "YES!! That's it. Cum in me. Fill me with your seed. It's too good." Bobbie Sue's orgasm curled her toes and made her eyes roll up in her head. She ground her pussy into the base of his bucking cock trapping the entire shaft deep in her pussy. Her pussy squeezed and milked his cock for every ounce of his seed. Her womb filled and expanded until sperm began to leak out her cervix. Semen flowed down his shaft and began leaking from their conjoined crotches, flowing over Melvin's balls and dripping onto the carpet. His cock bucked and another jet of sperm filled her womb.
Melvin looked as dazed as she felt. "He he," he groaned. "You might be right, Mrs. Kindle," he said.
"What's that?"
"Maybe there is a god." He reached up for her breasts, squeezing and pinching her nipples.
Bobbie Sue smiled, still coming down from her orgasmic high. She looked at his skinny, elongated, black hands tugging on her nipples. Her eyes widened. "Sweet Jesus! Melvin, what have you done?"



"What?"
"You came inside me! What have you done? Dear god, what have you done, Melvin." Bobbie Sue jumped off his cock, watching the now deflated foot long shaft fall like an axed tree to his chest. Sperm poured like Niagara falls from her now unplugged pussy.
"I warned you," he pleaded.
"Well that wasn't good enough was it?"
"You were the one in control."
"Shut up, Melvin. God, look at this mess. It's going to take us an hour to clean all your sperm up. Go get some paper towels at the checkout counter. I'm going to go try to get some of this mess out of me." Bobbie Sue waddled over to the library's bathroom with her hand cupped between her legs to catch his still leaking semen. She entered the bathroom, sat on the toilet and used tissues to clean herself as best she could. Then she forced herself to urinate hoping it would leak more of his sperm out. "Jesus, but that little geek can cum," she griped aloud. Jesus, but that had felt good. I didn't know an orgasm could be so powerful, she wondered silently. The orgasm was so good, it was worth her risking getting knocked up even by Melvin. She'd been hard on Melvin, but truthfully, for a virgin, he'd lasted a long time. Longer then her husband ever had. As Melvin got used to having sex, he'd probably last even longer. How long will he be able to last when he fucks me the next time? "NO!" she said to her reflection in the bathroom mirror. Roberta Susan Kindle, you need to exercise a little self-control. You will not cheat on your husband again, especially with a black man, and especially with someone like Melvin.
Bobbie Sue washed some of his dried semen off her chin and then returned to the aisle. Melvin was still nude but for shoes and socks. He had cleaned up some of the puddles of sperm, but not a lot. "Come on Melvin," she scolded. "It's your mess, get cracking." Bobbie Sue watched as he ripped off a single sheet of paper towel and swiped it through a puddle of semen that soaked the sheet entirely. She sighed, "Here, just give me the roll. I'll do it."
Naked, Bobbie Sue kneeled on the floor. She wrapped a lot of towels around each hand and got to work cleaning his sperm up. She crawled towards the last puddle and found herself looking down at Melvin's ugly brown shoes. Her eyes ran up his skinny calves, to his knobby knees and to the fat black cock head that dangled down nearly to his knees. Her eyes ran up the shaft that had given her so much pleasure. Bobbie Sue reached out and gave his entire cock a loving caress that made it swell a little. "I'm sorry I gave you such a hard time, Melvin," she told him while staring at his cock.
"That's okay, Mrs. Kindle."
"No, I was acting like a bitch. The truth is that I'm very impressed with your performance." She squeezed his cock head making it swell almost double in size. "You were amazing." Her hand gripped his shaft and stroked up to the head then down to the root as it rose up to point at her. "No one's ever fucked me like you just did." She kissed the now fully reinvigorated cock on the tip. "You're much better than my husband." She took the head between her lips and sucked half his shaft down her throat. He groaned as she blew him. Bobbie Sue only swallowed him for a few minutes before pulling back and staring at the shiny black cock.
"Melvin," she told his cock. "I think we need to do some more research."
**********
"More research, Mrs. Kindle?" asked Melvin.
Bobbie Sue crawled backwards away from the foot-long cock pointing at her. She turned around until her rear was facing him. "Yes, Melvin. I need to know what a black cock feels like in my ass."
"WHAAAT!"
"I want you to fuck my ass." Bobbie Sue put her head down on the carpet and found her cheek resting on a spot still wet from his semen. She reached around behind her with her hands and spread her ass cheeks open for him. "Do it. Fuck my ass." Not a very Christian thing to say, but she wanted- no, needed to- experience everything that Betty and Samantha had experienced.
"Are you sure?" Melvin leaned closer to her ass and stared at her puckered little rosebud. "That's an awfully small hole."
"I'm sure. If I can take that monster in my ass, I know that the Cox sisters probably did too and that their story is true. There's hand lotion in the bathroom." Bobbie Sue waited patiently while Melvin ran to the bathroom. Samantha and Betty had both taken black cocks up their asses that day in the stable or so Betty claimed. Now Melvin was returning, his hand effortlessly gliding along his giant shaft as he coated it with lotion. Betty and Samantha hadn't had the luxury of a lotioned cock when they'd had their asses taken 150 years ago on this very spot. They'd also taken multiple cocks in multiple holes. Bobbie Sue was suddenly grateful Melvin was the only black around. If there had been three black teens at the library would she be demanding that they all stuff her with their cocks for her research? Yes, probably and for that she was thankful, but still her curiosity was a little piqued.
Melvin returned and kneeled behind her. His cock hard, rampant, and slick with lotion. He pressed his cock head down on her rosebud. "You sure, Mrs. K? The head of my cock is five times bigger than your sphincter. If you prefer, I can calculate how much it would need to stretch out to..."
"I'm sure, Melvin. Just push it in and if I scream and beg for you to pull it out, don't listen to me."
"Well here goes nuthin. He he he."
Bobbie Sue felt pressure on her sphincter and almost instantly regretted her decision. This wasn't a natural act unless you were from Sodom and look at what happened to them. She winced in pain and tears rolled down her cheeks as the pressure on her ass grew. Her sphincter pushed inwards and then slowly opened. Melvin's slick cock head pushed inside her as he came to "know" her in the biblical sense.
Melvin worked his cock around a little. "Oooo, it feels good, Mrs. Kindle. Putting my cock in your ass sounded kinda dirty, but I like it. Your ass is tighter than your pussy. I'm gonna see how much you can take and then start fucking it."
Bobbie Sue groaned in a mixture of pleasure and pain. Her hands dug into the carpet, but in her mind, she was grabbing handfuls of straw. She looked over at her sister Samantha, now with three of the biggest blackest cocks in all of her holes. Melvin moved his cock in deeper. "Yes, Master," she moaned. "Fuck my ass."
"He he he," giggled Melvin. His cock wedged in and he decided she had taken all she could. "You want it, you got it," he said, pulling and pushing on her hips, using her ass to fuck his cock. "I'm gonna fuck this ass good. You likin' this?"
"Yes, my black master," screamed Bobbie Sue. She knew what was happening and who she was with, but she was so caught up in her fantasy, she pictured it was Prospero's mighty Damballah taking her anal virginity. She was responding to it just like Betty and Samantha had responded to it. "Fuck my white ass, master."
She's my slut now, thought Melvin. You did it you stud. "He he." For some reason, he gave her a playful smack on one ass cheek with the palm of his hand.
"Oh god, I love it," moaned Bobbie Sue. She didn't know how it was possible having something so big in your ass could feel so good, but it did. Her pussy was dripping with arousal, desperate for something inside it. Bobbie Sue reached one hand under her and began diddling her clit and fingering herself. "Shit! I'm cumming!" she screamed. That was all she had needed to cum again. She quit playing with herself and used both hands to push herself up so that she could push her ass back into Melvin's cock.
Melvin had hunched over her ass and was now slamming his cock in and out. She'd only managed about three quarters in the beginning, but her ass had opened even more as he worked on it. Currently she could take all but two inches. Eventually, he figured she could take it all, but unfortunately today was not the day. Semen welled up in his balls and before he knew what hit him, Melvin groaned. "Cumming Mrs. K!"
Bobbie Sue was still pushing back into Melvin when she felt his cock explode. As her bowels flooded with sperm she remembered how amazing it had felt just a short time ago when his cum had sprayed into her unprotected womb. Bobbie's Sue's arms began trembling where they were bracing her up. Her pussy was spasming. Nothing was near the opening to her vagina except the tops of his ball sack slapping against her. A trickle of cum leaked out of her tightly stretched rectum, flowing down over her labia and clitoris to drip on the carpet. Bobbie Sue's pussy went ballistic. Her arms collapsed as she came, her head falling on the carpet. Her own cum leaked from her pussy mingling with the sperm dripping from her ass. Bobbie Sue laid on the carpet in disbelief. Her head rested on her right cheek, she just stared at books on the shelves. Melvin had just given her a huge orgasm just by fucking her ass.
"Ugh, that was great Mrs. K," said Melvin, slowly withdrawing his cock from her rectum. As he removed it the trickle became a torrent, white semen bubbled up from the gaping hole in her ass to pour down her pussy and splatter on the carpet.
Bobbie Sue slowly recovered and pushed herself to her knees. "Jesus," she moaned. "Look at this mess."
"Looks like we gotta clean up again," said Melvin. "He he he."
"Just go wash off and I'll wipe this up." Bobbie Sue felt weak as she grabbed the roll of towels and began wiping the pool of sperm up off the carpet, but as she squatted, more just dripped down out of her ass. When Melvin returned, she told him to take over while she went to clean up. Bobbie Sue scooped up her clothes and spent the next twenty minutes, trying to feel clean, but she figured that wasn't going to happen until she got home and took a shower. She sent her husband a quick text stating that she would be home soon. She left the bathroom. Melvin was still nude and throwing sticky paper towels into a wastebasket.
"Get dressed," said Bobbie Sue. The trashcan reeked of semen as did the floor, even the aisle, and for all she knew, the entire Coxville Public Library. Bobbie Sue, gathered up the trash bag and dropped it in the can outside on the sidewalk as she and Melvin headed to her car.
**********
Bobbie Sue tried not to glance over at Melvin as she drove him home. He was staring at her and she could see the dumb grin on his face out of the corner of his eye. "I'll drop you off at the entrance to the Westside, but I'm not going back there," she told him. Bobbie Sue hadn't been back in the Westside since she was in elementary school and her school bus stopped there. Beside the school bus stop had been a dirt area with old black men throwing dice. Stray cats and dogs wandered through overgrown yards containing broken down cars, old dilapidated homes, or trailers. Not originally part of old Niggertown was a newer condominium public housing community. It was almost as bad and usually lumped in with the Westside. If you wanted to buy drugs without driving to Coxburg, that was the place. Several times a year, town and state police would block off the two exits to the Westside while they searched for some drug dealer or other criminal.
"So, we like boyfriend and girlfriend now?" asked Melvin. He was nervous and his voice went high as he spoke.
Bobbie Sue winced, his voice grating on her. "Melvin, I'm a married woman. What happened back at the library will never happen again. It was research that was all."
Bobbie Sue drove up and pulled over to the entrance to Westside. She could see several units down in the public housing. Even close to midnight, there were a dozen blacks hanging out, drinking out of paper bags. A car pulled up and one of the men leaned into the window, exchanging money for drugs. She wrinkled her nose with distaste, suddenly very happy for Melvin that he would be getting out of here. Now that she was parked, she looked over at him. The boy looked crestfallen. She was his first and someone way out of his league in looks, class, and race. Undoubtedly, he had convinced himself they were in love. Hell, half the school was either secretly in love with her or with Jenny Summers or with Nurse Swallows and some with all three. "I'm sorry Melvin," she said, soothingly and patting his leg. "Not that I didn't enjoy it, I loved every moment of what happened. You were amazing and you're going to make some brilliant girl you meet in college a very lucky woman."
"But I'm your black master?"
"I was just repeating what I read in Father Murphy's journal. It was research that was all. I'm sorry if I hurt your feelings, but we'll always have that time spent in the library as our little secret. Now it's time for you to go home." Bobbie Sue sat up straight and stared out the windshield waiting for him to leave.
"Alright, Mrs. Kindle. I hafta ask though..."
"Have to, Melvin." She corrected, not looking over at him.
"Yes, I have to ask, do you believe there is a Coxville curse?"
"Of course not," she replied. "There's no such thing as curses and obviously there aren't any white women having sex with black men in this town that I know of, present company excluded."
"I've devised a little test to go with the curse hypothesis," he said.
Bobbie Sue finally turned to look at her passenger. Melvin was sitting back and was playing with something in his lap. "Melvin, your cock!" Bobbie Sue looked at the huge foot long monster, once again hard and engorged. She leaned over and took the head in her mouth.
"Oh yeah,, he he he," he giggle-groaned. "You failed the test. If there was a curse, you wouldn't be able to resist sucking my cock again. He he he." All Melvin had to do was whip it out and she'd open any hole for him. He didn't believe in a curse either, but he did believe that she had loved his cock so much, she was practically addicted to it. "That's it you white slut, suck your black master's cock," he told her, his voice taking on a deep and manly tone she'd never heard from him before.
Bobbie Sue moaned in reply, taking his shaft deeper down her throat. Her thoughts were similar to Melvin's. All he had to do was take his cock out and she'd want it. Nothing in her entire life had given her as much pleasure as this cock had earlier. Even just sucking Melvin was better than actual intercourse with her husband. Now that she knew how good it was, how could she go without it? Not only that, but the teen was an inexperienced virgin. He was only going to get better with practice. Even now as she bobbed her head rapidly up and down his shaft, he was lasting longer then the first time she'd blown him. She wished the angle wasn't so awkward and her car wasn't so cramped. A bed would be so much more comfortable. Maybe someday, she could do this in her marital bed? She felt guilty thinking that, but that disappeared as his cock began spurting in her throat. She could feel it jerking, bucking as it pumped its seed. Her remorse over wanting to suck Melvin in the bed she shared with her husband was replaced by remorse over not being able to taste his seed. Bobbie Sue pulled back until the throbbing cock head cleared her throat. Her mouth immediately filled with sperm. She moaned gulping it down, loving the taste, better than any drink or food she'd ever had. Her mouth filled again and she swallowed. The next load only filled half her mouth, she gulped as the next load flowed over her tongue. Melvin grabbed the base of his shaft and jerked it, milking every bit of his seed into her hungry mouth.
"Best night of my life," said Melvin, leaning back in the seat, gasping for air.
Bobbie Sue gave his shrinking cock head a long kiss before sitting back up and wiping the back of her hand across her mouth. Her remorse returned. It was the best night of her life too. "Your cum tastes so good," she whispered, licking her lips. She watched as he tucked his now floppy cock back into his jeans. She found herself missing it, missing seeing it, touching it, sucking it, feeling it inside her, spurting it's seed into her womb or stretching her ass out, filling her bowels with hot cum.
"We gonna fuck again, Mrs. Kindle," he told her and it wasn't a question.
"No Melvin," replied Bobbie Sue, pointing a stern finger at her student. "We are going to fuck again. Correct English please."
"Yes, we are. He he he." Melvin opened the door and stepped out of the car. He leaned down and looked at her. "So, does this mean we ARE boyfriend and girlfriend?"
"Go home Melvin."
"Kiss good night?"
"Go home Melvin." Bobbie Sue shook her head and closed her eyes for a second. No doubt about it, they were going to fuck again, but she still wanted to punch the annoying little geek.
"Yes, Mrs. Kindle." He stood, but leaned back down. "One last thing, Mrs. K. Of course, there isn't a curse, but maybe there never was."
"What do you mean?' she asked him, curiously.
"I don't think Prospero cursed the town. I think he blessed it. Something to think about. Goodnight."
"Goodnight, she replied as he stood and left her car. She watched him in the rear-view mirror. He crossed the street to avoid the drug dealers and crossed it again once he'd passed them. She drove off once he'd disappeared into his condo.
Bobbie Sue drove home thinking about what Melvin had said. Was the annoying little nerd correct? Was it a blessing after all? In many ways the curse did sound like a prayer. Even as he was about to die, Prospero was blessing the women of Coxville to find happiness and satisfaction worshiping his god. "Damn it, the little geek is right," she said to herself. Well, all of him certainly isn't little. Some of him is quite big. God, his cock is amazing. Bobbie Sue squirmed in her car seat. I'm already ready to fuck him again. I hope I don't have to wait long. Maybe, I can see him tomorrow? I need to get on the pill and fast. I hope it has time to get in my system before we fuck again?
Bobbie Sue Kindle drove home, deep in her thoughts, fully aware that her life had just drastically changed.
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The Coxville Curse Part 1: Chapter 3: Two Hot Blondes Bet on Big Black Cocks
**********
September 25, 2009: The night after the shadow man came into the dreams of the sleeping women of Coxville. The day of the big game between the Coxville Cocks and the Bartown Beavers. The day that changed everything
**********
Jenny Summers woke with a start. She was panting heavily, lying on her back, nude. Her breasts were heaving and her nipples were as hard as they ever got. She was very wet between the legs. The dream had been one of the most vivid, dirtiest dreams of her life. She was hornier now then she had been last night when Harold left her hanging. She couldn't remember the man she'd been with, he probably wasn't even a real person, just a large dark shadowy bearded figure. She glanced over at her sleeping husband, but he wouldn't be good for another round after last night nor could he live up to her dream lover's skill.
The light in the room felt weird as she climbed out of bed. She shivered as the room seemed damp and chilly. Jenny walked over to the window and glanced out. A wall of white greeted her. Fog was common this time of year, but she'd never seen one this thick before. She couldn't make out anything through the window, not a tree in her neighbor's backyard, nor looking down could she make out her large backyard pool.
"What are you staring at?" groaned Harold, stretching in bed.
"Fog as thick as pea soup, honey. I've never seen the like. If it doesn't clear up, there won't be any game tonight."
"Good," said Harold. "We can get dinner and a movie early and it'll save the Cocks the humiliation."
"Harold! The Cocks have a shot. Coach Black is still new and he seems to think he can turn the team around. "
"Well he better hurry it up then," griped Harold. "Besides Todd doesn't think they have a chance against the Beavers."
"You're probably right," she sighed. "Go back to sleep. I'm going to shower and I'll make you some breakfast."
"Just do me one favor?" he asked. "Reach up and turn the ceiling fan off." Harold watched his nude wife reach up for the fan chain. At 36, Jenny Summers was one of the hottest women in the county. She looked more like Kitty's older sister then mother. Jenny was a natural blonde with blue eyes and a fit athletic body. At fourteen, Jenny's breasts had been a large C cup, by seventeen an even bigger D cup and now her bras read 34G, her breasts swelling up when she became pregnant with Kitty and never shrinking back to normal. "Alright, hold it there," he said as she was reaching up with her breasts thrust out. "So hot. How did I get so lucky?"
Jenny rolled her eyes, but smiled. She liked her husband's compliments. Harold had his shortcomings, but under appreciating his wife's beauty was not one of them. "Go to sleep, honey." She winked at him. "You'll see this again after our date night tonight." At least she hoped he would. Harold wasn't usually up for sex two nights in a row even when he was younger. Jenny spun around for her husband, grabbed her robe, and was pulling it on as she left the room.
Jenny was still tightening her belt when she went to check on Kitty. She opened the door to Kitty's room and sighed with relief when she saw her daughter sleeping in her bed. Kitty was restless in her sleep. She was moaning and moving around. The covers were thrown down revealing her Hello Kitty halter top. Jenny noticed Kitty's nipples were hard as rocks underneath the top and for a moment wondered if her daughter was having a dream as dirty as she had. Jenny dismissed the thought, knowing that her virginal daughter was saving herself for Todd when they got married and probably didn't know enough about sex to have dirty dreams. It was probably just the cold.
Jenny entered the room, pulled the covers up over Kitty's chest, and tucked her daughter in. She failed to notice Kitty's hand moving between her legs, but she did frown when she thought she detected a slight hint of the smell of beer as she bent down to kiss her forehead. Jenny shrugged it off. Her daughter promised her she didn't drink and someone had probably just spilled some on her at the party, but still it would be worth asking Kitty about it, but not until after tonight's game.
Jenny took a long shower in her bath, her skin tingling as she rubbed the soap all over her body. The dream had faded, but she still felt aroused and her nipples hadn't gone down any. She left the shower, toweled her body dry, but left her hair dripping wet as she pulled her robe back on and went downstairs to cook breakfast.
**********
Not for the first time did Jenny think of her breasts as being a curse. She struggled to squeeze them into a sports bra. Any bigger and I'll need Harold to hold them while she dressed, she thought. Not that he'd mind. "Aha, success," she whispered as she fastened the bra. She pulled her white panties on before moving to her white skirt. Her skirt had a red C for Cocks on it and a slit up the sides, showing her thighs. After the skirt, came her red uniform top with a white color and a white C on her left breast. Her name was embroidered on her right breast. After dressing, she pulled her hair up in a ponytail and checked herself out in the mirror.
Jenny left the bathroom. "Kitty, you ready?" she asked, knocking on Kitty's door.
"Yeah mom, let's go," said Kitty opening the door and walking out of her room.
Jenny frowned. Kitty usually bounced out of the room, exuberant and cheerful. She remembered the smell of booze on her daughter's breath and wondered again if Kitty had gotten a little drunk at the party last night. "You all right honey?"
"Fine mom," sighed Kitty. "Just a little tired." Kitty was as nervous as she'd ever been. What the hell was I thinking making that bet? She thought.
"Well no more late nights for a while, young lady," said Jenny. "I need my squad well rested. GO COCKS!"
Go Beavers, thought Kitty remembering her bet. "Go Cocks," she mumbled.
"Louder!"
"GO COCKS!"
"That's better." Jenny looked at her daughter lovingly. Kitty looked good in the red uniform with the white trim and white C on the breast. She didn't approve of the bare belly, but Principal Long had made the uniform decision and bare midriffs were an almost universal style now with cheerleaders.
"Less material, less tax payer money," the old black man had told her when she objected.
"Let's get going. You can help me get ready for the game. Our cheapskate principal hasn't hired any extra help for the sports teams this year. "
"Alright mom," replied Kitty, following Jenny down the stairs.
"And after the game, stay away from the Bartown boys. You know they always wander over into our stands."
"That's because Coxville's women are better looking. Have you seen the Bartown girls? Yech!"
Jenny chuckled. "No one holds a candle to the women of Coxville County," said Jenny. "More beauty pageant winners have come from Coxville then anywhere else in the state and most likely the whole country."
"I know mom. You should have been Miss USA."
"The rules state you can't be married or have kids. I was so in love with your father I couldn't refuse marrying him. I got pregnant right away and I've never regretted having you over competing in a beauty pageant." Jenny was lying about one thing. She got married because she was pregnant and was forced to step down as her state's representative. She would have preferred to delay her pregnancy a few years, but she had foolishly let Harold put his penis inside her just to see how it felt and he had lost control, ejaculating almost immediately. He had done the noble thing when they found out she was pregnant.
The Summers' women arrived at the front door. "Are you coming to watch the game, Harold?"
"No," he replied from his chair in the living room. "I'm coming to watch you."
"You're sweet," said Jenny, running over to kiss her husband while Kitty rolled her eyes.
"You can pick the movie if I can pick the restaurant," said Harold already smacking his lips and rubbing his paunch.
"Deal," sighed Jenny. Harold's favorite restaurant was Floyd's barbecue. It was a popular tourist stop off I-69, South of Coxburg. He didn't like that it was black owned, but black people sure knew barbecue and it was some of the best food in the county. At least there was a new romantic comedy playing at the theater that she could pick.
Harold turned to Kitty. "You'll be all right with Todd if we go out?"
"Yeah daddy, we always go out after a game."
"Well not too late young lady, you're as white as a ghost. You need your rest."
"Ok, daddy. Bye."
"See you at the game kitten and you to honey," said Harold.
It would be a long day and a late night, but Jenny was looking forward to it. It had been awhile since she had a date night with her husband. "Bye, love ya." She opened the door. "Great! The fog is lifting," she said before closing the door.
**********
Todd stepped back and raised his arm up to throw the football, but none of the black players on his team were where they should have been. Suddenly, Samson broke free and was clear. Todd threw the ball watching it reach the apex of its arc and glide perfectly into Samson's arms. Then a Beaver was on him and Todd found himself staring at stars in the night sky. The crowd went crazy. He slowly climbed to his feet. At first, he was angry, that hadn't been the play they were supposed to do. Samson was running along the sidelines to Coach Black. Todd watched, expecting the Coach to ream Samson out, but instead they high-fived each other. At first Todd was pissed and then it hit him. Samson had just won the game and earned Todd a blow job. The thought of Kitty's lips wrapped around his dick cheered the Cocks' quarterback up and he limped off the field. Samson was being hoisted onto the shoulders of two of their team members as the crowd in the stands went crazy.
Over the loudspeakers the announcer was saying, "The Coxville Cocks have come away with an upset victory over the Bartown Beaver team. Thanks in part to the outstanding performance by our MVP of the game, Samson West!"
Todd was still a little shaken up by the tackle, but was recovering fast. He ran into Samson at the locker room. He was so looking forward to his blowjob that he wasn't the least bit angry at Samson anymore. He just wanted to shower and meet Kitty as soon as possible. "Good game bro," he told Samson. "You just won me a blowjob. I owe ya one."
Samson smirked back at him. "You're a lucky guy, pencil dick. I wish I could get me some of dat."
"She's all mine bro. She's all mine." Todd and the rest of the team hit the showers, but their MVP had disappeared.
**********
Kitty was sitting on the bench while her squad was still cheering on Samson and the Cocks. She stared in shock as the powerfully built black man was lifted onto his teammates shoulders. Samson glanced her way and gave her the thumbs up.
"Kitty, are you ok? You look like you've just seen a ghost. Kitty! Kitty!"
Kitty's mother Jenny was leaning over her shoulder. "I just... I didn't think we would win," Kitty told her mom. "I don't feel so good." Kitty noticed her mother turning to greet her father as he approached. Her mother had left her keys sitting on the bench. She quickly snagged them and snuck off to meet Samson.
"Jenny, darling, what an amazing game," said Harold, putting an arm around his wife's shoulder. "Are we keeping our plans for the night?"
"Yes, I should be done here soon. Kitty's not feeling well and we can go as soon as she gets back."
Harold suddenly found himself choking as a thick muscular arm wrapped around his neck. "Gimme all your money," said a deep voice.
"Don't hurt me," gasped Harold.
Cocky jerk, thought Jenny staring at the enormous black man. "Don't be such a wimp Harold, it's only Coach Black."
Coach Black was a hugely muscled man who kept his head shaved and sported a devilish goatee. He was a graduate of Coxville High and had left the county to play professional football. He was just an average player and his career only lasted five years. He came back to town this past summer just as the old coach was retiring. Principal Long called up Black and offered him the job of football coach. He was an arrogant man, full of himself, but he was a good coach and he knew football. Jenny's biggest problem with him was that he clearly favored Samson West over her daughter's boyfriend Todd for quarterback. Though judging by tonight's game, Coach Black may have been right. Samson was clearly the most motivated player on the field.
"Sorry to break up the party, lovebirds, but it's time to get this place cleaned up," said Black.
"But we have plans for tonight," whined Harold, still trying to extricate himself from Black's arm.
"That's not my job, Coach," complained Jenny.
"It is when we're short staffed. You know Principal Long didn't want to hire anyone else and I'm not about to have my team spoil their fun after their victory tonight."
Jenny looked around to get her cheerleaders to help, but they had already split to meet their boyfriends. "Fine," she said, contritely.
Harold finally slid out from under Black's arm. "I guess I'll see you at home, Jenny."
"I'll try to hurry, Harold. Maybe we can salvage the movie at least and get barbecue another night."
**********
Kitty sat on the bench in the girl's locker room fidgeting nervously. I'm an idiot, she thought to herself. What was I thinking betting a blow job on a game's outcome and with a black man? Mom and dad would kill me if they caught me with a black man.
The door opened and Samson stepped into the room. He was still in his grass stained uniform pants, but had stripped down to a white tank top and his black skin had a sweaty sheen to it. The tank top tightly hugged Samson's impressively muscular chest, more well defined then Todd's. "S'up Kitty, I see you're ready to get them lips on my cock," he said while squeezing an obscenely large bulge.
Kitty gulped in horror. A part of her had expected he wouldn't even show up. "No way, I made that bet when I was drunk. You can't hold me to it. Come on Samson?" Kitty found her pleas were falling on deaf ears. "Todd is a friend of yours!"
"And he's always talking shit about what a great lay you are. We safe in here?"
Kitty sighed. "I stole mom's keys and she's probably gone home with my dad. Come on let's get this over with." Kitty felt a little sick as Samson stepped in front of her. He wasn't backing down. "This can't get out, Samson. No one can know. This can't get back to my mom or Todd. Do you understand?" He didn't answer her, just stared down at her looking up at him. His crotch was even with her face. "Answer me or the deal's off."
"I understand, Kitty. No pretty white girl gonna want anyone to know she sucked off some nigga from the Westside of town."
"Nothing personal, but the races don't mingle much in Coxville. Go ahead and take it out."
Samson grinned down at her. "Nope. You take it out."
"Come here then." Kitty waited until he took a step closer. Again, she noticed the bulge in his crotch. It was impressive, as if Samson had an unusually large cup under his uniform pants. Kitty pulled out the top off his uniform and for the first time felt a strange tingle of excitement run up her spine. It was the excitement one felt when doing something forbidden. Kitty reached in and grabbed the large tube that was rapidly hardening inside the pants. "What the fuck! No way that's your dick!" Kitty couldn't believe what she was feeling. She yanked his pants down while pulling his shaft out. "Jesus! That's twice Todd's size!" she exclaimed with amazement. Samson's black dick completely dwarfed her boyfriend's and to make matters worse, it was still growing.
"Never seen a black cock before have ya," laughed Samson, loving the look of awe on the pretty blonde's face. He'd never seen a white hand holding his cock and he decided he liked the contrast. "'bout time the women around here found out what the black men are packing. Well get to work." Samson reached down and pulled his shirt off and over his head.
Kitty leaned forwards, but held back. "How about if I just jerk it off? It's too big for my mouth anyway."
"No deal. A bet's a bet, Kitty."
Kitty brought her face up just under the crown and let her tongue slide along his cock. Jerk didn't even shower, she thought, but his body odor smelled very manly. She licked up to the crown and let her tongue encircle it before stretching her mouth wide open and letting the head slide inside her mouth. Soon she was sucking the tip of Samson's foot long cock and trying to stop herself from enjoying this. The big black cock was leaking voluminous amounts of precum and she couldn't help thinking how good and salty it tasted. His precum was rivaling one of Todd's entire orgasms, but she guessed a penis as big as Samson's must require a lot of lubrication.
"Your pretty pink lips look so good on my dick," said Samson trying to rub it in. Seeing the stuck-up Kitty Summers with her lips wrapped around the end of his cock was a thrill he thought he'd never feel. Plus, the thought of Kitty subconsciously comparing Samson to Todd when she went back to her boyfriend was revenge for Todd stealing the quarterback position from him. It hadn't occurred to him that Kitty might actually enjoy it. Hoping to humiliate her a little more, Samson said, "Get some more of this big dick. Open wide." He grabbed the back of Kitty's pony tailed blonde head and forced more of his cock down her throat. He could see her struggling not to gag and the strain showed on her pretty face. Finally, Kitty couldn't take anymore. She yanked her head back until his black cock sprang free and she coughed trying to catch her breath. "I thought you were good at this," said Samson.
Kitty panted while holding the base of his cock and looking at it still slightly in awe at its size. "I'm not used to one this big!"
"I know. I seen Todd's little prick in the shower. Me and the other niggas call him pencil dick."
"That's not nice," said Kitty, sliding off the bench and onto her knees. She took Samson's cock back in her mouth and began bobbing her head.
"That's better. Get down on your knees," he said, enjoying the sensation of having the hottest girl in school kneeling before him while sucking his cock. Kitty had one hand on his hip. He watched her slide her hand along his stomach, feeling his hard muscles. He loved the contrast of her small white hand on his brown skin and she seemed just as fascinated. "You know it's true, Kitty. Todd has a little pencil dick compared to my big black cock. Next time you have his little dick in your mouth, I want you to remember what it was like having a real man's cock shoved down your throat." She was looking up at him, listening to his every word. "Suck that black cock. Tighten them lips up." Kitty continued looking up at him as she obeyed his commands. Her lips closed harder around his cock as she began to suck faster, never breaking eye contact and it finally dawned on Samson, that she was no longer reluctant, but was loving sucking his dark meat.
Kitty suddenly pulled back, breathing heavily. "I need to catch my breath," she gasped. She never released his cock. In fact, she brought both hands over to it and gripped his shaft tightly while jerking him off. "It only takes one hand to jerk Todd off," she said, staring at her hands sliding along his black shaft. Kitty suddenly grinned. "He never lasts this long."
A grin slowly spread across Samson's face as he let the tough guy image drop and they two of them grinned at each other sheepishly all the while her hands continued jerking him off. "I gotta warn you. I cum buckets." One of her hands released his cock and slid under it to heft his heavy balls, feeling how full they were. "You should take that uniform off or it's gonna get messy," he said.



Kitty arched her back and quickly pulled her top off until her large breasts sprang free. "You just want to see my tits," she said, smiling.
Fuck yeah, thought Samson staring at her big white DD breasts. Fuck! She had pink nipples. He'd never believed he would ever have a big pair of white titties with pink nipples to play with. "Fuck yeh. I wanna see dem tits-wrapped around my cock." Samson stooped slightly so that he could push his cock between her bosom. He squeezed her big beautiful breasts together and began titty fucking her. Kitty didn't protest. Instead she bent her head down and took the thrusting tip of his cock back in her mouth.
The pair suddenly froze. Someone was checking the door. Finding it locked, the person moved on. Kitty went back to sucking Samson's cock while he slid it between her breasts. This went on for several minutes, but Samson was starting to hurt while he squatted and Kitty's back was aching while she arched it. Slowly, his cock straightened out until he wasn't titty fucking her and she was just blowing him again. Something had changed though. Kitty was trying to take more of him down her throat. Samson noticed one of her hands had slipped between her legs under her skirt. The horny slut was fingering herself while she sucked him. It was too much for a young man like Samson. He couldn't hold back any longer. "Fuck! Yes! I'm 'bout to cum Kitty. Ready?"
Kitty was already feeling the strain of taking nearly his entire cock down her throat. Sweat beaded her forehead and tears were running down her eyes. Not yet, your cock is in my throat! She thought. Kitty hadn't planned on actually swallowing a black man's sperm, but it was too late. His cock was jerking in her throat, she could feel it pumping as his semen flowed through it.
"I'm cu-cumming," groaned Samson. "Aargh! Fuck!" He was shooting the biggest load of his young life.
Kitty felt her belly filling with his warm seed. He shot more sperm in one load then she'd seen Todd cum over their entire relationship. Suddenly her pussy started spasming around her fingers. Yes! She thought, wanting to scream in pleasure. I'm cumming too." Kitty shuddered from the powerfully intense orgasm as Samson pulled his cock back until just the head was in her throat. Cum was still pouring forth from the head and she could taste him and it was better than anything she'd ever tasted before. She liked the taste of Todd's semen, but there was so little of it. Samson's filled her belly and her mouth several times over. Todd was a famine, but Samson, a feast and she now gulped it willingly.
"Damn! You suck nigga dick like a fucking pro," said Samson, a little jealous. Todd had been right about Kitty's cock sucking skills.
Kitty looked up at him while continuing to suck the head of his cock, wanting to drain it of every last drop of his tasty seed. I got to know, she thought. What have I been missing out on? Could I take something this big? Jesus! I want this big black cock in my pussy. Kitty finally fell back on her ass and his big cock plopped out of her mouth.
"Fuck that was good." Samson looked down at his cock, still big and hard, but it had lost some of its steel.
Kitty was staring at it adoringly. "I can't believe I came from giving you head."
Samson really liked the way she was staring at his cock. She suddenly turned over and got on all fours with her ass facing him. The next thing she said completely floored him and made his dick stand straight up again. "I want you to fuck me with that thing! Fuck me with your big black cock."
Samson reached over and pulled her panties down, while pushing her skirt up over her tight ass. "What about Todd?"
"Forget Todd! I want to feel your big black cock inside me."
**********
Jenny was feeling frustrated as hell. Where are my keys? Can't drive home. Can't get a shower. Hopefully, Kitty had them. Her key chain held her car keys, the gymnasiums, and girl's locker room, as well as her home. Unless they turned up, she was stranded. It was beginning to look more and more like tonight's date night was going to be a bust. She was hoping to shower first, but one of her girls must have locked the door to the locker room. Her change of clothes was locked in her car. Her cell phone was locked in her office. She was going to have to search the sidelines again. The parking lot was empty. Coach Black had been the last person she saw, but she hadn't noticed his car in the parking lot. She wasn't aware that he owned a motorcycle or that it was parked behind a tree.
Jenny checked a wall clock. If she could shower, find her keys, and change within forty minutes, Harold could meet her at the movies and she might still enjoy her evening. Her wanderings had taken her past the door to the boy's locker room. I guess I could use their shower. I bet they are all out celebrating their victory by now. The door would probably be locked, but when she tried the handle it opened right up. Finally, something was going her way. Jenny Summers stuck her head in the door. "Coach?" she yelled. "Coach are you here?"
Jenny entered the locker room. It smelled sweaty and nasty like one would expect of a male locker room, but a shower was a shower. Coach's office was located in the same location hers was in the girl's showers just everything was opposite. It provided a view of the showers and the lockers. The lights were off in his office. All was quiet. She turned around and locked the door so that she wouldn't get caught should there be any stragglers.
Jenny Summers walked over to a bench between the lockers and let her long blonde hair down while pulling up the top of her uniform. Great, he's gone home, she thought. I hope no one catches me changing in here. I get so hot and sweaty out on that field. Jenny was a fastidious woman and a clean freak. She kept her home and body spotless. She showered and washed her hair every morning and if she exerted herself at all during the day, she showered again at night or enjoyed a long exfoliating session and soak in her tub. She worked the cleaning crew hard in the girl's showers and it was clear that Coach Black wasn't as fastidious as she was. The boy's lockers were clean enough for boys, but not for her own standards. Wet towels and dirty jock straps were laying around, growing mold and mildew before they would be picked up tomorrow when the cleaning crew came. She vowed not to touch anything, but was still uncomfortable that her bare feet would be walking on the floor and the dirty shower. Jenny stripped down to her white bra and thong. She unhooked her bra releasing her giant breasts. It felt a little naughty changing in the boy's locker room. She tossed her thong aside and walked into the shower thinking how good it was going to feel.
In his dark office, Coach Black was sitting back in his chair meditating on tonight's game and what he could have done better, how he best could have used his players, and most importantly, what they could do to keep winning games. It was a practice he had learned from his old coach and one he had decided to adopt. The quiet and the darkness allowed him to think more clearly. What didn't allow him to think clearly was the site of a gorgeous white woman stripping just feet from his office. Well, well, well, if it isn't Mrs. Summers, the cheerleading coach, he thought watching her strip. She hadn't interacted with him much since he arrived last summer, but then neither had most of the other white teachers outside of polite conversation. At first, he hadn't noticed Jenny enter the lockers until she called his name. He almost answered her which would have spoiled his show. She didn't appear to be looking for him and when she passed his office and started letting her hair down, he sat back in his chair and watched the show, feeling his meaty black cock starting to puff up as each article of clothing was pulled off her buxom body. The nude woman walked into the showers. Coach Black stripped off his white tee shirt and pants in his dark office and wrapped a towel around his waist. "I think I'll join you, Mrs. Summers," he said as he left his office and headed for the shower.
Jenny closed her eyes and let the hot water run all over her body as she lathered her skin with soap. Her hands slid all over her body, covering her breasts with suds, coating her hips, running down her blonde pubic hair and between her thighs. Her skin tingled from her touch and she began to get aroused. Her hands pushed her breasts together and then one slid over her nipple and she pinched it, trying not to moan. She was more than aroused. She felt downright horny. Ever since her erotic dream last night, she'd been horny all day. She wished she could remember it because that must have been some dream. Either that or the thought of being nude in the boy's shower was making her horny. She thought of all the young boys who stared wide eyed at her during class and she pictured them staring at her in the shower and somewhat guiltily, she imagined her daughter's boyfriend Todd, so young, fit, and handsome staring at her. So different from her husband. He was nude too and slowly approaching her. Her thighs were growing damp and it wasn't just from the shower. Jenny massaged her right breast while pulling on her left nipple. She slowly opened her eyes to see a dark figure wearing a white towel around his waist standing arms crossed just outside the shower's range.
Jenny instantly came alert. Her hand came down to enfold her blonde pubes. Her arm crossed her chest to cover her breasts, but they were too big and one slipped out under her arm while her other nipple slipped up just above her hand. "Coach Black! What are you doing here?" Jenny was horrified. Not only had a black man seen her nude, but he had caught her playing with her own nipples. Another minute or so and her hand might have slipped down between her legs, she was so lost in her fantasy about Todd.
"This is the men's shower," said the Coach, matter-of-factually as he pulled his towel off.
"Oh my god!" Jenny stared wide eyed and the fat slab of dark meat hanging between the coach's legs. It was the longest, plumpest, penis she'd ever seen and it wasn't even hard. The monster was already more than twice Harold's size.
"Never seen a black cock before, Mrs. Summers?"
"Are they all this big?" she asked when he stepped up to her. She was so fascinated with it, that her hand came out to lightly stroke down the fat rod as it swelled even bigger and slowly began to rise. Jenny felt a wave of pleasure run through her body from simply touching his big penis, but realized that Coach Black had reached out and pinched one of her erect nipples. His black fingers gently pinched, tugged, and twirled her hard-pink nipple. She had to fight back a moan.
"Most aren't as big as mine, but they're always bigger then whitey's." Coach was considered something of a freak outside the county. While showering after a game, his huge cock dwarfed both his white and black teammate's little penises. His sexual prowess became legendary and he never lacked for pussy. Even had some white pussy every now and then, but none looked as good as Mrs. Summers. Back in Coxville, he'd watch his boys shower after a game and he didn't feel so special anymore. The black athletes all had big impressive cocks. It amused him watching the whites react to them. The showers were self-segregated, whites staying far away from the intimidating black cocks of their dark-skinned teammates. The whites would look uneasy and glance at the often-erect black cocks sticking out from the black players. Coach Black noticed a trend during gym class that lots of whites tried to get in or out of the showers as quick as possible to avoid the blacks. He instituted a mandatory showering time, ostensibly for cleanliness, but in reality, it made him feel good watching Coxville's good ol' boys squirm. Samson, LD, Max, Leroy, Deon, and fuck even nerdy Melvin all had black cocks that dwarfed the biggest white kid in school. The black jocks took to mocking the white boys. Samson openly called Todd a pencil dick. Others called the white students dick-less, noodle dicks, worm dick, or little white grubs and Coach Black did nothing to stop the humiliation. He looked down at his cock, not quite sticking straight out. Coach Summers was still running her fingers along his hard shaft. He'd seen the look of awe on her face before on other conquests and it never grew old. "It gets bigger," he told her. "Why don't you clean it for me?"
Jenny still had some soap on her hands. She began lathering the huge black shaft up, watching as it grew even bigger. The head came up to rest between her large breasts. "It's twice as big as my husband's," she lied. It was probably closer to three times, but she didn't want the arrogant coach to know how much bigger his penis... his big black cock was then her husband's little penis. What the hell am I doing? She thought. I should stop this immediately, but she couldn't let go of his cock. She'd never even touched a black man before outside of a handshake and here her hand was frozen to Coach Black's giant dark-skinned cock. She bent down to heft and lather up his heavy scrotum. It too dwarfed her husband's. One of Coach Black's testicles was bigger than Harold, penis and nut sack combined. Her other hand was still rubbing the Coach's cock and it occurred to her that she wasn't so much cleaning it anymore as that she was jerking it off. She should stop this immediately, but she couldn't.
Coach Black reached out to pinch her nipple again, but instead found his hand squeezing the entire soft fleshy pillow of her giant breast. He'd never seen tits this big on a woman this fit and that wasn't a complaint. He released her breast and slid his hand along her wet back to her shoulder. He began to apply pressure, pushing her down. "Now that it's clean, why don't you suck it for me?" he asked.
Jenny found herself on her knees looking up at the massively muscled black man with his cock sticking straight out over her face. If he thought she was going to suck his cock, he had another think coming. She rarely even did that for her puny dicked husband. The long pee slit brushed her lips and she stared cross eyed down the huge shaft. No way was she going to suck off the arrogant black man. "No way, I'm married," she said as her tongue came out to lick under the black bulbous crown causing her entire body to shiver with excitement. A married white woman or an unmarried one for that matter would never put a black man's penis in her mouth.
Coach Black pushed down on the base of his cock and pushed the head into Jenny's mouth. "A blowjob isn't cheating," he said, staring down at her. Jenny surprised herself by not fighting it. Instead she wrapped her lips tightly around the tip of his cock. It felt so big in her mouth. It was hard not to gag. "Suck it hard just like that," said Black, putting his hand on the back of her wet head and pulling her farther into his cock.
It's so thick, so much bigger then Harold's. My husband's never this hard either. The Coach's cock is like steel. It may have been hard as steel, but that black steel shaft actually bent as Black tried to shove more of his cock in her mouth. "Get some more of this big black cock," he said. "That's it." The big cock head worked its way down Jenny's throat and she found herself sucking half the giant shaft. Just see how much you can swallow and then stop, she told herself. This is so wrong, but so... natural.
Jenny bobbed her head rapidly, her lips tightly gripping the shaft sliding in and out of them. She looked down the six or seven inches of fat black meat sticking out of her mouth and let her eyes run up over the black man's magnificently muscled body. Black was as near to physical perfection as a man could get. She looked at his face, rugged features, tough looking and a little mean, but cocky and handsome. Her eyes met his and they froze staring at each other. Strange thoughts began popping into her brain, thoughts completely foreign to her mindset. Thoughts she couldn't have pictured herself having twenty minutes ago before she first set eyes on Coach Black's cock. The first strange thought was that she wanted to swallow his entire shaft at some point. She wanted to swallow his cum. She wanted to please him. She wanted to know what it would be liked to be fucked by a cock this big and this black, fucked by a big black cock.
The head pushed too deep. Jenny gagged and had to pull back to catch her breath. She broke eye contact and began nibbling all along his shaft letting her throat muscles take a break. Finally, there's a real man in my life. No more limp dicked husband. I want it down my throat again, she thought, not wanting to wait any longer. Jenny took him back in her throat and slurped over the head while kneading Coach's heavy sperm filled balls. She looked up into his eyes again. A real man doesn't have a little white penis. A real man has a cock, a big black cock. This is a real man. Coach Black, I'm glad you don't know what I'm thinking because it makes me feel slutty. You are a real man Coach Black and I love your big black cock. Jenny watched a conceited smirk appear on his face and for a moment she feared that he could read minds.
"I wanna fuck them titties," said Coach Black, stooping down. Jenny fell to her back on the wet shower floor. Hot water slid under her body as the Coach kneeled over her and started sliding his big black cock between her large breasts. Jenny had let Harold do this to her several times when they were young and in their early twenties. She snickered at the memory. Her husband's little white penis had disappeared entirely among the folds of her oversize GG bosom. The Coach's black cock looked like a foot-long kielbasa sliding between a regular sized hot dog's buns. It was so big she could still suck on the tip while he fucked her breasts and that was exactly what she did.
Jenny squeezed her breasts tightly around his shaft while sucking the head of his cock. Black was on top of her, holding himself up like he was doing push-ups, pumping his hips so that his cock slid back and forth through her breasts, fucking them. His cock head popped out of her mouth. He was groaning and fucking her tits faster now. She struggled to recapture his cock head in her mouth, but it was too late. "I'm gonna CUMMM!" growled the coach and cum he did.
Coach Black's cock literally exploded its first wad shooting between her breasts and striking the bottom of her chin. He reared back, jerking his cock off furiously over her breasts. Long wads of semen shot out from the tip, covering her breasts, chest, and face. One long strand of sperm fell directly in her mouth and Jenny swirled it around, tasting it, and for the first time swallowing a man's seed to show her respect for his prowess. Her upper torso was coated in semen. Black's one load blew more sperm out then Harold's penis had in nearly nineteen years of marriage. There's so much cum for me, thought Jenny. She squeezed her breasts together and looked down at all the white pudding on her body. Thirty minutes ago, she hadn't liked that her feet were touching the moldy floor of the boy's shower, now she was lying on her back on the same shower floor, covered in a black man's sperm and she'd never felt better.
The Coach fell back to his knees, straddling her hot body and let his mighty cock fall back between her breasts. Jenny grabbed his shaft with both hands and stroked it forward while holding her tongue out, hoping to squeeze the last bits of ejaculate into her mouth so that she could taste him again. Her hands milked one last large wad of semen from his shaft and she promptly licked it up. Mmm, his cum tastes so good, she thought, looking him in the eyes again, the tip of his cock on her lips.



Jenny was torn emotionally. This was just a strange situation two attractive people found themselves caught up in and wouldn't... couldn't happen again. She was a married mother, a school teacher, a churchgoer, a model citizen of Coxville. She couldn't risk an affair. Yet deep down she knew that if Coach Black walked into her office and whipped his cock out, she'd be on her knees trying to suck it bone dry without him saying a word to her. Still, she could try to resist him, avoid being alone with him whenever possible. Jenny decided to make the most of it. "Listen up, this never happened, this isn't happening, and won't happen again." She stared hard into Coach's eyes until he nodded his understanding. "Good. Then I want you to fuck me," she told him, kissing his cock head. "But you can't get me pregnant." Maybe he had a condom in his office, she hoped. She didn't trust him to pull out.
"Don't worry about that Jenny," said Coach Black. "I've had a vasectomy," he lied. Yeah right, he thought. Like I'd let a knife anywhere around my balls.
"Then show me how a real man fucks, Coach. Show me what a big black cock can do. Fuck my white pussy."
**********
Kitty Summers was on all fours on the tiled floor of the girl's locker room, her legs were spread wide. Her arms rested on her elbows and her hands were clasped together as if she were praying. Samson was kneeling behind her, his cock once again erect, harder than ever and he aimed it at her pretty pink pussy. "Please be gentle," she begged. "I've only had Todd and he doesn't have a cock like yours."
"Don't worry girl. I'll take it easy," said Samson, rubbing his cock head up and down her glistening labia. Her pussy was soaked, her lips stuck out and her clitoris was hard and distended. Her pussy was begging for his cock, literally drooling for it.
Kitty felt the knobby head exerting pressure on her pussy lips. Her labia slowly pushed in, opening for it and Samson's cock slipped inside. Kitty scrunched up her face in concentration, sucking her lower lip into her mouth and tasting the sperm still covering her chin on it. Oh, it's stretching me out so good, she thought. Samson felt so much bigger then Todd did when he was inside her.
"There, finally got the tip in," said Samson. "Damn girl, your pussy's so tight." The black teen gave a short thrust. Her pussy made a farting noise as her juices squirted out around his shaft. Her pussy was soaked, doing its job coating his cock. "I see Todd's little dick didn't open up this pussy none. It feels like I'm fucking a virgin."
Kitty felt like she was losing her virginity all over again, but without any pain this time. Her insides felt stretched to their max, but there was no pain only intense pleasure. She was grateful, Samson was being patient with her. She reached under her body and between her legs to spread her pussy open for him. "Yes!" she moaned. "Samson! Your cock feels so good in my pussy. You're so deep inside me."
"Deep?" he laughed. "You gotta be kidding me. You still got six inches to go, girl. I'm going to have to resize this little pussy of yours."
His cock had forced Kitty down on her belly, her large breasts holding her torso off the ground. She was moaning in pleasure, but his words brought her back to reality. "What! Oh god," she screamed, thinking, Resized! I'll never be able to fuck a white boy again and enjoy it.
Samson grabbed her hips pulling her pussy back onto his cock while he fucked her hard with half his shaft. "Uh Uh Uh, Fuck!," he grunted. With one powerful yank, he buried his cock in her pussy. "Yeah, that's better, opening this pussy up real good now."
"Oh! Shit! Aaaahh!! Fuck!!" screamed Kitty as Samson's cock head forced its way through her cervix and into her womb. Kitty felt her pussy stretch to accommodate Samson's foot long cock and she truly felt resized. He collapsed on top of her and they rolled over onto their sides. He held her leg up and began working his cock in and out of her pussy. She groggily lifted her head to look at him, he stared back at her, their faces just inches apart Then they were kissing, tongues dueling for supremacy as he slowly fucked her into submission.
Samson suddenly grabbed her body and rolled onto his back. He pulled her body up his until his cock sprang free and she moaned in resentment. He held his slick cock, hard and rampant as it ever got, up for her to see as she straddled his body, her ass resting on his hard-abdominal muscles. Kitty looked down her breasts and belly and the enormous cock sticking up just past her pussy. "Look at it Kitty," he told her. "I bet you didn't think all that was gonna fit inside you. You was built for big nigger dick. Get up and ride it, girl."
Kitty stared at it in awe. She giggled suddenly. She rode horses professionally, bouncing up and down in the saddle. She pictured herself in her riding outfit while mounting Samson. "Well I hope you're ready. I can ride better than any girl in school." She stared at his cock and couldn't help thinking that he was right. She had taken the while thing. What's happening to me, she wondered. Am I really built to fuck big black NIGGERS!"
Kitty sat up facing away from him, lifted her hips, and slowly lowered her pussy down around Samson's big cock again. This time it slid in a lot easier, the head banging against her cervix, but there was no pain. She started riding his cock, bouncing up and down in his lap as fast as she could. Her big tits flopped up and down. She felt her pussy squeezing down hard around his dick, hugging his shaft, milking it for his cum. "Oh oh oh! Fuck!" she moaned. "Your cock is so deep in my little white pussy! Uh. I'm c-cumming! I'm cumming on your big black cock. Oooo-oooo oooh!" She screamed as her pussy clamped down around his cock, seeming to vibrate like crazy as she had her first true orgasm with a man. Waves of pleasure permeated her body. Kitty screamed her joy to the world as she felt true sexual satisfaction for the first time in her young life.
Her orgasm added fresh lube to his shaft and loosened up her cervix so that as she slammed down in his lap, his cock head forced its way even deeper inside her. "I think it's in my womb," she gasped. "It's so deep!" Kitty's pussy hadn't even quit spasming from the last orgasm and suddenly it was blowing up around his cock again before clamping down over his shaft. Kitty was stunned, such pleasure shouldn't be humanly possible. "I think I'm cumming again!! Aaagg!!"
Samson was still young and not that experienced. There was no way he could last feeling her pussy going crazy around his shaft. Oh. Fuck! He thought. Her pussy's so good! I'm about to CUM!! "Ugh! Fuck! I'm blowing my load girl. Right in your pussy. AAARG!!"
Kitty screamed. "No. Wait! Pull OUT!" She tried to jump off him, but her legs were too weak to lift her off the giant cock. Instead, she slammed back down into his crotch. Her last orgasm hadn't even stopped and suddenly she was cumming again. Samson's cock was jerking, pumping his seed inside her womb. She felt his blasts of cum striking inside her and then her womb was ballooning up as it filled and his ejaculate was squirting out through her cervix, around his shaft and pouring out her pussy. "AAAA!" she screamed. Oh god! I can't take anymore, Kitty thought. She felt dizzy. She was still cumming. Samson's cock was still pumping wad after wad of cum inside her pussy. Kitty's eyes rolled up inside her head.
I'm passing out, were her last thoughts. Passing out from pure sexual pleasure.
***************
Todd had spent the last hour walking around with a hard on. He texted Kitty for the second time and waited ten minutes. When there was no response, he tried calling her, but she didn't answer. He was expecting his victory blow job and Kitty had never disappointed him before. She kept her promises.
Finally, he decided to try her house. He drove out to the Summer's home, parking behind Mr. Summer's car. Kitty didn't own a car and her mom tended to ferry her around. At first, he walked around the side of the house and peeped over the fence. The Summer's large pool dominated the backyard. He and Kitty had made out many times in that pool. Just the thought of his girlfriend in her tight bikini was doing nothing to help his erection. He looked up above the pool to the second floor, but Kitty's bedroom light wasn't on.
Todd headed back around the front and rang the bell. He waited patiently, tapping his foot, hands inside his varsity jacket until Mr. Summer's answered the door. "Oh, Hi Todd. Great game tonight," said the balding, pudgy man.
Kitty certainly didn't get any of her looks from her father. No Kitty's looks, naturally blonde hair, and buxom athletic figure all came from her stunning mother. Todd could never figure out how a guy that looked like Harold Summers could have scored a wife like Jenny. Kitty's mom figured in as many of his masturbatory fantasies as Kitty did. Jenny never wore a bikini as skimpy as her daughters. All her swimsuits were more conservative, but there was no hiding that body. "Thanks, Mr. Summers. Is Kitty home?"
"Nope, the girls aren't home yet. I thought Kitty would be with you."
"That's strange. We were supposed to meet up, but she isn't answering her phone."
"Well Jenny couldn't find her keys and hoped Kitty had them. I wasn't about to wait all night for her to find them. I just called, but my wife isn't answering her phone either. You wanna come in and wait?"
"No thanks. Just tell her I'll see her at school if she doesn't get home any time soon."
"Jenny and I had plans. I guess it looks like we both are getting stood up. Good night."
"Bye." Disappointed, Todd walked back to his car. He'd wasted half his night waiting for Kitty. He decided to go find his teammates, they would be out drinking somewhere. Hopefully Kitty would call and he wouldn't be stuck with his right hand for a date.
***************
Jenny Summers felt dazed and confused. Just over a half hour ago, she had been feeling icky walking through the men's mildew smelling shower with just the bottoms of her feet touching the tiles. Now she was laying on those same tiles, covered in the black coach's sperm, legs spread wide to receive a black cock longer than a foot and thicker than her wrist. And she had asked to be fucked by it! Looking at that black monster poised to enter her pussy was giving her second thoughts. She could see his big sperm filled balls dangling underneath the huge shaft. She hefted those big balls and now that she thought about it, she hadn't seen a vasectomy scar on them. "But I thought a vasectomy meant..." she said, but the Coach ignored her and continued lining his big cock up with her pussy. She thought about squeezing her legs shut to stop him, but instead the hand with her wedding ring finger went between her legs and spread the folds of her labia open for him. He surely wouldn't lie about getting a vasectomy. Would he? Maybe the scar was just faint? Maybe vasectomies didn't leave scars? She could still taste his sperm on her tongue and it was the thickest richest sperm she had ever tasted. She'd given her husband a blow job a half dozen or so times over their nineteen-year marriage, but her obviously fertile husband didn't taste as rich or produce anywhere near as much cum as the Coach's big black balls. The consistency of the black man's sperm was a lot thicker. Thick gelatinous globs covered her breasts, face, and chin, even mixed with water from the shower, it was a lot more viscous then Harold's little teaspoon of runny sperm. But why would a man lie about a vasectomy unless he wanted to get her pregnant. Jenny shrugged it off as a product of her suspicious mind and decided she'd have to ask Nurse Swallows if she knew anything about vasectomies when she got a chance.
A long strand of semen was still dangling from the big head of Coach Black's cock as he pressed it down against the opening to Jenny Summer's tight white pussy. I can't believe I'm about to fuck the hottest white bitch in Coxville! he thought, grinning as light sparkled on her wedding ring. He knew from experience that once his cock was fully embedded in her, married Jenny Summers would be his. He looked down at her magnificent body and wondered not for the first time how a wimp like Harold Summers had ever scored a major babe like this.
Jenny leaned up watching his cock head pushing her labia in. The last time anything anywhere that big had been near her pussy was her daughter's head when she was giving birth. God he's huge, she thought. I still can't believe how big his cock is. I didn't know penises got that big. He'll split me in two with that thing. Jenny gulped in nervousness as her pussy finally opened wide enough for the tip to fit in.
"Shit! You got one pretty pink pussy, Jenny. It's already hot and wet for my black dick." Black wasn't kidding either. He'd never seen a pussy more eager for his cock. Her pussy lips were dripping with juice and quivering with anticipation. Muscle spasms just inside seemed to be trying to pull him in deeper. The bitch was starving for a fucking by a real man.
Jenny's fingers moved from holding her pussy open for him to reaching down to grab the base of his cock just under the head. There was a gap of several inches between her fingers he was so thick. "Jesus! It's too thick! I don't think I can take it all," she moaned with apprehension.
"That's just the head, baby. You got a long way to go." There was no way the Coach was going to stop until he was balls deep in her sweet pussy. He grabbed her legs and pulled her into his cock, her back sliding along the wet floor. Inch after inch forced its way into her pussy. Her vaginal muscles were still trying to pull him deeper. He reached a point only five or six inches in and her pussy suddenly froze, trying to hold him in place.
Jenny moaned and gasped for air on the shower floor. It was starting to feel good, but she couldn't take anymore. "Mmm, Coach," she moaned. "You're as deep as Harold's ever managed, but you're so thick and hard. Oooo! It's good, but I don't think I was built to handle another inch."
Coach Black laid down until he was holding himself up over Jenny like he was doing a push-up. "Not anymore," he growled, flexing his ass and slamming his hips forward. Jenny gasped in shock and threw her head back as she screamed. There were tears dripping from her eyes from having her cervix opened by his cock, but for the most part it was a scream of pleasure. He pulled his hips back and slowly slid his cock in until his balls slapped against her thighs. Yeah, the bitch was ready to get fucked. Her pussy was squeezing his cock again trying to stop him from pulling it out. Her vaginal muscles were now pulling on his entire shaft, wanting the head in her womb. He chuckled wondering how Harold would react when his wife kept trying to pull him deeper into her needy pussy, hungry for more than he could ever give her.
Jenny's eyes had rolled up in her head as the huge cock head battered its way into her womb. There had been an intense burst of pain, but it hadn't lasted long. Now it felt good, incredibly good. Her body had never reacted to sex like this. She was writhing under him, her hips humping up into his thrusting cock. Coach Black was doing push-ups over her, pulling his cock out and slamming it forwards, picking up speed as her pussy stretched open around his cock, thoroughly coating every inch of his shaft with her arousal. "It feels so good!" she screamed. "So big! Uhn Fuck!"
"God damn! Yo pussy's so tight. That's it girl, keep opening up for me. I'm about to beat yo back out." The Coach increased his speed fucking her as hard as his hips could move.
Jenny's body was wracked with so much pleasure she couldn't think straight. Nothing mattered anymore to the mind numbed blonde wife and mother other than the massive black cock thrusting in and out of her pussy. She did everything she could to assist him, spreading her legs as wide as they would go, angling her back and lifting her pussy so that it was at the right angle to receive his thrusting cock. It wasn't long before the pleasure balloon inside her body inflated too far and it burst. "Coach!" she screamed on pleasure. "OH!! You're making me CUUUM!!"
The Coach buried his cock and held it still as the hot married white woman trembled in orgasm, her pussy quivering around his cock. He stared at her face, loving the look of intensity, the look of awe, of disbelief written on it. When she was finally done orgasming, his big hands grabbed her hips and lifted her as he kneeled, then stood. His muscles strained and flexed as he lifted the sex crazed woman up and down his shaft. A weaker man couldn't have done this, but Coach Black was not a weak man. Shit, this pussy is so good," he thought. Jenny's head was thrown back as she squealed in pleasure each time he pulled her down on his cock. One of her hands was squeezing her own breast, pinching her nipple. She looked so sensual, so slutty. "You like my cock, huh?"
"God, YES! Fuck YES! Uh. Fuck ME!"
"UNG!" The Coach grunted as his balls slapped hard against her thighs. He was fucking her as fast as his muscular arms could manage. "I own this pussy now, Mrs. Jenny."
"OH, GOD! Fuck me with your BIG BLACK COCK!! YE-E-EEEES!!"
Jenny's orgasm tossed her body so violently, he almost dropped her. Coach Black pulled the trembling woman into his arms and rose to his feet, his hand gripping her tight ass cheeks. Her incredible bosom mashed against his hard-muscular chest. He lifted her up until the tops of her breasts nudged the bottom on his goatee covered chin. He stared up at her as her head lolled a bit and she slowly looked down into his eyes. The look of adoration on her face was one he'd never forget.
Jenny stared down at the Coach, their eyes locked for what felt like several minutes without either speaking. "Oh My God!" she finally said. "No one's ever made me cum so hard." Her blue eyes drowned in his dark eyes and vice versa. Jenny had met the Coach last summer when he took over for the previous retiring coach. Black was somewhat famous being a pro football player and she knew who he was. She hadn't liked him at first. He was conceited and arrogant. He couldn't take his eyes off her breasts when they were introduced. He was fond of belittling Harold and he favored his black players over the white ones, clearly preferring Samson West to Kitty's boyfriend Todd. Coach Black was a rude, arrogant, bully, and probably a bit racist, but if she'd known how incredible sex with him was, she'd have fucked him the day she met him. "To think we could have been doing this all along," she muttered. "Kiss me." She lowered her head and their lips mashed against each other. It was a kiss filled with passion and lust. She let his tongue enter her mouth and their tongues dueled as the kiss went on for several minutes. Jenny Summers gave herself to him in that kiss, thanking him for the two most intense orgasms of her life, no longer caring how wrong this was, that she was married, a mother, a coworker, a church going Christian, or that she was a white woman with a black man. No all she cared about was the strong black hands squeezing her ass cheeks as her black lover began lifting her up and down his cock again. She kept kissing him as he picked up speed. She was still kissing him when she came again. She trembled in his arms, moaning with pleasure, her lips squeezing his tongue between them.
"Now your turn to do the work," said the Coach. He lifted her off his cock laughing at her squeal of displeasure. Black kneeled before her, kissed her on the belly button and then laid back on the floor. "Come ride this black dick," he said, putting his hands under his head.
Jenny straddled him and lifted his cock as she lowered herself over it. It was still a tight fit, but her pussy was stretched and it slid in easily. She wondered if her pussy would ever return to normal. If it didn't she wouldn't even be able to feel her husband inside her. She lowered herself down, moaning as his cock buried itself completely inside her. Jenny sucked her lower lip into her mouth as she ground her crotch down against his. I never imagined sex could feel SO FUCKING GOOD! She thought. After several minutes of just luxuriating in the feel of him inside her, she began to bounce in his lap.



"Yeah. Get into it Jenny," said the Coach, grinning his delight. "Ride that dick!" Her back was arched, thrusting her magnificent tits before his eyes and he just stared at her hard nipples. Little bumps surrounded the puffy areola. Her breasts were slick, glistening in the light from the shower's water, and here and there, still covered in globs of his seed. Jenny was slowly riding his shaft, staring at him with an ornery look on her face. She looked different, changed. The Coach's grin broadened as he realized what was different about her. Married, prim and proper, Jenny Summers now looked slutty and wanton. He'd broken her. His cock had released her inner slut!"
Jenny ran her hands over his hard-black stomach and chest, so different from Harold's pudgy pale freckled stomach. There wasn't an ounce of fat on Coach Black's body. She laid down on top of him, writhing her body against his before arching her back and sucking on his black nipple. Jenny laughed and sat up again, grinding her pussy into his cock. She started bouncing again. If felt different fucking him. Now she was the one in control. She was the one using her pussy to get his big black cock off. She liked the feeling. "Yeah. You want me to ride you like a BIG BLACK BULL," she purred. Oh, it's just so huge! She thought. My pussy is so sensitive. I can feel his cock throbbing. I can feel his pulse. His heart beating inside his big cock. It was triggering another orgasm. Jenny reared up, pushing down on his stomach, bucking up and down in his lap to bring on yet another big orgasm. "Yes! Yes! Yes!" she shouted. "AH! AAAH!! AAAAAHHH!! I'm cumming so hard!"
"Fuck yeah!"
"OOH! I LOVE YOUR FUCKING BIG BLACK COCK!"
"OH SHIT!" groaned the Coach, grabbing her thighs, and bucking his hips up into her pussy as she rode him.
Jenny's eyes flew wide open in shock. His cock was bucking against the tight walls of her pussy and it felt like someone had turned on a hose inside her womb. Oh NO! she thought panicking. He's cumming inside my unprotected womb. She hadn't felt a man cum inside her for eighteen years. She'd made Harold wear a condom since Kitty was born. Kitty had been unplanned. They were attempting the rhythm method, but Harold had lost control. She'd let him go without a condom while she was pregnant and loved feeling his little penis squirt inside her despite disliking the mess. She'd forgotten that and the little pleasure her husband had given her was nothing like this. Coach Black's cock was like an erupting volcano, spewing its hot lava, it's hot seed inside her unprotected womb. Jenny's body was trembling again. "Wait! Wait! Wait!" And then it happened. "OH MY GOD! I'm cumming AGAIN!! UH! UH! UNNNH!"
"Fuck!" growled the Coach, through gritted teeth. "Milk them black balls with that tight white slut pussy, bitch!"
Jenny didn't particularly care for being talked to like she was some whore off the street, but when the man saying it is wracking your body with the biggest orgasms of your life, she was willing to overlook it. Her orgasm lasted as long as the others had and when it was over, she collapsed on Coach's chest, gasping for breath. They kissed again, his tongue darting into her mouth, little mews coming from the back of her throat as his cock continued jerking, sending smaller jets of sperm into her womb. Thank god, he's had a vasectomy, she thought. Jenny kissed him again and then slid forward, kissing his nose, eye lid, forehead. She felt his tongue slide along the top of her breasts, moving down to flicker over one distended nipple, before sucking her entire areola into his mouth. The man was insatiable, she thought, moaning.
Jenny slid forward until his cock plopped out of her pussy. She sighed, looking back over her shoulder at it, standing proudly upwards, still huge and thick, cum continued spurting up from the big cock head to pour down the huge shaft. A torrent of semen poured from her now unplugged pussy, splattering on his pubic hair and running down around his shaft to drip off his balls. What have I done, thought Jenny. My husband would drop dead if he could see me now.
Jenny rolled off the coach and fell spread-eagled on the tiled floor of the nasty boy's showers, water from multiple showers hitting her body from all angles. The coach leaned on his side and ran his hands along her body. His dark fingers moved through the wisps of blonde pubic hair before his hand slid over her flat belly and across her huge breasts. She shuddered as she watched his hand squeezing her bosom and pinching her nipples one after the other. "Your body is so amazing Jenny," said the Coach. He noticed her lying there, breathing heavily, and asked, "Are you alright?"
Jenny smiled. "I'm fine. Just tired. Who knew having multiple large orgasms could be so exhausting."
"You're telling me, sexy. That tight white pussy of yours drained my balls dry." The coach leaned over and kissed her nipple before pushing himself to his feet. "Let's get cleaned up." He reached down and took her hand, pulling her to her feet.
"You bet," said Jenny, "Old man Long is gonna be pissed when he sees the school's water bill."
The married white wife and mother spent the next twenty minutes under the shower's stream with her new black lover exploring each other's bodies. He soaped her down, trying to get every bit of evidence off her magnificent body. Strong black hands wiped between her legs and thighs, over her ass cheeks across her back and stomach. Smaller slim white hands, one with a glistening diamond ring on it, symbol of her commitment to another man, ran across his hard-muscular stomach and chest, soaping his cock and balls until every bit of semen was off it. She could feel his cock twitch and swell as she cleaned it and again when he pulled her into his arms and kissed her passionately.
Hand in hand they left the steamy shower.
**********
Kitty slowly came to her senses. Her cheek was pressed hard against a wooden plank. She groggily raised her head. "Uh. W-where am I?" Wow, I came so hard, my body went numb, she thought. Kitty pushed against the plank. It was the seat in the girl's locker room. She was straddling it, breasts mashed down against it. Her whole body still felt tingly, her large orgasms made her pussy convulse and curled her toes. Her body still felt the aftereffects of that pleasurable orgasm and she felt great, except for this pain coming from her ass. "Ouch! Samson, what are you doing?"
"I'm gonna bust a nut in this pretty little ass of yours," said Samson. He was leaning back bracing himself on the seat with his cock thrust forwards into her asshole just above her still sperm dripping pussy. "Fuck. It's so tight, I just got the head of my cock in."
"WAIT! I don't even let Todd do me there!"
"I ain't Todd! You're gonna take it if ya want this dick again."
Damn it, she did want his dick again. It was the only dick she wanted from here on out. "Oh. God. I don't know. Just go slow."
"Ungh!" grunted Samson as his big cock bent in the middle trying to force its way into Kitty's ass. Luckily, it was still well lubricated from his sperm and her orgasms or it would have been more difficult. None of the women he'd ever fucked before had let his big thing near their assholes and it was always something he had wanted to do. He'd taken advantage of Kitty's comatose state to get the head past her rosebud. But Kitty was different from the other girls. She was moaning a little like she was enjoying it. "YEAH! You like that black cock in your tight ass?"
"YES!" she moaned. "I like your black cock anywhere. Fuck my ass, Samson! Fuck my tight ass with your big black cock! AAAAAHHH!!" Kitty couldn't believe how good it felt. Her ass shouldn't have been able to take something this big or at least for it to feel pleasurable. His cock feels so good stretching out my ass, she thought, moaning loudly. "HARDER! Fuck that ass!" Her black lover was listening to her pleas. He increased his speed, his black cock sliding more easily in and out of her ass. His balls were slapping against her sensitive labia and clitoris. Kitty was actually pushing back into his thrusting cock. I'm like gonna cum from an ass fucking, she thought not believing it. "I love it," she told him while he hovered over her slamming his thick cock in and out of her rectum.
Samson couldn't take it. Her ass was tighter then her pussy. It was sucking the sperm out of him. "Gonna cum soon," he growled. "I'm cumming!!" He thrust his cock forward, hearing Kitty gasp loudly as his cum flooded her bowels. He shot several thick wads before pulling his cock out and shooting the rest over her back. Looking down, Samson smiled seeing his sperm leaking from the ass and pussy of his rival's girlfriend.
Minutes later, they were showering together in a scene similar to the one Kitty's mother and Coach Black had been doing a short time before. After drying off, Samson pulled his grass stained uniform back on and sat on the bench as Kitty still topless, pulled her red cheerleading skirt up. "God that was amazing," she grinned at him.
"You ready to dump that wimp Todd and date a real man?" he asked.
"Todd who, boyfriend?" she replied.
"We'll be the first interracial couple at Coxville High?"
"I don't care. Just keep fucking me. We gotta use protection next time. Mom won't let me go on the pill."
"I'll pull out next time. Trust me." Samson watched her finish dressing. It should be a crime covering up that perfect body, he thought. He gave her a quick, but passionate kiss. "I'll sneak out after you," he told her.
Kitty opened the door and peaked down the empty hall. She snuck out unaware that she had already been observed.
**********
Jenny was leaning over to get dressed when the coach came up behind her and squeezed her breasts. She grinned at him and reached down with her wedding ring hand to grab the still swollen cock. "I can't get over how big your black cock is!"
"You keep playin' with it like that and I'll be ready to go again soon."
"Jesus! You're amazing. Are you trying to kill me with this thing?" She gave his cock another squeeze and felt it swell even more. Jenny moaned as his fingers pinched her nipple and she was almost ready to go again, but then she noticed the clock on the locker room wall was at 10:08. "Shit! It's getting late. We've been in here for almost two hours! I've got to get home." Jenny sprang free of his arms, racing for her clothes. "Kitty's going to be furious. She's probably been looking for me this whole time."
"Whoa! Hang on!" said Coach Black, not wanting to see her go and not wanting to see her cover up her perfect body.
Jenny bent down forgetting her underwear, her abused twat pointing at him as she pulled her white skirt back up her legs. "I'm sorry Coach, but I got to get home soon or Harold will be worried." She grabbed her red "Cocks" top and pulled it down half way over her full bare breasts.
"You know we're gonna fuck again soon. Right?"
Jenny's answer was to spin around and fall to her knees. She looked up at him as she grabbed his cock. Jenny leaned down and took him in her mouth. She swallowed the entire shaft up to her fist which was holding the base of his cock. She sucked and slurped over her new toy, feeling it swell and turn completely hard again in her mouth. Jenny pulled back. "You can bet on it," she told him. Jenny stood. "I need the spare keys."
"On the hanger inside my office."
Jenny grabbed Black's set of keys and raced out of the locker room and down the hall. Her shirt still raised just under her nipples. Her belly and the bottom of her breasts were exposed. She headed through the gym and over to the girl's locker-room. That was sweet of the coach to lend me his keys even though I left him hanging with another huge erection, she thought. I'll just grab my things from the locker room and find Kitty so that we can get home. I hope she's feeling better than before, she wondered.
Jenny arrived at the girl's lockers and put her key in the door, while trying to stretch her shirt back down. She opened the door a crack and could hear the obvious sounds of someone fucking. Her brows narrowed in anger. How dare one of her students use the locker room's for sex? Someone was about to get suspended.
Jenny stepped around the corner just as a female voice screamed, "I love it!" Gotcha, she thought. Jenny reared back in stunned horror. She was standing behind a black man fucking a blonde white girl from behind and that white girl looked just like... Oh shit... Not Kitty. Not with a black guy! What if he gets her pregnant? Wait! He's not fucking her pussy. He's fucking her ass! The little slut is loving it and Samson's nearly as big as the coach. I wonder what it feels like to have something so big shoved up your ass? Samson yelled a warning that he was about to cum. I should stop this, she thought. No, I'll just pretend this didn't happen.
Jenny watched as Samson pulled his swollen engorged cock out and blasted sperm across her daughter's back. She spun around behind the lockers, knowing they were nearly finished and deep in thought. I'll just go wait by the car. She was worried that Kitty wasn't on the pill, but then maybe that's why she let him fuck her ass, even though such an act was unnatural and a sin. I wonder if Coach Black would fuck my ass? She kind of wanted to try it even though she would feel like a pervert asking him and he might think she was disgusting.
Jenny hurried out the door while Samson and her daughter showered together. She left the school and waited by her car.
**********
Kitty came bouncing down the steps seeing her mom leaning against her car waiting for her. "Looking for these?" she asked, dangling her mom's keys out to drop them in her hand.
"Just get in the car. Your father is probably worried." Jenny walked around to the driver's side and got behind the wheel as her daughter got in beside her in the passenger seat. She glanced sideways at her perky daughter. She was glowing, radiant and had a grin from ear to ear.
"Mom, Samson West asked me to be his girlfriend."
"What did he say when you turned him down?" Jenny waited for half a minute and when her daughter didn't answer she said, "You did turn him down?"
"Not exactly."
"Kitty, he's black and this is the deep South. That kind of thing doesn't happen in Coxville."
"But mom...?"
"I said no and that's that." Jenny drove the rest of the way home while Kitty pouted. They were silent until she pulled into the driveway and added, "Stick with Todd. He's already gotten into college and has a bright future. That Samson boy is trouble. The only way he's getting into college is with a scholarship. Otherwise, he's going to end up in jail like most of the other boys from Westside."
"Okay mom," grumbled Kitty, thinking that she and Samson would just have to keep their love a secret.
Jenny patted her daughter on the arm, feeling a little envious. I can't believe I'm jealous of the little slut, she thought. If I had met the Coach when I was her age, I never would have married Harold. Jenny shivered with lust at the thought of getting the Coach's big black cock daily since she was a teenager.
Harold opened the front door and stepped outside. "Where have you been? I've been worried sick. I tried both your phones. Honey, we had plans for tonight."
Jenny ran her hand through the hair on the top of her head. "It's been a LONG and HARD day, Harold," she said, thinking about Coach Black's big cock. "Really long and hard. I'm not in the mood for this."
"Well okay, but you still should have called." The pudgy husband of the hottest woman in Coxville turned to his daughter. "Todd was here waiting for you Kitty. He wanted you to call him, but that was over an hour ago."
Kitty just nodded, shrugging like she didn't really care. She kissed her dad on the cheek. "Goodnight daddy, I'll be in my room."
"Goodnight Kitten," he replied. Harold turned to his lovely blonde wife and put his hand around her waist. He had a shit eating grin on his face as he said, "Just because our plans got ruined, doesn't mean our night does."
Jenny rolled her eyes. "Honey, I'm tired and I have a headache."
"But you promised," said Harold almost whimpering.
"Alright, alright," replied Jenny giving in. I hate to see a grown man beg, she thought. Any other time she would have been thrilled. They'd had sex during the storm last night and normally that would satisfy Harold for a couple weeks. Harold wanting sex two days in a row would have been a pleasant treat, but after getting the fucking of your life from a hung black man, she wasn't even sure if she would be able to feel Harold inside her stretched-out pussy.
Hand in hand, the husband and wife walked upstairs. Jenny went into the master bath and changed for bed. She pulled on a lacy halter top so tight and thin, her breasts were visible. She pulled on cotton panties. She had been in such a hurry, she'd forgotten her underwear in the boy's lockers. She hoped the Coach had grabbed them. Just one look at the cup size and most of the school would know they were hers. She brushed her teeth, the lingering taste of the coach's sperm still on her tongue. It felt like there was a gallon of sperm still sloshing around in her womb and her pussy was still stretched out. If Harold had any sense, he'd know something was wrong. What was she going to do?
Jenny left the bathroom and walked into her bedroom. She caught her husband in the act of putting his condom on. He stood nude in their room. The rubber hanging loosely on his little penis. That is so not sexy, she thought. No flat stomach, no abs or pecs, no muscles at all, no ebony skin glistening in the light, no cocky grin on his face, and no big black cock sticking proudly out from his body. Jenny smiled and tried to look interested. She fell to her knees and pulled the small condom off his even smaller penis. "You won't be needing this," she said.
"What are you...?
Jenny's lips closed around the head of her husband's penis. She let her tongue swirl around the tip.
"Honey, are you sure?" asked a very surprised and delighted Harold. "It's been so long since you sucked my cock."
"Seriously Harold? It's a penis, not a cock. Don't be so crude." She put the little grape head back in her mouth. She thought of Coach Black again. Now that's a COCK, thought the young mother. I haven't done this in years and now twice in one night, thought Jenny. If Harold even counts. Jenny swallowed his penis until her lips pressed into his pubic hairs. This is so easy. The head barely even enter my throat. I wish I was sucking the Coach's big black cock again. She moaned, remembering how she had fallen to her knees in the shower and took that magnificent cock between her lips.
Jenny looked up to see if her husband was enjoying it. She wasn't surprised to see a goofy expression on his face. "Slow down honey, I'm gonna cum," he gasped.
Harold's penis bucked in her mouth. What a wimp, she thought. I just started. Jenny pulled back and stuck her tongue out under the floppy penis she'd spent twenty years of her life with. There were only a few small drops of semen on her tongue.
"Sorry," said Harold. "I tried to warn you."
"It's all right honey," Jenny replied, smiling at him. She stood back up and walked into the bathroom, spitting the small wad of semen into a tissue.
Harold called from the bedroom. "Thanks honey, that was wonderful. I love you."
"I love you too," she called back, thinking that his semen didn't even taste as good as the Coach's. Harold's was runnier, not as thick, or as white and the Coach had a vasectomy. Maybe getting snipped, makes it taste richer, she wondered.
By the time Jenny left the bathroom, Harold had fallen asleep with a grin on his face. She slipped in bed beside her snoring husband, folded her arms under her head and stared up at the ceiling. I love Harold, she thought. I spent almost twenty years of my life with this man. I can't believe I just cheated on the father of my child with a black man. But I can't go back to just having sex with Harold. I need that big black cock. And what about Kitty? Now that she's discovered big black cock, will she be able to give it up? I know I can't. Jenny began to feel guilty and concerned about her family. She finally decided that Harold would have her love and devotion, but the Coach would have her sex. Since he couldn't get her pregnant, if they were discreet, there wouldn't be any consequences. Kitty she would just have to keep a close eye on.



Having made up her mind, Jenny Summers rolled over and tried to fall asleep not realizing how much her life would be changing over the next few months.
**********
Kitty got out of the shower and walked into her room nude. Well, it took forever, but I finally feel like I got all that sperm off me, she thought. "I think I'll check my messages," she said to herself. Her laptop was beside her bed and her phone was sitting by it. She brought her computer out of hibernation mode and checked her messages on her phone.
Todd only texted me seven times, she thought checking her messages. She looked up at her computer and saw she'd also gotten two emails from him. It's not like he's desperate, she thought. Loser, wants his victory blowjob." She shook her head, wondering if she should text him back that she was dumping him, but decided to wait and do it in person. Todd you're out and Samson your big black cock is in.
I wonder, thought Kitty. She typed "big black cock" into a search engine. Her screen was immediately filled with images of roosters. Kitty laughed and changed the filtering parameters on her search to allow for adult content. The next images that appeared in her screen made her eyes open wider and gasp at all the large black phalluses that appeared. One was colossal, cut and bigger then Samson's by a few inches. She clicked on the picture to enlarge it. The link directed her to LD's website, father of Lorenzo "LD" Doyle, one of Samson's teammates, and the only Coxville native to move to Los Angeles to get into the porn industry.
Kitty laid down on the bed staring at the screen filled with images of LD's big black cock. There were free samples and dozens of short video clips mostly featuring him with white women. He was billed as the most well-hung man in porn. There was even a dildo made from a mold of his cock for sale. I didn't know black cocks were so big, she thought, slipping two fingers between her moist thighs. One hand rubbed over her breasts and her fingers pinched a nipple. "I wish Samson were here to fuck me again," she moaned, staring at a clip of LD jerking off his huge cock.
Kitty continued fingering herself, her need growing as her fingers moved faster. She stared in wonder at the black cock on the screen swelling as he stroked it until black see exploded from the head. Suddenly her back arched and she gasped in pleasure. "Cumming!" she gasped.
Kitty closed her eyes, still slowly fingering herself as she began to fall asleep. The exhausted teen rolled over on her side, her finger still between her legs, the images of LD's black cock cumming on a constant loop still on her computer screen as she fell into a deep dream filled sleep.
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The Coxville Curse Part 1: Chapter 4: Sister Nancy's Faith Exchange
**********
September 25, 2009: The night after the shadow man came into the dreams of the sleeping women of Coxville. The day of the big game between the Coxville Cocks and the Bartown Beavers. The day that changed everything
***********
Her knuckles whitened as she clutched the crucifix in her hands. She prayed for forgiveness. She prayed for guidance. "Lord forgive this sinner," she muttered. She released the crucifix, letting it fall back to her habit, but keeping her hands together. "Forgive this sinner. Forgive this sinner," she muttered rocking as she prayed on her knees.
Sister Nancy O'Malley had sinned before god. She was a fornicating whore. Her body had betrayed her. Even as she prayed, her sinful body was sending pangs of arousal through her soul as her mind kept wandering to Linus Jefferson and the huge black phallus that had given her so much pleasure earlier that day. (See Sister Nancy of Coxville County by SirSinn and Sister Nancy of Coxville County 2 by Thickwil) The arousal turned to a trickle, slowly sliding down her inner thigh. Or was it just more of the black man's voluminous load of semen still leaking from her womb? Her mind filled with the image of his huge black male phallus... COCK! His big black cock!... It came in her mouth. It came in her womanhood... PUSSY! Her horny white pussy! The trickle of arousal turned to a stream. Her plain white panty was soaked now. He would return and her body would not resist him. Her body wanted him again. SHE wanted him again. She knew she had committed a horrible sin earlier that day, but her mind couldn't stop thinking about him. Linus Jefferson had taken possession of her body, her mind, and also, she feared, her soul. Her black student had mentioned introducing her to his friends and that thought excited her body even more. The stream of arousal turned to a flood. "Please lord," she begged, her knuckles turning even whiter as she clenched her hands together. The verses came into her head even as she prayed.
"Watch and pray that you may not enter into temptation. The spirit is willing, but the flesh is weak." Nancy repeated Matthew 26:41 several times before adding, "And lead us not into temptation, but deliver us from evil." Matthew 6:13.
The peace and wellbeing of god flooded her body as the answer came to her. She must remove herself from the temptation. She must leave the convent before Linus Jefferson returned and she sinned again. The young Coxville native had broken her vows to the holy church and the Sisters of Mercy. Nancy recited her vow of chastity once again, promising to be faithful to god and to the church. She prayed she wasn't pregnant already for Linus Jefferson had ejaculated what had felt like a liter of his evil seed into her womb. She needed to be punished for her sins. She needed to confess, but not here. Nancy would leave the convent and confess her sins far away from Coxville County.
Satisfied, Nancy opened her eyes and found herself staring up at Jesus. The statue of Jesus was carved from a single piece of oak, nearly life sized, and old. Real nails had been driven through the palms to hold him to the cross. The paint was flaking off, his white skin seemed to be chipping away making him appear darker. The statue was strange for a depiction of Jesus. The body was more muscular than most depictions of Christ. His nose was flat making him look vaguely Negroid as he cast his eyes heavenwards.
"Magnificent, isn't he?"
The voice startled Nancy and she nearly jumped out of her cassock. Nancy recognized the Mother Superior's voice and didn't turn around even as she continued to stare up at the old statue. "Yes, Mother Superior," she answered. "Though I've always felt it an unusual depiction for such an old statue."
"Yes, quite odd," said the older woman calmly. "Nearly 150 years old. It was carved by one of our Sisters from a branch that fell off the giant oak in front of city hall after a lightning strike."
Nancy rose off her knees and turned to face the Mother Superior. "Didn't I read in the Coxville Times today that the oak was destroyed by lightning last night?"
"Yes, quite the coincidence," smiled the older nun. "It's nice to see you feeling better Sister Nancy, but you should be resting. We want you feeling better by Monday for your English class."
"Yes, of course," said Nancy, following the Mother Superior out of the chapel. Nancy turned to look back at the statue of Jesus one last time. "Which sister carved the statue?" she asked out of curiosity.
The Mother Superior stopped in her tracks and turned to face the 24-year-old Coxville native. "Sister Samantha Small," she answered. "A daughter of the Cox family. Both she and her sister Elizabeth were given to our care by their father. They had apparently committed some grievous sin." The two women started walking again, as the older nun continued. "Sister Elizabeth repented, but Sister Samantha was more... difficult. She atoned for her sins by spending years carving out that fine statue of our lord."
"How interesting," said Nancy, now wishing she had spent some time learning more about the history of the convent. "Still the appearance is unusual."
"Yes, but Sister Samantha claimed that her hand was guided by the lord as she carved. Who is to say that her vision of the savior is incorrect?"
"Thank you, Reverend Mother," said Nancy stopping near the hallway to her quarters. "but I do need to rest and I don't think my stomach could handle supper."
"Good night, Sister Nancy. I'll tell the other Sisters you're still ill. I'll see you at morning prayers."
"Good night, Reverend Mother." Nancy turned and headed to her quarters. She listened to the footfalls of the Mother Superior walk away. She was a good woman and Nancy felt even more ashamed for breaking her vows to the holy church. She crossed herself as soon as she entered her room. This time Nancy looked up at the more traditional crucifix on her wall and recited her vow of chastity once again before it. She felt the courage of her convictions grow as she did so. The young nun smiled and straightened her back. She would keep her vows this time, provided she removed herself from the temptations of the flesh that were represented by the devilish black cock that rose rampant from between the legs of Linus Jefferson.
Nancy O'Malley had little possessions which meant she had little to pack. By little possessions, she meant nothing but her habit, her cross, and a small personal allowance of cash that totaled less the fifty dollars. By little to pack, she meant nothing, but shoving her money into her habit. Nancy turned and opened her door slightly, peeking out to make sure the hall was empty. At this time of the evening, the other Sisters would be in the refectory dining. She could hear an echo of the Reverend Mother saying grace before the evening's meal. Nancy frowned surprised she wasn't hungry, but then her belly was full of a black man's sperm and it had been a very satisfying meal. She scrunched her eyes closed, brow furrowed as she fought off another wave of desire for the black man. Nancy crossed herself again and proceeded on, more sure now than ever that she was on the correct path to forgiveness and redemption. She had to get out of the county before it was too late.
The keys were hanging in the foyer by the front door. She snatched them and quietly opened the front door, saying a prayer of thanks that the fog had dissipated. Stealing the convent's van was less a sin the breaking her vows and fornicating. Besides, she was only borrowing the van. She would leave it with the Archdiocese of New Orleans and seek shelter with one of the convents there. They could return the van to the Sisters of Mercy. In New Orleans, she would confess, repent, and ask for absolution. The punishment would be harsh, but she deserved it.
Nancy felt guilty again when she saw several bushels of apples and pumpkins waiting to be loaded on the van tomorrow and driven down to the Sister's produce stand. There were so many repercussions for her sins. Hopefully, they would have the van back within a few days. Nancy turned to look down upon the town of Coxville. Darkness had fallen and the town was lit up. Shining above all the other lights were the bright stadium lights at the high school. "Go COCKS!" she muttered, looking down the hill. And with those last words, Sister Nancy climbed into the driver's seat and drove down the long driveway down the hill.
Nancy avoided entering main street to avoid the crowds heading towards the football game against Bartown. She should have avoided Coxville altogether, but there was one stop she had to make. The stop was in a small development of upper middle-class homes on the Eastside of Coxville the opposite side of town from where the blacks lived. Blacks that the Sisters devoted a good chunk of their lives towards educating. There was even a class specifically devoted towards helping pregnant teen black women get their high school diplomas. Unfortunately, many of the teen moms were pregnant again before they got their GEDs. Nancy was horrified when the thought occurred to her that the reason the rate of teen pregnancy was so high among the black population was that the women couldn't resist the giant black cocks of their males. A fate Nancy would no doubt share if she remained in Coxville, if she weren't pregnant already.
Nancy pulled the van in on the street and shut it off. The curtains on the house across the street were open and Nancy felt tears roll down her cheeks when she saw her mother in the kitchen. Her dad soon appeared, leaning over to sniff whatever her mom was cooking before he kissed his wife on the cheek and strolling over to his recliner before starting to read the paper. Saoirse Flynn Doyle had married Patrick O'Malley when both were in their early twenties. Saoirse was about to turn fifty in a few weeks, but she was Coxville born and bred which meant she had the looks and body of a thirty-year-old. If Nancy remembered her fourth-grade local history, the Irish had come here about a hundred years ago with the Dutch wave arriving earlier. Other waves of immigrants were on the heels of the Irish, all Northern European, German, Danish, Swedish, and even more Dutch. Her mom had an Irish father and a Dutch mother, but favored the Irish with probably the loveliest red hair and brightest green eyes in the County. Nancy favored her Dutch grandmother with blonde hair and blue eyes, but had the fair skin of her mother. Her dad was rather average looking with wavy brown hair rapidly graying. He was good man, stern, but hard working and he loved his family.
Saoirse cocked her head and yelled out. Soon Nancy's siblings appeared. The O'Malleys were very Catholic and didn't believe in birth control. They'd lectured Nancy about the sin of premarital sex though Nancy had done the calculations. She was born seven months after her parents were married. Maeve was the first to appear. She was twenty, and looked like her mother. She was living at home while attending college in Coxburg. The eighteen-year-old twins, Siobhan and Sinead were next. They were wearing COCKS shirts no doubt bound for the big game tonight. They were identical though Siobhan's hair was reddish-blonde with green eyes and Sinead was blondish-red with blue eyes. Sixteen-year-old Erin was next, long naturally curly dirty blonde hair a mix of her parents. She wore a COCKS shirt too. The poor girl was endowed with EE breasts already and the O'Malley women's breasts usually kept growing until they were twenty and usually added another cup size with pregnancy.
Flynn was the last. The fourteen-year-old boy bore a strong resemblance to his father. Nancy strongly suspected her "every sperm is sacred" father had gotten a vasectomy as soon as he got a son. Two older sisters were absent. Twenty-two-year-old Ciara had met and married an Irish man on a trip to the Emerald Isle three years ago and moved in with him. She was pregnant with her second child. Last was Sofie, named after her Dutch grandmother. She was a bit of a black sheep and not just because she had raven dark hair and bright blue eyes. She'd moved to Los Angeles and was making a living as a model actress. Patrick didn't approve of her work though. Her Coxville breasts got her cast as bimbos in bad B movies or as background scenery in television shows set in popular beach areas. Sofie had once confessed that she got weekly offers to pose nude and occasional offers to make adult movies. Sofie seemed to think the offers were amusing, but she had a no nudity policy. Tears flowed freely down Nancy's cheeks now. If god and the church forgave her, she might see them again, but who knows how long that might be?
Nancy was still sobbing when some cars pulled up on the street. The twins' senior boyfriends were in the front seat of a convertible. They honked the horn twice and Nancy saw Siobhan and Sinead start wolfing down their food. A car with a novice driver sign in the window pulled up behind them. Erin's boyfriend no doubt. Nancy had never met him, but knew he would have been heavily vetted by her father. Nancy started the van's ignition and pulled away before her sisters came out and spotted it. For some reason, she aimed the van West towards the lake instead of East towards the interstate, the more direct route out of the county.
Nancy tuned the radio station to the local channel. They would be covering the big Coxville v. Bartown game. There was a pregame show going on now. The one host was discussing if the new Coach Black could pull off a win even though Bartown was favored two to one odds. Nancy had tried out for cheerleader back in high school and had handily been accepted. That was the same year, Principal Long had approved the new uniforms despite Coach Summers' protests. Nancy had been quite scandalized when she tried on the skimpy new uniforms with their bare bellies and short tops. Many of the other cheerleaders could not have cared less and had no problems showing off some skin. Unfortunately, her dreams of cheerleading came to a crashing end when her football hating father showed up to the game to watch his daughter cheer and saw her in the new uniform. She was forced to quit the squad after one game. Her boyfriend Adrian hadn't approved either and he grew extremely jealous of all the attention she started getting suddenly from her male classmates including the school quarterback, the most popular boy in high school, but he partied and cursed and Nancy was totally in love with Adrian. A few months later after turning eighteen, she relented to Adrian's pleadings to go all the way with her. A week after losing their virginity a bus full of evangelicals struck and killed Adrian while he was crossing the road. "Fornication is the Devil's work" written broadly on the side. Adrian was killed for her sins. Tears rolled down her cheeks at the memory of her one true love.
"Forgive me my sins, heavenly father," she muttered while driving down the quieter roads West. She thought of Linus again her mind filled with the image of the handsome black youth dying horribly for her fornication too. "And forgive Linus Jefferson his sins." She'd go crazy if she had another death on her conscience. Why god, why had he pulled his big cock out of his pants? Because you asked him too, her subconscious reminded her. You wanted to see it, you whore.
Warning beeps sounded from the radio's speakers causing Nancy to jump. "Warning! There is a flash flood advisory for Western Coxville County."
Nancy leaned forwards in the driver's seat and looked up at the sky. Not a cloud in the sky. The stars were particularly bright. The radio had resumed with their coverage of the big game. The first quarter had gotten underway and a COCKS player named Samson West had scored a touchdown. "Go Cocks," she muttered.
Nancy was heading Southwest now to skirt the lake. It was dark this side of Coxville. The only lights were from the occasional farmhouse or small cluster of trailers. Here and there were some nicer houses along the road. These disappeared as the farmland turned to forest. Then she saw the first streaks of lightning in the sky ahead of her. Some drops of rain hit her windshield. She leaned forwards again. It was strange, but the sky still seemed mostly clear. A few clouds had appeared. The game was still going on East of her with no reports of bad weather.
**********
Sister Nancy passed the Island Vistas of Lake Cox motel. It was a ramshackle dive catering mostly to fishermen during the summer months though most sportsmen favored a nearby campground with a boat launch. Next to the motel was a small campground general store that also sold bait and tackle. It shut down after Labor Day and was dark inside. The radio paused the game to blare the flash flood warning again. It was hardly raining at all. Nancy half thought she should stop at the motel, but it appeared shut down too and something told her, she wouldn't be free until she cleared Coxville County and she still had an hour more driving until she reached the county line. The road was wet now and as it passed along a brook that emptied into Lake Cox, she noticed the water was running faster and higher. The drops hitting her windshield turned to a steady patter.
"Breaking News. A slow-moving thunder storm has dropped nearly three inches of rain on the borders of... {Static} county and Coxville County. There is a flash flood advisory. Travelers are urged to seek shelter and stay off the roads. This has been a special breaking weather report. We now return you to your regularly scheduled program." "...amson West scores again! That boy is on fire tonight! Which is more than I can say for quarterback Todd White. West appears a man on a mission."
"Damn!" she muttered, crossing herself for her blaspheme. It was raining harder now. She was only miles from the county line. Large puddles were forming. As she got closer it was getting darker and raining harder. Then she saw the flashing lights ahead. The signs were blocking the road out of Coxville County with "road closed" written across them and a detour sign that would make her turn around. She pulled off the side of the road and shut the van down, but kept the radio on to hear the game. She took her cross in her hands and said a brief prayer for guidance, but the only thing that came to her was, "Blessed is the man, who remains steadfast under trial." She must remain steadfast! She would go forth and persevere. Hopefully, the flooded roads would not be too bad. Nancy turned the key in the ignition and the electrical systems went haywire, gauges moving up and down erratically. The radio announcer's voice grew fainter and fainter until the radio died. The convent's van lost all power.
Nancy sat there in shock for several minutes. It was almost like some force was trying to prevent her from leaving the county. She gripped her crucifix tightly in her hands and mumbled the lord's prayer. When she finished, she tried the ignition again, but the van wouldn't start or turnover though some of the lights flickered so the battery had some power. Nancy opened the door and stepped out into the rain. It was a downpour now and she quickly became soaked. The lord was testing her just as he tested JOB. Even as she started walking forwards to slip between the road closed sign, the wind rose up blowing hard against her wet habit. She had to clutch her cowl tightly to her head for fear it would blow off. It was looking more and more like she would have to sleep in the van. She bowed her head and prayed to the lord for help.



The headlights appeared just as she finished her prayer. They were coming slowly from the closed flooded road across the county line. The wind and rain, the occasional flash of lightning and thunder combined with the slowly approaching car felt like something out of a horror story to the young nun and she crossed herself again.
She crossed the road quickly to get out of the car's way. Her black habit wasn't exactly a safe nighttime outfit for drivers to spot easily. The car slowed as it approached her and the window came down. "Well allo dar, Sister," said a voice from inside the car. He had a Louisiana accent. Lightning flashed to reveal a handsome black man behind the wheel. His shirt was open at the chest showing off his hard pectorals. The man was also dressed a little strangely with armbands and a necklace that had a tribal appearance about them. "Need a ride?" he continued.
Nancy was taken aback at the sight of a black man. Patrick O'Malley had driven the lesson home to her as a young teen that she was never to take a ride from strangers especially black men for they all were desperate to seduce innocent young white women. Racist yes, but his views seemed to be shared by all the other adults she knew. The white citizens of Coxville seemed desperate to keep whites and blacks as separated as possible. Yet this might be the only car that came along down this road all night. "Yes, please," she asked. "The electrical systems in the van went crazy on me."
"Could be several things, but most likely the water pump. You'll need a mechanic for that."
"Damn!" she muttered. He looked at her in surprise. "Forgive me," she apologized. He smiled and seemed amused. "I'm Sister Nancy."
"Despre."
He held his hand out for her and she shook it. Nancy let her eyes roam up his bare arm. The black man was very fit and she found his muscles impressive. The tribal jewelry made him look dangerous like a sexy jungle beast. Her dad may have warned her about accepting rides from black men, but he had also warned her that you shouldn't pick up hitchhikers. Big guy like this probably has a big cock, she thought, her eyes flickering down. Sure enough the fat outline of a large male phallus ran down one pant leg. Maybe Mr. Despre was the one in danger here? Jesus! What had Linus Jefferson turned her into?
"How did you get through?" she asked
"Had to go slow, but I just made it without the engine flooding. Waters are rising though."
"I was trying to get to a convent in New Orleans."
"I live in Miami, but was asked to deliver a special case of wine to New Orleans. I thought I'd take a detour on the way home when Papa Shango threw up this weird storm."
"New Orleans to Miami via Coxville County? That's quite the detour Mr. Despre." Nancy wondered who Papa Shango was.
"It's hard to explain, Sister. I felt a disturbance emanating from here last night. A strange wave of energy like nothing I've ever felt before."
"Really?" She raised one eyebrow and gave him a skeptical look. "You a Jedi or something?"
Despre chuckled. "No Sister, I'm an Obeah man."
"Obeah man?"
"Yes, a priest of Damballah."
Nancy felt an electric shock followed by a shiver of excitement course through her body at that name. She was naked, but for her cowl kneeling before a huge muscular bearded black man, his mighty cock rising up towards her lips. She vaguely remembered dreaming about such a man last night and she'd awoken aroused. It had almost prepped her for her encounter with Linus that afternoon. "Damballah," she said, the word sounding good coming from her mouth.
"Yes, what you'd know better as voodoo."
"You're a VOODOO priest!"
Despre smiled again. "Relax Sister, you've nothing to worry about. We're not all voodoo dolls and black magic. Ours is a peaceful religion that wishes to live in peace and harmony with one another and nature."
Nancy relaxed a little. "I wouldn't know anything about that. At the convent we only learn about the bible's teachings which is good enough for me."
Despre smiled again. He seemed nice, but certainly had a cocky attitude. "Hopefully Sister, before we part ways, I'll have left a very deep impression in you of what exactly a priest of Damballah can do. Voodoo and its magic has certain perks that your religion does not."
Nancy squeezed her thighs tightly together, but could still feel trickles of arousal running from her womanhood. Her nipples were hard little pebbles too. This had started the first time Despre had said the name of his god and worsened each time she heard the name. "What perks exactly does a Priest of Damballah have?" She sucked her lower lip into her mouth to keep from moaning. She had the distinct feeling that simply chanting the name Damballah over and over again had the power to make her orgasm.
"Perks of a very sexual nature, Sister," answered Despre.
"Mr. Despre!"
He laughed. "It's true Sister. Where your religion represses sexuality, mine revels in it drawing strength from the mating of man and woman. There is great power in sexual orgasms with both sexes. If you'd like I can show you?"
Nancy was aghast. "Mr. Despre! I am a nun of the Sisters of Mercy convent. I have taken a solemn vow of celibacy!" Nancy paused feeling hypocritical. She'd broken her previous vow and had only reiterated it about six hours ago. However, she fully intended to keep this one.
Despre nodded his head in understanding. "I understand Sister, but if you change your mind and wish to be a woman for just one night, let me know."
Nancy had never been so appalled in her life. She had never encountered such gumption in a man since... since... since Linus Jefferson this morning. "Now see here, Mr..." The radio interrupted her.
"I've just received an important update from the National Weather Service for Western Coxville County. The storm continues to be practically stationary and is steadily dumping rain by the bucket. All roads leaving Coxville from the West are reportedly flooded. Lake Cox and all its tributaries are swelling well above normal levels. State police have urged everyone to stay off all roads West of Lake Cox. Travelers are advised to seek immediate shelter. That's the latest from the National Weather Service and if you're here with me, I know it seems crazy folks. It's a beautiful night here in Coxville though if I were playing for Bartown, I might be praying this game would get rained out. That West boy is dynamite. I've never seen a player so motivated..."
Despre and Nancy looked at each other in alarm. The rain was pounding on the windshield so hard now, the wipers could barely keep up. The black man looked straight ahead trying to see through the blinding rain. The car slowed as it hit a big puddle and Despre pulled to the side to avoid going deeper. The car hydroplaned and ran onto the side of the road. He hit the brakes to stop forward momentum and put the car in park. "Umm, maybe we should just wait here until the rain slows."
There was a flash of lightning illuminating their surroundings and Nancy recognized where they were. "Mr. Despre, there's a motel up ahead just about a half mile. If we can make it there.."
"Right Sister. Let's go."
Nancy sighed with relief. She didn't want to be trapped in a car alone with Despre. The man had a very masculine aura about him and she didn't trust herself if he made another advance towards her person. Her hopes sank when the car's tire just spun out in the mud. The car didn't move at all.
"Damn! We're not going anywhere. The tires are just digging deeper into the mud whenever I give it gas. Look, I think I can see the motel up on the hill. It should be safe from the waters. We can make a run for it or stay here."
Nancy closed her eyes and prayed for guidance. "Let's go," she said. Despre grabbed a hand bag and the two ran out of the car into the pouring rain. Nancy almost lost a shoe in the mud and both were soaked by the time they reached the motel. As they drew closer, Nancy began to have a bad feeling about their shelter. There were no lights on anywhere and as they splashed though the parking lot, the motel sign became clear. It read; CLOSED FOR THE SEASON. "Oh, dear god," cried Nancy, her wet habit clinging to her voluptuous body.
"Wait under the awning, I'll check the office, but it looks like we're shit out of luck." Despre jogged over to the office door while Nancy put her hands together and prayed. She did not want to be trapped in a car with the attractive black man. She looked up just as he jogged back. He was grinning. "We're in luck. You're not going to believe it, but there was a set of keys hanging outside for travelers in need of shelter. There was a slot to slip fifty dollars through or whatever you can afford."
Nancy smiled. Thank god. He'd answered her prayers. "That's Coxville County hospitality for you, Mr. Despre. Where's my key?"
"It's just Despre and there was only one key."
Nancy's heart sank. She would have been safer in the car. "Oh," she whispered softly.
"Let's go check out our room, Sister."
"Despre," she called running after him. "I trust you'll respect my privacy and my position as a servant of the church." She crossed herself. Provided he kept to his bed and she kept to hers, they would be all right.
Despre fumbled with the old-fashioned key as Western Coxville County hadn't heard of key cards yet. "Sister Nancy, I will respect your wishes whether you choose to follow your beliefs or the needs of your body. Whether or not you experience the perks of a servant of Damballah, is up to you."
Nancy's nipples popped out again and a fresh wave of arousal wet her thighs at that word again. "Thank you Mr. Despre, but I choose to remain faithful to my vows..."
"Suit yourself, Sister," said Despre stepping into the room. He turned when he realized she wasn't following him.
Nancy was frozen outside the door still getting soaked by the rain. She was staring in dismay at the single bed occupying the room. It wasn't even a king-sized bed, but a smaller Queen. "Oh no," she moaned, crossing herself again.
Despre reached out and took her hand. "Fear not Sister, I'll sleep on the floor." He gently tugged the wet nun into the room and closed the door. "We do need to get out of these wet clothes before we catch pneumonia. Do you want to shower first?"
With you? Nancy's breasts pressed hard against the glass shower door as Despre rammed his big black cock home repeatedly in her slutty pussy. She grabbed the top of the door holding tightly, big Coxville titties mashed against the glass, moaning as his cock brought her to orgasm after orgasm. Nancy shook her head to clear it. "No, you go first," she told him.
Nancy watched him enter the bathroom. He left the door open a crack and she wished it was open wider when he pulled the soaked shirt off over his head. She could just make out the rippling muscles on his back. She turned away. "Ass," she hissed though clenched teeth. She was sure he had left it open on purpose. Teasing her with his manliness.
Nancy went over to the alarm and turned the radio on. It was already tuned to the local station. "The Coxville Cocks have come away with an upset victory over the Bartown Beaver team. Thanks in part to the outstanding performance by our MVP of the game, Samson West!" Nancy sat up and clapped her hands in delight. "GO COCKS!" she cried, wishing she were in the stands cheering on her alma mater with her blood sisters.
**********
"What's this about cock?"
Nancy was still excited for her team. "The Coxville Cocks. Our local high school football team just showed the Bartown Beavers who's boss." She turned grinning, her smile dropping when she saw the half-naked black man. Despre had a hotel towel tied around his waist. Otherwise, he was naked but for a strange silver necklace and armbands around his biceps. His chest was fit and muscular, perhaps the sexiest she'd ever seen on a man. Worse, there was a fat banana shaped bulge outlined beneath the towel. The end of the big bulge ran nearly to the end of the towel almost to his knees. Nancy threw herself to her knees, yanking down the towel. "But this is the only cock I like, big and black" she said taking the huge cock head between her lips.
"Sister... Sister... Are you alright?"
Nancy shook her head to clear it of the fantasy and stood off the bed. The ass was grinning at her. He'd caught her staring at his bulge. "I'm fine. Just fine. I think I'll take that hot shower now." Or maybe a cold one, she thought. She slipped past him trying not to rub against him as she entered the bathroom while he sat on the bed and turned off the radio.
Nancy sighed as she stripped off her habit. The dark fabric was so soaked it felt like it weighed a lot more than normal. She bent over the tub and turned the water on waiting for it to warm up. Naked, she turned and looked at the door. She stepped through it. Despre was naked on the bed shamelessly masturbating his foot-long black cock. "I knew you wanted this bad, Sister," he said, grinning as she straddled him and guided the huge cock head to its new home in her soaked pussy.
Nancy turned away from the door. She looked down at her sinful body. Not only were her nipples hard little points, but her entire areola had swollen with her immoral lust. There was a little puddle on the floor between her legs where her arousal was dripping from her vagi... no, her wicked needy pussy, as wet as her rain soaked habit. What had Linus Jefferson done to her? Why was her impious mortal form reacting with such lust just being in the presence of the handsome black priest of Dambal... Nancy almost cried out her need as the drips from her pussy turned to a steady trickle as her yearning grew.
Her only adornment was her gold cross. She grabbed it, praying for guidance and strength of will. Not for the first time did she begin to have doubts about joining the church. It wasn't just her newly awakened sexuality either. She didn't want to wear her habit. She wanted to be dressed like a normal young woman, drinking a beer, and cheering on the COCKS besides her twin sisters and poor top-heavy Erin. She stepped into the shower, moaning almost sexually when the hot water struck her back. She grabbed the bar of soap. It was already wet from where Despre had used it earlier on his hard-black body. She rubbed it hard over her belly letting it build up a lather then she brought the soap and her lathered hands up to her heavy DD bosom. This soap, this lather, had touched his sexy black chest just minutes earlier. She pinched her nipples, moaning in surprise at how sensitive they were while Despre flicked his tongue over first the left then the right. He stood pressing his soapy wet body tightly against hers. He stared her in the face and she felt her love growing for him even as he grinned, his slippery body sliding down her voluptuous figure, kissing her nipples again, tongue slipping in her navel. She thrust her hips forwards, opening her legs as Despre's tongue slid along her pussy slit. "Damballah," she whispered, then "AAAHHHH!" as she came.
Nancy pulled her finger from her pussy in alarm even as the last little squirt of fluid shot from it. She'd orgasmed! Masturbation was but another sin to add to her growing list. At least maybe her orgasm would help calm her down, but instead she felt more lustful than ever. She needed something bigger then her little white finger to satisfy her needs. Nancy grabbed a towel. It wasn't very big and it was the only one left. He'd used all the big ones. "Yes," she answered, hearing Despre call her name.
"I hope you don't mind, but I turned off the radio?"
"Certainly, Mr... Despre." She wrapped the towel around her and exited the door.
"This West kid sounds like he's dynamite. The press is raving about this upset."
"His brother, Herc, was a couple years behind me and as good. The COCKS have had some great players, but not been a great team for some time now. Hopefully, the new coach is turning things around."
Despre turned the alarm radio off and looked up at her, eyes widening in surprise when he glanced at her. His head even nodded slightly in approval of her form. "Here I was feeling depressed about getting stranded, but then I realized that I'm being kept company by your ravishing beauty."
Nancy blushed as she tucked the towel tight behind her back. It was large enough to cover her breasts, but it barely covered her vagina. If she stood on her toes, she'd be flashing him her beaver. A part of her wanted to do just that, drop the towel even for him, but then the light flashed off her gold cross reminding her who she was. "Mr., I mean Despre, don't say that, I'm a plain boring old nun."
"I would argue that all night until you were even redder in the face then you are now." He smiled as her blush grew even more crimson. "In all honesty, I've never seen a white woman with a body as fantastic as yours. You're as stacked as the black women of Damballah Island."
FUCK ME! FUCK ME! Nancy nearly stumbled, her mind telling her to fall to her knees, yank off his towel and take his beautiful black cock into her mouth. She calmed herself. "You're going to be very impressed with the women of Coxville, Mr. Despre."
"I'm already impressed, Sister, but I think we should get some sleep." He grabbed a pillow. "No spare blankets?" He asked, looking around.
"You can have the one off the bed. It's hot in here anyway." Nancy laid down on the bed deciding to stay on top of the covers.
"The air conditioning doesn't appear to be working. I'll be fine." Despre laid down on the floor and groaned in discomfort.
"You all right?"
"Fine Sister, floor's just hard."
"This is nonsense. We're all adults here. We can share the bed, just stay on your side."
"Well, I won't argue that," said Despre. Nancy watched the massive bulge of his penis swing under the towel as he climbed to his feet and slipped onto the bed. "Good night, Sister."
"Goodnight," she replied. They both rolled onto their sides facing away from each other. The bed was small and seemed even smaller with Despre's muscular form sharing it with her. Their rear ends were touching. Despite the exhausting day, she was so wound up, she didn't think she'd fall asleep quickly and it wasn't that late in the evening. She assumed the young virile black man would be as wound up too, but then soft snores came from his side of the bed so quickly, she almost felt insulted that he wasn't even going to try making a pass at her. Despite herself, Nancy's eyes closed.
**********
Nancy's eyes opened. She was on her back now, the towel open, her finger had found her pussy again and Despre was standing at the foot of the bed watching her intently. She spread her legs wider, finger working deeper as he watched. His cock was a true behemoth. The black monstrosity rearing up before him in a show of approval for her performance. He was darker skinned then she'd thought, his frame wider and more muscular, and he had grown a beard. He seemed familiar to her. She was whimpering for him. His head gave her a subtle nod. "Damballah," she whispered.
Nancy came again and this time it was for real. She could feel the warm fluid coating her fingers. The bearded black man nodded his approval and it filled her body with pleasure that she had pleased him so. He approached her and she reached for his cock, but it was insubstantial and her hand passed right through it. He was insubstantial too. He had walked right through the bed so that his cock could line up with her pussy. She wanted his cock. It filled her with sadness that she could not give herself to him. He looked sad too, sad and angry. He glanced heavenward and held his arms outstretched. She was staring at Jesus on the cross only it was the antique crucifix with the Negroid features that she had prayed to earlier at the convent. Nancy was lucid dreaming both asleep and awake. The dream was bizarre and it made her feel both like an outside observer and an active participant.



The bearded man smiled for the first time, but it was a dark sinister smile. She raised her hips up towards his giant ghost cock noticing that her fingers were still masturbating her pussy for him. He nodded over to the sleeping form of Despre, now on his back. Nancy nodded. She kept fingering herself with her hips lifted off the bed even as her other hand reached down and pulled the sleeping black man's towel open. She rose and straddled her companion looking back to see if the ghost approved. He was staring off into space, eyes bulging out. His hands came down from the crucified position and grabbed his throat like he was choking. His cock burst, spraying Nancy and Despre with his cum. It was as insubstantial as the rest of him, but she swore when it hit her, there was a slight breeze and afterwards, her skin felt damp. The bearded man's head snapped to the side like his neck had just broke and he faded away. She felt sad for him.
Nancy slowly came to her senses to the sounds of drums off in the distance. The beat was a steady rhythm, lub-dub-lub-dub-lub-dub. "Hmmm," she muttered, opening her eyes. "What's that?" She reared up in shock. Her head had been laying on Despre's chest just over his heart. "Oh my!!" she whispered while wondering, how did I get on top of him? Luckily, his head was still turned to the side and he was snoring. With luck, she might slip off him without waking him. He may have been asleep, but his cock was coming to life. Her pussy was dribbling her arousal over his pubes and the base of his cock, she could feel his shaft swelling as it slowly lifted off his thigh.
I need to get him off... get off him, she thought, but when she rose and turned to look down at his chest, she couldn't stop her hand from coming down to touch his hard muscles. Oh my god! She thought. His body... it's so sculpted. I've only dreamed of someone so sculpted. His skin is so dark next to mine. Her white hand stood out against his dark brown skin. She couldn't have stopped her hand from wandering down his hard-muscular chest if she had tried. The contrast was... sexy... arousing. She'd felt the same with Linus this morning.
Before she got off him, she had to see what the big thing rising between her thighs looked like. She glanced over her shoulder. His cock was a true monster and the tip rose inches above the curve of her ass. Oh god! she thought. His... thing... it's so... long... so hard. His cock was perfect, as sculpted as his body. There was one thing odd about it. His cock was a darker color then his skin, dark to the point of being purple like it was stained. Shit! I'm leaking all over him, she thought even as she pushed her dripping pussy lips hard against the thick shaft and let her hips rise, to slide her pussy higher, towards the tip. She had to fight her desire to moan by keeping her mouth tightly shut.
Bump and ridge and bulging vein all slid along her labia and clitoris as her pussy rose up along the shaft. The flared ridge of his head was next and then her labia was opening for the head. God forgive me, but I need to know how he feels inside me. Ow! Ow! Ow! She thought as the big head spread her pussy lips wide open. Wow, he's so big! Unbelievable! Here was yet another superior black cock poised to fuck her. Up until then, Nancy still half believed she was having yet another sex fantasy, but as the tip of his cock slowly pushed into her, the pleasure she started to feel was way too real.
"WHAAA!!" Nancy gasped out loud as Despre's cock thrust up hard into her, pushing deep, but not fully penetrating her. Nancy found herself falling to his chest and then flipping over onto her back. She came down hard on the bed totally surprised with Despre grinning down at her, half his cock still spearing her pussy.
"What do you think you're doing Sister," he said teasing her. "I thought you were a chaste and celibate proper girl?"
"I'm sorry," she hissed, gasping for breath. "I... I couldn't control myself. "My urges... they.. stronger then my faith. I'm so... horny."
"I'm disappointed in you, Sister. Someone has opened up this tight pussy already. I wanted to be the first."
Nancy sobbed squirming beneath him, but it wasn't to escape. Her hips were lifting into his cock trying to get more of it inside her. "One of my students... earlier today... fucked me so good... not a whore...couldn't help myself... not a whore... he was eighteen legal... please Despre... I'm not a whore."
"Oh, but you will be," he growled.
"MMMFFF!!" His lips came down hard on hers. Nancy wasn't expecting him to kiss her. She stared wide eyed in shock for a few seconds before her eyes slowly closed and she let his tongue in her mouth. She had never kissed a man so passionately before.
Despre broke the kiss and reared up, arching his back as he shoved his cock in balls deep. Nancy's mouth opened wide in a scream of pleasure. Her hands gripped the bed sheets pulling on them as her legs wrapped around his trim waist. "A woman with a body like this deserves to be fucked," he snarled. "Fucked well and fucked often," he added.
"Despre... wait... I... oh MY GOD!" Waves of pleasure emanated upwards from her pussy as Despre laid down on top of her and started fucking her hard. His cock was like a jack hammer. "OH FUCK! DESPRE! PLEASE!!" This was so sinful, but then anything that felt this good had to be sinful. Her ultimate submission to him was growing inside her womb, but she fought it. "Stop! I'm a good catholic girl!! Nancy turned her face away and gritted her teeth. "Don't make me cum like this," she hissed.
He's not going to stop fucking me! God forgive me! He feels so good! He was on his knees now, holding her hips off the bed as his cock continued to hammer her hungry pussy. How these black men could last so long at such a pace, she'd never know. Her white boyfriend had ejaculated after only a few strokes. Linus had fucked her hard with his powerful black cock. It had dominated her body into surrendering. Despre was the same yet different. His superior cock was dominating her too, but fucking the black voodoo priest was way more intimate like fucking a long term lover that knew exactly how to please her. She'd realized that the moment he kissed her. Her thighs wouldn't stop quivering as his cock thrust in and out between them. She wrapped her legs around him tighter like they were her lifeline to her extreme pleasure. "Oh no," she grunted. "I'm going to... I'm going to..." He slammed his cock forward and fell on top of her again. "C-CUUUMM!!" she screamed. He held his cock buried in her pussy letting it squeeze and contract around every inch of his shaft. She may have been married to god, but as a woman, she couldn't help but fall a little bit in love with a man that could make her orgasm like this. She gasped, panting for air as the multiple large contractions faded away.
Despre felt the same thing for the lovely young Christian woman writhing beneath him. He reared up again, grabbing the headboard as he continued working his cock in her sopping wet pussy. He'd never had a girl squeeze his cock like this one just had. All that celibacy is wasted on a girl like this, he rationalized.
"OH MY GOD!! PLEASE FUCK ME HARDER!! Screamed the hot young thing beneath him. "DON'T STOP!" He didn't want to stop. He didn't want to ever stop fucking this hot white servant of the Christian god, the oppressor god, the god of the enslavement of his people. I need to make sure this woman is mine, he thought. I gotta keep my shit together or I'm gonna cum hard. Even as the thought hit him, Sister Nancy twisted around on his cock in pure ecstasy. She was on her side, one leg around his waist and one over his shoulder. The cross leaped between her massive Coxville breasts. She was tensing up again. Gotta think of her as just another white bitch milking my dick. "OH! OH!! OH GOD!! F-FUCK!! Y-YES!! YES! FUCK YES!! Y-YES!! YES!! D-DON'T S-STOP-P!! He gritted his teeth. He didn't plan to stop. He was going to fuck the sexy nun for hours... The wave of sexual energy hit him like a sledge hammer catching him off guard even as he buried his cock, the first spurt of his hot seed filling her womb. "I'M I'M CUMMING AG-AGAIN" Her pussy was contracting all around his spurting cock again, milking the sperm from his shaft. Despre's orgasm lasted as long as hers. He looked down at her beautiful face still contorting with the ecstasy of her orgasm. He'd never lost control like this before. He'd never cum like that before. They both kept cumming as the waves of sexual energy engulfed their bodies though she couldn't sense it like he could. Something big had just happened many miles to the East of them. Something very important to Damballah.
**********
Nancy slowly came to her senses. She felt a chill and the rain was loud. She raised her head and glanced towards the open door to the room. Her black infidel was standing out in the rain buck naked and gazing off in the distance. "Despre?" she called. He turned towards the open door and then looked down the road again before turning to come into their motel room. "What are you doing?"
He picked up his towel and dried off. "What's East of here?" he asked.
"The town of Coxville," she replied. "Why?"
"Just curious," he answered, walking over to the foot of the bed. Nancy was curious too. Coxville was almost two hours East and you couldn't see the lights from here, but she let it go when he climbed back onto the bed with something in his hand. He grinned down at her. "Baby, you are one hot firecracker," he told her. "You been waiting a long time for someone to set you off.
Her slut body was betraying her again. She opened her legs and raised her hips up towards his swelling black cock. "Oh, oh my," she moaned writhing a little on the bed. There was still a river of his seed still pouring from her pussy, yet her body craved another load. "You're amazing," she told him. "Your dick is so amazing. Again please?"
He laughed and held up a small jar. "We're not even close to being done," he told her. Words on the jar read, Waters of Dumballa. "Remember the perks of being a voodoo priest?" He scooped some jelly from the jar. It was purplish black and had a thick consistency. She couldn't recognize the smell, but it was delightful. "Here it is."
"Wait! What is that supposed to do?" she asked even as he brought the dollop on his fingers down to her left nipple. "OH, MY FUUUCCKKK!" she gasped. Her already erect nipple hardened and swelled even as her entire areola puffed up. The erogenous zone in her nipple suddenly felt enhanced by about 100%. "What the..." she panted even as he coated her right nipple, pinching it hard as that nipple swelled up. "OH GOD MY NIPPLES!!"
"This just makes your sensitive parts drive you to the verge of maddening lust," he told her, grinning evilly and Nancy wondered if he were indeed Satan for only the devil could have such an effect on her body.
Nancy writhed on the bed. "Uh oh fuck nipples oh oh," she muttered like a woman possessed. She bent her knees and lifted her entire crotch off the bed. Her sexy belly was undulating with a rising lust. "OH DESPRE!" Her head thrashed back and forth on the pillow. "IT'S AMAZING! I FEEL SO HOT. SO... SLUTTY... OH FUCK... FUCK ME!!" She was completely lost to the lust within her. She looked over at the black stud, kneeling on the bed. His mighty cock rising up from his crotch. She licked her lips as she took in its glory. "FUCK MY MOUTH." She demanded. "I WANT TO TASTE YOU!"
"As you... URRRFFF... wish," he grunted in surprise when she sucked half his cock down her throat. The encounter with her student earlier no doubt training her somewhat for sucking big cock. He pushed forward feeling his cock slide deeper down her throat even as her tongue wiggled the underside of his shaft. The waters of Dumballa never fail to bring out the slut in any girl, he thought, gritting his teeth at her wild enthusiasm. But this one... She's so pent up with lust... Fuck! She's gonna suck the black off ma dick. He grabbed the blonde hair on her head and began fucking her throat.
Nancy moaned lustfully around the throbbing living cock sliding in and out of her throat. Oh fuck! She thought. He's using me like a whore. Like those nigger town whores I try to rehabilitate and it feels so good, so natural and right.
Despre released her head, but she kept slurping. He reached over for the jar of jelly. He scooped another dollop up on his fingers. "Now let's get your pussy ready." He reached over and easily inserted his two fingers into her pussy. The lust maddened nun was so horny she bent and lifted her knees so that her pussy was almost facing straight up for his probing fingers.
Nancy slurped on his cock while wondering what he was doing to her. He coated her entire crotch area with the jelly before removing his fingers. Not that she needed them. The jelly was having the same effect down there that it had on her nipples. Her labia were quivering even as her clitoris swelled up. Everywhere his jelly coated fingers had penetrated, the nerve endings were quivering with intense pleasure. Oh fuck!! Nancy started choking on his cock. She needed to scream. Despre knew what was going on and yanked back on his hips until his cock sprang up dripping with her saliva. "I'M CUMMING!" she screamed even as he grasped her arms and lifted her to her knees. "SO... SO... FUCKING HAAAAARD!!" She was on her knees, legs spread, back resting against him. Her orgasm was enormous and she was shocked to see a stream of fluid shoot from her pussy to splatter on the bed. "OH OH FUCK FUCK F-FUCK" she panted as the stream continued.
"Oh dear," said Despre in her ear. "Looks like I used too much. "Good girl." He pushed his cock between her ass cheeks and pulled her head back so that she was looking up into his eyes even though her pupils looked dilated. One hand gripped her neck and the other her wrist possessively. "Be a good Catholic girl," he whispered. "Cum for me. Don't stop cumming." And she did. Even as he spoke more less powerful squirts of her cum were shot from her pussy in a steady stream. "Tonight, this pussy, these tits..." He released her and reached around the grab her heavy bosom. She gasped and came again when he pinched her ultra-sensitive nipples. "...are mine. Tonight, you serve Damballah." Another spray of fluid shot from her pussy at the mention of Damballah's name.
He grabbed her neck again and turned her head towards his. She was gasping for air. "Oh Despre, I'm so sore. So tired... make it stop," she begged. Her first orgasm from the jelly had been as powerful as any three Linus had given her earlier combined. Cumming so much was exhausting and... addicting. "I'm not a whore, but I feel like I'm becoming one."
He kissed her on the lips, her lips parting, tongue dancing against his before he pulled back. "I know baby, but you're so sexy like this. I like it when you look like a whore, my little slut."
Nancy threw her arms around his neck and gazed lovingly into his eyes. "I'm your little slut?" she asked, liking the idea. She was aware of his hand down between them stroking his cock and she felt bad that he hadn't cum since she had started sucking him. "Oh god baby, fuck my hungry cunt," she pleaded as her arousal grew again. "It feels like my pussy won't stop throbbing and leaking."
Despre's evil grin seemed to never leave his face. "And it won't stop baby, not until I've had my fun with you." He pushed her back and nodded downwards.
Nancy's eyes moved down his hard-sculpted body and she gasped at the sight of his engorged cock, now coated with jelly as he stroked it. "Oh god!" she gasped in lust at the sight. This explained the stained blackness of his cock. He must use the water of Dumballa regularly. Not only was his cock so hard and swollen from the jelly that it looked like he was about to cum, but his entire cock looked even longer and thicker now. "It gets bigger?" she asked in disbelief. Nancy had never wanted anything more in her life. "Please fuck me," she pleaded, staring down at his engorged purple shaft. "Fuck me."
He pushed her down on all fours as he moved behind her. His soaked cock fell between her ass cheeks and her anus started tingling with lust as the jelly slid over it. "This big nigga cock is gonna take you to heaven," he told her, arrogantly as he slid the hard shaft up and down between her ass cheeks. "Say it my little slut."
Nancy arched her back and looked over her shoulder. "Take me to heaven with your big nigga cock."
"What's the magic word?"
"PLEEEEASE!" Even Nancy was shocked by how quickly Despre yanked his hips back and buried his cock with one hard thrust. He grabbed her hips fucking her hard. Oh my god, he's not going to stop fucking me. The jelly had made his cock look like it was on the verge of cumming, yet he didn't seem anywhere close to cumming. His hard thrusts propelled her forwards and she fell flat on the bed with only her ass thrust upward for his ever-plunging cock. His cock coated the entire inside of her pussy with the jelly amplifying her pleasure a hundred-fold. Her cervix tingled easily opening for the hard knob of his cock head. "AH AH AAH AH UNH AH," she grunted constantly. The bed beneath their crotches soon grew soaked from the constant spray of her arousal and orgasms she was cumming so much.
Despre's mouth was beside her ear. "You're so sexy," he whispered. "You're the hottest thing I ever fucked. You were born for black dick, baby. Your sexy white body gonna need some nigga cock somethin regular from now on. You shouldn't fight it, Sister. You're a slut for nigga cock."
Despre pulled back, grabbing her arms and pulling her up with him. Her breasts bounced with each thrust of his cock. I love it so much I can barely breathe, she thought. He's going to torture me with his cock until I give up everything to him. Despre thrust forward and the first strong blast of his seed filled her womb. Oh fuck!! He's cumming in me! She could feel every squirt from his rapidly pumping cock. Her womb felt hot from the warmth of so much semen. There is so much cum pouring into me. More then the first time. "F-FU-FUCK!!" she screamed. "I C-CCANT S-STOP C-C-CUMMING!" It was too much pleasure for any woman to endure. She grew dizzy and the room faded black. She was finally getting relief from the constant torturous pleasure his still squirting cock was giving her. As Nancy slowly passed out she muttered thanks to the lord, "Praise... Damballah."
"Dayumn," growled Despre slowly yanking his engorged cock from the sweet nun's pussy. It surprised him by sending one last spurt of semen across her ass. The waters of Dumballa (an alternative regional spelling, but then the lord has many names) acted not only as an aphrodisiac for both men and women, but also as a testosterone rub. He's used it so often, masturbating when there were no willing women around, that it had stained his cock, but it had also enhanced his abilities and his semen production had kicked into overdrive. He'd once donated some sperm to a fertility clinic and the doctors had been astounded by the concentration of sperm and the sheer amount of his ejaculate. Apparently, it had impressed the sexy Latina nurse too as he let her get hands-on with it later that night. Nancy wanted to slump, but he pushed her ass up, to hold as much of his semen inside her as possible, though it was bubbling up from her pussy like a geyser as he watched. He hoped that the jackass student of hers that had gotten a crack at her earlier hadn't knocked her up. He wanted to be the one that planted a baby in her belly and hopefully the waters of Dumballa would help. The stuff would have made her extra hormonal too, to the point of dropping quite a few eggs. He left the bed and went to the bathroom, plugging the tub and turning the water on. When he came back, his seed was still leaking from her pussy in a flood...



...A flood! Nancy felt like she was drowning in the white viscous sea surrounding her. Her heavy garments were pulling her under so she yanked off her habit as quickly as possible watching the black cloak quickly sink disappearing beneath the flood of sperm that had destroyed the world, drowning all the wickedness of man. Just when she felt the last of her strength draining from her and thought she would soon be joining her discarded habit, the boat appeared. The ark was as massive as it had appeared in all the illustrations she'd ever seen of it. A ladder was thrown over the side and her sperm soaked naked body slowly made its way up the side of the massive boat. She fell to her knees, kissing the deck in her relief and joy. She looked up, expecting to see two of every animal, giraffe heads sticking out of the roof, elephant trunks, anything, but there was nothing but snakes, black snakes of all shapes and sizes slithering around the deck, thousands of them, millions even. Nancy reared back in alarm, scrambled to her feet and moved towards the prow of the ship. There a dark figure in a shepherd's cloak was leaning over the side. "Noah!" she gasped, falling to her feet, still covered with sperm. The figure turned, his robe was open and his black body was covered in enormous muscles as was the enormous muscle between his legs. The huge black cock was hard and aimed over the side of the railing, spitting out semen like a fire hose at full blast. The kneeling woman looked up as the bearded black man turned to face her. She spread her arms out beseechingly as the strong spray of semen showered down upon her body coating her in even more of his seed. The spray moved down hitting her torso and she reached up to clear the sperm from her eyes even as the black man moved closer. He was grinning, pleased with her, and she grinned back even as the enormous cock between his legs rose back up towards her face, but it was no longer a cock, it was a giant black snake that opened its jaw wide, fangs dripping with white venomous sperm. The snake lunged at her, the head completely engulfing her face.
Nancy sputtered like she was being smothered and Despre pulled the washcloth from her face. Shower water struck her face again and her head turned up towards it, mouth open as if thirsty. He lifted her back, sliding her more upright in the tub and out of the water's spray. She struggled, but seemed to be dreaming in her semi-comatose state. He ran the soap all over her body and couldn't help but spend some extra time on her giant white bosom even to the point his spent cock swelled some, swelled but didn't rise. The last session had drained him almost as much as it had her and he wanted nothing more than to collapse on the bed, but he thought he'd clean the lovely Sister Nancy up first. He'd gotten her skin mostly clean, but there was little he could do about the constant cloud of white drifting out from between her legs in the water. "Ma shits gonna be leaking out for days," he muttered, finally satisfied that she was clean. He moved the wet rag down between his legs and cleaned his junk off while he let the water drain. Despre stretched out to reach a towel and dried Nancy off as best her could before lifting her and carrying her back to the bed. He laid her down, muttering "Dayumn! In awe of her amazing body before laying down next to her. If the rest of the women of Coxville were anything like her, he was gonna love it here, he thought before falling asleep while spooning her hot body.
**********
September 26, 2009 Saturday
**********
"Oh... Oh where am I?" asked Nancy as she slowly woke up. She was naked but for the large gold cross that constantly dangled down between her bosom. She never removed it. She glanced over and saw the sleeping black man next to her and the memories of last night came flooding back. "Despre," she whispered. "He and I... we had... What would the mother superior say?" She'd be speechless with disappointment, that's what she'd be. Nancy struggled to her feet, her entire body was weak and sore. My legs are so weak, I can barely walk, she thought limping towards the window. It was still raining and raining hard.
"Well look who's up," said Despre sitting upright in the bed. "Why don't you come back to bed, Nancy and we can go at it another round or two."
Nancy whirled on him a little angrily even as her nipples hardened at the mere suggestion of her getting some of that nigga cock inside her again. "Now see here, mister. It's Sister Nancy and even though we did some... fun things together last night, it doesn't make me any less a woman dedicated to the lord." Shameless of her nudity, Nancy walked over to the open jar of jelly and scooped up a dollop with her fingers. She stared at the purplish jelly. "I am still a woman of faith devoted to serving god." She licked her fingers tasting the jelly. "And when I get back to the convent, I will retake my vow of celibacy before god." Yet again, she thought, third times the charm. She brought her fingers down between her legs and coated her pussy with the Waters of Dumballa. Her clit immediately began to swell and she felt the arousal growing. "But I am still a woman and a woman with needs and right now, I'm a woman with an itch that needs to be scratched." She climbed on the bed thrilled to see his huge black cock growing as she approached. The perfect tool for scratching an itch deep inside your womb. "So Despre, won't you help me? Won't you scratch it for me? Won't you make this woman a whore for just one more day?"
One more day only lasted three hours, but that was enough time for the handsome couple to go at it hard. Nancy mounted him and came as she slid down his hard shaft. "My turn to fuck you now, stud," she growled as she bounced widely in his lap. Despre liked this new and aggressive Nancy especially when she leaned forward and rubbed her breast on his lips until he opened his mouth and started sucking on her nipple. The combination of aphrodisiac jelly and Despre's giant black cock gave her seven huge orgasm, the final and biggest one when he inseminated her fertile womb yet again with his potent black seed. She sat impaled on his cock for nearly ten minutes slowly catching her breath before rising up off the still hard shaft. His cock fell with a smack against his belly as she slid between his legs and lifted it up towards her mouth. His messy cock smelled and looked funky as she stared at it. The monster cock was covered in her orgasms, stringy strands of his semen, and bits of black jelly. She brought the fat head down to her mouth and began to clean it.
Despre moaned and gripped the sheets bucking his hips as Nancy took half his cock down her throat. She knew that the water of Dumballa must be enhancing his pleasure, but she hoped that her cock sucking skills were also growing. She was pleased when a little squirt of seminal fluid shot across her tongue left over from his previous orgasm. It was mouthwatering good and she wanted more, but she wanted his cock somewhere else first.
"What's wrong, baby?" he asked when she stopped sucking him.
Nancy slid off him and kneeled on the edge of the bed and wiggled her ass for him. Despre winked at her and climbed to his feet. He stood beside the bed and slid his cock back inside her pussy quickly bringing her to another orgasm. "I love your black cock, Despre," she moaned coming down from her orgasm.
"I know, baby," he replied. He had kept his cock buried while she came, but was flexing its muscle. "You sure you can give it up?"
Nancy's pussy was tightly hugging every square inch of his foot-long cock, feeling every bump, ridge, and bulging vein on it. She even fancied she could feel his pulse flowing through the big shaft. She shuddered and suddenly sniffled a few tears coming to her eyes. "No," she said, honestly, "but I need to try. I will rededicate my body and soul to the lord."
"Suit yourself, but if you change your mind..." Despre pulled his cock back until just the head was spreading her pussy lips apart. "This cock is yours whenever you want it." He plunged it hard back inside her and her insides trembled from another smaller orgasm. He pulled back again and grabbed the base of his cock rubbing the head up and down her labia. "Do you want it now?"
"Yes," she moaned. "I want it now."
"Want what, baby?"
"I want your big black nigga cock, Master.. I mean Mister Despre."
"Here it is then, slut." Despre pushed his cock in slowly this time and was surprised when she fell forward until his cock plopped out and leaped upwards. She raised herself back up and he brought his cock back down between her folds, but she leaned forwards when he started to push it in. He frowned wondering if the bitch were teasing him. Nancy pushed back until she felt the head of his cock lightly touch her swollen labia, raising and lowering her ass so that his cock head was running up and down her wet slit. He smirked when he realized what she was doing. Nancy pushed his cock head against her engorged distended clitoris and then slid down until his cock head had moved up to her anus. She pushed back with her ass against his hard shaft. "This what you want then, baby?" he asked pushing forward.
"UNH!" she gasped as her rosebud stretched out around Despre's superior black cock. "YYEESS!" she hissed as it penetrated her. "FUCK MY ASSSSS!!"
Despre was a little disappointed she took him so easily. She'd done this before. The little shit from yesterday had beaten him again. The voodoo priest was going to have to find his own Coxville woman or two to introduce to the pleasure of a big black cock. "So, you like it in the ass, huh?"
"Yes," she sobbed. "I want it bad. I was hoping that you'd just take it. I feel like such a slut asking for it." Nancy felt Despre slowly withdrawing his cock, her body pushing back to keep it inside her, but it plopped free. "No," she whined. "Please put it back in."
"I will my good Sister," said Despre. He reached over for the jar of berry jelly and scooped up a dollop for the tip of his cock. His golf ball sized cock head swelled even bigger as it began to tingle and he had to stifle a moan. Only years of experience with the stuff kept him from cumming at once. He left a lot of extra jelly on top the head, but before sticking it back in, he brought his dripping fingers down to her little rosebud, coating it before pushing his slick fingers inside her anus. Nancy gasped when she realized what he was doing. Despre lined his cock head back up and watched her rosebud open wide as his cock head slowly pushed inside. Nancy howled like a dog as the jelly began to enhance the pleasure his cock was giving her. "Well my little sodomite, just remember that your student is just a teenager, but I am a man." Despre rammed his cock deep and began fucking her ass hard, pounding his cock home repeatedly. Nancy never stopped howling. He fucked her so hard, she began to slide forward and he had to climb on the bed to kneel pulling her hips back into his ever-thrusting cock. Despre grabbed her arms and pulled her back and up into his lap. His cock was nearly completely buried in her anus. She was still howling, her own hands were on her breasts, pinching and squeezing her hard-pointy nipples quite roughly. Her howls grew louder and then her cum was spraying all over his scrotum completely soaking his huge ball sack. Despre felt his own cum welling up in his balls. He pushed her forward so that her head fell to the mattress with her ass stuck up in the air. He pumped her anus rapidly another couple dozen times before his own orgasm flooded her bowels.
Despre withdrew his cock, staring with interest at her anus, now a quarter sized open hole, dark one second, then white as his sperm welled up and began to pour from her ass. It dribbled down to her pussy, which was still leaking his semen from their earlier fuck. The good Sister seemed out of it, semi-comatose again. He stepped back and gathered up the jar of jelly off the bed, putting the lid back on it. The stuff wasn't plentiful to begin with and now with some berry production going to make the Diabolique Wine, it was rarer still. As a priest of Damballah, he was allowed an allotment, but he and Sister Nancy had gone a little overboard with it. Despre gathered his things and went to the bathroom. It was hard urinating with an erection. He had to bend over the toilet and push his hard shaft down towards the bowl. His cock wouldn't go down for a while yet unless he cleaned off any remnant of the jelly. He turned on the shower and hopped in the tub.
Despre had lathered up his chest and was soaping his hard shaft to the point he was starting to masturbate. Nothing unusual, he was addicted to jerking off with the jelly. Just a little bit mixed in with some Vaseline or hand lotion was enough to give him an amazing orgasm. The hormonal jelly had increased the size of his cock by an inch not to mention his testicle size and sperm production, but it had permanently stained his cock a purplish-black. He threw his head back and was jerking off when the curtains opened and Nancy joined him in the tub.
She stood looking at him before reaching down and taking over the slow jerking of his cock. Nancy reached out with her other hand and touched his hard chest, spreading her fingers apart. "It's so sexy," she muttered. "The contrast," She ran her hand over his chest feeling his hard muscles, her other hand automatically increasing its speed back and forth along his shaft.
"We're a sexy couple," he told her, reaching around her back and pulling her entire body against his chest. He moved his lips down even as hers came up and they exchanged the most passionate kiss of either of their lives. He broke the kiss much to her disappointment and spun her around, pulling her back against him. She reached back and grabbed his cock again still stroking him from behind as he brought the bar of soap around to her front and began lathering up her big breasts. Nancy moaned leaning hard against him as the soap bar ran over her nipples. Her hand jerked him off faster. Despre leaned down and kissed her neck while he continued to soap her up. Nancy slid down his hard body until she fell to her knees spinning around to take his cock in her mouth. The shower had cleaned all the lather off and she immediately began bobbing her head as fast as she could over the tip of his shaft while jerking off the base. Despre moaned and held her short wet blonde hair while she lovingly worshipped his cock. After a good fifteen minutes of this, his over productive balls emptied a big wad of sperm into her mouth which she gulped down while moaning in lust over the taste. The second mouthful caught her off guard and she gagged on the big load losing control. His cock sprang free of her mouth and shot a big load over her face and another on her chest and another on her chest and another in her open mouth and she regained control and sucked the last few wads down her throat. "Well, it looks like I have to clean you off again," he said when she climbed back to her feet.
Nancy presented the bar of soap, but before he could start cleaning her off, she hefted her big breasts and began slurping some cum off her own nipple. Nancy released her breast before arching her back and presenting her torso for Despre to clean again. When he was finished, he took her in his arms and kissed her passionately again for a good long while as the shower water splattered all over them.
The two lovers dressed. Both were quiet and sad that their amazing evening had come to an end. For some reason, Nancy decided to forgo her modest undergarments. In the future, she thought she might purchase sexier lingerie to remind her that she was a woman even if she was dedicated to god. Her habit was still damp and it clung sexily to her voluptuous body. It felt more confining then normal and she began to hate it.
"I'll run the room key back," she said. Despre looked up like he was about to protest, but instead he just shrugged and let her leave. Nancy found out why a few minutes later. A peg board outside the office displayed keys for all the rooms in the motel except for their room until she hung the key up. Despre had lied to her. They could have slept in separate rooms. She felt no anger. Instead, she smiled. No regrets. She decided not to say anything. She could see some bills inside through the money slot so at least he had paid for their room.
A passing West Coxville redneck in a pickup truck stopped when he saw a nun standing by the car. He frowned when he saw the strangely dressed black man with her, but helped tow Despre's car out of the mud. He refused money for helping them, pointing at his "Honk if you love Jesus" bumper sticker. Soon they were on their way back to Coxville.
Nancy stayed silent for a good hour of their drive East. She held her eyes closed and prayed for guidance and thought of her wanton actions over the last 24 hours. She felt remorse for breaking her vows, but not for what she had done. Trying to come to grips with her actions made her picture Linus and Despre in her mind which made her picture the two black men naked which made her picture their huge cocks sticking out from their hard bodies which made her picture their huge cocks doing things to her naked body which made her nipples hard and her pussy wet as her arousal grew. She opened her eyes and glanced over at Despre. She stared at his sexy black skin, the muscles rippling in his arms and the long-swollen bulge running down one pant leg.
"It's yours whenever you want it," he said softly without glancing at her.
"Thank you," she answered not knowing what else to say though "take me with you" and "I want it now" came to her mind.
"I plan to stick around for a while and could use a place to stay. I don't suppose I could stay with you?"
Nancy laughed. "At the convent?" She laughed again. "We have a house for visiting priests. If you were a priest you could stay there," she suggested not seriously.
"I am a priest," he reminded her. "I'd need a dark suit." He seemed to be considering it.
"I'm sure there's a spare collar at the house," she said, thinking they were playing a game, but realizing he wasn't when she saw the thoughtful look on his face. "You'd need a cross too," she quickly added.
Despre sighed. "Sorry, but that I will not do."
They drove silently for another hour as they neared the outskirts of Coxville. "The convent is outside the town on a hill. Stay straight for another few miles then turn left at the stoplight." She sat back and pondered what she would tell the mother superior. The right thing to do would be to confess her indiscretions. The church could punish her, send her off to be cloistered somewhere away from the temptation of the black cock.
"Mind if we take a detour?" he asked. "How do I get to the main street?"
"Turn right at the light instead of left. You can follow the sign for downtown Coxville. What are you looking for?"
"There's an old oak tree in front of city hall. It's a holy site to my religion. I'd like to see it."
Nancy found that interesting and a little alarming. Why would there be a pagan holy site in Christian Coxville. Then she remembered something disturbing. "I'm sorry Despre, but I believe the oak was struck by lightning several nights ago and destroyed." He looked stunned at her news, the color draining from his brown cheeks, and she added another, "I'm sorry."
"Thank you," he whispered, a tear running down his cheek. He wished he hadn't put off his pilgrimage to the site of Prospero Black's hanging for so long. He'd missed his chance. "Several nights ago?"
"Yes. No one saw it but the storm was around midnight Thursday night. Why?"
"It's nothing," he replied and made the turn at the light to head to main street Coxville. Midnight Thursday was when he'd first felt the wave of sexually charged energy all the way in New Orleans that had prompted him to make the detour to Coxville only to find the lovely stranded and desperate nun. Despre smiled thinking that the tree's destruction might not be such a bad thing. He remembered the waves of sexual energy that had hit him when he was having sex with Sister Nancy last night too. Something big was going on here in Coxville.



Despite his belief that the tree's destruction might be Damballah's will, he couldn't help crying when he saw the lightning blasted spot in front of city hall. The ground was still torn up and the root system was sticking up. The mighty truck was largely gone, cut up by chainsaws.
"Strange, but we normally don't get lightning storms this time of year," said Nancy. "And now two in a few nights."
"I'm rather glad for the one last night," replied Despre, winking at her. His reminder of their activities causing the fair skinned nun to blush.
Nancy watched him walk over to a landscaping pickup truck nearby. A couple of Latino gardeners were taking lunch sitting in the shade of some bushes. Nancy could understand a little Spanish and caught some of their animated discussion about the Cocks/Beaver game from last night. Meanwhile, Despre was going through some of the oak tree's branches that they had thrown in the back of the truck. He broke off a couple sticks. One was maybe half a foot long and the other a little shorter. She assumed he was just keeping a relic of his holy tree.
"Is there a thrift store nearby?" he asked.
"Yes, several. One within walking distance. It's a Catholic charity and we help raise donations for it."
"Excellent," said Despre with a smile. He seemed to have perked up. She watched as he removed one of his leather armbands from around his big bicep while they walked to the store. Strangely, he ripped it apart into several thongs. Nancy waited outside eager to get back to the convent. The longer she was gone, the harder it would be to explain her absence. Despre came out of the store close to a half hour later. "What do you think?" he asked.
"Very handsome and distinguished," she said approvingly. He was wearing a dark suit and shirt with no tie. She missed seeing his biceps though.
"Let's get you home." They returned to his car and headed back the way they had come. Nancy got more nervous the closer they got to the convent. She was shaking a little when they got to the produce stand at the bottom of the long driveway. "Where's this house for visiting priests?" he asked.
"Oh, over there," she told him. He turned down that lane and drove up to the house. "You can't stay here, Despre. I was joking."
"This will suit my purposes nicely," he replied, ignoring her. He tried the door, found it unlocked, and slipped inside.
"Despre! Despre! Come out," yelled Nancy standing at the front door. "You can't stay here," she hissed.
"SISTER NANCY!"
Nancy jumped startled. She turned and saw the mother superior making her way down the hill off the road. "Ah..uh, Mother Superior," she acknowledged, bowing to her superior as the woman approached.
"Just where have you been? We've been worried sick. We scoured the convent and when the van was reported missing, I called the sheriff and state police. Just what do you have to say for yourself?"
"I'm afraid that's my fault, Mother Superior," said Despre, coming from the house. "My car got stuck in the mud last night and I called the convent for assistance. Sister Nancy answered the phone and offered to come get me."
"I see," said the older nun staring at the black man. Nancy turned and glanced at Despre. Her eyes widened when she saw he'd found and attached a priest's collar to the dark suit. A primitive wooden cross hung from his neck. He'd fashioned it from the oak's branches and bound it with the leather straps he'd had around his arms. Apparently, this was a cross he was willing to wear. "Then where is our van?" asked the Mother Superior turning to Nancy.
"I-I'm afraid it broke down near Des.. Father Despre's car," she answered. "He thinks it's the water pump."
"It's given us trouble before. I'll have someone from the garage tow it. We're just grateful you're in good health. You must have had quite the night, Sister?"
"Uh.. Yes, quite."
"Well it looks like Father... Despre is it?" She bowed her head towards the visiting priest. "It looks like Father Despre took very good care of you Sister."
"H-he d-did, Mother Superior." Nancy felt the blush returning to her cheeks.
"By god's grace we broke down near the motel on the county line," said Despre. "It was closed, but the owner left keys to the rooms outside for travelers. Praise the lord."
"Thank god as well as the good folk of Coxville," replied the Mother Superior. "Will you be staying with us, Father Despre?"
"If it's not an imposition. I'd like to do some historical research on the plantation and the convent."
The older nun raised an eyebrow. "Interesting coincidence, a local reporter, Mrs. Kindle is interested in our history too. She contacted me just yesterday."
"I'll be sure to look her up," said Despre.
"And I'm sure you can stay here as long as you'd like. Father Robinson oversees the convent and is due for a visit, but I'm sure he won't mind the company. If there's anything you require, let me know." Mother Superior turned back towards the convent. "Come along Sister Nancy."
"Wait, Reverend Mother," interjected Despre. "I might need some assistance with my research from time to time. I'd like Sister O'Malley if that's possible."
"Provided it doesn't interfere with her duties and her teaching, Father Despre," said the Mother Superior with a gracious nod. "You may use her as often as you'd like." She turned and headed towards the convent.
"Actually, Sister Nancy, I could use your help now dealing with a hard problem I'm having."
A disbelieving Nancy followed Despre inside the house and soon found herself riding his hard cock in the priest's bed. They'd stripped quickly. She'd pulled the habit off, but had had kept the wimple and veil covering her head. She rode Despre's cock to several orgasms as he toyed with her enormous breasts. Nancy might just have to put off retaking her vow of chastity until Despre moved on. Then she remembered Linus and his promise of introducing her to some of her other student's black cocks. Yes, I'll need to delay retaking my vows for a while, she thought imagining the pleasure two black cocks could provide. I'm going to really pay for this later, she thought as she came, her Catholic guilt asserting itself. She crossed herself even as she slammed her pussy down hard onto Despre's hard cock. And I'm going to pay for that one, she thought cumming and crossing herself again. And that one...
*********
Sister Nancy, Bobbie Sue Kindle, Jenny and Kitty Summers weren't the only ones to succumb to the lure of big black cocks the last two days.
Officer Anderson didn't know how she wound up on her knees sucking the biggest blackest cock she'd ever seen. She'd pulled the African American male over for speeding through Coxburg. She pulled him out of the car when she smelled marijuana. Officer Anderson patted the man down and felt she'd detected a weapon hidden in his pants. She'd yanked his sweats down and got the shock of her young life as his hard-massive cock smacked her in the face. She stared at it in awe, the black weapon dwarfed her husband's poor little penis and she didn't resist as the black man guided it past her lips. Soon the black man had her glasses off, her hair down, and her big breasts out as she willingly blew his massive black cock until he blew his load down her throat. Soon she was hooked and nightly began pulling cars over for the crime of "driving while black". After a few weeks, sucking black cock wasn't enough. She needed them in her pussy and ass.
Felicia's heels clicked as she strolled down a dark alley in Coxburg, angry that her boyfriend Frank had stood her up. The buxom blonde in the short pink dress ignored the calls of various blacks in the neighborhood as she walked past the graffiti covered walls. Soon, she was grabbed and accosted by a big shirtless black man in green pants. Felicia was so scared she showed him her ass, hoping that would be enough. Jamarcus kneeled and began licking her pussy before grabbing the stunning blonde and flipping her over, putting his tongue in her pussy, then ass as he held her upside down. Felicia found herself loving it, cumming, and grabbing his pants for balance, but pushing them down until his gigantic 14" cock sprang up, entering her mouth. Soon Jamarcus was joined by the two other members of his gang known as the Big 3. Clyde revealed an 18" cock that looked like it belonged on a horse. She sucked them all before they took her. When Jamarcus slowly pushed his cock into her formerly racist pussy, Felicia knew what her purpose in life was from then on. A week later, Felicia was wearing white shorts that almost exposed her ass cheeks and a white top that barely covered her breasts. Between her breasts was a queen of spades symbol. She walked the streets looking for Johns so she could make some money for her three pimps.
Susanna Clark found herself tipping her black garbage man with a blowjob. The married mother of two didn't know what else to do when the older black man came looking for a delinquent payment. Still gagging from the amount of sperm his huge cock had pumped down her throat, she didn't resist him when he opened her robe and began guiding his still hard cock towards her married white pussy.
Georgina Flynn had dozed off while sunbathing topless. She awoke to see her black meter reader standing over her jerking off a foot-long cock while staring at her tits. When she didn't say anything, he straddled her cot and pushed his huge cock between her EE breasts. She bent down to suck his cock head while he began titty fucking her.
Sylvia Howard couldn't take her eyes off the bulge in the plumber's jeans. He was under her kitchen sink, banging away at it with his lower half sticking out. There were no way penises got that big, her husband barely made five inches on a good day. With trembling hands, she reached out for his zipper. The plumber jumped when he felt her touch, but relaxed and let her take him out. She wasn't disappointed and leaned down to take his cock in her mouth, trying to unclog his thick black pipe. Soon afterwards he was banging away at her and not at her pipes.
Dick Harper watched in horror as his wife was taken by a massively hung black man. Worse, the slut seemed to be loving every inch of that thick slab of uncut dark meet pounding away at her whore pussy. She was lying across the pool table in the back of a bar getting a fucking so hard from the black guy that Dick could never have given her. How had he let the black dude goad him into betting over a pool game? It was so out of character for him to accept a bet and even more so when the black had asked Dick to bet his wife. It was so out of character for his wife to accept such a bet too. Yet here they were?
Stories such as these happened all over Coxville that weekend, nor did they stop after that. Kitty Summers would introduce her cheerleader friends to black cock at a pool party a few weeks later. Jenny Summer's sister Kat would be introduced to black cock at her barbecue as was Bobbie Sue's sister, Sammy as was Nurse Swallows, as were many many others.
From here on out, Coxville County would be a very different place.
**********
So was there a Coxville Curse?
The question was debated for years afterwards. Bobbie Sue never believed in it and a year after first reading about it she found herself divorced and the single mother of a black baby boy. She assumed the boy was Melvin's as the timing was right, but Melvin had quickly lost exclusive control over her pussy. Bobbie Sue found herself meeting Melvin biweekly for sex, mostly they fucked at the library after closing, but sometimes they did it in her car in various make out spots around the county. On one such time, they were spotted by Andy Gooch, a black stoner who forced Bobbie Sue to put out for him. He even made her suck him off in her classroom which was captured by Principal Long's hidden cameras. Bobbie Sue quickly joined Long's growing harem and once Long's cock got in a woman, they lost all inhibitions. Bobbie Sue had no regrets, especially since her small local book, "The Coxville Curse" came out. It became very popular in the county and to a certain extent the state and it even garnered some national attention.
The number of believers in the curse was pretty small. Most were white husbands, boyfriends, or fathers who had lost their loved ones to the hung black men of Coxville County. They were incapable of believing their loved ones would leave them for black men so they blamed a curse. Many a woman used the curse as an excuse to explain their behavior. At the Mayoral debate in 2010, one cuckolded husband asked the candidates what they intended to do about the Coxville curse. He was laughed at, but there was also a small spattering of applause and nodding heads from recently divorced white males.
Critics were more numerous. It was pointed out that there were no witnesses to any of the lightning strikes. It was just a coincidence that there were storms on the same day every fifty years and that a heavy fog developed afterwards. Storms and fog were common that time of year, but they did happen Skeptics suggested that other than the bolt that destroyed the old oak tree, lightning didn't actually strike it every fifty years, but that branches were knocked over by the wind gusts. Another account of the hanging by a witness claimed the branch broke from Prospero's weight and not from lightning.
A biology teacher traced the large increase in the penis size of African American residents of Coxville County to circa 1909, fifty years after the hanging. It was discovered that when they were in their late forties, the Long twins and the Black twins, sons of the Cox sisters, left the seminary to serve the black community of Coxville County. They were apparently unable to resist the advances of the black women of their community and fathered many children on different women. The biologist cited another study about African American penis size in the United States and was surprised to find that 10% of above average males could be traced to former slaves of Coxville County. The remaining 90% seemed to originate out of the New Orleans area around 1849-1859. It seems Prospero Black had spread his seed far and wide.
Others pointed out that only several dozen women out of thousands went black that first year and that more women were led to cheat or experiment with black men after Mrs. Kindle's book came out citing the erotically written sex scenes with Betty, Samantha, and the slaves as putting ideas into their heads. Scenes which had been greatly exaggerated by Mrs. Kindle. A year after her first book, Bobbie Sue released "The Coxville Curse II" featuring true stories by the women of Coxville and their first black experience. The first book was sold in the local interest section. The second book was sold in the erotica section of bookstores. Many women allowed Bobbie Sue to use their real names among them Jenny and Kitty Summers, Ivana Swallows the school nurse, and even Bobbie Sue told her own story. There were so many stories, that Bobbie Sue released books yearly after that.
Sociologists explained it away as interracial relationships having reached a tipping point where increasingly women kept getting into interracial relationships because of a domino effect. When the most popular girl in high school does something the other girls soon follow. Kitty Summers soon had her fellow cheerleaders following her lead thanks to the "Pool Party" incident described in "The Coxville Curse II" and soon other girls were following their lead. A darker reason was given when Principal Long passed away and blackmail videos were discovered featuring nearly every female teacher in the school and dozens of female students. No complaints against him had ever been filed and the supposedly blackmailed women all were seen at his funeral deep in mourning.
Things seemed to go better for African American residents of Coxville after the lightning strike. Samson replaced Todd as quarterback and the team went on many victories including the state championship game. Samson also got a football scholarship to college and went on to the pro teams. Melvin went to college and became an astrophysicist. Despite being geeky and awkward, word of his genital size got out among the mostly white students and Melvin became quite popular with the female students and the favorite boy toy of a certain sorority. Samson's teammate LD, left Coxville for Los Angeles to meet his dad and they ended up making interracial porn together, bringing in some more Coxville black talent and started their own production company moving back to Coxville to be close to the real talent. Their second movie was called The Coxville Curse, but had little to do with Bobbie Sue's book or real events. As "The Coxville Curse" book series was published, a strange phenomenon began occurring in Coxburg. Women started visiting there to pick up black men for sex. The Big Three gang found that prostituting themselves was more profitable then prostituting white women. College girls driving down I-69 for the gulf coast and Florida beaches stopped over hoping to meet black men. Some took the black studs they met on vacation with them. Others opted to vacation in Coxburg, skipping the beaches and renting cabins on lake Cox for them and their black studs. Grades and attendance among blacks at Coxville High went up, as Principal Long had Kitty and her friends parade around in skimpy BBC Princess outfits, servicing whichever black student needed motivating. Jenny, Bobbie Sue, Nurse Swallows, Bianca Blackwood, and other teachers helped motivate the black students as well.
True or false, real, or imaginary, curse or blessing, whether or not there was a Coxville Curse didn't really matter. What did matter was that as time went by, the words of Prospero Black came true. The white men of Coxville County left their wives wanting and the buxom and fertile daughters of Eve, turned to the superior black snakes of Damballah, their bellies ripening with the fertile seed of the descendants of the Cox Plantation's slaves, creating new life.
Oh Damballah, creator of life...
THE END
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The Coxville Curse Part 2: Chapter 5: One Hot Blonde Gets A Big Black Cock In Her Ass
**********
October 03, 2009: Saturday, eight days after the shadow man came into the dreams of the women of Coxville.
***********
Jenny Summers' mind wandered as she squirmed uncomfortably on her bed. The past week had been frustrating and horrible. On Monday, a distraught Todd had come to her office crying that Kitty had dumped him. The next day, she'd heard a rumor that Kitty and Samson had been seen brazenly walking hand in hand down the hallway between classes. "Katherine Candace Summers, I forbid you from dating that black boy. Samson West is trouble with a capital T," she'd yelled at her daughter. "What could you possibly see in dating a black boy?" Jenny froze realizing what she'd just said and knowing what her daughter's, what her own answer would be. She'd seen Samson's huge cock. She'd seen it half sticking out of her daughter's ass. The image was frozen in her mind. If Jenny had been in Kitty's shoes, she'd have dumped Todd too and never slept with a white man again. Kitty had broken down crying, promising to break up with Samson and start dating Todd again. Jenny didn't believe her, she'd worked up fake tears before and her act wasn't convincing.
On Wednesday, Jenny had bumped into Samson in the hallway, catching him skipping class. "You keep your dirty black hands off my daughter, Samson West," she told him.
The cocky black teen had laughed at her. "It's over, Jenny," he said.
"That's Mrs. Summers," she reminded him.
"Kitty is back with Todd," he told her and his grin told her he was lying. "Besides, I prefer my women a little older, more experienced." Samson West openly ran his eyes up and down her body.
Aghast, Jenny marched him off to the principal's office. She found Principal Long and Coach Black sitting back and laughing when she stormed into his office. Both their eyes zoomed in on her breasts and she realized her nipples had hardened and were standing out. She folded her arms across her chest and tapped her foot indignantly. "Mr. Long, I caught Samson here cutting class again. I suggest you suspend him."
Long smiled and wagged his finger at her. "I can't suspend our star player now can I," said Willie Long.
Jenny gasped, completely flabbergasted and as she did so, she lowered her hands to her hips, arched her back, thrusting her giant bosom forwards. Old man Long's gaze fell on her chest as openly as Samson's had earlier. Jenny didn't know if it were her imagination or what, but the Negroes in this town were acting uppity lately.
"Samson was running an errand for me, Mrs. Summers," interjected Coach Black.
He didn't stare at her boobs like Long or Samson. Black locked eyes with hers and in a way, that seemed worse. Staring into his eyes made her legs feel week as her panties dampened. She wanted to fall to her knees and suck his cock right then and there.
"See Mrs. Summers, it's all just a misunderstanding," chuckled Long.
Jenny was indignant and added, "Then I suggest Coach Black that you remember to write Samson a hall pass next time. Good day, gentlemen." Jenny swore the two men were laughing at her as she walked out the door.
"Mrs. Summers, wait," called Black. "There's something I need to discuss with you." The Coach caught up with her and muttered under his breath, "Like when we gonna get together again?"
Jenny promised him that she wanted it as bad a he did, but that her husband had been clingy of late.
On Friday, Todd still seemed distraught. Jenny found Pamela consoling him, rubbing his arm in sympathy, even hugging him. Todd was so upset, he'd even blown their chances of winning that night's game. After the game, the football players, even the white ones, started migrating towards Samson, looking towards him for leadership and damn him, but he had the skills to pull it off. If Todd didn't straighten up, the Cocks would have a new quarterback. Harold had declared it family night after the game, taking his wife and a teenage daughter that clearly had rather been elsewhere out to dinner and then home to play board games. Jenny looked longingly towards the boy's showers where she'd discovered black cock for the first-time last week. Coach Black had caught her eye, nodding at her. They both wanted it again. Jenny didn't just want it, she needed it. She craved it. She desperately wanted sex again. Jenny snapped herself out of her daydream, figuring it was time she spoke to her husband instead of just lying beneath him.
"Oh yeah, give it to me baby. Give it to me good." Jenny Summers laid patiently beneath her rutting husband.
"So tight," he huffed.
Jenny frowned. Why was she tight after Coach Black opened her up so good... sooo gooood... just last week? Her vaginal muscles were clenched, squeezing downwards, trying to push Harold's little prick out. The exact opposite of how it had reacted with the Coach's black cock. Her own body was rejecting her husband's penis. She sighed just as Harold arched his back and made his scrunched-up orgasm face. It had never bothered her before, but after being taken by Coach Black, her husband, love of her life, and father of her daughter, just seemed comical and even a little repugnant.
Jenny wiggled beneath Harold. He never held himself over her body, he laid right down on top of her and she felt trapped beneath his pudgy torso. He also sweated like a pig when he rutted, her breasts, belly and legs were wet with his sweat. How one man could sweat so much from three minutes of work, she'd never know.
It was her fault for initiating sex anyway. She'd woken up horny, just like she'd woken up horny every morning since the Coach had taught her what sex with a real man was all about. Jenny had fondled her husband's little dick until it was hard and then waited while he put his condom on and he climbed up the famous twin peaks of Mount Cox. They'd actually had sex four times in the last 9 days and that was a record they hadn't matched in fifteen years. The first time had been the night of the big storm that destroyed the old oak tree in front of city hall. The next night, Harold and she had planned a romantic date night after the game, but circumstances had led her into an interracial sexual encounter with a man who seemed built specifically for sex. Jenny had caught her beloved daughter being corrupted by her own black stud, Samson West in the girl's locker-room and to make things worse, Samson was sticking what looked like a foot-long black cock into her daughter's ass. She believed Kitty had made the smart choice and chosen anal sex to avoid getting pregnant by a black man. Luckily, Coach Black had told her that he'd had a vasectomy and sex with him was risk free. Jenny had gotten home to find Harold upset their date night had been ruined and wanting sex. She'd blown him partially to keep him out of her over stretched well-fucked pussy and partly out of guilt for cheating on him. Harold had been
delighted.
Harold Summers was going away on a business trip that weekend, but the big news was that he was going away the following Friday on a week-long business trip. Jenny planned on driving to meet him the following Friday after school and they'd spend the weekend together. Harold had decided to take the week leading up to his trip off to spend with his family and hadn't left Jenny alone all week. His constant presence was even getting on Kitty's nerves, but she had the ability to run off with her friends. Jenny was getting bitchy with horniness, snapping at Harold or Kitty over little things. Despite having plenty of sex with Harold, his small penis and love making skills just wasn't doing it for her. She was dying for a good fuck and that would mean getting the Coach's big black cock in her pussy again. Worse, after seeing how much her daughter seemed to like getting her ass stuffed by Samson's big black cock, Jenny hadn't been able to get the idea of anal sex with the Coach out of her mind. Asking him to stick his cock in her back door would make her feel like a dirty slut and she knew that it would hurt, yet she couldn't get the thought of getting ass fucked out of her mind.. What if he was disgusted with the idea? All she knew was that she was so horny for the Coach's cock again that she felt like a crack addict eager for her next fix. Finally, on the day, she'd dragged Samson to the principal's office, she'd told Black to just pick her up at 11:00am Saturday. They would spend the day shopping and wait for Harold to leave on his trip. Kitty was out with Todd leaving Jenny and her dirty little secret all alone to fuck for hours.
"Cumming," grunted Harold.
Jenny stared at the ceiling as her husband's little penis twitched a few times. He panted heavily upon her, catching his breath, waiting to recover from his now five minutes of exertion. His penis softened quickly after cumming. His thin six inches, shriveled, shrinking down to three then two inches, and then it just plopped out of her pussy without Harold even needing to withdraw it. Harold grunted and rolled off her. Jenny's breasts and thighs were slick with Harold's sweat. "I'm going to get my shower," she told him, slipping out of bed.
"Yep," grunted Harold, still recovering. "That was wonderful, dear," he said.
"The best," she lied, faking a smile. She looked down at Harold, laying nude on his back, wet with sweat, beer belly heaving as he breathed heavily, and at the condom hanging loosely on his little penis. So not sexy, she thought. Harold had strangely little shame for an out of shape balding man and had no problem walking around nude.
Harold rolled out of bed, shortly after the shower started. He waddled into the bathroom, pausing to smile at the distorted form of his wife under the water through the glass door. Jenny was currently soaping that magnificent rack of hers. He tugged the condom off and walked over to the toilet to take a leak. I filled that one up really good, he thought, holding the condom up. Semen barely filled the receptacle. He dropped the rubber into the trash and peed. He flushed the toilet, hearing Jenny yelp as her water went cold. "Sorry," he called.
Harold returned to the bedroom and dressed. He pulled his suitcase out of the closet and started packing. Jenny came out with a towel wrapped around her and one in her hair. She dropped the one around her torso and Harold couldn't stop staring as she stepped into a plain white panty. Nearly twenty years of marriage and he never got tired of looking at her. Jenny covered her Gcup breasts with her bra. She turned around so that he could hook the back. She always had trouble confining her prodigious bosom. "If I don't see Kitten, tell her I'm sorry I missed her," he told his wife.
Jenny slipped a short sun dress over her head. It was white with purple flowers and hugged her form. "You know Kitty, she's out with either Todd or her friends."
"No time for dear old dad at her age," said Harold with a sigh.
"Hey, I wouldn't even see her if it weren't for cheerleading practice," said Jenny, walking over to kiss her husband on the cheek. Jenny smiled and winked at him before leaving the bedroom. She practically skipped down the stairs, whistling as she went.
Harold followed her down. "You're feeling chipper," he said.
Jenny opened the front door and peered out to see if her ride was here yet. "How could I not be in a good mood after this morning, tiger," she replied, winking at him.
Harold frowned as a dark car pulled up at the foot of his driveway, but didn't turn into it. Loud music was blaring from the car, sounding suspiciously like rap. The windows had a dark tint and he couldn't see who was driving. "Have fun shopping with the girls," he told her, wondering whose car that was. He knew Anya and Ivy's cars. He wasn't sure what Sammy Spitzman drove and guessed it was hers. Sammy worked out to loud music and always had ear phones in. That would explain the loud music blaring from the car. The base was so loud, his windows were rattling. "Tell you what honey, why don't you buy a little something sexy for our weekend together," he told her pulling out a credit card.
Jenny yanked the card out of his hand and bounded down towards the dark car. "Have a safe trip. I'll see you in a few days. Maybe, I'll buy something really sexy for our weekend away."
Inside the car, Coach Black was smirking. He turned the music down a little so that he could listen to the conversation. Jenny opened the passenger door and the Coach could make out little Harold bending down to see who was driving, but Jenny was too quick. Finally, thought the huge black man. I'm gonna get me some of that hot pussy again. It's been a week since I fucked her in the shower. "Bye honey, I love you," she yelled, slamming the door.
Coach Black sped off, trying not to squeal the wheels. Jenny was leaning into him before her house was even out of sight. Her hand reached down to squeeze the growing bulge of his mighty cock. "I can't wait to fuck this big cock again," she whispered in his ear.
"Yeah, what gives?"
"Harold took the week off." She felt his cock hardening to the point it must be getting uncomfortable. "He thinks we need to spend more time together. He takes me to work. He picks
me up. He watches practice. But he'll be gone all weekend and Kitty's off with Todd and then next week, he's gone all week long."
Coach Black smirked, shifting in his seat as his cock strained to be free of his jeans. Todd, my ass, he thought. She's Samson's slut now. Samson's done bragged to the whole team how he got Kitty Summers hooked on his black cock.
Jenny continued, "I'm supposed to go meet him on the 16th for a romantic weekend. Damn! This monster's getting hard."
"Why don't you take it out and suck on it some?"
"Here? In the car?" asked Jenny shocked. Her hand was already slipping into his pants. Her desire to feel it again trumping any nervousness about getting caught.
"Forty minutes to the mall," he told her. Black pulled the car onto I-69 heading North towards Coxburg. "That should be enough time. If you hurry."
"And by the time we're done shopping, Harold should be on the road and we can fuck in a real bed."
"Sounds like a plan," said the Coach, lifting his hips so that she could pull his cock out better.
Jenny pulled his cock out. Her whole body trembled when she saw it again. The Coach's cock was thicker than her wrist and more than a foot in length. Her dainty fingers ran up the hard shaft. Jenny undid her seat belt and leaned down towards his hard-black cock. She kissed the tip before running her tongue around the crown. Jenny leaned down, parted her lips and took the big cock head in her mouth. What was I thinking, she thought? This monster will never fit in my ass. But I've got to try. If Kitty can take one, then I can. I just hope he doesn't think I'm a pervert when I ask. Jenny sucked slowly, bobbing her head, feeling his cock push deeper and deeper down her throat. It was easier than the first time, but his cock stretched her throat out so much it was a struggle not to gag. Her lips kissed his pubic hair before she had to come up for air. She licked around his cock head again while she caught her breath. The next time she went down on him, she moved her head more rapidly, sucking him for all she was worth. A truck horn blared as a driver passed them, looking down through the sun roof at her head in the driver's lap. She didn't stop nor did she really care. If she were truly to get good at this, she'd need a lot more practice then just once a week and Jenny wanted to get really good at sucking her black lover's cock for she knew Black liked having his cock sucked as much as she liked the taste of his cum.
Jenny sucked his black cock for all she was worth. Her pace finally began to produce results. The Coach needed to pull over while she sucked him. His strong black hand came to rest on her blonde head, guiding her lips up and down his cock. His shaft swelled and grew even larger. It jerked, the first wad spewing more semen into her belly then her husband had cum their entire marriage. Jenny pulled back quickly, his cock bucking in her throat, shooting still more seed into her belly. The cock head entered her mouth, exploding his semen into her mouth so quickly, her cheeks bulged. His cum tastes so good, she thought, gulping it down. And it's so rich for
someone who's had a vasectomy. More of his sperm filled her mouth. Correction, semen, for his semen contained no sperm or so she believed.
Jenny jerked his shaft with her hand, making sure that every last drop of the Coach's seed was in her mouth before she finally raised her head. "Oh, we're here," she said, surprised. Their car was already parked in the Coxburg mall's parking lot, a good way away from any nearby parked cars. "That was a nice way to kill forty minutes," she told him and the Coach laughed.
Jenny Summers and Coach Black left the car. She boldly put her arm in his as they strolled towards the main entrance. I hope no one we know sees us, she thought as they entered the mall. Coxburg was a city in its own right, but it was as racially backwards as Coxville. Everyone stared at the giant muscular black man and the buxom blonde beauty on his arm. Jenny saw accusing glances. Jenny saw anger on one redneck's face and a smirk on a black man's face, though the black girl with him sneered, looking as angry as the redneck had.
They stopped outside a swimsuit store. The window displayed mannequins wearing assorted bikinis. The display dummies had been designed specifically for Coxville County with larger busts to account for the genetic abnormality that afflicted many of the native women of the County.
"You got a bikini?" asked the Coach.
"Not really. I have a two-piece swimsuit that leaves my upper belly bare, but the panty covers my belly button and the top is more of a sports bra."
"That doesn't sound very sexy," replied Black.
"It's not meant to be, silly. It's a practical swimsuit for doing laps in my pool."
"Let's get you a new bikini," said the Coach. Coach Black led Jenny straight towards the changing rooms. The rooms had brown saloon style doors that Coach Black could easily see over. Jenny entered while the Coach watched her as she pulled the dress over her head. "I see I'm going to have to get you some new underwear too."
"This is practical for an athletic woman with breasts as large as mine," she replied.
"My women don't wear practical, they wear sexy. You wait here and I'll pick out some bikinis."
"You want my size?" she asked after the Coach had already turned away.
"I sized you up a long time ago," said the Coach heading out towards the display racks.
Jenny slipped the tight sports bra over her head and pushed the panty down her legs. Nude, she stood admiring herself in the multiple mirrors. One faced her head on and others showed her left and right sides. Jenny lifted her heavy breasts and squeezed them together to make cleavage. "Not bad for 36," she muttered.
A handsome black face appeared in the mirror above the saloon doors. "DAMN!" said the Coach, whistling.
Jenny blushed with embarrassment that he'd just caught her posing. He had several hangers of bikinis in one hand. He picked one off and handed it to her. It was an American flag print bikini. "Seriously?" she asked, taking it from him.
"I think it's sexy," said the Coach.
"Go away and let me try it on," she replied. Black smirked at her and stepped away from the door. Jenny tried the top on. He clearly didn't know her size, for the cup was about one size too small, but G-cups were rare even in Coxville. Jenny Summers had specially ordered many a top for herself. Both she and her good friend Ivy Swallows shared shopping tips and websites geared towards buxom women. The flag top's left cup was blue with white stars and the right cup was red and white stripes. The panty was red and white vertical stripes. The top of the panty was so low cut, it didn't quite cover the top of her blonde pubes. She had to keep reaching behind her to yank the thin material in the rear out of her ass. "You can come look now," she called, seeing the looming form of Coach Black appear in the mirror. This time he opened the doors and looked her up and down. "You don't know my size. It's too small," she told him, noticing some of the employees out on the sales floor were staring towards them. This must have been a rare and shocking sight to them.



The Coach looked at the bikini, cups not quite covering her full breasts and squeezing them so tight, breast flesh stuck out from the material. He caught glimpses of her pubes above the panty. "It's not too small. It's perfect."
"It's tacky."
"It's patriotic." Black handed her another bikini.
Jenny removed the flag bikini and pulled on the next one. It was a leopard print bikini that made her feel like a jungle girl. It fit her like the last one except it didn't show any pubic hair as the front of the panty was higher and a short loincloth. "It's ridiculous."
"It shows you appreciate large African animals," he said chuckling. Coach Black hadn't moved from the doorway and had watched her change. Jenny removed the bikini and he had to control himself to stop from reaching out to squeeze those big ass titties of hers. "Dolphins or Saints?" he asked.
"Dolphins," said Jenny, taking the NFL team bikini from him. It was small and sexy, but the colors didn't suit her.
Jenny tried on the last bikini. It was a skimpy pink thing and the worst one yet, though it fit her, the material was even smaller. The triangular cups were little more than nipple slings. No matter how she stretched or pulled it, some of her areola would show. Not that it mattered as her entire
nipples down to the little bumps around her areola were clearly visible through the pink fabric and when wet, the top would be practically nonexistent. The string panty tied at her hips. The fabric at the front was small and showed off a lot of pubes. She'd need to trim her bush if she were to wear this thing. There was no fabric on the rear, just a string that disappeared between her ass cheeks.
In the mirror, she could see the Coach staring at her wide eyed with awe. Jenny's cheeks flushed with embarrassment. "I think we have a winner," he said.
"No way, it barely covers my nipples."
"It's perfect."
"You can see my ass!" Jenny wondered if seeing her ass was giving him any ideas.
"I like seeing your ass
"Look at this," said Jenny sitting on the bench in the dressing room and spreading her legs open. The thong slid right between her labia before turning into the scant material covering her crotch. Light glistened on fluids coating her crotch and thighs.
"Looks like wearing it turns you on," said the Coach staring at her pussy. "Damn girl, shut dem legs or I'm gonna fuck you right here. How long until the wimp leaves?"
"Be nice Coach," said Jenny standing up. "And we still have a couple hours until he's on the road."
A few minutes later, they were standing in the checkout line. The young woman ringing up the sale was looking at them distastefully. "I can't believe I'm buying this one," said Jenny, handing the woman Harold's credit card.
They checked out and walked back into the mall. Jenny resisted the urge to lean into her giant black lover and it was a good thing she did too. The Coach and Jenny turned the corner towards the next row of stores and ran right smack into Tom and Anya White. Anya stopped just in time, but her breasts pressed against Jenny's, while Tom who wasn't paying attention hit the Coach's chest and went down on his ass just like he'd hit a brick wall. "Yenny?" exclaimed Anya in surprise. Her eyes glanced towards the massive black man looming beside Jenny and they widened in shock. "Vhat are you doing here?"
"Same as you, shopping," replied Jenny, watching the Coach pulling Tom to his feet. Tom got up shaking his hand from where the Coach's iron grip had hurt him. "Ran into the Coach here and we decided to look for something to get the team and my girls."
"Like vhat?"
"Not sure, a trophy or something," said Jenny shrugging.
"Well they earned it," interjected Tom. "Congratulations on that win, Coach. It's about time Coxville had a win even if it were just that one night. Shame about last night."
"We were all winners that night," replied Black, leering over at Jenny who blushed a little as she recalled their night in the locker room shower. Coxville had an away game last night and lost it by seven points. Once again Samson had been on fire, but Todd had been distracted blowing several passes.
"Well here's hoping for a few more," said Tom. "As long as you got Todd as quarterback, you've got a good chance. That was one hell of a throw against Bartown."
"That was one amazing catch by Samson," added the Coach, and it was Samson's play, mutha fucker, he thought.
"How's practice been?" asked Tom. "Todd's been a little off this week. He's down in the dumps for some reason he won't talk to us about."
That's because his girlfriend dumped him for some man-sized nigga dick, chump, thought the Coach. "I've noticed that too," said Black. "I've warned him that if he doesn't snap out of it, West is chomping at the bits for a chance to lead the team."
"I'll talk to him," said Tom. "I'm sure it's just a phase."
"Coach, we need to get going. I have big plans this evening," said Jenny.
"Sure thing," answered Black. "I got big plans too."
"Hot date?' asked Tom.
"Sort of, she's more of a fuck buddy," laughed the Coach as Anya gasped at his crudeness. "But the bitch is fine. She's built like Jenny over there."
"Well good luck with that," said Tom, nodding in appreciation though his wife's body was every bit as stacked as Jenny's. "Come on Anya."
"Men," tisked Jenny to her friend Anya.
"Gut bye, Yenny," said Anya. "See you at the next book club meeting."
"That was close," whispered Jenny. "We need to make sure we don't look like we're together."
"Yes'm Miss Jenny. Isa gonna walk ten paces behind ya, Miss Jenny.
"Stop it." Jenny walked briskly away from the Coach and he followed just a few paces behind. "Hey!" she exclaimed excitedly. "There's a Halloween store. I could use a costume for the
Halloween dance at the end of the month."
The next half hour proceeded similarly to the bikini store modeling session. Jenny tried on sexy outfits for the Coach's amusement. The genie outfit was a particular favorite. He made her go without underwear so that her breasts and pubes were visible through the diaphanous silk. Black growled lustfully at the French Maid costume. "Buy that one and you can wear it when you clean my condo." He liked the sexy witch too, but the school wouldn't approve of her wearing a costume associated with the devil.
Jenny sighed. "Did you pick anything that I could actually wear to the school dance?"
"Just this Princess Leia costume." Jenny took it, picturing herself in a dark wig with buns on the sides of her head, the white robe, and she could buy a toy gun at the toy store in the mall. Of course, it was the slave girl Leia costume. Jenny admired herself in the costume as she put her hair up on her head and braided it. The top was tight and a lot of breast flesh stuck out. The costume showed more flesh then it covered. Her hips, belly and legs were bared with just a skirt hanging down between her legs to cover her goodies. It was sluttier then the movie's costume with heeled platform sandals. "Buy it," said the Coach.
"It's not very sensible. I need something to wear to the school dance, not to Jabba's palace. I'd never get this past Principal Long." All teachers were required to model their costumes before the Principal for approval before he'd allow them to wear anything. Jenny pictured herself modeling this outfit before the old black man.
"Buy it," said the Coach. "Long's near retirement and not worried about getting fired. I gotta feeling that anything goes at this year's dance."
"Still, I couldn't wear this in front of my students," said Jenny, turning from left to right and admiring the fit. "Plus, it's $200."
Black stepped into the dressing room, grabbed the long chain hanging down from the slave collar. He yanked her towards him, pressing his lips against hers. Jenny immediately melted against him. "Buy it," he growled. "Because I like it."
Jenny trembled, wanting to kiss him again, wanting him inside her. "I think I'll buy it then."
"Good girl. Now how long until we can fuck again?"
"Damn, still over an hour."
"Well we haven't hit the lingerie store yet," said the Coach with a grin. Jenny paid for her costume with Harold's card and the two were off to the lingerie store. "Time to find you some sexy underwear," said the Coach. "For your husband of course."
Lingerie shopping went like the other stores. Black only let her try on thongs. Nor would he bring her any tops in her cup size. One set made her feel sexy. It consisted of tiny lacy black
panties, bra, and garters holding up black nylons. "Me like," grunted the Coach. We're getting that one." Black said, "We're getting that one too," when she modeled the sheer red Valentines lingerie. The bra cups and panty were red hearts. "And that one," he said to the sheer blue baby doll nighty.
"Look Coach," said Jenny reaching around to her side. There was a ripping sound and she flung the top and the sheer blue covering at him. Her big breasts jiggled. "Velcro. The panty too," she told him, showing him that the sides of the panty was being held on by just a thin strip of Velcro.
"Wear that one under your clothes. Just rip the tag off."
"I feel so sexy in this," said Jenny, "but whenever I'm alone with you, I plan on being naked."
"Fuck, I want that pussy now."
"Harold should be hitting the road any minute."
"Then let's get the fuck out of here."
Jenny purchased five sets of new sexy underwear. Gosh, Harold's going to kill me, she thought when she added up the totals of all her purchases in her head. They were quickly out the main door of the Coxburg mall, giggling like young lovers as they raced to the Coach's car. She had his cock hard and in her hand before he even started the engine. This time he didn't resist squealing the wheels. His car roared out of the parking lot heading for Coxville as fast as he thought he could get away with without getting a ticket. At first, Jenny planned on just stroking his cock, but after a while, she couldn't resist leaning down to kiss it again. Kissing turned to licking and licking turned to sucking. It took all her self-control not to suck him as fast as she could. She craved the taste of his cum, but she craved having the big cock jerking and ejaculating in her pussy even more. Coach Black managed to shave ten minutes off their commute.
The Coach parked boldly in her driveway as if he were the man of the house. He even kissed her at her front door while she fumbled with her keys. God, I hope the neighbors aren't watching, thought Jenny, but she kissed Black back as passionately as he was kissing her. Finally, she managed to get the key in her lock and the two eager lovers were in her house.
Jenny gulped as she led the Coach towards her bedroom. Her entire body felt electrified with anticipation. Black walked over to her marital bed and straightened the covers. When he turned around, he grinned when he saw that Jenny had already pulled the sundress over her head. She stood looking at him with big doe eyes. Her body showed signs of her extreme arousal. Nipples pushed out the sheer material of her new teddy's top. She trembled slightly and was breathing heavily. Coach Black took a few strides towards her. She stared at him in anticipation, wondering what he was going to do next. Would he reach out and touch her? Would he take her in his strong arms and kiss her deeply? The Coach reached out with his strong right hand and grabbed the top of the teddy. Jenny gasped as he ripped her top off. She stumbled a step closer to him, almost in his arms. His hand covered the tip of her prodigious right breast. His brown eyes seemed to dominate her blue ones as he stared into them. Jenny felt his left hand grab the top of her panty,
the knuckles scraping down her blonde bush. The Velcro tore apart as he ripped her panties off leaving her naked before him. Jenny gasped, her heart racing. "My god, you're a man," she whispered.
Coach Black grabbed her then and kissed her deeply. She shuddered when the tip of his index finger found her wetness, slipping inside her hot pussy. He kept kissing her as he slowly spun around and walked her backwards to the bed. Black pushed her down on the bed and she slid back so that her head rested on the pillow. Jenny stared at the dominant black man as he pulled his tee shirt off over her head and his strong muscular chest came into view. Her pussy was hungry for him, hungry for anything. At first, she fought the urge to touch herself watching him strip and then she gave in, spreading her legs open and fingering her clit while the Coach pushed his jeans down. His powerful cock was struggling against his underwear. Jenny pushed one finger into her pussy as his cock started to appear. A small orgasm surprised her as his giant black cock sprang up free, of its confines, still wet from her slow blowjob. Coach Black chuckled too, noticing that she had squirted a little. It would be the first of many orgasms that day.
Black climbed on the bed at her feet and knelt there, watching her play with herself. He lifted her left leg and kissed the inside of her ankle. Then he leaned forward and kissed her knee, the inside of her thigh, licking towards the wetness coating her thigh, laying down between her legs. She gasped in shock when his thick tongue licked up her labia. This was a surprise, but then the Coach was always full of surprises. He ate her pussy with gusto as if he enjoyed eating her out every bit as much as she enjoyed sucking his big black cock. A finger worked into her pussy, soon joined by another, combined they were thicker and longer then Harold's penis. He worked his fingers in and out as he sucked her clit between his lips. Jenny's body went crazy, humping into his fingers and tongue. She came again.
Jenny lay still gasping for breath as she recovered from her orgasm. The Coach's tongue slid up the crevice of her thigh moving up the side of her short blonde bush. He reached her abdomen, and then his tongue dipped into her belly button. He withdrew his tongue and kissed her navel before working his tongue up over her stomach and then her rib cage. Jenny's body was starting to respond as she got hotter and hotter for him. He was working his way up her body, his black cock getting closer and closer to her pussy. She was moaning and writhing beneath him, her hands under his biceps, trying to pull him up faster. The tongue was now licking up the underside of one giant breast, finding her nipple, flickering back and forth over her engorged pink nipple, before he sucked her entire areola into his mouth. He moved his mouth to her next breast and did the same for it. He spent a few minutes worshiping the huge breasts that so many Coxville males had fantasized about since the time Jenny had been fourteen. As his tongue and kisses moved up her chest, she finally felt the bulbous cock head probing at her pussy.
Jenny Summers was so worked up and ready for him to be inside her, that the plum-sized cock head, easily pushed into her. Jenny moaned, gasped, whimpered, and gave little cries of joy as she worked her pussy all around the tip of his powerful cock. It pushed deeper as the Coach kissed up her neck. His mouth came down on hers, their tongues dueling with shared lust. Jenny came again as his cock pushed deeper then Harold had ever been. Her pussy didn't try to reject this penis. Her vaginal muscles squeezed the black shaft, pulling it inwards. Deeper and deeper,
the black cock entered her, stretching her like no man but the Coach could. The head pressed hard against her cervix, squirts of precum, softening her cervix enough so that the head could push through into her womb and when his cock entered her completely, she came again.
Just this very morning, Jenny Summers had lain in the same position in the same bed with her husband on top of her. If she'd felt any guilt over cheating on her husband, the intense pleasure alleviated it having the Coach's black cock inside her. Sex with Harold had lasted all of five minutes. It took that long just for the Coach to get his cock fully inside her. She'd lain motionless beneath her husband's sweaty body, waiting for it to end, faking pleasure. She didn't fake it with the Coach. She wasn't motionless either. As he started moving his cock, she raised her hips into his thrusts, fucking him back for all she was worth. Black didn't crush her beneath his bulk either. His strong muscular body enveloped her, making her feel protected and possessed, dominating her completely.
Coach Black did a push up and sat up so that he was kneeling between her spread legs. He worked his cock around some more before pulling all but most of the head out of her. "Wanna try something?" he asked.
Jenny moaned and grunted in frustration as she bucked her hips up into his cock, wanting him fully inside her again. Oh god, she thought, please tell me you want to fuck my ass. "What?" she asked.
"Role playing." He pushed half his cock back in her pussy. "I'm gonna knock you up."
"What?" she asked again.
Black buried his cock in her pussy and held it there while he flexed his huge shaft inside her. "Feel the head? It's in your womb."
"So deep in my pussy," moaned Jenny writhing in lust as she came again.
"Gonna put a black baby in this pussy." Black pulled his cock back and thrust it forwards again. "Knock this white pussy up."
"Yes!" squealed Jenny with lust. "Do it. Knock up my white pussy." This is so hot, she thought. I'm going to cum again.
Coach Black went crazy, fucking her pussy for all he was worth. Her hips leaping up to meet his thrusts. His stamina was amazing. The whole time they were fucking, their eyes were locked together. Black swimming in the azure blue of her beautiful eyes and Jenny lost in the darkness of space as she stared into his dark eyes. She was alone, drifting aimlessly and then the darkness was filled with shooting stars of light. She screamed her joy at their beauty for she was cumming again. Her black lover's giant cock was shooting it's load directly into her womb and this orgasm made all the other one's pale in comparison. "Seed my womb. I want your baby," she screamed.
Coach Black was gasping. His cock was still jumping inside her, still cumming. "Gonna keep
this pussy plugged up and let my boys fertilize some eggs." The Coach groaned and worked his cock some more. "That should do it," he growled, yanking his cock out. It shot up as it cleared her stretched pussy and shot a large load of semen across her breasts and face. "Whoops! Still had a wad left in me," he apologized.
Jenny smiled as the past weeks sexual frustrations were finally satisfied. She put her index finger in a pool of his sperm on her breast and rubbed it around her hard nipple. "That was fun," she said. "Best fuck yet."
The Coach looked down at the sexually charged young mother. "I'm not done with you yet."
Jenny looked at his still swollen cock. It was just as swollen, just as rock hard as it had been when he started cumming. "Let's try something else," she told him, rolling over on her stomach and thrusting her rear at him. A long trail of white semen steadily leaked from her pussy. "We haven't fucked like this yet."
The Coach pushed his cock back inside her and started pumping away. Jenny Summers moaned and groaned on her marriage bed while the Coach fucked her doggy style. She looked over at her wedding picture on the nightstand. "Sorry Harold," she mouthed, but she wasn't really sorry. He just proudly grinned back at her.
Jenny pushed herself to all fours while Black continued fucking her. "Pull it out a moment," she told him. The Coach's cock cleared her pussy. "Now move the head up a little bit."
Coach Black smirked. Slut wants it in her ass, he thought. "What do you want?" he asked, letting the tip of his slick cock accidentally push against her rectum.



Jenny sucked her lower lip in. She was too scared to ask him, worried he would think she was some sort of pervert, but she'd had an itch up her ass since watching her daughter take Samson's cock in her ass last week. Kitty had appeared to love it. "I want it in my butt," she blurted.
"Why Mrs. Summers!"
"Please! Don't think I'm perverted, but I want to try it in my ass." She waited. "Please?" There was still no response. "Please say something," she begged worried she'd disgusted her secret lover. "Forget it. Don't hate me. Fuck my pussy again."
"Naw! I think it's time to fuck this fine white ass, slut."
Jenny felt the tip of the Coach's cock press hard against her sphincter. Oh my god, she thought. It's finally going to happen. He's going to fuck my ass with that big black cock of his. The pressure grew and her anus started pushing into her rectum before the rosebud started opening. "OW!!" she cried. It felt literally like a golf ball was being pushed into her ass. "It's ripping me in two!"
"Damn! That's tight," grunted the Coach. His cock head slipped inside. He worked it around a
bit, his shaft still slick from fucking her pussy. Black grabbed her hips and pulled her back into his cock as he pressed forwards. His cock worked deeper into her ass. Jenny Summers trembled and he could hear her sobbing. "Relax and quit trying to push it out," he told her.
Jenny did as she was told and his cock slipped deeper. Her face was scrunched up and her forehead dripped with sweat. "It's too big," groaned Jenny. "This was a bad idea," and the massive cock pushed deeper.
**************
Samson West parked his car on the street beside the Summer's house. Kitty was sitting beside him, leaning into him, her hand resting possessively on his bulge. She leaned over and kissed him on the cheek. "Looks like mom is home and has company. Wait here and don't let her see you."
"Sure thing babe," he replied. Samson watched her jump out of his car, big boobs bouncing and sweet ass shaking. His already semi hard cock stiffened as he watched her. They had fucked five times since the first time they'd hooked up. Kitty was completely addicted to fucking him and her only regret was that they were dating in secret. There would be another regret soon if the pair didn't learn some self-control. Samson promised to pull out every time, but never could. It even seemed like his body was betraying him, making him slam his cock forwards when he came instead of yanking it out. Kitty had even quit asking him to pull it out, loving the orgasms his spurting cock gave her when he flooded her womb. Just thinking about it had him as hard as a rock. Samson had to reach inside his pants to adjust himself. As he fixed his cock, he looked at the car pulled into the driveway. Funny, he thought, that looks like the Coach's car.
Kitty slowly climbed the stairs inside her house towards her room. "Fuck it!!" she heard her mother scream. Yech, my parents are doing it, thought Kitty, shivering at the thought. It occurred to her that her father was supposed to be out on the road by now. She'd memorized the hour he was leaving today as she would be rid of him for a week. Her dad had been rather annoyingly clingy all week.
Kitty paused outside her parents' bedroom and listened at the door. "It hurts," groaned her mother, "But don't stop." Next came some groans and a deep masculine grunt as well as some slapping noises. "Fuck my white ass!" Kitty jumped away from the door. Just what the hell is going on in there? She stepped brazenly back up to the door, placed her hand on the knob, and slowly turned it. Kitty Summers opened the door a crack and peeked through. Oh my god! No!! Kitty shook her head in denial. Mom, how could you do this to dad? She wondered, but as she stared at Coach Black's muscular dark-skinned physique, she understood exactly why her mom was doing this.
"Hold still and let me get used to it," hissed Jenny, through gritted teeth. Both black man and white woman paused, breathing heavily for it had been a struggle for both of them. She'd managed an impressive ten or eleven inches before he bottomed out. Jenny's ass was stretching now, conforming to his huge shaft. "That's better," said Jenny, relaxing her body. "Now fuck that ass, lover."
"Come up and kiss me first," said the Coach.
Jenny reared up onto her knees, turning her head sideways so that they could kiss passionately and deeply. Black reached around her and grabbed her huge bust. As large as Coach Black's hands were, there was still large amounts of white tit flesh squeezed out between his fingers. He pinched and tugged on Jenny's erect nipples, never breaking their kiss as she ground her ass back into his hard cock.
Kitty stared in awe at the scene before her eyes. Mom looks so beautiful right now, she thought. Then her eyes narrowed. Bitch wouldn't let me date a black man, but it's okay for her to betray my dad with one.
"Get down on all fours," grunted the Coach, releasing her breasts and pushing her down.
Kitty's eyes suddenly went wide as she watched the Coach pull inch after thick inch of the biggest cock she'd ever seen from her mom's ass. He's bigger then Samson, she thought, and he'd left the head of his huge cock inside her mom's rectum.
"Now ram that big black cock home," groaned Jenny.
"Here it cums slut," grunted Coach Black, pushing his cock in deep, pulling back and pushing deep again. Jenny's eyes rolled up in her head and she looked ecstatic. Kitty understood completely how much pleasure her mom was getting at that moment and she chose to forgive her mother for cheating on her father. "I'm not a slut," moaned Jenny.
Kitty watched a cocky smirk spread across Coach Black's face. "You grabbed my cock a minute after seeing it and started sucking it a minute after that." Kitty pulled her cell phone out and held it up flipping from camera to video mode as it began recording.
"It was... so big... so black." Jenny had her eyes closed now as she got her ass reamed. "I love my husband," continued her mother, "and I love your cock, but I'm not a slut."
"Asking to get fucked in the ass puts you one step away from being a full-fledged slut for black cock," said the Coach, the bucking of his hips picking up speed.
Jenny put her head down on the mattress, long blonde hair covering her face. She started pushing back into his thrusts.
Kitty glanced down at the video on her cell phone. With this video she can't stop me from dating Samson, thought Kitty wanting to shout it out with triumph.
"Maybe I'm your slut," Jenny told her lover. "You said getting fucked in the ass was one step away. What's the last step?"
"Getting two black cocks at once," said Black.
Jenny lifted her head, the surprised look on her face mirroring the one on her daughters to the point no one could have doubted they were related. Two black cocks! Thought mother and daughter at the same time. "I'd never do that," said Jenny, but the idea was already bouncing around in her mind. She saw herself riding the Coach in her marital bed while a second Coach Black was reaming her ass. Kitty saw herself kneeling between two black men, the Coach fucking her pussy, while Samson shoved his cock down her throat. Two at once, thought Jenny, her body was responding to the idea. Oh shit! I'm gonna cum!
Kitty backed away from the door while her mom moaned. The married blonde cheerleading coach's body trembled as she came from getting her ass fucked by a massive black cock. Kitty turned and fled back down the stairs. She burst threw her front door and skipped over towards Samson's car. "What gives?" asked Samson.
Kitty showed Samson the picture on her phone. "I just caught mom with Coach Black. Now mom will have to let us date and I'll make her get me on the pill." She slid in the car besides Samson. "I even think I'll bring you to Aunt Kat's barbecue next Saturday."
Samson stared intently at the picture. Jenny Summers had been every boys fantasy since tenth grade. Coach Black, you are da fucking man, he thought. "Better send me a copy in case your mom tries to take your cell phone and delete it."
"Good idea," said Kitty taking her phone back and typing on it. "I'm forwarding it now." Kitty and Samson sat side by side each looking at their phones. "And now I'll send my mom a copy." She giggled as she typed. "No more sneaking around and you can stay in my room whenever dad's out of town." Kitty turned to smile and kiss her new boyfriend, but found him typing away at his phone. "What are you doing?" she asked.
"Just texting my bros," replied Samson. Wait until they see this video, he thought. He typed send. "Done. Now let's go fuck."
Kitty shivered at the thought of getting his cock inside her again. She thought of how good it felt as he ejaculated his huge loads of sperm inside her. Just the memories made her pussy quiver. "Just pull it out this time," she told him without conviction. "Or wear a rubber."
"I ain't wearing a rubber," said Samson. "I don't even think they make them for black men."
"You can't keep cumming in me."
"I'll control myself this time."
"That's what you said last time and the time before that and the ti..."
"I didn't hear you complaining." Samson leaned over and kissed her before driving off.
**********
"Keep fucking my ass," screamed Jenny. I'm cumming again, cumming from having my ass fucked!
"Here it cums, slut," growled the Coach, thrusting his cock forwards as far as it would go. His huge nuts emptying their load inside her bowels.
"Fill my ass! I love it." Jenny felt his tightly restricted cock bucking inside her as wad after wad of the Coach's sperm shot from it. "I love it. I love you fucking my ass," she told him. "I love..." Oh no, Jenny Summers, you can't be having these feelings. "I love... you," she blurted. "I love you." Jenny's head fell to the ground as her body continued trembling with orgasms.
"Ha!" laughed the Coach, she loves me after two fucks, that's a new record. He pulled back until his cock sprang free. The black rock-hard shaft shot up and shot several thick wads of cum on her back, more sperm dripping down to her ass cheeks. He moved back, staring at her formerly tightly puckered rectum. It was an open hole now, well fucked until it had turned an angry red. The hole suddenly turned white and then a steady trickle of his seed began flowing down her labia until it dripped off her clit to the bed spread.
Jenny slowly recovered and looked back over her shoulder towards her ass with a horrified expression on her face. What have I done? She thought. She looked at the coach, he was standing, his pants already on, putting his shirt on over his muscular chest. Oh god, I love him. Harold means nothing to me.
"I gotta get going to practice," said Black as Jenny rolled over onto her back. He leaned down and gave her a deep kiss, pinching one hard nipple as he did so. Her body writhed at his touch.
"Coach, I'm not a slut," said Jenny as he was exiting the room. He stopped. "But I am your slut."
Black turned around. "I know. Get rid of your daughter and I'll stay over tonight."
"Anything you want Coach," she replied. "And next week, your slut wants your cock every night while her husband's away." He smirked and turned. Jenny struggled to her feet, hearing the Coach whistling as he walked heavily down her stairs. She stood, going to her drawers to find some of her old white panties. She didn't want to soil the sexy new ones she'd bought. Jenny pulled the panties on, cum was still squirting from her ass, not to mention still leaking from her well fucked pussy.
Jenny Summers left her bedroom and walked downstairs. Maybe Kitty will want to stay over at Pamela's or Patty's, she thought. The thought of spending an entire night in a real bed with the Coach had her trembling with anticipation. "Now where's my cell?" Jenny found her discarded cell phone and turned it on. "Oh! Kitty's sent me a picture! Jenny opened the message, her mouth falling open in shock and horror at seeing herself with the Coach. The caption read, Mom, if you can have a black man in your bed, so can I.
**********
Todd White paced the locker-room. "Alright, it looks like Coach Black is either late or he isn't coming. Let's go do some calisthenics. On the field boys, let's go. Let's go!" he shouted. The team started filing out of the locker room. Todd turned to see five of the black players all staring intently at their cell phones. "What the hell you guys looking at? Let's Go!" They didn't move. They rarely listened to him. They only listened to Samson. And where was Samson? "Get out on the field as soon as you can and will one of ya give Samson a call and tell him to get his ass here right now." The five black men didn't respond. They just continued staring into their phones. Finally, the disgusted quarterback turned and followed the rest of the team out.
Stubby stared at the picture, shaking his head, too awed to speak.
"Look at those big ass white titties," grunted a reverent Anthony.
LD, whose father was a porn star in Los Angeles muttered, "I wanna fuck a white bitch."
Max growled, "Yeah, Samson's gonna have to hook us up with some white pussy too."
Little Leroy chuckled, "Fuck that slut's ass, Coach."
"Damn! Mrs. Summers loves her some nigger cock," added Deon.
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The Coxville Curse Part 2: Chapter 6: The Librarian, The Nerd, and The Pothead
**********
October 05, 2009: Monday
***********
Just look at that little shit teasing me with his big black cock, thought Bobbie Sue looking up from the circulation desk at Melvin. He was sitting at one of the library computers typing away, seemingly unaware of his teacher's attention. It had been ten days, TEN DAYS, since she'd had sex. Well that wasn't true. She'd made love to her husband David twice since first being with Melvin. And she'd spent every second of the five minutes it took her husband to orgasm wishing David was thicker, wishing David was longer, wishing David was blacker, wishing David was Melvin. Not a day or even an hour had gone by the past ten days when she hadn't thought about Melvin's cock. She'd agreed that she and Melvin would be fucking again, but she hadn't thought it would take TEN FUCKING DAYS. Of course, some things had come up. She did work three jobs and Melvin had been out sick from school with a cold for three days. Still he hadn't approached her for sex and the thought occurred to her that the little shit was waiting for her to make a move on him.
Exasperated and fighting the slight urge to punch him that she always felt around Melvin, Bobbie Sue finally stepped out from behind the desk to go shelve some returned books. She approached Melvin from behind. Any other high school student with his head bent over a library computer would be looking at porn, but not Melvin. His screen was filled with math symbols and an introduction to string theory. "Hello Melvin," she said.
The scrawny nerd jumped almost as if she had caught him staring at porn. He turned and looked at her, a broad grin spreading across his face under the big glasses that magnified his eyes making them look huge. He got that grin on his face whenever he glanced at her after their encounter. "Ah hi Mrs. Kindle, He he he," he chuckled. "I didn't know you was working."
Bobbie Sue's eye twitched. "Were working," she corrected. Punch him then fuck him. "I'm closing the library tonight."
"And?" he asked.
"And, why don't you stay and help me lock up." She stared at him meaningfully.
"Sure. He he he. I'll hafta... have to call mom and tell her not to pick me up, but I'll stay and help out my married white slut with her needs. He he he."
Bobbie Sue's face drained of color. He'd started talking like that the last time and she liked it, but it was still a little humiliating. "Ssshhh!" she whispered holding her finger over her lips like any librarian shushing a patron.
"Sorry Mrs. Kindle," he said, his voice going higher again. When he tried to talk dirty, his voice tended to go deeper and manlier.
"Just stick around and we'll do some more research." She winked at him. Fuck him, then punch him.
Bobbie Sue went back to her duties. Mondays were always long days. First a good nine hours at school and then another five at the library. Monday nights at the library were always busy. Getting Melvin's cock would be exactly what she needed to relax and feel better. Bobbie Sue shelved some more books suddenly feeling uncomfortable between her thighs. Her panties were wet and clingy. Her pointy nipples were painfully erect and scraping against her bra too. Jesus! She was ready to get black fucked again! Bobbie Sue glanced at the wall clock. It was 6:30 and the library closed at 8:00 on Mondays. Plus, she had at least twenty minutes of closing duties to perform. Too long!
Bobbie Sue Kindle got a moment to sit back down behind the desk. She looked over at Melvin again, happily studying. He didn't look like he was having concentration problems, but he did have a happy grin across his face. Not the least bit attractive or desirable, but she now knew the amazing weapon he was packing in his pants. Bobbie Sue fought the urge to press her crotch down into the sides of the chair. She looked back at the clock and watched the minutes tick past.
Finally, it was closing time. She's just told Melvin to hit the lights and make sure that the doors were locked when disaster struck. He was already unsnapping his suspenders when there came a knocking on the door. Bobbie Sue glanced out and saw the cleaning crew waving at her. "Keep your pants on," she hissed at Melvin. Bobbie Sue faked a smile and went to let the crew inside. "Alright," she said, turning to Melvin. "Library's closed. Time to get out of here, Melvin."
The head cleaning lady watched the dejected looking black teen shuffle past her. It wasn't an unusual sight to see Melvin at the library until the last possible second. "Cheer up kid," she told him. "It's not the end of the world. The library will reopen tomorrow." The cleaning lady watched Melvin step around some of her employees bringing in their gear and leave the building. "Sheesh, that kid must really love the library."
"Home away from home," said Bobbie Sue. "See you next week." The young blonde teacher collected her purse and left the cleaning crew to their business. Melvin was nowhere to be seen. He appeared to have disappeared. Bobbie Sue walked to her car in the parking lot and drove off. She found her student walking briskly down the road and pulled up next to him. Unbeknownst to her, it was the exact intersection where Candy had rescued Willie Long from the mob many years before. "Get in," she told him.
"Thanks for the lift," he told her. "Just drop me off at the entrance to Westside like last time."
"Not until I get some of this," she said, reaching over, and grabbing the swollen tube running down one pant leg.
Melvin jumped in surprise then giggled. "He he he. But where? How?"
Bobbie Sue released his cock to put her hand on the wheel and turn the car. "I don't know, but if I don't get that cock in me soon, I'm going to die." Bobbie Sue soon left the town proper. She saw a sign for the recreation area on Lake Cox. "How about the lake?"
"Works for me," said Melvin. He undid his suspenders again and opened his pants, sitting up to slide his pants down his hips some so that he could fish out that big foot long cock of his. It was all Bobbie Sue could do to stop herself from leaning over to suck on it. She had to settle for holding it again while she drove to the lake. "He he he," he cackled when she pretended his hard cock was a stick shift. She'd never had so much trouble concentrating on driving in her life. She fought to keep from stroking his cock too much. It was a forty-minute drive to the lake and she didn't want him cumming before then. His loads were too good to waste on a mere hand job.
Luckily, being a week night, the parking area around Lake Cox was deserted. There was one car in the adjacent area by the boat ramps, but it looked empty, though it's windows were tinted. She drove by, her lights shining on the car and then aimed her car towards the farthest parking area. It was a popular site for making out among the local teens, but being it was a school night, no one was here. The Lake was also out of the jurisdiction of the Coxville police department and the state police rarely patrolled the western part of the county, keeping to the east and the interstate.
Bobbie Sue shut her car off and rolled down their windows to keep the car from getting too stuffy. "Not as comfortable as the library would have been, but this will hafta do."
"Have to," said Melvin. "He he he."
Bobbie Sue winced, not sure if it was from his laugh or the fact that he had corrected her. "Shut up and give me that big black cock." Bobbie Sue leaned down to take his cock in her mouth when he stopped her with his hands. He held her head and pulled her face into his. She saw his ugly black nerd face approaching and then his lips were on hers. His tongue slipped inside her mouth and her tongue fought it back. She closed her eyes, kissing him deeply while her hand rapidly stroked his shaft as her excitement grew. He broke the kiss, moving her head away and then pushing it down. She stretched her jaw wide, her mouthwatering in anticipation for his huge cock and then the head was in her mouth. She moaned in contentment as she started sucking. She'd been looking forward to this for a long time.
Melvin grabbed her head and started guiding her speed, up and down, up and down, up and down, faster and faster. She found it easier than the first time, but her jaw and throat would take a lot more practice to get used to deep throating such a monster. The position was uncomfortable too. Her neck and back began to ache. Luckily, having his cock slowly stroked for nearly forty minutes had Melvin's cock primed and ready. He pulled her lips down until her nose mashed into his pubes. His cock twitched and suddenly Bobbie Sue's hungry belly was full. This wasn't what she wanted though. Melvin's semen tasted too good. She raised her head, his receding cock
pumping seed into her belly the whole time. Finally, the head entered her mouth and she could taste him. She moaned in contentment, gulping his sperm down as fast as his cock could pump it.
"Dayumn, that's the second best feeling in the world," groaned Melvin in contentment.
Bobbie Sue milked his cock for the last drop of seed before raising her head and replying. "I bet I can guess what the first is?"
"Let's get in the back seat. He he he."
The married white English teacher stepped out of the car and began unbuttoning her blouse while her genius student moved into the back seat of her car. He pulled his pants down around his ankles and opened his shirt. Mrs. Kindle was wearing a skirt. She kept it on, but slid her panties down and stepped out of them. She also kept her heels on as she slid into the back seat of her car, straddling Melvin's lap.
It was a cramped tight fit. Someday, she'd need to fuck Melvin in a bed and they could spend the entire night enjoying each other's bodies. David was nearly always home and Melvin lived in the Westside with his whore mother. She would have to chalk up some cash for a motel room. Bobbie Sue slid up Melvin's body much to his delight as her large milky white Cox County breasts nearly smothered him. She felt his cock head poking against her soaked slit and pushed back down. They both moaned as his powerful cock pushed into her pussy. "That's the best feeling in the world," groaned Melvin, his voice muffled by her breasts. "It's so hot and wet," he added before clamping his lips down on her erect nipple. Bobbie Sue shuddered in orgasm just from feeling him in her.
Bobbie Sue Kindle sat in his lap as she recovered from her orgasm. She ground her crotch against his, her fluids dripping down on his balls. Her car would smell like sex tomorrow. When the spasms of pleasure finally subsided, she began riding him. They kissed, passionately, and there was more emotion in their kiss then there was when she kissed her husband except for their wedding. They broke the kiss and Bobbie Sue threw her head back as Melvin kissed down her neck to her shoulder, the white wife arching her back so that he could take her nipple back in his mouth. She came again. Another one was building. Bobbie Sue threw her head back and cried, "I love your cock," as she came again. "I love your cock. I love you." Bobbie Sue grabbed his head and kissed him again, her body trembling from yet another orgasm. "I love you my black master," she muttered.
"Oh god Mrs. Kindle. I'm gonna cum," groaned Melvin, his glasses sitting cocky on his face.
"Do it lover," she told him. "Inseminate me. Give me your seed."
"Here it..." Melvin's face was all scrunched up as he tried to hold off. "CCUUMMSS!!"
Bobbie Sue slammed her pussy down on his cock so that the hard-knobby head was deep in her womb when it erupted. Both her mind and body remembered the mind-numbing pleasure his cock had given her ejaculating in her pussy and despite the danger, there was no way she was
going to pass up another chance. She wasn't disappointed. She had yet another orgasm. It was as big as the last time he came in her, but this orgasm seemed to grow stronger with each jerk of his spurting cock. Her body collapsed onto his.
Bobbie Sue slowly recovered, his cock still in her. It had shriveled slightly; the head had receded through her cervix and was plugging her up so that his seed was trapped in her womb. She could keep his big cock in her forever, but probably keeping his swimmers all plugged up was not the best idea. Bobbie Sue slid up his stomach and chest until his cock fell out of her pussy and his cum finally started pouring out of her. She sat down in her lover's lap and they kissed again. Bobbie Sue broke the kiss, crinkling her nose as a familiar smell came in through the open window. "Do you smell marijuana?"
"Ah... Mrs. Kindle," stuttered Melvin. "I think we have a problem."
Bobbie Sue followed his gaze out their open window to a dark figure holding a camera phone at them. A soft glow from a joint lit up the lower part of his face. The black man stepped forwards. "I don't fucking believe it," said the black teen, moving up to the open window. The married white teacher looked horrified to be caught sitting naked in the lap of her black student. "I never thought I'd see a white woman fucking a black dude in this county or a teacher fucking a student or anyone fucking Melvin or all three at once." The black man watching them held out his hand. "Melvin my main man."
Melvin reached his arm out the window and slapped the man's palm. "Thanks Andy."
Bobbie Sue cleared her throat. "Mr. Gooch, you appear to have caught us in a compromising situation. I... we'd appreciate your discretion in the matter."
Andy Gooch took a drag off his joint and exhaled. He was several inches over six feet tall, but almost as thin as Melvin with no muscles to speak of. His face was thin too and his eyes were always bloodshot. He kept his hair closely shaved. "Don't know if I could keep this big of a secret," he mumbled. "Besides, Melvin would be a muthafucking hero if word got out that he was fucking Mrs. Kindle."
"Please Mr. Gooch- Andy... I could..."
"I like Mr. Gooch."
"I would lose my job at the school if anyone found out, Mr. Gooch. My marriage would be... your main man Melvin here, might lose his scholarship... Do you want money? I don't have much, but I could pay you something."
"I don't want money," said Andy, with a slow smile creeping across his face. He inhaled the last of the joint and exhaled it into their open window. Melvin crinkled his nose while Bobbie Sue waved her hand in front of her face to blow the smoke away. "I don't need money. I is a businessman after all." Andy's hands dropped down to the waist band of his jeans.
Bobbie Sue gulped. She had one other option to convince the black senior and well-known pot dealer. "You're failing my class, Mr. Gooch. I'd be willing to change your grade to a C." He shook his head. "I'll give you a B then." But he still didn't seem convinced. "Alright I'll give you an A... plus. An A+ to someone who skipped half my classes."
"Sure thing ho," said Andy opening his pants. "I'll take the grade."
"I'm not a whore, Mr. Gooch," she stated contritely. She watched his hands undo the buttons on his jeans before unzipping them. She wanted to gag at the thought of sucking off one of her black students. Melvin was an anomaly, a freak occurrence, someone in the right place at the right time.
"If it looks like a ho and talks like a fucking "inseminate me Melvin, give me your seed," ho, then it is a ho. I'll take the grade change and a blow job... for starters."
"P-please," she begged. "Anything, but that." Bobbie Sue's body began to react strangely as her eyes followed his hand into his pants. Her arousal started growing again. Melvin had completely satisfied her cravings, but her pussy started freshly lubricating while her already hard nipples grew a little more. If it were her lot in life to service black men, why couldn't it have been some of the muscle-bound studs on the football team? Instead, she was stuck with the two worst choices aside from maybe the high school principal or one of the two janitors. Still, she found herself holding her breath with anticipation as Andy Gooch, grabbed something in his pants and hauled it out. "Oh my god!" she muttered as his cock appeared. It was magnificent! The huge cock was already half hard and growing rapidly. It appeared Andy was slightly longer then Melvin, but a lot thicker. It straightened out quickly and Bobbie Sue couldn't take her eyes off it.
"Suck that cock, ho," ordered Andy. He moved closer until the tip of his cock was rubbing Bobbie Sue's lips.
Melvin turned his head in disgust as his teacher opened her mouth wide and took the head of Andy's cock in her mouth. She sucked the head, her eyes turned up in a look he knew from experience as the pure ecstasy she felt when sucking his own cock. She was enjoying herself and he hated it. Maybe, she was a whore? Now he had to share her and not only was it with some idiot pothead, but it was with a man who could probably satisfy her as much as he could. Shit! Maybe even more, Andy surely had a lot more experience then Melvin did and worse, Andy was bigger than him.
Melvin couldn't stop from watching out of the corner of his eye. He could see the big apple-sized head of Andy's cock pushing against Mrs. Kindle's cheek before disappearing as more of his shaft entered her mouth. He even thought he saw the thing's outline sliding down her throat. His lap felt warm, both from where she still straddled him and from her pussy now leaking fresh lube as well as his sperm. His cock had popped out of her, still plump and resting on his stomach. Her pussy lips were splayed open as she straddled it. Bobbie Sue started moving her pussy along his shaft. At first, the movements were nearly imperceptible, but soon she was sliding up and down his cock as she grew hornier and hornier. She moaned around her cock stuffed mouth. Andy grabbed her hair and nearly pulled her entire head out the window, now fucking her face with his
big cock. This seemed to turn his whore teacher on and Melvin felt his cock hardening as she did the old camel toe slide along his shaft. He couldn't help himself and soon he was rock hard. This only seemed to drive her crazier with lust. Bobbie Sue slid her pussy up to the knob and pressed down on it fucking the head of his cock. She wanted him in her, but the tight space and angle just wasn't right for it.
"OOHHFFUUCCKKIINNAA!!" bellowed Andy so loudly it echoed off the lake. Melvin could see Andy's balls- also bigger than his- tense up as the stoner blew his load. The volume seemed to catch Bobbie Sue by surprise as she began choking from his furiously bucking cock. She thrust a hand out to Andy's stomach and pushed him back, but this only brought his spurting cock head into her mouth. Melvin watched her rear back as her cheeks ballooned up and then hot sperm shot from her lips, drops striking Melvin's face and chest. Bobbie Sue moaned and then pressed her pussy down hard on Melvin's cock head. She began cumming hard on his cock and the nerdy teen couldn't take it anymore. His cock jerked and his cum erupted from the head, some filling her pussy and even more splattering on his chest and stomach. When he came down from his orgasm, his teacher had removed her hand from Andy's stomach and was now using it to milk his cock for every last drop of his seed, still contentedly swallowing it.
Andy yanked his cock from her mouth. It had lost some steel, but it was still hard and stuck straight out. "Out of the car, ho," he ordered.
Bobbie Sue opened the door and slid off Melvin. Andy took her hand and led her to the front of the car. He grabbed her hips and lifted her on to the hood. Melvin got out of the back seat and walked around to watch. Andy grabbed her ankles and pulled Bobbie Sue's legs wide open. She reached down to grab his cock head and guided it into her pussy. He didn't seem to care that her pussy was a sperm covered mess or had been recently fucked. He just thrust his cock deep and began fucking her hard and fast. Mrs. Kindle reached out and tried to grab the sides of the hood as she began to cum.



Melvin was still jealous, but the sight of the sexy white woman being fucked into an orgasm, make that her second orgasm had his cock rising again. Mrs. Kindle looked lovely as she got fucked into her third, no fourth orgasm. Her long blonde hair was spread out on the car above her head. Her back and neck were arched, mouth parted, constantly gasping. Her breasts were bouncing up and down with each rapid thrust of Andy's cock. Oddly, he seemed not to realize just how amazing the woman he was fucking truly was. He just held her ankles, slamming his hips forward. He wasn't even looking at her. His head was turned upward and his eyes were half lidded, spaced out in some marijuana fuel fog. Already, he was lasting longer then Melvin had any of the times, he'd fucked his teacher, but eventually on Bobbie Sue's sixth- make that seventh orgasm, he slammed his cock forwards, his balls slapping her thighs and held his cock buried. "Aaarggh!" he grunted, finally coming back to life as he flooded the white teacher's pussy with semen. Bobbie Sue screamed in joy having her eighth-ninth-tenth orgasm.
Andy withdrew his spent cock and stumbled backwards a little as if dazed. He leaned down and pulled his pants back up. Melvin watched as he pulled out and lit another joint. The school genius turned to look back at his teacher. Bobbie Sue almost appeared to be asleep, a contented smile on her lips. Her legs were still spread wide and a river of white semen flowed from her pussy to the hood of her car and ran down the side.
Melvin stepped up and grabbed her legs. He couldn't live up to a performance like Andy's and feared he might lose her to a better lover. He wanted to fuck her one last time. His cock was eager and ready, but seeing her splayed pussy filled with another man's sperm had him wrinkling his nose in disgust.
He pushed her legs back and saw her sphincter slide up. It was yet untouched, but now Andy's sperm was running down over it. Still Melvin wanted to get off one last time and he brought his cock down to her tight little rosebud. Andy's sperm covered his cock head and he crinkled his nose, but the other man's semen was serving to lubricate his cock. Melvin pushed, his cock head pushing her sphincter inwards until it slowly pushed inside her. She opened easier then she had that first time in the library, but he still felt her body tense up before she relaxed and slowly lifted her ass up into him. Andy's sperm showered every inch of Melvin's cock as he buried it in Bobbie Sue's ass. Since it was well lubricated, his shaft moved in and out of her easily and rapidly. "This ass is so tight," he groaned.
"Yeah baby, fuck my ass. Give me that big black cock," cried Bobbie Sue, trying to slide her entire body down the hood onto his thrusting cock. "I love your cock, Melvin. I love you."
Melvin fucked her harder in joy. Maybe, she wasn't going to dump him for Andy Gooch? "You still want my cock?"
"God yes," she cried. "You still want me?"
"Always."
"Then you can have me whenever you want, Melvin," she moaned.
Melvin couldn't help himself as a stupid smile spread across his face. "HE HE HE," he cried, throwing back his head and laughing as he slammed his cock deep up her bowels and filled her ass with sperm.
When the two lovers recovered, the tried to make themselves presentable. There was no sign of Andy Gooch anywhere. If Melvin had believed in god, he would have prayed that the pothead was so stoned, he would forget the whole thing. There weren't enough towels and tissues in her car to clean up all the mess. She just hoped her husband wouldn't see the stains on the hood when he left for work in the morning. She'd need to try to run her car through the car wash tomorrow. "We'd better get going," she told Melvin. "I'll drop you off outside the Westside."
**********
Andy slipped back into his car.
"Wh-what?" asked the stoned white boy, sleeping in the passenger seat. "Whoa dude, where you been?"
"Out getting me a piece of white ass," said Andy.
"Yeah you funny dude," said the white stoner, laughing. "This pot is some good shit, but I know you didn't fuck no white woman out here."
"Not just any white woman, one of our teachers."
"Yeah dude. Next thing you'll be telling me it was Coach Summers."
Andy stared out across the parking lot watching the lovely white form in the distance getting dressed beside her car. "Nah bro, it wasn't Coach Summers." The pothead next to him was one of his best customers. They'd come out here to take the new shipment for a test drive. "But I'm gonna be tapping that white ass something regular from now on."
"Ha ha. You dreamin dude."
"Go back to sleep muthafucker"
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The Coxville Curse Part 2: Chapter 7: The Jones' Family Post Game Barbecue
**********
October 10, 2009: Saturday
***********
Katherine Cox Jones leaped out of the passenger seat the moment her husband pulled in the driveway. Nathan Bedford Jones moved more leisurely as he exited the driver's seat. He paused to open the rear door for his mother-in-law. "Thank you, Nathan," said Candace Cox, rising from the back seat. "Such a gentleman. That's why you're my favorite son-in-law."
"Shush Mama Cox, I've heard you tell Harold the same thing," replied Nathan.
"Y'all hurry it up," yelled Katherine from the front door. "We got guests arriving at any moment. Nathan, get the grill fired up. Mom, you can help me in the kitchen with the potato salad."
"Sure thing dear, but not until I shower first," replied Candy.
"And I think I'll done be tapping the keg first," said Nathan.
"Y'all just hurry," yelled an exasperated Kat, disappearing into her house.
"Don't worry, I'll get-r-done," laughed Nathan with a wink, quoting his favorite comic whom he also resembled somewhat. Nathan was a redneck from head to toe. He had a couple missing teeth, but luckily, they were in the back of his mouth a didn't show when he smiled. He had an impressive gut and a chubby cherubic face. He was charming and likable. Few people who knew him didn't like him. His only flaw was that he was terribly racist, not openly rude, or hostile, but he wanted nothing to do with blacks and didn't think the races should mingle at all. His views were abnormally common in Coxville County. Integration was supposed to have set the backwards county on a more progressive path, but for some reason seemed to have made things worse.
Candy Cox hurried upstairs to her daughter's bedroom and master bath. She stripped off her blouse and skirt before starting the water. She had a magnificent body for a woman approaching sixty. With a tight bikini top, holding up her huge bosom, she could still pull off a bikini and with dark sunglasses hiding the laugh lines around her eyes, most onlookers would have guessed she was in her early forties. Without the tight top, her heavy breasts hung low. They'd been proud and firm up until menopause, breast involution making them sag as she aged. Her body resembled her daughter Jennifer's more than Katherine's, but then Jenny Summers had gotten pregnant where Kat was childless. Nathan had been in a drag racing accident in his teens and an injury had left him with virtually no sperm in his semen. Candy knew being childless left Kat a little unfulfilled and she took fertility pills in hopes of a miracle, but at least she'd keep her killer figure. The Cox women blossomed early often having C-cup breasts at thirteen and double D's by eighteen as her granddaughter Kitty did now and Kat still had at 33. But as soon as a Cox woman got knocked up, breasts swelled up another cup size or two and their tight bubble butts started plumping up.
Kat Jones wiped sweat off her eyes, jealous that her mom was taking a cool shower. They had just gotten back from a Cocks Saturday away game. It had been a typical hot sweaty Southern day with the sun beating down constantly on everyone making her envy Jenny her pool. The Cocks had been down 21-0 by halftime, no thanks to Kitty's boyfriend Todd and a couple of lousy passes, but then Coach Black had pulled Todd and let Samson West quarterback. Kat was a big supporter of Todd's, but she couldn't disagree with the Coach's decision and sure enough that nigger Samson turned the game around. Not only could he catch a football, but he could throw too, and one time he even ran a touchdown. He pulled off three touchdowns the second half and the game went into overtime with another black player scoring a field goal. And so, the Cocks got their third victory of the year, though the first was a scrimmage game and didn't count, their second being the big game against their traditional rivals Bartown.
Kat was a little relieved when her mother replaced her and she was able to take her own shower. Cooled and refreshed, she pulled on some short khaki shorts, pink sneakers, and a pink GO COCKS tee shirt that she'd worn back when she was head cheerleader at Coxville High back in 1994, three years behind Jenny. Jenny could no longer fit in her pink tee; her breasts having outgrown it. Kat did something else Jenny couldn't get away with and that was go bra-less. Kat had some fat nipples, but they'd never been particularly sensitive and rarely puffed up other than the rare occasions the temperature fell below freezing in Coxville. Oddly, the hardest she'd ever seen them was after she'd woken from the strange sex dream she'd had two weeks ago. Kat had dreamed she was being taken on her kitchen table by a shadowy figure. She couldn't identify the "shadow" man as he was featureless except for the fact that he was bearded and hung like a horse. Her nipples had been rock hard when she woke from that hot dream and even the thin bed sheet scraping across them sent shivers of excitement down to her wet pussy. Nathan had been surprised but thrilled waking up to his wife mounting him. Kat's nipples had even been sensitive to the point that the minute her husband's lips clamped around one of them, she'd had a rare orgasm, albeit a small one. The moment had been so magical, she'd prayed Nathan had finally fertilized an egg, but then her period had come a few days later.
Kat began to regret her decision to go bra-less the moment she stepped out into her backyard. Just thinking about the dream had her nipples poking out her shirt a little. Her nipples usual numbness was gone and she started feeling a little aroused as her tee shirt rubbed against them. To make things worse, the humidity soon had her pores leaking sweat, her skin developed a sexy wet sheen as the sun was setting. The dampness made her already tight tee shirt cling to her wet body, the top hugging her large DD bosom until her entire areola became visible. Candy gave her a disapproving frown, Nathan whistled and poured her a beer. He smacked her ass, pretty sure he was gonna get some tonight. Kat kissed him on the cheek. He was going to get some tonight. They'd fallen into the one night of sex every week or two doldrums, but as she'd been unusually horny since having the hot erotic dream, they'd done it three times the past week.
The guests started arriving. Nathan threw some burgers and hot dogs on the grill or as he liked to call them, Bartown boogers and Coxville all beef cocks. About twenty people had arrived, mostly coworkers of Nathan's and Kat's. Nathan worked for the cable company and Kat was a bank teller. Kat's fellow tellers were all sexy buxom Coxville types in their twenties, including her closest friend at work, Catalina Sanchez. Catalina had a Mexican father and a local mother. They'd been friends in high school and were often called the two cats. The yearly barbecue was also a mini Cox family reunion. Candy's late husband had five siblings, two brothers and three sisters, all of whom had fifteen children and 32 grandchildren. By the time the party had reached thirty people, at least half were blonde haired and blue-eyed relatives with Cox blood in them.
One new arrival stood out.
"Who invited the nigger?" asked Nathan, taking a swig out of his beer.
"Hush," said his mother-in-law. "I ran into Principle Long at the game and invited him.
"Mom, ya should have asked first," said Kat. "But it's alright I guess." Kat watched her former principal approach. "Howdy, Mr. Long, welcome to my home."
"Miss Cox or should I say, Mrs. Jones now," said Long. He was carrying a bag. He held it out to Candy. "Here's the item you requested," he told her.
"Thanks Mr. Long," said Candy, taking the bag.
"Please, call me Willie."
"Of course, Willie it is then." Candy peeked in the bag and then closed it rapidly when her daughter leaned over to see what was inside. "It's a surprise," said Candy. "Nathan, why don't you see if Willie would like a booger or a cock."
"Right on," said Nathan. He was staring out at the front lawn and street. More cars were pulling up. "What the hell?"
Candy and Kat turned to stare where he was looking. Two more black men had arrived. "Who the hell are they?" asked Kat.
"The shorter one is Samson West, our big star right now," answered Long. "The bigger one is Hercules West, class of '06 if he had graduated, but your sister had him suspended from football for failing her health class and since he wasn't playing football, he quit showing up to school."
"Well who invited them?" asked Nathan as the two black men made a bee line for the keg. One old black man was bad, but two uppity young ones was too much.
"Is that Kitty?" asked Candy. Kitty had sprung out of the car behind the two black men. She was still in uniform and practically skipped up to Samson, taking his arm as they headed to the keg.
"Kitty, where's your mama?" yelled Candy.
Kitty was smiling and laughing as she skipped along next to Samson. "She's on her way, Grammy. Something came up with Coach Black back in the lockers and she needed to take care of it."
"What's so funny?" asked Candy after Principal Long gave a loud chortle.
"Oh nothing," he replied. "Say is that Mrs. Kindle over there. Excuse me, I need to have a few words with her.
*************
"Mr. and Mrs. Kindle," said Long walking over to the couple.
Bobbie Sue looked a little surprised to see her boss at the barbecue. "Mr. Long, what a nice surprise," said the pretty blonde English teacher. Her large breasts had earned her the nickname Boobie Sue. She was close friends with Kat and the two blondes had been on the cheerleading squad together. "You remember my husband."
"GO COCKS!" said Bobbie Sue's husband.
"Of course," said Willie, reaching out to shake his hand. "Dick right?"
"Richard, but I go by my middle name of David." replied Bobbie Sue's husband.
He turned his attention back to Bobbie Sue and looked stern. "I need to see you in my office on Monday, Mrs. Kindle."
Bobbie Sue froze and looked nervous. "Of course, sir. May I ask why?"
"It involves our resident genius, Melvin..." Long paused, watching Bobbie Sue's face drain of color. "And Andy Gooch." He paused as Bobbie Sue went completely white and he tried to keep from laughing maniacally at her fear. "I believe you kept him after class the other day. See me immediately after school, Mrs. Kindle."
"O-of course, sir," she replied gulping.
"Nice seeing you again, Dick." Long turned and walked away before Bobbie Sue's husband could correct him, smiling as he heard Mr. Kindle ask his wife what that was all about. He didn't hear her response.
Blackmail Bobbie Sue Kindle, check, he thought.
**********
"Why don't you let me tap some of dat ass?" asked Hercules.
"You is crazy if you think I'm sharing Kitty," replied Samson. "That bitch is one cock crazy ho."
"Come on bro. I wants some white pussy too."
"Get your own then. Kitty's all mine." Samson watched Kitty running over to greet her mother. Kitty's gramma was already talking to Jenny on the street and Coach Black was standing behind them, arms crossed. "At least until I tap some of her mom's sweet pussy. Then I'll share Kitty."
"Yo dreamin mutha fucker," said Herc. "That uptight bitch would never fuck your black ass." Hercules was no fan of Jenny Summers after she'd had him kicked off the football team. He fantasized about shoving his thirteen-inch cock deep in her little pink pussy while spanking her ass red for what she did to him. A football scholarship would have gotten him out of Coxville.
"We'll see about that bro," said Samson with a smirk. He pushed one hand deep in his pocket and felt his cell phone. He could easily blackmail the lovely Mrs. Summers with the picture he had on his phone of her with the Coach. He would have blackmailed her already, but wasn't sure how the Coach would have reacted if he found out. Fear of the Coach had kept the other black players in line too. They all had copies of Jenny Summers taking Coach Black's cock up her ass on their cell phones. Apart from his older brother, Coach Black was about the only person Samson was afraid of. He also saw the Coach as a father figure and didn't want to step on his toes. Samson decided to hold off on the blackmail, but if he ever got a chance to seduce her, he'd take it. "I got a feeling it runs in the family bro."
"Runs in da family? What about the hot ho throwin dis party?"
"I don't know anything about her," replied Samson. "Kitty's Aunt Kat and the redneck in the overalls on the grill is her husband, Nathan Jones. Alls I know."
"Mrs. Summers' sister huh?" Hercules stared at the buxom blonde. Kat was standing alone, watching her sister approach. "I gonna go see if you is right and Kat is as big a cock crazy ho as you say her niece is."
"Hold on fucker. Don't blow it for me," said Samson, angrily.
"Don't worry bro, I'll be discreet."
**********
Kat watched her sister pull up in her car, another car with tinted windows pulled up behind Jenny's. Jenny Summers got out of her car and much to Kat's surprise, Coach Black's giant form stood up from the second car. Well, it looks like my barbecue has finally been integrated, she thought. At least we made it eight years lily white. Kat stood on her toes and waved at her sister. "Come on in y'all," she yelled. "The party's in the backyard. Grab a bite. Nathan's got dogs and burgers on the grill. Hey Jenny! Go COCKS! Great game y'all. If ya need anthin jus holler at me girl."
Kat came back down off her toes as her mother made a beeline for Jenny. Candy wanted to know what her granddaughter was doing hanging on the arms of a black boy. Kitty followed closely behind Candy probably hoping to do some damage control.
A big strong hand suddenly smacked her right ass cheek and squeezed it. Kat jumped about six inches off the ground and dropped her beer cup. Hercules loomed over her shoulder. "Dis a nice big backyard ya got here, Mrs. Jones," he said squeezing her ass again. "Nice and big!"
"Oh MY!" cried Kat with a gasp. "What do you think you're doin? Quit that! Kat turned aghast to stare at the hulking black brute. Sunlight glinted off his bald head. He smirked down at her. "How dare you touch me?
"Whoa there lady," said Hercules, holding up his hands in surrender. "Just complementing you on your big backyard." His eyes flickered down to her breasts. "And testing a theory of my brothers. Impressive front yard too." Hercules winked at her and walked over towards the keg.
Kat glanced down at her breasts and gasped in horror. Her nipples had turned completely erect, standing out prominently through the tight pink shirt as hard as they had been the night of her dream. Her nipples had never reacted this way before to her husband or any other man, especially a black man. Worse, her panties had suddenly turned damp and it wasn't just from sweat. Kat suddenly turned and looked around nervously, but no one seemed to have noticed the incident. She bent down to retrieve her empty beer cup and picked it up.
Kat waited for the obnoxious black brute to leave the keg before strolling over to refill her cup. This time men did notice her, many of her guest's eyes zooming in on her erect nipples, the males approvingly and the females, critically.
**********
An hour later, Kat followed Jenny up the stairs to the master bedroom. "What's going on Jenny?" asked Kat. "Since when are you so friendly with niggers?
Jenny sighed, but didn't glance back as she climbed the stairs. "Lighten up, Kat. Coach Black doesn't have too many friends so I thought it would be nice to invite him over to meet some people. Besides, I really think he's going to lead this team to a state championship. If not this year, then next."
"Well, I don't know how many people he's gonna meet with ya'll hanging beside him all afternoon. Harold know ya'll is so friendly with niggers. Kitty too?"
"You sound just like mom," said Jenny, sending her sister a disgusted glance. "What do you want from me? You want me to admit that I'm fucking him. Alright, I'm fucking Coach Black."
"Jenny stop," said Kat in horror.
"I fucked him in the shower after the big game last week. I let him stick his big black nigger cock and by big I mean this..." Jenny held her hands more than a foot apart. "I let him stick it in my ass last week and I fucking loved it. I even fucked him in the shower again before coming to your little barbecue. There are you happy." Jenny glared at her sister as they stood outside the Jones' master bedroom.
Alright, alright, calm down ya'll. Y'all made your point," said Kat, soothingly. "I know you're kidding. Sorry. But Kitty does concern me. She's been hanging on that black boy's arm all afternoon and his brother makes me a little nervous."
"Hercules is trouble, but then so is Samson. I'm trying to keep Kitty away from him, but she appears quite smitten."
"You're the mom, you control her." Kat opened her bedroom door and strolled to the bed. Two red COCKS cheerleading uniforms were laid out on the bed. One was Kat's and the other Jenny's from their high school days.
"It's not as easy to control a teenage daughter as you think," said Jenny stripping. "If you had children, you'd know that." Thing were silent for a moment. Jenny glanced at her sister. Kat was standing at the foot of her bed, naked but for her sneakers and panty. She looked hurt. "Sorry, I didn't mean it like that."
"It's okay," said Kat, resuming dressing. "Whoa there gal, that there's some sheer underwear. Doesn't leave much to the imagination."
Jenny smiled and looked down at her voluptuous body through her underwear. "Got it at the lingerie store in Coxburg last week. Makes me feel sexy wearing this under my clothes."
"Y'all best not be doing any split jumps out there."
The Cox sisters pulled on their old cheerleading uniforms. They were a few years apart and styled a little differently, but it was hard to notice. Kat still had pretty much the same body she'd had in high school and she fit hers perfectly. Jenny's post childbirth breasts stretched her top out tightly and lifted the top up to expose her midriff almost as much as the current bare belly uniforms Principal Long had approved of three years ago. Both women looked amazing. They left the bedroom, unaware that they had been watched the whole time. A red clad figure crept out of the master bath and followed them back out to the party.
There were whistles and cheers as the sisters stepped through the sliding glass door and into the backyard. "Get over here Kitty," yelled Jenny. The crowd's attention turned to Kitty, standing with Samson and Hercules. She brazenly stood on her toes, kissed Samson on the cheek and then took a long sip from his beer. None of the guests had ever seen a white girl kiss a black man outside of leftist Hollywood movies and television. Some gasped, others stared with open mouths, while still others turned pale with shock or red with anger. Their gazes followed Kitty towards her mother and Aunt. Jenny was frowning at her daughter's openly brazen behavior and Kat looked shocked. Kitty stopped between the two women and turned to face the crowd.
The three women posed, left fist up and right arm across the chests. They began to cheer.
The COCKS are coming! The COCKS are coming!
Show your stuff and say it loud. Our mighty COCKS make us proud.
As they cheered, Jenny saw another red clad figure step out from behind them and stand to Kitty's right. The figure joined in their routine.
From the front or from the rear. Coxville's COCKS are the ones to fear.



Our COCKS are hard?
The four cheerleaders paused and held their hands to their ears for the crowd to shout.
The guests yelled, "TO BEAT!"
Our COCKS are hard?
"TO DEFEAT," shouted the crowd.
Our COCKS swell?
"WITH PRIDE!"
Kitty suddenly noticed the woman beside her and stumbled in her routine. "Grammy!" she mumbled, quickly recovering. Candy winked at her.
You're on the bottom and we're on top The mighty COCKS you cannot stop
Don't try to beat our COCKS. You know you can't compete! You never will defeat our COCKS. Our victory complete.
The COCKS are coming!
"GO COCKS!" shouted the Cox women.
"GO COCKS!" replied the crowd.
The girls quit cheering and bowed to much whistling and applause. Kitty stood up, looked over at her grandmother. "This family is sooooo embarrassing," she moaned, walking off.
"Watch out hon, looks like yo mama's giving you a run for your money," said Nathan. He looked his mother in law up and down, whistling and trying to be funny, but secretly taking in the older woman's hot body. Her daughters and granddaughter may have been embarrassed, but Candy looked great for her age and put many a younger woman to shame. He grinned, proud of the genetic line he had married into. Kat was probably going to look that good when she was twenty years older. Jenny too.
"Really mom," said Jenny, shaking her head.
Candy laughed. She posed hand on hip, large breasts thrust out and her other hand in her blonde hair. "You don't think I look good?"
"You look magnificent," said a voice behind her. Principal Long clapped his hands. "Bravo ladies. I say we get rid of the young upstarts and just use you three at our games from now on."
"Thank you, Mr. Long," said Jenny to her boss.
"And I mean it Candy," said Long, his eyes roaming down her body. "You really do look fantastic."
"Not bad for an old broad," replied Candy nervously. She felt half naked standing before the black man. He had provided her with a current cheerleading uniform for her little joke on her daughters. She didn't blame Kitty for being embarrassed by her. She felt slightly embarrassed wearing it. Her belly was bare. She needed the biggest size top to handle her breasts, but still her hefty bosom was displaying a lot of cleavage and even the undersides of her breasts were visible underneath the top. "I'd better go change."
"Don't be in such a rush," said Long, his eyes roamed her body again. "Keep the uniform as long as you'd like." He winked at her and walked off.
"Thanks Willie," she called. Candy froze. She suddenly felt a dampness in her panties. Her nipples had hardened too, straining against her tight bra. She was becoming aroused from having an old black man stare at her. Candy shuddered. She hadn't felt horny in ten years and now twice in just over a week. She'd woken horny as hell the morning of the heavy fog. All she'd remembered about her dream was she'd been wearing her cheerleading uniform from her high school days and on the middle of the old football field before they'd built the new school. It was night time and the chill had her nipples hard. A dark shadow man had stripped off her clothes and taken her with his monster cock. He took her to heaven and back in a variety of positions as the football field slowly morphed into a cotton field.
"I do believe old man Long was checking you out, mom," said Jenny.
"Nonsense dear," replied Candy, shivering again. "That wouldn't have been appropriate, though if ya ask me, the Negroes in this town have been getting awfully uppity as of late."
"They sure have," added Kat, shuddering at the memory of Hercules' big hand cupping her ass cheek.
"Don't be so sure about Long, mom," added Jenny. "I've caught the old fart ogling me, Ivana, Bobbie Sue, Bianca, and half the female students."
"Maybe you're right, poor man's been widowed for a while now," said Candy to her daughters.
"Let's go change," said Kat.
"You two go," said Candy with a grin. "I think I'll keep this on for a while. You know, traumatize the granddaughter some more."
Kat and Jenny raised their eyebrows at their mom before returning to the house to change. Candy followed them to the kitchen to pour herself another glass of wine. She couldn't get Willie Long out of her mind. They'd had an encounter back in 1972. He looked different then, not the gray haired old man with the bald pate. Candy remembered his cock most of all, not a day went by without her picturing the massive black snake as she'd held it in her little white hand. She'd spent her marriage to Marvin Cox, picturing Willie's ungodly huge black cock while she'd had sex with her husband. She'd probably even been fantasizing about Willie's cock when she conceived Jenny and Kat. She wondered if it had been Willie Long in her dream the other week, she'd dreamed about him before. Candy decided that it hadn't been as the man in her dream had been bearded where Willie only had a white mustache.
**********
The two sisters walked back downstairs in their regular clothes. They saw their mom throw back a glass of wine before refilling the drained glass.
"Don't you think you've had enough?" asked Kat. "You already killed half the bottle."
"Needed some liquid courage to pull off that cheerleading joke," said Candy. "Those uniforms get smaller every year. Besides, I'm a grown woman and your husband's taking me home."
Kat didn't argue with her mom. She glanced over at her older sister, who just shrugged in reply. She followed Jenny through the sliding glass door and into the backyard. There was some applause which made them smile. Kat turned to say something to Jenny, but her sister was already making a beeline for the Coach. Kat sighed. Jenny had never been particularly racist, but then she'd never been overly friendly towards niggers either. Of course, she had nothing to worry about with her happily married sister. It was her niece she worried about.
Kat looked around for Kitty. It had grown dark outside. The crowd was dwindling some. She didn't see Kitty anywhere. Nor was there any sign of Samson West or his obnoxious brother. Most of the remaining guests suddenly applauded. A few put fingers in their mouths and blew whistles. Kat turned to see that her mom had stepped outside. Candy smiled, tried to wave it off like the applause embarrassed her, but Kat knew it was all a show. Her mom loved the attention. Candy bowed, showing a lot more cleavage and spilling some of her drink before almost falling. Instead of taking this as a sign that she should slow down, Candy reentered the house and Kat knowing her mom all too well, knew she was topping off her wine glass. Kat shook her head and headed over to the keg for a drink herself.
Nathan was guarding the keg, joking with a couple of his coworkers. He pumped the keg a few times and held the tube out for his wife. The beer sputtered as it came out of the keg. Kat watched her beer slowly fill about a third of the cup. "KEGS KILLED," yelled Nathan. "PARTY'S OVER. YOU DON'T HAVE TO GO HOME BUT YA'LL CAN'T STAY HERE."
"You sober enough to drive some guests home?" asked Kat, sipping her beer.
"Yeah, I'll get-R-done. By the looks of some of these fools, I'll have me a carload."
"Are you sure? You look pretty drunk to me. Another DUI could cost you your job."
"I got it, baby. I got it."
"Just save room for mom." Kat grimaced, always nervous when her husband drove after drinking. Truth be told he could drink like a fish and handle his beer pretty well, but he had gotten stopped by state police once and lost his license for a year. Now he was driving a cable truck and wouldn't be able to work if he couldn't drive.
"Can't Jenny take her home. She's out of the way." Nathan would need to go on I-69 to take his mother-in-law home and the state police regularly cruised the interstate increasing the risk of getting stopped.
"I'll check with her." Kat stalked through the party, looking for her sister. "Thanks for coming, ya'll," she told her departing guests. Kat neared her driveway and curb. The cars had thinned out some. She saw a familiar blonde figure getting into her car. "JENNY!" she yelled, waving. Jenny looked up and waved back, before slipping into her driver's seat. "JENNY!" she yelled again, but it was too late. Jenny pulled out into the street, Coach Black's car with its darkly tinted windows pulling out behind her. The two cars drove off. "Damn!" she muttered.
Kat passed the remaining exodus of guests, thanking them and exchanging pleasantries. She found her mother talking to Principal Long. "Ah our host," said Willie. "Thanks for letting me come to your party, Mrs. Jones. It was nice to get out and socialize with the community, but I think it's about time I was heading home.
"You're welcome, Mr. Long," she replied. Kat turned to her mother. "Can you crash here? I just missed Jenny and Nathan's got a full car load going to the other side of the county?"
"Oh dear!" Candy hiccoughed and covered her mouth. "I guess so dear. I had some plans in the morning, but they'll just have to wait or maybe you should try Jenny's cell"
Willie Long paused, a smile creeping across his face. "Why I'd be delighted to take you home," he told Candy.
"Oh, thank you, Mr. Long, but that won't be necessary," said Kat. "Mom can stay and help me clean up."
"I really would like to sleep in my own bed," said Candy thoughtfully, "But Kat's right. I can crash here, wouldn't be the first time."
"You sure?" asked Willie. "It's no trouble."
Candy frowned, sucking in her lower lip as she thought it through. Willie was staring at her, waiting for a decision. He suddenly didn't seem like such a skinny old man anymore, more like a predatory old wolf. Kat stared at her too, her eyes imploring her mother to say no, flickering over to the old black man that had dared to openly flirt with her mother. Candy knew she should probably say no, but she was drunk and really wanted to sleep in her own bed that night. Another part of her wondered if he really had been flirting with her earlier. She wondered if he'd do it again and at that thought, she felt her nipples growing again. "Well, if it's no trouble," she told him.
"Come on mom, the guest room's all ready for you and I really do need help cleaning up," said Kat, wondering what the hell her mom was thinking.
"I'll come by in the morning," said Candy. "I'm ready to leave when you are Willie."
"Let's go," said the high school principal. "This gives me a chance to return the favor."
Candy followed him towards the driveway. "What favor is that?" she asked confused.
"You rescued me 37 years ago, now I get to rescue you."
Candy felt the color drain from her face. He remembered!
Kat watched them leave together in horror, hoping none of the departing guests had noticed her mom leaving with a black man.
**********
Hercules West sat back and finished his beer. He was brooding in the far corner of the backyard, sitting on a plastic chair beside a table with an umbrella shading him. His dark skin and dark red shirt blended into the night and he was nearly invisible. He was angry, pissed off at the world. Just the sight of Jenny Summers made him angry. She'd suspended him from football ruining his chance at a scholarship and subsequently she was also responsible for him dropping out of high school. Coach Black wouldn't have let him get suspended, that brotha knew winning was everything, but the previous coach had been an education first kind of guy even if it meant the COCKS losing every game after his suspension.
He was angry that his fucking brother had ditched him at this party without a ride home. He was angry that his little brother was rubbing his new WHITE girlfriend in his face. Samson loved the fact that he was the first nigga in Coxville to get him a piece of hot white ass and maybe the first nigga in the entire county to ever get some white pussy. The women in this county were bombshells built for sex, put here by god to torture horny black men like him.
Herc watched the pudgy redneck husband gathering up the guests that he needed to take home. It was either swallow your pride and ask the redneck for a ride home or walk the thirty miles to the Westside of Coxville. Herc moved to stand up when he noticed the hot wife, Jenny's sister wandering around, putting empty cups into a garbage bag.
"I'll be back in about an hour and a half," said Nathan to his wife.
"Be careful," she replied, kissing him on the cheek.
"Don't worry about the mess," said Nathan. "We'll take care of it in the morning."
"Alright," she replied with a sigh. "I'll take care of the dishes at least and I'll see you in bed."
"I'll hurry back then," he chuckled. This time he kissed her on the lips. Nathan led the five drunk guests towards his truck.
Hercules sat back in the chair. He watched the redneck's truck back out into the street and pull away. Kat waved bye and he honked. She gathered up some of the dishes around the grill and then disappeared into the side doorway entering her kitchen and just like that, Hercules found himself alone with the lovely Mrs. Jones.
Herc stood up from the chair and strolled around to the kitchen window. He watched the beautiful Katherine Jones filling up the sink with water and cleaning the plates off. She appeared hot and sweaty, but the sheen was sexy as hell on her. As he watched, Kat swiped the sweat from her forehead with the back of her hand. She then turned her attention to her dishes. Hercules West stared at her. He knew by her reaction to his grabbing her ass that he had exited her. She wanted it, wanted it bad, she might not know it yet and he wasn't sure how to start it. Herc hadn't paid much attention in school, but he did listen to his football coach before Black had replaced him. The coach had been fond of risky offensive maneuvers. What was it he always said? Some old Roman saying. Herc remembered it. "Fortune favors the bold," he muttered walking towards the side door to the kitchen. He was just going to walk right up to Kat and take what he wanted.
**********
Kat paused and wiped her brow again. The Jones' kept the air conditioning temperature up high to save money, though she liked to turn it down some when they went to bed. Kat turned her attention back to the dishes just as she heard the screen door open behind her. "You're back early," she said, thrilled Nathan had decided not to drive drunk after all. Kat was hot and sweaty and tired and most importantly, horny as hell. "You get someone else to take the drunks home?"
Nathan didn't answer her. He came up behind her, big strong hands gripping her shoulders, he began to rub them. Kat moaned. "That feels good," she muttered. Nate was definitely feeling frisky. Kat closed her eyes, moaning and throwing her head back. As much as she would have liked for the massage to continue, Nathan was never one for foreplay. He went right for the goodies. His hands slid down over her shoulder and then slid around her arms. His fingers pinched her nipples. Kat kept her eyes closed, feeling her nipples harden. This felt good too. Nathan was being very manly tonight, more aggressive than usual. He was squeezing her nipples more roughly then usual too and she wasn't complaining. Big lips kissed her neck, then cheek, then ear. Kat turned her head, eyes closed, his lips pressed down on hers, tongue aggressively pushing hers aside as it entered her mouth. Kat kissed him back passionately, she loved it when Nate took a dominate role.
Kat continued to kiss him back, her tongue twirling around his. Her husband's fingers began pinching her nipples, harder than he ever had before. Nathan brought his crotch up to her backside and pressed his bulge against her ass. He felt enormous, like he was hiding a rolling pin in his pants. At first, she thought it was a joke of some kind. Nathan was hiding something in his pants, he had to be. Then she felt it move, swelling even larger. She could feel it's heat even through several layers of clothing. Nate pinched her nipples even harder and yanked them outwards. Kat broke the kiss and opened her eyes.
She saw the brutish black face just inches from her own. Her eyes widened. She wanted to scream in fear, but all that came out was a loud squeal. "Shush baby," the black man whispered in her ear. "You know you want it." Kat tried to pull back, but she was trapped in the black man's arms. Worse, she found that her mental self and her physical self were responding differently to her strange circumstances. Her mind screamed in fear and shock for her to get away, but her body was reacting differently. Already horny before Hercules had snuck up behind her, her pussy gave a little squirt of excitement the moment she had opened her eyes and seen the black man staring into them and it was still gushing with her growing arousal. Her already semi-erect nipples had turned rock hard and suddenly become ultra-sensitive as Samson's brother continued to pinch them. Worse still, her rear end kept pushing back into that growing bulge under his pants. "Work that bubble butt against my black cock," he whispered, squeezing her breasts together. Kat's hands reached up to grab his wrists and pull his hands off her breasts, but instead she just held him, feeling the strength and power in his hands. Kat had been tensely standing on her toes. She relaxed and came down on her feet. "That's it baby, relax, get into it," he whispered again. This time he pulled her by her breasts back hard into the massive bulge in his crotch.
Kat moved her ass up and down the long shaft under his pants. What the fuck are you doing? She asked herself. "My husband?" she asked.
Herc's right hand slid down her tight shirt, pressing hard against her belly. His fingers slid under her tight shorts. "Won't be home for quite a while," said Hercules. His hand had slipped under her panties too, he could feel wisps of pubic hair against the tips of his fingers. Unfortunately, her shorts were too tight and his hand was too large for his fingers to reach all the way down to her wetness.
"We n-need to s-stop," she stuttered out, even as she stood up on her tip toes trying to get his fingers to move down further.
"STOP?" Hercules chuckled, pulling his hand up out of her shorts. This time his hand slid under her shirt. "Your acting like a bitch in heat to get some of this black cock." He pressed his bulge against her ass again, his hand squeezing Kat's bare breast underneath her shirt. His other hand slid under her shirt and grabbed her other breast.
"That... that thing can't be real," she gasped as he pinched her hard nipples again. His hand suddenly moved down to grab the hem of her shirt and he yanked her tee shirt up and over her bare breasts.
"It's real all right," he growled. Kat looked down to see his huge black hands were covering the pale white flesh of her heavy DD's. She never seen anything so hot in her life. "Girl, ya gots some big ass white titties."
"It's too big!" Kat exclaimed, moaning as Hercules kissed her neck. She leaned back into him. "Not real," she whispered. He kissed up her neck to her cheek. She turned her head so that her lips could meet his and she kissed him again, this time knowing who it was she was kissing.
Hercules broke their kiss. "If you don't believe it, then why don't you take it out and see fo yo self." He stepped back from her breaking their embrace.
Kat spun around and put her back against the sink. "If I look at it," she said bending her knees to stoop before him. "Then you'll leave?"
"We'll see," chuckled Herc. Her hand reached out to grab the hem of his long shorts as he placed his hands on the waist band to help her pull his shorts down.
"My husband will be home soon," she said, frowning as the thick root of his cock appeared. "I just want to see it." Inch after inch of thick black tube steak appeared, swollen and pulsing, straining to rise up out of his shorts. "Then ya'll gots to get out of here." The huge cock kept appearing, three times thicker then Nathan's and an inch longer then her husband's penis, no, two inches, three inches, twice Nathan's size and the head hadn't even appeared. "Oh my god!" she gasped as the swollen thick crown of his cock appeared. The hem of his shorts cleared his cock and the foot-long monster shot upwards to bob and weave directly in front of Kat's face. Without thinking she reached out and grabbed the thick shaft to steady it. "That's the biggest cock I ever seen!"



"Makes hubby look like a little boy I bet."
"Sure does," gasped Kat in disbelief feeling guilty for answering him. Kat pulled back suddenly. "Was that a car?"
Herc glanced out the window. "Nope. He ain't home yet, girl."
"Damn," she muttered, watching her hand glide up and down the giant black cock. Damn him, she thought. Why couldn't Nathan have had a cock as big as this nigger? Well not that big, no woman could handle something like what she was holding. The damn thing was hypnotizing her. She no longer trusted herself around it. Why couldn't Nathan come home and rescue her? Her mind ran through the list of drunks he'd taken home. Let's see, there was Tom Harper, the Martins, and Bill Barnes. Good god! Nathan would be at least another ninety minutes.
"Stroke it, baby," said Herc.
Jesus! She was stroking it! Her hand had started moving faster. Her fingers were sticky too. The big plum sized end of his cock was leaking large amounts of seminal fluid. He needed to leave. He needed to go. You need to go, she thought looking up from the big cock and into Hercules West's brooding black eyes. "You need to cum," she said.
"Ya got that right," he told her. "Try using your mouth." Hercules cupped the back of her head with one massive black palm and pulled her head into his cock.
"What! No... I can't," she complained as the huge black cock head smacked her under the nose. Kat moved her lips up and let her tongue slide along the smooth round surface at the tip of his cock. She tasted his precum on her tongue. The hand still stroking his cock, pulled the mighty shaft down an inch as she opened her mouth wide and let the big head slip between her lips. A loud lustful moan grew in the back of her throat as she sucked on the tip of Hercules West's cock. Her tongue was going crazy, circling around the bulbous cock head. She pushed down taking another inch of cock in her mouth.
"Girl, you is loving your first taste of dark meat."
Kat nodded her head and swallowed another inch. His cock head was in her throat now, stretching her throat out. She wanted to gag, but she fought it. Katherine Cox Jones had never been one for blow jobs. They were nasty and disgusting. Kat refused to swallow and didn't like the taste. She's sucked off one boy in high school before she had been willing to give up her pussy and she had sucked Nathan off twice when they were dating, once on his 21st birthday and her last time had been four years ago on his 30th birthday. Never had she enjoyed it or gotten into it like she was with the black man. Would a nigger's seed taste different? Would there be a lot of it? Probably, his balls were sized to go with his cock. Kat brought her hand up to cup and knead his bulging scrotum. Hercules moaned and she bobbed her head faster. His balls were heavy in her hand. It was like holding two small oranges too big for one hand. She would have needed both hands to hold his scrotum properly, one for each nut.
Kat pushed down, feeling his huge cock slide deeper down her throat. Up and down, up and down, the thick cock head moved through her throat. Kat coughed with the giant black cock in her throat. She fought not to gag. It was harder than the last time. The black monster seemed to be getting even bigger. Obviously, her husband was nowhere near this big, but neither had Nathan ever been close to this erect before even as a young man and since turning thirty his erections were always a little floppy. Hercules' cock was getting bigger and harder and just when she thought it was stretching her throat out to its limit, the mighty cock suddenly spasmed and the sperm filled balls in her hand bucked like oversize Mexican jumping beans.
Herc was cumming! Kat hadn't wanted to swallow a black man's seed, but already, it felt like her belly had filled with his cum. She pulled her head back, but Herc was bucking his hips, thrusting his cock up and down her throat. She released his ball sack and used both hands to push back on his hips. Finally, the wildly jerking cock exited her throat, her mouth immediately filling up with his semen. Any thought of spitting out Herc's semen fled her mind the second she tasted it. His cum was delicious! It filled her mouth until her cheeks bulged out and Kat willingly gulped it down to make room for more of the rich seed. Instead of spitting a teaspoon full of semen out into a Kleenex like she did with Nathan, she was rapidly using both her hands to jerk off the huge shaft, trying to milk every last drop of his sperm into her mouth. Kat drained the huge cock dry.
Kat finally pulled back and let the big cock head slip from her mouth. "What just happened?" she asked, staring hypnotically at the still erect black cock. Her hands continued stroking it. A final white pearl of sperm appeared in the urethra. She leaned forward and lapped it off with her tongue.
"Girl you went cock crazy," laughed Herc, breathing heavily as he recovered from his strong orgasm. "Crazy from yo first taste of black cock."
"Oh my god!" Kat gasped in horror and released the cock in her hand. "JESUS! I just sucked off a NIGGER!"
"Watch it," growled Hercules West. "And you loved every minute of it, every inch of this here nigger cock and every drop of this here nigger's cum."
"Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!" Kat reared back from the foot-long black cock. "Oh my god! I can't... This didn't... What the? Fuck! Fuck!
"Yeah baby, we'll fuck," said Herc, reaching down to pull Kat to her feet. Her eyes were wide open in shock and she looked dazed. "Why don't you get up on this table?"
Kat felt herself being led a few steps away to her kitchen table. The young black man towered over her as he placed his hands on her hips and lifted her up onto the table. "Dreaming?" she mumbled, recalling her dream of the previous week when a hugely hung dark man had fucked her on the same table. The only thing different was that her dream lover had a beard and Herc was smoothly shaven.
Herc pushed her back on the table and undid the buttons on her shorts. "Yeah baby, this is a dream come true," he said, tugging her shorts down. He pulled the shorts off over her sneakers, but left her shoes on, too eager to get started to strip her entirely. The shirt had to come off though. Herc stepped between her legs and grabbed her still bared breasts, squeezing them and teasing her nipples before reaching out to the sides and pulling her top off over her head.
Kat looked down between their bodies. Hercules' monster cock hadn't shrunken an inch after cumming. The foot-long black cock was bobbing above her crotch and belly alternating between rearing upwards and resting against her pale white skin. He squeezed her breasts again, this time hunching over and taking one nipple between his thick dark lips. Kat groaned and pulled his head tight against her breast. Never particularly sensitive, her nipples were sending spasms of pleasure straight down to her pussy. Each time his tongue flickered over the hard-pink nub of her nipple, she felt a fresh wave of lubrication leak out of her pussy and run down the crack of her ass. She'd never felt so alive.
"Ready baby?" asked Herc, standing up and stepping back so that he could line his dark plumsized cock head up with her hungry pussy.
"Can't," she said, sobering up to what was about to happen. "I'm married." Kat looked down at the black cock bigger than a baby's arm. "Plus, there's no way I could take that thing."
"You'd be amazed at what your tight little pussy can take."
"We can't fuck," said Kat firmly, her mind wondering how many inches of that monster she could have taken inside her. Just the head would have stretched her out more than she was used to. "My husband will be home soon."
For a second, Herc looked angry and pissed like he might take Kat anyway against her will. His features softened and a smile spread across his face. "Well, ya gots to let me repay you at least." His muscular torso lowered itself as he stooped and then kneeled at the foot of the table. Kat felt hands on her ankles, pulling, and then she slid forward and inch or two so that her crotch was sitting right on the edge of the table. His hot breath hit her soaking labia and her entire body suddenly trembled.
"Not necessary," she said, softly. "I don't think this is such a good idea." and then his large flat tongue was pressing against her anus, only to slide upward, reaching her labia and then flickering over her clit. "Don't! I mean... oh god. YES!" Kat writhed on the table, her hips lifting into his tongue. His tongue wormed its way into her pussy, in and out, in and out, only to slide back down to her rectum and disgusting as that sounded, it too felt good. His mouth pressed down hard against the top of her pussy and sucked her clit between his lips, tongue flickering over her large distended clit. "JESUS! Gonna... gonna..." Kat's body trembled as her orgasm approached. She tensed up and then... Herc pulled back and kissed her inner thigh. What might have been the biggest orgasm of her life faded, her pending scream of pleasure turning to a whimper of frustration. Then his mouth and tongue were back and she felt the orgasm building again. She whined and whimpered, groaning with pleasure. Her hands gripped the ends of the table, her muscles tensing. "Aargh!" she groaned as he stopped again. "Please?" she begged, needing to cum. At that point she didn't care if Nathan walked in on her or not. Either Hercules was too inexperienced or he knew exactly what he was doing and was getting back at her for not letting him fuck her.
His tongue returned, wriggling inside her. He stuck it out, holding it still, his body frozen. Kat's body did the rest, her hips rising and falling as she desperately humped the rigid tongue. It felt great, but wasn't enough to get her off. Then the married white wife felt one strong black hand sliding up her hip. Over her undulating belly and then it was on her breast, squeezing, pinching and tugging on her nipples. Kat moaned with pleasure as the impending orgasm returned. Herc sucked her clit again. This time something else pushed into her needy pussy. Two black fingers thrust forward deep inside her. Combined they were larger then Nathan's penis and they did the trick. This time Kat did scream out her pleasure as her orgasm finally burst from her body, her juices soaked his hand as she came all over his fingers and mouth. Her vision filled with stars and then everything went black.
Kat slowly came to her senses, her eyes closed, a satisfied smile across her lips. Her ears were ringing. She slowly opened her eyes, the overhead light appearing as a sun-like glow before it came into focus. Her entire body still felt alive, every nerve ending tingling with electricity. She stretched out on the hard surface of her table, slowly becoming aware that the pleasure wasn't over, nor had her hips stopped moving. He was still in her pussy, only this time it didn't feel like fingers or a tongue and Herc's strong hands were gripping her ankles, holding her legs spread open. BEEP. Kat slowly lifted her head, looking between the valley of her large breasts and across the fit, flat plain of her belly, over the tightly shaved blond hairs of her bush and at the nearly foot long thick shaft of black cock sticking out of her pussy. The only thing missing was his huge cock head. "WOW!" she cried at the sight and pleasure she felt from just having the plum sized tip of his cock in her. Her hips were rising up into it and moving in little circles, but Herc wasn't pushing any more inside her. BEEP.
"You like that baby? Feels good, does it? How about I push another couple inches into ya?" Herc pushed his hips forward and his cock head pushed deeper. "I knew you'd like that," he said in response to her loud moan. "Ya gots to let me fuck you, baby. Your white pussy feels so good around this big black nigger cock, so snug and tight." He pushed another inch in and Kat felt she might actually cum again right then and there. "Yo pussys on fire around my cock. Come on baby, let's fuck."
BEEP. "But I'm married," groaned Kat. "Nathan will be home any second."
Hercules released her ankles, her legs immediately closing to wrap around his hips. "Is it cause you're married or cause you're afraid of getting caught?" He pulled the five or six inches of cock meat out of her pussy until the flared ridge of his cock head spread her pussy lips open and then he pushed it in again.
"Both," she replied, knowing she was lying.
"Bull shit! You're loving your first taste of a real man's cock. You think my fingers made you cum good. Just think what getting fucked by a big nigger cock can do? Come on you know you want it?" BEEP.
"Jesus," groaned Kat, her hips lifting up into his cock as he withdrew and thrust it forwards again. He was as deep as her husband had ever been or would ever go and it was only half Hercules's cock. "We gotta stop," she moaned without conviction.
"Say it bitch," he growled. Hercules was getting meaner, probably because she was thwarting his wishes. "Say you'd fuck me if you weren't afraid of hubby coming home."
"Alright, alright," cried Kat. "I'd fuck you, but you need to get dressed. Nathan will be home any minute."
Hercules stood up straight and started slowly withdrawing the six inches of cock in her pussy. Kat whimpered not wanting him to pull it out. She felt empty inside as inch after inch of thick nigger cock exited her tight pussy. Her legs tightened around his hips, not wanting him to pull it all the way out. Herc was too strong for her. His cock head cleared her pussy, the mighty shaft rearing up, the top half shining in the light from her pussy juices. He stepped away from the table. Kat didn't know whether she should be relieved or disappointed. She was mostly disappointed.
Herc grinned down at her nearly completely nude body. BEEP. He walked over towards the phone hanging on the wall. The answering machine light was flickering. She'd been aware of the annoying beep, but hadn't paid much attention to it. The nude black man pressed the button on the machine and walked back towards her.
"You have one new message," said the machine.
Her husband's voice came out from the machine. "Hi honey," said Nathan. "I got good news and bad news." Kat realized that the ringing in her ears after her orgasm must have been the phone ringing. "Um, I got stopped again." Kat's stomach sank. Another DUI and Nathan might lose his job. "But the good news is that it was Peter that stopped me." Kat sighed with relief. Peter was the sheriff and a friend. If it had been a state cop, Nathan would have been in trouble. "Pete's making me sleep it off in a cell tonight and you can come get me in the morning when the police department opens at 9:00. Sorry, I love you and it won't happen again." The message ended with a click and a last BEEP.
"End of new messages," said the machine.
Kat sat up on the edge of the table. Hercules stepped up to her, a grin spread across his face. He was holding the base of his still rampant cock. He'd tricked her and he looked triumphant and cocky. She blocked her pussy with her hand and the cocky grin dropped from his face. She reached out and grabbed the end of his huge shaft, letting her hand stoke it a few times. Kat spread her legs and pulled his cock over towards her pussy. She looked into his eyes as his bulbous cock head pushed inside her once again. His cocky grin was returning. "Alright nigger," she said, "Lets fuck."
**********
Kat sat up on the edge of her kitchen table and felt Hercules mighty cock thrusting back and forth through her fist. She bent the hard shaft down and guided it into her pussy. She whimpered in awe as the big black cock head speared between her pussy lips and pushed back inside her. He fucked her with just the head for a few thrusts. Kat didn't want to let go of the hot throbbing shaft. It fascinated her as it slid between her fist. Finally, she laid back down on her table and just stared up at the overhead light as Herc worked his foot-long black cock deeper into her pussy.
Hercules' cock slid as deep as it had been before. He seemed eager to bury his cock inside her. Kat's moans turned to grunts as the plum sized cock head rammed its way deeper and deeper inside her. Her hands gripped the sides of the table, knuckles turning white as the cock pushed deeper still. Sweat broke out on Kat's forehead from the strain. "OH! GOD! You're... you're really... opening me up," she gasped.
"Shit girl," cursed Hercules West with a broad grin on his face. "I'm resizing that white pussy of yours. Claiming it for the black man."
"No," she squealed in protest and Herc just laughed in response. His cock head plowed its way deeper and Kat began to believe him. She'd never feel her husband inside her again. She feared she'd always crave something longer, something thicker, something bigger... blacker. She winced with pain and her body tried to jerk away from his cock as his cock head banged on her cervix. Kat leaned up enough to look down between her breasts. There was still an inch or two of thick black shaft sticking out from her pussy. She hadn't quite taken it all.
"Just relax and let your pussy resize itself," he said.
Kat flashed him a dirty look and then stared back up at the ceiling. Her insides hugged and conformed itself to the thick shaft penetrating her. She could feel it's heat, it's pulse or was that her pulse? The two pulses seemed linked. Herc wasn't fucking her with his cock, just holding it buried, the urethra pressed hard against her cervix. His cock was jerking every five seconds or so. It was spitting it's precum, coating her cervix with the viscous liquid. Her cervix relaxed and softened. Then it slowly began to open for the cock head pressing so hard against it. Hercules buried the remaining inch of his cock inside her.
Kat laid flat on the table and stared at the ceiling. She felt stuffed, bloated. There was no pleasure having him stuffed inside her, though the little pain she had felt was fading. She began to have some regrets. A tear formed in her eye as she thought of her poor husband, sitting alone in a jail cell while she cheated with another man, a black man no less. She was a sinner, the whore of Babylon. Her pussy spasmed around the massive black cock stuffing it. Her juices were rapidly lubricating the shaft to the point where fluid was dripping from their conjoined crotches to soak Hercules' heavy balls. She should stop this. Stop this sin before it went further. Hercules' cock jerked in her pussy as he flexed his powerful muscle. Kat gasped as pleasure rocked her body. "No!" she muttered in denial at how good it felt. He jerked his cock again and her crotch leaped up off the table. "No," she whispered looking at the smirking black man. Their eyes met and he jerked his cock again. Kat came hard all over his bucking cock. All thoughts of her husband, all thoughts that this was wrong disappeared from her mind as he began moving his cock.
At first, the flared head of his cock caught inside her cervix as he tried to remove his shaft from her womb, but then it pulled though and pushed back in. Her body accepted his size, growing used to having a foot-long cock fucking it. Herc teased her with his cock. He'd pull most of it out, then slowly bury it. He pulled back until his cock head pulled free between her swollen labia. He rubbed the tip of his cock up and down her swollen pussy lips. She bucked her hips, trying to get the head back inside her. "Put it back in," she moaned.
"Beg for it bitch," growled Hercules.
"Please! Please, put it back in," cried Kat, whimpering with desperation for his cock. "Please, I need it."
"Need what?"
"Your CAAWK," she cried. Kat could feel the bulbous head pressing hard against her pussy lips. Her knuckles were white where they gripped the sides of the table. She pulled on the table, sliding herself into his cock enough that half the knobby head entered her pussy. Kat moaned with relief then whimpered as Hercules pulled it back out. Why wasn't he fucking her? Kat whined in frustration before screaming. "I need your black cock. Please fuck me with your big black cock." The orgasm exploded from her body as Hercules' shaft buried itself in her womb.



Hercules pulled back again until his cock almost cleared her pussy opening. He grabbed her ankles and spread her legs. "Time dat white pussy got some serious fucking," he growled.
"Yes," moaned Kat, writhing on the table. Hercules slammed his cock forward again. "Fuck me, fuck me, give me that big nigger cock." The big black man was pistoning his hips, slowly at first, picking up speed. Kat couldn't believe the pleasure it was giving her nor the way she was reacting to it. She never talked like this in bed, rarely cursed at all, yet the words flowed from her mouth. "Fuck my slut pussy. Give me that big nigger cock." Any further words choked in her throat as the orgasms started cumming. Every fifth stroke or so and she was orgasming again. Her belly was undulating as her hips bounced up off the table into his thrusts. No woman had ever been fucked so good. How could she have cum so many times? How could he last so long at so fast a pace without cumming? Without cumming? SHIT! "Aaah! Don'T... OOOH!... Cum...ah ah ah oh god...in me."
"What you saying, slut?"
Kat couldn't quit moaning or gasping for air long enough to form a sentence. She burst it out. "Don'tcuminme."
"Don't cum in you? You don't want me to nut yo pussy?"
"NO! Fert-aaaah-ility pills. Can'tgetpregnant."
Herc slammed his cock in and out of her pussy a half dozen more times before saying, "Too late." He buried his cock and blasted the first load into her womb.
"NO!" screamed Kat sitting up some as she felt his cock start jerking. There was a look of abject horror on her face, but as his sperm quickly filled her womb, the look of horror turned to one of awe. It felt like someone had stuck a hose in her pussy and turned the water up high. It resulted in her biggest orgasm yet. Her hands fumbled upwards, grabbing Hercules and pulling him down on top off her, their lips met as he continued cumming inside her pussy. His pumping cock had her cumming again and it was even bigger then the previous one. She felt her pussy contracting all around the spurting cock, milking it for every last drop of sperm. Katherine Cox Jones couldn't take the pleasure any more and she broke their kiss, collapsing on the table.
Kat couldn't have passed out long for his semi-hard black cock was still inside her as she came to her senses. "Sorry, I guess I was a little excited," apologized the black man.
"You shouldn't have cum inside me," she moaned with fright. "I might get pregnant."
"Fuck that," grunted Hercules. "Not my problem. I was apologizing for cumming so soon. I hope I knocked ya up. Give ya a little black bundle of joy to remember me by."
"Asshole," she snapped. "Get that thing out of me," she told him. Kat looked up at the clock. What did he mean, apologizing for cumming too soon? He had to have fucked her for a good forty minutes. Herc yanked his cock out. Once uncorked, her pussy turned into a veritable Niagara Falls as his voluminous seed spilled from her pussy. Kat sat up and on the edge of her table looking down between her legs. The cum leaking from her was fluid, sticky, no longer white, and for a moment she feared she might have emptied her bladder while she was passed out, but no it was all his sperm. His semen had completely liquefied as it pooled on her floor and she wondered exactly how long she had been passed out. She looked up from the pool of sperm to his magnificent cock, still long and plump and dangling down between his legs. Under her gaze, it suddenly rose an inch. "You should leave," she told his cock... she told him.
Hercules stooped and moved one strong arm under her knees. "Why Mrs. Jones," he said, lifting her off the table. "Hubby ain't coming home and we got all night." He carried her towards the stairs and started climbing them. "I can nut ya a couple more times in your marital bed." Hercules leaned down to kiss her as he climbed the stairs and she kissed him back.
**********
"FUCK ME WITH THAT BIG BLACK COCK!" screamed Jenny slamming her pussy down into Coach Black's shaft.
"Fuck me with that big nigger cock," screamed Kitty's voice from a few rooms down, her screams were fainter from the distance.
"NOBODY'S GOT A BIGGER COCK THEN YOU, COACH," cried Jenny, banging her hands down on the wall before grabbing her headboard.
"Samson West, you have the best cock in the world," echoed Kitty.
Beneath Jenny's wildly bouncing body, Coach Black grinned as he laid in Harold Summer's rightful place in Harold's marital bed, in Harold's house, fucking Harold's wife. Her big tits were slapping his face and he eagerly latched his mouth onto the nipple capping one of Jenny's magnificent breasts. "CUMMING!!" screamed his lover at the top of her voice.
"I'm cumming for you, my big black stud," screamed Kitty, her voice faint to Black and Jenny's ears.
The Coach grinned around Jenny's nipple. He wondered if Samson was enjoying this as much as he. The two Summer's women were competing with each other, both crying out the superiority of their lovers, both trying to out orgasm the other.
"Now take my white ass, Samson."
"I WANT YOUR BIG BLACK COCK UP MY ASS COACH," screamed Jenny louder then she needed to. She leaped off and assumed the position, burying her head in her pillow.
Well, you don't have to ask me twice, thought Black, kneeling behind her. He lined his foot-long cock up with her tight little sphincter. He suddenly grinned. "READY FOR SOME BLACK COCK UP THAT WHITE ASS, WHORE," he yelled towards Kitty's room.
"I'm a gonna fuck that tight ass of yours slut," repeated Samson's voice from down the hall.
Black laughed. Sure enough, his star player was enjoying this as much as he was.
**********
Meanwhile, Candy's other daughter was busy as well. "Fuckme fuckme fuckme fuckme fuckme fuckme fuckme," she repeated over and over again. Kat's face was buried in her pillows as Hercules took her from behind on her marital bed. She'd already cum twice more and she could feel his cock swelling. "Please," she cried, her voice muffled by the pillow. "Don't cum in me again. Too risky."
"Gonna cum in you, slut," growled Hercules. He wanted nothing more than to bust another nut in the married bitch's tight white pussy, but he knew an opportunity when he saw it. "But if ya doesn't want me cumming in yo pussy..." He pulled his cock out and quickly raised it up to the tight little rosebud of her sphincter.
"Whatthefuck?" whispered a surprised Kat as she felt the huge tip of Hercules' cock, pressing hard against her virgin ass. He was pressing hard against it and her ass was opening for him. Kat sat up to stop him, but ended up pushing her ass back into his cock. It felt like he had shoved a golf ball in her ass as the tip of his cock shot forward. "Aaargh!" she cried in pain.
"Relax," said Herc soothingly while grabbing her hips to hold her still. Kat struggled a little, but eventually calmed down and quit struggling.
"Holy crap," cried Kat, feeling her ass opening up for the huge shaft. He pushed it a little deeper. It still hurt, but it was only from the initial pain. The pain was just taking a while to fade, but it was fading. Once her rectum was open, the going was easier. Herc was working his cock around in her ass. He pulled back so that the flare on his helmeted cock head almost exited her sphincter, but then he pushed his cock back deep. With each thrust, his cock went deeper, forcing its way into her bowels. After the initial pain, Kat just felt overstretched and stuffed like she needed to go poop. She wasn't aware at what point it started feeling good. Her body had started pushing back against the strong black man every time he was forcing his cock in deeper. "Ohmygod," she moaned.
"That's what I'm talkin about," laughed Herc. "Slut's starting to like it."
Kat wasn't a slut, but she was starting to like it. She was being sodomized by a hung black man and she was enjoying it. "So wrong," she moaned, lifting her head off the pillows and getting on all fours so that she could push back into Herc's cock with more force. "Oh god, I love it," she mumbled. "Fuck it."
"Fuck what?"
Shit! Kat had hoped her hadn't heard her. "Nothing," she said.
"Say it, bitch. You said, Fuck it."
"I want you to fuck it." Tears started rolling down Kat's face from shame. Who was this woman letting some nigger fuck her ass? What kind of woman enjoyed having her butt stuffed with an oversize nigger cock?
"Say it, bitch," he growled, spanking her ass with a loud SLAP. "And don't make me repeat myself again."
"I want you to fuck it," she said again, this time louder so that he could hear.
"Fuck what?" SLAP! He struck her ass cheek hard again.
"MY ASS! FUCK MY ASS! I want you to fuck my ass with your big black cock. Fuck my white ass. Fuck my white slut ass, nigger" she cried, the words flowing from her mouth.
Hercules laughed in triumph. He stopped for a second, grabbing her hips. Then he started pounding her hard. His well lubricated cock was now sliding through her ass as quickly as if it were a wet pussy. "Fucking tight," he growled. "Gonna cum soon."
"Yes, cum in white ass," she whimpered. Kat's pussy was dripping with need for his cock. In desperation she held herself up with one hand while the other worked its way under her body. She felt her own heat as her fingers entered her wet pussy. That was all it took for her to cum again. "CCUUMMIINNGG!!" she screamed in pleasure.
"Cumming!" bellowed the big black man. His hot seed hosed the depth of her bowels. Her ass filled with his cum. He worked his cock a bit as he ejaculated then Herc pulled back until just the head of his cock was through her anus. He jerked the shaft off his cock, draining every last drop of his seed inside her ass.
Kat yelped slightly as the black golf ball exited her ass. A steady stream of sperm started running down to her labia until it dripped off her clit. The stream grew into a torrent as his semen welled up in her ass and leaked out of her, but Kat didn't have the strength to get off the bed. She heard a strong stream of piss striking the water in the toilet in the master bath, then sounds of washing hands. Hercules returned to the bedroom. She managed to look over at him. He was smirking arrogantly. His big banana cock was swinging freely between his legs, glistening in the light. He had washed it and it was the most beautiful sight she'd ever seen. Hercules spanked her ass again, but this time it was more playfully. "Go get cleaned up," he ordered her.
Kat groaned, but managed to roll off her marital bed. Her ass squished as she made her way to the toilet, frowning when she saw the yellow urine filling the bowl. He hadn't flushed. Nor had he lifted the lid for drops of urine covered her toilet seat. She wiped it down and then sat on her toilet. His sperm quickly began leaking from her ass as she peed which also pushed the sperm in her pussy out from earlier. Kat glanced over at the sink and saw her favorite washcloth wadded up on the edge. It was wet and had brown stains on it from where he'd used it to clean his cock off. Disgusting, but she knew she'd want a big cock up her ass again and it had prevented another seeding of her fertile womb.
When Kat returned to her bedroom, Hercules West was gently snoring on her husband's side of the bed. His head resting on her husband's pillow. She turned the lights off, lifted the covers and climbed in beside the black man. Herc grunted in his sleep, his muscular arm reached over her, hand coming to rest on her big breast possessively. He pulled her soft white body into his hard black one until his plump cock rested against her ass cheeks.
It felt so natural that Kat quickly fell asleep, nestled in the arms of her black lover.
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The Coxville Curse Part 2: Chapter 8: One Hot Grandma Rediscovers Big Black Cock
**********
October 10, 2009: Saturday evening, after the Jones' family barbecue.
**********
They hadn't driven a mile before Candy started wishing she'd changed out of the cheerleading uniform. Willie Long's eyes kept roaming over to his passenger. Candy gulped nervously and found herself blushing a little. Her oversize breasts confined by a skimpy modern era cheerleading top left a lot of cleavage on display for the old black man. Plus, his eyes kept roving down to her legs. They were some of her best features. She walked daily and except for some slight fat in the thighs and some varicose veins now hidden by her summer tan, her legs would have looked good on a thirty-year-old. Her bare stomach embarrassed her some. Sitting in the car produced some rolls on her tummy. Standing, her stomach was sexier, curvy, with a slight abdominal bulge. For some reason, she tried to hold her stomach in as if she wanted to look good for the old man.
Candy did something out of character. Her eyes glanced over to Long's crotch. Yes, there was a bulge, but not as impressive as she remembered. Wait! Her eyes traveled down his left pant leg and the giant tube that ended near his knee. That time she'd held it... let's see, it was 1972. She remembered his big black snake had been well past a foot, fifteen inches maybe, possibly as big as eighteen. She hadn't believed her own memory, surely over the 37 years since she'd seen it, the immense size of the thing had grown in her mind? Now, staring at the huge bulge under his trousers, she no longer doubted her memory.
Candy wondered how Long's wife had ever taken a penis (or cock as he called it) that big? No woman could take that entire thing. Which way would be the most comfortable? If his late wife mounted him, then I could control the depth of penetration. Maybe if Long got on top of me... her, he would be in control and that would be best or doggy, just let him slam his black cock into me from behind. Which way?
"Which way?" asked Long.
Candy shook her head to clear the cobwebs. "Excuse me?"
"Which way to your house?"
"Sorry, I live in Limburg."
"Ah, the Dutch enclave. Your maiden name was Dutch, Lovegood right?"
"Liedhood, Candace Greta Leidhood, thank you very much. Sold Jenny my house and moved into my parent's old place."
"I know you're a Cox by marriage, but you sure got the look, Candace."
"You know the family trees around here, Principal Long. They don't branch much. I've got five Cox's in my ancestry and three of them are the same man, Franklin, Phineas' younger brother. That's how the farm families worked. One family's children married the nearest family's children."
"I know it. I'm a bit of a Coxville County historian. The Leidhoods were one of the first Dutch settlers to arrive, along with Van Buskirks, de Grafs, and de Haans."
"You know your stuff," replied Candy.
"Limburg was a cooperative farming community. Prosperous, until the yanks burnt the fields and barns when they left Cox plantation. Now it's just some old farmhouses."
"Now you're just showing off."
"Maybe. I'm trying to impress you," said Long and his tone wasn't teasing. Candy blushed again. "That route will be taking us pretty close to Lake Cox."
"Oh god," moaned Candy. "I was hoping you didn't remember."
"How could I forget? Our encounter was one of the few good memories I have of my youth. I think about it all the time. You?"
"Once in a while," Candy lied.
"We could swing down to make out point, if you'd like?"
Candy laughed nervously. Damn the niggers in this town were getting uppity! Candy suddenly jumped, her body pulled back by her seat belt. Willie had placed his black hand on her knee. She calmly reached down and removed it. "Just take me home," she told him.
**********
November 1972, election day.
Candy Liedhood was smiling as she walked down main street in Coxville. The South was enjoying a rather hot Indian summer that was allowing her to wear her favorite skimpier outfits. Today Candy was wearing a tan bikini top with a rhinestone peace symbol on the right cup of her bikini. She had on an open brown half vest over the top with leather bits hanging from it resembling a cowboy or Indian top. Her bottom was covered by a pink miniskirt that showed off her long luscious legs up to her brown boots that had the same leather bits hanging from them that her vest had. Big sunglasses dominated the top of her face. Her parents refused to let her wear clothing that showed off so much skin and they disapproved of the Hippie look, but since she'd turned eighteen this summer, she was wearing whatever the hell she wanted. Plus, her boyfriend, Marvin sure loved to see her bare sexy belly and when she'd switched from a one piece to a bikini this year for hitting the beach at Lake Cox, Marvin had been walking around with an erection all summer. Candy was still a virgin, but had helped Marvin get off with her hand on a few occasions.
Of course, it wasn't just Marvin that liked checking her out. No man was capable of ignoring her, the strongest willed might sneak a peek while the blatant ones, stared and winked or hit on her. Walking down main street was no exception. Male classmates from her graduating class saw her or whistled at her outfit, their fathers did double takes when they saw her. Old timers gave her disapproving looks, but they still stared. Flattering, considering the large number of attractive women that lived in this county. The sheriff saw her, eyes sweeping up and down her body, then he caught her eye and nodded a greeting. He turned his attention back to city hall where a crowd was gathered around the oak tree.
At first, Candy just thought the line for voting was huge. Half her senior class was here after all, this being the first presidential election where eighteen-year old's could vote. Then Candy noticed a black man was swinging from the old oak tree or more specifically doing pull ups. The man jumped down, leaned down and picked up a Vote McGovern sign. There were boos and catcalls from the crowd. "That's why niggers shouldn't be allowed to vote," yelled an anonymous voice from the crowd. Next to Candy, the sheriff chuckled. The black man was scary looking. He wore green camouflage fatigues, a white tank top with a black fist in the center and a black beret. He wasn't massively built, but every muscle on his wiry body was well defined. Under the beret, his head appeared shaved military style and his face sported a dark black long, droopy mustache. He appeared to be about ten years older than her.
Candy wasn't sure where to go, but she saw a line of people standing at the entrance to city hall and headed that way to join them. She didn't quite understand the abject racism in this town. As of last year, blacks had been integrated into Coxville High from Freetown or as blacks called it "The Westside" or as older white folks called it, "Niggertown". They weren't so bad. The blacks kept to themselves mostly, sitting together in class or at lunch. Most seemed eager to learn and one, Wilbur West joined the football team and won the Cocks a few games, then he joined the basketball team, and then the baseball team. A few of her white classmates grudgingly began to show this super athlete their respect. Candy hadn't spoken to any blacks, but for a few words to a couple of the girl classmates. They seemed nice enough.
As Candy walked towards the voting line, she met the gaze of the black man. She flashed him the peace sign, a secret symbol that she too planned on voting McGovern. The black man nodded and then like all men, his eyes roamed down to her DD bosom and then to her sexy flat belly and finally to her bare legs. Candy gasped at his boldness. He walked towards her and she started to tremble, but all he did was get in line behind her. The line moved forwards. Nearby was a small table for the Democrats and a few supporters including another black man. The Republican table was bigger and had a lot more citizens standing around it. This was a Nixon county. There was even a buxom black woman passing out Nixon fliers. They were the only three black people in sight.
Candy moved into city hall as the line moved towards the voting booths. Seniors manned the tables leading up to the voting booths. They stared disapprovingly at her outfit. Finally, it was time to enter her booth and vote for the first time. A friend of her fathers was manning the booth and showed her how to vote before leaving her alone behind the curtain. Candy looked down the list of names, pressed the button for Mcgovern. Councilman Smith was running for Mayor and her parents were active supporters, but she voted against the old bigot. Candy ran down the list of other candidates, made her choices, and proudly left the voting booth, running right into the militant black man or more specifically his hands.
The black man had been arguing with a poll worker about something and had his hands up before his chest as he gestured. Candy had exited the booth so quickly, she'd run right into him. Her breasts pushed hard against his palms and his hands inadvertently squeezed them hard enough that her tit flesh pushed out between his fingers. Her eyes widened in fright and looked deep into his dark ones. He looked just as shocked as she did. She heard gasps from the crowd around her. It felt like minutes, but was probably only a few seconds before he withdrew his hands just as she took a step backwards from him.
"That nigger just grabbed the Leidhood girl's breasts!" gasped someone in the crowd.
"Oh my god," moaned Candy, turning to flee. "I'm so embarrassed." Candy raced for the door.
"Someone get the sheriff."
"Sorry Miss," yelled the black man as Candy disappeared outside.
"Get your black ass over here, nigger," growled the poll worker friend of Candy's parents. He placed one hand on Willy's shoulder and pulled roughly.
Willy Long had been back from Vietnam for less than a year. His marine combat training took over and with one swift maneuver, his arms were around the poll worker's neck, pulling the man forward as he somersaulted and landed hard on his back. The stunned man stared upwards at the roof in surprise.
Candy ran for her car, people shouting for the sheriff behind her. The sheriff was walking, then jogging, then running towards the polling place. A crowd was gathering behind her. Candy had never been so embarrassed in her life. Some of her friends had seen her! From here on out, she'd be the white girl that got felt up by the black man in city hall. By the time Candy made it to her parent's Chevy a block away, she could hear a much louder commotion behind her.
Candy pulled the car away from the curb and turned it toward city hall. The peaceful crowd had rapidly degenerated into a mob scene. The black man who'd been campaigning for McGovern was crouched down holding his hands above his head defensively as three white men rained punches down on him. One of the men she recognized as her classmate, a boy she had dated twice as a freshman. Jesus, she wondered, did I cause this? Candy rapidly turned the car around the circle. The black woman that had been passing out Nixon fliers, burst out of a crowd. Her top had been ripped off, her large bared Cox County DD bosom heaved up and down as she ran for her life with a look of abject terror on her face. A crowd of angry whites pursued her and quickly brought her down. More blows fell.
Candy reached the stop sign, but was too scared to stop. She coasted through it and turned right. The black man who had touched her breasts appeared running down the sidewalk, pursued by the mob. He'd lost his beret and had a cut on his forehead, bleeding down on his face. A young white man caught up to the black man, but the black man swiftly spun around and brought the heel of his boot down hard on the white's knee. The white man screamed in pain and fell. Without thinking, Candy yelled through the open window, "Get in." The black man didn't even stop to open the door. He jumped, his feet flying through the window and he smoothly slid into the seat next to her. Candy hit the gas and the car sped off, leaving the crazed mob and Coxville behind her.
"Thanks," grunted the black man.
"Oh my god. This is horrible. What do we do? Did we cause this? It was an accident for Christ's sake!"
"Relax girl. This ain't the first angry mob this town has seen and it won't be the last. Name's Long, Willie Long by the way."
"Candace Leidhood, but everyone calls me Candy."
"Nice to meet you Candy. By any chance would you have some tissues?"
Candy glanced over at the blood trickling down Willie's face. "In the glove box."
Willie opened the glove box and removed a box of tissues, using them to wipe the blood off his face. "That thing work?" he asked, pointing at a CB, her dad had installed.
"I guess, I don't use it," she replied. "Where should we go anyway?"
"Head towards the lake. You can drop me off there." Willie leaned down and turned on the CB, adjusting the station. "Breaker One nine, this is Long Dong, Black Mamba do you copy? Kielbasa you out there?"
"This is Black Mamba, I copy you Long Dong." squelched a voice through the CB speaker.
"Got me into some trouble back at city hall. You monitoring Smokey?"
"Sure am Long Dong. Smokey has an APB out for ya, offensive touching, inciting a riot, assault and battery, assaulting a police officer and I hope it was the sheriff."
"It was," said Willie into the microphone.
"Possible kidnapping too. Looking for a green Chevette, unknown driver and tags."
"Looks like you're safe girl," said Willie to Candy, "But you better dump me somewhere soon." Willie turned back to the microphone. "Thanks Mamba, Long Dong out."
Candy took the turn towards Lake Cox and drove towards a semi-private parking area on the Lake. There were a few cars parked at the main parking area, a few near the playground with some families around the picnic area. There were a few trucks with trailers near the boat launch, but her parking area was empty. This section only filled up in the busiest of summer days and subsequently, the local teens called it make out point. She and Marvin Cox had used it a few times. She'd given him a hand job here three months ago at the end of August. That had been the last time she'd seen his penis as her will was starting to weaken and she wanted him inside her. She didn't trust herself around it anymore as she was saving herself for marriage.
Long stepped out of the Chevy the moment she parked it. "Fuck this shit," he growled, kicking a Budweiser can near her car. He walked over to the grassy zone that ringed the lake. It was freshly mowed and still bright green.
"What are you going to do?" asked Candy, following him out to the grass.
"Turn myself in," said Willie.
"I'll tell them this was an accident. After all, it is. This is all just a big mistake."
Willie laughed. He was screwed and they both knew it. "Dozens of witnesses will say otherwise. "You need to keep your mouth shut. Otherwise, they'll want to know why you're defending an obviously guilty nigger."
Candy sighed and looked down at her boots. "I'm sorry," she mumbled. "I wish there was something I could do."
"Fuck," he cried. "I'm looking at ten years here. Longer if you weren't eighteen. You eighteen, right? You must be cause you voted."
"Yeah, been eighteen since summer."
"Good then. That's should be a year for offensively touching you. It'd be five or more if you was underage. Let's see, five for assaulting the sheriff, three for incitement...
"But you didn't offensively touch me," she cried, stomping her feet, petulantly. "This isn't fair."
"Life ain't fair to a black man in the South, Miss."
"I wish there was something I could do."
"There is," said Willie, walking up to stand in front of Candy. She looked up at him, expectantly. "I'm going to do a year for offensively touching you, a crime I didn't commit."
"Yes?" she asked.
"Then I might as well commit the crime, right?"
"What?" asked Candy, confused.
"Let me feel you up," stated Willie. He reached out and grabbed the hems of her vest and pushed it back over Candy's shoulders, leaving her heaving bosom confined by only her bikini top.
"HOLD ON!" shouted Candy, stepping back from the black man. "There's no way, that's going to happen." She was embarrassingly aware that her nipples were hardening, quite visible through the bikini top. They'd been partially erect since he'd accidentally grabbed her chest earlier.
"Did you hear me, bitch?" growled Long. "Do you know what prison is like? It's gonna be ten years before I touch another woman. Ten years of my life gone because you threw them big ass titties in my hands and started a riot. Now if that ain't worth letting me feel up them titties some, well fuck you, you racist bitch. This is as much your fault as mine and I'm the one gonna pay the price for..."
"Alright, you can do it," mumbled Candy. No one had ever talked to her like that before. "But just for a few minutes and I'm not a racist, but I do have a boyfriend. You can touch my breasts, but that's it. No more. Understand?"
Long nodded. "Fine, but they gotta be bared." He reached out towards her neck.
Candy took a step back. "No! I'll do it." She reached up behind her neck, her fingers pinching the string holding her bikini up. She pulled it, loosening the knot. Candy put her arms down, willing herself to resist the urge to cover her breasts as the strings and then the top slid down her body. One cup caught on her right nipple before finally sliding down, exposing her nipples, the bikini top hanging upside down over her upper belly. Willie gasped, his eyes widening in awe. She would never have believed that the second man to see her exposed breasts would have been a black man, ten years her senior, but she liked his reaction just as she had enjoyed Marvin's reaction the first time she had allowed him to see and touch them which was pretty much to cum in his pants much to his embarrassment.
"Wow!" said Willie. He couldn't take his eyes off the twin mounds. He'd seen his share of black titties, half a dozen pairs maybe, and they were Coxville sized CC, DD, and even one EE. He'd seen a few yellow A and B cup titties on some Thai whores in Bangkok too. Nothing compared to Candy's tits. The breast flesh was milky white, smooth and unblemished. Her areola were as big around as cans with long puffy fat nipples. And most fascinating of all, they were pink! "Candy, you are magnificent," he said, whistling approvingly.
"Thanks," she said, blushing. Her nipples hardened some more under his approving gaze. She watched as he brought his right hand up, she held her breath in nervousness. His large black hand, his big coal black hand with its long fingers came up and over to her naked breast. He stopped about an inch away, his thumb and index finger coming almost together. The two fingers moved forwards and came together over her nipple. Now it was Candy's turn to gasp. She felt like an electric charge of pleasure had just raced through her body at his touch. Her semi-erect nipple hardened completely between his fingers. Worse than her nipples reaction to his touch, her pussy started leaking. She could feel her pussy dripping into her panties.
"Fuck! These things are worth a year of my life," grunted Long, bringing his other hand up to her remaining nipple.
Candy mewled a little, sucking her lower lip into her mouth to keep from moaning aloud. Her nipples had always been sensitive, but they were responding more strongly to Willie's touch then they did to Marvin's. He released her left nipple, his hand sliding along the side of her tit and around her back. She felt him tug at her remaining bikini string until it came undone and her top slid down her belly to fall to their feet in the grass. Candy couldn't believe the size of her nipples. They'd been hard before, but now they were so swollen, not just the nipple, but her entire areola circle was puffed up to the point they protruded from her breast by nearly an inch. The black hand returned, this time sliding under her breast to heft them before moving up to squeeze and knead her big tits. Soon it returned to her nipple and another electric shudder made her knees feel weak.



Long stared at his hands on her breasts for a long time before moving his gaze up to her lovely face. She still had her big sunglasses on. He wanted to see her eyes. Willie released one of her breasts long enough to reach up to remove her sunglasses, tossing them off to the side. She blinked in the sunlight and then the most beautiful pair of bright blue eyes locked onto his dark brown eyes and they stared at each other. Long kept his eyes locked on hers as he brought his face close to hers. He angled his head, lips parting...
As if in a trance, Candy parted her lips and angled her head. His mouth was close enough to hers that she could feel his hot breath on her lips when she came to her senses. Candy pulled her head back. "No kissing," she said. "Ow!" she cried, her response irritating him to the point that he'd pinched her nipples. "You done yet?"
"Not quite," said Willie. His hands slid down her sides to the skirt covering her hips. His strong muscles pulled her down. Candy stooped and then fell to her knees, lowering herself backwards onto the grass as the lanky black man straddled her crotch. He reached out and grabbed her tit again.
Candy found herself lying topless on her back in the grass. Her big bosom slid off to the sides. Willie was teasing one of her nipples again. His free hand was fumbling with his pants. "What are you doing?" she asked in alarm.
"Ever been titty fucked?" Long asked. "I didn't think so," he added when she shook her head no.
"Umm... Willie?" she asked, watching his hand slide into his trousers. "I don't think that's a good idea." He seemed to be fumbling in his pants. She wondered if he were small and having trouble finding it. He pulled his hand back out, adjusted the angle and pushed his hand back in. This time he grasped something and seemed to struggle with it. Willie had to sit up a little and Candy could make out a large bulge shrinking up his pant leg. Willie sat back down and suddenly, SMACK! Candy almost screamed in terror. Her eyes were playing tricks on her. A black racer had just slithered up out of the grass and across her stomach, it's evil serpentine head, hissing at her as it crawled between her breasts. The tongue flickered out, but it wasn't pink or forked. It wasn't a tongue at all, it was a large drop of white fluid. Nor was the head serpentine, it was bulbous and round, more fluid dripping from the long slit in its center. The body wasn't serpentine it was straight and it was growing bigger. Freed from his pants, the giant black cock hardened and lifted off her pale body. Candy stared at it in horror almost wishing it had been a snake.
Candy was fascinated with Marvin's penis and he enjoyed her fascination. He'd lied and told her it was big at seven inches long. She'd measured it one night they were playing and to get seven inches she'd had to press the edge of the ruler deep into his scrotum. Still, his penis was nice, hard, and she enjoyed playing with it. She'd given him a hand job that night. He didn't last long and the grape sized head had spit out a teaspoon's worth a semen onto her hand. He'd hardened again while they continued to make out and he played with her tits. Whenever he got around to asking her to marry him, she planned on giving him a blow job. Intercourse would wait for marriage even though her pussy yearned to have him inside her every time she saw his nice dick.
Candy would love Marvin until the day he died with all her heart, but from that day in 1972 on, she would never think of his penis as big, hard or nice again. It would always be small, pale, and weak. She'd wish it were bigger every time he was inside her. She would fantasize it was Willie's black cock she was riding, or thrusting her hips up to meet his thrusts as she lay writhing beneath him or pushing her head into the pillows as he fucked her hard from behind. "That can't be real," she muttered staring at it.
"Coxville grows their nigger cocks big, Miss," laughed Long as he spat into his hand and tried coating the massive shaft with it. He also used the copious amount of lubrication leaking from him cock's huge head to coat his shaft. "Foot long is the norm for a black man's cock and mine tops that by six inches."
"My god!" she muttered. Eighteen inches! The thing was gigantic! No wonder she'd thought it was a snake.
"Push them big titties together," he ordered.
Candy obeyed him and pushed her breasts together as he pushed his cock down between them. He had to sit forward some as his cock had a tendency to rear upwards. When the huge shaft was snug between her breasts, he took over. He grabbed her breasts, letting his fingers pinch her nipples while he thrust his cock back and forth between the canyons of her milky white breasts.
Candy watched the plum sized head of his cock push forwards and then withdraw, in and out, in and out. Each time it moved forwards, the head seemed to go a little further out. It hit her chin and she laid her head down on the grass. Soon the head was moving up over her chin and then it was brushing her lips, nearly hitting the bottom of her nose each time he thrust it forward. Candy couldn't help herself. Her tongue came out and licked the underside of the head, moving down his shaft as his cock thrust forwards. Her efforts were rewarded by a loud moan from Willie. He liked what she was doing and she kept her tongue out, licking as much of the tip of his cock as she could while he fucked her big breasts. She didn't have a good eye view of his shaft anymore, but it looked bigger, even more swollen then before. She heard the black man grunt, "OH FUCK!" and then she was forced to squeeze her eyes shut as a wall of liquid white covered her face.
Willie cursed. He usually lasted a lot longer and had more self-control, but his first sexual act with a white woman had excited him too much. Still, he quickly reared back and aimed his still squirting cock at her open mouth. Several large jets of sperm shot into her mouth, quickly filling it. He jumped up and squatted over her, pushing his cock down so that more of his sperm shot out to cover those big beautiful breasts of hers. Willie backed up between her spread legs, his cock's last few wads splattering on her belly and leaving a pool of semen in her navel. He needed to act quickly. Willie undid the buttons on her pink miniskirt. She aided him by lifting her hips as he pulled her skirt down her legs. She was left with nothing on but for her bikini bottom. Just like the one breast cup on her top, it had a rhinestone peace symbol on her crotch. The bottoms were soaked with her arousal. Willie glanced up at her face as he untied the strings on the sides of her bikini panty. She was still laying there stunned, breathing heavily through her nose as she refused to swallow the sperm filling her mouth. Candace's mouth was open and his white sperm filled it up to her lips, some trickling down the sides. Her face, hair, breasts, and belly were also a sperm covered mess. He looked back down to her crotch as he pulled her panty off. He was going to fuck her, but first he needed to prepare her for her first black cock. He slid down between her legs and onto his stomach. Her genitals were every bit as lovely as her breasts had been to him. A thick blonde patch of fur covered her pubic mound just above the prettiest pink pussy he'd ever seen... or tasted.
Candy's body leaped as she felt a long flat tongue lick up from her asshole to her clit, pressing hard down on her labia. She gurgled in surprise, finally relaxing her throat and letting the mouthful of Willie's seed slide down her throat. Surprisingly, it didn't taste bad at all. Good even. She liked her first taste of sperm. She liked what his tongue was doing between her legs even more. Candy found her hips thrusting up into his licking tongue as she moaned and writhed from his oral administrations. Something (his fingers?) was opening her pussy lips up and his tongue was thrusting in and out of her pussy, then he was sucking her distended clit between his lips, then he was licking again, then his fingers were thrusting into her pussy, pressing against her hymen, but not hard enough to break it. Candy moaned, almost screamed as she writhed in the grass. Her hands came up to caress her nude body and she found herself rubbing his liquefying semen into her skin, her breasts, and her nipples. Her tongue flickered out, lapping up more of his seed so that she could taste him. Abruptly, without warning, his fingers pushing into her as his tongue teased her clit, her pussy exploded in pleasure and she did cry out in joy.
Long quickly sat up. Now was his chance to fuck her. She seemed stunned by her first orgasm.
Her lovely blue eyes were opened wide and he could see the white reflections of passing clouds on her irises. She looked stunned, dazed, and a stupid grin spread across her face. He kneeled, pushing his rock-hard cock down between her thighs. His giant black bulbous cock head pushed up against her swollen labia. He'd never seen his cock so hard before as he prepared to fuck his first white pussy. He could feel her heat and wetness. He pushed forwards, the sexually charged young woman raised her hips into his cock as her lips spread before him and his cock went... limp.
Long looked down in horror at his flaccid cock. It had never failed him before. "NO!" he growled. He grabbed his limp noodle, squeezing and tugging at the head to make it hard. Nothing worked. His cock even receded some as if he were cold. "NO!" he cried, looking up into the bright blue sky filled with fluffy white clouds. "No," he whispered. "Damballah, no." He lowered his head and stared at the beautiful woman beneath him. He understood now.
It was not time.
**********
37 years later, Willie Long remembered that wonderful day like it was yesterday. He glanced over at the much older Candace Cox and caught her glancing at his crotch. She was remembering too. He told her to leave him by the lake, then he'd walked the long way back to town, turning himself in at the sheriff's station. The sheriff with his busted nose and a deputy had taken him back to a holding cell and beaten the crap out of him with their bully clubs. The town judge had ordered him shipped off to Coxburg for trial. Willie had fully expected at least ten years in jail and then a miracle occurred. A NAACP lawyer had shown up to defend him. The lawyer had a signed affidavit from the girl he'd groped, stating that it had been an accident whereas the black woman sexually assaulted by the mob had not been an accident. Nor had the black man beaten to death by the same mob been an accident. Clearly William Long, a hero marine that survived two tours in Vietnam, had been acting in self-defense. Furthermore, the NAACP wanted the town to explain why there had only been three blacks voting when there were over 400 black residents in Freetown that used the same polling place and why had the sheriff parked two squad cars at the entrance to Freetown all day?
The threat of ten years turned into five months in jail and that was while waiting for trial. Willie Long, the black female rape victim, whom he later married, and the family of the murdered black man all received a nice payment from the town large enough that it left Coxville bankrupt for five years. Willie used his money to go to college and get a degree in education. When he returned, the board was so scared of him, they hired him on at Coxville High as the new history teacher. Five years later, he was vice principal, and three years after that, he became the first black principal, a job he still held. Years later, he realized why Damballah hadn't let him fuck Candy Leidhood (now Cox) back then the moment he laid eyes on a sixteen-yearold Jenny Cox. This magnificent creature needed to be born. Jenny was the chosen one. He shook her hand at graduation, urged her to try out for the Miss USA pageant, and hired her on as health teacher and coach. He watched her breasts go from DD to GG when Katherine was born. Long vowed that his would be her first black cock, but he was wrong. The night after lightning destroyed the old oak tree where his ancestor had been hung, his hidden cameras had caught Coach Black introducing her to his black cock just as Samson West was converting Katherine Summers one locker room over. Still, he would have her.
Candy swore Long's cock extended an inch as she stared at his crotch. She believed that time and abstract conflated memories had enlarged his cock in her mind, but going by the massive bulge, her memory hadn't conflated it by much. 37 years ago, after their encounter, she'd swam out into the lake in her bikini after his monster had covered her in his cum. It had been a mess to clean off, and she found strands of his sperm all over her hours later when she went home to shower. She'd thanked him for not taking her virginity. He'd just grunted in response. Then she asked him what he meant when he said, Damballah no? He just muttered that he'd said, Damn balls, they ah... hold too much sperm. She had to agree with him. Sex with him was a messy proposition. Candy had driven off, staring at the black man receding in the mirror. The next day, she virtually assaulted her boyfriend. She let him enter her bareback wanting to feel him without a condom and he'd promised to pull out.
Marvin was overexcited and lost control, cumming the second his small penis pushed through her hymen. She was thinking about black cock when she lost her virginity. She was thinking about black cock when she conceived Jenny. Three months later when she realized she was pregnant, they eloped. Jenny was born in August of 1973. Candy thought about Willie Long a lot during the first few years of her marriage. She was fantasizing about his black cock when she conceived Kat and just about every time she had sex. As the years passed, she began to doubt that Willie had been eighteen inches long or even twelve or that he had cum so much. Why would she fantasize about a penis too big for penetration anyway? She and Marvin rented some porn videos and occasionally there'd be a black guy, but they were nothing special, no giant cock, no gallon of ejaculate, but they did look good fucking white women. Soon, she quit thinking about Willie when she had sex with Marvin, but she still dreamed about their time at the lake shore from time to time. Theirs was a happy marriage and when she lost him at a too young age from a heart attack, she'd been depressed for over a year.
"You sure you don't want to drive down to the lake?" he asked.
Candy snorted. "Just take me home, Mr. Long." She stared out the window as they neared the old Dutch enclave. "Willie, there was one thing I never told you about our first encounter."
"What's that?"
"I'm the one that contacted the NAACP."
"Thank you, though I've always suspected it." He glanced over at her and grinned. "Thank you," he said again, truly grateful. This time he moved his hand back over to her knee.
Candy let him keep it there this time and to his credit, he didn't try to move it any higher. "I couldn't let you go to jail. I just couldn't." She looked down at the large black hand on her knee and felt her nipples hardening. Her pussy began leaking too. She suddenly felt like a school girl again. When he removed his hand to take the wheel navigating a sharp curve, she missed its presence. "The big farmhouse on the hill," she told him.
Willie turned at the mailbox with COX written on it. He slowed for the long drive up to her house. Willie faked a yawn. "Man, I'm beat. I sure could use a cup of coffee," he said, pulling up to the house.
Candy opened the door and stepped out. She leaned down and he could see the conflict in her eyes. She opened her mouth to speak, closed it and then opened it again. "Thanks for the ride," she told him. "I appreciate it."
Willie watched her stand to leave. Still a prude, still worried about appearances to let a black man into her house for coffee (and sex), still wanting to set a moral example for her daughters, too uptight to let her inner slut come out to play. "Wait!" he yelled, before she could shut the door. "I need that uniform back."
Candy looked down at her buxom body, still attired in the skimpy cheerleading outfit. "Oh yes, of course. Wait here and I'll be right back with it."
Long rolled his eyes. "Hey, can I use your bathroom?"
"Uh, sure, come on in," said Candy. Long followed her into the house. It was immaculately clean and clutter free. "Right there," said Candy, pointing at an open door off the living room. "I'll be upstairs changing."
Willie Long entered the bathroom and took a quick piss. The bathroom was like the rest of the house, very clean, neatly organized, and it smelled fresh. A far cry from his single male house. He flushed the toilet, returned to the living room and looked up the stairs that Candy had disappeared up. Willie began slowly walking up the stairs.
Candy had left the bedroom door partially open and he could see motion through the crack. He pushed the door farther open. Candy stood beside her bed. She'd taken the skimpy cheerleading top off leaving herself clad in only a bra and the red skirt. A pearl necklace and a gold necklace with a cross adorned her neck and she wore gold hoop earring in her ears. She moved her hands down to the hem of her skirt and started wiggling her hips as she pushed the skirt down her legs. Long smiled as she stepped out of the skirt. Candy may have been closing on sixty, but she certainly wasn't wearing granny panties. Her underwear was lacy and skimpy. The panties were see-thru and he could clearly see her thin blonde pubic strip. The bra was lacy and frilly too. It was doing double duty, straining to hold up her massive breasts. The old broad could still pull off a bikini. Her body wasn't the same as it had been at eighteen. Her ass was a lot bigger and her breasts had gone from probably a DD at eighteen to GG. Her bigger breasts and bigger ass actually seemed to balance each other out. Her skin wasn't as taut and tight or as smooth as it was when she was a teen. He could make out some blue veins in the tops of her breasts and she had certainly gained additional weight in her belly and thighs, but not the bad kind, the kind of weight that gave her a sexy exciting jiggle.
Candy was pulling the robe on over her body when she noticed the black man staring at her. She let out a little squeak of shock. "W-willie! What are you doing?" She pulled the robe tight around her body.
Long strolled into the room. He could detect a little tremble in her body. She was shaking as he walked up to her. "I was just staring at a very sexy woman," he told her. "You looked better without that bulky old robe."
"What!" Candy watched him reach out and grab her robe, pulling it open. She struggled to close it, but he was much stronger.
"Much better," he said looking at her body between the open folds of the robe. He quickly moved his hands to her shoulders and spun her around so that her back was to him. He yanked the robe off her. Her bra clasped in the back. He moved his hands down and unhooked it before spinning her back around.
"I.. we can't...," mumbled a stunned Candy Cox. She didn't know what to say. She'd moved her hands up to her chest to hold her bra over her breasts.
"Relax baby, I've seen them before." Long reached up and grabbed the top of her bra.
She held them firm to her chest. "Willie, NO! We can't do this."
"Why not?"
"It's inappropriate. We're too old to mess around."
"Admit it, it's cause you're a little racist. You don't want a black man touching you."
"Yes, a little, but I let you touch me before."
"And as I recall, you enjoyed it very much."
Candy blushed. "That was a long time ago. You're my daughter's boss. What would they think?"



"Don't tell them. Don't tell anyone. It'll be our dirty little secret. Come on, we're both widowed and I suspect it's been as long for you as it has for me."
"What makes you think I don't have someone on the side?"
"You don't. In fact, I think you're sexually frustrated. Look how clean this house is."
"What's wrong with a clean house?"
"Nothing, I like it, but it's a sign of how frustrated you are. You put all your energies into cleaning, energy that you used to reserve for fucking."
Candy gasped. It was so true. Her dream about the shadow man had awoken some dormant needs that she had long ago repressed. "I can't have sex with you," she told him firmly. She glanced over at the nightstand and her wedding picture. Since they'd eloped, she'd only worn a cheap white dress and Marvin had on a dark suit. He seemed to be staring back at her accusingly.
"No sex then," said Long, sliding his hands down her waist and over her hips. He moved his hands back up her sides. "How about we just reenact our encounter from that first day we met?"
Candy's eyes widened. "I don't think..." His hands had slid over to the tops of her breasts again and were tugging at her bra. "You mean you want to stick your thingy between my breasts again?"
"Yes, I want to titty fuck those big melons with my big black cock and then I want to go down on you again and taste that sweet white pussy of yours."
Candy let her hands fall to her sides and Long pulled her bra away. His fingers and tongue had given her the biggest orgasm of her life and the thought of him doing that to her again, had her relenting and her panties soaked. "Alright Willie, but nothing else. Just what we did the first time."
"Sure thing, baby," he said reaching out for her breasts. "But this time, we'll have a nice comfy bed instead off grass to lay on." Freed of her bra, her heavier breasts sagged down, her once proudly up thrust nipples, now pointed downwards, but they still reacted the same way. As he pinched each nipple, they hardened just as they had the first time he'd touched them. First the nipple hardened, then her areola puffed up. The sexy grandmother moaned as his black hands squeezed and kneaded her breasts. They appeared to have grown more sensitive with age instead of less.
This time would be different and Willie had every intention of fucking her tonight. He watched her eyes close as he played with her breasts. She sucked in her lower lip as her arousal grew. Willie bent down and moved his hands from her titties to her waist and down to the hem of her panties. Candy opened her eyes to see what he was doing. Her blue ones met his brown ones once again and she watched him lean forward and suck one nipple between his dark lips. His white mustache tickled, but it felt good, oh so good. She moaned in pleasure and felt him pulling her underwear down her thighs and legs until they fell to her feet and she stepped out of them.
Candy grabbed the white hair that circled under Long's bald pate and pulled his head tighter against her breast. She moaned continuously as his tongue flickered over her nipple. Then she felt his hand between her legs and a finger pressed hard against her labia. She was so wet, there was a squishing sound as his finger entered her. Candy began humping the finger inside her. He was right, so right. She needed this. All she desperately wanted was to get off again, one more time and she could go back to cleaning her house.
Long quit licking her nipple. Instead, he planted a kiss over it and then leaned over and kissed her other one. He stood back up, his finger slipping from her needy pussy, causing her to squeal in frustration. Long grabbed her chin and turned her face up to his. He leaned down, turning his head, lips closing on hers. She jerked her head back, then relented and let his lips come down on hers. She hadn't kissed him back then, it felt too much like cheating on Marvin, but she didn't have Marvin anymore and she hadn't been kissed passionately by a man since Marvin had died. She relaxed, gave in to his kisses and started kissing him back. It was her tongue that made the first move into his mouth, teasing his tongue, dueling into each other's mouths.
Long kept kissing her, turning her back towards the bed. They kissed as they walked backwards, two black fingers pinching and tugging her hard nipple until she sat down hard on the bed. "You take it out," he told her.
Candy looked at the huge bulge straining at his pants. She didn't see any harm in taking it out. With trembling hands, she fumbled with his belt buckle and the buttons on his trousers. Her delicate fingers pulled his zipper down. She did wince a little when she saw his underwear, more yellow then white, but the package beneath was what she really wanted to see again. She tugged his trousers down and gasped. His huge cock was sticking out of the leg of his underwear and running down his thigh. It was already swollen and struggling for freedom. She grabbed the hem of his ugly underwear and tugged it down. The second it cleared his cock head, the huge black cock sprang up and whacked her on the chin. Candy grabbed it to keep it from hitting her, but didn't let go. She hadn't really touched it the last time, felt it's heat, it's hardness, it's... POWER. Now she did and there had been no false memories of it, nor had her mind exaggerated its size over the years. "My god," she said, running her fist from up to the big bulbous head and down to the base of his shaft. For some reason, she leaned forwards and planted a kiss right on the plum sized cock head. She hoped she would get to taste him again.
Candy scooted back on the bed, holding his cock and tugging him forwards. "My god," she said again as he straddled her. His cock... his big cock... his big black cock... it looked the same as she remembered it. It was every bit the swollen and steel hard, eighteen-inch black cock that it had been 37 years ago. The one difference was that his immense black cock now sprang from a bushy patch of white pubic hair and the hairs on his heavy scrotum had gone white too.
Candy scooted up on the bed until her head rested on the pillow. Long straddled her crotch. He was now bottomless, but he still wore a white shirt. Candy didn't take her eyes off his cock as she reached out for the nightstand and a bottle of hand cream she kept there. She found the bottle and flipped the lid open. She poured the cream from the bottle from one end of his mighty shaft to the other like you would pour mustard on a hot dog. She tossed the bottle aside and used both hands to rub the cream all over his shaft while Long began undoing the buttons on his shirt and pulled it off. When he was completely nude except for his socks, every square inch of his cock had been coated with lotion until it glistened.
Candy released it and moved her hands to her breasts, now falling over her sides from their weight. She brought them together and held them still while Willie pushed his cock down between her grand canyons. Her eyes never left his cock as he began to titty fuck her again.
**********
Candy couldn't take her eyes off Willie Long's cock. The big head would push out from her breasts, then disappear between her large milky white globes. Other than some veins in her now bigger breasts and the wrinkles on her hands, it looked exactly like it had the last time he'd titty fucked her 37 years ago. Only when she looked up from his cock and at the skinny old black man, did the reality of their ages hit her.
Long inched his way forwards a little and his hard-black cock began sliding up over her chin and then past her nose and then the hard ended head of his cock was rapping on her forehead, sticky precum dripping just above her eyes. Candy stuck her tongue out and licked along the bulging black vein beneath his hard shaft. He moaned and pulled back until her tongue was licking the underside of his cock head. His cock tasted of the hand lotion, but still she licked it. Long angled himself up some and pressed the head against her lips. She parted them and let the tip of his cock in her mouth. Her tongue twirled around the head of his cock, tasting his precum, and lapping it up and it was her turn to moan.
Long sat back down and started concentrating on sliding his cock back and forth through her tittys. He panted and strained and Candy feared the old man's heart might not be up for the strain. Willie didn't relent and kept at it. Candy continued licking the underside of his shaft as it reared up over her face. His cock head was swelling, turning even harder and darker. She saw it explode above her eyes, a wave of white fluid fanning out from the swollen head. She closed her eyes as his cock pulled back and the wall of hot cum fell on her face, a load shooting in her mouth. Candy felt him sit up, more cum striking her breasts as she swirled his hot seed around in her mouth before swallowing. It tasted as good as she'd remembered. After her and Long's last encounter, she'd never shied away from blowing Marvin and swallowing his seed. She craved the taste of sperm, but her poor husband never produced enough to satisfy her craving no matter how hard she milked his little prick for every last drop of his seed.
Candy quickly sat up and opened her eyes. Long was rearing up, aiming his spurting cock at her nipples. She quickly reached out for his shaft and took it from him, quickly aiming it at her mouth. She shut her eyes again as another voluminous wad splattered on her face and then the head was in her mouth. The amount of his ejaculate had slowed and his wads no longer filled her mouth. He shot several shot glasses worth of cum at the back of her throat and she swallowed as quickly as he came. She was able to milk several more shots from his long cock with her hands before he was finally done cumming and her long-time craving was finally satisfied.
Candy purred with satisfaction as she fell back on the bed, licking the sperm from around her lips and scooping more up with her fingers. The old man never slowed down. He was quickly laying at the foot of her bed, his head buried between her legs. "Oh god! Willie, it's been so long," she moaned. Marvin had been good to her, knowing she needed more from him sexually and her husband had willing gone down on her almost weekly. He'd gotten quite good at it too, but the last time she'd been eaten out had been at least fifteen years ago. She reached up and pinched her own nipples, whimpering with pleasure as he licked her with his tongue. Candy found herself playing with her breasts, rubbing his semen into her tit flesh and around her nipples as she felt his fingers slip inside her.
Willie couldn't get over how pretty her little white pussy looked. Sure, there was a little more flab in her thighs and her pussy hair looked paler from the white hair mixed in with the blonde, but over all, she had the pussy of a much younger woman. He worked his fingers in and out of her so that he could stare at it for a while. Her pussy lips glistened with her arousal and they tightly clenched his fingers. He worked his fingers back and forth noticing a slight imperceptible lifting of her hips into them and as he picked up speed, soon her hips were rapidly humping his fingers. Candace Cox was moaning as he finger fucked her. He could feel her pussy start to tremble as an orgasm approached. Principal Long leaned forwards again and sucked her distended clit between his lips and Candy came, her fluids squirting all over the lower half of his face.
A broad satisfied smile spread across Candy's face as she came down from her orgasm. It had been a long time since she'd felt this satisfied. The night she dreamed of the shadow man fucking her by the shores of Lake Cox, she'd masturbated herself to an orgasm the dream had been so hot. Before that, it had been more than ten years since she'd cum and at least that long since she'd been horny. Now, Long's fingers were still in her and his tongue came down to lick her clit again. "Ohmygod! You're very... generous," she gasped, realizing that Long wasn't done with her. Suddenly, her pleasure turned to a girlish schoolgirl giggle.
"What?" asked Willie, pausing with his tongue, but continuing to finger fuck her.
"Tickles," she giggled.
Willie lifted his face up so that his mustache wasn't tickling her. He jabbed his tongue back into her pussy and worked it around a bit before pushing his fingers back in. He moved his tongue back up to her clit and sucked it back into his mouth. Candy's giggles faded and turned to gasps of pleasure. "Fuck!" she moaned, sitting up and pulling his face deep into her pussy. "I'm gonna cum again." Candy found herself staring at his bald black pate with the bushy white hair circling his head. His droopy white mustache sat on her upwards thrusting pubic mound. Her eyes moved to his and she stared into his deep brown eyes. There was a hint of amusement in his eyes, but behind that was a coldness and then she was cumming again.
Candy screamed in pleasure, thankful she had no neighbors to hear her cries. She pulled Long's face so tightly into her pussy while she came all over it that she feared she might smother him. Candy released his head and collapsed on the bed. The booze and the two glorious orgasms had her half comatose. She barely felt Long's weight on the bed, nor his hands on her ankles spreading her legs wide apart. Something big and hard nudged against her pussy lips, pushing them inside her pussy before they relented and spread apart, opening for the giant invader. A dazed Candy sat up and looked down at the huge eighteen-inch black cock poised to enter her pussy.
What would her daughters say if they knew that their mom was about to get fucked by a black man with a huge cock?
**********
Willie Long held his breath as he pushed his cock down on Candy's soaked labia. He exhaled with relief as his cock head pushed her pussy lips inward and then slowly disappeared into the hottest wettest pussy he'd ever felt. Candy on the other hand inhaled sharply as his cock first entered her. 37 years ago, he'd been horrified to watch his proud black cock go limp just as he was about to fuck Candy's then teenage pussy. He hadn't expected that to happen this time, but still the fear had been there.
The teenage Candace Leidhood had nearly been his first white woman and now nearly forty years later it was finally happening. His black cock was now inside the widowed grandmother Candy Cox and she was his first white woman. The first, but not the last. Bobbie Sue Kindle would be next, his hidden cameras had caught her with both Melvin and Andy Gooch in her classroom. He also had enough blackmail material on both Candy's daughter and her granddaughter to give him complete power over Jenny and Kitty Summers. After them, more would be his for the taking.
Candy's moan drew his attention back to the lovely mature woman writhing on the bed. She was humping up into his cock as he worked the head around in her pussy, feeding her another inch and then another. "So tight," growled Willie, his cock now six inches deep.
"Been so long," she complained, "I think my hymen grew back." He chuckled and Candy turned her gaze up from his cock sticking out of her to his face. She smiled at him. His demeanor was changing. No longer was he a skinny old bald black man to her. He was a man that could make her feel good. A skillful lover that could make her cum again and again. Her body would willingly be his for the taking after tonight. "Christ that's big!"
Long looked down. She'd taken seven inches, he guessed. "Feels like virgin territory."
"I think you just passed Marvin's limit," she told him, through gritted teeth.
"Poor girl, never been truly fucked have you, that's not even half my cock."
"Thicker too," she told him. "Aaaargh!" Candy shook her head to clear it, another inch had just been shoved up her. "Can't take much more," she told him with both relief and regret. Candy almost wished he'd go back to just working the head around in her. It was simply too big to feel good.
"Just relax and breath deep," he told her in a calm, soothing voice.
Candy relaxed and started doing the same breathing exercises she had used giving birth to Jenny and Katherine. She found it helped, but her vagina was also squeezing Long's thick cock and trying to push it out. "AaargghhowFUCK!" She screamed wincing in pain.
Willie had cupped his arms under her knees and pulled her into his cock just as he thrust his hips forward. He winced too as his big cock head banged hard on her cervix. He'd jabbed another four inches into her and she hadn't been ready for it. He hadn't wanted to hurt her, he was just a little overeager to fuck his first pussy in many years. Women could take it all given enough time and soon Candy would be opened up and screaming in joy instead of pain.
Willie dropped her legs and started to lay himself down on top of her. Candy's eyes had shut and she was wincing in pain. Sweat had broken out on her forehead to. He hunched his back and brought his lips down to her nipples. Within seconds, additional lube started coating his cock. Her pussy muscles quit trying to force him out and started squeezing his shaft. Candy moaned, softly at first and then it started getting louder. "Feeling good now, baby?" he asked.
"Starting to," she replied, grabbing the back of his bald head, holding him tight against her nipple. "Still hurts, but the pain is fading. You hit my cervix pretty hard."
"Sorry," he replied between flicks of his tongue over her nipple.
"How much?" she asked.
"Bout a foot, little more" he told her, kissing his way across her breast to her other nipple.
"I didn't think it was possible. I guess that's it then," said Candy, starting to move her hips beneath him. Her body wanted him to start moving his cock in and out of her.
Willie flexed his cock each time she raised her hips up into him. Each jerk of his cock coated her cervix with a little more precum. He pushed his hips forward, the cock head pressing hard against her softening cervix. "There's still about five inches," he grunted.
Candy gasped. "I don't believe it," she said as her cervix opened for his huge dick and his cock head slowly slid through. "It's in my womb."
Long buried his cock balls deep in her pussy. He knew from experience with his wife that a local woman's pussy could adapt to the giant cocks of the black men. As Candy adjusted to his size, her cervix would loosen automatically as she grew aroused, opening for his superior cock. It would close back up after the male had orgasmed, trapping lots of fertile semen in the womb increasing chances of pregnancy. The local niggers called it "resizing" and the term seemed appropriate. "Feeling good now?"
"Oh my god," was all Candy could respond.
Long kissed her nipple and then worked his way up her chest, neck, and found her lips. He kissed her passionately while he started bucking his hips. His tongue forced its way into her mouth, their tongues teasing. His cock was buried deep and only around six inches were removed every time he raised his hips. Candy's body was responding, lifting up into his thrusts. Now her pussy was massaging inwards on his shaft, trying to milk his seed out. Her hands slid all over his back, digging her nails in, sliding down to his hips and grabbing them urging him to fuck her harder. Long obliged. He increased his speed. Candy broke their kiss, her mouth opening wide as a scream grew in her throat. She turned her head and screamed out in orgasm just as he buried his cock in her pussy and held it still. Candy was breathing hard and trembling beneath him. "WOW!" she gasped out between deep breaths. Candy stared at the ceiling, a contented smile across her lips. She could feel Willie's massive cock head jerking in womb. "You haven't cum yet?"



"Nope," grunted Long, beginning to move his hips again. Soon he was fucking her harder than the last time. He brought his lips back to hers. This time it was her tongue that found his first as they continued to kiss. Candy started shaking beneath him as another orgasm grew. This time, Long increased his speed while she came, not stopping for a moment to let her recover. Candy started crying, but it was tears of joy. She'd never felt anything so good or cum so much as with this man. "Who owns this pussy?" grunted Long, fucking her hard.
"You do," gasped Candy without hesitation. Unbelievably another orgasm was building. "This is your pussy now, Willie. Fuck your white pussy."
"Yeah, I'm fucking it good, bitch," he said, wincing. He was trying not to talk down to her, but it was in his nature and she didn't seem to mind. "You love that black cock, slut?"
"I love your black cock. Fuck me. Fuck me. Fuck your white slut. CUMMING!" And Candy was still cumming as Long grabbed her and rolled over. Candy found herself astride him. She laid down on his chest while she recovered from her latest large orgasm. "Thank you, you're amazing," she purred, leaning up to kiss him.
Candy sat up and began slowly riding his huge cock. Black hands found her milky white breasts and began playing with them as she started bouncing. "Ride that black cock, slut," said Willie, spanking one ass cheek before sucking one engorged nipple between his lips.
"Now it's my turn to fuck you," moaned Candy. This was so hot. She'd never talked dirty during sex with Marvin, but then Marvin's cock hadn't brought out the slut in her. "I mean it Willie," she said, looking down at him. "This is your pussy now. Your slut wants that black cock. I need that black cock. Anything you- OH SHIT! Gonna cum again." Long's cock suddenly felt bigger as she continued to bounce in his lap. The head was starting to have a hard time passing through her cervix. The flared head caught on her cervix trapping it inside just as she was cumming again and then she felt the flood in her womb. Candy came so hard; her toes curled and almost gave her a muscle spasm. Her eyes rolled up in her head as she sat down hard in his lap, feeling his cock bucking, and jerking in her pussy as it pumped his voluminous seed into her womb. Candy's pussy was spasming all over his cock, her muscles pulling at it, milking the shaft trying to get every drip of his seed into her and finally, Candy couldn't take anymore. She collapsed forwards onto Long's chest.
Candy awoke to someone gently shaking her. "Go get cleaned up, I want to fuck again," whispered Long in her ear. "I wanna fuck all night."
"Ok," she replied, groggily. Candy slid forwards along his stomach and to his chest before his long cock finally fell out of her pussy. She quit straddling him and rolled off the bed. She stared in awe at Long's cock, still eighteen inches long and plump, but now limp. She wanted to lean forward and kiss it, but the trickle of sperm leaking out between her legs was turning to a steady flow. She cupped her hands under her pussy and waddled over to the bathroom.
Candy tried to use tissues, but there was so much sperm in her and on her that she ended up taking a quick shower. After many minutes of scrubbing her body and between her legs with soap, she finally felt clean. Candy dried herself off, brushed her teeth, and nude she walked out to rejoin her lover. Willie Long was fast asleep. She looked at the thinly built old man sleeping peacefully on what had once been her husband's side of the bed. "You do own this pussy," she told the sleeping man. "I want to fuck you every night." She looked at the nude black man, a man closing on seventy years old and hoped that he would be able to keep this up for at least a few more years. His cock suddenly plumped up and hardened a bit in his sleep bringing a smile to her lips. Suddenly, she no longer had any doubts about what this man was capable of.
Candy crawled in bed beside him and pulled the covers over their nude bodies. She snuggled up to her new black lover and reached down to grab his dick. It stiffened in her hand and she gently stroked it, but her eyes were closing. The long hot day, booze, and fantastic exhausting sex was getting to her. It didn't look like they would be fucking all night long after all.
But there was always tomorrow.
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The Coxville Curse Part 2: Chapter 9: The Cox Women Miss Church
**********
October 11, 2009: Sunday
**********
Jenny let Black's sperm roll around on her tongue before swallowing the last of his load. She licked some more off her lips even though her belly was already full. "Sleep some more. I'll go make some coffee," she told the muscular black man. He winked at her and closed his eyes.
Jenny grabbed her robe and pulled it on as she walked down the stairs. She and Kitty should be getting ready for church. It didn't look like they would be making it. Her mom would be disappointed, but she'd just tell Candy that she wasn't feeling well that morning. She headed for the kitchen and the coffee pot past the sliding glass door to her backyard when she noticed movement by her pool. She walked up to the door and peered through.
Samson West was sitting on the pool ledge opposite her and Kitty's head was buried in his lap. Kitty was standing in the pool, wearing her skimpy bikini, the blue string thong bikini. Kitty had bought it recently and Jenny supposed it was for Samson. Her once sweet daughter was completely out of control and there was nothing Jenny could do about it. Harold would have thrown a fit if he saw his little princess wearing something so skimpy, but then he'd probably have a heart attack if he saw what his daughter was doing now to a black boy.
Samson looked up and saw his girlfriend's mother standing at the sliding glass door watching them. Jenny grimaced as Samson stuck his hands out and gave her the finger with both hands. Then he turned them down and used the same middle fingers to point at her daughter happily sucking his big black cock.
Asshole! Fucking black bastard! Jenny frowned as she felt her nipples hardening. Samson slid back and laid down on his back on the cement surrounding the pool. Kitty lifted herself out of the water, bubble butt shining as the water cascaded off her smooth firm ass. Kitty crawled on all fours over to her boyfriend, held his cock up and started sucking it again. Damn them! Didn't they know that the neighbors could see into her yard from their top floors and when you had Jenny and Kitty living next door, she'd often caught her older neighbor on one side and the fourteen-year-old boy on the other side watching them sunbathing. Jenny was wet now and it wasn't just from Black's sperm slowly leaking from her womb, it was fresh arousal. Her daughter looked beautiful sucking Samson's big cock and Samson's cock was a gorgeous hunk of black meat. Not quite as big and perfect as the Coach's, but close. Too bad it belonged on a jerk like Samson West. He kept looking towards her and Jenny realized that her robe had fallen
open and her boobs were sticking out. Worse, she had one hand between her legs. Jenny quickly closed her robe and stepped away from the door, but she couldn't stop watching, moving over to a counter window so she could stare at the hot couple.
Huge strong black hands, bigger than any hands she'd ever seen, but still not big enough to cover her bosom came around from behind her and pinched her nipples. Jenny moaned and leaned back into her black stud. "They look beautiful together, don't they?" whispered the Coach in her ear.
"Yes," whispered Jenny back, her agreement turning into a long moan as Black kissed her neck. He'd boldly come downstairs nude, she could feel his cock growing as he pressed it against her ass. He stooped and used his hard cock to lift the hem of her robe up, the head rubbing her swollen pussy lips as she spread her legs for him. He entered her and fucked her hard, leaning against the counter as they both stared out the window at her daughter now bouncing naked in Samson's lap.
**********
Kat yelped as she hopped in the shower too quickly, it was still hot. She backed away from the water spray turning the cold up to even the water temperature. She was going to be late picking her husband up from jail. Kat Jones soaped her magnificent body, everywhere seemed covered in dried flakes of sperm. Flakes covered her face, congregated around her mouth and chin, he'd cum on her breasts, belly, and ass, and liquefied sperm leaked in a steady stream from her well fucked pussy to the extent, she'd be wearing a pad all day. WELL FUCKED PUSSY! Jesus, don't let me be pregnant by a black man, she prayed. She and Nathan had always assumed it was his accident to blame for their being childless, now for the first time, she hoped it was she that couldn't have children.
Kat finally felt that her body was cleaned of all Hercules' residue so she put her head back under the water and let her long blonde hair get soaked. She was suddenly startled by the shower curtain being pulled back. She looked up, not surprised to see Hercules West joining her in her tiny shower. She had hoped he would just be gone from her bed when she had finished showering. Now she found his strong hands on her shoulders pushing her down to her knees. She wanted to tell him, NO, that she needed to get going to pick her husband up, that last night had been a mistake, that they were through, never ever again would this happen. Instead, she found her own hand guiding his stiffening penis into her mouth.
She eagerly swallowed his massive black cock, bobbing her head as fast as she could, hungry for his seed. He lasted more than fifteen minutes before she got her belly full of his hot breakfast pudding. Kat was proud of herself, she'd sucked every drop out of him. She looked up at her black stud to see if he was pleased with her. She needed to get going, but she didn't stop sucking his dick. It didn't get any smaller, but it lost some of its steel. Her mouth had it hard again in no time.
Minutes later, Kat was being fucked hard from behind wondering how she could ever go back to her husband's inferior penis. Hercules' mighty cock head was smashing through her cervix with each hard thrust of his hips. Her nipples hurt and bent where they were constantly smashed against her glass shower door. Kat screamed as she came hard and Herc thrust his cock in balls deep, hosing her womb once more with his fertile black seed which had her cumming harder than she ever had before.
Meanwhile, in the small holding cell at the police station on main street, Nathan Jones, sat staring at the wall clock, wondering what was taking his wife so long.
**********
"Rise and shine," said Candy Cox, carrying the tray over towards her bed.
Willie Long stirred from his sleep. He sat up and Candy sat the tray on his lap. The plate held three pancakes, five strips of bacon, three little sausages, and two scrambled eggs, with some home fries on the side. A glass of what appeared to be freshly squeezed orange juice was the drink. Sunday's paper was rolled up on the side of the tray. "I could get used to this," he said, opening the newspaper, and reading it while he started to eat. "Where's yours?" he asked.
Candy dropped her robe and Long looked up from the paper. She winked at him and then lifted the covers up over his skinny legs. His cock was limp, but huge, thirteen inches, plump, it quickly grew another five inches and rose as Candy stroked the shaft. She kissed the head and then licked around the domed head, flicking her tongue over the flared crown. She kissed his urethra affectionately. "I wanted a big piece of dark sausage for my breakfast," she said before taking the end in her mouth. Candy climbed on to the foot of her bed and started sucking Long's cock as hard as she could.
"I could get used to this too," said Willie, setting the paper aside. It wasn't everyday he got to watch a white woman sucking his cock and that was a lot more interesting than the Coxville Times though Bobbie Sue Kindle had an interesting article about the lynching of the slave Prospero Black from the now destroyed oak tree in front of city hall. He wondered exactly how much she had uncovered.
Willie finished his meal, bucking, and nearly knocking the tray off his stomach when he started cumming. Candy moaned, gulping his semen down, greedier for his seed then his late wife had ever been. She jerked the shaft, pumping her hands upwards, letting her mouth fill with his cum, tasting him before gulping it down as fast as his balls could pump it. "Your cum tastes so good," she muttered half to herself, licking her lips of every drop. "I could live off the stuff." A final strong blast caught her off guard, splattering all over her face.
Candy climbed off the bed, lifted the tray off Willie and carried it over to her bureau, setting it down. She disappeared to wipe his sperm off her face before returning to the bed, still naked and started caressing Willie's cock again. Amazingly, the old man's incredible penis hardened once again. "You promised to fuck me all night," she told him petulantly.
"Well, let me make it up to you. We can fuck all day."
Candy should have been on her way to church to meet her family, but this morning she had something better to do. She straddled his cock, holding it up and then lowering herself over the shaft. Her pussy was already dripping with arousal, her cervix softening and opening from her bodies desire to take his entire shaft inside it. Candy had an explosive orgasm as she sat down hard in his lap. There would be no church that Sunday morning and unknown to her, the entire Cox-Summers-Jones pew would be empty.
Candy fucked old man Long as hard as she could. Never in her fifty plus years of life did she think she'd be having sex with a black man, correction having the best sex of her life with an old black man. Nor did she think that the action would be taking place in broad daylight on the same bed she'd shared with her late husband. Neither were self-conscious of their bodies. Long was lean and wiry, but his body was impressively fit, with defined muscles and abdominal muscles. At that moment, the balding black man was the sexiest man she'd ever seen. "Oh god Willie, I love your cock. I love it so much."
"I know baby," he told her. "It likes that fine white pussy of yours too."
"No," she replied, slamming her pussy down in his lap and holding still as she came again. "Not my pussy," she whispered. "Your pussy."
"Yea bitch, that's my pussy," he growled. "And those are my titties too. Bring them big ass white titties down so papa can suck on them while my pussy goes to work."
"Here's your titties papa," she told him leaning down on his chest and sticking her enormous bosom in his face. He licked and sucked her nipples while she bounced in his lap again. "Your pussy, your titties, your mouth, I'm yours body and soul. Just keep fucking me Willie."
"What are you?"
"Yours Willie."
"What are you?" he asked again, smacking her ass.
"Your pussy."
"What are you?" He spanked her ass cheek harder.
"Your slut, Willie."
"That's right, slut."
"I'm your slut, Willie. I'm your white slut. Your white slut loves your black cock. FUCK! I'm gonna cum again- gonna cum- cum- CUMMING!" Candy ground her pussy hard in Willie's lap as she came for the umpteeth time. "I love your cock," she whimpered coming down from her orgasm. "Your white slut loves your black cock. Your white slut loves you. I love you," she whispered as Willie grabbed the back of her head and pulled her down against his lips, kissing her passionately and amazingly she came again as his tongue pushed into her mouth.
Candy didn't know what was happening to her, but it was true. Everything she told him was true from him owning her pussy to her loving him and if there were any lingering doubts, they vanished when he jabbed his cock up into her pussy and hosed her womb with another load of his hot seed. Candy came so hard, she collapsed on him.
Candy rested on top her black lover for a good half hour before she managed to stumble to her feet and make her way to the bathroom to clean up. "Where you going, slut?" asked Willie.
"To the bathroom," she replied.
"Get your white ass back on this bed," he ordered her. "Head down, ass up."
Candy moved to obey him, getting on all fours. She saw his cock hardening as he stroked it. "How is this possible? No offense, but you're not a young man."
"I'm not a young man, but I am a black man and black men are built for fucking."
"Are all black men this..."
"Yeah, they're big, but most aren't as big as Long's dong."
"I think it's a gift from god," said Candy, putting her head down into the pillow and presenting her plump ass to him.
"It is a gift from god," said Willie, thinking, just not your god. He pushed his cock into her cumsoaked pussy. His steady thrusts soon had her head rhythmically pushing into her pillow.
Candy remained still while he fucked her a good ten minutes or so. Truthfully, she was getting a little sore. She hadn't gotten a work out like this since... well ever. He still felt good inside her, but her pussy was starting to ache, the kind of pleasant ache your leg and arm muscles got after a good work out. She didn't think she could come again, but then Willie did something else to her that was unexpected. His hands were grabbing her ass cheeks and pulling her back hard into his thrusting cock. His hand moved across her ass cheek and then she felt his thumb resting right on her ass hole. "What?' she asked into the pillow. The pressure on her sphincter grew and then her ass opened for him and his thumb pushed inside her rectum and Candy was cumming again. Her ass gripped his thumb as her pussy spasmed all over his cock. It was a big orgasm too and Long wasn't done. He started finger fucking her ass while pounding her hard with his cock and she came again, hard, her pussy juices leaked down, covering his slapping balls with fluid.
"Do I own this body, slut?" asked Long, thrusting hard into her ass and pussy a few more times.
"Yes." Candy grunted each time he thrust forward. "I'm your white slut," she reassured him.
"Good," said Willie, withdrawing his cock, and moving the head up towards her ass hole. He pulled his thumb out and replaced it with the much larger head of his cock.
Candy felt the pressure and her sphincter started stretching as the pressure grew. Her eyes opened wide in alarm. "Willie, I don't think that's gonna work. You're too big."
"It'll fit. My wife took the whole damn thing. She took to it fast. Wasn't satisfied unless I fucked her ass at least once a week."
"I don't think...OOOWWW!" Candy winced as her sphincter completely opened for him and his cock head slipped in. "Hurts! Too big! Take it out, please, take it out."
"Shut up and take it, slut."
"Yes, master," she replied, gritting her teeth.
Whoa! Willie liked that. "That's right slut, let your master fuck your ass."
"Yes, master," she said again. Candy groaned as her ass was stretched open. What was she doing? She was telling a black man that she loved him and calling him master? She was skipping church to be sodomized by a negro? Her groan turned into a moan.
"Starting to like it, aren't you?"
"Yes, master," she moaned, her arms pushing back so that she pushed her ass into his thrusting cock. "Fuck your slut's ass."
Willie fucked hard. "We're going to have a lot of fun, you and I," he told her. Candy moaned her agreement. His cock was working its way deeper. Luckily, it had been well lubricated from fucking her pussy. She wasn't going to take it all... this time. She would eventually. She only managed about nine inches, but that was fine. He was about to cum anyway. Willie hadn't fucked a woman's ass in years and he missed the tight squeeze. He jabbed his cock forwards, maybe burying ten inches, maybe ten and a half. His cum flooded her bowels. Candy shuddered before him. She was cumming again, cumming from having a black cock up her ass. She fell forwards and he pulled most of his cock back. He could see her finger between her legs, diddling her clit as she came. He pulled his cock out, her tight bowels gripping his cock so hard, they milked every last drop of his semen out of his shaft. His cock sprang free and he rested it limp across her ass. He was finally spent and this time would take a few hours to recharge.
Willie pulled back and watched her ass. Her sphincter had shrunk to about the size of a quarter. The inside was white as his sperm bubbled up to the top and then his seed spilled over, a stream running down to her pussy, joining the trickle of semen leaking from it to form a larger river dripping off her clit to the bed sheets. "Go get cleaned up now and wash these sheets. I'll get a shower at home."
"Noooo," she moaned in disappointment. "Your leaving?" Candy was exhausted, but she didn't want him to leave. "I thought you were going to fuck me all day."
"Maybe all night," he spanked her ass affectionately and went to get his clothes. "I'm going to go get a change of clothes and my toothbrush. Thought I'd stay here for a while."
Candy should have been shocked. Had he just invited himself to move in? Her daughters rarely came by and there weren't any nosy neighbors. He could stay here and they could do this every day. Instead of being shocked all she said was a long drawn out, "Yes, master," nodding her head in agreement.
**********
Coach Black watched Kitty Summers stretch on the blanket beside the pool. When she arched her back, the little slut's breasts looked like they might burst through the tightly stretched blue thong bikini. "Can you do my back?" she purred to Samson.
Samson West straddled Kitty's legs, resting his crotch on her bubble butt. He was shirtless and wearing a long baggy swimsuit that came down to his knees. Black on the other hand had on a tight Speedo that appeared to be all bulging overstretched cock and balls. "Want me to do your front?" asked Samson after rubbing lotion all over Kitty's back and ass. Black watched his star player generously coat Kitty's luscious ass with suntan lotion. Kitty just laughed and waved him away.
Samson went back to a lounge chair and pretended to be enjoying the sun. Coach watched his face through his sunglasses. Samson was also wearing shades, but he wasn't staring at his girlfriend, he was staring at Jenny. Jenny Summers was laying back on a cot. She wasn't wearing the skimpy little bikini she'd bought on their shopping trip. She refused to wear it in front of Kitty and Samson. Her current bikini was more conservative, but nothing looked conservative when you had a body like Jenny's. And that was the body that Samson was staring at through his glasses. He felt a surprising stab of jealousy and wondered how Harold managed to stay sane being married to such a desirable creature. Any man would be staring at Jenny right now. She was the sexiest woman in the county... state... the whole fucking South for that matter.
Jenny stood and stretched. "Kitty, do you want to come help prepare some dinner for the four of us?"
"Not really," replied Kitty lazily.
"Alright, then get up and come help me make dinner anyway and this time I'm not asking."
Kitty looked over at her mom and there was a moment's pause as she considered challenging her mother. "Okay," she replied giving in. She climbed to her feet and the two black men watched the two bikini clad women walk over to the sliding glass door on the Summer's house.
"You're a lucky man, Coach," said Samson, staring after Jenny.
Black looked at Jenny's shiny bared ass as it disappeared into the house. "You're not doing too bad yourself for a Westside nigga."
"No, I ain't," replied Samson.
"Super athlete, as well as fucking the hottest cheerleader in Coxville High."
"And you're fucking the hottest teacher and probably the hottest woman in the whole world."
"The hottest married white woman in the world. You doin good by me though Samson. You're winning games makes me look good. There just may be a scholarship coming your way, Todd blew it after all."



"Aw, thanks Coach."
"Seriously, you're one of the best players I've ever seen. I heard your brother came close, but I never seen better on a high school level."
"SHIT!" Samson grimaced. "Herc's probably pissed at me. I left him at the barbecue last night. Kitty was so fucking horny for my cock, that we just high tailed it out of there. I hope he didn't walk all the way to the Westside."
"I'm sure he found a ride," replied Black.
"Coach, you is like a father to me, you know that right?"
"I do Samson and I'm proud that you feel that way."
"Then I hopes you understands that I mean you no disrespect."
"What is it Samson?"
"I really want to fuck the shit out of Coach Summers." Samson paused, staring at his mentor to see if he'd just upset him and hoping Black wasn't about to beat the crap out of him. Black's face was mostly expressionless. "But if you says she's off limits, then she's off limits."
Black just stared at the young upstart. Arrogant little prick wants to fuck my slut does he? He thought about it for a while and Samson grew more nervous as the silence went on. "Alright, go for it."
"You mean it? You won't be pissed or nuthin?"
"No, I'm curious to see how big of a slut she really is. She wants it now, needs it, hooked on the big black snake. She's gotta have it. I'll make some excuse to stay home starting Wednesday. I wanna tap that ass hard for the next couple of days while the wimps out of town, but then I'll back off for a while, see how horny she gets. She's supposed to go meet Harold for a romantic weekend on Friday, leaving early and Kitty's gonna run cheerleading practice. I'll give you the chance then."
"Not much time if she's going away," said Samson, thinking for a while, but if she was away for the weekend, his bro's were complaining about wantin some white pussy too. Maybe it was time to get Kitty to turn out her friends for the black man? "Thanks Coach and once again I mean no disrespect, I just really wanna fuck that hot bitch."
"Trust me, it's worth it, but you got your work cut out for ya, son," said Black. "She didn't like you before and now that you're fucking her daughter, she fucking hates your black ass."
"Don't I know it," laughed Samson.
"One rule though, ya gotta seduce her."
"Fine."
"I mean it. She's gotta give in willingly, no blackmailing her with that picture of Jenny and me that all you niggas been ogling."
Samson gulped nervously, but Black didn't seem too mad. "Sure thing Coach." He laughed. "I already used the pic on her anyway. I'm getting an A+ in her health class now."
"How the fuck you failin health?"
"I wasn't failing, I had me a D+. I failed one of her tests, the one on safe sex."
Coach laughed. "I would have failed that test too, I told her I had a vasectomy." Coach Black and Samson leaned towards each other and fist bumped. "One other thing West," said the Coach, leaning back in the chair. "Tell yo woman to quit disrespecting her mama. If Kitty doesn't start showing Jenny some respect, I'm gonna take her over my knee and spank that sweet white ass of hers."
"Understood sir."
"And then I'm gonna fuck her fine white ass myself."
**********
Kat cringed when she felt her husband's hand on her back. "Not tonight," she muttered.
"Come on baby," said Nathan, sidling up to her. She felt his little penis poking her back. "I spent the night in the big house knowing what I was missing at home." His hand reached over her and grabbed a nipple.
"Well you should have thought of that before you got stopped for drunk driving."
"Don't be mad, baby. No harm done." He kissed her back below her shoulder. "It won't happen again."
Kat winced. She had no desire for sex with her husband. Hercules' black cock had given her a lifetimes worth of orgasms in just one night. Nathan pinched her nipple and she pictured Hercules' strong black hand on her breast. Her nipple hardened at the thought. "Please Nathan, I'm tired."
"Can't fault a man for missing his wife," said Nathan, pulling her shoulder to get her to turn around. "Climb aboard the Jones express and don't worry, I'll be quick."
You always are, she thought. Truthfully, Kat would have been happy to take care of her husband's needs even if it left her unsatisfied. The problem was that she was worried. Hercules had fucked the hell out of her pussy in the shower just that morning and she'd hoped to have a least a few days for her pussy to contract back to normal. Then again, if she'd truly been resized by a huge black cock, maybe it would never return to normal and she'd have to find out sooner or later.
Kat lowered herself down over Nathan's little penis. His expression went from smiling to one of bafflement as she took him inside her. He worked his penis around a little. Kat squeezed with her pussy muscles and started bouncing in his lap. Nathan appeared to get some pleasure from it. He moaned and played with her breasts as she rode him. Her looseness had one beneficial effect, he lasted longer than normal. He lasted long enough, for her to start fantasizing that she was riding Hercules' big cock. Hercules would have given her several orgasms by now. Kat moaned at the thought. Picturing sex with Hercules made her cervix soften and open in anticipation for a black man's much larger cock even though the tip of Nathan's penis came nowhere close. Her womb still held Hercules liquefied semen trapped. As her cervix opened, Hercules' trapped seed dripped down over her husband's thrusting prick. "Whoa!" said Nathan. "Did you just cum?"
"What?" she moaned.
"I felt you cum," he said. "It was awesome." Nathan couldn't hold back and his penis shot his own little wad of ejaculate into his wife's pussy. "You just dripped all over my dick," he rasped, breathing deeply. Kat dismounted and rolled over on her back. Nathan looked down at his spent penis, covered in a sticky fluid. "Was it good?" he asked.
"The best," lied Kat. This was bad, really bad. Picturing Hercules fucking her had gotten her worked up again. She was wrong, he hadn't given her enough satisfaction to last a lifetime. He'd hooked her on black cock!
Kat climbed out of bed the moment she heard Nathan's gentle snores which always came quickly after he'd ejaculated and tonight was no exception. She walked down to their computer, fired it up, and did a quick search. The search engine returned dozens of links for LARGE BLACK DILDOS. She clicked on images and smiled as she perused all the sex toys. Some were just vibrating cylinders and some were molded realistically with veins and bumps. Some confused her as they were advertised as "larger than life" or "unrealistically sized" or "great gag gift". She'd had the real thing earlier in the day and half these dildos were too small to be realistic. Finally, one caught her attention. It was a beautiful, molded black dildo, with large veins and bumps, a huge plastic cock head with a nice flare to the helmet. It was bigger than Hercules' cock by a couple inches making the dildo around fourteen inches long. It was called the Long Dong and molded from a famous black porn stars' real-life cock. She clicked on the link to the website.
"My god, that's beautiful," moaned Kat, her pussy leaking with lust for the picture before her. She knew the naked black man. He was older then she was by a couple years, a year behind Jenny's graduating class. Coxville's famous black porn star, LD filled her screen. He'd gone to Hollywood to become an adult film star and his enormous penis had made him rich. He was one hot black stud. He smiled at the camera, a good-looking man, laying nude on a couch, his hand holding his erect black cock up for the world to see, all fourteen inches of it. "If I knew then, what I know now," she muttered, staring at his cock with lust.
She wanted to become a member of his site, she wanted his cock and if she couldn't have the real thing, the dildo was the next best thing. She added the dildo to her shopping cart and upped the shipping charge to express delivery. She'd have it on Wednesday. Plans formed in her mind. She'd call in sick to work to stay home and wait for her package as she couldn't risk a nosy Nathan finding it. Then she could spend all day home using her new toy and hopefully, optimistically, positively this monster would satisfy her needs, stuff her resized pussy and she'd never cheat on her husband again.
"Hmmm," thought Kat. LD had a son in Kitty's class, also called LD. Kat wondered if he took after daddy. Then she thought of Hercules and his cock, Samson's brother, Samson whom Kitty had been hanging all over at the BBQ like a bitch in heat. No doubt Samson was every bit as gifted as Hercules.
"FUCK!" said Kat, sitting up. Her niece was fucking a black guy! There was no doubt about it, not with the way she had been behaving. Kat moaned as her fingers teased her clit as she sat before the computer.
Well good for you Kitty, thought a part of her brain while the other half felt sorry for her sister Jenny. Jenny who was hanging out with the muscular black coach. Kat paused in her thoughts, then shook her head. No way, she decided picturing Black and Jenny together, then picturing Black with herself, then focusing solely on the picture of LD's cock on her screen as her fingers went to work vainly trying to satisfy a horny pussy that craved something much bigger.
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**********
October 13, 2009: Tuesday
**********
"Oh fuck! Oh my god! Fuck! Fuck!" Candy removed her hands from under the pillow and put them on Long's head, pulling his face into her crotch. His tongue was eating her out with gusto. Not only was he licking all over her clit and labia, but the dirty old man kept lowering down to her asshole too. Disgusting, but Candy had to admit, having her rosebud probed with his tongue, felt good and the kinkiness of it had her cumming within minutes of him going down on her. She'd woken up this morning with his hands on her ankles pulling her legs apart.
Candy was still coming down from her orgasm when Long quickly sat up and guided that huge monster cock of his into her willing pussy. Her pussy was opening easier for him now. How long had it been? Only a few days? It felt longer, but then an old black man had just given her a years' worth of sex in those few days. Yesterday had been exhausting. It had been Columbus Day which meant no school. They'd stayed in, fucked, watched a movie, and fucked. She'd lost count, but estimated that he'd cum nearly ten times in a 24-hour period. Her orgasms had been double or triple that. Candy wondered if she had fucked Long on that day by the lake all those years ago, would she have ever looked back? She certainly would have been one satisfied woman for her entire life, but then she wouldn't have had Jenny and Kat.
"Work that pussy," he ordered.
Candy was already grunting with each thrust of his cock. She began raising her hips and making circular motions as Long held tight to her ankles and slammed his hips forwards and back at a pace that would have been impressive on a much younger man. Candy looked down at his black shaft sliding in and out of her pussy. It was so beautiful, strong, and virile, slick with her juices. She screamed in orgasm as she stared at his huge shaft. Then her eyes ran up his body, thin build, but all wiry muscle, maybe a slight paunch, but so impressive on a man closing on seventy. Her eyes ran to Long's face, mustache matted and wet, as was the bottom of his chin where she had cum on his face. She came again as their eyes met. She no longer saw him as a scrawny old man, but over the course of the weekend, Long had become the sexiest man she'd ever seen. Even his bald pate made him look sexy and virile. In a way, his tall lithe figure and bald head made him resemble his cock, his big powerful black cock now bigger and harder, punching through her cervix and hosing her womb with its first load of ejaculate soon followed by a second then third load. Candy screamed as she came for the fourth time since he'd woken her up. Long dropped her ankles and fell on top of her. Their lips met, kissing passionately as her legs wrapped around his back and held him deep inside her. His cock continued jerking inside her, pumping her full of one of his typically large loads of semen.
"I need to get going to work. Go make me some breakfast," said Willie, pulling his spent cock from Candy's soaked pussy.
"Of course," she gasped, still breathing heavily. He wasn't much on asking and Candy wondered if he'd bossed his late wife around. She'd never have let Marvin get away with ordering her around, but her instinct with Long was to leap to obey him. "Bacon and eggs?" asked Candy, deciding that she had so much semen splashing around between her legs, that she'd need to race to the bathroom, to keep his seed off her floor.
"Nothing too heavy. A bowl of cereal would be fine."
"Coming right up," she said, slipping off the bed and racing nude for her bath. Long followed and passed her on the toilet, stepping into her shower. A hard splatter hit the tub floor and Candy could see that he was peeing inside her shower as the water hit him. When he was done, he leaned back and let the water cover his pate. Candy wasn't done, but Long wouldn't be long in the shower. She had some pads in the medicine cabinet. She didn't need them for periods anymore, but ever since giving birth to Jenny, she'd suffered from some leakage and kept them around.
Candy returned to the bedroom, grabbed a rather bland panty, placed the pad inside and stepped into her underwear. That's all she was wearing when Long came downstairs in his suit and tie, dressed for school. He was delighted to have a topless white woman serving him a bowl of cereal and a glass of milk. He read the paper a bit, spooning up cereal, milk wetting and dripping from his white mustache. Willie pulled her into his lap and toyed with her breasts as he finished eating. When he was done, he planted his lips on one nipple, leaving milk caught in his mustache around her areola. Candy moaned and felt his cock stiffening under her ass. Candy wiggled her ass on the growing erection. "Call in sick?" she asked.
"Love to," replied Willie, lifting her off his lap. "But I got a teacher that needs disciplining. You'll get plenty of this later tonight." Long suddenly spun her around and forced her to bend over the counter. He grabbed her hair and thrust his crotch hard against her ass several times making fucking motions.
"Oh! Oh! AHHH," moaned Candy, her pussy dripping with need for this black stud. "What a man you are, Willie Long," she whispered.
He smacked her hard on the ass and walked out her side door, whistling as he went.
Willie enjoyed the new scenery taking this route to Coxville High. It was a little closer to work then his house and mostly through woods and farmland until he entered the Coxville suburbs, past the Westside, main street and city hall, and finally the high school. He pulled into his private parking spot and sat in his car for a few minutes. Long watched the teachers and staff pull up, park, and file from their cars, Nurse Swallows' massive chest bouncing before her, Bobbie Sue Kindle, his victim for the day, Bianca Blackwood, Mrs. Reynard the French teacher, and all the others. He would have them all and many of the senior students to.
Willie Long was just getting out of his car when Coach Black pulled up at the far end of the parking lot. He had a passenger, a lovely blonde passenger. Long pretended not to notice Jenny Summers in Black's car. She was probably waiting for him to leave so that she could sneak out. Instead, Long walked over towards Black and waved at Jenny in the car. "Coach, stop by my office today and we'll do lunch," said Willie.
"Sure thing, Principal Long," replied Black with a wink. "Hurry up Jenny, we'll be late to class."
Jenny who'd been trying to make herself small, appeared to curse under her breath. She stepped out of the car, a little color in her cheeks from blushing. "Principal Long," she acknowledged.
"Coach Summers."
"Um- Coach Black was just giving me a ride to school because my car is in the shop," she lied.
"How nice," replied Long, smiling, his eye twinkling. Black was trying to keep from laughing. "I'm sure you can depend on Coach Black to give you all the rides you need, Mrs. Summers. Now get to class before you're late."
**********
"Mrs. Kindle, please report to the Principal's office immediately following class," rang Miss Murdock's voice through the loudspeakers.
"Thanks Miss Murdock," said Principal Long to his stooped old secretary. "I'm not to be disturbed until Mrs. Kindle arrives," he told her, shutting his office door.
Long sat at his desk and brought up his video folder. Some black friends of his had wired the entire school with hidden surveillance videos unknown to almost everyone at Coxville High. He'd even managed to slip the cost into an appropriations bill as school security improvements.
He had videos of Kitty with Samson in the girl's locker room and one of Jenny submitting to Coach Black in the boy's showers and to think he'd almost decided against a hidden camera aimed at the boy's showers. He almost hadn't even caught that tape, but for the fact that he'd gone over every inch of recordings since the 150th anniversary of Prospero's hanging looking to see if the curse was coming to fruition. He almost skipped game night, but then had some good luck seeing a perturbed Jenny Summers locked out of the girl's lockers sneak into the boy's shower.
Long has plenty of hours, hundreds even of every female student in the school in the showers. He wished he'd gotten some of the teachers, Mrs. Blackwood and Nurse Swallows came instantly to mind, but Jenny was the only teacher to shower in the girl's lockers after practice and games. He reviewed every one of her showers, especially the ones where Jenny and Kitty showered side by side talking together and the ones where Jenny and all the cheerleaders were in the shower were his favorites except for his granddaughter Stacy who reminded him of his wife too much.
His careful observations of the showering students had led to an interesting discovery. He noticed it the Monday after the mist had engulfed the county and in Jenny's case the day after. Soft feminine hands started spending more time on their breasts or between their legs. Some would glance around shyly making sure no one was watching them and then a finger might slip into a hungry pussy. Some girls like the athletically fit cheerleader, Pamela, even started eyeing the other girls in the showers. The women were getting horny and by the end of the week, every teenager in the showers had swollen erect nipples.
On a whim, Long reviewed the footage from the boy's showers. He had to laugh at the sight. Since the state had forced integration down the throats of the white citizens of Coxville, the men's showers had always been a point of contention. The Cox family's slave breeding program had doomed the white men of Coxville to massive inferiority complexes. He enjoyed watching the white's nervous glances at the swinging black bananas on the black students. He even figured out once that the average white student only spent half as long showering as the black students did. Just as the female students started getting horny, so too did the blacks. He watched the chosen of Damballah, some whose families he'd traced straight back to old Colonel Cox's slave breeding program and some he knew like himself and Coach Black were descendants of slave Prospero himself as their cocks began swelling. Like the women, it started slow, but picked up speed by the end of the week. On Monday, a few black teens started sporting full blown erections. Others started spending more time soaping around their cocks and balls until their massive black cocks swelled to their full magnificent glory. The white males stared in horror at the mighty nigger cocks dwarfing their own. Some even openly masturbated their huge black cocks not caring who else was in the shower. The blacks had always teased the whites about their little penises, but it grew worse. White dicks shriveled up and receded into small white scrotums as their humiliation and sense of inferiority grew. Some parents had started writing him permission for their children not to take public showers, but he had refused them all stressing good hygiene. By the end of the week every black cock in the locker room was bobbing around half or fully erect. Three hung blacks even staged a jerk off contest in the showers in front of one entire gym class. The winner had a fourteen incher and was a distant cousin of Willie's. He won both the distance his ejaculate shot and volume of semen against the other two.
Willie Long scanned today's footage from several gym classes for both the boys and girl's showers, but there was nothing new. He pulled up the footage of Bobbie Sue Kindle from last week. The slut had her blouse open, big firm tits proudly thrust out. Her face was in the lap of the last person Willie Long would have thought had a chance at seducing a hot teacher. Melvin was seated in Bobbie Sue's chair, head thrown back as the sexy teacher blew the nerd's impressive cock. Things got stranger when Andy, the black basketball player and stoner entered the room. The swaggering bully took over, pulling Melvin's chair out of the way. He stripped Mrs. Kindle, put her belly down on her own desk and started fucking her hard. Melvin appeared upset, but he just walked around to the other side of the desk and stuck his cock down Mrs. Kindle's throat. One of Long's teaching staff was getting it in both ends from two of her black students! Long's
old cock got hard. He'd gotten quite the workout all weekend and even that morning, but it had no trouble swelling up as he watched that scene for the umpteenth time. He smiled as the dismissal bell went off.
Ten minutes after the bell went off, his secretary knocked on his door. "Mrs. Kindle is here to see you," said the old woman.
"Send her in Miss Murdock and you're free to leave for the day."
"Thank you, Principal Long," she said, thinking that back in her day no young white woman would be seen alone with a black man. "See you in the morning."
"Have a good night, Miss Murdock," said Long looking up from his desk at a very nervous looking Bobbie Sue Kindle stood just outside the door. "Come in Mrs. Kindle, come in. Have a seat."
"Thank you, sir," said Bobbie Sue. "You wanted to see me?"
Willie smiled and folded his hands in front of him. "Yes, it's about Melvin, our resident genius."
Bobbie Sue gulped, but nothing in her boss's stance seemed to indicate she was in trouble at all. "Yes, what about him?"
"You're aware Melvin has a scholarship to college next year," he told her, waiting for her nod. "Our little geek's gonna be an astrophysicist."
Going to, she thought, wincing, but not willing to correct her boss. "He's going to be a good one too. I expect great things from him." Bobbie Sue visibly exhaled and relaxed.
"Me too, Mrs. Kindle," said Long, his smile turning into an angry smirk. "So why would you risk ruining his future by fucking him?"
Bobbie Sue's eyes widened and her body started trembling uncontrollably. "W-what?"
"You heard me, you little slut. And why would you risk your job and marriage by fucking one of your students?" Long banged his fist on his desk angrily.
"Y-you can't talk to me like that," said Bobbie Sue, feigning indignation. "I'm not a slut. How dare you! I'll go to the board, to the superintendent. I'll have your job for this." Bobbie Sue felt herself gaining confidence as she continued her tirade. Long was a vile old man and most of the teachers would be thrilled to see him replaced. Her eyes followed his finger as it moved over to his computer, pressed a button and then he turned his monitor around so that she could see it.
"I say you're a slut, Mrs. Kindle."
"I am not." Bobbie Sue's jaw fell open as she watched a video of herself gobbling down
Melvin's wonderful cock as he sat in her teacher's chair and she was on her knees with her face in his lap. The shot was angled down and her mind briefly wondered where the camera had been. All she could come up with was the ball at the end of her classroom's flag pole. "Oh fuck," she whispered.
Long chuckled. "Oh fuck is right, Mrs. Kindle. Shall we find out if your husband thinks you're a slut when he sees this? How about your pastor?"
"It's not my fault," said Bobbie Sue, her cheeks reddening as a second black man appeared on the screen. "It's not my fault," she muttered as Andy quickly had her on her desk and guided his cock into her pussy. Despite her horror, despite her fear of losing her job and marriage, she found her nipples hardening and her panties turning damp as she watched herself on the screen. Melvin appeared put out that he had to share her, but he ended up guiding his cock back into her mouth from the other end of the desk. "Not my fault."
"How about the board and the superintendent? You can show them this tape when you go complain about me."
Bobbie Sue had never cared for Long. He was a perverted old man, always talking to his teacher's or student's breasts when he addressed them. He'd been responsible for the skimpy cheerleading uniforms a few years back. She'd seen him angry and mad, leering at teachers, but she'd never seen him look as evil as he did at that moment. "P-please Principal Long, I... it's not my fault. It's..."
"What Mrs. Kindle, if not yours, who's fault is it?"
"There's a curse!" She realized how stupid she sounded the moment the words left her mouth.
"How interesting, do tell," said Long, a sly smile across his lips.
"You see, there's this slave named Prospero who was lynched 150 years ago. He cursed the women of this county to..."
Willie let her go on for a while. He was very impressed. Bobbie Sue Kindle had done her research well. She even told him she was planning a book about the curse. "Ridiculous," interrupted Long after she went on for a good ten minutes. "An educated woman such as yourself can't possibly believe in voodoo or curses?"
"That's the only reason I can see for doing what I did, Mr. Long," she pleaded, wringing her hands. "I can't do this to my husband. He can't find out. I'll resign if you want. I have other jobs, I don't need the money."
"Your husband need not find out, Bobbie Sue, but tell me, why did you fuck Melvin of all people? And I'm not accepting a 150-year-old curse as an excuse. Be honest and you may get out of this."
Bobbie Sue sat back and thought about it. He wanted an honest answer and there was only one honest answer. "I saw Melvin's penis and it was... no, I saw Melvin's cock, his big black cock and I had to have it." She gulped, turning pale.
"And Andy?"
"Andy caught me at the lake with Melvin and forced me to perform oral sex... forced me to blow his big black cock."
"Did you enjoy it?"
"Yes sir, Andy has a wonderful cock, so big and black. I love having him inside me."
"Well said, Mrs. Kindle. Clearly you're no slut."
"I'm not?"
"Of course not. Would you have done what you did with a white student, one with a little prick like your husband's?"
How did her boss know her husband had a little penis? "No, sir."
"See Mrs. Kindle, Bobbie Sue, you're not a slut for everyone, you're just a slut for superior cocks, black men's cocks."
"I'm not! No, I am," she said, looking down and admitting it to herself. She saw Long standing; her eyes were even with his crotch. Bobbie Sue's eyes looked up and saw him undoing his pants. "Principal Long, what are you doing?"
"I figured that if you're a slut for big black cock, then I might as well take advantage of it."
"No!"
"Now Bobbie Sue, we don't want anyone seeing this little tape now do we?"
"No sir," she said more demurely. A horrified Bobbie Sue Kindle watched Long reach into yellow stained underwear and grab what must surely be a thick piece of meat. How did you get yourself into this situation, she asked herself? This dirty old pervert was going to have his way with he, you stupid stupid slut. All because you couldn't keep your legs shut at the first sign of a big black cock. Now this disgusting man nearly old enough to be your grandfather was pulling his dick out. Bobbie Sue sobbed and started to cry. A huge bulge was running down one of Long's pants legs. She watched it recede, surprised at its size. Her memory dredged up an old newspaper article she'd read from October 1944 while researching the curse.
A boy born in Niggertown to Wayne and Elsie Long was believed deformed with three legs. The midwife took the unnamed boy to a doctor who was astounded to see that the boy had a penis as long as his legs.
Bobbie stared with fascination at the disgusting old man as he struggled to pull his huge black snake out of his pants. It was rapidly hardening as Long tried to pull it free and finally with one hard tug, his huge cock head pulled through his underwear leg and his giant eighteen-inch cock sprang free, stiffening up before her widening eyes. "I want it," said Bobbie Sue shamelessly, while licking her lips.



"I know you do," said Long, walking around his desk, huge cock bobbing before him. "Help yourself."
Bobbie Sue leaned forward and grabbed his huge cock head, squeezing it, then running her hand down the thick shaft. She bent her head and kissed his cock right on the urethra. "It's magnificent," she told him, looking up to meet his eyes while slowly opening her mouth to take the head inside. Bobbie Sue slowly started to bob her head while Willie Long placed his hands on her blonde head and started guiding her up and down his cock head. Bobbie Sue had known the moment she saw it, that she loved this cock. She wanted to enjoy it properly and hoped he wouldn't blow to soon. An old man like this couldn't have much stamina, but her boss was showing no signs that he was anywhere close to cumming. Bobbie Sue redoubled her efforts and started taking him deeper, then deeper down her throat. Melvin and Andy had trained her throat well for sucking off a black man and Long wasn't thicker than those two, but he was longer by quite a few inches. Just past a foot, she felt like she was needing to learn how to do this all over again. Long tightened his fingers in her hair and pulled her head forwards. Her jaw strained and started to hurt as her lips pressed hard into his pubic hair and scrotum. He held her there for a few seconds then released his grip on her hair. Long started bucking his hips while Bobbie Sue bobbed her head. Melvin hadn't lasted very long the first time, though now he could last a lot longer than her husband. Andy had impressive stamina, though he'd been so excited the first time, he blew pretty quickly. Long was outlasting all of them and for a while, Bobbie Sue feared that his mighty cock might even outlast her own stamina, but just as her neck began to hurt from the strain, his cock began swelling. The base suddenly jerked and she could feel a huge tremble running up his cock like a wave until it reached the head and sperm speedily filled her belly in one strong blast. His huge cock continued to jerk and tremble as jet after jet of hot sperm filled her stomach, then slid down her throat, then filled her mouth, and she could taste him, taste his mouthwatering delectable sperm. Bobbie Sue pumped his cock rapidly, trying to squeeze every drop of his tasty seed from his swollen balls. Long pulled back and Bobbie Sue nearly fell forwards as her mouth followed his retreating cock. She rolled some of his sperm around on her tongue before swallowing it. "That was the best most delicious thing I ever tasted," she said staring lovingly at his black monster while licking a drop off her lower lip.
"That's what they all say," laughed Long. "Now get them clothes off and hop up on my desk."
Bobbie Sue watched in shock as he stroked his cock to maintain his erection. This old man was ready to go again? She leaped off the chair and rapidly undressed. "Nice," he said, appreciatively when he saw the sexy underwear she'd taken to wearing to please her younger black lovers. "Even better," he added when she unhooked the skimpy bra and her big conical up thrust breasts sprang free. The videos don't do your hot bod justice."
Bobbie Sue blushed as she pushed her panties down and stepped out of them. She stood and then slid her ass back on Long's desk, laying back on the hard wood surface. She felt his hands on her ankles, pulling her legs open wider. "Oh god, I can't believe how big that thing is."
"You're going to believe it in a moment, slut," said Willie moving between her legs and forcing his cock down to her needy pussy. Her pussy lips opened for his cock head and he slipped inside her. Bobbie Sue moaned and raised her hips into him. He felt snug, her pussy gripping his big cock head like a vice, but he could tell she'd already been resized. This was a pussy that had known big black cock, not like Candy's virgin pussy had felt the other night. Long felt a moment of disappointment that his would not be the first real man's cock that Bobbie Sue felt, or Jenny and Kitty Summers when he took them next week. Still, they would be good fucks. Long cupped his arms under Bobbie Sue's knees and began working his cock in and out, going deeper with each thrust.
"That's it Willie, fuck me, fuck me hard," begged Bobbie Sue.
"That's Principal Long, young lady" he corrected, but he obliged her and started moving his cock faster. Long leaned down over her and started sucking one of her succulent white breasts in his mouth. Bobbie Sue grabbed the back of his head and pulled him hard into her ample breasts. Long's left hand reached out along his desk, feeling for his remote. He found it and pressed the central button. A whirl of machinery was briefly heard as the wall paneling hiding his audio monitors slid back revealing four screens each showing an image of him and Bobbie Sue fucking.
"God Willie...Principal Long, you're so big," she moaned. Long released her breast and kissed up her chest, licking her taut neck, chin and then Bobbie Sue was leaning up to kiss him, their tongues dueling urgently as this young woman willingly gave her kisses and sex up to an old black man. Bobbie Sue's pussy spasmed around his thrusting cock and she gently bit down on his lower lip. "I'm going to cum," she whispered.
Long pushed himself off the desk and cupped her knees again. He was going deep, but he still had several inches of cock to go. He forced another inch in. Bobbie Sue was arching her back, writhing like a bitch in heat on his desk. Her own hands were pinching her nipples as her orgasm built. "Look how beautiful you are being fucked by a black man," he told her.
Bobbie Sue opened her eyes lazily. Her boss was nodding towards the wall. Her eyes opened wider. "You're filming this?" Four images filled the screen. One just showed Long's bare ass and back, bucking with her calves and feet sticking out. One showed the top of her head, her big breasts sticking out and Long standing dominantly above her as he fucked her. Another view showed her from the side laying on the desk, while the final view was top down and showed her body on his desk occasionally zooming in on his snake like cock sliding in and out of her very wet pussy. "Shit! CCUUMMIINNGG!" Bobbie Sue struggled to keep her eyes open, watching herself as she came all over his amazing cock. Her boss grunted and thrust forward. Her womb exploded with pleasure as he released his hot sperm inside her. "OH FUCK!" she groaned as her body was wracked by pleasure and she had an even bigger orgasm on the heels of the first.
Willie pumped half a dozen huge wads of ejaculate inside her before pulling out. Bobbie Sue leaned up and watched his big cock come clear of her pussy. Semen erupted from the head and she was forced to look away, but she looked straight at the monitors. She saw his cum erupt from his exploding cock head even as she felt his hot seed fall upon her body. The first was reached her lips and chin, leading a trail down the valley of her breasts, the second splattered on her breasts, and the next her undulating stomach, filling her navel with sperm. "WOW!" she said, slowly coming to her senses.
"Roll over," he ordered, stroking his cock to keep it hard. He needn't have worried, he appeared to have more stamina now then he had at eighteen thanks to Damballah's gift. He could fuck Candy all night and morning and still keep going with Bobbie Sue.
Bobbie Sue was rubbing his cum all over her body like it was suntan lotion. "Messy," she complained rolling over on his desk and getting sperm all over the wood. She struggled to get on top of it, but settled on standing on her feet and then laying over his desk. "Oh god, what are you going to do to me now?"
"I'm gonna take that white ass," he growled.
Going to, not gonna, said the teacher's voice in her head before it hit her that he planned to stick that monster in her ass. Bobbie Sue needn't have worried. Her ass was ready for him and opened easily thanks to previous explorations of her rectum by both Melvin and Andy's cocks. God Bobbie Sue, you're such a slut, she thought to herself as she quickly began to enjoy the feeling of her old black boss' cock working its way into her ass. "That's it Willie, fuck that ass. Fuck that white ass Willie," she told him. "OW!" she screamed as his hand came down hard on one butt cheek.
"That's Principal Long, bitch," he growled, grabbing her ass cheeks, and beginning to work his huge cock in harder and deeper. "Show some fucking respect."
"YYEESS SIR!!" she moaned, drawing it out. "Fuck my ass, Principal Long. Fuck your slut's ass. It's your ass now Will... Principal Long. You own my pussy too. Just keep fucking me, never stop fucking me." Bobbie Sue trembled with delight as she had a small orgasm and whether it came from her submission to her boss or the slap slap slap of his balls against her pussy lips, she couldn't tell. She looked over at the screens, now all four combined to form one big top down image of Long's huge cock forcing its way in and out of her stretched out rectum. The image split again showing four different views. Long bellowed and thrust his cock hard into her nearly balls deep. His sperm filled her ass, his cock pumping out a load every bit as big as his second one or even the first one that she had swallowed. He fell on top of her, seemingly finally exhausted, his cock still pumping his seed deep into her bowels.
Long recovered before his cock gave out. He pushed himself back up and pulled his cock out in time to launch a wad across her backside. Finally tired, the old man sat himself down hard in his chair.
Bobbie Sue climbed unsteadily to her feet. "Jesus, Will... Principal Long, you covered me in cum."
"I like marking my sluts," he replied.
"Well what am I going to do? I can't get dressed like this. Got any towels?"
"Nope. Just get your ass down to the gym and use the showers. The school should be empty by now."
"But what if... Yes, sir," she replied.
"And Mrs. Kindle, there's something I want you to do for me."
"Anything for you, sir," she responded, looking at him worshipfully.
Long took out a package and held it over his semen covered desk towards her. Bobbie Sue took it and opened it, her brows furrowing at what was inside. "You'll be chaperoning a field trip Wednesday. Three students that I think need a little extra attention. Wear that."
Bobbie Sue frowned at the item in the box, then smiled and stood erect. "Anything you want, sir." She collected her clothes off the floor and held them and the package away from her messy body. She was about to traverse the entire school nude and the thought was starting to turn her on. "Please let me know if you need me again, sir," she told him stopping at the door.
Long's sat back in his chair, hands clasped just under his nude belly. His cock dangled long and low under his chair. It was still a monster, but it had finally deflated. "I'll be needing you again tomorrow before your trip, Mrs. Kindle. Come here before lunch and I'll have Coach Black fill in for your second period."
A smile spread across her face at the thought of having his cock again tomorrow. "Yes, sir," she replied, hurrying off. Bobbie Sue immediately heard footsteps approaching when she left the office. The school wasn't quite empty yet. She thought about returning to Long's office, but instead decided to hurry down to the next hall.
Long sat back in his chair and sighed. He turned on the monitors for the girl's showers, deciding he'd watch and record Bobbie Sue cleaning herself up. The shower was empty as it would take her a few minutes to arrive at the other end of the school. The door to his office opened.
"What da FUCK!"
"Dayumn! I thought I had a big cock, but that's one big nigga cock."
"Shut up," said Long, glancing over at the two janitors. Jerome was a fat black slob and Deon was a taller, bald black man with a dumb look on his face. Both were former students that hadn't amounted to much. Disappointments both. "What are you two doing here?"
"Here to clean da office," said Jerome.
"I never seen it this messy," said Deon, leaning over the desk, and sniffing what was clearly the smell of semen.
"Get used to it boys, things are changing around here and for the better." Long smiled at them.
"SHIT! Is that Mrs. Kindle?" Jerome was staring at the monitors now showing one big view of a nude Bobbie Sue in the girl's showers.
"You boys ever fucked a white woman?" asked Long.
"Nope," said Jerome.
"Yeah," said Deon, looking around nervously. "No, he admitted, hanging his head in shame."
"Well there's your first boys. Hurry up and get down to the gym before she's clean."
"You think she'll fuck us?" asked Jerome.
"I know she will boys," said Long, grinning. "Now get your asses down there."
"Hot Damn!" shouted Deon hurrying out the door, quickly followed by Jerome.
Long turned to the monitors controlling the cameras, zooming in, and moving the angles as he watched a frustrated Bobbie Sue trying to clean every drop of his sperm off her. Her expression turned to one of horror and she appeared to scream. He watched as she backed towards the wall away from Jerome and Deon as they joined her in the shower, now stripped of their blue janitor uniforms. Bobbie Sue looked like she might flee, but then her eyes fell upon their stiffening black cocks and her inner slut took over. Instead of running, she stepped towards them and fell to her knees before their black cocks. Jerome's was big like him and particularly fat while Deon had a longer cock. Bobbie Sue greedily began sucking them both. Long watched the action while he dressed. Bobbie Sue greedily swallowed down first Jerome's load, then Deon's before Jerome lifted her up and lowered her onto his cock. Deon came up behind her and shoved his cock up her ass.
Willie Long stared at the screen and watched the action with an evil grin. The threesome looked like it was just getting started and he would have liked to stay and watch it all, but he was hungry and Candy was preparing him a home cooked meal. He turned the monitors off, but kept recording the action.
The wood access door slid closed hiding the monitors as the principal of Coxville High turned and left his office.
**********
Bobbie Sue's tongue fought with Jerome's as she passionately kissed him. His tongue won as the two cocks fighting for space in her pussy and ass delivered yet another explosive orgasm. She moaned with pleasure, clamping her lips down around Jerome's tongue.
I can't stop myself, she thought. What is happening to me? I need black cock and the fact that I'm happily fucking these two black janitors proves it. I've given myself to a nerd, a pothead thug, my perverted old boss and now these two. Willingly fucking these two janitors was the worst of all, not because they were ugly, but because they spoke with some of the worst English, she'd ever heard.
"I'm gonna cum in dat ass," grunted Deon, fucking her from behind.
Bobbie Sue wanted to cringe at his bad English, but instead she was cumming again. His long cock jerked in her tight rectum and she felt her bowels flood with his sperm. Then Jerome's mighty cock was spurting his cum, flooding her womb with his intense load of semen. She came again and again, orgasms going off like firecrackers as both her black lovers filled her insides with their hot seed.
Bobbie Sue wanted to laugh with joy as she pulled Deon's lips hard against hers and kissed him passionately. She'd been worried about what she'd do for black cock when Melvin went off to college, but now she had Andy, Principal Long, and now these two. From here on out, she'd have all the black cock she craved.



            

  
    TCCS Pt. 02 Ch. 11: Kat Jones and the Mailman
  
  TCCS Pt. 02 Ch. 11: Kat Jones and the Mailman

            Kat is caught sunbathing by her black mailman.

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/tccs-pt-02-ch-11-kat-jones-and-the-mailman

Title: TCCS Pt. 02 Ch. 11: Kat Jones and the Mailman

Author: Stormbringer

Category: Interracial Love

Description: Kat is caught sunbathing by her black mailman.

Tags: black cock, bikini, big breasts, cheating wife, threesome, blow job, dildo

Series: TCCS Pt. 02 Ch


Based on comics by the Pit and Stormbringer
The Coxville Curse Part 2: Chapter 12: Kat Jones and the Mailman
**********
October 14, 2009: Wednesday
**********
"Yeah, I'm sick," said Kat, coughing into the phone. She told the bank manager that she hoped she'd be better tomorrow and make it in to work. After hanging up, Kat leaped out of bed and took a quick shower. Nathan had already left for work. He didn't know she was taking the day off and she didn't want him to know that she was waiting to intercept a package containing a large black dildo to satisfy her needy pussy so she wouldn't need the real thing again.
Kat dried herself off and fixed her hair up. She decided to lay out and work on her tan while waiting for her package. She had several swimsuits. There was the family one piece that she wore around Jenny's pool, there was a modest bikini that she wore to the lake, and then there was her tanning bikini. She took the latter and put it on. The cups were little more than eye patches covering her pink nipples. Blonde pubes stuck out of the patch that covered her crotch and the back was a thong that left her ass bare. Her bikini was so small even Jenny wouldn't have been caught dead in it and it would have driven her uptight mom into an apoplectic fit. Nathan hadn't even seen her in this bikini, though he had commented on her lack of tan lines. She didn't get many chances to wear it as she and Nathan shared the same work schedules. It had been last summer since she'd worn it and Kat was a little miffed to see that the bikini was a little tight. She'd gained about five pounds and boob flesh stuck out from the tight cups. She'd have to work on that.
Kat walked over to her medicine cabinet and took out her fertility pills. She hadn't taken any since the day with Hercules. She heard that semen could swim around for about three days before fertilizing an egg and she didn't want to give the young black man's seed a leg up impregnating her. The specialists had blamed Nathan for her inability to conceive, but deep down her brain was blaming herself. She popped two into her mouth, swallowed them down with some tap water, and went downstairs to have a lighter than planned breakfast so that she could start losing that five pounds she'd gained. The one drawback and sometimes pleasant side effect to her fertility pills were that they tended to make her horny and before she had even finished breakfast, her body was starting to show signs of arousal.
Katherine Jones strolled out into her yard about eleven in the morning. The mailman normally got to her house around noon and the STUDS guy a little later unless their schedules had changed. She hoped they'd come early so that she could have a few hours to play with her new toy and hopefully satisfy the growing hunger in her pussy. She set her cot up in the side yard near the grill and the spot where Hercules had first grabbed her ass at her barbecue party. The cot was facing the sun, turned to the side, so that the mailman wouldn't see too much when he pulled up with the mail. She liberally coated her smooth skin with tanning oil until it glistened in the sunlight and then she laid down on the cot.
Kat rarely had time to herself or time to relax and she smiled as she settled down into the cot. This was nice though showing up to work tomorrow with a fresh tan after calling in sick worried her some. Her thoughts as they often did since her barbecue turned immediately to Hercules' cock, or more specifically, his black cock, his big black cock, his superior orgasm inducing swollen big black cock. Her bikini top tightened as her nipples hardened. She almost laughed as the material stretched so much, her areola started peeking out the sides of her top. Why hadn't Hercules called her? It had been five days since their encounter. Didn't he want to fuck her again? Of course, she didn't want him to call her, did she? No, she wanted to be faithful to her husband, that's why she'd ordered her new black toy. But why hadn't he called? If he called, he'd say, "Are you alone, can I come over?" and I would... no, he wouldn't ask, he'd say, "Get that white pussy ready for some nigger cock, slut. I'm coming over," and I would say, "YES!" Kat moaned and started to fall asleep. "Fuck me, fuck me with that big nigger cock," she muttered, feeling her pussy getting soaked.
Stupid fertility pills.
Right on time, she heard the mailman pull up. She was half asleep, but came fully awake when she heard him shut his motor off. Why was he stopping? Amos Flynn was her mailman. He was a large black man, in his mid-fifties, fit and strong. He had short hair with gray streaks in it. He stepped out of the mail truck and began walking towards her carrying her package. A black man, twenty years her senior was about to become the first man to ever see her in her tanning bikini. Kat cursed herself for not bringing a robe out with her. She struggled in her cot, wondering what she should do? Should she run inside or just stop him?
"Mrs. Jones," said Amos, getting closer. "Sorry, but I got a damaged package here for you."
"Uh, that's fine Amos, you can leave it there," she told him.
He cocked his head, trying to see more of her body in the cot, dark eyes twinkling to see she was wearing a skimpy bikini. "Don't you want to inspect the contents?" he asked, still approaching her.
Kat's eyes opened wide. "No, that's fine. Just leave it there." But, Amos kept coming. The old black man clearly wanted to see her in her bikini. Typical.
"Glad I caught you at home," said Amos, walking up and stepping beside the cot. Kat looked at him, watched his eyes on her feet at first, then moving up her legs, widening as the saw the small strap of material covering her crotch, moving up her slick glistening belly, widening further when they saw her hard nipples sticking through the small nipple patches. A grin spread across his face as his eyes came up to meet hers. Kat found herself turning red with embarrassment and looking away, down to his shorts and the growing bulge beneath them. Now it was her eyes that started widening in surprise. "Sorry, Mrs. Jones," he continued, "But the postal service takes the post very seriously and regrets any damage to our customer's mail or packages. Let's see if the contents are damaged and if so feel free to refuse it."
"That's not necessary, Amos," she told him pulling her eyes off his bulging crotch and watching in horror as he reached into the hole ripped in the side of her box. "Let's see, contents of package are, one big black dildo from LongDong.com." He pulled the long dildo from the box.
"Oh my god," moaned Kat in embarrassment. She hung her head down in shame, but found her eyes back on his crotch. Amos was a rural carrier and didn't have to wear a uniform. He was wearing khaki shorts and a white tee shirt to stay cool during this hot Southern Indian summer. The bulge had gotten bigger. "It d-doesn't appear d-damaged, Amos, just leave it and you can go."
"I see you're a woman that knows what it takes to satisfy her," continued Amos. "This is the fifth package from LongDong.com that I've delivered in the last two weeks. My son's doing quite well for himself."
Kat looked back up at her mailman. "Your son?"
"Yep, Lorenzo Doyle Flynn, Coxville's famous black porn star is my son. He hated Lorenzo and always went by L.D. Once word of that big cock of his got around, he took to telling everyone it stood for Long Dong. He's about your age I think."
"Year ahead of me in school," said Kat.
Doing pretty good for himself too, except for knocking up his girlfriend when he was seventeen and taking off for Los Angeles. Stuck me with raising Lorenzo Jr. He's on the COCKS and graduating this year, planning to move out to join his dad when he graduates. Calls himself L.D. too."
"That's right! He took out Bartown's quarterback a couple games ago."
"Damn proud of him," said Amos, "and might I add, that you look absolutely amazing in that tiny bikini, Mrs. Jones."
"T-thank you, Amos," she replied, still blushing. "Funny, this is my special private tanning suit. No one has ever seen me in it before."
"Well aren't I lucky to be the first then. Do you need anything else?" he asked, hopefully.
"No, I'm good. You can get back to work and... and I trust you'll be discreet?"
"Of course!" Amos looked down at the giant fourteen inch dildo made from a mold of his son's cock. It was lifelike in every detail. "Here's your dildo, Mrs. Jones." He held it out to her from the end. "Honestly, I feel strange holding a dildo modeled after my son's cock." He watched her white hand come up to take the long plastic rod. As her fingers approached, the big hard head of the plastic cock, Amos pulled it back. "You know, there is something I've always wondered."
"Uh... What's that?"
"I always wanted to know, who had a bigger cock, me or Lorenzo."
"Amos, what are you doing?" Kat's eyes followed the mailman's large calloused hand down to his belt buckle. He fumbled with the buckle, then undid his pants.
"Just curious is all," said Amos, lowering his zipper. "Don't you want to know too?"
Kat opened her mouth, but no words came out. Her pussy was lubricating itself in large amounts soaking her bikini bottom. "I..." She suddenly realized that she did want to see it. "I don't think this is appro... WHOA!" Kat watched Amos tug his big old black cock out. It was a monster. The thing had plumped up, but not turned to steel yet.
"Nonsense," said Amos, "besides I need an impartial judge." He knew he had her. She couldn't take her eyes off his cock as he stroked it. His big black trouser snake stiffened and grew and grew some more, hardening into an almost perfect replica of the dildo. "Well, what do you think?"
"It's a sizable one alright," said Kat, sitting up so that she could get a closer view of Amos' fourteen-inch black cock. "They look about the same."
"Come on, look closer."
Amos was holding the dildo pressed into his crotch and against his cock. Kat leaned closer to within inches of both their heads. "Yours is a little thicker, I think. His head is longer, but yours is more bulbous and the flare on the helmet protrudes more."
"My balls are bigger I bet."
Kat laughed. The dildo didn't have a scrotum. Amos had pushed his pants down past his testicles. They were bigger then tennis balls. "They're big ones alright," she told him, staring at his swollen sperm-filled scrotum. Suddenly, her stomach rumbled loud enough for him to hear.
"Hungry?"
"A little," she licked her lips. "I should go make lunch."
Amos rolled his eyes. She wanted it and wanted it bad, but was in denial. "The real thing is so much better than some plastic piece of crap dildo. A real man's cock is hot and throbs with life. You can feel it pulsing as he buries it deep in your pussy. And you know what's best of all?"
"What?" asked Kat, nearly hypnotized by his cock. He'd separated his penis from the dildo now. It stuck straight out and bobbed before her eyes. Her eyes didn't follow the dildo, they stared at the hard nigger cock, the real deal, not some molded cold dead piece of plastic.
"Having it shoot it's seed deep in your womb or fill your mouth with hot cum."
"Yes, that's certainly better," admitted Kat.
"Oh yeah, Mrs. Jones, the real thing is so much better. Now here's your dildo, take it and I'll get going." Amos held the dildo out to her about a foot from his cock.
Kat reached up her hand for the dildo while staring at Amos' cock. Her hand moved towards the real thing, then back to the hard-plastic cock. She grabbed the dildo's head, but didn't pull it from his hand. Amos sighed and hung his head down in defeat, but it shot back up when her other hand grabbed the bulbous head of his cock. She squeezed them both, comparing them. The plastic head wouldn't yield, but Amos' cock head was slightly spongier, though it was almost as hard as the dildo. "The real thing is much better," she agreed, running her hand down from the head to the base of his black shaft. "So hot," she muttered. Kat yanked the dildo from his hand and dropped it to her lawn. She brought her free hand over to cup his scrotum while she guided his massive black cock head into her mouth.
"That's it Mrs. Jones, suck that black cock," growled Amos. "Oh yeah, you is good at this Mrs. Jones. Took ya long enough." Kat just moaned and ran her tongue all around his cock head as she sucked the tip. She bobbed her head along the end, jerking the rest of his shaft with her hand. Amos' hands grabbed the back of her head and pulled her down deeper over his cock. The head pushed past her uvula and tonsils, making its way towards her stomach. "Come on Mrs. Jones, take it all. That's it, take it all bitch. Kat sat up a little as his cock went deeper and deeper down her throat. She stared at his curly black pubes as they approached her nose, tickled her nose, then her nose was pushing into his skin. She swallowed the whole damn thing. He held her there, cock buried down her throat with one hand on the back of her blonde head. His other hand slid down her neck, pulled the strings on her bikini. His cock was too much and she fought the urge to gag. His hand continued down her back and pulled the remaining string on her bikini just as she was starting to struggle. Amos released her, his hand coming back with her bikini top in it. "Damn gurl, those are some big ass white titties," he told her as she reared back and his cock sprang free.
"Thanks," she muttered, gasping for air, and trying to catch her breath. Her hand continued stroking his cock.
"Why don't you wrap those titties around my cock, gurl?"
Kat nodded and did what she was told. She brought her huge bosom up and wrapped her tits around Amos' thick fourteen-inch shaft. If she leaned forward, sat up a little and angled her head down, Kat found that she could suck on the end of his cock while she bounced up and down on the cot.
"Drool all over that black cock, Mrs. Jones."
Kat salivated all around his big cock head, her saliva leaking from her lips and running down his shaft, helping to lubricate it as she titty fucked him. She worked her mouth and tongue all around the head. His long urethra kept spitting up little squirts of pre-ejaculate in her mouth and it only teased her for what his full load promised. Her belly growled again.
"Not enough lube," said Amos, pulling back. His cock pulled out of her tits, but she kept her lips clamped over the end of his cock. Amos grabbed the back of her head again and pulled her down over his cock once again. She could feel the big cock head pushed down her throat. She looked up at him as his pubes reached her lips. Amos leaned over her and bent down. She felt a tug on her hip, then she tried to squeal as he yanked her bikini bottoms off. She was sitting on them, but the scant material just slipped right between her pussy lips before sliding up the crack of her ass, leaving her naked. "Time to get to work, slut. Suck that nigger cock." He released his grip on her head.
Kat backed off, wanting air, but this time she didn't let his cock free of her mouth. She concentrated on breathing through her nose, letting her head bob over half his shaft, sometimes going deeper, sometimes focusing on just the head. Soon she felt him harden and swell even more as his cock turned every bit as hard as the dildo, so hard she could have hammered in nails with it. Kat felt a jerk in her throat, she could feel it pumping, hot fluid filled her esophagus, flowing into her belly and then she was no longer hungry. Kat pulled back wanting to taste him. His cock continued pumping even as it exited into her mouth. She moaned as her tongue tasted his seed and then the hot fluid was making her cheeks bulge and then it overwhelmed her and Kat choked even as she tried to gulp it down. His cock sprang free and hot semen splattered all over her face and tits. Blinded, she reached out, grabbing for his shaft, found it and pulled it back into her mouth. Sperm flowed onto her tongue, she was in control now, gulping down two more mouthfuls of his delicious sperm.
"Ready to try this in your pussy?" he asked as she was wiping sperm off her eye lids. Kat nodded. "Get on your back then."
Kat slid off the cot and into the grass. Nathan kept the lawn mowed and the grass was a good cushion on her back. The poor housewife had mixed reservations as she stared at the giant black cock bobbing between her mail carrier's legs. Amos was kneeling on the grass between her spread legs and his cock was still as swollen as it had been while cumming in her mouth. Hercules' mammoth phallus had filled her completely and Amos had a couple of inches on him. She leaned up looking with angst as he lined up that big cock with her eager pussy. Her pussy didn't seem to have any reservations, it had been preparing itself for penetration the second Amos had whipped his cock out. It was practically dripping with eagerness for Amos' cock. She could even feel her pussy muscles contracting, trying to pull his cock inwards and he hadn't even penetrated her yet. All apprehension left her when he pressed his big cock head against her pussy lips and pushed inwards. As soon as her labia had stretched itself around the head, he gave a strong push and at least half his cock slipped inside her well-greased pussy. Kat found her crotch bucking up to meet his thrust and she immediately orgasmed all over his cock.
Kat's head hit the grass and she stared up at the white fluffy clouds moving across the blue sky. She briefly imagined that she was in heaven as Amos worked his cock around. But heaven wasn't where women who cheated on their husbands ended up. Who was she kidding? The dildo wasn't any replacement for the real thing. Amos cock was worth eternal damnation.
"Gurl knows what she likes," said Amos. She nodded in reply, smiling up at the sky. "Tell me what you like," he demanded.
"I like big black nigger cock," she purred, looking down to stare at the man with half his wonderful cock buried in her pussy. "I like your big nigger cock, Amos. Fuck my white pussy."
"Not that's what I'm talkin about," growled Amos. He started working his cock around, pushing more in, inch by inch.
"More Amos! I want it all," cried Kat, practically screaming. "Show me how a black man fucks." Jesus, she barely knew the man. He was practically a stranger, her mailman, old enough to be her dad, the father of Coxville's notorious porn star, and she was screaming at him to fuck her. "Fuck me Amos! Fuck me! FUCK!" Kat came all over his cock again. "I love your cock Amos, just don't... AARGH!" The head had just pushed through her cervix.
"Just a few more inches slut, and you'll get your wish."
"OHGAWD! So fucking full. Jesus! Amos, your cock is huge. Just don't cum-MMINNGG!" A huge orgasm exploded through Kat's pussy as she felt the head press hard against the back of her womb and his heavy balls slapped against her thighs. "Wow!"
"Ya got that right, gurl. Not many bitches can take the whole thing the first time," said Amos. He seemed as impressed as she was as he stared at their conjoined crotches. "Time to fuck."
"Wait give me a minute to catch my breath," replied Kat.
"Nope, there's mail needs delivering. Neither rain nor snow nor horny white wives will keep the mailman from his appointed rounds." Amos laughed and started moving his cock in and out of her pussy, slow at first then picking up speed. "Gotta bust a nut, then get back to work."
"Just don't cum in me," she finally managed to blurt out. "Shoot your sperm all over me, just not in me, all right?"
Amos shrugged, fucking her harder. "Squeeze them tits together, Mrs. Jones," he ordered. They were flopping around as his powerful thrusts wracked her body. Kat was grabbing onto the grass as her body writhed around on her lawn. Her head was rocking back and forth. She slowly obeyed, moving her hands up to squeeze her breasts together. "Now pinch them long nipples." He grunted and fucked her harder as her delicate white hands began teasing her own nipples. He'd never seen anything so hot. "Now bring one of those white titties up to your mouth." Correction, he'd never seen anything as hot as Mrs. Jones, arching her neck and sucking one of her own nipples between her lips. Bitch liked it too. She came all over his thrusting cock again.



As much as he liked watching her play with her nipples, his eyes fell on the dildo laying nearby on the grass and he got other ideas. Amos slowly withdrew his cock from the moaning woman. "Get on all fours, Mrs. Jones."
Kat felt empty without Amos inside her, but she diligently rolled over and got on her hands and knees in her lawn. Her pussy didn't feel empty for long, Amos quickly lined his cock back up with her pussy and slowly reinserted it. He started fucking her hard, doggy style, his strong thrusts pushing her down until her erect nipples scraped the grass. His hand gripped her ass cheek hard and something pressed hard against her anus. "What are you... AAHH!" Kat came all over his cock as his thumb pushed past her sphincter.
"Back door ain't so tight, Mrs. Jones," laughed Amos.
No, it isn't, thought Kat. Hercules had broken her ass in and she'd loved it, but she'd never had anything in her ass while being fucked before and it was a new amazing experience. Unfortunately, Amos must not have been into anal play too much as he quickly withdrew his thumb much to her disappointment. But then, something bigger was pressing against her formerly tight little anus. "Amos, what are you...?" her voice trailed off as she realized that it had to be the dildo he was working into her ass. He pushed it in and out a bit, then pulled it out and she felt spittle striking her asshole. Disgusting, but it helped her the next second when the dildo returned to her anus. His saliva helped lubricate it and the dildo pushed deeper inside her ass. Kat found herself trembling. Her entire body was swaying forwards and back as he fucked her, but now she was starting to shake. She was being fucked by two black men and the thought thrilled her. The great L.D. himself had flown in from Hollywood to claim her ass for the black man and in a way, it was true with the life-sized replica dildo. The tremors grew in her body. This was what fucking two black men was like! Amos pushed the dildo deep in her ass and when it finally bottomed out, her trembling body exploded into a huge orgasm. Her pussy squirted all over his thrusting cock, squeezing it, pulling it deep, wanting him to seed her. Her anus contracted enough to push about three inches of the dildo from her ass. Her own cum dribbled over her clit, dripping onto her lawn as Kat collapsed forward, ass thrust upwards, breasts mashed down into the grass.
Kat slowly came to, her pussy and ass still filled with pleasure. Amos hadn't stopped fucking her and he was working the dildo in and out of her ass. She was barely aware of car out on the street, it had a bad muffler and it was noisy. The noise stopped and she came fully aware when she heard a car door slam. "What... who is it?" she asked in alarm.
Amos didn't slow his thrusts as he said, "Don't know, but I'm guessing it's the guy that broke this pussy in for me."
"What a fucking slut," said Hercules, stepping into her vision.
**************
"I see the slut got her face jizzed," grunted Hercules.
One second, Hercules West was bending his hard cock down towards Kat's mouth, the next second the hard head was pushing against the back of her throat, and then her lips were buried in his pubes as her mailman slammed his monster cock deep in her pussy. Kat choked some as Amos wasn't letting up on his powerful thrusts. Thankfully, Hercules adjusted himself so that she had more freedom to bob her head over his cock and take a breather if necessary. My god, she thought, I'm having a threesome with two black men on my lawn. Instead of being horrified, Kat started cumming all over Amos' cock.
"Fuck that's hot," said Hercules watching Amos start to slowly pull the dildo from her ass, pushing it back deep. "Oh shit!" cried Herc, feeling the sperm welling up in his balls.
"You young niggers can't hold your cum any better than you can hold your liquor," laughed Amos.
Herc scrunched up his face. "Shut up old man. Been saving up for this. OH FUCK!" Hercules threw his head back and groaned as he unleashed his load down her throat.
Kat's body jerked as she realized he was cumming. Her throat felt overstretched as his cock pumped its sperm directly into her belly. He pulled back some and his hot seed filled her mouth. The young wife's stomach was already full of Amos' cum and she didn't think she could swallow another big load. She let Hercules' semen dribble out of her mouth as fast as his cock ejaculated it. Finally, he pulled his deflating cock from her mouth and she spit her mouthful of sperm in the grass of her lawn.
"Fuck, here it cums gurl," grunted Amos. "Still want me to pull out?"
"AAHH! AH! OH!" scream Kat as she came again. "No-t in me," she managed to gasp out.
"What's that gurl? Changed your mind? You want it in you?"
"No," she cried, the pleasure was almost overwhelming. "Not inside me. No-in-si-me. N-insemi-me. In-sem-in-me. In-sem-in-nate-me, Inseminate me. Seed me."
"Here it is slut," growled Amos, ramming his cock balls deep just as they began emptying. Wad after wad of his seed shot into Kat Jones' womb, flooding it with sperm.
"YYEESS!!" she screamed, collapsing forwards, her face falling into the pool of sperm she'd spit up on the grass. Amos leaned over her keeping his cock buried as it still pumped her full of his seed and she was cumming with each jerk of his cock. "Luv nigger cock," she mumbled into the ground.
Amos felt his balls finally empty, but held his cock buried to hold his sperm in her. His shaft lost its steel, but stayed long and plump. He sighed remembering how back in the day, he'd cum and then just keep going until he came again. Sucks getting old. He pulled his cock halfway out and squeezed his fingers around the base, squeezing upwards to drain any leftover semen in the shaft before pulling it all the way out. He slowly climbed to his feet. "I'd love to fuck you all day Mrs. Jones, but the mail must go through." He slowly stood put his now soft cock away.
"You done wiped her out," said Herc, trying to pull Kat to her feet.
She finally climbed to her feet with his help and turned to face Amos smiling as he was walking back to his truck. "Thanks. That was amazing. I need to call in sick more often."
Amos turned and touched his fingers to his head in a salute. "Well if ya do, just leave me a note in the mail box." He looked the lovely nude white woman up and down. Her magnificent body was a mess. Wet semen covered her face with blades of cut grass stuck in it. Her knees were heavily grass stained. Still she was lovely and his old cock extended an inch.
**********
"How long until Mr. Jones gets home?" asked Hercules.
"Three, four hours," she replied, swaying, still unsteady on her feet.
"Get that ass over there. I'll get you cleaned up so I can fuck you again in hubby's bed." Herc spanked her ass as she turned and walked over behind her house by her hose. His cock was sticking straight out, hard as a rock as he turned the water on and started spraying her with water. Kat cringed at the initial blast splattered all over her, then yelped as the water turned colder. "Gotta clean my ho off. I guess that's why they call this a hose." Herc laughed, watching the sexy Kat Jones turning around in the water stream to get all the sperm and grass off her.
**********
Amos climbed back in his mail truck and watched Hercules hosing down Kat before leading her inside her home for what he was sure would be a good three hours more of the black man tapping that white pussy. "Lucky fuck," he muttered. The black mailman reached down to his pile of packages. He had another package of the kind that Mrs. Jones had gotten. It appeared his son's business was picking up. He'd already memorized who it was for, but he looked at the address again. Lacy Mack was a stacked and packed hot redheaded MILF. She was a package freak and he got to interact with her a lot. Lacy had been seven weeks pregnant when she and her husband moved in a year ago. Now she was a stay at home mom, raising a baby. She hadn't lost much baby weight yet, but it was all in the right places to make her jiggle sexily when she moved. And here she was getting a package from LongDong.com. Go figure.
Amos took the end of the package with both hands and violently smashed the opposite end against his mail tray. He used his hands to rip open the end of the box containing the large dildo. He threw the pieces of destroyed cardboard down beside the one's from Mrs. Jones' package. "The post office really needs to be more careful with its parcels," he said, as he drove off, looking forward to arriving at Mrs. Mack's house and apologizing for her damaged parcel.
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**********
October 14, 2009: Wednesday
**********
On Wednesday morning, Jenny Summers lay writhing in ecstasy beneath her black lover. Her belly undulated down towards his spurting black cock as it filled her with seed. Her orgasmic contractions pulled his hot seed deeper into her womb. It was like her pussy couldn't get enough of his sperm.
Black mashed his lips against hers. He kept his cock in her, he'd done this before. Often, he stayed hard and one fuck session turned immediately into another without him even withdrawing that amazing cock of his. This time, he slowly pulled it out and she was disappointed though they both knew that they needed to get ready for work. It was a school day after all and what would Coxville High do without their two coaches?
Minutes later, Jenny was stepping into the shower just as Black was exiting it. He brushed his teeth while staring at her soaping her resplendent rack before moving the bar of soap down her belly, around her crotch and even reaching behind her to run it between the crack of her ass. It took a lot of time to fully remove the effects of a night of their lovemaking. Jenny smiled at him when he whistled loudly. She looked down at his hard cock. "You're insatiable," she told him.
"Only around you, baby," said Coach Black. His smile softened. "But I got some bad news. I need to stay home for the next few nights."
Jenny looked crestfallen. She enjoyed having him staying with her like he was her husband, sleeping in her marital bed like he was her husband, fucking her like he was her husband. "Why?" she asked.
"I just got a lot to do. Gotta help mom with some things. An old friend is coming to town," he lied. He was only leaving to see if she'd sleep with Samson.
"A female friend?"
"No, an old football bro."
"Honestly, it's not another woman? You aren't fucking anyone else?"
"No, it's not another woman and I haven't fucked anyone else since we got together."
"Good, cause I don't want to share that cock of yours with anyone. I want every last drop of its sperm just for me." She held her head back and let the shower soak her long blonde hair. She suddenly turned to face him. "But you were with another woman before me?"
"Yep, just some ho from the Westside."
"And what was this ho's name?"
"Shondra."
"Does she look as good as me?" Jenny slid her hands over her breasts, actually cupping one of them and raising her nipple into her mouth. Shondra? she thought. Not Shondra Martinique?
Black's cock jerked with lust. "Nobody looks as good as you, Jenny Summers," he said, but Shondra came close. His black lover was Jenny's age and had roughly the exact same body type, though Shondra's ass was plumper and rounder.
"Get your black ass in here," ordered Jenny. "That compliment deserves a reward." She kneeled before him as he stepped into the shower and gave him a quick blow job/titty fuck. She worked his cock as best she could, but Black's stamina still held out for fifteen minutes. "And you're sure, you not still seeing this Shondra?" she asked, licking the last of his sperm from the tip of his cock.
"Not as long as you keep doing that," said Black, "And we was never seeing each other, just fuck buddies is all."
"Better not be," said Jenny, "but I'm going to miss you."
"Me too babe," said Black, "but besides, it might be a good idea to let that pussy contract back to normal. Don't want Harold falling in when you see him this weekend."
Jenny made a face. She had no desire whatsoever to run off to see her husband this weekend and the thought of sleeping with him, just the thought of his pale pudgy belly climbing on her, was starting to seem repulsive to her. "I don't care about him. I was thinking of telling him I'm sick so that we could have another weekend together."
"We'll see. Maybe, I can get everything I need to do done by this weekend. No matter what though, he'll still be home Sunday night."
"I know," said Jenny sadly. She'd craved another encounter with Black after their first meeting in the showers at school, but after getting it multiple times daily, she now felt like an addict for his cock. Risky as it might be, they might just need to find time to fuck at work.
They finished getting ready for work. Jenny put her robe on. Coach Black put Harold's robe on.
He looked ridiculous. For one thing, it was too short on the large black man. It didn't close all the way in front and he could only tie the bare ends of the belt. His cock dangled down at least six inches below the hem though his entire cock was visible through the opening.
They left the bathroom together and found her daughter and Samson waiting for them. Samson had on boxers and Kitty had on a silk teddy that was so sheer her nipples and blonde pussy hair was easily seen though the material. Jenny saw Samson's eyes zoom in on her impressive cleavage so she pulled her robe on tighter and crossed her arms to hide her breasts. Her daughter was staring at the huge black banana between Coach's legs with an appreciative look on her face and the Coach was returning the gaze as Jenny's daughter looked amazing in the sheer teddy, the perfect cross between youthful innocence and sexy sleazy.
"You aren't ready yet?" asked Jenny.
"Really mom, you two have been hogging the bathroom. What have you been doing in there anyway?"
"Just get in there and hurry it up," said Jenny. Kitty and Samson entered the bathroom together. She heard the shower start up then there was giggling and then some moans.
The two coaches barely made it to school before the first bell went off. Kitty and Samson were late and Jenny had to sign an excuse for them.
**********
Bobbie Sue entered Long's office, a smile crossing her face the minute she saw the old black man sitting at his desk. She barely noticed Nurse Swallows standing off to the side. "Ah Mrs. Kindle, come in," said Willie, his eyes roaming her body. "Thank you, Mrs. Swallows, that will be all."
Ivana Swallows smiled at Principal Long, turned towards Bobbie Sue, looked the blonde teacher up and down, and sneered before walking away with a "Harrumph!"
"What was that about?" she asked.
Long pushed his chair back away from the desk. "Oh, that was nothing. Just the good nurse complaining about your outfit." Long undid his pants and fished around for his cock.
"My outfit? Someone should learn to mind her own business," said Bobbie Sue watching her boss pull that giant cock out of his from his pants. "Yummy!" she cried, falling to her knees. This was their third time together and Bobbie Sue Kindle was thoroughly smitten with Long's cock. It was her favorite thing in the world. Her favorite things in order were: Willie Long's cock, any other black cock (Melvin, Andy, Jerome, or Deon), her husband, and her parents. She took him in her mouth, lovingly swallowing his massive cock. His cock was her favorite thing in the world and sucking it was her favorite thing to do, closely tied with feeling him blow his load deep inside her pussy. And that was the only thing that could bring her down from her high, she wouldn't have time to fuck her boss that afternoon. She had to take the three black boys on their special field trip in a half hour.
"Yeah, suck that black cock, Mrs. Kindle," growled Long, placing his hands in her hair and guiding her head. "And for the record, I like your outfit." He'd noticed her in it as she headed for her class this morning. Bobbie Sue was wearing a short sleeved white blouse, that displayed a lot of cleavage and had large gaps between the buttons, teasing viewers with hints of flesh through the gaps. It was semi-sheer and he could almost see the black bikini he had given her two days ago through the top. Her feet were clad in white sneakers as the field trip would require some activity, but the article of clothing Ivana had complained about was her shorts. They were black, short and tight, the kind young girls were wearing these days, the kind that squeezed your ass cheeks and stopped right wear ass met thigh and Bobbie Sue Kindle had a really nice ass. "This isn't the first time, the good nurse has complained about other teachers, but she's never complained about you. I've got a whole file of complaints she made against Coach Summers. Honestly, I think she just hates any woman who is as attractive as she is."
Bobbie Sue listened as she deep throated his cock. She knew the type. Women like Swallows always made friends with other women provided they were less attractive so that she could always be the center of attention. Though it was strange, she always thought Ivana and Jenny were friendly, though Bobbie Sue didn't fit in with their clique, she was closer to Jenny's sister Kat.
Long came right on time. Bobbie Sue gulped his semen down as fast as his cock ejaculated it. If she had her choice, his seed would be her lunch every day.
"Principal Long, the three black boys are here to see you," said an older voice through Long's speaker phone.
"Thanks Miss Murdock, tell them Mrs. Kindle will be right out." Long took his finger off the speaker and stood so he could pull his pants up. "Go get them Mrs. Kindle." Long walked over to his office door and pulled it open. Three black students sat lazily on the waiting area couch. Omar, Bron, and Elton looked disdainfully at the old principal. They sat up a little straighter when Bobbie Sue followed Long out of his office. "Mrs. Kindle, these three had the worst attendance record of anyone in this school last year and they're already off to a bad start now during their senior year. Omar spent six months in prison for possession and missed his senior year. Now he's a nineteen-year-old senior and if he screws up again, he's looking at five years in jail. Bron's nineteen too. He got suspended two years ago for grabbing poor Miko's rear end." The dumb ass' excuse, he wanted to see if it was true about the slant in Asian pussy, but Long didn't want to tell Bobbie Sue that piece of information. "As for Elton, he just doesn't care." Elton responded by shrugging. "Needless to say, I called all their parents and made sure that they would be attending school today."
"I was planning on skipping," said Bron.
"Me too," added Omar.
Elton just shrugged again.
"That's why I called your parents and as for Omar, I had to haul him in myself this morning," said Long. Omar's dad was in prison and rumor had it, his mom whored herself out in Coxburg. He was raised by an Aunt and Uncle that couldn't control him. "Mrs. Kindle is taking you on a little field trip," said Long. "I trust you will listen closely to what she has to say and show you today."
"Follow me," said Bobbie Sue. The three black teens got up and followed their white teacher. Six dark eyes staring intently at the point where her legs met ass as she strolled in front of them. Even if this trip were a waste of time, they were going to have plenty of eye candy to stare at.
In addition to the school buses which were owned by the drivers, Coxville High kept a minivan for transportation purposes. Jenny drove the cheerleaders to away games in it and there were other uses.
Bobbie Sue walked up to the open door. Omar passed her, eyeballing her cleavage. He was a punk and if it were up to her, she would have kept him out of school to minimize disruptions to the kids who were there to learn. Blacks in Coxville tended to be big strong bulls like Coach Black, these traits having been bred into them by the Cox family's slave breeding program, but Omar was short, shorter than her, and Bobbie Sue blamed his height for his attitude problem. He was as muscular as most black bulls, but he was only around 5'6" as opposed to Elton who came next onto the bus. Elton pushed 7', thin and lithe, but all muscle. Elton was supposedly a great basketball player, but showed no interest in playing on the team. He followed Omar into the van, his tighty whitey covered ass sticking out above his low hanging pants. Bron came last, he was your typical black muscular giant, head and face shaved, but for pointy sideburns. He stopped on the stairs. "Where we going at, anyway?"
Bobbie Sue grimaced. "Where are we going, Bron?" she corrected.
"I don't know, that's why I'm axing you."
"Asking," she said, grimacing again, her eye ticking in annoyance. "We're taking a short trip to Lake Cox and the island." She followed Bron onto the bus and took her seat in the driver's chair.
"Fuck dat shit," grunted Omar.
"Yeah, what gives?" added Bron. "We go to slave island every other fuckin grade."
"Just wait and see, boys," replied Mrs. Kindle, her eye ticking again. She drove them for nearly an hour towards Lake Cox. Elton pulled his hoodie up and went to sleep with earphones in his ears. Bron spit out some rap beat that must have been all base and never ended until they pulled up in the parking area. Omar just sat back and glared out the window the whole trip. "Follow me and Omar grab the lunch basket."
The bored man at the boat rental shack sat up when he saw the lovely white woman leading three black teens towards him. That wasn't a sight he normally saw at the lake. "Mrs. Kindle with Coxville High," she told him.
"Yes Mrs. Kindle," said the man. "I have two canoes ready for you, and I'm to bill the school. Step aboard and I'll push them out for you."
Bobbie Sue climbed into one canoe and moved to the prow over the water. She sat back. Omar climbed in behind her while Bron and Elton entered the other canoe. The shack attendant pushed them out. Omar grabbed the paddle and started paddling right away. "Well, I guess you don't need my help," she said, looking at his strong arms pushing the paddle into the water. He began to sweat, his black skin glistening. Sexy, thought Bobbie Sue, her nipples hardening. She looked away and out over the lake. There was one other boat, it appeared to be a small bass boat, but it was far away. Things were slow during the middle of the week in October, but then Principal Long knew that when he planned this trip. She looked back at Omar and then past him at the other canoe now 200 feet behind them. One of the boys didn't know what he was doing. The other canoe turned around in circles a couple times before heading in the right direction, veering left sometimes and sometimes veering right. As the island approached, Omar put the canoe right up on the beach, standing and jumping to the sand. His squat body and powerful arms straining as he pulled the canoe further onto the beach so that she wouldn't have to get her shoes wet.
"Those slow fucks is taking their time," growled Omar, looking out at the other canoe only halfway to their location.
"Watch the language young man, this is a school trip after all," said Bobbie Sue, "And correction, those slow fucks ARE taking their time." Bobbie Sue winked at the black teen when he looked at her in surprise and then he broke out laughing. He was still grinning when the other canoe finally pulled up beside theirs.
Bron and Elton stepped out of the canoe together. "Fucker can't steer," hissed Bron, pushing Elton. The much bigger Elton pushed back harder almost shoving Bron into the lake.
"Stop it you two," ordered Bobbie Sue.
Bron recovered his balance, fists raised and glaring at Elton. "Listen to Mrs. Kindle," said Omar, his voice loud and authoritative. Bron paused then lowered his fists. Bobbie Sue glanced at him and smiled appreciatively as she stared him in the eyes. Omar knew the thought was crazy, but he suddenly got the impression she was flirting with him. His cock stirred in his pants immediately extending an inch at the thought of having his lovely white teacher. He turned back to Elton and Bron. "I know we don't wanna be here, but it's our fault ain't it. I'm starting to think we shouldn't have skipped so many classes, especially Mrs. Kindle's."
"Want to, not wanna and isn't it, not ain't it and you'd know that if you hadn't skipped my class, but I thank you for that Omar," she told him, winking again before looking down.
Did Mrs. Kindle just check out my junk? Omar's cock grew another inch and started to get uncomfortable. He knew from previous experience that once it got hard, it stayed that way until he came. If it got any worse, he was going to need an excuse to sneak away and toss one off. "What we gonna... what are we going to do now, Mrs. Kindle?"
"Short hike to the center of the island and then we are free the rest of the school day."
"All I knows is that I ain't getting in the canoe with that muthafucka again," spat Bron. "I'm going back with you Big O."
"I thinks... I think I prefer my current partner to your ugly black ass, B." Omar glanced at his teacher. FUCK! She was smiling at him. Maybe he stood a chance with her? His eyes roamed down her long lithe arms to her dainty hand and the wedding ring on one finger. Fuck that. He didn't give a shit if she were married. If he had a chance to bang a hot married white woman, he was going to tap the hell out of that ass.
"Let's go boys," said Bobbie Sue, starting off down a dirt trail covered with leaves. "Stick on the trail, there's some poison ivy off the trail and we don't want any ticks on us." Luckily, mosquitoes weren't bad on the island and didn't bother them. They hiked to the center of the island where the trail branched off into several hiking trails. "Here we are boys," said Bobbie Sue.
"What gives?" asked Bron.
"This is where the slave village was once located," she informed him, pointing at the historic marker, the state had put up on the sight. The town had been short lived and most everything made of wood, so there was no evidence that anyone had once lived here except for the historic marker.
"I knows that, we come to slave island every couple years for a school trip," replied Bron.
"Yeah- yes, why are we here?" asked Omar.
"Escaped slaves once lived here," said Bobbie Sue. Her mind pictured Prospero the slave hanging from the old oak tree in front of city hall. A friend once took a picture of Bobbie Sue and her husband, sitting and leaning into each other under the same tree before she'd been aware of the horrific events that happened there. They'd probably been sitting in the same spot that Prospero had ejaculated all over as he was strangled. There had been a crack, lightning destroying the branch, but Prospero was already dead. A mist had arisen as the townsfolk opened fire on the assembled slaves. A mist like the one that had occurred several weeks ago, coincidentally on the 150th anniversary of the hanging. She started talking to her students again. "In 1859, the Cox plantation workers and the townsfolk surrounding the plantation turned on the Cox family slaves and opened fire on them, maybe twenty slaves were killed." She paused, her audience was staring at her, these were their ancestors she was talking about after all. "Luckily, there was a dense fog and many of the slaves, your ancestors, were able to escape the massacre. They came here boys, I mean men. They came here, men. They built a village here and eked out an existence for almost four years until the Union army occupied the Cox Plantation and the now former slaves returned to work for the Yankees."
"We heard the story before, Mrs. K," said Bron.
"Ignorance is a form a slavery Bron," she told him. "If you three don't graduate, you'll never make something of yourselves. If you don't start showing up for class and learning to speak correctly, if you can't watch your language, you'll never make enough money to amount to much. At some point you have to break the cycle."
"I is gonna move to L.A and do porn like LD's dad, Mrs. Kindle," said Bron.



"How do you know you got what it takes?" asked Bobbie Sue.
"I got what it takes," he replied, grabbing himself.
"Show the lady some respect, fucker," growled Omar.
Bobbie stared at the outline of a huge cock beneath Bron's pants. "You obviously have the right equipment Bron, but what about acting classes? What about transportation to California? What about living expenses until you get on your feet? I can assure you that the cost of living in Los Angeles is a lot higher than it is in Coxville. All I'm saying, is that as long as you're ignorant, the man will be able to keep you down. That's all there is to it."
"That's it?' asked Bron. "We came all the way out here for that speech?"
"Principal Long's concerned about your future," she told him. "He believes you need incentive, motivation to learn."
"What's he know?" asked Bron, following Bobbie Sue down the trail back to the canoes.
"You'd be surprised what Principal Long knows young man," she snapped at him. "Principal Long is a great man," she said adoringly. "He has a plan to change this town and it's going to work. You'll see. Right now you three are underachievers and with the right motivation, you can graduate next year and meet your potential. He has faith in you. I have faith in you."
"Thank you, Mrs. Kindle," said Omar, meaning it and she meant it too, he could see it in her eyes. No one had ever told him directly that they had faith in him. His whore of a mother had told him she had faith in him once, faith he'd be sharing a jail cell with his dad. Maybe she was right? Maybe drugs weren't the right way to go? Could he change? Did he really want to straighten up? They exited the woods to the beach with their two canoes.
"Omar, grab the picnic basket," said Bobbie Sue. "There's some picnic tables around the bend."
Omar retrieved their lunch basket from the canoe and joined the other two black men and their beautiful teacher. Elton and Bron looked like they were starving. The three black men sat at the nearest table. Omar fished around for some bottled water and their sandwiches. "Cold sloppy Joes," he said, opening his foil. "Coxville High's finest. Better food might be good motivation to stay in school."
"Good point," laughed Bobbie Sue. "I'll bring it up with Principal Long."
"Here's yours," said Omar, holding a sandwich out for her.
"No thanks," said Bobbie Sue, holding her hand over her stomach still full of her boss's sperm. "I'm not hungry." She paused as Elton grabbed the sandwich out of Omar's hand and placed it beside his already half eaten sandwich. She continued, "We have the rest of the afternoon boys. I think I'll go for a swim."
Six dark eyes focused on her as she began undoing her blouse. She noticed them staring and turned around. Bobbie Sue opened her blouse, looking out over the lake. She folded it over her arm as she began undoing her shorts. She opened them, bending over as she slid the shorts down her legs. Behind her someone choked. There was also a snort and a "Dayumn, look at dat shit." Bobbie Sue's bikini was a thong and the three black seniors had just gotten a good look at her full moon. She untied her walking sneakers and slipped them off her dainty feet. Bobbie Sue knew that from the back, she looked practically naked. There were small black strings around her hips and rising from her ass cheeks, as well as a tied string around her back and one around her neck, hidden by her hair. Bobbie walked forwards, slipping into the cool waters of Lake Cox, wading out to a point where she could dive forwards into the water.
The water felt good, cooling her body from the hot Southern heat. Bobbie Sue turned around and looked at the three black students sitting at the picnic table staring in amazement at their half naked teacher swimming around in the lake. They were finished eating, none were moving, just watching her. She swam forwards and slowly rose. Her hair was now wet and clinging to her body. As her torso appeared, Elton openly grabbed himself and appeared to stroke his penis through his pants. Omar leaned forward staring intently, his eyes widening as her long flat white belly appeared, then her bikini bottoms. The bikini had been her gift from Long the first time they had fucked several days ago. It was obscenely small and oddly shaped. The cups were black spades like one would see on a deck of cards and they only covered maybe a third of her prodigious bosom. The cold water had turned her nipples hard and not just the pointy nipples were prominent, but her entire puffed out areola. The bottom was also a black spade, the string holding it on riding wide on her hips. It was just a small patch covering her pubes and she'd had to trim her pussy hair, both sides and top to wear it.
"Does that bikini mean what I thinks it means?" asked Omar, greedily eyeing her buxom young body.
"What do you think it means, Omar?" she replied.
"The spade is a symbol of women who... prefer...," he stuttered out.
"Prefer what Omar?" she asked, smiling.
"Prefer the company of... Fuck! Where did you get it?"
"It was a gift from Principal Long. He even requested that I wear it for this trip."
Now it was Omar's turn to smile. "I see," he said, not quite believing that a stunning young woman, married and white at that, would be fucking the old black principal. Of course, this whole situation was an unbelievable one. Having Mrs. Kindle standing before him, wet and glistening, borderline nude in a tiny bikini that suggested she preferred black men was the last place he had expected to be today.
"SHIT!" cried Elton, jumping up. It was the first thing he'd said all day. He was looking down at his lap.
Bobbie Sue's eyes followed his and she could see the outline of an apparently massive trouser snake pressing against the front of his saggy pants. He was reaching into his pants and for a moment, she thought he was about to yank his huge cock out, but instead his hand came out with something pinched between his fingers and he flicked it away from him. "What is it?" she asked.
"Fuckin Tick," he grunted, shaking a little. Bron snorted back a laugh at the giant black man's distaste at a little tiny bug.
"This is serious guys," she told them. "Better strip down to your underwear and let me check you for ticks."
"For real?" asked Bron.
"You heard the lady," said Omar, suspecting what was up. "Let her check us for ticks."
"Yeah," grunted Elton, shivering again and pulling his tee shirt up over his chest.
"Lyme disease is a serious threat in this area," she reminded them.
"One problem, Mrs. Kindle," said Omar. "I ain't wearing underwear." He pushed his pants down his legs.
Bobbie Sue smirked. She could plainly see white briefs in his pants as he pushed them down together. None of that mattered when his nearly fully erect black cock sprang up. She approached Omar as the other two black men stripped. Elton clearly had a semi-erect monster cock straining his yellow stained underwear. Bron had boxers on and clearly had a big banana cock flopping around, but it wasn't erect yet and he appeared shocked and nervous by the situation. "Let me check you first," she told Omar.
"Be my guest," replied the short black man.
Bobbie Sue couldn't take her eyes off his hard hammer of a cock. It was a thick blunt club like instrument. He was very thick and hard much like Omar's squat little body, but there was nothing short about his cock. It was around a foot long, much like her first black lover, Melvin's cock. The wrist thick shaft merged perfectly with his cock head making his cock a streamlined club. Bobbie Sue put her hands on his compact over muscled torso, starting with his chest. Her hands looked small and pale against his dark black skin. "Your chest is so hard," she whispered.
"That's not the only thing hard," he whispered back, loud enough for his mates to hear.
"I see," said Bobbie Sue. Her hands ran down his hard-abdominal muscles to his solid stomach. His cock had now risen up parallel to the ground and was pointed right at the spade on her bikini bottoms. The head was only a few inches away. "No ticks here," she told him. "Let's check lower." Bobbie Sue kneeled in the sandy dirt. His cock was now inches from her nose. Her hand ran down his broad hips and over towards his crotch and lower over his thighs. "Don't see any ticks here either," she said.
"Check under my cock," said Omar.
"Good idea," said Bobbie Sue. Her right hand now came up to grab the base of his shaft. She lifted his mighty cock up, her hand running up and down the shaft. "No ticks under here either, just a pair of the biggest testicles I've ever seen." His balls were big, grapefruit sized and they looked bigger on Omar's squat frame.
"You should check under them," said Omar.
Bobbie Sue's right hand was now slowly jerking his big shaft. Her left hand came up and cupped his balls, kneading and hefting them. She took her eyes off his cock long enough to stare at the other black men, staring back at her with stupid expressions on their faces. "I need to be thorough with you two also. Take your underwear off too boys." Her eyes followed Bron's hand down to his boxers. His cock plopped out as he pulled his underwear down. It was swelling and rising now that his initial shock was over. It was about as long as Omar's, not as thick, but the head was bulbous and round, making his cock look like a club compared to Omar's streamlined shaft. It was her eyes that widened when Elton's cock finally sprang free. It was a monster that fit well with the black giant's seven-foot frame. He was nearly as big as Long's cock and it seemed like it took a lot of blood flowing to make his cock rise. It was almost evil looking, reminding her of a black snake, a hooded cobra, the long serpentine head emerging from a thick wrinkled foreskin. She wanted it.
"OH FUCK!" groaned Omar.
Bobbie Sue had been so focused on the other two cocks, that she hadn't been paying attention to the one in her hand. She picked up speed, rapidly giving the poor boy a hand job now. "I'll be right with you two, but right now there's something I need to take care of." She pulled Omar's cock down towards her mouth and wrapped her lips around the sleek head.
Omar groaned as her felt her tongue twirl around his cock head, caressing his helmeted head and teasing his pee slit. Then his cock started pushing deeper as her head bobbed over his cock. "Bitch knows how to suck a black cock," he grunted.
"You got that right," said Bron, staring in awe. "Doesn't seem fair though."
"You'll get your turn I think," said Omar and Bobbie Sue nodded her head vigorously with half his foot-long shaft down her throat.
"Not that," said Bron. "It's not fair that we have to be naked and she gets to wear that bikini. He came over behind the young teacher and pulled the thin black string at her back. It fell open and his hand next lifted her hair and pulled the string around her neck.
"Fuckin big ass white titties," said an awed Elton, stooping to look at her now revealed breasts as she sucked the black off Omar's dick. Her lips were kissing his pubes now. "You missed one B," said Elton leaning out and pulling the string on her hip.
"I got the other one," said Bron, pulling the string on the other hip. He reached under her and caught the falling black bottom in his hand, his fingers brushing her pussy. "The ho's pussy is soaked," he said, pressing his fingers against the opening of her pussy. She moaned and pushed down in response as the tips of his fingers entered her.
"Nipples is hard too," said Elton reaching out to pinch one of her long nipples.
Bobbie Sue was in heaven. She'd known the pleasures of two black cocks, but now she was about to be serviced by three black studs. Maybe the Cox family's slave breeding program wasn't such a bad thing after all. Just as she was picturing where in her body three large black cocks could go, Bron stuck two fingers deep in her pussy and she came all over them, nearly gagging on Omar's cock as she tried to cry out in pleasure.
"Bitch, just soaked my fingers," said Bron behind her.
When Bobbie Sue opened her eyes, Elton's cock head was looming huge off to the right of her vision. It was such a perfect monster cock, she quickly pulled back until Omar's cock sprang free and she put her lips around the end of Elton's shaft. She immediately felt bad for Omar so she raised her fist and started jerking off his cock while she went down on the giant black boy. His cock reminded her so much of Principal Long's and once Long had gotten his cock in her, she'd given up all pretense of returning to a normal life with her husband. He wanted her to service the underachieving black students, she'd service the underachieving black students. Hell, if he wanted her to service every black student in the school she'd do it for her boss and she'd like it. She moaned as Elton's cock head pushed deep down her throat, going and going.
"Holy shit!" Elton looked completely stunned as his teacher's lips suddenly kissed his pubic hairs. "She swallowed the whole thing. No ho has ever done that before." He looked down at his beautiful English teacher, now even more stunning with his dick down her throat. Mrs. Kindle batted her eyelashes and winked at him before she began working his cock in and out of her throat. She was keeping nearly a foot of his cock down her throat and only working about three inches in and out of her mouth. If felt amazing to the young mostly inexperienced black man. "Her fucking throat muscles are milking my cock." Suddenly, Bobbie Sue's face pushed forward hard and her nose slammed into his pubic hair. She gagged almost choking, struggling for air, but
she was stuck fast. Elton looked up. "Goddammit B!"
Bron just held his cock buried to the balls in the wettest sweetest most accommodating pussy his cock had ever felt. "Sorry bro, but you two fucks was getting all the attention."
Bobbie Sue forced herself to relax, her nose hurt and she was trying not to sneeze. Bron had been a little rough, pushing his mighty cock into her with one thrust, but her pussy was hungry for him and it was hard to be mad at him when she was already building to another orgasm. He started working his cock in and out of her as she slowly recovered and began to blow Elton again. Her left hand never left Omar's cock.
"Shit! I can't wait," growled Bron. He started fucking her faster. Bobbie Sue came all over his thrusting cock until her juices were dripping down his balls. He chuckled enjoying the feelings of her contracting pussy. He was eager to get off on her pussy and just kept pounding away. In her experience black men could fuck forever if they wanted to, but Bron seemed desperate to get his rocks off as if this were all a dream he might wake up from at any moment. He came quickly, for a black man. Her husband would have ejaculated a long time ago at the pace Bron had fucked her, but then he wasn't black. She came again as his sperm flooded her womb.
"FUCK SLUT!" Elton grabbed her head and pulled her nose back into his pubes. His cock violently shook in her throat and stomach as he came. His balls pumped and pumped filling her stomach with his seed mixing with Long's previous load. Finally, he withdrew it and Bobbie Sue gasped for air as his fat cock head cleared her lips. He held his vast cock in his hand, jerking the small amount of remaining seed left in the long shaft out and onto her outstretched tongue. The wad that dripped down onto her tongue was all that was left of Elton's big load, but it was still more than her husband came in a dozen orgasms. She let it roll on her tongue, tasting its richness, wishing he had more to give her.
The cock she was furiously stroking was swelling even larger. She turned to stare at Omar's big black cock. It was bigger and it looked like his cock head might burst at any moment. She wanted his seed. She wanted to feel his cock jerking in her mouth. She wanted to taste more delicious black sperm. After sucking Long earlier and the equally voluminous load of Elton's seed, her belly was full to the point she might vomit if she drank anything else. "Cum on my tits," she told Omar looking up at him. He grunted in response as she arched her back thrusting her big milky white breasts out towards him. He stared in awe at her white bosom, grunting again as his cock exploded all over her tits flesh, soaking her breasts, nipples, and chest with his white semen. His cock jerked in her hand at least five times shooting out a shot glasses worth of cum each time. Bobbie Sue couldn't resist, bending his steel hard shaft back into her mouth and letting it fill with his tasty seed. She forced herself to swallow one last mouthful into her already full stomach. Bobbie Sue licked her lips, not releasing his cock. "Sorry Omar, I wanted to do this cock justice."
"So' right," he grunted, as she still stroked his sensitive cock. It went from rock hard to plump and floppy after a few seconds.
"I mean it. Next time, we'll get together, just the two of us."
"I'd like that," he told her, feeling the blood flowing back into his dick.
"And I'll do whatever you want. I mean it, ANYTHING."
"Yeah, I'd really like that," he growled imagining his hot teacher as his own personal fuck toy for a few hours. His cock swelled to full erection once again. She squealed with delight. "Up on that table," he ordered her.
Bobbie Sue stood and then climbed onto the picnic table, sitting with her legs dangling over the edge. Bron was standing nearby, his cock plump but limp, swaying like a brown banana between his legs, still dripping their combined juices. Elton's was similar, but his cock wasn't dripping and the huge head nearly reached his knees. Omar moved between her legs and guided his cock into her sloppy pussy. She moaned as his began fucking her slowly. He moved his face closer to hers and she moved her lips to meet him, but his head came down on her neck, kissing and sucking her there, not wanting to kiss her after she'd swallowed Elton. His hands did eagerly fondle her semen covered breasts, but it was his own sperm he was rubbing into her tits like it was skin cream. Bobbie Sue came twice on Omar's hard cock and a third time that left her dazed when he shot his load in her womb, his seed mixing with Bron's. When he pulled out, Bron's cock was standing at full attention while Elton's was sticking straight out, trying to rise, but a victim of its own large size.
"Get off," ordered Elton watching her shakily jump off the table. The enormous black man climbed onto the picnic table and laid down on his back, his cock near the edge as his legs dangled off. "Ride me."
Bobbie Sue stepped on the bench and then up onto the table, straddling the giant black man. His sixteen-inch black cock nearly reaching her pussy where she was standing. "How's this for incentive to come to school," she said to all three as she lowered herself down over Elton's cock. It took her a good five minutes to get the enormous black man's dick inside her, but eventually she found herself sitting in his lap, the round white globes of her ass hanging off the edge of the table. Bron stepped up behind her and pushed his hard cock down until the head rested on her rosebud. He pressed down hard and her ass opened for him as his cock pushed deep inside her ass. He hadn't asked, but then maybe he could tell by looking that she wasn't an anal virgin anymore and she was no longer feeling any pain when a black man took her in the ass anyway. "Fuck! You guys are good," moaned the well stuffed woman. "Principal Long thinks, he'll have a few more teachers come over to our point of view."
"Even Coach Summers?" asked both Bron and Elton at the same time while Omar said Mrs. Instead of Coach.



"Long seemed almost certain of it, but that's only as long as you come to school."
"I'm in," grunted Bron.
"Shit yeah bro," agreed Elton. "I'm in, in more ways than one," he added, squeezing the lovely
blondes tits as she rode his cock.
"We thought you might," said Bobbie Sue, wiggling her ass. "Now fuck my ass and fuck my pussy with those big black nigger cocks."
And they did just that fucking her hard and eventually filling both her holes with nearly a gallon of semen.
*************
Candy's cheeks bulged and she gulped Long's cum as fast as she could. She stroked the shaft, hungry for every drop of his seed. "I still can't believe how good your semen tastes," she muttered, sitting up in the car.
Willie just grunted in response. He stared out at the island through his binoculars. Mrs. Kindle was barely visible on the picnic table sandwiched between two of her black students. At the rate they were going, Bobbie Sue and her students weren't going to make it back to school by the final bell, but then neither was he.
"And here I thought you were being romantic, skipping work and taking me out to our spot by the lake," complained Candy. "And all you wanted to do was to check up on one of your teachers."
"Oh boy, honeymoon's over," said Willie, smiling as he put the binoculars down in his lap. "Sorry, but I gave Mrs. Kindle a specific set of instructions and wanted to make sure she was following them. It appears she's exceeding my expectations."
"You should have showed her this monster," said Candy, grabbing the base of his now floppy cock and shaking it. "She would have been so eager to please you, you wouldn't have needed to check up on her." Candy watched his giant black cock hardening in her hand as she shook it. "Jesus, you're amazing. How soon can you get us home?"
"On my way," said Long, backing out of the parking space, Candy kept her hand on his cock, slowly stroking it. "There's something I'd like you to do."
"Sure stud, but it's a little dangerous while driving." Candy leaned down and took the head of his cock in her mouth again.
"Not that," he said, adding, "but I'm not telling ya to stop. Just go slow, old Long's dong is hungry for some pussy." Willie slowly smiled as his girlfriend bobbed her head in his lap. It did make driving difficult since his cock was so big, her bobbing head blocked the lower part of his vision. "I was wondering Candy, since you have a background in care giving and nursing. I'd like you to volunteer at the Westside Healthcare Center."
Candy sat up. She kept one hand on his cock, stroking him. "Whatever for?"
"I know a lot of the old folks in there," he kept going. "Some vets like me, some old friends not blessed with good health like me. They could use someone special, someone like you, someone to comfort them, ease their pain a little."
Candy frowned. Westside Healthcare was a poor state funded facility that catered mostly to blacks from the Westside of town. It had its share of problems over the years, bad caregivers stealing from and abusing the residents. The teacher they'd just been watching, Mrs. Kindle had even helped with an expose in the Times on elderly abuse at Westside Healthcare that got two nurses and the management team fired. "You're not asking me to... to sleep with them, are you?"
"No, of course not," replied Willie, glancing over at her. No, he didn't want her sleeping. "Just ease their pain some, you know a hand job here, a blow job there. Fuck! Those old men would be thrilled just to play with them big white titties of yours."
Candy looked at him in horror. "I'm so shocked, I don't know what to say," she replied indignantly.
"Don't lie bitch, the thought excites you."
"It does not!"
An evil grin spread across Willies face, making his mustache curl up. "Look at your hand."
Candy looked down at her hand, still in his lap, rapidly stroking his giant cock as her excitement grew. "I'm not a slut... at least I'm... well, when I'm with you, I'm your slut."
"You are my slut and I want you to do this. Candy Cox, you are a loving compassionate woman and all I want for you to do is what comes natural. Show those old men some love and compassion. Don't do anything you don't want to do."
"Are you sure?"
"Absolutely. It would make me very happy if you do this for me."
"Okay," she whispered. "If that's what you want." Anything to make him happy.
Long reached out and wrapped one big black hand around her neck, pulling her into him for a deep kiss, one eye closed and one eye watching the road.
Fifteen minutes later, her pussy was spasming like crazy around his cock as Willie slammed his mighty appendage in and out of her pussy while she laid on her... on their bed.
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"I don't believe you."
"I swear, he's this big," said Kitty holding her hands out about a foot apart as water splattered all over her back.
"Bull S-" Miko shut up as a nude Jenny Summers entered the showers.
Jenny frowned at her daughter and the other girls of the cheerleading squad. They'd gone silent when she appeared. She stepped under the shower and bent her head back under the strong stream of water. It was cramped in the showers with the 14-girl squad and their Coach, squeezed together to rinse off. She'd worked the girls hard this practice. She'd fucked the Coach this morning and was already feeling frustrated that she wouldn't be getting his cock that night or the next day. Hopefully, he'd clear his time up and they could get together sometime before her husband got home from his business trip.
"She ain't lying," said Stacy Brown, the black cheerleader.
Jenny pulled her head out from under the water. Her girls were all staring at Stacy who had a wry grin across her face. "What are you girls talking about?" she asked somewhat rhetorically.
"Nothing Mrs. Summers," said Pamela.
"Let's get going girls so I can lock up," said Jenny. She left the shower, wrapped a towel around her and went over to a table in the lockers where she kept a change of clothes. Her girls followed her one by one to the lockers. She watched them change, conservative bookworm Susan who quite frankly had a kick ass figure to rival Kitty's, put on essentially granny panties and bra, lithe athletic Pamela pulled on a sport's bra and shorts, Buxom red-headed Patty, pulled on a sexy bra that appeared to strain from the pressure of containing her enormous bosom, Miko's underwear was average, and the sophomores and freshman cheerleaders were a mix of plain to sexy to slutty underwear. Stacy was the worse. Her white panty shone brightly on her black skin and the slut decided to forego a bra, pulling on a white tank top with a red Coxville C on it, that hugged her big black breasts to the point her dark nipples showed through while she pulled short red shorts on over her panty. Only Jenny was wrong, Stacy wasn't the worse. Kitty was pulling on a scandalously small thong panty that was so sheer, her blonde pubes were visible through the front. The bra was little better, small, exposing more breast flesh then it covers and sheer enough, her rosy nipples poked through it. Jenny really needed to have a talk with that young lady, but her out-of-control daughter still had a picture of Jenny and the Coach on her phone and was pretty much free to do whatever she wanted. Still, she'd try, and she resolved to speak with Kitty when they got home.
"Friday, I'm in charge," said Kitty. "Afterwards we can all head back to my house and hang out by the pool. That alright with you, mom?"
"Sure," said Jenny, thinking that the girls might help keep Kitty out of trouble. She also didn't mention that she probably wasn't leaving to see Harold that night. Maybe, Kitty could run the squad and she could go home to relax? Maybe Coach would be freed up by then? Her pussy leaked a little just thinking about it. "You coming with me?" she asked her daughter.
"No, I'll go with Pam and Miko. See you soon though."
Jenny locked up and strolled to her car. Black's car was already gone which saddened her. At least her neighbors wouldn't be suspicious if his car wasn't parked in her driveway every night for the last few days. She stopped at the drug store and then hurried home, she had a chicken thawing and needed to get it in the oven for her and Kitty's... and Samson's dinner.
Jenny arrived home and put the chicken in the oven. She heard the shower on upstairs. "How the hell did she beat me home?" she said aloud. She went upstairs and knocked on the door. "Kitty?" she called. There was no answer. "KITTY," she said louder. "We need to talk." Still there was no answer. Jenny wondered if something was wrong and why her daughter needed another shower to begin with? "Kitty, I'm coming in," she called, trying the door, and finding it was unlocked. Jenny opened the door.
Samson West stood in the shower, jerking off or more appropriately tugging on it. "Sorry Mrs. Summers," he said, releasing his huge cock. It stuck straight out, hard, and magnificent. She couldn't take her eyes off it. She'd seen it before, going in and out of her daughter's ass to be specific. It was probably twice Harold's size, no Coach Black, but then who was? "You need something?" he asked, stepping from the shower, and dripping all over her bath mat.
Jenny couldn't take her eyes off his cock, so big, so hard, so perfect, so wrong to belong on this jerk. "N-no, I thought you were Kitty." Jenny was about to turn and leave when she remembered what was in her hand. "Samson, I need you to do something for me. I need you to be safe." She pulled the condoms she bought at the drug store from the bag. She handed them to him. "We can't risk getting Kitty pregnant."
"Hate these fucking things," said Samson eyeing the black box. They were Sovereign brand XXXL. He opened the box in front of her, tossing a piece of cardboard on the floor. "Besides, they don't work." Samson ripped open the foil packet and unfurled the rubber. It was only eight or nine inches long dangling from his fingers. "Watch this. Stare at my cock," he ordered
unnecessarily as she was still staring at it. Samson slipped the rubber over his cock head and already the thin sheath looked strained. He pulled it down over his hard cock. "See it doesn't fit."
"T-that's the biggest they make?" she said in disbelief. Was there some odd coincidence that allowed both she and her daughter to find the rare breed of man with a cock so big, that the largest sized condoms didn't fit on them?
"I'll see if I can pull it down some," said the black youth. Jenny was grateful he was being so strangely agreeable. He pulled the base down the extra two of three inches of his shaft that was uncovered, and Jenny watched as the big cock head ripped right through the receptacle of the condom.
"Damn!" muttered Jenny, not because the condom had broken, but because his cock looked so powerful ripping right through it.
"You wanna try putting one on?"
"What? No- no umm, just be careful with my daughter ok? We don't want any unexpected surprises, right?"
"Sure," said Samson, not really caring if Kitty got pregnant or not.
"Thank you," said Jenny. "I'll be downstairs working on dinner." Kitty arrived home soon thereafter and the three remained mostly silent while they ate except for some giggling from Kitty as she played with something in Samson's lap. Afterwards, Jenny watched them from the sliding glass door to her patio as they frolicked in the pool. Kitty in a bikini so small it rivaled the one that Jenny herself had bought with the Coach while Samson wore only tighty whitey underwear that hid nothing when wet. There was no pretense of propriety being out in public though her backyard was mostly private. At one-point Kitty's top went flying and she kept it off. At another point, she appeared to be riding him in the shallow end of the pool.
That night she missed the Coach as she laid in bed, horny for his big black cock. The damn thing was addictive. If she'd been married to Black, there was no doubt in Jenny's mind that they'd have been fucking every night for eighteen years. Part of the problem was that Samson and Kitty were being particularly loud that evening. Jenny's nipples hardened as Kitty gave her fourth loud orgasmic scream of their current fuck session. Her hand slipped down her nude torso to her pussy. Jenny Summers shivered a little as her finger felt her clit, dripping with her arousal, her desire for sex, her need for a big black cock. "That's it Samson, give it to that little slut," she whispered in the darkness as her fingers slid inside her pussy. Her mind pictured the big black golf ball sized cock head bursting through the condom. Her daughter was riding that cock now, or lying beneath it, or raising her ass up to it as it fucked her from behind. Lucky slut to have a man that didn't abandon her to her fingers.
Jenny couldn't take it anymore. She hopped out of bed and turned her computer on. A quick search for big black dildos led her to LD's website. The store on his site had something that might just take care of her problem. She ordered the dildo based on his amazing cock and took
the express 2-day delivery option. She was so horny she needed something big and black in her pussy at least once a day and if Coach Jerk wasn't willing to give it to her daily, then she'd find something that would. Satisfied, Jenny crawled back into bed, but didn't fall asleep right away.
Was Coach Asshole testing her? Did he want to see if she'd call him, begging him to come to her house and fuck her? Maybe, he was testing her to see if she was going to leave Friday to meet Harold? She'd already made up her mind to stay home. She wasn't in the mood for a romantic getaway with her husband, let alone sleeping with him. Why did Black do this to me? Her fingers slid as deep as they'd go in her pussy, but they weren't good enough, weren't what she needed right now. Kitty screamed again, and Samson gave a bellow. They were cumming together. Such a beautiful thing. "I wish I was Kitty right now," she whispered, picturing herself lying underneath Samson. He may be a jerk, but he was kind of sexy and his cock surely didn't disappoint. Fuck, I'm so horny now I'd even fuck Principal Long, she thought, laughing aloud at the absurdity of it all.
Kitty gave a pained grunt. Jenny recognized it as the same sound she herself made every time Black's cock first entered her ass. The pain wouldn't last long and it would start feeling good very soon. Kitty loudly moaned in pleasure. Lucky little bitch is getting it in every hole tonight. Jenny finally conceived of a plan. She'd tell Kitty she was still going away, pack a small bag, and then show up on the Coach's doorstep wearing the lingerie they'd bought together. There was no way he could say no to that and if he did, she'd have her new plastic friend to play with. She finally drifted off to a restless sleep filled with visions of Black's and Samson's cocks and one worry on her mind.
Could she last until Friday night?
**********
"What the fuck were you thinking?" said Black, staring up at the ceiling of his bedroom. His cock was hard and eager for some action and the hottest woman in Coxville was alone in her bed ready and willing to have him there. His cock was literally aching for some pussy, throbbing so hard it hurt, and it took all his will not to start stroking it. The Coach had never had any trouble getting laid and had adopted a no jerking off policy since there were so many women willing to fuck him. Finally, he couldn't take it any longer, he reached over to his nightstand, grabbed his cell phone and sent off a quick text. He read the response several seconds after sending it.
"About fucking time. OMW."
Less than an hour later, Black heard footsteps on the stairs of his condo and a key in his lock. His door opened and closed, then footsteps sounded in the hall and finally Shondra appeared in the doorway. She was wearing a robe, belted in front, not bothering to dress simply to come over and fuck him. She posed in his doorway, leaning on the jam, staring at him lying nude on his bed, cock still hard and aching for relief as it had been for an hour. "Who you been fucking?" she asked.
"Someone at work," he responded.
Shondra frowned. She couldn't picture any black teachers at Coxville High which meant, he was fucking a student. She disapproved, not of another woman, but that he might be screwing a student of his. Shondra loved his cock, but there was no illusion of romance between them. They were fuck buddies and nothing more. He fucked other women and she fucked other men, some even with bigger cocks then Coach Black, but he was still her favorite or tied with his brother. She dated Dick Black in high school and they'd fucked like rabbits. Then when the Black twins left to pursue football careers, she'd almost left with Dick, but ended up staying close to her family. Years later, she'd contacted Coach Black after he moved back to town after injuring himself and made no pretense about wanting to get it on with him. He was every bit as good as his brother had been.
"Damn gurl, I missed that hot body," said Black as Shondra dropped her robe. It was amazing how much Shondra's body resembled a black version of Jenny Summers. Their breasts were the same size. Shondra had smaller areola, but fatter longer nipples. Her bosom sagged more then Jenny's too. Jenny's nipples pointed straight out while Shondra's pointed down a little. Shondra had more ass then Jenny, fatter, rounder and it stuck out more. Even in their hair, they were close. Shondra straightened her long dark hair and it fell halfway down her back. Her belly was mostly flat and sexy with just a slight bulge under her navel from her three pregnancies. She had the same skin tone as Black did and her areola were nearly black they were so dark. The other thing he loved about her was that she kept her pussy shaved. That meant no hair in the teeth when he munched on it, something Shondra always insisted upon though he enjoyed licking her black puss. In fact, that was where they started tonight.
Shondra took charge in the beginning. She crawled on the bed, straddling his chest before planting her black pussy down right on his mouth. Black's long tongue and lips went straight to work. She ground her pussy into his lapping tongue as he stared up her body. Her breasts were too big for him to see her face, but he watched her nipples harden as her arousal grew. Her long nailed hands came out to grab his headboard. She started bouncing on his tongue as her climax approached. "That's it nigga, eat that pussy," she moaned, cumming on his tongue. Shondra was a squirter and he enjoyed tasting her cum almost as much as she loved swallowing his. She came so hard, her juices soaked his beard and dribbled down his chin.
Black thought she was ready for some dick after that, but instead, she backed up and then spun around, backing her pussy into his mouth again as he felt her lips engulf his hard cock. She had plenty of practice over the last year and was swallowing his enormous cock in no time. Black was so worked up by this time, that he was a little embarrassed by how quickly he came. The black bitch could really suck cock. One hand gripped the base and the other gently massaged each one of his nuts, coaxing the cum out of them. She pulled her mouth back, gulping his voluminous load and even without being able to see her, Black knew she wasn't spilling a drop. She came on his mouth again before he had stopped pumping her mouth full of seed.
After that, Coach Black took over. He rolled her over and climbed on top, their heads facing the bottom of his queen-sized bed. His cock had remained hard and her horny pussy felt like a Hoover vacuum sucking him right in. They kissed as they fucked, neither caring that each other's fluids were on their lips, tongues entwined in a dance as Shondra raised her hips into each thrust of his cock. She sucked his lower lip into her mouth as she moaned from another orgasm. Black sat up keeping his cock buried. Her knees wrapped around his hips and he fucked her from a kneeling position. His large hands reached out to squeeze her tit flesh and pinch her dark engorged nipples. He fucked her like that a good ten minutes until her pussy trembled around his cock again and her orgasm ran down his balls to soak his sheets. Coach sat back and opened her legs, cupping them under his arms. Now he really started pounding her pussy hard and fast, just like she loved it, just like they all loved it. In minutes, she was cumming, but it wasn't a big squirt, it was one long continuous orgasm, that had her crying out in pleasure and joy. Her head rocked back and forth, eyes rolled up in her head, mouth open uttering moans and whimpers as her ass leaped up into his thrusts and her belly undulated downwards into his cock. Finally, she stopped and appeared half comatose, but smiling lazily.
"Fuck, I'm gonna flood this pussy good," growled the Coach, almost losing it.
Shondra placed her hand on his chest. "Control yourself nigga. Cum on my titties," she told him. Shondra refused to let him cum in her pussy as the Black boys were known to be very fertile with twins running in the family.
Black yanked his cock out, almost too late. As soon as it cleared her pussy, the head shot up and blasted a long strand of semen from the dark valley between her breasts back down to her clit. He sat back, cock pointing upwards, the second load hitting her chin and splattering down on her breasts. She sat up a little and caught a third wad on her right breast. After that, his cock quit blowing long strands of semen, but instead his seed sprayed out like a fan. The first fan covered both her breasts as her hand reached out to grab and stroke his cock. The next fan hit the bottom of her black tits and covered her stomach. She jerked him rapidly. Shondra was an expert on milking every single drop of semen from his balls. His cock quit fanning his sperm and turned to shooting short wads that splattered out about eight inches from his cock head, then seven inches, six, five, three, and the final one just dripped down from his cock head to fill her dark belly button and pool on her stomach. "Whew," groaned Black, sitting back on his ass and falling back on the headboard to catch his breath.
Shondra writhed and sighed recovering from her own orgasms for several minutes. Her legs were spread, and he could stare straight into her pussy. Here was another difference between Jenny and Shondra, the black women in Coxville had bigger pussies, built to breed with hung black men, while those of the white women were closed, tight, and snug. Shondra's pussy was beautiful and the only thing that would make it better would be if he were watching his semen leaking from it. Someday, he wouldn't be able to control himself.
Shondra finally rolled off his bed and onto her feet. She didn't head to his bathroom to clean up. She never did. "You did it stud, you fucked me good, real good," moaned the sexy black lady. Black felt his cock stiffen watching her smear his semen all over her breasts, she rubbed her entire body with his cum, coating her breasts, teasing her nipples, one hand sliding down her stomach, rubbing every drop of his big load into her skin. When she raised her hands to her lips to lick them clean, her chest, breasts, stomach, and shaved pelvis all glistened as if she'd coated herself with lotion. "I'm gonna sleep like this tonight stud, covered in your nigga seed." She bent to retrieve her robe and put it on over her back, but didn't belt it. "Call me earlier tomorrow if
you want some more of this." She ran her hands down over her body, rubbing his cum into her skin, and then without closing her robe, she turned and left. The crazy ho would drive all the way back to the Westside with her robe open.
"Dayumn!" said the Coach, thinking that he must be the luckiest man in Coxville.
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**********
October 16, 2009: Friday, the Day of the Pool Party
**********
Willie spanked her ass hard with one hand thrusting his hips forward, his cock bottomed out, spitting out one of his typically huge loads of sperm until her womb was flooded and it started running down his shaft and pouring out on the floor. Candy was leaning forwards, feet on the ground, head in her arms on her bed. She fell forwards and Long yanked his cock out. He'd been standing behind her, squatting as he fucked her hard. He didn't say a word as he turned and headed to her bathroom.
Candy crawled on her bed. She was keeping a dishtowel beside the bed to help keep the mess down, but that was an impossible task. She grabbed the towel and tucked it between her legs. When someone ejaculated so much sperm, so deep, it would take a long time to leak out, hours even, but the rag helped get most of it. She was still laying on the bed nude, with her legs squeezed around the towel, when Long returned. "Good luck on your first day," he told her.
"Thanks," she replied. "I'll do what I can."
"I'm sure you will," he said, bending down, kissing her just like Marvin used to kiss her as he left for work, just like most husbands and wives did. Of course, Marvin didn't leave her sexually exhausted with a womb full of semen every morning. He'd never left her sexually exhausted or satisfied for that matter, but he did leave her well enough off that she didn't need to work. So now she was going to make Willie Long happy and volunteer her services at the Westside Healthcare facility.
Candy rested for a while after he left, finally climbing off the bed. She removed the towel from between her legs, feeling still more semen began to run down her thighs. She entered her restroom, tossed the towel onto yesterday's towel in the dirty clothes hamper. The bathroom reeked of semen from all the crusted towels and panties in the hamper, but she liked the smell, it reminded her of Willie. Come to think of it, the laundry room smelled of semen too as did her bedroom.
Candy showered then dressed in a tight pull over top that exposed some cleavage and pulled on her favorite pair of jeans. The jeans hugged her plump ass tightly and she'd gotten many a
whistle from young men seeing her from behind and assuming she was some young hottie. Seeing her front, they looked surprised, but not disappointed. Soon she was in her car and headed to Coxville.
The receptionist at the desk of the Westside Healthcare looked surprised to see her come strolling in. She was black like all the nursing staff. Westside Healthcare was poor and not terribly modern. If you wanted a richer old folks home, you needed to go to Coxburg. "May I help you?" asked the receptionist.
"Yes, I'm Candace Cox. I'm here to volunteer."
The receptionist's eyes opened, and she reared back in surprise. She recovered quickly. "That's great. We've never had a whi... woman like you volunteer here before."
"I'd just like to do what I can. I was a caregiver at one time and liked it, but I had to quit to raise my two daughters. I should have gone back to it a long time ago."
"Let me show you around, I'm Doris."
"My friends call me Candy."
Candy followed Doris around for about thirty minutes. The receptionist pointed out the common room with a big TV, books, magazines, crossword books, and jigsaw puzzles. Three old blacks, two men and one woman sat watching TV. Doris took her to the cafeteria and the rest of the facility.
"Our residents are dying for some companionship. The last volunteer quit last week, and our nursing staff are too busy to do things like read to the residents and of course their family members don't visit them nearly often enough. Some can't see and like to be read to. Some like to go for walks out back. Most just want someone to talk to."
"What happened to the last volunteer?"
Barakunde made her miserable. His real name's Barry Kuhn, but he turned militant black in the 60's and called himself something more African. He's a miserable horny old goat, copping a feel every chance he gets. He's really quite harmless if you know how to handle him."
"I can handle myself," said Candy. "Now where do I start?"
"Just knock on a door and introduce yourself. Any door will do."
"Thanks Doris," said Candy. The receptionist walked away, and Candy decided just to take the closest door. She stuck her head in the room. The room held two beds, two recliners, and one television stand. One bed was empty, but made. Several vases of wilted flowers rested on a nearby nightstand. Candy got the impression that the occupant must have died recently. That was par for the course in places like this. The second bed, farthest from the door and near a window with a lovely view of the rundown condominiums of the Westside complete with drug dealing youths hanging out before one unit off in the distance. The more upscale retirement home (aka the "white" one) had a large park with picnic tables, walking paths, and a stream behind it.
The room's one occupant was a very elderly black man, that had to have at least twenty years on Willie Long. He sat in the recliner staring at the television watching a game show. His eyes were heavily lidded, and Candy wasn't entirely sure if he was awake or asleep. "Knock knock," she said, entering the room.
"Yes," said the man, slowly turning his head. His eyes opened wider when he saw her. The man was old, skinny, and frail looking. His head was bald, but for several random wisps of gray hair and dotted with liver spots darker than his black skin. Clear tubes ran from his nose to an oxygen tank sitting beside the chair.
"I'm Candy Cox," she told him, walking over to him, and holding out her hand. He looked at her hand and slowly raised his. She took and shook it, once again realizing how frail he really was. "I'm volunteering here. Today's my first day."
"George Holmes," he replied as she released his hand. "Today's my 3719th day, plus or minus a few months."
"A witty one I see, Mr. Holmes. So, you've been here awhile then."
"Ten years in this shit hole, Candy," he replied. "Ten years in this room. Once a week they wheel a chair in and walk me through the halls for what that's worth. Spent a week in the hospital last year. I called that my vacation."
"I'm truly sorry Mr. Holmes," said Candy, remembering why she'd not gone back into the care giving business after Jenny and Kat were old enough to take care of themselves. "Well I am here to help. If there's anything I can do for you, sit and talk, read to you, if you'd like, I can go find a wheelchair and take you for one of those walks?"
"Ma'am, if you truly want to help me, get that bed pan so that I can piss."
Candy blushed a little. There was a bed pan under the bed. She grabbed it and held it out for the old man. "Here you go, Mr. Holmes."
"I mean you gots to do it. Arthritis you see." George held his hand up and she realized it was bent into a claw shape.
"I'll get a nurse," she told him.
"Been calling a nurse for an hour," he grumbled. George held up a buzzer beside his chair. Candy went to the door and looked out into the hall. One employee was down the hall busy with a man in a wheelchair. She thought about calling out to the woman, but she had her hands full. She turned back into the room. "End up pissing myself nine times out a ten," said George.
"Of course, I'll help you Mr. Holmes," said Candy. She looked around, there was a box of latex gloves on a table by the door. She pulled two out and pulled the gloves on over her hands, closing the door to give the old man some privacy. Candy walked over to the man and moved the bedpan to the floor between his legs.
He was wearing pajama bottoms beneath a white tee shirt. The pajamas were drawstrings and already loose. She didn't see why arthritis would have prevented him from reaching into his pajamas, but she reached out and pulled the waistband down anyway. His bushy gray pubes appeared and soon the root of a very thick penis. Candy reached into his pajamas, grasped the thick log inside and pulled his cock out. "Whoa!" she said, as it appeared, and she couldn't help but stare at it, impressed.
Holmes chuckled. "Never had no white woman touching it before."
Candy smiled at him. "Bet you were quite the stud back in the day," she told him. Willie truly had a monster of a cock. George Holmes wasn't as long as Willies', but he was close, over a foot long and it looked like it might be thicker than her lover's. George was also uncircumcised, and the head was a big heavy knob encased in a wrinkly sack. Yes, quite the stud, she thought.
"What do you mean, back in the day?" he asked, grinning widely, revealing yellowed and missing teeth. "I still gots it."
Candy held up the bed pan and aimed the fat cock at it. "Can you relax a little and let her rip?" she asked. He closed his eyes and appeared to strain. She'd never held a man's penis before as he urinated and certainly not some old nigger's huge cock. It jerked a little in her hand and then the flow started. Urine struck the bedpan. It fascinated her a little and she fought the urge to move it around as he peed. His flow was intermittent, sometimes strong, sometimes coming out in spurts. When it was strong, it felt like she was holding a garden hose in her hand, she could feel the urine traveling through it. Finally, it stopped and the old man sighed in relief. "All better?' she asked.
"You gotta shake the piss out Missy," he said.
Candy shook the floppy hose, urine flying from the tip. Then she squeezed upwards to get the last few drops out. As she moved her hand, she felt her fingers stretching apart. The old black man's cock was growing in her hand! In fact, once it got going, it hardened rapidly. His old cock soon started looking like a steel hammer, hard in her hand with that big round head peeking out of the foreskin. He was definitely thicker then Long's cock. "You're right Mr. Holmes, I take the whole "back in the day" comment back."
He chuckled. "Honestly, haven't had an erection in fifteen years until a few weeks ago when I woke up with a huge stiffy the likes I hadn't had since I was a young man. It was pitch dark cause of the fog that night and I had to fumble with the light cause I wanted to see what my dick looked like hard again. Been getting hard every day since. Several times."
"I think your penis looks incredible, Mr. Holmes. Any man would be proud to have something like this." Strangely, she hadn't released it and was fighting the urge to stroke it. She wasn't lying either, her late husband Marvin Cox certainly hadn't been anywhere near this size in the penis department, but then she'd never seen Marvin's penis as hard as this ninety-year-old nigger's cock either.
"Never had no beautiful young white woman touching it before. I don't think it's gonna go back down without help. I can't do it with these hands." He held one clawed hand back up.
"Y-you want me to get you off?" she asked, taking her eyes of his black cock, and looking into his old brown eyes.
"If there was one thing you could do to help me Candy, that would be it. It's been fifteen years since that big fucker shot a load and it would sure make me happy to cum just one last time.
"I g-guess... I could give you a hand job, but I... is it even safe at your age?"
"I don't care if it's safe or not and a hand job would be just fine... though I wouldn't complain if you wrapped those lovely red lips around it a bit either."
"I'm sure you wouldn't," said Candy, smiling. There was a bottle of hand lotion beside the old man. She reached out for it and squirted some on the latex in the palm of her hand and then some on his black shaft, running it up its length like she was squirting mustard on a foot-long hot dog. George sighed, a smile slowly spreading across his face as she started stroking him. He leaned back in the chair and stared down at her jerking him off. Candy just stared at his cock in fascination. The head had emerged from the foreskin, glistening, and swelling as the lotion coated it. Except for the bushy white pubes, this cock could have belonged to a twenty-year-old. It was swollen and hot, when she stopped stroking it, she could feel it's pulse through the large blue-black veins crisscrossing the mighty shaft. "My my, what a nice big black cock you have here, Mr. Holmes," she told him unable to take her eyes from it.
"Oh fuck!" he grunted, and it sounded painful. His cock exploded a huge wad of semen directly in her face. Candy closed her eyes just in time as her face was suddenly dripping with sperm. It was a bigger wad then even Willie Long's big loads and another one splattered on her face. Candy leaned down and opened her lips just in time to get a third wad of semen filling her mouth. She gulped, wrapping her lips around his still throbbing cock head. More semen filled her mouth and it was delicious. She gulped it down as fast as the old man could pump it into her mouth all the while wondering why she just hadn't just gone ahead and blown him. Her gloved hand continued jerking the old cock until every drop had drained from it and down her mouth.
When he was finally done, she released his cock and blindly stood up. She felt her way to the bathroom and the sink, turning on the faucet as she wiped all the sperm from her eyes. Her tongue licking all the sperm within its reach from around her lips. The 55-year-old woman cleaned her face. It hadn't been that long since she'd hooked up with Willie, but she'd already lost count of the number of facials she'd had since then.
Finally satisfied, she'd cleaned the sperm off her, Candy left the bathroom. The old black man was laying on the chair with his head back and his mouth partially opened. For a moment, panic swept her body. "Mr... Mr. Holmes? Are you all right?"
George was already grinning, but the grin spread wider across his mouth. "Next time, I wanna see dem white titties."
Candy smiled in relief. "Next time, maybe I'll use them to get your cock off."
She shook her head in disbelief as the old man's limp cock swelled and rose up just a bit at her words. "Amazing," she muttered, before turning to leave the room and meet the rest of her patients.
**********
Willie Long downed the last of his coffee and set the cup down on his desk. He looked over at the #1 Grandpa lettering on the mug and smiled thinking of his granddaughter Stacy. He was proud of Stacy, she got good grades and was goal driven despite her slutty nature. She'd never had a boyfriend that Long knew of, she just went out and fucked whatever member of the football team asked her out. Long shuddered at the images his hidden videos had captured. He'd accidentally glimpsed Stacy with every black member of the team before his fumbling hands could stop the video. They were using her, but she was smart enough to realize it and didn't seem to mind. That had changed recently, the black team members seemed eager to join Samson in conquering white cheerleaders. Stacy's activities had slowed down of late and he was worried she was a little depressed.
Willie Long and his late wife Rachel had one child, a daughter, Ella Wayne. They were lucky to have any at all as Rachel had difficulty conceiving. They never knew why she'd had fertility problems, but Long had always believed it stemmed from her sexual assault during the election day riot of '72. Their daughter was born late in the year following the riots and Rachel never conceived again. Ella Wayne wasn't as strong willed as Stacy and the moment she lost her virginity, she went cock mad. Rachel never admitted to it, but Willie always suspected his wife had taken their daughter for an abortion soon afterwards while Ella was still in high school. After that, Ella Wayne went on the pill. Her grades were nonexistent at that point as she skipped school, partied with thugs, and ran away every time her parents tried to stifle her behavior. Willie found her stripping at a club in the ghetto section of Coxburg, threw her over his shoulder and dragged her home.
Willie loved his wife but then she did something even worse in his eyes then take his daughter to an abortion clinic. Rachel introduced Ella Wayne to god, and not the real god, the Christian god. As much as Willie hated it, church seemed to work on his daughter and she calmed down considerably. Rachel was from a religious family and Long had never confessed his true religious beliefs. His wife just assumed he was a non-believer since he was so spiteful towards Christianity. Prayer kept the horny hormone crazed eighteen-year-old girl in check until Malik Brown came to church. Malik was an angry ghetto thug from Coxburg kept out of jail solely for being a juvenile. Now at eighteen, a religious judge had suggested church in exchange for leniency as Malik would be charged as an adult for his next crime. He spent two days total at church, a Sunday where he sat and stared at Ella Wayne the entire sermon and a Wednesday night where Malik and Ella Wayne were discovered fucking in the basement by the pastor. Malik was caught dealing three days later and went to jail. Ella Wayne gave birth to Stacy nine months later. Malik insisted his daughter Stacy have his last name. After giving birth, Ella Wayne remained largely celibate, but every time Mailk got released from prison, he'd show up to see his daughter and Ella Wayne would find herself fucking him for the brief period before he committed another crime and went back to jail. Willie grunted just thinking about that black thug. There was something about that nigga his daughter just couldn't resist. At least, Malik had been responsible for giving Long his one grandchild and Willie loved her more than anything else.
Willie sat back in his chair and glanced over at the video display. Nothing was going on over the live feeds at the moment. The cheerleaders had skipped out on the showers after discussing heading to Kitty's to use the pool. He watched Mrs. Kindle hurry off. She'd dressed unusually sexy that day in tight yoga pants and her hair was down. Unable to resist, he'd called her into his office and gave her the old black snake of Damballah. Other than that, it had been a slow down on his video feeds. Willie replayed the video of Jenny Summers and Coach Black, once again thanking Damballah that he'd had the foresight to place some cameras in the men's shower. He reached out for his pen and wrote blackmail at the top of his planner. He then switched over to the video of Samson and Kitty in the girl's locker room, forwarding it to the part where Kitty became Samson's anal slut. Underneath the word blackmail on his planner, he wrote Kitty Summers and Jenny Summers underneath Kitty. Monday was going to be a very good day.
Willie grabbed his briefcase and locked his office door. "Goodnight Miss Murdock, he said to his hunched over elderly secretary.
"Goodnight Principal Long," she replied.
Willie Long got in his car and pulled out of his parking spot. "Time to head home," he mumbled, a smile broadening his face when he realized that "home" now meant Candy Cox's house. He'd essentially moved in and hadn't looked back. Plus, he was totally happy living with the lovely Candace Cox. She was the perfect companion in every way. Watching the videos of Candy's daughter and granddaughter discovering the pleasure of black cock had his own enormous cock semi hard and his erection lasted the entire hour drive to Candy's old farmhouse in the old Dutch farming enclave North of town.
He wondered how Candy's day had gone.



            

  
    TCCS Pt. 02 Ch. 15: One Hot Librarian's Faith Exchange
  
  TCCS Pt. 02 Ch. 15: One Hot Librarian's Faith Exchange

            Bobbie Sue meets with Despre.

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/tccs-pt-02-ch-15-one-hot-librarians-faith-exchange

Title: TCCS Pt. 02 Ch. 15: One Hot Librarian's Faith Exchange

Author: Stormbringer

Category: Interracial Love

Description: Bobbie Sue meets with Despre.

Tags: big black cock, big breasts, librarian, oral, nerd, voodoo

Series: TCCS Pt. 02 Ch


Based upon comics by The Pit and Stormbringer
The Coxville Curse Part 2: Chapter 15: One Hot Librarian's Faith Exchange
**********
October 16, 2009: Friday, the Day of the Pool Party
**********
Bobbie Sue stood by the door and let the last of the library patrons out, locking it behind them. "Staying late again?" asked the Coxville Public Library's Director. The Director gathered up her purse. She was a thin figured woman in her fifties. Skinny with almost no breasts and short cut hair. She wasn't a native of the county, but had been hired because she had a master's in library sciences. "When are you going to share your secret research project with us, Bobbie?"
"Soon," replied Mrs. Kindle. "I'm showing some of it to a visitor shortly."
"The Priest? I don't mind a man of god in here after hours." She headed towards the rear door and her car. The Director was dedicated, but not one to stay long past 5:00pm on a Friday night. "Have a good evening." The woman paused and let her gaze fall on Bobbie Sue's rear end fully displayed in tight yoga pants. Bobbie Sue half felt she'd be reprimanded, but instead the older woman's gaze lingered a little too long before leaving. The staff suspected she was a lesbian, but no one knew for sure. She'd divorced over thirty years ago and never remarried or had a boyfriend as far as anyone knew.
Bobbie Sue turned off the library lights and strolled over to her workstation. The air conditioning automatically turned down when the library closed, so she undid her blouse and removed it, glad the Director couldn't see the tight halter she'd worn beneath her top. She sat before her computer, but her mind had trouble focusing on her work. Her brain was thinking about black cock.
Sometimes it seemed like the more sex she had, the hornier she got. Big black cock didn't satisfy her, it only made her crave more like an addict wondering where her next fix would come from even before the black cock in her pussy quit spurting. Bobbie Sue sighed and sat back in the chair. She closed her eyes and slid her hands up under her halter top, her fingers rubbing her nipples. Her pussy quivered in need even after fucking her boss just that morning. Principal Long had called her in to his office during her study hall and ordered her to strip off her blouse and skirt. Soon thereafter, she was impaled on his cock, her legs wrapped around the back of his chair as she kissed the old black man passionately. They fucked the whole period with Long depositing a huge load of sperm in her womb before she leaped off his cock and milked a few remaining spurts of cum into her thirsty mouth. His seed tasted particularly good to her, though all black cum was addictively delicious. "I called you in this morning Mrs. Kindle to compliment you on your motivational skills. All three of the students that you took on the field trip have assured me they intend to graduate high school. I expect you to keep those students and others motivated." She had eagerly agreed.
Bobbie Sue was horny as she sat alone in the darkened library. She wasn't horny thinking about Long or even her
time on the island with Elton. Omar, and Bron. She was horny thinking about a man she had never had and likely never would. That man was Father Despre, a visiting priest staying with the Sisters of Mercy. He had contacted her several weeks ago and even over the phone, his voice had a sensual, soothing quality to it, almost hypnotic. At that time, she wasn't even sure he was black. She just enjoyed listening to his voice and his slight Cajun accent. He was interested in her research and the history of the old Cox plantation. They spoke several more times on the phone each time for a little longer. Bobbie Sue didn't want to hang up. Last night they had finally met. Bobbie Sue had nearly swooned the minute he stepped into the coffee shop. David caught her, and she thanked her husband telling him that she had stood up too quickly. Her hands were shaking nervously when she shook the black priest's hand. He gripped her hand tightly, his dark eyes staring into her green ones before slowly moving down to stare at the gold cross around her neck or was it the swell of her large bosom? Her own eyes looked down his very fit body before coming to rest on the primitively tied wooden cross around his neck. An interesting choice from the more opulent crosses she usually saw on priests.
They sat and chatted, but not for long. Her stupid husband was in a hurry to get to dinner. Bobbie Sue gave Despre copies of her notes to which he seemed quite grateful. They shook hands again and Bobbie Sue was reluctant to release his hand. The black priest was very... intense. He'd left her so horny, she'd even had sex with her husband that night which certainly didn't satisfy her.
Bobbie Sue forced herself to concentrate on her research. She had found a new document, the delight of every historical researcher. She finished scanning it into the computer and carefully removed the original letter. The letter had been found inside an old family bible. She sat down and read it again.
**********
My dearest brother Jonathan,
Tonight, was a good night. We did it. We drove out the followers of the devil, Prospero. We met in the stables, some two dozen of us, proud Southern white men all gathered to listen to Franklin Cox speak. Mr. Cox was flanked by his brother's sons-in-laws, Caleb Summers and Joshua Small, all victims of the devil Prospero who had stolen the virtues of their wives in this very stable, now corrupted by the foul seed of the black devil (Bobbie Sue shivered for the library was built on the very spot where the plantation's stables once stood).
Franklin Cox extolled us while Small and Summers passed out the robes that would hide our identities. Soon we were all mounted torches burning and galloping towards the West side of the Cox plantation where the niggers lived. We ignored the outer buildings for we still needed the good niggers to work the fields and galloped straight towards the center of their village where the bald-headed fiends dwelled. Well, Johnny Reb, I can truly say we caught the niggers off guard and fired some of their homes before any realized we were even there. I saw Lewis Parker shoot a fleeing woman in the back when she ran nekkid from a burning home. Her mate, I believe it was an uppity negro named Falstaff ran out of the hut with a spear. He was nekkid too and I couldn't believe the size of the phallus swinging between his legs. I'd heard rumors of course, but there is nothing like seeing the like in person. Though, I'd had no intention of killing that night, I believe god raised my hand and pulled the trigger for me. Falstaff fell dead and another nigger Pertrucio fell soon thereafter to another bullet. Then the devil's pagan mother appeared, Tituba. The foul witch that had caused us so much pain. I raised the pistol again, but curse my luck, the gun misfired. She was nekkid, but for a cloth around her hips and I must say, I've never seen a finer looking female specimen for a woman in her fifties. If she'd been one of Madam Dietrich's proper nigger whores, I would have paid a few pennies for a romp with her the next time we visited Dietrich's brothel in Bar's town. Of course, Tituba was not a "proper" nigger, but an evil witch and mother of demons. In her hands was a pagan staff carved like a serpent with the top of the staff being the shape of a serpent's head and painted black. It is said, her obeah staff was carved from the very branch they used to hang her son! Even as my gun misfired, I watched her swing that staff at a passing rider, knocking him off his horse and falling to the ground, not getting up. The temerity of the black witch! Another rider managed to force her down with his horse, the former slave Caliban rushing to her side and helping her to her feet.
Franklin Cox fired his gun in the air and we rode up to him gathering around him in a semi-circle, rifles, pistols, and a few cavalry sabers aimed at the growing number of former slaves emerging from the huts. Many were nekkid and as I stared at the long black phallus's, many near a foot-long dangling, I wanted to shoot them all. Cox stood up in his saddle and told them that it was time for them to leave and if they didn't we'd be back, night after night. They stared at us, the hatred in their eyes returned with equal hatred in our eyes. Cox sat back down in the saddle, pulled the reins on his horse turning it back towards home and we followed.
Well Johnny Reb, I can proudly say that the next day, Tituba and some forty followers of her son's, hightailed it out of town and were seen heading East. Though I must confess, a part of me wishes they had stayed awhile longer so that I could shoot some more. You have no concept of what an abomination in the lord's eyes those males are with their shaven heads and their horse-sized phalluses. They should all die, and I promise you Johnny, this new group, this movement sweeping the South is the means to accomplish just that. I urge you to join our new Ku Klux Klan. I fully believe that it is the only thing that can save the South now before it's too late.
Your brother in family, god, and rebellion, Jake Kindle, 1886
**********
The letter both saddened and disturbed Bobbie Sue. Jake Kindle was a direct ancestor of her husband's and the family bible the letter had been found in, was in her very house. There was racism and there was RACISM. This letter was filled with hatred and death. Tears had rolled down her cheeks the first time she'd read it. David had looked at her like she was crazy, he just shrugged it off as an event that happened in the past. "At least my family never owned slaves, we were too poor," he said, shrugging again. Bobbie Sue wasn't so lucky, there were slave owners in her ancestry. Bobbie Sue was religious, but not too devout. Still, she crossed herself and brought her cross up to her lips to kiss as she prayed that mankind would find a better future. She heard a car door slam outside the library and her heart skipped a beat even as her "Amen" left her lips.
Bobbie Sue forced herself to calm down as her heart rate grew. What had she been thinking dressing like this? The hardworking woman usually dressed professionally, but attractively. Today, she'd worn tight yoga pants and a halter top with no bra under her work blouse. Her reddish blonde hair wasn't piled up on her head, but hanging down her shoulders. Not an unusual outfit for a gym, but not a proper one for meeting a priest alone in a closed library. She was exposing her figure for his eyes, hoping he'd want her like some Jezebel tempting a celibate priest! She began to regret her decision and considered pulling the blouse back on or not answering the door even as she ran to the window to look out to make sure it was him. Too late! Father Despre saw her and waved. She feebly waved back.
Despre hadn't dressed like a priest for his meeting with her either. If anything, he had dressed down. Sweat pants covered his lower torso and Bobbie Sue could see the swinging bulge of a massive black cock beneath the material. He wore only a tee shirt, that hugged a well-developed chest and left his muscular arms bare. He had some strange tribal armbands around his biceps, a strange pendant necklace, and his humble wooden cross around his neck. As she watched, even as he waved, the big black man suddenly staggered as if hit by an invisible force. Bobbie Sue was startled, but he waved her off that he was all right even as he drew himself up to his full height. She gasped again at what she saw. His sweats were now bulging out from the pressure of a huge erection beneath them. His huge cock appeared desperately to be trying to break free of its confines. He stopped and stared off into the distance, in the direction of the suburbs outside town. The black priest turned away from her and when he turned back, she saw that he had adjusted himself, the swollen outline of a thick black log bulging straight up from his crotch to above his navel.
"Father, are you all right?" she asked running to the door and unlocking it.
"I'm fine," said Despre, though he still looked a little dazed in her estimation. Sweat had broken out on his forehead and it was clear his cock was still hard. It even jerked as she stared at it.
She looked up and found his dark eyes were taking in her figure, her bare belly, the clear outlines on her nipples under her top. Why hadn't she worn a bra? It was cruel to tease this man. "Are you sure, Father?"
Despre looked down her body again and embarrassingly she felt her nipples harden even more under his gaze. Not just the nipple, but her entire areola had puffed out to the point they ached. He didn't look put off by her outfit. Instead, he grinned. That was another thing she found different about this strange priest, he seemed happy, not stern and uptight like all the other priests she'd met. "It's hard to explain, but I'm sensitive to various energies and I just felt a strong one when I was outside. It's a gift from my god." He didn't tell her that those energies were sexual waves and this blast had been a strong one. It was still coming. Somewhere out in the suburbs, multiple men and women were sending off strong sexual vibes that were building in an increasing crescendo. "I must say, you look fantastic, Mrs. Kindle." He stared openly up and down her body, even bending his head to get a better view of her ass. Her body involuntarily turned to present him a better view.
That really turned the faucets on, she thought wishing she could squeeze her thighs together. "Thank you, Father and please call me Bobbie Sue. I worked out a little after class today before meeting you here."
"Well your routine pays off, Bobbie Sue."
"You should meet my sister Sammy, she's a real fitness nut. You obviously know quite a bit about staying in shape too, Father." To her horror, Bobbie Sue's hand and reached up to squeeze his bicep. She yanked it back in embarrassment.
Despre chuckled. "You have something to show me?"
"Yes," she gasped. Her hands wanted to come up and pull the halter off over her head before wiggling out of her yoga pants. "The letter, of course. Follow me."
Bobbie Sue sat at her research desk and handed Father Despre the letter. "It's depressing," she warned him even as his eyes skimmed down the words. He nodded in response. "This was written by a direct ancestor of my husband's."
"Thank you, Bobbie. May I have a copy?" he asked handing the letter back to her.
"Of course, Father."
"Please call me, Papa. It's a more common term for a priest where I come from."
"Certainly, Papa Despre." Sitting had put her eye level with his amazing bulge. It hadn't shrunk an inch. "Papa," she whispered staring. He said something, but she was too enthralled by his bulge. "Excuse me, Papa?"
"I have something for you."
And I want it, she thought watching the outline of his cock throb. "What's that, Papa?"
"Information, Bobbie Sue. I think I know where your slaves went."
That got Bobbie Sue's attention. She looked up at him. "What's that?"
"The name Tituba rang a bell for me. Go to the Damballahislandresort.com on your computer."
Excited, Bobbie Sue quickly typed in the URL into her search engine and the Damballah Island Resort page filled her screen. It was a typical Caribbean island resort page, with palm trees, luxury hotels, couples in bathing suits strolling down the beach, etc. The island was small, slightly larger than Key West with a small city on one end and the resort on the other. The resort was new and had been built with funding from Sam-Edi enterprises. "It looks lovely."
"It is, I've visited there often. Click on the history link."
Bobbie Sue clicked on the link and started reading the story of the founding of Damballah Island.
**********
The following is an excerpt from the history section of the Damballah Island Resort website:
The ship's hold was hot and crowded with former African slaves. The male's heads were all shaved and were nude but for loincloths in the heat. The women were dressed the same, large breasts exposed, heaving and wet with sweat. If slavery had still been legal, the blacks would have brought a fortune as they were all prime physical specimens in their twenties and thirties except for the priestess Tituba who was 56 at the time, but had the figure of a woman 20 years younger. There were some children and half the women were pregnant. Only one was having difficulty with the heat. The ship's crew allowed her on deck to cool off. The men ogled her and offered her money to lay with them, but she refused. One man wouldn't take no for an answer and was lashed by the ship's captain who restricted the woman's deck time. The others were allowed to come up on deck in small groups as night fell. This had been their lot since the ship left Charleston a week previously.
The ship was called simply "HOPE" and it was a former slave ship with a large hold. The only differences between these blacks and their slave ancestors was that the free blacks weren't shackled, and they were heading in the opposite direction then their captive ancestors had traveled. They were going back to Africa for repatriation. The Portuguese captain, a man named Antonio Carlito had taken the last of their money with the promise of passage to Liberia. But he had no plans to keep his promise.
Captain Carlito anchored Hope off an uninhabited island in the Caribbean. He told the blacks that they could go ashore, stretch their legs, and look for food and water. His men rowed the former slaves to the white sandy beach while the ship gently rocked in the lagoon. The last rowboat contained the few possessions of the migrants which the sailors tossed on shore while the blacks were gorging themselves on the black berries native to the island. Tituba ran to retrieve her prized book from where it rested on the sand with the water lapping at its pages. She picked it up clutching it protectively to her breast while watching the Hope hauling the rowboat on board and soon afterwards the anchor.
Captain Carlito's last words to the stranded blacks was, "You can swim the rest of the way to Africa, you heathen niggers." and the ship turned, sailing back West.
The following is an excerpt from Captain Antonio Carlito's log from Hope dated June 4, 1887. It is translated from the Portuguese and contains obscene language, Readers should be advised before continuing:
My conscious is clear as I watched my men take the niggers to the shore. In truth, I had not sought to abandon them until that moment. The idea came to me as I watched the witch Tituba rowed ashore, her hand clutching the satanic black snake staff staring back at me accusingly as if she knew my intentions. I hated them. Not because they were niggers. Half my crew are niggers and good sailors all. I hated them because they are not Christian, not a one of them. The males have shaved heads as a sign of solidarity to some messianic figure, the refer to as Prospero or sometimes Damballah. Like our lord Jesus Christ, their Prospero was executed, but unlike the true son of god, he did not rise from the dead. They are ungodly creatures of the devil and deserve what is coming to them. I've heard the evil chants coming from the ship's hold nightly as they beseech Satan to guide them. Worse than the chants are the sounds of them fucking. Constantly fucking, their moans of pleasure rise from the hold. My men listen and watch through the hatch while they fuck. I too have watched and what I saw only convinced me more of their fiendish nature. The men all bare the cocks of bulls and their balls are filled with semen to match. They are more animal then men. At any given time, two or more are fucking. The women are as wanton as the men and seem to enjoy the giant devil cocks of the males. Furthermore, many seem to share or swap their partners and I have seen women sometimes servicing two males, taking one male in her mouth while the other fucks her from behind. I have watched them nearly every night and I need no more proof that they serve the devil then this, yet further proof they provided. As the Hope sailed away, I turned my glass back on the island. The niggers had gone mad! I stared intently at them. I could see their mouths smeared with black juice from the berries they had consumed. I could see the lust in their eyes. I could see their erect bull cocks. Every male was erect and looking towards the nearest female to bury their huge nigger cocks in. The women were just as mad, rubbing berry juice onto their breasts as they grabbed the nearest nigger cock and guided it into their mouths or their womanhood's. Only the witch wasn't engaged in the wanton act of fornicating. Tituba was standing in the water watching us sail away, clutching the book to her breasts and holding the staff out from her body. The last thing I saw was her turning and walking out of the water as the nigger called Caliban rushed her, his giant cock bobbing before him. Soon Tituba had joined the others riding Caliban's huge bull cock, her screams of pleasure coming to me across the water. I wished I had just dropped the lot of them in the ocean rather than witness this demonic madness.



The Hope was destroyed in a storm three days after stranding the former slaves and the log was salvaged from the hull. There were no survivors.
**********
Bobbie Sue was stunned by what she read on the Damballah Island Resort website. It was yet another amazing chapter in the history of Coxville. There was more to the history of Damballah Island including some pictures. There were several pictures of the serpent staff. The carved black snake coiled around the entire shaft to the top where it ended in a phallic serpentine head. The other pictures were of Tituba's precious book. It was displayed in a glass case in the town of Santo Prospero's city hall. It was water damaged and faded with age. You couldn't read the title anymore, but the picture was captioned, Experiments in Plant Hybridization by Gregor Mendel.
"The pea guy?"
"Excuse me?" said Despre.
Tituba's prized possession was a book by Mendel, the pea guy."
"The father of modern genetics," said Despre, staring at the lovely blond.
"And it's written in German! Amazing that an African-American slave could read a book in German." Bobbie Sue was stunned. The Cox family had been selectively breeding slaves for over a century culminating in their superman, Prospero and the giant cocked residents of Coxville today. Could the Cox family have been aware of at least the concept of genetics before Mendel had even discovered and codified it?
Bobbie Sue glanced over at the black priest standing beside her. His cock was still straining at his pants. "But you're not from Coxville?"
"New Orleans. Why do you ask?"
"You have a big coc... penis." Bobbie Sue blushed in horror when she realized her error. "You appear quite large down there, but you're not a Coxville native. You're from New Orle..." It suddenly occurred to her that Prospero had spent years in New Orleans, spreading his seed around to dozen maybe hundreds of women.
"I am quite endowed, Mrs. Kindle. Thank you for noticing."
Bobbie Sue buried her head in her hands to hide her red face. "I'm sorry Father. I know this is inappropriate."
"Well it is hard to hide," he bent to whisper in her ear, "my big black cock that is."
Bobbie Sue gulped and raised her head back up. She was suddenly starting to believe that she had a chance of satisfying her lust for the handsome black priest. "Father? Sorry Papa, is it possible that you are descended from Prospero? That would explain why you're so... BIG!" She stared lustfully at his bulge even as it twitched trying to break free of the elastic waist band holding it against his stomach.
"My family history does go back to that time period." He was grinning at her, enjoying this line of questioning.
"Papa," she said taking her eyes off his crotch and raising them to look him in the eyes, "Do you believe the curse could be real?"
"Perhaps, but is it a curse? Some might call it a blessing."
"Melvin said the same thing." He raised his eyebrows and she explained. "He's a senior at Coxville High. The greatest brain I have ever encountered. He deciphered the curse for me in minutes. He's not like us, persons of faith, he's an atheist and doesn't believe in curses only science."
"An interesting youth," said Despre. "Tell me Mrs. Kindle, if the curse is real, have you succumbed to it?"
Bobbie Sue stared back at him in horror. "No..." but his piercing eyes detected the lie, "Yes," she whispered, hanging her head down, but finding that only put her in line to stare at his cock again.
"Confess to me now, Bobbie Sue. Hold nothing back."
Bobbie Sue grabbed her cross and continued to stare at his bulge. "Forgive me Papa, for I have sinned. It has been five years since my last confession. I have committed the sin of adultery with many men. The first was Melvin, one of my students. My research had made me curious. All I wanted was to see if it was true about the cock sizes of black males in Coxville, but once I saw it I wanted it. It was simply... perfect."
Despre couldn't believe what he was hearing. She went from Melvin to Andy Gooch, the stoner, to her boss to the two high school janitors and then to three truant students she had taken on only several days in the past on an island in Lake Cox. "You have had intercourse with eight men of color in violation of your marriage vows?" he asked.
"Yes Papa, I.. I... fear I have become a slut for big black cocks. I don't know what to do. Is there hope for my soul? I don't think I can stop."
"There is always hope, Mrs. Kindle. We must test your faith. Your ability to resist temptation." To Bobbie Sue's shock and surprise, Papa Despre reached up to the waistband of his sweat pants and tugged them down under his balls. She gasped in lust as his huge cock crashed down like a felled redwood tree. Her hand came out to grab the shaft. His perfect cock was a perfect twelve inches of perfectly sculpted perfection. It wasn't the longest or thickest she'd had, but it was flawless in design. The only thing unusual about his shaft was that it was darker in color then the rest of his skin. The black coloring also grew spotty towards the base of his shaft making it appear to have been painted or stained. "Resist temptation," he repeated even as her hand glided up and down the thick shaft.
"But I want it," she muttered enthralled by his cock. It even smelled different from the others.
"Resist temptation," he said again, "or give in to your natural womanly needs and show this big black cock how much you want it."
Bobbie Sue slid her hand down to the base of his shaft and bent the hard monstrosity down towards her open mouth. She slurped on the head, looking up at him even as Papa Despre was pulling the tee shirt over his head. One of her dainty white hands came up to glide over his hard stomach and abdominal muscles. His body was as sculpted as his cock, a work of art.
Not only did his cock smell different, but it tasted different too. It was sweeter than the other black men, juicier and she assumed he must use a brand of body wash she wasn't familiar with. The taste only made her want it more and she began bobbing her head faster sucking more than half the length inside her mouth. She looked demurely up at him. He was grinning down at her and looking quite smug and happy. Even as she stared, his eyes grew wide in surprise and the smug grin left her face. His cock bucked in her throat and she felt it pumping. Sperm gushed down to fill her belly. Bobbie Sue was disappointed. She was just getting started, but then she remembered who she was blowing. Papa Despre was a celibate priest and might very well be a virgin and even if he'd had intercourse before taking his vows, he'd probably never felt the pleasure of having his cock sucked especially by someone who'd become somewhat of an expert. Her brain filled with the guilt of leading this holy man astray, but the guilt fled as she pulled back and his pumping cock filled her mouth with his seed. It was delicious! His sperm was mouthwatering good, vaguely sweet, and similar to the taste of his shaft. It was the best she'd ever tasted and addictively good. "Yummy," she said, as his cock plopped out of her mouth and she stroked a few more squirts of his cum out onto her tongue. Bobbie Sue immediately felt foolish and blushed.
Despre snorted. "Like that do ya?" He was still reeling from the blast of sexual energy that had just hit him. Multiple women had just become servants of the black snake of Damballah, even if they didn't realize it yet.
Bobbie Sue sobbed suddenly and stood up out of the chair. "Forgive me father, I couldn't help myself. I see you more as a man, then a priest. Forgive this sinner."
Despre watched as she brought her cross up to her mouth and pursed her lips. "Wait!" he ordered before she could kiss it. "Kiss mine."
Bobbie Sue looked at him strangely. He raised his cross up to her mouth. It was nothing more than two pieces of wood tied together by some leather thongs. A very humble cross for a not very humble man. She pursed her lips and kissed the wood. From time to time, Bobbie Sue struggled with her faith. Praying for guidance rarely worked and she'd once made the mistake of asking Melvin why he was an atheist. His answer was so rational and logical, that she'd almost unconverted at once. She hadn't asked again. Kissing Despre's cross convinced her more than anything that there was a god. She was filled with a sense of peace and wellbeing that she'd never gotten from prayer before or going to mass. Impossible, but she almost felt like god was pleased with her behavior!
Much to Bobbie Sue's surprise, Despre stepped away from her still holding the cross up. She looked down and saw that he had stepped out of his sweats and even as she watched he kicked off his shoes. He was naked, but for the cross and the tribal looking armbands. "You are a sinner, Mrs. Kindle, for you are a daughter of Eve. You have been tempted by the black snake and tasted of the fruit of the tree of knowledge." Despre felt a large dollop of semen drip from his limp cock. The lovely blonde watched it fall the library's carpet and licked her lips. He closed his eyes and gathered in some of the sexual energy that permeated this entire county. His cock stretched an inch and rose hardening back to full mast. He heard the woman gasp. When he opened his eyes, it was his turn to gasp. The town librarian had pulled the halter off over her head. Her breasts were magnificent, large conical melons with long pointy nipples. "You now have the knowledge, Bobbie Sue," he said watching her struggle to pull the tight yoga pants down. "The knowledge that only big black cock can satisfy you or bring you happiness."
"It's true," whispered the now naked Mrs. Kindle. She walked towards Despre. He led her towards a long study table and lifted her up onto it. The table was the perfect height for fucking. Bobbie laid down on her back and spread her pussy lips open for him even as he guided the apple sized cock head towards her hungry pussy. "Fuck me, Papa," she pleaded.
Despre pushed his cock head down against her pussy until he began to penetrate her. The handsome black man threw his head back and cried, "Mwen sakrifye sa yo orgasms ou Damballah, kreyatè de vi."
Bobbie Sue looked up at him in alarm. He'd spoken in the Haitian Creole of the curse. She'd caught what sounded like, sacrifice orgasms to Damballah, creator of life. Then his cock head was in her and she didn't care anymore as the orgasms started coming like fireworks. Her hips bucked up into his strong thrusts. Despre leaned down and sucked one hard nipple into his mouth before kissing over towards the other one. His hips never stopped their constant hard thrusts and she felt herself cumming with almost every one. There was no such thing as a bad fuck from a big black cock, but Despre really knew how to work it. This man was an expert and his cock had been in a multitude of women. "You're no priest," she gasped as he straightened up, grabbing her legs while he slammed his cock rapidly in and out of her pussy at an almost inhuman speed.
"But I am a priest, a priest of Damballah," he cried, laughing. Bobbie Sue looked at him in surprise even as her pelvis continued rising into his thrusts. He put one of her legs over his shoulder and reached down to grab her breast. Instead, his fingers found her cross and closed before snapping the chain around her neck. He tossed it aside contemptuously. "Your god says this is wrong, my god wants us to fuck. Sexual pleasure is a gift from Damballah and your god made it a sin. What fools you followers of Christ are!
"NO!" hissed, Bobbie Sue. When she had first fucked Melvin, she'd been as horrified fucking an atheist as she'd been fucking a black guy. Now she was fucking a voodoo worshiping pagan!
"Do you want me to stop?" he asked, yanking his hips back until his cock sprang free to rear up over her abdomen. It dripped with her orgasms.
"NO!" she said again, this time sitting up and grabbing his slick shaft. She bent it down back into her pussy and soon the orgasms were coming again. "FUCK ME! FUCK ME! LOVE YOUR COCK! DON'T CARE WHO YOU ARE!" she screamed, tears of joy and pleasure running down her cheeks. "It's so good! SO GOOD! SO FUCKING GOOD! God damn it, fuck me. Fuck me. FUCK ME!" He slammed his cock in deep and she felt it buck, the first strong spurt of his seed striking deep into her womb. "SEED ME GOD DAMM...BALLAH!" Bobbie Sue had an immense orgasm, her pussy and womb contracting all around his spurting cock. He grabbed her arms and pulled her up so that she was sitting on the edge of the table. He kept his cock buried in her as she wrapped her legs and arms around him. They kissed until the last drop of his sperm had filled her womb.
Despre stepped back and his cock plopped out. Her spread legs suddenly turned into Niagara Falls until she clamped her hands over her leaky pussy to keep from messing up the carpet. "Go clean up," he ordered watching her jump down and walk bowlegged towards the bathroom with her hands still between her legs. "And don't think I'm done with you."
***********
Bobbie Sue left the bathroom door open and Despre strolled over. She straddled the toilet and tried to force his cum from her pussy, but she knew by experience that the seed of black men didn't like coming out and a lot would remain trapped in her womb. He watched her. It felt strange, like having a man watch you pee. "Why are you posing as a Catholic priest?" she asked, her face turning red as she strained to get his cum out.
"It's a long story, but it gives me a place to stay and the nuns have been very... accommodating."
It sounded like she was having a diarrhea attack, but the splattering noise hitting the toilet water was all his semen. "Why are you here?"
"A pilgrimage of sorts. I came to see the oak, but found it destroyed. I fashioned my cross from its branches." Despre watched her eyes go down to the cross around his neck and widen. Kissing it had been a bigger religious experience to the woman then praying to her god ever had. "Visit Coxville County, see the nigger hanging tree, stay for the big titted women," he said sarcastically.
"I'm sorry," she said.
Despre shrugged. "His death was preordained." He held out his hand. "Come," he said.
She squatted lower over the toilet and there was another splattering. This time it was pee. She looked at him, blushed, and then shrugged herself. Bobbie Sue took his hand and he led her past her desk and the table they'd just fucked on. He was getting dangerously close to the front windows. The whole front of the library was glass. He
turned, his cock starting to rise again. "It's like you can do that at will," she said.
"I can," he replied. Despre grabbed her and spun her around, pushing her towards the window panes.
"Not too close," she said, starting to push back. "Someone will see us."
"Let them see," he said. There were computer stations lined about next to the windows. He pushed her between two of them. Despre grabbed her hips and guided his cock back between her thighs.
Bobbie Sue looked out on the main street in alarm as the black priest began thrusting into her again. His thrusts were hard forcing her to brace herself against the glass. It was dark outside and it would be hard to see into the darkened library. She watched a car drive past. His thrusts grew harder and she had to brace her head against the pane along with her hands. Luckily, this section of main street was largely deserted even on a Friday night. This was the government section and all the offices were closed. She could see the circle in front of city hall, the old plantation. She could see the courthouse across the street. The sheriff's office next door to the courthouse had its lights on and she could see a deputy at the desk. His thrusts turned powerfully hard, mashing her breasts to the panes as he fucked her from behind and the orgasms started coming. She watched as the sheriff's squad car entered the circle in front of City hall and drive past her window as it patrolled down towards the busier section of Main Street where the movie theater was, as well as some restaurants, and a bar. "FUCK ME!" she cried after one particularly big orgasm.
"What do you want, Mrs. Kindle?"
"I want you to fuck me," she gasped. "Fuck me with your big black cock."
"Don't tell me, tell the world."
She glanced out over the town of Coxville and to her utmost horror, she saw a familiar figure approaching. "I want to be fucked by big black cock," she screamed as he increased his thrusts. Don't look! Don't look! She prayed as her sister jogged past the window, but Sammy Spitzman was focused on her nightly run and her head continued to stare intensely forwards. Bobbie Sue's hard pointy nipple pushed deep into her flattened tits as he slammed hard into her pussy forcing her entire body against the window.
"What do you love?"
This time she screamed it out to her retreating sister and to the world. "I LOVE BIG BLACK COCK!" Despre steadied her hips and slowly pulled his cock out. Bobbie Sue craved it again immediately, but a small part of her felt relieved, there was only so much a woman could take. She felt the cock head move up and press against her rosebud. It parted easily under the pressure, her ass had grown used to having thick black cocks shoved deep inside it. She even craved it now and would have been disappointed if he hadn't tried to fuck her ass. "I LOVE GETTING FUCKED IN THE ASS BY BIG BLACK COCK!" she screamed out to Coxville without being prompted.
Despre forced her body forwards until her entire nude figure was pressed against the glass by the weight of his body. He put his hands against the glass and his head over her shoulder as he continued to fuck her ass. "This is how it should be Coxville, your women surrendering their bodies to the superior black cocks of Damballah." Two cars drove past. One glance by the drivers and they would have seen the town's hardest working woman being integrated by a black man. Despre licked her ear before whispering. "Black men, black cocks, and black seed," into her ear. "What do you love Mrs. Kindle?"
"BLACK MEN, BLACK COCKS, BLACK SEED," she shouted out to Main Street just as her bowels began filling with the black seed that she loved so much. He pulled out and Bobbie Sue immediately turned and fell to her knees. She grabbed his still hard cock and jerked it off, trying to get more of his seed. She was rewarded by a few strong squirts into her open mouth and onto her tits. When he finished, she kissed his cock head as a sign of respect while her other hand rubbed his sperm into her nipples.
Bobbie Sue ran to the bathroom again and after she'd emptied her squishy bowels as best she could, she grabbed her cleaning kit (she'd put it together after realizing fucking Melvin would be a regular thing) and came out to get to work cleaning his sperm up. The biggest puddle was under the edge of the table. Despre was dressed and smiling at her as she started cleaning in the nude. His sweats started bulging out and she grinned at his desire for her. "Can I see you again?" she asked.
"I'll be staying in town awhile longer. We'll get together again."
Bobbie Sue saw her broken cross. She looked at the gold cross and the broken necklace. "How does one serve Damballah, Papa?" She asked out of curiosity. She wasn't about to give up her faith for voodoo, but she was curious.
"Just keep doing what you're doing, Mrs. Kindle." he answered before turning to leave. "Just keep doing what you're doing."
He let himself out.
**********
Bobbie Sue sent a quick text to her husband that she was on her way home from the library. The lovely blonde did a quick sweep of the tables and carpet looking for signs of Despre's semen, nodding her head satisfied that her cleaning job had gotten everything. She went to her desk and gathered her car keys. Her head was down, fumbling through her large bundle of keys for the library key while she opened the door and stepped outside. In a moment of clumsiness that would have made her sister proud, Bobbie Sue slammed into someone with a loud "UMPHH!" coming from her breasts.



"He he he," said Melvin, stepping back. Her facial tick returned at the sound of his laughter. His fist was raised in a knocking position as he'd been just about to rap on the door to get her attention when she stepped through it. The fist moved over to his face and adjusted the thick black glasses on his nose as it had been knocked askew by her prodigious bosom. "He he he, hi Mrs. Kindle," he said, unable to take his eyes of her breasts. The halter left little of her nipples to the imagination.
"Melvin! What are you doing here at this hour?" she asked.
It was weird seeing a black man blush, but his cheeks clearly turned darker. "I rode my bike here."
Bobbie Sue glanced over at the bike rack and at the lone bicycle in it. It was a girl's adult bike with an embarrassing basket on the front with a flower design on it. She knew Melvin didn't have any money and would have bought him a real bicycle, but it wouldn't last long in the Westside of town where he lived. It would either be stolen, or some thug would bully it away from him. "That's a long ride Melvin."
"I know. He he he. I was home studying when my testicles started aching and my penis started swelling. It really hurts Mrs. Kindle. I need to get off." He reached down and squeezed his bulge. Her eyes followed.
"I see," she replied. "I'm sorry, but I'm on my way home..." Her nipples popped out and began aching as much as Melvin's balls must be. "I just texted Jake that..." The faucet in her pussy turned on and started soaking her already crusty panties. "I can't right now..." Bobbie Sue had been completely sexually satisfied by Despre less than an hour ago and now within seconds was totally horny for black cock again. "I can't say no to that big black cock of yours Melvin. Of course, we can fuck," she said, turning around and reentering the library.
"He he he," giggled Melvin following her. "I've never seen you look so sexy," he said, eyes sweeping up and down her body.
"Thank you," she replied, pulling the halter over her head, freeing her giant conical breasts. She stood before him clad only in the form hugging yoga pants.
"I like your hair down," he told her. She always wore it up on her head at work and school. Mrs. Kindle always looked like a sexy professional, but with her hair down and dressed like this, she looked like a sexy slut. Melvin opened his pants and pushed them down, sighing with relief as his hard cock sprang up from its confines.
Bobbie Sue wiggled out of the tight yoga pants and walked nude over to the table where she had so recently fucked the black priest of Damballah. She jumped up on the table and spread her legs open, staring hungrily at Melvin's bobbing cock even as he stared hungrily at her dripping pussy. She reached out and grabbed his massive shaft just as he stepped up to the table. "Here, let me put this where it belongs," she told him, guiding his cock between the warm folds of her pussy. They both moaned as he pushed it inside.
Melvin worked his cock in and out, letting her arousal coat his shaft, pushing deeper as it became more lubricated. He leaned down and licked one of her nipples as he pushed his cock in all the way to the hilt. His sexy teacher shuddered beneath him as she came hard. Her cum soaked his balls and started dripping down to the carpet.
Bobbie Sue wrapped her legs around his hips and held him inside her. "He he he, I love being inside you," he moaned. "He he he. He he he." She pulled his face down to hers and shoved her tongue down his throat, kissing him both to say thank you for the wonderful orgasm and to stop his grating giggling."
He kissed her back, squeezing her breasts and pinching her nipples with both hands until her pussy spasmed all around his shaft as she came again. Weak from the orgasm, she collapsed back down on the table.
Melvin stood up straight and cupped her knees under his scrawny arms. "Gonna fuck this white pussy good now," he growled, pumping his shaft.
Bobbie Sue moaned, loving how sometimes he'd go all dominant male when he was fucking her. "Yes Melvin, fuck your white pussy good with your big black cock. Shit! Gonna cum!" Bobbie Sue squirted so hard, her juices fanned out around his pumping shaft.
Melvin bucked his hips as fast as he could, watching his teacher squirm in ecstasy on the table. Her tits were heaving each time he sank his cock in balls deep. After every ten pumps of his shaft, her hips would slowly raise up off the table and she'd cum again. The ache in his balls grew worse and he buried his cock, the first large shot of sperm filling her womb. "Take my seed, BITCH!" he grunted, working his cock around a few times, sending more strands of semen into her pussy. Mrs. Kindle screamed in orgasmic pleasure as he seeded her yet again.
Melvin held his cock in deep feeling it twitch several more times letting more sperm loose into her womb. His cock turned soft and he slowly pulled it out. "Sorry about what I called you, Mrs. Kindle," he apologized.
Bobbie Sue was staring at her belly. He'd unleashed the entire load of both balls into her womb and her entire lower abdomen looked bloated. She felt his spent cock fall loose from her pussy and her belly slowly contracted as his sperm rushed down her pussy to pour out in a steady stream to soak the carpet. "That's okay Melvin. You got caught up in the moment is all." She forced herself to sit up and jump off the table. "I'm not a bitch though."
"I know, Mrs. Kindle," he said, holding his head down and looking like the meek nerd he was.
"I'd be a bitch if I didn't fuck you, but since I can't stop fucking you, that makes me a slut. Feel free to call me a slut."
"You're a slut," he said. "He he he."
Bobbie Sue's eye tic returned as she walked to the bathroom, waddling as she cupped her hands under her leaking pussy. She tried to expel all she could over the toilet before collecting her cleaning kit yet again and returning to the table. Melvin was laying on it nude, breathing heavily from his recent exertion. She knew he was mildly asthmatic, but thought it was mostly an excuse to get out of playing sports in gym class.
Bobbie Sue wiped up the large pool of sperm that had formed beneath their crotches and sprayed air freshener around it. Satisfied, she gathered up her clothes and pulled her yoga pants on. "You can leave your bike here if you want and I'll drive you home." She walked over to her computer to check her emails one last time while pulling the halter on over her head. One message intrigued her, and she clicked on it before adjusting her breasts into the top. "This is interesting Melvin."
"What's that?" he asked, sitting up on the edge of the table. She glanced over at him. His cock was limp, but it was still swollen plump. It hung over the edge of the table like a foot-long spoiled banana.
"I just got an email from the Boston Public Library and it seems they have a Cox family diary in their archives." She looked back at him. He was holding his cock, still huge, but it was limp in his hand as he held it. "Unfortunately, it's not available for circulation as it's in their historical reference section."
She took her eyes of the text and gulped as her gaze fell on his cock. He was stroking his shaft and it was hardening up. "Looks like I'm going to Boston," she said, not taking her eyes off his cock. "Melvin, what are you doing?"
"I need my cock sucked," he told her jumping off the table.
"Melvin, it's late and I need to go home..."
"I said I need my cock sucked... SLUT." he told her.
"Of course, sir," she replied, her lust growing as she watched his bobbing cock approaching her. Bobbie Sue took her eyes off it long enough to pull the halter off over her head. She bent forwards meeting his cock head with her lips and kissed it before taking him in her mouth. She worked her mouth along the end, slurping around the head and several inches beyond.
Melvin reached down and brushed some of her long blonde hair out of her face. He kept his hand on her head and began guiding her up and down his shaft. Melvin added a second hand and took over fucking her face, grunting as she sucked him. The act of sex sometimes brought out the dominant black male in Melvin and she loved it when he acted manly. "Fuuuuuuck!" he growled. "Suck that black cock, slut."
Bobbie Sue trembled in lust, her pussy leaking arousal again. He pushed her head back and she froze with just his plump cock head in her mouth. He tried to pull her forward, pushing his cock at the same time, but she resisted, and the little geek actually growled in anger. Her teeth came down on the shaft just under the flair of his cock head. He froze and released her head. Bobbie Sue pulled back, keeping her mouth wrapped tightly around his head forcing Melvin to take several steps forward. As he stepped between her legs, she arched her back and enveloped his hard-black shaft with her bosom, relaxing her teeth. Melvin growled again and started slipping his cock back and forth through her breasts. "That's it Melvin, fuck my slut titties with your big black cock."
"Fuck yeah," he growled again. His hands came down and took over squeezing her breasts around his shaft. His hot teacher bent her chin down and opened her mouth, so his cock head could push into her mouth each time he shoved forwards through her tits. Her tongue twirled all around his cock head each time he entered her mouth and sometimes her held still while she licked his cock head like a lollipop.
Bobbie Sue looked up lovingly at the scrawny black teen as he titty fucked her. Sweat had appeared on his forehead. She squirmed in her chair, pushing her pussy down against her seat. He'd positioned his hands on her breasts perfectly so that he could squeeze her hard nipples between his thumbs and forefingers. The little nerd was skillfully twirling, rubbing, and pinching her nipples to the point, Bobbie Sue was forced to slide one hand down underneath her yoga pants until her finger found her wet pussy. It slid inside her, rubbing her clit rapidly.
Melvin was grunting and squinting, his cheeks turned darker as he strained. She looked down and saw his giant cock head pushing up through her breasts. It had turned an angry dark purple and swollen even larger. The urethra opened. Bobbie Sue closed her eyes just as a blast of semen peppered her face and then the head was in her mouth, still cumming and she could taste his delicious sperm even as her own fingers brought her off to orgasm. Semen hit her forehead, nose, and cheeks again. She gulped his cum down before the head reentered her mouth, a powerful strand of sperm striking the back of her throat before her mouth was empty and a spray of cum covered her lips and chin. The head thrust forwards, but just to her lips, her mouth half filling with his seed which she rolled around on her tongue before gulping down. His cock continued to cum, but now it was flowing out around the head like lava from a volcano, flowing down his shaft to coat her breasts and nipple with even more of his youthful black seed. Bobbie Sue had continued cumming with each spurt of his cock and when he was finally done, she pulled her soaked hand from out of her pants, panting with relief as she wiped the sperm from her eyes with her dry hand.
"Wow," said Melvin stepping back.
His cock fell down to stick straight out from his crotch. It was at its apex. The point where it was at its hardest and most swollen when cumming just before it began to deflate. She stared at it in awe and just as she thought it was about to shrink, it gave one last jerk, shooting a strand of semen from her yoga pants, over her navel, between her breasts, and stopping on her chin. It made several more spasms, dribbling sperm out of the head before the beast finally began to hang downwards. "Wow, yourself," she replied. That last gasp of sperm was more than her husband had cum in all her years of marriage.
"He he he."
Bobbie Sue's eye twitched. She stood and strolled back to the library's bathroom. She looked at her sperm covered face and body. As messy an inconvenience as it was, she loved being covered in a black man's sperm. Bobbie Sue reached down and hefted one of her large conical breast, lifting it up until she could reach the nipple with her. Her tongue flickered out, lapping up the sperm from her nipple. She did the same with her other breast. Some of the other large concentrations of sperm, she scooped up with her finger and licked it off. She washed off the rest with a wet towel.
When Bobbie Sue returned with her cleaning kit, Melvin was dressed and browsing through the astronomy section of the library even though he had read every book there by this point. He'd blown his load mostly on her so cleaning it up didn't take too long. She returned her kit back to the restroom and walked back to her desk, retrieving her halter, and pulling it over her head.
There were three messages from David on her phone wanting to know where she was. The last was in all caps indicating he was worried. She texted back that she'd gotten distracted and lost track of time. Her husband would understand, he'd realized he was married to the hardest working woman in Coxville a long time ago. "Come on Melvin," she called. "I'll drive you home."
They left, Bobbie Sue locking the library door behind them. "By the way, Mrs. Kindle," said Melvin. "Where's your cross?"
Her hand reached up to where her cross normally hung from her neck. It was in her purse. "The chain broke," she responded, thinking of the powerful priest of Damballah ripping it from her neck. Melvin just nodded in response. Her car was in the side parking lot.
As they walked past it, neither noticed the smudged outline of a feminine body on the window of the library.
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The Coxville Curse Saga: Part 2: Chapter 16. The Pool Party
**********
October 16, 2009: Friday, the Day of the Pool Party
**********
THE POOL PARTY
**********
Jenny arrived home, a thrill shooting up her spine as she saw the elongated package beside the door. She retrieved it and headed up the stairs eager to try out her new toy. Harold was away and wouldn't be back until Sunday night and Kitty was handling cheerleading practice tonight, thinking that her mom was off to spend the weekend with her dad. Her plan was to try out the dildo, shower, tidy up a bit, then sneak over to Coach Black's in her lingerie and fuck him all weekend long. Hopefully, she wouldn't tire him out too much as the COCKS had an important home game tomorrow afternoon.
Not overseeing practice today, Jenny had decided to forego her red coach uniform and instead wore a black skirt and a white low-cut tee shirt that displayed her impressive cleavage nicely. Her hope was to get the Coach worked up, but she'd barely seen him and instead she just had all her students staring googly eyed at her chest. Bobbie Sue and Ivana had given her disapproving stares, Ivana even grinning in triumph when Principal Long walked up to them, expecting the old black man to ream Jenny out, but instead the principal had complimented Jenny on her outfit. Ivana's grin of triumph had collapsed into one of disbelief. Jenny stripped her clothes off and laid naked on her bed.
Jenny ripped open the package and pulled the plastic replica of L.D.'s cock from it. She ran her fingers along its impressive length, her pussy began leaking with anticipation. It was big and thick and beautiful and... disappointing. It was lifeless and dead. It didn't throb with power and virility like Black's massive cock did. Its veins didn't pulse with life as it grew, and it certainly wouldn't pump her womb full of black seed. Jenny suddenly knew this hard piece of plastic wouldn't work, but decided to try anyway. She spread her legs and brought the dildo down between her thighs. She worked the head around the entrance to her pussy a bit, coating it with her juices for lubrication and then she slowly pushed it inside. She buried it until it hit her cervix and then she raised her hips up into it, angling her cervix just right before pushing the dildo in deeper into her womb. She sighed with relief at being finally stuffed again after three days without a black cock in her pussy.
Jenny worked the dildo in and out of her as best she could, having a small, but satisfying orgasm. She finally pulled the dildo out of her, looking up at the long glistening piece of plastic. "You were good, but not great," she told it. "But you'll have to do when the real thing's not around to take care of me." She slid the dildo in a drawer and took a quick shower.
Jenny pulled her robe on and tidied up the house. She left some household items in specific places and measured the amount of alcohol in the bottles in Harold's liquor cabinet, just in case Kitty decided to disobey her orders and have a party. She already knew there was no keeping Samson out of the house. Jenny then called her husband and apologized, saying she couldn't get away that weekend and was ordered to attend tomorrow's game or lose her Coaching position. Harold was disappointed and angry. She told him to enjoy his weekend alone and promised to make it up to him.
Jenny checked the time. Black would be done with practice soon and hopefully head straight home. If he wasn't home when she got there, she'd just wait in her car with her robe on over her lingerie. There was nothing left to do, but the dishes. Jenny headed to the kitchen and started the dishes unaware that her plans were about to change. Unaware that Kitty was setting up her friends, Miko, Patty, Susan, and Pamela to entertain every black member of the Coxville Cocks. Unaware that this event would take place in her own backyard.
*****************
Six beefed up black seniors watched in jealous awe as Kitty Summers kissed Samson West on the bleachers. Behind Kitty, the rest of the cheerleading squad were stretching and warming up for practice. Kitty was supposed to be leading the squad as her mom was going out of town to meet her dad, but the love-struck teen preferred spending time with her new boyfriend.
"Look baby, my niggas want some white cheerleader pussy too," said Samson.
Kitty's brow wrinkled, and she looked up in the sky as she considered Samson's request. She glanced down on the field at the rest of the squad. Kitty's closest friends, Miko, Susan, Patty, and Pamela were prominent on the field. The rest of the squad worked out behind them led by Stacy. As the most popular clique in school, the hot cheerleaders all had boyfriends, white of course. Her friends, the rest of the squad, and the entire school for that matter didn't know what to make of Kitty Summers and Samson West's relationship. Miko and Patty had been a little cold while Susan had been openly hostile about Kitty's dating a "nigger". Pamela had been the only friend to encourage her relationship, but then she'd also been seen around Todd a lot, consoling the heartbroken teen. Kitty looked over at the six black football team members clustered together and ogling the exercising cheerleaders wanting something they could never have dreamed of having just a month ago. Now their minds were full of the possibilities. "Mom should be on her way out of town to meet dad. Come to my house in an hour for a dip in the pool and we'll have ourselves a little party."
Kitty kissed Samson again, the black members staring in awe and jealousy at this amazing sight. She waved bye and descended the bleachers back to her friends. "Alright, that's enough practice for the day and since we all know that my mom's gone out of town, what say we head back to my place and use the pool. I've invited some of the team members to join us."
"Yes," said Miko. "It's hot as hell out here."
"Sounds good," replied Susan while thinking, 'but if she invited Samson, then I won't be swimming in the same pool that a nigger's in.'
The others nodded, Kitty adding, "Great. Go grab your suits and meet me at my house in a half hour." Kitty smiled deviously and glanced up at the black men, still sitting in the bleachers watching the cheerleaders.
**********
Jenny Summers was busy doing the dishes. Her hair was pulled back in a ponytail. She was nude underneath a short robe. The robe was borderline scandalous. If she bent to pick something up, she'd flash an observer a clear view of both her beaver and her ass. It was also low cut and more than a third of her prodigious chest was bared to the world. She only wore it when going form the shower to her bedroom or when she was home alone, not even wearing the skimpy thing in front of Harold.
Jenny stared out the window. Kitty had arrived home a short while ago, but stayed seated in her car. The hottest mom in Coxville was surprised to see her daughter alone and not with her new arrogant black boyfriend. For a moment, she dared hope that Kitty had come to her senses and broken it off with Samson. The black boy was going nowhere, and Kitty had a bright future as did her recent boyfriend Todd. Deep down, she knew Kitty wouldn't be able to give up Samson's black cock anymore then she could give up Coach Black's. She shivered just thinking about her new black lover and her thighs turned wet just thinking of him. For some reason, the black asshole had told her that he couldn't see her this weekend and that he'd made plans knowing she would be going away to meet her husband. Even when she canceled on Harold, Black had just shrugged.
"Here come the girls," muttered Jenny as Miko appeared walking down the street outside and Patty soon followed on her bicycle. Most of Kitty's friends lived within walking distance of the Summer's house. Susan arrived, her hair pulled up on her head. She wore her glasses and carried an ever-present book in her hand. She wasn't as popular as the others, but the four girls had been friends for over ten years now. Jenny watched the group walk up her driveway.
"Mom! What are you doing here?" asked Kitty, coming through the door.
"I'll be leaving later," she lied. "My bag's packed and by the door." Her bag was a simple overnight bag that she planned to take to Black's to surprise him.
"Give daddy a kiss for me." Kitty sneered at her mom unable to forgive her for cheating on her father even if it gave Kitty the leverage she needed to keep seeing Samson without daddy knowing of course. "I got more friends coming. Please show them to the pool."
"Of course, dear." Jenny glanced down disapprovingly at her daughter's shorts. The jean shorts were tight and too small and left half her ass cheeks sticking out. She'd never wore anything like that before Samson got his cock into her.
"Hi Coach," said Pamela. The other girls greeted her too.
Kitty opened the sliding glass door to the back patio and their nice sized swimming pool. The other cheerleaders followed her out the door.
**********
Kitty pulled her tank top off as she walked to the other side of the pool. She tossed her top over a chair and sat down on the edge with her feet in the water. Her blonde hair was up in pig tails.
Pamela stared wide eyed at Kitty's skimpy bikini top. It was light blue and left tit flesh exposed all around the triangular cup. Her nipples were well defined through the top and as she watched Kitty lifted her ass up and unsnapped her shorts. She raised her legs out of the water long enough to take her shorts off. The bikini bottoms left her entire ass exposed too. Pamela pulled her summer dress off over her head. She was an avid athlete and the body she exposed was hard and well defined. Her aqua bikini was more of a sporty two-piece suit. The top was closer to a sports bra and the bottoms closer to short shorts then panty. She played field hockey, ran track, and did gymnastics through the year, never slowing. She trained regularly with Coxville's health nut, Sammy Spitzman. She kept her hair cut shorter than the other girls to keep the sweat out of her eyes when she worked out. Her dirty blonde hair was more brown then blonde and the ends only reached her neck. At little to no body fat, she was unique amongst Coxville natives in that her once bouncy C-cup breasts had shrunken down to pert Bcups. She walked to the edge and dipped one toe in the water. This late in the year, the water had warmed to a comfortable level.
Miko undid her blouse revealing her yellow bikini much more modest then Kitty's yet her prominent nipples still stuck out, a curse most Coxville women suffered. Miko had full lips and long straight black hair down over her shoulders, the longer ends nearly curving down to her nipples. She was half Okinawan and had a typical shorter and thin Asian figure, but her dad's Coxville genes had given her bigger breasts. She was glad for her firm C cups as her big breasts made her feel like she fitted in more with the Coxville natives that went back for hundreds of years. She sat down beside Kitty and slid into the pool. The water was warm, but cool enough her nipples hardened even further.
Patty was a buxom freckled blondish red head. Her hair reached her shoulder blades and flared outwards. She pulled her sweat pants down and removed her top. Her purple bikini was almost as skimpy as Kitty's. It wasn't really her fault as her body always looked like it was trying to burst out of whatever she wore. Patty was both the tallest at 5'9" and biggest of the cheerleaders. She wasn't fat, but she had enough flesh to make everything jiggle excitedly. During away games, the eyes of all the rival school's boys would go straight for Patty, staring in amazement at her huge EE breasts bouncing up and down as the buxom redhead cheered on the Cocks. None of them had ever seen anything like Patty in their schools. Her ass was much like her chest. The fleshy cheeks stuck out shaking when she walked or cheered. The bikini panty seemed inclined to slide between the full folds of her butt cheeks. Her body left the impression that it wanted to always be naked. Her ample flesh pushed and strained against the tight purple bikini like it urged to spring free. Patty's boyfriend Steve had once ejaculated just seeing her in the same bikini. Patty's belly button was pierced, and she wore a gold cross around her neck.
Susan set her book on the table, staring at Uncle Tom's Cabin in trepidation. She hadn't picked it up since the night of the dense fog. Reading the damn thing had given her a rather disgusting sex dream. She was in a cotton field getting fucked by a shadowy bearded NIGGER! To make matter's worse more niggers were watching them fuck and then she found out that she was also a nigger in the dream. The dream had so disturbed her, she'd had trouble sleeping ever since. Susan reached down to undo her shorts. She was the only girl in a one-piece suit. Her breasts came in at 32DDD and she'd always hated them with a passion. She dressed shabbily most of her life, but then came the year Long introduced the midriff baring uniforms and her hidden body was revealed to the male populace of Coxville High. Suddenly she was getting date offers all the time. The studious cheerleader did sit-ups nightly and the result was a flat belly with abdominal muscles more defined then even the athletic Pamela's. Her suit was brown and plain with a minor flower print design. She kicked her shorts aside and sat down at a deck chair, cracking open the damned book and hoping it wouldn't lead to another dream about having sex with a nigger.
Kitty slid into the water going under beside Miko. "Is your mother going to have a problem when our boyfriends show up?" asked Miko.
"Don't worry about my mom," said Kitty with a smile. The water had soaked her bikini making the wet material hug every nook and cranny on her body as it even seemed to shrink a little tightening up around her hardening nipples just as the bottoms squeezed around her labia creating a camel toe effect.
"I hope they get here soon," said Miko. That has got to be the sluttiest bikini I ever saw, she thought. Wet, her own nipples were more prominent, but they were nothing compared to Kitty's.
Susan read her book. I'm sure they didn't invite my boyfriend, she thought overhearing the conversation. He was from Bartown and usually not included in group activities among the Coxville teens. Not that she minded, he was a distraction from her studies and she needed to finish the horrible book.
Patty spread her towel out and mashed her boobs down on it as she laid on her stomach. "Oil me?" she asked Pamela, holding a bottle of tanning lotion out for the fit girl. Pamela took the bottle and kneeled down beside Patty, squirting oil on her hands and rubbing it into Patty's back. "Don't miss anywhere. I burn easily."
"I got it covered," replied Pam. She stared at her hands running along the pale smooth back. Pam glanced up from the redhead and over at Kitty. Her thoughts mirrored Miko's as she stared at Kitty's tit flesh and the tight blue bikini top. I can't believe she dumped Todd, she thought. But now, he's all mine. She smiled at the thought of finally becoming Todd's girlfriend before turning her attention back to Patty's smooth white skin, her eyes wandering down to the ample ass flesh straining to burst free of the tight panty.
"Ummm, that feels good," moaned Patty as Pamela pushed down hard on her shoulders, rubbing oil into them. "Did you invite Steve?" she yelled out to Kitty.
Susan looked up over her book. They should focus less on boys and more on school work, she thought watching Kitty slip under the water without answering Patty.
**********
Jenny Summers was still in her robe while she vacuumed the living room She saw movement out her front window. Her eyes went wide as she stared. "Oh my god!" she whispered.
Jenny flung open the front door even as Samson's hand was coming up to knock on it. "What are you doing here?" she asked, staring past him at the six other black men.
"We're here to use the pool, Jenny," said Samson, brushing past her. "Kitty invited us."
"That's Mrs. Summers," she reminded him.
"Back here my niggas," yelled Samson, acting like he owned the place. "Kitty and I done been spending a lot of time in it. You gonna love it, bros."
Jenny stared at him aghast in horror. The black teens filed into her house past her. A strong black hand slipped into her robe, pinching her nipple. She gasped, but the hand was gone when she turned to see who it was. Another black hand slipped under her robe and spanked her ass. "Watch it," she cried, being jostled by the men and jumping even as another hand grabbed her ass cheek and squeezed. She reached behind her to remove it. Jenny Summers grabbed the front of her robe and held it as tight as her massive mammaries would allow while trying to stretch the bottom down further then it was intended to go with her other hand. Something had changed in Coxville. The blacks were really getting uppity recently. Of course, Jenny didn't know that every one of the seven black men in her house right now not only had a video on their phone of her getting her ass reamed by Coach Black, but each and every one of them had jerked off their big black cocks wishing it was themselves fucking their sexy teacher's ass. She watched in abject horror as some of the worst behaved black boys in High School filed through her sliding glass door to join her daughter and friends by the pool. What does she think she's doing? Wondered Jenny. That girl has been out of control since she caught me with the Coach.
**********
Miko was the first to notice the seven black men exiting the house and walking towards the pool. The three shortest of the men walked up to the edge, eyes taking in the various bikini clad beauties. The four taller blacks came up behind them. Pamela was staring intently at Patty's plump rear while she worked the oil into Patty's thighs. Patty sat up with a shock looking in surprise across the pool. Pamela's head slowly turned to follow, her eyes going wide too. Coxville residents tended to selfsegregate. Black students might show up at a party thrown by a white student, but the blacks would stick to themselves while the whites would stick to their side of the living room. It was unheard of to see blacks about to share a pool with whites especially all black men with all white girls.
Samson grinned down at the girls. As big as he was, Samson was in the shorter row of blacks up front. He was wearing a white tank top and baggy knee length shorts. "S'up Kitty. Come give me a kiss."
"Damn!" grunted Anthony staring at Patty. The buxom redhead's massive EE's were thrust out about to burst from their bikini top where she was arching her back on the towel. Anthony had lighter brown skin. His hair was cropped close in a flat top. He was already bare-chested, muscles glistening with sweat. His right arm was covered in blue tribal tattoos. His jeans hung low off his hips, showing the crack of his ass and the top of his pubes. The outline of a huge cock ran down one leg.
'Would you look at dese bitches,' thought Max in the back row. He was a dark black muscular giant. His shirt was off, and his chest rippled with muscles. Max also sported long dreadlocks that gave him a Jamaican appearance.
Stubby was the shortest of the group. He was a squat ball of muscle. He kept his head shaved and sported a goatee that made him look older then eighteen. His shirt was off too and all he wore were shorts and sneakers. There was a ridiculously sized bulge beneath his shorts. He watched in jealousy as Kitty walked through the water to stand on tiptoes as Samson bent down to give her a passionate kiss.



Susan was looking up from Uncle Tom's Cabin. Niggers! Niggers! Why'd she invite niggers? There's no way I'm getting in the pool now if it's gonna be full of niggers. She looked up and found her eyes locking on LD or at least she felt he was staring at her through his shades. LD of all people, the illegitimate son of a nigger porn star. He was what she called African nigger dark. LD was the tallest out of the bunch, maybe even the tallest boy in school. He was extremely fit and muscular though leaner then the rest. He had a baseball cap on sideways like an idiot, not forward to keep the sun out of his eyes, not backwards like a redneck, sideways! He wore baggy pants and a white tank top.
Miko watched Little Leroy pull his football jersey off over his head. He was a muscular giant built like Max, but with lighter brown skin. Sunlight glistened off a nipple piercing on his chest when he tossed the jersey aside. His bald head glistened in the sun too. Miko wasn't much for piercing outside of the ears and she tolerated Patty's bellybutton piercing. She didn't like piercing anywhere on men. She'd seen Little Leroy shirtless before and had stated how ridiculous it was to get your nipple pierced to the other cheerleaders. Stacy had laughed and claimed Little Leroy's cock head flare was pierced too and that it really stimulated her clit when he fucked her with his big cock. Then she held her hands a foot apart and Miko knew she was bull shitting them.
Pamela actually grinned while she watched Kitty kiss Samson. 'She dumped Todd for him?' she thought. Her eyes moved up scanning the rest of the blacks. The fitness obsesses Pamela had seen them before and was always impressed with their peak physical perfection so many of the local niggers possessed mostly without even trying. Blacks that did work out turned into massive hulking black beasts, sculpted to perfection. She wasn't the least bit attracted to them. She was just impressed with their bodies from a fitness obsessive's perspective. That is until her eyes fell on the last black man in the back row. Fat Deon! He was a cross between muscles and fat. He didn't move fast on the field, but then he couldn't be brought down either. Clenched, his fists were like sledge hammers. His biceps were huge and impressive. His weight problem was centered in his large gut and jowly cheeks. Even as she watched, Deon was finishing off a doughnut and his straining white tee shirt had orange stains from cheese puffs all over it. He disgusted her, but she also had a strong urge to want to train him and get him back into shape.
At least four sets of dark eyes were staring at Pamela and Patty. Pam reached out for her towel and wrapped it around her slim figure. Patty sat up and folded her legs under her, holding her arms against her massive bosom. "I hope our boyfriends get here soon," she whispered to Pamela who nodded in reply. Susan had set her book down and was sitting folded up in her deck chair, arms across her legs in the fetal position.
Kitty broke off the long kiss with her black boyfriend and watched as Samson stood up and pulled down his shorts to reveal his swimsuit. She wished he weren't wearing the swimsuit, so all her friends could see what she was talking about when she bragged on his cock. It should be a crime to cover up his beautiful black salami. Her loving gaze turned from her boyfriend to look on in curiosity as Anthony pulled the front of his jeans out and reached down into his pants. He appeared to struggle with something and then the long snake like bulge running down his jean's leg slid up to his crotch. He pulled his hand out of his pants and yanked his jeans down. He was wearing a tiny crotch hugging suit like bodybuilders wear at contests. She couldn't help being impressed by the massive coiled bulge barely contained by the small suit. He might even be thicker and bigger then Samson and Samson was so big, his cock head was sticking out under his shorts. Some of the other blacks were stripping too and some weren't. "What about you guys?" she asked to the blacks just standing around.
"We didn't bring suits," said one.
"Go in your underwear then," said Kitty with a smile.
**********
Jenny was still staring in horror through her sliding glass door, hand still clutching her robe tight about her. Little Leroy and Max were stripping down to their white briefs. The girl's cheerleading coach couldn't stop staring at the bulges straining out the white briefs on the two black men. "They're as big as Coach Black," she mumbled.
Jenny slowly took a step back and then another unable to turn away from her pool. She spun around and raced up her stairs. 'I need to keep an eye on my girls,' she thought. The robe slid off her shoulders as she entered her bedroom, falling to the floor. She spread her legs and bent down to look in a lower drawer in her dresser. Clothes went flying left and right. Damn! Black had made her get rid of her old lady swimsuit and her modest two piece. Her hand reached into her drawer and came up with the skimpy string bikini that Coach Black had decided she should wear. It was too small to wear in front of her students, but it was all she had.
**********
Susan reached out for Uncle Tom's Cabin. She had an ingrained dislike of blacks that stemmed from having two racist parents. She didn't want to hang out around the pool with one black man, let alone seven. She was going to make up an excuse to leave, studying always worked with her and truthfully that would be exactly what she would do when she left. Maybe some sit-ups first to work off some stress and then she'd hit the books. The noise level had just increased dramatically here when the blacks arrived. Max, Anthony, and Little Leroy had just jumped into the pool, splashing her legs and nearly reaching her book. Little Leroy was playfully splashing Miko who had a look of complete annoyance on her face. Max and Anthony were now splashing each other. Susan's eyes found Kitty and her entire face crinkled up in disgust. Kitty and Samson were embracing and kissing with a passion that Susan had never shown to a man before in any of her kisses. Deon and Stubby were still dressed standing over the mixed-race couple watching them make out. Deon was still eating and Stubby had his arms folded.
"S'up Susan."
Susan looked away from Samson and Kitty. "Hi Lorenzo," she replied to the black man while thinking, why is this nigger talking to me? LD had walked around the pool to greet her. He was still dressed.
"When is Brian getting here?" asked Pamela sitting by Patty on the edge of the pool. Susan looked at Pam and then out at Kitty, but Kitty ignored the question still caught up in kissing her black boyfriend. Samson even had his hands on Kitty's scantily covered ass.
"And Steve?" yelled Patty, but Kitty still refused to answer.
Finally, Kitty pulled back from Samson's lips. She looked over at her best friends. "Your boyfriends couldn't make it," she said before her pink lips returned to Samson's broad brown ones.
**********
Miko waded quickly towards the edge of the pool. She hadn't wanted to get her hair wet, now she was soaked because of the black asshole splashing her. I have to get this black jerk to quit splashing me, she thought. Why'd Kitty have to go and invite all black guys?
Miko's body jerked when she felt strong hands grip her ankles. She looked down and watched as Little Leroy attempted to swim between her legs under water. Instead of pushing through, the grip on her ankles tightened and a frightened Miko found herself raising up out of the water and onto Leroy's shoulders. "Oh Shit!" she cried in alarm trying to keep her balance.
**********
Susan watched as Max swam through the water towards her. He reached the nearest ladder and climbed out of the pool. His white briefs were soaked and clung to his enormous bulge. It looked like he had a coiled snake under his straining underwear. She couldn't take her eyes off it. He smiled cockily at her and then glanced over at Patty and Pamela. Their eyes were on it too. Max then turned and walked towards the diving board.
"I didn't know black guys had such big cocks," whispered Patty to Pam, loud enough that both Susan and LD heard.
"Me neither," replied Pam, "though I heard rumors. I guess Stacy wasn't lying."
Susan glanced up at LD. He acted like he didn't hear, but his lips curled up in a smirk. The racist studious cheerleader couldn't help herself and she let her eyes fall upon LD's crotch. The bulge beneath his pants was enormous!
"CANNONBALL!"
Max hit the water near the three girls and LD. A huge wall of water hit Pam and Patty, soaked LD's pants and splashed into Susan's lap, soaking her book. Goddamn these black animals, she thought angrily. That's it. I have to get out of here.
**********
Pam and Patty sat on the edge of the pool, feet dangling in the water. Pamela still had the towel wrapped around her body. Neither had been in a pool with blacks before. The town subsidized a pool as a cooling station during the hot summer months and that was entirely dominated by blacks from Westside. Susan called it the cocoa puff pool. Many of the middle-class whites had their own pools or their developments had pools. The races occasionally mingled down at Lake Cox's beach. Pamela only wore an athletic one piece when swimming with boys present. She only wore her bikini around the girls and was considering saying goodbye and heading home.
Patty and Kitty didn't mind showing off their well-endowed figures to the boys. They strutted around in their small bikinis during the Lake Cox summer boat parties. The blacks that were invited ogled them, but they were always surrounded by their boyfriends and female friends.
Kitty even liked boys checking her out, even the black ones, but then she had been safely hanging on Todd White's arm. Pam had thought that Kitty's bikini was small then, but this new one she wore today was downright out of the sluttish whore catalog.
Anthony stooped in the water and backed up towards Patty sitting on the edge. He grabbed her ankles and threw them over his broad shoulders. Patty giggled as she was raised up out of the water on Anthony's shoulders.
Pamela frowned at her. The buxom red head was actually smiling as Anthony carried her through the water towards Miko riding on Leroy's shoulders.
Max's head surfaced nearly between her legs. Pam looked down at the black man. "We should join them," he said. He turned around and slipped backwards. Pamela found the bare flesh on her legs sliding up over the strong black man's shoulders and then she was lifted into the air.
Pamela looked over at Patty and Miko. Anthony had charged Leroy. The two girls on their shoulders now had their hands clenched as each tried to knock the other down into the water. Both were now smiling as they began to have fun.
"Get ready," said Max, his hands clenching tight on Pam's knees. He waded towards the combatants, maneuvering himself behind Patty. The competitive athletic Pamela smiled. She was going to win this and be the last cheerleader standing. She was queen of the chicken fight, but normally the girls were battling on the shoulders of their white boyfriends. Miko and Patty were still battling it out, not noticing her coming in for the kill. Their hands were no longer clenched. Their grips had moved up to their elbows. Patty appeared to have the advantage with her extra weight over the smaller half Asian girl. Miko looked like she was about to fall until her grip on Patty's wet arm slipped and the two girls mashed into each other still struggling to win. Miko's hand had slipped right under Patty's bikini string around her neck catching in the knot. Her other arm wrapped around Patty's back, that hand too catching in the knot. When they pulled apart briefly, the over stretched bikini top popped off like a shooting rubber band and landed in the pool several feet away. Patty's pale freckled EE breasts bounced around with their new-found freedom. "Whoops! Sorry," apologized Miko.
Pamela watched her friend's breasts exposed to the sunlight, the eyes of the cheerleaders and the black football players, and the world. They were amazing and impressive even for Coxville. Patty's fat pink nipples were rock hard and sticking out from the areola nearly half an inch. She looked horrified as she tried to cover her oversize breasts with one arm, an impossible task. "You did that on purpose," she accused.
Pamela playfully grinned and decided she should help her friend out and get back at Miko. As Max carried her towards Miko's back. She reached out and untied the small dark-haired girl's bikini top also. "Hey!" shouted Miko as Pamela pulled it off.
"Fair's fair," said Pamela tossing the top back towards the house.
Leroy and Anthony were facing each other, looking up at the now topless girls on their shoulders. Patty was trying to hold an arm across her breasts, but either one or the other pale pinkish nipple kept popping out. Miko's pert C-cups were sticking out, her browner areola swollen and nipples hard as rocks before she quickly covered them with her hands. Anthony noticed Patty's bikini top floating nearby, grabbed it, and casually tossed it towards Miko's top, both now well out of reach.
Pamela grabbed Miko's shoulder and shoved. The poor girl couldn't stay on and fell off Leroy's shoulders. Her breasts were bared again as she hit the water. "One down," shouted Pamela in triumph as Max turned her towards Patty. Miko sprang up out of the water, sputtering and holding her breasts cupped in her hands again.
Patty looked in horror as her aggressive competitive friend approached her with every intention of knocking her into the water. "One to go," cried Pamela, Max charging forwards. Patty was forced to quit covering her breasts and to match Pamela head on. They struggled for over a minute each trying to knock the other girl off. Pamela pushed, and Patty nearly slid off until Anthony reached up and grabbed her waist. His fingers pinched the strings that held her bikini bottoms on. With one strong push, Pamela had her victory, Patty flew back off Anthony's shoulders, the knots on her panty pulling apart. He held on to the bikini bottom and tossed it away before she even surfaced. Pamela was raising her fist in triumph at her victory, when Max just moved his hands to her feet, pushing up and she flew off his back, flipping backwards, her look of triumph turning to surprise as she too hit the water.
Patty and Miko were standing, trying to cover their breasts as they looked for their bikini tops. The sliding glass door to the house opened and their Coach emerged. In horror, they both stooped into the water trying to hide their bare breasts from Kitty's mom. None of the black boys were even trying to stare at their breasts. All eyes had turned to Jenny Summers.
**********
Jenny felt the eyes of seven black teenage boys taking in her body in the bikini and despite the inappropriateness of the situation, she felt her nipples harden. The miniscule bikini Coach Black had told her to buy did nothing to hide what was beneath the material. It clung to every little bump on her areola even as her nipples grew.
She carried a tray up to the pool, standing over Kitty and Samson, still embracing. "I thought you kids could use some iced tea," she announced. And some supervision. It looks like I got here just in time, she thought taking in the group arrayed around her pool.
Samson pulled away from Kitty's embrace. "Let me help you with that Mrs. Summers," he said, swimming to the edge and pulling his fit muscular body out of the water.
Kitty looked angrily after her boyfriend, then turned her gaze on her mom. "Mom, where did you get that bikini?" she asked, angry at her mom for interrupting her and her friend's fun. It was shameful for an old woman like her mom to wear such a small bikini.
The image of modeling various bikinis and lingerie for Coach Black during their trip to the mall popped into Jenny's mind. "Just something I bought for your father," she lied. She smiled warily at Samson as the dripping wet boy took the tray from her hands and set it down on a nearby table. Jenny slipped into the nearest cot and started oiling up her arms and legs. "I thought I'd join you kids," she announced getting different reactions from the group. None of the black boys seemed annoyed by her presence. They couldn't take their eyes off her. Unbeknownst to Jenny, she had been a favorite masturbatory fantasy of every black youth at her pool for years and unbeknownst to Jenny, everyone had recently jerked off multiple times to a video of her being taken anally by Coach Black. Every one of them had a copy of that tape on their cell phones and everyone had imagined it was their own cock pushing deep into their teacher's ass. Jenny Summers had been the subject of so many masturbatory fantasies, the males' sperm could have filled her swimming pool several times over.
"Let me get your back for you, Mrs. Summers," said Samson, snatching the lotion from her hand.
Jenny looked at him with suspicion again wondering why he was suddenly being so polite and grinned when she realized that Black must have told him to shape up and show her some respect. She was still grinning when she leaned forward, lifting her long blonde hair up for him. "Go ahead," she told him, watching him squirt lotion into his hands. He leaned over her and started rubbing her shoulders. It felt good and she fought to keep from moaning or purring in pleasure. Massages were one of the few things Harold was good for, but Samson's hands were bigger with stronger muscles and felt so much better. His shorts were right before her face and she couldn't take her eyes off the bulge straining under his swimsuit. He might be an obnoxious jerk, but he had a magnificent black cock. She'd seen it sticking from her wonderful daughter's ass and if she hadn't experienced her own giant black cock minutes earlier that day, she wouldn't have believed what she was seeing.
Then she'd watched him trying to pull a super-sized condom down over his shaft and the fat head of his cock had torn right through the latex defying captivity. She quickly took her eyes off Samson's crotch and she found herself staring at Leroy's obscene bulge. Jenny couldn't help wondering what his cock looked like. She turned her head again and frowned at the girls in the pool. It looked like Miko and Patty didn't have their bikini tops on. Deon and Stubby moved into her field of vision. "Why aren't you two enjoying the pool?" she asked, noticing they were still dressed. "Can't swim?"
"We don't gots suits," answered Deon.
"Or underwear," added Stubby.
"Ummmmm," moaned Jenny, sucking her lower lip into her mouth to keep from moaning any louder. Samson had one hand massaging the back of her neck and one hand down to her hip. She didn't feel his fingers slipping into the bows of her bikini strings. "Just strip and jump in really fast," she muttered, breathing heavily. Her eyes were lidded, but she stared at the boys, hoping for a glimpse of their huge black cocks.
**********
Susan was fast losing all respect for Coach Summers. Her coach was in a borderline obscene bikini letting one of her students rub lotion on her back and a nigger student at that. How could she stand to let that black asshole touch her? Must run in the family, she thought thinking of Kitty's recent slutty behavior. Her lips turned into a sneer that made her lovely face turn ugly from her racist attitudes.
Susan was across the pool and hadn't heard Jenny tell the blacks to just strip and jump in the pool. She found herself looking on in horror as Deon and Stubby willingly complied with their teacher's permission.
The fat teen got his pants down quickly enough. At first, Susan couldn't believe her eyes. It had to be a trick or illusion of some kind. She leaned forwards as if moving a few feet could improve her view and wipe away the horror of seeing a racially inferior obese nigger with a penis twice the size of her boyfriend's. To make matters worse, Deon appeared to only have a SEMI! She'd heard rumors about the penis size of the black locals, but she'd never believed it was anything more than nonsense. Deon must be a freak of some kind. Fully hard that thing must be an inch or two past a foot in length. Now inch after inch of Stubby's cock was appearing as he pushed his pants down. She felt a little relieved that it didn't look like it could grow much more than ten inches, still almost twice the size of her boyfriend's, but Stubby looked little next to Deon except for the fact that Stubby had to be as thick as a coke can. His swinging penis looked like a fat black Polish sausage! Hoping no one was watching, her hands came up to tug the cups of her swimsuit out from squeezing her nipples. The material must have been chaffing her nipples. Both were so hard they were aching as they throbbed with blood.



"I think I'll join them," grunted LD beside her.
Susan glanced over at him, then reared her head back. LD's cock was only a foot from her face. The nigger was twice as big as her boyfriend and he was completely flaccid! Even as she stared in disbelief, his unnatural cock was plumping up and lifting a little. She quickly turned her head as if it were her gaze that was making it grow. She shifted in her deck chair, wondering why the bottom of her suit felt squishy and damp.
Deon was completely naked now. He sat down on the edge of the pool, his fat belly jiggling as he moved. He put his pudgy legs in the water and his elephant trunk of a cock dangled over the edge dropping down and disappearing into the pool. "I'd better get going," muttered Susan, looking out at the scene in horror and complete disbelief.
Stubby walked down to the shallow end and waded down into the water. That fat fireplug of a cock sticking out from his body, swayed with each step he took. "Dis shit ain't fair," he said. "If we niggas is nekkid, you bitches should be nekkid too."
Patty waded into Susan's vision. Her huge Coxville titties were exposed. She wasn't covering them up because she had one hand held palm down over her red pubic bush and another behind her, trying to cover the large crack splitting the out thrust globe of her rear end. She was scanning the pool for her missing bikini bottoms.
Max waded into the shallow end and tugged his underwear down. He shook his head, water flying off his dreadlocks. This dark black nigger also had an unbelievably long cock. It was freakishly different too, in that Susan couldn't see the knobby end. A swollen wrinkled foreskin had swallowed the head in its folds.
"STOP!" yelled Pamela. Anthony had reached out and grabbed her tightly fit athletic bikini. His fingers were pulling on it, trying to get it off, the material was stretched several inches off Pam's body and looked like it might snap.
Susan looked on in horror at the scene. If Coach Summers didn't do anything soon, all the niggers would have their large cocks out and on display. She saw a dark shadow under her eyes. Without even looking down, she said. "Don't even think about it," and LD jerked his hand away from her bathing suit.
**********
Kitty didn't like the way her boyfriend was touching her mother. He was clearly enjoying rubbing his hands all over her mother's bare flesh. Kitty reached up behind her neck and pulled the string on her bikini top. "Samson, honey, come join me," she called, wading towards her mom and boyfriend. Her bikini top fell forward exposing her big breasts. She hefted them and squeezed them together trying to her his attention.
Jenny Summers sat up and looked at her daughter in the pool. Kitty had exposed her breasts in front of all her friends and worse, all these black boys. As her gaze moved around the pool and saw the ever increasingly nude group, bare white teenage breasts, and rapidly swelling black cocks, she said, "Now just a minute. This is getting out of hand. The neighbors might see." Even as she spoke, her own skillfully untied bikini top slid off her breasts and the front of her bottoms fell down exposing her wet aroused slit.
Kitty felt her heart break as Samson reached around behind her mom's neck. His hands came down to pinch Jenny's nipples. "We're just having some fun, Jenny," said her boyfriend. His fingers tugged on her mom's erect nipples and Kitty watched as her mom's eyes closed, and her lips parted as she tried to whisper, "That's Mrs. Summers," but all that came out was a moan.
Kitty continued to watch, barely noticing Deon and Stubby wading up behind her. She briefly glanced at them. Their eyes were also on the hot scene of seeing their team's star player's black hands all over the twin peaks of their health teacher's white breasts. Jenny laid back down on the cot. Her legs were slightly parted showing Kitty, Deon, and Stubby a clear view of her rapidly lubricating pussy slit and her clit looking all plump and distended desperate for a cock. One of Samson's hands left her magnificent breasts and slid down Jenny's taut stomach. "Th..this has to stop...ah!" moaned Jenny as Samson's black fingers slipped through her blonde pubic mound, getting tangled in her wispy yellow pubic hair. His index finger found her swollen clit and pressed down on it. Her crotch bucked up into his finger.
"No mom. Samson... please stop," muttered Kitty feeling betrayed. Her slut mother hated her boyfriend. Jenny was trying to steal Samson away from her. Seducing him to keep him away from her daughter. "No," she whispered again.
"I'll stop," promised Samson, his finger twirling around her clit. He was making his way around to the side of the cot. "If you just let me have one kiss."
"Alright," moaned Jenny, trying to fight her lust. "One kiss. That's all you get and then you stop, put your clothes on and leave with your friends."
Kitty watched her mom arch her back which thrust her breasts out proudly. Jenny arched her neck and brought her lips up expecting Samson to bend down and kiss her. She'd be damned if she were going to let him have any tongue. Instead of bending down to kiss her, he leaned down over the foot of the cot, grabbed her ankles and pulled her legs open. "I didn't say where I'd kiss you," he told her before burying his mouth in her crotch. His tongue slid up between the folds of her labia wiggling inside her. Jenny threw back her head in a loud squeal, almost cumming immediately. She did orgasm when he sucked her swollen clit between his thick black lips. Her ass slowly raised up and up into his sucking mouth and she exploded all over his mouth and chin.
Kitty felt tears running down her cheeks. She squeezed the black cocks in her hand tighter as she watched her boyfriend go down on her mom. She suddenly took her eyes off her slut mom and asshole boyfriend. She looked down at the cocks in her hands, not even remembering how they got there. The one in her left hand belonged to Stubby. It was squat, about two inches shorter then Samson's, maybe ten inches or so, but it was nearly as thick as her wrist. It matched Stubby's short thick body really well. The cock in her right hand was a true monster. It's immense size and granite hardness made up for the flabby fat body of the man that possessed it. Deon's cock was gigantic, longer then Samson, longer even then Coach Black's when she'd seen him sodomizing her slut mother. "WOW!" she cried, letting her hands slide up and down the two impressive cocks.
**********
Patty hadn't had any luck finding her bathing suit. She'd given up on modesty. Covering her EE breasts with her arm was a virtual impossibility. She waded back to the deep end to keep dark eyes off her red pubic mound and out thrust butt. She finally spotted her bikini lying well out of the pool area. She'd have to climb out and make a run for it or her sweats.
Patty lowered herself into the water and swam towards the ladder. She grabbed it and began rapidly climbing it. I have to get out of here, she thought, slowly raising herself up out of the water. Two pairs of muscular athletic black legs were waiting for her on either side of the ladder. They were wet and dripping from getting out of the pool. Her eyes ran up the legs to the swollen black bananas jutting out from their crotches. One was plump and swinging freely. The other was swollen and semi-rigid sticking out, but down. Both cocks made her boyfriend look like he had a little boy's penis between his legs. Anthony reached out his hands and grabbed her wet shoulders. He pushed down, and Patty found herself kneeling on the cement.
"We have a little problem," said Anthony.
"Yeah, we was wondering if you could tell us whose cock is bigger," said Max.
Anthony grabbed her arm and let his hand slide down to her wrist. He pulled her hand over to his cock. His was the semi-swollen cock only now it was sticking straight out. Max's was now growing and bending down, seeming to struggle against gravity as the huge thing tried to rise.
Patty's hand seemed to have a mind of its own. It slid down and up Anthony's huge cock even as her other hand reached out to grab Max's. "They're both so big," she gasped in awe."
**********
Leroy leaned back. His cock was thrust up and out over the pool water even as his feet dangled in the pool. Miko and Pamela were stooping on either side of him to hide their breasts. Both girls were staring in amazement at the giant brown cock jutting proudly upwards between his legs. His cock was long, more than a foot, but on the thinner side. It was twice as thick as either Pam or Miko's boyfriend's, but only half as thick as Stubby's. Never had either of the cheerleaders seen anything so big and to add to the strangeness, the large flared head of his cock was pierced by a thin gold ring that matched the one piercing his nipple and one in his ear.
"Are all black men this big?" asked Pamela, her hand reaching out for it before she caught herself and yanked it back.
"It's three times as big as Lou's," muttered Miko.
Leroy smiled at them. "It gets bigger. Give it a little tug."
Miko stood higher, her breasts lifting out of the water. Her pointy nipples were rock hard as water dripped off him. Beside her Pam was doing the same. The nipples on her smaller athletic breasts were hard and swollen too. Miko reached out and touched the head of Leroy's cock, feeling it hardness and touching his piercing. She squeezed the plump knob even as Pamela grabbed the base of the shaft, noticing her fingers didn't touch around the base. They both ran their hands along the shaft and head. Miko let go so that Pam could feel the hard ball that was Leroy's cock head. Instead of grabbing the base, she lifted and hefted Leroy's swollen scrotum. One testicle overflowed her palm and she had to cup both hands to get both his heavy balls in them.
"Did it hurt?" asked Pam, running the tip of her finger around the ring sticking out of his cock flair.
"Like a mofo," said Leroy. "Still does. Why don't you kiss it and make it feel better?" Pam yanked her hand off it, shaking her head. Miko brought her face down closer to the ringed cock head. She
continued hefting his balls. "What about you Miko? Why don't you give it a little kiss?"
"Alright," she said, feeling naughty. "One little kiss." Miko looked over at Pam who raised her eyebrows in surprise at her. Miko just shrugged, surprised at herself. She bent down, kissing the ring on his cock head. She felt a shudder course through her body once her lips had touched the black skin on his cock. Now that she had kissed it, she didn't want to take her lips off it. She kissed it again, this time it was a little kiss, but a longer lingering kiss. Her tongue flickered out to lick along the flare, twirling along around and under his cock. She shuddered again as her tongue flickered over his urethra and she tasted his precum. Miko pulled her head back in surprise. Her hefty bosom was rising and falling as she breathed heavily. The shudders had gone straight to her pussy. What would it feel like to be fully penetrated by a cock this big. "You've got to try this Pam," she whispered.
"Uh... no thanks," muttered Pamela thoroughly disgusted, but also... intrigued!
Miko wasn't fooled. Pam couldn't take her eyes off the man's cock either. Pamela was staring at the trail Miko's salvia had left along Leroy's big golf ball of a cock head. More of his precum was welling up and dripping off the urethra. Its taste had been a pleasant surprise. It made her crave more. "Do it Pam. Kiss it."
Pamela turned her eyes on Miko, looking at her strangely. Then she looked back at the cock head and bent down. The fit young woman kissed Leroy's cock right on the tip. His precum coated her lips. Miko smirked as she watched Pam's body shudder just as hers had. Nor was Pamela in a hurry to stop kissing it. Pam grabbed the base of Leroy's shaft and started licking along his pee slit, wanting more of his seed. Leroy even shuddered a little as her tongue wiggled into his sensitive pee slit.
Miko leaned over and licked the side of Leroy's shaft even as Pam took the entire cock head into her mouth. She forced her head, licking up the shaft even as Pam started bobbing her head. Pam reluctantly gave it up, letting Miko suck the big tip into her mouth. Miko let her tongue swirl all around the head as it entered her mouth. Pam wanted more, but Miko only gave up enough so that both cheerleaders were leaning around his cock head. Their lips kissed it even as their tongues twirled around it, occasionally touching each other's. Both their kisses moved towards the very tip of Leroy's cock. The big black cock slipped away from them and their lips met. Pam kissed her deeply, lips parted, tongue pushing into her mouth. Miko opened her eyes, brows furrowed in surprise even as her best friend's hand caressed her cheek and Pam angled her head to kiss her even deeply. A contented purr emanated from Pamela's throat.
Miko broke the kiss and returned her own lips to Leroy's cock head. He'd been watching them kiss and his cock looked even more erect and swollen then it had been.
**********
Kitty moaned contentedly as she swallowed Deon's cock head into her mouth. She'd had plenty of practice on Samson and soon she was sucking on half Deon's mighty cock. Her right hand was in Stubby's lap rapidly stroking that salami thick sausage between his legs. Both men were sitting on the edge of the pool while Kitty stooped in the water.
"You don't need Samson when ya gots us," grunted Deon as the tip of his cock slid well past her tonsils.
"Let me get some of dat," growled Stubby.
Kitty let up some working her head around the tip of Deon's cock. She finally released it, kissing the head before turning to Stubby. She started stroking Deon while pulling Stubby's cock towards her lips. Kitty looked at it with some trepidation before kissing the head to show her respect for the thick monster. She ran her tongue around the head, tickling the pee slit and tasting his precum. It was voluminous, leaking copious amounts as it attempted to lubricate such a thick cock. She lapped it up as fast as it leaked. Stubby's cock head was huge, but it wasn't bulbous. It flowed right into the veiny shaft making his cock look like a streamlined artillery shell. The young blonde liked it immediately, as much as she liked Deon's or Samson's cocks or even the tingle she felt in her pussy watching Coach Black push his magnificent weapon deep in her mom's ass. They were all special, deserving of her worship.
Kitty stretched her jaw wide, as wide as it could go, and she lowered her head over his penis. She wanted to gag almost immediately. Kitty's obsession with Samson's cock had taught her to love sucking dick. She hadn't before with Todd. She'd done it to make him happy and to keep him from wanting to fuck her all the time. None of the girls cared for blow jobs either, though most did it out of duty to their boyfriends. The first time she'd sucked Samson off, after losing her bet about the Beaver's game, she'd found herself enjoying sucking his huge black cock almost immediately. The first time his hot seed filled her mouth, she was hooked. She now willingly sucked him daily, sometimes twice, and the only thing she liked more than feeling his cock spurt in her mouth was feeling his hot sperm striking her womb. Thankfully, Samson was man enough to get it his big cock stiff for her many times daily. He was borderline insatiable, and her own needs matched his. She was feeling the same way now with Stubby's cock head in her mouth. Her jaw strained, and her throat stretched as she took him deeper inside her. Tears welled up in her eyes, partly from the strain, and partly from her fear that she couldn't service this wonderful cock as much as it deserved.
"GACK!" Kitty coughed and pulled back. It's too thick she thought, looking at it sadly. Then she got a determined look in her eyes. She moved back over into Deon's lap and sucked his cock back into her mouth while slowly jerking Stubby off. Kitty bobbed her head, feeling the tip of his cock push deeper and deeper down her throat.
"GAWDDAMN!" groaned Deon as Kitty's lips came down to kiss hiss pubes. "Dis is one skilled mutha fuckin cocksucker."
Kitty closed her eyes, feeling her throat loosen and stretch. She could feel Deon's pulse making his cock throb in her throat. He jerked it a couple times, impatient for her to start sucking. She calmly remained where she was, breathing heavily through her nose. When she thought her throat was stretched and relaxed enough, she withdrew off Deon's cock, but did it slowly while blowing him, up and down, up and down, slick inch after inch of thick black shaft appearing until his cock finally plopped out of her mouth.
Kitty jumped back over into Stubby's lap. Her jaw stretched wide as she took the end of his cock inside her. Her muscles still strained. Using Deon to loosen up her throat had helped, but she still felt the strain. She imagined the outside of her neck stretching out as she swallowed increasingly more of his cock. The tears began rolling down her cheeks now and this was all from the strain. "UCK!" She gagged. "GURP!" She tried to fight it, but it was just too damn thick. His cock was shaped like two cola cans sitting on each other. It made her grateful, it was a little on the short side compared to Deon or Samson. "GLURK," she hacked, fighting not to gag or vomit. Kitty was a determined young lady.
Instead of taking a breather, she forced her head down in his lap with such force her nose pressed hard into his tangled pubes.
"DAYUMN!" grunted an impressed Deon.
"FUCK YEAH!" growled Stubby, laying back in the cement and looking up at the sky. "No bitch has ever swallowed da whole thing before." Even Stacy hadn't been able to kiss his pubes.
Unlike Deon, Kitty couldn't maintain it. The damn thing was blocking her air tubes and she couldn't breathe. When she pulled back, she pulled back fast, coughing, and sputtering for air. Saliva and precum strung between her lips and his cock. She was still gasping for air when Deon grabbed her head and pulled him back towards his cock. "Fuck Stubs, keep sucking my cock," he told her, and she obliged, Deon's big cock now seeming easy to her.
Stubby sat back up, grinning broadly. "Fine then. I'm gonna fuck her."
**********
Susan reared back in horror from LD's cock. She scrunched her face up turning it away as he seemed to be enjoying waving it in her face. "Come on Susan," he pleaded. "Let's have some fun too." He was starting to get worried that he had picked the dud of the group.
"No way," she cried. Why are all these nigger cocks so big, she thought.
**********
LD wasn't about to give up. The others were all having some fun. He'd been obsessed with Susan since he saw her in her cheerleading outfit for the first time. Before then, she'd kept her body mostly hidden, but when her hard, fit belly first appeared underneath her big bouncing boobs, he'd started fantasizing about her. He wasn't the only one surprised or impressed either. He'd tried talking to her, but she was usually a complete bitch, curt one-word answers, polite, but disdainful, cutting off any conversation quickly. He was left with just his fantasies. LD laid in bed, slowly jerking off while an imaginary Susan bounced in his lap, going crazy and cumming all over his shit. Cameras filmed them doing all sorts of things and when they were done, he sent their amateur porn out to his dad in LA. LD senior was so impressed with it that he called his son immediately, inviting LD and Susan to come live with him to become famous porn stars.
This was probably the closest his cock would ever get to Susan. It bobbed half a foot from her face as she stared it in disbelief and horror. He knew she'd never seen a black man's cock before from the look on her face. LD didn't know her boyfriend. He played for Bartown, but he'd taken pleasure leaving the poor white boy squirming in pain after one particularly brutal tackle. Susan didn't get any little white dick that night nor for a few nights after that. No, LD wasn't about to give up just yet. He had one more card to play, the race card. "You some kinda racist or sometin?" he asked, pushing his cock closer to her mouth. If she reared back any further, she was going to tip her chair over.



Yes, nigger, she thought, wishing she'd left a long time ago or gone straight home after practice. "No," she lied, "I'm not a racist. I'm just dating someone."
"Prove it, you racist piece of shit," he growled softly. "Touch it. Just touch my fuckin junk. Touch it."
"That will prove it to you?" she muttered. Susan raised her hand, she reached out for the tip of his mighty cock with as much intent of pushing it further from her face as much as she intended to just quickly touch it and prove she wasn't racist. Her fingers got closer and the fat head on his penis looked like it swelled up in anticipation. Her eyes wrinkled up and she cringed. Susan didn't even like shaking hands with niggers. She was the only cheerleader that had voted against letting Stacy on the team and Stacy had been great at tryouts. Susan was partly the reason Stacy wasn't allowed to hang out in their little clique, though Stacy's whorish reputation had all the other traditional cheerleaders looking down on her too. Now Susan knew that the black girl hadn't been lying about all the big nigger cocks she had fucked.
Susan forced her hand the rest of the way and her fingers touched her first black cock. It seemed to shock her, an electrical current zapping her fingers, sending a tremble throughout her entire body that made her nipples pop out and copious amounts of arousal began flowing down the insides of her pussy to soak her swimsuit bottoms and create a wet spot on her chair. It made her feel good to touch it. Her fingers brushed along the underside of his shaft and with less reluctance, her hand closed around the end of his shaft. "It's so big and thick," she whispered, immediately wishing she'd kept that thought to herself as a broad grin spread across LD's face.
"Bet that little Bartown wimp boyfriend of yours doesn't have a cock like dis?"
"No," she told him truthfully. Her boyfriend suffered from a genetic strain of small cock particularly common among white males in Bartown and somewhat common in Coxburg that left him only a little more than four inches long. His small white penis had been a disappointment and left her believing that sex was no big deal. She could barely feel him when he was inside her. Never in her wildest dreams would she have ever believed that a black man on average would be better than a white man at anything. There was no denying the truth though. This nigger cock was superior to her boyfriend's! She let her hand slide down to the base of the shaft and back up, feeling it out.
"Yeah, that's it, baby. Jerk off that black cock. Dat ain't cheating. Show me you ain't no racist. Grab dat bottle of lotion.
Susan continued staring at her hand running up and down LD's black nigger cock even as her other hand reached out for the nearby bottle of lotion.
**********
Samson slid back down the foot of the cot and sat up. Jenny Summer's cum dripped from his chin. Kitty's mom's pussy was fucking gorgeous. Jenny had thrown her legs over the sides of the cot, opening herself up for him as he "kissed" her. She'd had several orgasms and her cum was still dripping off the bottom of her pussy lips creating a small pool underneath the cot. Samson looked down at his cock, rampant and ready to claim it's second white pussy and what many considered the finest most prized pussy in Coxville. His only regret was that he wouldn't be the first nigger to resize that pussy.
"Your tongue was amazing," moaned the well satisfied woman. She arched her back, stretching, her massive G-cups thrusting outwards. She was too content to care that they were on display for seven of her black students and her beloved girls.
"Wait until you try my black cock," he said, straddling the cot, and working his way up. He pushed his cock down between her legs. The head came down on her dripping pussy lips. They spread easily around his big cock head and quickly swallowed him up. "Dayumn Jenny, yo pussy's like a furnace."
"That's Mrs. Summers," she corrected. Her eyes were rolling back up into her head and her body was lifting itself up into his cock wanting him deeper. This was what she needed. BIG BLACK COCK! No stupid plastic dildo no matter how large could replace the real thing. Guilt racked her body, but she couldn't deny her need for Samson's mighty cock. How could she cheat and betray her man with Samson of all people? It never occurred to her that the man she felt guilty for betraying was Coach Black and not her husband of almost two decades. Push him out Jenny. Don't do this to the Coach. Even as she thought about reaching out to Samson's young well defined chest and pushing him out of her, her legs were wrapping around his hips and pulling his cock inside her. "FUCK ME! FUCK ME! I'M CUMMING!!"
**********
Patty looked back and forth between the two enormous cocks in her hands. Both black shafts dwarfed her boyfriend's 7" penis by more than half. Both cocks were uncircumcised, something she'd never seen before, and the foreskins fascinated her. Both were at full erection now. They felt powerful and throbbed in her hands. "I think yours is longer," she told Max watching her hand glide up his shaft. Her gaze moved back to Anthony. "But yours is thicker."
Patty looked back at Max. His cock was also darker, matching his African black skin. The muscular dreadlocked youth could have been transported here straight from Jamaica. Anthony was a lighter brown, but his shaft, foreskin, and scrotum were all a darker black, though the head peeking out of the foreskin was as light as his other skin. Max placed his hand on her red hair and turned her head back towards his cock. He pulled her closer, her mouth nearing the swollen dark plum-sized head. "Suck dat long cock," he ordered. Patty stared at the head as she approached her mouth. It was so powerful and manly. She felt cheated having only slept with Steve. Steve had bragged to her that his penis was much bigger then Todd's, Lou's, or Brian's. He had only compared it to his white team mate's, she realized now. Even though he bragged on his size, he was always insecure and apologetic after sex. He was a quick ejaculator. She blamed her breasts, the first time he'd unhooked her bra, he'd squirted cum immediately all over her hand as her breasts sprang free. Embarrassed, he'd apologized and taken her home. The second time, drunk and after a party. He sat on the bed, cock rampant and eager as she did a strip tease for him. As soon as her breasts popped out of her bra, he'd winced and crossed his legs fighting his problem and then she'd stupidly pinched her own nipples and brought one up to her mouth to lick. As soon as her tongue touched her rosy pink nipple, his cock had erupted, semen squirting out an inch from the head. Luckily, being young, he'd gotten it up again soon after and managed to last long enough to pierce her hymen, filling his condom within a minute of entering her. The third time they fucked in a dark room and he managed five minutes at a slow pace. Patty stared intently at Max's cock now understanding why Kitty had gone crazy after sleeping with Samson. The huge cock head brushed her lips. "What you waitin fo?" asked Max.
"I'm afraid I might like it," she whispered even as his cock head pushed past her lips and she stretched her mouth open to receive him.
"You won't like it. You will fuckin love it, ho," growled Max at his cock head reached her uvula.
Patty closed her eyes, a moan growing in the back of her throat. She already loved it. Her head started bobbing, her tongue twirling all around Max's huge cock head. She grabbed the base of his cock and literally attacked it. She bobbed her head rapidly, his cock head tapping her uvula like the punching bag it resembled. Patty pulled back letting her tongue run all around the head, sucking and licking his glands. She was the whitest of the cheerleaders and Max was the blackest of the team members. The contrast of his dark black cock superimposed over her EE white breasts was super-hot. She swallowed his cock again, taking half the twelve or thirteen-inch-long cock down her throat. She moaned as she sucked him. One of her hands came down to pinch her nipple sending a surge of arousal straight down to her already soaked pussy. She sucked harder or faster taking all but an inch of the big cock down her throat before she needed to come up for air.
"Now suck my thick cock," said Anthony, tired of just watching the action.
Patty was gasping for breath as she leaned over and started sucking his brown cock. This time she kept a hand on Max's shaft stroking him as she sucked Anthony. She attacked his cock with as much enthusiasm as she had Max's. This was the most exciting thing she'd ever done! She loved these two cocks. Anthony jerked his body a couple times, surprised at her enthusiasm. His cock head swelled up and hardened as she licked all around it. She sucked the head in her mouth and shoved it down her throat. The difference between the two black cocks was minor at best, but this time, she managed to kiss his pubes. Anthony's cock bucked in her throat and she felt it pumping. Patty pulled back, hot seed flowing down her throat even as the head exited into her mouth. Her cheeks immediately bulged out as her mouth completely filled with the best thing she'd ever tasted.
"UH FUCK!" groaned Anthony a little sheepishly. "UH! Been awhile for me. UH! Slut has me cumming! UH!" He watched the redhead lick her lips before turning back to Max's cock. Patty attacked his shaft with even more gusto then she had earlier now that she knew the tasty reward waiting for her when he came.
**********
"There's nothing little about you," said Miko, straddling Little Leroy's thighs. His black cock was now rearing up from her crotch like it was her penis only upside down. She reached down and started jerking it. Nearby, Pamela was on all fours beside Leroy. She was staring at the cock between Miko's legs with fascination.
Pamela jumped a little when Leroy's big hand grabbed and squeezed one of her ass cheeks. He didn't let go. Instead he pulled her towards him. Miko watched her close friend act confused at what Leroy wanted her to do, but eventually she realized he was trying to get her to sit on his face. Pamela straddled Leroy's head and adjusted herself. She stared deep into Miko's eyes and then suddenly her eyes rolled up in her head and her mouth slowly inched open. Miko looked down at Leroy's chest and Pam's hands placed on his ribs. Pam's legs were spread wide to straddle him and Miko could easily make out Leroy's chin, jaw munching away.
Pamela was even trying to lift and lower herself over what was probably a rapidly thrusting tongue. The young half Japanese Coxvillian watched in fascination as Pamela approached an orgasm. It was beautiful to watch. Coxville's top female athlete sucked her lower lip into her mouth as she gently bounced on Leroy's face. A dumb grin spread across her face, her eyes becoming more and more lidded until eventually they closed altogether. Her lip came out and her mouth opened slightly, soft moans whispering through. "Oh my," gasped Pamela. "That's nice. Gonna... gonna... CUM!!" Pamela thrashed around a bit before opening her eyes, looking ecstatic.
Miko wondered if Pam had ever had an orgasm before. Miko wondered if she ever had. Pamela was still moaning and humping Leroy's mouth. Either this was her first or her best or both, Miko couldn't tell. All she knew was that one minute a delighted Pamela was moaning all over Leroy's tongue and the next, Pam was throwing herself forward and sucking the cock jutting out between Miko's legs still pushing her pussy back into Leroy's tongue.
Miko looked down. Pamela's eyes weren't closed. Instead, she was looking up Miko's body, past her breasts and into her lovely dark eyes. It was a strange look. The look you gave someone that you were pleasing sexually as if Pamela was pretending it were Miko's cock she were sucking. Miko looked away, uncomfortable with the look Pam was giving her. Her gaze roamed to pool in wonder. Kitty was on all fours Sucking Deon while Stubby fucked her pussy. Patty was kneeling, alternately sucking on two cocks. Mrs. Summers was getting it hard and fast from Samson on a lounge chair. They were totally into each other, staring into each other's eyes. Miko couldn't tell who was fucking who. Even more surprising was to see Susan, still in her bathing suit giving LD a hand job. Their little pool party had turned into a full-fledged orgy. She looked back down at Pamela. Pam was holding Leroy's cock, letting her tongue twirl around the sensitive tip, still staring at Miko and for a moment, Miko wondered what it would feel like if it really were her cock Pamela were sucking on. An orgasmic scream from across the pool broke the spell as Jenny came again from the pounding Samson was giving her. Miko looked back down at Pamela, now sucking the head in and out of her mouth. Miko knew what she had to do.
Miko reached down and grabbed the root of Leroy's cock, pulling it out of Pamela's mouth even as Miko was raising herself up off Leroy's legs. Pamela sat up, pushing her pussy back into Leroy's mouth. He was still rapidly licking her pussy. Miko felt the tip of Leroy's cock push against her pussy lips, bending them inwards. She was soaked down there, the wettest she'd ever been. The cock head pushed inside her a lot easier then she would have guessed. "It's sooooo bbbiiigggg!!," she moaned, raising and lowering herself over the shaft taking inch after inch inside her tight pussy. "Feels good." Miko ground her pussy around the shaft. She'd only taken maybe half the monster cock, but it was more than her boyfriend had ever given her. "Feels really good," she moaned, sliding down several more inches. "So big. So full. I'm gonna... I'm gonna... CUM!"
"OH GOD! ME TOO!" moaned Pamela loudly. Her pussy started vibrating. Pamela stared at Miko, her head was thrown back, mouth open, and she moaned in orgasmic pleasure. Miko looked so beautiful and Pam couldn't help herself. She reached out and grabbed Miko's breasts.
Miko's pussy was having orgasmic contractions all around Leroy's big cock. The added lubrication had her sliding down the rest of his cock, the head pushing through her cervix into her womb. The extra inches prolonged her orgasm as did the new sensation of having her nipples pinched. One hand left her nipple and grabbed her wrist, pulling her hand up to a soft pillowy cushion of flesh. Her fingers found their own hard nipple and Miko pinched it. She raised her other hand, squeezing both breasts even as her breasts were being affectionately squeezed.
Leroy had just skillfully made both women cum together. When Miko opened her eyes even before she'd completely come down from the orgasm, she found Pamela's head just inches from her own. Pam was staring at her intently. Pam cocked her head and moved her lips closer to Miko's. Miko leaned forwards and kissed her. Pamela suddenly quit playing with Miko's breasts. She reached behind her friend and pulled the short Amerasian into her arms, mashing their breasts together as they kissed passionately, tongues dueling back and forth into each other's mouths. Miko's pussy spasmed and
contracted again as she came all over Leroy's big cock for a second time while kissing her friend.
**********
Kitty felt a ringing in her ears as Stubby shoved his over thick cock deep in her pussy. His hard thrusts pushed her nose into Deon's pubic hairs. She was getting two black cocks at once and she was loving it. She'd overheard the Coach tell her mom that it took two black cocks at once to become a fullfledged slut. She wondered if she'd crossed that line. She almost hoped it was only an isolated incident as she'd fallen madly in love with Samson over the time they'd spent together recently. She hoped that fucking her mom was just Samson getting something out of his system and they'd go back to being boyfriend and girlfriend. But now that she was getting two cocks at once and loving it, she suspected she wouldn't want to give it up.
The ringing in her ears continued and then there was a loud BEEP. The ringing had been her hearing the kitchen phone ringing before the answering machine picked it up. She couldn't hear the message, nor did she care.
Inside the house, her father's voice was being recorded on the machine. "Jenny, honey, I'm sorry about our little fight. I decided I'd rather spend the weekend with you in Coxville then here without you. I'm almost home now and I promise to make it up to you. Love you."
BEEP! The message ended.
**********
Susan watched her hand rapidly climb to the tip of LD's cock and then glide down to the base. She was fascinated by her small white hand stroking the big nigger's cock. This was about the last thing she'd have expected she'd be doing today or any day for that matter. Even as she stared at her hand, she brought her other hand up and started jerking him off with both hands. Jerking his nigger cock was a two-handed job though technically it was a three or four handed job.
Susan had never felt so confused in her life. Her entire world view was slowly coming crashing down around her. This nigger cock was superior in length. This nigger cock was superior in width. This nigger cock was superior in hardness. LD's nigger balls were huge, sperm filled, and superior too. This nigger cock was superior. Was that why her daddy, uncles, and even her boyfriend hated niggers? Did they know about nigger cock? Was this what they were afraid of? Nigger cock is superior!
Susan brought her head closer to the throbbing vibrant cock in her hand. It jerked suddenly like he was anticipating she was going to put it in her mouth. There was no chance in hell of that ever happening. Susan just wanted a closer look. The damn thing was getting even bigger. The black cock was swelling up even more, the head turning a darker purple. She looked at it curiously even as he urethra opened and... SPLAT
It was like getting hit in the face by a water balloon filled with hot pudding. The force of the blast threw her head back. Nigger sperm dripped from her hair. Nigger sperm was sliding down her face. Her glasses had kept the nigger sperm from her eyes, but the lens was covered with the white viscous mess. Nigger sperm hung in strands between her parted lips. She could taste the nigger's cum on her tongue and it was good. Really good. She liked it. She wanted more. She got more. A long stream of LD's hot nigger seed shot right into her mouth, filling it until she gulped it down. Sperm struck her neck and bare chest and she even felt it splatter all over her breasts protected by her bathing suit. Those oversized nigger balls were doing their job, ejaculating wad after wad of nigger seed all over her upper torso. More even shot in her mouth. She swallowed every drop even licking her lips for more.
"Let's get you out of dat messy suit," said LD, pulling on her shoulder straps and Susan didn't resist as her magnificent breasts sprang free.
**********
"Fuck me, that's a nice cock," groaned Jenny Summers impressed with Samson's youthful stamina. The Coach could match it, but Harold wouldn't have lasted ten seconds at Samson's pace and the black youth had been pounding her pussy for a good twenty minutes. "I'm gonna cum again."
"Me too Jenny," he groaned. "Gonna seed that pussy."
"YYEESS!" she hissed. "Do it. Give me your seed." She raised her hips into every thrust, her pussy trying to clamp down around his cock wanting to hold him deep inside. "And it's Mrs. Summers." Jenny thrashed her head back and forth.
"SHIT!" he groaned, throwing his head back and shoving his cock in balls deep.
Jenny came to her senses even as vibrations were growing in her pussy and a small jet of sperm shot into her womb. Samson hadn't had a vasectomy! "Wait! Don't cum in me. Pull out."



"Too late," he growled, and the small jet of sperm turned into a torrent. His fertile seed quickly filled Jenny Summer's womb even as it had filled Kitty Summer's womb dozens of times before that. Samson let a second wad go. He knew Coach Black had lied to the horny slut about having a vasectomy, but Samson wished it were true and that it were his boys knocking her up right then. The student that knocked up Jenny Summers would be a fucking legend in Coxville High. He made sure he filled her womb good before yanking his cock out.
Jenny's knuckles were white as she squeezed her own breasts with an intensity that had her tit flesh sticking out between her fingers. She was cumming like crazy around his spurting cock. The thought that Samson might be knocking her up only made her orgasm stronger. Her pussy followed his cock up, trying to keep him from pulling it out, but then his cock sprang free, dripping with her cum and shooting jet after jet of his white seed on her breasts and belly until she was covered in it. Jenny collapsed back down on the cot, moaning softly, and rubbing his warm seed into her skin. Having Samson's unprotected cock hosing her womb with his seed had been one of the hottest moments of her life. Thankfully, it should be safe as she was already a few days late on her period. Not her most fertile time.
"I gotta go take a dump Mrs. Summers," said Samson, walking naked towards her sliding glass doors.
Jenny watched his ass flex as he walked away from her and already she felt some lust for the teenager to fuck her again. Wow! Does my daughter's boyfriend know how to fuck, she thought. There's no way Kitty will ever give that up and wouldn't either if I were in her place.
Jenny Summers sat up and climbed unsteadily to her feet. She was dripping with cum and needed to clean up. She walked to the edge of her pool, looking around her in disbelief at what she saw. Patty was on all fours, arching her back. Patty's EE breasts and nipples were squeezing out around Max's black hands. His huge swollen balls were visible beneath her pussy, dripping their combined fluids to the cement. Miko was riding Leroy. Her back was arched, and Pamela was leaning down with one of Miko's nipples in her mouth. Even as Jenny watched, Miko was crying out in an orgasm. Her eyes flew open and she sprang off Leroy's cock. It was ejaculating, white sperm shooting up into Miko's retreating pussy.
"Oh no! You came in me," worried Miko. "I'm not on the pill."
Pamela had leaned down and started sucking Leroy's cock. Jenny could see Pam's cheeks bulging out as his big balls pumped out even more sperm. Jenny heard Kitty orgasm. She gasped when she saw her daughter kneeling between two black men. Stubby had buried his cock and was spraying so much sperm inside Jenny's daughter that it was shooting out all around their conjoined crotches. Deon slowly removed his monster cock from Kitty's throat. "My turn to fuck you. Get on your back," he said, and Jenny watched as Kitty rolled over.
Lastly, Susan was pulling her swimsuit off over her hips showing off those fit abs of hers. Lorenzo Doyle was sitting in a chair stroking his cock while she stripped. Susan's face was completely covered with sperm except for around her eyes where her glasses had protected them. She'd removed her sperm covered glasses and sat it beside her chair.
Jenny looked around nervously at her neighbor's upper windows before jumping in her pool to clean Samson's sperm off her.
**********
Susan had never felt more aroused. His nasty nigger cum is all over me, she thought, but he tasted so good. I can't believe how good it was. She pushed her suit all the way down and stepped out of it finally joining the others in her nudity. "Christ! It's still hard," she cried in disbelief. That's because nigger cock is superior whispered a voice in her head.
"It's ready fo you ta ride it," said Lorenzo Doyle.
I can't fuck a nigger, she thought. "I can't cheat on my boyfriend," she told him.
"Let's just see how much ya can take then. That ain't cheatin. Unless you too racist to take a black man's cock in ya?"
Susan walked over to him and straddled his lap. "Yes, let's see how much I can take," she told him, and he nodded. "I am curious." What are you doing Susan? What are you doing? He's a nigger! Your about to feel a superior nigger cock in your pussy. This nigger's dad makes pornos for fucks sake. LD's torso and his cock were so long that she had to stand on tiptoes which dangled her swollen nipples in his face. He sucked one into his mouth before she could protest. The fat cock head touched her engorged clit and pussy lips. Again, she felt that strange electric shock that had her fluids dripping all around his cock. LD chuckled, and she flushed red in embarrassment. "Oh my," she moaned. Her pussy was spreading wide open around his cock head, embracing it, pulling it inside. "It's opening me up like no one ever has."
LD sucked hard on her nipple. It was one of the biggest, most swollen nipples he'd ever seen. He kissed it then looked up reaching for the bun on her head. "You need to loosen up and let your hair down."
Susan's long brown hair fell to cascade around her shoulders. LD knew he had made the right choice. A short time ago, a bookish looking Susan had been studying her book through her glasses. Now, nude, her stunning body on display, her glasses shoved aside, and her long brown hair down, Susan had suddenly transformed into one of the hottest girls in school. "It's so big," she moaned, shuddering as his fingers found her nipples and pinched them. "So big. So big. Aaaaahhhh!" Susan slid down about half his cock.
"I think you is lovin yo first taste of black cock, Susan," he told her.
Her pussy was trembling all around every inch of the shaft that was inside it. Her insides seemed to want to grip it tightly, relax, squeeze it again, and then to pull it even deeper. She slid down a few more inches, twice as deep as her white boyfriend's cock- no his inferior penis, could ever go. LD's cock, his black cock, his big black superior nigger cock was stimulating every nerve ending inside her pussy. It felt good, amazing, better than anything had before. The head pushed deeper hitting the back of her pussy. "OW!" she cried, wincing. "Too deep."
"There's still a couple inches to go," he told her.
Susan knew it was true. She wasn't quite sitting in his lap which meant he still had more cock to give her. She was a little disappointed that she couldn't take it all, but then she wasn't built like a black woman either. She wasn't built for superior nigger cock. "Sorry," she whispered, truly regretting her failure to take the whole thing.
"It ain't over yet," said LD. 'Watch dis." He grabbed her ass cheeks and raised her crotch up a little so that her clit was even with his belly button. "We call dis resizing." He probed the back of her pussy with the end of his cock and then pulled her down into him.
"Aaargh," groaned Susan, pain shooting through her to the point she almost regretted this experiment. She felt her cervix stretching wide around his cock head and then he was pushing into her womb. Susan slowly sat down in his lap. She'd taken him balls deep. The pain faded quickly. LD was jerking his cock inside her, each time it bucked sent a spasm of pleasure radiating out of her pussy to spread throughout her body. "Oh my god," she moaned. "Something's happening!" His nigger cock is making me cum! The next time he jerked his cock, her pussy clamped down around it and her body tightened up, finally relaxing as her orgasm exploded throughout her body. She squirted so much fluid around his cock, that she thought she might have peed in his lap.
"Feel good, baby?" he asked, with a cocky grin on his face.
Susan stared open mouthed in awe at the black man. She felt him pinch her nipple. She looked down at his dark black hand squeezing her pale white breast, thumb and index finger pinching her nipple. Her own white hand came up to touch his hard-bodied chest. She ran it across his black skin and didn't feel the least bit disgusted anymore. Her hand ran smoothly up and over his shoulder, up his neck to feel his cheek. He looked at her strangely, but still had that cocky grin. Susan leaned down and pecked his lips, pulled back, then kissed him again open mouthed, her tongue pushing past his black lips, to find his own.
She kissed him with more passion then she had ever shown her boyfriend as she started riding his superior nigger cock, now her favorite cock in the world.
**********
Jenny was so engrossed in getting all Samson's sperm off her that she didn't hear the splashing coming up behind her. "Damn, this stuff is hard to get off," she complained. Sperm got all stringy and sticky when wet. Using a towel would have been a better idea.
Black hands reached around her to squeeze her breasts. The man pulled her back into him and she felt his big hard cock pushing between her ass cheeks. "I just fucked your daughter. Now, I'm gonna fuck you," whispered Stubby in her ear.
Jenny reached behind her and down. She grabbed his cock, eyes widening with surprise and how big around it felt. She pulled away from him, tugging on his cock for him to follow. "I'm not on birth control," she said, releasing his cock, and leaning down to grab the sides of the pool. "Fuck my ass instead." Jenny looked over her shoulder, eyes widening with trepidation at the sight of Stubby's thick cock.
"Sure thing, teach," said Stubby, moving up behind her. He grabbed and caressed her ass cheeks. Stubby spit in his hand and coated the end of his cock with the saliva even though it was still wet from Kitty's juices. He forced his thick stubby cock down towards her tightly puckered rectum and pushed.
"OW! Oh, fuck that hurts!" groaned Jenny thankful she'd had the Coach to break her ass in before trying this. Just when she thought her asshole might rip open, Stubby's cock head slipped inside her. "Ow! Ow! Ow! Take it slow, all right?"
"I'll try, Mrs. Summers," said Stubby, chuckling. "You didn't teach me how to do this in sex ed."
No, I didn't, thought Jenny Summers as Stubby worked his cock around, pushing it deeper and deeper. Her insides didn't hurt so bad, just her anus, but that slowly faded, and she started to push her ass back into his cock as he started slowly fucking her and she started loving it.
**********
Harold threw his front door open and smiled. His smile disappeared when he didn't see Jenny waiting for him with a hug and a kiss since he'd been gone for so long. He set the small bouquet of flowers he'd brought for his wife down on the stand beside the front door and walked into his house, loosening his tie. He sorted through the pile of mail, Jenny had left for him, seeing nothing interesting but a few bills. "JENNY!" he yelled up the stairs. "KITTEN!" he added when there was no answer.
Harold frowned wondering where his wife and daughter were. Jenny's car was in the driveway. There were a few other cars parked on the street, run down cars with dark tinted windows he'd never seen in his neighborhood before. He retrieved the bouquet and strolled towards the kitchen. Even before he crossed through into the kitchen/dining section of his home, he could see a crowd out by the pool. Looks like Kitty is having a party, he thought. His brow furrowed when he noticed that many of the figures outside were dark skinned. Blacks dirtying up his pool?
Harold approached the sliding glass door. With each step, he began to tremble, sweat broke out on his forehead, and all the color left his face. The men outside were all black! The women outside were all white! Everyone was naked, and they were fucking! The bouquet of flowers fell to the floor. Harold was so horrified by the scene going on in his backyard that he didn't hear the downstairs toilet flush behind him. Nor did he hear the bathroom door open. "Oh my god," he muttered. "Kitty! Not my little angel. Get that nigger off you." He legs started to shake and he felt weak. "Miko, Patty, all Kitty's friends, all fucking niggers. How?" Harold remembered his first day of gym class in tenth grade. The athletic blacks had been particularly dominant and aggressive playing football. Harold had grass stains on his knees from being knocked down several times. He'd gone back to the locker room, stripped put a towel around himself and walked to the showers. The room had been steamy. Two black teens were in there as well as many whites. Harold had never been more shocked in his life. The blacks were soaping around two monster sized dicks more than twice as big as his. He felt his own penis shrink up into his scrotum as he stared in shock at the semi hard black penises sticking straight out from the black boy's crotches. The other whites showering appeared just as uncomfortable, taking spots under showers away from the black boys and it would remain that way through senior year. Harold showered as fast as he could, racing out of the showers and for his towel. Before he reached his towel half a dozen other blacks were walking to the showers. None had bothered wrapping a towel around their crotches and all had fat black banana cocks slapping back and forth from thigh to thigh or sticking out semi-erect, and there couldn't have been a one under a foot long. Principal Long had been talking to the gym coach. The town's first black principal appeared quite delighted as he watched the white boys hurry from the showers. That had been Harold's first encounter with the oversized black cocks of Coxville County and never once had he believed that any white woman could have taken one of those dark-skinned monsters in their vaginas.
A blonde girl was in the pool getting fucked from behind by a dark-skinned teenager. She looked oddly familiar. The man ramming it into her from behind was short and black skinned. Harold recognized Stubby, a tight end for the Cocks. Stubby pulled the woman's hips and she released the side of the pool, rearing up, back into Stubby. He reached around and squeezed her big breasts. They too looked oddly familiar. The couple in the pool turned, their profile now visible to the watching Harold. Harold had been staring at those same breasts for over nineteen years. "No," he hissed in denial. "It can't be. Not my... JENNY!" he cried in anguish. He raised his fists to beat them on the glass door screaming, "JENN...GACK!!" A strong hand grabbed the back of his neck nearly lifting Harold's feet off the floor.
"Look here wimp," whispered a voice in his ear. "We ain't done havin our fun yet yo. You ain't thinking of stopping our little party are ya?"
Harold could see his reflection in the glass. He looked petrified and tears were rolling down his cheeks. Samson West was looming over him from behind. He felt the grip on his neck tighten and he couldn't help himself. His bladder emptied soaking the front of his pants. "N-no sir," he stuttered.
"Good boy," growled Samson, releasing the grip around Harold's neck. Harold dropped, falling to the floor, his hand landing in a pool of his own urine that had run down his pant leg. He looked up as the black thug squeezed past him, his gaze going right to the semi hard foot long black cock sticking straight out between Samson's crotch. Samson exited through the sliding door and rejoined his friends.
**********
Patty's entire voluptuous body was shaking under the forceful strokes of Max's mighty cock. His hands squeezed her hips, pulling her back into his thrusting cock. With each stab forwards, her ass cheeks trembled, and her mighty breasts swung beneath her. Her EE's were like heavy milk filled udders, nearly hanging down all the way to the cement around the pool. They were so heavy, she nearly fell forwards on her face each time they swung forwards. "Uuuuunhhhhhh," she cried, cumming yet again. She'd lost count since he'd put it inside her.
Patty didn't know what had come over her. She was completely fascinated by the size of both Anthony and Max's cocks, but something in her had snapped the moment she tasted Anthony's seed. Nothing had ever tasted so good to her. She'd attacked Max's cock wanting more sperm even though Anthony had left her belly full. She'd protested when Max had pulled his cock out of her throat simply saying, "You'll like dis better, ho." He'd then moved behind her and lifted her ass up so that she was on all fours before beginning her pussy's longed-for introduction to black cock.
"You liken yo first taste of black cock, aintcha ho?"
"YYEESS!!" she hissed.
"Who owns dat pussy now?"
"You do Max."
"What about Steve?"
Steve? Patty sobbed as she thought about her boyfriend. She loved him, and he was the best friend she had outside her fellow cheerleaders. Steve, so handsome and fit, they looked great together, one of the most handsome couples in school after Kitty and Todd. His fit nude body had made her heart skip a beat when she saw him and his proud penis rearing up fully erect, a good seven inches long, what she once believed was big. She remembered staring eagerly at his penis while she unhooked her bra and the look of shame on his face when his penis jerked, ejaculating the minute her nipples appeared. The same look he had on his face days later when she modeled for him the very same bikini she'd worn today. He'd ejaculated in his shorts just seeing her in the bikini and she watched the growing wet stain spread on his shorts. They'd had to make love in the dark in order for her to lose her virginity to him and even then, he never lasted more than a few strokes. Steve would have blown his load within three strokes at the pace Max was going. Such an inferior weakling, she thought with contempt. "Steve and I are over," she told Max just before her pussy ballooned up and then clamped down around his cock, cumming yet again and confirming that she'd made the right decision. She no longer loved him, but hoped she and Steve could remain friends.
"Good," said Max, "Cause I'm gonna want this pussy a lot from now on."
"Not as much as I'm going to want your big black cock," she told him, hearing him laugh. Poor Steve, she thought still sad for her boyfriend. Their picture was on the inside of her locker. Steve looking dashing and handsome in a black tuxedo, arms wrapped around her from behind at the Summer's End themed homecoming dance just a few weeks ago. She turned heads in a low-cut green dress that displayed her ample cleavage and showed some thigh through a slit up the side of her skirt. She'd worn the same dress at the prom her junior year. The picture changed in her mind becoming her senior prom picture. Her dress was shorter, sluttier, green heels higher, even more cleavage showing almost down to her bra-less nipples. Max stood behind her grinning for the camera. No more handsome clean-cut white boy, but a giant muscled black man with long dreadlocks and skin as dark as hers was white. She wondered what her parents would think when Max came by to pick her up? "Oh god, fuck me Max."
Max squeezed her ass cheek and moved one beefy thumb over towards her anus. Her pressed down on the tight sphincter and pushed. Patty jumped in surprise, but relaxed as his thumb slowly pushed into her anus. "Steve ever do this?" he asked, moving his thumb around in her ass.
"NO!" she cried, "Pull it out. No! Shit! Finger my ass. Fuck! I'm cumming again. AAAAHHHHH!!"
"Me too slut," said Max, slamming his cock deep into her womb, the head spitting his fertile seed deep into the buxom redhead's body. His cock jerked, filling her womb. It jerked again, her womb bloating until his cum started running through her cervix, squeezing through the walls of her pussy and his shaft. It jerked again, sending another potent blast of his baby making seed into her womb.



Patty's orgasm never ended. Max's spurting cock only prolonged it. She'd never felt a man's semen spraying freely inside her before and it was the best, most natural feeling she'd ever felt. His cock was still spitting it's seed as he pulled it from her pussy, his thumb also leaving her ass. She immediately missed its presence, wishing it was still inside her ejaculating into her womb even as she remembered they were unprotected. His cum splattered all over her rectum and then struck the small of her back even as the load on her asshole began running down the crack of her ass. After that, a hot thick rain of semen splattered down all over her pale white back. Patty collapsed forwards, ass thrust upwards, head buried in her crossed arms. "Shit." she moaned into her arms. "We forgot a condom."
**********
Pamela swallowed Leroy's cock down whole. She could taste his sperm and Miko's juices on the shaft. She stared upwards at Miko's pussy even as she sucked Leroy's cock for all she was worth. Miko was sitting on her ass, legs spread, her pussy splayed open, and a virtual river of sperm pouring out of the gap. Miko looked horrified. "You came in me! I might get pregnant."
Pam had moved off Leroy so that he could sit up while she was leaning over him sucking his cock. He had been staring at Miko's pussy with a proud smug look on his face, but the look dropped when she mentioned the P word. "I can't be knockin up another bitch. This slut's gonna have to suck it out fo ya." He grabbed Pam's hair and pulled her head off his cock. Leroy pushed Pamela forwards.
Pamela barely knew what had transpired. One minute she had a mouthful of cock and the next a mouthful of pussy. She didn't hesitate, her tongue going to work on Miko, labia, lapping up the sperm from Miko's pussy. It was still hot and just as delicious, but better now mixed with Miko's sweet pussy juices. Pamela's fantasies had often turned to this, though she tried to deny it. When she thought of sex, her mind went to one of her fellow cheerleaders. She'd tried to fight it, still did. Even when she had sex with Brian, her mind would begin to picture Miko or Kitty or even Kitty's mom conjoined with her. Brian's hard chest would turn softer, smoother with big Coxville breasts. Only recently, since the night of the fog when she'd dreamed about a hung man fucking her had her mind turned to fantasizing about men. She'd hoped she was over her phase even though Brian never lived up to her dream man's skills. Now, as soon as her tongue slid into the folds of Miko's well fucked pussy, she knew it wasn't a phase at all. She liked women.
Miko at first put her hands on Pamela's head, softly pushing, trying to get her to stop licking her. Within seconds, her grip on Pam's hair had softened, she stroked her friend's head before she began pulling Pamela lips and hungry mouth harder into her pussy even as she lifted her ass up, thrusting her crotch into Pamela's skillful tongue. Before she knew what was happening, Miko's pussy was orgasming, her contractions forcing a torrent of Leroy's seed from her pussy into Pamela's mouth and Pamela ravenously lapped it up as fast as she could.
**********
Kitty's big tits were shaking as hard as Patty's had been only Kitty was lying on her back. "Fuck me Deon. Fuck me," she screamed as her black lover lifted her knees up angling her pussy up so that he could fuck her even harder.
Deon's fat belly was shaking as much as Kitty's tits. This was a dream come true to the overweight black man. Kitty was the hottest (arguably) and the most popular (unarguably) girl in school and here he was with his cock buried to the hilt and her screaming at him to fuck her. She'd even creamed all over his cock multiple times.
"I love your cock," cried Kitty, opening her eyes. Her expression was soft and loving as she gazed in awe at the fat black man. She'd felt bad, she'd rarely ever spoke to Deon being somewhat contemptuous of his race and of his obesity. Fucking Deon would have been as inconceivable as her fucking Melvin or Principal Long. Now she was willingly fucking him, cumming all over his wonderful black cock. He was her third black man of the day after Samson that morning and Stubby just a short time ago. There was only one explanation whether it was her first taste of Samson's cock after their bet, seeing Coach Black's beautiful cock sodomizing her mother, or cumming all over fat Deon's cock. There was only one explanation.
They've turned me into a slut!
**********
Susan felt her pussy suck in LD's cock to the hilt. She sucked her lower lip into her mouth as she ground her pussy down on his cock. His black hand squeezed one of her big breasts. Susan looked unrecognizable now. With her hair down and her glasses off, nude and riding a black man's huge cock, the bright bookish student now looked slutty and wanton. "Fuck me LD," she moaned, humping his cock. "Fuck me with your big nigger cock."
LD's eyes widened in surprise and then narrowed. "What did you say, bitch?" He brought the palm of his hand down hard on one of her plump ass cheeks. SMACK! The sound echoed off the pool. "That's for calling me a nigger."
Susan's eyes widened in surprise at being spanked then she started grinning. She bounced in his lap faster than before. "YES! Spank my white ass. Your nigger cock is making me cum again."
I think I'm in love, thought LD as she thrashed all over his cock, the throes of a powerful orgasm wracking her body. She grabbed the back of his neck and pulled his lips against hers, still riding his mighty cock as fast as she could.
"Dayumn Susan. You is one hot bitch," said Max, watching her ride LD.
"Yeah. Your shit is fine," agreed Anthony. He stared at the hand shaped welt on her ass cheek where LD had spanked her. Susan would probably have been the last cheerleader he would have made a play for. Sure, you could tell she had a hot body under her clothes made obvious when the bare midriff cheerleading uniforms arrived, but she always seemed so snobby and uptight. Now over the last hour, she had transformed into a wanton whore. "Shit LD, I believe you done turned her out for the black man."
Susan reared back, thrusting her breasts out and up. LD looked with lust at her magnificent orbs. "Dat right Susan. You a whore for black cock now?" She remained silent, just raising, and lowering her pussy over his cock. "Answer me," he growled, spanking her again.
"YYYEEESSS!!" she groaned, taking his cock balls deep inside her pussy as she came all over his shaft yet again. "Whore... nigger... cock," she gasped.
"Nigger cocks only in dat pussy?" asked LD. He leaned down and sucked one of her elongated nipples into his mouth.
"Yes, only nigger cocks in my pussy." Susan recovered from her orgasm and started fucking his shaft faster again.
"Nigger cocks only in dat dirty mouth of yours?"
"Yes, I only suck nigger cocks. Big black nigger cocks."
"Nigger cocks only in dat fine ass?"
Susan hesitated. The thought of having anything shoved up her ass even a small white penis had never occurred to her. A cock the size of LD's would rip her in two. She shuddered in fear, the shudder slowly changing into one of lust as she pictured herself offering up her tightest most sacred hole to a nigger's big cock. "Yes," she finally answered. "Only nigger cocks in my ass."
"You heard the whore, my niggas," said LD. "She wants nigger cocks in her ass and throat."
"I want that ass," said Anthony.
"I'll take the mouth," added Max.
The two black men stepped forward, stroking their already plump cocks back to full erection even as Susan was coming all over LD's cock again.
**********
Everything seemed surreal to Jenny Summers. She felt like she was floating on a cloud. She was floating on her back with a pool noodle under her neck. Her hair was spread out floating behind her. Her ears were partially submerged, but she could still make out the moans, gasps, and cries of pleasure coming from her squad of senior cheerleaders. Stubby was still fucking her ass. He was holding her ankles up so that her crotch was upturned. Her pussy was aimed towards the sky, clit still swollen and Samson's cum still leaking out, flowing down to her asshole and Stubby's cola can sized cock reaming her ass. Her ass was right on the water line, Stubby's torpedo shaped cock churning the water and the white cloud of Samson's sperm around it.
"Like mother, like daughter, Huh, Mrs. Summers," asked Stubby, laughing.
"Yes," she whispered, both in answer to his question and in response to all the pleasure she was getting by being sodomized by his thick cock.
"Gonna cum soon. Gonna fill dat fine white ass good." Stubby sped up his thrusts. With a grunt, he buried his cock spewing his hot seed deep into her bowels. He shot several blasts of cum down her poop shoot and then suddenly yanked his cock out. The head leaped up several inches over her pussy, shooting a long spray of sperm from her neck to her pussy lips. Another powerful jet fell mostly on her belly, pooling into her navel. Finally, unable to control himself, Stubby buried his still ejaculating cock straight into her pussy adding his fertile seed to Samson's.
The pleasurable shock was too intense for Jenny. Stubby was stretching her pussy out further than ever before, the second she felt more black seed striking her womb, she came hard all over Stubby's thick cock as her pussy filled with a fresh load of rich black sperm.
Her black student didn't pull out until his cock had stopped bucking inside her. When he did pull out, his cock was spent, as he released her ankles. The pool noodle slipped out from under her head and Jenny Summers slowly sank into the water. She opened her eyes underwater, seeing Stubby's dark form staring down at her through the water and the bright ball of the sun behind him as it was slowly setting. Balls of white semen floated past her and a growing cloud spread out from her crotch. What was she doing? She was risking her marriage. She was risking her job fucking one, no two of her students as well as a fellow teacher. She had even risked pregnancy by one now two of those same students. As her mind wondered to the intense pleasure these big black cocks gave her, she knew one thing for certain. It was worth it, and she wasn't going to stop any time soon.
**********
Samson's cock was sticking straight out as he stood by the pool. He'd watched Stubby cum in Jenny's ass and then push it in her pussy. He was considering jumping in and giving all twelve inches to Mrs. Summers again when a delicate white hand reached around him and grabbed the base of his cock. The hand was very white and had some freckles on the top. It ran up and down his dick, slowly stroking him. "I'm free, but my pussy is sore," said Patty.
Samson turned, into her arm so she didn't have to release his cock. He gazed down with lust at her over proportioned breasts and white body. The buxom redhead was probably his next choice to fuck after the Summer's women. He liked her pale skin and voluptuous body. "I'd love to fuck yo big titties," he told her.
Patty smiled and nodded. She sank to her knees, leaning forwards and kissing his cock, sucking the tip a little before laying down on her back. He straddled her belly and kneeled. Samson West grabbed the base of his cock and pushed it down even as she squeezed her EE's together, enveloping his cock in their cushiony flesh. The tanning lotion was nearby where he'd dropped it after coating Mrs. Summers. He grabbed the bottle and poured it down along his shaft like mustard on a hot dog. He wiggled his cock around and then started pumping it between Patty's amazing white breasts.
At twelve inches, Samson's cock was so big, the tip easily slid up over Patty's lips, smacking her in the nose. She licked his cock as it passed, not liking the taste of the lotion, but she still felt a strong desire to taste him. "I bet this isn't how you thought your day would end?" asked Samson.
"HA!" Lick. "No." Lap lap lap. "This is the-" Lick. "Last thing I thought I'd be-" Lick lick lick. "doing today."
"Never thought no black man would be fuckin dem big ass white titties." Samson reached down and cupped the tips of her breasts, squeezing them around his cock and running his thumbs around her nipples.
Lick. "No." Patty squirmed beneath him aware she was lifting her hips in arousal as he played with her nipples. Didn't think I'd let a black man fuck me without a rubber while fingering my ass either, she thought.
"Whadya think of big black cocks now?"
"I like them," moaned Patty. Samson could fuck her titties, hard and fast, while Steve squirted just from seeing her nipples. Steve, so fit and handsome. Wus! She'd been so impressed with his body when he stood before her naked. Weakling! His seven-inch penis had been so hard and proud, beautiful as it squirted seconds after seeing her topless. Pathetic! The big hard penis had collapsed immediately, shrinking to the size of a Vienna sausage. Loser! Steven couldn't handle her body, he'd never be able to make her orgasm or last more than a minute or two with her. Worthless! Useless tiny white prick! "I love them," she corrected. "Only want black cock from now on."
"Good girl," said Samson with a smirk. Patty winked back at him, leaned her head up and let the end of his cock slide in and out of her mouth. Samson leaned back still fucking the buxom redhead's tits while looking around at what he had wrought.
On the other side of the pool, Pam was still eating out Miko. Leroy was rising to his feet nearby and Deon was kneeling behind Pamela. "Mind if I borrow a slut. Leroy?" asked Deon, guiding his fat cock into Pamela. She raised her head, chin soaking wet, and howled as Deon's cock pushed deep. The fitness obsessed cheerleader had no idea she was being taken by the fattest black man in school. She pushed her mouth back into Miko's slit.
"Take her bro, I'm gonna go find some new pussy." Leroy turned and walked over to Susan.
"Come on niggers," growled Susan. "You can do it. Harder." This was about the last thing Samson would ever have expected to see. A wild-eyed Susan was looking like a cock crazed slut as she rode LD's cock and Anthony was trying to get his cock deep in her ass. Max was near her head stroking his cock. "Gimme that cock nigger," she ordered. Max moved forward and bent his cock down, shoving it down the newly turned slut's mouth. Susan now had a cock in all her holes and she was working her body like she loved it. Leroy watched the action and Susan saw him, reaching out to grab his cock, three not being enough for her new-found lust. She stroked him with her hand, but he pulled back and walked away towards Kitty laying by the end of the pool.
His eyes fell on his girlfriend. Kitty looked exhausted as she laid on her back on the cement. She was also dripping with sperm. Samson felt no jealousy, hell he'd just fucked her mom. Instead, he was proud of his girlfriend. Both the Summer's women were one step closer to realizing their true natures today. "Samson tells me ya gots a tight ass," said Leroy standing over Kitty. Kitty didn't say a word. She just sat up and rolled over on her hands and knees, lowering her head into her arms so that her ass was thrust up. Leroy kneeled behind her and guided his cock into her asshole. Samson could see Leroy's cock bend a little before it straightened and pushed into her. They both groaned.
Jenny Summers was sitting on the edge of the pool, playing with Stubby's cock as he stood in front of her. He'd just cum in her ass and despite her objections to unprotected sex, she'd suddenly developed an overwhelming desire to have his thick cock back in her pussy after he'd surprised her by shoving his spurting cock in balls deep. It hardened under her administrations and she pulled it back down into her pussy. Stubby buried it and she wrapped her long legs around his back, kissing him as they began to fuck.
Samson's final glance was over at the house. Harold Summers was standing in the doorway, jerking off. He looked sad and dejected. His pudgy body was hunched over. Samson couldn't quite tell, but it looked like tears were running down his cheeks. Here was a man clearly not happy with what was happening, but he couldn't help but jerk himself off while he watched his wife and the cheerleaders getting blacked. That was all a weakling could do while watching real men take his woman.
Samson felt the cum welling up in his balls. He turned his attention back down to Patty. Her eyes were crossed still looking up at him while sucking the tip of his cock. He blew, her cheeks ballooning up quickly, sperm shooting out the corners of her mouth. He pulled back into her tips, a wave of his seed fanning out from the tip of his dick to splatter down all over the freckled red head's face. More sperm shot from his bloated cock head. It flew into her mouth, over her nose and eyes, coating her hair, and covering the cement around her head. He came and came, finally leaning over her and jerking the remaining cum from his balls so that it covered her pale white tits with a black man's sperm.
**********
Jenny and Kitty Summers stood beside each other by the side gate in their backyard. Both the two hot blondes were nude and showed signs of being well fucked. Seed, still wet, dripped and flowed from their pussies and asses, hitting the cement beneath them. Jenny had her arm wrapped around her daughter's waist. Both women looked very happy and satisfied.
Despite it being the most fun Kitty had ever had, she was still mad at her mom for fucking her boyfriend. Her lazy smile broadened as realized how she could get back at her mom. She'd never been able to get the image of Coach Black's cock out of her mind when she caught him sodomizing her mom. There was something special about it, even more so then the teens around the pool. Sure, he was old, but his cock sure looked damn good. She licked her lips as she pictured herself getting a taste of it. She smiled happily up at her mom thinking about her revenge. Jenny smiled back down feeling they had just bonded and Kitty's teenage bad attitude would improve from here on out.
The others were dressed again. Max winked as he walked past. Patty was over his shoulder, playfully beating his back. Mom and dad certainly aren't going to like my new boyfriend, thought Patty. No reason to tell them about him. What they didn't know wouldn't hurt them. She'd just say that she and Steve broke up. There was no more sadness when she thought of Steve. She couldn't even picture him naked anymore, there were just big black cocks in her mind. Speaking of big black cocks, she didn't have to be home anytime soon. She wondered if Max would be up for a little trip to the make out area at Lake Cox and whispered as much in his ear. He spanked her on the ass in reply.
Miko and Pamela walked together holding hands now sharing a special bond. Leroy and Deon walked next to the girls. Deon had one arm around Pam's shoulder and Leroy had an arm around Miko's. "Wanna sleepover tonight?" asked Miko, sheepishly. "Love to," said Pamela eagerly. Miko continued. "Mom and dad are in Coxburg doing dinner and a movie. They'll be home late, probably after midnight if anyone else would like to join us for a couple hours." Deon and Leroy leaned around the girls and high fived.
"Thanks for letting me borrow your bikini Kitty," said Susan. "You can throw that old thing of mine away." Kitty's bikini looked tight on Susan's bigger chest. Susan hadn't put on her clothes besides her shoes. Her hair was still down, and she had her glasses hanging over the bikini string between her breasts. Her hands were busy moving around inside LD and Anthony's shorts. She pulled the two black men by their penises out the gate. "Come on niggers. Take me somewhere we can keep fucking."



"Good job tonight girls," said Coach Summers, standing back so that none of the neighbors could see her and Kitty nude through the gate. "Way to build morale and team spirit." Jenny shut the gate and put her arm around Kitty's waist. They turned and walked back towards the pool and the back of their house. "I love you, Kitty." Jenny looked down and smiled at her daughter, but Kitty didn't smile back."
"Fuck you, mom."
Jenny reared back. "How dare you?"
"How dare me? How dare you?" yelled Kitty. "You fucked my boyfriend! You FUCKED my boyfriend! You can go to hell."
"KITTY!" Jenny watched her daughter storm off toward the sliding glass door. "Kitty, you come back here. I didn't have a choice. Samson seduced me. I didn't want to cheat on Coach Black, but..."
Kitty swirled around at the door. "You're not cheating on Coach Black, you're cheating on Daddy." Kitty angrily threw open the sliding glass door and entered the house.
Jenny turned to go get her bikini. Her daughter's words rang in her ears. You're not cheating on Coach Black, you're cheating on...
"DADDY!"
Her daughter's scream startled Jenny. She turned and followed her daughter into the house. Kitty was standing by the door staring down. "Daddy!"
Jenny was horrified to see her husband sitting on the floor. "Harold!" she exclaimed. "HAROLD!" Her husband didn't move.
"Daddy? Are you okay?" asked Kitty.
Harold slowly looked up then as quickly looked away holding his hand over his eyes. "For god's sake Katherine, go put some clothes on."
Jenny watched as Kitty held her arm across her breasts and took off for the stairs. She looked down at her husband. He was sitting in a pool of something. She sniffed the air. Urine. Harold had pissed himself. His pants were also unbuttoned and his little shriveled penis was sticking out over his underwear. She fought back of wave of contempt for this man whom she had completely loved just a few weeks ago. Who she still loved. The father of her daughter and a good father at that as well as a good provider. "What happened?"
"That Samson boy," whispered Harold, having trouble looking up at her. "Threatened me."
"I'm sorry, Harold."
"Oh please, slut," said Harold, finally looking up at her and he looked angry. "You're not sorry. You were loving every minute of it out there with them nigger boys." Harold slowly climbed to his feet. "How could you? What kind of a monster are you? How could you corrupt my little princess like that?"
"It's not like that at all," pleaded Jenny, tossing her husband a roll of paper towels. "Clean your mess up."
Harold ripped some sheets off the roll and dropped them to the floor to soak up the urine. He tossed the roll back to Jenny. "Clean your own mess up."
Jenny looked at her feet. A small pool of semen had formed between her legs. Even as she stared at it, the pool spread out growing as the continuous drips of sperm added to it. She'd left a trail from the sliding glass door to her feet and there was a trail leading towards and up the stairs from Kitty's leaking pussy. Jenny dropped a wad of towels down between her legs. "Kitty invited them over. I was trying to stop it."
"By fucking your students! You could get fired for that. How could you risk everything by sleeping with one of your students?"
"Not just a student daddy," said Kitty coming down the steps.
Harold was using his shoe to move the towels around the urine pool. He looked up at his daughter and was immediately taken aback. Kitty was wearing obscenely tight short shorts that hugged her ass and a tight halter that showed off all her belly and half her boobs. "What do you mean?"
Kitty scowled over at her nude mother. "She's also fucking the Coach." Kitty held her phone out and showed the display to her father. "It was... so big... so black," said Jenny's voice from the phone. "I love my husband and I love your cock, but I'm not a slut." Then came Coach Black's voice. "Asking to get fucked in the ass puts you one step away from being a full-fledged slut for black cock."
"Turn that off," growled Harold. "Not Black. He's a bully and a jerk. Anyone but him." Harold shook his head in denial. "How did this happen?"
Jenny hung her head down. "The night of the Bartown game when I worked late. I got locked out of the girl's locker-room and decided to take a shower in the men's." There was an audible gasp from Kitty.
"Katherine, what's wrong?" asked Harold concerned.
Kitty was shaking her head in denial. This was all her fault. Her mom had cheated on her dad because she'd stolen her keys to pay off her stupid bet with Samson. "I gotta go," said Kitty turning to leave.
"Kitty wait," yelled her father. "Katherine Summers get in here and put something decent on." Kitty ignored him and fled out the front door. "Damn it. She's out of control." Harold turned to his wife. "You're both out of control. So what then? Did that animal force you?"
"No. He just dropped his towel and showed me his giant cock."
Harold turned pale and felt ill. In his mind, he was a senior in high school. His glasses were in the locker as he stood under the shower. The Black twins were across from him soaping their muscular chests. Several years younger, both the current football Coach and his brother Richard already had stubble on their chins and looked like grown men. Harold felt his small penis shrivel up inside his scrotum as he watched their hands move down to soap around their cocks and balls. Both had huge black cocks sticking out rock hard nearly a foot long as they ran their soapy hands along the shafts. It made him glad his eyesight was so poor that he couldn't get a clear image of them. It wasn't just them either. All the blacks had monster penises. The other white students had already fled the shower, but Harold was trapped at the far end. He'd need to run a gauntlet of half erect or fully erect black cocks to escape. Harold turned off the shower and made his move almost bumping right into Ajax West, Samson's dad. The tip of Ajax's foot long cock slid along Harold's hip. "Watch it whitey," growled the black man. Harold dodged past him, but just before he could exit the showers, he heard Coach Black's deep voice, "Hey look it's a dick-less Ken doll." Harold didn't think he would ever get another erection.
"Fucking black bastard," growled Harold coming back to the present.
"I'm sorry. I couldn't resist it. I don't know what came over me." Jenny was interrupted by a sudden splattering sound as a steady stream of semen trickled down from her pussy to hit the floor.
"For god's sake, just go get cleaned up. I can't look at that any more."
"Alright Harold." Jenny slowly moved up the stair to her bedroom and master bath.
Jenny took a long shower and cleaned herself as best she could. She left the bathroom suddenly and caught her husband trying to change. His pants were around his legs and he was pulling his underwear down. He quickly yanked them back up to cover his penis, but not before she saw how sticky the little grape head had been as well as the thin strand of semen stretching from the head to his underwear. At some point while watching her in the pool, Harold had either jerked off or came in his pants.
"Did you mean it?" asked Harold.
"Mean what?" Jenny opened the drawer looking for underwear. She pulled out the blue teddy that she had bought shopping with Coach Black.
Harold watched his stunning wife slip into the sexiest piece of lingerie he'd ever seen her wear. "What you said on the video when that nigger was sodomizing you. That you still loved me."
"Of course, I still love you Harold. I always have, and I always will." Jenny pulled out a white skirt and a black top and began dressing.
"Then I can forgive you, but no more black men. No more students and especially no more Coach Black. Kitty too. We ground her and make her stay home every night unless she's out with Todd. We'll go to counseling or whatever it takes. Christ! We can move out of this county if we have to."
"I don't know Harold. My mom's here and all our friends." Jenny came over and sat on the bed by her
husband.
Harold sprang up and walked over to her side of the bed and her night stand. She'd left the drawer open. He reached down into it. "If I d-don't s-satisfy you. You can keep using this." He pulled out the Long Dong dildo. "I'll use it on y-you. Whatever it takes to save our marriage."
Jenny started crying. "I need to think about it, Harold."
"Really? Is it really that hard of a decision?"
"I just need some time to think dammit!" Jenny said defensively. She stood and hurried out of the bedroom.
Harold followed watching her go down the steps. "Where are you going?"
"I need some time alone," she called back. "I'm going to a motel."
Harold watched her grab a bag beside the door. She'd already packed for their "romantic" get away. "Don't leave," he called after her as she shut the door.
Jenny was crying as she backed her car out of the driveway. What was wrong with her? She wanted to run back inside and beg her husband's forgiveness, but she didn't think she could give up fucking the coach. Samson and Stubby had been a weird got caught up in the moment fluke, but Coach Black was a dark-skinned Adonis as addictive as any drug. How had this happened to her? What was so wrong with the Summers' women that they were the only ones in this county mingling with black men?
But of course, they weren't.
**********
At that moment, Kat Jones was standing at her post waiting to get off from the bank. Her eyes kept wondering over to the black security guard that was bringing in a bag from an armored truck outside. She'd never really noticed him before, but now her eyes were following the bulge running down his pant leg.
Candy Cox was just getting home from the Westside Healthcare. Long was waiting for her in her house. Jenny's mom just fell to her knees and unbuttoned his pants, her hand fishing his monster cock out, hungry to suck her lover off.
Patty was laying nude on her back on a blanket beside Lake Cox. Her hand was on Max's mighty cock, guiding it towards her needy pussy.
Miko was on all fours on her pink bed. Her stuffed animals had been violently tossed off the bed by Leroy as he leaned on the headboard while sitting on her pillows, Miko sucking his big black dick. She moaned cumming as Pamela's tongue was forced in and out of her pussy by Fat Deon's hard fucking as he pounded trim Pamela's pussy.
LD sucked one of Susan's hard nipples into his mouth looking up at the crazy eyed bitch as she rode him to another orgasm. It was weird, but he could feel Anthony's cock pushing against his own as his black team member fucked her ass. "I love nigger cock," she moaned looking over at the camera resting on a nearby table. It was her idea to make a movie. LD wanted to send it to his father as an application for his future career in porn.
Samson lifted Kitty up and down his hard cock as they stood under the shower. She'd lifted her mom's keys again, so they'd have somewhere to fuck. She was mad at him, really mad at him for fucking her mother and fucking that slut Patty's big titties, but not mad enough to turn down his cock the second he whipped it out. If anything, she was fucking him even more aggressively letting him know that hers was the pussy that could best please his cock.
**********
Jenny, Kitty, her fellow cheerleaders, and Bobbie Sue Kindle weren't the only ones that day...
Officer Anderson slipped through the locked gate into lockup. The massive black man stood silently behind the bars looking down. His bare chest was heaving. He seemed to be in a trance as if waiting for something. She'd assisted in his arrest, arriving late as she'd been sucking off one of her favorite thug's black cocks when the call came in. Since that first night she'd found herself on her knees sucking off the biggest cock she'd ever seen during a routine traffic stop, she now had several regulars. They knew her squad car by sight and would run a stop sign or something else to get attention. Then she'd make some pretense of ticketing them even as they pulled their cocks out. She had yet to fuck one of her black traffic stops, but it was getting harder to resist the growing hunger in her pussy. The giant black at more than seven feet tall had towered over her fellow officers. He lifted and tossed one police officer over her squad car. The man went by the name of Lowbeam and no one knew his real name. He was one of Coxburg's most famous criminals second only to the big three gang. The big three were gangsta thugs, but they were smart and considered themselves businessmen. Lowbeam was not smart. He was more animal then man. He was known as the Ghetto Monster and usually served as hired muscle to various thugs in the ghetto. The brute wore only shoes and low hanging shorts as well as a gold Rolex and a large gold chain around his neck with a gold-plated lock around the chain. He hadn't given them a chance to remove his jewelry. His brutish face sported a black goatee and beard. The hair on his head was in cornrows from front to back. He was outside an all-black ghetto club called "Mary Jane's". Drunk and disorderly complaints were common there. They usually handled their own problems, but when that problem was in the form of the famous Ghetto Monster, they called the police. Lowbeam had looked around and seeing no immediate threats from the cops rolling on the ground in pain, he walked over to the crowd watching the fight outside the bar and grabbed a beer from someone's hand. He was gulping it down when one of the officer's ran up and whacked him in the back of the knee with his baton. Lowbeam spun around without flinching and punched the cop in the face, breaking his nose and sending the cop back ten feet where he lay still. That's when Anderson had tasered him. He slowly turned towards her raising his fist. Anderson just kept shocking him even as the meaty fist came back ready to punch forwards. It was like shocking a dinosaur, taking the small brain a long time to register that it was in pain. Just as he was about to punch her, the giant man collapsed, body jerking from the electric shock. Now, with three cops in the hospital, the precinct was short staffed with only one other officer present and he'd just left for his dinner break. "Whatchu want, dyke?" growled the Ghetto Monster.
Anderson gulped. "I'm no dyke," she replied, removing her hat and letting her long brown hair down. She thrust her breasts out as she unbuttoned the front of her uniform. Her bra clasped in front, her large Coxville bosom sprang free as she unhooked it. Anderson gasped as Lowbeam pushed his shorts down and he had to push them way way down to free his cock. It was the biggest she'd seen yet, by several inches. This was the Ghetto Monster, not Lowbeam. "You best not be teasing me you pig ho." Anderson didn't reply. She walked on her knees to the bars even as he pushed his ghetto monster cock through the bars. Her husband's penis looked like a little boy's next to the black men she'd encountered. Lowbeam made the black men look like little boys. Anderson moaned with lust as she took the huge head in her mouth and started slurping on it even as huge ham-like fists reached through the bars and began guiding her head up and down his cock. They didn't release her head until minutes later when she was coughing up a gallon's worth of sperm. Lowbeam didn't move as the beautiful cop stepped back and slid out of her uniform pants. Anderson leaned down and slid her lacy panties down her legs even as she moved back against the bars. The same strong hands grabbed her hips and she felt the head of his monster cock pushing her pussy lips in. Anderson gasped, and a smile slowly spread across her lips. She'd made the correct decision by waiting for just the right cock.
Frank was cruising his red sport's car down the street past JJ's Sandwich shop wondering what the hell was going on with Felicia. He hadn't heard from her since he'd been late meeting his girlfriend to go clubbing a week ago. He glanced over at a whore standing outside an alley and hit the brakes on his car with a loud screech. The prostitute was blonde with a killer body. The tight shorts left most of her ass hanging out and the top barely held her big tits. The skimpy outfit was all white as were her heels. He'd never seen such a high-class looking prostitute in Coxburg. He lowered his shades in shock as she turned around. Holy shit! It was his girlfriend! "Hey Felicia, C'mere," he yelled. The stacked blonde walked over to his car. Her big breasts bouncing. Between her breasts, the white top held a black spade with a white Q in the center. Frank talked Felicia into his car and they pulled into the alley. Frank wanted to know why she hadn't been around lately and Felicia began to tell him about her encounter with the Big Three gang. The three men that were now her pimps.
Susanna Clark answered the door naked for her garbage man and almost slammed it shut when she saw he wasn't alone. The fat ugly black man pushed his way inside and introduced him to the other garbage man. "The kids won't be home from school for two hours," she told them. Minutes later, the married mother of two was on all fours sucking her new friend while her garbage man pounded her married white pussy from behind.
Amos Flynn opened the mail box and read the note. Mrs. Mack needed a package pickup. He curbed the mail trucks tires and engaged the parking break. He walked straight into the house without knocking. Lacy Mack was waiting for him. The sexy redheaded mother was clad in green lingerie so sheer he could see her rose colored nipples through the material. Her Coxville breasts had grown bigger since having her baby last year. The once proud breasts pointed down. The extra baby weight was also present in her belly, ass, and hips. She felt fat, but he loved the body type. She still looked good in a bikini, she just had some extra jiggle now. Lacy was holding the Long Dong dildo between her enormous teats. "Amos, I need some help with the package you delivered last week," she said. "Why Mrs. Flynn, that's the third time this week," said Amos, unbuttoning his pants, hoping the baby wouldn't wake up from its nap. He hated being disturbed.
"Something's gotten into the niggers," grunted Harlan Campbell. He was standing in his backyard talking to his neighbor and friend Norm Berry.
"What do you mean?" asked Norm. Norm gulped trying not to be obvious looking over Harlan's shoulder. His wife Penny Campbell was visible through the window to her bedroom. The curtains were partly open. Penny was a stacked and packed goddess and Norman had jerked off a lot watching her sunbathing in the backyard. She always wore obscenely small bikinis when she thought no one was around. Through his binoculars Norm could make out her pussy lips through the tightly clinging material. Her nipples were the longest he'd seen too. At least and inch long and thick as a dime. All nipple too, with no areola. In winter her flesh was a lovely pale white, but in summer she always sported a nice almost all-around tan. Penny also always sported short black hair cut above her ears that looked good on her though he preferred long hair. Her hair was a lovely raven black. That sexy sight was now visible through the window in white underwear. Her bra and panty were skimpy, but covered more flesh then her little bikini, but there was something sexier about seeing a woman in her underwear. She unclasped the bra and her lovely breasts came into view, her giant nipples hard.
"Caught the gardener flirting with her the other day," continued Harlan. Norman had been jerking off to Penny sunbathing when the black gardener had walked around her yard somewhat ruining his moment. Norm's eyes went wide when large black hands reached around to cup Penny's breasts through the window. "You seen that nigger? His truck's out on the street. Gonna fire his black ass." Penny was crawling forwards on the bed. The gardener was climbing up behind her. Norm hadn't seen a black monster cock since gym class in high school and hoped never to see one again. Yet, there it was, slowly lining up and pushing into the pussy of his neighbor's hot wife. "YO EARTH TO NORM. You alright there, buddy?"



Norman felt sweat beading on his forehead. "I think it's just the heat getting to me. I should go."
Harlan nodded. "Well I hope you're feeling better. I'm gonna go surprise the missus." Norman paused and looked back. Penny was rearing up back into the man fucking her from behind. They were kissing.
"Why don't you come on over and we'll have a beer?" asked Norman. The faint sounds of a female orgasm could now be heard through the walls off the house.
"A beer sounds good," answered Harlan walking away from his house and his cheating wife.
Georgina Flynn was starting to worry she was obsessed with black cock. She'd been caught sunbathing topless by her meter reader and had ended up in bed with him last week even letting him pump two large loads of semen into her unprotected fertile pussy. She was trying to fight her yearning, but her encounter was all she could think about. It was playing over and over in her mind as she leaned against her car on the side of a country road. Steam was rising from the hood of her engine. The tow truck soon pulled up and Georgina sighed with relief that she could finally get out of this heat. The tow truck backed up to her car. Georgina Flynn felt her legs grow weak when the well-built black man stepped out of the cab. His eyes swept up from her ass hugging shorts, her bare belly and the plaid blouse tied up in a knot between her buxom chest. A broad smile slowly swept across her face as her gaze turned down towards the bulging jeans. He saw where she was staring and smiled back.
And there were many more stories happening across Coxville County that day and every day thereafter.
***************
Jenny Summers was still sobbing as she slowed towards the stop sign. She could turn left or right. Right would take her out towards I-69 and several motels along the interstate where she could spend some time alone to think. Left would take her towards Coxville and the Westside. Coach Black didn't live in the Westside, but he had a decent condominium nearby. Before the whole pool party mess and Harold catching her, she'd planned to sneak over to his place to fuck him. He'd left her hanging earlier and she blamed him for her inability to resist Samson. She pictured the Coach nude standing under the showers the first time she'd seen him. His cock rising as she reached down to touch it. Jenny pulled up to the stop sign and looked left and right. Her hand came up, putting the turn signal on and her car slowly turned...
To be continued in Part 3
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"Bye! Catch lots of fish," said Kate waving as her husband and son drove off on their weekend fishing trip.
She waited impatiently for them to drive out of sight before spinning around and racing into her house. The belt on her short robe came loose as she ran into the house, but Kate didn't care. She had one thing on her mind and that was getting her son's best friend's cock inside her again. Tyson's teenage black cock had taken her to sexual highs she hadn't known possible and she thought about it constantly. She dreamed about him the night after they had fucked. She was thinking of his cock last night while her much less endowed husband rutted on top of her until she pretended to orgasm. Most of all, she was thinking about sharing her bed with Ty for the entire weekend. A young bull like Ty could probably get it up for her a dozen times before he had to go home Sunday afternoon. Maybe more.
Kate ran up the stairs, large breasts leading the way, her yellow robe flapping behind her like a cape. She didn't glance at the family pictures hanging on the wall nor did she glance at her wedding picture. When she reached the second floor and the master bedroom, she let the robe drop to the floor completely.
Kate walked into the bathroom and turned the shower on to let the water warm up before turning back into the bedroom to grab her phone. They've left for the WE. Can't wait to C U again stud! XOXO, she typed onto the phone before sending the message off to Tyson. She was sure the young black teen was as eager to get his wonderful cock in her again as she was to have it inside her. Her thighs were going damp in anticipation just thinking about him.
Kate slipped into the shower and let the hot water run over her body. She couldn't get the image of Ty's cock out of her brain. The hard nubs on her nipples were throbbing just as her pussy throbbed along with her pulse. Her heart was beating so fast she could hear it in her ears. Fucking her son's friend had awakened something in her that she hadn't felt since she was a teenager. Even as she ran her soapy hand down her flat tummy and over her strip of pubic hairs, her fingers slipped into the wet folds of her pussy trying to satisfy her needs. She bit her lower lip fighting the urge to satisfy herself, knowing that soon she'd have a tool much more capable of satisfying her then her thin little fingers.
Kate forced herself to focus on the shower, washing her hair and body with scented soaps. She wanted to smell good for her young lover. She expected this would be the first of many showers this weekend. Ty's huge testicles were filled with more cum then her husband could ejaculate in a year. Sex with Tyson was a messy proposition, yet she wanted him to cover her body with his seed. She hoped he would remember to bring condoms sized for his formidable cock. He'd cum so much in her husband's small sized rubber that it had looked like a water balloon and been quite painful as it inflated inside her womb. Plus, her state of arousal was usually a sign she was in her fertile cycle. She couldn't afford any accidents this weekend. She didn't like to consider Jack an accident, but her son was the result of her losing control during her fertile cycle.
Kate finished her shower and toweled her luscious body. She combed the water out of her long black hair. Dry, it was graying, but wet it looked darker making her look younger than her forty years. She noticed the light on her phone was flashing. She grabbed her glasses and checked it hoping it was a message from Ty. It was.
On my way. Gonna fuck you all WE long Mrs. H. He concluded it with an ASCII symbol of a long hard penis: 8=====D. Crude, she thought. Not like Ty at all, but the boy must be eager. She'd better hurry.
Kate walked over to her drawer and pulled out the little box. The lingerie had been a honeymoon present from her husband and she hadn't worn it since. Her breasts were a prouder DD back then, but her heavier EE breasts still fit in the cups. The material was sheer, and her entire areola were clearly visible as was her pubic strip through the panty. The sheer lingerie was lavender, the nylons were darker with purple rims, toes, and heels. She pulled the one up her long leg. It stopped at mid-thigh. It didn't have a garter to hold it up, but then she didn't need it. Kate wasn't even sure why she was putting it on, she didn't expect it to be on her body for very long. She hadn't primped this much for a man in nearly fifteen years.
DING DONG!
The doorbell startled her. Dammit! She'd told Ty to use the back door. She didn't want any nosy neighbors to see him, but the young black man had been a common sight at her house since he was ten years old. No one would be suspicious of him stopping by for a visit.
Kate opened the door, standing away from the entrance to keep any of her neighbors from seeing her nearly nude body. "Well, hello stud," she purred posing sexily. "OH SHIT!" she cried when she finally saw who was at her door. She crossed her arms over her chest, but failed to cover her oversized breasts. The man in her doorway wasn't Ty, but his father. "Mr. B... Brown, what are you doing here?"
Jerome Brown looked much like an older version of his son though meaner. He towered over her, one hand hooked in ratty sweats, the other hand holding a brown paper bag up to his face as he drank deep from the bottle hidden inside. He wore a stained white tee shirt, the black arms coming from the sleeves had bulging biceps larger than his son's. He lowered the drink from his mouth revealing his white goatee. The hair on his head was still dark for a fifty-year-old man, but the sides were gray with stripes that made him look distinguished. His dark eyes looked in her the face moving down to her soda can sized areola, the nipples, poking out through the sheer bra, hard from thinking about his son's cock. His eyes shone with approval, moving down her belly resting a second on the pubic strip beneath her panty before moving down to her nylons and back up to her breasts. "I'm here for the whore who been fucking my son," he growled.
Kate's heart skipped a beat. She couldn't look him in the eyes and glanced away demurely. "I don't know what you mean," she lied.
Jerome leaned on her door jam, glaring down at her. "Don't lie to me, slut." He said harshly.
Kate's body started to tremble, and she fought to remain still and calm. No one had ever spoken to her like that before. Yet, the lingerie made her feel like a slut. Yet, she was wearing it not for her loving husband, but for her son's best friend whose huge cock had her lusting after it again like a bitch in heat. She was a slut. "I'm not a slut," she whispered.
Mr. Brown snorted. He held up his phone, no not his phone, but Tyson's. She saw the picture from twenty years ago of her lips wrapped around her husband's penis. The video that Tyson had used to blackmail her into fucking him. "Can't say I blame you for seducing ma boy, seeing how pathetic your husband's penis is," said Jerome.
Kate's cheeks flushed red. "Tyson stole that from my bedroom and tried to blackmail me into sex, but I refused," she yelled angrily wagging her finger at him before clamping her mouth shut and hoping she hadn't attracted the attention of any of her neighbors.
"You as big a lying whore as my ex-wife," said Jerome. He was sneering at her. Kate couldn't believe this big lying negro drunk was treating HER like he was superior to her. He flipped the image and Kate gasped in horror. Tyson had snapped a picture of her on her knees sucking his giant black cock. He flipped it again and there was a video. Brown held it right in front of her face. "Fuck me Ty. I love your big cock," said her voice coming from the phone.
Kate's hand came up to cover her lower mouth as she stared at the video that clearly showed her and Ty on the bed. Oh no Ty, what have you done," she thought. She sighed resigning herself that this was going to cost her some savings. "What do you want? Money?" she asked. "How much?" And how would she explain it to John? Invent a gambling problem?
Brown snorted and leered at her. "It's not what I want, whore." He paused. "I'm here to give you what you want. A weekend fucking some dark meat. Now get dat white ass upstairs."
Kate stepped backwards away from him in horror. "No," she gasped. Ty may have blackmailed her, but he was a handsome really fit young black man and previously he'd always been respectful and polite to her. Mr. Brown was kind of handsome and had bigger muscles then Ty, but he was older then she was, an unkept smelly slob and even worse in her eyes, a drunk. She found him disgusting and he certainly wasn't polite and respectful. Kate spun around before she tripped over the lower step upstairs. She began to climb the steps giving him a great view of her bare ass cheeks as they flexed with each stair she climbed. She passed the picture of her happy family.
Kate heard the older black man guzzling at his bottle. He gasped afterwards and said. "This is yo lucky day, slut. Tyson's just a boy. He don't know how to treat a woman like you yet."
Kate had never been called names before. Her nipples throbbed beneath the bra. She passed her wedding picture. How dare he call her a slut. She felt a weird fluttering in her stomach.
"I'm gonna show you what a real man has to offer."
Kate heard his heavy footstep on the first stair as he began to climb. Mr. Brown was very dominant and forceful, so unlike her rather timid husband who let her make all the decisions to avoid conflict. She wasn't used to a "take charge" kind of man. A fresh dampness formed between her legs soaking the bottom of the thong panty. Kate reached the top of the stairs and walked into her bedroom.
"Lose the bra," he ordered, following her.
Kate unhooked it and let her top fall to the floor. She spun around embarrassed by how swollen her areola and nipples were.
"Dems some big ass white titties," he said crassly, gazing at them with lustful approval.
Her breasts had always attracted a lot of attention from men, especially when she wore a bathing suit to the pool or beach and one Halloween she'd shown them off in an Elvira costume. Most of the time all the unwanted attention annoyed her, but lately with the lustful way Tyson and his dad stared at her bosom had her taking some shameful pride in her tits especially at her age. "What do you want?" she asked, trying to sound like she wanted to get this over with. She did want to get this over with. Hell, Jerome Brown was a fifty-year-old alcoholic, maybe he'd have erectile trouble and leave in shame.
"Let's give you a taste of some cock," he said, pulling his shirt off.
Kate was a bit taken aback by how impressed she was with his chest. John had a bigger gut then Jerome Brown had, and her husband rarely drank. Brown was all muscles and abdominals all much bigger than his son's. He was hairy compared to the smooth chested Tyson with a lot of hair under his navel, running up defined rock-hard abdominals and spreading across his broad chest. She didn't care for chest hair, but it looked good on Jerome making him look a little bestial. He put his hands on his hips, one still holding the bottle of alcohol. Kate knelt before him, crinkling her nose at the stench of alcohol from the bottle. She grabbed his sweats and slowly pulled them down. She crinkled her nose again as his underwear appeared. At some point they'd been white, but they were so dirty now stained yellow with wispy pubic hairs sticking out through holes in the top. She wondered if he'd be as big as his son. Her eyes widened in surprise as his pants slid down his thighs and she saw the immense bulge that the dirty underwear was straining to contain.
Kate was filled with a strong desire to see what Mr. Brown's black cock looked like. She reached up and pulled his underwear out and down. His huge cock flopped out, sticking out and angled downwards. The head was lighter than the shaft. Precum dripped down from the urethra in a volume that matched one of her husband's entire ejaculation. She pulled the underwear down under testicles sized to match the massive cock, each ball as big as her fist. Kate reached up and grabbed the shaft. Jesus! She thought, he's as big as Ty and it's still growing.
"That's it girl. Get to work."
Kate slid her hand down to the base as the shaft continued to swell and grow. The head rose up towards her mouth and she leaned forwards to lick it. She couldn't avoid the copious amount of precum leaking from the tip, but it didn't taste bad. She licked around the bulbous tip as it kept growing. Her jaw stretched out as wide as it could as she began bobbing her head over it. Her free hand came up to massage his balls. One testicle filled her palm as she massaged the nut trying to coax the semen out of it, so she could hurry up and get this ordeal over with. MMMMMMM! She moaned feeling the head push against her cheek before it pushed into her throat.
Stop it Kate, she willed. Fight it. You're not enjoying this. Remember whose cock this is. She released his testicles and focused on sucking him. She grabbed the veiny shaft tightly, bobbing her head as rapidly as she could. Her jaw ached with the strain, but she could still only manage about a third of his cock. Her saliva poured down her chin as loud slurping sounds filled the room.
"That's it girl. Now ya getting into it."
Don't enjoy this, she thought. But it's so big? Stop it. So good. Stop it, Kate. I hope his sperm tastes as good as his son's. A happily married woman wouldn't be having feelings like this. She didn't even like oral sex, well until sucking Ty's cock off anyway. She was a decent married PTA mom, but she was acting like some sort of cock crazed...
"SLUT! You is a great cocksucker. You didn't get this good sucking that little white dick. Been practicing a lot on my son." Brown groaned. "You is sucking the cum right out of my balls. Here it cums."
No, only once, she argued in her mind even as his cock head expanded to the point she started to choke. She released his shaft and placed both hands on his thighs pushing back so that the head filled her mouth. Her eyes crossed behind her glasses as she stared down the shaft watching the base of his shaft inflate, the swell moving forwards towards her lips. His cock head jerked once, her mouth filling with his hot seed almost instantly to the point it shot out around her lips before she could swallow it down. Kate began gulping even as her mouth filled repeatedly with his cum. Kate moaned as she swallowed his hot seed. It was so good! She looked up his muscular body. Mr. Brown was smirking down at her. The asshole knew she was enjoying this. His sperm was thicker and richer than his son's and there was a lot more of it. It was fucking delicious. Kate continued staring into his eyes as she gulped down his seed.
Jerome pulled it out, pushing his cock down so that the next couple discharges from his cock covered her chest and cleavage in semen. He released his shaft, the hard rod springing up and spraying her face with several strands of cum. "Here's the last of it," he moaned.
Kate reached out and caressed the underside of his shaft. The strong veins along his cock were still throbbing even though it was starting to deflate. "Give me. I want it all," she whimpered, squeezing his cock, and stroking upwards so that a final wad of semen flew out the end. It didn't go far, landing on her carpet between her knees. She licked the sperm around her lips while her hand caressed down his cock. Kate looked respectfully up at him though one lens on her glasses was covered in his seed.
Kate came to her senses and yanked her hand away from his cock. It was sticking straight out now, bending down slightly. A second later in was curved downwards. She stared at it as she pushed herself to her feet and ran to the bathroom.
Kate stood at the vanity and used a warm washcloth to clean her face. She washed her glasses off and returned them to her nose just as Tyson's dad strolled into the bathroom. He'd removed the dirty underwear. He walked up behind her and stood at the toilet, a steady stream of urine soon flowed out from his cock. He hadn't bothered lifting the seat. "You suck a mean dick, Kate," he complimented.
"Uh... Thanks, I guess," she answered, not sure how to take it. She turned her attention to the sticky mess on her chest. He shook his cock before turning around and leaving.
Kate finished cleaning herself off and brushed her teeth. She flushed the toilet for Mr. Brown before walking back into her bedroom. He was seated on her bed nude. The middle aged black man's dominant personality, his strong muscular physique, and especially the huge monster cock dangling between his legs exuded a powerful masculine presence. It made her stomach flutter and her instinct was to submit to him. The few times she'd met him before, he'd made her nervous for some reason. She hadn't recognized it as a natural feminine reaction to his pure virile masculinity at the time. Now she knew, and it scared her. She stepped up to him. "What now, Jerome?"
He smirked. "That's Mr. Brown to you, slut." His hand reached out and grabbed the hem of her panty, pulling out hard. "Let's get you out of these things." The thin fabric didn't stand a chance, ripping off her body. She was left naked, but for her glasses and her nylons.
"YIKES!" she squealed, panting with excitement.
Brown stood, placing his hands on her hips. He spun her around and pushed her down on her marital bed. Kate scooted back as he climbed on the bed and kneeled between her legs. His cock was already rising in anticipation. It settled on her body. The base lay above the opening of her pussy, the head snug between her breasts. She gasped realizing exactly how deep the monster would be penetrating her. "You want this, slut?" he asked.
It frightened her, but she still yearned for it. It filled the married wife and mother with shame how much she wanted it. "Yes, Mr. Brown," she answered truthfully.
He nodded smugly and looked at her lustfully and a little contemptuously. "Then put it in," he ordered.
"You need to wear a condom," she pleaded, afraid a man like Jerome Brown would refuse. She was right between cycles, the most dangerous time to risk impregnation especially with a partner as virile as Brown.
"Didn't bring any," he grunted. His cock fully grown once again.
Kate slid her hand over and under her husband's pillow. He usually kept a few condoms hidden there. She sighed with relief when her hand felt the square plastic packet. She pulled it out and ripped the packet open knowing it would be too small for a cock like Mr. Brown's. Ty had promised to bring larger ones since her husband's standard condoms were too small for his dick.
The huge black cock was rearing up between her breasts. She placed the rubber over the tip and stretched it wide around the head. "That little thing covers yo husband?" grunted Jerome, seemingly amused. "Pathetic." A part of her was starting to agree as the rubber stopped just under the flare of his cock head. She pinched and stretched out the receptacle, remembering how Ty had swelled the thing up like a water balloon when he came. It looked full already as Mr. Brown's precum continuously flowed into it. She prayed the thing would hold.
"Don't normally where the damn things." Brown pulled back on the bed so that his cock slid down her body. The head fell on the opening of her pussy. "XXXL Titanic sized rubbers are too fuckin expensive." Kate reached down and held herself open for him knowing this was going to be a tight fit. He wasn't even holding his shaft to guide it in, he was so hard and sturdy. He pushed forwards.



"OH GOD!" Kate gasped as the condom covered head pushed inside stretching her wide open for him.
"Besides, I like seeding my pussies."
Kate closed her eyes behind her glasses, gritting her teeth as Brown pushed deeper. She was grateful for her indiscretion with his son last week. She wasn't sure she could have handled Brown's cock if his son hadn't already opened her up. He cupped her knees in his arms lifting her nylon covered legs until they were nearly over his shoulders. He braced his hands on the mattress and pushed deeper. "OW!" she squealed, wincing. "My cervix!"
"Knock knock," he grunted, angling his cock down and pushing hard.
"It's pushing into my womb!" she cried.
"Ball's deep," grunted Brown, leaning down over her. Kate lifted her legs and wrapped them around his hips. His eyes glared down at her, staring intently at her face. At first, Kate tried to avert her gaze, looking away in embarrassment. He pulled back a few inches, slamming his cock forwards and holding it still again. She grunted and looked up at him, staring through the lens of her glasses into his dark eyes. He flexed his cock, sending vibration throughout her pussy. Kate trembled, still staring at him as he flexed his cock again. He was fully aware of what his mighty weapon could do to a woman. She couldn't break the gaze, staring at this domineering man while he flexed his cock repeatedly. He wanted her to see exactly who was making her feel so good. "You like this cock?"
"Yes," whispered Kate. Her vaginal muscles were squeezing down around his shaft as a pressure began building in her womb, a pressure she'd only experienced previously with his son. Her hands wrapped up in her bed sheet, pulling hard on it. His right hand grabbed her neck domineeringly, but his grip didn't tighten. Her lips parted as she moaned, and it was Brown that broke their hypnotic gaze as he brought his mouth down on her lips. She kissed him back with more passion and lust than she'd ever shown her husband. Kate couldn't take the constant flexing of his cock anymore. So full, she thought. His big cock is making me cum. The damn burst, her pussy squeezing down so hard around his shaft he couldn't flex it anymore even as she soaked the huge cock with her orgasmic fluids. Her pussy muscles tugging forwards along the shaft desperate for his seed.
Dayumn! Her cunny is milking my cock, thought Brown. It had been a long time since he'd fucked a woman whose body seemed designed for a giant black cock. He could even feel her pulse inside her pussy as it relaxed its grip on his junk, but only for a second. He started working his cock in and out a little now and almost immediately she was cumming all over it again. This is some grade A white pussy, he decided, their tongues still embracing as they kissed.
Brown removed his tongue and kissed her lips before pushing himself up until he was kneeling. Kate watched him rise above her. She almost looked scared, knowing he was about to really start fucking her. She'd cum twice and they hadn't even started yet. He cupped her knees and slowly started fucking her. He only removed and inch before slamming it forwards, then two, then three. At four, she came again, squirting fluid all over his crotch and soaking his balls. Each time he slammed it forwards there was a loud squish as he buried it in her white pussy.
SQUISH! SQUISH! SQUISH!
The noise was constant now as Mr. Brown picked up speed. Kate came over and over again. He was nearly fucking her with the entire shaft. His virgin son had been amazing in bed, but this was an experienced man that knew how to fuck a woman.
"AAAAAHHHH!" Kate's entire body shook as she stared at his hairy muscular chest. Another one, she thought, her eyes moving up his chest to his hard-lined face. How many was that? Five... six... and another was already building. Kate was getting exactly what she wanted this weekend only instead of getting it from her son's best friend, a nice young man, she was getting it from his older, brutish father. She squirted again, soaking his thrusting cock. The bed sheets under their crotches were sopping wet, she was squirting so much.
WHAM! WHAM! WHAM!
Brown fucked her hard with the full length of his cock, her legs locking around his back, trying to pull him deep into her, to hold him inside her forever, but he was too strong, and his balls slapped hard against her thighs with enough force it stung. Kate didn't care. She was cumming again.
"CUMMING!" she screamed. "OH MY GOD! FUCK ME!"
"So good. So good. SO GOOOOOD!" She reached down and squeezed her breasts. Her fingers found her nipples, pinching them hard attempting to take her mind off the overwhelming pleasure in her pussy. It only increased her pleasure to the point she feared she might pass out. Deep in the back of her mind, a small fear began growing. Brown couldn't keep up this fast pace much longer. He was going to cum soon. Ty's seed had filled the undersized tip of the condom to the point it had filled like a water balloon. The pain had been akin to giving birth and she had no doubt after swallowing his load that Brown's cum would be expanding the condom's receptacle even larger. But it was hard to worry about, when you couldn't stop cumming. Kate came to her senses when Brown uttered one word.
"Cumming," he grunted, shoving his cock deep.
She released her nipples and grabbed the sheets, sitting up in alarm. "Pull it out!" His cock throbbed, and Kate felt her womb began to expand. "OOOWW! PULL IT OUT!!"
"It's stuck in yo cervix," he growled, trying to pull his hips back.
"It hurts. Please?" she begged as her eyes watered. The inflating receptacle now felt as big as her son's head had when she gave birth and Brown's ejaculating cock wasn't down inflating it.
Kate fell back on the bed, her knuckles turning white as she gripped the sheets on her mattress. Sweat beaded her brow as the tears continued to fall down her cheeks. Just when she felt she couldn't take the pain any more, a liquid heat filled her womb. "That's better," she moaned, the pain disappearing. The warmth spread out, permeating her body. "YES!" she whimpered as waves of pleasure had her writhing on her bed, her pussy grinding into his cock. Suddenly, her body bucked up into his cock. "I'm cumming again!" she screamed. Spasms rocked her body causing the bed to shake like she was having a seizure. Brown's cock was still squirting as he managed to pull it through her cervix. Jets of his hot seed hosed her closing cervix with more warmth even as a flood of sperm followed his retreating cock from her womb. And still, her body continued bucking under the throes of a powerful orgasm pulling his fertile seed as deep as it could go.
Jerome Brown's mighty cock slipped from her pussy. It was still swollen and hard, jerking as it sprang up shooting strands of sperm across her body. It splattered from her nose to her navel. She squeezed his shaft between her nylon covered thighs, holding his rod still as it continued spurting. So good, thought Kate, arching her back, but she felt strange. Heat filled her womb.
Kate relaxed her thighs and reached up to grab his cock. "My womb is sloshing," she told him, staring at his bulbous cock head. It continued dribbling sperm down on her belly. All that was left of the condom was the tattered latex ring a short way under his glans.
"Rubber broke," grunted Brown. "Happens all the time. Seeded that pussy good."
Kate released his shaft and fell back on the bed. Her pussy was splayed open, a river of semen poured from her, soaking the bed. "NO! Not in me." she cried in disbelief as she stared down her body. "You seeded me? You came in me? YOUR SPERM IS IN ME?!" The older black man just nodded, looking smug. "NO!" she shouted at him in denial. She hadn't had a man's sperm in her since conceiving Jack close to nineteen years ago. The warmth in her womb was growing at the thought of being inseminated by Jerome Brown and she was right between cycles, her most fertile time. Kate's head fell hard on the pillow, her eyes rolling up in her head. "Your sperm is in me." She was naked standing on a tropical beach, arms out feeling the heat from the sun. A wave was rolling towards her, growing more powerful as it approached. "YES!" she moaned, writhing on the bed. The wave got closer threatening to overwhelm her. She reached out to embrace it. "SEEDED!" The edges of the waves were frothy and white, filled with swimming sperm. "YES!" The wave broke over her, enveloping her entire body with its warmth. "I'M...."
"CCUUMMIINNGG!!" The sheets bunched up in Kate's fists as her feet pushed her ass up off the bed almost as if she was trying to raise it back up into Brown's still hard cock. Her contractions pushed a flood of his sperm out of her pussy under a stream of fluid that spurted from her clit almost all the way to his cock while at the same time pulling his sperm into her uterus.
"Dayumn gurl! You is a squirter," grunted the black man, impressed with himself and his ability to make her cum even after he'd pulled out. Her hips were rising shooting more orgasmic fluid and semen out before collapsing back down on the bed. She continued to writhe in ecstasy, moaning softly to herself. Jerome laid down beside her as his cock turned floppy and fell across his thigh.
Kate remained on her back for a while, trying to catch her breath. When she'd recovered, she sat up and put her glasses on the nightstand, groaning as she stood and waddling bowlegged to the bathroom. She turned her shower on, waited for it to warm before stepping in.
The hot water revived her as she lathered her voluptuous body with body wash. Her nipples remained hard and pointy, tingling as her hands ran over them. She washed between her thighs, her pussy hungry for more to the point she had to resist slipping her fingers inside her. Her needs should be completely satisfied, but her body felt alive. She yearned to feel Mr. Brown's giant black cock inside her again, fucking her, pumping her full of more of his hot voluminous seed. Kate let the hot water wash over her hair both wishing he'd fuck her again and praying that he'd be gone and out of her life for good when she left the bathroom.
Instead, the shower door opened, and Brown appeared leering at her sexy wet body. "Thought I'd join you," he said, cock rising until it stuck straight out as he entered the tight stall. Brown must have great blood flow as his cock continued rising until it reared upwards. He stepped forwards and leaned down, her own head turning up automatically to kiss him. His cock head slid under one breasts, she reached out to grab it, stroking the shaft. They continued kissing as their wet bodies slid over each other. Kate's right leg slid up behind his ass, pulling him tighter into her. Her body wanted to climb this mountain of a man, wrap her legs around his waist and bounce up and down his huge cock. Worse, she wanted him to see her again.
Brown grunted and grabbed her ankle. He turned her roughly until she was leaning on one of the clear plexiglass walls. Her breasts pressed into the plexiglass as he pulled on her hair. Kate felt his huge cock head nudging on her pussy just before he slowly pushed it back inside. Brown held her, one hand grasping her ankle, the other with her long dark hair wrapped in his fist. Brown began slowly working his cock in and out.
Fuk! Fuk! Fuk!
Kate's breasts pressed like pancakes against the plexiglass, large areola forming smaller dark circles within the large pale breasts. Only the tips of her nipples touched the plexiglass when he pulled back, flattening again when he pushed forwards. Over and over again he pushed his cock balls deep. Kate moaned, cumming as her cheek pushing against the clear panel when she rested her head on it.
Fuk! Fuk! Fuk!
He fucked her harder and faster. His stamina was amazing for a man his age and considering that he'd already orgasmed twice in the last ninety minutes. "Fuck me," she gasped, in awe at the rate his cock was pumping in and out of her. "Cumming, Mr. Brown."
"Me too," he grunted, thrusting forwards. "Gonna bust another nut in you, slut. UNNHHHH!" he bellowed as the first spurt of seed filled her womb.
There was no pain this time. No condom receptacle expanding inside her. There was only a complete sense of overwhelming pleasure as his hit fertile seed filled her. The intensity of it all only caused her orgasm to grow more powerful and last longer. It made her squirt again, several times around his shaft.
Brown released her hair and ankle. He grabbed her right ass cheek as he pulled his cock out, spurting even more semen on her back and ass cheek. Once again, the black man's sperm began pouring from her pussy in a torrent to splatter on the shower floor and circle around the drain mixed with the water. If he'd produced any less semen the third time he'd ejaculated then he had the first, she couldn't tell. Brown smacked her ass and left the shower.
Kate caught her breath, spreading her legs to let as much of his cum leak out as possible, but once again, his semen and billions of his sperm were trapped in her womb. She let the shower spray strike her rear and genitals until she thought they were clean. Kate straightened up and turned the water off. She reached out for a towel, wrapping the red towel around her voluptuous body before stepping out into the bathroom. Brown was there standing at her toilet, pissing again.
The stream of urine was strong though his cock was still swollen and semi hard. Kate came up beside him. "Here let me help you," she said, grabbing his shaft.
"What's this?" he asked, releasing his cock, and letting her take over.
Kate squeezed his penis and stared fascinated as she aimed the stream of urine all around her toilet bowl. "Sorry Mr. Brown, I can't seem to keep my hands off your cock." The stream ended followed by a few final squirts.
"Shake it good, girl."
Kate's hands were at the base of his shaft. She shook his cock. It flopped up and down, some residual urine leaking out and flying all over her toilet. It started to swell in her hands, becoming less floppy as it stiffened. "Jesus, it's getting hard again," she said, staring in awe at the giant black cock in her hands. It had been ten years since her husband had pulled off a couple of erections in a day and the more senior Jerome Brown was already on his fourth. She grabbed the shaft with her other hand and started caressing it.
Jerome grinned. "Back to yo marital bed then."
Kate nodded in agreement. She led the way, one hand on his cock, pulling him back to her bed. Jerome grabbed the back of her towel and yanked it off her body, dropping it on the floor as they entered her bedroom. He placed on strong hand on her shoulder to keep her from turning around to face him. She kneeled on the bed and got on all fours, Brown climbing up behind her.
Kate's wet hair fell down her back as she looked over her shoulder. Brown was guiding his cock back towards her pussy. Her breasts pendulously hung straight down. They were so heavy, they nearly reached the mattress and the tips of her erect nipples were only an inch away. Brown's bulbous cock head began pushing past her labia, plowing inside. This was her least favorite position and she rarely let her husband make love to her like this. It was too impersonal, not romantic or loving. It felt like John was just using her body to get his rocks off. It was the same with Jerome Brown, but it was also something else. His big black cock pushed deep, pulling back, and pushing forwards again. This was how a dominant male took a submissive female. Tyson's dad was definitely a dominant male. It seemed more natural to get fucked by a man like Mr. Brown in this position and she liked it. "Fuck me!" she muttered. "Fuck me! FUCK ME!" Kate creamed all over his cock as his thrusts grew faster and more powerful. "FUCK ME! FUCK ME!" she screamed.
Jerome grabbed her firm rounded ass cheek with his left hand. Kate reached around and grabbed her other cheek. The spreading of her ass cheeks gave Brown a clear view of her tight little sphincter sticking out above his slick thrusting shaft. "I see Ty never broke in dis ass," he grunted.
The black man sucked his thumb into his mouth, then brushed her hand aside. He grabbed both her cheeks, spreading them apart. His wet thumb probed at her rosebud. She jerked when she felt him probing it, but relaxed. He pushed his thumb inside. "CUMMING!" she screamed, her ass squeezing down around his thumb just as vagina clamped down around his shaft.
"Feel good slut?" he asked, working his thumb in and out, timed to the thrusts of his cock. "Imagine how good my cock would feel shoved up that white ass?"
"It's too big," she argued. Just his thumb felt huge in her ass, she couldn't imagine what his cock would do to her. "But, anything for you, Jerome," she added, submitting.
Brown pushed his thumb in as deep as it would go, causing her to grunt. He raised his left hand before slapping it back down hard on her ass.
SMACK!
"OW!" she squealed as her rear end began to sting.
"That's Mr. Brown to you," he reminded her, yanking his thumb out. He caressed her stinging left cheek, slowly pulling his cock out. The head sprang free rearing up. He grabbed the shaft and pressed the head down against her anus. Beth squealed again as he began to push.
Jerome squeezed her ass cheeks and watched as his cock head stretched her anus open. Slowly it pushed inside. "You aint a true slut until you've had my cock in every hole," he grunted. The head slipped inside, forcing its way deeper.
Kate's head collapsed to the pillow, her back arched upward so that she was perpendicular nearly forming an L shape. Brown bent over her, holding her head down while his steel hard cock actually bent as more tried to pierce her ass. "AAAHH! It hurts so bad," she wailed.
"Do you want to be my slut, or should I pull out?" he asked, thrusting deeper.
"Please!" she begged. Her ass felt like it was on the verge of tearing it was being stretched so wide. "Fuck my ass, Mr. Brown." It was deep enough now, his huge heavy balls slapped her crotch. She was wet and leaking down her thighs. "UNH! It's ripping me in too," she moaned on the verge of begging him to stop. "OH GOD, it hurts! It hurts so... GOOD!" Jerome pulled her up off the bed, thrusting his cock in and out of her ass. Kate looked up over her shoulder. "I love it," she told him, her hand came up to pinch her erect nipple as she stared into his eyes. They were dark, a little cold, and domineering. "Fuck my ass. So full of black cock."
Jerome never slowed the thrusts of his cock. "Yo ass is resized now. Just like yo pussy. You'll never be satisfied with little white dicks again."
Kate nodded. She loved John, but no longer felt any sexual desire for him at all. Hadn't since her encounter with Tyson. She laid there faking it the last time she'd made love to her husband. John had even lasted longer, she was so loose from her resizing with Ty. If John could just go an inch deeper, open her wider, last just a little longer, than well... maybe.
Brown leaned up, grabbing her neck with one hand and her waist with the other. His thrusting cock made a constant whap whap whap sound. She'd taken him in all three holes. "I'm your slut now, Mr. Brown," she grunted after a deep thrust of his cock.
"That you is, baby."
I'm a slut, she thought. I'm a slut. I'm a slut. His balls slapped against her well-fucked pussy sending ripples of pleasure through her body. I'm a slut for big black cock. SLAP! SLAP! "OHMYGOD!" she cried, her pussy tightening as it began spasming. "I'M CUMMING!" The next time his balls hit her pussy lips, they made a louder, wetter splat. I'm cumming just from having his cock in my ass! I really am a slut.



SPLAT! SPLAT!
Her ass felt like it might rip as his cock swelled up. He pushed deep holding it still. It tried to buck and jerk, but it was wedged to tightly in her ass as his cock began shooting his seed deep in her bowels. He pushed hard against her ass, letting go when his cock sprang free, shooting more wads of semen over her back. The rest of his cum began pouring from her rosebud to pool on her blankets.
Kate slowly struggled to climb off the bed. Her ass squished as she hurried to the bathroom, sitting on the toilet. The sperm leaking from her ass sounded like urine hitting the water. It took her a good fifteen minutes before she felt it was safe to stand back up. Sex with a black man being messier than normal, she hopped in the shower again, a part of her hoping that he'd join her again, but this time she had the shower all to herself.
Kate stepped out of the bathroom with a towel around her body. Jerome had climbed under the covers and was fast asleep. She slowly unwrapped the towel and used it to wipe up as much of his sperm as possible before she joined him under the covers. Kate snuggled up into his arms, her hand on his hard chest and soon, she joined him in sleep.
**********
The next morning, the smell of bacon filled Jerome's nostrils and he quickly came awake. A gorgeous naked woman was carrying a tray into the bedroom. It held a bacon lettuce and tomato sandwich, a glass of milk, and an orange. More lunch than breakfast, but a quick glance at a clock, showed him that it was closer to lunchtime than breakfast.
"I brought you breakfast. Brunch maybe."
"Nothing for you?" he asked, sitting up.
"Here hold this up," she told him, handing him the tray. He took it and Kate pulled the sheet down off his brawny body. She reached down and took his plump black cock in hand. "I'm just gonna have a protein shake," she told him, as his cock swelled.
I could get used to this, thought Jerome, taking a bite of his sandwich while watching Kate licking the tip of his cock until it fully hardened. She stared at him through the lens of her glasses as she began slurping on his huge cock. Yeah, he could easily get used to this. She wasn't just sucking his dong, she was worshipping his cock. All his women had loved his dark meat, but Kate was different. She'd quickly turned into an obsessed fanatic.
Jerome peeled the orange and slowly chewed the pulpy segments. Kate kissed the tip, jerking his shaft as she moved her mouth down to his hairy balls. Her tongue teased his testicles while he finished off the orange. She licked up the underside of his shaft, licking around the crown before she started bobbing her head rapidly over the end. Her mouth moved down, swallowing a third, then a half, sucking his cock as fast as she could. Jerome felt the cum welling in his balls as he took a drink of milk. He lowered the glass just as the first blast of cum shot down her throat. She sucked faster, using her hand to jerk the base, letting her mouth fill with several loads of his seed. She opened her mouth, the last of his white viscous semen on her tongue. Kate let it slide down her throat.
"Delicious," they said in unison.
Kate licked around her lips and climbed off the bed. She took the tray off his lap and headed back to the kitchen. He watched her ass shake as she left the room. Jerome climbed off the bed and took a quick piss. He walked naked down the stairs, spent cock swaying from thigh to thigh with each step. He paused down the stairs and looked at the white woman's wedding picture. Kate and John were both beaming with joy. The perfect white couple. Bet you never thought your wife would be hooked on nigga cock, fuck wad, he thought, shaking his dong. There was a pearl of semen left on the tip. Jerome wiped it off and smeared it on John's face in the wedding picture. He wiped what was left on his finger off on the next picture. The happy perfect white family picture. Jerome smirked as he continued down the stairs.
Kate jumped when the huge black hands came around her back to squeeze her breasts. Her nipples popped out between his fingers. He kissed her neck before letting her go. The addicted woman stood frozen before the sink, breathing heavily, flushed, just from his touch and the feel on his hefty cock pressing into her ass.
SMACK!
His hand slapped her ass. "Got any beer?" He opened the refrigerator before she could answer. "I don't see nuthin?"
"It's not even noon?"
Jerome was still bent over looking in the refrigerator. He stared at her. "So?" he asked, a challenging expression on his face.
Kate froze. "I'd be happy to go get you some, Jer... Mr. Brown."
Jerome nodded and turned his attention back to the contents of her refrigerator. "And pick up some lunch meats. A brotha likes a nice ham sammich for lunch."
"Certainly, Mr. Brown."
**********
Kate returned from shopping about an hour later. Mr. Brown hadn't even bothered dressing. Her eyes moved down with lust at the huge black cock dangling over the cushion of her couch. He was holding the remote watching ESPN. "I got your beer," she stated setting the bag on the counter.
"Good," he grunted without looking at her. "Get dem clothes off and bring me one."
Kate pulled her sweater off over her head before undoing her skirt and letting it fall around her feet. His dark eyes left the TV screen when she appeared in heels, knee high stockings, and a bra and panty. She stepped out of her shoes before unhooking her bra. He stared appreciatively at her boobs, eyes moving down when she lowered her panty down her legs, leaving the stockings on. Kate opened the beer and handed it to him. He took it while she dropped to her knees between his legs. Soon his cock was rising as she sucked lovingly on the tip.
Kate could still feel his semen sloshing around in her belly from earlier. This time she wanted him cumming somewhere else. She quit sucking when his cock was fully hard, rising to her feet and straddling his lap. Brown watched her while sipping his beer. He set it down beside him as she reached back, caressing his cock. The aroused woman stared into his eyes. She didn't want to scare him off, but she couldn't help herself. "I love you," she told him, raising her crotch up and guiding his cock up to the entrance to her pussy. She shuddered as she lowered herself on his shaft.
"No, this ain't love," he replied. "This is just great fucking."
"Then fuck me," she replied, though her eyes still stared lovingly at him. Her breasts pressed into his chest as she slowly raised and lowered herself on his shaft. Her pussy swallowed inch after inch until she was fully impaled. "CUMMING!" she screamed as Brown sucked her right nipple between his broad lips.
DING DONG!
"I'll ignore it," she moaned.
"No. Better get that," ordered Brown, placing his hands on her ass cheeks. He slowly lifted her up until his cock slapped down on his hard abdominals.
DING DONG!
Kate stared hungrily at his wet cock. She wasn't ready to quit fucking. He nodded towards the front door. She could see a shadow through the glass. She approached it hesitantly. The doorbell rang again. "OH MY GOD!" she cried, looking back at him. "Who could it be? My dad? One of the neighbors?"
"Open the door," he ordered, picking his beer back up and sipping it while watching her.
"I left my robe upstairs."
"Open the door. NOW!"
Kate jumped, startled by his barking tone. She held her hand over her nipple and opened the door a crack. She was startled to see a very familiar young black man. "TY! What are you doing here?"
"Dad told me to come by." His eyes stared at her hungrily, but his expression was sorrowful. This was supposed to be his weekend after all.
"Well get in here before the neighbors see me," she said, glancing up and down the street nervously. Ty stepped inside, and she closed the door. She stormed over to Mr. Brown, noticing that his cock was still standing straight up. "What's Ty doing here?" she asked, placing her hands on her hips.
Brown took a sip of his beer. "I wanted to show him what a slut you are," he said. "Now come suck my cock." He pointed towards his proud shaft. Kate hesitated a moment, glancing back at Tyson before kneeling between Brown's legs. She took his cock back in her mouth, licking the crown. Brown watched her than looked up at his son. "Still think you're in love with THIS? She ain't nothing but a whore for big black cock, boy."
Tyson watched his best friend's mom sucking his dad's cock. She wasn't the first. He'd come home many times to find some whore going to town on his father's big cock. He'd listened to their screams of pleasure at night. He'd idolized Kate Howard as the perfect wife and mother, but she was nothing but another of his dad's many whores. She was worshipping his dad's huge cock. Sad and a little heartbroken, a proud smirk still cracked Ty's mouth. He'd been the one to turn her after all.
"Now come fuck this whore while she fucks me," said Brown.
Ty nodded and pulled his shirt off over his head. He yanked his sweats off, his hard-brown cock springing up and bobbing before him. He kneeled behind her, lining his cock up with her pussy. She was wet and stretched out, taking him easily.
Kate was lost in servicing her lover's cock and hadn't even heard their conversation. "Mmmph!" she grunted in surprise feeling Ty's cock push deep inside her. His thrusting cock pushed her forwards nearly choking her as Ty's father's cock pushed way past her tonsils. She got over her initial shock and was soon enjoying both cocks. Ty was grabbing her ass, pulling her into his thrusts, helping her suck his dad's cock. So good! So good! SO GOOD! She thought loving what these two men were doing to her. Soon Ty's cock had her cumming again and again. She looked up at Jerome Brown as his son made her cum. His hard eyes stared down at her, but the orgasmic warmth permeating her body filled her with love for this man. Only it was more than love, she idolized this man for making her feel like a true woman and she adored his son and his son's wonderfully amazing big black cock.
Kate was still staring up at Jerome Brown when his cock shuddered in her throat. Liquid warmth filled her belly just as Ty thrust deep, the younger man's cock jerking as more liquid warmth filling her womb. Kate trembled as she came harder than she ever had with just one of the black men. The orgasm rocked her body, making her nearly black out. The next thing she remembered was Brown pushing back on her head until his cock head filled her mouth. She gulped his seed down as fast as his big balls could pump it out. It was still spurting as he pulled it from her greedy lips. His seed fell across her face coating one of the lenses on her glasses. His son's semen was splattering down on her ass cheeks even as it poured from her well-fucked pussy.
"It's a lot better without a condom," sighed Tyson, sitting back on his knees.
"I... I'm going to clean up," gasped Kate, struggling to get off the floor. She pushed herself up off Brown's knees. Kate stumbled weakly up the stairs towards the bedroom.
"You gotta stop putting dem bitches on a pedestal, boy," grunted Jerome towards the stairs. "They all whores." He reached out for the can and drained the remaining beer. "Deep down they disrespect you when you treat dem like they're princesses." He rose off the couch and grabbed two more beers, handing one to his son.
Ty popped his open and took a sip. His mom, Tonya had broken his dad, running off with his uncle Willie. Jerome had been madly in love with his wife and catching her with his brother had destroyed him. He'd hated women ever since and worse, that's what had started him drinking.
Tyson looked down at his beer wondering if his dad was right. He'd been nothing but a gentleman with Shawna and what had that gotten him other than frustrated? He'd idolized Mrs. Howard as the perfect wife and mother to Jack and a surrogate mother to himself. Seeing her as a maternal figure did nothing to dampen his growing lust for the woman. Finding the porno she'd made with her husband had driven him crazy to the point he'd blackmailed her for sex. If Shawna had been putting out, would he'd have had the balls to go for Mrs. Howard? Tyson took a long sip, draining half the can.
"You did a good job breakin in Mrs. Howard, boy," said Jerome. "We done ruined her for white dick."
"Thanks," grunted Ty, feeling bad for Jack. His mom was no better than Ty's own mom.
"Come on, lets go get our cocks sucked."
Ty followed his dad upstairs. He looked at the pictures on the wall, noticing the smears on John Howard's face in the photos. Ty walked into the familiar bedroom, his cock already rising as he remembered what had happened on that bed a week ago. His dad's cock was sticking straight out too as he stared into the bathroom. Ty soon saw why. Kate Howard's voluptuous form was running body wash over her tits and belly. The glass shower was mostly clear with just a hint of blur.
Kate smiled not the least surprised when Mr. Brown opened the door and stepped inside. The sight of her made Ty's cock twitch. She was gorgeous wet and looked younger without the glasses. He'd never cared for her glasses, but knew she was blind as a bat without them. He followed his dad into the shower even as Jerome was pushing her down. Without hesitation, Kate grabbed his cock and started lovingly sucking on it.
It wouldn't be an understatement to say he was jealous of his dad's cock. It was longer and girthier than Tyson's own impressive cock. Ty had inherited his mom's lighter brown skin, making his dad's cock a lot blacker. He'd seen it plenty of times. Jerome Brown had about half a dozen women he fucked regularly usually three different ones a week. Some stayed over on weekends. They never shut the door and often walked around nude most of the time. Uncle Willie was rumored to have an even bigger blacker cock than his father's.
Brown moved over to the side of the shower placing Kate in the middle. She never missed a beat slurping on his big cock. Her hand jerked the base of his shaft while she sucked about half down her throat. He had to push her off his cock by placing his meaty hand on her forehead and pushing back. She looked up at him pleadingly while jerking his cock off, but he just forced her head to turn until she saw the brown cock bobbing before her face. Kate grabbed Ty's shaft and started sucking on the tip of his cock. The teenager moaned still not used to having his cock sucked.
Kate swallowed Ty as deep as she could, pulling back and kissing the tip of his cock respectfully. She turned licking and suckling the head of Mr. Brown's cock while jerking his son. Kate went back and forth several times, sucking and jerking faster. When she had to catch her breath, she ran their cock heads all over her face before returning them to her mouth.
Tyson's youthful inexperience had him blowing first. Unfortunately, it was when she was blowing his father. His cock twitched in her hand, his ejaculate squirting out like a hose to cover her breasts. He watched his seed striking her pink nipples, noticing that her cheeks were bulging out as she swallowed his dad's load. She lost control, a thick wad of semen splattering over her lower face. Jerome's cock reared up, a long strand of sperm shooting up and over her head. Kate kept jerking both cocks until they'd quit releasing semen. She kissed both cock heads and forced herself to stand.
Jerome exited the shower. He dried himself off before pissing in the toilet. Tyson stared lustfully at Kate's body. He grabbed a washcloth and helped her clean off. He loved running his hand over her smooth white skin. She tried to kiss him, but he pulled back as she still had his dad's sperm on her lips. He stepped out of the shower, following his dad in drying off and pissing in the toilet. He could see his father lying on the bed, tugging at his cock to make it hard again. Kate stepped out of the shower. She took the towel he'd just used and dried off while he pissed. She set it aside while he was still shaking the pee from his shaft. Kate didn't grab his cock, but her fingers came out while he was still holding it. They slowly ran down along his shaft, barely touching him, teasing him with her caress. His cock immediately extended an inch and kept growing.
Kate climbed on the bed after putting her glasses back on and stepped across Jerome. He was holding his cock straight up for her. She bent down over him, placing her hands on his chest. Tyson watched her big tits dangling down, more udders than breasts. They'd been a little smaller when she was younger, proud, and firm, much like Shawna's. They were too heavy now to stand proud, but they were still magnificent.
She lowered her pussy down to his father's cock head. Her lips spread open and around the fat bulbous tip. "Take her ass, boy," grunted Jerome. "I broke it in for ya." Kate moaned as she sank down on the shaft.
Ty spit in his hand and started coating the end of his cock. He'd had no desire to fuck her ass until now preferring his cock stay inside her hot pussy as much as possible, but now he wanted to push his cock between the tight little sphincter staring up at him as her ass rose up and down his dad's shaft. Ty crawled onto the foot of the bed, walking on his knees up between his dad's legs. Jerome reached around and spread her cheeks open for him as he tried to wedge his cock against her sphincter. She froze while he pushed harder until her ass stretched open around his cock head and he slipped inside. Kate let out a loud gasp as the second cock entered her body.
Tyson had to squat and grab her shoulders to fuck her ass. His cock fought for space inside her with his dad's thicker shaft. "Alternate boy," growled his dad, like he'd done this before and he probably had. Ty started pulling back when his dad pushed forwards and vice versa. Soon father and son had a rhythm going.
Two cocks, thought Kate. I'm getting fucked by two cocks, by two big black cocks. "Mmmmm," she moaned. Feels so good. I love it. "CUMMING!" she screamed. Her pussy contracting over every inch of Jerome's shaft while her ass squeezed tight around Ty's cock as she squirted hard on Jerome's cock. She came another half a dozen times with two being long squirting orgasms before Tyson grunted loudly, his cock shaking in her ass as he flooded her bowels. He pulled out and fell back on his knees. Kate had more leverage now and rode Mr. Brown's cock until he erupted in her pussy triggering another squirting orgasm that mixed with his seed.
Tyson returned from the bathroom, looking worn out. He passed her as she went to the toilet to clean up. She spent nearly half an hour trying to get as much of the cum from her pussy and anus as she could. When Kate returned to the bed. Ty was on her husband's side of the bed facing away from his dad sound asleep. Brown was on the other side facing his son also asleep. She climbed in the middle, laying on her side and facing Brown. She kissed him on the forehead before falling asleep herself.
Kate awoke hours later to the massive serpentine cock nudging at her pussy. Mr. Brown moaned, still half asleep, his hand falling on her hip and squeezing it. His hips rocked, sliding his cock between her legs, her pussy leaving a wet trail along it. The head pressed against her lips, pushing inside. With a growl, Brown came fully awake and pulled her up and into his lap.
Kate rode him while his hands held her hips. She did all the work, getting herself off on his cock several times. His eyes were lidded, not as awake as she'd thought. He wasn't a young man after all having more than a dozen years on her. Still, he was the most amazing man she'd ever met. "I can't stop fucking you, Mr. Brown," she told him. He grunted in response. "I love you, Mr. Brown," she said. He didn't answer, still out of it. "I love you. I love you. I LOVE YOU," she screamed having another squirting orgasm as his cock expanded inside her blasting his hot seed once again into her still fertile womb. "I love you," she whispered collapsing on his chest and softly kissing his lips.



Kate awoke again. It was light outside and Tyson was mounting her. She spread her legs for him, wrapping them around his sides as his cock speared her. She wrapped her arms around his neck and held on as he fucked her hard. "Fuck me Ty. Fuck me," she grunted as his cock pushed deep. Her pussy fluttered around his cock as she came. "Cumming so hard. I love it." He was fucking her harder this time, lasting longer as his stamina grew. He was turning into quite the stud. "I love it! Fuck me!" She gasped as his cock ballooned up against her cervix and shot it's first blast of seed. "I love it. I love you too. I LOVE YOU!"
"Shut up, slut," he replied, and she squirted her cum all around his ejaculating cock.
Tyson let his balls drain inside her. This was much better than that tiny condom she'd made him wear the first time he fucked her. He decided than and there never to wear a condom again. He pulled out as she relaxed her legs around him. He planted a kiss on her pretty little belly button before climbing off the bed. Kate rolled over and snuggled up against his father, asleep again. They were still laying like that when he left the shower, walking naked down the stairs.
Tyson dressed and went back upstairs to check on them. They weren't sleeping anymore. His dad was sitting up and Kate's head was in his lap, slurping so loudly Ty could hear it. Her hand was between her legs and he watched her fingers going hard at her slut pussy as she sucked off his dad. Jerome saw that he was dressed. "Where you goin?" asked his father, looking surprised that he was passing up another couple of hours fucking the married white slut.
"Too see Shawna," answered Ty, turning away from the lovers. "I'm tired of waiting." Tyson left the room, not seeing his father's smile of approval.
**********
Shawna was a sweet young thing with a brain devoted to her studies and church and a body built for sin. Ty had embarrassingly ejaculated in his swimsuit the first time he'd seen her in a two piece. Shawna had a porn star's figure trapped behind the clothing of a modest teen. She was smiling and humming a hymnal as she walked home from church that morning. She wore a modest purple dress that fell past her knees and had a blue bag over her shoulder. The bag contained her highlighted bible and a blanket to lay on beside her pool. Her hair was tied in a bow that matched her dress and her hair fell over the front of her shoulder.
That was a great sermon today, she thought. Time for a quick dip in the pool and then I must study for tomorrow's test. Afterwards, she planned to spend some private time in worship and praise. She entered her yard and stepped through the gate. A large privacy hedge surrounded the pool. The recessed pool just had a short rim around it before her lawn started. "Ty?" she said, surprised to see her boyfriend, but delighted though a little miffed that he was up and about and hadn't joined her at church.
"Surprise!" he said. The young black man was standing waist deep in her pool. His lean muscular bare chest had her stomach fluttering. She liked staring at her sexy boyfriend's chest. "Where are your parents?"
"Church brunch," she answered, but he should have known that. Her dad was a deacon and usually busy several hours after church officially ended. She opened her bag and spread her blanket out on the grass. Shawna suddenly froze, remembering she was wearing her privacy bikini. She only wore it for sunbathing alone or sometimes with her mom. Her deacon father would have freaked if he knew she even owned a bikini this skimpy. Ty had only seen her in her modest two piece. She smiled, knowing how much seeing her in a tiny string bikini would drive her boyfriend crazy. "I need to study for the exam," she told him, standing on the edge of the pool. She reached down, pulling her dress up. "You do too. We can study together if you want." The dress rose up over the tan panty exposing her stomach. "So, we can't swim for long." The dress slipped off over her head leaving her in nothing but the tight tan bikini and the cross around her neck.
The bikini was having the effect on Ty that she'd hoped. His eyes were staring at her appreciatively. They moved up and down her torso. They'd made out before and he'd seen her in a bra and panty, but the bikini was skimpier and more daring. He sank lower into the water and she suspected that his large penis was getting hard. It got hard a lot around her and for some reason that pleased her.
She sat on the rim before slipping into the water. He splashed her playfully and she splashed him back. He reached out for her and she reared back, laughing, swimming away. Ty wasn't much of a swimmer but he chased her until she allowed him to grab her ankle. "Eeek," she yelped before he yanked back on her leg and pulled her under.
She stood up and Ty grabbed her from behind. His arm crossed over her breasts. Her own arm rested along his ready to pull him off should he get grabby with her bosom. Sunday was the lord's day and not a day for fooling around with her boyfriend. She turned her head and Ty lowered his lips to hers. They kissed passionately as young people do. Shawna moaned deep in her throat. Being celibate was as hard on her as it was on him.
She could feel his penis pressing against her rear end and pulled away to escape it. His hard penis slid up her back and under the string holding her top on. Shawna frowned. "Ty, you're poking me..." Why did it seem like he wasn't wearing a suit? She looked over her shoulder, eyes widening with shock. She jumped back from his bare penis, stepping backward until she bumped into the side of her pool.
Ty stepped forwards, his monster penis rearing up out of the water like a black sea serpent. He reached out for her waist and lifted her up on the rim of the pool, stepping between her spread legs. The young black woman couldn't take her eyes of his huge penis. "Go ahead and touch it," he told her.
Shawna hesitated, then slowly reached out for his shaft. She'd squeezed it through his pants, but touching the bare thing was different, much more exciting. "I knew it was big..." She stared at it in awe. "But to actually see it..." She looked away from his penis and into his eyes as he reached out and cupped the back of her neck. He leaned forwards kissing her, their tongues teasing back and forth between their mouths. Shawna found herself moaning. Ty certainly knew how to turn the flood waters on in her virginal vagina. Her hand instinctively slid along the shaft in her hand. Waiting for marriage sure wasn't easy.
He withdrew his tongue kissing her lips. Ty pulled back slightly, her bikini top falling up. He tossed it aside. Before she could object, he was lowering his head and sucking her right nipple into his mouth. Shawna was surprised at how swollen her other nipple was. "Oh TY!" she moaned, her hand moving faster on his thick penis. She sucked her lower lip into her mouth trying not to squirm on the rim of her pool. "What's gotten into you?" she asked as he continued teasing her nipple. He'd squeezed them through her bra before, but she'd never felt the pleasure of having them sucked on. His ministrations were certainly doing things to her body.
Ty's hands were on her hips, holding her tight while sucking her nipple. When he raised his head, her nipple looked even more swollen than the other one. She placed her other hand on his penis. "This is so hot," she gasped. Shawna felt like the luckiest girl in school to have Ty for a boyfriend. The large phallus was between her breasts as she stroked it. Her mind had a huge desire to see it ejaculate. His hands left her hips, holding the side strings on her bikini bottom taut.
"Let me put it in you?"
Her vagina shuddered at the thought. "Not until marriage," she told him.
"Come on babe, just a little bit?"
Shawna was squirming now, pressing her soaking vagina down onto the cement rim of the pool. "Oh, screw it," she moaned. "Put it in, but just the tip." She released his penis, laying back and raising her crotch displaying her bare womanhood to her boyfriend for the first time. Ty grabbed his penis and bent the head down to her labia, pressing it between her wet folds. Surprisingly to her, he seemed to know what he was doing and didn't seem the least bit awkward. He pressed forwards, the big knob at the end of his penis slowly entered her until... Shawna felt a brief stab of pain and something tore inside her. "OW! MY HYMEN!" He'd pushed in just a little too far.
He grabbed her under the knees, lifting her legs up spread open for him as the entire head of his penis pushed inside. "Might as well go deeper then," he said
She pushed against his chest, stopping him. Shawna was breathing heavily. She wasn't pushing him away, just letting him wait until the pain faded and she got used to his size. "Yeah, do it," she said relaxing. She suddenly rose, stopping him again. She looked away from the monster penis sticking out between her legs and into his eyes. "I love you. You love me, right?" She needed confirmation.
"Course I love ya, baby," he told her, pushing his penis deeper the moment she relaxed her palm against his chest.
Shawna fell back onto the grass. She had to admit that Ty's penis felt great... wonderful... amazing. He was working it in and out, probing deeper with his thrusts. She couldn't believe her body could handle such a monster, but she was adapting quickly and enjoying it. Her hands found her breasts, pinching and teasing her nipples while he slowly made love to her. "YES!" she moaned, when the tip of his hard penis rubbed a spot deep inside her. "Do me. Do me with your penis," she begged.
"Tell me to fuck you with my big black cock," growled Ty, working his cock faster now.
"FUCK ME TY! Fuck me with your big black cock." Shawna found herself talking like most of the black sluts at her school. She liked it. This seemed right. "I love it. Fuck me! So good. Your cock is so fucking good." He fucked her harder as if he approved of her dirty talk.
He pulled her up, stepping into her arms, his thrusting cock never slowing down. Her boyfriend was really good at this. Shawna felt as if she had quite the stud on her hands. For their first times, this was amazing. Not the least bit awkward. She felt a warmth spreading out from her crotch, a growing pressure that felt like it was about to explode. "AHH!" she gasped in pleasure. "My vagina is spasming around your cock. "AAAAHHH!"
"Yo pussy is cumming all over my cock," he told her as she stared at him in awe. Nothing had ever felt better or more right than cumming all over Ty's big black cock.
Shawna trembled again. She collapsed back on the grass. "It's happening again. I'm cumming again." Ty fucked her harder, prolonging the orgasm. She writhed on the grass, her hips rising into the thrusts of his powerful cock. Ty thrust his cock deep and held it still. It felt even bigger as is bucked just inside her womb. Her insides suddenly felt wet and hot. "NO!" She screamed in alarm as jet after jet of his hot seed filled her. "Not in me... FUCK! I'm cumming again." And she did, her pussy contracting all around his squirting cock, milking it for every drop of his seed until it quit jerking inside her.
Shawna moaned reluctantly as Ty pulled his spent cock from her now well-fucked pussy. She slid back in the grass away from the pool. She laid on her back, gasping for breath, lazily watching the clouds pass by. Something had changed inside her. She was a woman now. Ty climbed out of the pool and laid on his stomach looking down at her gloriously nude body. She ran her hand down his chest, wondering why she had made him wait. "I'm going to want to do that a lot from now on," she told him truthfully. They had to make up for a lot of lost time.
"Fine by me, babe," he answered.
"We still got time," she told him, wanting him again. "Let's go to my bedroom."
"What about exams?" he asked surprised.
"Fuck studying," she told him, looking more like a wanton slut than an innocent god-fearing church girl.
**********
Kate had lost track of time and panicked that her family was about to get home. She thrown on shorts and a top, stripping the bed and tossing any evidence of their lovemaking into the washing machine. She scrubbed out cum stains on the carpet and couch, the trail back and forth from the bed to the bathroom.
Jerome walked out, still naked, a beer in hand. He watched her clean. The phone rang, but she let the machine pick up. It was her husband telling her they were still going to be another hour. She looked at Mr. Brown then down at his cock. It was already rising. "Pull yo shirt up over dem big white titties."
Kate nodded, lifting her top up over her bare breasts. His cock was sticking straight out as he stepped forwards. She greedily took his cock in her mouth, glad she'd get one more load of sperm in her stomach before he had to go. She would have preferred a slow leisurely suck, but she needed to hurry, John and Jack would be home soon and there was still more to clean. She sucked him deep down her throat, stroking the base of his shaft while she sucked. As hard as she tried, Mr. Brown was in no hurry to cum. She redoubled her efforts, but her body was exhausted from a long weekend of sucking and fucking. He lasted a good twenty minutes before she felt his cock expanding soon followed by a mouthful of his hot sperm. She hungrily gulped it down, his voluminous load soon filling her belly. Oh god, how she loved his seed.
"Come with me."
Kate pulled her mouth of his cock, a final wad covering her chin with sperm. "What?"
"Come with me," said Mr. Brown again. He looked as surprised by his request as she did.
"Leave my husband and son?" Not to mention my nice house and easy life, she thought. "Why would I do that?"
"Because I'll fuck you every day," he said simply.
Kate's eyebrows shot up.
**********
A short time later, John Howard pulled his car into the driveway. He and Jack stepped out and began unloading their fishing gear. John looked around. "Where's your mom?" he asked, surprised. "She always greets us."
"Her car's gone," said Jack, opening the garage door.
Jack finished unloading the gear while John entered the house. He packed their stuff away and entered through the laundry room, dropping their dirty clothes off on the way. He found his dad sitting at the kitchen table, sobbing. John Howard looked broken. "Dad?"
Jack looked down as his father slowly slid a note across the table to him.
**********
Six weeks later, the sounds of heavy fucking were coming through the open windows of a run down 45-year-old mobile home. The kitchen and living room merged into one room. It had two bedrooms and one bath, no laundry room, so clothes hung drying on a line outside.
Fuk! Fuk! Fuk! The sounds of thighs slamming down into a lap accompanied by squeaky bed springs. "I'm cumming," cried Kate.
"Me too," grunted Mr. Brown, his hands under his head watching Kate do all the work. Light from the window glittered on the gold rings that pierced Kate's nipples. Her left arm sported a new tattoo of a red heart inside a black spade.
"YYEESSS!" she screamed, feeling his cum filling her. He finally raised his hand up, squeezing her nipple just under the ring. She winced, her tits still sore from the recent piercing. Mr. Brown's idea as was the tattoo. The extra stimulus in her nipples still prolonged her orgasm, her breasts now feeling even more sensitive than normal. Both Kate and Mr. Brown were surprised to see a small stream of milk squirt from the nipple as he squeezed her breast. "I can't believe I'm pregnant at my age," she complained.
"I can't wait for these babies to fill up with milk," he added, watching another white squirt of milk shoot from the nipple he was fondling. The other started leaking of its own accord. He reached his other hand up so he could fondle both boobs.
"Ty, wait up," said Kate as her son walked by the door. Not that she and Mr. Brown had married, she wasn't even divorced yet, but she'd always considered Tyson to be her second son. She lifted herself off Mr. Brown's cock and scrambled after Ty. Brown climbed off the bed and followed her, grabbing a 7:00am beer from the refrigerator. "Ty, let me make you some breakfast." She followed him naked to the door as he left the shabby mobile home.
"Answer your mother," grunted Brown.
"She's not my mother," shouted Ty, grabbing his bike and peddling off to school.
Kate sighed. "I'll beat the shit out of him when he gets home," said Mr. Brown, smacking her ass before turning away.
Tyson had gotten used to having her around. Hell, he fucked the crap out of her at least once a day and she often gave him a morning blow job before school. He and his dad even double fucked her once or twice a week. He hadn't taken her pregnancy well and had been angry at both her and his father ever since.
Kate sighed again and went to make something for Mr. Brown to eat other than his preferred liquid hops diet.
**********
Someone else hadn't taken the news of his mother's pregnancy very well either. When he found out that his mom had left his dad for Jerome Brown, Jack had lost it. He and Ty had almost come to blows several times in the last six weeks. Kate had called her son to tell him she was pregnant last weekend. "He didn't take it very well," she told Ty one night after he'd finished his homework and she was sucking his cock. Ty's dad didn't care one way or another what anyone thought about him impregnating Kate Howard.
"Shit! Here comes Jack," said Shawna, looking down the school hallway.
"Huh?" asked Ty, distracted by her boobs. Shawna had changed since he'd fucked her by the pool. Gone were the modest outfits. Today, she wore a short gray skirt and a bare belly white tank top with a thin bra on underneath. Her nipple outlines were clearly visible behind the thin fabric. Ty approved as did every other male student passing in in the school hallway right now. She'd gotten called to the principal's office several times now for inappropriate outfits as well as discussions with the school councilor over her falling grades.
Ty looked up just in time for the fist to make contact with his left cheek. "That's for my mom, asshole," yelled Jack.
Ty went down hard. Shawna grabbed the stunned black man by the shoulders as he sat up rubbing his chin. "That mother fucker," Ty muttered looking angrily up at Jack still looming over him. Jack's girlfriend Becca looking down concerned behind Jack.
Becca grabbed Jack's arm. "Come on honey, let's go," she whispered, worried for her boyfriend. Becca was a lovely red headed cheerleader. Sweet and innocent, she'd been with Jack since he'd asked her to homecoming junior year. Unlike Shawna, she'd been eager to lose her virginity and had put out for Jack early. Her lovely red hair was pulled back on her head. Like a lot of red heads, she was a very pale white, with a few freckles on her cheeks and bright blue eyes. Her belly baring uniform showed off her flat stomach and the gold ring through her navel that reminded him of the new gold rings through Kate's nipples. One other thing reminded him of Kate Howard and that was Becca's huge tits, even bigger than Shawna's. Double E's he guessed, still young and firm where Kate's sagged some. During Ty's days of sexual frustration, Becca had been the fantasy subject of many masturbatory sessions especially after he'd seen her in a green bikini one afternoon they'd all gone for a dip in Shawna's pool. "Let's get out of here before someone reports you for fighting," she told Jack, tugging his arm again.
Ty watched them walk away while Shawna helped him get up. A lot of students had seen the exchange and he felt humiliated. He stared at Becca's ass shaking under her skirt as she walked away and immediately knew how to get Jack back.



Later that day as school was ending, he caught Becca leaving social studies. "Becca wait up," he called.
She turned as she exited the classroom and smiled at him. They'd been friends once. She and Shawna were still friends though things had been strained with their boyfriend's fighting. "Ty, sorry about Jack." It wasn't like Jack to go around punching people. "I wish I knew what happened between you."
"Can we go somewhere and talk?" he asked. "I'll tell you, but for you to understand I really need to show you."
They made their way to the auditorium which was closed for the day and they wouldn't be bothered. "You two need to make up," she declared, looking up at him.
Ty nodded. "I want to, but he'll never forgive me for fucking his mom."
"You did WHAT?"
"Yeah, one look at this and she went all black cock crazy," he told her yanking his sweat pants down under his cock and balls. He hefted his swelling cock.
"Oh my god!" gasped Becca, holding her hand over her mouth in shock. She couldn't take her eyes off it. "It's so big," she gasped.
"Oh, it gets bigger," he reached out and grabbed her wrist pulling her hand over to his shaft. She grabbed the base without hesitation. Ty was quickly becoming addicted to watching how women reacted to seeing his cock for the first time. If Jack took after his father, then Becca was only familiar with skinny little white dicks.
"It's so big," she said again. She brought her second hand up and held it in both hands. Becca watched her fingers spread apart as it swelled to full size. "Why is your penis so much bigger than Jack's?"
"That's not a penis."
"It isn't?" One of her hands was stroking it now. Ty wasn't even sure she realized she was doing it.
"No. Black men have cocks. Big Black cocks."
"Well, this is definitely a big black cock."
"Jack's mom couldn't keep her hands off it. Kept insisting black cocks were so much better than white penises and she had to have it. They're the only thing that can give women total sexual satisfaction. She said mine even tasted better than a penis."
"Really?" asked Becca. She was breathing heavily now, and her nipples had popped out. Ty could practically smell her pussy getting wet.
"I'm serious, why don't you give it a quick taste." Ty placed his hands on her shoulders and pushed down. He was surprised at how easily she fell to her knees.
"You won't tell Jack," she asked, looking up at him while her left hand lazily stroked his cock.
"Promise," he lied.
Becca leaned forward and licked around the head of his cock. When it was good and wet, she stretched her jaw out and began sucking. Jack had always bragged that Becca seemed to enjoy sucking him off. Ty could tell she was quickly getting into blowing his cock. She was gagging and having some difficulty with his size, but that only seemed to make her try harder. This wasn't going to be a quick taste. She was trying to get him off.
"Let me see your boobs," he ordered. Becca didn't stop bobbing her head. She just pulled her shirt up over her breasts. As she took his shaft deep, her leaned down and unhooked the back of her bra. "Show me dem big white titties," he told her, sounding like his father. Becca arched her back but kept her lips around the tip of his cock. She hefted her breasts up around both sides of his shaft. "Dayumn," he growled taking in her pale white breast flesh capped by large swollen nipples. "Nice." She winked up at him, leaning forward as she continued sucking his cock.
Tyson reached for his phone in his jacket pocket and pulled it out. He took a short video of the red head moving up and down his crotch before sending off a quick text to Jack.
**********
Shawna nodded and smiled as she passed friends in the hallway. The way every male eye glanced her way, taking in her cleavage and bare belly filled her with pride and had her pussy dripping. She wished she had started dressing to show off her body sooner. One of her sluttier friends had always said, "if you got it flaunt it." Well, apparently Shawna had it. She needed to find Ty to satisfy the growing craving in her pussy for his big dick.
She saw Jack getting his things out of his locker. He was looking at his phone. "Seen Ty? I can't find him," she asked, noticing that even Jack did a quick check of her figure.
"He just texted me. Wants to meet in the auditorium." Jack's face scrunched up, making the handsome youth appear quite ugly.
"I'm sure he wants to be friends again," she said, hopefully.
Jack's face twitched, and she could see a gauntlet of emotions reflected in his mien. What had happened between the two men? Jack's visage went from sorrow to hurt to anger and finally settled on hatred. He stood up straight. "He wants to be friends? Well I want to kick his ass." He turned and stormed off towards the auditorium.
"Wait up," she called, wondering how she could stop a fight between the two. Jack had cold cocked Ty earlier, but she was sure Tyson would be the one kicking Jack's ass. She was more worried about them getting caught and suspended then hurting each other too much. She followed him all the way to the auditorium.
Jack burst through the door. "Where are you, asshole..." he shouted before freezing in disbelief. Ty was right in front of him. The black teen was leaning against the stage in a white tee shirt. His sweat pants around his ankles. A gigantic foot long penis was rearing up out of his crotch and a familiar red headed cheerleader was licking the swollen tip of the huge penis. "OH MY GOD!" Jack's heart broke. "BECCA!"
"This is for punching me, muthafucker," grunted Tyson looking over at his former best friend.
Jack watched his girlfriend sucking the huge cock with more lust than she'd ever shown sucking his own penis. One of her hands was between her legs, frigging herself around her underwear. She was so into blowing Tyson, that she hadn't even glanced his way. He fell to his knees. This was how his father had felt since his mom had left him. This was what it felt like to be a broken man.
Shawna came in behind him. "What's going on?" she asked, looking just as betrayed and horrified to see Becca sucking Tyson's cock.
"FUCK!" growled Tyson, seeing his plan backfire. "Shawna, get out of here."
Jack stumbled to his feet and pushed his way past the tearful black girl. I can't compete with that thing, he thought, shuffling off down the hallway. It felt like his penis had crawled up into his scrotum and he wasn't sure it would ever come back out.
Shawna sobbed. Her face turned angry. "Ty, you cheating piece of shit," she yelled from the doorway. She used both hands to give him the finger, before turning and following Jack. She soon stormed past the slowly shuffling white man.
Becca, pulled her head of his cock, but ran her cheek along his wet shaft. She looked up at him. "Don't worry, I'll be your girlfriend now," she told him.
"Shut up and keep sucking," he ordered. She quickly obeyed, making him feel superior. He totally planned on fucking her and remembering that her father was overprotective of Becca and somewhat of a racist made him all the more eager. "Finish me off and we can go back to my house and I'll show you what it's like to fuck a black cock."
Becca attacked his cock, sucking half his shaft while jerking off the rest. She only stopped once when her fingers got her off. When she'd come down from her orgasm, she used both hands to jerk him while sucking just past the tip. Soon her cheeks ballooned out. She gulped and gulped again, but lost control. His sperm fell out around her lips. She had to pull back, catching a blast in the face. Then she pulled back further, and Ty coated her big beautiful white titties with his seed.
"You really do taste better," she muttered, pushing more of his sperm into her mouth with one finger. One hand was still on his deflating cock.
"Go get cleaned up and we'll go fuck."
**********
Kate shook her big breasts for Mr. Brown, arching her arms behind her back. His cock continued to swell, puffing up around the large steel cock ring he'd placed on the base. "Ty sounds like he's having some fun with Shawna in there," she said, listening to the feminine moaning sounds coming from Ty's room. Not to mention the loud squeaking of the bed springs. She was happy for the boy, a virgin just three months ago and now quite the stud.
Jerome just grunted in return. Kate was wearing fish net nylons, lavender panties, and a cupless shelf bra. The bra had underwire support, but it looked like her breasts had been lassoed and tied behind her neck. The bra helped lift her breasts up some, not that Brown minded the sag, but the bra had her pierced nipples pointing upwards. His cock was hard now watching her dancing for him. The cock ring looked like it was straining to contain his engorged cock.
BANG BANG BANG
"Who the fuck is banging on my door," growled Brown, annoyed at being interrupted from playing with his little sex slut.
**********
Ty didn't even hear the knocking over Becca's loud scream. She was riding his cock hard. Ty flicked his tongue over the nipple practically in his face. "Can Jack make you cum like that?" he asked.
"Jack's never made me cum," she moaned sitting down in his lap, luxuriating in the feeling of being fully impaled. "You're so fucking big," she moaned. "I love your big cock."
"Ima gonna fuck this pussy whenever I want."
"Fuck yeah, Ty. You own this pussy." Becca started riding him again, leaning forwards to that her heavy breasts were nearly smothering him.
**********
Brown stomped towards the door with Kate on his heels. "Put a robe on at least?" she asked, politely.
"Nope," he grunted, monster cock sticking straight out in front of the nude black man. He threw the door open. "WHAT?" he asked, staring at the dainty brown fist poised to hit his door again.
"Where's Ty?" asked Shawna. "I know he's here..." Her eyes wandered down the chest of the older black man. She knew Mr. Brown was a powerfully built man, but his muscled torso beat any of the teens on the football team. Her eyes kept moving down. "JESUS!" she cried in shock. That thing's bigger than Ty's, she thought staring at the engorged cock.
Brown's eyes were staring up and down her body just like everyone's had since she started dressing to show it off. "I like your new look. Why don't you come in?" He stepped back.
A nearly nude woman grabbed her shoulders and led her inside. She was looking curiously towards Ty's bedroom. "You're Jack's mom!" Mrs. Howard didn't look anything like she remembered except for the glasses always on her nose. Jack's mom certainly wouldn't have pierced her nipples.
"Yes dear," said Kate. "But I'm with Mr. Brown now. What's wrong?"
Shawna couldn't take her eyes of Ty's father's cock. The sight of it made her pussy wet. She was horny as hell, so desperate for Ty's big black cock, that she was willing to forgive him for letting Becca suck him off. It had to be all Becca's fault anyway. She probably seduced him. "It's Ty. I caught him with another woman."
"I'm sorry, honey," said Kate, squeezing her shoulders.
"Let's head to the bedroom," said Brown, eyeballing the hard nipples thru Shawna's top. He turned and started walking. "Remember what we talked about last night?"
"Yes Mr. Brown... OH!" Kate nearly stumbled but held on to the young black girl. Mr. Brown had told her that he wanted to see her with another woman. She hadn't really thought it might actually happen.
Shawna was still stunned as Kate led her into the bedroom. It reeked of semen. Ty's dad came up behind her and lifted her shirt up revealing the thin bra supporting her breasts. "Mr. Brown! What are you doing?" she yelped.
"We're gonna make you feel better," he whispered in her ear. "Get in there Kate."
Shawna's head turned to look at her curiously. Oh, why not, thought Kate. She squeezed Shawna's breasts while coming in for a kiss. The girl reared back but was trapped against the massive black man's chest. Mrs. Howard's tongue teased her own. "Mmmmmm," moaned Shawna relaxing as Mr. Brown eased her short shots down.
Kate pulled the young black woman back and over to the bed, sitting her down on it as she climbed up behind her. Brown stepped forwards, proudly displaying his huge cock to Shawna's admiring eyes. Her hand slowly came up to grab it as Kate unhooked her bra. "Suck it," ordered the powerful black man.
Shawna gulped guiding the huge cock towards her mouth. Mr. Brown had a commanding air about him. He was used to being obeyed. She licked the crown, before parting her lips around the fat shaft and taking him in her mouth. She quickly noticed the size difference between Ty's cock and his father's larger one. She suckled the tip at first letting her jaw grow used to it then she began swallowing the end, sucking the monster cock. Kate reached around and teased her hard-brown nipples while kissing her neck. Shawna sucked harder, getting into it, wanting more. This cock would take care of her state of arousal, and she could also get payback on Ty by fucking his father.
Brown stepped back. He lifted her off the bed and spun her around. His strong meaty hand grabbed her panty, slightly ripping them as he pulled it off. Kate laid back under her as Ty's dad pushed her back on the bed so that she was on all fours over Mrs. Howard. Kate raised her head up, pursing her lips. Shawna lowered her head to meet them and soon the two women were kissing on the bed. This is different... but nice, thought Shawna.
She's so soft, thought Kate. Kissing a woman was vastly different from being embraced by a man's strong body.
The foot of the bed depressed as Brown climbed up behind Shawna. His cock dripping as he prepared to fuck his son's girlfriend. He placed his cock head between her brown folds and pushed. "Aaaaaah!" moaned Shawna, still kissing Kate. Her labia opened around the probing cock head, stretching wider then it ever had as Brown's cock head pushed inside her.
Kate reached her hand between their bellies and started fingering herself. Shawna's wet pussy dripped on her knuckles as Mr. Brown pushed his cock in deep. Shawna arched her back, thrusting her nipple into Kate's mouth. Kate sucked it between her lips. "It's so big Mr. Brown," gasped Shawna. "I'M CUMMING!"
Kate flicked her tongue around Shawna's nipple looking up at the young girl's ecstatic facial expressions. A contented smile spread across her face as she came down from the orgasm. Then a look of disappointment. Kate immediately realized why when Brown's cock plunged into her own pussy. He leaned farther over Shawna, fucking Kate's pussy rapidly.
"Please put it back in me Mr. Brown," begged Shawna. The black girl's mouth found Kate's pierced nipple as Kate's back arched.
Kate grabbed the bed sheet, pulling it tight as her own orgasm approached. Shawna gently bit her engorged nipple, getting a little squirt of her future baby's milk in her mouth. "I'M CUMMING!" screamed Kate, squirting more milk from both nipples as she came.
"Roll over," said Brown, pulling out and flipping Shawna off Kate. Kate laid on her side as Brown spread the black girl's legs and began fucking her hard. Shawna was writhing like a bitch in heat, lifting her hips into Brown's thrusts. It was her turn to grab the sheets, pulling them loose as she got the fucking of her young life from a fifty-year-old black man. Kate reached out and squeezed the girl's breast, pulling the nipple back to her mouth so she could lick it again.
"Fuck me! Fuck me! FUCK ME!" cried Shawna.
Brown thrust his cock hard into her. "Here it comes gurl," he growled. The first powerful blast of sperm spewed into her womb, followed by another, and another.
Shawna was cumming hard around his bucking cock. "Seed me, Mr. Brown," she cried. She wished the dominant black man was impregnating her, but she was already weeks late on her period and guessed that his son had already done the deed.
Brown pulled his spurting cock free of her pussy, shooting wad after wad across her black tits and belly. Shawna had never seen so much cum. Kate opened her mouth, hungry for his semen. She caught a small wad on her tongue before he quit shooting, but there was a larger slick covering on Shawna's breast, so she leaned down and started lapping it up. "Lick it all up, Kate," said Brown, approvingly.
Kate licked it up as quickly as she could, moving her body so that she could lap up the sperm pooling on Shawna's flat undulating stomach. She sucked the sperm out of Shawna's belly button, licking into it before moving down under her navel.
"I said lick ALL of it," grunted Brown, grabbing the top of Kate's head and moving it down to the small tuft of black pubes between the black girl's thighs.
Kate obeyed, moving her body down between Shawna's legs. Soon she was lapping up the sperm pouring out of the girl's pussy, working her tongue between the soft folds. Of course, she'd never done this before, but she knew what she liked. Soon she had Shawna writhing on the bed almost as much as Brown's fucking had. The black teenager lifted her hips up into Kate's thrusting tongue. Her orgasm filling Kate's mouth with a mixture of Shawna's and Mr. Brown's fluids.
Shawna sat up as Kate climbed up from between her legs. The forty-year-old white wife and mother found herself staring into the eyes of the eighteen-year-old black teenager. They both saw each other as desirable sexual partners now. Shawna leaned forwards parting her lips and kissing the white woman whose mouth and chin were still covered in Shawna's vaginal fluids. This would not be the last time either of them spent with a female sex partner. They broke the kiss and looked up when they heard a noise at the door.
Becca was standing, nude but for her stockings in the doorway, looking nervous and sheepish. "You wanna be my girlfriend? Go join them." Ty's black hand pushed her into the room. He stepped nude into the room, his foot-long cock half erect, sticking out, but bent down.
"What's THAT slut doing here?" asked Shawna, angrily.
Kate Howard was embarrassed to see her son's girlfriend had been watching them and felt bad for Jack knowing that the girl would never be going back to white penis again after Ty had fucked her. Mr. Brown was grinning proudly at his son, pleased to see the man he was becoming.
Becca and Shawna were kneeling facing each other on the bed. The red head looked anxious. Shawna was still glaring angrily at Becca and at Tyson whose dick was still shiny from their fuck session. Kate walked around the bed, giving Mr. Brown a wink. She leaned down between the two girls. "Come on ladies, kiss and make up."
Shawna's eyes flickered down Becca's nude body. Her eyes seemed to approve of what she was seeing. "Oh, fuck it," muttered Shawna. She leaned in and planted her lips on a surprised Becca. Both teenager's breasts were so full, they smashed together as Shawna's tongue found Becca's. The fair skinned cheerleader didn't resist and was soon kissing the chocolate skinned girl back with as much enthusiasm. Too much enthusiasm it turned out. Becca forced Shawna backwards, the formerly angry jilted girlfriend was delighted as Shawna leaned over her, kissing her neck, shoulders, and licking Shawna's brown nipple. Something bigger and better presented itself to Becca's lustful kisses. Ty's brown cock waved near her face. Her mouth found the head, licking and kissing the swollen tip. Ty moved back, using his cock to lure the newly addicted black cock slut. Becca followed it until she turned around, straddling Shawna's thighs. Ty stopped, Becca moaned in delight, sucking Ty's cock into her mouth. She choked as Ty pushed forwards before she was ready. Becca was forced backwards, stopping as several slim fingers slid into her pussy. Kate winked at her when Becca glanced over to see who was fingering her.



The bed depressed as Mr. Brown climbed on behind Becca. Kate held Becca's labia open, grabbing Brown's cock with her other hand. She guided the familiar cock towards the young red head. Shawna looked up watching the underside of the big black cock as the bulbous head pushed against the fair skinned girl's pink pussy lips. Kate loosened her grip, feeling her lover's huge cock slide through her fingers as it pushed inside her son's former girlfriend nearly to the cock ring. Meanwhile, Shawna had arched her neck and was sucking on one of Mr. Brown's orange sized testicles.
Becca couldn't handle both cocks. She started gagging on Tyson's huge dick as his dad buried his cock in her pussy. Tyson pulled back without complaint. He just bent his cock down and sank it into Shawna's wet pussy. "It's so big, Mr. Brown," moaned Becca just before she licked the upper side of Tyson's cock as it plunged in and out of Shawna's pussy. "Oh god! I'm CUMMING!"
"MEEF TOOPH!" screamed Shawna, her mouth still full of one hairy black testicle.
Kate watched proudly as the two Brown men got the two teen girls off several more times. Becca had a well-rounded, smooth pale rear end. She caressed the firm ass cheek before raising her hand about six inches above it.
SLAP!
"Ow!" grunted Becca in surprise.
SLAP!
"Ow! Quit spanking me," complained Becca.
"That's for cheating on my son," explained Kate.
Brown chuckled. Becca's pale ass cheek wasn't so white anymore as it slowly turned red. "OHMYGOD!" screamed Becca forgetting all her stinging ass as the massive cock inside her exploded it's first powerful jet of seed. The young woman shook as she came all over it.
The strong thrust had slid his balls down to Shawna's chin. The black woman found her tongue sliding along the perineum and licking over his anus just as her own pussy filled with seed. "AAAAAHHH!" she screamed into his rectum.
Brown pulled back, his balls sliding over her face as he removed his cock, powerful jets of semen shot up over Becca's ass and back. Torrents of sperm poured from Becca's splayed open pussy, pouring into Shawna's open mouth. Tyson's hot seed was gushing from Shawna's pussy also as Ty shot his final wads into Becca's face.
Becca rolled off Shawna gasping for air. Shawna was a little more experienced and recovered faster. She slid up and climbed into Mr. Brown's arms. He wrapped one arm around her back, his meaty fist cupping her ass. His finger began probing at her pussy, a finger bigger and thicker then many a white man's penis. Shawna laid her head on his shoulder, running her hand down Brown's hard muscular chest and down to his cock, squealing at it began swelling so soon after ejaculating.
Ty had recovered quickly too. Kate squealed also as Tyson pushed her down on her back. He spread her legs wide open and stabbed his cock into her pussy. Becca rolled over and climbed up Mr. Brown's back, pressing her breasts into him as she reached around, her white hand seeking his cock and soon sharing it with Shawna's black hand.
Brown growled with lust. He looked over at his son. "I'll take these young things. You spend some time with your mother."
"She's not my mother," said Ty, grabbing her ankles, his cock a blur as it pistoned hard into the woman that had taken his virginity.
Brown kissed Shawna, then turned his head and kissed Becca. He laid down on his back. Shawna was the quickest. She straddled him, mounting his dick. Her body trembled as she lowered herself down the huge shaft, cumming around it as she hit the steel cock ring. Becca looked on jealously. "Straddle my mouth, gurl," ordered Brown.
Becca moved up by his head and swung her leg over him. She lowered her pussy into a tongue that she'd have sworn was as big as Jack's penis. Becca and Shawna locked fingers as both girls rode his cock or his tongue. "I'm cumming," moaned Becca unable to resist Mr. Brown's incredibly prehensile tongue.
"Me too," moaned Shawna.
"NO," groaned Kate as Tyson yanked his cock out while she was still cumming all over it. He smacked her ass until she rolled over on all fours. He was soon fucking her again at a pace that would have had her estranged husband ejaculating in ten or less strokes. The virile eighteen-year-old had morphed into quite the stud. "GIMME THAT BLACK COCK TY!" she screamed, cumming once again.
Shawna screamed. She sank down into Brown's lap as his cock jerked inside her filling, filling her with his hot seed. Becca leaned forward and hugged her, caressing her back as the black woman continued to orgasm.
"YES! YES! FUCK ME! FUCK ME! FILL ME UP TY!"
"Here it comes, mom," said Tyson pulling her ass into his cock as he buried it.
Kate's heart broke when he called her mom and she cried in joy as her orgasming vaginal muscles milked his cock for every drop of his seed. "I love you son," she moaned.
The three nude women laid contentedly panting on the bed while the men took turns pissing in the run down mobile home's lone toilet. "Shit! I gotta get home," said Shawna, noticing the time on a clock by the bed.
"Me too," said Becca.
The two teens switched places with the men, trying to clean up in the dirty bathroom. The two black men laid down on either side of Kate while the Shawna and Becca showered together scrambling to remove all traces of the Brown male's voluminous semen.
Shawna was still wet when she hurried back into the room. She grabbed her clothes and started dressing. Becca came into the room with her skirt on, pulling her top down over her bare breasts. "I'll see you two home," said Ty. He kissed his new mom on the cheek as he climbed off the bed, strolling to his bedroom for his clothes.
The threesome left the trailer shortly thereafter. Both women were leaning into him as his arms were around their shoulders. Tyson smirked, thinking how popular he'd be when the guys saw he had two girlfriends. Plus, when Shawna and Becca started bragging on him, he expected he'd be getting a lot of pussy in the near future.
**********
Kate was grinning happily as she watched them leave through the window. Mr. Brown spread his legs as she returned to the bed, crawling between them. She started licking his spent shaft and it soon started to rise again. "Well that was interesting," she said, stroking, and licking his cock.
"Uh huh," grunted Brown.
Kate kissed the tip of his cock and climbed onto the bed, standing over him. She squatted guiding his huge cock towards her pussy. Her pussy engulfed his cock head as she slowly lowered herself down his shaft. "I think I love my new life," she said, feeling the weight of the piercings pulling down her erect nipples. She could see the edge of the spade tattoo on her arm. She could still feel her step son's powerful cock bringing her off and she could still feel Shawna's soft body in her arms. She could taste Mr. Brown's seed pouring into her mouth from Shawna's pussy. "I do love my new life," she repeated finally sitting in her lap.
Kate stared at him affectionately. Kate leaned forwards over her lover's body. She looked lovingly into his eyes and felt flutters in her stomach to see his eyes looking back with as much affection. "And I love you, Mr. Brown."
He smiled up into her face. "I love you to SLUT," he replied, a little surprised that it was true. He'd never thought he could love another woman after Tonya left him, but he loved Kate Howard. "And fuck it, call me Jerome."
Kate was crying tears of joy as she lowered her lips to Jerome Browns.
THE END
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October 16, 2009: Friday, the night after the pool party
**********
Jenny turned left.
Jenny Summers couldn't help herself as she turned the car in the direction of Coach Black's home. She was going to do it. She was going to cheat on Harold again. "Just fuck him and get him out of your system," she told the reflection of her eyes in the rear-view mirror. "Then it's back to Harold and being a good wife and mother," she said. "No more Coach Black and his big black cock." Her mind pictured Black in the shower, opening the towel and showing her his black cock for the first time. Jenny's tongue flickered out over her lips. She was laying on the floor of the shower watching him guide that huge cock between the formerly monogamous folds of her white pussy. Jenny's nipples popped out, her foot pressing down harder on the gas pedal to speed her to her destination.
Jenny had never been to his place before, but she knew the condominium complex. It didn't take her long to spot his car. She'd sucked his cock in it while he drove her to the Coxburg mall. She pulled up at the curb a few condos down from Black's place. She didn't want anyone who might recognize her car seeing it in his driveway. Jenny got out of her car, her legs were shaking with lust for the black monster cock waiting for her on the second floor of the condo. She wanted it in her pussy and ass again. No, not wanted, needed it and this was just hours after having Samson in her pussy and Stubby fuck her ass in her pool. Their cocks had felt so good too. What would she do when they came around looking for some more action from her? Was she capable of turning them down?
Jenny's health class covered addiction and she knew the signs. She was here to fuck Coach Black for the last time before returning to her boring married life with Harold, but that would only feed her addiction. One last time, then I'll quit reasoned many an addict. Most likely hooking up with the Coach again would only make things worse. The smart thing would be to remove herself from temptation, do like Harold suggested and leave Coxville, but her feet kept moving towards his condominium. All she had to do was stop walking, but she didn't.
His condo was near the Westside, but mostly white with a few blacks that had made it to middle class. The ground floor consisted of a garage while the second floor was reached by some stairs while the third floor housed the bedrooms. She started climbing the stairs. As she neared the second-floor deck she could see into the backyard of the next condo. A black man was sitting in a lawn chair by a fire pit that lit up the backyard as the sun was nearly down. What surprised her was that a white woman was in his lap, her head turned passionately kissing the man. He appeared older, fifties and gray, but powerfully built. The girl was young and wearing a bikini. The man appeared to be feeling the girl's breasts through her top. Jenny paused halfway up the steps and couldn't help staring. The black man's hands came around to her waist, one moving down, slipping under her panties. The girl's extremely long hair was hanging over one shoulder and reminded her of one of her students, Maria Dietrich who'd graduated a couple of years ago. She'd been a from a Mennonite family and her mom, Melinda, was active in the PTA.
Jenny took another couple steps upwards, still staring. Another couple came out of the condo towards the fire. A white woman kissing a black man. This was a younger black man, Tice Harris, a former student from four years ago. A troublemaker, he got suspended for selling weed and never graduated. Come to think of it, the older man was most definitely his father. Tice had his hands on the bikini bottoms of the white woman whose legs were wrapped around his waist while they kissed as he carried her to the fire. Her hair was as long as the younger girl, but had hints of white in it. As she watched, Tice dropped the woman who walked over to a cooler to retrieve a beer. Jenny couldn't believe her eyes as the woman flipped her hair behind her showing off a buxom body in a bikini as small as the one Jenny had worn at her pool earlier. The woman was Melinda Dietrich!
Jenny had heard some gossip from Sammy Spitzman just last week that Melinda and her husband were divorcing after 25 years of marriage. Jenny wasn't too familiar with Mennonites but was pretty sure they couldn't wear bikinis or get divorced except when the cause was... adultery.
The older black man noticed her staring and broke the kiss with the younger woman. She turned her head and caught Jenny's eye. It was Maria Dietrich, her former student and Melinda's daughter. Maria smiled at her, waved before she continued kissing Mr. Harris. Harris raised a hand and gave Jenny a thumb's up. Tice looked up at the stairs. "Hey Coach Summers, looking good? Tell Coach Black we said hi."
Jenny turned away and raced the rest of the way up the stairs. She heard laughter from the fire pit. When she glanced back, Tice had tied Melinda's hands behind her back with her own hair. She was kneeling and leaning forwards trying to pull his shorts down with her mouth. Jenny knocked on Black's door but couldn't turn away. Maria climbed off Mr. Harris and pulled him towards the house by his shorts while he drained the last swig of a beer. She heard footsteps coming to the door but knocked again. Melinda had the end of Tice's shorts in her mouth and was trying to undo the button. Jenny wondered what his cock looked like and felt frozen in place waiting for him to reveal it. She wanted to see it.
"Forgot your key?" asked Coach opening the door. "Jenny?"
Jenny jumped a little turning her attention away from the backyard just as it appeared Melinda had gotten the tip of Tice's zipper between her teeth and was pulling it down. "Ah. Coach, can I come in?"
A cocky grin appeared on his face. "Of course," he said, stepping aside.
Jenny entered the living room, looking around. It was simply and sparsely furnished. The kitchen was clean. The living room had a couch and chair facing a large screen TV. A football game was playing. The only real decorations were a couple of trophies on a shelf and his framed jersey from when he played professional football. Stairs divided the two rooms, stairs that led up to his bedroom.
"You alright?" he asked. "You look distraught."
"May I sit down?" she asked, walking over to the couch after he nodded. Jenny sat, a tremble going through her body when she watched his eyes stare at her legs when she crossed them. She was wearing a short white skirt that left her legs bare. Her top was a button down black blouse, that left gaps between the buttons. His eyes moved up to the gaps and rested on her cleavage. Few men could stare her in the face when she talked with them. "Harold and I had a fight."
"Over what?"
Jenny fought back tears. "He caught me cheating on you."
Black raised an eyebrow and looked up from her breasts to stare her in the eyes. "You mean cheating on him?"
"Oh, yes, of course," she said. Kitty had pointed out the same flaw in her reasoning. "I was in the pool with Stubby and..."
"STUBBY!" Black came over and sat beside her. "You fucked Stubby?"
Jenny leaned her head on his shoulder when he put his muscular arm around her. "Well technically he was fucking my ass. I had sex with Samson earlier and..."
"SAMSON! Jenny, he's your daughter's boyfriend." The nigga did it, thought Black, proudly. "You could get fired for that," he warned, but he was lying. Long would never fire her. Black stroked her lovely blonde hair. "Maybe you should start from the beginning," he said.
Jenny sobbed and told Black about the pool party earlier that day. About how her original intention was to chaperon the teenagers and keep things from getting out of hand. He listened raptly, interrupting whenever he wished for more detail about how his football studs had fucked the cheerleaders. "Yes, even Susan," she replied at one query. "You don't seem upset?" she asked. "Honestly, as a morale building exercise I've never seen my girls and your boys working together so well."
"I'm not upset at all," said the Coach smugly. "Boys will be boys after all. Kitty though, she shouldn't be disrespecting you like that."
"I did cheat on her father and sleep with her boyfriend. Coach, I don't know what came over me. I couldn't stop Samson from... I didn't want to stop him. His cock is gorgeous, and he left me so sore that when Stubby tried to fuck me I asked for it in my ass. They're students and I had sex with two men and..."
"Let's go upstairs." Black held his hand out and she took it.
Jenny followed him upstairs, glancing at a picture on the wall of the Coach and his brother Richard from high school, both in football jerseys and giving the photographer the thumbs up. She wasn't sure which was the Coach and which one was Richard. He led her to his bedroom. The room was sparsely furnished. A poster of his football team from his pro days was on the wall, framed and signed by his teammates. A few more trophies were on shelves. The bed was a large king and only had a sheet pulled back. He closed the door to reveal a large mirror on the back. He turned her around to look at herself in the mirror. "Just this weekend," she whispered. "Then I'm going back to Harold."
Black smirked. He reached around from behind and started undoing the buttons on her blouse. She trembled a little staring at her reflection as his strong black hands skillfully stripped her top off. "Harold's a wimp and a loser," he whispered in her ear.
"He's a good man. A good husband and a good father."
"Is he a good lover?" Black kissed her neck and she immediately moaned without answering. He unhooked her bra and the giant globes of arguably the most luscious pair of tits in Coxville sprang free from their confinement. Black reached around and cupped her tits, pinching her already hard nipples. She whimpered and stared at his black hands on her white breasts in the mirror. "Look at this body Jenny, it's too hot for one man. It needs to be shared."
"Yessss," she mewled as one meaty hand slid down her belly. His fingers easily undid the button on her skirt and his hand slipped down under her panty and over her blonde pubes. Jenny gasped when he found her wetness. One hand left her breast while the tips of his finger slowly worked around her clit. His hand returned, grabbing her wrist, pulling her hand back until she closed it over his rapidly swelling shaft. "Hmmmm... so big," she gasped stroking it until it was as hard as steel.
"That black cock owns you Jenny," he said in her ear before licking her lobe. "You're hooked on the dark meat now. Any nigga that whips his cock out can have you."
"No," she groaned, leaning back into him, still stroking his cock. "Just you. Your black cock owns me, and you can have me whenever you want." Jenny spun around, missing his finger as it slid out of her panty. She wiggled her hips as she pushed off her skirt and panty.
Black pulled his tight tee shirt of his head. "What if I cut you off? You'd be panting like a bitch in heat for the first nigga that came along."
Jenny smirked and stepped up. She placed her hand on his hard chest, marveling at his musculature. Black was truly a black Adonis. She surprised him by pushing him back until he almost tripped over his shorts. He stopped at the bed. Jenny stepped forwards again and kneeled. She pulled his shorts and underwear down around his ankles. "I don't think you could cut me off," she told him before kissing the tip of his cock. "You're hooked on this white pussy as much as it's hooked on your dark meat." Jenny opened wide and took the head in her mouth.
"Hmm, you may have a point," he said as her tongue twirled around the head. Black sat down on the bed while Jenny Summers went to town on his meat. "Damn gurl. You suck cock like you were born to it," he grunted. He watched her for a while before laying back on the bed. Coach Black closed his eyes and just enjoyed one of the best blow jobs of his life. Jenny had turned into a skilled cocksucker, a person that truly enjoyed the act of cock worship.
Jenny was desperate to taste his seed. She'd had both her pussy and her ass satisfied at Kitty's impromptu pool party earlier, but it had been awhile since she'd gotten a bellyful of hot black cum. She was desperate to get fucked by Black's huge cock again too. Luckily, he was such a stud that he would be filling that craving quickly after filling her belly. She bobbed her head fast before bending his cock down some so that she could look up his muscular body at him. The Coach was grabbing the sheets groaning, his ass lifting slightly to hump her mouth. Jenny needed a breather and pulled back. His hard slab of cock fell back on his stomach like a felled redwood tree. He lifted his head a little and looked down at her with a 'what gives' expression. Jenny just winked back and bent down to kiss each of his huge nuts. His testicles were so big she had to heft one in each hand, lifting them up so that she could lick the underside of his balls just above the anus. Her tongue wiggled around licking up along the scrotal raphe, the line along his scrotum between the nuts. Black's cock smacked his stomach several times as it bucked wildly in its need to cum. Jenny flattened her tongue moving it up the raphe flickering left and right over each baseball sized testicle before she reached the base of his cock. She moved forwards licking up his shaft while it remained against his stomach. When she reached the tip, she bent her head down and swallowed his cock, lifting the huge shaft back upright as she sat back on her heels and returned to deep throating him. The poor man couldn't hold back any longer and with one hard bucking spasm in her throat, her empty belly suddenly filled with hot liquid pudding.
Jenny pulled back quickly for it was the taste she was addicted to. More strong jets of sperm shot down her throat, coated her uvula with cum, and finally filled her mouth with his hot delicious seed. She moaned contentedly and gulped it down as fast as he could ejaculate it, stroking his shaft to make sure she got every drop. Finally satisfied, she let it slam back against his stomach and smiled at him. Black smiled back, but he was looking past her towards the door to his room. Jenny frowned and turned her head.
The black woman had already stripped her clothes off and was unhooking her bra. Jenny's eyes widened in horror even as a dark-skinned rack as large as Jenny's GG cups sprang free from the restricting bra. The woman smiled evilly at her. "Well fuck me, it's miss prim and proper Jenny Cox. White girl likes the black meat now. Gobbling that nigga cock down like a black woman."
Jenny's eyes watched the white panty pull down revealing the black woman's shaved dark mound before her eyes moved up the stunning body to the face of Shondra Martinique.
"SHIT!" said Jenny.
**********
Winter 1991
"Come on," said Jenny, watching Ivy stand on her toes to kiss George Swallows. She couldn't help being a little bit jealous. George was the handsome and fit captain of the basketball team. He was a bit too hirsute for her tastes and Ivana called him her honey bear. She seemed to like his hairy chest. It was an impressive chest, more impressive then Jenny Cox's older college aged boyfriend Harold Summers. Harold wasn't overweight, but there was no musculature on his body. At least he wasn't hairy, nothing on his chest and even at 21 his hairline was receding some. George Swallows winked at his girlfriend and swatted her butt when she spun around. She smacked back at him playfully. There is a man that will never let himself go, thought Jenny watching George walk over to the vending machines to pay for a soda and a candy bar.
"Let's hit the showers," said Ivana, bouncing in her cheerleading uniform into the locker room.
Ivy and Jenny were the most popular, hottest girls in a high school filled with hot girls. They strolled over to their lockers and Jenny began pulling her uniform off. Jenny usually edged out Ivana in most things. Jenny had been homecoming queen (Ivy had come in second), Miss Dairy two years in a row (Ivy had been third and second runner up), and head football cheerleader (Ivy was currently head basketball cheerleader which was less prestigious, but Jenny had secretly let her get it).
Ivy reached up to the top shelf of her locker for a towel and Jenny watched her top ride up above her navel. Principal Long's new uniforms were shorter than normal. The skirts had receded several inches and the tops were now all too small to reach the tops of the skirts, showing off all the girls lower abdominals and their belly buttons when the jumped. Jenny sighed. If Principal Long had his way, it wouldn't be long until the cheerleader's entire midriffs were on display.
Jenny sighed when she unhooked her bra, her breasts springing free. They were somewhere between a DD and a EE and just kept growing. They even looked bigger today than they had a couple of weeks ago. Cox women's breasts tended to grow another cup size during pregnancy and Jenny vowed she'd put that off for as long as possible, not wanting her breasts to grow as big as her mothers. She heard Ivy sigh also and glanced up to see the dark-haired woman pulling off her bra. Coxville breasts were not meant to be confined. "Congratulations by the way," said Ivy, slipping out of her skirt.
"Thanks. Are you coming?"
"You couldn't keep me away," said Ivana smiling at her. Her eye twitched a little as she stared at Jenny's nude body. "Should I start calling you Miss USA now or stick with our state and call you Miss..."
"I'm not Miss USA yet," interrupted Jenny, holding her hand over her abdomen and frowning.
"You okay?"
"Fine," said Jenny. "It's just my stomach has been queasy a lot lately."
"Hope you're not pregnant," said Ivana with a wink. "You'd have to drop out of the pageant."
"Of course not," replied Jenny, a little tartly. "You haven't even started nursing school and already you're diagnosing me." Jenny frowned, her period WAS late. There was no way she was pregnant. She'd only had sex once and you can't get pregnant your first time. Plus, Harold had used a condom, but it had been loose on his penis and fell off inside her. He'd had to fish around for it and pull it out of her vagina. She hadn't noticed any semen in the receptacle but then it was red from her virgin's blood. Plus, she'd given him hand jobs and knew there were only a few drops of white fluid when males ejaculated. His semen could easily have been hidden in the rubber.
Jenny let her pig tails down and wrapped a towel around her nude body. The two best friends headed towards the showers. The showers were already running, and steam was coming out. "Oops, forgot my shampoo," said Ivana. "I'll be right back."



Jenny nodded and threw her towel over the bar. She entered the shower, freezing in shock. Shondra Martinique was leaning against the shower wall between two shower heads. A white woman was kneeling at her feet, face buried in Shondra's vagina. Two other black girls flanked Shondra watching the white girl go down on their leader. "Munch on that black pussy, white bitch," growled Shondra. "Gonna squirt in yo mouth, bitch." This caused Jenny to gasp causing everyone to look at her. The white girl turned and looked horrified. It was Melissa Lynch one of her cheerleading squad mates and the future mother of Kitty's friend Susan. The buxom brunette tried to cover the jiggly body that was nearly identical to her future daughter's amazing form. Melissa scurried on the floor over to the corner of the showers. "Get her," growled Shondra.
Jenny stood frozen as the two black women ran across the wet floor and grabbed her arms. One was Yolanda, an older student who'd dropped out to have a baby named Hercules rumored to be fathered by Ajax West. Her belly was already bulging as another baby was growing in it. Shondra was pretty much the school bully and had shaken down both Jenny and Ivana for money before. There were rumors about women who couldn't purchase protection from Shondra, paying her off some other way and Jenny wondered if that was what Melissa had been doing. It hadn't looked like she was being forced. Shondra's posse had once been a lot bigger, but every month another black woman dropped out to have a baby. Teen pregnancies among black women had been called an epidemic by the board of education. The highest in the state, maybe the country.
The black women's grips tightened on Jenny's arms as they pulled her over to their leader. "On your knees, bitch," ordered Shondra. Jenny fell to her knees and found herself staring at the bushy black hairs that covered Shondra's pubic mound. Doesn't she ever trim that thing, thought Jenny. "Never thought I'd have miss prim and proper Jenny Cox staring at my black pussy," said Shondra. "I think I like it." The black woman spread her legs apart and lifted her hips. "I was just about to squirt in Smellissa's mouth when you fuckin interrupted us. Now I'm gonna squirt in yo mouth, Jenny Cox."
Jenny had been staring up between Shondra's big black Coxville tits and at her dark face looking down at her. The black woman didn't look mean at all, she was looking down at Jenny lustfully. Yolanda's pushed Jenny's head to look down Shondra's body until her eyes fell on the hairy pussy now exposed to her eyes. Jenny stared. She'd never gotten this close of a view of a woman's vagina before. Shondra's lady parts were all engorged from Melissa's oral attentions. The clitoris and labia were all aroused and swollen, different shades of black and brown. Her arousal formed a drop on her clit and it fell off as Jenny watched, but her eyes didn't follow it down. Her eyes were frozen on Shondra's glistening black pussy. She strangely wasn't repulsed by it for it was quite beautiful in a way. Jenny's tongue wet her lips even as Yolanda's hand started pushing her head closer towards the inviting black pussy. Jenny's lips parted as they approached, her tongue coming out just as...
FWEET! FWEET!
Everybody jumped at the sound of the gym whistle. Coach Quigley let the whistle fall from her mouth. Quigley was a heavy butch lesbian type and the gym teacher. She wasn't from Coxville of course but was dating a stunning Coxville lipstick lesbian and moved here to be with her. She didn't put up with any nonsense and soon was pulling Shondra roughly by the arm out of the shower. Quigley tapped her foot, watching the black girl's get dressed.
Jenny slowly stood and followed, trembling a little. Ivy stood just outside the shower and covered Jenny's body with her towel. "You okay?" she whispered. Jenny slowly nodded her head still traumatized by what had almost happened. Quigley tried to march them all to Long's office, but Yolanda just gave her the finger and left school, never coming back. The coach wouldn't let go of the struggling Shondra to go after Yolanda. The other black girl just shrugged and followed them to the principal. Jenny and Ivy silently dressed while Melissa sobbed on a bench nearby.
Shondra had gotten expelled, Yolanda officially dropped out while the other girl just got a short suspension. Long kept most of it quiet. Jenny's parent's Candy and Marvin never found out and Jenny made a pact with Melissa and Ivy to keep it quiet. Later they heard rumors that Shondra had at least five white girls that regularly serviced her pussy.
Jenny never saw Shondra after that and the incident would have been forgotten but for the dreams. Jenny had trouble falling asleep the night of the incident, but when she did, she dreamed of a hairy black pussy. In her dream they were alone and never got interrupted. Shondra stroked her hair and kept her promise to squirt in her mouth. Jenny looked up her lovely black body gulping down the black woman's orgasm. That was the night, she discovered pleasing herself and she'd had her first orgasm thinking about going down on Shondra's black pussy.
**********
"I had to go to night school to get my GED because of this little white bitch," said Shondra.
Jenny stood up as Shondra walked over to face her. "I have to question your taste in women, Coach."
"I agree," said Shondra, looking Jenny's nude body up and down.
"Damn, it's like I'm looking at a negative mirror image," said Black staring at the two nude women. Their bodies were nearly identical, same height and weight. Shondra's hair was straightened and the same length as Jenny's. Their breasts were both GG with matching areola and nipple length, but Jenny's nipples rose a little more proudly while the black woman's pointed down. Shondra's ass thrust out and up farther and higher then Jenny's. "God I love Coxville," he grunted, shaking his head.
"What's this slut doing here?" asked Jenny. "Coach... COACH!
Black forced himself to look up from the two women's bodies. "We been fuck buddies for a long time. Hey gurl, don't look at me like that, you're married, and my junk needs a lot of action."
"Yeah, you is the one cheating on your husband and you is calling me a slut." Shondra reached out and pinched one of Jenny's hard nipples.
Jenny gasped at the spasm of pleasure that spread out from her pussy. "What are you doing?" Jenny gasped when Shondra's other hand came up to squeeze her other breast. "Stop."
Shondra looked down between Jenny's feet at the growing pool of arousal forming on the floor from her dripping pussy. "Why? I think you like it." The black woman lowered her arms and stepped closer until their nipples pressed each other. She then grabbed Jenny's hips and pulled her in hard.
Jenny felt her breasts mash into Shondra's, her lips parted automatically as they kissed. Shondra's tongue pushed into Jenny's mouth. She tried to push it out with her tongue, but instead found her tongue dancing with her old high school bully's tongue. Shondra's hands slid around her back and squeezed her ass cheeks, pulling her tighter. Jenny could hear the black woman moaning, but the vibrations were in her own ears and she realized they were both moaning. Jenny raised her arms and grabbed Shondra's hips, sliding back to squeeze her dark-skinned ass. The kiss turned passionate quickly, as passionate as she'd ever kissed the Coach.
Shondra walked her back and pushed her down on the bed. Jenny found herself seated and staring at Shondra's sexy brown belly. She leaned forwards and kissed the brown belly button, licking inside the navel. Shondra stepped back and Jenny's eyes fell on her bare pussy. It had been a hairy jungle back in high school but shaved smooth it was even more lovely then she remembered. "Okay Coach, let me see you integrate this white pussy," said Shondra."
"Gladly," said Black, stepping forwards.
Jenny gasped when she saw his cock. It was swollen and huge, looking like it did when he came. Apparently watching two women kiss turned him on. He stepped closer as Shondra kneeled and took the swollen cock in her mouth, making loud slurping sounds as she sucked it about a third of the way down her throat. When she pulled back, it was her black hand that grabbed his cock and guided it between the folds of Jenny's pussy. "Tell me Jenny," said Shondra, loosening her grip on the thick black shaft letting it push forwards through her hand. "This is better than any puny white boy's little dick."
"Yessssss," hissed Jenny. She lifted her hips into Black's cock, having her first orgasm as soon as his big cock pushed deeper then Harold's little penis could ever go.
Shondra laughed and released Coach's cock so he could push it balls deep making the wanton white woman tremble from a second orgasm. She reached out a delicate black hand to caress the soft mound of Jenny's left breast, tweaking the hard nipple before moving around behind Coach's back. Shondra watched the slick black shaft slowly moving in and out of the loveliest pink pussy, she'd ever seen. She licked her lips before sliding down behind the Coach's large muscular back.
Shondra kissed his hard ass cheek, even giving it a little bite before she spun around. He spread his legs apart and she scooted backwards under them. The Coach grabbed Jenny under the knees and pulled her back so that most of her ass was off the bed, pausing with half his cock in Jenny while Shondra suckled on one of his hairy balls. They were wet and dripping from Jenny's arousal and orgasmic fluids. Shondra moved her tongue up to the underside of his cock and he began pumping again running his cock over her tongue before pushing deep into Jenny. The white woman screamed again, a fresh wave of fluid trickling down the underside of his shaft, onto Shondra's tongue and into her mouth. Her second favorite meal and it had been awhile since she'd dined so well. She could barely wait for the hot pudding soon to come.
Jenny groaned in disappointment when Black let his entire cock pop out of her. He arched his back so that his cock aimed down, more of Jenny's arousal running down his shaft and into Shondra's mouth as she licked the tip of his cock. She nuzzled the tip of his cock up with her nose until the head was pointed between Jenny's labia. He pushed it back into Jenny's pussy. His heavy balls were starting to hit her hard in the chin and face so Shondra had to scoot back some. Both hands reached up, massaging his mighty testicles and she grinned when the huge black man moaned with pleasure.
Coach Black picked up speed after that with Shondra moving bending her head further back to keep her eyes under Jenny's buttocks as it felt like a steady rain of Jenny's arousal and orgasms was dripping all over her face and breasts. Coach Black grunted and buried his cock, holding it still. Jenny screamed and each testicle in Shondra's grip started to beat as if she were holding a heart in her hand. She opened her mouth and stuck her tongue out as a steady trickle of Jenny's pussy juices poured off his balls. He pulled back quickly and Shondra watched the huge black cock jerk upwards, his hand flying to the shaft and jerking it. His cock would be sending several strong wads to coat her face, belly, and breasts. In her experience, black men seemed torn between a need to pump all their seed into a woman's womb and the desire to mark their territory just as she was torn with equal desires to taste a man's cum or to have him seeding her pussy and to a lesser extent, filling her ass with sperm. Luckily the local black male could handle all three in one session.
Shondra waited several seconds, neck arched, head up, and mouth open before the steady white stream began pouring out of Jenny's pussy and into her mouth. She gulped it down as fast as her mouth filled. Jenny had the prettiest pussy, Shondra had ever seen and the blonde's womanly juices combined with Black's protein rich sperm was delectable.
Shondra waited until the stream turned to a trickle and then a drop before she quickly spun around and buried her face in Jenny's pussy. The blonde woman gasped and spasmed as Shondra's tongue wiggled between the folds of Jenny's well fucked pussy. My god, she gorgeous, thought the black woman looking up Jenny's undulating belly and between her heaving breasts much of her body slick with pools of sperm. She could see Jenny's parted lips, giving out soft little moans as she started writhing on the bed. Her hands clenched, grabbing fistfuls of the sheets, her crotch slowly lifting into Shondra's thrusting tongue. The black woman licked deep and then quickly sucked in. Jenny cried out, her orgasm releasing more sperm from her trapped womb to fill Shondra's mouth.
The black woman pushed herself up and climbed on top of Jenny's still writhing body. She held her face over Jenny's bringing her mouth slowly down and the blonde woman didn't hesitate parting her lips to kiss Shondra again, she even seemed eager to feel the black woman's lips on hers, but instead of kissing, Shondra's lips parted and Jenny's mouth filled with the Coach's sperm. She seemed startled at first, but as soon as the taste registered in her brain, she relaxed, swallowing it down, and then the two women started kissing.
Jenny Summers didn't know what had come over her. She wasn't attracted to women in the least but feeling a soft female body pressed against hers and soft feminine lips against her own sure felt good. Shondra jerked and seemed as startled as Jenny had been a few minutes earlier. The black woman's tongue slipped out of her mouth as she was pushed forwards. Shondra came back down kissing her again. Her eyes were slightly turned up in her head as Jenny stared into them. The woman was in extreme pleasure and Jenny immediately knew why. The Coach had filled her with his cock.
Shondra was being shoved forwards over Jenny's body before Black finally just had her get on all fours over Jenny. He grabbed her hips and held her still as he began fucking her hard and fast with his powerful cock. Shondra continued kissing Jenny before she suddenly gasped and arched her back thrusting her tits into Jenny's face. Jenny stared at the brown nipples for a moment before letting her tongue flicker over one and sucking the hard-elongated nipple between her lips. Shondra cried out as she orgasmed, but her cry quickly turned to a moan of disappointment just before Jenny suddenly thrust forwards on the bed. Now it was Shondra who stared into Jenny's ecstasy filled eyes as the Coach fucked the blonde white woman. She held herself over Jenny and planted her dark lips on Jenny's pink nipples. "He's making me cum," moaned the white woman before crying out in pleasure as she came and then she mewled with disappointment as his cock left the warm folds of her pussy.
Shondra moaned and began rocking above Jenny so fast her heavy breasts started slapping Jenny in the face like two punching bags were beating her. Jenny squirmed beneath them, finally reaching up to grab the brown breasts to stop the onslaught. Shondra arched her back as Jenny guided the tip of one breast into her mouth. She cried out in pleasure and came again. This went on for close to half an hour, the coach fucking first one woman to orgasm and then the other. The Coach soon started grunting, pulling out of Jenny as she came and pushing deep into Shondra. He lost control pumping hard before burying it deep. His cock jerked filling her womb with a strong blast of sperm. "YESSSS!" screamed Shondra before Jenny watched her eyes fly open in alarm. "NO! PULL IT OUT NIGGA!" Despite yelling at him, her expression was one of disappointment when he yanked his squirting cock out of her reluctant pussy. She gazed down into Jenny's lovely face. The blonde was staring back at her in surprise just as a jet of white sperm fanned out over Jenny's face. Black's cock was between the two women, his seed hosing their bellies and breasts. Both women's foreheads bumped painfully as they jerked their chins down to their chests and opened their mouths each eager to taste him. A geyser of sperm exploded over their faces, some striking their tongues and entering their mouths so they could taste him again.
Shondra tried to rise, but to Jenny's surprise, she wrapped her arms around the black woman and pulled her down. They kissed again, their lips and tongues moving over each other's faces and chins to lap up his sperm. The black woman wiggling over Jenny so that their bodies became slick as the Coach's cum turned watery.
Shondra slid down and licked Jenny's breasts clean, lost in the moment before her eyes flew open in alarm. "Fuck! You gotta get his cum outta me." Shondra rolled off Jenny and Jenny rolled over and straddled her. Her lips started to clean the black woman's nipples, but Shondra grabbed her shoulders pushing her down. Jenny succumbed, but licked sperm off Shondra's breasts, belly button and bare crotch as she was pushed down. "Hurry, suck it outta me," growled Shondra.
Jenny's found herself staring at the beautiful brown folds that had captivated her 18 years earlier. It was even more enticing then she remembered and even lovelier without the huge pussy afro she'd sported as a teen. Shondra raised her pussy up towards Jenny's mouth as Jenny's lips met it, her tongue tentatively flickering out to lick the folds of Shondra's brown labia.
Jenny didn't know what she was doing, but she knew what she had liked and soon her tongue was lapping rapidly at Shondra's pussy, Black's sperm pouring into her mouth. She gulped it down, gaining more confidence, attacking Shondra's pussy more lustfully. Shondra groaned when Jenny pushed two of her fingers in to the knuckle. Shondra's ass slowly lifted off the bed into Jenny's tongue and fingers. The black woman's body was trembling. "OH FUCK!" grunted Shondra, her pussy tightening up around Jenny's fingers. She closed her eyes just as Shondra's pussy sprayed her face with her orgasmic fluid. Shondra was a real squirter. Jenny didn't have time to wipe her eyes as a fresh wave of Coach Black's sperm began pouring into her mouth forced out by Shondra's powerful orgasm even as her contractions were sucking more of his sperm in deeper. Jenny didn't stop and Shondra had another strong orgasm quickly on the heels of the last, another spray of her cum coating Jenny's face, but this time there was just a full shot glass' worth of sperm flowing down Jenny's throat.
Jenny's jaw was starting to ache and Shondra seemed spent, so Jenny climbed up on the bed beside her. Black was standing beside the bed and Shondra was leaning over and sucking the head of his rejuvenated cock. She kissed the tip and bent the other way to kiss Jenny on the lips while stroking him. "Told ya I was gonna squirt in your mouth. I just didn't expect it to take 18 years. You're as good eatin black pussy as you are at sucking black cock."
"Ah... thanks?" said Jenny hesitantly. "I... liked it." Jenny reached over and caressed the black woman's breasts. Watching her white hand slide over Shondra's smooth brown skin was as sexy as watching her hands run over Black's hard chest. "Why were you so worried about him cumming in you?" she asked, curiously.
Shondra looked surprised. "Cause I already have three kids and I don't want no fucking twins. Dem Black boys are fertile mother fuckers and it's always twins."
Jenny laughed. "The Coach had a vasectomy, silly. Didn't he tell you?"
Shondra laughed. "A Black getting snipped!" She turned back to look up at the Coach who winked down at her. "Damn! Why didn't you tell me?" she asked, winking back.
"I thought it would be fun to scare you," said the Coach, pulling her head back down on his cock.
Jenny nodded knowingly. "He does like to play games. He likes telling me he's gonna put a black baby in my belly or knock up my white pussy."



Shondra snorted over Black's cock. She pulled back and kissed the throbbing tip. "Well Jenny Cox, as reluctant as I am to give this up, I gotta get home to the kids. This big black fuck stick is all yours."
"Hmmm, you're very generous," purred Jenny, rolling on to all fours and crawling over to suck the Coach's cock while Shondra got up and started dressing.
Shondra didn't bother cleaning herself off before dressing. She watched the beautiful Jenny Cox Summers taking her favorite black dick deep down her throat. "She let you put it deep in her ass like I do Coach?"
Black snickered. He leaned over Jenny and spanked her ass. "Turn around, slut." he ordered. Jenny complied presenting her ass to him. "She begged me to fuck her ass," said Coach proudly.
"I wouldn't say I begged exactly," said Jenny, panting in the end as her anus opened for the huge cock head. Her rectum was still stretched out from Stubby earlier and she took Black's cock in fairly easily.
"Bitch is loving it," said Shondra, shaking her head and watching in fascination as the black man began sodomizing the white woman. "I didn't know watching a black man fuck a white woman would be so sexy. The skin contrast is fucking hot." Shondra was starting to get aroused again.
"Would you fuck a white man?" asked Jenny, grunting each time Black pushed his cock in deep.
Shondra opened the door to the bedroom. She turned to look at Jenny and shook her head. "Oh honey, there's no such thing," she said, leaving.
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Willy long fully intended to ravish Candace the second he got home, but upon entering the house, the first thing that hit him was the smell of her cooking.
The old black man strolled into the dining room and froze. "God Dambal... I love you!"
Candy gasped. "I... I love you too!" She threw herself into his arms, his black hands coming around to squeeze her plump ass cheeks through the skimpy panties. Her huge breasts pressing into his chest to the point her nipples were pushed down into her tit flesh. "I love you too," she said again, realizing how true it was. They kissed, and she could feel the hard steel of his giant cock pressing into her belly through his pants.
They broke their passionate kiss and Long looked down lustfully at the woman. "You know I'm only going to rip that off you?" The sight that had greeted him was the stunning Candace Cox wearing only a sheer red nighty and red panties. Her magnificent breasts were bare beneath the sheer red material. Furthermore, she had been setting a plate in his spot down on the table. Steam was still rising from the pork chops covered in stewed tomatoes with steamed carrots and a baked potato to compliment the meat. The only way life could get any better than a half-naked white woman serving him a home cooked meal would be to have a football game playing on the television.
Candy was still in his arms, staring up at him lovingly when he saw tears suddenly welling up in her eyes. "Wha...what have I done?" she gasped, pulling back out of his arms, crying steadily now.
"What's wrong honey?" he asked, taking her shoulders in his hands to hold her steady. He removed one hand when she wouldn't look up at him. He touched her chin and moved her head up to stare into her eyes. "What's wrong?"
"I..." Candy tried to avert her gaze from his, but he held her firm. "I... I'm so sorry, Willie. I..."
"Tell me," he demanded.
"There was this nice old man at the home and I... I jerked his cock off."
Willie laughed and bent to kiss her. "That's it? I gave you permission to make those old men happy." He kissed her again before sitting down at the table.
"You're really not mad?" She was dazed while she walked over to get her plate and join him.
"Not at all. Tell me all about it."
"It's just so unusual. Marvin got jealous if another man so much as stared at me and back in my day, I got lots of stares from men."
"You still do Candace."
Candy smiled and sat down to eat. "His name is George Holmes. Nice fella. I helped him urinate in a bed pan and he... he got erect. Told me had hadn't had an erection in fifteen years and had suddenly started getting them every day but couldn't take care of it himself because of his arthritis.
Willie smiled. Damballah be praised, he thought. It looked like his old cock wasn't the only one reinvigorated by the fog. "Did he have a nice sized cock?"
Willie watched as Candy's tongue slowly emerged from her mouth to lick her lips, hungrily. "Yeah, it was nice. Not as long as yours, but thick. Uncircumcised and hard enough you could hammer a nail in with it. Marvin, may he rest in peace, never got as hard as this old man and Mr. Holmes must be pushing ninety."
"Did you make him happy?"
Candy smiled and nodded. "I left him very happy and I promised him that I'd use my breasts to get him off next time."
"The term is titty fuck."
Candy nodded and stabbed a carrot with her fork. "You really don't mind?" She put the carrot in her mouth and chewed slowly.
"For the last time Candy. Make those old men happy. Sharing your body with them is the compassionate thing to do." Long cut off a piece of pork chop and chewed it with his eyes closed, savoring the taste of her cooking. "You probably don't remember, but when we first met all those years ago, I had a friend on the CB with the handle of Kielbasa."
"I vaguely recall you calling someone for help."
"He's in the rest home. It would make me very happy if you showed him a little extra compassion too."
Candy smiled at Willie Long. He wasn't much to look at, but he'd become more attractive in her eyes every day she'd spent with him. "That's a lot of compassion for one woman to show to all those men. I'm going to need some help or be too tired to show you any compassion at home."
Willie sat up and slid his plate away. "Hmmmm," he said. "I can't have that. I'll see what I can do about finding you some more volunteers to keep the compassion flowing here at home." Willie smirked, ideas for "volunteers" already coming to mind. "That was delicious. What's for dessert?"
"Give me five minutes and come upstairs," she said leaping to her feet. She bent down to kiss the top of his bald pate before running off.
"I'll get the dishes and be right up." Willie long cleaned the plates off and filled the dishwasher. Candy would wait on him hand and foot if he'd asked, but he'd been alone for so long, he was used to cleaning up after himself.
**********
The old black man loosened his tie as he climbed the stairs. His cock had stayed hard through dinner. Willie was starting to wonder if his newly invigorated cock was even capable of going down without cumming. Luckily, he wouldn't need to find out with the lovely Candace Cox waiting for him upstairs and the freshly converted Bobbie Sue Kindle available to take care of his needs at school. And come Monday, his harem was about to double.
Willie was unbuttoning his shirt when he entered the bedroom. "Dessert is served," said Candy from the bed.
"Oh my," gasped Willie. He wondered if she'd seen the movie, Varsity Blues. Candy had removed the nighty and was laying nude on the bed except she wasn't nude. Her breasts and pubic mound were covered in whipped cream. The cream on her mound was a perfect upsidedown triangle. On the tips of each breast were little cones of cream topped by a maraschino cherry. As a bonus and knowing he had a fetish for navels, she'd filled her belly with another cherry and surrounded it by some more cream. "This is the best-looking desert I've ever seen," he said approaching the bed. He let his shirt fall to the floor and dropped his pants. She stared as his hard cock flopped out with the same look of awe that she'd had in her eyes the first time she'd seen it. "You look amazing."
Candy stretched sinuously and slowly parted her legs to show him her glistening pussy. "I feel amazing, never better. I've lost fifteen pounds since we got toge... since I started fucking your big black cock, master." She stretched erotically, making her breasts jiggle while raising her hips up into the imaginary thrusts of his cock.
Willie knelt at the foot of the bed and bent down to kiss the inside of her ankle, slowly kissing up the inside of her leg. She had lost weight and he could tell. She'd had some stretch marks on her thighs, but they had faded and were almost gone. She still had some extra ass flesh, but it was sexy hot, and he thought the womanly bulge under her belly button was sexy too. Other parts of her were tightening up she had less crow's feet around her eyes. All Coxville women had genes that made them look younger, but Candy was looking more like Jenny's older sister then mother and no one outside of Coxville County would have believed this women had an eighteen year old granddaughter.
Long kissed her knee and the inside of her thigh. He stared at her slit as he approached it with his mouth. It glistened with arousal, her clit was already engorged. Her belly rose and fell above the whipped cream pubic hair as her arousal grew. She jerked and shuddered when his tongue wiggled around her asshole before sliding upwards between the folds of her pussy lips. It flickered over her clit and then licked the cream off the tip of her pubic mound. Long dove into her pussy, his tongue shooting deep inside her. Candy shuddered and came. "I swear your tongue feels bigger then my late husband's penis," she gasped.
Long's fingers slipped into Candy's hot pussy while he sucked her clit between his lips causing her hips to buck up hard as she came again. He let her settle down, continuing to finger her while licking the cream of her pelvis and to his delight, he found she'd entirely shaved her mound. This bare pussy is sexy as fuck, he thought licking her pussy clean of the whipped cream. He slowly moved his fingers around in her while his kisses moved up her abdomen. His tongue slowly licked around her navel, lapping up every bit of cream before finally bringing his lips down over her belly button and sucking the cherry into his mouth. He chewed and swallowed the cherry, giving her belly button a kiss before moving his mouth up.
Long needed his hands to hold himself over her as he continued up her body, so he quit fingering her. It didn't matter, she'd have something bigger in her soon. He alternated licking and kissing his way up over her ribs to the underside of her giant breasts. His cock was so long that the head started probing the folds of her pussy even as he started licking the cream off around her nipple. Candy's hips raised up into him as he slid inside her. Long sucked the next cherry into his mouth, chewing and dribbling juice down on to the hard nipple hiding beneath it. He licked the juice up, flickering his tongue over her nipple before sucking the engorged teat into his mouth. Candy writhed beneath him, moaning as he sucked her tit and his cock worked deeper into her. He moved over to the next breast, doing the same for it and she came a third time when that juicy nipple was sucked hard past his lips. "Oh god I love you," she gasped as he laid over her and began a slow steady fucking. Long and Candy kissed passionately with her sucking his lower lip into her mouth every time his enormous cock brought off another orgasm. Finally, he buried his cock deep, the huge black snake bucking as one of his voluminous loads of seed flooded her womb. The big cock jerked five times, shooting jet after jet of hot semen into Candy, her hot pussy continuously contracting in orgasm around the huge shaft until the last bit of his seed had entered her.
Candy moaned in contentment, wiggling her hips around his shaft playfully. "God, I love you," she said again.
"I love you too," he replied, and he meant it. She was an incredible woman and they'd grown close since he'd moved in. In a normal world, Willie Long could see himself living monogamously with this amazing woman, but his world was not normal and he answered to a higher power. Long slowly withdrew his spent sinuous cock from her and she rolled off the bed. Long turned over on his back and listened to her shower. The contented woman hummed while she washed herself.
Long had almost drifted off to sleep when she returned. "Stand up, please," she asked.
Willie blinked away the sleep, sitting up and rising off the bed. He looked at her quizzically. "I haven't had my dessert," she informed him, falling to her knees. His spent cock started swelling as she knelt before it, plumping up more when she touched it, and turning fully hard when her white hand began stroking the thick shaft. When it was fully hard, Candy's hand appeared over his shaft holding the whipped cream can upside down. There was a spraying sound and cool cream hit the base of his cock running up the length of his shaft like she was squirting mustard on the world's biggest hot dog. She sprayed a little more on his big cock head, tossing the empty can aside when she was done. "I'm gonna suck up every drop," she promised, and Willie had no doubt that she'd succeed.
Candy's tongue tickled the underside of his cock head before swirling around the crown to clean the cream off it. Once the head was clean, she slurped it into her mouth and began sucking. Long watched her head bob as inch by inch of his enormous cock disappeared down her throat. She only sucked off a little cream with most of it piling up on her upper lip and nose. The lovely older woman pulled back whenever it built up to lick the whipped cream off her upper lip. She returned to his cock and sucked some more down her throat until every bit of his shaft was licked clean and she turned to jerking the base off with both hands while bobbing her head as rapidly as she could over the tip. Long groaned and threw his head back. "Here's some more cream for ya," he said just as the head of his cock exploded.
"Mmmmph," grunted Candy as her throat expanded and his cock started pumping her belly full of sperm. She started to choke and pulled back far enough that the head left her throat and filled her mouth with sperm. She gulped but wasn't fast enough and lost control as she gagged. Long's cock flew free of her mouth and blasted her face with his hot sperm. She pulled his cock down and took several more loads over her tits while she gasped for air.
"You alright," he asked?
"I'm fine," she said, licking up the sperm around her lips. "I should have eaten a lighter dinner that's all. You filled my belly up." Candy and Long had developed a routine where she gave him a blow job every morning while he ate breakfast. The most important meal of the day for her was a belly full of his copious semen. She often remained full through lunch and Candy attributed her morning "protein shakes" for her weight loss. She even had more energy during the day now then she had when she ate a light breakfast with several cups of coffee.
"How was your dessert?"
"Not that great," she told him truthfully. She then added before he got mad, "Your cock has a natural taste and a musky scent that's very... masculine. I much prefer it "au naturale" then covered up by the cream." Candy stood and Long watched with an amused grin as her hands moved over her cheeks and the sides of her eyes, rubbing his sperm into her skin before moving down to her chest and breasts. Her nipples were hard nubs as she flickered his sperm over them, kneading his cum into her breasts. Her actions were very erotic, and it seemed like she wasn't even aware she was doing it in front of him. Long's spent cock actually swelled up a little watching her. "You know, blow jobs are just something we do because men love getting them. Women don't enjoy putting dicks in our mouths, but yours is different. I like sucking it. Your
sperm tastes good too." Candy brought her finger tips up to her mouth and started licking his sperm off them before realizing what she was doing, her cheeks going red with embarrassment. She turned and went to take another shower.
"Oh, by the way," called Long watching her shadowy form move behind the shower curtain. "I need to drive to New Orleans tomorrow."
Candy pulled the curtain open far enough he could see her glistening wet naked body and his cock stirred. "What for? Want me to come with you? That's a long drive."
"Just some business I need to take care of and thanks for the offer, but you're working tomorrow at the home. I'll be back sometime Sunday, probably late, but hopefully before dinner if I get an early enough start."
"Wow! I'll miss you," she said, looking a little stunned. She let the curtain close. Candy had gotten used to having him in her bed beside her and his cock somewhere inside her several times a day. The thought of having an empty bed again made her sad.
Long pulled the curtain open again and joined her in the shower. She looked down lustfully at his rejuvenated cock. "What?" he asked. "You just looked so hot standing there in the shower," he explained before lifting her up by the hips and bringing her pussy down over his shaft. She kissed his bald pate and then his forehead and finally his lips when she slid all the way down his shaft. Long turned around and braced the sexy grandmother against the wall of the shower as he started fucking her hard and steady, her legs wrapped around his hips. They kissed the whole time only pausing when she had to gasp from a powerful orgasm.
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TCCS Part 3: Chapter 19: One Hot Librarian Isn't too Tired For Her Nerd
Bobbie Sue sent a quick text to her husband that she was on her way home from the library. The lovely blonde did a quick sweep of the tables and carpet looking for signs of Despre's semen, nodding her head satisfied that her cleaning job had gotten everything. She went to her desk and gathered her car keys. Her head was down, fumbling through her large bundle of keys for the library key while she opened the door and stepped outside. In a moment of clumsiness that would have made her sister proud, Bobbie Sue slammed into someone with a loud "UMPHH!" coming from her breasts.
"He he he," said Melvin, stepping back. Her facial tick returned at the sound of his laughter. His fist was raised in a knocking position as he'd been just about to rap on the door to get her attention when she stepped through it. The fist moved over to his face and adjusted the thick black glasses on his nose as it had been knocked askew by her prodigious bosom. "He he he, hi Mrs. Kindle," he said, unable to take his eyes of her breasts. The halter left little of her nipples to the imagination.
"Melvin! What are you doing here at this hour?" she asked.
It was weird seeing a black man blush, but his cheeks clearly turned darker. "I rode my bike here."
Bobbie Sue glanced over at the bike rack and at the lone bicycle in it. It was a girl's adult bike with an embarrassing basket on the front with a flower design on it. She knew Melvin didn't have any money and would have bought him a real bicycle, but it wouldn't last long in the Westside of town where he lived. It would either be stolen, or some thug would bully it away from him. "That's a long ride Melvin."
"I know. He he he. I was home studying when my testicles started aching and my penis started swelling. It really hurts Mrs. Kindle. I need to get off." He reached down and squeezed his bulge. Her eyes followed.
"I see," she replied. "I'm sorry, but I'm on my way home..." Her nipples popped out and began aching as much as Melvin's balls must be. "I just texted David that..." The faucet in her pussy turned on and started soaking her already crusty panties. "I can't right now..." Bobbie Sue had been completely sexually satisfied by Despre less than an hour ago and now within seconds was horny for black cock again. "I can't say no to that big black cock of yours Melvin. Of course, we can fuck," she said, turning around and reentering the library.
"He he he," giggled Melvin following her. "I've never seen you dressed so sexy," he said, eyes sweeping up and down her body.
"Thank you," she replied, pulling the halter over her head, freeing her giant conical breasts. She stood before him clad only in the form hugging yoga pants.
"I like your hair down," he told her. She always wore it up on her head at work and school. Mrs. Kindle always looked like a sexy professional, but with her hair down and dressed like this, she looked like a sexy slut. Melvin pushed his pants down, sighing with relief as his hard cock sprang up from its confines.
Bobbie Sue wiggled out of the tight yoga pants and walked nude over to the table where she had so recently fucked the black priest of Damballah. She jumped up on the table and spread her legs open, staring hungrily at Melvin's bobbing cock even as he stared hungrily at her dripping pussy. She reached out and grabbed his massive shaft just as he stepped up to the table. "Here, let me put this where it belongs," she told him, guiding his cock between the warm folds of her pussy. They both moaned as he pushed it inside.
Melvin worked his cock in and out, letting her arousal coat his shaft, pushing deeper as it became more lubricated. He leaned down and licked one of her nipples as he pushed his cock in all the way to the hilt. His sexy teacher shuddered beneath him as she came hard. Her cum soaked his balls and started dripping down to the carpet.
Bobbie Sue wrapped her legs around his hips and held him inside her. "He he he, I love being inside you," he moaned. "He he he. He he he." She pulled his face down to hers and shoved her tongue down his throat, kissing him both to say thank you for the wonderful orgasm and to stop his grating giggling."
He kissed her back, squeezing her breasts and pinching her nipples with both hands until her pussy spasmed all around his shaft as she came again. Weak from the orgasm, she collapsed back down on the table.
Melvin stood up straight and cupped her knees under his scrawny arms. "Gonna fuck this white pussy good now," he growled, pumping his shaft.
Bobbie Sue moaned, loving how sometimes he'd go all dominant male when he was fucking her. "Yes Melvin, fuck your white pussy good with your big black cock. Shit! Going to cum!" Bobbie Sue squirted so hard, her juices fanned out around his pumping shaft.
Melvin bucked his hips as fast as he could, watching his teacher squirm in ecstasy on the table. Her tits were heaving each time he sank his cock in balls deep. After every ten pumps of his shaft, her hips would slowly raise up off the table as she came again. The ache in his balls grew worse as he buried his cock, the first large shot of sperm filling her womb. "Take my seed, BITCH!" he grunted, working his cock around a few times, sending more strands of semen into her pussy. Mrs. Kindle screamed in orgasmic pleasure as he seeded her yet again.
Melvin held his cock in deep feeling it twitch several more times loosing more of his sperm into her fertile white womb. His cock turned soft and he slowly pulled it out. "Sorry about what I called you, Mrs. Kindle," he apologized.
Bobbie Sue was staring at her belly. He'd emptied the entire load of both balls into her womb and her lower abdomen now looked bloated. She felt his spent cock fall loose from her pussy and her belly slowly contracted as his sperm rushed down her pussy to pour out in a steady stream to soak the carpet. "That's okay Melvin. You got caught up in the moment is all." She forced herself to sit up and jump off the table. "I'm not a bitch though."
"I know, Mrs. Kindle," he said, holding his head down and looking like the meek nerd he was.
"I'd be a bitch if I didn't fuck you, but since I can't stop fucking you, that makes me a slut. Feel free to call me a slut."
"You're a slut," he said. "He he he."
Bobbie Sue's eye tic returned as she walked to the bathroom, waddling as she cupped her hands under her leaking pussy. She tried to expel all she could over the toilet before collecting her cleaning kit once again and returning to the table. Melvin was laying on it nude, breathing heavily from his recent exertion. She knew he was mildly asthmatic, but thought it was mostly an excuse to get out of playing sports in gym class.
Bobbie Sue wiped up the large pool of sperm that had formed beneath their crotches and sprayed air freshener around it. Satisfied, she gathered up her clothes and pulled her yoga pants on. "You can leave your bike here if you want and I'll drive you home." She walked over to her computer to check her emails one last time while pulling the halter on over her head. One intrigued her, and she clicked on it before adjusting her breasts in the top. "This is interesting Melvin."
"What's that?" he asked, sitting up on the edge of the table. She glanced over at him. His cock was limp, but it was still swollen plump. It hung over the edge of the table like a foot-long spoiled banana.
"I just got an email from the Boston Public Library and it seems they have a Cox family diary in their archives." She looked back at him. He was holding his cock, still huge, but it was limp in his hand as he held it. "Unfortunately, it's not available for circulation as it's in their historical reference section."
She took her eyes of the text and gulped as her gaze fell on his cock. He was stroking his shaft and it was hardening up. "Looks like I'm going to Boston," she said, not taking her eyes off his cock. "Melvin, what are you doing?"
"I need my cock sucked," he told her jumping off the table.
"Melvin, it's late and I need to go home..."
"I said I need my cock sucked... SLUT." he told her.
She shuddered with her need for more of his big black cock. "Of course, Melvin," she replied, her lust growing as she watched his bobbing cock approaching her. Bobbie Sue took her eyes off it long enough to pull the halter off over her head. She bent forwards meeting his cock head with her lips and kissed it before taking him in her mouth. She worked her mouth along the end, slurping around the head and several inches beyond.
Melvin reached down and brushed some of her long blonde hair out of her face. He kept his hand on her head and began guiding her up and down his shaft. Melvin added a second hand and took over fucking her face, grunting as she sucked him. The act of sex sometimes brought out the dominant black male in Melvin and she loved it when he acted manly. "Fuuuuuuck!" he growled. "Suck that black cock, slut."
Bobbie Sue trembled in lust, her pussy leaking arousal again. He pushed her head back and she froze with just his plump cock head in her mouth. He tried to pull her forward, pushing his cock at the same time, but she resisted, and the little geek actually growled in anger. Her teeth came down on the shaft just under the flair of his cock head. He froze and released her head. Bobbie Sue pulled back, keeping her mouth wrapped tightly around his head forcing Melvin to take several steps forward. As he stepped between her legs, she arched her back and enveloped his hard-black shaft with her bosom, relaxing her teeth. Melvin growled again and started slipping his cock back and forth through her breasts. "That's it Melvin, fuck my slut titties with your big black cock."
"Fuck yeah," he growled again. His hands came down and took over squeezing her breasts around his shaft. His hot teacher bent her chin down and opened her mouth, so his cock head could push into her mouth each time he shoved forwards through her tits. Her tongue twirled all around his cock head each time he entered her mouth and sometimes her held still while she licked his cock head like a lollipop.
Bobbie Sue looked up lovingly at the scrawny black teen as he titty fucked her. Sweat had appeared on his forehead. She squirmed in her chair, pushing her pussy down against her seat. He'd positioned his hands on her breasts perfectly so that he could squeeze her hard nipples between his thumbs and forefingers. The little nerd was skillfully twirling, rubbing, and pinching her nipples to the point, Bobbie Sue was forced to slide one hand down underneath her yoga pants until her finger found her wet pussy. It slid inside her, rubbing her clit rapidly.
Melvin was grunting and squinting, his cheeks turned darker as he strained. She looked down and saw his giant cock head pushing up through her breasts. It had turned an angry dark purple and swollen even larger. The urethra opened. Bobbie Sue closed her eyes just as a blast of semen peppered her face and then the head was in her mouth, still cumming and she could taste his delicious sperm even as her own fingers brought her off to orgasm. Semen hit her forehead, nose, and cheeks again. She gulped his cum down before the head reentered her mouth, a powerful strand of sperm striking the back of her throat before her mouth was empty and a spray of cum covered her lips and chin. The head thrust forwards, but just to her lips, her mouth half filling with his seed which she rolled around on her tongue before gulping down. His cock continued to cum, but now it was flowing out around the head like lava from a volcano, flowing down his shaft to coat her breasts and nipple with even more of his youthful black seed. Bobbie Sue had continued cumming with each spurt of his cock and when he was finally done, she pulled her soaked hand from out of her pants, panting with relief as she wiped the sperm from her eyes with her dry hand.
"Wow," said Melvin stepping back.
His cock fell over to stick straight out from his crotch. It was at its apex. The point where it was at its hardest and most swollen while cumming just before it began to deflate. She stared at it in awe and just as she thought it was about to shrink, it gave one last jerk, shooting a strand of semen from her yoga pants, over her navel, between her breasts, and stopping on her chin. It made several more spasms, dribbling sperm out of the head before the beast finally began to hang downwards. "Wow, yourself," she replied. That last dying gasp of sperm was more than her husband had cum in all her years of marriage.
"He he he."
Bobbie Sue's eye twitched. She stood and strolled back to the library's bathroom. She looked at her sperm covered face and body. As messy an inconvenience as it was, she loved being covered in a black man's sperm. Bobbie Sue reached down and hefted one of her large conical breast, lifting it up until she could reach the nipple with her. Her tongue flickered out, lapping up the sperm from her nipple. She did the same with her other breast. Some of the other large concentrations of sperm, she scooped up with her finger and licked it off. She washed off the rest with a wet towel.
When Bobbie Sue returned with her cleaning kit, Melvin was dressed and browsing through the astronomy section of the library even though he had read every book there by this point. He'd blown his load mostly on her so cleaning it up didn't take too long. She returned her kit back to the restroom and walked back to her desk, retrieving her halter, and pulling it over her head.
There were three messages from David on her phone wanting to know where she was. The last was in all caps indicating he was worried. She texted back that she'd gotten distracted and lost track of time. Her husband would understand, he'd realized he was married to the hardest working woman in Coxville a long time ago. "Come on Melvin," she called. "I'll drive you home."
They left, Bobbie Sue locking the library door behind them. "By the way, Mrs. Kindle," said Melvin. "Where's your cross?"
Her hand reached up to where her cross normally hung from her neck. It was in her purse. "The chain broke," she responded, thinking of the powerful priest of Damballah ripping it from her neck. Melvin just nodded not really caring. Her car was in the side parking lot.
As they walked past it, neither noticed the smudged outline of Bobbie Sue's body on the window of the library.
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TCCS Part 3: Chapter 20: Kat and the Principal
**********
10/17/09 Saturday
**********
Candy held the throbbing cock head tightly with her lips. It strained to jerk wildly as it pumped its hot seed into her hungry mouth. She relaxed her throat letting his delicious sperm slide down her throat to fill her belly. Willy Long had the most scrumptiously addictive semen she'd ever tasted, and it had been her daily breakfast for the last week. Tomorrow would be her first morning without it.
"Slow down there sexy, you done drained those old balls dry," he told her.
Candy opened her eyes and looked down the massive shaft. Her hands were pumping it furiously trying to make sure every last drop had been drained from his 18" black pipe. She moaned and released the head, kissing it on the urethra. "You sure? Your loads never seem to lose any volume no matter how many times I drain them."
"Well, they do fill back up quickly," he replied with a grin. "We both need to get going."
"You sure you don't want me to go with you?"
"We'll go away together some other time."
Candy was nude as she stood and walked to her bathroom. "Somewhere we can be seen in public without so many horrified hate-filled stares."
"That's most anywhere outside the County line, my love," he replied. "Besides, I want you to show my old friend Kielbasa some love."
"If you say so Willie," said Candy, turning on the shower. She stepped under the hot water and found herself thinking about her strange circumstances. In one week, she'd hooked up with Willie Long, let him move in with her, told him she loved him, and often called him Master for he owned her body and her heart. Now he wanted to share her with other men and she would do anything he asked her to do. Of course, it didn't hurt that old George had such a nice big black cock and she assumed Kielbasa's would be impressive too like most black men apparently.
Candy lingered in the shower a little longer than necessary, hoping Willie would join her as he
often did, but this time he left her alone. She exited the shower and dried off before brushing her teeth. Willie was packing when she came out of the shower. He was still nude. They usually stayed nude around each other. "Willie, are my breasts too big?"
Willie looked up from his suitcase. Candy was cupping her breasts and squeezing around the nipple area. He grinned. "You know they're perfect and I know what you're up to."
Candy sucked her lower lip into her mouth and nodded her head towards his crotch. "And it's working."
He looked down. His cock was hard and sticking straight out. "Dayumn," he said. "Now I'm gonna be on the road for hours with a stiffy."
"You don't have to be," she purred. One hand left her breast and slid down her belly and over her pubes. Her finger started teasing her clitty.
"Why Candace Cox, I do believe you're insatiable."
"And who's fault is that Willie Long?" she asked, nodding towards his cock.
Willie wanted nothing more than to fuck her right then and there, but he wanted as much sperm in his balls as possible when he arrived in New Orleans. "You're already going to be late for work," he told her.
Candy pouted and stamped her foot, before walking over to the closet and selecting some clothes, dressing for her volunteer work at the retirement home. He was still nude when she threw her arms around his neck and kissed him passionately at her front door. One hand left his neck and slid down to stroke his monster cock. "Just one more fuck," she whispered in his ear.
"Tomorrow night," he promised before spinning her around and spanking her ass as she walked out the door.
**********
Kat Jones didn't see her mom's car drive past her as she drove to the little Limburg farming area where her mom lived. She'd told Nathan she wasn't feeling well and was going to skip this afternoon's football game against the Tittsville Titans. She really wanted to go to the game but knew Hercules West would be there to watch his brother play and she hoped to avoid him when Nathan was around.
The problem was that she didn't want to avoid him at all when Nathan wasn't around. She wanted him now. She wanted him all the time and it wasn't just Herc and his big nigger cock, it was also her freaking mailman of all people. She'd taken to hiding her car in the garage whenever Amos was working his postal route. She wanted to fuck Amos again really bad, but the guilt was killing her. She needed to talk to someone soon and her mom instantly sprang to mind. She and Candy had always been close, and she could keep little secrets. Candace had even just nodded
knowingly and took Kat down to the drug store to get birth control pills when Kat had confessed to being ready to lose her virginity. Candy never said anything to Kat's dad.
Kat was going to admit to her mom that she had cheated on Nathan, but not that her lover had been a black man. That would destroy her mother. She just hoped her mom hadn't left for the game already.
The Cox family home was an old farmhouse in the middle of a field up a long drive. Candy and Marvin weren't farmers, but leased the land out. This year's crop had already been harvested and Kat got a good view of the house she grew up in. There was a strange car in the driveway, but her mom was gone. Curious, Kat drove all the way up the drive though she assumed it was one of her mom's many friends and that her mom had driven the two of them to the game already.
Kat let herself in to her mother's home. There was no crime out here and Candy never locked her door. "HELLO," she yelled. "MOM!" No one answered, but she could here movement upstairs and then someone on the steps. She walked into the living room and up the stairs, gasping in shock. "What the fuck!" she hissed as she watched her old high school principal coming down the steps nude with a towel wrapped around his waist like he was about take a shower. "Principal Long, what are you a doing here?" she asked. Her face had gone pale and her heart was beating rapidly.
"Mrs. Jones," said Willie, smiling. "Well I guessed you would have found out sooner or later. Your mom and I have been seeing each other."
"What the fuck!" she hissed again.
"Language Katherine," he told her. "Your mom and I are a couple and I've been living here."
Kat shook her head. "I don't believe you." Her mom was as unlikely to date a nigger as Kat herself was...
"It's true and we have you to thank for it," he said, pausing as her eyes widened and her mouth fell open. "We really hit it off at your barbecue last week."
"Oh my god," muttered Kat, swooning a little. Part of the problem was that she couldn't envision her mother with any man other than her father and the other part was that her mom was a nigger lover and Kat despised nigger lovers.
Willie had stopped several stairs up so that he towered over her. "Are you okay, Mrs. Jones? You look ill."
"I just really needed to talk to my mom."
"I'm afraid your mom has left for the afternoon."
"Fine then. I guess I can catch her at the game." Kat turned to leave.
"She's not there. She's volunteering at a retirement home. Is there something I can help you with?"
Her mom was working again and shacking up with a nigger! And Kat thought she knew everything about her mom's life. "No," she said turning around to face the black man. Her eyes fell on the long tube-like bulge running down the entire length of the towel and it was a big towel. She gulped. It appeared her old pervert of a principal was hung like a horse. "J-just something I really needed to talk to my mom about. It's personal."
"I am a trained guidance counselor, you know," he reminded her. "I'm sure there's something I can do to... for you. I'm pretty sure there is something you need... badly."
Kat gulped again. Despite her horror at the situation, her nipples were hardening, and her stupid vagina was lubricating itself. "No sir, it was personal, a family matter."
"Now Mrs. Jones, I know I've only been seeing your mom for a week, but I want you to think of me as family and I think I know what's been bothering you."
Kat couldn't take her eyes off the giant rod trying to rip up out of the towel even as the thought of having a nigger father-in-law horrified her. Fuck, Nathan wouldn't even invite him over for Christmas dinner and her husband loved her mom as much as he loved his own.
"I know what you want to talk to your mom about," said Long, adjusting the towel.
"What's that, sir," she replied.
"Is it about your growing need for this?" he asked, pulling the towel off and throwing it over the railing.
**********
Kat gasped at the sight of old man Long's cock. It was half again as big as Hercules' black cock. It rose up quickly, though in jerks and spasms like the man's blood flow was pumping it up. "Oh my god," she gasped unable to take her eyes off the black monster. "There's no way my mom's taking that thing."
Long laughed. "I can assure you, that Candy is quite fond of this piece of dark meat."
"I don't believe you," mumbled Kat, watching her hand glide under the fat cock head. She frowned. She didn't even remember reaching out to touch it.
Long took another step forwards. "We aren't here to talk about how much your mom likes nigger cock." He smirked when she gasped at that. "There's something you need to get off your chest." His hands grabbed her waist and raised her shirt up exposing her toned flat belly and then her bra. She raised one arm and he pulled it over her head. The shirt fell and slid down the arm
holding his cock.
Kat looked at her shirt dangling around her arm. Her hand seemed reluctant to let go, but after several tries it released his cock long enough for the shirt to fall to the floor. She quickly grabbed his cock again this time both hands stroked the hot shaft. "Wait, it looks like there were two things you needed to get off your chest," added Willy. Her bra hooked in the front. He skillfully unhooked it, her breasts springing free of confinement. "Lovely," he told her. Kat smiled at him.
Kat released his cock to let her bra fall off. She stood before him in sneakers, low hanging jeans, and topless from the waist up. He sat down on the stairs and she kneeled between his legs. Jesus, but the man's cock was so big, he could give himself a blow job, but it was Kat's job to suck black cocks. She grabbed his cock again and pulled the head to her lips, letting her tongue twirl around the same crown her mom had been sucking just an hour earlier. Long reached out and pinched her hard nipples sending pangs of lust through her body.
Kat couldn't imagine there were cocks bigger then Hercules West or her letter carrier's, but her old principal was half again as long. He was a freak of nature! There was no way any woman could service this cock properly, yet she felt obligated to try. She relaxed her throat and let the old man's fat cock head punch past her uvula and tonsils. She pulled back then swallowed deep again. Uvula, tonsils, and larynx. "Suck that black cock good now, Mrs. Jones," ordered the old man. Uvula, tonsils, larynx, and trachea. "Deeper." Uvula, tonsils, larynx, trachea, and esophagus. "Deeper slut." Kat bobbed her head following Mr. Long's orders. Uvula, tonsils, larynx, trachea, and esophagus, she thought repeatedly shortening it to U T L T E as she bobbed her head more rapidly. UTLTE, UTLTE. The deeper she went, the better his cock smelled. It reeked of sex, stinking of sperm and pussy (her MOM'S!). The sperm smelled both fresh and old and her eyes could see flakes of dried cum all over the lower third of his cock. Wherever her lips touched, his cock turned shiny and clean.
Kat pictured Long laying nude on her dad's side of the bed with her mother kneeling between his legs sucking this freak of a nigger cock and the image in her mind was close to what had actually happened just over an hour earlier. The unwashed stink and the flakes of old sperm suggested a long night of sex. She inhaled deeply through her nose. The stench was horrible yet also fragrantly addictive and she exhaled quickly, so that she could take in more of the smell. What a privilege it was to suck such a magnificent cock. She looked up at him and winked. The look he returned was condescending, but he nodded his approval and she continued sucking more than two thirds of his shaft. "Use them big Cox titties," he told her.
Kat nodded, almost choking with the thick shaft down her throat. She pulled back up so that just the cock head was in her mouth and hefted her breasts around the shaft. She squeezed them together and bounced them up and down over his cock while sucking the head. Kat pinched her nipples between her fingers while she titty fucked him. He smirked in approval, but still looked at her like she was just a slut, a tool whose purpose was to service his cock. And he was right! His cock swelled along with her realization that this was what she was born to do. The huge snake-like cock thickened and straightened out some more. The head grew so big it almost got caught in her esophagus. Kat pulled back quickly just as the old man's hot seed exploded into her mouth, swelling her cheeks out like a balloon, sperm flowing like a river down her relaxed throat
muscles to fill her stomach with its warmth.
Principal Long's seed was ambrosia to her mouth. It tasted better than anything she'd ever had before. It was pumping out of the huge shaft faster than she could swallow. Sperm shot from her mouth and Kat was forced to release it, getting her face covered by a blast of hot cum just as the head cleared her lips. She kept bouncing her tits over his cock and it kept cumming. Jet after jet of sperm splattered on her face or flew into her open mouth. Sometimes it flew up a foot to fall back down, splattering all over her tits. "Who got you hooked on the black dick?" he asked, gasping for air.
Kat was still titty fucking him. "Hercules West," she told him, planting her lips over the still spurting cock head, gulping down a few more mouthfuls.
"Ah yes, the COCKS one-time football star that your sister screwed over... DAMN GURL! You're draining those old balls good."
Kat finally released her tits, his cock collapsing to smack him on his belly and chest, giving one last violent spasm that covered his neck and upper chest in white semen. She closed her eyes focusing on her last mouthful of cum, enjoying the taste of it on her tongue before she finally gulped it down. Kat licked her lips. "And Amos Flynn, my mail carrier. She stood, rising a little unsteadily to her feet.
Long reached his hand out and she helped him up off the steps. He struggled to rise. He was an old man after all. As he stood, his cock fell sticking out and bent down. She had the absurd notion that if he were to fall forwards, his cock would prop him up like a kickstand or a tripod. "I'd like to hear all about it," he said, still holding her hand. He brought her hand down to his cock and placed it on it. She immediately grasped his shaft. Long beckoned for her to go upstairs and she led the way, pulling him by his cock.
**********
For the last fifteen minutes, Willie Long had sat on the edge of Candy's bed listening to Kat tell her story from the bathroom while watching his cock slowly rise. It was such a monster that the dangling head nearly touched the floor and for him to get an erection, it took a lot of blood flow and beats of his heart. It was rising now like a giant snake coming to life.
"After the barbecue, I couldn't stop thinking about what Hercules had done to me, but I was struggling to stay faithful to Nathan plus I'm on fertility pills."
Long's cock leaped up a foot at that. The thought of putting a baby in Kat's hot body had his cock aching with need to plant its seed even though young Mr. West had probably beaten him to the prize. "Nathan shooting blanks?" he asked, looking at the bathroom door.
"Low sperm count," said Kat from the bathroom. "We've been trying awhile now."
"And after the barbecue?"
"Like I mentioned, I didn't want to cheat on Nathan again even though my body was craving more of that big cock between Hercules' legs. I ordered a large black dildo online to keep me satisfied..."
Willie's eyes grew wide when as she told him about her encounter with her mail carrier. He and Amos Flynn were old friends and used to share interracial videos with each other back in the 70s and later Willie would go over for drinks at Amos' house and watch DVDs eventually streaming Amos' son LD's interracial movies off the net. Amos watched proudly as his son turned many a white bitch on to the joys of big black cock. The first movies were set up so that the white actress's expression when she first saw his cock was always caught on film. LD won a lot of AVA awards and most of his actresses won too for how convincing their on-screen orgasms were. After nearly fifteen years in Los Angeles, around half the working adult film actresses had performed in a LD JOINT production. Kat had bought one of LD's life-sized dildos.
"And after Amos and Herc used me, Amos left and Herc took me back to my bedroom and fucked me three more times, twice in my pussy and once in my ass. I had to talk to someone and thought I'd tell mom that I'd cheated on Nathan, but not with a bl..." Kat opened the door and found herself staring at his erect cock. "OH MY GOD!" She took two steps forwards and fell to her knees before it, trying to take the head in her mouth.
Long grabbed the lengthy shaft and smacked her on the head with the end. "No, I want that sweet white pussy this time. Get on the bed."
Kat nodded and stood. She looked over the bed. "No, not here," she said, grabbing the end of his cock. "Not in my parents' marital bed." She didn't want to be taken by a black man on the bed she was conceived in. "Follow me."
Her old principal looked angry for a moment at being disobeyed, but he nodded and rose letting her lead him by his cock down the hall to another room. It was her old bedroom. He'd been in there already, snooping around. He'd found an old pair of panties in her dresser and sniffed them, but they just smelled of dust and faintly of detergent. He'd fantasized about seeing Katherine Cox nude the second he laid eyes on her in high school, but that was before he'd wired the building with hidden cameras and he never got his chance.
The bedroom was still decorated to her taste except for a large tread machine taking up most of the floor space. Jenny's old room had been converted into a craft room. Kat's bed still looked like a teenage girl lived here, but was frozen in the 90s. The bedspread was pink with a stuffed teddy bear and unicorn propped on the pillow. The walls were adorned with several posters, Lance Bass, Mario Lopez, Johnny Depp as Edward Scissorhands, and Depp again with DiCaprio from the Gilbert Grape movie. DiCaprio appeared again in a Titanic poster.
Kat giggled. "I feel like a school girl again, hiding a boy from my parents."
Long smacked her ass cheek hard enough she gave a little jump. "Ever hid a black boy from your parents?"
"God no," she said, crawling on her bed while wiggling her ass invitingly at him. "They would have freaked out. I lost my virginity in this bed."
He smacked her ass again. "On your back. I want you to watch me." He climbed on as she rolled over. "Who took your virginity?"
"Edgar Child."
"That panty waste?" Long sneered. Edgar Child was one of those 90s sissy boys. He had a girlish figure and wore dark eye makeup. He looked up at the poster of Depp again and shook his head in disgust. To have a hot bodied slut like Kat Cox defiled by a girly man like that disgusted him. "Did Mr. Child have a cock like this?" Long kneeled between her legs and slapped his cock down on her upper torso. The huge knobby end fell between her breasts.



Showing how deep it was going go in her gave Kat second thoughts. "No," she laughed, looking nervously down the length of the black shaft on her body. "He had a cock... no, he had a penis like a... a child's." Edgar's little penis hadn't even reached the top of her blonde pubes.
Long laughed with her. "I bet he did. Anyone else?" Long worked himself back on the bed, his serpentine cock slithering down her body.
"I gave my first blow job to Nathan here on his 21st birthday," she said, watching Long's cock head recede from her breasts.
"You prefer sucking black cock now don't you, slut?"
"Yes," she hissed. "Nathan's semen was so runny. I spit it out it tasted so nasty."
"And the seed of the black man?"
"So good," she trembled, almost cumming as she thought of all the black loads she'd swallowed. "So rich and thick as pudding. So good, I can't get enough. I like sucking black cock."
"Look at your body, Kat. It was built to take black cock. Your pathetic white men with their little pricks and weak runny seed can't please you, can't even swell that belly with a baby. This is what you need Kat and the sooner you realize it, the happier you'll be." He pushed down on the end of his shaft, her pussy lips spreading open around the head of his cock. She gasped in shock and pleasure. "You belong to the black man. Now It's time you really lost your virginity in this bed." Kat screamed as he pushed in deep. "Who do you belong to Kat?"
Kat was breathing heavily through her open mouth. Her head was turned sideways, staring at the picture of Kate and Leo on the Titanic. That movie was the basis for all her romantic notions since Nathan had taken her to see it on her 21st birthday. "The black man," she told both her old principal as well as the romantic notions of her past. "I belong to black men." A sense of relief flooded through her body at her admission. "I was built for black cock," she admitted to herself.
Long was right, she felt happier admitting it as any guilt she'd had cheating on her pathetic husband left her forever. "Fuck this white slut, Willie."
Long fed her a few more inches. Her shit was tight and the deeper he got the more his cock had to work at stretching her open. He leaned over her working about three quarters of his monster cock in and out of her tight pussy. She was huffing and puffing beneath him, reminding him of a woman giving birth. Her face was even red and straining, sweat glistening on her forehead. But still, she was bucking her hips up into his thrusts, her pussy naturally squeezing his cock and trying to pull it in deeper. She moaned and tensed up as an orgasm wracked her body. He took the opportunity to push his cock further into her womb until he was balls deep. Kat's whimpers of pleasure from her orgasm turned into a scream as her orgasm grew in intensity and number. Her pussy writhed and constricted around his cock soaking his shaft, her cum running down his balls. "Good?" he asked, chuckling.
"Uh huh," she grunted staring wide eyed at her Titanic poster. Kat suddenly turned and looked at the old black man. She reached up and grabbed his bald head, pulling him down onto her lips and kissing him passionately and deeply. Her hips humped into him while they kissed. "I've never cum like that before," she told him in awe when she broke the kiss. Kat pulled him down again and pushed her tongue between his lips. Her humping thrusts turned more frantic. She moaned when Long began working his cock.
Long pushed himself up. Kat laid still watching him. One hand came up to caress his chest, fingers sliding through his wisps of gray chest hairs. Her hand fell when he rose to his knees. She watched him intensely as he cupped her knees and lifted her ass. His hips began moving, his cock thrusting in and out of her formerly monogamous pussy. "Damn," he grunted. "Gonna fuck this pussy good."
"Do it," she hissed at him. "Fuck my white pussy. Gimme that big nigger cock."
Willie's cock was so big; he couldn't fuck her with the full length. He'd only pulled about a third to half out before slamming it back in deep. He picked up speed, fucking her fast and hard, the young woman crying out in orgasmic pleasure every ten thrusts or so. His face looked strained and sweat beaded his forehead. Kat didn't know how the old man could maintain such a pace. Nathan would have squirted after a dozen thrusts, but Willie Long fucked her hard and fast for a good fifteen minutes. "OHFUCK!" he yelled, pushing his cock in hard and leaving it there.
Suddenly Kat Jones's womb felt like a swimming pool filled with hot black sperm. She could feel the entire length of his shaft convulsing like a fire hose as it continued pumping her full of sperm. Her resulting orgasm was as big as the one she'd had when he first buried his cock in her. The orgasm was so pleasurable and intense, Kat wasn't sure when it began to hurt, but it felt like her womb was an expanding water balloon about to pop at any time. "Pull it out," she begged.
Willie knew what was happening and quickly pulled half his cock out, but it was still bucking and pumping sperm. He quickly pushed her legs up and pushed on her thighs until she slid back on the bed and his cock flew clear of her pussy. It immediately sprang up launching a long spray of sperm that covered her from her face to her belly. His cock continued jerking, jet after jet of
his seed baptizing the young woman.
Kat moaned contentedly, feeling her womb contract, forcing a torrent of semen to run out of her pussy and soak the floor of her childhood bedroom. "Wow," she said.
"Wow yourself," replied Willie, gasping for breath. He stumbled to his feet a little unsteadily. Kat looked over at him, staring in awe at the plump cock now dangling between his legs. "I gotta get moving. You'd better wash these sheets." He waited until she nodded then left for the master bath to take a shower.
**********
Willie Long felt spent soaping around his cock. He turned and let the water clean it. He had wanted to save up his sperm, but he couldn't pass up a chance to fuck a magnificent creature like Kat Jones. Anyway, he had faith that Damballah would provide all the sperm he needed for later. He stepped out of the shower and dried off. He wrapped the towel around his waist, his cock so long the knobby head and several inches were visible below the towel. He opened the door and stepped into the master bedroom. "Fuck me," he slowly hissed, drawing it out as he stared into the room.
"No fuck me," said Kat. She was on all fours on her mom's bed facing away from him so that the site greeting him was her perfectly rounded, perfectly smooth, and perfectly white ass. Her hands were reaching back spreading her cheeks for him. His cock swelled and started rising at the sight of her perfect little brown rosebud above her wet slit. Her pussy was still engorged and red from the hard fucking it had just received and still dribbling sperm. "Or more specifically, fuck my ass, Principal Long," said Kat.
So much for not wanting to have sex on her parent's bed," thought Willie. He spit in his hand and began polishing up the head of his cock as he climbed on the bed and kneeled behind her. He slapped his cock down on her ass several times. It hardened completely as he spanked her with it. "You sure you want this?"
"Yes sir," she whimpered, jerking her ass away from his slapping cock. "Please, Principal Long. I want it so bad."
"Dayumn girl, you do doncha? Well, let me lube it up some first." He bent the shaft back down and pushed the head into her pussy, working it around. She moaned, pushing back to take more of him, trembling as she came. He pulled his juiced-up cock out and raised the head to her tightly puckered anus. "Never begged that redneck husband of yours to fuck your ass, have you?"
"No," she muttered into her arms. "NOOOOO!" she said again loud enough she was nearly screaming as her anus spread open around his cock head. "Why bother?" she gasped.
Long chuckled. "Why bother indeed," he grunted. "Why fuck a little dicked C student?"
"When you can have a big cocked principal," she grunted out. "Gawd! That's big!" Kat winced
as the massive black cock slid deeper into her ass. He'd shoved in about a third now, enough to start working it in and out. "I woke up this mornin with a hankerin' for some dark meat in my ass."
"Well you got it slut," said Long. He slapped his hand down on her right butt cheek. "Now start working that ass."
Kat obeyed pushing her rear end back into his thrusts. His big black cock was pushing deeper into her. She'd was taking about half or a little more inside her now. "If I had my druthers, I'd be fucking nigger cock every day from now on."
Long started pumping her harder. He grabbed her hips pulling her back hard into each thrust of his cock. She squealed several times. "That's what you should be doing slut," he growled. "Spread this pussy around to the brothers. Your body was built for some big black nigga dick."
"YYEESS!" she cried as he shoved his cock in deep and sperm flooded her bowels. She was built for big black cocks! Kat suddenly came hard at the realization. She screamed and then moaned in protest as Long pulled his cock back out of her ass. Sperm splattered down the length of her back before his cock plopped down between her ass cheeks. Even more of his seed, poured out of his cock head, forming a pool in the small on her back. His cock slid down her ass a little as it deflated. "I do declare," she said still gasping for air, "that you are a much better councilor then my mother, Principal Long."
"I thank you Mrs. Jones. Now I really need to get going. I need you to clean this mess up for me."
"Yes sir."
Long went to the bathroom. He grabbed a towel and tossed it out to Kat. He cleaned his junk off in the sink. He didn't have the time for another shower. After washing up, he left the bedroom. "Fuck me," he said again. Kat was laying on her back on the bed. She was pinching one nipple and slowly fingering herself.
"One more time Willie, please?"
His cock swelled, and he quickly looked away before his own needs took over. "We'll fuck again, but I need to get on the road. Next time, I'll take care of you properly."
"Promise?"
"I promise." Willie grabbed his clothes and put his shirt on. He could feel her eyes on his cock and it was reacting to her lust for it. He tried to will it to go down. Damn, it was going to be a long drive.
"I could come with you," she said, sitting up in bed.
"Tempting, but I don't need any distractions."
Kat threw herself off the bed and kneeled before Long, grabbing his cock. She stroked it and wrapped her lips around the head. It grew harder before Willie yanked it out of her mouth. "Let's runaway together? We can fuck every day."
"Gurl, you'd betray yo momma like that?"
"Only for you Willie," she said, frowning when he shoved the monster cock down his trousers and zipped up. "Only for you," she repeated. Kat put her lips on his pants just over the bulge. His cock swelled even more. She reached up to pull his trousers down.
Long stepped back. She looked at him mournfully, eyes pleading with him. "Walking away right now is the hardest thing, I've ever done, but I gotta go. Now get this place cleaned up and when I get back, we'll get together again." Right after I fuck your sister and niece, he thought, but just thinking about those two didn't help deflate his cock any.
"Yes, sir," she replied meekly.
Long turned and left the room, going back downstairs. He grabbed his overnight bag on his way out to his car. As he stepped into the car, Long glanced back at the house. Kat was staring down at him from the second floor. It was a large window and her nude body from her thighs up was pressed against the pane, her breasts round circles against the glass. She'd breathed on the glass and was writing out "FUCK ME" on the condensation. She was humping the glass, blonde pubes pressing against the glass, pulling back, and pressing forwards. Willie gulped. "Gonna be a long drive," he sighed, looking away and getting in the car.
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The giant black cock was nearly six feet tall. It ran out from the bleachers, flapping its wings as it circled the cheerleaders. "GO COCKS!" cheered the crowd. The Coxville Cock ran between the cheerleaders and put his hand to his ear. "GO COCKS!" the crowd roared louder.
The black rooster mascot ran out on the field and assumed his position as the Chicken Dance blared over the speakers. The Cock along with half the crowd in the bleachers stood and began dancing.
Todd White couldn't focus on the stupid antics of the mascot. He just stood and stared at Kitty Summers and the other cheerleaders all doing the chicken dance. His eyes went from her sexy flat stomach up to the bouncing swell of her amazing tits. Breasts he'd probably never ever see again. He pulled his eyes away from her body and moved them over to Pamela, passing Susan then tore them back over to Susan. The studious cheerleader had some enormous breasts and they were swinging surprisingly freely today as if she weren't wearing a bra. The dance had stopped, and Pamela was joking around with the others in Kitty's click. He'd asked her out for after the game, but to his utter amazement, she'd rejected him. He'd considered her a sure thing. The girl had obviously been smitten with him for years. She was talking to Miko, suddenly looking away before running to the edge of the field. Pamela threw herself into fat Deon's arms and kissed him full on his thick black lips. It was Todd's turn to be utterly amazed again to see the lithe white cheerleader kissing the fattest black man on the team and the amazement turned to shock as Miko ran up, leaning up to kiss Deon also.
Sluts, thought Todd. His eyes went back to Susan and her swaying breasts. Screw Pam and Kitty. He was going to do everything in his power to see Susan's massive rack. The notoriously racist cheerleader would never fool around with a black man. He smiled and nodded in approval of his plan even as LD jogged by and smacked Susan on her bottom. Instead of being angry, she blew the black player a kiss.
There were gasps in the crowd. This was not a sight one saw in Coxville County. Todd turned pale as he turned to look at his teammates, but they weren't paying any attention and hadn't seen their girlfriend's flirting with the black players.
**********
Candy wished she'd been able to go to the game or better yet accompany her lover on his trip to New Orleans. She'd gone years without sex and except for being lonely on Valentine's day and other holidays, hadn't really missed it. Now that she was getting it regularly and from a humongous black cock, she wasn't sure she could go a day without it. Willie Long had woken up many years of dormant sexual desire and she felt thirty years younger.
Candy parked at the Westside Healthcare and shook her head sadly at the somewhat decrepit building. It was a shame these poor seniors had to live like this. She entered the front door. Doris was at the front desk and smiled when she saw who was coming in the door. "I'm glad you're here," said the black nurse.
"Nice to be back," said Candy. She had the impression, Doris wouldn't have been surprised to never have seen her again.
"Mr. Holmes was asking for you earlier. It seems you made quite the impression on him."
Candy felt her cheeks flush a little. "Oh good, he was quite the sweetheart."
"I'm glad," said Doris, sitting back at the desk. "Mr. Holmes doesn't get many visitors and for a ninety-year-old man, he has all his facilities and could use some company. The interaction helps keep the mind sharp."
"I'll go check on him now," replied Candy and for some reason she felt her nipples harden beneath her blouse at the thought of seeing the elderly man again. Another old black man was strolling down the hall purposely towards her. He appeared mid-eighties but was Coxville fit. His straight back and bearing suggested a military history as did the cocked veteran's hat on his head. "Hello," she said as he passed.
The man froze and turned towards her. His eyes fell on her face and then down to her breasts and her newly engorged nipples poking out her white blouse. "No offense ma'am," he said, practicality shouting, and Candy saw a hearing aid in the man's ear. "But you are exactly what I'm fighting for." He stood up rigidly straight and saluted her.
"Thank you soldier," she replied, saluting him back. His hat had KWVA on it meaning he was a Korean war vet. Candy's eyes roamed down his body. The old man was impressively muscular and fit beneath his army green tee-shirt. The handle of a firearm was sticking out of one pocket. Candy took a step back in alarm before her brain registered that it was plastic and clearly a toy.
"Sergeant Franklin Black at your service." He broke his salute and nodded at her. "Sorry ma'am, but I need to resume my patrol. I'm not sure if you've heard, but the Chinks have crossed the border to aid the gooks. Stay safe." He spun on his heel and marched off.
Candy watched him storm off, saluting Doris as he passed, turning down the next hall. Doris walked towards her. "Mr. Black suffers from dementia," she explained. "Thinks the war is still on. Apparently, he lost a brother in Korea and his mind reverts back to that point from time to time."
"How sad," said Candy, bringing her hand up to her chest in concern.
"All the stories here are sad, Mrs. Cox," said Doris. "But Frank's is worse than most. Come, I'll escort you to Mr. Holmes room. Mr. Kuhn has been up to his tricks and...
"BARAKUNDE!" Candy screamed as the naked black man startled her. "BARAKUNDE!" He reached out and grabbed her breasts. "HONK HONK!" He jumped back, an absolutely massive black cock swung up, hardening before him. He grabbed it and started jerking off looking at Candy's breasts. Her nipples were poking out her top even further after he'd squeezed them.
"Get in your room now, Mr. Kuhn," ordered Doris.
He kept stroking his cock and turned it to face the black nurse. "BARAKUNDE!" He took off running down the hall still jerking his cock off.
"Miserable horny old goat," grumbled Doris. "Please don't let him scare you off." She turned to look at Candy who was still frozen in shock. "Oh... I guess you've never seen a black man's penis before. I know it can be quite a shock for..."
Candy's laughter interrupted the black woman. She laughed so hard, she had to wipe tears from her eyes. "Sorry, but that was quite amusing."
"Thank god! You wouldn't be the first person he scared off. Barry Kuhn is quite harmless."
"What on earth is a Barakunde? The name of his penis?"
Now it was Doris' turn to laugh. "No, he turned militant black in the '60s and thought he needed a more African sounding name. He's always been a nudist, exposing himself to the nurses and female occupants, but only in the last week or so did it start getting erect. I even caught old Gloria Adams with her false teeth out giving the old fart a blow job."
"You're kidding?
"Nope. And he's been masturbating it all over the place, several times daily leaving quite a mess in his wake. Anyway, I'd better go round him up. You remember where Mr. Holmes' room is?"
"I do. Thanks Doris." Candy walked the short distance to Mr. Holmes room and rapped her knuckles on the open door. "Knock knock." George sat up straight in his chair when she entered the room, a grin spreading across his face. The blanket over his lap even started tenting. "You look happy to see me, George."
"I am, I am, young lady. I was worried you wouldn't be coming back." George reached out and grabbed his oxygen mask taking a deep breath from it.
Candy closed the door and pulled the privacy curtain out to block the view of any one coming into the room. "But Mr. Holmes, how could I not come back to visit after you promised to let me titty fuck that big black cock of yours." Candy started seductively unbuttoning her white blouse in front of him, even swaying her hips a little.
George gulped and took another deep breath of oxygen. There was a nose plug attachment and he fumbled to grab it, sticking them in his nose just when she pulled her blouse off. The tent under the blanket bucked a couple of times.
Candy smiled at the old man. He was staring intently at her straining bra. She unhooked it and the cups flew off her breasts. Coxville tits did not want to be constrained. She pulled the bra off and he gulped staring at her erect nipples. "I can't wait to wrap these around your big black cock," she moaned, hefting each breast before kissing her nipples. Candy couldn't believe how slutty she was acting, like the women in some of her late husband's pornographic videos. He'd tried to get her to watch them with him, but she found them silly. The elderly man appeared to be enjoying every second of it. "Your hot cum tasted soooo goood, Mr. Holmes. I can't wait to taste some more and have you cum all over my big white tittys."
George yanked the blanket off his lap, he was wearing ratty old pajama bottoms again. His cock was straining to rip its way out. Now it was Candy's turn to gulp as she remembered the magnificent 90-year-old weapon beneath those pajamas. She licked her lips. Nothing she'd said to tease him was a lie. She did want to taste more of his seed. "All of it," rasped the old man, breathing oxygen. "I want to see all of you."
Candy hesitated a moment and then nodded. She was wearing black slacks which she unbuttoned and wiggled down over her hips. He rasped again when her panty appeared. "You okay?" she asked worried, it might be too much for the old man.
"Never better," he replied, reaching out and turning the oxygen level up, but his eyes never left her body.
Candy kicked her shoes off and pushed her slacks all the way down until she could step out of them. She spun around and bent forwards sliding her panty down. The man watching her hacked and coughed at the sight of her plump but firm rear end. As she pulled her panty down her thighs she was flashing him a nice shot of her beaver too. She could feel the dampness in her panty as she pushed it down her ankles. Her arousal was growing too, she could feel it coating her labia and dripping off her clit. Candy stood and stepped out of the panty. She turned around.
"Dayumn Candy Cox," he wheezed, straining to breath in through the nose plugs. "That's the loveliest sight these old eyes have ever seen."
"Thank you, Mr. Holmes," she replied, truly flattered. She'd always looked good and had gotten plenty of compliments wearing the skimpy cheerleading uniform at Kat's barbecue the other week. Since then, she'd been dropping pounds from the near constant sexual activities with Willie Long, not to mention eating a lot less as his sperm protein shakes filled her belly every morning. Some of her wrinkles were even disappearing and the only thing she was doing differently to take care of her skin was rubbing her black lover's seed all over her body.
"No, thank you," he said, his eyes roaming her beautiful voluptuous body from top to bottom.
Candy walked forwards and knelt before him. He raised his hips off the chair as she pulled his pajamas off. She whimpered a little when his huge cock sprang up. In a way, she liked it even better then Willy's. Holmes' cock was a fat straight steel hard massive log of a penis where Long's had this elongated snake-like cock that actually bent like it was slithering. Candy straightened her back and lifted her breasts on top his thighs, pulling his cock up and squeezing her breasts between his shaft.
"Thank you, Mr. Holmes," she said again, meaning it. "Thank you for letting me service your big black cock." Candy truly felt like she was the lucky one getting to play with his black monster dick. She paused waiting for him to speak, expecting him to thank her back.
"You're welcome Mrs. Cox," he said instead.
Candy nodded and bent her head down to the tip of his cock. The only thing not perfect about it was the wrinkly foreskin, she much preferred a bald helmeted tip. She wrapped her lips around the head and bobbed her head sucking and slurping around it, her tongue pushing the foreskin back, so she could taste the bare skin of his cock head. She worked her saliva glands hard, licking and sucking the throbbing knob at the tip of his cock, letting her spittle run out of her mouth and down the shaft. She felt the insides of her breasts turn wet and started hefting them up and down the old man's cock timed to match her bobbing head.
George's hands curled up like he really did have bad arthritis as she continued servicing his cock. He moaned and rasped, his lips curling back in a grimace, revealing his yellowed and missing teeth. Candy watched the expressions of pure pleasure cross his face and knew she was doing the right thing helping this old man. She pulled up and released her breasts, taking the entirety of his cock down her throat. He bucked his hips in surprise. Without Willy to practice on, she never could have swallowed such a monstrosity and George's thickness was straining her throat to the max. Candy pulled back letting her throat constrict and relax before swallowing him deep again. She bobbed her head rapidly feeling his cock swell even larger, squeezing her tits back around it just as he started to cum.
George's first load overwhelmed her, blowing her cheeks out and squirting semen from around her lips before she could swallow. The next wad filled her mouth too quickly and she had to release the spurting head for a moment to catch her breath. Sperm shot up to spray her face, falling back down to splatter all over her breasts. Candy clamped her mouth back down over the head, gulping his cum down as fast as he could shoot it, using her breasts to milk every last drop of his seed out of his balls.
George Holmes threw his head back rasping for air. Candy looked up at him, her lips still around his cock head. It throbbed in her mouth but had quit spurting seed out. It was at its maximum hardness just after orgasming. She wanted it. Candy pushed herself up off his chair and straddled his legs guiding his hard cock inside her. They both moaned in delight as she sank down into his lap. "Is this okay?" she asked, hoping the old man could handle another round.
"Sweet Jesus yes," rasped George. He looked down and let his head fall forwards to bury itself in her breasts, tongue and lips finding a nipple to suckle. Candy gasped and came all over his cock, bending her head to kiss the liver spots coating his bald head.
"Gonna fuck this cock good," she moaned, riding him. This couldn't be wrong. It felt too good to be wrong and she'd been worried about not getting her nightly and morning dose of big black cock with Willy gone. Here was a cock more designed to take care of her needs at ninety then her late husband's penis had been at twenty. She came again, her pussy ballooning up around the entire shaft before clamping down to squeeze every square inch of it. "Oh god! Oh god!" she moaned, trying not to scream in pleasure. "I Love this big black cock, George."
George took his mouth off her nipple. He sat back in his chair and grabbed her hip, pushing her back so that he could take in as much of her hot body as possible. "And my black cock loves your sexy white body." His face scrunched up, lips curling back to show his ugly teeth again just before Candy's womb flooded with the old man's sperm
Instead of ballooning up, this time her pussy just clamped down hard around the spurting shaft, her vaginal muscles grasping and pulling inwards along his cock, trying to get every drop of his seed as deep inside her as possible. Candy came with each spurt of his cock, multiple orgasms exploding every time his seed sprayed her womb and not ending until his cock finally fell still and began to shrink.
Candy finally quit shaking and opened her eyes. George Holmes was staring back at her and he was crying, tears of joy running down his cheeks. She leaned down and kissed his lips, slipping her tongue into his mouth. His cock hardened again briefly inside her, but then it resumed shrinking, a third time to much for the ninety-year-old black man. She broke the kiss. "Thank you for letting me fuck you," she told him.
"You're welcome," he replied. "This old cock is yours any time."
Candy's body suddenly shook as one final orgasmic tremor shot through her body. After that, she slowly rose up off his cock and cupped her hands between her legs as she ran to his bathroom.
**********
Candy Cox thumbed through the files at the Nurse's station. "Whatcha looking for?" asked Doris.
Candy glanced over at the black nurse. "A friend of mine wanted me to check up on someone here, but he only told me his nickname, Kielbasa."
Doris laughed. "Kyle Basa. He's in room 42. Been here ten years."
Candy thanked Doris and walked down the hall to room 42. She was starting to grow concerned. She'd only visited here twice now, and these old folks weren't getting a lot of visitors. Most of them were probably lonely. Luckily, a few could socialize with each other and the common room had a dozen or so people in it. The door to room 42 was open. She knocked on it as she walked in. There was no answer, then she heard the toilet flush and the bathroom door opened. The black man walked out and did a double take at seeing the buxom blonde smiling at him. "Well what do we have here?" he asked, shuffling towards the bed. He was holding an IV stand and he pushed it before him.
"Mr. Basa, I'm Candy Cox. I'm a new volunteer here."
"Help me into the bed," he told her when her reached it. She ran up and took one arm. "You know this is a home for black folks, right?"
"I do." She fought off tears from welling up in her eyes. Basa had once been a powerfully built man, now age or some illness had ravaged his body. Skin hung loosely from what once had been hard muscles. Young and standing tall, he'd probably been well over six feet, now he was hunched over and looked wizened. Young this man would probably have rivaled Coach Black in size and build. He was wearing a hospital gown and nothing else. "I'm a friend of Willie Long."
"Is that so?" Basa laid down, looking like he might sleep at any moment.
"Yes, he asked me to check up on you." Candy slid a stool over and sat beside the old man, cupping his hand between hers. "I'm sure you don't remember, but I'm the girl that saved him from the election day riot back in the seventies."
"Is that a fact? I remember old Willie Long Dong telling me about the sexy white hippie chick that saved him from the white mob. Didn't say he ever saw you again though."
"We just reconnected and are quite close now. It's funny, but he asked me to check up on you, but didn't even tell me your real name. He just called you Kielbasa."
"Kyle's fine. Nobody but Willie still calls me Kielbasa since I quit truckin'." Basa smiled at the memories. The smile turned to a look of perplexity. "You say you're close, how close?"
Candy smiled. "Very close. We're dating."
"Dayumn! How long I been in here?"
Candy laughed. "It's all good, Kyle. Willie and I connected at my daughter's barbecue party a few weeks back and have been seeing each other ever since."
"That's great, amazing even. I don't think Willie has been with a woman since Rachel died."
"I'm widowed too and you're right, it's been amazing."
Kyle looked down to Candy's breasts and shook his head in disbelief that this fine creature was dating old man Willie. "Might I say that you are one fine specimen of a woman."
"Thank you," replied Candy with a smile.
"And might I also say that if you ever get tired of old Willie's old willy, there's a big dark German sausage willing to take his place." Kyle winked at her.



Candy raised her eyebrows. "Bold, aren't we?"
"At my age, what has one got to lose?" Kyle Basa's laugh turned into a hacking cough.
Candy released his hand and moved her hand over to the hem of his gown. She slid under it and rested her hand on one old knobby knee. His eyebrows rose in surprise at her touch. "Actually Mr. Basa, Willie wanted me to show his old friend a little extra affection." Her hand slid up his thigh, her fingers closing around the end of a fat shaft. Candy smiled when she felt it swell at her touch. Judging by his looks, she wasn't sure the old man could have handled it, but part of him sure seemed eager. She stroked his growing cock. "Provided you're up for it and it feels like you're up for it."
Kyle Basa gulped. "Oh, I'm up for it," he said reaching down and pulling the gown up until he revealed her hand on his cock. He'd never seen a white woman's hand holding his black shaft. On one long haul down I69, he'd met a white woman who seemed eager enough. He'd kissed her, and she'd grabbed his crotch, but his cock had scared her off after he'd whipped it out.
Candy stroked it a few more times. Kyle Basa was big, and it did resemble it's German sausage namesake in thickness. His cock was also dark black, darker then Willie or George. "You have a nice cock, Mr. Basa. It's so big and hard." She slowly jerked it, watching precum spurt from the tip.
He watched her hand on his cock too, seemingly fascinated by it. "Funny, but that old cock's been dead to the world for a decade until just a few weeks ago when it rose from the dead one night and it's been rising ever since. It's like I'm eighteen again."
Candy furrowed her brows. George had said something similar. She released his cock. It stood sticking up and out, slightly bent downward, wobbling in the air. She stood and walked over to the door, shutting it and putting the do not disturb sign out. Candy removed her top as she walked back towards the black man. "Now Mr. Basa. I'm not sure how much you can take so we'll go slow at first. I'm just going to jerk you off today and if you can handle that without too much trouble, I'll suck you off the next time and after that... well we will see."
"Sounds like a plan," said Kyle, nodding eagerly.
"Well then," said Candy smiling and winking at the old man as she grabbed the thick shaft with one hand. "I hope that me and this nice fat cock are going to be close friends." She pulled it towards her and leaned down to kiss the head. He gasped and a little spurt of precum coated her lips. Candy pulled back and licked her lips. He tasted really good! She bent back down and wrapped her lips around his cock head, sucking the tip of his dark black cock and feeling another squirt of precum strike her tongue.
She sucked the head hard and fast, working her saliva glands and slobbering all over Kyle's cock. Her spit dribbled down the sides reaching her fingers and she slowly started jerking his shaft, lubricating it up.
Kyle groaned, and she looked up at him in alarm. "It's all good," he said reassuringly."
Candy smiled and sat up, satisfied his cock was wet enough so she could jerk him off. Her hand slid up to the head and down to the base. His cock helped, dribbling copious amounts of precum every couple jerks of her hand. Her tongue ran across her lips as she stared at her hand now rapidly jerking his fat black cock. "You doin alright, old timer," she asked without looking up at him.
"Just fine, sexy mama. Just fine."
"I'd like to step up your therapy a bit. Can you sit up?"
Basa struggled to rise, Candy helping him to sit up and swing his legs over the side. His slick cock jutted out before him, now perfectly straight like a fat black salami. Candy sat on a wheeled chair and scooted between his legs. She put her face in his lap and started sucking his cock again. She thought he was groaning, but realized it was her throat making the noise as she lustfully sucked his cock head. His precum had whetted her appetite for his load and she was eagerly sucking his cock desperate for his rich semen.
Kyle had a thick cock and he was hard to suck. She gave it her best, but each time the head pushed past her tonsils, she wanted to gag. She settled on sucking just the head and an inch or so while rapidly stroking the rest of his shaft. Eventually, her arms grew tired. Candy arched her back and heaved her boobs up around his shaft squeezing his black pole between her heavy white breasts. He looked wide eyed in wonder as she started bouncing her breasts along his shaft, bending her head down and sucking the knobby head of his cock again.
Candy felt his cock head swell in her mouth and she started hefting her breasts faster along his shaft. The old black man grunted and wheezed. She took her mouth off his cock and looked up at him in alarm, but he appeared fine. Just as she turned her face back down, his cock head exploded. Hot cum splattered all over her face dripping back down to the top of her bosom. She quickly opened her mouth and brought it down around his cock head. Her mouth filled with his hot seed and she gulped it down only to have her mouth fill again. His cock was jerking, trying to buck out of control, but it was trapped between her breasts. It continued pumping mouthful after mouthful of hot sperm into her thirsty mouth and she swallowed every bit. His sperm was delicious and addictive. Her belly felt full, but she wanted more. She released her breasts and brought her hands down around the thick trunk trying to milk every last bit of his seed from the shaft while taking half a foot of his cock down her throat. It quit spurting and then it quit leaking. Candy finally released the monster but stared at it lustfully in all its post orgasm, swollen glory. "God, I want to fuck this thing so bad," she stated, licking sperm from around her lips.
"Do it hot mama," said Mr. Basa. He spun around and laid back on his bed, holding his cock up.
Candy stared at it for just a moment before scrambling into bed with the old man. She spread her legs and squatted over the fat black cock eager to get it inside her before it stated shrinking back down. He shook the base of his shaft so that the head slid along her wet slit. Candy lowered herself and they both moaned as her pussy lips engulfed the fat cock head. She fell forwards onto her knees and the old man's monster cock shoved itself deep in her pussy.
"Been too god damn long," complained Kyle, reaching up to squeeze the base of her tits as she bounced in his lap.
"Fuck fuck fuck me. So nice and thick," moaned Candy, slamming her pussy down hard in his crotch and holding still as her first orgasm made her body tremble. "So, fucking good," she muttered after the tremors had ceased. "You'll never go a long time again, Mr. Basa." She bent down and kissed his lips. He kissed back and lustfully tongued her, not caring that her face was still covered in his sperm. "This pussy is yours whenever your kielbasa wants it." She arched her back and started working her pussy along his shaft while he took advantage of her out thrust nipples and sucked them between his lips. "FUCK!" she cried. "Cumming!" Her pussy clenched tight around his shaft before her fluids ran out to soak his balls.
"What happened to going slow the first time?" he asked, causing her to laugh.
She sat up bouncing her pussy hard in his lap, cumming several more times. The old man gasped and grabbed her hips, pulling her down hard into his lap and holding her tight. Suddenly her womb was full and then fuller and fuller until it began to hurt. She pushed his arms off her hips and rose up a little relaxing the pressure in her womb. His cock head sprayed her cervix triggering a huge orgasm that sent spasms through her uterus. "WOW!" she cried, when his cock finally began shrinking inside her.
"Wow yourself hot mam," he replied, letting his hands roam all over her white tit flesh waist and belly.
Candy raised herself off the deflated cock and it fell with a large smacking sound across his stomach. She made it off the bed before she began to leak too bad and raced for the bathroom.
It took her along time to clean up and when she returned from the bathroom, Candy froze in surprise. Kyle was standing up holding the IV stand with one hand and stroking his hard cock with the other. It was slick and glistening with lotion of some sort. "Mr. Basa! What's this?"
"Please Candy. I want to fuck you some more. There's one more thing I want to do."
"Are you sure you're up for this," she asked with concern. Her heart broke seeing this once
powerful man standing nude before her, his skin sagging where once firm muscles had stood. The only powerful muscle he had left was the big cock in his hand. It was the only healthy looking thing about the elderly man.
He released his cock and pushed down on the head so that it bobbed proudly before her. "Looks like I'm up for it."
"Okay then," she replied still looking at the old man anxiously. She walked over to him.
"Get on all fours," he ordered. Candy climbed back onto the bed and this time got on her hands and knees. Kyle wheeled the IV stand around to the other side of the bed and climbed up behind her. She felt his huge cock resting between her ass cheeks while he adjusted his kneeling position. His cock slid down her ass and soon the head was putting pressure back on her pussy lips. He penetrated her and began fucking her slow and steadily while pulling her hips back into his thrusting cock.
"Unh unh unh," grunted Candy each time his cock pushed deep. Soon she was fucking him back and he released her hips, giving her a little smack on an ass cheek. She pushed back into his cock harder and faster until she came again, collapsing forwards onto her folded arms with her ass thrust up in the air.
Basa's cock slid back as she fell forwards. He pulled back, freeing his slick cock, and watching it fly up. He stared at what he thought was a lovely sight, the beautiful white woman's puckered anus. "There was one thing I always wanted to do before I died," he said, quietly.
"Ummmm," moaned Candy, content from her orgasm. "What's that?"
Kyle hefted his cock and brought the head over to rest on her rosebud. He ran the head over it, waiting for her to protest before beginning to apply pressure to her sphincter. She jerked forward as the pressure grew and he stopped feeling dejected. He'd been with many women, but none had ever let him fuck their ass with his fat monster of a cock. He began guiding his cock back down to fuck her pussy some more.
Candy kept her head on the mattress but brought her arms behind her. She grabbed her ass cheeks and spread them open. "Of course, you can fuck my ass, Mr. Basa."
His cock head was back on her rosebud in half a second quickly applying pressure worried she would change her mind. If this woman was into anal sex, she was dang near perfect. He heard her grunt as her sphincter slowly opened for him. Her body jerked away again, but he held her hip and kept her steady. She didn't protest and soon his cock head pushed through. She wasn't sobbing or crying, but her cheeks were red from the strain. Kyle had seen old Willy Long Dong plenty of times and guessed Willy's huge snake cock must have been up in here a time or two to loosen her up. He worked his cock around pushing it in deeper.
"Hmmm fuck that ass, Mr. Basa. Show that white ass what a black cock can do," she purred. Candy released her butt cheeks and reached out for a pillow to rest her head on.
Kyle growled. He grabbed her hips and pulled her hard into his cock. She whimpered as a good four inches shoved deep inside her. He'd been too aggressive and hurt her. Kyle held still for a moment and began slowly working his cock back and forth, pushing a little deeper with each forward motion. Her ass opened nicely for him and she moaned contentedly. At nine inches, he met resistance. His cock was just too thick for deep penetrating anal sex. Perhaps with constant practice her body would adapt to taking him deep, but for now he was content to just fuck her ass with around three quarters of his cock.
Candy moaned wondering how it was possible for a woman to truly enjoy having black monster cocks shoved up their ass, but she sure as hell did. She raised herself up a little so that she could slide a hand down under her body. It found her pussy and soon she'd diddled herself to another orgasm. Kyle Basa was wheezing again, his rhythmic fucking turning erratic. He gasped and gave one last hard thrust of his cock pushing it the deepest it had gone yet and her bowels filled with his hot sperm. He worked it around a couple times. His hands moved to her ass cheeks clenching them tightly as his cock continued to buck and erupt sperm into her ass. His grip on her ass relaxed and then with one last contented grunt, he fell forwards onto her back.
Candy came again and pulled her finger from her wet pussy just as his weight pushed her down hard on her stomach. She breathed heavily feeling his cock shrink and retreat until it plopped free of her anus. "Was that good for you?" she asked, but there was no response. "Mr. Basa?" Oh no! She thought. She wiggled out from under his weight. She couldn't hear him breathing. Candy freed herself as he rolled over onto his back. His eyes were open staring at nothing and there was a broad frozen grin on his face. Oh no! She thought, staring at him. She grabbed his wrist but could feel no pulse. "Oh no," she said aloud this time. She slammed her fist down several times on his chest and breathed into his mouth, but there were no signs of life left in the old man.
Candy started to cry and panicked a little. She almost ran out into the hall nude to call for help. After a few minutes, she calmed herself and returned to the bathroom to clean herself up then she gathered up some wet towels to clean all signs of their love making off the old man's body. Afterwards, with difficulty, she rolled the old man over and changed the sheets on the bed. Then dressed him back in the hospital gown.
Tears rolled down her cheeks as she walked up to the nurse's station. Doris stood and followed Candy back to Kyle's room. The black nurse was a kind woman. She gave Candy a hug and patted her back. "Death is hard, Mrs. Cox, but it's something we deal with here on a regular basis." She broke the embrace and looked down at the old man who for all appearances looked to be sleeping peacefully. "Just look at that smile on his face. I certainly hope to pass on with a grin that big someday."
**********
Willie had been driving an hour when the swelling in his cock finally went down. It would shrink a little, then he'd picture Kat naked at the window begging him to come back and fuck her and it would harden again. It had finally gone limp just as his phone rang. He answered it and pressed the speaker button. He half expected it to be from Kat begging him to come back, but it was
Candy. "Hey sexy mama," he answered. He heard sobbing through the phone. "What's wrong babe?"
"Willie, I'm so sorry." Candy sobbed again. "Kyle's dead."
"Who the hell is Kyle?"
"Kyle, your friend. Kyle Basa... Kielbasa. I was with him... when he died."
"Oh," he paused. "That's a shame." He instantly figured out what had happened and what she meant about being "with him". "Did he die happy?"
"He looked very happy."
"That's great. Thank you for helping him, Candy. You should know that Kielbasa was given only two months to live around nine months ago. He was clinging to life for some reason despite being in constant pain. I'm glad he died happy."
Candy sobbed again. "Oh god... That helps me feel better."
"You did good Candace Cox and I love you for it."
"I love you too."
"Now I got held up and got a later start then planned. I'll text you when I get to New Orleans. See you late tomorrow."
"Alright Willie, bye."
"Bye," he replied, hanging up. "Rest in peace buddy, rest in peace," he said, reaching out to turn the radio up. He had the game on. It was late in the fourth quarter and the game was tied.
"Samson West just stuffed it in the end zone! And the COCKS take the lead over the Tittsville Titans." He could hear the crowd cheering through the speakers.
**********
"You can stuff it in my end zone later," purred Kitty as Samson ran past, and they slapped hands.
Samson smirked as he ran past all the other bouncing cheerleaders. Kitty was still pissed at him for fucking her mother, but that wouldn't stop her from letting him fuck her. He'd done hooked the little slut on the black dick and he could have her whenever he wanted. He was pretty sure her mom wouldn't resist his advances either and he sure wanted to tap that fine pussy again.
"WEST!"
Samson veered over to the coach. Black was standing tall, arms folded across his broad chest. Todd was standing beside him, holding his helmet in his hand. Todd looked shocked. "Coach?" asked the young black superstar.
"Todd's benched. You're quarterbacking the rest of the game."
"What?" asked Samson, surprised and feeling bad for Todd, but this was his chance to show what he could really do. The old racist white coach before Black would never have put a black man in as quarterback.
"Todd's good, but his game has been off this year."
"But I won against Bartown," whined Todd.
"You won with Samson's play and you blew the next game and barely won last weeks. Plus, you lost the first two games of the year. Samson's got the motivation. It's what's best for the team, White."
"SIT DOWN WHITE HOT HANDS."
Samson looked over at the black players. He wasn't sure which had shouted it, but all of them were laughing at the new nickname. "Sorry Todd," he said sincerely.
Todd looked at the cheerleaders, his eyes focusing on Kitty as if looking to her to console him. Then he remembered they were no longer a couple. "You've taken everything from me," he whispered.
"Get out there, West," barked Coach Black.
"Sorry bro," said Steve, jogging up. He felt bad for Todd, more for losing Kitty then his team position. Just the thought of his beautiful Patty with one of those obscene Coxville nigger cocks made him sick to his stomach.
"Yeah sorry," added Brian coming up and patting the dejected looking Todd on the back. "But the Coach is right. I think Samson could take us to the finals."
Todd slinked back and sat down on the bench. Steve and Brian ran out to the field to join Samson. The bleachers were mostly self-segregated. As Samson took Todd's position there were gasps from the white bleachers and cheers from the black side. He recognized Samson's brother Hercules and their father, Ajax standing up shaking their fists in the air. He looked over at the white side wondering what his dad was thinking at that moment. There was a man sitting in the top corner all alone that looked like Harold Summers. That was odd as Harold almost always sat with Todd's dad and the Russian bitch. Harold appeared to bring a small pair of binoculars up to his eyes aiming them at... his wife Jenny who was laughing beside Coach Black as they stood on the sidelines watching the play. Todd couldn't blame Mr. Summers, Todd often caught himself staring at her and she'd been the subject of many a masturbatory fantasy. Kitty had even caught him staring at her mom wearing a modest two-piece swimsuit beside their pool and that had nearly broken up with him that afternoon. Mrs. Summers even had this skimpy white form fitting workout outfit that he'd seen once or twice and always turned his teenage dick hard.
"It looks like Samson West is taking the quarterback position," said the announcer. "Good move on Coach Black's part. That boy has been on fire of late. Most motivated player on the field."



Todd turned his attention back on Samson praying the black teen would blow the play and that Coach Black would come to his senses, but he didn't.
"TOUCHDOWN COCKS!" roared the announcer.
**********
"Go cocks," said Long. He frowned and played with the dial on the radio. That was the last he heard of the game. He'd lost the station and still had some driving before him. Coach Black was going to text him the final score. In his opinion, Tittsville should be an easy victory. It was a small town in the northwest corner of Coxville County, about half the size of Coxville, but mostly white. They had none of the black behemoths that his school possessed. Some finelooking women though. Gustav Titts and his wife Astrid had founded the town with Swedish settlers around the same time Cox had started his plantation. The women all had the Swede look with most women leaning towards being tall and slim, with pale skin, blonde and red hair, and light eyes. Not to forget big Coxville breasts. The town was still 80-90% Swede stock with the remainder, curiously enough, being Romany stock with darker skin and hair, nearly the polar opposite of the Swedes, but the women were just as beautiful.
He passed a sign. 80 miles to New Orleans. Long reached down and adjusted the radio. He found some Dixieland jazz to put him in the N'awlins mood. He pulled into the city around an hour later and his phone beeped. He glanced down just as the message came up and smiled. The Cocks had another victory.
He was still smiling when he checked into a dive motel and still smiling when he left his room. The old black man strolled down Tulane avenue to Congo Square. "Praise Damballah and his avatar on earth Prospero," he muttered, bowing his head in prayer. This was a holy spot to his faith with many voodoo practitioners. Outside the square were dozens of shops. He found the one he was looking for and walked across the square towards it. The flashing neon sign that read, FORTUNES, beckoned him from the window.
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TCCS Part 3: Chapter 22: The Senior Bonfire
"God damn... niggers," Todd mumbled under his breath. He didn't often use the "N" word as his generation was a little more open minded, but that was the word that came to his mind. Coach Black had not only pulled him from his quarterback position, he also had Todd picking up the equipment while the rest of the team had taken off for the lake all cheering for Samson West, the big hero and new quarterback.
"Excuse me," said a soft feminine voice behind him.
Todd glanced up and did a double take. The Titan's head cheerleader stood smiling at him. "Yes?" he asked, unable to take his eyes off her.
"I really wanted to meet you. I've watched you play before. You're quite good even if your game has been off lately. I just wanted to say that the Cocks should never have replaced you with that black guy, but then what do you expect from a black coach." She crinkled her perfect little nose at the mention of the black men that Todd had just been cursing out.
"I know right," he said, agreeing with her. "I'm Todd White." He held his hand out.
"I know who you are. I've been watching you for years. Elin Lindquist."
She shook his hand and Todd held it, staring into her eyes, not an easy thing to do when breasts as large as Jenny Summers were crying out for his attention. She resembled Kitty with hair the same color and length only her hair was down while Kitty preferred pig tails. She was also taller, close to six feet and he really liked that, but then most of the Titan's women were on the tall side. "Beautiful," he said.
She raised an eyebrow. "Excuse me?"
"Elin, it's a beautiful name."
She blushed and sucked her lower lip into her mouth, staring at him both shyly and seductively. "Thank you," she said, giving his hand a little squeeze.
This chick was into him. Todd felt his confidence returning. "Say Elin," he paused, finally letting go of her hand. "Tonight, the seniors have this tradition of having a party over at the lake campground. How'd you like to come with me?"
"If you don't mind giving me a ride home afterwards, I'd love to go."
"Great, let me finish here and take a quick shower and we'll get going." Todd smirked he felt so cocky. He'd been planning to skip the party, but with this magnificent creature on his arm he could show his classmates that while Todd might be down, he wasn't out. Elin turned away and waved at the Tittsville High van. It drove off with the other cheerleaders whooping and hollering as it turned away. Some cheerleaders snapping some pictures of Todd and Elin before it left.
Oh yeah, he thought, Todd White is back baby!
**********
A bell rang when Long stepped in the door. He glanced around the voodoo shop at the normal regalia. A woman stepped through a bead curtain, her eyes traveling up and down his body, stopping on the large snakelike bulge under his pants. "Greetings favored of Damballah. I am Mambo Sally. What can I do for you?"
Willie couldn't help feeling disappointed. The woman was obese and very dark skinned. Gold hoop rings stretched from her ear lobes and she wore a scarf over her hair. "I'd like a tarot reading," he told her. "A real tarot reading. I'm no tourist."
A tongue came out and licked over her lips as she stared at him hungrily. "It would be my pleasure." She held her hand out towards a round wooden table with a crystal ball on it and a deck of tarot cards.
Long walked over and took a seat. Mambo Sally followed him and unceremoniously grabbed the crystal ball setting it aside like the worthless piece of junk it was. "What is your name?" she asked.
"His name is William Long," came another voice. Another woman came through the beads. This one made Long's cock swell just from being in her presence. "Thank you Sally, I got this one." The fat black woman scowled, glancing longingly at Willie before leaving through the beaded curtain. "How are you Willie?" asked the black woman.
"I am well Adela, very well." Long stared at her. Adela Laveau was the most magnificent woman he'd ever seen. She had flawless brow skin, but with Caucasian facial features. Her breasts were proud and full, every bit as amazing as Jenny Summer's famous breasts. She was a descendent of the famed voodoo priestess' Marie Laveau's younger daughter, also named Marie, and Prospero Black the incarnation of Zombi Damballah. This made her a distant cousin of Willie's as he was descended form Betty Cox and Prospero Black.
Adela locked the door to the shop and turned off the neon signs before turning back around. "So, it is done. Our lord is awakened from his long slumber?"
"It is done," said Willie smiling. The prophecy is coming true. I myself have bedded three white women, two of Cox blood and all three married. I have witnessed Coach Black take another Cox woman while her daughter also discovered the black serpent of Damballah."
"I have felt the sexual energy," said Adela. She approached the table. She was wearing an African style wrap around dress. With several movements of her hands, the dress fell to her feet. Willie gulped as he stared at her nude body. Adela bent down, breasts dangling before his gaze. She spread the tarot cards out all over the table in a haphazard fashion. "Despre has gone to Coxville to investigate the sexual energy, but I have not heard from him which means he has been busy."
Willie stood and opened his pants. He pulled his cock out and pushed his pants down, giant cock slowly rising. He didn't know why he was so worried earlier. It didn't matter how many times he'd cum already, Adela could make any cock stand at attention.
"You do your ancestors proud," said the lovely black woman, staring at his cock. "I kneel before such a powerful black serpent." Adela fell to her knees and Willie spread his legs as she grabbed his huge cock and guided it to her mouth. He moaned as her tongue ran circles around his throbbing cock head. She relaxed her throat and took the end of his shaft down past her tonsils, sucking and slurping on his cock like the pro she was. This woman was no stranger to big black cocks and her skills were amazing. She grabbed the legs of the chair and used them as a brace to push herself back and forth, his cock sliding deeper with each push up until her lips kissed his old white pubes.
Just as Willie was beginning to feel the sperm welling up in his balls, she pushed back until his glistening shaft sprang free from her mouth. Adela stood and straddled him, guiding the head of his monster cock between her thighs. He could feel the heat coming off her pussy even before his cock head pierced the folds of her pussy lips. They both groaned as her lips spread around his cock head and he entered her. She worked her hot pussy around his cock taking inch after inch inside her. Adela was halfway impaled on his shaft when she began to tremble. He watched her lovely face and she sucked her lower lip into her mouth, whimpering as she came around his cock. The orgasm seemed to weaken her legs as she collapsed impaling herself fully on his shaft. This time, Adela opened her mouth and screamed loudly as her pussy soaked his crotch.
"Damn gurl, you got a sweet pussy," he groaned feeling a little stupid saying it, but she chuckled even as she caught her breath. Adela was sitting still in his lap, but her pussy muscles were
working his cock like they were fucking. Every square inch of his cock felt like it was getting a massage. She grabbed the back of his head and pulled his lips against hers even as she came again.
"Just don't cum in me," said Adela breaking the kiss. She went to work bouncing in his lap, throwing back her head to cum again every ten bounces or so. Willie took her elongated brown nipples into his mouth biting and sucking them which only served to make her cum even harder. "So good, she whispered. "You fuck me so good, William. Damballah, but it's getting bigger. Don't cum in me."
"Damn," he grunted, sweat flying from his brow. He wanted to flood her perfect womb with every drop of his seed. "Fuck! Here it cums!"
Adela wanted his seed in her just as bad, but she exerted all her self-control and bounced high in his lap until his cock sprang free. She quickly fell to her knees and threw his cock over her shoulder, jerking the soaked shaft as quickly as she could.
"Gawd damn! UNGGGH!" The sperm welled up in his balls and shot up through the shaft. Willie opened his eyes in time to see a large wad of sperm shoot out from his cock. The wad broke apart as it came down on the table. Another wad scattered as it left the head of his cock. Drops of his white seed splattered down upon the tarot cards. The third wad didn't make it over the table and Adela quickly pulled his cock head into her mouth so that she could taste and swallow his weaker blasts of cum. She clearly liked what she tasted, jerking his cock until the last little pearl drop had fallen onto her tongue. She sat back and moaned, licking her lips.
**********
Jenny swallowed the last of Black's cum. She sat up in the car seat and licked her lips. "You sure about this Coach? I don't want to spoil the senior's fun."
"I told the team I'd have a beer with them. We won't spoil their fun. Let's go."
"Alright," said Jenny with some reluctance. She got out of the car. The parking lot was crowded with cars and dark. The lake didn't have street lights, wanting to disturb nature as little as possible. The only light was the glow from the huge bonfire down on the shore and the light from cell phones. Human forms were visible around the fire. Kitty was here somewhere.
"We'll just have one beer and head back to my place. I'm sure you're tired and could use some sleep."
Jenny raised one eyebrow though he couldn't see it in the dark. "I don't expect to have any sleep until I go back to Harold Sunday night. Until then, I want that black cock in me as much as possible."
"Your wish is my command," said Black with a snort. Jenny Summers had this notion that if she fucked him enough this weekend, she could get him out of her system. Then she could stay with
her wimp husband and have Coach on the side whenever it was safe to get together. Black Coxville cock was an addiction though. You didn't get heroin out of your system by shooting up as much as possible. You only got more addicted and she'd easily given in to a couple of her students at her pool yesterday. A strong part of him didn't want to share this amazing woman with any more brothers. Coach Black was already half in love with her and if she had decided to move in with him for good, he would have been quite content with the situation.
Jenny was thinking similar thoughts. She hated Samson West for blackening her daughter, but his cock had been amazing. Stubby's fat cock had felt great in her ass too. But they were her students and even worse, they hadn't had a vasectomy like the Coach. No, her body would stay faithful to the Coach and her mind would stay with her husband, a man she no longer had any sexual desire for, but he was a good provider and the father of her daughter. Would he even want her back after what he'd seen her doing at their pool?
Thinking about Harold, had her remembering their own time at the lake. Back in her day as they did now, the seniors set tents up randomly all over the campground. She and Harold had made love in one such tent and she was convinced Kitty had been conceived here.
"SLUT! YOU FUCKING SLUT!"
The yelling startled Jenny. She glanced at Black. "Looks like Brian and Pamela are having a fight," he said. They were close enough to the fire now that she could see an arrogant smirk on his face.
"How could you do this to me?" said Brian, quieter now.
"I'm sorry Brian, but it's over," said Pamela. She was still wearing her cheerleading uniform as was Patty who was nearby with her boyfriend Steve.
"But he's a nig..." Brian froze. This generation wasn't a racist as the previous ones, but old habits die hard. Plus, there were many black men within hearing. "But he's black?" Jenny had never seen a more anguished looking face then at that moment. Brian, like all the white men in Coxville High had showered and seen the enormous black cocks on the black students. Just the thought of that monster in his white girlfriend was tearing him apart inside.
"Watch it bro. It happened is all," said Deon coming up to take Pamela's arm. Miko ran up and grabbed her other arm, leading her off away from the fire.
Brian threw his hand over his face and cried. "Damn man, I'm sorry," said Steve, placing his hand on Brian's shoulder. "First Kitty, now Pam..."
"Fuck off," said Brian, yanking his shoulder away. He rose and stormed off towards his car. "Dude, you want me to drive you home," called Steve. Brian ignored him, and Steve walked over to Patty shaking his head. He put his arm around the buxom red head and pulled her tightly into him, smiling down at his hot girlfriend.
"Steve, we need to talk," said Patty, pulling away from him.
"Sure babe," he replied, still smug, oblivious to what was coming. She led him off into the brush. The hulking form of Max following shortly behind them.
"Oh my god," whispered Jenny. "This is all fallout from the pool party."
"No shit," grunted the Coach. "Your girls are like you now, hooked on black dick."
"No," she hissed, in denial.
Black snorted. "My boys waited until the game was over to break the news. Now the white boys have a week to get their shit together for next week's game."
"Is that all you care about, winning games? Brian looked crushed."
"How'd Harold look yesterday?" said Black, a little coldly. He smiled when he approached his team. "My boys, WHAT'S UP?"
"COACH!" roared the visible team members. The blacks stood up and ran a line past the Coach slapping his hand. Their eyes ogled Coach Summers lustfully, grinning at the Coach like they knew the two were fucking.
"NIGGER LOVER!"
The angry shout was so loud, the entire crowd around the fire fell silent. Angry black eyes turned towards the bushes. There was a loud thud followed by Steve flying up backwards out of the bushes and landing hard on his back a little too close to the fire. He sat up shaking his head as Max loomed up out of the darkness. Patty appeared and leaned into Max. He put his dark arm around her possessively. "She's with me now bro. It's in your best interest to let it go." Steve didn't answer. He looked confused and kept shaking his head even as his eyes rolled up in his head and he fell back onto the sand. "Take him to his tent," said Max. Stubby and LD ran up, grabbing Steve's arms, and dragging him off into the bushes.
"I'll get us some beers," said Coach, smiling.
"SAMSON! SAMSON! M-FUCKIN-VP, MUTHAFUCKERS!" roared the black men around the fire.
Jenny watched as Samson appeared with Kitty on his arm. Another black man in the shadows behind him. Kitty saw her mother and eyes widened in surprise, but she said nothing. Black walked over towards them. "Coach! You made it," said Samson with delight. The two black men, black-hugged each other. They bumped chests and pounded their fists on each other's backs. Jenny's heart raced as she pictured herself naked between the two embracing black men. Where were these slutty thoughts coming from? There was only one black man for her. She stared admiringly at the hulking form of her lover as he left Samson and filled up two cups from the
keg.
"Hey Coach, you can have my seat," said Leroy jumping up from a beach chair.
"Yeah, Coach Summers, you can have mine too." Susan was sitting beside Leroy. Jenny looked down at her and froze.
"Lookin good Susan," grunted Black. Jenny almost rebuked the coach for commenting inappropriately on a student's appearance. She looked down at Susan.
Jenny swallowed the stern words that came to her mind when she saw Susan. Like the other cheerleaders, she'd kept her uniform on, but she appeared to have found a top that was smaller than normal. The bottoms of her 32DDD breasts were visible as well as a hint of areola. She wasn't wearing a bra. "You too Coach Black," she replied. Susan spread her legs apart. Her skirt was already high on her legs, but it slid further up revealing her slit. Jenny stared. Black stared. Most everyone facing them stared. Susan held her hand up and Coach Black pulled her to her feet. There were groans of disappointment from the crowd as her skirt fell back down her thighs. Her long hair was also uncharacteristically down, and she'd forgone her glasses. Susan Dupree was easily one of the hottest women in school.
"Thanks for the seats," said Black.
"Susan and I were about to go for a walk anyway," said Leroy, winking at Coach Black.
"You'd better go get her then," said the Coach nodding his head towards the receding brownhaired beauty.
Susan had taken Omar's arm and was leading him off. "So, Omar, what's prison like?" asked Susan as they walked off into the darkness. Jenny considered Omar one of the criminal class of blacks at Coxville High. He was repeating senior year after spending six months in jail for possession. He'd recently worked with Bobbie Sue and had been attending school regularly since.
"Fuck," hissed Leroy, watching them leave. He glanced towards Miko, but the short Amerasian leaped out of chair and walked over to grab Deon's arm, Pamela still hanging on the other arm. Leroy looked back at the receding Susan and Omar before running after them.
Jenny sat, and Black followed, but his eyes were on Susan's rear end as she walked away. Her eyes narrowed as she glanced at the swelling beneath his pants. "Don't forget she's a student," she reminded him.
"So's Samson," he grunted.
A little miffed, she turned her head away from him. She took a sip from her beer as she glanced at the two chairs across the fire from her. Samson was in one. He raised his beer and toasted her, winking one eye. She looked away without responding. Arrogant prick, she thought. Her eyes
fell on the other black man. It was his brother, Hercules West, whom she'd expelled. He was staring at her. His eyes dark and piercing. They stared back at her coldly and contemptuously.
Jenny gulped. She looked away and placed her hand on Black's arm for protection. He grinned at this display of affection from her in front of their students.
**********
"I want to fuck that bitch so bad," growled Hercules.
"Who bro?"
"Who do ya think?" Herc continued staring at Jenny. "Knockin her white ass up would get the bitch back for throwing me off the team."
"Studying for her class would have helped," said Samson.
Herc grunted a reply. "Hard to concentrate in her class."
Samson laughed. "You got that right. However, you might have a shot though."
"Why's that?"
"I fucked her yesterday."
"Bullshit!"
"Some good pussy too. Let me tell ya about Kitty's pool party."
Hercules found the story hard to believe, but he looked around at the popular cheerleaders. They were all hanging on black men and just a week ago, they'd all had white boyfriends. "I believe ya. I been fuckin Kitty's aunt."
"Bullsh... Go on," said Samson, turning his attention on his brother.




"The night at her barbecue. I don't know what came over me, but somthin' told me I could get away with it. Turns out she was starving for a real man's cock. Looks like the white women of this county are finally coming to their senses."
"Damn! Between the two of us, we've fucked Kitty, her mom, and her aunt," said Samson. He high fived his brother. "Now all that's left is Granny Cox."
They laughed, but Hercules shut up. "Seriously though, I'd totally fuck the shit out of that old bitch."
"Think I was kidding? Kitty's grandma is totally fucking hot."
"You got that right," said Herc, turning to stare at Jenny again. She squirmed in her seat, clearly uncomfortable by his attention. "Still gotta figure a way to get that bitch back though."
"Be careful, she's the Coach's woman."
"Seriously?"
"Yeah, check this out," said Samson. He took his phone out and brought up the video Kitty had made showing Black sodomizing Jenny.
"Dayumn! Knew she'd look good with a black cock up in her." Hercules looked up at the socalled Queen of Coxville, her hand on the arm of the huge black man beside her.
**********
Adela leaned forwards and kissed the shrinking cock head. It started reversing course at the touch of her lips. She smiled at it but pushed herself up off his knees. She didn't bother dressing, just walking around the table and sat down across from him. "You're amazing Willie. Alexander is the only man I've met with more sexual power." He snorted, watching her examine the cards. "You've nothing to be jealous of Willie Long."
"Other than Brook's youth, good looks, wealth, and power, you mean?" Long was jealous. Alexander Brooks was in his prime, at the start of his service to Damballah while Willie's service was coming to a close and Brooks had a lot of advantages that Willie Long had never enjoyed."
Adela smiled at him and circled her hand, palm down several inches above the scattered cards. She paused above two cards, joined by a large pool of semen. She lifted the cards, looked at him seductively as she licked his seed off the backs before flipping them over on the table. "The Emperor and the Empress," she said, frowning. These were unusually strong cards to start the reading. "The emperor represents a father figure of authority. You are the Emperor William."
"I like that title," he said, smiling. "But who is my Empress?"
"A motherly creature of feminine beauty and fertility."
Willie brought up the image of Jenny Summer's in his mind. He saw her naked in the shower, staring at Coach Black's cock, touching it, stroking it, blowing him, and eventually laying down on the tiles in the shower and taking it inside her. He'd watched the video dozens of times and there was no greater creature of feminine beauty then her. "Go on."
"You choose the next two. The more seed covering them the better" Adela watched his old finger move over the table eventually pointing at one card and then another. She picked up the two cards, holding them down as she rubbed the sperm covering the backs over her nipples before bringing them up and licking them clean. He gulped watching her and she heard a thud as his
cock hit the bottom of the table. She smiled at the old man's virility. She flipped one over. "The Lover. Love and union." She turned the next card. It was The Devil. "Sexual addiction," she laughed.
Adela ran her palm over the table holding it several inches above the cards as if trying to sense the more powerful cards. Several small wads of sperm had merged into a larger pool covering six cards. Adela picked each up, licked his semen off the back and flipped it over. "The Hierophant, religion and tradition. Strength which is self-explanatory. The Magician represents power. The King of Wands, a natural born leader. The King of Swords, intellectual power. The last is The Hermit which represents wisdom."
"The child will be all these things?" asked Willie.
"Yes, but the child must also come from all these things. Four cards remain Willie Long, turn the two over with the least of your seed." She stopped his hand before he touched the first card. Her finger bent down and scooped up his cum. She rubbed the sperm on her forehead. She nodded at him and he flipped the card. "The Tower," she said. He moved to the next card and she also scooped the sperm up, this time rubbing it into her brown belly button. "Death," she whispered when he flipped it over.
"Is that bad?" he asked in alarm.
"Sometimes yes, sometimes no. The Tower is change and upheaval. Death is endings, but also new beginnings. I've never seen so many major arcana turned over with one reading. Two cards are left." She picked up one card and licked the sperm off it again. Adela flipped it over. "The World. Completion and integration." Adela was panting heavily now as if the reading was exerting her. She stared hungrily at the last card. His first and largest wad had splattered on it, covering the entire card.
Willie reached for it, but Adela hissed at him. She reached for it with both hands, scooping up all the sperm from the card. Adela's hands went down under the table between her legs. She started moaning immediately as she fingered herself. He couldn't see what she was doing, but he could hear her fingers frantically working at her vagina. Willie found he was holding his breath as he reached out to flip the card over. "Wait," she cried. Adela leaned back, gasping. Her lower body was frantically humping her fingers. Her breasts were thrust upwards, hard nipples swollen and glistening from his semen. His cock thudded twice against the bottom of the table. It quivered with desire for her. "Oh Damballah, kreyatè nan lavi yo. Lakansyèl sèpan ki la, koulèv la nwa. Plant pitit pitit ou sou peyi sa a." Adela threw her head from side to side. She sucked her lower lip into her mouth. Willie could see sweat rolling from her forehead. "Oh Damballah, kreyatè nan lavi yo. Oh Damballah, kreyatè nan lavi yo. Oh Damballah, kreyatè nan lavi yo." She gasped, "Willie, NOW!"
They both stared at his hand as he reached for the car. Willie flipped it over. Adela screamed as she came. He felt her hot fluids spray over his bare feet and his cock thudded against the table once again.
The last card was The Hanged Man.
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TCCS Part 3: Chapter 23: Amber Sees Her First Black Cock
The lips kissed his pubes then tightened before pulling back up. Her tongue licked the little grape head before she deep throated him again. He couldn't hold back, his semen welling up in his nuts. The polite thing to do would have been to warn her, but Todd wanted to cum in her mouth too badly. As Elin pulled back up, his dick bucked, and his semen shot up to the roof of her mouth. He needn't have worried, she squeezed up along his shaft, milking the rest out before swallowing every drop. "Wow!" he groaned.
Elin giggled and sat back up in the car. "Just so you know, I don't do that for everyone I meet on the first date."
"No, that was great," he groaned, stretching back. Fuck you, Kitty Summers, he thought. Kitty never swallowed.
"I can't believe I just sucked off Todd White," said Elin. "I've had a crush on you since the first time I watched you play football." She grabbed the top of her shirt and stretched the tight top out to get it over her mammoth breasts.
Todd couldn't help himself and reached out for a quick pinch of her nipple before they disappeared. The Titsville girl was a godsend appearing out of nowhere to lift him out of his recent depression. Her breasts were just as perfect as Jenny Summers had been. He'd never mentioned it to anyone, but once when he was at Kitty's, he'd caught Jenny changing after a shower. The sight of her unraveling the towel around her wet nude body had fueled several hundred masturbation sessions. Now he'd just been sucked off by a girl that resembled a twentyyear-old version of Jenny Summers. "If you liked it so much, you can do it again later," he said, some of his old cockiness returning.
"No," she replied, grinning when his smirk fell. "Later, I'd like to feel Todd White's penis somewhere else.
Todd leaned over and kissed her, not caring that his dick had just been in her mouth. I think I love you, he thought. This was exactly as he deserved to be treated. He broke the kiss. "Let's go socialize for a bit and get out of here," he told her.
Todd took her hand in his and she squeezed it back, happily. They left his car and strolled through the parking area towards the bonfire on the beach. "Wassup white hot hands," roared someone beyond the fire. The grin left his face.
"Hey, can your girl turn those high beams off?" called another. Elin's nipples were indeed poking hard through her tank top. She'd left her bra in his car.
Deon walked past. He took a bite off a hotdog he'd roasted on a stick. The fat black man looked right at Elin's breasts. "Tittsville Titans, more like titanic tits," he grunted, taking another bite of his dog.
Elin looked at the fat black man in horror. She glanced at Todd expecting to be defended, but he just pulled her away. Deon continued staring at her nipples which were starting to throb. "I wish I'd worn my bra now," she whispered. "Your niggers are so bold!"
"They've always been cocky, but it seems to have gotten worse the last few weeks," he replied. "Let's just say hi to some people and get out of here."
Todd led Elin around the bonfire and saw another lovely blonde sitting in a chair with tits as great as Elin's. Just as he was wondering who this new lovely creature was, his eyes became accustomed to the glare from the fire, focusing on the woman which startled him even more. "Uh, hi Coach Summers," he said, surprised to see Jenny sitting there with a beer in her hand.
"Todd," she replied. "Who's your new friend?" she asked, her eyes moving down to their linked hands. Jenny frowned, she'd still entertained hope, Kitty would come to her senses and get back with Todd.
"Elin Lindquist," he introduced. "She's from Tittsville. Coach Summers is the cheerleading coach."
"Nice to meet you," said, Elin. "Your squad's the envy of the county. You must be pretty cool. None of our teacher's party with the students."
"Wasn't my idea," said Jenny with a sigh.
"Let's get a beer," said Todd. He led Elin over towards the keg.
**********
Kitty finished peeing and pulled her booty shorts up. She'd changed after the game and gone with a sexy cowgirl look. The jean shorts showed the bottoms of her ass cheeks. The top was even more daring. A sheer purple halter top tied up just under her breasts leaving her sexy flat belly exposed and she'd forgone wearing a bra, her nipples clearly visible through the top. Her hair was uncharacteristically not tied up which made her resemble her mother more than usual. Little pink hearts hung from her earlobes and boots completed the outfit. Her outfit was sluttier than usual especially the lack of a bra, but Samson had told her to wear it and she desperately wanted to keep him interested, especially after he'd fucked her cheating whore of a mother and let that big white tittied slut Patty suck his cock at the pool last night.
Kitty had done some things herself last night that the eighteen-year-old Katherine Summers of just over a month ago wouldn't have imagined anyone doing. Namely, taking two men at once and two giant black cocks could take a girl to places one big black cock couldn't. Even fat ugly Deon was a great fuck and after her first threesome, Leroy had taken her ass. Her nipples hardened as she remembered the ring piercing the flare on his cock head sliding back and forth through her poop shoot. She didn't even feel guilty for what she'd done. Hell, it had felt too good to feel guilty for it. Kitty was sure of one thing though, she loved Samson more than she'd ever loved anything in her life and despite them both fucking around, she was insanely jealous of anyone else getting a taste of her boyfriend's big black cock.
Kitty kicked sand over the hole she'd peed in much like her namesake feline and stepped out from behind the bushes. The one annoying thing about the lake in the off season was that the state hauled off the Porta Pottys. She could see the fire in the distance and headed towards it. Several of the sites had tents erected on them and a few spots had just been claimed by sleeping bags or air mattresses and blankets. All Coxville High couples usually got laid at the lake bonfire and many a virginity had been lost here over the years.
"Dayumn Mrs. Summers." Kitty looked up. Max was finishing setting up a tent. He laughed. "Sorry, I thought you was yo mother for a moment." Max's eyes fell to her hard nipples poking through the purple top. "Lookin good gurl."
Kitty's pussy quivered. Max was a dark black muscular giant. She'd never found him attractive, his skin was too black, and she thought his dreadlocks looked unclean. Now she looked at him as if seeing him for the first time with that sexy animalistic masculine presence that most black men had. She'd only gotten a passing glimpse of his cock at the pool party, but what she'd seen of it looked magnificent. "Thanks, Max," she replied. "But my mom wouldn't be here partying with the seniors."
"Wrong, saw her earlier arriving with the Coach, but she was still in uniform, not dressed all fine like you gurl." Her ran his eyes down her body again. "Seen Patty?"
"Not in a while," she responded. Suck his cock, whispered a voice in her head. You know you want to, suck him like Patty sucked off your man. Than after you suck him, fuck him long and hard. Kitty shrugged it off. She had a boyfriend. She couldn't go around sucking and fucking every black man in school. Max and Patty seemed to have paired up too. The blackest of black men and one of the palest white girls in school were now a couple. A pale white girl that had sucked off Kitty's boyfriend. Her eye twitched picturing them together. "I'll tell her you're looking for her."
"Thanks."
Kitty suddenly had a thought and it wasn't a nice one, but it was one that might teach some women to stay away from Samson. "Hey Max," she said smiling sweetly. "I'm really happy for you and Patty. Why don't you wait for her in the tent and I'll go find her and send her to you?"
"Sounds good. Tell her site 13"
"I sure will." Kitty turned and headed back towards the fire.
**********
Jenny sat back down. Black was over by a group of his boys including Stubby who had both fucked her ass and her pussy at her pool. She felt herself blush when Stubby turned to meet her eyes, giving her a quick wink. Jenny quickly turned her face away but found herself staring into dark eyes that stared at her both lustfully and with contempt. Hercules West would never forgive her for failing him in health class. His brother was staring at her too, but Samson stared at her like all the other boys did, like they were hot for teacher.
Jenny stood and walked away from the fire. "I'm going to find Kitty, she told Black. He waved her on and turned back to his rapt audience as he regaled them with some football story from his short time as a pro. She passed some vacant campsites. The seniors staying here the night had separated their tents to have some privacy. She saw a group of her students, mixed black and white and was about to ask them if they'd seen Kitty when the smell of marijuana hit her. One, Melissa Johnson, was holding out some money to a black man. She saw Jenny and quickly put her money away alerting the others. When they saw her, most immediately tried to hide their joints except for Andy Gooch. The black stoner shrugged and took a puff off his. "You're a little short, Mel," he told the girl who obviously had been trying to buy some pot off him. Jenny quickly walked away and heard chuckling erupt behind her. She saw some of her girls, but Kitty wasn't with them. Jenny turned to walk down by the lake, but before she hit the beach, a strong hand grabbed her shoulder and spun her around.
"There you are, Jenny," said Samson, placing his hands on her hips and pulling her crotch against his. The moment his bulge pressed against her, her pussy began to drip, and her nipples started throbbing. "Let's go find an empty tent."
Startled, Jenny placed her hand against his hard chest to push him back. "Samson! What are you doing?"
"I want some more of that fine white pussy, Jenny gurl."
"That's Mrs. Summers, young man." She let her hand slide over one of his pecs and felt her pussy tingle. "Look, what happened at the pool was a mistake. It was fun, but a mistake."
"Come on gurl, you know you want some more of this." He grabbed her wrist and moved her hand down to his bulge. She grabbed it, her body shivering as it swelled in her hand. Samson pulled her closer, his head turning, lips approaching hers. She squeezed his bulge, remembering how beautiful his young dark cock was.
Her lips parted, but before they could kiss, a young couple burst out of the bushes giggling. Jenny pushed herself back off Samson and stepped back. "No," she whispered. "I'm not going to cheat on the Coach again."
"Don't you mean, Mr. Summers?"
"Shut up and leave me alone." Jenny turned away and hastened down to the beach. She'd just made it when her phone beeped. Jenny glanced at it. It was a message from Black. He wanted her to meet him in a tent on site 13. She grinned at the thought of fooling around in a tent on bonfire night. It would be just like she was a teenager again only this time it wouldn't be Harold, it'd be a real man.
**********
"Here ya go Coach, thanks for letting me borrow your phone."
"Next time don't leave your house without a charger," said Black.
"I won't," she replied. Kitty brazenly moved her eyes down the Coach's broad chest to his pants. Her lips curled up in a smirk when she saw his bulging crotch expand. His own eyes roamed down to her cleavage before glancing up nervously and looking around for her mother. The sheer top had been a good idea despite her earlier misgivings.
The best way to get back at her mother for fucking Samson was for Kitty to do the same to Black and it was going to be easy. Truthfully, she thought of his cock a lot. Ever since spying on him with her mother, a part of her lusted for his huge black cock, even bigger and more masculine then Samson's. She'd have it, but first she needed to break them up and not just, so she'd get a shot at his cock, but for what her mother had done to her poor daddy with her boyfriend. "I'll see you later, Coach," she said, winking at him.
Kitty turned, certain that his dark eyes were focusing on the lower ass cheeks spilling out of her jean shorts. She headed off to the trails looking for one of her girls. They'd disappeared into the camping area with various black members of the football team. Despite the pool party virtually turning into an orgy, the cheerleaders and black football players seemed to have paired up. Patty and Max, Fitness obsessed Pamela and oddly enough fat Deon, Miko and Leroy, and Susan had been seen that day holding hands at different times with both LD and Anthony. Only Stubby hadn't come out of the party with a white girlfriend and Kitty was about to rectify that. Finally, she spotted Patty kneeling and giving a blow job to Leroy.
The black man groaned, and Patty jerked a little, gulping loudly before she snorted, sperm leaking out of her mouth. The buxom redhead quickly pulled his cock down as she arched her back letting him explode all over her white tits. Kitty watched that beautiful swollen pierced cock squirting jet after jet of milky white semen out to splatter on Patty's pale rosy nipples. She wished it was her kneeling before the hung black man.
Patty released his spent cock and rubbed his semen into her nipples, moaning as her finger flickered over the hard nubs. "Oops!" she squealed looking up to catch Kitty watching her. The redhead looked sheepish, she'd just been caught. She pulled her red "COCKS" top down over her bare breasts and stood while Leroy pulled his baggy pants up.
"S'up, Kitty," said Leroy. He reached out and squeezed her ass cheek. "How's dat fine ass?"
"Tight and accommodating as you well know," she flirted.
"Hmm, not sure. You might have to remind me sometime. I wouldn't mind seeing if some other places are as tight and accommodating either."
"I just might give you the chance," she said, embarrassed by her own behavior. She didn't want to cheat on Samson again, but she wasn't sure she could resist Leroy or if she'd even try. He chuckled and walked off.
Patty licked her lips. "I don't know what came over me. I suddenly had a taste for cum and Pamela told me she was shocked by how good it had tasted.
"I didn't notice Pam sucking Leroy off."
Patty giggled. "She didn't." The redhead continued when Kitty looked at her curiously. "She sucked his cum out of Miko's pussy to keep her from getting knocked up."
"By good, was she talking about Leroy's semen or Miko's pussy?"
Patty laughed. They'd all had suspicions about Pam's sexuality for years. "Anyway, not surprised about Pamela, but Miko shocked me. I find it a little unsettling myself."
"Yeah, we've showered with both of them," said Kitty remembering her pastor's sermon on the sins of homosexuality. "I guess if they're okay with it, we should be too."
"You won't tell Max, will you?"
"No."
"Where is he anyway? Said something about setting up our tent and now that my belly's full, my pussy is craving some."
"Haven't seen him," she lied. "Besides, I need your help with Amber."
"What about her?"
"Stubby wants a girlfriend."
**********
Amber winced, her hands gripping the sides of the air mattress as Lar's large penis head spread her labia apart. She winced again when he thrust forwards and broke her hymen. Lars groaned as his dick slid all the way in. "You okay, babe?" he asked.
"Yeah, it only hurt a little. Feels fine now. You?"
He snorted. "I've never felt anything so good in my life." She giggled a little beneath him. "I'm going to want to do it a lot from now on."
"We'll see," she replied, pulling his head down and giving him a passionate kiss. Their tongues twirled together, and Amber was really glad they'd decided to go this extra step tonight. Bonfire night was ranked second for losing your virginity after prom. It felt good having a man inside her, being connected on this level. He jerked back suddenly and nearly pulled his entire penis out, but kept the head spreading her open slightly. "What's wrong?" she asked. He was panting hard.
"Nothing," he said, looking embarrassed. "I was getting close that's all. I want this to last a while." Lars pushed himself off her and sat up, looking down at his girlfriend of five months. Amber was Coxville born and bred. She was tall and lithe with the sexiest belly he'd ever seen. He had a thing for navels and stared at all the cheerleaders' bellybuttons thanking god and Principal Long for the stomach baring uniforms. They all had sexy stomachs, but Amber's was the best. At least that's what he told himself as she was the only cheerleader between boyfriends when he'd asked her out. As much as he loved her stomach, Coxville breasts were any woman's dominant feature and Amber's didn't disappoint. They were tied with Patty's as the biggest on the squads, EE with East West nipples, pointing in opposite directions. Her areolae were faint and large blending in with her pale skin. The nipples were nickel sized, darker, but flat and didn't protrude much at all. She was a sun worshipper, golden brown skin except where her skimpy bikini covered which was as pale as redheaded Patty's. Her looks were slightly different in that she kept her Raven black hair cut short and boyish. She favored dark red lipstick too. Her green eyes stared at him as he buried his prick in her again. This time, he noticed a slight lifting of her hips into him. Amber took in her hot boyfriend. Lars was named after a Dutch ancestor and his family went way back. Sandy blonde hair, blue eyes, devilish face. She liked his stomach as much as he liked hers, flat and firm, with nice abs above it. He wasn't much of an athlete, but he liked lifting weights. His biceps were as big as any whites in the school, dwarfed only by a lot of the brutish over muscled negroes.
Lars pulled back and thrust forwards again and then again. The feeling came back, but he couldn't stop this time. Lars quickly lowered himself and slid his tongue over her nipple, wishing it stood out enough that he could take it between his lips to suckle. He lasted three more thrusts before his penis began jerking, filling the condom with his seed. He collapsed.
Amber pushed up on him and with a grunt he pushed himself up. He pulled his penis out. She stared at it fascinated. Some of her blood covered the latex. "It looks even bigger," she whispered, as he rolled the condom off. The receptacle was filled with semen, another drop of the white stuff appeared on the tip of his swollen penis only to drip down like a tiny raindrop. Lars discarded the condom in the leaves beside the mattress and buried it. Amber stared in continued fascination as the big swollen five-inch penis began receding and shriveling down, four inches and bent over, three inches and hanging over his testicles, two inches, contracting further into his scrotum until it was just a thin withered inch long tube. She grinned knowing it would be ready to grow bigger the next time.
Lars collapsed beside her. "Wow, you'd think it was my birthday."
"Hey, I stroked you off for your birthday." Giving Lars a hand job for his birthday three months ago had been the first time she'd seen his penis. She'd jerked him off several more times since. Her growing fascination with his penis was what convinced her to give up her virginity. He'd wanted her to put her lips on it, but she found the idea repulsive even though she knew lots of the cheerleaders did it for their boyfriends. Todd had even bragged about Kitty's blowjobs and the thought of Lar's telling everyone she'd sucked him off turned her off the idea though Lars had a lot more class then Todd White.



"Happy birthday, babe," he said. "Wanna go join the party?"
"Or we can lay here naked and do it again?"
Lars grinned from ear to ear just as the loud horn went off right outside the tent.
AH-OOO-GA!
They both jumped as the tent flap ripped open. Lar's held his hand over his scrotum as Kitty and Patty stuck their heads in. "There's the birthday girl," cried Kitty. "Get dressed. You're coming with us."
"What for?"
"We got a present for you," said Patty.
"Something all girls should get on their eighteenth birthday," added Kitty. Lars sat up reaching for his pants. "You can wait here," she told him.
"Alright, alright. I'm coming."
"Oh, you will be," said Kitty. "You will be. Now hurry up." She closed the flap.
"Damn, did you see her top?" Lars whispered.
Amber nodded, grabbing her underwear. It was her sexiest, as sheer as Kitty's top. She'd worn it special for this night. Lars had stared intently as her nipples through the thin white bra and even more intently at her dark black pubic mound through the panty. She hadn't let him anywhere near that until tonight. He was staring now just as intently as she lifted her hips and pulled the panty up. She grinned proudly when she noticed that his penis had extended to two inches while watching her. Amber pulled on her cheerleading uniform. "Be right back," she said, kissing him before leaving the tent.
"Took ya long enough," said Kitty, grabbing her arm, and leading her off towards the picnic area.
"Where are we going?" asked Amber. She pulled her lipstick out of a little pocket on her uniform and reapplied it to her lips, smacking them together.
"To get your present," said Patty. "Kitty and I both have one and we hope you'll like yours just as much."
Amber shrugged and returned her lipstick just as Patty took her other arm. Amber had used to dream of the day she'd be invited into Kitty's inner circle. There were 14 girls on the squad, but Kitty kept her clique down to her five friends. Even introverted Susan got invited to Kitty's pool all the time like they had last night. Amber had her own little clique, three other seniors and one of their little sisters, a junior were her closest friends. The junior, Lucy was being groomed to take Kitty's place next year. The others in the squad were two sophomores and two more juniors.
Amber's clique was secondary to Kitty's, much like basketball cheerleaders were secondary to football cheerleaders. She'd dreamt of moving up to Kitty's but started having second thoughts when Kitty and Todd broke up and as rumor had it, she'd cheated on Todd with Samson. Some of the others had gotten down right flirty with the nigg... negroes on the team tonight also. Amber tried to be more open minded about racism, but she'd heard her father use the "N" word so often, it had imprinted itself on her. He hated the local blacks with a passion.
"Where are we going?" she asked again. "I want to get back to Lars."
"Patience," said Patty.
"Lars can wait," added Kitty. They guided her further from the tents and partiers to a lone picnic table in the darkness with a shadowy figure seated on the bench.
"Who is that?" she asked, shivering a little. The shadowy figure reminded her of the crazy sex dream she'd had last month. She'd dreamt she was at this lake only it was summer, and she was in her tiny bikini. It had suddenly grown dark and a large shadowy man had grabbed her from behind, ripping her bikini off. He'd grabbed her breasts and slid his huge penis into her. Amber felt her nipples throb as she remembered the dream. She'd been so horny the next morning that it had helped convince her to give up her virginity. "Who is that...Stubby?"
"Happy birthday Amber," said Stubby. "The cheerleaders wanted to give you a present."
Amber's eyes were on the box in his lap. His hands were holding it a little obscenely as it was a long-elongated box with a little bow on top. It looked like a liquor box, but she wasn't much of a drinker. So why had they gotten her wine? Amber was curious now. She stepped closer. "Let me have it?" she asked, "Please."
Stubby looked down at the box. He pulled the bowed top off and looked inside. Amber leaned over to look down, but he quickly replaced the lid. "Come and get it, gurl. Best present you're ever going to get."
"Yeah, go get it, Amber." Kitty added. Both she and Patty had stepped back. They moved into the shadows leaving her alone with the black man.
Amber glanced at Stubby. His dark eyes stared back at her. He was a tough looking negro and had black features such as a flat nose and big lips. His head was smooth, and he sported a goatee. His real name was Franklin Stubbs, but only teachers called him that. Stubby was also the second shortest black man in school except for Dewey who was a few inches shorter. He was a tight ball of huge muscles though and performed well on the field. "Very well then," she said, feeling like she was being set up.
Stubby kept the box in his lap, holding it with both hands, but he did bend it a little so that it leaned in her direction. The moonlight was bright enough that Amber could indeed see that it was a gift box for liquor. The kind you give someone for Christmas. There were stripes on it and snowflakes. Highlighted in the center were the words Best Gift Ever. Stubby must have provided it. His dad owned Stubb's Wine and Spirits. A package store catering mostly to Westside niggers. Her old-fashioned dad believed that "niggers" had no self-control when it came to booze, drugs, or sex. The Stubbs family were one of the better off black families because of the business and Stubby made a pretty penny providing alcohol to his classmates. "Come on," he said impatiently.
"I don't really drink."
"Just open it and tell me if it isn't the Best Gift Ever."
"Okay," she replied. Amber couldn't help thinking that this was the most she and Stubby had ever spoken in the 12 years they'd gone to school together. She reached out and lifted the lid, but it was too dark to see inside. He continued to hold the box steady as she reached in. Her fingers encountered a smooth knob, kind of like a golf ball only more the size of a large peach. "What is this?" she asked, "A stopper of some kind?"
He chuckled. "Nope."
Amber pulled on it. Stubby grunted as she did, but the stopper didn't pull free. So, it wasn't the cork on a liquor bottle. The thing flared out a few inches under the tip. She tugged again, yanking her hand back in surprise when some kind of fluid squirted in her palm. She turned her palm over, the fluid glistening in the moonlight. She couldn't identify it, but it was sticky. A squirt gun? A lotion bottle? The knob was certainly as hard as plastic and solid. She reached back in. Her hand squeezed into the box moving further down. The knob was attached to a shaft as thick as a soda can's. She ran her hand up and down it, tugging on the shaft, and got another squirt in the palm. For some reason her nipples were aching again, pulsating along with her beating heart. "What is this thing?" A club or nightstick? But why did it squirt?
"What's it feel like?"
"Honestly," she said. She pictured Lar's erect penis in her mind. "It feels a little like a penis only bigger."
Stubby snorted. "That sure aint no penis."
"Of course, it isn't," Amber laughed pushing her hand deeper into the box. The thing in her hand was hot to the touch too and it felt alive. Her flat nipples were hurting more. They hurt enough she wanted to get this over with and rub lotion on them or get back to the tent with Lars and take her top off so that nothing was rubbing against them. "Come on Stubby, let me have it."
"You sho you wants dis?"
"Yeah, I wants.. want it."
"You sho you wants to know what feels like a penis, but is big like dis?"
"Yes, give it too me already."
Stubby let go of the box. He'd been holding it together. The cardboard fell away and Amber looked down at the black monster in her hand. "Oh my god," she cried. The pain in her nipples grew as they swelled out a little.
"That's a black cock you is holding, not some little white penis."
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TCCS Part 3: Chapter 24: A Fog Rolls in Across the Lake
Pink lips pressed hard against pink lips. Pamela pressed down harder on Miko. The smaller halfAsian girl writhed beneath the more dominant athletic Pamela. Miko's hips began thrusting upwards as if wishing Pamela had a cock between her legs with which to fuck her. Pamela wished she had a cock to fuck Miko with. She could give Miko a lot of pleasure, but she couldn't give her the pleasure Leroy's huge black cock had. Nor could Miko do for Pamela what Leroy or Deon had done for her. "Patience," she whispered, kissing Miko again. "I have one coming."
"Oh god," moaned Miko as Pamela kissed down her neck. "I need Leroy's cock again."
"Sorry, I couldn't find him." Pamela squeezed Miko's gorgeous breast, watching the nipple swell up. C cups were on the smallish side in Coxville, but they looked big on Miko's smaller Asian frame. Her own breasts used to be a large C-cup and it took a nearly obsessive daily physical routine to keep them down to their current B-cup size. No amount of exercise would reduce them further and once when Pamela was laid up with a broken leg, they'd ballooned back up to Cs within two weeks and she felt they would have kept growing if she hadn't started exercising again.
"Knock knock," said a deep voice outside.
A shiver of lust shook Pamela's body when she heard the voice. "In here," she said.
The flap of the tent was pulled aside, and the two young women's noses were immediately filled with the scent of corn chips and beer as fat Deon crawled in to join them. Miko scrunched up her nose in distaste when she saw it was the fat black man joining them. Her arm moved to cover her breasts. He rose up to his knees. Deon's immense bulk filled most of the tent. "You girls order some nigger cock?" he asked, pulling a stained tee shirt over his head.
Deon's out of shape torso disgusted both women. Miko was thoroughly turned off by the excess flesh hanging off Deon's chest and belly. Pamela saw him differently. To her Deon was a lump of dark clay, that with some training, proper dieting, and exercise, she could shape him into a black Adonis. His biceps were already shaped and bigger than any other blacks on the team.
"Ah, no," answered Miko, "but I am looking for Leroy. Have you seen him?"
"Yeah, he's around," said Deon, undoing the strings on his sweat pants.
"Then I'll get dressed and go find him," said Miko. "Leave you two alone." She gave Pamela a
glance that spoke volumes. How could you fuck this fat slob? Or Kitty for that matter? The most popular girl in school had taken both Stubby and Deon at the same time yesterday afternoon.
"You ain't goin nowhere bitch, til you had some of this." His meaty hand pulled his monster of a cock out of his sweats.
"Don't talk to me like th..." Miko froze staring at it as if seeing it for the first time. She'd seen it yesterday. He'd fucked Pamela several times in the bed right beside Miko, but she'd been distracted by Leroy's near constant fucking. Deon was darker skinned then Little Leroy and so was his cock. He held the floppy monstrosity in his hand and shook it. The thick black cock swelled some more.
It grew even bigger when Pamela reached out and grabbed the end. She shifted her position and guided the growing cock towards her mouth. It hardened fully when Pamela's tongue flickered out to twirl around the head. Pamela stopped for a moment, holding the huge black shaft and staring at the head. Then she kissed it. She kissed the very tip of Deon's cock with as much affection as she had Miko's soft lips earlier. It was a strange thing to do and something she'd never have done for Brian. Todd maybe, if he'd asked, but not anymore. Pamela opened her mouth a took the giant black cock head inside her throat all the way down to her uvula.
"Let me try," said Miko beside her. The smaller girl had come around on all fours and was staring at her friend sucking Deon's cock. "I think he's bigger than Leroy," she said.
"I sure am," chuckled Deon, proudly. He watched Miko grab his shaft and try to pull his cock out of Pamela's mouth. Pam relented and Miko guided the head between her own lips. "You bitches sure is hungry for some nigger cock meat. I used to have trouble getting even that ho Stacy to fuck me, now you two is fighting over my junk."
God, he was foul! Pamela wanted to shut him up, stop him from talking. She sat up on her knees, placed both hands on his jowls and guided his lips against hers. His prehensile tongue pushed into her mouth and her own tongue danced with his. She could taste the corn chips as he slobbered all over her mouth with his own. Instead of being disgusted, her eyes closed, and a low lustful moan grew deep in her throat. She felt a stronger connection with this man than she ever had with Brian and her feelings were even growing stronger. One huge black hand came around and squeezed the hard cheek of her ass even as another meaty hand grabbed her tit and squeezed. Pamela threw her arms around his neck and pulled his tongue even deeper down her throat. Her body pressed hard into his flesh. Like most obese men, he sweated profusely, and her lithe white torso was soon as slick as his.
When she finally broke their embrace, she looked down to see Miko had swallowed more than half the thick 13 or 14-inch cock down her throat. She felt jealous at the sight and she wasn't sure if she was jealous that Miko was getting his cock all to herself or was she envious that Fat Deon was able to give her beautiful girlfriend something Miko craved that Pamela couldn't give her.
"Hey, hey, hey," said Deon, doing a pretty good Fat Albert. "Time for some Jello pudding."
He placed his hand on her head and pushed her down on all fours beside Miko. The half Japanese girl had forced nearly a foot of Deon's cock down her throat. Her eyes were closed, tears running out from under her lips at the strain of swallowing such a huge cock, but her throat was making the same lustful moan that Pam's had while kissing him.
Miko pulled back and then pulled back some more until the head sprang free of her mouth. Just as Pamela had, she placed a kiss on the tip of Deon's cock. Then Miko surprised her. She noticed Pamela staring at Deon's cock and bent the shaft towards Pamela, sharing it with her. Pam leaned forwards, but Miko yanked it back and kissed the head again. She giggled, teasingly and aimed it back towards Pamela. This time, she let Pam have it. Pam moaned again as Deon's cock head pushed its way past her tonsils. Pam swayed her body sucking her favorite cock. Miko helped her, milking the shaft, her little hand looking ridiculously small against the thick cock.
"Here it comes bitches," he grunted.
The cock shuddered like a garden hose suddenly coming to life. A river of hot cum shot down her throat. Pamela rocked backwards, the cock head entering her mouth. The volume caught her off guard, her cheeks ballooning outward as her mouth filled to the point she started gagging, sperm dribbling down her chin.
Miko yanked hard on the cock, pulling it free of Pamela's mouth. Pamela swallowed his cum down just as the head blew out another wad that nearly covered Miko's entire face with his hot thick cum before her lips closed over the head. She gulped contentedly, her hand slowly stroking along the shaft milking it for as much of his seed as she could get. Miko pulled back, her mouth open and Pam could see the last bit of Deon's seed before she closed her mouth and gulped it down. Miko closed her eyes savoring the taste, swaying a little as if drunk on cum.
"You bitches sho do know how to drain a pair of balls," grunted Deon. He was jerking his cock off trying to keep it hard. He reached out and grabbed some of Miko's hair. "On your back, slut," he growled. Miko leaped to obey, looking excited. He looked over at Pamela. "You on all fours."
Pamela leaped to obey just as fast. She crawled over besides Miko, bending down to kiss her friend on the lips. Their tongues touched, but Pamela moved her mouth away to kiss and lap up some of the cum on Miko's face. "FFUUCCKK!" she screamed, rearing up. Half of Deon's cock had been shoved deep in her pussy. "FUCK!" she cried again as he worked it in and out of her, the head pushing deeper. "FUCK! FUCK ME!"
He slapped her ass. "Fuck you with what? My big nigger cock?"
"FUCK ME WITH YOUR BIG NIGGER COCK!"
"Fucking nigger loving whore," muttered a white male voice from outside the tent.
"JESUS DEON! You feel so good in me," moaned Pamela crying from the pleasure she was receiving. "I love your big nigger cock. I'm... I'm... CUMMING!"
"WOW!" said Miko beside her, looking up at the expressions on Pamela's face as she orgasmed. The expression of pure pleasure turned to disappointment as Deon pulled his cock out. Miko watched in awe as the huge wet cock glistened in the light of their little lamp.
Deon grabbed it and bent the head down towards her pussy. "You want this?" he asked, slapping the head down on her pubes.
"Yes please."
"What do you want?"
"I want you to fuck me," grunted Miko. Pam could see Miko's hips were lifting up off the floor of the tent wanting to receive him.
"What do you want me to fuck you with?" Deon bent his cock downwards.
Miko moaned with frustration. "Your big cock. Fuck me with your big cock," she whimpered, begging for it. He slapped the head down hard again, this time on her pussy lips and Miko winced. "Your big nigger cock. FUCK ME WITH YOUR BIG NIGGER COCK!"
Pamela watched closely as Miko's pussy lips spread out around the huge cock head, gripping it tightly, bending inwards slightly as the head spread her open. Miko looked shocked, then pleased, then stunned as more and more of the giant cock penetrated her. Her hips raised to receive him as inch after inch of his cock penetrated her. Then Pamela lost sight of her body as Deon laid down on the petite woman. All Pam could see were Miko's white fingers digging into Deon's shoulders and her legs spread wide around Deon's hips as his flabby black ass rose and fell rapidly. Miko let out a muffled cry of pleasure and Pamela watched her toes curl as her legs trembled.
Deon pushed himself off with his strong arms and sat back up. Miko looked pleasantly stunned. She was covered with a sheen of Deon's sweat as she laid there staring at the top of the tent, gasping for air. Deon slapped his cock against Pamela's ass and guided the head back into her. He grabbed her hips pulling her back into his thrusting cock, fucking her hard and fast until she came again. This time she fell forwards burying her head in her arms. There was a loud POP as his cock sprang free.
He turned back to Miko. She nodded her head eagerly, reaching down and spreading her pussy open for him as he pushed the head back in past her folds. This time he didn't lay down. He lifted her by the knees and fucked her hard. Pamela sat up and watched jealously as they fucked hoping that Deon wouldn't prefer Miko to her and that Miko would still have time for some soft feminine love with her. Miko's breasts flopped back and forth just as Deon's entire torso shook with each thrust, his sweat flying off his body.
Pamela stared at Deon and for a moment she saw his potential to be a true black beast. Gone was the fat shaking flesh to be replaced by a hard-muscled brute as big or bigger than any of the
black brutes of Coxville County. She vowed at once to help him reach his potential.
Deon grunted and slammed his cock forwards holding it still as Miko screamed. Pamela could see Miko's golden flat tummy undulating and she knew that Deon's was filling her womb with his seed. Deon worked his cock around a little, making sure every last drop of his cum was inside her. Pam's tongue could never give Miko that kind of pleasure no matter how hard she tried and she was filled with jealousy again.
Pamela was halfway dressed in her underwear by the time Deon pulled his cock out of Miko and looked her way. "Where the fuck you going? I ain't done."
She stretched her sports bra out and adjusted her panty. "I need to think. I'm going for a swim."
"At night?" asked Miko finally sitting up, a stream of semen began flowing from her pussy.
Hmm, that looked good, though Pamela staring at the sperm. Deon's seed flavored with Miko's pussy juice had to be good. "I do it every time I come to the lake. I swim out to the island and back."
"That's like a mile off shore. You're crazy."
"I've done it a dozen times. Trust me, I'll be back."
"Wait," cried Miko.
Pam ignored her and slipped out the tent flap. They weren't far from the water and she didn't feel nervous if anyone caught her in her underwear. It was athletic sports underwear and resembled the bikini that she'd worn yesterday at the pool.
Pamela strolled to the shoreline and into the water. The moon was full and over the island. The dark outline of slave island was visible and for a moment she thought she saw a light flickering out there. Campers this time of year were unusual. She fell forwards, feeling the cool water embrace her body cleaning it of Deon's sweat. Her lithe arms propelled her forwards and soon she was rapidly swimming towards the lake. Her jealousy and confusion disappearing with the familiarity of a good workout.
Pamela was halfway across when the mist enveloped her.
**********
Stacy wasn't used to rejection. In the last 24 hours, it appeared she had lost all her boyfriends to white girls. It felt like everyone was getting laid but her. Even Susan of all people! A short time ago, the formerly uptight racist bitch who had tried to keep Stacy off the squad had passed her with LD, Leroy, and Omar in tow. She led them off into the darkness towards the picnic area openly joking about taking all three men. Obviously kidding, even Stacy hadn't gone that far.
Stacy stood up and stretched seductively. She was wearing a white spaghetti strap top that left her dark belly exposed. It was actually sized to expose just a hint of midriff, but her Coxville breasts lifted the hem well above her navel. When she raised her arms over her head and stretched, the hem exposed the bottoms of her bare breasts. She relaxed and pulled the hem down, tightening the material over her hard-brown nipples. The outline of both nipples and puffy areola were on full display, telling the world that she was braless. No one paid her any attention.
Samson was near the bonfire with his brother, but she was still pissed at him for calling her Kitty the last time they'd fucked. Hercules was a strong possibility. She'd never had him and no doubt his cock would be as great as Samson's. They were engrossed in conversation and not paying her any attention.
She frowned looking around for anyone to fuck, but most of the blacks had disappeared and only some of the whites were left. Many of the white football players had left distraught after what had seemed to be a mass dumping of them by their white girlfriends. She spun around and put a little extra shake in her ass as she walked to the keg to refill her cup. Her cheek hugging cut off jean shorts had enticed many a nigga to take off after her fine ass.
She filled her cup and sighed. Since discovering sex, she hadn't looked back. Black cock was an addiction and the more you had the more you wanted. The problem was that sexual satisfaction was not emotional satisfaction and it often left her feeling empty that she didn't have a more connected emotional bond with a man. She was just an easy piece of ass to the black team members. Stacy probably would have descended into having multiple babies with multiple unknown fathers if her mother hadn't insisted she start birth control early. Her Pop Pop had made sure she kept her studies up to as long as she was a student in his school and she was grateful.
Stacy slipped off her flip flops when she reached the beach. She reached down and picked them up with one hand, sipping from her cup with the other. Stacy headed along the lakeshore away from the bonfire, the moon light reflected off the water and was enough for her to find her way.
She saw the man before he saw her and paused to watch. He bent down and found a stone, flicking it out and skipping it across the water three times before it sank. "Bet I could do four," she said, startling him.
He straightened up and turned to look at her. His eyes fell down to appreciate her breasts. It felt good to be appreciated again even if it was a white dude. She smiled at him and he cocked a grin back. "You're on." They both scanned the beach for a smooth rock. Stacy took her phone out and used its light to help until she spotted a nice flat one. "Got one," he said.
"Me too." She took him in. He was tall and fit with an angular face. He had some scruff on his chin that she didn't like. He had brown eyes and hair with one long strand that stuck out and hung down as far as his mouth. Alright looking, but not stunningly handsome. He wore a tee shirt that tightly gripped his muscles, not nigga brute bulging, but fit. His waist was lean with broad shoulders. He had long shorts and red sneakers and... a surprisingly impressive bulge for a white boy!
"Like what ya see?" he asked, embarrassing her. "Cause I sure do." His eyes studied her appreciatively. This was one bold white boy. "Hugh Cox," he said.
"So it appears," she answered. "But what's your name?" It took two to flirt. He laughed. "I'm Stacy..."
"Stacy Brown," he finished. "Everyone knows who you are. We have Chemistry together," he added with a wink.
He was good. "I've seen you around. It's hard to keep up with all you Coxes, but I didn't come up through the grades with you, right?"
"My family lives right on the border with Tittsville. I went there until last year, then I switched to Coxville for a change of pace. Figured a Cox might get better grades in Coxville. You'd do really well in Tittsville."
She smiled. He was really good. If he made a play she was ready to fuck him even if he didn't have no big black nigga cock. She tossed her rock up and caught it. "So, you ready?" He nodded. Her arm flung out, releasing the flat stone. It skipped three times and went pretty far.
"Not bad," he replied, flinging his own out. It also skipped three times before sinking. "Four skips are tough."
"It sure is. Well, nice meeting you Hugh Cox," she said, but didn't turn to leave.
He looked at her startled as if he was afraid she was leaving. "Wait. One more time?"
"Okay."
"This time we'll make it interesting."
"A bet? And what are we betting Hugh Cox." Stacy waited for it. Here it comes, she thought. A blow job? You let me fuck you? In the ass? No, it would be a blow job. It was always a blow job. And she'd agree. Of course, she'd agree. She was Downtown Stacy Brown.
"Dinner," was his answer, startling her. "Tonight. I'm famished."
Stacy froze in shock. A white boy wanted to be seen in public with a black girl? That was unheard of. He was waiting for an answer. "You're on," she replied. Fuck it, if Samson could be seen openly dating Kitty, then she could have a white boy of her own and screw what anyone thought.
"Let's find us some stones."
They both spent extra-long looking for just the right stone to skip for her bet. Hugh was first, flipping his stone over waiting on her. She finally found a nice smooth one. "Loser buys dinner?"
she confirmed.
"Yep. Ladies first."
Stacy smiled and nodded. She strolled closer to the water until her feet got wet. With a strong toss, she skipped her rock out over the water. One. two. three... Plunk!
"Three. Not bad," said Hugh. "Told ya, four skips is tough." He lined his arm up doing a few practice swings. His arm jerked out as he released the stone. At the last minute, he turned the stone down. Plunk! "Damn! Looks like I blew it."



Stacy didn't say anything. He'd lost on purpose. He wanted to buy her dinner! Her head turned out over the lake. "Wow, look at that?"
Hugh followed her gaze at the wall of mist approaching. "Shit, that's as thick as the fog last month. Let's get out of here before it hits." He held his hand out.
Stacy Brown was jokingly called Downtown Stacy Brown because she was always more than willing to go downtown on some brother's junk. Now a white boy had his hand out for her wanting to take her out on a dinner date? She reached out and took his hand and it felt... wonderful.
Hugh and Stacy held hands as they hurried down the beach to escape the encroaching thick wall of fog. "How's Floyd's sound?"
Floyd's BBQ was a popular spot on I-69, a slight drive, but she loved eating there. It was actually one of the few black owned businesses in Coxville County. "Floyd's sounds wonderful," she answered squeezing his hand with hers.
Stacy Brown couldn't believe how happy she felt at that moment.
**********
Wendy "Wonder Woman" Williams strolled down to the end of the dock, looking up at the bright moon. She turned around and glanced back at the bonfire in the distance. She could see some dark figures dancing around and the sounds of rap music drifted over the water towards her. She hadn't wanted to come to the party, but her friend Carol had insisted and Carol had quickly disappeared in a tent with her boyfriend.
Wendy had just started attending Coxville High this year. Her family had chosen homeschooling for generations ever since the state forced integration on the people of Coxville County. Much to her embarrassment, racism was the primary cause. Her father detested the local blacks. She'd insisted on going to public school her senior year mostly because she wanted the high school experience and to socialize more with people her own age. So far Carol Birch was the only real friends she'd made. She'd hit it off with Pamela as they were both athletic fitness buffs, but Pamela was a cheerleader and their little clique was closed to outsiders. What she really wanted
was a boyfriend and though she'd received many admiring glances, few men measured up.
She was called Wonder Woman for several reasons. First, at 6' 3", she was an amazon. The tallest girl in the school and probably the entire town. She wasn't a willowy skinny model type either like most tall women. She had a perfect hourglass figure with a firm outthrust rear end and Coxville EE breasts. Another reason she was called Wonder Woman was her resemblance to Lynda Carter. Long glossy black hair with curls framed a lovely countenance capped by piercing blue eyes. Her figure matched TV's Wonder Woman also though her native breasts were much larger and she was taller by another half foot. The final reason was that Wendy was a true wonder at near everything she did. She was a setter on a female volleyball team based in Coxburg and there was talk of her trying out for the Olympics. She excelled at track, field sports, and was an amazing gymnast even though she was sized more as an American Gladiator than a petite gymnast.
Wendy lowered her eyes from the moon and was surprised to see the wall of white slowly moving across the lake towards her. The mist was the thickest she'd ever seen, solid looking and rising about ten feet off the water. She'd heard a lot about the fog last month, but she herself hadn't experienced it. Wendy had been out of the county at a volleyball tournament that night. That was the night of September 24. She remembered it well as her team had won big that night and she'd woken up in her hotel room from a crazy sex dream where a shadowy bearded figure had convinced her to surrender her maidenhead to him. She'd been so aroused that night that she decided it was time to give up her virginity and find a boyfriend. The problem was that most of the men in her height range all had girlfriends or seemed intimidated by her. She'd heard that Todd White and Kitty had broken up recently. Now he would be a catch. Wendy and the quarterback of the Coxville Cocks! Maybe she would feel him out, flirt a little and test his reaction. He was close to measuring up to her in height, but no one could have measured up to her dream lover that night. A dream lover so good, it had left her wanting a good fuck in the real world.
The mist was getting closer. It approached the end of the dock. She closed her eyes and stretched her arms out prepared to feel it's damp touch. She didn't see the tendril of mist reach out from the wall. The tip of the spectral tentacle touched her right in the middle of her forehead.
Wendy's body jerked and she fell forwards into the mist, hitting the water with a loud splash.
**********
Wendy gasped and raised herself out of the water. "Here, hold da log," said the black woman beside her. She reached out and wrapped her arms around the log. "Kick! Kick, you fool!" said the other woman. Wendy kicked staring out towards the island in the distance. She looked behind her. Bald black men were on the shore carrying more fallen trees down to the water to help the growing group of slaves fleeing the massacre on the plantation.
One giant black man wearing only loose pants with a tied rope around them for a belt aided Mama Tituba down to the water. She clutched her precious book to her chest until he took the book and placed it on a makeshift raft of sticks helping the distraught woman onto the raft.
Tituba wept and placed her head in her hands even as two more bald black men waded into the water and started pushing the raft deeper, kicking out to propel the raft forwards. Wendy turned away sobbing herself for not only had her own mother been felled by a white man's bullet, but today her god had been hung.
Few of the blacks could swim, but they all made it across. A few of the bald men returned to the shore for more survivors, the occasional shot still ringing out in the distance. They would have lost more, but for the miracle fog that Zombi Damballah had summoned with his dying ejaculation.
Night was falling fast and Wendy dug a depression out in the sand filling it with leaves before laying down to sleep.
Two weeks later, Wendy was plucking the feathers from a goose beside her lean-to. Petruchio had brought it down with a spear. Tituba had claimed to summon the geese down for them, but Wendy had seen them this time of year her entire life. She looked up when she heard the whistle. Petruchio peaked out from behind a bush, motioning for her to join him. She smiled, knowing what he wanted. She looked around before sneaking off to join him.
"I suppose you want payment for the goose?" she asked demurely.
"Your payments are always welcome." Petruchio was naked but for a loincloth. He was not bald like the followers of Prospero. The loincloth was already lifting up as his serpent of Damballah swelled with anticipation. It swelled even more when Wendy let her dirty shift fall off her shoulders. Petruchio stared in admiration at the swell of her breasts, young, firm, and proud, as large as the melons she'd gathered in the fields back on the plantation. Wendy fell to her knees and grabbed Petruchio's cock. She stared at it approvingly before guiding the 10" shaft with its serpentine head between her lips.
"Praise Damballah," groaned Petruchio as she swallowed the head. "That feels so good, Cordelia."
Wendy swallowed deeper, bobbing her head faster at his compliment. She paused only long enough to sit up and guide his shaft between her heavy black breasts, suckling the tip of his cock while she bounced her breasts up and down the shaft of his cock. Before too long, Petruchio grabbed her hair and held her still while his cock spurted his seed into her mouth. She swallowed every drop, loving the taste.
"I want to be with you so bad, Cordelia."
"And I you, Petruchio." Wendy stood and embraced her lover. "I want to give you many babies."
On the day Christians celebrated the birth of their god, Wendy was summoned to Mama Tituba's shack. She pulled her goose down cloak tightly around her shoulders as she nervously walked to the shack. It was cold and lightly snowing. Many feared the winter and some hadn't even seen snow before, but Tituba had assured them that Damballah would keep it from getting too cold.
They'd dried some fish and still had plenty of geese, but they were out of vegetables. Tituba warned them that soon some would began losing their teeth and she had sent small groups to raid storage bins near the plantation. Wendy herself had taken a canoe to the forest to hunt for nuts and berries.
She knocked on the door with trepidation. "Enter, Cordelia," said Tituba from inside.
She opened the door and entered. The room had a fire pit with a cooking pot, several shabby wooden chairs and a mattress filled with goose feathers before the fire. A palace compared to the rest of the escapees living conditions. A large naked man was stooped before the fire, his ass facing, her back rippling with muscles. He was bald, a follower of Prospero. Tituba sat in one of the chairs holding her serpentine staff tightly in one hand. She looked her age. "Mama," said Wendy, giving the wise woman a curtsey.
"I have chosen your mate, Cordelia. It is time for your breeding."
Wendy glanced over at the man as he stood. Her heart sank. He was taller than Petruchio, his back muscles rippled before her turned around. "Rosencrantz!"
"I am Chaga!" he growled. "Rosencrantz was my slave name. I have taken a warrior's name."
"But Mama," she pleaded. "I love Petruchio and he loves me."
"Good for you, but I do not care for such things anymore. I've only loved two things during my time in this shell Cordelia, Damballah and his avatar on earth, Prospero Black, my son. Gaze upon Chaga, child." She did. He was bigger and more muscular that Petruchio. He reached down and presented his hardening cock to her. It was impressive. "Chaga is superior in every way to Petruchio. His serpent of Damballah is much longer and thicker. Chaga's balls are heavier and carry more seed. You child, have shown yourself to be intelligent and resourceful. You are young and healthy with full breasts and child bearing hips. You will give Chaga many children."
"Petruchio..."
"Petruchio will not be allowed to breed. You may fuck him as you desire, but only when you are already with child."
"But why?" They had escaped from Massa but they still weren't free.
"I have my reasons, child. Now remove your clothing and take your place on the breeding bed."
Wendy did as she was told. Chaga gazed at her just as admiringly as Petruchio did when she stripped for him. She couldn't help herself either, gazing with appreciation and trepidation at Chaga's foot long cock, the head was already leaking fluid as he approached her. Wendy felt her own arousal pouring down her thighs even as her brown nipples hardened. She sat down on the soft mattress and laid back as Chaga moved between her legs.
Wendy sucked her lower lip into her mouth as Chaga ran the head of his cock between the folds of his womanhood. Tituba got up from her chair and moved closer to watch. "Remember Cordelia, your duty is to surrender your virginity to the superior cock. Your duty is to breed with the superior cock." Wendy nodded her understanding before screaming in pain as Chaga thrust his cock in hard, bursting her hymen with little effort, his first thrust pushing as deep as Petruchio could have gone. Chaga pulled back and thrust again soliciting another cry from her. Tears rolled down her cheeks at the pain. Chaga buried his cock inside her and held still, letting her get used to its presence.
Tituba stooped near Wendy's head and looked at her, almost evilly. "Do you know what Chaga means in Kiswahili?"
Wendy shook her head.
"It means, to do vigorously." Tituba rapped the end of the serpent staff down hard on Chaga's ass. "Get to work boy," she ordered.
Wendy screamed again as the pounding began, but it hurt less than she expected. Chaga cupped her knees under his arms rapidly thrusting his hips, his cock thrusting in and out of her. She looked up at the hard muscles glistening on his wide chest and her hips began raising into his thrusts. Her whimpers turned to moans, her tears of pain turned to tears of joy and when he buried his cock and seeded her for the first time, the earth shook and stars appeared before her eyes as she discovered what true heavenly bliss really was.
Chaga was such a superior male that his cock only shrank a little inside her before reversing course to full hardness. This time he laid down over her, squeezing her nipples and kissing her. She kissed back, writhing her body in lust beneath her lover. The earth shook again and again and finally even stronger than the first time as he seeded her a second time.
Chaga lived up to his name, seeding her womb seven times that night. They mated many different ways, from behind as the animals did in the fields, he lifted her up and down his cock while standing and kissing her, and she sat on him rocking her body while he licked and squeezed her nipples. Wendy loved every position Chaga showed her.
Towards dawn, he stoked the fire a little higher and came to lie beside her. Tituba returned from somewhere and stared at her. She started to choke. She couldn't breathe. She put her arms up to her neck in fear. Tituba smiled at her. Remember, Wendy Williams, your duty is to surrender your virginity to the superior cock. Your duty is to breed with the superior cock."
Wendy Williams opened her mouth for air, but only water poured in.
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**********
"That's disgusting," said Amber staring in horror at Stubby's black cock. "Why'd you do this?" Her only answer was some giggling in the trees behind her.
"They thought you'd like it," said Stubby.
"Why'd they think that? I have a boyfriend." With a skinny little penis half as big as this, she finished thinking. "Why'd they make me touch another man's penis? It's disgusting. It keeps spitting on me."
"That's because your jerking it."
"OH!" she said, surprised. Her hand was roaming up and down the shaft. She forced herself to stop, but she didn't let go. She didn't want to touch the stupid nig... black guy's big cock. "It's so big," she muttered.
"Thank you."
"Is this the biggest one in school?" Her hand started stroking it again, but she willed it to stop again. She still couldn't let go as if there were a magnetic attraction. She liked touching it, feeling it's heat and the pulse in the thick veins traversing the shaft.
"One of da shortest, but also one of da thickest. It's why they call be Stubby."
"There are bigger ones!" A part of Amber wanted to see a bigger cock. It all came down to her fascination with Lar's penis. This penis... this cock was much more fascinating.
"Some niggas have some true monster cocks. Tear the bitches up. Mine's still nice though. You like it?"
"Sure," Amber wanted to feel the head again and let her hand slide up to the top. The helmet was every bit as hard as a solid rubber ball. There was no give at all. "It's a lot bigger than Lar's."
"You got that right. Seen that white boy in the showers. Wasn't sure he even had a dick it was so shriveled up."
"Be nice," she muttered, but didn't really disagree.
"Bet my nuts is a lot bigger too. Let me show you." Stubby reached down an unbuttoned his pants. His thick cock was sticking out of an open zipper. Stubby lifted his hips and pushed his pants down to his thighs. Lifting his hips forced her hand down his shaft stroking him again.
"Holy Moley!" she gasped seeing his scrotum. Each testicle was the size of her fist. They hung low and heavy in his wrinkly black scrotum. Amber's free hand moved out to cup the huge testicle. His scrotum was hanging over the side of the picnic table bench. She hefted it, feeling it's weight. "It's heavy," she muttered before moving her hand to the second testicle and feeling it's weight. Stop it hand, she willed, realizing it was running up and down his shaft again.
"Dats because they is full of jism. You should see how much a black cock can cum."
"I want to see it," she blurted out. "Would you jerk it off for me?"
"You're doin a pretty good job of it yourself."
Amber watched her hand glide up and down his shaft from tip to base. The sticky fluid was coating her fingers with more still pouring from the head, helping to lubricate his shaft. She winced as the ache in her breasts grew watching her hand jerk him off. Her other hand was fondling his scrotum.
"It could use more lube. Why don't you suck on it?"
Amber shook her head as the tip of his cock approached her mouth. She pulled away from it wondering why she'd started bending her head down towards the now shiny bulbous head. "I don't do that."
"Let me see yo tits than. That'll help me nut."
"Okay," she mumbled, wanting to say no, but her nipples were hurting so much now she wanted to get her bra off. Stubby leaned forwards and lifted the top of her uniform off. "Thank you," she told him, releasing his cock long enough to unhook her bra.
"Nice," he grunted as her tits sprang free.
Amber blushed a little suddenly feeling ashamed of her tits. She hated her flat nipples and the right one was a little inverted with an indented slit in the middle. She could sense the temperature dropping and the cooling air did feel good on her bare nipples, but it wasn't helping relieve the ache. Removing her bra didn't help, they were hurting more now that she was topless. They were almost distracting her enough to keep her from jerking off Stubby's thick cock. Almost.
Stubby opened his legs and she kneeled between them. Amber wondered how her special night with Lars had suddenly turned into her kneeling topless and willingly jerking off a black man. She grabbed it with both hands amazed that the fat knobby cock's head still stuck out well above her top thumb. Lar's entire penis just about fit in her hand. Amber started jerking it, twisting her
hands around the shaft. She could feel it's heat, it's strength, it's life, throbbing in her hands. She yanked on his cock until her arms grew tired.
Stubby realizing she was tiring, reached out and pulled her arms off his cock. She didn't want to stop, she wanted to see it squirt, but the black footballer had other ideas. His hands hefted her breasts. Amber winced as his thumbs pressed on her aching nipples. He squeezed her tit flesh pulling them closer until his fat shaft was nestled between them. "Squeeze them," he ordered.
Amber obeyed, pushing hard against his cock, she started bouncing her tits over his cock. She stared down in fascination at the big head of Stubby's cock. It was so different from Lar's. Stubby was as hard as steel where Lar's head was always soft and spongy. Stubby's was swelling even now getting bigger with each bounce of her breasts. She could clearly see his pee slit in the moonlight and it was opening...
SPLOOGE!
The blast of cum splattered all over her face. It hit again. Her cheeks, nose, lips, and chin were dripping with his hot seed. Stubby grabbed her head just as she gasped for breath and pulled down. His cock head pushed past her lips, the next blast filling her mouth with his cum. Her reluctance to put a man's penis in her mouth fled at the first taste of his sperm. It was delicious and her body craved more. She pulled her breasts away and grabbed his shaft with her hands again, jerking every drop of his cum into her mouth, greedily swallowing it while she sucked on the end of his cock.
When it quit squirting, it started growing limp. Amber let it go, licking around her lips for more of his sperm. The moon was so bright, she could make out her red lipstick marks against the black of his cock head just before it fell forwards to smack against his thigh.
"Happy birthday," said Kitty Summers as she placed a roll of paper towels on the picnic table. "I hope you liked your present."
Amber stood, not answering, and Stubby pulled a few sheets off the roll handing it to her. She used it to wipe her face clean. He watched her closely. "Told ya I cum a lot."
"You sure do," she agreed, still a little in shock at what had just happened. Lar's ejaculate might have filled a teaspoon while Stubby's multiple loads of semen might have filled...
"Yeah, happy birthday," said Patty, handing Amber a cup full of beer.
Amber took it. She looked at the cup for a second. Stubby's sperm would have filled two of these, she thought before swallowing down the beer. Amber crinkled her face at the bitter taste not anywhere near as good as the black man's cum. She leaned forwards to set the empty cup on the table and Stubby took the opportunity to lift one of her breasts up into his mouth. She gasped in a mix of pleasure and pain.
"Uh oh, looks like a fog is rolling in off the lake," said Patty.
Kitty looked up. "Hmm, hope it's not as bad as last month's. Let's get out of here and leave these two alone."
"Wait, don't leave me," begged Amber, her breasts tingling. She looked over at Patty who winked at her as she and Kitty disappeared towards the tent area. She looked away and say the thick fog rolling in. Her skin was already beginning to feel wet as the mist approached. Her skirt fell down around her ankles. Before she could object, Stubby sucked hard on her inverted nipple causing her to gasp and wince in a mixture of pain and pleasure. His hands yanked her panty down. The mist reached the picnic tables, not a solid wall, but tendrils snaking their way forwards.
The pain in her inverted nipple intensified and then it was gone. There was only extreme pleasure. Stubby sucked on her nipple and pulled away. Amber looked down in disbelief. Her nipple had popped out, hard and swollen, the diameter of a penny and at least a half inch long. For the first time in her life, it looked like a normal girl's nipple.
A tendril of mist touched her other nipple and it sprang out also. "Aaah," she moaned when Stubby pinched it. They'd become extremely sensitive and the stimulation was causing her vagina to start dripping fluid. "Oh my god," she cried as his tongue flickered around her hard nipple.
His cock was already swelling again even before another tendril of mist circled around it. His cock turned fully hard as the mist lifted it up just under Amber's dripping pussy. Both the black man and the white woman could feel the heat from the other's genitals.
Amber arched her back thrusting her tits into Stubby's face. She couldn't stop her hips from rocking, sliding her slit along the tip of his cock. "FUCK!" she grunted, as her arousal grew uncontrollably. "We can't FUCK!"
He switched to licking and sucking her other nipple and she quit sliding her pussy along the tip of his cock. Instead, she started humping it, feeling the end spreading her labia apart again and again as she pulled back. Her pussy wasn't sore anymore from losing her virginity, it was hungry for more and growing hungrier by the second.
Amber's tits couldn't take any more attention and she pulled them away from his mouth. She looked down at Stubby's handsome face, his head bald and sexy, his devilish grin centered between his goatee. He looked up at her, meeting her eyes, and when it happened, it was Amber that smashed her lips against his, her tongue forcing its way into his mouth even as she lowered herself over the head of his cock.
Their tongues danced. Both moaned their lust for each other in their passionate kiss that lasted for minutes. Amber broke away looking at him lustfully. "You need to wear a condom."
"I only fuck bareback. I'll warn ya. You're in control and can jump off when I tell ya."
Amber raised herself up, the head slowly exiting her pussy. "Can't risk it. Need to stop." The fog rolled over their bodies. Instead of quitting, she slammed her pussy down, taking him to the hilt.
The scream from her first orgasm echoed through the fog almost all the way to the island.
Amber came several more times. These were muffled by his lips. Stubby broke the kiss this time. "No," she mumbled as he cupped her ass cheeks and forcefully lifted her off his cock. "No, I want more," she complained. "Keep fucking me."
"Turn around."
Amber turned around and backed into his cock sitting in his lap again. She came three more times, each stronger then the last as he reached around and pinched both sensitive nipples while she turned her head sideways to kiss him again.
After ten minutes of this, he pushed her off him. Stubby stood and led her over to the end of the picnic table. He lifted her up so that she was sitting on the edge. She spread her legs as he guided the end of his cock back inside. "Fuck me lover," she moaned uncharacteristically as he grabbed her ankles and started fucking her hard and fast. His fat stubby cock rapidly pistoning out of her. "You're so fucking thick. I love it."
"White girl hooked on the nigger cock now," he growled.
"No," she grunted in denial. "Just yours."
"Just my what?"
"Just your nigger cock, Stubby."
"You like dis nigger cock?"
"I love your nigger cock. Fuck me!" Amber's heavy breasts jerked with the hard pounding. She squeezed them to stop their incessant jiggling. Amber pinched her own nipples and came hard around his cock. Her vaginal muscles squeezing his shaft so tightly he almost couldn't move it.
"This nigger cock loves your white pussy too, gurl." He released her ankles and leaned over her, holding himself up with his strong arms. She grabbed his biceps and then moved her hands down to the hard muscles on his chest. The contrast of their skin colors was sexy and exciting. The bright moon shining through the mist illuminated everything more than just the moon had. It was like they were fucking in a strange twilight.
"What did you want to show me?" asked Lars as Kitty led him through the mist by the hand. His dick had turned rock hard and he hoped Kitty wouldn't notice.
"Here it cums, gurl," Stubby warned, looking up to see Amber's boyfriend staring at the scene in horror and Kitty Summers grinning almost evilly at the sight.
Amber wrapped her legs tightly around his waist, pulling his cock deep. Stubby's cock jerked once, the first strong eruption of his seed filling her womb. She screamed again, this time louder than the last.
Lars' cry of horror was almost as loud as hers even as his dick spat out a small load of semen at the sight. Amber didn't notice and wouldn't have cared, she was cumming so hard. Amber kept screaming with each jerk of black cock until Stubby bent down and covered her lips with his own to keep her quiet.
**********
"Dayumn!" grunted Dewey. Someone's getting fucked, he thought listening to the scream echo across the lake. He finished pissing off the dock and shook his cock. He'd been watching Wendy, who he thought was the hottest thing around, more gorgeous then Kitty Summers or even Coach Summers. Better than even Mrs. 3B Blackwood though Nurse Swallows might make his cock as stiff as Wendy Williams. He preferred dark haired women.
Dewey was teased a lot by the other blacks because he was so little. At 4'10" he was the shortest male student in school. The same height as Danny Devito, a full half a foot shorter then Kevin Hart and the max height to be considered a dwarf though there was nothing genetically wrong with him. Despite the fact that he was stocky and rippling with muscles, and that his cock was as big as any black brothers, his height impeded him from playing most sports and from getting laid. He'd had to satisfy himself with the wrestling team and had excelled at it. He didn't care for the sport much, but without it, he might still have been a virgin. If it weren't for dependably slutty Stacy Brown promising to fuck him if he won a match against a Bartown player, he'd have never fucked a girl.
"You'd be good in a three-legged race," Stacy had told him, awed by the immense cock sticking out of his short body.
Despite getting her off a dozen times, they hadn't fucked again. Stacy Brown preferred the taller football players.
Dewey had friends, but no one really close. He got along with nerdy Melvin after defending him from being bullied a half dozen times. One time they hung out together, Samson and Anthony had taken to calling them Arnold Jackson and Urkel.
"Say hello to Webster for me," laughed Samson, walking away.
Dewey hadn't seen any of those TV shows and his response of, "What you talkin' about?" only made them laugh harder and left him confused.
His cock tingled and started to swell as he remembered Stacy. It was a monstrous 14" fat shaft every bit as big as Coxville's famous black pornstar's LD's cock and on Dewey's short body, it looked truly huge.
Dewey watched it grow and was wondering if he could jerk it off without Wendy catching him when he heard the loud splash. One second Wendy had been standing down on the end of the dock and the next, she was gone.
Dewey winced as he shoved it into his pants before taking off down to where Wendy had been standing. The wall of mist caught him by surprise and it was creeping down over the docks towards him. The moon above illuminated the dense fog into a white cloud. Two weird things happened when he hit the mist. The first was how unbelievably cold it was inside. The Southern fall night had been on the hot side, but inside the mist it was a good 20 degrees colder. It turned his body damp almost instantly and Dewey shivered from the sudden chill as he skidded to a stop on the edge of the dock. Despite the illumination, there was no sign of Wendy in the water.
The other weird thing was that the moment he hit the mist, his semi turned into a full-blown erection. It even stayed swollen and hard when he jumped into the water. The water was chilly too, yet warmer than it had been standing in the fog. "Wendy!" he yelled, but there was no response. He flailed his arms and legs around finally feeling something. It was an ankle and it was upside down. Dewey quickly pulled her towards him and lifted her head out of the water. She was as limp as a dishrag! "HELP!" he yelled, but there was no response.
Dewey quickly threw Wendy over his shoulder and waded back towards the dock, setting her rear on the end and lifting her body up so that she fell spread eagled on the dock. He pulled himself up onto the planks. Coach Summers had demonstrated mouth to mouth in her health class. Kitty had laid down on the floor and when Mrs. Summers had asked for volunteers, every male hand had shot up including Dewey's, but of course, she picked Todd White to show the technique.
Dewey pinched Wendy's nose and brought his lips down to the passed-out woman's. He breathed several times, sitting up and applying pressure to her chest, trying not to look at the wet top clinging to her magnificent bosom. She turned her head and coughed up water. Dewey bent down and breathed air into her lungs.
Wendy's hand rose and touched his chest. It didn't push him away though. Instead it grabbed the back of his head and pulled his lips down tightly against his own. Her tongue forced its way into his mouth. Dewey couldn't fight it and kissed back, a groan grew in the back of his throat and it grew louder when her other hand reached out and squeezed his junk. This was the last thing he'd expected! Had she had too much to drink? He pulled back and broke the kiss. "Hmmm," she purred. "Fuck me Chaga!" Her hand pulled on his erection through his pants. "Seed me again," she begged. Wendy's hand fumbled to get his pants open as she lazily opened her eyes. "Dewey!" she screamed. The hand that had been playing with his junk came up quickly and smacked his cheek hard enough to turn his head. "What the hell do you..." she turned her head and coughed up more water.
"You fell in the water and I pulled you out," he explained.
"I never fall down," she grunted, rolling over onto all fours and coughing out some more lake
water. He was right though. The last thing she remembered was the mist hitting her body and falling off the edge. The weird dream was fading fast. She could only recall being named after one of King Lear's daughters and she'd read the play last month for AP English lit. "Oh god, I'm so cold," she groaned.
"Here, let me get you to the bonfire." He grabbed her arm.
Wendy pulled her arm away. Dewey wasn't offended. It wasn't unusual for a white woman in Coxville County to react that way when a black man touched them, even a helpful black man. She rose to her feet, but almost fell. Dewey caught her. This time she didn't pull away. "Not the bonfire," she said, her legs too weak to hold her up. "Over there, Carol and Dave have a firepit going."
Dewey may have been short, but he was strong. He scooped her up with no effort except that her height made it somewhat awkward. He carried her down the dock towards the shore. The mist was just reaching the beach and they soon exited it.
He carried the Amazon woman with ease in the direction she had pointed. He couldn't stop thinking about the way she'd lustfully grabbed his cock. Wendy was staring up at him with a strange expression on her face. An expression that made the huge cock in his pants twitch with hopeful anticipation.



**********
"Harder niggers. Fuck me harder." Susan returned her lips to Leroy's cock, pulling him into her mouth by his balls. She slammed her pussy down on LD's cock, feeling his huge nigger cock begin to spasm as his seed started filling her womb. This caused her to throw her head back in an attempt to scream, but Leroy chose that moment to try to choke her to death as his cum began spewing down her throat. Meanwhile, Omar pulled her ass hard into his cock just as his seed began flooding her bowels.
Susan squeezed Leroy's balls tighter when he tried to pull back. Her head bobbed along the end of his cock, sucking every drop of his cum from the balls in her hand. She relaxed her grip to massage his huge nuts and he yanked his scrotum out of her grasp. His cock head spewed one last blast of hot seed across her face. "Dayumn," he groaned, "Bitch drained me dry."
"Fuck," groaned Omar, just as exhausted as Leroy. He slowly withdrew his spent cock. It was still swollen, but limp as a noodle.
"Again," growled Susan, grinding her crotch in LD's. His cock had gone limp inside her. She gripped it tightly with her pussy muscles, trying to massage it back to erection. "Come on Lorenzo Doyle," she begged, bending down to kiss him, but he turned away upon seeing the semen dripping off her lips. Her tongue came out to slurp it up before kissing him on the cheek. She whimpered as he lifted her ass off his crotch and his spent cock plopped out.
"Shit gurl," he said, slipping out from under her. "That's the seventh time you drained me today."
He climbed off the picnic table.
Susan sat up on the end of the table, sperm pouring like a waterfall from her pussy. "What about you Leroy? You only gave me five loads today."
"Six bitch, but my balls is bone dry."
"Pussies," snorted Susan. She squinted in the darkness at the white wall behind Leroy and Omar before leaning over to retrieve her glasses from the end of the table. She placed them on her nose, the advancing fog becoming clear. "Look at that," she said. All three black men turned just as the wall of fog rolled over them. They almost disappeared in the white mist before turning around and stepping out of the mist. "Well well well, you niggers been holding out on me."
LD glanced down at his swollen erection. The other black men had hard-ons also. Omar reached down and grabbed his junk. Their balls were low and heavy again as they swelled with sperm. "Need to fuck gurl," said Leroy, the piercing in his cock head sparkled in the moonlight. "NOW!" he barked. The fog enveloped him again.
"On your back then, nigger," said Susan. She kicked the bench by the picnic table.
The three black men looked ghostly as they stepped from the mist. Leroy came over and laid down on the bench, holding his cock up as Susan straddled him. LD moved behind her, staring at her firm as her tight pussy sucked Leroy's cock up into her. Omar moved around the other end on the bench, straddling it as he moved his cock towards her head.
Soon she had three cocks inside her again just as the mist rolled over the foursome continuing into the campground.
**********
Jenny Summers didn't know if it was the chill in the mist or the anticipation of getting Black's cock in her again that had her nipples rock hard. Not that it mattered. All she knew was that they were so hard they were aching for attention and the stupid mist was slowing down her rendezvous with the Coach.
She heard a grunting noise nearby and turned the light of her phone towards it. The light fell on the penis just as it jumped spewing a wad of semen. "C-Coach Summers," stuttered the teen in horror.
"Learn some self-control, Stewart," she told the shocked teen.
"S-sorry. It just got really hard all of a sudden. All I did was pull it out."
"Go home, Stewart." The senior nodded. His penis had shriveled embarrassingly tiny and he turned to hide it before quickly tucking it away and disappearing into the mist. Stewart was a decent looking boy and a good student. A month ago, she would have been impressed by his
penis. It was a little bigger and a lot thicker then Harold's, but after experiencing several of the local nigger's cocks and seeing others at her pool with her girls, Stewart had just another unimpressive little white penis. She was borderline horny enough that she would have fucked the poor boy if she didn't have a real man's cock waiting to satisfy her arousal. The only time she'd ever been this horny was the morning she'd woken up from her sex dream with the shadowy bearded man.
She shined the light around. "Aha!" she cried, seeing an unoccupied camp site. It didn't have a tent or an occupant, but it did have a site number. It was seven which meant thirteen was just 6 sites away in this direction.
Site 8 had a tent. "Why'd you cum so fast?"
"I don't know."
"Can't you get it hard again? I'm so horny, Paul."
Jenny snuck past the arguing couple towards the next tent.
"Oh my GAWD!! Fuck me!"
"You liken dis black dick?"
"So good! So good! I had no idea!"
Jenny was sure that the black voice belonged to Andy Gooch. He was a mostly harmless pot dealer. The girl sure sounded like Melissa Johnson. She'd seen them together earlier. Melissa was a white girl in the pot smoking clique, an underachiever and C student. She was more interested in getting stoned then in having sex and had no reputation for being slutty at all especially slutty enough to fuck a local nigger. Knowing Melissa, she was probably putting out for a nickel bag. Jenny paused in surprise. She'd just thought of Missy as being a slut for fucking a black guy when she herself had now had three, her coworker and worse, two students. Kitty had at least three also and she still thought of her little princess as being nearly virginal despite watching Samson West fuck her in the ass. And watching them had made her desperate to have Coach Black stick his big black cock in her own ass. "FUCK ME ANDY!" Jenny's nipples throbbed with lust listening to them.
"Jesus, listen to them," said a male voice. Jenny froze. The next site was close and didn't have a tent. A white couple had spread out a double sleeping bag. It was open and a topless girl was leaning up shining a flashlight down, and pulling the limp penis of her boyfriend, almost desperately. Gina George called Gigi because of her initials and her tit size. She was a close childhood friend of Kitty's through most of grade school until Kitty started becoming really popular and Gina didn't. She's been with Paul Timmons since 9th grade. Paul's penis was really small and the flashlight made a small drop of semen shine on the tip of the cherry sized head of his penis.
"Come on get hard," growled a frustrated GG.
"I can't believe Missy is fucking a nigger," whispered Paul.
"I'm gonna go fuck a nigger if you can't get this thing up... oh sorry. I didn't mean it."
Paul looked absolutely horrified. Jenny backed away and kept moving as Gina leaned over to kiss her boyfriend to apologize, but her hand never stopped desperately pulling on his little penis which failed to get hard.
There rest of the sites were empty until 13. Jenny smiled knowing what was inside waiting for her and seeing that he had strategically placed the tent far from any others. What a naughty idea, setting up a tent for them to fuck in while surrounded by their students. She pulled her shirt off over her head as quietly as she could, striping off the rest of her clothes. Jenny was desperate for cock, but she still fastidiously folded her clothes and quietly set them beside the tent. It felt wicked sexy to be standing nude outside in the forest by the lake. The mist was cold and clung everywhere on her body, seeming to caress her skin, planting wet kisses on her erect nipples, and even to probe at the leaking folds between her legs. She shivered, her lust growing.
Jenny knelt and crawled into the tent. It was dark black inside and she couldn't see a thing. Her hand touched an air mattress and then a thick muscular leg on top of it. She slid her hand up and found a knee. Jenny's pussy throbbed with desire for her co-coach and her lover's huge black cock. Her hand moved up the inner thigh, caressing and gently squeezing the giant black balls that filled Black's huge scrotum. She'd never get over how much semen these monsters produced or Stubby's for that matter. She hadn't known about nigger cock and wouldn't have believed it until she saw Black's with her own eyes hanging between his legs in the boy's shower. Her tight white pussy shouldn't have been able to accommodate such long and thick black cocks, but it had and she loved every inch of them. Jenny Summers had not had any idea about black cocks and she was the fucking health and sex ed teacher.
Her hand moved up to the shaft, finding it already hard for her. She squeezed it and jerked it. Her hand slid up to the head. She frowned as she felt it. For some reason, Black was wearing a condom and one sized for white men as the latex only covered the head. She tried to pull it off, but it held firm, feeling more like skin then latex and the head clearly wasn't covered as it kept squirting precum into her hand. She pulled down on the flexible skin and the familiar knobby head emerged to fill her hand. Maybe he wasn't fully hard and this was just some extra skin?
Jenny slid up closer, pulling her long blonde hair over her ear as she bent down and started sucking the tip of Coach Black's cock. Her free hand caressed his hard stomach and moved up the familiar muscles of his chest. Her lover was a sexy near perfect hunk of a man and she found herself wishing they could be more open about their relationship. She sucked half his cock down her throat, bobbing her head rapidly as her lust for it grew.
He reached out and caressed one of her dangling breasts before squeezing it and playing with the nipple for a moment. His hand moved up to her back and slid down to her ass, squeezing one cheek and pulling it towards him. Jenny yielded moving her body alongside his but facing the
opposite direction. He reached her inner thigh and pulled on it until she spread her legs. Jenny lifted her leg over his head. Her ankles rested on what felt like multiple ropes. She didn't have time to wonder what he was using for a pillow as his tongue quickly started lapping at the folds of her pussy. She redoubled her efforts on his cock while pushing her pussy back into his tongue.
It was hard to focus on blowing his huge black cock with his tongue wiggling in and out of her pussy. Coach Black wasn't content just to lick her pussy either. He licked his way up to her anus several times, pushing his tongue against her puckered rosebud. It felt good and she lusted to have his cock in her ass again. Jenny Summers was grateful this amazing man was more than capable of taking care of her need to be satisfied in all three of her holes.
He was good and in no time at all had her cumming all over his probing tongue. Jenny redoubled her efforts sucking hard and deep, her lips kissing his pubes several times. Her efforts were rewarded by the swelling and further hardening of his cock. He caught her off guard nearly choking her as the first blast of hot cum shot down her throat. She'd wanted it in her mouth so she could taste him. His second wad filled her mouth until her cheeks bulged with more semen then she could swallow in one gulp. It poured out down her chin. Jenny pulled catching more of his ejaculate in her mouth. It was delicious as usual, so good she'd come to crave the taste.
Black's cock ejaculated several more loads before it finally lost its steel but remained long and hard. Jenny continued suckling on it, squeezing the rubbery flesh with her lips while her tongue twirled around the head. It swelled again, hardening until he was ready to go again just like she knew it would be. Jenny pube kissed him again, slowly pulling her head up until the enormous cock exited her mouth. She planted a loving kiss on the tip to show her respect for it before releasing it. Her pussy pushed back against his mouth as he respectfully kissed her lower lips too.
Jenny slid up and spun around straddling him feeling his pulsing hardness between her legs. She slid her wet pussy up his shaft until the head of his cock spread her pussy lips apart as it entered her. They both moaned as his shaft slowly disappeared inside her. Jenny laid herself down on the hard chest pushing her pussy back to envelope more and more of the huge cock. She bent down and kissed her lover. His tongue pushed back against hers, neither caring that their mouths had just been on each other's genitals or that his tongue had recently probed into her anus. Jenny came again just as his cock buried itself inside her. She kissed him more passionately, but found herself wondering where Coach Black's goatee had gone to? Suddenly alarmed, she reached up for his head, feeling the ropey pillow that went all the way up to his head. There was only one person she knew with dreadlocks...MAX! Jenny sat up in alarm.
Max grabbed her hips to hold her steady, feeling the entirety of his cock inside her. He reached up and squeezed her breasts, pinching her erect nipples even as Jenny sat frozen. Unknowingly, she'd just broken her pledge to remain faithful to Coach Black with yet another of her students. "Damn Patty! I fucking love your big white titties," he grunted.
"And I love your big black cock," she replied trying her best to imitate the buxom redhead. She needed to make an excuse to jump off and check something in her clothes outside so she could run off before he discovered who he was fucking, but instead she ground her pussy into his crotch. She couldn't leave this poor kid hanging. She needed to feel him cum inside her. Then
maybe she could say she needed to go pee or something and disappear with him none the wiser.
"Your nipples feel long tonight," he whispered, pulling one breast down to his mouth so he could suck her nipple into his mouth. Jenny moaned and started riding his cock. He felt like Coach Black inside her. Max's muscular chest and build, plus the length and width of his cock was close to Black's. He must be uncircumcised, she thought. That would explain the loose skin around the head.
"Oh god, fuck me," she moaned. "FUCK ME!" He paused for a second and she realized she hadn't disguised her voice, but he went back to sucking her nipples and she rode him harder orgasming all over his thick black shaft. "CUMMING!"
"Dayumn gurl! I'm getting close to. I love fucking you Patty, but I like to see what I'm fucking."
"Wait no," she cried, as he reached for something and pulled out a slightly luminescent green stick. Her snapped it and the green glow filled the tent. Jenny found herself looking into his surprised eyes. A grin of delight spread across his face just as he bucked his hips ramming his cock deep into his teacher's pussy. His cum spraying out to flood her womb. Jenny threw her head back. "AAAHHH! SEED ME MAX! I LOVE YOUR COCK!"
Still cumming, she fell on his chest and they kissed again as he wrapped his arms around her and pulled her tightly against his chest, his spurting cock shooting wad after wad of his seed into her married white womb.
**********
What a whore, thought Kitty watching her mom's outline in the green glow through the tent's material. Jenny had conveniently left her clothes just outside the tent. Kitty reached in and pulled out her mom's phone.
She found Coach Black in the contact list.
Meet me in the tent at site 13, she typed out, hitting send. She hoped her mom wasn't finished whoring yet so that Black would have time to get here and catch her cheating on him, but she needn't have worried. Max already had Jenny on all fours and was guiding his impressive cock back inside her. Kitty felt a stab of jealousy. Both Max and Black had cocks a little larger then Samson's. If she got a chance, Kitty would try them both out.
She put the phone back and slipped away. Kitty made her way back to Patty. She wasn't surprised to see Stubby and Amber going at it again. Lars was sitting in the darkness, hugging his knees. He was clearly horrified watching his girlfriend go black but seemed unable to look away.
"Where'd you go?" asked Patty.
"Had something to do," replied Kitty.
"Why did you bring him anyway?"
"He needed to see that Amber is one of my girls now."
"Kitty, you're one cold hearted bitch," said Patty matter-of-factly.
Kitty turned on Patty. She hadn't forgotten or forgiven the red head for titty fucking her Samson at the pool party. "Oh, I ran into Max. He's waiting for you in a tent at site 13."
"Oh goodie!" Patty's eyes lit up in the misty darkness. "Watching those two go at it has me horny as fuck for Max's cock. See you later."
Kitty smiled. Her revenge was complete. Nobody messed with her Samson. And speaking of Samson, she hadn't realized how horny she was for his big black cock. A lot of people were getting laid this night and it was about time, Kitty got some cock of her own.
Kitty disappeared into the mist to find her boyfriend.
**********
Dewey looked up as Carol came out of the tent. Carol was tall and lanky. Her Coxville breasts looked over large on her thin frame. She had long straight blonde hair, not natural, and there was often hints of brown in in hair. She had inherited the common Coxville blue eyes and they were bigger and brighter than normal. They went even bigger when they saw the little black man carrying the limp body of her friend. "What did you do to her?" asked Carol. She was wearing one of David's tee shirts and tried to pull the hem down to cover more of her crotch and ass as he approached.
"She fell off the dock when the mist hit her."
"What mist?"
"It's rolling this way," said Dewey.
"Set me down by the fire," said Wendy.
"You okay?" asked Carol, concerned. David came out of the tent and bent over her equally worried.
"Fine," groaned Wendy. "Just swallowed some water. Freezing too. Dewey might have saved my life." She looked over at the stout little black man, appraisingly.
"Let me get you a blanket," said David. He slipped inside his tent.
Dewey pulled his shirt off and held it over the fire. His pants were soaked, but his shirt wasn't too wet, just the hem and some of the shoulder where he'd carried Wendy out of the lake and
some of his chest was damp from carrying her. He looked back at Wendy and caught her staring at his chest. The strange attention he was receiving from a white girl was doing nothing to make his hard cock go down. "Who's Chaga?" he asked.
"What?" she replied, looking confused.
"You called me Chaga just after I gave you mouth to mouth."
"I don't remember," said Wendy looking confused. She barely remembered him giving her mouth to mouth. She glanced at Carol who was looking distastefully at her, probably at knowing a black man had his lips on hers even if it saved her life. "I must have been out of it. Maybe I hit my head?" She reached up running her fingers through her hair but couldn't feel any bumps and she didn't have a headache.
"Here," said Dave, handing her a blanket. "Better get out of those wet clothes."
"You can wear my shirt," added Dewey, pulling it away from the fire. "It's mostly dry now."
Wendy nodded and took his shirt. She disappeared into the tent. "Well thanks Dewey," said Carol. David nodded. Dewey shrugged it off and sat down in the seat Wendy had just vacated. Carol and David looked at each other. "We can take it from here. You're free to go back to the party."
"Not until I get my shirt back."
"Very well," sighed Carol sitting down. David sat by her.
Wendy emerged a moment later and the sight of her made Dewey's black cock twitch. Wendy had the blanket around her shoulders, but it was open in the front. She was wearing lacy panties and his shirt. The little black man's tee shirt looked like a half shirt on the amazon woman. Her massive breasts had lifted it up exposing not only her fit belly and abs, but even some of the bottoms of her breasts. David stared too until Carol smacked him on the knee. Wendy walked over to the fire trying to warm herself.



"Dewey, you saved my life," she said, staring off into the fire. "Thank you."
"Glad I was there," he replied. "Of course, in some cultures, that would make you my slave." David and Carol chuckled nervously, but Wendy said nothing staring into the fire. Dewey regretted saying it. "Sorry. I was just in the right place at the right time, I guess."
"Whoa, look at that," said David. Carol gave him a mean stare until she realized he was looking in the direction of the lake. The mist had appeared rolling towards them.
"Told ya," said Dewey.
The mist enveloped David and Carol first. Dewey could see her tee shirt immediately turn wet
and cling to her body. She wasn't quite as lanky as he thought. She had a long torso that tapered into her hips before flaring out into sweet hips. Most impressive were the long fat nipples capping her breasts that suddenly appeared to be trying to poke their way through the thin tee. David must have noticed them too, for he grabbed her hand. "Maybe we should get out of this mist?" he asked. She nodded. Dewey could see the small tent poking out the teen's shorts, much much smaller than the tent poking out Dewey's pants since rescuing Wendy. The couple slipped into their tent. He almost thought of excusing himself to go take care of his erection. It was turning painful and it swelled even more when the mist reached him. It was too much. His cock needed some immediate attention. He stood to tell Wendy he was leaving, but she'd slipped into the tent. Kind of rude, he thought.
Wendy crawled back out. She'd lost the blanket. Dewey gasped as she straightened up. His shirt was clinging to her bare tits showing more than Carol's shirt had. The full moon lit the mist up and he could see her clearly, every drop of dew that clung to her sexy belly, her arms, her forehead. Wonder woman indeed.
"Um.. I should get going," he said, unable to take his eyes of her tits. He could see the pinkness of her nipples through his shirt. A shirt he never planned on washing again.
"You want your shirt back, Dewey?"
"Yeah."
"Here than," she said and to the little black man's amazement, she grabbed the bottom of his shirt and pulled it up off her perfect white breasts and over her head. She held it out for him. He was frozen, staring at her breasts for nearly half a minute. When he finally reached out for his shirt, she pulled it back. "Come and get it," she told him, tossing the shirt into her tent.
Dewey gulped. Wendy knelt and crawled into the tent.
"OH COME ON!" screamed Carol, her frustration clear in the next tent.
"Sorry," pleaded David. "I'm sorry. I couldn't stop it."
"All I did was touch it."
Dewey ignored the couple and stooped, following Wendy into the tent.
**********
"Oh, come one dude," whispered Gary, looking down at his best friend Wyatt Donnelly who was furiously masturbating.
"Sorry, failed my fortitude saving throw, buddy," whispered Wyatt back before grunting and shooting a few small wads of cum down into the leaves. He squeezed another pearl sized drop out of his smallish penis without taking his eyes off the scene in front of him. "Worth coming to
the party just for this. Don't you think it's hot?"
"Susan yeah," snorted Gary Wallace. "But she's fucking three niggers like some nympho cumsucking succubus." He was disgusted at the sight of his number one fantasy girl acting like a slut for three black minotaur cocks. The scrawny pimply faced Wyatt would masturbate to anything though it did make him happy to see that Wyatt's skinny little penis appeared to be a good half inch smaller then Gary's own six inch one.
"Can't believe Leroy's got his dick head pierced. Damn fogs gonna ruin my view, Dude."
"Looks like the party is breaking up anyway," said Gary, ducking farther behind the bush as the three blacks disengaged themselves from Susan. He wondered about Wyatt sometimes. He often seemed as fascinated with penises as he was with women. He'd even caught Wyatt jerking off while looking at the senior LD's website as the local black porn star took on two petite Asian chicks. A gap appeared in the fog, the full moon lighting up the luscious body of Susan Dupree. Gobs of what could only be black semen glistened in places all over her body. Leroy and LD were dressed and leaving. Omar was dressing and watching Susan. They appeared to be in a hole in the mist. The three black men disappeared into the fog leaving the two nerds hiding behind the bush watching Susan as she slipped into the lake and started cleaning up. "She's like a water nymph," he hissed.
"Special attack: blinding beauty," agreed Wyatt. The mist came in to envelope the two boys. "Fuck, looks like I'm failing my fortitude save again." The five-and-a-half-inch penis was sticking straight out once more.
Gary found his own penis straining at his pants. "Me too," he added, quickly unbuttoning his jeans while he could still see the naked Susan in the water. At least now he could picture Susan as his girlfriend and not some nigger loving slut. Yesterday at school, she'd been her normal buxom hot studious self and now she was behaving like one of LD's porn actresses.
"Damn," said Wyatt. No sooner had he spit in his hand and grabbed his penis was it spitting out a few more wads of cum.
Gary chuckled at his friend's embarrassment, but his own penis did the same thing the second he touched the swollen head with his finger. "UGH!" he grunted a little loudly. No build up, but it was a good orgasm. He penis sprang up and down spurting pearly drops of semen. The most he'd ever cum.
"GOTCHA!"
Both Gary and Wyatt screamed as a strong black hand clamped down on their shoulders. They jerked free, scattering in different directions, Wyatt tripped over his own pants and fell into the leaves, scrambling to his feet.
Gary just took off into the misty darkness, his spent penis still dangling out. He listened for sounds of pursuit, but all he heard was Omar's laughter off in the mist.
**********
"Sorry, I didn't plan on spending the night," said Todd, staring hungrily at Elin's nude body.
"The blanket's fine," she said, pulling him down by the neck until his lips smashed against her and they kissed. She could feel her heart beat in her ears. This was going to be the best night of her life. She'd been hot for Todd White for years. Just wait until her fellow cheerleaders found out she was dating the handsome COCKS' quarterback. She withdrew her tongue and kissed his lips. "I want you in me," she whispered. "Do you have protection?"
"Uh no," he answered, suddenly concerned. He'd quit carrying condoms after Kitty broke up with him.
"It's alright. Just pull out okay?" Todd nodded and Elin laid back on the blanket, sitting up on her elbows. She wanted to watch him enter her. Todd had a nice-looking dick, maybe even a tad thicker than her ex-boyfriends. "WOW! Look at that?" she said.
"Glad you like it," he answered, proudly.
"I do like it, but I was talking about the fog." Elin watched the mist come up from behind to envelope her new lover. One eyebrow raised in delight as she looked down at his penis. It had suddenly swollen even larger. The mist rolled over her nude body. Her skin turned damp. Much like his penis had, her hard nipples swelled up even larger. Her already wet pussy began leaking fluids as her arousal grew. "Shit! It's cold!"
"Well your pussy sure is giving off a lot of heat," he replied crassly. His big swollen penis was bobbing as it pointed right between her legs. "Here it comes." Todd had a well-deserved smirk on his face. He moved closer. She watched in anticipation as his hand came down to guide it inside her. The grape sized head of his penis touched her wet folds, jerked upwards, spitting semen across her blonde pubes.
"WHAT!" she cried in horror.
"Uh..sorry. I... uh... don't know what happened." Todd looked almost as horrified.
"It's okay," she replied calmly. "Just hurry up and put it in." One second it had been rock hard and the next, his penis shriveled just as he tried to enter her. "You gotta be kidding me," she muttered, without concern for his feelings.
"It's never done that before," said Todd in disbelief.
"It's okay," she lied. Elin had never been this frustrated. Billy Bob hadn't lasted long either his first time, but at least he'd gotten it inside her to take her virginity. "Can you get hard again?"
"Probably," he muttered. Elin reached out to grab his penis and play with it hoping to see it swell
again, but it was as limp as a noodle. "Maybe, it's the cold?" he explained.
"Fine," she said, with frustration. Elin dropped his penis and slid up on the blanket. She reached for her tank top. "I'm going to go get us some more beers."
"Maybe we could drive somewhere out of this mist and try again?"
"Sure," she replied. "I'll meet you at the car."
Elin stood and looked around in the fog. She could make out the glow of the bonfire in the distance and headed that way towards the keg. She'd never been this sexually frustrated before. Todd White was her ideal man. If they stayed a couple through college, she'd be ready to marry him and start a family of little cheerleaders and quarterbacks. Hell, she didn't want any children for a long time now and he'd just exhibited a total lack of self-control. What if he'd ejaculated after entering her? Worse, what if he were a total dud in bed? Could she live with that? No, she couldn't. Elin needed a real man. She'd give Todd White another chance and if he blew it, she'd go out and find a real man. One more chance, but first they'd better find a condom. She wasn't going to risk getting pregnant at eighteen.
Elin neared the fire. She heard several loud spraying and splattering noises. The moon lit up a muscular dark figure standing by a tree in the mist. Taking a pee, she thought. "Hard to piss when my junks all hard," said the man. One pissing noise stopped, the man shaking the hard log between his legs before turning around and seeing her.
"Oh my god," cried Elin, staring in disbelief at the huge black penis sticking out between the man's legs. The moonlight illuminated the fog around the huge penis almost as if a spotlight were shining on it. She'd never seen anything like it before. It had to be a foot long. Todd's penis looked like a child's next to this thing. The man stopped with his huge cock pointed at her. It bobbed slightly.
The other pissing noise stopped, and a second man stepped out from behind the tree. "Mine too, bro. Can't even get it back in my pants."
Elin gasped so loudly, he also noticed her standing there. The second man's penis was even bigger than the first.
"You that Titans' cheerleader, came here with Todd?"
"Yeah... Titans" she replied still staring at their penises. Elin couldn't believe her eyes. The bigger one was at least thirteen inches. She forced her gaze away and up. It wasn't the man who'd spoken. She didn't recognize him, and he looked older than a high school senior. "Elin."
"Never seen a black cock before, Elin?"
"No, I haven't."
"You like what you see?"
"Yes," the words came hissing out through her teeth."
"I'm Hercules."
"Elin," she told him again, suddenly feeling like a fool for repeating herself. She looked over at the second black man. This one she recognized.
"Samson West."
**********
"Damn," muttered Black. He couldn't wait to sink his cock in Jenny's tight white pussy. He had an erection so hard it hurt. He wanted to free it from his pants to give the big thing some air, but there were still students nearby.
He walked along the shore, past the dock towards one of the picnic areas. From there, he could take some trails through the bushes to get to the camping area. He'd gotten laid here often enough as a teen, he was sure he could find Site 13 even in this damn mist.
Before he turned off the shoreline, he heard something moving through the water. Through some trick of the fog, the full moon lit the mist and the woman so that he could see her wet brownishblonde hair. She rose up, bare breasts lifting up, water dripping from her erect hard nipples. He smiled. She was magnificent! "Jenny?" he called.
"Sorry Coach Black." She rose, torso coming up and out. Her belly was fit and lithe with prominent abdominal muscles above it, a woman that did crunches. Her pubic triangle was brown, not blonde like Jenny Summers. "You sound disappointed."
"I'm looking for Coach Sum... Susan? Susan Dupree?" Black couldn't take his eyes off her. Susan was virtually unrecognizable with her hair down and without her telltale glasses. She tended to cover her body and he only knew what a great figure she had thanks to the cheerleading outfits. She approached him without trying to hide her naked body. Coach Black had never been shy around women and was a rather confident ladies' man, but suddenly he found himself gulping with nervousness. Jenny had told him that Susan had gone a little wild at her pool yesterday. "I'm surprised to see you not studying," he commented, his confidence returning as he took in the sight of her wet breasts.
"I have been studying Coach," said the wet teen stepping up to him. It's was hard not to take such a magnificent creature in his arms, crushing those great tits to his chest. "I've been studying up on integration." One hand came out and touched his chest over his tee shirt. She felt his muscles. "I've been studying integration with black boys, but what I'd really like to do is try integrating with a man."
"You sure? Probably shouldn't "study integration" with a teacher?" Black wasn't too worried.
Long wouldn't fire him anymore then he'd fire Jenny for fucking her students. Susan's parents would be the only ones to get concerned about. Her parents could go over Long's head to get him fired not only as gym teacher, but as the football coach. Couldn't risk that. Yeah, this probably shouldn't go any further. Her hand slid down his chest, grabbing his hard cock. Fuck her parents.
"Hope you got a license for this weapon," she said, her fingers easily found his zipper and pulled it down as expertly as any Coxburg prostitute.
"Not on me," he answered. She reached in and under his underwear. His cock was too big to pull out of his zipper. Her other hand undid the buttons on his pants. Her eyes continued staring into his as she worked her hands.
Susan pulled his giant cock out of his pants. She felt his length and girth. The teen girl finally broke eye contact, looking down at it, she shuddered in lust as her eyes took it in. "You're going to have to show me your trained to use it then." She squeezed his cock so tightly it might have hurt a weaker man, but she didn't have the strength to hurt a cock as hard as granite. She turned away, pulling him by his cock towards a picnic table. He saw her clothes folded up nicely on one bench.
Black turned, his back to the table ready to pick her up and lift her on the top, but instead, she put both hands on his chest and pushed, pulling his pants down as he fell backwards. The Coach lay back on the table as she climbed up and straddled him. Susan's pussy pushed down on his hard shaft. They both moaned, knowing what was coming. She rocked her hips, sliding along his shaft until her pussy reached the tip of his cock. She pushed down and back, engulfing the fat end of his cock inside her.
Black reached up and squeezed her breasts, pinching the nipple with his fingers on one while bringing the nipple over towards his mouth with the other. He gently bit the hard nub before flickering his tongue over it. Susan moaned, humping down on his cock head. She leaned forwards so that her giant breasts forced him to lay his head back on the table. Black tried to lick her nipples as they dangled over his mouth. Her pussy lifted his cock up slowly sucking him in as she pushed her hips back into his shaft. Susan's pussy took him easily to the hilt. She held still a moment, panting while she enjoyed being fully stuffed by his cock. He took the opportunity to latch his lips around a nipple and suck it in eliciting a loud moan from her.
Susan Dupree's pussy abruptly squeezed itself around his shaft in a grip even tighter than when she'd held it in her hand. Susan yanked her crotch up and it was Black's turn to loudly moan. The grip relaxed when she reached the head before sinking her crotch back down into his lap again. Her pussy trembled around his shaft as she came all over it. Black caught a glimpse of her face above her breasts. Her eyes were closed in concentration, lower lip sucked into her mouth. Her vaginal muscles closed tightly around his cock again just as she raised herself back up before slamming down onto the root of his cock. "Fuuuccckkk!" he grunted.
"Fuck is right," she murmured. "I do declare your big nigger cock to be about damn near perfect, Coach." Susan sat up in his lap and began riding him.
Black stared up at the stunning woman riding him. Each time she rose up, her pussy would squeeze his cock before relaxing when she sat back down. Damn bitch is milking my cock, he thought. An impressive feat for such a young girl and one that had only been into big cocks for just over 24 hours. Each time she gripped his junk, the prominent abdominals above her navel would tighten. Occasionally, she'd lose control, her pussy contracting and expanding around his shaft as an orgasmic seizure overtook the teen girl, her arousal flowing like a waterfall down over his testicles. Susan's entire body was starting to tremble and her vaginal contractions were growing. She sped up throwing her head back. Coach took advantage of her outthrust breasts to grab the tips of both, squeezing her nipples rather hardly.
"FFUUCCKK...AAAAHHH...I...LOVE...FUCKING...BIGNIGGERCOCKS!" Her scream was so loud it echoed across the lake.
Black heard some voices off in the darkness. "What the..." as well as "Some sluts getting it good," just as "bigniggercocks" echoed back off the lake. Then everything went quiet but for the dripping on the leaves under the picnic table beneath their crotches.
Susan fell heavily on him, her body slick and wet from the mist and her sweat. She was gasping for air. He could feel her heart beating rapidly against his chest. "T-that was a big one," she gasped out. Black grabbed her hair and pulled her lips against his. Their mouths worked as their tongues teased back and forth into each other's mouths. Her pussy muscles gripped tightly over his cock again. "Wanna keep fucking you but that orgasm exhausted me," she whispered.
"Let me take over then," said Black.
Susan gave him a peck on the lips before sliding forwards over his chest until his cock popped out which put her stomach in his face. He kissed her bellybutton before she shakily climbed off him and worked her way off the table. Black was about to rise, but she grabbed the base of his cock and pulled it up. Even he was impressed by his cock's size. It was as swollen as it normally got at that point right before and after he orgasmed and it glistened with lubrication from her wet pussy. My cock is damn near perfect, he thought, agreeing with her. Susan pulled the head towards her mouth and gobbled it right down. Her tongue teasing his pee slit before gliding over the crown. She sucked him deep, bobbing her head rapidly over the end of his shaft. Her lips pushing his cock deeper and deeper down her throat until she was kissing his pubic hair. Again, he was impressed by what she could do with so little experience. The girl could suck black cock like she had been doing it all her life.
Black's balls began to ache. The semen began welling up at him. "Gonna cum," he growled, his cock beginning to buck halfway down her throat. She moaned with lust but didn't stop sucking him and he couldn't hold back. His first blast of man pudding went straight into her belly. Susan pulled back, his jumping cock head exiting into her mouth. As good as she was, her mouth couldn't keep up with the volume of his ejaculate and his big cock head. Her cheeks ballooned out and sperm dribbled down her chin. She started to gag but caught herself and gulped the next load down. Almost gagging seemed to make her mad and she tried harder, jerking his shaft while he continued cumming in her mouth while she gulped it down until his cock gave its last little



squirt. She kept sucking. As his cock began to soften her lips tightened around it keeping him hard. She sucked him for a good five minutes longer before letting his cock exit her mouth entirely. She gave his urethra a kiss and looked up at him. "Fuck me again please?" she asked. He was rock hard and ready to go again.
Black sat up and climbed down while Susan stood and wiped her chin with the back of her hand. Her other hand held her belly and he could see that it was bulging out some. Black was pretty sure his sperm alone couldn't have done that to her stomach. Having a belly full of semen sloshing around in it didn't seem to bother her too much. She leaned down over the table, spreading her legs. Black took the hint and stepped up behind her. He pressed the tip of his cock against her pussy lips and slowly pushed it inside. Almost immediately, her vaginal muscles began squeezing the head, pulling him deeper. Susan had so much control over her vagina that she could probably have fucked herself with a dildo just by using the contractions alone. She practically sucked him in balls deep. Copious amounts of lubrication still poured from her completely soaking his balls and dripping down on the leaves.
Coach Black took over, fucking her hard. Her pussy went from trying to hold him inside to working in tune with his thrusts. Occasionally, her muscles would clamp down around his shaft or balloon up as she orgasmed, whimpers of pleasure coming from the girl's throat.
Susan had a great ass. He squeezed the cheeks as he shafted her pussy hard and fast. Her rosebud was tight and puckered. Still an anal virgin! He'd fuck it some time. Not today. He needed to save something for Jenny for later and he'd already cum once in Susan's mouth and he needed to seed her pussy good this time. Black pulled most of his shaft out and held still, her pussy clenching around his cock head trying to get him to keep fucking her. He stuck his hand out and ran his thumb from her labia down his slick shaft making sure it was well lubricated. Black began fucking her again and moved his slick thumb up to her sphincter and pushed.
He quickly suspected he was wrong about her being an anal virgin. She opened easily for him. Nor did she object to having her ass probed. She only whimpered and came all over his cock as he pushed his thumb inside. Furthermore, her anal muscles began working around his thumb trying to pull it deep telling him she wanted a cock in her ass as much as she wanted one deep in her vagina. What a woman, thought Black, fucking her hard while thumbing her ass. Susan fucked him back to. She pushed her ass back into his plunging cock each time he thrust it forward with equal gusto to his own. Finally, Black buried his cock just as her pussy clasped itself around his foot-long shaft so tightly it could only jump a little with the first and most powerful fountain of cum erupted into her womb. She immediately came hard, her vaginal contractions milking his cock for each successive spurt of semen. After seven squirts had flooded her womb, her pussy relaxed and Black slowly withdrew his cock while also pulling his thumb from her anus. As his thumb was freed, her ass hole turned white and a steady stream of semen poured out to run down her pussy even as his own sperm began to trickle out of it.
"God damn niggers," she hissed.
Black frowned. "What was that?" he asked before his hand came down on her left ass cheek making it shudder.
"OW!" she squealed trying to pull away, but she was leaning over the table and had nowhere to go.
"What did you say?"
"I hate you niggers." Susan's ass cheek was hit again really stinging this time. "What gives?"
"I don't tolerate that word as a pejorative. You may use it when expressing praise or the superiority of the black male. You got that slut?"
"Yes sir," she mumbled, pushing herself up off the table. Susan turned around. "I'm sorry, but I can't help myself. I've always looked down on the local nigg-black people... my parents... this county..." Susan shrugged. She couldn't look him in the eye. She stared down at his deflated, but still plump cock.
"You don't need to explain. Racism is ingrained deeply in this county. I'd be more surprised if you weren't a little racist."
"And then I saw my first big black nigger cock." She glanced up nervously. "Superior nigger cock," she corrected, looking down again when Black nodded his approval. "Now all I think about is nigger cock while a part of me still hates you for what you've done to me." She sucked her lower lip into her mouth lustfully while staring at him. "And I'm always wondering where my next fix is going to come from." Black's cock twitched under her gaze and started to swell. "God I love nigger cocks," she muttered, reaching out for his shaft as he swelled back up. "Fuck me again, Mr. Black?" she asked, stroking him. "I prefer fucking men over boys."
A low growl formed in Black's throat and he started to reach out for the lustful racist slut, but he restrained himself. Instead he stepped back pulling his cock out of her hand. "Another time," he said, feeling sorry for her. She was cock crazy. Almost half the black women in the County went cock crazy after having sex. They ended up pregnant and dropped out of high school. Most settled down after a while. Some never did. "I've got somewhere else to be."
"Please?" she begged, reaching down between her legs and fingering herself while staring at his bobbing cock.
Black retrieved his clothes and started dressing. His cock wouldn't go down. He pulled it up against his stomach as he buttoned his jeans. Black pulled his shirt on over his head and looked over at Susan.
"Please?" she begged again. She's sat up on the table and was laying down on it, hips raised, fingering herself. Black's cock twitched. He turned to walk away. "Coach?" she called. He froze but didn't look back. "If you see any of the team, tell them I'm here."
Black turned his head sideways. "Sure," he replied, feeling a little sorry for her. He slipped off into the mist. He hoped Jenny wouldn't be too mad at him for being late.
**********
"If you're playing some kind of game with me..."
"I'm not playing games." Wendy was kneeling in the center of the tent nude but for her panty. "The panty stays on."
Dewey stepped close to her. He couldn't take his eyes off her breasts. White skin with pink nipples was something he'd never thought to see in the flesh outside of porn or turning into a peeping Tom and especially not Wendy Williams' white breast flesh and pink nipples. "What do you mean?"
"I'm saving myself for my boyfriend so the panty stays on. Otherwise, like you said, in some cultures, I have to repay you for saving my life by being your slave."
"You're fucking with me?"
Wendy looked down at the bottom of the tent. She bit her lower lip, looking guilty and ashamed. "The Williams' family were slave owners, Dewey. We had a large prosperous tobacco farm with slaves purchased from the Cox family. I've seen the bills of sale for the slaves in the family bible."
"So what? You never owned slaves."
"No, but it's still shames the family name. Consider this reparations. What would you have me do, master?"
"Anything?"
"Anything, but actual intercourse and of course you can't tell anyone about this." Wendy still hoped to win a hot boyfriend at some point and getting a reputation for messing around with a black man wouldn't improve her limited choices any.
For a split second, Dewey wondered if he was the one that had drowned in the lake and this was just a dying fantasy. He still couldn't believe this was happening. "Kiss me," he ordered, testing the water. "Kiss me like you'd kiss your boyfriend."
Wendy took a step forwards on her knees. Any other woman and any other man, this would be a subservient position to suck his penis, but with Dewey and Wendy, their faces were practically lined up. "Tell me when to stop." Wendy bent her head slightly leaning forwards, her lips parted, reaching his lips. She pressed hard against his broader black lips. His tongue touched hers tentatively, then they were dueling back and forth into each other's mouths. Dewey reached up and grabbed her breasts. Wendy shuddered and moaned when he pinched her giant nipples. Her own palms came up to rest on his hard chest, sliding over his flat dark nipples. She shuddered again, impressed by his hard-muscular chest.
Dewey worked his tongue and mouth with Wendy working hers back. She moved closer smashing her breasts into his hands. He moved his hands away and around her back. His fingers slid through her luscious black hair before sliding down her back. He pulled her tight against him, her nipples pressing against his chest before mashing into her breasts. Wendy moaned again just as turned on as he was. Dewey slid his hands down into her panty and grabbed her full ass cheeks. Her moan of lust turned to one of surprise as his bulge pressed into her pubic mound. "What the?" she grunted breaking the kiss and looking down at his pants.
"You broke the kiss," he whispered, kissing her on the forehead. "I gotta punish you now, slave. Take my cock out." He pulled down on her hair, forcing her face back up to his. Dewey mashed his lips against hers and started kissing her again.
Wendy reached down and felt his bulge. Her hands worked at his pants and pulled them open and down. It was hot down around his underwear. His penis was giving off a lot of heat. Her hand grabbed the hem of his underwear and stretched it out and down, something huge and mighty forcing its way out of confinement. It smacked her hard just under her navel before sliding up her belly leaving a wet trail behind it. She released his underwear. Her hand brushed against the heavy scrotum beneath the massive penis. She cupped his sack surprised at its size. The only one she'd seen before was with a guy she dated about half a dozen times named Walt. It had looked like a couple small walnuts stuffed in a tight sack. She'd cupped them while she jerked Walt off once. Dewey's felt like a large water balloon filled with heated water inside his sack. It totally filled the palm of her hand, the second one hanging lower against the side of her hand. Second one? She'd only been holding one testicle! She pulled her hand away encountering the base of his shaft and let her fingers close around it. Her fingers didn't meet, it was so thick. Wendy didn't realize she was doing it, but her kissing turned more lustful... more aggressive as she slid her hand up the monstrosity. When her hand reached the fat rock hard plum on the tip, she broke the kiss again to look down at what she was holding.
"WHAT THE FUCK DEWEY!" Wendy stared at it in awe. Walt "walnut balls" penis hadn't even been six inches. Dewey's was bigger and thicker than her track racing batons by a good few inches and a regulation size baton was 11.5".
Dewey snorted, proud at the way she was gazing at his cock. "Not everything about me is little," he said with pride.
"How b..."
"Fourteen inches. On the big side even for a brother." Dewey loved his junk. A fourteen-inch cock was a monster but looked even bigger on a 58" man. He could easily suck the end himself and had on many occasions though he'd quit after Stacy's amazing blow job.
"I never imagined," she stuttered in disbelief, letting her hand slide up and down his shaft. Despite her disbelief, it felt somehow familiar to her to be holding a Coxville negro's cock in her hand. Like she'd done it before which was ridiculous as she'd only ever touched Walnut ball's penis before and his entire crotch filled her hand completely.
He laughed. "Well if you've only seen whitey's little penis than it's about time you saw a real man's cock."
"A superior cock," she whispered, in awe of it.
Yeah, superior, I like that. Now I think it's my superior cock's turn to get kissed."
A thousand things raced through Wendy's mind as she held and stared at his... superior cock... duty... surrender... virginity. There was no way that thing was every getting near her vagina. There was no way she'd ever fit it in her mouth or anywhere else. "I can't," she said, feeling like she had failed him.
"You disobeying your master, slave?" He growled, seemingly genuinely angry.
"N-no master," she stuttered.
"Better not be," he reprimanded. Dewey slid over to her sleeping bag resting on a nice soft air mattress. "Just do your best."
Wendy got on all fours and crawled between Dewey's legs. He was holding his cock straight up for her with just a few fingers pushed into the base so she could take the entire glorious thing in. Though she was amazed by it, she felt a little sorry for the short black man. No woman could properly take such a thing. "I.. I don't know where to start."
"Lick around the head, suck in as much as you can, and jerk off what you can't swallow."
Wendy nodded. "Okay, just don't squirt it in my mouth, please." Some of Walt's semen had gotten on her hand and she'd found the smell distasteful as she wiped it off into a tissue. She couldn't imagine what it would have tasted like.
"Your master orders you to swallow his cum, slave," Dewey commanded. Wendy looked at him. "But if you won't; let me cum all over your tits," he relented, giving her a wink. He liked this game but wasn't sure how far she'd go and didn't want to push her.
Wendy nodded again. "Yes, master." She reached down and took a hold of his thick black penis allowing him to release it as she held it up. Wendy leaned forwards and was just sticking her tongue out when he came. Even Walnut Walt had lasted half a dozen strokes before he squirted. She sighed, looking regretfully at his shaft, wondering why she was disappointed and a little surprised the shaft was remaining steel hard.
"Whatcha waiting for?"
"You just ejaculated!"
"That's just precum. My cock is trying to lubricate itself for you. Get to it, slave."
"Oh," she said, a smile spreading across her face. She quickly suppressed it. She didn't want Dewey to believe she wanted to put his penis in her mouth. She wasn't enjoying herself. She was doing this to reward him for saving her life.
Wendy leaned forwards again, the penis giving another little squirt. His precum was flowing down to coat the whole head of his big pen... "Cock."
"What?"
"I was just thinking how cock seems more appropriate a term for your penis."
"Yeah, no brother will call his junk a penis. We prefer cock, big cock, big black cock, and some like nigger or nigga cock."
Wendy was aghast at the latter. Her father threw the "N" word around a lot when referring to blacks and she'd caught her mom saying it a few times. Her dad would have a heart attack if he knew his precious little angel was preparing to suck a nigger cock. Dewey sighed with growing frustration. Wendy looked him in the eyes as she leaned forwards. "Thank you for saving my life," she told him before kissing the wet tip of his cock. When she pulled back a sticky strand of his pre-seminal fluid ran from her lips to his urethra. She licked it away and leaned down again. This time she stared at his big black cock as she began to lick around the head.
"Yeah, that's it, gurl," groaned Dewey thrilled to have his cock sucked again. The first time had been Stacy and she'd been a world class cocksucker, but she'd sucked half the brothas in the senior class before doing his. This was Wendy's first time and he was thrilled to break her in. If he didn't push her to hard, he fantasized he might be the one to pop her cherry.
Wendy started sucking. Her jaw wasn't used to stretching this far open and it soon started to ache as she bobbed her head over the tip of his cock. She ignored it keeping the pace up. She didn't want him to be disappointed in her. The more she sucked it, the more saliva began running down his shaft. She used the added lubrication to stroke his shaft. His groans told her she was doing something right. The head was pushing into her throat now as she grew used its presence.
"Come around here, gurl," he told her.
She paused confused at what he was asking. She released his shaft causing it to slap hard against his stomach and his abdominals and his chest. The monster took up most of his small torso. She moved beside him and facing down, lifted his cock back up and returned her mouth to the tip. There were some noisy slurping sounds before she got used to this new position, but he interrupted her again. Dewey's hand was on her thigh, rubbing the insides. Any further up and he might feel how wet her vagina had grown. Instead, he tugged at it until she got the hint and straddled his muscular torso.
Facing down was a little easier and soon she found she could swallow the entire head. It was difficult, but it could be done if you breathed through your nose and suppressed the gag reflex.
Her throat muffled her groan of lust for his big black cock. She was enjoying her first blow job. Her moan turned to a whimper of desire when his strong hands came up to fondle the large ends of her dangling breasts. Her pussy practically creamed when his fingers pinched her swollen nipples. Then she felt his tongue pushing against the thin panty forcing some into the folds of her vagina. "Yes," she moaned. She didn't object when his hands slid from her breasts down her belly to her pubic mound. He grabbed her panty and pulled it out of the way so that his tongue could enter her pussy. Wendy gasped in surprise. She'd never felt anything so good. Her body reflexively pushed back into his tongue as she took his cock head back in her mouth.
Dewey tried to pull her panties down, but they were stuck on her thighs and in his way. She felt his hands grab the hem, stretching the material out until they began to strain and then tear. Wendy was about to object, but the act of ripping the panty off her was so manly her pussy squirted again. Only one leg ripped open. Dewey pushed it over to the other leg where it slid down to her knee. Any objection she still might have had to losing her underwear faded with the easier access his tongue had to her pussy.
Dewey sucked her engorged clitoris between his lips. The sensation was so strong Wendy had to pull her mouth off his dick to keep from choking. His tongue wiggled its way up between the folds of her labia, pushing in as he licked up and then back down to her clit. Wendy gasped, burying her head on his thigh, one hand stroking his cock. Dewey was a freak. His tongue moved rapidly, clit then up her pussy lips, down to her clit up over her pussy to her perineum, down to her clit, wiggling up her labia and into her pussy, over the perineum, his tongue tip grazing her anus before moving back down to suck her clit in. His tongue flickered back up spending more time on her anus. Disgusting, but it felt strangely pleasant and she didn't stop him as it pushed at her rosebud. Wendy was gasping for breath now as he reamed her anus, her hand jerked his cock off more rapidly. She kissed his scrotum just as his tongue licked back down to her clit. His tongue flickered back and forth teasing her clit just as his hands tugged down hard on her nipples. Wendy's world exploded as she had her first orgasm.
She nearly passed out, coming to her senses to feel his tongue probing inside her pussy. She came again. Wendy forced herself up, taking his cock back in her mouth. She needed to thank him for the pleasure he'd just given her. If a tongue felt this amazing, what would a penis feel like? What would a cock feel like?
She sucked him harder and faster. Now she was swallowing nearly half the monster shaft, but it was becoming more difficult as the thing seemed to be growing even larger. The head went from the size of a golf ball to the size of a large plum or a small apple.



"FUCK! I'm cumming," he groaned into her pussy.
Wendy's mouth filled up so quickly, she was forced to pull her head off his cock to keep from choking. His sperm poured down her chin even as another huge wad splattered on her face. She bent down, wrapping her lips around the head, letting her mouth fill with his hot seed and it was delicious. She gulped it down just as her mouth filled again and she gulped it down too. She wanted more, but she needed to breathe. Wendy say up, forcing his tongue inside her. Both of her hands stroked his huge shaft. His cum splattered all over her chest and tits. His tongue thrust
rapidly in and out of her as his cum coated her tits. Wendy came again.
She dropped his spent cock and climbed off him, gasping for breath. She sat up, kneeling at his feet. She looked down at herself and snorted a laugh.
"What's so funny?" he asked, reaching a black hand out to squeeze her bare ass.
"Well, I both swallowed your semen and let you cum all over my tits."
"Yeah, I cum a lot. What did you think, gurl?"
Wendy blushed with embarrassment when she noticed that his chin was as soaked as her own. "It was fun," she said. "I liked it... a lot." Wendy noticed a large wad of sperm covering her left nipple. She wanted it. Dewey watched with delight as she lifted her big breast up to her mouth and sucked his cum off her nipple. "Your seed tastes really good," she explained, staring at his cock. It seemed to have expanded a little. "Next time, I'll do better."
"Next time?" he asked, smirking.
"Sure. I owe you my life, so I think unlimited blow jobs as long as you want them isn't an unreasonable reward. Besides, I really really like your cock. So long as you'll be discreet and provided you want me to suck you off again?" She gazed at him hopefully.
"I think your lips and my cock are going to become very familiar."
"Good," she said, reaching down, and pulling the hard shaft back up. "Because I really like your cock, Dewey. She leaned forwards and kissed the head again, her mouth wanted to spread out and suck it some more, but her jaw was sore, and she wasn't sure he could go again either even though it was as hard as the first time. Wendy squeezed his cock and looked up at the short black man. She felt a growing affection for him. "Would you like to stay here tonight?" she asked. "I want... I want to sleep in your arms."
"Oh, I ain't going anywhere. You still my slave?"
"Yes, until morning."
"Got any lotion?"
"Some hand lotion in my purse over there. Why?"
"Get on all fours."
"What are you doing?" Wendy looked over her shoulder as Dewey grabbed her hand lotion. His cock bobbed before him as he walked over to kneel behind her. "We can't have sex," she said, a little worried now that her protective panty was gone.
Dewey squirted lotion all along his shaft and started stroking himself. "Well if I can't fuck your pussy then I'm gonna have the next best thing."
"You're crazy!" she practically screamed when she felt the pressure on her anus. "I can't take that thing."
"Relax." Dewey pushed down.
"Aaah!," moaned Wendy scared, but her tight anus opened up for him and she relaxed. It was only his thumb. It was soaked with the lotion. "Ohhh!" she moaned, surprised that it was a little pleasant, but just as her rear began to get used to it, he pulled his thumb out. The pressure returned. This time when he pushed down, her anus began to stretch a whole lot wider. "No way Dewey. You're too big."
"You my slave or what?"
Wendy whimpered. "I'm your slave," she relented.
"Ask me to fuck your ass, slave."
"Please f—AAAH—ck my AAAHSS, MASTER," she cried through gritted teeth as her tight rosebud opened so wide, she knew it was about to rip apart. Just as she was about to crawl away from him, the end of his cock slipped inside. "Ohmygod, it hurts! Too big! TOO BIG!"
"Relax and unclench your ass cheeks. We'll let you get used to it before going any further." Even Stacy who loved it up the ass had been nervous taking him up her backside.
Wendy whimpered, panting with exertion of just having the head present in her anus. Tears ran down her cheeks. The bad pain faded faster than she would have thought turning to a dull ache. "Better now," she hissed through clenched teeth. She whimpered again when he started working the head in and out, pushing it deeper and deeper. "Aaah!" she moaned at first thinking it was from pain, but it had felt pretty good. "Ah! Ah! Yes," she whispered.
"Not so bad once you get used to it," he said, grabbing her hips.
"No. AH! Kind-AH nice," she moaned, pushing back on her arms so that her ass pushed into his thrusts. "Fuck me," she muttered, feeling dirty for saying it, but then she felt dirty being sodomized by a black man and liking it. "Fuck my ass, Master!" Wendy rocked her body, fucking Dewey back, his cock speeding up like a pile driver. She wanted to touch her pussy. She needed to touch her pussy to get off again, but she needed her arms for leverage. "Fuck my ass with your big black cock," she moaned, falling forwards onto her arms, head down on the ground, ass up for him to fuck.
Wendy moaned loving the feeling of his thick black cock gliding smoothly in and out of her ass. She turned so that her arm could slide beneath her, through her squashed tits, over her belly. Her fingers found their way to her pussy, moving rapidly even as Dewey's thrusts turned erratic. He
thrust forwards, burying maybe eight inches in her bowels. His cock began bucking inside her ass, pumping his sperm deep inside her just as she came again.
Dewey grunted as he pulled his cock out. It shot several wads over her back, before collapsing on her ass, deflated, and spent. He groaned from the exertion and shakily crawled over to collapse on the sleeping bag.
Wendy didn't have much strength left in her, but what felt like a gallon of sperm was about ready to pour out of her innards. She grabbed a blanket and crawled out of the tent flap. She stood once she was in the open, adjusting the blanket. Freezing when she saw Carol sitting in a chair.
Carol was surrounded by the mist, but Wendy could see she was pale and shaky. Her hand shook as she lifted a beer up to her mouth and sipped. Wendy's only real friend stared at her with a look of disgust and horror written on her face, but her body showed signs of arousal. She was in a short tee shirt that exposed most of her belly, the cloth soaked by the mist. It clung to her body, highlighting her breasts and her erect nipples. Her sexy lace panty was darker and wetter between her legs. Carol closed her knees quickly. "Gotta pee," said Wendy. Carol just nodded, her eyes glancing down at the white stream pouring down to pool between Wendy's legs.
Wendy opened a bag containing some toilet paper, grabbed a roll and took off into the bushes. She did have to pee, but she really needed to clean her bowels out. She squatted letting his sperm flood out while letting the toilet paper dampen so she could wipe his dried sperm off her face and torso. The flood of semen turned to a trickle and soon into drops. Wendy stood, wrapped the blanket around her and headed back to the campsite. Carol was still sitting there.
"But he's a nigger?" whispered Carol.
"I don't care," Wendy retorted. "I'm having a great time. The best night of my life in fact. It's...special."
"But he's a nigger?" Carol whispered again as if that explained everything.
Wendy just stooped down and crawled back into her tent.
Dewey was laying on his back on her sleeping bag. He looked on appreciatively as she dropped the towel revealing her magnificent Amazonian body. "Get it all out?" he asked.
"I don't think I'll ever get it all out," she retorted. She kneeled and crawled next to him. He wrapped his arm around her. They laid down together and soon his lips found hers. She ran her hand over his arm, feeling the bulging muscles before sliding it over his chest and down the hard abdominals of his stomach. She went down a little further and felt his limp shaft. Her tongue danced with his, kissing each other lustfully as she squeezed his plump cock. It expanded in her hand, swelling and hardening again. In no time at all, she was holding his fully hard black cock in her hand. She stroked it, breaking the kiss. "Did you bring a condom?" she asked.
Dewey raised an eyebrow questioningly. "No, why?"
"I want you to be the one," she whispered. Tonight, was special and it was about to get even more special. "I don't want to be a virgin any longer. I want you to be my first. Just don't cum in me."
Dewey leaned over and kissed her passionately. She guided his hard cock down as he climbed on top of her.
**********
Jenny grunted as Max slowly pushed his cock inside her. "I can't believe I'm fucking Coach Summers," he muttered, pulling back on her hips though it wasn't necessary as she pushed her ass back into his cock. "I knew it would happen sometime, but not this soon."
"What do you mean by that?" she asked, her voice muffled by her arms.
"Oh, we all gonna fuck you, Mrs. Summers."
"Oh no you are not, young man," she stated indignantly. In her mind's eye, she pictured being in the same position she was now, on all fours, on the field while Coach Black blew his whistle and black player after black player ran up, their upper torsos in gear, their lower torsos naked, and fucked her with giant black cock after giant black cock. She shuddered and came all over Max's cock as he buried it. "This was an accident. I thought Coach Black was in here."
"Come on sexy momma, you can't so no to some black dick. You know it and we know it." He started fucking her hard.
"Not true," she hissed between clenched teeth. "I'm only fooling around with the Coach... OH GOD! FUCK ME MAX!"
"It didn't take long for Samson to get his cock in ya." He gave her a playful spank on the ass before pressing his thumb against her anus. Jenny whimpered as he pushed his thumb in.
"The pool party got out of hand," she moaned, regretting what had happened with her daughter's boyfriend though she'd loved his cock. She felt guilty, but a part of her hoped her actions might break Kitty and Samson up. She'd even fuck him again if she thought he'd dump her daughter for it.
"Most fun I ever had," said Max.
Me too, she thought. "Just shut up and fuck me, but don't cum in me again. I'm not on birth control."
Max grinned picturing Jenny Summers giving birth to a little dreadlocked baby and the thought made his balls ache. "You let Samson cum in ya."
"Like I said, the party got out of hand and Coach Black had a vasectomy."
Max snorted at that. No nigga was gonna let a scalpel anywhere near his balls. "I'm gonna cum in ya, but I'll seed you like Stubby seeded you. He pulled his cock out and raised the head up to her sphincter. He was a little surprised to see it open up rather easily for him.
"Yes Max, do it. Fuck my ass," she moaned pushing back and helping his cock head push into her anus.
Max worked his cock deep, fucking her tight ass with a steady rhythm. She couldn't take it all, but he got enough in that his swinging nut sack started smacking her pussy with each thrust. Jenny forced back an orgasmic scream as she trembled beneath him. Her cum was soon dripping off his nut sack. He'd never gotten a black ho off from anal sex alone unless they were playing with themselves while he did it. Jenny Summers was something special.
All too soon, he felt the cum welling up in his balls. He grabbed her hips and pulled her back while his cock tried to buck inside the tight confines while it pumped his sperm deep into her bowels.
"SUSAN! YOU FUCKING WHORE!"
Jenny and Max both jumped looking over at the form of Patty bent over inside the tent flap. She was staring aghast at the sight of her Coach, mentor, and practically her second mother down on all fours getting sodomized by her boyfriend. "Sorry Coach," she said, "I thought you were Susan." She nodded her head towards Jenny's dangling GG tits. Other than Patty, Susan was the closest to having tits her size.
"Uh, it's okay," said Jenny, slowly. Max withdrew his spent cock from her ass.
Patty turned her attention to Jenny's ass just as a fountain of white sperm shot out of her anus. Her face went from surprised to heartbroken to angry within seconds as it hit her that her boyfriend had just cheated on her with her favorite teacher. "What the fuck Coach?" she hissed, her face scrunched up with hate. "Your daughter's boyfriend wasn't enough for you? You trying to fuck all our boyfriends?"
Patty was panting heavily. Despite her anger, she looked wantonly hot. The mist had soaked her skin and made her uniform cling to her voluptuous body. Her nipples were hard and poking out beneath her top. The flush of her cheeks was visible under the green glow from the glowstick.
Without warning, she lunged for Jenny just as Jenny sat up. "Patty wait!"
"How dare you?" she squealed. Patty's hand shot out, slapping Jenny on her cheek.
It didn't hurt much, but Jenny was so shocked she just froze. Patty looked frustrated like she didn't know what to do to hurt her betrayer. Her body shook, the hand that slapped Jenny shooting out to pinch and twist her nipple. That did hurt Jenny. Patty lunged, her hands reaching
out for Jenny's throat.
Jenny turned, stopping Patty's forward motion with her shoulder. She didn't know what to do and just reached out over Patty's back. She grabbed the hem of her top and yanked the uniform forwards over Patty's head, blinding her and tangling her arms up. "Max, do something?" she pleaded.
Max was grinning like he was enjoying this. "Sure thing." He reached over like he was going to grab Patty and pull her off. Instead, her grabbed the back of her bra and unhooked it.
Patty's bras always strained to contain her mammoth bosom, the bra sprang off her breasts just as they pushed forwards into Jenny's face and she found a nipple sticking right in her mouth. Jenny tried not to suffocate as Patty struggled with the clothes constraining her. The angry redhead threw the top off, looming over Jenny who fell back helpless afraid those giant freckled white tits would smother her. Just as her head was about to be engulfed by Patty's soft breasts again, the redhead froze, a surprised look on her face.
Jenny watched the anger disappear, a slow contented smile spreading across her face like an addict getting her fix. Patty's head raised up which pushed one of her nipples back into Jenny's mouth. The nipple pushing deep as Jenny's face mashed into the breast, then out, then in again as Patty moved forwards and back over Jenny's body.
Jenny moved her head around. She looked up. Patty's red hair was stretched out, pulling her head back. The ends wrapped in Max's dark black hands like reins as he rode her into submission. He winked down at Jenny. He'd calmed the fiery redhead by pushing his big black cock into her. "Unh! Unh! UNH!," grunted Patty each time Max buried his cock.
Jenny shifted her body, but she was trapped under the buxom redhead whose breasts kept smashing into Jenny's face. Jenny grabbed Patty's breasts to hold them away from her, Patty's areola squeezed out between Jenny's fingers each time the girl was pushed forwards. The nippled ends engorged and puffy, a light pink erect little nub that ran down to the teen's distended areola. Her breasts were soft and cushiony. They felt nice in Jenny's hands. Without thinking, Jenny Summers raised her head and flickered her tongue over one of Patty's nipples before sucking it between her lips.
Patty gasped loudly. She froze and trembled as an orgasm shook her body. Fluids dripped down soaking Jenny's blonde pubes. When Patty quit trembling, Max resumed thrusting his cock into her, forcing her forwards again. "They're so good, Coach," groaned Patty, looking down at her. Max had released her hair.
"I know Patty," said Jenny, moving her mouth over to Patty's other nipple. Jenny moaned as she sucked it, her hips started raising, wishing Patty had a cock to push in her. Patty whimpered and came again, a virtual waterfall of her juices splattering on Jenny's crotch. The redhead's whimpers turned to a moan of disappointment. Jenny realized why a second later, when Max's cock head speared its way into her pussy.
Jenny lifted her crotch as much as she could up into Max's thrusting cock, but she couldn't get it all with Patty above her and the redhead's fleshy ass was in Max's way. Still, it was more inches, thickness, and hardness than Harold could give her and she came after a few thrusts.
"Put it back, Max," begged Patty.
"Sure, thing babe, but maybe you should give Mrs. Summers a little kiss first."
Patty looked down at her teacher, only hesitating a moment. Her face came down kissing Jenny on the lips. Jenny was the first to push her tongue into Patty's mouth. There was another moment's hesitation, a tentative probe from Patty's tongue, and then both women were moaning as their tongues dueled.
"Now that's what I'm talking about," grunted Max. He pulled his cock out of Jenny and pushed it back into Patty going balls deep. He started fucking her with the full length of his cock. Patty cried out, breaking the kiss and pushing herself up as her pussy exploded all over Max's cock. He grabbed her hips and pulled back on them moving her down a little. When Patty lowered herself back down, she was resting her head on Jenny's bosom. Jenny leaned up and kissed her head affectionately, stroking her red locks while Patty grunted and moaned from Max's hard thrusting.
Patty found herself staring at her teacher's rather elongated nipple sticking up before her eyes. She raised her hand and squeezed the voluptuous breasts, fingers sliding up to pinch and rub the nipple. Jenny whined a little, liking the attention. Patty slid her hand over to the side of the breast and pulled it towards her face even as she lifted her head and sucked the nipple between her lips.
Patty raised herself up and started sucking Jenny's tit a little more aggressively as she got into it. The hand stroking her head began holding her down tightly, keeping her lips on the nipple, but Max's thrusts were picking up steam forcing Patty forwards. The wet nipple sprang free from Jenny's mouth. Patty's face scrunched up as a large orgasm approached, her body anticipating what was coming next.
"Here it cums," grunted Max.
Jenny placed both hands on Patty's cheeks and forced her to look down into Jenny's eyes. "Tell me you're on the pill."
"Nooooo," moaned the redhead.
"Make him pull out then."
"I can't," she cried. "Feels too good when he cums inside me."
"Patty, listen. You have your whole life in front of you. Make him pull out. Let me take his load for you."
"Too late," growled Max, slamming his cock forwards.
Jenny watched as the addicted expression crossed Patty's face again. She didn't blame the redhead. She knew exactly what Patty was experiencing right now. "Nooo," moaned Patty as she quit bracing herself. Jenny felt Max's seed splattering along her labia just before his cock pushed back inside her and it was still spurting. The angle was better now allowing his cock to push deeper so that his fertile seed sprayed all over her cervix. Her own orgasm followed, her contractions lifting his seed up into her uterus increasing her own pregnancy risk.
Max could very well have just impregnated both women.
Max groaned loudly and pulled out, nearly falling over. Jenny stared up at Patty. Both women were still panting from their recent orgasms. Kitty was the greatest thing that ever happened to her, but eighteen had been too young to start a family plus Kitty was white. If Patty gave birth to a black baby, she'd be humiliated and ostracized in Coxville County. Plus, Max was a poor black man from Niggertown with little to no prospects. He wouldn't marry her or provide for the child. Jenny moved her hands down to Patty's thighs and started lifting her up.



"What are you doing?" asked Patty, her eyes still closed.
"Just do it," said Jenny.
Sperm dribbled out of Patty's pussy leaving a trail from Jenny's blonde pubic mound, over her bellybutton, stomach, and sternum until Patty was kneeling above Jenny's face. Jenny pulled her down, her open mouth catching the dripping sperm until Patty's pussy was planted firmly over Jenny's mouth. "Try to push it out," she called before sticking her tongue out. Jenny wiggled her tongue along the slit and then inside thankful she'd learned how to do this with Shondra last night.
Jenny stared at up Patty's body, her red wisps of pubic hair out of focus, but Patty's belly and erect nipples clear in the green glow. Very quickly Patty's belly began undulating and she started pushing her pussy down into Jenny's tongue. Jenny's mouth filled with a steady trickle of Max's hot sperm. She gulped each time it filled constantly working her tongue for more. "YYEESS!!" cried Patty, pushing her pussy down hard into Jenny's tongue. The orgasm released more of Max's sperm from her womb, filling Jenny's mouth several more times. With a groan of exhaustion, Patty fell sideways off her.
Jenny wiped her mouth with the back of her palm and sat. She could only hope that she'd saved the young woman from making a mistake and hope that Max or Anthony hadn't impregnated the foolish girl yesterday at her pool. She could also vaguely recall seeing Patty sucking Samson's cock at the pool. For some reason she felt a little jealous, but it also reminded her that her own precious daughter was taking a lot of black sperm into her own unprotected womb.
"I ain't seen nothin as hot as that before."
Jenny looked over a Max. He was laying on the sleeping mat, stroking his fully hard cock staring
over at her wide eyed. Patty had stirred and was crawling over to him. She kissed the head of his cock respectfully and straddled the young man while Jenny crawled out of the tent nude. She stood and dressed as Patty began riding Max's big cock knowing that Patty was going to let him cum inside her again. There was nothing Jenny could do for her.
Jenny strolled off through the mist, hoping Coach Black wasn't too mad at her.
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TCCS Part 3: Chapter 26: An O'Malley Twin Goes Black
Siobhan snuggled closer into Rick, their kissing turning even more passionate as their arousal grew. At first, the cold damp mist coming off the lake looked like it might ruin the evening, but they'd both turned horny and realized the mist helped hide them from prying eyes. Her parents wouldn't let her or her sister stay out late enough to get in trouble and they certainly hadn't allowed them to camp out at the senior bonfire with hormone crazed boys around. The twins and their boyfriends would need to head home soon.
As soon as her twin Sinead and her boyfriend Tom had excused themselves to go for a walk along the shore, Siobhan had practically attacked Rick, much to his surprise and delight. His hands ran under her shirt, cupping her bra, thumbs twirling around her hard nipples. The cold mist had made them pop out already and their stiffness made them feel uncomfortable against her bra. His hands moved between her breasts looking for the hook of her bra. He seemed confused when he couldn't find it.
Siobhan sat up, reached around her back and unhooked her bra, slipping her arms inside her blouse so that she could pull it off. Then she returned to kissing him. He moaned into her mouth when his hands found her bare breasts.
They'd only had sex twice. The first, was his eighteenth birthday present. Her parents believed in abstinence and thought that contraception was a sin. Siobhan was conservative, but not nearly as uptight as her parents. She also had needs. Most of the girls were not only fucking their boyfriends but doing nastier stuff with them like taking their penises in their mouths. That wasn't for her either. Her priest had drilled into her the sins of sodomites or masturbation and she'd complied up until she'd had the crazy sex dream last month. She'd played with herself for thirty minutes when she'd woken up picturing her shadowy bearded lover taking her in all sorts of ways including making her suck his enormous penis. Clearly a fantasy dream penis as it was nearly three times bigger than Rick's.
Two days later had been Rick's birthday and she'd told him she wanted to have sex. It had been awkward and horrible. He was so nervous he had trouble making it hard enough to slip the condom on. She had to squeeze the base to make it hard enough to break her hymen. She was still hurting a few strokes later when he'd ejaculated. Worse the sex hadn't been worth the Catholic guilt she felt for days afterwards. The second time was slightly better. He was less nervous and fully erect. She'd agreed to it again, thinking that it had to get better. Just as it started to feel slightly pleasurable, he'd ejaculated into the condom again. She'd refused Rick's advances after that until tonight when the mist came up. She felt as aroused as she had the night
of her dream with the bearded man and was ready to give sex a third try.
Siobhan O'Malley's hand fumbled with the buttons on his jeans, opening them and pulling at his zipper. He helped her by lifting his hips and pulling them down. His hand rested on her bare knee, sliding up her leg to her modesty shorts under her skirt. She kissed him wantonly as her hand touched his white underwear. She gripped the small bulge, his erection jerked beneath her hand, his underwear turning wet and sticky.
"Oh my god!" he stuttered out, breaking the kiss. "I'm so sorry."
Siobhan loudly groaned in frustration which only seemed to embarrass Rick more. "It's okay, she sighed. Siobhan stood up. Her white blouse had run up exposing her belly. She grabbed the hems and tried to pull it down just as her sister and Tom came walking back off the lakeshore still holding hands.
"You too," commented Sinead.
Siobhan looked over at her twin. They were virtually identical though she had reddish-blonde hair and Sinead was more blondish-red. Siobhan's eyes were also green where her sister's eyes were blue. They were dressed identically too. Not something they normally did anymore since they were little and their parents thought it was cute to make them dress alike. On Saturdays, they had religious studies class with the nuns at the convent and had to dress in traditional uniform. Siobhan liked their classes more than Sinead. She'd even considered following her older sister, Nancy, in becoming a nun, but was leaning against it in favor of teaching. Saturday also gave both twins a chance to see their sister Nancy who occasionally taught their classes. This week, Nancy had been a little distracted as she was helping an unusual black priest research Coxville history, particularly slave island out on the lake. The twins had rushed from bible school to the stadium to meet their boyfriends and catch the last half of the game before heading to the bonfire. Neither had thought to bring a change of clothes though Rick and Tom both liked the Catholic school girl look.
"O god, have mercy," gasped Siobhan staring at her sister curiously lit up by the full moon shining through the mist. Both twins had lost their ties leaving them in plaid skirts and white blouses. Sinead's blouse had tightened and shrunk in the mist. Her belly was bare, the shrunken top barely managing to constrain her large Coxville DD breasts. She'd lost her bra sometime on her walk with Tom. The damp cloth clung tightly to her skin revealing her swollen areola and engorged nipples. To make matters worse, the spaces between buttons on the tight shirt were gaping revealing glimpses of flesh between them. Unlike her sister, Sinead had rolled up her skirt before going to the game. It stopped at mid-thigh where Siobhan's was still the normal knee length. She appeared to have lost her modesty shorts as they would have been visible under the hem. "You look like a slut," said Siobhan, staring at her.
Sinead put her hand on her side and looked her sister up and down. "And I'm looking in a mirror," she said, perturbed.
Siobhan looked down at herself. Her blouse had done the same and somehow, she'd lost a couple
buttons at the top, showing off her impressive cleavage. Her top was as wet, clinging tightly, and fully displaying her breasts. "Sweet Jesus!"
"You look hot," said Rick.
"Yeah," agreed Tom. "It's like your suddenly wearing slutty school girl Halloween costumes instead of real uniforms."
"Maybe we should head back to the bonfire to warm up?" suggested Rick. He turned away trying to button his jeans without Tom or Sinead realizing what they had been up to.
"No way," said Sinead. "Not while looking like this with all the riffraff hanging about the keg." By riffraff she meant their black classmates. They'd been acting mighty forward of late.
"Come on," said Tom. "I could use another beer."
"Alright, but I don't know what I did with my bra," she whispered.
"I think we left it hanging on that branch," he whispered back.
"Let's go get it." Sinead turned to her sister. "We'll meet you at the fire." Sinead and Tom turned and headed back to the shoreline.
Siobhan turned to Rick. "I need to go pee. I'll be back."
"Okay," he sighed. "Don't get lost in the mist."
"If I'm not back in twenty, I'll meet you at the bonfire." Her boyfriend looked dejected. "It's fine Rick. It'll get better. Neither of us really knows what we are doing," she assured him. He nodded, pulling out earplugs and putting them in his ears.
Siobhan walked between the brush glancing back at Rick. He was sitting at the table, head laid on his hands listening to music. She hoped things would get better. Either sex wasn't as great as she'd heard or Rick was a complete dud. She really liked him, but if this kept up, she might have to go looking for a boyfriend that knew what he was doing.
It didn't take her long to find a decent sized bush to squat behind. This time of year, the porta pottys were gone. There'd been talk of modernizing and installing a real bathroom, but that hadn't materialized yet and it would have been locked up this time of year if it had. She was left squatting in the woods.
Siobhan urinated then reached down for her shorts. "Shit," she muttered, finding them wet. She'd accidently peed on them and she hadn't worn a panty underneath. Siobhan hadn't thought she could have felt any sluttier in the wet uniform, but not having any underwear on sure upped that a degree.
The moon disappeared behind a cloud turning everything eerily dark. Scarily dark in the fog. Worse, she was confused over which way she'd come. She took a few steps soon realizing she was going the wrong way.
FWAP FWAP FWAP
Siobhan's ears were starting to hear more of the night sounds. They picked up music from the party in the far distance. The FWAP FWAP noise continued, closer. "Maybe it's the base coming from Rick's ear buds," she hoped aloud following the noise.
FWAP FWAP FWAP
The cloud moving over the moon was less dense now and things started lighting up a little. She stepped into the clearing and sighed with relief when she saw the dark figure leaning over the picnic table, doing something in his lap. FWAP FWAP was the noise coming from his lap.
She stepped forwards and froze. The figure was too big to be Rick or was it just the mist obscuring him? She moved closer, crinkling her nose when the sweet smell of marijuana hit her nostrils. No, this wasn't Rick. She moved forwards anyway, stepping out of the mist just as the moon lit up the picnic table. "Excuse me?" she called.
The giant black man stood up tall and straight, turning towards her. Andy Gooch, a self-described ghetto nigga and pothead. A great basketball player, but she wasn't even sure if he would be playing this year as he'd been caught with pot several times suffering a variety of consequences.
FWAP FWAP FWAP came from the hand moving back and forth in his crotch.
Siobhan's eyes looked down at the movement. "SWEET JESUS!" she cried in utter disbelief. Andy Gooch was jerking his penis off and the thing was a monster. His hand was a blur, but it stopped just under the head which Siobhan swore was as big as an apple and the part he was stroking must have been a least a foot long with that swollen bulbous tip adding to its length. The shaft looked thick too at least as thick as her wrist, normal in his large hand, but she didn't think one of her dainty white hands could have reached around it. He quit stroking it and let go when he noticed her interest, the huge black penis bobbing before him.
"T-that's a sin," she gasped, staring at it.
"What?"
"Masturbating. It's a sin." She looked up at him. His eyes were half-lidded, probably stoned. Andy had a reputation for being mean. Rick hated Andy for bullying him through middle school, but pot seemed to have mellowed Andy quite a bit.
"Couldn't help it. The mist came up and my junk got hard all of a sudden. It started hurtin it was so swollen." He'd already dumped a load into Melissa Johnson's mouth and pussy just a short time ago and was surprised to see it swell up again for no apparent reason.
Her eyes went back down to his "junk". "Oh my sweet Jesus, it's huge."
"Damn straight it's huge. Doesn't normally get this big until I'm about to cum, but I aint even close." He grabbed it again and started jerking off. This time he wasn't looking at his penis, but at her breasts pushing out through her blouse.
"Stop that Andy," she begged. A part of her didn't want him to stop. She wanted to watch him ejaculate. His testicles were sized to go with his penis. He made Rick look like a child. "You can't waste sperm. It hurts god."
He snorted. "Bull shit. Why'd god make it feel so good then." He stepped closer, aiming his penis at her as his hand slid up and down the shaft.
"Oh, god have mercy," she muttered, unable to take her eyes off it. "Stop... so big... stop sinning Andy... such a huge penis... why?"
"This aint no white penis, it's a black cock and if you want me to stop sinning..." He released his cock, the monster bobbing before him, head pointed at her navel. He reached down and grabbed her arm, pulling her hand up and placing it on his cock. "Then you do it for me," he finished.
Without thinking, Siobhan's hand moved down to the base of the shaft and up, feeling its size and its power, its heat, its life with each pulse along the veiny shaft. "I can't do that," she mumbled, staring at the bulbous head sticking out above her hand.
"Why not? It's not masturbation if you do it."
"I c-an't. I have a boyfriend. It's not right." Something inside Siobhan really wanted her to do as he asked. She was fascinated with the huge black cock in her hand. It made her nipples throb. It made the hunger between her legs grow worse. Were they all like this? She was tempted, tempted like Eve had been in the garden of Eden by the black serpent presenting the fruit. "No," she said, fighting it.
"Yes," argued Andy. "Jerk it off. I think god sent you here to save me."
Siobhan hesitated. Was he right? Had god sent her to him? "I can't," she said, again, but her hand slid down the shaft and back up just under the head.
"There's another way," he told her. Mama Gooch had drilled a lot of the bible into him. "Will you help me?"
Siobhan nodded. "I want to save you. Tell me how?"
"It's biblical. God's will. Will you do it?"
"Yes," said Siobhan. The thought of saving him filled her with happiness and she let her hand
slide up the serpent to hold the apple-sized head.
"Follow me."
Andy backed up. Siobhan squeezed the head of his cock. She didn't want to let it go. Her hand grew sticky. For a moment, she felt he'd also ejaculated at her touch. The black cock was spewing out as much fluid as Rick had ejaculated in his underwear earlier, but a cock was apparently different from a penis. It was only trying to lubricate itself and remained steel hard squirting more fluid into her hand.
He backed up to the picnic table's bench. Andy reached up and started unbuttoning the buttons on her blouse. "What are you doing?" Her hand came up to grab his wrist to stop him. Her other hand remained on his cock head, working its way around the knob, rubbing the fluid in.
He grabbed her wrist and pulled her arm away as he opened her blouse. "Proverbs 5:19."
Her blouse was now open exposing her breasts. Andy released her arm and put both hands on her shoulders pushing her down, increasing the pressure until she fell to her knees. She found herself staring right down his shaft. Her hand slid down to his crotch. More fluid erupted from the head, shooting out about an inch. Surely, he didn't think she was going to perform oral sex on him? She didn't even do that for Rick and there was certainly nothing biblical about it. Some natural instinct had her hand pulling the shaft down, pointing the head at her mouth. But then Andy sat down, his cock pointing outwards and upwards. "What is proverbs 5:19?" It embarrassed her that she didn't know and had to ask him.
He grabbed her shoulders and pulled her between his legs. Her breasts engulfed his black cock. "Let her breasts satisfy you at all times; Be exhilarated always with her love," he told her. "Now titty fuck me."
Siobhan complied, squeezing her breasts together. The fluids coating his cock and the way the mist was embracing her breasts, covering them with dew acted as lubrication. This felt dirty, not biblical, but at least he wasn't masturbating so in a way she was saving him from sinning. At first, Siobhan "titty fucked" him by raising herself up and down on her knees, but her legs quickly grew tired. She switched over to sitting still while hefting her breasts up and down his shaft as rapidly as she could. She glanced up at Andy to see if she was doing this right. He grinned and nodded his approval at her.
Siobhan's nipples were protruding out from her bouncing breasts nearly ¾'s of an inch. Andy reached down with both hands and pinched them hard. Her nipples stretching out from her breasts as she lifted them up his shaft. The sensation sent shockwaves through her vagina intensifying her earlier arousal. "You feelin this in yo pussy?"
Siobhan mewled in response. Her vagina... her pussy was throbbing with lust, leaking so much arousal, she worried she might be peeing all over her thighs. It got worse when Andy switched to grabbing the ends of her breasts and rubbing his thumbs back and forth over her nipples. Her arousal grew so bad, if her hands weren't busy squeezing her breasts, she would be committing
the sin of masturbation again.
"Spit on my cock. Needs more lube."
It was getting a little dry from all the friction. She leaned forwards and spit some saliva over the head. Her pussy was still screaming for attention. It wanted something in it badly. She wished Rick were here, just to push his little white penis inside her again though he wouldn't have lasted long. Just the thought of it and the constant working of Andy's thumbs over her nipples had the pressure growing inside her. Then like a damn, it burst.
"OOOHHH!!" she groaned as she orgasmed. Her mouth was still open and over Andy's cock. Swiftly, his hand came up to her head.
"Needs more lube," he said again, pulling down.
"AAAHHH!" she cried, still cumming as her lips came down over his cock and opened around the head. Her "AAH" becoming, "Mmmmph!" Siobhan's jaws stretched wide around his huge cock, but she didn't pull back. Her tongue twirled around the tip and she started bobbing her head while she continued squeezing the shaft between her tits.
"Damn gurl, you know how to treat a big black cock."
His crass words filled her with a sense of pride and she bobbed her head harder. The bulbous glans pushed into her throat, the tip reaching her tonsils, the corona stopping at the back of her mouth. She wanted to gag at the intrusion, but she breathed through her nose and kept sucking. The fact that the head seemed to be swelling up even larger wasn't helping either.
"You makin me cum, gurl," he growled.
Suddenly disgusted with herself, Siobhan pulled her head back before he could ejaculate in her mouth. Just in time to as the head erupted in a fountain of white semen that shot up nearly a foot from the meatus of his big black cock.
"Shit!" he grunted as his semen fell down to splatter all over her breasts. "We wastin sperm. Hurtin god."
He was right! Siobhan lowered her head again, mouth open as a second geyser covered her face in sperm. More was shooting into her mouth as she lowered it over his cock head. Her mouth filled quickly with his seed and it was the most succulent delicious nectar she'd ever tasted. The religious teenager had never felt closer to god then at that moment. She swallowed his seed down, her mouth already watering with desire for more and her desire was filled almost immediately as her mouth filled again and then again.
At some point, Siobhan had released her breasts. Her head was bobbing over the end of his cock and both her hands were now jerking his shaft off for every last drop of his seed.
"That's 'nuff gurl. You done drained my balls dry."
Siobhan felt suddenly sheepish over her behavior. She pushed down on his knees so that she could stand. She still had her blouse on, but it hung open back behind her breasts "Sorry," she apologized. "I don't know what came over me. You tasted really..." Siobhan stared down at a large dollop of semen sliding down her breast to her areola where is absorbed her nipple. She hefted her breast up and sucked his cum off before it could drip down to the ground. "Good," she mumbled, sucking her nipple clean.
Andy Gooch stood. "Well, thanks for protecting my soul, gurl, but we got a problem." He took her shoulders and led her over to the end of the table.
"What's wrong?" she asked.



"You done sucked me hard again." Andy grabbed her hips and lifted her up on the table. Her legs opened immediately as he stepped between them. "Need to jerk off again."
Siobhan stared down in total disbelief at his engorged cock. How could he possibly be hard again? Rick's little white penis seemed to shrivel up into his scrotum soon after he ejaculated. Andy started running his hand along the shaft again just over the reddish curls of her pubic mound. "You need to learn some self-control," she stated, entranced by his cock.
"Think you could suck it again?"
She wanted to. She wanted his seed filling her mouth again. "I don't think I can." She wished she hadn't drank that beer from the keg so that she'd have more room in her stomach. It felt like a gallon of his sperm was already sloshing around in her stomach.
"I'll use your thighs then." He grabbed under her knees and lifted her legs up. "That way I'm not masturbating."
Siobhan's crotch angled up as her hefted her legs up and open. He flexed his cock, lifting it up so that it fell on her stomach. Andy pulled back, sliding his cock back and forth. He wasn't squeezing it between her thighs though. He was rubbing it along the slit in her vagina and her body was responding. Her hips lifted up pressing her labia as hard as she could against the shaft. "Ohhhh," she moaned, falling back to lay down on the table, writhing sensuously without even realizing it..
Siobhan watched between the gaps in her breasts as the tempting black apple rose up and back, again and again. She wanted to reach out for the apple again, to guide it down where it belonged, but the bulbous black fruit was receding. It rose up further and further away each time he slid it forwards until she could no longer see it. Siobhan could only feel pressure against the slit along her pussy. The head was pushing down, spreading her lips apart, further and further. They opened and spread around his glans as his cock pushed in up to the corona.
"OHSWEETJESUS!"
**********
Sinead and Tom were still holding hands when they came back. She held the bra bunched up in her hand, not having put it on as she felt the material might rub too hard on her sensitive nipples. The wet blouse felt good on her rigid aching nubs. They found Rick with his head still resting on the table. His fingers tapping out a rhythm to whatever song was playing on his mp3 player. He jumped, startled when she grabbed his arm.
"Where's my sister?" she asked.
"She went off to pee. Should be back by now," he said. "Must have gotten lost. I'll go find her."
"No, I'll go get her. We'll meet you and Tom at the fire."
"Be careful, Sin," said Tom.
"Sure," she replied. "I'll hurry. It's getting close to curfew and I don't want to be grounded for the Halloween dance." She watched the boys go before slipping off into the darkness.
Sinead undid the buttons on her shrunken blouse as she walked along, opening it. She was wringing some of the moisture out of her bra when she heard the constant gasping and moaning. She stepped out from a bush and walked around a tree. Ducking back behind it when she saw the couple on the picnic table. She wasn't surprised, there had been dozens of cries of pleasure that night. She was jealous that her special night had been a complete disappointment.
Tom had taken her virginity not even an hour ago on another picnic table. She'd been thinking about it for weeks. The senior bonfire was a traditional night for cherry popping and Tom had been begging for it. He was shocked and thrilled when she slipped the condom into his hand.
It went downhill from there. He looked like he was straining as he looked down, trying to get the condom on. Either sweat or dew from the mist covered his forehead. Sinead had sucked her lower lip in her mouth in anticipation as the rubber covered head of his penis pressed down upon her vagina. He gave a grunt and went pale before pushing forwards.
She was pretty sure he'd ejaculated before even pushing it in. His penis was still bucking as it broke her hymen and withered almost immediately. She felt zero pleasure from it, only discomfort and her arousal was left totally unsatisfied. He knew she was disappointed and apologized. They were silent as they dressed and she forgot her bra hanging on the branch.
They remained silent on the stroll back along the beach even as she felt her blouse tightening up around her breasts as it shrank from the dampness.
Sinead peeked out at the couple. The male was a black guy. The woman was laying on her back on the table. Sinead was even more shocked to see that her legs were white. Kitty and Samson? She wondered. They had shocked the school by openly dating over the last few weeks. The guy
stepped back and she was even more shocked by the size of the penis jutting out like a steel rod between his legs. It was twice as long as Tom's penis and a lot thicker. It disappeared when he lifted the girls legs up around it.
Sinead stepped back behind the tree and crept over to the other side for a better view of the girl laying down. She could see the penis again rising up over her belly. She had what looked like a blue plaid skirt bunched up around her waist. A skirt just like Sinead was wearing? Her eyes swept up the body like looked like her own, breasts that looked like her own, and a FACE that looked like her own.
She gasped in horror as the black man's phallus slipped down between her legs and disappeared. The girl's back arched, thrusting her breasts upwards and then a voice like her own, screamed.
"SWEETJESUS!"
**********
Sweet Jesus! A smile spread across Siobhan's face as she stared up at the lord. Jesus was smiling down at her, dark skinned and bearded. She wasn't surprised by the look. He resembled, the old statue of Jesus in the convent and it had always looked vaguely negroid to her. None of it mattered. What did matter was that he was happy with her. Jesus approved of what she was doing. "Let's fuck, gurl. This pussy is begging for some black cock," said Jesus.
"Yes, fuck me Jesus. Please fuck me." She watched the smile broaden across his face before the image faded merging into and becoming the smug face of Andy Gooch. "Fuck me, Andy."
"Tryin gurl, but yo shit is tight." He worked his cock around before pushing it deeper by an inch. The lake was rapidly becoming Andy's favorite place. He'd fucked Mrs. Kindle near here days ago after catching her with Melvin of all people. Earlier, Melissa Johnson had agreed to blow him for one stinking joint and that had turned into him fucking her in her boyfriend's tent. Now he was feeding his junk to one of the sexy hot O'Malley twins. "You likin yo first taste of black dick, gurl."
"Love it, it's so big. I love your big black co...OOOOOCCKK!" A powerful pulsing began in her womb spreading out through her pussy which clamped down around the six inches of thick black cock penetrating her. It felt like a volcano erupting up from her pussy causing tremors throughout her body as an intense heat so pleasurable it was almost painful made her cry out in pleasure. Siobhan was filled with a peaceful calm as the tremors and heat slowly dissipated. She looked up at her black lover. "Kiss me," she ordered.
Andy laid down over her, pressing his flat brown lips against her pink ones. His tongue entered her mouth. Her tongue fought back. She wrapped her arms around his head, grasping his hair as she kissed him with more passion then she'd ever shown Rick. She held tight as he tried to back away, but he wasn't going far. Andy moved his head down to her left breast and sucked her hard nipple into his mouth, his tongue flickering over the erect nub. His hips constantly moving, working his cock deeper and deeper. "Love this tight white pussy, gurl," he growled, moving
over to her next nipple.
It was too much for Siobhan, her muscles started to tighten, her thighs quivering around the continuous pumping of his incredible black cock. Her body tightened, clenching up and locking as the volcano erupted again. Her pussy spasmed all around his cock, soaking it with wet contractions. Her body unlocked, and she went as limp as a wet noodle.
A brief moment's pain brought her back to her senses. He was sitting up again, looking intense as he tried to squeeze every last inch inside her. Andy's cock was pushing though her cervix. The pain and the fact that his huge cock was pushing into her womb reminded her that they weren't protected. "Andy, it's not safe," she gasped. "Do you have a condom?"
"Nope." He grunted. He was angling his cock up to push it in deeper. "Want me to stop fucking you?
"NO!" she cried in alarm, then settled down. "I never want you to stop fucking me."
"I believe my big ghetto nigga cock's done turned you into a slut, gurl."
"NO!" she cried again, in denial. But here she was laying on a picnic table, her own hips lustfully lifting up into the constant thrusting of this ghetto nigga's black cock, speaking in colloquialisms like "fuck" and "pussy", her belly full of a black man's sperm, and coming down off of orgasms more powerful then Rick would ever give her. "Yes," she admitted. "Your black ghetto cock has turned me into a slut. I want every inch. Just don't cum in my pussy.
"Sure thing gurl and for the record, I've been balls deep for a while now. Doncha feel my nuts slapping the back of yo ass?"
Siobhan was aware of a painful slap slap against her rear. She raised her head to look down at their crotches. A few inches of slick black cock was coming out and pushing in at a slow steady pace. "Wow," was all she said.
"Wanna see it all?" he asked, pulling his hips back. Soaking wet inch after inch of black shaft came out, her pussy lips spreading open as the corona came out, but he kept the very end in. Andy slammed forwards, her hips bucking up into the thrust of his cock as she had a small orgasm. He started fucking her rapidly now that she'd grown used to it.
Siobhan moaned, writhing on the table like a bitch in heat beneath his powerful thrusts. "Fuck me, Andy," she growled. "Fuck me hard. Full length. HARDER!"
Andy increased speed, fucking her as fast as he could. "Like this, gurl?"
"I said HARD!" she screamed through clenched teeth. "Is that all you got ghetto nigger?"
Andy growled, but liked the change that had come over the sweet Catholic girl. He leaned down over her bracing himself on the table with his hands. His hips moved with every bit of his
strength. Siobhan aided him. She wrapped her legs around his hips, pulling him into her with each thrust of his cock.
"You're making me CCUUMM!!"
**********
She came all over her fingers. Sinead's pussy no longer felt sore. It felt alive. She didn't even know at what point while watching her sister turn into a slut that she had started playing with herself. Her other hand's fingers were twisting and tugging at one nipple. "Lucky slut," she hissed through her teeth.
"Gonna cum gurl," said Andy.
"NO! Not yet," begged her sister. "Keep fucking me. Just don't cum in me. You can't get me pregnant."
"Can't hold off, bitch," he grunted.
"NO! I need to cum again. Just try."
"Can't. Here it cums. Gonna pull out though it's a sin to waste my seed."
"Sweetjesus! Don't sin then." She wrapped her legs tighter around him to keep him inside. "In me. Cum inside me," she ordered having made up her mind, not sure if it was her desire to keep him from sinning or her selfish need for another orgasm. "Give me your ghetto nigger seed." Siobhan looked insanely wanton at that moment.
"Here it comes slut! I'm seeding yo pussy good, Sinead."
Sinead gasped when she heard the black man say her name. Her fingers were still furiously working inside her pussy. She came harder than the last time and from her sister's screams, Siobhan was cumming hard too as Andy filled her up with his semen. Her legs turned weak and she nearly collapsed to the ground. The black man thought he was fucking her! Sinead wished she was the one laying on the table getting fucked, not her sister.
Sinead collapsed crying from the pleasure coming from her pussy at the thought of taking her sister's place getting fucked by the big black man.
**********
Siobhan whimpered as she came to her senses. She felt empty inside as Andy withdrew his cock. He slapped it down on her stomach. One last squirt of sperm spat from the head, fanning out to splatter her breasts. She lazily lifted her head to watch. "You wasted some seed."
"Oops!" He grunted, laughing. They both stared down at his cock, now spent and floppy making
it look serpentine. "And the serpent cast out of his mouth water as a flood after the woman, that he might cause her to be carried away by the flood." He paused. "Revelations something or other."
"Well this woman sure got carried away by your flood. That last orgasm knocked me out." She held out her hand and Andy helped her sit up. "Well that sure felt like sinning, but I think Jesus approved."
Andy picked his clothes up, jeans and a ratty white tee shirt. He started dressing. "Gave up that bible shit a long time ago."
She looked upset by his statement. "You seem god fearing. You know your scripture." Siobhan stretched her blouse around her breasts, straining to button it. A flood of sperm flowed from between her legs as she stood there.
"Mama Gooch beat it into me." Andy seemed angry at the memory. He took a case from his pocket, pulled a joint out and lit it. He inhaled, the marijuana seemed to calm him almost immediately. "Yeah, don't like no bible. All I like is marijuana and fucking."
"I think I like fucking too," she said. He seemed to consider something then held the joint out to her. Siobhan took it and without hesitation, took a toke. She held it in a moment before coughing it out. He chuckled at her. "Never thought I'd be trying marijuana tonight."
"Never thought you'd be fucking a ghetto nigga tonight either."
She snorted, coughing out more smoke before laughing. She found the joke funnier then she should have. "Can we... you know... fuck again?"
"Sure we can fuck again," said Andy. "We gonna fuck a lot, gurl."
Siobhan was filled with a sense of joy. She hadn't expected he'd turn her down, but the fear of rejection was still there. She not only wanted his cock again, she needed it. "I want to learn how to suck your black cock really good too."
"Gurl, you can practice on it anytime. Meet me under the bleachers Monday after school."
"Gee thanks Andy," she said, walking over to him, and standing on her tiptoes. He pulled the joint from his mouth and kissed her. His free hand slid up under her skirt and squeezed her bare ass.
"You making me stiff again, gurl."
"I need to go. Good Catholic girls have curfews."
"What you gonna do about Tom?"
"You mean Rick. I'm Siobhan."
Andy snorted, bellowing out a loud deep laugh. She'd never heard him laugh before. She liked it. "Sorry, gurl."
"Happens all the time. You can tell by the eyes." She stared him in the eyes. "These are green. Hers are blue. And as for Rick, I think I'll keep seeing him, but his penis isn't going anywhere near my pussy again. Maybe, I'll toss him a blow job occasionally to keep him satisfied." Siobhan paused. "And maybe I won't." She shrugged.
"You won't. You black cock only from now on. Hear me?"
"I hear you." She nodded, agreeing.
"Siobhan!" Came the call from the woods.
"That's Sinead. I better go." She leaned up to kiss her new lover again. He'd finished the joint and tossed it down. This time he used both hands to squeeze her ass while he kissed her exhaling some pot smoke into her mouth.
She broke the kiss and found herself blushing like a lovestruck tween. "See you under the bleachers." There was a loud splattering in the leaves beneath her as a fresh trickle of semen leaked out. "Is this ever going to stop?" she asked, looking down at it.
"It's going to be leaking out for days, gurl."
"Darn. Looks like I'll be leaving a pool in the backseat of Tom's car."
"Suspect you will, gurl. Bye."
"Bye," said Siobhan, strolling off, but glancing back over her shoulder several times, not wanting to lose sight of him.
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TCCS Part 3: Chapter 27: Todd's New Girlfriend Goes Black
Samson looked past the hot blonde staring at his cock to wink at his brother. Herc gave a little nod back. "Feel free...," Samson tried to say before he was interrupted.
"Can I touch it?" asked Elin.
"Sure. Touch it all you want," he said, surprised.
Elin reached her fingers out toward the 12" black cock sticking out between Samson's legs. She held her hand a few inches back. "Sorry, I don't want to lead you guys on. I just want to test something out."
"Go ahead," said Samson, sneaking a glance at his brother again. Herc shrugged as confused as he was.
Elin stuck her index finger out and tentatively touched Samson's cock head. She yanked her hand away, but nothing happened. More fingers came out to gently touch the head. She pushed down before pulling her hand away. The huge penis bent down before springing back up and bobbing.
"Whatcha doin, girl?"
"I was just... I wanted to see if you were going to ejaculate if I touched it."
"Shit Elin. It takes a good twenty minutes of hard fucking or sucking to make that thing blow."
"Really? My ex-boyfriend couldn't last more than five minutes and the last guy I was with... um, squirted right away."
Herc laughed. "Looks like White Hot Hands fumbles more than footballs."
"Who?" asked Elin. Someone had yelled that when she and Todd arrived at the bonfire.
"Todd," said Samson. "I've always just called him pencil dick," he added, feeling bad. He liked Todd, but lately it seemed he was taking everything that the white boy loved. Samson didn't like feeling guilty. On the other hand, he really wanted to lead the team and he really wanted to fuck
this hot bitch.
"Todd's not that small," she argued, defending the man who'd been her boyfriend for about three hours now. "Well small compared to you guys." Her hand came out to squeeze the tip of Samson's cock. "So big. Like a golf ball." She was distracted as the second hard cock stepped closer.
"You need a larger sample size," said Hercules.
Elin didn't hesitate. She reached out and grabbed the end of Hercules' cock, thicker than his brothers and maybe half an inch longer. She yanked on it several times without letting go. "You're not going to prematurely ejaculate either?"
"Nope. It takes..." Hercules smirked over towards his brother. "A good thirty minutes of fucking or sucking to get that thing off."
"We should go somewhere brighter, so you can see them better," said Samson.
"Okay," she said, hesitantly. A black man took each arm and headed her off away from the crowded bonfire. "Just don't get any ideas, okay. I just want to examine them some more."
"Of course, we understand," said Samson. "You've never seen real men before."
"Yeah, we understand all right," added Herc. "Don't want daddy or your friends back in Tittsville knowing you touched two big nigga cocks."
That's not it," she lied. Her dad would go nuts if he knew she was even touching a black man's penis. Rumor had it, Tittsville was founded by Coxburg residents trying to get away from the growing number of blacks in Coxburg.
"Here we are," said Samson, leading her into a campsite. There was a firepit going in the center. The flame helped to keep the mist away. There were two sleeping bags spread out beside each other. "Can't afford a tent."
"Which one of you owns the Hello Kitty sleeping b... WOW!" she cried, seeing the two huge black cocks sticking out of their pants in the firelight. Neither had shrunken in the least.
"Wow yourself, girl," said Hercules, looking her up and down.
Elin normally didn't care to be looked at in such a manner by a black man or two for that matter, but she still felt flattered. She looked down her body and quickly understood why they were being so bold. She was six feet tall and long legged with tight form fitting jeans hugging her thighs and the curves of her ass. They were strategically ripped to show bits of knee, leg, and thigh. Her tank top exposed her curvy belly which glistened with dew in the firelight and a blue gem piercing glittered in her navel. The top was damp already tight before the mist rolled in, now it hugged her ribs and enormous GG breasts exposing her areola and long pointy nipples. The top
was already low cut to show off her cleavage, but this wet look was sexy even for the head cheerleader of the Titans. She wished she hadn't left her bra in Todd's car. "I should go," she muttered, feeling uncomfortable being eyed by these negroes. Though as far as blacks go, Samson was quite the hunk. His brother had a more brutish thug look to him but wasn't bad looking.
"Soon Tittsville," said Samson. "But you wanted to get a close-up view of what real men looked like."
"Unh huh," she muttered, staring at them. Once while shopping in Coxburg, her mom had hurried her past an adult novelty store and there'd been black dildos on display claiming to be modeled after a Coxville native adult film star. Herc's cock reminded her of the oversized dildos.
"Then get a closer look." Herc put his hands on her shoulders and pushed down.
Elin fell to her knees on the sleeping bags. Two huge black cocks were pointed at her face. In the light, she could clearly make out how big their scrotums were close to ten times bigger than her ex-boyfriend's or Todd's for that matter. She'd fondled his sack while sucking him off earlier. She reached out and lifted Herc's cock up to examine the underside. It was crisscrossed with throbbing dark veins, blacker than his skin. She couldn't help cupping his scrotum in her hands. One testicle filled her entire palm. It was surprisingly heavy. She reached her other hand over to cup Samson's balls. They were just as heavy and full. "Bet you guys cum a lot," she said.
"Shit Tittsville. I can fill a 12oz soda can with one of my loads," said Samson.
"Mine fills about a 20oz bottle," added Hercules one upping his brother again. "You really should see it."
"I'd... I'd like to see it." Elin found these two black cocks fascinating. Her right hand had grabbed the base of Samson's rod and was trying to measure up to the head. Her left hand was squeezing the knobby head of Hercules's cock. Fully erect, Todd's grape-sized tip had been spongy. Herc's was a solid ungiving mass of hardness. "I want to see it. Could you masturbate for me?"
Samson glanced over at his brother again. "No Tittsville," he told her. Elin sighed and looked crestfallen. "But you can jerk me off if you'd like."
She perked up before frowning. "You're asking me to give you a handjob?"
"Oh yeah, me too," added Herc.
"I couldn't do that," she argued. Honestly, she'd given plenty to three ex-boyfriends. Two before she was ready to give up her virginity just to keep them happy and the last when she was on her period.
"You will if you want to see it cum," said Samson. "Besides, you're practically doing it now."
"Oh!" said Elin, startled to see the hand holding Samson's shaft was stroking up and down his black rod. Her other hand was twisting all around Hercules' shaft.
"What's the big deal?" asked Herc. "A handjob aint sex or nuthin. You aint fucking a couple of niggas, just jerking them off."
"You can't tell anyone," she told them, sitting up on her knees. "No one."
"Sure babe. Now spit all over that black cock head." Samson looked down as Elin held her mouth over his cock and tried to work some saliva up. She drooled down over the head and started working it along his shaft with her hand. It was a big penis, so she added some more spit. Plus, the cock was helping her, sticky fluid shot out of the head each time her hand tugged on the tip. She sat back on her heels as her hand started gliding easily along the shaft.
"You've done this before," said Samson.
Elin blushed. "Yes, but it was nothing like this. They were like those little cocktail wieners. Yours is more like a salami."
"I think you're enjoying this Tittsville."
Elin had been smiling while watching her hand gliding along the shaft. The sides of her mouth curved downwards. "No," she replied. "I'm just curious how much you cum is all."
"Come on, you like that big black cock in your hands. Bet you never saw anything like it before."
In many ways, Tittsville was far more racist then Coxville and that was because Tittsville did everything possible to keep blacks out of town. There were no black students attending George G Titts High School. No black people owned homes in Tittsville. If Elin never left town, she could have gone her life never seeing any African Americans except for one waitress at the diner and the two garbage men, but they came through town so early, she'd only seen them once or twice. Not having any blacks around meant less open racism. The first time they'd gone shopping in Coxburg and she'd heard her parents spewing hate about the worthless niggers hanging about had completely shocked her and it had rubbed off on their daughter.
She'd believed that blacks were inferior in just about all respects aside from some athletic skills for her entire life until now when she found herself holding two black cocks bigger and more perfect then any penis she'd ever seen on a white man. "I do like it," she admitted.
"Like what?" asked Samson.
"Your cock... your big cock."
"What kind of cock?"
"I like your big black cock," said Elin, her arm starting to tire, but Samson's cock was starting to expand even bigger.
"You ever seen a black cock blow?" asked Herc.
"No, that's why I'm doing this, remember?" she sighed in exasperation.
"I know," grunted the bigger black man. "I'm just warning you it can be messy." He stepped away and moved behind her. "We don't want to mess your shirt up." He grabbed the hem and lifted up over her head before she could object. He released it and her top hung off her arm as she had refused to stop jerking Samson off.
"Damn Tittsville!" said Samson, appreciatively staring at her breasts. They were as large as Jenny Summers only on a taller, more thinly built, younger woman.
"Thank you," Elin replied blushing. "Tittsville girls are hotter than Cox...AAAAH!" Samson's cock exploded in her face. She inadvertently pulled his throbbing cock down and received another splatter of his hot cum across her tits. "Stop! Stop! You're cumming all over me," she cried even as her hand continued jerking his cock.
Herc grabbed the back of her head and pushed her forwards. The end of his brother's cock pushed into her open mouth as she continued to object. "MMMPHHH!" she protested, her mouth filling with his seed. "MMMmmmm!" her tone changed as she tasted his semen. It was incredibly good. Elin gulped it down, swallowing almost too much in one swallow. Her mouth filled again as she sucked on his cock head, still jerking him off into her mouth. Elin released his shaft and grabbed his ass, pulling him into her mouth as she sucked the end of his cock. She stared up at him, her eyes thanking him for allowing her to swallow his seed.
Elin pulled her head back, staring as Samson's hard cock appeared. An hour ago, she would have been disgusted with herself for even touching a black man. Now, she leaned forwards and planted a thank you kiss right on the end of Samson's still swollen big black cock. It was throbbing, like it was breathing, but it was just his pulse making it twitch. After kissing it, she stared down his shaft watching it deflate quickly. The head no longer reared up but bent down which turned to his cock sticking out angling down which turned to hanging between his legs like a spoiled black banana that reached nearly to his knees. She pushed herself to her feet. "I don't suppose you have any tissues?" she asked, his cum sliding down her cheeks, chin, and breasts, one large thick clump encircling around her nipple until it engulfed it. "I need to get going."
"Here," said Samson, tossing her a roll of paper towels.
Elin had the feeling the roll was here for this exact purpose. She tore a sheet off and began clearing his liquefying semen off her chest and breasts. She was startled by strong hands on her hips. "You can't leave me hanging," said a deep voice in her ear. Hercules bent down and kissed around the nape of her neck. If felt good, erotic.
"I need to go," she moaned, his cock head slid up her bare back leaving a sticky trail. His hands slid over her belly, fingers fumbling with the buttons on her jeans. "What are you doing?"
"Don't want to get any jizz on yo pants, girl," he whispered in her ear.
"Oh god," she moaned, pushing her ass back into his crotch, feeling his thick erection pressing against her back. "The panty stays on," she managed to get out. The fire in her pussy was getting worse. Damn Todd for leaving her hanging earlier. She'd never been this horny.
"Sure babe," he told her, stretching the tight hem of her jeans around her hips. His thumbs hooked into her panty and pulled it down her thighs with her jeans. Herc stooped, kissing down her back and her ass cheeks as he pulled her jeans and panty down to her ankles. He grabbed her calf and pulled it up until she stepped out of them. He pulled her sneakers off too for good measure before standing back up.
Herc stepped around in front of her. Elin stared down at his cock sticking out between his legs. She appreciated its size and power even more now, but looking down as he stepped closer, she also noticed her blonde pubic strip. She kept if trimmed in a thin line from her clit up. "My panty!"
"Got caught in yo pants," said Hercules, placing his hands on her shoulders and pushing down.
Elin Lindquist fell to her knees again, staring at the powerful phallus sticking out towards her face. Why couldn't Todd have been this perfectly flawless in the cock department? She reached up to grab it, the muscles in her arm ached. "My arm's tired," she apologized.
"Use your mouth then." He grabbed the back of her head, pulling her face towards his cock.
"I can't suck you off," she muttered, the head getting closer and closer to her mouth.
"You were sucking my little brother here," he reminded her. "Besides, a blow job ain't sex. It's not like we're fucking. The big brother should get his too."
Elin gulped. She could still taste Samson in her mouth. Her tongue flickered out to wet her lips at Hercules' cock. She knew his cum would taste every bit as good as his brothers had and she wanted more. "Okay," she whispered.
"Okay what?" he asked, louder.
"Okay, I'll suck your black cock." Elin opened her mouth and placed it on the tip. She stretched her jaw wide and started sucking around half his glans, bobbing her head until the ridge slid past her lips. She wanted to gag, but suppressed it, focusing on breathing through her nose as it pushed down her throat. "Mmmmm," she moaned, getting into it. Elin breathed in through her nose, smelling the sweaty musk coming from his crotch. His stink wasn't nasty at all, but masculine and virile, what a real man smelled like. Her nose wanted more, getting closer to his
black mesh of pubic hairs with every bob of her head.
"You're doing good," said Samson. "I guess that's why you're the HEAD cheerleader." She glanced over at him. He was squatting beside her watching her suck his brother off. His hand came out to pat one ass cheek congratulating her. It stayed there when he quit patting.
"Mmmmmm," she moaned again. Elin pulled back letting his cock exit her mouth. She took a deep breath of air noticing that a full half of his giant cock was wet from her saliva. She licked around the head even lifting him up so that she could lick under his shaft down to his balls. She'd never suckled on a man's balls before, but she did it for Hercules, licking and sucking on them. She didn't care that they were hairy, she only cared that her nose could inhale more of his virile man musk. It made her want to suck him again and she took the head back in her mouth craving his seed.
Elin quickly swallowed it up to the halfway point again. She didn't care that Samson was feeling all over her bare ass or that his fingers were between the cracks of her cheeks. She jumped a little in surprise when his big index finger found her anus and pushed against it several times. She was about to object, but the finger slid down, finding the folds of her soaking wet pussy. She was so hot down there, if there'd been steam coming out, it wouldn't have surprised her. "Mmmmm," she moaned, pushing back into his probing finger.
Hercules placed his hand on her forehead and held her head still as he pulled his cock out. She stared at the twelve-inch monster as it bobbed in front of her eyes. A good two thirds of his shaft were wet now. Hercules let go of her head but stepped back when her mouth went for his cock. Instead, he kneeled at the head of the Hello Kitty sleeping bag and sat back so that his cock was thrust upwards. Elin dutifully fell on all four and crawled forwards so that she could suck it again. She licked the crown and was about to swallow him back in when Samson shoved two fingers deep into her. "AAAHHH!" she squealed almost cumming. His fingers were big, combined they were as big or bigger than her white lover's penises had been. "OH GAWD!" she moaned just as Herc bucked his hips, pushing the head of his cock into her mouth. She slurped around the head while Samson finger fucked her, but it wasn't satisfying her need to orgasm. He temporarily pulled his fingers out as he adjusted position behind her.
"Don't stop," she begged, kissing around the head of Hercules' cock.
Elin felt pressure return to the folds of her pussy again. She began to open for him, wider than she had the last time. She wondered how many fingers he was pushing in this time. She wondered how he was pushing fingers inside her when both his hands were on her hips even as her pussy opened up and swallowed his huge cock head. He quickly started working it in and out, pushing deeper. "No," she told him. "We can't fuck. I can't fuck... you," she finished, but she was thinking that she couldn't fuck a nigger. She couldn't fuck a nigger, but his big nigger cock felt really good in her pussy. Elin gasped as he pushed in deeper than any white boy had ever gone. "No," she whispered in denial even as Hercules' black cock was pushing against her lips to get her to start sucking again.
"Want me to stop?" asked Samson, pulling it halfway out and pushing it in deeper. Elin didn't
answer. She just moaned as he worked it around inside her, flexing his shaft so that she could feel his size and power. "Want me to stop?" he asked again. His cock head stopped, pressing against her cervix. The point where white girls got their pussies resized for good. Still, she didn't answer. Samson slowly began withdrawing his cock, her pussy squeezing and fighting him every inch of the way. "Say something or I'm taking it out," he said, just as the crown of his wide cock head appeared hugged by her labia.
"No," she moaned, planting a kiss on Hercules cock.
"What? I can't hear you?"
"No," she whimpered. She was pushing back on her knees, fucking just his cock head with her pussy. "I don't want you to take it out."
"What do you want?" He pulled his cock all the way out, Elin squealing in desperation for him to put it back in.
"Fuck me! I want you to fuck me," she begged. He placed the head against her pussy and pushed in again. She sighed in relief when he penetrated her. "But?"
Samson yanked his cock back out. "But what?" he growled.
"Condom," she whimpered. "You need to wear a condom."
Samson looked down at his throbbing black cock glistening with her pussy fluids. It jerked, a small jet of pre-seminal fluids shooting over her pussy lips. "Already got one on," he lied, shoving his cock forwards again. Samson hoped to god he'd get a big NFL contract to pay for all the little black babies he wanted to plant in these white girls. His cock head rested on her cervix again. He pressed down and pushed as his cock began the work of resizing her white pussy to service the black man.



"YES! Elin screamed as she took his cock balls deep and she finally had the orgasm she'd been craving since the mist came up. Fuck that, she'd been craving an orgasm like this her whole life. A twelve-inch big nigger cock was the perfect fit for her pussy. The only way she knew to thank him was to give his brother the best blow job of his life. She returned her mouth to Hercules' patiently waiting cock and attacked it. She sucked the first third while jerking the rest of his shaft off as hard as she could with her hands.
Elin's vocal cords vibrated around Hercules'c cock head as his brother's thrusting cock made her cum again and again. Why wasn't this acceptable? Black men weren't inferior at all. More women should be doing this. All the women of Tittsville needed to experience the superiority of black cock and Elin Lindquist vowed to make sure they would.
Elin planned to start with her best friend before introducing the other cheerleaders to black cock. Elin fought not to gag. Her mom too. She loved her dad and her parents had a strong marriage, but her mom deserved true sexual satisfaction as much as any woman. She started to choke, and
she came to her senses. Hercules' cock head was swelling around her tonsils to the point it was starting to get stuck. She pulled back in fear just as it bucked, her mouth filling with the delicious warmth of black seed once again. She swallowed, gulping it down not wanting to spill a drop. The first few wads were tough they were so voluminous, filling her mouth almost faster than she could swallow but she managed to suck him dry without one drop dribbling down her chin. She sucked him until the swelling went down when she paused, squeezing his shaft as tight as she could, pulling towards the tip and her mouth so that the last little pearl of semen filled her mouth.
Herc groaned as he fell back on his feet and his cock flopped out, already spent, and falling down, the head resting on the white face of a Hello Kitty. "I need to piss," he groaned. The powerful black man seemed spent as he struggled to stand. Naked, he stomped off into the woods.
"Keep fucking me," she begged, lowering her head so that her ass was thrust up.
"Not about to stop now, grunted Samson.
Elin came to a sudden decision. "Wait! Pull it out for a second."
Samson wasn't about to stop fucking her, but his curiosity got to him. Plus, he was getting close and wasn't quite ready to cum so giving his cock a breather wasn't a bad idea. He pushed his hand against her ass and slowly pulled his wet steel hard cock out of her.
"I want..." Elin hesitated for just a second. "Take the condom off."
Samson looked down at his swollen cock. "You sure?"
"My first real fucking should be bareback."
"Sure, Tittsville," he said. "It's off. Gonna give you what you want. Better hope this nigga doesn't knock you up."
"Just this once. I need to feel it. Next time, you can wear a rubber." Elin moaned as he pierced her yet again. "Yes! YES! I can feel the difference. You feel so good inside me Samson. Gonna cum on your bare cock. Gonna CUM... CCUUMMMMINGGG!!"
A scream pierced the forest around them. Samson looked up from the girl cumming all over his black cock. There was a crashing in the woods. Kitty charged out of the brush like a maniac. Elin was still cumming as she looked up in fear at the angry cheerleader. Kitty's DD's were bouncing freely beneath the tight purple top. "BBIITTCCHH!!" she growled. Her boots brought her closer. Elin looked up in horror as the furious blonde girl leaped up into the air less like a kitty and more like a tiger, fingers outstretched like claws to rip into the blonde slut fucking her boyfriend. Elin felt a calm come over her. She understood now. She understood her rival cheerleader's jealousy. She'd react the same way if Samson were her boyfriend. She braced herself for the impact just as everything went into slow motion like the instant replay at a football game.
One moment Kitty Summers was flying through the air, the next a huge dark figure was running up behind her. Like the great football player that he'd been, Hercules West grabbed the girl's waist and tucked her under his arm as easily as he'd caught many a pass on the field back when he played for the Coxville Cocks.
Elin's pussy finally quit contracting around Samson's buried cock. She laid there panting watching her angry rival. Kitty Summers was still struggling, but Hercules had a strong hand on her bare stomach. She was starting to calm down. He was whispering something in her ear. Her body relaxed, but she was still staring daggers at Elin. Samson apparently realizing he was not going to fend off his girlfriend, started working his cock in and out again.
Kitty's stance was calm, but her face still looked like she could erupt at any moment. Hercules was still whispering in her ear, but soon moved his mouth down to her neck kissing her nape. Her anger faltered a little. His hand slid up her belly and pulled at the tie under her bosom. The second it came undone, the shirt loosened up around her tits and his hand slid up. Elin could see him working on her nipple under the shirt. Kitty's free nipple was hardening up, poking at the top. A second later, Kitty's hate-filled face was replaced by one of horny lust. She turned her head and kissed her boyfriend's brother as he brought both hands up to play with her tits.
What a slut, thought Elin as she watched the Coxville head cheerleader about to cheat on her boyfriend.
Herc released her breasts and pulled the loose top up over Kitty's head, quickly returning to kissing her. Elin had to admit, the girl had lovely breasts. The full DDs were much better proportioned for Kitty's teenage body, then Elin's larger GGs. Hercules West appreciated them too, his hands quickly returned to her bosom. Kitty's swollen nipples ballooned out between his fingers as he squeezed them.
He released her breasts, his hands slid down to her jean shorts and unbuttoned them. Kitty wasn't stopping him either. Elin's impression of Hercules as a skilled seducer was shattered when the black man couldn't pull Kitty's shorts down over her hips. Kitty reached down and grabbed his wrists, pulling his hands up to her waist and leaving them there. She grabbed the hem of her tight shorts and wiggled her hips as she worked them down. The jean shorts were so close-fitting that it took the blonde more than a minute to get them down her thighs. Herc took back over and pulled them down her legs, lifting her cowgirl booted feet out of them. Kitty was wearing the sluttiest sheer blue panty Elin had ever seen. Herc planted a kiss on her bare ass before standing back up. This time he was hunched over and Elin watched his big beautiful black cock rising between Kitty's thighs. They were kissing again with Kitty reaching down between her legs to fondle the huge knob on the end.
She pulled away and turned revealing to Elin that the skimpy panty was indeed a thong. Kitty bent and slid it down her legs and stepped out of it. She was now nude, but for heart earrings, bracelets, a gold heart pendant, and her calf high cowgirl boots. She stepped into Hercules' open arms and the two embraced, the blonde standing on tip toes to kiss the black giant while his hands came down to squeeze her ass cheeks. Elin had never seen a more beautiful sight in her life than the nude muscular black man pressed against the nude white woman. The sight made
her even more determined to see all her friends in Tittsville with black men. The thought had her creaming all over Samson's constantly thrusting cock. She closed her eyes and let the orgasm wash over her.
Elin opened her eyes after recovering, but felt empty inside. Samson's foot-long shaft was resting on the crack of her ass. He was breathing heavily through his nose. He'd been close again but was exercising some self-control so that he could keep fucking her. Kitty and Hercules were gone. There was a thud beside her that startled her. She looked over to see Kitty on all fours, her head inches away. Hercules was rearing up over her rear beside his brother. "Race ya bro," grunted Herc.
"UNH!" grunted Kitty as Hercules cock pushed inside her.
"Not fair, asshole," complained Samson. "I been fucking this slut hard for fifteen minutes now."
"I'm not a slut," said Elin correcting him. "Now hurry up and put that big cock back in."
Kitty glared at her again, but Elin didn't care, twelve inches of black cock was deep fucking her almost immediately. Kitty's angry eyes rolled up as she came all over Herc's big cock soon followed by another orgasm from Elin. "Take the reins, bro," laughed Herc, reaching out to grab a handful of Kitty's long blonde hair. He split it into two, one strand in each hand and started fucking her hard, holding Kitty's head up. FWAP! FWAP FWAP! The rhythmic sound of his cock slamming into Kitty. Both her and Herc's body glistened in the moonlight, from the mist or from sweat Elin wasn't sure, but they looked sexy as fuck. Elin's own head was pulled back as Samson grabbed her hair like reins. FWAP! FWAP! FWAP! Came from her own pussy.
"Ima gonna turn my filly left, bro," grunted Herc.
"Ima turn mine right," added Samson.
Elin winced as Samson pulled back on the hair in his right hand. Her head turned towards Kitty. Her rival looked drunk on the cock fucking her, but her eyes still managed to turn hateful for a moment. Kitty's head was being pulled to the left too. Before Elin knew it, their noses smashed together. Both women turned their heads away from the pain in their noses. Elin found her lips pressing against Kitty's. She tried to keep her mouth closed, but a strong orgasm had her mouth open in a loud moan. Kitty was crying out too. Their tongues met half way and before they knew it, both head cheerleaders were kissing passionately while foot long black cocks constantly pummeled their pussies.
Elin broke their kiss, eyes crossing as she came hard over Samson's cock. She shuddered. "Fucking love this cock," she muttered, gasping. "My pussy is yours whenever you want it."
"That's my boyfriend, bitch," grunted Kitty, letting out a squeal as Samson made her cum.
"And that's my brother, whore," said Samson to Kitty. "Unh shit! Ima gonna bust a nut."
"Fill me up, stud," growled Elin, looking hatefully at Kitty. "Seed your new girlfriend." The Tittsville cheerleader suddenly came to her senses. She was right between cycles and probably her most fertile. "NO! Wait!" The first jet of his hot seed filled her womb, triggering her biggest orgasm yet. His cock was bucking, splattering more cum inside her even as her contractions were milking his cock for every drop of his virile seed.
Samson wanted her to take it all too. When his cock quit jerking, he slowly pulled it out, grabbing his sticky shaft and stroking forwards as he pulled out, giving her every last drop. He sighed and sat back on his legs, panting for breath. Elin slowly pushed herself up and stumbled as if drunk over towards some bushes before squatting to pee. She managed to push most of his sperm out, but untold ounces were still trapped in her womb.
When she returned, Samson was laying on his back on the sleeping bag. Hercules' huge cock was rearing up above Kitty's ass shooting a long stream of cum over her back. It shot another wad that formed a pool in the small of her back. His cock quickly lost its steel turning limp. He grabbed the base and smacked it against her ass several times, the head dribbling more semen onto her butt cheeks.
Herc rose up but didn't go far. He just turned his back and started peeing away from the fire. Kitty shakily stood and headed towards the bushes near that Elin had just vacated. Kitty was waddling, sperm leaking out between her thighs. Elin walked back to Samson. His musculature glistened in the light from the flickering fire pit. The mist was still present, but it was dissipating. His black body was magnificent. The sight of his half hard cock made her pussy tremble with lust.
Samson gave a little jerk when he felt someone nuzzling against his cock. Elin looked up at him as he raised his head to look down at her. She kept her eyes on him as she licked up his shaft to the head. "I want you again," she told him, taking his cock in her mouth. It quickly started swelling.
Kitty came back and saw what they were doing just as Herc returned from the bushes. She fell to her knees on the sleeping bag and bent her neck to suck the tip of the older West brother's dangling cock. Soon, Kitty wasn't' bending her neck, she was slurping on his cock as it stuck straight out.
"I need you to cum in me again," begged Elin straddling Samson.
"No bitch," growled Kitty. She leaned over and pushed hard, knocking Elin off her boyfriend. She left Hercules with a shiny cock bobbing up and down. Kitty quickly straddled Samson's thighs. She pushed her pussy down hard into the base of his shaft, sliding up towards the head.
Elin, her ass and knees now dirty with sand and leaves looked like she was about to leap on Kitty just as Kitty's pussy sucked the end of Samson's cock into it. Hercules grabbed her wrists before she could strangle Kitty. "Why you fightin over my bro when you got somethin even better here?" He placed her hand on his cock. She grabbed it and absentmindedly started jerking it off while staring daggers at Kitty. He walked back to the sleeping back and knelt before lying beside
his brother.
Elin straddled him but was still staring at Samson. "I'm better than that bitch," she told Samson even as her pussy lips engulfed Hercules' cock head.
Kitty snorted. "Better at losing maybe. Just like the Titans lost tonight to my man here."
"You wanna bet... Oooo, that's nice," she moaned, sliding down Hercules cock.
"Yeah slut, want to see who can get their man off first? If I win, you leave Coxville and never come back."
"And if I win, I get Samson and you go back to white boys."
Kitty gasped. "Fine," she said, lying through her teeth. "You just fucked up big time, slut. I told Samson the first time we fucked that I could ride better than any girl in school, didn't I, babe?"
"You sure did, Kitty, Samson replied.
Elin snorted. "I can ride better than any girl in Tittsville, bitch. Just say when."
Both women were fully impaled by the West brothers' foot long black cocks. Both tried to sit still, fighting off little tremors as well as their need to feel those same cocks moving inside them. "Ready," said Kitty, watching as Elin leaned forwards and placed her hands on Hercules' chest. Elin ran her palms over his muscles, staring in fascination at his great physique and the sexy contrast between their skin colors. "Get set," said Kitty, also bracing herself. "GO!"
Elin started bouncing. She glanced over at Kitty. Her rival was like a whirlwind, tits bouncing as Kitty rode Samson for all she was worth. The little bitch was good at this! "OH GOD," Elin cried as she came all over Hercules' cock. She kept going through the powerful orgasm. Her breasts were too big. They were weighing her down, slowing her ability to fuck the huge nigger cock. Kitty was moaning too, thrashing around from an orgasm for the first or second time. Paroxysms of pleasure permeated her body centered on her nipples. "NO!" she moaned, looking down at her nipples, now pinched between Hercules fingers. It felt great but was too distracting. Her orgasm slowed her down. Kitty could cum and keep going like a pro.
"Come on, work dat white pussy," encouraged Hercules. "Squeeze yo puss like a vice, gurl."
"I can't," she whimpered. "Your too good. Too big. I.. love.. your.. black.. cock.." Elin stopped, staring down at Hercules, wasting valuable time as she bent down to kiss him. She continued kissing him while working her pussy over his shaft, slowly at first, picking up speed until she broke the kiss to sit up again, using all her energy in trying to make him cum, but it was too late.
"CUMMING!"
Elin looked over in dismay as Samson thrust his hips up off the sleeping bag, nearly throwing
Kitty off him. "YES!" cried Kitty. "SEED ME, BABY!" The couple settled down, with Kitty slowly working her pussy over his cock for more of his seed.
"No," sobbed Elin, still trying to ride Hercules.
"You doin great, bitch," Hercules encouraged her again. "This just proves I got more stamina than my little brother. Keep going. You need to finish the race."
"Need to finish," she repeated.
"You lose Tittsville," said Kitty, triumphantly.
"Why don't you show her your trophy, baby," said Samson.
Kitty smiled. Elin was slowly riding Hercules, only able to move up and down a few inches of his shaft she was so weak. She was in a constant state of euphoria now despite losing. Kitty stood up. She stepped between the two brothers, turning around so that Elin was staring at her ass. Elin felt pressure growing in her womb as her eyes traveled down the crack of Kitty's ass to the little V between her thighs and the tuft of blonde hair at the apex. A trickle of seed was dribbling out of the end of the blonde hair.
Kitty bent down, spreading her legs, giving Elin a better view of what a black fucked pussy looked like. The answer was: Beautiful! Open, the trickle of sperm turned to a stream. Kitty's pussy lips were still spread open, the sperm welling up from the center hole. Her eyes followed Kitty down as her rival got on all fours, then rested her head on her arms, ass thrust up under Elin's gaze just as Hercules sucked one of Elin's nipples into his mouth, his own cock exploding inside her womb.
The dam broke.
Elin screamed, her eyes rolling up in her head as she began to pass out from the pleasure. The last thing that went through her mind was relief when she saw that her head was going to hit the soft cushion of Kitty's ass and not the heel of one of Kitty's cowgirl boots.
Elin heard voices as she began to come back to reality a moment later. "I passed out the first time I rode Samson too," said Kitty's voice. "Whoa! I think she's sniffing my ass!"
Elin's nose was by Kitty's anus, but she wasn't sniffing her ass. The smell of nigger sperm filled her nostrils, delicious nigger sperm. She pressed her lips against it, feeling the warm flow of the black man's seed running over her lips, coating her chin. She nuzzled and kissed the warm folds, tongue flickering out to lap the sperm up.
"Whoa!" said Kitty again, this time with more surprise.
"Is she going down on you?" asked Hercules, trying to see.
"Yeah she is," said Kitty, her ass starting to hump up into Elin's tongue.
"She trying to steal your trophy," said Samson with a laugh.
"She's... UH... doing a good job of it," said Kitty.
Elin was only semi aware of what she was doing, but she was loving the constant flow of hot sperm down her throat. Her tongue probed deeper. There was a loud gasp and a large wave of semen filled her mouth. Finally, satisfied, she kissed the vertical hairy lips, opening her eyes to see Kitty's ass crawling away from her. She looked around in a daze, her lower face covered in cum, her pussy still impaled on Hercules' cock, though it had gone limp.
Kitty stood and grabbed her clothes. "I'm going to go check on a few things. Meet me at the car in a few," she told Samson. She looked down at a still dazed and confused Elin. "You stay out of Coxville."
Kitty walked off.
**********
Kitty almost immediately bumped into Todd. He was as pale as a ghost and looked sick. "Todd!" she said, surprised. She was still nude, but for the boots, but she didn't really care anymore. He'd seen her nude before anyway. "What are you... Are you spying on us?"
"Uh, no," gasped Todd. He looked like he was in shock. His eyes were staring off into the fire. "I was looking for Elin."



"You brought that bitch here?"
"She wanted to be my girlfriend." His gaze left the fire where Elin was still sitting on Hercules and Samson was laying on his back next to them. Todd's eyes came back to life with a flare of anger. "But she's just another nigger lover."
SLAP!
Todd looked stunned, grabbing his cheek as Kitty pulled her hand back. "Watch your mouth white boy unless you want to get your ass beat on a daily basis." Kitty slowly grinned evilly. He jumped when her hand grabbed his crotch. "I think some part of you liked what you saw," she said, feeling his erection through his pants.
"No," he said, shaking his head. She snorted. He knew she wouldn't believe him, but his erection had come back while walking through the mist, not from watching them. He wanted to find Elin to try fucking again, but then he saw Elin and Kitty riding the West brothers. Kitty was fumbling with his zipper. "Kitty?" he asked, confused.
"I just want to see if it's really as small as I remember."
"Kitty?" he asked again. Her hand was undoing the buttons on his pants. He wasn't even attracted to her anymore. Seeing her with Samson had disgusted him, but his penis was aching for attention. She pulled his underwear down and his hard penis sprang out. Kitty stifled a laugh.
"There's the little guy. I think it actually got smaller."
Todd trembled. Her was starting to hate her now, but he still yearned for her touch. "Suck it," he pleaded. "Please."
Her hand came out towards it. "You want me to suck it? For old time's sake?" Her finger touched the small grape sized head. His penis jerked, spewing out a long strand of cum, more than he normally came. Kitty laughed in surprise and was still laughing as she strolled off.
Todd looked down as his little penis, still bobbing up and down, dripping semen onto the ground.
**********
Elin felt some of her strength coming back. She ground her pussy into Hercules' cock. Limp and spent, it still felt good inside her. To her delight, it began to swell, filling her up as it inflated inside her. She laid down on him so that she could slide her body along his. Her legs, fit and firm from cheerleading, had little strength left in them to ride him hard.
She leaned down to kiss him, but the black man turned his lips away. Her feelings were hurt for a moment before she remembered that her mouth and chin was coated with his brother's sperm. Hercules pushed her torso up and started sucking on her long nipples. His hands kneaded her ass cheeks, but his hands were on her arms holding her up?
Elin glanced over her shoulder. Samson slapped his cock down on her ass cheeks several times. It was floppy at first, but by the third time it was a steel hard rod. "Don't worry, she's not coming back," said Samson, glancing off into the woods like he was the one worried. His hand coated his shaft with lubrication.
"What are you doing?" she asked.
"You'll see," said Samson while Hercules pulled her all the way down on his cock and held her still.
Samson West's cock rested between her ass cheeks. He slid it down until the head was centered over her anus. Elin jumped when she felt the pressure pushing down against her ass. She started to struggle, but Hercules held her still. The pressure grew, her sphincter slowly opening for the hard golf ball sized cock head. "NO! Not there," she gasped, her ass was starting to stretch to the point it hurt. "You're too big!" Fuck, even Todd White was too big for back there. This was an unnatural act of sodomy.
"Damn! She tighter then Kitty," grunted Samson, giving one hard push. His cock head got
swallowed up by her constrictive anus.
Elin squealed. Her face was red, scrunched up, eyes shut. Tears rolled down her cheeks from the pain. She was grateful for whatever lube he'd used as that was allowing him to slide the tip in and out easily. The pain grew as the thick part under the head entered her. She feared her sphincter might tear. Spasms of pleasure radiated out from her nipples. Herc was contentedly sucking one while kneading her other breast, pinching the nipple occasionally. His other hand still gripped her arm, but the grip was relaxing. Elin whimpered from the pain as Samson's cock pushed deeper into her ass. Hercules flexed his cock, sending more ripples of pleasure through her body. The pleasure grew as he started bucking his hips to work his cock inside her. Elin moaned, pushing her rear back into Samson's cock. The pain was gone. It felt weird now, but good. "So full," she groaned. "Fuck me. Fuck my ass."
It started out awkward at first. The black men were trying to get themselves off. Elin was too weak to fuck them back. Finally, the new quarterback showed his leadership skills and took over. He lifted Elin up so that she was on all fours over Hercules. She didn't have to do anything but hold still. Hercules bucked his hips, thrusting his cock up and into her while Samson pushed his deep in her ass as Hercules was pulling out of her pussy. The team work and the constant pistoning of two foot-long black cocks paid off quickly. Elin creamed hard over Hercules' cock. Her pussy muscles clamped down tightly over his shaft almost throwing off the West brother's rhythm.
Elin was grunting and snorting. She came several more times. The boys were making noises too, speeding up as they began to fuck her harder. Hercules pushed up and held his cock still. Jets of sperm struck her womb. Elin squealed as her own orgasm exploded from her, but then Samson's cock pushed deep in her ass. His first jet of cum filling her bowels. Her squeal turned to a shriek that echoed all the way down to the lake mingling with other screams of pleasure echoing off the lake that night.
Samson pulled out and squeezed some more sperm from his shaft onto her lower back and ass cheeks. He watched as his sperm began welling up out of her open anus to run down her crack. It flowed over pussy and the base of Hercules' cock. The dark vein on the root of his shaft was still pulsing as Hercules hadn't stopped cumming inside her. Samson pushed off her and stood.
Hercules rolled Elin over and sat up slowly removing his cock. It sprang up from her pussy shooting a long strand of semen from the bottoms of her breasts, down her belly, to end in her pubic strip. He stood, squeezing the sperm out of his shaft and letting it splatter down on her torso.
Elin's ass and pussy felt squishy they were so filled with cum. Their seed poured from both holes. She struggled to stand, two streams of white sperm joining tighter to form a waterfall between her legs. Their mingled sperm fell to soak the Hello Kitty sleeping bag. Elin spread her legs wider, squeezing her muscles to force as much cum out as possible to cover Kitty Summers' sleeping bag.
"Shit, I better meet Kitty," said Samson.
Elin looked up at the two black men. They were standing nude on the other side of the fire pit. The fire flickered off their wet muscular torsos and giant dangling cocks. They looked like black demons at that moment. "I need to get going too," she told them. She had a midnight curfew and Tittsville was over an hour away, maybe more if this mist was thick the whole trip. "I don't suppose I could get a lift?"
"Yeah, I'll take ya," said Hercules.
"Thanks," she replied gratefully. She'd been a little worried that they might leave her stranded or she'd have to go back and tell Todd she got lost.
Samson disappeared back towards the bonfire and the parking lot. Hercules got dressed and waited for her to clean off and dress. "You're damn sexy, gurl," he told her appreciatively.
"Thanks," she said again, this time blushing. He surprised her by taking her hand as they walked back towards the bonfire. The Coxville High seniors had all seen her arrive with Todd White and they were about to see her leave with Hercules West.
"We gonna fuck again, gurl?"
"You know it," she replied squeezing his hand, happily. She'd come to Coxville hoping to find a boyfriend and perhaps she had. Her friends were expecting the handsome Todd White though not some brutish looking nigger. She'd need to introduce to each of them exactly what her new boyfriend had to offer.
Elin Linquist smiled and squeezed Hercules' hand again as they left to take her home.
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TCCS Part 3: Chapter 28: Wonder Woman Takes Big Dewey
It's your duty to surrender your virginity to the superior cock, said the voice in Wendy's head again. She spread her legs as Dewey lifted himself off her body with his strong arms. His cock poked between her legs, his bare cock. "Just promise me you'll pull out."
"I promise," he said, his cock head rubbing against her clit.
"Oh god," moaned Wendy, reaching down between their bodies. She grabbed his shaft and helped guide it to the entrance to her pussy. She opened her legs as wide as they'd go. She knew this was a huge mistake, but she wanted Dewey to be the one more than anything else.
Once his cock found purchase, Dewey pushed forwards. The tip of his cock almost immediately found resistance. With a hard thrust, he broke through. Wendy gasped. There were tears running down her cheeks. "You okay?" he asked. She nodded. "Regrets?"
"No," she said, leaning up and kissing the top of his head. "I'm glad it's done," she sighed laying back down on the sleeping bag. "And I'm glad it was done by you, Dewey."
Dewey swelled with pride. "And to think I didn't even want to come to the party tonight."
"I'm glad you did," she said.
"Cause I saved your life?"
"And because I got to meet Little Dewey."
"I'm Little Dewey, that's Big Dewey. Ready?"
Wendy laughed. "Yes, it's just sore. Go slow. Okay?"
Dewey was patient, slowly working his cock in and out, a little deeper each thrust. He held still when she seemed to experience some discomfort. He didn't want to hurt her and more importantly, he wanted her coming back for more. Wendy was grateful he was gentle. It was a slow almost impossible lifting of her hips into his cock that let him know she was starting to like it.
"Yes," she whispered softly. Wendy's strong athletic legs wrapped around his hips and pulled several more inches inside her. "It so big, Dewey," she grunted, surprised her tight virgin pussy was taking so much of his thick black cock. He was already deeper then walnut balls could have gone.
Dewey felt her pussy, stretching, and conforming around his cock, reshaping itself to accommodate black dick. He wondered if this was what the local blacks called, "resizing". If so, she'd never be satisfied by a white boy after this. That thought made him glad. He pushed deeper.
"OW!" she grunted. Dewey froze. "That's it. You just hit my cervix."
"Let me show you something," he said, flexing his cock. Precum shot out, softening her cervix. It was a trick that Stacy had showed him.
Wendy groaned, she was humping his cock more vigorously. She liked him flexing it inside her. "Ow ow OW!" she said again as his cock pushed through. "It's in my womb!" she grunted in disbelief.
"Balls deep, baby," he said proudly, holding his cock buried. Her pussy embraced every inch of his shaft, hugging and squeezing it. If it hadn't been earlier, it was surely "resized" now. Suddenly, her vaginal muscles contracted around his cock, her orgasmic fluids running down to soak his shaft until it squirted onto his balls. Her body had gone limp and she was staring at the tent roof like she was in shock. "You ready to fuck?" She didn't answer, but he started working his cock in and out anyway. Her body answered for her, her hips lifted into every thrust. She grunted each time he buried it.
"Fuck me," Wendy hissed, surprising herself. "Fuck me," she said again. "Oh god Dewey, I'm going to cum... again!" Wendy arched her back, her breasts lifting the black teen up as she squirted all around his cock again.
Yeah, she's coming back for more, thought Dewey with pride. He looked down at her. There was one benefit to their size difference. His face was practically right on her ripe white breasts. He planted his lips over one nipple while squeezing her other breasts. Her humping got more vigorous. Dewey took it as the go ahead to fuck her faster. "God, this is one hot pussy," he growled, picking up speed.
"Yes, fuck me," she moaned, thrashing her head back and forth. "Fuck me, Chaga. Chaga me. Cumming cumming CUMMING!"
He lifted his face out of her breasts when she'd settled down. There was that word again. "What's Chaga mean?"
Wendy didn't know how she knew this, but she answered. "It means to fuck vigorously."
"Yeah, I'll Chaga you." Dewey held himself up with his arms and started giving it to her hard. "I'll Chaga you real good."
Wendy cried. "I love your cock so much. It's so much better then I imagined." She trembled and exploded again, another orgasm following close behind that one. "Big Dewey... so good.
Dewey felt the sperm welling up in his balls. "Getting close. I wanna cum in you so bad. I can't stop fucking your hot pussy. Can't pull out."
"I don't want you to," she replied. Duty... breed... superior cock.
"Oh god! I'm... cumming," groaned Dewey.
Wendy Williams squeezed her legs tight around his hips locking him in just as his cock began its first of a dozen powerful squirts. The second she felt his hot seed spraying into her womb, she had an orgasm so powerful it made risking pregnancy worth it. Each time his cock jumped prolonged her already strong orgasm.
Both lovers collapsed from the intensity of their orgasms entering a state of semi-conscious bliss. Luckily, Dewey's head found a soft cushion in Wendy's breasts."
Wendy awoke first. She let her new lover sleep, gently rubbing his head, sometime running her hand down his back, feeling the taut muscles, his hard ass. She could feel his cock shriveling inside her. Dewey stirred, lifting himself up with a groan. He looked sleepy, but he smiled and kissed her on the nipple before sliding up. Her head rose to meet his and they kissed affectionately. He slid back, his cock plopping out. Wendy immediately missed it. "I'm going to want to do that a lot from now on," she said, a torrent of semen pouring from her open vagina.
"You want to see me again?" he asked with some surprise, but also a look of delight on his face.
"Oh god yes, I want to spend as much time with Big Dewey as possible."
Dewey wanted to see if she really liked him or just wanted to use him for sex. Not that he'd turn down the latter. "What about spending time with Little Dewey? Go to the Halloween party with me."
"I'd love to, but..." Wendy saw his hopeful expression drop. "No honey, I'll go with you, but we have to meet there. My parents wouldn't understand."
"What about at school?"
"Anywhere but home, I'll date you openly. That is, if you want to date me?" Wendy wondered if he really liked her or just wanted her body for sex.
"Damn straight, I want to date you and you know what else?"
"What?"
"I want to Chaga you again." Dewey kneeled, his penis rising and sticking out as it swelled. "Are you too sore?"
Wendy thought for a moment. "No, I'm not," she said genuinely surprised. Her hips were lifting off the sleeping bag towards his risen cock. "In fact, I'm horny for Big Dewey again."
"Get on all fours," he ordered.
**********
Carol felt like she was going to vomit listening to them, but her body was also responding to the sex noises between Dewey and Wendy. What the hell was Wendy thinking having sex with a black man and little Dewey for that matter? She'd even given him her virginity! Carol had been trying to find her a real boyfriend for months, but her choices were all intimidated by Wendy's height. After all she'd done for Wendy and the girl had turned out to be a mud shark. There was no way they could stay friends now. Just the thought of Wendy with a black man made her angry, really angry, and for some reason, a lot of that anger was directed at David.
Carol walked around behind the tent listening to the two rather loud lovers. She stifled a gasp when she reached the opposite side. From this angle the fire was behind the tent. The shadows of the two lovers were clear and well defined. Wendy was on all fours, enormous breasts hanging down. Carol could easily see her erect nipples under the breasts and they almost touched the ground. What was shocking was the shadow image of the little black runt. He was kneeling behind her and looked like a midget, but one whose body rippled with muscles. Sticking out from the runt's crotch was a massive erect shadow phallus. Once again, the shadows were so well defined, she could make out the ridged slope of the head and even ridges along the thick veiny shaft. "It's not real," she muttered in disbelief as he inched forwards on his knees until the fat head was pressing between Wendy's thighs.
"Oh god," moaned Wendy. "Hurry up and fuck me again. I want your big black cock."
Disgusting! Sick, she thought feeling ill again. Wendy moaned loudly as the head of Dewey's big penis disappeared into her along with several inches. She's actually enjoying that filthy revolting nigger's penis!
"Fuck your white pussy is so hot," grunted Dewey.
"F-u-c-k," muttered Carol, falling to her knees as she stared at the erotic shadow theater playing out on the side of the tent. It can't possibly be that big, she thought as inch after shadowy inch blended into Wendy's rounded ass. Every other proportion in the shadows appeared accurate. That would make little Dewey's penis more than a foot long!
Carol got on all fours in the sandy soil, her head near the tent. She thought she could even smell the sex coming out of the tent. Dewey was giving Wendy a good fucking now. Her ex-friend
whimpered each time he pushed it deep. Carol couldn't take any more of this nauseating behavior. She turned away, giving one last glance at the tent and froze.
From her position on all fours beside the tent, it appeared to be her shadow on the canvas of the tent. Eight or nine inches of thick black shaft withdrew from Wendy and pushed back in. Carol moved forwards as if she'd been the one being penetrated. She found herself matching Wendy's movements. She wished David possessed a cock like the little black man had. Fuck! She wished David had the stamina the little black man had. David didn't last particularly long on a good day and this had not been a good day. Carol moaned pretending she was getting fucked by a big cock. Her swollen rigid nipples ached. Surprisingly, they felt cold and wet, covered in dew from the mist. She noticed they'd become exposed in the dark. Just when she realized this, her half tee moved up her chest leaving her bare breasts hanging pendulously down, swaying in time to Wendy's shadow breasts.
The mist had her panty damp. It tightly hugged her crotch. They were her sexiest pair and she'd worn them especially for David that night. What a waste! The shadow man on the tent was fucking her better than David. The shadow man! She remembered her erotic dream from last month. She'd been on all fours just like now while the shadow man fucked her with his huge dark cock just like Dewey was fucking Wendy now. He'd been much larger man than Dewey and bearded and his cock had fucked her oh so good. "Fuck me," she whispered, staring at the tent. "Fuck me! Fuck me with your big cock."
Carol felt her pussy trembling. She felt warm inside. That huge cock was fucking her... Wendy hard now. "Fuck me," she moaned with need. "Fuck me... not her. Fuck me Dewey!"
"CUMMING!" screamed Wendy.
Carol cried out with Wendy as she came. Her already damp panty turning soaked as she had a bigger orgasm than she'd ever had with David.
It took her awhile to recover. She'd fallen forwards on her arms, ass raised into the air for her nonexistent lover. "I want to look at you," said Wendy inside the tent. Carol moaned listening to them move in the tent. It took her a few minutes to recover, pushing herself back to all fours before sitting up on her knees. She matched Wendy's shadow again. Wendy was bouncing in Dewey's lap, his hands kneading her breasts and pinching her outthrust nipples. Wendy's hands were holding his outstretched arms, squeezing the large biceps. Carol began bouncing on her legs, once again matching Wendy's movements. She arched her back, angling it so that her breasts were thrust out to match where Dewey's strong hands were kneading Wendy's. She raised her hands, squeezing and pinching her nipples, trying not to moan too loudly for fear they'd hear, but they were making more noise than she was.
Carol leaned forwards just as Wendy did though she had no lover to raise his head to her nipples. Dewey noisily slurped on Wendy's enormous bosom. Carol's nipples throbbed, and she whimpered with jealousy. She sat up straight again, still bouncing when Dewey's head fell back. "Getting close," he groaned.
"Cum in me," moaned Wendy and Carol. "I want all your seed," said just Wendy. Carol whimpered with jealousy again.
"Here it cums," grunted Dewey. Wendy lifted high as he bucked his hips up and held still "Cumming!," screamed Wendy. Carol's need was great again, but this time she couldn't orgasm without help. Her hand slipped under her panty. All it took was the tip of her finger before she joined Wendy in an orgasm. She'd masturbated before, but her pussy had never felt this hot as it contracted all around the tip of her finger.
"I love Big Dewey," moaned Wendy. It sounded like she was so happy, she was crying. "I love your big Dewey. I love your Dewey." Wendy fell forward nearly nose to nose with the little black man. "I love you Dewey," she told him. Then they were kissing.
Shaken, Carol rose to her feet. She dusted the sand, dirt, and twigs off her legs and knees doing the same to her arms. She reached up to pull her tee shirt down, but the thing had shrunk in the mist. It now only covered half her areola. The shadows were still kissing as she walked away. "It's growing again!" was the last thing she heard.
Disgusted and disturbed by her own body's reaction, Carol entered her tent. David was asleep in the sleeping bag. She lifted it up to join him, looking with disappointment upon the small shriveled white penis between his legs.
She'd just had two orgasms, but still felt unsatisfied and she closed her eyes and listened to the renewed fucking sounds coming from the next tent.
**********
"For the love of Damballah, fuck me now, William."
Willie Long didn't need to be told twice. The magnificent creature that was Adela Laveau climbed onto the table and laid down on the remaining tarot cards, spreading her legs for him. Willie stood so fast, his chair fell over. He grasped his throbbing cock and line it up with her beautiful brown pussy folds. He pushed it inside her, her lithe legs wrapping around his waist and pulling him in deeper.
"Hard," she ordered, "Fuck me hard."
Willie slammed his cock in and out of her as fast as his old legs could move. Adela groaned under the onslaught, cumming constantly. The old round table threatened to break beneath the frantic lovers. Her pussy felt amazing, hot and wet. Her muscles squeezed and tugged his shaft every time he buried it. Adela Laveau was literally built for big black cock, a descendant of Prospero Black and a voodoo queen. "Gonna cum" groaned the old black man.
Long laid down over her, head over her shoulder. His cock trembled inside her. SPURT! "They will CCOOMMEE!" she cried writhing beneath him. SPURT! "People of power," she screamed.
SPURT! "Will she come?" he asked, groaning as he continued filling her with his seed. SPURT!
"No doubt." SPURT! "She is the most sensitive." SPURT! SPURT! Spurt! "She will know what is coming." Spurt!
"Yyyyessss!" groaned Willie as his balls emptied. Spurt spurt spurt spur...
Willie weakly pulled out and pushed himself to his feet. He cupped his testicles and winced. They truly felt drained for the first time since the summoning ritual had reinvigorated it. Adela smiled, knowing that she had sucked him dry.
His balls still ached as he dressed, but the pain faded as his over productive testes went to work filling them again. He finished buttoning his shirt watching the beautiful black woman climb off the table. She picked up the last card, the Hanged Man and held it affectionately. He turned to the store door and unlocked it so he could leave.
"Oh William," Adela called. He turned to glance back. "Well done."
Willie nodded and left the store.
Tears poured down Adela's cheeks as she stared at The Hanged Man. This card was special and different from the others. The hanged man was bearded and black. Between his legs was a giant rampant cock. She held it to her breast as she bent down to riffle through her dress until she found her phone.
Adela stood as the heavy-set voodoo woman came in and started cleaning off their reading table. She dialed her first contact. "Adela," said a deep voice, answering on the other end.
Adela smirked as she heard feminine whimpers of pleasure coming from the other end. "It's time you learned about your heritage, Alexander. I'll be having your real estate team look for suitable property for a man of your means."
"Where are we going?"
"Coxville County," she answered. "Not much to do there, but you'll find the women of Coxville quite delectable for a man with your needs."
Alexander Brooks, the powerful CEO of B.O.W. paused on the other end. "Coxville County! Where the fuck is that?"
Adela answered. "Coxville's in Southern..."
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TCCS Part 3: Chapter 29: Pamela on Slave Island
Pamela no longer knew who she was. For years, she'd believed she was madly in love with Todd White. Was she or did she only believe it was true because all the girls had crushes on Todd? She'd been jealous when Kitty and Todd started dating, picturing the hot couple together and fantasizing that she was with Todd only increasingly she started picturing herself as Todd, making love to the beautiful Kitty Summers.
She'd always been a tom boy. She played rough and loved sports. She had female friends and as her female friends progressed into their teen years, she started noticing stick figures turning curvy, flat chests budding and rapidly filling out into the C and D or larger cups of Coxville women. She started noticing them too much.
When Brian had asked her out, she immediately agreed. It was expected of her, a cheerleader to date a football player. She did like him though she liked playing basketball or working out with him more than she enjoyed kissing or making love to him. She went through the motions even though there was no physical or romantic attraction.
Now after the pool party, Pamela realized she did had a physical and romantic attraction to someone and that someone was Miko. I'm a lesbian, she admitted, her arms effortlessly gliding her quickly through the cold water. She'd always been physically and romantically attracted to women. She'd never felt happier than being close to Miko. The only thing that saddened her was that while Miko had responded physically, she hadn't gotten a romantic vibe from her best friend. Miko wasn't like her, she didn't like girls. Pamela did. She was a lesbian and would have to accept it even if she lived in a county whose attitudes seemed outdated by about a hundred years.
To confuse the young woman even more, while she had no romantic desire for men, she did have a physical desire. To be more specific, she had a strong sexual desire bordering on an addiction to giant black cocks. She loved everything about them, from their smell to the taste of their seed. Nothing in the world felt better than being fully stuffed by a big black cock as it sprayed its hot seed inside you.
Pamela shuddered wishing she'd stayed back at the tent with Miko and Deon. She not only wished she'd stayed in the tent, but she should have stayed in the tent. The mist had gotten thicker the farther she swam. She stopped and treaded water, not exactly sure where she was
anymore. She was lost.
Pamela closed her eyes and thought on her situation. The mist was cold and seemed to embrace her face, leaving a sheen of dew on her skin. Oddly, as she breathed through her nose, she thought she detected just the hint of the smell of sperm on the fog. Probably still smelling Deon's cum, she thought, wishing again that she'd stayed in the tent.
Pam was a smart girl. She should know what to do in this situation. Number one, don't panic. She'd stood on the shore and looked out over the lake as the moon rose over the island. The moon! That was it. She opened her eyes and looked up. There it was the moon, luckily full and bright, it illuminated the mist around her. It was still rising and if she swam towards it, she should reach the island.
Pamela started swimming again, using the moon as her guide. When she reached slave island, it would have passed over her and she could use it as a guide back to the campground. She swam faster, picturing herself on top Miko, kissing her female lover while Deon's powerful cock fucked her from behind.
She hadn't swum very far when another light started guiding her. There was a fire burning near the island's shore. It started out dim through the fog and stayed dim as the mist seemed even thicker the closer she got to the shore.
**********
He watched the third load of his seed sizzling as it hit the flames. Even before his cock had ceased ejaculating, he poured a little bit more of the precious Waters of Damballah on top his sizzling semen. Fog billowed up out of the fire, the thick cloud heading off over the lake towards the shore.
He scooped a dollop of the liquid from his jar and started coating his rock hard black cock, a cock stained darker from many years of rubbing Damballah's berries into it. His supply was getting low and with so much of the berry production going to make Alexander Brook's special wine, it would be a while before he could get any more.
He sweated from the heat of the fire and the strain of trying not to cum again so soon. This county and this island were teeming with sexual energy on a level he'd never encountered before. The closest he'd seen before was Damballah Island or Congo Square in New Orleans where Prospero Black had seeded hundreds of women before being recaptured. Making it worse, waves of sexual energy were coming at him from all over the County. More than it had the other afternoon at the library with Bobbie Sue. The strongest waves were nearby, just across the lake, right where his fog was engulfing. A dozen or so women were being serviced by the black snakes of Damballah just a mile or so away.
He'd tested the island for its sexual energy and was stunned by the results. Alone and with the help of the berry jelly, his seed could summon enough fog to fill a small house, but here in Coxville County the fog could cover dozens of square miles. The sexual energy in this county
was building up to a point it would eventually began spilling over into the other nearby counties. Change was coming. This was proof that a god once walked this land and his ritual was now complete. He didn't want to seed the hot fire again, he wanted to seed a hot pussy. Thinking of Sister Nancy or Bobbie Sue Kindle only made his balls ache more with a desire to cum. By the gods, the local women were magnificent. He closed his eyes and said a brief prayer.
Damballah would provide.
He opened his eyes when he heard the loud feminine gasp. The woman was lovely and dripping wet. She'd climbed up out of the water and stumbled along the sandy beach towards the shoreline. She wasn't top heavy like most of the local woman, but lithe with an athletically toned body well displayed by her wet underwear. Her nipples were hard through the sport's bra. She was staring in lust at his black hand still gliding along his rampant cock. "Are you all right," he said, removing his hand, not out of embarrassment, but to display his size and thickness to her eyes.
She gulped and licked her lips as she stared at his organ. "Yes," she whispered. She came to her senses and stepped back away from him. He was a naked stranger after all. Her eyes left his cock and traveled up his muscular torso. They stopped on the wooden cross around his neck and the cross seemed to reassure her. "I'm fine," she said. "Just went for a swim and almost got lost in the fog."
"Strange night for a swim, Miss..."
"Pamela. I've done it before, though not at night. I'm at the campground across the lake."
"Despre," he told her. She frowned a little at the weird name. "Believe it or not, I'm a priest. What's going on at the campground?"
It wasn't every day you saw a masturbating priest and an impressively hung masturbating priest at that. Pamela stared at his cock again before turning around. The wall of fog was receding rapidly across the lake. "Coxville High's senior bonfire. We do it once a year." She turned back around, trying to force herself to look him in his eyes, but they uncontrollably kept getting drawn to his cock. His black snake was close to perfection. She'd swum right into the strongest part of the fog and would be craving sex. "What are you doing here?"
"Praying," he answered. "This island is sacred. It was inhabited by escaped..."
"Slaves," she answered. "Yes, I know. We hear the story every February during black history month."
"Of course you do," said Despre. She licked her lips while staring at the foot-long shaft between his legs while taking a deep breath in through her nose. "Would you like a taste?"
"W-what?" she asked embarrassed, looking away from his cock.
"The jelly you're smelling." He dipped his finger into the jar and took a step closer. She froze, poised to flee, but held her ground. Despre stepped closer to her and rubbed his finger on her lips.
Pamela trembled at the taste, licking her lips. Her stomach fluttered with lust. Her pussy throbbed. She wanted... needed something big inside to satisfy her. She wanted the large cock of this strange man, a cock flawless, but for patches of lighter skin near the base. It smelled like the delicious jelly she still tasted on her lips. Her arousal dripped down the sand having soaked through her wet panty. "It's good," she hissed through her teeth, trembling again. Pamela felt like she might cum at any moment.
"Are you a sinner Pamela?" he asked.
"Yes," she answered.
"I see the lust in your eyes, the desire you feel for my cock."
"Yes," she answered again. She looked down, her hand reaching out to grab his shaft. She trembled when she touched it, both from her need and her fear he might reject her touch. He said nothing, and she let her hand glide along the shaft. It was still slick from the berry jelly. The berry jelly she desperately wanted to taste again. "I can't help it. I want your big black cock."
"Remove your clothes and confess your sin to me as god made you." She unhooked her sports bra as he listened intently while she told him about the pool party which he decided was the energy he'd felt during his time in the library with Mrs. Kindle. She told him of her feelings for Miko and of sharing Deon with her before she'd gone for a swim as she stepped out of her panty. Her desire dripping freely from the distended clit between her legs as she stood nude.
"I know it's wrong, loving a woman while giving in to my lust for the black men. I can't help myself, Father. I need this," Pamela hissed, stroking his cock faster. "Am I sick?"
"My order calls our holy men Papa, not father. And no dear, you aren't sick. You are enlightened. You have found what makes you happy. Embrace it."
"But homosexuality is a sin. And why do I want your cock so much?"
"To deny what sexually satisfies you is to deny yourself. It doesn't matter if that satisfaction comes from a woman or the big black cock you're jerking off. As for your lust for my cock. It's in your bible."
"What?" Pamela's knees were so weak, she felt she might fall at any moment and take his cock into her mouth.
"Ezekial 23:20; There she lusted after her lovers, whose genitals were like those of donkeys and whose emission was like that of a horse." He raised his finger up to her lips, a large dollop of jelly covered the tip. Pamela wrapped her lips around it and sucked it clean, bobbing her head
over his finger like she would over Brian's small white penis. She stared into his dark eyes. He pulled his finger out when she'd sucked it clean. She wanted more and looked down as he dipped two fingers into the jar, slowly raising more of the delicious jelly upwards, but he stopped at her bare breasts. "It continues with the next verse," he added. "So, she longed for the lewdness of her youth, when in Egypt your bosom was caressed, and your young breasts fondled." As he spoke, he rubbed his fingers around both nipples, coating them with the jelly.
Pamela moaned. Her nipples were already hard, but they swelled up almost painfully. They turned ultra-sensitive as his fingers flicked over them and pinched them. Pleasurable spasms ran like shockwaves from her nipples straight between her legs. He pulled his hand back, wiping the rest of the jelly off on the wet folds between her legs. She humped his finger like a bitch in heat, wrapping her arms around his neck and kissing the complete strange while he fingered her to her first orgasm. She came while sucking his tongue.
Pamela lost herself with her lust, sliding down his body. She licked her way down his chest and abdominals as she squatted, kissing him on the navel before dropping to her knees. Her lips wrapped around the head of his cock, tasting more of the berry flavored jelly which only made her lust for it more.
Papa Despre gasped in delight as she sucked his cock in as deep into her mouth as she could. She was out of control and sucked him like crazy. He'd been so close, that he didn't last long. He pumped his seed down her throat, filling her belly. As she pulled back, she tasted his seed for the first time. He'd used the jelly as a testosterone rub for so many years, his semen tasted of it. She sucked him even faster, gulping his sperm down as fast as he could pump it out. His cum rapidly filled her belly twice the voluminous amount Deon's giant balls produced.
Despre pulled her to her feet. Pamela looked stunned. Her tongue licked all over her lips seeking more of his seed or the jelly. "You want more?" he asked. She nodded. His large black hand took her petite white one and led her towards a nearby picnic table. She glanced down at the hard cock pointing the way. It hadn't shrunk at all after cumming. If anything, it looked even more swollen in anticipation. Despre turned her and grabbed her hips effortlessly lifting her to sit on the end of the table. He scooped a small dollop of jelly from the jar and smeared it on the head of his cock before setting the jar down beside her.
"Fuck me," she pleaded, spreading her legs as he stepped between them. His big beautiful cock reared up above her blondish brown pubes, bobbing slightly. The head glistening a dark purple as the moonlight reflected on the jelly. He stood still, doing nothing. Pamela reached down and took his shaft, guiding it downwards as she spread her legs wider. "AAhhh!" she gasped as he pushed the head inside. The jelly turned her loins into a furnace of desire as her pleasure increased tenfold.
Despre grabbed her ankles and began thrusting his hips. She watched as it worked deeper inside her. Pamela groaned in lust for this new cock, several inches smaller and not quite as fat as Deon's, but somehow the black priest felt bigger inside her. She stared in awe as he pulled back exposing several wet inches of shaft before pushing it deeper and pulling it back out, more of his black cock soaking with her arousal. The dry area grew smaller and smaller as his pubic mound
approached her pussy lips. Despre grunted and pushed his entire cock inside her. Pamela trembled and moaned, falling back on the table as her body writhed from the intensity of the biggest orgasm she'd had yet.
Despre didn't wait for her to calm down. His grip tightened on her ankles as he began to fuck her hard and fast. She stared lovingly at him while he slammed her big cock in and out of her. He stared down at her body, watching her tits shake under the hard pounding. Occasionally, her hips would buck up into his cock as she came again. Brian would have ejaculated within minutes at the pace Despre was fucking her. Countless minutes and countless orgasms passed as she lost track of time. The full moon moved in the sky. Eventually, it hovered right behind Despre's head illuminating him like a halo. She could see sweat glistening on his face, his entire torso. Sweat poured off Deon's obese body when they fucked, flying off his quivering flesh. On Despre, it was sexy.
For a moment, Despre looked like he might pass out. He appeared as if in a trance, his eyes rolled up into his head as he pushed his cock in deep and held it. She could feel it jerk and then the first hot blast of seed hosed her womb. Pamela's orgasmic scream echoed off the lake.
For Despre, everything went hazy. A ghostly image of Bobbie Sue Kindle appeared beside him naked. She was with a black man... no two, make that three black men at this very table. The librarian took all three black men worshipping their black cocks. Despre's head bobbed looking around at more ghostly images couples fucking in sleeping bags over the years, a teen giving her boyfriend's little white penis a blow job at another nearby table ten years ago. He looked inwards towards the island and backwards into the past. The crudely built huts rose up from the ground. Around and in them, black couples fucked and sucked constantly. Half a dozen nude black women danced erotically around a fire under the full moon, praying and beseeching Damballah to help them. They fingered themselves to orgasm while some used carved African phallic statues to bring themselves off. A matronly female walked amongst the huts, her phallic staff very familiar to the black priest. She directed certain couples to mate selecting who would breed with who. Mostly, the males with shaved heads and the largest cocks received the most buxom nubile black women.
His eyes cleared as the last of his cum filled the teenager's womb. Despre looked down at her. Pamela was nearly comatose from the jelly enhanced orgasm. He bent down over her and kissed her nipples before moving up to kiss her numb lips. For several seconds, they remained dead, but eventually her soft lips came to life moving against his own, parting to accept his tongue into her mouth. She moaned, starting to hump his cock again.
Despre stood and stepped back until his cock pulled free. His sperm following, to pour onto the sand beneath the table. "Turn over," he ordered.
Pamela struggled to sit up, but eventually she managed to turn over and get on all fours on the table. Despre grabbed her hips and pulled her ass down. He pushed his cock back into her, holding it inside, temporarily stemming the flow of semen from her pussy. Pam watched from the corner of her eye as he grabbed the jar off the table. Her body shook like an addict at the thought of him using more of the purple jelly on her pussy, but when it came, it wasn't where she
expected.
Her body jerked when she felt the finger on her butt hole. The tip spread the jelly around her rosebud, pressing against her sphincter until she opened for him. "Not there," she moaned into her folded arms. "You're too big...OHHHH!" Her ass was tingling, clenching his finger trying to pull it deeper and push it out. "YES!" she hissed. "Fuck my ass," she begged as the fires of desire spread through her rectum. Her ass closed as he slowly removed his finger. "Please fuck my ass," she cried as he slowly removed his cock from her pussy. She watched him dip his finger back into the jar and knew he was adding some more jelly to the tip of his cock. When the pressure returned to her sphincter, it was something much bigger then the tip of his finger pushing into her.
The jelly removed all pain from her first ass fuck. There was only pleasure and desire for more of his cock as he slowly started sodomizing her with his big black cock. Pamela came again as he fucked her ass. The orgasm forcing more of his seed to spray out from her pussy. She moaned, pushing back on the table, fucking his cock back. Soon she was shaking her ass all around his shaft fucking him back as hard as he was fucking her. She clenched her sphincter, trying to milk the sperm from his cock. It worked, for soon Despre had pushed enough of his shaft into her that his balls slapped against her pussy. His cock could barely jerk, she was gripping it so tightly. It just trembled and filled her bowels with a hot liquid warmth that spread a feeling of total satisfaction through her body.
Despre pushed against her ass which seemed reluctant to release his cock as it slowly sprang free, plopping down limp. A short geyser like spurt of semen followed it as his sperm began pouring from her anus. "Thank you," moaned Pamela, happily.
"For fucking your ass?"
"For everything," she moaned, pushing herself up. "Especially the advice. I'm going to embrace what makes me happy."



He pulled her to her feet off the table. "Did I make you happy?" he chuckled.
Pamela embraced him. "Yes," she whispered. He grabbed the jar off the table and held it as he led her back to the fire. She limped and stumbled from being so weak. "Where are we going?"
"My sleeping bag. You shouldn't swim back tonight. We can canoe back in the morning after some more fun that is."
"Sounds wonderful, but I think I'm done for the night." Pamela did look exhausted. "A girl can only cum that hard so many times." Despre smirked back, letting her go when they neared the sleeping bag. She turned and looked out over the lake. The water was free of the fog, but it still hovered over the campsite where her classmates were. She thought she could make out the bonfire in the mist and the faint sounds of rap music echoed off the lake.
She turned around looking down at Despre's cock. For the first time it looked spent, hanging
down like a fat spoiled black banana. When she looked up, he was spreading a dollop of the jelly on his outstretched tongue. He dipped his finger in the jar and took some more holding the finger up to her mouth. She stuck her tongue out and he rubbed the jelly onto her tongue. She closed her eyes, licking his finger clean as the heat spread through her body reenergizing her.
Pamela lowered herself to the sleeping bag, watching the muscular black man turn and place a lid back on the jar, placing it in the sand nearby as gently as one might set an infant down. When he turned back around, his cock was rampant sticking out proudly between his legs.
Pamela opened her legs and pulled him inside as he laid down on top of her.
They fucked six more times that night.
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TCCS Part 3: Chapter 30: The Night Comes To A Close
Jenny Summer was nearly blind in the fog as she made her way past some tents when she bumped into a hard wall of a black man. Strong hands grabbed her shoulders. "There you are babe," said Coach Black.
"C-coach! I got tired of waiting for you." Guilt consumed her as she looked up at her boyfriend.
"I left as soon as I got your text, but I bumped into someone," said Black feeling guilty. "Sorry, I came as fast as I could."
Jenny's eyes narrowed. He looked a little shamefaced and she wondered who exactly it was he'd bumped into? "You texted me remember?"
Black paused confused. He was about to deny it, but he remembered Kitty borrowing his phone. "Yeah, I did," he said. "Well, let's go. Site 13 is this way." He took her hand and pulled her deeper into the campground.
Jenny dug her heels in. "Uh... can we just go back to your place?"
Black's eyes narrowed. He glanced down the row of campsites some with tents some without. He couldn't see as far as site 13 in the fog, but he wondered who was in there that Jenny didn't want him to know about. "Sure babe," he agreed.
"Let's walk by the lake. There might be more light reflecting off the water."
This time it was Coach Black that dug his heels in not wanting to bump into Susan Dupree. "Let's just cut through straight to the parking lot."
Black led Jenny through the mist. After his work out with Susan, he was surprised how swollen his cock was at the thought of getting into Jenny again back at his condo. She seemed just as eager and he was pretty sure she'd been well fucked earlier. Had Kitty set them up? Was the little bitch trying to break him and her mother up? If so he was going to need to discipline the little hussy.
A drunk white boy stumbled out of the bushes in front of them. Black caught him with one hand and steadied him. "Watch where you're going, Mr. Parker."
Lewis Parker looked up. "Coach Black," he seemed confused to see the gym coach at a senior party. "Coach Summers?" Now he seemed even more confused. His eyes automatically fell to her bosom and then to her white hand clasped to Coach Black's big black hand. Lewis couldn't help the look of disgust that crossed his face seeing this act of intimacy between a white woman and black man. Both teachers noticed. "I'm looking for the tents."
"That way," said Jenny. Lewis was in the pothead clique and called Lewis the Loser by a lot of the students. He was dating Melissa Johnson who was plain by Coxville standards but would have been the most beautiful girl in any high school outside of Coxville.
Lewis glanced at their hands again and stumbled off. "Holding hands with a nigger," he muttered drunkenly.
Black's hand relaxed its grip on hers as the huge black man turned after the drunk stoner. "Don't," whispered Jenny. "He'll get what's coming to him." She smiled remembering she'd heard Melissa and Andy Gooch fucking earlier. "Let's just get back to your place. I want to do a lot more than hold hands with a nigger."
"And so you shall, Mrs. Summers."
**********
There was a lot of action going on in Coxville that night:
And now... WCOX Action News with Major Peters and Anita Blackman.
"I'd swear those two are fucking," said Jeff, sipping his nightly beer and he laid back in his recliner. Jeff was 65 and bald. He'd been a husky youth when he was physically active but had gained weight over the years. He and his wife lived in Moorcock Mill in Eastern Coxville and were watching the nightly 11:00 news out of Coxburg, the only local station.
"What dear?" asked his wife, Charlene. She was 62 and like most Coxville women looked twenty years younger. Her hair was still mostly red and her EE breasts were still proud and firm but had become crisscrossed with blue veins in recent years. She was looking at some pictures of her grandkids that their daughter had just emailed.
"The anchors, I'd swear they were fucking. Look at the way, she's staring at him. She's even twirling her hair for fuck's sake." The handsome black anchorman looked smugly into the camera while his co-anchor Anita Blackman stared lazily at him while they narrated that evenings top stories.
"Nonsense dear," Charlene replied. "I went to Phineas J Cox High with Anita's mother. That whole family is as racist as you are. Besides, she's married to Little Dickie Blackman. She's so
racist, I didn't even think she'd take Dickie's surname."
"Who?"
"You know, Dickie Sr's son. Little Dickie inherited WCOX when his dad died. He got married to Anita two years ago. They had a little girl last year."
"That's right, she was pregnant last year and off on maternity leave for a while."
"Yeah, so there's no way she cheating on Little Dickie with her black co-anchor. Besides, the weather girl is staring at him the same way."
"Ginny... Ginny...?" said Major trying to get the weather girl's attention.
"OH! Sorry, I'm Ginny Talia with the weather. We're getting reports of unseasonable fog this evening localized to the Lake Cox region. No reports of the fog reaching as far as Tittsville, but anyone driving in the region should keep their eyes out for patchy fog. I'll be back twenty minutes past the hour with your weekly forecast. Back to you... Major." Ginny blushed, staring at the black anchor.
Major Peters winked at her and turned his attention back to the camera, a broad white toothy smile across his face. "In local sports, The Coxville Cocks defeated the Tittsville Titans with rising Cocks' star Samson West throwing the winning..."
"Yeah, there's no way they're both doing him," said Jeff before belching.
"No dear," replied Charlene. "I'm sure they're just good friends and have a lot of chemistry on air. The races don't mix in Coxville." No matter how hot the black man, she thought, staring at Major Peters. Charlene felt her vagina growing wet looking at the fit form of the handsome news anchor. She glanced over at her large unattractive husband then down at the email she'd gotten from her daughter. She clicked a separate window and stared hungrily at LD's massive porn star cock. Another quick glance at her husband showed her that Jeff wasn't paying any attention to her. She started typing in her credit card info. Christmas was coming up and she always bought herself something as a treat. She just didn't think she would wait until Christmas to try out her Long Dong Dildo.
**********
Floyd's Barbecue was still slightly crowded even though it was late in the evening. Many tourists and truckdrivers taking I-69 down to Florida made it a custom to stop here for dinner. Stacy looked around. She and Hugh were getting stares, but she was enjoying herself and didn't care.
"How's your sandwich?" asked Hugh, eating some coleslaw.
"Great as always. I love pulled pork."
"Maybe later, but how's your sandwich?" Hugh grinned at her.
"Maybe later, provided you stop being such a ham."
"I'm not sure I can," he answered, "But if we did, you'd be bacon me for more."
She snorted, then covered her mouth in embarrassment. God, she liked this white boy. "How's your chicken?"
"Juicy and delicious. I like to start with the breast and work my way down to the thigh."
Stacy smiled again. "Where have you been?" My whole life, she thought. "I mean, you're new this year, right?"
Hugh looked hurt. "We've gone to school together since kindergarten." She looked stunned. His hurt expression changed to a mischievous grin. "Just kidding. This is my first year at Coxville. I live down South of the lake near Beaverlick. Most of my brothers and sisters were homeschooled, but I wanted the high school experience. I went to Tittsville last year, but then they changed the boundary lines so I'm thrilled to be here in Coxville."
Stacy raised her eyebrows. "You like Coxville?"
Hugh reached out and put his hand over hers. "I really like Coxville," he replied. "Now tell me about yourself."
Stacy Brown's brown cheeks were turning black she was blushing so hard. His question confused her though. "What about me?"
He seemed taken aback. "Tell me about yourself. What do you like to do? What's your favorite movie? You know."
Stacy didn't know. Never had a black boy asked her that question. They only talked about themselves, sports, how good they were at sports, and how big their cocks were. Stacy thought about it for a moment and began to tell Hugh Cox everything about her except about how she was considered the football team's go to girl for sex. Barely more than a month at school, he might not even know about her reputation. Which would mean... that he really did like her!
Afterwards, she was somewhat silent as he drove her home. "Up there," she said, pointing.
"Nice place," he answered, parking on the street. The Brown's lived in a nicer middle-class neighborhood that was maybe a third black. "Well goodnight Stacy Brown." He leaned over.
Stacy stared at him. He'd become better looking in her eyes over dinner. She leaned into him and they kissed. Neither broke the kiss and it grew more passionate with their tongues dueling furiously. "Wow," she grunted when they finally broke the kiss.
"Wow yourself," he replied. "Can I see you again?"
Stacy felt a fluttering in her stomach. "Yes," she said softly. "I'd like that."
"I'd like to see you before then, but do you have a date for the Halloween party?"
"No," she muttered. Her plan was to go alone dressed like a slut and see who fucked her.
"Let's go together then? Your Grandfather okay with you dating a white boy?"
"Of course, I'll go with you and Pop Pop will just have to live with it." He wouldn't be happy, and neither would her mother.
"Good night then. I'll call you."
"Good night," said Stacy, getting out of his car. Before she closed the door, she bent down. "Walk me to the door?"
"Of course," said Hugh. He turned his car off and got out. She took his hand and squeezed it. He squeezed back, but instead of the front door, she led him around back to a screened in porch. The porch had some chairs, a hammock, and a love seat.
Stacy turned and leaned up a little to kiss him again. Hugh seemed surprised when her hand fumbled with the zipper on his jeans. Stacy was surprised also when she slipped her hand inside. Hugh had a nice plump cock. "Promised you a pulled pork, remember?" she said, kissing him again, while her hand stroked his rapidly swelling shaft. Hugh Cox had a penis as large as a small black cock. Stacy kissed him and knelt. "Nice," she said, staring at his ten-inch penis while she jerked him off. It wasn't a monster nigga cock, but it was something she could work with. At this point, she liked him so much she would have dated him if it was a small five inches, but she was so thrilled to see a decent sized penis on a white boy, she leaned forwards and took the head in her mouth.
Hugh gasped as she started sucking him. This wasn't his first blow job, but it was quickly becoming the best. He was also thrilled she seemed happy with his size. He hadn't ever given any thought to penis size until attending Tittsville last year. His dick was on average twice the size of any male student there. Word got around, and he'd dated three students, but had gotten a little nervous when a teacher and one of his girlfriend's mothers started openly coming on to him. He'd been glad to switch high schools, but he was still twice as big as the male students... the white students. Hugh found himself awed by the truly big monster cocks sticking out between the legs of the black students.
Stacy wasn't new at this either. She easily swallowed his entire cock down her throat and was sucking all the way up to his head. "Uh... getting close," he warned her. Unlike, his previous girlfriends, they didn't spit his cock out. Stacy pulled her head back until the tip was in her mouth and started stroking him. She wanted him to cum in her mouth! His cock jerked, and he watched her smooth brown cheeks puff out before deflating as she willingly swallowed his seed down. Her throat made sounds of contentment as she gulped his cum down. "That was...
amazing, but you didn't have to do that."
"I wanted to," she said, standing. Stacy suddenly felt like a slut again and fought back tears. He'd think that she'd blown him just for buying her dinner! Of course, he would, she was Downtown Stacy Brown after all. Hugh pushed her back and down on the love seat. Here it comes, she thought. He's going to fuck me without asking and then only call her when he wanted a quick fuck. Hugh surprised her again.
He kneeled between her legs and grabbed the hem of her tight jeans. She raised her hips as he struggled to pull them down off her tight body. She laughed when he wiped his brow feigning exhaustion after tossing her jeans aside. She understood, it was quite the workout for her wiggling out of them too. He turned his attention on her little white panty, staring at it hungrily. Was he actually going to eat her pussy? "You don't have to," she told him, though she wanted it badly. Black men rarely ate pussy. Foreplay to most of them was you sucking their cocks.
"Oh, I want to, girlfriend," he replied. "Besides, you did me, now it's only fair that I do you." She raised her hips as he pulled her panty off. Seconds later Hugh's head was between her legs.
Stacy stroked his hair, raising her hips into what was turning out to be a pretty skilled prehensile tongue. His hands caressed her sides running up and over her belly. She lifted the white top up exposing her bare breasts. His hands found them, fingers teasing her nipples. She moaned humping his tongue faster until she came all over his tongue.
Stacy was still catching her breath when she realized he wasn't stopping. One hand left her breast and soon two fingers were working their way in and out of her pussy while his tongue flickered over her swollen brown clit. "YYESSS," she moaned, cumming again. Her orgasm poured down his fingers, soaking his hand. He pulled his fingers out. She smiled down at him. He was looking up at her, his nose above her curly black pubes, eyes staring up her undulating belly, over her breasts and into her brown eyes. "Thank you," she groaned. He planted a kiss on her pussy lips before standing up. She noticed his cock was sticking straight out again.
"That was great," he said, his eyes staring in awe at her flawless brown skin, flat belly, and her black nipples. "You're so beautiful. You know that right?"
Stacy stared at his iron hard white cock. "That's not fair," she muttered.
"What's not?" he frowned.
She reached up for his penis. "You gave me two orgasms and I only gave you one. We have to make this big cock cum again." She spread her legs and pulled him down into her.
"Well I'm not arguing with a lady," he said, burying his cock into her pussy.
Stacy and Hugh both moaned with delight as he entered her. They kissed again while he seesawed his white cock in and out of her. The position was a little awkward, so he had to break the kiss. He stood, leaning over the couch as she raised her hips up into his cock. Stacy kissed his
chest, before letting her tongue lick over his nipple. She almost screamed for him to fuck her, but they weren't fucking. This was more intimate. This was something better. "You feel so good inside me Hugh," she whimpered. "I'm cumming again."
"Oh great," he moaned, laughing even as his great cock worked itself in and out of her. "We're never going to be even."
"Nope," she laughed. "Here comes another one." She wrapped her legs around him tightly and held still while she trembled all over his cock. She relaxed her legs and he started moving again.
"You're so hot," he groaned, staring down at her. Stacy couldn't tell if he was talking about her pussy, her looks or both. "I'm gonna cum Stacy. Is it safe? Please tell me it's safe?"
"It's safe," she said in disbelief. He actually cared.
"Good," he moaned. Hugh pushed his cock in up through her cervix and gave her black pussy its first dose of white seed, but she hoped it wouldn't be her last. His squirting cock triggered another orgasm, one larger than all the others. He gasped. "Thank god, I wanted to cum in you so bad."
"It felt great when you did, but it made me cum again. I still owe you three orgasms."
He laughed and slowly pushed himself up, slowly because he wanted to watch his cock gradually exit her pretty brown pussy. It fell out with a plop and some of his seed followed. "I'd better go," he said, and she could see his reluctance. He didn't want to fuck her and go.
"Yeah," she said, watching him dress. She pulled the skimpy white top off over her head and sat back on the couch naked. "I need to sneak in."
"You're not going to dress?"
"You saw how hard it was getting those jeans off. Try putting them on." She laughed and he smiled back.
Hugh pulled his shirt on. His eyes never left her. "God Stacy, you're making me hard again. You're just so... beautiful."
Stacy wanted to cry with joy, she was so happy. She lifted herself off the couch and embraced him. They kissed again. His hands fell down to her firm brown bubble butt and squeezed as they kissed. He wasn't lying, she could feel his bulge swelling as it pressed against her belly. A light came on inside the house. "Get out of here," she kissed, startled.
Hugh turned and opened the screen door. "Call you tomorrow," he told her before slipping around the side of the house.
Stacy sat down and looked outside at the moon and the stars. She'd never felt this happy before.
********** Jesus, he's pathetic, she thought. Lars was on his knees, grabbing her thighs. "Please, please, don't break up with me," he begged. He pulled her tight. His lips found her belly, kissing her stomach, her bellybutton. He slowly rose as he pushed her top up, kissing her nipples over the bra.
Amber couldn't help but moan as his hands fumbled with the hook on her bra. He let the bra fall down, kissing her nipples again. They were back to normal, inverted, and flat. She felt no desire for her boyfriend anymore. "Sorry Lars," she told him sympathetically. "I'm with Stubby now." Amber pulled her top back down but left her bra on the floor. She crawled out of the tent.
Lars grabbed his head and fell to the ground wailing before scrambling up and flying out of the tent after her. He'd never been so distraught in his life. How had the happiest night of his life have turned into the worse?
Before he'd even spotted Amber, he slammed into a tree and fell hard on his ass. "Oomph," he exhaled. Lars shook his head and looked up but didn't see a tree. It was a powerfully built black man leering down at him. Amber was laying her head on his shoulder. "Amber, please?" he begged for the last time.
"Sorry little man," said Stubby, "but me an yo ex-girlfriend are gonna use the tent for the rest of the night. Got a problem with that?"
Lars shook his head.
"I didn't think so."
Lars was still sitting. He turned and looked over his shoulder as Stubby knelt and crawled into the tent. Amber followed him. She stood up on her knees and pulled her top off over her head. Stubby followed suit, walking on his knees to kiss her. The black man opened his eyes, looking over Amber's shoulder out of the tent towards Lars. He whispered something in her ear.
The last thing Lar's saw of his girlfriend that night was her turning and walking on her knees towards the entrance to the tent. She reached out slowly pulled the zipper down. He stared at her breasts for the last time, noticing that her nipples were no longer flat, but sticking out, hard and proud.
**********
Lewis Parker's eye twitched as he bent to open his tent. He still couldn't believe Mrs. Summers was fucking that nigger football coach. She'd been one of his jerking off fantasies forever. One time, in her health class, a button on her blouse had come open without her knowing it and every boy's eyes in her classroom spent the hour trying to catch glimpses of her bra. He'd shot the best load of his life into one of the school toilets after that class. So worth the detention he'd gotten



from Mrs. Blackwood for being late to her class.
Lewis sniffed. He could smell the hint of marijuana coming from the tent. He grinned. Looks like Melissa had scored getting some pot from that nigger stoner Andy Gooch. It also looked like she had smoked it all herself. His girlfriend was laying nude on the sleeping blanket. Her head was propped up on a pillow and she had a lazy contented smile on her lips.
Missy Johnson wasn't your typical Coxville hottie. Sure, she had the body and breasts of any native, but she didn't dress to display her charms, nor did she use much makeup. When a Kitty or Patty or Coach Summers or Nurse Swallows was around, Missy was almost invisible, and she liked it that way.
Missy was a little weird. She dressed in low baggy jeans, blatantly wore a tee shirt with a pot leaf on it with a jean vest over the shirt that she could button up when one of the teachers came down on her. Her wallet was connected to her belt by a metal chain, she worse fingerless gloves with her nails painted black, five piercings in one ear, and a red gem piercing in her nose. She kept her hair dyed dark black in a short pixie cut that even Lewis rarely saw because an ever-present knit cap covered her head down to her ears. Even now, that cap was the only thing she was wearing as she stretched contentedly in her sleep.
Lewis liked that she covered up for he considered her breasts to be their little secret. They were a perfectly rounded EE, more Coxville mom sized then Coxville teen. Not that unusual, but her areolae were nearly non-existent. Her nipples on the other hand were over an inch long and the diameter of a quarter. They were sticking out now, fully erect. Looking at her now, marijuana moved down to the second most thing he wanted at that moment.
Lewis had been horny all night. His stiff prick had ached in his pants and he'd considered yanking it out for some air when he was hidden in the thicker parts of the fog. He slid out of his pants. Lewis kept his underwear on for the moment. He thought of waking her. Missy liked sucking his prick. Mostly because her few female friends thought it was disgusting, so Melissa just had to do it and tell them all about it. She even liked swallowing his cum. His dick throbbed at the thought of one of her blow jobs, but he decided to surprise her.
Lewis crawled over and ran his tongue over one of those huge nipples that he loved so much. She groaned, writhing a little and spreading her legs wider open. He flickered his tongue over it before sucking it into his mouth. Her back arched forcing his lips into her breast flesh. He swore the tip of her nipple pushed against this uvula they were so long. Lewis moaned, kissing down her breast and over her ribs. He kissed her stomach, letting his tongue rim out her belly button. She didn't care for this normally, but in her drunk stoned state, it seemed she was getting turned on. She was squirming now, opening her legs wider as one of her hands found his head pushing him down.
He slid his tongue down under her navel to the top of her pubes. She never trimmed her bush. It was wild and hairy, thick with curly blonde hair. Not for the first time, he wondered what Melissa would look like if she dressed sexy and didn't dye her hair. She'd probably rival Kitty Summers in looks. He licked around her inverted blonde pyramid moving downwards.
Melissa's pussy smelled funny.
It wasn't bad just different, almost familiar. He couldn't quite place it. His tongue twirled around her clit, moving down between her folds. She tasted different too. She was also very aroused for she thrust her pussy up into his mouth forcing his tongue inside her. He licked faster, proud of himself for turning her on so much. She'd never been this wet, her arousal was pouring into his mouth. The more Lewis tasted the more he wanted. He lapped at her pussy with gusto as Melissa began humping his tongue.
"Oh Andy," she moaned.
Damn! Andy must have sold her some good shit, thought Lewis. Her body was tensing up. Melissa's hands were grabbing her own tits, squeezing her nipples. Once again, he felt proud of himself. He'd never seen her so sexually charged. She let out a grunt and came on his tongue. Her contractions forced out even more of the thick fluids causing him to lick even faster which prolonged her orgasm. There was so much of it he had trouble swallowing it all. Her ass finally fell back to the sleeping bag as she came down from her orgasm.
Melissa finally opened her eyes and smiled at him, but the smile faded. "Oh, it's you," she said, dismissively.
"Duh! Who'd you think it was?" Lewis sat up and yanked his tighty whitey's down. His dick was as hard as he'd ever seen it. He was so swollen, he feared it might pop at any moment. Still, he'd never seen it so large and was quite proud of it at the moment.
"You're so little," she said, staring at it. It was sticking out over her pubes now.
That hurt. "What's wrong with you?"
"Nothing and aren't you forgetting something?"
"Fuck," he muttered, watching his prick twitching. The grape-sized head looked like it might pop at any moment. He reached for his pants and took out a condom, ripping the packet open in his hurry to bury his dick in his girlfriend. Alas, it was not meant to be for the second he grabbed his shaft to steady it, the head shot a wad of cum that left a trail from her navel to her pubes. "Fuck," he said again, a little embarrassed. He'd done something similar the first time they'd had sex, but his stamina had been steadily improving since the summer. He'd never cum this much before though.
"Good job," she said, sarcastically.
"You're in a bitchy mood," he told her. Lewis reached for his pants again, pulling out a small pack of tissues. "How much you get from that nigger?"
"Just a joint. It's mostly gone."
"Fuck," he said. This just wasn't his day. He used a tissue to wipe his sperm off her belly. "He take all your cash? I really want a high."
"I didn't pay him in cash."
"How'd you pay him then?" he asked. Lewis caught a whiff of his semen from the wet tissue. That was the familiar scent he'd smelled earlier! Missy was smiling as she spread her legs open wide giving him a better view of her in the dim light. Her pussy was splayed open, clit as swollen as he'd ever seen it. Worse, was the steady trickle of white leaking from it to form a pool on his sleeping bag.
Lewis felt sick to his stomach even as he lowered his head back down to her pussy wanting more.
**********
The two black brother's jaws were open as they watched the sexy blondes kiss. Elin was a little ashamed that she was getting into it so much. Kitty was pretty much a bitch, but her soft body and lips felt really good and she'd enjoyed licking her pussy. Kitty wasn't responding quite as much and she kept glancing over at Samson as if she were only doing it to get him worked up.
They broke the kiss. "You sure you want me to stay away from Coxville?" Elin smiled at her.
"Yes," said Kitty without hesitation. "I don't want to see any of you Tittsville sluts in Coxville sniffing around our men."
"Fine bitch," she sniffed.
"Come on," grunted Herc, grabbing her arm when it looked like the girls might come to blows again. "I'll take you home."
"This is your car?" she asked, crinkling her nose.
Hercules glowered at her. "Just get in." His car was a used rather rundown Dodge. He'd dreamed of having a brand-new Jaguar every year when he was earning big money with the NFL or at least something almost as nice he'd gotten as a signing bonus for some college. Those plans had been ruined when Jenny Summers got him kicked off the football team for bad grades.
"Watchin you and Kitty kiss, got my junk all hard again. You know what to do."
Elin nodded and leaned over undoing his pants. "Just be careful okay?" She looked out the windshield at the fog. It was pretty dense here and the way the moon was lighting it up only made it harder to see. "Go as slow as you need to."
Elin bent down and fished her new favorite thing out of his pants. She was still in awe of black
cock. Nothing in her experience had prepared her for anything like this. She bent over and started sucking the head. She was bobbing over half his shaft when she felt the car jerk and speed up. She pulled off his cock. "Watch it."
"Fog just cleared up. It was only around the lake. I could probably drive with the headlights off the moon's so bright."
"Well don't," she said before going back to sucking his cock. She took her time, showing the big black shaft the respect it deserved. She wanted Hercules to think of her when he got his cock sucked and more importantly, she wanted him coming back for more and maybe even bring his brother again. There was no way Elin Lindquist was going back to white boys when there were cocks like this.
His cock swelled and began pumping seed down her throat. She pulled back, letting him fill her mouth so she could taste him. His cum was so hot and thick and tasted so good. She stroked the shaft, licking the last pearl off the tip before sitting back up. "Hey! We're almost in Tittsville!" she said with surprise. Tittsville was a good hour drive along the Eastern shore of Lake Cox. It would take Hercules another ninety minutes to an hour to get home to Coxville. She'd been blowing him for over a half hour.
"You really gonna stay away from Coxville?"
"I'm not sure I can. You see there's a problem. Turn left up here."
"What's the problem?"
"It's your cock." Elin reached over. She hadn't tucked it back into his pants. It was laying over his thigh, floppy, but still a foot long. "I can't give this up." She stroked and squeezed it. It swelled yet again and soon she was jerking him off. "There's my house. Pull up out front."
Hercules parked his car. "You aint gonna leave me hanging?"
"Never," she replied. Elin slipped out of her clothes and was soon riding his cock yet again. She stared down lovingly into his eyes as she slowly worked her pussy over his shaft. Hercules sucked her nipples while squeezing her ass cheeks, helping to lift up and down his shaft. She was probably the first white woman to ever fuck a black man in Tittsville.
Elin came hard, slowly sinking down his shaft as he pumped yet another load of black seed into her unprotected womb. She sat on his lap, eyes closed, feeling each spurt of his cock. Her vaginal muscles, clenching and milking his cock for every drop like it was the most natural thing in the world to get seeded by such a man. She kissed him hard on his broad brown lips. "Thank you," she whispered in his ear.
"Don't worry," he replied. "I'll come fuck you whenever you want."
Elin felt him go soft, though his immense cock still stuffed her pussy. She slowly climbed off his
lap and fell back on her seat, she was so thoroughly wiped out, she struggled to get her clothes back on. "Well, I'm going to want you to fuck me a lot," she said, pulling her top on.
"Anytime."
"If I can't go to Coxville, I gotta bring Coxville to Tittsville," she stared at him. "My friends need to know about this. About black cock."
"Yeah, they do," he grunted back in total agreement. "I got plenty of homeboys would love some Tittsville pussy. Real men too, not boys like my little brother."
"Give me your phone?" she asked, adding her number into it. "Give me a call and we'll set something up. Oh yeah and send me a picture of that thing."
"Sure babe. Send me some nudes back."
"Okay," she replied. "Goodnight." Elin slid out of the car and closed the door.
Hercules lowered the window, leaning over. "Aren't you forgetting something?" She smiled leaning down for a kiss, but he added, "It's a long drive here and back. What about some gas money?"
"Oh!" she said, surprised. "Sure, let me see what I have." Elin rummaged through her little change purse. She pulled out two bills. "I have a ten or a twenty?" she said.
"That'll do." He grabbed both bills out of her hand. "See you soon."
"Uh bye," she said as he started the car. The old Dodge pulled away from her house in a cloud of exhaust.
**********
Carol was too frustrated to sleep, and her neighbors were much too noisy. Her half tee shirt and panties were still wet from the dampening mist and from other things. She slipped on David's button-down shirt before crawling outside. The mist had mostly cleared. Only small thin patches clung to the ground in several spots. Wendy was still moaning and gasping. It sounded like she was orgasming constantly, but that couldn't be possible.
The fire had died down and Carol doubted there'd be shadow play on the side of the tent. She ended up sitting in a chair after turning it to face their tent. Her fingers found the buttons on the shirt and slowly worked their way down until the shirt fell open around her body.
"God Dewey, I don't think my pussy can take any more."
"Then it's time I had a go at those big titties," he grunted.
Carol's hands slid down over her breasts, playing with them before one slid further, down her belly and over her pubes. She gasped as her fingers found her wet folds. Carol slowly played with herself listening to the two lovers in the other tent.
"Squeeze them titties together tighter," ordered Dewey. "Alright, here it comes. Open your mouth. AWWW FUUCCKK!"
Carol's orgasm exploded all over her fingers. She pulled her hand back and wiped it off on her thigh, laying back and enjoying the cool evening air as she came down from her orgasm. Somewhere out there had to be a white man with a big cock that could fuck like Dewey. She stretched out, sitting back on the beach chair.
"Uh sorry."
Carol jerked awake from her reverie. Dewey was standing nude at the entrance to the tent. His short size put her eyes level with his crotch. His big black cock was jutting straight out before him. It was at full glory, rising and falling with his pulse and still dripping sperm. Seeing the real thing was so different from seeing the shadow on the tent.
He was staring at her too. He probably couldn't tell that she'd just masturbated, but there was a good chance the moonlight was making her wet pussy glisten. She let him look a moment before pulling David's shirt closed around her tits, but her pussy was still exposed to the black man. "Sorry," he said again. "Had to piss."
Carol nodded as he disappeared into the brush. She watched him come back without hiding the fact that she was staring at his penis. It was still sticking out, but less rampant and bent downwards. He nodded at her and turned after entering the tent. His cock was now dangling between his legs, deflated, but still twice as big as her boyfriend's. "Well goodnight," he said, zipping the tent closed.
"Goodnight," she whispered back. No, there weren't any white men with cocks like that. She waited a few minutes, but the sounds of sex didn't resume. Wendy's soft snores started coming from the tent. Finally, thought Carol with relief. Maybe I can get some sleep.
She returned to her and David's tent and pulled his shirt off. She lifted the sleeping bag up and for a brief second was delighted to see his penis had finally gotten hard again while he slept. She was still horny and... she looked down at it again.
Why bother, thought Carol, closing her eyes, but sleep still wouldn't come.
**********
"Don't drain your pools yet, the weather will continue being unseasonably warm for at least a couple more weeks. Back to you, Major."
"Thanks Ginny," said the black anchorman.
Norman Campbell turned the television off and set the remote back down. He didn't care about the news but watched WCOX just for Ginny Talia, the weather girl. He stood and stretched. Through the window, he could see his neighbor's bedroom light was on. He gulped knowing what would be going on through the window. Harlan Campbell was away for a few days, leaving his wife Penny alone only she wouldn't be alone.
"Well I'm going to bed," said his wife, Jackie.
"I think I'll go stretch my legs and be right in," he said.
"Another walk? You think you'd have lost some of this." She patted his beer gut, but it was with affection. "Good night."
"Good night." Norm waited until she'd entered the bathroom and was brushing her teeth before he slipped out of the house.
Having Penny living next door had turned him into a voyeur. His wife was more beautiful in many ways, but there was something about Penny. He tits were bigger with dime-sized inch long nipples. Her raven dark hair was kept short above her ears. He didn't like short hair on women, but on Penny it looked adorable. Her ears were cute, eyes deeply penetrating, and a smile that lit up her face.
Penny Campbell sunbathed in bikinis so small they were practically nonexistent. Sneaking peeks through the blinds had turned into spying on her through his binoculars. That led to him jerking off while staring at her. Then her black gardener had ruined the moment walking around the side of the house. Penny didn't try to cover up while talking to the shirtless black man. Sunlight made his sweaty fit chest glisten. She led him inside her house, probably for a glass of water, he assumed. It was more though, a week later, he was watering his yard when Harlan came home early looking for the gardener. That's when Norman noticed Penny in the bedroom window just over Harlan's shoulder. She was getting fucked by her black gardener. He invited his neighbor in for a beer before Harold could catch his wife cheating on him.
Norman walked across his dark yard towards his neighbor's bedroom window. Seeing Penny on all fours while the black man lined his huge cock in her pussy had triggered something inside him. He wanted to see more. Harlan left on a trip two days ago and the gardener's truck pulled up to the curb just as soon as dusk fell. The truck had come back every night since at dusk and it was parked out there now. He'd watched her suck off the huge nigger cock the first night. Last night had been the best, she was riding him reverse cowgirl, facing the window, giving Norm and frontal view of her great body and the foot-long cock she was riding. Even the man's black balls were monsters. She let him fill her pussy which Norm thought odd because he was sure Penny and Harlan were trying to have a baby. Tonight, he hoped to see more.
He got his wish.
He slowly snuck up to the window, hearing the sounds of sex almost as soon as he was
trespassing into her yard. Slowly he raised his head and peeked in the window. Norman's eyes opened wide with shock and delight.
Penny was on all fours on the bed, a beautiful side view shot of her great body with those big dangling tits swinging under her. The gardener was behind her fucking her at a pace that would have had Norm cumming in seconds. The shock was that another black man was kneeling in front of Penny and she was sucking on a nigger cock even bigger then the gardener's.
Norm's dick twitched and turned hard. He was about to fish it out and jerk off when he heard, "This is what you do on your walks?" He jumped at Jackie's voice behind him. "I thought I was going to catch you smoking again, but instead you're spying on Penny." Jackie was starting to cry. "Do you think she's prettier than me?"
"No, honey," he pleaded. Norm was about to make his case when he saw Jackie's eyes go wide as she looked past him. Norm turned around a little worried that the lovers inside had heard his wife's eruption, but they were too busy.
"They're soooo biiig," hissed Jackie in disbelief.
Inside, Penny was standing laughing with the blacks. Her chin was covered with sperm. The man she'd sucked walked to the foot of the bed, sat down, and held his cock up for her. Penny straddled him and slowly sank down on his huge cock. The gardener was stroking his cock hard again. He lined it up with her asshole and began to push...



"They're so big," said Jackie again, moving up to join Norman at the window.
**********
Jenny slapped thighs with Black as she rode him back at the condo. She froze, letting her orgasmic contractions spread through her amazing body until they curled her toes. She panted, catching her breath, and started riding her black stud again. "Work that pussy girl," he laughed, slapping her ass.
"Oh god Coach," she moaned, throwing her head back. "It's not working. You're not out of my system. The more I fuck you, the more I want to keep fucking you. FUCK! CUMMING!"
Black grabbed her hips while she thrashed around on his cock. "This cock is yours whenever you want it, babe," he said. He grabbed her tits and pulled one down to his mouth. Black sucked one of her perfect nipples until she came again. Then it was his turn. He bucked his hips up so hard, she nearly flew off his cock as his sperm began filling her pussy.
Jenny rolled off him and onto her stomach, moaning in contentment. Coach Black smacked her ass again playfully before climbing off the bed. He took a quick piss. She was asleep when he got back. Her ass was raised up, his sperm leaking from her well-fucked pussy.
Black thought he'd take a quick picture of it, but noticed her phone sitting by her clothes before
he'd retrieved him. He grabbed it and swiped it on. She had an unread text from Harold. He opened it and read:
Please come home. We need to talk. Please call me.
Wimp, thought the Coach. Black deleted the email. The text under it was from him.
Meet me in the tent on site 13.
Only he'd never sent her that text. His brows furrowed when he thought of Jenny's daughter borrowing his phone to make a call. The time on the text was about right. Little bitch had tried to pull something tonight.
Kitty Summers needed a good spanking.
**********
Willie Long was exhausted as he climbed into the hotel bed. "You're getting to old for this shit," he said, thinking of the way Adela had drained his balls. It had been worth it though. He could have died from a heart attack that night and he'd be content not just from the sex but from the revelations the tarot reading had bestowed.
He laid back in bed and took out his phone. I miss my Candy, he wrote, pressing send. It was true to. He missed Candace Cox. He'd grown used to having her beside him in bed. She was the best thing to happen to the lonely old man in a long time.
His phone rang and he answered. "I miss my Long Dong," said Candy on the other end.
Willie laughed. "What are you doing?"
"I'm lying nude on the bed," Candy replied. "I'm looking at an interesting ad on my tablet."
"Oh, what for?"
"It's a huge black life-sized dildo on LD's website. I'm going to need it if you ever go away again. It's named after you, The Long Dong."
"I'll sue him for copyright infringement. Would you think of me while using it?"
"Oh yes," said Candy. She flipped off the page and looked at some of Lorenzo Doyle's free pictures. His cock was magnificent, not as big as Willie's, but it looked great on the young muscular body. "I'd think of my big Willie deep in my pussy, slowly fucking me, getting up speed."
Long's cock had shot up fast. He grabbed it, stroking it. "Keep talking."
"You're fucking me hard now." Candace's fingers were in her pussy. "I struggle, but you hold me down. I surrender to your big black cock, cumming again and again. You're calling me filthy names as you fuck me."
"Nigger loving slut."
"Oh!" said Candy startled. "Yes! I'm a nigger loving slut. I'm...cumming YES!"
"Me too," grunted Long. He felt the sperm well up in his balls. He stared at his cock and it swelled in his hands. The sperm erupted from the head in a fountain of white spray.
Long groaned, no longer thinking about Candy.
He was thinking about his plans for her daughter and granddaughter come Monday.
***
To be continued on The Coxville Curse 4
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The garden surrounding the pool was verdant and thriving. It ran along the fence in the house's backyard, surrounding the pool and the small four stool tiki bar. The plants were well cared for, thriving and green as the warm Southern California spring turned into a hot summer. The thriving plants were ample and sumptuous, but not as ample nor as sumptuous as the two bikini-clad women laying on cots beside the pool.
"You should suck his dick," said Donna, taking a sip of her margarita. She was clad in a skimpy blue bikini that her husband had bought for her to show off her shapely new body. The young woman had been chubby most of her life but had recently through diet and exercise transformed her stout body into one worthy of a stripper. She was rapidly developing a taste for showing off too and was loving the attention she was getting. Her husband, Bill liked showing her off just as much.
"DONNA!" Jenny exclaimed. Her copper bandeau bikini was more modest then Donna's, but still did little to contain her buxom form. The top was a little tight, squeezing her 32F cup breasts together. Her hair was naturally light brown and the humidity made it curl as it fell down her back. Glasses covered her bright green eyes and an emerald necklace that matched her eyes hugged her neck. She was sitting on the edge of the cot, talking to her friend.
Donna leaned in. "I do it for Bill and he repays the favor if you know what I'm saying."
"I don't," responded Jenny, truthfully. She stared at Donna, still unable to get over the transformation her friend had undertaken in just 18 months. She'd no idea such a beautiful woman was hiding under the extra weight. Donna had shorter, shoulder-length reddish brown hair. There was a beauty mark under her left eye. Her breasts were slightly larger than Jenny's around 34FF and Bill had paid for them to be lifted for her 24th birthday. Jenny was tanner. It was her home and pool. Jenny laid out and tanned every day while Donna stopped by a couple times a week. Donna protected her skin more and was fairer then Jenny.
"It would be a great anniversary present," said Donna, winking at her.
"Maybe," responded Jenny, considering it, not keen at the thought of taking a penis in her mouth. "But if Charles can get it hard, I really need it inside me."
"Still having trouble? They make pills for that you know."
Charles was on a statin drug for blood pressure and over the last few years, his erections had gone from only lasting a few minutes to turning floppy to rarely materializing. His stamina disappeared along with the firmness. When he did get it hard, it wanted to ejaculate before he had managed to get the entire thing inside her. Donna's husband didn't have that erection problem, but his stamina went downhill steadily as she lost weight. He got hard easily, but he couldn't handle her sexy new body and squirted after only a few strokes. Thankfully, he was skilled with his tongue, but he still had trouble keeping up. As Donna's weight fell off, her sex drive began skyrocketing. She'd flirt with strange men and had even begun fantasizing about Jenny sexually though she didn't have a lesbian bone in her body. Her nipples did harden as her eyes swept her friend's sexy bikini-clad form. Still, an agreement to mutually pleasure each other would solve both their problems though Jenny was way too white bread for Donna to even mention it. Jenny pretty much only associated with straight white protestants.
"He's too embarrassed to bring it up with the doctor, but for god's sake, how are we going to start a family if he can't even get it up." Jenny was in her prime at 27, but Charles wasn't getting any younger and closing on fifty. They were an odd couple and most people assumed she'd married him for his money, but the truth was they were deeply in love. Jenny had worked for him at his software company and the long hours together had turned into a mutual attraction. He wasn't great around women, nor much of a looker, and couldn't believe his luck that such a gorgeous young woman had developed an interest in him. His company had a no dating policy (he'd made the rule himself after an executive was accused of harassment), but Jenny had willingly agreed to quit so that they could see each other. They married quickly, Charles was very good to her, and there was no need for her to work. They had a cleaning service come in once a week and a landscaping service to take care of their yard. Other then grocery shopping and cooking dinner, she had it easy but was quickly growing bored. Jenny was good for her husband too. He was a workaholic and would be at the office seven days a week if it wasn't for her. The blood pressure meds were the result of an early heart attack. She'd forced him to relax more, spend weekends with her, and to even take a couple vacations a year.
Jenny laid back on the cot and closed her eyes, praying erectile dysfunction meds would be the solution to her problems. A shadow crossed the sun, but the day hadn't been cloudy. She opened her eyes and screamed. "AAAAAAHHHHH!!"
Donna's eyes flew open. She was just as startled to see a muscled black giant standing over them. The man looked with an angry lust down at the two women. He wore a white skullcap on his head and a tight gray tee shirt hugged his tapered waist stretching out as his chest broadened. He was clad in tight gray shorts, bulging in the front and tan working gloves covered his hands.
A rustling in the bushes behind them heralded the arrival of another black man. This one was older, past sixty, but in better shape than either of the young woman's husbands. He was wearing a tee shirt with suspenders holding his jeans up and work gloves too. His demeanor was friendlier, and both women relaxed. "Hi, Mrs. Richardson, Mrs. Miller. Didn't mean to scare you." He finished moving through the plants. "That's my son Jerome. He's helping me out."
Jerome's angry expression turned into a cocky smirk. His eyes sweeping up and down both women's bodies. "How you two doin?"
Jenny grabbed her towel. "We're good." She motioned for Donna to follow her. "Sorry, I thought you'd be here later." She never sunbathed when she knew the gardeners were coming. Even the old man, Mark Stanford was checking her and Donna's scantily clad forms with lustful appreciation. "We'll head inside and let you do your work."
Jerome held his hand to his chest. "Don't leave on my account." He hadn't seen anything like this in a long time.
Jenny's nipples weren't hard, but they still poked through her top and Jerome was staring right at them. She felt them began to grow and held one arm across her chest to hide them. "It's time for lunch anyway," she said. "Come on Donna."
Jerome's angry expression returned as he watched the women walk away. His eyes took in the first bare female asses he'd seen in five years.
"God! He was huge and scary looking," muttered Jenny, walking ahead of Donna.
"You don't know the half of it," replied Donna, a little louder.
"What do you mean?" Jenny pulled the sliding glass door open. She had the materials ready to make sandwiches and retrieved two slices of bread.
Donna leaned against the wall, watching the two black men get to work. "Mark was mowing my lawn last week."
"Yeah?" Jenny spread some mayonnaise on a slice.
"He said he was looking forward to having some help. His son was getting out of jail in a few days."
"JAIL!" Jenny dropped the knife.
Donna walked over to the bar and sat on a stool. "Where are you going?" she asked as Jenny marched past.
"To make sure all the doors are locked."
Donna shook her head and made her own sandwich while Jenny double checked the front door and locked the sliding glass door where they could see the two black men, rapidly turning sweaty in the heat.
Jenny sat down across from her. The two took bites of their sandwiches. "I told Charles not to hire a black man," she said, shaking her head.
"I'm sure he's perfectly fine."
"Did you see the way he was staring at us?"
Donna waved her hands at Jenny and then herself. "Look at us, we're hot," she said, truthfully. "Besides, who knows how long he's been locked up. Probably hasn't seen a woman in years."
"That doesn't make me feel any safer," said Jenny, even more scared of what the thuggish looking black man might do to her. "Did you see the cap on his head? It looks Islamic to me. Probably converted in prison." Donna snorted, but Jenny ignored her. She was too busy staring at the huge black man pushing the lawnmower while Mark trimmed the branches on the trees.
**********
One Week Later.
The gardeners came early to beat the heat. Jenny and Charles hadn't even dressed. She was wearing a sexy piece of pink lingerie. It consisted of a boyshort panty and a bra with sheer lace covering her midriff. She often dressed sexily hoping it would stimulate Charles' still flaccid dick. "I don't trust those black men," she said, staring out the curtain as Charles passed her, still in his slippers and robe after showering.
"Mark has a good reputation and works hard," sighed Charles, accustomed to his wife's distrust of minorities.
"His son's a criminal."
"Everyone deserves a second chance. Besides, they're only here on Wednesdays. One day a week."
Jenny continued peeking through the curtain watching the two black men, but mostly Jerome trying to catch him stealing something though she had no idea what he might steal. Alcohol from the tiki bar most likely and if he didn't steal their booze, that might mean he really was an Islamicist. The younger black man had his shirt off. She'd never seen so many muscles on a man before in real life. His chest was sleek with sweat and glistened in the sunlight. He walked over to their garden hose and began running water across his chest. She was barely aware that Charles was still talking to her.
... it's only a few hours and you don't even need to be home when they're here. I'll get rid of them if you prefer, but Mark's been my landscaper since you were in diapers."
"Here comes Mark," she interrupted. "Don't let him see me in this."
Charles met the older black man at the sliding glass door. "Morning Mr. Richardson," said Mark Stanford.
"Morning. Usual price?" he asked, holding the check up as he stepped outside. "YECH!" The humidity hit Charles in the face.
"Too early for this," said Mark, wiping sweat off his brow.
Jenny was still peeping at Jerome. He turned sideways, pulling the hem of his shorts out and letting the cold water run over his crotch. She crinkled her nose with distaste, frowning and pushing her glasses up her nose as she stared closer at his crotch. The front of his shorts was bulging out as much as any of the other muscles on his body bulged. He turned away, bending to turn the water off.
Mark pocketed the check. "God it's hot. Your pool sure looks refreshing." His gloved hand's thumb pointed back at the pool.
"Your welcome to cool off with the hose, but the pool is just for me and Mrs. Richardson." Charles wasn't overtly racist, but he was a classist. He didn't want any dirty working-class person black or white taking a dip in his pool. Jenny, on the other hand, would demand he drain the pool if two black men went swimming in it.
"Of course, sir," said Mark, not surprised.
"Have a good day," said Charles, turning, wanting to get back inside to the air conditioning.
Mark turned. "One more thing Mr. Richardson. Next week, we'll be here on Tuesday instead of Wednesday. Jerome's got a court date and I want to be there for him."
"That's fine," said Charles considering it. Normally, he'd be working anyway, but next Tuesday he'd been forced to take off by his wife and secretary. "It's our anniversary, but I doubt we'll be doing anything until later in the day." He still didn't know why he needed to take the whole day off. He and Jenny probably wouldn't be doing anything other than going out to dinner that night. It was their seven-year anniversary after all and not a big milestone.
Jenny watched Jerome and Mark gather up their equipment. Seeing them head off, she turned to her husband, narrowing her eyes seductively and sucking her lower lip into her mouth. "I'd better get ready for work," he told her, recognizing the look she was giving him.
"You're the boss, you can be late," she whispered leaning into his back. She touched the back of his robe, sliding her hand around him until she was standing in front of him, one hand on his sunken hairless chest. Her other hand slipped into his robe under his belt, fingers caressing his genitals. This used to work on him. Even when he wasn't in the mood, when a woman like Jenny put her hand on your penis, you got in the mood quickly. "Let's go back to bed." The robe parted, and she looked down at her hand, tugging his uncircumcised penis, squeezing and stroking it, but aside from stretching it out to its five-inch length, it didn't swell in the least staying as limp as a wet noodle.
"Sorry, nothing's happening," said Charles, cheeks reddening with shame. He pulled away, turning and heading up the stairs.
Jenny looked up after him. "It's been months since we made love. I think you should see a doctor." She began to follow him when he didn't answer.
It's embarrassing to need a pill to have sex with your wife, thought Charles, hanging his head down. He shuffled into the bedroom and pulled his shirt on. Jenny sat down on the bed. He could see her pouting in the mirror. "Okay honey. I'll see a doctor this week about getting some ED meds." He felt better when her lovely face lit up in delight.
"Oh, thank you, Charles. I can't wait."
**********
Next Tuesday, Charles got out of the shower and dried himself off. Nude, he walked over to the medicine cabinet. It felt odd to need to take a pill for sex. Looking at himself in the mirror made him feel lucky that he had a wife that wanted to have sex with someone like him and a super sexy stacked wife at that. His face was angular and plain. He was blind as a bat without his glasses. He had a sunken concave chest and a slight paunch. The muscles on his arms were taut but barely noticeable. He'd had three women before Jenny. Two were short-term girlfriends. Another had broken up with him just after their relationship turned intimate. None came close to Jenny in looks or figure. She'd come into his life just as he was closing in on an eight-year dry spell without sex. He felt like a complete fool. If the stupid pills were all it took to keep his wife happy, what a small price that was to pay.
Charles took out the bottle of "HARD-ON". The doctor had told him he could take one to three pills. He settled on two. Let's hope these work, he thought. Charles pulled on his swim trunks and went back into the bedroom. Jenny was out by the pool waiting for him. He couldn't help himself and checked his work emails on the laptop. The pills were supposed to take an hour to kick in anyway. Satisfied that his business wasn't burning down without him, he headed downstairs and quickly scrambled an egg. Jenny watched her weight and started her day with only a breakfast shake.
Finally, he headed out to the pool. Jenny was laying out on a cot sunbathing, earbuds plugging her ears. One foot was swaying to whatever she was listening too. He almost tripped into the pool at the sight of the purple bikini. It was bright and new, covering less of her body than any other swimsuit he'd seen her in. The top was a triangle cup, tied around her neck and only covered the front of her large bosom with tit flesh sticking out on either side of the purple triangle. The panty was so low cut, the top of her rather profuse pubic mound was showing. For the first time in months, Charles felt an ache in his testicles.
He kneeled beside his wife and kissed her neck. "Happy anniversary," he whispered. Her nipples were poking out the tight top and as she sat up in the cot, he could see her bare ass. Damn! Good thing we don't have neighbors. The ache in his testicles turned into a twitch in his penis. Wait a minute... something is stirring down there, he thought hopefully.
Jenny slid off the cot and stood. The twitch turned into a swell as she turned and bent down, thrusting her firm tanned ass cheeks out. She picked up a glass of white wine and turned, handing it to him. "It's a little early to be drinking," he said, disapprovingly, noticing two empty glasses beside her cot.
"I needed some liquid courage," she said, demurely.
"For what?"
"For this," said Jenny, squatting and yanking his shorts down so quickly, Charles jerked and spilled some of his wine.
Jenny squealed in delight when his rock-hard penis sprang up. She hadn't seen it this hard in five years and had forgotten what a monster it truly was sticking out five inches from his crotch. The pill is working, I'm gonna get laid today, she thought, opening her mouth. She closed her lips around the head of Charles's big penis and sucked on it, bobbing her head like Donna had shown her on a banana.
"Unh, what are you doing?" asked Charles. He knew what a blow job was. One of his previous girlfriends had wanted to suck him, but he wouldn't let her, nor would he go down on her and she'd broken up with him shortly afterwards. "That's dirty," he complained without too much conviction as more and more of his penis disappeared into her throat.
This isn't hard at all, thought Jenny, proudly as her lips pressed into his pubes. She could feel the tip of his penis pushing past her tonsils. She pulled back, letting his penis slip from her lips. It was still rock hard and showed no sign of losing its firmness. "Relax honey," she said, smiling up at him. "Donna does this for Bill all the time." Her tongue flickered out to lick around the head before she started sucking again.
"It is rather nice," muttered Charles, starting to enjoy it just as his cell phone buzzed with a text.
BUZZ!
"Don't you dare answer that," said Jenny angrily as Charles, stooped to pull his phone out of the pocket on his swim trunks. She stroked his penis, making sure he stayed hard. Why hadn't he left his damned phone inside?
BUZZ!
"CRAP!" said Charles, checking the message. "Major computer crash. I have to go."
Jenny slid her hand over the hard penis as she looked up at him in horror. "You can't leave me on our anniversary."
"Sorry, but it's an emergency."
"It's always an emergency." Jenny gave up, reluctantly releasing his penis. She stood and grabbed her drink.
"Have Donna keep you company until I get back." Charles pulled his trunks up his legs.
Jenny watched his penis disappear. It had already shrunk. It's like there was a switch in his head and it had just flipped from sex back to "work" any interest in sex disappearing. "Bill has a new camera and has her modeling bikinis for him." She put her hand on her hip, staring at Charles. "Besides, I want my husband today, not my best friend."
"Sorry, I'll be back when I can." Charles turned, hurrying inside and upstairs. He pulled a jacket out of the closet and started dressing. As he adjusted his tie, Charles looked out the window into his backyard. Jenny was stretching a towel out in the grass beside the pool. She kneeled on it, laying down on her stomach. He headed back downstairs, stopping at the sliding glass door. "I'll make it up to you when I get home," he called. She didn't answer, either angry with him or asleep.
Charles headed to the garage and got in his Mercedes. He pulled out into the driveway thinking about Jenny. His hands tightly gripped the steering wheel. You're neglecting your wife idiot. You need to spend more time with her... just as soon as you're done work today.



As he drove down the street, he passed Mark's work van. The side normally read "Stanford Landscaping", but he'd painted in "& son" next to his name. "SHIT!" said Charles. I forgot Mark was coming today. Better warn jenny.
The home phone rang until the answering machine came on. "Jenny pick up. Mark's on his way. Just wanted to warn you." He paused waiting for her to answer. "Love y..." he added just as it clicked off.
His phone rang almost immediately. He'd been ticketed for it before, but he held it up to his ear anyway. He expected his wife, but it was work. "Yes, Karen."
"A tech's coming in Mr. Richardson. Go enjoy your anniversary."
"Great news. Thank you." Another crisis averted. "He have any idea what it is?"
"He's pretty sure he can have the system up and running pretty quickly."
"You sure you don't need me?"
He could hear her sigh on the other end of the line. "Get your ass home to your wife, Charles."
"Thanks, Karen, I don't know what I'd do without you."
"I don't either Mr. Richardson. Have a great anniversary."
Charles turned the Mercedes around. He honestly didn't know what he'd do without her. Karen not only kept giving him reminders that his anniversary was coming up, but she'd even bought his gift for Jenny.
He'd forgotten about the black gardeners until he saw the van in his driveway. Need to warn Jenny the black landscapers are here, he thought. Maybe, he'd just pay them and send them home for the day. The yard could survive a week without them. He wondered if the HARD-ON was still in his system. Charles walked around the side of his house, looking for Mark or his son. Jenny was going to be pissed if they caught her in that little bikini. The Stanfords weren't outside the fence. Charles stepped up and peeked through the wood slats. What the...? He thought stunned by what he was seeing.
Jenny was still laying on her stomach, arms crossed under her head. Mark's son was kneeling behind her, squirting tanning lotion into his hand. He was shirtless and had the skullcap on his head. Mark was standing beside his son, grinning. Jerome squirted some oil directly on her back and bare ass cheeks.
Why is she letting that black man touch her? wondered Charles as Jerome placed his hands-on Jenny's ass cheeks, squeezing and rubbing the oil in. He massaged her lower back, one hand returning to her ass, the other reaching up to untie the strings on her back and behind her neck.
"That feels so good Charles. I knew you loved me and would come back." Jenny sighed with pleasure, the giant black ex-convict's hands rubbing oil into her back. She remained on her stomach, head resting on her crossed arms. Her eyes were closed, earbuds still in her ears.
She thinks he's me, thought Charles, watching in horror. He wanted to scream out to his wife, but he was tongue tied, his feet were frozen to the spot. Jerome pulled the thong up and away from her ass. Two slick fingers reached down between her thighs. Charles couldn't see his hand, but Jenny jerked as two black fingers slid into her pussy.
Jenny's ass slowly lifted off the ground as Jerome kept working his fingers between her legs. Jenny's head lifted off her arms and Charles could clearly see that she was enjoying the large fingers in her pussy. "I'm gonna fuck this rich bitch," grunted Jerome, loud enough Charles could hear, but Jenny couldn't with her ears plugged.
"That white pussy's begging for it," agreed Mark, a man Charles had always considered a polite decent man.
I need to stop this, thought Charles, still frozen.
"OH GOD! Make love to me now. I need it so bad," said Jenny, louder than normal with her ears blocked.
STOP STOP STOP thought Charles. His mouth finally open to warn his wife. "St..." he almost found his voice, choking on his words as Jerome pulled an absolute monster of a penis out of his shorts. It totally dwarfed Charles' own penis more than double in length and thickness. It left him speechless. Jerome removed his fingers from Jenny's pussy and emptied the bottle of oil along his huge rod. The black man adjusted her thong again, bent his penis down between her raised thighs. Jenny jerked again, eyes flying open in disbelief.
Jenny appeared to be in shock as she raised her entire body up on all fours. Her top slid off her arm, huge breasts dangling beneath her. One hand planted on her blanket trapped the wire and her earbuds pulled out as she rose. Charles had a better view now, he couldn't see the penetration, but he could see the rest of the thick brown shaft connecting his wife with the black gardener. "It... it feels so hard Charles. Jenny's lips parted, her head hanging down and she appeared to be panting. "The pill must be working." Her eyes were wide with disbelief and with... delight. "So thick too. Give me all five inches."
Charles could see her pushing back into the huge black penis even as Jerome pushed it deeper. Her nipples were rock hard. Behind them, Mark pulled his shirt off over his head. For a man his age, he had a hard-muscled chest with an impressive six-pack. Jerome's hands were hanging at his sides. It was Jenny that was working her pussy on his prick. "You're so hard... so thick... deeper than normal." Jenny's lips spread in an ecstatic smile. "I feel funny." Charles could clearly see her eyes roll up in her head as some powerful force overtook her. "Something's happening. I think I'm going to cu... CUMMING!!"
She acted like she'd never had an orgasm before. Charles frowned. He'd given her orgasms before, hadn't he?
Jerome grabbed her sides and pulled her up, another inch of penis disappearing into her. Now Charles could see the black man's enormous testicles dangling between Jenny's spread legs. They turned wet and began dripping fluids to her blanket. Jenny was gasping as she tried to catch her breath. She recovered quickly, moaning as Jerome reached around, squeezing her breasts and tweaking her nipples. Jerome's father, now fully nude stepped around from her side. Jenny, lazily looked up, taking a second to react. Then her eyes flew open. "OH MY GOD! That damn nigger is watching us. Do something." Her eyes fell to the penis dangling down between Mark's legs like a foot-long spoiled banana. As her eyes fell, not only was she stunned by the size of Mark's penis, but she caught sight of the enormous black hands squeezing her tits. What the hell, she thought?
The hands covered the front of her breasts, her nipples sticking out between thick black fingers. He pinched his fingers together, squeezing her nipples between them. She felt the penis opening her up wider as she turned to look over her shoulder at the smiling face of the black ex-con with the Islamic looking skull cap. "JESUS! What are you doing?"
"Right now, I'm pushing another inch of black cock into that white pussy."
Oh shit! I'm going to cum again, she thought as Jerome's penis pushed into virgin territory.
"And another inch."
Charles could see her lips quivering, her face tightly concentrating, sweat flying from her brow. "AAAHHH!" She appeared to be fighting it. "OH FUCK!" Her eyes rolled up again. "AAAHHH!!"
"And another inch," grunted Jerome as another wave of fluid poured down his balls.
"So big. So good," she cried. I'm cumming so hard.
"And another inch."
"FUCK ME!" she screamed, wondering if the inches and the pleasure would ever end. "I can't stop cumming."
"And I'm balls deep," said Jerome, pulling her into his lap before pushing her back down onto her hands and knees. He grabbed her hair, pulling it like reins. "UNH!" she screamed, as he pulled some of his penis back and slammed it forwards. "Why are you doing this?" Her eyes stared up at Mark standing above her, his penis sticking out erect now. It had to be at least a foot long. "SO BIG! UNH!" Jenny grunted. The thick black penis fucking her was every bit as big as the one staring her in the face. These monsters made her husband's penis look like a little boy.
"You begged for it," answered Jerome.
"I thought you were my husband." Jenny's pussy was quivering around the huge cock, squeezing and pulling it inwards, loving every inch of the titanic black penis. "He doesn't make love like this."
"Does this thing feel like Charles?" Jerome slammed his penis in deep, pushing her face closer to his father's huge penis.
"NO! Your penis is huge." Jenny stared up at the foot-long shaft rising above her face. These monsters were powerful and manly, so different from her husband's penis.
"That ain't no penis," grunted Jerome answering her question. "That's a cock. And we ain't makin love, we are fucking."
"It's so big. Black cocks are for fucking?" Jenny pushed back into the black cock fucking her. The one before her eyes was bobbing hypnotically. "Built for fucking... black cocks," she muttered.
"Right on," grunted Jerome. "You sure is, baby."
"We need to stop. I'm married," she whispered, more for propriety's sake then desire. She was still pushing back into Jerome's black cock. Jenny wanted to cum again. Just one more time.
Jerome pulled back on her hair, raising her head. He pushed his beefy hand against the back of her head. "Shut her up dad," he grunted, pushing her head down, the head of Mark's black cock pushing into her mouth. "I need to finish integrating this white pussy."
Jenny knew she needed to relax her throat or Mark's big black cock would choke her. She'd only sucked her first penis an hour ago and now... Correction, this was a cock, she was sucking cock for the first time and it required more effort which was hard when there was another cock filling your pussy as it had never been filled before. Can't stop, she thought, Jerome, pushing down on her head even as Mark thrust his hips forward. Jenny concentrated breathing through her nose as six or seven inches of black cock pushed past her lips. So big. So good. She pushed up off her knees, angling her back so that Mark's entire cock slid into her throat until her lips were kissing his curly black pubes. Black cocks are bigger...better. Built for fucking. Mark's hand replaced Jerome's on the back on her head, but he was just holding her as she bobbed her head sucking his cock, her ass rising into Jerome's thrust. A contented moaning sound came from her throat.
"Slut's fucking me back now," said Jerome, happily. "She's integrated now."
Jenny looked up at Mark, her brain was hoping he was pleased with her, but his normally, smiling and polite face was sneering down at her contemptuously. It made her want to try harder. "What do you think of this damn nigger's cock? I hate these rich white bitches," he said. "Looking down their noses at us." She was staring down her nose at the thick black shaft sliding between her lips. "Thinkin we be dirtying up their pools if we swim in dem."
Their timing was off, Mark pulling back the same time Jenny did. His cock cleared her lips, flying up. She grabbed the base, licking the underside, up around the head. Jerome squeezed her ass, thrusting his cock deep. "They all turn into sluts once they get the taste of some dark meat though," said the younger Stanford fucking her.
"That's not true. I'm not a slut," she protested. She believed it even though she was currently sandwiched between her black gardeners, taking both father and son's cocks. "I love my husband." She pulled his cock back down towards her mouth.
"If he loved you, why'd he leave you on yo anniversary?" asked Mark.
He's right, thought Jenny, stroking his cock while sucking the head in her mouth. Why Charles? This is your fault, asshole. Something pushed on her sphincter. The pressure grew, and her rosebud slowly pushed in. "My ass!" Her ass opened as Jerome's thumb entered her. It brought entirely new waves of pleasure and she came all over his cock again. "AAAAAHH!!"
Jenny returned her lips to Mark's cock head, sucking and jerking him rapidly. His cock seemed bigger for some reason. It was swelling even harder. Hot seed exploded into the back of her throat. It caught her off guard and she accidentally swallowed his first load before pulling back, more cum filling her mouth. His cock erupted above her face, hot seed splattering in her hair, on her forehead, her glasses, nose. It wasn't disgusting at all. His seed tastes good, she thought surprised. Her hand jerked his shaft off, watching with fascination as jet after jet of white shot out from the tip. One of those little squirts was equal to Charles' entire orgasm, but then Mark's testicles were like coconuts compared to her husband's walnut-sized scrotum.
Suddenly, Jenny felt horrified, empty inside. She pushed backward but the cock was gone. She felt her pussy lips spreading against his shaft. "MORE! I WANT MORE! Put it back in," she ordered.
"Roll over, slut," ordered Jerome.
Jenny couldn't roll over fast enough. She raised her head, staring at the black cock, shiny and wet from her arousal. "Wow," she muttered, wondering how she'd taken the entire thing.
"I want you to see who's fucking you so good," said Jerome. She looked up at him, taking in his broad chest, muscles, and dark black skin shiny with sweat. She'd been afraid of him last week. She was still scared of him and of what she'd willingly do now for more of his black cock. She opened her legs wider and he smirked in approval. "Put that black cock where it belongs, whore," he commanded. Jenny pulled her bikini bottom to the side and grabbed the end of his cock bending it down towards her needy pussy.
Jerome pressed forwards, the wife shuddering as his cock slipped back inside. Jerome grabbed her hips. His hands were large enough they nearly encircled her waist, his thumbs touching above her navel. He raised her lower body up into his cock, pulling her back each time he thrust forwards. Not only had she never been fucked by a cock like this, but she'd also never been fucked by such a powerfully dominant male. "You like the way I'm fucking yo pussy?" he asked.
"YES! YES! GOD YES!" Jenny thrashed, her pussy exploding again under the steady thrusting of the huge cock. Her pussy was clamping down around his shaft, squeezing inwards like she was milking it for his seed. I'm cumming all over his big black cock. Warning bells rang in her head that she was unprotected, and it was a dangerous time of the month for her, but she wasn't about to stop him now. She'd never experienced such pleasure before. Hopefully, he'd warn her, and she could tell him to pull out. "I love your big black cock," she moaned. "Fuck my white pussy."
Outside the fence, Charles winced, still staring in disbelief through the slats between the boards. His penis ached in his pants. I can't believe her tight little vagina is taking that entire thing, he thought, reaching in to adjust his penis, but instead pulling it out. And why am I so hard? Must be the pill, he assumed.
I didn't know God made cocks this big, thought Jenny as Mark's huge slab of black meat fell on her face. She nuzzled, licking the underside. His seed had tasted so good, she'd gladly suck his black cock again and it looked ready to rise again at any moment even though he'd only spilled his seed minutes ago.
Jerome pushed forwards, the head deep in her womb. "Here it cums," he told her.
"NO! Pull it out. I'm not on the pill. Mmmmpph!" Mark pushed his cock head back in her mouth. Jenny's pussy immediately squeezed down on his shaft so tightly, she doubted if he could have pulled it out. Not that he tried. Her own orgasm exploded the second his cock erupted. OH SHIT! Cumming again. The orgasm shook her body, waves of pleasure spreading out centered right where his cock was spurting seed inside her.
Charles penis felt like it might burst. He glanced away from his unfaithful wife and down at his rock-hard penis. If he hadn't seen what the black men were packing, he'd have been impressed by how big his five-inch penis looked. He poked his index finger down at it, his penis jerking upwards and shooting a four-inch-long strand of semen out of the head. Semen he should have been shooting inside his fertile wife. His penis jerked again, then collapsed, shriveling up into his scrotum, still dribbling sperm over his testicles.
He looked up again, filled with hope. Jerome's cock was jutting out above Jenny's belly, spewing an endless series of sperm strands across her body. Maybe, he had pulled out before he'd cum inside her? Jerome leaped up, straddling her crotch. Jenny grabbed his cock, jerking the shaft so that it was shooting his endless supply of sperm into her mouth. "Yummy," she said, apparently liking it, much to her husband's disgust. Even when she'd been sucking him earlier, he had no intention of squirting in her mouth.
"Fuck it's hot," complained the old black man. He stood and jumped in the pool. Jenny seemed dazed as she rolled off her towel and stood up. She waddled over to the hose and sprayed it all over tits and belly, trying to clean the voluminous amount of semen covering her body. Her panty had become loose and it fell off her as she pulled it aside to let the hose run water between her legs. Jerome grinned as he stood up and pulled his shorts all the way down. Soon, he joined his father in the pool, slowly sinking into the cool water.
Jenny retrieved her bikini and was fixing the strings to put it back on when Jerome yelled, "Leave it off, slut. I want you to stay naked." Jenny looked up, staring at him. Her hands opened obeying him, both pieces of her bikini falling to the grass. "Why don't you make us some drinks?"
Jenny Richardson walked over to her tiki bar and mixed three margaritas. She returned to the two black men, walking nude with a drink tray in her hand. Jenny bent down, handing the two men a drink before setting the tray down nearby. She took a sip of her margarita and sat down on the edge of the pool. Mark was staring lustfully at her. He walked over to her. His cock had never quite gone down and was rising up out of the water. He put his arm around her back, caressing downwards to her ass cheeks. Jenny looked at him. He moved in, bending his head and kissing her on the lips. She started to pull back but stopped herself. She would never have ever considered kissing a black man, but refusing was stupid considering his cock had not only been in her mouth, but she'd swallowed his semen. She parted her lips, letting his tongue in her mouth and was soon kissing him back just as lustfully as he was kissing her. Her hand moved down between his legs, finding his hard shaft. She started jerking him off while kissing him.
Mark was a great, passionate kisser. She moaned, teasing his tongue with her own, her lust growing as her hand jerked his cock faster. Jenny jerked suddenly. Jerome's fingers were between her legs, gently probing inside her wet pussy. He emptied what was left of his margarita over her breast, goosebumps swelling up around her already hard nipple. Jenny groaned with lust, jerking Mark off faster as his son clamped his lips over her nipple, licking and sucking the margarita off her breast.
"My turn," said Mark, moving around between her legs. Jerome quit fingering her and stepped out of the way as Jenny parted her legs, staring down at the old man's foot long black cock. She reached down and bent it down towards the entrance to her pussy.
Jenny gasped as he penetrated her. He waded forwards, pushing his cock deeper. The edge of the pool was the perfect height for him to fuck her. She opened her legs wider then wrapped them around his sides. Mark cupped her breasts, moving his face forwards. They kissed again as he began a rhythmic pumping of his cock. Jenny trembled in his arms, cumming again. She arched her back, breaking the kiss, catching herself with her hands on the cement sides of the pool. This thrust her breasts upwards so that all he had to do was bend down and suck her nipple into his mouth. "OOOHHH!" she moaned. Her cum flowed down his balls and the side of her pool again and again.



Jenny fell on her back, squeezing her own nipples as Mark hefted her legs, fucking her as fast as he could triggering three more orgasms until he pushed his cock in deep, the head poised in her womb. Once again, she felt the powerful jets of a black man's seed, filling her with more semen than Charles had ever ejaculated in his life. She shuddered and collapsed.
Jenny came to her senses, struggling to force herself to sit back up. Mark was nearby bent over the edge of the pool retrieving his drink. She shook her head, dazed, but she'd never felt this good in her life.
Charles pressed closer between the slats. His wife was sitting on the edge facing him. Her legs were spread open and a waterfall of semen was pouring out of her pussy down into the water. Not in my pool, he thought. Charles wouldn't be swimming in it again this summer. His eyes were drawn to the younger black man, nude but for his skull cap. The ex-convict was laying on Jenny's towel. Impossibly, his cock was hard again. Jenny was smiling lazily as she turned her head and saw him. "Come ride me," said Jerome to Charles's young wife.
Sperm was still pouring into the pool as she pushed herself up and walked the few steps towards Jerome. Jenny straddled his large torso and squatted over his cock. Jenny lowered herself, sighing with pleasure as she sank down into his lap. She raised and lowered herself, staring down at the black man. She'd never been attracted to big muscles though she liked fit men and Charles could certainly use improvement in that arena. Jenny ran her hands across his chest, feeling his muscles. She'd never touched a black person before today and she found the contrast between their skin colors exciting. The first time she'd seen Jerome two weeks ago, all she'd seen was a scary dark-skinned thug. Now he was sexy, the hottest man she'd ever seen. Jerome was the perfect ideal man. Jenny shuddered, arching her back as her pussy spasmed all around his cock. He grabbed her tit like he owned it, pulling her forwards so that he could suck her nipple. Jenny moaned, her orgasm never stopping.
Charles felt broken, sad, watching his wife act like a slut with the two hung black men. Jenny was riding the criminal, occasionally leaning forwards so that he could suck her nipples, and once laying down on his kissing him lustfully while grinding her pussy back into the man's crotch. Mr. Stanford was jerking his floppy cock watching them and Charles watched jealously as it stiffened turning rock hard again. He'd needed pills to get his penis erect and this older black man was on his third erection in an hour. Charles didn't know what he planned to do with his current erection as Jenny and Jerome appeared quite fixated on each other.
Mark walked down behind Jenny and squatted. He poured some of her tanning oil down the length of his shaft. When it was good and slick, he walked forwards on his knees. Charles shook his head in denial. There was no way he was going to put it where it looked like he was going to put it. Mark bent his cock down above his son's cock and pressed the head against Jenny's asshole.
"HEY!" She broke the kiss, jerking upwards. "What are you...?"
Jerome held her still as she squirmed to get away, but she was nicely sandwiched between the two men. As hard as the giant black cock was it actually bent a little before Jenny's sphincter gave in and the head pushed inside.
"NO! Not my ass. It's too big." Jenny's face looked horrified like she was scared to death.
Charles may have neglected his wife to the point she was cheating on him with the hired help, but she was never about to let one of them stick his penis up her rear end.
"OW!" she squealed in alarm. Jerome was grinning. He squeezed her tit, sucking it again. "OW!" she said, wincing. Mark sank down on her as his cock pushed inside her ass. "UNH! OW!" Her face relaxed, a look of pleasure spread across her expression. No, thought Charles. No way was she that big of a slut that she'd get pleasure out of something like this. "OH!" she moaned this time. "OH YES! DO IT!" she ordered. "Fuck my ass. Fuck my pussy."
Charles could clearly hear the sounds of the three rutting. Grunts and moans echoed through his yard. Jenny was screaming, "Fuck me fuck me," repeatedly interspersed with orgasmic screams. His wife may have been built like a porn star, but she'd never behaved like one until now. He wasn't even sure he'd ever be able to look at her again without picturing her mouth, pussy, and ass stuffed with a black cock. He doubted he'd be able to kiss her again.
"UUNNGGHH!!" Grunted Mark, pushing and holding his cock deep in her ass.
"UNH!" Moaned Jerome at the same time.
"AAAAGGGH!" Jenny screamed, her body jerking between the two black men.
Charles watched as sperm flowed down to the bases of both men's cocks and began running over their balls. Sickening, Jenny wasn't on birth control and she'd always made him where a condom. Today, their anniversary, if he'd managed to get it erect, was to be the first day, they'd make love bareback taking their first steps to conceive a child. Jenny had just taken her third voluminous load into her unprotected pussy.
Better get out of here, thought Charles, stepping back away from the fence and returning to his car. He got inside and backed out of the driveway. He made a U-turn and parked on the side of the road where he could see his house.
Charles sat back, staring at his house. Despite her sluttish behavior, he still loved his wife, but he wasn't sure he could stay married to her. Yet, the thought of divorcing her filled him with grief. Minutes ticked by on his watch. He'd neglected and completely took his wife for granted, but the thought of losing her was unbearable. The minutes had turned into an hour. Maybe, she'll get it out of her system, he thought, hoping that this would just be a one-time thing while knowing that his penis even if he could get it hard again, would never give her the satisfaction Jerome or Mark's huge black rods could give her. Speaking of Mark, he appeared in the front yard, pushing the mower. Where's Jerome? He wondered.
***********
Jenny leaned back on the edge of the tub. Jerome had watched her bath, washing the dried semen off her and cleaning up between her legs. He stepped into the tub when she turned the water off, holding her razor and some shaving cream.
Jenny thought he'd shave her bald, but he left a single line of curly brown hair. She sometimes trimmed her hairy pussy, but she'd never shaved it before. She ran her fingers down the smooth sides of the strip of hair, liking the look and feel. "A perfect landing strip for my black cock," he explained.
Jerome helped her out of the tub and toweled her dry before bending down to kiss her again. Jenny reached down and grabbed his cock. It was limp but plump, and it rose slightly as she stroked it. Jenny gave it a squeeze and pulled him by his cock into her bedroom. Her husband needed pills to get an erection and Jerome was pretty much ready to go a third time in only several hours. His sixty-year-old father had cum three times. It seemed to her that black cocks really were built for fucking. Jenny had a strong urge to share this information with Donna but feared her best friend would think she was a slut and never talk to her again.
Much to Jenny's surprise, Jerome wasn't in a rush to sink his cock back in her. He pushed her back on her bed and crawled between her legs. Strong hands gripped her thighs pushing her legs open as she watched his white skull cap lower down over her newly shaven mound. Jenny's body jerked when his tongue found her pussy. "Oh!" she said in surprise.
He kissed her down there and looked up her body. "Haven't eaten pussy in five years," he said, staring at her as his tongue slid up her slit.
Jenny started lifting her mound up into his tongue. So, this was what Donna had been talking about by the pool the other day? "Oh god yes," she moaned. Her hands grabbed her breasts, pinching and tugging her hard nipples. The extra stimulation had her thrashing on the bed from a large orgasm. "OH! YES!" she screamed, cumming again. His tongue slid down her raised hips, probing at her anus before sliding back up, wiggling deep inside her then up and over her clit before traveling back down. His tongue felt better and thicker then Charles' penis and her husband had never shown as much enthusiasm making love to her as the black man was showing eating her pussy. She moaned in frustration when he stopped, but it was only in anticipation of something better coming.
His tongue twirled over her clit, moving up and licking her newly shaved mound to the left of her line of pubic hair. He kissed over the mound of her lower belly, kissing her navel and letting his tongue slide inside. Jenny gasped and moaned, writhing beneath him as he climbed higher over her body, licking up her ribs, kissing both breasts and sucking her nipples between his lips. She grabbed his skull cap, holding his head down on her breasts. She could feel his hard cock sliding along her legs. Her hands slid down the sides of his head, pulling him up, trying to get his cock head closer to where it belonged. He kissed her shoulder blade, then her shoulder, then her neck, his cock head pushing past her pussy lips. Jenny gasped in pleasure as he penetrated her again. Jerome arched his back, pushing his cock deep. He looked down at her. "About time you actually got fucked in this bed," he told her, bending down to kiss her.
"I agree," she replied before their lips met. Jenny grabbed his ass, pulling him deep as she wrapped her legs around his thighs. He broke the kiss, gritting his teeth as he forcefully fucked her to another orgasm. "Oh Jerome," she moaned, thrashing beneath him. She was crying from all the pleasure his cock was giving her. "I love it! I love your black cock!"
"I know," he replied. He pushed it deep, the first spurts of his seed filling her fertile womb.
Jenny was shaken by the powerful orgasm that rocked her body while he came inside her. "YES! GOD YES!" He pumped it a few more times making sure he'd drained every bit of his sperm from his shaft, keeping it inside her until he went plump. "I love fucking you, Jerome. I love your cock."
"I think I got one more left in me," he answered with a wink, though even he was starting to look tired.
**********
Down the street, Charles was resting his head on his fist against the car door. He'd watched Mark finish mowing then use a trimmer on the weeds. There was still no sign of Jerome. Hopefully, Jenny was ashamed of her behavior and had run inside to hide while Jerome worked in the backyard.
He partially blamed himself for neglecting her. Plus, by the time she realized it was one of the black gardeners pushing his penis inside her, she may have been too aroused to stop. But for god's sake, she hadn't just let him fuck her, she'd sucked his dad off at the same time. She'd kissed them both lustfully. She'd fucked the old man and then almost immediately fucked the son again while the old man sodomized her, and she'd loved it! She'd behaved like a complete slut for the hired help!
If this were a one-time thing, he might forgive her, but he wasn't sure how long it would be before he could make love to her again or even kiss her for that matter.
I hope she gets it out of her system, he thought wistfully.
**********
Jerome pulled his skull cap off and tossed it aside as he stepped back under the shower spray.
Jenny removed her glasses, her black lover going blurry until she stepped into the shower with him and he came back into focus. Jenny was surprised to see he was shaved bald and also surprised at how sexy it made him look. The hot water running down his bald head, his strongly built nude body, and his swelling cock was the sexiest most virile thing she'd ever seen. She ran her hands down his chest, loving the contrast between their skin color, loving the feel of hard muscular flesh beneath her finger tips. Jerome wrapped his arms around her, hands running down to squeeze her ass as he kissed her under the water. Her breasts mashed against the hard muscles she'd been feeling. His cock hardened.
Jerome roughly spun her around and pushed her against the clear plexiglass wall of the shower. His cock probed between her thighs. She spread her legs, jerking against the wall as he entered her for the fourth time today. "FUCK ME!" she growled. He grabbed the top of the shower wall over her head, his thighs slapping against hers as he slammed his cock into her. He wasn't pacing himself, he was just fucking her quickly to get himself off one last time. "I love it. I love your black cock." She turned her head sideways as his thrusts grew more powerful, her breasts squashed flat against the glass wall. "I love it." Her pussy squeezed his shaft, trying to hold him deep, trying to milk his seed from his balls. "I love your black cock." Jenny shuddered. "UNH!" she cried, cumming again. She felt his cock jerk, his seed filling her womb again. "I LOVE YOU!" she screamed, her orgasm growing with each spurt of his cock inside her.
Jerome held her hips as his cock quit ejaculating. Jenny's cheek still resting on the glass wall of her shower, gasping as she caught her breath. "I love you, Jerome," she told him sincerely.
"We gonna fuck again?" he asked, also gasping from the exertion.
"Anytime you want," she answered, missing his cock as he pulled it out, releasing a flood of semen from her. "This is your pussy now." She turned wrapping her arms around his neck and pulling his brutishly handsome face down.
He grinned and kissed her again.
**********
Finally, sighed Charles when Jenny and Jerome appeared in the front door. He felt sick to his stomach watching them kissing passionately and kiss some more and they continued kissing and her hand was on the bulge of his pants caressing and squeezing it while they kept kissing as if neither wanted to be the first to break contact with the other's lips.
Worse, when Jerome stepped back, breaking the kiss. Jenny was in her pink robe, but it wasn't belted, and her nude body was on full display to anyone walking down the street. Jerome reached out and tweaked a nipple before leaving to join his dad in the work truck.
Jenny stood at her door, showing both men her nude torso as she waved goodbye.
Charles started his car, pulling away from the curb and onto the street. The Stanford and Son Landscaping truck heading his way. Mark flashed his lights, recognizing Charles' Mercedes. He didn't want to talk to the black men, but Mark had already stopped in the road. His window rolled down.
"You're here late," said Charles, pulling up beside them. He saw Jenny quickly duck back into the house.
"Mrs. Richardson had us do some extra work today," said Mark, grinning. Both black men looked smug, grinning at him
"Yeah, she worked us long and hard," said Jerome leaning forward, his grin turning to a smirk. "Especially me."
"Mrs. Richardson said you'd give us a bonus for today's work," said Mark. Jerome glanced proudly at his father.
Charles' hands were shaking as he reached for his wallet. He pulled out a bill. "Here's fifty," he said, thinking, I'm tipping them for fucking my wife. "What exactly did you do for my wife?"
"We spread a lot of seed," said Jerome, trying not to laugh. "We spread our seed all over the place. In the front..."
"And in the back," added Mark. "I haven't spread so much seed in a long time."
"Did some hedge work too. I trimmed that bush real tight," said Jerome, smirking at Charles again.
Charles wasn't sure what he was talking about. "Uh, thanks, I guess. Well, I'd better get back to my wife."
"Have a nice day, Mr. Richardson," said Mark. "OH! By the way, Happy anniversary."
"Thank you, Mark." Charles couldn't get his window up fast enough.
Charles drove past his house and kept going, pulling in to the local market. He purchased a bouquet of flowers and returned to his car. When he got home, Jenny was doing the laundry. She was stuffing the bed sheets into the washer. He frowned. His pool was bad enough, but he couldn't quite bring himself to believe she'd fucked one of those negroes in their marital bed though he was pretty sure the housekeeping service had just washed the sheets. He cleared his throat.
Jenny smiled and kissed him on the cheek when she saw the flowers. She seemed clueless that her robe was still open with her body on full display. She was any red-blooded male's fantasy come to life. Her nipples were hard, sticking out of those large perfectly rounded breasts. His HARD-ON enhanced penis extended a little at the sight of them. He wanted to reach out and caress them but wasn't sure if they were his to touch anymore. His eyes swept down her flat tummy, widening when he saw she'd shaved. "Jenny?"
She assumed he was referring to her state of undress. "Oh, I was getting ready for our dinner date when I thought I'd throw the sheets in the wash." She followed his eyes down. "Oh that. Well, I..um, just thought it would be a nice surprise for our anniversary. Like it?"
"Uh, sure."
"Good enough to eat?"
"What?"
"Nothing. Why don't you go for a swim and I'll finish getting ready?"
Charles felt sick to his stomach at the thought of swimming in his pool after all the semen that had been spilled in it. Instead, he got out his laptop and opened some spreadsheets for work. Jenny was upstairs, and he could hear her humming contentedly. When she came downstairs, his eyes nearly popped out of his head. She was wearing a strapless little black dress with heels. She was also wearing contacts which tended to bother her, but she always looked even more gorgeous when her bright green eyes weren't hidden behind lenses. He had been a fool taking this exquisite creature for granted.
At dinner, their waiter was a young black man who had difficulty not staring at Jenny's breasts. It didn't help that she leaned forwards to that they practically spilled out of her top while giving him her order. He gulped, trying to remain professional, but fucked up when he asked if they were having an early Father's Day dinner. He tried to talk to her, but she was distant, staring off into space, resting her chin on her hand while twirling the wine in her glass with her other hand. When their food came, she ate ravenously trying to regain some of the calories she'd burned off.
Back at home, she made the bed. Charles stripped off his suit while she slipped out of the dress. He bent and stepped into his pajama bottoms catching her staring at his penis, her nose crinkled with distaste. She looked away quickly and pulled back the covers. Jenny was nude, but for her panty.
"I'm sorry about today," he apologized.
"That's okay. I took out my frustration on the gardeners." Jenny fluffed her pillow.
"About them. I think you're right. I'll replace them with someone else."
"Nonsense, dear. They're the only men around here with the right equipment to get the job done."
Aghast, Charles climbed into bed. He was sad but relieved when she turned away from him and didn't try to initiate sex. Why would she? He turned his back to her. Jenny reached over for the light. "Speaking of the gardeners."
"Yes?" he asked, hoping, she'd changed her mind.
"The grass is growing fast this time of year and I think they should come by twice a week."
"Yes, dear," he replied, knowing that he'd lost her, tears rolling down his cheeks.
Click.
The lights went out.
Next: Donna's story
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Chapter 1: Poker on Christmas Day
﻿
Beth slammed the beer down in front of her husband with a hard thud. She slid the other can over towards the giant black man. She wasn't one for waiting on men even though she reluctantly waited tables for a living. She also thought alcohol brought out the worst in men, though David's black half-brother already possessed every trait she found reprehensible in males.
"What?" asked Titus, his broad black lips turning up in a smirk. "You ain't gonna open it for me?"
"You've got fingers. Open it yourself," she replied.
Titus laid his cards on the table face down before reaching over for the beer and popping the tab. "You need to train yo woman better, little brother." David was the older brother, but much smaller than the black giant.
David's cheeks turned redder than they already were. He'd drunk a little too much and that always made his face flush. He also hated when the massive black man reminded him of their size difference and their familial relationship even though they were technically brothers. David's mother had been seduced by Augustus Cetewayo during a family vacation to Jamaica when David was five. The affair had destroyed David's parents' marriage nine months later when Titus was born after which David's mother, Mary confessed everything. David didn't talk about it, but once when he'd drunk too much, David confessed to a vivid memory of seeing Augustus for the first-time walking nude down the beach, approaching Joe and Mary in a friendly manner and offering them a ride on his boat. The five-year-old David had first believed the man had a giant eel hanging between his legs.
David had once mentioned the Jamaican arriving in America soon after the baby was born and insisting that he be named Titus Cetewayo even after Mary had already named him Steve on the birth certificate. Augustus only stuck around for a few days after that, but David vividly recalled hearing his mom screaming from the bedroom dozens of times over those few days. Then Augustus left on a motorcycle. He visited, but rarely, sometimes years apart to check on his son. Mary was always thrilled to see him, and the screams would resume from the bedroom. The rest of the time, his mom was lonely, and she had a series of black boyfriends stay over nearly every weekend for company.
Beth stared at her husband waiting for him to stand up for her, but she should have known better. Apparently, Titus had bullied David during their teen years, even six years younger than David, the boy had been large for his age and had started pushing the seventeen-year-old David around the year Titus turned eleven. Joining the Marines when he turned eighteen had made Titus even bigger and more intimidating.
"Women aren't trained by their husbands, jerk, we are equal partners in a marriage," she told him.
"It is the female's nature to be submissive to the male." Titus sat back and drained his beer. "Real males anyway. Didn't the lingerie make you feel sexy and feminine?"
Beth froze as she was about to retort. She turned on David. "You told him?" David chugged a large gulp of beer and didn't answer. "I'll never wear anything that objectifies women like that," she lied. She'd hated her husband's Christmas gift, but when she saw the hopeful look in his eyes, she'd agreed to model it for him later tonight after all it was Christmas. That was one of the many reasons she was pissed off. They should have been in bed a long time ago, but Titus had insisted on playing cards with David and downing a few beers. "You should have known better," she told her husband.
"I did..." said David.
"I talked him into it," interrupted Titus. "It looked sexy as fuck on the mannequin and I thought it would look damn sexy on you."
Beth practically choked, her hate-filled eyes staring at Titus. He was the real reason she was pissed off tonight and in a pissy mood in general over the last month. There was absolutely nothing good about Titus Cetewayo. The black man was a hulking brute at 6'6" and built like a heavyweight boxer. He towered over David's 5'6". His face was hard, clean-shaven, his hair a military looking flat top. He wasn't handsome, his face craggy and rugged with very African features, including a broad flat nose and thick lips. He'd inherited nothing that she could see from his white mother except maybe lighter skin, his dad had apparently been very African black. Titus was a chauvinist and a pig. He expected her to wait on him, do his laundry, cook his dinner. He had no modesty and walked around their house in tight-fitting jockey shorts that bulged out so obscenely in the front, Beth was convinced he stuffed socks down in there to impress her. He was also fond of leaving the bathroom door open when he showered or peed, but Beth always looked the other way if she had to walk past. Worse, he was a bad influence on David, insisting they drink beer daily and in the month since Titus had shown up at their house uninvited, she swore David's paunch had grown larger. Now, Titus had talked him into playing cards for money and a good chunk of their mortgage payment was sitting in the pot.
Beth hadn't even met Titus until a month ago. David didn't keep pictures of him around. David and Beth had married two years ago. They met in the college library, soon becoming study partners which led to grabbing coffee and eventually actual dates. The beautiful woman so awed David, that he'd stuttered trying to talk to her. Beth had long curly brown hair that fell as far as the nipples on her rather oversized breasts for such a thin framed woman. Her hips flared out and her rear was plump and firm. The day they met, she wore a conservative blue dress that stopped just under her knees. Her face was buried in books by Dworkin, Friedan, and Atwood. David shared a table with her but found her presence distracting and kept glancing at her. She let him stare, she was used to it from men. That day and most days, her body always looked like it wanted to burst free from her clothing. She was a feminist intellectual at heart, but she had the body of a stripper. She resented male attention, but there was a part of her that liked having a killer figure. She dismissed the awkward young man at first.
David couldn't believe she wasn't seeing anyone. Truthfully, she got lots of offers, but she was hard to date, and most men left when they realized she wasn't going to put out for them and had no intentions of having sex until married. David pursued her but took his time and went slow. She finally agreed to go on a date, David was cute and awkwardly charming. He took their relationship slow too, which was fine with her as she was busy with her women's studies and only allowed him one weekend night for dates. They had been dating a year when she found out he had a brother after he took her to his mother's house for dinner. Mary rolled her eyes and explained that Titus was the black sheep of the family. Beth was a big believer in family and insisted they invite Titus to their wedding. He never RSVP'd, but Mary explained his unit was in deep shit somewhere in the middle east. They married six months after graduating. Beth's wedding present being that she agreed to take his surname becoming Mrs. Beth Ann Shorthose.
David and Beth's marriage got off to a slightly rocky start. They didn't consummate their marriage on their wedding night. David's penis was an angry red five inches and so swollen, it looked like it might pop and pop it did the second she reached down to touch it, filling the palm of her hand with a teaspoon of semen. She was forgiving, and they were young, David was ready to try again within the hour, but it popped again the moment he saw her completely nude. Beth tried not to laugh watching his penis twitch up and down as more runny drops spewed from the end. She stayed nude to let him get used to seeing her body until they made a third attempt, but David only managed to push the tip of his penis between the folds of her womanhood when he blew again. He apologized, acting surprised by how hot her vagina had felt while pushing it in. Beth finally lost her virginity early the next morning, when she climbed on top of him and lowered herself over his penis in the dark. He broke her hymen, ejaculating almost immediately, but the deed was done. She kept bouncing in his lap, feeling his penis reverse and shortly he was grunting, and she assumed cumming again though she couldn't feel anything squirting inside her, but his penis did quickly grow limp. They drove down to Key West for their honeymoon. David continued ejaculating too quickly and Beth responded by making him go down on her for long periods of time. By the end of the week, David was skilled at licking her and lasting longer once he got inside her. Beth finally started feeling pleasure from the act and had a few small orgasms.
Mary called them a little over a month ago, saying that Titus had shown up on her doorstep out of the blue. He had his military duffle bag and little else. She told Beth, that Titus was out buying a motorcycle and planned to travel the country. One of the things Titus had expressed the most interest in was reconnecting with his brother. Mary said he talked about it all the time and was fascinated with their wedding and honeymoon pictures that Mary kept on her mantle. Beth knew the pictures she'd sent her mother-in-law, David in his tuxedo holding Beth's hands as they stared into each other's eyes on their wedding. The honeymoon picture, they'd had a tourist take for them at Fort Jefferson in the Dry Tortugas. David was in his bathing suit and Beth in a modest bikini holding each other as they stood on the seawall surrounding the Civil War era fort with the light blue gulf waters behind them.
A few days later, Beth heard a motorcycle pull up in their driveway and went out to greet her brother-in-law. She stumbled when the man took off his helmet and she saw the black face. He grinned and hugged her tightly to a chest as broad and as hard as a brick wall. Her mind kept telling her something was wrong, David didn't even like black people, hated them even and she was inclined to agree with him most of the time at least where black males were concerned. She considered black men to be horrible oppressors of black women. Her husband got home and was as shocked to see Titus as she had been. They were both shocked when Titus asked to stay with them for a few days, but David relented and offered him the use of the spare bedroom. After a week living with one, Beth liked black males even less and after David got drunk with Titus one night, confessing about Mary's encounter with Augustus, she started to hate black men especially men like Augustus and Titus Cetewayo. A few days had turned to a month and Beth wanted nothing more than for Titus to leave on the road trip the obnoxious black man was always talking about. Now, Titus was indicating he would be with them all winter while he earned some money for his trip by bartending at a big Miami club, but he did offer to help with the bills. This was good as while David did all right as an accountant, woman's studies hadn't opened a lot of career opportunities and Beth was forced to wait tables which she found somewhat demeaning for an intellectual woman, but she did it dutifully waiting for something better to come along.
Life with Titus wasn't all bad. He didn't even stay there most nights and Beth assumed he had a girlfriend. That worried her a little because if he fell in love with her, he might want to stay around longer. When he didn't stay out all night, Titus borrowed David's adult movie collection and most nights she could hear Titus grunting to the moans coming from the TV in his room. She objected to pornography for its treatment and depiction of women, but David had bought them attempting to spice up their sex life and not for self-gratification. She'd watched disgusted for an hour until a new man appeared on the screen, some big breasted blonde with fake tits and a lot of work done to her face, pulled his pants down and started sucking on what soon grew into a seven-inch penis, longer and thicker than David's. All the men had been bigger than her husband, but this actor was impressive. She stared raptly at it, mouth slightly agape, aware her breathing had grown heavy. The man ejaculated on the woman's breasts and outstretched tongue. Beth stood up, wondering why she'd suddenly become aroused. "I'm never putting your penis in my mouth," she reminded him before marching off to bed. David came up later, mounting her, and finding her wet and ready for him.
Several nights after borrowing the DVDs, Titus had returned them in disgust. Beth insisted David throw them away and he did as she asked. Titus came home the next night with some new titles, all featuring black men with "the biggest blackest cocks" and white or Asian women "taking the biggest blackest cocks" in all their holes. Titus insisted they watch a movie together, but Beth refused. David lasted an hour downstairs with his half-brother before climbing quietly into bed beside her. She reached down for his penis, but he was limp as a noodle. Beth was horny and a little disappointed, but also proud that her husband was no longer turned on by that crap. She laid in bed a little frustrated, hearing Titus come up to his room and for the next hour she listened to women screaming in pleasure as they cried "fuck me with that big black cock" or "I love your big black cock".
She threw away the disgusting movies the next day, but that didn't stop Titus. He wasn't even that mad. He just opened a laptop and soon pornographic noises were coming from his computer's speakers.
**********
"Raise ya another fifty," said Titus, grinning cockily.
Beth came out of the kitchen with some more beer, bottles this time. "I think this is getting out of hand and you both should quit." She stared at the pot. There had to be over $500 dollars in it. They'd be late on their mortgage if David lost the hand. She moved around to look at David's cards. She forced herself to keep a straight face when she saw the four sevens in his hand. It didn't look like David would lose this hand, but then if Titus lost, he might end up staying with them even longer while he tried to earn more money for his trip. "I don't have enough," said David looking from his cards to the pot to Titus' grinning face.
"Well then," said Titus triumphantly, "I guess the pot is mine."
"WAIT!" cried David as Titus reached for the money. "Maybe I can offer you something else?"
"Like what?"
David asked, "What do I have that you want?"
Titus' eyes narrowed, and his face turned serious. This was the kind of black man a white couple would cross the street to avoid. His eyes turned on Beth. "I want a blow job from that hot wife of yours." David stared in shock at his half-brother, hearing Beth gasp and the sound of both beer bottles hitting the floor, one shattering.
"You sick pervert," she hissed at the black man before turning away. She came back with some paper towels and a broom to clean the mess up. She had to put up with this shit every day at the restaurant, both getting hit on constantly and cleaning up spills now it was happening in her own home.
"I can't do that, Titus," said David, his face flushing. "She's not mine to bet with and besides, adultery is a sin."
"Bull shit!" stated Titus. "Everyone knows a blow job ain't adultery. "But I'll make ya a deal. You win, you keep the money. If I win, I keep half the money, but Beth jerks me off."
"That's not going to happen, Titus," said David. He was still flushed, but now his hands were shaking a little.
"Hold on," said Beth over his shoulder, staring at the four-of-a-kind in his hand. "We'll take that deal."
﻿
David turned on his wife. "No Beth. There's no way you're going anywhere near that thing."
"In the kitchen, NOW," ordered Beth, wondering what he was talking about. David followed and tried to talk her out of it saying they both could work overtime and his fingers were crossed that a big promotion was coming his way. She told him they couldn't afford to lose the money and besides, she was confident he had the best hand. "And what do you mean by "thing"?" she asked before they started heading back to Titus.
David froze, his flushed cheeks losing color until he went pale. He'd been home on break for college one time, smitten with his new girlfriend Beth. David had been masturbating, eyes closed trying to picture Beth nude when his bedroom door burst open. Titus just started laughing at the little penis David was trying to shove back under his boxers. Titus reached into his jeans and whipped out a massive dark-skinned penis. It took David a month to get an erection after seeing "that thing". He recalled taking showers after Titus and the glass door being covered in a thick white goo from the black boy's constant jerking off. Titus' room would stink of semen, his trash was filled with crusty tissues that reeked of sperm. David finished college two years before Beth. When he moved back home, he began hearing rumors about Titus and dozens of school girls, even one about Titus and the hot teacher all the boys including himself had a crush on. There were even rumors about him banging some of the mothers of his classmates and apparently one encounter had gotten him in enough trouble, he'd run off and joined the Marines. Titus' penis might not even have been fully grown the last time David had seen it. "His penis is rather on the large side," he said softly. David had never forgotten how wet Beth had been in bed after watching the porn of the man with the seven-inch penis.
"Oh," said Beth, pausing, recalling the obscene bulge under the black man's briefs. She suddenly felt uneasy but shrugged it off "We still need the money and your hand is virtually unbeatable.
They walked back out to the dining room table. David gulped. His face had lost its flush turning a pale white. "All right, it's a bet." He gathered his cards up off the table.
"It's a bet then," said Titus. His face was expressionless, but there was a predatory look in his eyes when he glanced at Beth. "But she has to wear the lingerie I picked out for her while she does it."

Beth clenched her teeth with rage. "Ass," she grunted. She sent David a glare that promised he would be paying for this for quite a while. "Let's get this over with," she said, her heart thumping rapidly from nervousness.



Titus smiled. "Let's see what you got."
David spread his cards out on the table revealing the four sevens. Titus' look of surprise made the couple grin. Beth looked over at David and they high-fived. David was reaching out for the pot when Titus stated, "Not so fast." He slammed his cards down on the table. "Four queens."
David felt like he was going to throw up. Beth whimpered. He glanced up at her to see her shaking with fear. "Come on now bro, you're not going to make my wife go through with it, are you?"
Titus smiled and chuckled nicely so that the Shorthoses thought he was going to call it off. "Now seriously Lil' Davey, what kind of brother would I be," said Titus pausing for effect. Beth was looking at him hopefully. David knew better. Titus only called him "Lil' Davey" to humiliate him. "If I didn't make sure you followed through with your promises. A bet is a bet, bro." Titus turned his eyes on Beth so intensely, she felt her legs turning to jelly with fear. "You were going to keep all the money if you won, right Lil' Davey? Beth run upstairs and change into that sexy outfit and bring back some Vaseline with you."
David looked at his wife. He'd never seen her look so unsure of herself. She'd gone pale too and was shaking a little. She was usually the strong confident one. "Don't do it, Beth. Let him have all the money and you can pick up some extra hours to cover the mortgage."
Beth slowly turned her face towards him, the look of fear on her face faded and turned to disgust. "No god dammit! Serves you right for getting me into this mess." She turned and stomped up the stairs.
"But..." David tried to say, reminding her that this was her decision. He looked over at Titus. The black brute was dividing the money up. At least he wouldn't need to be worried about the mortgage. Titus pocketed his half and rose from the table. He stretched before pulling his shirt off over his head. Shirtless, the huge black man walked over to the couch. He unbuttoned his pants and pushed them down. David wanted to cry when he saw the enormous bulge stretching out the front of Titus' boxer briefs. Titus hadn't just whipped "that thing" out after catching David masturbating, He'd smacked David in the face with it several times and the heavy beast had hurt. The eighteen-year-old black teen had laughed watching David's penis shrivel up and withdraw inside his scrotum from his humiliation. Titus sat down. He closed his eyes and sat waiting, breathing heavily, his large African nostrils flaring out with each breath.
**********
Beth let her dress fall around her waist and struggled to push it down over her hips. She sighed with relief when the confining dress fell to her feet. Her heavy dresses made her feel stifled and claustrophobic, but she endured wearing them as intelligent self-reliant women didn't put their bodies on display for male pleasure. Her bra unhooked in front and she pulled the clasps apart, her bra flying open as her breasts sprang free. She sighed again as the cold air from the air conditioner caressed her breast flesh. Her bras were always too tight. She refused to admit that her breasts pushed EE and only brought DD cup bras. As much as her mind told her to cover up, her body seemed to prefer freedom. She had been quite content to walk around the house nude when she was home alone for the first couple of years of her marriage.
Beth was surprised to see her nipples jutting out about half an inch. She attributed it to the cold air. They'd always been sensitive to any stimuli and reacted by swelling out nearly ¾ of an inch and a full inch from her breast when her areola puffed up. She reached up and pinched them, her vagina quivered and moistened immediately. She quickly let go before she became too aroused. Beth bent over and slid her plain white panty down her thighs until it fell to her feet on the dress.
Nude, she walked over to the fancy box from the lingerie store. Their mall didn't have a classy store like Victoria's Secret for skinny models and sexy underwear. Their store was called "Spicy" and catered to bustier women and sleazier outfits, corsets, garter belts, skimpy teddys, barely legal bikinis, and sex costumes every holiday with Halloween being the worse when it came to objectifying women as sex objects. It was popular with the many strippers that worked the Miami area.
Beth opened the box and pulled the panty out. It was bright red but see thru. She stepped into them and pulled them up. The strings around her hips had three bells on each side. The top of the panty was fluffy white. She frowned seeing that her brown pubes were clearly visible through the clear fabric. She turned around. The back of the panty disappeared between the crack of her rear end. Her cheeks stuck firmly up and out, free of any blemishes. There was another stupid bell on the string above her butt crack. Beth rolled her eyes at the ridiculousness of it all. Only a sex obsessed chauvinist would come up with an outfit like this, but then sex obsessed chauvinist applied to most men.
The bra was like the panty, but there was a sheer red satin covering that fell off the bra to cover her belly and the panty. The bra cups were too tight, worse than her regular bras, and breast flesh stuck out around them. She suspected they were only C cups. David should have known better, but then that black jerk had apparently picked this out. White fur laced the tops of the cups and there were series of bells dangling under her breasts and several on the string between her cleavage and along her sides. This bra hooked in the back and she struggled to stretch the elastic out to hook it the top was so tight.
﻿
Beth looked at herself in the full-length mirror. A sleazy porn star looked back at her. "Fuck you, David," she told her reflection, "and fuck you, Titus." The outfit was ridiculous, but as she took her entire body in and turned around to look at herself from the back, her hate-filled face curled up into a smile. Beth might despise the sexy outfits men liked their women to wear, but she wore it very well and she couldn't entirely suppress her vanity. Beth pulled the last item out and adjusted the Santa hat on her head. "Woman though art gorgeous even if you look like a slut," she told her reflection. She looked better than any woman in David's pornos. Her smile faded when she remembered that this outfit was supposedly her Christmas present, but, was in reality a present her stupid husband had bought for himself and that his pig of a nigg... black half-brother had selected. Her frown turned hate filled again when she remembered what she had to do now to that same black half-brother to pay off her husband's stupid bet. She had to put her hand on his ugly nig... black penis... no, fuck it, his stinking nigger penis and jerk it off. Or did she? Beth opened the door under the bathroom sink and pulled out a pair of blue rubber cleaning gloves. She pulled the gloves down over each hand. Now she could jerk "that thing" off without even touching it.
The expression of hate was still on her face when she left the room.
**********
"Jingle bells, jingle bells," said Titus, slowly opening his eyes from his meditative position on the couch when he heard Beth coming down the stairs. Both he and David turned to look at her. She was wearing a full-length robe, but the bells on her lingerie could still be heard if somewhat muffled. She owned a smaller robe but had bought the longer one for modesty when Titus started staying with them and it appeared, he wasn't going anywhere anytime soon.
"Don't do this, Beth," said David.
"Shut up. This is all your fault."
"But you're the one that took the bet," whined David, certain his wife now completely blamed him and that he would be suffering for it for quite some time.
"She told you to shut up, Lil' Davey," grunted Titus, staring at Beth. His eyes took in her gloved hands as she reached in the pocket of her robe and pulled out a bottle of Vaseline. She tossed it to him and he caught it, setting it beside his phone which was propped up on the couch. Titus' dark eyes stared intensely at her face. He considered himself to be a connoisseur of women and Beth was the finest specimen he'd ever seen. Her brows were high and imperious with her haughtiness, her nose fragile and patrician, and her mouth was finely chiseled, yet sensual with lips dark enough she didn't need lipstick. Every square inch of skin he'd seen on her was flawlessly perfect. The nape of her neck was sexy when she had her hair and falling over one shoulder. One gracefully curved ear would often stick out of her hair. Her feet were dainty, her toes like her fingers unadorned with polish. The strong shapely calves she displayed in her waitress uniform hinted at more shapeliness under the skirt. He'd wanted to see the hidden parts for some time now and he was certain the rest of her would be just as exquisite. Her only flaw was her resting bitch face. "You know something Elizabeth Shorthose," he said.
"What?" asked Beth, untying the belt on her robe.
"You'd be beautiful if you smiled occasionally and wiped that hateful expression off your lovely face."
Her eyes narrowed, and Titus felt that a lesser man might wilt under that venomous gaze. He even thought he heard his wimp of a half-brother whimper. "My expression depends upon who I am staring at," she said, dropping the robe.
"Oh, my god!" gasped David. He was seated in his recliner and had a side view of the two. He was staring mostly at her perfect bare ass.
﻿
Titus and Beth continued staring angrily into each other's eyes in a contest of wills. Beth won the contest. Titus needed to look down. He didn't move his head, but his eyes swept down her body. "Your tits are magnificent," he stated. She was built like an internet pinup model, but these breasts weren't bought and paid for, they were the real deal. His lip curled up a little when he saw her nipples were slightly hard. This situation was somewhat arousing to her even if she'd never admit it. Her torso was sexy as hell. She was trim with little fat. Her ribs were outlined, and her stomach was flat with some abdominal bulges around her navel. Luckily, she was tall, or her breasts would have taken up most of her body making her look compact. Her thin waist tapered down and then flared out into her hips. He could see partially behind her, a firm up thrust ass that was one of the best he'd ever seen. Her legs were firm and athletic from her daily jogs. His eyes roamed back up to the perfectly trimmed triangle of hair behind the panty. Exactly as he'd imagined her body would look like. "Gurl, you are stacked," he grunted.
"Woman," she corrected. "I am a woman."
"What?" he asked, shrugging, and not getting the point. "Woman then."
"Beth, don't do this," pleaded David. She turned and glared at him, but he just gasped as he took in her body in the sexy lingerie. He hated his brother, but Titus had been right about the outfit looking sexy on her. She turned back to the black man without speaking. David looked over at Titus too. Any man would be jealous of the black man's broad chest, the rippling muscles, and the underlying strength behind them, but all that concerned David and made his stomach sink was the sight of Titus' underwear. The waistband had now stretched out and was opening around the top as "that thing" expanded in his underwear.
"Shut up Lil' Davey," said Titus without looking at his white brother. He was staring at Beth's body. "You shouldn't have bet your wife."
"But I didn't," whined David.
"Shut up David," agreed Beth.
"I can't watch this," said David, standing up.
"SIT DOWN!" she ordered, turning on him. "Watching me do this disgusting act is part of your punishment. You're going to pay for humiliating me like this." Beth kneeled between Titus' legs as David sat back down heavily in the chair.
"Allow me," said Titus, opening the lid on the Vaseline.
﻿
Beth snatched it out of his hand and scooped some up with two of her gloved fingers. She rolled her eyes and for the first time allowed her eyes to fall on his bulging briefs and the plum-sized dark head of his penis that had now pushed up past the waistband. She froze and stared. "I'm going to need a lot more Vaseline," she muttered eliciting a chuckle from Titus.
"Please," pleaded David one last time, but he was ignored.
Beth turned her head, not wanting to see the thing Titus was packing in his pants. She reached out for the waistband, her hand coming down on the bulging crotch. It swelled, and she yanked her hand back as the black plum pushed up to his stomach trailed by a floppy tube as thick as her wrist. There was no padding in his shorts like she'd always suspected, only a thick caged snake yearning to break free and it was swelling and growing. Beth's hand was trembling as she reached back up to his briefs, keeping clear of the black tube steak. She pulled the waistband out and down. She couldn't help herself and moved her eyes to stare at the thing. The ebony plum passed his navel as the shaft straightened and hardened, thickening as it swelled. Beth finally turned her head towards the huge penis, mouth agape in disbelief.
"Oh god," moaned David, horrified at the sight of his brother's monster cock. It was a lot bigger then he remembered.
"It's not going to jerk itself off, Beth," said Titus, smirking. He wasn't in too much of a hurry. He enjoyed seeing them stare at it. Titus lifted his hips up off the couch. "Pull it off," he ordered.
Beth's hand was still on his waistband. She was frozen staring at his penis. It was at least eight inches long. His voice brought her out of her trance. She pulled down on the waistband some more and brought her other hand up to grab the other side of his briefs. His underwear still covered the base of his huge penis. Another inch appeared and another, a bulging purple black vein ran up his shaft. Then another inch and another. She pulled his briefs down under his rear and down his thighs pulling it all the way to his ankles. He pulled his feet out and spread his legs open further. Her eyes fell on his wrinkled black scrotum. If the tip of his penis was as big as a fat plum, then his testicles were the size of apples. One of Titus' testicles was bigger than David's entire crotch.
Beth reached out one blue gloved hand and grabbed his shaft, pulling the now fully hard black penis upwards and it was a very black penis, much blacker then Titus's dark brown skin. She looked at the palm of her other hand and at the pathetically small dollop of Vaseline in it. She moved her fingers back to the open jar and scooped up some more. Satisfied, she grabbed his shaft and started coating it with Vaseline which allowed her to examine all the ridges, bumps, and veins along the shaft. It was hard now, as hard as steel and straight, missile shaped with no curve. The shaft maintained the same thickness throughout its length, the swollen member left a gap of several inches between her thumb and fingers, before it flared out into the black helmeted head. She ran her hand up to the head and thoroughly coated it with the lubricant before removing her hand and scooping up another dollop.
When it was completely lubricated, she paused, holding it upwards with one hand that she slid to the base and then laying her palm on his crotch as she tried to hold it up with just her finger and her thumb. Titus' big horse penis was longer than a foot. "Your thing is so BIG!" she blurted, staring down at it.
"That thing is a real man's cock, a thirteen-inch big black cock," he told her smugly. "I call it "The Titan". You're used to David's little boy penis."
"Titus please," she said, taking her eyes off his big black cock and looking him in the face angrily. "There's no need to disparage my husband just because he has a small peni... just because his penis isn't very big... I mean not as large as yours."
"Beth... please," whined David.
"Um, sorry honey, your little penis is just fine," she explained.
"Don't worry Lil' Davey," said Titus looking down at Beth's breasts. "You've nothing to worry about unless Beth here is one of them size queens."
"Size queens?" she asked, furrowing her brow as she began stroking the huge cock. "What's that?"
"A woman turned on by huge cocks," he said, meeting her eyes. He moved his gaze down to her breasts and she followed his stare down to her bosom. "Your nipples get hard." Beth watched with embarrassment as her already semi hard nipples swelled and grew to their full size under his penetrating gaze. Her nipples swelled and puffed out to their full inch length. She gulped and bent her elbows in forwards to cover her protruding nubs. "And your pussy gets soaked just at the sight of a big... thick... COCK," he finished. "It's the natural order of things for a female to get aroused at the sight of a real man's cock, a big... black... cock."
"You're full of shit," she told him, fully aware that her vagina was dripping.
"You should be safe then, bro," said Titus. "Nothing to worry about."
For some reason, that didn't reassure David very much. He couldn't see her vagina and most of her breasts were blocked by Titus' muscular thighs. Still, it was obvious Beth was shocked by the size of Titus' cock. Beth was holding the base of the huge black shaft and jerking him off with her right hand with slow deliberate strokes. David was grateful she'd thought to put gloves on. He wasn't sure he would be able to stand her touch knowing her skin had physically touched his half-brother's black penis. "Yeah, stroke that big black cock, baby," moaned Titus. David cringed. Titus was smirking, saying it more to irk Beth then out of seriousness.
﻿
"Damn this thing is big," said Beth. She switched hands and started stroking him with her left hand. "Aren't you close yet?"
"No baby, it's only been fifteen minutes." Titus laid back against the couch and spread his legs wider.
"No way, it's been fifteen minutes?" she asked in disbelief. She wasn't sure when she'd started and didn't wear a watch, so she couldn't check the time.
Titus picked up the phone beside him. It was aimed at her while he typed some buttons. He turned it around to show her the screen which displayed the stop watch feature. The running clock read 16:47. "If you can get it off in 30 minutes or less, you and Lil' Davey can have the rest of the pot."
"Shit!" said Beth, still not believing it had been over fifteen minutes. David could get erect, penetrate her, ejaculate, and be fast asleep in under ten minutes. She brought both her gloved hands up to his shaft and stated jerking him off as fast as she could at the thought of getting all their money back and then some. She felt a shiver course through her body when Titus groaned. It was for real this time. "Come on, come on," she whispered, staring at her hands gliding up and down his shaft in a blue-black blur. 21:57. Her arm strength was failing rapidly. "Come on. Come... cum. Cum for me. Cum for me, Titus!" 23:12.
"Oh, yeah baby, talk dirty to me."
"Beth!" pleaded David.
"Shut up! I'm trying to get our money back," she snapped at her husband. She looked at Titus. "And quit calling me baby, I'm not your baby, pig." 24:37.



"Yo bitchy attitude ain't helping me cum."
Damn! She thought. "Sorry. Give me your cum. Come on, you know you want to cum." She released her right hand and shook it to work out a cramp. She was nearly exhausted. 26:08. She grabbed his shaft again, using the last of her arm strength to stroke it as fast as she could. "Damn, arms are getting tired."
"Use your mouth then, baby."
"Fuck you! No man's penis will ever pass these lips." Her arms were feeling weak. 27:15. "Come on."
"What do you want, baby?"
"I want you to cum, dammit." 28:32. "I want your cum. Whoa, it's swelling even thicker!"
"I'm close, baby."
﻿
Thank god, she thought. Beth sped up her arms, with the last of her strength. 29:10. "Cum for me." 29:21. "Give me your cum." 29:34. Damn, the head of his penis was expanding, turning harder, and growing even blacker.
"Here it comes, baby."
29:47. She was going to make it. Beth was grateful for the gloves. She didn't want any of this black man's spunk touching her skin when it dribbled out over her fingers. 29:52. "Cum already. I want this big black cock's cum," she growled. She glanced at the phone. It read 30:12. "Noooo!" she wailed just before her face was splattered with his seed.

"YESSSSS!" moaned Titus, thrusting his hips up, fucking her hands with his cock.
Beth closed her mouth just in time as another splatter of his seed hit her lips and chin. She bent his cock down away from her face, more of the black man's sperm splattering on her neck, chest, and breasts, coating her red lingerie with his semen. She wanted to scream, but kept her lips pressed together to keep his spunk out of her mouth. Beth released his cock which made things worse. Now it just bucked up and down, out of control, spewing sperm all over her. She climbed to her feet, a load splattering all over her stomach, getting in her navel as the diaphanous material covering her stomach rose up, another blast ruined her panty making it cling to her pubic hair.
Beth stepped back, several jets of sperm shooting after her, but falling short of her body and landing on the tops of her feet. Finally, his cock quit bobbing wildly and fell with a thud against his stomach and chest. Sperm dribbled from the swollen head, leaving a growing white puddle on Titus's hard black chest. The thing lost its swollen look and began to shrink.

Beth turned towards her husband as if begging him to help her. "My god," gasped David, aghast at the sight of his wife coated in Titus' sperm. She looked horrified and seemed to be pleading with her eyes for him for help but wouldn't open her mouth afraid some of his sperm might pass her lips. "I'll get some towels." David sprang to his feet, Beth's eyes falling to the small tent under his pants. She just shook her head and ran for the stairs.
"I'll take the towels," said Titus, climbing to his feet.
David went to the kitchen and returned with some paper towels. He stared in horror at the giant black man, standing nude in front of him as he handed Titus the towels. He'd hoped never to see that oversize penis again or his half-brother for that matter. Titus' black cock was sticking straight out before him, still dripping sperm onto David's carpet. Even as Titus was wiping the semen off his chest, the huge black cock was pulsing and shrinking. It bent downwards and finally quit dripping sperm. By the time Titus had cleaned himself off, his cock was a fat ten-inch tube dangling between his huge muscular thighs. His mind pictured the black Jamiacan's fat tube dangling as he walked down the beach 27 years ago. His mind quickly returned to the present and Titus' thing cumming all over his wife. "How could you do that to me?" he said, voice shaking as he spoke.
"Come on Davey, brothers should share things, right?"
"Stay away from my wife Titus," he said, voice a little stronger. "I mean it."
Titus smirked in amusement. He crossed his huge arms across his even huger chest, making him even more intimidating. "Or what?" he asked.
David stared up at his giant half-brother and felt his knees shake. The words came to his mind unbidden and he blurted them out before he could stop himself. Words he'd said to his brother many times when they were kids. "Or I'll tell mom." Titus looked surprised for a second then started laughing, his mirth turning into bellows of amusement deep within his chest. David's cheeks turned red and he raced for the stairs to check on his wife.
**********
Beth's nostrils were filled with the scent of semen. She wanted to breathe through her mouth, but her lips were still slick with the black man's sperm. Large globs of it were starting to slide down her body, covering even more of her skin with that... nigger's... viscous spunk. She stripped off the ruined lingerie and dropped it in the bathroom's waste basket. It was kind of a shame she thought, wondering how much David had paid for it. Sexist garbage, but it had also felt somewhat liberating wearing something so sexy and the reactions of both men seeing her in it.
Beth turned on the water in the shower and got in the tub before it had even warmed up closing the door behind her. The cold water shocked her a bit and she stepped out of the spray, grabbing a cold damp used washcloth to wipe her lips off, breathing deeply when her mouth felt clean. Beth grabbed her body wash and didn't even bother pouring it in her palm. She just turned the bottle upside down and squirted it all over her chest and breasts, the thick black plastic bottle reminding her of Titus' big black cock, just not as hard or hot or vibrant with life. The water had heated, and she turned around stepping up into it. The body lotion was clear and white and almost indistinguishable with the sperm all over her body. She raised her face to the water and let the shower rinse her face off even as the spray was removing all the lotion from her body, while leaving large globs of sperm clinging to her skin.
Beth turned her back to the spray and ran her hands down to her belly and chest. She scooped up the large clumps on her body and ran it all over her skin. Both hands came up to her breasts scooping up more of the thick "lotion" rubbing it into her breast flesh. She got an intense shock when her hands rubbed her still hard nipples. They'd never felt so alive or sensitive before and she mewled with pleasure, even pinching them, and sucking he lower lip into her mouth to keep from moaning. Her left hand pinched its nipple hard as her right hand slid back down her belly, finding more clumps of lotion under her navel. She pushed her hand through her wisps of brown pubic hair, two fingers pushing inside her needy pussy.
It took just a few wiggles of her fingers for her to have her own orgasm and it was a big one. She cried out as her wiggling fingers prolonged the orgasm. Beth was gasping from the intensity of the orgasm as she slowly opened her eyes, a lazy smile forming on her lips. That had been her best orgasm in years, maybe ever. She looked down her body. There were white strings all over her body. She pulled her fingers off her nipple. One of the strings ran from her index finger to the tip of her nipple. She crinkled her nose in disgust realizing she'd just body washed herself with the black man's semen.

"B... Beth, are you alright?"
Beth froze and turned. David's form was in the bathroom doorway. The shower door was clear. Had he seen her playing with herself? "No, you jerk. I'm covered in that NIGGER'S SEED!"
"Shhhhh! Not so loud he'll hear."
"Fuck him."
David cringed, picturing the three white seniors rolling around on the football field doubled over in pain. Blood spewing from one's broken nose. They'd called the fifteen-year-old Titus a nigger too. The students watching the fight cheered Titus as the three eighteen-year-olds were disliked bullies. Everyone had cheered, but David. He'd been routing for the bullies. "I'll be in bed," he told her.
Beth ripped the strand of wet sperm of her nipple and flicked it to the bottom of the tub. She looked further down her body. It was all over her belly and mixed into her pubic hair and worse of all. The hand that had just fingered herself to orgasm was covered in it. "YECH!" she spat, feeling sick. Beth quickly turned her body back into the spray of water. This time, she poured body wash onto the wash cloth and used it to clean her body. It took almost as long to get his spunk off her body as it had to make him cum in the first place. She finished and dried herself off, covering her body with a towel. The bedroom was dark, David already in bed.
Beth normally slept in pajamas, but she felt too exhausted to even dress in them. She dropped the towel wrapped around her body and climbed into bed beside her husband. She laid on her back, staring at the ceiling. She could faintly hear porn sounds coming from the guest room. Titus grunting. Was he really playing with himself again after she'd just jerked him off? She couldn't believe it and almost got up to go peek in on him then decided against it.
Beth turned on her side, tossing and turning for an hour, unable to sleep. She'd heard Titus cum a half hour ago, and he'd finally shut off the porn. She wanted the porn out of her house. She wanted the black man and his big black cock out of her house. She wanted a cock in her body right now. The orgasm in the shower had been one of the best in her life yet she was still horny. Really horny! Beth turned towards her husband. He was on his back too. Her hand slid across the bed to his hip and across to his crotch. His entire scrotum fit in her hand, penis and balls. She picked his penis up with two fingers and began fondling it, tugging it out to make it hard for her. Instead, his penis seemed to shrink into his scrotum. She wouldn't be getting any tonight. David let out a soft snore that sounded distinctly fake to her. Frustrated, she flipped around to her side, facing away from her husband. It took her three hours to fall asleep.
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The blue bikini was so tight it looked like it was ready to fly off the voluptuous body of the young auburn-haired wife. She leaned back against the brick wall of her house, posing for her husband. Bill focused the camera, stepped back, looked at his wife, then at her image on the view screen. He pressed the remote.
Click!
"Alright honey now take your top off," said Bill grinning.
Donna laughed. "No way!"
"Come on, show off that hot body."
Donna walked over to the picket fence separating her yard from their older neighbors, Moshe and Janice Silverstein. She leaned on it and pointed at the next yard. "Alright, but not outside, Janice is doing her yoga." Their neighbor was outside as she usually was, currently standing in the "tree" position, focused on her workout, eyes closed, meditating.
Bill took a quick picture of Janice. She had an amazing figure for a sixty-year-old woman. "Inside then?" he asked.
Donna grinned and walked over to the sliding glass door. She motioned for her husband to follow with her finger. Bill wiggled his eyebrows and followed his wife inside, staring at her ass as she headed up their stairs towards the bedroom. She turned, pointing at him. "Promise you won't show anybody?"
Bill held his hand over his heart. "Of course not," he promised already planning on sneaking some topless pictures of his wife in with her bikini shots to "mistakenly" show his buddies what a hot wife he had. Most of them hadn't seen her since her recent weight loss.
Donna sat on the bed, kneeling on one leg, her other leg hanging over the edge. She reached behind her neck and untied the bikini top. The blue top slid down, catching on her erect nipples. She sighed, relieved to get the restrictive top off. "Great, squeeze them big titties together," said Bill, taking a picture. Donna folded her arms under her breasts and lifted them up. The top fell off completely. Donna hefted her magnificent F-cup breasts, the nipples sticking out more than half an inch. "Jesus, you are so fucking hot," he growled, taking picture after picture.
"How about this?" she asked, turning around and sitting on her spread knees. Donna arched her back and pulled the sides of her thong up off her hips.
"Let me see that ass," ordered Bill. He couldn't press the camera's shutter fast enough. Bill could see more than her ass. He could see the wet signs of her arousal soaking her thighs. Donna turned back around, facing him in the same pose. She untied her thighs and the panty fell off, revealing her thin reddish-brown pubic strip. "Those look wet," he commented with a smirk. There was a dark stain on her panty which proved to him that showing off her body was a sexual turn on for her. He enjoyed the fact that she was becoming an exhibitionist as he was a voyeur by nature. The picture he'd taken of Janice earlier wasn't his only one of his neighbor. He'd secretly taken many shots of her from his upstairs window, even jerked off while taking pictures of her sunbathing in a small bikini. Now that he had a wife willingly showing off for his camera had his dick hard all the time. Bill zoomed in on her pubic strip, snapping a picture that captured her aroused clit sticking out.
"Let me show you how wet," she said. Bill stepped forwards and Donna yanked his shorts down under his crotch. Unsurprisingly, his rock-hard penis sprang up. Donna couldn't help being impressed by its size. Bill was nearly six and a half inches long and it was as swollen as it ever got, looking like he might pop at any moment. She squeezed his ass cheeks, pulling him closer. His hard prick ran up her face as she let her tongue lick up the underside.
"That's it, baby, give Lil' Billy a kiss," he said, taking a picture of his wife kissing his penis while looking up at him. Soon she was sucking the head between her full lips. He was completely shocked that she was allowing him to take pictures of her blowing him. Things were going a little further every time he took pictures of her. A sexy sun dress had led to a one-piece suit becoming a two-piece than a bikini and she'd allowed the first topless shots last week, but with her hands covering her areola. Today, he'd not only gotten pictures of her fully nude but also sucking his prick. He prayed, she'd let him video them fucking soon.
Donna sucked while looking up at him. She kissed his prick and fell back, spreading her legs. Bill couldn't take it anymore and set his camera down, climbing on the bed. He bent his dick down, lining it up with her pussy. "Damn! You are wet," he said, rubbing the head along her slit.
"Looks like showing off my new body turns me on," she said, moaning as the grape-sized tip of her husband's big prick pushed inside her.
"Well it sure beats only having sex in the dark," he said, staring at her hot nude form as he buried his dick in her wet pussy. Bill fell on top of her. Embarrassingly, having sex in the dark had been a lot better for his stamina. He only lasted three thrusts staring at her hot body in the light. "CCUMMINGG!" he groaned his penis twitching, shooting his semen into his wife. Bill collapsed on her. "Sorry," he apologized.
"It's okay Bill," she said, patting his shoulder. "I like that I turn you on so much, you lose control." But it wasn't okay. She was horny as a female cat in heat and if things didn't change, she'd be buying a dildo to take care of her needs. She looked over his shoulder at their wedding picture on the bureau and the much chubbier version of herself staring back at her. Overweight Donna was always insecure about her weight, never feeling attractive, and subsequently not having much of a sex drive. The new improved Donna was horny all the time and could have fucked her husband twice a day.
Afterward, Donna was hoping Bill would roll over and fall asleep so she could masturbate, but Bill ended up taking his laptop out and uploading today's pictures. She laid on her side, facing him, pretending to read on her tablet, but instead, she was browsing through little pink dildos. She wasn't quite ready to purchase one, but it was good to know the option was there.
**********
Donna and Bill had taken off for a few days mostly so that he could play with his new camera. Donna was his favorite subject, but today they planned a little drive to take some wildlife and landscape pictures. So, Donna was surprised to see a present waiting for her on the dresser. This usually meant a new sexy outfit making her assume there'd be no day trip today. Or possibly, he wanted her posing out in public. He'd done some shots of her in a sundress walking through a field of sunflowers, in her bikini under a waterfall, and wearing a cowboy hat with a tied up plaid shirt in a pasture beside a horse. He'd written a nice note as he usually did. It read; For my beautiful wife. Beside it under the ribbon was a single rose. This wasn't usual and she guessed he wanted to push her boundaries. Though after yesterday, they were running out of boundaries to push. She opened the lid.
You've got to be kidding me, she thought while holding up the thong panty. The new bikini was purple and skimpier than her blue bikini. The blue bikini was skimpy enough she'd only worn it in her best friend Jenny's backyard and never in public. This purple one was even smaller.
Donna shook her head but started stripping her clothes off. At some point, she'd need to lay down the law with her husband, but she wasn't about to turn him down yet. Plus, it was flattering to have a husband so proud of his wife's looks and she found all the attention her figure was getting her to be a turn on.
Donna walked outside with a towel wrapped around her body. Bill was tinkering with his camera. The tripod was set up already. "Seriously Bill," she asked hands on her hips.
He grinned knowing her indignation was feigned. "Aw come on Donna. I'm sure you look sexy as fuck." He attached his camera to the tripod, aiming it as his wife as she tossed the towel aside. "Yikes!"
"I know," she said, spinning around. "This thing's barely legal." The little purple triangles were little more than nipple covers on her big breasts. The panty was low, and her bare ass looked glorious. "The things I do for you."
"Thanks, babe, there's no one around."
"At least Janice isn't in her yard." Donna looked over the fence. The Silversteins were the only neighbors who could see into their backyard. They were nice neighbors, but older and they didn't associate much. Dr. Silverstein was a workaholic like her friend Jenny's husband.
Bill felt his dick twitch when he looked down at his wife on the screen. She looked stunning and was incredibly photogenic like she was a born model. Hopefully, yesterday was just a start. He wanted a whole series of nudes of her and more sex pictures. His fantasies didn't stop with pictures either. He wanted a porn of them fucking. Something they could look at when they were older to remember their youth. The problem was that a static mounted camera wouldn't make a good movie. Ideally, he'd need someone willing to film Bill and his wife. He had some drinking buddies that would be more than willing, but Donna would never go for it.
**********
The Stanford & Son work van pulled up on the street. Mark and his son got out and began unloading the truck. Jerome was already shirtless with a slick sheen of sweat from doing several lawns already that day. He had a do-rag on his bald pate to keep the sweat from pouring in his eyes. Mark was wearing overalls. "I'll start the Silversteins," said the old man.
"I'll start the Millers," said Jerome happily, and hoping to catch a glimpse of the wife in her bikini again. Donna was one fine white wife and the only thing she was missing was a black cock slipping in and out of her tight white cunt.
**********
"Lean against the tree and arch your back."
Click!
Donna did as she was told, the bikini straining to hold her breasts as she arched her back, looking over her shoulder at her husband.
Click!
Donna turned leaning against the tree. Click! She lifted a leg, bent her knee, putting her foot against the bark. Click! She ran her hands through her hair, lifting it up and looking sultry. Click! Click! Click! There was a rustling behind her in the bushes. Her head turned. "YIKES!" she cried as the shirtless black giant appeared. Jerome had a bag of mulch over one strong shoulder and some equipment in his other hand. Donna bent over, one hand covering her panty, her other arms held across her breasts. She made a dash for her towel, grabbing it and holding it in front of her while facing the huge black man.
Jerome dropped what he was carrying. "Sorry, Mrs. Miller," he apologized.
Donna grinned bashfully. "It's okay Jerome. You startled me. That's all."
Bill wasn't paying any attention to his wife's blushing cheeks or her embarrassment. He was totally taken in by the shirtless black man. This guy is huge, he thought. Jerome was a perfectly sculpted black Adonis. "Who's this?"
"Bill, this is Jerome. Mark the gardener's son," said Donna introducing them.
"Nice to meet you," said Bill, holding his hand out. Jerome took it and Bill could feel the strength in the man's grip. He fought not to wince.
"We'll go inside so you can get your work done," said Donna, noticing how Bill was staring at Jerome's chest. She had to pull her husband away from the black man wondering what was going on in Bill's head. He was totally racist and totally straight, but he looked enraptured staring at the black man's torso.
They went back inside while Jerome got to work. Posing, as it always did had Donna horny and ready for some dick. She hated to admit that getting caught by the black man had triggered her exhibitionist tendencies. Her nipples were hard as rocks and her pussy was dripping. She wanted to fuck right there in the dining room, but Bill was watching Jerome through his camera's lens. Donna crossed her legs and pulled a nipple out of her cup. She pinched it, but Bill was riveted on the black man. "What ya thinkin?" she asked, wishing he'd just come fuck her.
"I was wondering if Jerome would pose for me," said Bill, totally unaware of his wife's needs at that moment. "That nigger is clearly a bodybuilder." Click! Click! "Probably got pumped up in jail," said Bill, chuckling.
"He just got out," said Donna, but Bill wasn't paying her any attention. He'd found a male subject to photograph. His photography teacher wanted the students to use models of both sexes.
Bill put his camera down and walked back outside. "I'm gonna go ask him."
"But what about me, Bill? Bill?" she watched her husband step outside and walk over to the giant black man. Shit, he ain't even listening.
"Sorry, if I embarrassed your wife," said Jerome, watching Bill come towards him and wondering if he was about to get fired. Jerome went back to trimming some branches on the tree.
"She's fine," said Bill. "But you may have noticed she was posing for me and the tripod set up over there. I'm taking photography classes and looking for subjects. Would you be interested? Strictly an amateur. I've only shot my wife, but I'd love a male subject."
Jerome's eyes narrowed. He'd noticed the way the wimp was eyeballing him. "I'm no fag," he grunted. At least not since he got out of prison. He'd made some white boys in jail, suck and jerk his cock off. Now that he was out of the joint, he was pussy only.
"God no. Nothing like that." Bill was a little taken aback. "Just some shirtless shots, flexing your muscles. I'll pay you a hundred bucks."
Jerome turned and glared down at the little man. His eyes flickered up, catching a glimpse of Bill's sexpot wife peaking at them behind the sliding glass door. He looked back down at the white boy, a smile spreading across his lips. "Sure, I'll pose for ya."
**********
Donna saw Bill's smile and knew the answer before she asked the question. She followed him downstairs to their basement that Bill had turned into a studio. She tightened the towel wrapped around her body. "What did he say?"
"He's gonna pose when he finishes helping his dad." Bill attached his camera to the tripod aimed at the wall. He had a tropical beach scene screen on the wall that he'd purchased mostly as a backdrop for taking pictures of Donna in her bikini.
Donna tried to calm herself. She really didn't like the idea of having Jerome in her house. She could see him through the basement window outside talking to his dad in Janice's front yard. Jerome was holding his fist up, thumb out towards her house. Mark was waving him off. Bill was happily humming as he made sure his studio was set up and everything was ready for his new subject. Her friend Jenny was pretty conservative but didn't seem to realize she was racist and Bill wasn't shy using the "N" word, but Donna felt she was a good progressives and felt guilty that she didn't want the black man in her house. She convinced herself she wouldn't want a white ex-convict in her house either which was true. She glanced back out the window, Jerome was gone, and Mark was pushing his mower. "I don't want some thug ex-con in my house, Bill," she stated, putting her foot down.
"HE'S WHAT?" Bill looked up from his viewfinder in alarm.
Donna raised an eyebrow and stamped her foot. "I tried to tell you that earlier."
"I'll call it off." Bill prepared to head upstairs but could hear Jerome at the top of the stairs. "Too late, here he comes," he whispered, now concerned that the black man had just let himself inside through the sliding glass door.
Donna gulped, staring up at the giant form of the black man, looming up above them at the top of the stairs. He slowly came down the steps, his broad muscular chest taking up the whole stairwell. She was filled with foreboding, some instinct telling her that this was a horrible idea.
"Where do ya want me?" said Jerome.
"Over there in front of the landscape," said Bill. Shit! He does look like a convict, thought Bill. Jerome was shirtless with a tan overall, unhooked and hanging over his waist. His do-rag and scowl made him look like the stereotype of the angry black man. I'll just take a few shots and tell him to leave, thought Bill, his own reservations growing as he stared at Jerome. Still, the black man was a perfect physical representation of the masculine form and he would make a great subject.
"I'm ready," grunted Jerome, arms crossed impatiently. His angry expression turned to a smug grin at both Millers' nervousness in his presence.
"I'll be upstairs, honey," said Donna. And near a phone in case I need to call the police, she thought.
"Don't leave on my account, Mrs. Miller," said Jerome. Damn! He'd been hoping to strip down in front of her. Let her see what a real man's cock looked like. He watched her walk up the stairs, trying to catch a glimpse of her bare ass under the hem of the towel wrapped around her luscious body. He failed to get a good glimpse, his eyes lowering and falling on stacks of pictures on a nearby table. He walked over and picked up the first stack. "Your wife sure is hot, Mr. Miller," he stated, going through the bikini pictures that Bill had taken yesterday.
"She sure is," said Bill proudly. He didn't mind Jerome going through the pictures. He planned on showing Donna's modeling shots off to his photography classmates and buddies. He had remembered to take out her nudes, hadn't he? SHIT! "Wait, Jerome, those are private."
Jerome stared at Donna in the blue bikini on the bed, but the picture under it was better. Donna topless, with the panty falling off to show off her thin red line of pubic hair. A landing strip just like he'd shaved on Jenny Richardson's crotch. "Oh, sorry Mr. Miller," he lied, his cock swelling as her took in Donna's nude body. He moved to the next picture as Bill was coming over to stop him. The next picture showed Donna with her tongue on a pathetic little white penis while looking sexily up at the camera. Dayumn, that's a little white prick. Mrs. Miller's must be starving for a real man's cock, he thought, an idea starting to form in his head.
Bill flushed when he saw the picture Jerome was staring at. "Don't tell my wife you saw these. She'd kill me."
"No problem," answered Jerome. "Where do you want me?"
"Over by the screen. Pose like you're in the Mr. Universe contest. I want to capture your muscular definition and then you can get out of here. Shouldn't take long." Bill bent down, watching Jerome through the viewfinder. He focused in, snapping a torso shot. Jerome had an amazing body, better then any male Bill had seen outside of television. His abdominals were more of an eight pack than a traditional six. Bill was a normal sized man and Jerome's bicep looked to be as big around as Bill's waist. He was torn between wanting to get this thug ex-con out of his house and taking more pictures of this flawless male specimen. Jerome seemed to have the same photogenic qualities that Donna had. The camera loved him.
"Those pictures of your wife sure were hot," said Jerome.
Bill snapped some more pictures. "Thanks. She recently lost a lot of weight and likes me taking pictures of her new body." Jerome turns, posing sideways while Bill snapped away. "Alright, that should be good. Thanks for doing this." Bill straightened up, stretching his back.
Jerome turned his back to Bill. "No take some more shots man," he said, bending over.
Bill fiddled with his camera. "That's okay, but if you're interested. I'm taking a photography class and I bet they'd love a model with your physique. Probably pay better than me." He looked up, eyes widening to see Jerome pulling his pants down. "What are you doing?" His eyes were focused on Jerome's black briefs. For the briefest second, he thought the black man had taken a dump in his underwear, but as Jerome bent further down, the bulge between his legs took on rounder forms. Something was forcing his testicles back between his legs as he bent down, but his balls looked more suited for a bull than a man. Each looked bigger than tennis balls.



"Let me earn the money you is payin' me." Jerome stood and turned around, standing erect in a Superman-like pose with his fists on his hips. He was nude but for his do-rag, socks, and briefs. The bulge in the front of his briefs was just as impressive as the testicles had been.
Bill shrugged and raised the camera back up. Jerome went through some of the same poses only now he was dressed like a weight lifter. The problem was that Bill's eyes kept getting drawn towards the bulge. It was starting to have an emasculating effect on him. He zoomed the camera in on Jerome's crotch. That can't be real, he thought. He'd never felt his own penis was small or inadequate. It was perfectly average. He knew there were bigger men, but by an inch or two, not like this monster. He felt a little sick to his stomach looking at it and wanted to get the huge penis as far away as possible. "That should do it. You can get dressed now." He gave the black man a thumb's up.
Jerome was grinning smugly. "I've got an idea," he said.
"Oh?"
Jerome walked over to the pile of pictures. He grabbed them and leafed through them. Bill couldn't see the picture the black man stopped on, but he assumed it was one of Donna nude. His penis ached and shrank into his scrotum at the thought, Jerome might be staring at the picture of Donna sucking Bill's penis. "Your wife should pose with me."
"She wouldn't go for it."
"Ask her, man."
Bill didn't like the way Jerome was staring at him, friendly, but menacing, like he was threatening to show her the pictures if Bill didn't ask her to pose with him. He walked over to the stairway.
Donna was leaning over the kitchen island sipping a glass of wine. She still had the towel wrapped around her bikini-clad body. "Honey, can you come down here?" yelled her husband from downstairs.
Good, he's done, she thought, hoping the black convict was out of her house. She downed her wine and walked downstairs. She was still horny and was about to open the towel and jump her husband when she saw Jerome still standing in her basement, grinning at her. She scrunched her face up when she saw he had stripped down to her underwear.
Jerome handed Bill a stack of pictures. "Bill wants you to pose with me," he said, grinning at her.
"You're kidding me?" Donna stopped on the bottom steps, angry at her husband for even suggesting it.
Bill hid the nudes of his wife behind his back. "Uh... yeah, the uh contrast of your skin tones look good." Fuck Jerome for making her think this was his idea. She would be giving him crap over this for days. She gave him her "you really fucked up" bitch face before turning her expression on Jerome. "No way," she said.
Jerome put his fists back on his hips and stared down at her. She impressed him by not appearing the least bit intimidated. He'd wanted her to look away, preferably down at his crotch, but she met him eye to eye. "Why not? You racist or something?"
"Of course not," she said, indignant.
"Then why not pose with me?"
"BILL?" Donna was ready to kill her husband.
He grabbed her shoulder from behind. "Just a few poses, honey."
Donna inhaled deeply. "Alright."
"I understand... wait! You will?" Never in a million years had he thought she'd agree to this.
She turned to face him, still giving him her bitch face even as she removed the towel. Jerome was by her side and helped her strip it off. "But only a few," she added. Jesus, I hope no one ever sees these pictures, she thought.
Bill was in shock as he turned his camera back on. The display lit up with an image of Donna in her purple bikini on the left, the triangles barely covering her nipples and a panty so small, her narrow pubic strip was sticking out above the hem. Her head came up to Jerome's chin. He tossed the towel out of the shot.
Jerome quickly grabbed her shoulder and pulled her against his side. The swiftness of it took her by surprise. Yech! She thought, our bodies are touching! She could feel the dampness of the sweaty sheen still covering his body. Her eyes ran across his chest and up to the arm he was flexing. Hmmm, she thought, impressed. His muscles are so hard. "AAHH!" she said, startled, Jerome had bent and effortlessly scooped her up on his shoulder. She crossed her leg and faked a smile as Bill snapped pictures. The smile did nothing to hide the anger in her face.
Bill couldn't help himself, snapping away. His artistic side was winning out over his fear of his wife. Maybe this wasn't such a bad idea. They both had amazing bodies and looked great together. He'd been right about the contrast between their skin colors too. "Honey flex in front of Jerome, while he flexes behind you," he said, getting into it.
Donna did what he asked, and it was a good shot. Jerome suddenly stepped forwards and wrapped his arms around the white wife. He rested his chin on her shoulder, his broad hands flat on her stomach, just under her breasts. He gave the camera a predatory look. Donna tried to pull away, but Jerome grabbed her arms and pulled her ass back into his crotch and Bill snapped away even as Donna' eyes opened wide in complete shock at the size of the thing pressing against her ass.
Holy shit! She thought, feeling it swell. He released her but placed a strong hand on her shoulder. He pushed down. Donna fell to her knees beside him and posed with one hand on his calf, but her eyes were on the bulge she'd felt pressing into her ass. That can't be real, she thought, staring at it in disbelief.
Jerome released the pressure but kept his hand on her shoulder as she stood back up. She was used to him touching her now and didn't ask him to remove it. "This wasn't so bad was it?" he asked with a friendly smile. His hand moved to the back of her neck, rubbing it.
"No, I actually enjoyed myself," she answered, surprised she was being truthful. It had been kind of fun once she loosened up. She was also trying not to moan as the strong hand rubbed her neck. "I told you I wasn't racist." She smiled up at Jerome, who winked back at her. She didn't even notice how loose the top strings of her bikini were.
Bill took a few last shots, half of him glad it was over the other half wanting to keep taking pictures. "That should wrap it up. Thanks, I got some great shots."
"Aw," said Jerome, sliding his hand off Donna's neck and down her back. He found the knot and pulled. "I feel like we just got started."
Donna took a step forward. "Let's see some of the shots, hon..." Her eyes moved down as her breasts sprang free of the bikini top.
Jerome held the skimpy bikini up in his hands. "Sorry, looks like it came untied," he said, tossing it over his shoulder.
The reality of what had happened slowly hit her. Donna bent over, throwing her hands and arms across her enormous breasts. One erect nipple was exposed between her spread fingers.
"I'll get your towel," said Bill.
"Wait," said Jerome. "Let's take some tasteful shots of her topless."
Bill gulped, looking at his wife. From a purely artistic perspective, a few pictures wouldn't hurt anything. "Just a couple," he said, raising the camera back up. He looked through the viewfinder. Judging by the look on her face, he was really going to catch hell later. Jerome was behind her, holding her arms off her breasts. Bill pressed the shutter down, snapping some pictures.
"I can't believe you think this is a good idea,' said Donna, angrily, pulling on her arms until Jerome released her. "Put that camera down." Donna clenched her fists and held them down. Jerome stepped behind her, one large black hand sliding across her stomach. His right hand came around and covered her breast.
"Put your arms over your head," said the black man. Donna obeyed and Jerome pulled them down over his head so that she was reversely hugging his neck. This position pulled her into him while arching her back and thrusting her breasts out. Bill quickly snapped some pictures of her bare breasts watching as Jerome's hands came up to squeeze up just under her nipples. Not exactly what Bill would call a "tasteful" nude, but it was certainly erotic and sexy. Her nipples were popping out into little nubs right in the center of the viewfinder. She couldn't be getting turned on having a black man touch her so it must have been the air conditioning though Jerome was letting his fingers rub over them making them swell even more. Much to Bills surprise, she was also starting to smile a little.
"Quit pressing your crotch against me," she whispered, smiling through gritted teeth. Donna pulled away from the bulbous bulge beneath his underwear. Jerome spun her around and she instinctively wrapped her arms behind his neck again. Her bare breasts pressed against this hard chest. Her pubic mound was pressed against the growing bulge. She pushed her mound into it several times. "I told you to quit pushing your crotch against me," she whispered.
"I'm standing still, baby, that's all on you," he whispered back. Jerome pulled the strings of her panty out while Bill kept taking pictures.
SHIT! It is me, she realized, her pussy continuing to hump the swelling bulge. She willed herself to pull away even as her crotch humped it one last time. Donna spun around. She was breathing heavily as she wiped the sweat off her brow. She was vaguely aware of Jerome's fingers back on her hips, tugging at her panty. "Alright, I'm done," she gasped.
"You okay?" asked Bill. "You look flushed."
"I'm fine," she lied. Donna had become aroused posing with the black man. Her nipples were rampant, throbbing with an ache to be touched again. Her pussy was dripping with arousal. She needed to get away from Jerome and the giant penis she'd been pressing against and upstairs to her bedroom so Bill could fuck her properly. Donna stepped forwards, the sides of her bikini bottoms stretching out in Jerome's fingers until the front fell open off her crotch and her panty fell to the ground.
"Hey! Your panties?" warned her husband.
"WHOOPS!" Donna looked down as her panty fell to the basement floor. Jerome must have accidentally loosened them. She looked up at her husband in alarm, but Bill wasn't even looking at her anymore. He was looking past her with a look of shock on his face.
"I got some more poses, I'd like to try," said Jerome, pulling his underwear down.
"NO!" she grunted, looking behind her and no longer sure her panty had "accidentally" fell off her. "We've done enough. It's time for you to leave..." Her eye fell to his crotch and the giant black penis slowly rising up until it was sticking straight out. "Oh my god!" Donna's eyes were glued to the huge penis.
"Just a few more tasteful nudes," suggested Jerome. He stepped forward, his penis brushing across her thighs. The black man rested his hands on her shoulder and pushed her down to her knees. Her eyes never left his penis as it appeared to grow even larger the closer it got. It's so big! She couldn't believe her own eyes even though it was staring her in the face and seeing it was only making her sexual need grow worse.
"How is this pose tasteful?" asked Bill. "It looks like you're about to put your penis in her mouth."
"This ain't no penis Billy. This is a big black cock," said Jerome, not answering his question.
Donna held her hand over her chest feeling her rapid heartbeat. That is one big black cock she thought, staring at it. The fat head was aimed towards Bill and the camera so that the length was under her eyes. It had to be at least a foot long, maybe thirteen inches. It dwarfed Bill's penis. She looked up from Jerome's magnificent black cock up his equally magnificent muscular body. Her green eyes met his dark ones, staring down at her.
"Just some erotic artistic shots like the ones of you and Donna," he said, winking down at her. "Only these will show your wife with a real man's cock."
"W-what do you want me to do?" she asked.
"Touch it," he said watching her hand come up, freeze for a moment, and finally she wrapped her hand around the base. "Act like it's the biggest cock you've ever seen."
"It is the biggest," she said. His cock was so thick, her fingers couldn't wrap around his entire shaft. She ran her hand up the shaft to the thickest part just under the head. "It's twice Bill's size." Her hand moved up over the crown and back down the full length of his shaft. "Maybe more, a lot thicker too."
"You getting this Billy?" asked Jerome.
Click! Click!
"I'm getting it," said Bill, zooming in on his wife's upper torso with her hand on the giant cock. He couldn't believe she was touching the black man's penis. She seemed totally in awe of the monster. Hell, he was in awe of the huge cock. If it had been normal sized, he would have kicked Jerome out, but after seeing it, he just had to have some pictures of the thing. Donna's other hand was up now, cupping one of the black ex-con's huge nuts.
"Your balls feel so heavy," she said, just one of the huge testicles entirely filled her palm. Her other hand was absentmindedly stroking his shaft.
"Pull it down so that it's pointed at your mouth."
Donna bent it down so that it was just before her mouth. She pursed her lips. Looking sensuously at the camera.
Jerome backed up and angled his body so that the head was now pointed at her mouth. Donna was sitting on her knees. "Open wide, like you're about to suck it." Donna leaned forward, opening her mouth just before the huge bobbing head. "Now kiss the tip," he ordered.
Donna was almost in a trance as she moved forwards another inch and pressed her lips on the tip of his cock head. It was prodigiously leaking precum and she could taste him on her lips.
"You getting this Billy?" asked Jerome.
"Now hold on a minute," said Bill, holding the remote control for his camera. "This isn't artistic, this is pornographic!"
"She's already touching it, Billy. Just shut up and take pictures."
Bill pressed the button, the camera catching her tongue flickering out to twirl around the head."
"Yes, lick around the head," said Jerome. "Now suck my cock," he grunted, grabbing her hair and pulling her into his cock as he pushed the head into her mouth.
Bill was holding the button down, taking a burst of pictures even as he watched in horror as Donna wasn't even appearing to try to pull back. "WHOA! That's enough," he said. "Time to quit."
Donna finally pulled back as Bill approached to break them up. She stared at Jerome's slick cock, licking her lips before, almost reluctantly, she pushed herself up and stood. Her eyes never left his shaft seemingly entranced by it.
Bill could see how flushed she was. His wife was trying to cover her large bosom with her arm but was occasionally pinching one nipple with her fingers. Her legs were also crossed and pressed together. He could see wet spots on the mat where she'd been kneeling. He frowned, not believing his wife of all people would be turned on posing with a black man. He decided it would be prudent to get Jerome out of his house as soon as possible. "Thanks. I got some great shots, but I don't want any porn pics of my wife with a bla... another guy."
Jerome placed his hands on his hips, nodding in understanding. "You're right. Let's stick to suggestive poses."
"We should just call it a day," agreed Donna. She was trying to hide it with her palm, but she was still pinching one of her nipples while her eyes were sweeping up and down Jerome's well-developed form. She sucked her lower lip into her mouth when her eyes settled on the 12-inch penis again.
"Just a few more," said Jerome. "Lie down on the carpet. Didn't I see some tanning oil?"
Donna walked over to a table and picked up a bottle of tanning oil. Jerome stared at her as lustfully as she stared at his black cock. Bill looked back and forth between them. "I think we should quit."
"What do you think Donna?" asked Jerome. "I can go for hours."
I bet you can, she thought. "Just a few more, Bill. Please?" Donna shuddered suddenly at the thought of Jerome rubbing his strong hands all over her body.
"I don't know, honey," Bill sighed.
She grabbed a blanket off the back of the couch and spread it out on the carpet. "Please? We'll keep them suggestive." She knelt without waiting for an answer and then laid down on her back. Her nude body was no longer for his eyes only.
Jerome kneeled beside her. His cock rose up over her stomach while he poured oil onto her breasts. His hand squeezed the base of her left tit, squeezing it. Donna squirmed as he manipulated her breasts. "Get up on the stairs and take a shot down, Billy," said Jerome, his hands now rubbing oil into her tits, spending a lot of time on her nipples.
Damn, thought Bill. Jerome was right. Some elevated shots of Donna aroused and slick with oil would be erotic as fuck. He climbed a few steps, focusing his camera down on his wife's increasingly slick body.
"Mmmmm," she moaned, still squirming under his touch. "AAH!" He squeezed both tits together.
Donna was sucking her lip in her mouth again like she always did when she was horny. Bill might have been disappointed with her reaction to posing with Jerome, but as soon as he got rid of the black guy, they'd be fucking their brains out. His penis was already straining at his pants and he feared he wouldn't last long. Suddenly, Jerome's giant cock appeared in the viewscreen. Bill looked up from the camera. Jerome had straddled Donna and was sitting over her stomach. Jerome pushed his cock down between her breasts. Donna held her head up, staring at it. Bill thought she was about to object, but the next thing he knew, Jerome was holding her tits together around his cock by her nipples. They were so engorged, he was able to hold them by several fingers. He pulled on them and began thrusting his cock between her breasts.
"AAAAAAH!" squealed Donna as he pulled her nipples.
Swish! Swish! Swish! His cock turned slick sliding between her breasts. It was one of the hottest things, Bill had ever seen and he clicked away on the camera. At least this was safe, his cock wasn't near her pussy though it was still uncomfortably close to her mouth. Donna was squirming, opening her legs and raising her hips as if she desperately needed to get fucked.
"You squeeze them together," said Jerome.
Bill watched Donna take over holding her breasts. Jerome inched up a little, his cock now sliding over her lips and up nearly to her eyes. Bill kept taking pictures. Jerome twisted sideways, moving his hand back. His dark hand slid over her thigh. Then his hand was over her crotch. Bill opened his mouth to object, but before he got a word out, Jerome was shoving two fingers into Donna's pussy. Donna raised her crotch into his fingers, humping him back. "No Jerome," said Bill, finally getting it out. "That's off limits."
"NO!" Squealed Donna. Bill thought she was objecting to Jerome touching her, but she was objecting to Bill telling Jerome to stop. "Keep fingering me." She arched her back, her tongue licking up the underside of Jerome's thrusting cock. "OH GOD!"
"DONNA!" exclaimed Bill, lowering the camera. "You look like you're about to..."
"AAAHH! CUMMING!" She screamed as Jerome buried his fingers in up to their knuckles.
"ME TOO! UNGH!" Jerome grunted as a six-inch-long strand of sperm shot from the tip of his cock and across Donna's face. Bill brought the camera back up, snapping pictures. Jerome's ejaculate was as impressive as his cock. But the first strand was just the start. Another, longer one, shot out across her face. Donna's mouth was open, and her tongue was out while she cried out from orgasming. Then there was another blast of cum. Jerome quit fingering her and grabbed his cock, aiming the head at her mouth. Sperm continued to shoot from his cock and to Bill's eyes, it appeared Donna was lifting her lower torso up until Jerome's spurting cock was inside her mouth. He had to be spent, but Donna was gulping over and over like it was continuing to fill her mouth with his voluminous semen.



Donna had never tasted anything so good. His seed was so thick and rich. She swallowed every drop she could not just to thank him for the biggest orgasm of her life, but because she was loving the taste of his seed. Jerome grabbed the base of his now slightly floppy cock and squeezed forwards until a few final spurts of cum shot across her tongue. He lifted his cock up and smacked it across her chin a couple times before he pushed himself up and off her.
Jerome reached down, holding his hand out until Donna took it and he pulled her to her feet. "Zoom in on her mouth Billy," he said, while Donna just stood still in a daze.
Bill took a close-up of his wife's face. She was glassy-eyed, her mouth slightly open. There was semen on her forehead that ran down the bridge of her nose and down her cheek. Another wad dribbled out the side of her mouth with another wad on the other side that spread out covering her cheek. There was a large wet spot covering her upper chest also. He dutifully snapped a picture. He wasn't sure what he was going to do with these pictures. He wouldn't "accidentally" be sharing these with his friends. These he'd probably delete. He didn't even want them around for Donna to keep looking at.
Bill put his camera down, looking angrily at Jerome. When he wasn't looking, Donna used her finger to slide some more of Jerome's semen into her mouth. Jerome saw her, smirking slightly as she sucked his seed off her finger. His sperm tastes so good, she thought. She didn't let Bill cum in her mouth, but since he'd been having his stamina problem, he'd lost control and came on her tongue twice now. His sperm was weak and runny, so she'd spit it out. It was nothing like the rich and thick seed of the black man which she couldn't seem to get enough of. She scooped some more up with her finger. It wasn't quite as good cooled down, but she still liked it.
"You didn't have to cum in her mouth," complained Bill.
"I'm sure it made a great shot," answered Jerome. "Tell me you got it."
"I got it," grumbled Bill, glad this was over, but Jerome was squatting down on the blanket. He grabbed Donna's arm and started pulling her down. "What are you doing now?"
"A few pics that look like Donna riding me," said Jerome. He pulled Donna down on top of him. She straddled his legs and sat up, on the base of his crotch.
Bill looked at his wife. She wasn't objecting and her face was cleaner. He assumed, she'd wiped herself off with the towel while he was talking to Jerome. He looked down at Jerome's floppy cock. I guess this is safe since he just came and all, he thought even as Donna slid her crotch up along the shaft and another strand of semen shot from the head to pool on Jerome's chest.
He's so big, thought Donna sliding along the shaft. Jerome's hips and torso were bigger, making her legs spread wider open than normal.
"Why don't you oil me up?" said Jerome.
Donna nodded and grabbed the bottle of tanning oil. She emptied some on Jerome's chest. Now it was her turn to run her hands all over his body. Her dainty white hands rubbing oil across his black skin was the sexiest sight she'd ever seen. His chest was so hard, and firm compared to her husband's softer torso. She poured some more oil on the end of his cock where it stuck out between her legs. Her pussy started to glide easier up and down his shaft as she leaned forwards letting her slick hands coat his biceps with oil. She pushed her pussy down hard around his cock, it slipped backward until she fell on him, her breasts pressing into his hard chest, her face just above his face. "Whoops! You're all slippery now," she said. Jerome raised his head, pursing his lips. Donna didn't hesitate to lower her own lips to his, kissing him back, dueling his tongue with her own. He rested a hand on her back, pulling her mouth tighter against his. Donna's arousal poured from her pussy, mixing with the oil on his rapidly swelling cock.
Donna pushed herself off his chest, sitting up again. She was sliding her pussy faster along the shaft of his fully hard cock. She threw her head, back thrusting her breasts out as she concentrated on the feelings between her legs. A need was growing inside her to slide herself all the way to the tip so that she could feel the head pressing into her. It was safest to stay near the base. She slid all the way down to his scrotum, her hand sliding from his chest to his cock. She pulled his cock up, humping her pussy hard against the base of his shaft. "Oh god. Oh god. OH GOD!" she moaned.
"That's good enough, Donna," said Bill, lowering his camera. He didn't want her orgasming again.
Jerome raised his head. "How about some shots of you lowering yourself over my cock?"
Donna kept sliding along his cock until Jerome grabbed her knees, holding her still. Reluctantly, she lifted herself up, pulling his cock up between her legs until she was squatting just above the head. Bill got a shot of the action from behind her. He was alarmed at how engorged her vaginal lips were as she bent the shaft up between her thighs.
"That's good," said Jerome. "Lower." She bent her legs some more, the head nearly touching her pussy lips. "Lower," he ordered. "Lower."
To Bill, it looked like her pussy was opening for Jerome's cock before she even touched it. He decided it was dangerously close now. He lowered his camera just as the tip of Jerome's cock head began pushing Donna's pussy open wider then it had ever been opened before. "AAAAGHHH!" Donna cried as it made contact. "CUMMING!"
"DONNA! Get off. It's in you," screamed Bill, jumping up and wrapping his arms around her back. He lifted her up before she could sink any further.
"NOOOOOO!" she howled in frustration as her pending orgasm fizzled out. She struggled in Bill's arms trying to get back to Jerome's cock even as it fell back against his chest and out of her reach.
"Thank god," said Bill, releasing her. "That thing was going in you."
She turned on her husband in anger. "Damn it, Bill. That was going to be a huge orgasm."
"You can't possibly want that black man's penis inside you?"
Donna was about to retort but caught herself. "...No. No, of course not. Sorry." Sorry, but I do want it and it's not a penis Billy. It's a big black cock, she thought.
"I'll get rid of him and we'll go have sex in the bedroom," he whispered.
"Okay," she replied, meekly.
Bill turned to Jerome as he climbed to his feet. "We're done for the day," said Bill, firmly.
Jerome had stood. He was between Bill and Donna, actively stroking his hard cock. "Not until we take some doggy style shots," said Jerome, equally firm.
"We have enough," said Bill.
"Just a few more, Billy." Jerome was looking angry now.
"Donna?" asked Bill, looking to his wife for support, but she only had eyes for Jerome's cock.
"Yeah Billy," she said. "Just a few more shots." Without waiting for a response, Donna got down on all fours on the blanket.
Bill squatted framing a picture. He had to admit he was looking at one of the most erotic images he'd ever seen. Donna's perfect body down on all fours with a perfect male counterpart form on his knees behind her. She was looking backward at Jerome which made her breasts thrust out and up. Jerome's cock was rearing up over the globes of her ass. Bill snapped a few shots.
"Get some shots from the front," said Jerome.
Bill thought the side view was better, but he moved around to the front, squatting again and taking some more pictures. He captured Donna's dangling breasts with Jerome rising above her torso. From this angle, it totally looked like he was about to take her from behind. "Jerome, push your penis down and slide it between her thighs so that it looks like it's inside her."
"Sure Billy, just let me adjust," said Jerome, grinning. He grabbed his shaft and bent it down until it disappeared from the camera's view.
Donna almost jumped when she felt his cock head touching her again. It wasn't between her thighs either. The firm head pressed against her pussy and began to push inside her. She braced herself on the floor as the entire head began to enter her. She should tell Bill what was happening, but her husband would probably make him take it out. She didn't want Jerome to take it out. She wanted more of it. Her eyes rolled up and a smile spread across her face as he penetrated her deeper.
"Great facial expression, honey," said Bill, cluelessly. He stooped some more, surprised he couldn't see Jerome's cock sticking out under her thighs.
Jerome gave a strong thrust of his hips. "Whoops!"
"FUCK!" gasped Donna, her body shuddering violently for a moment. She looked dazed and was gasping.
"Sorry, I slipped," said Jerome, grabbing her ass.
Bill came around to the side in alarm. "It didn't go in you did it... OH, SHIT!" Donna's pussy was no longer his alone for half Jerome's cock was now buried in it. A little deeper then Bill could ever go and stretching her out a lot more too. Fluid was dripping from Donna's crotch where they were connected.
"Sorry, bro," apologized Jerome. "She's so wet, it slid right in."
"Well pull it out!"
"Get a few pictures first."
Bill grabbed his camera again and aimed it at their conjoined crotches. He couldn't believe her body was taking that thing. She'd always felt snug around his much smaller penis. "Alright, alright, that's enough. Pull it out." Donna groaned in frustration as Jerome slowly removed it. His cock sprang up. The half that had been inside her was drenched, dripping clear liquid. "It's soaked," said Bill, staring at Jerome's cock and then at Donna's pussy. It was still splayed open and quivering.
"She came all over it," said Jerome, matter-of-factly. He smacked it down on her ass before bending it back down towards her pussy. "Let's see how much she can take."
"NO!" cried Bill, watching half Jerome's cock slide easily back into his wife's pussy.
"FUCK! YES!" screamed Donna, contradicting him.
One black hand clamped tightly over her ass cheek, pulling her back into his cock even as he thrust forwards. Donna grunted, gritting her teeth as inch after inch slid inside her. Bill lowered his camera in disbelief as the final inch disappeared into his wife. "Dats the whole thing, Mrs. Miller," said Jerome, holding it buried while grinding his crotch into her rear end.
"FUCK! It's in my womb," she gasped.
"That's enough," said Bill. "Take it out."
"NO BILL!" said Donna, angrily. "FUCK NO! FUCK! YES!" Donna shuddered, her body trembling as she came a third time. "FUCK ME! FUCK ME JEROME!"
"You got it, slut," said Jerome, grabbing her hips and holding her still as he began thrusting his cock in and out.
Bill got down at all fours, staring at his wife in shock. "Donna stop. Tell him to take his penis out."
Slap! Slap! Echoed in the basement as Jerome's crotch slammed into her thighs. "For the last time, Billy. That ain't no penis," grunted Jerome.
"It's a COCK!" squealed Donna. "A BIG BLACK COCK and I fucking LOVE it!"
Bill fell back on his ass, scooting away from his wife and the black gardener. She was like a dog in heat being mounted a big alpha and you didn't want to come between them. Jerome grinned at him with an evil expression as his hands slid up her body, pulling her up off her arms. She sank back into his cock, sitting in his lap as his hands found her tits. "Get lots of pictures Billy. I might not let you watch next time I fuck your wife."
"YES!" moaned Donna, bouncing in his lap. "Next time. Any time. My pussy is yours."
Bill looked ill as he raised the camera. Jerome was now yanking on her nipples. Her head was turned and they were kissing. Donna's behaving like a complete slut, he thought. Jerome's big black cock had changed her or awakened something inside her that his penis never could have.
"NO!" she complained as Jerome, pushed her up and his cock sprang out.
"Ride me, baby." He sat down on his ass and spread his legs out.
Bill rose off the floor and sat dejectedly on the couch, no longer interested in taking pictures. Donna stood and turned to face her new lover. "Donna, it's not safe for you," he warned as she straddled Jerome's waist.
"You can't cum in me, lover," she purred, squatting.
"I'll warn ya," said Jerome, holding his cock up for her. She took it, squatting over the head. "Now put that big black cock where it belongs."
That cheating whore, Bill thought, watching his wife slowly sink into Jerome's lap. Slut's loving that big black cock. His own penis was straining at his shorts. "Oh, what the hell!" he said, reaching in and pulling his penis out. Bill started stroking himself watching a hotter sex scene than any he'd ever seen in a porno unfold before his eyes. "Give it to her Jerome. Fuck that slut good."
Donna screamed arching her back as she rode him. "CUMMING!" She didn't stop riding him. Donna leaned forwards, her tits dangling in his face. Jerome sucked one of her giant elongated nipples into his mouth. "CUMMING!" He sat up and Donna wrapped her legs around him. She never quit bouncing on his cock. "CUMMING!" she said again, before kissing her black lover lustfully.
Jerome fell back, bucking his hips upwards, nearly throwing Donna off his cock. She rode him like a cowgirl on a bucking bull. "CUMMING! They both cried. Donna's cry turning into a scream of pleasure. Jerome fell on his back, collapsing on the floor. Donna ground into his still spurting cock. She turned to her husband. "He's seeding me Bill!" she moaned, watching the small eruption of semen shoot from her husband's much inferior penis. As Bill's penis shriveled, Jerome's cock continued jerking, each spasm shooting more of his seed into her womb. Its warmth spread through her body filling her with contentment.
Donna's womb felt full and Jerome's cock had yet to shrink so she reluctantly raised herself up off his cock. It slapped down on his chest as she laid at his side, raising his shaft up and staring at it in awe. She stroked upwards, a long strand of semen shooting out of the head towards her face. She opened her mouth catching some on her tongue. There were a few more lesser spurts before his cock finally lost some of its rigidness.
Donna fell on the towel beside Jerome, holding her hands over her warm womb, smiling in satisfaction.
Jerome climbed to his feet. His gaze fell on Bill's shriveled little penis, spent and sticky with his runny weak seed. His mouth curled up in a sneer as Bill quickly tucked his penis away. "Let's see the pictures, Billy."
"Alright," said Bill, standing off the couch. There was a box of tissues near his work desk. He retrieved one, wiping semen off his hand before connecting his camera to his laptop. Jerome hovered over him watching the pictures load. Bill tried not to glance at the giant hanging black penis right beside his cheek. It was an intimidating reminder of his own failings especially since it was still wet with Donna's love juices.
"You're really good, Billy."
"Thanks, I guess."
"I mean it. You could go pro."
"I always wanted to take sex pictures. I could probably do better if it hadn't been my wife."
"Interesting," said Jerome, thinking. "I like that one where you capture the expression on her face as she's getting her first taste of black cock."
"First taste and last," said Bill. "This was a onetime thing. I don't want to see you around here again." Jerome snorted in derision. Bill stared at the picture of Donna on all fours. He could almost hear her screaming...
"OH GOD! FUCK ME!"
Bill frowned, peering over his shoulder. "What's that about?"
"Oh, that's just my dad," said Jerome, matter-of-factly.
"WHAT?" Bill spun around in his chair.
Mark Sanford was standing naked on the carpet. Donna's legs were wrapped around his waist as he buried his cock inside her. Her body was bent downward, head and shoulders on the floor as Mark worked a cock every bit as large as his son's in and out of her pussy. Mark looked up smiling as his son and Bill walked over to him. "This is some grade A white pussy," he said, approvingly.
"Seriously Donna?" asked Bill, watching his wife being fucked by the second black man and a man older than her father.
"I love their black cocks so much," she squealed.
"She's hooked now man," said Jerome. Bill glanced over at him, noticing his huge cock was starting to lift until it was pointing straight out. "I suggest you get your camera ready."
"I give up," said Bill, knowing Donna was lost and things would never be the same again. He grabbed his camera, preparing to take some more hardcore sex pics. Jerome was kneeling while Donna nuzzled the head of his cock. Mark was still slamming into her pussy. The older man slowly lowered himself down, fucking her the whole time until he was also kneeling. He grunted, thrusting and holding his cock inside her.
Donna's body shook violently as if she were having a seizure. As she calmed down, Mark pulled his rampant cock from her. As soon as it cleared her pussy, it flew up spraying sperm all over her body. Bill caught pictures of the sperm flying out of the cock, lowering the camera and snapping a few more of the river of sperm pouring from her pussy. He wished he was recording this instead of just taking pictures. Maybe next time, he could convince Jerome to let him film it?
"Turn over," ordered Jerome.
Donna flipped onto all fours, opening her mouth so that he could push his cock inside. Mark rested his spent cock over her ass cheeks as it continued leaking sperm onto the small of her back. He jerked it, squeezing more cum out of it. His strokes while watching her suck his son, had it swelling again. Mark moved his hips back
Bill watched him bend his cock back down towards her pussy, but he stopped the head inches from Donna's tight sphincter. Do it, thought Bill. Fuck my slut wife's ass. Mark pressed it on her rosebud and pushed hard. Her sphincter stretched open around the head.
Donna tried to jerk forward but was trapped by Jerome. "HEY! Wrong hole," she squealed, Jerome's cock sliding up her cheek and rearing over her head. Her lips pressed against one brown coconut sized testicle. Mark's cock head slipped into her ass which continued to stretch as the thickest part of his shaft began to enter her. "It's ripping my ass open," she complained, still nuzzling Mark's son's testicle.
"Quick clenching dem cheeks and relax," grunted Mark. He was sweating from the strain of trying to force his cock in.
"OOOOHHH!" she moaned, her face turning red from the strain of taking his cock in her rear end. Donna licked Jerome's testicle, her tongue sliding upwards. Bill captured the image of her looking up at Jerome with a worshipful expression on her face. She kept staring at him, kissing the base of his shaft before grabbing it and stroking the base. Her ass was pushing back into Mark's thrusts. "YES!" she moaned in ecstasy, looking back at the older black man. "Fuck my ass, Mr. Stanford." Mark squeezed her ass cheeks together, forcing his cock deep, slowly pumping his cock in and out.
Jerome grabbed her head pulling her lips back up to the head of his shaft. He pushed his cock back in her mouth and down her throat. Donna began rocking back and forth as father and son fucked her ass and mouth. Bill's penis twitched in his pants. He reached in his shorts fishing his hard penis back out, pausing from snapping pictures only long enough to spit in his hand as he jerked off watching the threesome through the viewfinder.
"Suck that black cock, SLUT" growled Jerome.
"Work that white ass," added his father, giving one cheek a smack with the palm of his hand.
Yeah slut, take those black cocks, thought Bill, jerking his penis off until a little teaspoon's worth of semen squirted out of the grape-sized head. He wished he'd held off masturbating for a few minutes when the next scene unfolded before his eyes.



Mark pulled back on her hips. Jerome's cock sprang out of her mouth. She lunged for it, but Mark pulled her up until she was sitting in his lap. Jerome walked forwards on his knees, forcing his cock down towards her now exposed pussy. He lined it up just above his father cock and forced it into her pussy. "CUMMING!" she squeezed, her body thrashing between the two black men. Mark held her arms as Jerome pushed his cock deeper into her pussy.
The two men fucked her so skillfully, Bill began to wonder if they'd done this before. Donna screamed and shuddered several more times. Jerome sat back and Donna clung to him, climbing up his chest until she could kiss him. Mark rose up, fucking her ass. He seemed to be straining again. "SHIT!" he groaned. "Here it cums."
Bill stepped closer looking down with the camera. Mark's cock cleared her ass, spraying semen all over her back. Bill zoomed in on her ass hole. Her sphincter was a quarter sized hole overflowing with sperm. Even more sperm was flowing down Jerome's shaft and the camera captured the throbbing vein in the base of his cock and the son filled her pussy with his seed for a second time.
Donna slid up and off Jerome's cock and stooped between the men, grabbing both shafts and jerking the last of the sperm from their cocks. Mark came all over her tits while Jerome's blasted seed into her mouth. Bill snapped away as his wife was covered in a fountain of sperm.
Exhausted, Donna crawled over to the couch but didn't even have the strength to climb up to sit on it. She just leaned against it, breathing heavily, wads of semen sliding down her body. Mark stood and dressed. Jerome grabbed his overalls but stayed naked as he walked over to Bill. His huge floppy cock slapping from thigh to thigh.
Bill looked up from his black cock and stared Jerome in the face. "Thanks for showing me what a slut I have for a wife," he stated, truthfully.
Jerome grinned broadly. "They all turn slut once they get a taste of some black meat."
"Yeah, I can see that. Well, thanks again."
"What about my hundred bucks?"
Bill set the camera down. "Of course," he said, grumpily. "I'll get your money."
"Good," said Jerome, stepping into his pants. He waited until Bill's back was turned to pick the camera up and pull the SD card out.
I can't believe I'm paying this guy for fucking my wife, thought Bill, removing five twenties from his wallet. This guy has some nerve. Out of the corner of his eye, Donna was managing to lift herself up so she was could sit on the couch.
Mark climbed the stairs not saying anything. Jerome kept his shirt off following his father, but turned, giving Bill the thumbs up. "We'll be back next week," he said, before heading up the stairs.
Bill glanced over at his wife to see a smile spread across her face before her head fell back on the couch and she began snoring. Her face, chest, and crotch were still covered in semen while even more continued to pour from her pussy to pool on the couch.
"Slut," said Bill, shaking his head. He left her there and retrieved his camera. He intended to upload the pictures off the camera immediately. He didn't want to risk anyone else seeing them, but when he opened the side compartment there was no SD card. What the hell! He thought. For a second, he felt like an idiot not checking to see that he'd put it in, but then he remembered the pictures coming up when he connected his camera to his laptop.
So where was the card?"
**********
Mark put his empty bowl of spaghetti in the sink and went to check on his son. Jerome had been busy on their laptop and had barely eaten. "What ya doin, son?" asked Mark, coming to stand behind Jerome.
The screen was filled with pictures of Donna. "Lookin at out pictures," said Jerome. "Lil' Billy took some great shots.
Lil' Billy had indeed taken some nice shots. Mark couldn't believe how good they were. As good as any professional porn pictures Mark had ever seen. "White boy's got talent."
The screen showed Donna on all fours with Mark just entering her ass while she sucked on Jerome's testicle. Jerome looked up at him, evilly. "Let's see what the internet thinks of these. Lots of money in good interracial porn."
His hand moved the mouse over until the cursor hovered over the upload button.
His finger clicked down.
To be continued with Janice's story.
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Chapter 2: These Tits Were Made for Fucking
Beth groaned when the alarm went off and rolled on her side as David got up. "You really have to go to work?" she complained. Her thighs felt damp and her hard nipples scraped against the bed sheet.
The little sleep she'd gotten had been filled with strange dreams. In one she'd been a mannequin, dressed in last night's sexy lingerie while Titus and David stared up at her, the black man telling David how good his wife would look wearing it. In another, she was nude in a farmyard while giant black feathered roosters were chasing her around. Most of the other dreams she couldn't remember, but they were sexual and left her in a hyper-aroused state.
"Just today," answered David, meekly. "Tax season is coming up and the boss wants me to do some prep work on our bigger accounts."
"You should tell him no occasionally, it's Christmas break for god's sake. You let him boss you around too much."
"That's what bosses do, hence the name."
Beth fell back asleep while David was in the shower, but he woke her back up turning the closet light on so that he could dress. She rolled on her back, groaning in complaint, and pulled his pillow over her head. Her hand reached out for the nightstand, encountering her skin cream before finding her sleeping mask. She pulled it over her eyes and shoved the pillow aside. She heard him leave and fell back asleep. She dreamed again. This time she was a fairy dancing around a black mushroom with a bulbous helmet-shaped cap. Her nude winged body polished the stem of the large fungi until it erupted a fountain of white liquid. She quickly danced under the fountain and began ecstatically washing her body with the white liquid spores.
Beth awoke again but was groggy from lack of sleep when she felt David's heavy weight press down on the bed. She groaned in objection, wondering what he was doing as he tugged at the bed covers. He grabbed her ankle and pulled at her leg. She tried to kick out in protest, but he just grabbed her other ankle and his grip was stronger than usual. Beth groaned again and tried to turn on her side, but he held her firm. All she wanted to do was get some sleep. What the hell was David doing? He pulled her legs open and scooted forwards. She came fully awake when the large flat tongue licked up her wet slit. Beth opened her legs wider for him as the tongue began lapping at her vagina. Her sleepy groan of protest turned to moans of pleasure. This was exactly what she needed, and it had been a while since he'd gone down on her.
Beth bit her lip trying to fight it, but her hips started humping up into that lapping tongue. She reached out and grabbed handfuls of the mattress cover, her fists clenching. It was shameful the way her body was reacting to David's incredibly prehensile tongue. He'd never shown such eagerness or such skill for that matter. Big hands slipped under her thighs, grabbing, and squeezing her butt cheeks when she lifted herself off the bed. The hands moved over her hips and up her sides, the rough hands caressing her breasts. She bit her lip again when her throat started making mewling noises. Her belly was undulating, and she gave up fighting it, gasping out loud now, letting her husband know how much she was enjoying this as she moaned The hands on her breasts suddenly moved up. She cried out and came when he pinched both her hard nipples. Her entire lower body lifted into his fantastic tongue before dropping back down to the bed.
The orgasm lasted longer than any of her previous ones, helped along by the pressure on her nipples. "Wow! That was the best ever," she whispered, panting from the pleasurable exertion. David did something else unusual, he didn't stop. His right hand moved down her body and between her legs while his left index finger made little circles around her left nipple. Two thick fingers slipped between the folds of her labia and pushed deep. He started working the fingers in and out of her vagina while his tongue flickered over her protruding clitoris. What had been complete satisfaction a minute ago, turned into a growing need for another orgasm. Her hips rose into each thrust of his fingers. Another orgasm started growing from all the stimulation. Sex had never felt this good. She couldn't be mad at this man for his stupid bet or for not kicking his brother out. Everything was forgiven. She had to reward him somehow and the only thing that came to mind was for her to repay him the same way, but liberated women did not get men off with their mouths. The second orgasm came, and it was bigger than the last. She screamed this time before clamping her mouth shut to hide her embarrassment over her wanton behavior. His fingers felt better than his tongue had, they even felt longer and thicker than his penis. She collapsed back down on the mattress nearly passed out from the pleasure.
Beth came back to her senses, aware that the same tongue that had given her so much pleasure was now licking up the sides of her pubic mound. Both hands had returned to her breasts. The fingers of his right hand, on her left nipple, felt wet from her vaginal fluids. Odd that David was using his right hand when he was left-handed? Big lips planted a kiss on her bellybutton, the tip of his tongue wiggling inside and making her suck her stomach in as she gasped. His tongue licked up the top of her stomach towards her breasts. Two huge orgasms yet still her arousal came back with an almost painful need for more from his skillful ministrations. She writhed in lust beneath him as his body climbed over hers. Beth gasped in joy when the broad lips clamped down over one nipple and sucked it in. Her legs spread wide to receive her husband.
Deep down, she knew what was happening. The weight on the bed, the wrong hand, the broadness of the shoulders, plus the simple fact that this man seemed skilled at what he was doing told her this wasn't David. But the pleasure was too intense for her to make him stop and she blamed her groggy sleepy state. She did come to her senses when the large head of his penis began to push past her labia. Her vaginal lips parted wide around the head, opening wider than ever before and the shameless muscles in her vagina began trying to grip the head to pull it deep inside her. Beth's hands flew down to the strong shoulders and she pushed hard. Titus didn't budge, but she slid up the bed and away from the probing end of that thing between his legs. She quickly squeezed her thighs together.
"What gives, baby?"
Beth flicked the sleep mask off and looked in horror at the black man's rugged face hovering over her breasts. Everywhere under his broad flat nose was slick and wet from her arousal. "What are you doing?"
"Thought we'd fuck." He looked surprised that she was rejecting him like his mind couldn't comprehend being turned down. "You can't tell me that you don't want to find out what a real man's cock feels like?"
"NO! I don't want that thing in me." His eyes narrowed for a moment and the intensity of the gaze made her shiver. "I'm married to your brother for god's sake."
Titus pushed himself up off her with his arms and she used the chance to squeeze her legs closed even tighter. He slid his own legs up and straddled her thighs, his weight holding her down. "That wimp ain't no brother of mine."
Titus slid his way up her body. "What are you doing?" she asked in alarm, staring with awe and a little fear at how rampant his thirteen-inch cock looked. Half the head was wet from her vaginal fluid and the tip was dribbling precum onto her breasts. He straddled and sat on her stomach, leaning over, and grabbing her hand cream off the nightstand. "What are you doing?" she asked again.
"I gotta get off," he said, squirting lotion into both his hands and coating his shaft with it. He tossed the hand cream aside.
Beth stared at the slicked up black penis as Titus leaned forward so that the straight shaft rested on her chest. His hands were still slick with lotion when he grabbed her breast flesh. "What are you doing?" she asked again even as he squashed her breasts together with his fat black shaft wedged between them.
"I'm gonna titty fuck these big white breasts." Titus began working his hips, the well-lubricated black phallus sliding easily between her well-cushioned white breasts. "These girls are built for titty fucking."
Beth had never heard of such a thing, but then there was no telling what the perverted minds of males might conceive of to abuse women. She stared with fascination at his cock, the giant plum head thrusting forwards only to disappear into her tit flesh a moment later. There wasn't much to this and she wished he'd just hurry up and finish so that he would go away. She did like staring at his penis though and her neck was starting to hurt. She reached out and pulled a pillow under her head to prop it up so that she could keep staring at it. Surprisingly, her gaze left the slowly thrusting dark shaft instead focusing on the large black hands holding her breasts. Her breasts were a pale white and largely unblemished but for the occasional freckle. There was something captivating about the contrast of his dark skin on her pale flesh.
Beth stared at his hands, her eyes following his thumbs as he arched them up and brought both down on her nipples. His thumbs began circling her nipples, sometimes pushing them down into her tits and other times just flickering back and forth over them. Their sensitivity had her moaning almost instantly and her arousal grew again. Her hips started raising and her eyes moved back over to the thrusting black cock. Each time his cock pushed forward, her hips lifted and for the first time, Beth started picturing him kneeling between her legs pushing his huge cock inside her needy pussy.
His cock shot up so far, she jerked her head back, feeling the tip scrape her lips. It came forward again, a spattering of precum coating her lips. She reached up and grabbed his arms trying to pull him back, but he was too strong, and his cock kept hitting her mouth. She kept it tightly closed lest she taste his vulgar seed. The head was hitting her lips a little harder now, smashing them against her teeth. Beth moved her hands up his arms, noticing how bulging and hard his incredible biceps felt before she moved her hands over to his chest and tried to push him back. Instead, she encountered a hard-muscular chest as solid as a brick wall. Once again, her eyes were drawn to the contrast of her small white hands against his solid black manly chest. Instead of trying to push him off, her hands slid across his chest, examining the lines of his muscles so different from David's chest. Titus chuckled, and she jerked her hands off him in shame at her behavior. Her hands stopped just above her breasts. Titus nodded down to her, "You hold them together," he ordered.
Beth eagerly obeyed. Anything to stop his ministrations on her sexually charged nipples. When he stopped though, she found she missed the sensations and her own fingers replaced his, pinching and squeezing her erect nipples while she stared at his penis. Her hips continued to lift with each thrust of his cock. A cock that looked even bigger and more swollen then it had a short time ago. She stared at it hardly noticing Titus turn his body slightly reaching behind him until she felt his finger on her swollen clit. She jerked in surprise, moaning, her lips parting enough that his urethra pushed between them squirting precum into her mouth. Titus pinched her clit and started flicking it with his finger just as he had done with her nipples. Her mouth opened wider as she cried out in pleasure. This time half of the rounded tip of his cock pushed past her lips, a jet of precum shooting across her tongue. Beth was horrified, but it was nothing compared to the horror that came next. Titus' finger left her clit and she slammed her mouth shut, but then two of his fingers pushed deep into her pussy, her mouth opening wide as she cried out in pleasure and came all over his fat fingers. His cock shot forward, the entire head entering her mouth just as he came. Hot sperm filled her mouth until her cheeks bulged out. Beth was forced to swallow it, gulping his hot seed down her throat and into her belly. Disgusting, but the taste wasn't that bad at all.
Titus cock retreated, shooting a wave of sperm over her face, more falling into her open mouth. Her vaginal muscles suddenly clamped down around Titus' fingers as she came again. This time when his cock shot forward, the head stayed in her mouth, pumping several more cheek bulging loads of semen into her mouth. She swallowed it with less reluctance this time, but she still didn't want his seed in her mouth. Beth reached out to grab his shaft, struggling to pull it away from her mouth, but he pressed forwards every time she pushed it back which served to jerk more spunk out of his cock and into her mouth. She swallowed several more mouthfuls not realizing that he had quit thrusting his cock through her hands, yet she was still jerking all the cum from his shaft as she suckled on the head of his cock like she was craving his hot repulsive seed. Then much to Beth's shame, her tongue licked over the head of his black cock to get the last pearl of his delicious cum dripping off the tip. When Beth realized what she'd done, she did yank his cock from her mouth and turned her head sideways sickened with herself.
Titus gave her clit a final pinch and lifted his weight from her stomach. He slid backward. Beth thought he was getting off her, but instead, he moved backward and worked his way between her legs. He smacked his huge floppy cock down against her pelvic mound several times hard enough that it stung her. Beth winced and looked back down her body. His cock started hardening again with each smack much to her shock. He scooted back some more and started bending the now rampant shaft back towards her vagina, lining the head up for penetration.
Beth came to her senses just as he thrust his cock forwards. Instead of pushing into her vagina, it encountered the back of her hand. "Hey what gives?" he asked wincing a little as it had been a hard thrust.
"Get out," she ordered.
"You don't want to fuck?"
"No, you pompous ass," she growled, pulling up and sliding over to the edge of the bed. "Get it through your empty head that I do not want to fuck you. I don't even like you. Now get out of my bedroom." His look of stunned disbelief stunned her. This man wasn't used to rejection. "We are never going to have sex, Titus," she said slower and calmer, spacing her words out like she was speaking to a child.
"You don't want this?" he asked, grabbing her hand, and putting it on his shaft before she could yank it back.
"Oh!" she gasped, her body trembling. It was sticking straight out from his body fully hard and ready for another round. She squeezed it tightly, so thick and hard, hot and pulsing with power.
"It wants you, Beth. It wants you real bad."
"Well, I don't want it. Your thing disgusts me."
His dark eyes roamed down her body. "I've never seen a body like yours, tits, ass, legs, you're damn near perfect. That body is built for servicing big cock."
She looked up his chest and into his eyes. She fought to keep herself from trembling. Until now, David was the only man to see her nude body and even he had never seen her this hyper-aroused. "My body is perfectly happy with David's little peni.. my husband's small... tiny penis is perfectly adequate for my needs." Damn Titus and his big black cock for making her all flustered.
"Bull shit bitch!" He snorted. "I seen the look in your eyes when you stare at my cock."
"Get out."
"Suit yo self, but since you got it all hard again, how about another hand job?"
"No, I want nothing to do with your big black cock... I mean I don't want to ever see your huge penis ever again or you for that matter."
"Then maybe you should let it go."
Beth looked down at her hand, gliding up and down the thick shaft. Her arm had several sticky wads on it from where his thing had shot little jets of precum. A part of her wanted to fall down to her knees before her black brother-in-law, jerk him off again, and aim his spurting black cock to cover her with his seed before guiding it back into her mouth so that she could swallow more of his disgusting cum, so repulsive yet so rich and delicious. Instead, she let go and yanked her hand back, leaving his cock bobbing and weaving. "Get out or I'm calling David."
Titus threw his hands up. "Don't do that," he begged. "Please don't tell David. He might hurt me."
Beth realized he was teasing her, but he did turn around and head for the door. Her eyes stared at the giant cock until it disappeared. She didn't even notice him pick his phone up off the dresser where it was aimed at the bed. "Nigger," she whispered when he was gone. She ran to the door and locked it.
Beth turned leaning on the door and fighting back tears. She'd always felt that crying was a weakness of women. Instead, she brought her hand up to her face and bit her knuckle, her anger growing. She was madder at herself and her body's reaction to Titus then at the black man himself. Seconds later, porn music came back on from the guest room and she could hear Titus grunting.
Beth shivered, picturing him lying in bed masturbating himself just a couple of dozen feet from her. She pictured him cumming. His huge cock blowing out sperm like a fire hose. She could even smell his semen then remembered her face was covered in it and it was starting to dry. She took her knuckle out of her mouth and absentmindedly licked a large glob of his precum off her arm before heading to her bathroom.
Beth showered and washed but soon found herself masturbating again. She squeezed her hardened nipple almost painfully as she angrily fingered herself her mind filled with images of Titus and his huge cock. She came, moaning loudly, hoping he couldn't hear her in his room. Her anger at herself wavered and she redirected it, not towards Titus, but towards her husband.
Why couldn't he have been the brother to inherit the big cock?



            

  
    The Unwanted Houseguest Rebooted 03
  
  The Unwanted Houseguest Rebooted 03

            Beth loses another bet with Titus.

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/the-unwanted-houseguest-rebooted-03

Title: The Unwanted Houseguest Rebooted 03

Author: Stormbringer

Category: Interracial Love

Description: Beth loses another bet with Titus.

Tags: bit tits, brother-in-law, cheating wife, lost bet, interracial, oral sex

Series: The Unwanted Houseguest


Chapter 3: Pool on New Year's Eve.
***
"Are you ready yet?" yelled David from the bottom of the stairs.
"Ten more minutes," yelled Beth back.
"That's what you said ten min... oh never mind."
Beth smiled. She was looking forward to a night out and uncharacteristically for her, she decided to show off a little. Beth stood before her mirror in her underwear, plain white Walmart bra, and panties. She reached out and grabbed the little black dress. It shimmered in the light. She pulled it on over her head and reached behind her to zip up the back. She stepped into her heels and posed sideways. The dress was standard garb for New Year's Eve, but not something she'd ever worn before. It showed more cleavage than anything she'd worn previously, and the hem was shorter than even her shorts. It stopped mid-thigh where all her other dresses covered her knees.
Beth leaned forwards and applied her makeup. She was a natural beauty and any sort of cosmetic was a rarity for her. She applied her lipstick then set it down. She'd already done her hair, curling it, the brown strands falling to the tops of her breasts. She looked stunning and was glad none of her college feminism professors could see her now. One of them, Ms. Dykstra didn't even believe women should shave their legs, let alone wear makeup and dress up for male oppressors. Beth thought she looked good and was dressing up for herself but knew a lot of male eyes would be checking her out and Titus would be one of them.
Titus! Beth flushed with shame just thinking of him. The last week had been quiet and she'd seen little of the black brute. She'd had to work every day at the restaurant and David had been home all week visiting her at the diner for lunch. Titus hadn't been around much, not even sleeping in his room most nights, but only stopping for a change of clothes. She was glad, not wanting him around after what had happened and especially the way her body responded to his presence. Her nipples would swell every time she saw him, and her inner thighs would get damp. It was happening now, just thinking about him. "Damn," she muttered, as her nipples and even the outline of her areola became visible under the dress. The sooner he left town, the better even if he was giving them free drinks tonight.
They were still struggling to make the mortgage payment since Titus had taken half of it during the poker game last week. That was why Beth had given up several days of her holiday vacation to work some extra wait shifts at her job this week. David was putting dinner on his credit card but staying out until midnight and getting drunk was out of the question until Titus promised he'd hook them up with free drinks at the club.
"Beth, we have reservations... OH WOW!"
"Sorry, I took so long dear," she replied smiling. Beth took the railing and began descending the stairs while her husband stared entranced up at her. His mouth was hanging open.
"WOW! All is forgiven. I don't care if we're late. WOW!"
"I take it you like?"
"Me like," he answered nodding like an idiot. "I can't believe I'm married to the hottest woman in Miami." David totally meant it despite Miami being second only to New York when it came to the number of modeling agencies in the city. Hell, a large section of Miami Beach was filled with topless beautiful women sunbathing nearly every day.
"Now David, please don't sexually objectify women," she said. He nodded, looking embarrassed. Beth hated seeing all the female models in their skimpy bikinis posing for photographers on the beach and it was a constant sight. "Even if it is true," she added, and David brightened up. "You look quite dashing yourself."
David straightened his tie and froze with one eyebrow raised like a male model. He was a decent looking man with an average build but also an ever-growing paunch. He did look good in a suit. David reached out and took her arm. "My lady, your carriage awaits."
Dinner was fantastic and even though it cost more than David should have spent, she refrained from chiding him for it. They enjoyed each other's company so well, that Beth actually started to look forward to a little New Year's sex that evening. It has been a couple of weeks since they'd been intimate just after her period when she often found herself horny. Christmas night sex was a tradition, but Titus had ruined that. Beth had been hornier than usual, but David had been unreceptive to her advances. He'd yanked his penis from her hand one night when she'd reached over to fondle it. It hadn't shown any signs of swelling either. She strongly suspected his mind kept seeing the same hand jerking off his brother's giant black cock. Hopefully, a little booze would get him to loosen up and forget the incident with Titus. She sipped her wine and thought of the fun they might have later that evening, but her mind kept picturing David with a penis as big as his brother's. She frowned unable to even picture her husband's small penis in her mind and the big penis rising out of David's crotch was always black.
The club parking lot was already crowded. "What say we just have one drink and then head home?" she said. Beth didn't care for the bigger clubs. She preferred her bars quieter and more intimate. "We can snuggle up on the couch and watch the ball drop on TV."
"I'm cool with that," said David, "but we shouldn't let free drinks go to waste."
Club Climax was big and crowded and not what Beth or David was used too. There were four different bars and string bikini-clad women selling beer from large coolers scattered about. The dance floor was crowded with young people having fun and lots of lights. Titus was at a back bar already busy filling drink orders. An attractive woman was bartending with him. She wore a tight half top that left her flat belly bare and when she turned her back had some sort of tribal tramp stamp. Beth rolled her eyes when she caught David checking the girl's stomach out. He had a belly button fetish and found any outfit that showed off a woman's navel sexy. The female bartender's bellybutton was pierced with a black spade pin.
Beth turned to punch her husband on the shoulder but found he had turned his attention to another woman. This woman was dressed like Beth in a sequined black dress only hers was sluttier and like the bartender, her belly was on display. Her skirt was a little shorter too. The woman was lovely, but a little chubby. Her belly was flat but curvy. If she'd been seated there would be flesh rolls on her stomach, but standing she looked sexy. Her navel was pierced with a diamond stud. Her face was gorgeous if rounded with eye-catching naturally red hair that fell halfway down her back. Her skin was pale like most redheads. Her breasts were enormous, G or GG Beth guessed, and her rear end was quite plump.
She turned and leaned over the bar, her tits practically falling out as she talked to Titus.
The next thing that happened shocked both David and Beth. Titus reached under the bar and handed her a jewelry box. He removed the top and the girl squealed in joy. "Did he just propose?" asked Beth.
"Maybe?" replied David, confused. The woman was stretching over the bar and hugging the giant black man. The skirt had ridden up her thighs and it looked like her butt cheeks might pop out.
"Good to see you, bro," said Titus, pulling back from the woman. She sat down on a stool while Titus came down to them. "What can I get you?"
"Just a couple beers," said David.
"Want some shots?"
"No thanks. We may not stay long," said David. "It's not our scene."
Titus popped off the tops on a couple of beers and left to wait on someone else. David handed Beth a beer and she quickly pointed to a booth that had miraculously opened up. They quickly took it and sat down across from each other. They tried to continue their conversation from dinner but had to shout over the noise and were soon interrupted.
"Hi guys, I'm Ashley," said the woman that had been hugging Titus earlier. She sat down a tray with three shots on it. "Shots of Jaeger," she said drawing it out and scooting in beside David much to his surprise. She sat the box Titus had given her on the table and passed out the shots. "Cheers," she cried holding hers up. They clinked their glasses together and swallowed them down.
"Friend of Titus'? asked Beth.
"Yeah, we met here a couple of days ago." She suddenly put her arm around David and leaned into him. "Are you really his brother? You two don't look alike."
"Same mom, different dads," said David.
Ashley's eyes flickered down to his lap and then back up. She withdrew her arm. "So, you're David and you're..."
"Beth," replied Beth. "No offense Ashley, but you don't look old enough to be in here."
Ashely leaned forwards, "Sssshh! Don't tell anyone, but I'm only nineteen. T-Dawg got me in." She nodded towards Titus.
"And what do you do Ash?" asked David. "You look familiar."
"I'm a model."
"You're a model?" asked Beth.
"Yeah, I do plus sized shoots. They're becoming more popular and it keeps me busy. What do you do?"
"Accountant," answered David.
"And you?" asked Ashley.
"Waitress," replied Beth. "You get a lot of work?"
"Yeah tons," said Ash. "Made 300,000 this year. Got more work lined up for next year too."
David choked on his beer. "Wow!" he exclaimed, still coughing.
"Lots of work for a plus size model if you got nice skin and look good in a bikini,' said Ashley nodding. "Well, I need a beer," she said, standing up. "Be right back."
Beth's eyes flickered down to the jewelry box. She wanted to know what was in it and she wanted to know badly. BBC Lover's Boutique, Miami, was on the lid. She wondered if she could take a quick peek. Her eyes moved up to David's and found him staring after Ashley. "You really find that attractive?"
"Well yes," he replied. "She's not the hot fox you are dear, but that there is a lot of woman."
"You don't think she's fat?"
"No, she's got some jiggle is all and in all the right places. Her thighs are a little plump. But the rest of her looks amazing and she's absolutely lovely."
"Hmm, still looks a little heavy to me," said Beth. Every male eye around Ashley was on her. A couple good looking young men even tried to talk to her.
"You know Beth, you really shouldn't objectify women," said David repeating one of his wife's favorite lines. She gave him a glare back. "Men like all types of women. A woman with jiggle is as sexy as hell. Frankly, I find Victoria's Secret models to be a little scrawny. Now you my love, are perfect."
"Hi guys, got some more beers and some more shots." Ashley sat another tray on the table.
David reached out for a shot of Jaeger, his eyes on her sexy belly. He handed it to his wife. The three clinked glasses together and downed the dark liquid.
"So, Ashley, what do you got there?" asked Beth, nodding towards the box.
The young model reached down and opened the box. Both David and Beth leaned over to look in. It wasn't an engagement ring, but a black spade pin almost like the female bartender was wearing. "Isn't it awesome," said the young woman.
"Nice," said Beth, "but honestly, I like the diamond better."
"David, can you give me a hand with these?" asked Ashley.
"Wh-what?" he asked, eyes wide.
Ashley stood at the end of the booth so that David was staring right at her stomach. He fought not to stare at it. "Take the diamond out for me," said Ash, working on the pin with the spade. David gulped, his hands shook a little as he reached out towards her navel. He could feel his wife's eyes glaring at him. David unscrewed the top of the pin through a flap of skin above Ashley's navel.
Beth frowned. She could not understand his fascination with women's stomachs. He liked to plant kisses on her belly when he could, and his eyes always glanced at any woman with her navel showing though he tried to hide it. He'd tried to no avail to get her to wear half-shirts or bikinis with low cut panties. She didn't consider her bathing suit a bikini, though it was a two piece. The bottom just covered her navel and the top was more of a sports bra. David hated it though she looked amazing in anything.
Ashley handed him the spade pin. David tried to put Titus's gift through her piercing, but he must have stabbed her. "I got it," said Ashley, sucking her belly in away from the pin. She reached down and skillfully slid the pin through.
"That's sexy as hell...OW!" David jumped as Beth kicked him under the table.
"I love it," said Ash, framing her navel between her hands.
"What's the Q?" asked Beth.
The new pin was a dangler. There was a black ball where the piercing went in and then a chain that dangled over her belly button so that you could see her navel where the diamond had filled it. Just under her navel was a white circle with a black Q centered in it. Another chain ended in the black spade. The bartender's pin had just been a black spade filling her navel. "Q for queen," explained Ashely. "Queen of spades! Whooo! Shots to celebrate." She turned and ran off to the bar.
David watched her plump bottom shaking as she walked to the bar, leaned over it and gave Titus a big kiss. "I'll buy you a new car if you get that exact same piercing," said David. Ashely stepped back and framed her belly for Titus. He nodded his approval. David thought a young man was eyeballing Ashley up, approaching her with two drinks in his hands, but he looked at her piercing then at the bartender and kept walking.
"I'm not getting my belly button pierced," stated Beth. "Here comes the teenager with more drinks. You'd better slow down or you won't be driving home."
"Whoo Hoo! Sex on the beach shooters Y'all!" Ashley sat them down and slid in beside David.
"I think we're past the point of me driving us home," said David, clinking shots with Beth and Ashley.
"So Y'all dance?" asked the model.
"I'm not much of a dancer," said David.
"You and me then gurl." Ashely stood and grabbed Beth's wrist before she could object.
David watched both their asses this time as they walked out to the crowded dance floor. He grabbed his beer and followed them when they disappeared into the crowd. He silently sipped his beer watching the two women. Ashely was loose and wild, shaking her voluptuous body like a pro. Beth was more reserved, but much to David's surprise, his wife tried to emulate the younger woman. He smiled, picturing himself in a sexy threesome with the two hot women.
David quickly lost his dislike of dancing when nearly half a dozen male dancers began to surround the two women. Ashley threw her arms around one and started close dancing. Another guy grabbed Beth's hips and tried to pull her rear end into his crotch, but the prudish loyal wife pulled away. David quickly inserted himself into the mix and started dancing with his wife. Beth was so delighted she started dirty dancing a little, grinding her rear into his crotch until he got a little stiffy. Drunk Beth was a delight! David became the center of attention when Ashley left one of her admirers and came in behind him. David found himself in the center of a hot babe sandwich and he loved every minute of it.
David and Beth had to rest for a bit and returned to their booth. He got them a couple more beers and Titus assured them that he would drive everyone home and he could leave his bike here. David walked back with the two beers, looking out to the dance floor for Ashley.
"You like the little slut don't you?" asked Beth.
He saw Ashely. She was now the sandwich between two black men. The men had their shirts off and their muscular chests glistened with sweat. One's sweaty stomach was rubbing against Ashley's sexy belly. "No," he replied a little crestfallen. He sat down in the booth. "After all, she is with Titus."
"No accounting for taste." Beth took a sip of her beer, suddenly hating the woman.
"She is fun though." David sighed. His good mood gone. "What can she possibly see in that big asshole?"
Beth thought of his huge cock sticking out under his muscular chest and stomach, gliding between her breasts, the head entering her mouth, filling it with his seed. "I've no idea," she responded, repressing a shiver. Her good mood was gone too.
David flashed his wife a wry smile and downed his beer. He checked her beer to see if she needed another one. She was holding it. Her slim white hand wrapped around the brown bottle. It was as thick as "the thing" between his brother's legs. He saw her hand holding Titus' monster cock, jerking it off.
David repressed his own shiver as he remembered the thing hosing his wife down with that nigger's seed.
"Whoo hoo, more shots," Ashley sat a tray before them and slid in beside David.
"Last shots, okay?" David was already feeling a little sick from looking at his wife's hand on the beer bottle. He'd been looking forward to an intimate night, but his penis had suddenly withdrawn into his scrotum.
"Party pooper. I'm going all night." Ashley held the shot glass out and the Shorthoses raised theirs up to hers. "How about you Beth? Don't tell me you're done too?"
"I'm done," replied Beth. "David and I will stick with beer."
"Well, you're not done dancing? Titus won't get off until close to 1:00 am.
"Dancing sounds good," replied Beth thinking she could burn off some of the alcohol.
"Hey, guys, ten minutes to go."
They sat and watched the clock countdown. The bubbly vivacious young beauty soon had their moods improving. Taste in men notwithstanding, it was hard to be in a bad mood around her. "Let's go see Titus," said Ashley with two minutes to go.
Titus grinned as they approached, pouring four glasses of champagne in front of him. The crowd started yelling.
10..9..8..7..6..5..4..3..2..1.. HAPPY NEW YEAR!
Beth leaned into David and gave her husband a smack on the lips. "I love you," she told him, taking a sip from her glass.
"I love you too," he replied.
Ashley was still leaning over the bar, her enormous breasts practically falling out of her top, lips locked with Titus. They separated. David reached across the bar and shook hands with his half-brother, pushing his dislike aside caught up in the moment. New Year's new beginnings. Ashely hugged Beth and kissed her cheek. Ashley turned and gave David a kiss on the lips. Titus leaned over the bar to kiss Beth. She wrinkled her nose, but leaned up, trying to kiss him on the cheek. Instead, Titus grabbed the back of her head and pulled her lips down upon his, his tongue pushing into her mouth. Aghast, Beth tried to push his tongue out with her own, their tongues dueling against each other until he released the back of her head so that she could pull away. Her breathing was heavy, and she felt her cheeks flushing. Her nipples had popped out and her panties felt damp. She threw him an angry glare and turned towards David who was clinking glasses with Ashley and not paying attention.
"Whose up for dancing?" asked Beth, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand.
"I'm exhausted," said David. "How long until you can take us home?" he asked the big black man.
Titus slid three more beers across to them. "At least 90 minutes."
"Damn, that's late," said David. He was swaying now on his feet, but he took the beer.
"SHOTS!" yelled Ashley. "TEQUILA!"
"Last time okay," said Beth.
"Don't sweat it," said Ashely. "We'll dance it off."
The three threw back the tequila Titus poured for them. "Come on girlfriend," said Ash, pulling Beth towards the dance floor. David headed back to the booth.
Beth enjoyed the dancing and it did help sweat out some of the booze. Ashely danced a little too close to her for her comfort throwing her arm around Beth's neck. It wasn't long before one of the black men returned and Ashely moved away to dance with him. Beth felt hands on her hips. She smiled thinking David had rejoined her and shook her rear end back into his crotch. He pulled her hard against his bulge. It swelled when she wiggled her ass against it and it felt much larger then David's penis. Beth pulled away, but her companion just spun her around and pulled her tight into him. She found herself looking up into the eyes of the other black man from earlier. His erection was pushing into her belly as he stared back into her eyes. His hands slid down from her hips and around to squeeze her butt cheeks. He bent his head and parted his lips to kiss her.



Beth put her hand on his chest and pushed him back. He released her, looking somewhat surprised. "Thanks for the dance, but I have to get back to my husband," she told him.
Beth found David half asleep. His eyes were lidded and he was resting his elbow on the table. "Wake up sleepy," she said. He sat up, yawning. "Don't you dare conk out on me. I want to have some fun when we get home."
That woke David up some. "I'll see if Titus is almost ready."
"Almost," was Titus' answer while he pulled some beer glasses out of the dishwasher. "Let me get your tab and you can settle up."
"Tab?" asked David, confused.
Titus slid it across to him. "Yeah, here you go."
David looked down at the receipt. "This can't be right. It's $380! I can't pay that. I thought you were hooking us up..."
Titus reached over and grabbed David's shirt and tie, pulling him roughly so that he was leaning over the bar. "Don't fuck with me, asshole. Why the fuck did you buy all those shots if you couldn't afford it. I'm gonna kick yo mutha fuckin little white boy ass."
"B-b-but Titus? You said you'd cover the tab." David had gone white and his legs felt weak.
Titus' grip on the shirt tightened and his lips curled up into an angry scowl. "Yeah, I did. Must have forgot." His scowl turned to a grin and he released his brother. "Just fuckin with ya bro," he explained, ripping up the tab.
"Ah," replied David, his hands were shaking. "Good one."
"Here's your tips, Titan," said the female bartender handing Titus a wad of cash.
"Thanks, babe." Titus took the cash and pocketed it. He grabbed the girl on the hips and pulled her in for a deep kiss. David watched her literally melt into him as he kissed her. "Happy new year," said Titus when he broke the kiss.
"Happy new year," she replied, licking her lips. David hardly noticed. His eyes were focused on her nipples which had suddenly turned very prominent while kissing the black man. Her eyes wandered down the big black man's muscular body lustfully. "Wish I wasn't working all night," she said before turning away to wait on some customers.
"Hey," said Ashley coming up to the bar with the two black men. "Can I get a last round of shots, Titus. She looked at the men, both were fit and handsome. "How about Jaeger, I like my drinks dark like I like my men."
"This hot thang wit you bro?" asked one of the men.
"Yeah," replied Titus. "But I'm heading out West soon. Ashley give both my homies here your number."
"Good idea," she said, holding up the shot. "CHEERS!" They threw back their drinks. "Let me have your cells and I'll put my number in for you."
David watched her enter her number into their phones and kiss both men. "I'll get Beth," he told Titus, returning to the booth.
Soon they were on their way home with Beth and David in the backseat. Ashely stuck her head out the window in the front seat. "HAPPY NEW YEAR," she yelled at some people walking down Collins Avenue. "I want to party all night. HEY YOU! HAPPY NEW YEAR!"
"HAPPY NEW YEAR," many yelled back.
"I'll keep you up all night," said Titus, grinning.
"And I'll keep you up all night," she replied, sliding over and kissing him. He turned to kiss her back.
"Whoa, eyes on the road," cried David. He noticed Titus had his arm around the young girl and was squeezing one of her big breasts.
Titus turned onto their street 30 minutes later and hit the garage door button on the car. The Shorthoses had a two-car garage and the door went up. Beth's car was on one side. "Hey, a pool table!" said Ashley, seeing the pool table they kept in the garage. "Can we play?"
"Sure babe," said Titus. He parked the car behind Beth's in the driveway and the foursome got out. "We'll play couples. Beth fetch us some beer."
Beth glared at him but didn't want to seem bitchy to Ashley so she went and got everyone some beer.
She returned just as David broke the racked balls. "Nice break, honey," she said. He smiled back satisfied with himself.
Titus played well, but Ashely wasn't very good. David sank most of the balls and finished with the eight. "One more game?" said Ash. She was swaying on her feet and her eyes were lidded. "Can I break?"
Ashely's break barely moved the balls. She went over to sit down on a cushioned love seat near David's tool rack. David sank a ball and missed the next one. He rubbed his eyes. They were bloodshot, and he was swaying a little. Titus put a few balls in as did Beth. "Your turn, babe," the black giant told the young woman. Ashely was spread-eagled on the couch fast asleep, legs spread in an unladylike way.
"So much for staying up all night."
"Amateur," snorted David.
Titus took her shot and sank all his balls but missed on the eight. Beth picked up the remaining balls and won the game. "I'd better put her to bed," said Titus.
"We should all call it quits," suggested Beth. David nodded.
"One more game," said Titus. "I'll be right back." He walked over to the couch and effortlessly lifted Ashley in his arms.
Beth watched her husband swaying on his feet. "You sure you're up for another game?" she asked.
David sat down heavily on the couch. "No," he answered, "but it looks like I finally found something I can beat Titus at." His words were slurred as he spoke. He had some other drunken traits such as holding his head down on his chest and the more he drank, the wetter his lower lip got until it started sticking out. He was doing both at the moment.
"Well don't pass out on me, I want to break in the new year right." Beth leaned in and kissed him.
"Whoa there, get a room," said Titus returning with three more beers in his hand and a tray with 2 shots of vodka on it.
"Oh god, no more," said David staring at the shots.
"Don't wimp out on me, pussy," said Titus. "I wanted to share a drink with my brother."
"Easy for you to say," replied David. "You haven't been drinking all night." He took the shot anyway while Beth looked on with disapproval.
"To my brother David. Thanks for putting up with me both when we were younger and letting me stay with you this winter."
"Only because mom asked," said David. He wanted to add that Titus hadn't been a bother, but that was a lie.
"Well, as Ben Franklin said, "Guests, like fish, began to smell after three days."
David snorted. The black man looked like a big dumb brute, but he was exceptionally smart and well read. "What does a fish smell like after three months then?"
"Touché! Here's to you, bro," said Titus clinking shot glasses with David and tossing the drink back.
David wheezed and shook his head for a moment. "Alright, my break."
Beth decided to sit this one out. She sat down on a bar stool they kept around the pool table. David leaned over the table, lining up with the cue, and sent the white ball into a side pocket missing the break entirely. He collapsed over the table, gasping for air. "I think it's bedtime then," said Beth. She stood and helped David up. "See you in the morning, Titus."
"Hold on. We got a game to finish. You can take over for yo husband."
Beth grimaced. She didn't really want to spend any time alone with the arrogant pig even before the events of Christmas night and the next morning. On the other hand, all the drinking and dancing had energized her, and she wasn't the least bit sleepy. Plus, she was actually very good at billiards and the thought of a woman put the arrogant black man in his place would be a good start to the year for her. "Alright, one more game. Let me put David to bed."
"Want me to carry him up?"
"No, I'll manage." Beth led her drunk husband to the stairs and helped him climb up to the bedroom. He stumbled enough that she wished she'd taken Titus up on the offer. She laid David out on the bed, pulling the tie off and loosening his shirt. She left him dressed but pulled his shoes off.
Beth left her bedroom and passed by the guest room. She glanced in as she passed and then took a couple of steps back to look back at what she'd seen. Ashley was laying on her back on the bed. Titus had removed her dress and left her in her bra and panty. They were very sheer and sexy, displaying the nipples and her wispy red pubes beneath the black material. The bra was too small and her breasts were practically falling out of the cups. "I see it now," she mumbled in admiration, realizing how attractive the young woman really was and why men liked a voluptuous body type. Ashley looked good and was worth 300 grand a year.
Beth returned to the garage to see Titus pouring some vodka into a shot glass for her. "I think I've had enough." She stared at the tray. There were six glasses. Three in front of him already filled. He filled her last shot glass. "One maybe, but three?"
"Come on lightweight," he snorted, handing her the first glass. "I gotta lot of catchin up to do and I don't want to drink alone."
"Since when?" she replied. She took the glass and threw it back. Beth gasped and shook her head to clear it. Her slight buzz turned her drunk quickly after that.
"Women can't hold their drinks like a man can," he said.
"Screw you." Beth picked up the next glass. "I outlasted David, didn't I?" She held the glass up.
"Correction, women can't hold their drinks like a REAL man can. Salute"
"Cheers," she answered, swallowing the vodka. This time she wheezed and coughed. "Whew, no more. I'm basically just a wine drinker." She patted her chest.
Titus sat the tray down. "You can break," he told her. Titus watched her lean over the end of the table. Her cleavage growing as her dress hung down. Beth's great ass thrust out behind her. Her legs looked great in the heels too. "Care to make this interesting?"
"A bet?" she said, straightening up and raising an eyebrow at him. "What did you have in mind?"
"Well, it looks like my date is out for the evening, so how about another hand job, I'm assuming you don't want to completely fill in for her tonight as my fuck toy."
"Fuck you, Titus."
"That a yes?"
"Yes, I mean no, that's not a yes," she said, angrily. Damn him! He'd put the thought in her mind again. Her kneeling before him, pumping that giant black cock in her hands. Her nipples had popped out again and she swore she could feel them throbbing with blood. "I want nothing to do with your big cock... your big penis... I mean "that thing" between your legs."
"Sorry, didn't mean to make you all flustered."
"I'm flot nustered," she growled. "I mean flustered. It's the booze talking asshole."
"What about strip billiards then?" he asked. Her eyes narrowed at him. "We remove an item of clothing for each ball the other sinks."
Beth's vagina dripped at the thought of seeing his cock again. It wasn't just her body reacting either, her mind wanted to see it again, she just didn't want to touch it. "Why would I want to do that?"
Titus reached in his pocket and pulled out the wad of cash. "If you win, I'll pay your entire mortgage as my rent this month."
"Hmmm," she thought about it but knew it was a bad idea. Still, she was good at pool and the thought of her running the game, standing clothed before an embarrassed and humiliated naked Titus made her smile. "What about the garage door?"
"Screw it, no one's out this time of night and we need the breeze.
"Alright then, deal." Beth glanced out on the street. One neighbor's house was dark. The other didn't even have cars in the driveway and she assumed they weren't home. She leaned over and broke the rack. It was a good scatter, but none of the balls went in. "Damn," she muttered.
Titus stood off the stool and walked around the table examining it for the best shots and there were quite a few opportunities. He leaned over and sank a ball. "One article." He sank another with the next shot. "Two balls going deep." He narrowly missed a third shot. "Shouldn't have had that vodka," he said frowning. "That's two, baby."
Beth gulped. She kicked off her heels and stood up. She examined the table. Beth sank two balls in quick succession. "Looks like I can go two balls deep too," she replied and wondered why Titus appeared to find that amusing. He was wearing Docksides which he kicked off leaving him barefoot. She'd never noticed how big his feet were, like freaking sasquatch feet. Beth put another ball in and turned to Titus with a triumphant grin. He shrugged and grabbed the hem of his shirt, slowly pulling it up and off revealing his hard stomach, abs, and then his broad chest. She might hate this man, but his physique sure was impressive. Not that she was one of those that liked muscle men. She bent to make another shot and the shirtless Titus walked around to watch her. She glanced at his chest again and...missed.
"Bam!" he said, hitting and sinking a ball. "Bam!" he said triumphantly when the second went in.
Beth reached up and removed her earrings. "Hey, no jewelry," he complained.
"It counts," she said, setting her earrings on the side of the pool table.
His dark eyes roamed her body. She wasn't wearing a necklace, no watch, and no rings other than her wedding ring. "Wedding ring doesn't count then."
"Fine, I promised never to remove it anyway." After that, Titus turned and sank another ball. Beth stared at it in dismay. Up until now, she hadn't really considered losing was a possibility. She reached behind her and unzipped the back of her dress, but before pulling it off, she walked over to the tray and threw back her last shot of vodka. "Whewwww," she said drawing it out and shaking her head. The liquid courage traversed and warmed her body. Beth turned away from the staring black man. She didn't want to look like she was stripping for him, so she let him stare at her back as she slipped out of the dress.
Titus saw that he didn't have any more shots, so he cheated. He reached out and tapped his stick on the table while dropping one of his balls in a pocket. "And there's another," he said as she was turning around. Beth stared in horror at first him before glancing out the open garage. She turned around again. Her hands fumbled with the hook in the back of her bra. "Let me get that," said Titus. His hand grabbed the straps of her bra. "This bra is hideous," he said. "Sexy women should wear sexy lingerie." He unhooked the bra and stepped back.
"Thank y..." she started to say, then stopped realizing she was thanking him for making her topless. Beth was naked except for her panty. "A there's nothing wrong with my underwear." Red-faced, she walked around the table while he was deciding on his next shot.
"They're rather plain."
"They're practical," she responded.
"I see, they're a hand me down from yo grandma." He bent down and aligned the stick. Beth looked concerned at the shot he had lined up. It wasn't easy, but it was doable. She hated women who used their bodies to manipulate men and she hated herself at that moment. She leaned down and noticed his attention raise from the ball to her large dangling breasts. He shot and... scratched. "FUCK!"
Beth smirked. She walked around the table. She had four to go to his one. His eyes were on her breasts the whole time and she felt her nipples harden even further until they physically ached reaching their full puffed out inch in length. Beth bent down, rear thrust out, nipples scraping the green felt on the table which sent spasms of pleasure straight to her vagina. She sank a ball.
Titus didn't turn away when he unbuttoned his shorts. In fact, he was kind of slow pulling his zipper down. He opened the shorts. She stared at his crotch as he let his shorts fall down. The "thing" in her husband's brother's pants was swollen with blood, but not erect. His underwear was stretched out so tightly she could make out the veins on his big penis. She tore her eyes away from it, wondering why it fascinated her so much. Titus walked around the table lining the bulging white underwear up with her next shot. She stared at it behind her last ball. She grimaced when she totally blew the shot. "Well played, she thought.
Beth watched in horror as Titus scanned the table for the right shot to sink his last ball. He called the shot, a bank into the corner pocket. She hated doing it, but... "Darn, this Miami humidity has my nipples really hard," she said. This time she hefted her breasts and pinched both her nipples while staring concernedly at them. Even Beth was shocked, by how much that triggered spasms of arousal in her vagina. Her crotch was contracting as hard as it did when she had an orgasm.
"Fuck," hissed Titus, his stick barely moving the ball and scraping the felt.
Beth sneered and examined the table. Titus moved again. The thing straining his underwear had swelled even more. The white fabric was open at the top, his swollen cock bent, the plum sized head ready to push out to freedom at any minute. Her hands shook as she lined up a shot, the bulge beyond in her vision. She cursed herself and focused on the stick, the ball, and the hole. She shot. "Slam," she said, mimicking him. Before he could move, she snuck around the table and made her next shot. "Slam." One ball to go and... "Slam."
"Hold on, missy. I gotta pay off the bet."
Beth looked up from the table where she was lining up the eight ball. "What?" she asked, just as he flicked the front of his briefs down under his crotch. His huge cock sprang up free and then fell forward. It wasn't completely hard, maybe 11 inches, but it stuck out, bent down slightly. "Wow," she said, slapping her hand over her mouth when she realized she'd said it aloud.
Titus chuckled. "Yeah, I get that a lot."
Beth gulped. "It's growing bigger," she whispered.
"It likes it when sexy white women stare at it."
Beth turned her head away from the elephant in the room or more accurately the elephant's trunk in the room. No matter how many times she saw "that thing", she'd never get used to its immense size. "Let's finish this game." She focused on the table. The eight ball was an easy shot; one she'd never miss in a hundred tries. Titus walked around the table, his cock bobbing before him. It was fully erect now. She ignored it. She shot and... Beth stood up straight totally surprised by the outcome.
"Good job," said Titus, through gritted teeth. "Fuck! Fuck!" He watched Beth walk over to the edge of the table and sweep up the money. "Fuck!" he said again.
"Good night, Titus," she told him, smiling. There'd be no extra shifts at the restaurant for her.
"Hold on there," said Titus. "I want a rematch."
"I don't think so. David and I need the money."
He walked over to his shorts. His cock still bobbed before him seemingly disinclined to deflate. He grabbed his shorts and reached in a pocket. "I'm willing to put it all up. I made $1200 in tips tonight minus what you just took."
"Seriously! You make that kind of money and you haven't offered to pay rent before?" Beth stared at him, but he just shrugged. She looked at the wad of cash, she'd need to work more than two weeks for that kind of money. She was almost too afraid to ask. "What do you want?"
"I want a blow job."
"There's no way that's happening."
"Why the hell not? It's just a blow job and for this kind of money?"
"No!" Beth was stunned that he appeared genuinely surprised she didn't want to put his penis in her mouth. "Why is it so hard for you to understand. I don't perform oral sex. In my college feminism class, all my sisters and I vowed never to engage in that disgusting act of female submission to the patriarchy."
"Blah, blah, blah," he responded. "I bet you let David go down on your pussy, but you won't suck on Lil' Davey for him. That's just selfish."
"I'm your brother's wife? How can you even ask me to do such a thing?"
"Easy, I want your lips wrapped around my big black cock. You think you're so much better than me Beth, but let's see what you think on your knees sucking on some nigger cock. David don't need to know nothing. I don't even consider him my brother, just the white wimp I grew up with."



Beth stood staring at him speechless over his dropping of the "n" word and his feeling towards his half-brother. Her eyes roamed down from his face. His cock looked even more swollen then it had earlier almost as if it were as angry as he were. She pictured herself on her knees guiding it into her mouth and she shivered. Titus was right about one thing, David wouldn't find out which meant when she beat Titus, she could keep all the money as spending cash for herself. "What about another hand job?"
"No, I want you on your knees sucking the Titan."
Her eyes moved back down to the swollen cock. "You can use my breasts again?"
"Sure, but some other time. Tonight, you bob the chocolate knob or nothing."
"Nothing it is. Goodnight."
"Chicken. Not so sure you can beat me again are you?
Beth was almost at the door to the house. She stopped and turned. "I could beat you with my eyes closed."
"Then put your mouth where my money is. Take the bet."
She stared down at his cock again. A part of her couldn't believe she was even considering it, another part of her wondered why she was hesitating. She was better than him after all. Beth walked back down the steps that led into the house and over to where she'd put the pool stick on the rack. She took it back down. "Fine then. I'll take the bet and your money."
"Great and I'll take your lips, mouth, and throat."
She glanced down at his cock. It had finally deflated some, now hanging out and down. "I'll take the bet on one additional term."
Titus was reaching for a chalk cube. "And that is?"
"When I win, I get your money and you move out of the house tomorrow. David and I never ever see you again."
"Wow Beth, you must really hate me."
"You have no idea. Is it a deal or are you too chicken?"
"Just put some of that hate into your cock sucking when I win. You rack, and I'll break."
Beth walked over to the tray on an unused stool. Her hands were shaky as she reached for her last shot of vodka. She threw it back, not wheezing or coughing this time. She looked down at Titus' last shot glass and considered downing it too, but let it go. She walked to the rear of the table and racked the balls.
The naked black man placed the cue ball on the table and leaned over lining up the stick. His break was powerful pocketing two high and one low ball. Titus smiled and called the next shot. It went in. He called his next shot. It went in as did the next one. Beth began to sweat, staring in disbelief as the last of his balls were pocketed leaving her with six on the table and the eight ball in a perfect place to shoot it into a corner pocket. Titus stood and stretched his neck, cracking it. He leaned backward, his cock dangling like a fat spoiled banana. He held the stick behind his back and lined it up with the cue ball. Then he seemed to think better of showing off, stood back up and took the shot. The eight ball went down. For a brief hopeful moment, Beth watched the cue ball close on the hole, but the angle was off, and it stayed on the table. She'd lost without even getting a turn! "Son of a bitch," she whispered. "You snookered me?"
"Played a lot of pool on base during my six-years active reserves."
"What have I done?" she asked, her eyebrows raised as she stared off into space.
"Nothing yet," said Titus, "But it's time to fix that." He laid the stick down on the pool table and walked around to her side. The large banana penis slapped back and forth from thigh to thigh slowly swelling with blood and rising upwards in anticipation. It was sticking out before him but angled down when he came to a stop before her. Titus reached out and placed his hands on her shoulders, the pressure grew, forcing her down.
"Never put a male's sex organ in your mouth," said Ms. Dykstra, staring up at her students. "It is not the womyn's place to kneel submissively before the patriarch servicing him for his pleasure with his foul erect phallus in her mouth. It's a way the patriarchy shows its dominance over womynkind. They shove their penises into our mouths to shut us up. Well womyn, WE WILL NOT BE SILENCED!"
Beth fell to her knees on the cold cement of the garage. She found herself staring down the shaft of Titus' reinvigorated cock. She vividly recalled him thrusting the thing between her breasts, the head emptying multiple loads of his seed into her mouth. Her tummy rumbled. She looked away from it and up the black man's hard muscled belly and chest and into his arrogant eyes. Her pussy squirted. It wasn't just the thought of willingly taking a man's penis inside her mouth that disgusted her about oral sex. It was the thought of kneeling submissively before a man and servicing him for his pleasure alone that she hated. Now she was on her knees, kneeling before her overmuscled brother-in-law with his huge black penis poised to enter her mouth meekly acquiescing to his masculine authority was both everything she'd feared it would be and much to her shame, it also felt natural. Her pussy squirted again.
Beth looked away from him in shame and embarrassment. She found herself staring out into the dark. The garage door was open so that anyone walking down the street could look in and see her humiliation as she kneeled nude except for her panty before a well-endowed naked black man. "That thing will kill me."
"From now on Beth, it's a cock. It's not a "thing" or a penis, it's a cock, a big cock, or a big black cock. Real men have cocks, wimps have penises."
"Fine," she answered. "Your cock is too big. There's no way it will fit in my mouth." Titus was right. You don't suck penis, you suck cock and Titus had a big black cock. David had a penis. Something small, white, and under six inches when hard was a penis. "What do I do?"
"Imagine you are chalking the end of a pool stick with your tongue."
Beth reached up and grabbed his shaft. She stared at the big bulbous tip of his cock with trepidation as she sat up while pulling it down towards her lips. You're just chalking a pool stick with your tongue, she thought to take his advice. Beth stared up at him as her tongue flickered out and twirled around the tip of his cock. He looked down at her triumphantly, an arrogant smirk on his lips. Looking up at him from her position made him look huge like a giant or like his cock's namesake, a titan. Precum squirted across her tongue and she immediately wanted more. Her tongue licked faster, covering all over the bulbous dark head, licking his urethra, the underside and the flare of his crown. Beth stretched her jaw wide and took the head in her mouth, sucking the tip while her tongue continued polishing his knob. She bobbed her head over the end of his cock for a while. This wasn't too bad, but her jaw was stretched open to the point it ached.
"Try taking some down your throat," ordered Titus.
Beth pushed forwards, the huge head pushed into her throat and scraped her uvula. She felt herself choking and pulled back, gagging.
"Damn, you really suck at this," he grunted out. "Should have practiced on Lil' Davey so at least you'd have the motions right."
"Your thing is just too big," she said, between coughs.
"My what?"
"Your cock is too big." Beth turned her mouth towards the wet head of the huge cock. "I don't see how anyone could swallow this monster."
"Ashley can manage about ten inches and gets better by the day. I've known some bitches that can kiss my pubes." He looked down at her staring down the length of his thirteen-inch shaft with skepticism. "Just relax your throat." Beth started with the head again. "Titan's gonna make you choke. When you feel it coming, quit for a bit and jerk it off while catching your breath." Titus felt her snort, the air from her nose striking his shaft. She pushed forwards and another inch of his thick shaft disappeared into her mouth. She bobbed her head over the end several times. On instinct, her hand came up under his scrotum and she started kneading his nut sack. It made his cock jerk and she gagged again.
Beth took his advice and jerked his cock off while trying to catch her breath. Her other hand massaged her throat. "You're so thick."
"No excuses. I thought you could handle it. Try talking dirty when you're not sucking."
"I'm not going to talk dirty," she informed him before licking around his cock head. She took the end back in her mouth and soon the head was pushing a little deeper down her throat. Her left hand returned to his balls while her other hand started twist jerking his shaft a little faster.
"It'll help get my balls churning if you talk some shit. Like you did jerking it off the other night only make it hotter and dirtier." Titus' phone was lying on the edge of the pool table. He picked it up and started fiddling with it.
Beth pulled back, coughing into her hand. Nearly five to six inches of his shaft was wet with her saliva. She was close to halfway and the head had felt like it was in her stomach. "It's impossible," she muttered watching her hand gliding up and down the shaft, gaining traction as it slid along the lubricated part. She looked up at him and found herself staring into his phone. Rude to be checking his email while she sucked his cock, but then he was the most obnoxious narcissistic man she'd ever met.
"You're just worthless." Titus could see the hurt in her eyes through the video camera on his phone. "You can quit. I'll get Ashley to finish sucking me off. Bitch knows her way around a cock."
Beth sat up straighter, staring down his shaft. "It's impossible," she said again.
"What's impossible?"
"Sucking your big black cock. I want you to cum for me. I want your cum." The words seemed foreign coming from her mouth. "P-please cum for me so I can taste your seed again."
"You better try harder then."
Beth took a deep breath and wrapped her lips around the end of his cock. She bobbed her head, taking another inch with each forward thrust. She felt a thrill of triumph when her lips reached halfway down his cock but she was forced to pull back and catch her breath.
"Just give up already," he stated flatly. She looked up at him, still looking at his phone.
"No, I can do this. I want to make you cum again. I've never sucked a real man's cock before." She wrapped both hands around his shaft, jerking it as fast as she could. "Your cock is just so big and black."
"Not like 'Lil Davey's sissy prick?"
"N-no, my husband... is small... pathetic... compared to your big black cock. David isn't a real man like you are Titus." She swallowed his cock down again. It felt bigger, the dirty talk was working.
"At least you're trying," said Titus. "I'm starting ta feel it now.
Beth put more into it. She sucked half his shaft rapidly now and she was lasting longer. She pushed forwards again and found three-quarters of dark cock meat was down her throat. She pulled back and jerked his shaft off rapidly with both hands, looking up into the phone. "I'm going to make this big black cock cum," she told him. "Pay attention to me, asshole."
He looked away from the view screen and brought up the stopwatch feature. He turned it around for her. "Just timing you," he said. The screen read 19:34. He turned it back around, the video was still running. "If you can get me off in 30 minutes, I'll let you have all my tip money anyway." Titus watched her swallowing his cock through the screen and then much to his amazement, she swallowed the whole thing, her lips pressed hard into the pubes. "FUCK!" he grunted loudly. "No one's done that on the first time." She rested her hands on his hips then let them slide up over his hard stomach, so manly and ridged compared to David's. Once again, the contrast of her white hands on his black skin appealed to her. The races shouldn't mingle, but the contrast was strangely a sexy sight. Beth looked up at him, pulling back a few inches and then kissing his pubes again a few times before she was forced to take another breather. She smiled up at him in triumph and swallowed his cock again. Titus held the phone down at his side, but still aimed at her while he watched her go to town.
Beth pushed deep and pulled back several times sucking the full length of his shaft, but it wasn't easy, and she didn't think she could get him off quickly like this. She released his cock again. "I want your cum so bad, Titus. Why don't you cum for me? I know this big black cock is dying to fill my white mouth with its seed."
Titus growled. "Damn Beth, you just might be a natural at this."
His words filled her with joy. Beth sucked over a third of his shaft while jerking the remaining shaft with both hands. His cock was getting bigger, harder to suck, but she now knew it was close. Beth pulled back. "How's my time?" She swallowed him whole again before going back to jerking his big black cock. She stared up at him. He turned the phone around and showed her the timer, 31:25. He shook his head negatively. Beth didn't slow down though. His cock grew some more forcing her to pull back until just the head was in her mouth. She jerked his shaft off with one hand while her other hand went back to kneading his scrotum. His heavy balls were shaking and then they started bucking at a rapid pace. Her hand felt the semen racing up the shaft and then it exploded in her mouth with such force, it shot out around her lips, dribbling down her chin. Beth gulped and then gulped again. Last week when he'd cum in her mouth while titty fucking her, she'd been surprised that his seed didn't taste bad at all. This time, she found him delicious. The hot ejaculate filling her mouth was almost addictive and it only made her want more. He was cumming so fast now, she couldn't keep up and Beth had to release his cock. She was rewarded with a face full of jism. Beth bent the spurting monster away from her face and received several blasts on her tits. "Hmmm, it's so good Titus," she moaned. "I love the taste of your seed." She jerked some more blasts onto her tits before pulling the cock back up to her mouth. "So much cum for me. You like having your big black cock cumming all over your brother's wife?" She swallowed the head and jerked out a few remaining shots of sperm into her mouth, greedily gulping it down.
Titus stopped recording and put the phone down. "You got me off Beth, you can quit talking dirty." Beth's cheeks turned red and she let the cock fall from her mouth. She had a strong urge to lean forward and kiss the big head but resisted it. She had talked and behaved like a slut and didn't feel good about herself at the moment. "I owe you an apology, Beth. You're a great cocksucker. Next time, I'm sure you'll do even better."
Beth finally released the base of his shaft and stood up. "Don't call me that," she said.
"But you really enjoyed yourself?"
"I hated it and there won't be a next time. I only did it because I lost the bet after you hustled me."
"In my defense, I really wanted a blow job. Just like last week, I really wanted you to give me a handjob so I added the fourth queen from the deck while you an Lil' Davey was in the kitchen."
Beth stepped away from him, staring at him in horror. He'd cheated! "You... NIGGER! I don't want anything to do with you or your big cock. I hate it and I hate you."
Titus stood, towering above over and Beth felt her legs tremble. He raised his finger to her. "Call me that again and I'm going to throw you over my knee and spank that fine white ass raw. "And we both know you're lying about hating it. I gave you several chances to quit, but you only tried harder."
Beth opened her mouth to speak then closed it. She didn't have a good answer to that other then she took his belittling of her as a challenge. Beth just turned from him and grabbed her bra and dress. She found herself holding her clothes and staring out into the darkness from her lit up garage. Titus walked up behind her and placed his hands on her hips. "You have an amazing body, Beth, the best I've seen on a woman." He caressed her sides. Her skin was slick as was his, covered in a sheen of sweat in the hot Miami night. "You should dress sexier. Show off this sexy bod."
"A woman should be judged on her mind and talents, not for her figure," she replied. Titus pulled her back against his chest and she felt his reinvigorated monster cock press against her back.
"But why should you hide your body because of men? Why can a man go topless in public, but not a woman? I think you like showing this body off."
"No, I don't," she answered. It felt good being held in his arms.
"You felt sexy in the Christmas lingerie and I think you enjoyed having David and I staring at you. I think you're enjoying being semi-nude right now." He kissed her shoulder and stooped. His hands grabbed the hem of her panty and pulled them down her shapely legs. Beth didn't object and stepped out of them. Titus stood up but hunched over so that his cock was pushing between her ass cheeks. He reached around and slid his hands up over her tits. They were wet with his semen. He rubbed his seed into her already hard nipples. Beth moaned and pushed her ass back into his cock. He pulled his ass back so that his cock fell down. Titus stooped some more and pushed his cock between her thighs. Beth looked down at the end of the huge shaft sticking out between her legs as he slowly moved it back and forth along her slit. She pushed down against it and moaned again. "Look world upon the nude form of Beth Shorthose," whispered Titus in her ear. "This is a real woman and she needs a real man."
Beth shivered and moaned. His shaft pulled back disappearing from between her legs. He stooped again, the fat head of his cock probing against her labia. She was soaked and already opening for him.
Her body on display, his fingers skillfully pinching her nipples, and the probing head of his monster cock was too much for Beth. She opened her stance and pushed down onto the head, feeling her labia opening for it. She came! Her fluids coated the head, dripping to the cement before he'd even fully entered her. The cock head pushed up, her pussy trying to suck it in. She wanted it in her. Just before he penetrated her, headlights appeared on the street.
Beth jumped forwards in alarm and ran deeper into the garage. Titus turned and slowly followed, his huge shaft bobbing as he leisurely followed her not particularly caring about the car. Beth squatted behind the pool table. "Get down, you fool," she told Titus. He kneeled in front of her while she turned and peeked over the table. The car turned into the driveway across the street. Her neighbors were home! Beth watched the car turn off and suddenly felt Titus cock back between her legs. He'd bent his cock down and was sliding it back along her slit. "Stop," she hissed. He didn't, and she turned her head back to look over the table. The neighbor couple was laughing and heading into their house. They sounded drunk. Beth pushed her slit back down on his shaft several times. The head found her opening again and Beth was pushing down on it, trying not to moan as the neighbors entered their house and the lights came on. Almost getting caught had brought her back to her senses and she sprang up off his cock now that the neighbors were gone.
Titus stood too and grabbed her hips. He lifted her up on the pool table. "No Titus, we can't have sex."
"If that's what you want, but that doesn't mean you can't have a few more orgasms."
Beth found herself laying down on the pool table, hands tightly wrapped around some pool balls which were close to the size of the black man's testicles while Titus' skilled tongue wiggled its way into her pussy almost as far as David's penis could reach. She screamed a little too loudly as his tongue brought her off and then she started whimpering when his long thick fingers took over. Her hips humped up into his fingers like a wanton slut until she came again, soaking his fingers and the felt of her pool table. "Oh my god," she gasped, coming down from the intense pleasure.



Titus stood and poised the tip of his cock back up against her pussy lips. He pushed the tip against them. "You sure you don't want this?" he asked.
Beth hesitated so long, he took her silence as a yes and started to push. The head had spread her lips apart and almost fully penetrated her when she finally said, "No. I admit I'm curious, but I can't do that to David." Titus grunted and pushed the head fully inside her. Beth squealed, and she almost came again but he pulled it out. NO! Fuck me! Fuck me! Take his big black cock. Her body pleaded her mind. "Sorry," she told him. "I'll... I will suck you again if you'd like."
"Some other time." Titus worked his wet fingers around his cock and then used them to scoop up even more of her vaginal fluids to further coat his shaft. Beth wondered what he was doing until he squeezed her thighs around his shaft and began fucking her like that. He seemed in a hurry to get off again, bucking his hips rapidly. His shaft slid over her pubes, thrusting up over her belly. His balls began slapping her thighs and her vagina. The slap slap slapping was hard enough it stung, but the combination of pain and stimulation made her cum again. Beth cried out loudly and hoped the neighbors couldn't hear as her juices sprayed all over the black man's heavy scrotum. She came three more times over the next twenty minutes before his cock erupted shooting a strong spray of sperm from her face down to her ribs. Beth opened her mouth and held her tongue out, luckily catching a large wad in her mouth so she could taste him again. She realized she did want to blow him again at that moment.
Titus pulled out from her thighs, jerking the last of his sperm onto her body. He sprayed more on her breasts and enough on her belly that a pool formed in her navel. He aimed the head down at her pubes and squeezed the last few strands into her pubic hair.
Titus stepped back and retrieved his phone. "It's late and I got a hot redhead waiting for me in bed. Ashley wanted to start her year off taking a black cock in every hole," he said, pretending to check the time on his phone while taking a photo burst of her sperm covered body. "See you in the morning." He grabbed his clothes and left without even helping her up.
Such a disgusting man, she thought, her hands running over the sperm on her body. She scooped up a large white glob and started rubbing it into her nipples, yanking her hands back when she realized what she was doing. Beth was exhausted and struggled to rise off the table. Pools of white cum were all over the felt and on the cement floor. She was dripping with his seed and the smell filled her nostrils. She walked back to the front of the garage where there was a coiled hose and spigot. She turned it on and stepped out onto the driveway. Beth held the hose away from her watching a large blob of thick sperm sliding down her belly. She scooped it up with her fingers and brought it up to her mouth licking all of it off. Asshole, she thought. He was right about her. She had enjoyed sucking him off and she hadn't wanted to quit when he told her she could. She brought the hose up, spraying her breasts. It was warm at first but soon turned cold causing her to shiver as she tried to get all the sperm from her body. She looked over at her neighbors. Their bedroom light was still on. If they were to glance out their window, they'd see her nude wet body illuminated in the light of her garage. She turned to face the lit window across the street. Titus was right about that too. She was starting to like showing off her body. Standing outside nude was exhilarating. Ever since wearing lingerie the other night, her normal clothes and practical underwear had started feeling constrictive.
Beth turned the water off. She was dripping wet and still had stringy sperm all over her, but at least she wouldn't be dripping his cum all over the floor. Beth could still taste his seed in her mouth and she wanted to wipe away all traces of her repulsive brother in laws seed from her body. She reached for the last shot on the tray, grabbed it and filled her mouth without hesitating, but instead of the burning sensation of alcohol, cool water filled her mouth. She swallowed, cheeks turning pale before flushing red with anger. He'd fed her vodka shots while secretly drinking water himself, an old bartender trick. He'd scammed her again.
Beth grabbed some paper towels off a workbench and cleaned the white pools off the green felt on the billiard's table and then cleaned the white puddles off the cement. Satisfied all traces of Titus' cum was gone, she grabbed her clothes and headed upstairs to shower off the last of his semen.
Beth didn't want to use the master bath for fear of waking David. The guest bath was across from Titus' room. As she neared the room, she heard loud moans and slurping sounds. The door was open, and the light was on. As she passed, she glanced in the room and froze. Titus was on his back with Ashley now nude, laying on top of him facing the other direction. She was going to town on his cock, sucking and slurping it for all she was worth. Titus was pulling her plump ass back into his face sucking on her pussy with as much gusto. Beth had seen this position performed in David's pornos before and thought it disgusting. After all, Titus' nose was practically in the young woman's ass. The girl may have been nineteen, but she was sucking on Titus' cock like an old pro that knew how good the black man's cum tasted and craved a bellyful. Beth hated her at that moment. Ash suddenly reared back and cried out, grinding her ass back into Titus' mouth. God, he knew how to make a woman orgasm!
Beth turned away and stepped into the shower. The sperm had dried and was easier to get off with a washcloth this time. She soaped her body and washed her hair, unsure if a stray wad had made it that far. She grabbed her clothes and didn't bother dressing. She exited the shower and froze again. The scene in the bedroom had changed. Ashley was now bouncing in Titus' lap and she looked beautiful. Beth understood why the men found her so attractive. She was plump, but not fat, and her skin was still young and smooth without rolls under her belly when her back was arched. Her huge breasts were flopping up and down. Titus grabbed them and squeezed, holding them still. The young woman bent down dangling them over his face, so he could suck her engorged nipples. Her areolae were large, about the diameter of a can, but her nipples weren't very long though they were thick. Again, Beth was struck by how sexy the skin contrasts looked between the black man and the white woman. They looked better together than any of the white couples in David's pornos. "UNHH! I'm cumming all over your big nigger cock! AAAAAHHH!" cried Ashley throwing her head back, but Beth pictured herself astride the big black man cumming all over the huge nigger cock.
Beth turned and left. She found David in the position she'd left him. She loosened his pants and pulled them off, but just unbuttoned the shirt. His belly stuck out slightly, his chest pale without the hint of a muscle anywhere. She sighed and pulled his underwear down. His penis had withdrawn into the scrotum making him look even smaller than normal. She reached out and tugged on it, stretching it out and watching it swell a little. Beth was filled with guilt over what she'd just done with her husband's hated brother. A thing she'd never done for her husband. She laid down between his legs and took his limp penis in her mouth. Swallowing the whole thing was nothing. She felt him harden completely. The head only reached her uvula and it didn't stretch her throat out in the least. She started slowly sucking.
"Hmmmmm," he moaned in his sleep, moving a little.
Beth bobbed her head more rapidly and less then five minutes, a small wad of sperm shot down her throat. She pulled back, so she could taste him just in time to get a few drops across her tongue. It was runny and bland, the sperm of a weakling. Still, Beth wanted it inside her. Despite her many orgasms, Titus' short penetration had only left her pussy needier. She was developing an itch that needed to be scratched, but it was far deeper inside her then David's penis could ever reach. She kept sucking hoping David would stay hard, but his penis just withered and shrank until it plopped out from between her lips totally spent from a three-minute blow job.
Beth got up and walked to the bathroom to wash her mouth out with Listerine. She wanted to remove the insipid taste of his weak seed from her mouth. She spat the mouthwash out and returned to her husband. "Harder! Gimme that big black cock," screamed Ashley from a few doors down. Beth found her feet heading towards the door of the bedroom and back into the hall. She peeked back into the guest room. This time Ashely was on fours while Titus fucked her hard from behind. "So good, so good," she was mumbling. "I'm cumming again." The young woman apparently came so hard, there was a loud farting sound from their crotches. Her head fell into her arms, ass thrust up into the air. "Titus please," she begged. "You know what I want."
"I know slut, I know," he answered. Titus pulled his hips back. Beth could see his shiny rampant cock, dripping with Ashley's cum. He grabbed the shaft and lifted it up above her pussy, pressing it down. He gritted his teeth and pushed forwards.
"Shove that big nigger cock in my ass," cried Ashley.
Beth stepped back and put her hand in her chest in shock. Ashley was begging to be sodomized! Beth always refused to even watch an anal scene in an adult film, leaving the room when one came on. It was totally disgusting, and she'd never believed real people did it. "Yes, god yes, fuck my ass," groaned Ashley from the room. Beth quietly stepped back and returned to her bedroom, slipping into bed beside David. She listened to more grunts and moans and cries of pleasure for the next half hour. Ashley even sounded like she had an orgasm once while being sodomized.
Finally, Beth fell asleep to more weird dreams. She was playing pool with Titus, only he was standing behind her playing with her nipples while she used his cock as a pool stick. It was as long as a pool stick in her dream. At some point, she was miniaturized running around the pool table trying to dodge the balls which were all pitch black 8 balls. They were always sideways so that the eights looked like infinity symbols.
**********
Beth was still dreaming when the sun shone through her window. Now she was outside and nude rinsing herself off with the hose. Only this time, it was broad daylight. Her neighbors pulled up, but instead of going inside they came over to talk to her. The man and woman were Frank and Joan, in their fifties, but fit and good looking. They both admired her nude form under the hose which was more of a shower then a flow of water. "I didn't know you had such big tits, Beth," said Frank. He reached out and grabbed one, running her hands over her body. "Feel these honey," he said. Joan grabbed her other breast. "Nice! Firm, but real. I'm impressed."
"Thank you," said Beth.
Both stepped into Beth and started kissing her while running their hands all over her nude body. "You really need to dress to show off these tits," said Joan before kissing her on the lips.
Beth smacked her lips in her sleep. Her lips were wet and tasted salty. Joan began to strip, and Frank pulled out his penis, only it was a cock and it was as big as Titus' and as black too. Frank and Joan had turned into the two black men from the club. Beth grabbed the one giant black cock while pulling the second towards her mouth. She licked the head, tasting the precum on the tip. It started pushing into her mouth only it was real, and Beth opened her eyes. She looked up at Titus in horror. He was naked, his cock mostly hard, sticking out, but bent slightly down. Thankfully, she could hear David snoring behind her. She raised her eyebrows up at him as she turned her head away from his cock.
Titus bent down. "Ash needs to get home soon. We need a ride back to the club."
"Fine, just get out of here before David sees you." Beth watched him go before climbing out of bed. She walked over to her bath and took a quick shower which immediately made her feel better. She dried off and walked back into the bedroom nude. David opened his eyes and whistled softly, groaning in regret at the noise. "I had the best dream last night," he said. I dreamt you woke me up in the middle of the night and sucked my cock."
"Well it must have been a dream," she told him. Beth considered telling him the truth, but it had been so unrewarding that she didn't want him to expect it again. "And don't be crass. It's a penis, not a cock."
"Sorry," he groaned. "How much did I drink last night? Can I borrow your sleeping mask?"
"Sure," she replied, handing him her mask. "I'm giving Titus and Ashley a ride to the club. I'll be back soon. Stay in bed, you look horrible." She pulled on her running pants which hugged her fit legs and ass more tightly then she would have preferred. She pulled a flowery top on over it.
"Hey, you don't look that great either. Your cheeks are all puffy."
"See you soon, David," she replied while he put the mask over his eyes. She pressed her finger against her cheek as she left the room. They were puffy, but it wasn't from drinking. She left her bedroom while sucking her cheeks in a bit.
"FUCK ME TITUS!"
My god they're at it again thought Beth. The bathroom door was open and the shower running. She walked by and stopped. Ashley's breasts were smashed against the shower glass door and Titus' giant dark form was behind her giving it to her hard. Her belly kept pressing against the glass every time Titus pushed deep and her dangling spade belly button piercing hit the glass with each thrust. "Oh god, love black cock. I love your black cock. Own my pussy, T-dawg." Her eyes opened, and she saw Beth through the door. "Hold it stud," she said. Ashley opened the door. "Morning Beth, care to join us? Titus looked over her shoulder and wiggled his eyebrows invitingly.
"Uh...no thanks," said Beth.
"Too bad," said Ashley. "But hey, more for me." She closed the door again. "I want that big nigger cock balls deep, stud."
Beth was shaking as she walked downstairs. She brewed some coffee and was halfway done her cup when Ashley and Titus came downstairs. She was dressed in her two-piece dress from last night, but it was obvious her boobs were bouncing freely. Titus was wearing a white tank top that left his muscular arms bare and tightly hugged his chest. He was also wearing sweat pants and his giant banana cock appeared to be swinging freely under the fabric. "Let's get going," he told Beth.
Ashley sat in the passenger seat while Titus spread out in the back seat and appeared to nap. "Thanks for the ride," said Ash. "I had a great time last night." She reached over and placed her hand on Beth's thigh. "Sorry if I made you uncomfortable, but I was hoping you might be into girls too."
"Sorry, no," Beth replied. She looked down at the hand on her knee and Ashley withdrew it. "Not that there's anything wrong with that," she added. More than half her feminist sisters had been lesbians and every one of them had expressed an interest in Beth. One even claimed it was Beth's Sapphic duty as a feminist to spend an evening with her, a bullshit line to get her in bed. She was on the heavy side and butch, not as attractive as Ashley.
Ashely reached down and picked up Beth's phone from between the seats. "Here's my number. Give me a call if you change your mind or even if you just want to go clubbing. I'll call those two hot guys we were dancing with last night."
"You're forgetting I'm married."
"Oh, I thought David was cool. Oh well, I might just have to call those guys myself. Do the hot Oreo cookie."
"Is there anything you won't do?" asked Beth.
"Nope, I do whatever feels good and makes me happy. I'm a liberated woman."
No, you're a slut, thought Beth, turning the car into the South Beach area of Miami. She frowned. Ashely's behavior was certainly not what her professors or sisters would have called a "liberated woman", but could they be wrong?
"Oh, by the way," said Ashley reaching into her small purse. She pulled out her wadded up sheer underwear. "Titus wanted you to have these. He thinks you need to dress sexier like a real woman."
"Uh, that's not necessary."
"It's nothing," said Ashley, "men buy me underwear all the time."
Of course they do, she thought. "Here we are," said Beth turning into the club and pulling in beside Titus's motorcycle.
"Thanks again for the lift," said Ashley opening the door. "And give me a call if you want to have some fun."
Titus sat up. "Yeah thanks, Beth." He slid out the door.
"Wow, she does not shut up," whispered Beth watching Ashley throw her arms around the giant black man and give him a deep kiss. She turned and walked to a nearby car. Titus straddled his bike and started it up.
Beth turned the car and headed home. She'd never felt more confused in her life. Ashley and Titus were making her question her entire world view and like most people, she resented it.
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Chapter 4: Sexy on South Beach
Beth was still exhausted when she returned home. She tossed her keys and Ashley's underwear on the bureau and stripped off her clothes. David was still sleeping, snoring softly. She unhooked her bra, sighing with relief as her breasts sprang free of their constraints. My panties are rather boring, she thought, pulling them down over her legs. She grabbed Ash's panty and held it over her crotch. The sexy bottoms were too big for her. Ashley's hips and rear end being larger than her own. She tossed the panty into the trash bin and climbed into bed beside David. Still exhausted, she quickly fell back asleep.
After a few hours of sleep, Beth was on her side and felt David's penis poking her in the rear. She could hear him snoring softly. She'd been dreaming about the hardcore scene she'd witnessed between Titus and Ashley last night, only in her dream she was Ashley. Half asleep and very aroused, Beth reached behind her for her husband's penis. She moaned with disappointment when she felt the small prick that almost entirely filled her hand. Still, it was hard and ready, so she spread her thighs and guided it towards her wetness. No sooner had the little grape-sized head started to penetrate her was the penis yanked from her grip. David rolled over and leaped out of bed. A few minutes later, she heard him dry heaving in the bathroom. "I'm never drinking that much again," groaned David when he came back. His erection was gone, and his penis had shriveled up again. The tip barely dangled over his balls. He slipped back into bed and was soon asleep again.
Beth slept past noon. She got up, showered again, and dressed for work in the ugly waitress uniform. The extra sleep must have helped for she didn't feel that bad except for a slight headache. David stirred, and she fixed him some soup. They barely spoke. The slightest noise made him wince and she was also hungover, horny, and working the night shift tonight followed by the breakfast shift tomorrow. Not a great start to the year.
Beth was exhausted when she got home close to midnight. Titus wasn't home, and it looked like he hadn't come home. There was a half-eaten pizza on the table. She stripped and collapsed in bed next to David. He rolled over and pushed his hard penis against her rear. She groaned in disapproval and kept her thighs closed even as he reached around her nipple. "Too tired," she mumbled pulling his hand away. He grunted in displeasure and rolled over the other way. She fell asleep almost immediately.
It seemed like no time at all that her alarm woke her. The sun hadn't even come up. Beth was wet between her thighs again, but she couldn't remember the dream as she climbed out of bed. She went through the motions, showering, dressing in a clean uniform, and heading off to work. The only good thing about the breakfast shift was that she got home at noon, but she was always too tired to do anything and usually took a nap when she got home. She stripped, climbed in bed, and pulled her mask over her eyes. She closed her eyes and rolled on her side. Just as she fell asleep, she was woken up by the sound of Titus' motorcycle pulling up outside. She heard the door open, then the sound of his heavy footsteps on the stairs. She couldn't remember if she'd locked her bedroom door. Her nipples popped out and she felt her thighs turn wet at the thought of him bursting into her bedroom again. He stopped outside her door and it slowly opened. Beth sat up, clutching the sheet to her body as she ripped off the mask. "Get out," she yelled at the giant black man standing in her doorway.
Titus was wearing tight jeans and a white tee shirt that hugged his muscles. He was silent for a moment, dark eyes sweeping down her form and the way the bed sheet clung to her buxom figure. He was holding a bag. "Put that on," he told her. "We're going to the beach." Then he turned and left.
Beth gulped as he disappeared and went back downstairs. She finally relaxed her grip and let the covers fall off her breasts. She reached down for the bag. It was from Spicy, the same sleazy story that the Christmas lingerie had come from. Inside were a box and several sets of skimpy bras and panties. The underwear was lacy and sheer. You'd be able to see her nipples and pubic hair right through it. She'd never be wearing them. She pulled the box out and opened it. At first, she didn't even recognize what it was. The black and white material was just triangular patches and strings. The box said it was called a wicked weasel and from Australia. She lifted it out of the box and finally realized that it was a tiny polka dot print string bikini! It was black with small white dots all over it. "I can't wear this," she whispered, staring at it.
Beth slid her legs out and sat up on the edge of the bed. She eyed the bottom. It didn't make any sense at all. The material was only on one side. Beth stepped into it and sat up, pulling the bikini up. The material just covered her crotch and she had to stretch it out to make sure her pubes were tucked in. She twisted her hip and stared down at her bare ass. The rear piece of material slid up between her buttocks. "I can't wear this," she said again. Beth took the top and had some trouble figuring out how to put it on. It tied behind her neck and again behind her back. The top was tight, the polka dot triangles only covering half her breasts and squeezing them so tightly, the outlines of her nipples stuck out. Beth walked over to the full-length mirror. My god, she thought, I look like a whore. "I can't wear this."
Beth pulled her robe on and walked out to the stairs. "TITUS!" she yelled down to the bottom floor. "I can't wear this. It's too small."
He appeared downstairs, a beer bottle in his hand. "What the fuck's the problem?" He climbed the stairs, his huge bulk filling the space from the railing to the wall.
"It's too..." Beth untied her belt and held her robe open for him. "I'm practically naked in this thing."
He froze momentarily, and his eyes widened approvingly as he took her body in. His gaze made her nipples swell, becoming even more prominent under the top as they stretched the material out. She caught herself smiling, enjoying the effect her body had on this man. But she hated him, and her frown returned even as she realized her vagina was leaking. "See," she said.
"Yeah, I see, and I like what I see." He continued to the top and she stepped back. "Keep it on and we'll go hit the beach."
"I can't wear this out. I'll go put my normal suit on and we can go..." The words trailed off as Beth froze in surprise.
"What's wrong?"
Beth shook her head. "I'm not going to the beach with... with YOU! I don't... know... what I was thinking."
Titus smirked. "You weren't thinking. You were following your womanly instincts."
"What do you mean?" Beth closed the robe and pulled it tight, suddenly uncomfortable under his gaze.
"To obey the superior male."
"Nonsense."
"Then why did you put the bikini on? Why does it arouse you, displaying your body to me?"
"Screw you, Titus. It does no such thing."
"You think I can't tell?" He smirked. "I can smell that needy pussy from here. I can't wait to introduce it to my big black cock."
"Shut up!"
"Turn out that white pussy for the black man."
"Shut the hell up!"
"You won't be able to feel David's little penis ever again after the Titan gets done integrating your fine ass."
"That's never going to happen, asshole." At first, he had started to scare her. Now she was just livid at his arrogance. "Get out now," she ordered. "Get out before I call David."
Titus' stare had been intent and intimidating, but at that, he suddenly laughed. "Call the sissy. He can watch my cock turn you into a slut. Wimp would probably love it."
"Get out before I call the police."
Titus quit laughing. He reached behind him into his pocket and pulled out his phone. He didn't speak, just turned it around and showed Beth the video. The color drained from her cheeks as she watched herself jerking off Titus' huge cock. Worse, she didn't even look disgusted. She was staring at it intently, focused on making him cum, then turning and looking right at the camera. She was checking the stopwatch, but the video made it look like she knew she was being filmed. She couldn't take her eyes from the screen watching the whole incident replay. "Cum for me," she said before looking at the camera. "Give me your cum." The 13" black cock was so angry and swollen looking, it looked like it was about to explode. "Here it comes baby," said Titus. "Cum already. I want this big black cock's cum." She looked back at the camera. "Noooo!" And then it did explode. One large wad covered her face and it kept cumming and cumming, wad after wad.
"What do you want?" she said, softly. Beth fully expected her nigger brother-in-law to demand her sex. She shivered. It was bull shit, but a part of her feared that his huge cock might just turn her into some sort of slut. It had to be bull shit? Another part of her down between her legs was rapidly lubricating itself in the anticipation of finding out. There was no way it could be true?
"Well, I'd like to share this on social media," he said. "But I'll settle for a trip to the beach. I'll be waiting on my bike."
Beth stared in disbelief as he turned around and walked back downstairs, draining the beer. She stumbled. Her legs had gone weak. Her breath came out in rasps. She'd been holding it. She turned and staggered into the bedroom. Beth dropped the robe and went to her bureau, grabbing a dress, and pulling it over her head. She was filled with relief that he wasn't blackmailing her into sex but also felt frustrated and angry with him. Even angrier then she had been before.
Titus was sitting on his bike when she came out. Beth knew she looked lovely. The dress was one of her rare form hugging outfits. It was a short summer dress that left most of her legs as well as her arms bare. The tight bikini top had her displaying more cleavage than normal. He wasn't happy with it. "Just the bikini," he ordered. "Lose the dress." Beth froze, angrier than ever, but with little choice, she pulled the dress off over her head and dropped it on her lawn.
Soon she was mounted behind him and roaring off nearly naked through her neighborhood. Her hands wrapped tightly around his broad chest. Her hands felt his hard muscles beneath the tight tee shirt. Motorcycles scared her, and she pressed her breasts hard into his back as she held on in fear. They turned onto I-95 and headed South. She laid her cheek down on his back watching male eyes turn on her from each car that passed. One lowrider filled with Cubans fell back just behind them. She looked over her shoulder to catch the young male in the passenger seat taking a picture of her bare ass, thrust out above the seat. They sped up and passed the four men laughing. "Yo, your puta is muy fino," yelled the man that had taken her picture. Titus gave him a thumb's up as they drove off. If there was one class of male she hated more than niggers, it was spics, especially Cuban spics since they were all over Miami. Their treatment of women was just as misogynistic as any black man.
Titus pulled off the interstate and headed towards South Beach. Of course, he was taking her to the most popular beach. He found a parking spot on Collins Avenue. Titus stripped off his shirt and pulled his pants down. His swimsuit was as obscene as hers. It didn't fully expose his ass but left some cheek exposed. He shoved his phone under the fabric. The front was little more than a sack that tightly gripped his wadded-up cock and balls. He placed his clothes in a storage compartment and removed a small tube of tanning lotion. Titus had no shame and proudly took her hand as he headed East to Ocean Drive. Beth liked South Beach but found the cafes and bars too expensive. Across Ocean Drive from the buildings was a manicured park with palm trees and then the beach.
Miami is second only to New York in the number of modeling agencies and their numbers doubled in the winter. The beach reflected that. It was filled with young attractive people. Several were actively modeling. A handsome young man was modeling swimsuits, posing by a palm tree as a photographer snapped his picture. On Ocean drive, a young woman in an American flag bikini was jumping into the street between cars as another man snapped her picture. Just at the edge of the manicured park, another model was posing. She was stunningly attractive with fake breasts and wore a black bikini with a spider web mesh covering over her body. Her lips were full, and she wore dark eye shadow under equally dark hair. Titus stared at her even as she stared at him, eyes widening when they rested on his bulging crotch. The photographer noticed him also.
"You are magnificent, my brother," he said, staring at Titus as he lowered the camera. He stared hungrily at the black man's crotch but didn't appear to be gay. "You pose for me sometime? I pay you big cash?"
"I might be interested," said Titus.
Titus turned to speak with him, revealing more of Beth. His eyes fell just as hungrily on Beth's body. "Your woman is very fine too. I give you a thousand dollars to both pose for me."
"When and where, bro," said Titus.
"No thanks," said Beth. She instantly disliked the man. He was Cuban, sweaty and ugly. His shirt was open showing a big gut and a sweat-drenched hairy chest. He also had an exaggerated manner of speaking using his hands and scrunching up his face. She had the distinct impression he was purposely doing an impression of Al Pacino from Scarface.
"Ella vendra a," said Titus.
The photographer smiled. "Tendrá que pagar más por un video de ti puta."
"Voy a ver lo que puedo hacer."
"Soy Esteban," he said. "Si no su tal vez, ella desesperada para el dinero." He cocked his thumb towards the model.
"Por qué no ambos?," said Titus and they both laughed.
Titus knew she didn't speak Spanish and that she hated hearing people speak it around her. All Beth had caught was that his name was Esteban. The man handed Titus his card and turned back on his model. "Yo te llamo más tarde, hermano," were his last words.
"I'm not modeling for him," said Beth as they walked down the beach.
"Pays more than that stupid diner," said Titus.
"I don't like how modeling objectifies women," she stared off over the clear blue water. "This isn't the first time I've been asked, but they only wanted swimsuits or underwear, nothing tasteful. I might model everyday wear." She paused. "Not for a creep like him though." Beth looked down the beach at all the young people. "Can we go now? I feel like they're all staring at me."
Titus looked around. "Many are," he concluded. "And many are staring at me." He faced her and flexed making a muscle with his right arm. "God's gift, baby."
"You are quite impressive," she admitted, somewhat reluctantly. Neither Beth nor any of her straight feminist friends liked men with muscles largely because they tended to by pigs. One complained about them all the time, yet she only hooked up with fit men. Her eyes took in his chest. His abdominals were amazingly defined. "Very impressive," she admitted, less reluctantly and suppressing a desire to run her hands over his chest. It wouldn't upset her too much if David were a little fitter.
"It's not just my upper half that's impressive either," he said with a chuckle, finally relaxing his arm from making a muscle.
Beth's eyes automatically went down to his bulging briefs straining to contain his enormous penis every bit as much as her bikini top was squeezing her breasts. It looked like he had an extra-long kielbasa coiled up in his suit. The stretched material hugged every ridge and vein on the obscenely large cock. Beth felt her nipples swelling. They hardened to their maximum length, her entire areola puffing up and out from her breast. She quickly took her eyes off his crotch.
"You're equally impressive, sis," he said. "You're built like a stripper."
"I hate my body and I hate it that men don't see past my figure. I hate showing it off and I hate this bikini."
Titus reached out and took her shoulders. She looked up at him and found herself trembling a little. She half felt that he was about to pull her into his arms and kiss her, but what he was doing was worse. His strong hands slid up over her shoulders to her neck. His fingers yanked behind her neck. "Well if you hate it that much, maybe you should take it off."
"Titus!" she gasped, her hands catching the stretched triangles on the bikini just as it was falling off.
"Relax baby," he said, smirking, and stepping back. "Most of the girls here are topless."
"I don't want to be one of them," she complained, holding the cups over her breasts and trying to grab the neck strings.
"Take the top off Beth," he ordered. He pulled out his phone and held it up.
"I'm not going topless," she said, shaking her head. "Hey, no pictures."
"I just want to show you another video."
It was hard to see the screen in the sun, but Beth saw herself lying on her back, breasts, and face covered in the black man's sperm after he had used her breasts to get off. She was watching Titus leave the bedroom. "Nigger," came her voice over the phone and then to her horror, she watched herself scooping up his sperm on her fingers and licking it off, clearly loving the taste. Then she got up off the bed and walked into her bathroom. Titus reentered the room, giant black banana cock sticking out in front of him. His penis grew, filling the screen and then he turned the phone up to his face, winking at the lens before turning it off.
"Call me a nigger again and I'm going to spank that fine ass red."
Her face was already scrunched up in horror that he had filmed him going down on her and then titty fucking her. He'd fast-forwarded the video to the end, but the whole file was nearly thirty minutes long. Her face scrunched up even more at the threat of being spanked like a petulant child. "What do you want?" she gasped. David had watched her stroking Titus' cock off, but he didn't know that Titus had snuck into her bedroom, performed oral sex on her and then used her breasts to get his cock off. She could claim she thought it was her husband at first as she'd been asleep, but she couldn't explain her obvious enjoyment at the taste of his seed or the orgasms. "What do you want?" she said again.
"Just what every black brother wants," he replied, grinning. "To walk down the beach with his topless white sister-in-law."
"Let me see you delete the two files and I'll do it."
"Sure baby," he held the phone up. "Beep beep beep," he said, pretending to press the phone. "Deleted."
"Fuck you," she grunted. She held her arm over her breasts and reached behind her for the string at her back.
"You're not in charge here, I am." He shook his head. "Like I said the other night, you'd be beautiful if you smiled more and wiped the ugly look off your face. It's not just me either, you usually walk around like you hate the world, Beth."
"Damn you," she grunted, handing him the top when he held his hand out, palm up. "You're nothing but a misogynistic, blackmailing pig." She straightened her back and slowly lowered her arm.
"You are quite impressive also, your highness," he said, taking in her tits and body. She was practically naked but for the thin strip of fabric covering her pubes. "Uh oh," he said with alarm, looking down his body.
Beth glanced down just as his penis swelled and started to uncoil just as her nipples had turned swollen while staring at him. The sides of her mouth curled up in a smile before she quickly suppressed it, angrily frowning again. The effect her body had on the black man shouldn't fill her with pride, but to her shame, it did. "What now?" she hissed.



"Now we go for a walk." Titus held out his hand. She stared at it for a second and then took it. He pulled her down near the water and they walked South along the beach.
Beth looked around as they walked hand in hand. The beach was filled with gorgeous people, but everyone paying attention was staring at her and to be fair, they were staring at Titus too. More than one person checking them out, reacted with surprise when they noticed his crotch. One positive about being with a muscle-bound oaf was that no one bothered her. There'd been plenty of times she'd been out with David and men still blatantly hit on her, much to her husband's dismay. None would dare approach her with Titus by her side.
"This isn't so bad, is it?" he asked, looking down at her. "If you got it, flaunt it."
For the first time in Beth's life, she didn't feel constricted by her clothing in public. No, it wasn't so bad and there were plenty of other topless women around. "I'm only doing this because you're making me. Promise me that you'll delete those files." She looked up at him hopefully.
"No, I like watching them. Gives me something to jerk off to."
"You jerk off looking at me?"
"Since the day, I stopped by my mama's and saw the picture of you and David on the beach. You'd be surprised but the Titan needs to get off at least three times a day and I can't always have a partner to take care of it."
"I'm not surprised," she said, wryly.
"Besides, they'll give me something to remember you with when I'm on the road." Titus stopped and looked around. "Let's head back." He looked down at Beth and for some reason, she stood proudly, breasts upthrust. "You should put on some lotion."
"Oh yeah," she said, worried. There were large areas of her body exposed now that had never been exposed to the sun before. "Let me have the lotion."
Titus still had the tube in one hand. "Sure but let me get your back first." He grabbed her shoulders and spun her around away from the water so that she was facing the crowded beach. She caught several men pretending to look in their smartphones while secretly taking pictures of her body. She heard him squirt lotion into his hand. "Hold your hair up."
Strong black hands grabbed the back of her shoulders. They were wet and smelled of coconut. He ran his slick hands over her shoulders and to the nape of her neck. He didn't rub the lotion in, he massaged her back. Beth moaned, her eyes growing lidded. "Hmm, that feels good," she said, unable to help herself and swaying on her feet. His hands ran down her arms, roughly squeezing them down to her hands. He released her, and she moaned again, complaining that he'd stopped. SQUISH! Lotion splattered on her back. He leaned close and wrapped his arm around her chest to steady her as his free hand began rubbing the lotion into her back. If you had told her three months ago, that a giant muscular well-hung black man would be touching every square inch of her body while she stood nearly nude on a crowded beach, she would have vomited at the thought. If you had told her the other stuff she'd done with the same hung black man, she would have punched you in disgust. David hadn't even touched her like this. All he'd ever done was rub her shoulders and he never put much strength behind his massages.
Her back coated, the hand moved to her exposed rear end. That too felt good and she didn't complain. "Your ass is near perfect," he whispered in her ear. "Firm and tight." He gave it a playful little smack
on one cheek. Titus bent, his hand cupped under one cheek and the hand moved to her thighs. He released her and squatted getting both thighs and calves.
"Hmm," she moaned, still swaying a little. "I'll take the bottle now."
SQUISH! SQUISH! "Not quite," said Titus. His hands grabbed her hips and slid up her sides and back down to her hips. He yanked and pulled her ass back into his crotch. His swollen cock pushed against her ass.
"What are you...?" Her eyes flew up when his wet hands slid around to her stomach. More people were watching now, and more men were blatantly filming or snapping her picture. They captured the big black hands as they moved up to coat her breasts with lotion. "Titus?"
"Almost done babe," he whispered. Her nipples depressed and bent each time his hands slid across them. He was very thorough in making sure her breasts were well protected. "Can't risk these perfect tits getting burnt." He blatantly pinched her nipples sending pangs of pleasure straight to her vagina. "Don't want these sweet nubs getting blistered." Her body's response was to thrust her ass back into the hard cock pressing against it. "Look at them," he whispered in her ear. Beth was sucking her lower lip into her mouth and she was watching them. Watching them staring at her. Her body was on display to hundreds of eyes. "They're staring at your hot body. All those men want to fuck you, Beth."
"Stop it," she whispered.
"It should be a crime to hide a body like yours." He pulled on her nipples again. "I wonder how many hard dicks are out there from staring at your stacked body?"
"Stop it, Titus," she whispered again. "Please." One hand left her breast and slid down her stomach.
"I think you like them staring at you."
"No!"
"All wanting to fuck you," he whispered, his lips right by her ear. "But they won't. You know why?"
"Why?" Beth trembled as his slick hand slid under her panty and over her pubic mound.
"Because they think you're fucking me and none of them could fuck you like I could. Not one of them, not David, no one." He bent and kissed her neck even as the tips of his fingers slid far enough down to slide over her swollen clitoris.
Beth gasped just as she almost came, but Titus had quickly yanked his hand out of her panty. Her body continued to betray her ideals. She wanted to cum. She needed to cum. Her need was so bad, she wouldn't have cared that so many people were watching her.
"I think your skin should be protected now," he said, loudly. Titus took her hand and led her back up the beach.
Beth was silent as she walked beside him. Her inner thighs were soaked. Her nipples were in their puffy hyper-aroused state. All that and her newly oiled body glistening in the sun had more eyes staring at her now then there had been walking South on the beach. "Can we go now?" she asked, voice shaky.
"Sure babe," he replied, leading her into the park and onto Ocean Dr.
"HEY! You can't walk here like that."
Beth turned her head and saw a police officer approaching her. She quickly held her arm over her breasts. She hadn't even thought to put her top on. "Oh sorry, I forgot," she said even as Titus handed the bikini top to her. The police officer stared at her breasts admiringly as she lowered her arms and adjusted the cup while Titus tied the string around her neck.
"That's fine ma'am," said the police officer. "It's not like that top covers much anyway." He grinned. The grin faded to surprise when Titus stepped out from behind her.
"Thanks, officer," said Titus. "It just slipped our mind."
The police officer nodded, still stunned and staring at the bulge in Titus' suit. Titus' cock looked like it might rip the suit right off. The policeman finally pulled his eyes away from it looking shaken and a little disturbed. He checked Beth out again, eyes roaming from her feet up to her head. He nodded at them and turned away.
Titus didn't put his shorts back on when he reached his motorcycle. He just straddled the seat and let her climb on behind him. They roared off onto the street. Beth wrapped her arms around his chest again and squeezed her body against his. She laid her cheek against his back and closed her eyes. Her brother-in-law was so big and strong. She moved her hands lightly over his chest, feeling his hard chest, especially his abdominal muscles. She smiled, sliding her hands further down as her still slick body rubbed his back. They were still on the beach, but now it was her turn to oil him up. Her pussy was throbbing with desire. Her hand slid further down, feeling his briefs and the bulge. Beth would have preferred never even shaking hands with a black man before and now she was hungrily exploring every inch of Titus' well-developed body. The throbbing in her pussy turned to a constant vibrating. She squirted lotion in her hand and pulled his briefs down, hungrily coating every inch of his huge cock and squeezing the head as she looked up at Titus where she kneeled before him. Her hand squeezed the fat head of his cock through the fabric of his suit even as she leaned forward on the beach and took it in her mouth. "Aaahhhhh!" she cried out, waking up.
"You alright back there?" he called.
"I... I fell asleep," she said, still feeling the waves of pleasure from her orgasm. The vibrations from the motorcycle seat still making her pussy tingle with lust. She realized her hand really was on his cock and quickly moved it back to his stomach. "Uh... sorry," she said.
"No apology necessary," he called back. "It's always there if you need something to hold on to."
She smiled and then frowned quickly. Don't start to like the pig, she told herself. I can accept that he has a very masculine sexual presence, but don't start to like him.
**********
"Thank god that's over," she muttered stepping off his bike as he hit the kickstand.
"Come on now, sis," he said with a smirk. "It wasn't that bad." He glanced down at the wet spot on the back of his seat and the smirk grew.
She didn't have her house key and waited by the door for him to unlock it. He unlocked the door. "I can't wait to get out of this... thing," she hissed, grumpily, grabbing her dress off the lawn and entering her house while he held the door for her.
"Neither can I," said Titus behind her. Beth turned and watched him bend over and push his tiny bathing suit down. His giant black cock sprang up, sticking out, but bent slightly down. "Fuck," he said, drawing it out like he felt relieved to free his cock from its prison. The same way she felt when she stripped her clothes off. "Don't suppose you'd care to suck it again?" he asked.
Beth was growing used to the sight of the Titan, but she still didn't believe its size nor could she take her eyes off it. "No thank you," she replied watching it rise some more at the thought of her sucking it again.
"Get down there and suck my cock, bitch," he growled. "On your knees, Beth. NOW!"
Beth's legs suddenly grew weak and she almost fell to her knees. She kept staring at his rising cock remembering how good his seed had tasted. He waited, watching her. His forceful order was much more compelling than when he simply asked her, but she didn't have a submissive side. She wasn't submissive to any man, especially a pig like Titus Cetewayo. "Are you going to blackmail me if I don't suck your cock?"
"Never. You'll realize soon enough that you want to suck it."
"Then the answer is still no," she replied, looking at it. His seed had tasted good. "I'm not going to suck your cock again, Titus. I don't want anything to do with your big cock." Maybe another hand job? Then she could sneak a taste. "You can put that big black cock away. I don't want to ever see it again or you for that matter. She turned and walked up the stairs.
Titus followed and watching her bare ass shake as she climbed didn't help deflate the Titan. "Well, it looks like it's just me and you, hand."
Beth grunted in distaste and went to her and David's bedroom. She was about to change back into her clothes when something occurred to her. Beth turned and stormed out of the room. The guest bedroom door was open. She walked into his room and froze. He was sitting on the foot of the bed, nude, lubricating his cock up with the tanning oil. She stared at his giant hand sliding along the shaft making it shine in the light. A smaller white hand would have looked better on it. "Come to help?" he asked.
"No."
"Then why are you here?"
"I don't want you doing... that thing you're doing while watching a video of me." His phone was beside him on the bed slightly propped up. He picked it up and showed her the video he was watching. His huge black cock was sliding between her tits. "After running my hands all over them, I thought I'd watch this one." He turned the phone around and fiddled with it. "But I don't have to," he added. He set the phone on the nightstand propped up against the alarm clock and facing the bed.
"Thank you," she replied, surprised he'd relented so easily. "Just the thought of someone... jerking off while watching me is disgusting.
"Yeah, why watch a video when the real thing is right before me." He slowly stroked his cock while staring at the outline of her nipples under the bikini top.
"You're disgusting," she said, unable to take her eyes off his cock. "I'm leaving." She took one last look at it before heading out to the hall.
"Maybe you'd better go," he grunted. "It's torture watching you stand there, knowing I can't have you."
Beth turned around and walked back into the room. "Oh! This is hurting you?"
"God yes Beth," he groaned, still slowly stroking his cock. "I want you so bad it hurts. I want to titty fuck you again."
"That's not going to happen."
"I know, that's what hurts. I don't think I could handle seeing those perfect tits again without being able to touch them."
"Oh really," she replied. Beth reached behind her neck and untied the string. "I think you could handle it." She smiled as he groaned. It really did sound like he was in pain. "You touched them enough earlier that I don't see why you'd even want to touch them again." She dropped the top and hefted her breasts, displaying them to the big black man.
"Dammit, bitch, they're too sexy," he growled. "Don't run your hands over them."
"Don't do this?" she asked, caressing her own breasts. "They're still so slick for the lotion."
"Stop it," he groaned. "Not the nipples."
Beth smiled evilly. The grin left her face the moment she ran her fingers along her engorged nipples. The spasm of pleasure that rocked her body caught her completely off guard. She was already horny, but now there were little spasms inside her vagina. Its muscles were contracting inwards as if it were trying to pull something inside it and the contractions were aligning with each stroke of Titus' hand down his giant black cock.
"Are you enjoying tormenting me? Just leave the panty on."
Beth didn't even think about it as she dropped one hand down and untied the string at her hip. It was enough for the panty to fall open before dropping to her feet.
"Noooo," he groaned. She brought both hands up to her nipples again. This time the spasms in her vagina were larger and she started thrusting her hips out towards his cock. "Oh, the torture. Now you're dancing for me," he lamented.
"Dancing?" she asked.
"You know, like a lap dance."
"No, I don't know."
Titus spread his legs. "Come closer and start swaying your hips." Beth stepped closer and started moving her hips around just like she danced at clubs with her college girlfriends. "Run your hands all over your body.
"Like this?" Beth did as he said.
"Yes," he hissed. "Now turn around and shake that ass."
Beth spun around and stuck her rear outwards, making it shake. She jumped forwards when he slapped his hard cock against it several times. Beth spun around but didn't stop dancing, her eyes still focused on his cock. He was trying to slowly pace himself, but from time to time he'd speed up his strokes. She wanted to see it cum again. She moved her hands up to her nipples again and his strokes increased before slowing down. "You want this body?"
"Yes, I want that sexy body. I want to fuck you so bad."
"Stop it," she said, bothered by his words, but his strokes increased.
"I want to fuck that tight pussy."
"Stop," she whimpered. One hand left her breast and slid down her undulating stomach.
"Everyone on that beach wanted to fuck you, Beth."
"NO!" Her hand slid over her pubic mound.
"You liked them staring at you, wanting to fuck you," he said, watching her. Beth's face was all scrunched up, but still eyeing his cock. Her fingertip was circling her clit. "You want to be fucked, Beth. You want to be fucked by a man-sized cock for a change."
"Aahhhh!" Beth plunged two fingers into her pussy, embarrassed by the amount of fluid that shot out. She'd never been this horny or needed to cum this bad. "Oh, my god," she gasped. "Will you to lick me down there again?" she asked, face turning red with embarrassment. He shook his head. "Please? I'll... I'll jerk it off for you."
"No thanks."
Beth fell to her knees in front of him. She hefted her breasts again. She scooted forward. "You can use these to get off again?"
"Nope."
Titus let go of his shaft when she reached out to take his cock. "Fine, I'll suck it again." She pulled it down and wrapped her lips around his cock head, sucking it into her mouth. The tanning oil ruined the natural taste for her.
Titus let her slurp on the head for a minute before pushing her head up and off his cock. "You want to cum?" he asked. Beth nodded. "Stand up," he ordered. Beth stood up by pushing down on his knees. "Straddle me."
"I'm not going to have sex with you," she told him, staring at his cock. Her hand had found its way back to her vagina.
Titus laid back and his ebony shaft slapped on his stomach like a felled redwood. "Just run your pussy over it. It doesn't have to go in."
Beth was skeptical, but she stepped over his lap and slowly lowered herself onto his crotch. She felt the hard shaft pushing against her wet labia. "Ohhhh," she moaned, humping it. "This might work."
"Slide your pussy over it," he ordered.
Beth worked her hips back and forth. She could feel its heat and power between her legs. "Yes," she moaned. Beth closed her eyes and threw her head back just enjoying the sensation. It felt really good, but it was only stimulating the outside and her vaginal muscle spasms were still contracting inwards.
"Slide up more."
Beth walked her knees, sliding her vagina further up his cock. She stopped and worked her hips, running her vaginal lips along more of his shaft. Her arousal was running down the huge shaft it was pouring from her so fast. "Mmmmm," she moaned. She was sitting on the thick dark vein that ran up the underside of his cock and she could feel his rapid pulse sending tremors through her labia. It matched the beating of her own heart.
"Open your eyes, Beth."
Beth's head was still thrown back, with a rare smile across her lips that made her look stunning. She opened her eyes and looked down at the black man. She gasped in surprise at how much it looked like she was fucking him. Beth sucked her lower lip into her mouth as she watched her own hands come off her knees and over to his chest. Why did she find the contrast so fascinating? Her dainty white hands ran over his chest, feeling the hard pectorals. She still didn't find muscle men attractive, but there was something incredibly masculine about Titus' level of fitness.
"You're beautiful when you smile," he said.
Beth quickly dropped the grin, embarrassed. She wasn't enjoying this at all. "I just need to get off," she grunted. She tried to turn her head to look away, but Titus grabbed her chin and turned her face back towards his.
"You need to see who is getting you off." Beth found herself staring into his eyes as she slid her crotch along his shaft. "Come a little closer," he said, and she couldn't resist. Her vaginal lips slid slowly up to the tip of his cock, spreading wider around the crowned head. She could feel the very tip of it pushing against her swollen clitoris. "Now hump that black cock."
Beth pushed down and gasped as her vagina spread open around the golf ball sized head of his cock. She did as he ordered, humping the head, and loving it. "Unh, unh, unh," she grunted every time she pushed down, her grunts followed by a squishing sound. Her body was pushing down hard into the head, trying to get more in much to her humiliation. Beth whimpered loving it and hating it at the same time. She had the brain of a true feminist thinker, but the body of a shameless whore and her body was winning the fight at that moment. "Unh, unh, unh." Beth didn't want to stop humping the end of his cock and didn't think she could have stopped if she had wanted to. There was a pressure growing in her womb, her much-needed release was approaching. "AAAAHH!" Beth cried out, not from an orgasm, but from the stab of pleasure coursing her body as Titus pinched both nipples.



"Bring these closer," he grunted, squeezing her breasts, and pulling them.
Beth slid forwards a little on the end of his cock, arching her back and thrusting her large bosom outwards. He flexed the muscles in his shaft, raising it up slightly just as she pushed back into it. "AAAAHH!" She cried again, this time as his entire cock head thrust into her, followed by, "FFUUCCKK!" as she exploded all over the cock head when one of her nipples was suddenly sucked between Titus's large black lips. "YYEESS!" Her orgasm grew and turned into a second as Titus lifted his hips, ramming his cock deep into her, filling her up like no man ever had before.
Only he hadn't.
Beth's orgasm lasted a full minute. She'd never felt anything like it before and it hadn't even satisfied her. Or it had, but the way Titus was greedily sucking on her erect nipples, alternating from one breast to the next was turning her on again, making her want more. She looked at him in astonishment not believing what she had just felt. "I can't believe it's in me," she said in disbelief. "I feel so full."
"Relax," he said, taking his lips off her thoroughly engorged right nipple. She'd never seen her nipples look so big. They were wet and glistened in the light, darker than normal. A strand of saliva ran from the tip to his lips. "It's only about three inches."
"What?" she cried in disbelief. She worked her vagina around the end of his cock, realizing that all that was inside her was mostly just head and another inch or so. "You're in deeper than David."
"My brother's pathetic, but not that pathetic. I've seen his little dick and it's about this big."
"Aaaahh," she moaned as Titus worked his cock almost out and then in again several times, pushing another two inches in.
"That's as deep as David goes. Feels about the same doesn't it."
"Not the same at all," she squealed. Even when he was talking, he wasn't relenting on her nipples. One was always being pinched and tugged on by his fingers. "It's much bigger, thicker than David's, so big, harder too, so much bigger."
"What's the biggest you ever had?"
"David... please quit playing with my nipples," she gasped. "David... the only... oh god... virgin. You're so big."
"A virgin! You're fucking kidding me? Well, let's put a little more in."
"Wait! No... NO! So big! So big! So big! So big! CUMMING!" He gently bit her nipple as her pussy vibrated around the new inch or two he pushed inside her.
"No more," she begged when she recovered. "No more. I can't do this to David."
"Nah, come on Beth. Work that pussy on that big black cock. We won't count it as fucking since you only have half in you.
"Oh my god," she moaned, sitting up, bouncing on her knees. "Oh my god! So big! So big! So big! So full!"
"Titan's opening up that white pussy good," he laughed, reaching around, and smacking her ass cheek.
"No more, no more, more, more" she whimpered even as she continued taking inch after inch inside her like an addict wanting more and more. "So full... can't take it... big... so good."
Titus was used to the crazy way women reacted to his cock, but this was something new. "Get off on that big black cock," he grunted as Beth shuddered from a large orgasm. This time she didn't cry out, she just trembled and shook.
The orgasm left her weak and Beth slid down another inch. "OWWW!" she cried at the sudden pain. It brought her out of her sexual stupor. "Thank god," she moaned as it pressed her cervix. "No more, thank god, no more." She seemed to relax at the thought that it was over. "Mmmm," she moaned. "Mmmm, yes Titus. Titus? TITUS? What are you doing?" His cock was vibrating inside her as he flexed the muscles in the shaft. Each time it jerked sent a teaspoon's worth of precum to soak her cervix until it softened and began to open. Before Beth even realized what had happened, she sank down to sit in his lap fully impaled by her black brother-in-law's thirteen-inch cock. "I don't believe it," she muttered.
"Believe it, baby," he grunted. "Now you know what it's like to have a real man's cock in you, it's time you found out what it's like to be fucked by a real man."
"No, we can't fuck. I can't cheat on David. Besides, I don't have the strength to move."
Beth squealed as Titus flipped her over on her back. He sat up, kneeling between her legs. "Then I'll take over. Don't worry, it ain't cheating unless I cum in you. I'm just gonna work it around for a little while. I'm getting close anyway," he lied.
"Okay," she said, staring at his huge black frame. Her hips raising up even before he cupped his arms under her knees. "Just don't cum in me."
Titus adjusted himself, lifting her ass off the bed to line up with his cock. "Now do you prefer me just moving a little bit in and out?" he asked, keeping most of his cock stuffed in her, only pulling out a couple of inches before pushing it back in.
Beth grunted when he sank it in again. "Oh yes, that's good."
"Or do you like a full shafting?"
This time Beth screamed as he nearly pulled his entire cock out before slamming it forward. Her hips bucked upwards into his thrusting cock. "Full shafting! FULL SHAFTING!" she begged.
"Full shafting it is then," he chuckled.
"YES!" she squealed. "So good." Titus gripped her knees tight and began slowly sliding his cock in and out using the full length. The head would just about leave her pussy when he'd thrust it deep again. "Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck," she muttered repeatedly. Her body wanted to react. Her hips tried to rise into his thrusts. Her belly was undulating towards her pussy. But he was in control. Titus was holding her firm, using her pussy to get himself off. "Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck, FUCK!" Beth came all over his cock again. He was using her as an object for his pleasure and her body was loving it. "Fuck, fuck, fuck," she cried. "FUCK! Fuck me! Fuck me! So fucking big!"
"You lovin this big black cock," he grunted, panting some from the exertion.
"Yes, damn you, Titus. I love it," she admitted. "I fucking love it."
"Better than David's?"
"Stop it, Titus. Don't bring him up. Noooo," she wailed in complaint. He'd completely pulled his cock from her. She looked up her body. His cock was rearing up, gigantic and rampant as it glistened with her juices. "Put it back in," she begged.
"Tell me you like my cock better than my brother's."
"Fine," she said. "I like your cock better than David's." She stared at it, throbbing between her thighs. It rose up, gigantic and dripping her fluids onto her belly. "Please," she begged. "I love your big black cock." He finally pulled his hips back and moved his cock down. He skillfully lined it back up with her pussy and pushed it deep. "Yessss! Fuck me. Keep fucking me." He was working it faster now and she was going to cum again.
"Dayumn, gonna blow," he grunted. Titus was glistening now as a thin sheen of sweat covered his body.
"Not yet," she begged. "I'm close. Getting closer. Don't forget to... pull out. Yes! Yes! YYEESS!"
"Me too, slut," he growled, shoving his cock deep and holding it.
"Noooo!" she cried in alarm when she realized he was cumming, but feeling his hot seed filling her womb doubled the intensity of her own orgasm. Her body betrayed her, vaginal muscles clamping down around his shaft milking it for every drop of his sperm. Her muscles were gripping it so tightly, he probably couldn't have pulled it out if he'd tried.
"Filling that pussy good," he grunted as his cock continued bucking.
Beth continued cumming all over his erupting shaft. Her eyes rolled up in her head and she just about passed out when her abdomen began hurting, the pain grew. "Pull out," she begged, coming to her senses. The pain had her pussy relaxing its grip and Titus pulled out. His cock lunged forwards and upwards, sperm landing from her chin to her navel. The monster cock continued bobbing, shooting sperm onto her tits, ribs, and belly for another half minute.
He dropped her knees and her lower body fell to the bed. "What's wrong?"
"It hurt," she said wincing. It still ached. Her belly was distended. She pushed down on it and immediately felt some relief, but a steady stream of semen began pouring from her pussy.
"Filled your womb up like a balloon. Your body will get used to stretching. Next time won't be so bad."
She looked up at Titus. "There won't be a next time." His cock had softened. It was still swollen and long, but it had collapsed on her crotch and looked like a slithering black eel. "There shouldn't have been a first time."
"Fuck that. You loved it." Titus lifted his spent cock up and squeezed out another squirt of semen onto her belly. There was already a small pool spilling out of her navel and trickling down her waist. He then scooted back and fell over beside her.
"It was good," she admitted.
"Good?"
"Alright, it was incredible, but I just cheated on David. This can never happen again."
"We'll see."
"I mean it, Titus."
"It's hard to go back to weak little white boys once you been integrated by a black man."
Beth sat up and stood, immediately hunching over and trying to stop the flow of sperm from her well-used pussy. "Be nice, you're half white."
Her eyes followed his huge hand as he grabbed his crotch. "Does this look white?"
"No," she conceded.
"That's because black genes are superior."
Beth shook her head at the man's arrogance and fled the room, waddling into the hallway with her hands cupped between her legs. She couldn't keep all his sperm from dripping to the carpet, so she used the guest bathroom in the hallway as it was closest. She turned the shower on and stepped inside. Semen dribbled to the shower tiles the second she removed her hand. She licked her lips, tasting his sperm on her lower lip.
The hot water splattered her back as she looked down her torso. Her body was covered in more sperm than David had ever ejaculated in his entire life and what she was looking at was the tail end of one of Titus' ejaculations. The bit of sperm she'd just tasted left a desire for more in her and a large glob was sliding down the curve of her breast to her protruding nipple. Beth lifted her breast and brought the teat to her mouth. She sucked the wad off. It was good but not as good as it had been hot and fresh from the head of his cock. The sensitivity of her nipple also surprised her. She should have been completely satisfied, but her body seemed more aroused than ever.
Beth squirted some body wash into her hand and began lathering up her breasts. Pangs of arousal grew each time her hand slid across her nipples. She began to wonder if they'd ever go back down. She squirted some more wash into her hand and began rubbing her stomach. His sperm had turned into dried flakes around her navel, but the inside of her belly button was still sticky and wet. She moved her hand down and washed the insides of her thighs. Beth jumped when the shower door opened.
"I thought we might share," said Titus stepping inside with her. "Let me help." He squirted some lotion into his hand and began lathering her breasts.
"Titus?" she whimpered.
He smiled and grabbed the body wash. He held it upside down towards her until she held her palm out. He squeezed the bottle, filling her hand. "My cock needs cleaning."
Beth reached out and grabbed the base of his shaft. It was limp, but fat and still near to full length. She coated it with lotion, feeling it swelling in her hand. She kept stroking it watching the lather form along the shaft. Titus tweaked a nipple before grabbing her chin. Beth looked up at him as he brought his face down. Her pink lips met his flat brown ones and they kissed. Beth moaned. He placed his hand on her back and pulled her tight against him angled so that she could keep stroking him. Her breasts mashed into his chest. His tongue pushed into her mouth. Her tongue tried to force his out, instead they danced around each other. She melted against him as his hands moved down to squeeze her ass cheeks. His cock was fully hard now, her hand rapidly gliding up and down the long shaft speeding up as her passion grew.
Titus broke the kiss and pulled back, her lips following his not wanting it to end. Instead, Titus rapidly turned her around and bent her over against the door. She braced herself as she felt his huge cock head
push its way back inside her. She took him easier this time. She hated being taken from behind and never let David do it, but her body pushed her ass back into his thrusts as he fully buried his cock back in her.
"Fuck me!" she growled. Soon the black man's strong thrusts had her breasts mashing against the glass door of the shower just as she had witnessed him doing to Ashley just yesterday. "Fuck me. I fucking love your cock, Titus," she moaned. In no time at all, she was coming again.
Titus fucked her to two more orgasms before pulling it out. He spun her back around and moved her to the back of the shower. He lifted her up as if she weighed nothing against the wall and lowered her back over his cock. He moved to the center of the shower, his strong hands on her ass raising and lowering her over his shaft at a slow pace. Her arms wrapped around his neck she bent his cheek towards her and then kissed him again, moaning from an orgasm as their lips touched.
Not too long ago, the thought of kissing a black man would have disgusted her. The thought of kissing Titus would have made her sick to her stomach. Now she was kissing him more passionately then she'd ever kissed David and she didn't want to stop. But even Titus had his limits. "Getting close," he muttered, keeping his lips against hers. "Still want me to pull out?"
"No, I want it in me," she said, alarmed that he would even consider pulling out. She needed to be seeded again.
Getting close to Titus meant another five minutes of him bouncing her on his cock as fast as he could while they groaned into each other's mouths. His groan turned into a growl and he dropped her to the base of his cock just as it began to jerk inside her. The bucking cock spraying his hot seed in her womb had her vaginal muscles doing contractions around his shaft, trying to suck out as much sperm as it could get.
He lifted her up his shaft and off his still spurting cock setting her on her feet. The black man placed his hands on her shoulders and pushed her down. He braced himself against the wall and the door accidentally pushing the shower door open as she sucked his cock into her mouth, jerking the remaining sperm from his cock. There was the hot thick pudding she'd been craving. Beth gulped it down as rapidly as her mouth filled.
"Drain those black balls, you sexy white slut," he groaned.
Beth bobbed her head rapidly over his shaft, looking up his hard body. Titus was looking out the door. She turned her head suddenly worried that David had come home and caught them, but there was no one there. Just the mirror and the sink beside the door. Beth turned her attention back on swallowing his cock. No more was coming out, so she just grabbed the base and pulled her mouth back. She kissed the head. "Thank you," she said, looking up at him. Beth gasped in surprise and released his shaft, horrified by her behavior. Had she just thanked him for fucking her again? Or for letting her suck his cock?
"Any time. So much for it won't happen again," he chuckled arrogantly. He turned and stepped out of the shower.
The gratitude left her at his smugness. "You caught me off guard. We're done Titus. No more."
"Like I said, once you been black integrated you won't ever be satisfied with Lil Davey's pencil dick." He grabbed a towel and dried off, his cock which was still hard and sticking straight out.
"Fuck you, Titus," she said, sobbing, still on her knees. She hoped the shower water was hiding the tears that ran down her cheeks.
"Any time you want it, sis," he said, "which will be sooner than you think."
"I think I can resist," she answered, climbing to her feet.
"We'll see," said Titus. He paused. "Aren't you worried about getting pregnant?"
She suddenly looked alarmed. "I hadn't thought of that." Beth bent her head back and let the water soak her already wet hair. "I should be safe, I don't think I can have children. David and I have never used protection. We've tried for years."
"Good," said Titus, smirking. He'd caught his brother masturbating and teased him about not just his tiny dick but for the weak runny teaspoon's worth of semen it produced. "Then we can fuck all you want and not worry about it."
"Never again," she said, closing the shower door.
Titus grabbed his smart phone off the sink, winking at the lens as he turned the video off.
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Chapter 5: Beth's Lust Grows
Beth stepped up to her bedroom window, peering out the blinds making sure her husband had left. Titus' motorcycle was pulled off the driveway. His bike was loud and Frank across the street had complained about the late hours he kept. She'd heard him arrive home sometime after five this morning. His bartending shift had ended at two. No telling what he'd been doing the remaining three hours though "who" he'd been doing was a better guess. Beth watched David drive away and turned back into the room.
Titus had tricked her into fucking him yesterday. He'd gotten her to striptease for him while he jerked off. Only stripping while staring at his massive black cock had gotten her just as worked up. No doubt he'd fully expected that straddling his cock would lead to the head entering her eventually which led to them fucking. It had been the best sex of her life and she hated the arrogant black man for it.
Beth walked on bare feet down the hall to Titus' room. Sure enough, he was fast asleep on the bed. She slipped into the room. The sheet was down showing off that perfectly chiseled dark torso. She could feel her nipples hardening as she stared at the hard pectorals she'd ran her hands over yesterday. Her body shuddered when she saw the giant tent sticking up under the sheet. The thin white sheet hugged the thirteen-inch shaft tightly around the head loosening up the further down it went. His cock was sticking up caught by the sheet. It rose and fell a little each time his broad torso expanded as he breathed in his sleep.
Beth's panty turned damp. Her nipples completely swelled, scraping the rough fabric of her pajamas. She liked them even though they were plain and boring. The bottoms were pulled down low over her hips. The bottom half of the top was unbuttoned and open to expose her navel and belly. There were also gaps between the upper buttons exposing bits of tit flesh. Yes, they were plain and boring, but most things looked sexy on Beth. David admired her in them. Titus wouldn't have stood for so much skin being covered ripping them off so as to keep her nude or in skimpy lingerie.
She pulled her eyes off the Titan and glanced around the room. She grinned in triumph when she spotted his phone sitting on the dresser charging. She tiptoed over to it and picked it up. She'd watched him enter his password before. She tapped in LXIX and opened the home screen then his gallery. Beth had to stifle a gasp as his pictures folder opened. Pictures and videos of his big black cock and naked women filled the screen. She scrolled down. There were hundreds of them. Beth looked at the most recent. It was from last night.
"YOU WANTED TO SEE ME?"
Beth jumped startled by the loud volume. She glanced at Titus on the bed while fumbling to lower the volume.
"YEAH BABE, I WANted to tell you how good you looked in that biki..." Beth got the volume down to zero. Titus hadn't stirred.
The scene was in a walk-in storage room in the bar. Titus was leaning against some boxes on the right of the screen. A young woman was standing in the doorway wearing a bikini as tiny as the one Titus had Beth wear to the beach. Clearly, one of the bikini girls that sold beer from coolers at the club. She had short brunette hair, large earrings, and some tattoos. One tattoo was of a dragon curling down her forearm. Butterflies... no fairies with butterfly wings circled her ring-pierced navel, flying up her stomach with the uppermost one on the exposed top of her large fake DD breasts. She smiled, approaching Titus. He wrapped one hand behind her neck and pulled her lips to his, kissing her hard and untying the bikini top. The girl kneeled and struggled to get his pants open. Beth could tell this was her first time with Titus by the awed look on her face when she managed to pull his swelling cock out.
She stared at it in surprise for a while before attacking the head of his cock. Beth moved the meter up twenty minutes to the point Titus' cock was blasting sperm all over her face and tits while sperm poured down her chin. Titus grabbed a roll of paper towels and waited while she cleaned herself up. The scene switched to him untying her thong and lifting her up on boxes while she guided his cock between her legs. Beth's eyes flickered back and forth from the expression of her face to the huge black cock slowly pushing its way deeper and deeper inside her. She watched the girl's first orgasm. Beth forwarded the clip a little. Titus was fucking her hard with one huge palm covering her mouth to muffle the screaming. She forwarded it to the end. The girl was bent away from the camera, trying to stem the flow of sperm from her well-fucked pussy. Titus put his cock away and set the paper towels beside the pools of his cum on the floor, pointing at them, clearly telling her to clean their mess up. He walked up to the camera, winked before turning it off.
Next were a bunch of videos showing Beth interspersed with some of Ashley. Ashley was clearly aware she was being filmed, kissing Titus' cock head and winking at the camera or blowing a kiss towards the camera while riding Titus cock. Titus' female co-bartender appeared in some. She had a trim figure with conical B-cups. She also appeared aware he was filming her in the recent videos. In some she was even holding the phone, filming Titus licking her pussy before kissing her spade pierced belly button and sitting up to guide his cock into her. She appeared unaware he was filming in the older videos and her bellybutton was unpierced. The earliest video appeared to be in a military tent. The image was from his perspective, looking down his body of a tough looking Latina woman riding his cock to multiple orgasms. Her head was shaved, and she had dog tags around her neck. She had almost no tits to speak of, but her nipples were long and pointy. The woman was unbelievably fit, with a muscled stomach that tightened up each time she lifted herself up Titus' cock. Her biceps were bigger than Beth's husbands and one had a marine corps tattoo on it.
Beth grinned evilly. She was going to erase all the videos. But before she did that, she went back to her first video clip staring at her gloved hand jerking off Titus big cock. Her image glanced at the camera checking the stopwatch, but it looked like she was aware he was filming her. Her mouth moved silently mouthing the words, "Cum for me." Beth stopped it. Her thumb moved to the trash can, but two unexpected videos caught her eye much to her horror. The first showed her breasts smashing against the shower door with Titus' dark form looming up behind her. He'd made videos of them having sex. The next was worse. Beth swayed stripping off her bikini as she danced for Titus. The image was angled over his shoulder, showing him stroking his cock while she danced. She forwarded it to where she sat naked on his crotch sliding up further and further. This wasn't her. This was some porn slut with giant tits about to be penetrated by a hung nigg... Beth shuddered with arousal as she stared at her face on the screen. The expression of pure ecstasy crossing her face told her the exact moment her pussy was sinking down over the fat knobby end of Titus' cock. The whore on the screen took more and more of the thick black cock, but Beth had never seen herself look more beautiful.
Her thumb hovered over the delete button, but she had to watch the whole thing. She saw herself cumming again and again. She pressed down towards the trashcan but was too late. "Would you like a copy?" asked Titus snatching the phone from her hand.
Beth jumped, startled. "Uh... no," she stuttered. She looked up at him looming over her. Something poked her navel and then slid up her stomach leaving a slimy trail. She fought hard not to look down at his cock. Beth pulled herself together and hardened her resolve. Her face turning ugly as it sneered. "I was going to delete those videos, so you can't blackmail me into sex again. Give me your phone."
He snorted, tossing the phone on the bed behind him. She looked at it, but his large bulk was in the way. "I blackmailed you into going to the beach. The sex was your idea."
"No!"
"You were on top and in control."
"I wasn't..." She winced knowing what had happened was as much her fault as his. His cock head knocked on her ribs. She knew it was a mistake the moment she glanced down at it. He was flexing the shaft making the end smack against her upper belly. She grabbed the shaft to keep it off her, taking a step back, but she didn't let go. She held it, looking up and into his eyes as she started stroking it.
"Look at this shit," grunted Titus. His fingers reached between the buttons on her pajama tops and ripped it open. The cool air from the A/C caressed her hard nipples as buttons went flying everywhere. She kept stroking his cock as he pushed the ruined top off her shoulders. Titus' hands found her heavy breasts next, hefting them, his thumbs twirling around her sensitive nipples. Beth shuddered and moaned, her legs turned weak and she almost collapsed except for Titus grabbing her hips and pulling her into his arms. Her breasts smashed against his hard chest as she raised her head to his lips. They kissed, and she melted into his arms.
Titus moved his hands around her waist, slipping into her pajama bottoms. He reached in cupping her ass while he continued kissing her. He squeezed her rear end, spinning her around and walking her back until her legs touched the bed. Then Titus slid his hands around the front of the waistband. Her pajamas were unisex and had an opening in the front for men to pee. He grabbed the opening and ripped the pajamas open until the tattered remains fell to her feet.
Beth's pussy squirted from having her clothes ripped off by this powerful male. He pulled his tongue from her mouth, kissing her lips and then kissing the end of her button nose almost affectionately before he pushed her down to sit on the bed.
Beth looked up at him. Titus raised his eyebrow. She lowered her eyes to the cock in her hand. The tip aimed right at her mouth. She guided it forwards suddenly aware that it stank. The dark shaft was covered in dried white flakes and his pubic hair was matted and covered with more flakes. Just as she realized he hadn't showered after his encounter with the beer selling bikini girl, he pushed his cock through her grip and the tip probed at her lips.
Beth opened her mouth and let it slide in. She only hesitated a second before she started running her tongue around the glans, licking, kissing, and sucking the huge cock head. She sucked more and more of his huge cock cleaning it of the remains of last night's sexual encounter. The stink grew worse the closer her nose came to the matted pubes. It was his smell. The stench of a sexual encounter with Titus Cetewayo. The stench aroused her making her suck his cock faster taking more down her mouth. She wasn't satisfied until her nose pushed into the knotted tangle of pubic hair. Beth inhaled deeply and sucked his cock as his masculine scent filled her nose. Nothing in her woman's studies classes had prepared her for a man like Titus.
Beth moaned contentedly as she sucked his cock. She pulled back to suck the end while one hand stroked the remaining shaft. Her other hand fondled his scrotum, one heavy testicle filling the palm of her hand. She massaged them, first one and then the other. The hairs on his nut sack were knotted and tangled too.
The head swelled in her throat almost choking her. Beth pulled her head back just as his sperm exploded into her mouth. His seed squirted out dribbling down her chin before she managed to swallow it down. Her mouth filled again and again, but she wasted no more of his dense pudding-like semen, swallowing every bit.
He looked down at her as she returned his gaze kissing his cock respectfully. "That was one of the best blow jobs I ever had," he grunted.
Beth started swelling with pride before the rage came back. "Fuck you," she spat in disgust. She was filled with hatred and anger. It was mostly at herself for how she behaved whenever she saw his big black cock. She hated Titus for his arrogance, for his masculinity, for the fact that his cock was so superior to his half-brothers. She hated the fact that so many other women had gone down on the Titan. "Fuck you," she said again, tears running down her cheeks at her shame.
"What?" he asked. "Can't take a compliment?"
"No, it's just that... you're such an ass. You didn't even bother cleaning it off."
"Cleaning what off?"
"Your cock. It was nasty from whatever bimbo you got to fuck you last night."
"Zoe. She been in heat for a taste of the Titan for a while now." Titus loomed over Beth causing her to scoot back on the bed as he climbed on.
"You could at least have showered." She glanced down at his cock. It was still engorged, as tumescent as it got when he ejaculated, the tip still dripping semen. Her legs parted as it rose up over her thighs.
"It didn't stop you." He bent down and kissed her left nipple. Beth writhed in desire for what she knew was coming. "You loved it," he said, moving over to kiss her right nipple. "And you love me," he pushed himself up, the bulbous head of his cock probing between her thighs.
"I hate you," she mewled, wiggling her hips to place her labia over his cock head. She looked up his chest at his ugly Negroid features and the even uglier expression of total arrogance on his face. "I don't even like looking at you." She sighed with contentment as his cock began to enter her, but then it stopped. "No," she complained in alarm.
Titus grabbed her legs and turned her on her side and then her stomach. His powerful hands pulled her hips up off the bed. "Then you don't have to look at me," he grunted, guiding his cock between her folds.
Beth found herself on all fours. "No, I'm sorry. Not like this." The head entered her, his cock working in and out, probing deeper. "Not this position." She moaned as his cock pushed past the depth his brother could reach.
"Never let the male enter you from behind." Ms. Dykstra, her feminist professor lectured the class. "The term is doggy style and that puts the woman in the position of the female dog or the "bitch" position. One more way for the patriarchy to demean womynkind." Beth's fellow students had vowed never to let a man take them from behind. Of course, one classmate, Sally, who called herself "Sappho Sally" had offered to take Beth from behind with a strap-on dildo to show her why the position was so degrading.
Beth's pussy abruptly hugged his cock as she came all over it. His cock head was sliding over a very pleasurable spot way up near her cervix. Titus had taken her from behind in the shower, but they were both standing, and it was less submissive than being on all fours before him. He scraped the spot again and she had another orgasm. Her head slowly lowering to the mattress leaving her ass raised up before him.
Her body was adjusting quickly to the big cock and she took the entirety of it much easier this time. Beth whimpered as Titus' heavy scrotum slapped the back of her thighs when he buried his cock. She moaned contentedly at being filled so completely, but Beth didn't know what real contentment was until Titus began to fuck her. When he did he used the full length of his cock fuck her, the head just almost pulling free before he rammed it deep again. His speed and stamina were amazing. David couldn't have maintained such a pace for half a minute. Titus was going hard and fast for five minutes... she came hard... ten minutes... she came harder. He changed it up. Sometimes he held her hips ramming his giant cock into her. Sometimes, he held still, pulling her back onto his shaft. "FUCK ME!" she screamed at fifteen minutes.
Degrading or not, this position felt great. Plus, she didn't have to look at the dark-skinned brute. Though when she thought of his face, the flat nose, broad lips, arrogant smirk... she missed looking at it, ugly or not. She missed seeing his ugly muscles, his hard stomach and abdominals, the broad pectorals, and his bulging biceps, as big around as her thighs. Most of all, she missed seeing the contrast of her pale white skin against his dark flesh. She also missed seeing him reach down for his phone.
"Cumm.." Beth cried a little too soon as Titus yanked his cock out. He grabbed the base and slapped her ass cheek with the thick shaft. It was as hard as a steel rod. "Please, put it back in," she begged.
Titus hit her again, watching his slick cock glisten on the screen of his phone. He ran it between her ass cheeks. "Put what back in?"
"Your cock... your big black cock. Fuck me with your big black cock."
Titus slid his cock down and pushed it back in. The screen captured Beth's shudder and sigh as he entered her. He grabbed her ass cheek, fucking her slowly at first, lowering the phone to get a close up of his corona spreading her pussy lips apart before pushing the shaft back in. He then raised the phone up to her anus, capturing her tight sphincter as his thumb moved over on it. He pressed down.
"Whoa! Hold on there." Beth grunted in surprise as his thumb pushed into her ass. "Yikes! Um... OH FUCK!" Beth came hard all over his cock. Maybe her biggest yet and she gave up any thought of objecting to having his thumb in her rear end.
Titus pulled back the phone to capture the full shot of him fucking her while playing with her rosebud. He was ready to fuck her hard again, so he lowered the phone and flipped it over so that it was filming the underside of cock fucking her. He grabbed her hip and started giving it to her hard. The brief pause had given him time to recover and he was able to fuck her hard again for another ten minutes fucking her ass with the tip of his thumb before the sperm started welling in his balls.
Beth was pushed forwards by the sudden hard thrust of Titus's cock inside her. His hot seed began filling her again. She came all over his spurting cock, her orgasm lasting bigger and longer than the last one. Her vaginal muscles contracting inwards trying to drain every drop of his voluminous sperm from his big balls. Her anus squeezed his thumb, gripping it tightly. He slowly pulled his cock out, smacking it against her ass a couple of times, more sperm flying across her back with each slap. It no longer felt like a steel rod, more of a floppy slab of kielbasa sausage. She relaxed her ass enough for him to pull his thumb out. Titus got up and left. A few minutes later she heard the shower running.
Beth hadn't moved twenty minutes later when he came out. Her ass was still thrust up into the air, head resting on her arms and she was half asleep. He smacked her ass as he left for work, bringing her back to reality. She sighed and lowered her butt so that she was resting on her stomach. She really did hate the jerk, but at that moment she felt so content and satisfied, she could almost see herself loving the man.
**********
Beth had fallen asleep on Titus' bed again and was an hour late for work. Despite losing an hour, she made decent tips. Bob, the floor manager who had started the day cross with her for being late, commented on her cheerful mood and how a friendly smile and good customer service resulted in repeat customers and better tips.
Beth ate on her break and ordered a half chicken with red potatoes and broccoli to take home to David. The text came as she was getting into her car to go home for the night. Titus had sent her a link to a file sharing folder. The message read, "Hope this can hold you off until we can get together again." She clicked the link.
Titus kept all his pics and video clips in the cloud. There were even more here than on his phone. There were clips of him with more bikini beer girls in the storage room at the club. An older one showed a slightly heavy blonde with enormous floppy teats using them to get his dick off. It was from his viewpoint down, so she clearly knew he was filming. Titus had military fatigues pulled down his legs. "Spritzen sie ihre schwarzen Samen auf meine titten, Amerikanisch," she growled. His cock spurted cum across her face. The German woman quickly closed her eyes and stuck out her tongue. More sperm struck her face, fell into her mouth or across her tongue. She leaned back so that he could cover her big tits with his semen. She leaned forward and started stroking his spent cock. "So ein großer Schwanz." The clip stopped.



Another appeared to be in a motel room. The phone propped up somewhere to take in the bed. A slender woman with perky B-cups was riding Titus. "It's so fucking good! Jesus Luke, he's so much bigger than you," she moaned leaning back as she came. When she leaned back, Beth could clearly see a naked white man sitting in a chair watching them with his hand on his small penis jerking himself off.
The videos he'd taken of Beth were there too. She could have successfully deleted them off his phone and it wouldn't have mattered as they were safely in the cloud. Titus had the power to utterly destroy her life if he wanted. She was completely at his mercy.
The most recent video was of some slut's rear end. Beth had to admit that it was a near perfect ass. The kind of rounded firm globes that stuck out from the rear and turned male heads. The flesh was smooth, pale, and blemish free. Titus pulled his cock free. It was soaking wet from the woman's juices. He smacked the firm ass with his hard shaft. "Please, put it back in," came her voice from the phone's speaker.
Beth watched the whole clip. She watched his thumb pressing into her anus. She watched fluids squirt out around his pumping shaft. She watched the scene flip over so that the view was looking up at his cock. She stared up at his testicles filling the entire screen pumping her full of his seed. He slowly removed his now spent cock, semen shooting out of her pussy the second it was empty. Just as he grabbed the base of his now floppy shaft to smack her ass again, a flood of semen poured down to cover the lens. Beth shuddered as she shut off her phone.
Beth's knuckles were white against the steering wheel as she drove home. She could feel the wetness between her thighs after watching the video. She stormed into her house, a frown on her face, slamming David's dinner on the table. David dug in and looked up. "It's cold."
"Then throw it in the microwave," she growled.
He was used to her moods. He shut up and avoided her the rest of the night. He went to bed early and she followed him up, stopping to use the bathroom. While sitting on the toilet, she took out her phone and clicked on the link again. There was a new video up already.
Zoe and the female bartender were kneeling and sharing Titus' cock. They were looking up into the camera, winking and telling him how much they loved big black cock. They shared and licked the shaft, kissing his cock head and then each other. Beth turned it off in disgust.
Titus didn't come home the rest of the week. He must have stopped in for a moment, but not when anyone was home for Beth found his dirty clothes in her laundry basket. The lout fully expecting her to wash his clothes for him.
Saturday night, Beth woke up to the sound of Titus' motorcycle pulling into the driveway. She'd had a long day at the diner, working a double shift and collapsed exhausted beside her already sleeping husband. Groggily she looked over at the alarm. It was five in the morning. She closed her eyes listening to his heavy footfalls coming up the steps. The bedroom's door burst open. She looked up at the muscular dark shadow of Titus looming in the doorway. "Hey, what gives?" asked David, sitting up. Titus walked up to the bed, one massive arm shoving David to the floor as he climbed on the bed. Beth spread her legs, helping the black man with his belt and opening his pants. She reached in for the huge black cock, feeling it swell in her hands. She pulled it free and guided it down towards her...
Beth woke up again. Sex sounds were coming from Titus' room. A porno, he hadn't brought a girl home. "See you later honey, don't forget Leroy's coming by to clean up the pool." Her nipples were already hard and throbbing. She threw the covers back and let her hand slide down her belly. She was nude but for a pair of David's boxers. Her hand moved under the boxers.
"Oh Leroy, I forgot you were coming."
"Don't put your top on for my account Mrs. Thompson."
Beth gasped as her fingers slipped inside her. She slowly moved them in and out, but they weren't big enough. She removed them, turning on her side and reaching over to her husband's crotch. She fondled his penis.
"It's so BIG!" gasped the porn actress.
No, it's not, thought Beth, stroking David's little penis. He moaned in his sleep, but it failed to stiffen.
"Never seen a black cock before, Mrs. Thompson?"
Beth sucked her lower lip into her mouth to keep from moaning as she listened to the noise coming from the next room. Titus was stroking his big black cock just feet away, all alone. All she had to do was get out of bed and sneak on over to his room. Her body loved the idea even as her mind revolted. She couldn't risk David catching her and she couldn't keep quiet when a thirteen-inch monster cock was pounding into her.
Beth slipped out of bed. She thought about using the hallway bathroom, but that was too close to Titus' room. She'd be too tempted. Instead, she grabbed her phone and entered the master bath. Beth closed the toilet lid and sat down, diddling herself like some wanton slut while watching videos of herself and Titus. They looked great together, better than any adult film stars. She was built as good or better than any porn actress she'd seen and Beth didn't have a face that looked half plastic. Plus, her breasts had a natural bounce to them, that the stiffer fake breasts didn't have.
Beth had a small semi-satisfying orgasm that only made her hungry for more. She tiptoed back to bed.
"Here it cums," grunted Titus. "Swallow it all, bitch."
He was with a woman! For some reason, she felt angry, wanting to wake David and make him kick his brother out of the house for good. She laid on her back and tried to sleep, but soon the couple next door were fucking. The woman whimpering and moaning cries of pleasure. Multiple sex scenes played through on the porno. Mrs. Thompson rose out of the pool to reveal her nude body to two black landscapers. Leroy went on to fuck his parole officer.
Beth tossed and turned most of the night. When she finally did fall asleep, it was filled with dreams mostly where she was laying out nude and Titus was her pool boy. When she finally woke up, it was almost noon. David was long gone to work. She got up and took a quick shower. She heard noises downstairs in the kitchen. If his bimbo was gone, they were alone in the house. Her pussy quivered and started leaking. "Fuck, I hate that big nigger," she muttered as the yearning grew. If she got any hornier, she was going to need to buy a big dildo. Some sisters used them to fulfill their biological needs so that they could lead patriarchy-free sex lives.
Beth opened a drawer on her dresser and pulled out a tight slip. She pulled it on over her head. The slip hugged her body tightly, showing her curves, dimpling at her belly button, and her nipples looked like pyramids capping her breasts. She walked down the stairs, hearing Titus in the kitchen. He'd like the outfit. She couldn't give him the pleasure of seeing her come begging for it. She approached watching him staring into the refrigerator and pulling out a beer. He turned around, noticing her, a smirk crossing his ugly face. He nodded appreciatively as he took in her form. Beth wanted him to stride forward and rip it off her body before lifting her in his strong arms and carrying her up to the bedroom.
"BETHY!" Beth's eyes rolled as Ashley appeared around the corner. She was wearing a scandalously skimpy bikini for such a voluptuous woman. Her entire body bounced when she walked, and Beth wouldn't have been surprised to see the bikini go flying off. There were no rolls on her belly when she stood, just smooth glowing youthful skin. Gorgeous. "Nice to see you," said Ashley, hugging Beth with her nearly nude body.
"You too," said Beth as Ashley broke the hug.
"I hope we didn't keep you up last night," said Ashley with a wink. Beth suddenly hated her. "Do you mind if I leave my car here a few days?"
"No why?"
"13-Cent and I are going down to the Keys for a few days. We are going to PARTAY!" Ashley paused as a thought occurred to her. "You should come with, girlfriend. The three of us would have a blast."
Please stop talking, thought Beth. "Sounds fun, but I have to work."
"Too bad. T-Dawg couldn't take both of us on his bike anyway."
"Not legally," interjected Titus. "But Beth could sit in my lap facing me while you ride behind me."
"No thanks," Beth replied even as she pictured herself nude riding down I-95 impaled on Titus' cock above the vibrating motorcycle. She looked at Ashley. "13-Cent?"
Cent for Cetewayo and 13 for the length of his..." She trailed off, giving Beth a wink.
"We should get going, Ash," said Titus.
Ashley hugged her again. The young woman was giddy at the prospect of spending several days partying with Titus. Beth faked a smile and watched them leave. Ashley's car was pulled off her driveway, a new looking convertible Audi. She looked over at her seven-year-old Honda Civic and shook her head at the unfairness of American life. The girl made more modeling half naked then Beth did with a master's degree. Beth gave one last glance in their direction before they pulled out of sight. Ashley had her arms wrapped around the black man's back and was resting her head against him. Beth had a strong urge to go key her car.
Beth worked a long day shift at the restaurant. She had dinner at work and found herself looking forward the getting home. David was away for the night and with his asshole brother off in the keys, she planned on relaxing on the couch in her pajamas watching a movie before going to bed. Beth was an only child and enjoyed her increasingly rare moments of solitude.
Beth stripped in the laundry room and threw her dirty uniform into the washer before heading upstairs to take a quick shower. She heavily lathered up her body to rinse the stink of meatloaf, the night's special, off her skin. Nude and feeling fresh, she walked to the bedroom to get her PJs from the dresser, pausing when she remembered that they were ruined. Her nipples popped out as she pictured Titus ripping her top off. Her thighs turned damp.
Beth shrugged it off even as the yearning to get fucked grew in her pussy. She pulled a pair of pink sweat shorts out of her dresser and stepped into them. She shrugged and decided to stay like that. She never hung out around the house mostly nude even when she was alone. Her nipples were so hard and sensitive, she didn't want anything rubbing on them anyway.
The longing for a big stiff cock wasn't going away and it made her think of Titus. She'd left her phone downstairs, so she picked up her tablet and went to his shared folder. There were some new pictures and a video posted. The video looked like a simple blowjob scene. Beth played it. The shot was down Titus' chest to his crotch. Ashely's heavy breasts were wrapped around his cock and she was bouncing them along the shaft. Ash stopped, licking the glans and all around the bulbous crown. She pulled her breasts back and began a slow loving sucking of Titus' giant black cock. Beth watched in admiration at the young woman's technique. Ashley held nothing back and watching her give Titus a blow job was to see someone truly worshipping the big black cock in her mouth. Titus grunted 25 minutes into the video. Ashely gulped, struggling to swallow it all, but his voluminous sperm poured down her chin. She pulled back gasping for air as more sperm erupted from his cock splattering her face. She reared back, bending his shaft down and letting his remaining semen spray all over her tits.
Ashely stood up. She was wearing only her bikini panty. "Let me go wash off, then we'll go PARTAY," she told him while rubbing his semen into her breasts as if it were lotion. She licked some off her lips before turning to enter the room's bathroom. Titus stood filming her backside as she bent over and pulled the panty off. Her ass really was a little big, but it was rounded and smooth. Ashley stood and climbed into the shower.
Titus moved the camera around the room. "Nice room," he yelled.
"Nothing's too good for my T-Dawg," she called out.
Titus moved the lens back around to film her nude body in the shower before he walked over and out on a balcony. They were at holiday isle on Islamorada and Beth shook her head jealously at the sight of the palm trees, blue water, and several tiki bars. The camera swung back around to film Ashley drying her nude body off with a towel. "Let's go 13-Cent. I'll start a tab at one of the bars."
The video stopped.
Pick a nickname already, thought Beth, annoyed with the talkative teen. And on top of that, was she paying for everything? Beth shook her head at what a freeloader her brother-in-law was. Beth scanned through the pictures. There was some scenery, including a lot with bikini-clad women. Ashley dancing alone in her bikini top and a skirt in front of a stage. The band was all black men and named Rasta with Meatballs. One picture was a dinner shot with Titus and Ash leaning into each other at their table. One showed Ashley signing a magazine with her on the cover for a grinning young man. One picture had Titus sitting at the tiki bar after the sun had set. Two other black men sat beside him. One was as big as Titus and mean looking with a military-style crew cut. He was wearing a gray security tee shirt. The other black guy was in red lifeguard shorts and a white tee. He was bald and surprisingly handsome for a black man. Maybe the first black man, Beth had ever found attractive. Another black man stood behind the bar. He was not the least bit attractive, with dark black skin, a gold tooth, and dreadlocks which Beth had always found dirty looking. There was also an attractive red-headed female bartender in the frame. She had a tied up white shirt on that read BBC ONLY and her bellybutton had what appeared to be the same spade pin piercing it that Ashley had though Beth couldn't quite make it out. One last picture showed Ashely dancing between the two black men that had been sitting with Titus.
Beth stood off the bed and walked downstairs. She could still feel the arousal running down her thighs as she looked for a movie to watch.
Afterward, Beth yawned as she went back upstairs to bed. She slipped under the covers and turned the light out. She laid there quietly trying to sleep, but she was still horny, and her nipples were so sensitively erect even the sheet rubbing on them was sending spasms down to her vagina. She cast the sheet off, but all that did was cause goosebumps to swell on her areola as the cool air from the a/c blew on them. She leaned over and got her tablet, thinking she might read for a while, but when she opened it, Titus' folders came up. There was a new one posted from only a short time ago.
"Do you have to video everything?" asked Ashely. She was squatting over his cock. Beth could see his cock head splaying her pussy open until her lips engulfed it. Even used to the giant phallus, the young woman paused a moment, eyes closed as if letting her body adjust to him. Then she started lowering herself, moaning as she rode him. He zoomed in on his cock. Beth could clearly see, Ashley's arousal running down the shaft, helping to lubricate it as she took more and more of him. "Yessssss!" she moaned as she sat in his lap. "Fill me up with your big black cock," whispered Ashley, starting to ride him.
"Work that pussy, slut," grunted Titus. The image moved, he was resting the phone on his chin or something. His dark hands appeared, grabbing her pale tits, squeezing her nipples. Ashley thrashed, cumming hard.
Beth knew exactly how mind-blowing powerful what the young woman was feeling at that moment. She set the tablet down so that it was propped up on the bundle up covers. Beth lifted her hips, pushing the boxers down, her finger sliding over her pubes and into her wetness. Beth fingered herself staring at the hot model riding the huge black cock. God, she wished she could change places with Ashley at that moment.
"Here gimme that," giggled Ash, snatching the camera. She turned it around on Titus. He was laying back, grinning. One of Ashley's pale white hands slid over his hard-ridged stomach and along his chest.
"This is the hot black stallion I'm riding. Look how sexy he is." Titus winked at the screen.
"So sexy," whispered Beth, fingering herself faster. His African features were ugly, but the broad lips and flat nose also made him look virile and manly. Beth pretended it was her hand gliding over his chest as she rode him to an... "AAAHHH!" Beth came, slowly moving her fingers from her pussy.
The tablet fell over when she orgasmed. Beth lifted it back up. Titus had taken his phone back. The screen now showed Ashely trying to hold on as Titus bucked his hips. The young girl was trembling, then shaking. Her mouth opened in a silent scream that turned into a moan. "AAAAAHHHHH!" Titus lifted her up with his thrusts several more times working the last of his sperm into her before they settled down.
Ashley's eyes slowly opened, staring down worshipfully at the camera. "I love you. I love you. I love you," she moaned, leaning down with puckered lips just as the video ended.
**********
"Pay attention to your customers, not your phone, Beth."
"Huh? Oh sorry," replied Beth, slipping the phone into her apron. Her boss nodded towards her new table, the customers patiently waiting for her to take their drink order.
She was finding herself becoming obsessed with Ashley and Titus' vacation pictures. She was checking every hour to see what was being posted next. So far today, there were pictures of Ashely on a jet ski and lounging by the pool drinking some fruity drink with an umbrella. The handsome bald black man was in a lifeguard chair behind her. There were several more of Ashley signing magazine covers and posing with men holding the magazine up. Apparently, the issue was current, and people were buying it just to get Ashley's autograph. One was of Titus standing in the pool. His chest was wet and glistening. He was holding a drink and raising it to the camera. He wore some sort of military issue tactical sunglasses that made him look dangerous and very sexy. That was the picture Beth was staring at when her boss caught her and made her put her phone away.
Another miserable day waiting tables passed and Beth drove herself home. She pulled in beside David's car but checked the phone again before going inside. A few new pictures showed Ashley riding a jet ski. Then they were on a sandbar out on the water. People had pulled up boats and unloaded coolers of beer and a barbecue. Some pictures showed Titus or Ashely socializing in the crowd on the sand. Both made friends easily apparently and a couple of the guys with Titus were very fit and had Marine corps tattoos. The last pictures were of Ashley doing model poses. She was kneeling in the water with Islamorada distant in the background.
Beth went back to the picture of Titus standing in the pool and felt herself growing aroused as she stared at her black brother in law. As she stared a new video was uploaded. This one showed Ashley dancing in the sand as the sun was setting. The dancing area wasn't too crowded on a Monday night. Rasta with Meatballs was playing again. Beth wasn't a reggae fan but found herself tapping her foot as the steel drums played. Ashley was wearing a tiny black dress with lots of slits in it showing off bits of flesh. It displayed a lot of breast flesh and barely covered her ass. She was dancing between the security guard and the handsome lifeguard both of whom moved closer as Beth watched grinding the teenage model between them. Both had bulges to rival Titus' but those bulges disappeared as the black men pressed them into Ashley's stomach and ass. Beth was surprised Titus wasn't throwing his phone down to stop the lewd display. The set stopped, the two men leading Ashley between them back over to Titus. The clip stopped.



Beth entered her house. "I'm in the study working," yelled David. Beth didn't answer him as she walked into the laundry room and took off her uniform. She put it in the washing machine before dragging herself out of the room. "Tough day?" called David.
"Yeah," she replied, standing in the doorway to his study. "You too?"
"Always, you know what this time of year is..." For the first time, David looked up at her, a dumb grin spreading across his face.
"What?"
"You just look so sexy."
Beth glanced down at herself. She was standing before her husband in one of the sets of underwear Titus had given her the day they went to the beach. The bra squeezed and lifted her impressive breasts together making her cleavage even more impressive. She wasn't even sure when she'd started wearing the sexier underwear. Though her tips had been better since displaying so much cleavage, even the table she'd neglected earlier when her head was buried in her phone. "Uh thank you," she replied.
"Wait! What if Titus comes home and catches you in that?"
"He and Ashley are off in the keys for a few days," she answered.
"Oh! Good, some privacy then..." David paused, his eyes roaming over his wife's body. "So, no Titus and there's no way I'll be able to concentrate on work with you standing around dressed like that. Maybe we should..." He raised his head up to the second floor.
"Maybe we should," said Beth smiling. She unhooked the bra, sighing as her breasts sprang free. The tight bra was more constrictive then she was used to. David stared at them in disbelief and sprang up from his seat.
He took her hand and they raced up to the bedroom. Beth leaned over and slipped her panty off. Her husband couldn't take his eyes off her. She smiled at the effect her body was having on him. He pulled his shirt off and her smile fell as she took in his pale muscle-less chest. He bent over, standing as his pants fell around his feet. "Whoa! What was that look?"
"What look?" she asked, staring at the skinny little erection sticking out between his legs. It deflated some under her gaze.
"You looked completely disgusted when I pulled my pants down."
"Oh, it's not you. Dinner isn't sitting well with me," she explained. The moment had passed, and David's penis was now hanging down. Another few seconds and it would be crawling up into his scrotum. Beth was still horny from staring at her phone earlier. She reached out for David's penis and started pulling on it.
"Maybe, we should skip it and try again tomorrow," he said. The image of his wife's hand on his brother's black monster penis was forefront in his brain. The image was forever stuck in his head and it wasn't helping his erection come back.
"Quitter," grunted Beth, staring at the floppy little thing in her hand. She leaned forward and took the entire penis in her mouth.
"OH!" grunted David in surprise. "WOW!" His penis reversed course and started stiffening again.
"There we go," said Beth, pulling her mouth off it. She stood and pushed her husband back on the bed, straddling him. She lifted herself up and easily took his inside her.
"Dayumn," said David in awe. She hadn't even turned the lights out and here she was riding his dick like there was no tomorrow. In no time at all, he felt his balls stirring. He grabbed her perfect breasts and squeezed them. "Getting close honey,"
"No, not yet," she moaned. "Fuck me deeper. Deeper, baby."
"Slow down," he groaned, unable to hold back much longer.
"Harder," she growled. "More, I want more." She was already grinding her crotch into him. He had nothing left to give her, but his semen. David's penis twitched inside her as he came. Beth's vaginal muscles squeezed around his penis, but instead of milking his shaft inwards as it did with Titus, the pulsations were downwards, trying to push him out. Her body was rejecting her husband's seed and penis as unworthy of her. "Oh my god," she gasped in horror.
"Yes," groaned David, taking her words for a cry of pleasure. His penis was long spent, and it shriveled inside her, plopping out as she shifted. "That was great." He pulled her down, giving her a kiss on the lips.
Beth climbed off him. She couldn't even look at his pale weakling body as she hurried to the bathroom. At least his mess was easy to clean up. There was just a little half a teaspoons' worth of runny semen just between her labia, an easy wipe with some toilet paper.
The sex had wiped David out and he'd fallen asleep nude on his back. His penis had shriveled onto his scrotum, barely an inch long. A single drop of semen had spilled from the tip. Beth turned and left the room, nude. She found it disturbing the way her body had reacted to sex with her husband. He was a weakling, but that had never bothered her before. Weakling men knew their place when it came to women. Men like his brother would never see a woman as anything other than an object to be possessed and used sexually and god did he know how to use a woman sexually.
Beth couldn't help herself and retrieved her tablet off a stand downstairs. She knew there'd be another sex video of him and Ashley posted, and she was right, but also wrong. She laid back on the couch, her fingers finding her still horny pussy as she hit play.
Ashley was sitting on the end of the bed still in the black dress. Her legs were crossed, the image zoomed in on her thighs showing her bare slit. Beth could tell she wasn't wearing a bra as some of the slits in the dress exposed a lot of skin wear the bra would have been. She wouldn't have guessed the little hussy would have foregone a panty. The camera zoomed back out. Ashley was taking a puff of a joint.
"Are you sure you want me to do this, T-dawg?" she asked after exhaling some smoke. The camera zoomed out a little more. She was sitting between the lifeguard and security man. Both black men had their shirts off. Both had impressive physiques. Ashley passed the joint to the handsome lifeguard and he took a puff.
"Yeah baby, show my boys what you can do. I was bragging on ya earlier," said Titus' voice. "She's got mad cock sucking skills."
Ashley nodded, looking a little sadly at Titus. Beth felt sorry for the naive young girl. She'd fallen the big jerk and was now willing to do anything he asked of her just to please him. Ash stood. The two black men also stood off the bed. She held her arms up over her head. Beth could make out the tip of her crotch under the hem, her clit engorged and dripping. The rest was exposed quickly as the two black men pulled the dress off over her head. Ashley's voluptuous body was now on display for all three men, totally naked but for the black spade navel piercing. Both men started running their hands all over her nude body, the handsome one focusing on her breasts while the tough guy cupped her vagina making her squeal. At that point, she no longer looked sad as he lifted one of her legs up and started fingering her until she had a small orgasm.
The handsome one pushed her down to her knees, the camera following her, the black male's upper torsos no longer visible. Both had huge bulges under their shorts or pants. Ashley ran her hands over the lifeguard's chest. Beth sucked her lower lip into her mouth as the tip of her finger rubbed her clit. Watching Titus pimp Ashley out to the two black men was the most disgusting thing she'd ever watched, but the lifeguard was just too good looking. He didn't have the ugly negro features Titus or the other guy had, nor was his skin as dark. His musculature and body were perfect in Beth's opinion, fit and big, but not bulging like Titus's weightlifter's torso.
Ashley reached into the hem of his red shorts and grabbed his cock as she yanked them down.
Beth's finger pushed inside her, and she came. That is one gorgeous cock, she thought.
"Damn Mark," said Ashley. "That is one gorgeous black cock," she said nearly echoing Beth's thoughts. Any reluctance or sorrow was now gone from Ashley's eyes as she stared hungrily down Mark's cock. Beth stared at the screen hungrily too. Mark had a perfect streamlined brown cock about a foot long. It was as flawless as the man it was protruding out from. Ashley kissed the tip before licking around the knob and the crown. Beth stared jealously as the young woman started sucking the perfect cock, her lips growing closer and closer to the handsome stud's curly pubes until Ashley was deep throating the giant brown cock.
Beth writhed a little on the couch as she slowly fingered herself. Titus would be gone soon, and Islamorada was only a two-hour drive down the keys from Miami. Beth closed her eyes picturing herself in the tiny bikini. Mark couldn't keep his eyes off her. She jumped in the pool and was soon crying for help. He dove in, carrying her out of the steps, laying her on her back. He bent down to give her mouth to mouth, her arms coming around his neck to pull his lips tighter against hers.
"Damn Gage, that's one thick cock."
Beth was reluctant to let her fantasy go, but she opened her eyes. The security guard, Gage, had pushed his pants down. His darker black cock was jutting out from his crotch. It was uglier then Mark's, maybe an inch shorter, two inches shorter then Titus', but it was thicker then Titus' wrist thick cock. Gage's cock was huge, but the thickness gave it a stubbier appearance. Ashley kissed his cock head too, stretching her mouth a little wider as she started sucking him. Beth could tell she was straining harder to swallow his cock.
Mark's cock stood out beside Ashely glistening and gigantic. Her saliva coated the entire thing. Her gaze moved back to Ashely. Gage was built more like Titus. He had darker skin and bulging muscles, uglier Negroid features like Titus that made him look tougher and mean. Like Titus, the combination was very masculine and virile. Her pussy throbbed in its desire to submit to this man. It wouldn't reject his cock or seed like it had David's. Gage and Titus might not have Mark's handsome looks, but in their own way, they were more attractive. She closed her eyes again.
"Need help with that?" Gage asked. Mark pulled his tongue from Beth's mouth. Her bikini had disappeared. She sat up kneeling and pictured herself kissing both black men's cocks. Fantasy Beth was as slutty as Ashley in real life.
"Let's move to the bed," said Gage.
Beth nodded her head. "Sure," said Ashely.
Beth squirmed on the couch, opening her eyes. She had a side view of Ashely, now on all fours, huge breasts dangling all the way down to the mattress. Mark knelt behind her and slowly pushed his cock in. That was one-man Beth would willingly let fuck her from behind. Gage knelt before Ashley. She started sucking his cock again while Mark fucked her. Beth stared in disbelief. Ashley was behaving like a porn star. The teen came several times too. Beth found her eyes going back and forth from both black men, finally settling more on Gage, his dark skin and facial features becoming sexier and hotter to her by the second.
Ashely faded, and Beth soon saw herself on all fours between the black men. Her pussy trembled around her two fingers, cumming, but wanting something bigger.
Mark was fucking Ashley harder now. His thrusts forcing her forwards onto Gage's cock. The view was moving around, zooming in on Mark's cock slamming in and out of Ash's pussy. It zoomed back out and walked around to Gage's cock shoving in and out of her mouth. "Here it comes," grunted Mark. Titus quickly moved the camera back around to her pussy. Mark's cock was buried, but the image was so good, Beth could clearly make out the jerking motions coming from the base of his shaft as he pumped Ash's pussy full of black cum. He pulled his cock out. It was swollen and throbbing. It leaped, a long stream of sperm spewing from the end. His cum splattered on her ass and lower back. The lens moved from his spurting cock down to her open pussy just as a river of white seed began pouring from her pussy.
"My turn," said Gage. Titus brought the camera around to her face but was a little late as her cheeks were already bulging out. Sperm shot from the sides of her mouth. Beth could hear her gulping sounds as she swallowed mouthful after mouthful of semen. Gage pulled his cock out, her head following as if she wanted more of his sperm, but the head pulled free discharging several voluminous loads of seed all over her face.
"Look at me, beautiful," said Titus.
Ashley turned her lovely face towards the camera, licking sperm from around her lips. Her finger scooped some sperm off her cheeks, shoving it into her mouth as she vamped for the camera. She blew a kiss and the video stopped.
And immediately started up again.
Ashley was standing on the bed over Titus while he held his cock up. The angle was off to the side of the bed, the camera moving up and down her body. Her face was clean and her hair wet. Titus must have paused the video while she took a shower to clean up. The teenager slowly squatted, taking Titus into her. Her facial expression turning ecstatic as his amazing cock disappeared inside her. The image moved around to a side view as she began riding his big cock. Twice, she froze, trembling, as she came all over his shaft. Suddenly, gage appeared behind her. He was stroking his floppy cock until the stubby monster was rock hard again. The camera focused on him squirting lotion all over his shaft, his huge hand coating every square inch of his cock. Beth stared in horrified fascination as Titus held her down on his cock while Gage lined his fat dong up with her asshole. The camera zoomed in on her anus. Beth could see Ashley's labia splayed open around Titus' shaft beneath her butthole until Gage's cock moved onto the scene. The meatus of the golf ball-sized head pushed up against her anus completely blocking it from view. A feminine gasp came through the speaker. The tip began pushing inside. For a moment it appeared as if the thick cock was pushing her entire ass inside her, but then she stretched around it and the head slipped in past the corona. Gage began working his cock, pulling it out, pushing more in deeper. It certainly helped that it was well greased up, but to Beth's eyes, it still appeared an impossibly tight fit.
The camera backed up taking in the whole picture of the teenage white girl sandwiched by the two masculine black studs. The entire scene was disgusting yet incredibly sexy. The two black men fought over space for a bit before settling in on a rhythm and much to Beth's surprise, Ashley appeared to have at least two huge orgasms. The camera moved around behind Gage's ass. His glutes were flexing with each thrust of his cock. The image panned around him, down at his cock and then down at Mark's perfect brown shaft sticking out. The camera followed Mark's cock up the side of the bed and over to Ashley's head. He grabbed it and smacked it across her face until she turned her head and started sucking on it. The nineteen-year-old slut now had three black men inside her! It focused on her slurping on his cock with Titus's face slightly unfocused laying the bed behind the scene. It panned out a bit taking in her head and back. Gage's manly frame looming large behind her ass, hands pulling her hips back into his thrusting cock. Gage was sweating, the black glistening skin making him look even sexier. His face scrunched up and he threw his head back. The image panned down as he pulled his erupting cock from her ass, shooting a fountain of sperm over her back.
The image turned back down to Mark's cock. Ashely had her lips around the head and was jerking off his fat shaft with one hand. She appeared entirely focused on getting Mark off. She suddenly gagged. Her cheeks ballooned up before deflating as she gulped his continuously ejaculating cock down. He pulled back and shot a load across her nose. She kept jerking his cock even after it had quit spraying. "Open up," said Mark. She opened her mouth and stuck her tongue out, showing a wad of sperm on it that she quickly swallowed down.
The video ended for good this time.
As disturbed as she was, Beth fell asleep rather quickly. The several small orgasms must have helped. Her dreams were filled with sex and black men. She jerked awake from one about 4:30 in the morning. Gage had been pushing his cock into her ass and she'd awoken just as he began to penetrate her. The memory faded quickly, but she recalled her house was on the water in the Keys and she was married to Mark. He was happily sharing her with his brother Titus. She and Titus were dancing to Rasta with Meatballs only the crowd were all white women and black men. Occasionally, someone would ask her to sign a magazine cover on which she was always nude. Titus lifted her little black dress over her head to the cheers of the crowd which turned to boos as Gage came and arrested her. He handcuffed her and marched her off nude to a hotel room where he pushed her down on the bed and was lining his cock up with her ass when she'd awoken.
The dream had left her aroused and her hand slipped over to David's penis. He was stiff, but fast asleep. Of course, men got hard in their sleep, it was part of their animal nature. Her arousal seemed to fade as her fingers slid over his erection and she decided she'd be wasting her time just as her alarm went off. Ugh, breakfast shift at the diner. She pulled herself out of bed and headed for the shower.
A little after noon, tired, but impressed by her tips- showing cleavage was really paying off- Beth pulled up at home. She stripped her uniform off in the laundry and threw her underwear on top of it. She sighed as she walked through the house nude holding her phone. All her clothes were starting to feel restrictive and it felt good to be nude. She headed upstairs to take a shower but paused by her bed and looked at her phone. She'd resisted all day, but she just had to look. There'd be a new video file. Of that, there was no doubt. And she was right. Beth laid down on her bed and hit play.
"Do you have to film everything?" asked Ashley, she was sitting up, stroking his cock and looking up at the camera. This clip was from this morning. "Just make love to me. Look at me while you do, not at the camera."
"Shut up and put it in."
Ashley guided his cock downward, rubbing it on her pussy until it was wet, and he pushed it inside. She laid down on her back while he aimed the camera down at his cock working in and out of her pussy to get it lubed up.
"Look at the camera," he ordered. She did. "Tell me my nigger cock turned you into a slut."
"Your nigger cock turned me into a slut," she said, unenthusiatically. The poor girl looked tired. "Fuck my slut pussy with your nigger cock." She looked a little sickly too. "OW!" Titus's cock was deep, but not fully in. He'd hit a barrier. "Ow! Stop it. You're hurting my cervix."
"It won't go through," he grunted.
"I don't feel so good." She sat up pushing on his chest. The girl rolled off the bed and ran for the bathroom. Titus filmed her ass racing for the bathroom. The door closed, and Beth could hear her vomiting. Not something she could masturbate too, but then Titus just sat the phone down aimed at his cock and began jerking off. Beth fingered herself, pushing two fingers deep every time his hand slid down to the base. She was treated to a large explosion of sperm from the end of his cock about twenty minutes later. Watching him cum, triggered her own orgasm. The clip ended. Ashley still hadn't come out of the bathroom.
Beth felt quite satisfied after the orgasm and laid back but was surprised to hear a car door slam and even more surprised to see her husband's car in the driveway when she peaked out the window. She raced to the shower and pretended to be surprised when he called out to her. Everything was fine. He'd found a client a loophole that would save him a lot of money. David was going to be getting a nice bonus, was up for a promotion, and had taken off a little early to celebrate by taking his wife out to dinner.



"Do you have to look at your phone?" asked David, staring across the table at his beautiful wife.
"Oh sorry," said Beth, putting the phone down. "Just looking at a friend's vacation pics," she said, half lying. Titus had been posting pictures all afternoon of he and Ashley touring Key West on his bike. Ashley in her bikini by the Southernmost point buoy, looking down at him from the top of the Key West lighthouse, in Mallory Square before a huge docked cruise ship, and one in Sloppy Joes only Ashley wasn't drinking.
Dinner was nice, but her mind was elsewhere. Afterward, David surprised her by wanting sex again. "Two nights in a row, stud," she choked back a laugh calling him a stud. They kissed by the bed and slowly stripped each other's clothes off. Again, he seemed thrilled by her new willingness to display her body for him. His little penis was stiff as a board when she pushed his boxers down. It bucked a couple of times and she feared he would blow at any moment just like their first time. He placed his hands on her shoulders and tried to stop her from standing up straight. She looked down at his sad little penis, so small and white. She wasn't about to put that thing in her mouth again, so she forced herself to stand. He relented and quit applying pressure on her shoulders. Instead, she applied pressure on his shoulder, forcing him down. Beth sat back on the bed, spreading her legs as her husband's tongue started lapping at the folds between her legs. He licked up to her clit, working his tongue inside her. This was something he was actually pretty good at and she held his head against her pussy until she came on his face.
Beth scooted back as David stood and kneeled on the bed. He struggled a bit trying to wedge his penis inside her. It kept wanting to slip out. He was wide-eyed, mouth agape as he stared at Beth's amazing body. Seeing her from this viewpoint was a rare treat for him. She didn't want to look at him. Beth reached down for his arms, trying to get him to lay down on her, but he resisted, starting to work his prick around in her while staring at her breasts and belly. She turned her head, looking away from her husband. David pulled back until just the tip was inside her. This was a trick he'd learned to make himself last longer. He let himself calm down before pushing back in. He pumped her three more times before pulling back, breathing heavily. David pushed it in again but pulled back after two thrusts. He just didn't have the stamina.
Beth closed her eyes, picturing herself in a hotel room. Gage was between her legs, teasing her with his big cock head, refusing to bury his thick black cock in her tight pussy. The big cock head was rubbing her outsides, thrusting between her pussy lips, but still, he refused to give her the whole thing. Beth moaned, lifting her hips, trying to get more inside her. "Fuck me," she begged.
"Holy crap!" muttered David, totally shocked and turned on by his hot wife. Unfortunately, the dirty talk caused him to lose it. He stabbed his dick in and out a couple of times, burying it deep, his cum shooting into his wife.
"No," she muttered, feeling the little thing twitch inside her. She wrapped her legs around Gage's waist trying to pull him deep. Why wouldn't he fuck her with his huge cock? The man struggled to pull out, but she squeezed her legs, holding him still. Her pussy humped Gage's cock head, but the thing was shriveling rapidly.
David whimpered. His spent penis was entirely deflated, but his wife wouldn't let him remove it. He whimpered again, it was so sensitive, but Beth was humping on it like a mad woman. She'd never been this into sex with him before. Her nipples were even hard! Beth, her eyes closed, reached up and started pinching them. This was so hot, but his penis was hurting badly now. "Beth please?"
"I'm close, Gage" she moaned. "I.. I... I'm cumming."
David pumped his limp dick around in her, trying to get her off and it worked. She raised her pussy into his dick and then collapsed, loosening her legs. He pulled his dick out immediately. It was red and sore, she'd rubbed him raw, but he'd gotten her off TWICE! This was the greatest sex of their marriage. He looked at his red shrunken one-inch penis. It was going to be weeks before it would be healed enough to go again. She shouldn't mind, he'd left her well satisfied. With a groan, he collapsed on the bed.
"Good job, honey," she muttered, patting him on the back.
"That was amazing," he groaned into his pillow, wondering if he should get some ice for his dick. "What's a Gage?"
"What?" she asked alarmed. "Oh, Gage. I was trying to gauge how good the orgasm was going to be."
"Was it a big one?"
"On a scale of one to ten, it was an eleven." She patted him again. It was a two at best, but that was the best David would ever be able to do and she felt reasonably satisfied. She got up to go to the bathroom to clean up. It wasn't hard. All his runny semen was on the outside of her labia like her vagina had tried to push it out again. It was even less than normal for him. Maybe, two nights in a row had drained his little grape balls? Or most of his semen was coating his own penis?
Beth came out of the bathroom and saw that it was the later. David was wiping his angry red dick with a tissue, parts of the paper were sticking to him. "I'm going downstairs for a drink. Want anything?"
He looked up from trying to clean his exhausted little prick. "Bring me the ice pack. I'm a little sore down there."
Beth nodded and left a bit disgusted at the sight of her husband cleaning his small penis. Still, he'd satisfied her enough that she didn't even feel the need to see what the vacationers were up to. She didn't feel the need, but she was still curious. She retrieved her tablet and opened the folder while pouring herself some water.
There was a new video, but it wasn't a sex scene. She hit play and watched. The camera was zooming in on a small crowd dancing in the sand before Rasta with Meatballs. Tiki torches were lit, and the sun had set. It zoomed in on an attractive redhead. She was wearing a green two-piece green dress that showed off her fit freckled belly. Her breasts were impressive. The camera filmed her panning up and down her body. She was great looking except for a slightly flat ass. "Ash, go dance with that girl," said Titus.
"Mmmm, good choice T-Bone," said Ashley. He turned the camera on Ashley. She was dressed sexily, but a bit demurely in a short white flowered dress. The camera followed Ashley out to the dance floor where the teen model began sidling up to the redhead.
"Yuh got yuh oman trained well, mon," said a Jamaican accented voice.
"You got that right, Jamon," said Titus with a chuckle.
Ashely had her arms around the girl now and they were looking into each other's eyes. Their big breasts were pressed together, hands on each other's hips. Ash stood on her tiptoes, going in for a kiss. The redhead leaned down, lips parting, then she pulled back alarmed. She looked around, worried someone might have seen her.
Ashley whispered something in her ear. The redhead nodded in response. Ashley took her hand and led her back towards Titus. The camera angle changed as he put it down and leaned it against something but still pointed at the approaching women.
The redhead looked wide-eyed at Titus and seemed to hesitate, but Ashley pulled her along. "Yo T-Dawg," said Ashley. "This is Helen. We're going to the room for some fun."
"Titus," he said, a giant black hand coming out. Again she hesitated, looking down at the extended hand, but finally gave in and shook it. Titus held it tight, turning her hand. "That's some ring."
"Ah, yes. I'm getting married next month." She pulled her hand away, looking guiltily at her diamond ring and then over at Ashley. She unconsciously wiped her hand on her dress where'd she touched him. "He's not here. I'm with my parents, but they went to bed already. Ashley, could I get a picture with you? My fiancé's a fan."
"Sure, give your phone to T-Dawg."
They leaned close together while Titus took a couple of pictures. "Let me buy you a drink before you two run off," said Titus. "Three more Jamon."
"Just two," chimed in Ashley. She patted her stomach. "My stomach's still upset."
Titus handed Helen a shot glass. "Cheers," he said, knocking glasses with her.
The screen went blank.
Another video had been uploaded while she watched the last one. Beth moved over to the couch and hit play.
The new clip started showing Ashley's face looking down at the screen. She pressed a button and the image flipped showing a bureau before Ashley flipped the phone around, propping it against something. She walked away, pulling her pretty flowered dress off over her head. The screen showed her braless back and a skimpy panty covering her ass. She moved out of the way, showing Helen standing by the bed still dressed, staring lustfully at Ashley's body.
"You don't waste time," said Helen, nervously.
Ashely said nothing but walked around her. Helen held out her arms as Ash unzipped the top. The redhead pulled it off her arms while Ashley moved down and unzipped the bottom of her skirt. Helen stiffened without realizing she was being filmed, displaying her body for the camera. Her bra and panty were lacy and light green. She had a great figure. Her breasts were a firm C, her figure tapering inwards until flaring out again at her hips. She trembled a little as Ashley kissed her neck. "Second thoughts?" asked Ash so quietly, the phone barely picked it up.
"A little. I've never done anything like this."
"But you've always wanted too?" Ashley unhooked her bra.
"Yes." Helen's entire body seemed to flush with embarrassment. "I was very attracted to my roommate in college." She let her bra fall off her arms. Her breasts were lovely. Mostly, smooth pale flesh with the occasional freckle. Her chest was much more freckled. Her nipples were upthrust and pointy, paler then Beth's or Ashley's like a pink rose petal. Ashley came around and embraced Helen. They kissed. Helen was a little hesitant, but her kiss turned passionate rapidly. Ash pulled back, kissing Helen's neck, moving down to her breast. Beth found her own nipples hardening as Ashley took Helen's pink nipple in her mouth, suckling it. Helen's other nipple hardened on its own. The redhead caressed Ashley's hair, moaning as Ashley moved on to her other nipple.
Beth's found the scene arousing. She'd watched lesbian porn before. One of her college sisters always put one on whenever she had the womyn over to her dorm. Beth always thought it was a ploy to make her entertain the idea of sleeping with one of her female classmates. All of them seemed to consider her the big prize to bed which as far as Beth was concerned made them as big a pig as any of the men that constantly hit on her. The lesbian porn never convinced her to try sapphic sex and it never ever aroused her but watching this was sure having an effect.
Ashley was kneeling and kissing Helen's bellybutton while her hands pulled the green panty down over her hips. Helen had a lovely little straight tuft of red pubic hair, a little darker than the hair on her head. Beth trembled, watching as Ashley licked down the sides of the red pubic strip. Helen jerked, gasping as Ashley went to town on her pussy. She fell back on the bed. Ashely spread her legs open, crawling forwards. Beth got a quick view of Helen's glistening slit before Ashley planted her lips on her pussy. Helen opened her legs wider. She seemed surprised by how good it felt. Helen fell on her back, the cover bunching up in her clenched fists. Her ass lifted into Ashley's tongue. Ash slid her hands under Helen's ass and pushed her lips repeatedly into the redhead's pussy. Beth couldn't quite make out what she was doing but assumed Ashley was just thrusting her rigid tongue in and out of Helen's pussy. It was having an effect. "AAAHHH!" moaned Helen. "I.. I'm going to... I'm going to CUM!"
Helen's body thrashed several times before collapsing down on the bed. Ashley kissed her inner thigh and kissed her way up her body. Her lips touched Helen's stomach and both nipples. She sat up a little, looking down at Helen.
"Are you crying?" asked Ashley.
Helen reached up and hugged her, pulling Ashley down on top of her. "That was wonderful. I've never had one before."
"Oh! You poor girl," said Ashley. She kissed Helen's lips and Helen didn't hesitate kissing her back. "My turn," said Ashley rolling off her. "Do a good job and I can pretty much guarantee you'll have a lot more orgasms tonight."
Helen leaned up eager at the prospect of more orgasms. She looked down Ashley's body. "You're so beautiful," she said, truthfully. "Lovely skin." She ran her hand over Ashley's full breast and down her belly. "I like your piercing. A spade and a Q?"
"Q for queen."
"Well my queen, it's my turn to please you." Helen kissed Ashley's navel and slid down. She slid over one of Ash's thighs and bent down kissing her pubic mound. Asley got a lazy smile on her face and laid still while Helen licked up and down her slit.
That was when Titus walked into the room.
The giant black man glanced at the two women. Ashley winked at him. He took out his phone and propped it up on a nearby bureau, setting up a second camera assumed Beth. Titus sat down in a nearby chair and took his shoes off while watching the two women.
Ashley suddenly sat up and pulled Helen's head against her pussy. "Faster, lick faster," she begged. "YES!" She stretched collapsing back on the bed.
"Did I do good, my queen?" Helen nuzzled Ashley's pussy, kissing it several times.
"Yes, now come up here."
Helen kissed her pubic mound and belly, slowly sliding up. "I liked it," she said. "I liked it a lot." She kissed one of Ashley's nipples, her eyes glancing over at the watching black man. "AAAAH!" she screamed. Helen rolled off Ashley, grabbing for a pillow to cover herself. The woman looked horrified.
"There's a man in your room?"
"There's a strange redhead in my room," said Titus.
"Titus likes to watch." Ashley reached out and put her arm around the nervous woman.
"Wait," said Helen, still looking horrified. "You two are a couple? I thought you were just friends."
"Friends with benefits," said Ashley. Titus laughed. "Relax Red. T-Dawg is harmless."
"I should go," said Helen, looking down at her dress on the floor.
"No, not yet," said Ashley, pulling her down. She grabbed her pillow and played tug-of-war with it until Helen relented and let Ashley toss it aside. "You were going to stay the night." Ashley kissed her. Beth could see Helen's eyes flicker over to Titus before she relented and kissed Ashley back. Ash kneaded one of her pink nipples eliciting a moan from the redhead. "What do you want to see, 13-Cent?"
"I'm thinking of a number between 68 and 70. Your new friend on top."
Helen still looked wary, but she sat up and climbed over Ashley facing the other way. She glanced suspiciously at Titus before a lazy smile spread across her face as Ashley's tongue wormed its way into her pussy again. Her head bent down between Ashley's thighs. Titus pulled his shirt off.
The next time Helen looked up, her eyes were closed, and she was shuddering. She opened her eyes, glancing at Titus appearing impressed by his physique. When she moved her head down again, Titus raised his hips and pushed his shorts down. His cock sprang up, bobbing between his legs. He spit in his hand and started coating the large shaft.
Helen raised her head again, pushing back into Ashley's mouth. Beth noticed Titus suddenly move his fist all the way down his cock to the base and hold it up with just his thumb and index finger. "Oh god! Keep licking. I'm going to..." Helen opened her eyes and stared in complete shock at Titus' monster penis, fully on display for her. "OH FUCK!"
"What's wrong?" asked Ash, her voice muffled by Helen's thighs.
"He's jerking off."
"Did you think he was just going to sit there?"
"But... his penis... It's gigantic!"
Ashley pushed Helen off her and squirmed out. Helen fell on her side still staring at Titus' lap. "That's not a penis, Red." Ashley sat up before turning around facing the same way as Helen. "That's a cock, more specifically, a big black cock. Let her examine it close up, T."
"NO! Uh no thanks," said Helen shaking her head as Titus stood up from the chair and walked around to the end of the bed. Helen stared at his nodding cock in total disbelief as it approached her head. "There's no way. That thing is like a foot long."
"Thirteen stout black inches," said Ashley. "I'm guessing fiancé Fred doesn't have a weapon like that."
"Not even half this big," she gasped. Her eyes followed the bobbing end of his cock, now less than a foot from her face.
"No wonder you've never had an orgasm," said Ashley. "Go ahead and touch it." Helen shook her head at the thought. Ash reached down and took her hand guiding it to Titus' cock. "It doesn't bite," she whispered in Helen's ear as the redhead's dainty hand closed around Titus' shaft just underneath the flare of his glans. "It will spit on you though. A lot too. Look at those man-sized balls."
Helen lifted his shaft, glancing impressively at Titus' scrotum. She slid her hand down to the root, then back up to the head. She suddenly giggled nervously before laughing aloud almost madly. "It's bigger than the gag dildo I got at my bridal shower."
"Was it black?" asked Titus. Helen nodded, still staring at his cock. "They're always black."
"Titus calls it, "The Titan," added Ashley. "Why don't you give it a little kiss?"
Helen glanced at the tip, wetting her lips for a second before letting it go. "I shouldn't have even touched it. I can't do that to Fred."
"But fooling around with a woman was okay?" asked Ashley grinning.
Helen blushed. "I've always been curious and honestly, I don't think Fred would mind that much. I caught him jerking off to a picture of you in the Spicy lingerie catalog."
"Show her how it's done, Ash," said Titus.
Ashley crawled forwards. She glanced at Helen, puckered her lips and kissed the head of Titus' cock. Her tongue flickered out, twirling around the tip and the crown. She swallowed the head, a moan growing in her throat as she started sucking. Helen stared in amazement and Beth thought a little lustfully as Ashley swallowed half Titus' cock down her throat.
"Enough," said Titus, putting his hand on Ashley's head and pushing back. His cock sprang up, shiny from her saliva. "You sure Helen?" he asked, aiming his cock towards her. She shook her head again, but less enthusiastically. Ashley grabbed his cock and started guiding it back towards her mouth. "Later," said Titus. "I want to watch you two some more. Lay on your back. Helen, you straddled her again. Titus grabbed Ash's legs, guiding her to the position he wanted. Her legs hung off the bed with her crotch on the end. Helen stared at his hypnotically bobbing cock before he pushed her head back down into Ashley's crotch. Both women's moans were soon muffled by their pussy's.
Helen thrust her head up, arching her neck. "Oh god! Oh god!" She found Titus' cock head sliding across her lips. She turned her mouth away, the Titan leaving a shiny trail across her cheek. "No! Please," she begged. Titus pushed her head down again.
"Gonna cum-mmph!" Helen stared cross-eyed down at the black cock jutting out from her mouth. Half the head was between her lips. This time, Beth watched as she closed her eyes, nuzzling it a little. He pulled back. Her tongue licked her lips. Helen was breathing heavily. She tried pushing her crotch down on Ashley. "Please Ash, I'm so close. Yes! That's it. YES! Mmmmpph!" Helen looked up at Titus as the black man thrust the head of his cock in and out of her mouth.



"Suck my black cock and I'll let you cum," he grunted. Beth watched the lovely redhead tremble as a response to Titus' sexual dominance. Helen started actively sucking his cock. "Swallow half and you can cum." Helen forced more down her mouth, struggling with the size. Titus lifted her red hair off the side of her face and bunched it up on her head giving the camera a better view of her face as she sucked her first big black cock. He pulled her head onto his cock as he thrust forwards. Her lips coated more and more of his shaft.
"Mmmph," she grunted each time he pushed forwards.
Her lips got closer and closer to the halfway mark. "Let her cum" he grunted, satisfied she made it halfway.
Half a minute later, Helen was gagging and moaning around Titus' cock as she had her second orgasm. Titus pulled back allowing her to catch her breath. "Thank you," she moaned, gratefully kissing all over the head. "Thank you."
"That was nothing compared to what my cock could do to you," said Titus watching as her kisses turned to licks.
"You need to fuck him," said Ashley's muffled voice.
"There's no way," said Helen shaking her head. "Could I? No, that thing would split me in half."
"Fuck me T-dawg," cried Ashley. "Show her how it's done."
"Put it in her," ordered Titus.
Helen grabbed his cock and bent it down as Titus stooped a little. Helen guided his cock to the split between Ashley's labia. Beth couldn't see it piercing the young model, but she could tell by the thrusts of Titus' hips and the muffled moans that he was working his cock inside her.
"She came already?" asked Helen in surprise.
"Twice," grunted Titus. "I can tell by the way the pussy grips my cock just before it has wet seizures all around my shaft. The bigger the seizure, the bigger the orgasm."
"They were all big," added Ashley.
"I know that slut," he grunted returning his attention to Helen. "Get off her so I can fuck her good." Helen climbed off Ashley, staring as Titus hefted her knees in his arms and started fucking her hard now.
Helen's eyes roamed from the thrusting soaking wet cock to the ripples on Ashley's belly to the solid nipples thrust upwards "You had another?"
"I Oh AHH think HMMM I'M at FIVE"
"Four," said Titus. "One just lasted really long. Here comes the fifth."
"YES! FUCK ME! Ball's deep T. Fuck me balls deep."
"There's no way she could take all of that," said Helen in disbelief.
"HA!" laughed Ashley. "Watch me... OW!"
"You closed up gurl," grunted Titus. A lot of cock was still sticking out of her.
"Do your trick. I want it all."
"Not gonna work. You're gonna be closed up for a while I'm guessin'."
"But why? I took every black inch of the Titan the first time."
"I could take more," muttered Helen, looking down at the lover's conjoined genitals.
"Wanna try, gurl?" asked Titus. He slowly pulled every swollen glistening inch of his cock from Ashley. She sat up quickly, grabbing and stroking his shaft. Helen all most hypnotically adjusted her pussy on the end of the bed in the same position Ashley had been in. The brunette guided Titus' cock down beneath the red tufts of pubic hair.
Helen spread her legs open a little more. "Wait!" she cried, coming to her senses. She slid her hand over her precious womanhood. "Condom! You need to wear a condom."
"Don't got one," said Titus, the massive head of his cock pushed against the back of Helen's hand.
"There's one in my purse," said Helen, breathing heavily.
Titus nodded to Ashley who leaped off the bed. Helen had a little mini-purse in a pocket on her dress. Ash opened it and pulled out a plain ordinary rubber. She returned to the bed, opening it on the way. "Seriously?" she said, holding the rubber up. Titus snorted and even Beth suppressed a chuckle staring at the little condom on the screen. The 5-inch prophylactic wouldn't even serve as a receptacle for one of Titus' loads.
I know it's small, but I'm not protected..." As Helen spoke, Titus cock jerked, a stream of precum shot from the tip. It fell in her pubes. She'd pulled her hand back when the condom appeared, but Titus was running the head along her slit, pushing in a bit. Her hips were rising, trying to get his cock inside her.
"It's a really bad time for me," she added, raising her hips and pushing forward so that most of his cock head slipped inside. "Oh god," she moaned, falling on the bed so that his cock sprang up. "Hurry up and put it on."
Ashley grabbed Titus' cock and pulled the condom down over the head. It only unrolled an inch or two under the flare. The rubber was straining but looked like it would hold. "This is a crime. Black cocks should be taken bareback only."
"I've never done it without a condom," gasped Helen, staring with anticipation as her first female lover guided her first black cock towards her pussy. "Not until Fred and I are married and decide to start a family."
Ashley lined his cock up with her slit again. "Bet fiancé Fred doesn't have a cock like this?"
Helen shook her head a little sadly as she stared at the thirteen-inch massive shaft about to penetrate her. "He's less than half as long and only a little thicker than my thumb." Helen had small dainty hands.
"You're about to be fucked by a real man, Helen," whispered Ashley. Titus' shaft pushed forwards through her hand. Helen jumped in surprise as Titus' cock head fully penetrated her.
"Not some white wimp with a skinny little pinprick of a dick," added Titus.
"Please don't," whispered Helen. "He's a good man... OH, THAT'S BIG!" She was staring at the ceiling in disbelief as the monster cock penetrated her. "So big! So full. Never felt this way... AAHHHHH!" Helen shuddered.
"There ya go, gurl," chuckled Titus.
"Guess you just needed a real man to make you cum," whispered Ashley in her ear.
"That was... good!"
Titus chuckled. "You liken this black cock now, slut."
Helen turned her head away from Titus in shame and Beth could clearly see her wince. "I'm not a slut," she said through clenched teeth. Her forehead was sweating, and her face looked strained.
"Then why you carrying a condom? You was looking to get fucked tonight."
"Oh god you're so big," she moaned. Her face looked even more strained. She was fighting not to cum. "Yes! Alright, you win. I wanted a last fling before I got married."
"Just not with a black man," said Titus. "No nigga never gonna touch yo lily white body."
"No. Please, just be quiet and fuck me."
"I saw the look on your face when you met me. You didn't even want to shake my hand. Tried to wipe the black off it. Now you getting off on black dick."
"FFFUUUCCCKKK!!" Helen finally blew. Her body thrashed as she came. Her head turned away from the camera to look up at Titus in awe. "I love it," she hissed when she'd finished.
"Gurl, you gonna be black only when I'm finished with you." Titus grabbed her ankles starting to fuck her harder.
"Oh god! Yes! Fuck me! So good! Cu.. cu... CUMMING!"
"Flood gates are open now, gurl." Titus pushed deeper.
"UNH! OW! Ow ow ow," Helen struggled trying to pull away. "You're hurting my cervix."
"Do your trick, T-dawg," said Ashley.
"What are you doing?" Helen writhed a little, panting. Whatever he was doing must have felt good. "UGH! It's not going to work," she muttered through clenched teeth. "You can't get that thing through my cervix."
"I know what's wrong," said Titus, yanking his cock out so quickly, Helen jumped a little. Her hips raising her pussy upwards to get it back in. Titus wrenched the condom off and bent his cock back down towards her hungry pussy.
"What are you doing?" cried Helen in horror watching his cock disappear inside her bareback. He cupped her knees and pushed his cock in up to the cervix.
"Need my precum to soften you up," grunted Titus.
"Oh yes," moaned Helen. "Just don't cum in me," she said, her body relaxing as she enjoyed Titus flexing his cock. He was coating her cervix with precum to loosen her up. "What? What? WHAT?
She looked down her body as Titus' crotch slowly came into contact with hers.
"That's his trick, chick," giggled Ashley.
"Impos... I don't bel... Oh my god! Fuck me!" Helen turned her head as Ashley leaned over and kissed her.
Titus began fucking her full length and Beth knew how good that felt. Helen didn't stand a chance. "It's so good," she screamed looking at Ashley, cumming all over his thrusting cock.
"I know," said Ashley. She moved her lips down to Helen's engorged nipple and sucked. Helen came again. Ash lifted her head. "You still gonna marry Fred knowing he will never fuck you like this?"
Helen was staring in awe at Titus' chest. She turned to look at Ashley. "No. Fuck no. It's over."
"You're black only now," said Titus.
Helen stared at him for half a minute taking the relentless pounding of his huge cock. "YES," she hissed. "I'm black only now." Helen arched her back cumming hard at the admission.
"And girls, Helen" added Ashley.
"And girls," she agreed. The two women kissed again.
Titus bellowed like a bull, pushing his cock deep and freezing.
"What the... AAAHHH! AAAHHH! OOOHHH! YYYEEESSS!"
"Seedin that pussy good, slut," grunted Titus. His massive chest was heaving.
"SEED ME! SEED ME! Seed me." Helen's entire body was off the bed, held up by his rigid cock and her shoulders. It collapsed, and Titus pulled his cock out, shooting some more strands of cum across her body from her pubic hair, across her belly, to her breasts. Ashley leaned over and started licking his cock clean.
"Seed me! Seed me," whispered Beth, squirting over her fingers and getting the couch wet. Her own hips fell on the cushions as she slowly removed her hand. Her eyes fell back on her tablet.
Helen had come to her senses. "Oh no! Oh no! You came in me! Got to get it out. Let me up."
Ashley held her down. "Relax Red. I got this." She moved down off the bed between Helen's legs and planted her mouth on Helen's pussy. Soon Helen was humping her tongue again. Ash paused. "You need to cum a couple of times to flush it out," she said before going back to eating Helen out.
Helen moaned and writhed around. Her eyes followed Titus as he went to the bathroom to piss. She came, Ashley lapping faster. She stared at Titus as he came back, looking at his cock. Her hand came out to pinch her own nipple, rubbing his sperm around her stiff nub. He nodded in approval as she scooped his seed up and licked his sperm off her fingers. His cock rose up as he watched. She came again.
"This was the best night of my life," said Helen lazily. She was scooping sperm out of her belly button and licking her fingers when Ashley stood up. "Thanks, but it still feels like there's a lot sloshing around in my womb." She licked her fingers clean.
"Wait until you suck your first black cock," said Ash. "It's better straight from the source."
"Can't wait," she answered.
"You don't have to," said Titus, stepping up to the bed.
Helen sat up on the edge and was soon sucking on the end of the Titus cock.
Beth turned her tablet off. She walked back upstairs to bed. David was out cold. He'd always slept well after sex
*********
.
Beth overslept and was so afraid she'd be late for work, she jumped into the shower with her astonished husband. David's shocked expression soon turned to delight as he stared at his wife's nude body quickly turning wet under the shower. "Let me help you with the rest," said David while she washed her hair. He filled his palm with body lotion and started lathering up her body. He looked gleeful washing her buxom body, concentrating heavily on her tits, belly, and buttocks. The attention soon had both her nipples and his little dick hard. It was redder than normal, still a little raw from last night. She turned to rinse her front and soon felt his hands running over her back and his hard-little penis poking between her thighs. Beth spread her legs, reaching down and guiding his penis inside her. David grabbed her hips and started working it in and out.
"You're going to make me late, stud," she told him, holding her head down under the water.
David sped up. His penis dribbled inside her five minutes later. He groaned painfully pulling his deflating penis out. Her vagina squeezed behind the retreating prick forcing the teaspoon's worth of cum out of her body to drip on to the floor. His sperm slowly spun around before disappearing down the drain.
"I like this new Beth," he said, shaking his head happily as they dressed.
"What was wrong with the old Beth," she answered, scowling.
"Well, you almost never let me see you nude and here you are changing in front of me. And the shower was amazing. I've begged you to let me shower with you before."
"It was fun and the sex was nice."
"Sorry," he apologized while adjusting his tie. "I know you don't like it from behind."
"I didn't mind, just don't get used to it." She sighed, fastening the ugly waitress skirt around her. "My clothes have been feeling restrictive lately. I can't stand wearing my bra anymore."
"Well hell, I'm willing to turn nudist as soon as Titus is out of our hair and home. Wait a minute. This is all about Titus, isn't it?"
Beth froze, feeling the color rise in her cheeks. "Uh, what about Titus?"
"You've been so pleasant lately," David hesitated when her eyes narrowed. "I mean you haven't complained as much. It's cause my step brother hasn't been around this week, isn't it?"
"I guess so, dear," she said through gritted teeth. He meant she hadn't been as bitchy lately. Her husband's friends all thought she was a total bitch. One chauvinistic co-worker, she was particularly hard on, once told David that her looks weren't worth her bad attitude and that he should divorce her. The pig then had the nerve to drunkenly hit on her that night. "Get Titus out for good and maybe I will go nudist with you," she said with a wink.
**********
Beth made it to work just on time, but foolishly checked her phone before getting out of her car. There was another video clip posted in the rapidly filling folder. She started it. Helen was squatting over Titus, guiding his huge cock into her. She slowly lowered herself onto his black meat, thrusting her pelvis forward to get him in her cervix. She slowly sank onto the shaft. She really was stunning and had a killer body.
Beth glanced at the side door of the diner. She didn't have time to watch the whole clip but placed her finger on the slider and moved it forwards. Helen rode Titus rapidly, her body swaying left, right, pausing as she caught her breath from an orgasm, leaning back, thrusting her pink nippled, pale breasts out. Titus' hand came up, squeezed them, down, up, his head came up, and he suckled her engorged nipples. She leaned left and froze and he yelled something, then straightened, bouncing hard in his lap.
Beth backed it up to where she was leaning over with Titus talking and hit play. "You alright in there?" yelled Titus.
"I'm okay," called Ashley. Beth could make out the bathroom door. The redhead was bent over the toilet, dry heaving. "Still got this stomach bug."
"Poor thing," said Beth, shaking her head. Ashley was most likely pregnant by that black animal who was happily fucking another woman while she had morning sickness. She moved the slider forwards watching Helen have several more orgasms. Her panty was soaked watching the redhead cumming all over Titus' cock. Her free hand pulled up her skirt. She wanted to play with herself so badly. Helen was sitting impaled in Titus' lap, smiling and swaying slowly. She rose up and his spent cock, plopped out of her, followed by a rivulet of sperm. "Not so concerned getting his sperm in her anymore," muttered Beth. Her finger found her soaked panty.
Beth looked up just in time, jerking her hand away as her manager strolled up, pointing at his watch.
"Sorry," she said, getting out of her car, face red with shame.
"Seriously, Beth. I'm starting to think you might have a technology addiction." Manager Bob shook his head sadly.
"Sorry, I lost track of time watching this video."
"Those things are addictive, but I need my girls focused on their jobs and specifically the customers. I don't want to see your phone out of your pocket the rest of the day apart from breaks. Kapeesh?"
"Yes sir," she answered, bristling. Neither Beth nor her coworkers were "his girls", but the wise move was to keep quiet.
"Good. If I see your phone in your hand again, I'm going to write you up." He paused. "If you do have a problem, maybe we could work something out?" Bob paused testing for a reaction and not getting one. "You know, get you some help?"
"I'm fine," she said. Beth knew what "work something out" was hinting at. Did he really think this crappy job was worth "working something out" over? Plus, she was way out of Manager Bob's league.
Beth walked past him, knowing full well that if this had been fifty years ago, Manager Bob would have smacked her on the ass as she passed him. Beth suddenly pictured herself with a bouffant hairdo kneeling in his office, sucking Manager Bob's dick to keep her job. Her horny pussy quivered, but she suppressed her slutty thoughts worried about where they were coming from.
Beth remained horny most of her shift. Her male customers seemed to sense that she was in heat, flirting with her and she caught herself flirting back, age or looks didn't matter to her. She made as much in tips on the day shift that she normally made on a night shift.
When Beth got home that afternoon, her heart skipped a beat when she saw Titus' motorcycle in the driveway. Ashley's car was still here too. Beth went inside, but all was quiet. In the laundry room, she stripped off the hated uniform and tossed it in a basket. She didn't feel like dressing but couldn't walk around in her underwear when Titus was about. She stripped nude and pulled a long white tee shirt over her head. She stretched it out to cover her ass which made it tighten snugly around her body. Looking down, she could see the entirety of her nipples through the shirt. If she reached upwards, she'd be flashing her beaver to anyone watching. It didn't really matter, all she had to do was make it to her bedroom without being seen.
When Beth got up the stairs, she heard the telltale signs of slurping and contented moaning coming from the guest room. Privacy being a trivial matter to Titus, the door was wide open. The satisfied moans grew louder. Why did women find it pleasurable to suck on his huge penis? Yet, she was as guilty as Ashley.
Beth froze at the door and leaned forward peeking in. She barely managed to stifle a gasp. Titus was sitting on the edge of the bed getting his cock sucked, but it wasn't Ashley kneeling between his legs. It was Helen! She was nude and even lovelier in person than in the video though she was sweaty and looked well fucked. Titus as always was messing with a phone.
"Stick the tongue out and rest the head on it," said Titus. She did as she was told while he leaned back to get his entire cock in the picture. He snapped a photo before sitting back up.
"Be nice," she told him before going back to sucking his cock.
Titus chuckled. "Dear Fred. Now that I know what it's like to be with a real man, your pathetic little white penis will never satisfy me again. It's over. H." Titus snorted with satisfaction. "And send."
He texted the message and picture to Helen's fiancé. He tossed her phone on the bed.
Beth leaned in a little, knowing what she was looking for and finding it. Titus phone was propped up on the nightstand aimed at the couple. No doubt there'd be a new video posted tonight. She stepped back away from the doorway, made sure they weren't paying attention and darted past making her way to the master bedroom.



She showered, aggressively lathering up her voluptuous body until she felt clean and could no longer smell bacon or ham on her hands. She pulled a panty on, looking for something to wear. She was hot and tired and didn't feel like putting on any constrictive clothing. She pulled out some cutoff jeans. She only wore them at home when gardening. They hugged her butt and displayed her shapely legs high up the thighs. She pulled them on. They were tight enough, she left them unbuttoned. Next was a red plaid blouse. There were snap buttons in the front. David loved the shirt as he could rip it off her. She allowed him to do it once in dim light. He was overjoyed, but Beth found ripping her top off to be an act of toxic masculine aggression and never let him do it again. She snapped the buttons down from the top, stopping just under her breasts. The blouse hung open displaying her stomach, navel and the unbuttoned shorts. Her hands moved up, unsnapping the top of the blouse too, displaying her chest and tops of her cleavage.
There were only three snaps holding her top together at her breasts. She moved over to the mirror, her breasts bouncing freely. She'd forgotten to put a bra back on. Looking at herself, the top hugged her breasts but didn't display much of her nipples so she decided to let it go. David would be home soon, and it was her turn to make dinner. She left her room to go downstairs to the kitchen.
Beth decided to just hurry past the guest room, but just when she reached the entrance, she nearly bumped into Helen. "Oops!" said Helen. She was still naked. "Uh, sorry." Helen held her arm across her breasts, her other hand palm down over her crotch. Beth's eyes had been taking in her figure slowly moving up to her face. Helen's face was plastered with sperm. It was in her hair, eyebrows, cheeks, and totally covered her chin. More was splattered on her chest and the tops of her breasts. Helen was looking down appreciatively at Beth's body. Her eyes came up meeting Beth's eyes. Beth looked away, focusing on a large glob of sperm, slowly sliding down Helen's cheek. She wanted to lean forward and lick it off.
"Helen, Beth. Beth, Helen," said Titus from inside the room.
"Hi," said Helen. "You don't mind if I take a shower, do you?"
Beth smiled. "No, go right ahead." She watched Helen disappear into the guest bathroom before turning to look at Titus, disapprovingly. Her expression fell when she saw him sitting on the bed facing her. Her eyes focused on the huge black banana cock dangling down over the mattress. He was looking at his phone.
"Looking good, gurl," grunted Titus, looking up at her.
Beth snorted. "Where's Ashley?". She tried to look up from his cock, but it kept pulling her eyes towards it.
"Still in the Keys I guess."
"You abandoned her?" Beth finally was able to pull her eyes off his cock to look at him in disgust. He'd left his pregnant girlfriend down in the Keys.
Titus shrugged. "I wanted to spend some time with Helen." He saw her expression. "I got some boys down there, take real good care of her. Why do you care anyway?"
"She's a teenager!" Her eyes looked down at his cock again. Stop looking at it, she told herself angrily. What kind of a man abandons his pregnant girlfriend so he can fuck another woman? "You really don't care, do you?" Semen dripped from his cock head. Beth licked her lips. "Fuck you, Titus."
She turned and stormed off.
Beth was still fuming as she started heating the sauce while waiting for the water to boil. "Hi," she said, looking up when David came in the door.
"Hi Honey," he answered, setting his laptop case down. "What's for din..." He stopped.
"What?"
David's was staring in awe at her. "Oh my god, you look amazing."
His eyes zoomed right in on her navel like she knew they would. She'd never understood his fascination with bellybuttons. "Thank you, kind sir."
"I mean... Wow!" He shook his head, a dumb grin forming on his face. He watched her turn to add the spaghetti to the now boiling water. "I know you hate the objectification of women, but you are the sexiest woman ever." He turned hearing footsteps on the stairs. "Sexiest ever," he muttered.
Beth glanced over her shoulder. Helen was smiling sheepishly at them at the bottom of the stairs. Her hair was still wet from the shower. She had on a yellowish-orange string bikini that barely contained her huge breasts. "Sorry," Helen apologized. "This is all I brought to wear."
"I don't mind," said David. He turned to his wife when he heard her snort. "Well, if you'll excuse me for a moment, I'll go change." He loosened his tie as he headed upstairs.
"Smells good," said Helen, walking into the kitchen. "I don't suppose there's any extra for me?"
"There's enough," grunted Beth, keenly aware Helen was looking at her as lustfully as David just had. Maybe, she shouldn't have worn this outfit?
"I don't want to impose, but Titus insisted that I wear only my bikini. He said he'd take care of everything. I didn't even bring any money, so I could eat."
"You sure your belly isn't full?"
Helen blushed, and it wasn't just her cheeks. It was a full body blush that spread to her chest and other areas too. "You one of his?" she asked, eyes looking up towards the second floor.
"I'm no one's but my own. I'm his sister-in-law. The man you just met is my husband, David, Titus' brother."
Helen looked confused. "But..."
"Different dads."
"At least put a shirt on," said David coming down the stairs. He was in shorts and a collared shirt.
Titus appeared behind him, chest bare, looking like a dark-skinned hulk, looming over the smaller man. He was nude, but for tight biker shorts that left no doubt, he was prodigiously hung. Both women stared admiringly at this prime example of masculinity. "What are we having?"
"Spaghetti," answered Helen.
"One of you get me a beer," ordered Titus, taking a seat at the table.
Beth moved towards the refrigerator when she realized Helen had raced to get him a beer. She shook her head at Helen's eagerness to please the big black man. Beth instead went to the cupboard and gathered up four bowls.
"Uh Thanks," said David when Helen also brought him a beer. He wasn't used to being waited on, especially by a gorgeous buxom bikini-clad woman.
"Let me help," added Helen, taking the bowls and setting the table, while Beth strained the spaghetti. Both male eyes were on the bikini-clad redhead as she hovered around them.
The four finally sat down and started eating. It was awkwardly silent for several minutes before David finally spoke up. "I'll be gone tomorrow night honey. I've got to drive up the coast and meet with some possible new clients."
"You've been working hard this year."
David looked up at her and smiled. "And it's paying off. If I get these new clients, I'll be making partner as soon as tax season is over."
Beth stopped eating and wiped sauce from her lips with a napkin. "That's great," she said. Partner meant money would no longer be tight.
"Yea babe, you can quit that job you hate so much. You wouldn't even have to work."
The thought of quitting the diner made her so happy, she didn't even correct his microaggression. "I'm definitely quitting that place, but I'd still need to work." She wouldn't be beholden to living off her husband's monetary allowances. She stared off into space wondering what else she might do? Some job that suited a woman with her intelligence and educational background? Much to her shame, she pictured herself posing in a bikini on magazine covers like Ashley or selling beer in a skimpy thong at Titus' club or worse, posing for the nasty Al Pacino wannabe on the beach, reaching up to untie her bikini top while the revolting Cuban snapped photo after photo.
"You still there, honey?" asked David.
Beth snapped out of it. "Yeah, sorry. Just thinking of other jobs, I might do." She looked over at Titus, finishing off the spaghetti with his third bowl. The giant man needed a lot of carbs. "What do you do Helen?"
"Schoolteacher."
"Really?" said David. "How do the boys learn anything with you teaching? Ow!" He yelped after Beth stamped down on his foot. It hadn't hurt too bad as she was barefoot, but it caught him off guard.
"Well," said Helen, blushing again. "I do dress more appropriately at school and they're only first graders."
"Hey, Beth, is just as distracting," said Titus. "Especially in that outfit."
"I'll say," said Helen, resting her chin on her hand while smiling at Beth.
"No argument here," said David, noticing his wife turning red. She never got flushed except when she was angry. He thought her incapable of embarrassment. "I've never seen her look more stunning."
"Clearly a woman in heat," grunted Titus.
"What?" asked Beth, staring at him.
"When a woman wants to get fucked, she starts primping and displaying her assets to males. I knew Helen wanted to get fucked the second I saw her dancing on the beach." He reached over and started massaging her neck, just above her tied bikini top. "When a woman's in heat, she sends off vibes letting men know that she's hungry for some cock."
"That's preposterous!" said Beth.
"To be fair, it might be on a subconscious level." Titus shrugged.
"There might be something to it," said Helen, putting one hand under the table on Titus' leg. "Let him tell you his theory on alpha males."
"Oh, don't fall for his crap." Beth pushed her chair back and stood up.
"BEPH?" asked David, his mouth full of spaghetti.
"You're a pig, Titus and I want you out of my house." She headed towards the stairs. "I'm going to bed. David, you can clean up."
David sucked one last noodle up between his lips. "Okay dear," he said as she turned away.
"Speaking of women in heat." Titus laughed. "We need to go to bed too," he said with a wink, pulling the string on her bikini.
Helen blushed again as David's eyes widened at the sight of her breasts. She caught the cups of her top and held them over her nipples as Titus helped her to her feet.
They turned following Beth up the stairs.
**********
Beth slammed the bedroom door. She hopped on the bed, ripping her blouse open, but not removing it. She laid back on the covers and turned the tv on with the remote. A short time later, the noises began in the next room.
"Fuck me! You're so BIG! Cumming! CUMMING! I love bla... nigger cock!"
Beth squirmed on the bed. Her hand came up, pinching one nipple. Where was David? Not that he'd satisfy her, but her husband was better than nothing. "Hurry up, 'lil Davey," she muttered.
"Oh god! I'm ready. Jesus! That's just your thumb? It won't fit. FUCK! Do it! Fuck my ass."
Beth's arousal was growing unbearable. She sat up, snapping the buttons to cover her breasts again. She stood and walked over to the door.
"It's too big! TOO BIG! OW OW! Slow down. Hold still."
Beth opened the door and then closed it but for a crack. She peered through the crack. David was standing back from the doorway to Titus' room. His penis was out, and he had his hand on it. He wasn't stroking it, but he looked like he was fighting the urge as he watched his brother take Helen's ass.
"YES! It's in. Do it. Fuck my ass. I love it."
"Don't tell me. Tell Fred."
"Look at me, Fred. I've got a big nigger cock in my ass and I love it. Your fiancé is hooked on black cock."
Dammit, David WAS stroking his penis. Beth closed the door quickly, rattling the knob before opening it again. Her husband was approaching her, looking sheepish. "KEEP IT DOWN," she yelled, stepping aside so David could come in.
"You hearing that?" he asked, pretending to be shocked.
Beth turned away from the door as he was turning to face her. She ripped her shirt open and stepped forwards, shrugging the top off her shoulders. "OH!" she exclaimed in shock. His hands came up to squeeze her breasts. "OH DAVID! Just what do you think you're doing?"
"Uh, sorry. I don't know how that happened." He yanked his hands back.
"My shirt got caught in the door," she lied. She grabbed his wrists and put his hands back on her tits. "Oh David," she said, stepping in for a kiss. Her hand fell to his shorts, fumbling with his zipper. His penis was rock hard. Her fingers caressed his shaft. She'd never seen it so big. If she hadn't known what a real man's cock looked like, she would have been quite impressed by it. "Help me get my shorts off."
David pulled his shirt off over his head, shoving his shorts down around his ankles. Beth leaned over the bed, thrusting her ass out to him. He stepped forwards grabbing the hem of her cutoffs. Beth wiggled her ass while he struggled to pull the tight shorts down over her ass. He finally got them down her thighs, her panties quickly following. Beth climbed up on the bed, remaining on all fours. He couldn't believe his luck and stepped forwards, bending his stiff prick down towards her gash. He pushed forwards, his dick moving between her thighs. Beth spread her legs open wider, reaching down between them and guiding his penis up inside her.
David sank his shaft in up to the hilt. Beth was soaking wet for him. He slowly worked his dick in and out, standing behind her.
From the next room. "Fuck my ass! Fuck it!"
David slowed as he heard Helen screaming. He looked down at her firm bubble ass, down the crack, his eyes settling on her brown rosebud. He pushed his dick all the way in and held it still. He pulled back, watching her pussy lips spread out around the tip of his penis until it sprang free.
"Here it cums, slut. Gonna squirt in dat ass."
David moved his penis up to Beth's rosebud, pressing the grape-sized head down on her anus. He grabbed the base of his shaft, pushing down on the head.
"Don't even think about it," growled Beth, pulling forwards away from his prick.
**********
Beth didn't sleep well that night. David hadn't satisfied her. He'd put his penis back in her and lasted five more thrusts. He was now sleeping peacefully.
"Let me ride that big black cock. Fuck me, my nigger master."
Beth shuddered, glancing at the alarm. It was a little after 2:00 am. Headlights flashed briefly on her curtains. Alarmed, she slipped out of bed and walked quickly over to the window, peeking out. A car she didn't recognize was pulling into her driveway. It stopped, and Ashley stepped out. She leaned down to tip the driver. Poor thing had used a ride-sharing service to get her back here, a close to two-hour drive. Ashley got in her car and backed out of the driveway. "What an asshole," Beth whispered, shaking her head.
"Cum in me. I can't get enough of your cum in my pussy."
Beth found some earplugs she used for when David snored and plugged her ears up. She finally fell asleep a few hours later.
She woke up to her bedroom door slamming as David left for work. He'd left a note on the stand next to the bed. She sprang up to catch her husband before he left, pulling just the tee shirt on. She opened the bedroom door. David was frozen in place, looking stunned. He stepped aside. "Sorry," said Helen, looking embarrassed. She was much as Beth had caught her yesterday, nude with sperm plastered all over her face. She was also hunched over, cupping her hand under her pussy to keep sperm from pouring out everywhere. Helen slipped into the bathroom. David stood frozen for a moment before heading off downstairs.
Beth followed, catching him at the door. "Just wanted to wish you good luck, honey," she said.
He still appeared shocked but smiled. "Thanks." He bent to kiss her. "Be back in a day or two."
Beth went back inside and upstairs. There was giggling coming from the hallway shower soon followed by the sounds of fucking. Beth shook her head, returning to her own bedroom so that she could shower. She had some errands in the morning and then dinner shift at the diner.
She put on the same outfit as last night, only this time she put her bra on and tied the blouse up between her breasts. She also buttoned her shorts as she was going out in public. Titus and Helen were eating cereal at the table when she came downstairs. The redhead was in her bikini, he was wearing riding leathers. "Leaving?" she asked.
"Yeah, my parents are wondering where I am."
"Yeah, I'm gonna run her back down to Holiday Isle," said Titus. "I may stay down on Islamorada a couple of days. David gone?" He continued when Beth nodded. "Well, I hope he gets that promotion, so I can win more off him at poker. Let's get going."
Helen stood just as her phone went off. "It's from Fred," she said, in disbelief. "HA! He still wants to marry me! We can work it out. I still love you. Says we can come to an arrangement. Can you believe it?"
Titus shrugged. "Not surprised. He wants to watch. There's a lot of weaklings that get turned on watching their women taken by Alphas. He probably cried at the first pictures we sent. Then he watched some of the videos and found his little dick hard. Jerked off watching them a couple times, became obsessed, and now he wants to see you take a big black cock in person."
"Like I'd marry him after having you."
"He got money?"
"Yeah, he's worth a lot."
"Marry him. Take blacks bareback but make Fred wear a condom. See how far you can push him. You might have a very loving relationship with him."
Beth felt jealous watching Helen step into Titus' arms and kiss him on the lips. "And where will I find another man like you?"
"I told you how to spot an alpha. Just keep your eye out. You remember Jamon?"
"The ugly Jamaican bartender?"
"He'll take good care of you and introduce you to his roommates. Plus, there's always Stan Ellison."
"Principal Ellison?"
"You teach at South Miami, right? Stan will take good care of you."
"I can't fuck my principal. I mean, he's a big guy and all. Very masculine. But he's married though I've caught him staring at my breasts. He doesn't run around spreading his seed like you said."
"Principal during the week, but the head of the Black Panther motorcycle gang on the weekends. Let him know you're interested. He'll take good care of you."
"Mr. Ellison huh, I'll think about it."
"Let's hit the road."
Beth was leaving the house to do some shopping. She watched Helen climb up on to the motorcycle behind Titus. The jealousy hit her again remembering her own time riding behind Titus on his bike. The motorcycle roared off.
Beth returned three hours later with some groceries and some new outfits. Since her clothing had started feeling constrictive, she needed some lighter clothing and quite frankly, clothing more practical for the Miami heat. She settled on several spaghetti strap crop tops, a strapless baby doll that hung open at her belly, some yoga pants, and more cutoff short shorts. At another store, she bought, a body-hugging square neck tank top that displayed almost more cleavage then she was comfortable showing, a floral print bandeau top, two pairs of sandals, and enough lacy underwear that she could toss her practical granny panties in the garbage. Beth felt like a fashion model dressing up in her new outfits.
For now, it was bright and sunny outside. There was no husband or obnoxious brother-in-law to bother her, and she didn't have to be at work for hours. Beth stripped and dug out the skimpy bikini Titus' had given her. Something she wouldn't have been caught dead in a month ago. She put it on, got some tanning oil, her sunglasses, and instead of a book, picked up her tablet.
She settled down in her cot, facing the sun. She untied the neck straps and pulled them down over her cups to avoid tan lines on her shoulders and the back straps to avoid lines on her sides. She wanted an even tan for her crop top. She oiled herself up and took her tablet, keeping it off her belly to avoid uneven tanning.



She had a book on her tablet, but instead, she opened Titus' folder and spent the next ninety minutes watching Helen's anal taking, her oral sex skills which rapidly improved over three videos, and her riding Titus from last night where Helen informed him that he was her, "nigger master". The cups of her bikini rose up as her nipples hardened watching the videos. A wet dot appeared on her bottoms between her thighs. The dot expanded to the size of a dime, then a nickel, and finally a quarter before it soaked through her panty to drip under the cot on to her grass.
She set the tablet down, the hot sun making her drowsy and doing nothing to alleviate her arousal. She squirmed on the cot as she drifted off to sleep, hips slowly rising imagining she was being fucked. She was in the hotel on Islamorada. Ashley and Helen were laying on either side of her sucking her nipples while Titus was slowly fucking her. She was startled awake by the sound of a motorcycle just as it was getting good.
Dammit! He'd said he might not be back for a few days. Beth had the urge to run and hide in her bedroom or to cover up. She hadn't brought a towel or anything outside with her. "HA! Caught ya," Titus laughed coming around the side of the house. "I knew you'd like showing off that hot body."
"I just wanted a good tan," she explained. He leaned forward and started pulling the tight shorts down. "What are you doing?" She stared lustfully at the plump cock that he quickly exposed. It sprang up, plump and swelling rapidly. He was already shirtless and when he stepped out of his shorts, he kicked off his shoes leaving him naked in her backyard. "Titus?"
His cock bobbed before him as he walked towards her and stepped over the cot. It pointed down as Titus leaned forwards over her head and pulled the back of the cot up until her head was aimed right at the head. "I can smell a woman in heat a mile away," he said, pushing his cock forward into her face.
"Titus no!" she muttered, turning her head away from the bulbous tip of his huge cock. Instead of pushing him away, she found herself nuzzling the head, smelling it. She kissed the side before letting her tongue roll over the head. Beth grabbed the base of his shaft and swallowed his cock head. She bobbed her head as well she could, craving the taste of his seed. Oh god, she'd missed this cock. He helped, pumping his hips. "NO!" she said again, but this time it was because he'd pulled it from her mouth.
Titus squatted and skillfully slid his cock under the bikini strap between her breasts. He stood, lifting her top off, twisted his hips, her top flying off his cock to land on the lawn. He squatted again, squeezing her breasts around his cock. "Pour some oil on it," he ordered, sliding his cock between her breasts.
Beth grabbed the bottle of oil from beside her and squeezed it empty over her breasts. His cock began sliding easier and faster. Beth bent her head down, taking the head in her mouth. The oil tasted horrible,
ruining the natural taste and masculine scent of his thirteen-inch black cock. He pumped faster, thrusting the head in and out of her open mouth. His hands squeezed her breasts around his cock tighter as his fingers pinched her hard nipples. Beth's legs spread, falling off the cot. She pushed down on the grass raising her hips off the cot as his cock swelled.
Beth came as her mouth filled with the first blast of his hot seed. It was a small unsatisfying orgasm, but it was still an orgasm and she hadn't even been touching herself. It soaked her already wet bikini bottoms. Her mouth filled again, and she gulped as fast as she could, but Titus was still fucking her breasts. His cock pulled back launching strands of sperm across her face before pushing forwards and shooting cum across her tongue. He stepped back, his cock spurting semen into the air as he pushed his rampant staff down and shot more wads on her breasts and belly. "Rub my seed into your body Beth," he ordered.
Beth stared at the nude black giant while her hands rubbed the oil and semen into her breasts and belly. "Please, Titus?" she begged.
"What do you want Beth?"
"Oh god," she moaned, staring at his cock, her hands still rubbing his now oily cum into her body. "I need you to fuck me. Please?"
"Fuck you with what, Beth?"
"Your cock, your big black cock." Beth writhed on the cot. She'd never needed anything so badly in her life. "Fuck me."
Titus nodded. "Later. Now go shower then put the bikini back on. We're going for a ride."
"But I have to work tonight?"
"Do you want me to fuck you again or not? Call out. Now hurry up or I'm leaving without you."
"Yes, T-Dawg, I mean Titus." He was pulling the biker shorts back up and she missed seeing his cock as soon as it disappeared. He pulled a business card out of a pocket and handed it to her. "What's this?"
Helen Highwater, 1st-grade teacher. South Miami Elementary. It had Helen's phone and email.
"Helen wanted you to give her a call some time to get together and go out some time. She was very attracted to you but too embarrassed to give it to you in person."
"Oh! Okay," said Beth. She entered her house and showered, rinsing off her bikini in the process. She pictured herself getting fucked by Titus, but occasionally she saw herself making out with Helen. She slid the card into her dresser before heading back downstairs to the giant black man waiting for her on his motorcycle. "Where we going? Back to South Beach?"
"You'll see. It's a surprise," said Titus turning onto the road.
Beth leaned in wrapping her arms around his back.
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Chapter 6: The Final Submission
Titus guided his motorcycle between some traffic cones blocking the entrance to a parking area off the bay. Pullovers like this were all over South Florida. They usually had views of the clear blue water, palm trees, and a couple of picnic tables with grills. This one was no exception. This one contained a little cove and was almost entirely enclosed by some mangroves giving it some privacy. Beth didn't know why it was closed off as there was no construction going on nearby. Otherwise, it was empty, but for an abandoned van in the parking lot with a red kerchief sticking out the window. The van had side windows and looked like a relic from the 1970s.
"I found this driving down to the keys," said Titus, parking his bike behind the van to hide it from drivers on the road. "It's completely private." He took some tanning oil out of a storage compartment on his bike.
"Looks like someone's been here," said Beth, nodding her head towards a blanket laid out on the sand. It was parallel to the van, blocking its view from the road. The owners of the blanket must have selected it for a nice view of the scenery as the blue cove was behind it with palm trees on the other side. "It hasn't been here long either. It doesn't have any sand or debris on it."
"I doubt anyone's coming back for it." Titus tossed his phone on the blanket, for once not setting it up to film her. Beth found that act weirdly touching. He walked down past the blanket, leaned forwards and pulled the shorts down. His cock sprang up immediately, sticking out, but bent down.
Beth slowly followed. Her eyes staring at the black man's imposing physique. He had such strength, such a presence of raw masculinity. At some point, over the last two weeks, she'd started finding his muscles attractive. She was staring at his chest as she walked up, her hand moving down to his shaft. It stiffened the moment her fingers wrapped around it. Did it have any limits? Did it ever not get hard? She angled her head up as he leaned down to kiss her. The moment their lips touched, she melted into his arms.
Titus pulled back and spun her around facing the van. "Let's get you out of this," he whispered kissing her neck. Beth's hand came back stroking his cock while he untied the strings behind her neck. Her top fell off into the sand. Strong black hands slid down her ribs, her waist, stopping at her hips. Her panty fell down into the sand. She shivered at his touch.
Smack!
Beth jumped as his palm came down on her ass. She spun around, but Titus was already wading into the water, laughing. Beth walked down into the water. It felt amazing to be outside, exposed to the world. Titus was swimming to the center of the cover. Water tended to be shallow off the beaches and this cove was no exception, but it got deep enough, she could squat up to her neck. Titus swam up to her and pulled her to her feet, kissing her again.
Titus took her hand, his cock leading the way up to the blanket. He grabbed the tanning lotion and filled his palm with the oil. "Don't want you to burn," he said, with a wink. His powerful hands were soon running all over her body, coating it with oil. This man could give a hell of a massage if he wanted. His roaming hands were both relaxing and arousing as he paid a lot of attention to rubbing out into her breasts, flickering her hard nipples over her thumbs. He stopped, pouring more oil into his palm. "Better get your back too," he said, but instead of spinning her around, he hugged her slick body to his hard chiseled one. He reached around, rubbing his hands on her back. Her belly pressed into his hard cock and she could feel it throbbing with desire for her. It jerked multiple times, squirting precum on her stomach when his hands moved down to her rear. He covered her butt cheeks in oil, even making sure her crack was wet and coated. "Do me," he ordered.
Beth leaned down and grabbed the lotion bottle off the blanket. She paused coming back up to kiss the head of his cock. Titus nodded approvingly at the gesture. She stood, filling her much smaller palms with the oil. His chest was already slick from hugging her, but she started with it. Her hands ran over his black skin, feeling every muscle on his chest. Beth's breathing grew heavy., touching his body like this, the contrast of her white hands on his dark skin had her pussy leaking its arousal. He flexed his arms and she coated his biceps noticing that it would take three or four of her hands to encircle his arm at its thickest. She slid one wet hand back down his chest, his stomach, and into his pubes. Now his breathing turned heavy when her hand slid back and forth over his cock. He pulled it from her grasp turning around so that she could coat his back, moving down to his hard ass cheeks. When she finished, they both stood back, glistening in the sunlight, staring at each other's bodies.
Titus reached out and took her hand leading her to the blanket, placed his hands on her shoulders and pushed her down. Beth fell to her knees and found herself staring down the length of his shaft. She felt she'd never get used to the sight of it. Thirteen inches of hard black steel sticking straight out from his groin. The world's most perfect phallus attached to the most deplorable man she'd ever met. Beth leaned forward and kissed the tip, looking up at him towering over her. His phone chimed, and he glanced down at it. The next thing he did was somewhat unusual. Titus reached down and rubbed one side of her face, moving her hair back and holding it against her head. He pulled forwards gently, urging her to start sucking. She did, though what she really wanted was to have this monster thrusting in and out of her pussy. He continued holding her hair while she sucked his shaft, massaging his heavy balls as she managed to kiss his pubes.
The phone chimed again.
Titus gave it a glance before releasing her hair and pushing her head back until his cock sprang out. "On your back," he ordered.
Beth nodded eagerly, staring at his cock as she sat back, opening her legs while leaning back on her hands. Titus kneeled, his cock was sticking up. He bent it down rubbing her pussy lips before pushing harder, watching her open around the head as he slipped inside. Titus hefted her legs up and began working his cock in deeper as Beth laid down on her back. She moaned as he penetrated her. It had been too long. Titus worked his cock in and out, before pushing it all the way inside. He held still looking down while Beth ground her pussy into the root of his shaft, eyes closed, smiling lazily while she made circular motions with her hips around his cock. "Yes, fuck me now. Please?"
Titus phone chimed.
"Sure baby. Just tell me what you want."
"I want you to fuck me."
"Louder baby. Tell the world what you want."
"I want to be FUCKED!" she cried, grunting the last word out.
"With what, baby?"
"With you BIG... BLACK... COCK! FUCK ME WITH YOU BIG BLACK COCK!"
"That's good, baby," he said, starting to work his hips. "You like this big black cock?"
"I love it, Titus. I love it. I can't believe how good it makes me feel. I'm CUMMING already!
"Let it out baby, feel that black nigger cock making you cum."
Beth did let it out. She thrashed her head left to right, humping up into his thrusting cock. She squeezed and pinched her own nipples, their sensitivity adding to her orgasm's strength. "So good. So good."
"Better than your husband's?"
"So much better. So much bigger."
"Gonna fuck you hard now, baby."
"DO IT! FUCK ME HARD! I WANT YOUR CUM! MORE! CUM CUM CUMMING!"
Titus cut loose, once again Beth couldn't believe the stamina the man had to fuck her so hard and fast. She thrashed back and forth, raising her hips into each thrust of his cock, trying to keep up with his speed, cumming repeatedly.
"Getting close baby."
"Seed me! Fill me up, Titus."
The phone chimed again.
"Fuck," grunted Titus, sounding angry. He pulled out before he came, ignoring her wish. Titus stroked his cock a couple of times, resting on one hand while jerking his cock off. The first stream of ejaculate shot across one breast, the end falling on her navel. The second splattered on one tit. He raised his squirting cock, shooting strands of cum on her face. Beth turned away, closing her eyes quickly before turning her head back and opening her mouth. Sperm fell across her nose with some falling in her mouth.
Beth opened her eyes and raised her head in time to see the final wad essentially just fall from the tip of his cock to splatter on her pubic mound. Titus' final glob of sperm was greater than one of David's entire orgasms, but then the black man's balls were as big as some of the small green coconuts laying around the lagoon. Beth hadn't seen the full amount of one of his orgasms since the first time she'd jerked him off. "I can't believe how much you cum," she said, staring down her body. She slid her fingers into the pool in her navel, rubbing it around her oiled stomach. Her hand moving onto her breast, rubbing his semen into her tits. Her nipples were so sensitive, just touching them started to make her horny again.
The phone chimed. Titus glanced down at it as the screen lit up.
"Who's texting you? Some slut no doubt," she said jealously.
"No doubt. Go rinse off and we'll go for round two."
Beth climbed to her feet and walked down to the lagoon. She waded in and squatted, splashing water on herself while kneeling in the water as she cleaned.
"Beth," called Titus. "Turn towards me."
Beth looked over her shoulder. "Why?"
"I want to look at you," he said. She stood and turned, water dripping from her body. The massive black man squirted some oil into his palm and began stroking his plump cock. It stiffened immediately as he watched her clean off. She dipped her head and hair into the water, flinging it up and back as she stood, walking back towards him.
Titus sat on the blanket, facing her. He spread his legs, cock sticking up and out, rampant, and shiny.
Beth stared at it as he approached. He laid on his back, holding it up. She straddled him and held herself open as she lowered herself over his erection. The head spread her pussy lips open, stretching them wide before it slipped in. Beth moaned, lowering herself further. She was taking him easier each time they fucked, her vagina stretching to conform to his size like she truly was born for big black cock.
Beth lowered herself until she was sitting in his lap, hands resting on his chest, eyes closed, just enjoying the feeling of true fulfillment. She felt his hands caress her breasts. They were slick from the tanning oil. He recoated her front until her voluptuous body glistened in the sunlight. She slowly started to ride him. "Oh god, you're so big," she moaned, throwing back her head. Her pussy contracted all over his big dick as she came. Her contractions pulled inwards, trying to milk the voluminous seed from the black cock. Her vagina wouldn't reject this man's seed. Her pussy craved it.
"Keep talking, gurl," he whispered. "It turns me on."
"Fill my white pussy. Fuck me with that big black cock. You fuck me so much better than my husband."
"That's good," he whispered again. Louder, he said, "Now get off and get on all fours."
Beth was squirting all around his shaft and didn't want to get off. He grabbed her waist and lifted her up, her pussy trying to pull his cock back in deep even as it fell out of her. Reluctantly, she got on all fours facing the van. Titus rose up, kneeling. He grabbed her hips, pulling her left. "What are you doing?" she asked.
"Just move," he grunted. She moved until she was parallel to the van with the lagoon behind them.
Beth felt him poking at her and soon he was fucking her hard from behind. Her orgasm seemed to pick right back up where it'd left off. While she was cumming, warm liquid poured into the crack of her ass. Titus tossed the bottle down. He'd used much more then he needed to. The tanning oil poured down her crack, parting around his thrusting cock. His hands started rubbing it into her ass cheeks. It felt weird, but at least her butt wasn't going to burn.
His phone chimed.
"Tell whoever it is to leave you alone," she muttered, annoyed by the constant texts.
"Sure." He grunted. "Ashley, I'll call you later. I'm busy fucking my white brother's hot wife."
Beth couldn't help herself and snorted a chuckle that turned to a moan as his cock pushed deep. She jerked forwards when his thumb pressed down on her anus. It circled around the rim of her tanning oil slick anus. "Push it in," she said, softly.
"What?" he snickered.
"Push your thumb in," she said, louder. "Yesss," she moaned as his wet thumb pushed into her anus. He'd done it the first time they fucked in this position and she liked it. She didn't know why, but having his thumb plugging her ass enhanced the pleasure she felt from his cock. It had her cumming almost immediately. Beth froze, head hanging down, breathing heavily from the intensity of the orgasm.
"Wish that dumb bitch would stop calling me," said Titus rudely.
"Be nice," she moaned. "She loves you."
"I'm done wit dat bitch. Dropped her when I turned out Helen for da niggas."
Beth wondered why he was talking so ghetto suddenly even as her face scrunched up with her hatred for the man. "She's pregnant you... you... NIGGER!"
Titus froze with his cock half in her. She couldn't see it, but his face was lit up in triumph. "Yo! I told use not ta calls me dat."
"Talk normal, asshole," she said, pushing back into his dick, but the hand on her cheek with the thumb in her ass held her still. "If you don't want to be called a nigger then quit acting like a nigger. You don't go around knocking up women and abandoning them," she moaned desperately trying to hump his cock.
"Dats exactly what I does." He laughed, and Beth felt he wasn't really mad at her. "What'd I tells you I'd do if you called me a nigger again?"
"You said you'd... don't you dare."
SPANK!
"OW!" Beth yelped, more startled than hurt.
SPANK!
"OH!" Beth groaned, feeling her ass cheek stinging.
SPANK!
"Mmmm, yessss. Please start fucking me again," she begged. He pulled her back onto his dick, then off, then back into it. "Thank you," she mewled. "One more," she pleaded, softly.
"One more what?"
"Spank me, nigger."
SPANK!
"CCUUMMIINNGG!" she screamed, her body shuddering. Her head fell to the blanket. She was breathing so hard, she could barely catch her breath. "Thank you. Thank you," she moaned. That had been her biggest orgasm yet. "Noooo," she pleaded, still gasping while Titus removed his cock.
Titus watched his cock spring up as it freed her pussy, oil and her arousal rained off it as it bobbed before him. He heard crunching in the sand behind him and glanced over his shoulder. The Cuban had his phone up, zooming in on Titus' cock. Titus cock head filled the screen as it came to rest on her anus. The head pushed down on her rosebud. It began to stretch, opening for the large intruder. He pulled back, pressed down again, then pulled back.
"Do it," hissed Beth.
"Do what?"
"Shove that black cock in my ass," she said, feeling ashamed. What have I become? She wondered. She felt him pressing down on her anus again. She'd cheated on her husband, had developed an exhibitionist streak, developed a taste for sucking cock, just had her biggest orgasm while being spanked, and now she wanted to be sodomized. Titus taking her ass would be her final submission to his dominant manliness. She winced as her ass opened around his cock head. "Just go easy," she begged. Ashley and Helen all seemed to love it after the initial penetration.
Beth almost bit her tongue to keep from crying out. Even then, she still whimpered, grateful for his liberal use of oil as he began working the end of his cock in and out of her. She wished she'd let David do it the other night, but his small penis would have done little to prepare her for the Titan. Her bowels seemed to take his probing easily enough, all the pain was concentrated in her anus, but that too was fading. Quicker than she would have thought, it began to feel good. She found herself pushing back into his thrusts. "Fuck me," she moaned. "Fuck my ass."
Beth's eyes were closed as she continued pushing back into Titus' probing cock. She inhaled deeply through her nose, the masculine sweaty stench of cock filled her nostrils partially ruined by the smell of cheap cologne. She imagined the cock brushing her lips. Her mouth opened as Titus pushed deep and the second cock pushed past her lips.
Beth opened her eyes in surprise, staring down the upwardly curved shaft of a large brown cock. Her eyes were blocked by the man's rather large brown belly. His cock looked to be about ten inches long, emerging out of his hairy mass of black pubes to curve up under his belly. A thrust from Titus pushed his entire cock head into her mouth. Beth's tongue automatically began to twirl around the end of the brown knob and before she knew what she was doing, she was sucking the unfamiliar brown cock.
The man sat back on his knees, thrusting his cock up past his belly. She sucked halfway down his shaft and when she brought her head back up to the tip, she looked up over his belly. Instead of a face, she found herself looking into the lens of his phone. What the fuck was up with all these men filming everything? His skin was the brown of a light-skinned black man, but the color of a Hispanic. His chest was hairy, and he had gold chains around his neck.
She lost sight of him again when Titus shoved his cock deep forcing the Latino's cock down her throat. Titus' cock flexed, flooding her bowels with sperm. He pulled her back up by her waist, pulling his cock swiftly out of her anus. Semen splattered on her back and in her hair. She saw a teaspoons' worth land on the Hispanic man's belly. She watched it slowly began to slide down the man's stomach while she continued sucking his cock.
The stranger didn't last as long as Titus and soon his cock began to swell. She pulled back just as the first blast filled her mouth. She gulped, letting it roll over her tongue. His cum was as rich and delicious as Titus' seed. His cock wasn't as big, but his swollen hairy brown testicles were huge and full. Her mouth filled with sperm several more times before he yanked his cock back, it bobbed up and down spraying sperm all over her face. She managed to close her eyes just in time. It quit cumming all over her and she slowly opened her eyes.
"Smile puta," said the man, slowly lowering the camera. The smirking face, with the curled-up lips looked familiar to her. Her eyes opened with the realization that this was the Cuban photographer they'd met on Miami beach. "I've got to fuck you," he grunted, pushing himself up. His brown cock was still hard, bobbing as he walked around her.
Beth rolled over on her back. She glanced at Titus to see if he was going to stop the man, but Titus just stood off to the side watching the Cuban as he kneeled on the blanket again. Beth saw the ugly man's brown cock approaching, her legs opening for him.
"Your cock is "muy grande", Esteban," said Titus, watching him line it up with Beth's pussy.
"Gracias mi amigo, but your cock... now that is a work of art. I pay you "mucho dinero" to make movies for me." He pushed his cock inside. Beth moaned, raising her hips into him as he began fucking her. She glanced at Titus again to see if he was jealous, but instead, his black cock was swelling and rising watching the ugly Cuban fuck her. Titus walked around to the side and was kneeling by her head when the Cuban said, "No! No. Other side. Facing the van."
Titus nodded, rose again and walked around to the lagoon, kneeling by her head again. His cock slid over her lips. She turned her head and started sucking him.



"A la mierda con mi gran puta Cubana," grunted Estaban, fucking her hard.
Beth's hips raised into each thrust of the man's big cock. It was hard sucking Titus with Esteban fucking her and Titus knew it. He just rested the head between her lips while jerking his shaft with his hand. She turned her head slightly, looking at the Cuban. His hair was slicked back with grease and his face was still scrunched up doing his Al Pacino "Scarface" impression. What a disgusting hideous man, she thought, just as his big cock got her off. Her entire body spasmed as she came, convulsing so hard, Titus' cock flew out of her mouth. The black man pushed his cock back down as Esteban continued his hard-continuous thrusting. He wasn't even trying to get her off. He was simply using her to get his own cock off.
Esteban thrust deep and held his cock still. His hot seed hosed her cervix with a steady stream. She came again, her pussy contracting around his spurting cock, milking his shaft for his seed. Even this nasty man's seed was considered worthy by her pussy. Her muscles clamped down over the shaft trying to hold him deep as he pulled his still cumming cock out. He'd shot most of his wad, but he still had enough strength left to leave strands of cum from her breasts to her bellybutton.
Titus leaned up and his hot seed filled her mouth. He pulled back, jerking his cock off, sending a second coating of sperm over the drying cum that Esteban had covered her with fifteen minutes ago.
Both men jerked every drop of juice out of their shafts before standing. Titus helped her to her feet and turned her towards the lagoon. "Get cleaned up," he grunted, smacking her on the ass. Esteban walked over to some sweat pants and pulled them on, remaining shirtless, his belly hanging low over the hem.
Beth washed in the lagoon as best she could, ducking her head into the water several times and wiping her face. Confused, she kept glancing at Esteban and Titan. The two men were talking animatedly. What was the creepy Cuban doing here? She walked back up to the blanket and retrieved her bikini. She dressed, starting with the panty.
"Tu puta es incredible!" said Esteban. "I've rarely seen her like. Good job with the street talk. Classy white women submitting to ghetto niggas always get more views. They bring in mas dinero." Esteban rubbed his two fingers together as he held up one hand.
"And mas dinero for me?" asked Titus, mimicking his finger motions.
Titus phone beeped. "What's going on?" asked Beth, glancing down at the phone lying on the blanket. Esteban's was also on the blanket. Titus' screen lit up with a text from Ashley. Call me, it read.
Poor girl thought Beth reaching down for the phone. She pressed the button and the phone opened right onto the messaging app. How many messages had the poor lovestruck thing sent... Call me was the only recent text from Ashley. The rest were all from... Esteban.
Pull her hair out of the way.
Fuck her on her back.
Tell her to be more vocal
Cum on her tits and face.
Have her wash up facing the van.
Have the puta ride you. Then doggy.
Double money if you fuck her ass.
"What the fuck!" she cried. Titus had been getting instructions from Esteban!
"Only half," said Esteban, holding up a wad of cash. "The rest when the puta signs the consent form."
"What the fuck!" she said again. Beth turned facing Titus. She had a sinking feeling in the pit of her stomach.
"He's paying good money for a video of us fucking," said Titus with a shrug.
"I'm not a porn star!" Beth reached down, grabbing Esteban's phone.
"Settle down woman. I'll give you half." Titus watched her turn and toss his phone far out into the lagoon.
"Yo bitch! What the fuck?"
"Fuck you," she said. "And fuck you!" She tossed Esteban's into the center of the little lagoon. It sank with a splash.
"That's coming out of jur fee," said Esteban noting where his phone went in.
"I'm not one of the sluts in your porn videos," she said, softly, trying not to cry. Why did she feel so hurt? She knew exactly what kind of a man her brother-in-law was. "Take me home. Now!" She stormed past the two men, towards the van and Titus' motorcycle.
"Wait!" called Esteban. He handed her a business card. "I always need dancers."
The card was for a gentlemen's club called, Temptations. It was a high-class nudie bar in South Beach, Miami not far from her job. She'd driven past it many times and billboards advertising it littered I-95. Esteban Perez, proprietor. In college, Beth had participated in protests led by her teacher to shut down strip clubs in the Lauderdale region. One of those had been a Temptations. She crinkled up the card and tossed it at Mr. Esteban Perez's chest.
Esteban chuckled. "Look mi hermano, I got clubs and modeling agencies in Miami, New York, and Los Angeles. Stop in any one if you need some dinero. I give you bonus if ju bring me fresh talent."
"I plan on heading out to L.A," said Titus.
"I will be there after spring break. Lots of fresh talent come to Florida during spring break."
"I bet. Sorry about the phone."
"No problemo. It's waterproof. Yours?" Esteban watched Titus shake his head. "Too bad. Ju just tame yo puta and get her to sign the release form. Get her to work for me and I give ju bonus."
"Hurry up," yelled Beth from over by his motorcycle. She looked like she was about to push it over.
"I'd better go," said Titus. He held up his fist and Esteban bumped it. The black man turned and hurried over to his bike.
**********
Esteban watched them go. The moment the bike roared off, the van door flew open revealing three cameras on tripods, lens' aimed through the side windows at the blanket. A Hispanic man jumped out, panting and shaking his wet shirt. "Jodidamente caliente," he complained.
Two other men walked up out of the bushes on either side of the blanket. They were slinging video recorders over their shoulders. "That bolillo mujer come work for you, jefe?" one cameraman asked, hopefully.
"Te la follas bien, Jefe," said the other one.
"But not as good as that Mayate, huh Jefe?" said the panting man operating the cameras in the hot van.
The other cameramen stored their cameras in the van.
Esteban looked over at the sweaty man. "You caliente, Manuel? Go get my phone." He aimed his thumb at the lagoon. Manuel ran off and was soon wading in the water.
Esteban pulled one of the blanket's corners back. A black microphone was sticking up under the sand. He pulled it up, the buried wire rising out of the sand running to the van.
"We make good movie, jefe?" asked one of his men.
"We make good movie," Esteban answered. We'll make really good movies once she's working for me, he thought.
**********
Beth was crying as she clung to the black man's broad back. She didn't know why she felt so betrayed. He didn't have the morals of a normal man. She did know that she wanted him gone and out of her life as soon as possible.
Beth wanted nothing to do with Titus Cetewayo anymore.
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Chapter 7 Flirting with Disaster
"Something smells good," grunted Titus walking into the dining room.
"Mmmph," agreed David, chewing his chicken. Beth's smile had left her face as soon as she heard Titus' motorcycle pull up. "Beth cooked me dinner," he said after swallowing.
Titus looked down the table. Arrayed on the top was a roast chicken, mashed potatoes, carrots, corn, and rolls. "Looks good. How very domestic of you Beth."
"Fuck you very much, Titus," she replied.
"Just haven't seen a lot of home cooking come out of you and that's one of your top wifely duties."
"We're celebrating my promotion to partner," said David, before Beth could respond to his sexist comments. "What you got there?"
Titus held up a bag. "This? It's a new phone." He glared at Beth.
"What happened to your old one?"
"It decided to go for a swim. It's all set up, just gotta get my info off the cloud. I always back up everything." He winked at Beth. The giant black man went and got himself a plate. He sat down and started serving himself.
"Seriously?" asked Beth, angrily. "We're trying to have a romantic dinner. Titus."
"I'll leave you alone after I eat," he said, taking what was left of the chicken. "I'm picking up a shift tonight." He also emptied the remaining corn. Beth looked like she was about to object, but he interrupted her. "And soon I'll be leaving you alone for good. I'm hitting the road on Valentine's day."
David's fork clanged on the plate. "That's great. I mean, I'll miss you and all."
"Save it," said Titus, taking most of the mashed potatoes. "I know what Ben Franklin said about fish and houseguests and I've been here a lot longer than three days. Longer then I wanted to be here even. I doubt I'll be around much until then anyway. I'm trying to pick up as many shifts as I can at the bar and I need to give a proper goodbye to my female friends."
"Speaking of leaving, I'm going away another three days maybe longer."
"Really? Is that my life now?" Beth frowned at her husband.
"Just during tax season. Most of the year, I'll be working 9-5. Maybe if you quit the diner, I can get more meals like this?"
Titus watched Beth give David a stern look. "Yeah," said Titus. "Your dinner is fantastic," he said, noticing that Beth looked a little pleased. "If you were barefoot and pregnant, you'd be perfect."
Beth looked like she was about to explode, but then she calmed down and smiled. "After giving us the good news that you're leaving, I'm not going to let you get my goat."
"Your goat?" He chuckled. "I wasn't after your goat. I was trying to raise your hackles or make your blood boil. Make you see red. Maybe even drive you crazy."
"Get under your skin," added David.
"Shut up, David," she snapped. "As for you Titus, shouldn't you be leaving for work?"
"Yep, I should." He pushed his cleaned plate back and stood up. "Congrats on the promo, David." He turned to leave.
"Titus, your plate," yelled Beth after him.
"Be a doll and take care of that for me," he answered, turning around and giving her two thumbs up.
Beth's eyes narrowed, and she growled. "I'll get it, honey," said David, standing with his empty plate. "And I'll clean up for you."
"You're a good husband," she said.
"Why don't you go take a bath?" he added.
Beth sighed and rolled her eyes. "Why not?" She left the room, heading upstairs. Asking her to take a bath meant he was interested in sex. He liked her clean and smelling nice. Plus, the bath allowed her to shave her legs. She walked to the bathroom and ran her bath water.
Beth left the bath, stripping off her clothes. Sighing as her breasts sprang free of the bra. She smiled as stripped enjoying losing the constricting clothes. She was bent over sliding her shorts down when she noticed the gift box on her bed. It was long and white, like a wine bottle and it had a red bow on it. How sweet, she thought, David had bought her a gift. Her smile fell when she realized it was probably some slutty piece of lingerie he wanted her to wear tonight.
Beth sighed again and lifted the top off. There was something long and dark wrapped up in white paper. There was also a card on top. Confused over what it might be, she reached into the paper grabbing the hard-plastic cylinder while picking up the card with her other hand.
For scratching that itch, your husband will never reach.
-T
Beth stared in disgust at the black dildo in her other hand. Like she'd ever use a sex toy! The black cock shaped dildo was incredibly lifelike and could have been modeled after Titus' huge cock except it was only a foot long. What kind of woman used something like this? Women who'd experienced a man like Titus but were married to a man like David, that's who, her brain responded.
Beneath the dildo, there was an instruction sheet from the BBC LOVER'S BOUTIQUE here in Miami. She scanned the sheet. Use lubrication if needed. Spread legs. Insert in vagina repeatedly. Fantasize you're being mounted by a black stud. Warning: The BBC LIFELIKE DILDO is no replacement for the real thing. Let us help put you in contact with a real black bull for total sexual satisfaction.
Beth jumped when she heard footsteps on the stairs. She shoved the box and dildo under the bed scrambling for the bath. She made it just as David walked into the bedroom. She slipped into the bath just as the door opened. He had an inane question for her which was basically just an excuse to stare at her in the bathtub. He appeared dumbfounded that his wife was letting him watch her take a bath. She teased him, washing her breasts while he removed his tie. By the time she was sliding her razor over her lathered leg, He was down to his boxer shorts and they were tented out. She giggled when his little penis suddenly slid out through the slit in his boxers. It looked for all the world like a hot dog was sticking out of his underwear. "Hurry up," he said, gulping, and staring at her body. Beth stood and started drying her body. His penis twitched, and she wouldn't have been surprised if he'd squirted right then and there, but David wasn't the young premature ejaculator he'd been when they married, and he held it together.
David slid over to her side of the bed and started kissing her while playing with her nipples. She'd been horny lately and wanted sex, so she became aroused quickly. Her husband could arouse her, but he couldn't satisfy her. He mounted her and grunted eight minutes later. He collapsed on her, his penis withering inside her just as her pussy muscles pushed the spent prick out of her along with almost all his semen. David groaned in pleasure and rolled off her while Beth reached over to the nightstand for a tissue. She'd spent the eight minutes wishing he was just an inch or two longer, an inch or two thicker. Wishing he could reach as deep as the dildo under the bed.
David was asleep minutes later while Beth laid on her back, staring at the ceiling. Her body was craving Titus again. It had been four days since Titus had set her up for a photo shoot with the Cuban photographer. She'd started craving some big black cock the very next day. A day after that, her pussy was still craving some black cock while she was also getting hungry to taste his seed. A day later, she wanted to get her ass fucked again. Worse, last night, her brain had started wandering to Esteban's large cock. It was no Titan, but it was satisfyingly large, and she was certain it was ready and willing to fuck her again. She squirmed under her sheets, subtly raising her hips into the thrusts of a hung imaginary lover.
She managed to fall asleep briefly and awoke to Titus' motorcycle pulling up outside in the early morning. It was well after his shift had ended, meaning he'd hooked up with one of his sluts. No telling what he'd done to her or how many times, but it still wasn't enough for the fecund black man. Moments after arriving home, he had a porn playing and she could hear him masturbating. Knowing his thirteen-inch monster cock was hard and ready a room away did nothing to alleviate her arousal.
Beth slipped out of bed and grabbed her tablet off the nightstand. She walked into the bathroom and shut the door. There were four new videos since the last one with Beth and Titus. She'd been so mad at him, she'd refused to check his online folder. One video was Ashley. She was crying and looked upset, but when he pulled out his cock and ordered her to suck it, she was down on her knees blowing him. "I'll miss this," she told him looking up into his camera. One last pearl of cum appeared on the tip of his dick. She kissed it, looking up at him submissively. The next was a wild looking tattooed woman with a purple mohawk, multiple piercings, grinding her pussy hard into his cock while sitting in his lap. She turned and looked at the camera lens, sticking a pierced tongue out at the camera. The last was his co-bartender and the bikini-wearing beer girl, sharing his cock, and eating each other out in a bedroom somewhere. Beth only fully watched the later, finding herself drawn to the attractive women as much as seeing them both serviced by Titus. It was the beer girl's first time in a threesome or with another woman. The more experienced bartender helped instruct her and by the end of the hour-long clip, the younger girl was very much into it.
Beth masturbated a little to the video but was unable to get herself off. She was still horny when she went to bed. Despite her frustrated state of arousal, she fell asleep dreaming she was laying nude in a giant bed alongside Ashley, Helen, the bartender, the beer girl, and surprisingly her man-hating college professor. The women were all nude, kissing, and caressing each other's bodies while two Tituses were climbing onto either side of the bed, cocks already erect to satisfy them. The dream faded before any actual sex got started when she awoke to her husband shaking her shoulder.
"I'm off. Not sure when I'll be back, three days minimum and maybe as much as a week if I have to drive all the way to Atlanta."
"Be safe," she responded, arching her neck and puckering. David bent down and kissed her goodbye.
"Get some more sleep. You look tired," he told her before leaving.
Beth did just that. The dream didn't come back. When she awoke, she glanced at her alarm. Beth jumped in fear, pushing herself back away from the nightstand and what was on it. The dildo was standing up beside her clock. Her mind was only confused for a moment. Titus had to have done it as a joke. Indeed, the note was leaning against the base. Her lip curled up in a brief smile. It was a little funny, but the smile faded turning into a sneer when she thought of Titus and the fact that he'd snuck into her room while she slept. She looked past the dildo at the time. "Shit!" she grunted. She was already late for her shift at the diner. She hadn't set the alarm as her shift didn't even start until 11:00 am. She never slept this late. She grabbed the dildo and hid it under her pillow in case David forgot something and came back.
Beth slid out of bed, walking to her window, looking down at the driveway. Titus' motorcycle was gone, so she was alone and safe. She took a quick shower, moving as fast as she could before dressing in the hated uniform. Beth tugged at the collar, pulling it away from her throat. The uniform was feeling more constricting every time she put it on. She felt a little relieved when she undid a couple more buttons than usual revealing some of her impressive cleavage. She briefly considered throwing on a white tank top under her uniform to cover her breasts, but there wasn't enough time.
Manager Bob was mad. "You're late," he told her stating the obvious.
"Sorry Bob, I overslept."
He snorted. "Well, get in there and go do some prep work in the kitchen."
Beth moved through the restaurant. It wasn't even busy, and the other waitresses were handling it easily and probably even happy not to have shared their meager tips. Beth didn't mind the prep work. It was mostly putting salads together, but over the couple of years that she'd worked here, she'd made about everything. The diner had basically taught her how to cook. Something she'd never been interested in as professor Dykstra considered cooking and cleaning domestic servitude. Manager Bob eventually let her take some tables after he felt she'd been suitably punished in the kitchen.
The diner never picked up much that day. Beth counted her tips on her break. Twenty-six dollars and some change weren't much, but her average per table was up. Probably due to her additional exposed cleavage, she thought, looking down at her chest. She decided to experiment a little and undid another button. Her cleavage now bordered on scandalous. She wondered if manager Bob would say anything to her and if her average per table would go up even more. After eating one of the salads she prepared, she took out her phone and went to Titus' online shared folder. She went back to the beginning, watching the clip of her jerking off Titus while being timed. Watching it was a mistake as her pussy was dripping when she returned to work. Dinner was a bust probably because there were severe thunderstorms approaching and regular customers were staying home. The skies to the East were already darkening, blocking out the setting sun.
Her first table was two older women, sisters and regulars who came in for the early bird special. They tipped like it was still 1965 in their minds. She had two more tables during the entire dinner hour. One was a married couple in their forties. The husband's eyes went straight to her cleavage and he was embarrassed when his wife caught him looking. After that, he looked away from her each time she was at their table, but Beth caught him staring whenever his wife wasn't paying attention. He tipped her thirty percent.
Her last table was occupied by two men in suits. One was older, in his fifties, powerfully built, but a little heavy. The other man was early twenties and very handsome. It was the older man's stare that had her nipples hardening as she took their drink order. He was blatantly staring at her cleavage. He had the same aura of confidence and masculinity that Titus or Esteban had. The young man was better looking, more fit, and closer to her age, but he was clearly subservient to the other man. It wasn't just an employee-boss relationship either. The young man looked at the older one like he was a god. "I don't know, are you on the menu?" asked the older man when she came back for their order.
Beth felt her pulse increasing and she flushed a little. It was the oldest, stupidest line in the book, but instead of ignoring him, she giggled and placed her hand on his arm, leaning forwards so that her open blouse hung open. "Seriously fellas, what can I get ya?" She took their orders, winking at the older man. She flirted with the businessman the several times she came over to fill their drinks.
"Trust me, you'll love Temptations. It's one of the classier clubs in Miami," said the older man to the younger as Beth was coming up with the check.
"Sure boss," said the younger. "The wife doesn't much approve of those places."
"Then don't tell her," laughed the older. "Well, here comes the best-looking girl in Miami. What's that you got there, sugar?"
Beth blushed. My god, the man was a dinosaur! "Dessert's on me," she said with a wink. She placed a dish with a slice of apple pie on it in front of him. A swirl of whipped cream covered the crust with a cherry topping it. She bent down again. Four eyes going to her cleavage.
"Well thank ya, darlin," he laughed. "I can think of better places to put the whipped cream."
Beth touched his arm and squeezed it again. "Here's the check. I'll take it when you're ready. If I can get you anything else let me know."
"Where's mine?" asked the younger man, looking enviously at the pie.
"Only real men get free desserts, junior," said the older man.
Beth turned pale as she walked away. The man sounded like Titus. Her hands were shaking as she helped another server clear a table. The two businessmen were leaving when she came back. "I'll be right back with your change."
"We're good," said the manly one.
"Thanks then. Have a good evening."
"That depends on you, sugar." He winked before turning to leave with the young man.
Beth shoved the check and bills into her apron before taking their plates to the kitchen. After clearing the table, she went to the cashier to close out their check. The businessman had left her an eighty percent tip! She'd always been loath to use her looks and sexuality to her advantage, but eighty percent! That was worth a couple of buttons and some flirting.
A business card fell out of the bills.
The older man was an investment banker. Beth's eyebrows shot up. That was some big bucks. She flipped it over. There was writing on the back. It read simply: Budget Inn #303. Her vagina had been wet flirting with him. Now that he'd invited her to his room, her arousal started running down her thighs. She needed cock...badly, but she couldn't fuck a stranger. Could she? She already had with the nasty Cuban, but he'd caught her off guard. Instinct was telling her that... Lee "Mac" MacFarland had a big cock and could give her exactly what she needed not that she believed any of Titus' "real man" bull shit. God, she needed a real man right now!
"Excuse me, Beth. Can I see you in my office please?"
Beth looked up just in time to see her manager pull his eyes away from her cleavage. "Sure, Bob."
She followed him into his office. He seemed nervous. Bob was a jerk, but he wasn't a tough guy. Confrontation wasn't his strong suit. "Shut the door behind you please." He sat down at his desk and motioned for her to take a seat. "Beth, I need to talk you about your performance of late... blah blah blah blah." Beth nodded. "Blah blah... disciplinary action." She came alert. "I'm going to write you up and it will go in your file. Three of these is grounds for termination. I believe I've been very fair and patient with you, but your absenteeism has been excessive this year. You've never been the friendliest from a customer service perspective... blah blah blah... but I have seen great improvement along those lines over the last few weeks."
She stared at him. Bob was average looking, a little thin, cute in a mousy way. Beth started wondering how big his penis was. Big enough to satisfy her? David wasn't going to cut it anymore after Titus. Manager Bob wasn't much of a lady's man and he didn't have the aura of masculinity that Lee "Mac" MacFarland had, but he wasn't a stranger and she could probably control him. Bob would be discreet too.
"Blah blah blah... apply yourself and I might promote you to head waitress."
"Head waitress?"
"Yes," he nodded enthusiastically. "That's the right kind of attitude. You know Beth, I've always thought you had what it takes, but I always got the impression you thought you were too good for this job. Honestly, you could go far...Unh!" Bob found himself staring down her cleavage at her dangling breasts as she leaned forward in her chair, putting both hands on his knees.
"Maybe even assistant manager?" she asked, falling to her knees between his legs.
He nodded, partially in shock. "Um, Beth... Mrs. Shorthose, uh what are you doing?"
Beth ran her hands up his legs, rubbing them. "I don't know Bob. This isn't like me at all. I just feel so inspired by your coaching session and your faith in me. I want to thank you somehow." He gulped as she moved her hands up to his belt buckle and started undoing it. "I really want to suck your dick."
"Oh god," he moaned. "This is wrong," he said, even as he opened his knees wider. "Um Beth, you realize I'm not promising you a promotion. Company policy prohibits..."



"Shut up Bob. You're not sexually harassing me. I just want your cock."
Beth realized she was making a mistake that moment when he whimpered. She pulled his belt apart and unbuttoned his pants.
"Uh, Beth." He gulped.
"What?" she responded, impatiently.
"Can I see your breasts...please?"
Beth opened her blouse another couple of buttons. He was staring like a love-sick puppy at the cups of her bra. It unhooked in the front. She undid the hook, her breasts practically popping out when she let go. Her nipples were still hard from her encounter with Lee MacFarland. He whimpered again. "You like?"
"They're magnificent," he gulped again. "I've fantasized about this."
"I'm flattered. Now let's see what you got for me." She pulled his zipper down. Bob had tighty whities with not much of a bulge underneath. She pulled the hem down, frowning at the little white penis. Bob was smaller than David and as limp as a wet noodle. She caressed it with her fingers. Bob whimpered again, but his penis didn't grow. He was sweating and staring down at his penis in horror. Beth tugged on it. "What's wrong?"
"Not sure. I guess I'm nervous. You're the most beautiful woman I've ever known."
Limp little penis or not, she liked his flattery. It bordered on worship. She bent down, kissing the limp noodle, knowing that this was going to be a one-time thing as she took him in her mouth. He moaned again, and his penis finally started to swell. Bob turned hard, the grape-sized head of his prick barely pushed at her uvula as she sucked him. He moaned again, squirming in his seat. Beth looked up at him.
Bob was staring back at her, his lower lip sucked in. His face looked strained. He gasped, and his penis twitched. His semen shot across her tongue. Beth was surprised by the amount he ejaculated for his testicles were barely walnut sized. She guessed he simply hadn't had a lot of blowjobs.
Beth pulled up, making a face as she swallowed his semen. It was runny and weak, as disappointing as his small penis had been. Considering that he'd had trouble getting hard in the first place, his penis now looked like it was having trouble going down. It reared up between his legs, a thin five and a half inches or so. Beth began to suspect he might be a virgin. "Please Beth, can we have sex?"
She looked up at him. "You want to fuck me?"
He gasped. "God yes!"
"Well, you can go fuck yourself, Bob." She stood and squeezed her bra around her breasts until it hooked. "That little thing wasn't even worth my time." She buttoned her blouse up.
Bob looked completely heartbroken. "But Beth?"
"I quit Bob," she told him, storming out of his office. She didn't even say goodbye to her coworkers. Most of them thought she was a bitch, anyway. It was starting to rain as she reached her car. She was angry but quickly feeling bad picturing the expression on poor Bob's face. She shouldn't have been so cruel to him. But it was his fault for being such a weakling. If only he'd had a dick capable of giving her a little pleasure? She looked up as she drove down the block. There was the Budget Inn. She couldn't, could she? No, she couldn't stop even though her intuition was screaming at her that Lee was a real man with a cock that matched his attitude. She wasn't going to go fuck a random stranger.
Five minutes later, the elevator let her off on the third floor. She gulped nervously as she approached room 303. She'd let fate decide. If he answered the door, she'd be his slut for the night. Beth knocked. There was no answer. She knocked louder, holding her ear to the door. There was no sound of movement inside. "Damn," she hissed. Beth turned and took the elevator back down to the lobby. Maybe I'll just give him a few minutes, she thought, sitting down in the waiting area. The desk clerk raised an eyebrow but said nothing. She felt self-conscious in the diner uniform, but then this was the last time she'd be wearing it and she felt better. Maybe, she'd have David burn the ugly thing in the backyard firepit? Thinking about her husband made her feel guilty again. This was all Titus' fault. He'd awakened some sort of need inside her. She didn't even know that Lee MacFarland would have a big cock. He could turn out to be a complete dud like Manager Bob. But he wouldn't. A man with Lee's confidence wouldn't have a little prick. She glanced at the clock, deciding to give him ten minutes.
Beth waited a half hour before she decided that it wasn't meant to be. Beth returned to her car and drove off. Another block away she saw Lee. He and the younger man were still standing in line outside Temptations under the awning out of the rain. Lee was holding up a bill between his fingers. He caught the doorman's notice, who waved him forwards and let the pair inside. Beth stared at the nudie bar as she drove past. She didn't want to hook up with the kind of man who attended those places anyway. She glanced in her rearview mirror at the flashing neon outline of a nude woman as she drove off.
The lightning flashes and thunder had started by the time she made it home. Beth went to her kitchen and opened a microwavable meal. She went to the laundry room and stripped her clothes off while her dinner was heating. She didn't toss her uniform in the laundry basket like she normally did, she tossed it in a trash bag. She returned to the kitchen, eating her dinner at the counter completely nude.
Beth took the trash bag with her uniform out into the garage, tossing it beside her trash can. She glanced over at the pool table, remembering her New year's game with Titus. There was a loud boom outside that made her jump. She hit the garage door opener and ducked behind the pool table while it went up. Chain lighting was illuminating the sky out past her neighbor's house. There was no one in sight, so she came out of hiding and walked outside into the driveway beside her car. The neighbors were home, but they wouldn't be able to see her unless they walked outside.
Beth raised her head and closed her eyes, letting the rain wash over her nude body. She held her arms out. Lightning flashes constantly illuminated her gorgeous naked body. The rain instantly soaked her hair and skin. It was cold, raising her nipples into hard nubs as well as goosebumps all over her flesh.
She felt the rain wash over her, wiping the stink of the diner from her body. She let the rain wash away the sin of almost cheating on David again. She wished it would wash away all her sins. She and David could start over when Titus left. Things would return to normal. Or maybe the rain was washing away what was left of the old Beth. She would forever after be at the mercy of her sexual needs. Lightning flashed illuminating her nude figure and crackling just above her. She ducked automatically as the thunder boomed almost instantaneously. Time to get inside.
Beth hastily retreated to the shelter of her garage, hitting the button to lower the door as she entered her house. Beth left a wet trail as she walked upstairs, entering her bathroom, and drying off her body with a towel. The light flickered, and the power went out. "Fuck," she growled. There went her plans to watch a movie. Might as well just go to bed.
Beth sat on her bed. Her nipples were still hard, and she still needed to get fucked. Lee MacFarland's confident smirk as he openly stared at her cleavage came to mind. She still had his business card. She could call his cell? It wasn't too much trouble to head back into the city. She sighed and laid down deciding to just masturbate thinking about him. As soon as her head hit the pillow, she felt the cylindrical lump she'd hidden underneath it.
She lifted her head and reached under the pillow until her hands closed around the plastic shaft. Beth pulled it out. She felt its length and width, the bulbous, life-like head. Beth placed it between her breasts and squeezed her tits around it, leaning up to kiss it like she would a real cock. Finally, Beth pulled the shaft down over her stomach and reversed it, standing it up on her pubes. She held it by the base, running her other hand up and down the shaft. She wondered how a male orgasm differed from a female one. A flash of lightning illuminated the room and the black cock rearing up between her legs. Feeling silly, she moved the dildo and stood it up on the nightstand beside her.
Beth closed her eyes. Lee was leaving, winking as he handed her his business card with the room number on it. Her hands slid up the sides of her tits, squeezing around her nipples. Beth's hips raised up as the spasm of pleasure shot out from her sensitive nipples. Lee opened the door to his hotel, bending down to kiss her hand. He led her inside. Beth walked up to the bed, turning to look at him. He was already nude, a cock as big as Titus' spearing out towards her. One hand slid from her nipple down her undulating belly, fingers gliding through her pubes. She opened her raincoat. She was nude underneath. The look on his face showed he approved of what he saw. "Fuck me, Lee," she whispered. Her fingers slid down her wet slit, pushing inside her. Beth gasped, moaning as she fingered herself. "Fuck me, Lee."
The loud boom of thunder brought her out of her fantasy. Multiple flashes of lightning illuminated her room. It lasted a long time. Three of her walls and her ceiling were suddenly alive with the shadows of giant black cocks. They were everywhere. She looked at the dildo, still lit up by the lightning. "Fuck it," she said, grabbing it.
Beth opened and raised her legs, moving the dildo down so that the head was pushing against her pussy. "Fuck me, Lee," she moaned, closing her eyes. She was back in his motel. Lee MacFarland kneeled between her arched knees. He bent his cock down, only in her mind it was a foot-long black cock sticking out between his legs. "Yes," she hissed, the head pushing her labia apart before entering her. She pushed the dildo deeper. Cold lifeless plastic was no substitute for the real thing, but the dildo and her fantasies might just keep her faithful to David. "Oh god, fuck me." She pushed it all the way in, her pussy clenching around the full length of the dildo. Beth started trembling as she felt an orgasm approaching. "Fuck me, Le... Titus. Fuck me, Titus. Oh god, fuck me." Lee was gone, replaced by Titus, on the beach in their little cove. "I'm cumming for you Titus." Beth came, her fluids slipping around the plastic shaft. She squeezed the dildo out slightly, grabbing the end and fucking herself with the black dildo as fast as she could. "Oh god, fuck me. Seed me. Seed me." She fucked herself so hard, she came again, collapsing down on her bed with half the dildo clenched by her pussy. Here was a big drawback. A fake plastic cock could never spend itself inside her.
The dildo had come with a warning that it was no substitute for the real thing and it was right. The BBC Lover's Boutique had even offered to find black bulls to take care of women in need. Women like her. Finding a bull was just too slutty for her, even though it would satisfy her needs. She'd stick with the dildo.
Still, the orgasms felt good and were better than her fingers could have given her. She closed her eyes, contentedly falling asleep. Beth was walking on a farm, staring at hung naked black men behind fences. They were all big and muscular with large dangling cocks, rising as they looked at her. White women were crawling around on all fours munching on grass. All of them had large pendulous breasts. One black man came up and mounted one from behind. Another was facing away from her with sperm pouring from a splayed pussy "Now missy, you don't want none of them," said Lee MacFarland, dressed as a farmer. "You want my prized bull over there. That's Ferdinand." A huge black man grunted and bellowed. He was built like Titus with huge muscles. Bull horns shot out from his forehead and a tail flickered back and forth above his firm ass cheeks. "Now that's a bull," said Lee. Ferdinand's cock was rising as he watched her and what a cock it was. A real monster, even bigger then Titus' and his testicles were swollen bowling balls. Near Ferdinand were buckets filled to overflowing with his cum. He bellowed and charged her. Beth was suddenly naked, on all fours, facing away from the black bull. Lee nodded approvingly as the bull mounted her.
Beth squirmed as she dreamed, her body trying to pull the rest of the dildo inside her. She moaned in disappointment as the dildo pulled out. She squeezed it with her pussy muscles trying to hold it inside, but to no avail. It pulled out entirely just as the end of her bed depressed as if under a great weight. The dildo returned, pushing inside her again and she sighed with pleasure. It started raining on the farm, but she didn't care as Ferdinand shoved his black bull cock deep inside her.
This time it felt different. It was hot, and it pulsed with life. It even felt bigger! Her legs lifted, cold hands cupped under her knees. Cold water fell on her belly and breasts as the living black cock pushed deep. Beth opened her eyes just as lightning flashed illuminating Titus' black form leaning over her, his cock slowly fucking her. He was soaked, water dripping off his face and body. His skin was cold too. She winced with pain/pleasure as the head entered her womb. "Just what do you think you are doing?" she asked, squeezing her legs around him so he couldn't pull out.
"Answering your request, sis." He grunted. "I could hear you calling for me to fuck you even as I was coming up the stairs.
"You're soaked," she said, rubbing her hands along his chest.
"I rode my bike through the storm just to have you again," he replied, bending down to kiss her. She kissed him back, relaxing her legs so he could begin to work his mighty cock in and out. He pushed deep, and she shuddered, cumming hard, and it was so much better than the cold plastic dildo. "You needed this, didn't you?" he whispered, before kissing her neck.
"Yes, I need your cock," she moaned. "Fuck me."
Titus worked his cock slowly, taking his time. Her pussy clamped down around his cock each time he buried it as if it were trying to hold his big shaft inside her forever. He hunched over her, bending so that he could kiss her nipples, sucking them inside his mouth before working his tongue around the hard nubs. Beth moaned, caressing his head, holding him against her breast. He kissed up her chest, kissing her neck and then planting his lips hard on her. She squirmed beneath him, raising her hips up into his thrusting cock. Beth whimpered as she came again. This was bad.
Titus pushed himself up, working his cock faster now. She could see sweat forming on his brow as his own orgasm approached. Beth reached up placing her hands behind his neck, but she slipped them down over his broad shoulders to the huge biceps of his arms around them to his chest. She loved his muscles. She loved his body. Lightning lit up his brutishly handsome face as he shoved his cock forwards. It reared and shuddered. His first load of ejaculate spurted into her womb, her own orgasm gushing forth to welcome his seed. "I love your cock," she moaned, tears of pure joy rolling down her cheeks. The endless waves of pleasure inside her womb as his cock continued to jerk and shoot cum inside her rolled through more than just her body. The sexual pleasure began to affect her emotionally. This was very bad.
This had been too much like making love. It felt like they were two lovers reuniting after a long absence, hungry for each other. The lights suddenly flickered back on and Beth looked in horror at his face, eyes shut in concentration, but a slight smile on his face. When had this handsomely built stud replaced the ugly over-muscled black demon? He opened his dark eyes, working his cock out and in a little, letting her vaginal muscles squeeze any remaining seed out into her womb. He relaxed over her, embracing, and engulfing her body, but keeping his weight off her. He lowered his head to hers. Don't kiss him back. Don't kiss him back, she thought her lips parting as she kissed him back. She felt his mighty cock deflate inside her, but he kept it inside her. She wanted him to keep it inside her. Beth suddenly threw her arms around his neck, kissing him more passionately then she'd ever kissed anyone before as one last time her vagina contracted all around his spent cock in an orgasm so intense she wanted to throw her head back and scream out how much she loved him.
Titus broke the kiss, pecking her on the lips again. He finally withdrew his cock and climbed off the bed. Beth listened to her black brother-in-law pissing in the bathroom. When he returned, she slid out of bed, cupping her hands under her pussy to keep from leaking all over the carpet. She opted to shower, climbing in the shower before the water had even warmed. She tried to squeeze his seed out, semen splattering on the floor of the shower, but only about half of what he'd spent.
Beth lathered her body up, washing her crotch and her breasts. Her entire body was sensitive to the touch. Spasms of pleasure rocked her form each time she lathered over her hard nipples. They showed no signs of going down any time soon.
Beth almost gasped when she returned. Titus looked like a black Adonis laying on her bed. His legs and thighs were partially covered by her sheet, but his cock was hanging out and his powerful chest was on full display. Hide his huge penis and Titus could have been the stud on the cover of a romance magazine at that moment. "I'm still mad about Esteban," she said, trying to suppress these strong feelings of affection she was suddenly having for her hated brother in law.
Titus grunted as a reply. He reached up and ran his strong hand over her hip, staring at her body. She felt a surge of pride as his cock began swelling again. He grabbed her wrist and pulled her on top of him. Beth lifted her head and looked him in the eye. "Don't try anything like that again. Got it?"
"Got it," said Titus. He leaned up to kiss her, but Beth pulled away, sliding down his chest. She lifted herself off him a little, lowering her mouth over the head of his cock. It turned completely hard as she sucked the end. "Hmmm, that's good," he groaned, head falling back on her pillow. "Your a great cocksucker, sis."
Beth wanted to taste his seed, but she wanted his cock back inside her more. She thought about climbing on him but was worried that staring down at him as she came all over his cock wouldn't help diminish these growing feelings she was suddenly having for him. She needed it nasty. Beth pulled her mouth off his cock and turned away on all fours. She wiggled her ass at him. Titus rose and kneeled behind her, inserting his cock back into her. "Mmmm," she moaned. "Fuck me with that big nigger cock."
Titus grabbed her hips and picked up speed, slamming his cock in and out of her until she shuddered in orgasm again. He pushed her forwards staring at his slick shaft as it emerged from her tight white pussy. He proudly watched his cock appear until the glans appeared. He pushed forwards, but Beth pulled away and his cock sprang free, flying up above her ass. She groaned as if struggling with something. "What's wrong, baby?" he asked.
"Umm," she hesitated, seemingly embarrassed. "Would you fuck my ass again?"
He grabbed her hips and pulled her back onto his cock. "Tomorrow maybe. I want to seed this pussy again, but if you got a taste for anal now..."
Beth was a little disappointed, but her disappointment quickly turned to surprise when she felt his cock head press against her sphincter even as his cock was thrusting past her womb. "Awww aww ahhhh," she whimpered as her ass opened around the large cold plastic cock head. It pulled out and Titus disgustingly spat on her anus, adding some lubrication before returning the dildo to her butt hole. It pushed in again, this time more easily. "Ohmygawd," she nearly screamed in disbelief as she was double penetrated by Titus' cock and the dildo. She came hard as Titus pushed it as deep as it would go. He didn't fuck her with it but left it in like a plug as he grabbed her hips and started pulling him back into his cock as he fucked her at a speed only a superman like himself could handle.



Beth lowered her head to the mattress and buried in her arms while she let the big black man have his way with her. She saw herself in the private cove again, but this time, she was riding Titus while Esteban was fucking her ass. Suddenly Beth raised her head and screamed, the biggest orgasm yet with Titus exploding through her body. Her eyes rolled up in her head and her upper torso collapsed onto the bed, her ass still raised. Titus never missed a beat, continuing to fuck her hard.
Beth was vaguely aware she was still being fucked and vaguely aware she was still cumming for him from time to time. It wasn't until he buried his cock forwards and pumped her full of seed that she came out of her fog to the sound of a feminine voice repeating, "Oh you fuck me so good. You fuck me so good. Fuck me so good." Her voice.
Beth moaned as he withdrew his cock. The weight on the bed lessoned as he got off. She passed out for a bit, but not terribly long. His cum was still sloshing around inside her and he hadn't removed the dildo from her ass. She wiggled on all fours, trying to keep her ass up, not wanting sperm to pour all over her bed. She ended up scooting backward off the bed, cupping her palm under her pussy as a flood of sperm began pouring out. She waddled towards her bathroom. She reached behind her trying to pull the dildo out. She was in that awkward position when Titus walked naked out of her bathroom. He was wet from a shower. The big black brute chuckled catching her in that awkward position with one hand between her legs and the other grabbing the tip of the black dildo in her ass. His pouring sperm was swiftly overflowing her palm, so she gave up on the dildo, adding her second palm between her thighs.
Beth waddled past him into her bathroom, just stepping into the shower before dumping the still warm contents in her hands. She turned the hot water on then reached behind her for the dildo again. It hurt a little pulling it out. Titus hadn't used enough lube on it. It was dry, and she winced a little, but it pulled free.
Beth lathered her body up. She cleaned between her legs and her ass crack. She also lathered up the black dildo, jerking it off to clean it. The toy wasn't close to the real thing, but it had its pleasurable uses and she just might need it when Titus left. Beth felt an ache in the pit of her stomach and almost started to cry. Oh no, she thought. She was feeling sad at the thought of him leaving! This was not good.
Beth stepped out of the tub and dried herself off. She left the dildo on the back of the toilet, stepping in front of the sink to brush her teeth. She also brushed the water out of her long hair. Beth was exhausted and ready for bed. It had been a long day. She climbed on her bed and slipped under the covers, turning on her side. She half expected to hear the sounds of porn coming from Titus' room. She heard nothing, but the steady patter of rain falling on the roof. The lightning storm had moved off with the occasional rumble in the distance.
She closed her eyes and she was almost asleep when she heard Titus. His heavy tread thudded as he came up the stairs. She wished she'd fallen asleep before the porn music started from his room. No music or sex noises started. Instead, her bedroom door squeaked as it opened. Beth came fully awake. She didn't think she had it in her for another half hour fuck session. She felt his weight on the bed, on her husband's side. Titus pulled the sheet over him and turned on his side. He slid up behind her, wrapping his arm around her possessively. His hand cupped her breast. He pushed his crotch against her ass, his cock swelling as it pressed against her flesh. His mighty genitalia might never tire, but the man did. He pulled her into his body and was soon, softly snoring behind her.
Beth whimpered, her body shuddering. It shouldn't feel this good to be held in his arms, but it did. She felt safe and protected snuggled into him. These feelings were frightening to her, but she was exhausted too and when she fell asleep, it was the deepest, most restful sleep she'd experienced in a long time.
**********
Beth woke up smiling and feeling wonderful. She rolled on her back and stretched. Titus was still in bed, fast asleep and laying on his back. The bed sheet was tenting up around his crotch. Of course, he had an erection. He probably woke up with morning wood every morning.
Beth reached over and gently pulled the silk sheets down his chest. The tip of his cock appeared well above his navel. She stared intently as inch after inch came into view until she pulled the sheet free of his crotch. She could stare at his cock a million times and never get used to the size of the thing. Beth brought her hand up and caressed the shaft, feeling its pulse in her hand. She ran her hand over the head, feeling his sticky wet fluid in her hand. Her own pussy was lubricating rapidly at the sight of it. Beth moved her hand down to the base and lifted his shaft up. She wanted it.
Beth slid over his thigh and straddled his crotch, sliding her pussy up to the head. She was already wet enough to take him. When the tip slid between her legs, she pushed down, feeling it spread her pussy lips open. She laid down, pushing back, moaning as he entered her. She worked her hips over the end of his cock, taking him deep and cumming hard around it. Beth sat up, slowly bouncing in his lap. Titus stirred the third time she took him balls deep. "Good morning," she moaned, her pussy tightly gripping his cock as she came all over it a second time.
"Now that's what I like waking up to," groaned Titus. He stretched his arms over his head.
"Me too," she said, smiling as she checked out his biceps and chest. He was the hottest man she'd ever seen.
"I know I've said this before, but you are beautiful when you smile."
His words triggered her to orgasm again. "OH GAWD!" she shuddered, cumming hard over his cock. She hadn't felt it building up and it had caught her unprepared. Titus picked up the slack. He reached out and grabbed her waist, lifting her up and thrusting his cock in and out of her. He pulled her up a little until her nipples pushed against his face. He turned his head and sucked one between his lips, triggering her to cum again.
Beth turned floppy, unable to give anything back as his cock triggered a series of orgasms, going off lack firecrackers in her womb. Pop! Pop! Pop! Never stopping, the last one the biggest as he pulled her down into his lap, his cock erupting the first large wad of hot fertile seed into her womb. POP! Her pussy came back to life, contracting around his cock making sure every subsequent shot of cum filled her womb. It was always hungry for this man's seed.
Beth didn't move. She sat in his lap, eyes closed, feeling the last jerk of his cock, feeling it began to deflate. It softened, still plugging his seed inside her womb. Beth had never felt anything so satisfying in her life. She purred, opening her eyes and staring at the black Adonis laying underneath her. He reached one big paw up and rubbed it over her heavy breast, pinching a nipple between his fingers. "These may be the best breasts I've ever seen," he said.
Beth arched her back, presenting them to him. Her nipples were so hard and sensitive, his touch was still sending triggers of pleasure to her pussy. "Remember the first night I jerked you off?" she asked, suddenly looking serious. Titus just grunted and nodded in response. "I think I might be one of those size queens you talked about."
Titus laughed, deeply and loudly. "All women are size queens, Beth." He laughed. "But I thought you hated me?"
"I do," she replied, only it wasn't true anymore. "But I love fucking you, so why fight it? Plus, you're gone soon. I want this big nigger cock as much as possible before you leave." She ground her pussy into his crotch as emphasis.
"You got it, slut." Titus grabbed her hips and held her down on his cock. He flexed it inside her making it harden again. She whimpered. "You want this big nigger cock? It's all yours, but with one condition."
"What? Anything," she moaned, trying to ride his shaft.
"You only fuck me until I'm gone. Wherever, whenever, and whatever I want and I'm gonna want it a lot.
"Hmm, sounds good, but what about David?
"Maybe, if I'm feeling generous I let him fuck his wife. It will remind you of his deficiencies. Alright, you fuck wherever, whenever, whatever, and whoever I want."
"Deal, but this goes both ways. You save that cock for me. None of your other bimbos and no more secret videos." He hesitated. "Just my pussy and your cock," she said, grinding into him.
"Done."
"Good, because, I'm going to want it a lot too," she said, starting to ride him as he relaxed his hold on her hips.
Titus moved his hands down to her ass and thighs, holding her high up on his cock. "Spin around."
This was new. Beth tried to keep his cock in her but failed. She turned around, facing away. He held his cock up as she rose and sat back down on it. Beth laid back on his chest while he cupped and squeezed her breasts as he pumped his cock up into her. She came again and again while he kissed her neck and nuzzled her ears. He lasted a long time, finally thrusting deep and sending a fresh load of sperm on top of the voluminous semen already sloshing around inside her womb. There was so much inside her she felt bloated.
Titus held still until his balls were completely drained and his black cock softened again. He held her by the breasts yanking down on his hips, pulling his cock free. Then he pushed her so that she was sitting up. He smacked her hip. "Go get cleaned up and put your bikini on. We're going for a ride."
Beth leaped to obey, racing to the bathroom, leaving a wet trail the entire way.
**********
Beth felt a strange sense of elation as she hugged the huge black man's back while riding South from Miami. It was freeing to be riding along on his motorcycle while wearing almost nothing. Plus, she had the strange feeling that she and Titus had just agreed to go steady like they were boyfriend and girlfriend and she wasn't an adulteress cheating with her black brother-in-law.
Titus took her to a dockside bar on Biscayne Bay. It was a nice place. Not very crowded during a weekday afternoon. Titus pulled up beside another motorcycle. There were a couple of local fishermen types sitting at the bar. A rather large man wearing a biker jacket and a bandanna on his head at the end of the bar. He was an older man in his fifties, mostly white hair with some black in it and a large beard. He sat nursing a beer. An older couple sat at a dockside table, eating sandwiches. There was another young couple at a table eating lunch. The man was nice looking with shorts, a tank top, and flip flops. The woman was also in a bikini though not as skimpy as Beth's. She had a trim, fit body.
Every male eye turned on Beth and Titus as they walked into the open-air bar. Beth felt foolishly proud at the attention. The old man was trying hard not to stare, the two fishermen and the bartender openly checked her out. The young man's head turned slightly, peering at her through his reflective sunglasses while the bikini-clad woman went on chatting with him. She kept glancing at the biker which was odd as he was at least twenty years older than her with a gut. He was a big powerful looking man and seemed to dominate the room at least until Titus walked in. His attention was on Beth and she felt her nipples swelling under his intense gaze as well as a strong desire to arch her back and present her bosom to him.
They sat down at a table. There wasn't a waitress, so Titus went up and ordered drinks and lunch from the bartender. The biker openly checked her out while she sat alone. Beth felt herself becoming aroused. She wanted to stare back, but turned her head, gazing out over the water at the fishing boats and sailing boats. The Miami skyline was lovely over the water in the distance.
Titus returned, and they enjoyed drinks and a fantastic lunch. She'd been so jealous of Ashley and Titus' Islamorada getaway and this was why. Titus knew how to enjoy life and have fun. Beth always felt reserved and uptight, slightly angry at the world. She rarely if ever enjoyed herself. Now she was having fun.
Titus told her about his stint in the marines. He'd seen combat. A brief firefight with insurgents and thought he probably killed at least one of them. He seemed neither proud, nor upset about taking a life. He'd just done his duty. He was more upset about how the women were forced to cover their bodies from head to toe briefly sounding like he was a feminist, and in a way, he was.
Titus kept her attention, but the biker still drew her gaze from time to time. She caught him staring and looked away only to glance back and see he was still staring not the least bit embarrassed. She also caught him turning his attention to the other woman in the room. Like Beth, she kept glancing at the biker and sometimes at Titus.
The young couple was finishing up their lunch when the bartender came over and set another daiquiri down in front of the woman. He pointed at the biker who held up his beer, saluting the woman. She blushed, squirming in her seat. Beth noticed her hard nipples were also sticking out through her bikini top. She nervously took the drink and saluted him back.
"He's an alpha dog, like me," said Titus.
"What?" Beth asked, turning her attention back to her black companion.
"He's a real man. Alphas have a presence. Heads turn and look at us when we walk in the door. We're strong, dominant, and competitive. Most of all, we're confident. He doesn't care she's with another man. He knows that her male friend is a lesser man and that she'd much prefer fucking him and his big cock."
"Bullshit," she said. Titus just smirked back with the same air of confidence that the biker had.
The guy with the bikini woman was urging her to drink up. He seemed in a hurry to pay and get out of there. He left money on the table and took his girlfriend's hand. He led her down the dock to a nearby boat, helping her on board. She glanced back at the biker several times.
"The wimp knows he can't compete and is getting his woman as far away from the real man as possible," said Titus. "Removing her from temptation so that he doesn't lose her."
"You don't know anything," said Beth, shaking her head in disbelief.
"I know you're next. I notice your margaritas about half gone."
"So?"
Suddenly, the bartender was at the table with a fresh margarita. He set it down in front of her. "Compliments of the gentleman at the bar." The bartender glanced at Titus nervously. He didn't want to see any trouble breaking out between the two big men.
"Thank him for us," Titus told the bartender, not breaking eye contact with Beth. "Raise your glass to him."
Beth turned and saw that the biker was saluting her with his bottle of Budweiser. She found herself blushing as she saluted him back before turning her attention back to Titus.
"I don't understand," she said, taking a sip of her fresh drink. She had a brief tinge of anger that she'd been his second choice but chalked it up to Titus' presence.
"Don't understand what?"
"He's white. I mean, I thought it was a black thing. You're always playing the race thing up." She thought of Lee, the white businessman from the diner and the effect he'd had on her.
Titus nodded. "Blacks are a safer bet, but there are white alphas. Might have been bred into us as slaves by the white man, but then I've known some African's with absolutely huge cocks. So maybe not. I've certainly seen more black men with big cocks than white men, but I've seen some big whites. There was one everyone called Moose in my unit. His cock was bigger than mine, believe it or not." He shrugged. "Real men need to travel around and spread their seed like me and biker man over there. Some will settle in one place if the women are coming to them."
"Like Esteban?" she asked. She thought of the nasty Cuban's cock, surprised her memories of him were pleasant.
"Like Esteban," agreed Titus. "Or my boys down in Islamorada. They've got a never-ending stampede of fresh pussy coming to Holiday Isle to party. That kind of action dampens the wanderlust. Social and economic conditions have kept a lot of black alphas trapped in the ghetto with just a couple or so baby mamas to satisfy them. It's not enough. They get angry and bitter. That's where the violence comes from. It's worse when you lock them up away from women."
"Yeah, I still don't buy it," she said, her mind calculating if there was something to what he'd said.
She glanced at the biker again. Apparently, he'd given up and was paying his tab. He took his helmet off the next stool. He gave one last glance at Beth and gave her a nod. She smiled back, watching him leave. There was no way any of this crap was true, but both Lee and the biker gave off the same vibes that she got from Titus. "Impossible," she muttered, draining her margarita.
"Yeah, I'm just fucking with ya," said Titus with a smirk. "Let's get out of here."
Titus paid the tab while Beth tossed back the margarita. He put his arm around her waist to steady her as the double margaritas were making her a little unsteady. She wasn't used to drinking and never during the afternoon. She hadn't had any alcohol since New Year's Eve. "You okay to hold on?" he asked watching the other biker roar off down the road.
"I'm fine."
Titus straddled his bike and Beth climbed on behind him. He took off on the road, speeding up to catch up to the other biker. Titus pulled past and ahead of the white biker. He kept just ahead, letting the man get a good view of Beth's ass. They drove like that for a few miles, Titus scanning the road ahead. When he saw what he wanted, he moved left and slowed down until the other biker was riding beside him. Titus pointed ahead to a picnic area pull off and motioned for the other rider to follow him. Beth wasn't even aware of what was going on. Her cheek was laying on Titus' back and she was staring out at the ocean trying not to fall asleep.
Beth climbed off the motorcycle when Titus pulled into a parking spot. She turned when she heard the other bike pull in, pulling her little helmet off. Titus removed his helmet as did the grey-bearded white biker. "What's going on?" said the big white man, climbing off his bike. His eyes swept down Beth's body while glancing warily at Titus.
"Titus," said Titus. "The hottie is Beth."
"Dan Butcher, but everyone calls me Butch."
Titus grinned. "Butcher huh? Like a meat packer."
"What do you want?" asked Butch, eyes narrowing. He sized Titus up. They were the same height and weight, but Titus was all defined muscle where Butch had big arms, but also a big gut.
"I was telling Beth here about men like us and she didn't believe me when I told her you'd have a big cock. She wants to see it."
"No, I don't," cried Beth in alarm.
Titus watched Butch's eyes flicker to his storage area on his bike. Probably had a gun in there or another weapon. Butch glanced back at Beth.
"Show her you're packing some meat, Butcher," urged Titus.
"Alright." Butch reached down for his belt buckle, deciding this wasn't a setup of some kind. He kept his eyes on Beth as he loosened his belt. He opened his jeans and pushed them down around his hips. His yellow-stained underwear bulged obscenely. Beth still looked like she wanted to protest, but her eyes were glued on his crotch.
"Told ya so," said Titus as Butch pulled his underwear down under his balls. His swelling cock fell out, slowly climbing as it filled with blood.
"Yeah," she said, nodding, unable to look away.
"Give it a tug and it'll get bigger," said Butch.
Beth glanced at Titus. He gave her a nod. Her dainty hand reached out and grabbed the end of Butch's cock. It swelled even bigger in her grasp. "It's certainly big." She stroked down to the base. It was sticking straight out now. Butch was a hairy guy. His pubes were a thick grey-black bush that ran down around his cock and covered his swollen balls. More thick hair ran down his thighs and a line of hair ran up from his pubes over his bulging belly to his navel. "Wow, it's so... manly," she muttered, gliding her hand along the completely hard shaft. Two months ago, she wouldn't have given some chubby old biker dude the time of day, let alone be stroking his cock and having impure thoughts about what such a cock could do to her. "He's almost as big as you, Titus." Butch looked about an inch shorter but might have been a little thicker, giving the hairy cock a stubby appearance.



"Almost?" asked Butch surprised, looking up from the hand on his cock towards Titus.
Titus smirked and shrugged. "Show you appreciate Butcher's meat, babe. Suck it for him."
"Seriously! I couldn't," she said, staring at her hand. She was holding it tighter as she stroked it.
Titus walked behind her and put his hands on her shoulders. He guided her a few feet towards the closest picnic table. Beth didn't even let go of Butch's cock. "I can't do that," she protested as Titus pushed her down on the bench. She pulled the huge white cock in front of her so that it was now eye level with her face. "I don't even know this guy," she protested as Butch stepped forwards so that his cock pressed against her lips. Her tongue flickered out and ran around the squat head.
A car sped past on the road. Titus moved around so that his body blocked them from anyone driving by.
He stepped forwards and untied Beth's bikini top just as she took the tip of Butch's cock down her throat.
"Dayumn," growled Butch, looking down at her breasts.
"She's got great tits," agreed Titus. Beth was now grabbing Butch's big hairy ass, pulling his cock into her throat.
"Fuck yeah," said Butch. "Where's she strip?" He put his hands on Beth's head pulling her down on his cock just as she was pulling him into her mouth.
"Waitress at a diner."
"That's a waste," said Butch. "Fuck, she's good." He groaned, fucking his cock down her throat until her nose pushed into the hairy-grey pubic bush. "What's this about?"
"I was telling her about men like us."
"Like us?" Butch took his eyes off Beth to glance skeptically at the black man. He'd obviously would never have compared himself to a black man.
"You know, real men. uber males. You're traveling alone with out-of-state Alabama tags. There a pale ring around your finger." The white man looked guilty, glancing at the wedding ring mark. "You feel the urge to take off on your bike alone, away from the wife, and hopefully get as much pussy as you can."
Butch was scrunching up his face. "Yeah," he nodded. "The wife understands. She was the other woman once when I knocked her up. Now I get a hall pass as long as I come back to her and the kids." Butch looked strained now. Beth was sucking his cock rapidly trying to get him off. "FFUUCCKK!"
The volume caught Beth off guard as his cock head swelled up even more in her throat, pumping a large amount of semen into her belly. She pulled back before she could gag, her mouth filling with his hot delicious seed. She gulped, having been craving the taste of rich sperm for a while now. She swallowed again. Butch pulled back, holding her head and letting his cum shoot all over her face and tits as she held her mouth open with her tongue out.
"Men like us are confident, above the common man. You've hit on all your friend's wives."
"Fucked a few, too," Butch smirked.
Beth leaned back. She used her finger to scoop up more of Butch's sperm into her mouth while staring at his huge foot long cock. It was sticking straight out at her, but slowly moving down with each pulse.
"You never thought you were different? Better than other men?"
Butch shrugged. "I just always thought I was an asshole." He thought a moment. "Your philosophy reminds me of Nietzsche."
Titus looked at him. "You understand Nietzsche?"
"I don't think anyone understands Nietzsche, but I took philosophy in college." Butch petted Beth's hair like she was a dog. "He had the concept of the uber-man, the superman. Human life was given meaning by how it advanced a new generation of human beings. The aspiration of women should be to give birth to an ubermensch. Supermen are above basic morality. They're strong, dominant. They exude confidence and are competitive."
Titus was nodding along. "Yeah, supermen. We're calm under pressure, don't get emotional, and we don't care what other people think of us. Yeah, I'm a superman."
"And Ubers seek out hardship." Butch flexed his muscles and rolled up his sleeve. He had a marine logo tattoo on his bicep.
Titus stood a little straighter, pulling up his sleeve to show the same tattoo, fainter on his black skin. "Semper fi."
"Semper fi, bro," said Butch, holding out his hand.
Titus slapped his palm, gripping the hand tightly. He stepped closer to Butch, glancing down at Beth, cleaning sperm off her chest. "Go ahead and fuck her? My gift to a fellow jarhead."
"That okay with you?" Butch asked Beth, looking down at her.
"What?" she asked, staring at the bent banana cock that had suddenly started rising again.
"You want that cock?"
She glanced at Titus, then back at Butch's cock now sticking straight out. "Hell yes," she said, leaning forward and planting a kiss on the tip, before sucking it in to get it hard again. Butch pulled back, reaching down and helping her up. Titus was already pulling at the panty string around her hips. Butch's cock was pointing upwards by the time her bikini bottoms fell around her feet.
Butch lifted her up on a picnic table. She laid back opening her legs as he pushed his thick cock down between her thighs. They both moaned as he slid it inside her. A car horn honked as it sped past on the highway. Titus adjusted himself again to block the view from anyone else driving past.
"Gawd damn, you are something special, girl," growled Butch, working his cock in and out of her. "You just about the hottest bitch I ever fucked."
Beth's hips leaped off the table as she came all over Butch's big cock. Her pussy spasms were milking his hairy prick just like it did when Titus fucked her. "Fuck me!" she grunted, loving every inch of his cock. "I love it. Give me that big cock."
"She is damn near perfect," said Titus, watching them.
"I'm usually..." Butch was sweating now as he fucked vigorously. "Just happy when they got all their teeth. This slut is in a class by herself."
"I'm cumming! Oh god, I'm cumming!" Beth laid back on the picnic table, arching her back as her pussy squeezed every square inch of Butch's cock."
"Me too, slut," he grunted, angling his cock up so that his seed was aimed straight at her eggs. The thought of beating the black man's sperm to her eggs had his balls tightening up. His cock exploded, flooding her womb with millions of sperm in just the first wad. He added millions more in the subsequent wads. Butch wanted to keep going, but he also wanted to cover the bitch in his seed. He yanked his cock out and shot several long strands of semen over her belly and tits. She immediately started rubbing his cum into her skin. "And I didn't think you could look any hotter," he smirked, staring down at her body now coated in his sperm. "Why don't you come with me down to the Keys for a few days?" he asked, squeezing his hand up his swollen shaft. More sperm shot out to splatter in her pubes.
"Watch yourself," grunted Titus, standing up straight. "She's mine."
Butch stepped back, standing up straight also. He glared at the black man, sizing him up. Butch nodded backing down and started pulling his jeans up. Maybe if he were thirty years younger, he would have challenged the black man. "Thanks," he grunted.
Beth climbed off the picnic table. "I should get cleaned up." She seemed dazed as she stumbled to her feet and headed down to the water to wash off. The bay area was shallow, and she had to kneel in the water, grabbing handfuls of sand to scrub herself clean. Cloudy white trails spread out in the water from around her crotch. She peed, forcing as much of Butch's cum out as she could, but knowing it would still be leaking out of her the rest of the day.
A horn honked again as she came up nude out of the water. She hurried to retrieve her bikini just as Butch sped off. "He didn't even say goodbye?" Beth watched him go. If Titus hadn't been around, she would be on the back of Butch's bike right now, heading down to the Keys. "I can't believe you let him fuck me."
"You let him fuck you. Besides, you agreed to fuck wherever, whenever, and whoever I decide. Didn't see you hesitate any."
"No, I guess, I didn't," she mumbled. The beer-gutted old biker was nearly as good as Titus in the cock department. "But the "whoever" I agreed to was just David. Yours is the only cock I want until Valentine's day."
"Fine. Let's go. I got one more stop."
**********
The one more stop was in downtown Miami just off I95 in Overtown, the poorest neighborhood in Miami and all black. The store wasn't poor or dilapidated though. The BBC LOVER'S BOUTIQUE was a large building with several sections. Some cars and two motorcycles were parked in the lot. Titus pulled up by the other bikes. Beth had never been in a porn store before. Rows of dildoes and sex toys, all black, greeted her upon entry. The store wasn't busy that time of day, but every eye turned on her bikini-clad form including the women. She saw two other white women, a black woman, and two Latinas. All were shopping and dressed sexy except for one white woman who appeared alone. She looked nervous and was buying the same large dildo Titus had given her. She appeared like she wanted to get out of there as fast as possible.
The woman paused at a billboard near the counter, eyes going wide as she stared at it. Almost instantly, a black man swooped down on her. After a few minutes conversing, he escorted her towards a curtain under a sign that read, "BOOTHS".
"Rooms that play porn," said Titus, noticing her attention. "They'll each have some glory holes too for women craving the black dick, but don't want to see the black men they're attached to."
"He just led her back there?"
"She looked like a black virgin to me. Something got to her. A friend told her stories about a black hookup, she saw her first porn with a black man. Who knows? Now she's got an itch."
Beth looked around. This was a world, she'd never known existed. She approached the billboard the woman had been staring at. It was under a sign that read, "BULL PEN". On it were pictures of black men and their cocks. Most were mirror selfies where the men had shoved sweat pants under their plump cocks. Some were just pictures of black cocks, huge but soft and some were side views showing full erections. All were at least ten inches and some looked bigger then Titus'. Most of the pictures had rip-off phone numbers just as if you were hiring a handyman.
"Take one for when you're needing a real man after I'm gone."
"I hope my life goes back to normal after you're gone," she answered. Titus just snorted, not believing her and Beth didn't believe herself either.
"This way," said Titus. He led her out of the porn area and into a tattoo and clothing section. Hanging from a rack were piercings and Titus started looking through them. The clothing was all themed. I "heart" BBC. BBC ONLY. BLACK OWNED. There were black roosters and spades everywhere.
"This one," said Titus. He held up a piercing with a thin chain connecting to a black spade with a golden Q inside it.
"I'm not getting my belly button pierced," she said.
"Yes, you are," said Titus. He looked for a clerk. "Hey, I'd like to buy this one and get it put on today."
"Sure thing yo." The speaker was a young black man, thin, but fit with wiry muscles. He wore a white tank top to show off those taut wiry muscles. He looked ghetto and smelled like he didn't bathe daily. He was wearing sweat pants and his thick appendage could be seen swinging back and forth freely beneath the material as he approached His eyes roamed Beth's body, appreciating her figure. "This way," he said.
He led her to a reclining chair. Beth sat down and leaned back. He took a damp towel and rubbed it all around her belly button. She smelled ammonia where he'd wiped which she found preferable to his dirty stench. "Damn gurl, you fine. What club you working?"
"Uh nowhere," she replied, aware her nipples were hardening in his presence. Months ago, she would have considered him an "ugly street nigger" and crossed the street to avoid him. Now, she was reacting to his masculine sexual presence. Her instinct was telling her to open her legs a little. She wished she could smell him over the ammonia.
"Shame gurl. I'd sure love to toss a little green yo way." He sat up. Give it five minutes, then I'll pierce ya."
"Yo, T-Dawg," grunted a deep masculine voice. The new man reminded her of Titus. He was very large with muscles and a military flat top. His muscular arms were covered with blue tribal tattoos.
"Deshawn, my man," said Titus, handshake hugging him. "Your dad here?"
"Right here, T," said an older black man. He had a beer gut to rival Butch's with big arms like his son.
"Amir," said Titus, fist bumping him.
"Dayumn T," you've outdone yourself," said Amir, staring at Beth laying back in the chair.
"I can't wear this in public," said a familiar female voice from the changing room by the two black men. The swinging doors opened. Everyone's eyes turned to the voluptuous figure clad in practically all strings. Black spades barely covered her nipples and a large black spade covered her pubic mound all connected by black strings around her hips, back, and neck. Her bellybutton had the same piercing Beth was about to get. "Well look who it is. How you been, asshole," said Ashley, looking at Titus.
"Great," he replied with no hint of guilt. "Looking good, gurl." He stepped closer and kissed her cheek.
She was breathing heavier when he stepped back and the little black spades over her nipples were suddenly stretching out. "No thanks to you, asshole," she said trying to be angry, but she was gazing at him lustfully. "Thanks for abandoning me."
"I'm sure my boys here are taking good care of you," said Titus, smoothly.
"Oh, they are," she replied. "We're heading back to Islamorada to party with Mark and Gage." She looked around Titus. "You here with Helen? Oh! Beth! Hey."
"Hi Ashley," said Beth, blushing and feeling a bit guilty.
The black man sat down and pinched the top of her belly button, tugging it out several times. "This is going to sting," he said.
"YOW!" Beth yelped, as he pierced the skin.
"Where's she dance at?" asked Amir, eyes roaming down Beth's body as the store employee patted around her navel with more sterilizer.
"She's currently unemployed," said Titus, with a smirk.
"She's his sister-in-law," huffed Ashley.
"You stole yo brother's woman?" Amir glared at Titus a little contemptuously.
"My white half-brother," explained Titus.
"OH!" Amir slapped him on the back. "That's okay then." He turned to his son. "We gotta hit the road if we're gonna have some fun with Ash tonight. Gotta pick up in Key West early tomorrow."
"Yeah. Yo Ash, let's go. You riding with me." Deshawn slapped her plump ass, taking a moment to squeeze it.
The black employee had gone from cleaning around Beth's new piercing to running his hand down her thigh. "You're all done," he said. "You need anything else pierced, you let me know." Beth gasped when he stood. The bulge had gone from a giant swinging banana to a rising slab of salami trying to rip out of his sweat pants. "Hey, can I get an autograph?" he called after Ashley.
Beth winced as she sat up. Her eyes followed the employee. He didn't seem the least concerned to be running around the store with an erection poking out his pants. He walked to the counter and grabbed a swimsuit magazine from behind it. Ashley was on the cover. "Got a pen?" asked Ash, reaching down and squeezing the bulging tip pushing out his sweats. "Hmmm nice," her hand slid down to squeeze the shaft.
He reached over the counter for a marker while Ashley stroked him through his sweats. She stopped when he handed the marker to her. She leaned over the counter and signed the magazine.
"Let me see the marker," he asked, standing behind her. He took the marker and drew a little spade on her bare ass cheek. He gave it a little spank. The man moved over to the Bull Pen sign and ripped a number off a picture. "Gimme a call some time," he said, handing her the number.
"Time ta go, Ash," yelled Amir, from the store entrance. The three black men walked out the front door and headed over to the motorcycles.
Beth moved up to the Bull Pen bulletin. Sure enough, the man that had just pierced her navel had an ad offering his services as a bull. His picture was of him holding his camera up covering half his face. He was shirtless with a fit muscular torso. His boxer shorts were pulled down under his genitalia. His cock was magnificent. His number was on multiple sheets of paper for tearing off. Da'rion was his name. Half the 20 or so phone numbers were already ripped off.
"Hey gurl," said Ashley coming up beside her. "You a spade girl now." Ashley hugged her side.
"What's that?"
Ashley smiled. "The queen of spades is a symbol for women who prefer black men, specifically hung black bulls."
"OH!" Beth looked down at her now ornamentally bejeweled bellybutton. Her eyes moved up to the spades covering Ashley's nipples. There were lots of other symbols with spades and queens around the store. She'd have to cover her belly up until Titus left when she could get rid of it.
"I'm happy for you," said Ashely, still hugging her and rubbing her arm. "You're lucky to have T-Dawg."
"I'm sorry. I know what he did to you."
Ashley looked a little sad but smiled. "It's fine. I'm happy." She cupped her womb with her palm. "And I have little Helios to remember him by."
"Helios?" said Beth, raising an eyebrow at the weird name.
"If it's a boy. Rhea if it's a girl, but I know he planted a boy baby in me."
"Odd names. Must be a black thing."
Ashley laughed. "Greek actually. They're Titans. Apparently, he thinks "The Titan" should beget more Titans. Hey, I know T-Dawg is hitting the road soon. Get up with me if you want to have some fun." Ashley kissed her on the lips and Beth felt her body responding to her touch. Ash slid her cheek along hers and whispered in her ear. "And I have lots of friends a fellow Queen of Spades would love to meet."
"Uh, thanks." Beth missed the contact when Ashley pulled back.
"Beth," said Ashley taking both her hands in her own. "You are lucky to have Titus, but it won't last. "You'll fall in love with him and he'll move on. It's what he does." She squeezed Beth's hands.
"I'm not going to fall in love with him."
Ashley smiled, sadly. "Just fuck him as much as you can before he goes." She waved and headed for the door. The voluptuous model turned at the door and yelled. "Call me if you want to have some fun." Ashley turned and left.
"You can call me if you want to have some fun," said a voice behind Beth, startling her so much she jumped. She turned. The store clerk grabbed her wrist and pulled her hand downwards as he pulled his sweat pants open. Beth shuddered as her hand closed around his thick cock. The sweaty masculine stench coming from the opening in his sweat pants was stronger than the odor his regular skin was emitting. It was big, really big. She stroked his hard shaft. It was as long as Titus and almost as thick. She looked down at her hand on his shaft. The cock head was smaller than Titus' but more bulbous. "Damn gurl. Take my number," he hissed at her, breathing heavily.
Beth reluctantly released his cock. "I know where to find you," she said, hurrying to the door. She left the store, passing two enormous black men coming inside. They stopped, eyes turning to follow her until they saw her walking over to Titus on his bike. Then they proceeded inside.
Beth climbed on behind Titus, grabbing his shoulders as her belly was too sore to hug him too tightly. "Ready?" he asked.
"Ready for you to take me home and fuck me," she responded, thinking of Ashley's advice.
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Chapter 8 Who's That Knocking at My Back Door
Beth was humming happily as she buzzed around the kitchen. Titus was off somewhere doing errands which bothered her to no end. For the third time that day, she took her phone out and checked his online folder. There were no new porn videos posted since he'd agree to be with Beth exclusively three weeks ago and no new clips of Beth either. Nor had there been. It looked like he was keeping his promise.
The last three weeks had been amazing, the best of her life. David had spent maybe ten nights at home the whole time, but except for Sundays, he'd worked every day. The rest of the time he was away on overnight trips. This was fine with Beth as Titus had fucked her every single day, coming into her room as soon as David left for work in the morning. When David wasn't home, Titus would wake her when he got home from the bar around 3:00 am and they would fuck until dawn. One time they almost got caught when David came home in the middle of the night just as Titus was filling her pussy up. Titus slipped into his room as David was coming up the stairs. Her husband got into bed beside her, leaned over and kissed her before climbing on top of her. Beth pushed him off when his little penis slipped loosely around in the sloppy mess his half-brother had deposited inside her. She apologized telling him her period must have started while she was sleeping. That got her out of sex with him for a week.
It wasn't just the sex either. Beth quickly found herself enjoying spending time with him. Titus knew how to enjoy life and was just plain fun. He took her to Haulover Park which was the only legal nude beach in Miami. They sunbathed and snorkeled nude. Her tan lines faded so that her entire body was golden. They went on an airboat ride through the Everglades on her suggestion. Something David had never shown interest in, but Titus thought sounded like fun. Their mornings would start with a blow job then turn into Beth riding his still hard cock. They would shower together before riding off to rent jet skis, visit the zoo, swim with dolphins at the Seaquarium or visit Coral Castle down in Homestead. Otherwise, they spent their afternoons relaxing at poolside tiki bars or having lunch at bayside marina bars.
She couldn't wait for Titus to get home. She planned on falling to her knees and sucking his big cock the second he walked in the door. She bent over and opened the oven door to check on dinner.
"Good God! What are you wearing?"
Beth jumped, standing up straight. She forced a smile on her face and turned to face her husband.
David's briefcase dropped to the floor. "That's the hottest thing I've ever seen." His eyes were frozen on her stomach.
"I thought you'd like it." She held her hands over her stomach, framing her spade piercing.
"It's just like Ashely's."
"I noticed how much you liked hers on New Year's. Consider it a Valentine's present. I know how much you like navel piercings."
"And the outfit?"
"Oh, this?" Beth spun around. David may have ruined her plans with Titus, but the awe in his eyes had her smiling naturally. "Since I quit the diner, I felt I needed to start working out." Beth was barefoot and wearing new yoga pants that hugged her fit shapely calves, thighs, and hugged the counters of her perfectly shaped ass. Her top was a crossback sports bra that struggled to contain her bosom. It left her sexy stomach bare and displayed her new belly button piercing.
David stepped forward, closer to her. "Upstairs now!" he ordered, sounding surprisingly manly.
Beth raised her eyebrows in surprise and cocked her head. David looked anxious for a moment, his wife was not someone that liked being bossed around by men, but her half smile relaxed him. "No time. Dinner's almost ready. But..." She fell to her knees and fumbled with his belt. He groaned as she reached into his pants and pulled his dick out. This wasn't the big black cock, she'd been craving, but since Titus hadn't given her permission to fuck her husband, she figured she just quickly suck him off.
"Oh god," he moaned as her lips engulfed the head of his penis, easily taking him all the way into her mouth. "You're..uh..the...um...best wife...unh unh... intheworld!" His penis twitched sending a tea spoon's worth of semen at her uvula.
Beth clamped her lips down over the root and sucked upwards. David's little penis jerked again, shooting several drops across the back of her tongue. She immediately regretted it. His runny semen tasted horrible. She gagged a little, pulling her head all the way back, draining the last drops of sperm from his shaft. Beth pulled back wiping her mouth, a look of distaste written on her face.
"Oh god, I'm sorry," he pleaded. "I should have warned you."
"It's fine," she sighed, walking to the table and taking a sip from a glass of wine that she'd been drinking. She was going to miss having the taste of a real man in her mouth when Titus left. Was a blow job even cheating? She suddenly pictured the Bull Pen bulletin board in her mind. All those black cocks offering themselves up to be sucked. She remembered holding Da'rion's stinky cock in her hands, so big, so close to Titus' ebony perfection. Beth licked her lips then came to her senses. She couldn't believe she was considering sucking an unwashed ghetto nigger's cock. She wanted to do more than just suck it. Stop it, Beth.
"You alright?"
"Yeah fine," she said.
"Shit," said David. "Titus just pulled up. There goes our reunion."
"' Sup Bro," said Titus walking in the door. "How's tax season treating you?"
"Keeping me busy. Haven't told Beth yet, but I gotta hit the road tomorrow."
"Oh," she sighed, making a sad face. "Just a couple more months to go I guess."
Titus sniffed the air. "I see you finally domesticated your wife. Something smells good."
"Be nice Titus," said David, glancing nervously at Beth, but she was bent over displaying her magnificent ass in the yoga pants as she took a roast chicken out of the oven. "It's a nice surprise. Especially given that she wasn't even sure I was going to make it home tonight."
"Well, it smells great."
"There's enough for you too, Titus," said Beth.
Titus rubbed his hands together. "Winner, winner chicken dinner."
David was surprised but shrugged it off. Beth was making the best out of the final days of having his obnoxious brother as a houseguest. David was crossing his fingers hoping that it would be years before either of them ever saw the arrogant black man again.
"Get me a beer," said Titus.
David was surprised again to see his wife go over to the refrigerator and get a beer for her brother-in-law. She held a second one up for David and he nodded. David watched for the next few minutes as Beth opened the two beers, setting them down before the brothers before bringing the food out to the table without asking for help. He had no idea what had come over her but decided that he liked it. Seeing her dressing sexier and quite frankly happy and pleasant was a welcome change to the bitchy wife he was used to. Maybe, it wasn't just Titus getting out of their hair that had her happy? Maybe, she just hated the diner so much, she was happier, and now that she was unemployed, she'd decided to step up with her housewife duties. Whatever, he wasn't complaining.
Dinner was fantastic consisting of the roast chicken, carrots, and a baked potato. Titus being the large lusty man that he was consumed the most. Beth jumped up and got him another beer as soon as she noticed he was empty.
"That was delicious, honey," said David sitting back.
"Yeah, Beth. If you kept feeding me like that, maybe I'd stick around longer," said Titus.
David looked alarmed for a minute, but Titus expression showed that he was kidding. Even Beth had a wry grin on her face that told him she wasn't worried he was serious. She started clearing the table. "I'll clean up," said David. "Then we'll watch a movie."
She smiled at him. "I'll go get changed then," she said.
"As far as I'm concerned you can wear that outfit all the time," said David.
Titus stood. "I think I'll get changed too and go for a run."
David started clearing the table while his wife and brother headed upstairs.
**********
"Sorry, I didn't think he'd be home," said Beth, falling to her knees and fumbling with Titus' pants button. "I've been wanting this all day." She pulled out the plump black cock, watching it swell and harden in her hand before planting her lips over the head.
"Better hurry," groaned Titus, planting one hand on her head, guiding her up and down his cock.
"Mmmphh!" she agreed, sucking for all she was worth. Still, Titus didn't cum easily or quickly and getting him off speedily wasn't an easy proposition. They probably had around a half hour before David finished with the dishes. She got him off in twenty minutes.
Beth didn't want to have to explain why she had sperm all over her face, so she let him pump the first big loads down her throat before pulling back, so he could fill her mouth. It was a little disappointing as his first loads tasted the best. If David hadn't come home, she would have let him fill her mouth several times before spraying the rest all over her face. The taste of a real man's seed was better than anything she could have cooked up in the kitchen.
Beth kissed his spent cock before standing up and licking her lips. "What if he wants sex?" Though if David could get it up again after blowing him earlier, she'd be surprised.
"Go ahead," said Titus after a moment's thought.
"You don't mind?"
"It's good to remind you of his shortcomings."
**********
David expected to be disappointed when Beth came downstairs. He wasn't. Her usual movie watching attire consisted of sweats. It was their usual ritual to sit beside each other while he rubbed and scratched her back while they watched television. It was a small intimacy they shared. He didn't mind. He liked touching her bare back and it was one of the few times, she'd go braless.
"Gawd damn," he stuttered, watching her come down the stairs.
"You don't think it's too much?"
"Not at all." His eyes swept over her body. She was still wearing sweats, but of a much different variety. The sweat pants were gone replaced by drawstring pink shorts. Her top was also pink and essentially a halter top that somehow managed to cover her breasts which he noted happily were still swinging freely with some indentations where her nipples were. He suspected they'd pop out if she reached up for anything. He didn't care how much these new outfits were costing him. Whatever the price, they were worth it. "Upstairs now," he said again, pointing to the bedroom.
She laughed, and David felt a renewed love for his wife swelling his heart. He'd never seen her this happy. "I figured if you get the piercing, you shouldn't dress to cover it up," she said.
He stared at the black spade dangling under her navel. The lights made it glisten. It was the sexiest sight he'd ever seen on Beth, but it wasn't the prettiest piercing being too dark with the gold Q in it. "Could I buy you a different one? Maybe a red heart for Valentine's day or an actual diamond?"
"Hmm, I like this one, but I'll think about it."
The thought of going shopping for belly button piercings with his wife was sexy and astonishing to David. He looked up her belly and at her breasts, then her face. He frowned, concerned. "You feeling okay?"
"Great, why?"
"It's just your cheeks are a little puffy."
"Oh," she said, startled. "I'm fine."
"What do you want to watch?"
His wife startled him again when she replied. "You pick."
Titus came downstairs just as Beth stepped off the bottom step. David gulped uncomfortably when he saw the massive tube-shaped bulge running down the thigh of the big black man's tight biker shorts. He was wearing a tight white tee shirt with a black Superman S logo on it. The shirt hugged his heroically muscled chest. "Be right back," he said, leaving.
He and Beth would probably be done the movie by the time "right back" was up. A run for Titus meant a two-mile jog to the park which had a fitness course. David had made the mistake of going with him once. He couldn't handle running two miles there and back, so he rode his bike. Titus kept up with his bike, ran straight for the pushups bench, then the sit-ups bench, and finally the pull-ups bar. The ex-marine did about a hundred of each to David's ten or so pushups and sit-ups. David's arms couldn't do one pull up. Titus wound down by doing some sort of martial arts forms. David got bored watching the black man and turned his bike around, peddling exhaustedly home. He was panting when he parked the bike in the garage and surprised to see Titus rapidly jogging up the drive behind him.
David didn't want to test her too much, so he picked a movie they both liked. He sat beside her dutifully rubbing her back, shoulders and neck, the next two hours. Titus returned just when the credits started rolling, his mighty chest rising and falling, controlling his breathing, but he wasn't panting. He pulled his shirt off and tossed it over the railing of the stairs. David couldn't help staring enviously at the black man's defined musculature now glistening with a sheen of sweat. Even his Titus' hating wife was checking him out. Titus headed to the kitchen, forgoing a beer and throwing back a bottle of water. "Let's head upstairs," David whispered to his wife.
Beth glanced at Titus and nodded. He took her hand and led her upstairs. The next forty minutes were some of the best of their marriage. The main light was out, but Beth made no move to turn the nightstand light off as David sat on the bed and pulled her into his arms. He bent down and kissed her belly button, using his lips to move the chain holding the spade out of the way while his hands tugged her shorts down. He kissed up her stomach, raising her top up until her incredible breasts sprang free. He spent some time worshipping her breasts leaving one nipple wet and pointy before moving on to the next. She rubbed the back of his head while he sucked her hard nubs.
David's hands slid down her waist, pushing her back and moving her around. He slipped off the bed as she fell back on the mattress. He kneeled, knowing he needed to show he appreciated her recent changes in behavior. David planted his lips on her pussy as she spread her legs for him. He licked her slit with a gusto, he'd never shown before, and it was amazing. He looked right up her body, the Q in the black spade drawing the focus of his eyes as it hung over the slight swell under her navel. He moved his eyes up watching her belly undulate, his hands sliding under her legs reaching up her body and pinching her nipples. Her pussy bucked on his tongue as she came. David was filled with pride, sliding his hands back down her body. He added two fingers to his tongue, slowing working them in and out. His other hand opened his pants and pulled out his penis. It usually couldn't get hard again after he'd come only three hours ago when she sucked it, but this time it was eager, and a few tugs had it sticking straight out. Beth surprised him by cumming again as he fingered her. Two orgasms during one session almost never happened and he swelled with pride again.
David stood, and Beth made the mistake of sitting up to guide his penis inside her. As her hand closed around his hard five inches, his mind pictured the same loving hand stroking Titus' unnatural black monstrosity. His prick lost some of its steel, but it was still hard enough to push inside her. Beth didn't seem to mind. Her legs squeezed around him, tightly, trying to pull him deep, continuing to squeeze and pull him deeper even when he was fully penetrated. She raised her pussy into his shaft, grinding hard against it. She moaned, but he couldn't tell if it was from pleasure or frustration. It was too much for David. His semi-erect penis squirted a few drops of his seed inside his wife.
In his mind, he was spraying his cum deep fertilizing an egg. The reality was that he'd secretly been tested, and his semen would never get Beth pregnant. He'd been delighted when the doctor told him he had around three million sperm in a millimeter of his semen, but then the doctor had told him that 40 million to 300 million was the normal range. He suffered from oligospermia or a low sperm count. He hadn't told his wife and felt guilty that Beth assumed she was the problem they'd never conceived as her mother had difficulty conceiving her.
He kept himself in her wonderful pussy for close to a minute. Her vagina was contracting downwards against his spent penis and when he finally pulled out, almost all his semen was on his penis anyway or on the lips of her vagina. So much for shooting it deep. Beth's head was turned, and a tear was rolling down her cheek. "You okay?" he asked, concerned.
She looked up and smiled. "Yes honey, I'm crying because it felt so good." She pulled him down to kiss her. "Get me a tissue," she whispered.
David got up and went to the bathroom. At least the mess would be easy to clean up. He took her some toilet paper which she used to clean herself off before going to the bathroom herself.
David Shorthose had worn himself out. He stripped off his clothes and climbed into bed. Beth slid in next to him and the last thing he remembered was her staring at him as he fell asleep.
**********
Beth tried to be quiet as she left her sleeping husband. She felt another tear roll down her cheek. Things weren't going back to normal when Titus left. She had needs now that a five-inch penis would never satisfy. Nude, she slipped out of her room, walking down the hall.
Titus was awake, laying on top the covers. He was nude, his plump cock hanging over his thigh. It started rising as she entered his room. How could two penises be so different? Erect, Titus was eight inches longer than his half-brother's and nearly three times as thick. The big black cock had really opened her up and nothing shy of a real man's cock would ever satisfy her again. She'd need to use the Bull Pen or borrow one of Ashley's studs to keep her sexual frustration from driving her mad.
Titus held his cock up as she straddled him and raised herself up over the head. "Fuck me," she moaned, sinking down over his shaft. "Fuck me."
"I'm gonna fuck that white pussy good," he said.
"YES! Fuck my white pussy with your big black cock. Fuck me. FUCK ME!" Beth rode him to a satisfying orgasm. This was a real orgasm, not a weak tease like she'd had with David going down on her. "Cumming," she screamed. Another powerful orgasm rocked her body. She had six in total as she rode him over the next twenty minutes. Titus grabbed her hips and pulled her down hard into his lap as his cock erupted his first wad of voluminous seed into her womb.
Titus had been forced to take a DNA test in the Marines after impregnating a female officer. Titus got one look at the sexy doctor and insisted they use his semen for the test lying that a childhood illness had left him infertile. The female doctor had stared at the overflowing vial of semen and gave Titus a strange look when he told her he had to clean the rest up. She'd been overawed by the results of his semen analysis. Titus had 450 million sperm per ml. In a normal man that, much sperm might have resulted in overcrowding and inhibited pregnancy, but Titus' semen volume matched his sperm count and his sperm's motility rate was equally impressive. He acquiesced when she asked to examine his testicles. Her gloved hands spent a lot of time fondling his balls and squeezing his thick shaft. She stared cross-eyed down his hard shaft. She was still holding it when she unprofessionally asked him to meet her for a drink later. "Sure," he answered, and she gave his hard cock a little squeeze before reluctantly releasing it. He knew what that meant.



Titus had the marine officer name their daughter, Hestia, while the doctor's son would be called Prometheus.
Beth was cumming hard as she sat on Titus' huge spurting cock as each of his big testicles emptied around 10ml of semen into her womb or about 4.5 billion sperm per testicle. Tonight, there was no pulling out to rain his hot seed all over her body. She sat firm, taking both ball's worth of cum and close to 10 billion sperm inside her. More sperm then David had put inside her their entire marriage and what little of her husband's sperm was left inside her was quickly overrun and wiped out by the invading hordes of black sperm.
"I love your cock," she moaned, coming down from her orgasm. Beth laid down on him, kissing his broad lips. No man could ever make her feel this good even though some on the Bull Pen board might come close. Beth ground herself into his spent cock. "Again?"
"Tomorrow," said Titus, kissing her again. "I've got plans for us."
Beth kissed him, pushing her tongue into his mouth. "Tomorrow then," she whispered, raising herself off his spent cock. Semen immediately began pouring out.
Titus handed her a wad of paper towels which she held between her legs as she ran to the hallway bathroom. She showered, expelling as much of his sperm as she could while washing her hair. Her womb still felt like it was sloshing from all the sperm trapped inside. She'd be leaking all night. She dried herself, grabbing a pad to keep from leaving a mess in bed, pulling her panty back on when she got back to her bedroom.
Beth laid down in bed, startled to see David staring at her. "Where were you?"
"Um," she hesitated. "I felt dirty and took a shower. I didn't want to wake you, so I used the hall bath. What are you doing awake?"
"Fucking Titus," he groaned, slipping towards her. "He was playing one of his porns with the volume turned too high. No decency whatsoever. Can't wait for him to get out of here."
"Me neither," said Beth, turning away from her husband so that he could snuggle up behind her.
**********
Beth pulled her robe tighter as she walked down her driveway to her husband's car. David tossed his suitcase in the trunk as she bent to pick up the newspaper at the end of the drive. "I'll take it with me," he said, taking the paper from her. He leaned in to kiss her goodbye. "Mmm," he moaned, pulling her closer as they kissed. His hands fumbled with the belt on her robe.
Beth pulled back, slapping his hands away. "Naughty," she scolded, tightening her robe.
David grinned. "Give me a little flash." He nodded his chin down at her robe.
"No way Mr. Shorthose. The neighbors will see." She winked at him as he frowned in disappointment. "All the flashes you want when you get home in a few days."
David beamed. "I've never seen you this happy. Wish you'd quit the diner a long time ago." He slipped into his car and waved as he backed down the driveway.
Beth turned and walked back to the front door just as Titus walked out. He wore his tight biker shorts, a white tank top, and shoes with no socks. Beth undid her robe and opened it for him. "You said you had plans for us?" She bunched up the robe and tossed it on the front steps.
"Yep," he grunted, his eyes sweeping down her bikini-clad form. He tossed her a helmet as he straddled his bike.
"The Titan doesn't want a little attention before we go?" she asked, reaching around to squeeze the front of his shorts.
He yanked her hand away before his erection could get too uncomfortable. "You be a good girl today and you can give it all the attention you want. Get on."
Beth mounted the now familiar back of his bike seat and the motorcycle was soon roaring off.
Beth hugged him tight as they hit the interstate and took a turn off into Miami. The same exit she had taken for work at the diner for the last several years. She felt nervous, still not quite trusting him. Still, he hadn't pulled out his camera since their agreement and he hadn't added any new sex videos or pictures of women to his web site since he'd agreed to be faithful to her.
He parked the bike in an alley strangely close to the diner in downtown Miami. Titus got off and pulled a folded up black piece of cloth from his storage compartment. "Put this on," he ordered.
Beth unfolded the cloth. It was a little black dress and by little, she meant little with a capital L. She wasn't even quite sure where to start putting it on. Finally, she figured it out and stepped into the largest hole, pulling the thing up over her hips. Only that couldn't be right for the hem barely covered the nub at the end of her crotch. Still, she slipped her arm into the smaller holes as Titus zipped it up in the back.
"I feel like a slut in this," she complained, the dress feeling trashier then the tiny bikini even if it covered more skin. If she reached up, the hem would rise above her bikini bottom. There were rectangular strips cut out around her that ran across her stomach, a wider strip showing off her bellybutton and the piercing. Her upper back was bare exposing the tied bikini string with only her lower back covered, held together by a zipper that ran all the way down her ass crack. Not that her full breasts needed it, but the little black dress was so tight, it squeezed her boobs together and pushed them up so that they looked even larger. The dress material was glossy and shined in the light. "Where the hell in Miami is something like this appropriate?" she asked.
"You'll see," said Titus, reaching into his saddle bag. He pulled his hand out, two black high heeled shoes to match the dress, dangled from his fingers. "And it's not that bad. Go clubbing in South Beach and most of the women are dressed like that."
"Not this time of the morning." Beth shrugged. She couldn't argue with that. And a lot of women did the walk of shame the next morning wearing dresses like this. She took his arm and followed him down the street. She realized where they were going when they turned the corner.
Even though it was only around Noon, it was a Saturday and there was already a small line of men waiting to enter Temptations. The men were almost all white with half wearing expensive suits and the other half casually dressed. The doorman waved Titus on in.
"What time you on stage?" called a man.
"Looks like we picked the right fucking club, bro," said another.
Beth ignored them and walked into feminist hell. A nude woman of Asian descent was dancing on a stage. She had a small body, fit and trim, with slim tear-drop breasts. All she wore was a garter with several bills stuffed in it. Beth found herself distracted by a topless waitress walking past. She carried a tray with a pitcher of beer over to a table where three businessmen were seated. There was also a topless bartender with breasts to rival her own, though their pronounced rigidness made her assume they were fake.
"Let's grab a table." Titus took her arm and led her to a round table with stools.
"We're not staying long?" she asked, hopping up on the stool while trying to yank the hem of her dress down. "This place is horrible."
"What's wrong with it? Temptations is high class, a gentlemen's club more than a nudie bar."
"What's the difference? All of them exploit women."
"I don't feel exploited," said the topless waitress walking up smiling. "Can I get you anything?"
"Beer for me, dark, preferably German and a margarita on the rocks with salt for the lady," said Titus.
"Be right back," she replied, with a wink and openly ogling Titus.
"Little early for drinking," complained Beth.
"It's never too early to enjoy life, Beth."
"Ju here for another threesome or a job interview or hopefully both, mi hermano?"
Beth crinkled her face at the sight of the nasty Cuban. "Esteban, my man," said Titus, standing and slapping his hand into the Cuban's. Beth had hoped never to see the nasty Cuban again, but now that she had, her mind could only picture his rampant brown cock as she came all over it. She squirmed in her seat uncomfortably.
The waitress returned, setting their drinks on the table. "On the house Rachel," said Esteban. "And anything else these two would like." Rachel nodded and went to her next table.
Beth took a sip of her margarita, eyes going wide over the strength of the tequila. Esteban sat down and slid an envelope over to Titus. "Your bonus, amigo. Zoe at your club is now working for me. She's on now."
Beth glanced at the stage. She wouldn't have recognized the dancer except for the tattoos. Zoe was the beer girl with the butterfly fairy tattoos around her navel and the dragon on her arm. Several men headed to the stage waiting to tip as Zoe danced and began removing her bikini. She had a bit of a gimmick going. Zoe had fake pointy elf ears and a leafy green tiara around her head. They made her look like an elf maiden and went along with her fantasy tattoos.
Beth looked out at the crowd of men staring raptly as the top came off. Beth glanced back, staring at Zoe's tits. She was leaning against the pole, thrusting her crotch out, slowly pulling the string at her hip. Several men waved bills as her shaved crotch appeared. Zoe had the head of a unicorn tattooed where her pubes should be. The clientele loved it, tossing bills onto the stage while some waited for her to come crawling to them.
"Demeaning," grunted Beth, her eyes following the gyrations of Zoe's hips. It was almost hypnotic. She pulled her eyes away, looking out at the crowd. All the men were watching Zoe except one. He was staring at Beth. Beth felt a shudder go through her at the intensity of his stare. He was the only other black man in the room. He was older, fifties maybe even sixties, black men hid their age well. He had a full head of salt and pepper dreadlocks, a hairstyle she found ridiculous, but they made him look distinguished. He was fifty feet away, but Beth felt the confidence and power exuding from the man. She knew his cock would be magnificent.
"Yo puta," grunted Esteban snapping his fingers in front of her face. She tore her eyes off the older black man. "What did ju say?"
"Demeaning," replied Beth. She took a sip of her drink. "These places are demeaning to women. They're an insult to our dignity." She threw back the strong margarita. Esteban nodded to the waitress to bring her another. "You're exploiting women." She glanced past the Cuban. The black man was still staring at her intensely. She looked back at Esteban.
"Lap dance, sugar," said a woman. It was the Asian dancer from earlier, nude but for a G-string. "Buy me a drink?"
"Not right now," answered Titus.
"How 'bout you, honey?"
Beth looked at her in surprise. "Uh, no thanks."
"Tell me something Ming Li," said Esteban, staring at Beth. "Am I exploiting you?"
"Of course, not Mr. Perez." Ming Li looked surprised he'd even asked.
"Beth here thinks that these places are an insult to your dignity."
"This job paid for my mother's chemo," answered Ming Li dismissively, before walking off to the next table.
The waitress came up with two more drinks. "Am I exploiting you, Marni?"
"Sorry, Jefe?" asked the waitress, looking confused.
"The lady here thinks I'm exploiting women."
"Sorry, I studied feminist philosophy in college," said Beth.
"I'm taking women's studies in college too," said Marni. "This job paid my tuition. Nude dancing taught me about my sexuality."
"How can you be a feminist and do this?"
Marni grinned. "I'm taking down the patriarchy one lap dance at a time." She winked, turned and walked away.
Beth snorted, looking indignant. She sipped from her margarita feeling the heat from the alcohol warm her. "Women are only forced into this because of society's gender bias in wages. I protested one of your clubs in Lauderdale."
Esteban curled up his lip Pacino style again. "One of dat bitch, Dykstra's girls? No wonder ju so messed up. How ju know it's so demeaning unless ju get up there and try for yourself?"
"Yeah Beth," added Titus. "Even Gloria Steinem went undercover as a Playboy bunny before bitching about it."
"Ms. Steinem also stated that all porn is a type of sexual slavery," countered Beth.
"I'll pay you one hundred dollars to get up there and dance a fifteen-minute set," said Esteban.
Titus pulled another hundred-dollar bill out of the envelope Esteban had given him. "I'll match it."
Beth gulped, looking away. A blonde with pigtails and dark black glasses was dancing. She barely looked twenty. She was chewing gum and wore a blue checkered schoolgirl uniform with a white blouse. The crowd loved it as she started opening her shirt. Not all the bills being waved around were ones either. There were fives, tens, and even twenties in male hands.
"Girl with ju body, ju make mucho more den two hundred dollars up there," said Esteban.
Beth found herself becoming aroused. She couldn't tell if it was because she found the blonde school girl so attractive. She had perfect full C-cups and judging by the hardness on her nipples, she was enjoying putting on a performance for these men. Beth's growing exhibitionist streak was telling her to do this. Could she? This was much more serious than walking down the beach topless.
Beth pulled her eyes away from the attractive blonde dancer. The dreadlocked black man was still staring at her. He raised his beer, saluting her. She half expected him to make a play for her any minute. He reminded her a lot like Titus, a real man, who would try to take something he wanted even if she were sitting with two men just like him. Beth pictured herself dancing nude before the dreadlocked stranger. "I'll do it," she said softly.
"Great," said Esteban. "Just fifteen minutes. I won't charge ju, but ju gotta sign some forms."
"Charge me?"
"Dancers are classified as independent contractors and pay me for spots on stage along with 10% of their tips. Let's go to my office." He stood.
"They pay YOU to dance naked at your club?"
"Si. Lucky me. They make their money in tips."
His office stank of cigar smoke and semen. It was messy and disorganized. There were pictures of Cuba with 1950s era cars parked on streets and a mini Cuban flag sticking out of a jar. He found three pieces a paper and stapled them. "Just sign the bottom of all three."
"What am I signing?" she asked, glancing at the top paper.
"Mostly just for insurance. Ju agrees not to sue me if ju fall off the stage."
Beth nodded. She took a pen and signed Beth Shorthose at the bottom of each paper."
"Muy Bien," he said, taking the papers. He lifted the first up, glancing at the signature on the second paper. It was a consent form allowing him to release the video he'd taken of her at the lagoon. Esteban smiled. The third paper was a consent form for all the private phone videos Titus had sold him the rights allowing Esteban to share them on his website. "Come on." Esteban stood and left his office. Beth followed him behind the stage. Some other girls were sitting around a waiting area. "Lulu," called Esteban and one of the girls looked up. "This is Beth. She thinks stripping is demeaning to women." Some of the girls made faces or frowned at her. "But she wants to give it a try. Get her ready to go on stage in 30 minutes."
"Si Jefe," said Lulu with a wink at Beth.
The Cuban left and Lulu sat Beth down before a dressing room mirror. One of the girls was reading a comic book. She wore a short robe and had spiderweb tattoos fanning out from her eyes. She stood and dropped the robe. Beth gasped at the sight of her. The woman's body was as voluptuous as Beth's, but she was covered in tattoos. Her breasts were spider webs with her nipples as the center with another web centered on her bellybutton. Web strands connected her stomach art with the art on her breasts. Her crotch was shaved and tattooed with a black widow, hanging by a thread from the belly web. She reached down and picked up a spider-man mask, pulling it on over her face. The back of the mask was open and allowed her long raven dark hair hang out. She raised her hands and checked some apparatuses on them. Beth tried to make it out. They were toy web shooters with cans of silly string hooked up to them. She walked over to the stage rear entrance. The music ended, and a nude dancer came out while the spider-woman went out on stage. The nude girl pulled her money out of a garter. More was stuffed in one fist. She went through it quickly. "Who's the new girl?"
"This is Beth," said Lulu. "She just giving dancing a try."
"Well, I hope you don't like it. I don't need the competition." She walked up behind Beth, bending and reaching around her body. Beth jumped when hands closed on her breasts. "Fuck! These things are real." She squeezed and kneaded them. Beth's semi-hard nipples begin to puff all the way out. "Gurl, you'd make all the moneys."
"Don't worry," said Beth. "It's a onetime thing."
"Beth thinks it's demeaning to women, Missy." Lulu giggled. She started brushing out Beth's helmet matted and windswept hair with a brush.
Missy shrugged. "I thought that once." Missy laughed. "But my ex-husband made me get a job here to pay off my credit card "addiction". She used finger quotes when she said addiction. "Now he's out of the picture and I'm financially independent." Missy held up her wad of cash. "Two hundred bucks for fifteen minutes and I should be able to match that the next half hour working the customers." Missy winked and left the waiting area heading nude out to the bar.
"That is a lot of money," said Beth. That was a day's tips for her at the diner on a weekend night.
"The money's great," said Lulu. She stooped and started applying some mascara. "You got great lashes, I think I'll leave them alone. "But what's really addictive is the attention you get being on stage. You feel like you're being worshipped out there. It'll teach you great people skills too and no offense honey, but you come off as a bit stuck-up."
Beth snorted, pursing her lips while Lulu applied redder, more whorish lipstick. "I think I'm good," said Beth.
"Give me your leg." Beth stuck her leg out and Lulu pulled a heel off, so she could stretch a garter up to her thigh. Lulu stood up and examined her work. "Not bad," she said. "Stand up. It's almost time. Can you strip that dress off?"
"I think so," replied Beth.
"Oh yeah. Take that pin out. It might intimidate the white men and they're the ones gonna give you the most money."
"It hasn't healed yet."
"Fine then." Lulu cocked her head. "Song's about over and then you're up. Come on." She led Beth to the rear entrance just as the song stopped. Spider-woman returned, carrying her mask which was filled with money. Her garter was also stuffed. Obviously, a very popular dancer. Lulu placed her hands on Beth's shoulder. "Last bit of advice try to smile and act like you're enjoying yourself," she said, just before pushing her.
Beth stumbled onto the stage but caught herself. She stood up, frozen like a deer in the headlights. The men were shadowy in the audience. Sweet Dreams by the Eurythmics started playing. Beth tried to force a smile but was too nervous. Think of something that makes you happy, she thought. The images that filled her mind surprised her. They were all of Titus. She was kissing him in the shower as he raised and lowered her over his cock. She was leaning forward, fully impaled, running her hands along his black chest. The smile spread across her face. She was laying back on the bed while his tongue probed deep inside her pussy. Beth strolled out on stage. She looked up Titus' body while swallowing all the cum out of his spurting cock. So good! Smiling, she ran her hands through her hair as she strutted out to the pole. If she did a good job at this, he'd be very pleased with her.
There was applause and half the men in the club made their way to the stage to see the new girl. Beth made a rookie mistake when she kicked off her heels and went barefoot. The men watching didn't mind and she wasn't used to wearing heels anyway. Beth twirled around the pole. She stopped and laid her back on it, squatting and raising herself. Men had money in their hands but were holding back, waiting to see the goods.



She reached her hand behind her back for the zipper on the black dress, tossing her hair to "Sweet dreams are made of these." They wanted to see her body. "Who am I to disagree?" she thought, along with the song. Her hand lowered the zipper and she let the dress fall forwards off her chest.
Some bills were tossed on stage. Beth wiggled the dress down over her hips and let it fall to her feet. Half the remaining men in the club made their way to the stage. She could see their hungry faces, lust filled, staring at her bikini-clad body. One man waved a five at her. She strolled to the end of the stage and squatted, holding the garter out so he could slip in. Other men held out bills. Crawling around for money was exactly what she despised about stripping, but it was the easiest way to accommodate all the bills being waved at her. She crawled along the edge, hands shoving money into her garter. It wasn't all just ones either, there were fives and tens sticking out of the lace. She saw a twenty before her face.
"Let me untie the top," pleaded the man with the twenty. He was tanned, old and chubby, a Florida retiree or snowbird from up North. Beth sat up and turned, lifting her hair up off her neck. She felt him pull the string. The twenty moved down, running along her back, and she felt a tug on the second knot. Beth pulled away and the man flung the twenty after her as the skimpy top fell to the stage floor.
Beth leaned against the pole, sliding along it, thrusting her crotch out to the beat. She knew the men could see the wet spot on the bottoms. "Poison" by Bel Biv Devoe came on. Beth started dancing faster. She was breathing heavily now. A lot of men were waving bills to get her attention.
"That girl is poison."
She slowly moved around the pole, her eyes falling on the exotic looking Jamaican with the piercing eyes. "The bottoms," he mouthed, nodding down to her crotch. Beth's hands moved down to her hips and untied her panty just for him. He raised his hand up, a bill sticking out of the fist. She danced towards him and squatted, startled to see a zero after the five on the bill. "I want the first lap dance," he whispered. She nodded as he put the fifty inside her garter, shivering when his skin touched her thigh.
More money, her garter was stuffed now. Beth danced and then the next song came on. She didn't know it but found out later it was "Cookie" by R. Kelly. It was slower than Poison, but Beth tried to find a beat to move too.
"You gon' wanna claim this dick, fuck with a nigga. Come fuck with a nigga, come fuck with a nigga.
Beth looked out over the crowd and saw Titus, sitting with Estaban. She leaned against the pole, thrusting her hips out towards him with the beat. "Come fuck with a nigga." Her hips thrust out picturing his cock entering her. Beth slid down the pole, sliding onto her back, her legs spread, her hips lifting to imaginary thrusts of her brother-in-law's massive black cock. Men waved money, but her eyes were closed. Bills were thrown at her. Men could see the arousal running down her pussy lips, soaking between her thighs.
"Oreo, Oreo, like an Oreo."
Beth rolled over and sat up, she held her hair up while she raised and lowered herself like she was riding Titus' cock, all the time being pelted with wadded up bills.
"Your legs in the air and my hands all up in your cookie jar."
She spun around on all fours, moving back and forth like she was getting fucked from behind. There were whistles and more money.
"You wonder how I'm the best and can do this with my mouth"
Beth ran her tongue against her lips. Finally, she opened her eyes and looked out over the men watching her. The men watched in awe as she sat back on her legs, arching her back, thrusting her magnificent breasts out as the hair fell over her eyes and the song stopped.
"Cookie Monster."
There were whistles and applause. Beth flung her hair back and rose up off the stage, surrounded by a sea of green bills. She stood, looking down at her admirers and out over the crowd. Titus and Esteban were the only ones still seated at a table. Every male in the club was gathered around watching her dance. Her breasts rose and fell as she tried to catch her breath. Her entire body glistened with a sexy sheen of perspiration that reflected the light and made her radiant. Some more bills were tossed her way.
"Let's hear it for Bethany," said the announcer.
One of the girls came out on stage as a new song started. She had a broom and pushed Beth's money back towards the stage door. She glared at Beth motioning for Beth to leave as she started to dance. Beth looked out one last time over the crowd. They were still looking at her, not the new stripper. She didn't want to leave. She wanted to dance some more. The girl gave her a mean stare and Beth finally turned around grabbing her heels.
Beth rapidly picked the money off the rear of the stage, throwing it into her dress until she could just pick the dress up and hurried backstage.
"Damn girl, I'd hate to follow you," said Lulu. "Poor Tris ain't gonna get half what she normally makes."
"Sorry," she whispered.
"Don't be. Dump your money out and I'll sort it out."
Beth emptied her dress on the couch beside Lulu. The other stripper started straightening out the balls of money. Most were folded lengthwise. Beth shook her dress out, taking in all the money. Sure, most were singles, but there were larger bills too. "I see what you meant," said Beth, stepping into her dress. "I felt like a goddess out there."
"Told ya," said Lulu, still straightening money. She looked up and saw Beth dressing. "Hold on there, honey. Now you gotta go work the room."
"Work the room?"
"There are still men out there who want to give you money. Twenty for a lap dance. Make them think they're special. Give em a little peck on the cheek when you're done. Some will pay more for a private dance. It's your call on whether or not they touch you, anywhere but your pussy. That's off limits. No go. I'll keep your money safe."
"Naked?"
"Put your heels on. Bottoms if you want."
Beth gulped as she slipped her feet into the heels. She was a little wobbly on heels, but she held her head high as she walked out onto the floor. Men waved or held up money to get her attention. She took in the room, her attention falling on the Jamaican as he stood and started walking towards her. "Yuh promised mi da first dance," he reminded her.
Beth eyes rose up his chest and looked up into his dark piercing eyes, staring at her with an intensity she'd only felt from men like Titus. He had African dark skin but otherwise was very much like Titus in many ways. The same height and powerfully built, though Titus was bulkier with more defined musculature. Of course, the hair was much different. The Jamaican's dreads fell past his shoulders halfway down his back. Mostly gray, but with some black, they gave him a distinguished look. She guessed he was mid-fifties, maybe sixty. He was older than her father and almost as old as her grandfather, but he was still one of the most attractive men, she'd ever met. "Sure honey," she smiled, trying to act experienced. "Where to?"
"Tek mi to de private room."
"Sure," she said, looking around, confused.
Titus approached, a beer in his hand. "They're back there, Beth."
The Jamaican stared eye to eye with Titus. "Shi wid yuh?" He asked. Titus nodded. "You're ah lucky mon."
"The luckiest," replied Titus. "Be sure and give her a good tip." He gave Beth a light spank on the ass before turning to rejoin Esteban.
"Uh, this way sir," said Beth, motioning him forward.
Beth looked left and right as she passed the stage. Men were staring at her. One reached over and stuck a ten in her garter. "The last of my cash," he said, downing a beer and getting up to leave. His tie was loose and he looked drunk.
On her left, Spider-woman was grinding her ass into another man's lap. The man barely looked old enough to be in here and he was wearing an Avengers Marvel tee shirt. He was staring at Spider-woman like she was his biggest fantasy come to life. She moved forward, turning around. She straddled his lap and leaned back. "Come on baby, shoot your sticky fluid all over me," she purred. He shook a can of silly string and held it down to his crotch. Web-like strands shot out covering her from face to her navel. She rubbed the fluid into her tits and skin. "You came all over me, baby," she moaned. She leaned forward and kissed him on the cheek before standing.
The man gulped. "Again?" he asked, pulling another 20 out of his wallet.
Beth passed her as she straddled the man and started raising and lowering herself over a small tent in his shorts.
An over-muscled Neanderthal bouncer ogled her and nodded as they passed. The private room was private only so much as a curtain pulled across a doorway was private. There were five rooms. Two had closed curtains and people inside. Three were open. Beth led him to the back.
The Jamaican sat on a couch and pulled out a twenty for his pants. He leaned forwards and stuck it in her garter as Beth started dancing. "Can mi touch?" He asked. Beth nodded and stepped closer as he spread his legs. His large black hands reached out to her hips and ran up and down her waist. They were rough and calloused. She shuddered as they ran up further and then over to cup her breasts. "Fi yuh tits are perfect!" He squeezed and then pinched her nipples. Arousal practically squirted out of Beth's pussy.
"Mi need ah taste." His hands slid around her back and pulled her forwards as his lips clamped over one of her hard nipples. Beth almost orgasmed as her hard teet was sucked into his mouth, his wet tongue twirling around her hard nob. She wasn't even sure if this was allowed.
"Oh my god," she moaned, pulling back, his saliva spraying off her nipple as it sprang free. She was breathing heavily as she danced back and turned around, shaking her ass at him. She backed up and he pulled her down into his lap. He was hard and big. He reached around and played with her breasts as she ground down into his crotch, moaning as she felt his throbbing manhood under his thin trousers.
He stopped her and pushed her up. She started to turn, but he held her still and smacked her ass cheek, squeezing it after he hit it. "Shake dat ass," he growled, smacking it again, hard enough to sting without causing real pain. He let go and Beth shook her ass, thrusting it back. "Bring it bak gyal."
Beth moved back, leaning forwards as she gyrated her rear for this stranger. She tensed expecting another slap, but instead, she found her pussy lips spreading open around a very large object. She bent down further, looking between her legs. She could see his huge black shaft rising from his pants. His cock head pushed fully between her pussy lips. "Yeesss," she moaned, wanting nothing more than to fully feel the huge cock inside her. She fucked the tip of his cock and was ready to take more when she heard a cough in the hallway.
The shadow of the bouncer passed over the curtain bringing her to her senses. Beth gave one last push down, taking another inch inside her before lifting herself up and off the huge horse cock. She turned around, still dancing and stared down at it while she ran her hands over her body. The Jamaicans cock was as big as Titus' but hooded. It made the tip look even bigger and the man's crown did look a little plumper. Around three inches where he had entered her was soaked with her arousal. Titus was dark skinned for having a white mother, but the Jamaican was pure black African stock. His cock was a coal black sable rod, powerful and steel hard.
"Suck mi cock gyal," he ordered. His took the base of his cock and held it out for her, opening his legs, pulling the skin down so that his cock head emerged from the foreskin.
Beth's eyes never left his cock as she fell to her knees. She inched forwards, bending down and planting a kiss over his long urethra. His testicles were still hidden inside his pants, but she knew they would be huge sperm-filled bull balls sized to match his rampant phallus. She licked around the crown, reaching out for the hem of his pants. He raised his hips so that she could pull them down further, never taking her lips off his cock. She reached up, feeling his nut sack. They were even heavier and bigger then she'd thought. Suddenly, she was a little nervous as she pictured the volume of cum testicles this big would produce. She couldn't walk back out into the bar dripping with sperm.
Beth wasn't about to stop though. She sucked the man's huge cock as quickly as she could. Minutes ago, she'd felt like a goddess dancing and basking in the pure adulation coming from so many male eyes. Now, she was the worshipper, forever converted to the veneration of big black cock. She would kneel at the altar of black cocks, praising these mighty shafts for the rest of her life. His cock head slid past her tonsils, going deeper and deeper until she was kissing his pubes. The Jamaican placed his hand on her head, holding her still. "Yuh suck ah mean cock, gyal" he groaned. Beth fought back, and he released her head. She came up, gasping for air, jerking his cock off while catching her breath.
She sat up, inching forwards again and wrapped her breasts around his shaft, bouncing on her knees with her head bent down, licking the head each time it shot up out of her breasts. Impossibly, his cock was getting even harder and swelling up even larger. "Getting close, gyal," he groaned.
Afraid he'd cover her in his seed, Beth released her breasts and planted her lips around his head. She grabbed his shaft, jerking him off with both hands. His cock jerked violently, hot seed exploding in her mouth, but she was ready for it. Beth gulped and gulped and gulped some more. Still, his cock kept convulsing, pumping wad after wad into her mouth. It was hard to keep up, but Beth didn't want it to stop. His seed was delicious, better even then Titus'. The best thing she'd ever tasted.
The Jamaican stroked her hair as she came off his cock gasping. "Leave dat nigga and cum wid mi," he grunted. "I'm guh fuck yuh aal night."
Beth pushed herself up off her knees. She felt a little woozy and shook her head to clear it. "Sorry, I can't," she said, cupping her belly. His cock had fallen and was hanging over the couch. She'd thought she'd swallowed his whole load, but the thing was still dripping. "He.. he's leaving soon. Do you live around here?"
The Jamaican laughed. He hefted his huge cock and shook it before shoving it back into his pants. "Nuh, mi travel around."
Of course, he does, she thought. "Will you be here after Valentine's day?"
"Nuh, sorry." He grunted, standing and straightening his pants. "It's now or neva."
Beth was surprised she was even considering it. She was totally regretting not fucking him earlier, bouncer or no. "Sorry, but until he leaves, I belong to him." Beth was more shocked by her words than her behavior. Women didn't belong to men and she certainly didn't belong to Titus. Again, she thought about leaving with the Jamaican. "I'd better get back out there."
He pulled a folded wad of bills out of his wallet and pulled out a twenty. "Here's fi yuh tip."
Beth shook her head. "Keep it. If you pay me for sucking your cock, I'm no better than a whore."
He shoved it into her garter anyway. "Nah fah sucking fi mi cock, fi de dance."
Beth nodded. "Okay then." He held his hand out. "What?"
"Yuh pay mi fuh sucking mi cock."
Beth laughed and pulled the twenty out of her garter, returning it to him. He took it and spun her around, spanking her ass again. He guided her out the door by the shoulders. Beth walked out into the bar, men motioning impatiently to get her attention.
The next three lap dances were a struggle. Her stomach was sloshing with so much semen she felt she might get sick. It was hard to undulate her belly or even sway her hips without feeling like she might vomit. By the fourth, she was dancing sensually and doing her best to make her clients feel special. She lost count and track of the different men who wanted a lap dance. Dozens of hands ran all over her body, squeezing and feeling her tits and ass. Only one man pulled his cash back when he saw the spade pin in her belly, sneering as he walked away. The others didn't care. Ten took her back to the private room, but only one pulled his penis out. She let him jerk off while she jiggled her breasts at him. He was an extremely good-looking white guy, but his penis strained to reach five inches and his total ejaculate wouldn't have filled a spoon. She walked out noticing Titus was talking to the Jamaican. It seemed friendly and she started approaching but was pulled away for another lap dance. She ground her ass into the man, not giving it her full attention as she kept watching the two giant black men chatting amicably. Eventually, the Jamaican left and Titus rejoined Esteban. Beth was soon distracted by even more men waving her over.
The most memorable was when a black woman walked over to her and motioned for her to follow. The woman took her over to a wizened wheelchair-bound old man looking like he was pushing a hundred years old. He had an oxygen mask over his mouth and was grinning above it, eyes staring at her breasts. The black woman gave her fifty and Beth started dancing for the old man. The man reached out and it looked like he was going for her pussy, but the nurse helped him lift his hand up and place it on Beth's breast. He squeezed and kneaded her breast, but there was little strength in his grip.
More men wanted dances, but Beth suddenly realized how exhausted she was. She'd been dancing non-stop for nearly two hours. She walked over to Titus. "Can we go?"
"Happy to, but the police might want you to get dressed first."
Beth blushed remembering she was naked. She'd gotten so used to walking around nude, it had started feeling natural. "Duh! I'll be right back."
"Espera puta," interrupted Esteban. "For a Benjamin, I get a lap dance too."
"Fine," she sighed. Beth lifted her hair up in her hands and started dancing before the Cuban. He ran his hands over her tits and down her waist. She found him vulgar and didn't want to look at him any longer. She backed up and turned to wiggle her ass back at him while staring at the stripper on stage. He grabbed her hips and pulled her back into his lap. His hard cock pushed into her ass cheek reminding her of how big he was. He may be vulgar, but he was still a real man. She pushed down into his cock, grinding into it. She was a goddess! She could make any man erect! Here was the big cock that could take care of her needs when Titus left. No, not him. Not when there was a bulletin board filled with black bulls happy to fuck her.
Beth got off his lap strangely missing the feeling of his erection against her ass. She was exhausted, hot and thirsty. She had some drink left on her table and drained it. Esteban's brown trousers were tented out and there were wet lip shaped marks running along it from her aroused pussy. She needed some cock and she needed it bad. She flashed Titus an angry look.
"What was that for?"
For turning me into a slut, asshole! "Nothing," she said. "I just want to leave. I'll be right back."
"There's always a place for ju at Temptations, Bethany," called Esteban. "I'll make ju a headliner."
Beth passed Lulu who was grinding into a Hispanic man. "There's an envelope for you on the makeup table," she said, shaking her tits in the man's face.
"Thanks," replied Beth. She went backstage. Spider-woman was back on the couch reading her comic. She didn't even look up. Another woman was applying lipstick. She had her hair in a bun, black glasses on her nose, and a shapeless gray dress that couldn't hide a huge rack. She winked at Beth, holding her finger over her mouth, shushing her like a librarian. Beth saw her envelope and opened it. Lulu had straightened and sorted all her money, putting it in order from small bills to higher. Beth sat down, pulling the money out of her garter. There was $195 in the envelope. Not bad for fifteen minutes. Of course, fifty had come from the Jamaican with the coal black cock. She pulled out the money in her garter. There were 25 twenty-dollar bills. That meant she'd performed 25 lap dances plus the fifty from the old man in the wheelchair. There were 6 tens and 4 fives she'd gotten as bonus tips. She counted it out. $630 dollars from lap dances. Plus, her stripping money. That came to... $825! That wasn't even including the $200 Esteban and Titus had agreed to pay her to give stripping a try.



"Holy shit!" Beth was stunned. She'd just made two or three weeks wages in tips at the diner in three hours.
"How much?" asked Lulu walking into the room, pulling her own wad of cash out of her garter.
"$800," stuttered Beth.
"Fuck," said Lulu, looking surprised.
Even Spider-woman had looked up from her comic impressed. "Leave any for me?" said the librarian woman at the makeup table.
"$130," said Lulu, sifting through her lap dance money. "Five dances plus tips. How many lap dances did you do?"
"Twenty-six if I'm counting this right."
"Wow!" said Spider-woman before burying her head back in her comic.
"Arachne is a top earner," said Lulu. "And you just impressed her."
"It is a good crowd. Tara Devine by the way." The librarian reached out her hand.
"Beth," she said, shaking it.
"You'd have made more tonight," said Tara, working on her lashes. "That kind of money on a Saturday afternoon and Jefe Esteban would have you dancing prime time, sugar."
"She's right Beth," said Lulu. "Esteban would turn you into a headline attraction. Men would come just to see you. Some girls do it, but..." She shrugged.
"But?"
"It usually involves adult videos and web site promotions. It increases your profile and gets the word out. He then sends you around to headline all his clubs. Money's amazing, but I have a kid and I don't want her to grow up with a porn star for a mother."
But a stripper for a mother was okay? "I wouldn't either," agreed Beth, slipping into the dress. "Well, it was nice meeting you." Beth slipped her feet into her heels. "But you won't see me again."
"At least tell me you're glad you gave it a try?" said Lulu.
"It was educational," answered Beth, diplomatically. "As I said earlier, I felt like a goddess dancing on stage with all those men staring at me. I could skip all those men pawing my body, but for that kind of money..."
"Paw away," said Lulu.
"Bye," said Beth. She walked back out into the bar.
"When you on again?" asked a man.
Beth ignored him and kept walking. "Can we get out of here?" she asked Titus.
Esteban looked her up and down. "Don't forget, ju always have a job waiting for ju here. I'll make ju a star."
Beth sneered at him. "I'm never going to work for you and I'm certainly not going to make porns for you."
"Pero ya tienes, puta" answered Esteban, smiling. "Bethany Beach Meets The Titan" sounded like a good title for a webpage featuring the cove movie and all of Titus' clips with Beth. He could edit some down to gifs and start tweeting them out almost immediately.
Esteban Perez stared at Beth's ass as she headed to the front door with Titus.
**********
Beth hugged the large black man's chest as the motorcycle roared down I-95 until their exit. Titus parked his bike in their driveway some twenty minutes later. "You hungry?" he asked, setting his helmet on the motorcycle. Beth hung hers off the back.
Beth's stomach felt completely satisfied with all the Jamaican's seed. "Not for food," she said, fumbling with his pants. Titus smirked. She hadn't even looked around to see if the neighbors were around. "Only for this." She stroked his swelling cock until it was hard enough to pull after her. Beth unlocked her house and pulled him inside, dragging him by his cock upstairs. Halfway up, he turned her around and threw her over his shoulders, carrying her to the second floor.
He entered the master bedroom and tossed her onto the bed. Beth stood up and began dancing for him. His eyes stared at her body as the dress fell around her feet. Beth strutted in her heels behind him and hugged herself against his strong back. Her hands slipped under his shirt, running up his muscles. She kissed his neck as one hand slipped down and lightly caressed the large cock still hard and jutting out of his pants.
She released his cock and grabbed the hem of his shirt, pulling it off over his head. She was still dancing, swaying her hips behind him, softly humming "Cookie" to herself. Her bikini top flopped over his shoulders. Titus pushed his pants down over his hips. Beth hugged him again. This time, he felt her bare breasts smashing into his back. Her nipples trailed down as she stooped, helping to pull his pants down his thighs and legs. Beth gently bit her teeth into his ass cheeks while pushing his pants down around his ankles. Titus stepped out of them and stepped forwards, spinning around. He sat on the bed and spread his legs.
Beth stared hungrily at the cock rearing up between her legs. She stepped forward and straddled him. His cock was too long for her to lower herself on. She embraced him, pressing his head into her tits, feeling his kisses on her breasts, moaning as one engorged nipple was sucked into his mouth. Beth had never felt this sexually charged before. She backed up, feeling his shaft sliding between her thighs, rising until her pussy lips were kissing the end, slowly opening around his giant cock head.
Beth groaned, sinking down onto the tip. She'd been hungry for this all day. She worked it in deeper until, she could step forwards again, raising and lowering herself over the shaft until eventually, she could sit in his lap. Beth kissed him before singing into his ear.
"You gon' wanna claim this dick, fuck with a nigga. Come fuck with a nigga, come fuck with a nigga."
"You like it?" asked Titus.
"YYESSS!" she sighed sinking down, now fully impaled. "I mean no," she said, eyes closed. She clamped her pussy muscles, squeezing every inch of Titus' cock. "It's in my head like an earworm."
Titus took her chin and pulled her face to look at him. "It's "Cookie" by R Kelly. I picked out your set." He then cocked his head and kissed her, their tongues dancing. Beth shuddered, cumming all over his cock, gasping cries of pleasure into his mouth.
Titus kissed her nose and laid back on the bed. Beth leaned down, kissing his chest, biting his nipples until they were hard. His hands slid down her back and over her ass cheeks. Titus squeezed them tightly and pulled them apart. "Oreo, Oreo, like an Oreo," he rapped.
"I wanna bite it, and get inside it," she sang back. She felt the dildo slide down the crack of her ass until the head was pressing against her anus. "Mmm, good idea," she moaned wiggling her ass while he held her spread open. The dildo was already lubed up and slick. Her anus began opening around it as it began applying pressure on her sphincter. "Wait?" she asked confused. "What?" The head pushed inside her, another pair of hands grabbing her waist, the second cock working its way deeper as she wiggled her ass.
"Orea, Oreo, like an Oreo," grunted the man behind her. "Hole still gyal."
Beth's eyes widened in disbelief. "What's going on?"
"I'm gonna fuck your pussy," said Titus.
"An I guh fuck dat ass." The Jamaican pushed his cock deep into her ass, forcing her down onto Titus' chest.
"Like an Oreo?" asked Beth, still in shock. The two black men chuckled. She felt like a complete whore taking two cocks, but they both felt wonderful.
"You know each other?" she asked.
"We go back a ways," said Titus. "That's Gus."
"Afta dat blow job, mi just had to try out de rest of yuh."
"Yeah slut," grunted Titus. "I didn't give you permission to go sucking on some island niggas' dick."
"Sorry," she said. "I couldn't resist it."
"Few women can," said the Jamaican behind her.
"He's right," laughed Titus. He grabbed her waist to adjust her some. He bucked his hips.
"UGH!" squealed Beth. "UGH!" Gus pushed forward as Titus withdrew. "UGH! UGH! UGH! OHGOD! CUMMING!" Beth shuddered, as her orgasm flooded Titus' cock. Her ass clenched Gus's cock so tightly, he couldn't pull it out.
Beth froze gasping for air as the two men began pumping in and out of her again. These men were gods and their two giant cocks were overwhelming. She struggled to keep up with the constant thrusting. Suddenly, she was on stage again basking in the adulation of dozens of men. They held up money in the hands, offerings to their deity. For she was a goddess too and surely one goddess could handle two gods!
Beth started fucking back. Her pussy worked over Titus' cock, muscles squeezing his shaft, milking upwards, trying to get his seed into her womb. She clenched and relaxed her sphincter each time Gus pushed his cock deep. "Come on," she growled. "Fuck like a nigga. Fuck like a nigga. Give me your seed. Both of you. Come on fuck me! Fuck me like a nigger!"
Beth convulsed, cumming so hard, she was worried she might have peed on Titus' cock. She came again, but she kept fucking them back. "Give me your seed!" she screamed out loud, cumming even harder. "Give me your..."
"FUCK!" grunted Titus, thrusting his cock up and holding it still. His hot cum exploded into her womb. Tremors wracked Beth's body as she came continuously. With each spasm of his cock, more seed flooded her womb and her orgasm grew. Just when she thought her orgasm couldn't get any bigger, Gus shoved his cock deep, deeper then Titus had ever gone in her ass, and his seed filled her bowels. The orgasm shook her entire body and Beth collapsed onto Titus, Gus falling on top of her.
Beth truly felt like an oreo as she slowly came to her senses. Titus was breathing heavily underneath her and the older man on top was gasping for air. Their cocks were limp, but still inside her.
Gus slowly pulled his cock out unleashing the flood of semen from her bowels. Titus didn't care for the waterfall of sperm striking his balls and began pushing Beth off him. His cock fell out, releasing a second torrent from her pussy. Beth weakly struggled to her feet and ran to the bathroom hunched over trying to keep all the black sperm from splattering her carpet.
Beth sat on the toilet leaning forwards using her muscles to release as much sperm as she could. Gus walked in, glanced down at her. He opened the glass shower and started urinating aiming his pee at the drain. "There's another bathroom in the hall," she said. He just nodded, shaking the last of his urine out of his long floppy cock. He left.
Beth stopped hearing semen striking the water in the toilet and flushed. She turned the shower on and hopped in, lathering her body with soap and scrubbing between her legs. She felt dirtier from having all the men touching her at Temptations then she did from having sex with two black men at the same time. Beth washed her hair and her entire body.
The shower door opened, and Titus joined her. He took her in his arms and kissed her. His cock swelled, slapping her belly as it struggled to grow and rise. He turned so that it could stick out. He took her cheeks in his hands, kissed her affectionately before his hands started pushing her down.
Beth fell to her knees and took his cock in her mouth. She moaned as she sucked him. "Whose bigger do ya think?"
Beth looked up at him with his cock in her mouth. She pulled back. "You're both pretty close." She licked around the crown of his thirteen-inch shaft. "The hood makes the tip of his cock look bigger, but when you pull it down, your glans are about the same."
"Whose do you like better?"
"Yours. This is my favorite cock in the whole world." She kissed the tip. "My favorite thing in the whole world."
"Seriously?"
"You got issues with this guy? Yes. I like your cock better. The cut look is much sexier. Your friend's prick is blacker and scarier looking."
"Good," said Titus.
"Now shut up so I can suck my favorite cock off."
Beth placed her hands on his meaty thighs and sucked his cock at a slow steady pace. His cock swelled and soon exploded down her throat. She pulled back, gulping, letting her mouth fill again so she could taste him. Beth's had the sense to know she hadn't digested all of Gus' sperm yet and pulled back before her stomach got too full. Titus' cum exploded on her face, jerking upwards and leaving a strand in her hair. She grabbed it, jerking it off so that he came all over her tits while she turned her face up to the shower stream.
He quit cumming and Beth kissed his cock head goodbye. Titus left and she stood rewashing her face, hair, and breasts. She stepped out of the shower, drying her body and hair. Then she brushed her hair out. She returned to the bedroom. Gus was laying nude on the bed. His blacker, scarier looking cock hanging over his thigh. "Where's Titus?"
"Downstairs getting ah sammich." He sat up and stood off the bed. "Get pon aal fours, gyal..I'm reddi to fuck yuh."
Beth looked down at the huge blackest of black cocks as it began growing and lifting. Gus took it and shook the shaft, stroking himself to full erection. She climbed on the bed and braced herself as he stood behind her. She felt her pussy lips opening as the head pushed inside her. Beth moaned, already fucking him back as he worked to get more of his thirteen-inch shaft inside her. "Oh yes," she moaned. "Fuck me."
"You've taken to black cock well, gyal."
"Yes," she moaned. "Cumming."
"Yes, fi yuh pussy ah milking mi cock. Yuh want fi mi seed, gyal."
"Oh yes! God yes! Seed my white pussy." Beth shuddered, cumming hard.
"Yuh like ole Papa Gus' cock, gyal?"
"I love it. I fucking love it. You fuck me so good, Gus."
"Call mi Papa Gus."
"Fuck me, Papa Gus. Fuck me."
"Here comes fi mi seed."
"Give it to me, Papa Gus," begged Beth, her pussy muscles clamping down and squeezing his cock inwards. "AAAHHH!" Beth's orgasm exploded when his cock erupted. She felt his voluminous semen spraying hard into her womb, quickly filling it up. The rest squeezed out down his cock and sprayed out of their conjoined crotches.
Gus worked his cock around a bit. He withdrew by pushing her forwards until she fell head first on the bed. His cock flew up, shooting about a three-foot strand of cum down her back to her ass. He jerked some more out on her butt cheeks and left the room.
"Wow!" exclaimed Beth, pushing herself up and off the bed, hearing Gus' footsteps going downstairs. She stumbled back to the shower quietly reassessing which was her favorite cock in her mind. Gus' black eel might be uglier, but he really knew how to use it. His ejaculate felt more powerful then Titus' too and his balls were larger.
Beth took another shower, a smile broadening her face when she realized she'd be taking a few more showers that night.
The two men weren't back when she left the shower. Beth walked nude downstairs. Titus and Gus were in the kitchen drinking beer. Both had empty crumb filled plates in front of them. She walked past them and got a small plain salad out of the refrigerator. She sat at the table and unwrapped the plastic from the top. She took a bite of lettuce and cucumber. Beth looked up from her bowl as Gus came around. The long black hooded cock dangled down.
"Papa Gus wants hiz cock sucked again."
Beth's jaw was a little sore, but tonight she'd do whatever the two black men wanted. She slid off the chair and kneeled, stooping down to nuzzle his dangling cock with her mouth. It hardened, rising, Gus backing up until it was sticking out and she was sucking on it. Her jaw and neck were aching, so she only sucked the end, jerking off the rest of his coal-black shaft.
Beth couldn't get over how much she loved this cock. She felt honored sucking it, not once but twice in one day. She hefted one of his testicles. They were bigger then Titus', full and heavy despite emptying three loads into her since her debut as a stripper.
"Titus trained yuh well, gyal. You're ah great cocksucker."
Beth squeezed the ball in her hand as a warning while slobbering all over the cock in her mouth. Being called a cocksucker rankled what was left of her feminist sensibilities yet made her proud at the same time. She paused for a moment. "It's a privilege to suck your big black cock." She went back to sucking.
"It is ah privilege fah ah white gyal to suck ah big Jamaican nigga cock."
"A white privilege," added Titus laughing.
Beth choked a little as Gus grabbed her head and pushed most of his cock down her throat. It twitched, the first load gushing straight into her belly. Beth pushed back, and he released her head. Her cheeks filled, and she swallowed another load. Beth's stomach couldn't take anymore so she pushed back on his thighs, a blast of cum coating her face. Gus grabbed his cock and aimed it down covering her chest and breasts.
She wiped her eyes when she felt no more semen splattering on her body. Gus had turned and was jerking the last of his cum out on her dining room table. He released his cock and it flopped down on her table. He glanced down at her. "You're welcum," he told her. Gus turned to face her, his cock sliding off the table and falling before her eyes. It still stuck out a bit but was quickly deflating until it hung between his legs. "Was dat ah pool table mi saw inna garage?"
"Sure," said Titus. "If the old man needs time to recover, we can play a game. Don't want to strain your heart."
Beth pushed some of the sperm into her mouth as she watched the two laughing black men head to her garage. She pushed herself up and sat in the chair. A layer of semen now covered her salad. More pools spotted the table top around her salad. "He's a bigger asshole then Titus," she mumbled picking up her fork. She stabbed it into the bowl lifting some lettuce and a cherry tomato, now covered in a creamy dressing, to her mouth and chewed. Not bad, she thought, swallowing. His semen was slightly warm but cooling fast. She finished the bowl and wiped the table. She cupped her belly as she walked up the stairs. It was full and heavy, more like she'd eaten a huge meal then just drank a lot. It made her wonder how many calories were in a black man's semen. She might have to step up her fitness routine.
After another shower, Beth walked back downstairs. The black men were still playing a game, trash talking each other. These two were so competitive, Beth wondered why Titus had even invited Gus over. There was a strange motorcycle pulled inside the garage.
"It's hot inna here. Can wi open de garage?"
"Yeah, sure," said Titus. He walked over to the switch that opened the door.
"Stop!" yelled Beth. "Go put some clothes on."
"I'm fine," said Gus, shrugging.
"Nah, we got neighbors," said Titus. "I'll get my shorts."
Her eyes followed Gus to the strange motorcycle as he walked and retrieved a small swimsuit. It was ridiculously small, a Greek bikini suit. It had green and black triangles on it outlined in yellow. The suit seemed designed to display his monster cock bulge. Gus noticed her stare. "The Jamaican flag," he stated, pointing at his suit. The flag was stretched out around the coiled cock and one hairy ball was sticking out of the overextended material.
Titus returned a moment later wearing his crotch-hugging biking shorts. He was holding her bikini and he tossed it to her. Beth slipped into the panties just as Titus hit the switch and the garage door slowly began to move up. She fumbled with her top trying to race the door. The cup covered her nipples as she hastily tied a knot behind her neck. She reached behind her to secure the top. Across the street, Frank was getting out of his car, carrying some grocery bags. He turned, glancing into the garage just as Beth finished securing her top. He turned away, froze and glanced back. Beth gave him a wave. He hesitantly waved back. He'd never seen her in a bathing suit, let alone a barely-there bikini. He'd met Titus, but Gus must have been a surprise. Gus even walked to the opening with his pool stick and started chalking the tip, ignoring the man across the street. Joan came out of the house, catching her husband staring. She mirrored her husband's double take taking in the scene and Beth was pretty sure her eyes stopped roaming when they fell on Gus's bulge. The Jamaican even turned sideways a moment before turning around and walking back to the pool table. Beth walked over to the rack with the pool sticks, displaying her bare ass to her neighbors. Not that she cared. At this point, she'd become comfortable with her body, proud of it even.



"Cutthroat?" asked Titus.
"Sure," said Beth, watching Joan grab some bags before the couple across the street entered their house.
Beth did well, but the game was really between Gus and Titus. Titus won, but barely. They played again. This time Gus won. "Why don't you get us some beers and let me beat the old man in a regular game?" said Titus to her.
Beth went to the kitchen, hearing the balls break behind her. She got two cans and opened them. There was loud cursing coming from her garage from both men. When she returned, the game was intense. Titus looked sure of himself, sinking a ball, but missing the next. Gus then ran the table.
"FUCK!" Titus broke the stick over his knee. "Two out of three?"
"Hell nuh, Mi winna de bet."
"What did you bet?" she asked, handing Titus his beer. "And what about that?" she asked, pointing at the pool stick, he'd thrown on the ground.
"I'll replace it," he grunted without apologizing. Real men didn't apologize.
Gus took the beer from her, set it down on the pool table. He lifted her up and sat her on the edge of the pool table. She stared into his dark piercing eyes. She couldn't look away, spreading her legs as he stepped between them. Gus broke the spell when he turned his head and pressed his lips on hers. She moaned as they kissed, his bulge pushing against her panty. She felt herself growing wet as she felt it grow. His hands ran over her back, to her waist and then down. She moaned again, dueling with his tongue. It was long and large, like him, incredibly prehensile the way he curled it around her daintier tongue. Most likely a skilled pussy eater.
Gus broke the kiss and stepped back. Beth licked her lips, looking down. His cock completely uncoiled itself and fell out of the overstretched Greek bikini panty. The bottom had slipped under his shaft and now protected his balls. "Beating dis losa," he said, nodding at Titus, who scowled, "has mi recharged."
Gus grabbed his shaft and bent it down between her thighs. Beth was surprised to see that at some point while running his hands down her sides, he'd untied her panty and her bottom was now hanging over the edge. He lined the head of his cock up, pulling back on the foreskin. It was an illusion, but it looked like his cock was growing even bigger as the head emerged. She gasped as her pussy lips spread out around the head. Gus entered her, and Beth shuddered from a strong orgasm with only the head inside her.
He worked his cock in and out. Her arm wrapped around his neck as she stared into his hypnotic eyes. She'd never met a man with such animal magnetism. Gus probably could have fucked every one of her feminist classmates, even the lesbians, probably even the man-hating Ms. Dykstra. She had doubts even Titus could have done that.
Gus kissed her, and she came all over his cock again, her vaginal muscles clamping down around it to hold it still, but he kept pumping. He kissed down her neck and she leaned back on the felt, rolling the cue ball out of the way. Gus moved his lips down to her upthrust breasts, sucking the rigid nipple between his lips, immediately making her cum a third time.
Beth spread her legs wider, wrapping them around his waist, she squeezed pulling him in with each thrust. She laid down across the pool table. Her head hanging over the edge only to see another amazing black cock. This one superbly cut and resplendent. Titus stepped closer and the head pressed against her lips. Beth opened her mouth to let him inside.
They fucked Beth for a good twenty minutes. Beth's breasts oscillated up and down with each thrust of Gus's cock. Sucking Titus was surprisingly easy with her head hanging upside down. It lined her mouth right up with her throat. Gus pulled back, the swollen flare of his glans catching in her cervix. It trembled, the first discharge of his semen filling her womb up with seed. Beth's pussy squeezed his shaft as she came.
A car drove past on the street.
She tried to cry out in ecstasy, but Titus' cock spasmed and cum once again filled her belly. Gus' cock was spurting his cum even as he roughly withdrew it from her womb. It flew free of her pussy erupting his hot sperm all over her body. Titus' cock pulled free, exploding cum in her face before it reared up shooting wad after wad over her body. Sperm rained down all over her.
Gus was gasping again. He walked away and grabbed the beer she'd brought him. Titus retrieved his, threw his head back and drained it. "Get yourself cleaned up," said Gus. "Den meet mi upstairs."
Gus turned, adjusting his behemoth cock back into his Jamaican flag bottom. He left, Titus following him while pulling his shorts up over his cock. Beth sat up, globules of semen sliding down her chest and breasts. She shook her head to clear it. The men had left her exhausted and she struggled to get off her pool table. Semen was everywhere, on the felt, the edge of the pool table, the cement floor.
Beth stumbled out of the garage, towards the hose in her yard. It was dark, but still early. Lights were on in Frank and Joan's house and every house along the street. A car appeared up the road but turned off before it got to her house.
Beth turned her hose on and began spraying off her body. The water was warm at first, quickly turning cold. Goosebumps appeared around her nipples spreading to her arms. She shivered but kept spraying herself clean. She hosed herself off between her legs, trying to vent as much semen from her pussy as she could. Lastly, she closed her eyes and sprayed her face.
Beth dragged the hose into the garage and watered down the cement wherever she saw pools of sperm, even turning the hose on the pool table before deciding that wasn't a good idea and she'd have to scrub it out in the morning.
Beth dragged the hose back to the stand, turned off the water and wrapped it around its holder. She looked up and thought she saw a curtain move across the street. Was it Frank? Or Joan? How much had they seen? Beth shrugged, not really caring anymore. She walked deeper into the garage and hit the light. There was a shadow where she'd seen the curtain move. Someone had watched her. Beth flipped the door switch and entered her house as the garage door slowly came down.
**********
"Mi wah fuck again."
"I'm kind of tired," responded Beth. Droplets of water still glistened on her skin and her hair was still wet.
"Mi wah fuck again." Gus grabbed her shoulders and pushed her down. Titus was sitting in a desk chair, watching. His cock dangled down over the edge.
Beth fell to her knees. His cock looked spent. She lifted the floppy cock and licked around the tip peeping out of the black foreskin. It swelled a little.
"Try talking dutty."
"Your black cock is so big," she said, licking around the head. "I can't wait for it to fuck my white pussy." Beth frowned, she wasn't just talking dirty. She was being truthful. She squeezed the floppy shaft, shaking it and pulling, letting her hand stroke it. It expanded some more. "I want your black seed inside me, Papa Gus," she begged. That helped. His cock was still bendable, but it was almost there.
"Wo has de biggest cock?"
"You do, Papa Gus. You have de biggest cock in duh... in the world." She found herself copying his accent. She also found her hand stroking a fully hard thirteen-inch coal black cock.
"Bigga den iz?"
Beth winced but kept jerking it. She'd forgotten Titus was watching. "They're remarkably similar."
"Tell de truth!"
"You're both the same size," panted Beth, she was becoming really aroused, holding Gus' cock. She kissed the tip. "But I think your testicles are bigger and you cum harder, more powerfully." She started sucking on the head, uncontrollably even though her stomach couldn't handle another load of semen.
"Yes mo powerful," said Gus, satisfied. He stepped back and sat on the bed.
Beth glanced at Titus, to see his cock had grown while watching and was sticking out between his legs. She walked on her knees to Gus and started sucking him.
"Nug mi wah fuck yuh again."
"You've been here 26 years and you haven't lost that accent?" asked Titus.
Beth stood and straddled Gus' legs. The Jamaican snorted over at the younger black man. "Wah should mi change to suit de white man's country?" He looked back as Beth guided his cock between her legs and sat down. His attention was on her now.
She stared into his eyes again as she rode him. They were as coal black as his cock. They made her want to obey him, to serve him. She wondered if he were some sort of voodoo man. It was easier to accept that he had magic powers then to accept the fact that it might be the natural state of things for a woman to want to submit to such a man. She broke eye contact when she threw her head back in a strong orgasm. He kissed her nipples, moving back and forth between them, the long tongue twirling around each hard nub.
Gus pulled her down, still sucking on her nipples. His hands slid down her back, spreading her ass cheeks open. Titus stood up. Oh god, she thought. They both going to fuck me again! Titus grabbed some hand cream off her nightstand and started coating his huge cock. He moved behind her and soon her sphincter was stretching open for the probing cock head.
The fucking and the orgasms were as intense as the first time they doubled up on her. One giant orgasm knocked her out and she went limp. They held her in the "like an Oreo" position doing all the work until the four huge balls emptied their contents inside her.
Titus lifted her up off Gus' cock and carried her to the shower. Gus stood and walked to the bureau to retrieve his phone and turn off the video. He checked it first. It was a good one. Gus followed them into the bathroom and peed while Titus tried to clean Beth as best he could. The shower helped wake her up a little, but she clung to him as she was still weak.
Titus held her steady, but she walked on her own back into the room. Gus was under the sheets curled up in what she assumed was one of the only dry spots on the bed. He raised the sheet up. "Cum jine mi," he told her before looking at Titus. "Yuh guh sleep inna fi yuh room."
Titus grunted and stomped off. Beth was exhausted and could hardly think straight. It was almost as if orgasms made you dumber, but she had a sneaky suspicion of what their pool bet might have been. She climbed into bed and snuggled backward into Gus. Her hip in a wet spot. He pressed his crotch against her ass and she was immediately asleep.
At some point during the night, she felt his hard cock poking her ass. She didn't move for fear of waking him, but he was already awake. Before she could fall back to sleep, Gus was turning her on all fours. Beth was half asleep as he fucked her. Her head was down on her arms resting on the pillow. Her ass was up in the air. Gus just grabbed her hips, fucking her slow and steady for she didn't know how long. She moaned. The crowd cheered. She grabbed the pole, clinging to it while the Jamaican fucked her. More bills were tossed onto the stage. She came and was back on the bed, her pussy quivering around the thrusting cock. Lulu bent down watching her. "You know how to work a pole," she said. The other strippers agreed as they watched the black man fuck her. Spider-woman slowly lowered herself upside down on a web strand. She raised a camera and snapped a picture. Beth came.
Gus was fucking her from behind on the pool table. The lovers were smaller than the balls. A game was going on around them, but none of the balls came near. A Godzilla-sized Titus looked down at the table, his stick striking a ball nearby. She came. Beth groaned, resting her head on the blanket, pushing down into the sand. Gus sped up. Frank sat nearby in a chair, his wife Joan jerking him off while they watched her get fucked. They were surrounded by people she knew, David, Esteban, Butch. The men were all jerking off. Even Ms. Dykstra was there, nude, fingering herself watching her former student getting fucked. The crowd grew. All the men she'd lap danced for, her manager and customers from the diner, the two black men she'd danced with at the club on New Years, the man that had pierced her navel, the black men she'd watched on the videos with Ashley, even the black bulls from the bulletin board. All the white men were gone. There were only dozens of black men, jerking off, watching her, their cocks growing bigger and bigger, bigger than Gus'. All the cocks were giants now. Abruptly, the exploded in unison. A tidal wave of white swept over her. She came hard as the cock flooded her womb yet again. Gus slowly pumping his cock into her to make sure his balls were drained.
The Jamaican rolled off her. He collapsed back on the bed and was snoring minutes later. Beth slept, staying in that position until the morning.
**********
Beth awoke. She couldn't move. It felt like her thighs were glued together. Her upper legs were caked with dried semen and she had a film of it on her crotch. She pulled her legs apart. Beth struggled off the bed. Gus was still sleeping, quite snuggly in his comfy dry spot. She stumbled to the bathroom and took her morning shower.
The soap and shampoo had her feeling clean and refreshed, but she was still tired and sore. She wrapped her voluptuous body in a towel and walked back into the bedroom. Titus was standing there, his erection sticking straight out. Gus was on his back, his cock tenting out the sheet. "NO!" she pleaded, looking in horror at the two cocks as Gus got off the bed and both men approached her. "No more. Please?"
Titus grabbed her shoulders and led her to the bed. He pushed her down, to her knees, not on the bed. She dutifully began sucking his cock, but he pushed her head back. Gus stood on the other side. He had her hand cream and covered his cock like he was squirting mustard along a foot-long hot dog. He tossed the bottle to Titus who squirted a line down his cock. "Jerk us off," said Titus.
Beth was relieved as she grabbed their cocks, rubbing the cream into the shafts so her hand could glide easily along their hard rods. "Smile Beth," said Titus.
"Tell wi yuh luv black cocks."
"I love black cocks," she said, jerking them off. She looked back and forth at the two men. "Spray your black seed all over me."
"Luk pon de camera while yuh jerk wi off."
Beth smiled staring at the lens on the phone leaning down at her from her dresser. "I love black coc.." She paused. "You promised you wouldn't film us," she complained.
"That's Gus' camera. Mine's over there," said Titus. "Capturing from a different angle." She glanced on it. "Hey, you broke the deal when you sucked him off at the club."
Beth scowled, looking at the two smartphones filming her. "I love black cock," she told them. "I love real men and their huge nigger cocks. Cum all over me," she said, feeling herself becoming aroused. She was right-handed, and the extra strength got Gus off first. His cock jerked in her hand, cumming on her face. She opened her mouth, catching some on her tongue before bending it down, cum splattering her right breast. The cock in her left hand exploded, the first blast covering the back of her head. She turned to face Titus, catching a blast in her face before her lips clamped down around the spurting head. She gulped his seed down. She wouldn't need breakfast that morning. She was still jerking Gus off, but he moved slowly towards her front so that he could cover the front of both breasts. "Hmm, so much cum for me," she moaned, releasing both cocks. She cupped her breasts, rubbing Gus' cum into her nipples.
"You're getting good at this," said Titus, approvingly.
"Yes, ah natural," added Gus.
Titus walked over to his phone and stopped it. "Anyway, the club asked me to come in and work a day shift."
"I thought you were done? I wanted to spend as much time with you as possible. David's home tonight." Her husband wouldn't be leaving again until after Titus left.
"A little bit of extra money," he shrugged.
"Fine. I've got a lot of cleaning to do anyway." Beth stood up, licking the sperm off her lips and returned to her bathroom for another shower. She came out, hearing Titus' motorcycle roar off. Gus was in the hallway shower. She pulled a panty on, but nothing else. Beth stripped the bed, carrying the blankets and sheets downstairs to the laundry. After putting the first load in, she came out. Gus was in the kitchen making toast. He was still nude. She ignored him and went to get some cleaning supplies. She'd start by cleaning the pool table's felt.
Beth spent nearly an hour in the garage setting things to rights. She walked to the house. Gus was sitting in her husband's chair watching TV. "You need to go soon," she told him. "My husband's coming home soon."
"Fine gyal."
Beth stared at him a moment. She shook her head and returned to the laundry, throwing the first load into the dryer and adding a second to the washer. It was close to lunch and she was hungry. Gus was now laying down on the couch, napping. She walked into her kitchen and removed another salad from the refrigerator. She unwrapped it and started eating while walking out into the living room. Not using dressing cut down on calories, but this salad was missing something. She glanced at the hooded cock laying across Gus' thigh and stared at it while she finished her salad.
Beth walked over and shook Gus awake "Ah wah gyal?"
"I'm going to take a nap. You need to go soon. Understand?"
The Jamaican nodded and closed his eyes.
Beth climbed the stairs. Her bed was still stripped so she took Titus' room. She smiled. It smelled like him, like his cum. Crusty tissues filled his trash can. She laid down on the bed, on her back and closed her eyes.
Beth whimpered, spreading her legs for Mr. Wiggles. He was moving around her labia, worming his way between her folds. The nap had been exactly what she'd needed to revive her. She felt completely refreshed, her sleep deep and dreamless up until now when Mr. Wiggles appeared and went straight to work trying to get in her pussy. He was quickly removing her sexual exhaustion and bringing her back up to a state of sexual need. Beth spread her legs further open and wrapped them around his back. She was starting to raise her hips up into Mr. Wiggles trying to get him to go deeper.
"Yesss," she moaned, slowly opening her eyes to meet her new friend. She was still groggy as she looked down at her crotch confused by what she was seeing. Her pubic hair had sprouted up into a literal bush spreading out like a fern with curled up black and gray leaves. The hairy bush moved, a forehead appearing under the dreadlocks, and Gus' black eyes met hers as his tongue worked its way in and out of her vagina.
Damn! She knew his tongue would be good. The tongue felt bigger than her husband's penis and it had better moves. She found herself on the brink of an orgasm when it wiggled deep, but before she could cum, he pulled back, the tongue flattening as it licked up and down the outside of her pussy lips. It swept over her distended clit before sliding down under her pussy. It moved back some more and now just the tip was wiggling upwards just between her folds, lapping over her clit and even curling around it. Beth moaned in frustration humping up into the tongue trying to get it back inside her. Instead, it slid back down under her pussy, the tip now probed at her ass. Disgusting, but not unpleasant as it pushed against her sphincter. It moved back up, this time shooting back into her pussy, squirming at it thrust in and back like a miniature penis. This time it didn't stop until she came all over it, the thrusts changing to little laps as he drank in her cum.
Beth gasped for air as her hips lowered back down to the mattress. The tongue was now licking up the sides of her pubic mound. It moved over the slight bulge under her stomach, pushing the chain and the Q-spade aside so that it could push into her belly button. Beth gasped, sucking in her stomach. She was starting to raise her hips again as Gus' body loomed up over her. The tongue moved up her ribs and up over the significant mouth of her left breast. Her nipples were already hard, but as his tongue curled around her nipple, flicking at it, her areola swelled, pushing out from her breast.



The mouth closed in on her breast, sucking her nipple between his lips. Beth could now feel the head of his cock sliding up between her thighs. Gus kissed over to her right breast before letting his tongue slide out to do the same thing to her right nipple. He sucked it deep too, gently biting it with his teeth. He kissed up her breast, the tip of his cock now pressing into her folds, forcing them apart. Beth trembled as the massive head of his cock pushed inside.
Gus slid up and over her body, kissing along her shoulder and up her neck. He slowly moved his hips, fucking her with most of his cock, Beth raising up into each thrust. "Fuck me," she whispered into his ear.
Gus came up her neck just under her chin, turning slightly so that their lips could meet. His amazing tongue now fought with her own. Beth's body trembled and then started shaking, and it became an earthquake as she came hard all over his cock.
He pulled his tongue back, kissing her lips, still slowly fucking her. As she came to her senses, slowly smiling, she opened her eyes. His black eyes were staring down piercing her soul dominating her with a look. "Tell mi yuh luv mi," he said.
Beth shook her head but couldn't break eyes contact. Gus buried his cock, holding it still. He made it flex eliciting a loud moan from her as her body humped up into his crotch repeatedly. He slowly moved back, inch after inch. The flare cleared her pussy and just the very tip was inside her. She humped into it even more frantically.
"Tell mi yuh luv mi."
Beth looked up into his eyes, raising her head so that they were closer. She was panting now. "I love you," she said, softly. His cock thrust forwards and she squealed with delight. "I love you," she moaned, her arms wrapping around his neck. His thrusts were faster now. "I love you. I love your big cock. I love fucking you." She clung so tightly to him, her entire body lifted off the bed. "Fuck me! Fuck me forever, my love!"
"Mi wish mi could fuck yuh foreva."
"Anything. I'll do anything for your cock. Please. Fuck me."
"Here it comes, gyal."
"Give me all your seed, Papa Gus!"
Gus thrust deep, holding his cock still as the first of a dozen shot glasses worth of cum spurted out into her womb. Beth thought she came with each burst of semen or maybe it was just one long orgasm with a dozen powerful quakes. Her arm weakened, and she fell on the bed, bending his cock until it sprang free, spurting a jet of semen across her body from her pubes to her chin.
"Thank you! Thank you!" she whimpered, getting enough strength to lift her head up and kiss his chest.
Gus lowered himself down over her, kissing her again and she kissed him back aggressively. Finally, he rolled over on his side, caressing her breasts. Beth smiled wondering what Gus was like when he was younger. For the love of god, if he was the masculine and virile pushing sixty years old, what would he have been capable of when he was Titus' age?
"Glad mi won dat bet," he groaned, stretching.
"What bet?"
"De pool bet. Ef mi won, Titus was to leave mi alone wid yuh aal day. Him didn't really affi work tideh."
Beth snuggled into him. "I'm glad you won too, she reached over caressing his cock just like he was rubbing her breasts. "What would Titus have won?"
"Fi mi bike. It's ah 1977 Harley Davidson XLCR, mostly original an wut maybe $25,000."
His cock was swelling under her caresses which turned to strokes as she squeezed it. My husband will be home soon. Do you think you got one more load for me?"
"Yuh know it gyal."
"You need to hurry," she said, jerking off his hard cock.
"Roll ova!" Gus positioned her on all fours and stood beside the bed, pulling her ass back to the edge. He pressed his cock back down against her sperm covered pussy and pushed in.
"Oh god, I love your cock so much," she cried as he began to fuck her. This was different than last night, laying on her head with her ass up. On all fours, she was an active participant, fucking him back as hard as he was giving it to her. "I love it. I love you. This will always be your pussy, Papa Gus," she moaned, cumming again. "Anytime you want it." This was dirtier raw fucking, but the emotional connection was just as strong as when he'd taken her earlier. She did love him every bit as much as she loved her Titus... as she loved her husband. Her final orgasm was so intense, she sprayed his crotch with a mixture of their fluids as his cock pumped its second load into her womb.
Afterward, they took a quick shower together, washing off each other's bodies and Gus even somewhat romantically shampooed her hair. The Jamaican gathered his things. Beth slipped into her bikini and followed him downstairs. "Sorry, you have to go," she apologized.
Gus shrugged, storing some things in his motorcycle. "I've gat somewhere else to tay." He turned his bike around.
Beth hit the switch and the garage door started rising. Gus stood by his bike as the door slowly moved up. "Will I see you again?" she asked. Frank was trimming his hedges across the street. He looked up as the garage door opened.
"Maybe soona den yuh tink."
"Good," she said, turning to face him. "Da soona de betta." She smiled, and he laughed. Frank was downright staring at her. Whether it was because she was displaying so much of her body in the bikini or because of the giant dreadlocked Jamaican, she didn't care. "Titus is leaving in three days and after that, I'm going to be very lonely."
"Luk pun yuh, gyal," he laughed. "You neva fi guh be lonely."
Beth raised herself up on her toes, threw her arms around his neck and kissed him goodbye. His cock swelled where it pressed against her stomach. She sat back down on her feet, reaching down to squeeze his cock through his pants. "Come here," she said, pulling him by his bulge, deeper into the garage where they were out of sight of her neighbors' prying eyes. Beth fell to her knees, fumbling with his pants. "I want to taste you one more time," she told him, looking up into his dark eyes. She pulled his cock out and began sucking it. He hardened quickly in her mouth. She sucked deep and hard, pausing to kiss and lick around the head. "What do you call this big thing?" she inquired.
"Dominus," he grunted. "Latin for master. First among men." He grabbed her head, guiding her lips back around his pole.
Beth got "Dominus" off in record time, swallowing his load about fifteen minutes in. She swallowed every drop of his seed not caring that he might leave her belly bloated with semen. She jerked out the last few drops of cum onto her tongue. She stayed on her knees, wanting to cry as he put his big beautiful black cock away perhaps for the last time.
She stood, holding her stomach. It was full, but not too full. Maybe those over-productive testicles had finally started to slow down after cumming so many times since Temptations? Was that only yesterday? It felt like a week ago. She followed Gus back to the garage exit. She wanted to kiss him again, but he scrunched up his face and pulled back. He smacked her ass instead, started his bike and roared off down the street.
This time a tear really did fall down her cheek.
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Chapter 9: Thar she blows!
Beth's mouth still tasted like Gus' cum when David got home. He kissed her, too polite to say anything about her breath, but she noticed his nose crinkle slightly. He stepped back, looking her up and down. She was back in the sweat shorts and tank top she'd worn watching a movie with him and was braless again. "I haven't had lunch, mind if I have a bowl of cereal before we go out to dinner?"
"Sure," said Beth, reaching up for the cereal on top of the refrigerator. She felt her top rise above her nipples, glancing at David. Her husband had a little smirk, staring at her breasts. She came down off her tiptoes, the top falling, but catching on her nipples. She gave her husband a stern yet playful stare as she handed him the raisin bran before pulling her top back down. "Anything else?"
"Only my lovely wife upstairs and in bed."
"Tonight." She lowered her hand so that it covered her belly button. "I had a protein shake for lunch and still feel full. Besides, I washed the sheets and haven't made the bed yet."
David beamed at the thought of sleeping in his own bed, freshly washed beside his stunning wife. "Well I can't wait," he told her. "You look so beautiful. It's not just the sexy outfit. You're glowing. The tan looks good on you too." He'd never seen Beth so happy and cheerful either. Her resting bitch face seemed like it was gone forever.
"Just happy to have my husband home for a night."
"Not just one night, three days and I can work from home. I'll even be here for Valentine's day."
Beth struggled to keep smiling. "That's... great, honey." When would she get any time alone with Titus?
"It is great, but I have some good news and bad news. Mom wants us over to dinner on the thirteenth. She wants to cook Titus a going away meal before he heads off West."
Beth rolled her eyes. She and Mary didn't get along that well. They'd never connected. Beth considered her mother-in-law to be an embarrassment to feminism. She had rather loose morals and dressed like she was in her twenties and not a 53-year-old middle aged woman. She did have the figure for it, trim with great skin, and full breasts. David was even a little embarrassed by his mother's outfits. She never wanted for male companionship and had several older black gentlemen that she dated. David never stopped by her house without calling first, not wanting to run into one of them. Beth lost all respect for her when she brought a black man as her date to their wedding. Not just any black man either, Jean Baptiste had been a Haitian refugee. Now he owned a construction company and had thrived in the South Florida construction boom over the last three decades. Beth found herself trembling a little when he took her hand and leaned in to kiss her cheek, congratulating her on her nuptials. He'd held her hand a little too long, staring into her eyes. They'd also danced, and Beth found herself remembering the hard tube that kept pressing into her stomach whenever he pulled her a little too close during their dance. At that time, she didn't believe something so big could have been his penis. She assumed he'd had something in his pocket. She hadn't cared for Mary from that day on. David's mom wasn't a bad person, but between her sexy outfits and proclivity for black men, they just didn't have anything in common. Beth frowned. "What's the good news?"
"I already told you. It's Titus' going away meal. Hopefully, he'll be out of our lives for good and we'll have our home all to ourselves."
"Aren't you going to have your cereal?"
"On second thought, let's just go have an early dinner." He handed her the cereal box, grinning as her boobs popped out when she reached up to place it back on top the refrigerator. "I'm going to go shower and get changed."
"I'm going to empty the dishwasher and then I'll get changed."
"Just wear what you have on now. We'll just go to Mama Maria's for pizza and beer. Nothing fancy."
"I can't wear this to dinner," said Beth, shaking her head at her husband.
"Why not? I dare ya." David started flapping his arms. "Chicken! Buc buc buc buc buc." He flapped his arms as he turned and raced up the stairs.
Titus got home while David was upstairs. Beth heard him come in. She stood up from the dishwasher, his big strong arms wrapping around her from behind, hands sliding up under her shirt to squeeze her breasts. He bent down to kiss her neck. "David's home," she whispered.
"I saw," said Titus, his fingers pinching and tugging her nipples. She pushed her ass up and back into his swelling erection. "How long?"
"Until after you leave." Beth was suddenly overwhelmed with sadness. "I need you."
"Sneak out tonight and we'll fuck in the garage or outside or something. Just wake me. We'll get together whenever we can."
"Okay." She turned up into him and they kissed, breaking it off when they heard David coming downstairs.
"No sex with him until I leave and no blow jobs either," whispered Titus, stepping back
Beth nodded, turning away, opening the refrigerator. She grabbed a beer and handed it over to Titus just as David entered the kitchen.
"Beth!" David raised his eyes at her. She frowned. He pointed at his chest, frantically.
"He's trying to tell you that your nipples are hard," said Titus, opening his beer.
"Oh!" she exclaimed, looking down. Her nipples were so swollen and pointy, they'd stretched the top out lifting it so that the bottoms of her breasts were exposed. The top was also hugging her nipples so that the entire outline was visible. "Got a dose of cold from the freezer," she explained.
Titus grinned. "Well guys, have a nice dinner. I'll just have some cereal. Beth, can you hand me the box?"
"Sure." She turned back, rising on her toes. She started reaching for the box.
"BETH!" David came up to them as she went back down on her heels. "I got it," said David, reaching up for the cereal.
"Oh!" Beth turned on Titus. "Asshole," she said, halfheartedly punching him in the arm. Titus laughed.
"Let's get going," said David.
"Alright," she said, squeezing out between the two men. She faced her husband but raised her ass to scrape against his brother-in-law's bulge as she passed. "I'm ready."
"Aren't you going to change?"
"Nope. I'm good."
"You're going out like that?"
"You dared me. Who's the chicken now?"
He pointed a finger down at her nipples, making little circular motions. "But?"
"They'll go down." Beth flapped her arms, racing to the front door. "Who is chicken now? Buc buc buc."
The next two hours at Mama Maria's was the proudest of David's life. Beth's nipples did go down, but only a little. He areola flattened back into her breasts, but the nibs stayed hard. As fate would have it, a lot of his friends were eating out that night. Peter and Dean, two fellow tax accountants, formerly coworkers and now subordinates since he'd gotten promoted were there with their wives sharing a pizza. They were both nerdy, average guys as was David, but Peter and Dean had average looking wives. All four had met Beth, but none had any idea what she'd been hiding under her bulky dresses. The two men stared at her in awe. The two women stared in disgust, looking from Beth to their husbands. They hadn't cared for her to begin with, now they hated her.
Jim from the gym was there with some other over muscled oafs. He was half black like Titus but favored his white parent more with almost albino like white skin, but African features. He had the short curly hair of a black man, but the pigment was off in his hair making it light reddish brown. Beth thought he was hideous, but he was very popular among the ladies. He'd been their personal trainer for a while, but he yelled to motivate David, calling him a weakling girly man. David told her if he wanted that abuse, he'd have joined the army. David dropped out. Beth had just started going back but had only been a few times and hadn't run into Jim. He hadn't seen her wearing anything other than bulky sweats from when she'd gone with David. Jim shook her hand, checking her out appreciatively and she felt her areolas puffing out again under his piercing gaze. Her pussy quivered when she touched him. He complimented her physique and had her bend forwards touching her toes while he pulled her ass back into his bulging crotch. Her pussy immediately started drooling as the swelling cock pushed into it. She didn't want to pull away, but her top was ready to fall over her bosom and expose her breasts at any moment. He pointed out some areas that he could tone up on her body. Jim offered some one on one time with her, warning her that it would be a long and hard work out that would leave her exhausted, but well satisfied. She politely told him that she preferred working out alone. He left, slapping David on the back hard enough her husband stumbled, telling David to come back to the gym again so they could start working that paunch off.
Sam and Jack, two of David's clients were having dinner. They owned a small business and seemed stunned to meet their accountant's wife. Beth watched them checking her out from the corner of her eye. Jack's eyes roamed from her breasts to her piercing, staring at it a moment. He nudged Sam, whispering something to him and the two started laughing while staring at her husband.
Lastly, Frank and Joan were there having pasta. Joan met Beth's eyes, a look of disgust crossing her face. Frank stared lustfully at Beth's figure. They argued about something for a bit before leaving.
David beamed at all the attention his wife was getting. She was better looking than all their wives, the hottest woman in the restaurant. Sam and Jack bought their dinner as well as another pitcher of beer as congratulations on David's promotion. After eating, the two men came over watching David and Beth play pool, joining them for the next game. Peter and Dean came over to watch, leaving their wives chatting angrily. All four men were watching Beth while David watched them watch her. The four sat in chairs along the wall while Beth leaned over for a shot. She sank the ball, smiling and walking around to the other side, now facing her admirers. Sam and Dean's mouths were hanging open. Peter looked shocked while Jack was wiping the sweat off his brown. She leaned down for another shot, feeling her top hang open under her breasts. She must have flashed all four of them! Now she was flashing the entire restaurant. Beth missed and stood back up. She turned, noticing a lot of male eyes glance quickly away from her. She pictured herself climbing up on the pool table and dancing nude before all these lesser men. She was once again, the goddess that these men worshipped, her areola returning to their engorged state under their gaze. The next few times she had to make a shot, she took her time and let them stare.
David put his hand on her knee, moving it up her thigh while they drove home. "You were so hot tonight," he said, smiling proudly. He moved his hand up to her inner thigh.
"Down boy," she said, lifting his hand up. "Look, I'll dress as sexy as you want, but next time I'm wearing a bra. I think I flashed everyone while playing pool."
"Oh!" exclaimed David. "Yeah, that's a bit much. Well, they can look, but I'm the only one that gets to touch." He put his hand back on her knee.
"Sorry to break this to you, I'm having some female issues."
"Oh," he said again, looking crestfallen and withdrawing his hand.
At home, the couple headed upstairs. Titus wasn't home and was probably working a shift at the club. Beth was a little drunk and the alcohol along with the inadvertent flashing she'd done at the pizza place had made her horny. She was also sleepy but wanted to stay up until Titus got home so they could sneak outside or downstairs to fuck.
Beth and David stripped on either side of the bed. Though not much physically, he'd never had qualms about being nude around Beth. He walked nude to the bathroom and when he returned, Beth was rubbing lotion into her breasts making them shine and her nipples stick out. She glanced over at him. He was just staring stupidly at her breasts. Her eyes moved down to see his little hot dog sized penis sticking out from under the slight paunch. "Maybe you could...?"
Beth crinkled her nose. "Sorry honey," she apologized. "I gave it a try just because I know you enjoy it so much but putting your penis in my mouth really betrays my feminist ideals."
"Oh," he said, looking thoroughly dejected. He slumped forwards and headed for bed.
"Wait," she said. He was pathetic, but she felt sorry for him. Beth's hand was still slick with lotion. She walked towards him and pushed him back on the bed. He fell backward, legs hanging over. "I'll beat you off," she said, kneeling between his legs. Her hand wrapped around his little penis. She could hold almost the entire shaft, with just the crown sticking out. Beth jerked it a couple of times, but David's little penis withered in her hand. "What's wrong?" she asked, staring at the limp prick.
David looked embarrassed like he didn't want to explain, but she just stared up at him. "I just can't stop picturing you holding my brother's thing in your hand.
Not it was Beth's turn to say, "Oh." She released his penis, still, it's five inches, but floppy.
"That thing's a freak of nature. I mean how do women even take that thing. I fill you up real good and his thing is almost twice as big as mine."
No, you don't and it's a lot more than twice as big as yours, dear, she thought. "It is hard to believe, yet Ashley and Helen both seemed to love it."
"I know, right? They were like addicts."
Beth inched forwards and bent down, kissing the base of his penis just above his little grape balls. She licked up his penis, feeling it swell again. When she got to the crown, she sucked it in her mouth. It quickly turned hard as she bobbed her head a couple of times.
"Uh, Beth? Um, I thought you didn't want to do that anymore?"
"I'm not," she replied, arching her back. "Just getting it hard so I can do this." Beth lifted her breasts up and squeezed them around his prick. They were still oily from the lotion. She hefted and lowered them around his penis. "Didn't one of those sluts in your porns do this?"
David just nodded. His was looking down at her in awe. Her nipples were sticking out between her fingers as she titty fucked him. His penis had completely disappeared trapped between her prodigious breasts. It didn't take long for the semen to well up in his balls. "Unnnhhh!" he cried out, somewhere between a grunt and a whimper. Beth slowed down, bobbing her breasts only a few more times before she pulled them all the way up. His spent penis plopped down on his crotch, now just a withered two-inch worm. "Thanks," he muttered, falling back on the bed.
Beth pushed herself up off his knees and walked to the bathroom. It only took a couple pieces of toilet paper to clean the several drops of cum between her breasts. It was almost no mess at all. She brushed her teeth and washed her face. David had slid up under the covers and was already asleep. Beth stared at the drawer where she'd hid the black dildo, but she wanted the real thing. She slipped into bed, determined to stay up until Titus got home, but she was asleep within minutes.
Titus didn't get home until David and Beth were eating breakfast. Beth glared at him suspiciously. "Late night?" asked David.
"Normal," grunted the black man. He looked tired. "But when we closed, everyone stayed for a shift beer which turned into a going away party for me. We all went clubbing along South beach until dawn." He yawned. "I need sleep." He didn't even wait for breakfast. Titus just climbed the stairs to his room.
"And what would you like to do today?" David asked his wife.
Follow your brother upstairs, she thought. "I don't know," she replied.
"Let's go to the zoo."
"The zoo?" Beth sneered. "Don't you have work to do?"
"I'll get it done." He held his hands up in surrender. David looked at her sadly.
Beth calmed herself. She forced a smile and reached out to pat his hand. "I'd love to spend the day with you."
He perked up. "Let me go get changed then." He put his cereal bowl in the sink and headed for the stairs.
Beth waited for the footsteps to die off before pulling her phone out of her pocket. She went to Titus folder, gasping at the new video clips he'd posted. Beth was kneeling, jerking both Titus and Gus off. Staring at both their giant cocks did nothing to quell the growing need in her pussy. She quickly put the phone away when David came back downstairs. "Ready?" he asked.
"Let's go," she replied, standing, a genuine smile brightening her face. She was dying to get fucked by a real man, but something else had made her happy. The only new videos Titus had posted were of her. He'd kept his promise not to fuck any of his bimbo whores.
Beth wore tight jeans and a spaghetti strap halter. The day was colder than normal, so David wore jeans and a hoodie. They held hands as they strolled the zoo. "It's been forever since we've visited," said David happily.
She squeezed his hand as an answer. She'd come here with Titus on one of their excursions, holding hands with the giant black man. It wasn't that she didn't want to be here with her husband, it was simply that his half-brother was more fun. David would read a plaque and point out facts he found interesting about the species while Titus would make jokes and laugh. His comments while watching a monkey masturbate had her giggling. As they approached a zebra, she speculated whether they were white with black stripes or black with white stripes. Titus directed her to the enormous dark phallus extending out from one male and whispered in her ear, "Clearly black with white stripes."
"Want to go out for dinner again?" he asked as they headed home.
Beth was feeling increasingly irritated. "Maybe later. I think I'll hit the gym first." Working out always helped relieve some of her frustrations.
"I'll go with you and we can go eat right after."
"Sure," she replied, looking over at him and raising an eyebrow.
David shrugged, taking their exit off I-95. "I could use a workout."
The arrived home. Titus was out. David pulled his old gym clothes and bag out of the closet. Beth changed at home, wiggling into her yoga pants and sports halter. She put today's clothes into a bag to change into after her workout.
The gym always had a steady crowd and was open 24 hours. The receptionist was still on duty. David's membership card had expired. If they'd arrived an hour later, she could have just swiped hers and let him in with her. David had no interest in renewing his membership. "Why don't you go ahead and workout? I'll wait in the car."
"You sure?" she asked. "I'm usually about forty minutes."
"Take your time. I have my laptop and I can get some work done."
"Okay honey," she said, kissing him on the cheek. She swiped her card and headed for the exercise bikes. Every male eye immediately checked her out. She smiled and nodded at some. They were fit good-looking men, but none of them were real men.
Beth mounted a bike and started peddling. It was an advanced machine that showed a screen. She selected a mountain road. She loved the mountains and the views. Miami had its own views, but the land was as flat as a level. Beth started peddling, watching the screen.
"Well, hello there gorgeous," said a deep voice.
Beth was peddling harder to get up a sloped road. She glanced over, trying not to make a face at the ugly man looming over her. "Hi Jim," she said, looking back at the road.
"Need a trainer?"
"No thanks, I'm happy doing my own thing." She leaned left as the trail curved.
He reached out and touched her shoulder. "You sure? I'd love to put you through some stretching exercises."



She turned her head to tell him to fuck off but froze when she made eye contact. His eyes weren't dark and piercing, they were an icy blue, but they had the same way of stripping away her reluctance with promises of what he could do to her. "No, I'm not sure," she said, feeling her pussy lubricating. Jim was just so fucking ugly. His pale eyes staring at her above a flat Negroid nose even bigger than Titus' nose. Jim's broad lips were pale too, slightly whiter than the rest of his skin. His hair was reddish and pale brown. His white mother must have been a redhead, for he also had the freckles of a fair-skinned redhead. His nose and upper cheeks were dotted with brown spots. She wasn't thinking about his ugly face, she was thinking about the giant cock he'd been pressing into her ass while having her touch her toes in the restaurant. "Maybe. My husband's waiting for me in the car."
"He can wait. I'm going to give you a workout that will make you forget about Mr. Shorthose." Jim stepped back and held his hand out for her.
Beth gulped and took the hand. He helped her off the bike. She stooped and grabbed her gym bag while he led her towards the yoga room. Her areola rising off her breasts as they walked. It was private and empty, and it had a lock on the door. Jim locked it and turned around, grinning cockily. He was wearing a white tee that nearly blended in with his skin with just his gold name tag standing out on it. It read, James Mobly, certified trainer. Jim lifted it off over his head. Her eyes lowered to take in his muscles. Jim's chest was as muscular as Titus, maybe even more defined as Jim was a body sculptor. His chest was the same chalky white as his face with more brown freckles dotting his chest. His nipples were a flat colorless pastel, blending into his chest. He smirked at her every bit as cockily as Titus looked at her. It was hard to think of Jim as an Uberman like Titus, but he had the same arrogant attitude. "I knew you'd be here tonight."
"You did?" she asked, watching him lower his hands to the waistband on his sweat pants. They were blue with an orange Florida down one leg and Gators written in white under Florida.
"I knew you wouldn't be able to resist this when I pushed it into your ass last night." He pushed his sweats down, slowly teasing her. His pubic hair was the same curly ugly blend of red and brown that was on his head. The pale root of his shaft appeared, followed by inch after inch, here and there dotted with a black freckle. Jim liked showing it to women. It was already swelling, rising against his sweats as he pushed them down. He was staring at her watching her expression.
Beth's eyes were widening. Her mouth slowly falling open, her pulse quickening. It was still coming. It hadn't felt that big when he pushed it against her ass! The sweats cleared the head and his cock flew up bobbing before her eyes. "Jesus," she muttered. His smirk spread across his lips, but she didn't see it. Jim's cock was as ugly as he was, but it was a monster. It was nearly an inch longer than even Titus and a little thicker. As it bobbed, she caught a glimpse of his huge wrinkly white nut sack as well as the swollen blue veins crisscrossing the underside of the shaft. The head was knobby and larger than a golf ball. Lastly, his glans had a large swollen flare with two black freckles on it. They comically made it look like the huge cock had eyes staring at her, but she was too awed by the size of the thing to find it funny.
"Impressed?"
"God yes," she muttered.
Jim stepped forward, watching her closely. Beth stared at his pallid penis sticking out fourteen inches from its reddish-brown nest. She looked up when he reached out for the edges of her sports bra top. She raised her arms as he pulled it up over her head. "Dayumn!" he grunted, pale eyes widening as her breasts sprang free.
"Impressed?" Beth asked, raising an eyebrow.
"Fuck yeah," he said, his large hands reached out to caress them and tease her hard nipples. With her tan, Beth's skin was darker than his.
He leaned in, but Beth spun around out of his grasp. The thought of kissing those flat colorless lips disgusted her. Instead, she leaned forward and wiggled her ass at him. He spanked one cheek, then grabbed the hem of her yoga pants, pulling them out and down over her ass, taking her panty with it.
She stepped out and turned around again. Jim was turning his head like he wanted to kiss her again, but Beth fell to her knees. She reached out and felt his cock for the first time examining it. The pale chalky color was strange enough, but the crisscrossing blue veins made it look even weirder. Beth leaned forward, kissing the tip while looking up at him. She couldn't bring herself to kiss his lips but had no problem kissing his cock. "What do you call this thing?" she asked, jerking it with both hands.
"I liked Mobly Dick," he stated, staring down at her. "But Casper seems to have stuck."
The two freckles on the head did look like ghost eyes. "Is it a friendly ghost?" she asked, letting her tongue curl around the head while staring up into his pale eyes.
"The friendliest ghost you know."
Beth kissed it again. "And what..." She licked just under the head, up and over his urethra. She was quickly becoming enamored of his huge cock. She may have found Titus' replacement. "Do you want me to call it?"
"Dinner," said Jim Mobly, placing his hand on her head and pulling her forward.
Beth opened her mouth and took the tip in. He caressed her hair while she started bobbing along the end, sucking more and more down her throat. The added thickness strained her esophagus, but she kept going, moving faster, sucking more, loving this new monster cock. He may have been the ugliest man she'd ever seen, but Jim was a real man.
Jim was moaning. He had both hands on her head now, holding her tightly, but he wasn't forcing his cock down her mouth. He was letting her do her job. She'd probably surprised him with her ability to take his huge cock down her throat, but he wasn't complaining. Beth grabbed his ass, pulling him into her mouth. His cock throbbed, twitching. She bobbed faster, feeling his pubes brush her lips. His cock expanded to the point she feared she'd choke before she could pull back. A tremor rippled up his shaft causing the head to buck as his seed exploded down her throat. Beth gulped pulling back. The head bucked again as it cleared her uvula, sperm flowed out around the head of his cock, filling her mouth.
His seed was rich, thick, and delicious. Beth moaned as she gulped it down, her hands pumping the shaft for every drop. Her mouth filled repeatedly, slowing until the blasts only filled half her mouth. Beth sucked back, keeping her lips around just the tip while it shot several more discharges across her tongue.
"Damn girl, you can suck cock."
"Thank you," she said, kissing the tip again. She was stroking the shaft with both hands. It had gone floppy. "Do you have another load for me?" She sucked the head back into her mouth, licking around the soft crown.
Jim groaned. "Keep that up and I'll go all night." His cock reversed course, swelling back up to its original might.
Beth wanted his cock but didn't want to look at him while she took it. She kissed the swollen head again before sitting back on her legs and spinning around. She got on all fours and wiggled her ass at him. Jim took the hint and knelt behind her. She felt his hand on her ass cheek, his hard cock resting on the crack, sliding down, the head falling against her pussy lips. She gasped as it pushed forwards, feeling the added thickness of this new larger cock. Beth moaned as Jim began working his cock in and out deeper. She braced herself on the floor mats as he started working his cock harder into her. "Mmmm, fuck me," she groaned, pushing back into his cock.
Beth threw back her head, whimpering as the first orgasm hit her. She slowly opened her eyes, noticing that the walls of the room were mirrored, and she could clearly see exactly who was fucking her. His broad pasty torso rose above her head. His muscles were flexing as he pulled her hips back into his cock. Jim's fuck face made him look even uglier. His mouth was hanging open and his eyes were rolled up. Beth looked away and the other wall seeing herself on all fours getting fucked from behind by what appeared to be a ghost. "UNH! UH! UHHHHHH!" Her pussy erupted around his cock when he bottomed out inside her. It responded as it usually did with an alpha male by contracting inwards around the shaft trying to coax the seed from the two enormous testicles.
Jim from the gym held his cock inside her as she squirmed all around his shaft. He let her finish cumming before slowly pulling his cock out. "Get on top," he ordered. "I want to look at you."
Beth was weak and gasping for breath. She turned and crawled over his legs as he laid down. Looking at him was the last thing she wanted to do, but she slid up his crotch, letting her pussy glide up his shaft until she pushed it down around the head. Beth slid back into his cock letting it fill her up so that she could sit up a little. She looked down at Jim then closed her eyes as she started riding his shaft. "FFUCK!!" she cried in surprise, cumming when she felt one of her nipples sucked between his lips.
Beth fucked him harder. Her nipple pulled out each time she lifted herself up his shaft. "AAAHH!" She came again as his fingers pinched and pulled her other nipple. Her nipples sprang free as she tried to fuck him faster. Jim moved his hands down to her hips, helping her by bucking his cock up into her pussy each time she came down.
"Look at me," he ordered.
Beth opened her eyes, looking down at the pale black man as she fucked his fat cock as hard as she could. She stared at her hands resting on his white chest, slowly looking up into his clear eyes. She broke eye contact, her back arching, breasts thrust out as she creamed all over his big cock again. She slammed back down into the root, looking back down at him while she rested a moment and caught her breath. Her hands were on the hard six pack of his stomach. She slid her hands up his chest, feeling the hard ridges of his muscles. Her eyes moved from her hands back to his face taking in his thick flat lips, the broad nose with its large flaring nostrils, everything a ghostly pale. Finally, Beth met his eyes again. "Oh my god, you're so fucking hot," she growled, falling on him. Her lips pressed hard into his, her tongue sliding inside his mouth first. She moaned as she kissed her new lover, her moans growing louder as he started lifting his hips, fucking her again. "I love your cock," she whispered before sucking his lower lip between her teeth.
"It loves your fine pussy, gurl."
Beth kissed him again. He was tensing up as their tongue entangled. Jim from the gym bucked his hips, lifting her up into the air, her pussy slamming back down into the root of his cock just as the first geyser of hot cum exploded into her womb. Beth thought the other orgasms had been large, but they were nothing compared to the one his spurting cock triggered. Her pussy squeezed his shaft, contracting inwards to get every drop of his precious seed inside her. Beth fell on top of him, her face buried above his shoulder in the mat, their cheeks resting side by side. His cock kept cumming and so did she. She used what little strength she had to keep sliding her body back into his cock, still slowly fucking it until it had shot its final wad into her.
"That was amazing," she moaned, slowly lifting her head and kissing him again. This time with more affection and less tongue. She pulled back, staring him in the eyes and stroking his hair. "Your mother a redhead?"
His brow furrowed, and he looked perplexed before laughing. "No. My mama's as black as the ace of spades. So's my daddy."
Now she looked confused. "But I thought...?"
"I may be albino, but I'm also 100% nigger," he said, grinning proudly.
"Well Mobly Dick is certainly 100% nigger cock."
He laughed. "You gonna get on my workout schedule?"
"Sweet Jesus, yes!" she exclaimed. "Weekly, maybe bi-weekly. I'm as obsessed with the white whale as Ahab, himself." Beth grinned happily. Jim sure had the right tool to take care of her needs when Titus left in two days. The only problem was with David away, she'd grown used to having Titus' cock in her multiple times daily. She wasn't sure weekly or even bi-weekly would cut it. "David goes away a lot during tax season." She bent and kissed him again. "Maybe after we workout here, you could stop by my house for a longer more intense workout?"
"I do prefer beds for working out in, especially marital beds. Get up with me and I'll fit you in my schedule." He tapped her ass.
Beth moaned in disappointment, but she slowly raised her crotch up until his spent cock plopped out. She climbed off Jim just as the river of semen began pouring from her pussy. He rolled over and jumped to his feet. Jim tossed her a towel which she caught and shoved between her legs. Beth stared at his ass as he walked over to a door. He had a fit firm, sexy ass. Staring at the sexy man made her want him again.
"The benefit of fucking in the yoga room," he said, opening the door. "Is that it connects straight to the women's showers."
Beth grabbed her clothes and held the towel between her legs as she slipped into the woman's changing room. "Thank you for the workout, Mr. Mobly," she said, kissing him on the cheek.
"You're welcome, Mrs. Shorthose. You were an excellent workout partner." He spanked her ass as she slipped into the shower room.
**********
"Oh god David, I'm so sorry," Beth said, slipping into the passenger seat. "I got caught up in the physical activity and lost track of time."
"That's okay, dear." I barely noticed. I was busy double checking some client's returns. I got so much work done, we can spend most of the day together tomorrow."
"Great," she lied, wondering if she was going to get together with Titus one last time before her left.
"Beth?" David closed his laptop, looking at her seriously.
"What?"
"You look amazing."
"You saw me in this at the zoo today!"
"Not the outfit, well, yes, the outfit, but I'm talking about you. You look amazing. Your glowing and when you got into the car, you were beaming. You are so beautiful when you smile. Working out really agrees with you I guess."
"It sure does," she replied. "And I thank you for the compliment, good sir."
Beth was still smiling happily through dinner, as she munched on her salad. David cut into his steak. "You know," he said, pausing to chew a piece of steak. "The gym really agrees with you." Beth smiled. Yes, the Jim really agrees with me, she thought, taking a sip of her wine. David continued, "But you're in incredible shape." She frowned wondering where he was going with this. She needed the Jim. "What I'm saying is that you're as close to perfection as a woman gets."
"So, I can do the Jim?"
"Of course. Of course," said David, cutting some more chunks of steak. "Do the gym as much as you want. Especially if it makes you this happy. What I'm trying to say is that you're already fit, you certainly don't need to diet also." He nodded down towards her salad.
"Oh!" Beth smiled. "My fault really. I had a protein shake to start my workout. It's a good energy boost. I guess I didn't work off enough of it to build my appetite back up. I've been having a lot of protein shakes lately."
"Yeah, well, I saw the salads in the fridge but didn't see any energy drinks. Maybe I should try one of your protein shakes? I could use an energy boost."
Beth almost choked on a bite of her salad. "I don't think they'd be to your taste, honey. What's with the interrogation?" David looked a little embarrassed. "Tell me," she ordered.
"I'm worried about your breasts."
"My breasts?"
"You know hon, breasts are mostly fat and I'm quite fond of them as is."
"I'll do my best David, but I don't think you need to worry. I think they're mostly genetic. You've seen my mother and nana's were just as big."
David nodded satisfied and went back to his meal.
**********
David slipped into bed beside Beth. He leaned over and kissed her on the cheek. "What you reading?"
"Uh!" Beth paused, aiming her tablet away from her husband. "Nothing, just mindlessly surfing."
"Okay," he replied, leaning over and kissing her on the cheek. "Good night then."
"Good night."
He turned the light off, rolling on his side away from her. "Oh, honey?"
"Yes?"
"Do you think you'll be better by Valentine's Day? You know, down there?"
"I should be." Oops, she realized she hadn't gotten her husband a present yet. "Just give me another day and I should be fine."
"Great, we'll celebrate Titus leaving and the holiday."
Beth felt the sorrow growing in the pit of her stomach. In a matter of months, she'd gone from hating the big black man and wanting him out of her house to feeling tears welling up in her eyes at the thought of him leaving. She knew one thing, she wanted the full Titan one last time before he left. David was gently snoring now, and she would have snuck over to Titus' room, but he wasn't home. Again!
Beth looked back at her tablet. She'd discovered sex story websites. There were a lot about hung men and wives and many featured men like Titus. The one she'd been reading was about a faithful wife being seduced by her black boss on a business trip. She closed the page and went to Titus shared folder. There was nothing new. Not that she would have blamed him knowing how his balls needed to be emptied constantly. Surprised, he'd kept his promise, she turned off her tablet and went to sleep.
"Eat your breakfast, sweetie." Beth's mom turned around and set a bowl of milk on the table. Her makeup was running, and her eyes were red. Her boyfriend had just dumped her for her best friend and Beth's father had left her for his secretary a year before. She was in full, "I hate all men" mode, but she still couldn't seem to exist without one. Her mom was wearing a short robe, loosely tied around her waist. It looked like her big EE breasts might fall out at any minute.
Beth walked up to the table, looking down at herself. She was an adult with her 28-year-old body, but she was wearing pink "Hello Kitty" jammies sized for an 8 year old. Her adult breasts had lifted her shirt up exposing her belly and her navel piercing. The pants were stretched up her legs all the way to her knees. She sat down. Her bowl was full of only milk, no cereal. "Cereal mommy?"
Her mom smiled. She was humming R. Kelly's "Like an Oreo." She held up a small pack of Oreos and set it before Beth.
"Cookies for breakfast?" Beth took out the first cookie. They weren't round but were penis shaped, bigger than normal cookies. It looked like two black penises with a chalky white penis between them. Beth twisted off the top cookie, an uncircumcised black cock and dropped it in the milk. She brought the rest of the oreo up to her lips, throwing her head back, the white part sliding right into her mouth, turning into a thick pudding. She savored the semen taste on her tongue before gulping it down. Beth plopped the bottom circumcised black cock into her mouth and let it slide down her throat. Satisfied, she looked down into her bowl at the cock shaped cookie floating in the milk.
Beth walked along the top of the cock-ie. She was in her bikini now and holding a harpoon. A man in sea captain's garb was looking through a telescope and standing on the edge of the black cookie. He lowered the scope and turned to her. It was David, but with a beard and sideburns. He pointed out over the viscous milky white. "There's hogsheads of sperm ahead, Mrs. Shorthose, and that's what ye came for." He raised his fist and shouted. "Sperm, sperm's the play!"



A fountain of sperm erupted from the milky sea.
"Thar, she blows," he shouted. "Mobly Dick."
Beth readied her harpoon. Jim from the gym's cock shot up from the water, swimming rapidly towards her. It dived, the head rising up from the white foam. She watched the eye slowly open, spitting the first geyser of sperm towards her.
David watched the growing wall of white approaching. "Let us squeeze ourselves universally into the very milk and sperm of kindness. Would that I could keep squeezing that sperm forever." He stared as the wave of semen crested. "Dear God! It'll drown us all!"
The wall of sperm swept David overboard and away. Beth dropped her harpoon and held her arms out to embrace the sperm. It was like a firehouse was turned upon her. The sperm stripped her bikini off, covering her nude body. She opened her mouth to taste him and it was good.
Beth woke up. Her feet were flat on the mattress, lifting her hips off the bed. Her legs open to receive the dream sperm flowing from Jim's white cock. She lowered them. Her heart was beating rapidly, and she was sweating slightly. She glanced at her alarm. It was 3:00 am.
Beth slipped out of bed. David was fast asleep. She peeked out the window. There was no sign of Titus' motorcycle. Beth sighed. She retrieved her tablet and snuck into the bathroom, pulling her dildo out from under the sink.
Beth spent the next hour, finishing the sex story before switching to one of the videos of her and Titus fucking while she shoved the dildo in and out of her needy pussy.
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Megan tied the belt on her robe as she walked down the stairs. She was running the water into her tub and planning a long luxurious soak. Her husband was off on another week-long business trip. Megan used her free time to relax and catch up on her reading.
Megan entered her kitchen and retrieved some orange juice from the refrigerator. She heard her daughter's voice whispering from outside. Michelle was on the phone, but she had left the screen door open.
"It's safe Nigel, mom's taking a bath. I'm sorry I haven't called. Yeah, I miss you too."
Megan felt her cheeks flush listening to her daughter's conversation. Nigel was her daughter's new boyfriend and Michelle had been walking around all dreamy eyed since she'd met him.
A few days earlier, Megan had overheard her daughter talking to one of her friends. Apparently, the reason Michelle hadn't introduced Nigel to her parents was that the boy was a twenty-year-old high school senior and had been held back twice after several suspensions. Michelle had just turned eighteen. She had proudly stood before her church, taking her celibacy pledge until she was married just as her parents had twenty years earlier. Fearing Michelle was close to breaking her pledge, Megan immediately ordered her daughter to quit seeing the boy. Now here she was talking to him on the phone and apparently had lied to her mom.
"I want to touch your thing again. I'm ready Nigel. I want that big dick of yours to pop my cherry."

Michelle looked up and saw her mom standing at the door. "Oh shit! Mom!"
Megan pulled the screen door open and stormed over to her daughter. "Give me the phone," she demanded, snatching it from her daughter's hand. "Listen up Nigel. If I ever catch you near my daughter, I'll have you locked up." Megan hung up the phone.
"But mom, I love him."
"You are grounded young lady. Go to your room."
"I hate you, you bitch." Michelle ran inside the house crying.
Megan paused stunned before she started crying. This Nigel kid was bad news. Michelle had always been a good girl. Suddenly, she was wearing low riding jeans with the straps of her thong hanging out. Her shirts were small, tight, and always showed at least her navel and usually her entire belly. Her bra showed her cleavage which was impressive on breasts nearing a D-cup in size for such a young teenager. Michelle would eventually Inherit her mom's double Ds which she considered a family curse.
Megan sighed. She looked at her juice and decided it needed spicing up a little. Megan walked over to the liquor cabinet and poured some vodka into her orange juice. She mixed it a little too strong, but then it wasn't like she'd be driving.
Megan locked the doors and headed back upstairs and was just in time to stop the tub from overflowing. Megan drained some of the water, adding some bath salts.

Megan walked over to the mirror and let her robe fall to the ground. It was her habit to examine herself before bathing. No one would have mistaken her for a mother of an eighteen-year-old daughter. She had long straight brownish blonde hair, big full lips and piercing green eyes currently red from crying. Her crow's feet only appeared when she smiled, and she looked ten years younger. Michelle's large bosom made most people assume she was older, so many assumed mother and daughter were really sisters only a few years apart in age.
Megan was also quite tall measuring a little over six feet. Hair, bosom, and height were all part of her Nordic/Germanic heritage and her daughter was following in Megan's footsteps. Megan was also quite fit and trim. She struggled daily to keep her tummy flat and her body firm. Her fit body, height, and large chest made her look like a comic book heroine come to life. Of course, the reality was the beginnings of lower back pain and a serious consideration to have her breasts reduced.
Megan slid her nude body into the tub. Taking it slowly letting her body became used to the heat. She sighed, laying back to relax a bit before taking another sip of her drink. Megan grabbed her razor and lifted one long leg out of the water. She shaved her leg and then did the other one. Her husband was away, but Megan liked to show off her legs with skirts and shaved them daily. Afterwards, she shaved her armpits and lifted her body out of the water enough to give a quick shave to her pubic region. Her bush matched her hair and was prone towards bushiness. She kept it trim and short with only a small triangle of hair on her crotch.
After shaving, Megan washed her face and slid her entire head under water for a moment. When she came up for air her hair looked brown and clung wetly to her head. She took the jasmine scented soap and lathered her arms and shoulders before moving down her chest. Megan gasped as the soap slid over her nipple. Her nipples had always been sensitive, and the simple touch had sent a spasm through her vagina. Her nipples were also pointy and thick. They were prone to harden often and were easily noticeable through Megan's bras. She often covered them with band aids to protect them from chaffing and to keep men from looking at her chest when they talked to her. Both nipples were hard and aching now.

Megan rubbed the soap around under her breasts before sliding it over her tummy. Lastly, she lathered her crotch and slid the soap along her thighs. She was tempted to let her hand linger between her legs, but she resisted masturbating as it was sinful. She'd broken down and played with herself several times, once as a horny teenager and a few times after her husband had ejaculated too quickly, waiting for his snores before her fingers found her unsatisfied vagina. The alcohol and rubbing her nipples were making her horny. She still had a week until her husband got back to take care of her needs and even then, he'd only be home for a few days. She sighed with frustration.

Megan rinsed and relaxed for around fifteen minutes before pulling the plug on the drain. She lifted herself out of the water and toweled herself dry. The last step in her bathing ritual was to rub baby oil over her entire body. She believed the oil kept her skin smooth and youthful looking. Her skin was slick and glistening by the time she pulled her robe back on. She quickly brushed her wet hair.
Megan passed Michelle's room and listened at the door. There was no noise until Megan started to walk off. Then she heard a giggle. Megan quickly pulled the door open. Michelle was sitting at her desk at her computer. Her bedroom window was open next to her. "What are you doing?" asked Megan.
"I'm chatting with Kimmy." Michelle looked nervous. Her eyes darted to the window. Just a few years ago, Michelle had been a tomboy climbing in and out of her room by the big oak tree outside her window.
Megan locked eyes with her daughter and they stared until the teen looked away. Megan looked at the open window. It was hot and a cool breeze blew in through the window. Could she still trust her daughter? She had growing doubts. Would she sneak out to meet this Nigel character? Megan made up her mind instantly.

"Young lady, grounded means grounded. That means no cell, no computer, and no TV." Her daughter had all three things in her room. "You're sleeping in my room tonight young lady."
"I'm not staying with you." Michelle crossed her arms and pouted.
"Then I'll stay here." Megan grabbed Michelle's arm and pulled her out into the hall. The teenager shuffled her feet as her mother dragged her into the master bedroom. "I'll wake you before school," she said before shutting the door. Megan still didn't trust her daughter. The frustrated mother walked determinedly to the closet and took the vacuums extension cord. She tied the cord around the door knob and the other end around the stair well. Michelle could get out with a struggle, but Megan hoped
the noise might awaken her. Otherwise, she felt her daughter and her daughter's virginity was safely locked up for the night.
The frustrated young mother stormed back downstairs and fixed herself another screwdriver. She thought about calling her husband, but they had agreed to talk every other night when he was gone. He would flip when she told him that his precious angel was calling her mom a bitch and looking to give up her cherry to some twenty-year-old high school boy.
Megan refilled her drink and headed upstairs to spend the night in her daughter's room. Megan turned off her daughter's computer and sat down on the bed. It was a typical teenage girl's bed with pink sheets and two teddy bears lying against the pillows. Megan grabbed one teddy bear and hugged it to her body looking much like a teenage girl herself.
Megan surveyed the room. One wall held a poster of someone named Orlando Bloom. She didn't see what was so special about him. The other wall showed a poster of Justin Timberlake. He had his shirt open and Megan easily understood why that poster was on the wall. There was a third poster of Prince Harry.
On the desk rested a picture of Michelle and her friends in bikinis at the pool from last year. Looking at her daughter's bikini clad body, Megan was thankful, Michelle had made it this far without losing her virginity.
Also, on the desk sat her daughter's school notebook. On the cover were hearts with Michelle plus Bobby (a nice kid she had grown up with) and Michelle plus Tom (her tutor). They had gone to the movies chaperoned by Michelle's father. Both boys' names were crossed out.

Multiple new hearts read, Michelle plus Nigel, Michelle plus Nig, and Mrs. Nigel Jefferson written down all over the book. Megan flipped the notebook over and gasped at a doodle her daughter had drawn. The doodle was of a large penis drawn with a pen. She'd colored the inside of the penis with the pen to darken it. The outline of a small arm reached out for the penis with the fingers touching the tip. The penis was over proportioned and as big as the arm. Michelle had mentioned touching the boy's thing in the phone conversation she'd just overheard. This boy was definitely bad news.
Michelle also had a small clothing box sitting on her bed. Megan opened the box and pulled out some skimpy underwear from a lingerie store. The panty was little more than strings with a patch of cloth. The bra was a little better but sheer enough to leave nothing to the imagination. Megan considered the underwear to be quite sleazy even slutty. She knew instinctively that Michelle had bought this for Nigel.
Megan was a little tipsy by this time. The atmosphere of the room had her feeling like a teenager again. She even giggled as she laid out the underwear and stood. Her hand reached for the belt of her robe...
****************
Big Nig almost fell out of the tree branch when Michelle's mom took her robe off. He had no idea Michelle had such a sexy mama and gawd damn, did the milf have some big titties. If they weren't sagging a little and if Michelle wasn't on her way to having tits just as big, Nigel would have assumed they were implants. The sexy bitch looked like a nude Power Girl. That is if Power Girl worked on the pole and made porno movies.
Nude was nice, but she looked even hotter when she turned to try on Michelle's underwear. The milf turned her back to him and bent down. Her long legs tensed, and a firm milky white ass thrust out at him. Her ass cheeks parted, and he got a quick peek at her gash as she pulled the thong up. Nigel's cock was achingly hard at this point and watching her cram her oversized titties into a too small bra didn't help. When she managed to hook the bra, her titties were thrust forward and upwards. He could clearly see some rose-colored nipples pushing at the material. The nipples were large and sized for her big bosom. Nigel had come here to get laid and after looking at the mother, he decided she 'd be a much better fuck then Michelle.

Big Nig froze as she strolled over to the window. He prayed she wasn't about to shut it. He was dressed in black and his dark black skin blended into the darkness. Provided he didn't smile, she wouldn't see him. Her breasts hung like udders as she leaned out and took some deep breaths of the coolnight air. Luckily, the milf didn't close the window when she went back in. Instead, dressed only in her daughter's bra and panties, the milf left the room and entered the bathroom across the hall. Nigel saw his chance. He slipped inside the room and dropped a couple black mambas into the milf's drink.
Big Nig was bad news. He hated the name Nigel because he thought it sounded like a British faggot's name. After fucking a few of the high school girls, he'd picked up the nickname Big Nig. He liked his nickname.
Nigel had failed grades twice and found himself a twenty-year-old senior in high school. Nor would he be graduating this year, but the school was about to kick him out before he turned twenty-one. He didn't care. He only showed up at school because he pedaled ecstasy and occasionally some weed. The black mambas were new and not even illegal, though some states had begun regulating their usage. The pills aided in relaxation and stimulated the pleasure centers of the brain. This simple Mexican herb was currently being refined into a female version of sildenafil. Big Nig had found that when mixed with alcohol, they quickly increased a woman's sex drive. He was hoping her glass was filled with more than just orange juice.
This year he had scored big selling ecstasy, black mambas, and weed, to half the senior class. He'd even nailed some cheerleaders in exchange for more mambas. The cheerleaders were the ones who had given him the nickname Big Nig. He still fucked them, but now they paid for their drugs like everyone else. They fucked him because they loved it, needing big black cock more than they needed drugs.
Michelle had started hanging out with some girl's whose boyfriends were white, hip hop wannabes. The stupid white boys thought they were dope and tried to hang with Nigel and his brothers. One day, Big Nig had found himself alone with Michelle when her friends were off smoking weed and listening to rap. He had slipped a black mamba into the girl's beer. The drug helped loosen her up enough to touch his cock when he whipped it out. He quietly observed the signs of her arousal, flushing, nipples hardening as her fingers slid over his cock. He was going in for a feel up on her big titties when her friends had returned deciding it was time to go.
He set out to seduce her by being overly nice to the impressionable young girl. It had worked. He'd gotten her to dress sluttier but had never had another chance to be alone with her. When she confessed to being a virgin, he wasn't surprised and only wanted her more. Nor did he care when she told him her parents wouldn't approve of her dating an older boy with a criminal record (he read that as dating a nigger). He was going to get his hands on her big white titties and his cock up her pussy no matter what.
Now Big Nig had lost all interest in Michelle as he watched something even better walk into the bedroom. The milf took a big swig of the orange juice. She laid down on the bed and drank some more before turning out the light. She never saw the pills dissolving in her drink.
***************
Megan suddenly woke up. She didn't know how long she had slept and was confused as to where she was. Strangely, she didn't feel tired nor did she have a headache from the vodka. She felt fantastic! Her entire body felt alive. If she'd known, Michelle had such a comfortable bed, she'd have punished her more often. The sheet caressed her skin like a silken lover in a dozen or so places. Her nipples were swollen and throbbing so hard, they ached. They ached bad enough, she quickly unhooked the tight bra. She moaned once as her nipples came free of the bra and the cool air from the open window embraced their nakedness. She stretched once making her muscles tingle. Stretching had never felt so good. Megan was also consciously very aware of the thong underwear between her ass cheeks and that her vagina was soaking the material on the front of the panty. She lifted her hips and pulled the panties off hoping they weren't ruined, and she could wash them before Michelle found out. She fell asleep again, waking quickly to find her hips lifting into the imaginary thrusts of some dream lover.
Megan suddenly felt very lonely. She wanted to hug and hold someone. She wasn't just horny. She wanted companionship. Forgetting, she wasn't in her bedroom, she pulled back the covers and was on her way to her daughter's room to hug Michelle. They would hold each other and cry and afterwards all would be right with the world. Then she realized someone was standing over her undressing.

"You're early," she said, assuming her husband had gotten home. "Come hold me, honey." Megan didn't want her husband slipping onto his side of their king-sized bed and falling asleep. Oddly, her bed felt smaller than usual. Megan needn't have worried. When he joined her, he was practically on top of her. A hand touched her leg and moved up to her knee. Her husband swung over and kneeled between her feet. He bent down and a wet kiss landed on her stomach. Another kiss found her navel and his tongue slipped inside. Her body was so alive with sensation, even his kissing over her belly felt incredible and those kisses were moving down. "You know I don't like that," she reminded her husband, but her body was tensing with anticipation. "Well, maybe just toNIGHT." Her voice rose an octave as his kisses fell on her vaginal lips. A long-wet tongue quickly worked its way between them. It felt so good she might even be willing to return the favor this one time and suck his penis.
Her hands first pushed against, then gripped tightly, big strong shoulders. She gripped them tighter as she came. Her hands moved up her husband's cheeks and into his hair. He'd gotten it cut short, almost military style. She gripped his head tighter as his tongue burrowed deeper.
His hair felt strange, curlier, and even kinky. Megan nearly ripped the hair out of his head as his fingers clamped down over her nipples. Muscular arms had encircled her thighs as his tongue lapped her pussy. His hands had come up to her breasts. Her husband was squeezing her erect nipples between his thumbs and forefingers, jerking on them a lot rougher than usual. She'd never seen him be this masculine or aggressive before and she loved it. Her pelvis was uncontrollable as it bucked up into his thrusting tongue. She had the biggest orgasm of her life close on the heels of the earlier one.



Megan was still gasping for breath and seeing stars in the dark room when the kisses started moving up her belly again. They paused beneath one of her breasts. His hot tongue pushed out of his lips and licked up her large breast until it found her nipple. Megan's body writhed uncontrollably as his tongue flicked over her nipple before sucking the entire tip into his lips. She nearly had another orgasm just from having her nipple sucked. Goosebumps grew on her other nipple just as he moved his mouth over to it.
Megan couldn't take it anymore she needed his dick inside her. Her hands grabbed her husband's back. It felt like she had grabbed a hard brick wall instead of the usual folds of flesh. She pulled him upwards. "Fuck me," she blurted out. "Fuck me right now." Megan only used the word "fuck" when she was really into the sex. She hadn't said the word in seven years.
What felt like the hard head of a nightstick pushed into her thigh, hard enough she expected a bruise. The big, hard club slid up over her pussy hair until the head pushed over her belly button. Megan opened her legs wide as his hips slid between her thighs. Her husband appeared to have grown a great big horse cock just when she needed it the most. The huge phallus worked its way back down her crotch until the head pushed between her legs.

The tip of her husband's penis felt like it was as big as a golf ball. It was so big, hard, and unyielding, her pussy stretched wider than ever. Her legs opened wider than normal too as they wrapped around another surprise, a firm muscular ass.
Everything felt out of proportion. It wasn't so much that hubby felt bigger. Megan felt like she had shrunk. Her husband was several inches shorter than her six-foot frame, Normally, he'd nuzzle her neck as they fucked. Now he was kissing her neck and his back was still arched because he had only placed the head of his fat cock inside her pussy.
Megan's husband rotated his hips, trying to work his new and improved penis deeper. The image of her husband standing over her naked body and popping a handful of penis pills popped into her mind. Whatever he'd done, this penis felt good. It was almost too good. The shaft was scraping every nerve ending in her pussy and now it felt like it was reaching new territory. Plus, his back was still hunched like he had a lot more to give her.
It occurred to Megan that her husband had an important meeting tomorrow and shouldn't have been home. Not that she was complaining as this was turning into the best fuck of her marriage. Plus, she needed his help to punish Michelle. Michelle who was sleeping in the master bedroom. Megan was in her daughter's bedroom! How had he known she was in her daughter's bed?
"Something's wrong," she muttered. "Your penis is too big."
"You touched it, Michelle. You done seen how big it is." The man's body lowered on top of Megan as what was easily a foot-long penis completely filled her. "Now shut the fuck up before your bitch mom hears us."
"Nigel?" asked Megan just before he clamped his hand over her mouth. His voice was deep and his slang sounded ghetto.
"Don't call me that. Call me Big Nig. You loose yet? You virgins sho is tight."
My god, he sounded black! Her husband would freak if he knew his daughter was dating a black guy. Jesus, she even had his black penis inside her and she couldn't remember even so much as touching a black person before. She needed to get this punk off her. Megan grabbed his hips and pushed back.
"I sees the virgin is ready to get fucked," said Nigel.

Nigel had mistaken her pushes as an attempt to start pumping. He lifted up and started pulling his cock out. Then a funny thing happened. Megan felt empty inside as his cock slowly slid out. A deep sadness filled her, and her eyes welled up with tears. The depression was so great her legs squeezed his hips tightly and pulled him back in.
Despite her tight grip, Big Nig started bucking his hips. "I told you once I took your cherry, you wouldn't be able to get enough of this big black cock. This is one sweet pussy, baby. It fits my cock just right.I'm gonna be fucking you a lot from now on. That alright with you?"
"Yes," she whimpered as Big Nig removed his hands from Megan's mouth. She'd answered his question without thinking. His huge cock head was tingling every nerve in her vagina as it slid in and out. It thrust past her cervix, tapping right at her womb every time he buried it. "No condom," she cried as the thought of Big Nig cumming occurred to her. She skipped birth control since her husband was away so much.
"Don't wear them. Besides baby, you can't get pregnant the first time."
Liar thought Megan. He even seemed to chuckle after saying it. "Just pull out when you cum."
"You gonna swallow it if I do?"
"Yes, just pull out." The thought of swallowing semen disgusted her, but it was better than getting knocked up with a black baby. Big Nig sped up his thrusts and his cock began to have such an effect on her, she could no longer talk. They were more like a couple of animals grunting and moaning. Megan gave in to the pleasure and the orgasms started coming. "Oh god, fuck me," she moaned, unable to control herself.
The thirty-sex year old mother shuddered beneath her daughter's black boyfriend. Her nails dug into his hard back. Big Nig was grunting harder now and his thrusts were erratic. Megan was on the verge of her biggest orgasm yet. Her legs automatically squeezed him tighter, pulling him all the way inside just as his cock jerked. Megan's orgasm broke as her womb was flooded with sperm. The thing jerked several more times, each one sending a powerful torrent of sperm into womb. "Oh no," she stuttered, still in the throes of orgasm. "Pull out."

Big Nig complied, but not before another jet of seed filled her as he removed it. The moon was now shining through the window and she could see the hard-muscled black boy as he yanked his monster cock out, jerking the rest of his seed from the shaft. Another long trail of semen splattered on her belly leaving a trail through her pubic hair. Another hit her chin and breasts as he quickly straddled her waist. How much can this guy cum, she thought?
Big Nig was still cumming as he positioned his cock between her breasts. "Push them tittties together," he ordered as his cock tapped her chin. Megan was squeezing her breasts together just as his hand grabbed her head and pulled it forward. His cock head entered her mouth just in time for one last strand of semen to strike the back of her throat and roll around her tongue before she was forced to swallow it.
"Damn, Michelle, them titties feel bigger then they look."
Megan's since of euphoric bliss hadn't slackened off any. Her pussy was still tingling. She was still moaning as Big Nig pinched her nipples between his fingers. His cock softened and fell out of her mouth, but he continued to thrust it back and forth between her tits.
Big Nig leaned over her. On no, she thought as she heard him fumble with the lamp. She was blinded as the room turned bright. "I gotta see what my black cock looks like on them milky white titties of yours. Hey, you're not Michelle. You're her bitch mother."
Megan knew he was black but wasn't prepared for just how black. Nigel was nearly jet black. The only thing brown on him was the tip of his circumcised cock and it was rising up to strike her chin again. He certainly wasn't a handsome boy, though his muscular young body was incredible. His facial features were borderline cruel, though at the moment he was grinning like this was all a joke to him. "Yes, I'm Megan, Michelle's mother." His cock head was now thrusting at her mouth again.
"Your daughter know what a slut she has for a mother?"

"I'm not a slut," Megan said before letting his cock slip back into her mouth. She ran her tongue over the tip and licked around the head.
Even licking the tip of Nigel cock felt good to her. She'd never felt so sexually fulfilled with her husband. Plus, with the way he was still toying with her nipples, she was writhing with lust held down by Nigel's body.
"You are one horny white bitch." Big Nig quit straddling her. "Roll over. I want to fuck you again." Nigel took his place behind Megan. Her pussy was still dribbling semen from his last wad as he lined his cock up with her slit. "Yo husband fuck you this good?"
"No. I've never felt like this." Megan sucked her lower lip into her mouth with anticipation. "I don't know what's gotten into me."
"Black cock," Big Nig pushed his penis back in, "that's what gotten into you. I know hubby don't have this much cock meat to give you."
"Not even half what you have to offer, lover." Megan was already pushing back into his thrusts. Another series of orgasms was starting to build. She'd never cum this much in nineteen years of marriage. Big Nig was fucking her with the entire length of his cock at one fast and relentless pace. The orgasms came. They were small, but not disappointing with an occasional big one. The black man's hands squeezed her ass cheeks as he pounded his hips. One fat thumb slid down her crack to rest on her anus. Megan felt the pressure growing on her sphincter. "Hey! Watch it. That's my ass."

"I know." Nigel pushed down and her ass opened as his thumb pushed inside.
Megan found it briefly uncomfortable, but her pussy immediately went crazy. The small orgasms turned big. The big orgasms turned mind blowing. "Oh god, fuck me, fuck me. Stick your thumb in my ass. Oh fuck, this is good."
Big Nig thrust his thumb in and out of her ass in tune to his thrusting cock. One orgasm apparently caused Megan's strength to give out and she collapsed forward. He withdrew both his thumb and cock. "No," whimpered Megan into the bedspread. "Don't stop. More please. Don't ever stop." Her voice was so soft she wasn't sure Nigel could hear her. "More black cock."
Now that he had loosened her ass up, Nigel brought his cock up to her tight little rosebud. "Damn, I been wanting to fuck me an ass and yours is just about as perfect as a white ass can get." None of the teens he had fucked had ever let him near their ass. Even the ones stoned on ecstasy knew better to let his monster near their ass cherries.
Megan's mouth still silently mouthed, "more," as Nigel brought his cock up to her ass. At first, she was pleased, thinking his thumb was returning and soon his cock, but this time, her anus refused to yield to the pressure. Eventually, her anus pressed inwards and started opening for something a lot larger than a thumb. Up until that point everything had felt good. "Oh my god," she moaned, as Big Nig's huge cock head entered her ass. Tears rolled down her cheeks. Her knuckles turned white as they dug into the bed sheets.

"Damn that's tight," grunted Nigel. "Feels good though. Feel good to you, baby?"
"No. Hurts... too big." Megan's eyes rolled up in the back of her head as the fat head pushed its way deeper.
"If you want, I can pull it out and go stick it up yo daughter's ass?"
"No!" The power of her emotions confused Megan. "My cock," she moaned, jealously, wanting Big Nig to herself. "No, fuck my ass. Keep your big black cock in my ass, Big Nig." As she spoke, Megan forced herself back up to the kneeling position. It still hurt, but she began pushing her ass back into his cock.
"Now that's what I'm talkin about. I like a hot mama that knows what she wants." Nigel started fucking her ass with more than half his cock. Her anus unclenched a little and she started fucking him back.
What have I become? Megan had gone to bed a loving and faithful wife. Something had awakened her natural sluttiness even before Big Nig had put his cock near her pussy. Now she had swallowed another man's sperm, cheated on her husband, and let a man's cock inside her ass. She had never felt more satisfied.
Soon his mammoth balls emptied another load of semen, flooding her ass with his hot sperm. Her ass overflowed with his seed that poured out of her anus as Big Nig took his cock out. He shot several strands of semen across her ass cheeks and her back. Some even struck her hair.
Megan collapsed forwards onto the bed. Nigel rolled over and collapsed beside her. They rested half exhausted and half asleep for nearly an hour before Megan opened her eyes. "How old are you again?" Megan grabbed Big Nig's flaccid cock as she asked the question.
"Twenty."
"You're not fucking my daughter." Megan was delighted to see his cock was already responding to her touch.
"I'm gonna fuck her," he said matter-of-factly. "I might wait a while, but I'm gonna need a little somethin somethin on the side until then."
"I'll be in this room every night for a week." Megan slid down the bed and kissed his cock head. Before taking him back inside her mouth she said, "after that I think we can work something out."

THE END
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Chapter 10: Poker before Valentine's Day
Beth walked downstairs after her morning shower. Her heart skipped a beat when she saw Titus eating some cereal at the kitchen table. The cereal triggered some memory of a dream she had last night involving a bowl of cereal, but her memory was too hazy. She ignored the cereal and went straight for Titus.
He grinned when she straddled his lap, sitting down and kissing him passionately. "I need you," she purred staring into his dark eyes. She ground her pussy against his swelling bulge. "I need the full Titan, one last time before you go."
Titus flexed his cock inside his jeans. Beth had shorts on and a spaghetti strap tank top. He wanted to lift the top right off her now. "Let's get out of here before David wakes up."
"Yeah," she nodded, kissing him again. "Take me somewhere and fuck me. Anywhere, I don't care."
Titus stood, lifting her up. She wrapped her legs around his waist, humping into his cock while kissing him again. Titus dropped her when they heard footsteps on the stairs.
"Mornin'," said David walking into the room.
"Sup, bro," said Titus, picking up the bowl of cereal and placing it in the sink.
David walked over and kissed Beth on the cheek. "I need to go out for a while," she told her husband, hating him at that moment.
"Where to?"
"The mall. I need to get you a gift for Valentine's day."
"I could use some things," added Titus. "Give me a lift?"
"Sure." Beth's mind was working. There was a cheap dingy motel near the mall.
"I'll tag along too." David walked over to the counter and took a banana from a bowl of fruit.
Beth wanted to shove it in his face. It's like he was intentionally cock blocking her. "Don't you have work to do?"
"Nope, I'm good. You took so long in the gym last night, I got caught up. We can spend the next couple of days together. Get some alone time." David walked over to her and hugged her. "I've missed you. I like the money, but I don't like being away from home so much."
"That's sweet," she replied, hugging him back while staring over his shoulder at Titus.
David broke the hug. "What time are you leaving?" he asked Titus, trying not to sound too eager.
"Sometime in the morning. No later than noon." Titus went to the same bowl of fruit and grabbed an apple. "You guys ready?"
"Let's go," said David.
**********
"She'll never go for it."
"I think she's developed a taste for showing off," said Titus, arms folded across his broad chest.
"Go for what?" asked Beth, startling her husband and his brother as she came up behind them. Beth turned her head to observe the mannequin the men had been staring at. "I see," she said.
"What are you doing in here anyway?" asked David. They were in Spicy. The sleazy lingerie store where Titus had talked David into purchasing the sexy Christmas lingerie for Beth. This wasn't her place and David hadn't expected she'd catch them in here.
"Looking for a present for you," she responded. Beth pushed past him. She looked at the Valentine's lingerie the mannequin was wearing, shaking her head and rolling her eyes. This close to the holiday, it was 20% off anyway. She took a hanger with the bra and panty off the rack. "Be right back," she told them, walking to the nearest changing room.
It was ridiculous of course and served no practical purpose but to objectify the female form. But it was also sexy as fuck. The bra cups were red, and heart-shaped. They barely covered a third of her breasts. The straps were dark black and ran around her back and behind her neck. The panty was a similar red heart with two black straps running around each hip. The rear was sheer red mesh, but with a heart-shaped opening that exposed her ass cheeks. She bent forwards, looking behind her in the mirror. She had a heart-shaped ass that seemed to go perfectly with the opening. If she touched her toes, her pussy was exposed. Beth stood, staring at her figure in the mirror. She suddenly sobbed uncontrollably. Titus would never get to see her in this.
"You okay in there?" called David. "Look, if it's too much..."
"I'm fine," she told him from behind the door. "It's just time that I admit that I need EE. Can you check the rack for the right size?"
"Sure thing, dear." David returned a few minutes later. "Sorry honey, I didn't see any that size."
"Try 34F, it's the same thing."
"I did see some F cups." He returned a minute later, holding the hanger with the dangling red hearts up over the door.
"It's better," she said trying it on. These cups covered half her breasts. Beth changed back into her clothes and left the dressing room.
"You gonna let me buy it for you?" he asked.
"No way, mister." Beth grinned as David's hopeful expression collapsed. "It's my present to you so I'm buying it."
"You guys go on ahead," called Titus. "I'm going to look around." Titus watched them walk away before taking the DD sized lingerie back off the rack. He smiled, replacing it and removing a regular D-cup. As soon as they were gone, he walked up to the counter and purchased it.
David was curious about what he had in the bag. Beth glowered at him with jealousy. "The same thing Beth just bought. Figured, I'd give Ashley a going-away present."
"And a going away present for you too," said David, hoping this meant Titus would be staying at Ashley's tonight.
Titus was able to switch the bags during lunch in the mall's food court.
David was even happier when Titus left for a motorcycle ride after they got back. His black brother wanted to take one last drive through South Beach and say goodbye to some people. He hoped dinner tonight at their mother's would be the last time he or Beth saw Titus for a long time and he knew one thing for certain. Titus would never be staying with them again.
**********
David and Beth pulled into Mary's driveway right on time. There was a motorcycle parked up near the house. "Looks like Titus already beat us," said David. He walked up and rang the bell. There was no answer.
Beth glanced over at the motorcycle. She frowned. David tried the door. "It's open," he said. Her husband opened the door and entered the house. "MOM!" he yelled. Beth followed, staring at the motorcycle one last time. It's wasn't Titus' bike, but it seemed familiar.
"Sorry, sorry," said Mary apologizing, she was tying a robe on as she came out of the bedroom. David looked away as one of her breasts popped out. Mary was an amazing looking woman for 53. She kept in shape, dyed her hair blonde, but dressed a little young for her age, Beth thought. The boob she shoved back into her robe was a firm well-rounded D-cup with an elongated nipple that appeared wet. Some blue veins crisscrossing her tit was the only sign of age. "Sorry, I got busy with something and lost track of time. Dinner will be a little late." Mary froze momentarily when she caught sight of Beth's belly-baring outfit. Her eyes focused on the queen of spades piercing before she moved on into the kitchen.
Beth turned and looked out the door as Titus pulled up into the driveway, parking by the second bike.
She watched him dismount, eyes going from his bike to the second motorcycle. Her eyes widened in shock when she recognized the bike, turning back to look at Mary just as the giant black man came out of the bedroom as Titus strolled in the door. Mary's face lit up at the sight of her black son. "Surprise! Your father's in town."
Both Beth and David's faces drained of color as they stared at the dreadlocked Jamaican. "Son, ou ah yuh?"
"Papa Gus! What a nice surprise," Titus, grinning stepped past Beth and David, shaking his dad's hand. They hugged and patted each other's backs.
"An wat ave wi har?" said Gus, his dark eyes twinkling as he stared into Beth's eyes and held out his hand.
Beth reached out and shook it. Her pussy squirting the second she made skin contact with him. "Papa Gus," she said. "I mean Gus."
"That's David's wife, Beth. Beth, this is Augustus Cetewayo, Titus' father." Mary stared at Gus worshipfully. She seemed to have trouble taking her eyes off him.
"Nice to meet yuh." Gus turned to David, holding his hand out. "Gud to see ya again, David."
"Gus," David replied, without taking the extended hand. Gus withdrew his hand, smirking.
Dinner was awkward. David mostly played with his food, barely eating anything. Mary ate slowly, staring adoringly at Gus. The two black men laughed and talked. "How are my brothers?" asked Titus. He stabbed his fork into a chunk of his pot roast.
"Tiberius, inna de navy at San Diego. Claudius ah doing porn inna L.A. Mi lost track of Nero an Trajan. Lass me heard, Hadrian was inna Sweden wid nuh plans to leave. Swedish women luv da black mon. I don't takk to de oders much. Mi did run inna to Romulus an Remus at a black bika week. De twins a huge. Bigga den ya, Titus."
"Excuse me Papa Gus," said Beth. "Exactly how many children do you have?"
"Nah really sure," answered Gus with a shrug. "Ah dozen dat mi know of."
"Bet none of them have the same mothers," muttered David into his plate. His mother gave him a glare.
Gus chuckled. "Nah true. "De twins ave de seim moda."
David pushed his plate away. "I think I'll go for a walk. I'm not hungry. Beth?"
Beth stood to join him, but Mary interjected. "I'll keep your wife company." She stood. "Come Beth, let's go sit on the porch and let the men catch up."
Mary took her arm which surprised Beth as they weren't very close. Mostly it was Beth's fault for disapproving of Mary's lifestyle. "Wow! A dozen kids," she said, sitting down beside Mary.
"Oh please," responded her mother-in-law. "Gus probably knocked up a dozen women every year he's been in America and I'm sure he left a few kids behind in Jamaica." Beth's jaw fell open as her mind worked out the math. If Mary was right, that meant Gus had fathered over 250 children! "I know, it's a lot," said Mary.
"Not enough Roman emperors," said Beth, smiling.
Mary looked at her, reaching out and brushing a strand of hair of her forehead. "You are so lovely when you smile." Mary squeezed Beth's arm and Beth felt herself warming to her mother-in-law for the first time. "You're in love with my son."
Beth's brow furrowed. "Of course, I love him. I married him."
"Not David, honey. My other son. I can tell Titus got his cock in you, one slut to another."
"I'm not a..."
"Shush dear. I'm not an idiot like David, I know what that piercing means." Mary lifted the hem of her own, tight tank top. Her belly button piercing wasn't a dangling chain like Beth's, it was a black spade pin that filled her navel. It had a gold Q in it. "You've discovered your sexuality and you're happier for it. No offense, but you used to be a miserable bitch most of the time."
"None taken," muttered Beth, suddenly feeling sad.
"I didn't know what David saw in you other than the obvious... well, look at you. You've changed and for the better, I think. You're in love with Titus, but he's going to hurt you. Men like him and Gus can't be with just one woman."
Beth couldn't fight it anymore. Tears rolled down her cheeks, she threw her arms around her mother-in-law, hugging her tightly. Mary stroked her hair as Beth sobbed into her shoulder. "I don't know what I'm going to do!" Beth cried. The thought of Titus leaving filled her with unbearable despair.
"There there, honey," murmured Mary. "I know exactly what you're going through. You'll get over it as soon as you get another big black cock in you."
Or a big pasty white one, thought Beth, smiling as she pictured Jim Mobly in her head. "I know, but that's just sex. I'm in love with Titus. I love doing things with him. I love just hearing his laugh."
"I love every black man I've been with. Fucking a giant black cock satisfies me emotionally as well as physically. You'll see, but Titus will always hold a special place in your heart. Just like Gus holds a special place in mine."
Beth broke the hug and sat back, feigning a smile as she was not quite convinced. Yet, something had snapped in her while fucking the albino that turned him from the ugliest man she'd ever seen to one of the sexiest. Her satisfaction with him had been more than just physical too. Good god! Mary was right. Gus had broken her emotionally and she told him...
**********
"Told mi shi loved mi nuf times."
"Prove it," grunted Titus.
Gus took out his phone. He had the video ready to go. "I love you. I love your big cock. I love fucking you." Beth's voice came from the phone's speaker. "Fuck me! Fuck me forever, my love!"
"Mi wish mi could fuck yuh foreva."
"Anything. I'll do anything for your cock. Please. Fuck me."
Gus stopped the playback. "Fuck," groaned Titus shaking his head, grinning ruefully. He reluctantly reached into his pocket and pulled out a wad of cash.. He tossed it at his dad.
"Aredi had it counted out mi see." Gus thumbed through the 500 dollars before pocketing it himself.
"Neva bet yuh Papa, son. Dominus always wins."
"At least post the video on my page so I can get some money back. Esteban's paying me for videos of her with some BBC.
Sure ting," laughed Gus. "Here cum two sexy ladies now."
"You two having fun catching up?" asked Mary.
"Papa Gus found it very profitable," said Titus, crossing his arms.
"Time to guh oman," said Gus leaning forwards to slap Mary's ass. "Guh get changed."
"Yes Papa," said Mary, practically squealing. She looked at Beth. "We're off to Key West." Mary turned and raced to the bedroom. Gus got up and followed her.
Beth straddled Titus when they were gone, sitting down in his lap, kissing him. "I want you again before you leave." She felt his cock swell beneath her. "I need you again," she corrected.
"I want you to," said Titus, running his huge black hands up under Beth's shirt to caress her breasts.
"What about David?"
"I don't care about him anymore. Just fuck me again." Beth leaned down, kissing him again, moaning into his tongue while grinding down on his cock. She needed him right now.
"Here he comes." Titus pushed her back. "Play along and I'll see what I can do."
Beth turned and left the house, meeting her husband in the driveway. "How was your walk?"
"Fine. Can we go now?" David saw his brother walk out of the house, following his wife. Titus had a noticeable bulge in his pants. The color drained from his face. He hoped Beth hadn't noticed it. The image of that thing in his wife's dainty white hands still haunted him.
"Sure," said Beth. "Mary and Gus are leaving anyway."
"Good," he said. "What about you Titus? You meeting Ashley or anyone?"
"Nope, no plans, except to spend my last night with my brother."
"Fine," said David, his hopes of having a night alone with his wife dashing. There was always tomorrow night and every night after that. That cheered him up some. David stood up straight and actually smiled until... "MOM!"
"What's wrong dear?"
David averted his eyes from Mary's bikini, but he'd already seen everything. Her tits were practically falling out of the tiny cups and her cheeks were on display, shaking as she walked to Gus's motorcycle.
"Don't you think that bikini is a little inappropriate?"
"Mom looks great," said Titus. "She's still got it."
"And I flaunt it," said Mary, her gaze turned worshipful as her head turned towards the giant black man walking out of her house.
David wouldn't look at Gus either. The man who'd destroyed his parent's marriage was wearing a tiny Jamaican flag print Greek bikini bottom. There was no hiding the monstrous bulge under the straining material. To his dismay, Beth was staring directly at it, not really looking shocked by its size. Gus mounted his bike and Mary climbed on behind him. He started the engine.
Mary leaned over as Gus turned the motorcycle around. "Don't worry about my bikini, David," she called. "I won't be wearing it for long." Mary laughed as the bike roared off.
Titus laughed along with his mother. David gave him a glare before turning to Beth. At least she wasn't laughing. Beth was staring after the receding motorcycle, almost enviously.
**********
"That man's a monster. I'll never forgive him."
Beth handed David a beer. "Your mom shares some of the blame."
"I know." David sipped his beer, lost in his thoughts. "I saw her sucking him once."
"You never told me that," said Beth.
"Gus walked up to us nude on the beach. Mom couldn't take her eyes off his penis slapping from thigh to thigh. Neither could I, but I thought it was funny. Like he had an eel biting him on the crotch. Dad seemed horrified. Gus offered us a ride on his fishing boat. Dad politely declined and the man with the eel penis walked away. The next day, dad got offered a free golf game and mom told him it was okay to go have fun. He wasn't gone ten minutes before there was a knock on the door with Augustus Cetewayo asking if we'd changed our mind. Mom thought about it, gathered me up and Gus took us out fishing. They put me down for a nap in the cabin, but before my eyes closed, I saw my mom in her bikini kneeling on the deck with that thing in her mouth. When I woke up, Gus was fishing nude off the back of the boat. Mom was nowhere in sight. Then she climbed up a ladder out of the water, dripping wet and completely nude. She looked different somehow, changed. And after that, she was different."
"I never knew," said Beth, listening raptly.
"I don't like talking about it. Several times that vacation, dad and I came back to the motel without her. He told me that mommy wanted to keep dancing. He didn't look happy about it and didn't seem happy again until we left Jamaica. Mom, on the other hand, was crying as the plane lifted off. She said, she'd fallen in love with Jamaica and wanted to go back next year.
"I'm sorry, David."
David patted his wife's hand, reassuringly. "Dad left when Titus was born nine months later. He couldn't take it. Even seemed relieved to be getting out. They'd been fighting a lot since they got back. Mom was angry all the time, even snapping at me for nothing. He tried to get custody of me, but the courts went with the mother. A few months after Titus was born, Gus showed up on our doorstep. I'd hear mom screaming from the bedroom for a couple of weeks and then he was gone. Ruined my life. I barely saw my dad after that. He moved to California. Mom started dressing slutty, bringing home a black man almost every weekend. Some were nice, some total assholes, most just ignored me as they followed mom to her bedroom. Growing up with Titus was no picnic. You can't imagine what it was like being fourteen and having your nine-year-old brother bully you around. The happiest day of my life was when he went off to the Marines."
Titus strolled in from the kitchen holding up a deck of cards. "Play some poker?"
David's stomach sank. "No thanks," he told Titus, remembering what had happened last time. He stood off the couch suddenly. He'd been sitting right where Titus had sat with Beth kneeling between his legs, racing to jerk his cock off before time ran out. They needed a new couch.
"Come on, bro. Low stakes this time. We won't let things get out of hand or a thing get in hand like last time."
To David's surprise, Beth giggled. "No thanks," he said again.
"Come on honey," said Beth. "You're do for a win. What do you mean low stakes?"
Titus slid the cards out of the deck and sat down at the table. "We each put in a hundred bucks and that's it. Pokers a man's game, but Beth can even play."
"I'm in," said Beth.
"Honey?" pleaded David.
"Man's game my ass. I'll show him."
"Alright, hundred-dollar stakes and that's it." David sat down across from Titus. He opened his wallet and pulled out some bills. "I don't have enough to cover you, Beth."



"That's fine. I've got some leftover tips from danc.. the diner. I'll be right back."
Titus got up and went to the kitchen, coming back with a beer and a bottle of tequila with three shot glasses. He placed a glass at Beth's empty seat and one in front of David. Titus opened the bottle and filled a glass for himself and David. He returned to the kitchen and came back with a board with sliced lime wedges and salt. "Thanks for letting me winter here, David," said Titus.
David didn't know what to say. He wished he told Titus to go "Fuck off," but all that came out of his mouth was, "Of course, we're family."
"Family," said Titus, clinking David's shot and throwing his back. He refilled both shot glasses and held his up again. "And to brothers." This time David licked some salt and followed the shot with a lime wedge, shaking his head as the alcohol warmed him.
"What are you guys drinking to?" said Beth, sitting down with a large wad of singles.
"Family," said Titus.
"Well I'm family too," she said, sliding her shot glass over to Titus. He filled hers first before moving on to David's and then his own. "What are we drinking to?"
"New beginnings," said Titus.
"Why?" asked David.
Titus shrugged. "I'm riding off into the sunset tomorrow, you've got a new promotion, and Beth is now free to pursue whatever she wants."
"I'll drink to that," said Beth. The threesome tossed back their shots. Beth and David both made faces. Titus was the only one that seemed used to tequila. "Well, what are you waiting for? Deal."
They played a few hands, David winning twice, his wife and brother each winning once. David went and got three more beers while Titus gave Beth a refresher on poker hands. They played a few more and even David seemed like he was starting to enjoy himself. "Why you being so stingy with the tequila?" she asked. "Or is that a man's drink?" David laughed, and Titus poured more shots.
David won a few hands, gaining confidence as Titus slowly started raising the bets. David and Titus were both up. Beth's pile had dwindled fast. "Excuse me," said David, getting up and going to the bathroom.
"Show me your cards," whispered Titus. Beth turned her hand around. He gave her a wink, setting his cards down and pouring three more shots. They heard the toilet flush and David returned. They did the shots, David chasing his with a lime and a swig of beer.
"I raise," said Titus, pushing a wad of cash into the center.
"That's more than I have," said Beth.
"Put all in and if you lose, you're out of the game. If you win, you and the second winner split the pot," said David.
"But I have a good hand?"
"Sorry, sis," said Titus with his old cocky smirk. "Poker really is a man's game."
"Can I put more money in?"
"No more money," said David. "It's getting late anyway." He yawned, swaying a little at the table. He didn't have a poker tell, but he had a drunk tell. He was holding his head down and his wet lower lip was sticking out.
"If you want, you can bet your clothes," said Titus.
"No!" David sat up alarmed. Beth looked at her hand. "No," said David again.
"But I have a good hand?"
"You're not getting nude in front of Titus. This is a hundred-dollar game, that's all."
Titus sat back in his chair. "Tell ya what," said Titus, ignoring David's angry glare. "No nudity." His brother's glare softened. "However, Beth has to play in the lingerie you bought earlier for the rest of the game."
Beth looked at her hand again. Surprisingly David didn't look too horrified that she was considering it.
His dick hardened at the thought of Beth wearing the little heart lingerie casually playing cards. "Okay," she said, "I'm in." Beth pushed her money in and stood up. "Be right back."
Titus poured David another shot. "No more okay, Titus?"
"Can't hold your liquor? I understand. Beth was right. This is a man's drink."
"Fuck you. I'm talking about the game. She wears the lingerie and that's it. Nothing more."
"Fine," said Titus, holding his hands up in surrender. He lowered one and raised his shot. "To hot women in sexy lingerie," he said.
Beth was upstairs a while. Both men grinned, hearing her footsteps on the stairs. They turned to look and were both disappointed to see her in her robe. She didn't look happy either. "David you idiot," she growled.
Her husband was taken aback. "What? What did I do?"
"You bought the wrong one, idiot," she muttered, loosening her belt. Both men stared when the robe fell. Beth was mad he'd screwed up, but their gaze had her feeling like a goddess again like she was back on stage being worshipped by dozens of approving eyes. Her anger faded quickly.
"Holy fuck," muttered David in awe. First, the bra was too tight. The hearts over her breasts were big enough to cover her nipples, but the top was clearly too small, and her areolae were sticking out around the red hearts. Second, her nipples were hard, swollen and stretching out the little satin hearts even more. It deformed the hearts slightly and turned them into pointy inverted pyramids. Lastly, the panty was tight too and tufts of curly brown pubic hair were sticking out around the little heart covering her mound.
"You must have mixed it up with Ashely's," said Titus, staring approvingly at Beth. "I dropped her's off at her house earlier, but she wasn't home.
"Idiot," Beth said again, but more humorously this time.
"Hey, how do you know I was the one that mixed them up?" asked David, raising his hands in surrender.
"Before you sit down, Beth," said Titus. "Could you get us three more beers?"
"Sure," she said, walking past the two, adding as she headed into the kitchen. "And I know you're asking just so you can stare at my ass."
Both men were staring at her ass. Her ample bubble butt was sticking out through the stretched-out heart opening in the rear of the panty. David leaned sideways as Beth opened the refrigerator and bent down to get some more beers. His penis stiffened as her pussy appeared between her thighs. It glistened, and he could even make out her distended clit hanging down, illuminated by the refrigerator's light. Thank god, Titus couldn't see what he was seeing from his seat.
"Let's play," said Beth coming back with three cold beers. The chill from the refrigerator had raised goosebumps on her arms and nipples. Beth sat down, feeling the cool wood seat on her bare bottom.
Luckily, Beth won and was able to stay in the game. The next few hands were low stakes with the men winning a few hands each. Beth found herself running short again. "Crap," she muttered.
"Just go all in, honey," pleaded David. If you lose, we'll go to bed.
"I'll spot you again, but you gotta play nude the rest of the game." Titus grinned over his cards at Beth.
"No way. I'll spot her." David started going through his money.
"Fine, but then you have to play nude," added Titus. "Lil Davey."
David turned pale and sat back in his seat. "Seriously David, it's okay," said Beth, feeling a little sorry for her husband. It would have been gallant of him to take her place, but that would have meant his brother humiliating him over his small penis. "I'll do it," said Beth.
"You can't possibly be okay with this, Honey?"
"Honestly," she said, reaching behind her neck and back. "It's too small and I feel like I'm being constricted to death." She pulled the strings. The hearts flew across the table to land in the pile of money. Titus laughed. It appeared that her breasts had shot the top off. Beth raised herself slightly and pulled her panty off under the table, tossing it onto the money. She sat back in her seat and moaned. "That's so much better." Both men stared in awe at her breasts. There were now heart indentations around her nipples. David's penis twitched when she reached up, cupping the tips of her breasts slowly massaging the heart-shaped depressions out. Beth won the hand.
"If she pays you back, can she put her clothes back on?" asked David.
"Nope," grunted Titus, dealing out the cards. "The deal was that she has to sit like that until the game ends." He raised several times, nearly cutting David out of the game. Beth won and now had most of the money.
David couldn't match the raises the next hand and went all in. "I wish I had more," grunted Titus. "I think I can win and want to keep playing."
Beth leered at him above her hand. "I'll spot you, but you have to play nude."
David's head was down to his chest and he was swaying in his seat, but that brought him back to life. "No way." He looked at his wife then at Titus. The black man's shirt was already off. He didn't pull his pants off under the table like Beth, he stood and pushed them down. David looked sick when his cock sprang up. It wasn't hard, but it wasn't dangling either. It was at half-mast. Titus sat back down.
"Just hurry up and get this over with," pleaded David. "No more spotting."
"No more spotting," agreed Titus. "I'm ready to move on too."
Titus won the pot making the game about even. Beth won a few hands before Titus took it all back. He raised the next hand and raised again. "I can't match that," said Beth.
"I have an offer to put on the table."
"No more spotting!" David sat up looking back and forth between his wife and brother.
"I'm listening. Put it on the table."
Titus stood and flopped his cock down on the table. "This is my offer."
"NO! Not another handjob."
"No handjob. I win, I get the money and your mouth on my black cock. You win, you get the pot."
"No Beth," cried David when he saw his wife looking at her cards.
"But I have a good hand," said Beth. David didn't like the way his wife was staring at Titus' thing either. "You have a deal."
"Show em."
Titus won.
David's threw his head down on the table and trembled. It was time he put his foot down. Things had gone too far. When he looked up, Titus and Beth were gone. He sat up, turning his head to look for them. Titus was sitting back on the couch, legs spread, and David's naked wife was lowering her mouth to his hated black brother's monstrously large cock. David got up, ready to shout for her to stop when her lips parted around the swollen black cock head. Beth was bobbing her head over the tip before he even made it to the living room.
"Sit down and watch, Lil' Davey."
David sat in his chair, staring in horror at the image of his loving faithful wife swallowing more and more of Titus' thick black shaft. This was worse than the scene he'd watched from the same spot seven weeks ago when for as far as David know, Beth had touched only the second penis she'd ever seen in her life. She'd never even performed oral sex on a man until sucking her husband off a short time ago. But Beth was taking it like a champ. She wasn't gagging. She was slurping all over his shaft. If she needed a breath, she'd pull up and let her tongue swirl all around the bulbous black cock head. She'd sit up and brace her hands on his knees sucking down onto his shaft before sitting back on her legs, pulling his cock down with her. Worse, she was moaning like it was the best meal she'd ever had. David looked up at Titus. His eyes were lidded, and he had a grin/cocky smirk plastered on his face like he was enjoying it. Of course, he was enjoying it. David reached into his pants and adjusted his hard penis, pulling it up to make it more comfortable. Seeing Beth sucking his asshole brother's black cock was revolting, but if they'd been strangers, he'd be witnessing one of the sexiest sights he'd ever seen.
Slowly, David reached down and unbuttoned his pants.
Beth groaned in satisfaction as her lips kissed Titus' pubic mound. She was grateful for being allowed to suck his magnificent cock one last time before he left. She could care less that her husband was witnessing it. She angled her head a bit so that she glanced at David and was totally shocked to see he was sitting in his chair, with his hard penis in his hand. She kept staring at him as she pulled back, planting a kiss on Titus' cock as it slipped from her mouth. "You're liking this?" she asked David.
"NO," he declared, loudly. "I hate seeing that thing between your lips."
"Then why are you hard?" she asked, keeping the slick cock head close to her lips while jerking her brother-in-law off.
"I don't know," he answered, shaking his head, conflicted by his reaction.
"I read somewhere that beta monkeys often jerk off while watching the big bull ape take the tribe's females," said Titus. "Back to sucking."
Beth returned her lips to his cock. It was expanding as his big bull alpha cock got close to cumming. Beth sucked half, jerking the other half off.
"Here it cums, babe," groaned Titus.
David watched his wife start sucking harder instead of pulling back. "Beth, watch out," he warned.
Beth's pussy twitched just as the tip of Titus' cock shuddered. His seed immediately overflowed her mouth before she could gulp, a waterfall of semen pouring down her chin. She came the second her taste buds registered the taste of his semen. Beth gulped milking his shaft, swallowing as much as she could.
"No," groaned David.
Beth ignored him, jerking and sucking out every drop of Titus' sperm.
"Keep me hard," whispered Titus.
Beth kept sucking, squeezing his shaft with her lips. It lost some of the firmness it got when he ejaculated, but it never turned soft.
"I think he's done, Beth," pleased David. She glanced over at him. His penis had shriveled and collapsed into a sticky mess. "You can stop now."
Beth did stop. She pulled back, giving the tip a farewell kiss before she pushed herself up off Titus' knees. David sighed with relief even as Titus' hand came up and turned her around. He pulled her hips down as he held his cock up for her.
"Wait!" David sat up while trying to clean his semen off his crotch. "What are you...?
"It's going in me, David," she moaned.
"Titus! Stop it this instant. You aren't putting that thing in my wife."
"Come on Lil Davey," he laughed. "She wants to try a real man."
"Yeah honey," moaned Beth, working her pussy around the end of his cock. "Just let me try a little bit. It's so big." She sank back onto a third of the cock. "So much bigger than yours." She pushed back into half his cock. "This is a real man's cock!" Beth sat in his lap, shuddering from a huge orgasm.
Titus grabbed her hips, lifting her up and pulling her back onto his shaft. She came again. Beth glanced at David. His penis was hard again and weirdly sticking up even though he wasn't holding it. Beth fucked back into Titus hard, moaning as she came. Titus reached around fondling her breasts. She came again as he squeezed her nipples, glancing over her shoulder at his weakling brother. They both picked up speed, Beth sitting down in his lap as fast as he lifted her up his shaft. Beth whimpered as she came. Titus was grunting each time he buried his cock in her.
"Beth," begged David. "Don't let him cum in you."
Beth looked contemptuously over at her husband and sank down into Titus shaft even as the first blast of seed filled her womb. Her mouth opened, and she cried out as she came all over the spurting shaft. Her vaginal muscles convulsing along with his cock, milking it for every drop of seed. David looked on in anguish, but his erect little penis twitched, dribbling out another load of his weak runny semen just as a waterfall of his brother's black seed began flooding out over Titus' testicles to drip on the carpet.
David covered his face with his hands to hide his tears. He heard Titus chuckle. "Well look what time it is. It's after midnight. Happy Valentine's day. Mind if I borrow your wife for the night? Thanks bro."
He lowered his hands. "Hey, wait," he said, but Titus was already going up the stairs, carrying Beth like a bride on her wedding night. David slowly stood, wiping the mess on his crotch off with a tissue. There were twenty times as much semen pooled by the couch. He wrinkled his nose, but went and retrieved a roll of paper towels. He sobbed each time he tossed a soaked wad of paper towels into a trash bag. Finally, he hurried into the kitchen, soaked a dishrag and tried to clean the wet carpet, but afraid there'd be a permanent stain there forever to remind him of this horrible night. He was about to head upstairs to stop his brother and wife, but there were little pools of sperm on every other step. He slowly climbed the steps cleaning these up until he was at the top.
They were fucking again.
The sounds weren't coming from Titus' room either. They'd taken the master bedroom. David couldn't stop Titus, but he could at least try. He'd take a beating and Titus would go back to fucking Beth, but he'd take a beating like a man. David took a deep breath and opened the bedroom door.
Beth was on all fours while Titus fucked her from behind. She hated this position, but she was moaning and pushing herself back into his cock like some wanton slut. David stepped into the room. The hated black cock was working like a piston fucking her with little more than half. It was higher then it should have been. "Wait! Is he in your ass?"
Beth raised her head and looked at him. "Yes, and I love it. She lowered her head, pushing back into Titus even harder. "Fuck my ass with your big black cock."
David turned around and left. He walked down the hall to the guest room, but it reeked of semen and he could still hear his wife's screams and a constant fwap fwap fwap noise. Broken, he slowly walked back downstairs and laid down on the couch, but his head was to close to where his wife had jerked, sucked, and then fucked his brother's thing and it reeked of semen. He sat up and finally settled into his recliner, pushing it back and trying to sleep. It was quieter down here, but he could still he faint moans and cries from his wife and they lasted all night.
**********
Beth squeezed her breasts tighter around the big black cock as the urethra opened and a wall of semen emerged to fall on her face. He pushed it through her breasts a couple of times before pulling out and shooting more all over her tits. She lifted her head, grabbing his cock and bending it down so that she could give it a farewell kiss.
Titus fell off her and Beth got off the bed and took a quick shower. She came back to the giant black man with a towel wrapped around her. He was asleep nude on the bed. She thought about letting him sleep, but she woke him. "You sure you want to leave today? You didn't get any sleep last night."
He yawned and stood. "And I wouldn't get any sleep tonight if I stayed another day either." She yelped when he yanked the towel off her and spanked her firm rounded ass. Titus leaned down and kissed her before heading to the bedroom to take his own shower.
He came back to the bedroom nude with every intention of leaving, but his sister-in-law was laying on the bed with her legs spread working the dildo he'd given her in and out of her well-used pussy. "One more time stud?" she asked.
His cock had risen and was sticking out as he climbed on the bed. Beth tossed the lifeless plastic dildo aside and lowered herself onto the hot throbbing cock that had turned her into a slut. "I hate what you've done to me," she moaned, slowly sitting in his lap.
"You love me."
"I hate you. You're a brute and an arrogant chauvinist." She was smiling as she rode him, trying to imprint the feeling of having him inside her in her brain so she could remember their last time together forever.
"You love my cock?"
"Oh god yes," she screamed, shuddering in orgasm. "I love your cock so much."
"Tell me you love me."
Beth sat on his cock and started crying. "Of course I love you. How could any woman not? I love you so much." She started riding him fast and hard again. "I love you. I love you. I... LOVE YOU!" Her womb flooded with his sperm. Beth came hard and kept cumming. Her last orgasm with Titus. She slowly opened her eyes and looked down at the handsome man. "I love you."



He looked up at her. "I love you too."
Beth stared down at him in shock. Her body shook and her pussy spasmed. The next thing she knew, she was cumming again. "What?" she asked in shock as she came down from her orgasm.
"I love you too."
"Look at the camera and say that again."
Titus followed the nod of her head and saw the smartphone leaning on a table. "What?"
"I wanted to remember our last night together," she explained. "Now say it again."
Titus grinned. What a woman! "I love Beth Shorthose," he told the phone.
"Please don't go," she begged, looking down at him.
"Come with me," said Titus.
**********
The sound of a motorcycle woke David from his stupor. Finally, his bastard of a brother was leaving. He got up and opened the door. Through bleary red eyes, he saw Titus hit the kickstand. Beth was climbing onto the bike behind him wearing the skimpiest bikini he'd ever seen. She dropped a small away bag into one of the motorcycle's storage compartments.
"Beth?" he called out to her.
She looked back, smiled at him sadly before wrapping her arms around Titus and the bike started moving away just as he'd watched his mother do with Gus yesterday.
David watched them recede down his driveway until they were out of sight.
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Titus and Beth had two good days together.
They headed West on Alligator Alley towards Florida's gulf coast. Beth hugged Titus tightly for warmth as the weather was growing colder. She could have stayed in her bikini forever, but the farther north they got, the colder it would get. Titus wanted to stick to the south to stay with the warmer weather, but it was still February after all.
They stopped at Temptations Tampa where Titus having a direct line to Esteban in his phone, got the manager to let Beth dance some sets. Beth left with an additional $400 in her pocket. She paid for a cheap hotel room, fucking several times that night and Beth gave him a long blow job the next morning. After the blow job, she spent a half-hour sitting on the bathtub feeling sick to her stomach and hoping she wasn't coming down with a bug. She took a shower afterward and came out to find Titus had bought her some jeans from a nearby thrift store. She had a short sleeve half shirt in his storage compartments, but not much else. Titus explained that he usually just lived off thrift stores, exchanging his clothes from time to time, and washing them in hotel bathrooms with occasional stops at a laundromat.
Titus pushed to reach New Orleans and they rode eleven hours that day, stopping only for lunch and dinner. The long ride in the cold wind had Beth exhausted, though Titus appeared to thrive back on the road. She groaned stepping off the bike when they finally pulled up to a motel next door to a country and western bar named Smokey the Bar. She wanted a shower and sleep, he wanted to fuck. Titus always got what he wanted.
**********
"Fuck me, lover," purred Beth, staring lovingly at his handsome face. "Ohhh," she gasped, his penis penetrating her. "Oh! Yes! Fuck me. Fuck... OW!"
Titus grunted, baring his teeth in frustration. "Unh," he rested the head of his cock against her cervix and tried to push it through.
"Ow," she jumped with a start. "I don't know what's wrong?" She stared confusedly into his eyes. A shadow crossed his face, he stared at her sadly while he fucked her with only half his cock. Her cervix still throbbed from being rammed by his cock head, but Beth managed a large orgasm when his sperm began hosing her cervix.
Titus pulled out and took a shower. "I'm gonna go check out the bar next door," he told her. "Coming?"
"No thanks," she moaned, stretching. "I'm going to take a shower and try to sleep. How long on the road tomorrow?"
"Thought we'd tour New Orleans for a day or two." Titus winked and strolled over to the door again. He turned, glancing sadly back at her before leaving.
Beth pulled the chain across the latch before taking her shower, spending a long time under the hot water. She toweled herself off and blow-dried her hair. She enjoyed being naked in a strange hotel room and found herself with an odd desire to open the curtains and let strangers watch her, but she repressed it. She was bored, and half tempted to go find Titus, but the King-sized bed was calling to her. Beth pulled back the covers and quickly went to sleep.
"DAMN!"
Beth jerked awake as the door chain rattled. She glanced at the alarm, it was 2:00 am. "Coming," she told Titus, climbing out of bed. The door was open a crack, pulling the chain latch taut. Titus closed the door and she undid the chain, opening it. "Welcome back, lover," she said, smiling and arching her back so that her breasts thrust out.
He placed one large hand on the edge of the door. The knuckles were bloody. Titus saw her alarmed glance. "Mostly not mine," he explained, pushing the door all the way open so that Beth could see he had a companion, a blonde cowgirl.
"What the..." said the woman standing beside Titus. "I'm not into anything weird." Her eyes lowered down Beth's body, moving back up and looking appreciative at what she'd seen. "It's weird enough going back to a nig..groes' motel room. Who are you?"
"I'm his girlfriend," said Beth, a little angry. Titus pushed past Beth and strolled to the bathroom to clean his knuckles off. "Who are you?"
"Charlene, but everyone calls me Charli Rae or just Charli."
"Beth," she said, equally impressed by Charli. The girl was a looker. Long blonde hair fell down her back, the top of her hair covered by a cowboy hat. Her eyes were bright blue. Her face, naturally beautiful wearing little make-up other than bright red lipstick. Her figure was outstanding and on display. She wore a plaid shirt, tied up between bouncy unrestrained DD breasts. Her exposed belly was flat and tanned, a confederate battle flag pin glinted in her navel. Her firm outthrust ass was covered with tight cut-offs, strands of thread hanging from the bottoms. The front button was undone, the zipper lowered slightly dangerously close to where the top of her pubes would be. Her feet were covered in boots. "What are you doing here, Charli?"
"I was celebrating my 21st birthday and my first time at a club with my boyfriend, Bobby Ray, no relation," she said with a wink. "Then Titus started hitting on me. Bobby Ray was pissed cause he gets jealous and he hates nig.. coloreds, but Titus apologized and bought us a pitcher of bud. Then he and Bobby Ray started playing pool. Serious pool with money on the table, but Bobby Ray didn't have enough to cover the final bet and Titus told him he'd take a night with me to cover the shortfall. I was like no way would I ever fuck a black guy, but Bobby Ray just winked at me and told Titus he had a deal. Titus won. He's a really good pool player."
"I know," said Beth, wryly. "I take it Bobby Ray never planned on paying off the bet."
Charli shook her head. "I sure wasn't gonna pay it off. We were gonna teach that nigger...oops, sorry."
"It's fine," said Titus walking up behind Beth. He'd removed his tee-shirt.
"Yes, fine," said Charli staring at the black man's muscular chest. "We thought we'd teach Titus a lesson about knowing his place for hitting on white women, but..."
"I left three white cracker rednecks rolling around on the street in pain."
Charli gulped. "The others... they just ran."
"Take the first two or three out fast enough and the others always run."
Charli was staring at Titus hungrily now. "He was just so masculine, confident, smiling as he decked my boyfriend. He winked at me when he dislocated Jimmy's shoulder. I was gonna run too, but it was over too quickly and by then I didn't want to run anymore. I felt he deserved his reward. Sorry, I didn't know he had a girlfriend back here."
"She's cool," said Titus. "You are cool, aren't you Beth?"
Beth was staring at Charlie Rae. The girl was showing all the signs of arousal. Beth could see her rock-hard nipples poking out through the plaid short. Her chest and cheeks were flushed, and she was breathing heavily. A part of Beth felt that declaring their love for each other meant they would be exclusive, but another part knew there'd be other partners, male and female. She'd watched him share Ashley with both sexes in his video clips and he'd already shared her with his father. "Yeah, I'm cool," she replied, reaching out for the knot between Charli's breasts. Beth pulled on the plaid shirt.
"OH!" said Charli. The tied-up shirt flew open. Her ripe full breasts were near perfection, fully rounded, perfectly shaped and capped by half-inch nipples sticking out from pink quarter-sized areola. They were firm and proud, rising above her ribs and thin waist. She'd make a fortune dancing for Esteban.
Beth walked around behind the young girl. She was shaking a little, staring at Titus. The big black man sat on the bed and kicked his shoes off before standing back up. Beth pressed her own hard nipple capped breasts into Charli's back. She reached around and caressed Charli's breasts before letting her hands slide down. The girl's cutoffs were already unbuttoned so it was easy for Beth to just pull the zipper down. Beth squatted, tugging the tight shorts down over the blonde's firm ass.
"My lord!"
Beth glanced up as she forcefully tugged the jean shorts down. Charli was staring at Titus' crotch. She didn't know it yet, but she wouldn't be returning to Bobby Ray after tonight or probably any white man for that matter. The shorts fell to her feet and Charli stepped out of them. Her ass was bared, a thong running up between her cheeks. The front was lacy and sheer. She'd dressed sexy for her boyfriend and her birthday, planning on getting laid. Beth grabbed the edges of the panty and pulled down. Charli gasped again. She was a natural blonde and shaved her mound, but for a yellow stripe in the middle.
Beth slid her hands down, the girl's smooth, tanned legs. They were firm and muscular, probably a runner's legs. She made to lift Charli's leg and pull a boot off, but Titus said, "Leave them." Beth stood back up. "Bring her to me." Beth pushed the trembling girl a few steps forward until she was standing before Titus. He towered above her, nostril's flaring as he took in his newest conquest. "Take it out," he ordered.
"Oh god," she mumbled. "I can't believe I'm doing this." Charlie looked up at Titus' face while resting her hands on his chest, she slid them down, feeling the ridgelines of his muscles, moving down until they reached the hem of his pants. She trembled as she undid the buttons and spread the opening so that the zipper slid down. "You're big!" She was staring at the bulge, impressed by what she was seeing.
Beth moved to the side slightly so that she could see the girl's face. Charli's hand yanked the underwear out and down. Beth smirked watching her brow furrow, then her eyebrows shot up, disbelief in her eyes. She stepped back, finally looking down at the monster cock in her tiny white hand. "Sweet Jesus," she muttered staring at it in awe. The hand gripping it didn't even cover a quarter of Titus' cock. "No way!" Charli, released it, pushing it down like she was tossing it away, but the huge rod just sprang back up. "Oh, hell no," she said. "I'm not going anywhere near that thing. That's like no penis I ever saw..."
Beth moved behind her again, stopping her retreat. "That's because it's not a penis," she whispered in Charli's ear. Her hands rested on the blonde's shoulders, rubbing them, calming the frightened girl. "That's a cock, a big black cock." She applied pressure to the girl's shoulders, pushing her down. Titus looked on in approval. "Real men have cocks. Your redneck boyfriend has a penis, a small inferior white penis."
"No," gasped Charli in disbelief as she fell to her knees before the huge black cock. "It's not real..." Her hand came up again, lightly touching the bulbous head with her fingertips. "How...?"
"Just about thirteen inches," said Titus watching her glide her fingertips down along his shaft. "How big is your boyfriend?"
Charli closed her fingers around it. There was a two-inch gap between her thumb and fingers. "He told me seven, but he's not even half as big as your penis."
"He lied and that's a black cock in your hand, not a penis."
"A cock," she whispered, sliding her hand up to the head and back down. "A big black cock."
"And what do you think of that big black cock Charli Rae?"
"It's... perfect."
"Well then, why don't you give that perfect cock a kiss, gurl?"
Beth watched Charli lean forward and plant a kiss on the tip. She kept her lips there, inhaling his musky scent into her nostrils. Her tongue flickered out, tentatively licking the tip. In a split second, all hesitation was gone, and her tongue was all over it.
Beth kneeled behind her, rubbing her shoulders watching her stretch her mouth open, trying to take him inside. Beth slid her hands down her smooth tanned back and around the sides, caressing her breasts. Charli moaned when Beth's fingers found her nipples, teasing and pinching them. The nipples were solid elongated nubs attached to lovely cushiony breasts and smooth soft skin. Charli was sucking the head now, trying not to gag, but going at it like a woman possessed. Beth shivered running one hand down the young girl's soft belly. Her other hand moved down one hip and over one cheek of her ass as plump and cushiony as the breast she'd been touching earlier. The hand on Charli's belly moved back up to the breast and nipple. The hand on her ass slid down between the crack and under, feeling the girl's arousal, wetness that matched the one between Beth's own thighs. The tip of her finger slid along the girl's wet slit.
Charli slightly raised herself and sat down, whimpering as Beth's finger pushed inside her. Beth whimpered also, flexing the finger as she felt the blonde's wet heat. Beth pulled back slightly so that she could insert a second finger. Charli started humping Beth's hand with as much vigor as she was attacking Titus' cock. She was only managing to swallow nearly an inch past the crown but was furiously stroking the remaining shaft with both hands. Beth felt her vagina convulse, soaking her fingers and palm. Charlie tried to moan, gagging slightly on his cock. "Mmmmph!" Beth looked up to see her cheeks bulging out. They contracted and bulged again. Charli choked pulling her head back. A powerful blast of sperm hit her face instinct causing her to duck aside. Another, equally large discharge shot over her shoulder, hitting Beth's face. Beth moved up, wrapping her lips around the head just as it was jerking up to shoot again. Her mouth filled with his hot seed. She moaned as she swallowed it. "Mine," growled Charli, yanking the shaft back towards her own mouth.
Beth's finger had never left the blonde's pussy. Her vagina quivered again. Beth pumped her fingers faster, fresh waves of arousal covering her hand as the girl gulped the last of Titus' seed down her own throat. Beth removed her fingers when Charli quit orgasming. "Mmmm," she groaned contentedly. "It's so good!"
"You sound surprised?" said Titus.
"I only let Bobby Ray cum in my mouth once," she said, licking her lips. Her hand was still possessively holding Titus' cock. "He didn't taste good at all."
"Weak and runny," said Beth in her ear. Charli nodded, staring at Titus' cock. "The semen of a weakling," whispered Beth. Charli shook her head this time. The racist young woman looked conflicted, not wanting to believe that her white boyfriend was inferior to a black man, but the evidence was literally staring her in the face.
"Get on the bed," ordered Titus.
Charli reluctantly let go of Titus' black shaft. His rampant erection was swollen with desire for his newest conquest. She crawled onto the bed, nude, but for her short boots. The blonde rolled over on her back and spread her legs drawing both Titus' and Beth's eyes to her pink wet folds. Titus took a step towards her grabbing his cock. "Aren't ya gonna lick me?" she asked.
"Don't need to," he grunted, "But if you want your pussy licked, Beth can do it." He placed his hand on Beth's head and guided her between Charli's legs.
Charli gulped. "I've never fooled around with a woman."
"Me neither," said Beth. Charli had a beautiful pussy. The blonde strip of hair seemed to draw her eyes right to the girl's slit. Beth moved between her legs, feeling nervous for some reason. She'd been wanting this for a while now and Charli was a perfect choice. There'd be no shame or embarrassment. She'd be gone in the morning and she and Titus would never see her again.
Beth brought her head closer. The girl's anus was just above the bedspread. It was tightly puckered, neatly sealed, but if Beth knew her brother-in-law, it wouldn't be snugly sealed by morning. Beth brought her lips up to the girl's pussy and just like she sometimes kissed the tip of Titus' cock, she kissed Charli's pussy. The girl trembled a little, gasping when Beth's tongue flickered out, running up her slit. Beth too moaned with lust, her tongue lapping faster, pausing only to tickle the girl's distended clitoris. Charli began humping Beth's tongue as Beth pushed it in and out of her pussy. Beth stared cross-eyed down Charli's blonde strip, her belly was undulating, the confederate battle flag pin rising and falling with the girl's rippling stomach. Charli's head was raised between the firm mounds of her breasts, looking down into Beth's eyes. Her mouth was open. "Ah ah ah," she gasped. "AAAAHHH!" Her head fell just as her crotch bucked up into Beth's tongue. Charli squirted into Beth's tongue and mouth, her fluid covering Beth's chin. For a brief moment, Beth saw the bed surrounded by her bi/lesbian classmates and her feminist studies teacher, Ms. Dykstra. They were nodding approvingly. "YYEESS!" Charli moaned, her pussy dropping down onto the bed.
Beth wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. Either the situation had the girl hyper-aroused or Bobby Ray had never eaten her pussy this good. A strong hand rested on her shoulder, pulling her out of the way. Beth moved aside as Titus cupped the girl's knees, raising her pussy up towards his cock. Charli looked up in alarm as the monster head of his cock disappeared between her legs and started pressing into the folds of her pussy. She gasped feeling it about to penetrate her. "Ya gotta wear a condom," she panted as she opened for him.
"You got one sized for nigger cock?" He asked, pushing forwards.
Charli felt herself opening up wider than ever before. His use of the "n" word reminding her that she was being penetrated bareback by a huge black cock with a pair of sperm-filled balls as big as oranges. She'd been with three men in her life and neither Bobby Ray, Jimmy Don, nor cousin Bodean had ever entered her bareback. "Just please pull it out," she begged, remembering how thick and voluminous the black man's seed had been. "Sweet Jesus, you're big," she moaned feeling him working the head around inside her, pushing it a little deeper with each thrust. She was staring up her body and the wrist-thick black shaft slowly disappearing inside her. He'd pull back, the light glistening where he'd penetrated her, and the wet area was growing larger and larger. "Fuck!" she gasped in awe as he passed Jimmy Don's mark, then Bobby Ray's, and finally cousin Bodean's whose six-and-a-half-inch prick had been the biggest she'd ever seen, so impressive, she'd let him take her virginity. "Oh god," moaned Charli, suddenly thrashing like she was having a seizure.
Beth watched the contented smile spread across her face, her eyes slowly opening as if to view her new reality for the first time. She was staring at Titus in admiration from her first black cock orgasm. "Fuck me," she growled, staring at him. "OW!" She winced before her eyes flew wide open. Beth reached out and stroked her blonde hair, knowing Titus' cock was forcing its way through her cervix. "It's in my womb!" She confirmed, watching the last few inches of cock disappear inside her. "Unh unh unh," grunted Charli as Titus began working several inches of cock in an out of her. She appeared dazed. "OHGOD! FUCCKK MMEE!"
And just like that, Beth watched the girl thrash as she had her second black cock orgasm. "Only a big nigger cock can give you orgasms like that," she said, still stroking the blonde's hair. Charli's eyes turned on her in disbelief than back on the muscle-bound titan fucking her. "I swear you were built for fucking nigger cock." Beth bent over and kissed the girl's bouncing nipple. "How's it feel to have your white pussy filled by nigger cock?"
"Good," whimpered Charli, gasping as Beth sucked her nipple between her lips. "It fills my white pussy so goOOOD!" She squealed, cumming again.
"No more white dick," said Titus.
"No more," she agreed.
"You black-owned now, gurl," grunted Titus, working his cock faster. "You're a slut for BIG... BLACK... NIGGER... COCK!
"YYEESS!!" Charli thrashed around so violently, her nipple popped out of Beth's mouth. "So good. So fucking good. Love big black nigger cock. Ohmygod, just don't cum in me."



"Of course, gurl," gasped Titus. He was sweating now, getting close.
"He lies," said Beth. Charli's eyes flickered to her again and Beth could see the alarm in them. "Real men don't pull out. He's gonna fill you up with his nigger seed."
"No!"
"He's gonna plant a little nigger baby in that belly."
"NO!" Charli was trembling.
"Yes," said Beth nodding.
Charli's head started nodding back. "Yes," she whispered. One hand grabbed Beth's arm, squeezing it tighter and tighter as another orgasm was building. "YES! Do it! Seed my white pussy! Give me a nigger baby!"
"Here it cums." Titus pushed deep, his oversized balls granting the woman her wish and giving her a giant orgasm at the same time. Her contractions sucked his sperm up into her uterus. Charli's brain suffered a flash flood of indescribable joy as it became saturated with pleasure-giving chemicals.
Charli felt full than empty. Sperm rained down on her face and breasts. She looked up at the mammoth cock shooting small jets of sperm out to fall on her breasts. Titus dropped her to the mattress. His cock less rampant now, angled down, but still dripping sperm to fall on her stomach. The blonde girl looked down at all the white semen on her body. Her hands reached out, rubbing it into her skin, around her throbbing nipples, and into her belly. Her hand came to rest under her navel feeling it bulging out from all the semen inside her. "Shit!" she gasped, coming to her senses. "What did you do? I can't have a black baby!"
"You seemed to enjoy it," said Beth.
"She asked for it," said Titus. He turned and walked to the bathroom.
"I just got caught up in the sex." Charli was looking frantic. "What do I do?" She looked at Beth. "You gotta suck it out of me. Please?"
Beth shrugged. She slid off the bed. Charli opened her legs and rested them on Beth's shoulder. Her pussy was no longer pretty. It was red and splayed open, pouring sperm out. Beth pressed her mouth against it and started lapping. She immediately moaned with delight. Charlie's pussy had kept it hot and his semen tasted every bit as good as it did coming straight from his cock. Maybe even better mixed with her pussy juice.
"Get as much as you can," pleaded Charli, her hips slowly lifting into Beth's thrusting tongue. "Ohhhh," she moaned.
Beth licked faster until the girl came. Her orgasm forcing a mouthful of sperm into Beth's mouth. Beth gulped it down and another mouthful. It wouldn't be enough. She could have a dozen more orgasms and she'd still have millions of sperm trapped behind her cervix. She came again, and Beth got another mouthful. The sperm running out of her turned to a trickle, but Beth's tongue and jaw were getting tired. She quit lapping, kissing the blonde's pussy again before rising and kissing up her body. She kissed her bellybutton, sucking the black seed off the Confederate battle flag pin before kissing and licking her way up Charli's body. Beth suckled and licked around both her nipples, kissing her shoulders, then her neck and cheek. When her tongue found Charli's mouth, she found the blonde's tongue receptive. The two women kissed.
Beth grunted.
Strong hands raised her ass up as the thick familiar cock head pushed past her pussy lips. She moaned, kissing Charli more lustfully as the giant black cock began fucking her. It pounded into her cervix, but she was still closed tight. Beth quit kissing Charli burying her head over the blonde's shoulder as the tears ran down her cheeks. She missed the full penetration, again wondering what was wrong with her body that it was suddenly rejecting the man she loved. She worried he wouldn't be satisfied fucking her with just three-quarters of his cock. Her worries grew when he pulled out. Charli shuddered beneath her and started moving as Titus began fucking her again. The black man held Beth's hips as he fucked the trapped young woman beneath her.
The tears stopped flowing and Beth went back to kissing her new female lover. Charli was eager, sucking Beth's lower lip into her mouth and holding it as she came. "Is it always this good?" she hissed into Beth's ear.
"Always," replied Beth, kissing her again. Beth felt her shudder another half dozen times beneath her before Titus bellowed loudly, his grip tightening on Beth's hips as he filled Charli's womb with another load of his potent semen. This time, Charli took it without complaint.
An exhausted Titus plopped down on the bed just as Beth lifted herself off Charli. She reached down and pulled the woman to her feet. "Happy birthday," she said. Charli snorted a laugh. Beth helped her to the bathroom as Charli waddled behind her. Beth turned the water on in the shower, waiting for it to warm before helping Charli into the tub. She climbed in with her, retrieving some soap and cleaning the
dried semen off the messy woman. Beth turned her around, facing her and kissing her again.
"Thanks," said Charli, her hands reaching out to caress Beth's skin, sliding down to her breasts. "Your tits are perfect. I'm jealous."
"You've got nothing to be jealous over, Charli Rae. "Your body's amazing."
"Thanks for sharing your boyfriend," she said sincerely. "He's quite... remarkable?"
Beth laughed. "Yes, he is, isn't he?" She looked into Charli's blue eyes. "There is something you can do for me."
"Sure?"
Beth caressed her cheeks, kissing her before sliding her hands to her shoulders. She pushed down. "I haven't gotten mine for a while."
Charli fell to her knees in the tub, hot water raining down Beth's body. She looked at the matted brown pubic hair before her eyes. "I guess this is my night for trying new things," she said, leaning forwards.
Beth leaned against the wall, opening her legs and raising her hips out. Charli's tongue ran up her slit, hesitant at first, but gaining in enthusiasm as she came to like it. Beth looked down her body. Charlie wiggled her tongue looking back up at her. Beth reached down, caressing her wet hair. Her fingers pushing against her scalp, raising her hips into Charli's face as Beth pulled her tight. Beth's orgasm soaked the girl's chin, her tongue licking the fluids up. Beth relaxed and released her head.
They toweled each other off and returned to the bed. The blonde and the brunette climbed in beside Titus, each leaning into him and resting hands on his hard chest.
**********
The bed shaking woke Beth. She opened her eyes. Charli was staring back at her. The blonde's face was red and strained. Sweat beaded her forehead. She was on all fours, head down, ass up. Titus was slowly working his cock in her from behind. Charli winced. "He's in my ass," she gasped.
"You'll learn to love it."
"He's too big, Beth." Charli's face scrunched up then relaxed. She opened her eyes again. "It doesn't hurt as much. UNH! God, it's big. UNH! Fuck. FUCK! So deep. Fuck. Fuck me. FUCK MY ASS!"
Beth smiled as Charli rose up, pushing back into Titus' cock. Titus winked at her and she smiled back watching her lover break in the white girl's ass. She truly was black-owned now. Titus grunted and Beth knew he was filling her bowels with his seed.
She fell back asleep when Charli got up running to the bathroom before her ass started leaking semen all over the room's carpet.
Beth woke again to the dawn's light shining through the curtain. Titus was crawling on top of her. She opened her legs for his cock. He held himself over her, fucking her gently, not even trying to get it through her cervix. She ran her hands down his strong back, feeling the taut muscles as he held himself above her.
"I love you," he said, first.
"I love you too," she replied, cumming around his cock. She looked up at him happily, but he looked depressed. Maybe, he felt guilty for bringing Charli back to their room, but then he was the one that believed in that alpha male/uber man nonsense that it was his right to do whatever or whomever he pleased. She pulled his head down and kissed his forehead affectionately to make him feel better.
Titus fucked her slowly for a long time, staring down into her face, taking in the detail. She wanted to cradle his head in her arms, ask him what was wrong. Finally, she could feel he was close. He rested the head right up on her cervix and sprayed it with his hot seed. He bent down and kissed her, sucking her lower lip between his as he filled her with one of his voluminous loads. Beth gasped and whimpered as she came along with him.
Beth ran for the bathroom when Titus pulled out. With her cervix closed up, there was a lot more leakage. She cupped her hands under her pussy and raced for the toilet. It poured out of her as she sat down and suddenly, she felt ill again, clutching her stomach, not sure if she should leap off the seat and bend her head over it or keep seated so his sperm could drain out. The bathtub was close if she needed to vomit.
It passed and she returned to bed, falling back asleep.
She awoke a couple of hours later, her stomach upset again. This time, she was pretty sure she was going to vomit. The bed was empty. She ran to the bathroom, the shower running. Titus immense bulk filled most of the tub. He was raising the much smaller blonde woman up and down his cock, hands lifting her under her ass. Their heads were turned, kissing each other passionately.
She leaned over the toilet and vomited though it was mostly just dry heaves. She hung her head over the seat, listening as Charli had several orgasms and Titus finally pulled her down on his cock as he filled her with his seed. Beth noticed she was no longer objecting to his cumming inside her.
"You alright?" he asked, stepping out of the tub.
"Yeah, must have a stomach bug or something," she said, noticing his sorrowful expression return as she started dry heaving again.
Beth stayed like that, feeling miserable for more than a quarter-hour. Finally, when her stomach felt a little better, she pushed herself up and stepped into the shower herself. She held her hand over her abdomen. Was it actually possible she was pregnant? She and David never used protection and she had never gotten pregnant. She'd always believed she was the problem, but if it was David that couldn't get her pregnant, then she just might have gotten pregnant by his brother. For that matter, she may have gotten pregnant by Titus' father or Jim for that matter. Had she become such a slut that she didn't have a clue who the father of her child might be?
Beth finished her shower, washing her hair and cleaning off the dried sperm between her legs from where it had leaked out while she slept. She hummed happily while using the built-in blow dryer to dry her hair. The thought of carrying a child was growing on her and she wanted it to be Titus' more than anything. She wasn't sure how he'd take it though.
Beth looked for a dry towel, but they were all damp and bunched up from Titus and Charlie's shower together. There were never enough towels in these little motels, and it took several to dry off Titus' large body. She brushed her teeth. She decided not to tell him yet. The first chance she got, she'd buy a pregnancy test, just to make sure. She smiled at her reflection. Was it her imagination or was she glowing? It had to be in her head, but she did look radiantly beautiful. Anyway, she was looking forward to exploring New Orleans today. Visiting the city had been on her list for a while.
Beth left the bathroom, walking out into an empty room.
She frowned, wondering where they'd gone too. A motorcycle roared to life outside. Without thinking she ran to the door and threw it open. "HEY!" she yelled, but they were too far to hear her. Titus rode his bike down past the lobby and turned onto the highway. Charli was on the seat behind him. She was leaning against his back, arms wrapped around his chest, and she was wearing Beth's bikini, her long blonde hair flying out as the bike sped up.
Beth's eyes followed the bike onto the highway, her head turning until she was staring in the face of an awe-stricken young man standing a few parking spaces down. His chubby wife was bent over holding her hands over their son's eyes also looking at her. Beth looked down at her nude body and stepped back into the room.
Beth wasn't worried. Maybe, they'd just left to get breakfast? No, she wasn't worried. She paced the room. All Titus' stuff was gone. The only thing left in the room was Charli's clothes from last night, the plaid shirt, jean shorts, boots, cowgirl hat, and panties. Beth's spare clothes were in the storage compartment on the motorcycle as was her left-over money from stripping. She sat down, getting more nervous as an hour passed and then another. She was starting to worry. She heard the maid knocking several doors down and put out the do not disturb sign, hiding her nude body behind the door.
It was then that she noticed the note on the pillow.
Her hands were trembling when she picked it up and read it. It was short and direct.
If the baby is a boy, name him Atlas. If it's a girl, Phoebe.
Beth sobbed, the tears running down her cheeks. She threw herself down on the pillow and cried.
**********
Another husband was in the parking lot, taking a suitcase from his car while his wife was bent over in the backseat taking a baby out of its seat. He did a double-take when Beth stepped out of the room.
Beth felt like a redneck whore, hating the outfit, but knew she looked amazing. The boots clomped on the sidewalk as she made her way towards the office. She tugged on the shorts, but nothing she tried could stop the bottoms of her ass-cheeks from sticking out under the short cutoff jeans. Her breasts swung freely under the plaid shirt. At least the cowboy hat kept the sun out of her eyes.
Titus had paid cash for the room the night before so at least that was covered. She entered the office and made herself a coffee. The desk clerk could barely keep his eyes off her but kept looking down every time she looked up.
"You okay, miss?" he finally asked.
Her eyes were red from all the crying she'd done over the last few hours. Finally, she'd pulled herself together and cleaned herself up. Her parents had both died in a car accident, and she had nowhere to go. She settled on returning to Miami. She doubted David would take her back, nor did she want to go back to him, but at least she had a change of clothes and her car was there. Plus, spare ID. Her driver's license and phone were with her money in Titus' saddlebags somewhere. "I'm fine," she answered, finishing the coffee.
Something was poking her in the short's pocket. She reached in and pulled out reflective sunglasses. Beth put them on as she left the lobby. The other pocket felt empty, but she tried it anyway. She was filled with some relief when she pulled out a twenty-dollar bill folded flat and tucked way down. Even better, when she opened it, there was a ten and a one inside it. Thirty-one dollars to get her back to Miami from New Orleans. Not much, but then she didn't need to make it back to Miami on thirty-one dollars, she needed it to make it to a nudie bar. If she could convince the manager to let her dance a set, she'd have some spending money.
Beth stood up straight and walked from the lobby to the road. The highway was a short distance down the road. She turned around, walking backward, looking for a vehicle with a turn single on to indicate it was heading West. She stuck out her thumb. In this outfit, she didn't expect she'd be hitchhiking long. Only one car passed her.
The second vehicle was an eighteen-wheeler. It honked and pulled over. She didn't even think half a minute had passed before she had her ride.
**********
Big John
Beth grabbed the bar and pulled herself up as a beefy black hand pushed the door open. She flashed a fake smile as she climbed up, looking in the cab. The smell hit her before her eyes could even see inside.
The black man, smiling back at her was hideous. His teeth were crooked and one of the front teeth was missing. His face was all flat nose and broad lips. Both were dark black and spread across his face. His dark eyes were small and beady, the big nose making them look even smaller. He had a high forehead with receding hair, shaved short and completely white. He was also probably 80 pounds overweight, the chin under his broad lips disappearing into jowls. "Where ya heading, honey?"
Beth wanted to turn and run but fought her instincts and kept smiling. "As close to Miami as you can get me."
"I'm going to Orlando."
"That'll work," said Beth. Orlando was under two hours away from Miami. She sighed, suddenly wishing she'd been nicer to people and had some friends she could depend on to come to get her or let her stay with them.
"John," said the black man. "Folks call me Big John."
"Beth," she answered, watching his eyes flick up and down her body. She looked away, frowning.
"Nice to meet you, Beth," said Big John. His hand came out and planted on her knee, giving it a little squeeze. He ran it up her thigh a few inches before removing it to use both hands on the wheel to turn onto the freeway.
Certainly, this fat black man didn't think he had a chance with her? She winced, her hard nipples scraping against the tied-up shirt. It suddenly felt very hot in the cab even though he had the air blowing. She sniffed. What was that stench? It was stale but familiar. It was sweat and semen. The cabin reeked of masculinity.
"You look familiar. You an actress or something?"
She rolled her eyes and looked back at him, still faking a smile. "Up until a short time ago, I was a waitress at a diner."
"Honey, you too fine to be a waitress." He grinned over at her, but all she could see was the dark gap in his teeth. For such an ugly man, he was strangely confident.
"Thanks." Beth looked away and down. She stifled a gasp when she saw the size of the bulge running down the man's pants leg. She felt herself flushing as a desire to see Big John's cock rose in her. The fat ugly black man was an alpha! "I'm sorry, I don't have much money."
"That's okay, honey," he grinned again. "I'm sure we can work something out." His big hand came over to rest on her knee again.
She noticed the hand he had on the wheel had a wedding ring on it. Her eyes flickered down to the hand on her knee then back to the bulge, noticing it had swelled some. "And I suppose that if we can't work something out, I'm back on the street?"
Big John glanced over at her and removed his hand, putting it back on the wheel. "Not at all, hone... Beth. No one's ever accused Big John of failing to help a lady in distress. You got a ride all the way to Orlando whether you pay me or not."
Beth felt a tear welling up in her eye. "Thank you," she whispered, believing him.
"You in some kind of trouble?"
"No, I was just dumped by my boyfriend."
"Well, he's a damn fool then. You're about the hottest thang I ever saw. Look, I don't have a lot of cash on me either, but I can cover meals and maybe some cash to help you get to Miami."
"Thank you," she repeated. Was this guy for real? Maybe all alphas weren't assholes? Beth pulled her hat off and dropped it at her feet.
John glanced at her again. "You sure look familiar," he said again.
Beth felt a little nervous. "You ever been to Miami?" she asked, hoping he hadn't seen her strip, but then she would have noticed a man his size in the audience.
"Sure, but not in a few years."
She sighed with relief. "When are we stopping?"
"Soon. There's a truck stop ahead where I spend the night. They got a buffet and if I fill up with gas, they got a shower you can use. Now, there's not a lot of room in the cab for sleeping, but you can take it. I'll try to make do up here."
"I appreciate this Big John. I'll pay you back for everything. I'll mail you the money as soon as I get back home."



"Don't worry about it, honey," he said, slapping his hand back on her knee. "You just pay it forward some time. Help your fellow man."
"Geez John, you're too good to be true. You're like a knight in shining armor," said Beth, even though she hated the idea of a man coming to the rescue. She took her sunglasses off and hung it between her breasts.
"The Black Knight in a shining semi," he replied, taking his hand off her knee and pulling on the horn. He returned the hand to her knee and she let him keep it there. For the next thirty minutes, he slowly squeezed his knee, caressing up her thigh, but not going too far. Beth glanced at his crotch from time to time, watching it twitch occasionally. "You wanna see it?"
"See what?"
"My cock. Ya keep glancing at it."
"No thanks," Beth replied. "It's just a little hard to miss."
"Well, if ya change your mind, let me know. That's usually all it takes."
"Takes to what?"
"Takes for a woman to forget about my looks and join me in the sleeping compartment."
Beth nodded, believing him. They pulled into the truck stop. Big John got out, groaning and limping as he tried to straighten his back. "You okay?"
"Yeah. The job's hard on my body. Not sure how much longer I'm gonna be able to keep it up." He pulled a bottle out of his pocket and popped and Advil into his mouth. "Let's eat."
The buffet was what she would have expected from a Southern truck stop diner, fried chicken, pork chops, mashed potatoes, mac-n-cheese, turnip greens, beans, etc. She sat across from John in a booth. They were getting a lot of stares, mostly men staring at her, but a few were the hate-filled stares of men who hated seeing a white woman with a black man. The waitress, Darlene, was a worn looking, middle-aged white woman. She knew John and was cool towards Beth. She'd touch John on the arm or shoulder every chance she got, and Beth decided she was jealous. "Who's your friend?" she asked.
"A hitcher," replied John. "I'm just helpin a girl out. Big John will take care of ya next time, Darlene."
"Well he better," replied the waitress, giving John's crotch a glance before leaving.
"Darlene likes to join me in the sleeping compartment."
"And I suppose all you had to do was show it to her," said Beth with a wink.
John laughed, loud enough some other customers stared at them. "Ya got that right. One time the restrooms was broken, she went out back for a smoke and caught me pissing on the dumpster. She couldn't take her eyes off Big John and I told her I'd let her see it full-sized if she met me back at my rig after her shift. Darlene didn't leave until dawn and now she joins me every week."
"And I suppose you got a woman at every stop?"
"Mostly, but they're not always available. I'm four nights out and three nights at home with the wife." John shoveled a slice of apple pie into his mouth, eating it in only two bites. He stared intently at her the whole time. Beth didn't look back, he chewed with his mouth open and it wasn't a pretty sight. Suddenly, John choked, spitting crumbs out across the table.
"What?" said Beth, looking at him in alarm.
Big John was staring at her wide-eyed. "HOLY SHIT!"
"What?" she asked again. "What is it, John?"
"You're Bethany Beach!"
"Sorry, I don't know what you're talking about. My name's Beth Shorthose."
"No, I see it now. You're her. You're Bethany Beach."
"Sorry," said Beth, shrugging.
"Let's go. I'll show you."
"How much is it?" she asked, as John pulled out his wallet to pay the check.
"Don't you worry about it, Miss Beach."
"For when I pay you back," she said, glancing at the check and dividing the total by two. She was serious about sending John what she owed him when she got home.
John left a generous tip on the table for Darlene before taking the money and check up to the counter. His beefy black hand scooped up a handful of free mints before they left. She followed him across the parking area to where his semi was parked. Darlene watched them go, jealously. Beth glanced back. "Hey, if you want me to leave you and the waitress alone for a while, I'd be happy to."
"Don't you worry about her. She can wait another week," said John. "I'm not gonna make Bethany Beach wander around a truck stop for three or four hours."
They climbed up into the cab and John forced his bulk back into the sleeping area, returning with a tablet. He opened it up, browsing through it. "I'm not a huge fan of porn," he said.
Beth snorted. "Sure, you aren't." She was starting to think all men were into porn.
"Well yeah, I like porn, but what I mean is that I find the movies too long and boring, so I only look at single clips. I like to read dirty stories on the net. I prefer a plot and a nice set up before I switch over to a short clip to take care of my... ah needs."
"Yeah, I get it."
"Anyway, this one caught my attention around five days ago." John handed her the tablet.
Beth looked at the video. The image showed a little beach cove. It seemed familiar, but then South Florida had hundreds like it. She hit play. A title screen popped up.
Bethany Beach Meets the Titan.
Beth felt the color slowly drain from her cheeks. The camera zoomed in on a blanket in the sand. "Looks like someone's been here," said her voice as she appeared on the screen.
Her heart ached when Titus appeared on the screen, tossing his phone down. Her pussy ached too, yearning for his cock as she watched him pull his shorts down, his magnificent organ springing upwards. They kissed and he stripped her before he smacked her ass and ran down into the water. They emerged and she watched him oiling up her nude body before telling her to do him, all for the benefit of the hidden cameras. "Damn him," she whispered, angry, but with growing lust as the sex started. She was surprised to realize, there'd been several cameras as the angle changed occasionally, the quality was good for an amateur video. Anger turned to hate when Esteban appeared, but she sucked her lower lip into her mouth, squirming with arousal while watching her take both cocks.
"What's the number at the bottom?" she asked with growing alarm. "It's over 25,000."
"That's the number of views."
"Dear God!" Beth stared at the image of herself wantonly cumming over Esteban's cock as he filled her with seed. She could feel John's eyes staring at her tits. Her nipples were trying to poke out of Charlene's plaid shirt. It had aroused her dancing nude before dozens of men, but now over 25,000 had watched a video of her fucking. "They can't do this. I never consented to this. I'll sue that sonofabitch!"
"There's more," said John, staring at her. "Click there."
Beth did, more video clips of her and Titus appeared, slowly loading onto the screen. She'd seen all of them. Titus had his own page too which included clips of Ashely and other women. Beth sobbed.
"I take it he's the boyfriend?"
"Yeah."
"Well, I still say he was an idiot to let you go."
"Thanks," she smiled at John, sadly. "Today's been rather draining. Can I go to sleep now?"
"Help yourself. I'll be up here if you need me for anything." He winked at her. "Goodnight."
"Goodnight." Beth crawled into the back. It stank in back. There were a microwave and a minifridge. A small wastebasket had some microwavable dinner boxes and dirty plastic forks. It was also filled with wadded up paper towels that reeked of semen. The pillowcase and sheets didn't look like they'd been washed in a long time and smelled of sweat. Beth crinkled her nose and scooted onto the mattress, pulling Charli's boots off. She laid down but was too upset to sleep.
"You okay back there?"
Beth smiled a little at John's desperation. "Fine. Just can't sleep."
"Try reading yourself to sleep. Check my favorite tab on the tablet." He handed her the tablet back.
Beth took it. It was an author's page filled with sex stories. She'd started reading them in bed next to David and had to agree with John that a good set-up and plot in a story was more interesting than porn with a flimsy premise for having a lot of people fuck. John's links were even to some of the free sites she'd been browsing. Her mind was still wide awake, so she laid down and started to read some sex fantasy to take her mind of Titus Cetewayo.
The very first story got her pussy flowing. It was about a white mother that got seduced by her son's black friend. The follow up had his more aggressive dad show up and blackmail the mom into sex. Halfway through reading about how his big black cock was turning her into a slut, Beth glanced at the curtain to the front. Big John wasn't peeking at her and her nipples were feeling raw rubbing against her shirt. She grabbed the end of the knot and pulled, letting the shirt fall open, freeing her breasts. She sighed with relief as the air hit her nipples.
After reading the next one, a story about a wife going to the neighbor for sex advice and getting it from her friend's black husband, Beth found herself sliding her shorts off. She was nude now, but for Charli's thong panty. Beth read one about a couple on vacation in the Caribbean and the wife getting seduced by a black islander similar to what had happened to her mother-in-law. The next was about a wife sunbathing and believing her husband was giving her a massage, but it was actually the black landscaper. He pulled out his big black cock and was about to... "Fuck it," said Beth, pulling her hand out of the panty. She leaned over and stuck her hand through the curtain. "You can't be comfortable up there John. Why don't you come join me?" Her hand found his shoulder and squeezed.
"Don't mind if I do," he said, chuckling. The curtain opened. She almost had second thoughts when his ugly jowly face appeared, but then he'd been kind to her and the least she could do is be kind to him. Plus, the way his eyes lit up when he saw her panty clad body filled her with pleasure. His mouth opened, his tongue flickering out through his crooked teeth, licking over his lips.
Beth flicked the light off so she wouldn't have to look at him. John forced his way into the cramped compartment, turning and pulling the curtain open. They were close enough to a street light that the compartment was lit enough to see each other. She laid back on the mattress, pushing a dirty pair of socks and stained underwear aside. John's eyes ran down her body. "Honey, you look good enough to eat."
"Buffet's open," she said, feeling slutty and stupid the moment the words left her mouth, but within seconds, a long flat tongue was licking up her slit. Beth opened her legs wider, wrapping them up around his shoulders. Any misgivings she'd had quickly fled as Big John was a skilled pussy eater. His tongue wiggled inside, pushing as deep as David's little penis could go, soon had her grabbing his hair, trying to pull his face deeper into her pussy. Beth came hard all over his prehensile tongue. John didn't stop there either. He switched to lapping her labia while working first one then two pudgy fingers into her. "AAAAHHH!" she squealed, cumming all over his fingers and soaking the dirty mattress. "Jesus, John, you're good at that," she laid back panting.
John sat up, grinning while wiping the back of his hand across his chin. He reached down fumbling with his pants. "Now normally, I love seeing a woman's expression when she sees my dick for the first time." John reached into his underwear and pulled out his swelling cock. "But after seeing the Titan..."
Beth ended up thankful for the light after all when she gazed on John's cock and she wasn't disappointed. It stopped growing, slightly curved upwards. It didn't appear carved out of granite-like Titus', it looked overweight like it's owner. The shaft looked like it had an extra layer of cushiony fat around the hard muscle. Beth reached out and caressed the end of his shaft. "Ten inches is nothing to be ashamed of," she said, "Especially when it's so thick."
"Ten inches!" John grunted appearing indignant. The compartment was tight and cramped. He couldn't stand up, so he just reached down under his belly and lifted his gut up. There were another two inches of fat cock hiding under his belly. "Fucking you from behind is the best way to get it all in."
Beth slid her hand down to the base of his shaft. It was slightly wet with sweat. She could smell the stench, but it was strangely masculine and not a turn-off. "It doesn't matter. You won't be able to get it all in any way. I'm pregnant." The look of lust and anticipation on his face turned to one of disappointment. "I'm sorry," she said. "I wish I could take all of you."
John's flat lips turned up into a sad smile. "Just warn me if I'm too deep. I don't want to hurt you and I tend to get carried away."
"Come here, lover," said Beth, pulling his cock towards her as she spread her legs. John moved his bulk on top of her. Beth turned her head up as he brought his lips down on hers. The fat head of his cock pressed against her opening, easily sliding inside as she was wet and ready for his nice cock. John was probably the last person in the world she could have seen herself sleeping with, but he seemed a decent man and as his cock pushed deep, she lost all reservations as her pussy spasmed all over it.
John didn't hurt her or get carried away. He found her cervix and fucked her hard with just the right amount. "Damn, this is about the hottest pussy I ever fucked," he grunted, panting. "And you're just about the hottest thang too."
Beth grabbed the rolls on his waist, pulling herself up into his thrusts. "Oh god, John! Fuck me. You're stretching me out so good. Fuck me with your big fat cock."
"Ffuuucckkkk!" he groaned. "Gonna cum." He pushed his cock in as deep as it would go, his hot seed hosing her cervix a moment later.
Beth screamed, clinging to his sweaty body, her pussy working around his spurting cock. She came hard around his shaft, her vaginal muscles trying to pull his sperm deep into her womb even as his seed continued to futilely batter against her closed cervix.
"Wow," said John, rolling off her and on his side.
"I'd better clean up," said Beth. She sat up pulling the tight shorts on first and then the plaid shirt. She didn't even bother buttoning the shirt, just tied it up into a titty holster. She slipped out of the truck and headed towards the restrooms.
Sex was always messy, even when her womb maintained most of the sperm. John's had nowhere to go, but to pour out and it felt like he'd emptied a soda bottle's worth of seed inside her. The shorts were soaked and cum was sliding down the insides of her thighs by the time she made it to the bathroom.
She cleaned up as best she could.
They fucked again in the middle of the night. John had been spooning her, she felt his cock harden and lifted her leg so he could work it inside. He fucked her from behind, emptying another load inside her. This time, Beth just wrapped a blanket around her, squatting away from the street light in the shadows behind the eighteen-wheeler, making sure no one was around as she peed in the parking lot, trying to clean as much of his cum out as she could.
In the morning, she felt his erection poking her again. This time she slipped down off the mattress and took him in her mouth. John rolled on his back and spread his legs for her, still half asleep. His cock stank. The whole cabin stank. She probably stank, but she didn't care. She sucked his cock with as much lust and desire as she had Titus'. If she bent the shaft down and turned her head slightly, she could avoid his belly and deep throat his foot-long shaft. John seemed to love it, groaning.
Beth stroked his cock, licking around the head, cleaning off the remains of the two sexual encounters last night. She still groaned with lust, enjoying the fat ugly black man's cock more than she ever had her husband's little penis. His cock swelled and exploded, her mouth filling with some of the thickest richest semen, she'd ever tasted. Beth moaned, sucking faster, trying to get every drop of his delicious seed.
"Let's shower," said John when she finally released his now floppy cock.
John and Beth strolled towards the truck stop's showers. Thankfully, it wasn't crowded. Beth was a mess. She'd left the panty in the truck. The bottoms of her cutoff were caked with dried semen flakes as were trails of dried sperm running down her legs. Worse, at some point, one of John's loads had leaked all over her shirt. It was a crusted crinkly mess.
She had privacy in the woman's shower and washed her dirty clothes under the water as she washed her own body. She wished she'd thought to take the mini toothpaste from the hotel yesterday. Beth dressed, tying up her shirt tightly around her breasts.
"Dayum!"
Beth looked at the truck driver heading towards the men's shower. He was staring at her chest. The wet top was hugging tightly to her shapely bosom and even the outlines of her nipples were visible. She sighed and walked back towards the restaurant waiting for John. He joined her, the cleanest and freshest smelling she'd seen him yet, and they went inside for breakfast.
John had the buffet again. Beth just ordered yogurt and a coffee. "Not eating?" he asked, returning with two plates full of bacon, scrambled eggs, grits, and hash browns. He sat down and began shoveling food into his mouth.
Beth smiled. "I got my protein this morning." She took a sip of her coffee.
Big John gladly gave her some money to buy a small travelers kit with a toothbrush and toothpaste. After brushing her teeth in the bathroom and rinsing with some mouthwash, Beth emerged feeling clean and they hit the road again.
John smiled as he drove, clearly in a good mood. He kept one beefy hand on his passengers' knee, running it up her thigh occasionally. "So, Beth, I'm just curious, but how much of a role did reading those stories have in your deciding to fuck me have?"
"A lot," she answered. "I mean they really turned me on. Just what I needed to take my mind off things. Well, that and that fat black cock of yours." She reached over and grabbed his knee, squeezing the head of his cock through his pants. It swelled some and he growled.
"Which was your favorite?"
"I liked the one where the wife got sex instructions from her neighbor a lot. The one where the mom got blackmailed by her son's black friend was hot and better when his dad blackmailed her. Why?"
"Just curious. Get my tablet."
Beth scrambled into the back compartment and retrieved his tablet. John told her to open it back up and read another story. It was about a black house robber climbing into bed with a sleeping wife who thought it was her husband, much as Beth had thought Titus was her husband when he snuck into her bedroom. The story got her pussy flowing and had her nipples causing indents in her shirt. It ended with the wife leaving her sliding glass door unlocked for the black man to return whenever her husband was away. "God, that's hot," she said, breathing heavily.
"Click the author and read some more," said John.
Beth looked down for the named and moved her finger down to press BigBlackJohn. "Wait a minute?"
John chuckled. "You wrote these?" His home page filled up with over a hundred stories, all interracial with the occasional mind control category.
"Guilty," he said, grinning. "My wife loves them." He tapped the visor over her head. Beth lowered it and there was a picture of John and his wife. She was overweight, white, but looked happy and pleasant. There were two chubby bi-racial children in the picture.
"Wow John, they're hot. You're pretty good at it."
John shrugged. "I just started thinking about sex stories while driving hours on the road. I turn off the music and think up plots and clever hooks. When I stop for the night or a mandatory break, I'll type them up with a Bluetooth keyboard I got."



Beth smiled at him. "Can I be in one of your stories?"
"Baby, all ready workin on it," he chuckled. "It's called "The Hitchhiker." It's about a fat black truck driver that picks up a desperate redneck chick on his route."
"Why not a female truck driver that picks up a desperate young black man?"
"Or she's a classy married businesswoman on a trip that picks up a black escaped convict."
Beth thought about it. "And they're forced to get a room together for the night." She thought a moment. "By a big storm and there's only one room left at the hotel and they're both forced to strip out of their wet clothes."
"And she can't believe the size of his cock, twice as big as her husband's and from then on, she's hooked on thug cock, cruising black neighborhoods for bulls on every business trip."
"Or one where the woman is a little drunk and a black cop stops her," said Beth, looking out the window as they passed a police car with flashing lights pulled over on the side of the highway.
"Got one," said John, pleased. "Read "Pulled Over."
Beth read it and found herself squirming in her seat. She glanced over at John before letting her hand pull her zipper down. She fingered herself as she read about the drunk wife sucking the black cop's "breathalyzer" through her open window. She came all over her finger when he took her back to a jail cell where he and another black cop handcuffed her to the cell bars and took turns fucking her into a slut for black cock. John had written a part 2 where the woman returned to the police office and enjoyed her black cop again and a black thug he'd arrested earlier.
"Damn you're a horny one," said John, watching her fingering herself.
"My first black cock awoke something inside me," she answered. "Like one of the women in your stories." Beth put the tablet down though when she got home, she planned on reading all of John's stories. "What about one where a wife is seduced by her brothers-in-law's big cock?" She stared at the approaching "Welcome to Florida" sign.
John blew his horn as the crossed over the border. "I like it. I like the betrayal aspect, but I only do interracial stuff."
"What if the brother is the product of the husband's mom cheating with a black man while on vacation in the islands?"
"Damn, that's good," he said. John glanced at her staring wistfully out the window. A tear rolled down her cheeks. "What the fuck! Don't tell me that's your story?" Beth just nodded. "Tell me everything."
John was wide-eyed as he listened to Beth's story. He'd grunt or whistle or let out a soft curse from time to time. "And after putting on Charli's clothes, I left the motel and was picked up by a really kind black man."
"That would make the best sex story ever written on the internet."
"And every bit of it's true," she said.
"Beth," said John as they neared Orlando. "I'd like to be with you one more night."
"I'd like that too," she said but was unable to help herself from glancing back at the compartment and crinkling her nose.
"We'll get a room. I'll text my wife that I reached my mandatory drive limit and had to stop." John turned the truck towards an exit with some cheap hotels displayed on the sign. "I'd like something to remember you by."
"What's that?" she asked, looking out the window as they passed a man in the intersection holding up a sign that read, HOMELESS.
"I'd like to film it. Not to share. Just for me. For those nights on the road when I'm alone."
"Okay," she answered. At least he was open about it and not trying to sneak a camera in.
"Why don't you go freshen up and we'll get dinner," said John after they'd gotten a room. Beth nodded and took another shower. Afterward, she came out with a towel around her body. John was seated at a table, furiously scribbling onto the room's provided notepad.
"What are you writing?" she asked. Beth sniffed. Big John smelled. The heavy black man sweated profusely and had begun to reek hours after his morning shower. He handed her the note and Beth skimmed through it. "What's this?"
"A rough script and lines. I want to act it out when we video ourselves tonight. We can wing most of it."
"Fine," she agreed, not really wanting to do it. Acting would make it feel too much like porn as opposed to just a sex tape.
"Great. Let's eat."
Beth looked through the script again while they are at a Bob Evans across the street from the motel. "You know this doesn't really make sense?"
John nodded. "Yeah, your outfit doesn't work, but it's a scenario that I always found hot, the classy white businesswoman blackmailed by a black janitor. Plus, it's a story I'm working on now. She leaves her computer on and he realizes she's been embezzling."
Beth continued thinking about the script while they ate. She wiped her mouth with a napkin before saying, "What about this idea? I'm a country singer about to make it big. I've been waitressing up until now and you caught me stealing from the till. If you went to my boss, it would ruin my chances of being a star."
"Hmmm," said John, thinking a moment. "Better yet, you're not a thief, you're a racist and I have you on tape saying the "N" word. "You're a married singing duo who just cut their first album and are about to go on tour."
"Alright," agreed Beth, finding herself starting to warm to the idea.
"Just remember the rules."
Beth frowned. "What are the rules?"
"Standard. You're a racist and you hate blacks, my cock is much bigger than your husbands, you aren't using protection, and you end up preferring my big black cock."
Beth raised an eyebrow. "Standard," she agreed. "Not that it's going to be great art with your tablet propped up pointing at the bed. Well, I'm ready, I guess."
"You're right." John slid the key card across the table. "Meet me back at the room while I pay."
"I can wait for you."
"Meet me. I have an idea that might take a few minutes."
Beth shrugged and got up. She needed to use the bathroom anyway and felt more comfortable doing it alone. After freshening up as best she could, she was just coming out of the restroom when John was opening the door.
And he wasn't alone.
"What's going on?" she asked, slightly alarmed. The stranger was thin and dirty, wearing a green military-style jacket. He was young and unkempt, reminding her a little of Shaggy from Scooby-Doo even down to a stupid looking soul patch on his chin.
"This is Lee," said Big John. "He's gonna be our cameraman."
Lee was staring at Beth in apparent awe. He was also twitchy, parts of him jerking slightly and he had an eye tic. Probably an addict. "I'm not sure about this John."
"I offered him twenty bucks to film us."
"Serious man," said Lee, twitching and staring at Beth's bare belly and impressive cleavage. "I didn't think you was serious." Twitch twitch. "I assumed you wanted me to suck your dick." Twitch. "BITCH! Is fine. BITCH! FUCK!" Lee then let out a loud grunt.
John was staring at him, surprised. "Tourette's syndrome, I'm guessing," said Beth, feeling some sympathy for the man she now recognized as the homeless man that had been standing at the intersection, begging.
"You sure you can do this, man?" asked John. "Ya gotta hold the tablet steady."
"I can do it," said Lee, his head twitching down towards his shoulder.
John took his phone out. "Alright, you're Billy and Bethany Beach, a husband and wife duo. Now act like jerks and call me a nigger." He hit record and held the phone up. "Hi, Can I get a selfie?"
There was a pause. "NIGGER!" Lee screamed. "Ni... nig... NIGGER!"
"Yeah, out of our way, chubby. We don't do selfies with niggers. We're the Beaches and we're going to be famous," said Beth, subconsciously moving her mouth towards the microphone.
"NIG-UNH!" Lee cried, the word turning to a grunt.
"Good," said John after stopping it. "Lee go film Beth coming up the stairs and knocking on the room. Just try to keep Beth on the viewer most of the time."
Lee's middle finger came up. "Yes, NIGGER! FUCK!" His right shoulder convulsing.
He opened the door. Beth moved past him, placing the cowgirl hat on her head, and walked down the steps to the ground level. Lee moved outside to the railing. John watched him hold the tablet up and hit record to make sure it was working. "Okay, action!" John slipped inside and closed the door.
Beth looked up the steps, the homeless man was holding the tablet down, pointed at her. Focusing seemed to help control his involuntary twitches. She was centered perfectly as she climbed the steps. She felt she should say something. "Let's see. Room 202. Now let's find out who the fucker is that's blackmailing me." She raised her fist and knocked on the door.
"Come in," said John from inside.
Beth pushed on the door, stepping inside. Lee moved behind her filming. He stooped down, moving the view up from her boots, the back of her legs, to her barely covered ass and bareback. "Hello," she called, stepping inside. Lee moved in, filming, and closing the door behind him.
"Remember me," said John, stepping out of the bathroom. He'd stripped and had a towel tied around his waist. His giant belly hung over the top of the towel.
Beth crinkled her face up in disgust. "No, I'd think I remember you. Now, what do you want? Money? We haven't gone on tour yet. Plus, I want to see what you got first."
John walked over to the bed and picked up the phone. He held it up and hit play. Lee's voice came from the phone. "NIGGER! Ni... nig... NIGGER!"
"NIGGER BITCH!" cried Lee, so loudly both Beth and John jumped a little.
"Alright that's bad," said Beth. "How much do you want to delete it?"
"I don't want money, Mrs. Beach. I wants to fuck you, right here, right now."
Beth gave a nervous laugh. "Hell no. I ain't fucking no fat nigger." She saw Lee moving around to the side to film them facing each other talking. "Shit! I know you. You're the janitor at the bar my husband and I sing at."
"That's right. I been drooling over you dressed in that sexy cowgirl outfit for two years and now I finally get to show you what a big black cock can do."
"You're dreaming if you think your nasty nigger cock is getting anywhere near this white girl." Beth crossed her arms and tapped one booted foot.
John gave her a wink of approval. He finished the recording.
"Yeah, out of our way, chubby. We don't do selfies with niggers. We're the Beaches and we're going to be famous."
"Famous for being the racists that blew their big record contract. You best git dem clothes off or it's back to waitressing for you."
"Fuck!" she hissed.
"FUCK! FUCK!" screamed Lee again, lowering the tablet before raising it back up.
"I can do some editing," whispered John. "Now bitch. Let's see what you got." He turned to Lee and gestured for him to focus on Beth, stripping.
Beth stepped back, looking down demurely at her top. Her hand came up, grabbing the piece of cloth sticking out from the knot between her tits. She hesitated, then pulled. The knot came undone and the plaid shirt fell open, but for two buttons above her breasts. She suppressed a chuckle when she saw, John's towel starting to tent out in front, watching her. She slowly undid the buttons and let her shirt fall open.
"Dayum, thems some big white titties," said John. "Damn near perfect."
"B... BIG TITTIES!"
"Now the shorts," John ordered.
The buttons were already undone. Beth pulled the flap open and lowered the zipper, the panty appearing. She spun around, pulling the shorts down her hips, showing her thong panty to the camera. The shorts dropped around her boots. She hooked her thumbs into the hem of her Charli's thong and pulled down, her legs spread enough that Lee caught her pussy on camera as she bent down. Beth stood and turned back around, displaying her nearly nude body to Lee. She bent for the boots.
"Leave the boots on," ordered John, unsurprisingly.
"Now what?" asked Beth, trying to appear nervous.
"Ya can start by suckin some black cock."
Beth scrunched her face up trying to look disgusted. "Hell no. I don't even do that for Billy."
"Well, it's time you learned. On your knees."
Beth fell to her knees, looking up at the fat old black man. He stepped closer to her. She reached up and pulled at his towel. It opened and fell down around his feet. John's big black cock sprang upwards, slightly bent down by rising with each pulse of his heart. "Sweet Jesus!" cried Beth with a Southern accent. Her mouth fell open in awe of what she was seeing. "That's impossible."
"That's a big black cock," said John, his cock now sticking straight out towards her face. "Bigger then little Billy Beach's I'm guessing?"
"So much bigger," said Beth, reaching out and grabbing the shaft. "Twice as big." She started stroking it. "No, it's bigger than that." She bent down and licked the head. Beth sucked his cock deep, looking sideways at Lee, holding the tablet up at her. John bent down and pulled her hair back over her ear so that her face was completely visible.
Lee held the tablet steady, his face scrunching up. "B... B... BLACK! COCKSUCKER!" he screamed, his face relaxing.
Beth looked away and turned her attention to John's cock. She forgot she was acting, lustfully attacking his cock, eager to taste his copious seed. Except for the slurping sounds, the room was silent for the next ten minutes. John rested one fat hand on her head, guiding her to increase her speed. "Here it cums," he grunted, pushing her head back. His cock began to exit, but Beth grabbed his thighs, pulling him back into her mouth. His first blast filled her mouth to the point her cheeks bulged out, she moaned, gulping it down. It filled again, Beth eagerly swallowing more of his seed. John pushed on her head harder and his cock pulled free just as it was blasting his third wad. His hot semen splattered on her face. He aimed his cock down jerking it, another wad striking her chest. She sat back on her heels, raising her tits up towards his cock. Several more wads of semen covered her breasts, one landing right on her left nipple. "So much sperm," she moaned, rubbing his semen in her tits. Lee angled the tablet's camera around to capture it.
"Go get cleaned up, slut. Then I'm gonna open up that white pussy good." John looked at Lee. "Cut!"
"CUT! CUT! C... CUT!"
"Pause it, Lee," said John. "Beth get a shower, leave the curtain open. Lee, let me have the tablet."
Beth started the shower and grabbed one of the hotel's little bottles of body wash. She stepped into the tub and under the water. John followed her into the bathroom. "Talk like you're conflicted about fucking me," he said. Beth nodded. "Alright action."
Beth emptied the lotion on her chest and started slathering it up so that soap bubbles appeared on her breasts. She pinched her nipples. "Oh god, I'm so horny. Why'd he have to be so big? So much cum for me." She ran her lathered hands over her belly and hips. "His cock is so big and black. I can't fuck a nigger. I can't cheat on Billy. That thing will ruin me for his little white penis." She slid one hand down her crotch, her finger finding her pussy. "Oh god, I need a penis in me. No, I need a cock, a big black cock."
"Alright cut," said John, lowering the tablet. "Meet me on the bed." He turned, leaving the bathroom.
Lee was sitting in a chair, head twitching, but his eyes focused on John's flaccid penis, slapping from thigh to thigh as he walked. "B... BIG C... COCK!" he grunted.
"That's right Lee. You good to go, man? Can you keep filming?"
"Yeah man," he said sitting up. "FUCKER! FUCK H...HER!"
"Yes, I'm going to fuck her now." He handed Lee the tablet.
"S... sorry man." Lee aimed the tablet at the bathroom while John laid down on the bed. "It's usually not this bad." He watched John grab his cock shaking it until it started plumping up again. "Seeing the size of your dick... BIG BLACK COCK! His shoulder bucked a couple of times. "It's brought out the worst in me."
"It's fine dude, this is just for fun. I've never had a woman that good looking."
"HOT BITCH!"
Lee screamed just as Beth appeared in the doorway of the bathroom. She'd put the boots back on after showering. She posed sexily, staring at the bed. "Jesus help me. I want... I need that black cock. I have to know what it feels like to be fucked by a real man."
John held his hard cock straight up. "Then come and get it. It's time that white pussy got integrated."
Beth approached the bed, her eyes never leaving John's cock. "W.. wait. You have to wear a condom."
"Hate those things. Besides, my cock's too big."
Beth straddled his legs and slid her pussy along his shaft. She laid her arms down on John's gut, working the end of her pussy up to the head of his cock. "Just promise me, you'll pull out. It's not safe. I can't have a black baby."
John growled with lust. He growled with lust. "Just get up on that cock, slut."
"OH GOD! It's going in me! It's so big! I love it. Fuck me. FUCK ME!"
"FUCKER!" Lee jerked. He moved the camera around behind, catching the huge shaft splaying her red pussy open. Beth cried out and Lee zoomed in as a wave of fluid poured down his shaft until it soaked his balls.
"Flip over." John rolled Beth over onto her back. He kneeled between her legs, pushing his cock back in. Lee captured them from the side, filming her tits shaking. He slowly raised the view until he was looking down her body at the black cock slowly fucking her with half the shaft. John's fat belly was soaked and sweat was pouring off his forehead.
"Fuck me! Fuck me! I love it," cried Beth, writhing her body sensuously under John's pounding. "I love your black cock. So good. So good. Never been fucked so good."
"Get on all fours." John withdrew his while cock and waited while Beth rolled over. He pushed his cock back in. "This is my pussy now, bitch."
"Your pussy. Fuck your pussy. Oh god! I'm cumming."
"Fuck," groaned John. "Me too."
"Do it. Cum in my pussy. I want your black baby, master."
John roared with lust, slamming his cock forward.
"OUCH!" cried Beth.
"Sorry," he mumbled. John winced in pain also as his cock head hit her unyielding cervix. He pulled back a little and let his cum hose all over her cervix, knowing it would remain closed for more than half a year. "Lee," he muttered, motioning Lee over. John pulled his cock out, sending a load of semen across her back. Lee zoomed in on John's soaked cock, bucking and sending wads of semen from Beth's shoulders to her ass. The huge cock was at maximum hardness. John pulled back until the head was right above her anus before bending his unyielding cock down on her sphincter.
Lee's eyes widened in disbelief. "ASS FUCKER!"
"Ass fucker," agreed John, pressing down on his shaft. Lee zoomed in as her rosebud opened up around the knobby tip of the huge cock. The black head pushed deeper, disappearing into her ass.
"I love it! Fuck my ass." Beth pushed back into his cock.
John stayed hard fucking her ass slowly and steadily. Lee moved around, capturing everything he could. Finally, John groaned almost collapsing on Beth and pushing her down. He sat back, his cock flying up and spraying more cum across her back. Lee zoomed in on her anus as white semen began pouring out of it.
John was soaking with sweat. "Cut," he wheezed, falling on the bed beside Beth. His cock deflated rapidly but was still leaking cum. Beth rolled over and snuggled into his body almost passing out.
Beth sensed Lee hovering over her and opened her eyes. The homeless man was jerking off, looking at her breasts. He had a muscle spasm, releasing his penis just as he was ejaculating. Small wads of semen struck her body from her pussy to her tits as his penis swung left and right. It was weak and watery like her husbands, but there was an impressive amount of it.



"Get out," said John, wheezing.
Lee hastily tucked his spent penis away and hurried out of the hotel room. "You okay?" asked Beth, snuggling up to the obese black man."
"Yeah, just too old and fat to keep fucking like this."
Beth smiled and fell asleep. She awoke in the middle of the night. Her ass and crotch was a crusty mess of dried semen flakes. Beth got up and took another shower. She slipped back into bed, this time under the covers as the mess was all on top. She awoke again in the morning. John was in the shower. She joined him, kissing his broad black lips before sliding down his body and kneeling in the shower as she sucked his cock back to life, swallowing every drop of his delicious seed a short time later.
Beth got coffee in the lobby while John ate everything in sight at the complimentary continental breakfast. Afterward, he helped her back up into his truck and soon they were pulling out of the parking lot. Lee was back at the intersection, head down, holding up his "homeless" sign. John rolled down his window and held out a wad of bills. "Here's the rest of your money."
"T... thanks," said Lee. "FUCKER"
"Thank you," said John and they pulled back out onto the highway.
The soccer mom in the car behind John's truck saw John handing the homeless man the money and decided to do a good deed also. She pulled a ten out of her purse and lowered her window. "Here you go," she said, smiling as she held the money out.
"BIG BLACK COCK SUCKER!" cried Lee, snatching the ten.
The woman jerked back, hastily raising her window back up.
"What'd he say, mommy?" asked her daughter.
"Ah nothing dear, said the mom driving away.
**********
Lily Whyte
"I appreciate this." Beth hung up the phone and placed it back on the charger on John's dashboard.
"You got a ride?"
"Yeah, driving up from Miami tomorrow morning. I'll just need to find a place to stay tonight."
"I'll pay for a room."
"No thanks, you've done enough for me already," said Beth, smiling at the black man. "If I can get a spot, I should make enough to get my own room. There's the exit."
"You sure you want this one?" asked John. "There are better clubs in Orlando."
"The Cuban in the video with me on the beach is the owner. Throwing his name out should get me a spot dancing." Beth reached over and squeezed John's cock through his pants. She mewled as she felt it swell. "It's close to lunchtime. How about one for the road?"
John winced, lifting her hand off his cock. "Sorry, gotta save some for the wife. She gets antsy when I'm away."
"I understand," she replied. The truck came to a stop outside the Temptations. It was slightly out of the way and smaller than Miami or Tampa's. "Thank you," said Beth, leaning over and kissing John of the cheek.
"I'll walk you out."
John exited the truck and came around to her side, limping and wincing from being cramped in the cab. He helped her down. "Can I get a real kiss?"
Beth came into his arms and kissed the fat old black man with as much passion as she'd shown Titus. "Thanks again," she said, trying to stop herself from pushing her crotch against his bulge. "It's nice to know there are some decent hung men out there."
John laughed. "Trust me, I was a first-class asshole when I was younger. I've mellowed with age."
"Well, I won't forget what you did for me."
"Baby, I'll never forget you either. This was the best haul of my thirty-year career. Plus, I got our movie to remember you by."
"You were right about having a plot." Beth had watched and rewound bits of the movie during the ride this morning. It was mostly responsible for her state of arousal. Lee had done a good job filming, holding the tablet mostly steady though his shouts did take a bit away from the movie. She kissed him again. "Thanks again."
"Good luck to you." John turned and left. He pulled down on the horn as the truck turned back onto the road.
Beth entered the club. There were only a few patrons this early and one topless waitress walking around. One small-breasted stripper was dancing unenthusiastically on the stage only earning a buck or two.
"Excuse me," said Beth as the waitress walked past.
The waitress froze, looking Beth up and down. "Honey, we don't need you coming in here and taking all the money. This place is filled with cheapskates already."
"Is the manager in?" Beth's eyes followed the waitress' finger to a door with an office sign on it. She didn't bother thanking the rude woman as she walked over to the office. She knocked, opening the door when a voice told her to come in. The man behind the desk had his feet up and a game controller in his hands. He was playing a shooter game on a large TV. He was a non-descript, very average looking twenty-something with a scruffy beard and an already balding pate. "Excuse me?"
"What?" he glanced up, looked back at the screen, did a double-take and sat up, staring at Beth. "You're hired."
"Thanks, but I'm only looking for a couple of spots tonight."
"Sorry, employees only. We quit doing amateur nights years ago." He turned back to his game and picked up the controller.
"If you don't mind, could you give Mr. Perez a call? Tell Esteban that Bethany Beach would like a couple of spots tonight."
The manager sat up straight again. "Well, I think we can make an exception for you tonight. Come back at 8:00 and you can go on right after Lily."
"What about an outfit?"
The man looked her up and down. "Oh, I think what you're wearing works."
"How busy will it get, Mr...?"
"Just call me Jeff. And Tuesdays aren't the busiest."
"Crap, I just need to make enough for a motel room."
"Well, if that's all you need," said Jeff, looking her up and down again. "I'd gladly let you stay with me..."
"No thanks. I'll be back at 8:00." Beth left the club. There were some fast-food restaurants about a mile down the road. She started walking.
She dragged lunch on as long as possible. Some men were starting to stare and she left before they could hit on her. It was unbelievably boring without a phone or anything to kill time. She ended up wandering through a nearby dollar store. Walking down the toy aisle, she paused and picked up a cowboy sheriff set. Smiling, she walked to the counter and purchased it.
She still had time to kill and ended up walking another mile and seeing a matinee in a five-screen movie theater and that brought her spending money down to a few dollars. Beth began the long walk back to the Temptations, two cars pulling over and asking if she wanted a ride. The first man was a little insistent and made her nervous, but eventually, he drove off. The second guy seemed nice and she refused but told him she'd be dancing at the club tonight, hoping he'd show and she'd get a few bucks off him.
Back at the Temptations, Jeff showed her backstage and introduced her. "This is Beth, she'll be dancing a couple of spots tonight only. Please give her anything she needs."
"Good, we don't need the competition." The stripper wasn't much to look at, with a missing tooth and saggy boobs. She looked worn and run down, near the end of her career.
"No, but we could sure use someone like her to bring the crowds in." The woman speaking was sitting at the make-up counter. She turned and stood up, holding her hand out to Beth. "Lily Whyte," she said.
"Bethany Shor... Beach."
"Like the town in Delaware?"
"Sure, I guess." Beth released her hand and let her eyes wander down Lily's body. Lily would have been invisible in a snow storm her skin was so pale. The palest Beth had ever seen. Her hair was raven dark with piercing blue eyes. Her breasts were full and well-rounded D-cups. Lily was stunning and a cut above the rest in this particular Temptations. "Wow, you could play Snow White," said Beth.
Lily was checking out Beth's body. She smiled and looked up. "Actually, I have. I was a cast member at Disney. They'll fire you for the stupidest shit and at that time, I'd already had my daughter..." Lily pulled a photograph stuck in the dressing room mirror out. The girl was nearly five and ironically dressed as Snow White. "Emma."
"She's lovely."
"Thanks. Anyway, I'd certainly never intended to be a dancer, but this was the best way I could think of to make enough money to support her."
"We do what we have to do," sighed Beth. 'I'm supposed to go on after you."
"Great, because I certainly don't want to follow you. Want me to do your makeup?"
"Sure," said Beth, smiling.
The two women chatted while Lily applied some eyelashes and make-up to Beth's face. Lily talked about Emma and working for Disney. She liked it here, but the money was slowly drying up and she might be forced to move to one of the newer bigger clubs. The other strippers considered her the biggest draw and didn't want her to go. Jeff was easy to work for. He wasn't very dynamic or proactive, but he mostly left the girls alone. A few tossed a blow job his way to get a good spot or a vacation day, but he never forced any of them. Beth explained some of her predicament and that all she was trying to do was to make it back to Miami.
'Well, I'm on," said Lily. She stood and walked over to the stage.
Beth opened her dollar store purchase and ripped into the cardboard. She stuck the badge on her shirt and just tucked the toy pistols into her pockets with the handles sticking out since she didn't have a belt to pull through the holster. When she was finished, she went to the side and watched Lily dance.
Lily was strutting around on stage in a bra and G-string. As the second song started, she removed her bra and crawled around the stage. Beth could tell she was a favorite. There were maybe fifteen men in the audience and half came up to tip her a dollar. The other half came up during the third song when she was completely nude, tipping her more dollars with an occasional five. Her set ended and Lily scooped up some money off the stage, waved and strolled off.
"And now, for one night only, Temptations has a special treat here all the way from Miami just for you. Let's hear it for Bethany." The DJ hit play and Kid Rock's Cowboy blared through the speakers.
Beth galloped out on stage like she was riding a horse, she circled around the stage waving her hat at the crowd. There was dead silence for a moment. Every eye in the club was on the stage from the strippers working the floor to the bartenders to the patrons. Then cheers and applause erupted. Beth pretended to dismount and strutted up bow-legged, pulling her guns out and firing them into the air, using the barrel of one to push the front of her cowboy hat up. Nearly half the men in the club tossed some money on the stage before she'd even taken her anything off.
As the song came to an end, Beth pulled the end of the shirt tied between her breasts. He shirt came loose, but she let it hand open still covering her breasts. She turned and bent down, placing the guns on the floor and pulling the shorts down. She fumbled a little trying to get the shorts over her boots, but she managed just as the second song started.
Lily was supposed to be making the rounds for a lap dance, but she like everyone else was frozen in place, staring at the stage. Joe Cocker's, "You Can Leave Your Hat On," was playing as Beth pulled her plaid shirt back revealing her large perfectly shaped breasts. It was a slower, more erotic song, and Beth slowed down, swaying to the music and she left her hat on. She ran her back up and down the pole, twirling around it a couple of times. By this time, every patron had tossed a dollar or more onto the stage. As the song ended, Beth turned away from the crowd and pulled her thong off. She spun around quickly and just as quickly, she pulled her cowboy hat off covering her crotch, acting shocked like the crowd had just caught her nude just as Nickelback's. "Something in Your Mouth," started playing. This was a faster song and Beth's dancing picked up again. Beth rolled on the stage, lifting her hips up into the music, crawling on all fours towards men waving bills at her. During her third set, nearly every patron tipped her a second time. As Beth's set ended, Lily's applause was as loud as the rest of the audiences. As Beth left the stage, the first patron motioned Lily over for a lap dance. A lot more were staring at the stage door, patiently waiting for Beth to make her rounds.
Backstage, when Beth returned from the floor, Lily threw her arms around Beth and gave her a big hug.
"You were magnificent. I've never seen the crowd react like that."
"Uh, thanks," said Beth, a little taken aback. She was still nude. Lily wore only a thong. Slowly, Beth lowered her arms and hugged Lily back. This was... nice.
Lily broke the hug and stepped back, keeping her hands-on Beth's arms. She looked like she was proud of Beth. "Listen, after our last sets, do you want to grab something to eat? I'll need to get home to Emma so it would have to be quick."
"Sure," said Beth. "I'm famished."
After their sets, Beth and Lily got in Lily's car. Lily drove them a short distance to a nearby diner. "I know this is a rude question, but I have to ask, how much?"
Beth was counting her money in the car. "After tipping out Jeff and the DJ, let's see. It looks like about $250."
"Wow! That's crazy money for a Tuesday. Just how long have you been doing this?"
Beth snorted. "This is like my third time."
"You gotta be fucking kidding me! You're a natural. Get into one of the big gentleman's clubs and you'd make a fortune. Maybe a hundred grand."
"Now you're fucking kidding me."
"Not at all. The top dancers at the big clubs make that or more and you certainly have what it takes." Lily pulled into an all-night diner and the two women got tables. Beth ordered a BLT salad with chicken strips while Lily ordered a soup and salad combo. "The cowgirl act was great," said Lily, holding Beth's hands across the table while they waited on their food.
Beth stared down at their hands. This was... nice, she thought again. Beth moved her eyes up to Lily's piercing blue ones. She saw nothing but decency and friendliness reflected in those eyes. The two women had clicked fast. Not since childhood had Beth had a friend. She was fully aware that she was the one to blame with her off-putting attitude. Even her college lesbian friends were only nice to her because they wanted to get in her pants. She had missed out on one of life's great pleasures over the last decade, friendship.
"I've noticed a lot of the dancers that make the most money have some sort of act or gimmick."
"Maybe that's what I need," said Lily, pausing as the waitress brought them their food. "It's looking more and more like I'm going to have to move to one of the bigger clubs. Temptations is pretty convenient and Jeff doesn't give us a hard time."
"Were in Disney country, you need to imagineer that shit." Beth chewed on her food for a few minutes. "The answer for you is obvious since you both look like and have played Snow White."
Lily chuckled. "I actually already have the costume."
"You'd need to alter it some so that the mouse's lawyers don't come after you." Beth's mind roamed to Big John's stories and how much better a theme or story made things. Thinking about him reminded her of his big cock adding a fresh wave of arousal to the wetness already dripping from her pussy that always came when she displayed her body to so many admiring eyes. "Sexy, but not too sexy, and easy to remove. You'd want to project innocence at first."
"I could put stuffed animals out on stage and come out, holding my dress up and dancing around the animals like they're woodland creatures. Emma already had plenty in her bedroom."
"I'd have another dancer in the audience, getting the crowd worked up by yelling for you to strip, but you refuse. As the second song starts, another coworker comes out dressed as the witch, holding an apple. You bite into it and suddenly are transformed. The DJ plays a thunderclap noise. You act confused, then let your hair down and your dress falls to the floor. Your underwear is pink and innocent, maybe design it with Velcro so you can rip it off as your third song starts."
"You're really good at this," said Lily. "I'm going to work something out with Jeff and the DJ."
"That other girl, Jeri," said Beth. She wasn't much to look at, but with some make-up and a blonde wig, she could be Cinderella. And the Mexican dancer..."
"Inez, and she's Venezuelan,"
"With her darker skin, she could do Jasmine. Come out in a harem girl outfit. Maybe roll her out on a magic carpet."
"Or rig up a smoke machine with a lamp, like she's the genie. She could grant patrons wishes which would basically be to remove her clothes and dance naked."
"I like it," said Beth. "This would work." Lily pulled out some money, but Beth added, "No, I got this." She threw some money down on the bill. "I need one more favor."
"What's that?"
"Could you drive me around to the nearest hotel with a vacancy?"
"Nonsense, you're staying with me."
"I couldn't impose."
"You're not. We'll have a two-woman pajama party. Emma can sleep on the couch and you can have her bed. I'll take you to your rendezvous in the morning."
"Well thank you."
Lily drove them to her house. Her mom was asleep on the couch. She introduced Beth after waking her mother and asked after her daughter. After her mom left, Lily went and checked on her sleeping daughter. "She's out like a light," said Lily coming back. "It's funny, she'll talk to you, but still be asleep at the same time. She won't remember me coming in to check on her in the morning. Lily went to the kitchen and poured them two glasses of wine. She sat next to Beth on the couch and handed her a glass. "Do you mind the couch? It's going to be hard to move her."
"Not at all," said Beth, clinking glasses with Lily. "Tell me about Emma."
Lily's eyes lit up as she talked about her daughter. The dad was a deadbeat loser, but Lily clearly loved her daughter and would do anything in the world for her. Beth let her own hand fall to her womb as she thought of the life growing inside. She'd been too upset by Titus' abandoning her and trying to get home to think about what she'd do about having a baby. She smiled as she realized, she'd do anything for her baby just like Lily was doing for Emma.
"You have a gorgeous smile," said Lily. "It lights up the room and really projects your beauty. I wish I had a smile like that."
"Thanks. I wish I had your eyes."
Lily drained her glass. "This couch isn't very comfortable is it?"
"I'll be fine. I just need a pillow and maybe a blanket."
Lily took Beth's glass and took them both to the kitchen sink. "Come on, it's a pajama party, you can sleep in my bed."
"Not much of a pajama party when you don't have pajamas," joked Beth.
"We'll call it a panty party then." Lily pulled her top off and pulled her shorts down. "You can use the bathroom after me." Lily closed the door to the bathroom. Beth listened to the toilet flush and then the sounds of Lily brushing her teeth. When Lily returned, she was topless, having left her bra in the bathroom.
Beth took her turn in the bathroom, stripping down to her thong after brushing her teeth. She returned to the bedroom and slipped in on the right side of the bed. Lily rolled over to face her, propping her head up on her arm. The blanket was under her breasts. "I think the gimmicks might work, but we need to increase awareness and get more people in. I'll get Jeff to update our social media profile."
Beth rolled over to face Lily. She stared into the deep blue pools of Lily's eyes, but her new friend's breasts kept distracting her. Her nipples were a faint rose color, but her skin was so pale, her nipples stood out on her breasts. She looked back up to Lily's eyes. Lily hadn't seemed to notice she was staring at her breasts. "You know sometimes the old ways are better. This is a big-time convention city."



"Pretty much every week."
"Dress in costume and pass out fliers. Get that convention crowd in. Lots of businessmen with money traveling. Offer a half price cover charge with coupon on the flier."
"We don't charge a cover."
"You do now." Beth's eyes roamed back down to Lily's breasts. "Makes people think they're getting a deal on a fancier place." Beth's hand slid under the covers. It came out by Lily's breast and caressed over it. Lily jumped in surprise, clearly not expecting it. Beth lifted her hand just above Lily's breast. "Sorry, I..."
"No, it's okay." She reached out and pulled Beth's hand down on her breast. Beth pinched her thick rosy nipple between her thumb and forefinger. It hardened immediately. Lily started breathing heavily. "I've never been with a woman before," she whispered, both women sliding towards the center of the bed at the same time. "I've never even been attracted to a woman before." Their lips met and Lily started moaning as their tongues danced back and forth.
Beth pulled back first. Kissing her quickly on the lips. "Are you sure?" she whispered. "I've never found myself feeling this close to anyone this quickly before. I don't want to ruin this."
"I'm sure," said Lily, leaning in to kiss her again.
Beth kept her lips pressed on Lily's as she raised herself on top her new friend. Beth slowly moved her lips down to Lily's chin then her neck. Beth moved her body down, kissing her way to Lily's breasts. The stripper's chest flushed, rising and falling as she began breathing heavily. Lily gasped when Beth's tongue found her nipple, sucking it into her mouth. Her gasp turned to a mewling sound as her legs spread and her hips began rising into the thrusts of an imaginary lover. Beth kissed her way over to the other nipple, flicking it back and forth with her tongue before sucking it into her mouth.
Lily placed her hands-on Beth's shoulders, pushing down. "Please," she begged.
Beth grinned as she gently bit at the nipple in her mouth before releasing it. She moved down, licking down Lily's ribs and kissing her stomach. Lily's skin was gorgeous, near perfectly unblemished by mole, freckle, or tattoo. There were no tan lines around her breasts or arms. If she wasn't going to strip as Snow White, she could easily portray a gothic vampire. All she needed were some fake fangs.
Beth kissed down to her navel, letting her tongue run into the woman's belly button. Unlike most dancers or even most women her age, Lily's navel was unpierced. Lily sucked her stomach in as Beth tongued it. Her belly was shapely and sexy and Beth finally began to understand her husband's fascination with women's bare stomachs. She kissed her belly button again and worked her way south.
Lily kept her pubic mound full, but trimmed tight. Beth slid her tongue down the side. Lily whimpered. "It's been so long," she gasped just as Beth's tongue plunged into her wet pussy and the whimper turned into a little scream. Lily sat up slightly, reaching down towards Beth's head, but not touching it. She trembled and came, falling back down on the bed.
Beth didn't stop. She licked faster, slowly inserting two fingers. Lily writhed, slowly raising her hips into the thrusts of Beth's fingers. Beth worked her fingers faster, flickering her tongue around Lily's clitoris. Beth sucked the swollen clit between her lips. Lily bucked and cried out as a waterfall of squirted out around Beth's hand. Lily collapsed back on the bed, breathing heavily. Beth kissed her pussy and climbed back up Lily's body, giving to quick kisses to her nipples before falling beside her.
"Better than any man," hissed Lily, a lazy grin spread across her face. "I've never had two before."
Lily stretched sensuously. "Okay, my turn."
"You don't need to, if you don't want to."
"I want to," said Lily. She leaned forwards and kissed Beth on the lips. Her hand slipped under the pillow, retrieving something. Lily didn't climb on top of Beth, but slid down her side. She stared in awe for a moment at Beth's breasts. Her nipples were puffed out and fully engorged. Lilly leaned forward and kissed the nearest nipple and her hand slid across Beth's stomach and up to her breast. She suckled and bit at the nipple in her mouth while her hand kneaded and pinched Beth's other nipple. It was Beth's turn to start mewling as her arousal increased. Lily rose up, kissing down to Beth's stomach. "A "Q" in a spade," she said, staring at Beth's piercing. She moved the chain aside and kissed Beth's navel, wiggling her tongue into it. She kissed down Beth's pubic mound and climbed over Beth's leg. Lily planted a kiss on the tip of Beth's crotch just about her clit as she took up her position. "I have a surprise."
Beth looked down and laughed, quickly suppressing it. Lily looked confused. She looked at the pink vibrator in her hand. "You don't want me to use it?"
Beth chuckled again. "No, it's fine." She opened her legs further.
"Trust me, if you've never used on of these, you're gonna love it." Lilly started lapping up and down Beth's slit, wiggling her tongue between her folds and then out, to slide around her clitoris.
Beth gasped, humping Lily's tongue every time she pushed it inside. She heard the vibrator switch on. Lily kissed her pussy, replacing her lips with the tip of the bullet shaped vibrator. The vibrations sent waves of pleasure up into her pussy and the pleasure only increased when Lily bent the head down and pushed it deep. Beth moaned enjoying the thrusts of the pink dildo, the vibrations helping bring her close to an orgasm which finally exploded from her body when Lilly returned her tongue to wet labia.
Lily didn't slow, fucking her faster with the dildo, but the pink bullet wasn't pushing as deep anymore. Lily was slowly pulling it back, replacing it with her tongue. The tip of the bullet slid down Beth's perineum. "LILY!" cried Beth in surprise as the bullet pierced her anus. It was well lubricated from the first orgasm and easily slid in. The vibrating dildo sent tremors through her rectum and when Lilly added her fingers to the work her tongue was doing, Beth came hard again.
Lily switched the dildo off and slowly pulled it out. "Told you, you'd like it." Lily slid up beside her and leaned down, giving Beth a long passionate kiss. She laid down on her side facing Beth. "Pinky's been my replacement for a man for the last year." Beth turned on her side facing the other woman, running her hand softly along the curve of Lily's hip. "Honestly Beth, it's better than a man. It never lets you down and it stays hard as long as you need it to."
"Sorry, I laughed. It was just so small."
"Small! The package said its maximum penetration was five-and three-quarter inches. That's as big as any man I've ever seen. I don't want you to think I'm a slut, but I've been with like a dozen men."
"If that's as big as you've ever had, then I'd say you've never been with a man."
"There's a little girl sleeping in the next room that say different." Lily seemed a bit indignant now.
"I'm talking about a real man. A hung man with a cock twice the size of little pinky there."
"A woman couldn't take something that big."
Beth smiled. Her hand moved up to Lily's shoulder and she started caressing her luxurious black hair. "Don't believe me. Go buy one of the big dildos."
Lily crinkled her nose in distaste. "But those are all black!" She chuckled. "I thought they were only used as gag gifts for like bachelorette parties and shit?"
"They're based on the real thing. I've found the biggest cocks are usually on black men, but I've met a few white men with big horse cocks."
Lily looked skeptical. "And how do I know which men have big horse cocks?"
"You can tell. They're sure of themselves, comfortable in their bodies. The exude confidence and sexuality and you're instantly sexually attracted to them."
Lily snorted then laughed. "You're describing yourself."
"Me?" Beth was surprised.
"Yeah you. You were in command of the room the second you walked into my Temptations. And your routine, I've never known another dancer that projected their confidence and sexuality so strongly."
Beth blushed at Lily's compliment thinking how only a few months ago, she would have hated any woman that danced naked. "Thanks, I guess, but I don't have a big cock."
"And that's a darn shame. If you did, I'd be trying out that big boy right now."
"I didn't quite finish. The men with the big cocks also tend to be selfish assholes. They can't be faithful and usually are loners or leaders of lesser men."
Lily's eyes were closed and she was smiling. "Travis," she whispered.
"Who?"
"Travis. He was the top jock back in high school. He was quarterback and basketball captain. He swaggered when he walked and all the other jocks followed him like he was a god. He dated the most popular girl in school, but there were always rumors of him banging most of her friends and even the French teacher. He hit on me a few times, tried to get me to go to some private parties."
"And what happened?"
"I was a late bloomer. My hair was short then and I had braces and ugly glasses, but it's hard to hide all this." Lily swept her hand down her gorgeous body. "Whenever he talked to me, I'd get wet and my nipples would start poking out. He even called me over to a table full of the football team at lunch and told me I looked pretty. The whole team was staring at my chest and they all laughed when my nipples popped out through my shirt."
"Told you they could be assholes."
"Yeah, well my mom had me when she was a teen and didn't want me ruining my life so she never let me go out all through high school. Not even to the prom. Asshole or not, I don't think my virginity would have stayed safe if Travis had gotten me alone. Then Terrence transferred in late in the year and Travis lost his top dog spot."
"Terrence.'
"This monster of a black guy. He seemed intent on breaking Travis. All the team started looking up to him almost immediately and he was better at everything. Even stole Travis' girlfriend from him and I'm pretty sure he nailed most of the cheerleading squad. They would joke about who Terrence was going to integrate next and I'm pretty sure a few were pregnant by graduation."
"Sounds like two alphas fighting for dominance."
"Well, I never got together with Travis and I avoided Terrence like the plague. The only other man to ever get that kind of reaction from my body was... oh yeah, Mr. Perez. The owner of the club came to check on why receipts were down so much compared to his other clubs. He wasn't much to look at, but man did he exude confidence and a sexual presence. My body reacted the same way and I had trouble taking my eyes off him. Luckily, he spent most of the time in the office yelling at Fred and he had to head back to Miami that night or I think he could have had any one of us dancers."
"You know what to look for. Find a man like that and I promise that you won't be sorry you fucked him."
"I'll think about it," said Lily, turning sideways and pulling the chain to turn the light off. She snuggled up to Beth, their breasts pressing together. Lily turned her head down and Beth bent forwards and kissed her on the forehead. Lily kissed Beth's neck and slid down, using Beth's breast as a pillow. The two women fell asleep.
Beth awoke in the middle of the night to Lily twitching and whimpering as she dreamed. Beth grinned wickedly, working a hand between Lily's thighs. The girl was aroused and Beth's finger quickly slid inside. Lily whimpered raising her leg so Beth could finger her deeper. Beth pulled away slightly so that she could bend down and lick one of Lily's nipples. The black-haired women moaned, still asleep and rolled over on her back. "Travis," she cried in her sleep. Beth slid down between her legs and started licking her pussy again. "OH!" moaned Lily finally waking up. She opened her legs wider, humping Beth's tongue. "AH! AH! AAAHHH!" Lily trembled as she came again.
Beth kissed her pussy and slid back up beside her new friend. She wondered if Lily was going to return the favor, but she was already snoring contentedly. Beth smiled and went back to sleep.
Beth woke up the next morning to the smell of bacon frying. She wrapped a blanket around her naked body and stepped out of the bedroom. "Care if I take a shower?" she called.
Lily was in the kitchen, flipping a pancake. Emma was seated at the table, holding a fork in one hand and a knife in the other. Lily turned. "Sure, but hurry, breakfast is almost ready."
Beth had been thinking they might take a shower together, but her eyes flickered back and forth from mother and daughter. Lily's attention was on her daughter now. Beth showered and dressed in the now familiar daisy dukes, plaid shirt and boots. She placed the cowboy hat on her head and walked out to breakfast.
"I like your hat," said Emma.
Beth took it off her head and placed it on the little girls. "Well it's yours now, pardner."
"Really? Mommy can I keep it? Can I?"
"If Aunt Beth really doesn't mind, you can." Lily turned, with two plates in her hand setting one in front of Emma and the other in front of Beth.
"And can I get an outfit like Aunt Beth's too?"
Lily looked down at the short shorts and the plaid shirt tied up between Beth's braless breasts. "Not until you move out young lady."
"Thanks for breakfast," said Beth, pushing her plate back, fully satisfied. "And for letting me stay here."
"Best guest I ever had," said Lily with a wink. "I guess we need to go."
"Where we going, mommy?"
"Just to take Aunt Beth to meet a ride that's going to take her home today."
"It's not too far, Emma," said Beth, pulling the rim of the hat down so that it covered Emma's eyes. The little girl used her thumb to push it back up, giving Beth a wink and then pretending to shoot her with a finger gun.
They three drove the short distance to the rendezvous point. Beth was a little nervous over how this was going to go down. "There's the car," she said and Lily pulled over in the row behind it. "Thanks again Lily."
Lily leaned over and kissed Beth on the lips. "Come visit sometime okay?"
"As soon as my life gets back to something resembling normalcy, I will."
"Yeah!" cried Emma, clapping her hands.
"Bye," said Beth, leaning in to kiss Lily again. "And I'll see you around cowgirl." She winked at Emma. She got out of the car, slowly walking towards her ride. Beth gulped, feeling nervous and guilty. There was no one in the driver's side, but a shadowy figure in the passenger seat. She walked up beside the passenger side surprised to see an older black man turn and grin at her as a head popped up in the driver's seat. Beth hesitated and reached for the rear door handle.
There was a click as the doors unlocked.
**********
The Mother-in-law
"Thanks for doing this," said Beth.
"No trouble at all, sweetie," said Mary, licking a white glob of her lips. Her cheeks were puffy. The black man beside her turned and smiled. "This is Teddy."
"Theodore Freeman," said the black man, reaching back to shake her hand. Beth took his hand feeling her pussy lubricate as soon as she touched him. The man had to be past seventy years old, but still had the cocky aura of dominance that represented alpha males. He had a bald pate with a rim of white hair around his head and white sideburns coming down into a mustache in the Franz Josef style, but no beard. His lips were broad and darker than his black skin. Teddy also had a large flat nose that dominated the space above his mustache. "I must say your picture did not do you justice."
"My picture?"
"The one of you and your husband on the beach at Mary's house."
Beth nodded. Mary moved the rear-view mirror down to take in Beth's body. "What's with the outfit?"
"Long story," said Beth.
Mary moved the mirror back up. "Are you okay?" Mary saw tears start to roll down Beth's cheeks. "I know what you're going through, honey. We'll talk when we get home. You look tired. Why don't you lay down and try to sleep?"
Beth laid down and tried to take her advice. The drive to Miami would be just under four hours. She stretched out finding that back seat uncomfortable, but she was exhausted. She slowed her breathing, rhythmically exhaling and letting her chest rise and fall. Goosebumps rose on her arms and her nipples hardened, painfully poking out through Charli's plaid shirt. Cool air from the air conditioner blew on one nipple that was exposed through a gap in her shirt. She felt like she was being watched.
"Jesus Christ," whispered Teddy. "I've never seen her like before."
"Down boy," said Mary. "And I like to think I was pretty darn close to looking that good back in my day."
"You're still pretty darn close, sugar," said Teddy.
"Nice save."
Beth felt the car speeding up fast and assumed they'd turned on to the Florida Turnpike. "I gotta say that body was built for stripping or making porn. How'd that white boy ever snag that?"
"She was pretty much an uptight sexually repressed bitch. I was the same before meeting Titus' father, though I wasn't as bitchy. I'm guessing things are different now for her since Titus stole her from David."
"Reminds me of the Wodaabe's wife stealing night dance."
"Do tell, Professor."
"They're an ethnic group in Nigeria and Cameroon. It's a dance festival where men are allowed to steal women, married or not. They can keep them unless the woman disagrees or they get caught in the practice of stealing the wife. Some cultures practice Kusasa Fumbi, a sexual cleansing rite in which a young girl at menstruation or a widow is expected to have sex with a hung male to cleanse herself. In the widow's case, the hung male is often the brother-in-law."
"Hmm, guess Titus couldn't wait for David to die."
"You ever hear of York?"
"Peppermint Patty or Pennsylvania?"
Teddy smiled. "Many Indian tribes had sexual practices that believed that sharing wives was a type of power sharing. The Dakota tribes thought the white men of the Lewis and Clark expedition had big medicine and shared their wives with them believing their medicine would transfer to the Indians."
"What does that have to do with York?"
"York was Clark's negro slave. His strong physique and dark black skin meant big medicine to the tribes, very BIG medicine. One Arikara warrior stood guard outside his hut so that York could mate with his wife without being disturbed. He bragged he would soon possess a phallus the size of Tatanka, the buffalo while his wife's screams of pleasure came from the teepee. All the tribe's women wanted a share of York's BIG medicine."
"You have such interesting stories, Teddy," said Mary.
"Care if I share some big medicine with that fine-looking woman in back?"
"As long as she's cool with it, but go easy. I'm guessing she's pregnant."
"Damn!
Beth felt her pussy spurt at the thought of Teddy mounting her. He was certainly one of Mary's bulls and would know exactly what he was doing. Beth did finally fall asleep and missed the rest of their conversation, but she dreamed that she was nude in a teepee and Teddy was mounting her again and again.
Beth woke up as the car was traveling on I-95 through Miami. Mary turned on her exit and was soon pulling into her house. "Thanks for coming with me Teddy," said Mary.
"No problem," said the old black man, eyes widening as he watched Beth get out of the back seat. His eyes traveled up from her boots along her legs to the short shorts, lingering on her belly and breasts tied up with the plaid shirt. "Damn, Miss Beth, but you are one fine looking woman."
"Thank you," said Beth, smiling politely. "But, I'm about ready to burn this outfit."
"Now why would you do that, Miss Beth?"
She sighed. "It's a long story."



"And I want to hear it," jumped in Mary. "Sorry to cut your visit short, Teddy, but I want to spend some time talking with my daughter in law."
"Of course," said Teddy, running his eyes along Beth's body again. He then turned and pulled Mary into his arms, giving her a passionate kiss. When he broke the kiss, Mary was breathing heavily and her nipples were prominent through her blouse. She gave Beth a slightly mean glare that softened quickly.
Beth's eyes were on the impressive bulge beneath Teddy's trousers. "Look, I'm sorry I'm a third wheel. I just didn't know who else to call. I could leave you two alone for a while."
"It's alright dear," said Mary.
Teddy gave her another kiss, only this one was an affectionate peck on the cheek. He walked over to another car in the driveway. It was a fairly new Lincoln. "Seems nice," said Beth.
"He's wonderful. Teddy's a fascinating man. He's a professor of cultural anthropology, specializing in sexual practices and tribal Africa. The man's got a lot of interesting facts bouncing around his brain and his students love him. We're very close." Mary unlocked her house and Beth followed her inside. "He's asked me to marry him several times and one of these days, I think I'll say yes."
"That's wonderful, but he's..."
"I know, he's a little old, same age as my father was to be exact. Teddy's great though and can still go strong, if you get my meaning." Mary winked at Beth and Beth nodded back. "They're better when they're old Beth."
"What do you mean?"
"If you're starting to understand the nature of men like my son and his dad. I'm sure David mentioned to you how meeting Augustus destroyed my marriage."
"Yes, I know what happened."
"Destroyed my marriage, but not my life Beth. Gus, was the greatest thing to ever happen to me and giving me Titus was the greatest gift a man like him could give. I'm assuming you're pregnant."
The damn broke and Beth began to cry. Mary opened her arms and she ran into them. "He left me, Mary," she sobbed. "Just drove off on his bike with another woman."
"I'm sorry, honey," said Mary, stroking her hair. "I know it hurts."
"He told me he loved me."
"If he told you he loved you, then he loves you, Beth. Paragons are compelled by their need to spread their genetic material around more than they are compelled by love."
"Paragons?"
"That's the name Teddy calls men like him or Titus. He believes that the mythological tales of heroes are based on Paragons such as himself. Mythic heroes like Hercules and others from all over the world talk about these men roaming around having adventures and usually seducing women. They are looked on as the best of men hence paragons."
"Interesting. Sounds like he could give Jung a run for his money."
"I told you he's a fascinating man. Anyway, it's a drive that seems to run its course during their youth. Teddy's content now to have me as a regular companion as well as a couple of his students every year."
"He's still cheating."
"I said he slowed down. He'll stop when he's dead. In his twenties and thirties, he traveled all over the world studying different cultures and attitudes. Now let me fix you a sandwich. Later, we'll have dinner and you can tell me about what happened to you."
Beth was mostly silent through dinner. Mary fried up some grouper and the fish was excellent. She'd always been a good cook. Even though Beth had never respected her lifestyle, she never minded going to Mary's for dinner.
Afterwards, Beth was sitting on the couch watching the news when Mary came out with two glasses of red wine in her hand and sat down next to her. "A little wine won't hurt the baby," she said, handing Beth the glass. "Now tell me everything." Mary grabbed the remote and turned the TV off.
Beth sighed and started from the beginning. "David made a stupid bet with Titus on Christmas Eve over a game of poker. If David lost, I would have to jerk Titus off."
Mary nodded. "Well played. Titus got you to both see his erect penis and touch it. Most women are size queens and are instantly smitten with the sight of a Paragon's penis. Almost thirty years and I still dream about seeing Augustus walking nude down that beach in Jamaica and his wasn't even erect."
Beth continued telling her story, getting to New Year's Eve and their walk on South Beach. "The sex was one thing, but he was also just plain fun to be around. We went to the zoo, rode around on his bike. I started enjoying spending time with him. Just when I'd begin to really like him, he'd do something to betray me."
Mary patted her knee. "That's another thing about Paragons. They know how to enjoy life. Every day is a new adventure with new experiences. It's an attractive quality. Poor David could never compete with Titus at anything. He must be heartbroken."
"I feel so bad for him Mary, but I don't regret anything I've done." Beth started her story again. She told about stripping at the club, and her fist three-way, leaving out the fact that the second man was Gus. She felt guilty telling how she left Mary's other son on Valentine's day and made it to her first three-way with another woman and how she ended up with her clothes when Titus abandoned her. That part had her crying again. Beth didn't feel the need to describe her lesbian encounter with Lily last night. "Do you think I'm a slut?"
Mary laughed. "Of course, you're a slut, dear, but then so am I. You just described a normal week for me." Mary grabbed a tissue from a box nearby and wiped Beth's cheeks. "The hurt will pass," she whispered. "Trust me on this. Let's get you to bed."
Mary took her arm and led her down a hall. "In the cabinet under the bathroom sink is a tray with spare toothbrushes and everything you need." The next bedroom door was open. Mary flipped on the light. "This is Titus' old room. I can't imagine you want to stay here."
Beth glanced in. The sight of the room made her sob and cry again. It was set up as a shrine to her son. There were multiple sports trophies, framed newspaper clippings about Titus joining the marines, and a glass box of medals and military ribbons. One wall was lined with pictures of Titus. "No, I don't think I could sleep here," she whispered.
"That's fine, sweetie. I kept a bed in David's room, but I turned it into an exercise room. We can move out my equipment tomorrow." David's room did have a single size bed, but the room was dominated by a treadmill and an exercise bike taking up most of the floor space. Otherwise, it was undecorated. "How's this?"
"Okay," Beth sobbed.
"Get ready for bed. I got just the thing to help you sleep."
"Thanks, but I'll be fine," said Beth. Mary gave her a wink and hurried off to the master bedroom. Beth sighed and looked around. She missed her own bedroom and her own house. Most of all she missed Titus. She turned and went into the hall bathroom. Mary was right. There was a tray filled with unopened toothbrushes and little things of soap and shampoo. Beth instinctively knew they were for men who stayed over.
She took a shower and brushed her teeth, feeling clean and better. She left her clothes on the floor, wrapping a towel around herself as she crossed the hall and entered her bedroom for only god knew for how long. Beth dropped the towel and slipped under the covers. A second later, Mary knocked. "Come in," said Beth, sitting up with the covers over her breasts. The door opened. "WHAT THE..." Her jaw fell open before she could finish.
"Trust me," said Mary, standing straight, her still up thrust breasts high on her chest. "This is just what you need."
"Ah Mary?" asked Beth, in shock. Her eyes wandered down Mary's nude body to the giant black cock sticking out from her pelvis. The big dildo was attached to some sort of panty Mary was wearing. Otherwise, her mother-in-law's body was still amazing. Her DD breasts were full and proud and well-tanned but for little triangles around the nipples. Her stomach was flat and firm, legs tanned and toned. To be honest, at 53, Mary had a body better than most women half her age.
"Look, if this is too weird, get on all fours and pretend you're getting fucked by some black stud."
Beth looked at the foot-long dildo again, this time with a growing desire. She pulled the covers down her body. This time is was Mary whose jaw fell open at seeing Beth's nude body for the first time. Mary stumbled slightly which comically made the dildo bob like a real penis excited to see Beth's body. Beth rolled over and got on all fours. Her pussy was already starting to drip.
She felt a hand on her hip and then the hard-plastic pressing into her pussy lips. Mary moved it up and down, letting the head grow wet before pushing it forward. Beth gasped as the tip entered her. Mary started working it around. "Just say when, Okay?"
"Okay," gasped Beth. The dildo probed deeper and deeper. "Ow! When" she hissed as the tip banged her cervix.
"Oh, you poor thing," said Mary looking down to see only half the dildo inside Beth. Mary placed both hands on Beth's hips and began fucking her with half the dildo.
Beth moaned, lowering her head to the pillow. Only a few short months ago, she'd believed this was a demeaning position for a woman to be in during sex and now she was enjoying being fucked in that position by another woman with a strap on dildo. Beth's hands grabbed the bedsheets, clenching them in her fists. "AAAHhhhh," she cried as she came.
"That good, sweetie, or do you want another?"
"Ah... ah... another," she begged.
Mary started pumping her with the dildo again, increasing speed and pulling back on Beth's hips as she pushed the plastic cock in as far as Beth could take it.
Beth screamed again after another five minutes of Mary's rhythmic pounding. "Thank you," she gasped.
"You're welcome, sweetie, but now you've got to return the favor."
"What?" asked Beth rolling over.
Mary stood off the bed and pulled off her underwear. She handed it to Beth. "Your turn to do me. I'd be with Teddy now if you weren't here, so you'll have to substitute for him." Mary watched Beth take the panty and pull it on up her legs, half the black dildo was soaked with Beth's own fluid with drops rolling down the dry part of the plastic. "Just stay on your back. I want to ride it."
Mary climbed back on the bed and squatted over the dildo between Beth's legs. She was ready for it and Beth watched as Mary slowly lowered herself over the plastic shaft. "Oh god, fuck me, Teddy," moaned Mary, throwing her head back as she sank down into Beth's lap. Mary sat still for a moment, smiling before she started fucking the dildo. She opened her eyes, looking down at Beth. Mary's hands came out, caressing around the fullness of Beth's large breasts. Her fingers circled around Beth's already hard nipples, flicking and tugging at them. Beth moaned, responding by raising her hips up into the thrusts of an imaginary penis while instead she was pumping the plastic cock into her mother in law's pussy. "Fuck me, Beth" groaned Mary again, leaning forwards.
"Take that black cock," grunted Beth, unable to resist the temptation of the large pink nipple dangling over her head. She flickered her tongue over the hard nub, sucking it into her mouth. Mary slammed her pussy down hard, warm fluids suddenly soaking Beth's crotch. Beth grabbed Mary's hips, pulling her down hard into Beth's cock as Beth bounced her ass up and down on the bed.
"YYEESS!" wailed Mary, falling down on Beth's body. She grabbed Beth's cheeks and turned her head sideways, their lips pressing hard together and both women began kissing. Beth could feel more warm fluids soaking her crotch as Mary came again. Mary purred, grinding her crotch down into Beth's cock before slowly sliding forwards. Beth took the opportunity to kiss and lick Mary's breasts again before the dildo cleared Mary's pussy, springing straight up again. "Thank you, sweetie," said Mary, giving her a kiss on the forehead.
"Thank you," replied Beth, trying to catch her breath. "That was exactly what I needed." Beth sat up as Mary climbed off her. She detached the dildo and slid the panty down her legs. She handed them back over to Mary.
"Get some sleep, child. Tomorrow we'll get your things from David's. I'll make the arrangements. He doesn't want to see you so he won't be there."
"Okay," responded Beth, meekly.
"And don't worry. You can stay here as long as you need too. I've been dying for a grandchild to spoil."
"Thank you, Mary, but I want to pay my way."
Mary started to object, but stopped herself and nodded. "Sleep well."
"Good night."
**********
Beth turned her car towards South Beach. She hadn't slept well. She'd spent hours formulating a plan to make as much money as she could as quickly as she could for her child. Unfortunately, stripping was the only thing she could think off. If she was lucky, she had six to ten weeks until she started to show her baby bump and she intended to make as much as possible until then. After the baby came, she could look for a more respectable job.
She'd had a long morning. David was already working, so she and Mary used both their cars, taking two trips to move as much of Beth's stuff as possible to Mary's house. It would take another couple of trips, but ultimately, Beth was surprised by how little she had that was actually her own. Mary had stopped off and purchased some prenatal vitamins as well as the classic, pregnancy guide, "What to Expect When You're Expecting." She'd also made Beth an appointment for her first prenatal visit. All of which Beth appreciated profusely. It was comforting to know Beth would have support and not be alone in this.
She got lucky and found a parking spot not too far from Temptations. She also got lucky when she found out, Estaban was in that day. She walked up to his office. The door was slightly open. He was seated at his desk. She stepped into the doorway and knocked. The Cuban looked up at her. "Ju are hired."
Beth sighed with relief. "Thank you, Mr. Perez. You don't know how much..." Esteban slid his chair out from behind the desk. He undid his pants. Beth gulped. "What are you doing?" she asked, watching him lift himself off the chair to pull his pants down.
"Seeing if ju are more agreeable, puta." He pulled his fat from cock out of his pants.
Is this what I've become? She asked herself, falling to her knees. Even as she hated herself, her body was responding to the sight of the Cuban's big cock. It has been three days since she had a real cock. Beth bent down and started kissing the floppy cock.
Estaban grabbed the base of his shaft and pulled it back, slapping it against her face. Beth's head followed it, trying to get her mouth around it as it stiffened. "Thank me, puta."
"Thank you, Mr Perez."
"Call me Jefe," he ordered, bending his now hard shaft down towards her mouth.
"Thank you, Jefe," she said, wrapping her lips around the head. Her eyes followed the curve of his shaft down to the hairy mass of black pubic hair under his almost as hairy gut. "Mmmmm," she moaned as she started sucking.
"Ju pregnant, puta?"
"Mmmmm hmmm," she mumbled nodding and looking up at his snarling face while she bobbed her head down his cock.
"Ju come in when you want. I'll see you get a spot. Ju tip out the house and the DJ. Ju get a biography and pictures up on the website. Ju whore on your own time. Don't get me in trouble. Understand?"
"Yes Jefe," she said, jerking his cock off when she removed it from her mouth.
"I also link to jur movies. Build up a fan base."
Beth turned red, some of her old anger and hatred returning. She was still unaware that he had tricked her into signing a release form. Her anger manifested in her hand running faster along his shaft. She didn't want to blow her chance to make as much cash as fast as possible for her baby. "Yes Jefe," she growled, returning her mouth to his cock. She sucked faster and harder, kissing his hairy pubes, despite the beer gut that was in her way. The anger fled the second his cock exploded in her mouth and she got her first taste of a man's seed since Big John in Orlando.
"Thank you, Jefe," she said again, licking around his cock as she stroked the last of his cum into her mouth.
"Don't thank me. Ju gonna make both of us lots of deniro, puta."
"I was thanking you for letting me suck your cock, Jefe."
Esteban smiled. "Jes, ju are definitely more agreeable." He ran his plump hand down her head like he was petting her. Gold rings covered his hairy fingers. "When do ju start?"
"I'll be here tomorrow night."
Estebon nodded. "Get jur clothes off. I want a picture for the website." He walked over to a wall and pulled a screen down, while Beth stripped. He had a digital camera nearby. Naked, Beth walked over and stood before the screen. "Ju take that out," he said, pointing towards her piercing.
"Sure," said Beth, removing her Queen of Spades pin from her navel.
"Ju make more leaving it out when ju dance." He tested the camera out. "Ju make the white men feel special, like dey got a chance with ju." Esteban ran her through several poses, most were sultry looking and designed to accentuate her large breasts and the curve of her hips. "Dese are muy bien. The camera loves ju, puta."
Beth looked at the screen on the camera and Esteban clicked through the shots. She looked like she was born to be nude. Some women looked sexier in skimpy clothing, but Beth's nude body simply glowed with beauty, her confidence in her figure shined through the image on the screen. No wonder men threw money at her when she danced on stage.
**********
Beth wouldn't have any spending money unto she earned some dancing, so she just raided Mary's refrigerator for something to eat that night. Afterwards, Beth stepped around the boxes in her room and stripped her clothes off. She wondered why she'd even bothered as she went through one box of her clothes. She no longer had the desire to wear any of the old clothes that covered most of her body nor the old practical underwear that Titus hated so much. Titus! She sobbed thinking of her black lover. Her brain only seemed to forget about him when she was with someone else, like John, Lily, Mary, or when she was greedily sucking Esteban's cock that morning.
Beth wondered when Titus was doing? Was he still with Charli? Or had he moved on to someone else?
It suddenly occurred to her that she could easily find out exactly what or who he was doing.
Beth laid down in her husband's childhood bed and removed her tablet from a tote bag. Within minutes she was on his video cloud page.
There were a lot of new videos.
Beth didn't want to see him fucking other women, but she allowed a few to play. There were a lot of pictures and seven videos of Charli. The first four videos, she appeared not to know he was filming her. The last three, she was smiling and talking to the camera. There was a stunning picture of her in Beth's bikini standing in front of the Grand Canyon. She looked like she was freezing. Her nipples were hard and goosebumps surrounded her areola. The last video showed Titus fucking her doggy style outdoors with a different view of the canyon on the background.
Beth saw something else that hurt her and yet didn't surprise her. A lot more videos had been uploaded.
One video showed spider-woman walking through an apartment. Beth assumed it was Arachne's place. The apartment was decorated like it was Halloween, but she passed a calendar on February of the current month. There was a cardboard cutout of Elvira in one corner, by a large screen TV and racks of horror movies on Blu-ray. She had display cases filled with super-hero statues and a bookshelf filled with graphic novels. They entered the bedroom and Beth wondered what Titus was doing with her. Halloween webbing was strewn across the room, making it look like he was being led into a spider's web. Her future co-worker, Arachne turned and started stripping off her clothes. "That's what he's doing with her," she mumbled, seeing Arachne's body appear. Titus filmed her stripping. She fell to her knees looking up into the camera as she undid his pants. Her eyes widened as she reached in for his cock. The stripper looked up at Titus in shock then back down at his cock as she pulled it out. Her mouth fell open in total disbelief as she pulled the hardening black cock out of his underwear. Beth whimpered with lust as she saw it appear on screen. She stopped watching.



Another video caught her attention. She stared at in in shock unable to comprehend what she was seeing. A white man was standing dressed, looking down at the black cock in his hand. "No," said Beth, unable to believe Titus would fool around with another man. She hit play on the video.
"Please fuck my fiancé with your big black cock, sir," said the white man.
The picture panned over the lower body of a woman lying on the bed. The white man pulled Titus cock down towards the woman's red-haired pussy. He moved Titus' cock up and down the slit of the woman until it was coated with her arousal. Titus pushed and the head of his cock entered the woman. She gasped as Titus worked his cock deeper and deeper into her pussy. The white man never let go, Titus' black shaft sliding through his grip until he finally released it so Titus could go balls deep. "Thank my nigger master, Fred," gasped the woman.
"Yes Helen. Thanks for fucking my fiancé, sir."
The camera panned out and Beth started watching as Titus began to really fuck Helen the teacher.
Beth's hand was back in her tote bag.
Fred sat down in a nearby chair, watching his future wife get black fucked.
Beth's hand came out of the bag holding her dildo.
Titus gave it to Helen hard. He turned her on all fours, then fucked her doggy style while Fred stroked his laughable little pale penis. The thing squirted quickly, the penis disappearing into Fred's fist.
Beth fucked herself as hard as she could, trying to pace the dildo's thrusts to the thrusts of Titus' cock. She came several times. Titus pulled his monster cock out of Helen and moved it up.
"Jesus, not her ass," gasped Fred, watching his fiancé about to get sodomized.
Beth came several more times before Titus pulled his cock out of Helen's stretched anus. "Jerk it off, wimp," he ordered. Fred took over, stroking the huge black cock while Helen turned around and stuck her tongue out. Fred gasped staring at the size of the monster her was stroking as it swelled up in his hand. The first wad of cum covered Helen's face in sperm. The next flew into her open mouth. Fred kept jerking it until the last bit of semen had shot from the head and Titus ordered him to stop.
Titus climbed into bed beside Helen. "Get me a wedding invite. Not for me, but I'll find a Bull. Tell everyone he's a friend from work, college, I don't care. Get him a room next to your bridal suite. The Bull and only the Bull fucks Helen on your wedding night." All the while Titus was talking, Fred was nodding with his mouth open practically drooling at the idea. "Who's the bridesmaid?"
"My best friend from college," answered Helen.
"Is she hot?" Titus asked.
"Gorgeous," said Fred.
"Try to get her in on it," said Titus. Helen nodded excited at the idea. Her hand was on Titus' cock, pulling on it and it was swelling. "Get lost," said Titus looking at Fred.
The video ended.
Beth pulled the dildo out, spent and feeling pretty good despite the fact that Titus had lied to her once again. These videos were all made after he had supposedly agreed to being faithful to her. She slid the dildo under her pillow and tried to sleep.
**********
Beth winced.
"It;s back up there," said the doctor, his gloved fingers finding her cervix. "Hmmm," he said, pulling his hand out.
"Is something wrong?" she asked, worried.
"No, not at all," he answered, pulling his glove off. "I'd put you at six to eight weeks." He was still frowning.
"Are you sure nothing's wrong?"
"Everything's fine, but I seemed to notice some bruising on your cervix. It's nothing to worry about," he assured her when he saw the worried look on her face. "Look, it's none of my business, but by any chance is the father an African-American?"
"Yes, he is."
"I'd say in 90% of these cases of bruising or scar tissue on the cervix, the father is an African-American. I'm from a small town in South Dakota and never encountered this until I moved here to Miami.
"And that's not dangerous for the baby?"
"No, if anything, the mothers seem to have a much easier delivery. You should be fine."
**********
"HA! I knew you'd be back." Lulu jumped up and hugged Beth.
Beth flushed. The last time she'd seen Lulu and the other strippers, she'd been trash talking their occupation. "Yes, I guess I owe you an apology."
"Not at all," said Lulu. "Let me do your makeup again?"
"Sure." Beth sat down in the makeup chair and Lulu started working on Beth's eyes. "I'm in need of some quick cash. I'm pregnant."
"Oh! Congratulations." Lulu leaned over and gave her a hug. "Zoe's pregnant too."
Beth's eyes flickered over to the tattooed woman wearing only a G-string as she came backstage from working the floor. She had a garter stuffed with money. "Congratulations," said Beth, suppressing the rage filling her. She faked a smile, but couldn't help hating the woman. Zoe was the beer girl from Titus' night club. The one he'd recruited to work for Esteban. The one Beth had watched Titus fuck in the stockroom on one of his videos. She knew beyond any doubt, that Zoe was also carrying Titus' baby. Her own baby's half sibling.
"I like the cowgirl look," said Zoe.
"Thanks," said Beth. "It's worked well for me once." Beth hadn't wanted to put Charli's outfit back on, but it was all she had until she made some money to buy a new outfit. She'd bought another hat in a thrift store earlier.
The outfit worked.
Temptations Miami was not like the club in Orlando. It was packed with men willing to tip. Beth did two sets, but made most of her money from lap dances. She'd reached a point hours ago of being ready to call it a night, but the men just wouldn't let her leave. She made over $600 dollars in five hours, more than her coworkers. None of her new friends seemed jealous and the dancers that followed her made more than usual and though Beth had helped loosened the men's wallets.
The money convinced Beth she could succeed. She just had to remember this was all for the baby and she needed to save as much as possible. She did buy herself a late-night meal at her diner. Manager Bob didn't work the night shift, but the waitress on duty recognized her finding it hard to believe that uptight bitchy Beth Shorthose was sitting at a table dressed as a sexy cowgirl.
Beth let herself into Mary's house around midnight. She walked to her room and flipped the light on, doing a double take. Her remaining boxes of stuff had been put away and her room had new wallpaper of cartoon sea creatures. In the corner, was a lovely wooden crib with padding and a sea animal mobile dangling above it. Beth went up and ran her hand along the smoothed wood, looking down into the crib.
"Like it?" asked Mary.
Beth spun around. Mary and Teddy were standing in the doorway. Both were wearing robes. Mary's hair was mussed. "I love it. Thank you."
"Teddy made the crib. He does woodworking for a hobby."
"That quickly!"
"No, I had it laying around. I make several cribs a year." Teddy shrugged, a slight smirk curling up one lip.
"It's gorgeous. I don't know how to thank you."
Teddy shrugged. Mary took his arm. "I just want you to feel welcome, Beth."
"I do, Mary." Beth walked over to her mother-in-law and hugged her. She broke the hug and turned to Teddy. The old black man opened his arms. Beth hugged him. "Thank you," she said. "That was very..." Beth felt his cock slap against her bare belly. "Kind," she finished. "I don't know how to thank you." She stepped back, her eyes flickering down to the powerful appendage that had burst through his robe. "Wow," she gasped.
"I'm sure Teddy will think of something," said Mary. She reached down and grabbed the huge cock. It wasn't at full mast yet, but it was a monster even bigger and thicker than Titus'. Just the tip of Teddy's elongated helmet-shaped head was half as big as David's entire penis. "Good night," said Mary, pulling Teddy Freeman by his penis out of the room. Teddy just winked and grinned as he followed her.
Beth shook her head to clear it. What a cock! Still a little dazed, she stumbled out of her room and to the hall bath. She brushed her teeth and washed up. She was already undoing Charlie's plaid shirt as she returned to her room. Just when she laid down in bed, the grunts and moans started from Mary's room. She thought of her mother-in-law bouncing up and down on the strap-on the other night and pictured Mary riding the Teddy's black bull cock the same way right now. Beth reached into a drawer for the dildo Titus had bought her and was soon plunging it in and out of her pussy, listening to Mary cum a half dozen times. Beth had two of her own before pulling the dildo out while lying in bed gasping.
She heard the seat go up in the hallway bathroom and then the sounds of urine striking water in the bowl. The toilet flushed. His footsteps approached her door instead of walking the opposite direction towards the master bedroom. Beth's heart skipped a beat when there was a gentle rap on her door. "Beth, are you awake?"
"Come in," she said, her voice raspy. The door opened, her eyes falling down towards his cock. Teddy was naked. He was powerfully built for an old man. He had a medium build, but was pure muscle with a prominent six pack. Course gray hair covered his chest and his pubes were as white as his mustache, matted down from his and Mary's lovemaking.
He grabbed his plump cock and tugged on it a few times until it began to swell with blood. "There is something you can do for me?" he asked.
Beth sat up, the sheets falling down exposing her breasts. If Teddy needed a bit of a boost to get fully erect, the sight of her breasts was all it took. Beth couldn't take her eyes of the giant black rod. It was an inch or two longer than Titus' and thicker too. The purple-black veins running through it were larger and more prominent as was the heavy scrotum hanging between his legs. Beth sat up and opened her mouth as Teddy guided the elongated cock head up to her lips. She turned her head, sucking on the end of his cock while gazing up at him.
Teddy stroked her hair. His hand slid down to her shoulder. He tugged on her, turning her body, but backwards. Beth had to turn her head up to keep her mouth on his cock. She licked the underside while scooting her body sideways across her bed. Teddy pushed her down and she slid back on the bed as her head was upside down hanging over the bed. Teddy guided the head of his cock back into her mouth which was now lined up with her throat.
Teddy began fucking her mouth, his hands kneading and squeezing her breasts as he lowered himself over her. His hands left her breasts, sliding down her sides and hips. His cock probed deeper. His caressed down her thighs. They found her knees, squeezing and massaging them, a strangely intimate gesture while his cock was sliding in and out of her throat. His hands slid down further across her lower legs, finding her feet, squeezing and massaging them. Beth moaned around the cock in her throat. His hands kept squeezing, kneading and twisting, fingers massaging her heels and toes. She moaned again, breathing rhythmically through her nose, inhaling the manly scent of sweat, semen, and female orgasm coming off his balls. Teddy squeezed her feet, pulling her legs open. His mouth kissed her pubic mound and suddenly all the pleasure coming from his massaging of her feet was replaced by waves of pleasure in her pussy as his tongue licked down her slit.
"Mmmph!" Beth almost gagged around the thrusting cock in her mouth as her hips started humping up into the tongue. She choked a little as she came hard on Teddy's tongue. It didn't help that his cock was getting bigger. He thrust forwards, his balls slapping her forehead. The cock paused. It spasmed repeatedly, she could feel it pumping as his sperm filled her belly. Teddy pulled back until his erupting cock was in her mouth. His cum was delicious, maybe the best she'd tasted yet. She swallowed what she could, but it quickly overflowed her mouth, pouring down into her nose and coating the top of her head. The whole time his tongue never quit thrusting in and out of her pussy and soon it was lapping up another wave of orgasmic fluid.
His cock slowly left her mouth, her lips squeezing tightly around the head until she was kissing the very tip just as Teddy planted a kiss on her labia. He pushed himself up and off her, wiping the back of his hand across his mouth. "As I was saying there was something you could do for me," he said.
Beth rolled over and sat up, wiping sperm from her eyes. They immediately focused on the bobbing black cock sticking straight out in front of her face. "I want to be the first to get up in there once you've had the baby."
Beth grabbed his cock, licking all over the head. She kissed it, looking up at him. "I'd be honored," she said.
Teddy winked at her and stepped back forcing her to reluctantly release his cock. She watched jealously as he took his great black cock away no doubt so that he could get it all up in Mary again.
**********
The money rolled in so fast, Beth found herself wishing she'd started stripping long before now. It helped that she was really good at it and she enjoyed the adoring gaze of so many male eyes. Jefe Esteban never complained about her having a bad attitude because she never had one. She was astounded to find she was taking home around $3000 each week which was six times or more what she took home as a waitress. Arachne told her this was a combination of her attractiveness combined with a popular club in a major city. Most dancers didn't do so well. One businessman Beth gave a lap dance for claimed to own a club in Vegas and promised her around $5000 a week if she'd come work for him.
Beth was lucky and managed to get in 12 weeks of work and even then, her belly was starting to bulge, but most of her clientele didn't seem to care. Beth took her leave, looking around the club on her last night, feeling sad and knowing she'd miss her coworkers and some of her regular clients. She made no promises on when she'd be back or if she would come back at all. After all, she was a college educated woman not a nude dancer.
She continued dancing. She did sets in her room for exercise, danced for Teddy or some of Mary's other Bulls. She blew all of them, let some fuck her ass and a few fuck her that Mary recommended had the self-control not to try driving their cocks through her cervix. It helped that most were over fifty and not young bucks. Teddy's was her favorite cock, but he refused to fuck her until she was ready to take the whole thing.
For the next six months, Beth exercised, ate right, and rubbed skin lotion into the areas of skin stretching out around her stomach, thighs, and slowly expanding breasts. The diameter of her areola's expanded across her breast and her already fat nipples widened even more.
In early October, her water broke. Mary drove her to the hospital, calling Teddy along the way. He'd meet them there and wait in the waiting room.
**********
Teddy was sitting back in his seat, legs crossed, reading the Miami Herald. Mary and Beth had just left him, returning to the room after Mary had helped Beth walk around a bit trying to speed the labor up.
He glanced up from his paper as a white man came and sat down across from him. The man looked a little ill and was carrying a bouquet of flowers and a teddy bear. They'd never met, but he recognized David from pictures in Mary's house. David was sitting still staring straight in front of him.
"You want to know something interesting?" asked Teddy, without looking up from the paper.
"Excuse me?" David glanced at him, eyes focusing on his sideburn mustache.
"I said, do you want to know something interesting?"
"Sure," said David, shrugging.
"Sperm battle each other."
"What do you mean?" asked David, after a pause.
"It's known as sperm competition. The spermatozoa of two or more different males compete against each other to fertilize the same egg. The male that produces the greater number of sperm, the most virile has the greatest chance of fertilizing the egg because most of his sperm will turn and fight off the second male's sperm. Basically, the weaker male doesn't stand a chance."
"What are you saying?"
"I'm saying it's not going to be your baby."
"But it might," argued David. His face draining of color.
"It's not." Teddy raised the paper back up.
"Who are you?"
Teddy lowered the paper again. He held out his hand. "Theodore Freeman. I'm here with your mother."
"I should have guessed." He ignored the extended hand.
Teddy shrugged and withdrew his hand. He raised the paper back up and without looking away from it he said, "Female orgasms also increase the odds of impregnation. Uterine contractions from orgasms help increase the male's sperm on its journey to fertilizing the egg. It's called the "Up suck" theory. The more orgasms a man can give a woman thus increases the chances of getting her pregnant."
David sighed.
"Of course, the deeper a man plants his seed, the better."
"Can you please stop talking?" asked David. The black man put his thumb and forefinger together and moved them across his lips indicating he'd zip it. David couldn't help himself. "It might be mine," he mumbled.
"It's not," said Teddy.
They sat in silence for three more hours. Around 2:00am, a nurse came in. She looked back and forth between the two men. Confused, she finally focused on Teddy. "Are you the grandfa... the father?"
"Friend of the family."
"Mother and son are doing well. You can come say hello, if you'd like."
"I'd love to." Teddy set the paper aside and stood up.
David stood also. He tossed the bouquet in a nearby wastebasket. "Give this to Beth for me, please?" he asked, pulling an envelope out of his pocket. Teddy took it, while David turned and left, leaving the Teddy bear alone on the seat beside him. Teddy smirked, retrieving the flowers from the trash and grabbing the bear.
**********
"Teddy!" said Beth, beaming at the black man.
"This is for you," said Teddy, holding up the bouquet and setting it aside on a nearby table. "And this is for the baby." He sat the teddy bear in a nearby seat.
"Thanks, that was sweet of you."
He came over and kissed her on the head. Even after straining to give birth, Beth was lovely and now she was glowing. "And who's this?" Teddy glanced down at the baby. He was dark skinned, darker than his father, but his eyes were bright green like the mother's.
"This is Atlas. Atlas, this is your Uncle Teddy."
"A pleasure to make your acquittance Mr..."
"Cetewayo, like his father."
"Then welcome to the world Atlas Cetewayo. He's beautiful, Beth."
"He's the most beautiful baby in the whole world."
"Atlas is a very powerful name."
Beth smiled. "So powerful he can hold the weight of the world on his shoulders."
"Technically it's the heavens. A mapmaker in the 16th century drew an image of him holding the earth and map books have been called Atlases ever since, but in the Greek myth, Zeus punishes him by holding the heavens in the sky. He stands in the Western Mediterranean and the Atlantic Ocean is named after him as well as the Atlas Mountains in Morocco. He's one of the more powerful Titans. Are you a Titan, Atlas Cetewayo?"
"He's going to be," said Beth.
"Oh yeah, David was in the waiting room. He asked me to give this to you." Teddy handed Beth the envelope.
"David!" Beth furrowed her brows. They hadn't spoken since she'd ridden off on the back of Titus' motorcycle. "How'd he know I was here?"
Mary looked up from her phone. "He called me earlier and I told him I was taking you to the hospital. Poor boy's been in therapy since you left." Her phone beeped. Mary read it. She raised her phone up to Beth to take a picture. "Titus wants a picture. Say cheese."



"Titus!"
"Yes Titus. He's not off the grid you know. We talk or text a couple times a week. Right now he's on the Canadian side of Niagara Falls."
"I know," said Beth, feeling a little depressed. The latest videos he'd posted showed him a pretty Asian woman fucking. There'd also been a picture of the two of them in rain ponchos standing on a boat deck under the falls. They looked like they were having a great time.
"Time for mother and son to get some rest," said a nurse coming in and reaching for Atlas. Beth cringed, holding Atlas tightly, not wanting to let him go, but she relented and handed him off to the nurse.
Beth lifted David's envelope and opened it.
"What is it?" asked Mary.
"Divorce papers."
Mary's phone dinged again. "Titus says, congratulations. I hope both Mother and son are doing well." Mary looked up from the phone. "Anything you want me to tell him?"
Tell him I love him. Tell him I miss him. She looked at her baby in the nurse's arms. "Yes," said Beth. "Tell him, thank you."
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Chapter 12: Epilogue
Beth winced when she heard the tires squeal behind her, followed by a crash. She hoped she wasn't the cause of the accident. She glanced over her shoulder and saw that it was a simple rear end collision and the two drivers were already out of their cars, arguing. There didn't appear to be any injuries.
"Almost there, Atlas," she said, pushing the carriage in front of her as she went for her daily jog. They reached the end of the block and Beth slowed, turning the carriage around. The baby was sleeping peacefully. She pushed him in front of her picking up speed until she reached her preferred pace. She didn't glance at the accident, but both men quit arguing when she passed and she could feel their eyes on her body.
Beth was wearing yoga pants that tightly hugged her well-rounded ass. Her belly was exposed, tanned, flatter and trimmer then it had been before she got pregnant. Her sports bra tried and failed hold her EE cup breasts in place. They bounced each time one of her feet hit the ground. The argument picked back up soon after she passed.
A mile later, she was back at Mary's, pushing the carriage into the garage. She lifted Atlas out, breathing steadily, but feeling enough energy she could have done another two-mile jog. She carried Atlas into her room, setting him down on the bed while she stood and pulled the sports bra off over her head before leaning forwards and pulling the tight yoga pants down. Almost right on que, Atlas started crying. His green eyes staring hungrily at her dangling breasts.
She lifted him to her bosom and sat naked while he suckled greedily on one of her large nipples. Beth sighed with relief, feeling the milk draining from her heavy breasts. The doctor told her she was hyper lactating which is to say that her breasts were over producing milk. She was producing a lot of milk, but she wasn't convinced her body hadn't just synched up with Atlas' greedy desire to nurse all the time. He was already in the top 100% for size and weight of the average six-week-old.
Her free breast suddenly squirted out an inch-long gusher of milk. It happened almost every time and the reason she preferred breast feeding nude or at least topless when she got a chance.
The suckling began slowing down as Atlas' nursing was putting him back to sleep. Her wet nipple popped out of his mouth as his head fell down. Beth lifted and carried him over to Teddy's crib. She put him down and walked over to get a breast pump to remove the rest of the milk from her other breast.
She filled a bottle and checked the classifieds on her tablet. There was nothing available that could match the money she'd make stripping. She sighed at a society where women could make more nude dancing then teaching children, but truthfully, she missed the stage and the adoration of the crowd staring up at her nude body. It was also almost Christmas and the winter crowds were starting to flock to South Florida. It was time to go back to work and she decided to keep dancing until Atlas was old enough to wonder what mommy did for a living.
Beth stepped into the shower, washing her hair and the sweat off her body. She dried off and examined her body in the mirror. She was flawless. Her body had bounced back quickly and along with her diet and exercising, she was more toned now then she'd ever been. Daily Aloe Vera and Cocoa Butter applications around her stomach and thighs had virtually eliminated her stretch marks with her tan hiding the faint remains.
Beth gave a glimpse to the baby and satisfied he was still sleeping, she laid down on her bed, turning on her side to pull out the black dildo. Her body became aroused just looking at the realistic shaped plastic shaft. Her nipples were hard and already leaking more milk as she spread her legs and brought the head down to press against her pussy lips. Beth whimpered as the head penetrated her. She tensed up and relaxed as she worked the dildo a little deeper with her hand. She increased her pace, tensing up again when it hit her cervix, a broad smile crossing her face when she buried the foot-long shaft. Beth's pussy squeezed down around the toy, cumming hard. Two tiny jets of milk shot up from her hard nipples as she came. A relief she hadn't felt in months washed through her body as she slowly removed the dildo. She was fully healed and ready to have sex again. Beth put the dildo away and got up off the bed.
She heard Mary pulling up outside as she walked over to the closet and pulled out Charli Ray's little redneck cowgirl outfit. Beth was wearing it as Mary came upstairs and entered the room. "Going back to work?" asked Mary.
"Tonight, if you can watch Atlas."
"Happy to," said Mary, walking over towards the crib.
"There's plenty of milk in the fridge when he gets hungry." Beth finished dressing, slipping her feet into the cowboy boots. "Also, tell Teddy I think I'm ready for him as soon as he's free."
"Christ girl, he'll make himself free. He's been dying to sink his cock in you for months."
**********
The staff at Temptations was thrilled to see her walk in dressed for work. She'd stopped by before to show off Atlas. Coincidently, she'd chosen the same day Zoe had chosen to visit to show everyone her blue-eyed black skinned baby. Zoe had also had a boy and her baby was every bit as large as Atlas. Zoe was having a harder time getting her body back in shape then Beth was. She still had a distended mommy belly hanging out under a small tee shirt. Her butterfly fairy tattoos were unidentifiable. Esteban grilled Beth and when she'd be coming back to work. He wanted to promote her as a star performer. He pulled out his cock and ordered her to suck it while the dancers passed Atlas around gushing over the beautiful baby greedily looking at all their large breasts.
Today, Esteban was out of town so Beth had a talk with one of the managers about making her schedule more permanent. Mary loved watching Atlas, but she wouldn't be willing to give up spending her nights with one of her bulls. She'd need to find a babysitter at some point.
Beth was surprised at how excited she was getting just waiting to go back out on stage. Her nipples were already hard in anticipation. Arachne was her lead in as she was a crowd favorite. Apparently, Titus' voluminous seed hadn't gotten to one of Arachne's eggs or the spider-woman stripper was on birth control. A young buxom Latina that went by the stage name Amora was excited to be following Beth. Amora wore a big blonde wig and a sequined short dress. She had developed her own following and basically was just doing a Charo impression that only the older men got. Arachne finished dancing and collected her money, giving Beth a wink as she returned back stage.
"Let's hear it for Bethany Beach," yelled the DJ as Kid Rock started playing.
There were whistles and hoots as the crowd went wild. Beth strolled out and began her routine. She began to make money even before she'd removed her clothes. She'd missed this more then she'd realized. Beth danced basking in the adoring gaze of all the men in the club. There were cheers when she freed her now slightly larger breasts, leaking milk making them glisten under the stage lights.
Her set finished and Beth bowed, trying to gather her bills off the stage even as men continued trying to give her money.
"Wow!" said Amora, staring jealously at Beth, though Beth couldn't tell if it was at all the cash in her arms or her breasts.
Beth walked out to mingle while Amora was doing an erotic slow dance to Bolero. Men immediately called her over for lap dances. Beth wiggled her ass back into a young man's crotch as his friends hooted and hollered. It was the young man's 21st birthday and he was like a kid in a candy store all wide eyed with disbelief to be in his first gentleman's club. She moved on to her next customer as Martin's Livin' Lavida Loca switched over to Miami Sound Machine's Bad Boy as Amora went fully nude.
Beth returned backstage after giving 15 lap dances and sitting at the bar with some men, getting them to buy her expensive drinks. Her least favorite part of her job.
Beth walked out on stage for her second set amazed at how crowded the club had gotten. She began to dance noticing many familiar faces. Men were staying to see her dance again. Normally, men either moved around sampling Miami's numerous gentlemen's clubs or left to try to get laid in many of the clubs in South Beach. Now new arrivals were pushing to get up close to the stage.
Her nipples were hard and glistening again under the gaze of over a hundred men. She turned her ass to the crowd, bending to lower her panty, spinning around fully nude. Nearly two hundred men stared at her nude body, waving bills, but all those men, all those eyes suddenly came down to just two brown ones. She stumbled in her routine momentarily, but caught herself, turning her gaze deep into the crowd as her body sensed the lone alpha male in the bar. Teddy grinned at her, just one face in the crowd, but as far as Beth was concerned the only real man there. She locked eyes with Theodore Freeman and the crowd gasped and cheered suddenly as both her breasts discharged a squirt of milk. Beth crawled across the stage as men showered money down on her, but she was only dancing for one man and he was so far back in the crowd he didn't even have a good view.
After Titus, Teddy had one of the most perfect cocks she'd ever seen and tonight she was finally going to get that big black hunk of man meat in her pussy. Her pussy was gushing and her thighs were wet. The men by the stage could see how her body was reacting. They watched milk dripping from her pendulous breasts. Bigger bills were replacing singles as men rewarded this sex goddess with larger offerings. The money wasn't slowing. A fight started between two men jostling to reach the stage to tip her. More men filled the gap as the bouncers pulled them back.
The DJ sensed something was going on. He was staring too and the music had stopped for nearly a minute before he came to his senses. "I think Bethany might have one more song in her," he announced. Ass-N-Titties by DJ Assault started playing. Beth thought it was crap, but it seemed appropriate and the crowd roared.
Afterwards, one of the dancers had to help her gather up the money. Beth was in a hurry to get to Teddy, but the crowd would have none of it. Men pulled her into their laps waving twenties at her. More wanted private sessions, giving her even more money to squeeze her breasts, letting her shoot milk in the faces or mouths. Her nipples were acting like leaky faucets, drops of milk constantly forming and dripping off the tip of each nipple. Each time someone touched them or she brushed against someone in the crowd, they gave little squirts of milk. She hadn't even made it halfway through the crowd when she found Teddy. He held up a twenty.
"Hey, I was next," growled a man, waving his bill at her, but Beth ignored him. She straddled Teddy's lap and buried her breasts in his face as he stuffed the twenty into her already overflowing garter.
"I need you bad," she whispered in his ear.
"Ditto baby," he grunted as she on the hard shaft in his lap, bouncing to simulate fucking. He looked up at her, trails of white liquid sliding down his cheeks into his enormous mustache. "How soon can you get off?"
"Not soon enough." Beth bent her head, kissing Teddy. "I'll meet you in the parking lot," she said, rising off his lap.
Beth tried her best to get backstage, but so many men were demanding lap dances, she was worried she'd feel threatened if she turned them down. She danced to the point of exhaustion before finally making it backstage. Beth pulled maybe three hundred in twenties out of her garter staring at it, seeing a few fifties and even a hundred in her fist.
"There's more in here," said Lulu, opening a drawstring sack. Beth dropped her handful of bills into the bag. "This is literally a sack full of money," said Lulu.
"Wow," she Beth.
"I want to know how much, but I didn't have time to count it. We're all making a fortune out there and my sets about to start."
"Thanks, Lulu."
"No thank you. We're all setting records tonight."
Beth dressed in the cowgirl outfit and one of the bouncers escorted her out the back door. She was grateful, the crowd was really worked up and a lot of men were milling about out front. She felt safe with Brian. He was nearly as big as Titus and an off-duty cop. He'd made it obvious he was interested in her when she first started dancing, but he had none of the presence that real men possessed and she'd turned him down. "That black guy looks suspicious," said Brian, nodding his head toward the parking lot. "He's right by your car too."
"He's cool," she reassured the bouncer, patting him on his bicep.
"Alright. Amazing job tonight Beth."
"Thanks." She left her bouncer and walked over to Teddy. "Jesus, take me home and fuck me."
"Your wish is my command, dear lady," said Teddy with a laugh. "My place is closer."
"I'd rather be close to Atlas."
"Mary's happy to watch him all night and she knows I'm here. I'd rather do my place."
"Fine then. I'll follow you."
**********
Teddy was a tenured professor and had made some money. His home was fancy and on a canal with a nice sized fishing boat, "The Salty Swallow," tied up on the dock out back. "I'm impressed," she said. The entry foyer was decorated with African relics. There was a large wooden shield on one wall and a zebra skin spread out on another.
The house wasn't full of just African cultural symbols either. There were objects from all over the world and a lot of them were sexual in nature. One display held small Japanese figures in various sexual positions. Another the same only the figures were Indian and showed acts from the Kama Sutra. A vase from Ancient Greece was painted with people having sex. A stone from Ancient Egypt showed a topless woman on her knees before a Pharaoh type figure with an erect penis. None of the males were particularly hung. "A few are authentic, but most of replicas," explained Teddy as she looked around curiously. They moved down a hall lined with lovely photographs of African animals on a Savannah with one showing a younger Teddy sitting in a jeep while a lion stared curiously at him. The door at the end of the hall was open and showed a large bed. This room was furnished normally and looked comfortable. "That's the master bedroom," he said, obviously.
Beth walked into it, pulling the now familiar knot on her plaid cowgirl shirt. It opened and fell off her back as she shrugged out of it. She was wearing a tight pushup bra. There were wet stains around her nipples. She unhooked it, sighing as her breasts sprang free.
"Not here," gasped Teddy, staring at her breasts. He motioned towards a closed door in the hallway.
Beth followed him, a little hurt. Was she not good enough for the master bedroom? Did he only fuck his sluts in the spare room? Was Mary allowed in the master bedroom? Maybe, he just didn't like sleeping in a wet spot all night. He opened the door and stepped back, motioning for her to enter.
Beth walked into the guest room, half expecting some weird sex dungeon. What she got was almost as strange. The room was decorated with more sex objects only here was where he kept the alpha male art.
The bed was large and the room was almost as big as the master bedroom. Spread along the wall, facing the bed were all sorts of phallic representations with the majority black African, tribal figures with enormous penises. Some large penises were on stands. One shelf held wooden penises, many partially rotten. They looked old and all of them were a foot or more in length. One was white, curved and appeared carved out of an elephant tusk, the point rounded into a mushroom shape. All the objects were pointed at the bed. "Many of these are authentic." Teddy walked to a black figure in a barrel. "And a few are tourist novelties." He lifted the barrel and a huge penis on a spring popped up.
The wall above the headboard was filled with shelves holding more figurines only these were gravid females. Squat shapes with big bellies and full breasts were everywhere. Teddy noticed her attention. "Some are replicas of Venus figurines found in Paleolithic sites around Europe." There was an oval rock carved with swirling patterns representing three circles together. "That's a replica of the giant rock in front of the Newgrange burial mound near Dublin. The symbols aren't indentified, but I believe they represent breasts and a pregnant belly."
He wrapped his arms around her from behind. His wrinkled black hands undid the buttons on her shorts and pulled the zipper down, before sliding up her waist to cup her breasts. Teddy kissed her neck as his fingers pinched her nipples, drops of milk leaking out as he kneaded them. Beth moaned. She turned into him, throwing her arms around his neck and kissing him passionately, his handlebar mustache tickling her cheeks. Teddy's hands came down to her hips, struggling to pull the tight jean shorts off.
Beth helped him. She broke the embrace, swaying her hips and working the shorts down just as she did to strip them off on stage. She bent down, to pull them all the way off.
Beth fell to her knees, reaching in to undo Teddy's pants. She aggressively yanked them down, watching his great black cock rising up to full erection. She helped it along by wrapping her lips around the head and bobbing her head as she sucked the tip. Beth loved his cum. It was even better than Titus', but she pulled her head back until his cock left her mouth. She planted a kiss on the tip and looked up at him. "As much as I love sucking your cock, Teddy, I really need this big boy somewhere else."
Teddy grinned, helping her to her feet. He spanked her ass, pushing her in the direction of the bed while he finished undressing. Beth sat down on the edge, scooting back on the bed. She stared at his bobbing cock while Teddy grabbed her leg and worked her boot off. He dropped the boot and she lifted her other leg so that he could strip her completely, leaving her fully nude. She'd removed her navel piercing as her belly button came out during her pregnancy and the hole had healed.
Teddy climbed on the bed, kneeling between her legs. He guided his huge black cock down towards her opening. "I've waited half a year for this."
"Me too," she whispered, staring at his cock with some trepidation. Teddy had the biggest she'd seen yet at fourteen and a half inches. "Go easy," she whispered, her heart rate increasing and her body trembling.
Teddy grinned, pushing his huge cock head down between her pussy lips. "Don't worry, it's like riding a bike." He pushed forwards until the head of his cock was inside her. More inches soon followed as he seesawed it in and out.
"Jesus, you're big Teddy," she moaned. Beth's hips were already responding. At the halfway point, she had her first orgasm and another every inch after that. Her legs clenched around his hips, pulling him deep. "Fuck me," she cried, writhing on the bed.
Teddy released her legs and moved above her. He looked into her eyes while pumping his cock in and out. He pushed forwards burying his giant shaft up to his balls. Beth trembled, cumming hard around his big black cock. The old feelings were back. Her vaginal muscles were clamped down hard around his shaft, her tremors pulling at it, trying to milk the seed from his shaft. Her body really was built for taking big cocks.
Teddy laid down on her, slamming his hips into her while she raised her hips into his thrusts. They kissed before the old man buried his head into the pillow beside her gasping for breath. Beth gently nipped his shoulder, gazing up. Her eyes took all the figures with the pregnant bellies above her. Her gaze turned down Teddy's back at his flabby black ass rising and falling and at the myriad of cocks all pointing towards her spread legs.



"Aargh!" grunted Teddy. "Here it cums. Take my seed."
Beth's eyes widened as she felt his cock twitch. This was a breeding room! Then her eyes were rolling up in her head as the first of his seed struck the back of her womb and she began having the really big orgasms that only came when the alpha was cumming inside her.
Ten minutes later, Teddy pulled his deflated cock out of her and rolled off, still gasping for breath. His grey-haired chest was slick with white milk from where her breasts had leaked on him. Beth slipped off the bed and headed to a bathroom in the hall to clean up. Her womb was so full of semen, she looked like she was in the early stages of pregnancy again. Her stomach slowly turned flat again as she sat on the toilet trying to drain all his semen out. There was a shower in the bathroom and she took a quick one before returning to the bedroom.
Beth headed towards her clothes on the floor, but stopped examining the array of phalluses closer. Her eyes were drawn towards the large ones aimed right at the center of the bed. They were clearly authentic, half rotted and some were broken. "Those are Fon Legbas," said Teddy, rising off the bed. He stood beside her, one wrinkled black hand caressing the firm globes of her ass.
"What?"
"The Fon are a large ethnic and linguistic group in Benin and Nigeria. Legba is a trickster deity gifted in languages and a messenger of the gods. The Fon carve these images of his godly cock and stick them into their fields to ensure the fertility of the land. Those were a gift to me on one of my African expeditions in... 1978, I believe."
"You are an interesting man Teddy." The hand on her ass squeezed her cheek affectionately.
"Some voodoo practitioners in New Orleans believe an avatar of Legba came into America on a slave ship and spread his seed around to so many female slaves that it explains why there are so many hung black men in this country."
"Do you believe that?"
"Perhaps. Likely, it wasn't a god, but one strong paragon that spread his seed around. Even more likely, the slave owners just used the alpha male slaves to breed more slaves."
"But if they're so successful at breeding, why aren't most men, alphas?"
Teddy shrugged, but looked thoughtful. "Good question and one I've given lots of thought to. I've no answer, but perhaps nature only allows so many paragons to exist in a given population. Something like the predator to prey ratio." Teddy paused in thought. "African lions have a predator to prey ratio of 1%. Apply that to alpha males and there would be three million paragons roaming the country. Maybe seventy million in the world. I'd do a survey, but for the big problem."
"What's that?"
"Men lie about their penis size."
Beth laughed.
"Speaking of penis size, mine appears to be getting bigger." Teddy was looking down.
Beth followed his gaze. His penis was sticking out from his crotch. "Hmm, looks enticing, but I really need to get back to Atlas." Her hand was already on the proud old cock stroking it to full erection. Her hand didn't let go even as Teddy was backing up towards the bed.
"He's fine with Mary," said Teddy.
Within minutes, Beth was cumming all over Teddy's cock as she bounced in his lap. His lips were greedily sucking the milk out of her nipples, even as little jets of milk shot from the other nipple each time she came. "YES! Give it to me, Teddy. Give me your seed," she moaned. He was enjoying suckling at her teat so much, he didn't respond, but his hips started bucking faster. He finally released her nipple so that he could bellow like the old bull he was at the first discharge of his cock. Her nipples sprayed milk in his face as Beth came so hard she nearly passed out. As it turned out, she could barely move. She collapsed on her black lover, their lips nuzzling at each other for a good twenty minutes before Beth had the strength to climb of his spent cock.
Afterwards, Beth was still topless as she pulled her tight jean shorts up. She was thoroughly satisfied and smiling, she couldn't stop smiling and it made her beauty all the more radiant. Teddy strolled up to her. He was still nude. "Oh no, not again. I really must go."
Teddy laughed. He was smiling too. He placed his hand on her lower stomach, holding it there. "Good fruit comes from good seed," he said. They both stared at his hand over her womb. "Tsonga proverb."
Beth nodded. "I really must get home."
"Give me a lift?"
"Of course, but I'm a little worn out."
"I just want to sleep by Mary." Teddy started to dress. "Assuming she doesn't have a bull over that is since she's watching the baby. I find I like her presence in bed beside me."
"Maybe, she'll say yes someday?"
"She will. I'll meet you in the car."
Teddy joined her in the car. He was carrying a bag with him. "What you got there?"
"A gift for you." He reached into the bag and removed a huge black dildo around the size of his own cock.
"Ah, thank you," she said, taking it. The wood was heavy and thick. "It's wood?"
"I carved it myself. It's modeled after my own cock."
"You carved a dildo from your own cock?" It was extremely realistic looking. The veins and ridges all matched Teddy's own shaft. It had also been oiled to the point the coloration matched Teddy's skin tone.
"No, I carved a Fon Legba from my own cock." He chuckled. "But you could use it as a dildo... alright, it's a dildo. You got me. Don't worry it's smoothed out perfectly. No splinters."
"Why would you...?"
"As you get older, you start thinking about death. I'm not afraid of death, but the thought of my cock not being able to pleasure women anymore bothers the hell out of me. My Fon Teddys are a way for my cock to live on long after I'm gone. Well, that and the fruit of my seed." He leaned over and cupped her bare belly again. "Birth is the only remedy against death," he quoted. "Nigerian proverb."
"Sorry Teddy," she said, and she was sorry. "I'm on birth control."
Teddy's proud look fell. "Damn," he cursed. He looked crestfallen.
"Sorry, I just didn't want to go months without a cock like yours again."
"Fine, but if you do want another child..." He sighed. "I'll just have to settle for the student or two I seed every semester."
Beth raised an eyebrow, but didn't comment. Morally, she didn't believe teachers should sleep with students. Ms. Dykstra had been known to have affairs with some of her girls and there were even rumors of lesbian orgies in her home. On a few occasions, Beth felt her professor was throwing some hints her way to having an encounter.
She gave Teddy a ride back to Mary's and luckily, her former mother-in-law didn't have a bull staying over. Mary happily passed Atlas over to Beth and led Teddy back to her bedroom. He obviously had been lying about just wanting to lay beside his lover, for loud moaning and grunting soon was coming from Mary's room, that lasted an hour.
Beth nursed Atlas and put him down for the night as she slowly fell asleep.
**********
The money was too good for her to quit dancing. Beth changed her plans and quit looking for another job. She decided to keep at it as long as possible or something better came her way. She'd just gotten out of her seat at the bar after thanking the businessman for buying her a drink when Esteban called her into his office.
"I'm sending ju to L.A to make a porno, puta," said Esteban, his eyes running up and down her body. He never failed to appreciate what he had in having Beth working for him. "It will increase jur profile."
Beth grimaced. "Thanks, but I'm not interested. I'll stick with dancing. I'm not a porn star."
Esteban scrunched his face up doing his Scarface thing. He bobbed his head as he spoke. "There's already movies of jurs up on your profile page, puta. We jus need something mo professional."
"Those were taken without my knowledge, Esteban and like I said, I'm not interested." Beth spun around on her heel, preparing to march out.
"Get jur ass back here, puta," he grunted. Esteban pushed his chair out from behind his desk. He lifted his rear off the seat, pulling his pants down. "Ju do what I say or jur ass will be back waitressing." He tugged on his cock, making it hard. "So puta, jur gonna make movies for me and jur gonna fuck me and you fucking call me jefe." He bent his cock down towards her, shaking it in her direction.
Beth's cheeks were red with anger. She glanced down at his cock. It was a nice cock. He grinned smugly when she marched towards him. The grin fell when she leaned over and poked him in the chest.
"Listen you... hijo de puta, I've gotten job offers from every fucking strip club in Miami and even one in Vegas. So, I can take my talent and probably some of your clientele elsewhere whenever I want. I'm not doing porn for you and you're going to start showing me and the other girls some respect. Stop calling us, puta, comprende jefe?"
"Jes Ma'am," said Esteban, looking at her with surprise and new admiration.
"Good." Beth looked down at his cock before turning to leave. She gave it a second glance. It hadn't wilted under her verbal assault. If anything, it looked even bigger than normal. Beth sighed and straddled Esteban's lap. She slowly sank down onto his shaft. It was a nice cock after all.
Satisfied from three nice orgasms, Beth finished cleaning Esteban's seed from between her legs. He was lazily smiling, leaning back in his chair. His spent cock dripping between his legs. "Ju sure ju won't do porn fo me? Ju a natural, puta... I mean Mrs. Beth."
"No means no, Esteban." Beth almost made it to the door.
"I jus thought you might like to work with jur friend Titus again," he said. Beth froze in the doorway. "I can get one of the other girls, Arachne or Amora maybe?"
Beth turned around. "I'd be starring with Titus?"
"Jes, he's agreed to make several movies for me. That big pinga worth mucho deniero. Ju two have a natural chemistry that comes out well on film." He was grinning now, sure he had her and he was right.
"Alright, I'll do it, but just this once."
"Jur flying out Monday." He reached into his desk and pulled out an envelope.
"I'm taking my baby and I'll need one for my mother-in-law to watch him."
"Who da fuck do ju tink..." Esteban was slowly rising out of his seat in anger. His hands were down on his desk. Beth stood nude, tapping one foot, eyebrow raised. "Fine," he said, sitting back down. "I'll see what I can do."
**********
COCKY
Beth's heart was beating rapidly when she walked on the set. She couldn't believe she was doing this. The movie was a spoof of Rocky. The scenes were ridiculous. The script was thin, limited dialog with mostly fuck scenes. The amount she was getting paid barely made this worth it and Esteban told her she was making above industry average. She was going to get an "Introducing" credit in the film. She had four scenes and would take home $3000. All her reservations fled when she saw the giant black man turn around.
A grin spread across Titus face when he saw her. He barreled his way towards her and took her in his arms, hugging her so tightly he lifted her off her feet. Her nipples were hard and leaking when he set her down. "How are you? How's the baby?"
"Good! Great! We're both great." She was nervous for some reason. Her hands shook as she fumbled for her phone. She held it up, showing him some pictures. "He's here with me. Your mom too."
"I have to see him," said Titus, proudly browsing through her phone's gallery. "It'll be good to see mom too. He's a big guy."
"Yes, he takes after his father. In more ways than one." She raised her eyebrows and Titus smirked, still staring at the pictures.
The director called them over and the cast sat down for a review of the script. They'd rented an actual boxing gym and there was a bedroom set. The entire film would be shot in only two days. The director was full of himself, considering himself a visionary who was going to change the industry. He wanted the actors who were both physically perfect and who could actually act and he wanted a story behind all the sex scenes. The cast and crew respectfully applauded when he finished and Beth was up.
Beth was in the first scene with an actor named Rico Mann. He was playing her husband, the current champ set to fight a relative unknown boxer. He was white, with a powerful physique. Beth had already met the man and was impressed with his appearance. He wouldn't be hard to be with. She closed her eyes and pictured David and one particular time they'd been very happy together as a married couple. When she opened her eyes, the actor was her husband and she was staring at him with genuine affection. He was shadow boxing in their bedroom when she came into the scene wearing sexy lingerie. They talked about the upcoming fight. She told him they should do something to relieve his stress. She stooped and pulled his shorts down. She knew she could handle acting when his less than impressive penis fell out and she still looked up at him affectionately as she sucked the hard penis, the head barely reaching her uvula. He lifted her to her feet and they moved to the bed. Again, she faked enjoying fucking the seven-inch penis in a variety of positions until he pulled it out and shot his seed on her tongue and breasts.
Afterwards, there was applause. Beth was given a towel and she was wiping herself off when she realized the applause was for her. She blushed and thanked everyone.
The crew moved to the boxing ring. Her husband was set to fight, Cocky, an up and coming boxer, but the manager was upset the ring card girl had called out sick. He asked Beth to fill in and her next scene was walking across the ring in heels and a skimpy bikini while holding a card up for round 1. She walked over and kissed her husband so that the viewer would know where her loyalties were.
They announced Cocky and Titus stepped into the ring, holding his gloved hands up. Beth's pussy quivered as she gazed at his bare chest and the cock flopping around beneath his shorts. Apparently, both men knew how to box and the actually went at it for a few rounds. A makeup girl, applied cosmetics to Rico making him look more and more beaten. He was knocked out in the following scene with a victorious Cocky standing above him. Beth ran to her fallen husband, cradling his head in her lap as two men carrying a stretcher came into the rink.
She was still in the bikini for the next scene, storming into the locker room, screaming at Cocky for being too brutal. Titus was wearing a towel, he turned and let it drop. She froze, her eyes focusing on the thirteen-inch black rod as it slowly rose to attention. Her hand came out to stroke his cock while he raised her head and kissed her, pulling the strings on her bikini top. Beth fell to her knees and was soon voraciously sucking the huge black cock that had changed her life. There was no direction and the crew was quiet as they stared at her sucking the massive black cock until Titus filled her mouth with a load of cum before pulling his swollen cock out to blast his seed all over her face and tits.
"Cut," yelled the director after the last little bit of sperm had left Titus' cock. "You're supposed to fuck her before cumming!"
Titus smirked and looked over at the director. "Keep filming."
Titus cock never went soft and he fucked her in several positions. She was on all fours on the bench while he fucked her from behind. She was in reverse cowgirl, facing the camera while furiously humping his dick as hard and fast as she could. Finally, she was on her back on the bench while Titus cupped her knees in his arms. He couldn't resist and buried his cock for the first blast of seed into her womb. The director didn't complain as the cameras still caught plenty of semen shooting all over her body when Titus did finally pull it out. That was supposed to be their scene, but Titus lifted her and carried her into the locker room showers. One of the cameramen decided to follow and continued filming the two embracing and washing each other under the shower heads.
The filming was done for the day. Titus was ordered to save up his seed for tomorrow's shoot and Beth was told to get plenty of rest. Tomorrow she had a lesbian scene and a threesome scene. Titus returned with her to the motel to see his mother and meet Atlas for the first time. There were hugs and tears all around and Titus didn't want to put the baby down as he stared proudly at his son. They all had dinner together and afterwards, Mary smiled and told them she wanted Atlas to stay in her room for the night. Neither, Titus nor Beth followed the director's orders and the two made love all night with Beth screaming out her love for him as she had orgasm after orgasm.
The next day, Beth was back at the gym, searching for Cocky when the sick ring card girl accosted her accusing her of trying to steal her job. Their fight amounted to ripping each other's clothes off, before the anger turned to lust and they were kissing then going down on each other. Beth watched jealousy as the ring card girl went off and bumped into Titus. She'd seen videos of him with dozens of women, but for some reason she excused herself and couldn't watch that sex scene. She came out to watch another scene between a new black boxer every bit as big as Titus fucking a black actress playing his girlfriend. The movie's final scene was Beth returning to the gym dressed like a slut, looking to fuck Cocky again. There were two black men sparring who called her up into the ring, circling her and complimenting her before slowly pulling her dress off. They were real men, but their cocks were only ten- and eleven-inches longs. Still, she had multiple real orgasms as they double penetrated her first mouth and pussy before switching to ass and pussy. The movie ended with the three of them spent on the ring looking up as the black man from the last scene walked into the ring. He was wearing American flag shorts bulging out from his enormous cock. "I'm looking for Cocky," he said.
"Who are you?" asked Beth, looking up from between the two black men.
"I'm Apollo Seed."
And with that set up for a sequel, the movie ended. "And who are you?" asked the actor playing Apollo, looking up and down Beth's nude body as she stood up in the ring. "I haven't seen you in any movies before."
Beth's already hard nipples seemed to double in size as the came under Apollo's scrutiny. Her breathing increased. "Beth Beach." She found herself blushing. She'd just fucked two hung guys, but this man had her panting like a bitch in heat again. "This is my first movie."
He held out his hand. Beth looked down and saw that staring at her had made his cock swell beneath his boxer shorts. She reached out to take his hand, her mind wanting to bypass the handshake so that her own hand could go straight into his shorts and pull out his huge cock. She's watched his scene with the black actress and knew that this man could go toe to toe with Titus in the size department. She shook his hand, his touch seeming to send a shock straight to her pussy. "I wish we'd had a scene together."
"I was just thinking the same thing," said Beth. "What's your real name?"
"Dom."
"Of course, it is," she said, smiling. She realized she hadn't released his hand and finally let go.
"It's short for Domitian," said Titus, coming up to the ring. "As in the Roman emperor."
"Oh," said Beth. "OH!" She looked back at Dom. She could see the resemblance now. "You're one of Gus' sons."
Dom smirked, nodding and Titus added. "And my little half-brother." Titus held the ropes apart so that Beth could climb out of the ring. "Dom was interested in the biz, so I gave him Esteban's contact."
"I guess we'll have to wait for the sequel, Beth Beach?" asked Dom.



"Sorry, this was a one-time deal, but I strip at Temptations, Miami, if you should find yourself in the city."
"Then how about tonight? If Titus was willing to share that is."
Beth shivered. The thought of being shared between these two perfect male specimens had her dripping with arousal. She looked at Titus eagerly. He appeared to be considering it. "Not tonight, bro. I'd like to spend some time alone with her." Titus led Beth to the shower and drove her back to her motel on the back of his motorcycle. The four of them had dinner again before Mary took Atlas away so that Titus and Beth could have another long night together of holding each other and fucking. Beth cried when they parted the next morning and Titus had trouble giving little Atlas back to her. He stood watching as Mary, Beth, and Atlas drove off to the airport in the back of a taxi.
Beth went back to work, dancing and earning months of waitressing money every weekend at Temptations. One evening off, she was staring off into space thinking about Titus while sitting at the dinner table. Not counting Teddy's Legba dildo, she hadn't had sex since Los Angeles and was starting to get frustrated. "You want me to use the strap-on on you, dearie?" asked Mary. "You look like you could use a good cum."
"No thanks. I think I need the real thing."
"You want me to call Teddy? Or one of my other bulls?"
"Actually," said Beth, looking over at Mary. "I think it's time, I start my own collection. Can you watch Atlas?"
"Sure dear," said Mary, knowingly.
An hour later, Beth found herself staring at the Bull Pen at the BBC Boutique while half a dozen black men stared lustfully at her. She ripped off the numbers of the three most hung males on the bulletin board. The black man that had previously pierced her navel was just finishing up putting a pin through a woman's nipple. Just watching made Beth wince. "Are you free to pierce my navel?" asked Beth as the man went about sterilizing his tools. He did a double take when he looked at her. "You pierced it about a year ago. You wanted me to take your number. Darren is it?"
"Da'rion and I do remember you."
Beth glanced down at the man's sweat pants and the prominent bulge beneath the material. He'd put her hand on his cock, a cock very close to Titus' own ebony perfection. It had smelled funky, unwashed, but manly. It still smelled, she could smell Da'rion from here, but the stench wasn't a turn off. It was masculine. "I remember you too," she said, as his sweat pants began tenting out. She reached down and squeezed his bulge. "Perhaps we can work out an exchange?"
Da'rion gulped. "Yeah slut, perhaps we can. I'm gonna need you to take care of that first if in you wants me to concentrate."
Five minutes later, Beth was on her knees in the stockroom sucking Da'rion's huge black cock. Every time her lips kissed his pubes, brought her nose closer to the manly stink around his crotch. She inhaled through her nose each time, taking in his scent. Beth looked up at him. His head was back and his eyes closed. He was breathing heavy. They were surrounded by row after row of black dildos and vibrators, lining the shelves. It was like a modern version of Teddy's breeding room. She felt his balls tense up, pulling her head back as his bulbous cock head swelled and blew its first load into her mouth. Beth moaned swallowing and sucking her new black man's delicious cock.
Nor did she let it soften. She kept it in her mouth sucking his cock as fast as she could while stripping her top off. Da'rion stepped out of his pants and laid down on the stockroom floor while she pulled her shorts down her legs. Beth straddled Da'rion while he held his cock up for her. Her wet pussy quickly accepted his bulbous cock head and they both groaned as she sank down on his shaft. He sucked her nipple while she slammed her pussy up and down his hard cock. "Seed me lover," she purred cumming all over his cock."
"We gonna fuck again?" asked Da'rion, running his hands along her sides and staring at the hot white body still grinding her pussy into his cock.
"Better," she moaned, her vaginal muscles still quivering and squeezing down on his shaft, pulsing inward to get as much seed in her womb as it could. "You're gonna be my Bull."
His cock twitched. "Yeah bitch, now that's what I'm talking about."
"We can work out the details later," she said, slowly raising herself off his shaft. "You got a shower here? I'm sure I'm not the only woman to get laid back here."
Da'rion chuckled. "No, you ain't. We got one."
"Great. Let me get cleaned up and you can pierce my navel."
A short time later, Beth was wincing as Da'rion pierced a hole through her upper bellybutton. "Where'd you say you danced at?" he asked, sterilizing the hole.
"Temptations," she replied, sucking her stomach in as she tensed up.
Da'rion whistled softly. "That's a good one. Not far from my house, but the prices are out of my league."
"Oh, I can get you in, stud," she said. "Even get you drinks on the house." He stepped back and helped her up. "Plus, it's pretty damn convenient that you live close by. I get pretty worked up dancing nude for all those men.
"My lucky day."
"I'll need you to come to my place most of the time. I have a new baby."
"You'd never know it."
Beth stepped over to a large full-length mirror holding her shirt up to expose her belly admiring her new piercing. It was pierced above her navel and her birthstone, a dark blue sapphire sat in her bellybutton with a chain dangling beneath showing the Q inside a spade. "I love it."
"Thanks. Looks like I got another customer." He nodded towards a handsome muscle man who was showing a pale skinned freckled redhead some BBC piercings.
"Damn," said Beth, eyeing him appreciatively. He was built like Titus, but truly handsome.
"That's Flex. He's a weightlifter and does a lot of muscle mag covers. He's here a lot. I gotta go help him. Give me a call when you need me."
"Wait! What's your number?"
"You already got it." Da'rion nodded towards the Bull Pen. Beth walked over to it, recognizing Da'rion's cock in the picture. Yes, he was one of the phone numbers she'd grabbed earlier. Beth smiled; she knew how to pick them.
"Beth?"
Beth turned as she heard the feminine voice. "Ashley!" The young woman ran up and gave Beth a hug. Beth couldn't help noticing she had a lot more cushion going on. "How are you? How's the baby?"
"Helios is the greatest thing to ever happen to me. Did you...?"
"Atlas, and I've never loved anything as much as I love that little guy."
"What's going on with Titus?"
"I met him in LA a short time ago and he got to meet Atlas." Beth didn't tell her why they met out West. "What about you? Still modeling?"
Ashley winced slightly. "Not since I gave birth. I'm living off savings. Hopefully, when I can get back down to my pre-birth weight." Her eyes went wide. "Hey! We should get together for a playdate?"
"That's a great idea. Get them started socializing as soon as possible."
"Plus, they're half-brothers."
"Yeah, I guess they are. Well, let me give you my number."
Ashley took her phone out as Beth recited her phone number and Ash entered in into hers. They hugged again and parted. Beth watched her for a while. She appeared to be alone, but she didn't go up to the Bull Pen for a number. She was watching the black men looking through the porn section.
"Gurl, that's a fine booty," said one, an older gray-haired man that looked closer to sixty then fifty.
Ashley smiled at him and glanced down at his crotch. "Thanks," she said, coming over to talk to him. She was out trolling for some cock and it looked like she'd found one.
The next month went by pretty fast. Da'rion was a great Bull and kept her satisfied. Her other two picks were equally satisfying, Ellison and Duncan. Ellison looked like a complete idiot to Beth. He wore a red and white track suit with the pants falling halfway down his ass. He had gold chains around his neck and a gold tooth. His cap was always turned sideways and he always tried to talk like he was from the ghetto though Beth found out later, he was a spoiled rich kid. He was kind of scrawny with cornrows in his hair, but he had a thirteen-inch black cock that looked like a policeman's baton. He didn't even know how to use it. He'd just shove the whole thing in and bang away as fast as he could, but he always lasted nearly a half hour and his cock could get her off half a dozen times before shooting its wad. Duncan was mature and married and not as readily available. He was a romantic, liked to bring her a single rose every time he came over, and complimented every part of her body as he slowly stripped her down. His cock was a fat foot long and the blackest cock she'd ever had. Duncan and Da'rion also knew each other pretty well and had no objections to taking her at the same time when Beth felt horny for two cocks at once. Ellison was only willing to do a threesome with another bitch or two. So far, that hadn't happened, but she was starting to crave a woman's touch again and didn't think it would be much longer.
Beth was a little distracted at the park the first time she and Ashley got together. As it turned out, Ash was pregnant again. She wasn't even sure who the father was. Beth was at the swings pushing Atlas who was in a baby seat swing. Esteban had just told her she was going out to LA again to make Cocky 2. She'd seen the first one and was stunned by how sexy she looked, but she had no interest in porn. She just wanted to dance, fuck, and raise her son. Unfortunately, the contract she'd signed in the first one had a clause that she'd appear in any sequels. She'd texted back and forth with Titus and discovered that he would be reprising his role as Cocky, so at least she'd get to be with him again.
"I was saying," said Ashley, trying to get her attention. "How would you like to move in with me? It's a great place, but since I'm not working, I could use some help with the bills and I can watch Atlas while you're working."
"That sounds great. I think I'm going to need to start looking for a place." Mary had finally agreed to marry Teddy and Beth figured she'd be moving in with him and putting her house up for sale. "I'd like to see it first. Is it in a good neighborhood?"
"Follow me home and I'll show you."
Apparently, Ashley had done really well modeling for her house was closer to a mansion. It was on a canal connecting to Biscayne Bay. It had a high security fence around it. She had a speed boat, a pool and tiki bar with an outside hot tub, six bedrooms and five baths. There was a three-car garage with three cars in it, a BMW convertible, a jeep wrangler, and a fancy Lexus. Plus, there was a teenage neighbor girl who babysat when needed. It was all paid for, but Beth would need to share in the electric, internet, and other bills. "I'll move in when I get back from LA."
The young woman jiggled happily as she bounced up and down and gave Beth a hug.
**********
Apollo Seed had beaten Cocky in the ring. Beth had a scene where she blew Titus while he was all bandaged up in a hospital bed before climbing into his lap and riding him. He told her that he'd lost her in a bet with Apollo and now she'd have to give her body to his rival. Beth was cumming all over Dom's cock when she heard the news. She'd been nominated for Best New Starlet, Titus for Best Male Newcomer, and Cocky for Best Film.
Four months later, she found herself dressed like a total slut in a dress slit along the sides to show off most of her body and so low cut, her nipples kept popping out. Titus stood beside her, looking like a black James Bond, in a tuxedo and they were preventing the award for Best Cinematography. Soon after that, both Titus and Beth became AVN award winners and Cocky took home Best Film too.
The after party was outrageous and both Beth and Titus were being offered roles and handed business card, and a few flash drives filled with scripts. As the party goers slowly got more and more naked and it looked like it was about to turn into an all-out orgy, Titus and Beth left and went back to their room where they fucked all night.
**********
Beth ran her hand up Titus' hardening shaft until she encountered the other hand. She stirred, raising her head and looking at Ashley before both women scrambled to slide down the bed to suck their black baby daddy's wonderful cock. They'd shared his and other black men's cocks before and didn't get greedy until the cock was about to spurt. Titus had been staying with them for two weeks now and both women had dropped their bulls while they had their king bull living with them.
To Titus credit, he didn't seem bothered by Ashley's weight gain. He even seemed to enjoy grabbing onto her love handles and pulling her back into his cock. Luckily, Beth had convinced her to go on birth control after Emma was born. Emma was lighter skinned then Helios or Atlas and a delightful happy baby, though she couldn't make it through a night without crying. Titus doted on her too, but he took more pleasure in playing with his two sons.
"We need to go," said Beth, looking at the time.
A short time later, Titus looked dashing standing on the beach. He was wearing only white pants and a white bowtie around his neck above his bare muscular chest. Teddy was dressed the same, but the old man wore a tee shirt. Titus looked back at Beth just as appreciatively and Teddy's eyes were roaming up and down her skimpy white bikini clad body. Beth smiled at both men as she took her place across from them. A tear rolled down her eyes when Atlas walked down the aisle barefoot. He was wearing a tiny white tux with no shoes and tossing rose petals behind him. He moved a little too fast, but that was fine.
The music started and everyone stood as Mary appeared. She was dressed in a white one piece. Her nipples were hard and her entire areola were visible beneath the material. Beneath the veil, she was staring lovingly at Teddy and his eyes had never left hers since she'd appeared.
The wedding and reception went smoothly. Titus stayed with Beth and Ashley another two weeks, helping his mom move her things into a storage unit and Teddy's house while they were gone to honeymoon in New Orleans. Nights, he'd watch Beth strip before she got off, climbing behind him on his bike and riding home so they could join Ashley in bed. The month he was here was one of the happiest of her life and to his credit there were only two nights he didn't come home and she suspected he'd hooked up with one of the other strippers at her club. One had been throwing herself at him and was apparently a big fan of Cocky and wanted to be in his next movie.
They had a going away party and the entire family cried when Titus rode off on his motorcycle, but he promised he'd be back.
Beth saw him again in Las Vegas where she won Best Female Performer for Cocky 2. Titus was nominated, but didn't win an award. Domitian however won Best Male Newcomer. Cocky 2 lost in the Best Film category.
As Beth traveled the country, doing guest appearances at various Temptations, she found herself giving advice to dancers and the clubs itself. She saw the plights of the dancers. She knew which ones danced because they had drug habits, which ones danced to provide income for their children, and the ones dancing while putting themselves through college. She also saw the unfairness of the girls being independent contractors without benefits or healthcare. Jefe Esteban sent her to Orlando in a last-ditch effort to save the club. Though she drew a great crowd that night, it wasn't enough. Though Lily assured Beth that she and Emma would be fine maybe even better off if Lily moved to one of the bigger clubs in town. Beth still wanted to do something to help them. She made an offer to Esteban to buy the club. The Cuban was a suspicious one and didn't think she'd waste her money buying a failing business if she didn't have a plan to turn it around. He agreed to give her a 51% share so that if she failed, he still recouped some money and if she succeeded, he'd still reap half the profits.
Beth's first step was to fire Jeff. The waste of a manager had rejected all Beth's advice to Lily about tying the dance routines into theme parks. Beth drove back to Miami to pick Atlas up. They'd be living in Orlando for a few weeks while she got the club up to her standards. He didn't object to leaving Ashley and Helios once Beth took him to Disney and Universal. Lily happily allowed Beth to stay with her while she was in town. She hadn't taken Beth's advice to find herself a black bull, but she had bought herself a black dildo and found she'd liked it. The first night when Beth pulled out Teddy's Fon Legba carving, Lily found she liked the smooth piece of wood even better. Nothing Beth did to convince her could get Lily to try an actual black bull. They even watched Cocky one night while Lily came repeatedly staring at Titus and Beth on screen while Beth fucked her from behind with Teddy's dildo.
Beth stripped every night and business was picking up, but she didn't want to live here permanently. She needed a manager; someone she could trust and someone with some creativity. Big John was thrilled to see her sitting in a booth at the diner they'd stopped at along the way from New Orleans to Orlando. Her offer to run her club intrigued him as did her idea to write dance sketches for the girls. With truck driving killing his back and her offer to match his salary and give him a percentage of the profits, John was sold. They sealed the deal by fucking all night in the dirty cabin of his truck. The last time, she'd been pregnant and couldn't take his entire cock. As for Beth, she hadn't had the real thing since arriving in Orlando and was delighted to get a big black cock throbbing with life.
Beth and John scouted out some better real estate and found an empty club for sale in a busier part of Miami. Between the two of them, they were able to take out a mortgage with enough money to remodel the place. Temptations Orlando would be bigger and better than ever. The girls were wary of the obese black man, but Big John was a decent guy, his confidence inspired them and when he held his first staff meeting to share all his and Beth's ideas, the strippers left with greatly increased morale. "You with the frizzy hair," he said, pointing at one stripper.
"It's Daphne."
"Get yourself some glasses and a house Gryffindor costume. You're dancing as Hermione from Harry Potter. And speaking of Daphne, you," He pointed at a voluptuous redheaded dancer. "You're Daphne from Scooby Doo and you're going to be Velma," he said, to a squatter woman with short hair. "Are any of you good at sewing and working on costumes?" A couple girls raised their hands. "Great. The faster we can get these new routines going, the better. I want Disney Princesses. I want Marvel Superheroes. Don't none of you be afraid to come to me with your own ideas either. This is Orlando ladies, the most entertaining city in the US and I want Temptations Orlando to be the most entertaining club in the city." The women all stood, applauding.
Beth leaned over to Lily. "And that Lily, is a real man."
"I can see that," said Lily nodding. She stared appreciatively, but confused at the fat black man.
Seeing that her club was in good hands, Beth was preparing to head back home to Miami. She was packing her things at Lily's house when her friend got home. Beth heard her heels clicking on the floor as she approached. Lily was in her sexy Snow White stripper outfit. She'd given up altering her official Disney costume and bought a Halloween one online. The skirt was short and she wore white thigh high socks with red garters attached. It was short sleeved and low cut with a push up bra that showed Lily's impressive cleavage. Lily's eyes were wide and she appeared to be shaken up a bit. "You okay?"



Lily just nodded, staring off into space. "I think I just met one."
"One what?"
"A real man."
"Let me guess, he was black and you want to fuck him."
"No and yes."
"Good for you. White real men are just as good lays as blacks, they're just harder to find. Where'd you meet him?"
"At the convention." Lily was still staring off into space. "I was handing out fliers and he approached me."
"Good looking?"
Lily nodded her head, still looking shocked. "Yeah, handsome. He was surrounded by others of his kind. The center of attention. He promised me he could fill the club for a free lap dance and I agreed."
Other of his kind? Beth furrowed her brows wondering what Lily was talking about. Living together for the last few weeks and fucking every night had made their friendship grow stronger. Beth now considered Lily her best friend and the closest friend she'd ever had. She'd grown closer to Ashley too, but the young woman was too immature for Beth. "For heaven's sake Lily, tell me what's gotten into you. Did he show you his cock or something? How big was it?"
"No, but I could see it under his pants and it was big. The head looked like it was about to pop out from under the hem of his pants."
"You mean shorts?"
Lily just shook her head. She turned and headed to her bedroom to shower for work that night. Beth watched her walk away. Titus was a big guy and his cock stopped at his knee. Confused, Beth went back to packing. Lily still seemed dazed by the man she had met when she returned from her room. She was carrying her Snow White costume by a hanger.
That night, the strippers were all giggling and peeking out through the curtains at what sounded like a large crowd. Apparently, Lily's friend had kept his promise and filled the joint. Beth was finishing putting on her make up when her set started. She was sticking to her cowgirl routine. She liked the songs and looked amazingly slutty in the outfit. Thank you, Charli Ray. Her first song started and Beth came out to much applause.
Beth started dancing at first blinded by the lights on her. When her eyes slowly focused, she almost stumbled in her routine. The seats were filled with dwarves! Beth tried not to laugh as she finally understood Lily's shock and how a cock could be so big it went down to a man's ankles.
"Cocky! Cocky!" A few shouted.
The little people loved her. It was one of her best nights for tips. Beth bowed, sweeping up her money. Lily went out and there were more cheers. Snow White was stripping to a lot more than seven dwarves. Beth quickly threw on the hooded cloak appearing behind Lily. The cloak only tied at the neck and Beth's nude body was displayed under the open cloak. The dwarves cheered, staring eagerly as Lily finally saw the cloaked figure, feigning a scream. Beth reached in her pocket and pulled out an apple. Lily took a bite, handing it back to Beth. Lily swooned, wiping her forehead, she looked out at the crowd and pulled the pin out to let her hair down. The next song turned harder as the newly transformed princess began to strip for her cheering crowd.
Beth walked out to make the rounds. She gave fifteen lap dances. One dwarf with a cocky attitude sat up in his chair, legs sticking out as she danced. Dancing always turned Beth on, but this dwarf had her nipples aching and her pussy flowing. She could see the swelling of a huge cock running all the way down his leg. He'd have to keep his leg straight out for a while. "Lily's friend, I presume," said Beth running her tits on his face.
"Mick," said the dwarf. He was ruggedly handsome with a slightly oversize head. His torso was long with smaller arms and bow legs, maybe four feet tall. He clearly worked out for his musculature was quite impressive. "I gotta say, you have the hottest body I've ever seen on a woman."
"Thank you," said Beth. She heard that at least once every set. "And thank you for filling the place." Beth backed into his lap, shaking her ass at him.
"My pleasure." He ran his hands over the smooth globes of her ass. "It's a three-day convention. I think I can provide a crowd every night."
He reached into his pants for his wallet. "On the house," said Beth.
"Umm," said Mick, pointing at his leg sticking straight out. "Send Lily in here," he ordered.
Beth nodded. Lily was surrounded by fans. Half probably had Snow White fantasies. She was giving a public lap dance. Beth motioned for her. "Mick wants his dance now." Beth grabbed Lily's arm. "Good job hitting that convention."
"It was a little person's convention."
"You don't say. Anyway, if we can keep this place this crowded, we got it made."
"I'll say. I made $500 dancing. That's a record."
Mick's eyes lit up when Beth opened the door and ushered Lily in. "Hi there," she smiled. Lily started dancing.
"I'd stand to greet you, but I'm a little stiff in the leg."
"I can see that," said Lily.
Beth returned to the floor and gave a few more lap dances. A few of the little people were asking where Lily went. She hadn't returned from the private room with Mick yet so Beth went to check on her. She opened the curtain just as Lily was pulling Mick's pants off. His cock had been straining at the material and flew up as soon as his pants were pulled off. Mick sighed with relief just as both Lily and Beth gasped at the sight of his cock. Her gasp alerted the two. Lily looked up at Beth only briefly, her attention focused on the dwarf's cock. "Jesus, Beth," gasped Lily.
"Jesus, Mick," said Beth. The dwarf's cock was a foot long, maybe a little more and every bit as thick as Titus. Considering it was more than a quarter of Mick's body size, the thing was a true monster cock. Beth shook her head to clear it. Lily's hands were already on the shaft, measuring it, feeling it girth. "Go ahead and have your fun Lily, but don't get me shut down. I'll get a bouncer to guard the curtain until you're finished.
Lily nodded, lowering her mouth to Mick's cock head.
Beth went back out to the floor, turning down some lap dances. She sat at the bar as the bartender handed her a box of glossy 8x10s. She spent the next half hour signing around 3 dozen autographs at a discounted $10 each. Lily came out, followed by Mick. Her friend was working her jaw and licking her lips. Her cheeks looked puffy. Lily was walking fine. She'd only blown him. The fucking would come when her shift was over. Beth hoped they wouldn't keep her up, she had a long drive in the morning.
They kept her up. Beth pulled the pillow over her ears as she laid on the couch listening to Lily's screams of orgasmic joy. Emma came out worried about her mommy. She and Atlas were sharing a bed since Beth had the couch. Atlas could sleep through anything. "Is mommy okay?" she asked, worried as Lily cried out again.
"She's fine dear. Just having fun with her new friend."
"She's making the same sounds she makes with you Aunt Beth, only louder."
"That's because your mommy is having a really good time. You'll see how happy she is in the morning. Now go back to bed, sweetie."
Emma went back to bed and finally fell asleep before the second session started up. Lily was more vocal this time. "FUCK ME MICKEY! FUCK ME!"
Beth woke up to silence as the kitchen light flickered on. She saw a hand come up over the counter and fill up a glass with water. Mick downed it and walked out of the kitchen. He was nude. He was really muscular with defined abdominals and pectorals. His cock was semi-swollen, angling down before him like it was sniffing the ground and reminding her of a tripod. "Sorry if we kept you awake."
"That's alright," she replied, staring at his cock. It was fascinating to look at, big and beautiful. It sniffed its way along the floor to the couch right under her head. Beth threw the blanket off her. Mick's eyes widened when he saw her lingerie clad body. Beth was dressed because of the children, but that didn't mean she couldn't look sexy. Her crotch was covered in a lacy white sheer panty while a sheer nighty hung from spaghetti strap on her shoulders. The nighty stopped at her ribs hugged her bare breasts. Beth smiled as the head of his cock rose up off the floor, appearing right before her eyes as it rose above the couch cushions. Mick took a step forward, his cock head moving towards her mouth. Beth opened wide and started sucking on the knob. She could taste semen and Lily on the end of his cock.
"My lucky day," moaned Mick.
"Mmmhmmpf!" moaned Beth sucking more in. She released his cock as she sat up. "Come up here," she said, thinking he'd hop up on the couch so that she could kneel and finish him off. Instead, he climbed up on the couch and straddled her legs. He stuck his cock between her breasts. She lowered her head to suck the end as he humped up and down in her lap, titty fucking her for the next fifteen minutes while she drooled all over his cock. His cum was overwhelming and drooled down her chin, but it was some of the richest most delicious semen she'd ever tasted.
The dwarf pulled on her hard nipples as his cock went floppy against her chest. "I've got to fuck you."
"Some other time," said Beth, licking her lips. "You're Lily's first real man and this night should be for her."
Mick winked and hopped down off the couch. He took a final drink of water and returned to Lily's bedroom. Her cries of pleasure started up again soon thereafter, but by then Beth was so tired she fell asleep.
**********
Beth arrived home later afternoon the next day. Ashley met her at the door, kissing her on the lips while Atlas ran into the room to hug Helios. She took the next few days off from stripping to spend time with her son as she was flying back to L.A. to make the third and final Cocky movie. That would end her contract and porn star career.
Seed! Cocky 3: The Rise of Apollo was the low point in the series. The boxer plot had just about disappeared and it was just a normal boring old porn movie. Titus didn't return for the movie. He liked the quick money, but he preferred finding and seducing his own women over fucking willing sluts. Beth wasn't even the big female star. She only had two scenes, both with Domitian, one alone and one with another woman. Seed wasn't nominated for any awards that year though downloads were pretty good and the visitor count on Beth's website was skyrocketing. Autographs were selling faster then she could sign them.
They finished filming early and Beth still had a few days before her flight. Dom asked her if she wanted to ride down to San Diego and check out Comicon. Beth's jaw hung open when she saw all the costumed fans wandering around. She couldn't believe some the outfits (or lack thereof) the women were wearing. Here a woman wore a red wig and green cloth resembling lettuce over each breast and similar cloth over her crotch. "Oh my!"
"Poison Ivy," whispered Dom, adding, "a Batman villain," when Beth still looked clueless. "That's a slave Leia."
"That one I know," she responded.
"Tomb raider, Mystique, Harley Quinn, also from Batman, and that green skinned woman is from Star Trek."
"What about that?"
"Japanese something or other. I'm not up on anime, but it's very popular."
"That I recognize. Jasmine from Aladdin."
"No, sexy Jasmine from Aladdin. There's another one. Looks like a cross between slave Leia and Jasmine. Hot as fuck!"
After a long night fucking and sucking which ended with Beth bent over the railing on the balcony while Dom fucked her from behind while the sun came up. They packed up to return to Los Angeles. It was a three-hour drive and Beth was looking forward to catching up on her sleep. As they were leaving San Diego, a building caught her eye. "Pull over," she said, sitting up.
"What! Here?" asked Dom, pulling over to an abandoned building.
Beth got out of the car and walked up to the building. It was a closed strip club called Hunks, that featured male dancers. It hadn't closed that long ago and was still in good repair. Beth circled the building, peering in the windows. There were still tables and chairs. The equipment hadn't been stripped and sold off. She looked down the road. It wasn't too far to the convention center.
"Looking to buy?" asked Dom, smirking at the some of the posters of guys on the wall. His physique was superior to all of theirs as was the bulge in his pants. "If I worked here, they'd still be in business."
"Yeah," said Beth, nodding. "Let's go."
Her mind was so full of ideas it ruined her planned three-hour nap and most of her plane ride back to Miami. She'd used her savings to buy half the Orlando, Temptations. She'd still need Esteban as an investor and she'd need to take out a loan for her share of the business. The thought of putting a new strip club into where another had failed worried her, but then male clubs didn't do the business that female strip clubs did. There was some competition in the area, but her idea was to have a Comic-themed club much like Orlando was turning into a Disney and Universal themed club with costumes and sketches on stage. Every year during Comicon they could have amateur nights welcoming costumed women from the convention to compete for prizes. Some would like it and go to work at Esteban's clubs. Some would give her costume ideas. She wanted to have everything up and running by next year's convention.
Beth discussed her plans with Ashley. Her savings were dwindling, but Ashley agreed to put up her place as collateral if Beth helped her get a job stripping. Ash was still lovely, but she hadn't lost her baby belly and her thighs and ass were flabby. She'd be the heaviest stripper at the club or any of the clubs and Beth had visited them all for special appearances.
Esteban wasn't at all impressed. He had Ashley remove her clothes and pose for him. "I'll tink about it," he said. "Ju may dress and go."
"When will I know anything?" asked Ashley.
"I'll get back to ju. Beth ju stay."
"Please, she spends a lot and needs the money."
"I'll let ju know when ju come back for jur shift tonight. Now tell me about San Diego."
Beth discussed her plans with the Jefe and that she would get a lone for her share of the club with Ashley backing her house up as collateral. There'd been an uptick in Orlando and Esteban was already pleased with the direction it was headed. He'd even admitted that her themed dancer idea was genius. "I'm in," he said. Beth squealed and hugged him. He copped a feel on her ass while they hugged. "Now what about more movies?"
"Sorry, I'm done," said Beth, sitting back down. "I'm just going to stick to stripping. I'll still tour your clubs for you, but the movies weren't for me."
"Maybe a new club isn't for me den." Esteban sat back in his chair. "And I'm certainly not going to hire jur fat friend even if she is famous."
"Asshole," she said.
Esteban just shrugged. "Ju tink about it."
Beth went home for a while, laying out in her bikini with Ashley while Helios and Atlas played in the pool. The poor young woman was excited, wanting to know if she had the job. She winced, staring at Ashley's belly hanging over her panty. Her tits were fantastic though. She was just too overweight, yet somehow the narcissism of youth had her convinced she'd make as much as Beth did dancing.
Beth got a surprise when she went into work that evening. She felt a little broken, knowing she'd be giving in to Esteban's demands once again. She walked into Esteban's office and did a double take.
"Beth, this is..."
"Jim from the Gym," said Beth.
The albino looked surprised to see her too. "Mrs. Shorthose, I'm surprised to see you here." They shook hands. He held hers looking her up and down. "I was hoping you'd be a regular at the gym, but I see you appear to be working out regularly."
"It's Bethany Beach now," she said, as Jim flipped her hand over looking for a ring and finding none. He did smile at her spade navel piercing.
"Ju know each other?" Esteban looked back and forth between the muscular albino and Beth. "Jim is a trainer. I'll hire jur friend Ashley if she agrees to work out with Jim."
"I'm sure she'd love to work out with Jim," said Beth.
"Have her come by the gym tomorrow. Mr. Perez wants her in shape as soon as possible."
"She'll be there." Beth smiled. "I could probably use a good workout too." She glanced down at Jim's crotch and he winked at her before nodding at Esteban and heading to the door.
Esteban sat back in his chair as Jim left. Beth's eyes followed the giant albino. "Now jur friend has a job and I'll invest in jur club, but I still want ju to make movies."
Beth sighed. "Fine, but I only want to do quality movies with plots and I want all the actors to be real men."
"It's hard finding men like jur friend Titus or Dom." He sat back and undid his pants, pushing them down a bit.
Beth smiled, thinking of the Bull Pen at the BBC Lover's Boutique, Big John, Teddy and Mary's older Bulls, her own and Ashley's Bulls. She knelt between his legs, pulling out Esteban's swelling brown cock. "It's not as hard as you think. Jim there is hung like a horse."
Esteban snorted. "Jim! A porn star! He look like a ghost." Esteban laughed, sighing as Beth's lips kissed his cock head.
**********
GHOST
"Do you have any rooms left?"
The old black clerk looked her up and down. "Sorry. No vacancies."
"Your sign says vacancy."
"There is one room, Mrs... but it's..."
"What?"
"Haunted."
"Just give it to me. It's been a long day."
Beth walked around the room, talking on her phone. "Yeah honey, haunted. No, I'm not scared. I don't even believe in ghosts. I miss you. These business trips are driving me crazy. I get so horny. Can wait to get your cock in me. Love you. Bye."
Beth walked over to the full-length mirror. She was dressed sexy business professional with black glasses on her nose. She removed the glasses and began to strip until she was staring at her lacy underwear clad image in the mirror. Beth undid her bra and pulled her panty down examining herself nude in the mirror. She strolled into the bathroom, shaking her ass as she showered under the hot water.
Beth laid down on the covers, spreading her legs and playing with herself. "Oooh! I need a cock so bad. Damn, I need to get fucked. Ah ah ah AAAHHH!" She came. "Not the real thing." She got off the bed and pulled the covers back, slipping in and pulling just the sheet up.
Fog rolled out from under the closet before the door slowly creaked open.
Beth was on her back as the sheet slowly began moving down. Her nipples hardened as her huge breasts were exposed. She moaned in her sleep as the sheet slid down her belly. Her piercing wasn't in, her navel bare. Soon her bush was exposed. She opened her eyes. "Who... what are you?"
"Shhhh!" whispered the ghost. Her eyes opened wide when she saw the fourteen-inch pale cock between his legs. He hefted it and placed the head on her lips. Beth began sucking until it was fully hard. Her ghost pulled back, climbing on the bed between her legs. She raised her hips as the enormous white cock entered her, pushing deep, the muscular pale man fucking her fast and hard. He turned her over on all fours, fucking her doggy style before she rode him for a while. Beth leaped off while he jerked off, blasting his cum all over her face and breasts.
"Cut!" yelled Beth. "Alright Joe. Get a close up of me waking up." The cameraman moved up as Beth pulled the sheet back up. She smiled as she pretended to waken. "Mmmm," she moaned. "I feel great. Best night sleep I've had in a long time. Going to stay here more often. And what a dream." She stepped out of bed nude. Beth looked down at the sperm sliding off her chin and breasts. "What's this?" she asked, licking her lips and rubbing Jim's sperm into her nipples. "Ectoplasm!"
Beth had changed her agreement with Esteban. She'd make movies for him, but she wanted creative control. She was now the star and director of Ghost with Big John writing the script. They changed the room for the opening scene, hanging a picture of President Eisenhauer on the wall. She'd found a black man on the Bull pen with a cock close to Jim size. He dressed up in a fifty's era suit with a fedora hat. The opening sex scene was of him and a white woman coming into the room and making out. She sucked him before he ate her out. The two fucked until he pulled out the money shot, cumming on her tits. They exchanged I love yous just as the door burst open and a white man entered with a gun screaming at his wife for sleeping with a nigger. The black man backed up to the open closest just as the white man shot him. He'd be replaced by Jim as the ghost.



The next scene had a woman stay in the room as a ghost hunter. She sat her equipment up and tried to contact the spirit haunting the room to no avail. She laid down in bed naked just as the fog and soon Jim emerged. He did his scene with her. She woke up confused, taking a sample of his ectoplasm. The equipment showed nothing, but her recorder had her voice, "Fuck me with your big ghost cock."
This was followed by a married couple. The wife gave her average dicked husband a blow job before the two went to sleep. He ended up standing and watching his wife and the ghost fuck. Swaying like he was in a trance while babbling, "Fuck her." When they woke up. The wife told her husband how great he'd been last night with him looking confused. She then complained about the mess he'd left all over her tits.
The final scene had two young women (one of whom was Ashley) bring a Ouija board into the room and try to contact the ghost while sitting in bed in their underwear. "What do you want?" they asked. The planchet moved over to F before sliding over to U and then C.
"F U C K," said one girl. "Fuck. E A C H. Each. Fuck each. O T H E R. Other. Fuck each other."
The two women kissed, stripping off their underwear and going at it before Jim emerged from the closet and joined them. Ashley had lost her belly and was back at modeling weight. She was on her way to being the fittest she'd ever been.
The final scene was Beth at the front desk asking for the room again, but the clerk told her the room was becoming very popular, but if she was agreeable, he'd get her in for the night. She fucked him behind the desk. He was one of Mary's older Bulls and they'd had each other before.
Ghost was a hit and a masterpiece. It swept the awards that year. Ashley and Jim both won Best Newcomer. Beth accepted the award for Best Actress, Director, and Picture. She left Vegas for San Diego checking her emails and seeing that John had sent her a script for Ghost 2. Temptations San Diego was well underway to opening in time for Comicon. She interviewed some potential managers and dancers until she was confident her new club would be ready to open.
Beth was grateful to get home to Atlas and her regular dance schedule. Ashley was dancing seven nights a week and her jiggly body was turning into a hard body from the nightly dancing and her workout sessions with Jim Mobley who had become her favorite bull. Her breasts had shrunk with her weight loss, but were still a full D-cup and looked better than ever.
Beth danced around 5 nights a week, only hooking up with her bulls and the occasional male alpha who wondered into the club. There was one exception. The white businessman that had flirted with her at the diner years ago came in one night and while she gave him a lap dance, offered her money to come back to his hotel room when she got off. His cock was amazing, as big as Titus, and she had a great night. She refused his money, saying she wasn't a prostitute, instead tossing a hundred-dollar bill on the nightstand beside him. "Thanks for the cock. You were a great lay," she told him, leaving to his chuckles.
Another night, she came out on stage and almost stumbled in her set when she saw the women seated in the front row. She gave them a wink and began dancing. Their money came out when she got nude. Somehow, it had gotten out that Beth had become a stripper and her lesbian classmates had shown up. They'd always been in awe of her looks, but now their uptight friend was oozing sexuality. Three of them pawed her during private lap dances and Beth sat nude between them at the bar while they got caught up. She refused their advances, but they were delighted to know that she had discovered her bisexual side and had an ongoing sexual relationship with a woman she lived with. She rejected their many offers for sex and most quit coming to visit her after discovering she was making porn. Only one, a bit of a bull dyke, who dominated the others came in regularly to see Beth dance taking a lot of delight in making Beth dance nude for her.
Titus returned and spent two weeks with her and Ashley with the three mostly in the same bed every night and both women giving up their Bulls for the two happy weeks before Titus headed off to the keys. He was very complimentary of Ashley's new body and the only exception to their nightly threesomes was when Beth got home one night to find Jim and Titus spit roasting a happy Ashley between them.
Beth danced as Wonder Woman for opening week at the Comicon themed Temptations in San Diego. They held an amateur stripper-costume contest for three nights and had sixty contestants willing try it with their boyfriends cheering them on. Five of them liked it so much, they told her they'd consider doing it more often and luckily three lived near some of Esteban's clubs. From there it was back to LA to make Ghost 2.
Beth did a promotional tour for Ghost 2 visiting all Esteban's clubs. Her last stop was Orlando where she was going to discuss some new scripts with John. Lily was still with Mick and blushed while telling Beth that Mick wanted her to have a threesome with a friend of his. Emma was having a sleepover and she'd agreed to his proposal for tonight. Unfortunately, the friend turned out to be another dwarf, but this one was black and ugly. Lewis had crooked teeth and hunchback, shorter than Mick, but also a cocky air of confidence that only someone with a big cock would have. Mick was pissed off when Lily rejected him for a threesome, but Beth told him that she'd keep Lewis happy that night, leaning down to whisper in Mick's ear, a broad grin spreading across his face. Beth did indeed keep Lewis and his foot-long cock happy until the two dwarves switched places during the night and by morning, Beth was sipping her coffee watching Lily cumming all over Lewis cock while Mick fucked her ass and just like that Lily's problem with black bulls disappeared. Beth almost dropped her coffee cup when the idea hit her.
Back at the club, she asked John to come up with a script for Snow Whyte and the Dwarves. The dwarves were all for becoming porn stars. Lily refused. She didn't want Emma growing up with an adult film star for a mother. She was already asking questions about what her mom was doing at night and Lily winced when Emma stated she wanted to be a dancer to when she grew up. She relented when Beth offered her $5000 to play Snow Whyte. She knew the character and she already had a costume. She agreed to it if she could wear a wig and use an alias.
Ashley and Beth flew to Vegas for the Adult Video awards where Ghost 2 surprisingly lost to a new company called Jamarcus productions whose movie, The Flag Girls Get Fucked, swept most of the awards. Ashley was thrilled to see some old acquaintances of hers from Islamorada were in the film and Beth recognized them from the video where Titus had shared Ashley with some other black men on their getaway to Holiday Isle.
***********
Snow Whyte and The Dwarves
Beth played the evil queen. The older black man that played the desk clerk in Ghost was playing the magic mirror. The mirror was basically a hole in a wall so Beth could kneel and blow him or back into his cock asking him who the sexiest one of all was. She begged Titus to return for the role of the huntsman and he agreed. Beth fucked him while telling him to take her rival, Snow out into the forest to kill her. Lily dressed in her sexy Snow White stripper costume parody of her old Disney outfit. She begged the Huntsman not to kill her, removing her clothes and pulling his cock out. Lily hadn't met Titus and was instantly smitten with his cock and powerful frame. Their scene in the woods was one of the sexiest ever filmed capturing half a dozen powerful orgasms racking Lily's body. It was so hot, Titus almost blew it by burying his cock in Lily's womb and filling it with his seed. Luckily, there was still enough to cover her face and breasts when he did finally pull out.
Lily wondered the forest until she encountered the cabin. It was messy and empty. She removed her clothes and went to sleep. The dwarves entered the scene, Mick and Lewis hammed it up, stripping and climbing in bed with her. The scene was one of the longest in the movies, capturing Lily being used by both dwarves in numerous positions. A disguised Beth poisoned Snow, but was captured by the dwarves trying to escape. Titus returned and woke the sleeping Snow White with a kiss and a fuck. She told the dwarves goodbye, kissing them on their foreheads. They waved as she rode off, stripping as they entered the house and climbing in bed where Beth was tied up where another hot threesome scene was filmed. Snow Whyte rejected the huntsman's offer of marriage and returned to the castle where Lily had her final scene with the magic mirror, kneeling as he blasted sperm all over her face, his hands coming out of the mirror holding the crown and slowly lowering it over Snow Whyte's head declaring her the sexiest fuck of all.
The movie was a hit and turned Mick and Lewis into stars. They moved off to LA to make movies full time. Beth drove up to Orlando to comfort her friend who was convinced she was in love with Mick and even more devastated when she found out she was pregnant. Mick had asked her to go off birth control before the making the movie. Lily skipped the promotional tour for her movie over pregnancy concerns, but kept dancing in Orlando until she started showing.
Lily won best new starlet, while Snow Whyte and the Dwarves also won Best Picture, beating out The Flag Girls Get Busted by Jamarcus Productions. The movie also won Most Outrageous Sex Scene for Beth's bondage scene with the dwarves. Lily's scene with the dwarves was also nominated in the same category. Ashley was a presenter and handed Beth the award for Best Director.
At the after party, Beth was shocked when Ashley told her, she was moving to LA to make porn full time for Jamarcus Productions. She loved making movies and Jamarcus had offered her a lucrative contract to work for him. The two women were close and would miss each other, but saddest of all was breaking up Atlas and Helios. Beth made Ashley an offer on the house and Ash accepted. The cash would help her get established in Los Angeles.
Lily had her baby, a boy with dark black skin. She was convinced it was Lewis', but Beth quickly recognized the baby's resemblance to Atlas when he was a baby as well as Helios. Titus' voluminous seed had found another egg and Lily was suddenly thrilled to be a mother again, especially a mother to one of Titus' sons. Beth texted Titus and image of his son and he responded to name it, Hyperion. Lily had gained some baby weight and was instantly smitten with the giant albino that showed up to get her back in shape. Unfortunately, raising two children put a strain on Lily financially and she too ended up moving to LA to make movies. Beth had lost her two best friends in a short period of time, but she'd still get to see them whenever she flew out West which was frequent enough.
At 35, Beth found herself a millionaire. She was producing a dozen movies a year. She had cut down her acting to only one movie a year, but it was always the best role in the best script Big John could come up with and she always won multiple awards. She was traveling all the time to all Esteban's clubs, stripping and signing autographs, but acting more as a district manager recommending improvements and dance routines. Titus came and stayed with her that winter. He told her he was only staying a week, but it turned into 18 days. The next year, he stayed three weeks. The year after that, she watched his cock strain in his pants when she told him she'd quit taking birth control and wanted him to give her another baby. He stayed nearly two months and they fucked like rabbits, neither ever tiring of the other. She named their daughter, Melisseus, after a male Titan and the god of honey because she was so sweet. Plus, she could just call her Melissa.
At 40, she was a multi-millionaire, and something even bigger fell into her lap. Esteban had gotten himself into some kind of trouble. She never knew what exactly it was and he never told her, but whatever it was it was big enough, he was getting out of the country. He needed to liquidate everything and Beth took full advantage of his situation. He called her a bitch and a puta, but signed over control of every one of his Temptations as well as La Vida Loca, his mansion on the bay, Porsche, and yacht. She had enough money coming in every month plus after selling off Ashley's old place, it wasn't even a struggle financially paying off the loans. La Vida Loca was a nine bed, nine bath, 3 half-bath, mansion with inside and outside bars, and a huge pool. It was worth $40,000,000 and she got it for less than half the asking price, Esteban was so desperate.
Beth contacted some health care experts and accountants to brainstorm a plan to give her dancers healthcare and become employees instead of independent contractors. Most were desperate for healthcare and working for Temptations became the most lucrative job for exotic dancers with Beth's clubs having their choice of the very best. Titus was staying with her all Winter now every year, even watching the children when she had to travel. Whenever possible, Beth would find him waiting in the audience whenever she came out to dance at Temptations all over the country and they'd always spend the night together. On one such occasion, Beth was hosting the Las Vegas Temptations, annual Halloween Bash. She was dressed in a very crowd-pleasing Elvira costume. The club took in over $100,000 that weekend alone and all the Temptations were holding holiday bashes. One hot young stripper was doing an I dream of Jeanie routine, while three more danced together as Charlie's Angles, and another as Daisy Duke. Beth closed out the show, dancing last as Elvira, stripping down to a thong and tassels before going fully nude. She was the oldest dancer that night, but the hottest, and she danced like a bitch in heat making every man feel like she was dancing for them, but there was only one man in the crowd she was dancing for.
"What a nice surprise," she said, hugging her nude body against his leather biker clad body. She could feel his cock harden beneath his pants. "Happy birthday," she said, pressing her crotch into his bulge. Today was Titus' fortieth birthday. He essentially looked the exact same as he did at 25 when she'd met him. Beth turned down offers of lap dances and joined Titus at the bar. He invited her to dinner and she quickly left to go change. "Fancy," she said, when Titus took her to one of the best restaurants in the city. He wouldn't let her pay and afterwards, he held her hand leading her towards the famous dancing fountain in front of the Bellagio Hotel. They stood and watched the water dance for a while before Titus released her hand.
"Beth?"
"What?" she asked, turning. "Oh my god!" Her eyes widened when she saw her lover down on one knee and holding a ring up. "Oh my god!"
"Will you marry me?"
"Oh my god!" Titus grabbed her hand and stood, pushing the ring on her finger. "Oh my god!"
"I love you more than anything in the world. I think about you all the time. Beth, I'm ready to settle down and I want you by my side."
"Oh my god! YES! The answers yes. Of course, I'll marry you." She threw her arms around him and the two kissed passionately to the applause of the few bystanders watching the fountain display this late at night. "When?"
"Now. Tonight," said Titus.
He led her to his motorcycle and they rode off towards the Elvis wedding chapel. Titus helped her off the backseat. He'd already reserved a spot and Elvis was waiting for them. "Beth," he said, holding both her hands. "You understand that I'm still going to need to get away from time to time." He stared her in the eyes.
Beth remembered the older white biker she'd met all those years ago with Titus when Titus was telling her about alpha males. The biker...Butch was his name had known something about Nietzsche and his philosophy of uber men. He had been married, but needed to ride of on his bike from time to time looking for women to fuck. Funny, she couldn't picture what Butch looked like, but she had a perfect picture of his big white cock in her mind. "I understand." She nodded.
"I've slowed down Beth, but when I see a woman I want, I still have to fuck her. I'll always come back to you and you've always been the only woman I've ever loved."
"I said I understand jackass. And if you think I'm going to give up all my bulls, you got another think coming especially when you go wondering off leaving me alone. Plus, sometimes one cock just ain't enough. A girl's got needs you know."
Titus laughed. "I love you."
"I love you too. Now shut up and marry me. I just wish Atlas and Melissa were here."
"We can have another small wedding back home. I'd like mom to be there too.
"That's a great idea.
And so, Beth and Titus were married by Elvis. She wanted his name and became Beth Cetewayo, but kept Bethany Beach as her professional name when she danced, acted or made appearances at conventions. She kept her businesses and properties in her name to protect her assets from the threat of paternity lawsuits against Titus.
Their small wedding in Miami filled Beth's mansion with 500 people mostly strippers and adult film stars. Ashley and Lily flew in. Beth guessed there were more than a dozen of Titus' children there and whatever their age differences they all seemed to instantly hit it off. All Beth's bulls were invited and most tried to fuck her either before the wedding or on her wedding night, but she'd vowed to stay faithful to Titus that day though she did end up blowing Da'rion's cock when he just pulled it out and waved it in front of her face. It still stank and she could never resist its smell. She agreed to meet and fuck him the first time Titus felt the need to ride off. It was one of the happiest days of her life with the only sad part being when Titus made a toast to his missing father. Gus had simply disappeared years ago.
Some of Ashley's former bulls came to see her as well as Mary's older bulls. Beth had never seen so many alpha's in one small area at once and unsurprisingly there was one fight between them and even more unsurprisingly, the pool area turned into an orgy that lasted nearly all night. There were nearly thirty monstrously hung nude black men hanging around with 5 dozen strippers and female porn stars. After consummating their marriage, Beth and Titus came down and joined the festivities. Beth found three tired black men laying by the pool and went about reviving their spent cocks while Titus set out to reacquaint his cock with the mothers of his children starting with Ashley, before going off to find Lily, and some others.
When Beth was 46, Beth was glad to have a male figure around the house when Atlas knocked up one of his teachers during his senior year. Unfortunately, Titus seemed prouder of his son then mad, especially when he saw the hot married teacher Atlas had just impregnated. Beth even caught him fist bumping his son when she turned around and saw them in the mirror. The teacher had allegedly caught Atlas having sex with two of the football cheerleaders and had been awestruck by his cock. Atlas got suspended and had to take night classes to finish his GED where he promptly knocked up a forty-year-old married woman from El Salvador in the class with him.
Things got worse when Mary had her family over to reconcile one Thanksgiving and David showed up with his new much younger trophy wife. Things were tense and the brothers buried the hatchet, but it was easy to tell David still resented his brother and he talked to Beth as little as possible. Titus couldn't stop staring at his new sister-in-law. Beth reached her hand under the table during dinner and placed it on her husband's crotch. Sure enough, it was hard as a rock as he stared across the table at his brother's new wife. "Promise me, you won't touch her," she ordered Titus. Titus agreed. Unfortunately, Beth had given no thought to her 18-year-old son who was just as attracted to his new aunt by his father's half-brother and his mother's ex-husband. By Christmas, she was pregnant and hooked on big black cocks. Titus had a solution that horrified Beth, but Atlas was very agreeable and soon he was following his father's footsteps and joining the marines.



**********
Titus strolled out by the pool wearing his swim trunks. Beth was wearing a tiny thong bikini and talking on her phone. Her 53-year-old body looked as good today as it had the first time the giant black man had seen her and it never failed to make his 50-year-old cock stir. "That didn't sound like work," he said when she put the phone down.
"Atlas. He's leaving for Prague."
Titus smiled proudly. Atlas had returned after a four-year stint in the marines, a muscular behemoth of a man and even bigger than Titus had been after his tour. He announced that before he settled down and made some career choices, he wanted to go backpacking through Europe and visit nearly every country. Titus knew exactly what his son wanted to do in each country. He'd watched clips of a strange looking pale Icelandic girl sucking Atlas' monster cock before his son had moved on to Ireland where he met a freckled redhead, then a British punk girl before a brunette from Scotland with some of the best tits Titus had ever seen. From there, it was a series of blondes and redheads from Scandinavian countries who seemed fascinated by the man's dark black skin and the fourteen-inch cock attached. Atlas was now making his way through the middle part of Europe before moving down into Spain, Italy, and Greece. Melissa was starting high school, college prep and considering medical school. Several legitimate modeling agencies had approached her on the beach and she'd always been the most popular girl in school. She was almost a dead ringer for her mother, but with light chocolate skin.
"Want to go for a bike ride?"
"Always," said Beth with a smile. "I'll go get changed."
"What you're wearing is fine."
Beth looked down her nearly nude body and shrugged, proud that her husband still liked showing her off.
Soon they were off, the gate to La Vida Loca closing behind her. Titus hadn't changed. He still thought living was about experiences and pleasures. He was as fun today as the first time she'd ridden off on the back of his bike. He followed Biscayne Bay until he found a causeway leading into Miami Beach and they were soon riding down Collins. He found a parking spot and the two held hands until they were on South Beach. Titus released her hand so that he could untie her bikini top. Beth smiled as it fell into his hands. He looked down her body and growled with lust. She hadn't changed much since the first time they'd walked down the beach. Her breasts were fuller after becoming a mother and they sagged a bit more, her proud nipples now pointing slightly down. "Happy Anniversary," he said, kissing her. Beth looked confused when he broke the kiss. "It's the 25th anniversary of our first walk down the beach."
"Oh!" she said. "Wow! How'd you remember the date?" She asked as he took her hand and they began their stroll down towards the ocean.
"I remember the exact date of the first time I fucked every woman."
"Shut the fuck up."
"I looked at the date stamp on the video."
Beth nodded her head. "Do you still wish I was that hot young woman?"
"You're still a hot young woman. I wouldn't change a thing about you."
She squeezed his hand. "Well, somebody's going to get laid tonight."
Titus laughed. "I get laid every night."
"I showed have known. January 2nd, the first time we fucked." They always celebrated the holidays by reenacting their first sexual encounters. She gave him a hand job every Christmas Day, he titty fucked her on the 26th and they always celebrated the New Year with a blow job. "A lot has changed."
"And a lot hasn't." Titus motioned towards the crowd at the beach. Beth was still attracting the attention of nearly every male eye and plenty of the females. "They still all want to fuck you."
A lot had changed though. People weren't just staring at Beth because she was gorgeous, a lot of them recognized her. Two young guys approached, sheepishly asking for a selfie. They put their arms around her and smiled into the camera as Titus snapped a picture making sure to capture his wife's bare breasts. A young couple came up next. The boyfriend was thrilled. His girlfriend wasn't thrilled that her boyfriend wanted a picture with a topless porn star. She was simply stunning. She had raven black hair that fell past her shoulder blades. Her bare breasts were about a full C-cup, large on her trim frame. They were capped by quarter-sized nipples with almost no areola. She took the picture for her boyfriend. "You have an amazing body," said Beth, looking her up and down. "You ever considered dancing?"
The young woman crinkled up her nose. "Uh no," she answered sarcastically. "I'm an actual model."
"Well if you change your mind, I own Temptations and we have an amateur night every Sunday." Beth held her hands out and waved them down her nude, but for the thong form. "Sorry, I don't have a business card on me."
"Uh! I'm not a stripper." She crinkled her nose again.
Beth looked her up and down. "Shame, you've got a real earner's body. A good weekend night, a girl like you could bring in a thousand a night."
"A thousand!" said the boyfriend.
"A night?" said the girl, the crinkle in her nose was gone and her mouth was hanging open. She looked down, her eyes opening wide too when they fell on Titus' crotch.
"Only at a top club like mine, but yeah a grand a night."
"I'm not going to dance nude," she said, shaking her head, but the disgust was gone and the wheels were turning in her head. Miami Beach was an expensive place to live. Her eyes kept glancing down at Titus' bulge with disbelief.
"Why not? You're nearly nude in public now."
"Sure, but this is South Beach and everyone is nearly nude."
Beth shrugged. "Think about it. Come in Sunday for an amateur night just to check it out. You don't have to dance unless you want to. Tell your server, Bethany Beach said your drinks are on the house."
"Thanks, but..." The girl shrugged her shoulder.
"We'll think about it," said the boyfriend, taking her arm. "She's right honey, you're practically naked now," he said, excitedly. She glanced back, but not at Beth, at Titus' crotch. She seemed confused by what she was seeing.
"They'll be there," said Beth smiling. The girl would make an excellent stripper. Beth glanced down. "I see you like her."
Titus looked down at his half-stiffy coiled up in the tight swim trunks. "Fuck yeah. I could practically smell her need growing every time she glanced at my crotch."
"Maybe we should hit the club Sunday? If they show, you should be her first lap dance."
"I love you," he grunted.
"If you can nail her, bring her by the house. It's been awhile since I had a woman that lovely."
"I really love you," he grunted again. "And what do you mean, IF?" They laughed together. "I mean it. I really LOVE you."
"I know."
"Serious Beth, you're the most amazing woman I've ever known. When I met you, you were a waitress in a diner and now you're one of the richest women in Miami. Everything you touch turns to gold." Beth was half listening. She was thinking about Teddy Freeman and his theories on paragons. "You have an instinct for finding the right people for the job. Your business sense is amazing. And your tits..."
"Titus, you're embarrassing me. Don't stop."
"I don't just love you; I admire you." He was staring in awe at her. His cock was rock hard now and it wasn't for the young raven-haired beauty, it was hard with desire for his wife. "There just something about you."
"Dumbass," she said playfully. "You didn't think that only males could be alphas, did you?"
Beth turned and started heading back up the beach. She turned to look back at her husband. He was standing still looking at her, his mouth hanging open. Beth held out her hand. "Come on Titus, let's go home."
Titus ran to catch up.
THE END
Note: And 163,000 words later, I'm done. This story really got away from me. The intent was to take the original story, change some things around and touch up the scenes a bit. It turned into a complete rewrite. This story mentions some characters from "The Flag Girls Get Fucked" and "Flex Appeal." I'm labeling these as my "South Florida Stories." I'm considering some standalone spinoffs such as a story about Mary's first encounter with Gus in Jamaica, a story about Teddy setting his sights on Beth's babysitter, and the story of Atlas seducing David's second wife after meeting her on Thanksgiving. I'm not sure if I will get around to them. For now, I need to take a break from this series.
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Straight Outta Coxville
A Coxville Curse story
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Leon's eyes scanned down the resume as the applicant strolled into his office. Corrine Cox, her last name making him smile, bringing back the only truly pleasant memories of his home county. She was fresh out of college, didn't have much work experience, but her major and minors were applicable to the job. Most importantly, the salary she was looking for was within his range. Leon rose from his desk, hand out to greet his final applicant of the day. He smiled as his head rose to look her in the eye...
His cock twitched.
A bead of sweat formed on his forehead. It took every ounce of his will not to glance down at her breasts. Her slim white hand joined with his strong black one. Both of their eyes widened as there was a static shock when they touched, but she shook his hand with a firm grip. "Ms. Cox," he said, staring into some of the brightest blue eyes he'd ever seen on a woman. "Thank you for coming." Damn, she was gorgeous.
"Napoleon Johnson." She shook his hand vigorously. "Who dat? Who dat, Mr. Johnson?"
"Saints fan?"
"Yes, sir. I'll never forget you scoring that touchdown against the Cowboys."
He grinned. "My proudest moment. I think the Saints might go to the super bowl this year."
"They've put a good team together," she agreed, nodding. "And I might add, your play against Dallas was identical to the touchdown you scored against the Bartown Beavers, Mr. Johnson."
"Please call me Leon." He sat back in his chair. His desk hid her lower body and allowed him to concentrate on her face. She was strikingly beautiful and it was all-natural. Her hair was blonde and fell to her lower rib cage. She had porcelain skin with a touch of color to her high cheekbones. Her eyelashes were real and long. Those bright blue eyes were staring at him, both alluring and innocent. "You're from Coxville, Ms. Cox?" he asked like he couldn't already tell by her buxom figure.
"Yes, sir... Leon. Climax. I was a cheerleader for the Climax Cougars."
"The mighty mighty Cougars! Always on the prowl." Leon smiled finding her very likable. Climax was a centralized farming community near the center of the county. Not big, but big enough to have its own school district. If he remembered his fourth-grade local history, Climax was primarily settled by Swedes who left their mark in the county by the many blonde-haired, blue-eyed citizens. "I'm from Bald Knob."
He waited, testing for a reaction. She nodded her head and continued smiling. Bald Knob was poor and all black but had strong family values. "Phineas J Cox High bused me in to Coxburg they desperately wanted me to play for the Bulls." Coxburg did not have strong family values. Phineas J Cox High served the poor ghetto section of Coxburg and was nearly all black. Most of the white kids went to the middle-class Coxburg High district. The Bulls had trouble with dropouts and drug dealing. They were delighted
to have a stable player in Napoleon Johnson. "You must have been a child when you saw me at the Bulls-Beaver game?"
"I was..." Her blue eyes moved upwards in thought as she did the math in her head. "Eight, I think. My dad was a sportswriter for the Coxville Times and we went to all the local games, Bulls, Cougars, Coxville Cocks, Bumpass Buccaneers, and of course, the Tittsville Titans."
Leon drummed his fingers staring at her. His memories of Coxville weren't great. The county was rife with racism and seemed mired in a 1950s mentality when it came to the races. The county council had fought integration with every tool they had at their disposal. His fellow Bulls used to joke it was because the white men had little cocktail weenie penises. Leon had laughed with them but had never seen a white penis. He'd only seen Bull penises in the 10 to the 14-inch range during gym class. They were often semi-hard and teammates jerking off in the showers to relieve their huge balls weren't uncommon. They even had ejaculation contests to see who could shoot the farthest. When he finally left for college, he found himself staring in shock at all the freakishly small cocks on all the other men both white and black. They looked like children to Leon, two-inch penises that barely hung below walnut sized testicles. And everyone stared back at him like he was the freak!
Leon shook his head to clear it. "So, what brings you to Baltimore, Ms. Cox?"
"I followed my boyfriend... sorry fiancé here. He's interning at Johns Hopkins and please, call me Corinne."
"Well Corinne, let me tell you about the Napoleon Johnson Way." When Leon's football career had ended, he started a career as a motivational speaker and taught classes in management and leadership, which now included three-day training seminars. Corinne nodded her head, eagerly listening to him describe his seminars. He needed a personal assistant to handle all the arrangements, troubleshoot, and to assist during his trips. So far, he'd been doing it on his own, with his wife helping when she could and his secretary, Rose, to handle his office calls. Business was picking up since his book came out and he expected to be giving seminars on an almost weekly basis. He tried to arrange Thursdays through Saturdays, but any dates were an option. He liked Corinne's college curriculum but had another applicant with actual experience as a personal assistant. She was asking for more money than Corinne had, but she'd also put negotiable in parenthesis.
"I know I don't have the experience, but I'm a quick study, Mr. Johnson. I think I can be an asset if you're willing to give me the chance."
"Well, I've enjoyed our meeting and will certainly consider you for the position. There is one other applicant with some more experience that I'm considering. I do have another question and it's a little inappropriate." He watched her eyes narrow and her cheeks flushed a little more. Undoubtedly she was viewed as nothing but a sex object by many of the men she'd encountered. "Coxville, isn't exactly progressive when it comes to race relations." She'd tensed up, but started to relax again, smiling in understanding. "You'd have no problems working under a black man?" Every black person in Coxville County was descended from African slave stock owned by the Cox family which meant that at some point Corinne's ancestors had owned Leon's ancestors and they both knew it.
"Absolutely none, sir. I'd be happy to work under a black man."
Leon's cock twitched again. She said it so innocently, but he couldn't help picturing her naked writhing in ecstasy beneath him, legs wrapped around his hips. The races did not mix in Coxville, but many a black man liked to fantasize about fucking a white woman. Of course, the black women in Coxville were just as stacked and much easier lays. Some of them were even a little "cock crazy". Leon hadn't even dreamed he might ever get a chance to be with a white woman until college when he was shocked to discover a lot of white women were up for it. He dated three, but his cock ended up scaring all of them off. There were a couple more who'd heard rumors about his size and hooked up with him at parties, but all they ended up doing was jerking him off. Then he'd met Tonja. She'd stroked his shaft the first time he'd showed it to her. "I can work with this," she'd said and his brown-skinned beauty made him forget all about white women.
Corinne was still talking. "I fully believe all men are created equal. My mom might have problems with it, but honestly, I found back home to be a conservative backwater and I'm glad to have moved on."
"I'm glad to have gotten out of there too," he agreed. "There's only one thing I miss about Coxville and that's..."
"Floyd's Barbecue," she answered.
"Floyd's Barbecue," he agreed, grinning. "One last question Corinne. Is there any reason I should not hire you?" He leaned forward, watching her reaction just as she leaned back. He couldn't stop his eyes from flickering down to her breasts. Dayumn! They had to be EEs and he could see the outline of plump nipples trying to pierce their way through her bra. Correction, there were two things he missed about Coxville. Another bead of sweat formed on his forehead. He forced his eyes back up to her face. Luckily, her blue eyes were looking up endearingly at the roof as she thought for an answer.
"Though I think I'd be good at this job and I like to travel, I'm getting married in December and we've discussed starting a family right away. It is something I can discuss with my fiancé."
"Thanks for being honest. I was hoping for a longer-term employee." One half of Leon's brain relaxed when she reminded him she was engaged while his lizard brain had her writhing beneath him again only this time his cock was pumping his seed into her fertile womb. What the fuck is wrong with you? He thought, feeling his cock slowly swelling. You're a married man for god's sake. Leon stood. "I'll be making my decision over the next few days." He held his hand out.
Corinne stood and shook his hand. Leon's eyes focused right on her cleavage. She was dressed unbelievably sexy, but professional in a white blouse tucked into a black skirt. The blouse was short-sleeved and had bunched up while she sat. This had pushed the buttons together and created little gaps down the front that showed hints of pale pink flesh. The skirt wasn't too short, but not too long either.
He pulled his eyes away from trying to sneak a glimpse of her breast flesh as she shook his hand. She was almost as tall as he was with her head only a few inches shorter than his. He forced himself to look her in the eyes, but her own eyes were sweeping across his chest taking in his broad upper body. Leon was as fit now as he had been at the height of his career. He was 6'4" and 254 pounds of pure muscle.
He could bench press 225 lbs. for 33 reps. He fought off the urge to flex for her.
Corinne looked up from his chest and blushed when she realized he'd caught her staring. "Thanks for your time, Mr. Johnson." She released his hand. Her eyes glanced down again this time at his crotch. His cock wanted to swell again. "Could I have... I'll gladly pay you."
Leon looked down, feeling stupid. She wasn't checking out his junk, but the stacks of his book on the desk. "Nonsense, I'd be happy to give you a copy." He reached down and grabbed a book.
"Could you autograph it for me?"
"They're already signed, but I can personalize it to you. Make it out to you?"
"To Manly, my father."
"Manly! Your father is Manly Cox? His articles got the college scouts to come look at me!" Because of Manly he'd gotten a full football scholarship to college and because of college he'd met his wife and gotten drafted by the Saints and because of the Saints, he was rich, a best-selling author, and now an up and coming motivational speaker. "I've met you before?"
Corinne smiled. "A couple times, once in the locker-room and again at Floyd's for your graduation party."
Leon laughed. He totally remembered the little blonde girl standing at Manly Cox's side. He'd autographed a football for her. Leon handed her a copy of, "Winning! On and off the Field," by Napoleon Johnson. "Small world. Thank your father for me. I owe him a lot."
"I will Leon and it was nice to see you again." She held out her hand for another handshake. Jesus, he said staring at her affectionately. How could that little stick of a girl blossom into this buxom sexpot? But then nearly all the little girls in Coxville turned into women like this.
Leon got a better chance to check her out as she was walking away. She had black heels on and wasn't as tall as he'd thought, maybe 5'10" or 11" barefoot. Her calves were strong and firm and then there was her ass. It was a perfectly rounded bubble butt to help balance out all the weight in her chest. He looked up quickly when she spun around. "Should I send in your next interview?"
His brow furrowed. "Sorry, you're my last interview."
Corinne cocked her head. "But there's..."
"Oh, that's my wife. We're going out to dinner."
Corinne blushed and looked embarrassed. "I just assumed she was here for the job."
"I didn't exactly set you straight either," said Tonja, walking into the room. Leon's eyes lit up at the sight of his wife. She'd been a successful model throughout her twenties and now at 33, she was working less, but not any less attractive. They'd been married almost ten years and they still made love three times a week. Tonja had light brown skin with a thin waist and wider hips. Her legs were strong and firm from running and yoga. She straightened her long black hair and it fell down as far as her C-cup breasts. They weren't as big as a woman from Coxville, but they were large on her thin frame and Leon considered her firm C-cups capped by long brown nipples to be just about perfect. "It was nice meeting you, Corinne."
Tonja stopped to shake her hand.
"You too, Tonja." Corinne shook her hand back. The two women smiling at each other. They parted and Tonja walked over to kiss Leon, marking her territory as Corinne turned and left the office.
"I hate her," said Tonja sitting down in Leon's lap and giving her husband another, more passionate kiss.
"Is that so?" he asked, laughing.
"No dammit. She's a sweetheart. She was absolutely friendly to me and wished me good luck getting the job with total sincerity."
"I liked her too and she's from back home." Leon quickly filled his wife in on Corinne's background and how he credited her father with some of his career success.
"Have you decided?"
"Yeah, I think Corinne would be great, but I have to go with experience. If Mrs. Espada is willing to accept a lower salary then she was asking, I'll hire her, but if not, I'll offer the job to Corinne. If you're okay with that?"
Tonja furrowed her brows and glared at her husband. "If I'm okay with it? Why? What do you mean? Is there something about her you think would make me jealous? Well...? Speak husband."
"I.. uh.." Leon stuttered.
"I'm fine with it." Tonja kissed him again, this time even more passionately and longer. His cock swelled.
"What's this?" she asked, wiggling her ass in his lap. "Looks like Big Johnson wants out. What do you say?" She kissed him again. "We haven't fucked in your office in a while."
"I say, yes ma'am."
**********
Corinne winced in the elevator. Luckily, she was riding alone and could tug on her bra. She'd felt a shock of static electricity shaking hands with Mr. Johnson that seemed to send a shock wave straight to her nipples. Her plump pink nipples were rock hard, sticking out well over half an inch from her equally swollen areola. They showed no signs of wanting to go down either. She adjusted her bra, covering them, but aware they were still sticking out through her bra and visible through her blouse. Not an ideal situation for an interview with a potential new boss.
Her mind wandered to Napoleon Johnson. He was a big man, a very big man. Leon was an exemplary example of male physical perfection. He stood up from behind his desk, no jacket, but he wore a shirt and tie. The tucked-in shirt hugged his hard stomach and waist, the shirt expanded as her eyes traveled up and his chest expanded up to his broad shoulders and bull neck. His facial features were decidedly African with large lips and a wide flat nose. Being a Cox from Coxville County, she'd never find a black man attractive or admit to it when she did, but Leon was a handsome man. The bald head with no facial hair also gave him a very virile appearance. Plus, his wife was absolutely gorgeous. They were one of the best-looking couples she'd ever seen.
Corinne was still thinking about Leon during her walk to the parking garage and on the drive to her and Simon's apartment. The first time she'd seen him was in the Bull's locker-room. He was bare-chested with only a towel wrapped around his waist. He'd tousled her hair as he walked past her towards the showers. He'd been in great physical shape then but was even bigger post his NFL training. Ghetto thug after ghetto thug marched past her going to or coming from the showers. Her dad wouldn't have lasted five minutes walking down the street in one of their neighborhoods, but on school grounds, Manly was viewed as a chance to move up and get out of the slums.
"How'd it go?" asked Simon when she walked into their apartment's door.
"Pretty good, I think," she replied. She filled him in on her meeting while he fixed them both some bowls of Ramen noodles. "Hopefully, we can get out of this apartment soon and get a place outside the city."
"Amen to that," agreed Simon, slurping in a mouthful of noodles. They both hated their place. There were sirens every night and one of their neighbors liked to party on weekends, playing loud music with people hanging out in the hall. One night, they'd even heard gunshots several blocks away.
Simon had the nightshift at the hospital, but they had time to stream a movie together. They snuggled on the couch watching some alien invasion movie (his choice). Simon Gerrard had been a science fiction geek since his dad had shown him Star Wars. If Corinne had spoken that thought out loud, he would have corrected her that the title was actually, Star Wars: Episode 4: A New Hope and not just Star Wars.
That was how geeky he was.
Simon went to take a shower while she tidied the place up some before going to bed. She sighed standing by the bed as she undid her blouse. She hated sleeping alone and she was doing it five nights a week. If she got the job with Leon, she'd be sleeping alone six nights a week. Sunday nights when she got back from her seminars would be the only night she and her future husband would have together. It almost made her hope Leon didn't offer her the job.
Corinne was thinking about Leon again as she undressed, pulling her blouse off. The image of an eighteen-year-old Napoleon Johnson, naked, but for the white towel wrapped around his waist appeared in her head. She unbuttoned and dropped the skirt while she stared at Leon standing at the entrance to the bathroom, steam coming out behind him. He was watching intently as she reached up and unhooked the bra between her breasts. She lowered her arms as her bra sprang back like a coiled spring. Leon opened and dropped the towel.
"JESUS CORINNE!"
Corinne jumped startled. The big muscular black form dissolved into the skinny white figure of Simon.
His towel was falling to his feet and he was staring stupidly at her breasts. Instinctively, her arms flew up to cover them, but one nipple topped breast kept popping out around her arms. "Simon!"
"Wanna have a little fun before I go?" He asked, wiggling his eyebrows at her. "I've got time."
Corrine smiled, her eyes lowering to the hard penis sticking out between his skinny legs. It was so swollen it was pushing six inches. "Sure, why not?" She lowered her arms and almost immediately his penis started bucking up and down. She quickly covered her breasts again. "Hit the lights."
Simon looked down disappointed and walked over towards the light switch. He couldn't handle her nude body and they had to make love with the lights out. Her sex drive didn't match Simon's, but she dutifully put out for him once a week. Tonight, wasn't their regular night, but for some reason, she was in the mood. Her nipples were still rock hard and there was some dampness between her legs. If she hadn't been in the mood, all she'd have had to do was reach up and pinch her nipples and her fiancé's hard penis would have shot its load while he stared at her.
In the dark, he could hold off for a while. "I've never seen these so hard," he whispered, kissing one nipple while pinching her other nipple.
Corinne gasped as she fell back and he climbed above her still sucking on one of her erect nipples.



Having Simon slobber all over her tits had never felt this good. They were sending little electric signals straight between her legs and her arousal was growing.
His hard penis slid up her thigh. She got her hand down between her legs just as the head of his penis pushed forward. Simon groaned in disappointment around her nipple. Her hand slid under his pillow and found a condom. She raised it up to his chest. He grabbed the pack and ripped it open, sitting up and fumbling to get it on in the dark. Seconds later, his penis returned between her legs and this time she let him enter.
"I can't wait until we're married and I don't have to wear these things."
"I'd let you put it in bare now if I could trust you to pull out." She stroked his hair, moaning as he sucked one nipple again, working his penis in and out. This was definitely better than normal.
"That's this hot body's fault, not mine," he groaned, squeezing her tits.
To his credit, Simon lasted a good five minutes before pushing his penis deep and filling the condom's receptacle with the seed she hoped would one day give her several babies. Usually, she was happy to have the sex get over, but tonight, it left her wanting more and she'd wished he'd kept going.
Simon turned the light on while he tossed the condom and cleaned up a little. He dressed in his scrubs and walked over to kiss her goodbye. "Thanks, hon, that was a nice surprise."
"It was nice." She watched sadly as he flicked the light off and she was once again alone in the dark in an empty bed.
She wasn't quite ready to sleep yet, so she turned the light back on and climbed out of bed returning with the book Leon had autographed for her father. She skimmed through the table of contents before flipping through the book to look at the pictures. The first one showed Leon as a young boy with his parents outside a run-down trailer in Bald Knob. She smiled at the second picture, a teenage Napoleon in his Bulls uniform. There were some pictures of Leon scoring touchdowns in various high school games. She paused on one, it showed the Phineas J Cox High Bulls all lined up along the shores of Lake Cox. Their arms were around each other. They were all shirtless and in swim trunks. Her eyes lingered on this picture before she ran her finger from left to right over muscular torso after muscular torso until the tip of her finger rested on Leon's image.
Beth felt a little uncomfortable and sat up adjusting the book on her ribs while cupping her breasts within her arms. Her nipples were still aching, and her eyes focused on the hard, upthrust knobs sticking out of equally swollen areola. They hadn't been this hard and sensitive since she'd been a teenager swimming in Lake Cox when the water had been ice cold. The picture of the Bulls must have reminded her of that trip. They were throbbing so badly, she wasn't sure she'd be able to fall asleep. She moved one arm off the book and reached up to touch one of her nipples. The resulting spasm of pleasure made her hip buck up so violently, the book fell off her body.
Corinne gasped, breathing heavily while staring at the ceiling. Her hand slid down her breast and over her flat stomach, her fingertips slipped through the blonde tangles on her pubic mound until they slowly entered her pussy. Her hips slowly raised into her fingers eliciting a moan from the back of her throat.
She imagined Simon walking back into the room and finding her like this. His penis immediately
springing back up to full erection. She was humping her fingers now. He was rolling a condom on as he climbed between her legs. He looked up at her, smirked and then ripped the rubber off, pushing his six-inch penis down to penetrate her as she raised her hips up so that he could enter her bareback. Corrine moaned, pushing her fingers as deep as she could, her head turned, falling on the book. It was open to another picture. This one was of Tonja and Leon on a beach in Hawaii for their honeymoon. Tonja was in a skimpy white bikini, her body near perfect in Corinne's eyes. The beautiful black model's breasts were a little too big for her frame, but they looked proportional to Corinne, a native of Coxville where EE cups were the average. Leon was in Saint's printed drawstring swim trunks with a fat tubular-shaped bulge running down one leg. His bare chest rippled with muscles, harder, bulging, and more defined than when he'd been a teenager. She thrust her fingers faster staring at the black Adonis. Her free hand slid up her sides to her breast. Her release came the second her fingers pinched down around the sensitive nipple. "Simon!" she gasped, having a rare orgasm. Her eyes moved off the picture looking down her body as she came down from her orgasm. Her fiancé had become more masculine and muscular and was now bald. He slowly disappeared as she came back down to reality. Corinne stretched catlike on the bed, purring contentedly. She'd needed that.
She picked the book back up deciding to read a little bit. Leon only spent two chapters on Coxville, the first about his parents raising him in Bald Knob and the second about his football career in Coxburg. She felt sad as he mentioned the long string of amazing players from broken homes that dropped out to join gangs and sell drugs, but she smiled with delight to see that he'd referenced her father three times in helping him get a sport's scholarship.
Finally, her eyes started closing and her nipples had softened, so she was able to set the book down and fall asleep.
Corinne awoke around 8:30 am when Simon got in bed and snuggled up behind her. Just after 9:00 am her phone rang. He moaned half asleep and she wriggled out of his arms and ran to her purse to answer it. "Hello."
"Hi Corinne," said a deep masculine voice. "This is Napoleon Johnson. I'd like to off you the position."
"Wow! Mr. Johnson. That would be wonderful," she answered excitedly.
"I'll need you to come to the office as soon as possible to get a copy of the program for the Napoleon Johnson Way. You'll need to learn if front and back, top to bottom, and I'd like you by my side for this week's seminar. It's in Phoenix."
"Wow!" she said again, feeling like an airhead. "Of course, Mr. Johnson. I'll come in today and pick one up." She paused in thought for a moment. "Of course, if I'm to be your personal assistant, then I'll need information on your flight and where you're staying so that I can arrange a ticket and room for myself.
I'll have to look into your future travel plans also. If you don't mind, I'd like to get started today?"
"That's exactly the kind of proactive work attitude I'm looking for Ms. Cox. I'll see you when you get here."
"Thanks, Mr. Johnson. I won't let you down."
Corinne returned to the bedroom, grinning from ear to ear. "Guess what? I got the..."
Simon was laying on his back staring at her. She was still nude from last night and her nipples had returned to their hardened sensitive state the second she'd answered the phone. He was used to seeing her buxom body bouncing around underneath an oversized tee-shirt. She quickly slipped under the covers and snuggled up to him.
Corinne told him about her conversation with Leon and how she'd be starting today and traveling to Phoenix later that week. Corinne ran her hand over Simon's chest. She was bursting with excitement.
The young woman had felt trapped in Coxville her entire young life and leaving for College had been both rewarding and empowering. Baltimore had some nice areas and they were close to Washington, but they mostly found the city to be dirty and rundown. Now she was going to travel and see the country. Her hand slid down his stomach, pausing when her palm slid over his rock-hard penis. "What's this?" she asked, squeezing it.
"That thing that comes up every time I see you nude," said Simon. His eyes lit up when his future wife slid on top and straddled his body.
Corrine kissed him deeply, letting their tongues duel. She slid her pussy up along his penis until the grape-sized head found the entrance to her pussy. His whimper when she pushed down, feeling her pussy lips engulfing the head of his penis, brought her to her senses. She slid her pussy off and back down his shaft, leaning down kissing him while her hand slipped under his pillow for another condom.
She sat up, ripping the condom pack open and pulling the rubber out.
Simon's hands were on her thighs. It was a bright day and sunlight shined through the windows. The blanket fell down her back as she reached down for his penis. Rays of light shone brightly on her breasts.
Her hand moved up and she pulled the penis upright so that she could pull the rubber down over it. But it was too late.
"UNHH!" grunted Simon, his penis spitting semen all over her palm.
Corinne pulled her hand back from the head, but her hand was already coated in a teaspoon's worth of runny semen. She crinkled her nose as she looked at the mess.
"Sorry," said Simon. "Sorry." He flushed with shame. Her body had done it to him again. He was still staring at her naked form sitting in his lap.
"It okay," she said, forcing a smile. It wasn't okay. She was worked up and had wanted him inside her.
Her eyes wandered down to his penis, wondering if she could make it hard again. It had already shrunken down to about an inch and had continued leaking runny fluid into his pubes. It always fascinated her how a penis could go from being so large and hard to be so small and limp in such a little period of time. Looking at the limp noodle, her desire for it disappeared. "Maybe we can try again tonight?"
Simon grimaced. "Double shift at the hospital. You won't see me until tomorrow morning. Sorry."
Corinne sighed and climbed off him. Well, at least she now had a job to occupy herself, she thought, as she went to the bathroom to clean the mess off her hand.
**********
Corinne's new job was amazing and she thrived at it. After the first seminar in Phoenix, she made some suggestions that Leon adopted immediately. Her second seminar was in Vancouver and she became an active speaker with a head microphone, playing off Leon, exchanging jokes, and lifting the crowd up.
Next was New York City and a month into her job, Leon gave her a substantial raise. The crowd of mostly businessmen loved her and many an eye would flicker down to her hand looking for a ring. Most didn't care when they saw her engagement ring and she got many offers to meet for drinks. Sometimes she accepted, but only if Leon went along with her for protection.
Next came Chicago, then Orlando. Leon let her have off on Mondays, but she was never really off. Most Mondays she'd spend home usually alone, but when she was lucky, she might have a morning or evening with Simon. Much of her day "off" was still spent on the phone or answering emails for work.
After a few months, she found herself developing a growing friendship with Tonja. It started when Tonja came into the office to surprise her husband by taking him out to lunch, but he was too busy to get away so she took Corinne instead. They got along so well, Corinne lost track of time and was late getting back to work. Leon didn't seem to mind as Tonja didn't have any female friends that lived nearby. Soon Corinne was spending what little free time she had with her new friend. Tonja loved to shop and helped Corinne pick out new business professional outfits for work. Tonja had no problem showing off her body and the outfits she chose for Corinne were all a little sexier, the skirts a little shorter, the tops a little lower cut, then Corinne normally wore, but they were all still tasteful.
Corinne drew the line on swimwear. As the summer progressed, she'd spend Mondays with Tonja laying out beside their large pool. The first time Corinne saw the Johnson's mansion left her mouth hanging open. There were two floors, seven bedrooms, and a basement man-cave decorated in Saints'
merchandise. Leon's mancave had a bar, a pool table, foo's ball, and a huge television. The pool area was just as amazing as the rest of the house, rafts floated around on the water, and they had a nice tiki bar with stools. Tonja was an excellent bartender and Corinne found herself enjoying margaritas and strawberry daiquiris as she tanned beside her black friend or while the two women floated side by side on rafts.
Corinne had the one suit, a one-piece, white with a rose pattern. It tightly hugged her figure and she looked incredible in it, but it wasn't a bikini. Tonja wore the tiny bikini from her Hawaii honeymoon picture the first time they laid out. Every other time, it was a different bikini that she had been allowed to keep from assorted modeling shoots. She found out later, that Tonya had an entire dresser filled with swimwear, another with lingerie, and a huge walk-in closet for her normal clothes. Corinne balked at the idea of wearing a skimpy bikini. As a teen, she'd attracted too much male attention in a two-piece swimsuit along the shores of Lake Cox and she'd been uncomfortable showing off so much skin ever since. Tonja laughed. "Cee Cee," she said, using her nickname for Corinne. "Showing off to whom? We have complete privacy here." The black woman reached behind her and undid her top, tossing it away.
Her brown C-cups were perfectly formed and capped by much darker nipples. "Unless of course, the pool boy comes," she laughed, walking nude with the exception of her bikini bottoms over to the bar to fix them another drink. Their pool days often left Corinne too tipsy to drive home and Tonja would give her a lift back into the city or call for a ride service and sometimes if Simon was working the late shift, she'd spend the night, having dinner with the Johnsons and playing pool before heading off to bed.
Corinne even confessed to her friend that she was a little sexually frustrated. She was horny all the time and seeing very little of Simon. "That problem is easily solved," said Tonja.
"How?"
"Follow me." Tonja had been sunbathing topless. Her bottom was little more than a patch over her pubic strip while the back was a string that left her firm ass bare. Corinne found herself staring at her brown ass as she followed Tonja up the stairs. One cheek would flex followed by the other cheek as she climbed each step. Tonja entered the huge master bedroom. Corinne had been here before. She was jealous of Tonya's closet. "I get horny too," said Tonja. "Especially with Leon off with you half the week."
Tonja reached into a drawer; Corinne's mouth fell open watching her friend withdraw an absolutely massive black dildo. "Here is the solution to your problem."
"You've got to be kidding me? That thing looks like a horse's penis!"
Tonja laughed. "Leon's actually slightly bigger. This is the Long Dong, but we can find something you're a little more accustomed to." Tonja went over to a desk with a laptop on it and booted it up."
"Wait! Amazon sells dildoes?"
"They certainly do, Cee Cee. Pick one your size."
Corrine scrolled through the images of dildo after dildo. She favored the realistic kind that actually resembled a penis. She found one, that reminded her of Simon in size and shape, but it was pink, and the base was extended to house the battery and vibrator. "This one."
Tonja leaned over her shoulder. "Why that one? It's tiny!" She read the description. "Penetrating depth is only 5 ¾". Let's find you an eight-inch one."
"I like that one," she insisted.
"If you're sure." Tonja clicked the purchase option. "My treat honey." She already had Leon's office address on her account as a delivery option and added, care of Corinne Cox, to the address.
**********
As Tonja was becoming her best friend, Corinne was also growing closer to Leon. They got along fabulously and their banter during seminars had many assuming they were a couple. Once every trip, they'd have dinner together. It was always fancy and tax-deductible. It was their friendly dinner and they never discussed work. The other two nights, she was on her own. Occasionally, she and Leon would order takeout and they'd eat in his room, but usually, she used the opportunity to play tourist and visit a museum or park or historical site. Every morning they met in the breakfast area of whatever motel they were staying at to discuss work and upcoming seminars that Corinne was booking.
The pink vibrating dildo was an instant hit with her. This is no big deal, she thought, the first time she slowly inserted it all the way in. Then she switched it on and it was instant magic. Her hips bucked and she came all over the vibrating rubber cock. She liked it so much, she used it almost every night when she wasn't on her period. She experimented with the vibration settings. Her hard nipples had become the new normal for her, something she'd have to learn to live with, but they also seemed to have a direct line to her vagina. Kneading and pinching her hard nipples while using her dildo gave her even bigger longer-lasting orgasms. Corinne was blushing so badly the first time she handed over her checked bag to the airline with the dildo in it, Leon was concerned she was flushing from a fever.
One morning in August while they were in Dallas, Corinne found herself turning around in front of a full-length mirror. "Too sexy," she muttered, even while feeling a little full of herself at how good she looked. It was her fault really, for mentioning to Tonja that she was considering working out more. The first chance Tonja got, they were shopping, and Tonja was selecting workout outfits for her. Now here she was wearing skintight black yoga pants and a crisscross open back pink and black bra top that hugged her shapely breasts and left her belly bare. She'd never worn anything that showed off this much skin and felt a bit nervous.
She regretted it the second she left her room. A man in the hallway did a double-take, staring at her body until they passed each other, but all he did was nod and say, "Good morning." She received more stares in the lobby making her feel more uncomfortable. She cursed her breasts and the attention they brought her, but deep down, she knew she was gorgeous and would have gotten stares even if all she had were b-cups.
She saw another figure in the fitness center and prayed for another woman, but when she opened the door, it was Leon that looked up at her from an exercise bike. Corinne froze and Leon just stared at her bare stomach, his dark eyes scanning her body in the form-hugging outfit. She stared back, her eyes roaming his black muscular arms and the white tank top clinging to his chest. It was damp from sweat.
She could see his abdominals and his hard stomach through the cotton. Her eyes went lower to the tight compression wear cycle shorts. Her brow furrowed before her eyes opened wider at the huge bulge in the front of the shorts. The material clung to a fat coiled tubular object with equally large spherical bulges beneath it. Her nipples were popping out as she stared, and her workout top did little to hide them. This was happening so often they were starting to become a nuisance. She knew from experience that they'd still be prominent when their seminar started, and she'd have dozens of businessmen staring at her nipples for the next eight hours.
"Corinne, I've never seen you working out before," said Leon. He rose and she found it hard not to look down at his bulge. The shorts were doing nothing to hide what looked like an absolutely huge penis.
She'd thought Tonja had been pulling her leg when she claimed her husband was larger than her obscenely large dildo.
"I thought I could use some toning up. I've never really exercised much."
His eyes flickered down her figure again. "Well, I don't see where you need toning up, but if you need any pointers, let me know." Leon turned and straddled an exercise bike. She opted for a treadmill. "I never had to work out much either at your age. My body was just naturally big. Now, I just lift a lot to maintain my current size though since I'm no longer playing, I don't really need to. Truthfully, I just feel good working out."



Corinne pictured the shirtless 18-year-old Napoleon Johnson and all the other black-skinned muscular football players she'd seen in locker rooms with her dad. "Natives of Coxville do seem to have good genes," she commented, jogging along.
Leon looked over at her. His eyes flickered to her breasts. "Really good genes," he agreed.
It was certainly true though Corinne had never given it much thought. She'd heard data before that around 2/3 of Americans were overweight, but that certainly didn't apply to Coxville. Black men seemed naturally fit and muscular while both white and black women tended to have all their excess body
weight concentrated in their breasts or rear ends. Her mom's EE breasts had swollen to GG after having two daughters and she'd taken up working out to get them back down to normal, but she'd lapsed in her routine and her breasts had swollen right back up again until she finally gave up. Maybe only one in fifty was actually fat, but they usually had horrible eating habits. White males tended to more pudginess, chubbier bodies or beer bellies. Fit white men had to work out regularly to have decent bodies.
"What were you looking to tone up?"
"Mostly my stomach. Your wife has a great belly."
"She sure does. Let's do some sit-ups then," said Leon. "There are some mats." Corinne followed him to a matt and laid down on her back. "Let's see how many you can do," he said. She put her hands behind her head and raised herself up. "That's all wrong. You need to keep your legs down."
Corinne lowered herself back down as Leon kneeled at her feet and held her legs down. She looked down her body at the huge black man. She raised herself back up with more difficulty this time. When she went back down, her legs wanted to open so that she could lift her hips up while she looked at Leon.
He nodded for her to keep going. She managed several more.
"Let me show you some more, then I need to go shower." Leon gave her some instruction on more types of abdominal exercises. He showed her crunches, jackknife sit-ups, and V-ups while laying on her stomach. She was sweating and breathing heavily when she rose to her feet. Corinne looked up. The room was mirrored. Leon was behind her. His hand came around her side and covered her stomach. "Do you feel it?" Her belly fluttered. She could see his huge black hand covering the white skin of her belly.
His palm centered over her navel. The contrast was exciting... sexy! "Do you feel it?"
"What?" she asked, her heavy breathing was no longer just from her workout.
"The soreness in your muscles."
"YES!" she hissed, his hand rising up her belly. His fingers pushed into her flesh, right over the areas in her stomach that had gotten the most exercise.
"Great, then it's working," he said, removing his hand. "I need to get ready for today's meeting. See you in the conference room."
"See you then, boss," she said, looking at her stomach's reflection in the mirror. She missed his hand touching her there. Her eyes moved up the mirror watching Leon exit the room. "Wow!" she said, looking at her reflection in disbelief as the truth hit her. She was physically attracted to her boss!
Corinne Cox, a white woman from Coxville County, had a crush on a black man.
Corinne toweled the sweat off her young body. A grin spread across her face. She was sexually attracted to a black man! She'd never cheat on Simon nor would she ever betray Tonja's friendship by fooling around with her husband, but if she and Leon were both single... Well, she still probably wouldn't do anything about her crush, but then again, maybe? Best of all, it meant that she was better than all those uptight racist hicks back home.
She was still grinning as she walked back through the lobby to the elevator. It was more crowded, and more men were staring at her. Let them stare she thought. She'd never actually have sex with Leon or any black man for that matter, but that didn't mean she couldn't fantasize a little.
Five minutes later, Corinne was laying on her bed nude. "LEON!" she cried, as the little pink vibrating penis did its job and got her off. She smiled, slowly withdrawing her toy. Corinne cleaned it off and hid it back in her suitcase before slipping into the shower. An hour later, a relaxed and satisfied Corinne strolled into the conference room basking in the glow of every male eye turning towards the gorgeous blonde.
That evening was her and Leon's dinner night. They laughed and chatted, mostly about the upcoming football season while sipping red wine. Corinne sat back, staring at her boss. He'd lost the jacket and looked handsome in just the shirt and tie. His sleeves were rolled up as he dug into his steak. She was in heels, a short black skirt, and a white blouse. The top buttons were open down to the top of her cleavage. She kept catching his eyes flicker down to the tops of her breasts and the attention had her nipples hard again. She was already planning a second session of the day with her vibrator. She'd have to remember to thank Tonja the next time they got together for suggesting that she get a toy. It was doing a good job keeping her needs satisfied.
Leon paid and then handed Corinne the receipt as she handed the expense account. They rode the elevator up to their floor together and got out. Their rooms were right next to each other. Leon's was first. He stopped and slipped his keycard in, pushing his door open. "Oh, I forgot to mention," he said as Corinne was opening the door to her room. "Tonja wants to have you and Simon over on Sunday for a Labor Day barbecue."
"Sounds great," she replied, thinking about her fiancé. He'd go, but reluctantly. He didn't care for Leon too much. They were polite around each other but simply didn't have anything in common. Simon had no sports knowledge at all and felt like a third wheel listening to the Johnson's and his wife discuss football.
"And Corinne, take the weekend off. Let the calls go to voice mail and don't look at your emails. We all need some downtime. I'm going to spend some time with my wife and get a game of golf in."
"I will. Thank you, sir."
"Good and none of that sir, shit." He entered his room and shut the door.
Corinne sighed when she shut her own door. No conference next week meant she'd actually have a four-day weekend. Unfortunately, hospitals didn't shut down on holidays and except for Sunday when Simon was off, she'd be alone. She walked over to her suitcase. Alone time for her wasn't a rare treat.
She was alone three nights a week in a hotel room and usually another three nights at home. Well, not exactly alone. "I have you to keep me company," she said, smiling as she pulled the vibrator out of her suitcase, feeling naughty that she was going to use it twice in one day.
She tossed it on the bed, slowly unbuttoning her blouse as she walked towards her balcony. She pulled the curtains open as she let her blouse fall to the floor. "Beautiful," she whispered, unzipping her skirt.
She could see her underwear-clad reflection in the sliding glass door, but past that was the illuminated
skyline of Dallas. She felt naughty, stripping all the way down and standing there nude, looking down on the city.
The rooms were close and the balconies were all connected, separated by a metal railing. She could see Leon's balcony, two chairs and a small table all lit by light shining from his room. If he stepped out for a breath of fresh air, he'd see her nude body through the glass door. The thought had her hard nipples throbbing. She turned her head and glanced at the little pink vibrator waiting for her. The thing had turned out to be worth every penny Tonja had paid for it.
Despite being turned on by her fantasy, Corinne really didn't want Leon catching her nude. She switched the lights off and climbed on the king bed. Her bathroom light was on and she could still see her voluptuous figure as she opened her legs and slowly brought her dildo down between her thighs. She liked working it in and out a bit before burying it and switching the vibrator on. She moaned working the lifelike head in. Corinne raised her hips into it as she slowly moved her pink dildo deeper and deeper until it was its full five and ¾ inches. She switched the vibrator on low and removed her hands so she could squeeze her hard-throbbing nipples. Corrine sucked her lower lip in as she felt the orgasm growing. She smiled lustfully glancing out at the lit skyscrapers and at the dark form leaning over and staring at her from outside. "Leon," she moaned. "Come fuck me."
Leon heard her. He was big enough he easily stepped over the railing onto her balcony. The sliding glass door slid open. "Come fuck me," she begged, moving her hands down and grabbing the dildo. She could see him now, bare-chested, his sweat pants tenting out with an obscene erection. He pushed them down, a dark black cock rising up between his legs. He was huge, massive, gigantic. It was an eight-inch-thick black log that dwarfed Simon's meager pale penis. "Fuck me!"
Leon climbed on the bed. She opened her legs moving the dildo faster. He pushed the huge dark cock down between her legs. "Baby, you gotta body built for big black cock," he growled, pushing the head inside her.
The orgasm broke. Corinne's hips bucked. She tried to push the dildo deeper, her finger hitting the switch setting the vibrator on the highest setting. She screamed, shutting her mouth when she realized how loud she was. The waves of pleasure kept coming from her womb and might have kept coming except that she felt she couldn't take any more. "Wow!" she gasped smiling. That was amazing.
Corrine rested a few minutes, still breathing heavily before she forced herself to get up and clean the dildo off. Yep, worth every penny, she thought running faucet water over it. And if fantasizing about Leon made her orgasms bigger, she'd be fantasizing about Leon every time she used it.
Corinne slipped the dildo into her hiding spot in her suitcase and pulled out her sleeping tee shirt. It hugged her buxom form, stopping just under her lower ass cheeks. She stretched, feeling more satisfied and relaxed then she had in a long time. She looked out at the balcony and the skyline again, deciding to step outside for a breath of air.
It was a bad idea. The Texas air in August was hot and stifling even this late in the evening. It seemed to suck her breath away and the humidity instantly had the tee-shirt damp and clinging even more tightly to her body. Still, she wanted to glance out over the city. She moved out to the railing, noticing movement out of the corner of her eye from Leon's room. Curious, she glanced over at his sliding glass
door. She could see his bathroom door and there was movement inside and steam from a hot shower coming out.
Corinne inched over to the railing separating their balconies, gasping in disbelief when Leon Johnson emerged from his bathroom. He was naked and still wet enough his dark black skin was glistening in the well-lit room. His entire muscular body was glorious, but it was his penis that she couldn't take her eyes off. Her own imagination had been limited to making it a fat eight inches for it was much much bigger. If that monster was what Tonja was used to, suddenly, the giant black dildo made sense to Corinne. "I don't believe it," she hissed, not wanting to, but closing her eyes to wipe away the illusion. It was still there and just as massive when she reopened them.
Leon's penis, no his cock looked to be pushing a foot long. It was plump and risen up slightly off his thighs. She whimpered as Leon's hand came down and squeezed the head, tugging on it several times as he stood beside his suitcase. When he released it, his cock was sticking straight out. It was over a foot long, maybe closer to fourteen inches and now that it was sticking out, she could see his testicles. His balls were like small black oranges. Leon pulled a vial out of his suitcase and squirted the fluid inside along the length of his shaft like he was squirting ketchup onto a kielbasa. He replaced the vial in his suitcase, returning his hand to his huge cock and stroking along the length of it, rubbing the liquid into his shaft.
"Oh fuck," she whispered, "He's going to masturbate."
This time when he released his shaft, his cock was angled upwards. He climbed onto the bed and laid down, his upper torso disappearing from her sight, but his crotch and legs were still visible. She moved closer, leaning over his railing. Her tee-shirt rose above her ass cheeks, a hot breeze cooling the fresh moisture between her thighs. She could make out a dark black plum-sized head to his cock and his shaft, but she wished she could get a closer view. She wished she was sitting in the room, leaning close enough to see every bump and vein on the dark black monstrosity. His hand moved, stroking his shaft, picking up speed. His hand was too big and moving too fast, it was blocking her view of his cock. Corinne's hand found its way between her legs, fingering her wet pussy as she watched him jerk off.
Corinne still couldn't believe her eyes. She pinched her arm with her free hand, but she didn't wake up from a fantasy. This was real. Napoleon Johnson had a cock as big as a baby's arm. Not only that, but he had stamina. She'd been watching him masturbate for at least twenty minutes. The rhythmic pumping of his fist was slowing and speeding up, becoming more erratic. His fist stopped near the head, lowering down to the base and the first blast of cum exploded from the end. His ejaculate was even more unreal than the size of his cock. It reminded her of a family road trip back when she was a child to Yellowstone and watching old faithful erupt. There was a large spurt of white that contained more semen then Simon had ever ejaculated during their entire relationship. As it fell, there was another spurt of white even larger than the first. It shot up from the huge cock head at least eight inches. The cock twitched launching its largest wad yet into the sky some seven inches from the head. More geysers of white erupted from the head, each rising a little less high until the final discharge when Leon ran his fist up his shaft milking another blast of seed six inches high that totally shamed her fiancé's own virility.
Leon let go and his massive cock fell to his stomach, spent semen splattering up from the impact.
Corinne kept fingering herself, breathing heavily and staring into the room. She was both aroused and disgusted. Leon's cock was the manliest most exciting thing she'd ever seen, but she hated even getting
a drop of Simon's sticky runny semen on her let alone his entire teaspoon-sized load. Leon must leave poor Tonja and complete mess when they had sex. She liked Simon wearing condoms as it met no sticky mess to clean up. The tiny receptacle on the end of one of Simon's rubbers couldn't have contained Leon's voluminous load. Hell, the black man's seed would have turned the entire rubber into a water balloon.
Corinne ducked back when Leon climbed off his bed. His cock fell down, sticking out, but angled down, bobbing before him as he returned to the bathroom. She watched some movements from inside that suggested he was wiping himself off with tissues and then a wet washcloth. He switched the light off and emerged from the restroom. His cock was dangling now, still plump and nearly a foot long, it swung back and forth from thigh to thigh with each step he took. Her boss climbed back on the bed and Corrine ducked back as the light switched off.
She turned zombielike, opening the sliding glass door and pulling off her damp tee shirt as she walked through the room. She pulled her vibrator out from her suitcase and was soon laying on her bed again, working it in and out of her soaked pussy with the vibrator set to the maximum setting.
This time it was Corrine stepping onto Leon's balcony. His sliding glass door was unlocked. He looked at her in surprise but didn't stop masturbating his huge cock while staring lustfully at her nude body. "Let me do that for you," she whispered, kneeling between his legs. She took over, her smaller white hand gliding along the huge shaft. She watched the head swell up, cumming just as the first geyser of semen shot into the sky. She came again as she bent the cock towards her, covering her tits with his hot seed.
"God, I want this thing," she said, rising up and quickly straddling him. She bent the head between her legs, a jet of semen coating her pussy lips as she lowered herself over the head. "I need this thing," she moaned, lowering herself over the shaft. "I love this cock," she screamed sinking into his lap. Corinne leaned forwards, marveling at how sexy her white hands looked against the black skin of his muscular chest. She ground her pussy into the base of his cock wanting it to go deeper even though she'd taken the entirety of the monster cock. Why wouldn't it go deeper? She cried in frustration even as she continued coming over his huge cock.
Corinne opened her eyes. Her hands were between her legs, holding the vibrator as deep as it would go.
Her hip was continuously bucking upwards as she enjoyed one long continuous orgasm. It was too much and she tried to pull the pink dildo out, but she'd almost pushed it in too far. She shoved it in past the base of the fake shaft until the battery casing was inside her. She forced her vaginal muscles to squeeze the vibrating pink cock and force enough out that she could grasp the end and pull it out. She finally quit coming when it left her pussy and she dropped it on her belly. The little pink dildo vibrated wildly, moving around on her stomach.
Breathing heavily, Corinne picked it up and switched it off. She examined the pink lifelike model of a penis that suddenly looked inadequate to her.
**********
"Two hundred dollars," she muttered, shaking her head. She had the money now and her birthday was coming up. Corinne often bought herself a present. "What if Simon finds it?" she asked, picturing her fiancé turning as pale as a ghost, pulling a 14" black dildo out from under her pillow. She giggled. She
moved her finger down and pressed the "add to cart" button. She'd just have to hide it really well.
Maybe with her female supplies?
Tonja's black dildo, The Long Dong, had been the closest thing to the monster appendage that she'd seen Leon masturbating. Luckily, she remembered the name as it was only sold through some famous porn star's website. Corinne felt a fluttering in her stomach staring at the muscular black man with the 14" cock sticking out from between his legs. The Long Dong was made from a mold of that huge cock.
Corinne wanted a duplicate of Tonja's dildo, the closest thing to Tonja's husband's cock she could find and that was, The Long Dong Deluxe, which came with multiple settings and even heated up while in use to seem more lifelike. She'd decided it wasn't so much the erect pink dildo she'd been enjoying, but the vibrations. She wanted vibrations. Not only did The Long Dong Deluxe had multiple vibration settings, it had "wiggle" which made the entire shaft undulate, but it also had "The spurt" which caused the head to buck up repeatedly like it was ejaculating. She'd never take the whole thing or even half of it for that matter, but she planned on having fun trying to see how much of it she could take.
She couldn't wait to try it out, but unfortunately, it looked like it might take a while to ship to her. She'd hoped to try it out Labor Day weekend after seeing Napoleon out by the pool in just his tight swim trunks.
When the Johnson's Labor Day Barbecue rolled around, Napoleon's swimsuit-clad body was exactly what she was staring at from behind her sunglasses as she laid out sunbathing beside Tonja. Simon was looking out of place and absolutely miserable trying to fit in while standing beside Leon at the grill as he flipped burgers and talked sports with some ex-player friends of his. They were all big muscular men, black and white, some were developing guts and balding. Most were sexy and fit, but none were packing the coiled up bulge in their pants, that Leon had. They were all gathered around Leon, talking and laughing and they all seemed to look up to him. It wasn't that he was hosting the party either, he was naturally a dominant presence, commanding any room he was in.



The ex-jocks mostly had hot wives too, some current or former models. One's girlfriend was an ex-stripper with giant fake tits that rivaled Corinne's natural ones. Some had gained weight with age and childbirth, but most still had amazing figures and showed them off in tiny bikinis. Simon was glancing around at all the women especially the former stripper whose bikini top only covered a third of her enormous breasts, but his eyes kept flickering back her way, but not to look at his hot fiancé, he was checking out Tonja. She knew he had a thing for navels since he loved kissing her on the belly.
"Simon can't take his eyes off you," said Corinne jealously.
"It's the bikini," answered the black woman.
"If you can call some strings and triangles a bikini."
Tonja laughed and rolled over on her stomach. "If you got it, flaunt it," she said, resting her head on her arms. "Is he staring at my ass?"
"As soon as you rolled over." Corrine glanced at the small white man staring at Tonja's bare ass sticking out of her thong, but her eyes kept going to Tonja's husband. Leon was standing sideways, his huge bulge tenting out the swim trunks. How does he even fit that thing in his pants? Is it coiled up? What would he do if he got aroused right now?
"You certainly got it, Cee Cee, you should be flaunting it too. You're not hiding that killer body in that one piece. Every man here has checked you out multiple times. Why not show off some more skin?"
Corinne nodded. It was true about the male guests and some had even hit on her, snorting derisively when she told them she was engaged and pointed towards Simon. He was the smallest man there and the only one not showing off his chest. Simon was wearing a plain white tee shirt even when in the pool.
"Simon would love it," she sighed.
"It would make a great wedding present," said Tonja raising her head off her arms and wagging her eyebrows at Corinne.
"You just want to pick one out for me," said Corinne, knowing how her friend's shopping and fashion-obsessed mind worked.
"Do it. Do it. Do it."
Corinne paused in thought. She had a tan now and she liked how her face, arms, and legs looked, but her torso was still a pale white. "Simon would love it," she said again. "Alright then."
"YEAH!" Tonja leaped off her cot and Corinne got up, following the black woman into the house and upstairs. She stared at Tonja's firm brown rear end, cheeks flexing as she ascended the stairs. Knowing her black friend, the bikini she picked out for Corinne wouldn't have any material covering her ass either. "Where are you honeymooning?"
"Some island resort in the Caribbean."
"Hell honey, most island beaches are topless and almost all have a nude beach. You don't need a bikini."
Tonja pulled out her chair and fired up her laptop.
"I'm certainly not going topless or nude. Just something sexy, but modest." She looked over Tonja's shoulder. "What's a Wicked Weasel? They certainly don't seem modest."
"Relax Cee Cee. I know what I'm doing."
"That one's nice." Corinne glanced at the small bikini on the model. It was a rainbow pattern. "I like that one also."
"Blue polka dot, huh? I think it would suit you." Tonja pressed on the image and the model flipped around.
"Wait! It's a thong." The model's ass was bare except for a triangle of material rising up out of her cheeks. "Something more modest."
Tonja smiled devilishly. "They have a full bottom version, just no picture as thongs are more popular,"
she lied. "And you are, let's see, 36EE-27-36."
"Wow! My waist is a 24, but that was impressive."
"Really? Your boobs must stretch your clothes out. I'm rarely wrong." Tonja turned around in the swivel chair and placed her hands on Corinne's waist. Her swimsuit was stretched out by her bosom. "Damn girl. You'd make a fortune as a stripper." She spun back around in the chair. "One blue with white polka
dot bikini coming right up." Corinne was still hovering over her shoulder as Tonja typed in the measurements. "Oh, could you hand me the pills on the table by the bed?"
"Sure."
As soon as Corinne's back was turned, Tonja had to suppress a snort as she lowered the cup size down to a C. She hoped Corinne wouldn't try it on before she was on her honeymoon. Maybe by the end of two weeks walking around in next to nothing, she'd have loosened up enough that Tonja could buy her some really sexy clothes. Even if Corinne was a little mad at her, Simon would sure appreciate what she'd just done for him.
"Conceiviplex?"
"Yeah," said Tonja, taking the pill bottle. She unscrewed the top and plopped two pills in her mouth.
"We've been trying for over three years now and I hoped to have a baby by the time I was 35. I'm right between cycles right now, so fingers crossed."
"Good luck."
"Thanks. If nothing happens by the end of the year, we're going to get tested and maybe see about IVF.
Anyway, at least its fun trying. I doubt we will even bother getting dressed tomorrow."
"I'm jealous. I only get one night with Simon. The rest of the week, he's too tired or I'm at a seminar."
"Between my job and Leon's, I only get to see him maybe three times a week. We make up for it though.
The man can go all night long."
"And when you're on assignment?"
Tonja smiled, standing out of her chair. She pointed at her dresser drawer. "I take my substitute along and when we can, Leon and I will have phone sex. He needs to get off several times a day." Tonja laughed watching her friend blush. "This stuff embarrasses you, doesn't it?"
Corinne blushed even redder. "I've never known anyone so comfortable talking about sex."
"Well country girl, if you ever need some advice, you know who to come to."
They ran into Simon downstairs. "There you are," he said, looking sheepish and holding up his phone. "I just got called in."
"Crap," said Corinne, dejectedly. "We haven't even gotten to eat."
"Nonsense," said Tonja. "You're not going anywhere. You can stay in your normal room. Simon won't mind."
"Honestly, my scrubs are in the car and it's quicker to go straight to the hospital from here," said Simon.
"Thanks, Tonja." Simon stepped forward, kissing Corinne on the cheek. "Sorry honey," he apologized, stepping back and she caught him giving the black woman's taut belly another quick glance which made her think surprising him with a bikini had been the right choice.
"I'll take her home in the morning," said Tonja. Simon nodded and left.
"Sorry," said Corinne.
"Whatever for, Cee Cee?"
"It looks like you are going to have to get dressed tomorrow."
"Nah," said Tonja grinning, "I'll drive you home nude."
**********
Corinne was glad she stayed as she had a blast for the rest of the barbecue. They ate burgers and hotdogs, the beer and margaritas flowed freely. Leon set up a volleyball net in the pool and they played several games. Sadly, she had to admit she had more fun with Simon gone then if he had stayed. He would never have joined in a sports game and she would have had to keep him company while watching the others have fun.
The muscle-bound jock that had arrived with the ex-stripper challenged her to a game of billiards in the man cave. "How about we play strip billiards?" he asked.
"I'm wearing one piece of clothing!" she exclaimed.
"So am I," was his response. They were both wearing only their swimsuits. "So, if we were wearing more, you'd go for it?"
"Not on your life, mister." She bent over the table and shot the break. She lost badly and the ex-jock moved on.
She made the mistake of playing beer pong after that and by the end, she was swaying drunkenly. More men swooped in trying to make a move on her. At some point, she decided it was flattering and started flirting back, but still holding out her hand with the engagement ring on it to remind them she wasn't available. It got so bad, Leon had to come in and save her. "Mind if I borrow my favorite employee?" he told the group of guys. Leon put his arm around her shoulders and pulled her to his side, possessively.
Just like the first time they'd shook hands, she felt a static shock when their skin made contact. She glanced sideways at his muscular black chest and immediately her nipples blossomed out to full erection.
He kept his arm around her as he pulled her away from her admirers. "Thanks," she said.
"No problem," he answered, his eyes glanced down at her breasts, lingering longer than they normally did whenever he gave her breasts a glance. Her own heart skipped a beat when she snuck her own glance down at his crotch and found it was noticeably more swollen.
"Napoleon Johnson, that was rude of you," scolded Tonja coming up to them and wagging her finger at her husband.
"Where have you been and what the hell are you talking about?"
"I went to put something on," Tonja replied and Corinne snorted. The black woman had pulled on a sheer net body covering that clearly showed her body and the bikini she'd been wearing all day. If anything, the covering made her look even sexier. "And," continued Tonja when Corinne had stopped
laughing. "And Cee Cee.." Tonja put her arm around Corinne and hugged her body the same way Leon had just hugged her. "Is here as a friend and not as the favorite of your two employees."
Leon looked from his wife to the blonde woman. "My wife is right as always Corinne; I do consider you to be a dear friend. I apologize."
"I feel the same Leon," she replied. He opened his arms for a hug and they embraced. Her nipples pressed into his hard chest, pushing back into her boobs like they were pressed against a brick wall. His crotch pressed against her own pubic mound. She could feel it swell a little more. Instinct told her to hump into it, make it grow some more, but she fought off the urge until he broke the embrace. She turned to Tonja. "And you Tonja, I think of you as my best friend."
Now her breasts were pressing into Tonja's smaller, but still impressive rack, nipple to nipple. "I feel the same, sweetie," said the black woman, patting her back. They broke the embrace. "Looks like some people are leaving, we should go say goodbye."
"I'll start cleaning up," said Corinne, trying to be helpful.
"Nonsense," said Tonja. "You look like you can barely stand. Maybe you should head off to bed?"
Suddenly, the bed seemed like a very good idea. The sun had just about set. The moon was already out and brightening by the minute. "Yes, bed sounds great. So tired, can't keep my eyes open." She yawned and looked down, trying for another glance at Leon's crotch. It did look bigger, but it was also blurry and moving around in circles. She stared at it, willing it to stop moving.
"Do you need help getting to your room?" asked Tonja. "You just zoned out there for a moment."
"I'll be fine." The trip back to the house was harder than Corinne thought it would be. Not because she was drunk, but because three more men tried to make a last-ditch effort to get her to leave with them.
One told her she looked like she could use some coffee and he knew a great place close by. Another asked if she'd go to another party that was supposedly lasting all night, but he wanted her to meet him there because he had to drop his wife off at home first as the baby sitter had a curfew. The last just asked if she wanted to go back to his house. She turned them down and stumbled her way towards the screen door into Leon's man cave.
Corinne managed to make it upstairs. Her bladder felt like it was about to burst, so she took a long pee on the toilet before brushing her teeth with the Johnsons' supply of travel packs they kept for guests.
The bed looked awesome and she just fell on it, arms spread out. She was snoring within mere moments.
**********
Corinne woke up. Her mouth was open and so dry, she could barely close it. She was confused and knew she wasn't in her own bed then she remembered the barbecue and then the beer pong. "Ohhh," she groaned, rolling off her stomach to look at the alarm clock. How close to dawn was it? She wanted her own bed. She was surprised to see that it wasn't even midnight yet.
She needed some water and stumbled her way to the bathroom. She scooped up some water from the faucet and drank enough that she could close her mouth. She looked at herself in the mirror. If it were possible for Corinne Cox to look bad, the reflection looking back at her was it.
She needed more water and decided to go back downstairs to the man cave to get a bottle out of the refrigerator. Going downstairs was hard enough she regretted not just drinking more water from the faucet in the guest bathroom, but she made it and headed to the refrigerator.
The sliding glass door was still open, the screen pulled closed to keep the bugs out. She pulled out a bottle of water, feeling instantly better as she drained half of it while looking out to the pool. The moon was bright and reflecting off the pool water. As she walked closer to the door, she could make out Leon sitting on the edge of the pool. Tonja was standing in the water, her head bobbing between his legs. Her head moved up and Corinne got her second look at the huge black cock as the bulbous tip emerged from Tonja's mouth. Her view in the lit motel room had been much better, but this was somehow more sensual. Tonja seemed to be licking down his shaft which was now rising up on top of her head. Was she licking his balls? She licked back up and swallowed the tip again. Corinne had always thought of oral sex as somewhat disgusting, but watching Tonja work Leon's cock was erotic and sexy. Leon grabbed his wife's head and pulled her up and down his cock. "UNH!" he grunted loudly.
"Ass," whispered Corinne still engrossed in the scene playing out in front of her eyes. He didn't even warn his wife that he was about to cum. Tonja didn't look like she was complaining though. Leon released her head and fell back on the pool. She continued swallowing his cock, gulping his seed down.
Finally, she pulled back, lowering her head back to his balls. His cock was pointed over her shoulder, still spurting large streams of semen. "Yech!" she said, watching the semen land in the pool. How often did they do this? She'd swum in that pool many times.
Corinne was about to leave when Tonja lifted herself up the side of the pool and straddled her husband.
His cock was still hard as she slid her pussy up the shaft until the head could penetrate her. Corinne's black friend looked ecstatic as she pushed herself back into the shaft until she could sit up. Tonja started bouncing in Leon's lap just as he slowly returned to life from her blow job. His head rose up and he reached out to grab her breasts, kneading them and tugging on her nipples. Tonja cried out from what must have been a huge orgasm. She slowed down and Leon took over bucking his hips up into her pussy.
Corinne shook her head in disbelief at the erotic display playing out before her eyes. Tonja shuddered and collapsed forwards, falling on her husband. He grabbed her hips continuously thrusting up into her pussy. Simon couldn't have lasted anywhere near this long and at the pace, Leon was going, her fiancé would have squirted after only a few strokes. Leon was giving Tonja the full length of his huge cock too.
How could she take the whole thing? Where did it even go? Black women must be built differently, she decided.
Tonja rose back up only to throw her head back and cry out again. She rode him faster, harder. Leon grabbed her arms just as she shuddered again, her head temporarily flopping around like she'd passed out. Leon held her up, still fucking upwards. She came to her senses and laid down on his chest, giving her lover the most passionate kiss Corinne had ever seen. Tonja raised her head up off his lips and screamed. "Seed my pussy, stud! I want every drop." Tonja sat up, arching her back and crying out in another orgasm. Leon grunted loudly. His wife sat still on his cock, head hanging down, her body shuddering every few seconds. Finally, she leaned down and kissed him again before climbing off.
Corinne made ready to scurry towards the stairs, assuming they were heading for the man cave where she was, but instead, Tonja pulled Leon towards the outdoor shower. The married black couple embraced and kissed under the shower. Tonja grabbed his floppy cock and started stroking it while they kissed. Soon it was sticking straight out again. Simon could pull off having sex at night and again in the
morning after a good night's sleep, but he certainly wasn't capable of three erections within an hour.
Nor was there any sign of weakness in Leon's third steel hard erection.
Soon Tonja was screaming again as she was on all fours while Leon took her from behind. They were facing Corinne and she stared intently at the black Adonis rising up above Tonja's well-rounded black ass. Drops of water from the shower sparkled in the moonlight all over his black skin. Corinne's hand lowered, pulling aside the bottom of her bathing suit so that she could slip her fingers inside her wet pussy. "Put a baby in me, Leon," pleaded Tonja as Leon pulled her hips back into his cock and held it still while he pumped another load of semen into her after another twenty minutes of hard fucking.
"I need some water," gasped a panting Leon, spanking his wife affectionately on her rear end. He rose and headed towards the screen door. Tonja lowered her head to the ground, keeping her ass up and his sperm inside her. Corinne turned and hurried up the stairs to the main floor just as he came into the room.
She stripped off her suit in her bedroom and ended up finishing herself off with her fingers while picturing Leon rising up above her from between her legs.
The new black dildo couldn't get here fast enough.
**********
"Have a good day, sweetie," said Tonja, giving Corinne a side kiss as she dropped Corinne off at her apartment in Baltimore. Tonja had showered, but she looked exhausted and Corinne well knew why.
Even after their poolside sex sessions, Leon and Tonja's sexual antics had woken Corinne up several times that night and again in the morning just before Tonja had knocked on her bedroom door and said she'd give her a ride home after she took a quick shower. "You look bushed, maybe you should try taking a nap?"
"Thanks," said Corinne yawning, "Maybe I will." Clearly, Corinne had gotten as little sleep as Tonja had, Tonja just had more fun not sleeping.
Corinne came home to an empty house. She made herself some oatmeal before deciding a nap sounded great. She woke up four hours later. Normally, a day off to herself sounded wonderful, but she was lonely and bored. She grew horny constantly thinking about the erotic scene that had played out before her eyes last night. She laid down in the bed and used her dildo, but her usually reliable toy failed to get her off. Nor was Simon up for sex by the time he stumbled in exhausted around midnight and collapsed on the bed. He was dead asleep when she left for work the next morning.
She found herself bored in the office. Leon decided not to come in that day. Tonja had a photoshoot that week and needed to catch a late flight at Baltimore International. Leon decided to spend the day with her and drive her to the airport later. Rose wasn't much of a talker and she was busy printing out some workbooks for this week's seminar.
Corinne was in a grouchy mood when she got home. She perked up a little when she saw Simon was still there, but her mood turned grumpy again when he started quickly throwing his scrubs on. "A package came for you today, hon," he yelled out for her. And just like that, she perked up now glad that he was leaving. She glanced at the elongated package and suddenly felt embarrassed that her future husband
might guess she'd bought a giant black vibrator modeled after some porn star's monster cock. "What'd ya get?" He asked, coming up behind her and kissing her neck.



He startled her and she jumped a little. "Uh... just something I need... for work," she said, feeling her cheeks turning red as she blushed. She relaxed knowing that the package was too long for him to suspect it was a new sex toy and one that might hopefully quench her growing sexual frustration.
"Well, I'll see you when I can," he said.
"Yeah, bye," she said, her eyes running up and down the length of the package. She felt a little foolish spending $200 dollars on a 14" black vibrator that clearly was too big for her, but she was going to try.
She opened the box, trembling a little as inch after inch of the monster was revealed. The back of the box showed the porn star whose cock the dildo was molded after. He was nude, legs spread apart, his huge plump cock dangling down between his thick thighs. He wasn't handsome and had an angry sneer on his face with some sort of black skull cap covering his head. A large gold chain hung around his neck.
The rest of him was pure black Adonis with muscles to rival Leon's. Surrounding his image were X-rated pictures of him with various female adult film actresses all sucking or fucking his huge cock.
Corinne opened the top of the box. Her new dildo was annoyingly tied to a cardboard backing with twist ties holding it in place. She didn't even bother untying them, just grabbing nearby nail clippers and clipped all the ties until she could pull the actual dildo out. "Jesus," she whispered, hefting it. The thing was ultra-realistic. There was a darker vein running along the bottom and every ridge and bump on the real actor's cock seemed to have been captured perfectly on the fake version. The head was as big as a plum and around three inches long. She ran her hands down the shaft and flipped it over to the bottom.
"For two hundred bucks it better come with batteries," she muttered. Corinne moved the switch to the first setting almost dropping the shaft when the fake cock began to vibrate. She giggled and tried the next setting, the vibrations quadrupled, the plastic shaft shaking violently. "Oh my," she gasped, flicking over to the third setting. The cock trembled slightly, about a third of it raised and lowered repeatedly.
This was the ejaculation setting. The last button seemed similar to the first with just mild vibrations.
Corinne leaned over and looked at the back of the box. Apparently, the final setting ran through all three of the previous settings. She switched the dildo off. "Well, no time like the present," said Corinne, standing up and opening her blouse. Her hands were trembling slightly trying to undo the buttons. She sighed as she pulled her bra off over her head. Her nipples were in their semi-normal rock-hard state and rubbing on the cups. The cool air from the A/C felt good on the hard nubs which soon had little bumps rising up all around her areola.
Soon she was naked and carrying her new toy towards her and Simon's bed. The thought occurred to her that it might be a good idea to warm up with something more familiar before trying out her new oversized dildo. She stopped off at her dresser and opened her socks and underwear drawer. Her pink dildo was hidden inside a sock. That method of hiding it wouldn't work for the new model unless she bought some knee-high stockings.
Corinne laid on her bed and turned pinky on. She frowned when it occurred to her that this bed had been seeing more action with pinky then with Simon's penis lately. She pressed the head between her vaginal lips to allow the vibrations to get her juices flowing, but the head slipped easily in. Her pussy was
already soaked in anticipation. She pushed pinky all the way in, smiling at the sensations before she flicked it off and slowly pulled it out.
Corinne hefted and stared with some trepidation at the Long Dong. She could never take this thing!
What a waste of money. She brought it down to her blonde pubes and placed the base against her mound. Her petite white hand didn't even wrap around the entire shaft. The image of Leon jerking his cock off while she spied on him came to mind. She giggled and lifted it up so that she could switch it over to spurt mode. She held the bottom to her mound so that it looked like she had a big black cock while watching the head jerk and imagining large wads of semen were shooting out from the head each time it moved. She switched it back off.
She'd caught Simon jerking off once and though he'd been embarrassed, she'd found it kind of fascinating. His entire penis virtually disappeared in his hand. He'd gone limp with the shame of being caught, but it hardened the moment she pulled her tee-shirt up over her braless breasts. He came less than a minute later, squeezing a few drops of watery semen from the tip. Staring wide-eyed at her boobs.
Corinne grabbed pinky and held it on her pubic mound next to the Long Dong. If the big black dildo had been hollow, the little pink one could have slipped right inside with room to spare and she could have pushed almost two more in it before bottoming out. There was simply no comparison between them.
"Pathetic," she said, staring at the pink one despite it having done a pretty good job satisfying her needs over the last months. She tossed it aside.
Finally, she was ready, turning the black shaft around and aiming the thick head between her legs. She had to open them wider than she was used to as she guided the head up to her pussy lips. She grabbed the shaft with both hands and pushed it in. "OOHH!" she squealed in surprise as the head pushed her lips in before they spread open, embracing the plastic head as it slipped in. "That's big," she gasped. She worked it around, letting it lubricate before working it deeper and deeper. Her body was reacting to the large intruder. She was lifting her hips up into it each time she tried to push more in and her legs were opening even wider. The head probed past pinky's 5 3/4" penetration depth and kept going. Tremors were erupting around it that felt as good as small orgasms. Corrine moaned in contentment. This thing was already better than pinky. "So full," she whimpered at the Long Dong reached the eight-inch mark and came to rest on her cervix. She moaned, this time in frustration, as she tried to push it even deeper, but it was like beating a brick wall.
She relaxed and released the shaft, breathing heavily as she let her body get used to the large dildo. It didn't take much. It wasn't hurting her or anything and it was stimulating areas inside her that had never ever been stimulated. She growled in frustration grabbing the shaft and trying to force more in wanting more. Tonja had taken every inch of Leon's 14" black cock and the women on the back on the Long Dong's box didn't seem to have any trouble getting it down their throats or buried to the root in their vaginas, but then, of course, they were porn stars. Nothing she tried could make her cervix yield and pushing too hard against it was painful.
Corrine gave up and with half a foot of dildo still sticking out of her. She reached down the shaft and switched it over to the fourth setting. "JESUS!" she cried so loudly; she feared the next apartment might have heard her. She slapped her hand over her mouth in surprise at how fast she'd just orgasmed when the fake cock came alive. She wasn't ready to stop just yet and let it keep going. Her hips bucked up off
the bed and she came again. She collapsed back down in the bed, gasping for air and ready to turn it off, but before she could reach down and switch it off, the setting increased to hard vibrate. "FUCKME!
FUCK ME!" she squealed loudly, not caring anymore if the neighbors could hear her. She'd never cum that hard before. The black dildo was unrelenting and she felt another orgasm growing. Her entire body was writhing in ecstasy on the bed. Her nipples were aching for attention. She grabbed the swollen nubs, pinching and tugging on them. Her pending fourth orgasm was building in intensity. Just as it was about to burst, the dildo switched over to spurt mode. "YYEESS!!" she screamed, creaming hard over the lifelike black cock as it continued to act like it was filling her pussy with seed. "OHMYGOD!" Another orgasm rocked her body on the heels of the last one. Corinne quickly yanked it out not sure if she could handle another orgasm that large. She switched the dildo off and laid on her back panting for twenty minutes waiting for her strength to return.
Corinne's hands were shaking and she was covered in sweat, still dazed as she got up and returned to her dresser, finding a silk slip to pull on over her head. It hugged her curves sexily. Corinne grabbed pinky and was headed towards the sink to clean it off, but instead, she raised it up and stared at it for a minute. Instead of cleaning it off, she slipped it back into the sock she hid it in, but instead of returning it to the dresser, she dropped the full sock in the bottom of a trash bag. She carried the trash bag back over to the table and added the Long Dong's packaging to the trash bag pushing it to the bottom. A slip of paper fell out with a QR code on it. She set it aside while she dropped a shopping bag filled with trash on top of the packaging. She'd pile some more trash on it later so that Simon wouldn't find it.
The Long Dong wouldn't fit in the bathroom sink so she ended up cleaning it off under the shower. The head was facing towards her as she ran her hand up and down the shaft under the shower. She pictured Leon standing in the shower staring down at her approvingly as she jerked off his huge cock. Satisfied it was clean, she dried it off with a towel. Corinne found a plastic shopping bag and wrapped the large dildo up in it to help hide it. She pulled some socks out of the way and shoved her new toy in the back of the dresser hidden behind her socks and panties, closing it up, satisfied it was well hidden unless Simon decided to snoop around in her clothes.
Corinne fixed herself something to eat and examined the sheet with the QR code on it. Apparently, the Long Dong came with a free movie download. She retrieved her tablet and scanned the code, eating a salad while the movie downloaded. It was finished downloading when she got back from the bathroom after having cleaned up her dinner.
"What the hell," she said, taking her tablet and sliding under the sheets on her bed. She'd been planning on watching a movie anyway.
Cheesy music started when she hit play. She'd seen some adult films before and they all seemed to have cheesy music. "Not watching all this tonight," she muttered, seeing that the bar on the bottom went to six hours longs. The movie was "The Best of Lorenzo "Long Dong" Doyle." It was a compilation of scenes from dozens of his movies.
Corinne gasped along with the porn actress that was pulling down a pair of sweat pants when LD's cock first appeared. It was swollen and rising. "That is one big black cock," said the blonde, grabbing the shaft and stroking him to full erection. The first scene hadn't had any setup going straight to a sex scene. It was just a blonde wearing a bikini and kneeling before a pair of pants. She looked closely at the huge
cock. It was amazing how closely her new dildo resembled the cock it was molded from. She had the urge to go get it out of her dresser and compare the two, but she resisted it.
The actress started sucking his cock. She clearly wasn't used to the monster and was having difficulty getting past the head. She slobbered all over it and started using her hands to jerk it off into her mouth.
The camera panned back and showed LD for the first time. He reached down and pulled a tee-shirt up and off his chest. The girl looked up, raising a hand and running it along his hard stomach while he reached down and untied her bikini top. Her tits were as big as Corinne's but fake. She sat up and wrapped her breasts around his cock, licking around the tip as she bounced her breast flesh over the shaft. She sat back down and just started jerking him off furiously, aiming the head at her open mouth, tongue extended. When he came, his first blast of semen surprised her and not only shot across her tongue but entirely covered most of her face. She fell back in surprise unable to see, the next blast showering her tits with sperm. LD's cock continued cumming large amounts of ejaculate. For the last few, he placed his hand on her head and guided her mouth back down towards the head of his cock. She resisted a little, but soon her lips were wrapped around the tip and she was gulping the last of his seed down as greedily as a nursing baby.
Corinne was squirming a little under the covers. "Wow," she said. Her nipples were aching and trying to pierce through her silk shift. She glanced over at her dresser. Was she really considering another round with her new toy? Why had watching an oral sex scene made her horny? She found oral sex disgusting.
She found semen disgusting and the sheer volume that Long Dong Doyle had just put out, a volume that matched Leon's, was repulsive. Covering that poor girl's face and breasts with that vile fluid! And then making her swallow more! Still, she glanced at her dresser again.
Corinne hit pause and a few minutes later, the shift was on the floor and she was laying nude on her bed with the dildo beside her. The next scene was absolutely amazing. LD was playing an executive sitting behind a desk when one of his female employees came in for a meeting. She was up for a promotion and it was between her and another woman. LD told her that whoever got the job would be working very closely with him. He stood, undid his pants and pulled them down under his boxers before sitting back down. The girl said she was more than willing to work very closely with her boss. Like the first scene, she was soon on her knees and pulling his huge cock out of the boxers. She didn't look as surprised as the first woman, but the glance she gave his cock was so lustful it bordered on worship. She clearly knew her way around this cock. She was soon bobbing her head over more than half LD's big black cock. "Leon," whispered Corinne, picturing herself kneeling between the legs of her black boss.
She reached for the dildo and opened her legs. "Mmmmm," she whimpered as the soft vibrations started. Suddenly, the female actress was nude and laying on the table with her legs spread while LD
licked and inserted his fingers in her wet pussy. "Cumming," moaned Corinne just before the dildo switched to hard vibrations. LD stood and guided his huge cock into the actress on his desk. Corinne whined constantly watching as inch after inch of black cock disappeared into the actress. LD started fucking her when he was balls deep. Corinne grabbed the base and once again tried to get more of the dildo inside her, but it still wouldn't budge beyond eight inches. She screamed along with the actress's own orgasm. "Oh god!" cried Corinne as the dildo switched over to ejaculation mode and started bucking inside her. Lorenzo Doyle grunted loudly, pulling out of the actress. His cock was already shooting. Freed, it sprang up shooting long strands of semen from her belly button to her chin. By the time he was finished, semen was dripping off her chin, running down her breasts, and pooling on her belly. There also seemed to be a steady trickle pouring from between her legs.
Corinne switched the dildo off and pulled it out. She laid there gasping trying to catch her breath while the next scene played. LD was dressed as a cop and making a drunk redhead walk a straight line. He told her he was going to need her to blow into a breathalyzer and soon enough, she was on her knees. "How about I blow into this instead?" She pulled out his black cock and was soon sucking close to two thirds down her throat. Corrine was still breathing heavily and her heart was racing as LD lifted the actress onto the cop car, held her legs open and started pounding her with his cock. The actress took the whole thing and seemed to love every inch. She reached over and turned the movie off.
Corinne slowly climbed out of bed, rinsed her dildo off and hid it back in the dresser after washing it under the shower. The orgasms had exhausted her and she fell asleep the moment her head hit the pillow.
**********
"Coxville isn't exactly progressive when it comes to race relations." Leon swung around in his chair.
"You'd have no problems working for a black man?"
"No sir," said Corinne. She stood and walked towards him. "I've always wanted to work very closely with a black man." She fell to her knees. Leon grinned down at her as she fished his cock out. "I don't even do this for my fiancé," she told him before lowering her head and taking his cock into her mouth.
**********
Corinne woke with a start, her alarm going off. "Nooo," she whimpered, hitting snooze. She fell back asleep, but the dream didn't pick back up. She woke up at the next alarm and turned it off. Instead of heading for the shower, Corinne found herself pulling the Long Dong out of her dresser and climbing back into bed. She went for the long setting again, closing her eyes and picturing Leon fucking her on his desk during her interview. Four orgasms later, she pulled her new toy out and ran for the shower hurrying, so she wouldn't be late for work.
That day, she stared all dreamy-eyed at her boss for most of the day. Tonja came in and went to lunch with Corinne as Leon had a conference call. After lunch, Tonja and Leon left to go meet some friends and decided to let Rose and Corinne take off early also. She was thrilled to catch Simon home and catch up for a couple of hours before he left for work. The second he was out the door, she locked it and was pulling the Long Dong out of the dresser. That night played out a little similar to the previous night. She stripped out of her work clothes and laid down on the bed. She closed her eyes and pushed the dildo in, turning it back to the max setting. She was lowering herself down on Leon's cock. They were gazing into each other's eyes before she leaned down to kiss him. Like the porn actresses, she was taking the entire thing and loving every inch of it. She came twice before it switched to hard vibrate. She was leaning over the balcony of a hotel room, looking down at the Chicago skyline while Leon pounded her from behind.
"I love it! I love it!" she cried out over the city, cumming hard just as it switched to spurt. "Love black cock." She came again and again, picturing Leon filling her womb with his sperm before leaning down and hugging her, their faces turning so that they could kiss.
Corinne pulled the Long Dong out of her and smiled at it. Worth every penny, she thought, and probably better than the real thing since there was no messy semen to deal with. "I think I'll rechristen you though. From now on, you are the Leon Dong." She cleaned it off and placed it back in the dresser only to pull it back out after dinner when she started playing LD's movie again.
LD was giving it hard to the woman on the police car. She was screaming and squeezing her tits. Corinne was watching in fascination, holding her breath as he pulled his wet cock out. But, he wasn't cumming just yet. He pushed back on her thighs. Her vaginal lips were splayed open from the hard fucking. Soon, her pussy was facing up and her sphincter was visible. "No way," said Corinne, staring in disgusted fascination as LD pushed the black golf ball sized head of his cock up to the actresses rosebud and began to push it into her ass. "No fucking way," she stuttered as the sphincter began opening up and LD's cock head pushed into her ass. The woman whimpered but appeared to have done this before. Corinne came hard as the Leon Dong trembling in her pussy switched over to hard vibrate.
Corinne was still shaking her head in disbelief at the anal scene playing out on the screen even as the actress was squealing, "Ooo officer, fuck my ass." Corinne sat up and reached down the vibrating shaft sticking out between her thighs. She switched it off and pulled it out.



"What the fuck are you doing, Corinne," she said to herself, raising her legs up so that her sphincter raised. She held the shaft of the dildo and placed the head against her anus. "Jesus," she gasped, pressing the head of the Leon Dong against her sphincter. She pushed hard, but her butt hole was unyielding. She spread her legs and reached down, grabbing the shaft with both hands and pulling it hard. Finally, her sphincter began to yield. "OW! Fuck no," she growled but didn't stop. "UNNHH!!" The head pushed inside. "Fuck that hurts," she muttered, releasing the shaft and laying back gasping. She watched the anal scene, relaxing, but still panting, as her ass slowly grew accustomed to the fat head of her vibrator. She sat up again and switched it on, letting out a squeal, as her toy started vibrating in her butt. LD was pulling his cock out and resting it against the actress's pussy. Damn, his cock was perfect. It was swollen and slick with their fuck juices. Her finger found her aroused clit and teased it while the Leon Dong in her ass vibrated. LD's cock bucked and shot a voluminous wad of white semen from the woman's face down to her belly. It reared again and another large load shot out, this one fanning out across her body. Another spasm and another. Each ropey strand of semen reaching a little less far until it was just pouring out of the head onto her belly. His cock was still moving along with his pulse, each time it shrank a little, becoming a little less hard. "Mmmm," moaned Corinne feeling another orgasm growing.
"I love black cock," said the actress. She reached down into the pool of semen on her belly and began to sensuously rub it all over her body, concentrating mostly on her breasts while her tongue licked around her lips.
I love black cock, thought Corinne as her orgasm broke.
**********
Corinne used the dildo twice Thursday, trying to get her needs satisfied before leaving for Detroit. She wasn't about to pack her Leon in the suitcase and let the TSA agents x-ray it. Even if she checked her bag, she'd be red-faced with shame dropping it off.
That night, after the opening seminar, she found herself missing it immediately. Detroit was a little scary to go explore so she stayed in the hotel. She was horny and couldn't satisfy her urges, so she took out her frustrations working out for several hours that night. She had the hotel's gym to herself and was grateful, but wished Leon was there with her working up a sweat until his huge muscles were all shiny.
She had worked up a sweat and after her workout, she stood before the mirror and tensed her muscles.
Her curves hardened and her abdominals appeared beneath the large swells of her breasts. She smiled, satisfied that she was looking better than ever.
Bored, she thought about showering and going down to the restaurant for a drink, but as she walked past it heading to her room, it was full of men from the seminar and she didn't want to get propositioned all night. She would have asked Leon to join her, but he'd been tired and was going to bed early.
She stripped nude and laid down on the bed. She browsed through the on-demand menu on the television and found herself looking through the adult movies. None of LD's movies were available and none of the other black male actors seemed to measure up to LD though to a man they put Simon to shame. She ended up fingering herself while watching her LD compilation on her tablet going to the scene of the woman fucking her black boss for a promotion. Unfortunately, her finger didn't cut it.
"Fuck," she grunted, frustrated. Her cursing was new, a side effect of watching Long Dong's porn movie.
A black penis was a cock and it was built for fucking white pussies. She'd rarely cursed before, but found the language more appropriate when using her dildo or watching the porn. Simon didn't have a cock and they didn't "fuck" they just had sex.
Her frustrations grew as the weekend wore on and she had to suppress her growing bitchiness. She almost snapped at Leon on the flight home when she saw that next week, he'd extended their stay in Philadelphia until Monday morning. He knew Sunday was her birthday.
"Napoleon is always right," he responded, with a grin and a wink. "Trust me." Her anger melted as he smiled. "Besides, didn't you tell me that Simon had to work so you weren't celebrating?"
Corinne relaxed. In a few more hours, she'd be home and heading straight to her bedroom to play with her Leon Dong. Even better, they'd be driving to Philadelphia next seminar and she could bring her friend along for the ride.
She tried hard not to let her disappointment show when she walked into her apartment and saw Simon standing there with flowers in hand. "Surprise! I thought we'd celebrate your birthday tonight." Her eyes glanced longingly towards the bedroom and the dresser before smiling and going up to hug and kiss her fiancé.
Their date was traditional. They had a nice dinner and saw a movie. Afterward, she felt dirty after spending the day traveling and wanted to shower before sex. She sighed in the shower. She wasn't in the mood for sex with a penis, she wanted a big black cock fucking her. If Simon hadn't been waiting in the bedroom, she might have snuck the Leon Dong into the shower with her. It was waterproof after all.
She made the mistake of walking out of the restroom nude. Simon was laying on the bed in boxers. His little penis was already hard in anticipation and sticking out through the slit in her underwear. His eyes widened as he took in her naked body. He hurriedly raised his hips and pushed his boxers down, both of them looking on in disappointment as his penis gave a little twitch and a teaspoon's worth of runny seed squirted out from the head. His penis immediately shriveled. "Sorry," he apologized, sheepishly. "it's been a while."
"It's okay, honey. I understand." She climbed into bed as he got up to clean off. She could tell he was exhausted from a double shift at work and was snoring within a minute of returning to bed. Corinne
slipped out of the bed, leaving her snoring future husband sleeping peacefully while she snuck Leon out of the dresser and finally got what she'd been craving for days on her couch that night trying to suppress her cries of pleasure.
Corinne woke up with the light shining through her window. Simon was whimpering in his sleep. The sheets were tenting up around his crotch. He had a morning stiffy. She smiled and reached under his pillow for the condom he would have hidden there from last night. She opened the wrapper and pulled the cover back off his body. She regretted it the moment she saw his penis. It was so small, about the size of a magic marker with the head only the size of a grape and testicles smaller than walnuts, more like large acorns. It was just too small and too white.
Still, Simon deserved a reward for her birthday surprise. She rolled the condom down over the head to the base. He slowly awoke as she straddled him and slid her pussy back into the little penis. "Co...
Corinne," he said groggily.
"Good morning," she replied, pushing back until he was all the way inside.
"Good morning," he answered, waking up quickly, a dumb grin spreading across his face.
She kissed him, squirming around on his little penis. It was doing nothing for her and she wanted to get it over with. Easy enough. Corinne pushed herself off Simon, sitting up in his lap. Her proud EE's thrust out above his face. His eyes widened as he reached up to grab her breasts, tugging on her nipples until they slowly hardened. He raised his head trying to guide her nipple into his mouth when his face started scrunching up. "Unnnnhhhh!" He bucked his hips into her twice and collapsed on the bed, breathing so heavily it came out as a wheeze. His head turned sideways, glancing at the alarm clock. "Crap, I gotta get to the hospital."
Corinne slid off his penis and fell on her side. She rolled her eyes when her fiancé climbed out of bed, his little penis sticky and wet, shriveled up just over his testicles. His legs were weak as he stumbled his way into the bathroom. She reached down between her legs and found the base of the condom, slowly pulling it out. Luckily, his few drops of semen were filling the tiny receptacle. This wasn't the first time a condom had come off inside her. It held pretty tight as long as he stayed hard, but his penis tended to shrivel pretty fast making the condoms too loose. "Crap," she muttered, seeing a few drops of red on the rubber. Her period was coming.
Corinne put her robe on and waited while Simon dressed. She kissed him and as soon as he was gone made a run for her dresser, the robe flying off to the floor behind her. She wanted to get in one more session with her Leon Dong before her period really kicked in. By tonight, she'd be gushing.
Twenty minutes and five good orgasms later, she was the one with weak legs stumbling towards the shower. She texted Rose that she'd be a little late that morning. Leon wouldn't be mad and if anyone asked, she'd just explain it was female problems. Besides, she'd stop and bring donuts to the office.
**********
Wednesday, Tonja came into the office for lunch with Leon and let slip the reason they were staying an extra night in Philadelphia. They were all going to the Eagles-Saints game Sunday for her birthday.
Unfortunately, Tonja had just gotten a last-minute job offer to model swimsuits in the Bahamas that
weekend. Seems some younger model had gotten sick at the last minute and her agent had gotten Tonja the job. At 33, the job offers were slowing down and Tonja wanted to work as much as possible.
"But you two can still go," said Tonja, giving Corinne a hug. "And if I don't talk to you, have a great birthday."
"Oh, I will," said Corinne happily. "I'll miss you, but this is a great surprise. Simon would never take me to a game. He barely even lets me turn a game on the TV. I've been dying to watch some football."
"I thought you'd like it," said Leon, smiling. He kissed his wife goodbye. They whispered something back and forth. Tonja put her hand on his chest and slid it down close to his pants winking at him. "Uh, Corinne. I'm going to take off the rest of the day off to spend some time with my wife before she leaves.
We'll leave for Philly from here tomorrow at about 10 am."
"You got it, boss."
Philadelphia was great, but her period annoyed her. Saturday night, she was still a little messy, but she broke out her dildo and used it twice that night. She got a great night's sleep and used the dildo once again that morning before cleaning it off and packing her clothes, leaving out just some shorts and a tank top for the ride home tomorrow, plus her flip flops. It was unseasonably warm and there was no need to dress up. Today, she was in some yoga pants and another tank top that ended right around her navel. Leon's eyes wandered down to her belly button every time her shirt stretched above it. He also smiled approvingly when she pulled a Saints' ball cap out from under her shirt and plopped it on her blonde head. He was wearing his jersey.
Sunday was one of the best days of her life. She spent the entire day with Leon from breakfast on. They toured Admiral Dewey's flagship and ate at the Reading Terminal Market before heading to the stadium for the game.
Leon got some boos from Eagle's fans and a few acted like they were considering starting a fight with him, but they were clearly wary of his enormous arm muscles and his total lack of fear. "Eagle's fans are the worst," he whispered in her ear.
"Don't I know it," said Corinne. He held his hand out for her when entering the stadium and the crowd turned thick.
She found herself blushing at the intimacy, but she also liked it. He squeezed her hand and pulled her through the crowd. She got a lot of stares. They were mostly the usual male checking out an attractive female glance, but some appeared angry. She wasn't sure if it was because they appeared to be an interracial couple or because of her Saints' hat. Maybe both.
They found their seats and he released her hand though Corinne would have held it all through the game. Leon bought them two hotdogs and two beers. They clinked their cups. Corinne sprang to her feet cheering when the Saints' scored the first touchdown. Leon was on his feet too. She leaned into him hugging his side with joy as "boos" echoed through the stadium. Philly soon tied it up, but by the end of the first quarter, the Saints were back in the lead. At halftime, the score was 17-13. "I tell ya, the Saints are going to the super bowl."
It was only September 20th, but Corinne found herself agreeing with her boss. They had a great team that year. They separated and joined the crowds heading to the restroom. She returned to find Leon had ordered two more beers. The pressed their cups together again and took sips. Corinne wasn't paying attention during a timeout when suddenly the crowd started booing loudly. Leon nudged her to look up.
They were on the jumbotron. The announcer said, "That appears to be former Saint's player, Napoleon Johnson." The booing increased when Leon sat up and gave the crowd a little wave. And then, it changed. "Kiss, kiss, kiss," chanted the crowd. A read heart had appeared around them with the words Kiss Cam under it. "Kiss, kiss, kiss," shouted everyone nearby looking at them. Corinne appeared horrified, but Leon just shrugged and leaned in. It was Corinne that turned it into a real kiss. She closed her eyes and turned her head sideways, wetting her red lips before they touched his broad black ones.
She felt the static shock again, stronger than ever, but neither of them broke the kiss. Their tongues didn't touch, but they both moved their mouths around. She moaned slightly in the back of her throat.
The kiss went on longer than it should have and when their lips parted, it was Leon that was backing off.
She kept her eyes closed, her lips following his, wanting more before she stopped and realized what she was doing.
Corinne opened her eyes. Leon looked a little flustered and his forehead was covered with beads of sweat. Her own nipples were trying to poke holes in her bra and clearly visible through her top. The pad in her underwear was so soaked, she feared her period was making a last-minute comeback, but it was her arousal making her thighs damp. She glanced down at Leon's lap, stifling a gasp at how swollen the tube running down one leg had become. She looked back up into his dark eyes. He stared back into her blue ones and she could see the lust in them. He wanted them to kiss again as badly as she did. He broke eye contact when his phone buzzed. "It's from Tonja," he said. "It says, I saw that."
"Oh-oh," said Corinne, looking back out and waving while mouthing that she was sorry.
"We're not on camera anymore, Corinne," he replied and she felt instantly foolish. "Peer pressure, honey," he said, stating what he was typing.
"You know Leon, this sure isn't Coxville," she said, rubbing her wet lips together and feeling like she could still taste his lips on hers. A crowd that was actually encouraging a black man and a white woman to kiss wasn't something she could have conceived of before she left the county.
He snorted. "It sure ain't," he responded, texting back and forth with his wife for a while.
The Eagles never came back. By the end of the third quarter, it was 34-20 and the game ended at 48-22.
Leon and Corinne were both standing and they slapped hands in victory while all the disappointed Eagle's fans were slowly climbing to their feet and making for the exit.
Getting back to the car and on the road was a nightmare, but they both were so elated by the Saint's victory, that neither seemed to notice. They talked amicably the entire trip back to the hotel. "Would you like a drink?" he asked, as they passed the hotel restaurant.
"I'd love one." One drink became three. Corinne had another beer, listening intently as he told football stories. She reached over and held her hand over his to make him stop talking. Instead, Corinne recited exactly how his famous play against the Cowboys had gone down just as good as he would have told it.
Leon's eyes widened, impressed at her near-perfect playback and even more impressed when she continued reciting some of his other touchdowns including some way back when he was playing for the Bulls in high school. Some he didn't even remember. "You missed your calling as a sport's writer. Your father would be proud."
"Thank you," she replied, sincerely, finally taking her hand off his. "It also helps when you're a fan."
A broad cocky grin spread across his face. "Seriously, if I'd known you were this big a fan, I'd autograph a football for you."
She reached in her purse and pulled out a sharpie as the bartender asked if they wanted refills. Corinne ordered a strawberry lemonade vodka as her next drink and for her drink after that. She wanted the alcohol to be an excuse should he invite her back to his room. But an excuse to say yes, or to say no? Of course, it was all a fantasy, he had Tonja and she had Simson...Simmons... Simon.
She held onto his arm again as they rode the elevator up. She was swaying a little. She hadn't been this drunk in a long time. They reached his room first. "Well, this is it," he said, stopping.
ASK ME IN! Corinne turned to face him. "Thank you, Leon," she said. "This was the best birthday of my life," she told him sincerely. She stepped forward and raised herself up on tiptoes. She kissed him again, this time on the cheek, innocent, but friendly.
He looked down at her, intently. "Corinne..." he said.
YES! I WOULD LOVE TO CONTINUE THIS IN YOUR ROOM! She stared just as intently into his eyes waiting for him to continue.
"Do you still have that sharpie?"
Confused, she fished it out of her purse again.
"Wait here a second," he said with a wink. He took the sharpie and disappeared into his room leaving the door cracked. While waiting, she fantasized she pushed the door open and was waiting for him naked on his bed when he came out of the restroom. The door opened and he was standing there bare-chested. Her hands wanted to touch his stomach before running up over his muscles. "Corinne," he said again. Her eyes roamed up his stomach back to his face and piercing black eyes. "I'd like you to have this." Leon held up the jersey he'd been wearing. He'd signed it with her sharpie. "You'll need to wash it."
"Is that an authentic jersey?" She was touched by the gift, but she also wanted to pull it aside and stare at his chest again.
"It's the one I wore against the Dolphins in 99'."
"I love it," she said, taking the shirt from him and holding it up. "Are you sure?"
"Of course," he shrugged, his muscles rippling. "I know it seems like an egocentric gift, but I got the impression, you'd really appreciate it."
"I do," she nodded. "You're too kind."
"Kind enough to give you the shirt off my back."
"Well, a chest like that shouldn't be covered up." She instantly blushed. He smirked cockily, but his eyes narrowed, looking at her aggressively like he wanted to rip her top off and pull her into his room. She looked away and held the shirt up again. "This is... this is wonderful. This is the best birthday ever. I just wish Tonja could have been here," she said, though she hadn't missed her friend one second of this marvelous day.
"I'm sure she wishes she could have been here too," he replied. "Of course, she's on a beach in the Caribbean so she's probably pretty happy right now. Anyway, you're welcome. I'm glad you had a great time. I'll see you in the morning, but not too early. I think we both need some sleep. Good night."
"Good night," she replied, holding the jersey up and staring at it as she walked down the hall to her room. When she heard his door shut, she bunched the jersey up and held it up to her nose, inhaling his manly scent. She sat the jersey on the bed and stripped her clothes off. Nude, she retrieved her Leon Dong, caressing it affectionately as she took it to the bathroom to rinse it off.



That night, she didn't masturbate nude. She wore Leon's jersey, hiking it up above her breasts so she could squeeze her nipples while the dildo went through it's vibrating cycles. She turned her head into her shoulder breathing in his scent. Wrong Leon, I'm never going to wash this. As the vibrations increased, she fantasized, that he had invited her back to his room. He was pounding her hard with his mighty cock, lowering himself to kiss her again. She licked her lips wishing they still tasted like him, but they tasted like strawberries and lemonade. "I'm cumming," he grunted, the dildo switching into spurt mode. Corinne came with him and it was her biggest orgasm yet.
**********
"Jesus, it's too small," stated Corinne.
"What's too small?" asked Simon startling his future wife. She jumped and dropped what she was holding. Her back was to him, standing by the bed packing for this week's trip to the west coast. He sneered at her before she turned around. She was wearing that stupid jersey again and had been since she came back from Philadelphia last week. Worse, she'd taken to using it as a nightshirt when he preferred her sleeping nude beside him.
"Simon! I didn't hear you come in."
He came up and hugged her giving her a peck on the lips. His eyes glanced down at her pile of clothes, going wide when he saw what she'd been holding. "Holy crap!" He reached down and grabbed the bikini before she could stop him. He stared at it in awe.
Corinne snatched it out of his hands and shoved it back into the wicked weasel shipping bag. "That was a surprise for our honeymoon."
"Put it on," he croaked.
"Not until February," she chided, shaking her finger at him.
"Please?"
"Stop begging. You'll be lucky if I wear it at all. It looks smaller than I remember ordering."
"Aw, come-on? No one's going to know us there and besides, you'll be overdressed, all the beaches on the island are topless." Simon wiggled his eyebrows at her suggestively.
"I'm not going topless, but we'll see about the bikini. It might depend on the number of rum punches you get me to drink." Corinne surveyed her stacks of clothes. She was becoming an expert on packing.
"Oops, almost forgot my workout clothes and I need... toiletries."
Simon watched her go over to her dresser and remove her sexy workout outfit. He'd caught her doing yoga in it one day and was astounded by how sexy she looked. He was suddenly overcome with jealousy, picturing the number of men Corinne probably had hitting on her every time she traveled.
"You still enjoying all this traveling?"
"Aside from missing you, I love it. I'm seeing the country, eating great meals, and every trip I get some time to tour."
He nodded, watching as she added the yoga pants and top to her pile of clothes. She turned, checking her watch, and strolled into the restroom. He leaned over watching as she shut the door. Simon reached down and gently held the wicked weasel bag trying not to make any noise as he pulled the wadded-up bikini out. The bikini was cute with white polka dots on blue. He fought not to whistle softly looking at the panty. It was a freaking g-string thong! And the cups looked like they'd be straining to contain his future wife's prodigious bosom. He raised the top up, grinning. This had to be Tonja's doing. He'd never been able to talk Corinne into buying even a modest bikini, but since befriending the black model, Corinne's sense of fashion had become much sexier.
"That's that," said Corinne, returning with her bag of toiletries.
Simon jumped, quickly shoving the bikini between a pile of Corinne's clothes to hide it. She picked up the stack of clothes and packed it into her suitcase. She grabbed the next stack and then her heels, packing them away. Corinne paused and clutched her side, wincing.
"You alright?"
"Fine. It's just some pain in my ovary."
He waited, hoping for a chance to sneak the bikini back out, but she was done. Soon, the suitcase was zipped up and sitting by the door. Corinne kissed and hugged him tightly. "I'll get the suitcase for you."
He picked it up and followed her out to her car. He placed it in the trunk and shut the door.
Corinne lowered the window so that Simon could lean in a kiss her goodbye again. "Love you, bye-bye,"
he said.
"Love you, more." She winked, smiled at him, raising the window and backing the car out of the driveway.
**********
Her ovaries hurt the whole flight to San Francisco. This only happened when she was ovulating which usually coincided with an increase in her sex drive. That meant she'd be horny throughout the whole trip and no Leon Dong to satisfy her. She'd used it that morning and had been hoping to get in a second
session before leaving, but Simon had come home and ruined her plans. She tried not to take her frustrations out on her boss sitting beside her.
They landed and got a taxi. "This place is classy," she said, looking up at the skyrise hotel."
"Yep, a tech company. They usually go all out with the rooms and conference centers."
Corinne checked them in. She handled everything and always filed the paperwork away for accounting purposes. She got their keycards. Leon had walked down a hallway and was staring through a window.
"Is that a pool?"
"Yeah," he answered. "Nice sized and heated. You bring your suit?"
Corinne frowned. She couldn't remember packing her bathing suit. She often brought her suit along for outdoor pools in warmer climes, but San Francisco's weather now in September was chilly. Still, her suit was on her packing list and she rarely skipped anything on her list. "There's a hot tub. I could use a good soak."
"Sauna too," said Leon. He checked his Rolex. "Opening seminar is in three hours. Maybe after dinner, we can get a soak in?"
"Hmm, we'll see. Maybe." Corinne went down the hall a little further. "Nice fitness center too if you want to get a workout in tomorrow."
They took the elevator up to the 21st floor and parted ways. Corinne whistled softly when she saw her view. This was why she loved these trips. Not every small-town girl from Coxville got to see views like this. She could make out the Golden Gate Bridge and there was Alcatraz sitting in the bay. She winced as her ovary ached again. She felt her arousal growing and her face flushing as her temperature increased slightly. "Hmmm," she muttered. Today was September 24th and if she kept the same fertility cycle, she'd be in heat on her honeymoon in February. Simon would be thrilled to quit wearing condoms. She suddenly crinkled her nose in distaste at the thought of her fiancé squirting his sticky runny seed inside her. "Yech," she said, thinking maybe they should wait a while longer before starting a family.
She started stripping, glancing longingly at her suitcase and knowing there was no Leon Dong inside to take care of her needs. When she was nude, she ran her hands down her breasts, moaning at how sensitive her nipples were before sliding her hands down her sides. Aroused and feeling naughty, she walked back over to the large windows and stood nude looking out over the bay. There was another skyrise in the distance, but it would have taken a telescope for someone to see her naked body.
She walked to her bed and laid down on the covers, closing her eyes. She was half asleep within minutes. She spread her legs, raising her hips slowly up so that she could guide her Leon Dong into her.
A second later, it was Leon's dong she was holding, staring into his piercing eyes as he grabbed her ankles and worked his big black cock inside her white redneck pussy.
Corinne woke up to her phone alarm. Her dream had done nothing to quench her arousal. She got off the bed and took a shower, slightly colder than normal, hoping to quench some of the fire in her loins.
She either wasn't thinking as she dressed or her subconscious was telling her to display her goods to attract male attention. She ended up mixing two of her outfits. One was a short black skirt that had slits in the sides displaying more thigh then normal and her top was a white blouse with a few more buttons
at the top undone. She slipped her feet into black heels and grabbed her black reading glasses, perching them on her nose.
Leon was coming out of his room at the same time. His eyes did a quick sweep down her body and she fought the urge to thrust her breasts out towards him. His broad African nostrils flared like he was taking in her scent, sensing she was in heat. "Ready, Miss Cox?"
"Ready, Mr. Johnson," she answered with a smile and a wink. The hallways were mirrored and she glanced at their reflections as they walked towards the elevator. Corinne almost stopped in her tracks and told her she had to go back to change. Her reflection didn't look business-professional. She looked more like a porn star dressed up to look business professional or some school boy's fantasy of a sexy teacher or librarian.
"You look amazing if you don't mind my saying."
"I don't mind at all, Mr. Johnson." All desire to change into a different outfit leaving her mind at the compliment.
The outfit was a bit much. There were a hundred people in the seminar and 90% male. None of the men could take their eyes off her and most of the women were staring dreamy-eyed at Leon. She was finding herself growing used to the attention and liking it more and more, but she was still grateful the opening Thursday night seminar only lasted from 5 to 8. Corinne was starving by the end and feeling weak. She and Leon were on East Coast time so it was 11 pm their time. She wanted to get a quick bite, but unfortunately, two of the executives they were training, Frank, and Sam, insisted that Leon and Corinne join them in the hotel's fancy restaurant.
Even more, unfortunately, dinner was mostly just a pretense for Frank and Sam to hit on her. They started out plying her with wine, their eyes traveling from her cleavage to the engagement ring shining on one finger wrapped around her wine glass. Both men came to the decision to ignore her ring and go for it. Apparently, her engagement ring mattered as little to them as the wedding rings on their own fingers. She was the center of attention for all three men, Frank and Sam politely including Leon in the conversation when possible so it didn't look like they were ignoring him. Leon sang her praises. She was quite tipsy by the time their dinner arrived.
Corinne found herself enjoying the attention and even flirting back. Her eyes flickered back and forth between the two men wondering which one she'd choose if she were interested. Both were good looking. Sam was mid-thirties and fit with a cute grin while Frank was closer to fifty, but very distinguished-looking and had that aura of confidence lots of powerful men possessed. Which one would she choose? "Leon," she said.
"Yes?"
Corinne gave a little start, unaware, she'd spoken aloud. "Um, it's getting late."
"Yes, we should be going," said Leon.
"Not until we kill off this bottle," said Frank, raising the bottle over Corinne's glass. The remaining wine in the bottle completely filled Corinne's glass. She sipped it faster than usual so that they could call it a
night. Frank paid for dinner with a company card. "Anyone interested in a nightcap in our suite? It's the top floor. Great views." Frank was looking at Corinne as he asked. "Interested?"
"No thanks," said Leon. He took Corinne's hand and put it on his arm. She was a little unsteady on her feet.
Corinne was grateful for Leon's arm and protection. So Frank and Sam were sharing a room? There was a scene in one of the Long Dong compilations were a drunk wife wandered into the wrong room in a hotel and found herself slipping into bed with LD. There was another black guy in the other bed that joined them. His penis made Simon look little, but it was only half as big as LD's 14" black cock. She started out on all fours, sucking the smaller man while LD fucked her from behind. She ended up riding LD while the other black man fucked her ass. Corinne refused to perform oral sex, but she found herself fantasizing she was on all fours between Sam and Frank, sucking Sam's prick while Frank fucked her from behind. The white men disappeared and LD was shoving his black cock down her throat while Leon fucked her from behind. She smiled drunkenly.
"Guess no hot tub?" said Leon as they passed the pool.
"I'd be up for a quick dip," said Corinne, excitedly, wanting to see Leon's bare chest again.
Frank and Sam both glanced at each other and smiled as the four entered the elevator.
**********
"I can't remember if I brought my suit. I'll text you if I can't go. Otherwise, I'll knock when I'm ready."
Corinne fumbled with her key card a few times before getting it to work. It was late and she was drunk and tired, but the thought of a good hot soak with Leon had her reinvigorated. Not surprisingly, there was an LD scene where a man and his wife invited their black friend for a soak in the tub, but the black friend hadn't brought his suit so he went nude. The wife couldn't take her eyes off LD's cock. Corinne was convinced the actress either hadn't seen LD's cock before or was a really good actress for a porn movie. Of course, LD ended up fucking her while they both belittled the white husband who watched while jerking off.
Corinne's suitcase was on a dresser, propped open. She was a meticulous packer, her clothes were folded and stacked across not up. She was disappointed when she didn't spot her swimsuit among the orderly rows. This late, she assumed, she and Leon would have had the hot tub to themselves. A string hanging out from between her casual jeans and a sweatshirt caught her attention. She pulled it out and held it up, her eyes focusing on the small triangles of her string bikini cup. "How'd that get in here?" she mumbled.
Corinne spread the clothes apart and there was the thong panty. She placed the two pieces of her new bikini back in the suitcase just as she got a text message. Corrine checked her phone.
"So, did you pack your suit?"
-L
Corinne hit the reply button and froze. Her heart was beating rapidly. She couldn't wear it could she? It was meant for a Caribbean beach with no swimwear restrictions, not a high-class hotel. It was meant for her future husband's eyes. "Yes," she replied. "Give me a few."
Corinne swayed as she stripped, cursing Frank and Sam for feeding her wine all night. But then, she had her excuse, didn't she? The room's closet door was mirrored. Corinne stood before it and looked at her nude body. She started with the thong, pulling it on backward the first time. When she pulled it up her legs correctly, the front barely covered her blonde pubic strip. She pulled the material out some and adjusted it until she was satisfied that no stray tufts of hair were going to pop out.
She turned around and gasped at the sight of her bare butt. The only little bit she could see was the string rising up between her cheeks, fanning out into a triangle before splitting back into strings that wrapped around her hips. Just don't back into the water and Leon won't see your ass, she thought.
The top was less confusing. The triangles covered her boobs. The baseline was bigger and covered the width of her breast, but not the bottoms of her bosom. The cups ran up the center of her breast thinning out to the point it barely encapsulated her nipples. The triangle formed a vertex on the tops of her bosom turning into strings that ran up her chest and around her neck. She struggled a little getting the strings around her back tied. When she did, the top was hugging her breasts tightly and the outlines of her nipples were completely visible.
"Honestly, I'd look less sexualized naked.' Corrine stared up and down her body. "That's it, I can't wear this. It doesn't fit. I can't even wear this on my honeymoon. Simon would be happy with any bikini." Or I could just make Leon look away when I slip into the tub? Or I could let him look?
Her phone beeped again.
Corinne sighed with some relief. Maybe, Leon had changed his mind and wanted some sleep? They were on East coast time and it was after midnight. The message wasn't from Leon, it was from her mother and it was an image. Only the image hadn't come through. It was just a picture of a gray rectangle.
"Mom, nothing came through. It's just a blank pic. Why RU up, it's 1:00 am in Coxville?"
"Woke up from a crazy dream and looked out the window. Nothing wrong with the picture. It's a solid wall of fog outside."
"Oh! I'm in LA and about to go to bed," she lied. Tell dad I'm about to sit in a hot tub nearly nude with Napoleon Johnson," she thought, snorting and chuckling. "Luv you."
"Love you too. Don't forget about your mother and call me some time."
Corinne rolled her eyes. Fog wasn't rare in Coxville, but usually, it was patchy. At least it was late there and shouldn't cause many accidents.
The hotel was classy and provided guests with white terry cloth robes. Corinne wrapped her body up in hers and slipped her key card into one pocket. She turned at the door and looked back into her room like it was a safe refuge before shutting the door.
Corinne Cox found herself smiling as she walked down the hall. She was drunk and should have been asleep three hours ago, but she was wide awake. Her pulse was also going crazy and she could feel the blood rushing to her ears until her heartbeat was ringing in her ears. She felt herself flushing. She arrived at Leon's room. He'd left the door ajar, but she knocked anyway. He'd been waiting for her and opened it swiftly.
Corinne thought of the solid wall of fog in her mom's picture only she was looking at a solid wall of black. Black deltoids. Black trapezius. Black pectorals. Black obliques. Black abdominals. Six of them.
Black triceps, and biceps as big around as her thighs. She fought the urge to reach out and run her hands all over the sexy chest. Leon was smirking, enjoying her admiring gaze. He wasn't wearing casual men's swimwear either. He was wearing tight men's swim shorts that hugged his tubular bulge as tightly as her bikini top was squeezing her nipples. She stepped back out into the hall.
"You feeling okay. Your hands are shaky and you look flushed?" he asked, pressing the down button when they arrived at the elevator.
"Fine," she answered, letting him enter first so that she could check out his rear end in the shorts as well as his... Black gluteus maximus. Black dorsals... "I'll explain when we get downstairs."
They both faced the door in the elevator, but Corinne continued to check Leon out from the sides of her eyes. He was barefoot and nude but for the swim trunks. Unlike her, he had no problem showing off his body. Nor should he. Leon was literally perfect, a chiseled black Adonis.
It was probably her father's fault. He'd taken her into locker rooms all over Coxville and in every one of them, the black men stood out. She'd stared at them with fascination while her father interviewed them. The fascination changed to something else when she hit puberty. Shortly, thereafter, her father realized his little girl wasn't quite so little anymore and left her outside the locker rooms. Sure, the teenage white athletes were fit and muscular, but they just didn't quite measure up. The black teens were always a couple of inches taller, chests a little broader, and their biceps bigger around. The muscular black male form had become her ideal for male physical perfection.
Corrine had naively asked why the black boys were so big during one Thanksgiving dinner. Her parents shut up and stared at her while Nana Elspeth found her question hysterical. Her mom's mom was a Macgregor from Hookersville whose population was mostly Scotts that had immigrated from South Carolina in the early 1800s. "Why Cory dear, they were bred that way." Nana Elspeth slapped the table and laughed again. Corinne's little sister laughed with her but didn't really know what they were laughing at.



The lobby wasn't too crowded, but the few people in it all stared at the giant muscular black man and the buxom blonde in the short white robe. They turned down the hall and entered the pool area.
Corrine was wrong thinking that they'd have the place to themselves. There was a pretty young white woman there with a young boy, but they were drying off with towels. The mother looked up before lowering her gaze and then did a double-take, staring as appreciatively at Leon's chest as Corinne had earlier. Luckily, the mother and son looked to be wrapping it up.
Leon turned the jets on and slipped into the hot tub. He sighed with pleasure, sliding down. "What are you waiting for?" he asked, staring up at her.
Corinne looked over at the mother ushering her son out the door before looking back at Leon. "Well, it seems I did forget my swimsuit," she said, loosening her belt.
"Naughty girl," he teased, "But there is a surveillance camera in here if you were thinking about skinny dipping."
Corinne blushed even redder. "I didn't have my suit, but somehow my honeymoon bikini got into my suitcase. Anyway, I'm a little embarrassed."
"I've seen women in bikinis before Cee Cee," he said, but he looked intrigued. Eager.
You could ask him to close his eyes, she thought. Leon was a gentleman. He'd do it if you asked. She didn't ask. "Screw it. Here goes nothing." She pulled the robe open and let it drop to her feet.
Leon's eyes were white and his mouth was hanging open staring at her. He slowly closed his mouth.
"Maybe I haven't seen a woman in a bikini before." He was staring hard at her nipples. Corinne would have sworn they were at full mast, but they hardened even more under his gaze and bumps formed around her areola. They were overly sensitive too during her fertile period. She could feel the cloth scraping over every millimeter of her nipple. They began to throb. She wanted to pull her top off to ease their ache. "Jesus Corinne, remind me to thank my wife for that bikini."
"Well, tell her to pick one that fits next time." She stepped down onto the first step in the hot water.
Leon chuckled. "She knew what she was doing. It's an old trick of Tonja's. She'll have you laying out nude with her by next summer."
"Not likely," said Corinne with a smile. She was relaxing a little bit. She stepped down to the bottom and was about to sit down.
"Wait a moment," said Leon. He openly ran his eyes up and down her body, both appreciatively and lustfully. "I'd forgotten how amazing Coxville women looked."
Corinne playfully waved her hands down her body like a spokesmodel showcasing a new car. She sat down on the bench, sitting back and moaning in the hot water just as Leon had. "You don't really realize how attractive you are until you leave home and find that half of all the guys you meet hit on you."
"Only half?"
Corinne smiled at him. "The other half turn into blithering idiots." She sank down so that she could lay her head back. Her lower legs were touching Leon's legs. "I've found that certain Coxville men also really stick out in the real world."
Leon was silent for a moment. "Speaking of blithering idiots, here come two of them."
**********
"Hey, look who's here," said Frank, grinning. "Care if we join you?" He was already stepping down into the water.
Corinne rolled her eyes. Frank was coming in on her right while Sam was squeezing in on her left. Sam was wearing standard swim trunks. He was trim, but not overly muscular. Frank, on the other hand, was pretty cut for a man her father's age. He had a medium build with well-defined musculature. He was wearing a tight speedo that went with his swimmer's build. He stood on the bottom of the hot tub. His crotch eye-level. Corinne tried to look away but still stared at it out of the corner of her eye. He was clearly displaying himself to her and she had to admit the bulge was impressive. She wouldn't have been surprised if he were packing an eight-inch penis under there. He was smirking cockily, clearly proud of
his physique and his prick and happy to show off his goods. She suppressed a giggle imagining Leon standing up to show him what a real man looks like. Finally, he sat down.
"So, Corinne, I notice you're wearing an engagement ring," said Sam.
"Yes," she said, smiling and holding her hand up out of the water, fingers outstretched to show off her ring.
"It's not very big," said Frank.
Corinne lowered her hand. "It was all he could afford. He's completing a medical residency. Just five years to go and he'll be Dr. Simon Gerrard."
"You should keep your maiden name," said Sam.
"I agree," said Frank, nodding. "Cox is better. You like Cox don't you Corinne?" She jerked a little when his hand found her knee under the water. It rested there squeezing her knee. "I think you'd be happier with Cox." The hand slid over to her inner thigh. "A nice big Cox."
"He's a lucky man," said Sam. "I hope he appreciates you. A woman like you needs to be treated right."
He placed his hand on her left knee, squeezing in a little closer.
Corinne had gone pale and felt faint. Her right hand grabbed Frank's wrist to stop him from getting any closer to her bikini bottom. Her heart was still beating heavily. A part of her wanted to give in to their advances. Why not? They'd show her a good time. Frank wouldn't squirt at the sight of her naked body.
She blamed LD's porn for her slutty thoughts. She'd had fantasies before, but they were always straight sex with one particular man she found attractive.
"This Simon guy deserve her?" asked Frank, wiggling his hand out of her grip and flipping it around so that he was holding her wrist.
"Nope. He's a bit of a loser."
"LEON!" Corinne exclaimed, indignantly as Frank pulled her wrist up towards his lap.
Leon shrugged. "Sorry, but he is a wimp and he doesn't like football. He doesn't like football," he said more emphatically.
"He does sound like a loser," said Frank, placing her hand on his penis. "Dump him and stick with Cox."
Corinne closed her hand around his penis. It was impressively thick. She fought not to stroke it. Sam's hand was sliding up her thigh and his fingers were trying to work their way under her panty. She sucked her lower lip into her mouth, giving Frank's cock a little squeeze. "Leon?" she pleaded, looking over at her boss.
"Looks like a tight squeeze over there. Why don't you come sit by me," he said, gallantly coming to her rescue.
"Yes, I think I will," she said, rising up just as the tip of Sam's finger found her slit. Her hand stroked up Frank's shaft, feeling his length before letting it go.
Corinne didn't stand straight up. She just rose, bent over and stepped closer to Leon. Frank whistled when her firm round ass came up out of the water. She felt his hand give her cheek a quick squeeze.
"Unbelievable," said Sam, staring at her ass as Frank was grabbing it.
"What?" asked Corinne, sitting down as close to Leon as she could. Their legs were rubbing together under the water. She immediately relaxed, feeling safer beside her boss. Still, she couldn't stop thinking about Frank's prick. It had felt around eight inches and twice as thick as Simon's. It was the biggest she'd ever felt or seen on a white man. Would one night with him be so bad?
"You. I've never seen a woman quite like you. You look like a blonde Jessica Rabbit kicked up a notch or ten."
"Thanks, I guess," she replied, not sure she liked being compared to a cartoon. Frank had slid closer, trapping her between him and Leon. Now her legs were brushing against both men. Underwater, his hand closed around her wrist again and pulled her hand back over to his prick. She closed her hand around it. There was no harm just touching it?
"Seriously, your figure is unbelievable,' said Sam. "Could you stand up and give us a good look?"
"Uh, no thanks," she said as Frank's hand found her knee again.
"She's good doing what she's doing, Sam," said Frank. He liked where this was going. She wasn't jerking him off, but she was running her hand along the length, feeling his size. He moved his hand up her thigh, leaning in so that he could cup her pubic mound. She sat up straight and released his dick.
"Oh! You know, it's still a little cramped in here." Corinne lifted her ass off the seat and slid over to her right. Now it was Leon's turn to sit up straight as she jumped into his lap. "Sorry boss," she apologized.
"That works," muttered Sam. Her breasts were above the water level sitting in Leon's lap. "That bikini's so small, you might as well take it off."
"We're under surveillance," she replied, squirming around in Leon's lap. His bulging crotch was pressing into her ass. She lifted up, sliding up as Napoleon slid down a little. His strong hands cupped her bare ass cheeks guiding her crotch down right on his bulge. His hands slid up her sides until she was steady and stayed there. His thumbs were pressing into her back and moving around massaging her. It felt good and she fought not to moan.
"Are you saying you'd take it off if there wasn't a camera?" asked Sam. "I'll go rip that camera right down."
"No cameras in our room. Perhaps you'd give us a little show?" added Frank.
"I'm not a stripper," Corinne said, indignantly. She pushed down into Leon's bulge. It was swelling fast.
Leon slid his hands up her sides and pulled her back into his chest. "Sorry," he whispered in her ear.
"It's okay," she whispered back, slowly grinding her crotch around the coiled-up bulge.
He growled softly. "The suit won't hold it." The head was already forcing its way out of the hem. "I have to take it out. It'll press against your back?"
"Okay,"
"What are you two whispering about?" asked Frank.
"Nothing," said Corinne, standing up.
"Now that's what I'm talking about," said Sam, staring in awe at her body. Even Frank's smug look seemed to falter as he stared at her.
"Relax, I'm just making an adjustment," she said, reaching behind her and pulling on her thong. She suddenly realized that her bare ass was practically right in Leon's face and she quickly sat back down.
Too quickly.
He'd freed his huge cock but hadn't pulled it back against his stomach. Corinne came down right on his shaft and found herself straddling his cock like she was a witch riding a broomstick. This wasn't her plastic dildo. It was alive! It throbbed with life and power, giving off a different kind of heat than the hot water bubbling around them. She leaned back into him, sliding her crotch along the shaft towards the tip. She turned her head towards him, her lips whispering in his ear. "You're so big!"
She felt his cock jerk between his legs. She slid her crotch back down the shaft. Leon's throat was growling in her ear. His hands were on her waist again. They slid up to the sides of her breasts, then back down her waist and over her hips, caressing her down to her thighs. "Damn Corinne, you have to stop," he whispered.
"Mmmm," she agreed, raising her hips. Her crotch slid along his shaft, the thin material covering her pubic mound twisting up until part of her pussy was bare and touching his naked cock. She raised her hips all the way to the bulbous head of his cock.
Leon's hands slid back up to her hips and she prayed he was untying the sides of her bikini. They slid back up to her waist. "You need to get off," he said, louder.
She agreed. She needed to get off. Her hips came up and lowered, her labia spreading open around the head. His cock twitched again forcing more of the head inside her. His grip tightened on her waist. He was going to pull her down into his black cock and she was going to take the whole thing. She didn't care if it killed her. Instead, he pushed her up and off.
Corinne stood up again. She opened her eyes. Frank and Sam had been staring at them, silently and lustfully. She must have looked like a wanton slut. Now their eyes were focusing on her body again, at the wet top tightly clinging to her erect nipples, at the twisted-up bottoms, pulled aside so that her blonde pubic hair was visible. "Uh.. I think I'll hit the sauna." She turned and climbed out of the bubbling tub, six eyes staring at her ass as she stumbled her way towards the sauna.
"I think I'll join you," said Frank.
She turned. "NO! I'd like to be left alone."
"Come on baby, let me keep you company," he said.
"Leave her alone," said Leon.
Frank had stood up. He'd tucked his prick back into his speedos, but the material was still tented out from his still erect penis. He looked angrily down at the black man almost like he was foolishly about to challenge him. The last thing Corinne saw before turning back towards the sauna was the look of absolute horror crossing Frank's face as he stared down at the black serpent rising up out of the water.
Sam was staring at it too and had slid as far away from Leon's black cock as he could without getting out of the tub. Frank sank back down into the water next to Sam, the smug look of superiority wiped off his face.
**********
Corinne turned the sauna up and opened the door. She froze at the wall of white that greeted her. It should have taken some time to steam up? The rectangular wall of white reminded her of the picture of the fog covering Coxville that her mom had just texted her. Corinne took a deep breath and stepped inside.
The steam was swirling around her. She stumbled her way forwards, her steps tentative until they bumped into a bench. She was drunk and horny. The heat of the tub and now the sauna was getting to her. Her nipples ached and throbbed until she had to reach up and squeeze them. Worst of all, she was filled with shame at her wanton behavior. What must Leon think of her?
She sat down on the bench. Her nipples were hurting now, the tight bikini was getting tighter, shrinking into her breast. So was the panty. She quickly untied the strings. She sighed with relief as the bikini fell off. Corinne closed her eyes and laid her head back against the wall.
Strong hands grabbed her ankles and pulled them open. She slid down the wall, laying on the bench. Her lover cupped his strong arms under her knees and lifted her hips up off the bench. She opened her eyes.
"I hoped you'd come," she whispered.
Leon's dark form hovered between her legs. His vaporous torso ebbed and flowed with the steam.
"Corinne," he whispered, lifting her up until her pussy was lined up with the giant misty cock. He plunged forward and it felt like her pussy was opening for him before he'd even touched it.
"Oh my god," she moaned, raising her hips into each thrust of his cock. "Fuck me! Fuck my pussy!"
His hot foggy hands slid up her stomach and squeezed her breasts, finally giving her nipples the relief they craved as he squeezed them hard between his fingers. Everywhere his hands touched, left behind hot droplets of condensation. "Corinne," he whispered again.
"Master," she answered. "Fuck me! Seed me, master."
Leon rammed his cock into the balls. It jerked, spraying her womb full of seed. It was still filling her as he leaned down over her, their lips touching in a loving kiss. She wondered where the beard had come from. He was jerked back. "Corinne," he gasped.
Her lips tried to follow him. The shadow man was clutching his throat. His head snapped to the side like his neck was broken. His cock freed her pussy, still spewing his seed. It sprayed all over her body, leaving more rivulets of sweat and condensation everywhere it touched her body. "Corinne," he rasped so softly she could barely hear him. She watched in horror as her shadowy lover was snatched back into the steam, disappearing from her sight.
"CORINNE!"
She opened her eyes, jerking awake. Leon banged on the door again. "Hold on," she called, pulling her fingers from her pussy. She looked around. The sauna wasn't half as steamy as she'd imagined. She could see pretty clearly through the tendrils in the room. She frowned, confused. Her bikini top was in the far corner of the room, wadded up like it had been tossed there. Her bottoms were in another corner as far away from her bench as they could be.
It took her ten minutes to untangle the material and fix the strings so that she could stretch the tight material back around her body. Leon banged again just as she pulled the door open. Leon looked down her body, taking a step back. "What?" she asked.
"You look different." His eyes swept down her body. "Seriously, you were in there thirty minutes. I started to get worried." He held her robe open for her.
"Wow! That long? I fell asleep. Why didn't you come to get me?"
"I had to wait for a swelling to go down."
She tightened her belt. "Sorry. I guess things got carried away. Please don't hate me."
Leon looked sad. His hand rose and rested against her cheek affectionately. He looked into her eyes. She wanted to close hers and pucker her lips. "I could never hate you, Corinne. It was my fault as well as yours."
She smiled, tears welling in her eyes. He dropped his hand and she looked back over to the hot tub.
"They left a while ago. Couldn't get out of here fast enough."
"Thanks for the help with them."
"Let's go. It's late."
They left the pool and entered the lobby area. The hallway was mirrored. She did look different. Her skin was still covered in condensation and her hair was soaked, hanging straight down. She resembled a nymph that had just emerged from a waterfall. She looked like a lascivious slut. They entered the elevator together and rode it up to their floor.
"Well, here I am," said Leon, stopping at his door.
"Thanks. It certainly was an interesting night," she said, stepping in front of him. Her eyes looked up at him. His were staring down into her eyes. "Well, goodnight." She stood on tiptoes, puckering her lips.
Leon bent down and kissed her. It wasn't on the cheek, but it wasn't full on the lips either. The side of his lips touched the sides of hers. When they broke the kiss, Corinne remained on her tiptoes, looking up at him with a lustful hunger. Her hands came out and touched his hard stomach, sliding up over his muscles. "Dammit Corrine!" he growled, grabbing her waist and pulling her into him.
"A real kiss. Just this once," she said, just before their lips met. One of the hands slid down his stomach and over the bulge in his suit. She squeezed his swelling cock just as their tongues met for the first time.
His hands were on her back, bunching up the robe until it rose above her rear end. Then his hands were
on her ass cheeks, squeezing them tightly, kneading them as hard as she was kneading his cock.
"Hmmm," she moaned, as he broke the kiss and pushed her back several inches. She kept her eyes closed with her mouth slightly open.
"That's enough," he said, gasping. "We need to stop before we do something, we both regret."
"You're right," she agreed albeit reluctantly.
His eyes swept down her body. The robe looked sexy on her and the top was open giving him a good view of the tops of her breasts. He brushed a wet strand of blonde hair away from her eye. "If I weren't married..."
She smiled. "And if I weren't engaged..."
"Well, good night Miss Cox."
"Goodnight Mr. Johnson." Corinne turned and walked to her room. His eyes were on her until she pulled the keycard out of her pocket and opened her door. She gave him a nod and entered her room.
Corinne immediately felt the tears running down her cheeks. She tossed the keycard on the bureau by the TV and pulled her robe off, tossing it on the bed. She felt like such a fool. She sobbed untying the tight bikini. It was digging into her flesh like it had shrunk some inside the sauna. She sighed with relief the moment she was nude. She wanted her boss and if things kept going the way they were going, she was going to do something she'd regret, risking Leon's marriage and her friendship with Tonja and her own future marriage, a future marriage that she wasn't sure she wanted anymore.



There was only one thing she could do. She'd need to resign. They were spending too much time together and her attraction to him was growing daily. Another hotel room and a few drinks and she'd be throwing herself at him again. She wasn't the least bit tired. She should tell him now. She looked over at her phone charging on the stand beside the bed. No, she should tell him in person. It could wait until morning. No, she should do it now, while her mind was made up.
Before she'd even decided, she found herself putting the robe back on. It was a little damp, but not uncomfortable. She left the belt loose. She slipped out of the room and into the hall. She didn't want to quit. She loved her job and her boss. No, she loved Simon, she had a crush on her boss. Leon would be upset too, but it was for the best. She stopped at his door and gently rapped on it. She wondered if she was interrupting a masturbation session. There was no doubt in her mind that he'd be jerking off tonight.
He opened the door. "Corinne, what..."
She was looking down. He was still shirtless but had put on a pair of pajama bottoms. His cock wasn't hard, but it was swollen and coiled up under his pajamas. She slowly looked up, sad she'd never get to see his black chest ever again. "Leon, I've given it some thought and I think I should resign."
"Because of what happened tonight? We had too much to drink and things just got out of hand."
"I think it's for the best. I love working with you. I love the job and I love seeing the country, but to be honest, I'm very attracted to you and I'm afraid I'll keep making a fool of myself around you."
"I see." He gulped. "I can control myself."
"I'm not sure I can. Leon, this is for the best for all our sakes." She wanted to cry again. He looked like he was about to start crying and it broke her heart.
"I wish you'd reconsider. We can stay in separate hotels and quit having dinner together."
"I don't think so."
"Can you give it a couple of weeks. We're booked up through Christmas."
"I'm not sure..." She was interrupted by a noise down the hall. Leon leaned forward out of the door and glanced towards the elevators just as her head turned. "Shit! It's those two assholes."
Frank and Sam had just exited the elevator and were talking loudly. "They're not even on this floor," said Leon.
"They're looking for me," she said, sighing. "My key card was on the table with my room number on it."
"Come inside for a moment," said Leon, stepping back.
Corinne took one last look down the hall just as Frank and Sam were scanning the room numbers to see if they should turn left or right. She stepped into Leon's room just as the two men turned their heads down the hall.
**********
"We'll let them knock and you can slip out when they give up." Leon stepped back further.
Corinne felt something grab the hem of her robe and yank just as she was stepping forward. She stumbled, falling forwards into Leon. His hands rose to catch her just as she walked out of her robe and into his arms.
"Jesus! Corinne, what are you doing?" His large black hands caressed around her bare breasts, thumb and forefinger pinching and tugging on her nipples. She felt an electric jolt when he touched her nipples that had them swelling nearly an inch long. "Big white Coxville titties," he mumbled, staring at them in awe.
"I think my robe got caught in the door," she explained, trembling as she stood nude before him. She tried and failed not to moan as he played with her breasts. She stared down at his pajamas as the waistband opened and the head of his cock poked out. It quickly uncoiled, swelling and falling forwards over his pajamas. Her hand rose and grabbed his shaft, just under the head. There was another electric jolt that sent a spasm through her pussy and his cock swelled so big, she feared it was about to explode.
This was no plastic dildo. This was a fourteen-inch black cock and it was throbbing with heat and life. She caressed and stroked it while he played with her nipples.
"Fuck, your tits are gorgeous. Pink nipples, so pink, and long."
"Your cock... it's so big... and black. I've never touched a real man's cock before." Corinne stared down at it, watching her hand stroke it. Her engagement diamond sparkled in the light, but all she saw was her white hand on his black cock. She tore her eyes off it and looked into his dark piercing eyes. "I've never fucked a real man's cock before."
Leon's hands released her nipples and rose to rest gently on her cheeks. He angled her head up and bent to kiss her lips. Their tongues dueled again. Corinne released his cock long enough to pushed the waistband of his pajamas down his hips, freeing his genitalia. His head followed her, still kissing her as she stooped and pulled his pants as far down as she could without breaking the kiss. When she stood back up, she raised her foot until it was above the hem of his pajamas and pushed them down to the carpet. Leon stepped out of them, now as naked as she was. He forced her head back and down and swept her into his arms, carrying her to the bed.
Leon laid her down gently and climbed on the bed. His cock was sticking up between his legs, bobbing as he moved between her legs. She looked down between her breasts at the huge cock rising up above her pubic mound and the handsome muscular black man above it. His hands were on her knees. He pushed her legs further open, glancing down as her pussy was displayed for him. Simon's little penis would have twitched and squirted by now seeing her like this, but Leon was no premature ejaculator. He truly was a real man.
"Need to get you ready," he said.
Corinne felt ready, but before she knew what he was planning, he was on his belly and his broad flat tongue was licking up her slit. She gasped, her hips leaping off the bed. Her high school boyfriend had gone down on her and she'd had her first orgasm. She'd loved it, but he'd quit when she refused to return the favor. He broke up with her soon thereafter and was soon dating a girl with a reputation for easy blowjobs. Simon had expressed no interest in performing oral on her. Now she had an extremely large and prehensile tongue wiggling its way deep into her pussy and it felt wonderful.
Her orgasm exploded from her womb and to her embarrassment, she found herself humping his face as his tongue continued working her pussy, prolonging her orgasm. He finally, slowly withdrew it as her hips lowered back to the mattress. He finished with a long leisurely lick up her slit, the tip of his tongue flickering over her sensitive clit before he sucked it between his lips giving her a quick smaller orgasm Leon sat up. His lower face and chin were soaked. She wanted to apologize, but he was grinning. He looked down at his cock, pushing it down. Corinne raised her head to watch it enter her when she realized what was about to happen. "Do you have a condom?" she asked, gazing lustfully at the monster cock. Leon snorted derisively. "Seriously, I'm not protected and it's a bad time."
"Look at that black cock, Corinne."
"Oh, I am. I am." His cock looked even bigger after telling him she wasn't protected. She could have stared at it forever.
"Have you ever seen a condom that would fit that thing?" he asked. She kept her gaze on his cock as he smacked it down on her blonde pubic hair a couple of times. She slowly shook her head. "Is that a deal-breaker?"
Corinne whimpered with desire for his ebony cock. She wanted him to be the first man to fuck her bareback. It wasn't right that there should be anything between the outside of his cock and the inside of her pussy. "No, it's not a deal-breaker," she whispered. "Just don't cum inside me," she begged.
Leon nodded. He slid back a little, the head of his cock sliding down her pubic mound and down. He pressed the head against her slit and pushed. Corrine gasped as she opened up for him. Her pussy lips
spread wide around the glans. She gasped as the corona of his cock head flickered over her swollen clitoris as it pushed inside her. "Fuck yeah," he groaned feeling the heat of her pussy squeezing around the head of his cock. He worked it around some, pushing a little deeper.
"You feel so good," she moaned, raising her hips into his cock.
"You too, baby." The crown flickered over her clit again as he pulled it almost all the way out before pushing it back in, a little deeper this time.
"Mmmm," she sighed contentedly but looking down sadly at his cock. "I'll only be able to take about half," she said.
Leon snorted. "We'll see," he said, smirking and looking as smug as Frank had in the hot tub.
Corinne didn't want to tell him she routinely thought of him while getting off on a giant black vibrator.
She closed her eyes as she felt her pussy clamping down tightly around his cock, her muscles spasmed inwards, pulling at his cock like she was trying to coax the cum out of it. "I'm cumming," she moaned, her vaginal muscles tugging on his shaft while squirting all around it. "Ohhhh!" she cried arching her back as he pushed his cock in as far as she could take. She was gasping when her body lowered back down to the mattress.
Corinne gazed up at him lovingly. This was better than her fantasies. He was pushing his cock forwards.
She was about to tell him to stop, but it was feeling really good. His cock head was pressed against her cervix. It was throbbing and each time it pulsed, she felt a sticky warmth. At first, she feared he'd broken his promise and was cumming inside her, but she'd seen him cum. The fluid he was releasing inside her was closer to one of Simon's orgasms. He pushed again. This time the barrier seemed weaker. Another few pulses and more squirts of precum, she found herself relaxing as his cock pushed through into her womb. She stared down between her legs as inch after inch entered her until his crotch ground into hers. "How?" she gasped as he leaned down over her. She wrapped her arms around his back. Their lips met. Corinne could no longer control herself and dug her nails into his back as her body began shaking violently. She cried out into his lips as her first truly large orgasm rocked her body now that she'd reached her potential. She relaxed and collapsed into the pillow. Staring in disbelief up into his grinning face. "How?" she asked again.
"I had to resize your pussy," he told her. Leon gave her a quick kiss on the lips, arching his back so that he could kiss down her neck, to her breasts, sucking the left nipple between his lips and gently clamping his teeth down around it.
Corinne cried out again, humping her hips up into his cock as she came hard again. "Resized?" she asked confused as he sat back upon his knees. He cupped his arms under her legs, preparing to truly fuck her.
"Did Tonja?" She regretted asking it the moment the words left her mouth. Leon froze for a moment, but with his cock hard and buried in her pussy, he wasn't about to call it quits even if he felt guilty.
"Yeah," he answered. "Her too. Black women back home could take the whole thing." He paused.
"Come to think of it, I'm not sure any of them was virgins though." He spread her legs open wider and lifted her hips off the bed, lining her pussy up with his cock.
Corinne was already holding her breath in anticipation. Leon started working his hips, slowly at first, keeping most of his cock inside her. She started whimpering as he picked up speed, pulling a few inches
out before thrusting it forwards and then a few more inches. She cried out, cumming all over his cock when he was fucking her with half it's length. She tried desperately to fuck him back, trying to get his entire cock to stay inside her, but it was to no avail. The whimpers turned to moans and then gasps as half his cock became two thirds. Gasps became screams as Leon picked up speed, skillfully withdrawing almost his entire cock before burying it back in up to his pubes. The crown of his cock head flickered over her clit before plunging back into her womb. Corinne started cumming every three strokes, but he was moving so fast, it felt like she was having one long continuous orgasm. Finally, after nearly ten minutes, Leon pushed his cock deep and froze. He was breathing heavily, trying to catch his breath.
He wasn't done yet. Leon dropped her legs and leaned down over her, propping his large torso above her with his strong arms on either side of her. Her eyes looked up into his. She wrapped her legs around his hips. He lowered himself kissing her again before pushing himself back up. Leon started bucking his hips again. Simon would have last five strokes at that kind of pace, but Napoleon Johnson and his ancestors had been bred to be bulls by Corinne's ancestors and she wasn't the first Cox to be seeded by a black bull nor would she be the last.
She was cumming again, hard around the relentless pounding of his mighty cock. All her orgasms seemed to be building up to one giant orgasm. Leon was sweating heavily and his face looked strained.
"Gettin' close," he growled.
"Pull out," she reminded him, crossing her ankles around his hips. He pushed up, but she tightened her hold. "Not yet," she pleaded. "More, please. Gonna cum. Not yet." She grabbed his biceps, squeezing the hard-unyielding muscles.
"Can't hold..."
"Not yet," she said, trembling and raising her hips off the bed into the thrusts of his cock. "Keep fucking me. Don't pull out yet. Just don't cum... inside... me... cum inside me." She locked her legs and squeezed them so tightly, the lower half of her body raised up into the thrusts of his cock. "I'm cumming! Oh god, I'm cumming!" So was Leon. He grunted, bellowing like a bull as he arched his back and the first blast of his hot seed filled her womb. It was exactly what her body had been waiting for. "OH GOD!" she screamed. "GAWD DAMN! GOD DAM... BALLA!"
Her orgasm lasted through five ejaculations of his cock. "Oh god, pull out." She begged, finally relaxing her legs' grip around his hips. "Pull out," she said again, he was still cumming and his seed was filling her womb up so fast it was beginning to hurt. It was halfway out when the sixth wad of black sperm splattered hard over her open cervix.
Her stomach looked slightly distended from being so full as she stared down at it, watching in awe as Leon's gigantic cock rose up above her blonde pubic mound, jerking upwards and spewing out a long strand up white semen. A teaspoon's worth of sperm reached as far as her nose. A larger wad covered her mouth. The rest of the strand was splattering on her chest, breasts, and stomach even as the next shot of ejaculate was leaving the tip of Leon's rapidly bobbing cock. This strand reached as far as her chin with more covering her breasts. More shot from the head of Leon's cock even as he grabbed it to steady it. Corinne watched him bend it left, a fan of white coming out to cover the top of her breasts. He bent if right and did the same to her right tit. Then he started stroking it, the last of his seed, squirting out only a few inches, but it was enough to form a puddle around her bellybutton.
She'd been right worrying about the mess, but wrong believing that it would be disgusting. Everywhere his sperm had touched was warm and tingling like it was giving her those little electric shocks she often felt whenever she and Leon touched. Her hands slipped off his biceps, her fingers tentatively touching the large white wads of semen covering her tits even as her tongue flickered out and licked up the semen around her lips. He tastes good, she thought with surprise, rubbing his semen around her nipples, spreading her hands out and making sure she rubbed his rich seed into every spot of her exposed breast flesh.
Leon's cock had deflated and was lying across her stomach, so long, the head fell off her side. It was still throbbing like it had a life of its own, but the throbbing was in sync with the swelling of his chest as he breathed deeply. He watched her with fascination as her hand came down, pushing his cock out of the way so that she could scoop up the pool of semen in her stomach. She brought her hand up to her mouth, her tongue lapping his seed up. Leon growled with lust. "You should get cleaned up and go," he said, even as his cock swelled slightly, the head rising back up off her side and on to her stomach.
"You shouldn't have cum in me," she scolded, looking down her body and realizing that her feet were on the bed and she was holding her hips off the mattress, keeping his seed inside her.
"You didn't give me much choice," he answered with a smile.
"It felt incredible," she conceded, rubbing his cum into her ribs and under her breasts.
"If it makes you feel any better, there's a fifty percent chance, I'm infertile."
Corinne nodded, knowing the Johnson's had been trying to conceive for years. She had her doubts, looking at the wads of semen she hadn't smeared into her body yet. They were rich and thick, more the consistency of pudding when compared to Simon's runny weak semen.
"You should go," he said again, watching her slide off the bed, cupping her hands under her pussy as she ran to the bathroom. She stepped into the shower even as she was turning the water on. She moved her hands and let his cum pour out of her pussy as the hot water began cleaning her body. Her womb still felt full of sperm even as the semen pouring from her pussy slowly turning to a trickle. Corinne grabbed the small complimentary bottle of body wash and began cleaning off her breasts. Leon was staring at her in the shower. He was wide-eyed, watching her clean off her luscious body. "Corinne, this was a one-time thing, okay?"
"Agreed," she said, looking at him and then down at the hard cock sticking straight out between his legs.
He'd gotten a hard again watching her. She wanted it again. Leon gave her body one last sweep of his eyes, looking regretful, before closing the door.
It took her a while to feel clean and when she did, she suddenly felt shy. She grabbed a towel, wrapping it around her body as she opened the door. The hotel towel did little to cover her buxom Coxville body and either the tops of her nipples were sticking out or her lower ass and pussy were visible. She opened the door to the bathroom. Leon was sitting on the bed, holding his head down in his hands guiltily. His cock was still semi-hard, sticking out, but drooping between his legs. "Hand me my robe?"
He looked up and stood, walking over to the door. "You little slut," he said, but not angrily. "You told me it got caught in the door." Her robe was sitting in a pile on the floor, at least a foot from the door.
She gazed at it in surprise. "No! I swear, it felt like it got caught and yanked right off my body, so hard it made me stumble."
"Well, what's done is done," he said, tossing it to her.
She motioned him to turn around. He cocked an eyebrow at the silliness of the request but turned his back to her. She dropped the towel and tied the robe back on though she had a strong urge to hug him from behind, press her breasts against his back before reaching around and stroking his cock back to erection. She sighed. "Alright, then I guess it's goodnight."
"Yes, goodnight Ms. Cox." At first, Leon looked like he wasn't going to turn around and look at her again, but he was always a gentleman. "I'll see you to your room." He followed her to the door. He stood behind it so that no one in the hall could see his nude body, but he needn't have worried as the hall was empty this late. She hesitated at the door, looking up at him, wondering if they might share one last kiss.
Leon just nodded. "Goodnight," he said again, nodding.
"Goodnight." Corinne walked out the door and down to her room. Leon watched her through a crack in the door. She stood at her door, reaching into the pocket on her robe for the key card which wasn't there. "Oh!"



"What's wrong?"
"I think I left the key in my room." She turned and looked at him.
Leon arched an eyebrow. "I'll check the floor." He shut the door and looked around to see if it had fallen out of her robe, but there was no sign of it. He opened the door again. "It's not in here."
"I'm pretty sure I left it in my room."
"Come on back and I'll call the front desk." Leon let her back inside his room and shut the door. He called down to the lobby waiting as it rang several times, but there was no answer. It was late, but someone should have been on duty.
"No answer? I'll just go on down to the lobby." Corinne made for the door.
"Wait!" said Leon. "It's late. We can call again in the morning. You can stay here tonight."
"Really?"
"Yes, just stay on your side of the bed and keep that robe on."
"Of course," she agreed, nodding. Leon walked around to the far side of the bed, big cock swinging back and forth between his legs. She watched him slide under the covers. He slid as close to the side as he could go, but his broad chest still took up a lot of his side of the bed. She turned the light off and joined him, staying near the edge. She turned on her side, facing away from him. She wasn't sure if she'd be able to fall asleep. Leon apparently didn't have the same problem and was soon snoring. She was hot in the robe and wanted to take it off, but didn't. She rolled over on her back, keeping her eyes closed and breathing slowly.
**********
"We'll let them knock and you can slip out when they give up." Leon stepped back from the door.
Corinne looked at the second black man, the one with the beard, the one that had come to her in the sauna. He was even bigger and more powerful-looking then Leon. He was nude and his cock was a true monster. It wasn't fully hard, but it was sticking out, rippling sinuously like a serpent, the head slowly emerged from its hood and she wouldn't have been shocked to see a forked tongue flicker out from his pee slit. "White man, dey breed me good. Strong to work and good to breed," he said, his voice deep and masculine. "Dey make ya too, Corinne. Dey made ya too good. The white man, dey not 'nuff for ya.
Ya needs da big nigga cock now." She nodded, agreeing with him. The shadow man grabbed the back of her robe and pushed her forwards. She fell out of her robe, nude and straight into Leon's arms.
"Jesus! Corinne, what are you doing?" Leon's large black hands caressed around her bare breasts, thumb and forefinger pinching and tugging on her nipples. She felt an electric jolt when he touched her nipples that had them swelling nearly an inch long.
The bearded black man stepped beside Leon, whispering in his ear. "Big white, Coxville titties."
"Big white Coxville titties," Leon mumbled, staring at them in awe.
"I think my robe got caught in the door," she explained, trembling as she stood nude before him. She tried and failed not to moan as he played with her breasts. She stared down at his pajamas as the waistband opened and the head of his cock poked out. It quickly uncoiled, swelling and falling forwards.
Her hand rose and grabbed his shaft, just under the head. There was another electric jolt that sent a spasm through her pussy and his cock swelled so big, she feared it was about to explode. This was no plastic dildo. This was a fourteen-inch black cock and it was throbbing with heat and life. She caressed and stroked it while he played with her nipples.
"Look at her tits," whispered the shadow man. "Pink swollen nipples."
"Fuck, your tits are gorgeous. Your nipples are so pink and long."
"Your cock... it's so big... and black. I've never touched a real man's cock before." Corinne stared down at it, watching her hand stroke it. Her engagement diamond sparkled in the light, but all she saw was her white hand on his black cock. She tore her eyes off it and looked into his dark piercing eyes then over into the even darker eyes of the shadow man.
"Ya' need ma nigger seed. Ma' nigger dick," he told her.
"I've never fucked a real man's cock before."
"Ya' want it so come n' get it."
Corinne tossed and turned in her sleep. Leon was licking her pussy again, rising up prepared to penetrate her. He was telling her he didn't have a condom. He was asking, "Is that a deal-breaker?"
"Ya' need ma nigger seed, girl," said the bearded man.
"No, it's not a deal-breaker," she whispered. "Just don't cum inside me," she begged.
"Cum inside me," whispered the stranger in her ear.
Corinne spread her legs wider as Leon resized her pussy to accommodate his cock. As Leon slowly buried his entire cock inside her and she shuddered in orgasm she realized the bearded man was right. The white man would no longer be enough for her. Her mind and body, her very soul belonged to black cock now. She was a slave and black cock was her master.
The bearded man climbed on the bed. His cock was no longer a wriggling serpent, but a rock-hard ebony club. He moved behind Leon, bending his cock down like he was about to fuck Leon in the ass. Corinne wanted to scream out a warning, but it was too late. Leon grunted but kept fucking her. The shadow man's cock, the shadow man himself pushed right into Leon, merging into him and becoming one.
"Can't hold..."
"Not yet," she said, trembling and raising her hips off the bed into the thrusts of his cock. "Keep fucking me. Don't pull out yet. Just don't cum... inside... me... cum inside me." She locked her legs and squeezed them so tightly, the lower half of her body raised up into the thrusts of his cock. "I'm cumming! Oh god, I'm cumming!" So was Leon. He grunted, bellowing like a bull as he arched his back and the first blast of his seed filled her womb.
"Ya' need ma nigger seed."
Nigger seed was what her body had been waiting for. "OH GOD!" she screamed. "GOD DAMBALLA!" The bearded man's head fell sideways out of Leon's head so that it looked like she was being seeded by a two-headed man, only the bearded man's head was hanging sideways as if his neck had snapped. His spectral form faded, pulling back out of Leon, fading away to nothing. "DAMBALLA!" she screamed.
"Come back to me, Damballa. Please? I love you, Damballa. I love you."
"Ya' want it so come n' get it." His voice echoed in her ears.
**********
Corinne woke up. She was on her side again, but this time facing Leon. The covers had pulled back mostly down his chest and enough light was coming in from outside the window, she could see his sexy muscles. She raised herself up and twisted around so that she could see the alarm clock. It was a little after 3:00 am. She'd been asleep an hour. She didn't remember her dream, but it was about Leon and it had left her considerably aroused.
Corinne's hand came out from under the cover to rest on Leon's chest. He shuffled but remained asleep.
She could feel his heart beating under her palm before sliding her hand over one brown nipple and across his pectorals. Rubbing his chest was doing nothing to quench the building fire in her loins.
Already, her nipples were straining hard, the sensitive nubs scraping the cloth of her robe. She took her hand off his chest long enough to loosen the belt on her robe so that she could pull it open and give her nipples relief from the constant scraping.
She moved her hand over to the blanket and pulled it down revealing more of Leon's torso, releasing it just under his navel. His muscles formed hard half circles on either side of his navel. She slid her hand across them and up over the ridges of his abdomen before moving back to his chest. She slid her hand across to the far side before moving slowly back down over his ribs and abdominals, the far side of his stomach before her hand slid under the covers.
His shaft was swollen and laying across his farther thigh. Her hand cupped it, following it down to his scrotum. His balls were huge with just one tennis ball-sized testicle filling her palm. Together, they were so large, he had to sleep with his legs slightly open to give them room. It's heavy too, she thought, letting her fingers knead one of the hairy testicles. He'd emptied them only a short time ago, but already they felt full of sperm again.
She slid her hand back up to the base of his cock. This time, she wrapped her fingers around the shaft, feeling it grow in her hand as it swelled with blood. She slid her hand up, feeling the blood pulsing in the large blue-black vein that ran up the underside. His cock rose off his thigh, straightening out as it hardened, her hand sliding up the increasingly erect shaft. She raised it up off his stomach until the blanket slid down and she could see it. Her heart rate increased as she looked over at her white hand sliding along the shaft of his big black cock. Leon snorted but remained asleep.
Corinne moved slowly, trying not to wake him as she straddled his crotch, bringing her pussy down on the base of his shaft. He moved under her weight and his snoring stopped, but his eyes remained closed.
She slid her crotch up until her pussy lips ran over the tip of his cock, spreading apart as she pushed down against it. She gasped loudly as the head entered her, cumming when Leon's lips closed down around one of her nipples. She moaned, sliding back into his shaft even as his hips raised pushing more inside her. She whimpered sliding her crotch back until she'd taken his entire cock.
Corinne looked down at her black lover. Her nipple was stretched out, pulling her breast up towards his mouth. He didn't look mad and what man could have resisted having a perfectly shaped EE-cup breast dangling a long-swollen nipple before his eyes? He released her nipple, looking up into her eyes until she leaned down and kissed his lips. They moaned into each other's mouths, grinding their crotches together as she laid on top of him.
They kissed for a good five minutes until she pushed herself up, sitting in his lap, and shrugging the robe off her shoulders so that she was nude again. Corinne slowly started bouncing in his lap, riding his cock while staring down into his eyes. Leon raised his large hands and caressed her breasts, tugging and pinching her nipples. She sat in his lap, trembling as she came all around his shaft. Her vaginal muscles were squeezing all around it, tugging on it, trying to coax the seed from his balls. It was the first of several orgasms that left her too exhausted to ride him anymore.
Leon took over, moving his hands from her breasts to her butt cheeks. He lifted her halfway up his cock, holding her ass tightly as he started pistoning his cock up and down. Corinne leaned over him squealing in pleasure. "Oh god! Fuck me, Leon! Fuck me! Give me that black cock. AAAAHH! Cumming!" Another orgasm followed quickly on top of the last. "God, I love your cock."
"Fuck, you're hot," growled Leon. "Shit! Getting close. I'll pull out."
"NO!" she cried. "Please! I need your nigger seed. Your nigger cock."
Leon's thrusts stumbled in surprise but kept fucking her. "Fuck yeah! Gonna seed that pussy good." He grunted loudly, pulling her down on his entire cock.
"YES," she moaned, throwing her head back and grinding her crotch into his. "Nigger cock. Love nigger cock. Give me all your nigger seed. Love nigger seed." Her moans turned into a scream as she got what
she wanted. He held her still while she thrashed around on his cock. "All of it. I want all of it," she whimpered, her head falling forwards, blonde hair hanging down and covering her face.
Her womb once again full, his seed began leaking down through her cervix, running down his shaft until it was spreading out over his pubic hair and running down his balls. She was frozen, swaying a little, still impaled on his shaft for several minutes. His cock turned from its hardest to shrinking some, giving his semen more room to pour out of her pussy. "Damn gurl, that was hot!"
"You're amazing," she groaned, finally moving and tossing her hair back so that he could see her face again. She gazed down at him in awe, a satisfied smile across her face.
"What was up with the "N" word?" he asked, not looking angry. He was running his hands along her arms and down her sides, caressing, before moving his attention back to her breasts.
"Sorry," she apologized. "I don't know where that came from."
"I'm sure it came from growing up in Coxville," he said, tweaking her nipples. He seemed as fascinated by her breasts as she was with his cock. "You have quite the potty mouth for an innocent farm girl from Climax."
Corinne blushed so red; she wished her hair was still hanging in her face. "Sorry, I..." She didn't want to tell him it was his wife's fault; she had a dirty mouth. "I... um... bought a large black sex toy... and it came with a movie by the uh rather well-hung black actor..."
"Long Dong Lorenzo Doyle?"
Corinne paused. "Yeah, how'd you...?"
"We graduated high school together. He was always talking about going to L.A. to make it big in the porn industry. Wanted me to come with him, but I had my football scholarship."
"Oh! Well, I guess It just felt right to talk like the women in the scenes with him. Sorry, I..."
"I didn't say, I didn't like it. You keep talking dirty, gurl." Leon smacked her thigh, several times until Corinne slowly lifted herself off his shrunken cock. She slid out of the bed and ran for the bathroom, cupping her hands between her legs until she was able to step in the tub.
Embarrassed, Corinne squatted in the tub like she was trying to pee out all his semen. The shower water slowly turned warm and then hot. She stood, adjusting it a little cooler. Leon had an open bar of soap resting on the ledge. She grabbed it and began washing the insides of her thighs and around her blonde pubes. She was running the bar of soap across her stomach towards her breasts when the curtain was pulled open and Leon stepped into the bathtub with her. She stared at him in awe in the well-lit bathtub. He was looking down at her equally taken with her body.
"Can I have it when you're finished?" He pointed at the soap and then down at his crotch. His pubic hair was matted and wet.
Corinne looked at the soap in her hand and at his crotch. Instead of handing it to him, she brought her hands over to his crotch and started lathering it while staring up at him. He grunted but didn't stop her.
She cleaned up to his stomach and down under the base of his crotch to his scrotum. His balls seemed to get heavier in her hand as she washed them. She lowered her gaze from his eyes and down to his
cock watching her hand lather the base of his shaft, her soapy hand running along the floppy shaft towards the head watching it swell until it was no longer dangling between his legs. His soapy cock grew and she dropped the soap and grabbed the shaft, running her hand back down to the base and up to the head. It rose until it was sticking straight out.
He grabbed her wrist so suddenly, she gasped. He held it tightly, turning his crotch into the stream of water and letting the shower wash the suds off. Leon released her wrist, grabbing her hips and facing her towards the back of the shower. He moved behind her, taking her arms and moving her hands up to brace against the back wall until she was leaning forwards, slightly bent down. He stooped over her and she could see his hard cock sticking out between her thighs, running back along her pussy until it disappeared. "FFUUCCKK!!" she groaned as his cock penetrated her again.
Leon fucked her hard, rhythmically and steadily. Sometimes, his hands were on her hips, pulling back into his thrusts. Sometimes they were sliding up her back or sides, grabbing her shoulders as he slapped his thighs into hers. Sometimes, they slid under her arms and squeezed her breasts or pinched her nipples as he fucked even more orgasms out of her. "Cumming Leon. I'm cumming all over your big black cock." He growled as she spoke, fucking her harder. "So good," she squealed, tears running down her cheeks. "Big black nigger cock is so good," she hissed, softly, pushing off the wall, fucking him back.
"Need your nigger sperm."
"Fuck bitch! You want it, here it is." He buried his cock, pumping the third load of semen into her receptive pussy. He filled her womb with three voluminous loads before yanking It out and shooting several more across her back. He squeezed up along his shaft, jerking two more wads out of it before releasing it. Corinne felt it resting on her crack. She could feel it pulsing along with the beats of his heart.
She felt it droop until eventually, it fell on her back. "Damn Corinne, this feels so right," he said, pulling back until his cock slid down off her body. He turned around and let the water wash over his torso before stepping out of the shower.
Corinne stood up and backed into the spray, letting it wash the semen off her back. If he'd cum all over her front, she'd be rubbing his seed all over her body again. She turned and bent to get the soap up, washing herself off again and trying to force more rivers of semen out of her body.
"I guess we'll make it a one-night thing instead of a one-time thing," he said when she rejoined him in bed.
"I guess so," she agreed, slipping under the covers and facing away from him. Leon surprised her by turning into her and pulling her into his body. He leaned in and kissed her shoulder before wrapping his powerful arm around her body and cupping her breast. This did feel right. She never felt this protected or possessed sleeping in Simon's arms. She closed her eyes and quickly fell asleep.
An hour later, she woke back up as Leon pinched and tugged on her nipple until it turned fully hard under his ministrations. His hard cock was pressed into her back, sliding down as he pulled his hips back.
She lifted her leg so that he could slide it between her thighs. The head found the entrance to her pussy, pushing in as Leon bent over and kissed her neck. He slowly began fucking her as she turned her neck, her lips finding his. It was a slow steady fuck from behind. They kissed through most of it. This time there were no words, only noises from their throats, gasps of pleasure, whimpers, and moans, and finally, a loud grunt as his cock pumped a fourth load of sperm into her womb.
Leon was on his back, snoring again when she got back from the shower. She glanced at the clock. The alarm would go off in under two hours. She was exhausted and tired, but she also felt wonderful. She slipped back into bed, this time facing her black lover. She snuggled up next to him, resting her leg over his and one arm possessively on his chest, falling contentedly asleep seconds later.
She woke in the same position with the sun in her eyes through the window. She moved her leg off him and stretched, her hand running down his hard chest, over his stomach, stopping at his crotch. She fondled it, shaking her head in amazement. Even after, last night, it was semi-hard. She kneaded his floppy cock until it stiffened and straightened out. Corinne slid closer, resting her head on his chest so that she could look down at his cock as she held it up for her eyes to take in all its glory. What a magnificent black beast! Unfortunately, her pussy felt a little sore from taking him four times last night, though she would have liked to have said goodbye to it properly.
Corinne stroked it, watching her white hand glide up and down his thick shaft. The light from the window glistened off the very top of his shaft as the opening began leaking precum. His chest was still rising and falling rhythmically from sleep as she slid her body down his, leaning over his hip, she pulled his cock down and kissed the head, letting her lips rest on the tip, tasting the precum. She remembered how good his semen had tasted last night when she rubbed his cum into her body. Her tongue flickered out and twirled around the head. He hadn't showered after fucking her from behind and she could taste the dried seminal fluids and her own juices on the crown of his cock. She didn't care, a growing desire to have his cock in her mouth filling her. She kissed the tip again, parting her lips, she began to take his cock into her mouth.



Corinne did her best. She gagged, wanting to choke when just the crown scraped past her upper lip. She relaxed her jaw, slowly bobbing her head over her black boss's 14" cock. What a challenge sucking his big black cock was! She almost wished she'd practiced sucking a man off on Simon. Almost. Not that he was a real man, like Leon, but it would have made her familiar with the motions. Tears rolled down her cheeks as she strained to get the head past her uvula and into her throat. Leon groaned and spread his legs. He was awake now, his head lifted up, looking down at the lovely white woman with half his black cock shoved down her throat. She continued bobbing her head while looking up at him. She had the strange feeling that she should be thanking him for allowing her to suck his perfect cock. The tears continued, but now they were from sadness and not the strain of taking his cock. She'd never have this cock again! Given time and more practice, she would learn to swallow the whole thing. She could give Leon the blow job he truly deserved.
"Damn gurl, you're a great cocksucker," groaned Leon.
His words filled her with joy and she wished she could look up at him, but she was staring straight at the black hole of his belly button just as his pubic hairs tickled her lips. She did it! She had taken the entirety of his shaft. She exhaled through her nose, pushing herself up his cock. Her head was angled down to get his shaft down her throat. The position was awkward, but his cock was so unyielding, it didn't want to bend in her throat. She bobbed her head rapidly until the need to gag grew again as his shaft seemed to swell even large. His cock shuddered and suddenly her empty belly felt full.
The threat of gagging was so great, Corinne had to push up and off. His cock was continuously pumping sperm down her throat as it receded into her mouth which filled so fast, her cheeks were bulging out and cum was dribbling down her chin. She was forced to gulp it down while taking a big breath of air in
through her nose just as his cock left her mouth and coated her face with another hot blast off its seed.
Another wad hit her chest and the top of her breasts just as her brain was registering how great his sperm had tasted. Before she'd even caught her breath, she was wrapping her lips back around the head off his cock so that he could fill her mouth with more of his delicious seed.
Leon sighed contentedly as she jerked the shaft of his cock to get more of his sperm into her mouth. "I swear Coxville women are natural-born cocksuckers," he said, a satisfied grin spreading across his handsome face. "Oh shit! Look at the time."
Corinne frowned as his cock was pulled away from her as Leon jumped off the bed and ran into the bathroom. She licked around her lips, using her finger to push more semen off her cheeks and into her mouth. Her hands moved down to her chest, rubbing his cum into her skin and over her breasts.
Everywhere his seed touched seemed to tingle with warmth. Her distended nipples expanded larger than she'd ever seen them as she ran her cum covered fingers around them. She felt wonderful.
They shared the shower again. There was some washing of each other's bodies, but no hanky-panky as they both needed to get downstairs to the seminar. Leon finished first as he had less hair to wash and his body wasn't covered in semen. Before he left the shower, he turned facing her and cupped both her cheeks with his hands. "Thank you for a wonderful night," he told her, lowering his head to hers and giving her a very affectionate kiss before stepping out of the shower. She watched him towel dry while running her soapy hands all over her breasts. He brushed his teeth and shaved a bit as she was turning the water off.
Corinne followed him, drying herself off and walking out into the bedroom. "Aww," she complained, watching Leon step into his briefs. He looked up at her. "You just put your cock away," she explained, grabbing her robe.
"One last look can't hurt," he said, with a grin. He reached in and pulled his slack cock out. Even, flaccid it was more than twice as big around as Simon's and twice as long. Corinne couldn't take her eyes off it.
She gazed hungrily at it, tongue flickering out to moisten her lips. Leon felt the blood began flowing back into his cock, he quickly tucked it back into his briefs before it turned hard again. "Aww," he echoed, as Corinne tied the belt on the terry cloth robe around her waist.
She pulled the end of the belt and felt it untie until her robe fell open. "Until you leave," she explained, letting the robe fall back to the floor.
Leon stared at her nude body while dressing and it didn't help the swelling in his cock go down. "I'll tell the lobby to send someone up to let you into your room," he told her while tightening his tie.
"Here, let me," she said, stepping up to him and straightening his tie for him.
"I'll tell our class you're running late," he told her, taking one last longing look at her breasts before stepping out into the hallway.
**********
"Do not imagine friends, that leadership is a pleasure," said Leon.
"On the contrary, it is a deep and heavy responsibility," finished Corinne as she strode into the room.
"Ah Mrs. Cox has arrived," said Leon, a broad grin spreading across his face. He couldn't stop smiling while looking at her and he couldn't stop looking at her. She was wearing her sexiest business professional outfit, the white button in front blouse, black skirt, and black heels.
She gazed adoringly back at her boss, smiling just as broadly.
Frank and Sam glanced at each other, both realizing that the dynamic between Corinne and Leon had changed since yesterday. The two were energized and their joint enthusiasm rubbed off on the crowd.
They got a standing ovation when Leon ended with his line, "And that my friends, is the Napoleon Johnson method. Tomorrow, I'll teach you the art of winning. He moved down to sit behind a table while Corinne stacked up copies of his book for him to autograph. Nearly everyone at the seminar was lining up to purchase a copy.
"Wow! That went well," said Corinne, packing away the leftover books. "Are... are we still having dinner?"
Leon sighed and looked over at her. "I don't think that's a good idea." His eyes swept longingly down to her bosom. She noticed and almost immediately her nipples became more prominent through her blouse eliciting a gulp from Leon. "Frankly, I don't trust myself alone with you."
Corinne couldn't help smiling at that. "Me neither. I... I think I'll just go play tourist then."
Leon nodded. "I'll have some drinks with Frank and Sam, then maybe I'll work out my frustrations in the fitness center. Have fun."
"You too," she said, glancing down desirously at his crotch. He noticed and blood began flowing into his penis causing it to rapidly swell. Corinne sighed longingly and left the conference room to go change in her room.
**********
Corinne spent most of the late afternoon walking through Hollywood, looking for stars on the Hollywood Walk of Fame. For dinner, she simply had a taco off a food truck, but it was the best taco she'd ever had.
She didn't have the greatest time exploring Hollywood. More men then usual approached her and men always approached her. She got several, "You oughta be in pictures, sweetheart." And one she was pretty sure was a legitimate producer and one she was pretty sure was an agent for adult film stars. He left his business card with her. A few others were simply men asking if they could show her around or asking if she'd join him for a cup of coffee.
If she'd had her way, she and Leon would have gone back to his room, fucked, ordered room service, before fucking and sucking all night long. She couldn't stop thinking about him, about his cock...
All the male eyes in the lobby locked on her as she entered the hotel. She was wearing tight jeans, sneakers with no socks, and a blue tank top that left some skin showing above her jeans but didn't show her navel. She was daydreaming about Leon, her nipples were hard and bouncing on the ends of her breasts. "Hold the elevator," she called, noticing it was closing. "Thanks..." she said, noting the only other occupant was Leon. She flushed.
Beads of sweat covered his forehead as well as the rest of his body. He was in workout clothes, a tight white tee shirt that hugged his muscles and sweat shorts. He smelled deliciously manly. "D-did you have f-fun?" he asked, wincing at his nervous stutter.
"Yeah," she shrugged, "but not as much fun as last night." She couldn't believe she'd said that and she turned bright red. Leon made a choking sound. They remained silent until the elevator's doors opened.
They both tried to exit at the same time, comically squeezing in together before stepping out of the elevator. Leon stopped at his door, pulling his keycard out. He watched her walk over to her room.
"What?" she asked, pushing the key card into the lock.
"Just making sure, you have your key."
Corinne winked at him and pushed her door open, strolling into the room. She pulled her top off over her head and tossed it on the foot of the bed, her bra quickly following it. She undid the buttons on her jeans, spinning around as she pushed them down over her hips. Leon was standing in the doorway, watching her, breathing heavily. "Leon!" she said, surprised, but continuing to strip down to her panty.
"Y-you left your door open," he said, confused. "I took it for an invite."
Corinne looked at her open door. She must have left it open, subconsciously. "It was," she said, raising her hand and using her finger to say, "come hither." Leon stepped into the room, closing the door behind him and approached the lovely blonde. Corinne reached into his sweat shorts and pulled his cock out, looking up into his eyes. He gulped. She quickly sat down on the bed, pulling his sweats down, her lips engulfing the head of his rising cock.
"Sweet Jesus," he groaned, throwing his head back. It took seconds for his cock to turn rock hard.
Corinne grabbed his ass cheeks pulling his cock deeper into her mouth. She managed to quite easily take half his cock down her throat. "D-do you want me to shower first?"
Corinne licked along under his shaft, twirling her tongue around the swollen black head of his cock until it plopped out of her mouth. "Fuck no," she told him, staring up as she swallowed his cock down again.
The sweat combined with the natural scent of his cock made him smell even more masculine and desirable. She slowly raised her head until his cock plopped out of her mouth. She stared at it in awe.
"You know something," she said, kissing the head of his cock.
"What?"
Her tongue twirled around the knob. "When you interviewed me, I told you that I believed all men were created equal. I don't believe that anymore."
"Well, some are more equal than others," Napoleon responded with a chuckle that turned into a groan as she swallowed his cock back down. He stepped back until his cock pulled free of her mouth. She looked up at him questioningly, her hand stroking his shaft. Leon grabbed her wrist and pulled her to her feet, grabbing her hips and pushing her back towards the room's table. He lifted her up on the edge and pulled her panty off.
Corinne moaned as he grabbed her feet, squeezing them and pulling her legs open. He stepped forward, the table was the perfect height for his cock to slide right in. Leon held her legs and fucked her hard while staring into Corinne's eyes. Her lips moved, silently mouthing the words, "fuck me," over and over,
but no sound came out of her mouth except a constant mewling that turned into a gasp as she came several times over his thrusting cock.
"Gonna cum," he groaned, breaking eye contact and throwing his head back.
Corinne responded by rapidly bucking her hips off the table, trying to get his cock off faster. "Give me that black cock," she growled. "I want your nig... seed," she gritted her teeth trying not to say it, but her womb was aching to be filled with his seed again. He pushed deep, her cock jerking once and filling her womb with a fresh load of semen. "Nigger cock so good," she cried, her pussy muscles squeezing down around his shaft, trying to hold him still while coaxing as much sperm as it could get from his cock. She screamed embarrassingly loudly as she came hard over his spurting cock.
Leon worked his cock around several times before pulling his hips back. His cock sprang free, spitting out a long strand of semen from her chin to her navel. It bobbed a half dozen more times spewing out more semen with each jerk.
"So good. So good. So good," she muttered, writhing ecstatically on the table. Her hands were already rubbing his semen into her skin.
"Damn girl," he grunted, trying to catch his breath. "You're just about the perfect woman. The picture of sweetness and innocence in public, but built like a porn star and a total cock crazy slut in bed."
"Only for you Leon," she purred, rubbing her semen around her nipples. "I've never acted like this with any other man. I've rarely even cursed in front of Simon."
"Well, I guess I'm special then," he replied, his cocky grin returning. He winked at her before stepping away.
Corinne lazily leaned her head up watching his cock swinging from thigh to thigh as he walked over to his sweat pants and began stepping into them. "Where are you going?"
"Back to my room," he replied, pulling his pants up and shoving his cock into the waistband. She whimpered and sat up, sliding off the table. He looked over at her, grinning again. "Don't pout. I'll be back. Let me brush my teeth and shower."
Corinne wanted the throw her arms around him and kiss him, but she was covered with rapidly drying semen. "I guess I could shower too," she said, just as clumps of semen began sliding down her thighs.
Leon walked over to the door. "Guess we'll make this a two-night thing."
Corinne raised a shoulder while sucking her lower lip into her mouth. She looked over at him leadingly.
"At this point, we might as well make it a one trip thing."
Leon nodded in agreement. His eyes swept down her body. "Leave the door open," he growled. His sweats were already tenting from his rapidly swelling cock.
**********
The last day's seminar was another resounding success. "And remember," closed Leon. "Man serves the interest of no creature, except himself." He gave the crowd a thumbs up and received a standing ovation.
Corinne applauded along with the crowd, gazing at him adoringly. He had a dinner meeting with Frank and Sam later and she planned on getting a quick bite and taking a quick nap before he joined her for their third and final night together. She wasn't even that tired despite getting only two to three hours to sleep between fuck sessions with her boss for the last two nights. Leon seemed to have a rejuvenating effect on her, but she knew tonight there would be even less sleep.
"I'm gonna milk that cock for all it's worth," she mumbled, watching Leon approach her.
"What?" he asked.
"Nothing," she said, with a smile. "I hope you don't mind, but I'd like to take a nap while you're at dinner. Just wake me when you come up." He already had her other key card. "And try not to be too late, Mr. Johnson.
Leon grinned back at her.
**********
"Honestly, I'd rather nap then have dinner with those two jerks again."
"Who said I was having dinner with Frank and Sam?" He gestured towards a table in the back of the restaurant.
Corinne's eyes opened wide and her jaw slowly fell open. Leon strode up towards the other black man.
They did some sort of black handshake that she couldn't follow. "Corinne, this is..."
"Long Dong," she whispered.
"I was going to say, Lorenzo," said Leon.
Lorenzo Doyle raised his hands. "Guilty." He reached one large black hand out and shook her hand while gazing into her eyes. His features weren't handsome like Leon's, but his presence was just as masculine if not even more so. "A pleasure," he said, before releasing her hand.
"Told you, I knew him." Leon held the chair out for her and she sat down with Leon on her left and Lorenzo on her right.
Dinner came and wine. The two black men got caught up, mostly reminiscing about growing up in Coxville County. Apparently, Lorenzo had a son at Coxville High that played football for the Cocks. She joined in the conversation from time to time especially when they brought up sports, Floyd's barbecue or visiting lake Cox during the summer.
"Corinne here is a fan. She even has your dildo," said Leon.
Corinne was sipping her wine as he spoke and spit it out. "Is that so?" asked Lorenzo with a smirk, leaning in and resting his hand on her thigh. She didn't remove it. She found herself looking back and forth between the two men, sweat forming on her brow. Leon was leering at her predatorily. All the scenes of some porn slut sandwiched between Lorenzo and another actor flashed through her mind.
The next thing she knew, she was in Leon's room and Lorenzo was shutting the door. "Why did you ask Lorenzo up to your room?"
"You know why?" Leon placed his hands on her shoulders and pushed her down.
Corinne fell to her knees between the two men. Both were undoing their pants. She gasped as two fourteen inch black cocks appeared before her eyes. L.D.'s was rising faster, but Leon's was close behind. She reached out grabbing both cocks, her stroking hands aiding them in turning fully erect. The men adjusted themselves so that their cocks were pointed at her face, one on either side. She leaned left, kissing Leon's cock, giving it a little lick before turning her head right and kissing Lorenzo's cock. She didn't stop with the kiss. Corinne opened her mouth wide and sucked the head of L.D.'s dong into her mouth. His cock was new to her but familiar at the same time. Her dildo was a perfect mold of his penis and it was very similar to Leon's except that Leon's was darker. Leon placed his hand on her head and pulled her back, turning her back towards his cock. She moaned as her mouth sucked his shaft in, past her uvula and down her throat until her nose was pressed into his pubes.
"Damn!" said Lorenzo, impressed. "I want me some of dat." He pulled her head back and turned her back to his cock. She did the same for him, holding still while he flexed his hips, slowly fucking her mouth. She alternated between the two men, sucking one cock while jerking off the other and wondering what she'd do if both wanted to cum down her throat? Her belly could barely handle one of Leon's loads.
Corinne didn't have the chance to find out. Both men pulled back and grabbed her arms, helping her up.
They led her to the bed and placed her on all fours. Leon climbed up in front of her, bending his cock back down towards her mouth as he kneeled before her. The bed depressed behind her as Lorenzo kneeled between her legs. "Damn, I'm lookin forward to dis. Haven't had me any Coxville pussy for a long time and never any white pussy."
"MMMPPHHH!" grunted Corinne as Lorenzo's cock pushed past her pussy lips and began stretching her out. It also forced her forwards into Leon's cock. She didn't have to do much work sucking Leon as every thrust from L.D. pushed her forwards into Leon's cock and Leon was thrusting forwards. There had been many scenes similar to this in Long Dong's movies, but the secondary actor's cocks never came close to Lorenzo in size. Corinne found herself loving it as she slowly turned cock crazy like many of the black women of Coxville County did. From here on out her purpose would be serving black cock.
L.D. was a skilled porn star and his cock had already made her cum a dozen times before it erupted into her womb. Her body shook as her vaginal muscles contracted all around his bucking cock. Leon's cock jerked in her mouth and suddenly her belly was full. They filled her with several loads before removing their cocks and spraying the rest of their loads onto her back or in her face.



They caught their breath laying on their backs with Corinne between the two men, her hands playing with both their spent cocks. Leon recovered first, swelling back to erection as she fondled it. "Ride me,"
he ordered.
Corinne was grinning happily as she mounted her boss and slid back into his cock until she could sit up.
"I feel like such a slut," she moaned, bouncing in his lap. Leon just smirked and gave one ass cheek a light slap before he grabbed her ass and pulled both cheeks apart.
Lorenzo knelt behind her and slapped his cock down between her crack a couple of times. "You're not a slut until you had a black cock up your ass," he said.
"Oh!" she gasped. "YES! Do it! Shove that nigger cock up my ass."
"Spoken like a true slut," growled Lorenzo, pressing the head of his cock down to the tiny puckered rosebud. She gasped again as his cock pressed down against it until her sphincter slowly opened up for him.
Corinne cried out. "It's too much! Too much cock!" Lorenzo's head pushed inside her and she could feel it pressing her skin into Leon's cock as it slowly slid up into her. "Fuck," she cried in disbelief. "FUCK!
FUCK ME!" Her body thrashed between them as she came so hard she nearly collapsed. When she recovered, the two men were fucking her, alternatively thrusting forwards while occasionally both would bury and pull back together. "FUCK! I LOVE IT!" She couldn't stop cumming. This was the best ever. "Love nigger cock," she whimpered. "Nigger cock in my pussy. Nigger cock in my ass. So good. So good. So good..." She began crying from the pleasure the two big black cocks were giving her.
Leon grunted, his thrusts turning erratic as he grabbed her hips and pulled her down into his lap. His cock bucked several times filling her with his seed. Lorenzo practically fell on top of her and his cock quivered inside her. Her ass was too tight for it to move much and her bowels began filling with his semen. He worked his cock around several times to drain it before pulling out and falling back on the bed.
Corinne slowly worked her way up Leon's spent cock and fell back between the two men. "Well, I guess I'm officially a slut then," she said, happily.
"That you are, slut," said Lorenzo, sitting up and slipping off the bed. Leon climbed off the bed too. "Sit up slut," ordered Lorenzo. She sat up, watching curiously as he produced a medium-sized bag and pulled out a metal ring. He opened the ring and placed it around her neck.
"What's this?" she asked, tugging at the ring. It was sealed firmly around her neck. Lorenzo pulled a small bag from the sack and tossed it at Leon. He caught it, grinning as he felt the weight of it. "What's going on?" She watched Leon upend some of the bags into his palm. He counted out thirty pieces of silver.
"Well," said Leon, emptying the silver coins back into the sack. "You put in your resignation and I can't risk Tonja finding out about us, so I just sold you to Leon."
"You're going to make a great porn star," said Lorenzo, hooking a chain into the ring around her neck.
She grabbed the chain as he pulled her to her feet.
"But... but..." She looked at Leon, pleadingly before Lorenzo yanked her forwards and out the door.
Lorenzo led her nude form down the hall. Frank and Sam were knocking on the door to her room. They paused, reaching out to paw her breasts and ass as she passed. "I can't wait to see her first porn," said Sam.
"No need to wait," said Lorenzo, pointing back at the room. Corinne glanced behind her as L.D. kept tugging her down the hall. A camera crew was coming out of the room followed by Leon. Her former boss held up two DVDs. The cover had her kneeling between the two black men. The title was; Corinne Cox's Black Cock Threeway. He handed them out to the two white men.
The elevator opened as Lorenzo led her into it. He turned her around to face the wall and started fucking her from behind again. The elevator ride was too short for him to finish. When the elevator reached the lobby, the doors opened and stayed there. She looked out into the crowded lobby as dozens of eyes watched her getting fucked. Lorenzo finished and tucked his cock away. He pulled her out into the lobby. Most of the crowd were clapping his performance, congratulating him as he walked past.
Leon and Tonja were in the crowd. Leon was in a tuxedo and Tonja in an evening gown. She shook her head. "See, I told you she was a slut," said her black friend.
Leon nodded in agreement. "I had no idea."
Two doormen opened the hotel doors as the black man led the chained naked woman outside. Only it wasn't outside. The lobby door led straight into a dark theater. Men sat spaced apart, most jerking off.
She walked down the aisle watching the screen playing out the scene of her fucking Leon while Lorenzo took her ass. She glanced down one row of seats. Simon sat there, staring at the screen, jerking off his little penis. Leon and Tonja took their seats as Lorenzo led her up on stage.
The seedy seventies porn theater disappeared. The theater was now filled with people dressed up like Leon and Tonja. They were all applauding. Corinne was no longer naked. She was dressed in a slutty sparkling gown cut down the middle and showing off most of her tits. Her arms were full of awards.
"And the award for best anal scene goes to," said another buxom sluttily dressed woman. "Goes to...
CORINNE COX!"
Corinne smiled and turned to accept her award as the crowd gave her a standing ovation.
"JESUS!" said Leon, loudly in the crowd.
**********
Corinne jerked awake, breathing heavily. She was wet between the legs and her nipples were straining at her breasts. She turned in a daze to see Leon lit up by the light in the bathroom. He was naked and his cock was totally hard. He was staring at her in awe. "Jesus," he said again. "That was some dream."
Dream or nightmare? She wasn't sure, but it had left her horny for a large black cock. "Just get in here and fuck me," she said, throwing the sheet off her body.
"Yes, ma'am," agreed Leon. He made to slide into bed beside her.
"Wait!" she interrupted. "Would you... go down on me first?"
He grinned. "Happy to."
"No," she said as he was moving down between her legs. "Like this." She turned around and got on all fours, resting her arms under the pillow and resting her head on the pillow. His hands slid over her ass cheeks, caressing them and squeezing before his tongue found her pussy slit. "Yes," she moaned, "Like that." His tongue licked up and down along her slit, wiggling its way inside her. Leon held it rigid and fucked her with his tongue. She swore it felt almost as big as Simon's penis.
His tongue flickered over her clit and then back up. "Lick higher," she whispered. His tongue worked its way up to the back of her vagina. Corinne lowered herself a little, moaning as his tongue licked along her perineum. He slid it back down, wiggling into her folds and then flickering back over her clit. As he was licking back up, she lowered herself further as it reached her perineum again and this time it licked over her anus. Leon hesitated for just the fraction of a second and then his tongue was wiggling against her anus before moving back down. When he licked back up, he continued all the way to her sphincter. This time, his tongue probed at it, pushing inside. Corinne moaned. She'd showered before her nap and had paid special attention while cleaning between her legs. She almost wondered if her subconscious was planning this.
Leon quit wiggling his tongue and kissed her ass cheek. "You like a little anal play?" he asked.
"I want... I want you to fuck me there," she whimpered, feeling like a whore as soon as the words left her mouth. You're not a slut until you've had a black cock in your ass echoed in her memory, but she couldn't remember where she'd heard it.
"Fuck yeah," he said. Leon couldn't sit up quickly enough. "Tonja likes my thumb in her asshole, but she won't let my cock anywhere near her ass." His fingers slid between her legs and she heard him rubbing her body's arousal onto his shaft to lubricate it.
"I want your cock everywhere before we end this," she told him truthfully.
"I'll go slow and easy." Leon grabbed his shaft, gazing at the dark head of his cock and down at the tightly puckered anus. It didn't look like it could fit, but if Corinne were like the black women back home, she'd take it and love it.
Corinne almost had misgivings when she felt the tip of his cock pushing down between the crack of her butt cheeks and pressing hard against her anus. She tensed up, waiting for the pain as her asshole began pushing inside her body, her anus slowly opening for it. The pain came. She gritted her teeth, sweat forming on her brow. Corinne could feel her cheeks flushing red. "Oh god," she hissed, slowly exhaling through her nose.
"Fuck," groaned Leon. "I haven't done this since high school. Almost in."
At some point, she'd pushed herself up on all fours. Now, her arms were trembling and she wasn't sure if they could hold her up much longer. She gave in and lowered her head back down to the pillow. It helped the pain, but it still felt like her anus was about to rip apart. Just when she thought she couldn't take anymore, the head of his cock pushed into her bowels and stopped.
Leon held still, letting her get used to being penetrated like this. He busied himself, caressing and massaging her ass cheeks and running his hands down her back to her long blonde hair. She quit trembling after several minutes. He worked the head of his cock in and out a little, slowly pushing deeper and deeper. Only the initial entry hurt badly, the rest would be a piece of cake. At an inch past the head, she let out a little moan. He slowly fucked her, pushing deeper each time until she was pushing her ass back into his thrusts. "Fuck me," she mumbled into the pillow.
"I can't hear you," he grunted, picking up speed and pulling her ass back into his thrusts.
"FUCK ME!" she cried, pushing herself back up on all fours. "Fuck my ass!" She worked her ass against his shaft, fucking him back as hard as he was fucking her.
"Now that's what I'm talking about," he said, happily. "Work that ass, slut," he said, his hand coming down to slap her cheek.
"OH!" she said, shocked. He spanked her again and before she knew what was happening, her pussy was squirting her orgasm all over his balls. She'd cum from having her ass fucked! She came again too. He fucked her hard to the point she was squealing each time his cock pushed deep in her bowels. Another orgasm squirting all over his balls. Her pussy was contracting like crazy, trying to pull a none existent cock deep inside it.
"Here it cums," he groaned, giving her another spank as his cock pushed as deep as it would go. It shuddered, trying to jerk, but her anus tightly gripped the shaft just as the first load of semen shot into her bowels.
Leon pulled back pumping it slowly in and out until his balls were drained. He kept it inside until his cock lost some of it's swell before pulling it out. His cum welled up inside her, following his exiting cock and began to pour out of the hole in her anus just as Leon collapsed beside her. She didn't want to move, but his hot semen was pouring down over her pussy and sliding down her thighs. Corinne climbed off the bed and waddled over to the bathroom.
Her black lover was half-asleep by the time she returned to the bed. She fondled his spent cock, tugging and squeezing the floppy shaft until it began to swell. She straddled him and slid up the shaft and then back down when he entered her. His hands came up, caressing her tits. "Turn the light on," she told him.
One hand left, reaching out to the nightstand and pressing the button that turned the light on.
Corinne blinked at the brightness. The room hadn't been totally dark. A light was shining in under the bathroom and the atrium light by the door was on. He stared at her beauty. She stared at his face, moving her eyes down to the hard-muscular black chest, her dainty white hands following to run across his muscles. She bounced in his lap, stopping while sitting up so that he could hold her waist while bucking his cock in and out of her. "I want to fuck you all night," she moaned, cumming.
"I want that too," he agreed, pulling her down into his up-thrusting cock so that he could fill her womb with another load of his seed.
Unfortunately, they were both exhausted and fucking all night turned into only one other session when Leon woke up, needing to piss. He stared at her sleeping body, tugging his cock hard again. He mounted her, arching his back so that they could kiss while he slowly fucked her.
Corinne woke him with a blow job just before the alarm was set to go off, his voluminous seed serving as her breakfast that day. She smiled at him while sipping coffee as he ravenously ate to get his strength back up.
She packed her bag, gazing longingly at the messed up bed, as she shut the door to her room and the greatest weekend of her life. Leon was shutting the door to his room. They were silent walking down the hall, neither knowing what to say to the other, but the second the elevator door closed, he took her in his arms, pulling her into him, and kissing her passionately for the whole ride down until they heard the
ding of the bell when they reached the lobby. They were both flushed and breathing heavily, but standing apart when the doors opened.
"I don't want you to quit," Leon finally said about an hour into the flight home.
"I don't want to quit either," she replied, tears in her eyes until one rolled down her cheek.
"But we can't have a repeat," he added, gravely. "I don't want to lose Tonja. Best for you to leave if it harms both our relationships. Agreed?"
"Agreed," she nodded.
**********
Please get this over with, she thought as Simon's penis slid out of her for the fourth time that night. He groaned in frustration. He'd tried getting on top, but it kept coming out. Finally, he asked her to get on top. Corinne tried to pretend she was riding Leon again, but even in the dark, she could tell she was riding a weaker man. Simon's chest didn't have the muscles Leon's did, nor was it as broad. Her legs weren't spread as wide around her fiancé's thighs either, but the big difference was Simon's skinny little penis. He felt even smaller inside her since she'd been resized for big black cock. This unsatisfying little thing was the most she'd ever have for the rest of her life if she went ahead and married him.
Corinne tried to pretend it was Leon beneath her and she bounced too high causing Simon's little penis to fall out again. He tried to hold her still to get it back inside her, but Corinne was done with him. She sat on his shaft, sliding her crotch back and forth along it as quickly as she could to get him off. He quickly grunted, his penis twitching between her legs a few times before it started to shrivel. Corinne fell sideways beside her future husband.
She got up to use the bathroom after him. The used condom was in the trash can beside the toilet. She picked it out of the trash, squeezing the receptacle on the end, feeling the few drops of runny semen squish around. The entire condom could have served as the receptacle for one of Leon's loads.
Simon was snoring when she left the bathroom. She tiptoed over to the dresser and snuck her Leon Dong out of the drawer. She slipped out of the bedroom and used her black friend on the couch. She could take the entire thing now that she'd been resized and it felt better than ever, but it was also a lifeless piece of plastic. It got her off several times, but now that she'd had the real thing...
Work that week was awkward. Both she and Leon stumbled around each other. Their camaraderie was gone and she blushed furiously the first time she saw him after their weekend of fucking. He made several excuses to leave work early or take long lunches. She gazed at him longingly and had to spend time fingering herself in the restroom. She caught him gazing at her several times before he'd get up and limp out of the room, spending a long time in the men's restroom. She also caught Rose glancing at her over her black-rimmed glasses. The secretary was no fool and knew something had happened between Corinne and her boss to bring the mood of the office down. To make matters worse, Tonja was out of town and Leon was growing increasingly frustrated as the week wore on.
Thursday, things were still awkward between them for the flight to Houston. They were mostly silent during the trip. Corinne caught him staring at her again as she opened the door to her room beside his.
Again, she turned a bright red.
Luckily, the awkwardness banished for the opening night of the seminar. They were both professionals and had done this many times before. It all came rushing back, the banter and the chemistry between them. The crowd applauded with many telling them they were looking forward to Friday's full day of the seminar.
They avoided each other afterward and had separate dinners. Corrine was horny and frustrated. She thought about working out but worried Leon would be there. She ended up touring the city for a few hours. When she returned to her room, she showered to rinse off the Texas heat and humidity before slipping on Leon's jersey. She walked over to the sliding glass door and opened it, stepping out onto the balcony.
Hers and Leon's balconies were connected again. She glanced at the door to his room. The TV was reflecting in the glass door, a big breasted blonde riding Long Dong's huge cock. Her nipples hardened and her pussy moistened immediately. Leon was awake and probably jerking off. She wanted to see his cock again, to watch his cum bursting upwards from the head when he came. Corinne pushed a chair over to the railing and used it to step over onto Leon's balcony.
He was jerking off! And he wasn't in a hurry. His hand was slowly moving up and down his massive cock while his eyes were fixated on the television screen. It was so easy for men! She stepped up to the glass door watching his hand hypnotically rising and falling, rising and falling. Her hands grabbed the hem of his jersey, pulling it up, her fingers slipping inside her wet pussy. Her arousal flew freely down her fingers into her hand as she stared mesmerized by the hand slowly masturbating his cock.
The hand quit moving.
He was still holding his cock up. She broke her eyes off the towering shaft and looked up and her black boss. He was staring wide-eyed back at her. Corinne licked her lips, nodding her head towards his cock, willing him to continue, but this time, she wanted him watching her and not the porno on his television.
He still hadn't resumed masturbating. She grabbed the hem of her jersey and pulled it up over her head.
Corinne stepped closer pressing her breasts against the glass until they pressed flat round circles into the pane. She nodded at his cock again, her fingers sliding down into her pussy.
Leon didn't start jerking off again. He slid off the bed and walked over to the sliding glass door. He hesitated a second, before reaching out and sliding it open. "Jesus... Corinne."
"I want to watch you jerk off," she stuttered stepping into his room. She gasped as she stepped too close and the head of his cock pressed into her stomach, sliding up her belly. He didn't answer, but gulped, sweat forming on his forehead. "You can look at me while you do it." He was frozen, but the sweat was now running down his forehead. Her hand came up under the shaft, caressing up to the head, fingers wrapping around it. "Please?" she asked. Her hand slid down then up, down then up. "I'll do it for you."
"That wouldn't be so bad, would it?" he finally said, his voice hoarse.



"It's not cheating," she agreed. "Just me helping my boss relieve some of his frustrations."
"I' really frustrated," he said, stepping back into the room. She kept her hand on his cock, following him.
Leon stepped backward but didn't go to the bed. Maybe he was afraid that would send the wrong message. He stepped back, reaching behind him and turning the desk chair around so that he could sit back in it. Corinne fell to her knees between his legs.
This is where I belong, she thought, pulling his cock down towards her mouth. She leaned forwards, puckered and kissed the tip before pulling back as her hand started to glide up and down the shaft. Leon moaned and spread his legs wider, thrusting his hips out. Maybe this will work? She thought. Maybe, I can relieve his frustrations every trip? The poor man deserves relief. She envisioned her hand stroking him faster and faster until his cock began to swell. She'd pull it down, aimed at her tits and let him cover her in his hot seed! But just as she sat up and started jerking him faster, her tongue licked across her lips. The taste of his precum tingled her taste buds reminding her of how good he tasted.
Every time her fist rose up the huge shaft, a little geyser of precum squirted out to help lube her hand.
Corinne stared at it, licking her lips. In just a few minutes, Leon's superior cock had squirted out more precum then several of Simon's full ejaculations. So tasty. She bent his cock down again, kissing it, but this time she let her tongue lick across the pee slit and twirl across the black cock head so she could taste more of him. Leon groaned.
She pulled back, unable to take her eyes off his cock, her hand gliding up and down his shaft. More geysers of precum shot out until his head was coated, again and again, she pulled his cock down to her mouth. Her tongue licked it clean. Her lips pressed against the pee slit, eruptions of precum shooting directly into her mouth. Her lips parted wider and wider until they engulfed his cock head. Both she and Leon moaned as her head started bobbing over the tip of his cock, her fist jerking faster to get more of his pre-seminal fluid into her mouth.
Soon her hand had less shaft to stroke as her mouth was taking more and more of his cock. Eventually, her hand was just in the way and she released his shaft letting her mouth do all the work. Her belly growled eagerly for its favorite meal. Leon rested his strong hands on her head as his hips started bucking into her mouth. "Unh!" he grunted, thrusting forwards. His cock began to swell. "Unh!" It grew so thick, she feared she might choke. "UNH!" His sperm erupted into her belly... once... twice... three large loads. She pulled back feeling the fourth wad gliding down her throat. The fifth filled her mouth, bulging her cheeks out. She swallowed, making room for more as his cock head continued bucking and spraying his seed into her mouth. She moaned around the spurting cock head. His semen was addictively delicious. She clamped her lips around it bobbing her head as her hands returned to the shaft trying to jerk any remaining semen into her mouth.
She didn't stop when it lost some of its firmness. She wasn't done! More! She thought. More! More!
Leon groaned, trying to pull his hips back, the hand on her head, pushing slightly to get her to release his cock. She clamped her lips down tighter, increasing her speed. His shaft expanded, hardening rapidly. He gave up trying to push her off, removing his hand from her head. His cock was now as hard as it had been when she started.
Corinne looked up at him as she sucked his cock. He'd stared at her through most of the first blow job.
Now his head was back, staring up at the ceiling. Corinne braced her hands on his knees and pushed herself up, his cock slipping out of her throat. He raised his head, staring into her eyes, even as she was straddling his lap and gliding his cock inside her needy pussy. Leon looked sad but didn't stop her.
Instead, he growled, kissing her, not caring that she'd just sucked him off. His strong hands grabbed her ass cheeks, fingers digging into her flesh. He raised her up and down his cock.
He broke this kiss, moving his lips down her neck. Corinne leaned back, arching her back so that her nipples thrust outwards, his mouth eagerly finding them and sucking them between his lips. "Oh god,
Leon! I'm cumming! I'm cumming so hard over your big black cock!" She trembled as the powerful orgasm overtook her, her strength draining out through her pussy. He kept raising her up and down his shaft, several more waves of orgasmic fluid flowing down his exposed shaft. "So fucking good," she muttered near the point of passing out. He lifted her so high, the head almost exited her pussy and then he dropped her. Corinne came down hard in his lap just as her womb filled with his seed, his cock jerking, spewing more virile seed into her hungry womb. "FUCK!" she screamed cumming over the entirety of his cock. "I love it! I love you! I LOVE YOU!" she fell into him completely drained.
Corinne recovered. She was still sitting in his lap. His cock was plugging her pussy but shrinking. "I'm sorry," she said, sitting up.
"S'alright," he grunted. "I wanted it to."
She bowed her head, looking up at him while her white hands ran down his black chest, feeling his hard muscles for what she feared might be the last time. "I do love you," she muttered, hurriedly raising her hand and pressing a finger against his lips. "Ssshhh!" she ordered. "But I'll never ever try to come between you and Tonja."
"Still," said Leon. "This is going to keep happening until we get caught."
"You want me to quit?" He nodded. "Then I hereby tender my resignation. I love you Napoleon Johnson and I'll never regret what happened between us. She squeezed her vaginal muscles down around his shaft. "This is your pussy whenever you want... no, this is your body." She raised his hands and placed them on her breasts. "I'll do anything for you, Leon. Do you want me to go back to my room?"
"No," he answered. His cock began to swell in her pussy again.
Corinne smiled contentedly
**********
They spent that weekend in bed as much as possible. It took two maids to clean their room, one giving them a mean stare, the younger one, glancing hungrily as Leon's crotch one day.
"Here's my official resignation," she said, sadly, handing the envelope to Leon beside her on the plane.
"I'm staying until just before Thanksgiving when we had a break anyway."
"Would you and Simon like to come to our house for Thanksgiving?"
"That might be too weird," she snorted. "I think I'll go home for Thanksgiving and probably not with Simon." Leon raised his eyebrows questioningly. "Now that I've had a real man..." Corrine just shrugged.
She turned away from Leon and pulled her sleep mask down over her eyes.
**********
"Yes!" Dana Cox sprang up and hugged her daughter. "My little girl's home."
"Sorry, it didn't work out with Simon," said Manly. "The Cox family always seems to come home to Coxville."
"Well, I'm glad to have my big sis back," said Caitlyn, standing up. The eighteen-year-old was wearing a wraparound skirt and a bikini top so small, Corinne was surprised her dad hadn't put a stop to it. Her teenage breasts were still only a DD. Caitlyn noticed the attention on her outfit. "We're heading off to Lake Cox. Gotta take advantage of this Indian summer." A car honked outside. Corinne hugged her little sister before she ran out the door, large breasts bouncing as she ran.
"Give any thought to what you might do?" asked her dad.
"I think I might want to follow in my father's footsteps and be a sport's reporter."
Manly grinned broadly. "I'll make some inquiries," he said coming over and taking his wife's place hugging his daughter.
Corinne looked over his shoulder, trying not to sob when her eyes fell on the book sitting on the stand by her father's recliner. Napoleon Johnson grinning at her from the cover.
**********
"Woman in the locker room. Put them big dongs away boys," yelled the Coach.
"Or don't," said Corinne, striding into the locker room. The giant black men grinned. The few with towels around their waists dropped them. "Nice," said Corinne, staring down at one magnificent black cock. It was hooded and the head was the size of a small apple. "You'll do," she said. Her eyes ran down the row of football players. There were no white boys playing for the Coxburg Bulls. These were all huge ghetto thugs, bulging with muscles, and with cocks sized to go with the team name. "And you," she said, staring at another cock that would probably come close to Leon's in size. Of course, the biggest cock was on the ugliest most brutish player.
"And me," he grunted.
"And you," she agreed, licking her lips as his cock grew to truly Brobdingnagian proportions.
Corinne pulled her shirt off over her head as she walked into her living room. Her three bulls, pulled their jerseys off as they followed her. She'd told them not to shower. They snorted looking around the living room. She planned ahead, pushing the furniture back to make room. There were several rolls of paper towels on the carpet. She undid her bra, six brown eyes focusing on her white breasts and pink nipples. When she was nude, she kneeled on the carpet.
The three nude black men stepped up to her, their cocks not needing much coaxing to get fully hard.
"My God," she gasped, staring at the ugly Bull's monster cock.
He snorted. "They call me the minotaur, half bull half man."
"I can guess which half is the bull," she groaned stroking his fifteen-inch cock. It was thicker than Leon's too. My god," she said again. "I mean it. You are my god."
"Then worship me, slut," he commanded.
Corinne kneeled forward and worshipped at the altar of black cock, at three altars of black cock as the other two bulls stepped forward. She sucked all their cocks, stroking the two that weren't in her mouth.
"Enough," grunted the minotaur, his cock slick and dripping with her slobber. "Ride me, bitch." He stepped back and laid down on the carpet. "Imma gonna resize that white pussy."
"I think you'll find it already resized," she answered squatting over her new favorite bull. "Unh," she grunted, lowering herself over the head. It felt like her pussy was being resized all over again. "YYEESS!"
she hissed finally sinking down on to the minotaur's lap.
"Imma gonna tap that fine white ass," said another bull. She leaned down on the minotaur, moaning as he sucked one dangling nipple into his mouth. The other bull pressed his huge cock head against her asshole and pressed down.
"FUCK!" she screamed as her sphincter opened up for his cock. "FU...OOMPH!" Her mouth was suddenly full of the third bull's cock. She moaned, slobbering over the cock in her mouth, her cum soaking the minotaur's cock as her ass muscles contracted around the cock in her ass trying to pull it in deeper.
"OOFF NOOF!" Corinne's eyes went wide as her mother walked in the door, staring at the scene in front of her.
"Don't mind me, dear," said Dana just as the black man stepped inside the house behind her. He looked vaguely familiar to Corinne. The man was large and muscular, bearded and wearing a suit only the tie was a noose hanging around his neck. "This is Mr. Damballah. We'll be upstairs fucking if you need me."
Mr. Damballah winked at her and followed her mom up the stairs.
Corinne turned her attention back on her cocks, but her pleasure was interrupted again.
"MOM!" yelled, Caitlyn bursting into the house. She was still dressed for the lake, but the skirt was gone and her bikini bottom was a tiny thong. "I met this guy at the lake. He thinks I could be an actress." She paused. "MOM!" Her little sister was staring up towards the second floor, but her mom wasn't answering. Lorenzo Doyle walked into the house. "MOM! HE NEEDS TO KNOW IF I CAN TAKE HIS BLACK
COCK UP MY ASS BEFORE HE HIRES ME!"
"I think she's busy," said Corinne. The bull she'd been sucking, slapping her forehead impatiently with his cock.
"Do you know where the Vaseline is?" Caitlyn asked, pushing her panty down her legs. Corinne couldn't respond as her mouth was stuffed full of cock again. "Fuck it. Just use your spit L.D." Caitlyn got on all fours and lowered her head, keeping her ass up. Long Dong kneeled behind her, spitting in his hand and coating his cock before bending it down towards her asshole.
"You haven't fucked my ass yet, Mr. D," said Dana, coming down the stairs, followed by Mr. Damballah.
She was naked and covered in sperm. He was nude also but still wore the noose necktie. Dana kneeled beside her youngest daughter and assumed the same position. She looked over at the couch. "You be sure to get this, loser."
Corinne's eyes turned to the couch. Her father and Simon were sitting side by side. Simon was crying.
Both men were nude and looked dejected, but their small penises were erect and dribbling out little teaspoon's worth of semen. Her dad had his phone raised, filming his wife. His other hand held a pencil over his notebook like he was writing an article for the paper. Her eyes followed the camera back to her
mom, looking past her sister now having her ass pounded. Mr. Damballah pressed his cock against her mom's sphincter and pushed forwards. He looked over at her and smiled.
"Such is the destiny of all the Cox family," he said.
**********
Corinne gasped as she came awake, a large black hand was caressing her breast, pulling at her painfully hard nipple. "Some dream," said Leon, smirking down at her. "Was I in it?"
"Yes," she lied, turning towards him. Corinne climbed on top of the large black man. Her pussy was soaked from her dream, her lips quickly engulfing the head of his cock. "We were fucking like this, but it was mostly about a career path I might take after working for you."
"Oh baby, you're working for me now," he said, squeezing her tits and bucking his hips up and down.
"Working that sweet pussy."
**********
Corinne's panty was soaked through as she slowly got up from her desk. She was white as a ghost when she entered Leon's office. He looked up, grinning. He couldn't help smiling every time he looked at her and it flattered her to no end. "What's wrong?" he asked, noticing how pale she was.
Corinne closed the door so that Rose couldn't overhear. "There's a problem with our rooms this weekend."
"Oh?"
"The hotel with our conference is overbooked. They only have one room available for us. It's a single king. Do you want me to stay in a nearby hotel?"
Leon froze a moment. "No," he answered. His eyes fell on the growing outlines of her nipples beneath her blouse. "One room will do." They both knew they would have ended up staying in one room anyway. They were going to keep fucking up until her last day at work. He looked down and went back to work as Corinne spun around and left his office.
That weekend was one of the best of her life. The following was one of the worst. She was hooked now.
Her pussy craved Leon's cock constantly. Her belly growled every time she pictured herself sucking him.
Her sphincter tightened every time she pictured the half dozen or so times, he'd taken her ass over their three weekends together. The dildo was a poor substitute and she started looking forward to her next weekend with Leon as soon as she got home from the previous weekend. That is until she found out Tonja would be coming along. Leon's wife was between cycles again and off work, so she decided to join them to try to get pregnant again. Corinne had arranged two rooms next to each other with a connecting door, but that door stayed closed all weekend. She laid awake, staring at the ceiling, listening to them fuck all night long. Everyone knew she was in a bitchy mood and Tonja even made a joke about it being Corinne's time of the month. She wasn't on her period, though she was overdue for it.
She lied about her period when she got home. "NO!" she snapped at Simon when he tried to initiate sex.
"Sorry, I'm having a bad period." He nodded knowingly and backed off. The next morning, the dildo managed to get her off, but it only served to remind her of what she really needed.
She wasn't any better at work the next day, snapping or terse with both Rose and Leon. Leon retreated to his office and closed the door. Rose ignored her most of the day, grabbing her purse in the afternoon.
"Well, I guess I picked a good time to only work a half-day," said the old woman, holding her nose up as she walked past Corinne.
"Sorry," she apologized. "I'll be in a better mood tomorrow," Her eyes followed Rose out the door then flickered over to Leon's closed door. There's only one thing that will put me in a better mood, she thought, slowly rising from her desk.
Corinne rapped on Leon's door before opening it. He was on the phone. He nodded, waving her in before going back to talking. Corinne walked up to his desk. He was sitting sideways, leaning back and looking out at the skyline of Baltimore. It wasn't a business call. It was friendly and there was a lot of chuckling. She recognized the name, it was the muscle-bound jock with the stripper girlfriend from the pool party. Leon smiled at her and motioned for her to have a seat.
Instead, she kneeled between his legs.
His eyes turned mostly white as they widened and he shook his head no, but she was already reaching for his zipper, her other hand squeezing the lump under his pants and feeling it grow. It was fully hard by the time she managed to open his pants and she struggled to release the fourteen-inch monster. He shook his head again, but at the same time, he was lifting his hips off the chair so that she could pull his trousers down. Her lips closed down around the head just as it turned completely hard.
"I'll call ya back later, something just came up," said Leon into the phone, before placing it down on his desk. He groaned as she bobbed her head down over the length of his cock. "Dayum Corinne, I thought we agreed, only when we were away?"
"Mmmm," she moaned, looking up at him with her bright blue eyes. He could see her need reflected in them.
"I missed you too," he answered, spreading his legs wider.
Corinne deep throated his cock, squeezing her lips around the base and sucking slowly upwards until the glans began to exit her lips. Her tongue flickered around the head before she sucked his shaft deep again before starting it over.
"FUCK!" Leon groaned. "Nobody sucks cock like you, Cee Cee." He whimpered when his cock head slipped past her lips, his shaft slapping back against his stomach. He looked down at her with a "what gives?" expression.
Corinne stood up between his legs and pulled her dress up over her head. "Pull my panties down," she ordered.
Leon reached out for her panty. It was light blue and lacy. He could see the yellow tufts of pubic hair through her skimpy panty. Her bra was similar and sheer. It was damn sexy, but not as sexy as the perfect breasts that sprang free of it, the second she unhooked it. He leaned forward, bending down and kissing her belly button while pushing her panty down her calves. He kissed farther down, just above her pubic mound, sitting back as she stepped out of her panty. He closed his legs as she straddled them, grabbing his cock by the base and raising it off his stomach. Corinne had to slide her pussy up the shaft
and stand on her tiptoes, it was so large, but she pushed back, the head spreading her pussy lips apart and then... he was inside her again. They both moaned.
"Too long," she muttered, working the tip of his cock around, slowly pushing down, taking inch after inch inside her. "Need this so bad."
"Me too, babe," he responded. Looking up into her eyes, she bent down and kissed him, groaning as their tongues played with each other. She sank down over half his shaft and then... stopped.



Corinne broke the kiss. She reared back, adjusting herself, the head pressed hard into her cervix, but this time it was unyielding. She needed his cock so bad.
Leon needed it to. He grabbed her hips and tried to force her down on his cock.
"WHAT THE FUCK!"
Leon and Corinne froze, staring at each other in shock and horror.
"WHAT THE FUCK!!"
Their heads turned towards the door and the twisted up furious face of Leon's wife.
"YOU MUTHA FUCKER!" Tonja screamed.
"SHIT!" cried Leon. "Baby, it's not what it looks..." He tapered off. His assistant was nude and leaning over him with half his cock buried in her pussy.
"MUTHA FUCKING SONOFABITCH!" Tonja was crying now. She grabbed the nearest item to her, a dish of candy, on a stand and threw it at her husband. It shattered on the front of her desk.
Corinne cried out, leaping off Leon and ducking behind his chair.
Leon stood, batting a flower vase aside with his arm, it flew towards the window but didn't shatter.
"Baby, please. I'm sorry." Something else broke. "Calm down. Let's talk this out."
Corinne's heart broke hearing Tonja sobbing. This was all her fault.
"Don't... wanna... talk." There were some more sobs. "Don't.. even... want... to look..." Tonja was gasping for breath. "At you," she finished. "Fuck you, Leon. FUCK YOU!"
Corinne crawled forward, looking around the desk. There was a smashed lamp on the floor. Tonja was standing in the doorway. She looked shattered... broken. The lovely black woman raised her head and looked at her husband. "How could you, Leon? How could you?" She turned and left. "Don't bother coming home tonight... or ever for that matter."
Tonja left the office.
Corinne pushed herself off the floor. "Leon... I..."
He was bent down, grabbing her dress and underwear. "Just go," he said, tossing her clothes to her. She caught them, dropping her panty. She bent down and stepped into it, glancing up at him. He was pulling his pants up. His head was turned away from her like he didn't want to look at her. His cock had
shriveled up, the smallest she'd ever seen it, which was still eight or nine inches. He tucked it into his briefs and it was gone. She wondered if it would be the last time, she ever saw it.
Corinne finished dressing. Leon was sitting at his desk. His head was in his hands. She wanted to run over and hug him, pull his head against her bosom and console him. "Leon... I'm sorry."
"GET OUT!"
She was sobbing as she left his office.
**********
Simon wasn't just sobbing, he was bawling, tears running down his cheeks. "But why? I deserve an explanation."
"Simon, I cheated on you."
Simon looked on her in disbelief. His face was red, cheeks slick with tears. She felt sad but wasn't crying.
She only cried when she thought about what she had done to Leon and Tonja. "How?" he asked, confused. "Who?"
"With a man at one of my conferences," she answered, not really lying.
He froze, letting this revelation sink in. Fresh tears rolled down his cheeks. "I still love you. I'm willing to work through this provided it was a one-time thing." He looked at her hopefully.
Corinne shook her head sadly. "It made me realize, that I'm not willing to settle down yet. I love you, Simon, but I'm not in love with you. I don't want to marry you."
**********
Thank god for social media, thought Corinne. It allowed her to let most of her friends know that the wedding was off. Her father was pissed off and fuming that he might not get his deposit back at the yacht club they were getting married at on the Eastern shore of Maryland.
Corinne sighed, sitting back on the couch. She looked out at her apartment. Simon didn't want to look at her and was sleeping at the hospital. All her things were boxed up and ready for the movers. There was surprisingly little and most of it were her professional business clothes. She wasn't looking forward to moving back to Coxville, but her best friend from high school had just caused a local scandal by dating a black guy. Something unheard of back home. She wondered if she might have a friend for her? Just the thought of getting a black cock in her made her pussy wet.
Her phone buzzed.
Corinne checked it and stared at the number. It was the office. Her breath caught in her throat. It rang twice more before she answered. "Leon?" she asked, hesitantly.
"No dearie, Rose." The older woman's voice was hushed like she was trying to keep it down. "I didn't get a chance to say goodbye."
"It's nice to hear from you."
"I was wondering if you knew what went down between Leon and his wife?"
"I knew... I knew they had a fight. She hasn't taken him back?"
"No. She threw him out. He's been sleeping here at night. He canceled all his seminars for the rest of the year and a couple of book signings. I've never seen him like this."
"I feel horrible." Corinne felt tears roll down her cheeks.
"Me too. He was always such a happy guy. I hope they work things out. What about you? Where are you going?"
"I'm moving back home. Simon and I split up."
Rose hesitated on the other end of the line. "You okay?"
"I'm fine. I broke it off with him."
"Well, it was nice working with you. This office isn't the same without you. Not sure it will ever be the same again. Maybe, you could talk to Mr. Johnson, try to cheer him up?"
"Maybe. Thanks for calling."
"Of course, dear. Bye."
"Bye."
**********
Corinne was so nervous her hands were shaking and she had a sinking feeling in her stomach. She didn't want to be here, but she needed to make things right. Her hand shook badly as she raised it and rang the bell. Corinne took a deep breath, stood up straight and tried to will herself to calm down.
The curtain moved.
She rang the bell again, waited, and knocked. "Please?" she yelled.
Corinne heard the latch and the door opened. "What do YOU want?"
Her eyes flickered down the black woman's body. She had been expecting an unkempt wreck. Instead, Tonja looked stunning. Her hair was done and she had makeup on. Her dress was grey, spaghetti strap, and slit up the sides to reveal a lot of leg. Her nipples were poking out through the front. She looked amazing, but there was no joy in her expression and the brown eyes looking back at Corinne were cold.
"Well?" asked Tonja, tapping the toes of one high heeled sandaled foot.
"I hoped we might talk."
"Did my husband send you?"
"No. We haven't spoken since the incident."
"Since I caught you fucking him, you mean."
"Yes. I have talked to Rose and she says he's devastated about what happened."
"Good," said Tonja. "Now, as you can see, I have a date. Why don't you run along?" She made to close the door.
"Please. I want to make things right. I don't want to break up your marriage. I don't want... your husband."
Tonja snorted. "Liar." She opened the door and stepped aside. "Why don't you come in? I do want to know what happened."
"I tell you everything," said Corinne. She did tell Tonja everything and by the time she ended, she was crying.
"It hurt, Corinne. It wasn't just Leon either, you had become my closest friend."
"I'm sorry. I didn't want it to happen. It felt like... it felt like all these forces were just coming together at the right time and I couldn't resist. Blame me."
"Oh, I do. Men are weak. There isn't a man alive that could resist... well, look at you."
Corrine snorted a laugh through her tears. "I'm a total mess." Indeed, the blonde woman was feeling ugly next to the black woman. Corinne's face was red and tear-streaked and she'd just thrown on some old sweats. "Please give him a second chance? I'm moving home. I want you both to be happy."
"Do you love him?"
Corinne hesitated. "I do," she answered, watching Tonja lean back into the couch and cross her left leg over her right. "And I want him, but not at the expense of your marriage. I want him to be happy and you are his one true love."
Tonja sighed. "I do miss him and I really miss that big cock of his." She took her phone out. "I'll text Colt and cancel our date."
"Colt?"
"One of Leon's best friends. I wanted a revenge fuck, but I doubt he's packing half of what Leon's packing."
"Then you'll take Leon back?" Corinne looked hopeful.
"Depends," said Tonja, putting the phone down and uncrossing her legs. "It depends on you." Tonja turned her back to Corinne and raised her straight black hair. "Can you get the zipper for me?"
Corinne stood up and unzipped the top of the black woman's dress. "What depends on me? I'll do anything to make things right."
Tonja turned around and Corinne felt some hope for the lovely black woman was smiling. "That's what I hoped you'd say." Tonja pulled the straps down. The dress fell around her bare breasts, her brown nipples were perky and erect. She struggled to get it down around her hips.
Corinne's eyes automatically glanced down her body and at the lacy white thong panty, so skimpy it barely covered the black woman's bush. "What?"
"I still want that revenge fuck." Tonja grabbed Corinne's cheeks and pressed her brown lips against Corinne's pink ones. Her tongue slipped into Corinne's mouth. Tonja broke the kiss.
Corinne was frozen. Her mouth was hanging open and one eyebrow was raised in confusion. "B..but?"
She shook her head to clear it. "I'm not into women. I'm not a les..."
Tonja pulled her lips against hers once more and again, her tongue slipped into Corinne's mouth. This time, there were some tentative probes back from the white woman's tongue. Tonja broke the kiss again, Corinne's eyes were closed, her head moved slightly forward her lips following Tonja's. Her breathing had increased. The black woman grabbed the hem of Corinne's old high school "Climax Cougars" sweatshirt and pulled it off over Corinne's head. She pulled Corinne against her again. This time, there was no hesitation, Corinne moaning as their tongues teased each other. Dark hands reached around behind her and unhooked her bra. White hands slid down the slim black back to grab Tonja's firm brown ass cheeks.
Tonja broke the kiss. She stood back, staring down at Corinne's breasts. Her dark hands caressed the sides, coming around to pinch the erect nipples. Corinne shuddered. "You really are lovely you know?"
"So are you," she replied.
"I know." Tonja held out her hand. "Come."
Corinne reached out and took Tonja's hand. She watched Tonja's ass cheeks flexing as she led Corinne up the stairs to the bedroom. Tonja led her to the bed, sitting down on the edge and pulling Corinne between her legs. Corinne moaned as Tonja sucked her erect nipple between her black lips. Her pussy was dripping like crazy. This was the last thing she'd expected to be doing coming here to beg Tonja to take Leon back. She'd been depressed over what had happened, that she'd had no desire for sex since she and Leon had gotten caught. She hadn't even used her Leon Dong and twice had tossed it into the trash. Simon had a complete meltdown when he came by for a change of clothes and saw the size and color of the thing sitting in the wastebasket. Now her sexual needs were roaring back with a vengeance.
The black woman pulled Corinne's sweat pants down her hips while gently biting her nipple. "Lay on the bed," Tonja ordered.
Corrine made to lay down normally, but Tonja pushed her sideways on the center of the bed and pulled her legs open so that she could kneel on the floor. Corinne lifted her hips to help Tonja pull her panty down. She looked down her body in disbelief. Tonja was staring hungrily at her pussy. Corinne was leaking profusely and the intensity of Tonja's gaze turned the stream of arousal into a torrent. Tonja leaned down and kissed her inner thigh, licking up. The blonde began to shiver in anticipation. "AAAH!"
She squealed as the black woman's tongue licked up her slit. Tonja's eyes were grinning as she stared up Corinne's body, her tongue probing between Corinne's pussy lips. Corinne laid down on the bed and opened her legs wider, letting the tongue in deeper.
"Unh unh unh," moaned Corinne, her hips raising into each thrust of Tonja's tongue. Tonja's arms scooped under Corinne's thighs causing her to raise her legs and hold them open. Leon's wife growled with lust eating Corinne's pussy. Tonja's hands slid up her sides, caressing over her breasts and then pinching both her nipples rather painfully. "AAAGH!" Corinne's hips bucked up into Tonja's mouth as she came hard. The black woman lapped it up. She was pinching and pulling on Corinne's sensitive nipples
prolonging the orgasm. She finally let go when Corinne's hips came back down on the bed. "Wow!
You're good at that," said Corinne. Tonja was good, better at it then Leon had been.
"I had a close relationship with my college roommate," replied Tonja. "We shared a bed nearly every night. I've missed being with a woman."
Corinne was breathing heavily; her head was turned looking up towards the pillows. Tonja's hand was slipping under the pillow. She pulled the Long Dong out and soon it disappeared from Corinne's sight.
"Oh god," she moaned, spreading her legs again as the head of the dildo began probing between her pussy lips. She whimpered as she opened for it. The dildo switched to vibrate, Tonja working it in and out, moving it deeper until it couldn't go any further.
"What did Leon see in you? White girl can't even take half this cock," muttered Tonja.
Corinne lifted her hips, trying to get the angle right, but her cervix was closed tight. A week without Leon and she'd closed back up. She'd need to be resized all over again once she got home to Coxville. Tonja fucked her with it for a few minutes before Corinne felt the familiar cycle of vibrations began as the black woman pushed it as deep as it could go. She came again when the head pressing against her cervix began making the ejaculation vibrations.
"Get on all fours," ordered Tonja, using Corinne's knees to push herself up.
Corinne rolled over, Tonja pulling her ass against the edge of the bed and stepping between her feet.
The dildo pressed against her pussy lips and began to push inside. "Oomph," she grunted as Tonja pushed it in all the way to her cervix. The black woman wrapped Corinne's blonde hair around her hand, pulling on it like reins while she held the base of the dildo, thrusting her hips like she was a man with a real cock. "Fuck me," mewled Corinne, lowering her head to the mattress while keeping her ass upthrust.
'You like this, slut?" growled Tonja fucking her harder. "Never did this with my roommate." She pulled back on Corinne's hair so that the tip of the dildo pressed hard into her cervix. Corinne was trembling when Tonja froze, letting go of the dildo, but using her pubic mound to hold it in Corinne.
SLAP!
Corinne's eyes flew open in surprise.
SLAP!
Her right ass cheek quivered as Tonja's hand came down hard again.
SLAP!
"That's for fucking my husband, slut."
SLAP!
"FUCK!" screamed Corinne cumming so hard, her pussy tried to force the dildo out, but it was stuck firm.
SLAP!
"Tell me you're sorry for fucking my husband, slut."
"I'm sorry for.."
SLAP!
"LOUDER!"
"I'M SORRY FOR FUCKING YOUR HUSBAND," she screamed, waiting for another blow, almost wanting it, but her butt cheek was stinging now. "I'm so sorry," she sobbed into her arms.
Tonja released her hair and put her hand back on the dildo, working it in and out a few times, Corinne responding immediately by pushing her ass back into it. Tonja pulled it out all the way and ran the head along Corinne's labia. The white woman pushed back, trying to get it inside, but Tonja kept it out, sliding the head up her perineum and pressing it hard against her tightly puckered sphincter. "UNNHH!"
grunted Corinne, slightly pulling forwards, but pushing back as the head spread her rosebud open. "Fuck my ass," she groaned.
Tonja snorted. "He's been in here too, I see." She worked the dildo in and out slowly pushing it deeper and deeper into her bowels. "What's wrong with you, white girl? You can take more of this cock in yo ass then in yo cunny." Tonja held her hip and the dildo with her other hand, fucking her with it like a man again for a while. Finally, she pushed the dildo deep and released it.
Tonja climbed onto the bed and laid down on her back. "Straddle my mouth," she ordered. Corinne pushed herself up on her knees and lifted one leg over Tonja's head. "God, that's a beautiful sight," said Tonja, looking up Corinne's pussy lips, over her blonde tufts, her flat tummy, between the giant breasts with their swollen nipples, and into the blue eyes staring down at her as she tried to position her pussy gently so that she didn't smother the black woman.
Corinne lowered herself, squealing as Tonja's tongue pierced her pussy again. She moaned sliding her hips up and down the black woman's mouth. Tonja's hands reached around, squeezing her ass cheeks and spreading them open before one hand let go and grabbed the base of the dildo protruding from Corinne's anus. Tonja started pulling the dildo in and out while lapping Corinne's pussy. The white woman lost control, thrusting her hips down, humping Tonja's tongue, forcing her pussy hard down into Tonja's mouth. "CUMMING!" she screamed, throwing her head back and staring up at the ceiling as Tonja's wiggling tongue lapped up every drop of her orgasm.
Tonja slowly pulled the dildo out of Corinne's ass while the white woman raised herself off her mouth, but paused gasping for breath. Tonja licked her lips, tasting the last of Corinne's orgasm. "Good," she said.
"What?" asked Corinne, gasping.
"I can't taste my husband in you." She patted Corinne's ass, telling her to get off. Corinne fell over on her side and Tonja scooted up so that her head was on the pillow. "His seed stays in you for days."
"I haven't spoken to him since you caught us. Rose told me he's miserable. You're the love of his life, Tonja."
Tonja nodded, staring off into space. Finally, she looked down at Corinne and spread her legs open.
"Well, get to work."
Corinne moved over and laid on her stomach between Tonja's legs. She looked down and took in her first sight of another woman's vagina. She'd examined herself in a mirror. Tonja was similar, but different, pink lips were dark brown, and the insides her darker. She looked at it, up her dark curly pubic hair, the light brown stomach with its dark bellybutton, large brown breast capped by black nipples and Tonja's lovely face staring down at her. Corinne gasped in surprise.
"What?"
She gulped. "It is a beautiful sight," she said. The black woman smiled and nodded knowingly, as Corrine's pink tongue came out and pressed between the folds of Tongue's brown pussy lips. Corinne licked up Tonja's slit and let her tongue flicker over the protruding brown clitoris. Within seconds, she was no longer doing this as reparations, but because she was into it. She moaned lustfully into Tonja's pussy as her tongue's effort made up for what it lacked in experience.
Tonja opened her legs wider, reaching down and grabbing Corinne's head. She pulled the blonde hard into her pussy and she came all over Corinne's probing tongue. "White girl can eat pussy," she grunted, gasping for breath.
Corinne looked up Tonja's body and wiggled her eyebrows. She pulled back and paused a moment. She looked up into Tonja's brown eyes seriously before leaning down and kissing the black woman's pussy respectfully, much as she had often kissed the head of Tonja's husband's cock out of respect.
Meanwhile, her hand was reaching out and probing the mattress for the dildo. She found it, her fingers closing around the thick plastic shaft.
Corinne moved out from between Tonja's legs and propped herself on her elbow outside the black woman's thighs. She looked down, bringing the head of the dildo up against Tonja's pussy and watching as the black plastic head made from the mold from Coxville's own, Lorenzo Doyle spread Tonja's black pussy lips apart and pushed inside. Corinne slowly pumped it back and forth, going deep and deeper.



Tonja lifted her hips up, angling it right so that it could pass through her cervix. She didn't need resizing.
Corinne watched jealously as the black dildo buried deep inside Tonja's pussy. She leaned over and licked Tonja's navel. Her finger pressing the familiar button that ran the vibrating dildo through its cycles. She licked under Tonja's bellybutton and down along the crease of her pubic mound and her thigh. Her tongue flickered over the dildo and Tonja's clit just as the vibrations switched to the maximum setting. Tonja's hips were rising quickly and Corinne could hear her whimpering. Her tongue flickered quicker and just as the dildo switched to spurt mode, she sucked the swollen clit hard between her lips. Tonja cried out, cumming hard.
Corinne watched the base of the dildo pull up into Tonja's pussy as the black woman's vaginal muscles squeezed tightly down around it. The muscles switched direction and the dildo was shoved the other way and Tonja's orgasm forced nearly half the shaft out, her pubic mound throbbing like crazy until eventually, she pulled her clit out of Corinne's lips.
Corinne reached down and flickered the vibrator off, pulling the dildo out and planting another respectful kiss on Tonja's wet clit. She sat up, holding the dildo up unintentionally holding it so that it looked like a hard cock sticking up between Tonja's legs. It was dripping with Tonja's arousal. Corinne leaned in and licked some off around the head. She liked it and licked some more off.
Tonja watched her intently. "I've often wondered what it would be like to have a cock like my husband, to be inside a woman, to know what it feels like to cum like a man."
Corinne nodded, though she'd never had thoughts like that. Then just as she'd kissed Tonja's pussy or Leon's cock head. She planted one last kiss on the tip of the dildo while staring up at Tonja. The black woman seemed to like that and smiled down at her.
Corinne laid the cock down and crawled up next to the black woman. Tonja opened her arm and Corinne snuggled up next to her, the black woman clearly in the dominant position. Tonja stared up at the ceiling. Corinne watched her white hand caressing Tonja's body, sliding along her breasts and toying with her nipples. The contrast between their skin colors was every bit as arousing as it had been with Leon. After a short period of time, there was a noticeable swelling in Tonja's black nipple. Tonja turned into her and the two women kissed again.
The second time was more intimate and affectionate. Tonja's anger was gone and there was no spanking, no dildo, and no talking. There was just a lot of gasping and moaning. Tongues found brown nipples and pink. They kissed and caressed up and down each other's bodies with an emotional connection that only two women could have. Eventually, Corinne found herself on top Tonja, facing the opposite direction, her tongue wiggling into Tonja's brown pussy while Tonja's tongue was licking up her pink folds across her perineum and probing at her anus.
Both women tensed up, cumming together, and ending with a final kiss on the other's pussy.
Corinne rolled off the black woman and crawled up to snuggle again, but Tonja just put her hands under her head and stared up at the ceiling. "You can go now," she said.
Corrine froze a moment, nodded, and said, "Okay." She slid off the bed and searched the floor for her panty, stepping into it when she found it and her sweat pants. "Thanks. That was an... experience." She tied the drawstring on her sweats.
Tonja finally turned her head towards Corinne. "I don't ever want to see you again. Understand?"
Corinne nodded. "I understand," she responded feeling very sad.
"That includes my husband."
Corinne nodded again. She didn't answer, just turned around and left the bedroom. Her bare breasts bounced down the stairs. She fought to hold the tears back, just wanting to get away and leave their house for good. She left her bra off and just pulled the Cougar's sweatshirt over her head. She cheered up a little on the drive home. At least she hadn't broken up their marriage. She loved them both and wanted the best for them.
**********
Corinne returned home or at least her home for the next two days. She was glad Simon wasn't home showering or doing his laundry. She still felt bad for hurting him, but she really didn't want to see him again. She glanced at the calendar on the wall. She'd drawn a big X in the square two days from now.
The day she was leaving for home. The date was... Corinne frowned; her brow furrowed as she worked out the math. The date couldn't be right. She did the math in her head. Her last period had been just over a week before she'd had sex with Leon for the first time.
"Oh no!" cried Corinne as she realized just what that might mean. She turned around and headed back out the door.
Forty-five minutes later, she was sitting on her toilet, rocking with her legs drawn up staring at the pregnancy test sitting in a cup of her urine. "Dear God, please don't make me pregnant. Please don't make me pregnant," she muttered. It would explain so much, why her period was late and why her cervix was closed up tight. She pulled the home kit out, stomach-dropping as the second line appeared.
"FUCK!"
**********
"CORINNE!" Rose sprang up from her seat, well not quite sprang, but she got up quickly for an old woman. "I thought you were going to leave without saying goodbye."
"I couldn't do that," said Corinne, giving the secretary a hug.
"You look horrible," said Rose, tactlessly. She stepped back looking her up and down.
"I didn't get much sleep last night," she replied faking a smile. Corinne had one of those nights where her mind was too active to sleep as she debated whether or not she should tell Leon. He had the right to know, but at the same time, it might damage his marriage further. When she did sleep, she had waking dreams, as weird as the dreams she'd been having since September. She was dressed in an antebellum white lacy dress, running from the Coxville townhall and former plantation of the Cox family. Her sister was with her dressed similarly and leading her into a barn to see a bearded black slave sitting on a bale of hale with a monstrous black cock dangling between his legs. She'd never seen the man before but swore she'd had dreams about him. "Is he in?"
"Oh yes," nodded Rose. "I'm sure he'd be thrilled to see you. He's not been himself since the fight with his wife, but I think they've worked things out. He's in a good mood."
"Thanks." Corinne took a deep breath and knocked on the office door.
"Come in."
Leon rose from his desk, looking up as she walked in just as he had the first time she'd walked in his office. A smile tried to spread across his face seeing her, but he composed himself. "You shouldn't be here," he said, nervously.
"I know," she replied, taking her last sight of him in. "I need to tell you something." She paused, but he said nothing. "I'm pregnant. You're the father."
Leon sat down heavily in the chair. "You're... you're sure it's not someone else's?"
Her cheeks flushed with anger. "I haven't been with any other men."
"I mean Simon?"
"Oh," she calmed down. She no longer counted her ex-fiancé as a man anymore. "He's always worn a condom."
"I see." Leon looked stunned and was staring blankly off into space. His face was a mix of emotions, at times looking horrified, and at other times it looked like he was overjoyed at the thought of impregnating her.
"Don't worry. I don't want money from you and I don't want to hurt your marriage any more than I already have. I thought you had the right to know about it. All I know is that I want this baby and I'll be the best mother I possibly can to it."
"You don't want me to acknowledge that it's mine?"
"That's up to you. You're the father. You have the right to know, but I don't want anything from you."
"But you've already taken everything from us," said Tonja's voice behind her.
Corinne spun around, stepping back. Tonja was reaching for the lamp that had replaced the last one she'd smashed. She regained control, yanking her hand back. "I'm sorry," said Corinne. "I didn't know yesterday. I just found out."
"God, you're a bitch. I hate you so much." Tonja's face scrunched up and the tears began pouring down her cheeks. "You've given him the one thing I can never give him."
Leon strode forward around his desk, arms outstretched. A part of Corinne wished he was coming to give the mother of his child a hug, but she was happy to see him hug his wife to his large chest. She sobbed burying her head. "I hate her. I hate her. I hate her," she muttered over and over.
Corinne turned to leave, glancing back. Leon was holding his wife tightly, but staring at her. She nodded at her ex-boss, turned and left, walking past a stunned Rose.
**********
"Jesus, I must be cursed or something," said Corinne laying down in the bed again. The events of the day playing through in her head. She hoped she hadn't fucked up their chances of getting back together. She didn't know what she was going to do anymore either. Her parents would freak out if she gave birth to a black baby.
She wanted to be on the road as long as possible and needed to sleep, but this night was as bad as the last when it came to a good night's sleep.
The bearded man was hanging from a rope. The townspeople's heads turned her way as she walked up to the dangling black man. Her sister watched, dressed once again for the pre-civil war period. Corinne, however, was wearing her Coxville Cougars sweat clothes.
The hanging man wasn't dead, but smiling down at her, the noose tight around his neck. His cock was rock hard and lined up with her mouth. She looked up at him in awe.
"I'm not Jesus and you are not cursed, my child. You have received my blessing, the blessing of Damballah and this boy will be the first of Damballah's blessings. I'm returning and he shall be one of my heralds upon this earth. Bear me many heralds and serve me well."
Corinne lowered her head and stared at the black magnificent cock pointed at her face. She stepped forward and looked back up at the bearded slave as she kissed the tip of his hard cock just as a cold mist engulfed them both.
"Worry not, for things will work out in the end," said his voice just as the snapping of his neck echoed through the mist.
"NO!" she cried, sitting up in bed, tears pouring down her cheeks at the injustice of it all even as her memory of the dream faded.
**********
All, she remembered of the dream the next morning were the words, "Worry not, for things will work out in the end." She sat in her car, resting one hand on her belly as she started it. She actually smiled at the thought of going home and seeing her parents and old friends. There was something else she missed about Coxville to.
"Floyd's Barbecue," said Leon's voice in her head.
She smiled and drove off.
She hadn't quite left Baltimore when her phone rang. She glanced at it, Leon's number flashing on the screen. She felt a sinking feeling in the pit of her stomach. She shouldn't answer. It had to be more bad news. Why should she answer? She couldn't answer, she was driving. She didn't want to get pulled over.
The call went to voice mail.
Corinne pulled over for gas and checked the voicemail.
"Hey Corinne," said Leon's voice. "I hope I caught you before you left. Tonja and I would like to talk to you at the house. Please stop by or give us a call."
Corinne froze, the clicking of the trigger on the gas pump snapping her back to her senses. She didn't know what to do. Should she call back? Should she just let it go and be on her way? She wasn't far from their house from where she was. It wasn't far out of the way. Maybe, Leon wanted to acknowledge the baby and support it financially? Maybe...
Corinne turned the car towards their house, the Jonson's mini-mansion appearing down the road.
"Everything's going to be alright," she told herself, even as a sinking feeling filled her. The best reason she could come up with for them to want to see her was not something she would agree to.
They wanted her baby!
**********
Leon had a security camera recording his long driveway. He and Tonja were standing before their front door when she pulled up. She stopped the car and got out. Leon smiled at her. "Thanks for com.."
"You can't have my baby," she said.
"Can we at least talk?" said Tonja.
"You can't have him."
"Him?" Leon asked, perking up.
She held both hands over her belly. "It's a boy. Don't ask me how I know, I just know."
"Come on in," said Tonja, smiling and holding her hand out for Corinne. "We have a proposal for you."
Corinne reached out and took the proffered hand. They led her into the house. "I'm confused.
Yesterday, you were calling me a bitch and telling me you hated me."
"I had good cause," said Tonja.
"But, she's calmed down and we've had time to think it over," added Leon. "Just hear us out."
"I will," she said, sitting on the couch as Tonja led her over to it. The black couple sat on the loveseat and held their hands in Tonja's lap. "I just don't know what you have to offer. I want this baby more than anything. I know this sounds weird, but I feel as though I'm meant to have this baby."
"And we want you to have it," said Leon, smiling. He seemed happy. "And we want you to live with us."
"What?" said Corinne, dumbfounded.
Tonja took a deep breath. "I can't have children, Corinne. We want you to live here. You keep working for Leon and when you're away, I'll watch the children."
"Children?"
"Yes, Leon and I always wanted a large family, at least four children," Tonja said, while Leon nodded hopefully beside her.
"Are you saying Leon and I can keep..."
"Fucking? Yes, you can keep fucking." Tonja glanced down. "I see you like the idea." Corinne's nipples had popped out through her top. "He's certainly man enough for both of us. You can share a room when you're away together and you can have the master bedroom when I have a job. And you can share the master bedroom with me when Leon's away." Tonja licked her lips, looking down lustfully at the nubs pushing out through Corinne's top.
"The guest rooms yours," added Leon, "but honestly, our bed is big enough for the three of us."
"Uh, seriously?" Corinne furrowed her brows.
The black couple nodded. "It will be tough keeping up with our schedules, but Leon was always impressed with your organizational skills. "I'd still be in charge of the household. You'd be something like a second wife."
"WOW!" gasped Corinne.
"Do you really need to think about it?" asked Tonja. Corinne's eyes followed Tonja's hand over to Leon's lap. "Do you need more persuading?" Leon lifted his hips as his wife fished his cock out of his pants.
Corinne licked her lips, staring hungrily at Leon's cock. "You don't play fair."
"He's been hard since I told him about my revenge fuck with you." Tonja slipped off the couch to her knees. "We'll have to reenact it for him sometime if you agree to our proposal." She leaned over and licked around Leon's cock head. "Come join us?"
"I think I will," said Corinne falling to her own knees beside Tonja. The black woman leaned in and kissed Corinne before both women turned their attention to giving Leon the best blow job of his life.
Epilogue
Leon was wearing his jersey, jumping in his seat and tossing a football up and down, staring intently at the television. Corinne was laying back on the long couch, staring intently at her tablet, her legs in Tonja's lap while Tonja rubbed her feet. Both women were wearing their game day shirts. They were Saint's jerseys with Leon's number, but they were half shirts that left the stomachs bare and barely covered their breasts. Corinne's lower belly had a four-month pregnancy bulge. She was wearing a Saint's cheerleader skirt while Tonja had on white short shorts.
Leon jumped up and slapped the football down hard. "That's the game! The Saints are going to the Superbowl!" New Orleans had just beat the Vikings in the playoffs.
"YES!" cried Tonja, raising one hand to give her husband a high five.
Corinne looked up. "Who dat? Who dat, Mr. Johnson?" She looked back down at her tablet.
Leon finished a beer. "You ladies want to go to the Superbowl? Watch the Saints beat the Colts?"
They both looked up at him and jumped up. He opened his arms and both women flew into him as the big black man leaned down and kissed them both on the lips. "Yes! GOD DAMN FUCK YEAH!" Leon stepped back and did his touchdown dance. His phone was starting to buzz with texts from his ex-teammates.
Corinne sat back down and picked the tablet up while he looked down at his phone.
"What are you staring at, Cee Cee?" asked Tonja.
"Yeah babe, it's not like you to take your eyes off a game," added Leon.
"This is going to sound dumb, but I was supposed to be on my honeymoon right now. I thought I'd check on Simon to see if he's doing okay."
"Is he?" asked Tonja.
Corinne snorted. "Better than alright. He's got a new girlfriend and he took her on my honeymoon."
"Good for the wimp," said Leon. "Let see her."
Corinne turned the tablet around. "She's a bit nerdy."
"Jealous?"
"Hell no," said Corinne, indignantly.
"Nerdy hot," grunted Leon, nodding appreciatively. Simon's new girlfriend was by a tiki bar on a beach.
She had a lovely trim body, dark brown hair and black glasses perched on her nose. She was quite pretty. "Looks like she's got eyes for the bartender."
Corinne turned the tablet around and looked down at the picture. She slid over to Tonja and shared it with her. "Damn, I got eyes for the bartender," the black woman added.
The bartender was a shirtless, bald black man with muscles nearly as impressive as Leon's. Simon and his girlfriend were posing for the picture, but Simon's new girlfriend's eyes were turned on the bartender.
"There's a lot of big black men in the pictures." Corinne flipped through Simon's vacation pictures for Tonja.
"That place looks awesome. Where are they?"
"Some new resort in the Caribbean," said Corinne, looking at the last picture and putting the tablet down. "Someplace I never heard of, but Simon picked it out. A place called..."
"Damballah Island."
The End
Author's Note: This was supposed to be a relatively short story, but like many of my stories, it grew on me. Two of the dream sequences were ideas that occurred to me for possible alternative endings, Corinne returning to Coxville County and getting all the cock she can from black athletes or Corinne meeting and hooking up with Lorenzo "Long Dong" Doyle to become an adult film star. I've gotten a few criticisms that too many of my stories end with the women going into porn and never really considered that as an ending outside of her enjoying an actual three-way with Lorenzo and Leon. From the start, I always planned on this one having a happy ending with Corinne, Leon, and Tonja enjoying a rewarding if unconventional relationship.
Astute readers might also have caught the numerous "Animal Farm" references. That wasn't planned, but when I decided to name my alpha character, Napoleon, I tried looking up some of Napoleon's military quotes, but instead, Napoleon the pig from Animal Farm kept coming up, so I went with those references.
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"I still think this sounds depressing."
Claire grimaced. "There's a spot," she said, watching the reverse lights of a car come on as it started to back out. Tom stopped the car waiting for the space to vacate. "We'll just pay our respects to Calvin and catch up with some of our friends."
Calvin Custis was dying.
Calvin transferred to Claire and Tom's high school senior year, one of just a few black people in their school. He was well-liked but had trouble getting dates largely because none of the senior girls wanted to break the racial barrier and partly because at 5'4", he was shorter than most of his female classmates. Despite, his short stature, Calvin was a weightlifter and an amazing athlete at everything even basketball. Tom and Calvin were rivals on the field, friendly, but not close. Tom was the team quarterback, but Calvin ended up beating him out for Captain of the baseball team. Calvin had also asked Claire out multiple times despite the fact she was dating Tom and she towered over the short black man by a good half foot. Calvin had been more persistent when she and Tom officially broke up after graduation when Tom left for college, but Claire had politely declined, went on a couple of dates with several classmates for a month before she and Tom got back together when he called her crying about what a mistake he'd made breaking up with her. They married three years later when he graduated from college.
High school had been fourteen years ago. They'd stayed local, close to family. Tom got a job in real estate; Claire opened an arts and crafts store that she'd recently had to close. Calvin managed a bar and restaurant on Main street for the last ten years. They bumped into him once in a while or had dinner at his restaurant around once a year, always exchanging polite greetings and catching up. Calvin never married, was engaged once, but it fell through. He continued working out until he was as big as Dwayne Johnson compressed down into Kevin Hart's size. Nobody teased him about his height when they saw his biceps.
They'd heard rumors Calvin was sick. The big C. Ironic, as Calvin was called the Big C by his friends. Tom and Claire had seen him just nine months earlier and he looked fine, so they were shocked to hear Calvin was so sick. Calvin was officially retiring at thirty-two and his coworkers had decided to throw him a retirement party, but it was in reality a celebration of his life. Tom found it morbid, but Claire thought it was a great idea.
They walked the block down Main street to The Home Plate: Grill & Sport's Bar. They were early. Calvin was seated in an armchair, receiving well-wishers like a king receiving supplicants. "He looks good," whispered Tom to his wife.
"Looks the same except for the hair," Claire whispered back. Nine months ago, he'd had a healthy flattop and sideburns now he was bald.
A spot opened up and Tom approached the chair. "Hey Calvin," he said, his eyes flickering down. From the waist up, Calvin was still a broad-shouldered muscleman, but his legs were no longer muscular, they looked weak and scrawny. His hand was resting on a cane.
"Tommy Thompson!" said Calvin, smiling and greeting him with a strong handshake. "And Claire Casey."
Claire forced down a gasp when she saw the condition his legs were in. She took her eyes off his legs and caught Calvin's eyes on her breasts. Tom didn't blame him. Claire had dressed to show off for her fellow cheerleaders. She was wearing a blue twist tie, cropped tee from Victoria's Secret that showed off her flat tummy and an impressive amount of cleavage. Her breasts had been large in high school and many a guy called Claire Casey, Double C. Her old nickname no longer held true, however, as the only visible places Claire had gained weight was in her breasts and they were now a full DD. White short shorts with a black belt and sandals completed her outfit. "Hey Calvin," said Claire, leaning down and showing him even more cleavage as she kissed him on the cheek. She didn't mind the attention; the chestnut-haired beauty was used to it. She had bright green eyes, full lips, and high cheekbones. She'd been the most popular girl in school and nearly every boy had dreamed of getting her in bed. She was the hottest woman in the bar at that moment, probably the town, the county, and maybe even the state.
"You look great as always Claire," said Calvin, openly sweeping his eyes down her body. "Tom, thanks for dressing up."
"Yep," said Tom, in a worn tee shirt and jeans. He wore a suit and tie every day selling houses and refused to dress up when he was off work. He wasn't aging as well as Claire, his tee shirt hugged a growing belly and his sandy brown hair was receding with a small growing bald spot on his head.
"You look good," said Claire, though her eyes were sad.
"Liar," said Calvin, laughing. He was in good spirits.
"No, I mean it," she said. "You look good bald. It makes you look..."
"Virile," he said with a smile, making Tom snort. "Like a large black penis." This made Tom snort again and Claire laughed. "Speaking of penises, how come Tom hasn't knocked you up yet?"
Claire blushed. "Well, we are officially trying." She held crossed fingers up.
"We put starting a family on hold to get our careers going and travel some, but now that Claire's shut down her boutique..."
"And Tom's making good money," she added. "We're finally ready."
"Well, if it's a boy, name him Calvin," said Calvin.
"Uh... we'll think about it," said Claire, glancing at her husband. There was no way she was going to name her boy after Calvin. Of course, Calvin was pulling their legs, but when a dying man made a request of you, you got uncomfortable.
"How are the legs?" asked Tom.
"Weak," said Calvin, his smile dropping. "And growing weaker. The pain is constant, but you know..." He shrugged. "It is what it is." Calvin sat back.
They exchanged small talk for a few moments. Calvin invested in some land when younger and just sold it for a small fortune. Tom was a little peeved that Calvin hadn't gone through him to broker the sale. There was a line forming up behind them to greet Calvin, so the Thompsons moved on. "You should try the bald look," said Claire to her husband. "It does make him look virile."
"At some point, I'll give up and shave it all off," said Tom, "But until then, I'm fighting it all the way." He waved at some old classmates.
"CLAIRE!"
"TOM!"
The Thompsons greeted some of their high school friends. There were handshakes, hugs, beers brought, and shots thrown back. Despite the nature of the gathering, the next two hours were a lot of fun and felt more like an impromptu high school reunion than a celebration of life.
"Oh, it looks like Calvin's leaving," said Claire to her husband. Someone was helping Calvin to his feet. His legs looked shaky and he was wincing, sweat beading on his bald head.
"Let's go say bye," said Tom, pushing himself up off the table. "This is..."
"Yeah," said Claire, frowning. This was probably the last time either of them would see Calvin until his funeral.
Friends were lining up to get a picture with the little black man despite that it was visibly paining him to keep standing. "You good for one more?" asked Tom.
"Sure," said Calvin, grinning, but wincing. "But just me and Claire." He was half kidding. They took a picture with Calvin between them and then he did want one of just him and Claire. The short black man leaned into her, his head the same height and roughly the same size as each of her breasts. He closed his eyes, smiling like he'd fallen asleep on a pillow and their watching friends laughed.
"Well Calvin, hang in there," said Tom. "Be strong. If there's anything we can do for you, don't hesitate to give us a call."
"Well, since you asked," said Calvin.
Tom paused. "What do you need?"
"I need your wife," said Calvin, staring him in the eye and wiggling his eyebrows.
"You what?" asked Tom.
"Seriously," said Calvin. "I want your wife to be my helper."
"What do you mean?" asked Claire.
"I need a helper. You know, someone to drive me to the doctor, make me lunch. Do some minor cleaning. You know."
"You're serious?" asked Claire.
"Why not?" asked Calvin. "It hit me when you guys mentioned you were trying to have a baby. Claire closed up her shop and isn't doing anything. I don't have anyone to help me since my parents died and I'm always begging people for help. I need a ride to chemo Monday. I'd pay you of course."
Claire shrugged, looking up in thought. "I'm not sure. I mean, I could certainly take you to the doctor Monday, but I couldn't take any money for it."
"I insist. Look, could you at least give it a try? I can pay you $1000 per week."
"A thousand!" she exclaimed. "That's too much." Her failing business had been struggling to take in a thousand dollars a month.
"I can afford it just fine, but it is at least a forty-hour week. Maybe more as I sometimes need help on Saturdays."
"I do usually end up showing houses Saturday," said Tom, glancing at his wife. "But we like to spend Sunday together."
"I'll guarantee you Sunday off," said Calvin, looking hopeful. "I have a neighbor I can call Sunday if I need anything."
"I don't know," said Claire thinking about it.
"I know it's a lot to ask," he pleaded. "I need you and you can put the money towards little Calvin's college fund." Claire rolled her eyes. She was wavering. Calvin added, "In a more serious note, the doctors don't expect I'll last much longer than another six months. It wouldn't be for that long."
"I guess I could give it a try," said Claire, looking at Tom, pleading with her eyes, hoping he had a good excuse for her to get out of it." He just shrugged.
"Great," said Calvin. "I'll need a ride to the hospital Monday morning and I have a short shopping list of things I need. Can you be at my house by 9:00 am?"
"Sure," said Claire.
"Let me have your number and I'll text you my address."
They exchanged numbers. Tom held his hand out and shook Calvin's, wincing slightly at the little black man's strong grip. Claire hugged him goodbye, bending down far enough that the little black man's head wouldn't be buried in her chest. Calvin's friend ushered him out. The Thompsons left, walking down Main street towards Tom's car. Tom backed out of his spot and aimed the car home.
"For a second, I thought he was asking for you know what," said Claire, nervously
"Yeah," said Tom with a snort. "You know Calvin, he's always joking around." Tom stared out the windshield, his mind wandering.
**********
Tom unwrapped the towel from his waist and tossed it on the bench before entering the shower, followed by a few other classmates. The new kid, the little black guy was already in the shower, facing the wall. He couldn't help being impressed by the V-shape of the black guy's back as a trim waist broadened outward into broad muscular shoulders. He probably had little man's complex and bulked up to make bullies think twice before teasing him for being short.
Tom stepped under the closest shower and began lathering up his own fit body. He bent his head back under the water, adding shampoo and washing his hair. One of his friends said something he couldn't quite hear under the water. Tom moved his head out. "What was that?"
"I said, Jesus, not everything on the new kid is little."
Tom turned his head. Calvin was exiting the shower. Two other guys were entering, looking down on Calvin with looks of shock on their faces. Tom shrugged, finished rinsing and left the shower. As he stepped out, Calvin was still there drying off. He was toweling off his crotch, lifting the towel away just as Tom glanced down. Tom froze staring in horror at the behemoth penis sticking out between Calvin's legs. He felt his penis shrink into his testicles as he stared at the dark black monstrosity. Calvin's penis was mostly hard and sticking straight out from his crotch. Even not completely hard, the thing was longer than a football, at least a foot long and as thick as an energy drink can. Calvin's eyes flickered down to Tom's shrunken genitals, then back up, grinning at him as Tom stared in horror at the huge black horse dick sticking out from the short man's legs.
Tom recovered, but the image was burned in his brain. Erect, his penis was only around five and a half inches long. It looked a little smaller than the other guys in the shower, but soft there wasn't much of a noticeable difference and nobody teased him about it.
Showering after gym class or games made Tom feel emasculated after that. Calvin's cock was always either sticking straight out, slightly bent down or swinging back and forth between his thighs like a giant rotten black banana. The little black man freed his cock the second they were in the locker room and never covered it up until it was time for the next class. Tom began taking quick showers or lagging behind to let Calvin finish and leave. Almost as bad as being emasculated by his huge black cock, Calvin almost immediately became the most popular guy in school, assuming the alpha male role over Tom. They went where Calvin wanted to go, did what Calvin wanted to do.
**********
That thing would rip Claire apart, thought Tom, the color slightly drained from his cheeks. Twelve years later, he was half convinced his memory had just inflated the size of Calvin's cock. It couldn't have been that big. It couldn't have.
"You okay there?" asked Claire. "Pay attention to the road."
"Sorry," he apologized. Tom snorted. "This isn't nice, but I was just thinking that if he was chasing after you, he'd never be able to catch you."
"Oh, that's horrible," said Claire, wincing at the joke, but shamefully finding it funny. She glanced out her window, her mind drifting off to her own memories of Calvin.
**********
Claire was drunk, but in her defense so was everyone else. Summer was nearly over and this would be the final official high school party of their lives. Tom had just left for college, but first, he'd dumped her. Asshole probably wanted to be free to fool around with college girls. She was going to take some classes at a local community college and staying with her parents for a few more years.
"Drink," ordered Liz, sinking a quarter in the shot glass. "New rule and that's no more rules."
"Thank god," said Sam, one of Tom's best friends, swaying on his feet. The rules had gotten totally out of hand. Claire had gone on one date with Sam, but she was still upset over Tom, and Sam had been a little grabby with her tits while kissing her goodnight. He was still interested, but she wasn't sure she wanted a second date. Plus, she was pretty sure, he and Liz liked to fuck around occasionally.
"Instead of rules," said Liz with a dramatic pause, looking at each player. "You can make any two people go in the closet for "Seven minutes in heaven."
"What are we, thirteen?" complained Claire.
"Fine, you'll be first when I sink another three," said Liz. Her quarter bounced, plopping right into the glass. "Drink," she ordered. Liz was amazingly good at this game no matter how drunk she was. She easily sank two more ordering Claire to drink two more gulps of beer. "Alright Claire and..." She looked around the room, catching Sam's eye. He nodded eagerly. The other male players also nodded or pointed their thumbs to their chests. Liz looked past them. "Calvin." Liz tossed her head back and laughed.
"NO!" said Claire. Liz had done a good job picking out the least likely person she'd want to make out with.
"Did I hear my name?" asked Calvin, coming over to the table. He took a sip of his beer.
"Yes," said Liz, wagging her finger at him. "You and Claire have to go in the closet for seven minutes."
"Seriously?" He glanced at Claire who was shaking her head, negatively.
"Not fair, he's not even playing," she complained.
"YES!" Liz was swaying on her feet. "I made a rule. Any two people. ANY! The Double C and The Big C in the closet for seven minutes. That's three Cs, right Calvin?"
"Si," he replied, grinning.
"NO!" said Claire, shaking her head.
"Rules are rules, Claire," said Calvin taking her hand.
Liz threw back her head and laughed while another cheerleader held the door to the closet open. Calvin pulled Claire inside. She had to duck under the coat rack, sitting on a trash bag of clothing in the corner. The door closed and they were in darkness.
"I'm not doing anything with you," said Claire.
Calvin was silent for a moment. "We have to kiss at least."
"The rules don't say we have to do anything. We'll just sit here for the seven minutes." Claire jumped when she felt his hands on her shoulders.
Calvin massaged her shoulder. She was tense but began to relax. "We'll just kiss. I know better, but they'll think you're a racist if we don't at least kiss."
His hands felt good on her shoulders and she began to loosen up. Truthfully, the fact that he was black was the main reason she was reluctant and that he was half a foot shorter than she was. She thought of Tom and how he'd loathe it if she made out with his rival. That made her reconsider. "Alright. You can kiss me," but that's all."
Calvin pulled her forward. Seated, her head was slightly lower than Calvin's. Their noses touched and she turned her head sideways as his lips pressed hers. They made out for a minute before Calvin's tongue began pushing between her lips. She pushed back, her tongue slipping into his mouth. She moved her hands to his shoulders but slid them down his arms, his biceps felt so big and hard. Calvin's hands slid down her sides. In the dark, it was so easy to forget he was a little black man. His hands were on her waist, moving under her shirt and touching her bare flesh. The hands moved over to cup her breasts over her bra, kneading them. Claire went to push him away, her hands pushing on his chest, but encountering the hard brick wall of his pectorals. Instead of pushing, she let her hands run across his muscular chest and before she knew it, his hands were under her bra, tweaking her nipples which were soon rock hard and sending spasms of desire down to her crotch. He kept playing with her right nipple while his other hand grabbed her wrist and moved it down to his knee, releasing it. Her hand squeezed his knee, he moved his leg and she found herself frowning as her hand slid over a hard knob, larger than a golf ball attached to a thick shaft. She squeezed it wondering what the hell she was touching? Her hand started to explore what felt like an impossibly huge...
"TIMES UP!" yelled a classmate opening the door. "WHOA!"
Claire opened her eyes, pulling back as Calvin jerked his hands out from under her shirt. She felt flushed and was breathing heavily. Calvin turned and walked out of the closet, giving some teammates a thumbs up.
"Yeah! Big C!" shouted some, applauding, most jealously.
Claire flushed some more and followed him. Liz was collapsed on a couch, half passed out and the quarters game was over, though the gathering around the table had grown. They were the only two that had to go in the closet that night. Calvin approached her, a cocky grin across his face, asking if she needed a ride home. She had a ride and declined. He called her the next day, but she didn't answer. He texted her the following day, asking if she wanted to get out that night, but she didn't respond to that either. He was a good kisser, but there was no way she would ever date a black man and a short one at that. A week later, Tom had called, apologizing for being a fool, and wanting to get back together. She agreed to talk and drove five hours to his college the next weekend. The next time she saw Calvin he was bussing tables at a restaurant downtown when Tom had come home for Thanksgiving.



**********
"What are you thinking about?" asked Tom. They were nearing their home.
"Just thinking about Calvin back in high school," she answered with a sigh. She'd never told Tom about their seven-minute make-out session. "He was so strong."
"Shame. He was our big track star and his legs..." Tom shook his head. He wasn't on the track team and never felt jealous of Calvin for being so good at track. "Well, you know what, despite the circumstances, it was nice seeing everyone."
"Yes, it was," she agreed. "There are other benefits too."
"Yeah, what's that?"
"Drinking makes me horny."
Tom sat up straight and hit the gas.
Twenty minutes later, she pushed down on his spent prick, keeping it plugging his seed inside her. She looked down at her husband. Drinking made her horny, but drinking in the afternoon always put him fast asleep. He'd fallen asleep seconds after cumming inside her.
But she was still horny.
**********
Two days later, Claire pulled down the drive to Calvin's house. It was a two-story colonial-style home with a two-car garage on a decent parcel of land. The home was surrounded by woods with a farm field nearby. Quiet and private just like Claire enjoyed. She and Tom had a nice house, but it was in a rich neighborhood with lots of neighbors and children.
Calvin had an intercom doorbell and told her to come on in. He was seated on the couch, cane across his knees watching the news. "Claire, I'm so happy you agreed to do this," he said, smiling at her.
"Oh, it's my pleasure. Happy to help."
"Can you help me up and we'll get going to the medical center?"
Claire bent over and put her arm around him, helping as he pushed himself to his feet.
The first day went quickly. She sat in the doctor's waiting room for nearly two hours. On the way home, Calvin had a shopping list for her. He waited in the car while she bought his supplies. Back at the house, she put his supplies away and made him a sandwich. Calvin's legs couldn't make it up the stairs and he'd moved into the downstairs guestroom. She washed his sheets and some of his clothes for him.
Her duty list was light, Calvin was funny, genuinely grateful for her, and pleasant to talk to. She left for the day happy she'd agreed to take the job.
The second day, the delivery man dropped off a large box for Calvin. It was a walker. "The day is coming when the cane won't be good enough," said Calvin. "Help me put it together?"
"Of course." She opened the box for him. Calvin wanted to do it but needed her help to hand her the parts. There were only a few parts so it wasn't much of a chore. Claire glanced up above Calvin's large flat-screen TV. He had a large poster-sized family portrait on the wall. It was probably from around fifteen years ago, Calvin looked the age he had in high school. There was another young black boy beside him, only ten or eleven, but taller than Calvin. His parents stood behind the two boys, the father tall, but the mother was short close to Calvin's height. His parents had died in a car accident some ten years ago. "I forgot you had a brother," she commented.
"Yeah, Clarence," he answered, tightening a screw. "That should do it." Calvin used his muscular arms to pull himself up and lean on the walker. He tested it, walking around. "Hate to say it, but this thing is easier than the cane." He walked towards the kitchen, wincing each time he took a step. "At least it's not a wheelchair."
"Want lunch?" She asked, and he nodded in response. She made them grilled cheese, adding some chips to their plates. After lunch, he wanted to play a video game with her. She cleaned up the cardboard and packaging from the walker as Calvin sat down on the couch and fired up the console.
She wasn't a gamer but caught on how to use the controller quickly enough. It was an NBA video game and he was quite skilled, crushing her. Just when she thought she had a chance of sinking a ball at one point, he stole it from her and dunked. "You stink," she said, looking at the score of 84-0.
"Sorry," he chuckled.
"No, I mean it. You stink." She leaned over, wrinkling her nose at him. "How long since you've had a bath?"
"More than a week?"
"Over a week!" Claire was a clean freak and was appalled.
Calvin turned the machine and the TV off. He looked over at her. "This is where it gets awkward," he said.
"What?"
"I need a shower."
"Yeah, you do."
Calvin smirked. "I need help getting a shower."
"OH!" Claire sat back, eyes opening wide in surprise. "I hadn't thought of that, but you do need a bath. Can I run the tub for you?"
Calvin shook his head. "The tub is upstairs and the stairs are too much for me and there's only a shower downstairs. I've had bars put in and can hold myself up, but I need someone to wash me."
"Could you wear a swimsuit or something?"
"Kind of defeats the purpose," he said. "But if it's too much..." Calvin shrugged.
Claire sat silently for a moment. She glanced back up at the Custis family portrait. "What about your brother? Does he live nearby?"
"An hour away, but he can't get away for another eight years. He's in prison."
"Oh...OH!" she said. "Sorry to hear that."
"Yeah, I miss him," said Calvin. "Nothing serious, but when a black man gets caught selling weed in this state, he gets a long sentence and now I'm having weed prescribed to me by a doctor. I call bull shit!" Calvin glanced up at the portrait. "He'd be here for me if he could."
"Alright," she sighed. "Looks like bathing you is now part of my job description. No big deal. We're both grownups so no joking around, okay?"
"I'll be as embarrassed as you," he replied, but couldn't hide his grin.
It would be a much bigger deal then Claire thought.
**********
"Ready," yelled Claire, testing how hot the water was. The shower was large, square, with a glass door. The bars were placed under the showerhead and against the back. There wasn't a washcloth, just a bottle of body wash.
Calvin entered the room from the adjoining bedroom. He had a towel tied around his waist. Claire stepped back from the entrance glancing at him, her eyes couldn't help sweeping down his bare chest. Calvin's upper torso looked sculpted from ebony. His chest had huge defined pecs, with a rippled six-pack beneath. His thin waste tapered out into a broad chest with bulging biceps. She forced her face to remain impassive despite how impressed she was. Tom was getting a paunch and she missed his younger hard body though it had never come close to Calvin's physique.
Calvin hobbled up to the shower and placed one hand on her shoulder for balance as he released his cane. She helped him in until his left hand could grab the bar. Water was striking his chest and running down soaking his towel. "Can you get the towel?"
"Of course," she replied, keeping her face impassive as she reached down for the knot around his waist. She might not even need to see his penis. It would probably be shrunken into his scrotum like her husband did when he was cold. She could look away when she washed his crotch. She held the knot, pulling the towel away. "JESUS!"
Calvin smirked, holding his head just out from the shower spray. "What's wrong?"
"I uh... wasn't expecting..." She couldn't take her eyes off Calvin's penis. It wasn't shrunken into his scrotum. It wasn't resting over his balls or dangling. It had sprung up out of the towel, sticking straight out, slightly bent down, the black head of his prick was bigger than a golf ball, the shaft ending at least a foot from the base of his crotch with the head another two inches around. "Your penis to be so..."
"Large?" he chuckled. "Why do you think they called me The Big C?
Her eyes were still glued to the little black man's huge penis. "Because... because your short and your name's Calvin."
"It's because I have a big cock. I preferred The BBC, but that was too much."
"BBC?"
"Big Black Cock." He laughed again. "Of course, no announcer was going to say, another touchdown by the big black cock or home run by the..." Calvin paused waiting.
"Big black cock," she muttered, still in disbelief at the bobbing monstrosity before her eyes.
"Exactly," he responded, his cocky smirk growing larger.
Calvin took another step, holding his head down under the water until he could lift it so that the shower struck his chest and he could place his hand on the other bar. Water was splashing on Claire's tank top now. "What now?"
"Body wash is down there. Just wash what you can."
Claire stooped down. The bottle of soap was near the bar under the shower and reaching for it put her eye level with the big black cock. She couldn't take her eyes off it. It was big. It was black. And cock seemed more appropriate for something so much bigger than Tom's penis. It looked obscenely large on such a short man and a man with such weak legs, but oddly natural sticking out from underneath his muscular torso. Her hand closed around the black bottle of soap, probably as big around as the big black cock, she guessed standing back up, finally forcing her eyes off it.
Claire squirted some lotion into her palm, leaning in, she began lathering up his back. She'd assumed a washcloth would have been in the shower and hadn't counted on her hand touching his skin. She'd never run her hands over such a hard-muscular back. It was as impressive as his front torso. She poured some more wash in her palm and moved down, his butt cheeks were as hard and firm as the rest of him. She wasn't about to run her hands down the crack between his cheeks. Claire squatted, more water splashing off his body onto her face and top. This is where her brow furrowed with concern. No doubt his emaciated legs had once been as powerful as the rest of his body. She lathered up the closest leg, also gently massaging it for him. There were still some muscles in his thigh and calves, but apparently, every step he took caused Calvin pain. He was fooling himself to think the walker was all he needed. He needed a wheelchair.
She leaned for the farther leg, eyes opening wide in surprise when she glanced between his legs. Calvin had a wide stance and his scrotum was hanging down between his legs. Not surprisingly, it was sized to go with the big black cock. Each testicle could have been a tennis ball shoved into a wrinkly black sock. There wasn't quite room for them both in the sack and one hung lower than the other. Tom's balls were the size of small walnuts and ejaculated maybe a teaspoon worth of runny semen which she found messy and disgusting. What kind of volume would these huge balls ejaculate?
"Let me turn around," said Calvin.
Claire had visions of being slapped by the big black cock when he turned, so she stood back up. She needn't have worried, Calvin struggled to turn, moving slowly. He was wincing in pain and concentration. The big C was still sticking out, slightly angled down. Finally, he turned his back on the spray. His hips were thrust out, his cock stabbing outward. Claire noticed his crotch was hairless either from falling out from the chemo or he shaved it and it made his cock look even longer.
She filled her palm with body wash again. He held his head down and she lathered up his scalp and the sides of his head. He raised his head, putting it under the spray and she took the opportunity to stare at his cock again while filling her palm with more wash. It was so big, looking more like it belonged on a horse than a short black man. Powerful veins crisscrossed the shaft keeping it pumped full of blood. She wondered if he was embarrassed about getting an erection while she bathed him. He raised his head back out of the spray and she quickly turned her attention away from his cock.
Claire's hand was overflowing with body wash, she'd been so distracted she just kept squeezing the bottle into her palm. She placed both hands on his chest, rubbing the lotion into a lather. Now she was just as fascinated with running her hands over his muscular chest as she was staring at his cock. She washed his arm muscles, squeezing the biceps that were taut from holding himself up. Something was fascinating about the contrast of her white hands on his black muscular chest. Her hand went lower over his abdominals and she needed more lotion.
She stared at his cock as she filled her hand again. "I'll just do around your crotch, okay?" She placed her hand back on his stomach, working up a lather as she moved down. His smooth pubic mound felt weird but was oddly sexy. Her palm rubbed down the sides of the root of his shaft, she stooped a little moving her hand down under. She hadn't meant to rub his balls, but she ended up washing them and feeling their weight in her palm. They were so big she could only hold one. Claire frowned, staring down at his big black cock. It was swelling and had straightened out.
"Can you give the shaft a good cleaning?" he asked, gasping for breath.
"I shouldn't," she responded, watching her hand wrap around the root, holding it.
"Just a lathering. It hasn't been washed in a while. The glans too."
Claire gulped. Without even thinking about it, her hand was gliding down the big black cock, squeezing and rubbing over the head. It expanded in her grip. Her hand slid back down to the root, feeling his pulse within the thick shaft of his black cock. "It's getting bigger!" she said, staring at it in shock. The shaft had now risen, his cock slightly bent up, a swollen fourteen inch rock-hard black cock. Her hand stroked back up to the head.
"Oh god," he sobbed. "I'm getting an erection."
"You weren't already hard?" She couldn't believe it.
"It's always like that when I haven't cum in a while." He sobbed again.
"What's wrong?" she asked, releasing his cock. It bobbed up and down.
"Claire look at me?" he asked. She was slightly stooped, but he still had to look up to meet her eyes. "I'm begging you, Claire. Please keep jerking off my cock."
"No way," she gasped. "I shouldn't have even cleaned it."
Calvin took a deep breath. "Claire. Normally I wouldn't ask this of you. I haven't had a real erection since my chemo started. I really need to get off. It's been too long and I don't know if I'll ever get another one."
"You do it," she said, not staring at him, but at the thick black cock still covered in lather.
Calvin shrugged, nodding his head towards both of his arms holding himself up. "I can't."
"I'll help you to the bed."
"It won't stay hard by the time I make it to the bed with all the pain walking causes me. Please? This could very well be the last orgasm I have before I..." He looked at her pleading when she glanced back up at him. "Before I... you know?"
She reached out and grabbed his shaft, her heart skipping a beat when she touched it again. "Tom would kill me if he knew I was giving you a hand job."
"You're not, you're just giving it a thorough washing, understand?"
Claire squirted some more wash along the shaft, tossing the bottle on the shower floor. She jerked it a few inches at a time to get a good lather going. "Didn't know this was in my job description," she said, half complaining. The other half was fascinated with Calvin's black cock and what her hand was doing to it.
"It's not and I'll never ask you again."
Claire's hand got back to the head again. "It's so big, Calvin" She lathered it up, giving the shaft long strokes this time, moving her hand along the tube quickly. Her wedding ring glistened on the white hand holding the big black cock, the black cock of her husband's chief rival in high school. She switched hands, feeling less guilty not using her ring hand. Calvin moaned, enjoying it. She felt a swell of pride, knowing she was doing him a big favor though she had the strangest feeling that she was privileged to be holding such a powerful cock. He moaned again and she glanced up at him. His eyes weren't closed and he wasn't staring at her hand on his cock. He was staring at her chest. She looked down; her shirt was soaked thru as was her bra. The wet material clung tightly to her large bosom and her nipples were visible through both the bra and top which were so wet, some of the pinkish colors were visible. Her nipples were also rock hard. She hadn't been aware of it, but now that she saw them, she was aware of a painful, needful ache coming from her throbbing nipples.
Claire's right hand was tiring quickly at the unfamiliar motions. She was left-handed and switched back to her other hand, watching her engagement and wedding rings sliding along the top of Calvin's cock. She turned her hand so that the symbols of her and Tom's love was hidden on the other side of his cock. She jerked her hand faster, the gap between her thumb and fingers growing as his cock expanded.
"FFUUCCKK!!" cried Calvin.
His cock jerked. A large wad of semen flew out of the head. "Jesus," she said again, watching it strike the back of the shower. It resembled the white gel of the body wash and his ejaculate would have overflowed her palm and that was just the first wad. His cock bucked again and again like it was trying to break free of her grip. Equally large wads of semen spewed forth from the head with each jerk. She could feel his cock pumping out his sperm in her grasp. She didn't stop jerking it, her hand helping to coax out more of his seed. His sperm was now coating the opposite wall of the shower, large globs of it running down to the floor, making their way towards the drain. The blasts weren't reaching the wall now, falling shorter and shorter until there were only little squirts spitting out of the head. She ran her hand up along his shaft over the plum-sized head, squeezing out the last of his seed which coated her fingers. Claire finally released it, holding her palm up and examining the thick viscous fluid running over her fingers. What was on her hand alone was the equivalent of one of Tom's entire ejaculations. "And I thought Tom was messy," she mumbled.
"What was that?" asked Calvin, he was gasping for breath, slouching as his powerful arms held him up.
"I said you're messy." She reached out, holding her hand under the shower rinsing his sperm off.
"Thank you," he gasped. "I haven't cum in six months. Guess I built up a lot." Calvin was recovering his strength, wincing as he put some pressure on his legs and turned himself back around. She couldn't take her eyes off his cock. It was still swollen, the head a blackish-purple, and it looked like it was about to cum again. He turned, holding it under the shower, the water parting around his shaft. "You did me a big favor, Claire. I can't thank you enough. I'll never ask you to do anything like that again."
"It wasn't so bad," she replied, flexing her left hand and wiggling her fingers to loosen them up.
Calvin dipped his head under the water. He looked out, droplets glistening on his head. "I'm getting tired of holding myself up. Can you grab the walker?"
She nodded and hurried out to get the walker. When she returned, she helped him out. His cock had deflated. It grew out a little from his crotch and dangled down still nearly eleven inches long. He grasped the walker and stepped out of the shower, his cock slapping from thigh to thigh. She pulled a towel off a nearby rack and began drying him off, starting with his head and moving down until she was wiping off his crotch and cock. When she moved the towel down to his weak legs, his cock was sticking out again. "What now?" she asked.
"That wiped me out. Help me to bed, I think I'll take a nap." She helped him to the adjoining bedroom. Calvin sat on the bed, the strain on his face relaxing as he took the pressure off his legs. He laid back, lying nude on top of the covers, his cock was floppy again, it hung over his thigh, the end resting on his bedspread. His eyes flickered down to her breasts, her wet top clung to her skin showing her bra and white flesh. Her nipples were still prominently hard. "If you could make me a sandwich and leave it in the fridge for dinner, you can take off early so you can change out of that wet top."



"Okay. Sure, thanks."
"Wear your bikini next time so you don't get your clothes wet. It would be easier if you just got in the shower with me."
"Next time? Yeah, good idea," she said, her eyes transfixed on the huge cock laying across his thigh. She wasn't about to wear her bikini in the shower with him, but she had a modest one-piece. "Well, I'll see it tomorrow then... see you tomorrow I mean."
"Yes, see you tomorrow. And Claire, thanks again."
"Thank you... I mean, you're welcome."
**********
"Damn Claire!"
Claire slammed her pussy down onto Tom's dick, bouncing as fast as she could in his lap. "It feels so good, baby," she moaned. "Ohhh yes," she whispered, trembling as she had a rare orgasm.
"UNH!" Tom raised his hips, his penis squirting his seed in his wife.
She collapsed on Tom, giving him a passionate kiss. "That was great, baby," she whispered in his ear.
"Yeah, wow!" said Tom in a pleasant daze. "It's hotter without the condom." His penis shriveled, shrinking its way to plop out of her pussy. "What got into you?"
"I don't know," she lied, images of Calvin's cock filling her mind. "I might be ovulating."
Tom patted her ass. "Let me up. I'm going to take a quick shower. His semen had leaked out of her, leaving his crotch a sticky mess.
Claire rolled off. She watched Tom, slip out of bed, and head to the bathroom. His once athletic body was fading. He had a paunch hanging over his little penis and his ass was flabby. Her mind couldn't help comparing what she was seeing to Calvin's hard muscular body. She'd never seen a better male physique then she had on Calvin. Only Tom's legs were superior to their old classmates.
Claire hopped out of bed when Tom shut the door. She walked over to the dresser and pulled a drawer open. Claire retrieved her bundled up bikini and unfolded it. It was a tiny string bikini that she'd bought for their honeymoon. It was black and the contrast looked good on her white skin. Just like the contrast of her white hand spreading lather across Calvin's black-skinned chest. It had been skimpy on her younger double C cup breasts and she'd gotten plenty of stares holding hands with her new husband strolling down a beach in Aruba. Now that her breasts had expanded, the bikini was even smaller on her and she no longer wore it in public. The meter reader had once caught her sunbathing by their pool and his eyes bugged out staring at her half-naked body. She wrapped a towel around her waist, fleeing back inside in embarrassment, but found herself fingering herself on her bed a few minutes later.
She set the bikini down on top of the clothes in her dresser and dug around for her one-piece swimsuit. It was modest, but still hugged her curves and looked great on her. The bikini showed off way too much of her body to wear in a shower with Calvin.
"Wear your bikini next time," echoed Calvin's voice in her head. He hadn't framed it as a question. Her bikini showed off too much of her body. Show off your body. Maybe it would make his cock hard again? Then she could... Her left hand curled imagining she was holding his hard cock again.
It was like she wanted to jerk him off again! She kind of did and it made her feel naughty.
Tomorrow's agenda was to take Calvin to his gym so he could lift weights. Her workout clothes were in the same drawer. It consisted of a black sports bra and black yoga pants that looked incredibly sexy on her. She wore it to her yoga classes or jogging. Her big tits bouncing up and down as she jogged had male drivers hitting their breaks to avoid accidents on two separate occasions. Again, the black on white contrast looked great on her. Like the contrast of her white hand sliding down Calvin's hard black stomach towards his shaved crotch.
Tom finished and she took his place in the shower to wash her crotch off. Afterward, she joined him in bed and fell fast asleep.
**********
Claire woke up horny. She couldn't recall the sex dream, but it had been hot and was just getting good when Tom woke her. She thought about making him late for work, but he was already adjusting his tie and had a house to show this morning. She considered masturbating, but she needed to get over to Calvin's.
Claire took a shower and naked walked over to her dresser, pulling the drawer open.
"Wear your bikini next time."
Claire retrieved the bikini from the drawer and pulled the panty on, trying to stretch it out to cover more of her crotch and ass. She had the same problem with the top, tugging the material one way and then the other to make sure her nipples were completely covered. The areolae were as big around as Calvin's cock... as a thin energy drink can and for some reason the plump nipples in their centers were also rising.
This is a bad idea, she thought, staring at her body in the mirror. Apart from one lucky meter reader, only Tom had seen her in this bikini since her honeymoon and she hadn't even worn it for him in years. The one-piece would be much more appropriate, she thought, reaching for it, but she couldn't wear a one-piece under her workout clothes and Calvin had specifically told her to wear a bikini.
Claire withdrew her hand and pulled her sports bra on over the bikini top. Then she stepped into the tight yoga pants. "Idiot," she said, smacking herself on the head. Her gym outfit was Lycra and she could wear it in the shower without displaying so much of her body to Calvin.
Calvin gave a low whistle when she walked into his house. She grinned and turned her hips, giving him a fake pose. He was wearing a white tank top that hugged his hard muscles and bared his black muscular arms. The contrast was sexy, his white shirt on his dark black skin, much as the contrast of her black bikini on her white skin was sexy on her. Bland gray drawstring sweatpants covered him from the waist down and now that she knew what to look for, she easily picked out the large tubular swell running down one leg. "Ready?" he asked, using the walker to head towards his front door.
"Ready boss," she answered, trying not to cry when she saw the pained expression on his face each time he put pressure down on his feet.
"Cut that boss shit out," he said, slowly following her to her car. "We weren't close in high school, but we were friends and you're helping me out as a friend."
"Thanks," she said, helping him into her front seat. "I feel closer to you since yester..." She froze, blushing.
"You did get pretty close, yesterday," said Calvin, a shit-eating grin on his face as he buckled the seat belt.
"I meant getting to know you better," she blurted out.
"Don't be embarrassed, but that was the best thing to happen to me in six months," he told her seriously, as she got in the driver's seat.
Claire was embarrassed; she didn't talk much during the drive to the gym.
Calvin was popular wherever he went and his gym was no exception. Employees and clientele all knew him by name. Claire helped him a little, but mostly he needed a male trainer to help with the heavier weights he was lifting. Claire got in a great workout herself, spending time on an exercise bike, treadmill, and some light weightlifting herself.
Calvin looked sad when she returned to where he was bench pressing. The trainer was just placing the weights back on the rack. Calvin was breathing heavily, his skin glistening with sweat. His arms were bulging from the exercise. "Wow!" she exclaimed. "That's a lot of weight!"
"325," said the trainer with an Eastern European accent. His eyes swept down Claire's body. "If you ever need a trainer, let me know. I'd give you a good workout."
He was plug-ugly with a big bull neck and a unibrow, but he was a powerful masculine man and his innuendo had her nipples aching. She felt a flutter in her pussy. "No thanks," she responded. Claire didn't know what was wrong with her but suspected her desire to get pregnant was the culprit. Her body had been responding to male attention since going off birth control a year ago. "That's a lot of weight," she said, turning her attention to Calvin.
"It was 400 a year ago," said Calvin. "380 six months ago." He stared at the ceiling for a minute, lost in thoughts of his rapidly declining health.
Calvin was still silent as she helped him back into her car. He did pipe up to say that he was hungry and she pulled up to a drive-thru to get them lunch. "You worked up quite a sweat," she said, turning onto his driveway. "Would you like a shower?"
Calvin sat up in his seat. "That's probably a good idea," he answered. "I figured I could get by with a shower every other day so you wouldn't have to wash me, but I hadn't counted on the gym today. If you're sure you don't mind, I could use one?"
"No, I don't mind," she said, feeling the flutter in her pussy again. "We'll shower right after lunch." Claire pulled up to his mailbox and grabbed the mail for him before turning down his driveway. Calvin had opened a manilla envelope and was reading through its contents silently. He quietly pushed it back into the envelope, sighing. "You okay?"
"Good news."
"Oh?" she asked.
"You don't have to take me to chemo Monday."
"Oh? OH!" Claire glanced over at him. "I'm sorry, Calvin."
He shrugged. "It seemed to work at first, but the shit just spread too fast. It's not just my legs that hurt anymore. I can feel it in my bones. My remaining quality of life will be better without it."
Claire blinked rapidly, trying to fight back tears. "Hey," she looked over at him, parking the car. "Fuck cancer."
"Yeah," he nodded, smiling at her. "Fuck cancer." He wasn't dead yet.
Claire pulled his walker out of her trunk and came around to help him out of her car. "Look," she said. "If there's anywhere you'd like to go..."
"It hurts too much to walk."
"Then swallow your pride and get a wheelchair. I'm serious Calvin. If there's anything I can do for you or anything you need me to handle, I'm here for you."
"Well," he said, grinning despite the pain of walking along beside her. "If anything comes up, I'll let you handle it."
"Great," said Claire. "I'm happy to help."
**********
"Ready," she yelled from the bathroom, testing the shower.
"Did you wear your bikini?" He called back from the bedroom.
"Yeah, but I figured I could wear my workout clothes."
"Oh, I was hoping to shower with a hot girl in a bikini." He slowly walked into the room.
"Classic Calvin," she said, smiling and looking up. The smile faded when her eyes fell on his cock. It was sticking out again, slightly angled down just as it had the first time, she'd seen it. The head bobbed slightly. She quit staring when he spoke.
"I figured you'd already seen it, so why bother with a towel." He made his way to the shower and she helped him in. He turned, looking over her shoulder. "You look hot as hell in that, but I was hoping for a bikini.
Claire released his arm when he grabbed the bars. He was looking at her when she stepped back and pulled the sports bra off over her head. She glanced down, quickly covering her breasts with her arm as part of her areola was showing. She adjusted the cup and reached down for the waist of her yoga pants, wiggling them down around her hips. "Alright, I'll throw you a bone." Claire straightened up, letting him look at her. He did and she could see the approval in his eyes.
"Your body's incredible."
"Thanks. I haven't even let Tom see me in this for years."
"I consider myself lucky." Calvin faced the corner, holding his head under the water as she stepped in behind him.
Claire bent down for the bottle of body wash. She lathered up her hands and massaged his scalp, the water quickly washing the suds away. Some more lotion and she watched her slim white hands rubbing the lotion into his shoulders and back. She squatted, washing his butt cheeks and weakened legs.
"That feels good Claire," said Calvin. "My physical therapist says that massaging my legs would help with blood flow. Would that be something you'd be willing to do for me?"
"Of course," she replied. "Turn around." Calvin took his time, putting more weight on his legs and turning slowly. She stared down at his cock, slowly swinging around. Exactly how big was that monster? Twelve inches? Thirteen? It had pushed fourteen when he'd finally started ejaculating yesterday.
Claire took her eyes off it, standing on her tiptoes as she stepped forwards. Calvin closed his eyes as she washed his face. "Aah!" she gasped, coming back down on the flat of her feet. She stared down between their bodies in horrified fascination. Calvin was staring down also. His cock had slipped between her thighs and she was straddling the fat shaft. She could its heat between her legs as it pushed up against her crotch. Claire stepped back, it slid out an inch, feeling so good, she felt guilty and stood back up on her tiptoes until it had cleared her thighs.
"Guess I'm throwing you a bone now."
"Guess you are," she muttered, staring at the swollen cock. It had risen again, now angled up. She reached down and wrapped her fingers around it, pulling the head up over her pubic mound before reluctantly releasing it. She stepped forward again, the head sliding up her stomach and over her navel. Claire went back to washing his shoulders and chest, conscious of his cock pushing against her stomach. Her breasts were pushing into his face, but he wasn't complaining. Her hand ran down his stomach to just under his navel.
Claire stepped back. She stared at his cock and then down at the bottle of body wash. She could quit now. He was clean enough. There was no need to wash anymore. The shower had washed his sweat off. Claire bent down and poured more of the wash on her palm. She started rubbing into his bald crotch and around the shaft down to massage it into his heavy balls. Claire took a breath and moved her hand up to the shaft, wrapping her fingers around it. She ran her sudsy hand along the shaft and up to the head, giving it a little squeeze. She stroked her hand back down to the base. There it was clean.
She didn't let go. She raised her head from staring at her slim white hand holding his dark black cock. She slid it back up about halfway, staring him in the eyes. "Would you like me to..."
"I promised I wouldn't ask you to do that again," he answered.
"Would you like me to..." He didn't respond. He stared at her waiting. His cock twitched in her hand. "Would you like me to jerk your cock off again?"
"I'd love it."
Claire stroked his shaft, letting her hand run to the head and down to the base, increasing speed. "It's so big, Calvin,' she whispered. She chuckled. "I guess it's working again," she said, referring to him telling her about having erectile dysfunction.
"It must like you," he said. His words making her hand stroke faster. "It sure likes that bikini."
Claire blushed. She could feel her nipples hardening, stretching out the fabric of her bikini so that it revealed hints of her areola. "I like your cock, Calvin." Claire almost gasped when it swelled in her hand.
"Good. Then you'll jerk it off whenever I want you to?"
"Yes," she said, nodding her head, watching her hand stroking the thick black cock. She reached out and tried to use her other hand to help it along, but reaching down was awkward.
"Try kneeling," suggested Calvin.
Claire stooped then kneeled, the drain right between her thighs. Claire looked up at him and gasped. This position was so different, she immediately felt the bottom of her bikini panty turn wet as her arousal grew. No longer was she staring down at a little black man with weak legs, now she was staring up at an incredibly masculine well-muscled man with a giant black cock the end of which was bobbing just under her nose.
Claire stared down his shaft, reaching down for the bottle of body wash and squirting more in her hand. Wrapping both her hands around Calvin's cock, she began jerking it off again. It was easier in this position and felt more natural kneeling before him. Claire hoped he was appreciating that she was doing this for him, but the more she saw his cock, the longer she stroked it, she began to feel grateful he was allowing her to do this for him.
"You have amazing stamina," she told him, her arms tiring. She tried twisting her hands around his shaft as she stroked it.
"I don't suppose you'd be willing to suck it?" he asked.
"I..." Claire was shocked by his request. "I couldn't." She stared down at the plum-sized head of his cock appearing every time she moved her hands down. It was only six or eight inches from her mouth.
"I understand," said Calvin, sighing. "I'd just really love one last blow job before..." He paused. "Before you know?"
"I'm sorry," she said, truly meaning it. "I couldn't cheat on Tom. I shouldn't even be doing this for you."
"Well, I don't think a blow job is cheating, but I don't want you to do anything your uncomfortable with." Calvin sighed again. "Would you...?"
"Would I what?"
"Would you at least take your top off?"
"Calvin!"
"Please? I'd love to see your breasts and that bikini doesn't leave much to the imagination. It'll help me cum faster."
Claire released his cock. It bobbed, swollen and glistening before her eyes as she reached under her hair behind her neck and pulled the string on her top. It fell as she reached behind her back and pulled the last string.
"Jesus," he muttered as her areola and swollen nipples appeared. "They're magnificent!"
"Thanks," she said, smiling at him. She squirted another dollop of lotion into her hand before she went back to working on getting him off.
"Arch your back a little."
Claire sat up and arched her back. He was looking down at her jerking off his cock framed by her breasts. "This helping?"
"A little," he muttered. "Could you try..."
"Calvin! You're lucky I'm doing this for you."
"I know. I know," he said quickly. Claire looked up at him frowning. The shower was striking his back, but his head was beaded with sweat and looked like he was straining. "I want you to try talking dirty to me to speed things up."
"Talking dirty?"
"You told me you like it. Keep telling me how much you like it."
Claire was concerned by the strained look on his face. "I like your cock," she told him again. Her arms were tiring, but she stroked it faster. "I love your cock. God Calvin, your cock is so big."
"That's good," he moaned. "What color is it?"
"Black! Your black cock is so big, Calvin. I love your big black cock." Claire was finding this hot and waves of arousal were lubricating her pussy.
"Is it the biggest you've ever seen?"
"Yes, this is the biggest cock I've ever seen." She stroked faster, determined that his stamina would not outlast the strength in her arms.
"Is it bigger than Tom's?" He threw his head back, groaning, the water striking his bald pate.
"So much bigger," she said, knowing this was wrong. She only hesitated a moment. "Your big black cock is so much bigger than Tom's little penis."
"Oh god Claire," he groaned.
His cock was bigger in her hands, more swollen, and even harder. He was getting close. She stared in horror at the huge swollen head only inches from her face and breasts. "Wait! You're not going to shoot as much as you did, yesterday are you?"
"Oh no," he moaned. "That was six months' worth."
Claire looked down at the head of his cock now an angry purplish black. "It looks like it's about to explo..."
Calvin thrust his cock through her hands, the head was inches from her open mouth when it did explode. "UNNHH!" he grunted.
Claire was caught off guard, as the first strand of his semen shot out from the head, filling her mouth. She clamped her lips down, swallowing it, releasing his cock. She stared cross-eyed down at the head as it reared up, blasting another wave of semen on her face. She closed her eyes just in time as one of his large loads of ejaculate splattered over her face. Claire could feel his sperm spraying all over her tits and striking her face again as she wiped her eyes clear. His cock was bobbing out of control spraying semen all over her upper torso. She grabbed it and held it still, jerking his remaining sperm out and stream after stream of his hot seed shot out to splatter on her breasts. She licked her lips, tasting more of his seed and liking what she tasted. Having him cum all over her was the most erotic moment of her life.



"Wow," he groaned, relaxing his arms and wincing as he put more pressure on his feet.
Her hands moved up his swollen shaft one last time, an inch-long strand of semen dangling from the urethra. Claire knew she shouldn't, but she was lost in the moment. She leaned forward and let her tongue lap up the last remnant off the tip of his cock. He moaned again.
"I thought you said you weren't going to cum as much," she said, looking warily at him as she pushed herself off the floor and stood. She ran the tips of her fingers up over large globs of sperm dripping off her breasts.
"I didn't. That was a pretty normal load."
"That's not normal," she muttered, the semen covering two of her fingers was as much as one of Tom's entire orgasms.
"Hey, the balls match the cock," he said grinning. His eyes were on her hands, she was staring fascinated at the semen coating her fingers. "Rub my seed into your tits."
"What?" she looked up.
"Rub my seed on your tits."
Claire stared at him in shock, but her fingers were coming up to her nipples, rubbing his sperm all over them. She whimpered at the sensitivity of her nipples. He was staring intently at her breasts. She slid her hands down, cupping them with her palms, running her hands all over breasts. Calvin was so black yet his semen was whiter than Tom's. It had the consistency of the body wash she'd been rubbing all over his body, more pudding thick then Tom's watery seed. "My god, Calvin! How?" She was staring down at his cock. It had been sticking out, bent down, but had straightened up nearly fully erect again, expanding before her eyes.
"I've never seen a woman as gorgeous as you, Claire," he said, earnestly. Claire's cheeks turned crimson. "I'm serious. You're perfect. You get the blood flowing straight to the old Big C." He winced, his cheeks turning crimson too, but not from embarrassment, from pain.
"Calvin, are you okay?"
"I need to get out of here." He was gasping for air.
Claire's brows furrowed with worry. She took his arm and helped him out of the shower to his walker. "You need help?"
"Go ahead and clean up. I need to lay down."
Claire turned, squealing as she thrust her body under the freezing water.
Calvin chortled. "Ran out of hot water ten minutes ago."
Claire shivered, but squatted to grab the bottle of body wash, squirting some soap into her hand. Her brain pictured her hand holding Calvin's cock, and shooting his seed in her hand. She rubbed the soap over her tits. Her arousal and the freezing water had her nipples pulling her areola out of her breasts even further. She washed quickly unable to take much more of this.
Claire stepped out of the shower. She was freezing and reaching for the towel when Calvin howled in pain. She forwent the towel and dripping hurried over to Calvin. He was moving so slowly; he hadn't reached the bed yet. She grabbed his arm and wrapped her other arm around his shoulders. Her wet skin and breast pressed against him. He turned, releasing the walker and sat heavily on the bed sighing with relief. Sweat beaded on his forehead and bald pate. Despite his pain, his cock was still hard.
Claire bent down, grabbing his shoulders, holding him up. Her nipple swollen and throbbing right before his lips. Claire gasped when his mouth closed down around her entire nipple and he sucked it into his mouth. Her pussy quivered, spasming as he suckled her nipple. It took all her willpower to push his head off when what she wanted was to pull him against her breast. She looked down at him, his eyes were closed and he was smacking his lips like he wanted her nipple back. She would have sworn her nipples couldn't have grown any bigger, but the one he'd just had in his mouth was so engorged, her entire areola was sticking out of her breast. "Sorry," he groaned.
"Look," she said holding his shoulders but keeping her breasts clear of his mouth. "What we're doing is fun and I like feeling naughty, but I'm a married woman and we need to set some ground rules. Okay?"
"I understand," said Calvin. "I couldn't resist."
"Fine. I'll keep jerking you off if it gives you some pleasure and I'll take my top off if you like, but no touching. Understand?" He nodded in answer and she continued. "The panty stays on and no kissing. Some things are for Tom only. If you can follow my rules, I'll keep jerking this big black cock off." She reached down, wrapping her fingers lightly around his shaft, she ran her hand up and down his cock, caressing it and not stopping while she stared at him.
"Would you do it again, now?" he asked.
"I'll try, but my arms are still tired." He spread his legs while she kneeled and moved between them.
"There's some lubricant in the drawer." He leaned sideways and opened his drawer. "There's something I want you to try."
"Calvin! Don't ruin this." She took the lubricant and filled her palm, rubbing it into his shaft.
"This isn't very different from jerking it off. I want you to use your tits."
"What?"
"Squeeze my cock between your tits and use them to get it off."
His cock was slick, black skin glistening in the light. She leaned in, hefting her breasts and engulfing his cock with her bosom. The head reared to her chin. Tom's penis would have disappeared entirely between her large bosom. The lubricant worked well and she easily hefted her breasts up and down his shaft. "This isn't so bad," she said. He still looked weak. "Are you sure you can handle getting off again?"
Calvin looked sad but snorted. "I can get off all night. It's my bones that hurt and despite the name, there's no bone in my boner." He smiled, but it was obvious he was hurting and just putting on a good face for her. "The legs are getting worse and I couldn't take holding myself up in the shower much longer."
"I'm sorry. Your arm muscles look great. I wouldn't have..."
"You're worth it, Claire. And it's the bones, not the muscles. I'm going to need to put a bench in the shower and you're right about the wheelchair. Eventually, I won't be able to lift weights anymore and my arm muscles will start to atrophy. Luckily, I'm not expected to last long enough to see my arms start looking like my legs." Claire was still bouncing her tits up and down his shaft even though she looked like she was about to cry. "I've accepted it Claire, but you're helping me out more than you'll ever know. Hey, all this sad talk isn't going to get the Big C off again."
Claire still looked sad, but she faked a smile. "How about some more dirty talk then?" She cupped her hands around the front of her breasts, nipples sticking out between her fingers. "I want your cum, Calvin. Spray your hot seed all over my big tits." Claire's fingers squeezed together pinching her nipples. "Mmmh!" she moaned as her nipples sent spasms of pleasure down to her pussy. "I want that big black cock to cum all over my big white titties," she said seductively, sucking her lower lip into her mouth. She couldn't believe what she was feeling in her womb.
"OH GAWD," groaned Calvin, falling back on the bed, but holding his neck up so he could look down at her. "You're a fucking natural at this Claire." His head fell back. He was bucking his hips up through her tits. "You're built for big black cock."
"Mmmmh!" she moaned again, squeezing her nipples, and moving her fingers to pull at them. "Mmmmh...aah," her moan turning to a squeal. His cock head thrusting up through her cleavage was a swollen angry black-purple again. "AAH!" her pussy spasmed as she came. Claire closed her eyes, ready for his orgasm, lowering her mouth to make contact with the head. Calvin's hot seed filled her mouth again. Claire swallowed, body trembling from her orgasm. His cock withdrew, squirting cum up the canyon of her breasts and splattering her face. His cock thrust up, his semen striking her lower face. Claire licked around her lips lapping his seed up, holding her tongue out and catching another stream of sperm across her tongue. Semen continued erupting from Calvin's cock, coating the tops of her breasts and flowing down to her hands. She lifted the tops of her hands, keeping her nipples pinched, letting his seed run down to her nipples. Claire finally quit pinching her nipples so that she could rub his semen around them again. Finally, she slid her breasts back and grabbed his cock at the base, stroking it upwards, pleased to see several small geysers of semen erupt from the head. It still wasn't done cumming. Sperm flowed out of the head, running down the glans and soon the shaft. Some instinct wanted her to lean down and lap the semen off his cock like it was a lollipop, but she suppressed those thoughts.
"Here are some tissues," said Calvin, grabbing a box off his nightstand and reaching it down to her. She used them to wipe his cock down. "You look good covered in my sperm," he said, grinning while staring at her tits.
"Shut up," she griped, smiling back. "All clean," she said, giving his cock one last wipe down. She was holding it up, still over a foot long, but it had gone floppy. Claire couldn't help herself and bent down, planting a kiss on top of the head before standing back up, her tongue flickering across her lips.
"You said no kissing."
"Shut up," she said, again. Claire crinkled her nose and gathered up the handful of wet, sticky tissues. She dropped them into a nearby wastebasket, noticing that it was quite full of crusty tissues and smelled of sperm. He was full of shit about not having an erection for six months. Claire didn't say anything.
"I wish you'd work like that the rest of the day," he said, smugly placing his hands under his head while staring at her nearly nude body, chest, and breasts covered with wet sperm, slowly drying. "But feel free to take a shower. There should be hot water again."
He was right and she had hot water for her shower. She ran her sudsy hands over her breasts trying to get all the flakes of sperm off her torso. Her pussy spasmed ever time her hands ran across her nipples. They'd always been sensitive, but nothing like they were now and she'd never had an orgasm before just playing with them. Maybe, I'm pregnant, she wondered, but the timing was off so it was unlikely.
Claire dried off and tied a towel around her torso, knot above her breasts. She gathered up her wet bikini and tossed them in his dryer for twenty minutes.
"Girl, you look sexy as hell," said Calvin, eyes running down her body. He was still laying nude on the covers. His cock hung floppily over one thigh. Her hair was still wet, straight, and hanging down her back. It was darker wet. The towel showed off some cleavage and her legs from midthigh down. "Come lay by me," he said, tapping the bed beside him.
"Okay," said Claire, climbing on beside him. "We need to talk anyway." She laid on her side looking at him. He stayed on his back, but his hands and pillows had him propped up enough to turn his head and look at her.
"What's up?" he asked.
"Yesterday, I was clinically using my hand to give you some relief. Today I'm topless, talking dirty and using my breasts to get you off."
"Yeah, you did."
"Shut up," she said, sighing. "It's fun messing around with you, but don't get your hopes up about things going any further. I love my husband and we're trying to start a family."
"I understand. You just feel sorry for me."
"Yes, partially, but also because, well you know?"
He shook his head. "Know what?"
"Because..." She frowned as he looked at her perplexed. "Because you have..." She raised her eyebrows and wiggled them, but he just stared. "Because you cock is so damned big."
"Oh," he said, grinning. "You like playing with it?"
"Yes, I suppose at some point, I'll get used to seeing it, but as long as you let me, I'm happy to help you get off. Just follow my rules. No kissing, no touching, and the panty stays on. Agree, and I'll jerk you off as much as you want."
"I'm fine with that if I can break the rules."
"Calvin!"
"No no, nothing too serious and not really sexual. I just want to admire your beauty." He turned on his side, wincing a little. He reached his hand out towards the knot on her towel. "May I?" She nodded slowly, his hand grabbing the knot and pulling. The bottom of the towel fell revealing a breast. He took the top of the towel and pulled it up, pushing it back over her other breast. Claire found herself trembling as Calvin lifted more of the towel moving down. "You're exquisite, Claire," he murmured.
"Thank you," she whispered back, now laying nude on the towel.
Calvin's eyes swept down her body. He moved his hand out to her cheek. "May I?" Again, she nodded. He rested his hand on her cheek and ran it down her neck and over her milky white shoulder. It slid down over the swell of her breast. Claire closed her eyes, feeling her nipples swell as his hand caressed her breast, palm sliding over the hardening nipple. He didn't grope her or pull her nipple. Claire opened her eyes, feeling her pussy flutter when she saw his dark black hand resting on her milky white breast, so sexy and erotic. Calvin moved his hand until her nipple was centered in a half-circle between his thumb and index finger. That was the closest he came to groping her. His hand squeezed slightly, her breast flesh expanding, pushing her nipple out where he cupped it. Calvin sighed longingly, moving his hand down over her rib cage and along her waist until his hand rose along the rise of her hip, ending at her thigh. He moved his hand down, sliding back up, the bottom of his palm just brushing the wisps of her pubic mound. He moved up to her rib cage again. She sucked her stomach in as the palm moved across her belly. "You're a work of art." Claire gulped. His admiration bordered on making her uncomfortable. He angled his hand, moving under her navel so that the tips of his fingers began to brush through her pubic hair. "Gorgeous," he muttered. "Chestnut, like your hair." His fingertips were nearing her clit when she raised her arm from behind him and stopped him. And further and he would have felt how aroused she was. She lifted his hand off her. Calvin slowly nodded, staring in awe at her pubic mound while he pulled his hand back.
"Thank you," he said, softly. Claire pulled the towel back up and pulled it over to cover her pubic mound, but left her breasts bare. "I'll double your pay if your birthday suit becomes your new work uniform?"
"No thanks," she grinned. He was grinning too. "I'll stick with my bikini." He snorted. She looked down. Just admiring her physique or not, his cock had swelled again and risen off his thigh, defying gravity as it bobbed over his waist. "Do women have trouble..."
"Taking it?" he finished. "I don't think so. I've only had two. My fiancé couldn't. She was small and waifish, flat-chested, and built like a stick. She was nearly in awe of the Big C. At first, she'd only give me a handjob. On my birthday, she reluctantly gave me a blow job, but loved the taste of my seed so much she'd suck me off daily." Claire nodded, licking her lips, his semen had tasted good. He continued. "We dated for a few months before she finally told me she wanted to try. She took about half. I was ecstatic to finally lose my virginity at 25 and asked her to marry me a month later. She never took more than two thirds and once I got too excited and thrust too hard. It hurt her and we broke up.
"So, women can't take the entire thing?"
"One night I was bartending on a slow weeknight. There were two women, drinking and celebrating one's divorce and fiftieth birthday. I gave them free drinks and flirted a little. I think the birthday girl's friend dared her to have a fling with the little black guy. The one woman suddenly had to go, so the birthday girl came up and sat at the bar, flirting back, and saying she was too drunk to drive home. She asked if I'd call her a taxi, so I said, "You're a taxi. Don't worry Mrs. Barnes, I'll drive you home." So, I drove her to her house, we parked and..."
"Mrs. Barnes, the English teacher?" Claire's eyes were wide in disbelief. Mrs. Barnes had been forty when they were in high school. Claire and her friends considered her fat, but the reality was that she was just plump and in all the right places to give her body jiggle. All the male seniors stared at her in a dreamy state when she was teaching. One senior day at the local waterpark, she'd worn a two-piece swimsuit all the guys went gaga over her body even Tom.
Calvin grinned and wagged his eyebrows. "I don't think Mrs. Barnes was serious about hooking up with me. We made out in my car for a while and she seemed to get into it, even let me feel her tits through her top. She broke off and thanked me for the ride, ready to get out, but I took her hand and placed it on my bulge. I kissed her again, while she was measuring it out with disbelief. I asked if she wanted to see it, so I pulled it out in my car. I think she stared for five minutes before inviting me in. We didn't even make it to her bedroom, she pushed me down on the couch and was sucking on my dick, totally hungry for it. Seems her ex only had around seven inches and was only half as thick as mine. She stripped in front of me, straddled me and slowly took my cock in inch after black inch. Claire was listening raptly to Calvin's story. Her mind picturing her buxom teacher slowly riding Calvin's cock.
"She screamed out her first giant orgasm the second she sank down in my lap. Mrs. Barnes rode me for all she was worth, screaming things in English we never heard her say in class. I gotta say, the first time a woman took my entire cock felt so amazing, I didn't last long, but she came at least five times and nearly passed out when I came in her. We fucked five times that night. I was thrilled and she turned into a total slut for BBC, win-win. We were fuck buddies for three years, getting together two or three times a week. Then she started dating a guy with a ton of money and got engaged."
"So, money wins out over huge cock?"
"Not when you can have both," answered Calvin. "She was hooked on the BBC and her fiancé only had a little five-and-a-half-inch penis. She kept coming back for more, about every two weeks. We fucked the night before her wedding, about once a month thereafter, and it only ended when she moved away. I think hubby got suspicious."
"Wow!" Claire shook her head, picturing a teacher she'd rather respected getting hooked on Calvin's big black cock. "That didn't answer my question though. The skinny one couldn't quite take it, but the larger woman could. So, it's 50/50 chance?"
"In my experience anyway. I'd give anything to have sex with another woman before I die to see which way it goes, but as I said, that's my experience. Clarence had a lot more luck. Another black family moved to town and he started dating their daughter. She was gorgeous and loved his cock."
"But she was black? Maybe black women are more equipped to handle a black guy's cock?"
"Don't assume all black men are gifted in the cock department, but us Custis men are considered gifted by other gifted black men." He wiggled his eyebrows again. "Here's the catch, Clarence's girlfriend liked to brag on his cock and that made all the girls she bragged to curious. By graduation, he'd fucked the entire cheerleading squad."
"He told you this?"
"We shared everything. He even got caught with one cheerleader by the vice-principal and got detention for a week. Apparently, the Veep was so shocked by the black boy's cock, he was telling some other teachers about it in the lounge and was overheard by the guidance counselor, a lovely young newlywed who I guess was unsatisfied by her husband's little white penis, she locked the door behind Clarence during a meeting and demanded to see it. She got her husband to hire Clarence to do yardwork for them and fucked him all summer long. He never met a woman that couldn't take his entire cock."



"Wow," she said again, shaking her head in disbelief. "I had no idea."
"Fair is fair, Claire. How many men have you had?"
"Well," she said, blushing a little. "Yours is only the third cock I've ever seen, but I've only had two men."
"You had sex with someone after you broke up with Tom?"
"No, before Tom. I had sex with Jack Johnson."
"Get the fuck out!"
Claire giggled. "We were neighbors and childhood friends. I decided I didn't want to be a virgin anymore and trusted him, so we agreed to do the deed. He was more than eager."
"That scrawny nerd couldn't have been very big?"
"He wasn't. Didn't last very long either. Just enough to break my hymen and we were both so embarrassed we didn't try again. He was a skinny, a very skinny six inches or so, bigger than Tom, but..."
"But nothing compared to this," said Calvin, lifting his hard cock so that it was sticking straight up."
Claire stared at it. "How the fuck is it hard again?"
"I have to correct you on one thing, Claire."
"What's that?" She continued staring.
"This is the first cock you've ever seen. Jack and Tom barely have penises."
"You're right," she whispered, her eyes traveling up and down his length. His cock seemed to have a mesmerizing effect on her. The same effect it apparently had on Mrs. Barnes.
"Say it," said Calvin, shaking the base so that his cock moved.
"Yours is the first cock I've ever seen."
"Good. Feel like jerking it off again?"
"Yeah," she sighed looking at it. She did promise to keep giving him relief provided he followed the rules. "But my arms are tired and I think I've done enough for you today. You can take care of it yourself."
"You don't mind?" Calvin reached out for the bottle of lube. Claire slid off the bed, knotting the towel again. "Where are you going?" asked Calvin, squirting fluid on the head of his cock.
"I thought I'd make you some dinner," said Claire pausing on the way to the door.
"Let me look at you." Calvin rubbed the fluid around the crown of his cock until it was shiny and glistened. He ran his slick hand down the shaft, giving it a slick coating. "Open your towel."
Claire stared at his hand slowly gliding up and down the length of his cock, her own hands reaching up for the knot and pulling the towel open. It dropped at her feet. The black man on the bed nodded his approval taking her body in standing by his bed. Her white hands looked better on his cock then his black one. Why did I say no? she wondered. Her nipples hardened as she stared at it. His brown eyes were glued to her breasts. You should be the one jerking that big black cock off.
"Play with your tits."
Claire's hands rose to cup and lift her double D-cups. She sucked her lower lip in, letting her fingers flicker back and forth over her nipples. "Jerk that big black cock off," she muttered.
"Good," said Calvin, nodding his approval, his stroking hand picking up speed. "Keep talking."
"Does my body make your big black cock hard? Did you like having these big white titties wrapped around your black cock? Mmmmm." She couldn't help moaning as she stared at his cock. Her nipples were pulling out her areola again.
"Slide one hand down your belly," he ordered and she obeyed. Claire released one breast, her hand sliding down her flat tummy, fingers outspread touching the top of her pubic mound. "Finger yourself," he said, staring at her hand.
Claire gasped at his demand, but her hand lowered. "Aah!" she cried, two fingers plunging into her pussy. Her other hand's fingers pinched her nipple hard.
"Your wet for me aren't you, Claire?"
"Yes," she whimpered, trembling, her pulse quickening.
"My big black cock makes you wet? Say it."
"Your big black cock makes me wet." She bent forward, pushing her fingers deeper.
"Cum for me, Claire." His hand now a blur as he stroked his shaft. "Cum for me and I'll cum for you."
"Cum for me," she whispered, her eyes flickered from his cock to his face and back down to his cock. The head rose above his pumping fist, swelling until it was purplish-black again. "Cum for me," she moaned, almost begging. Her pussy was quivering all around her fingers.
"F-UHHH-CKKK!" Calvin's hips rose off the bed, thrusting his cock up through his hand. Cum shot up from the head in one long strand. A second large wad of semen blasted out as his hips came back down on the bed.
"AAAHHH!!" Claire leaned forward, squatting down into her fingers as she came all over her hand. "CUMMING!" Her own orgasm, squirted out around her hand, splattering the insides of her thighs. She squirted again, staring in awe as jet after jet of white semen squirted from the head of his cock, each wad shooting out a little less far, turning to small geysers of semen, and eventually just bubbling out of his cock head to flow down his shaft to the hand gripping the base. His cock continued to twitch as they stared at each other, the swelling subsided until it began to lean and flop over as it collapsed.
"Wow!" said Claire. She grabbed the towel and used it to wipe her hand and the sides of her thighs. She offered the towel to Calvin, but he shook his head, reaching over to grab the box of tissues. His crotch, cock, stomach, and chest were covered with semen. "Do you always cum that much?"
"Every time," he snorted. "My balls are filling up already."
Claire stared down between his weak legs. His scrotum was splayed out on the mattress, one huge ball slightly resting on the other. She had no doubt they were preparing for his next orgasm. "I'll go make some dinner."
"Would you mind bringing it to me here? I need to catch my breath."
"Sure."
"And Claire, stay like that."
"I'm not waiting on you nude Calvin," she scolded, though flattered that he was as enthralled by her body as she was by his huge cock.
She returned less than an hour later, holding a tray with spaghetti and a premade salad she found in his refrigerator. "Dinner," she said, wondering if he were asleep. His eyes were closed. He was still lying naked on top of the bed. She gave his cock an admiring glance.
Calvin opened his eyes and smiled, looking up and down her body. "Not nude, but just as good."
"I didn't think you'd mind." Claire had put her bikini on. It was nice and warm from the dryer. "Now if you don't need anything else, I'd like to take off."
"Yes, take it off." Calvin grinned, staring hungrily at her bikini. "Seriously, I'm good," he replied, sticking his fork into a piece of lettuce. "Thank you for today," he said, sincerely.
"I had fun too, but I think we went overboard, so let's tone things down just a little, okay?"
"Mmmhmm," he agreed, turning his attention on his spaghetti.
Claire gathered up her workout clothes and feeling naughty, she decided to drive home in her bikini. She figured, she could speed all she wanted and wouldn't get a ticket, but she still drove the speed limit. Tom wouldn't be home just yet either, so she wouldn't have to explain why she was wearing their honeymoon bikini coming home from her job.
She stripped naked in the laundry room. "Oh shit," she griped seeing the blood spots in her bikini bottom. She was horny and wanted to get Tom in bed again, but her period was coming. Tom didn't express any interest in a second night of sex anyway. He was usually only good for one session a week, a far cry from when they were newlyweds and he wanted to do it every night. "Oh well," she sighed, her husband would be satisfied with the pot roast she had cooking in the slow cooker. She tossed her clothes in the washer.
**********
"Me first," yelled Claire, leaping out of bed and making for the bathroom before Tom.
"What gives?" he asked.
"I need to change."
"Oh," he nodded, knowingly. Tom turned and headed back to bed.
Claire winced as a bad cramp hit her. The trickle had turned to a faucet. She took a quick shower. Her nipples were hard and despite her period, she was still horny. She vaguely recalled waking from a dream where she was on her honeymoon, walking down the beach in her bikini, and holding hands, not with Tom, but with Calvin. His legs were healthy and he was taller than she was. He was bare-chested and clad in a swimsuit. They arrived back at a blanket, Claire removing her bikini while Calvin pulled his shorts down, huge black cock springing out, fully erect. She spread her legs, looking down as the swollen head of his black shaft lined up with her pussy. Tom's alarm woke her just as Calvin's cock began to spread her pussy open.
A naughty dream, but it made sense considering she'd worn her honeymoon bikini with the little black man yesterday among the other things that she'd done with him. Claire wrapped a towel around herself, kissing Tom as he passed her heading for the shower. She dropped the towel and pulled her bikini back out of the drawer, placing a pad in the crotch. She pulled on skinny jeans that accentuated her legs and hugged her ass. She wore a red tank top for her top. It showed a band of skin above her jeans and her navel if she raised her arms.
Claire stopped in the kitchen, grabbing a banana for breakfast, and pausing at their calendar. She grabbed a pen, intending to mark when she'd be most fertile. Her cycle was pretty dependable, she'd be her most fertile starting about 13 days after her period ended, "Which puts it..." she mumbled. "SONOFABITCH!"
"Who, me?" asked Tom, hearing her as he came downstairs.
"I was figuring the best time we could get pregnant and it's right when you're away at your realtor convention. The night you leave is our best bet."
"I've got an easy solution. Come with me?"
Claire perked up at the thought of getting away, then sighed. "Calvin needs me."
"What's more important, starting a family or helping The Little C?"
"Big C," she corrected. "And right now, the answer is Calvin. We can put off getting pregnant a few months, but Calvin doesn't have many more months left." Claire looked at Tom. "Sorry."
"I understand," he shrugged. He wasn't as in a hurry to be a dad as she was to be a mom, but he did love the hot unprotected sex.
Claire gave him another kiss and left for work.
**********
Claire spent most of the day, tidying up the kitchen, washing Calvin's clothes and sheets. He spent most of the day going around shirtless wearing only sweat pants with no briefs. She could tell he wasn't wearing underwear as she could either see his cock flopping around when he was walking or see the long outline of it when he was seated. He was using the walker constantly now, placing the pressure on his arms as he shuffled around.
Claire was wondering when he would be wanting her to jerk him off, looking up expectantly whenever he called her name. "Claire?" he asked. She looked up wondering if he was ready. "Could you pick up some things at the store for me?"
"Of course," she responded. He had the list on his phone and texted it to her. "I'll leave now."
Claire spent her time in the supermarket wondering if he was mad at her. Maybe he just needed to recoup after blowing three large loads yesterday? Maybe he was mad that she had told him they needed to tone things down? Whatever! She didn't care anyway.
When she got back to Calvin's house, she was surprised to see a wheelchair waiting on the front porch and another large package. "What's in the box?" she asked, letting herself in with the groceries in her arms.
"A bench for my shower," he told her. "You won't need to wash me anymore."
"Oh," she said, frowning and feeling a little sad for some reason.
"The wheelchair, a friend found in a thrift store."
The rest of the day was spent handing Calvin the parts for his new shower bench. It was a simple job involving only putting some screws in and Calvin had it done quickly. Claire carried it into his bathroom and set it up so that he'd sit facing the spray and able to reach out for the handles. "I think I'll try it out tomorrow."
"Should I wear my bikini in case you need help?"
"I was wondering why you were out of uniform," he said, running his eyes up and down her body. "Though you do look lovely today."
"Ha-ha and thank you," she said, blushing a little.
"I should be fine, but wear it. I need some weeding done and you could get some sun while you work."
"Sure," she responded.
"Claire?"
"Yeah?" she asked smiling and anticipating his question. Would you jerk me off? Can you get me off again? Speaking of bikinis, it's handjob time, strip.
"Let's try out the wheelchair."
"Oh," she replied, a little disappointed. "Sure."
Calvin had a large property and a long driveway. Claire pushed him down to his mailbox. She found herself leaning over the handles, glancing at his bulge most of the way there and back. "I hate the fact that I need to be pushed, but I do love getting outside. Thanks for pushing me to do this." He turned and reached out, placing a large black hand on one of hers. He held it there for a half a minute before removing it. "Think we could go for walks in the park or along the brook?"
"Of course. Your chair should fit easily in my car."
Calvin seemed pretty cheerful, but Claire was feeling bitchy by the time she left, mad at him for not asking her to jerk him again. Not that she wanted to do it, she just wanted him to ask. My period must be making me grouchy, she thought. It was definitely her period as she snapped at Tom multiple times that evening over stupid stuff.
**********
Calvin's yard didn't need much work. He paid a landscaper to mow and do upkeep, but some weeds were poking up through the mulch and he'd ordered some flowers to plant around a crepe myrtle. Claire crawled around in the dirt, digging holes and placing the flowers in before covering them back up. Calvin was sitting in the wheelchair giving instructions. He was puffing on a joint while taking pictures of her with a tablet.
Claire felt flattered. She didn't completely take his advice. She was wearing her bikini but had a pair of cutoff jean shorts covering her bottom. The rest of her was bare, but for the white sneakers covering her feet. She'd worn a tied-up plaid shirt giving her a country girl appearance, but she'd removed the shirt in the heat. "All done," she said, wiping dirt off her hands and leaning down to wipe her knees off.
"Hold the pose," he said when she stood back up. Calvin snapped a picture.
"Why are you taking pictures," she said, placing a hand on her hip and leaning into the camera, instinctively posing for him.
"Cause you're a perfect subject," he answered. "You ever done any modeling?"
"Not professionally," she answered, still posing as he snapped pictures. "I was in an ad at the movies for Martin's jewelers." She twirled around, letting her hair fly out to curl around one shoulder.
"I remember that," he answered. The movie screen showed local ads before the previews started. Claire's face had been in the ad, one hand on her cheek with a large diamond ring on her finger.
"I also got paid to wear a bikini at the boat show in the convention center one year and though it wasn't a paying job, I did the..." She held her fist up to her mouth faking a cough for the first word. "Mmmphgerie show for charity at Finn McGee's'."
"What was that?"
She lowered her fist, blushing. "The charity lingerie show at Finn McGee's." Finn's was the biggest club in town. Claire and Liz had agreed to do a lingerie fashion show with the club's cover charge going to charity. That had been ten years ago.
"I know," he said, grinning. "I went just to see you."
"Really? I don't remember seeing you there?"
"I had a hard time seeing through the crowd." He held the tablet up, centering her on the screen. "Sucks to be short." He looked up at her. "Unbutton those shorts and pull them open slightly." Claire did as she was told, looking at him seductively. "Great, now pull them down your hips slightly." She smiled, enjoying herself, wiggling the jean cutoffs slightly down her hips, her bikini panty appearing. "Now turn around and pull It down off your ass." Calvin was enjoying himself too. She posed for him in the bikini. She laid down in the green grass, legs up and crossed, as she glanced over at him. She stood back up and did some yoga poses which seemed to delight Calvin to no end. "Now reach up behind your neck and take your top off." He held the tablet up in anticipation.
Claire smiled, her hands slipping under her hair behind her neck, fingers pinching the string, starting to pull... "Whoa! I'm not posing topless for you," she said, coming to her senses.
"DAMN!" He lowered the tablet and snapped his fingers. "Bottomless then?"
Claire shook her head, but couldn't help chuckling. "No, I think I'm done posing."
"Well, if you'll help me, I think I'd like to try out the bench and take a shower." He took a last puff on the joint and stared at the pinched butt between his fingers. "It's a strange world, Claire. My brother's in jail for selling this stuff and now my doctor's prescribing it as a medicinal painkiller."
"It's not right." Claire bent to retrieve her shorts. Her top was tossed over a railing on his front porch. She stayed in her bikini, kicking off her dirty shoes outside his front door. Calvin liked to do things himself when he could. He wheeled himself into the bathroom. Claire followed. "Need any help?"
"No, I should be fine." He pulled his tee-shirt off over his head. Her eyes flickered down to his impressive physique. "Thanks though." He sat still, waiting for her to leave.
"You sure you don't want me to keep an eye on you?"
'You just want to see my cock again," he said, pointing a finger at her.
Claire was taken aback, feigning indignation. "Of course not." Her eyes flickered down to the bulge beneath his sweat pants. "Don't be ridiculous. I just want to make sure you don't fall or something."
"Relax, I'm kidding and if you want my cock, all you have to do is ask." He turned the chair towards the shower door and locked the wheels. "I just want to do this on my own."
"I understand. I'll wait in your bedroom. Yell, if you need me."
Calvin forced himself out of the chair. She could see the pain in his face, putting pressure down on his legs. It would have been worse if he hadn't smoked the joint. He leaned in the shower door, one hand pulling the drawstring of his sweats. Her eyes watched the hand. She did want to see his cock again. "There is something you can do for me," he said, pulling the knot undone. She stared eagerly at the bulge. It seemed more swollen. "Could you massage my legs for me when I'm done?"
Claire nodded, still waiting for him to push his sweats down. Instead, he just motioned with his head toward the connecting door to his bedroom. Claire flushed a little, turning and leaving him alone.
**********
Claire waited patiently, sitting on his bed, legs crossed as she shook one foot. She was a little uncomfortable. It was near the time she should be changing her pad. "I hate this time of the month," she muttered. She heard the shower stop. Calvin sighed as he sat back down in his wheelchair. She was glad he'd managed on his own, but a part of her wanted him to need her help. Of course, if things went according to plan, she'd be a mother next year and have a baby that needed her all the time.
Claire stood when the bathroom door opened and Calvin wheeled himself in. He had a towel wrapped around his waist, but his cock was so big she could see the end hanging over the seat of the chair. The towel surprised her as she thought he liked showing his huge cock off. She stepped aside, taking his arm as he stood and spun around sitting on the bed.
He laid down and turned so that he was laying on his stomach, head turned so that he could place his arms under it. "Oil?" she asked, reaching for the bottle on the nightstand.




"Please."
Claire sat on the bed beneath his feet. They were large feet for such a short man, the pale undersides a stark contrast to his dark black skin. She poured some oil on her hands and started at his ankles. His calves were atrophied and weak, another contrast between his built-up upper body. She massaged them, working her way up. Calvin moaned, enjoying it. He spread his legs slightly. She leaned down, peeking up under the towel, but somehow, he'd gotten his cock up under his stomach. All she saw were the huge balls splayed out on the bedspread.
Her hands rubbed over his knees. She added some more oil, starting on his thighs. Her hands ran up under the towel. She kneaded his upper legs, feeling almost no muscle left in them. Claire withdrew her hands, climbing up on the bed and kneeling behind him. "May I?" she asked, tugging at the towel.
"Be my guest."
She pulled at the knot and opened the towel. She could clearly see his balls now and his hard ass. His waist was thin expanding out into broad muscular shoulders. "Would you like your back done?"
"Look at it this way Claire," he mumbled, eyes closed. "Everywhere hurts and everywhere you touch feels better."
Calvin jerked when she squirted some of the cold oil onto his back. She began working it into his muscles, moving up to straddle his legs while she pushed down hard onto his back, gently massaging his shoulders and neck. He continued moaning. She squirted a little more oil into her palm and moved down his shoulders over his arms. "Wow," she mumbled.
"What's that?" he asked, opening his eyes.
"These are some impressive biceps," she told him. She massaged around his upper arm muscles, kneading her hands down to his wrists before sliding down and lifting her leg off him. "All done."
"Can you do my knees?" he asked, rolling over.
Claire found herself holding her breath before slowly exhaling when her eyes landed on his cock again. She couldn't deny her fascination with it. She was completely in awe of the short black man's giant cock. It was soft, but plump, looking like a foot-long black eel had attached itself to his crotch or one of those black balloons that when inflated could be twisted into animals only she knew from experience that when his balloon inflated it became an unbendable steel rod.
Claire glanced up at Calvin, his arms were behind his head, the biceps she'd touched earlier bulging. Most importantly, his eyes were closed and she could stare at his cock without being embarrassed. She squirted some oil onto her palms and went to work on the front of atrophied legs, working her hands up to his knees. He moaned again as she rubbed his knee caps so she spent a lot of time on them before moving on to his thighs. She stared down at his balls, at the base of his crotch. His cock had slid and was hanging over his stomach. It swelled slightly, rising along his stomach so that it was no longer dangling.
Claire glanced back up to make sure his eyes were still closed. She straddled his legs again, taking the bottle and squirting some oil on his chest. She leaned down, rubbing his upper chest and along his shoulders back to his biceps. She sat back up, sliding up his thighs. Claire had to suppress a giggle when she glanced down thinking it looked like she had a giant black cock sticking out between her legs.
Claire added another squirt of oil between his nipples, letting a pool build up. Her hands moved down his upper chest, encountering his cock. She lifted it to that her left hand could massage his stomach, but her right hand was kneading the plump shaft, feeling it harden in her hand until she could slide her hand up and down the shaft. Her left hand dipped back into the pool of oil, joining her other hand on his now rock-hard shaft. She glanced back up to see if his eyes were open. They were and he was looking at her. "No," he said.
"What?" she asked, startled. "Why?"
"You didn't ask."
"May I jerk it off?"
"Jerk what off?"
"May I jerk your big black cock off, Calvin?"
"It's all yours, Claire."
It's all mine, she thought. All mine. Mine. Her hands kneaded over every square millimeter of skin, making sure his shaft was completely coated in oil. Now it looked like she had a hard-black cock sticking out of her crotch, she thought, looking down as her hands began to jerk her cock off.
"One more thing, Claire."
"What?" She glanced at him alarmed that he might make her stop. He waved her forward with his hand. She leaned down. No kissing, she thought, licking her lips to wet them for him. His hand came up and ran through her hair. It moved through her hair, down her neck, pulling the string holding her bikini top. She smiled, sitting back up as the cups fell off her breasts. She wasn't surprised to see nipples were swollen and pulling her areolae off the smooth white surface of her breasts. She reached behind her and untied the knot behind her back, tossing the bikini top aside as she placed both hands back on his cock.
"I like seeing you there," he said. "It looks like we're fucking."
"Oh god," she moaned, shuddering, looking down at his black body as her hands moved rapidly up and down his shaft. It looks like I'm fucking him, riding his big black cock. Her hands moved faster, feeling every ridge and bump, the protruding blue-black veins crisscrossing the shaft. She slid her crotch forward, pressing it hard into the base of the shaft she was jerking off. She stared in his eyes as she slowly humped his shaft like a wanton slut. He stared back, arrogantly, knowing his cock had a power over her.
"Pull it up against you," he ordered.
Claire pulled his shaft up against her nearly nude body, the tip disappearing between the folds of her large bosom. She glanced down her cleavage at the fat head staring back at her with its single eye. Her hands weren't stroking it anymore, they were caressing down it lovingly.
"That's how deep it would be," said Calvin.
"I couldn't take it," she whispered.
"You could and you'd love every inch of it. That big black cock would take you places Tom's little white penis could never take you."
"Oh god," she moaned, pushing it away so that she could stroke it faster. "Why don't you cum? Do I suck at this?" She jerked his shaft as fast as she could.
"You haven't tried sucking it," said Calvin, bucking his hips slightly, sliding it through her hands. "And you're amazing. The Custis boys got stamina is all. I gave Mrs. Barnes a forty-minute slow fuck one night. The final ten minutes she was begging me to seed her white pussy."
"Oh god," cried Claire again, humping the base of his cock faster as she jerked him off. "Can't believe Mrs. Barnes said that."
Calvin laughed. "She had a filthy mouth. She probably came ten times during that slow fuck, but wanted the big one."
"The big one?"
"The really big orgasm you have when I fill your womb up with my seed." He was breathing heavily now. Claire was humping his cock, staring at him in awe. "She had so many big ones that night she begged me to fuck her ass just to give her pussy a break."
"You're pulling my leg," she gasped, still doubtful a vagina could handle such a huge cock, and knowing an ass couldn't handle it. Still, Calvin's talking about it was such a turn on, she was going to cum. His cock was swelling and turning darker. She was still jerking her hands out along his shaft like it was her own. She stared down the thick length, the bulbous head centered over Calvin's face.
"Fuck Claire," he groaned. "Pull it up. Pull it up, NOW."
She pulled back on his shaft, aiming it away from him and pulling it straight up. His cock shuddered violently. Her own orgasm broke making her cry out as she watched the fountain of semen erupt before her eyes, closing them quickly just as it splattered her face, a lot landing in her mouth. Her face was splattered with his hot seed again, more landing in her mouth as she whimpered in pleasure. Large wads landed on the tops of her breasts. Claire jerked more sperm from his cock, running the head around on her hard nipples. Her tongue flickered out, licking the cum from around her lips.
"Tastes better straight from the source," he moaned, still bucking his cock up through her hands.
Claire groaned. She opened her eyes and looked down at his cock, semen was dribbling up out of his cock head and she had a strong urge to slide back and suck it straight from the source. She suppressed the urge, but the sperm leaking from the head was tempting. She stared at it, squeezing his cock tightly and stroking upwards. "I think I had the big one," she said, smiling. The sperm pouring from the head covered the top of her hand. She brought it to her mouth and licked it off while staring at him. Not straight from the source, but close enough. Why'd his semen taste so good?
"Nope, not the big one," sighed Calvin, his cock starting to lose its steel. "Rub my seed into your tits."
Claire glanced down at the semen covering her breasts. The tip of her nipple had a large drop forming on the head. A lot had shot up between her breasts. His cock fell like a log on his stomach when she released it. That hand joined her other hand rubbing his sperm into her breasts. She found Tom's runny semen messy and disgusting, but she loved everything about Calvin's seed. Claire moaned then whimpered when the tips of her fingers rubbed his rich seed into her nipples. Her pussy pressed down hard on his cock again. Rubbing her sensitive nipples felt really good. Another orgasm was growing, coming fast. Her forefinger and thumb squeezed her hard nipples, pulling them out. She pinched down hard. "AAAAHHHH!" she cried out, nearly screaming and humping his cock. Claire came down from the orgasm, falling forwards, her hands on his chest holding her up. She breathed heavily. "That," she gasped. "That was the big one."
"Nope."
He couldn't see her roll her eyes from her long brown hair hanging down over her face. It was certainly bigger than anything Tom had ever given her. She caught her breath after a bit, pushing herself back erect. "Care if I take a shower?"
"Yes. I want you to walk around like that the rest of the day."
This time she rolled her eyes so he could see it. "I need to change." She raised her eyebrows and he nodded knowingly. The two large orgasms had so soaked her bikini bottom she couldn't tell if it was her period or orgasm soaking her pad. Probably both, she thought.
"Guess that means you aren't pregnant," he stated.
"No, and Tom will be out of town at a stupid real estate conference during the fertile part of my cycle. I could go with him, but I figured you would need me." She looked at him expectantly.
"Sorry, I will need you when you're fertile, but I understand if you choose to go away with your husband."
"No, that's okay. There's always next month." Claire climbed off, stumbling a little as she caught her footing. She untied her panty in the bathroom. She tossed the messy pad in Calvin's wastebasket. It was lined with a plastic bag and she buried the pad under some tissues before stepping in his shower.
She pushed the bench back and stepped under the spray washing the semen off her breasts. It was mostly dried flakes now. She squirted some body wash into her palm and lathered her breasts up. The viscous white fluid reminded her of Calvin's pudding-like semen. She watched her nipples rise out as she pictured herself rubbing the black man's seed into her breasts again. She arched her back and hefted her tits under the hot water, rinsing the lather off. She stepped back, spreading her thighs and cleaning between her legs before spinning around and letting the water run down her back and the crack of her ass. "AH!" she gasped in surprise. Calvin was sitting in his wheelchair watching her. He was shirtless but wearing sweat pants.
The black man shook his head. "Claire, you are a work of art," he said.
She turned the water off and gave him a fake glare. "Hand me a towel?"
He reached out and took a towel off the rack, handing it to her. She dried herself off in front of him. "Double your pay if you stay like that the rest of the day."
"I can't, remember?"
"I know," he said, watching her wrap the towel around her exquisite body. "One last look?"
"Huh?"
"Flash me."
Claire smiled and pulled the towel open, letting him look longingly at her body. His cock began straining at his sweat pants. She pulled the towel around her and tied it between her breasts. He sighed. "I'll go start dinner," she said.
"I'm going to clean up a bit."
Claire glanced back as she left the restroom. Calvin was leaning against the wall and his cock was sticking straight out again just as it had the first time, she'd seen it. Speaking of works of art, she thought. She glanced up at his face, wanting to rush over to his aid at his pained expression. The marijuana must have worn off. Standing was paining him more than ever. Reluctantly, she turned and left, knowing he liked to do most things on his own.
Calvin was delighted to see that though she wasn't working naked, she had only put her bikini panty back on and was frying up pork chops for him in the kitchen topless. He watched her serve him and he watched her take his plate when he was finished. "You know something Claire?" he asked, watching her wash and rinse his plate. She turned and looked at him. "I'm starting to think I died already."
"What? Don't say that," she said, looking concerned.
"Seriously, a topless beautiful woman cooking me dinner is pretty close to my idea of heaven." He rolled back from the table and turned his chair towards her.
"You're sweet, but heaven would be a lot better than this." She nodded towards his legs.
"You're right. If this were heaven, you'd be nude and willing to suck my cock."
"Calvin!" She shook her head but smiled.
"Come here, sexy."
Claire was drying her hands. "Why?"
"Come here and give me a kiss."
Claire found herself walking towards him. "No kissing, remember?" Still, she stepped up to the chair and leaned down to kiss his forehead. Calvin reached around and rubbed the back of her thighs, moving his hands up to her bikini panty. "Mmm," she moaned, his hands feeling good.
Calvin leaned in and up, his lips kissing the tip of one of her hard nipples. "May I at least give your nipples a kiss?" His hands were rubbing her back.
"Mmm," she continued moaning. "I guess that's okay," she said, expecting him to plant another kiss on her nipple. Instead, Claire gasped as he sucked her nipple into his mouth and began suckling on it, tongue flickering over the hard knob. "Calvin?" she gasped, heart rate increasing. His mouth moved to her other nipple. Soon it was throbbing and sending spasms of lust down to her pussy. His hand came up to knead and pinch her other nipple, his other hand moved to the front of her thigh, over her pubic mound, and soon a finger was pressing against her slit, pushing the bottom of her panty into her. Claire pushed down into his finger several times, whimpering as it pushed deeper. Claire came to her senses and stepped back, erect nipple springing out of his mouth. "Whoo, okay, I uh..." She was panting and aroused, reaching down to adjust her panty. "I uh, think I should get going. Goodnight."
"Goodnight," said Calvin, his cock making a huge tent in his sweats. He saw her glancing at it, lustfully. She was aroused, cheeks blushing, even the tops of her breasts were flushed. "Thanks, see you Monday."
"Yes, Monday," she said, grabbing her keys off the table and heading for his door.
"Claire, you might want to put your clothes on," he said.
"Oh!" She blushed redder. "Of course."
"Damn that's hot," said Calvin, watching her dress. She didn't bother putting her bikini top back on. She just pulled on the plaid shirt and tied it up to show off her belly. The top hugged her breasts, teasing the observer with hints of her nipples. "You are one sexy woman."
"Thanks," she replied, heading back for the door. She paused, turned, and looked at him watching her. Claire turned and marched back to the little black man in the wheelchair. She bent and kissed him on the forehead. "See you Monday."
Claire was confused and feeling guilty while driving home. It was her period that made her come to her senses. If it weren't for that, she might have let him finger her.
*********
Claire felt something pushing against her back. She reached behind her and swatted it away. She was busy, her bare feet pressing into the soft white cloud. Calvin was sitting in his wheelchair, floating on another cloud. Her cloud made brief contact with his and she stepped over, approaching him. He was nude, holding the base of his hard cock. Claire's wings spread out as she kneeled before him and took the head of his cock in her mouth, a moan forming in her throat as she sucked the end of his cock. Calvin grabbed the nude angel's halo pulling it down and up, making her suck his cock faster.
The little annoyance pushed into her back again.
"What?" she grunted, reaching behind to swat it again, her hand closing on Tom's hard penis. She reluctantly woke from her dream.
His hand was on the hem of her panty. He sighed. "Just checking to see if you were still on your period." They usually slept nude, but she wore a panty during her cycle. "Just woke up with a big stiffy."
Big? Seriously, he thought it was big? Her hand hadn't left his little penis. She was horny too. Her period hadn't stopped them from having sex when they were dating and he wore a condom. Claire turned to face him. "Shh," she said, sitting up.
"What?" he asked, as her hand pushed down on his chest so that he rolled over on his back.
"Shh," she said again, kissing him. She broke the kiss, moving her lips to his stubble, then his neck, chest, and stomach.
"Oh my," he said, surprised when he realized where this was headed.
Tom's body was soft compared to Calvin's. She was grateful it was dark and he couldn't see her look of distaste when her hand closed around his penis, nearly engulfing it in its entirety. She raised it and let her tongue slide around the grape-sized head. Tom moaned. She took the head in her mouth, letting her tongue curl around it. He whimpered almost pathetically as she began bobbing her head. This certainly wasn't difficult. She sucked up, held her breath, and went down, her lips pushing into his pubes. "Unh," he grunted. Claire sucked up to the head and down again. "Unh Claire?" She sucked back up and down to the base. "Claire!" Up, tongue twirling around the head and down. "CLAIRE!" His hips bucked up, a splatter of semen striking her uvula. Seriously? She thought, sucking back up and regretting it the second a few drops of runny semen shot across her taste buds.
"Ugh!" she said, sitting up quickly and spitting his semen into her palm.
"Sorry," he apologized. "It's been a while."
"Your thirtieth birthday," she said, sliding off the bed. She couldn't get the taste out of her mouth and hurried to the bathroom. She flipped on the light and turned the faucet on and let the water run over the little pool of watery semen in her palm. It certainly didn't look like something that could get her pregnant. Claire brushed her teeth and rinsed her mouth out with mouthwash.
"Wow," said Tom. "What brought that on?"
"Well, you were horny and I couldn't take care of you."
"Then maybe..."
"No, don't expect me to do that for you again anytime soon," she sighed, slipping back into bed. She turned away from him. Her husband wrapped his arm around her and snuggled up into her. "Plus, and you're not going to want to hear this."
"Uh oh," he whispered in her ear.
"I think we should hold off on sex for a while."
"What?"
"Just until you leave on your trip. I think the best chance we have of getting pregnant is if you build up your semen."



"Hmm, maybe, but two weeks?"
"It'll be hard on me to, honey, and keep in mind that means no playing with it either."
"I don't play with it anymore."
Claire snorted and closed her eyes.
**********
"CALVIN! Don't hurt yourself." Claire stared at him concerned. His teeth were gritted and sweat poured off his forehead.
"250," said the uni-browed trainer.
"No," said Calvin, shaking his head in denial. "I can do better."
"Sorry, bro," grunted the trainer. He looked over at Claire. "You wanna give it a try?" His eyes swept down her body, well displayed in the two-piece workout outfit.
"No, thanks," she said, helping Calvin sit up on the bench.
"It can't be that bad," he said, staring off into space.
"It can't be that bad, he said again, staring out the windshield as she drove him home. He'd stayed mostly silent since leaving the gym.
Calvin got worse news when he got home. There was a message from the doctor waiting for him. His recent blood work showed he was suffering from Anemia and the office had called in a new prescription for him. "Great," said Calvin, sarcastically. He laughed, then sobbed, holding his hand over his face for a minute until getting his emotions under control.
"I'm sorry, Calvin," she said.
He sighed. "I need a shower." He turned his wheelchair towards the bathroom.
"Do you want me in there?"
"No."
"Are you sure?" He'd been having some dizziness standing and she worried he might fall.
"I can make it to the bench just fine," he replied, wheeling away. "Maybe another leg massage when I'm done?"
"Of course."
"My joints hurt and they're swollen."
"I'll wait in your bedroom."
Claire didn't give stripping down to her bikini panty a second thought. She was laying on his bed mostly naked when he wheeled into his room. He paused at the door, enjoying the sight before wheeling up to his bed. Claire sat up and helped him up. The towel he had around his waist fell to the floor leaving him naked, his cock swinging freely. Calvin sat down and laid on his back.
Claire kneeled between his legs. His knees were swollen, a symptom of anemia. She started with one leg, lifting it and rubbing the bottoms of his calves, moving up to the knee. He laid stoically, staring up at the ceiling and not at her. His eyes grew heavy as she massaged the soreness away telling her she was doing a good job. She sat his leg down and started on the next. As she worked her way up off the knee, his cock was lying across his thigh, she sat his leg down and lifted his cock up so that she could rub up his thigh. The hand holding his cock began tugging on it, kneading and sliding along the shaft as it began swelling. It hardened quickly and she didn't release it. She moved her second hand up to the shaft.
"Stop Claire."
She froze. "What? Why?" She didn't release it.
"You didn't ask." He continued refusing to look at her, staring at the ceiling.
Claire sighed and smiled. "May I jerk your cock off, Calvin?"
"No."
"What?" she asked, totally shocked.
"I'm not in the mood for just another hand job."
She looked down at the rock-hard black cock in her hand. It didn't agree with him. "I understand," she said, bending down and pulling his shaft toward her mouth. Her tongue twirled around the tip as her mouth opened wide, taking the head inside her. She moaned with lust for it as she slurped on his cock head. This was certainly a lot more challenging then sucking Tom's penis. Claire bobbed her head, lips sliding over the crown and kissing down his shaft.
"Stop Claire," said Calvin even as his hips were bucking up trying to push his cock deeper down her throat.
Claire pulled her head up, staring up his hard chest at him. He was looking down at her now. She met his eyes, giving the tip of his cock a kiss before removing her mouth. "Am I that bad?"
"No, you're doing great," he said, filling her with relief. "But you didn't ask."
"Oh! Sorry. May I suck your cock, Calvin?" She stared at him seductively, licking her lips.
"What kind of cock is it?"
"May I suck your big black cock, Calvin?" He nodded, finally smiling. She continued staring him in the eyes as she kissed his cock head a second time and embraced the head with her mouth. She let her tongue twirl around the glans. Calvin moaned. Claire began bobbing her head over his cock, eyes going from staring up at Calvin, to staring down the length of fat black shaft projecting out of her mouth. It was a long way to his pubes.
The tip of his cock pushed past her uvula then almost exited her mouth then it was beyond her uvula. With each successive bob of her head, the end of his cock went deeper down her throat. She was long past the point Tom's penis could have reached plus Calvin stretched her throat out a lot more than Tom's slim penis. Still, the extra size wasn't going to deter her from doing this cock justice. Saliva was pouring down his shaft. She pulled up adding her hands to his shaft, rubbing her spit down his shaft. She jerked him off while licking around the crown, took him back in her mouth and bobbed her head over half his shaft while jerking off the remainder. Strangely, she found she was enjoying herself. He was certainly enjoying it. The only bright spot on a shitty day. Calvin's hips were rotating pushing his cock up slightly, but not enough to cause her discomfort. He groaned. She looked up; his eyes were rolled up in his head. His hands were gripping the sheets tightly. His cock expanded to the point she feared it might wedge in her throat, but still, it slid easily in and out of her throat. He bucked, thrusting his cock deeper than it had gone and she felt it shudder. His first wad shot down her esophagus and into her stomach. Claire pulled back up, jerking his shaft off, his second wad slid down her throat. The head exited into her mouth which quickly filled with semen to the point her cheeks bulged out. She gulped his thick semen down, relishing the taste of a real man's seed, hot, thick, and delicious.
He came faster than she could swallow, the excess semen dribbling down her chin. Her mouth filled quickly, cheeks bulging out, another wad coming on top of that just as she was swallowing. It was too quick and Claire was forced to remove his cock head from her mouth, the final wads of semen striking her chest and tits.
Claire sat up, licking her lips looking down Calvin's sexy torso at the black man. He looked smug and satisfied, watching her absentmindedly rubbing his semen into her hard nipples. "You were right," she said, breathing heavily. "It is better straight from the source." Claire moved to get off the bed and get cleaned up.
"Where are you going?"
"To clean up."
"You didn't thank me."
"I didn't..." Claire paused, surprised. She'd just sucked his cock off. He should be thanking her. Yet, sucking such a cock had been her privilege, and swallowing his seed was an honor. "Thank you for letting me suck your cock, Calvin."
"You're welcome."
She nodded, smiling almost shyly at him. "I... I liked it. I'll do it again if you let me."
"You can give me another one before you leave today. Right now, I need you to go get a prescription for me."
"Of course," she said, getting off the bed.
Calvin glanced over at her. "Oh, and Claire, I expect you to be able to deep throat it by the end of the week."
Claire gulped, her eyes flickering down to his swollen but floppy cock laying across his thigh. "I'll try my best." She paused, still staring at it. Swallowing that thing whole looked like an impossible challenge, but Claire was an overachiever. She'd worked hard to be a straight-A student. She'd put everything into her business and been devastated when it failed. She wouldn't fail at this. If it made Calvin happy, she'd deep throat that big black cock. "No, I meant I will deep throat it for you."
"Good," he replied as she gathered her clothes and left the room.
Claire ran some errands for him and picked up his new prescription. She couldn't stop thinking about his cock the whole time. Here she was a married woman and she'd just given a blow job to her husband's biggest rival and a black man at that. What she found strange was that she didn't feel the least bit guilty doing it. Sucking Calvin's black cock felt like the most natural thing in the world. His cock was a challenge, but the reward of gulping down his thick seed made it worth it. How could she swallow the thing in its entirety? Try to relax your throat, girl. Breathe through your nose. Take a deep breath when you go down on it. Had Mrs. Barnes been able to deep throat it? There was also a certain trait that few people had that Claire possessed that just might make it easier on her. She went through a drive-thru and picked up lunch. As she returned to Calvin's her confidence was growing.
"Now that's how I like my lunch served to me," said Calvin, wheeling himself out of his bedroom.
"What?" she asked, confused as she handed him a tray with his lunch on it. She glanced down and blushed. She stripped down to her panty again without a second thought.
"Eager to get your mouth back on my cock?"
"I do love a challenge."
They ate, talking about high school, and some of the stupid things their friends had done. They talked about some of the games they both remembered and Calvin commented on how he played harder knowing Claire was in the squad cheering him on. "You looked hot in that uniform."
"Thanks," she replied, blushing. She looked down at the coiled-up cock making his sweat pants bulge out. Calvin hadn't put a shirt on. She admired his physique while they ate. If she got on all fours and pulled his cock down...?
The rest of the afternoon, Claire served as Calvin's nearly nude maid. She vacuumed, tidied up, and did his laundry. Her black employer wheeled himself up to the TV and played video games, occasionally staring at her when she worked near him. Near the end of her day, her body distracted him and he died in the game, shutting his console down. "May I suck your cock again before I make you dinner?" she asked.
"Sounds like a great idea," he answered. "Bedroom?"
"No," she replied. "Right here." Claire kneeled before the chair. Calvin used his arms to lift himself off the seat so that she could pull his sweats down. Her mouth watered when his cock appeared, already swelling up in anticipation. Calvin scooted forward so that his balls hung over the seat. She flipped the footrests up and pushed them away. Calvin spread his legs and she kneeled between them.
Claire started slow. She bent his cock down, kissed the tip, and began to lick around the crown. She moved her tongue down the shaft, even planting a kiss on his scrotum before licking her way back up to the head. She relaxed her jaw and took the head in her mouth, starting with slow bobs, breathing through her nose, and relaxing her throat. Soon, she was sucking on half and then a little more, further then she'd gone the first time. Claire withdrew, slowly stroking his shaft while she walked back on her knees. She stared up at him and he watched her back as she bent his cock as far down as it would go. She held it in place with her mouth as she got on all fours. His cock was perfectly lined up with her mouth and throat.
Claire rocked on her knees and arms, sucking forwards, letting his cock probe deep down her throat. It was easier than she thought. She stared cross-eyed down his shaft, watching her nose slowly approaching his pubes. She had to withdraw once, licking around his cock head while catching her breath before proceeding again. This time his pubic hair tickled the tip of her nose. She pulled back, raised her head, and pushed forward. Her lips pressed into his pubic mound. She rocked back and forwards, kissing his pubes again and again. Half his cock stayed down her throat and the bottom half was getting sucked. His hand rested on her head, stroking her hair. The grip tightened and his hips lifted.
Claire felt his cock jerk and suddenly her belly was full. She rocked back, slowly sitting up as his cock pumped load after load down her throat. The head exited her throat, her mouth rapidly filled with his delicious seed. She gulped it down, making room for more, some spilling down her chin. In the end, she found herself jerking his shaft off with her tongue out to catch the last few spurts. She snorted, giggling. Calvin raised an eyebrow as he looked down at her. "I'm so glad I took this job," she said happily, licking around his cock head again. It was as swollen as it got, the tip a smooth black surface except for the long pee slit.
"I'm glad too," he sighed wistfully.
"Thank you for letting me suck your cock, Calvin." She was still stroking it, reluctant to let it go.
"No, thank you. That was the best blow job I ever had. You took it all and you didn't choke!"
Claire smiled and sat up. She absentmindedly ran his shaft over her breasts, letting the head rub her aching nipples. "I don't have a gag reflex. I can snorkel, hold dental x-rays in my mouth, nothing makes me gag."
"You're the perfect woman, Claire," he said, deeply satisfied, watching his cock slowly wilt as she rubbed it over her breasts. "I swear your body was built to handle black cock."
"Thank you," she said, accepting it as a compliment.
**********
"You feeling okay, dear?" asked Tom between shoveling pieces of pork chop into his mouth.
"I feel great," she said, absentmindedly, staring at her plate. "Why?"
"Well, you haven't touched your plate and your cheeks look puffy."
"Oh!" She sucked her cheeks in for a moment. "Allergies maybe and I had a large lunch."
"May I?" He pointed at her plate, grinning as she pushed it over to him.
Later, in bed, Tom reached over and felt her ass. He whimpered finding she was still wearing her panty. "My period's almost over," she said, yawning. "And besides, we're building your swimmers up for next week."
"Yes, dear," he lied. Tom had jerked off that morning in the shower.
**********
Claire arrived at Calvin's early Tuesday. He rolled out of his bedroom, nose in the air to the smell of frying bacon. "You're out of uniform, missy," he grunted rolling up to the table.
Claire had fought an impulse to strip the moment she'd walked in the door. She'd never agreed to work in her bikini or topless, but was finding she ended up that way most days. "This outfit's just fine, Mister."
"That's cause you're fine, gurl" he answered, making her blush. She did look fine. She was wearing short shorts that left her long lithe legs bare and a tight crop top that showed off her navel. Her bikini strap was visible sticking out of one sleeve. "Let me take a picture?"
"Sure," she said, shrugging. "Why do you like taking so many pictures of me?"
"Show you later."
Claire served him a plate of bacon and eggs which he ate with relish. Calvin was wearing his usual home attire of sweat pants and nothing else. She tidied up the kitchen, glancing at his pants from time to time. After breakfast, she was hoping he'd ask for a blow job, but instead, he had a grocery list for her. She left and did his shopping.
Calvin was in his chair on the front porch when she got back to his house. A man was finishing up installing a wheelchair ramp on his steps. "Mailman's been. Feel like wheeling me down to the mailbox?" he asked her as he paid the handyman whose attention was focused solely on checking Claire out.
"Sure," she said. "Let me put your groceries away."
"You need a handyman, miss?" asked the worker.
"No thanks, my husband takes care of things around the house." She did accept a business card and declined his offer to help her carry the groceries into the house.
After putting the groceries away, Claire pushed Calvin down to the mailbox. She enjoyed the walk, her eyes mostly focused on the tubular bulge under his sweat pants. He pulled his mail out of the box and she wheeled him back, up the new ramp and into the house. "Couch, please," he said. She wheeled him over and he winced as he lifted himself and swung over onto the couch. Claire moved the wheelchair out of the way and sat down in the chair across from him. "Wanna play?" he asked, picking up a game controller.
"No, thanks." She crossed her legs, watching him play, but mostly staring hungrily at his crotch.
He played a shooter game online for around an hour. His screen name was "Big C". His online friends all knew him. "You like watchin' me play, Claire?"
She looked up from his crotch. "I don't mind. Why? You have a chore you need done?"
"You haven't been watchin' the screen." He had just died and signed off the game. "You been starin at my junk." He turned his attention on her. Claire's cheeks turned red. The tube under his sweats swelled. "If you want it, all you have to do is ask." His eye twitched strangely and he had a harsh look on his face.
"May I suck your cock, Calvin?"
"Be my guest," he said, smiling and lifting his hips as she fell to her knees between his legs and pulled his sweats off. His cock flew up, filling rapidly. Claire caught the head with her mouth, moaning as her lips engulfed it. Her hands pulled his sweat pants down and off his ankles. She sucked it hungrily, she'd been thinking about this all day. Calvin leaned back and sighed. "That's my good little cocksucker."
Claire had about half down her throat, she came up, grabbing the shaft, removing her mouth. "Be nice."
"How so? What's that in your hand?"
"It's your cock," she answered, stroking it.
"And what are you doing with your mouth?" He grinned down at her.
"Sucking it." Claire rolled her eyes.
"And that makes you?"
"A cocksucker." Claire leaned forward and started sucking his cock again.
"You're a born cocksucker, Claire," he groaned. "I've never seen anyone take to it as you have." She moaned deep in her throat, bobbing her head along his shaft. "Deep throat that black cock, cocksucker," he growled. She whimpered back in her throat, sitting up and pulling his cock down, so she could push forwards. "That's it, cocksucker. Suck that black cock deep, slut." The whimpering in her throat didn't stop. She took his cock deep, kissing his pubes. The angle wasn't as good as yesterday, but she was trying harder, growing used to it. Her pussy was gushing. His big strong hands were on her head, helping guide her. Claire's pussy was gushing with lust. His hands pushed her head back. "Enough."
"Wh-what?" she asked, shocked. Her eyes were following the hypnotic bobbing of the end of his cock."
"Stand up," he ordered. She sat back and pushed herself up, still staring down at his cock. He was holding it, slowly stroking the shaft, watching her. "You're out of uniform. Strip for me."
She kept her eyes on the prize, pulling her shirt off over her head and throwing it down. Calvin's hand slid up and down, slowly jerking his shaft, watching her unbutton and unzip her shorts. She wiggled them down over her hips, pushing them down her thighs until the slid down her legs. She stepped out of them, kicking off her shoes. Claire stood before him in her tiny bikini, she began to kneel, eager to get his cock back in her mouth.
"Top to," he told her.
She licked her lips, reaching for the strings holding her bikini top and pulling them loose. Her cups fell off her breasts, the top falling to the floor.
"Back to work, cocksucker."
Claire fell to her knees. He pushed his cock down towards her mouth. She took it from him and started sucking it again. Her pussy was soaking her bikini bottom and her nipples were hard pointed nubs, throbbing with lust. Calvin may have been short and dying of cancer, but his dominant demeanor was triggering some secret desire she held to submit to a real man, a desire her husband had never triggered.
"Suck that black cock, slut," he groaned. Her pussy squirted the second he called her a slut. She engulfed his cock, sucking harder and faster. It wasn't as easy deepthroating him in this position, but she did it, taking his entire cock even longer then she had yesterday. It swelled, threatening to lodge in her throat. "Here comes my nut, cocksucker," he growled, bucking his hips so that his pubes bumped her nose. His cock trembled, lodged down her throat, and suddenly, her belly was full. She pulled back quickly, needing to taste him, groaning with pleasure as his seed filled her mouth, gulping it down so that the next load could fill her mouth and the next load. So good!



Claire pulled her mouth off the head, sitting up and jerking his shaft, letting two more loads splatter over her tits. "Hmmm," she moaned, "So much cum for me." She kept jerking it off. Semen no longer shot from the swollen head, but it continued to spurt little jets of white seed. She used the ends of his cock to rub his seed over her hard nipples. "Am I a good cocksucker?" she asked.
"The best," he sighed, laying back on the couch and resting his head, a satisfied smile on his face, but his eye was twitching, making his head jerk slightly.
Claire showered and spent the rest of the day, cleaning up and fixing him dinner. She didn't put her clothes back on until she left for the day. She wanted to suck his cock again before leaving, but it had been late in the afternoon when she'd sucked it the first time and he seemed satisfied. Maybe, if she'd asked, but she was too embarrassed and didn't want to look like she was begging.
**********
Claire picked Calvin up early the next day for a doctor's appointment. The nurse wheeled Calvin out into the lobby. He looked dejected, staring off into space, and she wondered if he'd been given a sedative. "Bad news?" she asked.
"I don't get good news from doctors anymore," he mumbled.
"Do you want to skip the gym?"
"No," he said, shaking his head. "Let's go."
Claire hadn't worn her workout clothes. She wore a summer dress, white with roses, that looked lovely on her. Flipflops were on her feet, making a clicking sound as she walked. The unibrow trainer checked her out, clearly liking what he saw, as did every male working out. Nothing she wasn't used to.
"AAAGGHHHH!!" Calvin cried through gritted teeth holding the weights above his head.
"Hold on. Don't hurt yourself," said Unibrow, grabbing the bar and putting it down.
Calvin was breathing heavily and sweating profusely. He stared at the ceiling in disbelief. His strong muscular arms were shaking. Claire thought for a moment that he might cry, her eyes were watery, but no tears rolled down his cheeks.
Claire looked at the weights. "180! That's good."
Unibrow shook his head at her out of Calvin's sight. "FUCK!" spat Calvin, clearly pissed. "Fuck no, that's not good." He held his hand out and Unibrow grabbed his arm, pulling Calvin up.
"Is still good, little buddy," said Unibrow.
Claire wheeled the chair up the bench. The trainer helped Calvin up and swung him over to the seat. "Is not good," whispered Calvin.
"You do better next time." The burly trainer patted Calvin on the shoulder.
"No," said Calvin, shaking his head. "I can't take the pain anymore. A fifty-pound weight hurts. There's no point anyway. Razmik," said Calvin holding out his hand. Unibrow grasped it and they shook. "Thanks for everything. I'm done with the gym."
"Sorry to see you go, little buddy."
Calvin turned to Claire. "Let's go."
Claire took the handles and wheeled him towards the exit.
Razmik walked with them to the door. "Sorry to see you go too, honey." He turned his attention to Claire. "I'm here seven days a week if you change your mind about training with me."
"I'll ask for you if I change my mind," said Claire, with a wry smile. Her nipples were popping out from the hairy man's attention.
"I give you the Armenian workout. Work you so hard, you won't walk straight for a week."
"Thank you," she responded, her pussy fluttering. Ugly and hairy, but the trainer was big, masculine, and the bulge beneath his workout shorts was as impressive as Calvin's. Her mind pictured her falling to her knees and pulling his shorts down, a massive hairy cock smacking her in the face. Her arousal was growing. She seemed to get horny every other period, building up to her ovulating. She'd be begging for cock... Tom's penis next week.
They went through a drive-thru and got some roast beef sandwiches for lunch. Calvin was silent most of the ride. He tried to eat in the car, but didn't feel like eating, wrapping the mostly entire sandwich back up in the wrapper.
Claire ate hers on the porch, chewing and watching Calvin sitting dejectedly in his chair. He smoked a joint, finally looking somewhat relieved when he finished. He wheeled the chair around. "I'm going to get a shower." She sprang up and opened the door for him while he wheeled himself to the bathroom.
Claire threw her fast-food bag away and walked over to the couch, pulling her dress off over her head. She tossed it over the back of the couch, stepping out of her flipflops as she untied her bikini top. Stripped down to her "uniform", she slowly opened the door to the bathroom and stepped inside.
"GET OUT!" Snapped Calvin from inside the shower. "I want to be alone."
He looked up, water from the shower running off his head, as she entered the shower. He spread his legs as she moved in between them. His cock was dangling down over the bench. "I know you had a bad day, but don't take it out on me," she said, as he rested his head on her bosom. He reached around her back and pulled her close. She stroked his head. "I'm here not because you pay me, but because you're my friend."
"I'm sorry," he sobbed, wrapping his arms around her back, now crying into her breasts. "You're the best thing to happen to me in years."
"It's okay to cry," she whispered, stroking his head. "It's okay."
And Calvin did cry. He sobbed and cried while she stroked his bald head. Finally, he turned his head sideways, staring at her erect nipple. "Three to four," he said, raising his hand to pinch the pink stub capping her large bosom.
Claire gasped, as a wave of pleasure swept through her body, electrical impulses triggering spasms of desire in her pussy. "Three to four what?"
"Months left."
"Oh!" She gasped, feeling for him. "Oh!" Her sorrow replacing her arousal. "OH!" A fresh wave of arousal soaked the bottom of her panty as Calvin's lips replaced his fingers on her nipple. He sucked her nipple between his lips, sucking her entire areolae into his mouth. "Oh! Mmmmm," she purred still stroking his head. She felt his cock crawling up her thigh, the shaft pressing into her crotch, as he hardened.
Claire moaned as his mouth worked their magic on her nipple. Just when she thought her nipple couldn't take anymore, he kissed over to her other nipple, his fingers replacing his mouth on the one he'd been sucking. "Mmmm, so good," she moaned. Claire pictured herself standing on her tiptoes and untying the strings on her hips. She guided the bare head of his big black cock towards the entrance to her pussy and slowly sank onto the huge shaft. Instead, she stepped back from those dangerous thoughts and the even more dangerous black cock between Calvin's legs. She'd have to tame it another way.
Claire sank to her knees before the seated black man, leaned forward and took his cock between her lips. Now it was his turn to say, "Oh!" and "Mmmm," as she inhaled his cock and sucked it like it deserved, deepthroating his shaft when she could, licking the crown, kneading his balls, sucking the tip while jerking off the rest. His cum was measured in ounces not teaspoons and his delicious seed filled her mouth again and again. She swallowed every drop of it, her lips pursed around the tip while she jerked the last remaining drops from his shaft.
"Thank you," he gasped.
"Thank you," she replied, licking her lips. "I love sucking your cock."
"Help me out."
Claire helped him up and held him as she swung him into his wheelchair. She dried him off and then herself, staying in her panty while she wheeled him into his bedroom. "Claire, I want to ask you something," he said.
"Go ahead." She helped him swing over onto the bed.
"Is your period over?"
"Yeah, why?"
"I want to break one of your rules."
"I don't think that's a good idea," she responded, but she was intrigued. "What were you thinking about?"
"Well, you're giving me a lot of pleasure sucking me off. I was thinking it would only be fair if I repaid the favor."
"Oh!" she said, surprised. Her pussy fluttered at the thought. "That's not necessary like I said, I enjoy sucking you off, and..."
"I want to do it," he said. "My fiancé thought it was dirty, but Mrs. Barnes loved having me go down on her. I'd really like to go down on a woman again before it's too late."
Claire's pussy was soaking her panty. Tom hadn't eaten her out since before they were married. She'd enjoyed his tongue more than his prick and she could sure use an orgasm. "Okay," she said.
"Okay!" He perked up. "Lie down on the bed."
Claire obeyed, scooting up and laying on his bed. He crawled over her leg and laid between her knees. His hand came up to her hips ready to break her rules. He pulled at the ties on her bikini bottom and pulled it down over her bush. She could feel his breath on her crotch. "Look at that pretty white pussy," he whispered. Claire gasped when she felt his tongue glide up from the base of her pussy lips to her clit. He started lapping, wiggling his tongue into her. Claire started whimpering it felt so good. Her hips raised into his probing tongue. She opened her legs to give him more room. Calvin pushed his index finger in, rotating it around inside her. Claire panted, pushing her crotch into his finger as he slowly pulled it out, but he was only adding his middle finger. He pushed both fingers inside her. Combined, they felt bigger than Tom's penis. He bent them, the tips rubbing the insides of her pussy. "Ah!" she cried, cumming so quickly she hadn't felt it build up. "AAAHHH!" she screamed, her hips rising into his thrusting fingers as her quick little orgasm turned into an earthquake. She stared down at him in awe. He was looking up her body, down her chestnut-colored pubes, over her undulating belly, and between her breasts, meeting her eyes. His lips sucking in her clit and tonguing over the hard nub while his fingers continued wiggling fast inside her. "UNNNNHHH!" She cried one last time, her hips crashing back down on the bed. Calvin withdrew his fingers and planted a kiss on the top of her pussy. "Thank you," she mumbled, gasping for breath.
He kissed her pussy again and pushed himself up. "Good one?" he asked.
"That was the best orgasm of my life," she said, still dazed by its intensity. Claire smiled lazily, staring off into space. She stretched her body out, moaning, still basking in the afterglow of her strong orgasm. "I think that was the big one," she purred.
"Nope," he said, smiling. Calvin crawled up and laid beside her in bed. He reached over, pulling the drawer on his nightstand open and removed a sheet of paper. "You asked why I like taking pictures of you. This is for you." He handed her the paper.
Claire gasped. "Calvin, this is wonderful." He'd drawn a picture of her posing in her bikini in his yard. He'd used colored pencils at the drawing was amazing. She'd forgotten he'd been great at art in high school, she was always more concerned with sports.
"You're wonderful," he answered, leaning into her, wrapping one arm around her body until he fell asleep. She was still staring at the picture when he started snoring.
**********
Thursday, she picked up breakfast in a drive-thru and took it over to Calvin's. He didn't meet her, so she put his hotcakes and sausage on a TV tray and carried it into his room. He was sitting up in bed with only a sheet covering him. She could see the outline of his shaft, bent down, the sheet hugging it. "Thank you," he said, accepting the tray. "Nothing for you?"
"Well," she sat on the bed, smiling up at him. "I was hoping for a large sausage. She pulled at the sheet. It came down his chest, Calvin lifting the tray. The sheet pulled free of his crotch, his cock flying up to fall on his stomach. "May I suck your cock?" she asked, grabbing it and stroking it to fatten it up.
"Strip first."
Claire stood. She was dressed down sexy in pink sweat shorts and a spaghetti strap top. She pulled the top off over her head, pulling the string of her bikini. He watched as the bikini top fell off her breasts and she wiggled the shorts down her hips and legs. Calvin's smile broadened when she pulled the strings on her hips to release the panty also. She was nude when she crawled between his legs and started sucking his cock.
Afterward, Claire held her hand over her full belly while Calvin went down on her again. It was nastier than last time. She was humping his tongue and occasionally his tongue would slide down to her anus and lick across her rosebud. He would return it to her pussy when she was about to protest. As she was gasping and moaning, his tongue would find her sphincter again, pushing into it before moving back to her pussy. She was about to object, but it felt good and she relaxed letting him lick her anus, gliding his tongue along her perineum and back to her labia and clit.
Claire tensed up when his hand crawled up her thigh. She glanced down. He was tonguing her clit, looking back up at her. She smiled down at him, waiting for his talented fingers, but the hand slid under her crotch and ass cheeks. Her eyes widened, but then his other hand worked his thumb into her pussy while the index finger pressed hard against her anus. It pushed inside just as Calvin sucked her clit between his lips again. Claire screamed, her hips bucking off the bed. She grabbed his head and held him tightly against her crotch as she came hard around his fingers and tongue. His finger pushed deeper into her ass as she came, prolonging the orgasm. It was as intense as yesterday, but even longer. "OHMYGOD," she moaned, stretching again. "A girl could get addicted to cumming like that." She felt slightly ashamed that anal play had made her cum so hard.
Calvin grinned; his lower face was soaked with her juices. "Happy to help," he said, kissing her pussy again.
They took separate showers and Claire ended up driving Calvin to a restaurant for lunch before she pushed him through a nearby park. "This is nice," he said, watching the scenery. There were some ducks in a nearby brook, some joggers running down the path, and a few dog walkers.
"What do you say to us going away for a few days? We could go to the zoo."
"That sounds wonderful, but wouldn't Tom mind?"
"No, we can go when he's at his conference."
"Absolutely," he told her. "I haven't been away in years."
"It'll be fun," she said. "Would you mind if I took off the day before?" she asked. "If you need me, I can stop by in the morning."
"No, no, that's fine," he reached up and patted her hand on the handlebars of his chair. "Take off. I'm done with the gym and I can manage on my own. What's going on?"
"Tom's leaving that night and trying to take off work early. I was going to treat myself to a spa day."
"Special occasion? It's not your anniversary is it?"
"No," she laughed. Claire leaned down and whispered in his ear. "I should be ovulating late next week."
"Oh!" he replied.
Claire straightened her back, pushing him. Her eyes zoomed in on the bulge beneath his sweats. His cock had just doubled in size. She didn't know what had caused it to swell, maybe an attractive female jogger that had just run past, but the sight of his swelling cock made her eager to get back to his house and suck on it again.
She sucked his cock again before she left for the day, enthusiastically swallowing his shaft down her throat eager to have him go down on her again. His oral skills got her off three more times and she drove home in a happy well-satisfied daze.
Friday, she arrived at Calvin's and walked into his bedroom. He was laying nude on the bed. She glanced at his cock, licked her lips, and stripped her clothes off. It swelled as each piece of clothing was dropped to the floor and was fully hard as she untied her bikini panty. She took his cock in her mouth and sucked him for five minutes before he asked her to stop. "I want to go down on you, but my back is hurting," he said. "Come up here and straddle my mouth." Claire climbed over him, the shaft of his cock sliding between her legs and making her whimper. He sucked on one nipple as they dangled in his face. She sat up and slowly brought her pussy down on his mouth, gasping as she felt his tongue probe into her.
Claire grabbed the headboard, moaning as she bounced on his tongue. Her head threw back as she came hard on his mouth, soaking his chin. She didn't stop bouncing and his tongue continued licking at her. "Unh! Oh Calvin! Eat my pussy!" His tongue worked faster. "You lick me so good. Lick me so good. So good. Ah! Ah! AAAHHHH!" She came hard over his tongue again which he finally withdrew. She grabbed the headboard raising herself slightly.
Calvin lifted his head and kissed the pretty white pussy hovering above his mouth. "I'm not done, but turn around." Claire sat up and turned around, backing her crotch back into his mouth. He started lapping again and she started pushing her pussy back into his tongue. Her eyes fell on his huge balls and the base of his shaft. She reached down and lifted his cock off his stomach, lowering her head, she began sucking the tip of his cock while Calvin lapped at her pussy. Soon, they gave each other two satisfying orgasms.
The weekend came and Claire found herself fingering her pussy multiple times a day. She was horny, her mind kept drifting back to Calvin's impressive oral skills. It was his cock she pictured in her mind when she masturbated. Tom was more than up for sex, his little penis was hard as a rock when he woke up Sunday, poking at her from behind, but she turned him down. "And don't take care of it in the shower," she scolded him when he got out of bed. "Save it for Wednesday." Her approaching ovulation explained her constant arousal and her fingers were crossed they'd finally make a baby. She briefly considered running off to check on Calvin, certain he'd go down on her in exchange for a good blow job, but Tom stuck around the house all day. She could wait, Monday was only a day away.
Claire caught herself smiling as she drove down Calvin's driveway Monday morning. The smile dropped from her face when she unlocked the door. Calvin was laying nude on the floor, trying to crawl across the floor. "Help me," he gasped.
"CALVIN!" She raced to him. "What's wrong?" She squatted down trying to help him up.
"My legs!" he seemed horrified. "They're not working. They hurt so bad."
"Where's your wheelchair?"
"Wheelchair?" he seemed confused.
She helped him up, the little black man leaning heavily on her as she steered him towards the couch. "There you go." She let him down. She glanced down at his cock dangling between his legs.
He saw her glance and tried to cover it. "Sorry," he said. "I wasn't expecting company."
"It's okay," she squatted down and removed his hand. "You knew I was coming today. It's Wednesday, that I'm off." She reached between his legs and grabbed his cock. It swelled as she stroked it. "Maybe this will make you feel better?"
"C-Claire! What are you doing?" He was looking at her shocked.
"Sorry," she said. "May I suck your cock?"
"Uh Okay," he said. His cock turned rock hard in an instant, twitching and trying to pull free of her hand. He gasped when she leaned over and took the head in her mouth. "Oh my god," he groaned. She sucked him deep. He placed one hand on the back of her head, pulling her down further over his shaft. He sighed when she engulfed his entire cock, sucking him like that for a dozen bobs before the angle started hurting her. She pulled back. "Don't stop," he begged.
Claire stood and smiled at him. "I'm out of uniform." She pulled her top off over her head. She'd dressed sexy for him, a pink halter over her breasts and pink sweat shorts over her ass. She'd wanted to be able to strip quickly so that he could go down on her again. His eyes widened when her breasts appeared. Claire kneeled and resumed blowing him, pausing to squeeze his cock between her tits and stare at him.



"Your tits are perfect," he grunted. She lowered her lips, licking his cock head while titty fucking him. "Damn Claire, you sure know how to handle a big black cock."
"Feeling better?" she asked.
"Hell yeah, but my legs still hurt."
She furrowed her brow and slid back to suck him again. She rubbed his calves while bobbing her head. He moaned. His cock swelled and she pulled back just in time to get a mouthful of his delicious seed. His second load came hard on the first and she had to release his cock as she swallowed. His voluminous seed continued to spout, covering her tits and nipples with his cum.
"Dayumn," he groaned, the last of his seed dribbling from the head of his cock. "I knew you liked me," he said, smirking. "Dump that asshole Tom and go to prom with me."
"Prom?"
"Yeah, we'd get some stares, but I'd sure love for you to be my date." He was looking at her expectantly.
"I'll think about it," she answered, worried.
"You interested in going a little further maybe?"
Claire glanced down, his cock had just swelled an inch and he was wiggling his eyebrows at her. "I don't think so."
"You sure? I'll take it slow."
"No thanks."
Calvin sighed. "Fine. My parents might be home soon anyway. Maybe prom night, if you'll be my date."
"Maybe prom night," she replied, nodding. "And your parents... Your parents won't be home for a while. They asked me to check on you after you got injured at last week's game. You hit your head and hurt your legs."
"I don't remember," he said, shaking his head. "Hopefully, I'll be able to walk by prom. Even if you go with Tom, would you promise me one dance?"
"I'll promise you two," she said, staring at him sadly. "Hungry?"
"Famished."
"I'll fix you breakfast." She pulled her clothes back on and retrieved Calvin's sweat pants before starting to make him some pancakes and sausage. Her belly was full of his seed and she didn't eat. While Calvin ate, she looked through his doctor's notes from his last visit. The one that had left him so depressed. She tried not to cry as she read through the doctor's report.
His cancer had spread to the brain.
Possible symptoms could include: headaches, vision loss, changes in mood, personality, or behavior, memory loss, and more. Alone, it was probably treatable, but with treatments failing to stop the spread of his bone cancer, the treatments would just make his last few months worse than they already were for him. "Excuse me a moment," she told Calvin, who was still eating.
Claire got up and stepped out on the porch to cry.
Later, he tried to play a video game, but couldn't concentrate on the screen. He complained about a headache and wanted to take a nap. She wheeled him to his room and helped him to bed. "Claire?" he asked. "Would you suck me again?"
"I'd love to suck that big black cock again," she purred sexily, reaching for the waistband of his sweat pants. His cock sprang up, hardening rapidly. She kneeled and pulled his pants off, sitting up to yank the top over her head.
Calvin stared hungrily at her breasts. "You've got an amazing body."
"Thank you." She leaned down over him and took his cock in her mouth. She gave him a long loving blow job that left him groaning and bucking his hips. She felt him swell and twitch, gulping every ounce of his cum and milking his shaft for the remaining drops.
"You're really good at that," he said, gasping. "Come up here." He pulled on her arm. Claire slid up his body and snuggled into him, Calvin's strong arm wrapped around her. Their faces were close. His hand came behind her neck and pulled her lips to his. She kissed him back, lips parted, their tongues teasing each other. It broke one of her rules, but it was a great kiss. It was passionate and left her thighs damp and her hard nipples pushing into his chest. "I wanted to do that the first time I laid eyes on you in Mrs. Barnes' class."
"It was nice," she told him. Claire ran her white hand down his black chest, the contrast arousing her even more. "So, you liked the blow job?" He smiled and grunted. "Maybe, you could return the favor?"
Calvin's eyes were closed. He opened them. "Sure."
Claire rolled away from him and stepped out of bed, wiggling her shorts down her hips and stepping out of her panty. Nude, she climbed back into bed, but Calvin's eyes had closed and he was snoring softly.
Claire sighed and walked to his bathroom for a quick shower and to use some mouth wash. She dressed and did some cleaning. Calvin slept for several hours and was his normal self, but still complained of a minor headache and showed some signs of confusion. She left that night telling him to call or text her if he needed anything.
She was so horny, she considered sex with her husband a few days early, but settled for masturbating during a long bath in her tub. She told Tom about Calvin's condition and he suggested their old classmate might be getting close to needing hospice care.
Tuesday, Calvin was back to normal, though he seemed more tired than usual. He was really looking forward to going to the zoo Thursday. They enjoyed a leisure sixty-nine in the morning that left her satisfied and had another session before she left for the day, taking turns. Calvin licked her and fingered her to seven orgasms until she was gasping and begging for him to stop. "Just wanted you to get through tomorrow without seeing me, babe," he said, giving her pussy one last kiss.
"Wow! I think that will get me through a week."
The plan for Wednesday was for Tom to get off work early, have an early dinner with his wife, make love (and hopefully a baby) and then Tom would leave for the airport to catch a late-night flight to his convention. Claire was going to treat herself to a spa day, come home, and make dinner.
She woke up flushed and wet between the legs. She'd been dreaming about Calvin. They were walking down a beach, holding hands. In the dream, Calvin wasn't sick and he was taller than her. They were both nude and alone. His heavy cock slapped from thigh to thigh as he walked. They arrived at a blanket on the sand with a picnic basket and a bottle of wine sticking out of it. Calvin sat her down on the blanket, leaning down to kiss her. Claire fell back as he climbed on top, their lips never parting, her legs opening for his hard-probing cock. She gasped as he entered her, wrapping her legs around his waist as his cock thrust deep into her. Her hips were rising slightly into the imaginary thrusts of Calvin's cock when she woke up.
She took all these signs as symptoms of her timing her ovulation correctly. Claire showered, looking forward to her day and even more forward to tonight. Tom, on the other hand, seemed oblivious. He was more excited about a couple interested in a high-priced home that he was selling. They wanted a second walk through that day and if it sold, he was looking at a big commission. He woke up somewhat when she kissed him goodbye at the front door and she opened her robe for him as he was putting his suitcase in the back seat of his car. He did a double-take and slammed her door, loosening his tie as he raced back to her, shocked that his wife had just exposed herself in public. "No no, save it for tonight, mister." He looked down and turned back to his car.
The spa was pure pleasure. Claire got herself a manicure and a pedicure, a deep tissue massage, and a facial. She was still in a state of total relaxation while she got her hair done. Back home, she put a chicken in the oven and had a quick bath, so that she could shave her armpits and legs, as well as trimming her chestnut brown pubic mound down to just a thin strip in the middle.
She had laid out a surprise for Tom on the bed, a sexy white lingerie ensemble that included, a sheer bra, panty, garter belt, and white nylons. She felt sexy rolling the nylons up her legs and attaching them to the garters. When she looked at herself in the mirror, she thought she'd never looked hotter. She wrapped her silk robe around her body and headed downstairs.
Then her phone buzzed as a text arrived.
Tom was running late with the couple he was showing the house to.
Claire set the table and opened a bottle of wine. She sat down, sipping her wine, and staring at the roast chicken and the other food cooling. Her phone buzzed again.
Tom wasn't going to make dinner.
She sighed and began filling her plate. Claire drank another glass of wine, sensing that her evening was about to be ruined. Her phone buzzed again.
Tom had made the SALE! But he'd have to leave straight for the airport.
She called him and he could tell she was angry, but she was mollified when he promised her that with this commission, he'd take her on a second honeymoon to Hawaii. It was that big. And it wasn't entirely his fault, he again offered for her to come with him, but with Calvin's failing health she feared to leave him for too long. Claire sighed. It wasn't anybody's fault. "It is what it is," she told Tom. "Text me when your plane lands."
Claire poured some more wine, looking at all the food on the table. Tom was right. If it wasn't for Calvin, she could be making love to her husband for the next three nights of peak ovulation and lounging by a pool during the day. Maybe, they could conceive in Hawaii? That would certainly be a memorable magical place to make a baby. But, if she weren't willing to leave Calvin alone for three days now, she certainly couldn't leave him alone for a vacation in Hawaii? Maybe hospice care was a good idea for Calvin. She could float it to him after their trip to the zoo. And speaking of Calvin, he would surely appreciate a plate of her dinner. It was early and he probably hadn't eaten yet, so she fixed him a plate and hoped he'd be willing to take care of her arousal problem.
Forty minutes later, Claire let herself into his house. "CALVIN!" she called out, hoping he was his normal self.
"In here," he called from his bedroom. He was laying on the bed, wearing only tight white briefs, his enormous bulge stretching them to the limit. "Caught me," he said, hitting pause on the remote to the Tv at the foot of the bed.
"Caught you?" she asked, glancing at the screen and doing a double-take. Calvin had been watching porn. The frozen screen showed a white woman with big fake tits dangling on all fours while a fit black man fucked her from behind and a rather skinny black man kneeled before her with half his huge cock shoved down her throat.
"Hey, that's nice of you, but you didn't have to bring me dinner on your special night." He eagerly reached for the plate as she handed it to him. Calvin set in on his chest and hit play.
"FUCK ME! FUCK ME!" The woman on TV held the shaft before her face, licking all around the skinny man's large cock head. He wasn't as big as Calvin, but his cock was still a foot long. "I LOVE BIG BLACK COCK," she screamed.
"SHAKE THat ass, slut," grunted the man fucking her as Calvin turned the volume down. The black man slapped her ass cheek. "Better then yo husband, bitch?"
Claire gulped, staring at the scene. Her nipples slowly hardening and she felt her thighs dampen as the woman screamed out, "Yes! Yes! So much better than my husband." Claire squirmed a little in her chair. She'd never been turned on by porn before, but the sight of those two huge black cocks, and the contrast in the skin tones of the black men and the white woman was exciting her.
"What happened with Tom?" asked Calvin.
Claire explained about Tom's big sale while staring wide-eyed as the actress climbed on top of the skinny guy's huge cock and the man behind her lined his black cock up with her anus. She didn't appear to be faking her enjoyment, her orgasm looked very convincing.
"Want me to turn it off?"
Claire nodded, unable to look away until Calvin turned the tv off. She glanced over at the little black man; his cock was now straining to burst free of his briefs. "Thanks," she said, turning her attention on Calvin. Her arrival had been fortuitous in that the porn and made him horny and she was certain, he'd go down on her in exchange for a blow job. "Yeah, I was disappointed, but Tom promised to take me to Hawaii. I even bought special lingerie for him." She lifted her leg to show off her white nylons and heels. "He hasn't even seen me in it."
"Show me," ordered Calvin.
Claire stood and opened her coat for Calvin, letting it fall to the floor. She'd felt so naughty driving to Calvin's wearing only her coat over the lingerie. "What do you think?" she asked, posing, hand on one hip.
Calvin's first response was his cock forcing its way under the hem of his underwear. "Damn sexy, Claire," he growled, reaching down to pull his underwear down the shaft and under his balls.
"I was hoping you'd like it." She reached down and unclipped the garters from her stocking. "I really need to get off."
"Keep the stockings and belt on," he said.
Claire glanced up, smiled, and nodded. She wiggled her panty down over her thighs, stepping out of it when it fell to her feet. She then hooked the straps back to her stockings before reaching behind her and unhooking the bra. She sighed when her large breasts sprang free of their constraints. Claire climbed on the bed, kneeling and reaching for his cock.
"Let me go first," said Calvin.
Claire nodded and climbed over him, rolling on her back and spreading her legs. Calvin used his arms to hold himself up and move over her body. He didn't head straight down but lowered himself. Claire gasped as he sucked one of her hard nipples into his mouth. She spread her legs wider, her pussy squirting out its arousal over the head of Calvin's penis which was suddenly bobbing along her slit. She squirmed, moving a hand down between them to cover her opening, but not before another suck on her nipple had her squirting more fluid over his cock head. Her hand slipped in to protect her and Calvin wasn't contesting it. He kissed his way across her breasts, sucking her other nipple between his lips. She squirted again, this time into her palm.
Sucking on her nipples was getting her worked up. Her hips were lifting into imaginary thrusts of his big black cock. She removed her hand, reaching down until she could feel the tip of his cock. She coated it with her fluid, a growing part of her wanted to grab him under the crown and pull his cock back to the entrance of her pussy. She really wanted to make a baby tonight and Calvin's big black cock was the only one available. Fuck me, fuck me, she heard herself telling him, but her ability to reason was still stronger than her lust for Calvin's huge cock. She felt his cock slide through her fingers as he moved down, kissing beneath her nipples, down her ribs, puckering to kiss her navel. His tongue slid down one side of the strip on her newly shaved pubic mouth and then... "YES!" she cried as his tongue slid into her.
Claire spread her legs wider, her hips lifting into his tongue. "Ooo yeah, baby. Ooo yeah, baby," she squealed as his tongue brought her to the brink. He sucked her clit between his lips and slipped two fingers into her, pumping them slowly before flexing them. "OH FUCK!" she cried, cumming all over his fingers. "Mmmm, I needed that." Claire sighed and sank back down on the mattress as Calvin slowly withdrew his fingers and kissed her on her pussy.
Calvin wasn't quite done. He licked up her pussy and around her clit. Slowly kissing his way back up her body. He kissed her bellybutton again, slipping his tongue into it, kissing and licking his way up her stomach and back to her breasts.
Claire moaned, squirming beneath him, as she quickly turned from satisfied to aroused again. Her hips lifting into an imaginary cock, even as the real cock moved between her thighs. Calvin sucked a nipple into her mouth, her pussy throbbing with need just as the head of his cock probed at her entrance and she began to open for him. Her pussy lips spread around the hard-unyielding head of his cock. One thrust and it would be inside her. Claire ran her hands up his strong back to his shoulders and pushed, keeping him from entering her, even as she was raising her pussy up into his cock craving to have him inside her. She pushed down harder and rolled Calvin over on his side.
Claire sat up and grabbed his cock as he turned over onto his back. She bent down and took him in her mouth, slowly sucking the head before working her way down his shaft, slowly deep throating him. He grabbed her shoulders, pulling her up. Claire was craving his seed, but released his cock and allowed him to guide her. She kissed her way up over his flat stomach and chest, eventually straddling his body and sitting up as she slid her pussy back and forth along the shaft of his cock.
Claire placed her hands on his chest, looking down at him, as she jerked him off with her pussy. He stared back at her, his desire for her written all over his face. Another orgasm was building. She reared up, her pussy pushing down on the head of his cock. She whimpered humping the head as fast as she could. Her pussy lips open and closed around it, opening further and further. She screamed softly when his hands grabbed her breasts and tweaked her hard nipple. Her orgasm was small and did nothing to stop her from humping his cock. He was sweating, pinching, and pulling harder on her nipples as he got closer to ejaculation. "YES!" she cried, sitting up and then pushing down harder on his cock. This time, he seemed to flex it, lifting it off his stomach and her pussy spread further around the tip, totally engulfing the head. Calvin came. "NO!" she squealed suddenly alarmed but humping his cock head even faster as her orgasm broke. His first load had shot inside her, his second squirted hard around her clit. She came down taking another wad inside and then another on her clit. She humped the head of his cock with abandon, cumming harder and harder with each blast of his seed. Claire had never cum like this. She pushed down, taking the head in past the crown, feeling more of his seed fill her as she leaned down and passionately kissed the man giving her so much pleasure. Her tongue pushed into his mouth, finding and dueling with his as she continued cumming while his cock twitched planting more of his seed inside her.
Claire needed to jump off and get cleaned up, but Calvin was holding her arms and kissing her. She moaned, sucking on his tongue and fighting the urge to push back into his shaft. "Mmm, I need to get up," she whispered breaking the kiss but continuing to peck at his lips.
"Not just yet," he said, pulling her head down and passionately kissing her again. His cock head continued plugging his sperm inside her.
Claire relented, kissing him back, another of her rules thrown out the door for good. They kissed for a full minute before she pushed herself up and crawled down his body. She felt relieved when she saw the messy pool of semen covering his body from above his navel and down to his balls. She lowered herself, lapping up some of the sperm covering his stomach. It was good and still warm. She would have stayed there, lapping his sperm up like a kitten at a saucer of milk before moving over and licking his shaft clean for him, but she needed to clean up. She licked up under his navel and sucked the sperm out of his belly button before forcing herself off the bed. Claire ran to his bathroom.
Semen was dripping off her clitoris and labia. Some had gone inside her so she forced herself to pee. It probably wasn't a lot, but it didn't take much and it didn't matter that he'd only cum just inside her pussy. She jumped in his shower and tried to wash her crotch as best she could.
"Stay with me," he said when Claire came out of the bathroom.
Claire hadn't wasted time removing her nylons before showering. She unhooked her garter and began rolling the wet nylons down her fit legs, wiggling the garter down to her feet. "I can't," she replied. "Tom's gonna call when he gets to his room and I'd like to get some sleep before the drive tomorrow.



"I understand," said Calvin, staring at her as she pulled the bra and panty back on. "I guess that's as close as I'm going to get to my dying wish."
"What's that?"
"To fuck you before I go."
"Yeah," she agreed, staring hungrily at his spent cock. "That was fun but dangerous. You may have knocked me up." She gasped, watching his cock swell again. "We can't risk another close call like that."
"No, we can't," he agreed, even as his cock hardened fully.
Claire stared at it wondering if she should jerk him off or suck it for him. She shook her head. "I'll see you bright and early."
"See you in the morning."
**********
Claire laid on her bed naked waiting for Tom's call. She jumped when the phone finally rang. Their conversation was short, they both were tired and he was still excited about his big commission sale. They hung up. Claire rose off the bed and took another shower, cleaning her crotch again, just to be sure. There had been a few drops of semen in her panty when she'd pulled it off.
Claire didn't sleep well. She spent half the night in a hypnogogic state. She was half asleep and half awake, in her waking mind she was fucking Calvin. The other half the night, her sleeping mind dreamed she was fucking Calvin. In her mind, Calvin did make the thrust that shoved his cock deep. She dreamed, she was riding him bending down to kiss him, pushing her pussy back until his cock was balls deep. In her mind, every drop of his semen was ejaculated deep in her womb filling her with millions of his sperm. In her dreams, she agreed to stay the night with him. She agreed to his dying wish, fucking him all night long.
Claire woke up, tired, but she didn't need much sleep anyway. She was horny, maybe even more than yesterday. She didn't know if it were from the fact she was near peak ovulation or her sex dreams or a combination of both. She took her morning shower. She'd packed a travel bag the day before. She pulled on white shorts and a black tee-shirt, slipping her feet into sandals.
She called the hotel from her car and canceled her room as she pulled into a parking spot at the drug store. Her cheeks flushed as she entered the store and the clerk greeted her. She looked around before finding the prophylactic section. She stared confused at all the packs of condoms, finally settling on a box of six XXL sized rubbers. They were, appropriately, black latex. Her cheeks were even redder when she paid the clerk and hurried out the door.
Calvin was waiting for her on his porch, a small travel bag beside his wheelchair. He was grinning and looked well-rested. She wheeled him to her car and helped him inside. The drive to the hotel was pleasant. They didn't talk about last night. They chatted amicably and she was grateful he seemed his normal self. The hotel was near the zoo and along a street with plenty of restaurants. Calvin handed Claire his credit card and waited in the car while she checked in.
The room was handicapped accessible. She wheeled Calvin inside, glancing at the large king-sized bed dominating the room. There was space for a wheelchair to get around the bed and the bathroom door was wide enough for the chair. There wasn't a bathtub, but a walk-in shower with a curtain, bars, and a bench. "I'll get the bags," she said, leaving the room for her car.
Claire returned carrying his travel bag and her larger suitcase. Calvin glanced at her suitcase. "Geeze, we're only here one night."
"A girl gots to be prepared. I might need a fancy dress; it might get chilly at night. It might rain, so I need a raincoat. I only use my shampoo. I also have Advil, nail clippers, a file, a razor, and three pairs of shoes. What did you bring?"
"A white tank top and gray sweat shorts." He looked down. "I'm wearing my shoes. That's it, plus a toothbrush."
"Men," she said, shaking her head.
"Imma go wizz," he said, wheeling his chair to the bathroom. "You can go settle in your room. I hope your next door." Calvin winced, as he stood and leaned on a bar, fishing his cock out to pee. Sweat beaded his forehead and by the time he'd finished urinating, he wished he'd just swung over and sat on the seat. He wheeled himself back out, surprised to find Claire seated on his bed. "You drop your stuff off already?"
She smiled and nodded towards her suitcase open on the table. "I'm in my room. No sense wasting your money when we both know I'll be spending most of the night with you anyway." She felt a little nervous and had some trepidation. She gave a quick glance at the pillow where she'd hidden the box of condoms. If she went through with this, she'd officially be cheating. She'd be giving Calvin something only Tom should have. Tom, the man that had left her when she was at peak ovulation and thus, peak horniness. Calvin's big black cock would totally satisfy the horniness problem, but the thought of being stretched out by that monstrosity was what was making her a little anxious. She thought she could handle half, but what if he was overeager and shoved more in? What if the condom broke? That thought made her shudder a little. What if her body really was built for big black cock?
Calvin wheeled over in front of her. He looked like he was about to cry. He reached out, took her hands in his. "This means a lot to me, Claire," he said, sincerely. "Just the thought of having you lie next to me all night makes me happy. To be able to take you in my arms or to just reach out and touch you, to know you're there next to me." He did look like he was about to cry, but he fought the tears away. "I've been so lonely the last few years.
"I'm looking forward to it too," she replied, squeezing his hand. She sat forward and stood enough to kiss him on the lips. The kiss turned passionate, both of them moaning as their tongues danced. Claire found herself sitting in his lap, feeling his cock harden beneath her shorts. She wrapped her arms around his neck, pulling his mouth tighter against hers as his hands slid under her shirt, along her back. She humped his stiff cock as his hands found her bra clasp. She broke the kiss. "Later, after dinner," she told him. Claire looked him in the eyes. Her friend was dying. And if his dying wish was to fuck her?
She was going to grant him that wish.
**********
Calvin wheeled her around and rolled them towards the door. Claire got off and straightened her clothes. "Let's go eat."
"Somewhere quick and close," he said, adjusting the tent in his sweat shorts.
Despite his wish, they picked a fancier seafood restaurant, ordered wine, talked, and laughed for several hours. They both were a little tipsy when they got back to the room. Claire went to use the restroom first, brushing her teeth, and applying a dab of perfume to her neck and wrists. She left and he wheeled himself in after her.
Calvin wheeled himself out of the large bathroom, froze, and stared. "Wow!" he said.
"You like?" Claire was standing before him in her sexiest underwear. It wasn't as sexy as last night, simply a bra and panty, but her underwear was red and lace. Her pubic hair and nipples were visible through the lace. She wore it on Valentine's Day or when she was feeling slutty and wanted Tom to take a hint. His eyes swept down her body even as she reached out to remove the bra, breasts bursting free.
"I like, but this is better," he replied, watching her push the panty down over her thighs until it dropped at her feet. She'd turned the light off, but he left the bathroom light on and the door open which left the main room only slightly dark. He wheeled towards the bed and she bent to help steady him and swing him over onto the mattress. "What you in the mood for?" he asked, lifting his arms so that she could pull his tank top off over his head.
Claire ran her hands down his bulging biceps and hard ridged chest. "Right now," she said, pulling the drawstring on his shorts. She fished his growing cock out. "I want this cock in my mouth." He sighed when she dropped to her knees and began sucking his cock. Claire sucked half down her throat, pulling back, licking around the crown and down the shaft. She took him back in her mouth, deep throating him this time while her hands pulled his shoes off and let his shorts and underwear fall to the floor. He was moaning and laying back with his elbows on the bed when she pulled her mouth back and kissed his cock head. "Lay back," she said, kissing his cock again.
Calvin scooted back, laying on the bed. Claire stood, taking it slow, she leaned over him, massaging his knees and his weak legs as she slowly straddled his ankles. She leaned forward, kissing his chest and licking his cock before sitting up and working her way up to his thighs. She sat up straight, the base of his shaft between her legs. She pulled it up, the head reaching to the bottoms of her breasts. "Jesus," she said, realizing how deep that thing could go.
"What's wrong?"
She smiled at him, gently stroking his shaft. "Nothing. Reach under that pillow."
Calvin genuinely looked confused, but he moved one hand under her pillow, frowning when he felt the box, eyebrows shooting up when he realized what it was. He pulled the box out and held it in front of his eyes. "Are you sure?"
"Surprise!" she said. "Let me have one." She watched him eagerly tear into the cardboard and pull out the sleeve of six condoms. Calvin pulled one off and placed it on his stomach. Claire kept stroking his cock while she reached down and took the condom. She paused on his cock long enough to tear the condom open and pull the rubber out. She brought it up to his head and tried to roll it down, realized it was backward, reversing it. The diameter of the condom was smaller than Calvin's huge cock head. The rubber did stretch around it and she rolled it down the crown and shaft. It was a snug fit, which alleviated some of her concern about it coming off inside her. It quit rolling down inches from the base of his cock. Amazing, she thought. The largest-sized condom only covered around eight inches of Calvin's shaft and the receptacle on the end didn't look much bigger than one of Tom's standard condoms. Maybe, eight inches was all she could take?
She figured she'd try it like last night when the bare head had pushed inside her. She let his cock fall to his stomach and began sliding her pussy along his shaft while bending down to kiss Calvin again. She had to sit up as her pussy slid up to the end. She pushed down, her lips parting around the protected head of his cock. "Mmmm," she moaned, humping the head. Her moan turned to a whimper when Calvin's hands began playing with her breasts. She pushed down and back, gasping as the head pushed inside her again.
Claire spread her legs wider and leaned down, holding herself above Calvin's head. Her tits dangled right over the little black man's face and he didn't waste the opportunity. She whimpered when one of her hard nipples was sucked between his lips. She held her breath and pushed back into the shaft. "GEEZ...us," she gasped. "It's so big! Fuck, it's big." She paused, panting. Calvin continued his mouth's assault on her nipples. Her pussy was squirting constantly around his shaft making sure it was well lubricated.
"UNNHH!" she grunted, pushing back some more. "So full," she muttered. Calvin snorted into her breast. She only had about five inches in her. Another inch and he'd be as deep in her as Tom's entire penis. One more inch, she thought. One more inch. She didn't need to take it all. What the hell am I doing? She asked herself, having second thoughts. Just one more inch. Claire gritted her teeth and pushed back. "UNH!" There, she'd done it. He was as deep as Tom's penis, but Calvin was so much thicker, he felt twice as big. Oh god! What if her pussy didn't shrink back to normal? "I don't think I can take anymore," she muttered.
"Mmmm baby," said Calvin, flicking his tongue over her nipple. "That ain't even half." His hands grabbed her ass cheek as he lifted his hips. "Here, let me help."
"AAAHHH!" she cried, his cock pushing into virgin territory in her pussy. "TOOBEEG!"
"Just relax, baby," he said. "You're built for big black cock, but we gotta train your body to accept it. Now work that pussy."
"OH GOD! OH, GOD!" She cried loudly, pushing forward and back. Her pussy muscles were clinging to his cock reluctant to let it slip out. Slowly another inch slipped in, sending a shudder through her body. Claire was sweating and tears were running down her cheek. Her teeth were gritted from the strain, relaxing long enough for her to gasp for air. "OHMYGOD!" She screamed, pushing deeper just as Calvin bucked his hips up, sending his cock to new depths. "SO FUCKING BIG!" Claire whimpered but continued rocking back into his cock even as he thrust his hips. "Fucking big," she muttered. "OW!" She jumped up slightly as his cock banged into her cervix, slowly sinking back into it until the head pushed hard against her cervix. "NO MORE!" she gasped.
"Relax," he whispered. "It'd be easier without the rubber, but you can take it." He grabbed her hips and held her still as he pushed up. "My cock's about to become your new favorite thing in the world."
"IT'S IN MY FUCKING WOMB! She squealed. "Your cock is so fucking huge," she cried, pushing herself up, her pussy sinking deeper down his shaft. She stared down at him in awe. "So fucking big," she told him. He replied with a smug grin. "Fucking big!" she said again, sinking into his lap. "Fucking big, Calvin," she moaned, staring at him, but her eyes looked blank.
"I know, baby," he replied, squeezing and kneading her tits. "I know."
"Fucking big," she said, her eyes coming into to focus and staring down at him in awe. "Fucking big. Fuck!. Me! Fuck me! Fuck me!" She started bouncing on his shaft. "Fuck me! Fuck me, Calvin!"
"You lovin the BBC now, gurl," he grunted.
"I love it," she squealed. "I love your big black cock. Fuck me. I'm cumming. I'm cum..." Claire screamed and fell on top of him while she creamed all around his cock. Calvin's face was covered in tit flesh. He licked around until his tongue flicked over her nipple before sucking it between his lips. Claire groaned, her pussy still spasming around his cock. Her vaginal muscles were squeezing down around his shaft, contracting inwards as if she were trying to milk his sperm out. She reared back, her nipple elongating out until it flew free of his mouth. Claire looked down at him in awe. She arched her back and brought her lips down on his. "The big one," she whispered, slipping her tongue into his mouth.
He pushed her up long enough to say, "Nope," before pulling her mouth back against his. They kissed for five minutes. Her orgasm was over, but her pussy was still squeezing his cock, trying to pull his seed out.
Claire finally sat back up, leaning forward so that Calvin could lift his head to suck her nipples. She moaned and started riding him again while he thrust upwards as she came down. "Oh Calvin, it's so good," she murmured, "So fucking good." Her orgasm had taken a lot out of her and it was looking like his stamina might outlast hers. Claire picked up her pace, fucking his shaft through another big orgasm. She was panting. His strong hands were squeezing her ass cheeks. Their grip tightened. She was about to collapse but sensed he was close. He pulled down, thrusting his cock up and groaned. She felt the first big jerk of his cock and her orgasm broke around it. Each twitch of his shaft, prolonged her orgasm, her vaginal muscles doing their best to pull every drop of his seed from his balls.
"That was amazing," she finally gasped after the final strong shudder of his cock sent the last tremors through her body. Claire winced slightly. "It's hurting a little."
"Slowly pull up," he ordered. Calvin's hands slid down her ass finding the base of his shaft and following her pussy up until he felt the edge of the condom. Claire felt a fluid ball stretch and elongate as it passed through her cervix. Calvin held the rubber on his cock as she dismounted. His voluminous seed had filled so much of the tip that it had pulled the condom up his shaft so that the end was up to the glans. He pinched it tight and brought it around. Claire stared as he tied the end of what looked like a small water balloon of semen. Seeing it like this put the volume of his seed in perspective and she gulped nervously, thankful it had held. He dropped the condom balloon on the floor.
"Wow," she said.
"Wow yourself," he replied, caressing her arms. He looked at her seriously. "Claire, I hope this was more than just a pity fuck."
"Well..." She paused because to some extent it was.
"Because if it was, I'll take it, but I was hoping you wanted to fuck me."
"I wanted to know if it was true," she said, suddenly sheepish.
"What was true?"
"What you said, about me being built for big black cock."
"And?"
"It's twue, it's twue," she said, quoting Madeline Kahn from Blazing Saddles.
Calvin grinned and nodded, indicating he got the joke. "So, you up to do it again?"
"If you're "UP" to do it again." Claire reached for the sleeve of condoms. She held them up. "There are five more condoms. If you can get it up five more times while we're here, we can keep fucking. Once we get back home, it's back to blow jobs and other fun. Capeesh?"
"Capeesh."
"I'm going to go shower," she said, getting off the bed. Truthfully, she wasn't that messy, the condom keeping his seed off her. It was also true, that she kind of missed having his cum all over her. She'd grown used to rubbing it into her skin. Her fingers absentmindedly rubbed around her nipples while she walked to the bathroom. It was probably her imagination, but she swore the skin on her tits was smoother and had a healthier glow from all the semen she'd rubbed into it.
When Claire left the shower, she walked out with a towel wrapped around her body to an empty room. Calvin and the chair were gone. She could hear arguing outside their room and she could smell marijuana.
"I'm calling the cops."
"It's medicinal."
The man arguing with Calvin glanced briefly at her, then did a double-take at the gorgeous statuesque brunette wrapped tightly in a short hotel towel. "It is medicinal," said Claire. "He has cancer." Calvin gave the man two middle fingers and turned his index fingers down to his emaciated legs.
"Asshole," said the man. "And you are?" he asked turning his attention to Claire, his eyes looking at the tops of her exposed breasts and down to her lithe legs. "His nurse? Surely you're not HIS wife?"
"No, we just fuck." Claire raised an eyebrow and the man suddenly looked uncomfortable. He threw up his hands and turned away. "His big black cock is twice my husband's size."
"Bigger," added Calvin.
"Well, keep the noise down," said the man, opening the door to a room two doors down. "And smoke that shit where my kids can't smell it."
"I can't. He makes me scream," called Claire. The man disappeared into the room. The curtain moved. Probably, his wife peeking at the confrontation. She grabbed the handlebars and wheeled Calvin back into the room. "Dickhead," she muttered.
"God, I love you," he said, snuffing out the joint.
Claire almost froze. She hadn't expected that. It scared and thrilled her at the same time, but then again, it had been offhanded. She wheeled him up to the bed. Calvin locked the wheels as Claire walked around the chair, letting her towel drop. He looked up as she straddled his legs. Calvin placed his hands on her waist staring at her magnificent body. She sat down in his lap and kissed him, tasting the pot on his breath and feeling his cock harden. She broke the kiss. "How do you want me?" she whispered in his ear.
"Get on all fours."
"You sure?" she asked. He nodded. Claire climbed on the bed and got all fours, looking over her shoulder at him.



Calvin winced as he lifted himself and swung over onto the bed. He slipped his shorts down and scooted backward. Calvin grabbed her hips and pulled himself up so that he was kneeling behind her. She felt his hands caress up her ass cheeks. One hand left her ass. Claire jumped when his fat cock smacked down on her ass. It was swollen but limp. He smacked her again and again. By the fifth time, it was a steel-hard rod. "Condom?"
Claire grabbed the sleeve of five condoms and removed one. She reached behind her and handed it to Calvin. She heard it rip and saw him toss the empty pack on the floor. Claire braced herself as Calvin's cock fell on her ass crack and began slowly sliding down. He grabbed one hip as the head of his cock started pushing against her vagina. At first, her pussy lips resisted, pushing inwards before slowly stretching out around the fat plum-sized tip of his cock. She gasped as the glans slid inside her and she began to take the shaft. He pulled back, pushing in a little before pulling back again, letting her arousal coat his shaft to make it glide back and forth easier. She moaned, pushing back into his cock wanting him deeper. It was easier this time which relieved and alarmed her. Would her pussy shrink back to normal? Would Tom notice the difference? As Calvin's black cock both stretched her out more than her husband's thin penis could and as the cock probed deeper than Tom's little penis ever could, it was hard to think of sex with her husband. Claire gasped as Calvin's cock head pushed on her cervix again. It pushed through easier this time. "Fuck me," she whispered, pushing back and trembling as his cock made her cum. Giving this up wasn't going to be easy.
Calvin grabbed her hips pulling her back into his thrusting cock. He fucked her slow and steady. Each time he pushed ball's deep, the muscles in her pussy would tremble over his shaft and it felt so good, she half believed she was having constant little orgasms. His hand gave her ass cheek a slap that wasn't hard enough to hurt, but it still made her firm cheek quiver. "Fuck that black cock, gurl," he growled. His hand returned to her butt cheek, gripping it hard.
Claire obeyed, pushing back on her arms, fucking back into his cock. She moaned in pleasure. His hand gripped her ass cheek tighter and she felt something on her anus. "Calvin!" she started to protest. "CALVIN!" she screamed, cumming hard as his thumb pushed inside her rosebud. Her ass clenched tightly around his thumb as he worked it like a small cock and the trembling in her pussy turned into a quake that shook her entire body. The orgasm took everything out of her. Her arms collapsed and she fell to the bed, head down and ass up whimpering under the continued thrusts of his cock. The big one, she thought, imagining her black lover grinning as he said, "nope."
"So good," she sobbed into the pillow. "So good. Fuck me. So good. Cumming for you. Cumming. CUMMING!"
"Me too," he grunted, pushing balls deep, his cock rearing and bucking inside her womb.
Her pussy exploded around his cock before squeezing down around his shaft, muscles rippling inward to milk every drop of his seed from his balls. It was another energy-draining orgasm, that made her lower body collapse on the bed. Calvin followed her down, keeping his cock in her but his thumb pulled free of her anus. He held himself up over her, gasping to the point he was wheezing. His cock jerked a few more times and she felt the slight pain that came with having a sperm-filled rubber in her womb. He slowly started withdrawing his cock. "Condom," she gasped. "Make sure... still on."
He slowed his withdrawal, and she felt his fingers pinch the bottom of the rubber just outside her pussy. His cock pulled free of her pussy and Calvin rolled off her, collapsing beside her on the bed. She turned her head to thank him, staring in horror at the look on his face. "Oh god," he whimpered.
"Calvin?" she asked with concern. His face was covered in a cold clammy sweat. He looked sick, like he had the flu or was in extreme pain. "Are you okay?"
"Oh god," he said again, chest heaving as he gasped for air. "Hurts." He looked shocked by how much pain he was in.
"Jesus Calvin," she said, reaching out and wiping the sweat off his forehead. "We can't fuck like that if it hurts you that much."
He grinned. "You seemed to like it."
Claire blushed. "I loved it."
"It was worth it then." The pain slowly started fading a little.
Claire stared down his sexy torso at his cock. The condom was still attached, clinging to the tip just under the glans. His copious seed had filled it again, nearly pulling it off. Claire reached down and squeezed the end, pulling it off and tying it into another balloon. It might have been her imagination, but his legs looked even thinner and weaker. His plump spent cock was starting to look more like a third leg. "Maybe you should smoke another joint?" she said, still concerned. She dropped the rubber on the carpet beside the first one.
"Maybe I should," he agreed. He sat up and wiggled over to the edge of the bed.
Claire jumped up to help him up. The little black man nearly collapsed into her, leaning hard against her as she swung him over into the chair then lifted his feet and place his shorts on. She looked up at him and gave the head of his cock a kiss as he lifted himself and she pulled his shorts up for him.
Calvin fixed himself a joint and rolled himself out of the room. Claire didn't feel like dressing and stayed nude on the bed. She missed being covered in his semen but liked that it was less messy. Thinking about his sperm, made her curious and she leaned over the bed picking the two sperm-filled condoms off the floor. She hefted the fluid rubbers in both palms, feeling their weight and eyeing the volume of his seed. As far as she could tell, there was no lessening of the volume of his seed and it even appeared the most recent rubber was a little bigger. "Amazing," she muttered, continuing to heft them. The smell of marijuana filled her nose from outside.
If their neighbor smelled it, he kept quiet this time.
**********
Claire did take a quick shower. Her body was nude and covered in droplets when Calvin came back in and caught her beside the door, bent over and turning the air conditioning down. The cool air blowing on her nipples had them distended and covered in goosebumps. He reached over and tweaked the closest one. The pinch sent a tremor of pleasure straight to her pussy that had her desiring him again. He wheeled past her and rolled into the bathroom.
Calvin came out after brushing his teeth and swung himself over to the bed. "Feel better?" she asked, as he slipped under the sheets. Claire was already in bed, looking at her phone.
"Yeah, a lot better," he replied, a stoned smile on his face.
"Good," she said, turning on her side towards Calvin. She leaned in and kissed him on the lips, running her hand down the muscles on his chest. Her hand slid down to his plump cock and squeezed it. "If I'd known about this, I would have gone out with you after graduation." She felt blood pumping into his cock as it expanded slightly. She squeezed it again.
"Tell you a secret?" asked Calvin. Claire nodded. He grinned back. "Remember when we made out in the closet after graduation?"
Claire blushed a little. "Yeah, sure."
"I paid Liz twenty bucks to do it."
"Why would you do that?"
"Come on, Claire. I had a crush on you. Plus, I had this stupid idea in my head that all I had to do was show you my cock and you'd agree to go out with me."
"Ridiculous," she responded, fully aware that she'd jerked him off minutes after seeing his cock for the first time. "Besides, I thought you liked Liz."
"I asked her out a few times. She was the second-best looking girl in high school."
"Who's the first?" she purred, rubbing his chest.
"Brenda Martin," he said, with an exaggerated sigh. Claire's hand returned to his cock and squeezed it tightly. "I'm kidding. You. It was you."
"Can I tell you a secret?" She asked, running her hand along his spent shaft.
"Do tell," he said.
"I've never told anyone this even Tom. I did go a little further with someone in the closet once."
"Oh yeah. Who?"
"Liz."
"WHAT!"
Claire giggled as his cock swelled and started firming up. "You like that, huh? Well, we were playing games and the couples were uneven so Liz and I agreed to pair up. Someone dared Liz and me to go in the closet for seven minutes. I didn't think we'd actually do anything, but as soon as it was dark, Liz was shoving her tongue into my mouth. She grabbed my wrist and placed my hand on her tit. Before I knew it, her hands were sliding up under my top and under my bra. We started kissing more passionately. Her hand undid the buttons on my jean shorts and she slid her hand under my panty over my pubes and just as her fingers were about to find out how wet I was, someone outside yelled, "time" and it was over."
"Wow! That's hot," he growled.
"Wow, is right," she replied, stroking his fully grown erection.
"And nothing else happened?" he slid his hand over to the condom sleeve and pulled one off.
"No. Liz asked me to sleep over that night which wasn't unusual, but I'm pretty sure she wanted to go further. I didn't want to lose my virginity to a woman and told her I had to get up early. I had thought that sending you into the closet with me was her revenge for turning her down."
"Oh, she loved the idea and probably would have done it for free. She couldn't stand me and laughed in my face when I asked her out."
"She would have slept with me before you. She's a bit of a racist."
"More than a bit, I think," said Calvin as he climbed on top of her.
Claire spread her legs, his hard cock immediately probing at her pussy. She tensed and gasped as he entered her. Calvin slowly lowered himself over her and began thrusting his cock deeper and deeper. Claire wrapped her legs around his waist trying to hold him inside her. They enjoyed a slow leisurely fuck that had her cumming another half a dozen times before they both came together, with her crying softly as their lips pressed together. Having Calvin's cock fully inside her was the best feeling in the world.
Claire leaned up and placed two fingers on his shaft as he withdrew it. When she felt the end of the condom, she pinched the ends and pulled it off him as it exited. She tied off the end and added a third balloon to the two sitting on the carpet. Neither left the bed, Claire turned away and Calvin spooned into her with one strong arm wrapped around her body, cupping her tit. Claire felt possessed and protected like that and immediately fell asleep.
They used the fourth condom the next morning. Calvin woke up on his back with Claire deep throating his hard cock. She sucked him a good ten minutes before ripping the condom open and rolling it down over the head. Soon, she was lowering herself over his shaft and riding his cock while he sucked her hard nipples. She came again and again, crying out, "I love your big black cock. Fuck me. Fuck me, Calvin." He thrust his cock up, filling the condom again while Claire gasped and moaned, cumming all over his throbbing shaft.
"Two to go," he said, watching her tie off the end of the fourth condom a few minutes later.
Claire grabbed a wastebasket and collected the four condom balloons. "Don't want housekeeping to find these," she explained. "I'll drop the bag off in a trash can somewhere."
They showered, dressed, and drove the short distance to the zoo. It was a lovely perfect day and Calvin seemed to enjoy himself, getting away for a change. He sighed, watching the monkeys playing. Before she could ask what was wrong, he explained. "Clarence used to love the zoo. Anything to do with nature, animals, or being outdoors and he was happy." Calvin frowned, looking sad that he couldn't spend his final days with his brother. Claire patted his shoulder reassuringly.
"So," he said as she wheeled him towards a zebra enclosure. "White with black stripes or black with white stripes?"
An obviously male zebra had his penis extended and engorged. It was massive, bigger than Calvin's and blacker too. "Black with white stripes," she answered, watching as it approached a female. Calvin laughed. "Definitely black." It rose up mounting the female and they both watched fascinated.
They returned to their room, it was clean and the bed made. "Hmm," said Claire. "A little early for dinner." She bent down behind his chair and wrapped her arms around his neck. "Any idea how we might kill some time?"
They fucked on the room's desk chair. It was big enough that Calvin could slide his hips down on the seat and she could straddle him with her knees on either side. He squeezed her ass cheeks helping by lifting her up and down his shaft while she came all over his cock, arms wrapped around his neck, kissing her black lover with more passion then she'd ever shown her husband. Her scream of pleasure was muffled by his lips when he filled the fifth condom up. She was weak and sat impaled on his dick while she regained her strength. It still hurt, but her womb was getting used to it. He grabbed the base of the condom as she slowly dismounted. Like all the other times, the act of filling it up had nearly pulled the black rubber off his shaft and left it dangling from just the head.
They both showered and dressed for dinner. As Claire turned Calvin's wheelchair towards the door, her eyes fell on the remaining condom packet sitting on a pillow awaiting their return.
One to go.
**********
They picked a restaurant within walking distance. Both were starving from the strenuous workouts and had only eaten a light lunch at the zoo's cafeteria. They enjoyed a leisurely dinner. Calvin ordered a bottle of wine which Claire found particularly delicious and she found herself growing tipsy as dinner progressed. "To Claire Casey," he toasted, holding his glass up. "Thanks for this wonderful weekend."
She clinked his glass. "Thompson," she corrected. "And you're welcome. It has been quite... pleasurable."
"Speaking of Tommy," he asked, refilling her glass. "Any regrets?"
"To be honest," she answered, pausing to think. "No. Any guilt I had appears to have disappeared..." She leaned closer to him, whispering, "the moment you buried the Big C in me. Haven't even thought about him until you used my maiden name just now."
He smirked at her words, clearly pleased. "Well, one to go."
"One to go," she agreed. "Shall we go then?" Claire drained her wine, feeling pleasantly drunk and horny.
"Let's roll," said Calvin, backing his wheelchair away from the table.
Claire came around and grabbed the bars, pushing him outside. They were at an intersection, their motel further down the street. Across the street was a drug store. There'd be more condoms there. Her head turned to stare at the store as she pushed Calvin down the sidewalk. "Care if I smoke a joint first?" he asked as she pushed him up to the door.
"Of course not," she replied, unlocking the door. Claire frowned, pushing the door open. "You're not thinking about fucking me doggy style again?"
"I'd love to, but no, it's just to numb the daily pain."
"Good, because that hurt you too much." Claire felt her pussy moistening as she pictured him fucking her from behind. If he'd insisted, she wouldn't have turned him down, despite knowing how much it pained him.
Calvin pulled a joint out of his pocket and lit it. Claire came outside a few minutes later wearing her bikini. She'd worn it as underwear, hoping to take a swim in the hotel pool, but it closed at 7:00 pm and dinner had taken too long. "Want a hit?" he asked.
Claire stared at it, shrugged, and reached out for the joint. She inhaled and held it, slowly exhaling when she handed it back. "Been awhile," she said, coughing. "Whew," she sighed, shaking her head. He handed it back and she took a second hit but turned down a third. "Wow, I'm feeling it."
"I swear this medicinal shit is better than anything bought on the street." He inhaled, finishing it off. "Works great though. For a short time, my bones won't hurt, well not as bad."
Claire purred and kneeled on the sidewalk. She ran her hands from his knees up to his thighs. "Well, there's only one bone I care about right now," she licked her lips. "I could pull out and suck your big cock right here," she said, running one hand over his growing bulge.
"Hmm, I think I like stoned Claire." He looked down the row of hotel doors, seemingly considering it. "Better head inside."
Claire pouted, sticking out her lower lip. She knew better than to push herself up off his knees. She placed her hands on the sidewalk and pushed herself up. He grabbed her hips and pulled her towards his head, kissing her on the bellybutton, lowering his head to kiss her panty over the pubic mound. "Mmm, I could fuck you right here too," she moaned.
"Inside woman," he ordered, spanking her as she scrambled around to grab the handlebars.
"CALVIN!" Claire squealed, stopping to grab her bikini bottom as it fell to the sidewalk. She bent to grab it, Calvin reaching over to pull the tie around her neck as she grabbed her panty. "CALVIN!" she squealed again, laughing as her bikini cups fell off her breasts while clutching the panty to her crotch. She looked down the row of doors, but there was no one around. Calvin wheeled into the room towards the bed. Claire scrambled into the room, tossing her bikini down on the floor, closing the door naked.
"How do you want our last time to be?" he asked, swinging himself over to the bed. Despite the marijuana, he still winced slightly from the brief pressure on his bones.
"You decide, so long as it lasts a long time."
Calvin nodded. "You on top then. I want to look at you fucking me." He laid down, his semi-hard cock laying over his thigh.
Claire climbed onto the other side of the bed. She leaned down, licking up his shaft. It immediately swelled hardening, lifting off his thigh as it rose. She took the head in her mouth and started sucking. Calvin groaned and grabbed her thigh, pulling her towards him. Claire complied, turning and straddling his face while continuing to suck his cock, pausing only to gasp as his tongue pushed into her pussy. She moaned, sucking his cock faster and deeper. "Mmmph!" she choked out, as his tongue brought her off. She paused, kissing his cock head, and reached over for the last condom packet. She tore it open while pushing her pussy back into Calvin's tongue. She freed the condom and rolled it down over the head, laughing at the puny size of the receptacle for catching his seed. Wanting him inside her for the last time, she swung her leg over his head and scrambled to turn around. She straddled him again and slid her pussy up along his shaft, pushing down when she got to the tip.
She whimpered, staring him in the eyes as she pushed back into his shaft for the last time. Again, her brain wandered to the drug store at the corner undoubtedly with more boxes of condoms in stock. She pushed back and slid up, back and up, still staring at her black lover as she took more and more of his cock inside her. She sank back onto the root and stopped, trembling as she came, her pussy squeezing his shaft. "I love your cock so much, Calvin," she purred, enjoying the waves of sexual satisfaction coursing through her body from her crotch.
"You're so beautiful," he said, reaching out and laying his hand on her cheek. She turned her head and kissed his palm. "Your pussy is so hot."
"Sex can't get any better than this," she purred, grinding down into it.
"Yes, it can," he told her.
"Mmm," she moaned. "I'm intrigued."
"Pull up."
Claire slid up, feeling his cock slowly leaving her pussy. "No," she argued, sinking back down, her eyes turning up in her head as she took it in its entirety.



"Pull up."
She tried again, sinking back down. "No, I want it in me."
"Pull up, woman," he said louder, before giving her hip and playful smack. "Keep the head at the entrance."
She mewled in protest, but slid up, raising herself off him until only half the head was inside her. She trembled on the verge of sinking back down onto his shaft. "More big black cock," she mewled petulantly.
"Reach down and feel my shaft," he ordered.
"Yes," she moaned, leaning on one hand as her other reached down, fingertips lightly running down his cock. "So big."
"Feel the base of the rubber."
Claire ran her fingers down the latex coating upper cock, tips pausing at the base of the condom. "Mmm," she moaned.
"Roll it up."
"But?"
"Roll it up," he ordered again.
Her fingers pinched the base of the rubber and started pulling it up towards the head. "But I want to keep fucking?" she complained, but she kept pulling, whimpering with frustration as it reached the crown. She kept going until it rolled off completely.
"Show me."
Claire's face looked pouty as she raised her hand and showed him the now wasted rubber in her hand.
"Now toss it away," said Calvin, smirking as she glanced down longingly at the final condom and tossed it on the carpet. "Good girl. Now reach down for my cock again."
Claire reached between them. His cock had fallen against his stomach. She reached the head and lifted it, running her fingers down the bare shaft. She moaned softly.
"Lift it back up to the entrance of that hot pussy."
"Mmmm, not a good idea," she purred, raising the shaft back up between her pussy lips. "Can't risk...AAHH!!" she cried as Calvin bucked his hips and his cock head pushed her labia inwards until it spread apart and engulfed the huge head. "Oh god, Calvin!"
"You want this cock?" he asked, working the end of his cock in and out of the entrance to her pussy.
"I want your cock," she answered, pushing back into his shaft, trembling from an orgasm as she sat down in his lap. His tongue flickered over one of her distended nipples, prolonging the orgasm. Claire sat still panting as she recovered before she began riding his cock. "You can't cum in me," she reminded him.
"You're on top," he answered, giving her another smack on the hip.
"YES," she moaned. "You were right. This is better." Claire didn't know if it was because of the wine or the pot, but having him inside her bareback was enhancing her pleasure fivefold. Having his unprotected cock inside her just felt right. "Fuck me. Fuck me Calvin. I want to fuck this cock forever. I want to keep fucking this cock." She sank back down to the root, leaning down to kiss him. They kissed passionately, both moaning and teasing tongues. She broke the kiss, pecking him on the nose. "In the morning, I'm going to run out and buy more condoms so we can keep fucking."
"This cock is yours as long as you want it, Claire," he said grabbing her ass and raising her so that he could buck his hips, thrusting his cock in and out of her.
"I'll always want it," she said, aiding him, by bouncing in his lap. "OHMYGOD, YOU FEEL SO GOOD!" She started moving faster, feeling a big orgasm growing in her womb every time, the head of his cock pushed into it. "Gonna cum," she moaned, throwing her head back. "Gonna cum."
"Yeah, I'm getting' close," he told her.
"YYEESS!!" Her pleasure intensifying. "Not yet. Let me cum first. Gonna cum.
"So am I," he warned, bucking his hips faster.
"AAHH!" she screamed, the impending orgasm growing again, but still not breaking. "Not in me. Gotta cum first." She fucked him harder and faster, knowing it was risky, but she needed to cum so bad. She wasn't sure she had the strength to get off his cock anymore. "Noo," she whimpered, fucking him harder. "I need it. Why can't I cum?"
"You want my seed," he growled before bellowing, "GONNA CUM."
"Gonna cum," she answered, bouncing faster "Gonna cum." She felt his cock swelling. "Gonna cum in me. Cum in me. CUM IN ME!"
And he did.
Claire screamed.
Her pussy went crazy cumming all over his spurting cock. Her egg didn't stand a chance as billions of sperm were sucked up towards it. And her pussy wanted even more. Her pussy muscles squeezed down around his shaft, her contractions milking wad after wad of his ejaculate from his cock.
Claire screamed, her body quaking from all the pleasure.
"Fuck Claire, I love you," growled Calvin, his cock still bucking, shooting the last of his load into her fertile womb.
"YYYEEESSS!" she yelled, feeling her orgasm growing in strength as he confessed his love. Her nipples were pulling out the ends of her breasts. Her eyes were rolling up in the back of her head. Her pussy was expanding around his cock only to squeeze his shaft tightly and expand again. All her strength drained away and she fell on her lover, her breasts nearly smothering him. She nearly passed out, but still, her body shuddered as she experienced another half dozen orgasms.
Claire experienced every square centimeter of his cock. She felt its orgasmic hardness go soft and deflate. It shrank down inside her but continued plugging his voluminous load inside her fertile pussy. She knew she should jump up and race to get his seed out of her, but she didn't have the strength. It was fifteen minutes before she finally raised her head, looking dazed as she stared down at him. "The big one," she said, understanding now.
"Yep," he agreed.
It still took Claire another five minutes to recover and push off Calvin, releasing a torrent of semen onto his crotch. She tried cupping her hands under her pussy as she waddled to the bathroom and sat on the toilet trying to force as much of his seed out as possible. Claire showered, cleaning her crotch area as well as she could. Claire dried herself off with a towel and walked back out into the room naked. "You shouldn't have cum in me," she complained.
He snorted. "I couldn't hold off any longer and it didn't look like you were about to jump off anytime soon." He grinned at her. Calvin was laying on his back, arms behind his head with a smug look on his face. "Besides you begged me to."
"I lost control." Claire looked confused, her brow furrowed as she remembered her desperation and frustration as she rode his bare cock. "Something was holding my orgasm back. I couldn't cum."
"Your body knew what it wanted even if your mind didn't."
"What was that?"
"It wanted my seed."
"No," she disagreed, then seemed to think about it. "No," she said again, but still seemed to consider the idea that biologically, her body wanted Calvin's sperm. "That can't happen again," she told him.
"Again? That was the last condom." He sat up, reaching for his wheelchair.
"I want to keep fucking you," she stated, coming around and helping him swing over into the chair. His crotch was still a mess and he needed to shower it off. "I'm going to run over to the drug store in the morning and buy more condoms. We can't have that happen again."
"Sure, but if you're that worried, there's a good chance the chemo left me sterile."
Claire froze a second, grasping at the straw he'd just presented her. She'd never heard chemo could cause sterility, but it certainly made sense. "God, I hope so." She pushed him into the bathroom. "Still, I'll run over and get another six-pack tomorrow morning. You can stay in bed and get that big beautiful black cock ready for me."
"Will do," he replied. "And skip the six-pack, buy in bulk."
**********
Claire was still worried Calvin had impregnated her and had trouble sleeping. Calvin was behind her, on his side, spooning her. She could feel his cock pressed between them. She'd searched the internet on her phone and found that chemo could indeed cause infertility in men, but it depended on the drug used and she didn't know what drugs were in his treatment plan. Her other concern was that Calvin's seed just plain tasted rich. Comparing Tom's ejaculate and Calvin's seed, she would have picked Tom out as the one with weak sperm. She sighed, closed her eyes, and finally fell asleep.
She woke up fast to a burst of pleasure-pain erupting from her nipple. Calvin pinched it again. Both her nipples were rock hard and her thighs were wet. He must have been working on her for a while as she slept. His hand slid down her side and over her hip. Calvin lifted her leg and guided his huge cock between her thighs. "Calvin?"
"Sssh," he whispered, the head of his cock pushing inside her.
"Calvin?" she said, sucking her lower lip in to stifle a moan. She was rotating her pussy around the head of his cock, trying to coat it with her arousal. "Oh god, just pull out before you cum. AAAHH!" She came again as he shoved his cock halfway in.
"You like that, slut?" he whispered. "You hooked on black dick now, bitch."
"Unh," she gasped, pushing back into his cock to take him deeper. "Oh god," she moaned, realizing that asshole Calvin was back. "Just don't cum in me."
He snorted, pulling his cock out and she whimpered as it exited her pussy. He pulled her over on her back and climbed over her body. "Open up, slut." Claire immediately spread her legs for him. "Now guide that black cock home," he demanded.
Claire reached down, whimpering again when she felt his slick shaft and guided the head back to the entrance to her pussy. "Oh god, fuck me, Calvin. Please fuck me."
"Fuck you with what, slut?" he asked, working his cock head around just inside her pussy.
"With your black cock," she cried, wrapping her legs around his ass and trying to pull him in. "Fuck me with your big black cock."
"Told ya this pussy was built for black dick." He pushed in and started seesawing his cock in and out of her pussy. "Better than Tom's little prick, ain't it?"
"Yes, so much better," she moaned, feeling guilty and not understanding why she found being fucked by asshole Calvin so hot.
"Bet you wished you'd fucked me back in high school?"
"God yes, Calvin. I'd have fucked this big cock every day." She squeezed her legs tight, using them to lift her ass off the bed into the thrusts of Calvin's cock, fucking him back as hard as he was fucking her.
"You is a bigger slut then Mrs. Barnes," he growled, chuckling.
"Yes," she squealed, "I'm a bigger slut. Your slut. Fuck your slut. Fuck me harder." She gasped as his cock slammed into her faster than she could keep up humping it back. She relaxed and let him do all the work. He hunched over so that he could suck one nipple between his lips, pulling the hard nub out and gently biting it. "Best cock ever. Best cock ever," she gasped over and over until she came again. "Oh god, cumming so hard."
"You gonna cum harder when I fill that pussy again."
"Unh! No, please pull out," she begged even as her body began to respond to the threat of being inseminated again. Even before her last orgasm had subsided a bigger one, THE big one began building again. Her body started reacting again, lifting up into his cock faster, trying to drain his balls.
"I can't knock up that white pussy if I pull out."
"OH GOD!"
"Tell me you want it cause I'm about to fill that pretty pink cunt."
"I want it," she whimpered. "I want your seed." Please pull out, she thought even as she craved another big orgasm. Please pull out. Please be sterile. Give me your sperm. Knock me up.
"Here it cums, slut," he bellowed, slamming his cock deep and filling her pussy with a huge eruption of sperm. "Here's a black baby for ya."
Claire screamed, her body going crazy, humping up into his cock as her pussy milked his black shaft for every drop of sperm it could get. She shuddered and blacked out, her legs releasing their vice-like grip around his ass. She wasn't out long. When she came to, his cock was still jerking and squirting little jets of semen into her. "That was wonderful," she moaned, reaching out for his bald head and pulling him in for a kiss.
Calvin kissed back, grinding his cock into her. His powerful arms were trembling holding himself above her. Finally, he pulled out and rolled over on his back, gasping for air. Claire smiled. She'd never felt this contented in her life. Her eyes widened as she realized to her horror, that not only had he cum inside her again, but she was staring down her body and her feet were on the mattress lifting her hips off the bed, subconsciously trying to keep his seed inside her. "Oops," she said, scooting off the bed.
"Where you going, slut?" he asked, seemingly half asleep.
"To clean up." She hunched over trying to hold his seed inside her until she got to the toilet.
"Clean my cock off first," he ordered, lifting his spent cock and shaking it.
"But... I need to..."
"Now, cocksucker."
Claire leaped to obey, crawling between his legs and opening her mouth to take the head of his cock inside. The shaft was covered in threads of semen and sticky with both their orgasms. She started sucking, finding it hard to clean the floppy cock, but even as she worried how she'd get it in her mouth, it started firming up. She sucked inch after inch down her throat and soon she was moaning as she lustfully sucked his hard cock. She looked up at him lovingly as she began worshipping his cock with her mouth, but Calvin's eyes were closed and he just seemed to be enjoying it. She hadn't tasted his semen in a while and her belly growled with desire. She moaned sucking his cock. His crotch stank, but it was a masculine smell and she made sure to inhale through her nose each time she pushed down into his cock. Fifteen minutes of this and he grunted, reaching down to grab her hair as he thrust his cock up and began filling her belly with sperm. She forced her head up, running her tongue along the underside of his shaft until his cock head exited into her mouth and began filling it with his delicious semen. Semen this thick can't be sterile, she worried again while praying she was wrong.
She gave his cock a final kiss, wiped the back on her hand across her mouth, and got off the bed. She hunched over, holding one hand between her legs. She wasn't leaking as much semen as she would have thought. Some had spilled onto the bed, but it looked like her body had mostly absorbed his seed during the long blow job.
"Claire?" he called, still keeping his eyes closed.
"Yes?" she paused at the entrance to the bathroom.
"You're a great cocksucker and a great fuck."
"Thank you... master," she answered.
His lips curled up, pleased with her response. "Bring me an aspirin when you can, my head is killing me."
"Of course."
Claire stepped inside the shower. Her thighs were covered in sperm, but it had dried and was flaky now. She lathered herself and washed between her legs, stepping out, and drying herself off. She brushed her teeth again and filled a plastic cup with water. She had some Advil in her suitcase. Calvin had been prone to migraines lately and they were turning severe. He was asleep, but she woke him. He seemed confused at first, but took the pills, swallowed them, and laid his head back down on the pillow.
She put the cup on the nightstand and slid under the sheets, cuddling up to him. He was asleep again already. She laid her head on the pillow, her forehead touching his head, and placed her hand on his chest. It felt good laying by his side and soon, she joined him in sleep.
**********
Claire had wonderful dreams. Calvin was big and tall with strong legs, stroking her hair while she gave birth to his son. She smiled down at her beautiful black baby, cradling him before handing him up to her black husband. He took his child and looked proudly at the black baby. She sat in his wheelchair, holding the baby as he wheeled her through the door to his house. They made love constantly and the last thing she remembered was standing in his living room and gazing up at the family portrait no longer of his parents and brother, but she and Calvin with a smiling little boy.
Claire yawned and stretched. The sun was coming in through the window. Her hand still rested on Calvin's chest and he was still sleeping. She ran her hand across the hard muscles on his chest, figuring she'd slip out of bed, run to the drugstore, buy the biggest pack of condoms they had, come back and he'd wake up to her rolling a condom down over the head of his cock. But, as she ran her hand down over his hard stomach, she encountered his hard cock head. She squeezed it. Her black stud had a morning stiffy! She pushed the sheet down, lifting his cock and holding it up, staring at it in all its glory.
Calvin woke to Claire sucking his cock. "I love waking to you doing that," he groaned.
Claire glanced up. His cock was good and wet now. She released it, kissing up his chest, sitting up and sliding her pussy along his shaft, pausing only to reach down and guide the head between her legs.
"I can't believe this is happening," he groaned as she sank onto his cock.
"Mmm, me neither, but I need this big cock in me," she purred, shuddering and whimpering as she sank in his lap, cumming all over his cock.
"God, you're beautiful," he moaned, reaching out and grabbing her breasts.
"Thank you," she said, starting to ride his cock. He was staring at her in awe. "Fuck me, Calvin."
"God yeah," he cried, grabbing her hips and bucking his cock up into her. "That's what I'm talking about." They both grunted for ten minutes, Calvin bucking his hips up as Claire slammed down into his shaft. "Your pussy feels amazing," he groaned.
"Your big black cock fills it up so good, stud."
"FUCK! GONNA CUM!" He grabbed her hips and pulled her down on his cock as the first spurt exploded into her womb.
"OHMYGOD!" she screamed, throwing her head back as her insemination triggered another one of the big orgasms. She ground into his crotch, feeling her pussy milking his cock of every drop of seed. The third time hooked her. There would be no more condoms. She needed to feel his cock erupting inside her every time they fucked. She wanted to orgasm around his spurting cock as much as possible. "Oh god! Seed my pussy," she cried, falling on him, grabbing his cheeks and pulling his lips against hers.
"That was okay?" he asked, looking worried after she broke the kiss.
"You were amazing." She bent down and kissed him on the forehead.
He sighed. "Good." He hesitated before speaking again. "You were my first."
"What?" She looked at him confused.
"Oh god," he said, looking alarmed. "I shouldn't have cum inside you. I hope you're safe."
"It's fine."
He relaxed, smiling at her. "This was the best weekend of my life," he told her. "Can we do this again?"
"Keep fucking me that good and you're gonna have trouble keeping me off that big black cock."
"Dayumn! Now that's what I'm talking about," he said happily. "I can't believe Claire Casey went to prom with me. I was hoping this was what you had in mind when you suggested getting a room after prom." He ran his hands down her arms, staring at her breasts. His hands moved to her large tits caressing the outsides and running his thumbs over her nipples.
She frowned. "We need to get going," she told him, concerned.
He nodded. "Claire?"
"Yes?"
"I promise I'll make it up to you," he declared.
"Make what up?"
"Give you the prom you deserve. Just keep that pretty pink dress and as soon as my legs are better... well, I'm gonna take you dancing all night. Well, not all night," he added with a wink, pinching her nipples.
Claire fought back the tears. She faked a smile. "I look forward to it," she told him, slowly lifting up until his giant limp cock fell out of her. She raced to the bathroom, to clean his sperm out, the tears bursting from her eyes the second she closed the door.
**********
Calvin talked about the prom and sketched most of the drive home. She found the conversation astonishing and fascinating. His mind really seemed to be living in the past. He had total recall of their old classmates, who went with whom, the dresses their attractive classmates had worn, and the theme of the prom most of which Claire had completely forgotten. He remembered Liz's slutty little black dress and the fact that her quarterback boyfriend had caught her drunkenly making out with his best friend, the team's running back, precipitating an epic breakup. Claire remembered that event well. She also remembered surrendering her own virginity to Tom that night. It had been disappointing, but the second time the next morning was a little better.



Along with his amazing recall of an event almost fifteen years ago, his mind had completely rewritten the night to make her his date. Tom wasn't her date; he didn't even show up to the prom. She'd wheeled the injured Calvin into the dance, wheeled him around the dance floor, dirty danced with him, wiggling her ass back into his lap to the cheers of their classmates, and they'd gotten a prom picture together.
In reality, Tom and she had been the center of attention, dancing the night away. She barely remembered Calvin being there. Calvin had gone alone, claimed his date got sick at the last minute, and Tom had joked that Calvin's hand was his real date. Claire had agreed to dance with Calvin, quitting when the song turned slow and Calvin tried to lay his head on her prodigious bosom. She did remember Calvin and Mrs. Barnes dancing together once.
Arriving back at Calvin's house, he presented her with the picture he'd been drawing. It was a near-perfect colored sketch of a prom picture. She was smiling, standing beside Calvin in his wheelchair. Her prom photograph with Tom hung on a wall in their house and she saw it every day. Calvin's sketch not only perfectly captured the backdrop of her prom photo, but her dress and hairstyle from that night as well. Both she and Calvin were their younger eighteen-year-old selves in his sketch. "It's beautiful, Calvin."
"My subject was beautiful," he replied and she blushed like a schoolgirl. "Looks like my parents aren't home," he said as she wheeled him into the living room. "Guess Clarence is with them."
He had to piss, so she wheeled him into the downstairs bedroom and he took over, pushing the chair into the bathroom. When he came out, she was lying nude on his bed. She stretched her body. "Well, I figured if we had the place to ourselves," she said, sucking her lower lip into her mouth and giving him a sultry look.
Calvin lifted his hips and slid his pants down over his ass, bending to pull them down off his legs. His cock was already rising. Claire stared at it hungrily, her pussy working overtime to lubricate itself in preparation for that monster. He pulled his shirt off and tossed it aside before wheeling his chair closer to the bed. He swung over, his face scrunching up with pain as he put some pressure on his legs. The pain was enough to shrink his swelling cock.
"Don't worry, I'll get it back up," said Claire, sliding down the bed and bringing her mouth towards his cock.
"No, wait," he told her. "I want to try going down on you first," he told her sliding back. "It's only fair since you've sucked me off several times now."
"Mmmm," she moaned, sliding back on the bed and spreading her legs. "Who am I to argue?"
Calvin slid between her legs. She was spread open for him and he stared fascinated at her pussy, like he really was seeing a woman's vagina for the first time in the light. "That is one pretty white pussy," he muttered, staring at it. "Feel free to give me tips. I want to get good at this."
Calvin laid down and gasped as his tongue licked up one thigh and slid over to the back of her slit, wiggling up towards her clitoris. He sucked her clit between his lips before he began lapping at her pussy. Claire softly moaned, lifting her hips into his tongue. He was hesitant at first but seemed to gain confidence each time his tongue elicited sounds of pleasure from her. Before long, he was going down on her with as much skill and self-assurance that he always showed eating her pussy. Claire cried out, sitting up and pulling his head into her crotch as she came all over his tongue. He lapped her arousal up, his tongue moving faster until she finally released his head and fell back down hard on the mattress, sighing contentedly. "You're a natural," she moaned.
Calvin gave her wet pussy and kiss and slowly started moving his lips and tongue up her body. He licked around her pubes, over the slight bulge beneath her navel, kissing and sliding his tongue into her bellybutton. Claire found her arousal growing again as he crawled on top of her. His cock head probed at the entrance to her pussy, entering her. He pushed it halfway in, working it in and out as his lips and tongue found her nipples, licking and sucking her sensitive nubs. Claire's hips started humping up into the thrusts of his cock in desperation, trying to get him deeper. He kissed each nipple before arching his back and pushing his cock deep. Claire shuddered, cumming like she always did when she took his entire cock.
He straightened out so that he could kiss her while continuing to slowly work his cock. Claire wrapped her legs around his back, humping up into him, a part of her wanting him to fuck her harder and faster, but still enjoying his slow consistent pace. He wasn't fucking her, he was making love to her, making their joining last, and the longer it went, the more Claire found herself writhing and moaning beneath him. She gasped, cried, mewled with pleasure as his cock brought her off again and again. He paced himself, holding himself up with his cock buried deep, breathing heavily until his need to cum subsided, then he'd began fucking her again. Twice, he pulled it out, gasping for air, and she found herself staring down between their bodies at the glistening monster, the head so swollen it looked like it was about to burst. He moved back and bent it down, back to the entrance of her pussy and shoved it deep, her pussy squeezing his shaft as she came yet again. He kissed her lips, her cheeks, neck, chest, licking, and sucking her nipples into his mouth triggering more orgasms or increasing the intensity of her current orgasm. He groaned loudly. "Oh god, Claire!"
"Do it," she begged in his ear, the waves of intensity growing in her body as it anticipated her insemination. "Fill me up, lover."
"Oh god, Claire!" He began working his cock faster as he lost control. Claire squealed beneath him, her body trembling around the repeated thrusts of his big black cock. "Oh god!" Calvin thrust deep, arching his back. "OHGOD! UNNHHH! I LOVE YOU!" Calvin's cock unleashed its first load into her womb. "UUNNHH!"
Claire screamed.
The pulsating in her womb had her head spinning, and her pussy erupted like a volcano around his spurting cock as it released a tsunami of sperm clashing with her own orgasmic tidal wave. Her nipples pulled out, so large and distended, they began to hurt, just as Calvin's large black hand covered one breast and pinched the nipple between his thumb and forefinger.
Claire cried out.
To her, it felt like her vagina was both squeezing his shaft and relaxing around it at the same time. Her body trembled uncontrollably. The giant explosion was radiating out from her bellybutton with most of the intense quakes moving down to her clitoris. The slow intercourse must have primed Calvin's cock, building up the pressure in his balls for each spray of his seed, felt more powerful, more intense, and the bursts of cum seemed to go on forever, each one lifting her orgasm to new heights. His voice echoed in her head, "I LOVE YOU! I LOVE YOU!" over and over. The waves of heat coming from her bellybutton turned into waves of calm, her tense body relaxed, her legs ceased clenching his ass, and she collapsed down on the bed, unable to move, think, or speak. Her entire body became a limp noodle except for her vagina which maintained a vice-like grip around his shaft, seemingly trying to hold him inside her forever.
"Wow," she finally gasped.
"Wow," he agreed, his powerful arms were trembling, holding himself from falling on her. He lowered himself and kissed her so passionately, her exhausted body began to desire him again, but he was spent despite his cock still being kept rock hard grasped between her vaginal muscles. He slowly pulled it out. The second his cock was free, it leaped up and sent a final wad of semen that spattered on Claire from her chest down to her stomach. They both looked down at his cock and laughed. The head began to dribble cum that quickly filled her bellybutton, overflowing out in a growing white pool.
Calvin fell on his side and sighed. His breathing was heavy. "I didn't scare you, did I?" he asked.
"What do you mean?" Claire braced her feet up and lifted her hips, holding his semen inside her to keep it from leaking all over his sheets. The pool around her navel began running up her body, a trickle flowing between her breasts. She reached down and began rubbing it into her skin and over her breasts.
"You didn't say it back."
"Oh," she said.
"Claire," he said, reaching over to grab her arm. "It's okay, you don't have to say it back. I just don't want to scare you off, but I do love you and it's not from the sex. I knew it the first time I saw you. When Mrs. Barnes introduced me as the new student, the only other classmate I could see in the room was you. Your beauty outshined anything else. I asked about you and got so jealous when I found out you were dating Tommy Thompson, but of course, you were. You were a cheerleader and he was quarterback, handsome, popular, and tall."
Claire flushed. She was touched by his comments. "Oh Calvin," she said, reaching over and clasping the hand on her arm. "You're handsome and popular."
"Plus, he was white and a total douche teasing me about my height. The only thing I had on him was the Big C down there. I felt like a jerk, but I used to walk around the locker room with a semi-erection just to make him feel inferior. He quit teasing me about my height when I suggested we see who was taller lying down."
"You're a lot taller," she said, squeezing his hand.
"His loss is my gain," said Calvin, his brow furrowing in concentration. "I just don't want to rush you. You'll say it when you're ready." His hand came up to rub his forehead. "We're good?"
"We're great," she replied, giving his hand another squeeze. "Are you okay?"
"No, I just got this horrible headache."
"Let me clean up and I'll get you some Advil." Claire hopped out of bed, bending over to cup her hands under her pussy while she waddled to his bathroom. She squatted over his toilet for a good ten minutes trying to drain as much seed as she could while rubbing the semen that had leaked into her palms on the semen she'd already rubbed into her skin and breasts. She never understood why she liked rubbing his semen into her body, but she did and she swore her skin looked healthier.
She brought him a cup of water and some pills before taking her shower. He swallowed them before laying back on the pillow, eyes shut as if the light were bothering him. She understood, she'd had migraines before. Claire went back to the bathroom and showered, afterward putting her bikini on. Her pussy would be dribbling semen for hours and she didn't want to drip any on the carpet. Otherwise, she would have happily stayed naked. When she checked on him later, Calvin was out cold.
**********
Claire made a grilled cheese for dinner, figuring if he woke up, she could quickly fix him a sandwich. It was still her job, but she didn't feel like tidying up much, though she did unpack his travel bag and threw his dirty clothes in the washer.
His sketchbook was sitting on the table. She picked it up and flipped through it. She wasn't shocked to see it was full of pictures of her. They were good and flattering. The sketches represented most of her outfits. Sketches of her posing for him when she worked in his yard. He'd taken photos of her on his tablet that day and he'd snapped pictures of her other days. The next bunch was of her in her bikini, topless, nude, kneeling while jerking off his cock... Claire gasped as the remainder of the pictures were all pornographic. Most were just of her doing various things with a black cock with no body attached. The last pictures Calvin finally appeared, but he was healthy and fucking her in various positions. She closed the book, not sure what to think about them, but she was moderately aroused.
As it grew late, Claire returned to his room and let her bikini fall to the floor. She slipped into bed beside him and snuggled up to him, rubbing his chest, her hand moving farther down, grabbing his cock. She fell asleep with her hand on his cock. Calvin woke around midnight, waking her with a kiss on her lips. "You stayed," he said.
"Mmmm," she moaned. "Tom won't be home until late afternoon." Her hand was still on his cock and she moaned again as it expanded in her hand. Claire spread her legs as Calvin rolled on top of her. Twenty minutes later, he filled her womb with another load of his hot seed. They slept until late morning and this time; she woke him as she slowly sucked on his cock. Claire mounted him and rode through five good orgasms until the big one finally had her collapsing on his chest. Claire kissed him and left to wash up.
She fixed him breakfast before leaving for home to greet her husband.
**********
"UNH!" Tom groaned, thrusting his hips up.
"YES!" Claire cried, imagining her husband sending one of his babymakers finally impregnating her.
"I don't even think it's in," he gasped, breathing heavily.
Claire wiggled around on his crotch. It didn't feel like he was inside her. Her pussy was used to Calvin's cock and she could barely feel Tom's penis tonight when it was inside her. She also kept bouncing up too high in his lap causing it to fall out several times. She must have bounced too high just as he came, for she slid back to see his shriveled little penis laying on his pubes, a small pool of runny seed matting his pubic hair. "Maybe some got in," she stated, but not feeling optimistic.
"Just gives us an excuse to try again in the morning," said Tom, patting her ass to get her to dismount.
They both cleaned up and got ready for bed. Claire was exhausted from her time with Calvin and quickly fell asleep. Her rest was filled with erotic dreams about her and Calvin. In many, they were pencil sketches acting out the acts she'd seen in his sketchbook. In others, she relived their two nights in the hotel. Finally, they were in a zoo enclosure, nude and they both were striped like zebras, her black stripes the color of his skin with his white stripes the color of hers. Calvin had the enormous black zebra cock they'd seen on the male at the zoo. The huge cock extended hardening. Crowds were watching them as she rolled on her back. Calvin! Calvin! She moaned, spreading her legs for him.
Tom groaned as he inserted his penis. Claire woke up to her husband on top of her. His face was scrunched up and he seemed to be having trouble getting a rhythm. She wrapped her legs around his waist and tried squeezing her pussy muscles around his thin penis. It must have helped for several minutes later, he was grunting and finally squirting a few drops of seed inside her pussy.
They both showered and dressed for their jobs. Tom in his suit and tie, Claire in her shorts and tank top, bikini on underneath, and flipflops, as always looking sexy as hell. She kissed her husband goodbye and left for Calvin's.
Claire knew she should call it off with Calvin, but her body disagreed. The closer she got to her black lover's house, the more aroused she got. Her nipples slowly hardened while her pussy slowly turned wet as she left her home. Her nipples were rock hard nubs by the time she pulled into Calvin's driveway and her bikini bottom was soaked by her gushing pussy. She needed his cock. She was already addicted to the big orgasms she had when he filled her with cum.
She needed to stop fucking Calvin to return to a normal life with her husband.
**********
Calvin and Claire fucked four times that day.
She and Calvin averaged about four times every day, six days a week for the next six weeks. Most days he was his normal self with teenage Calvin and dominant asshole Calvin appearing around once a week.
On Friday of the first week, since they'd become lovers, Claire arrived at his house and was surprised to see Calvin up and sitting on the porch in his wheelchair. He was also naked with his huge cock hanging over the front of the chair. Calvin took a puff off his joint and sneered evilly at her. "Get yo clothes off, bitch," he ordered.
"Wh-what here?" she asked, freezing in her tracks.
"Now, slut!" he took a final hit off his joint, held the smoke in, and didn't release it until she was down to her bikini.
"Okay," she said, trembling as she untied the strings on her bikini. Dominant Calvin brought out a side of her personality she hadn't been aware off and though she pretended to hate his asshole persona, she was always thrilled when he made an appearance.
"Okay what, slut?"
"Okay master," she said, gulping.
He grinned. "Get yo ass inside and on that bed," he ordered, slapping her ass hard as she hurried past. He turned and wheeled himself in behind her. "Get on all fours."
Claire stopped, concerned. "No Calvin, that hurts you too bad."
He stopped the chair, looking at her in disbelief. "Did you just tell me no, slut?"
"Uh yes, I mean no, I mean your legs..."
"Get on the bed or you can take your ass home and never come back," he said.
Claire glanced down at his cock, now half risen off the chair. She'd loved being fucked by him doggy style and wanted it bad, but the act had caused him real pain.
"Well slut? What's it gonna be?"
"The bed, master," she replied, turning and entering his bedroom.
"Ass up, head down," he said, swinging onto the bed from his wheelchair. The bottle of lube was laying on the bed. She didn't know why it was out, she never needed it with him. He mumbled some curses and gasped a few times. She winced knowing the pain this was causing him, but he wanted this and was soon kneeling behind her. He smacked her ass several times with his cock to fully harden it before she felt the shaft slide down the crack of her ass. He ran the head up and down her slit. "You want this, slut?"
"Yes master," she gasped, trying to push her hips back into it. "Please fuck me."
"Please fuck you with what?"
"Please fuck me with your big black cock, master," she said, gasping as his cock head pushed into her. He worked the head around, lubricating his shaft with her arousal, pushing it deeper and deeper. She felt her first orgasm growing. She always came hard every time she took the entirety of his monster cock inside her. "CUM..." SPANK! "MING!" she screamed as his hand came down hard enough to make her ass cheek quiver.
"That's for telling me no, slut," he growled.
But Claire couldn't hear him. "Cumming! Cumming! Cumming!" she cried, grinding her pussy back into his cock. His spanking her right when she was cumming turned an otherwise large orgasm into a big one that bordered on the ones she had when he came inside her. "So good. So good," she moaned over and over.
Calvin's hand clenched her ass cheek tightly and Claire felt his thumb pushing against her anus. She gasped as her rosebud slowly pushed in, opening up for his thumb. Claire whimpered as her rectum squeezed tightly around his big thumb and she quickly found herself cumming again. He paused, burying his cock, and slowly pulling his thumb out as she came down from her orgasm.
"Are you my slut?" he asked.
"Yes, master," she replied.
"No, you're not."
"What do you mean?"
Calvin slowly withdrew his cock. He reached down for the bottle of lotion lying beside him. His cock sprang free, flying upwards. It was already extremely well lubricated, but he still poured some lotion on his hand and began coating his shaft with it.
"What do you mean?" she asked again.
"You're not really a slut until you've taken my cock in your ass," he said calmly.
"No way. I've never done that. You're too big," she said, desperately.
"You tellin me no?" His hand slapped her ass gently, but threateningly.
"No. I mean yes."



"So, I'm askin' again. Are you my slut?"
"Yes, master."
"Good girl," he said, pushing his cock down until the head was pressing on her anus. "Tell me what you want."
Claire gulped. "I want you to fuck my ass. Make me your slut." Claire lowered her head to the pillows and braced herself. She widened her knees, opening her ass as much as she could.
"Don't worry, I'll go easy. Mrs. Barnes was scared the first time, but begged for more afterward."
Claire barely had time to picture one of her favorite teachers being sodomized by Calvin when the pressure on her anus started growing. She gritted her teeth; grateful his thumb had helped loosen her up. Her face scrunched up as her anus slowly opened up around his fat cock head. Her face turned red and sweat beaded her brow. "UGH!" she grunted, feeling like he was about to rip her open. The head pushed inside past the crown, stopping its progression just as she was about to scream for him to take it out.
The pain faded quicker than she would have thought. Claire wiggled her ass to let him know he could proceed. Calvin did, pushing his cock deeper, opening her rectum. Claire was grateful for the extra lubrication as his cock slowly worked in and out, pushing deeper with each thrust. "UNH!" she grunted as his cock seemed to bottom out somewhere between eight and ten inches. She panted gasping. The pain was almost all gone. She just felt stuffed and stretched out now. It wasn't unpleasant.
"Ready?" he asked.
Claire nodded. All he could see was her lovely brown hair bobbing. He pulled his cock back, her rectum closing up behind him, opening again as he pushed forward. Calvin started picking up speed, his cock pumping in and out of her ass eliciting soft grunts from her throat. At some point, she started pushing back into his thrusts, her grunts turning to moans.
"Now you gettin' into it, slut," he said, gasping for breath.
"YES!" she hissed. "Fuck my ass." Claire started humping her ass up faster into the thrusts of his cock causing him to increase his speed to match hers. "Fuck my ass with your big black cock. I'm your slut, master." Claire was loving having her ass fucked, now totally converted into an anal sex fanatic. The only thing missing was that she wanted to cum from having him fuck her ass. She managed to push up enough to wiggle one arm under her body. Her fingers found her pussy. She wished she could reach higher so she could grab his shaft and feel it sliding through her fingers as he fucked her ass, but she had to settle for fingering herself. She rubbed her clit frantically, moaning, as she felt an orgasm building. "Fuck my ass. Fuck my ass. Fuckmyass! YYESS!" She came hard, her ass clenching tightly around his cock. His shaft shuddered, shaking inside her, flooding her rectum with his seed.
"That's... a good... anal... slut," he groaned, breathing so hard he was wheezing. Calvin collapsed onto top of her, his weight forcing her body down on the mattress.
"Calvin?" she asked, but he didn't respond. She could feel his breath on her neck so he was alive. He didn't move. Claire had to push up and force him off her. His cock slipped free of her ass as he plopped down on the bed beside her. "Calvin?" she asked, shaking him. "Calvin!" His eyes were open, staring off into space. He was alive but unresponsive. Claire pushed herself off the bed, hurrying to the bathroom, her ass squishing as she walked. She wet a washcloth and returned placing it on his clammy forehead. She didn't know what else to do, so she started massaging his legs. The marijuana could only dampen the pain so much. His cum was pouring out of her rectum, she decided to take a shower to clean herself off and left him. When she returned, his eyes had closed and he appeared to be sleeping, so she sighed with relief.
When he awoke a couple of hours later, she had some pills ready for she knew he'd have a headache. Calvin swallowed them gratefully. He was regular Calvin again. "Did we just do what I think we did?" he asked, confused. "Or was I dreaming?"
"We did," she said, patting his knee.
"And did you like it?"
"It was wonderful," she answered. He closed his eyes and was soon snoring again.
The next morning, she entered his bedroom and started stripping. Claire pulled the covers back and sucked his fattening cock until it was completely hard then she mounted him. Calvin was staring at her wide-eyed. "What?" she asked.
"I must be dreaming," he sighed. "I was just thinking about jerking off while thinking about you when Claire Casey walks into my room and starts riding me."
"This isn't a dream."
"What about Tommy?"
"Screw him. I've wanted your black cock ever since I heard how big it is. FUCK ME!"
"Ssssh, you'll wake my parents."
Tears rolled down Claire's cheeks as she continued to ride his cock to orgasm after orgasm.
Another time, she arrived at Calvin's to find the living room torn apart. He was crawling around on the floor using his arms to pull him while screaming. "What the fuck is wrong with my legs? What the fuck is wrong with my legs?" He was distraught and confused the remainder of the day
As the weeks went by, he grew more confused and had more spells where he zoned out, staring off into space. Sometimes, he'd stare for hours, drool running off his lips. Claire concluded that she was being selfish. He needed 24-hour care and Tom would never go for her flat out moving in with his old high school rival. The next time he was lucid normal Calvin, she sat beside him on the couch, arms around each other and she told him what was going on. He understood, he was aware he was blacking out. Still, he leaned his head on her shoulder and cried.
He made some calls later that day to set up hospice care.
The last time they made love, Calvin sat in his dad's recliner while she sat in his lap, slowly riding his cock, enjoying every inch of it like it was the last time. Their foreheads rested on each other. Both of them moaning and mewling, pausing to kiss passionately. Claire began crying as Calvin grew closer. She continued crying through the big orgasm, her pussy clenching his cock and draining the last of his seed from his shaft.
They showered together. She helped him dress, grabbed his suitcase, and wheeled him out to her car. She stayed with him, unpacking his clothes in the healthcare facility. He looked at her sadly as visiting hours ended. "You'll visit?" he asked, grabbing her hand.
"Every day," she replied, kissing him on the forehead and leaving before the tears started rolling again.
"Claire!" he called to her at the door. "I love you."
**********
Calvin's health declined faster after that. Claire did visit every day. On a few, she had the opportunity to lock the door and suck his cock which they both were grateful for.
She'd missed her period twice now and finally got up the nerve to buy a pregnancy test. It was positive. She hadn't planned on telling Calvin, but the next day she stopped by to see him, he was lying in bed with IV in his arm and an oxygen mask. His eyes turned to follow her. "He's having trouble keeping food down," said the nurse.
Claire held his hand. He squeezed it reassuringly. "I'm pregnant," she said.
He squeezed her hand again. "Mine," he replied.
"Maybe. I'm around ten weeks." He nodded, knowingly. It had been ten weeks since their trip to the zoo. "Or it could be Tom's."
"Mine."
"Maybe."
"Mine. Tom's sperm is weak."
"I just thought you should know."
"Calvin," he said, weakly through the mask.
"What?"
"Calvin. If it's a boy, name him Calvin."
"If it's yours, I will name him Calvin."
"It's mine." He smiled behind the mask.
"Bye Calvin," she said.
"Bye Claire." He squeezed her hand again before releasing it. "I love you." His eyes closed.
She started crying again.
**********
Claire was seven months pregnant when she stopped by Calvin's room, freezing in horror when she saw he was now on a ventilator. His body had slowly wasted away over the last few months as cancer ravaged his body and he continued not being able to keep solid food down. Still he'd lived a few months longer than expected. His eyes flickered over to her.
She sat with him a while, telling him some news and gossip. He couldn't respond, but he blinked to let her know he was listening. "Oh!" she cried, startled. He blinked. Claire smiled and took his hand. She stood and placed his hand on her belly. "He's kicking." Calvin blinked frantically. "Yes, it's a boy."
Claire bent over and kissed him on the head. She leaned down by his ear and whispered. "I miss you. I miss your cock. And I love you too. Sorry I didn't tell you sooner."
He couldn't smile, but his eyes crinkled like he was trying to. He blinked rapidly and she could see his eyes were wet.
Two days later, the phone rang in the middle of the night. Tom answered sleepily. "I see," he said. "Yes, thank you for calling." He hung the phone up.
Claire sat up in bed. "What is it? What's wrong?"
"Calvin passed away."
Claire started bawling. She held her hands over her face crying into them.
Tom sat beside her and wrapped his arm over her shoulder, patting her on the back. "I know you liked the little guy, but he's better off now."
She continued sobbing. "I'm sorry. I can't stop."
Tom rested his head on hers, rocking her. "It's okay honey, you're just being overly emotional because you're pregnant."
"Shut up and let me cry."
**********
Claire handled the funeral. Not that it took a lot of work. Calvin had planned everything. He had a plot beside his parents, a casket ready, a long list of friends, and had prepaid for everything. Claire made the calls, told his coworkers at "The Home Plate," posted his obituary on social media, and bought a black dress that fit her pregnant belly.
The graveyard was crowded and full of former classmates and coworkers for Calvin was well-liked by everyone who knew him. Things were getting ready to start. Liz and her date were talking to Claire, making small talk about her pregnancy when Tom blurted out, "Sweet Jesus, it's giant Calvin!"
Claire followed Tom's gaze. A prison van had pulled up. A guard was unlocking the handcuffs on a giant black man in a crumpled ill-fitting suit. "That's Clarence," she gasped.
"Who?" asked Liz.
"Calvin's brother." There was no mistaking the family resemblance. Clarence looked so much like Calvin; her heart broke. He was shaved bald as Calvin had been after the chemo treatments, but Clarence had sideburns down to a goatee. He was also a giant, towering over Claire by 6 inches. The black man was pure muscle with biceps as big around as her thighs. He was very intimidating, but his eyes were soft while gazing at the casket.
The service went well. A lot of people got up and said a few words about what a great guy Calvin had been. Claire gave a short speech and finally, Clarence approached the podium and talked about Calvin as a child and how he'd handled everything after the death of his parents, nodding at his parent's grave. As he finished, the hulking black man lowered his head over his hand and began to cry.
The funeral started breaking up. The Home Plate was having a gathering to celebrate Calvin's life and everyone was invited. Clarence returned to the prison van. The guard patted the distraught Clarence on the back before reapplying the handcuffs. Claire excused herself from a group and tried to catch Calvin's brother before he returned to prison. "Clarence," she called.
"Claire," he replied. His eyes glanced down at her belly, swept down her body, pausing at her breasts. They were growing and pushing EE now, heavier and aching as they filled with colostrum. She felt her nipples harden under his gaze. This was a real man. "Nice to meet you." He held both handcuffed hands out, one open for her to shake.
"You too. Calvin's told me a lot about you."
"He's told me a lot about you to," said Clarence, grinning and staring at her. She blushed. "His words didn't do you justice though. You're stunning."
Claire suddenly wanted to giggle like a schoolgirl but fought it. "Oh please, I'm a fat cow," she replied but knowing she looked great pregnant. "I wish we had more time to talk."
"Me too," said Clarence. "Bob here's cool, but he does need to get me back to prison." He nodded at the guard who was also staring at Claire's breasts. Bob nodded, still staring.
"I have your number. He made me executor on his will, but for some reason, the lawyer says it's held up. You're his only living relative so I'm sure most goes to you. Really, I don't know what's taking so long, but your brother trusted his lawyer."
"Calvin, talked to me about his will," said Clarence. "Don't worry. Everything is fine."
Claire sighed with relief. "When do you get out?"
"Seven more years."
Claire nodded. "Well, I'm happy to take care of the house until you do. For Calvin."
"I'd appreciate that." Clarence ducked and stepped into the van as Bob shut the door after him.
**********
"Look at that BBC," said Claire, staring at her tablet. "Mmmm," she teased her clit with her finger, moaning. She heard Tom come in and flipped off the tablet. She didn't want him catching her watching interracial porn.
Tom stripped and slipped in bed beside her kissing her on the shoulder. She felt his hard penis on her ass and opened her legs. He slipped it inside her already wet pussy and slowly started fucking her from behind. Their doctor had told them that sex was often a trigger to starting labor and she was ready for this baby to come out. It was already a few days past due. It worked and an hour after Tom had ejaculated inside her, she felt her water break.
**********
Claire's parents looked up expectantly as Tom walked out of her birthing room. He was pale, staring off into space.
"Tom, what's wrong?" asked his father-in-law, standing up in alarm.
"Is the baby okay?" asked Claire's mom. "Is Claire?"
Tom didn't answer. He stared off into space zombie-like walking past them. The elevator opened and Tom walked into it.
"I'm going to go check on Claire," said her mom, alarmed. She entered the room past the nurses and doctor. Claire was sitting up, holding her baby. "Claire, are you okay? What's going on?"
"I'm fine," she replied, gazing down lovingly at her son. "The baby's fine too." She held him up for her mom.
"Oh," said her mother glancing at the baby. "OH! OH MY!"
"Mom, this is Calvin Jr."
**********
The next month was rough. Claire's dad was a bit racist and wanted nothing to do with his daughter or her black baby. Tom didn't want to talk to her either. He was gracious enough to let her stay in the house for two weeks. Her mom helped her pack her things up, but she didn't know where she could go. Tom filed for divorce, citing adultery, and planned on fighting her for every cent. Claire found herself crying a lot, but every time she looked down at baby Calvin, her heart filled with a love she'd never felt before.
As Tom threw her out, she didn't have any money and didn't have a place to stay. Her dad didn't want anything to do with her, but her mom was willing to throw him out to let their daughter and grandson move back in with them.
Claire only had one choice. She had the keys to Calvin's house and moved in there. It hurt going back, the place served to remind her of him and she caught herself laying on Calvin's bed and smelling his pillows to inhale his scent.
Calvin's lawyer tracked her down there. He pulled up and removed two folders from his briefcase. "Mrs. Thompson," he called.
"Casey. I going back to my maiden name." She looked down at the folders. "Is that the will?"
He nodded. "Yes, may I see the baby?"
She was a little startled by the question, but like any proud new mother, she enjoyed showing her son to people. "Sure, he's sleeping in the living room." Calvin was asleep in a baby stroller. She had taken up jogging him down to the mailbox in an attempt to lose her baby weight.
The lawyer glanced down at the crib and nodded. "Mr. Custis' son, I presume?"
"Yes," she answered. "I hope Clarence doesn't mind me staying in his house. I had nowhere else to go and this is his nephew after all."
"He doesn't mind and it's your house now." The lawyer handed her the will. "Mr. Custis changed his will recently, depending on whether or not your baby was his. If it was, everything was to go to his heir and you as his heir's custodian."
Claire stared at the document in disbelief. "But what about Clarence?"
"Mr. Custis discussed the change in the will with his brother and his brother approved. Clarence received a decent portion of their parent's life insurance which will be enough to get him back on his feet when he is released from prison."
Claire's eyes scanned the document. Between Calvin's investments, savings, and life insurance, she'd have close to five million dollars. She sighed with relief. It was just like Calvin to take care of every detail.
"I'll need you to sign a few things."
"Of course," she answered, reaching out to take the proffered pen.
**********
Claire reached the mailbox and turned around. She controlled her breathing, feet hitting the ground at a steady pace. She looked down at the stroller and smiled. The now six-month-old Calvin was awake and staring greedily at her breasts. She winced as her nipples hardened and started leaking milk. She hated her mommy's breasts, they were EE now, her areola had spread wider across her tits, and her nipples were thicker. They leaked milk constantly. She was back in shape, belly flat and shapely, thighs athletically trim. She exercised every day, but couldn't shake the extra five pounds that seemed concentrated in her breasts and ass.
She reached the house and U-turned again. The driveway was a quarter-mile from the house to the main road and her mailbox. She ran the path eight times for her daily jog or about two miles. She'd kept up her yoga and did multiple exercises to get her belly back in shape, now even flatter and sexier than it had been before her pregnancy. What few stretch marks she had were made faint by her full body tan. She sunbathed nude whenever the weather cooperated. Ahead, the mailman stopped at her box, he glanced at her briefly, his head springing back up to stare for a moment.
Claire slowed to let him finish, but he stayed waiting, wanting to check out the hot MILF now living in the Custis home. Check her out, he did, eyes sweeping her body, following her bouncing breasts as she approached. She took the mail, thanking him and he drove off. He was a young guy and she should be flattered, but at times it was annoying. There wasn't a lot of traffic on the main road and she'd tried jogging along it, but got too much attention from male drivers, slowing to stare, honking their horns, and one time a pickup with two men had stopped to hit on her but spun off when they saw her black baby. She decided to stick to the driveway.
There wasn't much mail, just a couple bills for her and some junk mail with Calvin's name on it, and a card for Calvin Jr. A gust of cool air blew over her, hardening her nipples even more. She gritted her teeth, glancing West at the dark storm clouds rapidly approaching. She increased her pace, pushing the carriage before her towards the house.
Claire carried Cal into the living room and sat him on the couch long enough for her to pull her sports bra off to free her breasts. Calvin smacked his lips, staring at them. She sat beside him picking him up as she opened the card. "Look Cal, mum mum sent you a half birthday card." Her father still wasn't talking to her. The card had a googly-eyed tiger cartoon on it. She shook the card to make the eyes move. He stared a moment but was more interested in his dinner. She lifted him, sighing as his lips clamped down over one nipple. The other immediately started leaking. She sighed, feeling like a cow that needed constant milking. Claire sighed again and pulled out her phone while Calvin continued nursing. The rain started pattering on the roof. The weather had been miserable lately. She checked Tom's social media profile, instantly regretting it. He was posting pictures of his Hawaii trip with his new twenty-one-year-old girlfriend. The weather was great in Hawaii. She had no right being jealous, but couldn't help being a little envious.



Claire had slow cooked a pot roast and it was ready. It was one of Calvin's favorite meals that she made as his caretaker. He would have finished it off, but she only liked a little meat and it would last her three days. She started with a salad before moving on to her meat with a baked potato. It was raining harder now and there was thunder in the distance.
The storm was raging by the time she sat down to watch television. It was pitch dark outside, only lit by flashes of lightning. Claire sighed, she was bored and horny. She missed Calvin. Their short time together had been the most fulfilling of her life and baby Cal was her loving reminder of that time. Before heading upstairs, she walked into Calvin's room. She hadn't changed anything, nor washed his sheets. His pillows still smelled like him. Claire pushed her yoga pants down and laid down in Calvin's bed wearing only her panty. "Oh Calvin," she moaned, spreading her legs, seeing him holding himself above her as he pounded his cock relentlessly into her needy pussy. Her hand slipped into her panty. She missed that cock, missed fucking it, missed sucking it, missed the taste of his thick seed, and she missed him.
Claire leaped out of bed. She picked up Cal, trying not to wake her baby as she carried him upstairs and entered the master bedroom. She gently set him down and pulled her panty off. Five minutes later, she was cumming all over her vibrating black dildo while staring at his sketchbook open to a picture of them fucking. She kept it up, not satisfied with just one orgasm, working it in and out of her pussy at maximum vibrate. "Aaah," she whimpered, her hips rising off the bed as she came again, the room lighting up as lightning flashed outside. Semi-satisfied, she pulled the foot-long dildo out of her pussy and switched it off. She stared at her toy. It was lifelike, resembling a real black cock, but a poor substitute for the real thing. Still, it got the job done and kept her sane.
Claire put the dildo away and slipped under the sheets. The satin sheets caressed her nude body. She loved hearing the patter of rain on the roof and soon slipped off into sleep.
Claire woke up to a loud thunderclap. Lightning flashed outside but didn't stop, lighting up her window. The lights remained on, not flickering, moving down her driveway. Not lightning, car lights! Claire sprang out of bed, going to her window. A car was coming down her driveway getting closer and she could see the taxi light on the roof.
There was a loud pounding on the door as she came down her stairs, tying her robe tight around her waist. "Hel..." She jumped when the knocking came again. "Hello?" The taxi had turned and was driving down the driveway.
"Claire?"
Calvin had kept a baseball bat by the door for security. She grabbed it, reaching for the knob. She pulled it slightly open. "Yes?" Lightning flashed and she was filled with fear as it illuminated the giant black man. Instinct told her to slam the door shut.
"Claire, it's Clarence."
Her grip tightened on the bat. "Wait, what? Clarence?"
"Yes, I got released today." The thunderclap reached them and she jumped. It was pouring and he'd gotten soaked running for the porch. "I'm sorry, I didn't have anywhere else to go."
"Oh, of course," she said, stepping back and pulling the door open. "Come in."
The giant black man strode into the house. He was so like Calvin and so different. His upper torso was as broad and muscular, but his lower torso matched his frame with long strong legs. He towered over her by half a foot, the same amount she'd towered over his brother. "Where is he?"
"Who?" she frowned.
"My nephew. I'd like to see my nephew." He looked around, turning towards her. His eyes flickered down to her cleavage.
She'd drawn the robe tight around her waist and not only did it hug her voluptuous body, but the hem ended high on her thigh, showing off her shapely legs. Claire gulped at the hungry look in his eyes. She wondered if she'd made a mistake letting him in. He'd been in jail a long time and was looking at her like he wanted to rip the robe off her body. Would it be so bad if he did? "I'll... I'll go get him."
She raced upstairs, wondering, no certain, his eyes were glued to her lithe legs, hoping to see up under her skirt, probably catching a glimpse of the bottoms of her ass cheeks. Calvin was still asleep in his crib. She lifted him gently and cradled him to her breast as she headed back downstairs. Clarence watched her come down, eyes now focused on the bundle in her arms. She walked up to him. "This is Calvin Jr. I call him Cal."
"Cal," he said softly, rearing back when she held her baby out to him. "I've never..."
"Take your nephew. It's easy. Just cup a hand under his head."
Clarence reached out nervously and took his brother's son in his hands. He brought little Calvin up to his chest and broke down. The giant black man sobbed and tears began falling down his cheeks. "Calvin," he said. The baby yawned, opening his eyes. His eyes went wide looking at the giant black man and then he smiled. Clarence sobbed again. "Cal, I'm your uncle Clarence."
"You must be hungry," said Claire. "Let me fix you some dinner."
"Famished, but I don't want to be a burden." His eyes never left his nephew. He stared at the baby, tickling him and smiling every time the baby grinned. His eyes were glued to his nephew until the smell of the pot roast, heating in the microwave filled his broad nostrils. Then his eyes focused on the lovely woman in the short robe cooking him dinner. Clarence stared at the plate with the chunks of roast and the baked potato with butter slowly melting on it. He looked at the plate and down at the baby.
"You can hold the baby whenever you'd like," she said, reaching out for her son. Claire carried Cal over to the refrigerator and grabbed Clarence a beer.
"This is the best meal I've had in years," he grunted, more than halfway done his plate. His eyes fell on the beer and he drained half the bottle in one swig. It was Calvin's favorite brand.
"Would you like seconds?"
"Yes, please?" He nodded his head, taking the baby from her so that she could heat another plate.
"Would you like a salad or vegetable?"
"Yes, please."
She smiled. She had a bag of microwaveable corn and heated that while letting the butter melt on a second potato. She also doubled the amount of meat. So much for three days' worth of leftovers, she thought. "What are you doing here?" she asked.
"I'm sorry," he looked up from the baby and over at her. "But as I said, I had nowhere else to go."
"I meant I thought you had years left on your sentence."
"Prison reform," he said, handing the baby back to her when she set the second full plate in front of her. "A lot of nonviolent offenders are getting released, especially ones with minor drug offenses." He took a sip of the second beer. "I'll look for a place to live tomorrow. I've got enough money to use as a security deposit."
"Nonsense," she told him. "You're welcome to stay here as long as you'd like. I'd say, me casa es su casa, but su casa es su casa. This is your home, more than mine." She nodded towards the Custis family portrait on the wall. Clarence was now the only one in the picture living. "I feel like the intruder here."
"Thank you."
"Your room is the same as when you left it." She scooped some salad into a bowl, taking her time with Calvin in one arm.
"Really?" Clarence ate a forkful of corn. "I'll sleep there tomorrow. Mind if I sleep on the couch tonight?"
"The couch is too small for you, but sure."
Clarence nodded. "I'd like to sleep in a big open space tonight."
"I understand," she said. "Let me get you a pillow and blanket. Help yourself to anything in the fridge." When she returned with the blanket, Clarence had removed his shirt. She tried not to stare, but couldn't help herself and he caught her. "Uh... I see you work out," she said, lamely.
Clarence smirked. "Every day in the yard. Calvin challenged me to beat him in the muscle department when I got out." Clarence raised his right arm and flexed, his huge bicep bulging out. "Guess we'll never know who won." He looked sad again.
"Trust me, you won," she said, staring at his chest appreciatively. Her robe had loosened and he was staring back at her cleavage just as appreciatively. Cal reached out and closed his hand around her robe, pulling at it and revealing even more of her breast flesh. "Well, goodnight." She pulled the robe tighter before her hungry child exposed a nipple.
"Goodnight," he responded, nodding.
Claire climbed the stairs. Her nipples, ached, throbbing, and she sighed when Calvin clamped his lips around the closest one. With any luck, he'd fall asleep nursing. A spurt of milk shot out from her unoccupied nipple. She wasn't so sure her nipples were hard just from a need to nurse or from her guest's masculine presence.
Calvin did fall asleep and she placed Cal in his crib, pulling at the belt of her robe, she let it fall to the floor. Her body was aroused and she needed to cum again. Uncharacteristically, she pulled her dildo back out and laid down on the bed, switching it on. She moaned as she slowly inserted it inside her. Claire glanced at the door. She hadn't locked it. Often, when not looking at Calvin's art, she searched for "big black cock" images on her tablet and stared at them to help get her off. Tonight, she just stared at the door, fantasizing she heard heavy footsteps coming up the stairs, a giant black man bursting into his parents' old room. He stomped towards the bed, pulling the dildo out of her pussy as he pulled something even better out of his pants.
"AAAHHH!" she cried, cumming hard around the vibrating plastic.
**********
Claire tiptoed downstairs the next morning. She didn't need it, but she applied some makeup. She wore her cutoff jean shorts that showed off her legs and she was barefoot. A short sleeveless tank top covered her torso and showed off navel and lower belly. She glanced in awe at her houseguest or roommate would be a better term. Clarence was asleep on the covers. He was still shirtless but had stripped down to boxer briefs. The briefs were tented out in a bulge every bit as enticingly big as his brother's bulge had been. She took a deep breath through her nose, smelling the scent of semen in the room. He'd jerked off when she went to bed. The smell had her nipples poking out again, her arousal began flowing seconds later. It was a strong smell that she hadn't enjoyed for some time now. It was a good smell. She was braless and prominent nipples including her areola were visible through her top.
Claire tried to be quiet in the kitchen. She mixed some batter and took a bag of bacon out of the refrigerator. She swore his broad nostrils woke Clarence up. She could hear his sniffing over the sizzling of the bacon. Clarence sat up and stood. He stretched, she tried not to glance at him. Finally, still half-naked, he strolled into the kitchen. "I don't know what's better, what my eyes are seeing, or what my nose is smelling."
Claire blushed unsure if he was complimenting her looks or the stack of pancakes sitting on the table. His eyes were on her the nipples poking through her shirt, a shirt now clinging to her nipples as they began leaking milk. "Thank you," she said. "Scrambled okay?"
"Scrambled is wonderful," he replied, staring down at her cooking.
Upstairs, Cal started crying. The baby monitor in the living room picked it up. "Shit," she said, looking up at the ceiling.
"I got him," said Clarence. He turned and headed upstairs.
Claire's eyes followed him, his ass in the briefs was as hot is the bulge in the front. She blushed again, trying to remember if she'd hid the dildo. Right now, he was storming into the master bedroom and seeing the long black dildo sitting on the bed. "She won't be needing this anymore," said his voice through the baby monitor. She pictured him picking the dildo up with both hands and snapping it in two.
No, she'd hid it back in the dresser.
Instead, his voice did come over the monitor. "Good morning Cal. It's Uncle Clarence. Come here, little buddy." And then the sound of Cal laughing.
Maybe it would be nice to have a man around the house and someone to help her with Cal? He came downstairs carrying his nephew with a delighted look on his face. Cal laughed again seeing his mother, reaching out for her. "Help yourself," she told Clarence, taking her son.
"You're amazing," said Clarence, filling his plate.
"Don't look," she told him. "Cal's hungry." She sat down across from him with a towel over her chest, pulling one shoulder strap down, with embarrassing nursing sounds quickly coming from under the towel. "Save me one pancake and strip of bacon."
"Sorry," he apologized.
"Don't be. Eat up. I can make more if you'd like."
"This is plenty, thank you." He ate a few bites, trying not to stare at her nursing. "You know, Calvin had one dying wish, Claire."
"Your brother had a lot of dying wishes," she snorted.
"Maybe, but I know he wanted a son more than anything in the world." He went back to eating.
Claire nodded, feeling sad again. "So, what are your plans?" she asked.
"I'll need wheels and a phone. I want to try to find a job today."
"Sounds good. Calvin's car is in the garage. I don't think, he's driven it in years. I can take you to the DMV to get it tagged and your license renewed. You can have Calvin's phone and tablet too."
"That would be great," said Clarence, cleaning his plate. He looked up, staring. Claire had pushed Calvin aside and was pulling up the strap on her top, covering her bare breast. Wet bullseyes surrounded both nipples through her top.
"A messy necessity," she said, blushing again. Would you like some milk with breakfast? She thought. He reached for her breast, but the hand she was following close on his glass of orange juice. He seemed as embarrassed as she was. Claire excused herself to put a bra on and change her top.
Claire drove Clarence to the DMV and waited with Cal while Clarence got his license renewed. The rest of the morning, he spent in the garage tinkering with Calvin's car. He stopped for lunch, borrowed her car to run to the auto parts store, and soon was backing his brother's car out of the garage, heading back to the DMV to update the registration.
Clarence returned at dinner time. "Fuck, that smells good," he said, walking in the house. "Oh, sorry."
"It's fine," said Claire. "Porkchops and stuffing."
"Keep feeding me this well and I ain't never gonna leave."
"I don't want you to leave," she said, finishing dinner. "I need a man around." Claire paused a moment. "And I was hoping you'd be involved in Cal's life, but don't feel obligated if you want your own place."
"Claire, you couldn't keep me away. That little guy is all the family I have left."
"Thank you," she smiled, gratefully. "How'd things go?" She set the table as Clarence sat down. She'd sat Calvin's phone and tablet at the head of the table.
"Great," said Clarence, turning the phone on. "The car is registered and I found a job."
"What? That is great news. Where?"
"The car mechanic down near Walmart. I was always good with cars and worked in the prison garage."
"You knew Calvin's password?" She asked, watching him access both the phone and tablet.
Clarence smirked. "LXIX. The same he always used." The black man filled his plate and dug in. "When I start getting paid, I want to pay my share of the expenses."
"Your brother left me plenty..."
"I insist," said Clarence. "It's a man thing. Delicious Claire. Are all your meals this good?"
"Thanks," she said. Calvin started crying at that moment. She was mostly finished eating and pushed her plate back. When she came back with her son, Clarence had cleared the table and was filling the dishwasher. "Clarence, you don't have to do all that, but I appreciate it." The giant black man had been here a day and already more helpful and complimenting of her then Tom had been.
"My mama taught me right." He dried his hands. "I'm going to go get a shower."
Claire nodded, staring at his ass as he ascended the stairs. She carried Cal to the living room and fed him while searching for a movie to stream. She hoped they could share the couch and watch a movie together that night. She was disappointed when he came back downstairs. Clarence had shaved and showered. He was wearing a tight short sleeve short that showed off his biceps. It was tucked into his jeans and he was wearing a belt. She could smell cologne. "Going somewhere?"
"Yeah, I'm going to go hit the Home Plate and maybe Finn's. Wherever the action is."
"Oh."
"That okay with you?" he asked, his brow furrowed.
"It's fine. I just thought we might watch a movie."
"Some other time," he said. "Claire I been in jail a long time."
"And you don't want to be cooped up in here with me?"
"And I pretty much need to get laid."
"OH! Of course." She felt hurt for some reason. Thunder rumbled outside again. She couldn't bring herself to tell him good luck, but she said, "Be careful."
"I will. Thanks."
Claire felt sad when he left. She shouldn't be jealous and she certainly didn't think it appropriate that she was attracted to the brother of her father's child. She tried streaming a movie, but couldn't concentrate on it. She kept picturing Clarence in his briefs. Calvin had told her that he had a huge black cock and had a lot more experience than his older brother had. Damn, it was going to be hard sharing a home with such a stud.
Claire spent some time with Cal and retired to her room. She laid nude on her bed and closed her eyes picturing Clarence in his briefs again as she used her trusty dildo. Sometimes she saw herself riding Calvin and sometimes he morphed back into Clarence. She wasn't sure which brother she was thinking of when she came hard around her dildo. Satisfied, she put the dildo away and quickly fell asleep to the pattering of rain.
**********
A loud thunderclap woke her just as lights lit up the curtain in her room. Clarence was home. She glanced at her clock. 1:30 am, just after last call. Claire slipped out of bed and peeked out her window. It was Clarence and he was alone. She smiled. Looks like he'd struck out.
Claire laid back down on the bed, nude. She posed, staring at her door and hoping he'd come to check on her or peek in and tell her he was home. She heard him climbing the stairs. He did seem to pause at the top and she held her breath in anticipation, but instead, his steps receded and she heard him enter his old bedroom.
Claire sighed and stared at the roof listening to the rain. Well, if he wasn't going to check on her, then she could check on him, tell him Cal had kept her awake. She sat up and pulled her robe on. She tried to be quiet opening the door. She could see down the hall, his bedroom door was open, light on, so he was awake. She tiptoed down to his room and peeked around the door jam. Claire's eyes widened and she tried not to gasp at what she was seeing.
Clarence was laying in his bed, the covers pulled down under his genitalia. He was holding his erect cock up with several fingers of his left hand. It was the embodiment of pure perfection. Clarence's dark black cock resembled his brother's in size and power. The head was longer and more serpentine then Calvin's rounded bulbous cock head which made Clarence's cock slightly longer. It could have been slightly thicker too, but she couldn't tell from the angle nor could she see how massive his balls were though his legs were spread suggesting they were quite large. Claire's body began responding to the sight of it. Immediately arousal flowed freely down his thighs even as her nipples hardened and started leaking.



The large black man spit in his right hand and began coating the head of his cock with saliva. He added some more saliva as he began coating the fat shaft of his steel rod. The large hand gliding up and down the shaft covered too much of the huge black cock, but it was still mesmerizing to watch him slowly jerk off, picking up speed. His head turned. Claire started to jerk back out of sight, but he had turned his head away from her and was staring at Calvin's tablet leaning against the wall. The image showed a buxom woman, some porn star or bikini model or... Claire focused her eyes on the image. The picture was of her in her bikini posing in the yard for Calvin. Clarence had zoomed in on the image so that her body filled the screen.
Claire ducked back, leaning against the wall in the hallway. She could hear Clarence making small grunting noises. He could be jerking off to any image he wanted to on the web, but instead, he was jerking off to a picture of her. Her heartbeat and breathing increased. He wanted her. She wanted that cock. But was it appropriate? Her body needed that cock. She should wait and see if something natural developed between the two of them. She wanted that cock. Or she could take the bull by the horns or the black bull by the cock and just go for it. She wanted that cock. NOW!"
Clarence jumped when he heard the knock on the door. He yanked the blanket up and pulled the tablet down to cover the screen. "Yes?"
"Hey, sorry, I heard you come home and saw you were up," she said appearing in the doorway. "You left your door open."
"Don't like feeling locked in."
"No luck tonight?" she stepped into the room.
"Nope," he grunted. "Neither Finn's nor the Home Plate were crowded. I think the storm kept people home tonight."
"Good," she said. "I'm glad you didn't get lucky."
"You are?"
"I know you have needs, Clarence. Well, a girl got needs too." Claire pulled the belt, loosening her robe. It came open, displaying a strip of flesh down her front. His eyes stared down at her chestnut-haired bush. She shrugged the robe off her shoulders and his eyes left her pussy to take in her large breasts. "Unless you think it's too weird or inappropriate?" She stepped closer.
"It's not weird." Clarence pulled the cover down and lifted his cock up. "And I think I got what you need?"
"That's exactly what I need," she said, falling to her knees beside the bed. She leaned over and stared at him while her lips kissed the tip to his cock. Her tongue twirled around the crown eliciting a loud groan from Clarence. She engulfed the head in her mouth, trying to keep a hold of it as she climbed onto the bed. She failed, the cock slapping hard down on Clarence's stomach, but she quickly pulled it back up as she kneeled between the large black man's legs. Claire opened her mouth and took the head inside again. Soon, she was bobbing her head, swallowing more and more of the thick black cock down her throat. Clarence was slowly thrusting his cock still groaning. She was out of practice, but her experience came back fast and soon her lips were kissing his pubes. She slowly sucked back up, holding the shaft as it left her mouth. "I love sucking big black cock," she said, looking up at him.
"It shows," he moaned.
"Anytime you want a blow job, just ask," she said, taking the head back in her mouth and sucking a third of his cock rapidly.
"Oh god," he moaned, lifting his upper body. He reached down and grabbed her wrist. "As great as this is, I want more than a blow job." He pulled her up.
His cock slapped back down on his stomach. "I want more too." Claire kissed his scrotum and licked up his shaft, crawling forwards, kissing his cock head, his hard abdominals, his chest, neck, her lips met his, both their tongues hungrily fighting before she broke contact. Claire kissed his flat African nose, between his eyes, her pussy sliding up his shaft. Claire reared up.
"JESUS CHRIST!" growled Clarence, as her firm EE were thrust into his face. "Look at these titties." His hands ran down the curves of her breasts, squeezing the ends so that her nipples expanded out in his grip. Clarence raised his head and sucked one erect nipple into his mouth just as she pushed her pussy down around the tip of his cock. They both moaned in pleasure. She held his head to her chest as she pushed her pussy back into his shaft. "FUUHHCCKK!" He groaned as she arched her back, pushing down on his shaft.
"Cumming," she gasped as she sat down onto the base of his shaft. Her pussy squeezed down around this new cock just as little jets of milk shot from her nipples. "Fuck, black cock is so good," she moaned, gasping for breath. "I'm gonna fuck that black cock good."
"Ride it, gurl," he moaned, grabbing her waist and helping pull her as she rode his shaft. "My black cock likes that white pussy," he told her. She whimpered in pleasure. "Bring those big ass titties closer."
"AAAHHH!" she screamed, cumming hard around his cock again when his lips sucked one of her nipples into his mouth. She felt her milk squirt across his tongue. He seemed to love it, sucking harder and lifting his hips into her every time his strong hands pulled her down. "AAAGAIN!" More milk shot into his mouth. Clarence switched nipples fucking her faster, harder. "Cumming AGAIN!" An even stronger jet of milk filled his mouth as her orgasm rocked her body and she fell limply in his hands.
Clarence released her nipple, kissing it as he slowly worked his cock around waiting for her to recover. When she finally lifted her head, he grunted, "Hang on."
"Aah!" she squealed in shock as he flipped her over on her back. His cock flew up from her pussy, dripping with her arousal. He kneeled between her legs, bending his cock back down and pushing the head into her pussy. Clarence grabbed her under the knees and lifted her ass off the bed pulling her into his cock. He started thrusting his hips, fucking her slowly. "OHMYGOD," she gasped, staring up his body in awe. His brother couldn't have fucked her like this and Claire found herself dominated by Clarence's big black cock. "Fuck me," she gasped. "Fuck my pussy, Clarence. Cumming." Her pussy tried to hold his cock still as she came all around it. "Keep fucking my... your pussy. It's your pussy now. Fuck your pussy." Claire cried out again as she came all over his cock.
"Gonna bust a nut in my pussy," he grunted, face straining as he fucked her hard.
"Oh my god, yes," she moaned, thrashing her head from side to side. "Seed your pussy, lover."
"FFUUCCKK!!" He slammed forward, holding her legs tight as his first load of cum filled her womb.
"YYYEEESSS!" she screamed. For a moment, Claire found herself staring up at Calvin, and she gazed lovingly upon the face of the father of her son. The big one? She asked.
"The really big orgasm you have when I fill your womb up with my seed." He told her.
The big one wracked her body. It hadn't even occurred to her to make Clarence sheath his magnificent cock nor would she ever ask him to. Each burst of sperm kept her orgasm going. Her tits quivered, shooting jets of milk into the air with each jerk of his cock. Her pussy squeezed down and exploded around his pulsing shaft, muscles gripping him tightly trying to milk every drop of his seed from the huge balls and there was a lot of seed.
The big one! God, she'd missed the big one.
"Dayumn," groaned Clarence, pulling his spent cock out of her. He squeezed up the shaft, milking one final shot of semen from the head that sprayed her stomach and tits. He let go and his cock fell on her crotch and stomach.
"Wow," she gasped, staring up at this amazing stud. He was staring down at her body equally impressed. His semen began leaking out of her pussy and dripping on his bed. "I guess I should clean up."
"Guess so," he said, but he didn't move. He continued staring at his floppy cock laying across her pubes and belly, at her tits, and her lovely face. "Guess so," he said, again, moving aside.
Claire climbed to her feet, cupping her hands between his legs as she hurried off to the hallway bathroom. She spent twenty minutes in the shower trying to force as much of his seed out of her, but afterward, her womb still sloshed with his fertile seed.
Claire found herself embarrassed and thought about wrapping a towel around her body. Instead, she walked naked back into his room. Clarence was sitting up on his side, one leg cocked. His spent cock hung down over the side, soft, but still a foot long. Wow, she thought, staring at his body. His eyes were staring back at hers. She bent down and retrieved her robe. "I meant what I said, Clarence."
"What was that?"
"You owned my pussy. Your pussy will be in the master bedroom whenever you want it."
He nodded.
Claire turned, clutching her robe and made for the door. She heard the bed creak as he got up. She glanced back as he followed her, black banana cock swinging from thigh to thigh.
"You didn't think I was done with you, did you?" He said.
His cock was already rising again as he followed her into her bedroom.
**********
"And he never left." Claire looked up at the white clouds moving quickly through the blue sky in the breeze. She took a deep breath of the fresh air and continued. "Clarence had been without a woman for seven years and he told me he wanted to make up for the lost time. We fucked five times a day for two months. He loved fucking doggy style and was delighted when I asked him to fuck my ass. He was dominant in bed, yet affectionate." She smiled remembering all the times' Clarence had taken control in bed, rubbing her feet and massaging her lovingly afterward until she fell asleep. "It wasn't long before I was pregnant again. Clarence was delighted and proposed a week later. I was seven months pregnant when I became Mrs. Claire Custis. My dad came around reluctantly and gave me away. Clarence loved the outdoors after being locked up for seven years as did my dad and they ended up hitting it off. They started going on fishing trips together, taking Cal along when he got older, including Clarence Jr when he got old enough to accompany them."
Claire kneeled in the grass and started digging a hole with a trowel. "Clarence was a great husband and father, loving Cal as much as he did his own son. He wasn't perfect. He cheated on me. About once a month, he and his coworkers would go out drinking at the Home Plate. When word got out that he was out of jail, women started coming around looking for him, ex-girlfriends, and former classmates. Liz, that bitch, was working as a waitress there. She'd call me or stop by the house to rat out Clarence. I think she wanted to start trouble between us. She still wasn't a fan of blacks and always got a funny look on her face whenever she saw little Cal and Clarence. She swore Clarence was usually just minding his own business, drinking with his friends, and couldn't understand why all those women kept throwing themselves at him. I made the mistake of telling her."
Claire placed the marigolds in the hole she'd dug and spread the remaining dirt around. "She didn't believe me when I held my hands apart fourteen inches to describe his cock, but the next time, Clarence went out drinking, I'm pretty sure it was Liz's car I saw dropping him off at 4 am and many times after that. I don't think she hates black men anymore." Claire smirked, remembering Calvin's story about how his brother's girlfriend in high school's bragging on his prowess led to him fucking a lot the girls in his senior class. "I blame myself for that hookup. I shouldn't have told her."
"One day I was driving by my old shop and on a whim, I pulled over and walked through it. The next day I brought Clarence by and showed it to him, telling him about my failed business. We stepped outside and I said, "imagine turning my shop into an office and waiting room. Now imagine a garage next door." He didn't know anything about running a business, but I did. A year later, Custis Car Care was open for business. I ran the office and did the books; he ran the garage and the mechanics. We thrived, turned a profit fairly quickly and I'm proud to say, we're looking into opening a second shop." Claire stood back up and brushed her knees off.
"Well, about five years in, I decided I wanted another baby. Clarence was reluctant. He wanted to start traveling. He had grand plans of buying an RV and visiting all the natural parks. He really loves the outdoors. He did think it was hot as hell fucking again when I was off birth control. Ten months later, Clarice was born. He was smitten the first time he lifted his daughter in his arms. He stopped going out drinking with the guys and I'm pretty sure he hasn't cheated on me since."
"We took a new family portrait and it hangs in the living room where the old Custis family portrait once hung. The old one now hangs at the top of the stairs. I love my life and family and couldn't be happier. Clarice just turned four, Clarence is seven, Cal is nine now and you'll be thrilled that he takes after me in height." Claire sighed. "And if you're wondering, even at forty-two, I'm still hot as hell."
"Hotter," said a deep voice behind her.
Claire turned around. "How long have you been listening?"
"Long enough," he smiled sadly. Clarence had a bottle of champagne and two glasses.
"How did you know I was here?"
"Cal told me you visit ever anniversary of my brother's death." Clarence stepped up, looking down at his brother's grave. "You should have told me. I'd have liked to come with you." He opened the champagne and poured some in the two plastic glasses. Clarice ran past chasing Clarence. Cal walked silently up behind them, staring down at the stone with his father's name on it.
"Sorry. I like to come by and recap our life and fill him in on the past year. You can come next year."
Clarence nodded and handed Claire a glass. He held it up. "To Calvin Custis. Thank you for bringing this wonderful woman into my life. Thank you for my children. Your son is amazing. I tell him about his father all the time. He's tall, but unfortunately has your looks." He smiled and then sobbed. "I miss you brother." He wiped his eyes and held the glass out. "To Calvin."
"To Calvin," said Claire, a tear rolling down her cheek. They clinked glasses and drained their champagne.
Clarence held the bottle out and poured a little on his brother's grave. He walked past the grave. "And to you mom and dad." He poured some on his parent's joint tombstone. "I know I disappointed you, but I hope you're proud of me now. These three rug rats are your grandkids."
"I'm sure they're very proud of you," said Claire, taking her husband's arm. "Let's go. Cal, round up your brother and sister." She turned towards her car. "What the hell is that?" she asked, looking at the large RV parked behind her.
"What was that you said about grand plans?" he replied. "The kids are old enough and I'm dying to see the country."
Claire laughed. "You're right, but it looks like it will be crowded."
"I got some tents so that we can have our fun time." They made their way through the graveyard. "I'm sorry I cheated on you, Claire," he said, sheepishly.
She gave her husband a reassuring smile. "I'd be lying if I said it didn't bother me, but people who live in glass houses shouldn't throw stones. If I hadn't cheated on Tom, I'd never have had Calvin or met you. Your brother was sleeping with a married woman..."
"Bangin' Mrs. Barnes," grunted Clarence. "Mmmmmm."
"Shut up." She sighed. "No, I didn't like it. Mostly, I was worried you might have knocked one of them up. We both know you won't wear a condom."
"Nope," Clarence smirked. "Still, I'm sorry. You're all I need in a woman. Smart too. Is that why you kept everything in your name?"
"Gotta protect what's yours. Am I right, that you haven't cheated since Clarice was born?" Claire looked up at her husband. He nodded. Having a daughter made him grow up a little. "And my friend Liz?" He nodded again and Claire swore his black cheeks turned darker with embarrassment. "What did you think of her?"
"She was alright."
"Seriously, tell me. Was she a good lay? She's pretty good looking. Hated blacks though."
Clarence hesitated, probably worried his words might get him in trouble. "She was a great fuck once she got over her fear of the BBC. And yeah, she's gorgeous though she doesn't hold a candle to you. And let's just say, she doesn't hate blacks anymore though she did like calling me the "N" word."
"Oh, Clarence, I'm sorry." She reached out and took his hand.
"Don't be. It was actually pretty hot. And she didn't call me the "N" word exactly, she called my cock the "N" word. Like how you always talk about sucking or fucking my big black cock only she'd replace black with," He made finger quotes, "nigga." He thought it over a moment. "It would start with her acting like she was fucking beneath her station to her screaming out that she was a slut for big nigga cock. Yeah, pretty hot."
"I see," said Claire jealously, but she squeezed his hand reassuringly. She'd scene Liz in a bikini many times and pictured her friend's nude body screaming out for her husband's nigga cock as she discovered what a big orgasm was. She also remembered her own time with Liz in the closet. "You should call her."
Clarence stopped in surprise, releasing her hand. Claire kept walking. "You want me to sleep with her again?"
"She's an old friend. I was thinking we could have her over for dinner." Claire said, without looking behind her.
"You sure that's wise?"
Claire finally glanced behind her. "I was thinking I might like to try a three-way." She smiled at his expression, turned away, and headed towards her car.
Claire heard the kids running up, still laughing. "Daddy daddy, come on." Cal and Clarence took his hands trying to pull him after their mother.
Little Clarice was the last voice. "Daddy, why's your mouth hanging open?"
THE END
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Janice bent down to kiss her husband on the cheek. "Bye, have a good day at the office, sweetie," she told him.
Moshe was a good half foot shorter than his wife which would have bothered a lot of men, but after nearly forty years of marriage, he'd grown used to it. "See you later tonight, Janice," he said, hefting his briefcase.
"I almost forgot my radio's dead. Pick me up to D batteries on your way home, Moshe."
Being shorter than his wife, put Moshe on almost eye level with her breasts for most of their marriage though now her ponderous bosom was hanging lower than they used too. Janice at 58, had kept in remarkable shape through their marriage. Her amazing figure was well displayed in her yoga outfit. Tight gray yoga pants hugged her ass and hips and showed off her shapely legs. Her sleeveless top tightly gripped her breasts, trying to hold them still and stopped at her bare flat belly. "Sure, two double D's," he said, chuckling, and underestimating her breast size by two cups, but what did men know?
Janice patted him on the head and waved bye as he backed his car down the driveway. She walked back through the house, grabbed her yoga mat, and exited through the back door into their yard. She unrolled her mat in the grass and began to go through her routine. Immediately, she missed her music. She couldn't stand headphones and always played her Eastern Zen music through an old boombox. She almost considered skipping her yoga session, but instead, she focused on her breathing and the sounds of the breeze rustling the leaves and nearby sounds of nature entering a Zenlike state until...
"What about the neighbors?"
Janice opened one eye and cocked her ear.
"It's safe. Janice always plays her music when she's outside doing her yoga." It was her neighbor Donna's voice coming from the other side of the fence.
Janice sat down on her mat, cross-legged, preparing to meditate. She took a deep breath.
"OH GOD! FUCK ME! Give me that big cock."
Janice opened her eyes. Sounds like Bill and Donna are going at it, she thought. Well, she wasn't going to be able to meditate with that going on. She rolled over and got on all fours, stretching one leg behind her.
"That's it stud, make me cum."
"You like that big cock, slut?" asked Bill in a deeper voice than normal.
Janice pushed down on her arms. Lucky bitch, she thought with a sigh. If I were married to a hunk like Bill, I'd do him every night. Janice had started taking hormone pills and found herself with an increased libido that her husband couldn't satisfy. She rolled over on her back, lifting her rear end off the mat as high as she could.
"AAHH! CUMMING!"
Damn! Listening to those two go at it is making me horny. Janice felt her nipple pushing into her top. Her panty was growing damp too. Not fair, she thought. Donna's on her third orgasm already and Moshe hasn't given me one in forty years. Janice sighed and stood up. She couldn't concentrate with the sounds of her attractive neighbor's lovemaking. As she glanced towards their yard, she noticed how close she was to the wood fence separating their yards. There were gaps between the fence. She knew she shouldn't, but Janice found herself bending over and putting her eye up to one of the gaps. I shouldn't peek, but...
"I love your BLACK COCK!"
Black? Janice angled her head so that both eyes were staring into her neighbor's yard. "Oh my god!" she gasped out loud, but there was no way the two fucking in their backyard could hear her.
Donna was bent over embracing a shade tree. Her tits were held firm by one of her skimpy bikini tops. Her panty was missing and the man behind her wasn't Bill.
"Take that black cock, bitch," bellowed the son of man that took care of all the lawns on the block.
"UNH! UNH! UNH!" grunted Donna each time the black man buried what was truly a monster of a cock. Janice wished he'd pull It out so that she could see exactly how huge that thigh was. At least a foot long, she guessed. Jerome was all man too. His shirt was off, his musculature that of a heavyweight boxer. He wore a rag tied over his head to keep the sweat off his face. He'd pulled his pants down under his huge cock. "You fill me up so good, baby." Donna was humping her ass back into the thrusts of Jerome's black cock.
"Here it cums, slut," said Jerome, shoving his cock balls deep. Donna screamed again, hugging the tree tighter to keep from collapsing. Janice finally got to see it in all it's glory when Jerome pulled it out, shooting a wad of semen over Donna's back before Donna could spin around and kneel, his cock splattering semen across her face before she grabbed the shaft and pulled the still spurting cock down into her mouth. "More than a foot long," she muttered staring at the swollen monster.
Janice just stared, mouth hanging open in shock. Jerome had pumped most of his load into Donna's pussy, but just the large strand of ejaculate he'd shot across her back had rivaled a lifetime of Moshe's orgasms, and Donna still appeared to be gulping semen down her throat, her hand jerking the shaft for every last drop as if she enjoyed the taste of the man's semen.
"AHEM!"
Janice jumped, sheepishly looking up at the older black man standing over her. She pushed herself to her feet. "Mr. Stanford!" she said. The older black man was older than her, but landscaping kept him in good shape. He was also Jerome's father. "I forgot it was yard day. I'll leave you to your work." Janice's face flushed as she sidled past him.
Mark Stanford raised an eyebrow and watched Janice Silverstein enter her house before leaning forward and peering through the gap in the wood fencing. He chuckled to himself at the sight of Donna gazing adoringly up at his son Jerome while licking around the head of his cock.
So embarrassed, thought Janice hurrying up her stairs. I can't believe she's cheating on Bill. The Millers seemed like such a loving couple, good decent folk. She pulled her top off as she entered her bedroom. Losing their support, her ponderous bosom fell, her hard nipples parallel with her bellybutton. Her thoughts were filled with images of Jerome's huge penis. She'd never imagined anything like that. She could barely comprehend a man having a penis that big if she hadn't seen it with her own eyes.
Janice bent forward, her breasts dangling like udders as she pulled her yoga pants down, revealing her purple panty. Janice knew one thing after watching her married white neighbor having sex with the black gardener, she was horny. She laid down on the bed, leaning over to retrieve her reliable little pink vibrator. She held the ends in both hands. Its penetrating length was only five and a half inches similar to Moshe when he'd be able to get an erection. "You seem small now old friend," she told it.
Janice raised her hips and slipped her panty down her legs. She slowly slipped the vibrator inside her. She was soaked and took it easily, flipping it to maximum vibrate, she began working it slowly in and out of her pussy. Usually, she just buried it and squeezed her legs together, but today she was imagining she was getting fucked. Fuck me with your big black cock, she thought, picturing Jerome's hard muscular body with his giant black cock rearing up between his legs. He spread her legs open, nearly lifting her body off the bed as he pushed the bulbous head of his cock into her pussy. Fuck me, Jerome. I want it all. Fuck me. Fuck me. Fuck me. "AAAH!" she squealed. "CUMMING!"
Janice's hips collapsed on the bed as she caught her breath. "Wow!" she gasped. She'd never cum that quickly or that hard before.
Janice got off her bed and headed to the bathroom. She freshened up, still feeling the afterglow of a good orgasm. She grabbed her pill bottle and emptied two in her palm. What's gotten into me, she thought, looking down and blaming the hormone pills in her hand. They were making her constantly horny and Moshe hadn't even had an erection in twenty years. He was twelve years older than she was and had been suffering from limp dick since he was fifty. She hefted her breasts up off her belly, staring at herself. Aside from her big bosom, her body was lean and fit, belly flat, and her bushy pubic mound was still brown with no gray hairs in it. The pills had made them bigger too as well as making her nipples sensitive. Just touching them sent tremors of desire straight to her pussy. A 58 year-old-woman should not be as horny as a teenage girl, but she was.
Janice dressed in slacks and a purple top. She retrieved her dildo and washed it off before carrying it into the den where she sat it beside her computer. "Sorry old friend, but I think it's time for an upgrade," she said, searching for a larger dildo. "Should I get a big white dildo or a black one? Decisions... decisions."
Her search came up with a variety of dildoes with size comparisons, their color growing darker as they got bigger. "Looks like the big ones only come in black," she said, surprised. "I guess that answers that question." She looked for one that might compare to Jerome's mighty weapon and clicked purchase.
**********
Jerome waited beside the Stanford and Son work van in the prison parking lot. The bald muscular black man walked out of the building, taking a whiff of the outside. He looked around and saw Jerome. "Yo J." He waved.
Jerome walked to greet him. "Deon, my man. Welcome back to society, bro." He opened his arms and hugged his ex-cellmate. The men pounding each other on the back.
Deon got in the passenger side of the van and Jerome drove off. "Mowing lawns, huh?" asked Deon.
"Yep." Jerome grinned, glancing over at his friend. "Doesn't pay much, but there are fringe benefits and I got some plans to make us some cash."
"I ain't goin back to jail, bro."
"This is all on the up and up. Trust me."
"Anyway bro, I owe you for the job and place to stay." Deon stared out the window at scenery he hadn't seen in five years, wondering what the fringe benefits were.
**********
One week later...
Janice stood in the doorway wearing only her blue bathrobe. "Have a good day, sweetie," she yelled, smiling and waving as Moshe left for work. Her package had arrived and she couldn't wait to try out her new toy. She'd worn the little pink one out, using it daily, as she impatiently waited for her new one to arrive and wishing she'd chosen expedited shipping.
"Bye dear," called Moshe.
Just hurry up and go, she thought, disappearing back inside as his car backed down the driveway. Her eyes were filled with anticipation as she opened her package. I can't wait to try this thing out, she thought. She gasped at the sight of her new black dildo. "Well, hello there, stud," she said, lifting it and running her fingers over the lifelike ridges and veins. It was big and she doubted, she'd be able to take more than half, but she sure wanted to try.
Janice ran up the stairs, black dildo in hand. She loosened her robe, letting it fall open as she laid down on the bed. Janice spread her legs and brought the head of her dildo up to her pussy and slowly pushed it in, gasping with delight at how much better just the big head was feeling. "Oh my god, this feels amazing," she said, grabbing the shaft and pushing more inside her. The dildo was filling her up like never before, but her pussy was soaking it, making it easier to glide in and out. Her hand slid down the shaft to the dial on the base and she turned to vibrations on. "OH SHIT! CUMMING ALREADY!" she cried, her hips humping up into the dildo, wanting more of the massive fake cock. She held on to the base as her orgasm was trying to push it out. She pushed it deeper, about three-quarters of the shaft inside her, opening up virgin territory in her pussy. Janice was breathing heavily, she released the shaft and laid back, enjoying the vibrations. Her hands found her nipples, squeezing, and pulling at them. Her nipples were so hard it was like they were trying to pull her breasts out. Her pussy felt so full, so good. Her vaginal muscles were squeezing the shaft, trying to pull it deeper and force it out. Her body wished it were fucking her. She squeezed her nipples hard, feeling her pussy squeezing tightly around the cock. She was going to cum aga...
"AAAHH!" Janice screamed, her hips rising off the bed. "FUUUCK!" Her pussy erupted around the plastic shaft, actually sucking it in an inch deeper before the force of her orgasm shot the black dildo right out of her, followed by a spray of her orgasmic fluids.
Janice collapsed on the bed in a pleasurable daze. She sat up long enough to grab her black dildo. It was soaked. She turned it off and rested it between her breasts, laying back down, fingers caressing down the ridges and veins. Wow! She thought, staring in awe at her new toy. Wow! Two huge orgasms. Never had two with the little white one. Wow! Might have kept going if it hadn't shot out of my pussy. "I think this is the beginning of a beautiful relationship," she told it, still caressing, the well-detailed lifelike shaft.
Janice pulled her robe around her and finally forced herself out of bed. She sat on the edge, reaching down into her drawer, she pulled out her old friend. The little white dildo she'd had for ten years purchased when her hormone pills started driving her crazy. Never in a million years would she have thought that a nice Jewish girl like her would own a vibrator, let alone trade a little one in for a giant black one. She stood up and tossed it in the wastebasket. "You were a loyal friend," she told it, holding it over the opening of her trash can. "But I'm sorry, your services are no longer required." And with that, she let it go.
Janice let her robe fall to the floor and dressed in her yoga pants and workout clothes. Before heading out back to do her workout, she gently rested her black dildo on her pillow. "Blackie, I'll see you after my workout," she told it with a wink and blowing a kiss at it. If the second time was a good as the first, she might even consider a third session with it before Moshe got home.
Janice was still thinking about her dildo as she went through her exercises, she even pictured it while meditating. Moshe had not surprisingly forgotten the batteries last week, so she had to focus her mind on something. If the real thing was that good, she could understand why Donna might cheat on Bill. She sat, curling one leg under her while bending her other leg. She entered her zen state, focusing on Blackie, the image in her mind changing from her new dildo to Jerome's giant cock blasting semen on her neighbor's face.
"HEY BABY!"
Janice's head turned towards her fence.
"Jerome, I was just thinking about you."
Oh my god, he's back, she thought, her heart began pounding in her chest. Without even thinking about it, she found herself on all fours, crawling towards her fence. I shouldn't peep, but... well, she wanted to see it again.
"Who's that?" asked Donna.
"This is my boy, Deon."
"Jerome, I don't know about this..."
"Relax baby, you and Deon are gonna be great friends. Show her what you got Deon."
Janice peeped through the gap, mouth falling open, her eyes opening wide. They were beside the tree again, Donna in her blue bikini. Jerome was on her right side untying her panty. The new guy, Deon was on her left. He was wearing dark shorts, pulled down under an enormous erect black penis. Donna already had one hand on it, stroking along its hardness. Both black men had their shirts off, hard muscular chests glistening with sweat.
"I think I like the fringe benefits," said Deon, smiling down at Donna's white hand stroking his black shaft. He was bald, good-looking, and had a great physique. His skin and body were very similar to Jerome's except for Jerome's van dyke covering his upper lips and chin. Deon's cock was every bit as large as Jerome's. They could have been brothers.
Janice was a little shocked that Donna appeared to be about to take on two enormous black cocks. She certainly wasn't resisting. Her panty fell to her feet and Jerome started pulling the strings on the top. His hand rested on her shoulder pushing her down.
Nude, Donna fell on her knees. Janice was jealous of her breasts. She had been overweight, but when she started dieting she lost weight everywhere but for her breasts. They were about 32FF and sagged like Janice's until Bill had paid to have them lifted. Now they were high and proud on her chest. Perfect. She had the kind of fit, but jiggly body men loved. Donna pulled Deon's cock towards her lips and began slurping around the head.
Donna was sucking Deon's cock like she enjoyed it. Jerome pulled his pants off and stepped out of them, cock rising as he turned towards Donna. Janice's lovely neighbor turned her attention on Jerome's cock sucking it lustfully while Deon slipped his shorts off.
Janice watched as Donna turn her attention from one black man to the next. She sucked nearly two-thirds of Deon's cock down her throat, before turning and doing the same to Jerome. Her free hand rapidly jerking off Deon's cock while she sucked Jerome. Donna released Jerome and turned her head back to Deon's swollen cock. It suddenly without warning exploded cum all over Donna's face. She released the shaft momentarily to wipe seed from her eyes. His cock bounced wildly, spraying semen from her tits to her hair, before she grabbed it again and pulled him down to her mouth, sucking out the rest of his seed.
"Sorry, it's been five years since a woman sucked me off," apologized Deon, somewhat shamefacedly.
You've got nothing to apologize for, thought Janice watching Jerome kneel. Donna fell over on all fours, never letting his cock leave her mouth. As for Deon, his cock was still sticking straight out, at least a foot from his pubes. He grabbed his shaft which grew another inch as he stroked it while kneeling behind Donna and lining his cock up with her pussy. Janice hadn't believed a man could recover that fast. Even on her two-week honeymoon, Moshe usually needed a day to recharge. By the second week, it was every other day. As soon as they got settled into married life, sex was once a week, for five years, then once a month for another five before dropping off to special occasions for ten years and then twenty years of limp dick. It wasn't his fault as heart meds slowed his blood flow, but even penis pills like Hard-On didn't affect it. Moshe had a choice of either limp dick or a heart attack.
Fwap! Fwap! Fwap!
Janice was so close to the action; she could hear the noise coming from Deon's rapid rhythmic fucking Donna's very wet pussy. She could hear slurping noises coming from Donna's mouth. The Silversteins were nearly orthodox Jews and Janice had never laid eyes on pornography before. She'd never even conceived of a woman taking two men at once. She couldn't believe Deon was lasting so long at the pace he was ramming his black cock in and out of Donna's pussy. She couldn't believe what she was seeing.
And then it got interesting.
"What have we here?" Donna's friend had just walked around the house into the back yard. Janice had met her before. Jenny, if she remembered correctly. Jenny had one hand on her hips, frowning down at the threesome through her glasses.
Ha! Slut just got caught, thought Janice, wondering where this was going. It was like she had her own soap opera next door. And then Jenny let her skirt drop down her legs.
"Don't be selfish, Donna," said Jenny, standing there in just her pink panty.
What the hell? Janice watched Jenny lean over and slide her panty down. She had another envious body, breasts as large as Donna's, youthful and firm. Deon bellowed, pulling Donna's hips back into his cock. She gagged around Jerome's cock, cumming hard as Deon seeded her pussy. Jenny kneeled opposite Donna, opening her mouth. Deon took the hint, pulling his spurting cock out of Donna and shooting a blast of semen across her back. He turned and Jenny took the end of his cock in her mouth, gulping his sperm down.



Apparently, the blow job wasn't doing it for Jerome. He pulled out and laid on his back. Donna guided him into her pussy and started riding him, moaning and cumming almost immediately. Deon looked spent, his huge cock finally hanging down, still drizzling sperm. Jenny straddled Jerome's face and planted her pussy down on his mouth. She quickly started gasping, leaning forward, and making out with her friend Donna who reached out tugging Jenny's nipples. Playing with her nipples and Jerome's tongue soon had Jenny cumming all over Jerome's mouth.
Janice reached down underneath her, feeling between her legs. The crotch of her yoga pants was soaked. She started pushing her finger inside as she watched the action. She was horny and ready for Blackie again, but couldn't take her eyes off the action.
Jerome was finally cumming, Donna was sitting in his lap, softly whimpering. Deon's cock had gotten rock hard for the third time. He was standing near Jenny getting his cock sucked while she still humped Jerome's tongue. Eventually, he grabbed her arm and pulled her off Jerome. Soon Jenny was bouncing in his lap, cumming hard over his black cock, Jerome standing and feeding his limp cock to Jenny. A minute later, she was sucking his hard cock. Donna kneeled nearby waiting for someone to pay attention to her.
Jenny collapsed on Deon's hard chest. "No more. I can't take anymore."
Deon let her get up, telling her, "Go kneel by yo friend."
The two men stood in front of the women, jerking off their shafts while the girls slurped on the ends of their cocks.
"AHEM! Need help Mrs. Silverstein?"
Janice froze, slowing sliding her finger down underneath her and praying Mr. Stanford hadn't seen what she was doing even as he'd approached her from behind and had a perfect view. "Shit!" she said, pushing herself up. "Mr. Stanford? No thanks. I lost a contact... No, I mean I thought I head something. Uh, wait, my contacts are inside. I'll just leave you to your work." Janice slipped inside her house. She'd never been more embarrassed in her life.
Stanford bent down and peeked through the fence. Heh! Heh! Heh! He chuckled, watching Jerome's and Deon baptizing the two women with their cum. Donna and Jenny had their tongues out, face dripping with black seed.
Janice hadn't even managed to undress. She was sitting on her bed, top pulled above her breasts and yoga pants down around her legs. "Oh my god! Oh my god! Oh my god!" she cried working Blackie in and out of her needy pussy. She turned the vibrations up, falling back on the bed, raising her legs, she pulled Blackie into her pussy, taking the entire thing for the first time. "YYEEESSS!" she screamed, her pussy exploding around the dildo. Her orgasm was even larger than last time, it's explosive force trying to shoot the dildo out again, but she held it buried deep, her orgasm seeming to last forever. Eventually, it got so intense, Janice yanked the dildo out of her pussy to make it stop. She collapsed on the bed, gasping for breath and staring at the ceiling until she recovered enough to sit up.
Janice made her way to the shower. What's gotten into me? She wondered, lathering soap over her breasts and gasping as her nipples were still hard and sensitive. I know what HASN'T gotten into me, a real live penis in twenty years.
Janice stepped out of the shower, drying her well-developed body off and wrapping a towel around her hair and torso. She'd never felt this satisfied in her life. Her body was tingling, her nipples still ached wanting to be touched, and her vaginal muscles were spasming inwards and out, acting like it wanted more of her new dildo. She was also ravenously thirsty.
Janice had a made some fresh lemonade. She hurried downstairs and retrieved the pitcher from her refrigerator. She sat down and poured herself a glass, sighing as her thirst was finally quenched. She listened to the sound of Mr. Stanford mowing the lawn, glancing up as he passed by her window. He passed in the other direction and she could see sweat pouring down his face. Poor man, looks hot," she thought.
Janice lost her towel and retrieved her blue robe, tightening the belt around her waist. She opened the sliding glass door, holding the pitcher of lemonade up. "Would you like some lemonade, Mr. Stanford?" she yelled.
He stopped the mower. "That would be wonderful," he replied, wiping his arm across his forehead.
"Come in and get out of the heat." Janice stepped back into her house and went to get Mr. Stanford a glass.
When Janice stepped back into the room, Mr. Stanford was standing over her record collection, flipping through them, occasionally pulling one out and whistling. "You're into jazz and the blues?" said Stanford. "I've seen many of these live."
"So have I. My dad owned a jazz club."
Stanford sat down at her counter and took a sip of lemonade. "Delicious, Mrs. Silverstein."
"Call me Janice," she replied, smiling.
"Mark."
They chatted amicably for a few minutes and Janice found herself warming up to Mark quickly. It turned out that Mark had frequented her father's jazz club several times. Talking with Mark reminded her of how much she missed hanging out with friends. Mark quickly drained his glass and she wasn't ready to stop talking with him. "Refill?" she asked, holding the pitcher up.
Mark held his glass up. "Yes, pl... AAAAAAHHH!" Mark jumped up as the lid of the container slid off and a wave of lemonade poured out straight into his lap.
"Oh, god! So sorry," squealed Janice looking in horror at the mess she'd made. She grabbed a roll of paper towels and started wiping up. Mark was soaked, both his pants and shirt were wet. "Sorry Mark, you can use my shower to wash up."
Mark stood and followed Janice up the stairs. "Really Mrs. Silverstein, I'm fine just hosing off outside." His eyes glanced admiringly at a picture of three bikini clad beauties on the wall. The women were all quite stunning with large chests, resembling three stages of Janice Silverstein. Janice was on the left, a woman in her thirties was in the middle, her breasts were huge and starting to fall. The last woman looked late teens, wore a tiny blue bikini, that held her DD chest high and tight. He couldn't help glancing admiringly at the three women.
"Nonsense. Use my shower and I'll throw your clothes in the dryer. I insist."
Mark stripped in the shower, handing Janice his wet clothes through a gap in the door. Lastly, he pulled his underwear off and handed that through. Janice crinkled her nose at the sight of his underwear. Yuck, she thought looking at the yellow stains. "I'll rinse these off and throw them in the dryer." She pulled the door shut and headed back downstairs to rinse his clothes off in the sink.
Mark lathered up his body, enjoying the shower. His mind wandered to the three hot women in bikinis in Janice's picture, to Mrs. Silverstein clad in her short robe, showing off her impressive cleavage, and lastly, Janice down on all fours, fingering herself while peering through the fence at his son. His hand found his cock and started stroking it as it swelled rapidly.
"That felt good," said Mark coming out of the bathroom with a towel wrapped around his waist.
Janice was waiting for him in the bedroom. "Your clothes should be dry in about forty minutes," she told him. Secretly, she was thrilled to have him another forty minutes and wanted to continue their conversation. "Let's go back downsta..." Janice looked down at Mark's hand pulling the belt on her robe. He'd sat down on her bed. "MR. STANFORD?"
"Just unwrapping my present," he replied, pulling the belt until her robe almost fell open.
Janice yanked the belt out of his grasp, stepping back. "Get out! NOW!" She pointed towards the stairs.
Mark stood, holding his hands up for peace. "You want some black meat, woman. Quit pretending."
Janice was mortified that he believed she was the kind of woman that would cheat on her husband. She held her hand to her chest indignantly. "I'm a married wom..." Her eyes followed Mark's hand down as he ripped off the towel around his waist. "OH MY GOD!" Her eyes stared in awe at the large black cock sticking out in front of him. He's huge, she thought.
"Is this what you want?" asked Mark, shaking his cock.
"No," she replied, forcing her eyes away from his huge phallus, even as her body started responding to the sight of it. "Cover it up, please."
"Come Mrs. Silverstein, you watched my son fuck Donna, you spilled the lemonade on purpose, and you left you black dildo out for me to find."
Her cheeks flushed red, as she glanced at Blackie sitting up on the pillow waiting for her. "No, I forgot it was there." She felt her embarrassment turning to anger. This was her fault, but still felt like an invasion of her privacy. "I don't care if they are still wet, I'm getting your clothes." Janice spun around angrily, her loose robe billowing out and catching on the bedpost as she stormed off. Janice nearly walked right out of the loose robe, it pulled off her shoulders and caught her arms. "EEK!" she squealed looking down in horror. She was wearing underwear, but barely. Her purple panty was skimpy enough, but her top was only a shelf bra holding her breasts high, but leaving them bare.
"Dayumn!"
Janice turned, facing Mark Stanford, trying to pull the robe back up even as Mark grabbed her back and planted his lips over one of her engorged nipples. "OOOH GOD!" She stared down at Mark's gray hair, feeling his tongue expertly twirling around her nipple. His hand found her other breast, pinching and pulling at her sensitive nipple in just the right way to turn her on. Janice started to melt. "Y...YYEESS!!" she moaned. Janet's thighs grew damper and damper until she was gushing with lust. Mark's hand slid down to her ass, squeezing it, he raised his head and pulled her into him, their lips mashing together, his tongue pushing into her mouth and her tongue fighting back until they were dueling. It was the first truly passionate kiss Janice had experienced in thirty some years. Her own hand found his hard cock, caressing the underside on his black cock. It's length was longer then several of her hands and it's girth was even greater then the dildo resting on the pillow.
Mark broke the kiss. He moved his hand to her head and pulled her down, her lips approaching the head of his rearing cock. "Now suck that black cock," he ordered.
Janice looked up at him. "I don't even do that for my husband."
He pushed her back so that she sat heavily on her marital bed. "Fine, we'll just fuck then. But if you ever want this cock again, you're going to learn to suck it."
"This will be the only time," said Janice, sliding back on the bed.
Mark smirked. "Whatever you say, baby." He climbed on the bed, kneeling between her legs. "You guide it in." He pulled the wet crotch of her panty aside.
Janice gulped, staring down her body at the rampant black cock. She reached down, shuddering as her hand wrapped around the shaft. Janice pulled it down, placing the head against the entrance to her pussy. "MMMMYESSS!" she moaned as the bulbous head spread her open, slowly pushing inside. She released his cock and took over holding her panty open while Mark grabbed her knees and began working his cock in and out, slowly driving it deeper.
Mark fell over her, holding himself up by his arms. He grinned, still working his cock deeper. "How long has it been since yo had a real man in your pussy?" he asked, his cock pushing past the halfway mark.
Janice was grabbing his arms, focusing on the sensations. His cock was better then the dildo, hot and alive. "Moshe hasn't had an erection in twenty years," she gasped out, her hips were starting to rise into his thrusts.
"I said real man. Little white pencil dicks don't count." His cock was making a squishing sound every time he pushed it deep.
"You're my first then."
Mark sank his cock into her, watching her tremble. He sat back and cupped his arms under her knees, raising her pussy up in line with his cock. "Now we fuck," he grunted, pistoning his hips.
So big, she thought. So deep. Janet's fists clenched the sheets tight. I'm gonna cum. Finnaly, a real live cock is making me cum. "AAAHHHH!" Her pussy went crazy around his cock. Her head thrashed on the pillow bumping into her dildo. She'd never had an orgasm with a man before and it was the most rewarding of her life. Mark lifted her higher, fucking her faster. He showed no sign of slowing down or of having his own orgasm. "OHMYGOD! I'm having anot... AAAAAAHHHH!"
"Damn woman, them's some explosive orgasms," grunted Mark. He chuckled, buried his cock and held it inside her until her trembling ceased. He slowly removed his soaked cock and let her fall back on the mattress. "You get on top."
Janice sat up and straddled Mark as he lay prone. She raised herself up and guided his cock back to her pussy. "Your cock's amazing, Mark." She sank down over the head and down the shaft. "AH! AH! AH! AAAAHHHH!!!" Janice sat in his lap, her body wracked by little earthquakes as she came again. He grabbed her breast and pulled her down, clamping his lips around a nipple. "I love it Mark. I can't stop... CCUUMMIINNGG!" Janice threw her head back, grinding her crotch into Mark's cock.
Mark laid back, patting her ass. "Get on all fours."
Janice moaned, sliding up his body, whimpering when his cock finally fell out. She moved over, lowering her head to the pillow while keeping her ass raised. Mark moved back, kneeling between his legs. He pulled her panty out of the way, his cock resting on the crack of her ass. "More please?" she whimpered. "Fuck me more please?" He pushed his cock down and pushed it back inside. "Make me cum again."
Mark pulled her panty further aside, hearing it start to rip as he exposed her tight little rosebud. Janice's head was turned and she didn't see him reaching down for her dildo. He worked his cock slowly in and out, aiming the dildo down and resting it on her rectum.
Janice's eyes flew open when she felt the pressure on her anus. She gripped the sheets tighter as the head of her dildo pushed her anus inwards until it opened up around the hard plastic. These black men were deviants, demanding oral sex, forcing a woman to take two cocks at once, and now shoving a dildo into her ass. He was working both his cock and the dildo deeper. Janice had never felt so full. And then, Mark switched the vibrator on. "YYEESS!" she screamed so loudly, Donna might have heard it. "CUMMING! So good." Mark's cock felt bigger and harder. He shoved it deep, his cock jerking. A strong stream of semen blasted into her womb. "STILL CUMMING!" Janice humped her ass back into his cock, each jet of semen prolonging her orgasm. "CAN'T STOP CUMMING!" He worked his cock around slowly withdrawing it. "STILL CUMMING!" She didn't stop cumming until his cock had finished squirting inside her. Mark spanked her ass and slowly pulled his spent cock out, leaving the dildo inside her, still vibrating. "Sooo good," she moaned. It took her awhile to gather the strength to reach back and pull it out of her ass.
Janice slipped off the bed and cleaned herself up in the bathroom. She tossed her stretched out panty in the trashcan. She came out to Mark, sitting back on her marital bed, smiling at her. Janice sheepishly smiled back, bending over, she grabbed her robe, but the belt had come off and she couldn't tie it closed. Mark climbed off the bed. He walked over to her and puled her into his arms giving her another passionate kiss. "Thanks for a great afternoon."
"Thank you," she said, blushing and suddenly feeling like a teenage girl.
"Can you get my clothes?"
The naked black man followed her downstairs, limp cock flopping from thigh to thigh. Janice led him to the laundry. The dryer had long finished. She opened it and removed his clothes. Janice watched as Mr. Stanford dressed. He was leaner than his over-muscled son, but his body was all muscle. Great shape for a man his age.
Mark kissed her again, raising her robe so that he could squeeze her ass cheeks. Janice's heart rate increased as did her breathing. "Mmm," she sighed when he broke the kiss. She followed him to the sliding glass door, standing outside with her robe hanging open, her tits and bush displayed to the world. "Are your clothes dry?" she asked, wanting him to stay just a little longer.
"They're fine," he answered, turning to look at her. His eyes swept down her body and Janice found herself arching her back to thrust her breasts out for his admiring gaze. "You sure this was just a one-time thing?" he asked.
Janice didn't answer. She stared back at him. Mark started to turn away without an answer. Janice found herself squatting down, her hands fumbling to open his pants. His cock was swelling again by the time she fished it out. She guided the head to her mouth, looking up at him as she took the head in her mouth. This was her answer. This isn't so bad, she thought, sucking the tip of his cock. I'll just stop before he cums in my mouth. She swallowed it deeper, focusing on the task. Mmmm, this isn't so bad, she thought. She entered a Zenlike state. There was nothing but cock. Mark's big black cock was the most important thing in the world and it was her purpose to make him cum again. She was privileged to be able to suck a cock like his. She moaned around his cock when he reached down and pinched her nipple.
**********
Deon was in heaven. He stood nude, a stacked white woman in each arm. Each had a hand on his cock, trying to get it hard again.
Jerome was dressed. "I'm gonna check on dad," he said. "His mower quit an hour ago."
"I'll keep da ladies company. I gots one or two left in me," said Deon. One of the women squealed as his cock turned hard again. "Yo who da fuck is that?"
Jerome turned. "Relax bro. That's Donna's husband." Bill was coming out into the backyard, used to seeing his wife fucking either Jerome or Mark, but not expecting a new guy. He raised his video camera. "He gonna film the action so we can put it on the net and earn some extra cash."
"Alright," said Deon, grabbing Jenn's head as she'd kneeled down and started sucking his hard cock. Bill was already raising the camera. "Fringe benefits," moaned Deon.
Jerome grinned and headed to the door in the fence of the Silverstein's yard. He pushed it open and froze. Janice Silverstein was squatting in her doorway vigorously sucking his pop's old black cock. Jerome pulled his phone out and started filming the blow job. You go old man, he thought. Mrs. Silverstein must be a little more experienced then he would have assumed. She was sucking his pop's cock like an old pro.
**********
Janice pulled back. She stared worshipfully at Mark's cock, watching her hand stroking his shaft. "Thanks for letting me suck you," she told him sincerely while kneading his balls with her other hand. The testicles matched the cock, huge and swollen.
"Baby, you is a natural," replied Mark, stroking her hair. He placed both hands on her head and guided her lips back to his cock. He started guiding her, gripping her hair and making her suck faster, taking control of the blow job just like a real man would. Janice moaned lustfully around his cock.
"Gonna blow," grunted Mark.
Janice jerked with alarm. His hands gripped her tighter, still fucking her mouth. Oh no! I can't pull back. Mark's cock shuddered. Hot seed poured down Janice's throat, then struck her uvula, and then her mouth filled with semen. YECH! She thought before her taste buds began registering his seed. No wait, it's good! Janice started gulping his cum down, loving it and wanting more. He was cumming faster then she could gulp and she found herself gagging. Mark pulled his cock free, sperm splattering on her face, followed by another wad, and another wad until her face was covered in a white pudding thick coating of cum. Janice held her eyes tightly shut, totally blinded.



Mark grabbed her arm roughly and pulled her to her feet, dragging her back into the house. "Hold on Mark, I can't see," she complained. He spun her around, grabbing her hips, the head of his hard cock pushing against her pussy. He pulled into his lap as he sat down in Moshe's favorite chair. "How can you be hard again?" she asked. Not only hard, but Mark's cock felt bigger, stretching her out more then it had earlier. His hands were on her waist guiding her up and down his cock while she wiped the semen from her eyes, finally opening them. The face grinning at her under his do-rag wasn't Mark. "Jerome!" she squealed in shock. "Mark?" she asked, turning her head.
Mark was standing behind her, pulling his shirt off, his cock still hanging out. "I share everything with my son," said Mark.
"Come on and work that pussy, Mrs. Silverstein," said Jerome.
Despite her surprise, his cock felt wonderful and Janice started bouncing in his lap. Sucking his dad off had made her horny and she was ready for another good fucking. Jerome's cock was pushing deeper and stretching her out even more then his father's amazing cock. He felt amazing and she started riding him harder, throwing her shoulders back so that he could yank her robe off, leaving her in only her shelf-bra and little purple socks. "GAWD! I'M CUMMING!" Janice tried to ride through the big orgasm, but ended up sinking down on Jerome's cock and collapsing on his chest.
"Damn dad," said Jerome. "This slut has some powerful ass orgasms."
Mark was moving behind Janice, stroking his cock hard again. "That's Mrs. Silverstein boy. Show the lady some respect."
Jerome snorted. He grabbed her ass cheeks, spreading her open as his dad pressed his cock head against Mrs. Silverstein's anus. Mark pushed his head through her sphincter.
"AAAAAAHHHHH!" screamed Janice, coming back to life and rearing up as Mark pushed half his cock into her ass. Mark reached around, squeezing her hard nipples and triggering another orgasm. She turned her head kissing him. So good. So good. So good, she thought. Janice turned around bending down to kiss Jerome, but he just crinkled his nose and pushed her away, her face still covered in his dad's semen.
"Some other time, Mrs. Silverstein," he said.
"No Jerome, you were right," she told him. "I'm a slut." She'd figured a rhythm, thrusting her crotch forwards before raising her ass up into Mark's cock, working both their cocks as hard as she could. "I'm as big a slut as Donna and her slut friend. Your big black cocks have turned me into a slut."
"Now that's what I'm talking about, slut," said Jerome, spanking her thigh.
Janice whimpered and cried though several more orgasms. She was hooked and would be wanting more black cock as much as possible. Jerome grabbed her hips and pulled her down, holding her still, his cock jerking in her pussy, sending it's first blasts of sperm deep in her womb. Mark pushed deep in her ass, his cock twitching slightly, held tight by her sphincter muscles, his cum shooting deep into her bowels. "YES! I LOVE IT!" cried Janice, feeling both cocks ejaculating inside her. She came again, her ass tightly squeezing down over Mark's cock while her vaginal muscles worked along Jerome's shaft, trying to milk it for every drop of his seed.
Mark pulled his cock out, wrapping his arms around Janice's limp body, he pulled her up and off Jerome, gently laying her down after Jerome pulled himself off the chair. Both men started dressing. Janice lay sprawled on the chair, eyes half closed, smiling. "Same time next week Janice?" asked Mark.
"Yeeeessss Maaaarkkk!" she sighed, stretching.
"I'll be in touch too," said Jerome. He pulled his phone out and snapped some pictures of Janice laying there with semen pouring from her pussy and anus. "I got plans for you."
Epilogue
Jenny and Donna embraced on the bed. They were nude, but Jenny wore her glasses and sheer blue stockings rising up to her thighs. Donna wore dark calf-high stockings. Their breasts pressed together; their legs entangled as they stared in each other's eyes. "I love you Mrs. White," said Donna.
"And I love you, Mrs. White," answered Jenny. She pulled Donna tighter, kissing her passionately.
They disentangled. Jenn climbed on top Donna, kissing her breasts and down her body. Donna spread her legs as Jenny started lapping her tongue along her pussy lips. Eventually, Jenny turned around, straddling Donna and pushing her pussy back into Donna's mouth while she returned her tongue to Donna's pussy and clit. "I have a big surprise for my wife," said Jenny, raising her head.
Donna was wiggling her tongue into Jenn's pussy. "What might that be?" she asked.
"Close your eyes," said Jenny dismounting. She reached down, pulling out her new toy. Donna sat up, eyes closed, waiting for her surprise. "You can open them now."
"WHOA!" cried Donna in surprise. Jenny had pulled on a strap on dildo. A foot-long plastic black cock stuck out from her crotch. It was the same dildo as Janice's with a strap on attachment. "Where'd ya get that thing and why black?"
"The big ones only come in black," explained Jenny, pushing down on the head. She twisted it slighty and the cock started vibrating violently.
"If there were men that big, I wouldn't be a lesbian," said Donna, staring lustfully and Jenny's fake cock. Donna laid back on the bed as Jenny kneeled between her legs, bending the dildo down to the entrance to Donna's pussy. "I don't know about this."
"You're gonna love it," said Jenny. "Trust me, I've already tried it out."
"It's so big!" Donna gasped as it pushed inside her. "OHMYGOD!" Donna raised her hips up into the cock as Jenny thrust it in and out. "You're right. I love it. Gonna cum. AAAHHH!!!"
Jenny pulled the dildo out, the plastic rising up above Donna's cock. Donna's fluids dripped off the shaft. "You're soaked! Should I be jealous?"
SLAM!
The women jumped as the door burst open and two masked black men entered the room. Both had open eyed ski masks on, sweat pants, and sleeveless tee shirts, showing off arms rippling with muscles. "Well what do have we here?" grunted one man.
"A couple of lesbos in need of real men."
"EEEK! THEIVES!" cried both women.
One black man pulled his shirt off over his head. His chest was wide and rippled with muscles. He bent and slid his loose fitting sweat pants down as did the second man. Neither wore underwear and both had rising massive black cocks.
"Get out, NOW!" screamed Jenny, pointing at the door.
Donna was staring in awe at their crotches. "Look at their cocks, Jenny. They are like the dildo."
The first man grabbed Donna's legs and spread them open, aiming his cock between her legs. "Fuck me with that big black cock," begged Donna.
"NO!" cried Jenny, sitting up. She reached out, wrapping both hands around the man's huge cock and pulling the head away from Donna's pussy. "Don't give in Donna, fight it."
"Take care of that bitch," grunted the man trying to fuck Donna. The second man pulled Jenny away and the first finally pushed his cock inside Donna. "Imma gonna turn you out for the black man, slut," he grunted.
"Fuck me! Fuck me with your big black cock," squealed Donna.
"Donna, fight it," cried Jenny. "Don't give... OOOHHH MMMYYY!" The second man pushed his cock into her from behind.
The first man flipped Donna over so that she was now in control. Donna rode his cock like a mad woman. "I'm still a dyke, but I love their big cocks," cried Donna.
"Me too. Black men fuck so good," cried Jenny. She was kneeling on the bed, getting fucked from behind. The black dildo still stuck out from her crotch, vibrating rapidly.
Janice straightened her blouse and pulled her skirt down, taking a deep breath. She smiled and walked through the doorway. She froze, staring in shock at the sight of the two women being fucked by two masked men on the bed.
"MOM! Get out of here," cried one girl.
"I got the old broad, boys," cried a third masked black man, grabbing Janice from behind. He was older, white eyebrows visible through the eye slit. He was also fit and leaner then the two muscle men on the bed. One hand grabbed Janice's blouse, ripping it open. Buttons flew off and her heavy tits fell out, bare and held proud by another shelf bra. His other hand was already pulling her skirt up.
"What the HELL!" squealed Janice looking back at her assailant. "AAAAAAHHH! She screamed, realizing she was being stripped. He guided her to the bed, the three women now laying along the width of the bed, each on their back, getting fucked by three black men.
Jerome singled Bill. Donna's husband moved in, zooming the camera in as Jerome pulled his cock out, spewing cum all over Donna's face. "Oooh, so much cum," squealed Donna, jerking his shaft.
Bill filmed it until Jerome quit shooting sperm and Donna bent his cock head down so that her tongue could lick around the head. He turned the camera on Jenny. She was kneeling, head back tongue out, while holding her breasts up. Deon jerked his cock rapidly, blasting sperm all over Jenny tits and face. "I want every last drop," begged Jenny.
Bill moved down to the foot of the bed. His neighbor Mrs. Silverstein was on her back, blouse ripped open, her skirt pulled off. He zoomed in on Mark's cock rapidly plowing her pussy. Bill had caught himself staring at her figure especially her huge tits several times, but he'd never thought of his fifty-something neighbor as a sexual being before. Now, he had to admit, she looked stunning being fucked by Mark Stanford's big cock. Mark pulled out, stroking his cock, strands of sperm striking from Janice's face to her navel. "It's raining sperm," said Janice.
"Let's see," said Jerome, his mask was pulled up on his head and his dangling cock was still dripping. Bill showed him a brief playback. "Great camera work, Bill," said Jerome, pleased with what he saw on film. Bill had other cameras set up around the room. It would take some work, but he could splice them into a pretty good movie.
"Thanks," said Bill, equally pleased with his work. He'd grown used to seeing his wife black fucked and had even come to enjoy it.
Donna and Jenny wiped the sperm off the faces with towels. Jenny still had the vibrating dildo sticking out between her legs. Deon had also pulled his mask up on his head. He was staring at Mrs. Silverstein, wiping herself down. Damn, they were some big ass white titties. His cock, lifted rising up as he watched. Finally, he stood and walked over to her. "I ain't had you yet," he said. Janice looked up at him, then down at his rampant black cock. "Lay down," ordered Deon.
Jerome patted Bill on the back, pushing him towards Deon and Janice. Bill raised the camera and started filming again.
Janice raised her legs up to Deon's shoulders, his huge young cock pushing deep, fucking her hard and fast. OH GOD! He's got me cumming already, she thought, her hips humping up into his cock as she came.
"Jenny, get over here," grunted Deon.
"Yeah," said Jenny.
"Fuck my ass."
Jenny hesitated a moment, before climbing on the bed behind Deon. She bent the dildo down, pressing it into Deon's anus. She pushed forwards, the head pushing into Deon's ass.
"UNH!" grunted Deon, burying his cock balls deep in Janice's pussy. "Shove it deep."
"AAAAAHHH!" cried Janice, feeling Deon's cock head probing her womb. She trembled cumming beneath him. She looked up, his eyes were close, jaws clenched clearly enjoying having the vibrating dildo in his ass.
"FFUUCCKK!" grunted Mark. "CUMMING!"
Janice had barely come down for her last orgasm when she felt a voluminous blast of sperm filling her womb. Her pussy clamped down hard around the erupting cock, having another one of her explosive orgasms. Deon grunted again and again, each time sending more sperm then either Jerome or Mark's large wads. Having his prostrate massaged was apparently enhancing the intensity of his own orgasm. Janice trembled around the spurting cock until it finally quit jerking in her pussy.
Jenny slowly withdrew the dildo from Deon's ass and Deon rolled off her. Janice climbed to her feet, still out of breath. She excused herself to clean up in Donna's bathroom. When she returned, the group was gathered around in various stages of dress. Mark had his shirt on, but no pants. Jerome was bare chested, sweat pants back on. Deon and Jenny were still nude, talking as Jenny unstrapped the dildo from her crotch. "I learned to like it in prison," Deon explained, somewhat embarrassed.
Donna was holding a towel over her front. "Let me see?" she asked Bill. He held the camera's viewscreen up and she seemed delighted by what she saw. "Oooh, I look good."
"That's a wrap people," said Jerome. "Good work."
Janice pulled her skirt up and held her ripped blouse closed around her chest. "Walk me home, Mark?"
"Sure baby, just lemme get dressed." Mark grabbed his pants and pulled them up over his crotch.
Janice continued holding her top closed as they walked into Donna's backyard. Mark unexpectedly held his hand out. She looked at it before reaching out and taking it. They held hands walking towards the Silverstein's house. She and Moshe rarely showed affection and she found she liked holding hands with Mark. They'd grown closer over the last few weeks. He often stopped by for lunch and a quick fuck. She found she almost enjoyed his company as much as she enjoyed the great sex. "I hated it Mark," she finally told him. "I don't want to make adult movies."
He squeezed her hand reassuringly. "Me neither. I'll tell Jerome we're out." They approached her back door. "My boy will never understand, but I like hard work. I like taking care of yards."
Janice released her top when they entered her house, breasts proudly displayed before Mark's eyes. They paused before the picture of Janice, her daughter, and granddaughter in bikinis they'd taken on a family cruise to Cozumel. "It made me feel dirty." She reached out, grabbing the hem of his sweat pants and pulling it out. "Come make me feel better."
He pulled her into his arms, kissing her passionately again, kissing her like a man should kiss a woman he desired. He reached up squeezing one of her bared nipples while her hand reached into his pants pulling his hardening cock out.
They made their way to Janice's marital bed. Mark sitting down while Janice began slurping on his cock while pulling her blouse off unhooking her shelf-bra. She wanted to taste his seed again, but she wanted him inside her even more. She deep throated him, up and down, before letting his cock slip out of her mouth. "Please, fuck me."
Mark pulled her up, gently laying her on the bed. He kneeled between her legs, guiding his cock down to her pussy and pushing it inside. "Not today," he said, holding himself over her, working his cock deeper. He lowered himself over her, reaching under and grabbing her ass, pulling her crotch up into his thrusting cock.
Janice moaned, wrapping her arm around his neck, their lips pressed together, mouths opening so their tongue could duel. His ass raised and lowered slowly, her crotch raising up into his thrusts. They both moaned into each other's lips, enjoying the closeness. No, he wasn't fucking her. They were making love. He was giving her what she wanted. She no longer felt dirty having just filmed a porno, she felt wanted, desired... loved. Janice's heart melted at that moment just as her orgasm rocked her body. I'm cumming so hard for him, she cried softly breaking their kiss. It was her largest yet. Her usually explosive orgasms focused inwards this time, pulling his cock balls deep and gripping it as she came all around the shaft.
Mark let her come down from her orgasmic high before grabbing her and rolling over. Mark lifted her heavy breasts up so that he could suck her nipples while she slowly rode him enjoying every inch, every thrust of his cock. "AAAAHHH!" she cried, her orgasm beating his.
"Here it cums," growled Mark before sucking not just her nipple, but the entire tip of her breast into his mouth.
"YYYEEESSS!" she screamed, rearing up and sitting hard on his spurting cock. Having her black lover seed her had her crying out in an even bigger orgasm then last time. Her orgasm lasted with each spurt of his cock. It rocked her body with more pleasure then she'd ever felt before, ruined only by the sight of her husband staring at her from the doorway. "OH NO! MOSHE!" she cried, even as her crotch was still humping the base of Mark's cock trying to keep her orgasm going on forever. Moshe just stared at her in shock, eyes wide. He was in his business suit, yarmulke on his head. His briefcase hit the floor as he dropped it.
Moshe sighed, shoulders sagging, a sorrowful expression crossing his face. "Don't stop on my account," he said sadly. He stood there staring as Janice sprang off Mark, grabbing her blue robe. His eyes widened, mouth falling open in shock when his gaze fell on Mark's black cock. It was still at its extreme swelling from having just orgasmed. Moshe stared at it as Mark got off the bed. Janice's old Jewish husband watched as the foot-long black cock went from sticking straight out, slowly lowering until the plump cock was dangling between Mark's legs just as Mark was pulling his pants up.
"Thank you, Mr. Stanford," said Janice formally.
"Glad to be of service, Mrs. Silverstein."
"Wait outside the door, while I talk to my husband, please." Janice glance over at Moshe. He was sitting on the bed, facing away from them, but rocking slowly. Janice went over and sat beside him. "Honey?"
Moshe looked up and faked a smile. "Good choice for a lover. You'd never develop feelings for a black man."
"Oh honey," she sighed guiltily, knowing she was now totally in love with her black gardener. "I'm so sorry, honey," she said, reaching out for his knee.
"It hurt," he admitted truthfully. "But I understand. You have needs I can't satisfy." He sighed. "I found your vibrator years ago."
"I'll break it off."
"Don't," he told her. "You looked happy, but I don't want to ever see it again."
"Of course," she replied, realizing how much Moshe's impotence must have emasculated him. "Let me lead Mark... Mr. Stanford out." Janice patted her husband on the back and left her bedroom.
Mark was waiting for her in front of the picture of the three women in their bikinis. "Well?" he asked.
"He's hurt, but he'll be okay," she replied, reaching out for his arm.
"Good," said Mark nodding. "So same time next week?"
"Yes," said Janice, feeling better. "You'll talk to your son? I can't compete with those young women. "
"Don't need to, baby. You're in a class of your own. I'd take you over Donna or Jenny any time. As for Jerome, he won't like it, but no more movies." Mark smiled at her.
"Thank you." Janice looked behind her to make sure Moshe was still in the bedroom. She reached out and hugged Mark tightly to her body, already wanting him again.
Mark looked over her shoulder, staring at Janice, Janet, and Jane in their bikinis.
"He's looking for new talent anyway.
THE END
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Kelly kept glancing at the bulletin board while the photographer tried to take her and her husband's Christmas card picture. This year's picture would not be the best. Her husband, James, had a perpetual scowl on his face ever since, Sue, the young female photographer had mistaken him for Kelly's father. This wasn't that unusual since James was twenty-eight years older than his thirty-year-old wife.
What continued to draw her attention to the bulletin board was the message that read: Naughty Pictures $69.99 The perfect present for anniversaries, birthdays, or just to say I love you. Guaranteed to put the spark back in your marriage. Kelly was desperate to put some life back into her marriage. Their tenth anniversary was two months away and she thought that some sexy boudoir photographs might be just the thing to do the trick.
James had pursued Kelly the moment he saw her at her debutante ball in Boston. He was an average looking, slightly pudgy man, but he was extremely wealthy and she had agreed to date him. They had married less than a year later and James had taken her virginity on their wedding night. Sex had been uninspiring at first and had gone downhill ever since. Still, she had her needs and found her sex drive was growing as she aged, where James could barely manage one erection a month. James' nice five-inch penis swelled but flopped limply in her hand almost every time she tried to make him hard and that had been the case for close to eight years ever since James developed diabetes and started taking blood pressure medication. Naughty pictures just might put a little steel into his penis once again.
The problem with posing for sexy photographs was that Kelly was embarrassed by her body. She didn't like wearing even a modest one-piece bathing suit or skirts shorter than knee length. Boys didn't even notice her until she wore her debutante gown. All that attention had made her so uncomfortable she had never worn anything that daring again. She didn't think she could wear anything "naughty" in front of her husband let alone a stranger photographer.
They finished up their session and Sue showed them the pictures on the computer screen. James selected the one that flattered him the best and they left. He was still scowling as they walked out of the Sunset Palms mall in Miami and into the heat and humidity of South Florida even in late November.
They didn't like going places where commoners hung out and James led her straight towards his waiting Mercedes. They were almost to the exit when Kelly realized she had forgotten her purse. Kelly told her husband she would be right back and she hurried back to the photography studio to retrieve her purse. She grabbed her purse, relieved it was still there as it was from Saks and she had noticed a black man lurking about. She thanked Sue again and apologized for her husband's rudeness. Kelly turned back to the exit and her eyes paused on the bulletin board again. Before she could chicken out, she found herself walking back over to the photographer.
"Excuse me," asked Kelly. "I'm curious about the pictures?"
"They'll be ready in plenty of time for Christmas," replied the photographer.
"Not them," Kelly said lowering her voice, "the $69.99 special."
"Oh, the naughty pictures special," said the photographer so loudly it made Kelly's cheeks flush. "For the price, I will go to your home provided it's in the Miami region and take boudoir style photos of you in various poses and outfits or even tasteful nudes."
"No nudes," replied Kelly, shocked at the very suggestion. "I'm not even sure I'd be comfortable wearing anything too revealing."
"That's no problem," said the photographer smiling. "We can start with something conservative and take it from there. Many wives even like wearing their wedding gowns."
Kelly still wasn't sure she wanted to do this, but James was waiting, and if she knew her husband, waiting impatiently, so she made an appointment anyway. She gave the photographer a day in mid-January that she knew James would be away on business. He'd be back just in time for their tenth anniversary and Sue promised she could rush the pictures. Kelly could always cancel the appointment if she chickened out. The photographer wrote the date down on a wall calendar and Kelly left. The young black man she'd seen lurking about holding the door open for her. She was careful not to look him in the eyes or say anything to him as she hurried back to her husband, waiting in the car with the air conditioning on full blast.
Christmas and New Year's came and went. James managed to get an erection once in the last month and they made love. Four minutes later, he was fast asleep and Kelly was resisting the urge to touch herself sinfully as he'd finished just when it felt like she was getting started. She didn't sleep at all that night and her frustration finally made up her mind about the naughty pictures. The following night, she dreamed that the pictures had aroused James so much, he couldn't keep his hands off her for a week.
**********
On the day the photographer was supposed to arrive, Kelly got out of bed and took a shower. Her husband had left the night before and she was alone in their big house. She got out of the shower and toweled herself dry. Still nude, Kelly walked over to the mirror and looked at herself. Even alone she felt exposed and had a desire to cover herself up. She knew she had a figure most women would kill for. A figure that rivaled the women on the billboards advertising dancers for the many nudie clubs in Miami and the surrounding area. She had large breasts with dark pink nipples that stood out against her pale white skin. Her areolae were small, but her nipples were long and fat. They hardened easily, prominent even through her bulky clothes, and men often stared at them. She hated the attention, trying to will them down, but with every male glance, they seemed to swell even more, to the point they throbbed.
Her waist was narrow, tapering down until her hips flared out again. Her stomach was nice and flat down to her light brown pubic hair. Her hair was also light brown and reached down to the tops of her breasts. Her body was amazingly fit and toned considering she didn't workout aside from swimming daily laps in her pool.
Kelly smiled at her reflection and checked the corners of her eyes. Still no crow's feet. She still looked exactly like the eighteen-year-old debutante; James had married. The only weight she had gained over the years was in her breasts, her teenage C-cups growing to DD.
Still nude, she walked back to the bedroom and rummaged around in the back of her large walk-in closet. She pulled her wedding dress out and looked at it for the first time in ten years. It was a beautiful lacy white dress that left her arms bare and revealed some cleavage, actually quite daring for her. All the guests had gasped when she had first appeared at her wedding and none of the men had taken their eyes off her all night. For a change, she liked the attention, she was the bride after all.
Kelly slipped the dress on over her head, proud that it was still a perfect fit other than her breasts being a little snug. They looked huge pushed up against the dress's fabric. Kelly took the dress off and draped it over the chair by her bed. She put on her modest one-piece bathing suit, pulling a sweatshirt and pants on over it. She felt exposed until the sweats covered her body. She had a funny feeling in her stomach at the thought of posing for the photographer and she was surprised to realize that half was nervousness, but the other half was the excitement that posing for these pictures would greatly enhance her sex life.
Kelly checked the time. She still had an hour until the photographer was due to arrive. She went downstairs, knowing it was a little early to start drinking, but she needed something to boost her courage and settle her stomach. She fixed a margarita and then another. She was finishing her second one when the doorbell rang.
Kelly swallowed down the rest of her drink and hurried to the door. She took a deep breath, then pulled the door open. She was surprised to find herself staring at a broad masculine chest and even more surprised to see it was a young black man when she glanced up at his face. She repressed the instinct to slam the door in his face. Kelly frowned when she saw a camera tripod hanging over his shoulder and a camera case under his arm.
"Hello Mrs. Johnson," said the black man, "I'm Ike, here for your photography session."
Kelly stood still for a second with her mouth open in shock. The young black man didn't look older than eighteen and he was huge. "There must be some mistake," Kelly said. "I wasn't expecting you." She vaguely remembered a black man at the photography studio when Sue had taken their Christmas picture.
"Sue's son took ill and she asked me to fill in for her. Trust me, I'm a great photographer. You'll love the pictures."
"I'm not sure this is appropriate."
"You have a problem that I'm black?" he asked. His brow furrowed as he stared at her accusingly.
"No! Of course not. Not at all," she lied, feigning indignation. Already she had said more words to this young man than she had to all the black people she had ever met. "I was expecting a women photographer. I mean, it's not appropriate because I'm married."
"I understand," he said, nodding and smiling. "I've done these dozens of times, but If you want to cancel, we can wait until Sue is available, but that could be weeks."
This ruined all her plans, thought Kelly. She needed these pictures next week. She didn't have a backup plan and James was hard to buy gifts for.
"If it helps, consider me gay," said Ike, grinning.
It did help, but gay and black were two strikes in her book. "Alright come on in," she said opening the door wide. He didn't look gay. He looked like a street thug from Overtown or maybe even Little Haiti considering his skin was so dark. Homosexuals were often physically fit though or at least the ones that frequented South Beach were. Gay or not, she still didn't know if she could go through with this, but she did know one thing, she'd need another margarita before she'd be ready to try.
Kelly gave the photographer a tour of her house and explained that she was looking for some bathing suit shots and then some pictures of her in her wedding dress. The black man said he'd need thirty minutes to set up. She immediately returned to the bar and fixed another margarita, followed by another. Soon a warm glow was spreading throughout her stomach from the alcohol and she was feeling a little dizzy.
"Alright Mrs. Johnson, I'm set up," the photographer called from the pool.
Kelly finished her drink and stood up. She walked out to the pool and saw that he had set up three cameras pointed at the steps leading down into the pool.
"Ok ma'am," he said. "Strip down to your suit and go over to the steps." Ike frowned when she walked over to the small enclosed shower to change. He frowned again when she came out with a beach towel wrapped around her. "Ready when you are," he said. Kelly hesitated a moment before dropping the towel. He was disappointed by the lame one-piece suit she was wearing. He had been expecting a bikini, but this thing looked like something women wore in the 1930s. Still, it couldn't hide what had to be the sexiest body he had ever seen on a woman. Impossibly huge nipples were trying to poke through the material of her top and her breasts were mouth-watering. "Now slowly walk into the water," he said.
This was the hardest thing she had ever done and she shivered as she slowly walked down the steps of the pool. There'd been some cool nights lately and the water was cold. The black man stayed huddled behind the tripod snapping pictures as she slowly emerged herself up to her thighs.
"Now swim over to me," he said following her progress across the pool with his camera. "Perfect. You look beautiful. Now haul yourself out and sit on the edge of the pool with your feet dangling in the water."
She did as he said and the black man bent down and put his hands on her shoulders adjusting them to his liking, then he threw her hair around one shoulder. It was the first time any man other than James had touched her. She found she didn't mind all that much. It wasn't like this young black man was a peer of hers or anything and the pose would make a nice picture.
"Smile," he said snapping a few shots. "Your smile lights up your face. Now come on out and lay on your side on this cot."
Kelly got out of the pool and almost stumbled as the heat of the day contrasted with the cold pool water causing all the alcohol to rush to her head. She was grateful to sit back down on her deck cot. She moved the back down on the cot so it was flat so she could lay down. The photographer kneeled and snapped a few shots before sighing loudly.
"What's wrong?" she asked.
"Well, I don't want to sound too forward, but that bathing suit looks like something my grandmother would wear. I know these pictures are for your anniversary and if you're looking to really excite your husband, you need to wear something more revealing, something a little sexier."
Kelly sighed. The black man was right, of course. She had worn this bathing suit around her husband before and he hadn't paid any attention to her then so why should he now? "Ummm," she wiggled her finger at him.
"Ike," he said.
"Yes, Ike," she repeated his name. "You're right, but this is my only suit."
"You're in luck," he replied. "We supply a selection of outfits at no additional cost. Let me go get them."
Kelly watched him run out of the house to his car. She hadn't expected this. She needed more confidence, so she went into the house to make another drink. It was hot, so Kelly thought it would be nice to make the black man a drink too. He came back carrying a couple of boxes when she was halfway through her margarita. She handed him his drink.
"No thanks, I'm underage," he said.
No problem, she thought, I'll drink it.
"Here, try this on," he said handing her a box.
She peeked inside. The box contained one of the smallest bikinis she had ever seen. "I can't wear this," she said looking at the eye patch sized cups, "I mean, I can't wear something someone else has worn."
"I can assure you that all our clothes are brand new," said Ike. He wasn't lying. Ike had shoplifted everything from "Spicy" a store several units down from Sue's studio. The store specialized in sexy outfits and many of its customers were nude dancers. "At least try it on." Ike saw she was still hesitating and added, "Trust me, Mrs. Johnson. I know my stuff. My pictures have probably saved more marriages than a marriage counselor."
"There's nothing wrong with my marriage," said Kelly as she tucked the box with the bikini under her arm and marched off to the outside shower to change. The damn black man knew just the right thing to say.
Kelly entered the shower and closed the door. She slid her one-piece off and laid it over the rim of the shower enclosure. She picked up the bikini top and examined it closely. She could barely figure out how to put it on. Finally, she figured it out, her shaky fingers managing to tie the strings behind her neck. The top was about one size too small and it only covered about a third of her breasts. Her damn nipples were rock hard from the cold water stretching the material out even further. The panties were even more confusing. It was all strings except for one narrow piece of fabric. She decided the fabric was supposed to cover her pubic hair. She stepped into it, tying the strings over her hips. Kelly looked down at her body. She couldn't get a good view in the narrow enclosure, but she knew the bikini was way too revealing. Sure, it wasn't any different from what the women in South Beach wore and most of them went topless on the beach. Still, she wasn't a South Beach model and she couldn't wear it outside, even around her private pool in front of a gay photographer. She reached up to grab her old suit.
IT WAS GONE!
Kelly frowned and assumed it had fallen over the wall. She stooped and looked under the enclosure, but it was nowhere to be seen. She decided it was a sign that she should go through with this and marshaling her courage she stepped outside the shower.
Kelly immediately noticed her suit lying over the back of a chair drying in the sun. The black man was fiddling with his camera. She assumed her suit had blown down and the photographer had thrown it over the chair to dry. She wasn't surprised to see that he had taken his shirt off since it was a hot day and getting hotter, but she was surprised to see he had the most muscular chest she had ever seen. Kelly hadn't seen so many muscles in one place before and found herself wishing her husband had a quarter of the black man's muscles. A thin layer of sweat was causing his black skin to glisten in the sun.
She forced her eyes off his chest and up to his face. He was handsome in a brutish way. He had a shaved head, flat nose, and big lips. He was also one of the darkest black men she had ever seen which made her think Haitian again even though he didn't have an accent. "What's next?" she asked.
Ike had forced himself not to react when he saw the bikini-clad woman walk out of the shower. He felt his cock swelling as he stared at her big titties jiggling in the tight top and caught a glimpse of her bare ass in the little G-string. "Well now that you're properly attired, I think we should redo the other poses," he said. "Let's try walking down the steps again."
Kelly felt a cool breeze on her rear and looking back she realized her posterior was bared to the world. One of the strings on the bikini bottoms was sliding up between her buttocks. She was a little surprised to find that the bikini was quite comfortable. She found wearing it to be somewhat liberating.
Kelly ran through the same poses she had in the last shoot. The one exception being that the photographer had her duck under the water and took some shots of her bursting out of the pool. She found she enjoyed following his orders. He had just finished taking pictures of her lying on her side on the cot, when she heard him yell, "Damn."
"What's wrong?" she asked.
"My shirt just blew in the water. Please keep an eye on me while I fish it out. I can't swim."
Ike walked behind her cot so that Kelly was facing away from him and he grabbed the pool net off the wall. Now or never, he thought reaching into his shorts pocket for the camera remote. He concealed the remote in his hand and threw the net over his shoulder. He hit the remote and snapped some pictures of him walking behind Mrs. Johnson.
The black guy walked past her and he began trying to net his shirt from the pool. Kelly kept an eye on him to make sure he didn't fall in. Her eyes kept wandering down his chest, frowning confused at the way his shorts were bulging out in the front with a long tubular growth running down one leg. She forced her eyes up, running them over his six-pack stomach, broad muscular chest, and then back up to his face. Staring at the chest of an eighteen-year-old black man wasn't proper for a thirty-year-old, married white woman.
Ike took more pictures with the remote as he tried to net his shirt. Hopefully, she was staring at him as he snapped the shots. If he had set up the cameras right, it would look like a horny housewife staring lustfully at her pool boy.



Ike retrieved his shirt and draped it next to her one-piece suit. He said, "Ok just a few more and we'll move inside. Do you have any lotion? You're starting to burn."
"You're right," she said. "I'd better go get some. I'm not used to exposing this much skin."
Kelly ran into the house and upstairs. She grabbed her lotion off the bureau in the bedroom and skidded to a stop when she caught a glimpse of herself in the full-length mirror.
She gazed at her reflection in shock. The wet bikini was completely see-thru! She could see her big red nipples straining against the thin fabric of the top and she could see her pubic hair underneath the thin material of the bikini bottoms. She spun around looking at the nude, white moon of her posterior. She was showing off more of her body in this bikini than even her husband had ever seen. James had never seen her nude in a well-lit room. If she had known how revealing this bikini was, she never would have worn it. Oh well, she shrugged, too late now and I do look great, she thought, giggling. She smiled at her reflection and returned downstairs. Maybe she'd even keep the bikini and wear it around the pool when no one else was home.
Kelly sat down on the cot and laid back as she began rubbing lotion into her arms and legs. The black man kneeled before her with a camera in his hand and started snapping some shots when her hands moved to her chest. "Ummm?"
"Ike," he said gruffly. This rich white bitch couldn't even be bothered to remember his name.
"Ike, what are you doing?"
"These will make for some sexy shots. Now rub lotion around the tops of those big titties."
She didn't like him crudely commenting on her breasts, but her hands moved to obey him. He then had her rub lotion all over her belly as he snapped some more shots. She turned over to do her back.
Here let me help you," said Ike grabbing the bottle of lotion from her hand before she could object. He pulled out the remote and started taking pictures as he poured lotion on her back and started rubbing it in. It should look like the white wife had asked the pool boy to rub lotion on her back. People paid good money to look at shit like this on the internet.
She tensed up when Ike first touched her, but his big hands felt good on her back and she relaxed a little as he moved down to the small of her back. She jumped again when his hand ran over her left butt cheek. She was about to protest, but by then he was rubbing oil onto her right cheek. His hand moved down to her thigh and it took all her willpower not to spread her legs open. She sucked her lower lips in her mouth to keep from moaning. Jim had given her a gift card for a professional massage, but she'd never redeemed it, not wanting a stranger to touch her. She wondered if the card might still be good?
Her inner thighs were feeling damp. She hoped it was sweat or that the black photographer had used too much oil, but she could feel it leaking out from between her legs. Exposing so much of her body was slowly arousing her. She blamed the alcohol, drinking often made her horny much to her husband's delight early on in their marriage. Still, it shouldn't be happening while a young thuggish black man was touching her and she felt disgusted with herself. This was all James' fault for not taking care of her needs. He'd better be able to get it up on their anniversary. She wasn't even sure that she could wait another week.
"That should be enough," she told Ike as his hands were coating her calves.
He immediately stopped and walked around before her face. Again, she noticed the tubular deformity in his pants. "Why don't you get on all fours," he said. Ike took some pictures, adding, "Now squeeze those big titties between your arms. Your husbands gonna love this pose." Her breasts looked tremendous hanging ponderously like udders. They strained the material of her top so much, it almost looked like she was topless. "You're stunning. Clearly, you've modeled before?"
"No, never," she replied, blushing.
"That's hard to believe." Ike walked around her, snapping pictures. "Damn," he said. "Hold the pose. The sun's glaring off your sexy round ass." He grabbed the towel and walked behind her. Ike stood behind her and pulled his shorts down under his balls, releasing his enormous coal-black cock. "Stay still," he said, wiping the towel across her ass. "My bad, I put too much lotion on your cheeks." He dropped the towel out of sight of the camera and held his twelve-inch cock rearing over her ass cheeks and took a picture. He quickly pushed his cock down so that it looked like he was getting ready to penetrate her and took a few more. He could always airbrush out the bikini strings.
"Wait, there's still a glare," he said picking the towel back up and wiping her ass. "Hold the pose." He grabbed the base of his big cock and squeezed. Ike bent over and stuck his tongue just above her cheeks so that it looked like he was getting ready to tongue her asshole and took some more pictures. He then stood back up straight. He was still squeezing his cock and it had swollen even bigger from the blood filling it. He held his cock above her ass and posed so that it looked like he was about to cum.
"You almost done?" asked Kelly. For a moment, she'd felt a hot breeze on her rear end.
"Hold the pose," he said, trying to stuff his cock back into his shorts. He walked around in front of her again and got behind a tripod. "Hold it, hold it," he said snapping some pictures, "and we're done."
Kelly sighed with relief and stretched. "What's next?" she asked.
"We'll move to the bedroom. How much time do you need to dry your hair and touch up your make-up?"
"Around a half an hour," she replied.
"Good," he said. "I'll need that much time to set up the cameras in the bedroom."
Ike worked quickly while Mrs. Johnson freshened up in the bathroom. He opened his laptop and connected his camera, downloading the images he'd taken so far. While they were downloading, he retrieved two video cameras from his car and set them up on tripods aimed at the bed.
**********
Ike whistled when Kelly walked out of the bathroom wearing her wedding dress. "You make a beautiful bride Mrs. Johnson," he said.
Kelly blushed. Ike had a way of making her feel special, sexy even. She knew she was good looking, but it was nice to hear it once in a while. James rarely complimented her. She looked around the room. He had set up a series of cameras all pointed at her luxurious canopied bed. She sat down on the bed and he snapped a few pictures from various angles. "Lay down and pretend you're asleep," said Ike getting some close-ups. He noticed a lacy white sleeping mask laying on the nightstand by the bed. "Here this will look good," he said snatching it up.
Kelly put the mask on and laid back down pretending to be asleep. She heard the camera going off just over her head as the photographer took some close-ups. She was blissfully unaware of the massive black cock hovering in the air just inches over her face.
Ike was fucking proud of his big fat cock. He'd shaved his pubes like a real porn star to make it look bigger and through the camera lens, it looked even bigger. "Yawn Mrs. Johnson like you're just waking up," he said pushing the head of his cock dangerously close to her lips when she did. This caption would be "the virgin bride while waiting for her husband doesn't suspect there's an intruder in her room".
"Keep the mask on, but sit up on the bed," he said taking pictures of his cock outlined against her face from various angles. "Turn your head this way," he said, placing a hand on her head and turning her so that her mouth was an inch from his cock. "Purse your lips like you're about to blow a kiss," he ordered. "Great, stick your tongue out and run it over your lips." He snapped some pictures looking down at his cock bobbing before her mouth while the video cameras recorded everything and a secondary camera snapped away. In one pose he stood before the camera/ video arrangement and flexed his ass so that it would look like he was cumming in her mouth. Finally, Ike finished and stuffed his cock back into his shorts. "You can take the mask off now."
Kelly did and smiled at him. She was starting to enjoy modeling for Ike. "Put this on," he said handing her another white box. She looked inside and saw a lacy white lingerie ensemble. It was beautiful and similar to her wedding dress. Kelly fell in love with the lingerie the moment she saw it. She quickly ran to the bathroom to put it on. It was sexy, but not as revealing as the bikini. It consisted of white nylons and a garter belt. The bra and panties were lacy, white, and teased the viewer with a hint of a nipple and pubic hair underneath the lace. The only strange thing was that the panties had no crotch, an ingenious idea for going to the bathroom. She couldn't believe how sensual it made her feel when she finished putting it on. She hoped the photographer would allow her to keep this outfit too.
"Put the wedding dress back on over it," called Ike from the bedroom.
Kelly frowned. She didn't want to cover back up. She could wear this outfit forever, but she obeyed him and put the dress back on. She immediately felt smothered by the dress. Kelly was relieved when Ike said that he wanted some shots of her undressing and she liked the idea. He posed her in front of the big camera and she slowly stripped for him. He helped her unzip the back and she slowly pulled the gown down until her bra covered breasts were revealed. Then she pulled it down further over her thin waist until her sexy stomach was revealed, exposing more as the dress was pulled down to her hips. She kept the headpiece and veil covering her face. He took a lot of shots of her topless like that and then told her to pull the dress off. She obeyed him smiling and posing for the camera as she stripped down to the lingerie.
"I bet your husband doesn't know what a sexy wife he has," said Ike pulling her dress out of the way. Now lay down on the bed on your back. Kelly wasn't doing this for her husband anymore. She was doing this for herself. It made her feel beautiful and special as she laid down on the bed. She'd cherish these pictures even more than James would. Ike bent over and parted her legs slightly and bent one of her knees up. He then kneeled at the foot of the bed and took some pictures of her body lying down.
Ike's cock was starting to hurt as he looked at her pussy slit revealed by the crotch-less panties. He snapped some pictures of her pussy and grinned when he noticed it was glistening with moisture. "Put the mask back on and pretend you're asleep," he said, pulling his cock back out as she covered her eyes. He took a lot of pictures of his dark cock superimposed over her white body and for a finale he pulled her legs apart and took several pictures of his footlong dick pointing right at her open pussy.
Kelly felt cold air on her crotch and realized she was showing off her vagina. She quickly squeezed her legs closed and pulled off the mask. Ike's back was turned to her, fiddling with his camera again, and hadn't even noticed. She breathed a sigh of relief.
"Now lean forward and let one of your bra straps hang down," he said turning back to her with a camera in hand. Kelly compiled and the bra strap fell far enough that her breast popped out. She raised her hand to pull her bra back up.
"Stop," said Ike practically drooling at the sight of her fat pink, inch-long nipple standing out over her milky white breast. "Let's show your husband that big nipple."
Kelly willingly complied with his order. Her nipples were rock hard and they were rubbing against the lacy material of the bra, irritating her. "Spread your fingers over those beautiful boobs so that your nipple is between your fingers." Ike watched Kelly comply. "I can't believe you've never modeled before. You're a natural. The camera loves you. Your husband is going to love these pictures. Now show him your other tit." Ike watched her remove the entire bra, exposing her nipples to the air. Never had he dreamed she would willingly go this far.
"How sexy are you willing to get?" Ike asked her.
"I'm not ready to quit yet," she replied, sitting up straight, her boobs thrust out towards him. For a gay man, he was staring hungrily at her breasts.
"Bring one of your nipples up to your mouth," he said grinning as she did it. "Now lick one of your nipples." He ran behind the video and zoomed in on her upper body. Kelly hesitated and then kissed her nipple.
"You've got to be the sexiest woman I've ever seen," Ike said, trying not to groan in lust.
"Do you really think I'm sexy?" she asked, cocking her head at him before her tongue came out to twirl around one of her nipples.
"Fuck yeah," he said pointing at his crotch, "Look what you're doing to me."
Kelly frowned at his language and looked down at his shorts. His shorts were obscenely bulging out. The tubular object looked like he had stuffed a baseball bat and two baseballs under his shorts. "What do you mean?" she asked, furrowing her brows.
"Look how hard my cock is," he replied.
"Th-that can't be real." She shook her head in disbelief. It had to be fake. He shoved a paper towel tube in his pants or maybe even a Pringles can.
"Oh, it's real enough."
"I don't believe you," she said staring at his crotch. "Penises don't get that big."
Penises don't, but black cocks do," he grunted, opening his shorts. "Here, I'll prove it," he said pulling his shorts down before she could protest. He held his cock a foot away from her face as he pressed the remote like crazy, capturing all the fear, awe, and incredulity written on her face.
"I don't believe it," she said staring in amazement at his fat black monstrosity. It was a foot long and as thick as her wrist. The head was as big as a plum and his balls actually were as big as baseballs. His testicles hung down almost halfway to his knees. His penis was frighteningly large. "Impossible," she muttered, shaking her head, yet unable to look away.
"Touch it if you want to, but hurry we have to finish up."
Kelly couldn't stop her hands from reaching out to touch his massive penis. Her hand slid around the crown and grabbed the shaft. It was so thick; her fingers didn't meet. It was real all right. She could feel it giving off heat and his pulse beating in the giant blue-black veins keeping the monster erect. She cupped his balls with one hand surprised at their weight. She squeezed the head of his cock and watched a drop of liquid ooze out of the tip. The drop of liquid was almost as much as one of her husband's orgasms. She was wrong, his penis wasn't frightening, it was magnificent.
"I don't see what the big deal is," said Ike snapping away on the remote.
"You're gigantic. I didn't know penises got this big."
"Who me?" he asked. "As black cocks go, I'm only a little bigger than average."
"But your almost three times as big as my husband," she said suddenly feeling cheated. It wasn't even the size of Ike's black penis-cock that had her feeling jealous, it was how hard it got. She had to squeeze her husband's little penis tightly just to get it hard enough to fit in her vagina. Ike's penis was as hard as a baseball bat.
"You poor thing," he said stroking her hair. "You don't know how good sex can be until you've had a big black cock in your pussy. I'm surprised you even feel your husband's penis when he's in you. Tell you what, suck on it and maybe I'll let you fuck me."
Kelly was so used to following Ike's orders, she found herself leaning forward with her mouth open just before she came to her senses. She reared back away from Ike's monster penis. She had been so entranced by it, that she hadn't paid too much attention to what he was saying. She had been about to put a man's penis in her mouth. She'd never done that, even for James. "I think we should quit now," said Kelly. She held her arm across her breasts. She was suddenly a little frightened of the photographer. She watched as Ike strained with great difficulty to stuff his penis back into his shorts and she breathed a sigh of relief when it was gone.
"Sorry Mrs. Johnson," he said. "I'll just go bring up the pictures on the computer and you can pick out which ones you want to show your husband. Give me about thirty minutes."
Kelly's stomach was fluttering when she went into the bathroom and threw a robe on over the white lingerie. Her hands were shaking and she was completely disgusted with herself. Something deep inside her had wanted to put the young black man's penis in her mouth. She was mad at herself for drinking too much and getting carried away, but mostly she was mad at her husband. If Ike's penis was slightly above average, then her husband's penis must be a pygmy or something. Black cocks were obviously superior to regular old penises. James had money and power, but compared to Ike, he wasn't even half a man. She knew one thing though; the image of that big black cock would forever be imprinted on her brain.
"You can go look at the pictures now," said Ike returning from the den. "They're even better than I'd hoped. I think we should show all of them to your husband."
Well, they better be good enough to give my worthless husband at least one erection on our anniversary, thought Kelly as she walked over to the black man's laptop. Her eyes glanced back at his crotch, lingering a moment. It looked like he was still hard despite being gone for thirty minutes.
James reloaded the cameras and checked that the video recorders were pointed at the bed. He then walked over to the snobby bitch's bed and hid the camera remote under the pillows. He pulled his shorts and shoes off before laying down on the big white bed completely nude while waiting for the star of his porn to return. Well, the best-supporting actress maybe, the star was between his legs.
Kelly sat down before the computer and looked at the images. She felt bile rise in her throat when she saw the pictures. The screen was filled with pornography. There was a giant black cock like Ike's poised behind some slut's rear end. What kind of a pervert had she let into her house? Kelly was reaching for the phone to call the police when she saw the next picture.
She gasped in horror when she saw Ike's big penis pointing down at her open mouth as she laid on the bed with the mask on. Kelly gasped again and started to cry. She deleted the pictures and tried to stand, but her legs wouldn't hold her weight. What had she gotten herself into? She looked up, tears running down her cheeks. The black man's Adonis-like physique stood out against the white background of her bed. He was lying nude on her bed grinning at her, his hands behind his head. His giant penis was still hard and his testicles were so large they were splayed out on the bedspread.
"What kind of a monster are you?"
"Just a man who saw a woman he had to fuck," replied Ike.
"What do you want from me?"
"Isn't it obvious," he said holding his cock out so that it proudly rose into the sky.
"B-but you're gay?"
"I said, consider me gay. I never said I was gay."
"But I'm married."
"Not for much longer if your husband sees those pictures."
"F-fuck you," she said, stuttering out the unfamiliar word. "I deleted everything."
"I copied everything onto this flash drive," he said, pulling the small storage device out from under the pillow next to the camera remote. "If you give me your body for the rest of the day, you can have the flash drive," he said waving the remote over his head.
Kelly didn't have much choice. If James saw those pictures, he'd divorce her, her parents would disown her, she'd lose all her friends, and the worst of all, she'd be destitute. "What do you want me to do?" she asked, thinking of ways to snatch the drive from him and run.



"Suck my cock."
Kelly gulped, her eyes focusing on the huge black cock he was still holding up with one hand. She had never done that before, but if she could distract him enough, she might be able to grab the drive. Worst case scenario, she'd get him off, he'd be done with her and leave. This ordeal could all be over in five minutes. "Promise me you won't orgasm in my mouth."
"You're in no position to make demands," he said, "but I promise."
Kelly walked towards the bed. He was still holding his cock up. His other hand was under the pillow protecting the flash drive. She kneeled on the bed between his legs and wrapped her hand around the thick shaft near the base of his penis when he released it. She looked at his black penis with its dark purplish-black blood-engorged head. She had no idea where to start. She finally decided to lick it like a lollipop and then suck on it.
Ike looked over at the video camera and winked. He had angled it to capture all the action on the bed. He had also zoomed one camera in on his crotch to get close-ups of the action. His hand was busy pressing the remote under the pillow.
Kelly stuck her tongue out and tasted a penis for the first time. She licked around the head and decided it wasn't that bad. It didn't taste like sweat or urine, but it was giving off a musky scent that smelled masculine. She stretched her mouth open wide around the head and she decided it needed more lubrication, so she started licking again.
"Suck my balls, Mrs. Johnson," he ordered.
Kelly had no choice but to obey. She let his cock plop back against his stomach and she bent down further to kiss his balls. She tried to suck them into her mouth, but the baseball-sized testicles were too big for her.
"Hmmm, Mrs. Johnson," he moaned, "suck that big black cock," said Ike, still pretending to be the pool boy for the video.
Kelly automatically leaped to obey his command. Much to her disgust, her body was responding to what she was doing. She was still topless underneath the robe and her nipples were hard, rubbing against the underside of the fabric. The area between her legs was gushing, fluid running down her thighs through the crotch-less panties.
Ike watched her head bobbing up and down several inches of his dick and said, "You enjoying your first taste of black cock, Mrs. Johnson?"
Damn him, but in a way she was. It was challenging to see how much of this monster she could take down her throat and how long she could hold her breath. She decided to separate Ike's "cock" from her husband's penis. She would never suck on another man's penis or be unfaithful to her husband. She was being blackmailed to suck on a cock and as it was so different from James' penis, it felt like they were two different things entirely. It didn't feel like she was cheating and if she could just make him orgasm, this would all be over.
Kelly started sucking hard and fast to get this over with. She considered every inch a challenge and she had managed to swallow about eight inches in twenty minutes. She became so focused sucking his black cock, she forgot all about grabbing the flash drive. Her jaw was sore as she pulled her mouth off and asked, "Aren't you close yet?"
"Not yet, slut."
Kelly couldn't believe he had this kind of stamina. She must suck at this so bad that he didn't feel anything. Kelly wished that she had practiced more. Of course, she wasn't actually enjoying this. She just refused to admit she was a failure at it. She redoubled her efforts pushing more of his cock down her throat and stroking the remaining three inches with her hand.
She sucked on his cock for another twenty minutes, resting every couple of sucks, but continuing to lick around the head as she caught her breath while jerking his shaft off with her hands. She went down on him again and had ten inches down her throat when she found herself gagging, but forced herself to suppress it. It wasn't easy. It seemed to her that his cock was swelling even bigger. Kelly's free hand slid under his big, heavy balls and cupped them. His balls were moving back and forth, tightening up and pumping. A sign he was about to orgasm?
Kelly pulled up. She had seven inches in her mouth and was sliding the rest out when she felt his cock shake. A big gob of hot sperm struck the walls of her throat and slid into her belly. She tried to pull back even faster, the cock jerking again. Sperm continued to explode from the end as the cock left her throat and slid into her mouth. The big black cock was discharging his hot seed so fast that her mouth filled with sperm and she was forced to swallow so she could breathe. It filled again and she pulled her mouth off the tip of his cock, swallowing again, excess sperm dribbling down her chin even as her face was splattered with his hot seed.
Sperm continued to fly from the end of his cock, covering her face from her hairline to her chin, and not knowing what else to do, she clamped her mouth back over the tip. She moaned lustfully as her mouth filled again. She was surprised that it didn't taste all that bad, good actually, but the sheer amount was overwhelming. Her belly was filling so fast, she wouldn't have room for dinner. Ike's first wad had been more than her husband orgasmed in a year and the half dozen or so wads since hadn't declined in volume much if at all. She could still feel his balls pumping even more sperm.
His orgasm probably lasted over a minute, but Kelly had lost all sense of time. Still, she felt triumphant at making Ike's cock explode and she wouldn't mind trying this on her husband, but she wouldn't dare even suggest it. "Can I please have the flash drive now?" she asked after reluctantly taking her mouth off his cock. Her tongue flickered out, licking his sperm off her lips.
"When we're done, slut. We're just getting started." The black man sighed contentedly.
What the hell is he talking about? she thought, watching him stand up off the bed. He shouldn't be able to get another erection for at least a month. He stood before her and she gasped as he ripped off her robe. Kelly stood before him wearing only her white nylons, garter belt, and crotch-less panties. She felt something poking her in her belly button and she looked down and was horrified to see his cock was still big and hard. It had only deflated a couple of inches, slightly bent down instead of rearing up.
Mr. Johnson ever eat your pussy?"
"No," she replied. not quite sure what he was talking about, but her eyes opening wide as she took a guess.
"Then I'll show you what you been missing."
She yelped when Ike pushed her back over the bed on her back and his hulking body kneeled between her legs. Kelly's legs were spread open and she tried to close them, but Ike easily held them apart. She realized he was getting a view of her vagina that only her gynecologist had before. Why would anyone want to do this? She decided to do what she did on visits to her gynecologist and try to think about something else.
She felt around for the flash drive. If she could find it, she could get away from the black youth, or she could just do as he said and he'd give it to her. Then she had a really scary thought. He lied about coming in her mouth, maybe he was lying about giving her the flash drive?
Kelly's train of thought was interrupted when something touched the area between her legs and her body jumped off the bed. Ike had caught her off guard. Now where was I, she thought staring at the ceiling. Yes, if I can find the drive, I could lock myself in a room and call the...
Her body spasmed again. She couldn't help but concentrate on what he was doing for a second. Ike's tongue was gently poking between her labia. As she wondered what he was doing, his tongue licked up her labia and her body spasmed again. Her nerve endings were tingling and she realized this wasn't invasive like a trip to the gynecologist. This felt good.
Ike started licking his tongue up and down her vagina and Kelly found her crotch rising and lowering along with his tongue. Her hands quit searching for the flash drive but started gripping the bed sheets in her fists. He paused for a minute and held his head away from her spread legs. Kelly desperately wanted him to go back to what he was doing.
Ike held his head back so that the video would get a good picture of her pretty little pussy spread open for him. He had snuck the remote under the bed and continued to take the occasional picture while the multiple cameras filmed the action.
Ike returned his head between her thighs. She wrapped her long legs over his shoulders and locked her ankles, squeezing his head between her thighs so that he couldn't back away again. Soon he was licking up and down her labia again and she was raising her crotch into the thrusts of his tongue trying to get more of it inside her. He changed his tactics and licked back and forth across her labia and her body spasmed again.
Kelly looked down between her breasts and found Ike was staring back up at her. She felt him grin against her vagina before he was licking up her labia again. This time his tongue flicked her clit and she found herself humping his tongue like crazy. Her stomach was undulating up and down and she was moaning. His tongue swirled once around her clit and she writhed in ecstasy, her fists gripping the sheets even tighter. She felt something building up in her womb and the intensity of it was both wonderful and frightening.
Then it was gone.
Ike had pulled his mouth off her pussy and he smiled at the expression of horror on her face. "What's wrong?" he asked.
"N-nothing," she replied. "Why did you stop." Her vagina was screaming for more, but she was too proud to beg.
"I thought I'd quit now," he said hearing her squeal in terror. "What's wrong, Mrs. Johnson? Not ready for me to quit? Ask nicely and I'll keep licking your pussy."
"Don't stop licking me."
"What's the magic word?" he asked grinning.
"Please lick me," she said squirming.
"Beg me to eat your pussy."
"Please eat my pus- please eat my pussy," she said, then sighed when his tongue returned to her pussy. What was happening to her? She was begging a black man to eat her pussy. She smiled. Just like there was a difference between a cock and a penis, there were two things between her legs. Her vagina and her pussy. Her vagina was for her husband, but her pussy liked being licked even if it was by a young black man who was blackmailing her. The strange feeling in her womb had returned. It felt charged like the atmosphere did just before a storm broke. Ike's tongue was licking circles around her clit and her pelvis was thrusting into his face like crazy. Ike sucked her engorged clit hard in between his lips and the storm broke.
Her pussy spasmed yet again, but this time it felt like a series of firecrackers went off deep in her belly. Kelly wanted to scream, but only a squeal of pleasure escaped her lips. Her eyes rolled up in her head and her body tensed up, then it collapsed back onto the bed.
She had an orgasm!
Kelly thought that she had orgasmed once with James, but she was wrong. This was her first. Never had her body felt such pleasure, but instead of feeling happy, she felt horrible. This young black bastard had humiliated her. He had given her something her husband never had and never could. She started to cry.
Kelly thought he would leave now that he had humiliated her, but instead, she felt something poking at her pussy and sliding into her. He was sticking his giant black cock into her and a growing part of her wanted to know what it felt like to have a big cock in her pussy.
Could his cock make her orgasm also?
Strangely his cock didn't feel any bigger than her husband's penis. She looked down her body and saw that he had only violated her with his beefy index finger. When his finger was buried in her pussy, he quickly withdrew it and stuck two fingers into her, then he started licking her clit again.
His fingers started sliding up the top of the inside of her pussy and he started moving them in little circles. She gasped. Her gasps turned to moans. Her moans turned sobs of pleasure. Her body was humping up and down again and another orgasm came and then another and another.
The black bastard had opened a flood gate and a series of orgasms rocked her body causing her to writhe in pleasure. Her clit was distended and Ike clamped it between his lips, sucking on it. Kelly's pussy soaked his fingers and mouth as she had a final orgasm so big, she nearly passed out.
When she recovered, he was lying next to her on the bed, running one big hand over her belly and breasts. It was strong, manly, and calloused, more a laborers hand than a photographer. His other hand held the flash drive and was slipping it back under the pillow.
Kelly rolled over and reached out for the precious flash drive, now sticking half out from under his pillow. Ike's large black hand quickly shot out and grabbed hold of her arm. "Not so fast," he said. "You have it when I have you."
Kelly looked longingly down at the drive. She sighed and looked over at her blackmailer. He was holding his cock up so that it pointed up at the canopy over the bed. "There's no way I'm going to be able to fit that big thing in my pussy," she said eyeing his cock with trepidation. It was rock hard again.
"You're going to fit every inch of this black cock in your little white pussy, Mrs. Johnson, or your husband is going to find some very naughty pictures of his wife in his email."
Kelly couldn't bring herself to move and just laid next to him until Ike reached out and pulled her on top of him. She found herself lying on top of his hard body, her breasts mashed into his chest, his massive cock leaving an indentation in her belly. He grabbed the back of her head and pulled her pink lips against his broad black ones. She kept her mouth closed, but her nose was pressed into his cheek and she couldn't breathe. His tongue slid into her mouth when she gasped for air. She tried to push it out with her tongue, but instead, their tongues ended up dueling. He released her head, his strong hands grabbing and squeezing her rear end. She continued kissing him, moaning lustfully at the first truly passionate kiss of her life. Kelly found herself humping her pussy against the base of his cock until she finally pulled her mouth off his gasping for air.
Kelly sat up in his lap and stared down at her blackmailer. Her dainty white hands rested on the dark black skin of his hard chest. He was a solidly built man with a hard-sexy body. Her wet pussy was pressing down into the base of his shaft. Kelly began sliding her pussy up and down the length of his cock and despite herself, she let out a soft moan.
Kelly only had one option. She may have sucked at giving a blow job so much that he had lasted forever. However, she was good at sex and her husband rarely lasted longer than five minutes. If she could get him off quickly, she might be able to get out of taking twelve whole inches of black cock in her pussy. Like her husband, he would probably fall asleep immediately after he orgasmed and she could grab the flash drive and shove it down her garbage disposal.
"Just don't ejaculate in me," said Kelly.
"I promise," Ike replied.
Kelly snorted. She knew better than to trust him again. She would have to stay alert. When his cock swelled and when his balls started tightening up, he would be close and she could jump off him. Maybe, let him cum in her mouth again?
Kelly slid her pussy back over his balls, grabbed his cock, and held it up between her legs. She simply couldn't believe how long it was. She laid it back down and started working her pussy along the shaft. Maybe she could get him off like this without actually taking him inside her? She stared down at his cock between her thighs. It was soaked and glistening every time she slid back. She grabbed his shoulders, sliding her pussy up further than back, faster and faster. She gasped as she slid up too far along his shaft and her pussy lips parted around the fat head of his cock. She slid back quickly, but just as quickly her pussy was back over the head of his cock and pushing down onto it. Kelly quit sliding and started humping the head, her pussy lips spreading open to embrace the plump crowned head of his black cock. The more she pushed down on it, the more of it she wanted inside her. Kelly pushed down and leaned forward. Just as she pushed back into the head, the black man sucked one of her sensitive nipples into his mouth. She whimpered and cried out.
Kelly's orgasm soaked the head of his cock. It was so different from James's penis. She had to squeeze James' little penis just to make it hard enough to fit in her vagina. Ike's cock was an unyielding battering ram, so hard that it didn't need any help finding its way inside her pussy. She pushed back into it while she was still cumming even as the crown slipped inside her prolonging her fantastic orgasm the more she took.
Kelly paused gasping. Her pussy was being stretched like never before and Ike's cock was thickest just under the head. She felt a little pain as her pussy resized itself to accommodate this new and much larger intruder. She groaned, pushing herself up off his hard chest, pushing her crotch harder into Ike's cock. Her pussy was helping her by constantly lubricating the three or four inches of cock inside her making it slide in and out more easily.
Kelly was disgusted with herself because her body was starting to enjoy this cock. It was such a tight fit that every single nerve ending in her pussy was rubbing against his cock sending waves of pleasure up to her brain and with every inch, she pushed in, the pleasure seemed to double in intensity. He had penetrated her with five inches when she felt another orgasm building. This was all the penis meat James could give her, but Ike was three times as thick as her husband and the additional girth made a huge difference. Kelly decided she didn't want the opportunity to experience one more inch pass her by, so she pushed back even more. "AAAHHH!" she cried out in orgasm as half his cock forced its way into her body.
When she recovered, she decided she'd better get him off quickly before she started enjoying herself a little too much. She sat up in his laps to keep his lips away from her sensitive nipples. She squatted rapidly up and down the six inches of his cock, hoping he couldn't hold out more than a few minutes, and then her ordeal would be over.
After three minutes, she realized she would be cumming again before he did. Strangely, her pussy was spasming inward around his cock like it was trying to pull more of it inside. She gave in, pushing down onto seven inches of black cock. She came.
She came again when she decided that there wouldn't be any harm in taking another inch. Ike had reached up and squeezed her breasts, her nipples popping out between his fingers. She bounced into his lap, grabbing his hands, but not pulling them off. She held her hands over his while he squeezed and tugged on her nipples until she cried out in another orgasm. She had been squatting up and down over his cock for a good fifteen minutes now and he was still showing no signs of nearing orgasm. She was starting to get frustrated. Her legs were hurting from the exertion and her orgasms had sapped her strength. She didn't know how much longer she could ride him. A part of her wanted his big cock inside her forever as long as it made her cum. That part was growing stronger by the second and she feared how easily it would be to get addicted to sex like this.
Ike sensed she was tiring. He released her tits, moving his hands to cup her ass cheeks. He tensed his muscles up and started lifting her up and down his cock. He heard her sigh when the strain was taken off her legs and she relaxed letting him do all the work. She gasped every time he lowered her onto his cock while thrusting his cock up at the same time. She weighed nothing to him and he easily raised her up and down eight inches of his cock. She started flailing after a couple of minutes, cumming again, her orgasm growing stronger as he lowered her down onto another inch. He watched her juices running down the three inches of his cock still not buried in her pussy. His hairless crotch and thighs were soaked with her arousal. Ike started lifting her up and down his cock as rapidly as he could. He tried to get more in, but her pussy didn't want to budge past nine inches. Ike raised her until just the tip of his cock head was touching the entrance to her pussy and he let go. Gravity did the rest.



Kelly felt a big orgasm coming as Ike lifted her up and down two-thirds of his cock. He held her up so that just the tip was in her pussy until she was ready to slam her ass back down, wanting to cum again, wanting more of his cock inside her. She got her wish.
Kelly saw Ike jerk his hands back, and suddenly there was no support. She seemed to hover on the tip of his cock for a second and then it was forcing it's way back inside her as she slid down just as Ike bucked his hips upwards. Kelly felt herself being impaled by Ike's big cock triggering her orgasm. She cried out in pleasure at first and then she screamed in pain as Ike's entire cock was forced into her. She squirmed, trying to find the strength to lift herself, to get it out of her, but Ike grabbed her hips and held her still.
After a couple of seconds, she quit struggling. It felt like she had lost her virginity all over again and in a way she had. Her husband didn't even come close to filling her as Ike could. She knew things would never be the same with James from then on. Her pussy was so stretched out that a little penis like her husbands would never be able to satisfy her and now that she had orgasmed, she wasn't about to give them up now.
Kelly just sat there impaled by his cock for several minutes as the pain slowly faded and was replaced by a feeling of total satisfaction. Her pussy was working furiously to lubricate the shaft and soon she was moving her crotch around in little circles feeling every square inch of the massive black cock in her pussy.
"Girl, you lovin that black cock now," he said, chuckling.
"Mmmm," she moaned nodding her head. "Yyesss, love black cock."
Ike chuckled, sitting upwards, and started licking around her nipples. She came again when his teeth gently clamped over one of her sensitive nipples. She felt his strong hands wrap around her ass again and then he rolled her over.
Kelly found herself completely engulfed by the black man's large torso. This was the only position she'd ever had sex with James, but she felt more submissive and protected beneath the black man's muscular body. The only exposed part of her body was her long legs wrapped around his thighs and the white hands on his back. She felt Ike start to slowly slide his cock in and out for a few minutes and then the real fucking started.
Her pitiful attempt to ride him had just been foreplay compared to the fucking Ike was starting to give her now. His tempo was increasing until he was repeatedly slamming his entire cock into her pussy with a speed that would have gotten her husband off in three strokes. "Tell me what you want," he demanded.
"Your cock!"
"What do you want me to do with my cock, slut?"
"I want you to fuck me with it," she cried. "Fuck me! FUCK ME! FUCK ME!"
She started writhing beneath him and her hips were rising to match his thrusts. She was cumming constantly and she moved her head up to kiss his chest as a gesture of submission. She felt completely helpless and dominated by both the size of his body and the size of his cock. She loved every minute of it. "FUCK ME!"
Kelly slid her hands down and squeezed his ass, digging her fingers into his hard buttocks. He had fucked her hard for twenty minutes and she had lost count of the number of orgasms he had given her. She felt his ass tighten up and she knew he was getting close. "KEEP FUCKING ME! CUM IN MY PUSSY!" she cried loudly, but it was muffled by his chest.
Kelly felt Ike's cock swelling up and she felt another orgasm building in her womb at the thought of him filling her pussy with his seed. Ike pulled back and then thrust forward before bellowing like a bull. His cock jerked and then she screamed, her orgasm breaking as his sperm started spraying the deepest recesses of her pussy.
She could feel his big balls pumping against her thighs and they just continued shooting sperm up his shaft and into her pussy. They must produce enough sperm for twenty men, she thought, suddenly craving to taste him again. Kelly came again and she found herself giving in to the pleasure and finally passing out.
Ike loved his first taste of white pussy and he didn't want to pull his cock out, but he noticed she was asleep and didn't want to miss this opportunity. He yanked his cock out, hearing a big sucking sound as it left her sperm filled pussy. His cock was still trickling sperm, so he squeezed the rest out onto her belly, just above the garter. He got off the bed and ran over to check on the cameras. The video still had plenty of time, so he just grabbed a camera and started taking pictures of her pussy. The first pictures he had taken of her pussy earlier had shown a pretty, well-trimmed, pure, little white vagina. Now it was a gaping sperm-filled hole. Her thighs were red and there were even rips around the hole in the crotch-less panties as well as tears in the nylons between her thighs. These would make great before and after pictures, he thought smiling. He snatched some shots of his sperm sliding into her belly button as it liquefied and some more pictures of the contented look on her face as she slept. Kelly woke up and stretched. She felt incredible. Her whole body felt tired and sore, but she also felt truly satisfied and fulfilled for the first time in her life. She looked over at Ike lying next to her on the bed and her eyes ran over his incredible body. This black punk could make her feel more like a woman than her rich husband ever could. Life wasn't fair.
Kelly remembered why she had fucked him in the first place and she tried not to panic as she looked around for the flash drive. It was where he had left it, under the pillow. She pulled it out, prepared to hide it somewhere, but before she did, she caught a glimpse of the device. Kelly didn't know anything about computers, but she knew that this wasn't a flash drive. "What the hell?" she mumbled.
Ike chuckled. He had one eye open, eyebrow raised. "There's no flash drive. You deleted all the pictures." He closed his eye again, resting.
Kelly inhaled sharply, ready to grab a pillow and smother her blackmailer. Instead, she found her gaze running down his nude body. Kelly couldn't help herself and she ran her hand over his well-developed chest feeling the hard ridges of his muscles. She moved her hand down to his abs, marveling at how better his flat, muscular stomach was compared to her husband's paunchy, pale white one. She remembered what it felt like to be crushed beneath Ike's strong masculine body and she found herself becoming aroused again even while his semen was still leaking from her pussy. Her hand ran down, realizing for the first time that he'd shaved his pubes. She thought it looked sexy, running her hand over his bare crotch to his cock, grabbing the base of his shaft and tugging on it.
Ike's cock was the smallest she'd seen it. Yet, it was still eight inches long and a lot fatter than her husband's. It was still impressive. She squeezed the tip, pulling on his shaft. She felt it swell in her hand and when it was hard again, she began stroking it. Ike responded by slightly bucking his hips, thrusting his cock through her hand. Kelly slid down the bed, leaning over his waist, her hand pulling his cock towards her mouth.
Ike opened his eyes when he felt her lips puckered on the tip of his cock. Her tongue flickered around the head before her mouth opened and engulfed his glans. Slowly she began sucking his cock again, willingly this time.
Kelly bobbed her head up and down his shaft for a few minutes before she had to stop. "Sorry my jaw is sore," she said moving her chin around to loosen it up.
"Then I'll just have to fuck you again," said Ike sitting up. Kelly cooed and laid back spreading her legs for him. Ike pushed her over on her stomach and said, "Get on all fours so I can fuck you like the slut bitch you are."
"Rude," she said, even as she obeyed, rising on her hands and knees. This position excited her and she desperately wanted to feel his big cock pounding into her from behind. There was so much he could teach her about pleasurable sex. Her heart was pounding as he kneeled behind her and pointed his cock at her pussy.
Kelly jumped when his cock touched her labia. "Ow, I'm so sore," she moaned.
Ike tried to be gentle, but she kept crying out every time he tried to push his cock in. He gave her a light spank on her rear end. "Slut, you're going to be sorry you made me hard again," he said getting off the bed, "Don't move."
Ike walked over to the bathroom and grabbed some scented skin oil from the medicine cabinet. Mrs. Johnson had obediently remained in the doggy position. Seeing she wasn't looking; he grabbed his camera off the ground for some close-ups. He climbed up behind her again.
Kelly trembled a little, nervous about what he had planned, but she was happy to know he hadn't given up on her. She felt his hand grip the butt cheek he'd just slapped. She jerked forward as cold fluid splattered in her crack and ran down over her rectum and pussy. She smelled coconuts. "W-what are you doing?"
Ike zoomed in on her tight, little rectum and snapped a picture. "I'm about to fuck your ass, Mrs. Johnson," he said to cover up the sound of the camera. "Any objections?"
YEAH! Like it's too big! You'll rip me in two! It'll never fit. Kelly trembled again at the thought of the black man trying to push his huge cock through her tiny sphincter, but she didn't care anymore as long as she pleased the man that had given her so many big orgasms. "No," she said, "you can fuck me anywhere. My body belongs to you now. Just go easy."
Ike winked at the video camera. He couldn't have written a better script for this porno. He used his index finger to start massaging the lotion around her rosebud, watching it slowly open up as he pushed his finger in deeper and deeper.
Kelly shuddered and moaned. Ike was patient and he was taking it slow enough that there was no pain. He removed his finger and she felt him holding her sphincter open as he squirted more oil down her hole. She gasped as he pushed two fingers in, opening her farther, but she quickly recovered. It finally started to hurt when he pushed three fingers in. She felt his fingers pull out after they had loosened her up and she knew what was coming next.
Ike ran his lotion covered hand along his cock, thoroughly lubricating it before resting it on the crack of her pale ass. "You is one sexy bitch," he grunted while taking a picture of his black footlong resting between her two white buns." He moved his cock back so that the tip was pointing at her ass hole before saying, "Here it comes," as he took another picture. Ike set the camera beside him. This was a two-handed job and he pushed down on his cock watching her sphincter reluctantly opening wide for him.
He stopped with just the head in and took some more pictures. She couldn't hear the camera as she was too busy panting. Ike let her get used to it a little and then pushed the thick part underneath the head of his cock past her sphincter.
Kelly grimaced, her fists clenching the sheets. She wasn't sure her overstretched rectum could take his girthy cock, but it didn't matter to her, she wanted him to fuck her ass. She wanted to feel him cumming again. Ike was merciful and stopped pushing his cock in at seven inches. Kelly felt the pain slowly fading and pleaded, "Please fuck my ass, Ike."
And he did.
She didn't think that she would like it, but she did. Kelly laid down on her arms and buried her head in the pillow as Ike fucked her up-thrust ass. She could feel his giant balls slapping against her abused thighs. She whimpered and came hard when one heavy testicle slapped against her slit. He fucked her for thirty minutes before his cock exploded in her ass. She came again as his cock pumped her bowels full of cum. Her body relaxed as he slowly began to withdraw his cock, leaving her whimpering with pleasure on the bed.
Ike took some close-ups of his sperm covered cock sliding out of her ass. He zoomed the camera in on her rectum. It was now a gaping hole and as it closed a little, his sperm started bubbling up and pouring down her crack. It stopped closing, remaining a hole the size of a quarter. Ike took a few final shots before looking around for his shorts.
Kelly heard him gathering up his things, but she remained on the bed with her ass up as he left. As she slowly drifted off to sleep, she found herself wishing that he still had something on her to force her to have sex with him again.
Maybe he would be up for a Valentine's day photoshoot next month?
**********
Kelly got up late the next morning, showered, and pulled her robe on before making her way downstairs. She made herself some coffee and sat back in her favorite recliner. She still had some hours to herself before her husband returned from his trip. She'd been well-fucked and thoroughly satisfied yesterday, but strangely she'd woke up horny, wanting more of Ike's big black cock. Some strange new need had been awakened in her. She pulled the hem of her robe open and let her palm slide down her belly, fingers slipping through the brown curls on her pubic mound. She'd never played with herself, but Kelly found herself moaning as her fingers pushed inside her wet pussy. James would be home soon and if he wasn't too tired, might be up for sex. She snorted. Her loser husband probably wouldn't be UP for anything. His limp little penis would never be enough for her now. She knew she couldn't live without cumming again. Kelly relaxed back in the chair, thinking about Ike as she fingered herself.
Her fun was interrupted when the doorbell rang. Kelly mewled in frustration, but then felt sudden hope that Ike might have returned. She leaped up, tightening her robe as she answered the door.
"Hi, I'm here for the photoshoot."
It was the female photographer from last month.
"There must be some mistake," replied Kelly, confused, "Your man came by yesterday and took the pictures."
"I don't think so," said the photographer. "I'm the only photographer at the studio and even if we did have a man working for us, I would never send him on a "naughty pictures" shoot."
"But I remember a black guy in the studio the last time," said Kelly, the smile quickly leaving her face."
"The only black guy I know of that would be in my studio, would be Troy. He's a janitor for the mall."
Kelly's mouth fell open as she stared at the woman that had taken her and James' Christmas picture. Who the hell had fucked her yesterday? It certainly couldn't have been a mere low-class janitor and if Ike wasn't a professional photographer, then who was he?
**********
A month earlier.
Troy Eisenhour wanted her the minute he saw her getting her picture taken with her father. He was surprised to find the old man was the sexy white bitches' husband. What a waste, he thought. He tried to catch her eye as the couple left, but she wouldn't even look his way. He went back to emptying the trash cans.
He smiled at her, again to no avail when she returned to the store for her purse. Troy's eyes lit up as he overheard them discussing the naughty pictures special. His mind picturing the white bitch dressing up for him in lingerie and a skimpy bikini. His cock started stiffening up in his pants at the thought. He watched the photographer write the woman's information on her calendar with a dry erase marker before the women left. Troy held the door for her as she walked out. He could see impressively large nipples poking out through a rather bulky top for steamy Miami. He nodded at her, but it was like he didn't even exist.
He hated that.
Troy picked up his broom and swept over towards the calendar. A nasty idea was forming in his head. His uncle owned a pawn shop and he could always borrow some camera and video equipment from the shop. The photographer excused herself and disappeared. Troy walked over to the calendar. Nancy had written, Kelly Johnson NP and Mrs. Johnson's address along with a time in the morning. The NP stood for Naughty Pictures. Troy was hooked on porn and pictured Mrs. Johnson in a variety of the outfits he'd seen women in dirty magazines wearing before they stripped down and got busy. He grinned and copied her information down on one of Nancy's post-it notes before erasing the information and rewriting everything a day later on the board.
He didn't know anything about photography, but he had a month to learn.
**********
One month later.
The neon red sign flickered ADULT BOOKS. Kelly gulped and opened the door. Kelly would die if anyone she knew saw her here. Not that they would recognize her. Her light brown hair was tucked up under a baseball cap and she was wearing dark sunglasses. She was now a golden tan from laying out in the skimpy bikini and was no longer the pale white woman she had been a month ago.
Ike's big black cock had awakened something inside her. She was horny constantly and played with her pussy daily. It was pleasurable, but her fingers weren't cutting it. Kelly had driven an hour into downtown Miami to find this particular type of store. She was nervous as she walked over to the dildos and vibrators hanging on the wall. Most were too small to satisfy her now. She'd gone ahead and let Sue take the second round of Naughty Pictures. She looked amazing in them, especially the tasteful nudes Sue had taken of her. James' mouth fell open when she'd gifted them to him on their anniversary and then her wimp husband had gotten a fairly firm erection while staring at them. Her idea had worked, but she'd barely felt his penis as he entered her and he hadn't lasted more than a few minutes. She desperately needed to cum again. A sex toy was her last chance of finding something to give her the kind of orgasms she craved. If it didn't work, she might start looking for random black men to fuck until she found one with a cock like Ike's.
She saw a big pink penis-shaped dildo and was reaching for it when her hand stopped. A giant fourteen-inch black one was just above it. The KING DONG! It was battery powered with multiple settings. Her eyes lit up as she reached for her prize. She grabbed it and headed for the counter.
Kelly's cheeks flushed with embarrassment when she saw the large black man behind the counter. He'd been watching her. His eyes lit up when he saw the giant dildo in her hand. The black man was around her father's age. He had curly white hair and a beard. He was grinning at her. Kelly looked down demurely and found herself staring at a stained tee-shirt, tightly hugging a muscular chest that put Ike's hard body to shame. A nametag read, BEN. She felt her nipples hardening as they ran across his impressive chest so she looked away and at a woman's tee-shirt hanging beside the counter. The tee shirt had in bold letters written on it, BBC ONLY.
Benjamin Blackwell Calhoun had seen plenty of hot women come through his doors since he'd opened his store twenty-five years ago, but despite her lame attempt at disguising herself, he could tell she was a real looker. He was also 80% sure, she was the same local slut from the "pool boy/ housewife" and the "white bride/ black intruder" pictures that had been posted on local internet sites. Ben had agreed to pay the man for a video version of the "white bride/ black intruder" pictures. So far, the man hadn't emailed it to him, but as soon as it arrived, Ben was going to put it up in his video booths under amateur interracial.
The old black man took the dildo and she was grateful to see him slip it into a brown paper bag. rang her up. "Listen, ma'am, cold lifeless plastic is nice, but if you'd like the real thing, I'll be closing up in a few minutes and I have a mattress in the back." A true slut like her couldn't say, "no". Ben had hidden cameras in the stockroom that would let him make his own video of this hot slut to show in his booths.



Kelly stared in disgust at the dirty old man. Had she fallen so low as to be propositioned by a low-life like this? The counter was elevated making her eye level with his crotch. He had a large, a very large bulge under his sweatpants. The old man reached in his sweats, his hand wrapping around a swollen tubular protuberance before pulling out a truly monstrous dark black cock. The giant phallus smacked down hard on the countertop, but it was already rising as it swelled with blood. The monster looked even bigger than Ike's foot long cock. It was as big as the dildo she was purchasing.
"Lady, you're looking at the model for the KING DONG," he said proudly. "Now what do ya say you stick around and try it out? I'll even give ya 10% off the dildo?"
Kelly's pussy was quivering with lust as she stared in awe at the huge cock. She gulped and nodded unable to take her eyes off Ben's big black cock.
She couldn't say, "no".
THE END
Author's Note: It's hard to write an original cheating wife story. I often write my takes on common themes, such as betting the wife in a poker game, the wife sleeping with the husband's boss, etc. This was my take on the "wife posing" story. It was a very popular story of mine.
The 2020 Revision was to retcon the story to fit into the South Florida Universe. The changes are minor, basically making the adult video store in the end the future BBC Lover's Boutique mentioned in the other South Florida stories. Ben opened his generic seedy adult bookstore in 1975, experienced a big boom during the video cassette era of the 80s, and started to struggle in the 90s from the competition with the internet. This story is set in 2000 and in a few years, Ben's son will convince him to move to a larger location and make the store specialize in the "BBC" lifestyle becoming the store we later see in "The Unwanted Houseguest Rebooted."
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BBC'S ADULT BOOKS
Miami, Florida
1996
Ben hated computers.
He sat back on his stool, turning his attention from one screen to the next. The monitor on his register was showing the slow progression of the Windows95 point of sale system installing off a noisy CD-ROM. "Point of sale," he grumbled, "More like piece of shit."
The other screen on his desktop was more interesting, but also more worrisome. The picture finally appeared, a nude woman on her knees, sucking a large black cock off alt.sex. Pornography was on the internet now. Worse news for him, a survey done last year had shown that 80% of internet usage was porn.
The good old days were over.
Benjamin Blackwell Calhoun stood and surveyed his sex store. It had come a long way in the twenty years since he'd opened his shop. A red flashing neon sign simply read ADULT, telling passersby what items the shop sold. Back in those days, he had displays of magazines, dirty paperbacks, and sex toys. It had been a struggle for years, but then came the video cassettes and he'd made a fortune. The booths playing videos brought in more customers and then someone had drilled a glory hole into a wall between the booths. Ben wasn't mad, he was intrigued. He added holes to more of the booths, widening them to fit his thick black cock.
He'd watched couples and college kids enter his store, giggling, and laughing, buy some tokens off him and disappear into the booths. If the woman was attractive enough, he'd often excuse himself and sneak off to stick his monster cock through one of the holes. There were screams and gasps of disbelief. Sometimes it scared them off, sometimes there'd be a tentative touch on his cock, a squeeze of the hard head of his glans, sometimes he'd get a hand job, sometimes a blowjob, and sometimes, he'd feel the hot embrace of a wet pussy backing into his monster cock.
He wasn't the only one either. Men started showing up wanting the same and a few women became regulars, addicted to jerking and sucking anonymous cock. Some hung black men had even started sticking polaroids of themselves, pants pulled down to show off their junk, with phone numbers attached. He'd taken to calling the bulletin board the Bull Pen. Some hung white boys tried putting their pictures up, but Ben usually ripped their information down after they left.
He surveyed the store's extensive video section. Progress was threatening this as well. The movie Twister was being released on a new disk format this year and if that caught on... Ben sighed. He was 51 now and apparently, that was old enough to resent change. His sons, Buru and Bomani, had big ideas for the store, but Ben wasn't quite ready to turn things over to them. When the millennium came, he planned on taking his bike cross country. He toured several times a year, visiting biker weeks with other members of his biker club, the Black Panthers. The open road was starting to call him more and more.
The chime over the front door rang.
Things were slow during the daytime midweek and he wasn't too surprised to see a woman walking in. it was eighty degrees outside and she wore a belted overcoat making her figure look bulky. Blonde hair was tied back with a scrunchie and largely hidden under a scarf. Giant sunglasses hid most of her face. She wore slightly heeled sandals. Her feet were dainty and pretty with red polish on the nails.
Dildo!
"Afternoon," he said. "Can I help you?"
"Just looking," she replied.
Ben walked back behind the counter and sat down. He glanced at his cash register's monitor. 80% downloaded and it looked like the damn thing was stuck. He shook his head, annoyed. Ben turned his attention back on the woman.
Her gaze fell on the row of glossy magazines. Not the mainstream publications like Playboy or Hustler, the pure porn publications. She quickly looked away, embarrassed. She surveyed the VHS tapes, looking away from them also. She inched her way to the counter where the dildoes were, quickly surveying the assorted array of sex toys. Her eyebrows shot up above the top of her sunglasses when the lenses fell on the King Dong. The fourteen-inch lifelike black cock. She flushed and looked away. Ben tried not to smirk.
Her hand came up, Ben's gaze focusing on her wedding and engagement rings. The latter had an impressive diamond. He couldn't quite tell, but she looked about thirty.
Thirty. Peak sexuality. Her husband wasn't satisfying her. White dick too small or too limp. It didn't matter. Whatever it was, she was desperate and horny enough to go to a seedy sex shop bordering a black ghetto looking for a dildo to satisfy her needs. Her hands pulled a lifelike white six-inch dildo off the peg board.
"You sure that's the one you want, Miss..."
His voice startled her and she jerked her hand back, holding the dildo to her coat. "Smith, uh Jane Smith."
Lie.
She hurried to the counter. "Yes, this is exactly what I want. It's a gag gift for a bridal shower."
"Certainly, Mrs. Smith. Bridal shower gifts are usually bigger. Like the black ones over there or even the King Dong here. If it's a gag gift, the big ones really make you gag."
"Good heavens no," she gasped, her gaze running along the foot-long black dildoes. "Something realistic. I like this one. My husband is about this..."
"I understand, Mrs. Smith. Is he having... difficulties?"
Jane Smith's cheeks turned red beneath the glasses. She nodded.
"Well, I know it can be frustrating, but his problem is probably medical and it's important you don't resent him for it. And I know you're embarrassed being here, but you're doing nothing wrong. You're entitled to a satisfying sex life as much as anyone." Her cheeks were even more flushed now. "Jane, I sell lots of sex toys... sex tools... and they've helped save marriages. Now, if you're husband's a minute man or can't get it hard, lots of couples use tools to improve their sex lives."
"Oh god, no," she gasped.
"We're alone here, Mrs. Smith. Store's empty. You can talk to me."
"I want it for my alone time."
She had a lovely voice. Ben was starting to become intrigued, wondering what kind of a body she was hiding under her coat. "And is his problem stamina or firmness?"
Jane Smith sighed, seeming to relax a little. "Both," she exhaled. "He's older than me. Our love life started good, but over the years, he's become more... floppy. And when he does get it hard," she paused. "He finishes after only a few strokes." She sighed again, her flush coming back.
"Heart condition?"
"Yes!"
"Penis problems are a common side effect of heart conditions and medication. Shy of a miracle pill coming on the market to cure erectile dysfunction, a dildo's you're only choice."
Jane sighed, a smile spreading across her face. It was a pretty smile. "Thank you for being so understanding, Mr.-" Her gaze fell on his business card. It read; Benjamin Blackwell Calhoun, proprietor. "Calhoun." She finished. "I guess you put the BBC in the store's name?"
"I put the BBC in lots of things, Mrs. Smith, but you can call me Ben and yes, I'm the store's owner."
"Well, thanks again."
"You're sure your husband won't go for using a toy during your intimate moments?"
Jane shook her head. "It would hurt his feelings too much."
"Lots of husbands don't have a problem with bringing toys into the bedroom, but if you're sure this is for your alone time..." He paused and Jane nodded. "Well then, do you wanna try something better?" Ben leaned over and held his hand over the rack of six-inch realistic white dildoes that she'd just purchased. He moved his hand right, the dildoes growing larger and larger. When they hit ten inches, they turned darker the bigger they got until his hand stopped over the black King Dong, the color matching Ben Calhoun's skin color. "Generally speaking, the bigger the better and more powerful multiple orgasms."
"Oh no," she said, shaking her head. "This is perfect." She handed him the plastic-encased dildo.
Ben took it and frowned down at it. "And you're husband's only this large?"
Jane frowned. "Uh, well yeah. I think so anyway. It's been a while since I've seen it that large, but it's close."
"Then why not get a bigger one? Much more satisfying."
"Well, I wanted one that reminded me of when times were better."
"Why not a seven or eight-inch one? The eight-inch is also a vibrator. There's no rule saying you can't pretend your husband has a larger dick." He watched her, looking at the one she wanted to purchase and over at the larger dildoes. Still, she hesitated. "Look, I can give you 50% off one of the larger ones. That will make it cheaper than the one you're buying." Her eyebrows shot above the sunglasses again.
Bingo! A woman that can't resist a bargain.
"Well, if you really think they're better?" Her gaze was on the eight-inch vibrator, but her hand came out for the safer choice and took the seven-inch one. It was a realistic pinkish one, no different than the six-inch dildo, just longer and slightly thicker. "I'll try that one."
"Very good, ma'am," said Ben. The new sales program was still loading, so he just pressed a button to open the register. "That's $29.99."
"You mentioned 50% off?"
"Of course, my bad. $14.99 then and if you wanna try something better, I'll give you a discount on an upgrade too."
"Thank you, Mr. Calhoun. Is a check, okay?" Jane Smith took a checkbook out of her purse.
"Certainly," he said, looking at her curiously. "I'll need to see some ID and if it isn't printed on the check, please write your phone number in the memo line."
She quickly wrote out a check and handed it over to him with her driver's license on top.
Ben glanced at the license. Her real name was Dawn Connor and she lived in an upper-class section of Miami and the photo showed an absolutely lovely face with bright blue eyes and just the hint of an upturned smile. It matched the address on her check so he slid it back to her. "Thank you, Mrs. Connor... I mean Mrs. Smith." He gave her a pronounced wink as her face turned red.
"Good afternoon," she replied, turning and racing towards the door. Probably wanting to get out before any other customers came in.
Ben watched her go, his cock swelling as he pictured the lovely woman's face on her driver's license. The bell chime went off as she exited, glancing right and left before she hurried off down the sidewalk. Ben Calhoun followed her to the door. By law, he had to cover his windows and he'd taped brown paper tablecloths along his panes. At some point, a corner had become torn. He pulled the paper back and gazed out into the street.
Jane Smith aka Dawn Connor was approaching an expensive mini convertible. She tossed the bag with the dildo in the back seat before opening her coat and pulling it off her shoulder. Ben's cock swelled even more as her ass appeared. It was encased and displayed by tight shorts that stopped high on her thigh. Her legs were tanned, athletic, and fit. He could see the small of her back under a tight pink tee shirt.
Please turn, he thought. Please turn.
She turned.
Ben's black cock started straining at his pants, trying to burst free. Dawn Connor had a killer body. Her tits had to be pushing an E-cup. The pink tee-shirt was low cut and showed off her cleavage. It also ended above her navel showing off a flat sexy belly. The t-shirt had black letters on it. GIRL... He couldn't quite see from this distance, but it looked like, GIRL POWER. Not only was she lovely, but Dawn Conner had a real South Beach, Miami body. A body suited for a stripper's pole... or a big black pole, not some limp-dicked rich man's wife.
She got in the car, letting her long blonde hair down as she buckled up. The last thing Ben saw was Dawn removing her big sunglasses and replacing them with smaller sexier shades. She ran her hand back through her hair and pulled off into the street.
"And I'd sure like to put the BBC in that," he mumbled.
Ben looked down by the door and grabbed the BACK IN sign that had a clock on its face. He moved the hands down to show half an hour in the future, hanged it up, and locked the door. He turned, freeing his cock and sighing as the real King Dong came free, stroking it to hardness as he headed for the back room where he kept a king-sized mattress on the floor.
Ben often took a break to jerk off during the week. Sometimes he grabbed a magazine off the shelf and sometimes he jerked off in one of the video booths. Today, he'd wank off with the image of Dawn Connor fresh in his mind.
**********
Dawn stretched and sighed. It was hot and humid, the sun beating down on her bikini-clad body. She reached down beside the cot and grabbed an ice cube from her cup of iced tea. She ran the cold piece of ice over her chest and the tops of her breasts to cool off.
Beside her, Scott whistled, watching her. His stare was lustful but sad.
Dawn glanced at the crotch of his suit, wishing for signs of a bulge or any sign that his penis was growing. Scott Connor was a handsome, fit, and desirable man despite being fifteen years older than her 28. The penis problems started at forty and it had been more than three years since she'd seen a truly hard erection on her husband.
The only hard thing she'd seen lately was her new dildo. Thinking about it had her nipples swelling, pushing out the front of her bikini top. The bottom of her bikini panty turned wet. She didn't climax easily, maybe every third time with Scott early on in their marriage. She had her first orgasm in five years with her new toy and once the damn had burst, she'd masturbated every day since and sometimes twice. The larger size had been the right choice as her pussy seemed to love the added length and thickness. Lately, with each use, it seemed to be taking longer to get off with it. She wouldn't mind sneaking inside for another session, but she figured Scott would wonder where she'd gotten off to. They didn't get a lot of time together and it was nice sitting by the pool with her husband.
The phone rang.
"I'll get it, dear," she told him. Dawn stood up from the cot presenting her bare ass around her thong to her husband. He spanked it playfully.
The phone rang twice more before she made it inside.
"Hello," she answered.
"Is this Dawn Connor?" said a deep voice on the other end.
"Yes, who is this?"
"Mrs. Connor, this is Ben Calhoun from BBC's Adult Books," said the voice.
Dawn gasped, glancing fearfully outside at her husband. "Why are you calling me? You can't call me here," she said, her voice lowering to a whisper even though there was no way Scott could hear her.
"Sorry Ma'am," said Ben. "I'll put you on the do not call list. This is a courtesy call to see how satisfied you are with the product you purchased."
"Seriously?" she asked in disbelief. "Yes, I'm very satisfied with my purchase," she said, rushing through her words. "Now, I have to get going, Mr. Calhoun. Have a nice..."
"Any thoughts on that upgrade?" he asked. "If you wanna try something better, the vibrating ones do all the work for you. The biggest con with your purchase is that you have to use your hands to work it and that can be a little distracting. I can even give you another discount."
"Hmm, another discount?" she said, glancing out the sliding glass door again. Scott was turning his attention from his Sport's Illustrated and towards the door, wondering where she was. "No. No, the one I purchased is just fine. Thank you, Mr. Calhoun. Please don't call me at this number again."
"Mrs. Connor..."
"Good afternoon." Dawn hung the phone up. Scott was sitting up on his cot. She stuck her head through the sliding glass door. "Just a salesman, dear," she yelled. "I'm going to run upstairs and use the bathroom. I may be awhile."
"Fine dear," he replied. "I'm going to hop in and cool off."
Dawn heard the splash as she turned and hurried to her bedroom. She retrieved her dildo from its hiding spot while pulling the strings on the sides of her panty as she approached the bed.
"Mmmm," she sighed, sitting on the edge of the bed and pulling the dildo into her pussy. Her pussy lips spread out around the head, embracing it as she started working the shaft deeper inside her. As her needy pussy swallowed all seven inches, she laid back on the bed, feet on the floor. Her bikini top consisted of two black triangles that barely covered her nipples and had to be adjusted constantly. She had little problem showing off her assets, but this bikini was so skimpy she only wore it in the privacy of her pool.
As her nipples hardened, they began to form little pyramids on her chest, pulling her top tighter and stretching it so that hints of areola appeared. Dawn flicked the top up above her breasts and squeezed her bare nipples. They had always been sensitive and pinching them sent spasms of pleasure down to her womb, the pleasure slowly growing and growing. She raised her hips off the bed, into the imaginary thrusts of Scott's hard prick. "Oh god," she moaned, sitting back up. She wanted to keep squeezing her nipples, but she needed to move the dildo like it was fucking her. She settled for one hand slowly moving the dildo while the fingers on her other hand pinched and tugged on her hard nipple. The pleasurable sensation stayed where it was, stopping growing. Dawn moaned with frustration, releasing her nipple and using both hands on the base of the dildo to move it as fast and as hard as she could inside her until...
"AAAHH!" she cried out, her body relaxing back down onto her bed, her pulse beating rapidly. Needing to use both hands sure was a distraction to climaxing.
A vibrator would be better.
**********
Three days later, Dawn returned to BBC's Adult Books. The door chimed. Ben looked up, a smile spreading across his face. This time, she hadn't tried to hide her great figure. She was wearing jean shorts, her bare feet in flip-flops. A blue tank top, hugged her waist and flat tummy, stretching out around her large breasts. It was so tight, he could see the indentation of her navel, her ribs, and even the outlines of her nipples through her bra. She still hid her face behind the large sunglasses with her hair under a baseball cap for a disguise. Ben felt his cock twitch as he gazed at her body. "Afternoon, Mrs. Connor," he said.
"Mr. Calhoun," she answered with a nod, not meeting his gaze. She hurried towards the counter and the display of sex toys, her head turning slightly as she scanned the display. "I can't believe I'm buying an eight-inch vibrator," she mumbled, reaching out for the large bullet-shaped sex toy. Her head turned as she took in the larger realistic looking ones, turning darker the bigger they got.
"What was that, Mrs. Conner?" asked Ben, leaning over the counter.
"I can't believe I'm back here buying a vibrator." She put it on the counter, eager to get in and out as fast as possible.
"You're not, Mrs. Connor," he said with a smile. She finally glanced at his face; brow furrowed above the dark lenses. "Jane Smith is," he answered with a wink. "Would you like anything else, Mrs. Smith?"
Dawn's lip curled up in the beginnings of a smile. "No thank you, Mr. Calhoun," she replied. "Is the fifty percent offer still good?"
"Certainly," he said, ringing her up. The new POS system was up and running and despite his grumbling about it, he was rather pleased with it. "Let's see, $39.99 with a fifty percent discount. That will be $20, Mrs. Smith."
She reached into her purse and pulled out a wallet, pulling out a twenty. "Here you go."
Ben reached for it, but his hand stopped. He pulled his hand back. "How would you like to get it for free?"



Dawn pulled the bill back. "Free?" she asked. "Wait, what's the catch?" Her brow furrowed with suspicion.
"I need a product review of the item. Just agree to come back in a few weeks and tell me how it's working out for you." Ben held his hands up defensively. "I don't need a lot of detail, Mrs. Smith. I just need to know if the product is working for you."
Dawn looked down at the packaged vibrator laying on the counter. She had plenty of money, but she was still a sucker for a sale and an even bigger sucker for a great deal. "No offense, Mr. Calhoun, but I can't keep coming back to your establishment. I'm afraid someone I know might see me."
"No offense taken, Mrs. Smith. You and about fifty percent of my clientele feel the same way." Ben reached out and grabbed one of his business cards. "Call me when you come back and I'll let you know if I have any customers. I can lock the front doors for a few minutes and let you in the back door. I can even do that for you if you'd like to shop around a bit privately."
"Thanks, but I'm sure this will work well. I'll keep my promise and come back with a review, but I won't be needing anything else."
"You ever watch porn, Mrs. Smith."
"Certainly not, Mr. Calhoun. I find it disgusting and demeaning to women."
Ben backed up and stepped down from behind the counter. "I'm sure, Mrs. Connor feels that way, but I think your friend Jane might like it. Watching a good porn can get the arousal flowing and enhances the pleasure from your purchase." He reached out and grabbed a video off his rack. "Here, just give it a try. I could use an honest review of a few movies too. Bring it back the next time you come in."
Jane reluctantly took the video. The slipcase showed a few large-breasted bimbos and an ugly hairy man with a gut, not exactly her idea of a stud. She handed it back to Ben when he stepped back behind the counter. He slipped the video and her vibrator into a brown paper bag. "Thanks, Mr. Calhoun. I can't make any promises on the video, but I'll come back with a quick review. I'll call and use your back door."
"Sounds good, Miss. Smith. Have a good afternoon." She didn't answer and Ben watched her pause at the door, making sure no one was watching. "I'd like to use your backdoor," he mumbled staring at the shorts hugging a great ass.
**********
Dawn stepped out of the shower and toweled her wet body. After rubbing the towel through her hair, she brushed her blonde locks in place and brushed her teeth. Nude, she strolled into the master bedroom, walking to the window and glancing down to make sure Scott had left for work. Her pussy was already lubricating as she walked over to her dresser and removed the bullet vibrator from its hiding place under some folded clothes.
She laid down on the bed, sighing as she spread her legs open and flipped the switch to vibrate on the dildo. She closed her eyes and held the shuddering toy against her clit, letting the pulsations increase her arousal until an orgasm slowly start to build up. Time to bite the bullet, she thought, pushing the vibrator into her pussy, smiling at her little joke as her pussy lips easily spread open for the bullet-shaped toy. "AAH," she moaned, flipping the switch to maximum vibration as she pushed it deeper. "AAH AAH." She released the toy and grabbed her swollen nipples, squeezing the hard nubs. "AAAAHHHH!!" Her hips bucked up off the bed as she came hard. Her ass fell back on the mattress. Dawn gasped for breath. That had been a big one, maybe her biggest. The vibrator was still doing a number inside her pussy. She kept pinching and tugging on her nipples. Another climax was growing, coming quickly. "OH SHIT!" she moaned, her hips leaping up again. Her orgasm, forced half the dildo out of her pussy, before her vaginal muscles squeezed down around the plastic, contractions trying to pull it back in wanting it thrusting in and out of her like a real man. Another outward contraction pushed it out of her completely.
Satisfied and still gasping as she tried to catch her breath, Dawn sat up and reached down to switch the vibrator off. She fell back down on the bed, placing the vibrator between her large heaving breasts. Contented, she closed her eyes and easily could have fallen right back asleep. It was sad, but her new toy was better than her husband had ever been at getting her off. Yesterday had been the first time she'd used it and she'd been shocked by how good the eight-inch toy had felt inside her and at how quickly, she'd cum. Having a double today had been a surprise. Her day was mostly free and she'd planned on having a second session with her new toy, but after two orgasms, she might just skip a second session.
Dawn forced her eyes open. She planned on laying out by the pool this morning and could always nap outside. She got off the bed, cleaned off the dildo in the bathroom, and hid it back beside the brown paper bag containing Mr. Calhoun's porn movie.
Dawn did fall asleep beside her pool. The heat on her skin and her state of sexual gratification put her asleep quickly. When she woke, the sun was high in the sky, near noon. She sat up on the cot, stretched her arms over her head, and got up, jumping in her warm pool to cool off.
Dawn swam a bit before climbing up the ladder and drying herself off. She went inside to eat lunch, fixing a sandwich, and staring outside as she ate. She wanted to lay out some more, but her mind kept wandering to the toy upstairs. "Why not," she said, finishing her sandwich. Her pussy was already lubricating as she walked up the stairs. Dawn pulled at the strings on her bikini, the two pieces falling to the floor in her bedroom as she once again went to retrieve the vibrator. This time, her eyes fell on the bag containing the adult video. "I did promise a review," she mumbled, putting the tape in her VCR.
Dawn hit play and pressed the tip of the vibrator against her clit again, switching it on. The vibrator did its job arousing her even if the movie didn't. It was exactly what she expected, cheesy music, bad production values, worse acting, even worse dialog, and an essentially non-existent plot. She watched the first scene and found herself bored. Honestly, it was more arousing to close her eyes and imagine Scott fucking her with a hard, oddly shaped bullet penis.
She moaned, starting to push the dildo inside her, ready to turn the movie off, but she didn't want to take her hands off her new toy. The ugly hairy man was in the next scene. Dawn shook her head. These things might have more appeal to women if they got attractive men to act in them. She couldn't even say much for the big boobed slut that quickly kneeled in front of sasquatch man. God, the man was hairy and he had a gut! Seeing him in a sex movie was more of a turn-off than arous... "Holy crap!" Dawn gasped when the man's penis sprang up. The woman grabbed the shaft and started stroking it. Her eyes widened as the huge penis swelled up even more, the actress soon wrapping her lips around it, sucking the huge dick.
Dawn's nipples were aching for attention. She reached down and switched the vibrator to maximum, laying back and squeezing her nipples, her attention fully focused on the ugly hairy man's penis. It made her dildo look small and inadequate. She was equally impressed by how much of the big cock the woman was managing to swallow.
Dawn watched fascinated as the actress spread her legs open and took the huge cock. Dawn reached down and pushed the base of the bullet vibrator in as deep as it would go while working one nipple with her other hand. She came hard as the chubby troll pulled his monster penis out of the woman, several large blasts of sperm striking her tits. She quickly sat up, jerking the man's shaft, a few more wads of semen striking her face or falling on her outstretched tongue.
Dawn switched the dildo off and removed it. She laid down, catching her breath and watching the next scene. It was as boring and poorly acted as the rest. The man was fitter and better looking, but inches smaller than the hairy actor, but still an inch or two longer than her husband back when Scott got a firm erection.
Dawn found herself using the dildo once or twice a day for the rest of the week. Sometimes, she watched the scene with the hairy man and the actress, again and again, trying to time her orgasm to the man's. She came hard watching him pull that monster out of the woman, his cock swollen and rampant as her came on her tits, face, and tongue. Other times, she laid down, closing her eyes, picturing herself with Scott, but his cock was 10" long and each time she had the fantasy, Scott was looking hairier and hairier, his fit stomach growing a gut until Dawn was picturing herself as the actress getting fucked by the hung porn star.
**********
Ben let Dawn in through the back door in the alley behind his store. She wasn't hiding her body anymore, wearing low-rise jeans and heels along with a tank top that showed off her sexy belly almost down to the tops of her pubes. Her blonde hair was down and her blue eyes weren't hidden behind big sunglasses, but then it was a cloudy day with rain in the forecast. He smiled and let her in.
"Stores empty and the front door's locked," he said.
Dawn gave one last nervous glance down the alley towards her car before slipping in the backdoor to the stockroom. "Thanks," she said, following him into the store. "Just worried about my car." Her eyes fell on a mattress and blanket laying on the stockroom floor.
"Neighborhoods not that bad," he assured her.
Dawn grinned wryly and raised an eyebrow in disbelief. "Sure, it isn't." She glanced over at the bars on one window in the stockroom. The display window in front had a shutter he could pull down and his counter was behind bulletproof glass with a little sliding glass door he could shut by the register to secure himself in the booth. There was also an alarm bell above the front door and the backdoor, she'd just entered through.
"Not that bad," Ben repeated. His store had survived the Overtown race riots in 1980 and a few riots since. BBC's ADULT BOOKS was barely in Overtown, just off I-95 and most of his clientele were white men sneaking in for their porn fix. "Here for an upgrade?"
"No, just a product review like we agreed upon." Her eyes glanced over at the hallway with BOOTHS on a sign above it. To the right of the hallway was a corkboard with a dozen photos pinned on it. Letters taped to the wall above the board read, THE BULL PEN.
"Video booths with a selection of adult movies to choose from," he explained. "Would you like some tokens?"
"Ah... no thanks," said Dawn, shuddering. Her mind pictured a small booth with a porno running while some man jerked off watching it. She still couldn't believe she was in a sleazy place like this.
"How did the bullet work for you?"
"Fantastic. The thing's amazing."
"And you orgasm every time?"
She blushed a little and nodded. "Yes, it's perfect." She glanced at the row of dildos beside the counter. Her gaze falling on a giant flesh-colored one beside a black one that had to be a foot long. The white one looked like HIS cock!
"And what did you think of the movie?"
"Not much," she replied. "Mostly boring, bad acting, bad dialog, no plot." She kept staring at the 10" lifelike penis.
"Did you watch it to the end?"
"Uh, no. I never made it that far."
"You need to watch it to the end, Mrs. Connor... I mean Miss. Smith."
Dawn smiled; her eyes glued to the dildo. "Dawn is fine when we're alone, Mr. Calhoun." She continued staring. "Say, do you know who the actor was in that movie you gave me?"
"Which one, Dawn?"
"The hairy one, a little chubby, not very attractive."
"The one with the big dick?" he asked. She blushed again. "That's Ron Jeremy. Pretty famous. They call him, "the hedgehog". You have a good eye, Dawn. That's his cock you're staring at."
"What?"
Ben stepped up behind the counter and pulled a plastic-encased dildo out. It was called the Ron Jeremy Dong and had an image of the actor on it. The package stated the dildo was 9 3/4" long. "If you wanna try something better than the bullet, it's yours. Same deal. Just give me a review."
"I couldn't, it's too big."
"Did the actress have any trouble taking it?"
"Well, no," she replied. The actress seemed to be enjoying it despite the ugly man it was attached to.
"Well give it a try then," said Ben, pulling a brown paper bag open and slipping the large dildo inside. "What about another movie?"
"Not really my thing."
"Maybe you just haven't found the right one. "I'll get you another one with Ron Jeremy."
"Okay," she replied meekly, embarrassed her nipples were starting to harden at the thought of seeing more of Ron's dick.
"But finish the first movie so you can give me a review. I want to know if it's worth putting in one of the booths. The same for the second movie."
Ben removed the slipcase from a video and placed it in a plastic rental box. He added the nearly ten-inch model of Ron Jeremy's cock in a nondescript brown plastic bag. She slipped out through the storeroom and into the back alley, eager to get out of this section of town. She was also eager to try out her new toy tomorrow.
**********
She tried out her new toy as soon as she got home.
She hadn't planned on it. Dawn removed the large dildo from its wrapping and found herself staring at it. Her mind was filled with images of "The Hedgehog" thrusting it in and out of the actress as she ran her hands along the bumps and ridges of the realistic-looking plastic cock.
Almost before she knew what she was doing, Dawn was naked on her bed, eyes glued to the actress trying her best to suck the ugly man's monster appendage. She ran the head of the dildo along her slit, her arousal growing as she stared at the woman blowing the actor. Dawn didn't like sucking dick. She'd done it for her husband a few times on special occasions, but the actress looked like she was enjoying it. Of course, she was an actress and was probably acting.
Ugly Ron sat up on his knees and pressed his cock down on the woman's slit. Dawn pushed the head of the Ron Jeremy Dong against her labia and pushed the head inside even as Ron's disappeared in the actress. "OH!" she moaned, raising her hips into the dildo as she pushed it deeper. She tried to work the dildo in and out of her pussy in time to Ron's thrusts, but she couldn't keep up. "AAAHH!" she cried cumming hard. Dawn's hips fell back down onto the bed. She held the dildo inside her, trying to catch her breath, staring at the TV until Ron pulled his gorgeous cock out of the woman and splattered an impressive load of semen on her fake tits.
**********
Dawn waved at Scott from the upstairs window as he backed out of the driveway. Her hand was out of sight, pulling on the belt of her robe even before his car was driving down the road. She let the robe fall off her shoulders and hurried back to her dresser to pull out the dildo and the movie.
She inserted the movie into the VCR and hit play. It showed the actress rubbing Ron's semen into her breasts. Dawn rewound it, watching the reverse fucking until the woman sat up, leaning in to suck Ron's dick. Dawn stopped rewinding and hit play.
She grabbed her dildo and sat on the edge of the bed. Once again, she rubbed the head along her moistening pussy, pushing it in as Ron pushed his real cock inside the actress. Dawn remained on the edge, working the new dildo in and out, staring at Ron's cock on the screen. The beautiful images of his cock were repeatedly ruined when the camera would move up to show the expressions on his face. "Fuck me," she whispered as the actress cried, "Fuck me." Dawn moaned; her noises similar to the actress on the screens. She wanted to lay back and enjoy the thrusts of Ron's cock while pinching her nipples. She wished this one was also a vibrator so she could do just that. "AAHH!" she gasped, her vaginal muscles squeezing tightly down around the big plastic cock as she came.
Dawn fell back on the bed, gasping for air, completely satisfied, watching Ron's cock spewing his seed all over the actress's tits.
Dawn reached over to the head of the bed and pulled a pillow over and under her head. She'd promised to watch the movie to the end so she laid there to catch her breath, waiting for the actress to quit making goo-goo eyes at the Hedgehog while rubbing his cum into her tits. Dawn relaxed, letting the feeling of sexual satisfaction wash over her. The long dildo was still deep in her pussy, all the way up to the suction cup on the bottom. She sighed, enjoying the feeling of being stuffed so fully. It made her feel complete somehow.
The blonde in the next scene was more natural-looking than the fake-looking porn star with Ron. She was sitting reading a magazine, twirling her hair when the doorbell rang. She smiled, dropped the magazine, and bounced up to answer the door. "Ugh!" Dawn muttered when she opened the door and a black man entered. Dawn scrunched up her face at the black man and white woman kissing. She didn't want to watch an interracial sex scene, though to be honest, the black man was better looking than Ron Jeremy. He had a flat top afro and an attractive face though his skin was too dark.
Still, she had no interest in watching the scene. She reached out for the remote and fast-forwarded the tape hoping the Hedgehog had another scene. The girl led the black man over to the couch. She pulled her shirt off over her head. They kissed again. She kneeled, looking up at him. She pulled his pants down. His enormous cock sprang... "What the fuck!" said Dawn, pressing play on the remote to stop the fast forward. A huge black cock nearly a foot long was bobbing before the woman's excited-looking face.
"Just what I wanted," said the actress, grabbing the shaft. "A big." She kissed the tip. "Black." She ran her tongue over the crown. "Cock!" She let the shaft rest on her face. It took up her entire head. Her tongue came out and she licked up the shaft back to the tip before taking the head in her mouth and starting to suck what to Dawn's eyes looked to be at least a-foot-long penis that made Ron Jeremy's seem small in comparison.
A fresh flow of arousal ran down around the plastic shaft in her pussy.
As the dark black shaft hardened and started to glisten from the woman's saliva, Dawn had to admit, the huge black cock was simply magnificent, total rock hard, ebon perfection.
Dawn was almost sorry to see the actress stop sucking it she was so turned on staring at the veiny shaft each time the woman sucked back to the head. The couple moved to the couch, brushing her discarded magazine aside. The black man sat down and held his cock up while the woman straddled him backward so that she was facing the camera. She lifted her skirt up, revealing that she was panty less (of course she was). She slowly lowered herself down over the shaft, taking more and more of it. She paused briefly, a painful expression crossing her face before she sank into his lap. The painful expression was gone, now replaced by one of pure bliss. This wasn't acting!
Dawn grabbed the base of the dildo and began working it in and out of her pussy, staring intently at the blonde riding the 12" black shaft. It was one of the most erotic sights she'd ever seen. Big black hands were on her pale hips. They moved up, coming around to cup her breasts, looking like she was wearing a dark black bra. His fingers spread, squeezing her hard nipples between them.
"Ooh, fuck me, baby. Fuck me. You fuck me so good," mewled the woman. "Fuck me with that big black cock."
"Oh, fuck me," grunted Dawn. "Fuck me, baby." She stared at the couple on-screen another climax growing. "You fuck me so good." She couldn't bring herself to say, big black cock, but she thought it. "OHGOD!" Her orgasm exploded so quickly, it caught her off guard. Waves of pleasure emanated out from her womb reaching the tips of her toes to the hairs on her head. "JESUS!" she cried, at the strength of the orgasm. She started pulling the dildo out, slowly opening her eyes to see that the actress had jumped off the swollen cock and was now kneeling, jerking it off, with her tongue stretched out. Dawn shoved the dildo back in her pussy all the way up to the suction cup, staring as strand after strand of white semen erupted from the cock head covering the woman's face. "OHFUCK!" She came again. Hard. One giant orgasm on top of another. There man's semen plastered the actress' face. There was so much, Dawn began to wonder if it were faked somehow.



Her strength drained; Dawn fell back on the bed. She stared dazed at the screen, the movie ending and going to the credits. Her vaginal muscles were still squeezing the shaft of the dildo, tremors trying to push it out before reversing to pull it back in. It was like her pussy wanted to get fucked by it more. Finally, the outward tremor forced the dildo from her body. It fell to the floor with a thud. By then, the screen was showing all static.
Dawn laid on the bed exhausted for 45 minutes before she finally had the strength to get up. She cleaned the dildo and showered.
She got some errands done before going back to the bedroom and putting her bikini on. She sunbathed by the pool, falling asleep under the sun's hot rays. She dreamed the black man from the video was coming through the gate carrying a pool net. She glanced at him, lowering her sunglasses to take in his sweaty dark torso. Bad music started playing in her head, the black man reaching for the waistband of his shorts and pushing them down to reveal the root of a thick black cock. She woke up just before half the swelling shaft was revealed.
Dawn hopped in the pool, swimming a few laps, her mind filled with images of the black man and the white woman. She climbed the ladder out of the pool, briefly toweled herself dry, and walked back into her house, heading to her bedroom.
Dawn tossed the wet bikini into the tub. Once again, she retrieved her new dildo and laid down on the bed. She rewound the tape to the woman sucking Ron Jeremy's prick, watching for a few minutes before finding it boring. She picked up the remote and fast-forwarded back to the woman opening the door to the black man. The moment his big black cock was freed from his pants, her pussy started getting wet.
She pushed it inside her as the woman sat down in his lap. Dawn wished this one had a vibrating function again as she stared at the screen. She kept most of the dildo inside her, working only a little in and out of her while she squeezed one nipple with her free hand. "FFUUCCKK!!" Her body leaped off the bed from another huge orgasm the second she watched the huge black cock erupting his semen all over the woman's face.
"WOW!" cried Dawn, panting. Going to that seedy adult store had sure been worth it.
**********
Dawn was fixing dinner, her mind already focusing on her next session with the dildo tomorrow morning after Scott left for work. She was feeling like an addict, wanting her next fix. The phone rang. It was Scott telling her he was going to be a few hours late. She told him she didn't mind. She could reheat his dinner in the microwave.
Dawn was pulling the dildo out from under the pile of clothes a few minutes later.
She had time for a long slow session so Dawn decided to try out the second video. She wanted to see more of Ron's big cock since the other scene had suddenly turned uninteresting to her. The movie started. "Hmm," she hummed. Ron Jeremy had directed this one, but the star was apparently a former pro football player.
And he was black!
Dawn's eyes widened as she took in the black man. They were playing up the concept that he'd played football in real life. He was in uniform, returning from practice to an attractive light-skinned black woman. She gasped out loud when he took off his shirt. The man was broad-chested with muscles on muscles. He wasn't as good-looking as the other black man, but he was bigger and more brutish looking.
"God!" she gasped when his cock sprang up. It was as long as the first man's, but probably a little thicker. This new big black cock quickly became the new image of masculine perfection in her mind as did the muscle man it was attached to.
She was so enraptured by it that she forgot to use the dildo until the scene was almost over. She spread her legs and was inserting it just as the man's cock was erupting on the black woman's brown tits and face. Dawn came suddenly, a small intense orgasm, but she'd only inserted the head of the dildo and it left her craving a bigger one. The man's cock twitched shooting several more wads of white semen than the first black man had. The volume was greater too, almost twice as much.
She was glad she'd been daydreaming during the last scene as the next one featured the same man, but this time with a very pale white woman with big breasts and blonde hair. The contrast of their skin was far more erotic. She was sitting on his ass nude, massaging oil into his V-shaped back.
"Oh god, fuck her," moaned Dawn, working the dildo in her pussy, wanting the sex to get on with it.
The scene did get on with it. The white woman taking the big cock in her mouth, before riding the huge shaft, grinding her pussy into his crotch. Her pale white hands, resting on his broad black chest.
"OH, GOD! FUCK ME! FUCK ME!" cried Dawn, working the dildo harder into her pussy. "YYYEEESSS!!!" she cried watching the white woman jump off the shaft and kiss his balls, her dainty white hand jerking the black cock off. Massive eruptions of cum shooting up from the bulbous head.
Dawn rested the dildo between her breasts. She let the movie run its course. There was one more scene with another white woman and the same black man. Ben had been mistaken about Ron Jeremy being in this one, but she was happy for his mistake. The second scene with the black man and the pale white blonde that resembled her had been the hottest thing she'd ever seen.
Dawn put a robe on, went downstairs, and ate her dinner. She was famished and ate more than usual. She fixed Scott a plate and put it in the microwave.
She ended her day heading back upstairs and taking a long bath.
**********
"I didn't expect to see you back so soon," said Ben, letting her in the alley door. She'd called him from a pay phone on the street.
"I was in the neighborhood and thought I'd return this video."
Ben opened the case. "Oh Dawn," he said, shaking his head. "I'm going to have to charge you for this."
"What? Why?" she asked, startled.
"You didn't rewind it." He wagged his finger at her, smiling to show he was kidding. Ben also noticed the tape was stopped on the final scene with the black man.
"Sorry," she apologized.
"No worries. And the other tape?"
"I left it at home. I'll bring it back when I watch it."
"That's fine. Take your time." He noticed she was looking flushed. He led her to the door to the store. There were voices on the other side. She froze. "We have one customer," he explained. "He's checking out. It's Friday and we're busier. There'll be a crowd in a few hours." He opened the door and peered out. "How's the Hedgehog's Dong working for you?"
"It's amazing."
"Alright, he's gone," said Ben, pushing the door to the store open.
Dawn followed him into the now-familiar adult book store. She glanced up at the counter and froze. Another black man was standing behind the counter. He grinned at her, his white teeth standing out against his black skin. The man appeared mid-fifties, close to Ben's age. He was thin and unthreatening. His beard was half gray and he wore a white kufi hat. Though he was grinning and appeared harmless, his eyes were dark and piercing, staring at her predatorily.
Ben stopped, noticing the two staring at each other. "This is Abu Hanifa. He helps me out on busy nights when my boys are off sowing their oats. Abu, this is Jane Smith. She's doing some product reviews for me."
"Miss Smith," said Abu, nodding his head towards her, still grinning and still staring.
Dawn forced a smile and nodded back, saying nothing. She felt her nipples start to grow and quickly broke eye contact. Despite his thin appearance, Abu Hanifa had the same aura of masculinity that the much more muscular Ben Calhoun gave off. Her nipples turned fully erect; their outlines now visible through her tank top.
"You have sons, Ben?"
"Two. Buru and Bomani. Buru is 30 and Bomani is 28."
"Little old to be sowing their oats."
"They have lots of oats."
"Interesting names," asked Dawn. "African?"
"Yeah, it was all the rage in the 60s and 70s." Ben was grabbing another video tape and putting it in a plastic container. Buru means, "One Who is Like a Bull," and Bomani is Swahili for "Great Warrior." He handed her the tape. "Here, another movie."
Dawn nodded. "Thanks." She noticed Ben wasn't wearing a wedding ring. "And Mrs. Calhoun?"
Ben smiled sadly. "She passed away."
"Oh Ben, I'm sorry."
"It was a long time ago," he replied, shrugging.
Her eyes swept the display of sex toys, going from left to right. They were small and white, her husbands' size. Some were pink and not even shaped like a penis. The white one's stopped with Ron Jeremy's dong and then they turned darker, brown, and black cock-shaped dildos, 10-13" in size. The final one, the KING DONG. It was a 14" monster, with multiple vibrating settings. Her eyes landed on the foot-long black one, so like the two black actor's cocks in the movies she'd watched.
"See anything you like?" asked Abu, still grinning.
Dawn glanced at him, quickly glancing away from his dark eyes. Her cheeks flushed. "No, I'm just returning the movie."
"You ready to try something better?" asked Ben.
"No, I'm fine. My last uh... marital aid is perfect."
"Are your sure, Daw... Jane?" asked Ben. He stepped past her and removed the 12" Black dildo. It was marketed as a foot-long and pornstar-sized. It was called the BBC LIFELIKE DILDO. "I could use a review." He handed it to her. "No charge of course."
Dawn's hands were a little shaky as she reached out and took the proffered cock in her hand. "I really don't need... but if you want a review." Her eyes were running up and down the length of the shaft. "Do you have any that are flesh-colored?"
Ben's broad lips curled up in a slight smirk. "That is flesh-colored, Miss Smith."
"Oh! Of course. I'll a... okay. I'll give it a... I'll get you a review, Mr. Calhoun."
"Abu, hand me a bag for Miss. Smith."
Ben took a brown paper bag from Abu and slipped the large dildo inside it. Just in time as the bell over the door chimed. They hadn't locked the front door for her. A white man in a suit was standing in the doorway, frozen and staring at her. He obviously hadn't expected to see a woman in here and especially not a woman built like the actresses on all the movie slip case art and magazine covers. He quickly turned and headed to the movie section.
Ben could see she was ready to get out of there. More people were passing by the front of the shop. "I'll let you out the back, Miss. Smith," said Ben.
He led her back into the stockroom. "What did you think of the movie?"
"They aren't my thing, but it was fine."
"And you watched it to the end?"
"Yes."
"Good. Is it worth putting on in one of my booths?"
"I guess so."
"And what did you think of the second movie?" he asked, approaching the alley door.
"I haven't watched it yet," she lied. Dawn wasn't quite ready to return it.
"Well, give me a review when you can."
"Sure. Ron Jeremy wasn't in it anyway."
"He wasn't?"
"No, he just directed it."
"The movie you didn't watch?"
"Yes, I mean no. Uh, thank you, Mr. Calhoun." She slipped through the door.
"You can keep the new movie, Dawn. It's used and I'm getting ready to discard it."
"Uh okay, thanks, Ben."
**********
Dawn removed the BBC LIFELIKE DILDO from its plastic sleeve the second she got home. She washed it in the bathroom, drying it with a paper towel and wrapping a dry paper towel around it to keep it clean. Dawn stripped and laid back in her bed. The nipples on her ample breasts were already standing to attention and her heart was beating rapidly as she stared at the 12" black dildo. If she hadn't seen a cock like this in action in the pornos, she wouldn't have believed there were penises this large. She chuckled to herself. A few short weeks ago, she'd gone to an adult bookstore to purchase a little sex toy that reminded her of Scott's penis just to keep her sane and now she was laying nude on her bed about to use a foot long black one on herself while watching porn where a white woman was about to take a black man's mammoth cock. Ben had certainly been right about the big ones being more satisfying and something about the skin contrasts between a dark-skinned black man and a pale white woman was rapidly becoming a major source of arousal for her.
Dawn hit play on her remote. She held the dildo to her breast, absentmindedly stroking the plastic shaft while watching the black football star arrive for his massage. The blonde straddled his back rubbing his shoulders and muscular back. When he turned over and the woman began sucking his cock, Dawn slowly lowered the dildo down, lining the head up with the entrance to her pussy.
She gasped, pushing it in as the blonde actress took the mammoth cock in her pussy. Dawn moaned, feeling full and stretched out like never before. She felt an orgasm rapidly growing and exploding around half the dildo, her arousal running down the plastic shaft to soak her fingers where she was holding the base.
Dawn took a breather, keeping it inside her and watching the action on screen. When she'd recovered, she slowly started working more inside her. The head pressed up against her cervix. Dawn moaned, looking down at her pussy. Her hand was still wrapped around the base, with inches to go. She couldn't take the whole thing, wouldn't have believed any woman could. The actress on screen certainly was taking the entire cock. Of course, Dawn wasn't a porn actress.
Dawn sat back and watched the action on screen, pinching and pulling on her nipples. The new dildo felt amazing inside her, the best yet, but again she wished it had a vibrating function. She came when the actress did. Her vaginal muscles squeezed down over the shaft, orgasmic convulsions pushing several inches out of her pussy before reversing and sucking several inches back inside her.
"JESUS!" she gasped, catching her breath.
Dawn climbed out of bed, took a quick shower, and cleaned her new toy in the shower with her. She hid the video and gave one last glance at the BBC LIFELIKE DILDO, before tucking it away. She covered it up with her clothes like she was putting a baby to sleep. "Goodnight new best friend," she whispered. "See you in the morning."
**********
She did see it in the morning. She fixed Scott breakfast, kissed him goodbye, and watched him back out the driveway. She immediately headed upstairs, loosening the belt on her robe as she went.
Dawn wasn't in a rush and decided to take her time masturbating. She decided to check out the new video Ben had given her. If she didn't care for it, she could always put the one with the muscular black man back in the VCR.
She gasped as she removed the tape from the slipcover. It wasn't even a movie. It was a compilation video titled Blacks on Blondes, and it was 6 hours long! She pushed it in and hit play.
Dawn sat on her bed, one hand squeezing her left breast, teasing her hardening nipple. Her other hand resting on her pubic hair, its index finger rubbing her slit. This is total crap, she thought, watching the scene. There wasn't a plot or even a semblance of a plot. A blonde answered her door, letting in a black man carrying a vacuum cleaner. He mentioned its powerful sucking action. "That's not the only thing with a powerful sucking action," she replied, kneeling and undoing his pants.
The blonde was attractive, nice figure, and had perfect tits. Her hair looked very eighties and Dawn guessed the scene was about ten years old. The man wasn't much to look at. He was dark black, had sideburns, and looked like some street thug out of a 1970s crime movie. In the real world, she was way out of his league and these two would never hook up in real life.
His cock sprang up.
"Mmmm," moaned Dawn, the finger rubbing her rapidly dampening slit. The blonde's eyes lit up, staring at his cock before smiling up at him. She stroked his shaft making it fully harden.
The man's cock was gorgeous. It closely resembled her dildo, though the cock was darker and had a slight upwards curve. The head had a large flare to it. It wasn't long until the large flare was pushing past the woman's upper lip.
Dawn didn't suck dick. Yet, in every scene in every movie, she'd watched, it always started with a blow job. Her arousal grew the more she watched the woman sucking the 12" cock. The oral scenes always gave her a nice close-up view of the man's penis. The woman often took the huge shaft and ran it over her breasts or cheeks, head turned to lick the shaft. She liked how the dark-skinned shafts glistened in the light from the woman's saliva.
The black man sat on the couch, spreading his legs open. The woman moved between them, sucking his cock a little more before standing and turning around to face the camera. Dawn grabbed the dildo and brought the head down between her legs. Just as the actress' pussy was being speared by the man's huge cock, Dawn was pressing the dildo against her labia, spreading her lips apart until the head was inside her. She worked the dildo deeper, watching the woman doing the same, raising and lowering herself over the coal-black shaft.
"Mmm, fuck me with that big black cock, baby," moaned the actress, who looked to be enjoying it.
"No, fuck me with that big black cock," growled Dawn, working her dildo in and out of her wet pussy as fast as she could. "Fuck me. Fuck me. Ah... Ah... AAAHHH!" Dawn shuddered and came all over the dildo. She didn't stop working it. She kept thrusting it in and out of her pussy through the orgasm, waiting for the man to orgasm. The actress jumped off his cock and spun around, kneeling again. The camera zoomed in as the swollen black cock shot its first load across the woman's face.
"FFFUUUCCCKKK!!!" Dawn thrust the dildo as deep as it would go and fell back on the bed. Her hips bucking into the imaginary thrusts of her black lover as she came even harder this time over her black dildo. Dawn laid there, gasping while the next scene started. She reached out for the remote and stopped the video.
She watched the second scene later that day, cumming two more times, and loving her new dildo even more with each orgasm.
**********
Dawn Conner spent the next ten days watching the movie scene by scene until she'd seen them all. She'd watch one scene during her morning session and the next during her late afternoon, post-chore session. She had her favorites, the biggest, the thickest, the heaviest ejaculator, or the best-looking black man, but she loved them all.
Weeks passed. The movie and orgasms were affecting her. She began associating sex with black men and black men only. Even if Scott could have gotten his penis completely hard, she wouldn't have been interested in it. Every time she saw a black man, she found herself giving his crotch a quick surreptitious glance. Few appeared to have noticeable bulges, but that didn't stop her from checking. Scott took her out to dinner on a date night and she caught a glimpse of what she was looking for. The black man was seated a few tables down, big and powerful looking. He was good-looking, broad-shouldered, and wearing an expensive suit and tie. Dawn was certain he was a well-endowed bull.
SNAP!
"What?" she jerked startled. Her husband was snapping his finger in front of her face.
"Earth to Dawn," he said, pulling his hand back.
"Sorry," she blushed, "Just daydreaming. Scott went on telling her about his work day at the pharmaceutical company and her eyes drifted back to the black man. He stared back, giving her a little smirk, embarrassed she pulled her eyes away and back to her husband. She glanced back, but the black man had turned his attention on the couple at his table. They were a white couple, the man had his arm around the back of the woman's chair, possessively. Dawn's eyes wandered down. The black man was facing her. Under the table, she could see his spread legs. A giant black hand was under the table, resting on the woman's knee. He started sliding it up her thigh. Dawn glanced back between his legs. There was no bulge in his crotch. The bulge was a massive tubular object running down one leg of his slacks. Her eyes widened as she stared at it.



"So, Bob says, I want this office to go 100% paperless and I said, sounds great until someone needs to use the bathroom." Scott slapped his hand down, laughing.
"What? Oh, good one honey," she said, turning her attention back on her husband. Their food arrived and Dawn quietly ate, glancing at the black man occasionally. The outline of his cock had grown so much, she wondered how he'd be able to get up and walk. The woman was flushed now. Dawn could see the outline of her nipples through her blouse. Under the table, the black man's hand had stopped between her legs, her skirt was pushed up and his hand was moving around her pubic mound.
"Your lights are on," whispered Scott.
"Sorry, I'm listening to you, just a little distracted," she replied.
"Your headlights are on," he said, nodding down toward her bosom.
"Oh dear," Dawn muttered glancing down. Her large bosom filled the front of her blouse and she'd chosen a thin bra. Her nipples were prominent and swollen, pushing out through her blouse. "Must be cold in here."
"Would you care for some dessert?" asked the waiter, his eyes giving a glance down to her large nipples.
"Honey?"
"No thanks," she replied. "I'm stuffed." The waiter left their check and Dawn bent down, trying to pull her blouse away from her breasts, to make them a little less obvious.
"I think it's sexy as hell," said Scott, his hand coming to rest on her knee and giving it a little squeeze. "Let's go home."
Sex with Scott had been disappointing for years and that night was no exception. Sex always went in one of two directions. He couldn't get completely hard, his penis grew but was floppy, and she'd have to mount him, squeezing the base the get it hard enough to fit inside. Or, it got hard but squirted almost immediately. Usually, he'd rub his hard prick along her slit, trying to get her aroused enough to push it inside, but he usually came from rubbing her before he'd even entered her. Tonight, was better, she was soaking wet between her legs. His hard prick entered her quickly. They both groaned as he entered her. Almost before his groan was over, he was grunting, and squirting several short bursts of semen inside her. "Sorry," he said, pulling his spent dick out and rolling off her to breathe heavily.
"It's okay, dear," she replied, patting him on the stomach. He'd lasted five thrusts and that had been the best sex she'd gotten from him in years. She'd get hers after he left for work the next morning.
He leaned in and placed his hand on her stomach, rubbing her tummy just under her belly button. She could sense him willing his seed to impregnate her. They'd started trying years ago, but nothing ever seemed to come of it. Now neither thought they were trying to get pregnant; they just weren't trying to prevent it anymore. With Scott's weak erections preventing him from ejaculating his seed inside her most of the time, she could tell his fingers were crossed from this rare instance.
Dawn fell asleep and dreamed she and Scott were the couple sitting at the table with the black businessman. Scott was obliviously retelling his lame joke while the black man's hand was sliding up Dawn's thigh. His finger worked her panty aside and slipped inside her. She responded by leaning away from Scott and reaching under the table with her hand to squeeze the giant cock.
Later, her head was down in the pillow while the black man fucked her from behind. One of his hands was holding her hair up like reins and the other hand was spanking her ass. He was no longer the man from the restaurant, but one of the actors from her movie. The actor she found the most animalistic and brutish looking. Scott was seated in a chair, his pants were down and he was jerking off, and still babbling on about work while watching his wife get black fucked.
Dawn woke up, sopping wet. Scott was already dressed and tightening his tie. "Didn't want to wake you," he said. "Seems like you were having a good dream."
"Mmm, I was," she replied stretching.
"Seemed hot."
"I can't remember," she lied, "but you were in it."
"See you later," he said, bending down and kissing her.
"Good luck storming the castle," she replied, a phrase she frequently used when he left for work.
She flew out of the bed, reaching for the dildo the second she heard the door downstairs close. The head was pushing between the folds of her pussy while she listened to his car backing out of the driveway. Dawn was so wet and aroused from her dream, she didn't even bother watching a scene from her movie. She just closed her eyes, working the dildo in and out of her needy pussy, thinking about the black man from last night. She came three times, two good ones, and the final being one of her most explosive.
She left the house that day in a great mood, hoping to get her errands over with so she could start her second session with the dildo earlier. She planned on watching the scene with the actor, she'd dreamed about from start to finish, slowly using the dildo while fantasizing she was the actress on all fours.
Her errands took her near South Beach and she decided to drive down Ocean Drive to check out the beautiful people. There were plenty of gorgeous young models. Most were young women looking to break into the business and some were like her, built like strippers and they probably were strippers as there were several clubs just a few blocks over, Temptations being one of the most popular.
There she saw another hung black man and he took her breath away. He was ebony perfection, naked except for a white speedo. His musculature reminded her of the ex-football star from her porn movie. The white speedo was so stretched out in front, if she were closer, she'd be able to see glimpses of the base of his huge cock. Of course, he wasn't alone. A young white model that looked half his age was holding hands with him and wearing a tiny bikini that exposed her rear end, the top little cups that barely covered her nipples.
The car behind her honked.
Dawn looked in the rearview mirror. She'd been stopped at a red light when she saw the black man. She waved at the car behind her and started to drive, her nipples scraping her short halter top. She sucked her lower lip into her mouth, wishing she'd have a dream about this black man tonight.
Ben's sex shop was just a short jump onto I-95 and a few exits away. She had promised him a review.
**********
Dawn couldn't see inside, but the street wasn't crowded, so she went into the sex shop through the front door. Ben's black face broke out in a smile when he saw her. "Mrs. Con... Miss Smith, so good to see you again. Abu was stocking the porn magazine rack. He looked up from the box he was unpacking and smiled at her. Her eyes flickered down to his crotch, widening when she saw how big his bulge was. She quickly looked away.
Ben came out from behind the counter. Her eyes roamed down to his crotch. Ben was wearing sweats with a massive tubular bulge in the front. Dawn looked up. He was grinning at her. Sweat beaded her brow. Dawn felt her arousal growing, her panty growing damp, and her nipples starting to push out her top. "I owed you one last review," she said.
"Yes, the BBC LIFELIKE DILDO, if I recall. How's it workin for ya?"
Dawn blushed and glanced around, embarrassed. Abu was grinning at her. "It's amazing," she confessed. "I'm completely satisfied with it."
"Great, I love a satisfied customer. Did you watch the movie?"
She flushed even redder. "Yes."
"And you used the dildo while watching it?"
"Yes."
"And it helped you arrive at your climax?"
"Yes." Suddenly, she wanted to get out of there.
"Do you use it alone or does your husband use it on you?"
"Alone. I don't think he could handle it."
Ben nodded. "It would be better if he used it on you. The one negative with the BBCLD is that it doesn't vibrate. If you wanna try something better, I have the..."
"No, I'm good. I'd just promised you a review. Thanks for all your help, Mr. Calhoun." Dawn turned to leave, ready to put the seedy store behind her and even more ready to get home and use the dildo again.
"Wait Dawn," said Ben. He grabbed the KING DONG off the shelf. "Are you sure you don't want an upgrade? The KING DONG is state of the art with multiple vibrating functions. Just give me a review."
Dawn gulped, glancing down at it. The vibrating function would be nice to free her hands up. She made her decision. "No thanks. My current aid is perfect for my needs."
"Oh!" said Ben. He had a hurt expression on his face. "May I ask why? I haven't steered you wrong yet."
"Because... well quite frankly, that thing is ridiculously large."
"Bigger than the men in the movie I gave you?"
"Yeah, but some came close." She looked at the plastic-encased cock. It was advertised as 14" long. "I can't even take all of my current marital aid, why should I need a bigger one?"
"Oh," said Ben, looking thoughtful. "Some women need the real thing first to open them up before they can take a plastic one. Shame, you're missing out a lot. "Would you like to see the real thing? One this big?" He held up the KING DONG.
Dawn turned pale. He's not saying...
"Abu, hand me some tokens," said Ben, loudly over the roar of motorcycles outside.
Abu was wearing an apron. He reached into the pouch and pulled out some tokens, dropping them in Ben's large palm.
"Follow me," said Ben.
Dawn reluctantly followed Ben towards the hall with the video booths. Her eyes flickered left as they neared the Bullpen corkboard. They widened when she saw that all the pictures appeared to be black men showing off their huge cocks and offering up their service as sex partners. She stared at the board until they entered the dark hallway. They passed a little stand with a roll of paper towels on it, some hand sanitizer, and a spray bottle filled with cleaning fluid. The hallway ended at another hallway, leading left and right with about five doors on the opposite walls. Though it was hard to see in the dim light, the handles had green or red panels indicating whether or not they were occupied much like a portable toilet. Ben opened a door. Inside was cramped but held a bench and a TV screen across from it. There was another roll of paper towel on the bench. "Yech," she said, surveying the booth.
"Here," said Ben, holding out the tokens and dropping them in her hand. "Turn it to channel 14. It's an amateur, but you'll see what I'm talking about." He moved to close the door. "Oh, and you might want to stay in here for a while. Those motorcycles are probably some Panthers coming to shop. I'll come knock when they're gone."
"Panthers?"
"Motorcycle gang," said Ben. "Nothing to worry about. I'm a member."
The door closed and Dawn was alone in a seedy little booth. Her hands were shaking when she raised her hands and dropped some tokens into the slot. The video roared to life. It was a standard scene. A white woman and man sitting on a couch. The man put his hand on her knee and they looked at each other. Dawn advanced the channels. She paused briefly when a gay channel appeared. Two men were embracing, one white and one black. They were both built like bodybuilders and they both had fat cocks nearly a foot long. She changed the channel as the hung white man knelt before the black man, planting a kiss on the dark plum-sized head of the huge cock before opening his mouth wide to embrace to black cock.
There was a channel with two white women kissing and the next appeared all interracial, though the black man's cock was only a couple inches bigger than Scott's dick. Finally, she arrived at channel 14. It was an amateur. A pretty young white girl in a bikini was kneeling, unbuckling a man's pants. She looked up into the camera which appeared to be held by the man whose pants she was unbuckling. She reached into the man's pants, eyes lighting up, as she pulled out an immense black cock.
Dawn's eyes opened wide as she stared at the screen. The girl was stroking the dark cock, which grew in immensity. She continued to stare at the camera, turning her head slightly to plant a side kiss on the head of the cock. "They do get that big," Dawn whispered. The girl was licking up the side of a 14" black cock as thick as a pringles can. She opened her mouth, stretching her jaw wide, and took the head in her mouth, she began to suck. The man in the movie's cock was every bit as big as the KING DONG. Not only was it as big, but it bore a strong resemblance to the plastic cock sold in the shop.
The machine wanted more coins so Dawn eagerly fed it a few more, wanting to see where this was going. Her body was reacting to the sight of the huge cock in this homemade video as much as it did watching professional porn. Her nipples were so hard they were throbbing as they pushed against her bra and her panties were rapidly becoming soaked. She watched raptly as the girl fought not to gag swallowing a quarter, a third, and finally half the cock.
Dawn jumped as something thudded in the next booth.
She glanced to the right. The light coming from the screen revealed a rather large diameter hole between the walls. Something covered the hole on the opposite wall. The hole wasn't perfect, it had been cut and torn out, the edges sanded so there were no jagged pieces.
She turned her attention back to the screen. The woman was now jerking off the huge black member with both hands, her mouth bobbing rapidly over just the head, sucking it just past the crown. The image had Dawn's attention, but she still saw light appear out of the corner of her eye. She glanced back at the hole in the wall. The covering had been pulled away and she could see the other screen. It also had an interracial scene running. It was a different woman, but the cock slowly forcing her pussy lips open appeared as large as the KING DONG. Something darkened the screen in the other room. Dawn assumed the person had replaced the covering and she returned her attention to her screen. The fourteen-inch black cock was just erupting huge amounts of semen over the woman's head. Her face was completely plastered with a thick layer of white pudding.
Dawn had never seen any of the actors in the previous movies she'd watched cum so much. She stared raptly at the giant black cock, still jerking, and still shooting smaller yet powerful blasts now across the woman's breasts. Again, movement out of the corner of her eye distracted her. Dawn glanced at it, jerking back as something started pushing through the hole in the next booth. The giant head of a black penis soon breached the hole coming into her booth.
Dawn scooted down the bench away from the black phallus as it kept coming and coming. It was every bit as big as the one she'd been watching on screen. At first, she was horrified, but she quickly relaxed and chuckled. "Good one, Ben," she said, believing he had just pushed the KING DONG through the wall. "Funny," she said, a little louder, but there was no answer from the next booth.
The odd thing about the dildo sticking through the wall was that it was slightly curved down. The KING DONG had appeared to be completely hard, but then it was encased by plastic. The screen lit up the dildo. It was amazingly lifelike with swollen veins crisscrossing the shaft and a large flare to the glans. Dawn raised one hand and reached out to touch the head.
Spongy, she thought. She grasped it, letting her hand slide down just under the head. The skin was hot too. The king ous head swelled even larger even as the gap between her fingers where she gripped it widened. So lifelike, she thought, her mind starting to change about giving the KING DONG a try. Almost absentmindedly, her hand slid down to the hole in the wall and back up to the head. Light from the screen reflected off a large pearl of fluid that suddenly appeared on the long meatus at the head of the... fake cock? She could even feel a strong steady pulse in the large vein where her hand was gripping it.
Dear God, she was holding a real black cock! Her brain screamed for her to let it go, but her grip on it didn't lessen. Instead, her hand slid back down to the base and back up, down, and up. The fluid was now dribbling from the urethra, the flow not stopping. It expanded even more; all floppiness was now gone. The cock was steel hard, straight as a black torpedo.
"Wow," she mumbled, running her hand back down and up, this time over the head before sliding back down. She got some of the fluid on her palm and realized that the monster was dribbling as much as it could to try to lubricate the whole shaft.
"SUCK IT!"
Dawn jumped, startled by the voice. She looked up the wall. There was another hole with an eye staring at her from the other side.
"SUCK IT!" he said again.
Dawn looked away from the eye and back at the big black cock in her hand. She jerked it a couple more times. That was what you're supposed to do, wasn't it? When a black man presented his cock to a woman, you might gaze at it in appreciation, stroke it to make it completely hard, but you always showed your appreciation for it by putting it in your mouth. All she had to do was raise the shaft a little and lower her lips down to the huge head. The TV had demanded more tokens and the movie had stopped with just static light reflecting even more off the pre-cum pouring from the tip, but it was also reflecting off the diamond in her wedding ring on the hand now holding a black man's cock. She was a married woman, not some slut in a porn movie. "I don't... I can't, I'm married," she told the cock. She jerked the shaft several more times, not wanting to release it, but knowing she should. "I need to..." The cock slowly pulled back. Instead of releasing it, she squeezed it, trying to hold it still. The cock pushed back into the room. The man had only been adjusting himself.
BONK!
"Ow!" she grunted, bringing her free hand up to the spot on her head that something had just bounced off of. She looked up and saw the eye return to the other hole.
"JERK IT OFF!"
She saw a small vial on the floor and picked it up. It was a bottle of lubricating oil. Dawn gulped. She flipped up the cap and finally took her hand off the shaft long enough to fill her palm with the oil. She quickly returned her hand to the head of the stranger's cock, twisting her grip to well lubricate the end of the shaft. Dawn squirted some more oil along the top of the shaft before adding her second hand to the large cock. Even with two of her hands on it, the remaining length of his phallus was still larger than her husband.
Dawn slid off the bench, crinkling her nose as she kneeled on the floor. It felt sticky on her bare legs. She was now looking down the shaft as she began moving her hands along its length in slow steady strokes. This black cock was perfect... flawless... superior to anything she'd ever seen before. After watching so many videos of large black cocks, she was grateful for the chance to see and hold one in real life. She wanted to look up at the man staring down at her and thank him, but that thought was crazy, she was the one giving some strange black dude a hand job. He should be thanking her. Still, Dawn stared down the long shaft and mouthed the words, "Thank you," to it, fighting the urge to lean forward and plant a kiss on the swollen head. She did turn her head up, smiling at the overseeing eye, hoping she was pleasing the owner of such a perfect big black cock.
"SHOW ME DEM TITTIES"
Dawn looked back down at the black man's cock. There wouldn't be any further opportunities to touch a pornstar-sized cock in her future. Reluctantly, she released it, lowering her oily hands to the hem of her shirt. She pulled the shirt up and over her head, resting it on the top of her legs. She stared at the black shaft bobbing gently while she unhooked the clasp in her bra. Probably a good idea, she thought. She couldn't see the man's testicles, but big black cocks usually had big black balls that blasted out really big loads. Dawn sighed as her captive breasts sprang free. She dropped her bra down between her legs.



"DAYUMN!"
Dawn flushed at his approval. Her E-cups had always been a source of unwanted male attention. They pushed out her heavier tops making her look heavy so she always wore tighter tops to show she wasn't overweight which unfortunately drew even more attention to her breasts. They were big, round, and close-set, still proud and high on her chest, but she could feel the weight of gravity starting to pull them down. If the black man's cock was as big around as a Pringle's can, so were her areola. They were puffy, raised slightly from her breast, faded on the edges, turning pinker the closer they got to the nipple. Her nipples were darker and everted, always sticking out from her areola. This caused them to stimulate easily, her nickel diameter nipples growing close to an inch long when aroused.
They were sticking out a full inch now.
She was glad the man on the other side of the wall approved of them. She sat up and arched her back, grabbing his cock with one hand. She lifted the shaft, letting the head of his cock rub over her nipples. Dawn whimpered as the big black cock rubbed her aroused nipples and she heard an answering moan from the other booth. He was enjoying this.
Her free hand grabbed the little bottle of oil and squirted some more on the head, letting the lubrication run down to her hand slowly stroking his shaft. Her hand started gliding up and down more rapidly and she added her other hand to the shaft, steadily jerking him off still pulling it across her breasts and nipples.
Who was this man? She wondered if she'd bump into him in the hallway. Would they hug or just grin and pass each other? What happens in the booth stays in the booth. She wanted to meet him. Could it be Ben? She hoped it was, but couldn't believe that some old guy in his fifties had a cock like this. This was the cock of a much younger man which also left nasty old Abu out.
She looked back up at the eye. "I like your cock, mister."
"It loves you, gurl."
Dawn continued staring up at the eye as she released the huge cock. She hefted her breasts and pulled them apart, raising and wrapping her soft white breast flesh around the man's dark black shaft. She bounced slightly on her knees also hefting her breasts up and down the black cock. "You like this, mister? You like me squeezing your big black cock between my white titties?" She was even talking like one of the porn sluts in the movies and it didn't make her proud.
"FUCK YEAH!"
She stared cross-eyed at the large cock head thrusting up and down between her breasts. She moved her nose closer, for some reason wanting to smell it, but all she could smell was the oil. The cock thrust up high above her cleavage, just brushing her nose. Dawn's tongue flickered out as it was sliding back down. She licked up the underside and over the frenulum. The oil tasted as unpleasant as it smelled, but just as she yanked her tongue back, the meatus spat a spoon's worth of pre-ejaculate across her tongue. She pulled it back into her mouth. The giant cock's little spurt of precum rivaled one of Scott's entire orgasms but was even richer and thicker than her husband's semen.
"SUCK IT!"
"No," said Dawn, releasing her hands so that the hard cock sprang up out of her tits. "I'm married. I shouldn't even be doing this." Truthfully, she wanted to suck the man's cock, especially after tasting his precum. It made her crave more. She took the shaft back in her hands and started pumping it again. She stared at it, reconsidering taking it in her mouth and regretting that she'd used the lubricating oil.
Dawn sighed, sitting back on her legs, jerking the big shaft as fast as she could with both hands. This man had stamina. She was beginning to worry he was going to outlast her strength. The black cock seemed like it was swelling even more. It felt harder and firmer now. She stared at the base, worried that if she couldn't get it off, it might swell to the point it got stuck in the hole.
Jesus, this thing was a beast! The flare of the glans even hardened as her upper hand swept up and down over the angry-looking swollen head. "Wow!" she said, staring at the monster just as it jumped in her hand.
SPLOOGE!
The giant cock's first wad splattered all over her face. Dawn reared back, thrusting her breasts up, another load of hot seed spraying all over both breasts. Dawn's grip on the jerking black cock tightened trying to hold it still. Her mouth opened as she gasped for air, the spurting head of the swollen cock was aimed right between her lips. The third or fourth jet of semen, she'd lost count, came out as a thick strand flying right into her mouth. Dawn swallowed the delicious seed, leaning forward and opening her mouth wide. More sperm shot into her mouth even as her lips embraced the head of the still bucking cock. She gulped down several more mouthfuls and found herself stroking the shaft towards the head, milking the black cock for more of his semen. All trace of the oil was gone from the head and all she could taste was the pudding thick yummy seed squirting into her mouth in a seemingly endless supply. Dawn found herself bobbing her head over the tip of his cock, the swollen glans sliding back and forth over her upper lip. God, it was so good.
When the flow finally stopped, she licked her tongue around the head and over the meatus, licking up his last and final drop before planting a kiss of gratitude right on the tip. That wasn't her last taste of sperm though. She scooped two wads out of her eyes and licked the heavy seed off her fingers. The black cock was still a rigid rearing 14" monster sticking through the hole. It appeared to be expanding and contracting like it was gasping for air. She was coated in its semen. She licked his cum off her lips and slid some more thick wads off her cheeks and into her mouth. The black cock was bent down now, still jerking with the rapid beat of the man's pulse. Semen was dripping off her erect nipples. She scooped it off her tits and licked her palms. The cock had deflated and was now a foot-long black banana hanging down out of the hole.
She remembered seeing some paper towels under the bench. She grabbed the roll and tore off some pieces. Dawn looked down at her breasts and wiped up the voluminous part of his load coating her upper bosom and chest. When she glanced up, there was just a black hole leading to the next booth. The cock was gone.
His cum was everywhere and she spent ten minutes trying to clean as much of it up as she could. Even then she wasn't sure she'd gotten every bit of it. She dropped the sticky paper towels in a small wastebasket under the bench. She added her bra to the wastebasket when she discovered that large amounts of semen had dripped down on it from her breasts. "Crap," she muttered finding sticky wet spots on her thin top also. She pulled the crop top back over her head and stretched it down. She stood and unlocked the door, quickly stepping out.
Dawn hurried towards the hallway into the porn store. A giant black man was coming towards her in the middle of the hall. Shit, she thought, he waited for me. She froze, staring up at him. It was dark in the hall and she couldn't see his features well, but he was wearing jeans and a biker jacket.
"Damn, girl," grunted the man, looking her up and down, his eyes stopping to stare at her breasts. "Why ya in such a hurry?"
"Sorry, gotta be somewhere," she replied, moving aside to pass him on the right.
"I was just headin to the booths if ya wanna join me in one."
"Uh, no thanks," she responded, turning to face him and slip past. He wasn't the man she'd just jerked off. He turned to face her as she squeezed by. Her breasts pressed into his chest, nipples scraping on his jacket. He thrust his hips out, pressing a hard bulge into her stomach that told her he might rival the man in the booth.
Dawn stumbled into the light. There were four other large black men in the store, leafing through magazines or browsing the porn collection. They were all dressed similarly. Two with their backs to her had jackets, showing a snarling and leaping jaguar on the back. BLACK PANTHERS MC was written above the image. One jacket was fancier with BLACK POWER 1970 written under the image. The men looked up from their porn browsing to stare at her. The two facing away turned to see what the others were seeing. None had a knowing smirk on their faces telling her that she'd just jerked him off.
She turned left to avoid the men and found herself staring right at the BULLPEN. There were around two dozen Polaroids tacked to the board with cut index cards and phone numbers ready to rip off. All were black men. All had huge Porn star-sized cocks. Some men were pulling up their shirts to show off impressive abs with sweats pulled under their balls. 10"-12" semi-hard cocks hanging out over their sweats. Some were nude and erect. Others, plump and soft, with dark brown cocks dangling nearly to their knees. Many had written things on their index cards like women only, no condoms, married women preferred, and other preferences or conditions.
One read, "Which means, One Who is Like A Bull." Under the name Buru. Buru... Buru... she thought turning her gaze on the photograph. He was a big muscular sexy black man sitting back in a chair, nude and holding up a hard cock every bit as big as the massive one she'd just jerked off. Buru... Ben's son! Surely, Ben wouldn't let his son advertise his cock out for desperate women! All Buru's phone numbers had been ripped off.
Dawns saw movement out of the corner of her eye. A couple of the black bikers were moving towards her. She gave a glance towards the storeroom door and hurried towards it. "Miss Smith," said Ben from behind the counter, standing next to Abu. She kept going, not glancing his way. "Miss Smith," he said again. "Dawn!" Startled, she finally looked up as Ben stepped down. He intercepted her beside the storeroom door and opened it for her. He was holding a long brown paper bag, the kind you'd use for a foot-long sub. "Here," he said, handing it to her.
Dawn took it, glancing inside, flushing when she saw the top of the KING DONG. "Thanks," she replied.
"I thought you might have changed your mind after what you saw in the booth."
Dawn flushed some more. Was he talking about the channel he'd told her to watch or about the man in the booth? Was he the man in the booth? No way, as hard as that cock was, it had to belong to a much younger man. Ben was staring at her chest. Liquified semen had made a large wet spot right over one nipple, hugging it and now partially see-thru. Her nipples were still fully erect. She gasped. "Thanks, Ben. I need to go."
"Just one final review, Miss Smith," he called after her as she hurried through his stockroom.
Dawn's massive bosom was bouncing and quaking as she practically ran down the alley. She hated bras, they felt constricting on her breasts, but without one, she had almost four pounds of weight bouncing freely on her chest. She navigated her way through a line of motorcycles parked at the end of the alley and safely made it into her car. She pulled her shades on checking herself in the mirror and staring aghast when she saw multiple strands of her hair were stuck together and sticking straight up.
Dawn drove home as quickly as she could. She got a good view of herself in front of her dressing mirror in her bedroom. There were sticky spots from wads of sperm all over her hair. She'd missed some on her face which now had spots with dried flakes all over it, and her top was ruined. It had oil stains from where her slick hands had pulled it off as well as dried crusty patches still see-thru all over it, including the one covering her nipple. She pulled the shirt off over her head and pushed it down into the wastebasket in the bathroom while wincing. She'd liked that shirt.
Dawn stripped the rest of her clothes off, finding her scissors on the dresser. She grinned slightly. She'd left the scissors there from all the plastic-encased dildoes she'd been getting over the last few months. Her hands were trembling as she cut into the plastic encasing the KING DONG. She wasn't sure if they were shaking from her desire to try out this new giant dildo or from worry that she needed to hurry using it before Scott got home. Perhaps both?
Finally, she pulled the black vibrator free of its plastic prison. The resemblance to the man in the booth's cock was uncanny. The head was the same size and shape, even the veins and ridges on the dildo appeared to match the veins and ridges her hands had been rapidly stroking. The batteries were preinstalled. It had multiple settings, slow, hard, and one that slowly built up in intensity. That setting sounded amazing.
She started slow, letting it vibrate as she rubbed the pulsating tip along her swollen clit before pushing it down between the soaking wet folds of her pussy. She gasped as the head spread her open, pushing inside her. "Mmm, vibrations good," she squealed, deciding never to go back to a non-vibrating dildo. It pushed deeper. She worked the shaft, pulling it out until the flare of the plastic crown cleared her labia, then pushing it back in, working it deeper. Her vagina stretching even more around her new toy than it had around the previous one.
"FFUUCCKK!!" she screamed, cumming hard. The orgasm had come out of nowhere, she hadn't even felt it building up. She froze, pausing to catch her breath before pushing more in. "Mmmm, so big," she groaned as her new dildo pushed deep inside her. "UNNHH!" Her hips bucked up off the bed as she came again. The head had pushed up against her cervix, the vibrations triggering another orgasm. The extra thickness of the KING DONG felt great, but the added length was pointless. She could only take it as deep as the ten inches of the foot-long BBC LIFELIKE DILDO, but with the KING DONG, there was more sticking out of her that she could grab.
Dawn Conner didn't watch her porn. She closed her eyes and pictured herself back in the booth. The real-life black cock emerging from the hole. She was squirting oil on it, stroking it, guiding it into her mouth... Dawn opened her eyes and sat up. She reached down, switching the vibrations settings to hard. She gasped as the KING DONG started violently shaking inside her pussy. "Jesus," she muttered, laying back down. Her hips were jumping off the bed into the imaginary thrusts of the big cock. Dawn closed her eyes, licking her lips as she imagined she was sucking the real thing again. She could still taste the stranger's seed on her tongue. "UNH!" she grunted. Your cum tastes so good, she thought, sucking his cock while staring up at the all-seeing eye above her. "UNH!" His cum was shooting across her tongue. "UNH!" She gulped it down as fast as he was ejaculating the delicious seed and he was ejaculating it pretty fast. "UNH!"
"UNH! UNH! UNH! AAAAHHHH!!!" She came hard around the new dildo. Her greedy pussy was loving the new toy. Her vaginal muscles were squeezing tightly around every inch of the black plastic shaft, contracting inwards, trying to pull it deeper, the head battering at her cervix. Dawn squeezed her nipples hard, pulling on them. Her orgasm didn't seem to end. Finally, she couldn't take anymore, reaching down to pull the aggressively quaking KING DONG out of her pussy. She switched it off, collapsing back down on the bed, and laying semi-comatose for fifteen minutes before she had the strength to get up and clean the dildo off.
She hopped in the shower, spending close to a half-hour, cleaning off the remains of the man's semen from her face and hair as well as lathering up between her thighs to clean off her juices. She got out and straightened up just before Scott got home.
The next morning, she got up and cooked Scott breakfast while wearing only a skimpy negligee much to the delight of her husband. As soon as she'd kissed him goodbye, she raced upstairs, untying the string holding the sheer lace over her breasts. It fell to the floor leaving her clad in only her panties. She quickly pushed them down, noticing that a wet spot had already formed beneath her crotch. Her pussy was eager to get the giant black dildo back inside it.
Dawn laid back on her bed with the KING DONG, setting it on low. She pressed it against her clit, letting the quivering black plastic cock head get her arousal flowing even more. Her clit swelled with blood, her lower lips glistened as her arousal grew, coating them, preparing her for penetration. Dawn slipped the plastic head lower and pressed it between her lips. "Mmmm," she moaned, tensing up and relaxing as the head pushed inside her.
"Aaah," she came at the seven-inch mark. Her hips rising off the bed, into the imaginary thrusts of a real man. She came again when the vibrating head pushed against her cervix. This time she just mewled with pleasure, her vaginal muscles squeezing and tugging on the plastic dildo, trying to pull it in past her cervix.
Dawn panted, trying to catch her breath. Her body was writhing, slight undulations rippling across her belly at the continuing vibrations coming from her plastic phallus. She sat up and reached down for the base of the penis, switching settings. She laid back down and closed her eyes.
At first, she didn't notice and change. The vibrations continued at the lower setting. After several minutes, she detected a slight increase in the trembling cock. She slid her hands up over the soft globes of her breasts and squeezed her hard nipples. "Oh," she gasped, the plastic cock shaking harder. Dawn was back in the booth, sucking the giant fourteen-inch cock. This time she stopped and gave the head a long lingering kiss. "Unnnhh!" The cock's vibrations picked up speed. Dawn stood, straddling the long penis. She slid her pussy back and forth along the long shaft, bracing her hands against the wall of the small booth, she moved her head closer to the upper hole. The eye disappeared and the stranger's tongue came through it. She opened her mouth and sucked in the black man's tongue, teasing it with her own as her pussy slid back to the head of the cock. She pushed down the black man's cock entering her as their tongues continued to duel. "Uh uh uh..." Dawn was panting. The KING DONG was vibrating on maximum now. She was riding the real thing now. Two large holes had appeared in the booth, strong muscular arms reaching through to grab her ass. The black man was lifting her up and down his cock now, rapidly fucking her. "Fuck fuck fuck me," she cried, continuing to French kiss him through the hole.
"FFUUCCKK!" she gasped as the KING DONG bucked like it was ejaculating. "I'm CUMMING!" she screamed, her pussy squeezing down around the cock before her muscles pushed it halfway out of her. "No," she cried, leaning up and pushing it back in deep, her orgasm continuing along with the leaping jerks of the plastic cock. She collapsed when the vibrator shut itself off.
"Incredible," she muttered five minutes later, sitting up and pulling the fourteen-inch dildo out of her.
**********
Dawn Conner used her toy cock twice more that day. For her afternoon session, she pushed it in upside down and rolled over on her stomach, raising her ass as she kneeled head down on a pillow. She pictured herself in the booth again, backing into the man's cock. His arms came through the walls again, grabbing her hips and pulling her back into his cock as he rammed it through the hole. She had three small orgasms and a giant one, that collapsed her face down on the mattress, her ass rising and falling until the vibrator shut off.
For her late afternoon session, she sat on the couch, laying on her back as she slowly pushed it inside and up to her cervix. She imagined she was sucking the cock in the booth again. This time, the cock slowly pulled back, her head following it to the hole, desperate to continue sucking it. The wall between the booth slid open. She found herself staring at the giant cock again, this time attached to the lower torso of the black man. The bobbing head approached, she kissed it, looking up at her lover. Her eyes lit up with delight when she saw Benjamin Blackwell Calhoun staring down at her. "Thank you. Thank you," she told him, kissing his cock and sucking it back into her mouth. Ben sat down on the bench in the booth, holding his cock out for her. Dawn pushed herself up off her knees. She straddled him, taking the proffered cock, she guided it between her legs and sank down on the thick shaft. "Thank you. Thank you," she said again, kissing him all over his face before she pressed her lips against his broad black ones. Their tongues fighting back and forth between their mouths.



Dawn moaned, tightly holding the base of the dildo, she worked it in and out of her needy pussy as fast as she could while she fantasized, she was riding Ben's big cock in the booth. In her fantasy, she'd taken the entire thing, each time she came down, she was sitting in his lap, the tops of his huge sperm-filled balls pressing into her ass. She pushed the dildo deep when it went into ejaculation mode, crying out as she had her biggest orgasm yet.
Dawn opened her eyes, a lazy smile spreading across her face. She reached down to remove the KING DONG, crinkling her nose when she saw patches of red jelly coating it. Great, she thought.
She continued using the dildo during her period. She either laid out an old towel under her crotch or sat back on some spread-out paper towels. Her imagination kept taking her back to Ben's Adult Books. Sometimes she was in a booth with Ben. Another time, it was the black gang member, she'd bumped into in the hall leaving the booth. "Damn girl," he said, looking down at her. "Why ya in such a hurry?" She smiled and reached into his pants, pulling out a rapidly hardening twelve-inch cock. "I'm not," she said, leading him back into a booth. Another time, she was kneeling in the booth. The walls were now glass and see-thru, all the black panther gang members were lining up to fuck her.
Her weirdest fantasy was a dream she had one night as her period was ending. She was in a booth again only it was the size of a small room. The walls were covered in poster-sized polaroids of black men and their huge cocks. As she kneeled naked in the center of the room, the black men all stepped out of the giant photos, massive swollen cocks hard and bobbing as they led the way towards the smiling and very willing Dawn.
She woke up, the pad in her panty was soaked with her arousal and she was relieved to see just a few spots of blood. She was so horny, she rolled over and played with Scott's little penis until it swelled enough, she could roll over and mount him, squeezing the base of his penis, trying to make it hard enough she could get it inside her. She bounced in his lap five times before it slipped out of her just as it spat out several watery drips of semen into his pubic hair. He was sad and apologetic. She bent down and kissed him to tell him that it was alright. It wasn't, but she'd get hers after he left.
By the end of the day and over the next week, she went back to watching her porn. This time she pretended she was the actress in the scene, even practicing sucking her dildo when the actress on screen was sucking her partner's big cock. She used her dildo as best she could in whatever position the couple on screen was in.
Two and a half weeks after Ben gave her the KING DONG, she sat back satisfied after having a large orgasm during her morning session. She took the slick plastic cock out of her and held it up, staring at her fluids coating the dark plastic. "I really owe you for this, Ben," she said, still examining the fake cock. Ben? She thought, laying the cock between her breasts while she recovered. I owe you one last review, don't I? she thought.
Dawn showered and dried herself off. She pulled open her underwear drawer. One of her sexier bras and panties was on the top stack of underwear on the left. The bra was blue, sheer, and pushed her breasts together creating an impressive amount of cleavage. Her nipples were visible through the fabric as was the tightly shaved blonde triangle of pubic hair through the lace front of her panty. The rear was a thong, blue fabric rising out of the well-rounded plush globes of her firm rear end, splitting into two pieces to wrap around her waist.
Dawn slipped a sleeveless yellow sundress on over her head. The short skirt stopped mid-thigh. The straps over her shoulders were just large enough to cover her bra straps. The front was low cut on her chest displaying her ample cleavage. She got a lot of male attention in this dress and deservedly so. Lastly, she slipped her feet into flip-flops, walked downstairs, grabbed her car keys, and left.
**********
Dawn also got a lot of male attention, speeding down I-95 in her convertible. Drivers passing her all turned to glance her way. Her long blonde hair waved behind her. She didn't worry about messing her hair up, she tended to look sexy with a windblown look.
Dawn took the exit towards Overtown and pulled up in front of BBC's Adult Books a few minutes later. She locked her expensive Dolce & Gabbana sunglasses in her glove compartment. This close to a poor black neighborhood, she made sure there was nothing of value in her car. She didn't worry too much; she didn't plan on being long inside the dirty bookstore. All she had to do was give Ben a final review and thank him for all he'd done for her. Maybe even hug the old black man to show her gratitude. Dawn felt her nipples hardening as she pictured herself hugging Ben Calhoun.
She froze in front of the door to his shop. Some black youths down the street were checking her out. An old Cuban man came out of Ben's store, also freezing when he saw the beautiful blonde he'd almost bumped into. "Excuse me," he mumbled, carrying a brown paper bag thin enough it must have contained some porn magazines. Dawn smiled at him as he stepped aside.
"Wow," she said, staring at the door. A few months ago, she'd approached the seedy adult book store wearing an overcoat with her eyes hidden behind large lens sunglasses, trying to disguise herself and hide her figure. Now she wasn't even sneaking in the back door. She was about to walk in the front door dressed for a night out with her husband and hadn't given it a second thought until now.
**********
Ben was leaning over the register examining the POS report he'd just run using Windows 95. After several months, he'd changed his mind on the system. He now knew what percentages of his sales were videos, magazines, adult novelties, etc.
The bell above his door rang. He glanced at the customer to see if it looked like a robber and he'd need to lock himself behind the counter. His cock swelled at the sight of Dawn Conner. He'd expected her sooner, but better late than never. He smiled and stepped out to greet her. She smiled back. "Nice to see you, Mrs. Conner."
"You too Ben," she smiled back, glancing around the store to make sure they were alone. She turned her attention back to him as he stepped down from the raised counter onto the sales floor. Her eyes fell on his crotch, widening at the sight of the large tubular bulge running down his pant leg. He was wearing a blue and white tracksuit with no underwear. His cock was tenting out the front, trying to rise, and creating an impressive tubular bulge. The last time he'd seen her she'd been jerking off his cock through the glory hole. Thinking about looking down at her through the eye-level hole didn't help reduce the swelling.
Dawn quickly turned her eyes away, glancing at the hall to the booths. They lingered longingly on the hall, remembering the first time she'd seen and held a real big black cock. She pulled her gaze away, surreptitiously looking at his crotch again, smiling as she looked back up to his face. "So, I guess you're here to give me that final review."
"Yes, and to thank you," she said. "I was so frustrated, I thought I might go crazy. Now I feel... like a woman."
"Well, you look great," he said, glancing down her dress to her cute little feet and back up. Her nipples were noticeably more prominent through her top as he raised his gaze back to her face. "You shouldn't hide a body that great under a big overcoat." Her nipples swelled even more. "Or hide your beautiful face and eyes behind big sunglasses."
Dawn blushed. "Thanks." She looked around. "No offense, but I didn't want anyone to recognize me going into a sleaz... an adult bookstore."
Ben smirked. "You're not the first woman to come in here trying to disguise herself, nor will you be the last." He ran his eyes down her body again. "But this is much better." Damn, she had some big hard nipples. "So, you enjoying the KING DONG?"
Dawn blushed again. "Yes, it's perfect."
"So, you'd recommend it?"
"GOD YES!" Dawn blushed again. "Absolutely," she said more softly.
Ben chuckled. "On a scale of one to ten?"
"Fourteen," she replied. They both laughed. "Seriously. I think every woman should try it. It's better than Scott ever was back before he started having difficulties. The vibration settings are a big plus too."
"Were you ever able to take it all?"
"No. I don't think it's possible."
"It's possible. You've seen the actresses in the movie take really big ones." She didn't answer, but frowned in thought, one eyebrow arched. "You need resizing. You gotta train yo pussy to take it. Usually, the vibrations will open you up, but some women..." Ben shrugged.
"I guess I'm some women then," she replied. "And I'm certainly not a porn star."
"Shame," said Ben.
"That I'm not a porn star?"
"Shame that you're not experiencing the full power of the KING DONG," said Ben. "And that you're not a porn star."
She laughed before glancing around the store, looking towards the video section. "I guess that's it then." She kept staring at the videos. "I should be going."
"Interested in another movie?"
"I could use a new one," she said. "Could you recommend another? One like the last one."
"Of course, Mrs. Conner," said Ben. He walked over to the row of movies and pulled one out. "How about this?"
Dawn took the cassette. Her face turned redder with embarrassment. A big-breasted blonde woman was holding her hand over her mouth to stifle a gasp as she stared down at her hand gripping an enormous bulge under a black man's silk boxers. All blondes, all big black cocks, read one header. She flipped it around, looking at the screen shots on the back. She slowly nodded. "This will do," she said, hoarsely.
"I'm sure she'll love it," said Ben.
Dawn looked up. "Who?"
"Your friend Jane Smith."
Dawn grinned wryly. "I'm sure she will." She looked at the price tag. "Forty dollars?"
"Don't worry about it," said Ben.
"No, let me pay. You've done enough for me already."
Ben shrugged and walked back behind the counter. He accepted her money and rang her up, slipping the movie into a brown paper bag."
"Thanks again, Ben. For everything. It's been rewarding." Her eye turned towards the booths again.
"Want some tokens?"
Dawn jumped a little. "Uh, no thanks. I have to get going." Dawn took her bag, smiling at Ben and nodding.
"Wait, Mrs. Conner." She stopped and turned, her eyebrows up inquiringly. "Wanna try something better?"
Dawn looked perplexed. Her eyes glanced at the row of sex toys. There was nothing above the KING DONG. "Like what?"
"I'd have to show it to you in the stock room."
"Seriously Ben. What's back there, a fifteen or sixteen-inch dildo? I couldn't even take the foot-long dildo."
"You gotta trust me. It's better, a lot better." He stepped down from the counter again, strolling past her to the front door. Ben flipped the latch and turned the sign around to read closed. "After you," he gestured towards the back door. She headed towards it, Ben following. He stopped at the counter and flipped a switch, starting the cameras he had hidden in the stock room. "I'm doing you a big favor here, helping with your resizing problem." Ben unzipped the front of his tracksuit, dropping the jacket behind him.
"Ben, you've done enough for me?" she asked, opening the door to the stock room. Dawn looked around.
"Head over to the mattress," said Ben, slipping off his loafers. "I want to do more, Dawn. I want you to experience the true power of a big black cock." He bent, slipping the pants down to his knees just as Dawn reached the dirty stained mattress and turned around.
"BEN!" She cried, staring at the shirtless black man bent over. "What are you..." He stood, her eyes staring at his nearly fully erect cock, now bobbing in front of him. "JESUS!" Her eyes widened as she stared at it in disbelief.
Ben stepped out of his pants. Naked, he walked towards her, giant cock dipping up and down before him. Her eyes stared at his shaft, hypnotized by its enormity. "If you wanna try something better than the KING DONG? This is it. The real thing. A real live big black cock and it's all yours Dawn." Ben was towering over her now. He reached down and grabbed her wrist, bringing her hand to his cock. She wrapped her fingers around the thick shaft.
"All mine," she whispered, staring at her hand on the shaft. It felt familiar. It looked familiar. Her hand slid down to his pubes and back up over the veins and ridges, her index finger catching the flare of the head. He was fully erect now, his cock a swollen fourteen inches, so thick there was a gap between her fingers where she was gripping it. "I've done this before."
"Yes, Dawn. You've held my cock before."
"You were the man in the booth?"
"Yes."
She slid her hand up and down, the urethra was open, spitting precum. "I don't believe it."
"Maybe you need a closer look, Mrs. Conner." Ben placed his strong hands on her shoulders and pushed down. Dawn didn't even resist. She stepped back onto the mattress and kneeled before Ben, her eyes and hand never leaving his cock.
**********
Dawn still didn't believe it. Ben's black cock's resemblance to the KING DONG was uncanny. It was like the blue fairy from Pinocchio had brought the hard plastic dildo to life. This cock felt warm and alive. She could feel his pulse throbbing through the large veins crisscrossing the shaft.
"God Ben," she whispered, looking up from his cock, her eyes running up his nude body. The old black man looked great nude. He was fit with well-developed muscles, very masculine and dominant. He had a bit of a gut, but his belly was also hard and muscular like a wrestler. "I like your cock, mister," she told him, repeating what she'd told him in the booth.
"It likes you, gurl," he said, cockily grinning down at her. He reached down and laid his hand on her head, pulling her face closer to the end of her cock.
Dawn stared at the large head of Ben's cock. "What do you want me to do?" she asked, hoarsely.
Ben snorted. "What you're supposed to do."
Dawn looked up at him, leaning forward. She placed her lips against the end of his cock. She opened her mouth further and started sucking the tip of Ben's big black cock. This was what she was supposed to do. In every scene of every porno she'd watched, the actress kneeled before a big black cock and took it in her mouth. Dawn stretched her jaw, the head pushing past her uvula. She bobbed her head over the end, both hands holding the shaft and jerking him off.
"That's it Dawn, suck that black cock," groaned Ben. He grabbed her head again, trying to make her go faster and take more down her throat.
Dawn relaxed her throat, several more inches sliding deeper down her throat. It wasn't easy sucking something so thick, but the memory of how good his seed had tasted spurred her on. She hadn't expected it to taste that good. She found herself licking her lips whenever she thought about Ben's huge cock shooting his cum all over her in the booth and she thought about it a lot. She moaned contentedly, sucking at least half Ben's cock in her mouth.
"You think that's good, wait until you feel it stretching out that white pussy."
"Mmmm," she moaned at the thought but came to her senses. Dawn pulled back until his cock left her mouth. She held it above her head, jerking it off. "We can't fuck. I love my husband. I just want to suck you. Taste your sperm again." Her tongue came out to lick her lips. Ben grunted in response.
She was jerking him off above her face, holding his shaft up. The veins under his thick pipe perfectly matching the KING DONG. Dangling at the base of the shaft was one thing her dildo didn't have, a pair of absolutely gigantic testicles. To say they resembled two large grapefruits would have been an exaggeration, but not by much. No wonder he came so much, she thought, releasing one hand from his shaft to heft one of his heavy nuts. One weighty ball filled her palm. She went back to jerking him off with both hands. "It's so big, Ben," she said, pulling the shaft back down to her mouth. "It looks just like the KING DONG." She opened her mouth and started sucking on the head again.
Ben chuckled. "Gurl, that's the original KING DONG." She didn't stop sucking his cock, but her eyes flickered up to look at him. "The KING DONG's made from a mold of my cock. Cost me a pretty penny, but I've made a fortune off it." He grabbed her head and pulled her forwards into his cock. Dawn snorted, breathing out on his shaft. Two-thirds of the huge black cock was forcing its way in and out of her throat. His pubes were only four or so inches from her nose now. Ben's cock flexed and she braced for him to shove it even deeper, but instead, he pulled back, until his cock sprang free of her lips. She gasped for air.
Ben bent down and pulled her to her feet. "Don't want to get this cute little outfit stained." He reached down to the hem of her little yellow sundress and pulled her skirt up over her ass, past her waist. Dawn raised her hands and he pulled it over her head. He bunched her dress up and tossed it away from them on the floor. "Fuck Dawn," he growled, taking in her tight figure in the sheer blue bra and panty. He pushed her back down. He grabbed the base of his cock and pushed it down towards her lips.
Dawn started sucking him again. Her throat felt stretched out and sore. She kept her efforts to just sucking and licking around the head while both her hands jerked off the rest of his cock. The gaps between her thumbs and index fingers widened as Ben's cock expanded. She stretched her mouth open wider as his cock head inflated, the flare on the crown flickered back and forth through her lips, barely missing being scraped by her teeth. Dawn braced herself knowing what was coming.
His cock jerked back like a shotgun firing. A hot wad of his thick voluminous seed immediately filled her mouth. She gagged, cum dribbling down her chin and shooting out the sides of her mouth. She gulped what she could. Her cheeks expanded, more cum squirting out around her lips. She swallowed again. "Mmmm," she moaned when the taste of his semen finally registered in her brain. It was like a craving was finally being satisfied, a craving she'd had since... since the last time she'd tasted his seed several weeks before. She was in control now, lips wrapped just behind the crown of his cock, her hands doing all the work. She swallowed several more mouthfuls. His cum was so good, so rich, and thick as pudding, but salty, not sweet like pudding.
A muscle beneath his cock near the base kept throbbing, making his cock jerk and spit semen in her mouth. She pulled her lips back a little, pursing them around the tip of his cock, so that the less powerful blasts of cum shot right across her tongue. His semen quit shooting out but continued dribbling out of the urethra and on her tongue. She licked it up and around the tip, her pursed lips puckering and kissing the tip before she pulled back, looking up at the black man in awe and releasing his shaft. He was finally done cumming.
Or so she thought.
The second her hands released it, his cock reared up, shooting out a strand of sperm that fell on her nose down to the bra's hook between her breasts. It jerked twice more shooting cum on her bra just over her left nipple, and the final wad spitting out, but not quite reaching her. His semen fell to the mattress between her legs, adding a fresh stain to the dozens of old ones.



His cock remained swollen and hard after cumming. Its head bobbing slightly a foot from her nose. Her gaze followed it when Ben turned. He quickly retrieved a roll of paper towels and handed it to her. Dawn tore off some, wiping her face and the semen off her bra. A large thick wad was sliding down her stomach and into her belly button just as she wiped it up. When she finished there were three wads of wet paper towels beside the roll. She felt embarrassed and looked up, gasping to see his cock still bobbing before her face. "How is it still hard?"
Ben laughed. "I told you it likes you, gurl. Now sit back."
Dawn quit kneeling and sat back on her rear end. Ben squatted and kneeled. He reached out for her crotch and she thought he was going to finger her, but his fingers dug into the top of her sheer blue panty and yanked them. The front came down exposing her blonde pubes and the soaking wet slit between her legs. The end of her thong caught above her rear, stretching out and ruining her sexiest pair of panties. He yanked again, making her gasp as the thong spread her pussy lips apart and slid down between them. He pulled the rest of her panty down her thighs, and off over her feet.
Her pussy quivered with lust as she watched him toss her panty away. It was such a masculine animalistic act to have her underwear ripped off her. She willingly opened her legs for Ben and He lifted one knee, his hypnotically bobbing cock now aimed between her legs. "Wait," she said, coming to her senses. "We can't have sex. I'm married."
"Fine," he grunted. "But you gotta let me resize you." He grabbed the base of his shaft and smacked his cock down on her blonde pubic hairs. "Just so you can take all the KING DONG."
"What's that mean?" she asked, staring down at the giant shaft with fear, but also lust and awe of Ben's mighty black shaft.
"I need to put it inside you and work it till I'm balls deep."
Dawn gulped staring at it but shook her head. "You can't put it in me."
He snorted. "In a way, it's already been in you."
Dawn thought of all the times she'd used the KING DONG in the last two weeks and all the times it had made her cum. He wasn't wrong, but the real thing was a lot more dangerous than a plastic mold.
"We won't fuck or nuthin," he said while pushing her thighs up, so her legs were spread open for him and putting her pussy on full display. She blushed feeling her arousal coating her lower lips and leaking down the crack of her ass. Ben grabbed the base of his shaft and pushed it down, the bottom of the head pressing down between her labia.
"Okay, but don't hurt me." She raised her head, looking down at the giant black cock. "Wait!" she cried, staring at the angry purplish-black head of his cock pressing down between her legs. "You need a condom!"
"I don't have one and I can't resize you with a condom on." Her pussy lips were spreading open around his cock head now.
"Ben, it's a bad time for me and it's still dribbling sperm." She stared down at the head. It was still drooling sperm. Her clit was swollen, distended, and covered with his semen. Most of the urethra was pushed down inside her, a white puddle of sperm now between her pussy lips.
"That little bit's nothing to worry about," said Ben. "It'll help with your resizing." He pushed down on the shaft of his cock.
Dawn gasped, staring down as the long head of Ben's cock disappeared between her pussy lips. His entry felt both familiar and different. She whimpered, lifting her ass into the source of her penetration, her legs spreading wider. He slowly worked his cock, pulling back and pushing more in with each thrust. "Mmmm," she sighed, still lifting her pelvis into his thrusts. "Can't fuck," she moaned.
"Just workin' it deeper, baby." Ben slid about a third of his cock in and out. Each time he pulled back the wetness coating the end of his cock traveled a little farther down his shaft until half of his cock was slick from her arousal. "Getting there," he muttered, staring down at his cock smoothly gliding deeper, her arousal now coating two-thirds of his cock.
"It feels like we're fucking."
"Feels good though."
"Feels great," she moaned the rising and falling of her hips, helping his cock probe deeper.
Ben quit holding her thighs but leaned forward so she was still spread open. His hands reached down between her breasts and unhooked her bra. The cups practically flew off to the sides. Dawn sighed as her breasts were freed from confinement. Her nipples were fully prominent and scraping against her bra. "Damn, you got some great titties," he growled.
"Thanks," she said, her engorged nipples throbbing under his gaze. Ben leaned back, lifting her rear off the mattress by cupping his arms under her knees. He resumed his slow pistoning in and out of her. "OW!" she jerked slightly when the head of his cock pushed against her cervix. He was now as deep as any of her dildoes had made it.
"Knock knock," said Ben, the head of his cock pressing against her cervix.
"Ooohhh," she moaned, humping her hips up into his cock, wanting him deeper even though she'd taken as much as she could. He was flexing his cock sending vibrations throughout her pussy and bringing her close to an orgasm. The tip of his cock was rubbing along the opening to her uterus. "Yyess," she writhed on the stained mattress, her belly undulating down towards where he was penetrating her. Her hips were moving quickly humping into his cock. "What are you doing to me?" she gasped with pleasure.
"Coating your cervix with my seminal fluid."
"Why?" she groaned.
"To soften it up," he said, sitting up on his knees and lifting her ass higher. "So I can do this." He pushed his cock hard against her cervix.
Dawn winced slightly, but the initial pain quickly disappeared as his cock slid through. "Oh my god," she gasped. "OH MY GOD! OHMYGOD!" She felt his thighs press against her, his heavy balls swinging forward to slap her ass.
"Balls deep, baby," he grunted. "Consider yourself resized."
"AAAHHH!" she screamed as her pussy exploded around the entirety of Ben's cock. He flexed his cock a couple of times prolonging her orgasm. "No," she whimpered as his cock pulled back to the point the flare of his glans slid over her clit. It shot forward burying itself again. "YYEESS!" she cried, another giant orgasm exploding from her womb before the previous one had even finished. He pulled back, slamming his cock forward again. "SOGOOD!" Dawn's pussy tightly clamped down around his shaft, but couldn't stop him from pulling back and slamming his cock forward again. "Stop," she gasped. "Stop."
Ben held his cock deep but didn't quite listen to her. Instead, he only worked about four inches of his cock in and out, letting his glans slide back and forth through her cervix.
"Mmmh," she moaned, licking her lips. "Can't fuck," she gasped, her hips still bucking up into the gentle thrusts of his cock. Dawn was acting like a bitch in heat for Ben's big cock. Her hands pushed her breasts back together, fingers tugging on her nipples like she was jerking them off. "Yes," she cried, humping his cock faster. "Can't fuck."
"Just making sure your resizing takes," he grunted. "This ain't fucking."
"Oh god," she cried, moving her head from side to side as she lost control. Another orgasm was building. The previous two Ben had given her had been the biggest she'd had yet. She wanted this other one to happen before he stopped moving it. "Fuck Ben. Fuck. If this ain't fucking, I don't know what is."
"OH!" said Ben, sitting up straight and lining his cock up with her pussy. "This is fucking."
"AAAAHHH!" Dawn raised her head, mouth open, staring at Ben in awe as he started power thrusting his huge cock in and out of her. "Yes! Fucking," she gasped. "FUCKING!" she screamed. "Fucking me. Fuckin me. Fuck me. FUCK ME!!!" Dawn quit playing with her tits and placed her hands down on the mattress in an attempt to hold her up. Ben had lifted her entire lower half off the mattress as his monster cock hammered her pussy into submission. "AAAHHH!" She came again. "Fuck me, Ben. Cumming! Black cock so good. Love black cock. So good. Cum. Cum. CCUUMMIINNGG!"
"Me too," he grunted, slamming his cock forward, and bellowing.
Dawn was in the throes of a powerful orgasm when the first spurt of his seed splattered all over the back of her womb. There was more fertile sperm in that first discharge of semen than her husband had ejaculated in his entire life. Her mind couldn't even register the danger, only the intense pleasure exploding outwards in warm waves from her womb. The intensity of her orgasm doubled as he seeded her and only grew with each subsequent release of wads each containing tens of millions of sperm inside her.
Dawn couldn't do anything, but moan as she came. Fortunately, Ben seemed to come to his senses after discharging over a half dozen wads of ejaculate into her. He slowly started to pull his cock out, her vagina fighting him the whole way. Her pussy muscles tightly squeezing his shaft, contracting inwards, milking more discharges of his seed into her. She moaned in displeasure when his cock cleared the entrance to her pussy, springing up and showing that she hadn't completely drained his balls. His cock spat out three long strands of sperm that covered her body from her chin to her belly button.
Ben sighed and lowered her ass back to the mattress.
"Oh," Dawn moaned, staring up at the ceiling. Her hips still lifting into imaginary thrusts of his cock. "Mmmmh. So good." Her hands ran all down her body. She raised her head to see what they were doing. She was rubbing his cum into her skin, smearing it over her belly and breasts. She shuddered, collapsing into the dirty mattress. "Asshole," she whimpered.
"What was that for?" asked Ben.
"You came in me," she complained. "A lot!"
Ben chuckled. "That's how sex usually ends."
"But..." She stopped and thought about it. He was supposed to pull out and cum on her tits and in her mouth. That was how... That was how they did it in all the porn scenes she'd watched. Now all she could think about was that she may have been impregnated by an old black man that owned a pornography store. And if he had... It would still be worth it. That had been sex like she'd read about in Cosmo or romance novels and her insemination had made it all the more intense. "Help me up?" she asked, holding her arm up.
Ben stood and reached down, pulling her to her feet. Dawn stared down, half expecting his cock to still be rock hard and sticking straight out, but he'd gone soft. Of course, Ben's cock's version of soft was that it was still as thick and as long as it got when hard only it was now hanging down and still dribbling even more semen onto the floor beside the mattress.
"Bathroom?" she asked. Ben nodded towards a door near the exit to the alley. Dawn waddled towards it; her hand cupped between her legs to catch the constant flow of leaking semen. She froze, crinkling her nose when she pushed the bathroom door open. The bathroom was filthy and the toilet bowl looked like it hadn't been cleaned in years. There was a pile of dirty magazines piled up beside the toilet. To be fair, this was exactly what she would have expected a bathroom in an adult bookstore to look like, but she'd never expected to be using one. "Yech," she grunted, turning and sitting on the dirty seat. At least it had been up and didn't have pee all over it.
Dawn spent fifteen minutes leaning forwards and trying to force as much of his semen out of her as possible. She did get a lot. She could hear it dribbling into the toilet water between her legs. When that finally stopped, her womb still felt bloated with semen. She pushed on her abdomen and a fresh trickle of semen splattered into the water.
A roll of brown paper towels was sitting on the back of the toilet. She ripped some sheets off and ran them under the sink faucet to get them nice and wet. She spent another fifteen minutes wiping down her breasts and stomach before wiping her face. "Good enough," she whispered at her reflection in the dirty mirror. She wasn't going to actually feel clean until she got home and showered.
Dawn slipped out of the bathroom, heading to her clothes planning on getting dressed. She was surprised to see Ben waiting for her, laying on his back on the mattress. His arms were behind his head, eyes closed. His plump cock was laying over one powerful-looking thigh, facing her. "What are you still doing here?"
Ben opened his eyes and turned his head. "I work here," he said, sitting up.
Men, she thought, sighing. "I know. I mean why aren't you dressed? Don't you need to open your store back up?"
"I'm not done with you yet, Dawn." Ben climbed to his feet and waved her closer.
She approached, glancing at his cock. It wasn't dangling anymore and had risen slightly. Ben took her in his arms and pulled her tightly into his body. She raised her head into his lips as he kissed her passionately. His hands came down, squeezing the firm globes of her ass as their tongues danced together. Her nipples hardened, poking into his chest even as his cock started pressing hard against her stomach, the tip pushing against her thighs and pubic mound. He broke the kiss, pulling back. Her eyes stayed closed, her head following his with her lips still parted, not wanting their kiss to end. Dawn opened her eyes. She looked down. His cock had risen, sticking straight out now, the head pressing against her navel. "Wow," she said, her hand rising to cup the underside of his shaft, slowly sliding along it. "What a man you are, Ben," she stated. "I can't believe I took all this monster." She quit caressing it, wrapping her fingers around the thick shaft, she started stroking it.
"Your body was built for big black cock, Dawn." Ben reached out and grabbed her arms. She looked up at him. Ben spun her around and pushed her forwards until she stepped onto the mattress. His hands slid up her arms to her shoulder, pushing down. Dawn fell to her knees and then onto all fours as Ben kneeled behind her. "Your little white boy, never gonna satisfy you again."
Dawn shuddered. Her little white boy had never satisfied her in the first place. His cock head pressed hard between her pussy lips, spreading her open as he began to enter her again. She leaned forward, his cock almost exiting her pussy. "Promise me you'll pull out this time."
"Sure baby," he agreed. "If that's what you really want."
"It is," she stated, pushing back into his cock. He pushed forward, spearing her deeper. "Just don't cum in me again..." Dawn moaned, her lust for his cock renewing fast. "Even if I tell you to." Her mind pictured his cock spurting inside her again. "Aaaah!" she gasped, cumming around the end of his cock. He worked it deeper, eventually grabbing her around the waist and pulling her back into the thrusts of his cock. There was a moment's resistance, but Ben just thrust harder, his cock pushing into her womb again. "GAWD!" she cried, cumming again as he fully penetrated her. Ben held her tight against his crotch until she came down from her orgasm.
"Told ya, you were built for big black cock," grunted Ben, chuckling.
"It's true," she moaned, her pussy still quivering around every square inch of his shaft. "I love your big black cock, Ben."
"Better than that limp-dicked little white boy you married?" Ben started pushing and pulling on her hips, fucking her steadily his heavy balls slamming into her thighs.
"Oh," she moaned, not wanting to betray her husband, but Ben seemed to get off on it.
"Whose cock?" He slammed his cock forward as he pulled her ass back into his thrusts.
"Your cock," she screamed. "YOUR COCK! OHGOD! OHGOD! Your cock's better. Fuck me." She'd been trying to brace herself against his hard thrusts, but her arm strength gave out. Dawn's head fell to the mattress, ass up to me Ben's thrusting cock as he fucked her into submission. "Fuck your cock's so much better than my husband's."
"Who owns this pussy?"
"You do Ben" she whimpered into the stained smelly mattress. "You do. Your pussy. Fuck your pussy. Oh god, I'm cumming again!" Ben surprised her again. He moved his right hand to squeeze her ass cheek. Just as her orgasm broke, his thumb pushed hard against her anus. Her tightly puckered little rosebud opened up for his large thumb, pushing inside. She couldn't jerk away from this intrusion, but instead of being unpleasant, her rectum clenched down around his thumb even as her pussy exploded around his cock.
Her cum squirted out around their conjoined crotches, splattering against his black pubes and abdomen, dripping down his balls. Ben fucked her through her orgasm and a few more. His thrusts were a hard steady shafting, even as he worked his thumb in and out of her ass. Dawn's world became nothing but big black cock and orgasms. "Oh," she moaned, engulfed in waves of pleasure. "Fuck me. You fuck me so good. So good. Cumming... cum... cum in me. Cum in me, Ben. Seed me again." She t ground her ass against his cock each time he thrust forward, desperately wanting to feel his cum spraying inside her again. Dawn drew on the last vestiges of her strength. She pushed herself back up, fucking him back as fast as he was fucking her. Her pussy squeezed his cock, contracting inwards around his shaft, helping to coax his cum out. "Oohh, Ben. Give me your cum. I want it. Seed your pussy. Seed me."
"You want it, you got it, babe," he grunted. Ben slammed his cock forwards, pushing his thumb in her ass past the knuckle to the final joint. His first wad exploding into her womb.
"YYEESS!" screamed Dawn. Ben's spurting cock quickly filled her uterus, triggering her own orgasm. Pleasure erupted from her womb like a chain of firecrackers. Each time his cock jerked, spitting out another torrent of seed, the next firecracker detonated another wave of pleasure. She collapsed back down on the mattress, her head resting on her folded arms. "Yes," she hissed, still cumming. Ben worked his cock around letting his contractions and her tight pussy milk out the last of his seed. "Yes," she said again, a smile spreading across her lips, the warmth emanating from her womb felt good. He pulled half his cock out, his thumb slowly following it until both cleared their respective holes. "No," she whined missing them.
Ben pushed himself up. He stumbled. Their session had drained his strength as much as it had hers. He walked towards a desk in one corner and collapsed into the chair.
Dawn remained on the mattress, head down, ass up for a good ten minutes. Even though her vagina was angled up, his semen was flowing out of it, coating her pubes and dripping down to add more stains to the mattress. The mattress was covered with so many stains, she found herself wondering how many times had he done this? And with how many women? Dozens? Hundreds?
Dawn finally pushed herself to her feet and waddled back towards the nasty bathroom. She spent another half hour cleaning herself up and trying to get as much of Ben's semen out of her as possible. When she opened the door, she half expected Ben to be waiting for her, cock erect, but he was dressed and gone. The door to the store was partially open and she could hear voices. The store was open again. She snuck past the open gap in the door and grabbed her underwear.
"Great," she muttered, trying to pull the thong up. The fabric that covered her pubic mound and the thong were stretched out and hung down between her thighs. The band around her waist wasn't much better and kept slipping down over her hips. She gave up and tossed it in the waste basket beside his desk. Her bra followed her panty. It wasn't stretched out, but the cups were stained with gooey liquified semen. Plus, it was a matching set to her panty. Both were ruined now. Dawn settled for pulling her sundress on over her head.



She peeked out through the gap in the door. The store had a small crowd. There was a white man in a suit browsing the magazines. She also saw two black youths that looked like gangbangers and barely old enough to be allowed in a porn store. She turned her gaze towards the counter. Ben was dropping some tokens in another white man's hand. Her nipples hardened as her eyes fell on the black man that had just given her the best sex of her life. Without a bra, they rubbed the front of her dress, driving her crazy and sending tingles down to her pussy. Completely exhausted and sexually satisfied, she would have willingly fucked Ben again if he had been waiting for her, but even he must have limits.
Dawn shuddered at the thought of Ben inseminating her again. It was too dangerous and too risky to come back. Neither of them could control themselves apparently. She was done with all this. Her pussy was resized and she could get all the total satisfaction she needed from her KING DONG. She should at least go tell Ben goodbye, but maybe it was better this way. She closed the door and left BBC's Adult Books by the back door to the alley.
This time for good.
**********
Despite her best efforts in the bathroom, Ben's semen leaked out of her pussy the whole drive home. She ended up lifting her hips at a stoplight and pulling her dress up to her waist to keep that from getting ruined. She drove the rest of the way home with her crotch on full display. Luckily, no truck drivers passed her on I-95. She used some tissues to wipe the pool of semen on her driver's seat.
A hot shower wiped away all the dirt and dried semen still covering her body. She'd felt dirty just using the store's bathroom and she'd put her face on that nasty mattress while Ben fucked her.
While Ben fucked her!
Dawn closed her eyes, soaping up her breasts, pinching and tugging on her aching nipples, picturing her first fuck with Ben. One hand was between her legs, a finger sliding along her slit when she pictured their second fuck. Ben was there in the shower with her, fucking her from behind as she braced herself against the glass enclosure. Afterward, she kneeled, pumping out the last of one of his mighty loads into her hungry mouth. Thinking about him made her horny.
And she had something to satisfy that horniness.
Dawn left her bathroom, hair still wet and quickly pulled out the KING DONG from its hiding place in her dresser. She only had an hour until Scott got home so she needed to hurry. She laid down on the bed and held the dildo up, examining this perfect replica of Ben's cock. The KING DONG was a stupid name for Ben's cock, she thought. She laughed. "From now on, your name is BIG BEN. Got it?" She turned it on fast vibrate and made her dildo nod agreement before switching it back off. "Good. Now get to work, BIG BEN."
Dawn lowered BIG BEN down to her pussy. She spread her legs, smiling with satisfaction as he slipped inside her. She worked the base around pushing him deeper and deeper, her hips lifting slightly off the bed. She met slight resistance at 11", lifting the base and angling the head slightly down, she pushed, the resistance yielding to the hard plastic cock. "Aaaahhh!" she moaned, thrashing from a small orgasm as she took Big Ben in its entirety. "Wow," she gasped. The dildo felt better than ever.
She had been resized!
Dawn reached down between her legs, easily finding the switch on the back, she set it on the mix setting, the dildo starting to vibrate. "Yes," she sighed. This was good. Real good. But the real thing was better. She opened her eyes, missing the sight of the powerful black man raising her ass off the bed as he slammed his cock in and out of her pussy. She missed the contrasts of their skins, the grunts that came from Ben's throat. Mostly, she missed the rapid thrusts of his cock.
Dawn closed her eyes, pretending Ben was there. Her memory of their encounter in his stockroom would fuel her fantasies for some time. She didn't need to watch a movie. Fuck, she'd left her new movie in Ben's store. "Fuck me, Ben," she moaned, closing her eyes. She thrashed her head from side to side as the dildo began vibrating faster. "Your pussy. Fuck your pussy." Dawn's throat made purring sounds which turned to whimpers. "Cum. Want your cum." She squeezed the ends of her breasts pulling on her hard nipples. "Cum. Gonna cum, Ben." The dildo's vibrations grew even more intense. It started bucking, simulating ejaculation. "SEED ME!" Dawn, screamed, cumming hard.
Only there was no explosion of a man's hot fertile seed into her womb.
Something else the dildo lacked. Ben was right about the real thing being better. Her orgasm was big. The biggest she'd had with the dildo, now that she could take the whole thing. But Big Ben wasn't Ben big. The two times he'd ejaculated inside her had been mind-blowingly good.
"That's how sex usually ends," he'd said.
Dawn laid on the bed gasping. The dildo quit vibrating after reaching its final setting. Even though she'd missed it, the dildo not being able to ejaculate was a good thing. Safer than being with Ben. Her dildo couldn't get her pregnant without any fertile sperm.
Or could it?.
Dawn reached down for the base and slowly pulled Big Ben out of her. She raised it above her stomach, staring at the black plastic shaft in shock. The tip of the dildo down to about five inches was covered in pudding thick semen. It slowly ran down the shaft until it covered about half the fourteen-inch dildo. A large glob of cum dripped off the head and into her navel. "What the hell?" she muttered, one hand coming down to scoop the wad out of her belly button. She raised her finger to her mouth and licked it. "It was cum! It tasted like Ben's cum! And it was still hot! "What the fuck," she said, bringing the black dildo towards her face, she licked around the crown, tasting Ben's sperm again.
Dawn lowered her hand to her lower stomach just over her womb. She'd thought she'd pushed all of his semen out of her but now realized there were ounces of his semen trapped inside her uterus. His fertile sperm could be swimming inside her for days. She'd read somewhere that sperm can stay alive for up to five days. If Ben hadn't gotten her pregnant yet, he might still days from now if she started ovulating. Hell, she'd also read those female orgasms increased the chance of pregnancy. Cumming all over her fucking dildo might just have helped her get pregnant. "Bad boy Ben," she told her dildo, moving it left to right like it was shaking its head no.
**********
The next morning, Dawn used her dildo just after Scott left for work. She withdrew it after her climax and was dismayed to find the plastic head still covered in Ben's semen. There were still some spots on the head after her second session that day. The following day the only fluids she could find covering Big Ben were her own.
Five days after her encounter with Ben, she woke up from a dream where she was back on the dirty mattress riding Ben's cock, cumming over every inch of his shaft while he fertilized her womb with another voluminous load of his hot seed. Dawn moaned, pumping her hips up and down into her imaginary lover's cock. She rolled to her side and reached out. Her hand slipping down Scott's stomach and under his pajama pants. She fondled his little penis, tugging on it, trying to make it hard. It did swell a little but remained floppy under her administrations. She sighed her disappointment and withdrew her hand.
"Sorry," he said, leaning over and kissing her on the forehead. He looked as disappointed as she was. He slipped out of bed and went to take his shower. Scott came back and dressed for work. "You know Dawn," he said.
"Uh-huh." She stretched under the covers.
"Maybe you should..." He paused. "Maybe you..." He looked heartbroken.
"What is it, honey?" She sat up in bed, worried.
"Maybe you should get a dildo," he finally said.
"HA!"
"What?"
"Uh, nothing. You just looked so upset, I'm relieved that's all you were trying to tell me."
"Well, it's not an easy thing for a man to admit he can't please his wife. Maybe if I went off my meds?"
"NO!" Dawn slipped out of bed. She was wearing a sheer nighty and a panty. Part of the nighty had gotten shoved into her panty. She pulled it out and straightened it. "We can't risk you having a heart attack." She wrapped her arms around his neck. "Remember what happened to your father?"
"I know. I know. It's just not right. Especially at my age. I should have a huge erection just looking at my sexy wife in that nighty."
"It's okay, honey." She hugged him closer. You've never had a huge erection, she thought. She kissed him on the lips before separating. "I don't need a sex toy."
"Think about it. I could use it on you?"
"Hmmm," she raised her eyebrows as if considering it. "I'll think about it." She wondered how his ego would handle seeing Big Ben?
Scott left and she went to take her shower. Nude she walked to her drawer opened it and pulled out Big Ben. She put it back in the drawer. This wasn't what she wanted today. She wanted something better. She wanted the real thing, the real Big Ben.
Dawn pulled on one of her sexier bra and panty combos. The set was black and lacy. The panty was low cut, sweeping down almost to the tops of her pubic hair. The bra was also low cut, covering the outsides of her breasts and squeezing them together. They went well with her top. A black low-cut crop top that displayed a lot of cleavage. The open bottom of the top was triangular, the apex being just under the front hook of her bra so that most of her flat tummy was on display. She pulled on a denim skirt before slipping her bare feet into some denim-colored canvas shoes.
It was a sexy outfit that turned heads. Too sexy for a seedy adult bookstore, but she doubted Ben would be capable of turning her down after seeing her in it. She snickered at the thought that the old black man would have even considered turning down another shot at this. She turned around before the mirror. Not a chance, she thought, smiling at her reflection.
Dawn looked so good, even the clerk's hands at the drug store were shaking when he rang her up. He appeared to be straining not to stare at her cleavage. She thanked the man and checked her purchase when she slipped into her car. The condoms were XXL, the biggest she could find, but they would barely cover half of Ben's huge cock. Maybe less considering that his girth might strain the latex to the max. Hopefully, the fit would be so tight she wouldn't have to fear the rubber slipping off and getting trapped in her cervix? She stared doubtfully at the image on the box. The tiny receptacle on the tip wouldn't be able to cope with the volume of semen Ben's balls produced. Hell, Ben's cum would fill the entire condom up with semen until it was the size of a grapefruit. Just thinking about Ben was making her hornier than ever. Despite her misgivings about the condom, it wasn't a deal-breaker.
Unfortunately, Ben's store was rather busy when she walked in. There was a small group of white guys in their twenties sifting through videos as well as a few businessmen, and even a young black man tacking a polaroid of his dick up on the Bull Pen. He didn't notice her, but every other man in the store looked at her and stared. She ignored them. The door to the stockroom was open and she could see Abu pricing some glossy porn magazines. Ben was behind the counter, the security door open. He looked up, a smile spreading across his face. "Hello Mrs. Smith, what can I do for you?" he asked, one corner of his mouth slowly curling up in a smirk. He knew exactly what he could do for her.
"Hi Ben," she said, her nipples turning fully hard just looking at him. "I forgot the video I purchased last time I was here."
"Yep," he replied. "I got it here behind the counter." He retrieved the video tape and slipped it into a brown paper bag. "Anything else?" he asked. She didn't reply. She just stared at him, a crimson flush darkening her cheeks. "Would you like anything else?" Ben stared into her eyes, borrowing into her soul, her true desires. Her pussy gave a little spasm before starting to leak.
"I..." Dawn gulped. "I want it again."
"Want what, Mrs. Smith?"
"Your... your cock."
"For what?"
"I want you to fuck me again," Dawn said quietly, looking around, but no one was near.
"With what?"
"Your cock... your big black cock... I want you to fuck me with your big black cock."
"I'd be happy to," he replied. Ben looked around at the crowd in the store. "Let me take care of some customers first. They're too busy checking you out." He reached under the register and pulled out a handful of tokens. "Why don't you get out of sight for a while. Same booth. Same channel. I think you'll like my latest video."
Dawn nodded and swept up the token. She quickly looked around. Abu was staring at her from the storeroom still holding the pricing gun. The young white guys were elbowing and nudging each other, trying to encourage one of them to make a move. The businessmen were staring too. The black guy had turned around from the Bull Pen. He was younger than her, sexy, and had ghetto written all over him. She walked towards the hall and the booths.
"Dude look at those tits."
"She's gotta be a stripper. Find out where she works."
She ignored the young white men and their comments. She did glance at the black man, then looked past him at the picture he'd tacked on the board. It was a torso shot. The top showed his chin pushed down to hold his tee-shirt up. His chest was chiseled and rippled with muscles, his skin a dark brown. Sweat pants were pulled down under his balls and he'd pulled his cock out. He wasn't Big Ben, but it was big and gorgeous, as chiseled as his chest. His cock was probably around a foot long, but it was also angled down, only semi-erect. Her jaw tightened as her eyebrows raised. She bobbed her head several times at the picture, indicating she was impressed.
"Hold on there, mama," he said as she disappeared down the hall.
She didn't stop. Ben had followed her and pulled a little gate across the hall behind her. It was a minor barrier with no lock. It had a handwritten sign on it that read, Booths Closed. She waved at him grateful he was protecting her from these strangers.
**********
The booth was as she remembered. It smelled of bleach. The booth next door was empty. She brought her face up to the dark hole, wrinkling her nose at the smell of semen coming from the next booth.
Dawn turned her attention on the video screen and added some tokens to the slot. She advanced through the channels, wondering how this setup worked. Was there an array of VCRs behind the wall for each booth? Channel 14 started with the girl in the bikini pulling out the huge cock. She recognized it as Ben's cock now. Dawn licked her lips watching the young woman suckle on the head of the familiar black penis. She advanced the scene. Ben's cock sliding back and forth between a pair of oversized white titties. The woman was chubby, squeezing her breasts together and smiling up at the camera. Dawn recognized the dirty mattress the woman was lying on.
"Jesus," gasped Dawn. Another scene had a white girl laying over a motorcycle seat. Ben was fucking her hard while another black man was shoving an equally large black cock down her throat. She couldn't see their faces but recognized Ben's body. The man getting the blow job was slimmer. Someone else was filming the scene.
Channel 14, must be Ben's personal channel, she thought as every scene featured him or his cock. "Wonder if he'd sell me a copy of this?" she mumbled. It reminded her of the interracial compilation video Ben had given her only with him as the featured actor.
Then she got to the final scene.
Dawn gasped in horror as she watched herself walking through Ben's storeroom towards the dirty mattress. Ben was following her, stripping off his clothes. Soon, she was kneeling and sucking Ben's huge cock. Funny, she would have sworn she'd resisted more. She was sucking him enthusiastically. She'd wanted his cum. She'd craved it. After tasting him in this very booth, she was hungry for more. She was just as hungry now and the thing that could satisfy her craving was pushing through the hole between the booths even as her belly rumbled hungrily.
The semi-hard cock kept coming and coming through the hole. She spared it a glance, but it was dark and her attention was still on the screen. Her hands came up to grab the shaft. It plumped up and grew in her hands as she stroked it to full hardness.
"You shouldn't have filmed us, Ben," she said, jerking him off. Or put it on display where anyone could see it, she thought. She should have been mad. She should have been furious, but staring at herself sucking Ben's huge black cock was completely opening the tap on her leaking pussy. Dawn Conner was in a porno! She was a porn star! Not only was she a porn star, but she looked like she was born for the role. Dawn slid off the seat and shoved Ben's cock in her mouth, keeping her eyes turned towards the screen.
The head felt funny pushing past her uvula. The flare on his crown was more swollen as it pressed hard against the roof of her throat. She bobbed her head, eyes open and staring at herself on video, hungrily gulping down Ben's semen. She moaned, knowing she'd have more of his succulent seed in a few minutes. Out of the corner of her eye, Ben's cock was bobbing up and down, spraying strands of semen over her face and breasts.
Dawn sucked harder, her lips pushing closer to the hole and making it difficult to see the screen. As she pulled back up, she could see Ben pulling her thong off her, stretching them out so they were ruined. She sucked down again, the black shaft now slick with her saliva. Dawn pulled back sucking on the end while jerking off the rest with one hand.
"We can't have sex, I'm married," said her voice through the audio..
"Fine, but you gotta let me resize you." Ben was smacking his cock down on her pubic mound. "Just so you can take all the KING DONG."
Dawn sucked Ben's cock as hard as she could. She would have loved to take her time, worship this black cock as it deserved, but desperation was growing inside her. She was desperate to taste his seed again and even more desperate to feel this monster inside her. It was more a need than a desire.
The black cock was expanding now, swelling bigger, the flare scraping her tonsils even more rigid. She was about to have one of her cravings satisfied.
The cock shuddered.
Her belly filled, satisfying her hunger.
Dawn pulled back. His seed filling her mouth, bulging her cheeks out. She gulped it down and then she gulped again. Ben's cum tasted even better than she remembered. It was fruitier, less bitter. There was something different in his diet and whatever it was, she loved it. Dawn jerked his shaft, letting the lesser, weaker squirts of cum shoot across her tongue she that she could roll it around her taste buds. Dawn squeezed the base hard and stroked upwards while tightening her lips around the head and sucking up. She was rewarded by one last strong blast of Ben's tastier cum inside her mouth.
One craving was satisfied focusing all her attention on her next craving, her need to have this monster stuffing her pussy.
"Keep it hard," she ordered, pulling her top off. Dawn stood and undid her skirt. Her hand slipped into her pocket and pulled out the sleeve of condoms. She slipped her panty off. "Sorry, but you have to wear a condom." Dawn kneeled again on the sticky floor, ripping the condom open. Again, she had her doubts, staring at the flimsy rubber condom and the small semen receptacle that shouldn't even be able to contain one blast of Ben's ejaculate let alone his entire load.



Ben's cock had stayed hard. Indeed, it still looked as swollen as it did during ejaculation. It wasn't drooping at all and was slightly curved upwards. Dawn furrowed her brow as she raised the condom to the bulbous head. Ben's cock was as straight as an arrow and his glans were more streamlined with less of a flare to... Dawn gasped as she realized this wasn't Ben's cock. She looked up from it, her eyes climbing the wall to the upper hole. She thought she caught the glimpse of a white eye staring down at her. Dawn was confused as to what she should do even as her hands were stretching the condom out over the head of the stranger's cock and rolling it down over the large flare and a few inches past the head. The biggest condom she could find only covered a third of the huge black cock sticking through the hole, but at least the fit was so tight, she didn't believe it would come off.
She was so familiar with the KING DONG now, she should have known this wasn't Ben, but she'd been too focused on watching herself on the screen. Her new toy was smooth, powerful, and young-looking. Her mind flashed to the sexy ghetto thug by the Bull Pen. His cock hadn't looked this big in the picture, but it had been angled down, not completely hard.
Dawn stood. "Fuck me," she begged, looking at the eye in the hole.
She turned around and backed her rear end towards the wall, standing on her tiptoes so she could straddle the young thug's black cock. He slid it back. Just as she pushed down onto the head, her lips pressing hard against the man's cock head as she quit standing on her toes. But she came down on nothing!
He'd pulled his cock back through the hole!
The tip came back, pushing between her thighs. Dawn stood up on her toes again, leaning forward to help spread herself open. She braced her hands against the far wall, holding herself still as the stranger's cock probed between her pussy lips, pushing inside her, ready to satisfy her other need.
"AAAHHH!" She cried out in orgasm. Only she hadn't cum. It was her voice coming from the screen. "Fuck me, Ben. Cumming! Black cock so good. Love black cock. So good. Cum. Cum. CCUUMMIINNGG!"
"Me too," grunted Ben.
Dawn saw the expression of triumph cross Ben's black face as he buried his dick in her and filled her with his seed. She watched as he withdrew his monster cock and shot multiple blasts across her body.
"Fuck," she groaned as the stranger's cock pushed deep. "Fuck," she said again. She angled her pussy down as the tip of his cock pushed against her cervix. "Fuck! Gonna cum." She whimpered, her pussy contracting and squirting all over this new black cock as he pushed the full length into her pussy.
"I can't believe I took all this monster." She was jerking off Ben's cock on screen. He'd edited out her trip to the bathroom.
"Your body was built for big black cock, Dawn. "Your little white boy, never gonna satisfy you again."
"Fuck me. YES! Fuck me," she growled to the stranger fucking her through the hole. He made her cum again and again as she hung her head down, turned so she could watch Ben fucking her from behind on the dirty mattress.
"Oh," came her voice from the video. "Fuck me. You fuck me so good. So good. Cumming... cum... cum in me. Cum in me, Ben. Seed me again."
The young black man grunted in the other room. He proved his youth and vigor by rapidly slamming his cock into the hole in the wall at a pace she doubted even Ben could have handled for so long.
"Oohh, Ben. Give me your cum. I want it. Seed your pussy. Seed me." On-screen Ben buried his cock and filled her pussy for a second time.
"SEED ME!" screamed Dawn to the stranger. Her pussy squeezed his thrusting cock, pulling him inwards. He complied, pushing deep and holding his cock still as a powerful blast of ejaculate filled her womb with his hot fertile sperm. Dawn cried out as her pussy exploded around his pumping cock, each time his cock jerked sending more sperm into her womb, another orgasmic wave flowed out through her body.
"So good," she cried, "So good," as the little eruptions rocking her body turned to tremors. His huge swollen cock still jerking inside her, dribbling out the last of his sperm. "Hmmm yes," she sighed, coming down from her high. Oh no! she thought, realizing there was another load of semen in her womb. The condom must have popped? He wasn't in a hurry to pull it out either. His cock was still buried inside her, plugging her womb full of his seed.
Dawn weakly pushed up against the far wall and stood up trying to wiggle her way off the ghetto youth's cock. He finally helped, pulling back enough that it exited her womb, her cervix closing up to trap billions of sperm inside her. The rest poured out of her pussy, pooling on the already sticky floor.
Like the last time, there was a roll of paper towels under the bench. Dawn pulled some off. She squatted and put the wad of paper under her pussy. She was facing the stranger's big black cock. He pushed it back through. It was still huge but now angled down. A three-inch strand of semen was hanging off the meatus.
"Clean it off," he ordered. She looked up towards the eye hole. "Now bitch!" Dawn was startled a little, but she leaned forward, her tongue coming out to catch the dangling wad of semen just before it dropped. She licked up and took the head back in her mouth. A large wad of his nice tasting semen shot across her tongue as she sucked the tip. She swallowed more, her lips getting closer to the hole. His entire cock tasted like his fruity cum having been coated with it after cumming inside her.
Inside her! There was no sign of the condom anywhere on his cock. No busted receptacle, no broken ring around his shaft halfway down. What if it were floating around in her womb? What if it were stuck halfway through her cervix? She'd have to go to the hospital!
Dawn sucked back up, surprised, but not surprised when another squirt of delicious cum filled her mouth. The flare on his glans cleared her lips. As the head slowly pulled from her mouth, her lips closed down to connect on his meatus, where she surprised herself by planting a kiss right on the tip.
She stared at the plump black cock. It was dark and hard to see, the screen lighting the room had long since turned off. His cock wasn't rock hard, but still swollen enough to fuck again and it still aimed down, not having swelled anymore while she sucked it. Still, an impressive instrument.
"Psst," said the man, through the upper hole.
Dawn looked up. Something emerged from the hole and fell. She missed catching it, but reached down and picked up the distended rubber off the floor. She held it up by the base. It was stretched out, dangling down, whole and unused. He'd simply pulled it off. "JERK!" she spat, looking up at his cock and considering grabbing it and pulling hard on it. As if he could read her mind, it was swiftly yanked back through the hole. She heard a raspy chortle in the other booth. Not long afterward, she heard him exit.
**********
Dawn cleaned herself as well as possible in the booth. She still needed to use Ben's bathroom to try to drain as much as the other black man's cum out of her as possible. She dressed and left the booth. The hall was empty and dark. The partially closed gate was still pulled across the hall. She slipped around it and entered the sales floor. Ben was ringing someone up at the counter, Abu standing beside him bagging the purchase. They were new customers. Two attractive young women were buying the BBC LIFELIKE DLDO. Abu placed the dildo in a long brown bag. Ben and Abu were talking the women up and the two women were enjoying the attention and laughing. Dawn had the impression the dildo was the standard gag gift for a bachelorette party. There was also a white man in a suit browsing the movie section. The young black man was gone. She considered getting his number off the BULL PEN, but his sperm was currently leaking out into her panty. Everyone seemed distracted, so she slipped past the BULL PEN and into the stockroom.
Dawn used the filthy bathroom again. It still hadn't been cleaned. The dirty magazines by the toilet were the same ones as last time. It had been stocked up with toilet paper since she'd been here last. She sat down, leaning forward, squeezing as much semen as she could get out of her insides. It was futile she knew from the last time. She'd still be leaking for days.
Dawn washed up. She'd gotten her needs satisfied and planned on slipping out the back door, but when she left the bathroom, Ben was standing by the mattress, pulling his shirt off over his head. Dawn approached him and he grinned at her as he tossed the tee shirt to the floor. "Ben..." she started to say, planning on telling him she'd taken ill and had to leave.
"Dawn," he replied, taking her arms and pulling her against his chest. His broad lips pressed down on hers and Dawn found herself melting into his arms. Her arousal grew again as she felt his swelling cock pushing against her belly. She reached into his sweat pants, fondling it while they continued to kiss.
Dawn broke the kiss, kneeling in front of him, she pulled his sweats down. Her head bent forward to catch his cock as it sprang up free of his pants. He groaned as her lips closed around the head. She started sucking him while pushing his pants down around his ankles so that he could step out of them. She wanted to taste him again but didn't know how much more semen her belly could hold. Like the stranger in the booth, She pulled back and planted a kiss on the tip of his cock. She looked up at the old black man. "Lie down on the mattress," she ordered.
Ben quickly complied, putting his hands behind his head and grinning at her. Dawn stood and pulled her clothes off. He stared hungrily at her body in the lacy bra and panty. He nodded his approval when her breasts sprang free. Dawn turned and bent over presenting her rear end to him. She swiftly pulled her black panty down, not wanting his to get a good look at how wet her bottoms were from the man in the booth's leaking sperm. She turned back around. Ben held his cock up for her.
The stranger in the booth's cock was the same size as Ben's, but she liked Ben's better. Ben's cock was simply magnificent, a monstrous streamlined torpedo. Dawn straddled him, quickly squatting over his cock afraid she might drip the booth man's cum on it at any second. She groaned feeling Ben's cock head push between her pussy lips, surprised at quickly, she'd become aroused again. "You shouldn't have filmed us," she complained, pushing down into Ben's cock.
"Sorry babe," he grunted, thrusting his hips up to get more of his cock in her. "Security reasons."
"Huh!"
"Can't have you accusing me of rape. Happened once to me back in the seventies, but I had her on a Super 8, begging me to fuck her."
"Are you... are you... OH, GOD! Filming us now?"
"Of course, baby."
"YYEESS!" Dawn thrust her crotch forwards easing herself down on his cock. She sank easily into his lap. "Your big black cock feels so good, Ben."
"Better than your husbands?"
"Oh yes."
"Say it."
"Your big black cock is so much better than my husband."
"Don't tell me, tell the cameras."
Dawn gasped as she rode his shaft. She looked around at the shelves. Judging from the angles of the movie she'd seen in the booth, at least three hidden cameras were filming her. "YOUR BIG BLACK COCK FEELS SO MUCH BETTER THAN MY HUSBANDS!" she screamed. "CUMMING!" Her pussy spasmed, contracting around Ben's shaft, her strength failing her, she sank to the base as she caught her breath. "There's nothing better than your big black cock, Ben," she gasped.
"Sure there is," he grunted. His large black hands slid from her waist down to squeeze her ass cheeks.
"Nothing better," she said again, laying down on him, her lips finding his. They kissed, tongues pushing back into each other's mouths. "Nothing better than a big... black... cock..." She ground her crotch down into his. Dawn tried to push herself up off his chest so she could ride him again, but he held her down, squeezing her ass tighter.
"There is, Dawn. Do you wanna try something better than a big black cock?"
"Sure," she groaned, kissing his broad lips and sucking the lower lip into her mouth, teasingly.
"Tell the camera."
Dawn threw back her head and yelled. "I want to try something better than a big black...CCOOCCKK!!" His hands squeezed and pulled her ass cheeks apart. Something hard and thick pushed hard against her tight little sphincter. "OW!" Her puckered rosebud pushed in and began to spread open. "MY ASS!" She struggled to push up, but Ben held her to his chest. She didn't know what the hell was happening. He might have been shoving the KING DONG in her rear except both his hands were on her ass cheeks.
"UGGHH!" grunted a voice behind her that sounded like Abu.
"OH FFUUCCKK!" she screamed as the knobby head of Abu's cock pushed into her rectum. He worked it around pushing deeper. Most of the pain was coming from her tight opening and as he worked his huge cock deeper, the pain didn't grow any worse. "GAWD!" His big cock head forced its way deeper. Luckily, he'd oiled it up with something that made his cock well lubricated for her tight ass. Not only was it greased up, but the insides of her ass began to heat, the warmth spreading through her rectum. Some sort of warming lotion, she wondered? Her over-stretched sphincter warmed, the pain fading swiftly.
"By Allah, dats a tight ass," groaned Abu. He grabbed her hips, working his cock in and out, pushing a little deeper with each thrust. He pulled her up, Ben letting go of her cheeks. She leaned forward at a ninety-degree angle between the two black men.
"What's better than one black cock?" asked Ben, chuckling. His big hands moved to her breasts, covering them like they were made to go together.
"Two black cocks," she gasped trying to catch her breath. Dawn hated to admit it, but having two black cocks filling her up was starting to feel good. Abu's cock slowly pumping in and out of her ass seemed to be enhancing the pleasure she was feeling with Ben's cock in her pussy. She was glad the ugly black Muslim was behind her so she didn't have to look at him even if his cock felt as amazing as Ben's.
Dawn pushed down on her knees raising herself so that Ben could thrust his cock in and out of her pussy while Abu did the same to her ass. It took the two men a few tries to get their rhythm, but soon they were alternatingly thrusting their cocks inside her. "Fuck," she gasped. "Unh! Unh! Unh!" The grunts came from her throat each time one of the cocks pushed deep. Then suddenly they both started thrusting their cocks at the same time. "Oh, God!" Dawn felt an orgasm growing. The two fourteen-inch black cocks seemed to be fighting for space inside with Ben's cock winning as her ass couldn't take the entirety of Abu's black dick. "Fuck! Cum... cum... CUMMING!"
Ben pinched her nipples just as she came harder than she'd ever orgasmed before. Her pussy contracted around Ben's cock, pulling along the shaft in an attempt to milk his seed from her balls. Her ass clenched down around Abu's cock so tightly, it stuck. Dawn collapsed or would have if Ben hadn't propped her up by her breasts. Her head hung down, hair falling in his face. "So good," she mumbled. "So good."
"Like that, slut?" hissed Abu in her ear.
"I'm not a..." Dawn stayed frozen, panting while she came down from the biggest orgasm of her life. She was a married white woman suspended between two black men, getting off on their huge cocks on a dirty mattress in the back of a seedy adult book store while cameras were filming everything. "Yes," she moaned. "I liked it."
"That's a good slut," said Abu. "Now tell us you like it." Her ass had unclenched and he started fucking her rear again, pulling back until the glans on his cock head appeared through her sphincter before pushing deep again.
"Fuck me," she grunted, pushing off Ben's chest so he wasn't propping her up. "Fuck my ass. Fuck my married white pussy." Dawn whimpered, their cocks both thrusting at the same time again. "Your big black cocks have turned me into a slut. Fuck your slut. Gonna cum again. Oh god! Oh shit! I'm..."
Ben's buried his cock inside her, bellowing like a bull as the first wave of his cum flooded her uterus.
"AAAHHH!" Dawn's pussy squeezed his shaft, contracting inwards again finally getting what it wanted, another load of fertile black seed filling her womb. Her contractions, milked his cock, perfectly timed with each expulsion of Ben's seed. She was so lost in the throes of her orgasm that she was only vaguely aware of Abu's cock spurting an equally large load of semen into her ass.
The next thing Dawn remembered was her ass closing back up until it was empty of Abu's heavy log. She couldn't have been out too long as several long strands of semen splattered on her back from her neck down to the small of her back. Abu pushed himself up and shuffled off.
Dawn laid still, her head resting on Ben's shoulder. "Did you know he was going to do that?" she asked.
"Abu and I share everything. He saved my life once." Ben bucked his hips. "Get up. I ain't done with you."
Dawn pushed herself up and slid forward off his spent cock. It was plump and semi-hard, but as floppy as one of Scott's good erections. His cock plopped out and she pushed herself off his chest, a torrent of his cum poured from her pussy, soaking his balls and the mattress between his thighs. She crawled over to the floor and rose unsteadily to her feet.
Dawn watched Ben sit up and stand. She stared at his mighty cock dangling between his thighs as he bent down and flipped the mattress over. His semen still dripped down between her legs, but most of it was once again trapped inside her uterus. She'd be leaking for days. Worse, a new steady stream of semen began welling up out of her over stretched sphincter, a steady trickle of sperm striking the floor.
"Get on all fours," he ordered, hefting his cock and pulling on it as he stared at her. It swelled, sticking out, but angled down. This side of the mattress was even more stained than the other side. He stopped her when she kneeled on it, holding his cock by the base and walking in front of her. Dawn bent forward and took the head of his cock in her mouth, sucking it between her lips. It was dirty, covered in her arousal and his drying cum. The head spat a remaining shot of his tasty seed across her lips or maybe it was precum as his cock was swelling in her mouth. He let her clean his hardening cock, her lips nearly pressing into his pubes. Ben placed his hand on her forehead and pushed her back. As his cock cleared her lips, it bobbed before her eyes completely hard again.
Ben walked around behind her and she braced herself. He kneeled between her legs, his hard cock head pushing her pussy lips open and sinking inside. Abu's cum continued to bubble up out of her ass, running down her perineum and parting around Ben's thrusting cock. "Damn Abu, you really left a deposit in her ass," grunted Ben, pushing his cock deep.
"Bitch was tight," said the black Muslim, shuffling in front of her, still naked. "You need to try that ass out for yo-self."
"Unh! Unh," grunted Dawn each time Ben buried his cock. "Unh! I thought... Unh! Sodomy was a... Unh! Sin?"
"Infidels don't count," cackled the skinny black Muslim. His cock was fat but limp. He stood in front of her and smacked it across her face several times. Dawn winced and closed her eyes. The first few strikes were like a giant wet noodle smacking her forehead and the bridge of her nose. After that, the noodle hardened until it started to hurt. The hard knobby ball struck her forehead, pressing against it and sliding down over one shut eye, leaving a wet trail on her cheek, the tip finally pushing on her lips.



Dawn opened her mouth taking the head of his cock inside. It was knobby, not streamlined like Ben's. She opened her eyes, staring cross-eyed down the thick shaft. He was as big as Ben, but it was different looking. She stared up at Abu. Earlier, she'd been happy the ugly man was kneeling behind her. He was skinny, white hair covered a slightly sunk-in chest above a little potbelly. More white hair ran from his navel down connecting with his pubes. His dark beady eyes stared down at her from under his Kufi. His beard was mostly white but peppered with black. Abu's huge cock looked freakish sticking out from his skinny body compared to Ben's magnificent cock sticking out from his more muscular form.
Abu thrust his cock into her mouth. She nearly gagged as Ben gave an equally powerful thrust behind her, pushing Abu's cock down her throat. He was a nasty little man, but at least he'd washed his cock for her. It didn't taste like ass or warming fluid. It was clean, but his pubes were giving off a pungent masculine smell that filled her nostrils, eliciting a moan from the back of her throat as she started to enjoy sucking Abu's cock.
Her orgasm came quick and took her by surprise. Her nose pushed into Abu's white pubes, her moans turning to a gag as she started to choke. Abu pushed back on her forehead while pulling back on his hips. His cock cleared her lips bobbing hypnotically before her eyes as she caught her breath. The head of Abu's cock was a knobby ball with a large flare to the glans. She'd felt it pressing the top of her throat as she sucked it past her uvula. The black phallus curved slightly upward, hard and throbbing, looking more like it belonged on a man in his prime than a skinny old black man. Dawn frowned staring intently at the manly cock. Her eyes widened in recognition and she gasped.
"Look familiar?" asked Abu, cackling. He bent his shaft back down until the head pushed past her lips.
She'd already sucked this cock. She'd already fucked this cock. Abu had been the man in the booth earlier. He might not be much to look at, but his cock was incredible and he knew how to use it. After she'd caught her breath, she raised her lips to it, pursing them on his pee slit in a submissive kiss and slowing parting them, opening her mouth wider, his cock head pushing over her tongue until his flared glans brushed past her upper lip.
The two men found their rhythm, Abu pulling back when Ben pushed forward and vice versa. Dawn suspected she wasn't the first woman they'd shared. Ben's cock started bringing her to orgasm after orgasm, but they were controlled and she managed to continue sucking Abu even while her pussy was shuddering around Ben's cock.
They continued double penetrating her for a good twenty minutes. Ben was starting to grunt each time he pushed his cock into her womb. Abu grabbed the sides of her head, his hands squeezing her head. He threw back his head. "UGH!" he bellowed. His cock jumped deep in her throat, his first wad of hot seed filling her belly again. It jerked again, more cum pouring down her throat.
"FAAHCKK!!!" cried Ben, pulling her hips back into his crotch. His seed poured into her womb, crowding out his earlier load. Cum began squirting out through her cervix, running down his shaft until it was splattering over his crotch and balls.
Dawn's pussy went crazy, cumming harder than she'd ever cum before. The huge cock head stretching out her throat pulled back into her mouth, still spurting out enough seed to bulge her cheeks out. Abu's fruitier tasting seed registered on her taste buds. She moaned gulping it down, delighted when her mouth filled again and again.
Ben gripped her hips tightly, holding her up. His cock was still twitching and hosing her womb with fresh seed. Dawn took a deep breath of air when Abu finally pulled his cock free. It spat another long wad of cum on her face across one eye and down to her chin. She kept one eye closed as she reached out for his cock, holding her tongue out as she jerked it off. Abu's powerful balls didn't disappoint, spraying several more wads into her open mouth. Ben released his grip on her hips and she collapsed forward. Her forehead hitting a wet spot on the filthy mattress. Abu took a step back. She was too exhausted to look up at him. Ben's cock sprang free of her pussy, another strand of semen landed on her back on top of the remains of Abu's liquefying semen.
Dawn stayed like that, head down, ass up. Her belly and womb were full. Her belly was so full she felt sick to her stomach and her normally flat tummy was bulging out. Her womb was so full, semen was still pouring out of her pussy, covering her inner thighs and coating the mattress.
"I'll go get the store reopened," said Abu.
SMACK!
"Good slut," grunted Ben, his hand coming down hard on her ass cheek. "I'd fuck you again, but you're a mess." He stumbled to his feet. She heard the creek of a chair and Ben sigh a moment later.
Dawn stayed in the well-fucked, subservient position for what felt like hours, but was probably only a few minutes. She eventually pushed herself off the mattress. The semen smell filling her nostrils was overwhelmed by the acrid smell of smoke. Ben was sitting back in his desk chair puffing on a cigar. His plump cock dangling between his legs. She struggled to her feet and ambled her way to the nasty bathroom. She cleaned herself as best she could, but there was cum on her back she couldn't reach. Her pussy and ass wouldn't stop leaking either. She grabbed a long row of paper towels and folded them up into a makeshift pad.
Ben was getting dressed when she stumbled out. She felt like a dirty slut and flushed with shame when she stared at the dirty mattress where the two hung black men had just given her the fucking of her life. She gathered up her underwear, stuffing the wad of paper towels into her panty, certain the constant flow of semen leaking out of her would still ruin her sexiest favorite pair of underwear. She slipped her bra on.
Ben was watching her, enjoying the view as she stepped into her skirt and pulled the crop top on. "Here," he said, handing her a card.
"What's this?" she asked. It was a business card for BBC'S ADULT BOOKS with an address on the back. "That's my address. I'm taking off Thursday. Come by and we can fuck all day, proper like in a bed and all."
"I think I'm good," she replied. Thursday was only three days away. "I can't keep doing this. I'm a married woman and you'll get me pregnant."
"Sure," said Ben.
Voices were coming from the sales floor. "Can I use the back door?"
"Of course," he nodded. He followed her and opened the door into the alley. "Miss Smith," he called after her. She stopped and turned, raising her eyebrows. "Bring your bikini," he said.
**********
Dawn whistled when she saw Ben's house. It was a mini-mansion on a waterway, several stories, a three-car garage, and a pool in the back along the canal. The porn business had been good to him. There was an intercom at the gate. She pulled up and buzzed it.
"Come on in, Miss Smith," said Ben's voice through the speaker a moment later. She glanced up at a camera mounted on one side of the gate and smiled as the gates slowly opened.
She hadn't planned on doing this again. She'd woken up, horny, but then she usually woke up horny anymore. She'd used BIG BEN, getting off several times and feeling well satisfied. She stared at her juices coating the long plastic cock, smiling when she saw only a few spots of Ben's seed coating the shaft. Her womb was finally free of his semen. She got up and used the toilet before turning on her shower.
It hit her in the shower.
Her womb ached. She held her hands over her abdomen as the water sprayed down on her. It wasn't painful. It was more like a hunger pang only below her stomach. Images filled her brain, She was riding Ben's cock on the dirty mattress. He grabbed her hips pulling her down as his cock ejaculated the first of many wads inside her uterus. She was on all fours, Ben fucking her from behind, his cum triggering her orgasm. She was being fucked by Abu through the glory hole. Ben was kneeling between her spread legs, slamming his cock in and out until the first black of seed filled her womb. Her womb was wrenched with another hunger cramp, a yearning to be filled with a black man's fertile seed again.
Dawn remembered it was Thursday.
Dawn ignored the outfit she'd planned for the day and found herself turning around in front of her mirror wearing a yellow bikini. She looked amazing. The top was a bandeau wrapping across her breasts. The panty was low cut. She wore it to the beach often. Dawn frowned and pulled it off. She pulled out another bikini from her dresser. The cups covered the outer regions of her breasts squeezing and lifting them proud. The panty was thin and barely covered the crack of her ass. The material connecting the patches was just a thin stringing. It showed off her amazing body and a lot of skin. Scott had insisted she wear it at a company pool party. He'd been the envy of all his male coworkers and their wives barely spoke with her. He'd gotten a promotion soon after. Dawn didn't even try it on, replacing it in the drawer.
She pulled out her privacy bikini. The one she only wore at home and only Scott had seen her in it. The black bikini was little more than triangles that covered her nipples, a tiny patch over her pubes, and a string that ran between her ass cheeks to connect with the thin strings around her waist. She had to constantly adjust the tiny patches to keep her areola from showing. This was the bikini she should wear for Ben. She put it on, adjusting the triangles over her nipples. She added a see-thru black mesh top to cover it.
Ben approved. He smiled and nodded, eyes running down her body while greeting her at his front door as she got out of her car. Her eyes checked his body out too. He was nude but for a string-tied swimsuit. She could even make out his large cock flopping around under the material as he approached. "Nice place," she said, just before he grabbed her hips and planted a passionate kiss on her lips. Her nipples hardened, stretching out the little triangles and displaying hints of her areola around both her breasts.
"Let me give you a tour." He held her hand leading her into his house. The path right led towards a kitchen and dining area. To the left was a family room and living room with a large TV. In front of her were stairs leading up to the second floor. The place was neat and well kept. His tour consisted of, "This is the downstairs. Now let me show you the upstairs. There's a lot of rooms that don't matter and this is the master bedroom."
She glanced around the bedroom, eyes focusing on the big king-sized bed even as his hands were pulling the mesh covering up over her head. He spun her around kissing her again, his hands untying the strings on her hips before moving up to the tied strings behind her neck. He walked her backward to the bed as her tiny bikini was falling to the floor.
Dawn sat down on the bed. Her own hands untying the string beneath his belly button. His cock was swelling and straining at the material of his swimsuit even before she could yank his shorts down. Dawn hefted his swelling cock and took him in her mouth. He groaned as she sucked him. He groaned even louder as she sucked him down to his graying pubes. She was getting quite skilled at sucking big cock.
Ben didn't want a blow job at the moment. He stepped back, his cock springing up free of her mouth. He stepped out of his suit and approached. Dawn scooted back onto the bed. Ben climbed between her legs, rubbing the tip of his cock along her slick pussy lips before slowly pushing it in. He lowered himself on top of her, staring into each other's eyes as he slowly began working his cock deeper and deeper.
Dawn raised her hips into his thrusts. "Fuck me," she said softly. "Fuck me. FUCK ME!" Ben lowered his head and kissed her.
The next thirty minutes were total ecstasy for the young woman. "Oh god, I'm cumming. Fuck me with your big black cock. I fucking love your cock." She writhed beneath him, cumming again and again. This was so much better than her plastic dildo. "Fuck me, Ben" she moaned, even though this was more like making love than fucking. She came hard, her pussy sucking at his cock, eager for his seed. His pace quickened and she increased her humping into his cock as her uterus was about to get what it was hungry for. "Fuck me, Ben. I love fucking you. I love your big black cock. I love..." Ben buried his cock, a powerful jet of his hot seed finally satisfying her needy womb. "YOU!" she screamed, cumming hard around his cock. "I LOVE YOU!" Dawn thrashed around beneath him as he continued pumping his cock in and out of her as it filled her with wad after wad of his fertile seed.
Ben kissed her, his cock still throbbing and filling her with cum. When he slowly pulled it out, his cock was spent, plump, but limp. There was no final blast of ejaculate across her body. He'd released every bit of his seed inside her. "What's wrong?" he asked, noticing the tears running down her cheeks.
"I'm sorry," she said, sobbing. "I don't know where that came from. I got caught up in the moment."
"It's only natural, babe," he chuckled, kissing her again. His lips moved down, kissing her neck, and planting a wet kiss on each of her erect nipples. "You can clean up in the shower," he told her, climbing off. "Meet me downstairs by the pool. I got us some burgers and margaritas."
"You ass. You didn't even know I was coming," she said.
Ben snickered. "I always know when you're cumming, Dawn."
What followed was the best, most satisfying day of Dawn's life. She showered and put her bikini back on, not bothering with the mesh covering. She joined Ben at a little tiki bar beside his pool as he was pulling the burgers off the grill. They sipped margaritas and ate lunch before jumping in the pool. The two splashed around and kissed. The kiss turned into Ben lifting her onto the rim, untying her bikini again, and fucking her while he stood in the water and she wrapped her legs around his waist, screaming out as she came, and telling him that she loved him again.
Afterward, she showered in an outside shower and Ben suggested they take his boat out. It was a medium-sized fishing boat, comfortable holding four. Dawn laughed when she saw the name of his boat. It was BIG BEN. He steered it down the canal and out into the bay, letting her steer while he rigged up a fishing rod. They rocked in the water, the Miami skyline in the distance. Ben fished a little while she sunbathed, even taking her top off to let her pale breasts tan some. Ben put the rod down and came over, rubbing lotion into her bare breasts. "Don't want your nipples to burn," he said, also applying some to her bare ass. He got hard again, but this time she wanted to taste him, sucking his cock while he sat in the fishing chair.
He turned the boat to head home. "When do you have to be back?" he asked.
"I don't," she replied. "Scott's out of town."
"Where's he work?"
Dawn pointed towards the city skyline. "A pharmaceutical company on 42nd street. He's at their main office in New York tonight. They're working on something to treat angina, I think, but I don't pay too much attention to him when he's talking about work."
"So you can stay the night then?" asked Ben with a grin.
Dawn stared at him. That meant many more loads of Ben's fertile seed inside her. That meant sharing a bed with a man she'd just told twice that she loved him. Dawn nodded. "I'd like that," she replied.
Back at his house, Ben threw some chicken breasts and corn on the grill, heated some baked beans, and made some more margaritas. They watched the sun set and retired early. Ben fucking her doggy, fingering her ass again while she had multiple orgasms, once again screaming she loved him. She cried again, this time they weren't tears of guilt, but tears of joy.
She snuggled close to him in bed, keeping the wet spots from their lovemaking on one side of the king-sized bed. Ben's cock got hard a lot that night as their bodies rubbed together. He lifted one leg and fucked her while spooning. In the middle of the night, she awoke to feel him raising her hips. He took her ass for the first time, his cock hurt a little stretching her sphincter open, but Abu had done a good job "resizing" her ass, she took Ben more easily. She found herself screaming out, "Fuck my ass, Ben. I love it. I love your black cock in my ass. I LOVE YOU!" She screamed as he pumped her rectum full of his hot seed.
In the morning, she woke first, reaching out for his cock and stroking him until he was hard. He awoke to see her straddling him and climbing onto his shaft. Dawn rode him to orgasm after orgasm. Her pussy clenched tightly around his shaft as he filled her womb with even more of his hot black seed. She kept her vaginal muscles clamped around his cock until she was sure it had spent the last of his seed. Dawn jumped off his shaft and crawled down taking his still hard shaft in her mouth and bobbing her head rapidly until she got a load of what her stomach had been craving for breakfast.
She thought they were done after that, but Ben joined her in the shower and while her small white hands were rubbing soap suds along his shaft, it stiffened and got hard again. Ben bent her against the shower door and fucked her hard from behind. For the first time, she got the impression the amount of semen he deposited in her had slackened. She didn't know it at the time, but this would be their last time together for almost a year.
He kissed her goodbye at her car and waved as she drove off home to an empty house and a husband that could never satisfy her.
**********
Five days later, she woke of with the ache in her uterus again. She didn't think twice about heading down to BBC's Adult Books to see Ben again. She didn't even bother wearing much. She put her sexy bikini on, the one that had gotten Scott a promotion, and pulled some cut-off jean shorts on over the panty. Flip flops and sunglasses finished her skimpy outfit.
Unfortunately, Ben's place was packed. There was a convention in town and the store was filled with white businessmen. She waded through the throng. Again, she was approached and asked where she danced? A few even propositioned her to come strip in their room that night, offering her $500 for a private dance. Another asked if she did porn. Dawn hesitated and told him to check out channel 14 in one of the booths. He smiled and bought some tokens off Ben. She wondered if the video of her with Ben and Abu had been added to Ben's channel yet.
She finally made her way to the counter and got to speak to Ben. "Damn, Miss Smith, you're looking fine," he grunted taking in her bikini top and jean shorts.
"I need you again, Ben," she said, desperately.
"Love to oblige, but this is one of the best crowds I get all year."
"Is Abu here?"
"No, he's out getting his bike tuned up. We're leaving tonight."
Dawn's stomach sank. "You're leaving? For how long?"
"Two maybe three weeks."
"But I need your cock, lover."
"It wants you too, baby." Ben paused and rang up a customer who tried desperately not to stare at the stacked young woman. "We do it every year. Hit black biker week in Myrtle Beach. Abu's taking his son Amir and grandson along. I'll be meeting up with my boys, haven't seen them for a good bit."
"Damn, Ben. I need it bad."
Ben shrugged. "You can come with me, be my biker slut. I'd like that."
Dawn stared. Her nipples hardened, poking out through her bikini top. Another white businessman came up to the counter, this one staring openly at her breasts as her nipples became prominent. The thought of riding behind Ben on his bike, wearing only a bikini, enjoying his cock every night, maybe even another threesome with Abu. Her panty dampened at the thought. "I can't," she sighed, ruefully. She wasn't ready to leave Scott, though she was starting to look at him differently, wondering if she were truly happy with him. She'd been having stomach issues lately too.



"See you when I get back then," said Ben, shrugging a shoulder and ringing up another customer.
Dawn looked around. Male gazes fell from her body to examine the magazines or videos in their hands.
"Sure you wouldn't prefer that one," said Ben behind her. "Generally speaking, the bigger the better. The KING DONG is our bestseller."
"God no," said the man. "That thing is ridiculously big. My wife could never take that. I just want something to spice up our love lives a bit. What about this one?" He picked up the BBC LIFELIKE DILDO. "It's still absurdly big. Do you have a white one?"
Dawn snorted and walked away. The man she'd told to watch channel 14 had a handful of tokens and was heading towards the booths. She watched him disappear, glancing right, her gaze fell on the BULL PEN.
Dawn slowly approached the bulletin board with all the black men advertising their big black cocks for use as bulls. She stared, examining each polaroid, taking in their cocks one by one. They all seemed so proud of their big black pricks as well they should be. She ripped off the number of the man with the biggest blackest cock, one similar to Ben's. Another fatty had a right curve to it, shorter, but thicker than Ben's. There was the young black man that had been here the day she fucked Abu in the video booth. He had a hot body and a foot-long cock. She ripped his number off. In the end, Dawn ripped off the phone numbers for ten different men. She mixed them up, not caring which was which. She'd invite the first one that answered his phone to be her bull, get to know a few of them maybe.
They wouldn't be better but so many cocks promised new and interesting experiences. She looked forward to trying them out.
Epilogue
Scott could barely contain his excitement as his plane came in for a landing at Miami International from yet another trip to Pfizer headquarters in New York. For the first time in three years, he had the means to satisfy his wife.
He called home from the airport, but Dawn didn't pick up. Maybe that was for the best, he thought. Now he had a chance to surprise her. Scott was whistling softly as he strolled to baggage claim.
A short time later, the taxi dropped him off in front of his house. Dawn wasn't home, but she never stayed out too late. He bent over and opened one zipper on his suitcase, pulling out the little bag of blue pills. He held the bag up, staring at the "miracle" pill. Two nights ago, he'd taken one and jerked off in his hotel room. He hadn't seen his dick that hard in a long time and jerking it off had felt amazing. He'd never lasted very long especially when making love with Dawn and her amazing body, but the new pill even seemed to help with his stamina.
Pfizer had just filed a patent for the pill and as soon as the FDA approved it, it would be on the market, but that could take years. Until then he had plenty of samples.
Scott opened the bag and removed two of the pills, sticking them on his tongue and swallowing. He smiled, stared up at his house, picturing a surprised Dawn coming home to find her husband lying in bed with a huge stiff erection.
He entered his house, carrying his suitcase upstairs, and dropping it just inside the door. The bed was a mess, she hadn't bothered making it while he was gone. Dawn had been slipping up on her housework over the last few months. He made enough she didn't have to work, but he expected a clean house and dinner on the table. There was an ebony statue standing up beside the bedroom TV. He gave it a quick glance, and then just as quickly turned his full attention on it. The thing looked for all the world like a giant penis. Why on earth would she buy this? He wondered.
Scott walked over to the statue. It didn't just resemble a black phallus, it was clearly a giant black dick, one with all the veins and ridges, but it was more than twice the size of a normal penis, more than a foot long he guessed. Scott looked at it more closely. The thing had a base to it. He reached out touching it. It was plastic and not heavy, he lifted it easily. The base had switches on it. He pressed one, dropping the fake penis when it started vibrating roughly. Scott picked it up and switched it off.
The black penis resembled a vibrating dildo, except it was way too large. His face drained of color when he pictured his wife lying in bed, working the huge fake dick in and out of her vagina. Oh my god, he thought. He'd suggested she get a dildo! But why so large? He stuck the base down against his crotch. It stuck out around fourteen inches! Why so big? He wondered again. Maybe she just pushed it between her thighs and used the vibrations to get off? And where did she get it? Miami had its fair share of seedy sex shops, but he couldn't picture his prim and proper wife visiting one.
Mind blown, he thought, stetting it back where he found it.
Scott had to use the restroom. He flushed the toilet and was pulling up his pants when he heard Dawn coming up the stairs. All thoughts of the dildo fled his mind at the sudden prospect of actually making love with his gorgeous wife. Scott dropped his pants, stepping out of them. He sat on the toilet and pulled off his shoes and socks.
In the bedroom, Dawn giggled.
Scott stood and pulled off his shirt. His cheeks were flushed and his nose was stuffy. Both were side effects he'd experienced taking the new drug, but his dick was swollen and slightly sticking up. He grabbed the handle on the door and opened it, ready to yell surprise. Instead, he froze, staring in horror at what he saw.
Dawn was sitting on the bed, wearing an extremely lacy, see-thru, white bra and panty. There was a garter belt around her waist, the straps holding her white nylons up. His mind barely registered that the last time he'd seen her in it was their wedding night. All he could see was his wife hungrily slurping on the large brown penis of a naked black man standing in front of her.
"What da fuck!" growled the man, looking over at Scott. "I told ju, I ain't in ta no white cracker shit!" He pushed back on Dawn's head, his cock clearing her mouth.
Scott's shock only grew when he saw the enormity of the man's huge penis. It was at least twelve inches long and as thick as the black dildo on the dresser. Worse still, Dawn had appeared to be sucking it rather easily. Her mouth was still open, head following the bobbing head of the man's black dick around trying to recapture it in her mouth. She grabbed the base pulling it towards her mouth. "DAWN! What the hell?"
Dawn glanced at him, eyebrows shooting up. "Oh my god, Scott! I'm so sorry you had to see this." She sat up; her hand never left the long black dick. Even while looking at her husband, her hand started gliding up and down the shaft, slowly jerking the black man off. Her eyes glanced down at her husband's penis, frowning when she saw it sticking out, the hardest she'd seen it in years.
"What's going on?" he asked, more calmly.
The black man threw his head back and laughed. "What's going on, cracker, is that the bitch is hungry for some big nigger dick and Ima gonna give her what she wants." The man angrily turned towards Scott. Scott gulped. The black man was a pure ghetto thug. He was naked, but for a black do-rag on his head. The man was also all wiry muscles, arms and chest covered in gang tattoos. Tattoos that identified him as one of Miami Boys, a black gang that dealt crack cocaine as far North as Atlanta. "We got a problem?"
Scott looked over at Dawn. She was staring at him sadly. One sign that she needed help and he'd try to call the police. The only sign she gave him was the dainty white hand still stroking the thug's cock only releasing it when the black man bent over and grabbed his pants. He pulled a switchblade out of a pocket.
"I said, WE GOT A PROBLEM?" The knife sprang out.
"N-no," said Scott.
"NO WHAT, CRACKER?"
"N-no, sir," said Scott.
"Get yo ass over there and sit down," said the thug. He turned his attention back to Dawn. "Now, what you want, bitch?"
"I want your big black nigger cock, Duane," said Dawn, taking the head of his cock back in her mouth. Scott swore he heard a hungry moan from the back of her throat. She WAS enjoying this.
Scott watched as Duane pushed Dawn back on the bed. The thug ran the knife up her thigh, cutting through the waist strap of her panty. He cut the strap on her other hip and pulled her panty open. From where he sat Scott could make out Dawn's slit. It glistened with moisture, lips swollen and aroused. Her clit was hard. The thug slid the knife under the bra strap between her breasts and cut it too, completely ruining her bridal lingerie. The cups sprang off her breasts, revealing her puffy areolae and rock-hard nipples. He slid between her legs and smacked the black monstrosity down on her pussy. "This what ju want, slut?"
"Yes, Duane. Please fuck me with your nigger cock," she begged, squirming. She was even raising and lowering her hips slightly as if he were already fucking her. Dawn wanted the black man's cock. He pushed down on the shaft, the big head pressing between Dawn's pussy lips. She moaned, lifting her hips into the thug's large cock head as her pussy warmly welcomed him.
Scott watched Duane cup his arms under her knees and raise her ass into the thrusts of his cock. He fucked her violently. She winced and cried out once as his cock pushed too deep. She raised her hand and placed it on his chest to push him back slightly. His cock was too big for her pussy. She could only handle seven or so inches of the big black cock. Duane didn't seem to like that she couldn't take him, pushing his cock in like he wanted to bury it in her pussy. She winced again, but then she screamed out as she came. "You like dat nigger cock, bitch?"
"I love it, Duane. I love your nigger cock. Fuck me, baby. Fuck me."
Unfortunately, Scott's penis was straining to grow even more than its full six inches and he hadn't seen it this hard since he was a teenager. He spitted in his hand and started jerking off his meager penis.
"Tell yo hubby whose cock you like better."
Dawn turned her head towards him, her eyes falling on his hand slowly stroking his hard penis. 'Sorry honey, but Duane's big black cock is so much better than yours."
Duane laughed. "She ain't sorry, white boy." He fucked her faster.
Scott started jerking off faster even though he felt humiliated and tears were now rolling down his cheeks. He sobbed, the tears coming faster now. Scott's heart broke, hating what he was seeing, but Dawn had a body as good or better than any stripper or porn star he'd ever seen and the black thug had a dick worthy of a male porn star. It was an erotic sight and to have a front-row seat to these two fucking had Scott's penis swelling and turning red. His hips bucked up off his seat as Scott had the best orgasm of his life. The first wad shot up an inch from the tip of his penis and a second equally large wad followed. His dick stayed hard and swollen. Any other time and he'd have been proud to see his penis so large except the black man's penis was more than twice his size.
Duane kept fucking Dawn at a rapid pace. She was screaming and mewling, suggesting she was having multiple orgasms. "Take my nigger cum, slut," he growled, shoving his cock forward. She cried out in pain again as his cock pushed too deep, but the pain turned to one of pleasure, her hips bucking up into his cock as she accepted his seed. A wave of white seed poured out around her pussy coating Duane's shaft.
Scott was impressed by the size of the black man's load. He must cum a lot to have so much semen running out of her. His balls were impressively large. Scott got another shock though. Duane yanked his cock out and it preceded to discharge gobs of white semen that landed from Dawn's face to her navel. Each gob rivaled Scott's entire ejaculate and there were dozens on top of the seed he already planted inside her pussy. Scott glanced down at his paltry ejaculate, his runny white seed covering the fingers encircling his penis.
If Scott's penis had been the biggest he'd ever seen it just after cumming, the black man's cock appeared to have grown much larger than a foot. Scott gasped staring at it, sticking straight out from the young man's crotch. Duane sat back on his knees. He grabbed the base of his swollen shaft and jerked his hand up towards the head. Another couple of long wads of semen shot out from the head to splatter on Dawn's breasts.
Duane stepped off the bed and grabbed his clothes. "Dat was good, slut," he grunted as he stepped into his pants.
"The best lover," she purred. Her hands were busy rubbing his semen all over her breasts and belly. Her hips were still lifting slightly as if she were still fucking him. Her pussy was also splayed open with a full-on river of cum pouring out of it to stain their bedspread.
"I didn't even mind the white boy watching," said Duane, retrieving his knife off the bed. He folded the blade back in. "You like seeing a real man fuck yo wife, white boy?"
"Yes, sir," he answered, casting his eyes down. Duane was staring at Scott's penis, now shrunken and withdrawn into his ball sack, covered by the sticky mess of cum.
"Why doncha thank me then, white boy?"
"Thank you for fucking my wife, sir."
"That's a good little white boy," said Duane. "As long as we good, you can keep watchin me stick my nigger cock in yo wife." He grabbed his crotch and squeezed the outline of his large penis through his pants. "We good?"
"We good," Scott nodded, not wanting to ever see the gang banger again.
Duane beat his fist against his chest and made a gang sign before turning and leaving.
"Jesus Dawn," he said after a while. "How could you?" He looked up. She was licking Duane's cum off her fingers.
"I'm sorry, Scott, and I mean it. I am sorry, but I got hooked on big cocks. It's like I have an itch deep inside me that isn't satisfied until one of them is cumming inside me.
"But why a black man and why him of all people? He should be in jail."
"Oh, that's just how Duane is, street-tough. Lewis just turned eighteen. No idea what he's doing, just puts it in and ruts around, but it gets the job done. Duncan brings me a rose every time. He's a romantic constantly flattering me while slowly removing my clothes and kissing me all over." She smiled recalling a memory of him. "Phillipe asked about you. He'd be open to you joining us if you'd like to try sucking black cock."
"YECH! No."
"Come on, honey. You liked it. I saw you jerking off watching us. I can't make you hard anymore, but seeing me with a black man does?"
Scott explained his company's new pill. "I'd hoped it was a solution to our love life." He snorted a laugh though he didn't find anything funny. "Wait, how many men are we talking about here? All black? Do they all have big dicks? Where'd you meet them anyway?"
"I got their names off a bulletin board offering their cocks for servicing. Yes, they're all black and hung like donkeys. It's easier to find a big black one, I think."
"Maybe you should start from the beginning."
Dawn nodded. "I'll make it quick. I need to shower." She scooted forward and sat up in bed. "So the quick version is that I went to an adult bookstore to buy a dildo."
"After I suggested it?" he asked, wondering if this was his fault.
She hesitated as if considering lying to him. "No," she finally said. "Before that. I was horny all the time. I missed your hard dick.." She paused briefly when he started crying again, but he motioned for her to continue. "I wanted to buy a dildo that reminded me of your little.. your penis, but the owner talked me into a bigger one and then an even bigger one until..."
"Until..." Scott pointed at the giant black phallus rising majestically skyward on top of the dresser.
"Until that one," she added.
He interrupted before she could continue. "But why so large. You couldn't take all of that thug's cock, let alone that giant toy up there?"
Dawn sighed. She reached over and patted his knee. "I could take it all, Scott. At least I could until I got pregnant."
**********
Scott didn't take the pregnancy well at first. He slept on the couch, barely talked to her. On his third day on the couch, the doorbell rang. He opened it to see a big black man, smiling and holding a rose. The black man's smile fell when he saw it was Scott that answered the door. "I'm looking for Dawn?" he asked. The hand holding the rose had a wedding band around one finger.
"I'm here, Duncan," said Dawn, appearing in the bedroom door. She was wearing a half-shirt halter top and string bikini panties. Flip flops were on her feet.
Duncan smiled and brushed past Scott. He gave Dawn a deep passionate kiss after presenting her with the rose. Scott glanced over at the TV. There was a vase on the stand with three roses in it. The couple had disappeared into the bedroom, leaving the door open. Scott moved towards the door. Dawn was sitting back in bed. The black man, Duncan had his shirt off already. He was standing with one of Dawn's legs in his hands. He pulled her flip flop off and kissed the bottom of her foot, then the side, and then her calf. She raised her other leg and he proceeded to do the same to that one.
Scott turned and walked towards his couch. His bag of pills was in yesterday's pant's pocket. He took the bag out and popped one pill in his mouth. He stood up and almost robotically walked into his bedroom. Dawn was topless now, her nipples straining to reach the roof, both glistening with saliva. Duncan was nude, kissing his way down her belly. Duncan kneeled beside the bed, untying the strings on her bikini bottom. He slowly pulled her panty away, kissing her pubic mound, down the sides of her trimmed bush. Dawn opened her legs wider as Duncan's tongue wiggled its way inside her pussy.
Scott looked beneath her thighs, down Duncan's body, trying not to gasp at the sight of the huge cock. It was firming up, but still flopping down, the lower inches resting on the floor. The man's big cock was straightening and rising, slowly starting to lift. Scott looked up when he heard Dawn scream. She was pulling on her nipples, hips humping up into Duncan's tongue.
The black man planted a kiss on her pussy and pushed himself up. Dawn sat up, kissing his cock head before returning the favor and starting to suck a cock that looked even bigger than the black thug's from a few nights ago. Dawn sucked rapidly, greedily swallowing every inch of the black shaft. She slowed, Duncan grabbing her head and holding it still, while he pumped his cock in and out of her mouth. "Here it comes, sexy," he grunted. Sperm flew out around his cock. Dawn's cheeks bulged out, sucking in, bulging out, and sucking in again. He pulled back, her hand grabbing his shaft and jerking him off, her throat gulping constantly. He groaned and stepped back, his swollen cock looking every bit of thirteen inches long to Scott. Dawn leaned forward, kissing the head again just after a few stray wads of ejaculate splattered on her face. He bent it down and shot out another wad that splattered on her breast.
Scott figured they were done, but Duncan stayed hard. He sat down beside Dawn and scooted back into the bed. She straddled him, sliding her pussy along his shaft until her lips closed around the head. She pushed down and back, taking the big black cock inside her. She groaned sitting up and pushing back into half of Duncan's shaft.
Scott felt an ache between his legs. The pill had kicked in. He loosened his pants and sat up, pulling them down. His penis springing up the second it was free. He spitted in his hand and proceeded to jerk off watching his wife ride the married black man's big cock. Scott started crying again but didn't stop masturbating. Duncan was completely different from Duane. He treated her worshipfully, pulling her down so that he could kiss her mouth before pushing her back up to kiss and suck on her nipples. Dawn cried out, cumming, just as Scott's penis jerked in his hands spitting out a little tablespoon of cum. He moaned in satisfaction sitting back and watching the show. Dawn came several more times, maybe half a dozen, the biggest when Duncan blew his load in her pussy. Scott could see it pouring out around his dark shaft each time she slid forward.



Duncan pulled her down on top of him and they stayed like that for a good ten minutes. He kissed her, massaging her rear end and back, keeping his seed plugged in her pussy. He finally tapped her ass until she slid up and his cock plopped free of her pussy.
Scott looked down and his penis, now shriveled and withdrawn again. He was staring at it when two black feet appeared in his gaze. He looked up. Duncan's cock was spent and dangling, but it hadn't gotten any smaller. The head was swinging back and forth between each knee, still dribbling semen on the carpet. His groin was a wet mess of semen. "Excuse me?" asked Duncan. Scott looked up. "Mind if I use the restroom to clean up? Don't want to go home to the missus like this." Scott just nodded, watching the black man go. He asked permission to use my bathroom, but not my wife, Scott thought miserably.
Duncan showered and came out clean. He dressed, pulling Dawn to her feet. The big black man grabbed her arms, kissing her forehead, her nose, and finally her lips. "You are a beautiful amazing woman," he told her. She'd dropped the rose on the bed. Duncan grabbed it and turned to Scott. "Nice meeting you,' he said. The black man left, dropping the rose in the vase beside the TV before letting himself out the front door.
Scott stood. He needed to clean up too. He stripped off his clothes and went to use his shower. Scott was soaping up around his crotch, when Dawn startled him, joining him in the shower. He didn't say anything, just slid around her so that she could start wiping Duncan's cum off her face and breasts. "Do my back?" she asked, bending forward to wash the mess between her thighs.
Scott took the sponge from her and washed her shoulder and down her back, letting the soap coat her ass. He even scrubbed off some of the sperm covering the back of her thighs. She turned to face him, staring him in the eyes while the shower washed the soap off her back. She glanced down between his legs then back up at him. Her eyes stayed locked with his as she knelt in the tub. Scott glanced down to see his dick was hard again, sticking straight out, straining to reach six inches. Like Duncan, she kissed the tip of her husband's cock... no, it didn't deserve to be called a cock, she kissed the tip of his penis, her lips engulfing the head and sucking his entire shaft into her mouth. She was good at this and getting sucked off felt amazing. He lasted longer than he would have thought, having just cum, and the pill seemed to help with his stamina as well as his erections. "Unh!" he groaned, bracing his hands against the wall of the shower as he shot his load into her mouth.
He hadn't had his dick sucked in years and it was wonderful. The only thing that almost ruined the experience was the brief flicker of distaste that cross Dawn's face. She turned and leaned down, spitting his seed on the floor of the shower to let it wash down the drain.
Afterward, Scott took his wife to dinner. It was almost like old times. They laughed and got caught up. He explained all about his company's new pill and how it was expected to make them a fortune as soon as the FDA approved it.
At home, she threw the wet blanket on the floor and remade the bed. Scott replaced it with his blanket off the couch. He rejoined her in bed, snuggling up to his nude wife. "No more Duane," he said, wrapping his arm around her. "He should be in jail."
"Okay," she replied.
His hand cupped her breast, moving down her belly and finally resting on her womb. He kept it there every night feeling her belly slowly grow.
**********
Duane turned out not to be a problem. He left a couple of angry messages on their machine. One day, Scott came home from work, a car with three angry-looking black thugs slowed down just as it reached his driveway, but luckily a police car happened to be driving past at that moment. A few days later, the news broke that the FBI was rounding up members of the Miami Boys, as a precaution for the upcoming Olympics in Atlanta and Duane never called again.
Duncan visited once a week as well as another Bull named Phillipe. Phillipe was an extremely dark-skinned Haitian and Scott was simply awestruck by his cock. The thing was an inch longer than Duncan's, as big as the dildo that Dawn called, BIG BEN. The head was serpentine and covered by a wrinkly black foreskin. The shaft was as black as Phillipe's skin, bigger in the middle, and his testicles were worthy of a real bull. He called it Le Serpent Noir, but usually referred to his cock as Black Dan. Dan being some African tribe's word for snake.
He and Phillipe got along really well. They both liked the Miami teams. They sat beside each other on the couch cheering on the Dolphins, Scott clothed. Phillipe nude with a naked Dawn kneeling between his legs sucking his cock. Dawn even had him over for dinner sometimes before they headed to the bedroom and the three visited Mama Maria's, a pizzeria and sport's bar, together to watch a few games and play pool. Scott only had one issue with the Haitian, he seemed convinced that Scott wanted to suck his cock. One day Phillipe arrived before Dawn they talked briefly. The black man excused himself to use the restroom. Scott looked up from the TV when Phillipe's nude form appeared in front of him, that monster of a cock sticking straight out, hard as a rock. The black man grabbed the shaft and pulled back on the foreskin until the snake-shaped head emerged, getting closer and closer to Scott's mouth. Scott turned his head away, the tip of Phillipe's cock brushing along his cheek. "Come on, mon ami, give Black Dan a kiss to prepare me for your wife."
"I'm not gay," protested Scott, moving his head away from the scary black shaft.
"Nor am I, but you should still show your subservience to the alpha's cock."
"Uh no," he said, reaching out and pushing the cock away from his face.
"Suit yourself." He stepped back, just as Dawn arrived home. She raised her eyebrows at the scene, but came over and greeted Phillipe with a kiss, her hand coming down to stroke his shaft while their tongues dueled.
Scott took a pill while they headed off to the bedroom. He followed, stripping. Dawn was in her underwear, sitting on the bed, sucking Phillipe off. Scott sat down in his usual spot and watched, waiting for the climax. Phillipe's bull balls were too much for Dawn. She'd gulp until her belly was full and then he'd coat her face until it dripped with his seed and there was always some left to splatter on her tits. He'd stay hard and fuck her until coming again. This time was slightly different. "Scott, come here," he ordered.
Scott glanced down warily at that swollen monstrosity, the head sticking out of the foreskin, dripping sperm onto Dawn's thighs. He stood up and approached. Dawn scooted back as Phillipe climbed on the bed, kneeling between her legs. "Grab my cock," ordered Phillipe.
Scott looked at Dawn, then realized Phillipe was talking to him. He looked down at the coal-black shaft. His hand came up, reaching out and finally closing around the black man's cock just under the head.
"Tres bien, Scott," said Phillipe adjusting himself. "Now guide me down to your wife's lovely white pussy." His accent making it sound like Pus-ay. Scott obeyed, pushing down on Phillipe's cock until The head was poised against Dawn's pussy lips. "Ask me to fuck your wife."
"Please fuck my wife?" He said, the shaft sliding through his hands as the snake head at the end of Phillipe's cock pushed into Dawn. He released it.
"Non, Scott. Keep your hand on it."
Scott grabbed it again, the bulge in the middle sliding back and forth through his grip. He'd never held anything so powerful. This was a real man's cock! He'd never know the joy of having a cock this big, or experience one of this man's violent orgasms. Nor would he ever be able to give a woman the pleasure that a cock like this could give.
He started crying again. He cried every time he watched Dawn with another man. The pill had kicked in and his little penis had sprung up to attention while he held the black man's superior penis in his right hand. "May I jerk off?" he asked, his penis aching.
"Of course, mon ami, but keep your hand on my cock."
Scott's right hand was on Phillipe's cock, beneath the bulge now as the middle was stretching out Dawn's pussy lips. He spitted in his left hand, jerking off his tiny penis while staring at the massive black one, stretching his white wife out like he never could. His grip tightened around Phillipe's shaft as Dawn violently came, his fingers soon feeling the fresh wetness coating Phillipe's shaft. "Fuck," grunted Scott, thrusting his penis through his hand. His seed shot from the head, and fell on Dawn's stomach, filling her belly button. A few more thimble-sized drops fell on her belly while Phillipe's cock never stopped sliding through his grip. He stood there for another fifteen minutes before Phillipe let out a loud grunt worthy of a bull. Scott felt the black man's seed pumping through the shaft. It kept pumping and pumping, the shaft pulsing in his hand each time large amounts of semen were pushing through his shaft. Phillipe's white seed squirted out of Dawn, running down the purplish-dark shaft coating Scott's fingers. Scott used it as lubrication, jerking Black Dan off so that even more of Phillipe's cum shot into Scott's wife.
Phillipe's semen didn't have anywhere to go, most of it pouring out of Dawn's pussy. Scott found his hand running further up Phillipe's shaft as the black Haitian pulled his cock out. It had barely cleared her pussy when Phillipe's big bull balls pumped another large strand of white semen across her pubes and belly. Scott raised the black cock up, aiming it higher, jerking Phillipe off as white globs of cum continued to shoot from the head, striking Dawn's nipples and breasts. She raised her head, rubbing his cum into her skin until it finally stopped shooting out. "Thank you," said Scott, in a hushed tone. Phillipe grunted and slapped him on the back, the white man's hand still gliding along the black shaft, not releasing it until the last small wads of semen had shot out.
Every time he came by, Phillipe would present his cock before Scott's face, but Scott always refused to suck it. The black man let him hold Black Dan again while he fucked Dawn with half his shaft, telling Scott to let go after twenty minutes and to go suck on Dawn's nipples. When he came, Phillipe pulled it out early, shooting most of his cum on Scott's face and his lips embracing Dawn's hard nipple. Scott tasted him for the first time and had to admit, he understood his wife's seeming addiction to the black man's cum. "There's plenty down there, mon ami, if you're hungry for more," said Phillipe, smacking his hard cock down on Dawn's pussy.
Scott shook his head no. He wasn't about to lick another man's sperm out of his wife's well-fucked pussy. He asked Dawn about it later. Phillipe had told her that the husbands of the first few wives he bulled all sucked his cock or ate his semen out of their pussies convincing him that all weaker males wanted to do the same.
Scott was in awe of Phillipe's cock and completely jealous of Black Dan, but he had no desire to suck the black man off. He politely refused every time, but there weren't that many more times.
Dawn's belly grew and she became concerned for her baby's safety. She called off her bulls, though Phillipe continued to hang out with them at Mama Maria's or to watch a game with Scott. Dawn continued to suck Black Dan off on those occasions.
She also let Scott make love to her again. Once a week, they'd spoon and he'd seesaw his dick between her legs until she was wet enough he could insert it. Dawn found it pleasurable, but it wasn't good enough to give her an orgasm. They stopped when his sample pills ran out.
Meanwhile, her belly continued to swell.
**********
Dawn pulled up just outside BBC's Adult Books. The top of her car was up to protect the baby from the sun. She got out of the car, pulled the stroller out of the trunk, and removed her healthy baby boy.
Scott was gone.
He'd walked out on her after she gave birth to the dark-skinned boy. He'd acted weird through her third trimester, thrilled she was pregnant, and acting like he was convinced he was the father, totally in denial of the fact that they hadn't had sex anywhere close to the time she'd been impregnated. She fully believed that Benjamin Blackwell Calhoun was her boy's father with a chance it might have been Abu.
He had taken one look at their baby as the nurses pulled it out, stood up, turned around, and walked out, passing her curious parents, worrying them that something terrible had happened.
He was kind enough to let her stay at their house while she recovered, but his patience was coming to an end. He offered her a flat sum from their savings, but no house and no alimony. Her lawyer advised her to take the deal after taking a look at her black-skinned baby.
She pushed her baby across the street and backed into the door to push it open, pulling her son in backward. "Baby's first visit to a porn store," she mumbled.
Dawn turned around to see Ben already strolling towards her. His eyes were on the baby. "Mine?" he asked.
"Probably," she replied, keenly aware that her nipples were hardening in Ben's presence. Her milk-laden breasts had grown another cup size, stretching her areola out further and her nipples had doubled in width. Almost immediately, they started leaking. Dawn was glad Ben couldn't see them. She was wearing a white halter that left her belly bare. She'd worked hard to get her flat stomach back. She wasn't quite pre-baby, but her new curviness looked even sexier on her. Ben couldn't tell though. Denim overalls covered her belly and breasts, only showing her skin at her waist. "It might be..."
"It's mine," he said, picking the baby up. "Hi there, little man," he said, beaming as he examined it. "Have you named him yet?"
"Yes. This is..."
"This is Benjamin Blackwell Calhoun Jr. We'll call him Benny." He cradled little Benny in his arms, looking up at her. "You look good."
She blushed. Her nipples straining even harder. Dawn had done everything possible to stay in shape, rubbing lotion around her belly to keep the stretch marks off. She'd gotten the Rachel haircut. She looked amazing, pregnancy had suited her well. Her boobs were her only source of embarrassment, constantly leaking milk. If James... if Benny was nursing on her left nipple, her right was squirting out strong jets of milk or vice versa. Her son did not lack for nourishment. "Thanks," she replied.
"What does Mr. Conner think of little Benny here?"
"Mr. Conner is out of the picture." She filled Ben in on the rest of her situation.
"You'll move in with me," he stated firmly. "Benny won't grow up homeless. There's one condition though," he stated, looking at her.
"What?" she asked.
"I want another. One more then you can go on birth control. No other men until then."
Benny was the greatest thing that had ever happened to her and the thought of Ben's fertile seed filling her womb with another child filled her with joy. "Sounds wonderful Ben, but I have my own condition."
"What's that?" he grunted.
"Store's empty. Let's get started right away."
Minutes later, Benny was sleeping in his carriage while Dawn was back on the dirty mattress on all fours, getting fucked by the best cock in the world. It had been three months since she'd given birth and it had taken her that long to heal. She'd slowly worked the BIG BEN inside her over the last few days until she could once again take it all. The itch was driving her crazy and she was finally getting the real thing once again.
**********
A week later, Dawn was laying out in her bikini, trying to get a tan on her back, but her big breasts mashing into her towel made the position very uncomfortable. She deserved the rest, having spent the week unpacking. Ben had gotten his sons' baby stuff out of storage and they'd turned one of the rooms of the mini-mansion into a nursery. A baby monitor sat beside her blanket to alert her to when Benny woke up. His belly was full having nursed until he fell asleep and he should be out for a while.
She too felt full and content. Ben ejaculated three times a day, twice into her womb and the third either filling her belly or her bowels. She'd sucked him off before he left for work that morning, her belly pleasantly full, but her pussy wishing it had been the recipient of his seed. She was feeling especially horny that morning and predicted she might be ovulating. One of Ben's sperm from last night might even be fertilizing an egg at that very moment.
Dawn smiled when she felt Ben's hands on her back. She didn't know what he was doing home early, but she did know her horniness was about to be taken care of. Her hair was tied back with a scrunchie. He lifted it and untied the string behind her neck. His hands moving down and untying the strings on her waist.
He was eager, grabbing her hips and pulling her up on all fours, his cock already hard, sliding up her ass cheeks. It slid back down as he pulled back, the head sliding down to her cunt and pressing against her pussy lips. She gasped as the fat head penetrated her followed by inch after inch of his familiar cock. "Oh god Daddy, you feel so good," she moaned fucking him back. "Fuck me, daddy. Fuck me."
Smack! His hand came down on her ass, not too hard, but hard enough her skin turned red. He grabbed the cheek he'd just smacked, squeezing, his thumb probing against her anus. She came when he pushed it in. Her ponderous milk-laden breasts sprayed milk on the blanket beneath her. She screamed, pushing harder back into her baby daddy's thrusting cock. Ben reached out and pulled her scrunchie off, her hair falling around her face. Her breasts swung pendulously beneath her, their weight wanting to pull her forward before they swung back. They'd grown so large, her hard nipples were nearly rubbing along her blanket. She prayed they wouldn't get any bigger the next time Ben planted his seed in her egg.
Dawn threw her head back, crying out as she came again, milk spraying forward from her breasts. Her pussy clamped down around Ben's familiar shaft as muscular spasms tried to milk his cum out into her, but her stud lover wasn't ready and continued to fuck her hard.
Dawn loved every minute of it. She smiled lazily as she slowly opened her eyes, frowning in confusion at the giant cock bobbing before her nose. It was Ben's cock, the real King Dong, but Ben's cock was fucking inside her at that moment!
The black man had pulled riding leathers down under his cock and balls. The knobby head of the huge cock swayed just under her nose. Ben thrust his cock forward, Dawn opening her mouth and letting this new yet familiar black cock slide past her lips. He wasted no time grabbing her head and pulling her down as he shoved his cock deep in her throat. Dawn looked down the shaft and up, the fit muscular body of the man. He was shirtless but had a sleeveless open leather vest over his torso. A snarling black panther patch was sewn onto one side of the vest. One of Ben's motorcycle gang friends, she assumed. Her eyes moved up to the face. Ben stared back down at her.
Dawn almost choked on the cock in her mouth as she came again. The man fucking her was doing it harder now, shoving his thumb in her ass faster in time with his thrusting cock.
"HA! Bitch just shot milk all over my pants," said the man whose cock was in her mouth.
It wasn't Ben, but he looked like a twenty-year younger version of Ben. There was no gray in his hair and he was more fit with more prominent muscles. She'd seen his picture in the house and on the Bull Pen bulletin board. This was Ben's son, Buru, the one who is like a bull. The answering machine in the house was full of desperate women calling for his stud services. Buru called them back whenever he got back in town and Ben had even confessed, he'd filled in as a Bull on a lot of those calls.



The cock in her pussy thrust forward and Dawn shuddered as the first wave of semen filled her womb. She humped back into his cock. Her nipples spraying little jets of milk in time to the strong blasts of semen pumping into her womb.
"Got milk?" Buru grunted laughing.
The man behind her leaned on her, catching his breath a moment. Slowly, he pulled his cock back, a flood of sperm poured out of her to splatter on her blanket. It made it easier for her to suck Buru and take his cock deep down her throat, even balls deep which seemed to impress him. She felt him swelling, pushing back just as her mouth filled with seed even more delicious than Ben's It came so hard and fast, it squirted out around the sides of her mouth. She gulped it down as fast as she could, relishing how rich and good it tasted.
Her baby's soft cries started coming through the baby monitor. "What's that?" asked Buru, slowly pulling his cock out until it slid down her chin, followed by a constant dribble of sperm from her mouth. Dawn couldn't swallow anymore.
"That.." she said, licking her lips. "That is your brother, Benny."
"Damned if she ain't squirting milk?" The other man walked around beside her. He was nude, built like the first, his cock dangling between his legs, but still, it's full size. She recognized Bomani.
Ben's sons had come home.
**********
Both of Ben's sons had gone to college, Bomani getting a business degree and Buru a degree in marketing. Upon graduating, Bomani set out on his motorcycle to see the country, Buru riding to join him two years later. For the last six years, they'd been largely inseparable. Ben partially supported them and both his sons got by doing odd jobs as handymen or bartending during the winter layovers. Bomani made extra money fixing up and detailing bikes while Buru, an amazing artist, earned some side cash as a tattoo artist. Their father occasionally joined them for some biker rally as he had last year when Dawn stopped by to see him. They sometimes wintered in Miami, working at BBC's Adult Books to give their father some time off. Ben had only heard from them infrequently over the last few months as the boys had found themselves in Alaska and had decided to ride the Pan-American highway down to Argentina. They'd just returned to the States a few days ago. They'd gone a few days without a woman and both had full testicles when they arrived home to find Dawn sunbathing.
Ben wasn't too surprised to walk in his house and see Dawn riding reverse cowgirl in Bomani's lap, his cock shoved up her ass while Buru's black ass flexed as he thrust his cock in and out of her pussy. The two men often shared their women. If one got lucky on the road, the other joined in after she'd been broken in. If they both got laid, they usually swapped places in the darkness. "I told you no other men, grunted Ben. Dawn's face was over Buru's shoulder, her hands in claws digging into his back. Bomani's head was over her shoulder.
"Not... like... I had... a choice," she gasped.
"Hey pop," said Bomani, giving his dad a wink.
"At least the baby will still be a Calhoun," sighed Ben. "Hurry up boys, so Dawn can rustle us up some dinner," said Ben.
"OHGOD!" squealed Dawn. "It's been... cum... non stop... cum... since they got... CUMMING! FUCK! FUCK ME! CUMMING! SO GOOD!"
"I'll just order a pizza," said Ben.
**********
The boys stayed for a month. They filmed half a dozen porn scenes, often with scripts. Ben played a plumber greeted by the horny housewife in a bikini, her husband's boss forcing her to put out to save his job, and a homeless man she'd hit with her car. Buru and Bomani played pool cleaners, home invaders, and her husband's bullies from high school. All the movies went up on Ben's channel in the video booths.
Ben disappeared for a week while the boys ran his store. He biked down to the keys and over to the gulf coast alone for a while, with Abu for a few days, and some other black panthers. Dawn was quickly concluding that Bulls were strongly driven to roam around and spread their seed to as many women as possible.
Cleo was born some nine months after Buru and Bomani had returned home. She never knew who the father was.
As the century turned, Ben proposed and she agreed. Ben made her sign a prenuptial agreement, granting her a generous trust for Benny and Cleo should they divorce or he pass away but keeping his home and business for his boys. They married on the beach with the Miami skyline in the background. Buru and Bomani were Ben's best men and they both claimed later that they fucked Dawn's shocked bridesmaids. They honeymooned in Key West where they were joined by another white wife named Kelly Johnson that had wandered into Ben's store and fucking him on his dirty mattress. Dawn and Kelly both found sharing a bed with Ben and each other not unpleasant.
The two women remained close for years. Kelly had a black son, quite possibly with Ben, but she kept a few of her own Bulls as did Dawn. Dawn even introduced her to Phillipe. Kelly divorced her husband and earned a living stripping with Dawn joining her sometimes to earn some spending money without depending on her husband's allowance.
In 2003, the big move occurred. Buru and Bomani had plans to save the family business from the growing threat of the internet. They shut down BBC's Adult Books and moved to a larger location a little further from the ghetto rebranding the store as the BBC Lover's Boutique. The business catered to the growing BBC lifestyle trend locally. In addition to interracial porn, they sold BBC lifestyle gear, such as tee shirts and queen of spades jewelry. Buru set up a tattoo studio while Dawn learned body piercing mostly piercing belly buttons. They store added a fashion line selling BBC ONLY Tee shirts, spade bikinis, and other slutty outfits catering to strippers at the many dance clubs in the area. They kept the Bull Pen, but it also went online. A large number of their sales also moved online, the internet working for them now instead of against them. They sold more BBC LIFELIKE DILDOS and KING DONGS then ever over the internet, though Ben complained he didn't get to meet the women purchasing them.
Dawn saw her husband less and less those days. With his boys running the store, Ben set off on his own adventures across the country sometimes being gone for months on end. He came back for Benny's graduation from high school, presenting his son with a brand-new motorcycle. Ben and Benny spent the summer touring the West together before Benny went off to law school.
Cleo grew up to be a stunner. She had her mother's body with light brown skin and darker hair. She wanted to be a writer and went to college to study writing. She was independent, Ben paid her tuition, but she paid the rest of her way stripping at the Miami Temptations. She married young, a white Bull named Frank. His cock was on the small side at ten inches, but it was still a cock and it kept her satisfied. His smaller sized cock kept him from straying too much. Cleo continued stripping nights and wrote during the day. Her books were all interracial romances set in South Florida featuring black women and hung white men.
As her children went off to College, Dawn was still a stunner at 50. She still looked better in a bikini than most women half her age, never failing to make Ben's cock or her much younger Bull's cocks rise at the sight of her.
Ben came home from a long ride. At 73, he'd slowed, having his own penis problems, but Scott's company's miracle drug ironically solved that problem. He came home and made love to his wife twice that night. The next day he started packing for another trip.
"But you just got back," she complained, wrapping her arms around him from behind. She was nude, hair still wet from the shower. She reached down and squeezed her crotch. "I was hoping you'd stay longer this time."
Ben turned and embraced her. He was holding her black spade bikini, $39.99 at the BBC Lover's Boutique. "This time, you're coming with me, baby." Ben kissed her.
"But the kids..." Their kids were in college and on their own. Their business always had either Buru or Bomani successfully running it and they had competent assistant managers to oversee things should they take some time off. "But..."
"But nothing. You're coming with me." He handed her the bikini. "Put this on."
A few hours later, Ben straddled his bike and turned it on. He was wearing leather pants and a white tee. She climbed on behind him wearing a barely there black thong bikini that could get them pulled over in many states. "Where we going?" she asked, wrapping her arms around her husband.
Ben pulled goggles down over his eyes. "Wherever you want, babe," he replied.
Dawn leaned forward resting her head on his back as the motorcycle moved down their driveway. Her hand was inches above Ben's mighty black cock, a cock that would be in her daily for however ever long their adventure lasted.
What could be better than that?
THE END
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FUCK WEED
Copyright 2022 by Stormbringer
Mike Hayes was bending down to pick up another branch from last night's storm when he heard the car come squealing to a stop on the other side of the stone fence surrounding his yard. He didn't think much of it until he heard some doors slamming. He looked up as a dark figure appeared in the twilight rising up above his eight-foot fence. The man must have been standing on the hood of a car. The hoodie covered black man appeared to be trying to climb over his fence. Mike ducked behind a tree and whipped out his cell phone. He kept a wary eye on the black thug as he pressed 9 then 1. His finger froze above the last 1. He didn't need to call the police. Blaring sirens told him that the police were already on their way.
The black man tossed a bundle into a bush in Mike's yard before he disappeared, jumping off the hood of his car. Mike approached his fence, hearing a car door slam on the other side. Police lights reflected off the leaves in his trees as another car slammed its brakes and then another further down the street.
"Freeze," yelled an authoritative voice. "Hands up."
"About time," muttered Mike. The police had a reputation for not doing their jobs. Crime had skyrocketed and the dem-coms running the city council had voted with the trend of defunding the police a few years back. Mike was grateful for the fence which helped keep out the riffraff. Of course, the drug dealer they were arresting would be back on the street in a few hours thanks to the lefty district attorney.
Mike quit listening to the arrest and walked over to his hydrangea. It didn't take much rooting around for him to find the object the thug had tossed into his yard. He held it up, not quite sure what it was in the growing darkness. He thought about tossing it back over the fence to the police, but curiosity changed his mind and he carried the bundle toward the lights on his back deck. He held it up to the light, recognizing the leaves and buds.
He was holding a brick of marijuana!
**********
"How was work?" he asked when his wife came home the next day.
Jodi Hayes sighed and dropped her briefcase on the couch. "Typical," she said. "I need a good long soak in the tub after dinner."
"Well, I was thinking the hot tub would feel nice tonight," he said, handing her a glass of wine.
Jodi's warning bells went off. She knew her husband too well. A soak in the hot tub and some wine to loosen her up meant he was hoping to have sex. "The tub sounds great, but don't get your hopes up for anything else," she told him, accepting and sipping her wine. His shoulders visibly slumped as she dashed his high hopes.
Jodi taught eighth grade at middle school and over the last few years she'd been having a rough time of it. A local civil rights group had sued the school over the fact that the remedial level classes for the disruptive students were 100% black. The school board's compromise was to end the remedial classes and place the disruptive students back in with the better-behaved students. She'd been happy with her job up until that point. She'd also dodged a bullet. She was the top teacher in her district for recommending students for those remedial classes.
The fact that Jodi Hayes was a stunner and built like a stripper didn't help much either. Jodi was four years younger than Mike's 38 and still glowing with youthful beauty. Long red hair fell down between her shoulder blades. Her eyes were bright and green. Her lips full, naturally dark, and her smile could brighten any room though she rarely smiled. Her face was very Playboy girl next door, but her body was pure Penthouse. She wouldn't tell her husband, but he'd checked her bra. Her giant breasts were an E-cup and sat proud above a thin waist and a flat belly. All natural, but Mike didn't blame his buddies when they asked where Jodi had gotten her implants. A few didn't believe him. Her breasts were too big and perfect to be normal. He replied bitterly that if she'd gotten implants, she'd be more inclined to show them off. Her ass was great also, full, fit, and firm, thrusting up and out in a nice firm bubble to balance out the weight on her chest. Her legs were long and very fit. Her breasts kept her from running so she stayed fit with an exercise bike in the garage and yoga classes at the gym.
Jodi dressed pretty conservatively normally and especially for school. Today she was wearing slacks and a surprisingly tight top that hugged her breasts, but she'd covered them up with an open sweater. Jodi took the sweater off and tossed it over the back of a chair. Her top was a little daring for her. It was low cut, showing off her freckled chest and even a little cleavage. Her nipples were visible poking through her bra and top. Jodi was freckled like a lot of redheads, but not heavily so and they were concentrated in certain areas, mostly her upper cheeks and chest. Her breasts and belly were pale white and blemish free. She untucked her shirt loosening it so that her nipples were less visible. "What's for dinner?" she asked.
"Just a light salad with some salmon on it," he told her. She nodded happy with his choice. Mike wished he'd gone heavier. He was hungry and craving steak and potatoes, but he had some erectile issues and found his pills worked better on an empty stomach. Oh well, he thought. Eating light was still good for him as he'd been developing a paunch over the last few years.
They ate and filled each other in on their day. He refilled her glass of wine. "No more after this, okay?" she said with a smirk. He was still hoping for sex and another glass or two, she might have given in. He'd learned that early on when they were dating. She didn't mind. She'd had a religious upbringing and it had left her uptight about sex and her body. She rarely let Mike see her nude and sex was always in the dark. She couldn't shake her inhibitions. The best wildest sex they'd had had been after a night clubbing when they were drunk. Alcohol was also responsible for her losing her virginity. During her senior year, she'd gotten drunk celebrating her eighteenth birthday at a party in high school and decided she didn't want to be a virgin anymore. She hadn't been allowed to date, but ended up sleeping with a male friend that she'd been talking to when the buzz hit her. He was a bit of a nerd and also a virgin. He didn't last long, squirting within seconds of putting his little five-inch dick in her. He'd promised to pull out, but apologized profusely saying he'd lost control. She spent the next month worried he'd gotten her pregnant and avoiding him. She decided he was no longer her friend either when his nerd friends started snickering at her and one even asked her out, assuming she might be an easy lay.
Mike was different. They'd met in college. Sex with him was better, but nothing to rival the descriptions she'd read about in the occasional romance novel she'd read. He always wore a condom and could pace himself pretty well. The first time they'd had sex drunk was also the first time she'd rode him and had lost her inhibitions enough they hadn't turned out the lights. He'd also lasted only a few strokes as she bounced wildly on his skinny six-inch dick. He'd just stared wide eyed at her bouncing breasts while pinching her erect nipples and also lost control. She'd been so into the sex that she hadn't stopped bouncing in his lap until his penis shriveled up and fell out of her. Her pussy had kept the condom and his sperm. Mike fished it out of her and she'd spent another month worried about being pregnant.
He kept wearing condoms the first year of their marriage and quit after that when they decided to try to start a family. Seven years later they remained childless and were certain one of them was infertile. Jodi was convinced it was her, but hadn't seen a doctor about it.
"Hot tub?" he asked after dinner.
She smiled at him. "I'll go get changed."
"I'll get the dishes."
Jodi stood and gave her husband a glance that gave him some hope. He was a good man, cooking her dinner and cleaning up afterwards. He deserved a little reward. Plus, the light meal with the wine had affected her and she was slightly buzzed. "Be right back."
"You know we don't need suits," he said.
"I do." She headed for the stairs.
"The yard's fenced in. No one can see us," he called after her. Jodi didn't answer. Mike still had hopes. He refilled her wine glass and left in on the table. If she grabbed and took it with her to the tub, he was getting laid. If not, he had a plan B.
**********
Jodi entered the bedroom and pulled her top up. Her tightly squeezed breasts heaved and fell as she pulled the top off. Her bra looked like it was straining to hold her breasts in. She pulled her slacks down and stood up clad only in her bra and panties. Her underwear was plain and practical. Her hands came up to unhook her bra, but paused. She gave a quick glance at the window to make sure the curtains were closed. A few years back, Mike had caught some of her students gathering on the street behind their fence and staring up at her open window after she'd gotten out of the shower. She made sure the curtains or blinds were closed ever since.
She unhooked her bra, sighing as they sprang free of their confinement. Her nipples hardened slightly in the air conditioning. She had sizable areola, but they were faint around the edges darkening as they approached her prominent rosy nipples. They were so conspicuous; she was often forced to wear three layers of clothing to keep them from protruding out. As much as she tried to hide them, her breasts had their own agenda about wanting to be seen and free.
She slid the panty down her strong thighs and stepped out of them. Her bush was red and matched her hair, her pubes more whisps then curls. She retrieved her green one-piece from her drawer and stepped into it. It was tight and hugged her figure. She thought it showed off too much. Mike thought she was ridiculous and bought her a bikini to show off even more. The bikini still sat in its box in the drawer She might have considered wearing it, but he'd screwed up and bought a thong, plus the top barely covered her nipples and was sized for DDs, not an E cup. The top squeezed her breasts so tightly, her entire areola stood out through the top. At least with the one piece, only her nipples pushed out through the top.
Jodi wrapped a towel around her body and headed back downstairs. She saw the glass of wine on the table, but her buzz was gone as was any tiny desire she'd been having for sex so she left it there. She dropped the towel and climbed into the tub, sighing as she sank down into the hot water. Mike joined her a few minutes later. He set her glass of wine on the ledge beside her. "Optimist," she told him. He winked back. "What's that?" she asked, seeing a Ziplock bag in his hand. "Is that a lighter?" Neither of them smoked so she couldn't understand why he had a lighter.
Mike climbed in beside her and sank his skinny body down into the water. "I have something I thought we should try." He held the bag up so she could see it.
"Is that a joint?" she gasped in shock. "Where'd you get it?"
Mike relayed the story about the black youth tossing the brick into their yard.
"And you didn't turn it in?" she asked, in surprise. He just shrugged. She would have turned it in immediately. It was evidence after all and would have helped put that black boy behind bars where he belonged. "I can't smoke pot."
"Why not?"
"I'm a school teacher. It's illegal!"
"It hasn't been illegal for years."
"Then why were the police chasing that black boy?"
"Hmm, good question," said Mike, thinking. "Maybe he's unlicensed and isn't paying taxes on it. I don't know." Mike shrugged again. "But recreational marijuana has been legal for years now."
"Have you done this?"
"Yeah, a few times back in college. It's very relaxing. It'll help you settle down after a bad day at work."
"I don't know about this, Mike. Isn't pot a gateway drug to worse things?"
"That's nonsense. Let's just try it this once. If it's horrible, I'll go to the police and tell them I found a brick in my yard."
"Maybe I'll just watch you," said Jodi.
Mike had rolled a fat joint. He placed it between his lips and lit the end. He took a puff and held it in. Mike exhaled the smoke. "This is good, better than I remember." He took another hit and felt himself relax, a sense of well-being coming over him. "Mmm, there it is," he sighed. "Feels good." He held the joint out to Jodi. She stared for almost half a minute before reaching out and taking it.
Jodi stared at it for a moment before placing it between her lips and sucking in some smoke. She choked coughing it out. She held the joint in one hand and reached for her glass of wine, taking a sip to cool her throat.
"Try it again," said Mike. "Take some smoke into your lungs and hold it there."
Jodi tried again, inhaling and holding it. Jodi breathed out the smoke and stared at the joint. "Hmmm, I like it." She sat up to hand the joint back and Mike noticed her nipples were rock hard with even parts of her areola visible through her top. He took a light hit saving most of it for her. She took another hit when he handed it back. "You're right. I do feel relaxed, really good."
She drank half her wine while Mike took another short hit. "So, was I wrong to be an optimist?" he asked, handing the joint back to her.
"No, I think you might just get lucky." Her eyes were lidded, a smile on her face. "This feels great."
It did feel great, thought Mike, taking the joint back and taking a small hit, quickly handing it back to her. Jodi closed her eyes as she held the smoke in. Mike took the opportunity to sit up and slide his shorts down. He could even feel some stirring in his limp dick at the thought of having sex soon. He tossed the shorts out of the tub. Her eyes were still closed. The joint appeared to be slipping through her fingers. Mike reached out and caught it. He took the joint between his lips and puffed while shaking his wife. "Jodi?" he asked, afraid she'd smoked too much and had passed out dashing all chances of him getting laid.
"Mmmm," she moaned. There was a warm tingling sensation in her clit. Mike must have turned up the heat in the hot tub. It was hot, impossibly hot, unbearably hot. A smile spread across her lips as she pictured the first time, she and Mike had made love. She thought about the friend that had taken her virginity and wondered if he'd gotten better at it. She remembered the joy on Mike's face at the strong erection he had the first time he'd taken his ED meds. Oh joy, she'd thought sarcastically, not thrilled at the fact that he'd be wanting to have sex more often now that he had the pills. Her memory changed and now she was as thrilled as he was to see him stiff again. She wanted his big stiff prick inside her. She wanted to make love, no she wanted to fuck. She wanted to fuck the hard dick just like she had the night they'd been drunk and she'd fucked him with the lights on, riding his hard prick with wild abandon until she'd had a rare orgasm, he'd felt so good inside her and now she felt... empty. So empty. Jodi didn't want to feel empty. She wanted to be filled, to feel something sliding inside her. The muscles in her vagina were clenching and contracting inwards trying to pull an imaginary dick inside her to give her the satisfaction she so desperately needed. Then there was only darkness with a tiny point of light that grew and grew until...
Mike had finished off the joint while staring at his wife. Jodi's head was still back, eyes closed, but she was whimpering and moaning, squirming on her seat in the tub. Her nipples were so hard, her entire areolae were pushing out the top of her bathing suit making it appear as if her breasts had actually grown. Jodi's head came up and she opened her eyes. Her pupils were big, round, and dilated.
"Ohmygod, Mike," she said, staring at him. "Go take a pill," she ordered.
Damn, he thought. He should have taken his penis pills earlier. That was one order he was willing to follow. Mike stood up quickly, standing in the center of the tub, facing his seated wife, and ready to climb out past her. She was staring at his crotch. He looked down. His penis was rock hard, so hard it was almost painful, and as big as he'd ever seen it. "Apparently I don't need a pill," he said, staring down in pleasant surprise at his dick.
"Apparently not," she replied, moving her face closer to examine his stony erection.
Mike's surprise turned to shock when Jodi's lips engulfed the grape-sized tip of his prick. "Whoa! Jodi!" His wife was sucking his dick. HIS WIFE WAS SUCKING HIS DICK! Now it was Mike's turn to say, "Ohmygod!" Her lips were halfway down his six and a quarter inch dick bobbing forward and back steadily, taking a little more in each time she swallowed him. "Oh honey, that feels so good." He threw his head back and closed his eyes wanting to enjoy the sensations, but instantly quit that idea. He needed to watch this rare treat. Mike stared down at Jodi's red hair and watched inch after inch of his skinny prick disappear down her throat. His balls began to tingle. Oh oh, thought Mike. "Honey, you'd better stop." She did stop, hallway down his dick, cheeks puckered. Her dilated eyes stared up at him. "I'm getting close, babe. Let's take this up to the bedroom."
Jodi pulled her head back until the head of Mike's prick cleared her lips and she was holding his stiff dick by the base. He smiled down at her, approvingly. Instead of stopping, she stared up at him as her tongue came out and twirled around his dick head. Then she sank her lips down to the base of his dick.
"Oh shit! Shit, babe," he groaned. Jodi started bobbing her head faster. "Gonna cum," he warned her. Jodi made a contented sound in her throat as she sucked him. "Gonna cum. Gonna cum. Gonna cumming! Mike wanted to grab the back of her head and pull her all the way down on his dick. His orgasm was so intense, his legs started trembling and he almost collapsed in the tub. Jodi swallowed every bit of it, ending by wrapping her lips around the glans of his cock and stroking his shaft upwards as if she were trying to get every drop. Finally, she slowly pulled her lips off his dick. "Sorry, honey, I tried to warn you." Oddly, she didn't look upset.
"It's good, Mike," she replied, licking her lips.
"That was amazing, and I'm not complaining, but I really wanted to make love tonight." He helped her stand.
"Me too," she said. "I don't know what came over me. It was just bobbing in front of my face and it looked so good, I wanted it in my mouth." The light was dim, but he could see she was flushing in embarrassment. "I'm so horny right now, but I couldn't stop sucking your dick. I want this inside me so bad, Mike," she said, her hand reaching down and stroking his hard dick. She stopped and looked down at his penis. Jodi pushed down on the head with her index finger. It bent down and sprang back up. "You're still hard!"
"Well shit! I am," he said, looking down at it. "Quick, let's get inside before it goes away." He stepped out of the hot tub and held his hand out for his wife. She stepped out and they hurried towards the sliding glass door into the house. Mike stopped her at the door. He turned her to face him. "Wait, your suit's wet." He reached out and pulled down the straps on her shoulders.
"But Mike, what if your erection goes away?"
He pulled the front of her suit down. His eyes widening when he exposed her giant E-cups. He was stripping her nude, outside, under the light, and she was letting him! Mike bent over pulling her suit down to her waist. "Trust me babe, this is helping it stay up." He took one of her hard pink nipples between his lips and she gasped.



"Oh baby, that feels so good," she sighed.
Mike stooped still sucking one of her hard titties while he worked her bathing suit down over her hips. He pulled it down her thighs until it was loose and fell to her feet. Mike dropped to his knees, letting her swollen nipple plop out of his mouth.
"Nooo," she complained. She wanted his lips back on her nipples.
He grabbed her leg and moved it so he could toss her wet suit away, but he kept her legs spread. Mike stared at his wife's red pussy. Her hair was wet and matted. Her clit was sticking out puffy and distended. He hadn't known she had such a large clit. He rarely saw her nude and this was one of the best views he'd ever gotten of Jodi. He looked up and was surprised to see her hands were on her breasts squeezing them and tugging on her nipples. Mike leaned forward and licked her clit.
"OH!" she gasped.
Jodi wasn't stopping him. He pressed his nose into her pubic mound and ran his tongue along her slit. Jodi raised her hips allowing better access to her pussy. He looked up her body as he wiggled his tongue between her pussy lips. It was the sexiest sight he'd ever seen. Jodi's flat stomach was undulating as he licked her and she was still squeezing and tugging at her nipples. A few tokes on a joint had turned his wife from a conservative school teacher into a wanton slut.
"Oh god! Lick me, Mike. It feels so good. Lick me."
He'd tried to talk her into this for years, but to Jodi, oral sex was dirty. Mike slid his hand up her thighs. They were soaking wet. It wasn't water from the tub either. The fluid was sticky, her arousal a constant flow from her pussy. He brought his hand up and pushed a finger into her pussy.
"AH!" she gasped again. "Yes, that feels so good Mike."
Mike moved his hand down and inserted two fingers. He slowly began finger fucking her while his tongue flickered over her clit. She immediately began humping his fingers.
"Ohmygod! Oh my god! That's it Mike. Yes. Yes. Yes. YYEESS!!"
Mike sucked her clit hard between his lips, working his fingers faster and bringing her to orgasm. The sticky fluid squirted and ran down his hand, spraying his chin, more dribbled down her clit and into his mouth.
"That was wonderful," she said, her dilated pupils staring at him in appreciation. "Why haven't we done that before?"
"You wouldn't let me," he replied, wiping the back of his hand across his chin. He reached down and grabbed the base of his dick, wagging it at her. "See babe, nothing to worry about. Still want it?"
"God yes." She grabbed the end of his shaft and pulled him inside. Mike loved it, but she was pulling too hard and relieved when she let go to climb the stairs. He followed her upstairs, his eyes focused on her great ass. It looked even better nude then it did in tight jeans or her bathing suit. Absolutely beautiful, firm unblemished pale white skin. He could even see her swollen clit sticking out between her thighs when she stepped up.
Jodi ran into the bedroom and crawled onto the bed, turning over and motioning with her index finger for him to come here. The rare orgasm had felt incredible, but it had done nothing to quell the overwhelming feeling of emptiness inside her vagina. She needed to fill that emptiness. She needed Mike's hard dick. She spread her legs as Mike climbed on the bed, his eyes widening as he stared at her lewd display. As he maneuvered himself closer, she helped him sitting up and grabbing his penis to help him guide it in. He had trouble sometimes, but then they were usually in the dark too.
"YES!" the both moaned as his hard dick pushed inside her.
Jodi sighed with satisfaction as the emptiness was finally filled. Her vaginal muscles were still contracting inwards only now they had a real big hard dick to squeeze as tightly as they could. She wrapped her legs around his ass, humping up into his thrusts. "Fuck me, Mike," she whimpered.
"What?" he almost stopped. He'd never heard the "F" word leave her lips.
"I said, Fuck me. Please fuck me."
Oh yeah, he thought, pumping his hips faster. "I'm fucking you, Jodi." Damn, her pussy felt like it was on fire. She'd never felt this hot before. "I'm fucking that hot pussy, baby. Gonna fuck you good."
"Oh god! Yes. You fuck me so good, baby. Fuck my pussy. Fuck me. Fuck me."
Mike decided then and there that this was the best night of his life. He'd never heard her say the "P" word either. As much as he was loving his wife being so vocal, he had a sudden urge to kiss her. Mike lowered his lips down to hers. She parted and they kissed, the most passionately they'd kissed since their wedding night. Her tongue twirled with his as she raised her hips faster into his thrusting dick. Jodi sucking him off earlier was helping prolong his orgasm, but there was no way he could hold off much longer. He broke their kiss. "I'm getting close," he whispered.
"Do it, baby. Give me your cum. Fill my pussy."
Mike groaned. This was the wife he'd always wanted. He buried his dick. "FFFUUUCCCKKK!" Several strong spurts of his semen squirted out into Jodi's pussy.
"YYEESS!!" She gasped, her hips humping up into his spurting prick. Her pussy clamped down around his pumping cock milking out every drop of Mike's seed as she came the second time that night and maybe only around the sixth time in her life. Mike sighed and she relaxed aware that her legs were tightly wrapped around his waist and her arms were wrapped just as tightly around her neck. She was clinging to him trying to prolong their coupling. He lowered her down on the bed and she relaxed her arms and legs. Mike pulled his spent prick out and collapsed beside her. She still felt the emptiness, the yearning to have him back inside her, but she was also satisfied. "You were amazing, stud," she told him, running her hand down over her belly.
Mike noticed the gesture. Her motherly instinct was hoping he'd finally impregnated her. "Jodi, that was the amazing, the best ever."
"Best ever," she agreed.
"I love you."
"I love you too," she replied, sitting up and leaning over to kiss him. It wasn't passionate, but it was a long, loving kiss to show how grateful she was. "I'm going to take a shower." She hopped off the bed and stumbled into the bathroom.
Mike followed her a few minutes later. She was happily humming a tune behind the shower door. He stared at the blurry outline of her amazing body for a minute before turning to look at himself in the mirror before it steamed up. He was an average looking guy, short brown hair and eyes. His pupils were dilated like Jodi's were after smoking the weed, but his vision was fine. His body wasn't much to look at. He was skinny with a sunken hairless chest, and a slight, but growing paunch. He thought his penis was rather on the thin skinny side too, but he had no problem with its length. It was spent, but still sticking out past six inches, semi-swollen and bent down. He looked back up at his face and wiggled his nose, taking a deep breath in through his nostrils. The weed was so much better than his ED meds. He felt great. He wasn't stuffy at all and could breathe freely through his nose. His snores wouldn't be keeping Jodi up that night.
He turned and glanced at the shower again. Jodi's head was back, washing her hair. The blurred outline of her body behind the door was as erotically a sexy sight as he'd ever seen. Since this was a night of firsts, he decided to try something else she'd never let him do before. He opened the shower door and stepped inside.
Jodi jumped with surprise, but smiled and stepped back so he could join her. The embraced and kissed for a long time. He turned her around and kissed her neck before grabbing a bottle of body wash. He lathered her voluptuous body in the wash, scrubbing and massaging her. She let out little moans of pleasure just as he took pleasure in closely examining her body. Her form was flawless with the only possible complaint being that her breasts were too large for her frame making her look like Jessica Rabbit with her red hair. It was one of her complaints, not his. He felt her breasts were magnificent. Someday they might sag, her nipples pointing downward, but at 34, they were still proud and firm
They kissed again and Jodi even let him dry off her nude body. After brushing their teeth, they held hands walking back to their bed. The slid under a sheet and he cuddled up to her as they fell asleep.
Mike woke up quickly a few hours later. His prick was hard again and between her thighs. Jodi was moaning, her hips sliding her wet pussy along his shaft, her firm ass pressing into his stomach. He reached around and cupped her breast. She purred as he squeezed it and gasped when he pinched her hard nipple. Her fingers caressed the head of his dick before pushing it inside her. "Mmm, fuck me, Mike. Never stop fucking me," she murmured.
"I'll fuck you as much as you want, baby," he whispered in her eat. "This dick is yours whenever you want it."
"I'll always want it," she replied. She quit talking, but whimpered and moaned a lot
Mike squeezed and pulled on her tit hard when he came. Jodi cried out, but he didn't believe she orgasmed again. Still, she'd enjoyed it and seemed satisfied. She kissed him on the forehead before slipping out of bed to wash up again. He fell asleep before she returned.
The next time Mike woke up, the sun was shining in through the window and Jodi was down between his legs sucking his hard dick again. It plopped out between her lips and she stared at it. "Fuck," she cursed.
"What's wrong?" he asked.
"I want to taste your cum again, but I need you inside me more." She climbed up his body and raised herself up long enough to sink his dick in her. "You fill me up so good, Mike."
"Who are you?" he asked in awe, reaching up to fondle her well-lit breasts. She'd never looked so sexy.
"I'm your wife, lover. The wife who's gonna fuck your big dick as hard as she can."
"You're a great wife," he told her pulling on her breasts so that she leaned down and he could suck her nipples.
Jodi did fuck him as hard as she could, bouncing in his lap almost violently while he sucked a nibbled at her nipples. His groans alerted her that he was getting close. "Give me your cum, Mike. Fill my pussy up, baby."
God, this was amazing. "Take it Jodi. Take all of it." Mike bucked his hips up, squirting his seed up into Jodi's hot pussy. She clamped down around his dick again, milking his cum out and appeared to have a small but satisfying orgasm.
Jodi sat in his lap gasping for air from her workout. "Wow Mike. Why don't we do this more often?"
"I've been saying that for years."
**********
Jodi didn't take much convincing to smoke another joint in the hot tub that night. He felt well satisfied from Friday night's sex, but after sharing the joint with Jodi, his dick was hard as a rock again. She seemed to pass out again and when she opened her eyes and looked at him, her pupils were dilated over her irises like a moon eclipsing a green sun. Jodi stood in the center of the tub and slipped out of her bathing suit. She mounted his pole and slowly rode him in the hot bubbling water. This was the first time they'd fucked in the tub, though he'd suggested it often. Later, in the darkened room, he fucked her from behind on their bed, a position she usually refused to do. He woke again Sunday morning to Jodi sucking his hard dick only this time she didn't stop and swallowed his cum. Mike couldn't understand where all his cum was coming from. His balls weren't aching or anything after ejaculating seven times over two nights. He felt wonderful and so did Jodi. She was humming as she dressed for church.
Jodi kissed him goodbye. "Have a good game," she told him as she left. Church wasn't Mike's thing. It had put a strain on their relationship early on, but she was used to it now. Mike played golf Sunday mornings when the weather was good. He met his friends on the course. They commented on him looking tired and he bragged about Jodi keeping him up the last two nights. They looked at him jealousy as Jodi was far better looking than their wives.
That night, Mike looked at himself while brushing his teeth. His pupils appeared normal. He slipped into bed and read for a while before Jodi joined him. She stayed up to grade some papers. She continued to surprise him. She'd put on her pajamas right after dinner, but when she entered the bedroom, the top was unbuttoned down the middle. The plaid boring PJs she wore every night had suddenly turned sexy. She slipped the top off her shoulders before bending down and sliding the bottoms off. She joined him in bed naked and cuddled up next to him. Mike put his book away and wrapped his arm around her. He was shirtless, but wearing sweatpants. She placed her hand on his stomach and slid it down under his pants. He jumped in surprise as her hand found his dick and started fondling it. He turned to kiss her and saw that her pupils were still somewhat enlarged. They kissed. Her hands squeezed and tugged at his limp dick. It did swell slightly under her ministrations, but it remained floppy and unresponsive. "Do you want me to take a pill?" he whispered.
Jodi crinkled her nose. She didn't enjoy listening to his nasal congestion all night, nor did she want to wait the hour or so it usually took for the pill to kick in. "That's okay, hon." She slid her hand out of his pants and patted him on the belly.
"Wanna do it again next Friday?" he asked.
Jodi rolled over. She didn't answer for a long time, but he finally her quietly say, "Okay."
Mike got up the next morning, showered and dressed for work. He ate a bowl of cereal and walked out the front door to his car.
"Mike?"
He stopped and turned. "Yeah hon?" His eyes widened. Jodi was standing on their steps wearing only a short terry cloth robe and it was unbelted, hanging open.
"Don't you want to kiss your wife goodbye?"
He stepped back and gave her a long lingering kiss, more than the usual peck on the cheek or lips when they parted. "Bye babe. Try to have a good day at work." Her pupils were still somewhat dilated. The weed was staying in her system longer. He wondered why. Maybe, she'd smoked more or maybe his higher male metabolism just burned it off more quickly?
She crinkled her nose. There were no good days at work. "Mike?" she said as he turned away.
Mike looked back. "Holy shit!" Jodi was standing on the steps holding her robe open not just displaying her incredible body to him, but to the entire neighborhood.
"This is all yours Friday night." She closed the robe and belted it as a neighbor's garage started opening.
"Hell yeah," he said, smiling. He was getting in his car when it hit him. "SHIT!"
"What?"
"We got that party Friday."
"Damn, that's right."
"Let's not go?"
Jodi smiled. She'd absolutely prefer staying home and getting high with her husband over going to a party. "We're kind of obligated."
It was a surprise birthday party and a bit of a drive. They'd be lucky to get home by Midnight and they'd both be drinking, him more than her. "Well Saturday then."
"Saturday it is."
"Maybe, we'll even get in the tub early."
"Maybe?" she replied. "Don't forget to pick up a present."
Jodi entered her house and undid her belt. Her hand slid down through her wispy red pubes until she could feel her wetness. "God, I'm horny," she moaned, her eyes fell on the kitchen table and the fruit bowl at the center of it. There was one last browning banana rising up towards her, resting on two dark plums. "I couldn't," she muttered, staring at the dark banana.
Minutes later, she was nude on the bed, spreading her legs as she lowered the banana between her thighs. It was brown, but still firm, a big one, longer and thicker than Mike's penis. "Oh god," she moaned, pushing it between her wet pussy lips. Her lips curled in a smile as the thick part around the center entered her. The extra thickness felt good. She pushed it deeper, the emptiness inside her finally feeling fulfilled until all that was sticking out between her legs was the stalk. She grabbed the stalk working it in and out slightly, her pussy muscles clenched tightly around the banana. Its extra size felt great. "Fuck me. Fuck my pussy," she moaned, pinching and squeezing one nipple. It took ten minutes, but finally she came hard, her pussy squeezing down hard around the ripe fruit as she came all over it.
Jodi relaxed, trying to catch her breath for several minutes before pulling the banana out of her pussy. The peel had been crushed and the fruit inside turned to mush her vaginal muscles had squeezed it so tightly. Still, the damn thing had satisfied her need. She wasn't a masturbator and certainly not the kind of woman to sue a dildo, but if they kept smoking the weed, that might change.
Jodi was still in an orgasmic haze while she showered. Her pussy was still wet and her nipples were hard, sensitive, sending more spasms towards her pussy as she ran the wash cloth over them. She was barely aware when she dressed and didn't even come to her senses until she noticed some of the male teachers staring at her. She'd pulled on a tight black short skirt that showed off her bare legs down to her black heels. Worse, she pulled on a thin white blouse with large gaps between the buttons. It was a lot less then her normal three layers of clothing and her nipples would remain quite prominent all day.
Much to her surprise, her hormone raging teenage students were more attentive while she taught them and none caused her any problems. She had a couple parent teacher conferences after school. The husbands couldn't take their eyes off her tits, some even appeared to be trying to peek between the gaps in her blouse to get a peek at her bra. The wives stared at her with anger and jealousy. She was kind of enjoying the attention, but she felt if she kept dressing that sexily, it might get her in some trouble.
She kept getting male attention grocery shopping after school. Mike gave her a double take when she got home and gave her a wolf whistle. "Damn Jodi, you look smoking hot today."
She smiled and blushed. "I feel foolish." She headed upstairs to change into her plain pajamas. A glance in the mirror showed her pupils were back to normal. She laid out her usual figure hiding clothing to wear to school the next day.
Mike was a procrastinator and left work early Friday to shop for a gift for the birthday party that night. As he was leaving the store with the present, he noticed the store across the street. He'd seen in a hundred times, but hadn't paid any attention to it as it wasn't the kind of store he shopped at. The store was mostly a tattoo parlor, but also sold CBD products, drug paraphernalia and even some adult toys. After asking the clerk for advice, her left the store with a bong wrapped in a brown paper bag.
**********
Mike woke up earlier than Jodi. As expected, they'd gotten home after midnight and he'd been pretty drunk. It was his friend's birthday and she'd driven him home. He popped some Advil in his mouth before hitting the shower. Despite his headache, he couldn't wait for tonight and a replay of the fun time they'd had last week.
He grabbed his dirty clothes and went downstairs to drop them off in the laundry room. Jodi's green bathing suit was sitting in her stack of clean clothes neatly folded. He'd washed them for her Tuesday night. He smirked, stopping and listening to make sure she wasn't coming downstairs before pulling her suit out and hiding it at the bottom of the basket filled with dirty clothes.
The rest of the day he washed their cars and did some yardwork. After that, all he could do was kill some time until dinner and their planned evening soak in the tub.
**********
"Mike, have you seen my suit?"



"Sorry, I forgot to wash it," he lied, turning the hot tub's jets on. "We don't need suits anyway."
"I'm never going nude, so you might as well quit asking."
"Jodi, we fucked in the tub last week and we were nude then."
"Don't be so crass, Mike."
"Fine we had sex in the tub last week, then."
"That was an unusual circumstance."
"How about a compromise?"
Jodi folded her arms across her chest. "What kind of compromise?" she asked, suspiciously.
"What about that bikini I bought you?"
"Mike, it's too revealing. I can barely even fit in it."
"It's that or naked."
"Fine," she said in a huff. "I'll try it on." Jodi turned and headed back into the house.
The bikini was in her dresser. Mike had given it to her on a vacation they took four years ago for her 30th birthday. He'd also removed her one piece from her suitcase. She'd been furious at him, but agreed to try it on. She looked so slutty in it that she refused to come out of the bathroom to even show him what she looked like. The first problem was that it was a cup size too small for her E-cups. The bikini was more sized for DDs which meant they were an inch too small around her top. The second problem was that the bottom was a thong and displayed her firm well-rounded rear end. She picked it up out of the box. The bikini hadn't gotten any bigger. There was barely as much material as a bandana.
Jodi stripped off her clothes in the bedroom and stepped into the panty. A string bikini was so not her, that she wasn't even sure how to put it on. She pulled it up backwards the first time before spinning the panty around and tying the string at the side. The top was a little easier, tying behind her neck and back, but when she looked down one of her nipples was sticking out. The cups weren't even cups, just a band of fabric that covered her nipples and left most of her breasts exposed. She stretched the fabric over her nipple, but that act exposed her areola on her other breast. The problem was her large areolae and no matter how much she tried adjusting the fabric a little bit of areola was exposed. Luckily, her outer areolae were faint blending into her pale white skin and barely noticeable without staring closely at them. The tight top squeezed her breasts so forcefully her breast flesh stuck out around the fabric and her entire nipple and areola were visible through the top down to the little bumps around the edges of her nipple circle. Wet it would be even worse.
She kept the bikini on, but pulled her robe on over it, belting it tightly. She headed downstairs hoping Mike wasn't in the tub yet and she could just slip in. Unfortunately, he was stepping into the water as she entered the kitchen. His bathing suit disappeared as he sat down. He'd left a glass of wine on the table for her. She threw the whole thing back, sat the empty glass down on the table and stepped out through the sliding glass doors. "Can you look the other way?"
He chuckled. "No, hon. Come on and show me."
"It's too revealing, Mike."
"Come on, I've seen you naked," he said, unable to help adding, "a few times."
"This is worse than being naked." Jodi's cheeks flushed as she undid the belt. She was wearing the same robe that she'd flashed him outside their house last week. What had she been thinking then? She dropped the robe.
"Oh wow," he said, staring at her body as she tried to hurry into the tub. "Freeze!"
Jodi froze and stood still. "Mike, please?" she begged.
"You look so fucking hot right now."
"I look like a slut!" Her cheeks turned bright red.
"Yeah, you do, a hot fucking slut. Turn around. Damn, I don't deserve you."
Jodi felt humiliated, but slowly turned around displaying her bare ass. She spun all the well around before stepping down into the water and sinking in to cover her body. "I feel so humiliated. This isn't something any respectable Christian woman would wear or a teacher for that matter."
"Well, none of your students are here," said Mike, reaching out for the bag of marijuana.
"What's that?" she asked, looking at the pipe.
"It's called a bong." Mike set it up and pulled out a lighter. "It's better than a joint. The water will cool the smoke and make it easier on the lungs." He didn't tell her that it would also make her extra high with less marijuana and make his stash last longer.
Mike lit the end and inhaled, passing it to Jodi as he held the smoke in his lungs. She took a hit and passed it back. "I feel it already," she said. She took the bong back from her husband, sitting up in the tub so that her breasts were now above water.
Mike eyed her breasts as he took the bong back. The wet bikini was now clinging to her nipples. They swelled as she exhaled her second hit. A smile of satisfaction spread across her lips. He felt his dick swell slightly as he anticipated the fun they'd be having shortly.
"Yessss," she sighed as she exhaled her third hit. She sat back and closed her eyes.
Mike sat the bong down and sat up to slip his suit off, tossing it outside of the tub. He added another pinch of weed to the bowl and lit it, inhaling and tugging on his dick to get it all the way hard. It swelled and hardened completely almost immediately. This was a lot quicker and better than his penis pills. If he was careful, he could make that brick of weed last a long time.
"I see you found my weed," said a deep voice behind him.
Mike jumped and glanced out into his dark yard. The man came from the direction he'd found the weed. A large black man in a hoody stepped closer, their outdoor light glistening off the gun in his hand.
**********
Mike sat the bong down and raised his hands over his head.
"Put your hands down, white boy. I ain't gonna hurt ya." He put the gun in the front of his hoody and pulled the hood down. The man was younger than he would have thought, late teens or early twenties. He was very black with African features, large dark lips and a flat nose that spread across his face. "You still got my weed?"
"Ye...yeah," nodded Mike nervously. "It's inside." He was about to offer to go get it, but didn't want to leave Jodi alone with some black thug.
"How much you smoke?"
"M-maybe three joints worth. I'll pay you for it."
"You'll pay for it," said the black man, nodding and staring at Jodi's tits. "Not sure what it's worth. That shit's special."
"What do you mean?" Mike asked.
The black man pulled the hoody off over his head. He was wearing a white tank top underneath that tightly hugged a fit muscular body. He folded the hoody with the gun and sat it down on the deck behind Jodi and away from Mike's reach. "It's called the Ishtar strain." The man pushed his sweat pants down around his ankles.
"Wait, what are you doing?"
"Thought I'd take a soak with ya." He pulled the tank top off revealing a hard six pack and very muscular upper torso. He didn't need a gun to take out Mike. The black youth was built like a linebacker. He stood back up clad only in black briefs, the front bulging out obscenely. "I had a man on the inside steal it from the pharmaceutical lab down the road. They been messing around with its genes to include every chemical sexual stimulant they could think off, oxytocin, phenylethylamine, bremelanotide, the shit in penis pills, testosterone, and lots of other chemical shit with lots of letters and numbers. He called it Fuck Weed."
"JESUS!" exclaimed Mike with a jerk as the black man pushed his briefs down. His penis was a monster. It stuck out from his pubic mound several inches before falling down a good eight inches. It flopped from thigh to thigh as the black youth stepped down into the tub. Mike couldn't take his eyes off it and was grateful when it slid out of his sight in the water.
The black man sat between Mike and Jodi. "Let me get a hit off dat bong." Mike passed it over. The black man lit the end and took a long hit. "Good shit," he said, after exhaling. "Does it work?"
"Work?"
"Did you and the missus fuck after smoking it?"
"Yeah, it works. It works really well."
"Good." The black man finished off the pot in the bowl and handed the bong back to Mike. His dark eyes turned back on Jodi, flickering down from her breasts to her face. Mike felt like shit for hiding her bathing suit now, but was glad she wasn't nude. "Where's she go when she like that?"
Mike looked over at his wife. She was squirming and whimpering, softly moaning from time to time. Her eyelids were flickering like she was in deep REM sleep. Sweat beaded her forehead "I don't know," he replied watching her nipples stiffen and pull out the stretched top of her bikini.
**********
It was like seeing your life flash before your eyes from a near death experience only it was her sex life passing before her eyes. The first time her brain brought forth memories of her entire sex life from losing her virginity through her sex life with Mike. The second time her brain mostly focused on just the good memories. Now, she was reliving their amazing sex last weekend. Sucking Mike's dick had been surprisingly enjoyable. He deserved it for all he did for her. It was so hot. Her clit was throbbing, timed to her pulse beating in her ears. She needed to fuck. She needed his big stiff dick in her. She needed his cum. So hollow inside without a big stiff dick. God, her pussy needed a dick. Please, somebody fuck my pussy. Give me your cum. Her pussy clenched down around an imaginary dick disappointed that it was squeezing only emptiness. So empty. So empty. "Yyesss." She moaned coming back into the light. "I hope you're ready to fuck," she said, opening her pupil-dilated eyes and staring into a thuggish black face.
Mike reached out grabbing her arm as she tried to scramble backward up and out of the hot tub staring in horror at their unexpected guest. Her squeal was so loud it might have been heard on the street. "Honey, honey, it's okay. Calm down."
"Mike," she looked at him in fear. "What's going on?" She looked at the black man, sitting and smiling at her, large muscular arms spread out around the rim of the tub. She wouldn't even go swimming in a pool if black people were in it and she certainly didn't want to be sharing a hot tub with one. She was also aware that in her scramble to slide out, her upper bikini clad torso was on full display to the black teen. Her breasts had swelled with her arousal and her nipples were puffed out, stretching the top and displaying the areola on both breasts. One of her stiff aching nipples looked like it might pop out at any moment. She wanted to free it just to stop the sensitive nipple from scraping the material on her bikini. She slid back down into the tub sinking in to cover her breasts.
"It's his marijuana and he wants it back."
"Well go get it," she said, squirming on her seat from the empty yearning in her pussy. "Get rid of him."
"There's no rush, Mrs. Hayes?" he said, his voice deep and masculine.
"Yes, there is," she said, "Wait, how do you know my name? You were one of my students!"
"Shawn Wright," he reminded her. "You lookin good Mrs. Hayes."
Shawn Wright... Shawn... Shawn... A disruptive student, she'd sent him off to the remedial class after a week and the lawsuit that shut down the slower classes had put him and some other badly behaved black teens back in her class a month later. That had been five years ago and her job had been miserable ever since. "Yeah, Shawn Wright from about 5 years ago. You'd be eighteen then?"
"Nineteen, I was held back a year.
"Not the best student if I recall."
"Chu gave me a D."
She was going to need Mike to drain the water out of the tub as soon as Shawn left. She wanted to get out of the water now and would have except for the ridiculous bikini Mike had talked her into wearing. "That D was more then you deserved." Jodi winced trying to push her clit down on the seat in the tub. Her needy pussy was making her bitchy. "I gave you the D just to get you out of my class." She needed Mike's dick in her immediately. "I figured you'd just end up in jail for selling drugs."
Shawn laughed. "Just got out. They had to let me go since they couldn't find my brick of pot. Thanks for hiding the evidence." He laughed again.
Jodi turned to her husband. "I told you that you should have turned that pot into the police." She looked back at Shawn; unable to help being impressed with his musculature. His biceps were huge and his broad muscular chest was just as impressive. Her eyes tried to pierce the water certain the black man had a hard flat stomach with an impressive sixpack. She stared a little too long, her mind starting to wonder what was below his abdominals, what was between his legs. Her pussy fluttered still desperate to fill the empty feeling within it. She felt disgusted with herself for even wondering what his penis might look like. "What will it take for you to go?" she asked, flushing.
"I'll go when I'm ready, he said, with a white toothy grin. "The hot tub feels good. Plus, I'm enjoying catching up with chu, Mrs. Hayes."
"Please just go," she begged, squirming under Shawn's large pupiled gaze. Her chest was heaving. Mike must have turned the temperature of the water too high; she could barely stand soaking in it. She was ready to stand up even if it met showing off her body to the teenage drug dealer.
"Not without my pot," said Shawn.
"Mike, would you please go get his drugs."
"But honey?" he pleaded.
"Go get the fucking drugs," she growled, startling even her husband. "I want him off our property."
Mike turned away from Shawn and stood. The black man laughed, staring at Mike bare flat ass. "Hold on Mr. Hayes. Turn around." Mike tried to hold his hands over his erection. "Take your hands away." Mike flushed with embarrassment as he moved his hands and his erection fell to stick out in front of him. Jodi's eyes fell hungrily on it. "Look at that skinny white dick. You can't let him leave without takin care of dat, can you Mrs. Hayes?"
"What do you mean?" asked Jodi, staring at Mike's hard dick. It wasn't far from her face.
"Suck your husband off, Mrs. Hayes."
"Then you'll go?" she asked, already moving her mouth closer to the tip of Mike's dick. She parted her lips and took Mike's penis into her mouth up to the glans. The weed worked a lot better than Mike's ED meds. His prick was swollen as big as it got and she liked it this stiff and hard. She liked sucking it and wondered why she'd never sucked him off before smoking the weed. She wished she were alone with her husband, her eyes glancing towards the black man as she swallowed nearly all of Mike's dick. Shawn was leaning forward, his dilated pupils staring intently at her as she bobbed her head along Mike's shaft. Her pussy quivered with need again. Suddenly, it was exiting to be watched while she sucked Mike off. She bobbed her head faster, steadily sucking her husband's dick. She kept her eyes on Shawn, sucking her husband faster. Mike groaned loudly. She took her eyes off Shawn long enough to look up Mike's skinny body. He too was staring at the black man, but he looked horrified.
"Oh, shit Jodi," Mike groaned. His eyes were on the five swollen inches of dark black dick rising up out of the water between his wife's former student's legs. "Oh shit! Gonna cum, babe," he warned, staring at the giant black cock as more emerged from the water when Shawn shifted in his seat. "Jodi? Oh god! Here it cums." Mike threw his back as his cum erupted from his cock and filled Jodi's mouth.
"Your wife sucks dick like a pro, Mr. Hayes."
"Mmm," moaned Jodi, wrapping her lips tightly around Mike's shaft and sucking up so that she'd drained every last drop of his cum.
"She been doin dis long?"
Mike was gasping for breath. "This is only her second time."
"Shit white boy, I would have turned her into a cocksucker on the first date."
Jodi gasped at Shawn's crassness as she licked her lips, still staring at Mike's hard prick. Just like the first time, he remained completely erect. She wanted it now more than ever. "Go get Shawn his drugs," she told him. Mike glanced once at Shawn, before nodding. "Hurry," she ordered.
Mike hopped out, grabbing his suit off the deck as he entered their house. Jodi slid back down into the water to cover her breasts and sat down as far from Shawn as she could. "You sure seem to like suckin dick, Mrs. Hayes."
Jodi flushed. "I don't know what comes over me when I'm high," she said.
"It's the fuck weed, Mrs. Hayes."
"The what?"
"I already told yo husband. This ain't normal weed. It's genetically modified to make you horny and lower your inhibitions. I heard it was good shit, but it works even better than I expected."
"My god," she stared at him in horror, vaguely aware of a large blurry object sticking out of the water between Shawn's legs. She felt somewhat relieved she had an excuse for her behavior. She'd even masturbated with a banana, for god's sake. The blurry object came into focus as she lowered her eyes to it. She'd need to pray extra hard at church tomorrow to get god's forgiveness for the way she'd behaved. Her eyes focused on the huge dark black cock sticking out of the water between Shawn's legs. "Ohmygod," she stated, staring at it in awe. It was as long as Mike's and at least four times thicker. "Oh my god," she said again as her brain fully processed what she was seeing.
"That's right, Mrs. Hayes. I gave my weed a try while you was out of it." Shawn Wright leaned forward and stood up. "Been like this for half an hour."
Jodi had been right about him having great abs to match his physique, but she barely glanced at them as her eyes fell on the enormous black dick between the teen's legs. It stuck out at least a foot from his crotch. The dark black glans was swollen and bobbed just above her eyes as Shawn stood in the center of the tub. Even more impressive were the giant pair of swollen balls dangling beneath it. Jodi was an avid pickleball player and Shawn's testicles were as big as pickle balls. "It's so big," was all she could say. "Did the weed make it this swollen?" she asked, wondering how much weed Mike would have to smoke to make his penis this big. Her pussy fluttered and contracted at the thought of Mike having a dick this size. That would certainly fill the empty void inside her.
"No Mrs. Hayes, it always gets this big when it's hard."
"I don't believe it," she said, sitting up so she could see the top of it. Her breasts rose from the water again. Her nipples were so swollen they were pulling her areolae up off her breasts.
"Guess you never seen a black one, Mrs. Hayes?"
"Of course not," she said indignantly. "I didn't know penises got this large... this huge. Are all black men this..."
"This ain't a penis, Mrs. Hayes. Dis is a cock, a big black cock. Not all black men are gifted with big black cocks, but if you wants a big one you gotta go black. You wanna touch it?"
"I couldn't," she said, lifting her hand towards it, before pulling it back.
"Go ahead, Mrs. Hayes. Get a quick feel before yo hubby comes back."
Jodi had trouble taking her eyes off it, but managed to turn her head to glance into her house. There was no sign of Mike anywhere. She turned her attention back on Shawn's huge cock and raised her hand to it, wrapping her fingers around the shaft. Her empty pussy quivered as she touched it. Her fingers didn't even meet her thumb, he was so thick. "Keep an eye out for my husband?" she asked, stroking her hand down to the base.
"Sure," said Shawn, staring down at his former teacher holding his black cock while staring at it totally awestruck by its size. He kept his eyes on her not caring if Mr. Hayes saw them or not.
She lifted her other hand out of the water and cupped Shawn's balls. She'd never touched her husband's testicles before, but she wanted to get a feel for their weight. Each of Shawn's testicles filled her palm, they were full and heavy. If she cupped them both, his scrotum was quite weighty. Her other hand twisted around his shaft just under the glans. It slid back down to the root unconsciously stroking his shaft.



"You like it, Mrs. Hayes?" asked Shawn with a grin.
"It's very... impressive," she replied, trying to squeeze the sponge head, but the boy's cock was as hard as granite and she could barely dent it.
"What's impressive?"
"Your penis. I've never seen anything like it. It's so..."
"Say its name, Mrs. Hayes. Say its name."
"Your... cock, your black cock. Your big black cock's so impressive. It's so big, so dark, Shawn, so manly." It wasn't just the size of the thing that had Jodi impressed. Shawn's big black cock was a near perfect gorgeous ebony rod. The shaft was pretty uniformly thick, only expanding slightly just under the head. The head was a dark black golf ball with a large urethra and an impressive flare to the glans that rose almost an inch above the shaft. Shawn's cock could have been the model for a dildo. A swollen blue-black vein ran along the underside and more zig zag veins ran up the sides blending into the blackness of his shaft. Jodi Hayes was really feeling cheated at that moment comparing it to her...
"A lot different from a skinny little white penis."
"Yeah, it is," she said, Shawn guessing her thoughts. She felt a pang of guilt and shame as the porch light made the diamond on her wedding ring twinkle on the slim white hand wrapped around her former student's giant black cock, but the guilt wasn't enough to make her let go. "It's just so big, so different from what I'm used to."
"They even taste different," said Shawn.
"Taste... different..." Jodi gave a nervous glance at the door. When she turned her eyes back on Shawn's cock, it was closer just above her nose. She pulled it down towards her mouth, staring cross eyed down the shaft as it passed her nose. Jodi turned her head up and licked the head. Jodi's pussy contracted so powerfully it made her whole body jerk the second her tongue touched it. The contractions continued as she wrapped her lips around the enormous head of Shawn's big black cock. The muscles spasms were contracting inwards desperate to have something fill the emptiness inside her. Each contraction ended with a wave of sexual arousal pouring from her pussy.
"Dayumn," groaned Shawn, watching her bobbing her head along the end of his shaft. He saw Mr. Hayes coming down the steps inside the house, but didn't give a shit. "Suck that big black cock, Mrs. Hayes," he groaned. She sucked faster, chocking a little as his large cock head began pushing into her throat. "Don't give up, you're doing great," he told her rubbing his beefy black hand over her gorgeous red hair until his fingers could pinch the string tying the bikini around her neck. He bucked his cock and pulled the string, untying her top.
"JESUS JODI! WHAT THE HELL ARE YOU DOING?" Mike stared at his wife aghast, the brick of weed in a bag in his hand. He was wearing his bathing suit, but it was still tented out from his weed induced erection.
"Keep going, Mrs. Hayes," said Shawn grabbing her head as she tried to back off his cock. He pulled her head towards him while pushing his cock deeper down her throat. She gagged as she swallowed more of Shawn's cock. He reached down and pulled the knot behind her back.
"Oommph!" grunted Jodi, her throat stretched out by his meaty cock. She went back to sucking his shaft, moaning slightly.
"JODI! STOP SUCKING HIM RIGHT..."
"Shut da fuck up, white boy. You owe me for smoking my shit and this is how ya gonna pay me back. If ya don't want your wife sucking my cock, then you can do it."
Mike gasped. "Suck your... me!"
Shawn laughed. "My white boy cellmate was quite the good little cocksucker by the time they released me a few days ago. I don't think he wanted me to leave."
"No way you sick fuck," said Mike.
"Good choice white boy. I much prefer yo wife sucking my big black cock." Shawn laughed. "I told you I'd turn her into a cocksucker on the first date." Shawn looked up from watching his former teacher's red lips pursed around his shaft as she sucked as much of his cock as she could. Mike Hayes was heading towards Shawn's sweat shirt. Mike's hands were wrapping around the grip of Shawn's gun when Shawn said, "It ain't loaded." Mike paused without pulling the gun out. He wasn't an expert, but he could feel the gun's weight and it didn't feel loaded. "And if you point it at me, then I'm a gonna hafta hurt ya."
Mike pulled his empty hand out of Shawn's sweat shirt. "Please?"
"Just let this play out, white boy. Then I'll take my weed and go." Shawn placed his hand on Jodi's head and pushed back.
"Jeeessuuss!" gasped Mike, getting his first good look at Shawn's penis as it cleared Jodi's throat. Her lips tried to follow the bobbing head, wanting it back down her throat. To Mike, it looked like she'd managed to swallow at least nine inches of what had to be a giant foot long dick.
"Come 'ere Mrs. Hayes," said Shawn walking back and sitting on the edge of the tub. He spread his legs and Jodi kneeled down between them, bending his cock back down towards her lips. He let her suck him for a while before saying, "Sit up."
"Mmm Mmm," she mumbled, shaking her head without stopping her constant bobbing.
"I said sit up, bitch!" Jodi sat back on her knees. Now it was Shawn's turn to stare at her awestruck. She looked down at her chest and was shocked to see her bare breasts. She brought her hands up to quickly cover her breasts, but Shawn, just as quickly grabbed her wrists and held her arms apart. "Dayumn, Mrs Hayes. Them white titties of yours are perfect." He released her arms and ran his hands over her breasts.
"AAAAHHH!!" She cried out when he pinched her nipples.
"Sensitive huh? Never felt no white titties before. Love these pink nipples." He pinched them again, twirling her hard nubs between his fingers.
"AAAHHH OOHH," she cried, whimpering from the pain/pleasure she was feeling as he played with her nipples. Each spasm from her nipples was triggering nerve endings in her pussy reminding her of how much she needed a really big cock... her husband's penis in her. He pulled her by her nipples towards him, thankfully releasing them when she was sitting up between his legs.
"Now wrap them big white titties around my black cock and give me a good titty fuck."
Jodi hefted her heavy E-cups with her hands and sat up on her knees while Shawn held his huge cock up for her. He withdrew his hand when she dropped her bosom in his lap and squeezed her breast flesh around his hard shaft. His giant black cock seemed to be the perfect match for her large bosom. The head and several inches still rose majestically from the tops of her breasts. She squeezed her breasts tightly around his cock and began to bounce them in his lap.
Shawn sat back on the deck propping himself up on his elbows so he could watch his ex-teacher titty fuck him. Jodi stared back at the black teen. It wasn't just his black cock that was perfect, but the rest of his chiseled physique looked like it belonged on a black-skinned Greek god. Shawn Wright was a black Adonis, with hard well-defined abs to a broad muscular chest and bulging biceps on his arms. The only thing ruining her god-like impression of him was his face. He was African black with Negroid features, large broad lips and a nose so big and flat it spread across his face. His hair was shaved down into a militant flat top. With the possible exception of his mother, no one would Find Shawn handsome though it was ruggedly masculine.
Jodi lowered her lips back to the tip and wrapped them around the bulbous head of his cock. Her pussy spasmed again with pangs of yearning made worse by the pleasure coming from her nipples. Her fingers had found her nipples and she was torturing herself by rolling them between her finger tips. She bounced her tits faster her head bobbing just as fast over the tip of Shawn's cock. It felt even bigger, stretching her throat out to the point she felt she might gag again. She ran her dilated pupils along Shawn's flat stomach and up over his six-pack abs. He was staring at her, smiling. He gave her a nod to show he was pleased with her sending more ripples of yearning throughout her needy pussy. "Fuck, Mrs. Hayes," he grunted throwing back his head so that all she could see of him was his chin and bull neck. "FFUUCCKK!!"
The explosion of cum caught her off guard, pouring down her throat and into her stomach. The jerking cock head threatened to make her gag so she pulled back another load of hot seed expanding through her mouth until her cheeks bulged out and his cum squirted out the sides of her lips. Her brain was registering how good he tasted just as the fear of being drowned by his semen caused her to release his spurting cock just in time to have another large wad of ejaculate plaster her face with his hot sperm. It was quickly followed by another wad that fell to splatter across the tops of her breasts. Her brain was now telling her she wanted to taste more of his delicious cum, so she lowered her lips back around his cock head just in time to get another mouthful. It didn't overwhelm her this time and she swallowed it and the next and the next. He kept cumming, his lessoning loads making it easier for her to let his seed register on her taste buds. She liked it. She loved it. Jodi dropped her breasts so that she could grab his shaft with both hands, jerking his cock to milk out as much of his seed as she could. Several more shots of sperm shot across her tongue. She moaned as she tasted more of his seed, her hands not stopping milking his cock until the final pearl formed on his urethra.
Jodi finally released Shawn's cock. It dropped like a felled redwood on his hard stomach, still erect, still a hard foot-long monster. The black teen had dropped to the deck laying on his back arms spread out like Jesus on the cross. All that she could see of him was his chest rising and falling. She licked her tongue around her mouth to lap of the rapidly cooling semen splattering her face. More gelatinous wads of his pudding thick semen were sliding down her breasts, to coat her erect nipples and drip into the water. "You do taste different," she said quietly, scooping some sperm off her cheek and licking it off her finger. It was cold now, not as good, but still tasty.
Shawn chuckled. "You like it, Mrs. Hayes?"
"Yeah," she replied. He was still staring up at the stars and couldn't see her licking his cum off her fingers. She quit not wanting him to realize how much she liked it. "It was good."
"Better than Mr. Hayes?"
Jodi paused, not wanting to answer and feeling ashamed of herself. She'd enjoyed the taste of Mike's cum earlier and last week, but now that she had something to compare it with, her husband's seed was weak and runny. "It was different," she stated again, not willing to give Shawn the pleasure.
"That's how a real man tastes, Mrs. Hayes." Shawn chuckled again. "Fuck that weed's some good shit. I've never busted a nut that big before."
Jodi closed her eyes, trying to will the fire in her pussy to go down. She felt Shawn's sperm sliding down her forehead, over her eyes and down her nose, its repulsive scent filled her nostrils yet she wanted more. Her pussy continued to contract and flutter, needing Mike's dick in her now more than ever. She was so horny it was maddening.
"Jodi, you're a mess," said Mike picking up her robe. She opened one sperm covered eyelid, blinking it and staring at her husband before sinking down into the water. "Jodi, no," he begged. "Not in the tub."
She held her breath, rubbing her hands across her face and breasts, trying to wipe the black man's semen off her. The water was hot, not helping to quell the heat in her body. She could feel her heart beat faster and faster and feared she might pass out. With a gasp, she stood up in the water.
Now it was Mike's turn to gasp. Jodi taught Greek mythology and they both had an interest in the subject. Jodi Hayes' emerging from the bubbling water reminded him of Aphrodite emerging from the sea froth created by the semen from Uranus' testicles. Only Mike's wife was emerging from the water after being covered by Shawn Wright's sperm. Mike had never seen her look more sexy or beautiful.
Jodi climbed out of the tub. He could see that she was flushed and breathing heavily. Her lovely red hair was wet, hanging down and clinging to her shoulders. Her bare breasts glistened in the light, nipples still rock hard and puffing out her pink areolae. Next came her flat sexy belly and thin waist, followed by her only garment. The thin piece of cloth barely covering her pubic mound and clinging tightly to her matted strip of red pubic hair. She stepped out of the tub, showing off her well-rounded bare ass cheeks. Jodi stumbled across the deck, ignoring the robe he held up for her, Mike not wanting her to wear it anyway. His eyes ran down her sleek bare back, staring at her bare ass with just the barest patch of cloth rising from between her white cheeks to turn into the string of her panty. She turned her dilated eyes on him. "Mike, I need you to fuck me right now." She held out her hand for her husband.
Mike dropped the robe and looked down at the big black man laying spread eagled on his deck. "There's your weed. Go home," he said, just as Jodi pulled him hard towards the door.
Shawn turned his head and watched them enter their house. Mrs. Hayes was pulling her husband so hard; he didn't even get the sliding glass door all the way closed let alone lock it Shawn grinned and climbed to his feet on their deck. Again, his cock dropped like a felled redwood, but this time it was sticking straight out again, still hard as a rock. His eyes followed the couple as Jodi pulled her husband up the stairs.
**********
Jodi turned around facing him as soon as they reached their bed. She released his hand, her hands falling to pinch the strings on her thong panty and pull the knots loose. The front fell down revealing her red pubes before dropping to her feet. "Jesus, honey," he groaned, his hands coming up to squeeze and caress her beautiful breasts. She moaned. He froze as his fingers ran through something stringy. He almost pulled his hands off her in distaste when he realized her tits were covered in Shawn's stringy coagulated semen. She leaned up and kissed him on the nose, his eyes focusing on more stringy semen on her cheeks and a large piece on the bridge of her nose making it look like she had a crease between her eyes.
Jodi fell back on the bed and scrambled back. "Oh god," groaned Mike, staring at her as she spread her legs open for him. Her hand came down spreading her pussy open, his conservative strait-laced wife now looked like a Penthouse or Hustler pinup. He'd never had this good a view of her body before.
"Hurry, Mike," she said, her hips were already making little thrusts up like she was imagining him inside her.
Mike couldn't get his bathing suit off fast enough. His rock-hard penis sprang up from being caught in his suit and he eagerly brought one knee up on the bed as soon as his suit fell to his feet. He was staring hungrily at his wife's pussy, his aching dick needing this as much as she did. As he moved to kneel between her legs, a voice made him freeze.
"STOP!"
Jodi gasped as Shawn strolled into their bedroom, his hard black cock bobbing in front of him.
"What the hell," growled Mike, angrily. "Get the fuck out of my house."
"Shut up, white boy. This ain't over till I say it is." Shawn walked towards the bed. Both men noticed Jodi's eyes were focused on his huge black cock. "Get on all fours, Mrs. Hayes. I want to see yo husband fuck you from behind."
"She doesn't like it that way," said Mike, watching his wife roll over on her stomach to get on all fours, still staring at Shawn's cock. He scooted back off the bed and stood on the edge as she backed towards him. Mike stared at her rear end realizing this was the first time he'd ever seen her asshole. The few times she agreed to this position it had been dark. Her sphincter was a pretty little puckered rosebud, perfectly clean. His hard dick was pointing between her legs at her wet slit. He could see her distended clitoris, swollen like a miniature penis with arousal dripping off it, and below that her wispy red pubes were sticking out.
"If you could fuck her with that little white penis like she needs to be fucked, she'll like it in any position, white boy." Shawn stared at Mike and Jodi. They stared back at him like they were waiting for his instructions. "Well, what are you waiting for? Put it in her."
Jodi practiced yoga to stay in shape and always found this pose difficult. It was called the cow pose because when you arched your spine, it looked like a cow's udders. Her problem with the pose was that in this position her pendulous breasts actually hung down like udders. Their weight wanting to pull her down to the top of the bed. It was bad enough in her workout clothes, but nude with her tits hanging freely she could really feel their weight. Also, they were so big, her distended nipples were scraping along the top of the bed sending more sexual stimuli to her pussy. "Hurry Mike, I need it."
Mike needed it just as bad, but found having the black man watch them intimidating. He lined his dick up, for once his view allowed him to enter her without her needing to guide it in. Mike groaned as he sank his prick into her sopping wet pussy. Her pussy felt like a furnace in was so hot, the wet heat feeling incredible around his dick.
"Yessss," she sighed, the emptiness finally getting satisfaction. Mike grabbed her hips and started pulling her back into his thrusts. This was exactly what she needed. He'd never felt so good inside her. Her breasts swayed heavily beneath her as she rocked under the thrusts of his dick. Their upward sways pulled her forwards and Mike's prick popped out of her a few times, but he quickly replaced it.
Jodi straightened her back and let the weight of her breasts carry her torso down to the bed, entering the extended puppy yoga pose. Her arms thrust out before her like a Muslim in prayer as she kneeled with her rear end thrust up. Jodi moaned with pleasure as this angle made Mike feel like he was penetrating her deeper, filling more of her empty void. "Yes, Mike. Fuck me. Fuck me." He grabbed her hips so he couldn't pop out while increasing his thrusts. "Harder, honey."
"You heard Mrs. Hayes," grunted Shawn, "give it to her harder".
Jodi raised her head and turned it sideways at the sound of the black teen's voice. Shawn's hard cock was dangling above her face. He grabbed the middle and bent it down so that the head was touching her nose.
Mike thrust his dick back and forth into his wife's hot pussy. He couldn't keep up this pace much longer and without the fuck weed, he'd have already shot his load. Watching his wife nuzzle the head of the black man's cock wasn't helping either. Her lips were pursing to kiss the head, and sometime her tongue flickered out to lick the crown.
"You want it harder, Mrs. Hayes?" asked Shawn.
"Yes," she hissed, "Harder. I want it harder."
"Can't go any harder," grunted Mike, sweat running down his forehead.
"You want it deeper, Mrs. Hayes?" Her lips followed Shawn's cock head as he stepped back out of their reach.
"Deeper, I want it deeper," she moaned. It was true she wanted more inside her, a lot more. "Deeper Mike," she pleaded. She needed it harder and deeper to make her cum. She needed to cum.
"It's all in, Jodi. Can't give you anymore." He was breathing heavily. "Gonna cum, babe."
"No, not yet," she begged. "More. I want more. Deeper. I need to cum."
"Oh fuck," moaned Mike, throwing back his head as the sperm welled up in his balls. "I'm gonna cu... Gurk!" The strong hand grabbed him by the back of the neck, yanking him back and shoving him out of the way.
"Nooooo," she pleaded, her pussy clenching down around Mike's retreating penis. Her cry of desperation quickly turned into a, "Yesssssss," as the opening to her pussy stretched open further than before. "That's it Mike, you're doing it to me baby," she cried with pure joy as her pussy expanded out around the thrusting cock until her orgasm erupted from her womb soaking the new intruder as the thrust pushed it deeper then Mike's penis had ever gone before. Strong manly hands pulled her back into the large thrusting cock. Her eyes watched confused as her naked husband stumbled past her, his penis jerking and spitting out little wads of semen as he tried to catch himself from falling.



Jodi's pussy squeezed Shawn's cock as it pulled back, but his next thrust had her cumming all over his cock again as it hit eight inches and she kept cumming at nine inches. The pleasure was overwhelming and though her mind tried to deny that her black former student was now fucking her, she couldn't deny that Shawn's big black cock was filling her needy pussy like her husband's smaller penis never could. Shawn's cock was both a blessing and a curse. Each time he thrust it inside her gave her the satisfaction she so desperately needed, but it was also reaching her deeper and stretching her out more, resizing her pussy so that there were even more areas inside her that needed to be filled. Jodi's yearning emptiness felt even worse each time Shawn pulled his cock back, but when he slammed it forward, she felt more satisfied than ever before as it went deeper and deeper until she was having one long continuous orgasm. Just when she thought he couldn't go any deeper, he angled his cock up and pushed the last few inches inside her, those final inches giving her the biggest orgasm of her life as she squirted her arousal out around the base of his cock.
"Jodi, what are you doing?" asked Mike.
Jodi looked at her husband, with a lazy smile on her face. Her orgasms had left her so shaky; she couldn't have moved if she wanted to. "Mmmm," she just moaned at him.
Mike glanced at Shawn. The black man was still, holding her hips with his cock buried to the root inside Jodi's pussy. "Honey, think about what you're doing," he tried to reason with her. Mike was well aware that Shawn had just made Jodi cum, but he wasn't aware of exactly how satisfying it had been to her. He couldn't understand was she wasn't screaming out in pain either. "Another man's inside you."
"Mmmm," she mumbled again. "I'm so full, Mike. It's so big! So good!"
"It's one of your former students." Mike lowered his voice adding, "He's black!"
Shawn chuckled. "That's why it's so big."
"He's not wearing a condom," Mike added in a low voice. "You're not protected. You need to stop this."
"Oh god," she groaned, slowly coming to her senses. This wasn't good. It wasn't good at all. Shawn Wright had been one of the students that had made her life miserable and question being a teacher. He was a thug drug dealer for Christ's sake. And he had the biggest, blackest, most satisfying cock she'd ever experienced. "You're right," she groaned. "We need to stop. Please, Shawn, pull it..."
"What chu mean? Like this?" he asked.
Jodi gasped in horror as the giant cock slowly withdrew from her pussy. "Nooo," she moaned. The void inside her, the feeling of emptiness that raw aching void, swiftly returned, but now worse than ever as Shawn's big black cock had expanded her pussy and awakened new nerve endings. Mike had it backwards. It wasn't painful when he was inside her, it was painful when he wasn't. "Nooo, put it back in," she begged.
"Make up yo mind, Mrs. Hayes," he growled. "You want it in?"
"YYEESS!!" She screamed as he slammed it forward.
"Or you want it out?" He slowly withdrew his cock.
"IN IN," she pleaded. "Put it back in."
Mike looked down at the black man. He'd pulled most of his cock out, with just half the swollen head, spreading her pussy lips open. The black shaft was dripping wet with her arousal. "Jodi, no."
"Please, Mike. Just this once. I need it so bad."
Shawn laughed. It looked like he was teasing her with the tip of his cock, working just the head around inside her, the swollen glans rubbing back and forth along her engorged clit. "At least make him wear a condom."
"Not gonna wear no condom and I ain't pullin out neither. I'm a gonna bust a nut deep in this married white pussy and seed it real good."
"OOHH FFUUCKK!" she groaned, bucking her ass to get more of his cock inside her. "It's safe Mike. I can't have kids. Let him fuck me."
"We don't know that," he lied. He'd had his sperm tested and was devastated that he was the infertile one. And much to Mike's shame, he hadn't had the guts to tell her.
"Not his choice, Mrs. Hayes," grunted Shawn. "It's yo choice. You want dis?" He slowly buried his cock. "Or not?" he slowly withdrew it again.
"Screw it," she hissed, giving her husband a downright hateful stare. "Fuck me, Shawn."
"What do you want Mrs. Hayes?"
"I want you to fuck me, hard and deep."
"With what, Mrs. Hayes?"
"With your big black cock. Fuck me with your big black cock."
"You gonna take my seed?"
"Yes, dammit. I want your seed. Just fuck me." She turned her head away from her husband and buried it in the mattress in shame. "AAAHH!" she cried into her sheets as he went balls deep back in her pussy. "It's so big. So big," she mumbled.
Shawn fucked her hard slamming the entirety of his 12 inches inside her. He grunted. "Me and the boys called you teach TILF back in class, Mrs. Hayes."
"Oh Oh Oh," she groaned.
"We all voted you the teacher we'd most like to fuck and here I is fucking you."
"Yes, fucking me," she mumbled. "Fucking me so good." At least she didn't have to look at him, stare at his ugly black face. As soon as she'd had the thought, it was like Shawn had read her mind, pulling back until his cock sprang free of her pussy, her yearning agony to be filled returning.
"Roll over, slut," he ordered.
Jodi was still shaky from the orgasms and took longer than she wanted to turn over. She had to scoot back on the bed as Shawn climbed on and kneeled between her legs. He cupped his strong arms under her knees and raised her ass off the mattress. His wet cock rose up between her thighs and over her pubic mound. Jodi found herself slowly thrusting her hips up trying to reach the head of his cock.
"What are you waiting for?" he asked.
Jodi sat up, reaching out for Shawn's black cock. She wrapped her fingers around it and bent it back down to her pussy. He pushed it between her fingers and she whimpered as the huge head pushed its way back inside her, back where she wanted it, back where it belonged. She laid back down, closing her eyes and raising her hips into his thrusts.
"Look at me," ordered Shawn. "I want you to see who's fucking you."
Jodi opened her eyes and stared at the well-built black torso between her thighs. She couldn't help but be impressed by his musculature. His taut stomach tightened up each time he pulled back and each time he pushed deep, waves of satisfaction radiated out from her womb.
"Who's fucking you, Mrs. Hayes?"
"You are."
"Say my name."
"You are, Shawn. You're fucking me."
"Do I fuck you better than Mr. Hayes?"
Jodi groaned, sparing a glance at her sullen husband, standing nude nearby staring sadly at their conjoined bodies. "Yes, Shawn. You fuck me better than my husband."
Shawn snorted when Mike gave a dejected groan of defeat. "What am I fucking you with?"
"Oh god, Shawn," she moaned, humping his cock faster. Her hands were digging into the bedspread, gripping it tightly. "Big black cock. You're fucking me with your big black cock."
"What fucks you better than your husband?"
"Big black cock. Big black cock. Fuck me with your big black cock Shawn. Oh Fuck! Cumming!"
Shawn grinned in triumph as she came hard all over his cock. He adjusted his arms under her knees and started pumping faster, his cock making a squishing sound each time he sank it in her.
A change swept through Jodi as she came down from the big orgasm. She stared in awe at the black youth that made her cum so hard. She'd never find him handsome, but suddenly the contrast between his dark black skin and her voluptuous pale white body turned erotic. He wasn't handsome, but he was sexy in an animalistic way. She wished she could reach up and run her hands across his hard muscular chest. She hadn't wanted to look at him, but now she was unable to take her eyes off him. It was so sexually stimulating, so hot, so sexy... "Oh fuck!" she squealed, cumming again.
Jodi collapsed; her orgasms were draining her. All she could do was stare at the sweaty muscular black man, letting out little, "Oomphs!" each time he pushed his cock in.
"Getting close, Mrs. Hayes," he grunted. Sweat beaded his forehead and his broad flat nose was flaring making her think of a black bull. "Gonna bust a nut in that white pussy." Shawn leaned down over her, bracing his hands on both sides of her chest. Her legs were now sticking straight up, practically on his shoulders. His hips were a blur as he was slamming his cock in and out of her as fast as he could go. "Here it cums. Gonna knock chu up, Mrs. Hayes."
Shawn grunted, pulling back and holding his cock still for a second with only the head inside her. Then he slammed it balls deep, his bellow sounding like a bull's, his semen erupting from his heavy balls and filling her fertile womb with his prolific black seed.
Jodi came back to life, her hips bucking up repeatedly into his cock as he filled her with his cum. Another orgasm centered in her womb rocked her body with waves of pleasure. He gave several hard thrusts coating the insides of her pussy with semen. Shawn pulled back, her pussy squeezing and contracting around his shaft to entice more sperm from his balls. His cock exited her pussy, flying up and shooting long strands of semen across her breasts and belly.
He lowered himself down, nearly bending her in half, long enough to mash his broad black lips against her pink ones. His tongue slid into her mouth as he kissed her and she kissed him back. "Thank you," she whispered, planting kisses all over his lips. "Thank you." He pushed himself back up and finally climbed off her.
Jodi laid still, panting heavily, staring at her ceiling. Her womb and pussy were so full of Shawn's voluminous semen, she no longer felt empty inside. His cum was exactly what it took to satisfy her needs. She could barely move, but she still managed to raise her hands up to her body and rub his semen into her breasts and belly like it was skin lotion.
"You're done. Now get out," said Mike trying to stand up to the giant black man. Jodi glanced at her husband. He looked ridiculous with his skinny frame trying to act tough to the muscular black man towering over him. Mike's penis had shrunk and was probably only three inches long now. Shawn's cock was still swollen and a foot long, sticking straight out from his crotch and still dribbling semen.
Shawn looked over at Mike. "It's late. Got a guest room?"
**********
Shawn had helped himself to a beer out of the fridge and made himself a ham sandwich while Mike got the guest bedroom ready. The black man sat at the dinner table, his huge cock hanging down over the chair. He never bothered to dress, but grabbed his clothes and the brick of weed off the deck, carrying them up to the spare bedroom, his heavy cock slapping back and forth from thigh to thigh.
"We have church in the morning, so be gone by the time we get up," said Mike, leaving the room. Shawn didn't answer him. He just laid down on top of the covers with his plump penis hanging over his thigh and his arms behind his head.
Mike locked his bedroom door just as Jodi was getting out of the shower. He knew the lock wouldn't stop Shawn from breaking into the room, but it made Mike feel slightly safer. He half thought about dragging a dresser over to block the door. Jodi came into the room with a towel wrapped around her body and another in her hair, she was humming happily. Jodi froze staring at the bed.
Mike glanced at the bedspread. It was bunched up where her body had laid with little raised areas where her hands had gripped the bedspread. The color was darker where her thighs had been, it was still wet around a pool white. She leaned over and pulled the cover off. "I'll wash it tomorrow," she told him sheepishly.
Jodi waited for him to turn the light off before she unwrapped her towel and climbed into bed next to him. She rolled over and was instantly asleep. Mike laid on his back staring at the ceiling images of his wife and Shawn running through his brain. He didn't think he'd ever sleep, but must have dozed off after an hour, waking up again when he heard a noise. There was a click as Jodi unlocked the door, then she slowly pulled it open and crept out of the bedroom.
Mike laid back down. Maybe she was using the hall bathroom to poop and didn't want to disturb him? Maybe, she was hungry and going downstairs for a snack. Maybe she wanted to fuck their black guest again? No, that wasn't her, but then the fuck weed was still in their systems and last weekend it had lasted about 36 hours. He waited, staring at the door, giving her another ten minutes, but she didn't return. He got out of bed and followed her out the door.
Mike heard the grunts and moans coming from Shawn's room, the second he stepped into the hall. Shawn's door was open and the light was on. Of course, it was, he'd want to see her body while he fucked her and she hadn't made him turn it off. Jodi had waited for Mike to turn the light off before she'd dropped her towel, but Shawn got to fuck her with the lights on.
Mike crept up to the door and peeked in. The sight in front of him was very erotic. They were fucking on top the bed, Jodi riding his cock hard enough to make the bed creek. Her back was arched, thrusting her breasts out while the black teen squeezed her pale breast flesh moving his lips from nipple to nipple as he sucked her erect nubs between his lips. Watching them fuck was one of the sexiest things he'd ever witnessed. Their bodies were better than any porn stars he'd ever seen and they looked like they belonged together. The contrast between their skin tones was very sensual. Mike winced, feeling the tug as his hard penis strained out from his body once again.
Mike grimaced not wanting to jerk off while watching his wife, but the fuck weed enhanced orgasms were too good to pass up. He spit in his hand and started stroking his erect prick, trying to pretend the gorgeous woman riding the black cock wasn't his wife.
"You remember giving me that D in yo class, Mrs. Hayes?" asked Shawn, bucking his hips so she bounced harder up and down his shaft.
"Yes, yes," she moaned, Mike wasn't sure if she was moaning in pleasure or answering his question.
"Now I'm giving you the D. Giving you the big D, Mrs. Hayes."
"Yes, Shawn. Give it to me. Give me all of your big D. It's making me cum. AAAAHHHH!!" Her back arched further as she creamed all over his cock. "Oh god, I love your cock so much," she told him sitting in his lap as she came down from her orgasm. "Thank you," she said, sincerely, leaning down and kissing her black lover. The gorgeous red hair hanging down covering their faces could only have belonged to Jodi and Mike couldn't pretend it was any other woman but his wife. Yet, he couldn't stop stroking his prick.
Jodi started bouncing in his lap again. "Work that white pussy," ordered Shawn slapping her ass. Jodi groaned, rocking her hips forward and back as she rode his cock. "This is my pussy now, Mrs. Hayes."
"Your pussy," she whimpered.
"Say my name."
"This is your pussy, Shawn. My pussy belongs to Shawn Wright." Jodi started shaking as she bounced up and down. "Damn you, Shawn. I love it! Fuuuuck! Fuck your pussy." She collapsed on top of him, another strong orgasm rocking her body.
Mike's penis twitched. He cupped his hand over the head, catching his semen in his palm so he wouldn't stain his carpet. He shot several strong spurts into his hand, holding his lips shut so that he didn't groan out loud and alert his wife and her former student, not that they would have heard him over their own noise. The orgasm was so good he couldn't regret watching his wife cheat on him. His semen filled his palm when normally it barely filled a teaspoon.
"Can't move," groaned Jodi, still collapsed on Shawn's chest.
Shawn lifted her slightly and started pumping his cock in and out of her, bucking his hips as fast as he could.
"Ooomph! Ooomph! Fuck. Fuck. Fuck me. Fuck me. Fuck me, Shawn. You fill my pussy up so good, baby. It loves your big black cock. Keep fucking me. Never stop fucking me."
"Gonna bust a nut."
"Give it to me, baby. Gimme your cum. My pussy wants your seed, baby." Jodi sat up again, slamming her pussy down into Shawn's thrusting cock.
"UUNNHH!" grunted Shawn loudly, bucking hard and nearly sending Jodi flying off his cock. Mike saw nearly all of Shawn's foot long shaft appear with waves of white semen pouring down his shaft. It quickly disappeared as Jodi slowly sank back down into his lap, his huge balls filling her womb again and rocking her body with a final orgasm.
Mike crept back to his room and washed his cum off his hands in the bathroom. He slipped back under the cover, waiting for his wife to come back, but she didn't return to their marital bed. A few hours later, he heard the moaning and squeaking start back up. His dick got hard again. This time he just masturbated in bed, still impressed with the amount of semen his balls were pumping out, but it paled to the volume Shawn's giant balls produced.
Jodi hadn't returned when he got up the next morning. He showered and dressed for his golf game. When he passed Shawn's room, Jodi was laying between Shawn's legs, hungrily sucking his cock. Mike felt his penis stir, but it didn't harden. "Here it cums, slut. I want chu to swallow all my nut," grunted Shawn, head raised as he watched her. Mike didn't stop to watch, but kept going downstairs to make breakfast.
Not much later, Mike heard the thudding of heavy footsteps coming down the stairs. Shawn was dressed with his hood up making him look like a criminal. He sat the brick of weed on the table and pulled Jodi's plate of pancakes, bacon, and eggs over to him. "Hey, that's my wife's," complained Mike, watching Shawn dig into them. The black man didn't quit eating long enough to respond.
Jodi slowly made her way downstairs. She was dressed for church and looked tired. Her dress was one of her most conservative, a bland gray that covered her from neck to ankles. Small gray heeled shoes hid her feet. Throw a habit on her head and she could pass for a nun. It buttoned down the front, the material thick enough it hid her prominent nipples. Her breasts pushed the top out, but it was so shapeless, her front looked distended, making her look like she had a big belly. She walked up to the table just as Shawn pushed her plate of food away.
"Sorry, he ate your breakfast," said Mike, glaring at the black youth.
Jodi smiled. "That's okay, I'm pretty full," she said, resting her hand on her stomach. She turned to look at Shawn and her smile widened, lighting up her face as she stared at him.
"Shit, I gotta go," said Mike, checking his watch. He rose from the table, glanced at Shawn and then at his wife. "Are you okay if I leave?" he asked, not wanting to leave his wife alone with the black man.
"Of course, don't keep your friends waiting," she replied. "I need some water and I'll be right behind you."
Mike hesitated again. He didn't want to leave his wife alone, but then he didn't want Jodi leaving the black man alone in their house either. No telling what he'd steal. "You need a ride somewhere, Shawn?"
"Nah, I'm good, Mr. Hayes," said Shawn.
"Fine, then I guess I'm off."
"Have a good game, hon," said Jodi, coming over and giving him a kiss on the lips. Mike tried not to look disgusted as he pictured those same lips wrapped around Shawn's black cock just minutes ago. Their lips parted. He stared at her beautiful face. Her lovely green eyes sparkled around the penumbra of her still dilated pupils. In the mirror earlier, his were slightly dilated, but almost normal. The fuck weed seemed to affect women longer or at least it stayed in Jodi's system longer.
"Have a good day of worship," he told her. "Say a few prayers for us," he said, meaning it even though he didn't believe in prayer. Mike looked at Shawn. The black man's pupils were still big and round. "Don't be here when I get back," he told him more bravely than he felt.



Shawn just snorted, amused.
**********
Shawn stood up from the table, staring at Mrs. Hayes, unscrewing the cap on a bottle of water. A growing tent appearing under his pants. "What chu wearing, Mrs. Hayes?"
She lowered the bottle. "One of my outfits for church, Shawn."
"But chu ain't going to church today."
Jodi looked at him confused. "I ain't... I'm not?"
"I ain't done with chu, Mrs. Hayes." Shawn stood and pulled his hoody over his head.
Jodi's pussy gave a little squirt of arousal the second her eyes gazed on his fit chest. "I... I.. I really need to repent, Shawn. I need..." Her gaze lowered, gulping as Shawn pushed his pants down and his twelve-inch black cock sprang straight up. "Need to pray for Jesus' forgiveness." Jodi looked up fearfully as a nude Shawn Wright stepped up and towered over her. His hands coming up towards her throat!
"Look at this shit," he growled, digging his fingers into her blouse. "This looks like something my grandmother would wear. She'd met Shawn's grandmother at a parent teacher conference. The woman was stern and dressed in plain gray. She was stuck raising her good for nothing grandson because his dad hadn't stuck around and his mom was a whore. She'd been a driving force in getting the special needs program shut down unleashing all the ill-behaved black teens back into regular classes. She hadn't liked Jodi Hayes very much, accusing her of being a racist for forcing all the black teens into remedial classes where they'd never have a shot at a decent future.
Shawn yanked his hands apart, sending buttons flying around the kitchen. Her ruined top fell on each side of her bra covered torso. "Now that's what I'm talking about," he said, eyes sweeping down approvingly at her body, brows furrowing as he took in her plain heavy bra. He undid the hook between her breasts, sending the cups flying off to the sides like her tits had been straining to be free. "You got a body that belongs on the pole Mrs. Hayes, yet chu dress like a nun." He lifted her onto the edge of the kitchen table, hands working to undo the long gray skirt. "No more, ya hear me?"
Jodi nodded, raising her hips to help him pull her skirt off. She'd never been man handled like this and her pussy had turned into Niagara Falls. Her areolae were raised off her heaving breasts as she approached peak arousal. She'd been satisfied the last time Shawn fucked her, but the empty feeling had started to return while sucking him off this morning, growing as she dressed for church, and now it was so strong, she was aching with need for him again. She stared down hungrily at his protruding cock.
"I want chu dressed sexy from now on. Show off dat bod a little. Why you hidin this shit?" He stared down at her plain white granny panties and shook his head. The hem rose up to her navel. They were shapeless and baggy, but the crotch was showing a rapidly growing wet mark.
To Jodi's surprise, Shawn turned and walked away from her. He pulled a knife out of a block on the counter, examined it before putting it back and pulling out another. He turned back to her with the second knife in hand, a sharp slicing knife. Shawn walked back up between her legs and laid the knife flat on her upper thigh, running it up, the point slipping under her panty. Jodi trembled as the blade slid over her red pubic hair. She could see the knife's outline raised up beneath her panty. He slid it over to her thigh and pushed up, the point rising above the hem. With a swift cutting motion, he twisted the knife up and cut through her panty. He could have pulled them off her at this point, but instead Shawn chose to pull the cut end tight and slice the knife through the other side of the panty. He dropped the knife.
"Look at that pretty little ginger kitty," he said, running his fingers through her whisps of red pubic hair while his thumb worked its way up and down her wet slit, stoking the fires in her pussy. With his other hand he pulled her ruined panty out from under her. "You got any more of these, throw dem out," he ordered. Jodi's nod wasn't enough for him. "Say my name!"
"Yes, Shawn."
"Buy some slutty underwear for me. Show off dat whooty."
"Whooty?"
Shawn smacked his palm down of the side of her ass. "White booty. Buy some clothes to show off dat ass."
"Yes, Shawn."
"Good girl." He leaned forward, his thumb pushing into her pussy while he kissed her. She kissed him back, moaning as his thumb felt good, but it only reminded her of how empty the rest of her pussy was. She slowly started humping it wanting more inside her. Shawn broke the kiss, moving his head down, his lips wrapped around her right nipple, he violently sucked the end of her tit into his mouth. Jodi gasped humping his thumb harder. Her wet nipple sprang free of his lips and she fell back on the table as he kissed her navel before squatting, his tongue replacing his thumb in her pussy.
Considering he was only nineteen, the black kid was a skilled pussy eater. It only took seconds for her to start moaning and humping his thrusting tongue. Her belly undulated down towards the thrusts of his skilled tongue each time he wiggled it deep inside her. She raised her head to look down her body, a ball of warmth growing in her womb as she saw him staring back up at her while chowing down on her pussy. They stared into each other's eyes as the ball of warmth turned into a hot burning sun that suddenly went supernova, the orgasm rocking her body and making the table shake.
Shawn jerked his head back the moment his own seed touched his tongue. He watched the gooey mess pour from her pussy to drip on the kitchen floor, her orgasm having released it from being trapped in her womb. He felt his hard cock twitch. She was ready for a refill.
When Jodi recovered from her latest orgasm, Shawn's beefy hands were wrapped around her ankles, holding her legs up and his cock head was pushing its way inside her. He worked it in and out a few times, probing deeper with each thrust. She was taking him easier each time they fucked, her pussy slowly adjusting to his big black cock. He grunted as he buried his cock balls deep inside her.
"Jesus, it's so big," she moaned, thrashing her head from side to side. Ripples traveled down her normally taut stomach as her belly began undulating downwards towards the root of his cock. In a daze, Jodi raised her head and stared down her body at her rippling belly. A large bulbous lump bulged out her stomach well above her navel. As she stared, the bulge began traveling back down towards her crotch before reversing to push its way back deep. "Oh Jesus," she groaned again, her head thumping back down on the table as Shawn picked up speed with his thrusts. Her hips raised into his thrusts. "Jesus. Jesus," she mumbled again and again. "Oh Jeesss...FFUUCCKK!" Her hips leaped off the table into his thrusting cock as she came hard around the thick shaft.
Shawn laughed. "That's it, Mrs. Hayes. My big black cock will make you cum to Jesus more than yo church would."
Jodi had to agree. The orgasms Shawn's cock gave her were borderline rapturous. They exhausted her, but each time she came filled her with a joyful ecstasy that made her want to have even more. She did have more as Shawn fucked her hard and fast for a good fifteen minutes before he buried his cock deep, filling her womb with another large load of his hot seed. Her final orgasm left her with a feeling of euphoria as the heat from his semen spread throughout her pussy, warming her entire body. Again, his voluminous load was exactly what her body needed to fill the empty void inside it.
**********
"What's amatta Mikey, that hot wife of yours keep ya up all weekend again?" Creepy Eddie's deep-set eyes taunted him their stare.
Mike rolled his eyes as his golfing buddies laughed at him. "Actually, she did," he replied, truthfully. His friends all stared at him jealously wishing they were the ones not hetting any sleep while sharing a bed with the stunning Jodi Hayes. If only they knew. "Sorry, guys. I'm not feeling it today," said Mike. "I need to go home and get some sleep."
"Or do ya prefer to put your balls into a different hole again?"
More laughs.
"Next week, guys." Mike waved and threw his bag over his shoulder.
Truthfully, he hoped he could get some sleep when he got home, but he didn't trust the black teen not to steal something from them. His mind filled with images of coming home to a ransacked and looted house, Jodi laying on the floor covered in semen. His foot pressed down harder on the gas, trying to get him home faster.
Mike parked the car and dropped off his clubs in the garage, taking the garage door into their kitchen. He froze, staring at their kitchen table. Their breakfast plates were askew and there was a pool of liquified semen on the edge of the table with some dripping down to an even larger pool on the floor. Jodi's church attire was strewn about the floor. He scanned the room. Her panty was near the pool of semen. It had been destroyed. Her unhooked bra was hanging over one of the chairs. Small objects were scattered across the floor. He bent to pick one up. A button!
A scream came from the living room. Not one of fear, but one of pleasure.
They were at it again. The kitchen opened into the living room, but the living room was larger, their sitting area out of sight from where he was. Mike stood and walked into the other room. His stomach sank to see that she was still fucking the black teen, totally engrossed in what the big black cock was doing to her pussy.
Shawn was sitting in Mike's recliner. Jodi was sitting on Shawn's lap, reverse cowgirl, facing Mike, her hands on the chair arms pushing herself up and down the black man's large pole. She was wearing a weird looking black bra that exposed patches of her pale breast flesh. No, not a bra. Shawn's beefy hands were tightly clasped over her breasts. Her nipples were being squeezed between his fingers, bulging out like a squeezed balloon. She was bouncing so high, Mike could see nearly all the black man's foot long cock each time she pushed up. Shawn's cock was soaked with her arousal and orgasms.
"Oh Jesus! Oh Jesus," she squealed, eyes closed.
"That's it slut, cum to Jesus. Cum to Jesus."
Jodi had raised herself so much, Mike though he could see the frenulum of Shawn's penis. Liquid squirted out around her pussy lips before more fluid poured down Shawn's shaft. With a moan of pure pleasure, Jodi slowly sank her body down Shawn's cock until she was sitting in his lap. She seemed spent.
"Welcome home, white boy. How was your game?" asked Shawn.
Mike didn't answer. Jodi lazily opened her eyes long enough to smile at her husband before closing them again. She was out of it so Shawn took over. He released her tits and moved his hands under them grabbing her by the ribs. The muscular black man easily started lifting her up and down his shaft, doing all the work to get himself off.
Again, Mike was struck by how erotic the sight was before his eyes. Their perfect bodies looked like they belonged in a porn. Jodi's white body was normally flawless and was now except that Shawn's handprints had left red marks on her pale breast flesh. If only it wasn't Mike wife's perfect figure riding the black man's giant cock. Mike felt a pang at annoyance that they were also fucking in his chair. Only Mike sat there. It was his comfy chair, the man of the house's chair.
"Ohhhh!" Jodi groaned, suddenly coming back to life. Her hands came back down to brace herself on the armchair. Her hips started bucking as Shawn raised her up and down his shaft. "Ooooo. Oh. Cumming. I'm cumming again."
"Me too, slut," growled Shawn. He slammed her down into his lap causing them both to cry out. Mike could make out the bulge of Shawn's cock head under her stomach. It was throbbing, pumping her womb full of cum again.
"Noooo," she pleaded as Shawn raised her up his shaft again, trying to slam herself back down on his cock. As a good ten inches of Shawn's shaft appeared, Mike was sickened to see it covered in Shawn's frothy white seed, more flowed out around her pussy lips, running down his shaft. Just as the flow of black sperm was about to reach his balls, Shawn slammed her back down in his lap. "YYEESSS!!" she screamed, either from having another orgasm or from the prolonging of the previous one. He pumped a couple more wads into her before raising her up his shaft again.
This time he went too far or at least Mike guessed he went too far because Shawn grunted, "DAMN!" when he raised her to high and his cock popped out. He slammed her back down, this time his cock came free and between her thighs. The monster phallus was still spurting cum. Jets of his hot seed struck Jodi's chin and breasts. She grabbed his shaft, jerking the rest of his cum out while pushing her crotch against the base. The huge black cock blasted stream after stream of white semen out as Jodi frantically jerked it off while humping it. The jets were powerful enough, she held her head down and caught several wads in her open mouth. Just the semen Mike had watched it ejaculate was more than Mike had ever ejaculated in his entire life and Shawn's huge testicles had poured out even more into her womb. Those same testicles were hanging down over the footrest of Mike's recliner, covered in semen and Jodi's arousal, dripping sperm down the front of his chair and ruining his carpet.
Jodi dropped his cock and laid back on his chest, sighing in pleasure. Shawn's black hands wrapped around her rubbing his fingers into the wads of sperm covering her front. He spread his semen all over her tits and belly, coating her front with his seed. She moaned sliding her body beneath his moving hands. His cock stuck out over the chair for a few minutes as huge and monstrous as Mike had ever seen it, but slowly it throbbed with his pulse and deflated until it fell down over his ball sack against the footrest of the recliner.
Mike stood starring trying to gather the fortitude to throw the black thug out of his house. He relaxed when Shawn decided to leave on his own. "Move that whooty, slut," he grunted, slapping her thigh. She groaned, slowly and weakly rising. It wasn't fast enough for the black man. "I said move that whooty." He spanked her harder.
Jodi stood up and stumbled a few steps. Mike winced as he stared at the constant trickle of white fluid dribbling out between her legs and on their carpet. He stepped towards her and grabbed her arm, leading her into the kitchen where her leaking pussy would fall on the more easily cleaned linoleum. Shawn entered the kitchen. Jodi reached out and ran her hand over his hard chest, smiling at him, lovingly. He passed her and gathered his clothes up, pulling the hoody on first. He stepped into his pants, but kept it unbuttoned with his cock hanging out.
"Are we done here?" asked Mike.
"For now. I'll be back next week for the rest of your payment."
"Payment? You just fucked my wife!"
Shawn grabbed his brick of weed. "Dat was payment for one joint. You still owe me for two more. See this shit?" He held the weed up. "Until I get dese seeds planted, this is all the fuck weed there is. This bricks more valuable den gold."
"No! This is over or else."
Shawn walked over to Mike using his height to intimidate the much shorter man. "Or else what?"
"Just or else." Mike gulped.
Shawn actually turned away from him and walked away, but Mike couldn't believe he'd intimidated a man that seemed like he couldn't be intimidated. Shawn opened the front door and stood in it. "Tell ya what, white boy, lets have Mrs. Hayes decide whether I'm coming back or not. Come here, slut," he ordered.
Jodi was still weak as she stumbled towards the door and stood looking up at Shawn.
"Kneel!" He ordered and she fell to her knees in front of him. Mike was grateful the huge black man was blocking the view of his naked wife from anyone walking or driving past on the street. Jodi reached out for his cock still dangling out of his pants. Shawn slapped her hand away. He grabbed the root of his cock and stepped closer. He smacked his floppy cock on her face. "Do you want my cock again, Mrs. Hayes."
"God yes," she moaned, turning her head up so that he could smack her again. It must have hurt for she winced each time it hit her.
"Say my name!"
"I want it again, Shawn," she pleaded.
"Want what, slut?"
"Your big black cock. I want your big black cock, Shawn. Please come back and fuck me again."
Amazingly to Mike, Shawn's cock had started stiffening up again as he slapped it against Jodi's face. She licked her tongue up the underside until it reached the tip and she could wrap her lips around it. She sucked the tip as she looked up adoringly at him.
"Next time, slut. I gotta go get this shit planted." Her lips followed his retreating cock as he pulled it back. Shawn placed the bag with his weed between his bicep and chest so that he could use both hands to shove his huge shaft back in his pants. "This shit's amazing," he grunted. "What's yo number, slut?" He asked, pulling a phone out of his pocket.
"Jodi, no," Mike tried to intervene, but she relayed her number to him. He dialed her and they heard her phone ringing inside her purse in the kitchen.
"I'll call next week. Hey, the hot tub was fun. Let's do that again." He stepped outside leaving Jodi still kneeling in the doorway, naked and covered in his drying semen. He stopped and turned. "Hey, howsa about a little gratitude?"
"What?" asked Jodi.
"Aren't ya gonna thank me?"
"Thank you for fucking me, Shawn."
"What about you, white boy? Not gonna thank me for fucking yo wife?"
"Fuck no and fuck you," said Mike, not about to thank the black man. He grabbed Jodi's arm and tried to pull her out of the doorway before any of their neighbors saw her.
Shawn chuckled and turned, walking down their driveway to the street. He turned left, following their fence where he must have stashed a car when he jumped the fence last night. Jodi resisted Mike's tugs, only standing up and moving out of sight when Shawn had disappeared.
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Mike managed to lead her to the shower. He turned the water on, waited until it was hot, and helped her in. He watched her shower through the glass door, an erotic and sexy sight except for the fact that she was washing off another man's semen. When she was done, he held the towel for her and dried her off. It was another act that would have excited him under different circumstances. Afterwards, they took a long nap.
Mike fixed a quick dinner for the two of them. Mostly, they remained silent. She was starting to feel embarrassed and wouldn't look him in the eyes. Mike wasn't sure how he felt about the weekend. He didn't like it. He believed he could forgive Jodi for her behavior if the last 24 hours were all there was to it. He also knew that a lot of what had happened was his fault.
He thought she might feel better after taking a bath. It was something he'd come up with on her birthday. He called it, "the pampering". He prepared her a hot bubble bath with lavender bath salts and afterwards she'd laid down on her stomach on their bed and he massaged her. She hadn't let him turn the lights on, but he'd gotten to run his hands all over her body. She'd even turned over so that he could rub her front. The pampering had worked and she'd gotten aroused. He mounted her and made slow love to his wife. That had been a while ago, before he'd started having difficulties with erections.
This wasn't a romantic evening. He just thought a bath might relax her. She was grateful and stepped in the tub. Unusually, she had forgotten to shut and lock the door to the bathroom. It was open a crack and Mike decided to take a peek and check up on her, afraid she might have fallen asleep. Her head was back, resting on the rim, eyes closed. Her arm was in the water and it looked like her hand was between her legs. Her lips parted moaning slightly. She was playing with herself! The weed was still affecting her. He'd never thought of Jodi as a masturbator, but here she was fingering herself in the tub. She whimpered, arching her back enough he could see her nipples emerge from the water, suds covering parts of her breasts. He pulled back and slipped into bed, surprised to see, he was sporting a decent erection. The weed was still in his system too.
Her erection was gone by the time Jodi joined him in the bedroom. She sat on the bed and dropped her towel. Under different circumstances, he'd been thrilled to see she was nude. Jodi normally wore a pull over night gown. She looked sexy as hell in it, especially from the front where it clung to her breasts. She only removed it for sex and sometimes she only lifted it up to her waist during sex. Usually, she removed it just before he entered her and replaced it as soon as he was done.
Mike rolled over and stared at her sleek back. She was squirting skin cream into her palm and rubbing it into her breasts and chest. His penis stiffened a little, but shrank again when his mind pictured her rubbing Shawn's semen all over her skin. She leaned forward and did her legs.
"Want me to do your back?" he asked.
Jodi froze a second. She sat straight up and raised her wet red hair up off her shoulder. "Please?" she asked, reaching around her to hand him the lotion. He sat up and began rubbing the skin cream into her back while also massaging her shoulders and neck. She moaned softly, enjoying his touch. When he finished, he kissed her on the shoulder. "Thank you," she said. She turned the light out and slipped in beside him, sleeping nude in the bed for the first time since their honeymoon.
Mike woke several hours later to fingers caressing his dick. Jodi squeezed his prick, tugging on it. Her tugs turned to slow strokes as he hardened. She never initiated sex either, but here she was, gently jerking him off. When he was hard, she sat up, leaning down and taking his dick in her mouth. Mike moaned and ran his hands through her hair.
Jodi adjusted herself slightly. Her knees were up by him, her bosom pushed into his stomach as she bobbed her head over his shaft. Mike sighed and relaxed enjoying the feeling of being in his wife's hot mouth. He was relieved she still had any interest in his little penis after experiencing Shawn.
Jodi leaned further down, easily deepthroating his six-and-a-half-inch penis. She was nearly laying on him now and a few seconds later, she was raising one leg over him, her pussy just above his face. He was glad he couldn't see it, not sure what kind of shape it was in after getting fucked repeatedly by a foot long penis. She lowered it a little. Mike wanted to eat her. They'd never 69'd before and this was pretty exciting. He raised his nose to her pussy, fearing it would smell like spunk, but the only aroma his nostril inhaled was lavender from the bath. She smelled clean. He raised his tongue up and licked up her slit. Jodi jumped slightly, but moaned and pushed her pussy back into his tongue.
Mike slid his arms under her thighs and wrapped his hands around her waist pulling her back into his thrusting tongue. She humped him, sucking his dick harder. He was surprised he'd lasted this long or could still manage a strong erection. Her mouth felt great, lips tightly embracing his shaft to keep him hard. He could feel the cum welling in his balls. He switched tactics. Sucking her clit hard between his lips.
"YES!" she cried, raising her head off his dick. "Keep sucking my clit." She took him in her mouth again.
Mike sucked her clit like it was one of her nipples. She kept humping his face. Her anus must have been pushing into his nose, but even that smelled of lavender. Her cry was muffled by the dick in her mouth. Her thighs trembled and she came just as Mike quit sucking her slit and pushed his tongue back in her pussy.
It was like swallowing a raw oyster.
The thick pudding like substance slid down his tongue and into his mouth. What the hell? He thought, just as another oyster-sized wad of pudding shot into his mouth. It was hot, didn't taste all that bad, and it was like nothing he'd ever tasted before yet it still seemed familiar. She pushed her pussy hard into his mouth, her orgasmic contractions shooting out more of the pudding until his mouth was full. He couldn't breathe his nose was bent against her anus and her pussy was covering his mouth. Mike was forced to swallow, his mind realizing that what the substance was even as it was sliding down his throat. He tried to stop struggling a little, his wiggling tongue enticing out another wad of Shawn's sperm into his mouth. Mike came, thrusting his dick deep between Jodi's lips as he ejaculated, his moan muffled by her pussy. Another wad of semen slipped into his open mouth. Mike closed his throat and lowered his head from Jodi's pussy so that he could breathe through his nose. She wasn't done cumming and a final large wad of Shawn's seed, splattered across his face, covering his nostrils. The fresh lavender scent was gone and all he could smell was the ammonia-like stink of another man's cum.
Jodi slid off him. Mike rolled off the bed the second he was free and ran to the bedroom. The last wad was still rolling around on his tongue and he spit it out into the sink. He ran the hot water, but used a cold wet cloth to clean the semen off his face. He rinsed it off under the hot water and washed his face again. He wanted to gag. In the mirror, he could see Jodi sitting up on the bed, spitting out his semen into a dixie cup of water she kept on the nightstand. She looked as disgusted as he did even though she'd swallowed him last week and at least two loads of Shawn's semen over the last day.
Mike rinsed his mouth out with mouthwash and left the bathroom, switching places with Jodi. She also rinsed her mouth out with mouthwash before slipping back into bed.
The first rays of dawn were illuminating the room when he felt Jodi's hand on his dick again. This time she had a lot more trouble getting him hard. She pulled and tugged on his prick until it stiffened enough. She climbed on top of him, squeezing the base of his dick to make it hard enough to enter her. It did turn fully erect at the sight of his wife's nude body mounting his dick, but it quickly deflated after she'd only rode him a couple times. She bounded too high on the third and his dick slithered out. She squeezed his prick almost painfully until she could force the head back inside her and started humping him again. "Come on, Mike," she gasped. "Come on, baby. Deeper. I need it deeper. I need a cock, a big bl... Noooooo," she whimpered as Mike grunted, his limp dick leaking out a few meager drops of semen into her. "Dammit."
"Sorry," he said, feeling emasculated. This wasn't the first time this happened. This was common when he'd first started developing ED. He'd gotten her worked up enough she wanted sex only to disappoint her, cumming after a few strokes or losing his erection almost immediately. The pills had been like a miracle drug to him.
She tapped him a few times on the shoulder to tell him it was alright. Though it wasn't. They were both disappointed.
Jodi showered first and dressed for school in one of her figure hiding dresses. She beat him home from work that day. He entered the kitchen. She was sitting with her head in her arms. "Honey, are you okay?" he asked concerned.
Jodi raised her head. Her eyes were red and tears were running down her cheeks. She was a natural beauty and wore little makeup, but the little she wore was smeared. "Oh, Mike, I'm so sorry," she cried. "I don't know what came over me."
Mike held his arms open. "Come here."
Jodi stood up and ran into his embrace. She buried her head in his shoulder, still sobbing. "Can you forgive me? I behaved like a total slut."
"It's okay, honey. It's okay," he reassured her patting her on the back. "It wasn't you. It was the weed."
"It made me act like a slut, Mike." She shook in his arms. "I slept with one of my students, I... I... fucked a nigg... a black man." She shuddered violently.
Mike hugged her tighter. "It's as much my fault as yours. You were right I should have turned that weed in to the police."
Jodi broke the embrace. "Yes, you should have." Her green eyes stared back at him. They looked sad. They were red from crying.
Her pupils were normal.
Jodi went back to the table and sat down, laying her head in her arms. "I don't want to have anything to do with Shawn Wright again," she said into her arms.
Ironically, thought Mike, her face was right where Shawn had left a pool of cum on their table yesterday. Mike had wiped it up before dinner. "We could go away for the weekend?" he asked. This was her final week of school for the summer and they often took a weekend off.
"That would just delay it." She raised her head and smiled at him sadly. "And it might make him mad."
"We could call the cops. Maybe set him up?"
"A man like that has friends, Mike. They would hurt us if Shawn found out it was us. Plus, how long would he stay locked up on a marijuana charge?"
"Not long," sighed Mike. "It's not even illegal. A judge wouldn't care all that much that it's a new strain of weed. He'd be back on the street a day later."
"And really pissed off."
"And really pissed off," He agreed.
"I don't see an out, Mike. I'll pray every night that he doesn't come back, but if he does, he does."
"Jodi, if he keeps cumming inside you, you might get pregnant." She shuddered again, her entire body trembling. "And what's to stop him from coming back whenever he feels like it, even after we've paid him back?"
She shuddered again.
**********
The rest of the week passed like normal. Jodi came home Thursday after school in a good mood. It was the last student day and she wouldn't have to deal with the annoying brats for another three months. Plus, there was an opening for a second-grade teacher. She'd expressed interest to her boss and had a shot at transferring to another school with younger, better-behaved kids. The older her students got, the more she disliked them.
Friday was for teachers only and a half day. She planned on going shopping after work. The shadow of the approaching weekend hung over her with the possible return of Shawn to their home. Still, she hadn't heard a peep out of him since he left last Sunday. Maybe, her prayers were being answered?
Mike came home from work Friday, entering though the front door. He sighed when he saw the pile of bags on the couch. She warned him she was going shopping. He hoped she hadn't replaced the ugly church outfit Shawn had destroyed.
"Honey, I'm in the kitchen," she called.
Mike dropped his briefcase and walked towards the kitchen. He wanted to ask if she'd gotten the call they'd been dreading, but didn't want to ruin the mood if she hadn't. He froze in shock at the entrance to the kitchen. His first shock was that she was actually making dinner. He usually took her out Friday nights and mostly, he was the cook in the family. The bigger shock was over what she was wearing... yoga pants! Jodi didn't even wear yoga pants for yoga! The pants were clinging to her shapely legs and even more impressively, her well-rounded ass. Seeing Jodi wearing these were like a dream come true. She turned and approached him. His eyes transfixed on her bare navel. Above, her yoga pants she was wearing a white sleeveless halter. Her sexy shapely belly was fully on display. He could even see a dark bra through her top. Also surprising him, she was barefoot. He rarely saw her barefoot and she'd painted her toenails red. This was like a fantasy outfit to him. If his golfing buddies saw her wearing this, they'd be so jealous.
"I'm guessing you like?" she asked, standing on her tiptoes to kiss him.
"I like," he said, nodding, after kissing her. She returned to the counter where she was tossing a salad. Mike just stood there and stared happily at her ass. "Buy that today?"
She didn't turn around, but kept working. "Got this a couple days ago. I wore it out shopping."
Holy shit! She wore that out to the mall! "I can't believe you wore that out in public?"
Jodi sighed and turned around. "It wasn't easy. Every male I passed checked me out. A few tried to talk to me."
Of course, they did. Maybe his dream of her dressing sexier wasn't that good of an idea? "Did any bother you?"
"Just your buddy Eddie."
"You ran into Eddie?" Eddie was one of his golfing companions. He was a beady eyed little troll and nobody really liked him. No one remembered how he'd weaseled his way into their group either. Though he would certainly spread the word to his friends about how hot Jodi looked. Mike felt slightly pleased with this.
"No offense, Eddie's a little creepy. He kept staring at my belly."
"He's got a thing for bellybuttons."
"Told me I should get it pierced."
"That would be sexy," agreed Mike.
"I'll stick with just having my ears pierced, thank you." She turned back to the salad. "I was worried Eddie wasn't going to leave me alone. He practically followed me into the lingerie store, but luckily his wife showed up and dragged him off. She gave me a look over and apparently didn't approve of my new look.
"Diane's used to being the hottest woman in any group. I think her weight gain after her last baby's left her a little bitter. Wait, did you say lingerie store?"
"Yes. If you're a good boy, I might even let you see me in some of my new outfits."
"Oh, I'm a good boy," said Mike. "What's for dinner?"
"Salad," she replied.
"Just a salad? I'm pretty hungry." He looked down at the bowl. It was a large garden salad, but to be fair, there were several strips of chicken on it.
"I want you hungry."
"Oh yeah, why?" he asked, confused.
"Cause your pills are more effective on an empty stomach."
"Yeah," he said, chewing some lettuce. "They do work better... oh. OH!"
Jodi smiled at him.
Later, they watched a movie together on the couch. His stomach was growling and he was starving, but she was right. His ED meds did work better on an empty stomach. He got up halfway through the movie to take a couple pills. After the movie, he followed her upstairs, staring at her ass the whole time. As he watched her cheeks flexing with each step up the stairs his penis was already stirring. She looked great in yoga pants!
They stopped by the bed and faced each other. Jodi reached up and loosened his tie, pulling it off. Her hands unbuttoned his dress shirt, working their way down until his shirt was open. He lifted her halter over her head, stunned at the sight of her bra. It wasn't black, but a dark blue, it squeezed her breasts, displaying a lot of cleavage and showing off more breast flesh than any of her plain old bras.
Her panty matched the bra and as she stood before him in her new underwear, all he could think of was that she should have been an Instagram model. She needed to display her amazing body on social media. She couldn't look any more beautiful than she did at that mo... Jodi unhooked her bra. No, topless was better, way better, a lot better. And as she slid her panties down her legs and stepped out of them, Mike thought. Nude is the best of all. Women that looked as good as Jodi naked shouldn't wear clothes.
This great and amazing night only got better. Jodi laid down on top the bed, never turning the lights out. Mike mounted her. The head of his dick found its way into her pussy without any help and he found her warm and ready for him. His dick slid easily inside. They both groaned in pleasure at their mating.
Her pussy felt different. It was still hot and wet, but it's embrace wasn't as tight and even as he buried his dick inside her, he felt her channel continued on way past the maximum reach of his penis. Still, she seemed like she was enjoying it and she still wanted him even after she'd been stretched out by a much larger man. Maybe, when this mess was all over, her pussy would contract back to normal?
They made love for ten minutes and it was wonderful, some of the best sex they'd ever had. Mike and Jodi stared into each other's eyes, pausing to kiss passionately. He slowed down when he felt he was getting close, withdrawing most of his prick so that he could hunch over her and suckle her hard nipples. She writhed beneath him, humping her crotch into the head of his dick wanting him back inside her. He gave it to her, increasing the speed of his thrusts until he felt the cum welling up in his balls. "Getting close," he groaned.
"Not yet," she gasped. "Slow down."
Mike didn't slow down. He pulled back until his dick sprang free. It was twitching. He let it calm down, before pushing it back in. Jodi humped up into him. "Harder," she moaned.
Mike thrust harder, groaning as he felt his orgasm growing.
"Slow down," she begged.
"Do you want it harder or do you want me to slow down?" he asked, holding it inside her and letting the feeling in his balls fade.
"As hard as you can without finishing," she whispered. "I think I might."
The thought of making her cum thrilled Mike and he tried to give her what she wanted to the best of his ability. He worked his dick in hard, even slamming it forward, pausing and pulling it out to let it calm down. He waited a while, teasing the entrance to her pussy with the tip until he felt he could give it to her hard again. "Can't hold off much longer," he gasped.
"That's it Mike. Fuck me. Hard. Cum in me." He worked his dick in and out as fast as he could, the sperm welling in his balls again. "YES! Yes, Mike. I'm close, baby. Gonna cum. I'm gonna..."
BBBUUUZZZZZZ!
They both jumped at the noise as Jodi's phone jumped on the dresser nightstand the bed. Mike's final thrust shot several strong spurts of his seed inside her as he came. Jodi's approaching orgasm faded and went away. A look of frustrated resignation crossed her face. They both looked at each other and turned to look at the phone on the nightstand.



Mike pulled out. He had one of those huge erections, he got right after ejaculating. Jodi slid up and picked up her phone to look at the text. "It's Shawn," she said, looking at him crestfallen.
Mike's penis withered on the spot, shrinking down to only half its size.
"He's coming tomorrow at seven," she said gulping, her eyes staring at him, pleading for help.
Mike couldn't help noticing that even as his penis was shrinking into his testicles, her erect nipples were swelling even harder to the point her areola lifted off her breast.
**********
Jodi came down for breakfast wearing her yoga pants again with a matching sports bra this time. "Wow," said Mike, staring at her.
"Thought I'd get a work out in."
"Can I come watch?" he asked, filling her breakfast plate.
She just smiled at him, sitting down to eat. Mike was going to mow the lawn while she was at the gym and then clean out the hot tub. Despite their trepidation over Shawn's impending return, they had things they needed doing that day.
Jodi left and returned a few hours later with a haircut. "You got your hair done?"
"I've had an appointment for weeks," she lied. She just felt like a haircut and after that she'd gotten her nails done, but he wouldn't notice that. "This top keeps my breasts pretty firm," she said, jumping. Her breasts jiggled quite a bit, but not as much as they did in one of her bras.
"Yeah, they do."
"I'm going to try to jog around the block."
"Sure," said Mike, wondering what the neighbors would think seeing Jodi dressed like that out running. It was Saturday and they'd be out mowing or washing their cars. They'd be in for a shock. He smiled at the thought, liking the idea of his friends and neighbors finally seeing the amazing body his wife hid beneath her baggy clothes.
Jodi returned, breathing heavily from her workout. She wasn't done working out and entered the garage to use her exercise bike.
Mike watched TV while waiting for her to finish exercising. He was wondering where all her energy was coming from or maybe she was just killing time from nervousness. She was pale and a little shaky when she came in from the garage. Shawn had texted her again.
Answer the door in your bikini. Greet me like you greet yo husband. Have the hot tub ready.
"You don't have to go through that again, Jodi," said Mike, handing the phone back to her. "We can just get in the car and leave."
"And go where? He'd find us eventually." Jodi sighed. She looked at the clock on the wall. They'd had four hours. "I'm going to take a nap and then a bath."
"I guess I'll fill the hot tub back up."
Jodi didn't think she'd be able to nap, but the hot day and her work out must have worn her out. She quickly fell asleep, her anxiety over Shawn returning giving her a vivid dream.
She was sitting at her school desk, grading papers. All the ethnic students, she used a red pen to write F before circling it and setting the paper aside. There was a knock on her door. Jodi stood up from her desk. Behind her, the blackboard was gone having been replaced by a mirror showing her reflection and the rest of her empty classroom. She was dressed more like a porn star then a teacher. She wore a tight black skirt with a white button-down blouse. Her hair was pulled back in a pony tail and for some reason she wore black rimmed glasses. She pushed her glasses back on her nose and walked over to answer the door. The school security officer stood there looking grim. "Sorry, Mrs. Hayes," he told her. "They shut down the special education classes." He entered her room leading Shawn Wright by a pair of wrist restraints. Shawn was naked except for tiny white boxers that could barely contain his bulging cock. "He's all yours."
"That's okay, officer," she told him, watching him cut Shawn's restraints. Shawn spread his wrists apart and flexed his bulging biceps. The Shawn in her dream was the current 19-year-old Shawn and not the 15-year-old she'd had in her class.
"Four years in detention," he grunted. "You sentenced me to four years in detention, bitch."
"Want me to stay?" asked the officer, warily eyeing the giant black man. He'd suddenly turned into Mike.
"No thanks, you can go Mike." She slapped a ruler down on her palm. "I can handle Mr. Wright." She stared at Shawn after Mike shut the door. "First things first, Mr. Wright."
"Yeah?"
"Pull your underwear down."
"Yes, Mrs. Hayes." He stepped out of his underwear, his plump cock uncoiling and falling out.
"Now that is one big black cock, Mr. Wright," she said, stepping up to him and taking it in her hand.
"Yes, it is, Mrs. Hayes. Chu like it?"
"Why yes, Mr. Wright. I like it. I like it very much." She took it in her hand and stroked it to full hardness, letting it fall so that it was sticking straight out. "Why this is the most perfect cock I've ever seen." She laid her ruler down on top of it. The ruler balanced perfectly on the thickness of the straight black cock. "Why it's a perfect 12 inches," she stated impressed. "Mr. Wright, how would you like to get your grade up in my class?"
"I'd like that very much, Mrs. Hayes."
"I thought you would," she told him, kneeling and taking his cock in her mouth. Jodi started bobbing her head. In her dream she managed to take the entire thing. He grabbed her head, fucking her face shoving his cock down her throat while he pulled her hair out of its pony tail. He came down her throat and she gulped it down. "I give the taste of your cum an A, Mr. Wright." She stood, licking some semen off her lips.
"Let's see what you think of dis then?" Shawn grabbed her blouse and ripped it open sending buttons flying all over the floor.
Jodi was soon on her desk being fucked by Shawn just like he had fucked her on her kitchen table Sunday morning. "Fuck me. Fuck me. I love your big black cock, Mr. Wright. An A+." She turned and looked at her reflection in the blackboard/mirror. She saw her nude body lying on her desk while Shawn held her legs up slamming his cock in and out of her. Her hair was spread out over the table and her glasses were askew on her nose. "I give you an A+"
"And I'm gonna give you a black baby. Gonna bust a nut in yo pussy, teach TILF. Put a black baby in that white belly. Here cums my nut, slut. Take my SEED..."
BBBUUUZZZZZZ!
Jodi sat straight up gasping and covered in sweat. Her alarm buzzed again and she reached over to shut her phone off. The pillow and bed were soaked like she'd had a fever break. Her thighs were even wetter and her nipples were so erect they were scraping painfully against the insides of her sports bra.
She sat up and pulled the bra off, sighing with relief when the cool air from the AC caressed her aching nipples. Topless and on shaky legs from her dream, she walked to the bathroom, skipping the shower, she went to the tub and started the water, pulling off her yoga pants while it was running. Nude, she added her lavender scent bath salts and bubbles to the water. It was 5:30, ninety minutes until Shawn got here.
Her arousal subsided during her bath, though her nipples remained hard. She sank down into the hot water, letting it soak her hair before coming back up. Jodi raised her leg out of the bubbles, reaching for her razor to make sure her legs were nice and shaved. After doing both legs and under her arms, she ran the razor down both sides of her bush. Done shaving, she sank back down into the water. She didn't want to overdo it knowing she'd be sitting in the overly hot tub soon anyway, but the soak felt good.
When she was done, Jodi dried herself off and stared at herself in the mirror. She plugged her curling iron in and applied some light makeup, adding some green eye shadow that complimented her eyes and some lipstick. When the curling iron was hot, she added some curls to her newly cut hair. Finished, she stood up straight and stared at herself in the mirror. The image of herself staring at her reflection while Shawn fucked her flashed through her brain. She turned away from her reflection and walked over to her bags of new clothes and began looking for the one with the new bikini.
**********
Mike was pacing nervously, worried what the night might bring. It was just minutes until seven. Jodi appeared at the top of the stairs stopping him in his tracks. His jaw dropped open. "You got a new bikini?" he stated the obvious.
"I wanted one that fit."
"I'm not sure that one's much better." His eyes swept down her voluptuous body. It did fit better, but even though it covered more of her body then the other bikini, it managed to make her look sluttier. Her new bikini was a solid red string bikini. The panty tied high on the hips and the front was cut low, nearly to the tops of her pubes. The top cups caressed her tits along the outside displaying a lot of breast flesh between her bosom. The red strap connecting the cups ran under her breasts. Her ever-prominent nipples were trying their best to poke through the top.
Mike's watch dinged. "It's seven," he said.
Jodi descended the stairs. She stared at the door. "Maybe he won't..."
DING DONG!
They both jumped a little. They turned and glanced at each other before turning back to stare at the door.
DING DONG!
Jodi's shoulders fell in defeat as she began strolling towards the front door. Mike's eyes moved down to her ass. The new bikini wasn't a thong, but the rear covering left little to the imagination. It more or less just covered her ass crack leaving her outer cheeks bare.
DING DONG! DING DONG! DING DONG!
"Alright already," she muttered, turning the knob and opening the door. Shawn's massive form towered over her. She stared up at him trying not to tremble.
"Good evening, Mrs. Hayes."
"Shawn," she said, her areolae lifting off her breasts as she stared at him.
"Well?"
"Would you like to come in?"
"Is this how you greet yo husband?" His brow furrowed as he glowered down at her.
"Welcome home, honey," she said, confused over his instructions.
"Naw bitch. Like this." Shawn's huge arms enveloped her, grabbing and squeezing her ass cheeks. He pulled her into him. Jodi pushed off arching her back and looking up at him just as he brought his broad black lips down to her pink ones. He kissed her forcing his tongue into her mouth. She tried to push it out with her tongue, but all that did was cause their tongues to intertwine. His fingers dug into her lush buttocks pulling her tighter against him and lifting him to her tiptoes. His swelling cock pushed into her belly. "That's how you greet yo man," he grunted.
Jodi spun around wild-eyed. Her cheeks were flushed and she was breathing heavily. Her nipples were hard points pushing out her top and now her areolae were also visible having puffed up off her breasts. Mike's nervousness began to increase. Jodi couldn't actually be turned on by the ugly brute, could she?
"You got yo bong, Mr. Hayes?"
"Please no," groaned Jodi, not sure how she'd behave under the influence of the fuck weed though she also didn't want to do anything with Shawn without it.
"Go get it," ordered Shawn. He turned and walked through the sliding glass door to the hot tub. It was warm out and all Shawn had on was a white tank top, camouflage patterned shorts, and bare feet in men's slides. He stepped out of the slides and pulled the tank top off over his head. Jodi's eyes went straight to his muscular torso. "Here ya go," said Shawn pulling a small bag of weed from a pocket and tossing it to Mike.
"This doesn't add to our debt, does it?" asked Mike, suspiciously.
"No white boy," said Shawn laughing. "It's mostly for me. I ain't neva gonna fuck again without it."
"Not me?" asked Jodi in a small voice.
"If chu want some, Mrs. Hayes. If chu want some. Show me a good time this weekend and I might just let chu off the hook." Her eyes lit up with hope at that. "Now why don't you go get me a beer.
"Yes, Shawn," she said, turning and leaving.
Mike felt the color drain from his face when Shawn bent down and slipped his shorts off. His cock was nearly sticking straight out, slightly bent down. Nude, the large black man turned and stepped down into the tub. Mike pulled his own shirt off. He wasn't just conscious of how much smaller his prick was from Shawn, but by how inferior his physical body was with his skinny build, sunken chest, and slight paunch. He climbed into the tub with his suit on.
"Dis is nice, Mr. Hayes," said Shawn taking the bong and filling the bowl with some of his weed. "Might get me one of these when my fuck weed business gets up and running." He lit the weed and took a hit. "Though I'll get me one of da big eight people tubs so I can party with a bunch of hoes."
"Just don't get her too stoned," pleaded Mike.
"You think I need the weed to fuck yo wife again, Mr. Hayes? She wants dis bad." Shawn lifted himself out of the hot tub so he could shake his plump black cock at Mike.
"No," said Mike, turning his head away from the giant cock, but staring at it sideways.
"She hooked now, white boy," said Shawn taking another hit.
"No, she's not."
Shawn laughed. "Betcha there's a wet spot on her panty."
"What?"
"I'm telling ya dat white pussy is leaking at the thought of getting some black dick in it again."
"No way," said Mike, with little conviction. He'd seen the way her nipples had puffed out after kissing Shawn.
"If there ain't a wet spot on her bikini bottom, then I'll leave and never come back."
"What's that about never coming back?" asked Jodi, returning to the deck with a beer.
"We'll see, Mrs. Hayes," said Shawn. "Why dontcha stop and let me check chu out in dat new bikini?"
Jodi felt kind of humiliated standing above her husband and former student while both their eyes devoured her body.
"Turn around," ordered Shawn.
Jodi turned; glad she'd decided against another thong.
"Put the beer down for a second."
Jodi bent down and placed Shawn's beer on the deck.
The black man chuckled. "That's what I'm talkin about. Looks like I ain't going nowhere."
"Oh Jodi," groaned Mike. The bottom of her swimsuit was noticeably darker and wet just beneath her pussy.
"What?" she asked, standing back up and turning around.
"I told your husband that I'd leave if there wasn't a wet spot on yo pussy."
Jodi's cheeks turned as red as her hair. "I didn't dry down there after my bath is all," she stuttered out.
"She did just have a bath," said Mike feeling defeated.
"Stick yo finger in her then, see if she wet" ordered Shawn. Mike didn't move. "That's what I thought," he added. "Gimme my beer and join us."
Jodi squatted to get the beer so they couldn't see her panty again. She handed the beer to Shawn as she stepped into the tub. He took a sip before setting the beer aside and adding some more pot to the bong. The weed already in the bowl had gone out. He lit it and inhaled. Jodi shuddered slightly when she saw the large black man's eyes were already dilated. The large pupils made him look demonic. "I need some," she said.
"You don't need it, Mrs. Hayes. Your pussy's literally crying for some black cock."
Again, Jodi's cheeks turned crimson. Mike flushed a little to.
"Just give me a hit?" she asked.
"You just want it so you has an excuse, Mrs. Hayes. If you didn't want this..." Shawn leaned forward and stood. His thick foot long cock stuck straight out from his crotch. Mike winced, but couldn't look away. Jodi's eyes widened; her eyes glued to the giant black cock. "If you didn't want this, then why'd you pimp yoself out for me?"
"Pimp myself?"
"Da hair, makeup, and a new bikini, good choice on dat."
"You mean primp and I certainly didn't primp myself for you. I pamper myself the end of every school year. Just let me have a hit. I need to be stoned if I'm going anywhere near that monster again."
"Give the head a kiss and I'll give you a hit."
Jodi glowered at him, but she sat up and leaned forward, planting her lips on the tip of his cock, she gave it a quick kiss.
"Nah Bitch, not like dat. Like you kissed me at the door. Open yo mouth and use a little tongue."
Jodi sat back up. This time she parted her lips and placed them on the tip of his cock. She spread them wider, her tongue licking around the end of his cock head. She pushed forward a little, her lips sliding along the bulbous head of Shawn's huge cock until the large flair of his glans had slid under top lip. Her tongue twirling around his cock head. She moaned slightly. It was a lustful moan and both men heard it. Jodi's head rocked and she began bobbing it along the tip of his cock, sucking a little more of his shaft in her mouth until Mike ruined it.
"I guess you don't need to be stoned," her husband said, angrily.
Jodi pulled back, his cock jerking up and bobbing as it sprang free of her mouth. She blushed again and wiped the back of her hand across her lips, her eyes still fixated on Shawn's cock. "Just give me a hit."
Shawn sat back down, but several inches of his cock stuck out of the water. He had to light the bong again. "Suit yourself," he said, passing it to her. Jodi snatched it out of his hand and took a big hit from the bong, closing her eyes as she held it in. "But you're a whore for black cock, Mrs. Hayes, you just ain't admitting it yet."
Some tears rolled down her cheeks when she opened her eyes again and exhaled. She had been aroused since waking up this morning and her horniness had only increased the closer it got to Shawn's arrival. Her sex dream had only made it worse as did displaying her body in her new bikini for the two men. Showing off her body was starting to stir something within her. She'd even gotten a little horny from the attention Mike's creepy golfing buddy Eddie had given her. Being horny was nothing compared to what the weed was doing to her. Now her pussy felt empty and the need to have it filled was growing. She took another hit, holding the smoke in. She kept her eyes closed, feeling Shawn pull the bong away so that he could take a hit. She wasn't a whore, but she hated that the black bastard was right. She wanted his cock again. She hadn't gone an hour all week without thinking about one of their previous encounters. She wanted him inside her again and she wanted to cum like she had with him.
Mike watched them passing the bong. Neither offered him a hit, nor did he ask for one. He was going to have to watch his wife fucking the black thug again, but the weed would have made him hard and forced him to jerk off watching them. He'd rather have his usual noodle dick, but dammit the fuck weed had given him a rock-hard erection and some powerful orgasms. There was a part of him that wanted a few hits even if it met jerking off to his wife acting like a slut for the black man. He understood why Shawn had said he never planned on fucking again without it.
Jodi exhaled through her nose and started to slide down into the water after her third hit. "There she goes," said Shawn. Mike leaped over to grab her shoulders and lift her up so that her head fell back on the deck. Her stoned smile spread across her face.
"I gave it to a couple other sluts this week, but they didn't go out like her," said Shawn, staring at Jodi's face as he finished off the bong. Her eyes were fluttering like she was in REM sleep. "Can't wait for the seeds to sprout and secure my stash. I'll experiment with it some more when I've got a decent supply, but I gotta raise some funds to get more greenhouses."
"This stuffs worth a fortune." said Mike, staring at the black man jealously. If Shawn Wright controlled all the fuck weed, he was going to be extremely wealthy.
"Gonna be rich, bitch," said Shawn, a triumphant grin spread across his face. He brought the beer up to his lips and drained it. "Just need some funds," he added crushing the beer in his fist.



**********
As soon as she passed out, Jodi's sexual history started passing before her eyes again only now her sexual history started the moment Shawn Wright stood up in her hot tub and she laid her eyes on the giant cock sticking out between his legs. Her pussy gave a wrench of yearning as she recalled taking it in her mouth for the first time making her officially a cock sucker. She liked it. She liked servicing his cock. His voluminous semen tasted amazing. Her need to be filled began growing again. She'd believed that Mike's penis could satisfy the need, but she'd realized how wrong she was when the black teen had given her first taste of a real man's cock inside her. Shawn's cock fulfilled the need even as it made it worse. Now it was the only thing that could satisfy the burning desire in her pussy. The only thing that had quenched her desire had been when he flooded her with his seed giving her a few meager hours of release. She'd woken horny and empty again reaching over for Mike's dick. It had been erect, so small and skinny, disappointing, not what she needed at all. What she needed was in the guest room. Shawn had been sleeping nude on the covers. Like Mike, he too was erect, giant cock pointing North of his navel and rising up off his stomach. She straddled it sliding her wet pussy along the shaft until her opening was over the head. She pushed down over it, then back taking his shaft back inside her. Shawn flipped the light on to watch her ride him. His mouth and fingers on her nipples increased the pleasure his cock was giving her. Again, his cum quenched the fire in her pussy and he put out her fire again a few hours later. In the morning, she'd awoken hungry, her belly growling as she glanced at his hard cock. It could satisfy her hunger as well as her pussy. She'd felt normal for a while, the guilt over what she'd done hitting her while taking her shower even as the emptiness in her pussy was growing again. Her vaginal muscles began clenching down around an imaginary cock trying to pull him inside her as she remembered the black brute ripping her blouse open before fucking her on the kitchen table. Her brain superimposed images from her dream with her memories of last week. He was cumming inside her fucking her in the kitchen and simultaneously on her desk at work. Black cock filled her need. She loved black cock. She needed his black cock. Say my name, she heard him say. Say my name. "SHAWN!"
Jodi jerked awake.
"What?" asked Shawn.
"Jodi, are you okay?" asked Mike, concerned.
"Oh god," she moaned, her face flushed, her green eyes forming a nimbus around her enlarged black pupils. "It's too hot in here," she complained, wiping the perspiration off her forehead with her hand. "What's the temperature, Mike?"
"Normal," he said.
"Let's get out den?" said Shawn, standing.
Jodi's eyes immediately fixated on his hard cock. Her vaginal muscles tightened as she stared at it constricting at the sight of Shawn's enormous member, but finding only emptiness. She licked her lips hungrily. Satisfaction was bobbing right before her eyes. She reached out and grabbed the base, leaning in and bending it down into her mouth. Her desire increased the second it pressed against her lips and grew again when she opened her mouth and took the head inside.
"Slow down gurl," said Shawn, pushing back on her head so that his cock sprang free.
Jodi didn't understand why he didn't want her sucking it. She sat up so that her breasts were above water, smiled at him and reached behind her neck to untie her top.
"I said slow down," Shawn turned and stepped out of the tub between the husband and wife. He turned and held out his hand to help her out of the water. The nude black man stopped to fish his phone out of his shorts before pulling her towards the house.
For fuck's sake, at least dry off first, thought Mike watching Shawn leading Jodi back into the house. He rose out to follow them stopping to towel off. Mike could see through the sliding glass door. Shawn was sitting his wet torso down in Mike's recliner again. Water wasn't half as bad as the large volume of sticky semen he'd left dripping down the foot rest and on the carpet last week. Looked like he planned on leaving another mess.
Mike followed them into the house. "You want dis, Mrs. Hayes. Ya gotta work for it." Shawn was holding the base of his cock. Jodi was standing before him eyes glued to the huge shaft.
"What do you want me to do?" she asked.
"Strip and give me a lap dance."
"No way in hell, I'm stripping for you and I don't even know what a lap dance is." Jodi was still staring at Shawn's cock, dilated pupils seemingly hypnotized following the bulbous head as he moved his cock up and down.
"It's when you dance close to or on the lap of a customer."
Jodi's eyebrows shot up. She shook her head negatively. "You can't make me do that," she gasped.
"I ain't makin ya do nuthin," laughed Shawn. "Shit bitch you only got two things to take off. You want this cock then you're gonna have to work for it. I can go, call some other slut to take care of dis." He shook his cock at her again. "Leave you with jus the little dicked cuck to satisfy you. You want that?" Shawn didn't get an answer. He leaned forward and stood. "I'm outta here."
"No wait!" She cried in horror at the thought of him taking his cock away. It was sticking out in front of him, bobbing slightly, that perfectly shaped foot long ebony rod. "Stay. I'll... I'll do it. Oh god," she groaned, waving her hand in front of her face to cool off.
Shawn sat back down with a smug look on his face. "What's wrong?"
Her brow was beaded with sweat as she continued fanning herself. "It's so hot in here."
Shawn nodded. "Good choice." He typed on his phone and sat it down next to him.
Nelly's "Hot in Herre," started coming through the speakers on his phone. Jodi didn't know the song or the artist. It was horrible, rap was just a "c" shy of crap after all. A bunch of sweaty black people were dancing on the screen of the phone.
"Start dancing, bitch," ordered Shawn.
Mike watched in fascination as his conservative racist wife slowly began dancing in a skimpy bikini for the nude black man. At first, he was slightly embarrassed for her. She wasn't a dancer and totally lacked rhythm. They'd danced at the wedding last week and her striptease started much like she had at the reception, very awkward Jodi raised her hands in front of her, alternately lifting her shoulders while shaking her hips. He wasn't a dancer either and they were both relieved when a slow song came on.
The refrain started.
It's getting' hot in here
So take off all your clothes
I am gettin so hot
I wanna take my clothes off
"Lose the top," said Shawn. He placed his hands on her hips and pulled her between his legs.
Mike watched Jodi reach behind her and untie the top. The strings and cups slid down her breasts slightly. One of Shawn's beefy black hands slid up the curve of her back and helped her by undoing the string around her back. The top fell down on Shawn's pubes. He kissed and sucked first one erect nipple and then the second leaving them glistening with his saliva. His hands on her hips started guiding her movements. Jodi moaned looked away from the ugly black man staring up at her from between her nipples. Mike gulped watching in amazement as suddenly his wife found the beat.
Jodi found her eyes looking down at the video playing on Shawn's phone. Black women were pulling their tops over their heads or unzipping their tops in the front to reveal their bikini clad bodies. One was standing on a table shaking her booty. Jodi's ass started shaking violently, her hips gyrating and thrusting back and forth, his hard cock between her thighs. Shawn released her and began kneading her tits. He pushed her away and spun her around.
Jodi backed into him wanting to feel his cock back between her legs. She continued shaking her ass. The second refrain started. The line, I wanna take my clothes off, echoed in her head. I wanna take my clothes off. I wanna take my clothes off. Jodi's hands were on her tits tugging her nipples. She slid them down her wet body to the strings on her hips. I wanna take my clothes off. I wanna take my clothes off for Shawn. She pulled the strings. Her panty came loose and fell down to drape over the huge black cock between her legs. She moved her hands down to her knees, leaning forward to shake her ass at him.
SMACK!"
"Oh!" Jodi jerked as Shawn's hand fell down on her bare cheek.
"You do it," said Shawn.
"What?" she asked, body still shaking like the women in the video.
"Spank yoself."
Jodi kept one hand on her knee and reached the other behind her. She smacked her palm down on the opposite cheek that he had spanked. That one still stung. She spanked her cheek again before returning her hand to her knee to brace herself still thrusting her ass up towards the black man.
Mike watched in awe as his wife turned into a professional stripper right in front of his eyes. He hadn't known she had it in her. There was a line in the song about a friend having a pole in the basement. If he thought for a second that Jodi would dance for him like that, he'd have a pole installed in their basement or in every room of the house for that matter.
Jodi stood and turned around to face Shawn. She glanced down at his cock rising up between his thighs covered by her bikini bottom. She braced her hands on his knees and bent down, taking the string of her panty between her teeth. She yanked her head sideways uncovering his cock and tossing her bikini bottom aside. Jodi took the opportunity to lick up the underside of his cock and run her tongue around the crown before standing back up. This time he closed his legs as she straddled them, pressing her pussy down on his shaft. She kept thrusting her hips toward him, moaning as his cock slid back and forth between her legs, the flare of his glans sending tremors through her body every time it flicked over her clit.
Jodi's gyrations froze the second the song ended. Her hands were on Shawn's shoulders. Her abundant tits were still shaking as they dangled in the black man's face. Her chest heaved as she gasped for breath. Her rear end was thrust out rising above Shawn's lap. The head of his cock was pressing against the entrance to her pussy. Jodi had gone from conservative teacher wife to stripper over the course of a four-minute song. She leaned closer to Shawn, her dilated eyes staring into his own. "Play it again," she told him.
He didn't. Instead, he grabbed her hips and pulled her down. She threw her head back, crying out as her emptiness was finally filled by the fullness of his big black cock. She sank into his lap, her body shaking again as she came hard around his cock.
"Yo husband ever make you cum like that?"
"No, never" she panted. Jodi wrapped her hands around his neck and rested the side of her face against his while she gasped to catch her breath. Orgasms had been few and far between for most of her sex life and never as powerful as they were with Shawn nor had she ever had multiple orgasms before. They were dangerously addictive.
Jodi sat in his lap grinding her crotch into his, enjoying the feeling of fulfilment his cock gave her pussy. His massive cock twitched impatiently inside her. She pushed up with her feet then sank down on his shaft, slowly at first and only letting a few inches leave her needy pussy. She increased her speed feeling the orgasmic pressure in her womb growing again. "I love your cock," she whimpered. "I need your cock." She rode his shaft faster, rising off his lap five inches, then six, then seven. "I need your cock." Seven became eight, eight became nine. "Fuck me. Fuck me. FUCK ME!" Jodi was standing and sitting, standing and sitting. Only the fat swollen head of Shawn's cock remained in her pussy when she stood. "YYESSSS!" she screamed, slamming down into his lap as the pressure in her womb exploded into a huge orgasm that spread warmth and pleasure throughout her body.
"Damn, Mrs. Hayes. You is one hot slut," growled Shawn. He sucked one of her swollen teats into his mouth while her head was thrown back, her back arched.
She gasped as his tongue flickered over her sensitive nipple. The pleasurable stimuli in her nipple coursed through her body and straight to her womb where the pressure immediately began building again. "No," she whimpered, unsure if she could survive another powerful orgasm even as her desire for it grew. Jodi tried rising again, her weak legs not pushing her very far up her former student's shaft.
Shawn grunted around her nipple. The fuck weed didn't just make his cock rock hard and swollen, he needed to cum as much as she did. His balls were starting to ache. They felt so full of cum, gravity was pulling them down make his nut sack feel stretched out. Shawn grunted again, grabbing and squeezing her ass cheeks with both hands. His bulging muscles flexed as he began lifting her up and down his cock as fast as he could trying to get his cock off.
Mike watched their mating with both fascination and horror. Both their bodies were so fit and perfect they looked like they should be fucking. The sight was so erotic, he felt his penis stir and plump up, but without his meds or the weed, it didn't harden. He stared nearly hypnotized by her outthrust ass as it rose up and down Shawn's thick shaft. The black man's beefy hands were squeezing her cheeks, fingers digging into her butt flesh to the point her pale white flesh was turning red between his fingers. Jodi screamed twice, each time, his shaft looked wetter after she cried out. They both grunted and moaned, sounding more like animals mating then two humans. "UNH!" bellowed Shawn. As he raised her back up his shaft, Mike saw that a pudding thick coat of white was flowing down his dark shaft.
"AAAHHH!" Jodi screamed and threw her head back again as Shawn just dropped her. She sank into his lap, his erupting cock sending millions of sperm into her fertile womb. He kept cumming and cumming, overflowing her with semen until it began pouring out around their genitals and flowing down Shawn's bull-sized testicles to drip all over the carpet.
Jodi sat in Shawn's lap, breathing heavily for a good fifteen minutes. Her womb properly seeded and her pussy still filled by a hard black cock, she felt totally fulfilled. Her forehead rested on Shawn's. Shawn patted her ass. "Get off," he ordered.
"Unh unh," she declined.
SLAP! Jodi jumped as his hand smacked down on her cheek. "I said get off," he ordered louder.
Jodi rested her hands on his shoulders and pushed herself up. His cock fell hard on his stomach. She stood and stepped back. Mike watched Shawn's semen trickling down on their carpet from her leaking pussy.
Shawn lifted his cock up. "Clean me off," he said.
She looked at it hungrily. Just like it had last week, his dark cock remained completely hard after his first orgasm. His large ball sack hung over the foot rest on her husband's recliner. Shawn's prostate, glands and testes were already working overtime to refill his balls with another load of sperm heavy semen. "I'll get a wash cloth," she told him.
Shawn shook his cock at her. "Nah slut, with yo mouth."
Jodi saw movement out of the corner of her eye and suddenly remembered her husband was there and watching. She smiled at him sadly before dropping to her knees and then falling forward on all fours, her eyes now focused on the twelve inches of black cock being held out for her. She crawled forward and took the head in her mouth, while staring down his flawlessly shaped shaft and at his well-muscled chest. She began bobbing her head. His cock tasted of sweat, semen, and pussy, but the combination of tastes only made her want more. She pushed forward feeling his cock head push into her throat.
Mike's penis was still trying and failing to get hard as he watched Jodi sucking the black teen. Her dark red hair was partially hiding her face and he could pretend it was some other sexy woman sucking the black man's cock. He would have paid good money to watch this porn, but it was his wife after all and from a different angle he could see more of her face. It was Jodi's mouth stretched open around that thick shaft. And it was Jodi's large breasts, swinging pendulously beneath her. Her tits were so big, her erect nipples were nearly scraping the carpet as they swung beneath her. They were pulling her downwards and by the time she'd crammed half his cock down her throat, Jodi was crawling forward to sit up on her knees to suck his cock. She wrapped both hands around the base of the shaft jerking the bottom as she sucked the top.
Jodi couldn't help herself. She began sucking his cock harder and faster. Something flipped a switch in her brain. She loved sucking Shawn's cock. She recalled how good his cum had tasted last week and she wanted more. "That's how a real man tastes, Mrs. Hayes," he'd said to her. The yearning emptiness was rapidly returning only now it was her belly that felt empty and it would take this black nineteen-year old's black semen to fill that emptiness. She sucked faster, releasing her hands from the base so she could deep throat his hard young cock. She managed ten inches this time an inch more than last week. Her brain pictured a future where she could swallow all twelve inches of Shawn's big black cock to show her appreciation for it just like he deserved.
Tears welled up in Jodi's eyes and slid down her cheeks. What the hell had she become? The weed was evil! She vowed never to use it again. She wouldn't give Shawn Wright the pleasure of seeing her behave like a complete slut ever again, but for now she was a complete slut and she wanted his seed in her stomach. She let go again and sucked him deep, inhaling through her nose. Aw fuck it, she thought. Jodi forced her head down, his cock head pushing deep down her throat, she fought off her gag reflex, trying not to choke on the thick piece of meat. The future is now, she thought, her lips pursed on his pubic hairs as she swallowed all twelve inches.
"Gawd damn, you get an A+ in cock sucking, teach tilf," groaned Shawn leaning back in the chair.
Her body trembled with pleasure at the knowledge that she'd just pleased the young black man. Her satisfied pussy began to yearn to have his cock in it again even as the hunger for his seed grew in her belly. As happy as she was, she couldn't keep his giant cock down her throat for long. She drew back, jerking him off again while bobbing her head furiously over the end of his cock.
His black cock convulsed violently.
Shawn's cum shot down her throat. After two more convulsions, her belly felt full and all she could think about was tasting his delicious cum again. She pulled back, the flare of his glans scraping across her uvula as his cock head entered her mouth. Instantly, her cheeks ballooned out as her mouth filled with seed. She gulped. Her mouth filled again. The taste of his scrumptious semen registered in her brain. "This is how a real man tastes, Mrs. Hayes." This IS how a real man tastes, she thought, jerking his shaft off and letting long wads of semen fly across her tongue. Real men taste really good, she thought, jerking on his shaft as the long wads turned to short wads before becoming small squirts that turned into a constant dribbling from the head.
She kept the head in her mouth until the strong shaft finally lost a little bit of its steel. When she finally let his spent cock fall from her mouth, her tongue licked around her lips to get any of the cum that had leaked out.
"Damn, yo wife sure knows how to drain a brotha, Mr. Hayes." Shawn sat back in the chair. Now it was his turn to gasp for breath. "Grab me another beer."
Mike glared at the black man, but turned and headed to the kitchen to get a beer out of the refrigerator. When he came back, they were standing, her back to his front. Shawn was behind Jodi, holding her tightly against his body. One of his hands was squeezing her breast. Her eyes were closed and she was pushing her back against Shawn's crotch. The black man reached out his other hand for the beer.



"Upstairs, Mrs. Hayes?" said Shawn, pulling the tab on the beer.
Jodi nodded and led him towards the stairs.
Mike watched them go. Shawn's cock was sticking straight out again, ready to go another round. When they reached the second floor, Mike turned and went back to the kitchen to get a roll of paper towels and some carpet cleaner to clean up the mess.
For Mike, the rest of the night was a repeat of last week except that when he went upstairs, he found he was the one locked out of the master bedroom and had to sleep alone in the guest room.
**********
Shawn woke up with a hardon and aching balls. Jodi was on her back, covers pulled down to her waist. At that moment in time, she wasn't quite the sex goddess. She hadn't cleaned up after their last encounter, a titty fuck where he'd blown a massive load all over her face. Flakes of sperm covered her face and her hair was matted down and clumped up. Her belly and tits were covered with dried cum also from the encounter before that when Shawn had pulled his cock out of her pussy and ejaculated his last few wads on her stomach and tits.
Jodi groaned when he rolled her over on her side. Shawn climbed up behind her and raised her ass up with her head buried in the pillow. She came to her senses when he placed his hands on her hips. Jodi spread her legs and braced herself for what was coming, her arousal already running down her thighs. They were covered in sperm flakes also. He lined the head of his cock up with her pussy lips and pushed it in.
"Fuck yes," she moaned into the pillow.
"Fuck yeah," he added, sinking his cock in to the balls. She took him easier now, her pussy resized for the BBC. He worked his cock in and out wondering if she gave it up, would her pussy contract back to normal. It didn't matter, he'd never known a woman that could give up the BBC once she'd had it.
She started pushing back into his thrusts when he started withdrawing about half his shaft before thrusting it back in. Shawn stared at her ass. It was perfect, upthrust with well-rounded cheeks, better than any black woman's ass he'd ever seen and he'd seen some great black asses. Jodi's ass was flawless, pristine... untapped. Her back was flawless too for that matter, from the curve above her ass to the rise of her shoulder blades. Her cheeks were an unblemished white, his spanks had been soft enough not to leave a mark for long. There were a few freckles on her back, but mostly they were on her front torso.
He ran his hands over her full globes, increasing his thrusts and feeling the tight embrace of her pussy trying to hold his cock still while she came all around his shaft. He didn't stop, continuing to fuck her through this and soon another orgasm. His balls were aching and he needed to get off.
Shawn spread her cheeks apart. This view wasn't so pretty. Her tightly clenched rosebud stared back at him waiting to be fucked for the first time. He'd tap it soon enough, but he wouldn't break it in. Still, it was tempting him with its untapped potential. Her sphincter wasn't even brown like all his other women even the white ones. It was a puckered pink like her nipples making rosebud an appropriate nickname. What wasn't pretty about her pink anus and the crack of her ass was that his sperm had poured from her pussy and ran down her crack, leaving a trail of dried flakes that looked like an ice flow inside a canyon's walls.
He squeezed her ass cheek and moved his thumb closer towards her tightly puckered anus. Pushing his thumb in wouldn't ruin her, would it? He moved his thumb to it and pressed it against her rosebud. She jerked slightly in surprise, but kept fucking him back. He removed his hand, but only long enough to spit on his thumb. She jerked again when he returned his thumb to her anus, this time pushing down harder. He hoped this didn't count as taking her anal virginity even if his thumb was as thick as her husband's penis.
"Shawn, what are you...AAAHH!!" Jodi jumped harder as his thumb pushed through the opening to her ass. This time she quit pushing back trying to pull away from the intruder in her rear. "Shawn...uh...stop...that's my ass!" He buried his thumb in to the knuckle, pushing his cock in to the balls. "OHSHITCUMMING!" she screamed into the pillow, her pussy contracting all around his cock while her anus squeezed tightly down around the thumb in her ass.
Shawn fucked her through her orgasm while holding his thumb in her ass. She came again when he emptied his balls in her womb. He pulled both his thumb and cock out and shot his last few loads across her back. He released his cock and stared at it rising up over her white ass. It throbbed with his pulse, slowly falling as it deflated and came to rest over her rear end, the head in the small of her back, dribbling out semen into a small pool.
He gave her a playful smack on the ass and got off the bed to go take a shower. When he finished, Jodi was still in the same position and looked like she'd fallen asleep. His clothes were downstairs so he just walked downstairs naked, his cock slapping from thigh to thigh as he descended the steps. Mike was in the kitchen wearing one of those stupid-looking white boy golfing outfits. Mr. Hayes' eyes immediately went to Shawn's swinging cock. His eyes narrowed, lips tightening as he stared enviously at a penis nearly twice as big as his own. "No breakfast?" asked Shawn.
Mike jumped slightly aware he'd been staring at Shawn's big black cock. His expression turned blank, but his cheeks flushed slightly. "No, I need to get moving. You can see yourself out."
Shawn watched the white boy leave before walking over to the fridge and helping himself to another beer.
**********
Jodi woke up when her alarm went off. She could have slept another 8 hours; Shawn having kept her awake most of the night. She forced herself off the bed, feeling wads of his semen sliding down her back. More was sliding down her thighs. She stopped in the bathroom to stare at herself in the mirror. She barely recognized the well-fucked face staring back at her. It looked like a dozen men had ejaculated on her. Her husband probably hadn't ejaculated this much in his entire life. The only advantage sex with Mike had over Shawn was that there was far less mess. She leaned in closer, her pupils were still dilated, but they'd shrunken some. She'd researched this side effect of the weed last week and it appeared that the pupils got dilated when aroused.
If her reflection was telling her anything, it was that she needed to pray for guidance. She might be able to blame the weed for lowering her inhibitions while making her horny, but she didn't have to derive so much pleasure from her encounters with Shawn. She turned away from the mirror, turning the hot water on in the shower. When it was warm enough, she stepped inside.
Jodi started with her hair. She threw her head back and let the water soak it before adding the shampoo. The bible said nothing about marijuana or drug use as far as she could remember, but it did say people were supposed to be good stewards of their bodies. Sucking Shawn off was sodomy by some definitions and what the hell was he thinking sticking his thumb in her rear end? And why had she seemed to enjoy it? Jodi's pussy wrenched with yearning. Her hand had just run her sponge over her breast. Her nipples were still erect and the contact was sending signals to her pussy. She returned to her thoughts while continuing meticulously trying to rid her skin of every dried flake of Shawn's semen.
Of course, her biggest sin was adultery. That violated one of god's commandments. That might require more than simple prayer, she might need to speak with her pastor. She didn't like that idea, his wife was a bit of a gossip and she wasn't convinced he'd keep their talks confidential. Adultery was a sin, but Shawn's cock was the personification of temptation. It just felt too good, especially when he came inside her adulterous womb. Just thinking about it was making pussy clench down around his imaginary cock. She was feeling empty again. "Hmm, fuck me Shawn," she moaned. Jodi looked down. She'd dropped the sponge and had one hand fingering her pussy while her other hand squeezed and tugged on her nipples. Enough of his seed had leaked from her pussy that she was starting to get horny again. Maybe, he'd be up for one more fuck before she left for church?
Get a hold of yourself, girl, she thought stepping out of the shower and drying herself off. She stared at herself in the mirror. She was clean again and beautiful, but she still felt dirty. She wanted Shawn again and she hoped he'd gone home removing the temptation from her sight. Deep down, she feared he was still here and even worse, Shawn seemed to think they owed him for smoking three of his joints. Was he expecting another weekend of fucking her? Her pussy quivered as the emptiness and her need to fill that emptiness grew. "No more weed, Jodi," she told her reflection. "Stay strong."
Jodi dressed and walked downstairs.
"Lookin good, Mrs. Hayes?"
Jodi jumped a little. He was sitting naked in her husband's chair, drinking from a can of beer. "You startled me," she said. "Where's Mike?"
"Off playing with his little white balls," said Shawn, grinning at his own stupid joke. "Why you dressed up?"
"For church."
"Turn around."
Jodi slowly turned around for her black student. Her church outfit today was a far cry from the nun-like covering she'd worn last week. She'd pulled a sun dress on over her head, one of the new outfits she'd purchased this week. The dress was sleeveless and cut low enough to display some cleavage. The hem stopped just above her knees. Displaying this much skin was unusual for her. She rarely even wore shorts or tee shirts except for the hottest summer days.
Jodi had developed young and had started getting male attention as an early teen. She liked it from some boys and others not so much. She'd dressed like any other girl then. She'd even wore modest bikinis to the pool. The problem was she didn't have a modest body. Her breasts were a C-cup by fourteen, DD's by 16, and she'd had her current E-cups since 18. She had started to worry her breasts would never stop growing. Every man who saw her, ogled her. Older men hit on her and she even had a creepy uncle whose hugs grew a little uncomfortable. Even more embarrassing for her, all the attention made her nipples grow.
One Saturday, as she neared graduating from high school, she was wearing shorts that barely covered her butt cheeks like most of her friends were wearing. Her parents wouldn't approve and she'd left home wearing sweat pants to hide them. She was also wearing a sleeveless tank top that left her belly bare and the outlines of her nipples visible through her bra. She rounded a corner and found herself in the middle of a gang of black youths, some were 18-year-old senior classmates of hers. They stood and surrounded her. Jodi froze trembling in fear. Some of the men slowly circled her like vultures circling their next meal. They all were openly ogling her.
"Yo, check this ho out." "It's Jodi Jugs!" "How you doing, white girl?" "You got pink nips, gurl? Let me see them?" "Gurl, you fine." You ever tried dark meat, bitch?" "Leave her alone, can't you see she's scared?"
"Hey, where you going, gurl? What's your hurry?" One black man that appeared to be in his late twenties called after her when she pushed through the group. "You want some of this?" He grabbed his crotch through his low hanging sweats. His hand didn't even cover the large tubular swell.
They laughed as she picked up speed to get away from them. She'd feared the worse, being dragged into an alley and raped, but they didn't even follow her. She was also aware that her nipples were painfully hard and scraping against her bra. Their laughter faded the further she got away.
She'd held that event against black men ever since and though she'd encountered plenty of decent friendly people of color over the years, she was never friendly back, only polite. The same day she'd encountered the black youths, she agreed to go with friends to a party. She wore the same outfit. She tried her first drink, rum punch and found it going straight to her head. She found herself getting a lot of attention from her male classmates. Some were big and handsome. They all were drunk and obnoxious, staring at her tits, asking her to go into a bedroom with them. They behaved as badly as the black men had earlier, but she didn't hold their race against them. They were just jerks. A nerdy friend of hers that helped tutor her offered to drive her home. She stared out the window most of the ride, her nipples were hard and she was damp between the legs from all the male attention. She asked him to pull over into the park and he thought she was going to throw up. He was shocked when she looked over and pulled her top off over her head. "I don't want to be a virgin any longer," she told him. He didn't have condoms; probably never thought he'd need them. Fifteen minutes after moving to the back seat, stripping, kissing, having her nipples sucked for the first time (she liked that), and him pulling out a thin five-inch penis that she found cute and unthreatening, they were no longer virgins. The teenager shook nervously the entire time and came after only a few strokes, not pulling out in time. They were dressed and back on their way to her house in less than a half hour since pulling over, neither saying much most of the way.
Jodi showered when she got home, feeling dirty, and trying to force out as much of the teen's sperm as she could. There were only a few drops and it hadn't shot very deep, but she still feared he may have gotten her pregnant. What scared her most was how disappointed her parents would be for her having a baby out of wedlock.
She stared at her nude body in the mirror. This is the problem, she thought, hefting her tits. They were the reason men lusted after her. They were the reason the boy who took her virginity had only lasted a few strokes and been unable to pull out in time. She turned sideways. This doesn't help either, she thought, spanking her palm against her firm upthrust rear end.
That night, Jodi dreamed she was surrounded by the black boys again only this time she was nude. Hands came out grabbing her tits or her ass cheeks. They yanked the saggy pants down, pulling out large black phalluses twice the size of the boy's penis she'd just given her maidenhead to. The hard black phalluses poked at her from all directions. She grabbed some pushing them away, her hands stroking up and down the thrusting black shafts. Another, poked at her mouth, mashing against her lips as she held them tightly shut. Hands grabbed her hips, raising her ass. She felt the tip of one of the large black phalluses poking at her wet pussy lips. Why hadn't she worn clothes? The black man slammed his dark dick forward.
Jodi woke up. She was panting and sweaty. Her nipples her pulling out her areolae. Her thighs were soaked. She recalled the dream vividly, a part of her believing the devil had sent it to her as temptation. Even more tempting was that her vagina was soaked and needed something in it. Jodi found herself moaning and fingering herself while squeezing one of her plump teats. She tried not to think of her dream and failed miserably. She was thinking about the unseen black boy thrusting his cock into her when she had the first orgasm of her life.
The next day, Jodi walked downstairs and despite it being a hot spring day, she was wearing slacks and a long sleeve shirt. The only skin she was showing on her chest was enough open buttons on her collar to display her cross. Her parents looked pleased, especially her mom who was dressed all in black except for a gray shawl that hung low enough to cover the prodigious bosom that her daughter had inherited.
And for the next sixteen years, Jodi had done her best to hide a body that didn't want to be hidden from the eyes of men up until last week when Shawn Wright had ripped her blouse off her and said, "I want chu dressed sexy from now on." And now she stood before him dressed sexily for church.
"Damn, you one sexy bitch, Mrs. Hayes, said Shawn, grabbing his dangling cock and stroking it as he stared at her in the sundress. He stared at her sandal covered feet and ran his eyes up her legs, over her skirt, to her trim waist, and the swell of her breasts. Her nipples were now pushing out through her bra and the top. "Take it off."
"But Shawn, I really need to go to church..."
"Don't make me tell you twice."
Jodi froze, staring at her former student's brutish face. She looked down, his cock was plumping up. She wanted it again, needed it to fill the void inside her. Her hands fell to her sides, grabbing into the dress. There was no longer enough time to go to church if she fucked him again. Her hands pulled the skirt up. There'd be no praying for the strength to resist temptation. She pulled the skirt up over her panty.
"Now that's what I'm talking about," said Shawn. There were no more granny panties for her. This one was lacy and black, see thru enough that her red pubes were visible.
Jodi fought off a strong urge to dance for him again. There would be no praying for forgiveness in church today. She pulled the dress up to her tits, revealing her flat sexy belly. There would be no praying for her soul. She pulled the dress off over her head.
"Fuck yeah, Mrs. Hayes. Fuck yeah." He stared greedily at her bra. It matched her panty, black and lacy, squeezing her breasts together and her nipples were visible thru the cup clearly erect and rose colored. "Fuck yeah," he said approvingly. Her hands moved up to the hook between her breasts. "Wait," he said. "Turn around."
She turned around, displaying her body for him again, but this time only in her underwear. The panty wasn't a thong, but it hid nothing and the white skin showing through the black lace was even sexier. She faced him again. Shawn was stroking his cock. Her hands moved back up to her bra.
"Not yet," he said, staring at his cock. It looked hard and huge to her. Shawn shook it and the black monster flopped a little. "I wanna try a recharge. Go grab the bong and my pants."
Jodi glanced down at his cock. It certainly looked hard enough to fuck and she was more than ready for it. Shawn looked impatient as he stared at her. He expected to be obeyed and didn't like repeating himself. She turned and headed to the kitchen. She stepped out onto the deck and into the sunlight. The bong was where they'd left it on the side of the hot tub. His pants were on the deck. She returned them both to her black lover. Jodi stood, watching him pull a bag out of his pocket with a small amount of fuck weed still in it. He filled the bowl and lit it.
"You can sit down, Mrs. Hayes."
Jodi sat down on the couch, watching Shawn take a hit. He held the bong out for her. "No thanks, I'm good."
"Come on Mrs. Hayes, take a hit."
"No thanks," she said again. She was done with fuck weed.
Shawn took it back at took a hit, holding it in before exhaling the smoke in her direction. Mike would have a fit if he knew Shawn was smoking in their house. Not that Mike was man enough to do anything about it. "Here, Mrs. Hayes." He held it out for her.
Her eyes flickered down to the lit marijuana in the bowl of the bong. "I'm done with that stuff, Shawn."
Take it. I don't need anymore." Indeed, his cock was hard again, any of the floppiness was gone. His balls were big and seemed to be swelling before her eyes. His cock really was pure masculine perfection. She shook her head. "Come on Mrs. Hayes, you still owe me for smoking some of my weed. Finish this off and we'll call it even."
That got her attention. "You mean I'll be done with you?"



"If you want to be done with me, but you got the itch now, Mrs. Hayes. You gonna want the BBC again and if it ain't me, then another brother's gonna gives it to ya."
"That's never going to happen," she muttered. Sweat started to bead on Jodi's brow as she stared at Shawn's cock in all its giant perfection. "I'll be fine without the weed," she stated without conviction. She did have an itch inside her, but that was from the weed, right? The itch had started after Shawn's cock had opened up new territory, deeper than Mike could reach. "You'll really leave us alone?" she asked, eyes flickering back and forth from big black cock to the bong.
"If that's what chu wants."
Jodi reached out and took the bong. She bent down and placed her lips around the end sucking the smoke up into her lungs through the pipe. She wanted to laugh. Several weeks ago, the very thought of putting her lips somewhere a black man's lips had just been would have disgusted her. Now her lips had been on his lips, her tongue in his mouth, and wrapped around his huge cock. She exhaled and took another hit. The sense of relaxation already spreading through her body. She really did have a fucking itch. She snorted out some smoke, wanting to laugh. Her fucking itch was an itch to fuck! She took in her fifth and final hit, her brain wondering if the itch was going to get so bad, she'd actually have to call Shawn to cum over... snort! Come over and scratch it. She certainly wasn't going to fuck some other black guys and where'd she even find one with a cock like Shawn's anyway? Jodi's eyes rolled up in her head as her lids closed, the bong falling from her fingers. Already her brain was recalling her first sight of Shawn's huge black cock as he stood up in the hot tub, her hands reaching out to touch it. She collapsed on the couch.
Shawn sprang up and picked the bong up off the couch, patting at the ashes to make sure they were out. Mrs. Hayes was slumped over on the couch. He lifted her and sat her up, her head falling forward. He made sure she was stable before letting her go. His phone was still by the recliner. He grabbed it and opened the text app. "Ready," he typed before hitting send. Might as well have a little something to remember this, he thought. He opened the video app and hit record, resting the phone against his empty beer can on the stand by the chair, aimed at Mrs. Hayes.
He stood up and walked towards the front door, giant erect cock bobbing in front of him. He didn't give a shit if any of the neighbors saw a nude black man standing in the Hayes' doorway. He was reaching for the handle to open the door when it rang.
DING DONG!
**********
Jodi's brain quickly ran through her encounters with Shawn her arousal growing with each memory ending with this morning when he fucked her from behind. She couldn't understand why having his thumb in her ass had felt so good and after he came inside her while her ass was plugged had given her one of her biggest orgasms. Next time, he fucked her from behind she hoped he'd stick his thumb in there again. She wouldn't have the courage to ask him to do it, but she wanted it. Her nipples were straining to push through the lacy material on her new bra as her horniness grew to an unprecedented level. Her pussy pulsed, each time sending a fresh flow of lubrication through her already soaked pussy.
She heard voices... men talking. She tried to wake up, but she couldn't. She wanted cock. The second hit of weed was acting like a double whammy on her already oversexed libido. She needed a big black cock to satisfy the emptiness in her pussy. So empty. She'd never forgotten the day senior year when the black men had surrounded her on the sidewalk, nor had her brain forgotten the sex dream she'd had about them that night. She was there again, wearing her sundress, raising her arms so that they could pull it off over her head. They pulled their cocks out, they were all as big as Shawn's, all perfect pussy pleasers designed to satisfy the emptiness inside her. The cocks started poking at her again only this time she opened her mouth and took another in her pussy, her hands jerking off two more. They took her on the sidewalk and afterwards, pulled her to her feet. Her new friends led her into a club filled with hot sweaty black people. She was in the "Hot in Herre" video and it was getting hotter by the minute. Her pussy was on fire. The men lifted her onto the table. When it was hot in here, you took off all your clothes, so Jodi started dancing, working the sun dress up and pulling it over her head as the heat became unbearable. The crowd cheered and then booed, seeing her boring old white bra and granny panties. I wanna take my clothes off, she thought. I wanna take my clothes off. She removed her old bra. The crowd cheered as they saw the lacy black bra underneath it. The cheers grew louder when she slid down her granny panty to reveal her lacy black panty. The crowd stared at her as they danced, most of the men shirtless, the women pulling their tops off over their heads. Jodi was lost in the song, dancing to the beat. Her hands found the hook in her bra releasing her tits from their confinement. The crowd cheered as the rapper rose up in their midst. Nelly walked across the crowd to step onto the table. He was shirtless and sexy. She pushed down her panty for him as he pulled out the biggest blackest cock her brain could have imagined. A moan of awe rose up from the crowd as she fell to her knees and took it in her mouth. She sucked Nelly's cock as he continued singing. He looked down at her, grinning, light reflecting from a gold canine as he sang, "Can't nobody stop the juice." Her stomach and mouth filled with his cum and it was delicious. She gulped it down, trying to jerk his cock off for more, but the rapper just stepped back, his huge cock hosing her nude body with cum until it was dripping off her. He stepped back as more black men climbed on the table, jerking off their huge cocks as they began to cum. "Can't nobody stop the juice," sang Nelly in the background. The juice came at her from all sides, covering her body in semen.
"OHMYGOD!" cried Jodi jerking awake. She found herself staring cross eyed down Shawn huge black cock, hard, ready, and waiting for her to come to her senses. "Jesus, Shawn," she gasped, taking it in with her eyes. "It looks even bigger!" She leaned forwards and took the sleek head in her mouth, sucking it past the glands. It did appear longer, but not quite as thick. Not as dark as normal either, a dark brown as opposed to black. She pulled back to stare at this strange cock. The head wasn't as bulbous, it was more serpentine, the glans laying lower and not flaring up as much, making it look more streamlined. She licked around them before sucking it back in her mouth. He even tastes different; she thought her eyes running up Shawn's torso. His skin was browner and his musculature leaner, not as bulky. Was she still lost in her fantasy? She swallowed a good ten inches down her throat as her eyes looked at the grinning face of another teenage black man. His black dilated pupils staring at her intensely.
Her eyebrows shot up as she stared at him in confusion while continuing to suck his cock without missing a beat. Something about his face rang a bell.
"Damn S.W., I can't believe Mrs. Hayes is sucking my cock," said the strange black man. "An she good at it, yo."
"I made sure she had plenty of practice, Assman," said Shawn appearing to Jodi's view left of the newcomer. His huge familiar darker cock was bobbing before him. "Mrs. Hayes, you remember Antione Anderson, doncha?"
"MMMPHH!" she protested, the snakelike head of Antione's cock sliding more easily through her throat then Shawn's more globular head did. She did remember Tony Anderson. Another former disruptive student of hers. She'd had him expelled.
"And you know Wilson, Mrs. Hayes," said Shawn.
There was movement to Antione's right. A wall of blackness blocked out the light from the window. Her eyes came into focus to see another naked black man. "MPH MPH!" she gurgled, not recognizing the disgusting fat man. He had to be closer to sixty then fifty. The jowly face was smiling at her displaying yellowed or missing teeth. His pate was bald with a halo of curly white hair like a monk's tonsure around the head that came down as sideburns that met above his lips in a bushy white mustache in an old Victorian era style leaving the chin bare. He did look familiar. She'd seen that mustache before. Her eyes didn't want to look away from his ugly face because his body was worse. Wilson was obese with a large belly and saggy tits with some gray chest hair and even hair around his nipples. His belly stopped beneath his navel and there was another bulge of fat under his belly that was mostly covered by white pubic hairs. A hideous dark black cock stuck out from that bulge, almost as long as Shawn's but considerably thicker with a bulbous head covered by a slightly darker foreskin. It was the ugliest thing she'd ever seen sticking out from one of the ugliest men she'd ever seen.
"Come on Mrs. Hayes. Wilson. Donnie Wilson?" Wilson had a loud voice that seemed to rumble out of his big belly. "Maybe you don't recognize me with my clothes off?" Wilson seemed annoyed. "We've worked together for seven years, bitch." He quit grinning, thankfully hiding his bad teeth. "Yeah, that's right, Mrs. Hayes," he added when her eyes widened with recognition. "Couldn't be bothered to remember my name, could you?"
Wilson was right. She hadn't bothered to learn his name. He was a subcontracted landscaper at her school. She'd never even disdained to speak with such an ugly man so beneath her station. He'd often given her a friendly greeting to which she usually replied with a nod, but often ignored. He was just the fat old black man riding around on a lawn mower, trimming the hedges, or planting flowers around the school sign. Only the flamboyant mustache made him stand out in her brain at all.
"Fatboy's my plant expert," said Shawn. "He gonna make sure my Fuck Weed business gets up and runnin."
"Been growing pot for thirty years," said Wilson proudly, showing off his ugly teeth with another grin.
She looked away from the ugly black man only to see Tony's pubes rushing up to her eyes as he grabbed her head and pulled her deep down on his cock. "Gurk!" Jodi choked, she barely managed to deep throat Shawn's foot long black cock and Tony's extra inch was a bit too much. Thankfully, he realized she was having trouble and let go of her head. Jodi pulled back, Antione's sleek cock gliding smoothly up her throat and into her mouth. She stared at his brown shaft admiringly. It really was streamlined, straight as an arrow, with the serpent shaped tip even resembling an arrowhead. Another hand grabbed her head and turned her attention left. She found herself staring at Shawn's blacker more familiar cock. His round bulbous head with the large flare of the glans was so different from Tony's. He pushed it against her lips until she opened her mouth and swallowed the head. Jodi leaned into it, swallowing a little more than half Shawn's cock, her hand stroking Tony's shaft while she sucked Shawn. Shawn stepped back. She stared at it a moment before turning her attention back to Tony. She opened her mouth and leaned forward, but another hand grabbed her head and turned her attention to the right.
Wilson's ugly cock was the opposite to Shawn's. Both their cock's matched their owner's. Wilson's cock was so fat the entire shaft looked squat even though it was nearly a foot long. The entire shaft was covered in blue-black veins that ran up to a wrinkly black foreskin that covered a cock head even more bulbous than Shawn's. It was slightly crooked, leaning to his left and she could see a large reddish-black urethra peeking at her through a hole at the tip of the foreskin. His scrotum matched the foreskin, dark black and wrinkly, his right testicle was a big as one of Shawn's balls, but his left testicle was nearly twice as big, hanging heavier and lower in the sack. It looked like the weight of the one huge testicle was what was making his cock bend to the left.
She smelled it before the head even reached her lips. His cock reeked of sweat and musk like it hadn't been washed in a week or maybe it had, but his layers of fat made it too difficult to clean properly. Her brain told her to keep her mouth shut, to turn away from the from the smelly loathsome bratwurst shaped phallus sticking out from beneath the man's big belly, but as disgusting as Wilson's cock was, it was still big enough to satisfy the yearning emptiness inside her. Her lips did open, they opened wide, wide enough to accommodate his additional girth, the foreskin sliding down as It pushed past her lips. It tasted as bad as it smelled, but the taste was manly. "Mmmm," she moaned, her throat stretching wide around the thicker cock.
"Well, shit. The slut likes it," said Wilson, staring down at the lovely redhead. Her eyes were closed as she bobbed her head over the end of his cock.
"Told chu," grunted Shawn.
"This shit's amazing," grunted Wilson. "Not only is Mrs. Hayes willingly sucking my hog, but my old colored dick ain't been this hard in ten years. It's like I'm eighteen again."
"Just get my weed growing an chu can have all you want, fatboy."
"I'm go-OHH-nna need cash."
"I gots me an investor," said Shawn. "The green is comin. Enough to get the rest of the seeds planted and to expand into yo greenhouse."
"Mmmm," moaned Jodi again as she forced more of Wilson's cock down her throat. Her forehead pushed against his fat belly. Her pussy was wrenching in lust for this cock. She kept her eyes closed as she sucked him so she didn't have to look at him, but that made her brain focus on his scent and taste. His powerful man scent filled her nostrils each time she inhaled. It was like nothing she'd ever smelled before. This was no sanitized dick, well-scrubbed with body wash or scented soap, this was how a real man smelled. She liked sucking this cock even more then she liked sucking Shawn's. Her belly hungered for his manly seed. "Mmmm," this time her groan was in complaint as she was pulled off the smelly cock. She opened her eyes and stared greedily at the crooked chunky sausage as she was pulled away from it, her face turning back towards Antione's cock. She opened her mouth to receive it.
Jodi moaned again, taking her other former student's sleek cock into her mouth. This time she started bobbing her head faster, desperate to finish one of these studs off so she could fill her belly with cum. She grabbed his hips to brace herself only to have Shawn grab her arm and pull her hand over to his cock. Wilson soon did the same. Jodi rapidly sucked Antione's cock, her hands jerking off the other two men. She was servicing three feet of black cock and it was all hers.
"Oh shit," grunted Tony, throwing his head back. "You want some more?" he asked Wilson, not wanting to give her mouth up.
"No. I'm a gonna fuck that white pussy."
"Good. Keep sucking that black cock, Mrs. Hayes."
"Get her down on the floor," said Wilson.
Wilson and Shawn grabbed her under her arms and lifted her off the couch. Their cocks slid out of her fists even as Tony's slipped out of her mouth. They held her arms as Tony reached out and unhooked the bra between her luscious white tits. Her tits sprang free and he couldn't help running his hands over her breasts. The men released her arms long enough for the bra to fall off before grabbing them again Tony kneeled down in front of her and pulled her black panty down over her hips until it fell to the floor. He sat up on his knees as Shawn and Wilson pulled down on her arms forcing her to her knees, one of them pushing her back so that she was on all fours. Tony grabbed the base of his cock and slapped it on her head a few times before lowering it back down towards her waiting mouth. They both sighed as she began sucking Tony was more. Wilson kneeled down behind her, he was sweating profusely and taking deep breaths. He pulled back on his foreskin, watching the purplish black head of his hog emerge from the foreskin. His chunky eleven-plus-inch dick was rising up and rearing left of her butt crack when he grabbed and bent it down towards the pussy lips. "Never had no white pussy before," he grunted, thrusting forwards.
"MMMPPH!" Jodi's eyes widened as her pussy was stretched out more than ever before. Her eyebrows slowly lowered and she closed her eyes enjoying the feeling of having both her needs satisfied at the same time. Soon Wilson's cock was buried to the balls inside her, his thrusts pushing her into the fat around his crotch even as she raised her ass up into his belly pushing back into his thrusts. He slammed her harder pushing her forward so that Tony's cock shoved deeper in her throat.
"What do you think, old man?" asked Shawn.
"Best pussy I ever had," he gasped out. "Hot, tight, and wet, just like I like them."
"Mm Mm MMMM!" grunted Jodi cumming on Wilson's cock for the first time. She looked up Tony's body. He was very fit with a prominent six-pack and well-defined muscles. He had a leaner athletic build compared to Shawn's bulkier heavy weight torso. Another difference was that Antione Anderson was actually kind of handsome. He was clean cut with short shaved hair and bright white teeth and a nice smile, a good-looking young man without Shawn's brutish thug visage. Sweat was beading his forehead and he had an intense look on his face.
"UNH!" grunted Tony, his cock bucking down her throat.
She felt it pulsing inside her throat. The need she had for her belly to be full was being satisfied as he emptied a large load into her stomach. Jodi pulled her head back as Tony pulled his hips back. His spurting cock slipped back into her mouth, filling it with his semen until her cheeks bulged out. His cum tasted as good as Shawn's, thick as pudding as she swallowed it down. Tony grabbed the base of his shaft, squeezing his hand upwards, squirting more wads of his seed into her mouth. Unlike Shawn who liked to cover her in the last few wads of cum, Tony seemed to want to feed her every last drop of his seed.
"Fuck bro, look how hard it is?" said Antione, pulling his rock-hard cock from her mouth and staring at it proudly.
"It ain't gonna start going down til you cum again," said Shawn. "And even then, it'll pop right back up."
"Unh Unh Unh," grunted Jodi as Wilson forcefully fucked her from behind. She could feel her back growing wet as sweat dripped off his belly. He was wheezing, gasping for air, not used to this kind of exertion. "Fuck me," she hissed. "Fuck me."
"You're not going to forget my name now are you, Mrs. Hayes?"
"God no."
"Say it."
"Wilson. Fuck me. Give me that big cock."
"Call me Mr. Wilson or sir," he ordered.
"Fuck me Mr. Wilson. I love your cock, sir."
"This your favorite cock, bitch?"
"Yes sir! It's my favor... CUMMING!" Her arms gave out and she lowered her head to the carpet, keeping her ass upthrust for him to continue fucking. "Fuck me," she gasped softly. "Fuck my white pussy, sir. I love your big black cock, Mr. Wilson."
"Fuck you, slut," growled Shawn, slightly miffed.
"Sorry Shawn. His cock feels so good. I love it. I want him to fuck me forever."
"I can't fuck you forever," said Wilson wheezing even louder.
"Careful old man, this is the kind of pussy that could kill you," said Tony.
"Then I'd die happy," groaned Wilson. "You want my cum, bitch?"
"Yes, Mr. Wilson."
"Ask for it then."
"Please give me your cum, Mr. Wilson. My white pussy wants your seed, sir." Jodi's body started shaking as she began to cum. Wilson pushed his fat cock in deep. A powerful steady stream began hosing her womb with his hot seed which immediately intensified her orgasm one hundred-fold. Like Tony, he didn't pull out and cum on her, her just held his cock deep until he'd emptied his balls of every drop in her womb.



The fat man was gasping and wheezing as he fell off her and struggled to lift his sweaty heaving body onto the couch. His thick eleven-inch cock stayed erect, throbbing and bobbing along with each gasp of breath the obese man took.
"Holy fuck," said Tony, staring at Mrs. Hayes in awe after Wilson had moved his bulk out of the way.
"Nice, ain't it," said Shawn.
"Unh huh," agreed Tony, nodding. "It's... perfection. Like the full moon is shining at me." His jaw dropped and he began to fall. Antione "The Assman" Anderson fell to his knees still staring worshipfully at the firm well-rounded globes of Jodi's ass. He didn't see the stream of Wilson's semen dripping out beneath it. All his eyes saw was the upthrust rear end of his former teacher, the last teacher he ever had because she was one that had gotten him expelled. He reached out and caressed her cheeks with both his hands, a shudder passing through his body as he touched them. His eyes ran down her crack to the tightly puckered rosebud in the center. "She's untapped," he hissed between his straight white teeth.
"I left it for you, bro," said Shawn. "It wasn't easy."
"Thank you," Tony whispered.
"I owe you, Assman. I owe you a lot." They'd hit a warehouse a few years back. Tony had gotten caught and spent fourteen months in prison despite being only seventeen when he got arrested. He'd never ratted out Shawn. Shawn had a long career of criminal activity, but no record. He'd been locked up, but no charges ever stuck.
Shawn expected to see Tony line his cock up right away and shove it through that tightly puckered hole. Instead, what he saw was Tony leaning forward and pressing his nose between her cheeks. The Assman stuck his tongue out and slid it up her crack, over her anus, and out the top. He turned, kissed one of her cheeks then the other before returning his tongue to her sphincter. Even Shawn wouldn't lick out a girl's asshole. He'd happily fuck it and planned on fucking Mrs. Hayes' ass later, but he'd never lick it.
It wasn't normal for Tony either, but for some reason, he had to lick Mrs. Hayes. He was grateful Wilson had fucked her in this position so that Wilson's cum wasn't running down her ass crack. It wouldn't have stopped Tony if it had been, but he was glad her it wasn't. He pushed the tip of his tongue hard against Mrs. Hayes sphincter and wiggled it inside.
Jodi wiggled her ass back at him. She was barely aware of what she was doing, the orgasm Wilson had given her had knocked her out. For once, her needy pussy and belly both felt satisfied, but there was a new pleasurable sensation registering on her brain. She pushed her ass back into that wet squirmy thing probing into her asshole unsure exactly what was going on.
Tony turned his head sideways and kissed both cheeks again. He sat up, his hands worshipfully running over and squeezing her firm white globes. Tony looked down at his erect missile-shaped cock sticking out and pointing at the crack in her ass. The other black men watched intently, Wilson still catching his breath on the couch and Shawn walking over to sit back down in Mike's recliner.
"More," moaned Jodi, missing the strange thing playing with her anus.
"More's coming," he said before spitting in his hand and rubbing the saliva around the head.
This was his way of getting back at the teacher that had expelled him. He was going to turn Mrs. Hayes into an anal slut. He never went back to school, never graduated, and ended up selling drugs on the street along with some other minor criminal activity. He knew the street well and it would be his job to set up Shawn's network of dealers to move his product.
As long as he could remember, he'd been obsessed with asses. He didn't care what the woman looked like, as long as she had a great booty, he was in. If he was getting his dick sucked, he looked down her back at her ass. His favorite position for fucking was doggy so that he could play with her ass, but his favorite of all was the ass fucking itself. If they were reluctant, he was good-looking and charming enough to usually convince them.
Tony spit in his hand again, coating his saliva around the head of his cock, but he didn't think it was enough. He had a small bottle of lube in his pants pocket for occasions like this, but his pants were a good fifteen feet away. He was holding his cock down, head aimed at her pink rosebud, but he forced it down even further and let it glide smoothly between the folds of her pussy lips.
"Mmm, fuck me," moaned Jodi, still slightly out of it with her head resting on her folded arms.
Tony did, but slowly working his cock slowly in and out of her, letting his brown shaft get coated in her wetness and Wilsons's thick cum.
"OH!" she squealed, his extra inch pushing in even deeper than Shawn's cock had gone as he sank his cock in her up to the hilt. He held her hips tightly, feeling her pussy clenching down, quivering around his cock. Her muscles squeezed his shaft trying to force him to move it. He started to remove his cock, his primal brain screaming at him to fuck her, to plant his seed deep in her womb, to knock his former teacher up with a little black baby, but he was "The Assman" after all and he needed to fuck her ass more than he needed to knock her up. There'd be plenty of time to plant his seed in her womb later.
Tony groaned as he slowly withdrew his cock. Jodi groaned also, pushing her ass back as far as it would go to keep his cock inside her. His sleek missile shaped cock sprang up as it cleared her pussy. It was covered with her and Wilson's combined fluids. This will do, he thought.
Tony grabbed his cock and bent it down. Both Wilson and Shawn leaned in to watch more closely. It was easier when they spread their cheeks open for him, but Mrs. Hayes didn't know what was coming. He adjusted his stance so that he could push his cock down, poising the head against her tight little pink rosebud. It was a beautiful clean anus and it was his to destroy. Tony pushed the head down against her anus and thrust his cock through his fist.
Jodi came alive!
"UNH!" she grunted, feeling her anus pushing in as it began to open. She arched her back, lifting her rear into it to make it easier for him, thinking it was just his thumb pushing into her butt before he put his cock back in her pussy. She even moaned wanting this again, the fullness and satisfaction of having her pussy stuffed full of cock while her rectum was being stimulated. But her ass kept stretching open. She winced, sweat forming on her forehead. Antione Anderson must have a really big thumb? Her opening went from the diameter of a dime to that of a nickel, and as it passed that of a quarter, she knew she was in trouble. Tony Anderson was trying to sodomize her!
He grabbed her waist and held her tight as she began to pull away. "Relax, Mrs. Hayes," he told her calmly. "Relax. Take a deep breath. I want you to enjoy this."
Jodi's face was scrunched up with the strain. Enjoy it? He's got to be kidding? "It's too big," she protested. "UUNNHH!!" She could feel her ass stretching open around the thick middle of the head. "OHGOD!" The head pushed in deeper, his glans slipping through her opening. Thank God for the fuck weed, she thought. The marijuana was helping with pain relief as well as relaxing her. Thank God for fuck weed? You don't thank God when you're skipping church to let a black teenager sodomize your ass. She was going straight to hell for this.
"There Mrs. Hayes. The heads in, that's as thick as it gets. We'll let you get used to it."
"I'll never get used to this," she growled, keeping her head down. She could feel the color rising in her cheeks as she fought to accommodate having such a huge cock in her ass. Nearby Shawn chuckled.
"This yo first white ass?" asked Shawn.
"First white woman," replied Tony. He'd taken a few white men in prison. They struggled at first, but then they'd all begged for him to do it to them one last time before he got out.
"Oh," said Shawn, sitting back knowing exactly where Tony would have butt fucked some dude and knowing that he was partially to blame for Tony being in prison in the first place.
"Ready, Mrs. Hayes?" asked Tony. He placed both hands on her hips.
"OHGOD, NO!" she hissed between her teeth. "Fine. Just do it! Get it over with."
"Tense up your sphincter."
Jodi flexed her sphincter muscle, feeling her squeeze around the serpentine head of Tony's cock.
"Yessss," moaned Tony. "Squeeze that big black cock. Now relax." He felt her grip slip and he slowly pushed more in until she tensed back up. "Good, squeeze and relax." He pushed more in. "Squeeze and relax."
"OOOHHH!" she moaned. He didn't have to speak anymore. She heard his voice in her head. "Squeeze and relax," it said hypnotically, over and over. As she relaxed, his cock pushed deeper and eventually as she squeezed her sphincter around his cock, she began to enjoy it. "Yes," she moaned, squeezing. "Mmmm," she sighed, relaxing. He began working it in and out not just pushing forward. He was slowly fucking her ass still pushing deeper. She squeezed her ass tightly around it. "OH YES!" she gasped as he started fucking her with nearly half his cock. "That's it, Tony, Fuck my ass."
"You liken it now, Mrs. Hayes?"
"Yeah, it's not so bad, kinda good. Fuck my ass, Tony. Mmmm, it is good." She squeezed her ass tight around his cock. Quivers of pleasure running along the nerve endings in her anus. "I like... I love it. So fucking good." The quivers grew into tremors that turned into an explosion of pleasure from her womb. She raised her head and cried out as she came from being sodomized by the black teen. "Cock... ass... good!" she gasped before crying out in pleasure and then shame. Tears rolled down her cheeks and she sobbed even as her ass continued squeezing and releasing Tony's cock.
"You okay?" he asked, stopping when he noticed her sobs.
"Yes, don't stop. Keep fucking me Tony," she told him, still crying, a slow horror spreading through her body at what was happening to her. It wasn't dismay that she was being sodomized. She was horrified that each time Tony pulled back, she began to feel an emptiness where his cock had been, a yearning to have it back inside her. She would want this again. First her pussy, then her mouth, and now her ass would need to have that emptiness filled again.
Jodi was gently thrusting her hips up to meet his thrusts. Tony was slowly pumping her ass. He wasn't in a hurry, just enjoying what was a dream come true for him. "You gonna let me fuck your ass again?"
"Oh yes, Tony. Any time," she moaned.
"This is my white ass now," he growled, picking up speed. He had a hold of her hips and was pulling her back into his thrusts, forcing his cock a little deeper.
"Yes." She moved one hand out from under her head and it found its way to her pussy. She started diddling herself. "Yes, your ass." Jodi felt the pressure building as another orgasm began building up inside her.
"Who owns this white ass?" asked Tony, spanking one of her cheeks.
"You Tony," she gasped. "It's your ass to fuck any time."
"That's right, gonna fuck your white slut ass anytime, gonna fuck it all the time." Tony fucked faster. "Ready for my jizz, Mrs. Hayes?"
"Yes," she hissed through gritted teeth. "Do it, give it to me."
"Here it is, slut." Tony pulled her ass back into his cock as it began pumping her bowels full of sperm. Jodi's body shook as her orgasm broke. His cock continued spewing out its voluminous load, filling her ass and rising up to squirt out of her anus around his shaft. It ran down her perineum to mix with Wilson's sperm still leaking from her pussy. Their combined cum dribbled down to pool on her carpet.
"Fuck yeah," groaned Tony, pushing her forwards and slowly withdrawing his cock. More semen welled up in her ass, following his retreating cock, and pouring from her stretched out hole the second his cock sprang free. "That's the best orgasm I ever had."
"It's the fuck weed, bro," said Shawn.
"Nah, it was Mrs. Hayes ass. Definitely her ass."
"Dayumn nigga," wheezed Wilson through his teeth. "I think you made her cum too."
"Twice," said Tony.
"That normal, Assman?" asked Shawn.
"No," said Tony, climbing to his feet. "The men do, but then they jack it while I'm doin'em good. Women love it, but usually don't cum. She special."
"She is special," agreed Shawn, but suspecting it was the fuck weed again that relaxed her enough to cum. He'd have to experiment with that. "Why don't you go get cleaned up, Mrs. Hayes. We ain't done with ya."
Jodi was weak and wiped out, but she did need a shower. She pushed herself up and stumbled her way to the stairs. She used the railing and slowly climbed the stairs, her belly and womb full of semen, and now her ass squishing, leaking sperm with every stair she climbed. She felt ashamed and dirty, but for once felt like all her needs had been satisfied.
"Damn cock's still hard," said Tony, staring down at his cock bobbing before him. He pushed it down with his index finger watching it spring back up and bob. "Guess it's time to give that white pussy a go."
"Why doncha head upstair den," said Shawn.
**********
It took Jodi forever to feel clean. She washed between her thighs and ran the cloth up between her butt cheeks, but each time she wiped Tony's semen up, more poured from her ass. Rubbing the body wash across her breasts was sending spasms of desire back down to her pussy, the emptiness began returning. She dropped the wash cloth and closed her eyes as she played with her nipples, her arousal increasing to the point she slid one hand down her belly, her fingers slipping into her pussy. She was able to bring herself off while thinking about the three black men's cocks, her orgasm releasing more of their trapped seed from her womb and rear end adding to the emptiness. She washed that away and finally felt clean enough to step out of the shower.
Jodi dried herself off and wrapped a towel around her body before walking out into the bedroom. She froze when she saw Tony sitting on the bed. His thirteen-inch torpedo cock rising up between his legs. "Co'mere, Mrs. Hayes," he said.
Jodi's eyes focused on the huge black cock as she stepped closer. She'd stripped the bed and he was sitting on just the mattress cover. The sheets were piled on the floor still sticky and wet from last night's multiple couplings with Shawn.
She stepped between his legs, Tony reaching out and untying the knot in the towel above her bosom. It fell to the floor. "You have an amazing body, Mrs. Hayes," he told her, running his brown hands over her pale white breasts before sliding them down and grabbing her hips. He pulled her closer, she turned her head as their lips met. Jodi moaned, her arousal growing as they kissed passionately. Tony reached around and grabbed her ass, squeezing it. He pulled her closer, tighter. Jodi found herself climbing into his lap, still kissing him.
Tony raised her up, breaking their kiss, her lips found her erect nipples as he lowered her down over the head of his cock. He used his strong arms to raise and lower her over the end of his shaft until gently lowering her down so that she was fully impaled. They both sighed as her hot pussy embraced his hard black cock. She sat still, enjoying the feeling of fullness she got from his cock, kissing him again. Eventually, Tony grabbed her ass cheeks raising and lowering her over several inches of his cock. She assisted, raising up off her knees to bounce on more of his shaft.
"I love your cock, Tony," she whispered in between kissing him.
"It loves your white pussy," he whispered back. "And your mouth." He kissed her. "And your ass." Jodi arched her back, her pussy beginning to tighten around his shaft. Her breasts thrust up towards his face. "And some day," he added. He sucked one of her swollen nipples between her lips. "It's gonna love fucking these big white titties." He sucked her other nipple, his tongue flickering over the hard nub.
"OHGOD, TONY!" She threw her head back, her long red hair, darker because it was wet, hanging down behind her. "I'm cum... CCUUMMMMIINNGG!!" Her pussy clenched down around his shaft, her orgasm exploding outwards from her womb to rock her entire body.
"That's it slut, come all over that black cock." Her wetness poured out around his shaft soaking his crotch. Tony fell back on the bed.
Jodi leaned forward, bracing her white hands on his muscular brown chest, her hair now falling down over his torso. She gasped for air. "Wow," she said. "I love your cock," she said, staring down at his fit chest and his handsome face.
"Is it your favorite?" he asked.
Jodi nodded. "It is." She ground her crotch into his.
"Shit," said Shawn. "I think her favorite is whatever one's in her at the time."
Jodi looked up guiltily to see Shawn's broad muscular form standing in the doorway. He was stroking his cock and it was glistening in the light as he coated it with fluid. "Sorry," she told him.
"Don't be Mrs. Hayes." Shawn walked closer and then around to the foot on the bed. "I knew you was a slut for big black cocks."
"I'm not," she protested. "It's the weed." He disappeared behind her. "I'm not a slut," she denied, hoping Tony might agree with her. Tony's grip on her ass cheeks tightened, fingers digging into her flesh as he spread them apart. "I'm not..." She felt Shawn's hard rod fall on the top of her ass. He stepped back the thick shaft sliding down her cheeks. He grabbed the base, applying pressure down on it as the knobby head moved down to her recently fucked anus. "No," she hissed in shock. "You're not..." Jodi tried to look behind her, but couldn't turn her head that far. "That's too much!"
Jodi's face tightened, her cheeks turning red. Her anus pushed inwards before stretching open. Shawn's cock was thicker, the head rounder and fatter than Tony's. Her sphincter stretched open further than before. There was a brief moment when she thought her ass was going to tear open before his cock head pushed inside. After that, it wasn't so bad. Her ass had already been well-fucked and it didn't take long for it to adjust to Shawn's slightly thicker cock. She followed the, "squeeze and relax" instructions, Tony had given her and Shawn's cock pushed deeper.
"You don't know how hard it was saving dis ass for chu," growled Shawn, his cock head pushing against Tony's shaft.
"Oh, I know, bro. I know," answered Tony, keeping her cheeks spread open for Shawn.
Shawn's cock head pushed upwards, along the length of Tony's shaft until the two large cocks were pushing against each other as if competing for one tight space.
"UNNNHH!" sighed Jodi, loudly. "Oh god! It's too much!" She exhaled sharply, sucking in a deep breath she filled her lungs, holding it, before releasing the air in shorts puffs like she was giving birth. Only in this case, the thing was pushing in instead of out. "OH," she groaned, grinding her crotch into Tony. "Mmmm, yessss. It'sss gooood."
"That's it, Mrs. Hayes, now ya gettin in ta it. I knew you was a slut for big black cocks."
"No, I'm not..." Jodi let her denial trail off. "Just fuck me."
"Not until you admits it," said Shawn, smugly.
"I can't," she groaned. "I'm not a... I'm a married... Just fuck me." Jodi wiggled her ass. "Please?"
"Say it, slut," ordered Shawn.
"Say it," added Tony beneath her. He grabbed one of her heavy teats and raised it to his lips, sucking her nipple between them.
"OOOHHH ALLLL RIGHT! Alright! I'm a slut for big black cocks. Fuck me. Fuck me with your big black cocks."
Shawn pulled back on his shaft pushing forward. "Who's yo favorite?"
"Yeah, who's your favorite," said Tony, bucking his hips so that his cock pushed deep in her pussy, pulling back slightly.



"YYEESS!!" Jodi raised her ass up and down. "You're my... your both my... I love all black cock. I'm a slut for big black cock."
"That's what I'm talkin about," said Shawn, spanking his palm down against her ass cheek. He grabbed her hips and held on as he slammed his cock in and out of her ass. "But we both know I'm yo favorite."
"Yes! Fuck me. Fuck me," she screamed.
The men raised her ass up high enough Tony could buck his hips and work his cock in and out of her pussy. The alternated thrusts at first, Shawn pulling back when Tony thrust deep, switching to both pulling back together and thrusting their cocks back in eliciting screams of pleasure from Jodi.
"I'm cumming. I'm cumming," she cried out, her pussy and sphincter contracting all around the two men's shafts as she came hard all over Tony's cock.
Wilson stumbled into the doorway, leaning heavily against the jam, gasping for breath from climbing the stairs. He shuffled into the room, rivulets of sweat running down his prodigious stomach.
"What took you so long?" asked Shawn.
"Funny," wheezed the heavy black man.
"This slut sound noisy to you, Tony?" asked Shawn.
"Yeah, slut's loud," replied Tony before returning his mouth to her nipple.
"Just in time, Fatboy. Shut the slut up."
"Damn straight," grunted Wilson. "Can't let you two niggas have all the fun."
Tears of pleasure were running down Jodi's face from her intense orgasm and she could feel another building. Wilson's immense naked bulk was approaching the bed. He climbed on above Tony's head, that side of the bed bending down as he lifted his bulk on it. His fat eleven-inch cock stuck out from the fat patch around his pubic hair just under the larger bulge of his belly. She no longer saw it as hideous. It was just another big black cock that could satisfy the emptiness inside her. Jodi lowered her lips and sucked the head inside, moaning with satisfaction as all her needs were finally being met.
The head wasn't enough for Donnie Wilson. "I need ya to suck it deep, Mrs. Hayes." He grabbed the back of her head and pulled her down, his shaft slamming down her throat. The top of her face pushed deep into the black man's large gut. He stank and his sweat covered her forehead and the top of her hair, but she didn't care. He moved his hands to the sides of her head and began face fucking her, the angle being perfect for shafting her throat. It was the hardest cock she ever sucked, hard to breathe through her nose. She inhaled deeply every other time he pulled back on his hips, exhaling the other times. She lost her rhythm each time she came and she came many more times.
Jodi's body was being used like a slut to get their cocks off. Shawn was holding her hips, slamming his cock in and out of her ass. Tony was pushing up on her ribs, keeping her slightly raised so that he could buck his hips, keeping 3/4s of his shaft inside her while working the rest in and out. Wilson was holding her head still shoving his cock in and out of her mouth. Jodi wasn't doing any of the work. She was just serving as a future receptacle for their seed and after a full ten to fifteen minutes of this, their seed came.
Shawn came first. He pushed his cock deep into her ass, maybe nine inches deep, his hot seed exploding from tip of his cock and flooding her bowels with a large load of cum. This was the first load he'd blown since smoking the second hit of fuck weed and it was a large one, more than her ass could hold, sperm squirting out around the shaft buried in her anus.
Jodi came hard the moment she felt his cock erupting inside her. She wanted to scream out loud, but her cries were choked by the thick black cock pumping in and out of her throat. Seconds later, she felt Tony's cock explode, another large load of semen spewing into her womb at a rapid pace, overflowing it so that his cum poured down all over her balls to mingle with Shawn's seed running down her perineum from her leaking ass. Tony's squirting cock both prolonged and tripled the power of her orgasm. Wilson's cum was gushing down her throat, filling her belly to the point she felt like she was drowning in cum. He pushed her head back, his cock head entering and overflowing her mouth with thick seed that tasted even better then the other two black men. It dribbled down her chin as she tried to swallow, but her orgasm made her want to shout out, not gulp down the constant discharge streaming out of Wilson's thick cock.
Jodi went limp, the only thing holding her body up was Tony's hands on her ribs and Shawn's on her hips. Wilson pulled back, his cock exiting her mouth. She shut her lips quickly to keep her mouth full of sperm mostly so that she could keep tasting him. The fat old black man, jerked his cock off, the last few wads of his semen splattering on her face. He fell to the side, landing heavily on the bed. It was hard enough to make the other three jump up on the bed. Shawn slowly began withdrawing his spent cock, his seed flooding up after his retreating cock. It bubbled up and poured out of her stretched out anus.
Jodi smiled lazily and looked up. Mike was standing in the doorway, pale as a ghost, and looking completely aghast at her. The first words to fill her brain were, "Mike, it's not what it looks like," but it was what it looked like. Jodi just swallowed the sperm filling her mouth and collapsed on top of Tony without saying anything. He rolled her over so that he could pull his deflated cock out of her.
"Damn fuck weed," she heard Shawn say. "I'm still hard." She felt his hands on her ankles, lifting her up and then his big perfect cock was in her again, fucking her hard enough her tits were shaking violently up and down. Jodi just stared at the ceiling, focusing on the big black cock fucking her pussy so good it wasn't long until he had her cumming again and again.
**********
Mike had a mostly good morning. He won the golf match with his friends despite Eddie's constant unprofessional taunting on the back nine when he realized he was going to lose. "Damn boys, you should see Jodi in yoga pants."
Mike flushed as he teed up.
"She was really shaking that ass for me. You know I think Jodi could use a big cock for a change. A woman dressed like she was at the mall the other day is looking to get fucked by a real man."
The others laughed uncomfortably. Eddie was usually inappropriate and often went too far. He made sexual comments about all their wives, but mostly Jodi. He had deep set eyes and stared a lot. His hair was greasy and usually uncombed. He also licked his lips constantly. Jodi was right about Eddie being a creep. His wife Diane had been a real stunner, but gained a lot of weight after her third child with Eddie. The guys didn't understand how Eddie could have scored a babe like Diane until they'd used the locker room showers together and Eddie had strolled in last, a huge banana cock swinging back and forth between his thighs. He gave it a few tugs and the monster rose up to jut out from his matted pubes a good foot in length. They'd all stared in shock at it. "Any of you think your wives would like a go with a real man?" he asked, pointing it at them one by one. He aimed it at Mike last. "How about you Mikey? Big cocks really bring out the slut in redheads." Mike just shook his head, but had trouble not staring at it. He hadn't seen it's like since until Shawn Wright had stood up in to hot tub. Life really wasn't fair. The only good thing about Eddie's twelve-inch cock was that it told him size wasn't just a black thing. Some men were just gifted.
Despite Eddie's teasing, he got a birdie on that hole and had one of his best scores ever by the end of the game. They always played for a little money and he was quite happy pocketing the extra cash.
He drove home still feeling slightly pleased with himself and hoping that Shawn would be gone, but suspecting that the black teen wouldn't leave until his balls had been completely emptied.
He was right, he could hear them upstairs, going at it again. He stared dismayed at the carpet. There were multiple pools of gooey mess in front of the couch and his chair. Damn, that black kid sure came a lot, he thought. It looked like he'd blown two or three more of his big loads down here and they were upstairs fucking again.
"Fuck you, bitch," he muttered. "I ain't cleaning your mess up this time." He sighed when his eyes fell on her sexy new lingerie on the floor by the couch. He hadn't even gotten to see her in it. His brows furrowed, confused at the additional piles of clothing on the carpet which included a few more pair of men's shoes. "What the fuck?" he asked, before heading to the stairs, avoiding little puddles of semen on each step.
Mike stood in the doorway to his bedroom and stared at the backside of an obese black man. Rolls of fat bulged out on his back. Surprisingly, his ass was flat, but still fat, it sagged down to the back of his thighs. The fat dark ass cheeks were tensing up, his back was sweaty, and his hands were in front of him down by his crotch. Mike had the distinct impression the old fat man was jerking off.
The saggy butt cheeks shook, indented, and pulled back. The fat black man fell to his side landing on the top of Mike's bed. His eyes locked with Jodi's, semen running down her face. Towering above her ass was Shawn's powerful torso. He was stroking his cock above her ass, long strands of his thick seed were shooting out from the head. Jodi smiled sadly at her husband before gulping down the load in her mouth. It was then that he noticed another black man beneath her. He rolled her off him.
Shawn cursed the fuck weed and before Mike's brain had even processed the fact that his slightly racist conservative wife had just been fucking three black men, Shawn was holding her legs up and slapping his cock in and out of her trying to get himself off again.
Mike slowly turned and walked back downstairs. He grabbed himself a beer out of the fridge and sat down at the dining table, slowly sipping his drink. An hour later, the grotesquely fat black man slowly shuffled downstair. He was covered in sweat and breathing heavily, his huge black cock slapping back and forth from thigh to thigh. "Afternoon," he said, casually, walking nude past Mike and grabbing one of Mike's beers from the fridge. He pulled the tab and gulped it down. "Recycle?" he asked, holding the can up.
"Just leave it on the counter."
The black man sat the can down and walked past Mike heading back to the living room. Mike stared at the fat ass not believing his wife capable of doing anything sexual with such a man. The stranger dressed himself and quietly left. More sexual noises echoed down the stairwell. They were still at it or at it again, it no longer mattered.
Mike drank another beer, the two naked black teens coming down a half hour later. "Hey, Mr. Hayes. This is Antione Anderson," said Shawn, walking past Mike and grabbing two beers, handing one to Tony.
"S'up," said the lean muscular black teen, smirking at Mike as he sipped one of Mike's beers.
The two men sat their half empty beers on the table by Mike and headed back upstairs. Soon more sexual noises had started. Mike finished his beer. He stood and checked the fridge. Shawn and Antione had taken his last two cans. Mike sighed. Fifteen minutes later, he was in the liquor store buying a case of beer. After that, it was dinner time and he was hungry so he stopped by a diner and sat down for dinner. His stomach was so upset, he barely touched his food. He managed to finish the soup and munched on the salad while his pork chops went cold.
When he returned, the men were gone or at least he thought so. The living room hadn't been cleaned up. He went upstairs. The bed was a mess and covered in wet spots. Jodi was in the bathroom. He peeked in on her. She was soaking in the tub, sitting back, a wet facecloth over her eyes. She was clean, her body looked gorgeous. Her perfect tits were rising out of the water, nipples swollen and erect. She was humming slightly. "Jodi?" he asked, angry that she seemed so content.
Jodi sat up, the cloth falling off her face. "Mike?" She stared at him.
"Are you okay?" He watched her nod. "What happened?"
"I..." She blushed. "I smoked some more weed."
"YOU DID WHAT?" He starred at her in shock, noticing her pupils were still dilated as much as they had been last night.
"He told me that if I did, we'd be even and he'd leave us alone."
Mike relaxed slightly. "So we might be done with him?"
"I hope so," she responded.
"You mean it?"
"Yes," she said, nodding.
"We'll talk in the morning."
**********
Mike slept in their guest bedroom or tried to sleep. His mind was too active, running through the events of the last two weeks and always culminating in the nude form of the fat black man shuffling into the kitchen, his obscene cock swinging like a pendulum. Oddly, it was the image of the huge cock swinging back and forth that finally put him to sleep.
He jerked awake when a hand slapped over his mouth. Mike struggled against the intruder. Tiny powdery objects hit the back of his throat. "Sssh," whispered Jodi in his ear. "Here, have a drink." She grabbed his arm and guided his hand to a glass of water.
"Wh- what did you give me?" His mind raced through the various poisons. He pictured her all in black, pretending to cry over his coffin while the three black men consoled her. He knew he was being ridiculous, but the thoughts came nonetheless. He took the water and swallowed the dry pills stuck in his throat.
"Relax honey, it's just some of your penis pills."
"My penis pills?" He felt her hand on his stomach. He was sleeping in only his underwear and her hand slipped beneath the hem to fondle his penis.
"I'm so horny, Mike." He watched her in the dim light climb into bed with him. "I need you."
Mike grabbed her hand and pulled it out of his underwear. Images of the disgusting things he'd seen her do flooding his brain. "Jodi, I can't. I need time to think."
"And I need cock." She leaned in and kissed his neck. "Go down on me and I'll suck you off, baby," she whispered.
Mike shivered, remembering the last time he'd gone down on her when her orgasm released Shawn's trapped semen into his mouth. "No!"
"You don't love me anymore," she sobbed.
"I do. I just need time to get over this."
"Can I at least sleep here?"
Mike hesitated, wondering if she really wanted his companionship or that their king-sized bed was too messy. "Okay."
Jodi snuggled up to him and he wrapped his arm around her. She was nude, her big breasts pushed into his sides and he could feel her nipples were still hard as they pushed into him. She smelled good from her bath. "Thank you," she whispered, placing her hand on his chest.
"Tell me what happened."
Jodi told him and Mike felt a little better, blaming Shawn for tricking her into smoking his vile weed again and inviting his friends over. "I couldn't help myself. I was... I am just so horny."
"Jodi, I love you and I will try to get past this. Just promise me no more fuck weed."
"Oh god Mike, I promise. The stuff is evil."
"Good. You were right honey; I should have turned that brick of weed over to the police."
"We both made mistakes, Mike. I want to work through this." She leaned into him raising her lips to his. He flinched, seeing her face splattered with cum, it matted her hair, and ran down her chin. Her eyes were totally black. Mike turned his head away. "If you can't kiss me, we can't work through this." Mike turned his head back to her. She brought her lips down on his, her cheeks bulging out from all the fat black man's sperm she was holding in her mouth. It poured down into Mike's mouth. Mike forced the images out of his brain and kissed her back. "There, that's better," she said. Jodi slid up some more and kissed him on the nose, then the forehead.
The dim light turned black as her large bosom blocked out the light from the window. Her nipple scraped against his lips just as Mike felt the heat in his cheeks as the penis pills kicked in. Jodi hefted her tit, moving it so that the nipple passed back and forth over his lips just like a mother did trying to get her baby to nurse. Mike couldn't help himself and sucked her swollen nipple into his mouth, moaning as his arousal grew. God, she had great tits!
Jodi climbed on top of him as his prick stiffened. She reached between her legs and pulled his dick out, raising it as she pushed her pussy back onto the tip. If Mike had any second thoughts about having sex with her, they disappeared when she leaned over him and turned the light on. No man could resist a body like that, he thought as she sank down onto his shaft. Hell yeah they could get through this. Especially, if she kept this up. His heart filled with hope.
"Mmm, so horny, Mike." She closed her eyes, enjoying the feeling of having his penis in her. "I love your dick, baby." She started slowly working her hips over his cock. "Mmm, give me more." She ground her pussy into his crotch. "Gimme more, Mike."
Mike bucked up, thrusting his dick as deep as it would go. "Here it is, Jodi."
"More." Her brow furrowed. He could see the need written across her face. "I'm so horny, Mike. So empty. Fill me up, baby."
"I'm all in, Jodi," he groaned, bucking his hips faster, hoping his dick might go just a little bit deeper.
"It's not enough," she blurted.
Ironically, the light dinner and the three penis pills she'd slipped him had his dick as hard as it ever got. A couple weeks ago, he'd have been quite proud of it, and Jodi would have been at least content with it. Mike suddenly felt a desperate need to satisfy her. He reached out and squeezed her breasts, pinching her nipples eliciting a moan from her.
"It's not enough," she hissed. "Not enough. Not enough."
Mike moved one hand off her breast and down between her legs. He found her clit and started rubbing it furiously.
"Oh yes," she moaned. She stopped riding him, pressing her clit down onto his finger as he diddled her. He kept bucking his hips so that his dick kept working a little inside her. "That's it, baby. Gonna cum." He worked his finger faster believing that getting her off would be some sort of victory. "Yes, Mike. Yes. YES!"
They came together which was amazing and the perfect outcome to any sex session. Mike thrust his prick up shooting his seed as deep as he could. Her pussy contracted all around his shaft, her own cum soaking his dick in it's hot embrace flowing down his shaft and leaking onto his crotch. His body relaxed and sank into the bed. "That was amazing," he moaned, smiling with satisfaction.
"The best," she replied, convincingly, grinding her crotch into his still swollen shaft.
Mike stared at her, seeing only her beauty, no images of her body covered in another man's semen flooded his mind this time. There was only Jodi. If he could still satisfy her, they stood a chance. If he could make her cum like that at least once in a while, they were going to make it.
Jodi slipped up and off him, his wet dick falling towards his stomach. Jodi scooted back. "Look at all that cum," she said, staring at his crotch. Mike was still smiling as he raised his head to look down. Jodi was grabbing his still rock-hard dick up by the base and raising it up. Mike smile faded as he saw all the pudding thick semen covering his hard shaft, way more than he had just ejaculated. Just as his mind was registering that her orgasm had released more of the black men's seed all over his dick, she was lowering her lips and sucking him into her mouth. She moaned hungrily even as his dick went soft.
"Mike, your cum tastes amazing," she said, looking up at him just before she licked her lips.
**********
"You feeling okay, Mike?"
Mike jumped slightly and looked up from his desk at Erin. He gave her a sad smile. "Just didn't get much sleep last night." He'd spent the night mostly staring up at the ceiling. Jodi's voice echoing in his head. "It's not enough. It's not enough." Jodi for the most part, slept well, but had a lot of dreams. She moaned and groaned, moving her hips into the thrusts of imaginary lovers for most of the night, mumbling the words, "Fuck me" and "Big black cock," letting him know she wasn't having sex dreams about him. The pills were still in his system and he woke up to her stroking his erect penis. Jodi got on all fours and wiggled her butt at him. Mike got on his knees and entered her, giving her a few good thrusts before she asked him to put it in her ass. He did, surprised by how easily his dick pushed through her anus. He liked it and she seemed to enjoy it. Afterwards, he showered and dressed for work. She'd gone back to sleep.



"Everything okay?" she asked with genuine concern.
"Fine," he replied, staring at her sadly. Erin in Mike's opinion was wonderful. He adored her and they had become good friends. She was a lovely young woman with long wavy brown hair, big endearing hazel eyes, and an amazing figure. She kept a picture of her and her fiancé on her desk. They were on the beach and he was kneeling, holding the ring out. She was in a bikini and built like a porn star, but somehow still looked innocent. Her breasts were probably a cup size smaller than Jodi's, but looked huge on Erin's trim figure.
She was ten years younger than Mike, but he'd always gotten the impression that if they'd both been single, they would have started dating. It might have been foolishness on his part. Erin had the type of personality that made any man she talked to feel like he was the center of her world and nearly all the men in the office had crushes on her. They would have been friends outside of work, but Jodi was usually a little bitchy towards her. "Not fine," he added. "I'm having some marital issues."
"Want to talk about it over lunch?"
They usually had lunch at least once a week. "Not today. I have some errands I need to run. Maybe tomorrow."
"Sure, but if you change your mind, you know where my desk is. I'm always there for you if you need me."
"Thanks Erin."
Mike didn't get much work down waiting for his lunch hour. When it finally arrived, he left his desk and headed for his car. He drove to the tattoo parlor where'd he'd purchased the bong just over a week ago. The store had an adult toy section and he glimpsed the packaged dildoes the last time he'd browsed the weed paraphernalia. Luckily, the store was empty. The tattoo artist was a burly biker with big arms covered in tattoos. He raised an eyebrow when Mike removed the twelve-inch black dildo off the peg board. "It's a gag gift," said Mike, cheeks flushing.
"Sure, buddy," the artist replied, knowingly. "That'll be $49.99."
Mike paid the man and left vowing to never return to that store.
"How are you feeling?" he asked Jodi when he got home.
"Better," she said. Jodi looked somewhat disheveled and frustrated. The dilation in her pupils was almost gone.
"Still aroused?"
She nodded.
"I thought this might help," he said, removing the dildo from the brown paper bag.
"What's that?" she asked, blushing. "I'm not that kind of woman, Mike," she said, even as her eyes widened while staring at it. She was interested, he could tell. The damn thing even closely resembled Shawn's big black cock, though the dildo was darker.
Mike was pleased to see; she'd cleaned the living room and she'd even cooked dinner. After dinner, she did the dishes. Jodi looked sexy as fuck walking around the kitchen barefoot wearing a halter he hadn't seen and her sexy ass hugging yoga pants. If things returned to normal, he certainly wouldn't mind her keeping with her sexy new look. They retired to the living room and watched a movie together.
"Mike?" she asked as the movie ended. "Think you'd be up for another night?"
Mike looked at his wife, she appeared somewhat desperate and hopeful. She knew he didn't like using the pills two nights in a row, they messed with his sinuses too much, but she still had the need. "Should I open our new friend?"
Jodi blushed and broke eye contact. "If you want," she mumbled, looking down.
That meant yes. Mike had to use a knife to cut into the hard plastic encasing the giant dildo. The dildo was their foreplay. He used it on her waiting for the pills to kick in. She had two good orgasms before his dick even turned erect. He looked disgusted at the slimy white semen coating the plastic dildo as he removed it after each orgasm. He ended up pushing it deep into her pussy and fucking her ass until she came again. Despite her orgasms, she seemed disappointed in the dildo. It was only when her pussy was full of cum did her emptiness feel satisfied.
The next day, Mike came home from work to Jodi looking sexy as hell, still strutting around in her yoga pants and a halter. He caught her actually doing yoga, frozen in the cobra pose, eyes closed in meditation. The pose had her laying on her stomach, but rearing up so that her breasts were thrust out. He could have stared at her in that position for hours.
When Jodi did open her eyes, she smiled at him and jumped up, big tits jiggling freely under the halter as she bounced over and gave him a welcome home kiss. Her eyes were bright and green as she smiled at him. The fuck weed was out of her system. "Sorry, I didn't make anything for dinner," she said.
"Let's go out then."
"I'll get a quick shower."
Mike followed her upstairs. Jodi pulled her top off over her head, E-cups swinging freely and entered the bathroom wearing only the yoga pants. He waited for the shower to start before sneaking over to the dresser and opening the drawer where he'd hid the dildo. He'd put it in behind some socks and underwear, the head facing left. The head was now facing right. She'd used it that afternoon. He didn't mind, that was what it was there for. Mike pushed the drawer back in and headed back downstairs to wait on his wife.
Wednesday, Mike came home and was almost disappointed to see Jodi wasn't wearing her yoga pants, but she looked absolutely lovely in a pull over summer dress. Her hair was tied back and she was wearing light makeup. Sandals covered her bare feet. She was cooking him a grilled cheese. "Going somewhere?" he asked.
Jodi looked at him solemnly. "Church," she replied. "Since I missed the last two Sundays, I thought it best that I go to the midweek service." She served him his grilled cheese with some potato chips. "I know you think it's all nonsense, but I really need god's strength and guidance right now." She paused. "And his forgiveness."
"Whatever works for you works for me, honey," he replied, secretly delighted that she was going back to church. It was another sign that things were going back to normal. After she left, Mike went upstairs to change and check on the dildo.
It had been moved again.
Jodi returned home smiling and in a good mood. Her green eyes always sparkled with a fervent look after church. "How was church?" he asked.
"Exactly what I needed," she replied. "With god's strength, I'll get through this. We will get through this."
She snuggled up to him that night and he slept with his arm around her, both quite content.
Thursday, Mike had one of his weekly lunches with Erin and she could see he was in a much better mood. "I'm glad your problems seemed to have worked out for the better," she told him.
"Thanks," said Mike. "You know what? I've got plenty of time saved up. I think I'll take the rest of the day off and surprise the wife."
"I'll tell the boss," said the lovely Erin, smiling at him. "Enjoy the rest of your afternoon."
But it was Mike that got the surprise when he got home.
Mike pulled into his driveway and was whistling as he entered his house. Jodi was moaning loudly from the bedroom. The whistle died on his lips. At first, he thought she might be working out, but then she always did that in the living room. He began to climb the stairs hoping to watch her pleasuring herself with the black dildo. She had used it every day since getting it.
The door to the bedroom was open and all his hopes and dreams came crashing down.
"Fuck me, Shawn. Fuck me with your big black cock."
Jodi was beneath him, her legs wrapped around his waist. Shawn's ass was rising and falling rapidly as he slammed his massive cock in and out of her. "Here it comes, slut," he grunted. "Gonna bust a nut in yo white pussy."
"Yeah baby, I want it. Seed me. Seed me good."
Shawn's ass came down and stayed down. He grunted loudly like a rutting bull as he emptied his huge balls into Jodi's womb. Jodi screamed loudly as she came hard around his spewing cock. They stayed entwined like that for nearly five minutes.
"Dayumn, I gotta piss." Shawn disengaged himself and climbed off the bed. "Oh hey, Mr. Hayes," he said, heading for the bathroom. His round dilated pupils made him look demonic as did the obscenely large cock still hard and bobbing in front of him.
"Mike!" she said in surprise, her head slowly turning to look at him. She was laying on her back, legs still spread open.
"Jodi, what happened? We were doing so well." He watched as she slowly closed her legs and sat up. "You promised me no more fuck weed."
Jodi stood, her legs a little shaky from the hard fucking. Shawn's cum dripped down between her legs to splatter on their carpet. "I didn't smoke any," she swore looking up at him. Her pupils were normal, her irises bright and green. They shined with the same fervor he'd seen last night when she'd come home from church, but this fervor was a passionate zeal for something other than her faith. She looked like an addict that had just gotten her fix.
"What happened?"
"Shawn stopped by and before I knew it, we were upstairs. I couldn't stop him."
"Damn things too hard to piss," interrupted Shawn bursting out of the bathroom. "Take care of it, Mrs. Hayes." He placed his hands on her shoulders and pushed her to her knees. Jodi immediately took his cock in her mouth and began sucking him. "That's its Mrs. Hayes, don't have to tell a natural cocksucker like you what to do."
Mike looked at the giant black youth. "You can't keep coming over here thinking you can fuck my wife, Shawn," said Mike angrily.
Shawn looked over and down at Mike's flushed face, threw his head back and laughed. "Don't listen to the slut, Mikey. She called me. Told me she wanted to talk, but when I hopped yo fence, she was laying out in her bikini. A woman that invites you over and wears dat for you is lookin to fuck."
"Seriously Jodi? You invited Shawn over and wore your red bikini for him?", he asked, looking down at her. "Is this true?"
"Mmmmph! Guk!"
"It's true," said Shawn. "Except it was the other bikini. The one that barely covers her nips. She might as well have been nude. Probably will be next time."
"Next time?" muttered Mike, staring down at his wife, who appeared to be choking on Shawn's big black cock and loving every inch of it.
"Yeah, she got the itch now and she be needin the BBC to scratch it," said Shawn. "Hurry up, I gotta piss like a race horse." Jodi started bobbing her head faster.
There would be a next time and many times after that, Mike realized. He recalled her words the first night they'd smoked the marijuana. "Oh Mike, I don't know about this. Isn't it a gateway drug?" She asked, just before he'd handed her the joint that had changed their lives.
The fuck weed was a gateway drug, but not for harder drugs, it had led Jodi towards a different addiction.
Things were never going to be the same.
EPILOGUE
"I'm Chelsey Stine."
"And I'm Cordell Martyn. Tonight, we continue with our series about the dangers of the Ishtar strain of Marijuana. The so called, Sex weed."
The news was 50% of the reason Mike watched the news and Chelsey Stine was the other half. Chelsey was the local golden girl. She was a blue-eyed blonde, former beauty queen that had rapidly risen from woman on the street, feel good reporter to news anchor. She was one of those people that everybody loved despite having a seemingly perfect life. She'd married her college boyfriend, a Ken to her Barbie, and they had two lovely tow-headed children, a boy and a girl. He'd looked at pictures of her from the Miss USA pageant online. She looked great in an evening gown and even better in a bikini. Her breasts appeared to be a large DD, but they fit her figure and she wasn't top heavy like Jodi. Mike had seen more bikini pictures on her social media accounts. She wasn't shy about sharing them. Chelsey was the stand out in a picture filled with six bikini clad beauties from a sorority spring break trip to Mexico. There were more pictures of her in a bikini from her honeymoon, standing beside her equally handsome husband. Having two kids had only seemed to make her figure better. She was constantly being wooed by national networks, but so far refused all the offers because she didn't want to uproot her family. Dark-rimmed glasses were perched on her nose. Mike didn't think she needed them and she wasn't wearing glasses in any of her online pictures. She just wore them so that she looked smart and people took her more seriously.
"The Ishtar strain was reportedly stolen from a research lab more than two years ago and has been blamed for the rise in arrests for indecent exposure, public lewdness, and disorderly conduct, not to mention the so-called church dinner orgy, and even the mayor being caught by this news organization coming out of a motel room with a female lobbyist." Chelsey lifted the stack of papers in front of her and fanned herself a couple times.
The church dinner orgy wasn't an actual orgy, but three couples including the Pastor and the married Sunday school teacher, snuck off and were caught having sex in various rooms of the church. It was discovered that someone unknown had brought Fuck weed laced brownies to the church dinner. The weed affected more than just those three couples, but most of the others were married and had the self-control to make it home before having sex including a lot of septuagenarians and octogenarians.
"Of course, no marijuana was found in the mayor's blood test," added Cordell.
Cordell "The Penetrator" Martyn, former professional NFL Player with a reputation for being a brute for his hard tackles. He was a massive black man at 6'5" and 255lbs. He was very broad from his chest to his shoulders, and even his head seemed wide. Cordell had a beard, but no mustache and shaved his head bald. He had a large gap between his two front teeth that stood out when he talked. Cordell had started as the sport's anchor, but moved up to co-anchor when the spot was vacated. Mike didn't find him particularly knowledgeable off the cuff, but he was flawless with a teleprompter.
The focus went back on Chelsey and caught her sipping some water. Sweat was beading her forehead.
Mike reached over and shook Shawn. "Time for bed, buddy."
"Already, Mr. Mike," groaned Shawn Jr, stirring from his sleep.
"The Ishtar strain affects users differently, but all report becoming aroused with increased sexual desires and fantasies. Signs of female arousal include..." Chelsey paused, she was slightly flushed, having difficulty with the subject, but she was a professional and continued. "Fuller breasts, hardening of the nipples, increased breathing and heart rate, swelling in the..." She swallowed. "Clitoris and the inner lips of the vagina leading to increased sensitivity and stronger more frequent climaxes. In many cases dilation of the pupils has been noted."
"Men report harder firmer erections including men with erectile dysfunction. While many of these side effects sound beneficial, sex weed has not been approved by the FDA, we repeat, sex weed has not been approved by the FDA. The increase in sexual desire and lowered inhibitions have resulted in multiple unfortunate incidents."
Mike lifted Shawn Jr in his arms. The toddler wrapped his arms around Mike's neck and buried his head in Mike's shoulder. Mike carried him upstairs. Jodi had found out she was pregnant shortly after he realized the fuck weed had hooked her on big black cock for good. Shawn couldn't get the full length of his cock inside her and she realized her cervix had closed up. She'd turned into a frustrated bitch the rest of her pregnancy.
Jodi screamed out in orgasm as Mike carried Shawn Jr past their bedroom. "Good night little man," he told the boy.
"Night night, Mr. Mike." Shawn yawned and just like that was back asleep.
Despite the fact that Mike was essentially raising him, big Shawn wouldn't let his son call a white boy, father. Only Shawn was "Daddy" when he stopped over to fuck Jodi and see his son. Mike had grown quite fond of the little guy despite not being able to claim any parentage. Just looking at the boy reminded him that he was clearly Jodi and Shawn's child. Mike thought the child was one of the ugliest kids he'd ever seen. He had lighter skin, but Shawn's African features, broad lips and flat nose. He had curly African hair, but it was reddish-brown and the boy's face had inherited Jodi's freckles only many more so. Given the fact that his ears also stuck out, Mike found himself constantly thinking the boy looked like a brown-skinned Howdy Doody doll. For the record, Jodi disagreed, thinking her son was the handsomest boy in the world while Shawn never mentioned the kid's looks, but seemed quite proud of the boy.
Mike left the nursery and silently pushed the bedroom door open. Jodi's latest favorite, Deyonte Leonard, was currently standing by the bed, holding Jodi upside down while he tongued her pussy and she sucked his cock. Deyonte was a big boy with an impressive cock that reached fourteen inches when he was on fuck weed. Neither Jodi nor Mike had seen anything like the black drug dealer's big black cock. "Here to watch your wife with a real man, white boy?" asked Deyonte, looking up at Mike. The black teen's chin was covered with his saliva and Jodi's arousal. His black dilated eyes stared at Mike, while he reached his tongue down and licked it up Jodi's slit.
"Not tonight," said Mike. Though he did stay and watch a minute. He'd watched them fuck plenty of times, but had never seen them in this position. Eventually, Deyonte backed into the bed and sat down, falling on his back so that they were now in the sixty-nine position. He'd seen them do this before, filmed them even. Jodi had taken to having herself filmed with most of her bulls after secretly filming Deyonte with two white cheerleaders. Deyonte had shared one of the videos and the leak was going to cost Jodi her teaching job. The hearing was tomorrow and her union rep didn't think it looked good. You don't fuck one of your students even if he was eighteen.
Jodi had been very frustrated during her pregnancy. She wanted a full big black cock fucking, but she couldn't take more than half a huge cock. Anal sex even became difficult the later her pregnancy went. She did let Mike have sex with her while she was pregnant. She even enjoyed the closeness and intimacy though he was "Not enough." After Shawn Jr. was born, she had Shawn come over the moment she felt healed enough to take his cock.
Pregnancy had been great to Jodi. She looked even better now then she had before her pregnancy. Her breasts didn't get any bigger, but her nipples turned thicker and darkened. They were still a rosy pink but her areola no longer faded into her breasts making her pink round circles stand out more. She dieted and exercised throughout her pregnancy increasing her workouts after Shawn was born. Jodi did her yoga daily adding erotic dancing to her routine until she became quite good at it much to Shawn's delight. In the end she was more fit and even sexier than before.
She never made her bulls wear condoms and luckily Mike convinced her to go on birth control before any of them got her pregnant again. She was so in love with Shawn Jr that she did want another child, but the thought of going that long without a full shafting convinced her to go on the pill.
She saw Shawn and Antione regularly at first. Wilson had a stroke soon after getting the fuck weed greenhouses up and running. Jodi went over to take care of him some days, laundry and some housework, but mostly to take care of his cock. The fuck weed helped the obese man, but he couldn't talk anymore and Jodi told Mike that Wilson drooled all over her constantly. He passed away not long after his stroke.
Eventually Shawn and Antione didn't come over as frequently and Jodi got frustrated. She began visiting the lower-class neighborhoods and some mostly black bars. She told Mike that some of these bars had white women like her, hooked on big black cock. The problem with this behavior was that the neighborhoods were dangerous and she often misjudged the men she thought would have the biggest dicks. Some nights were total disappointments with her letting black men with normal six-inch dicks pick her up. In those cases, she usually did blow the man, but rarely let anyone with a cock under eight inches near her pussy. On one night, she was on her knees in an alley sucking off three young black gangbangers and disappointed with all their average dicks when a pile of rags was thrown aside and a gray bearded old homeless black man screamed at her, holding up a truly huge cock. She sucked and then fucked the crazy homeless man's giant dick with him screaming obscenities and sipping from a whiskey bottle the whole time. Afterwards, she found that the gangbangers had stolen her money and credit cards while she was fucking the homeless man.



Mike decided these visits were too dangerous and put a stop to her excursions. They discussed ideas for keeping her satisfied such as asking Shawn if he had any more hung friends or putting an ad in some adult personal websites. Salvation came when a teaching job opened up in the high school. She quickly became lovers with the black football coach and the black janitor. The janitor had some sort of learning disability and was a little slow, but he also had the outline of an impressively large cock under his overalls. He was easy, ready, willing and able to service Jodi anytime anywhere. He even liked making fuck tapes and having Mike film them. He even treated Mike respectfully. The coach was married and harder to pin down, but he was still a male and Jodi was hard to resist. Their encounters were fewer, but more intense and he only let Mike get his cock on film never his face for fear of it getting back to his wife.
Sometimes Jodi would wait for the coach in his darkened office and watch the team march in to the lockers, strip, and hit the showers. She was able to pick out a few hung seniors this way and made mental notes to seduce them, adding some new bulls to the mix.
One day she was horny and searching for the janitor to take care of her when she heard voices inside the school auditorium. She peeked in and watched as two white cheerleaders were trying to buy fuck weed off of Deyonte Leonard. One cheerleader was the queen bee of the squad and the other was her sidekick, but got better grades and had a good reputation. It was the good one that asked how could they be sure Deyonte wasn't just selling them regular marijuana and he suggested they try a few hits. She was reluctant being on school grounds, but the squad captain thought it was a great idea and they had each other as a safety net. One joint later, the thug drug dealer was making out with both cheerleaders while they took turns stroking the biggest blackest cock Jodi had ever laid her eyes on. She wanted it immediately, but knew that the two cheerleaders needed it at that moment a lot more than she did. She took out her phone and recorded the three-way sex that went on the next hour. They did everything Deyonte asked, even kissing and going down on each other.
The next day Jodi called Deyonte Leonard into her class after school and showed him the tape, telling him that she could either suspend him or he could show her his cock. His surprise only lasted a few seconds and he chose the latter. Jodi was on her knees sucking it the moment he pulled it out. It was perfection and he'd been her favorite ever since despite leaking a video of them together.
Mike walked back downstairs and checked to see if it was past the drop off time. He glanced at the TV as he passed.
"The identity of the so called Budmaster remains a mystery," said Chelsey. She was sweating and looked feverish. "Anyone with information on the Budmaster are urged to contact the police." They cut to a long shot of both anchors and Mike watched as Chelsey to a sip from her water and a crewman ran up to check on her.
Mike stepped outside, walking past the hot tub and into his dark backyard. Shawn would not be easy to catch. He was smarter than Mike would have credited him with. Most of the dealers selling his weed didn't even know his identity. They all, like Deyonte, went through Tony and Tony had already proved he wasn't a rat if he got caught again. His network was set up like cells, with only one member of each cell knowing the next higher up.
Mike opened the flashlight ap on his phone and surveyed his yard. The black duffle bag was near where he'd first found the brick of fuck weed. Mike picked it up, feeling it's weight, nice and heavy just like he liked. Mike carried the bag back inside, sat on the couch and unzipped it.
Rubber banded bundles of money nearly overflowed from the full bag. Some were bundled fifties, but most were twenties. Good, he thought, easier to spend. Mike may have lost Jodi to big black cocks, but becoming an investor in Shawn's fuck weed business was making him rich. There was probably ten grand in the bag, more than last week, and there'd be even more next week. The biggest problem in his life was what to do with all the cash? The government got suspicious of large deposits so he'd bought the largest safe he could find to hold it all, but it was full already. He was starting to think about renting a storage unit to hold his future earnings. He clearly remembered the moment the light bulb went off in his head.
"Gonna be rich, bitch," said Shawn, leaning back in the hot tub, a triumphant grin spread across his face. He brought the beer up to his lips and drained it. "Just need some funds.".
Mike glanced over at his wife blitzed from her hit of fuck weed and back at Shawn, still grinning and sitting in his hot tub like he owned it. "How much funds?" asked Mike and Shawn suddenly started paying attention to him.
The deal was for 10% of the profits which meant that Shawn had taken in 100k this week. Probably more, thought Mike. Shawn was most likely shorting him. Shawn had already tried to buy him off, even threatened him, but Mike had taken precautions. First, he knew Shawn's identity as the Budmaster and second, the first time Shawn had showed up at their house demanding his weed back, Mike had ran upstairs to get the brick. The weed was a miracle drug. He loved getting strong erections again without taking a penis pill and even more, he loved the way Jodi behaved while on it. He couldn't give this up and looking at it, he spied the numerous seeds. Mike decided to keep a few seeds for himself and grow his own bush. He'd told Shawn about the seeds the first time the black man threatened to stop paying Mike his 10% share. With the threat of his identity being exposed and losing his monopoly on fuck weed to another dealer, Shawn grudgingly kept the payments coming.
Jodi didn't know about the deal and Mike wasn't about to tell her in case he decided to cut her lose at some point in the future. She was really concerned about their financial stability with her about to lose her teaching job. Mike suggested a job more suited to a woman with her looks and figure, exotic dancing. She was stunned he'd even suggested it. Somewhere in her mind, she was still a monogamous married church going wife and not the black cock loving addict she'd become. By now she had come to enjoy showing off her body and was an excellent dancer. When Mike told her that her income potential was greater than her teacher salary and how they could work it out that she stayed home with her son during the day while Mike watched him at night while she danced. Daycare was expensive. Not to mention she might meet some new bulls giving private dances. She quickly warmed to the idea.
Mike rifled through the bag, moving the money around until he found the bottle of CBD oil and a little bag of weed. The fuck weed oil was truly a miracle drug. Just a spoonful a day and he was getting erections like he was a teenager again. Better even, because his dick was always maxed out and his orgasms were twice as powerful. No more penis pills. No more waiting an hour for it to kick in. No more stuffy nose.
"And how long is this humidity going to be this bad?" asked Chelsey Stine to the weather woman, fanning herself with the papers.
"Actually Chelsey, the humidity is rather low for this time of year," the weather lady replied.
Mike thought about telling his friends Jodi would be stripping. She was indifferent to his friends, and openly disliked creepy Eddie. They didn't even know she'd been pregnant. He told them, they had adopted a mixed kid. They all congratulated him except Eddie who had to say something about offering his services as a virile real man if she wanted to actually get pregnant.
He wondered what the look on Jodi's face would be when he and his friends came in to watch her dance nude. He knew he'd be the envy of all of them when they set their eyes on Jodi dancing up on stage. He could even plead their financial difficulties to convince them to tip her well and buy lap dances. Eddie wouldn't be able to resist pulling his cock out during a private dance. He might be white, but Mike didn't think Jodi would be able to resist Eddie's giant cock, no matter how creepy she found him. He was the type to want Mike watching his wife fucking a real man. Thinking about it was even making Mike's dick get hard.
It was in Eddie's nature to belittle Mike while he did things to Jodi that Mike never could. Mike was used to the humiliation by now. A lot of Jodi's black lovers liked humiliating him and Mike had started getting off on it. When he didn't feel like being humiliated, there was always Erin.
A dose of fuck weed CBD oil in her coffee during one of their lunches turned her into a sex maniac. They called out of work the rest of the day, claiming food poisoning and fucked like rabbits in a hotel the rest of the day. Apparently, Mike's dick was an inch bigger than her newlywed husband's prick and Erin was convinced Mike was a hung stud. He'd dosed her a few more times when he needed the ego boost and now he didn't even need to use the CBD oil on her. She was hooked on him psychologically, seeing him as an amazing lover. Her nipples even hardened and her breathing quickened whenever she stepped into his office. There were even days, Mike left her feeling full of himself over how his big dick got her off three times only to go home to jerk off while Deyonte told how worthless his little white boy dick was for fucking a woman while he fucked Jodi with his monster black cock.
"I'm fucked up in the head," mumbled Mike, thinking about it.
He unscrewed the top on the CBD oil. He used it sparingly, but sometimes when he saved some up, he liked to use it as lubricant to jerk off. The oil acted like a testosterone rub swelling his dick even bigger and giving him more powerful orgasms.
He coated his hard prick with the oil, slowly gliding his hand up and down his shaft. He was in the mood for a good slow jerk off. Jodi was his favorite subject to watch, but he didn't feel like going upstairs. He did have the video of Deyonte introducing the two cheerleaders to his big black cock and he'd jerked off to that many times.
He opened his eyes and was reaching for his phone to watch the video when his eyes fell on Chelsey Stine. The credits were tolling over the image of the two anchors. A couple producers were staring at her concerned. At some point, her glasses had become askew and she'd undone the top few buttons of her blouse. Beads of sweat dotted her chest and the exposed cleavage. Cordell stood up from the desk and Mike gasped at the size of the bulge underneath the man's trousers. He rested his huge black hand on her shoulder and spoke a few words. For some reason, the camera zoomed in on her catching her eyes glued to the huge black man's bulge. Mike could even make out the outline of a truly monster cock under Martyn's trousers and more importantly Mike could clearly see how dilated Chelsey Stine's pupils were as she stared at it. Mike snorted. The black man had spiked her drink with the CBD oil! She'd be his greatest conquest. Cordell Martyn helped her up and led the swooning woman off the set as the news went off the air.
Sometimes imagination was better than video. Mike closed his eyes and pictured Cordell Martyn helping the married white Chelsey Stine into her dressing room before helping her out of her blouse. Mike jerked his cock off picturing the two together. Martyn would pull his cock out and Chelsey would have the same look of awe on her face that Jodi had on hers when Shawn Wright stood up in their hot tub and her eyes fell on his hard black cock for the first time. The beautiful Chelsey Stine's perfect life was about to come crashing down all around her. Mike grinned jerking his dick faster. His mind pictured Chelsey riding Cordell's huge cock and cumming all over his giant black shaft just as he felt his balls well up and...
Mike's hard dick spat his seed towards the TV to land on his carpet. The oil he was jerking off his dick with coaxing out several more decent sized wads.
Upstairs, Jodi cried out so loudly from an orgasm, she woke Shawn Jr up.
And in the local news station, Mike's fantasies about Chelsey Stine and Cordell Martyn were playing out in real life as the lovely news anchor found out for herself about the very real dangers of...
FUCK WEED
THE END
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"Are you trying to peek under my robe?"
Henry Gale flushed a little and jerked his head back. He was finishing having his breakfast at the table and Gabby was standing at the sink rinsing her dishes. "Ya caught me, luv," he replied, grinning.
"Well Henry," she replied, turning around. "All you had to do was ask." She tugged on the cloth belt and held her robe open, giving her husband a good look.
"Bloody hell," muttered Henry, staring at his wife's body. Gabby was wearing a blue bikini. It would have been skimpy on a normal woman's figure, but Gabby was gifted with a buxom jiggly body and her EE breasts looked like they were trying to burst out of her top. "You're wearing that out!"
Gabby's cheeks turned rosy. She'd never been one for showing off her body. Her figure drove men crazy and she'd spent most of her 25 years trying to hide it. It had been easy back home in Wellington with its milder climate, a little harder in Sydney, and later Brisbane when she moved in with Henry, but near impossible in this pit of hell known as Miami, Florida. They'd arrived in the States last July and Gabby had nearly passed out when the heat hit her. Worse, her body thought it was winter since the seasons were reversed in the Southern Hemisphere.
She quickly learned that if she didn't want to get heat stroke, she had to pack away her slacks, sweaters, and jackets and replace them with shorts, sleeveless halters, and swimsuits. The more flesh she had on display, the more male stares she got. Gabby was quite lovely and got plenty of attention from the opposite sex. She had dark brown hair that fell halfway down her back, a pert nose, cute dimples when she smiled, and sparkling eyes clearer than the ocean blue water off Miami Beach. Men were mesmerized by her eyes unable to look away until she lost her bulky clothes and the stares moved down to her tits. Henry's workmates were all smitten with her from her beauty to her body to her Kiwi accent. She had to admit all their adoring stares were somewhat flattering.
Gabby's body wasn't even all that impressive for Miami. She saw plenty of women with big tits on Miami Beach, but their tits appeared a lot firmer and had less jiggle than Gabby's naturally big beauties. She finally answered her husband. "Roni helped me pick it out for her pool. I'm only wearing it next door to Roni's. She's been wanting me to try out Dre's dick for a while now."
Henry got up from the table and carried his dishes to the sink. "That black wankers got a great dick. He won't be there will he?"
"I don't think so. Just me and Roni sunbathing and taking a dip."
"Good. He's a sick cunt, right full of himself he is."
The last time the Gales had gone over to Veronica's backyard for a barbecue, Dre had just started building her new deck. They'd been shocked to see that their neighbor, Veronica Mueller's new boyfriend was in Henry's words, "As black as an aborigine covered in tar on a moonless night."
Andre was African-black and standing by the barbecue shirtless, his rock-hard stomach and chest rippling with muscles covered in sweat. He was the only one of the four that didn't seem bothered by the heat. Andre "Handy Andy" Mabuza was from Mozambique and seemed at home in the heat. "Fancy some shrimp on the Barbie, mate," said Dre, his fake Australian accent sounding weird mixing with his Afro-Portuguese accent. "Sorry, we ain't got no bloomin' onions."
"What's a blooming onion?" asked Henry, immediately disliking the dark-skinned black men.
"You know, from the outback."
"There ain't no onions blooming in the outback, mate."
"Never mind. How about a burger?"
Gabby's attention was going from the African to Roni. Roni was staring at him like she was totally in love and they'd just met last week. Handy Andy had come over to give her an estimate on building her deck and had never left. Previously, she'd been a little flirty with Gabby's hunky Aussie husbands, but now Roni was barely acknowledging Henry.
Roni Mueller was oddly enough, the only American of the four of them. She was gorgeous with short blond hair that fell to her collar bones, a cute little upthrust nose, and icy blue eyes like Gabby's. She was wearing a black bikini top and cut-off jean shorts with the button open and the zipper down revealing the black bikini panty underneath. She was fitter and less curvy than Gabby with a harder flat stomach and large D-cup breasts on her torso. Large nipples were currently poking out through the bikini. Gabby lost her smile when she noticed Henry's gaze flicker down to their neighbor's very prominent headlights. Gabby and Roni had become friends fast. Roni was a nurse, but Gabby thought she could have been a model. Roni laughed but said both their bodies were more suited for a stripper's pole than modeling and apparently, stripping was how Roni had paid for nursing school. She even confessed to making more money as an exotic dancer than as a nurse. Each of the women was envious of the other's figure and Roni swore that Gabby could have broken six figures dancing at an upper-class club.
Gabby turned her attention back to Dre and caught him staring at her breasts. Her brow furrowed, but he didn't look away. He just smiled a toothy white grin and winked at her. Dre was not a handsome man. If anything, he was downright ugly with a broad flat African nose and large flaring nostrils. He had big lips and deep-set eyes. She could not understand what Roni was doing with the black man unless she liked big muscles. At 6'3" he was 9" taller than Roni and 8" taller than Gabby. He had a thin waist with a flat stomach and prominent abdominals that she had to admit were impressive. His chest expanded outward and up to broad shoulders with muscle-bound arms and huge biceps.
Gabby cornered Roni and got her to admit that Dre wasn't much to look at. "But his equipment gets the job done," she replied with a smirk. Gabby understood what she met. It said so right on the side of Dre's work van. HANDY ANDY'S HANDYMAN SERVICES: My equipment will get the job done. Gabby lost a little respect for her new friend when Roni confessed that Andy's estimate on the deck had been too high for her, but he'd offered her a discount if she blew him. Gabby gasped. "And a bigger discount if I fucked him."
"How much is it going to cost you?"
Roni smiled. "Free, but I've been paying for it every night since. Jesus, Gabby, his cock's a foot long."
Gabby lost all respect for Roni at the thought she'd fucked a black man for a free deck and made excuses not to come over much after that barbecue. It wasn't easy, they'd become friends fast and had been growing closer until the black man had moved in. She'd be at her desk upstairs writing her novel and watching a shirtless Dre Mabuza carrying planks around the side of the house slowly becoming annoyed by his hammering. She spoke with him once after the barbecue. She'd been outside watering the garden wearing a backless and stomach-baring blue crop top with a short matching skirt when Dre had come up behind her. "Where are your little ones?"
Gabby jumped. "Dre, you startled me." She waited. He didn't apologize. "What do you mean?" she asked, feeling uncomfortable. She was wearing less than she had at the barbecue and he was staring at her more intensely. While she found her husband's coworkers fawning stares flattering, other male stares were often predatory, so she preferred covering up. Andre's stare wasn't flattering.
"All your babies."
"Oh, we don't have any children yet," she replied. She'd gone of birth control a few months earlier and she and Henry had their first unprotected sex on her 25th birthday last month and once since.
"In Africa, wide hips and large titties are seen as a sign of good health and fertility. In Mozambique, we would say that you have a body built for having babies."
"Well, it's a good thing we aren't in Mozambique. My husband and I decided to put off having children."
"If Mr. Gale, ain't up for it, I can give you lots of babies. Handy Andy's equipment will get the job done," he said. His hand came down to squeeze a very sizable bulge beneath his jeans. "We have lots of fun making babies."
"No thank you, sir. I'm a married woman." Her eyes couldn't help flickering down to Dre's massive bulge. After Roni told her that Dre had a foot-long slong, her eyes had checked his bulge out several times at the barbecue. That was impossible, why a twelve-inch slong in the civilized world measurements would be around thirty and a half centimeters? It couldn't be that big, but going by his bulge, it was big.
"You don't want to see my babymaker?"
"For Christ's sake, NO! Now go home and finish off your dick. I'm sick of trying to work with all that hammering."
He just gave her a wink. "You know where to find me if you change your mind." He turned and left.
What an arrogant wanker, she mumbled watching Dre walk back next door. She found herself trembling slightly from the encounter and her hands were shaky holding the hose as she finished her watering.
*********
"Well, I'll be buggering off then," said Henry, kissing her. His hands came around lifting her robe and grabbing her ass cheeks through her bikini bottom. He pulled her close. "Why don't ya keep that bikini on all day so that I can take it off ya tonight," he whispered.
She could feel his hardness pressing into her belly. "Why don't you take it off now? I don't mind it quick and passionate."
He paused and glanced at his watch. "Na luv, better get to work with me mates now and I'll get to work on you tonight." He gave her another kiss. "Good day, Luv."
"Bugger off then." Gabby sighed. She was randy. She'd woken up with a wet fanny and her husband's embrace had made it wetter. This was a sure sign she was between cycles and ovulating. Maybe tonight would be the night? She should try to make it special, get some wine and share a bath, a romantic evening to remember the night they conceived their first child.
The old Gabby would never have worn a bikini at all let alone one this small, but Roni had been very persuasive, even watching her try it on. Gabby didn't even close her robe once Henry left. She poured herself some tea and picked up the mug. She walked upstairs with the robe flapping behind her, enjoying a strange sense of freedom wearing so little. The Miami heat was affecting her.
Gabby sat down at her desk and opened her laptop. She began typing.
Darcy O'Grady sipped her tea, her eyes on the warehouse looking for any signs of life. Her informant suspected the drug smuggling... She backspaced deleting drug smuggling. Too common in Miami. She wanted something different. She typed. An animal smuggling ring was located.
Gabby tapped her fingers and took a sip of her tea. She didn't like it. Animal smuggling? What? Snakes, alligators, or exotic birds?
Darcy O'Grady sipped her tea, her eyes on the garage where the suspected carjackers were located. Her wealthy client didn't even care about her fancy Mercedes, but it had held an item of great value to her client when it was stolen.
She was happier with this plot. Gabby Gale was a teacher by profession and she wanted to pursue that here in the States, but was having trouble getting accreditation through the American bureaucracy. She'd published one novel Darcy O'Grady and the Māori Job back in New Zealand. Her first Darcy O'Grady mystery had sold well enough in New Zealand and okay in Australia, but hadn't been picked up by an American publisher. She thought that setting her next book in Miami might get it picked up here. She had a publishing contact who had agreed to read it but wasn't too optimistic about moving forward with a boring old English-style mystery about a matronly female detective like Miss Marple or Jessica Fletcher.
Gabby checked the time and decided to put off writing for the day or at least until later this afternoon. She didn't particularly want to hang out with Veronica since she'd taken up with the cocky black man, but Roni was so proud of the deck Dre had built for her that Gabby had agreed to go try it out today. Hopefully, Dre was working another job somewhere and wouldn't be around to bother them while they sunbathed. She certainly didn't want him to see her in her tiny bikini.
Gabriella Gale placed her mug in the sink and headed towards the back door. She slipped her bare feet into her jandals which were just slang for flip-flops or sandals. The heat hit her when she stepped outside. "Yech," she grunted. "I hate this city."
The walk through their yards was short. The driveway was out of sight so she couldn't tell if Dre's truck was in the driveway. Gabby moved around the side of Roni's house to the backyard. Her old shoddy deck had been replaced by a much nicer and larger deck. Roni had an inexpensive above-ground pool and the deck now surrounded half the circular pool. She hated to admit it, but Dre did good work. She and Henry were thinking about having a deck built, but she didn't want Dre doing it if it meant he would be hanging around her house for a month, probably offering her the same "special" discount Roni had agreed to. Maybe, when she got a job and wasn't home then the black man couldn't harass her.
She grabbed the railing and climbed some of the steps up onto the deck. "What a great dick," she said, looking around.
"Obrigado."
Gabby jumped in surprise. Dre was laying down on an inflatable mattress. His large muscular body was nude except for a tight speedo. His arms were crossed under his head and he was grinning up at her. She couldn't take her eyes off the speedo. Her eyes were bulging out of her head almost as much as the straining fabric of his tiny suit was. The speedo was yellow, green, and black. The colors of the Mozambique flag which she only knew because he had a sticker of the flag on his work truck. "Dre, you startled me!" He didn't apologize. He never apologized for anything; she'd noticed. It was like he didn't feel as if he ever did anything wrong. He just kept grinning and rose to his feet, towering over her. "Where's Roni?" she asked, pulling her robe closed and tightening her belt. His eyes had zoomed in right on her large breasts straining against the tight bikini top.
"She got called in. There was a big pile-up on I-95. Lots on injuries."
"Oh." Roni usually worked the night shift at the hospital, that's why they could spend time together in her pool.
"I'd be happy to show you my dick," he said grinning.
"It's a nice dick," she replied, forcing herself not to look down at the straining speedo. She swept her eyes over his deck. "I'm jealous. I'd love a big dick like yours."
"Yeah, my dick's the envy of the neighborhood."
"Isn't the stain a little too dark?"
"The biggest dicks are always dark."
Gabby didn't like the way Dre was smirking at her. She turned and walked away from him, surveying the big deck. "I suppose Roni's happy with her new dick?"
Dre followed her. "She can't keep off it."
She didn't want to spend any more time with Dre and her tour of his deck was almost done so she could make her excuses and head back home. She walked over to the pool. She was jealous of the deck, but she was more jealous of the pool. Roni, Henry, and she had used it plenty of times before Dre had moved in. If you had to be outside in the South Florida heat, in a pool was where she wanted to be.
It looked like Dre had been finishing up around the pool edges. Some caulk and other tools were laying around. "I could use some cock, my shower has a big crack in it," she said.
"I'd be happy to come over and fill up your crack for you."
"Thanks, but if I can get my hands on some cock, I can do it myself or get Henry to do it."
"I doubt Henry has enough cock. I got plenty of cock for ya. I got all the cock ya need right here."
He did have plenty of caulk. There were several thick tubes of it laying around. She was distracted as a wadded-up ball flew past her and landed in the pool. The wad floated in the water, unfolding into a yellow, green, and black... speedo?
Dre grabbed her and spun her around, pulling her into his arms. Before she knew what was happening, his large lips were pressing down onto her slim pink ones. She held her mouth tightly shut fighting off the probes of his tongue. His hand yanked on the belt of her robe, pulling it out. Her robe fell open just as his strong hand found the small of her back, pulling her tighter into him, stronger and more powerfully than Henry's similar embrace earlier. Gabby wanted to push him away, but her robe was now halfway off, pinning her arms behind her. She could feel Dre's massive rod of a penis pressing into her belly. Her breasts pushed into his chest, the stimulation causing her nipples to rise and push out the thin fabric of her bikini.
"Dre, no," she said, pulling her head back away from his lips. "NO!"
"What's wrong?" he asked, seemingly confused, but releasing her.
"What the hell do you think you're doing? I'm a married woman," she replied, stepping back away from him. "I'm not interested in..." Her eyes moved down as their bodies parted, watching his massive black penis fall forward until it was sticking out and bobbing beneath her eyes. "Oh my god!" she said in amazement. Roni hadn't lied about its size. She'd never seen a slong so big. It had to have been between 30 and 32 centimeters in length and its thickness rivaled the tubes of caulk at her feet. Henry had a nice prick but it wasn't even half as big as the ugly black slong bobbing out from Dre's crotch. And it was ugly, as ugly as the black man it belonged to. A thick wrinkly foreskin embraced a swollen golf ball-sized head and the shaft bulged out with blue-black veins similar to the bulging veins on Dre's biceps.
"Not interested?" he said, chuckling. He grabbed the shaft of his penis with his black hand and pulled back on the foreskin. "You can't keep your eyes off it."
Gabby gasped in awe. As the head emerged and the foreskin was pulled back, his slong changed before her eyes from hideous to magnificent. The head was a bulbous ball with a large flare to its glands. "It's so big," she gasped in disbelief.
"I told ya, my dick was the envy of the neighborhood. You sure you're not interested?"
Involuntarily, her hand reached out for the enormous black cock. She realized what she was doing and yanked it back. The tips of her breasts were hurting. Her nipples were hard and trying to poke through her bikini top. Her fanny was also drooling at the sight of Dre's giant black cock. Her bikini bottom was soaked. She cursed Henry for leaving her horny this morning. "No," she replied, shaking her head yet unable to take her eyes off it.
"You can touch it," he said. She was still hesitant, so he reached down and grabbed her wrist. She tried to jerk her arm back, but his grip tightened. He pulled her hand towards his cock. Gabby curled her hand into a fist. He ran her knuckles along the shaft of his thick cock. "Come on, Gabby. Just hold it and feel its power. I won't bother you again and this may be your only chance to hold a real man's cock. It's bigger than Henry's ain't it?"
"Yes, a lot bigger," she mumbled. Gabby's heart was racing so fast, she could hear its drumbeat in her ears, the beat of African drums. She opened her hand; he slid her palm across his black cock and she wrapped her fingers around it.
"See, it no bite, but it does spit like a cuspideira so beware," He chuckled. "You like my cock, Gabby."
"Yes," she hissed. She ran her hand along the shaft. She wasn't even aware; he'd released her wrist. She could feel its power, its heat, it's life. Small jets of precum were shooting out from the head each time she ran her hand up towards its glans.
"You made it get like this, Gabby. It's hard for you. Binga likes you a lot."



"I did?"
"Yeah, puta. You come over here with them biggi white titties busting out of that bikini, parading around talking about how much ya like my dick and wanting to get your hands on my cock. No wonder Binga's so hard."
"I'm sorry, that was my accent."
"But you do like my dick? Your body likes my dick too. Your nipples are tenting out that bikini top. Tell me you like that big black cock."
"I like your big black cock, Dre. I've never seen anything like it, it's so big."
"Meu pau foi construido para foder vadias brancas commo voce."
"What was that?" she asked.
Dre smiled at her. It meant, "My cock was built to fuck white sluts like you," but all he said was, "You glad I let you touch it?"
"Yes. Thank you."
"Then give me a hand job."
"A what?"
"A hand job. Jerk it off. What do they call it in New Zealand?"
"A wristy."
"Then give me a wristy."
"I shouldn't."
"Fuck you, puta," he growled. "You can't leave me like this. You're stroking it now. When are you gonna get another chance to play with a cock like mine? A wristy ain't cheating on yo husband. Do this for me and we pretend it never happened and I leave you alone."
"I don't..."
"It's just a wristy, Gabby. Come." Dre walked backward. Gabby followed, her hand tightly gripping his cock. He straddled the air mattress he'd been laying on. "Kneel."
Gabby released his cock long enough to fall to her knees on the mattress. A shiver ran through her body as she looked down the length of his massive black cock and up the powerful masculine torso of her African neighbor. She lowered her eyes back to the black slong, ugly again with the foreskin wrapping around his cock head with only the long pee slit visible. She gulped, staring at it, her eyes widening as she looked beneath the giant dick. "Oh my god!" she hissed in disbelief.
"What, white girl?"
"Your balls are gigantic, they're as big as coconuts!"
Dre chuckled. This never got old. "Vou colocar um bebe negro em voce." Translated, he said, "Gonna put a black baby in you."
Gabby knew negro meant black and assumed bebe meant balls. "Yes, they are" she agreed, assuming he was commenting on the size of his black balls.
Dre grinned. "This is where you white women belong kneeling at the feet of da black man."
Gabby looked up and glowered at him, but a fresh wave of arousal had poured from her fanny the second she fell to her knees. The beat of the African drums was even louder in her ears. "How do I... where do I start?"
"Ya spit, gurl. Spit in your palms. Binga will help you lube him up."
Gabby kept one hand on the huge black cock, keeping the foreskin pulled back. She spit into the palm of her other hand. "What's a Binga?" she asked. "Does it mean prick or something?"
"Na girl. I named my cock after Mount Binga, the tallest peak in Mozambique."
"Oh," she said, surprised. "We had a Mount Binga in Queensland."
"Is kismet then."
Binga was indeed helping her lubricate its knobby head and shaft. Pre-cum was shooting out of the urethra in rather large amounts and when it wasn't spurting, his pee slit was still drooling the sticky fluid. The spurts of Cowper's fluid from Dre's cock head rivaled one of Henry's entire orgasms. If the fluid hadn't been clear, she might have assumed Dre was continuously ejaculating. Between her saliva and the pre-cum, her hands were starting to glide more smoothly up and down the giant shaft.
Gabby made the mistake of jerking him off too fast at first. His cock lined up with her forehead and she wasn't used to kneeling with her arms raised while making pumping motions. Her arms quickly began to tire and she slowed down. "Are you close?" she asked, twisting her hands around his shaft as she ran them up and down the length.
"Naw, gurl. You just started."
A part of her wanted to give up and run back home, but another part of her didn't want to let go of the giant black cock. She liked holding it. She liked feeling its heat, its pulse... its power. She didn't understand why kneeling at the feet of such a man had her fanny flowing like Humboldt Falls. Probably because she was ovulating and Randy for a good fucking. Mostly, she just wanted to see Dre's huge black slong erupt like the White Island volcano back home.
She sat up higher still working her hands along the shaft. Dre's slong was so large it would have taken four of her hands to completely cover it and it was so thick she couldn't close her fingers around the shaft. Jacking him off fast tired her arms too quickly so she settled for a slow steady pumping.
"This will help," he said, leaning down and running one beefy hand down through her hair and around the back of her neck.
Gabby gasped when he pulled out the knot on her bikini. "What are you doing?" she gasped, releasing his cock, her hands moving quickly to hold her cups over her breasts. His cock bobbed hypnotically just above her eyes.
"Letting me see them biggi white titties will help me get off quicker." He bent further down and pulled at the string behind her back. Gabby continued covering her breasts. Dre noticed her eyes were still fixated on his outthrust cock, the tip now bobbing before her lips and nose as he bent. "Now is not the time to be shy, neighbor. Make Binga cum."
For a moment, Gabby wondered how her planned afternoon sunbathing with Roni on Dre's deck had ended up with her kneeling topless and staring at the biggest blackest slong she'd ever seen in her life. Slowly, she moved her hands off her breasts, her bikini top falling to the deck. She reached out for Dre's black cock. It was ugly again with the foreskin having slid back up to engulf half the plum-sized cock head. She wanted to make it magnificent again and pulled the black turtleneck down and there it was in all its grandeur. She wanted to get Dre's huge cock off. Her hands came out and grabbed the shaft again.
"Now that's my girl," sighed Dre Mabuza, contentedly. "What nice white titties you have. If you get tired, you can lie down and let me fuck dem biggi titties."
"Uh, no thanks," she said, her mind picturing her squeezing his huge cock between her breasts. Luckily, she'd gained some of her strength back during the brief respite, but she'd also probably lost any of her progress getting the neighbor's cock off.
I like pink nipples," said Dre, staring down at her. "And I like long plump pink nipples.
Gabby flushed, embarrassed by the erectness of her nipples, but found herself staring up at his muscular body while arching her back presenting her nipples for him. Stop that Gabby, she scolded herself. She should have put her top back on, but truthfully, her nipples were so swollen they'd been scraping against the fabric of her top and she was relieved they were freed. She could feel the hot sun warming them, tiny droplets of sweat were forming on her breasts and chest. She needed to finish Dre off before she began to burn.
Gabby turned her attention back to getting the large cock off. She'd been stroking him slow and steady, but already her arms were starting to get tired. Henry was a decent lover, but he would have ejaculated a long time ago.
"Try talking to him?" suggested Dre.
"W-what?" she asked, confused.
"Binga likes compliments and dirty talk."
"Ah... Binga, you're so big," she said, hesitantly.
"Good. Keep going."
"It's so big. I love your big black African cock, Dre."
Binga shot out one of its geysers of Cowper's fluid. "Binga like that. Compare him to your husband."
"I... I can't. I shouldn't," she said, feeling guilty.
"Do it."
"You're so much bigger... and blacker. There's no comparison." She caught her hands trying to stroke him faster and slowed down again. "It's like they're two different things."
"They are different. That's a big black cock you're holding. How big is Henry, half that?"
"Smaller," she replied. She'd given Henry a wristy on their second date. Her hand had wrapped around the shaft with just the head sticking out. Jerking off Henry had been a lot easier than this. "And thinner."
"Henry has a little white boy penis. That cock in yo hands is a real man's cock. Whose is the superior, white girl?"
"I..." Gabby paused, flushing. "Yours is, Dre." Her cheeks turned red with shame, but it was true. "Your big black cock is superior."
Dre's cock seemed to expand even more. "Binga really likes that, Gabby. Thank him."
"Thank him? For what?"
"For allowing you to jerk him off."
What arrogance? she thought. He was the one that should be grateful she was even touching his ugly black skin let alone jerking off his ugly black cock... his ugly, but superior black cock. The superior black cock and its owner that she was kneeling submissively before and obeying his every word. She slowly began to see Dre in a different light. It wasn't just the cock that was superior, it was the man. No, she thought, her fanny gushing out more arousal as her vaginal muscles contracted in desire for the massive black cock in her hand. "Thank you," she whispered to the huge cock head just above her nose. "Thank you," she said again, meaning it, this time turning her face up to look at the possessor of such a superior cock.
Dre nodded, smirking. "Now show your appreciation for him by giving him a kiss."
"What?" she gasped, in horror. Touching it with her hands was one thing, but her lips?
"Give Binga a kiss, gurl." Dre laughed. "He doesn't bite, but he does spit like da Cuspideira."
"I can't..." she said, pulling the huge cock down while sitting up on her feet. The head was close enough to her nose, she could smell it. Dre's musky man scent filled her nostrils. The Miami heat and stuffing the huge cock inside the tight speedo generated a lot of sweat. It was the pungent smell of a real man and she didn't find it offensive, she found it intoxicating. Her eyes were still staring up at Dre as she pursed her lips and kissed the head of his cock. A tremor coursed through her body and another wave of lubrication ran down her thighs.
"Again, gurl."
"No," she told him. She was still holding it bent down to her mouth. She kissed it again. This time holding her lips against the head, her tongue flickering out briefly to lick it, tasting his pre-cum. She moved back, lowering her gaze so she was staring down the length of his cock. "No," she muttered.
"Again!" he ordered, in a loud commanding tone.
"Yes," she whispered, leaning in and kissing his cock head again. Dre's hand came down and held the back of her head, holding her lips pressed against his cock. Her tongue licked up the urethra, moving in a circle around the tip of his cock and then in a larger circle around the end of the bulbous head. The head pushed forward, forcing her lips to part wider, the glans slid under her upper lips, pushing into her mouth. A soft moan rose in the back of Gabby's throat as she began sucking her hated black neighbor's huge cock.
Dre ran his hands through her auburn hair, pulling her into his cock so that the head pushed her uvula up. She fought not to choke, trying to relax so she could take the thick monster. It wasn't easy. Henry wasn't easy. She gave him blow jobs on special occasions and she'd had to suppress the gag reflex on his smaller, much thinner penis. Dre's grip relaxed and he stroked her head a couple of times before letting go completely, but she didn't stop.
Gabby bobbed her head over the end of the shaft, her hand gripping the base and keeping it bent down toward her mouth. She quit staring down his cock and ran her eyes up his hard body, quickly lowering her gaze when her eyes met his and she saw the triumph in his eyes and the arrogant curl to his lips. She raised her free hand from the deck and hefted one of his balls. The huge black testicle was weighty and filled her entire palm. Her hand was too small to hold both his balls his scrotum was so big. When Henry was soft, she could cup his entire crotch in her palm and she often had when she was trying to arouse him for sex. There was no denying that her husband's white penis was inferior to Dre's large cock.
Gabby released his testicle and moved her hand up his thigh, gripping his waist and holding on as she began to suck faster. She couldn't quite manage half, but her throat was getting used to being so stretched out by the large glans of the huge cock. She wanted to relax her grip and move her hand down, slip it into her panty, and give some relief to the yearning need in her fanny.
"What do they call a puta that likes sucking cock in New Zealand?" asked Dre.
Gabby bobbed her head a few more times before pulling back. His cock had felt like it was swelling and she hoped this encounter was drawing to a close so she could go home and play with herself. "A woodpecker," she answered before returning her tongue to licking around the bulbous cock head. "But I'm not a woodpecker. This isn't something I enjoy." Her hand jerked the shaft while she licked around the head.
Dre laughed. "Well, you may not be a woodpecker, but you're a great cocksucker."
Gabby glared at him but went back to sucking his cock. This time she held the base with her thumb and forefinger while jerking off his shaft with her other hand. The hardness and swelling of his cock told her he was getting close so she increased her speed.
"For something you don't enjoy," he gasped, "you sure are enthusiastic."
Gabby pulled back but kept her lips pursed on the tip of his cock. "Just warn me before you giz," she told him before going back to sucking.
"Dayumn," he groaned. "I don't think Binga's ever been sucked so good."
Gabby felt a wave of happiness wash over her. Stop it girl, she scolded her brain. Don't be happy you're giving a black man a great blow job, but she couldn't help the pleasure she was feeling knowing Dre was pleased with her cock sucking skills. Maybe it was because she was ovulating and overly hormonal, but her glands were producing more endorphins and dopamine than ever. Maybe she did like sucking cock after all? Did Roni do this for him? If Dre was her boyfriend, she'd suck his cock every day, she wanted to get better at it, to take more of him, to deepthroat his huge cock, to please him even more. She stared back up at his face, but his head was thrown back, mouth slightly open. He was about to cum. This is where she belonged, kneeling before...
His previous words echoed in her brain. "This is where white women belong kneeling at the feet of da black man."
No! she thought horrified at what she was feeling. She pulled her head back, planning on finishing him off with her hands, but just as the hard flare of his coronal ridge flickered past her upper lips, his cock exploded.
Her mouth was instantly filled with a load of giz so big, it bulged her cheeks out and squirted out the corners of her lips. Gabby reared back, gulping the hot pudding thick load of sperm down her throat. His cock head instantly plastered her face with an equally large load of semen.
Henry had cum in her mouth once, leaving a little pool of weak runny seed on her tongue. It had tasted horrible and she had immediately spit it out in a tissue, pissed that he'd lost control. Dre's seed was having a different effect on her hormonally randy body. His thick giz tasted good, it was delicious and made her regret gulping it down so quickly. Luckily, he'd taken over and held his spurting cock on her bottom lip, several more delicious strands of his cum filling her mouth. He splattered her chest and tops of her breasts with more giz, leaving a strand in her hair, and another strand from her closed eye down to her chin. Her tongue flickered out, licking his tasty seed from around her lips. He pressed the frenulum down on her tongue and it spat several larger wads of sperm into her mouth. "I warned you Binga strikes like the cuspideira."
"What on earth is a cuspideira?" she asked, rolling his sperm on her tongue. The more she had, the better he seemed to taste.
"Da spitting cobra of Mozambique," he replied, jerking his cock off and launching several more wads of semen on her forehead.
Gabby licked and smacked her lips, still shocked by what had happened, yet wanting more of his seed in her mouth. "I can't see," she complained, using her forefinger to push large wads of viscous semen from her eyes towards her tongue.
"Let me get you something to wipe off with," said Dre. "Here, lie down."
Gabby felt his strong hands on her shoulders spinning her around and pushing her back until she was laying on the air mattress. His hands grabbed her hips. "What are you doing?" she asked, blind.
"Getting you a cloth." Dre pulled the strings on her bikini panty and yanked her bottoms right off from under her. "Here," he said, tossing the panty on her chest. "That thing is soaked."
Gabby grabbed her wet bikini bottom, but said, "Can't you use my top?"
"Just look at that pretty white pussy," he growled, not answering her.
Gabby was now nude and vulnerable. She brought her wet panty to her face, embarrassed that Dre now knew how aroused she was. She wiped his cum away from her left eye just as his cheeks scraped the insides of her thighs. "Dre?" she asked. His tongue touched her just above her anus and licked up, parting the folds of her fanny lips. Gabby gasped in pleasure, her hips lifting off the mattress into his tongue as he thrust it between her hot wet folds. "Dre?" she asked again, her word more of a moan this time. Gabby cried out as his tongue licked up and he sucked her swollen clit between his lips. "Dre?" she pleaded, still trying to wipe sperm out of her eyes. "Sto..." She wanted to tell him to stop, to tell him that that part of her was off limits, but by the time the words were forming in her mouth, she could feel a much-needed orgasm growing. He continued licking up her slit and sucking on her clit as he pushed two fingers inside her wetness. "Don't stop," she begged, humping his fingers. "So good." He flicked his fingers deep inside her and it was all over. "CUMMING!" she screamed, humping his fingers even faster.
"Wow," she moaned, coming down from her orgasmic high. Dre's two fingers were bigger than Henry's penis and more flexible. It had been one of her bigger orgasms.
He wasn't done with her either. Dre cupped his biceps under her knees and spread her thighs wider. "Fuck, that's a pretty white pussy," he said again.
Gabby felt her cheeks flush, not liking the spread-open view she was giving him. But he released one of her knees and soon she could feel his fingers pushing against her fanny again and the thought of having another strong orgasm had her raising her crotch into his fingers. As wet as she was, his fingers had some trouble entering her again. The hard knob pushed her fanny lips inward until they stretched open, slowly parting for an oversized intruder way too big to be a couple of fingers. Thumb maybe? If so, it was a damn big thumb. Finally, her labia embraced the bulbous intruder and it pushed inside her. Gabby threw her ruined panty down and gave one last wipe to her eyes. She blinked them as she raised her head, staring in disbelief at the hard black log slowly penetrating her pussy. Dre was working his cock in and out, slowly pushing it deeper as her fluids lubricated it. Worse, her hips were responding to him, rising into each of his thrusts. The head of his cock alone was over 5cm and it looked like she'd taken another 5cm. "Stop. What are you doing?"
"What does it look like I'm doing?" he snorted, still working his cock in deeper.
"Stop Dre. Take it out," she demanded. 12cm. 13cm.
"It'll fit," he promised, still working his hips.
"Sto... AAAHHH!" she gasped in awe as his cock passed 15cm, half his monstrosity, and the length of Henry's small penis. It felt better than Henry's of course, her fanny was so stretched out, she could feel every ridge and bulging vein on the shaft. Tremors of pleasure were radiating out from his cock, promising she would soon be experiencing some very large orgasms. "Take it out now!"



Dres pushed her knees up and pulled back on his hips. His big black cock slowly slid out of her fanny. Gabby didn't feel relieved, she felt empty. Her legs twitched, wanting to wrap around his hips and pull his cock back inside her. She wanted its fullness again. "You want to try a different position or something?" he asked, cluelessly.
"No, you idiot, we can't have sex," she scowled, angrily, watching his cock head clear her fanny and fly up into the air, bobbing slightly, fluids flying off it like a dog shaking itself dry. "I'm a married woman and I love my husband."
"Henry doesn't have no cock like mine," he growled, gripping her knees tightly and pulling her back into him. No, he doesn't, she thought. "You sure you don't want to fuck? You're rubbing yo pussy on my balls like you want to fuck. You looked like you were about to cum."
"No. I... we can't." Damn him and damn her randy fanny, she was rubbing her crotch against him just beneath the root of his shaft. "We're trying to have a baby." Dres cock gave one of its large spurts of Cowper's fluid that could have been an orgasm for Henry. "My god," she muttered staring at it.
"We can fuck until you cum, then I'll pull out."
Yes, please. "No. Too dangerous." She seemed to remember that there was some sperm in precum. His might have more considering the volume and the fact that he'd just cum. "We can't," she muttered, eyes fixated on the African's monster cock. Unless he had a condom? Did they even make condoms this big? Shit, she'd already taken half of the thing without protection and the way it spat precum, she might already be pregnant from it. Without even experiencing it. "I'll suck you off again," she told it... him. And she found herself wanting to suck him again, but not as much as her fanny wanted him back inside it.
"You can suck Binga whenever you want, but you're looking at him like you want him to fuck you."
"No, I'm not, damn it. I just can't get over how big it is. How big is it and how much of that thing can Roni handle?"
"Around 32cm and she can take all of it," he said.
"No way," she stated, trying to stop rubbing her fanny lips against him, but whenever she quit focusing on it, her pussy reflexively went back to rubbing on him.
Dre placed some fingers on the top of his shaft and pushed it down so that the base rested on her brown pubic patch. "All of it."
"There's no way," she said again, starting to find the contrast between their skin colors erotic. Despite the fact his black cock looked like a hideous bloated worm, there was something sexy about its dark black skin superimposed over her white belly, and Dre's hard muscular body rising between her spread legs was just as hot. "The head's past my belly button!"
"How much do you think you could take?"
"I don't know, maybe half?
"You already took half. I could have gone a lot further, but I guess we'll never know."
Henry was only 15cm, just shy of 6in. At 32cm, Dre was bigger than a foot long, closer to 13in. The black man had one big prick! Gabby reached around under her breast and grabbed his cock. Dre quit pushing it down and let her hold it. She hated that such a magnificent cock looked like a burnt oversized pig in a blanket so she pulled back on the foreskin to let the big round cock head emerge. "It's too big," she muttered in awe of it. "There's no way I could have taken any more of it."
"I've never met a woman yet who couldn't take it- what did you call them- balls deep." Dre slowly began bucking his hips, thrusting his cock through her hand. "You could too. You got a body built for a big black cock."
"No," she hissed.
"Bolos deep."
"Impossible."
"I bet you can, Gabby," said Dre, pulling back far enough that his cock came free of her hand. It rose, the hood sliding up to cover part of the head. He grabbed the base and inched back, pressing his cock down. The end rested on her pubic mound, slowly crawling back through her brown pubic curls. As it slid down, they could feel the heat being given off by each other's genitals.
Her mind ran through ways she could stop this, slapping her hand down over her fanny, and rolling off the air mattress, but instead, she said, "Put it in." Her heart rate increased; the pounding of African drums returned to her ears. She raised herself on her elbows to look down at the giant black slong pointing at her pussy. The large flare of his coronal ridge made the image of a plow come to mind. This plow wasn't pulled by oxen, it was pushed forward by an unyielding trunk-like battering ram. And the purpose of a plow was to lay furrows in fertile soil before the farmer planted his... SEED!
Suddenly remembering how dangerous this was, Gabby was about to tell him to stop, but instead, all she did was gasp, as the bulging plow spread her pussy open again and pushed inside. "Yessss," she hissed as tremors of pleasure moved out from where he was penetrating her, with a pleasure that would grow the deeper he went. "Dre, you can't cum in me," she moaned relaxing her body and laying down on the mattress. He hefted her legs up raising her slightly and working his cock deeper. "And we're only seeing how much I can take, not having sex," she added. He grunted, not giving her an answer. "Understand?" she asked, raising her hips in time to the thrusting of his cock.
"Porra, sua buceta está apertada," he groaned, slipping back into Portugese. "Binga gosta de uma buceta quente e molhada"
Gabby hoped that meant he understood. She felt full and stretched again, but it felt good, promising large orgasms if she were to let it fuck her, but cumming on another man's cock would be the ultimate betrayal of her vows to Henry. She couldn't let it go that far. "Oh my god," she moaned in awe as he pushed deeper.
"There that's half," he grunted. Dre was sitting up on his knees, arms cupped under her knees lifting her crotch to level with his cock. He was covered in a sexy slick sheen of sweat. Rivulets were running down his face, dripping on her belly. She was covered in the same sheen as the Miami sun beat down on her skin. "How much more?"
"Don't know," she panted. "A few more centimeters?"
A few turned into four more as he pushed his cock in nearly eight inches deep. "You got this," he told her, giving her another two centimeters, nearly nine inches.
The pulsatile pounding in her ears changed from matching the beat of her heart to the pulses of pleasure building in her womb. Dre's big black cock was going to make her cum and she no longer cared if she betrayed Henry, she wanted it. The growing pressure in her womb promised a huge orgasm. Just as she thought it might explode from her, Dre's cock began to hurt. It was too deep now stretching her out too far. The promised huge orgasm faded rapidly and she was suddenly glad for the pain helping bring her to her senses. "That's it. No more. You're on my cervix."
For once, Dre seemed to listen to her. He quit plowing her deeper, but he kept pushing his cock against her cervix, knocking at her womb. She felt a hot wetness inside her, the wetness growing as he kept the light rapping against the opening to her womb. Gabby raised her head and slid her hand down her stomach. Her fingers turned sticky as they slid through the gooey trail of precum his cock had left behind. Dre's copious amount of Cowper's fluid! He was coating her cervix with it. There were theories that sex could induce labor, some hormones in semen softened the cervix. Her hand slid down under her belly button, she could feel the bulge beneath her skin. The bulge suddenly pushed forward moving deeper beneath her stomach. "Unh!" she grunted, wincing at the intrusion. Her thighs parted wider as Dre's testicles slapped against them.
"That's balls... balls deep, baby."
"I can't..." she gasped. "Can't believe it." Yet, there was no doubt his huge cock was buried to the root inside her.
"Like it?"
"Hell no! I'm so stretched out. It's uncomfortable. Unh! I feel strange," she gasped, writhing on the air mattress. Her belly was undulating down toward the root of his cock.
"Want me to take it out?"
"Yes! No! Wait, I'm not sure," she panted like she was in labor. She looked up at Dre, not liking the arrogant sneer plastered on his face. "It's not so bad now, starting to feel better." Gabby threw her head back and moaned. Her hands quickly found her nipples and started pulling on them. "Ohmygod, Dre! What are you doing to me?"
"That's your pussy being resized."
"Resized?"
"Adapting to big black cock."
"Oh god," she moaned, moving her head back and forth as her fingers pinched and pulled at her throbbing nipples. "So full... so full... so full of cock!
"Full of big black cock. Feels good, doesn't it?"
"Good, yeah. Feels good, so good, gonna cum."
"Your pussy's resized now. It's only going to want big black cock from now on."
"NO!" she moaned in denial. "Henry?"
"Will never satisfy you again, if he ever really did."
A switch clicked in her brain and she no longer cared about Henry, all she wanted at that moment was to cum on Dre's giant black slong. "Please, need to cum. Need to cum so bad."
"You want to cum?" he asked adjusting a little, still on his knees lifting her.
"Yes."
"Ask."
Gabby groaned in frustration as her need grew. "Please, make me cum, Andy? I need it so bad."
Dre grinned in triumph and began slowly removing several centimeters of cock before pushing it back in. Soon he was pulling 5-6cm out before pushing back in. Gabby gasped humping her crotch up into his thrusts. She groaned in frustration when he pulled half his cock out and froze. "Want me to stop?"
"No," she begged. "Keep doing that."
"Doing what?"
"That thing you're doing... fucking me."
"You want me to keep fucking you?"
"Yes, keep fucking me. Fuck me, Andy. Just don't cum in me. FUCK ME!"
Dre started moving again. "Fuck you with what, puta?"
"BINGA!" she squealed. "Your big black cock!" She bucked her hips into his thrusting cock as Dre started fucking her faster. "Fuck me with your big black cock, Dre. OHMYGOD! CCUUMMMINNG!"
Gabby's body spasmed and she leaned up, grabbing Dre's huge biceps and pulling him towards her. He released her knees and fell on her. Gabby quickly wrapped her legs around his hips, pulling his cock in deep and trying to hold him still. She wrapped her arms around his back, clinging tightly to the black man. Her vagina contracted and squeezed over all 32 centimeters of his big black cock as the powerful orgasm rocked her body. "Binga's making me cum. Binga's making me cum," she whispered over and over again into his ear. Finally, to shut her up, Dre slammed his lips down against hers. Gabby hesitated only a second as his tongue probed her lips before she parted them and allowed his tongue into her mouth to play with hers.
Dre was a skillful lover. He waited for her body to relax before he raised himself with his powerful arms and began thrusting his cock again. Gabby groaned, playfully sucking at his lower lip, still raising her hips into his thrusts. She wanted to experience another one of those powerful orgasms and Dre was the man to do it.
She did cum again, three times, though not as intensely as the first, they were all big and better than any of the small ones she'd had with Henry. The first was when Dre began fucking her with almost his entire cock. The second when he picked up speed., fucking her faster than any man should without cumming after only a few thrusts. By the third, his cock had become a piledriver, plowing in and out of her fertile pussy. Dre kissed her before arching his back so that he could bend down and suck her nipple hard between his thick black lips. Her nipples had always been sensitive and she'd only cum with Henry when he played with them roughly. Dre's hungry sucking was causing pressure to grow in her womb again as another big orgasm grew, one that promised to be as big as her first. Gabby wrapped her legs back around his hips and started pulling herself up into him, fucking him back as fast as he was fucking her. "Ohmygod, Dre. I love your big black cock."
"Binga likes your white pussy," he grunted back.
"Binga's gonna make me cum again, Dre."
"Binga's gonna cum too."
"Not yet. Please let me cum first." Gabby clung tightly to Dre. "Unh unh unh," she grunted each time he buried his cock. The pressure grew and grew and grew to the point it was becoming painful. Gabby trembled and shook in her need to cum. This was going to be bigger than the first one, but she didn't know what her body was waiting for.
Her answer came a moment later when Dre, shoved in cock up to the balls and grunted like a rutting bull. Her mind only registered the horror that he was seeding her for a fraction of a second before her orgasm burst out of her womb consuming her mind and body with more pleasure than she'd ever felt before. She could feel every strong blast of his seed inside her fertile womb, each spurt of sperm increasing the intensity of her orgasm. Her legs wrapped around his hips holding his cock deep inside her so that he couldn't pull out, not that he was trying to. Her fanny clung tightly to the huge shaft, contractions squeezing and milking his cock for every drop of his seed.
They both slowly came down from their orgasms. Dre ground his cock into her. He felt even bigger inside her. His cock was radiating heat throughout her womb. She knew she was full of his fertile African seed, but she was too consumed with bliss to care. Dre turned his face towards her and brought his lips back down to hers. She held her lips tight a moment before reluctantly parting them and letting his tongue inside her mouth. A moment later, she was kissing him back, contented moans coming from her throat. Even though her fruitful womb was filled with his plentiful seed, that final orgasm had been worth the risk, not to mention her first orgasm with the ugly black man, and the three in between had been bigger than anything Henry had ever given her. So, she kissed him back, thanking him for the best sex of her life and finding herself more than a little jealous that Roni was probably fucking Andre every night.
Dre sucked her lower lip into his mouth biting it lightly before he pushed himself up and slowly removed his cock. It looked massive and swollen and much to her surprise when it cleared her fanny, his cock sprang up and sprayed a long strand of semen that reached her breasts and covered her belly in his pudding-thick seed. "So much cum," she muttered in awe of this man's voluminous seed. She slid her hand down and scooped up a large clump of his white seed, bringing it to her mouth so she could taste him again.
Andres wasn't even quite finished. He sat back on his knees, jerking his shaft off, several more jets of semen spitting out and landing on her stomach. A small pool slowly formed around her navel. She ran her hand down to her belly button and rubbed his semen into her belly, fighting a strong urge to push more of his seed into her vagina. She slid her hand up, rubbing his cum into her tits. A large gush of his semen abruptly poured out from between her legs bringing her out of the spell. "My god, what have I done?"
"Hopefully, you've just been bred by a real man," chuckled Andre.
Hopefully, she thought. No not hopefully! "I gotta get cleaned up." She raised herself and Dre pulled her to her feet. "I need to get your giz out of me."
"I can clean you up, puta," said Dre, scooping her up in his large muscular arms. "But my jizz ain't going nowhere." He unceremoniously turned and tossed her into the pool.
Gabby squealed as she hit the water. There was no shock as she went under, the Miami heat made it quite tepid. She kicked up, breaking the surface. After wiping the water out of her eyes, she glanced around the deck. Dre had disappeared inside so she went about cleaning herself off. She tried squeezing her vaginal muscles and was somewhat rewarded at the wide cloud in the water between her legs, but she knew there was still plenty of Dre's African seed trapped within her, she could feel it. It was hopeless, but she did her best to get clean.
Gabby swam over to the ladder and started pulling herself up, wanting nothing more than to get dressed and get home. She glanced over at the air mattress looking for her bikini, but there was no sign of it. She was stepping on another rung of the ladder when the sliding glass door opened and Andre appeared. Suddenly ashamed of herself and shy, she stepped back down lowering herself into the water. "Where's my bikini?" she asked.
"Messy so I took it inside."
"My robe then?"
"Keeping your bikini company." Andres crossed his arms and stared at her.
Gabby stared back, but mostly at his cock. It was still a monster and she couldn't believe that she'd taken the entire thing. It hadn't shrunk at all just gone limp. The root jutted out from Andy's crotch before falling and swinging slightly like a pendulum. His stance was wide, probably because his balls were so big. "Can you go get me my robe then?" she asked, annoyed with the black man.
"I got sometin for ya," he said before turning and entering the house. Andy returned a moment later and tossed her a wadded-up ball of white.
Gabby missed catching it and it hit the water. It wasn't big enough to cover her body and when she'd retrieved the balled-up cloth and wrung it out, she held it dangling. "A washcloth? Seriously?"
"Come inside, we find you sometin' ta wear, gurl."
Gabby used one hand to pull herself up the ladder, holding her arm across her big breasts and failing miserably to cover them. When she stepped onto the deck, she held the washcloth over her crotch and stood there staring at Andy angrily.
"Come on, gurl," he said, holding out his hand, his eyes taking in her wet and glistening body.
Still felt embarrassed, but she also knew she was being ridiculous, especially after what the two of them had just done. Gabby stood up straight and proud, lowering her arm from her breasts and dropping the wet washcloth. Dre's eyes swept over her body again nodding in approval. She looked down and took his hand, her eyes widening as they glanced at his crotch. His cock looked like it had risen slightly!
Dre led her into Roni's house and towards the stairs. "I'm sho Veronica has sometin for ya in her room." He kept holding her hand as they climbed up to the second floor, only letting go at the door to Roni's bedroom. He opened the door and held it open for her.
Gabby walked toward her friend's large white bed. She'd been in here before, helping Roni try on clothes for the occasional date. She was envious of Roni's giant walk-in closet. She turned towards it, but Dre grabbed her shoulder and fast walked her to the bed, pushing her down. "Hey, what gives?" she asked, pushing herself up. Her eyes widened in surprise when she felt the hard knob rising between her thighs. He'd already cum twice, he couldn't be up for a third time? Could he? "OOOMPH!" she grunted when the knob found its way between the folds of her fanny. "Dre," she gasped, "We can't." As he worked his enormous black cock in and out of her, pushing it deeper with each thrust, her arousal began to grow again and Gabby found herself pushing back into his thrusts, trying to get him deeper. "Oh god, fuck me. Just don't cum in me again," she told him relenting. She remembered the huge orgasms this cock had given her and sure enough, she had another big one at 20cm.
As the orgasm swept through her body, she was only vaguely aware that there was a sudden pressure against her sphincter. The pressure grew, her rosebud pushing inward, slowly opening. Gabby suddenly squealed as Dre's thumb pushed inside her ass. Her rectum clenched down tightly around the invader as Andre slammed more and more of his cock deep inside her pussy. Her orgasm had been fading, but suddenly it exploded from her womb again or she was having an orgasm on top of an orgasm. She didn't know and she didn't care. The orgasms she got from Dre's cock inside her were the most pleasurable things she'd ever felt, her fanny was drooling all over his slow-thrusting shaft. This one was lasting forever too and she soon realized why when his heavy balls started slapping against her thighs. He'd been slowly burying his cock in her again and she'd taken him quite easily. Has my fanny truly been resized for a big black cock? She wondered, still panting as she came down from her orgasm.



"Feels good, doesn't it puta?" Dre removed his thumb from her anus and placed both hands on her hips, pulling her back into the steady thrusts of his cock.
"Yes, so good, Dre, keep fucking me."
"If I keep fucking you, I'm going to seed that white pussy again."
"Unh unh unh," she grunted each time he buried his thick African shaft. "No, it's too risky. Unh unh unh. Fu... fuck... fuck me... gonna cum.... NNOOOOO!" Gabby squealed as he yanked his cock out of her and all the pleasure, she was getting from it faded quickly away.
"If I can't cum in you, den I no gonna fuck you, puta." He held the base of his shaft, teasing her slit with the head of his cock.
"No, put it back in. Put it back in, please Andy."
"If I do, I'm gonna seed that white pussy good."
"Oh god," Gabby moaned, fearing the consequences, but wanting another huge orgasm even more. "I don't care, you can cum in me. Just put it back in."
"Put it where? Tell me, puta. Where do you want my cock?"
"In my fanny! PUT IT IN MY FANNY!"
Dre paused and snorted in amusement before saying, "Okay, but you asked for it."
She felt the pressure on her sphincter again but didn't care, she welcomed it even. The orgasm she'd had with Dre's big black cock in her fanny while his thumb was in her ass had been massive. Gabby pushed back into the anal intruder wanting to get his thumb back inside her. Her sphincter pushed in hard, stretching open, wider than before... a lot wider... a fucking lot wider! "OW! Dre! Wrong hole! Wrong hole! OOOMMMPPPHHH!"
The pain was intense and for a moment, Gabby was sure, Dre's huge cock was tearing her ass in two. Thankfully, he'd gotten it over quickly, shoving his huge cock head straight through her sphincter. "Oh my god, Dre! Why?"
"You asked for it, puta. Begged for it, even."
"I didn't want this, you idiot. I wanted it in my fan... Oh!" She and Henry had giggled when Roni had worn a little bag on a belt around her rear and referred to it as a fanny pack.
"I was gonna tap dis fine ass at some point. Might as well get it over with." He gave her a light smack on her right ass cheek. Dre held her hips and worked his cock in and out another few centimeters. "Still hurt?"
"Unh! Yeah," she gasped. "You're too big! Hell, Henry's too big for my ass."
"We wait until you get used to it."
"Get used to it... I'll never get used to this! It isn't natural... oh my god! You're resizing my ass?"
Andre Mabuza threw his head back and laughed. "No puta," he chuckled, "You can't resize a bunda, you mulher estupido." Dre worked his hips a little feeding her just a little more cock. "But ju will get used to it and soon you'll be loving it."
"That'll never happen," she grunted, her fingers tightening their grip on the bedspread. The pain was fading, slowly being replaced by a sense of fullness. Anal sex was demeaning and she hated it, yet her nipples were so hard they were pulling her areola off her breasts. Even her fanny was weeping with shame, tears of arousal running down her inner thighs. She wanted to slip her fingers down there and stop the flow. The next time Dre worked his cock around, feeding her another centimeter, she raised her ass into the thrust. "Yessss," she hissed into the bedspread.
Dre chuckled again, his arrogance coming through in his laugh. "Told you so, puta. You come begging for Binga to fuck your bunda again."
"In your dreams, you black wanker," she hissed, pushing back to get more of his cock in her.
Dre gripped her hips tighter and began a slow pistoning of his thick shaft. He pushed about 20 centimeters in and couldn't seem to push it any deeper. Then Dre began fucking her. He was a skilled sodomizer, pulling his cock out until the flare of his corona appeared outside her rectum before pushing his cock deep again.
Gabby couldn't help herself and started moaning. "Oh fuck, oh fuck, fuck, fuck," she gasped every time his cock pushed deep. "Fuck, fuck, fuck me, fuck my ass, oh god, keep fucking my ass." Damn him, but it was good, a new kind of pleasure she'd never experienced before. Dre's giant black cock seemed to have power over her. No wonder Roni had become so infatuated with her African handyman after only a few days. She was getting this amazing cock every night!
Dre picked up speed and Gabby couldn't hold back any longer. She lifted herself enough to reach under and start fingering her fanny while he fucked her ass. She whimpered feeling some satisfaction, but mostly frustration. It was a difficult position. Dre decided to help her. He pulled most of his cock back, reached beneath her, and slapped his hand back and forth between her thighs until she spread her legs farther apart. He resumed sodomizing her while working his fingers in and out of her fanny and soon she was cumming again. The orgasm released a steady stream of trapped semen from her womb to fun out over his fingers. He didn't stop either, continuing to fuck her until he pushed his cock deep, flooding her bowels with a fresh load of his seed.
Gabby came again, hard, more trapped semen pouring out between her thighs. She could feel his cock trying to buck as it was held still in the tight grip of her rectum, as it pumped load after load inside her bowels. Little spurts of semen shot out around the tight plug that was his cock. It felt like both her pussy and her ass were experiencing orgasms at the same time. Gabby whimpered and cried at the intense pleasure of it all. "So good," she moaned.
Dre pushed her forward while pulling back, his cock flying up free of her sphincter. Cum splattered down on her back and without its plug, a steady stream of sperm began to pour out of her asshole.
"I'm gonna go take a shower," he said, giving her another light slap on her ass cheek.
Gabby could barely move. "What about the mess?" she asked, worried about Roni coming home and finding her bed all crusty. "Don't you want to get the bedspread in the washer?" Gabby groaned and forced herself to roll over on her back, legs hanging off the edge of the bed.
"That's woman's work," he grunted. "Roni can clean it up."
"But?" she tried to raise her head and got a glimpse of him disappearing into the bathroom. Her head fell back on the mattress. She closed her eyes just as she heard the shower come on.
Gabby didn't know how long she was out, but she awoke to a gentle licking on her fanny. She moaned humping the lapping tongue. She couldn't believe Andre would go down on her with her pussy and ass still leaking his semen, but he was willing if not eager to slurp his seed up, even dipping his tongue low to taste the semen pouring from her overstretched anus. She was grateful Dre was being so gentle with her after the workout he'd put her through. The soft-touch was just what she needed right now. "Hmmm, faster," she groaned, feeling an orgasm building. The lapping sped up, the prehensile tongue slipping between the folds of her fanny to wiggle inside her and finally putting her over the edge when he sucked her swollen quit between his soft lips.
Gabby bucked her hips up into the pleasurable tongue and came, her partner moaning with pleasure as a fresh flow of semen poured from her fanny, onto the gentle tongue, and into her partner's mouth. There was a gentle kiss planted on her fanny and the licking began again. This time the tongue licked up around the border of her brown pubes. Another kiss on her belly button and the tongue was moving up again, a soft feminine body climbing up onto her own. Gabby gasped as her swollen nipple was sucked between soft lips.
Gabby Gale raised her head enough to see Roni's blonde bob-cut hair moving around on her breast. "But?" she asked, confused.
Roni gave one last kiss to her wet nipple before climbing up Gabby's body. "I see you've met Binga," she said, happily, planting a kiss on Gabby's closed mouth. Roni rubbed her nose against Gabby's before turning her head sideways. "Relax," she whispered, pressing her lips on Gabby's, her tongue trying to probe between them.
Gabby relented and parted her lips accepting the blonde's tongue and teasing it with her own. A low moan escaped Roni's mouth. Roni kissed her lips before pulling back. "I've been wanting this to happen since I met you," she said, kissing her again.
"But," said Gabby, still shocked by the situation. "I don't like girls."
"Then close your eyes and pretend I'm...AAAAHHHH!"
"Roni?" she asked, concerned. Roni had suddenly arched her back and thrown her head back, a look of ecstasy crossing her face.
"Unh unh unh unh," gasped Roni, her breasts mashing into Gabby's, her body sliding forward and back. "Noooo," she groaned, her expression turning to one of despair.
"Ooohhh!" Gabby moaned, strong hands grabbing her ankles and spreading her legs. Dre's cock returned, her face adopting the expression of bliss that had recently been on Roni's face. Her crotch lifted into Andre's thrusts, humping up against Roni's blonde pubes. Soon she also felt the loss as Dre withdrew and began fucking Roni again.
Andre Mabuza was man enough to please two women at the same time and he did.
He went back and forth many more times, the two women kissing passionately and moaning their joy or loss depending on whom Andre was fucking. Gabby raised her crotch eagerly knowing her turn was coming, but Roni suddenly broke their kiss and reared up again. "No, fuck me, let me cum," she begged, smiling as Dre pushed his cock back deep and started fucking her hard.
Gabby felt a surge of anger at her friend. It was her turn for Andy's cock. Not her slut friends. After all, she was getting Andre's cock all the time. Jealousy replaced her anger. Her pussy was aching for Dre's cock again and she didn't just need his huge member, she wanted his seed again. Her womb felt empty without it. She suppressed her emotions. She was still rational and knew she couldn't risk another one of Dre's voluminous loads of semen, but her monkey brain wanted to toss Roni off her and wrap her legs tight around Andre's waist to keep him inside her until he seeded and even impregnated her.
"Fuck! Fuck! FUCK! CUMMING!" screamed Roni.
Andy fucked her through her orgasm before pulling out and shoving his cock back into Gabby's fanny. To her friend's credit, Roni had just wanted to cum and wasn't greedy for Andre's cock after all. Having gotten her orgasm, Roni crawled forward, her pussy dripping her arousal on Gabby's brown pubes and belly, until Roni swung her leg off her just as a huge orgasm began spreading through Gabby's body.
Roni spun around and swung her leg back over her friend. "Let me have some of that cock, baby," begged Roni. Gabby raised her head, still coming down from her orgasm. She found herself staring at Roni's fanny. It was wet, her lips were still slightly spread open from being stretched around Dre's thick cock. The black African pulled out again, there was a muffled "Mmmpphh!" and Roni's fanny was pushed up against Gabby's mouth. Gabby held her mouth closed, Roni's wet fanny pushing into her tightly closed lips as Dre fucked her blonde friend's throat. The pushing stopped and a moment later, Dre's cock was entering her fanny again.
Since Dre was holding Gabby's ankles, Roni was helping him along. She grabbed the thick shaft and pushed it back down to the entrance of Gabby's pussy, watching the dark black shaft slide through her fist as it began fucking the beautiful Kiwi. Roni lowered her lips down to the cock, letting it slide back and forth over her tongue. She moved closer to Gabby's speared pussy and flickered her tongue over Gabby's clit as she was being fucked hard by Andre.
Gabby didn't quite know what the additional pleasure was, but she was suddenly and overwhelmingly in the throes of a huge orgasm. It just came with no build-up and no warning. Gabby raised her head, crying out in ecstasy, Roni's fanny just before her lips. This time, Gabby allowed her tongue to flicker out and run up Roni's wet slit.
"Oh, that's it, Gabby," moaned Roni. "I knew you'd be up for some fun." She turned her attention back on her black boyfriend. "Let me taste that cock again, baby."
"Damn, you bitches are fine," muttered Andre, pulling his soaking cock out of Gabby. Roni grabbed it and guided it back up to her mouth.
Gabby found Roni's fanny pushing back into her mouth. She licked more rapidly, stabbing her tongue out and letting Dre's thrusts push Roni's fanny into her tongue. She slowly began to get into it, her hands sliding up to run down the smooth skin on Roni's back down to her well-rounded ass cheeks. She squeezed her friend's rear end, lifting her head to service Roni's fanny more easily. Her neighbor's soft body lying on top of her felt good and Gabby suddenly knew that this would only make their friendship grow even closer. Nor would this be the last time they spent some time together with or without the well-hung black man.
Andre returned his big black cock to her pussy and Gabby tightened her grip on Roni's ass cheeks to hold her still so she could keep servicing her fanny.
"Unh, groaned Andre, throwing his head back as he began pounding Gabby's pussy harder.
"That's it, baby, give it to her," said Roni, watching the dark shaft pistoning in and out of Gabby's pussy. "Put a black baby in her."
"No," groaned, Gabby into Roni's fanny. She struggled halfheartedly beneath Roni's weight and held still by Dre's grip on her ankles. Dre increased their speed, fucking her faster, deeper, and harder. The now familiar sensations of a huge orgasm began to build in her womb.
"Knock her up, Dre," said Roni, again, gleefully.
"No," moaned Gabby again, but she ceased struggling, increasing the licking and tongue thrusting into Roni's fanny as her greedy fanny started rapidly humping into Dre's thrusts desperate for the damn to burst on another huge orgasm.
"Give her a real man's baby."
"YYESS!!" screamed Gabby, attacking Roni's pussy as the first powerful blast of Dre's hot seed sprayed inside her fertile womb. Roni pushed her fanny back into Gabby's mouth as she too began to cum.
The three orgasmed together. Pulsing waves of pleasure coursed through Gabby's body with each blast of hot seed inside her. This was even stronger than the other orgasms he'd given her. He slammed it deep, pumping her full of a few more wads before yanking his cock out. It reared up, plastering cum on Roni's orgasming face until she was able to grab the shaft and pull him down into her mouth, gulping down what little seed he had left.
The immediate aftereffects of her large orgasm left Gabby in a happy state of euphoria. The warmth spreading out from her womb made her entire body feel relaxed and satisfied. She was only vaguely aware that Roni had lowered her head and was lapping out some of the thick semen pouring from her fanny. She raised her head and planted a kiss on Roni's fanny to thank her.
Eventually, Roni rolled off her and sidled up to embrace Gabby. "What have I done?" she asked lowering her hand to her womb. She still felt warm inside and despite her worries that Handy Andy may have knocked her up, she felt incredibly happy at that moment. "Poor Henry."
"Is a weak man compared to Andre," replied Roni, kissing Gabby's cheek and then lips. The black man was gone. Gabby could hear the shower running.
"Maybe Dre is sterile? You're not pregnant."
Roni laughed loudly. "Handy Andy's equipment will get the job done. Dre has lots of children. As for me, I was on birth control up until two weeks ago. He was pissed at me when he found out and made me throw it out. Just waiting for it to get out of my system so I can have his baby. I hope I give him a son. He prefers boys, and says they will be real men like him."
"Fuck, what have I done?" said Gabby again. "Henry will throw me out."
"Then you'll come live with us. We can do this every night." Roni kissed her again and the idea wasn't that repulsive to Gabby.
"I can't. I'll just pray I'm not pregnant and get on birth control."
"He'll want you again."
"I can resist him," she said, not believing it. At least until I'm protected.
"You won't. You've got the black itch now. You'll need his cock again whether you like it or not."
"The itch?"
"You'll see. But I have something that might help." Roni rolled off the bed and walked over to her dresser.
Gabby's eyes opened wide when she saw the massive black dildo in Roni's hands. The thing was the size of Andy's black cock. "Where on earth did you get that thing?"
"This is the BBC LIFELIKE DILDO," she said. "I got it at the BBC Boutique here in Miami when Andy started building a she-shed for some big tittied plastic bimbo and didn't come home a few nights. "Here, you can borrow it for when you get the itch." Roni handed the giant dildo off to Gabby, "It'll help, but it's not the same and I'll want it back."
Gabby nodded, unconvinced she'd ever use the monstrosity. "Thanks," she replied. The shower cut off in the bathroom and Gabby felt the need to get away before Andy came back into the room. "I'd better go." She turned to leave.
"Wait," said Roni.
Roni turned her around and pulled Gabby into her arms, embracing her tightly. Their large bosoms pressed tightly together, practically hard nipple to hard nipple. They kissed, lovingly and passionately, Roni's soft body felt good against hers and Gabby now knew one fact with certainty. She did like girls. She was breathing heavily, lustfully when their embrace broke and she looked forward to their next encounter. The next time they sunbathed or used Roni's pool, maybe they'd skip wearing bikinis altogether.
Gabby turned and fled the room. Her fanny dripped Dre's semen down the hallway and down the stairs. She didn't know where her bikini was but found her robe. She pulled it around her nude body and flew across the yard to the safety of her home.
Henry was disappointed to see her in her pajamas, even though she looked sexy as hell in them. "You and Roni have fun on Dre's dick?" he asked during dinner.
Gabby's face couldn't make up its mind whether or not to blush or go pale. "A lot of fun," she replied.
"Up for some more fun, love?" he asked, wiggling his eyebrows.
"Sorry," she apologized, she was still stretched out and had been leaking semen for hours onto the pad she'd put in her panty. "I little too much sun."
Henry gave her a condescending look. "You should know better."
"Sorry," she said again, this time flushing slightly.
"If you're going to hang out on that black wanker's dick, you gotta use protection, love." Henry shook his head.
"Next time, I'll know better."
"Wish I had a dick like that," he said. "Then you wouldn't have to go next door to use the neighbor's dick."
**********
Epilogue
Several mornings later, Gabby finished brushing her hair, still wet from her morning shower. She was nude beneath her white robe. She sat down at her writing desk, and the screen on her laptop flickered to life, still on the page she'd opened last night. The BBC LOVER'S BOUTIQUE, a store that catered to what she was looking for and if she could gather up the courage, was only a twenty-minute drive from her house. If she couldn't, well they also shipped.
THE KING DONG was a truly magnificent-looking vibrator, it looked like a real black cock and it was bigger than Andre Mabuza's Binga. It had multiple vibrating settings and even a bucking ejaculation mode. It was $59.99, but appeared worth it, better than the BBC LIFELIKE DILDO Roni had loaned her which didn't vibrate. She glanced over at her bed and the huge black dildo propped up against her pillow, still wet from her fanny.
She had relented and let Henry make love to her last night. They were still trying to get pregnant after all. The intimacy had been pleasant, but the sex was lacking. She now understood what the "itch" was. It was the area deep in her fanny that her husband could never reach with his little dick. The itch ran from the tip of Henry's dick to where the tip of Andre's big black cock had reached. The "itch" had kept her up most of the night and the "itch" had her trying out Roni's dildo the moment Henry left for work. The dildo worked, scratching her itch and fulfilling her need to be filled by a large black cock. It wasn't the same as the real thing, the real "itch" was her burning need to be seeded by Andre again.



There was an intriguing link on the page, something called, The Bull Pen. She clicked on it, gasping when she saw what it was. Thumbnail after thumbnail of black men offering their services as "bulls". Underneath the heading, THE BULL PEN, were the words, no white pricks here.
Gabby's eyes were wide as she stared at all the black cocks, every one of them in the 30 to 36-centimeter range! Even the hanging ones seemed to be plump black banana cocks, a foot long by American standards. Some hid their faces behind smartphones in mirror selfies, some had the cocks pulled out of sweatpants, and others, the muscular ones, posed nude. There were young men, old men, muscular, thin, and fat men, all with huge black cocks. Some of the erect circumcised ones were perfect specimens of black cock. One even looked familiar, so she clicked on the thumbnail.
HANDY ANDY, my equipment will get the job done.
She snorted, staring lustfully at the familiar cock. Her fanny slowly started drooling at the sight of it. Gabby glanced away and over her shoulder at the black dildo on her bed. She might have to have another go with it later, and dammit if her ass wasn't craving a good fucking too.
She turned back to her computer, staring at Andy's sexy muscular body and his even sexier big black cock, sticking out, fully erect. "Well, sonofabitch," she muttered as the idea came to her. Gabby opened her email and wrote out one to her publisher before sending it.
She opened up her word processing program and started typing.
Darcy O'Grady paced back and forth in front of Drew. The black-skinned handyman, smiled as he watched her pace the room. Darcy had the feeling she'd need some muscle for this job and muscle was something Handy Andy had plenty of. Her neighbor needed some extra cash and readily agreed to help her.
"Dammit Drew, of course, the Haitian would be smuggling the Columbian artifacts out of a strip club," she groaned, "but how do we infiltrate the network? You can go in as a customer, but how do I get in?
"Isn't it obvious, especially with your body," chuckled Drew. "You get a job there as a dancer."
Darcy quit walking and stared at her new black ally. "I work for the art division of INTERPOL, I'm not a stripper."
"Well, that's a waste then, cause you sho is built like a stripper. How big are your tits, DDs?"
"Double E's" she answered, reluctantly. "You've got a point, but I don't know the least thing about dancing."
"Well, I've been to a few of the local clubs."
"Why doesn't that surprise me?"
Drew chuckled. "Even the one we need to infiltrate. I could show you some pointers."
"What do we need to do?"
"Follow me." The large black man got up off the couch and entered his bedroom. His apartment was similar to her next door, small with just a few rooms, but that was all she needed for however long The Haitian Job took her. "Here, this should fit you," he said, pulling out a tiny dress that looked like it belonged to an adult dancer. "Got some heels too."
"Why on earth do you have these?"
"Ex-girlfriend. Her tits were as big as yours but fake. You could make a lot of money dancing with your natural big titties."
"Thanks," she replied, wryly. Drew was nice enough, but crass.
"Put it on and come out and dance for me." Drew turned and walked back out to his living room.
Darcy pulled off her clothes, wondering how she always seemed to find herself in these situations. At least Drew was here to help her and she was grateful for that. He had a large mirror and she looked at her young fit figure, her large breasts straining to burst out of her bra. She had a firm well-rounded rear end too. Her neighbor wasn't wrong, she was built like a stripper. This wouldn't be the first time she used her looks to get what she needed either.
Gabby pulled the dress on over her head, tugging at the hem to pull it down further, but the thing barely covered the bottom of her fanny or her butt cheeks. She slipped her dainty feet into the heels, immediately accentuating her strong calves. "Well, with a little makeup and having my hair done, I do look like a stripper." She examined herself in the mirror, pleased with how good she looked. "Ready," she called.
"Okay," said Drew. Suddenly, Motley Crues' Girls, Girls, Girls, began playing from Drew's phone. "Come out strutting."
Darcy O'Grady strutted out from the bedroom, already swaying her hips to the music, and promptly froze in her tracks, eyes staring in amazement at her black assistant.
"What's wrong? Why did you stop?"
"Why are you naked?" Darcy couldn't take her eyes off the massive piece of black meat hanging between Drew's legs. It had to be 32 centimeters... No, she should keep it for an American audience, thought Gabby, backspacing. It had to be a foot long! "And why's it so big?"
Drew chuckled. "Never seen a black one?"
"No," she said shaking her head, "I've never seen anything like what you're packing, Drew." Even the Māori from the recent Māori job hadn't been hung like this and his slong had been huge. Her fanny started drooling at the sight of it. It made her miss her husband, half a world away, but his prick wasn't half as big as Drew's black cock. "But, why are you naked?" she asked again, though she didn't want him to put it away.
"That's the test. Make it hard and you're ready to go undercover."
Oh, I'm ready to go under your covers, she thought. "Okay," she agreed.
Drew started the song again and sat back to enjoy the show.
And Darcy danced. It was easier than she thought, just open yourself to the beat and let the music flow through you. She'd always been a fast learner and stripping was no exception. She just wished she had a pole to practice on and speaking of poles, Drew's had plumped up and was rising. She turned and wiggled the dress off over her head, presenting her ass to him as well as the spreading wet spot on her panty.
Darcy spun around, strolling up to the black man, she leaned forward and shook her breasts in his face before stepping back and reaching for the hook between her cups. She swore his cock grew another inch when she freed her huge tits for him.
Darcy danced and danced. She was no longer dancing to go undercover, she wasn't even dancing for Drew, she was dancing to please his big black cock... and it was working...
Gabby sat back pleased with her new plan. She opened her emails. She had one from her doctor's office confirming an appointment for next week. She needed to get back on birth control and fast. She knew Dre would be back for more and she wouldn't be able to resist him. Hell, her writing had made her horny and she was ready to go look for him. But first, she needed to make sure she wasn't already pregnant and it was safe to fuck him again because she knew he wouldn't pull out nor would she want him to. The problem was there hadn't been any doctor appointments open for a week and with Florida's growing population, she'd been lucky to get that.
The second email was from her publisher giving feedback on her plan for Darcy. Her character would no longer be a dowdy middle-aged private detective ala Miss Marple, but a young vibrant attractive agent for Interpol hunting stolen cultural antiquities around the world. And Darcy would have her sexual needs.
Her publisher agreed.
Mrs. Gale;
You had me at sex. Show me you can write it.
Include at least two graphic sex scenes per book. Preferably more.
A loving encounter with the husband and hot erotic sex with an ally and the villain.
Keep the husband. She loves him, but can't help herself as her job gets her in situations.
Don't worry about large penises. Sex stories don't have to be realistic.
Loving Drew. Make theirs a "let's keep it professional, but they always end up fucking" relationship.
If this sells, I'll publish a rewritten version of THE MAORI JOB that follows the same formula.
If this works, I'm willing to discuss a multi-book contract.
Looking forward to reading what you've got. Impress me.
Gabby sat back a huge grin on her face. "Oh, I can write sex," she mumbled, liking the direction this was going. The series would be formulaic, like a James Bond novel. She'd already thought that Darcy would end up bedding the villain at some point. The Maori made sense from her first book and now there would be the strip club-owning smuggler known as "The Haitian".
She had a thought and opened her browser back to the Bull Pen. She backed away from Andy's and went back to browsing through the men. Sure enough, there was a dark-black man with a French name. A Haitian! She opened his window, gasping at the size of his dark black cock. He was as big as the fucking KING DONG she was planning on ordering. And there was his email and phone number! She couldn't contact some stranger for sex, could she? But dammit, she wouldn't mind trying out that cock. She could even consider it research for her book!
But first, she needed that pregnancy test and to get back on birth control.
The doorbell rang.
Gabby Gale stood up from her desk and tightened the belt on her robe as she walked down the stairs. The doorbell rang again halfway down. She hurried to the door and opened it.
Andre Mabuza stood there grinning at her, his finger reaching out to press her doorbell a third time.
Her naked body beneath the robe quickly became aroused at the sight of him. Her nipples swelled and popped out, pulling out her entire areola as they hardened. Her fanny started drooling as she stared at the muscular black African, no longer ugly in her eyes, but one of the best-looking men she'd ever seen.
She stood there staring wide-eyed at him like an idiot until he spoke, "Thought I'd stop by and fill your crack for you," he said with an arrogant smirk. He held a tube of caulk up. "I brought my cock."
Gabby slowly stepped back, holding the door open to let him in. He tugged at the belt on her robe, as he passed, pulling it out. Her robe fell open.
Gabby was smiling happily. Her nude figure was fully on display to anyone on the street as she slowly closed the door.
THE END
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Mom Gets Pounded Because Daughter Is Grounded (Expanded)
New Expanded Edition copyright 2023 by Stormbringer
Expanded from the 2005 story of the same name
Megan's eyes flew open as her alarm rang, her hips still rising into the imaginary thrusts of her dream lover. She reached out and hit the alarm with her right hand. Her left hand reached out for her husband, Frank, or more preciously where Frank's penis should be. Her hand found only emptiness.
She sighed as her sleepy confusion faded as did the memories of her erotic dream. Frank was away and wouldn't be back for another week leaving her lonely and horny. She couldn't do anything about her loneliness, but her other problem was solvable.
Her right arm returned, patting the alarm clock before moving down and opening her nightstand's drawer. Her hand reached in, closing around the shaft of her vibrator. She picked it up, feeling its weight, her fingers closing around the thin shaft and quickly dropping it back in the drawer. This wasn't what she was looking for. Her hand reached back in the drawer searching for her larger toy. A lazy smile spread across her sleepy face as her fingers tightened around her secret playmate.
Frank knew about the little one, he'd even encouraged her to buy it. He watched her masturbate with it and he used it on her after making love if he failed to give her an orgasm which meant he always used it on her after sex. Sometimes, on special occasions, he used it on her before sex. He brought her to the brink before mounting her and finishing her off with his hard penis which managed to work half the time. On one such occasion, their fifteenth anniversary, they'd wonderfully cum together. The other half of the time, she'd finish herself off with the vibrator while he was in the bathroom cleaning up.
The pink vibrator was inserted up to 53/4" and matched Frank's length but was thicker as her husband's penis was rather skinny. As long as there was life in the battery, it could go as long as needed. Frank had to strain to pace himself. She hadn't told him about the bigger one, she wasn't sure if his ego could handle it. Her secret toy was much thicker and had three more inches of penetration than the little one. The way it filled her increased the intensity of her orgasms, each additional inch increasing their strength by 50%. She'd quickly become hooked on it and knew it was partially responsible for her inability to cum with her husband, her pussy quickly stretching and adapting to the large vibrator.
Even though her husband couldn't get her off, she would have traded both sex toys for him to be home right now to give her what she needed. The heat and pulse of a real penis ejaculating inside her, the flesh-on-flesh contact of their bodies pressing together, his lips pushing against hers or sucking one of her swollen nipples into his mouth as he flicked his tongue over the rough nub rising out of her puffy areola. Her nipples were so swollen they were almost painful. They'd become more sensitive and easily aroused since she'd been pregnant with her daughter and remained a source of embarrassment for her as they seemed to pop out at the most inopportune times.
Megan moaned in frustration, moving the vibrator between her legs. She flipped it on and slowly inserted it. She was soaked and ready for it. Her nipples remained swollen, aching with need. She always had a high sex drive and even now at 36, it was as high as it had ever been if not higher. She used the big vibrator every day when Frank was away on business which was three weeks out of every month. She wore out a lot of batteries.
Megan had a strong sex drive but it only got this bad once a month. Erotic dreams, stiff nipples, and a swollen clit all pointed to one thing: she was ovulating! This happened every month right between her cycles and left her in a hyper-aroused state for around three days and yet again, there was no husband to take care of her needs. Moreover, his timing had been so bad for several years now that for the week he was home, she was often on her period.
They weren't trying to get pregnant. Their eighteen-year-old daughter, Michelle was enough and with the way she'd been behaving lately, she was glad they hadn't had more children. One was enough. Frank agreed and had been snipped. She still craved his dick inside her, feeling his prick ejaculating inside her during this time was typically the most successful chance she had of cumming on his dick. It just never worked out that he was home when she needed him the most.
"Oh fuck," she groaned, taking the vibrator to the hilt and turning it to the max. She'd be using this thing several times a day until her ovulation passed.
Megan's pelvis bounced up and down on the bed, imagining she was getting fucked. She whimpered when she brought her hands up to squeeze her breasts, pinching her nipples almost violently. She moaned again, raising her body and pushing her pelvis down on the bed. She tried to push the shaking vibrator deeper almost wishing she'd bought an even bigger one to satisfy her in her time of need. But this one did its job. It did its job so well, that she cried out loudly as she came all over it. She collapsed back down on the bed; grateful Michelle's room was on the other side of the house so that her daughter couldn't hear her.
**********
Michelle's alarm rang. She raised her crotch to match Big Nig's thrusts. Massive biceps held his muscular body above hers as Nigel slammed the massive black cock he'd named Big Nig, in and out of her wet pussy. She cried out in pleasure; grateful her mom's room was on the other side of the house so she couldn't hear her. Michelle reached around his broad chest, grabbing his shoulders. His dark dominating eyes stared into hers as she pulled herself up into him, lifting her pink lips to his flat dark lips.
The alarm sounded again and the giant black man slowly faded away.
Michelle collapsed onto the bed, whimpering in frustration that her dream, was not a reality.
She didn't like black men. It wasn't that she was racist, she just didn't find them attractive and hadn't given any of her black classmates the time of day. Her parents were a little racist, but she wasn't. She just didn't like black men or at least thought she didn't. That was until she saw Nigel in his bathing suit.
The first time she saw him was during cheerleading practice. She was leading the squad through a routine when she noticed the football coach leading the huge black man out on the field. Seeing him made all the girls stop practicing. She thought he was the scariest, ugliest black man she'd ever seen and looked too old to be a high school student. He towered over the coach and her boyfriend, Darren, the quarterback. Darren was quite large, but the black man was significantly larger. They were trying to recruit him to the team. A man his size would make an outstanding offensive lineman, near unstoppable. Michelle thought the black man looked more like a street thug than a team player. She was right, he had no interest despite the coach practically begging him.
The black man, who she later found out his name was Nigel Jefferson, stopped and stared at her before leaving. His dark eyes met her green ones before sweeping down her body to check out her buxom figure in her cheerleading uniform. Michelle felt a tremble through her body as he smirked at her before turning and walking off the field. As he walked away, she realized her nipples were suddenly trying to poke through her bra and a dampness had appeared between her thighs.
She hoped she'd never see him again and for the most part, she didn't. They didn't have classes together. Nigel was mostly in remedial classes. She rarely saw him in the hall and apparently, he skipped school several days a week. They did have lunch period together, but Nigel sat at the other end of the cafeteria. At first, he sat alone at a table, but as the weeks passed, black male classmates began gathering around him.
Football season and her relationship with Darren came and left. He immediately dated another cheerleader. Michelle got asked out a few times but turned them down. She was too pissed off at her mother and Darren that she wanted nothing to do with boys at the moment. She focused on schoolwork and swimming.
The school was one of the few in the county with an Olympic-sized pool. Michelle and her mom always loved the water, attending the public pool together and most of their vacations involved the beach and swimming. Michelle joined the swim team her sophomore year and was made team captain her senior year. She was at the public pool practicing when she saw Nigel again.
She couldn't look away. She'd never seen so many muscles on a man and if the rumors were true, she knew where he'd gotten them. Word around the school was that he'd just been released from prison for selling drugs. He was arrested just before she arrived at high school. She'd overheard some teachers saying he hadn't been that big when he got arrested. However, he must have spent most of his time in jail lifting weights. There was some sort of error in his arrest, a mistrial declared, and rumors of a lawsuit against the school. Now a 20-year-old giant black ex-con was going to school with her. Michelle was the second oldest student after him, turning 18 in her junior year. She'd been held back for a year due to their family's constant moving for her father's job. Finally, her mother convinced her dad that they needed to settle down in one place so Michelle could make friends and have a normal life.
Michelle felt that tremble move through her body again as Nigel stared at her. He gave her that same smirk and eye sweep of her body. This time she felt her nipples harden and poke out through her swimsuit at his gaze. She was grateful she wasn't wearing the skimpy bikini she usually wore to the pool. However, her one-piece bared her stomach and was just as sexy. She tried to practice her laps, but every time she glanced at Nigel, he was staring at her. Truthfully, she couldn't help staring at him as much as he stared at her. He was still ugly, but an aura of masculine dominance surrounded him. He had a presence. Her eyes swept his body, widening with disbelief when they fell on his crotch. The muscles on his arms and chest were nothing compared to the muscle bulging underneath his tight swim trunks. She pulled herself out of the water and sat on the pool's edge. She tried not to stare at that huge tubular bulge and wondered why her heart beat so fast.
That was when Nigel Jefferson approached her.
Michelle's heart beat faster. His eyes locked on to hers, hypnotically freezing her in place. It worked for a few seconds before her flight from danger response kicked in. She broke eye contact, stood up, and hurried to the restroom. It was time to get out.
Michelle slipped into a stall pulling her suit down over her breasts and wiggling it down so she could sit on the toilet. She peed. Michelle stood and pulled her suit back up. She left the stall and washed her hands, holding them under the air dryer for a moment. All she had to do was retrieve her things from the lockers and head home. She opened her locker and took out her bag, briefly glancing at her phone inside to check for messages. Michelle turned and nearly slammed into the black brick wall that was Nigel Jefferson's chest.
"What's the rush, white girl?" He grunted.
"Uh..." Michelle froze, her eyes staring at the sweaty black chest she'd just run into before slowly raising her head to stare the black giant in the face. "G-got to g-get h-home," she stuttered, feeling like a fool and wondering what she was so afraid of. There was nobody around the restrooms and changing area at the moment. However, plenty of people were within hearing range if she screamed.
"We go to school together, right?"
"Uh, yeah," she said. "Michelle, Michelle Mulvaney."
"Double Ms."
"Y-yeah, like the candy."
"M&Ms melt in your mouth," he said, his arrogant smirk returning.
"W-what?"
"Chocolate or peanut?"
"Um, chocolate. I'm allergic to peanuts."
"I knew you had a preference for chocolate from the moment I saw you."
"W-what?"
"Nigel."
"Uh, yeah, I know. Nigel Jefferson."
"You been askin' about me, white girl?"
"N-no. Hearing things about you."
"About me and Mrs. Heathcock?"
"N-no," she answered, her brows furrowed. Mrs. Heathcock was a remedial math teacher. She was close to fifty and slightly overweight, but pretty and she dressed professionally making herself look good. "Uh, other things?" she asked, not wanting to discuss prison.
"You mean Big Nig?" he chuckled. "That why you been starin' at him?"
"Staring at who?" she asked, angry at the way this man was leaving her flabbergasted.
"Big Nig," he said as if she knew what he was talking about. "Everything you heard about him is true."
"Who's Big Nig?" she asked.
He grabbed her wrist, saying, "Dis is Big Nig, white girl.".
Michelle jumped and tried to pull back, but he was too strong. Nigel pulled her arm over to his swimsuit and placed her hand on the bulging monstrosity. She couldn't help herself, she really couldn't. When she felt the swollen tubular monstrosity beneath his suit, she had to squeeze it. She didn't have a choice. "Jesus," she gasped in disbelief.
"Probably didn't have a dick half da size of Big Nig," he grunted.
She squeezed it again. The shaft swelled in her hand. She wasn't even cupping the entire penis like she could with Darren. She held only a small fraction of a rapidly hardening section of a much larger shaft. "It feels so big," she said in awe.
Have you ever seen a big black cock before, white girl?"
"N-no, sir."
"Of course not, just small white boy dicks. Well, ya wanna see it?"
She did want to see it. She wanted to see it. "Could I?" she said, looking around to make sure no one was coming.
Nigel reached down and grabbed her wrist again, pulling her hand off his enormous bulge with as much effort as he had made pulling her hand to it. "Follow me," he ordered. Nigel walked over to the men's room and held the door for her. She entered looking around, not used to urinals. "Get in the stall."
The restroom was clean, yet the men's room still felt dirty. The stall was run down and there was graffiti on the wall mostly magic markers, but some were cuts from a blade. Luckily, the seat was down so she didn't need to touch it. She turned and sat on it, dropping her bag on the floor. Nigel followed her and closed the door behind him. His large presence dominated the stall making her feel tiny. His bulging bathing suit stared her in the face.
"Still want to see it?"
Michelle nodded without taking her eyes off the thing. "Yes," she said again, her desire to see it had turned into a need to see it. Something told her she'd never see another penis like the one she was about to see.
"Ask, white girl."
"May I see it?"
"See what?"
"Your thing." She nodded towards his bulge. Why was he messing with her? He wanted to show it to her as much as she wanted to see it. "Your penis."
"I ain't got no penis. Yo, white boyfriend gots a penis."
"Darren and I broke up," she interjected suddenly wishing Nigel Jefferson would be her new boyfriend yet knowing her mom wouldn't let her date a black man.
"He couldn't satisfy you, could he? That's because yo body ain't built for a penis. You're built for a big black cock. Ask."
"May I see your big black cock?"
"Yeah, white girl, you can see it." Nigel grabbed the sides of his swimsuit and slid it down his hips.
Michelle stared at the lowering swimsuit. The black man's curly dark pubes appeared and then she could see the root of his huge cock. She couldn't help thinking that the thing was as big around as her wrist. More and more dark brown shaft appeared, her brows moving up in surprise at how big the thing must be. The part of Nigel's dark cock that she could see was already past the length of Darren's penis. There was even more of the swelling shaft lifting the rest of the swimsuit up impatiently waiting to be free.
Nigel slid his suit down his thighs. Bulging out around the shaft sides were two enormous hairy black testicles the size of small coconuts. She unconsciously leaned in as the flared ridge of the end of his cock finally appeared.
Big Nig reared up free, the heavy bulbous head striking Michelle in the chin with enough force that her face turned towards the graffiti-covered partition. Her eyes focused on a female stick figure with big circles drawn on it for her breasts. There were multiple dicks circling the woman all aimed at her, some ejaculating towards her. Different penises were drawn with different pens or markers suggesting many "artists" had added dicks to the image. Beneath the stick figure were the words:
Megan MILFvaney.
Briefly, Michelle was pleased to see her oppressive mother demeaned on the wall of a toilet stall. Just as briefly she felt guilty for feeling that way before her feelings turned to jealousy that even here, her mom was getting all the attention. But bigger things demanded her attention at the moment. She moved her head back and turned her eyes towards Nigel's massive cock. "That," she gasped in disbelief. "Is one... big... black... COCK!" It stuck out before her eyes, bobbing slightly like it was defying gravity.
"That," added Nigel. "Is Big Nig. He enough chocolate for ya, white girl?"
"More chocolate than I've ever seen in my life," she gasped. Big Nig was even the color of a Hershey's chocolate bar.
"Well, since he did come out and all, seems ya might as well touch it. Find out what a real man's cock feels like. Ya know what I'm sayin' white girl? I think ya wants to."
Michelle's hand was already raised towards the giant black cock. She brought it closer and wrapped her fingers around the shaft. She grabbed it closer to the base with her other hand. "Holy crap! It's so big, Nigel!" It wasn't just the size. Big Nig was magnificent. It was the most perfect specimen of a penis she'd ever seen. Well, it was only the second she'd seen. However, there was no comparison to Darren's skinny white penis with its grape-sized head and Nigel's dark brown cock. It made sense to call them two different names for they were two different things. His glans was a big bulbous knob with a proud flare. Several blue-black veins ran the length of the shaft. "Fuck Nigel, it's a foot long."
"And then some. Depends on how you measure him." Nigel grunted as Big Nig suddenly shot out a small geyser of fluid causing Michelle to rear back as it spat at her. "That means Big Nig likes you, white girl. He likes you a lot. Do you like him?"
"Yeah, Nigel. I like him."
"Then you better treat him nice."
"What do you mean?"
"Ya gotta get him off, gurl."
"What?"
"Make him cum."
Michelle stared down at her fingers. Her two hands only covered half the long shaft, which wasn't counting the head. She slid her hands up and down the shaft. She'd jerked Darren off before. Her fingers easily closed around his thin shaft and only the small tip stuck out of her fist. That hadn't even been stroking, just pulling on it rapidly until he squirted, like milking a cow.
Thinking about her boyfriend's dick made the image of the last time she'd seen it pop into her brain. He was standing in her parent's bedroom, pants around his ankles, rapidly jerking off his small prick. He was staring out the window, looking down at her mother sunbathing in her tiny bikini. He'd turned when she gasped and saw him holding her mom's panties to his nose. He'd been close when she interrupted him. As he turned, his small penis spat out a few drops of semen on the carpet. She had wiped up the runny mess after throwing him out.
She'd been devastated for a week after that, but she didn't know why. Darren was a jerk. He always pushed her. He pushed her to text him nude pictures of herself. She sent him a photo of her in a bikini, but no nudes. Darren wasn't the type to keep a nude picture of her private and she knew it. He had sent her a dick picture that she still had. She'd even masturbated to it. He pushed her to give him a hand job which she had. He pushed her to give him a blow job which she also had done for him, once, but never again. He'd promised to warn her, but grabbed her head, and held her still while he came in her mouth. She'd spit out his nasty-tasting seed and he'd laughed about it. Afterward, he bragged to his friends about what a good cocksucker she was which led to their first big fight. He pushed her for sex which she refused to do leading to their second big fight. She'd been close to giving in when she'd caught him sniffing her mom's panties. Strange that Darren was so proud of his skinny small penis which was so pathetic compared to Big Nig. Nigel had every right to be... cocky.



Michelle looked down at her dainty white hands stroking Nigel's huge black cock. It was too dry. Her left hand left the shaft. She never took her eyes off Big Nig while her hand fumbled around in her bag, finding her phone, hairbrush, and purse before closing around the bottle of tanning oil. She pulled it out, flipping the lid open with her thumb. She turned the bottle upside down and squirted the oil over Nigel's 12" cock. The hand still stroking it instantly glided more smoothly along the shaft.
"Dats better," he grunted.
She went back to jerking him with both hands, twisting them around, trying to please him. Beneath the huge cock hung a pair of testicles sized to go along with a foot-long cock. They were dark black, wrinkled, and hairy. The one on his left hung lower, but the one on his right was a good deal larger. She removed one hand from his shaft long enough to heft one of Nigel's big balls, feeling each one's weight in her palm.
Michelle returned her hand to his shaft and let her eyes roam up Nigel's imposing body. His stomach was ripped with flawless abs leading up to a broad muscular chest. Nigel Jefferson would have been at home in a bodybuilding competition or gracing the cover of a muscle and fitness magazine.
"Aren't you close?" she asked, her arms tiring.
"Not this soon," he said. "Try talking to him."
"What?"
"Big Nig likes compliments, white girl."
"Your cock is so big! I've never seen anything like it."
"You're lucky I'm letting you jerk it off."
"I'm lucky?" she stuttered indignantly. The most popular girl in school was in a dirty bathroom stall giving a black drug dealing ex-con a hand job and she was lucky?
"Thank me."
"I..." Michelle stared at the coronal ridge and down the thick shaft to the large patch of curly black pubes on Nigel's crotch. Fuck, she was lucky. "Thank you for showing me your big black cock, Nigel," she said sincerely. "And thank you for letting me jerk you off, Big Nig." Big Nig responded by spitting out another geyser of precum.
"You privileged, white girl. I bet that white boy you was dating ain't got nothing compared to Big Nig."
"Darren! Fuck no, Nigel. You're twice as big, bigger. His penis is pathetic."
"Give Big Nig a kiss, white girl."
"No, I can't..." Why not? She asked herself. The head wasn't far from her lips. She sat up and leaned forward, planting her lips on the tip of Nigel's cock. It immediately squirted again wetting her lips, but she didn't care, nor did she remove her mouth from the tip. She parted her lips, stretched her mouth open, and began sucking the end of Nigel's black cock, her eyes staring up at Nigel's hard body and meeting his dark cruel eyes.
"Now we talking," grunted Nigel. "Suck that black cock, white girl."
Michelle bobbed her mouth over the head while jerking off the shaft with both hands. She wondered how this escalated so quickly. All she wanted was to see it. Now she was sucking the end of a foot-long black cock while jerking off the shaft with both hands. Her only regret was that the head of his cock tasted like the tanning oil and not the man. She glanced sideways at the stick figure of her mom staring at her, judging her.
"Ya, keep this up white girl and ya gonna get blacked. No more white dicks for you. You gonna be black only."
Michelle groaned around the head of his cock. His crass way of talking was only turning her on more. Her pussy was soaked and her nipples were hard little rockets poking out through her swimsuit. She pulled her mouth off his cock, "Just don't cum in my mouth."
"You'll know when he's close, but I'm gonna cum down your throat." Nigel stared arrogantly down at her. "If you don't like it, you can quit now and get your white ass out of here. I got plenty of bitches I can call willing to swallow Big Nig's nut."
Michelle stared up at him in surprise for a moment. Her hands still glided up and down his shaft. She kept eye contact as she leaned forward and kissed Big Nig again before opening her mouth wide around the head. She went back to sucking the tip of his cock. In more ways than one, Nigel was more of a real man than Darren. Darren had lied to her about cumming in her mouth. Nigel just flat out told her he was going to do it, and if she didn't like it she could leave. It made her respect him more than her ex-boyfriend.
"Aren't you close?" she asked, after sucking him for ten minutes. Her arms were tired and her jaw was sore from holding it open.
"This will help," he said, bending down, grabbing her swimsuit shoulder straps, and pulling them down. She left his cock bobbing long enough to wiggle her suit down under her breasts. She sighed when her aching nipples stopped rubbing against her bathing suit. Nigel's expression pleased her. He stared at her tits with as much surprise as she had after seeing his cock for the first time. "Damn gurl, thems some big white titties."
"Thank you," she replied. Now it was her turn to smirk at him as she leaned forward and went back to work on his cock.
Another five minutes passed and she noticed his cock swelled and hardened even more. He was close. She almost wanted to gag remembering the horrible taste of Darren's seed on her tongue. Judging by Nigel's oversized balls, there would be a lot more of the nasty stuff.
The next five minutes passed quickly. Nigel was groaning now. His cock had grown so large that it was closer to thirteen inches. This was it! She began to pull her mouth off the head of his cock. However, just as the crown slid under her upper lip, Big Nig jerked violently. Her mouth filled with semen so quickly, her cheeks bulged out and the viscous white fluid poured down her chin.
She reared back in horror involuntarily gulping, his cock jerking again, his hot seed splattering all over her face and bare breasts. She aimed his cock away from her face, another blast splattering against the partition between the stalls. Just as it was spraying another wad against the wall, her brain registered that his hot seed hadn't tasted repulsive at all. It tasted pleasant and suddenly she wanted more. She pulled his cock back towards her mouth. It spits out another strand of cum that hit her neck and chest before she could clamp her lips back around the head.
No more explosions of semen filled her mouth, but his cock kept ejaculating long strands of his delicious seed into her mouth. This made it easier to swallow and taste him. Her hands jerked his shaft, milking it for as much cum as she could get and not stopping until she'd drained his balls. Michelle pulled her head back thoroughly satisfied with her meal, her tongue lapping up one last pearl of cum from the tip of Big Nig.
"Wow," she said, releasing his cock and sitting back. Big Nig bobbed in front of him, still rock hard.
"You look good with my nut on you, white girl," he said. Michelle blushed. Nigel bent down and grabbed his swimsuit. Big Nig had finally gone limp but was still over a foot long. Nigel's face was close to hers. He leaned in and kissed her, not caring that his cum was still on her face or that his cock had just been in her mouth. Michelle kissed him back, letting their tongues dance before he stood up and shoved Big Nig back into his swimsuit. "Meet me outside," he said before turning and leaving.
Michelle pulled some toilet paper down and wiped her face. She left the semen on her chest and tits and pulled her swimsuit back up over it. There was some cum visible on her chest, so she wiped that up too.
Michelle grabbed her bag and stood. The stall wall had several substantial splatters of semen on it. Some of it was clear, but most were white with large chunks of cum slowly sliding down the wall. As she stared, one large chunk of semen slowly engulfed the stick figure of her mom.
**********
Outside, the pool had gotten more crowded. That's why she always came early to practice her laps even if it was colder. Nigel was standing near the entrance gate, a towel over his shoulders and sunglasses on. His feet were in sliders. He looked at his phone. "Big Nig wants to play with you more, white girl," he said. Michelle nodded in agreement. "Gimme yo digits."
That night while lying in bed her mind mulling over and over the events of the day, Nigel sent her a dick pick of Big Nig erect with the words, "Miss me?"
Michelle became completely obsessed with it. She was eager to see it in the flesh again. She wanted to jerk it off again. She wanted it in her mouth, to learn to take him deep down her throat, and she wanted to taste his seed again. Slowly, her pussy began craving it too.
Michelle fingered herself until she had an orgasm while staring at that dick pic and remembering the events of the day.
Now, a week later, she'd woke up hornier than ever and was fingering herself again. She got close to an orgasm but had to grab her phone and bring up the picture of Big Nig before she could cum.
**********
Megan was making bacon and eggs when Michelle came downstairs for school. "You're wearing that?" asked Megan.
"What's wrong with this outfit?" asked Michelle. "I look hot."
"You look like a slut," Megan stared at her daughter. She was wearing tight jeans with rips and tears and a sleeveless halter that bared her belly. They hadn't let teens wear clothes like that back when she was in high school. "Where did you learn to dress like that anyway?"
"I learned it from you, Mom," said Michelle in disbelief. "Your boobs are falling out of that dress
"Our boobs are Granny Tvillingberg's fault. You're not far behind and you'll catch up when you have your first child, Maybe even pass me." Megan flushed slightly. "Besides, I'm an adult."
"Then I won't have kids and I'm legally an adult. I can wear what I want," said Megan, sitting and absentmindedly eating from her plate while tapping on her phone.
"You're still a high school student."
"Can I go out with Nigel tonight?" asked Michelle, changing the subject.
"You're not hanging out with anyone until you get your grades back up."
"Ohmygod! When did you turn into such a bitch?"
Megan was taken aback. "About the same time, you did," she said softly.
"I gotta go."
"Michelle, what happened to us? We always had such fun together." Megan's relationship with her daughter kept the loneliness of an absent husband at bay. They'd vacationed together. Megan had given her swimming lessons. They'd been as close as a mother and daughter can be. "I miss spending time with you. We make a great team. We raised the most money for the cheerleading squad at the bikini carwash."
"Ohmygod, you're unbelievable," said Michelle. "What happened to us? You happened. I wanted to do the carwash with my friends, not my mom. And we raised the most money because all the boys came to look at you." Michelle stormed out of the house and headed for the garage.
Megan followed. "Michelle, I'm sorry. You should have said something."
"Why? You don't listen to me."
"How can I make this better?"
That stopped Michelle. "Let me go out with Nigel tonight."
"Okay."
"Really?" asked Michelle. She'd already decided she wanted to try to deep-throat Big Nig tonight.
"Yes. But I have to meet him."
Michelle's joyful expression fell immediately. "I don't want you to meet him."
"What? Why not?"
"Because you won't like him and you steal all my boyfriends."
"What are you talking about? I don't steal your boyfriends. Your father is the only man I've ever even kissed. You've had boys sniffing around you for years."
"They come to see you. There's a fucking caricature of you on the wall of the men's room at the pool."
"Language young lady! Well, I hope you covered it up."
Michelle pictured Nigel's white semen slowly engulfing the image of her mother. "Yeah, I covered it up. Nigel covered it up for me."
"Well, he doesn't sound all that bad. Let me meet him and you can hang out with him. I'll wear something conservative and if that's not good enough, we can wait until your father gets home and he can meet Nigel. Your father loved Darren and I'm sure he'll like Nigel. Whatever happened to you and Darren anyway?"
Michelle got in her car and looked at her mother coldly. "I caught him jerking off in your bedroom and sniffing your panties while staring out the window at you in one of your mini bikinis."
Megan was bent over Michelle's convertible. She reared up. "What?"
"You heard me. Now, get out of the way." Michelle pressed the gas and drove out of the garage.
Megan stared off into space, her mouth hanging open in shock. She remembered the fight, the breakup. It had been the first warm day and she'd been lying out in one of her small string bikinis trying to get some sun. She'd been half asleep but woke up to Michelle's yelling and Darren storming out of the house. Michelle had never told her why they broke up, but that was about the time her attitude and anger developed toward her mom.
Megan headed back into the house to clean up breakfast.
Funny, but she couldn't help wondering what panties Darren had been sniffing.
**********
Megan grabbed her keys and purse from the nightstand beside her bed. Her eyes fell on the drawer holding her dildos. She still had the need between her legs, but it had been sated by her orgasm a few hours earlier or at least temporarily sated. She hated this time of the month almost as much as she hated the other time of the month. The woman hesitated, considering another session, her hands moving down to the hem of her dress. Easy enough to pull it off over her head. When I got back, she thought.
Megan didn't like her growing dependence on the dildo. She'd always had a high sex drive, higher than Frank's and she was always up for a tussle in bed if Frank was equally "up" for it. She was also at her sexual peak and with Frank away so much, a dildo was a necessity. A lot of it was also stress relief from dealing with a teenage daughter. Between her ovulation horniness and needing to relieve some stress after her fight with Michelle she was ready for another round with her dildo and probably another just before Michelle got home from school and yet another just before bed to help her sleep that night. There was no such thing as too many orgasms.
But not right now.
She'd wait until after the supermarket and have another session after her afternoon workout. Exercising got her blood flowing in more ways than one.
She paused in front of the mirror. Michelle was right, her tits were practically falling out of her dress. More than half of her breast flesh was exposed. It was too hot to wear a lot, but it wouldn't hurt to cover up a bit more, especially when Michelle had boys over. It was all her Swedish Mormor's fault. All the Tvilligberg women had substantial breasts. The surname even meant "twin mountains."
She didn't even hate them. She liked the attention they brought to her. She'd been the most popular girl at school when she was her daughter's age. Men bent over backward to help her with anything she needed. The dress she was wearing now saved her from a speeding ticket. It wasn't just her tits either. Since firm well-rounded rear ends became the thing, she worked to make her ass stand out. Her legs were fit and lean, her belly flat, and she even had cute feet on display in flip-flops. And if she'd been a flat-chested twig, men would still have stared at her as she was breathtakingly beautiful.
But so was Michelle?
Don't be jealous honey, she thought. There will come I time when I'm jealous of your youthful looks.
Megan left to do her morning shopping. Her mind was so focused on her fight with Michelle, that she barely noticed the produce man checking her out. However, she flashed him a grateful smile when he offered to get her some ripe bananas from the back.
Back home, she put away the groceries and pulled her dress over her head as she climbed the stairs. Just the thought of masturbating was putting her in a better mood and her nipples were sticking out as she entered the bedroom.
Megan lay on the bed naked and placed both dildos beside her. She started with the small vibrator letting it shake against her labia until she was wet enough to take it. "Surprise!" yelled Frank, stepping into the room. "Whoops, caught me, baby," she purred. "Come fuck me."
"Sure thing, babe," said her husband slowly fading from her mind as she moaned.
Frank turned younger, morphing into... Darren! "Yes," she cried out loud. Had he masturbated while staring at her while sunbathing? "Why jerk off, when you can have me, Darren," she mumbled. "I'd sure love to fuck you, Mrs. Mulvaney," said Darren, pulling his football uniform pants down, a big hardening penis springing up. "Then fuck me, Darren," she told him, switching dildos, needing the bigger one to match the fantasy cock sticking out between Darren's legs.
"Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me!" she mumbled, cumming hard around the large vibrator as she pictured her daughter's ex-boyfriend on top of her.
Afterward, she felt guilty, but it had been an enjoyable orgasm and her needy pussy had received satisfaction.
Her exercise outfit was as sexy as anything she wore. The leggings hugged her firm legs and bubble butt cheeks. Her belly was exposed and the tight sports bra wasn't enough to stop her tits from bouncing while she jogged. More than one male driver had been distracted enough by her to slam his brakes, but she hadn't caused any accidents so far.
She ran forty minutes to the gym. Her hour workout at the gym was where she worked up a sweat. She did some weight training, exercise bikes, and circuit training. She had a protein shake for lunch. Then it was a forty-minute run back home, uphill and more strenuous. Once home, she rolled out her yoga mat and spent a half hour in the yard working through her forms. She also spent another half hour sitting cross-legged and meditating.
Megan controlled her breathing and meditation. She focused, removing all her concerns from her head, especially about Michelle as well as her loneliness. Today, her ovulation and horniness interfered with her ability to focus. Her brain kept drifting back to her earlier fantasy about Darren.
By the time her meditation session was done, she was more than ready to strip off her workout clothes and have her third session with her large dildo while fantasizing about Darren again. She skipped the smaller one entirely.
**********
Megan needed to water her garden, but first, she called a friend of hers in the PTA. The "friend" didn't care for her too much. During the cheerleading fundraiser, her husband drove through Megan and Michelle's car wash line instead of his daughters. Plus, he'd been drunk at a Christmas party and tried to kiss Megan under the mistletoe. Still, she answered the phone.
"Hi Claire," she said into her phone. "I was wondering if you could help me with something?" She strolled over to the hose while talking and turned the water on. "Michelle's become infatuated with some boy named Nigel... What's wrong? Prison! Selling drugs!" Megan listened in horror that this was the sort of boy her little angel was infatuated with. "What's a 20-year-old doing in high school? What do you mean he fucked Mrs. Heathcock? Oh my god! Thanks for your help."
Megan watered her garden in total disbelief at what she'd just heard. Despite all the information Claire had given her, Megan still felt like Claire had held back something. Megan knew one thing for certain, Nigel Jefferson was bad news and there was no way she would allow Michelle to date someone like that.
**********
Michelle came home and headed straight to her room, only coming down for dinner. The women always ate a light dinner to keep their calorie intake low. Tonight, Megan made a salad with chicken strips. Michelle ate quietly staring at and tapping into her phone the entire time.



"Compromise," Megan said, breaking the silence. Her daughter looked up. "You can go out with friends on weekends and dates. Just not with this Nigel character."
Michelle's face fell. "You can't keep us apart, Mom. We're in love."
"No, you're not. It's just a schoolgirl crush. I checked up on Nigel and..."
"YOU WHAT?"
"I did and..."
"You have no right."
"I have every right. Sometimes a mother has to protect her daughter from her stupidity. Nigel sounds like a bad dude."
"You only hate him because he's..." Michelle trailed off.
"Because he's what?" she asked. "Because he's a twenty-year-old high school student. Because he is..."
"He's two years older than me. Dad is nine years older than you."
"It's not the age difference. No twenty-year-old should be in high school and apparently, that's the case because he spent time in prison for drug dealing. What kind of drugs? Do you know?"
"Ecstasy. A little pot."
"Does he still deal?"
Michelle waited too long for Megan to believe her. "No, he's trying to straighten up." She looked up. "He needs me."
"The answer is no, young lady."
Michelle looked like she was about to blow up, but held back. "I'm going to my room."
"Sure, but leave the phone."
"What?"
"Leave the phone on the table. You can take it to school, but when you're home it stays here. You should be studying and not spending time on social media or texting your friends."
Michelle slid her phone over. "You can't control me forever," she said quietly before standing up and heading upstairs.
Megan sighed. She wasn't a control freak, but Michelle's words still hurt. They had a happy relationship until her breakup with Darren when she seemed to have begun to resent her. Maybe a weekend getaway to the beach would help fix things up?
Megan stood and gathered the dishes, rinsing them and placing them in the dishwasher. She turned off the lights downstairs. She clutched her right side as she climbed the stairs. There was a dull ache in her right ovary, another sign she was ovulating. Her arousal was growing again. She missed Frank and wished he'd come home early and surprise her so they could make love. As her horniness grew, she appreciated her vibrators. It looked like she'd be having another session after her bath.
Megan pulled her dress off over her head as she entered her room. She stripped off her underwear and pulled her white robe on. She headed into the bathroom and turned the tub on, adding some bath salts and a lavender ball. She even poured a bubble bath into the water. Her nightly bathing ritual was one of her favorite parts of the day.
Tonight though, she felt something missing. After all her recent stress with Michelle, a glass of wine sounded like a good idea.
**********
Michelle slipped out of her room and down the hall to make sure the bath was running. She quickly and quietly slipped downstairs, her stockings not making a sound on the stairs or carpet. She grabbed her phone off the table and called Nigel. Her pussy began lubricating the second she heard him say, "Sup, white girl."
Michelle hadn't seen him since last week at the pool. He skipped school a lot. They'd texted daily, but he'd told her not to call until she was ready to get blacked. He demanded a nude selfie. It took her a day to work up the courage, but she'd done it and sent him one under the promise that he would keep it to himself. He'd responded with a video of his hand jerking off Big Nig until it exploded. The video drove her insane with lust for his big black cock again.
The day after she'd sent him the selfie, she'd glanced over at his cafeteria table hoping he'd come to school that day. The posse that had started gathering around Nigel, were all staring back at her, some smirking, some licking their lips making her suspicious he'd shared her picture, that all those black men had seen her nude. Her nipples popped out under their gaze and she felt a growing dampness between her thighs, wondering how big their cocks were and if they'd jerked off to her image.
She texted Nigel and he flat-out told her that a sexy body like hers needed to be shown off. Michelle had been horrified, but at the same time so aroused, she'd masturbated before falling asleep. That night she dreamed she was naked laying on the cafeteria table being serviced by six black men with huge cocks as large as Big Nig and when she woke from her dream, she was so horny, she masturbated again. She was primed and ready.
"Yes, I'm ready to get blacked. No, I'm grounded. Please? I need to see it... you again. You have my address, climb the oak tree and I'll let you into my room. We can't fuck, but I want to suck Big Nig again and see how much I can take. Nigel, please? Just let me suck you. No don't hang up. Okay. Okay. We can fuck if we're quiet... Oh shit! MOM!"
Michelle stared in horror as her furious mom marched over and snatched the phone out of her hand.
"Listen up, Nigel. You come anywhere near my daughter and I'll have you locked up again. Do you understand? Do you... Nigel?"
There was only a dial tone.
"Mom, how could you? I love him."
"For the love of God, Michelle. You're not stupid. I thought I raised you better than this. Go to your room. You are grounded until your father gets home and I can discuss this with him.
"When did you become such a bitch," she screamed. "I hate you." Michelle turned and fled up the stairs, tears streaking down her face.
Michelle's one saving grace was that if her mom was sending her to her room, she hadn't heard the part of the conversation that Nigel was coming over. There was no way she wasn't going to fuck him now and she'd do it right under the bitch's nose.
**********
Megan was heartbroken. Even in her early teenage years, Michelle had never told her she hated her. "Dammit Frank, come home."
Megan entered the kitchen, this time hiding Michelle's phone in the cupboard and adding her car keys for good measure. She grabbed a wine glass and a bottle from the fridge. She didn't like drinking a lot. She enjoyed it but worried the loneliness and boredom might drive her to drink more than was good for her. Tonight, she was going to make an exception and take the bottle upstairs with her.
She got to the tub just in time to stop it from overflowing and had to drain it a little before she could get in it. She added some more bath salts.
Megan opened her robe and let it drop to the floor, examining her nude body in the mirror as was her nightly habit. No one would have believed she was the mother of an eighteen-year-old. She looked ten years younger and Michelle's over-developed figure made her look older so people usually assumed they were sisters.
She hadn't yet found a gray strand in her long straight brownish-blonde hair. Her lips were big and full and her eyes were a bright piercing green, now red from crying. The only sign that she was older than she looked was the appearance of some crow's feet beside her eyes when she smiled.
She was a little over six feet tall and several inches taller than Frank. She wasn't allowed to wear heels when she went out with him. Her tits were still proud and firm with puffy rose-colored nipples seeming to defy gravity, but she was starting to feel their weight in her lower back. Her hair, height, and bosom were all part of her Swedish heritage.
"Looking good," she mumbled, admiring her firm body and flat tummy. She turned to check out the flare of her firm rear end. Her daily workouts and yoga paid off. As Michelle had gotten older, she'd considered a job to alleviate the boredom, but she would have had to give up some of her workouts and wouldn't have looked so amazing.
Megan sighed as she slid into the tub moving slowly so her body could get used to the heat. She sank in, sighing again as she laid back to relax, her hand reaching out for her glass of wine. She took another sip, closed her eyes, and rested a moment before sitting up and taking another sip from her glass.
Megan raised one leg out of the water and lathered it with liquid soap before grabbing her nearby razor and slowly running up her leg. She didn't need to shave when Frank was away, but she liked to show off her fit legs with short skirts and shaved daily. She shaved her other leg and then her armpits. Finally, she raised her hips and shaved around her pubic hair. Her pubes matched the brown blonde of her hair but were prone to business. She kept it shaved in a strip. Done shaving, she returned her razor and grabbed her mini-scissors, trimming away the business of her pubic strip. Satisfied, she sank back into the water and took a few more sips of wine.
Megan washed her face and slid down into the tub until her entire head was underwater for a moment. When she came back up, her hair had turned brown and clung wetly to her head. She took her lavender-scented soap and lathered her arms and shoulders before moving it down her chest, gasping as the bar of soap slid over her hard nipple. Her nipples had always been sensitive and that simple touch had sent a spasm through her vagina. Her nipples were pointy and thick, prone to hardening, and often visible through her bras and tops. She sometimes covered them with band-aids to protect them and keep men from staring at her chest when they talked to her. Both nipples were hard and aching now.
She rubbed the soap around her breasts, avoiding her swollen nipples before moving it down over her flat tummy. Lastly, she lathered her crotch and slid the soap over her thighs. She was tempted to let her hand linger between her legs, but her fingers wouldn't have felt as good as her larger-sized dildo. She smiled, closed her eyes, and pictured Darren kneeling in the tub between her legs, her hips lifting into the thrusts of his hard youthful cock.
Megan quit her fantasy and rinsed herself off. She closed her eyes and relaxed for close to a half hour before pulling the plug and letting the water drain out. As more of her body appeared above the water, she lifted herself out of the tub and toweled her body dry. The final step in her nightly ritual was to rub baby oil over her entire body to keep her skin smooth and youthful looking. Her skin was slick and glistening by the time she pulled her robe back on to cover herself. Lastly, she quickly brushed her wet hair.
She drained her glass, instantly wanting a refill. She already felt tipsy, but another glass might help calm her nerves and let her sleep. She walked down the hall, pausing to listen at Michelle's bedroom door. All was quiet until she started to leave when she heard a giggle. Megan pulled the door open.
Michelle jumped and stared at her mom in horror. She was sitting at her computer desk. She turned, glancing at the open window to her bedroom and the long oak branch that ran parallel to her sill. She hadn't in years, but as a young girl, she'd climb the oak to reach her room or climb out often beating Megan and Frank to the front door. "What are you doing?" she asked.
"Chatting with Kimmy," she replied, looking nervous. Her eyes glanced at her window again. Michelle turned back, locking eyes with her mom. Michelle was the first to flinch and look away.
Megan glanced at the open window, a breeze was blowing in, moving the curtains and cooling the room. Was Michelle planning on sneaking out to meet this Nigel character? Did she trust her daughter? A month ago, yes, but not now. "Young lady, grounded means grounded. No phone, computer, or TV. You're sleeping in my room tonight."
"I'm not staying with you," she complained, crossing her arms.
"Then I'll stay here. Go. My room. NOW!"
Megan followed her daughter to the master bedroom. "That's it, you're staying here until your father gets home and then I'll let him deal with your attitude."
"Fine, Dad's a lot more reasonable than you."
"We'll see about that. I'll wake you for school." Megan pulled the door shut. Frank wasn't more reasonable; he was more of a pushover. She would need to be in the room to make sure her husband kept his backbone.
The frustrated young mother stormed back downstairs to shut the light off and lock up. Michelle's phone beeped several times in the cabinet. She thought about calling Frank, but they had agreed to talk every other night and besides, she was pretty sure he was on a flight at the moment.
She headed upstairs to her daughter's room, pausing at the door to the master bedroom. She listened and thought she heard sobbing, but she didn't feel like barging in again or comforting her daughter. She made her way down the hall, retrieving her bottle of wine from the bathroom before entering Michelle's bedroom, and closing the door behind her. She turned off Michelle's computer and sat her wine down on a stand near the window. She pulled the shutters a little but didn't shut the window as the breeze felt good.
Michelle's room was a typical teenager's bedroom with pink sheets on the bed and two teddy bears propped on the pillows. She grabbed one and hugged it as she surveyed the room. There were some posters she'd seen on the wall, one of Timothy Chalomet, whom she found cute but effeminate, and another of Harry Stiles who was even more effeminate. If this was the type of boy Michelle was into, she needn't have worried. Megan turned her head, gasping when she saw a new poster on the back of the door. This one was of a shirtless black man with muscles and boxing shorts. The poster was from the movie Creed. "Oh god, don't let Frank see that," she mumbled. She wasn't too happy about Michelle having a poster of a black man, but she had to admit that at least Creed was a real man and decent-looking.
A picture of Michelle and her friends in bikinis at the carwash was on the desk by the bed. Megan had taken the picture. Her daughter looked so beautiful and happy in the picture. Maybe Michelle was right and she should have stayed away and let Michelle raise the money with her friends. Of course, they had set a record for fundraising this year thanks to her help, but maybe the money wasn't as important as giving her daughter some space.
Also, on the desk sat her daughter's school notebook. On the cover were hearts with Michelle plus Darren written on them. They had been crossed out and newer hearts drawn with Michelle plus Nigel or Michelle loves Big Nig. She'd also written, Mrs. Nigel Jefferson and Michelle Jefferson on the page. Megan sighed. This was more than a schoolgirl crush; her daughter had quickly become obsessed with this young man. This boy was bad news.
Megan turned the notebook over and gasped at what she saw on the back. Michelle had used a black marker to outline a rather large phallus and colored it in so that it appeared to be a huge black penis. The outline of a small arm drawn in pen was reaching out for the black penis, the fingers closing on the tip. The penis was way over-proportioned and appeared as big as the arm. Its testicles were also over-sized, much bigger than the hand touching the thing's tip. In pen, she'd written the words Big under one testicle and Nig under the other. Megan frowned confused over why Michelle would have drawn it so big or colored it in so that it appeared black. Just idle doodling, she guessed. She replaced the notebook.
On the bed was a small clothing box from their local big department store. Curious, Megan removed the lid. The box contained a white lingerie set. She lifted the panty; it was little more than strings and a patch of cloth to cover the pubic section. The bra was only slightly better, but still sheer enough to leave little to the imagination. Megan herself had bought lingerie from the store, but hers was sexy and classy while this appeared quite sleazy, slutty even. No doubt she'd bought this to wear for Nigel.
Megan took another sip of wine before refilling her glass from the bottle. She sat her glass down near the window. She took a few steps back over to the bed, swaying slightly from the wine as she stared down at her daughter's lingerie. She giggled; the atmosphere of the room had her feeling like a teenager again. Truthfully, the thought of losing her looks horrified her. That's why she fought so hard to stay in shape. That's why she and Frank had only had one child, her fear that another might ruin her figure forever. That's why she acted more like a sister to Michelle than a mother. Even fantasizing about Michelle's boyfriend earlier, she'd been thinking of herself as more of a classmate of Darren's than the neighborhood milf.
"Shit," she said suddenly. Thinking about Darren made her realize she was still horny and her dildos were in her bedroom. "Double shit," she said. The dildos weren't hidden either. All Michelle had to do was open the drawer where she hid them. Not that she had any reason to be going through her mom's drawers.
Oh well, if she was going to get off again, she'd just have to do it the old-fashioned way, with her fingers. The way the wine was going to her head though, had her thinking she might fall asleep the second her head hit the pillow. Not a bad thing, she needed a good night's sleep more than she needed another orgasm.
She glanced at the lingerie again and wondered if she could fit into it. Megan needed to grow up as much as her daughter did, but tonight she was going to be a teenager again. Megan laid the lingerie out, stood up straight, and pulled the belt on her robe.
Outside the window, the shadowy form watching from the oak tree shifted to get a better view.
**********
When Michelle's mom's robe fell open, Nigel almost fell out of the tree. Gawd damn Michelle's hot mom had some big-ass white titties. If Michelle wasn't on her way to having titties that big, he would have assumed they were fake they were so proud and firm. A closer look revealed that there was some sag from the sheer weight of the huge titties, but for the most part, they were gravity-defying. Michelle's bitch mom had a body built for the pole or a porn film. It made his cock twitch and his balls ache she was so hot. Big Nig wanted the bitch.
Nude, was a goddess, the best-looking woman Nigel had ever seen, but she looked even sexier when she turned to try on Michelle's lingerie. The milf bent down, her long legs tensing as her milky white ass thrust out towards him. Her thighs parted slightly and he got a quick peek at her slit as she pulled the thong panty up her legs. Big Nig was already swelling, but when she turned back around to face him and tried squeezing those big white titties into a bra a cup size too small, Big Nig turned rock hard and began to ache. She managed to hook the bra, her titties were thrust forward and upwards. He could see her rose-colored nipples erect and pushing out the sheer lace of the bra cup.
"Fuck me," he muttered, licking his lips.
Big Nig was aching for the bitch so bad, that it was all Nigel could do to keep from bursting through the window, ripping her lingerie off, and throwing the bitch on the bed. He'd come here to black a white woman and if not Michelle then he was going to black her bitch mother. And after looking at Michelle's mother, she looked like she would be a much better fuck than her daughter.
Suddenly Megan turned and approached the window. Nigel ducked behind the main trunk and froze. He was dressed in black sweats and his skin was dark black. Provided he didn't smile, she wouldn't see him. She leaned out the window, her huge titties hanging like udders, as she took several deep breaths of the cool night air. The way she was swaying and downing the wine, he could tell she was a little drunk. Probably trying to clear her head, he thought as she continued to take some breaths before stepping back.
Megan's hands reached out for the window and for a moment, Nigel feared she was going to close and lock it, but she appeared to change her mind at the last moment. The bitch turned and left the bedroom and he caught a glimpse of her slipping into a bathroom across the hall. Nigel knew what she was doing. He recognized vanity when he saw it. When he realized how superior Big Nig was to other men especially white boy penises, he'd become vain himself. She was admiring how she looked in the lingerie in a larger mirror.



Nigel's eyes fell on the glass of wine, his lips curling in a sneer. He crept forward along the branch leading to the window and slipped incredibly quietly for such a large man inside the bedroom, his hand reaching into a pocket for the little baggies filled with pills. He took out a bag and emptied the two pills into the wine before turning and quietly climbing back onto the branch.
Nigel was bad news. He hated his name, thinking it sounded like a British queer's name. The first time he was arrested, another prisoner whistled and said, "That is one big nigg...." Just before Nigel punched him in the face. Then as he thought about it, he decided he liked the nickname and told everyone to call him Big Nig. It was better than Nigel. Then as he got back into the real world and began fucking, his sluts started calling his cock Big Nig to the point he started referring to his big black cock as Big Nig also. Usually, he told people to call him Jefferson, but unfortunately, Nigel had spread upon his return to high school and he couldn't shake it.
Returning to high school hadn't been his idea, but part of the racial discrimination lawsuit against the district. He was failing, but didn't care if he graduated or not, and going back to high school had turned into a gold mine. Nigel made a fortune selling ecstasy and weed to his classmates. He'd blacked seven girls in exchange for some ecstasy including two cheerleader friends of Michelle's. Now they paid for their drugs like everyone else, but they still fucked him, hooked more on Big Nig than they were on any drug. Mrs. Heathcock had caught him with his cock shoved down some girl's throat and given them both detentions. He knew he'd be fucking Mrs. Heathcock the second her eyes fell on Big Nig, he could see her desire for it in her eyes, sense her need to get blacked. Nigel even swore he could smell her pussy getting wet even as her nipples started pushing out through her bra. He visited her classroom after school that day and fucked her throughout his detention.
Big Nig desperately wanted to fuck Michelle. Not only was she the hottest bitch in school, already with the body of a porn star at eighteen, but she was the most popular senior. Fucking her would lead to getting the rest of the cheerleaders blacked whether by him or some of the niggas he ate lunch with. They were chomping at the bit for some white pussy.
Big Nig twitched when Megan walked back into the room smiling. "Down boy," he whispered. He put aside his desire for Michelle. The mom was Michelle taken to the next level. If Michelle was a ten, then her mom was a fifteen. Her body screamed, "Fuck me!" She hadn't even seen Big Nig, but he could still sense her need for it. She'd never been satisfied by her husband or any other man. She was desperate for a real man's cock.
Megan strolled, no strutted, back towards the window. Nigel's lip curled up in a sneer. She'd been satisfied by her image in the mirror and was quite pleased with herself. The sneer fell from his face when she stared straight at him, but he relaxed realizing she couldn't see out in the darkness from the lit room. Once again, he grew alarmed when she grabbed the window and pulled it closed, but she didn't shut it all the way, leaving it open a crack. He sighed with relief when she didn't lock it. She picked her wine glass off the table. The pills were rapidly dissolving, barely noticeable, but luckily, she just tossed the wine back swallowing what was in the glass. Megan picked the bottle up and turned it upside down over the glass, but only a few drops came out. She made a sad face and sat the empty bottle down beside the empty glass of wine.
Big Nig twitched again when she walked over to the bed and unhooked the bra. He watched in awe as she stripped. Nude, she returned the lingerie to the box. He'd never seen a better body on a woman even in porn. She was the best-looking woman he had ever seen, like a beauty queen. He couldn't wait to fuck her.
Megan slipped under one thin sheet. The sheet tightly hugged her body, embracing her breasts, her hard nipples poking through it. She was squirming a little, aroused, and it was a natural horniness, too early for the X to have kicked in. For a moment, her hand slipped between her legs and he thought the horny white slut was going to play with herself, but she looked around her daughter's room and seemed to have second thoughts about it. Instead, her hand came out and reached over to the nightstand, turning the light off.
The room went dark.
**********
Horror. Disgust. Fascination.
So many feelings went through Michelle's head as she sat on the edge of her mom's bed, staring into the open drawer. Her mom was a pervert or maybe not. Maybe, keeping two dildoes beside your bed was normal especially with her dad away so much. Michelle reached out, not sure she wanted to touch it knowing where it had been. Her hand stopped by the little dildo, it was penis-shaped, but pink, and about the size of Darren's penis. When she did touch one of her mom's dildoes, it was the larger one. She grabbed it by the base and lifted it out of the drawer.
The dildo was maybe nine inches long, penis-shaped, but flesh-colored and more realistic, except she felt the flesh color should be darker. She flipped the switch on the base and gasped when the thing started vibrating, making little pulsing motions. She quickly turned it back off. Michelle brought the vibrating dildo to her nose and sniffed. It smelled clean. Her fastidious mother no doubt cleaned it after each use.
Michelle was dressed for bed in loose cotton shorts and a halter. She stood and slipped the shorts down before pulling the halter off. Not wanting to get caught, she walked over and locked the door. She wouldn't have put it past her mother to check on her. Nude, she laid down on the top of the bed.
The teen decided against starting with the big one. If she were going to train her pussy for Big Nig, she should start small and work her way up. She brought the small one down to her pussy and aimed the head between her folds. She'd been horny all day and was ready for it. Michelle closed her eyes and smiled as she pushed the small dildo inside her. She met resistance and held her breath as she gave the base a hard shove that broke through her hymen. There was a moment of pain, but slowly it started feeling pleasurable. Not exactly how she'd planned on losing her virginity. "Mmmm," she moaned, it did feel good. Her crotch suddenly bucked when she flipped the switch on the bottom. "Oh, this is nice," she moaned, feeling the vibrations sending ripples of pleasure through her body. It felt so good, she almost wished she'd given in to Darren's begging and let him fuck her, but he was a minute man and this thing could last as long as the batteries.
Her hand reached out, feeling for the larger dildo. She picked it up, holding the large fake cock between her breasts. Her hand started stroking the hard rubbery flesh. She closed her eyes again, picturing herself back on the toilet, Big Nig in her hands, stroking the powerful black man's even more powerful cock. She swore her brain could recall every second of her first encounter with Nigel's massive black cock. Compared to the image in her brain, the dildo was a disappointment. She couldn't feel its heat or its pulse. It was a lifeless toy.
Her crotch was humping up with the smaller dildo buzzing inside her. She could feel her orgasm building. She stroked the larger dildo. She was back in the restroom stall, jerking off Big Nig. The huge black cock exploded, covering her in cum just as her orgasm exploded.
Michelle was breathing heavily as she quickly pulled the small dildo out of her. It might be small, but it got the job done. She held it up admiring the thin shaft and noticed the small bit of blood on it. That had been a better orgasm than any she had with her fingers and it hadn't taken long either. "I'm sold," she muttered, wondering how she could get ahold of her sex toys or at least manage to sneak in and use her mom's dildos again when she was home alone.
Michelle rested, enjoying the afterglow of the large orgasm. As her breathing slowed, she grabbed the big dildo and brought it down to her pussy. Her orgasm had been satisfying, but she needed to train her pussy before she could fuck Big Nig. Served the bitch right that by grounding her, she had given her daughter access to the perfect training tool to prepare her teenage pussy for a big black cock. She lined the bulbous head of the dildo up between her wet folds. Now or never, she thought. "This is for you Nigel, baby," she muttered, shoving the dildo inside her
**********
Megan's eyes flew open. Her heart was beating like crazy; she could even hear it pulsing in her ears. "Ohh," she moaned, writhing beneath the sheet as it hugged and caressed her body. Her nipples were so swollen they were pulling her areola up off her breasts. They were sensitive too, the way her hard nubs were scraping the sheet was driving her crazy, she yanked the sheet down beneath her breasts immediately feeling the cool breeze blowing in through the open window and embracing her aching nipples. The cool air tried to harden them even more raising goosebumps on her coin-sized areola. She could see the moon shining through some of the branches of the big oak. Funny, she vaguely recalled shutting the window, and even funnier, the oak tree was on the other side of the house, in Michelle's room.
She was groggy, and confused, something wasn't right. The cool breeze blew softly over her nipples again. She couldn't take the ache, her hands flying up to cover the ends of her breasts. She inadvertently squeezed her swollen nipples between her fingers causing her to moan and her crotch to buck up, drizzling lubrication between her thighs. She was horny, so fucking horny. It wasn't just her pussy that was horny, her entire body was horny. She couldn't clear the confusion from her brain she was so horny. The only thing that could help her was her dildos!
Megan rolled over, fumbling for the drawer. She pulled it open, her hand rummaging around inside for the familiar phallic forms that could solve her problem. Nothing! Where were they? Had she hidden them because Frank was coming home? That didn't seem right, Frank was still gone for a week, or had she lost track of time? She jumped startled when she realized she wasn't alone in the room.
The shadow was large and manly, and it was pulling its shirt off over its head. Her husband was home! "Thank god, you're here," she moaned, still writhing beneath the sheets. The shadowy form straightened up, the darkness enhancing everything, his chest looked broader, his arms more heavily muscled. One big hand reached out and grabbed the sheet, yanking it completely off her nude body. Megan gasped with shock. It was an uncharacteristically masculine move on her husband's part. Surprising, but she liked it.
Frank bent, pushing his pants down. When he stood back up, she tried not to giggle. Now she knew the shadows were making everything look bigger. His shadow penis was an absolute monster, appearing even larger than her big dildo.
"I need you in me," she told her husband. "Now baby. I've never been so horny in my life." Her eyes widened as the shadow cock appeared to grow even larger, the knobby head rising even higher.
Frank stood at the foot of the bed. He leaned down and planted a wet kiss on her stomach. Another kiss found her belly button, his tongue wiggling inside. She gasped and sucked her stomach in, not because she didn't like it, but because she liked it too much. His kisses were sending tingles through her body, mostly towards her wet pussy. She writhed a little, her husband grabbing her ankles to pull her legs open. His kisses moved down over her lower stomach towards her light brown pubic hair. Each kiss made her stomach jump eliciting a gasp of pleasure from her mouth.
Frank's hot breath rippled through her pubes as he moved his face down. "You know I don't like that," she reminded her husband. What the hell was he waiting for? Usually, Frank just shoved it in as soon as he could. Now when she needed him inside her the most, he was taking his time. "Ooh," she moaned as he planted a kiss on her inner thigh. "Well, since you seem so eager, maybe just for tonight!" Her voice rose an octave as his kisses fell on her pussy lips. A long-wet tongue slipped between her folds and wiggled its way inside her. She automatically spread her legs farther open to let him in deeper. Why didn't she like this again?
"Oh god! Oh god! Frank, please fuck me, baby," she begged, her hips lifting her pussy up into the thrusting of his tongue. She was going to cum, but she wanted to cum on his dick. Megan reached down, her hands gripping unusually big strong shoulders. "I want your dick in me, honey," she pleaded, pushing against his shoulders for a moment before switching over to squeezing them. "Oh fuck! Oh fuck! Oh fuck!" Her hands slid over to a thick bull neck, pulling him into her pussy as she came all over his thrusting tongue.
Megan gasped for breath. She'd cum so hard, squirting all over his mouth, she was embarrassed. He hadn't stopped either, lapping up her orgasm and still going to town on her needy pussy. Fuck, this was better than his dick.
Megan moaned, still humping his tongue. It wasn't possible, but she was starting to feel like she might cum again. She moved her hands up his cheeks to the top of his head. He'd gotten his hair cut short, almost military style. His hair felt strange, curlier, even kinky. She gripped his hair, still lifting her crotch into his tongue.
The damn broke again when Frank slid his arms under her thighs and up over her ribs, he found her tits, squeezing them more roughly than usual, but she liked this more dominant version of her usually mild-mannered husband. Suddenly, her throbbing nipples were pinched hard between his fingers and she nearly ripped the kinky hair out of his head, she came so hard, she had to stifle a scream.
Fuck, Frank," she moaned, a little in awe of what her husband had just done to her. Just when she needed it the most, Frank had come through and given her the biggest orgasm of her life on top of the first one which had been in the top five of her orgasms. This felt so good, she was even ready to put his penis in her mouth as a reward. She released her grip on his head and relaxed her thighs.
Megan was still gasping for breath and basking in the afterglow of two amazing orgasms when Frank started kissing up her belly. Again, his tongue slobbered in her belly button, her belly sucking in to escape it. His kisses moved up, stopping when they found her rib cage. Then his tongue came out licking up to the base of her breast and then up the base of her right bosom, stopping on her nipple.
Megan's body writhed uncontrollably when his tongue flickered back and forth over her engorged nipple before sucking her entire nub into his hot mouth. This wasn't possible, but she felt another climax growing in her womb just from having her husband suck on one of her nipples. Goosebumps grew on the areolae of her other nipple as he moved his mouth over towards it. They were so sensitive his forceful sucking almost hurt.
Megan couldn't take it anymore. She needed his dick inside her. Her hands grabbed her husband's back. His flesh was hard and unyielding like stone not the usual loose folds of flesh. She tried to pull him upwards. "Fuck me," she blurted out. "Fuck me right now." Frank virtually growled with lust. He rarely heard her say the "F" word, she kept her dirty talk between her and her dildo. He liked it, pushing his large body up above her, her legs opening instinctively.
What felt like a rock-hard golf ball attached to a nightstick pushed against her thigh, sliding up over her pussy hair and her belly button. Jesus, he felt huge tonight! She spread her legs even wider in anticipation as his wide hips moved between her thighs and the tip of his hard penis began to slide back down. Her husband appeared to have grown a great big horse cock just when she needed it the most. She shuddered with lust and a little anxiety as her brain remembered the immense size of the shadowy cock she'd glimpsed in the darkness. The huge cock worked its way down her crotch until the head was pushing between her legs.
She grunted in surprise as the tip of Frank's cock pressed against her soaked pussy lips. It felt as big as a golf ball. It was so big, hard, and unyielding, that her pussy lips easily pushed in before spreading open around the huge head wider than she ever had before. Warning bells went off in her brain, but they were buried by the confusion and grogginess she blamed on too much wine, not aware that ecstasy was also contributing to both her confusion and her state of hyper-arousal. At that moment, she could care less if Frank was using some sort of penis sleeve to make his dick bigger.
Megan opened her legs wider than normal and wrapped them around Frank's broad waist receiving another surprise, a hard muscular ass! Frank had a flat non-existent rear end. Everything felt out of proportion. She began to feel like Frank hadn't gotten bigger, but that she had gotten smaller. Her husband was several inches shorter than her tall six-foot frame. Normally, he'd nuzzle her neck as they made love. Now he was kissing up her neck, his back still arched because he had only forced the head of his huge cock inside her pussy.
Frank was working his hips trying to work his new and improved penis deeper. Her pussy was gripping it so tightly, she could feel its heat and pulse. This wasn't a penis extender or dildo; this was a real-life cock. Her brain pictured Frank standing over her and popping a couple of penis pills in his mouth. The pills didn't just grow his penis but turned his entire body into a muscular hulk. She didn't care, whatever he'd done, his penis felt good, better than ever. It almost felt too good. The way he was stretching her out was awakening every pleasurable nerve ending in her pussy and now it felt like he was pushing into new territory. Plus, his muscular back was still hunched like he had even more to give her.
She vaguely recalled her husband had an important meeting tomorrow and shouldn't have been home. She moaned, raising her hips into his monster cock. He must have been lusting after her as much as she was lusting after him to skip his meeting or perhaps his new and improved cock just needed to get off. She moaned again. Realistically, his meeting had been canceled and he'd been able to get off early. Not that she was complaining, this was turning into the best fuck of her life.
"OHMYGOD!" she gasped, Frank's cock pushing inches deeper than he'd ever been. Suddenly he was as deep as her large dildo only Frank's cock was thicker and the head was bigger around than her more streamlined dildo. She reached out grabbing the sides of the bed, squeezing her legs around his ass to lift her crotch into the thrusts of this amazing cock. An amazing cock that was suddenly opening up territory in her deeper than her big dildo. An orgasm was coming, promising to be even bigger than her last one.
Megan whimpered, grabbing the sides of the bed, wondering why her big king-sized bed was suddenly so small. It was because it was Michelle's bed! Michelle was in the master bedroom. How had Frank known she was in here? "Something's wrong," she moaned, still raising her body into Frank's cock. A cock that had suddenly doubled in size! "Your penis... it's too big!" This wasn't her husband!
Megan quickly grabbed the broad shoulders trying unsuccessfully to push him off her even though her legs were still wrapped around his waist trying to pull his amazing cock in her as deep as possible. "You touched it. You done seen how big it is." Her eyes flew open when she heard the deep voice. He sounded like a street thug. He sounded like a black..." The man inside finally pushed what felt like a foot of thick cock inside her, burying it to the root, and the damn burst.



"CCUUMMIINNGG!!!" She screamed. "YYYEEESSS!" Her pussy expanded and contracted like crazy around the huge cock, squeezing and milking the throbbing shaft like it was trying to get the man's seed inside it as quickly as possible.
A large hand clamped down over her mouth. "Shut the fuck up before that bitch mother of yours hears us, white girl."
"Mmmph!" she moaned into the hand. The horror she suddenly felt at the thought of having a black man's penis inside her was overwhelmed by the sheer size of her orgasm. It kept coming and coming, her pussy soaking the man's crotch as her arousal squirted and poured out from her. Something even more strange happened to her. Her orgasm seemed to double down in strength or she was having an orgasm on top of the one she was already having when she heard him call her a "white girl." Throughout her orgasm her legs' death grip around his ass never relaxed until she'd squirted her last bit of cum around the huge cock... the huge black cock impaling her white pussy. "Nigel?" she asked when he removed his hand from her mouth.
"You know I don't like dat, white gurl. Call me Jefferson," he grunted, his voice sounding deep and ghetto. "Damn gurl, you got one tight white pussy. Are you sure dat white boy fucked you? You as tight as a virgin, but don't you worry, white gurl, Big Nig gonna open you up so good, you ain't never gonna feel no white boy's prick ever again."
Nigel sounds like a complete piece of shit, she thought, wondering what Michelle saw in this monster while at the same time knowing absolutely what Michelle saw in this monster. Her pussy was grinding into the black man's crotch desperate for him to start fucking her. Her pussy was starting to adjust around the giant shaft, forming a tight grip around his entire shaft. As she adapted to it, she began to like it even more.
He sensed it too. "Feel that, white gurl? Big Nig's resizing that pussy for black cock. You have been blacked white gurl, this white pussy is a big black cock only now." He chuckled.
"No," she whimpered, fearing that it was true. In her entire life, she couldn't remember ever touching a black person even shaking hands with one and now her vagina was stretching out to accommodate a black thug's big cock. Megan felt she had to stop this before it became permanent. She was still holding his shoulders. She pushed hard against them, hoping she might slide forward while her pussy continued to betray her, humping up into the black cock desperate to get fucked by the thing resizing it.
"I see you eager, baby gurl," he said, mistaking her attempt to get away for enthusiasm. "Big Nig's gonna enjoy blacking this pussy." Nigel pulled back on his hips, withdrawing nearly his entire cock.
Megan saw her chance to escape and push him off, but a funny thing happened to her. She felt empty without his cock, a deep sadness growing within her that had tears running down her cheeks. Her growing depression was so great, that her legs tightened around his waist and pulled him forward even as she lifted herself into the thrust of his big black cock. "Yes," she hissed feeling her emptiness filled, waves of satisfaction and pleasure permeating her body again. "No," she whimpered, as he withdrew again. She felt like an addict going through withdrawal in the absence of Nigel's huge cock. He picked up speed and she no longer felt the emptiness, just the most intense sexual pleasure she'd ever felt before. "Oh god," she squealed. "Fuck me," she cried. "Fuck me." Megan continued raising her hips into his thrusts.
"Told you once I popped yo black cherry, you wouldn't be able to get enough of Big Nig," grunted Nigel. "You got one sweet pussy, white girl. Big Nig resized it to fit him just right. We gonna be fucking a lot from now on. Right?"
"Yes," she answered without thinking. His huge cock head tingled every sexual nerve in her pussy as it plowed its way in and out of her womb. The head's proximity to her womb and the weight of the swollen testicles slapping against her thighs suddenly brought her to her senses. "No condom," she squealed, remembering she was ovulating.
"They don't make rubbers big enough to contain Big Nig, baby girl," he grunted. "Besides you can't get pregnant the first time you're blacked."
Liar, she thought, starting to think she was protecting her daughter by fucking Nigel Jefferson. "Just pull out when you cum," she told him.
"You gonna swallow it if I do?"
Yech, she thought. "Just pull out." The thought of swallowing her husband's semen disgusted her let alone this black asshole's seed, but it was better than getting knocked up with a black baby.
Nigel was still fucking her and much to her surprise, a growing pressure in her womb was promising she might cum again and if it was as good as the last orgasm, she wanted to cum again. Frank couldn't make her cum and up until now, it had taken her dildos to have an orgasm. Now, this black bastard was about to give her a third or fourth of the night. It wasn't just the size of the thing, the kid had stamina. Frank would have blown his wad a long time ago at a much slower pace. "Mmm, fuck me," she said again, finally moving her hands off his shoulders. Definitely not Frank, she thought, feeling his giant biceps. Megan moved her hands between them, feeling the black man's chest. It was broad, his muscles so hard she could feel the ridges. She moved her hands down and wasn't surprised as they slid over a hard six-pack. She liked what she was feeling. "Fuck me."
"You like having Big Nig fuck you?"
"Yes, Big Nig fucks me so good," she moaned, loving every inch of the big black cock fucking her.
"Does Big Nig fuck you better than your husband?"
"So much better," she answered, feeling like she was betraying Frank with that admission. "So much better," she mumbled, feeling her mind and her body starting to submit to the powerful black man even as she realized what he'd just said. "You know," she hissed.
Nigel chuckled. "Big Nig knows when he's inside a real woman and not some teenager."
This hard masculine body was starting to arouse her even more than she already was. She released her legs from around his waist and held them up, opening herself even wider for the pounding of his big black cock. She tossed her head back and forth, fighting a growing urge inside her. Finally, she couldn't help it and wrapped her arms around his bull neck, pulling the lips of the black youth down against hers. This felt like the final betrayal of her marriage vows, but she couldn't deny that Nigel Jefferson was giving her the best sex of her life. She wasn't surprised when his tongue pushed into her mouth, but she was slightly surprised that her tongue was pushing back. They both moaned as they kissed.
Kissing him produced a change in her. She forgot about Frank. She forgot about Michelle. There were only the two of them and the extreme pleasure she was receiving from the huge black cock. They weren't people anymore, just two animals grunting and moaning as they rutted together while kissing passionately. Megan gave in to the pleasure and waited for her orgasm to break.
The thirty-six-year-old wife and mother shuddered beneath her daughter's powerfully built black boyfriend. She dug her nails into his back, mouth opening in a soft moaning scream. Nigel was grunting harder now and his thrusts were becoming more erratic. She was on the verge of her biggest orgasm yet. Her legs were starting to ache holding them open for him, so she wrapped her legs around him digging her heels into his back. He buried his cock deep, grunting as his cock gave a large spasm inside her. Megan screamed; her orgasm finally broke as her womb was flooded with the black man's hot seed. Big Nig bucked several more times, each time it sent a powerful torrent of sperm inside her that was more semen than Frank had cum in his entire life.
"Oh god no," she stuttered still in the throes of a powerful orgasm, an orgasm that was increasing in intensity with each wad of seed Big Nig was pumping into her womb. "PULL OUT!" she cried, not wanting the pleasure to end, but knowing she had to stop him from flooding her fertile womb with so much sperm.
Nigel complied, but not before working his cock back and forth a few times, sending more wads of his seed into her womb. She welcomed it as she was still cumming around his cock. "No," she pleaded in horror when he finally did pull his cock out and the depressing emptiness returned, her pussy still spasming as her orgasm fiddled out. There was some moonlight coming in through the window and she found herself staring at Nigel's rampant black cock as it shot a strand of semen that ran from her chest to her bellybutton, overflowing her navel and leaving a pool of sperm on her stomach.
The cock was coming closer as Nigel wiggled his way up her torso, pressing down on the shaft until it was between her breasts and the head was against her lips. It spat of fanning wad of semen that covered her eyes and forehead, as well as her nose. Jesus, how much can this guy cum? She thought.
"Push them titties together," he ordered. Lifting himself as she squeezed her white breasts around his black shaft. He grabbed her hair and raised her head. The shock made her mouth fall open, and the head of his cock sprayed enough cum to fill her mouth and make her cheeks bulge out even before it pushed its way into her mouth.
She was forced to swallow his seed to make room for several more blasts hitting the back of her throat. She got another shock when she realized his semen was good. He grabbed his shaft, running his hand up to milk the last of his seed from his balls while she happily suckled on the head of his cock, letting the remaining drops of cum roll on her taste buds so she could keep tasting him.
Megan moved her hand out, fumbling for the nightstand. She found the lamp and hit the switch. She blinked as the room lit up. The first thing she saw was Big Nig's huge knobby cock head bobbing before her eyes. She stared down the immense shaft. It was an absolutely beautiful cock, perfectly shaped, still swollen, and rampant from his orgasm. It was also black, very very black and so were the testicles hanging beneath the base. No wonder he came so much, each was as big as a tennis ball.
She forced herself to look away from the huge pleasure-giving cock and up at the man. She knew Nigel was black, but she wasn't prepared for just how black. No white DNA polluting his gene pool. He was African black and his features were African, with broad lips and a flat nose, not a handsome boy at all, though his muscular young body was incredible, like a weightlifter. Despite being so brutish looking, there was something incredibly sexy about the contrast between their two skin colors. A part of her was starting to wish she'd been able to see him fuck her.
"Dayumn, Mrs. Milfvaney, you is one fine-looking woman," said Nigel, staring down at her in appreciation.
"Mulvaney," she corrected, "Megan. And you must be Nigel."
Nigel grunted at that. "Call me Jefferson or Jeff. And this is Big Nig," he said, grabbing the base of his shaft. The thing was so powerfully hard, that it seemed to resist as he forced it down and pressed the giant round head to her lips. "Give him a kiss."
Megan stared at his face. He was sneering. His expression was cruel. His dark eyes seemed to dominate her and she couldn't look away as she puckered her lips and planted a kiss on the tip of the amazing pleasure-giving cock. Her tongue slipped out and licked up the underside and over the pee slit.
"Michelle know how big a slut her mother is?"
"I'm not a slut," she protested, tongue gliding over the crown. She opened her mouth and Nigel pushed his cock head into her mouth. She bobbed her head over the tip, wondering why it felt so right for her to suck Nigel's big black cock. She detested oral sex, yet she wished she were kneeling before this black boy so she could suck his cock properly. His freaking cock hadn't even softened since fucking her.
Nigel placed his hands on her tits and squeezed them roughly, his fingers finding and pinching her painfully erect nipples, pulling on them so hard he pulled her breasts up. He was sitting on her hips, holding her down yet her crotch was rising into his cock's imaginary thrusts as her arousal swiftly returned. She writhed beneath him, moaning as she sucked and licked the head of Big Nig.
"You sure is one horny white bitch," grunted Nigel. "Hubby must not be fucking you properly with his little white boy dick." Nigel slid back down her legs. Megan found she was raising her head trying to follow his retreating cock head. She wanted to taste more of his thick seed. "Roll over, slut. Imma gonna fuck you again."
Megan obeyed, rolling over and lifting herself onto all fours. She looked over to her left and gasped. She could see their reflection in Michelle's mirror. She was on all fours, her giant tits hanging beneath her. The muscular black youth was kneeling behind her, that pleasure-giving monstrosity of a cock rising above her ass. Her pussy gave a spasm of lust at the sight making it drool semen from their last fuck. She watched as he grabbed the shaft of his cock and bent it down between her legs.
"You this horny with hubby?" he asked, pressing the head of Big Nig up against her slit.
"No," she answered truthfully. "I've never felt like this." She had a high sex drive that Frank couldn't satisfy and had to resort to her dildoes to orgasm, but she'd never felt this alive or this horny. Since she'd awoken to see Nigel's shadowy form standing by the bed, her entire body had felt extra-sensitive. Even Nigel's large hand gripping her ass felt good. Everything felt good. None of her troubles seemed to matter at that moment. Megan braced herself on the bed and sucked her lower lip into her mouth in anticipation of what was about to come. "I don't know what's gotten into me."
"Black cock," grunted Nigel, pushing Big Nig back in between her moist folds. "That's what's gotten into you." He worked his cock in and out pushing it deeper. "I know hubby doesn't have this much cock meat to give you."
"He's not even half as big as you," she moaned, bracing her arms and pushing back into his thrusts. She could already feel herself about to cum again on his huge cock.
"You ain't gonna feel that white boy's little penis when Big Nig's done with you. You gonna be black only."
"Black only?" she muttered, worried her needy body just might crave more big black cock when this was over. "AAAHHH!" she cried when Big Nig went balls deep and he began fucking her with the entire length of his huge cock. "BLACK ONLY!" she screamed, as a huge orgasm broke. She was still looking at their reflection and watching who was fucking her made her orgasm even bigger than her earlier ones.
Nigel grabbed and squeezed her ass cheeks as he began relentlessly pounding her pussy. He was baring his white teeth as he pounded his monster cock inside her. One fat thumb slid down between her ass cheeks to rest on her tightly puckered sphincter. Megan felt his thumb starting to apply pressure to her untapped rosebud. "Hey! Watch it. That's my ass," she groaned, her hips gyrating and bucking up into the thrusts of his cock.
"I know," he grunted, pushing down on his thumb until her sphincter pushed in and began to open for the large thumb.
Her discomfort was brief, but as his thumb pushed inside up to the knuckle, her pussy went crazy and small orgasms began to explode from her womb like firecrackers. Nigel thrusts his thumb in and out of her ass in time with his thrusting cock. "OH GOD! FUCK ME! FUCK ME!" she screamed as the small orgasms turned big. "Stick your thumb in my ass. Oh, fuck this is good, so fucking good." The big orgasms turned into two huge orgasms one right on top of the other. It caught her body so off guard she didn't even have time to scream. The double orgasm stole all the strength from her body and nearly knocked her out. Her arms gave out and she collapsed on her head, ass still raised into his thrusting cock.
Half comatose, she was aware enough to whimper in protest when his thumb and pleasure-giving cock were removed from her body. "More," she muttered softly into the sheet. "More. Fuck me more."
Nigel fingered her sphincter again, testing it. She glanced left, staring at his monstrosity of a cock rising like a police baton from between his legs. He was grabbing the shaft, and pushing it back down. Megan groaned in anticipation of having his cock back in her pussy, but when she felt the head against her body again, this time it was against her rosebud. "Been wanting to fuck me a white ass and yours is just about as perfect as a white ass can get," he growled. The black bitches loved having him fuck their asses, but none of the white teens he'd fucked had let Big Nig anywhere near their ass cherries, even the ones high on ecstasy. Mrs. Heathcock had let him but screamed that her ass was tearing as soon as he pushed the head in.
Megan's heart was pounding so hard in her ears that she hadn't heard what he said. "More," she mumbled again, feeling his cock head on her ass, but assuming it was his thumb again. Her anus pushed inward again but seemed more reluctant to open for him, refusing to yield to the pressure. It pushed in farther before opening and stretching even wider around his thumb. Up to this point, it had felt good and then her anus opened wide enough that the large head of Big Nig pushed into her ass.
"OHMYGOD!" she gasped, the pain quickly waking her back up. Tears rolled down her cheeks. Her knuckles grabbed the sheets, digging into the mattress so hard they turned white.
"Damn, that ass is tight," grunted Nigel. This time she could hear him. "Feels good. Feel good to you, baby?" he asked.
"NO! It hurts... too big... it's too fucking big. Pull it out," she begged, her eyes rolling up in her head as the fat bulbous head pushed deeper.
"You want me to pull it out?"
"Please," she cried. "It's too much."
"If I pull out, Imma gonna go stick it up your daughter's ass."
"NO!" The thought of him pulling out and shoving his black cock in her sweet daughter's ass horrified her, but that wasn't her dominant emotion. She was consumed with jealousy at the thought that Nigel might prefer Michelle over her. She wanted Big Nig all to herself. "No, Nige... Jefferson, Fuck my ass. I want you to fuck my ass." Megan forced herself back up onto all fours and wiggled her ass back into his cock. "Please keep fucking my ass," she begged. It still hurt, worse than when she'd given birth, but she pushed her ass back into his cock, feeling the head push deeper inside her.
"Now you're talking. If you're begging to be my slut, Big Nig's gonna tap this fine white ass once in a while," he said, slapping his palm on one of her ass cheeks. Satisfied, his cock wouldn't go much past the halfway point, Nigel grabbed her hips and began fucking her ass with half his cock. Her anus unclenched a little and Megan began willingly fucking him back. "That's a good slut, Mrs. Milfvaney. You liken it now and soon you'll be loving it."
What have I become, she thought? She'd gone to bed a faithful and loving wife and woke up a horny slut. Something had awakened her natural sluttiness even before Nigel had climbed into bed with her. Now she had tasted a black man's semen, allowed him to fuck her until he filled her white womb up with his fertile black seed and now, he was fucking her ass, and damn him, he was right. She was starting to like it. "Yeah, fuck my ass," she told him, knowing he liked the dirty talk. "Fuck my white ass with that big black cock."
"Now that's what I'm talking about," he grunted, pumping her faster, his cock battering her ass. His grip tightened on her waist, leaving red marks on her skin. Soon his mammoth balls emptied another load of semen, flooding her ass with his hot seed. He pulled Big Nig out, spurts of semen splattering on her ass cheeks, and the small of her back, and then some long strands of semen struck the back of her head leaving a trail down her back. Megan felt a rumbling in her rectum as her muscles involuntarily squeezed the large volume of semen in it. Nigel's cum exploded out of her stretched-open sphincter in a little geyser that turned into a steady stream of white cum pouring from her anus.



Megan collapsed forward on the bed, her face in the pillow and her ass still raised. Nigel fell with a heavy thump beside her. They both fell quickly asleep. Megan moaned into the pillow. Nigel was behind her, hands on her hips, pulling her back into his cocks. The upper one was in her ass and the lower one in her pussy. She couldn't decide where she liked it best, but luckily, he'd grown a second to fill both her needy holes. She was going to cum, the orgasm building to a huge bubble ready to burst violently from her womb...
She opened her eyes.
Her ass was still slightly lifting into the imaginary thrusts of her dream lover's cock. She could still feel a slight trickle pouring from her anus. The area around her ass, down her crack, and between her thighs was a wet sticky mess combined with dried crusty semen. Crusts of semen covered her body. She could feel it on her face, breasts, and back. The light was still on. Michelle's alarm clock showed she'd only been asleep for a half hour. She rolled on her back. Her stomach was crusty around her bellybutton while the inside was still wet and sticky. She glanced over at Nigel, sleeping on his back, and then down at his crotch.
Damn, that thing is a monster, she thought.
Big Nig was laying over one of Nigel's strong thighs. It was soft, but still around ten or eleven inches and plump. She reached down and grabbed it, hefting it to feel its weight. Her fingers stretched as it instantly swelled and grew another couple of inches. Soon her hand was sliding up and down his hard shaft.
"How are you hard again?" she mumbled to herself.
"Shit gurl, you used to white boy dick. Big Nig can go five, seven times a day."
"No way," she said, glancing at him. His eyes were still closed, broad chest rising and falling rhythmically as he breathed.
"Get up there and find out."
Megan straddled him. Big Nig was too huge to squat over so she had to straddle his chest and slide back into him. She gasped as Nigel's lips clamped down over one of her hard nipples. She reached back to grab his shaft and help guide the big head back into her pussy. He entered her. That strange feeling of euphoria that she'd had since waking to see Nigel's dark form standing over the bed still permeated her body. Every nerve ending in her body felt awake and alive, her entire body and mind was experiencing a pleasure she'd never known before. And the greatest pleasure of all was feeling Big Nig slowly push inside her, her resized pussy taking him more easily this time. Megan shuddered and came as she pushed back into the length of Nigel's big black cock and pushed herself off his chest so she could sit in his lap and experience the fullness of his penetration.
She moaned, her entire body trembling as she came around his cock. Her pussy tightened and squeezed the huge shaft, her vaginal muscles trying to milk the cum out of his balls. It wasn't the biggest orgasm she'd had with Nigel, but it was the longest, lasting nearly a minute.
When Megan opened her eyes, she saw him differently. He wasn't as ugly as she'd first thought, not handsome, but his brutish face was rugged and masculine. His body was magnificent. She slid her hands over his abdominals and up his chest, feeling the hard ridges of his muscles as she sat on his cock. Both their bodies were just so perfect they were meant to fuck each other and the contrast between their skin tones made it even more erotic.
"You're not fucking my daughter," she told him, looking into his dark eyes.
Nigel snorted. "No, I'm fucking her mother."
"I mean it. Stay away from Michelle." Michelle was supposed to go to college, meet a man like Frank, and live happily ever after in a big house with several tow-headed kids. But if Big Nig ever got in her... The tow-headed kids suddenly turned into black curly-haired dark mocha-colored children.
"I'm gonna fuck her, Mrs. Milfvaney," said Nigel with a cocky smirk, his huge hands reaching up to squeeze her tits. His fingers tugged on her nipples. He pulled them so hard that her entire areola lifted off her breasts. It hurt but felt pleasurable at the same time. "Unless someone else keeps Big Nig so worn out, he can't fuck her."
"Then let's wear him out," she told him, keeping eye contact as she began to ride his cock. She was grateful for all the years of jogging, working out, and yoga. It wasn't just to maintain her figure; it was training for riding Nigel's cock. A less fit woman wouldn't have had the stamina to maintain the pace needed to drain Nigel's balls, but she did. She fucked him through three more exhausting orgasms that nearly wiped her out. She didn't stop until the final huge orgasm that made her throw her head back and cry out in ecstasy as Big Nig blew its vast nut into her fertile womb again. She sat still on his cock, letting her pussy muscles milk the shaft for every drop of his black seed.
**********
Michelle had woken up about the same time her mom did. She was still suffering from her aroused state that she'd noticed seemed to come right between her periods. She reached back into the drawer for the larger dildo. Using it had been the most sexually satisfying experience of her life and she was ready for round two.
She was still wet from earlier and easily took her mom's ten-inch sex toy back inside her. She inserted it up to the base and flipped it on. She squealed as the dildo began shaking in her pussy. Michelle writhed on the bed, subconsciously lifting her hips up and down, pinching her nipples as the dildo worked its magic. She pictured herself back in the stall, jerking off Big Nig. She didn't have her phone or she would have stared at the video of Nigel jerking off the black penis she'd become so infatuated with. The dildo and her fantasy did the trick and she came quickly.
Michelle smiled and relaxed in bed for a moment, feeling sexually satisfied for the first time in her young life. Bigger was better, she thought. She almost fell back asleep but forced herself to get up and use her mom's toilet. She also washed the dildo.
She thought she heard something in the hallway and curious opened the door to peek out. Her mom was taking a shower in the middle of the night. Unusual, she thought, wondering if she should check up on her, but she was still pissed off at her mother and closed the door.
Michelle thought about returning the dildo to the drawer, but as she stared at it, she had another idea. She kneeled by the bed and held the dildo up on the edge of the bed. She brought her lips down to the tip and parted them around the head. She wanted to do a good job when she finally got to suck Big Nig and the large dildo would be good practice.
It wasn't easy. She wanted to gag the moment the tip reached the back of her throat. She grabbed the shaft and bobbed her head over the tip. Nigel was so big; she could have placed both hands on the shaft when doing this. She concentrated on breathing through her nose before pushing forward and letting the large tip stretch out her throat. She had to quit, gagging several more times, but by the end of her practice session, she'd managed to swallow the entire dildo. The trick was to deep-throat it as long as possible, but when it became too much she'd pull back and suck the tip while jerking it off until she was ready to deep-throat it again. Again, she pictured herself sitting in the bathroom stall sucking Big Nig while Nigel's strong hand held the back of her head guiding her up and down his monster cock.
Satisfied, Michelle put the dildo away but set her mom's alarm early so that she could have another session with it in the morning. Her aroused state usually lasted several days and she'd be horny when she woke up.
**********
Michelle did use it again in the morning. She washed it in the bathroom before replacing it in the drawer. Michelle then took a shower in her mom's bathroom and wrapped a towel around her body. She left the bedroom and walked down the hall to hers, but when she tried the door, it was locked. "Mom, open up. I need some clothes for school."
"Gif me a minify," said her mom.
"You okay, mom? You're not eating in my bed, are you?"
"Just a protein shake, dear," replied Megan. "I'm not feeling well. Why don't you go eat something and I'll clear out of your room."
"Alright." A protein shake wasn't an unusual breakfast for her mom. Michelle would just eat some yogurt herself. Michelle headed downstairs and got some yogurt out of the fridge. She sat at the table and ate it as well as a banana from the fruit basket.
"All clear," yelled Megan from upstairs.
"Finally," muttered, the teen. She glanced at the clock on the microwave. Michelle got up from the table and threw away her empty yogurt container.
As she left the kitchen, Nigel dropped to the ground from a branch in the oak tree.
**********
Michelle crinkled her nose. Her bedroom smelled of sweat. The bed had been stripped and the sheets were on the floor. Her window was still open and a cool breeze was helping air out the room. Her mom must have had a fever break in the middle of the night. That would explain the smell and her late-night shower.
She dropped the towel and retrieved some underwear from her dresser. All her bra and panties were lacy and sexy though only Darren had seen her in her underwear. The panty was a thong that left her well-rounded rear end visible. She pulled out some cutoff jean shorts and a pink short-sleeved crop top that left her navel visible. Her mom wouldn't like this outfit either, but fuck her. Nigel would like it. If he showed up to school today and saw her in it that is.
Michelle left her room and ran into Megan coming out of her room, freshly showered and wearing her robe. "You okay?"
Megan nodded. "Had a rough night is all. I'll probably nap most of the day." Her mom did look bad. Her eyes were a little red and her cheeks were puffy. "I'll wash your sheets and make your bed."
"Gotta get going, mom."
"Sure. Your phone and keys are in the kitchen cabinet."
Michelle grabbed her phone and keys from the cabinet. She'd missed a few texts from Jefferson.
"I'm on my way."
"I'm outside your house."
"Let me know when you want me to come up."
"Where you at, baby gurl?"
"Answer me, bitch!"
"Fuck, I hope he's not mad at me," she muttered. Nigel had a DUI and didn't have a license. He had people who drove him around or he hitched a ride. She lived a long way from his house. Michelle opened the garage door, still looking at her phone. She typed:
Sorry, Jeff. Mom grounded me. I'll make it up to you."
There was a text beep behind her. Michelle spun around.
"How you gonna make it up to me, baby gurl?" said Nigel Jefferson, grinning at her as he put his phone away.
"NIG... Jeff, what are you doing here?" she asked with shock. "Did you sleep here?"
"Nobody gonna pick up a hitchhiker that looks like me in the dark," he answered. "Had to sleep somewhere."
"Oh Jeff, I'm so sorry." She ran up and hugged the huge black man, crinkling her nose at his body odor. Big Nig felt like a powerful coiled serpent as it pressed into her stomach.
He shrugged. "I found a way to occupy my time." He smirked. "Now, Imma gonna ask you again, how are you gonna make it up to me?"
Big Nig swelled pressing up against her. Now or never, she thought. She stepped back slightly. Her hands came up to his jeans, fumbling with the buttons and pulling his zipper down. She wiggled his jeans under his hips. Nigel was wearing white briefs or at least they were once white. The bulging front was stained yellow and there were some rips near the waistband. The stench coming off his crotch was worse than the body odor coming off the rest of him.
The odor was worse when she pulled his underwear out and down releasing Big Nig. His mighty cock fell out, the head hanging down, but lifting, struggling to rise under its weight. Michelle gasped in awe at the sight of his magnificent cock yet repulsed by its stench. Nigel hadn't showered in a while and his crotch stank. His pubic hair was matted and crusted with dried semen. More dried semen and other crusty stuff covered his shaft. She pictured him horny and frustrated, trying to sleep on the cement of her garage and jerking Big Nig off to ease his frustration. Poor baby, this was all her fault.
"How you gonna make it up to me?" he grunted.
Michelle looked up at him and fell to her knees before him. She grabbed Big Nig, gently tugging on the shaft. It swelled and grew in her hands taking longer than expected, but it did grow. She leaned forward and kissed the tip of the grimy head before slowly spreading her lips apart and taking the head in her mouth. Michelle began bobbing her head, glad she'd practiced with the larger dildo. Big Nig finally swelled and hardened completely as she sucked the tip of the huge black cock.
The end of his cock pushed into her throat and she choked briefly, fighting not to gag. She didn't give up, grabbing his hips and pulling herself forward until Big Nig brushed past her uvula and squeezed through her tonsils. Again, she fought not to gag and Nigel's sweaty semen stench filling her nostrils didn't help either but she forced herself to continue. She managed half and knew she could go no further though she hoped over time, she might take more of him.
Nigel pulled his shirt off over his head and Michelle found herself staring up at his muscular body. She raised her hands from his hips and let her palms slide over his hard stomach and up to the bulging abs above his navel. Her eyes kept going to his navel, focusing on the dark hole of his belly button. Her hands slid down over his thighs, cupping and weighing his heavy testicles, but her eyes never left his black belly button.
Michelle practiced yoga and meditation with her mother, though usually only once a week while her mom did it daily. Nigel's navel focused her attention as she entered a zen-like state, she'd never achieved before through meditation. She moaned her pleasure at sucking such a perfect cock. Her throat stretched to accommodate his girth. The stench filling her nostrils no longer bothered her. It called to her. As did his belly button. The ball of energy filling her forehead, her mind's eye, desired to become one with his dark navel. There was only her throat and sucking Nigel's big black cock. Nothing else mattered. Throat. Suck. Cock.
Nigel Jefferson's loud bellow snapped her out of it. His hands were on her head, squeezing her hard. His manly stench filled her nostrils as they were being tickled by his coarse dark pubic hair. Big Nig was pulsing and jerking, filling her stomach with his semen. Her forehead was pressed against his navel. His entire 12" big black cock was in her mouth! She'd swallowed the whole thing and not even realized it. Michelle pushed back and Nigel released his grip on her head. Inch after inch of slick black cock emerged from between her lips as the monster slowly exited her throat. As the crown pushed back into her lips, her mouth filled with his hot delicious semen. She swallowed and swallowed again, loving the taste and knowing she'd want more.
Nigel grabbed the base of his swollen cock and pulled back, jerking the shaft to shoot some more wads of cum across her outstretched tongue. "Damn baby gurl, you suck cock like a pro," he grunted. "You sure you never sucked black cock before?"
"No, never," she replied, grinning and blushing. Michelle was thrilled she'd pleased him. It felt natural kneeling between Nigel's legs and servicing his cock. She felt as satisfied sucking him off as he was getting sucked off. "Anytime, Jeff," she told him, kissing the tip of Big Nig. It didn't smell as bad now. Blowing him had cleaned the shaft off though there was still a stench coming off his pubes. "Better get going," she said, checking the time on her phone.
"Catch a ride?"
"Of course," she replied.
The drive to school was mostly quiet. Michelle found herself squirming in her seat as she sat next to the giant black man. He still stank, but the smell of him was turning her on. "I'm ready," she mumbled.
Nigel slowly turned his head to look at her. "For what?" he asked.
"To have sex."
"Say it."
"I want to fuck you."
"Say it."
"I... I want to be blacked by Big Nig."
"When?"
"Right now. I've never been more ready. My pussy... my white pussy's yearning for your big black cock."
"Now ya talkin'. Park over by the stadium."
She retrieved a blanket that she kept for sunbathing from the trunk of her car and carried it as they walked into the stadium. It was empty and would be for most of the day. Locals sometimes ran the track, but they weren't allowed during school hours. She was nervous, her heart pounding in her chest, and her legs felt weak as she walked beside the giant black man. Her nipples were practically pulling her areola off her breasts they were so swollen. Her pussy felt like it was continuously lubricating at the thought of experiencing Big Nig. Darren had managed to arouse her, but it was nothing like this and even though he'd aroused her, he'd never satisfied her.
She spread the blanket out on the field. Then the two would-be lovers stared at each other from opposite sides of the blanket for a moment before Nigel made the first move. He pulled his shirt off over his head. Michelle followed, pulling off her little pink crop top and dropping it on the grass. She then removed her bra and stood topless staring at the huge black man. Nigel undid his pants and pushed them down, kicking off his shoes and stepping out of his pants. He stood up, Big Nig straining to burst out of the yellow-stained briefs. Michelle turned away and wiggled her cutoffs down her legs. She smiled when she heard a loud snort as her bare ass appeared.
Before she could turn around, Nigel's hand was clamping down on her shoulder. His finger slipped under the thong at the small of her bag and slid down, pulling the thin strip of material out from between her ass cheeks, grabbing it, and yanking it down off her thighs, completely stripping her.
Nigel slid his hand around her waist and over her blonde pubes. She gasped as two fingers pushed inside her. His other hand slid down her arm before moving under her arm and around to grab her breasts. Squeezing them roughly and pinching her nipple while he fingered her sopping wet pussy with his other hand. Michelle whimpered, moaning, pushing her pussy down into Nigel's finger, embarrassed by the squishing sounds coming from her crotch. It wasn't long before she had her first orgasm, trembling, her legs weakening. She stumbled, but the strong black hand cupping her breasts, squeezed tighter and held her against his strong chest.
"Ready, baby girl?" he whispered in her ear, kissing it and moving his lips down her cheek to her neck.
"Un-huh," she nodded eagerly. She circled her crotch around the fingers still in her pussy.
"Then git yo ass on the blanket." He let go and slapped her on the ass to hurry up.
Michelle moved to the blanket glancing at Nigel. Big Nig had forced its way out of his underwear in its eagerness. A brief smile crossed her lips. The huge cock had seemed worn out when she blew him and she'd been worried he might have trouble getting it up one more time. She'd been worried for nothing. Nigel bent over and pushed his underwear down, stepping out of it. She got on her hands and knees on the blanket.
"On your back, baby gurl," he told her. "You need to see yourself getting blacked the first time."
Michelle rolled over, opening her legs for him. She stared in awe and a little fear at the giant black cock sticking out between Nigel's legs as he kneeled, grabbed her ankles, and pulled her legs apart. Instead of moving closer to her, he pulled back on her ankles, bringing her closer to him. "Sweet Jesus," she mumbled, staring at Big Nig rising above her stomach. The head was past her navel. She wondered how much she could take. He moved back, his hand reaching out to grab the base of Big Nig so that he could bend it down. That huge bulbous cock head was dribbling precum down on her blonde pubes. "Oh shit, Big Nig. You need to put a condom on," she said, addressing his cock like it was a separate entity as he often did.



"You ever seen a dong bag big enough for Big Nig?"
"No," she confessed. Darren's condom had been around six inches long and dangerously loose on his thin white dick. That condom would have ripped just trying to stretch it around the head of Big Nig. He was rubbing the head of Big Nig along her wet slit now and her body was responding by trying to raise up into him. "Just pull out," she begged.
"You'll find that it's a lot better bareback," he promised. "Hold dem legs open."
Michelle whimpered in nervous anticipation. She grabbed her thighs and spread her legs as far as she could giving him an embarrassing view of her pussy. She couldn't see the tip of his cock, but she could see the large flare of the crown rising above her pubes. Her pussy lips pushed inside her, slowly parting, opening wider than they ever had for the oversized invader. The crown plowed forward and she grunted as it disappeared inside her. It reappeared briefly and was gone again, this time deeper inside her. Then again, this time the black flare was glistening in the sunlight wet with her arousal and then it was gone for good. Nigel worked his cock in and out, opening her wider than she'd ever been before. "Fuck, it's big," she moaned. Big Nig was borderline too much for her as her pussy struggled to accommodate its girth. The huge black cock wasn't just more than twice as long as Darren's dick, but at least three times as wide. "Stop. STOP! It's too much. You're too big!" she whimpered almost crying. Big Nig was more intrusive than pleasurable. She was starting to feel like it might rip her in two. From what she could see of the shaft sticking out of her, she hadn't even taken half. To his credit, Nigel had stopped forcing his cock into her. "Sorry," she whimpered.
"Relax, baby gurl. This is your first time getting blacked. It's gonna take a while for your pussy to resize that's all."
"I can't, Jeff. It's too much. You're too fucking big." To her surprise, even though she still felt too stuffed to get any pleasure out of Big Nig, her crotch was still slowly raising into his shaft, like her body wanted more of it.
"We'll take our time." He worked his cock in and out some, not pushing it deeper. She grunted the first time he pushed it back in, moaning in pleasure on the fourth. The fifth thrust, he pushed it in almost a full inch deeper.
"UNH!" She shuddered. The last push had entered new territory. He held still again. "No," she said. "Keep working on it." Michelle closed her eyes, concentrating on her breathing. She focused on her pussy. In her mind's eye, she became her pussy. Her pussy wanted to take Big Nig in its entirety. She wanted to take the big black cock in its entirety. She stretched to accommodate him, willing herself to lubricate the dark piston inside her to make its thrusting probes even smoother. The head pressed up against her cervix, knocking at the entrance to her womb, spitting a precum on it to soften it. There was a brief moment of pain that almost took her out of her trance as the head pushed in. She gripped and squeezed the shaft, tugging inwards, taking the last few inches until she had accepted Big Nig up to the root. Her vagina stretched to its limit, permanently changing to accommodate the giant cock inside her. It was resizing itself for Big Nig. She'd never be satisfied with anything smaller again. This was what her body was built for. This was what her body would crave from now on. Nigel's entire cock felt hot inside her, but suddenly the swollen head began to give off even more heat, surpassing his body temperature.
Her pussy began little tremors around the head of his cock, the walls of her inner vagina expanding and contracting downwards until it was squeezing and releasing around his entire shaft. The heat from the head grew to fill her womb which suddenly felt more like a pressure cooker struggling to maintain the growing power within.
The pressure exploded!
Michelle's eyes flew open as waves of pleasure burst through her body, curling her toes and making her entire body shake. Her orgasmic scream echoed through the empty stadium.
"That's it baby gurl, cum all over that big black cock."
She was cumming, cumming harder than she had with the dildo that morning. This was bigger. This was better. This was the real thing. Big Nig made her feel better than any of the drugs he peddled could have. This kind of pleasure was even more addictive and she'd never be able to say no to this big black cock. "Fuck me," she begged. "FUCK ME, BIG NIG!"
Nigel took over, hefting her legs under his arms and raising her crotch to line it up with his cock. "This Big Nig's pussy now, baby gurl?" He pulled half his cock out slowly pushing it back in.
"Oh god yes! This is your pussy now," she cried, squirming in pleasure on the blanket.
"Hear that Big Nig? You just made another black-only slut."
Michelle squealed when Big Nig flexed inside her like it was nodding in agreement with Nigel's comment. She felt hot pressure growing again. It doubled when Nigel began thrusting faster and harder. His stamina put Darren to shame. Her ex-boyfriend was lucky to last five minutes and that was if he paced himself, he'd have cum in seconds at this speed. The pressure exploded out of her in another powerful orgasm that had her screaming again.
When she recovered, Nigel had slowed, working his cock in and out just enjoying the feel of her hot pussy. "That's some good white pussy, ain't it, Big Nig?" Again, he flexed his cock in answer and Michelle began wondering if there might be something wrong with Nigel. Perhaps some sort of split personality between him and his penis or maybe a dissociative disorder.
"Nooooo," she mewled when Nigel pulled Big Nig out. His massive black cock sprang up, dripping her arousal all over her pubes and belly.
"Big Nig wants you to ride him, slut," grunted Nigel. He moved over her, rolling over, and laid on his back.
Michelle was weak and exhausted from the two huge orgasms but managed to roll over and straddle Nigel's thighs. Big Nig was simply too big to lower herself over so she slid her wet pussy up along the shaft, pushing down around the head until her pussy lips were embracing the head. She pushed down, engulfing his bulbous cock head, and slid back. Michelle arched her back, moaning in ecstasy as once again Big Nig filled her pussy. She pushed herself up off his chest and lifted herself slightly before sinking into the full length of his 12" big black cock, shuddering from another strong orgasm as she did.
Nigel pulled her forward slightly so that he could lean up and suck one of her swollen nipples into his mouth so violently that the entire tip of her breast was between his lips. Michelle moaned, the stimulation of her sensitive nipples making his cock feel even better. He moved to her other nipple, kneading and squeezing her breast while pinching her hard saliva saliva-dripping nipple between his fingers. Michelle came again slowly riding his shaft while having her nipple stimulated. It was a smaller orgasm, but still better than any her fingers had ever given her.
"Oh god, I love your cock," she cried, throwing her head back and staring at the blue sky.
The pressure began growing in her womb again. Though weak and exhausted, Michelle rode Big Nig as hard as she could. She was desperate to cum again before he did though she was starting to think he could last forever. The heat and the pressure grew. She humped him faster, but something was holding her back. "Please," she begged, "let me cum."
Nigel let out a grunt. His cock swelled feeling even bigger inside her. "Getting close," he groaned.
"NO!" she cried, humping faster. "Please hold on. Hold on. Let me cum again." What was wrong? She was right on the edge of another huge orgasm. The others had come so easily.
"Here comes my nut."
"Not yet," she groaned, still riding his shaft as hard as she could with her strength almost gone. "Oh fuck," she whined, giving up. "Please, I need it," she cried, even as she raised herself on her knees, trying to escape his fast-approaching orgasm, but his cock was too big. She couldn't lift herself off him. "Help me," she begged. "Lift me." Nigel chuckled, reaching under her and grabbing her ass cheeks. He slowly raised her up his shaft. Michelle never stopped humping his cock as it slowly exited her pussy. "Stop," she said as an unbearable emptiness filled her womb. Nigel just pulled his hands out from under her and she slammed back down onto his cock. "YYEESS!!" she cried as he filled her once again, but still her orgasm didn't break. "Hold on," she begged, using the last of her strength to use his cock to get herself off.
"Gonna seed that white pussy good," baby gurl," he grunted, bucking his hips into her each time she sank in his lap.
"Dear god! Please let me cum first." Michelle collapsed as her leg strength gave out. She laid on his chest her lips finding his, their tongues meeting in a passionate dance. She used her hands to push herself back into the rising of his hips. She lied to herself, thinking that she could sense when he was about to cum, and slide herself forward unto Big Nig popped out.
"Here it cums, gurl. Gonna knock you up with a black baby."
"Please Nigel, don't," she begged, crawling forward, inch after inch of his thick black shaft exiting her pussy. He just grabbed her waist and pushed her back into his shaft, preventing her escape. "YYESSS!" she hissed. "Oh fuck! Do it! DO IT! CUM IN ME!" she screamed working her pussy as Nigel rapidly raised his hips, fucking her fast with his cock.
"You know what's gonna happen if I do," he whispered in her ear.
"Yes. Please, I want it. I need it." She threw her head back, moaning in pleasure.
Nigel's cock exploded.
She did need it. The second she felt his hot seed filling her womb, her orgasm broke. It was her biggest yet, her contractions sucking up his plentiful seed right into her fertile womb. Nothing in her life had ever felt so good. Big Nig continued pumping her womb full of sperm, her pussy muscles squeezing his shaft to milk every drop from his nuts. With each spurt of his seed, Michelle continued to cum, her orgasm lessening as the bucking of his cock slowed. Finally, Big Nig quit jerking inside her and her orgasm stopped. Michelle collapsed on his hard chest, breathing heavily
"That was amazing," she moaned, wiggling her hips. Big Nig was still inside her but had gone soft. Losing its erection had allowed his voluminous load to pour out of her and she was now sitting in a pool of his semen. Michelle forced herself up. "I love you," she told him, looking in his hard eyes. "Do you love me?"
"Sure, baby gurl," he replied, slapping her ass. The hardness in his eyes never softened. "Jump up." He slapped her again.
Michelle squirmed off him, more semen pouring from her pussy as his spent cock plopped out. Nigel climbed to his feet on the blanket. Big Nig swung between his thigh, soft, but still plump. Michelle leaned forward and took him in her mouth. She stared worshipfully up at Nigel Jefferson as she sucked on the end of his cock.
"Oh," he groaned. "What are you doing?"
She continued to stare as she brought her lips closer to his semen-covered matted pubic hair. Her nose crinkled as she smelled the funky odor. Michelle pulled back, letting his cock exit her mouth. She planted a kiss on the tip of the slightly reinvigorated cock. "Just cleaning your cock off for you."
Nigel glanced down at Big Nig, no longer dangling, but now rising about 25 degrees. "You Mulvaney's are something else," he mumbled.
Michelle smiled, assuming he was only talking about her. She stood. "What now?"
"I say we sneak into the showers and clean up."
"Good idea. No offense, but you need a shower."
"So do you, baby gurl," replied Nigel, pointing down between her legs. Large globs of semen were rolling down her inner thighs. "Meet me after the shower and be quick. I don't want to miss lunch."
**********
Luckily, there wasn't a gym class this period and Michelle was able to use the girl's shower alone. She pushed on her belly, the trickle of semen leaking from her pussy turned into a stream. She squatted in the shower and tried to force more of Nigel's seed out of her. The shower pushed large clumps of his semen into the drain. She forced a lot out, but it wasn't enough. She'd be carrying a large amount of Big Nig's seed around with her for a while. Whatever the consequences, the experience had been the most satisfying in her life and the only thing she regretted was not fucking Big Nig the first time she saw it in the bathroom stall at the pool that day.
She had a towel in her locker and dried herself off before dressing herself. A freshly showered Nigel was waiting for her. He held out his hand and she took it just as the lunch bell rang.
Students flooded the hall. Many froze, blatantly staring at the most popular girl in school walking down the hall with the infamous black thug. Nigel grinned at all the attention. "Listen up, baby gurl," he said. "This is how it's gonna work. My niggas want a little somethin somethin on the side. You know what I'm sayin?"
"Not really."
"We an item now. You gonna tell all your friends about Big Nig. Show me the video I sent ya. Tell them what it was like getting blacked. You know what I'm sayin?"
"Yeah, I get it," she said, nodding.
"Good. Now come lunch, you gonna sit with me and my niggas. By the end of the school year, I want all the cheerleaders integrated with my niggas."
"I'll do my best."
"Now that's what I'm talkin' about," he said releasing her hand and slapping her on the ass. There were loud gasps from some students in the hall. "You doin' yo friends a favor getting them away from little white boy dick." He reached around her waist and slipped his hand into her back pocket.
"Yeah," said Michelle. "I am doing them a favor aren't I."
Michelle was embarrassed sitting down at the black boy's table. Not because she was sitting with them, but because she'd gone to school with most of the six other black students for twelve years and only knew one of their names. That was Dwayne Johnson. She'd helped tutor him in tenth grade. Nigel introduced them. They all stared at her. The entire cafeteria was staring at her. Her click was staring at her in shock. Her usual table consisted of five senior cheerleaders and two of her friends on the swim team.
Michelle was shocked when two of her friends immediately got up from their table and carried their trays over to join her with the black boys. Integrating the two groups might be easier than she thought.
Nigel wasn't surprised to see them. Erika and Emma were the two he'd given drugs to in exchange for blowing him. Of course, once they saw Big Nig, they had to try him out. These two had already been blacked.
"Guys this is Erika and Emma," said Michelle.
Both ladies were fine. Erika had a lean body, and small titties, but a great ass. Emma had titties almost as big as Michelle's, but she was plumper too. She'd been a great fuck. No nigga would turn down a woman with a jiggle. "Erika, dat niggas my boy Antonio," said Nigel, introducing her to the tall lean basketball player she sat next to. "And Emma, that niggas Dwayne. You two got a lot in common."
"Like what?" asked the plump girl.
"He's got something you like," said Nigel.
Lunch went well. The girls at Michelle's old table continued to stare, lean in, and whisper among themselves. Antonio was leaning into Erika having a deep conversation. "OH MY!" said Emma, suddenly. "That is something I like." Her hand was under the table in Dwayne's lap. Her eyes were wide and she had a pleased expression.
"Emma. Emma. EMMA!"
"What?" Emma looked up, annoyed at being interrupted.
Her boyfriend was standing by the table. "You want to get out of here and go study?"
"No honey, you run along. We'll talk later."
"Run along white boy," said someone at the table.
"Don't worry, it's over," said Emma to Dwayne. "Been over for a while now," she added with a glance at Nigel.
The bell rang. "That's it, I'm out of here," said Nigel, standing.
"You leaving?" asked Michelle.
"Yeah, I usually leave after lunch. Don't even remember what class I'm supposed to be going to."
"Well, call me later. Wait, I'm still grounded and might not be able to answer."
"That's fine, baby gurl. Come, kiss daddy."
More stares and gasps when Nigel leaned down and gave Michelle a long passionate kiss, his hands reaching down to grab her ass cheeks and pull her up against his crotch. "When can we..." she whispered.
"Fuck again? We'll find the time. We gonna fuck a lot, baby gurl. Don't you worry?"
Michelle sighed, staring at him longingly as he left.
For Michelle, the rest of the day went normally. She was a senior and popular. No one questioned her absence for the first part of the day. When the final bell rang, she met up with her fellow cheerleaders for practice. Most seemed distracted, looking at her funny, and she heard snickers behind her back.
"You're late," said Michelle when Emma showed up halfway through practice.
"Sorry," replied the full-figured cheerleader. "Something came up."
Michelle's lips curled up in a wry grin. Emma's cheeks had the same puffy look, her own had after sucking black cock. Dwayne must be very happy right now. Her mind wondered what his cock might look like. Emma had seemed very impressed at the lunch table when her hand was in his lap.
The day had turned hot and the young women were sweaty. They stripped in the locker room.
"I hear once you go black..."
Michelle turned. The girls were staring at her snickering again. "I can assure you, that saying is true," she told them. There were gasps.
"Tell us."
"What happened?"
"Yeah, how'd you hook up with Nigel Jefferson?"
So, she told them. The women showered and Michelle told them everything. She told them about first seeing Big Nig in the bathroom stall at the pool, jerking him off, and how she instantly became obsessed with his foot-long big black cock. They listened raptly about how he had slept in her garage and she had made it up to him with a blow job, and finally, she explained why she was late that day and how she fucked him on the football field, dwelling on how powerful her orgasms were.
"I call bullshit. Penises don't get that big."
"Yeah, Dan's isn't even five inches."
"You poor thing," replied Michelle. Dan was a muscular solidly built linebacker for the team. A five-inch penis would look pathetic sticking out of his huge body. She turned to the other girl. "And you're right, penises don't get that big, but Big Nig isn't a penis. It's a cock. A big black cock."
"I still don't believe you."
"I'll show you."
The women exited the shower and dried themselves off in the locker room. Michelle took out her phone and let them watch the video of Nigel jerking off Big Nig. Their expressions varied from fascination to awe to shock and horror. A dozen nipples hardened. Cheeks flushed. Breathing quickened.
The seed had been sown.
**********
Nigel left pleased. He was grooming both Antonio and Dwayne to take over his drug operations in school next year. Both were seniors but both were being held back a year for bad grades and attendance. It was good to keep them happy and white cheerleader pussy would keep them very happy.
No one picked him up and he was forced to walk several miles to Main Street. He stopped off at the drug store, the clerk eyeing the giant black man warily. Nigel didn't blame him. He'd shoplifted here back in his early teens. He purchased some vitamin supplements.
Even Big Nig had his limits.
A ride home was easier. He found someone he supplied weed for and gave him a discount for a lift home. Nigel got dropped off at his mom's low-income apartment complex and headed straight for bed. He stripped and laid down on the bedspread. The room was hot and their air conditioner didn't work so sweat quickly formed on his bare chest. He put his hands behind his head and stared up at the dark mold on his ceiling.



Trying to fall asleep in this shithole made him miss Michelle's bedroom, its cleanliness, the smell of freshly laundered sheets, but even more the freshly washed lavender scent of Mrs. Mulvaney. A smirk tugged at his lips as he thought about Megan and Michelle. Hell, they were probably both knocked up already and if not, they would be by the time he was done with them.
He immediately decided he wanted what Mr. Mulvaney had.
The way he saw it, Frank Mulvaney was probably a cuck. Deep down most weaker men were. He was probably going to get off watching Big Nig black his wife. Or he was going to throw her out? If he threw her out, she was going to need income. He pictured her selling dope to all her PTA friends, another one of his future earners like Dwayne.
But that didn't get him the nice house, clean sheets, and the home-cooked meals?
Another idea formed in his mind. If Frank wasn't a cuck, then they could set him up. Have one of his niggas film he and Megan fucking and make it look like it was something Frank wanted.
"Are you happy, Frank? Is this what you wanted? To see your wife fucking a black man?" asked Megan riding Big Nig while looking at the camera.
That would give Megan leverage in a divorce. She could keep the house and he could move in with mother and daughter. A black baby might ruin things for Michelle's plan for college. Or Megan could watch both babies while Michelle was at school. Michelle might even help expand his business opportunities to college.
If college didn't work out, a club he frequented was always looking for dancers. Fuck, with Michelle's body, she'd make more stripping than she would with any degree. So would Megan. And there was always porn. With their hot bodies and Big Nig, they could generate a lot of extra income on Pornhub and probably make a small fortune on OnlyFans.
Sounds like a plan, he thought as he began to doze off.
Things were looking up for Nigel Jefferson.
**********
Megan had napped most of the morning. She got up, showered, and did her morning jog to the gym and back. Only when she was home doing it occur to her that she should have stopped off at the drug store and gotten the morning-after pill and maybe gotten back on birth control again. Oh well, there was always tomorrow.
She was still sweaty from her workout and yoga as she returned to her room. As strange as it sounded, she was still horny. She'd always had a high sex drive, but after her night with Big Nig, she should have been a well-satisfied woman and she was well-satisfied, only she wanted more.
She went over to her bed and opened her drawer, pulling out the larger dildo. It looked small to her now. Not worth the bother. Megan replaced the dildo, walked over to her desk, and opened her laptop.
"I can't believe Amazon sells these," she mumbled after searching for black dildos. She selected a 12" lifelike black cock with a remote-control vibrator. "Time for an upgrade," she said, purchasing it and paying for expedited shipping.
Megan skipped playing with herself and took her shower. She pulled one of her summer dresses on and went to the laundry room to pull Michelle's sheets out of the dryer before carrying them up to her room and making the bed.
Megan was trying to decide what to make for dinner when Michelle arrived home. She was expecting an attitude or maybe even a fight from her daughter, but Michelle came in smiling walked over, and hugged her mom. "I'm sorry, mom," she said.
"I'm sorry too, Shelly," she replied, almost adding that she'd never stolen one of her boyfriends, but deciding to keep quiet. She broke the hug, but kept her hands on her daughter's arms, smiling at her. It was good to see her in such a good mood. "You look so beautiful," she told her daughter. "You're positively glowing."
"You too, Mom. I'm glad to see you're feeling better. You looked a little rough this morning."
"Didn't sleep much in your bed last night."
"Well then... if we're all good, maybe we can switch back?"
Megan was about to lift Michelle's grounding when she froze. What if Nigel showed back up that night? "One more night," she said. If Nigel showed up tonight, she could tell him she'd leave the sliding glass door unlocked for him the next time he came. "But you can keep your phone."
Michelle looked like she might argue, but consented and nodded her acquiescence. "What's for dinner?"
"How about we go out?"
"Sounds good."
They went out to dinner and it was like old times. Mother and daughter felt close again. When they got back, Megan made some popcorn and Michelle leaned against her as they watched a movie on television. Afterward, she kissed her daughter goodnight and went up to the bathroom for her nightly bathing ritual.
Clean, smelling of lavender, her legs shaved, and her skin still shining from rubbing baby oil all over her, she entered Michelle's room. She glanced at the window and the dark outlines of the big oak's branches barely visible in the dark. Her daughter's room felt stuffy. She strolled over to the window and threw the shutters open. An invitation? Cool air quickly blew into the room, hardening Megan's nipples. Staring out into the darkness and illuminated by the bedroom's light, Megan loosened her belt and let the robe fall off her body. Any watcher in the darkness could see her upper torso. Another invitation?
She turned and laid down naked on Michelle's bed, reaching over to turn out the light. The cool breeze not only raised her nipples to attention, but it raised her areolae off her breasts, little bumps appearing on her pink circles. Megan stared at the window. She tried to fight the urge to finger herself, but failed, moving her hand down between her legs, slowly rubbing her finger up and down her wet slit, still staring out the window.
She wished she had her dildo. She wished her big black dildo had arrived. Just thinking about it had her pussy craving the big black dildo... cock. Her pussy was craving the real thing. It wanted a big black cock. It wanted Big Nig. She wanted Big Nig.
A sound outside.
Her heart skipped a beat.
She heard a grunt.
Megan held her breath in anticipation.
The shadow of a big head rose in the window, followed by an even larger body.
Megan's body automatically responded. She bent her legs at the knees and spread them open as the muscular shadow climbed in through the window.
And soon it joined her in the bed.
Epilogue
Frank was whistling when he got home a few afternoons later. He smiled as he checked his watch. If he knew his wife and he did, she was out for her afternoon workout and would be jogging home in an hour or so. And if he knew his wife, she would more than be up for a little afternoon delight before Michelle got home from school.
He was still whistling as he climbed the stairs. He loosened his tie, took it off, and tossed it on a chair. Frank walked over to his side of the bed and pulled the drawer open. In the back of the drawer, he'd hid some penis pills. He pulled out his prescription bottle and popped two pills into his mouth. He could get by without them, but lately, his penis had been having a tendency to turn floppy and the pills helped keep him hard. He also removed a sleeve of condoms and ripped one off. He slid it under the pillow. Megan preferred it bareback ever since he'd been snipped, but the condom helped with his stamina issues. Not that his stamina issues were his fault, it was just that Megan's pussy was so damned welcoming. Its heat and wetness just seemed to suck the semen right out of his balls. The pills and condom would help, but they'd been apart for a while and he knew he wasn't going to last much more than a few minutes. Step two in his plan for some reunion sex was to go over to her side of the bed and retrieve her vibrating dildo. He always hid it under the pillow beside his condom as Megan needed more time to orgasm than he could give her.
But when he pulled her drawer open, he got a surprise.
Frank's good mood quickly evaporated into one of horror as he reached in and grabbed the monstrous dildo, he found himself staring at. He raised the powerful sex toy and gawked at it. "No," he muttered in denial as his eyes ran down the length of the lifelike rubber penis. It was twice the size of his penis and considerably thicker. He flipped the switch on the base and almost dropped the thing as it began violently shaking. It was even more powerful than her normal vibrator too. "There's no way, she can take this thing," he muttered.
Frank sat on the bed staring at it for several minutes not sure what to do with it. The damn thing made him feel inadequate, but if Megan needed something this big... He'd surprise her after sex and use it on her, confronting her about it as she was cumming. Frank pushed the monster dildo under her pillow.
And bumped into something else.
Curious, he released the dildo and grabbed the other object. It was tubular and thicker than the dildo. He pulled the thing out from under the pillow, feeling the color drain from his cheeks as his brain registered what he was holding. Everything went dark for a moment and he nearly fainted.
"No, dear god, no," he muttered gasping. His heart was racing as he raised the giant black dildo before his eyes. It too, was lifelike, but unrealistic as the thing was at least two inches longer than Megan's other large dildo. The fucking monster was at least a foot long!
Frank felt his penis retreat as it tried to crawl up into his scrotum. All thoughts of a sexual reunion with his wife disappeared as he stared at her black dildo. His mind hadn't comprehended her ability to take the ten-inch dildo, but if that one was too big, then why would she need an even larger one? And why a black one?
He stared at it for ten minutes, at one point flipping it on and marveling at the sheer power of the big black dildo. He'd need to confront Megan about this. He checked the time. She'd be jogging home soon. Thinking about his wife in her sexy running outfit helped make his penis start to remerge from his scrotum. He watched her run up the road whenever he could. Her magnificent titties bounded one way and then the other each time her foot landed on the ground. He often wondered why her back hadn't started bothering her yet.
Frank slid the dildo back under her pillow and left the bedroom. He was planning on sitting on the front steps to wait for his wife, but as he walked towards the stairs, he thought he heard grunting noises coming from Michelle's room.
He walked closer, listening.
"UNH! UNH! UNH! UNH!"
Frank stepped up to the door.
"Oh, Daddy! Yes, daddy! Yes, daddy!"
"Pumpkin?" he called, wondering why his daughter was calling out to him. He reached out for the doorknob.
"Fuck me, daddy. Fuck my ass!"
"Michelle?" Frank opened the door.
"FUCH MY ASS WITH YOUR BIG BLACK COCK, DADDY!"
"Oh, dear god," groaned Frank, eyes widening in horror at the sight of his daughter, face down and ass up on the bed being sodomized by one of the biggest blackest men he'd ever seen. The black man's huge hands were on her hips, pulling her ass back into his crotch at a rapid speed. He couldn't have been too deep in her bowels as there were about four inches of what appeared to be a thick penis sticking out of her rear.
"OH FUCK!" cried Michelle, her head laying on her pillow, her face turned towards the door as she saw her father staring at her in horror from the entrance to her room. "Oh no, Daddy! Stop! Stop Daddy!"
"Shuddup and take my nut, slut," grunted the black man, pulling her back into his thick cock and holding her still. If Frank had any doubts that the black man was pumping his daughter's ass full of semen, those doubts were removed when his cum began squirting out around his cock and her stretched-out sphincter. "Take all your daddy's cum, baby gurl," grunted the black man, slapping Michelle's ass and working his cock in and out of her anus.
A thousand thoughts raced through Frank's mind. Michelle was being raped. He was forcing her to say those horrible things. They didn't believe in guns or he would have run and grabbed it, shooting the giant black man dead. They did have a baseball bat which they kept behind the front door.
"Stop Jeff. My daddy's here." Michelle squealed, squirming and trying to crawl forward.
"Damn right, yo daddy's here," said Nigel, slapping her ass again.
"No, my father's here."
Nigel glanced towards the door. "Oh, hi there, Mr. Mulvaney," he said nonchalantly. He placed one beefy hand on Michelle's ass and pushed her forward.
"Dear god," gasped Frank, staring in awe at the black man's cock as it sprang free of his daughter's rear end. It flew up, spraying a long stream of semen across his daughter's back. The thing was every bit as big as his wife's black dildo.
Nigel stepped off the bed and approached him. Frank couldn't take his eyes off the man's penis. It was still hard and swollen bouncing with each step the man took towards him. Worse, the head was still spurting out little jets of semen on Michelle's carpet. He wondered how the thing could keep spitting out semen, but there was no mistaking the size of the two giant testicles swinging between the man's thighs. It was an exaggeration to say they looked as big as two Magic 8-balls, but not much of one.
Something blocked his view of the man's enormous penis.
He raised his eyes. The black man had his hand out. "Pleased to meet you, Mr. Mulvaney."
"What the fuck," said Frank in disbelief. "You just sodomized my daughter?"
"It's okay, she likes it. I'm her boyfriend, Nigel Jefferson, but you can call me Jeff."
"Seriously?" he asked in disbelief. He glanced at his daughter which was a huge mistake as his eyes fell on her flawless well-rounded rear end, the left cheek red from where the black man had spanked her, and a steady trickle of semen pouring from her asshole. He turned his head quickly away and found himself staring at the man's giant penis again. It was still a twelve-inch monster, but it was starting to drop slightly. The black man had withdrawn his hand. Frank looked up the man's well-muscled torso, raising his head to look the man in the face. He was smirking at him with an expression of extreme arrogance. He wanted to slap that expression right off the man's face. He wanted his fist to connect with the man's jaw, but his instinct for self-preservation told him the man would kill him. "Wait here," said Frank.
Frank fled the room, running down the stairs. The baseball bat was standing upright behind the door where they kept it. He grabbed it, knowing he had to get in one good hit or the man might take it from him. He ran back up the stairs, chest heaving, and pausing at the top to catch his breath.
Wielding the bat, Frank burst back into Michelle's room. "Aaargh!" he cried, raising the bat threateningly. The room was empty. The window was open. Frank ran to the window and looked down. Nigel Jefferson was just dropping to the ground. He looked up and winked, giving Frank a little wave, before turning and dashing off.
"I'm cutting that fucking tree down," growled Frank.
He looked up and saw his wife jogging up the street. Megan's image filled him with a sense of relief. At least they could tackle this together. He should have listened more to his wife's concerns about Michelle's infatuation with some boy. He withdrew through the window, shut it, and locked it.
It would stay locked from now on and if that didn't work, he'd nail the thing shut.
Michelle was in her shower. If he hadn't heard the water running, he could have just followed the trail of semen pools from her room to the upstairs bathroom. Things went dark again as he made it to the top of the stairs. He clutched the railing until the dizzy spell passed and he could make his way downstairs again.
He met his wife on the front porch. Despite the day's events, Megan's beauty and amazing body still registered in his man brain. He wished her workout clothes were a little more modest. Her gym outfit had only a little more material than one of her bikinis which leaned towards as little material as possible. He ran his eyes up her long-fit legs, to the tight spandex seamless shorts that hugged the curves of her rear end, her flat belly, and to the spandex sports bra that stretched tightly around her full bosom, trying and failing to keep her breasts in place, but they still bounced up and down as she jogged.
Megan's beauty was magnificent. Her body was sweaty and glistening, her hair wet from working out in the gym and the heat of the day. She was one of those women who required almost no makeup to look good. Frank couldn't even recall ever seeing a time when his wife didn't look anything but sexy. Sweaty from her workout, she looked sexy. She looked sexy waking up in the morning, hair mussed and sleepy-eyed. Maybe, that time she had the flu?
Megan glanced up and saw him, freezing in her tracks, chest heaving from her jog. She didn't give him her usually joyful smile, just a wry somewhat sad smile. "Hi Frank," she said, walking up to him.
"What? No welcome home kiss?"
Megan stepped closer and gave him a little peck on the lips. "We need to talk," she said.
"Yes, we do." He stepped back and sat down on the steps. "I should have listened to you about this Nigel Jefferson."
"What? Why?" she asked, sitting beside him.
Frank struggled to get out what he'd encountered in Michelle's room, trembling and a tear running down his cheek.
Megan gasped. Tears ran down her cheeks too as she listened. "So, he's fucking her too," she sobbed.
"What do you mean, too?"
"Um, Nigel has a reputation for getting around."
"We need to handle this together, Megan. So we can confront Michelle as a team and get her away from this black demon."
"She an adult, Frank," said Megan. "Oh my god!"
"What?"
"Was he wearing a condom? Michelle's not on birth control." Megan had turned pale.
"Thankfully, he was sodomizing her," said Frank wincing at the sound of his words.
Michelle suddenly burst out of the front door. She was wearing her red swimsuit and cut-off jean shorts. Her dainty feet were in flip-flops. "Bye Mom, bye Dad," she said, running past.
"Stop, right there, young lady," said Frank. "Your mother and I need to talk to you."
"Can't right now. I've got swim practice. Bye."
"Wait," said Frank, but Michelle was already entering the garage. She drove out a few minutes later.
"We'll talk to her later," said Megan. She got up.
"Hey, we need to talk too," he said, suddenly remembering the black dildo. "I found something..."
"Later, Frank. Let me shower." Megan was still pale and shaky, clearly upset at hearing about her daughter with the black man.
"No, we should talk..." Frank watched his wife enter their house, ignoring him. "...now," he stated with futility.
Why wasn't anyone listening to him? He felt like he was losing control of his own house.
He went in and sat on the couch. He turned on the TV. It was on the Hallmark channel. Megan liked watching these highly predictable movies about women finding the right man for them. He switched to the news but had trouble concentrating. Horrible, frightening thoughts went through his mind. Why did his wife have a foot-long black dildo? There was only one possible explanation and it was so horrifying, he felt sick to his stomach. Megan knew about Michelle and Nigel Jefferson. She'd caught them too, seen the size of the black boy's cock. And she wanted to know what it felt like. She had to try it for herself.
But then why had she seemed surprised that Michelle was fucking him?
Nothing was making sense anymore.
Finally, Megan came downstairs in her short white robe. She was holding her phone when a text message buzzed. She glanced sadly at her husband. "Frank, we need to talk."



"Yeah, I've been hearing that a lot since I got home." He stood and held his arms open for his wife. "I'm sorry, I should have listened to you and been here to prevent this."
"No Frank, we need to talk about us." Megan didn't throw herself into his open arms. She just stood there staring at him.
"Us?" he asked. "I don't understand."
Frank saw movement behind Megan. A giant figure was at his sliding glass door. The door opened and Nigel Jefferson strode in. "Hello again, Mr. Mulvaney," said Nigel with a grin. He slowly walked towards Frank; hand extended for another handshake.
"What the fuck are you doing here? I threw you out." Frank fished his phone out of his pocket. "Megan, grab the bat. I'm calling the cops." Frank looked up as the black man loomed over him. The extended hand suddenly balled into a fist. "OOMMPH!" Frank doubled over as Nigel punched him in the stomach, the phone dropping from his hands.
"FRANK!" gasped Megan.
"Don't worry, I pulled that punch," said Nigel. He placed his hand on Frank's head and pushed him back so that Frank sat down hard on the couch.
"Megan," gasped Frank, still bent over clutching his stomach. His mind wandered to what it would have felt like if Nigel hadn't pulled that punch.
"I invited him, Frank," said Megan.
Frank looked up at her. "What's... going... on?' he gasped.
"I blacked yo daughter and yo wife, white boy," chuckled the black man.
"No!" he hissed.
"Yes," said Nigel.
"It's true, honey," said Megan. "I'm sorry."
"But you don't even like black people?"
Megan glanced warily at the muscular black giant. Nigel just chuckled. "Well, she blacks only now, white boy."
"Get out," he gasped.
"Nope. You see, I like it here, Mr. Mulvaney."
"Get out."
"I think you need to calm down," said Nigel reaching down to grab Frank's arm. Frank tried to jerk it away but failed miserably. "Let's get you upstairs."
Frank had the distinct feeling that if he resisted too much, Nigel would just throw him over his shoulder and carry him upstairs or worse punch him in the stomach again. Nigel held his arm tightly and led Frank up the steps. Frank was still bunched slightly forward, but the pain had lessened. They made it to the top and walked toward the master bedroom. Nigel didn't push him down on the bed though. Instead, the black man led him over to a chair and had him sit down facing the bed.
Frank looked up from his seat. Nigel reached down and grabbed the hem of his tee shirt and pulled it off over his head. Frank had seen him nude in Michelle's room and knew how big the guy was, but Nigel Jefferson was ripped. His muscles had muscles. Frank stared at the hard stomach with its abdominal ridges. If he had punched the black man in the stomach, Frank would have broken his hand.
Nigel moved out of the way and Frank found himself staring at his wife, standing by the bed. "Lose the robe," ordered Nigel, walking over to the bureau and resting his phone on something aimed at the bed. Frank was focused on his wife and didn't put it together that the black man was filming them.
"But Nigel?" she asked, nodding towards Frank.
"I said, lose the robe, bitch," he stated again, slowly.
Megan looked down. Her hand came up and pulled the belt on her robe. It opened revealing a vertical stretch of gorgeous female flesh between her tits and down to her pretty patch of brownish-blonde pubes. She opened it farther and let the robe fall off her shoulders. She stared at Nigel expectantly. Frank had never seen her nipples quite so hard. It was like they were straining to reach Nigel, so hard they were pulling her areola up off her breasts. Her chest and cheeks were flushed.
Nigel Jefferson walked towards her. "Kneel," he ordered. Megan instantly fell to her knees, looking up at his strong youthful body. "You know what to do," he told her. Megan reached out and unbuttoned his jeans, spreading the flap as she pulled his zipper down. He helped her, pushing his jeans down his waist.
Even from the chair, Frank could see that Nigel's underwear was worn and stained. They were normal briefs, but so overstretched containing the monster beneath, that Frank wouldn't have been surprised to see them rip apart at the seams. Megan was eager to get at what those briefs could barely contain. She grabbed the hem, pulling it out and down. Her eyes widened, lighting up with delight, as the huge black cock that Frank had so recently seen in his beloved daughter's ass sprang up before Megan's eyes.
Megan bent her head down, jaw extending to take the huge cock head in her mouth. A contented, "Mmmmm," rumbled in her throat as if she was enjoying sucking the black monster. She bobbed her head, the huge black cock swelling and hardening. Her hands fumbled with his underwear pulling them down to his jeans and down his legs while she continued sucking his hard penis.
"What's that you suckin', whore?"
Megan paused, pulling her head back. "Your big black cock."
"Don't tell me. Tell him," said Nigel, nodding towards Frank.
"This is a big black cock, Frank," she told him, staring at him, one hand on the dark shaft, slowly stroking it.
"What's better, big black cock or little white boy dick?"
"Big black cock is better. He's so much bigger than you, honey. I can't resist it."
Oh no, thought Frank, feeling his penis... his little white boy dick began to swell. He couldn't take his eyes off his wife or the big black cock in her hand. Megan turned her head away and back toward the big black cock. The beautiful luscious lips pursed and she kissed the tip of the huge cock. Frank's fingers fumbled with the button on his pants before pulling his zipper down.
"Yo wife was born for this, white boy," said Nigel, looking down at the beautiful blonde kneeling before him. "I've never seen a bitch so hungry for dark meat. She a born slut for big black cock." The arrogant black man grabbed the back of her head and pulled her forward. Frank almost jumped up, afraid she would choke, but Megan just gave another contented moan as she took most of the black dick down her throat. "What's your favorite thing in the world, slut?"
Megan bobbed her head a few more times. She pulled back again; Nigel's cock flew free of her mouth sticking up 45 degrees. "Big Nig." She wrapped her hand around the knobby head, slowly jerking the entire thing.
"Tell your husband."
"This is Big Nig, Frank. It's the biggest black..." Megan paused in surprise. Her eyes stared at Frank's crotch. His penis was as hard as it ever got. Frank had spit in his hand and was jerking off. "You're so little," she stated, acting surprised like it was the first time she'd seen her husband's penis. Nigel laughed. "Sorry, honey, I forgot how small... how little... your penis is. It's never going anywhere near my pussy again."
"UNH!" Frank's hips bucked as his penis erupted and by erupting, it spat out about a tea spoon's worth of weak runny semen.
"Yech, no," she said, shaking her head in distaste at the sight of her husband's ejaculating penis. "He's right, I'm black only now. My pussy belongs to Big Nig."
"They've met," said Nigel.
Megan looked upset for a moment, looking up at Nigel. Frank noticed her hand had never quit stroking the giant shaft. "Did you... did you have to fuck, Michelle? I thought that if I kept you satisfied then..."
"It takes at least two white bitches to keep Big Nig satisfied. Don't worry, baby, yo my favorite. Yo daughter, she is just like you, a born slut for a big black cock. Think how much happier she gonna be blacked at eighteen. Don't you wish you met Big Nig when you were eighteen?
"Yes," she hissed, staring at the giant black cock in her hand. She brought her lips back to the head.
"Let's move to the bed. Big Nig's ready to fuck."
Megan nodded and pushed herself up. She climbed onto the bed on all fours. Frank found himself staring at her rear end. Even from feet away, he could see how wet her pussy was. It was drooling in anticipation of getting Big Nig. She froze, looking over her shoulder at the big black man.
"On your back," he ordered. Megan nodded and rolled over on her back, automatically spreading her legs and raising her knees. Nigel kneeled on the bed and moved between her legs. He grabbed the base of his monster cock and bent it down, but stopped. He let go, the foot-long phallus rising above Megan's crotch, casting an ominous phallic shadow along her belly. "Get up, white boy."
Frank jumped, startled. "What?" he asked.
"I said, get up. Don't make me ask again."
Frank's fist was still wrapped around his penis. His little white boy penis had shriveled into his hand. He released it and stood, wiping his gooey hand on his thigh.
"C'mere."
Frank's pants were around his ankles causing him to waddle like a penguin towards their bed... his bed." He kicked them off, feeling like a fool as he almost tripped with the giant black man staring at him. Megan was staring with lust at Nigel and not paying him any attention. He stepped up to the bed, his eyes on the 12" dark penis, feeling his shriveled inferior penis trying to retreat into his scrotum. "What?" he asked.
"Grab my cock, white boy."
"What?" asked Frank again, startled.
"Put your hand on that nigga dick, boy," said Nigel.
Frank's hand sprang out, fingers reaching towards the thick shaft. The hand that had been so recently wrapped around his little white boy dick now closed around the massive black cock that Nigel called, Big Nig. "My god!" he gasped, feeling its girth. There was a large gap between his finger and thumb. His fist easily encircled his thin penis. He couldn't help himself and let his fist glide up the head. Not only was the thing thick and long, but it was also hard as a rock. "It's so big!"
"That's what a real man's cock feels like, cuck."
"Yes," said Frank, agreeing.
"He's so much bigger than you, Frank," said Megan staring at her husband's hand slowly stroking Big Nig. She turned to glance at Frank's crotch and stifled a laugh.
Frank's penis ached. He glanced down, surprised to see that his penis was sticking out again. It was as hard as it used to get twenty years ago. He suddenly regretted taking the penis pills.
"You wish you had a real man's cock, cuck?"
"Yes," said Frank, feeling his cheeks flushing.
"Well, you don't, white boy. You wanna see Big Nig fuck yo wife?"
"Yes," he squeaked.
"Ask me."
"Would you please fuck my wife?"
"Put it in for me, Frank," ordered Nigel.
Frank felt the sheer power of the massive cock as he tried to bend it down towards his wife's pussy. The similar-sized dildo had felt powerful to Frank, but this was the real thing. It was hot and throbbing, pulsing with life. Nigel pulled back so that the head of his cock moved closer to Frank's fist. He bent it down between Megan's thighs even as she raised her crotch towards it. Her pussy lips were red and soaked. Her clit was swollen and erect, also an angry red from extreme arousal.
Frank lined the purple-black end of Big Nig up with his wife's pussy. He felt the cock push through his grip until the head pressed against Megan's pussy lips. It pushed forwards, her pussy pushing inwards before expanding and engulfing the giant helmet head of Nigel's cock. Megan gasped and arched her back as she was penetrated by the large monstrosity. The head reemerged until the large flare of the glans pressed against Frank's index finger before it pushed forward again. This time penetrating deeper inside his wife. It emerged a final time before pushing back into Megan. Nigel's huge back cock slid back and forth easily in Frank's fist. With each piston, Frank's grip on it became more lubricated with his wife's arousal. She was gasping and moaning, loving the feel of the huge black cock. Frank turned his attention away from the huge cock and toward his wife's face. He'd never seen her look more aroused or more beautiful. She loved having the monster inside her.
Nigel's pubes pressed into the back of his fist forcing the top of his fist against Megan's pussy. He looked back towards her crotch to see that only his fist was preventing her from being fully penetrated by the huge black cock.
"Time to let go, white boy."
Frank nodded. He released his grip on Nigel's shaft. The last three inches of big black cock disappeared inside Megan. She cried out, her cum squirting out around the shaft, soaking Nigel's pubic hair and giant balls. It splattered on Frank's retreating hand.
Frank stepped back, never taking his eyes off the interracial couple. Nigel now slowly fucking her with half his shaft, his arms under her knees, raising her crotch even with his thrusting cock. Frank reached the chair and sat down on it, his hand finding his erect dick. It didn't need any lubrication; his fist was still dripping with Megan's arousal. He started jerking off again, cumming as his wife had a second orgasm.
Megan screamed again as she had her third. She arched her neck, hands grabbing the sheets on the bed and bunching them up inside her fist. Her mouth was open, her head thrashing back and forth. It almost seemed to Frank that the orgasm was so large, her body was trying to escape its intensity.
Nigel pulled his cock out, releasing her. Her ass bounced down on the bed. Her head was still thrashing, only slower now. Her chest was heaving as she caught her breath. Nigel's cock reared up above her belly. "Turn over," he ordered.
Megan quickly obeyed, rolling over and getting on all fours. She threw her head back as Nigel entered her from behind. He began a rhythmic fucking. Each time he buried his cock inside her, there was a noise.
Slap. Slap. Slap.
Megan groaned, throwing her hands out to brace herself, but the powerful thrusts kept pushing her forward. Her head fell to the mattress, ass still up. Her hands slid towards the head of the bed dislodging her pillow and revealing the black dildo.
Nigel chuckled. "Gimme that," he ordered.
Megan wrapped her hand around the shaft and reached behind her. Nigel took it from her. He held it up and examined it while continuing to fuck her. "What's this for? I not giving you enough cock?"
"For Unh when Unh You're Unh not Unh here UNH! Cumming." Megan cried out her joy into the bedspread.
"C'mere white boy," said Nigel. He grabbed Megan's hips and pulled her back. "Push yourself back up."
Frank approached the bed once again. He watched his wife weakly struggle back to all fours on the bed.
"Pick up the dildo," said Nigel. He'd dropped it beside Megan. Frank reached out and picked it up, looking up at Nigel. "Go around and make her suck it."
Frank complied. He shuffled forward. Megan looked dazedly at him. He held his arm out, the helmet head of the realistic black dildo towards her face. She turned and brought her lips to it, kissing the head before her lips parted and she began sucking the head of the plastic footlong shaft.
Frank stepped closer, bringing the base of the vibrator down to his crotch. He held the base, his other hand reaching out for his wife's head and pulling her forward trying to get her to suck his big black cock.
Nigel chuckled again, still slowly fucking Megan. "Slobber all over that cock, gurl," he said. She moaned, sucking faster and working saliva all over the plastic cock. "That's good. Bring it to me, cuck."
Frank stepped back. He watched the head of his "cock" exit Megan's mouth. The end was wet with her saliva. He stepped back towards Nigel and handed him the dildo.
Nigel promptly aimed it down and pushed the head up against her puckered little rosebud. Frank's eyes widened in surprise when he watched his wife's anus spread apart for the large invader. It went in easier than he would have thought. This wasn't her first time.
"One day I'm gonna bring one of my niggas over and get you double-blacked by two BBCs," said Nigel, working the dildo in and out of her ass. When about six inches was lodged in her ass. He released it and flipped the vibrate switch. Megan cried out with surprise and pleasure. "How'd you like to see your wife take on two maybe three black cocks, cuck?"
"YESSSS!!" cried Megan, having another orgasm
"No," said Frank, shaking his head in horror.
"NO?" asked Nigel. "Your little white boy dick says otherwise."
Frank looked down to see his penis was hard and sticking out again.
Nigel laughed. "Go sit down, white boy."
Frank shuffled back to his seat and sat down to watch. Nigel began fucking Megan again. He grabbed the dildo sticking out of her ass and used it like a saddle horn. At some point, Frank's hand found his dick and soon he was jerking off again.
"Here comes my nut, slut," grunted Nigel, still pulling on the dildo as he slammed his hips into her.
"Fill me up, stud," she whaled.
"NO!" cried Frank, in alarm, almost jumping out of his seat, but at that moment his little white boy penis decided to cum. "UNH!" he cried, sitting back down and wincing. His penis just drooled out of a few more drops of semen. He released it and his penis almost instantly turned limp. It was red from stroking it so much and his balls ached. "Megan?" he pleaded, but it was too late.
Nigel had already buried his cock and Megan was having another orgasm as he seeded her fertile womb with more cum than Frank could have imagined. Frank slid down in the chair in defeat. Her willingness to accept his seed suggested this wasn't the first time he'd seeded her unprotected pussy.
Nigel slowly withdrew Big Nig. The huge cock's exit was followed by a torrent of white semen pouring from Megan's pussy. The giant black man sighed contentedly and slid over to sit on the edge of the bed. Big Nig went from sticking straight out to drooping down over the edge of the bed.
"Enjoy the show, cuck?" asked Nigel. "Let me tell you how it's gonna be from now on. I'm the man of the house now and..."
"AAAARRGHHH!"
The two men jumped in surprise as Michelle burst into the room, raising the baseball bat above her head. Her face scrunched up with hate. "YOU BITCH!" she screamed, running towards her mother.
"MICHELLE!" cried Frank in alarm, trying to rise, but he needn't have bothered.
Nigel rose and caught the end of the descending baseball bat in his hand, yanking it out of Michelle's grasp. He twisted her arm behind her back and stood up behind her, wrapping his massive arm around her neck.
Megan was still on the bed, head on the mattress, ass up in the air. She slowly turned her head. "I'm sorry, Shelly," she moaned, weakly trying to push herself up.
"You fucking bitch," sobbed Michelle, softer this time. Tears running down her cheeks. "You do steal my boyfriends."
"I couldn't resist him, Shelly."
"I hate you!"
"Fuck this shit," grunted Nigel. He released her arm but kept her in a loose chokehold. She'd changed after swim practice, wearing her favorite torn jeans and another halter that Frank found too revealing. Nigel's hand slid up under the halter and skillfully undid the hook in her bra. His beefy hand squeezed her tit, fingers pinching and pulling out one nipple. Michelle moaned, turning from angry to aroused in an instant. The black hand slid down her belly to her jeans and fumbled to unbutton them. "Your mom and I are sick and tired of your attitude, little lady," he said.
Frank watched in disbelief as the black man stripped his daughter down to just her panty. He pulled her down so that she was leaning over his lap, ass up. Nigel raised his hand and slapped it down hard on Michelle's panty-covered ass.
"FUCK!" she squealed, struggling slightly. Her head was raised, eyes wide in surprise. Frank and Megan didn't believe in discipline through pain and had never spanked their daughter. This also wasn't the playful sex slap; Frank had witnessed Nigel giving her earlier. This was a punishment spanking. "What the fuck?" she cried again.



"You answer me, yes daddy, white girl," grunted Nigel, spanking her again.
"OW FUCK!" She squealed.
"What?"
"Yes Daddy," she said quickly.
"Stop disrespecting yo momma," he said.
SPANK!
"Aah! Yes, Daddy!"
"My house, my rules."
SPANK!
"Yes, Daddy," she whimpered, tears running down her cheeks.
"You do what I tell ya."
SPANK!
"Yes, Daddy," she sobbed.
"You gonna be good from now on?"
SPANK!
"Yes, daddy."
"Good." Nigel slipped his hand under her panty. "Don't want to see nuthin happen to this fine white ass. This ass is a money maker." He massaged and squeezed her reddening butt cheeks.
"Yes, daddy." Her voice was soft, barely audible.
Nigel slid two of his meaty fingers between her ass cheeks and down between her thighs. Michelle let out a sudden gasp. "Looks like someone sprung a leak," said Nigel. Frank watched his daughter squirm on the black man's lap, raising her rear end into his fingers. "Does getting disciplined turn ya on, white girl?"
"Yes, Daddy," she whined, "And spanking me must turn you on, Daddy. I can feel Big Nig rubbing my belly."
"He doesn't stay down much around you Mulvaney women. Let's go to your room, baby girl."
"Yes, Daddy," she said enthusiastically. Michelle pushed herself off Nigel's lap. Frank watched Big Nig fly up between the black man's legs, rock hard again.
Nigel stood up off the bed. "Apologize to yo momma, white girl."
"Yes, Daddy," said Michelle, casting her eyes down to the floor. "I'm sorry, mom," she said.
"I'm sorry too, Shelly," said Megan, rolling over on her back.
Frank cupped his hands over his genitals so his daughter couldn't see his penis, but she didn't even glance at him. She kept her head down as Nigel led her out of the room. He stopped and looked over at Frank. "You can stay with yo wife tonight while I'm fuckin yo daughter." He nodded towards Megan. "Go ahead and clean her pussy. Cucks like sucking up a real man's seed from their wives' pussies." Nigel left, leading Michelle to her bedroom, and grabbing the phone that had recorded everything as he left.
Frank glanced over at his wife. She dropped one leg off the bed and raised her other, displaying her cum filled pussy to him. It was still dribbling a stream of semen. "It's good, Frank. You'll like it," she said. "I love the taste."
It didn't look good.
Megan's pussy was beautiful. The prettiest pussy he'd ever seen, but not now. Her lips were spread open, red and well-fucked, leaking another man's semen, and her thighs were caked with dried flakes of cum. He looked away, eyes falling on the baseball bat on the floor. For a brief moment, he thought about grabbing it and going after the black man, but he didn't.
Frank stood. He pulled his pants up. "Goodbye Megan. I'll always love you." He turned and left.
"Goodbye Frank," she replied.
He had several weeks' worth of clothes in the car from his business trip. He could come back later and get more of his stuff.
Frank froze in horror as he passed his daughter's room. They'd left the door open. Nigel was sitting on the bed and Michelle was riding him reverse cowgirl. Her gorgeous naked body, the spitting image of her mothers at that age was facing him. Nigel's large hands were squeezing her breasts, pulling and pinching her nipples. Her splayed open pussy was rising and falling over the girthy black shaft, getting closer and closer to his dangerous sperm-filled black testicles. Nigel was kissing her neck, but his dark eyes were staring at Frank.
"Baby girl, we gonna turn this into a nigga orgy house," he told her while staring at Frank. You gonna get all the black cock you want. You and your cheerleader friends are gonna keep my niggas well-satisfied.
"Yes, Daddy," she moaned, rising and falling on the giant cock.
Frank turned and left, staring like a zombie as he headed for the steps. If it had just been his wife, he might have stayed. Watching Megan and Nigel fuck had been one of the most erotic things he'd ever seen, better than any porno, but so had seen his daughter with Nigel and that was too much to take. That was something he never wanted to see again. He would get to watch his wife and Nigel again, watch them a lot.
Megan's OnlyFans went live a few weeks later. Frank joined. Michelle started hers too and so did Nigel under the name BigNig. They posted a sex video online almost nightly and daily Frank watched her numbers climb. On the fifth night, Megan took on two new black men whom he vaguely recognized as being in Michelle's class. Both were hung like horses and seemed to be living out a fantasy fucking Megan Mulvaney. They were over-eager and didn't last long, but recovered quickly and the movie went on for an hour. This wasn't a webcam video either, but an actual video with Nigel filming, his voice giving them directions. Her membership numbers continued to climb.
Soon, Megan could no longer take Big Nig in its entirety and her middle began to fill out. Frank attended Michelle's graduation and her belly was starting to bulge like her mother's. She wasn't hiding it either. Her graduation gown was open and she was wearing one of her skimpy halters showing off her bulging belly like she was proud of it. She wasn't the only cheerleader showing off a growing belly either.
Frank went to move some more things out of his house. Megan and Michelle were in the yard doing yoga. Both their bellies were huge now, ready to pop at any moment. If he knew his wife, she wasn't about to let another pregnancy ruin her figure or Michelle's either. They were fighting to stay in shape, rubbing cream onto their stretch marks, eating right, whatever it took. Megan's tits had grown even bigger and Michelle's were now as big as her mom's. Michelle waved when she saw him.
Frank waved back, feeling suddenly depressed. A part of him had still been in denial, believing Megan might come to her senses and reunite her family, but he knew when he saw her pregnant belly that it was over for good.
Somehow, post-pregnancy, Megan looked even more beautiful fucking Nigel. Her tits were almost obscenely large. Her areola had spread and her nipples were even thicker. They squirted too when Nigel squeezed them and had a tendency to squirt milk every time she orgasmed. She was the number one video on Pornhub under lactating women and its popularity was leading more people to her OnlyFans. Frank did the math in his head. His wife was now making more than he was and that didn't include what Michelle and Nigel's OnlyFans were bringing in.
The baby caused Michelle to delay going to college for a year, but she did go to college. Michelle had wanted to be a teacher or nurse, but now she was taking acting and film editing classes. Frank helped her move into her dorm. He stayed the night in a motel near the college and near a strip club called Naughty Pleasures. Frank walked over and had a few beers watching the dancers. He even paid for a lap dance from a gorgeous redhead. Clubs near colleges tended to feature beautiful young women paying their way through school stripping and Naughty Pleasures did not disappoint. He walked back to his motel with an erection from the lap dance but found himself opening his laptop and jerking off to one of Megan's videos. This one started with her sucking one of her frequent partners Duane with Nigel fucking her from behind but changed to her riding Nigel while Duane fucked her ass. This was one of Frank's favorites and another where someone had filmed them.
He returned three months later for a parent's night, meeting Megan while Nigel went off, wandering around the campus. The three of them had dinner together and Frank found himself struggling not to cry, it felt so much like old times and nothing was wrong. Until Megan pulled out the divorce papers. She wanted the house and half their life savings. He refused to sign until he found a good lawyer.
Frank went back to Naughty Pleasures hoping to take his mind off things and was thrilled when the first dancer was the hot redhead that he'd paid for a lap dance last time. He'd wait for her to make the rounds and ask for another, but then the DJ announced "Shelly" and Frank watched his daughter come out on stage. The crowd went nuts as she was a favorite. He wasn't too surprised; stripping was tame compared to the sex videos she was posting online. He wasn't a member of her OnlyFans, but she occasionally appeared in one of her mom's movies. There was one with both Megan and Michelle on their knees side by side getting fucked doggy style while they stared at the camera and one where they were kneeling side by side heads turned and sucking a big black cock, neither was Big Nig. He sighed and stood to leave, but felt a strong hand on his shoulder push him back down.
"What's the rush, white boy," said Nigel. The black man took the seat beside him. "The show is about to get better."
"Now normally we don't allow amateurs onstage," announced the DJ, "but when Shelly's mom told us she wanted to give dancing a try, we couldn't say no. Let's hear it for Megan the MILF!"
The crowd went nuts as Guns N' Roses, Sweet Child O'Mine started playing and Megan came out. The bikini-clad mother and daughter hugged in the center stage before moving to opposite stripper polls.
"She has been practicing at home," said Nigel proudly.
Frank stared in awe as Megan and Michelle lost their bikini tops, both mother and daughter were so beautiful. They were smiling, enjoying the attention, and seemed truly happy in their new lives as strippers and porn stars. Their panties came off when Warrant's Cherry Pie started playing.
"Sign the papers, white boy," said Nigel.
"I won't," he replied, watching Megan lean over on the pole and thrust her ass out towards the men crowding the stage. Bordering on turning forty, she was getting more male attention than her twenty-year-old daughter, but it was close. Men were throwing money at both of them. "You see Nigel, I donated to Judge Robertson's campaign. Patricia is one of those "family values" fundamentalists who like to come down hard on adulterers. I believe she's a little racist too. She's very hard on black unwed mothers and deadbeat dads. She's not going to take kindly to a good Christian wife cheating on her husband with a black man and getting knocked up by him. I want all my money and half my house after we sell it."
Nigel slid his phone over and hit play on the screen. The color drained from Frank's face as he saw himself holding Nigel's black cock and asking the black man to fuck his wife. "I doubt a Judge like that would look favorably on a husband asking a black man to fuck his wife either," said Nigel.
Megan and Michelle gathered up their money and left the stage. They returned, once again in their bikinis a few minutes later to work the crowd. Michelle was immediately hit up for a lap dance and left with the man. Men tried to stop Megan, but she headed straight for their table. "Well, how'd I do?" she asked.
"You were fantastic, babe," replied the black man, wrapping his arms around her and giving her a possessive kiss.
"Frank?"
"You looked great, Megan," he said. "Like a pro."
She beamed at his compliment.
"Frank was just telling me he agreed to sign the papers," said Nigel.
"You did? That's great!" Megan leaned over and hugged her soon-to-be ex-husband.
Nigel pulled out the papers from a pocket inside his coat and set them in front of Frank, tossing a pen on top of the pile. Frank looked down at them, hesitating only for a moment before picking up the pen and signing over the last twenty years of his life to his now ex-wife.
"Hi Daddy," said Michelle, coming up to the table. The redheaded stripper was with her.
"Hi, pumpkin..." Frank let it trail off when he realized Michelle was talking to Nigel.
"This is Scarlet," went on Michelle. "Scarlet, this is my boyfriend, Jeff."
Nigel stood up straight, eyes scanning Scarlet's great body up and down. Scarlet was returning the gaze, eyes finally settling on the large tubular bulge under Nigel's pants. "So you interested in working for me?" said Nigel.
"Yeah, I'm interested," said Scarlet, nodding her head while staring at Nigel's crotch. "My boyfriend and I made some videos, but we never shared them. And if what Shelly told me about the Big Wig is true, I'm a little nervous."
"It's Big Nig." Nigel pulled a twenty out and handed it to the girl. "How about a lap dance and you can see it for yourself?" he said with a smirk. They got up to go to the private room. Nigel paused. "Megan, why don't you give your ex here a dance as thanks for signing the papers?"
"Of course, Daddy," she replied. "That is if you want one Frank?"
"Yeah, I want one," said Frank. He got up and they followed Nigel and Scarlet to the backroom past a mean-looking muscular bouncer that wasn't half as big as Nigel.
"Can I touch?" he asked, sitting in a chair.
"Sure," said Megan, untying her bikini top. It fell off and Megan began shaking her boobs in his face.
"OHMYGOD!" cried Scarlet from the next room.
Frank sighed, feeling his dick stir. This was the last time he'd ever get this close to his wife's magnificent body. The last time, he'd ever get to touch her. He caressed her breasts. Having a second child hadn't ruined them at all. They were still proud, firm, and gravity-defying. Her areolae were larger and her nipples were a little thicker. She turned, rubbing her ass in his lap as he pulled at the strings holding her panty on. Her ass was still well-rounded and firm. Her thighs and legs might have been even fitter.
Frank tried not to cry as he rubbed his hands over his wife's body. "Megan, what happened?"
She turned around, straddling his lap. She humped her beautiful pussy over the small bulge in his pants. "What do you mean?"
"How'd you end up with Nigel?"
"IT'S SOOO BIGGG!!!"
Megan glanced towards the next room with a sad smile on her face before turning her attention back to Frank. "Well, it all started when I grounded Michelle and made her sleep in my room. She'd set up a rendezvous with Jeff and he climbed up the old oak tree, slipping in through the window...
Frank listened raptly to his wife's story. She hadn't knowingly cheated until it was too late to stop. It had all been an accident. He didn't know who to blame, Megan, Michelle, Nigel, or the stupid oak tree.
Afterward, Megan sat down in his lap and gave him a passionate kiss. "Goodbye Frank," she told him, breaking the kiss.
"Goodbye Megan," he replied.
She got up and picked up the bikini. He followed her out of the room. His daughter wasn't at the table. She was standing naked with several college-age guys, working the room. A minute later she was leading one to the lap dance rooms. Nigel and Scarlet passed them.
"When do we start, Daddy?" asked Scarlet.
"Tonight, in your dorm room," he said. "I'll be late getting back to our hotel room." He told Megan. "We'll head home sometime tomorrow." Megan nodded.
"If you don't mind?" asked Frank. "I'll swing by the house and pick up the last of my stuff in the morning." They agreed and he turned to leave.
That night, in his room, he jerked off to the memory of Megan's goodbye kiss while sitting nude in his lap and not to one of her porn movies online.
**********
Frank had already moved most of his stuff out or at least everything of his that he needed. He walked through the house one last time, his brain bringing up happy memories from each room. He paused at Michelle's door, opening it. A tear ran down his cheek. It still looked like a young girl's room, pink with posters on the wall, and her teddy bear on the bed. His gaze rose, looking out the window at the sturdy branch of the oak. She'd snuck in and out of the house through that window many times and that branch had allowed Nigel to sneak into bed with his wife. Frank's brow furrowed and he slowly closed the door. He left the house and walked to the garage for a few more things. He retrieved his golf clubs and threw them in the back of the car.
Frank stood beside his car and stared at his house for the last time. The oak rose proudly beside his house, and the shadow of the big tree was reaching towards him, getting closer as the shadow lengthened as the sun went down.
Instead, of getting in his car, Frank turned and walked back into the garage. He took his safety glasses off his tool rack and grabbed his chainsaw. He checked that it had gas.
Frank pulled the string starting the chainsaw as he walked towards the tree.
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Bare Betrayal
Copyright 2024 by Stormbringer
"And the Kansas City Chiefs win the Super Bowl!"
George raised the remote and turned the volume down.
"Fuck!" said Grace.
George Grayson snorted. His wife rarely cursed. "Shouldn't have bet against the Chiefs," he said, shaking his head.
"Ugh! I can't stand Mahomes," she replied.
"You bet on the Chiefs last year," said George. He was an Eagles fan and lost their Super Bowl bet last year.
"He was less black than the Eagles quarterback," she muttered. "I never bet on the black quarterback."
"Always bet on the black guy," said George. He was from the Philadelphia area and went to a school with a very diverse population. Grace, on the other hand, was from Montana, the state with the most hate groups and only about 5000 black residents. Her father was even in an Active Club white supremacist group and her grandfather had been in the KKK. Grace had warned him about her father the first time they met. Grace's dad was a giant bald man with muscular arms covered in tattoos including at least two swastikas. He was wearing a "White Lives Matter" T-shirt when they first shook hands. He did mixed martial arts and insisted on taking George shooting when he found out George had never fired a gun. George deeply suspected his father-in-law considered him some sort of sissy boy unworthy of his daughter.
Grace disavowed her father's more extremist beliefs and was becoming more open-minded since they'd met in college, gotten married, and moved to the much more diverse California. Still, she had some residual racism and didn't think the races should mix. George had introduced her to porn and had started picking ones with some black actors to get her to loosen up, but the moment they showed up, she insisted they turn it off or rolled over and lost interest
"Do you want me to go put it on?" she asked, dejectedly.
"Sure," he replied. "it's on the bed."
Grace was wearing tight jeans and a Peyton Manning jersey. She was a Broncos fan though currently boycotting them because her team had the same issues the Chiefs and the Eagles had, namely black quarterbacks. She reluctantly got off the couch and slinked her way into the bedroom. She was expecting to see the Eagle's cheerleading uniform laying out for her. He'd had it ready for her last year when the Eagles won. Only, they hadn't. Instead, Grace had made her husband dress in the cheerleader outfit to their favorite sports bar. The uniform wasn't there. Instead, there was a tiny Eagles-themed string bikini and an Eagles halter top. She pulled off her jersey and wiggled her way out of the jeans. She quickly put the bikini on, smiling. This wasn't so bad. George would find it sexy as hell and be up for a little fun in the bedroom tonight. She was horny herself. Their work schedules were conflicting and they hadn't had sex in over a month. Worse, George was working overtime, late nights, and harder than ever to avoid the layoffs sweeping his industry. The stress was affecting his performance in the bedroom. When they did get together his dick was either limp or he came too quickly. Not good for a man in his mid-twenties. Grace was seriously considering getting a dildo to take care of her needs, but so far hadn't taken that step.
She pulled the halter top on and walked back out into the living room.
George's jaw dropped. "You have no idea how sexy you look right now," he told her.
"I have a pretty good idea," she replied smiling. Grace was too gorgeous to be humble. She turned around for him to show him her panty-covered ass. She had a firm well-rounded rear end. It was a perfect fit moon-shaped ass, but still her third-best feature. Her large breasts and beautiful face garnered her the most attention. "You like?"
"Me like," said George. "Let's see the bikini
Grace grabbed the hem of the halter and pulled it over her head. George whistled. Grace posed for him and gave him her best beauty pageant smile. She'd been Miss Sugar Beet, Miss Big Sky Country, and Miss Teen Montana. She knew what she was doing when she posed.
"Now let's see you out of the bikini."
Grace's blonde eyebrows shot up. "What? So soon? I figured you'd have me wearing it all over the house for the bet."
"Who said this was part of the bet," he smirked at her.
"Damn," she muttered. She'd just assumed this was her punishment. He'd set her up with the bikini. Grace double-dropped the bikini. She pulled the string behind her neck and one at her hip at the same time. She yanked on the string behind her back as her panty slid down her leg.
"Fuck, they grow them big in Montana," grunted George, staring at his wife. Grace was a natural blonde with bright green eyes. Her tits were huge and perfect. Even as he stared, her nipples were starting to pop out. Exposing herself was arousing her. He noticed a long time ago that Grace seemed to respond to male attention. Her nipples hardened when any male commented on her looks. They were a rosy pink, thick and elongated when they hardened like they were trying to pull her puffy areola off her breasts. She was trim and athletic with long legs and a flat belly. She trimmed her pubes into a blonde strip. "I can't believe you haven't been discovered yet," he said. Of course, Grace wanted to be an actress and was biding her time waitressing in a high-end restaurant. Her good looks and cheerfulness made her a lot in tips and she did quite well. "Or approached by a porn producer," he added.
"Who says I haven't," she replied with a smirk.
"Seriously?" he asked in disbelief. He was always commenting that her body was built for porn. Actresses spent a fortune to have a body as good as Grace's.
Grace nodded. "Several times. I have a business card in my purse."
"Wow!"
"Is that what you want George?" she asked. Grace straddled his lap. "A porn star for a wife." She felt him harden beneath his trousers. Grace leaned in and kissed him passionately. She was finally going to get laid tonight and it felt like George was up for it. "Is it?" she asked, breaking the kiss.
"No," he answered, raising his hands to fondle her huge tits. They were an E-cup and way big for her build. "But it sure is hot to think about. I wouldn't mind seeing some sexy nudes of you. Wouldn't be bad for your portfolio?"
"No," she answered, grinding her crotch into his jeans. "I don't want to be typecast as a stripper if I do break into the biz."
"What about we make a movie for us?"
"You're not filming us having sex, George," she said, kissing him and grinding her increasingly needy pussy into his crotch. "And stop asking." She didn't hate the idea, but was afraid of being hacked and their movie ending up on the internet. Especially, if she ever became famous.
"Waste of that porn star body not being on film. Maybe If I win the bet next year?" said George.
"And what do you want this year," she said, kissing him again. "I might just be up for anything."
"Good," said George, slapping her ass. "Get up."
Grace mewled but stood up. The terms of the bet were that the loser had to do anything the spouse asked within reason. "Well, hurry up. Your wife is horny."
George was horny too and seeing her standing in front of him nude had him considering calling the whole thing off. "Go get your phone."
Grace frowned. She turned, feeling his eyes on her ass and giving it some extra sway for his benefit. Her phone was in her jeans. She retrieved it and returned to her husband. "You're not taking nude pics of me. I can't risk being hacked. They could end up hurting my career if I ever have a career."
"Nude pics of you wouldn't hurt your career. Now go get your car keys."
Grace frowned again. Her brow furrowed as she tried to figure out what George had in mind. He was out to get even for her making him wear the cheerleading outfit in front of all their friends. Her keys were hanging from a hook on the door to the garage. She returned holding her phone in one hand and her keys in her other. "What do I need my keys for?"
"To start your car."
"And why do I need to start my car, smartass?"
"As the winner of the bet, I'm ordering you to drive up to Griffith Observatory exactly as you are now and to prove you did it, I want you to take a picture of the HOLLYWOOD sign."
"You mean... nude?" she asked. Wrinkles appeared on her forehead and her brow furrowed.
"Thems the terms woman, now be off with you."
"No way. I'll wear the bikini and that's bad enough."
"Nope. Those aren't my terms."
"What if someone sees me?" Her eyes widened and her eyebrows shot up, not quite believing he was serious about this.
"That's the beauty of it, honey. It's Super Bowl Sunday--everyone's home. The roads will be empty. You can probably get there and back without passing another car, but I'd hurry before the parties start breaking up."
"George, please? How about I do it in the bikini and when I come back, I'll give you a blow job?" She crinkled her nose at the thought of putting his penis in her mouth. She did it for him on their honeymoon and his birthday. She'd also sucked off a previous boyfriend who hadn't warned her and he'd cum in her mouth. She still remembered the horrible taste.
"Nude, but you've given me an idea. If you're not back by eleven, you will owe me a blow job at the time and place of my choosing at some point this year."
Grace started to complain again but decided it was safer to stay silent. "You're really mad about the cheerleading thing last year, aren't you?"
"You have no idea. Tick tock, honey." He raised his wrist and tapped his watch.
"Hmpph," she grunted, spinning on her bare heel and heading for the garage. George followed. Her car was in the garage. The door was closed so no one on the street could see her get in naked. She opened the door and slid in. "The seat's sticking to my skin," she complained. "Can I get a towel?"
"Tick tock."
"You will regret this George Herbert Grayson Jr. You better hope I don't win the bet next year."
George hit the garage door opener and Grace closed the car door. As he predicted, the street was empty. The clock on the dash showed that she had plenty of time to make the 11 pm deadline so she wasn't too worried about owing him a blow job. She pulled forward.
"I'll listen for the garage door," he yelled, hitting the button. The garage door slowly lowered as she pulled out of their driveway and onto the street.
**********
George was right. The streets were empty. All their neighbors were still up. She could see them in their living rooms, still sitting around big screen TVs. An older woman was walking her dog at the intersection. The woman gave her a wave. The interior of her car was dark and no one could see her. The side windows were even tinted. Honestly, she should be pretty safe.
Someone was leaving a party a couple of blocks away. She slowed, letting him pull out in front of her. She didn't want him behind her with his headlights shining on her car. This wasn't so bad. Her nipples were hard as they ever got and her pussy was leaking on her car seat. She wondered if George had planned this to make her horny. He knew she got turned on exposing herself. She got aroused the first time she walked out on stage in a bikini at the Miss Sugar Beet beauty pageant. Her nipples hardened every time she was on stage with all those eyes staring at her.
By the time she was nearing the Hollywood Hills, she was squirming in her seat with arousal. So far, so good. She was almost to the observatory, halfway through the bet, and had no problems. She turned into the observatory. There was a gate, but it was open. A sign did warn visitors that the site was closed after dusk. There were probably security cameras near the building, but nothing in the parking lot. She parked and opened her car door, grabbing her phone. Her bare feet stepped lightly on the pavement. There was some gravel, but it didn't dig into her feet too much. The view was amazing from up here. They often hiked up to the observatory, but never at night. The city was lit up and so was the Hollywood sign. She raised her phone and snapped a picture of it. Grace checked the picture, satisfied it would be good enough for George.
Strangely, Grace didn't turn and run for her car. She stood still for a moment, closing her eyes, and letting the cool night air caress her nude body. Her heavy breasts rose as she filled her lungs with the fresh night air of the hills. The cool air was making her nipples ache they were so erect. She could feel her arousal running down her inner thighs. She was going to jump her fucking husband when she got home and if he didn't deliver, she was going to order that dildo she'd been considering.
Grace spun around and made a beeline for her car. She was almost there when she heard the crinkling of gravel on the pavement. The noise grew louder as it approached. She looked up in alarm.
Grace Grayson felt like the proverbial deer, freezing in horror as the approaching car suddenly turned on its headlights, illuminating her nude body and making her look away as a spotlight from the driver's window illuminated her even more.
Just as she was coming out of her shock and ready to jump in her car, red and blue flashing lights lit up the top of the car and she heard the "whoop whoop" alert on the police car.
"FREEZE!" said a deep voice through the car's speaker.
**********
Oh no, oh no, oh no," she thought. Grace stood up straight, holding one arm across her breasts to cover her nipples and another over her thin blonde pubic strip.
"Hands in the air!"
Shit! She uncovered her body and raised her hands fully exposing herself to the police officer. He climbed out of the car standing in the lights so that all she could see was a dark silhouette. "Officer, I can explain," she squealed.
"Place your hands behind your head," he ordered. His voice was a deep baritone. "I'll need your license and registration, ma'am," he said.
"I... I don't have my license on me at the moment," she replied. She didn't have anything on her at the moment. "My registration is in the glove compartment."
"Is your license in the car also?"
"Ah... no, it's in my clothes."
"And your clothes aren't in the car?"
"N-no, sir."
"May I have your permission to retrieve your registration from the vehicle?"
"Yes, sir."
The cop stepped out of the light, raising his flashlight. He waved it around, illuminating the interior of her car. He moved around behind her. She heard the door open. "Are you Grace Grayson?"
"Yes, sir."
He moved around back into the light. "And without your I.D. how do I know you're Grace Grayson?"
"I don't... we can call my husband?" she asked hopefully.
Grace lowered the hand holding her phone. "I SAID HANDS BEHIND YOUR HEAD!" he barked, his hand lowering to his firearm. She jerked her hand back. "What's your address?" he asked.
Grace felt her breasts heaving as she gasped for air. He'd scared her so much; that she could feel her heart pounding in her chest. The pulse was even echoing in her ears. She tried not to shake and almost felt like she was having a panic attack. Grace recited her address for the officer.
"And do you know all six digits on your plate?"
He was trying to catch her in a lie. "It's a vanity tag. BLONDIE." Her dad had always called her Blondie. "B... L..."
"That's enough, Mrs. Grayson. I'm satisfied you're who you say you are. I'm Officer Johnson." He stepped closer. She still couldn't see any details, just a dark outline of a very big man. Grace was tall at 5'11", two inches taller than George. The policeman was at least 6'4", maybe 6'5", with very broad shoulders and a wide barrel chest. Part of it was his vest and gear, but most of it was a big, muscular man. "Are you in any state of distress, ma'am?"
"No, sir."
"You're not in a bad situation, fleeing an assault or anything?"
"No, sir. My husband..."
"Do you feel safe at home?"
"No, sir... I mean yes sir. I lost a Superbowl bet with my husband."
"Continue."
"I had to drive here without any clothes and take a picture of the Hollywood sign to prove I did it."
"What kind of a husband would make his wife do that?"
"One that wanted revenge for what his wife made him do after he lost last year's bet."
"I see. Let me go run your name."
"Can I lower my hands?"
"Not yet. I enjoy the view up here." He turned and entered his squad car.
"Damn you, George," she mumbled, shivering slightly in the cool night air. The temperature was raising goosebumps on her areola. Her nipples were still sticking out like little rockets. They were between a quarter and half an inch long when erect and hard to hide beneath clothing. Her wet inner thighs were cold too only kept warm by fresh waves of arousal leaking from her pussy. Her chest and cheeks felt warm as they became flushed with shame as she realized being exposed in front of the powerful stranger was turning her on. "Damn you, George," she mumbled again.
Grace kept her head turned away from the blinding spotlight as the cop exited his car. "Well Mrs. Grayson, everything seems to check out."
"Can I go then?"
"Not yet ma'am. You're still guilty of indecent exposure. You're willfully and lewdly exposing yourself in a public place. That could get you six months in jail and a $1000 fine under California law."
The flush quickly drained from her cheeks as they turned pale and she realized how much trouble she might be in.
"Throw in the trespassing charge and the indecent exposure charge may be upped to a felony. That's up to three years imprisonment and a $10,000 fine."
"No," she gasped. Her legs went weak and she almost fell.
"It's your first offense, ma'am. I'm sure the judge will be lenient. Turn around and lean against the car, legs spread."
"This can't be happening," she gasped. She bent down over her car's hood. The whole ordeal had been going on so long, her hood was cool. She pushed herself off the hood to keep her nipples from pressing into the hard metal.
"Relax, Mrs. Grayson," he assured her, walking up behind her. "I haven't decided to ticket you yet."
"You mean, you might let me go?" she asked hopefully.
"I might, but I gotta search you for drugs first." His strong hands grabbed her head, kneading her scalp and running through her long blonde hair. They slid down over her neck and shoulders. He reached around and grabbed her breasts. She stared down at the huge manly hands squeezing and needing her breasts. They felt hard and calloused even though he was wearing dark gloves. "Is... that... necessary?" she gasped.
"Yes, ma'am." She could feel his hot breath against her neck. "Dayumn, Mrs. Grayson. These titties are real."
"Yessss," she hissed, suppressing a moan as his fingers roughly pinched her erect nipples. He gave her nipples a little tug before moving his hands down over her ribs. "Off... Officer, I'm not wearing any clothes."
"I can see that, Mrs. Grayson." His hands moved over her hips.
"There's no place to hide drugs."
"I'm going to need to do a cavity search, ma'am."
"NO!" Grace pushed herself up and tried to pull away, almost about to crawl across her hood.
He grabbed her hips and held her in place. "Calm down, ma'am or I'll add resisting arrest to your charges. You've been agreeable so far, keep being agreeable and I'll let you go."
"Oh god," she groaned.
The policeman kneeled behind her, his rough hands caressing and kneading her ass. "Your ass is as great as your tits, Mrs. Grayson." Grace mewled.
SPANK!
She jerked as his palm came down on her right cheek. "Thank a man when he compliments your body."
"T-thank you, sir."
"You got a beautiful pussy too."
She felt a tap on her right cheek. "Thank you, officer," she said, quickly, not wanting him to spank her again.
"That's better. Did you spill something in your lap, Ma'am? Your inner thighs are all wet." He wiggled his hand between her thighs until she spread her legs wider.



"No, sir," she said, glad the officer couldn't see how red her cheeks were.
"I don't see the need for any lube for the cavity search, do you?" His index finger was running along her strip of blonde pubic hair.
"No, sir. I mean yes, sir. I think we need more lube." She didn't want him sticking his finger in her without lubrication.
"You look plenty wet to me, Mrs. Grayson, but suit yourself. Let me know when you think you're lubricated enough for your cavity search."
"AWWWFICER!" she squealed as his tongue licked up along her slit. "OH!" she gasped. "OH! OH!" His tongue was wiggling in between the folds of her pussy. George liked to do this about as much as she liked to suck his dick. The few times her husband had gone down on her, she found she quite enjoyed it even if he didn't know what he was doing. Officer Johnson, on the other hand, did know what he was doing and he was licking her pussy with gusto. His tongue was expertly sliding along her slit, down to twirl over her clit and up high enough it slid over her anus. Licking her asshole didn't seem to bother him. He buried his face between the crack of her ass, bobbing his head and tongue fucking her. "Oh fuck," she groaned. If she didn't stop him, the pig was going to get her off. "Stop! Please stop," she gasped.
"You..." His tongue licked up her slit. "Think..." His tongue pushed against her anus. "Your..." His tongue slid down her slit. "lubricated enough, Mrs. Grayson?" He pressed his lips against her slit and gave her pussy a kiss.
"YESSSS," she gasped. "I'm good."
"Prepare for the cavity search then."
"Oh god!" His finger slid down her blonde landing strip and up her slit. It began pushing into her pussy. Her lips spread open around the large index finger. His finger felt as big as George's penis. He worked the end around a few times letting it become well lubricated and then buried it in up to the knuckle.
"Aaah!" she jerked against the car hood. "Weeee gooood?"
"Sorry, Mrs. Grayson. I need to work it around a little more." The cop wiggled his finger inside her before slowly starting to pull out.
Grace squeezed her eyes shut, trying to will herself not to cum as much as she needed an orgasm at that moment while at the same time her body was pushing back into the retreating finger wanting to get off. He wasn't pulling out, he was adding another finger. His index and middle fingers pushed into her. Combined, his two fingers were way bigger than George's dick. He worked them in and out a few times and Grace couldn't hold back any longer. "UNNNHHH!!" Her pussy came hard over the thrusting fingers. Her fingers tried to claw into the hood of her car. She found her ass rising into the thrusts of the cop's two beefy fingers, fucking him back. She collapsed on the hood of her car. "Satisfied?" she asked, gasping for breath. That orgasm had been too big for her to have any regrets.
"Are you, Mrs. Johnson?"
"Uh-huh," she said.
He gave her pussy another kiss before standing up behind her. He placed one hand on the small of her back, holding her down. "I'm not quite satisfied you're clean, Mrs. Johnson," he said.
"What are you doing?"
"I've decided you need a deeper cavity search, ma'am."
"Oh no," she moaned.
"Just relax ma'am. I'm a professional"
Something knobby and hard pushed against her pussy lips, pushing them in until they began to open and spread around the giant knob. He worked it around, letting her soaking wet pussy lubricate the tip before working it deeper. Her pussy slowly stretched open like never before for the thick object. Her brain envisioned him standing behind her working his baton into her, but both his hands were on her hips. "What..." she gasped. "What are you doing?"
"Giving you a deep cavity search, ma'am. Trust me, you'll love it."
"Ohmygod," she gasped as the thick object pushed in deeper than George had ever been and was soon past where the tips of the policeman's fingers had been. "What the fuck is that thing?" she asked in disbelief.
"This thing?" he asked, clenching her hips and making the huge object flex. "That's just Officer Johnson Junior. You be good to Officer Johnson Jr. and he'll be good to you, ma'am. He knows what he's doing."
"It's so big," she gasped unbelievingly. "No way. There's no way. Too big. So big," she was babbling at what felt like a huge penis pushed deeper and deeper into her. The cop must have been using a strap-on dildo or something. Her pussy was contracting all over the huge life-like invader. Little tremors of pleasure were pulsing out from her womb, slowly building into another massive orgasm. Whatever the fuck the thing was, she wanted one for herself. "There's no way that's your penis. It's too big!"
The cop squeezed her hips, pulled back, and slammed forward. "You're right ma'am." He pulled back and slammed forward again. The golf-ball-sized end was pressing against nerve endings she didn't know she had. "That ain't a penis." A pair of giant testicles slapped against her thigh. "That's a big..." Another thrust and hard smack against her back thighs. "Black..." Thrust and smack. "COCK"
Noooo! She silently screamed. Her eyes widened in horror even as her orgasmic damn broke. Officer Johnson fell over her as his big black cock went balls deep. His hands slammed down on the car hood covering her hands. She glanced at them just before her eyes were rolling up in her head. He wasn't wearing dark gloves at all. Huge bare black hands were covering her little white ones. Her pussy was expanding and contracting around what had to have been a penis... a cock at least a foot long. Her pussy was squeezing every square inch of the shaft even as waves of pleasure radiated out from her womb giving her an intense full-body orgasm.
"That's it, Mrs. Grayson." He chuckled. "Cum all over that black cock. Bet yo hubby never made you cum like that."
"Unh unh unh," she grunted, still cumming as the policeman slowly fucked her with his huge cock. No. George was incapable. Too small. Too weak. Too limp. "Unh unh unh." Her hips were responding, thrusting her ass up into the thrusts of his incredible cock. Had George ever given her an orgasm? She thought she'd had one or two. She wasn't so sure now. "Unh unh fuck unh unh fuck me," she mumbled into the hood of her car. "Nooooo," she squealed as he yanked his monster cock out. She wanted more.
"Come on, Mrs. Grayson," he said. He helped her up. Her legs were weak and she could barely stand. He wrapped his arm around her waist to hold her steady. "Don't worry, I ain't done turning you into a slut for black cock yet." He led her to his police car and easily lifted her on the hood. The police car was the perfect height for fucking. Johnson's cock was lined right up with her pussy.
Grace stared at the shadowy foot-long phallus. It was very dark and hard to see. Johnson's body was blocking the spotlight on his driver's window. Some light did reflect off the huge black cock, making it glisten occasionally. She shuddered and sobbed suddenly afraid of it and what it might do. Tears flowed down her cheeks as she cried.
Johnson reached out and grabbed her wrist. He brought her hand over to his cock. She wrapped her fingers around the shaft. Instinct took over causing her to stroke the huge shaft. He brought his face close to hers. She could finally see his features and it wasn't pretty. His face was as dark black as his cock and he had pronounced negroid features, full lips, and a broad flat nose that took up half his face. His dark eyes narrowed. "Why you crying?"
She sobbed again, ashamed at what she was feeling, but his eyes held hers and she couldn't look away. "I don't want to be a slut for black cock," she confessed.
He leaned closer and kissed her lips briefly. "I think it's too late for that, Mrs. Grayson, but I'll leave it up to you. Tell me to stop and I'll stop." He stared into her eyes for a moment.
"Please, I want you to st..." His lips pressed down on hers again. This time his tongue probed between her lips. She tried to hold her lips closed, but she gave in and let his tongue into her mouth. Her tongue tried to push it out, but they ended up twirling around each other. She heard a low moan and realized it was coming from her throat. Her hand was stroking the man's huge cock even faster now. She quit stroking it and pulled her face back. "I want you to..." he leaned in kissing her again. She pushed her tongue into his mouth this time. She began stroking his cock again, slowly, feeling its length and power. She shuddered and moaned again. Grace slowly opened her thighs and bent the huge unyielding shaft down between her legs. Johnson broke the kiss and looked at her, a smug grin on his face. "I want you to fuck me," she told him, wrapping one arm around his neck and pulling his lips back to hers. His cock slid through her fingers as it opened her pussy up again.
"That's it, baby," he mumbled against her lips. "Gonna turn you out for the black man. Officer Johnson gonna integrate that white pussy so good, it gonna be black only from now on.
"Yessss," she hissed through her lips as Johnson slowly worked his thick cock in and out working it deeper. "You're so big." His racial talk was starting to affect her, arousing her even more. "Fuck me. Fuck me with your big black cock." Grace brought her legs up and wrapped them around his hips.
"Mmmm. That's it, slut," he moaned. "Accept what you are. You got a body built for big black cock."
Grace mewled softly as the black cop's huge cock pushed deeper. She could feel another orgasm building and she wanted it. She squeezed her legs, trying to pull him deeper inside her. She wondered if Johnson was just fucking with her or was it true? Was her body built for big black cock? She began to believe it. Her body was too much for George. He came too quickly when he could see her, but lasted longer in the dark and his skinny little five-inch prick always left her wanting more. Her high school boyfriend had a thicker six-inch penis, but he'd ejaculated the moment he saw her naked. It had taken four tries before he finally took her virginity. Officer Johnson's black cock should have been too big for her, but she'd taken all twelve inches, more than her two white lover's penises combined, his big black cock felt like it belonged inside her. She suddenly pulled his head down, mashing her lips to his, and trembled as she came all over his cock again.
"Thank you," she whispered, after coming down from the huge orgasm.
"Your husband make you cum like that?"
"Never," she whispered.
"Well, we ain't done, Mrs. Grayson. O.J. Jr. gonna give you a few more before he's finished."
The cop pushed her back so that she was leaning back against the car hood. He bent his head down and sucked one of her erect nipples into his mouth. Grace through her head back and moaned at the attention he was paying to her sensitive nipples. Unbelievably, she felt another orgasm building from the extra stimulation. Johnson was still slow fucking her, keeping most of his cock in her. "Oh god yes!" she moaned. "You're so good."
"Damn slut," he growled before flicking her erect nipple with his tongue. "You got some big ass white titties." He moved his head over to her other breast and sucked that nipple between his broad lips. Her nipples were long enough and fat enough, he could nibble lightly on them with his teeth.
"FFFUUUCCCKKKK!" she screamed, cumming again. Her hips involuntarily began humping into the thrusts of his cock as her pussy squeezed down around his shaft, her contractions tugging on it, trying to make him cum. Her pussy was starting to crave his cum. Her womb wanted his seed.
Grace lost it momentarily and when she recovered, another orgasm was building in her womb. There was a heavy weight on her chest, pulling her up and down and she realized it was her breasts swaying. She was lying on her back on the hood. Johnson was standing up with her knees bent over his arms now fucking her with nearly the full length of his foot-long cock. Each thrust of his cock pushed her along the hood and sent her breasts down towards her stomach. As he gripped her legs and pulled his cock back, her breasts flew upwards nearly hitting her chin.
Her breasts shook faster as Johnson increased his thrusts. Grace just lay there, grunting with each thrust, letting waves of pleasure overwhelm her. There was a reason they put an observatory on this hill. The night sky was filled with bright twinkling stars. She stared at the sky and felt the universe calling to her.
"What are you?' it asked.
"Yessss," she hissed. "Fuck me. I don't understand."
"What are you?"
"I'M CCUUMMIINNGG!!" she cried, her orgasm flying out from her womb.
"What are you?"
"I don't know," she screamed, yelling at the stars.
"What are you?" it asked in a deeper male voice.
"A slut..."
"What are you, slut," grunted Officer Johnson, roughly fucking her.
"A slut for black cock," she cried. "I'm a slut for your big black cock."
"Ready to take my nut, slut?"
"YYEESS!! GIVE ME YOUR CUM!"
Officer Johnson buried his cock inside her and held it deep. Every star in the night sky suddenly went blurry and condensed into one bright pulsing star, a singularity that exploded out into a big bang not centered in her vision but in her womb. Grace screamed as she came, her scream echoing through the hills at the first explosive blast of the black cop's seed. She tried to dig her nails into the hood. The policeman's cock continued to jerk, spurting more and more of his seed inside her until her womb felt full. Each spurt of his semen sent more pulsing waves of pleasure out from her womb. Grave couldn't tell if one large orgasm was coming in waves or if she was having a series of multiple orgasms going off inside her like a series of firecrackers.
It didn't matter. All that mattered was that she was experiencing the ultimate in sexual pleasure being seeded by the black policeman's cock. Her eyes rolled up in her head and her mouth fell open, drool running down the corner of her lips. She whimpered when her sense of complete fulfillment was replaced by a total void, an emptiness that left her depressed. It began to rain, and drops of a thick hot liquid splattered on her chest, breasts, and belly. Johnson's huge club smacked her on the stomach and rested there for a moment before sliding back down between her thighs and disappearing as the black man dropped her legs.
Grace didn't know how long she lay silently on the hood of the squad car. It felt like hours, but it was probably only a few minutes. Eventually, her eyes began to focus again and the night sky once more filled her vision. Her hands slid along the car hood, closer to her body. She reached up and ran her hands over her figure. She felt the pool of semen filling her belly button and the large wads covering her tits. She rubbed his cum into her hard nipples, writhing on the hood and moaning at how sensitive her swollen nipples were.
"Keep that up, Mrs. Grayson and I'm gonna fuck you again," she heard his deep voice say.
She moaned, wanting his cock again, but not sure if she could survive it. She continued rubbing his seed into her skin. The cum on her body was more semen than George ejaculated in his life and it had only been Officer Johnson's final load. More, a lot more, was pouring from her pussy and running down the side of the squad car.
"Get up," he said.
Grace tried to rise but was too weak. He ended up helping her. He lifted her and held her hips as she slid off the side of the car.
"Walk to your car," he ordered.
Grace shuffled and limped slightly. She focused on her car still lit up by the police car's headlights. Grace stumbled slightly as the cop's semen dribbled down her thighs and her bare feet stepped on some hard rocks.
"Halt," he ordered.
Grace froze. She was halfway to her car. Her hand reached out towards her car, but her feet didn't move. Shadows flickered over her as the cop blocked the spotlight and walked toward her.
"You're not walking very straight, Mrs. Grayson. Have you been drinking?"
"Seriously?" she hissed. She remembered the three beers she'd had during the Super Bowl, but that felt like it had been days ago. "A few, officer."
"Well, from the way you're walking, it looks like more than a few. Turn around."
Dejected and zombie-like, Grace shuffled around to face the large shadowy figure of the cop.
"Get on your knees."
Grace slowly fell to her knees on the pavement. The cop focused the spotlight on her kneeling form, illuminating her nude body. He straightened up and slowly approached her.
"I'm afraid I'm going to need to perform a field sobriety test on you, Mrs. Grayson."
"Please," she begged. "I'm fine."
"It's a simple breathalyzer test, Mrs. Grayson, but some women find it difficult the first time."
"Oh my god," she muttered when Officer Johnson stepped into the spotlight. Only his lower half was illuminated. He'd removed his pants but had on dark socks. His calves and thighs were huge and muscular like a weightlifter. That wasn't what held her attention. Her eyes centered on the huge black cock sticking out from between his legs. It was her first real good look at the monstrosity.
That Mrs. Grayson is what a real man's cock looks like," he said, walking up to her.
He stopped when his huge cock was pointed at her face, just inches from her nose. Again, she thought time must be playing tricks on her because his cock was still hard and swollen, though the head was beginning to drop slightly. "It's so big..." she gasped, wondering how she could have taken that thing inside her. "So... black." So black it was almost blue. The shaft did have large blue-black veins crisscrossing it. "So beautiful..." Perfect was a better word for it. Officer Johnson's big black beautiful cock was simply perfect. It was a giant black shaft with perfect shape and form. It could have been the model for a dildo and when Grace finally bit the bullet and bought herself one, it was going to be a large black one as close as possible to the real black cock bobbing hypnotically before her face at that moment. His stance was wide, but his muscular thighs were still pushing out a ball sack sized for the monster cock. Each testicle had to have been as large as one of her fists which explained the immense volume of semen he had produced earlier.
"Alright Mrs. Grayson, this is a standard big black breathalyzer test. I'm going to need you to blow into Officer Johnson Jr. for as long as it takes. You'll know when to stop."
Grace sat up on her knees. Her heart beat rapidly in her chest. "Just warn me when you're about to cum," she said. His face was shadowy and dark, but she could see the whites of his eyes and she opened her mouth and stretched her lips around the huge cock head. She'd never enjoyed going down on a man, but a cock like this deserved to be sucked.
Grace surprised herself. Her jaw wasn't used to being stretched this wide and soon the large bulbous glans was pushing at her throat. She managed to take it down her throat without gagging to the point she was slowly bobbing her head over six or seven inches of huge black cock. A contented moan rose in the back of her throat as she slowly sucked the black cock.
"What would your hubby say if he saw you sucking on that black dick?"
Grace bobbed her head down, managing about eight inches before pulling back. The wet black cock bobbed just under her eyes. She stared at it. "I'm not sure he'd mind all that much," she said. Her brow furrowed in thought. "He watches a lot of porn and a lot of them lately have had black actors. He seems to think I should be in porn."
"You should be. You're a natural. Any of them actors as big as me?"
Grace had leaned back in and pursed her lips on the tip of his cock. "None, but they're all bigger than George."



"Did you like what you saw?"
Grace's cheeks flushed slightly. "I try to look away or make him turn them off." She nuzzled Johnson's cock head.
"Why?"
"Because... because it did turn me on. Something is exciting about watching a black man fuck and the actresses... don't seem to be faking it." She opened her mouth and sucked on the head of his cock eager to get going again.
"What would your daddy say if he saw you sucking on that black dick?"
Grace froze. She pictured her dad getting in his pickup as armed militia men climbed up in the back, checking their weapons as they drove off toward California. "He wouldn't like it," she mumbled.
"Daddy issues. That might be why you like black dick so much. Officers get some training in therapy at the academy and I think we just had a breakthrough."
"I think you could use some therapy," she replied, spreading her lips open around the head of his cock.
"Just suck that black cock, slut," he ordered, this time wrapping one hand around the back of her head and pulling her down into his cock.
That's what I've been trying to do," she thought, relaxing her throat and letting the policeman control the bobbing of her head. He increased his speed, pulling her down too far, she was starting to choke on his cock. Grace fought it, by grabbing the base of his shaft and jerking it, her fist stopping him from shoving too much down her throat. Damn, this thing's getting even bigger, she thought as his cock hardened and swelled even more. It was firming and growing so much she worried it might get stuck in her throat.
With a sudden shudder, the first wad of semen exploded from the head and slid down her throat right into her belly. Grace's eyes flew open in horror and pushed back off his thighs. His second wad exploded from the head while it was still in her mouth, filling her mouth with so much nut her cheeks were bulging out like a chipmunk and she was forced to swallow another mouthful.
The head finally left her mouth, but it bobbed upward spraying several strands of semen across her face. She pulled the shaft down away from her face, but now he was splattering semen on her tits. Her brain was starting to register that his seed wasn't as disgusting as her previous boyfriends. It was actually pretty good. Partially to stop him from covering her body in sperm and partially because she had a growing desire to taste his seed again, she raised the shaft back up and wrapped her lips around the tip. His cum didn't fill her mouth again, but it covered her tongue and let her taste him. It was good! It was about the volume and consistency of an oyster and she swallowed it down like a raw oyster. His spurting cock and her hand pumping the shaft coaxed five more oysters' worth of semen from his balls which she eagerly swallowed down upset she'd wasted so much earlier.
Johnson stepped back. Grace felt strangely satisfied after blowing him. His seed was sliding down the curve of her breasts. She brought her hands up and began rubbing his cum into her nipples while licking around her lips to taste more of his semen.
"You passed your breathalyzer test, Mrs. Grayson. You may return to your car."
Grace staggered to her feet and bent down to brush some gravel off her bare knees. She turned and staggered towards her car.
**********
Grace sat in her car, hands squeezing her steering wheel. She could see the lit-up HOLLYWOOD sign on the hills in the distance. She trembled slightly when she heard the knuckles wrap on her window. Grace lowered the window. She turned to look at the black cop. He wasn't as ugly as she first thought, not handsome, but not ugly either. "Yes, officer."
"Here's your registration back ma'am," he said, handing her the card. "And remember never to leave home without a driver's license. I'm letting you go with just a verbal warning. Here's my card, if you need me for anything and we both know you will need me again."
Grace took the proffered business card. It was an LAPD card for Officer Jamar Johnson (P2) with a phone number and email information. "Thanks, officer."
"Does Mr. Grayson work any evenings?"
"He stays late on Wednesdays and Fridays. Why?"
"So, I can stop by and give you a proper fucking. I get an hour meal break. Fridays I'm off early and we can fuck as long as you want."
Grace's eyes went wide and she felt the color drain from her face. "Oh god no. You can never come to my house." She pictured all the nosy neighbors, snooping around, asking why she had a cop car at her house for an hour.
"You know that motel you passed coming up the hill? We can fuck there."
The motel he was talking about wasn't even open. It had shut down three years ago. The yard was overgrown. A few of the doors had been kicked in and some vandals had spray-painted the outside. No homeless wandered up here, but the occasional vagrant with a car pulled around back and slept there at night. "Offic... I appreciate the warning and... and all you've done for me, but I'm a married woman and this was a one-time... unusual... occurrence."
The cop snorted. "I thought we had a breakthrough? You're gonna need more therapy." Johnson reached into her car and wrapped one strong hand around her wrist. He pulled her arm out of the window and brought her hand over to his crotch. She felt his plump cock beneath his trousers. When she squeezed it, he released her wrist, but she kept her hand on his cock, running her hand down one pant leg to feel its length. It even swelled a little at her touch. "You gonna want that cock again, Mrs. Grayson, and sooner rather than later. I've turned you out for the black man. Call me when you're ready. And when we meet at the motel, wear what you're wearing now." He stepped back.
Grace stretched her arm out towards the retreating bulge. Her fingers strained to reach it, but when she realized what she was doing. She balled her fingers into her fist and pulled her arm back inside her car. She rolled the window up and started her car. The squad car's spotlight turned off, but his headlights still illuminated her. She drove away from the lights and turned around in the lot heading for the exit.
Officer Johnson followed her out of the parking lot and stayed behind her long enough to make her nervous before he turned off down a side road. Grace increased her speed but slowed when the rundown shuttered motel came into view. She glanced over at the long building. The street lamps were on, but other than that, the place was dark. Her mind pictured the black cop kicking in one of the doors and carrying her nude across the threshold and tossing her on the bed as he began to remove his clothes. Soon she was straddling Officer Johnson as she rode his huge cock, cumming as she stared down at her white hands against his hard muscular black chest. She felt a wave of his seed leak from her pussy at the thought of fucking him again. It left her sitting in a pool of semen on her car seat.
Grace Grayson turned onto her street and breathed a sigh of relief when she saw her house in the distance. She hit the button on her dashboard and watched as her garage door slowly began to rise. She hoped she could make it past George without him seeing all the drying semen on her face and chest.
**********
George was sitting at his desk browsing short porn videos while refreshing his emails. He jumped up when he heard the garage door open.
He was reaching for the doorknob to the garage door when the door burst open and Grace brushed past him. "Here," she said, dropping her phone in his hand.
"Honey?" He turned to watch her flee down the hall. He could tell she was mad, but still couldn't help admiring the rise and fall of her ass cheeks as she raced to the bedroom.
"Don't talk to me," she growled.
George froze for a moment before following her into their bedroom. She had gone through the room and into the master bath. She was already in the shower. George walked to the door and stared for a few minutes. It wasn't the first time he'd watched Grace shower. The shower was enclosed by foggy glass and her blurry flesh-colored figure was somehow sexier to watch than if she'd been in a clear glass shower. Grace was furiously washing her breasts and upper chest. "Honey, are you okay?" he called. "What took you so long?"
Grace froze and turned opening the shower door. The door pressed against her breasts, his eyes automatically going to the flattened breasts pressed against the glass with her rosy nipples in the center. "No, I'm not alright," she said. "There was a cop up there."
"A cop?"
"Yeah, a cop. I had to drive by a few times, hoping he'd leave. He must have gotten suspicious because he pulled out and followed me.
"Did he stop you?"
"No, I pulled into a gas station and sat at a pump until he drove past."
"There's no gas stations up there?"
"I said he followed me for a while. I was scared he'd catch me, but he drove on."
"But you're, okay?"
"No, I've never been more scared in my life. I did your stupid bet. The proof is on my phone. You can look at it while you sleep in the spare room tonight." She closed the door, but quickly yanked it back open. "And I know it's after eleven, but you're not putting your little... your penis anywhere near my mouth."
She closed the door again. My little? He thought. George watched her through the glass as she turned her attention to scrubbing between her thighs.
George was still holding her phone. He swiped it open and smiled as he saw the image of the HOLLYWOOD sign as they'd seen it before from Griffin Observatory. She'd made it up to the parking lot. He turned and peeked back into the bathroom. Grace was still washing her body. She looked even more stacked through the opaque glass. He turned away and headed down the hall to the garage door.
George stepped down into the garage and opened the door to Grace's car. He froze when he saw the large pool of semen on her car seat. It was thick, viscous, and sticky. Large thick globs had slid down the seat and the edges had dried turning into flakes. There were several smaller wet spots on the cement floor of the garage leading away from the car door.
He looked back inside the car and saw the business card sitting in the cup holder. It was Officer Jamar Johnson's LAPD card.
It was identical to the one in Geroge's wallet.
"Dammit Jamar, it was just supposed to be a blow job," he mumbled.
**********
"See something, ya like, white boy?"
George jerked back to reality. He flushed realizing the huge black man had caught him staring. "Uh no, sorry," he stuttered, still trying not to stare. Another man in the locker room was staring at Johnson's cock too. "That thing just caught me off guard."
Jamar Johnson chuckled. "This thing catches a lot of people off guard," he replied chuckling, and making no effort to hide the black monstrosity sticking out from his crotch. George figured he liked showing it off. If George had a dick even half as big as Jamar's he would have liked showing his off to.
George was glad for the white towel wrapped around his waist. He could feel his penis retreating into his scrotum at the sight of Jamar's giant black cock. Jamar had walked out of the shower with the towel wrapped around his waist and unceremoniously dropped it beside George as he reached into the locker for his gear. His huge black penis had sprung up and was practically sticking straight out. It wasn't even technically erect, just hard enough to be sticking out. The man's testicles were sized to go with the huge cock too. George couldn't look away even as it gave him an inferiority complex.
"You wanna take a picture of it?" asked the black man. "Show your wife what a real man looks like?"
"Uh no," he lied. Show your wife what a real man looks like... Show your wife what a real man looks like... Yeah no way," he said again. He suddenly pictured Grace sitting on the bench in his place, her delicate white hand reaching out to touch the black man's cock. Grace was kneeling wrapping her lips around the thick knob at the tip of Jamar's black dick. Jamar was laying on the bench with Grace squatting over him guiding his cock toward the entrance of her tight white pussy. She rested her pale white hands on his hard black chest as she began to ride him. It was the most erotic fantasy George had ever pictured.
"Never a good idea," said Jamar, chuckling. "Not unless you want to see your wife go black." He began to dress. He pulled a tight white tee shirt on over his broad chest. The tee shirt hugged his rippling muscles.
"You're a cop?" asked George watching Jamar pull his LAPD uniform on over the tee shirt.
"Here to protect and to serve."
"Speaking of serving. You got a great serve."
Jamar chuckled again. "Yeah, good game."
"No, it wasn't. You completely dominated me."
"You scored a point, George."
"Because that redhead distracted you." The woman's spandex gym gear had been little more than a bikini. George thought the gym bunny's workout clothing was getting smaller every year and he wasn't complaining.
"Rematch, next Sunday?"
"Sure," said George. He didn't like losing, but there was a part of him that wanted to see Jamar Johnson's cock again. Show your wife what a real man's cock looks like...
George did a little research and made sure that the next porn he downloaded had a black actor in it. Grace both was aroused and bored by pornography. It got her in the mood, but she always wanted more of a plot. The black man's appearance turned her off, but her eyes widened a little when she saw his cock. It was probably eight inches, considerably bigger than George's and considerably smaller than Jamar's. She lost interest in the interracial scene, but George was able to get an erection hard enough to make love to his wife that night and she was more than willing, surprisingly wet and ready for him.
Grace was loosening up, but she still thought of black people as inferior. George kept picturing Jamar Johnson's nude body. There was nothing inferior about him at all. The man was built like a heavyweight boxer and had a huge cock to match. The only bad feature about him was his somewhat brutish features.
The next Sunday, Jamar came out to the court shirtless and in loose shorts. George could see his huge cock flopping around beneath the material. He walked up to the redhead from the week before and gave her a passionate kiss on the lips while his black hands grabbed her firm ass cheeks.
"Are you dating her now?" asked George. "Seriously?"
"No, we ain't dating. She's married," said Jamar serving the ball which George immediately missed.
After another humiliating defeat and having scored zero points, George got to see Jamar's cock again. It was in the same state as before, maybe even harder after kissing the redhead. Jamar didn't reach for his uniform this time but for street clothes. "You feel like grabbing a beer?"
Jamar looked at him a little funny but agreed. "I could go for a beer," he replied.
One beer turned to three with the two men talking sports or staring at ESPN on the bar's TV. George was in the tech industry and Jamar could have cared less, but George was fascinated with Jamar's cop stories and the large black man enjoyed talking about himself. George asked him how he had hooked up with the married redhead and George discovered Jamar liked talking about his conquests also.
"Did she... do women have trouble... you know, taking it?"
Jamar smirked. "Taking what?"
"Your thing?" asked George lowering his voice.
"You mean, Officer Johnson Jr.? He can be intimidating, but once they relax and let me open them up, they all get off on it. I've never met a woman that didn't cream all over my cock once I'm balls deep in 'em." Jamar leaned in. "And they always want more. Always." He took a swig of his beer.
George gulped. He'd never met a man that talked like this. Jamar was a smug, arrogant prick, but he acted like he had every reason to be. "I find it hard to believe that a woman... any woman could take a penis that big." He shook his head.
George found Jamar's stare unnerving. He got the feeling the black man didn't like being called a liar. "Listen up George, penises don't get that big. Cocks do. And women, all women love a big black cock." Jamar downed his beer. "Let's cut to the chase George. You want me to fuck your wife."
George's cheeks turned a bright red. "NO! God no. She wouldn't go for it anyway. Absolutely not."
"Good, 'cause I probably ain't interested." Jamar threw some bills on the table. "I should get going. Raquet ball next Sunday?" He stood up to leave.
"Sure."
"You got a picture of her?"
"Oh yeah, sure." George fumbled with his phone. "Here's one of her in a bikini from our honeymoon." He handed his phone over to the giant black man.
Jamar promptly sat back down. "This is YOUR wife? How'd you score a babe like that?" The black man couldn't take his eyes off the image on the screen.
"We started dating in college and fell in love. I know I married up. I'm a lucky man."
"So why do you want me to fuck her?"
"I don't want you to fuck..." Show your wife what a real man's cock looks like... Not unless you want your wife to go black... Cream all over my cock once I'm balls deep in 'em... And women, all women love a big black cock... George shut up, his face flushing with shame. He looked down unable to meet the black man's gaze.
"That's what I thought," said Jamar. "I take it back about not being interested. Damn, this bitch is built like a porn star. Are those tits real?"
"Yeah," said George nodding. "They're even a little bigger now. She seems to only gain weight in her tits or her ass."
"Alright, I'm in. Does she know about this?"
"Hell no, and she'd never go for it. Her parents are big-time white supremacists in Montana. She's not as bad as they are, but still... I can't believe I'm discussing this with you. I don't want you to fuck her."
"Then what do you want?"
"I just want her to see what a real man's pen... cock looks like. I want to her to touch it, maybe jerk you off, but that's it."
Jamar's huge nostrils flared and he snorted. "Once she sees it, it's gonna get in her head and she's gonna want more."
"I doubt that," said George.
"It got in your head, didn't it?"
George's red cheeks turned redder. "Not my wife. And there's one more thing."
Jamar nodded. "You want to watch."
"No... well, yes. I want you to record her doing it."
"For your spank bank."
"No," said George, wincing. If he ever got Grace to touch Jamar's cock and give him a hand job, he'd certainly jerk off to it. "You said it yourself; she's built like a porn star. I can't watch a movie without picturing her as the actress. She'd be so good at it and she'd look so much better than most of them. I know it's a weird request."
Jamar shrugged. "Not that weird. You want to see your wife in porn getting fucked by a big black cock. Perfectly normal."
"Just a hand job."
"How do we do this? Invite me over for dinner. I'm just some friend from the gym."
"She'd never let me invite a black man over for dinner."
"Don't tell her I'm black. Get a few drinks in her and I'm confident I can seduce her."
"She'd freak out when she opened the door."
"Just get me in the house. We can steer the conversation to sex and I'll tell her I don't have a girlfriend because they're too intimidated by how big I am and if she tells me I'm full of it, I'll show her."
"I don't think... wait, have you done this before?"
Jamar smiled the cockiest grin George had ever seen on a man. "This ain't my first rodeo."
"Let me think and I'll come up with something."
**********
"It all depends on the Chief's winning."
Jamar looked doubtful. "The 49ers are gonna win."
"Yeah, but she's going to bet on them, so I have to pick the Chiefs"



"You think she'd really drive nude up to Griffith observatory?"
"She'll be pissed, but she has an exhibitionist streak that she won't admit to. By the time she gets up there, she'll be horny as fuck."
"I'll be listening to the game in my squad car. If they win, text me when she leaves the house."
"Will do."
"George, I ain't risking my career for a hand job."
"Fine then. A blowjob, but she hates oral sex. Just make sure you record it. I've been thinking, I wouldn't mind seeing you titty fuck her either. Just get a good money shot of you cumming on her face and tits."
"I'll keep my bodycam on."
**********
George sat and stared at his computer. His hand worked furiously in his lap. He hadn't been this hard in over a year. His little penis dribbled out a few more drops of semen as he watched Grace's big tits swinging up and down as she lay on top of Jamar's squad car just feet from the dashcam. He'd already cum twice and his penis was spent.
Or so he thought.
The bodycam video came through a few minutes later. It was even more amazing and it allowed him to see everything from Jamar's perspective. The end was especially fantastic. The bodycam was aimed down and centered on Jamar's huge black cock with Grace staring in awe at the huge black phallus. "Show my wife what a real man's cock looks like," mumbled George.
"That Mrs. Grayson is what a real man's cock looks like," said Jamar's deep voice through the speaker, and Geroge's little dick sprang right back up. Grace leaned forward looking up at him... at Jamar as she opened her mouth wide and took that dark knobby cock head into her mouth. He watched in amazement as Grace transformed before his eyes into a willing cocksucker. The speakers picked up her contented moans and slurping sounds as she sucked on the huge black cock. His cheeks flushed with shame again when Grace admitted that she suspected he probably wouldn't have minded seeing her with Jamar's huge black cock in her mouth, though he grinned when Jamar asked her what her father would think. He wished his father-in-law could see what he was seeing. Grace returned her attention to getting Jamar off. She wasn't just a cocksucker, she was a cock worshipper, sucking and stroking his shaft, wanting his seed. He didn't warn her he was cumming and it caught her off guard forcing her to swallow the large load. She yanked her head catching large amounts of cum on her face and tits. Apparently, Grace had decided that she liked his cum and quickly clamped her lips back around the head so that she could swallow more of his seed. Spent, Jamar stepped back and George watched as his wife through some instinct began rubbing Jamar's semen into her nipples with her tongue licked around her lips to get more of his semen in her mouth. By the time it was over, George had jerked off two more times to the point the few dribbles of semen coming out of his urethra were starting to hurt.
Jamar handed over his card. George's shoulders slumped when she rejected the idea of coming over to their house. The thought of them fucking in his marital bed almost made his spent dick twitch again. There were also plenty of places in the bedroom he could hide hidden cameras. Maybe, he could arrange to be gone a few days so that Grace couldn't resist the temptation. In the meantime, the thought of Grace driving nude to some shuttered motel to meet her black lover did make his dick grow a little. Jamar could easily aim his bodycam at the bed. As astonishing as the bodycam video was, George wasn't satisfied.
What was the point of having the body of a porn star if you weren't a porn star?
He was going to want more.
THE END
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Blonde Ambition: Climbing The Corporate Ladder
Copyright 2024 by Stormbringer
Hope Hightower pushed her chair back and stood. She raised her arms over her head and stretched first left then right. She sighed and looked around the empty office building. She stretched again, her heels clicking on the floor as she walked away from her desk and over to the large glass window of the office building. The lights in the office reflected her image in the window.
The twenty-six-year-old blonde beauty liked what she saw. Her long blonde hair hung loose, and her bright blue eyes twinkled in the window. Her makeup was light because she was a natural beauty and needed little enhancement, but she wore lipstick and some eyeliner. Her impressive bosom pushed out her sleeveless blouse ******** the tops of her breasts. Her black skirt stopped just above the knee showing the lower halves of her fit legs. The image was a little too sexy for her office, but she'd worn an open jacket for more modesty before the last of her coworkers had left.
She'd been a teenage beauty queen and had tried modeling, but her breasts were too big for professional work. Her offers were more focused on her body than her beauty. The money offered went higher and higher for the fewer clothes she was willing to wear. She'd given in and worn a skimpy string bikini at some boat shows. Playboy had even come knocking on her dorm for the women of UNLV pictorial they were shooting after watching her on the UNLV Cheer squad. The headhunter had made some offers, even wanting her to try out for a centerfold shoot. She'd refused as she was a decent girl, didn't sleep around, and was now engaged to Ben, whom she'd met when she took the job in NYC. Their wedding was set for next year. He wanted children. She wanted to wait and see how her career went. It was causing friction in their relationship, especially since they worked differing hours and weren't spending as much time together as either of them would have liked.
Hope turned sideways, examining how far her nearly E-cup breasts pushed out the front of her blouse. What was that quote from Working Girl? "I have a head for business and a bod for sin. Is there anything wrong with that?" The answer was yes, because nobody took you seriously when you had a bod for sin. Hope looked stunning in her outfit, but she looked more like a porn star playing an executive than an actual executive. All she was missing were the fake black glasses. She would have made a fortune as a nude model, porn star, or a stripper. Vegas organizations constantly wanted her to dance in their clubs throwing some amazing dollar figures at her and she knew they were probably pretty accurate. Many of her college friends danced to pay their way through school and more than a few dropped out to dance full-time. Hope had accepted a paying job to wear a skimpy bikini around one of the bigger casino's pools and she'd appeared in ads for the club and even graced a billboard on the drive into the city.
But that wasn't what she wanted. This was what she wanted. She leaned forward so that her image disappeared and the Manhattan skyline appeared through the glass. The skyscrapers were lit up for the night. The top of the Empire State Building rose behind the nearest office building across the street.
She stepped back, her image appearing again in the window. She found it strange, that with her looks the company didn't have her sitting beside some executive, smiling at the clientele to help broker deals. Instead, she had the late shift, alone in an office, in a dangerous city, monitoring overseas markets as they opened. It was 10 pm here in New York, noon in Tokyo, 11 am in Shanghai, and 8:30 am in Mumbai. There were 29 African stock exchanges and Lithocorp was in heavy competition with Beijing over mineral rights in Africa. She guessed somebody had to do it. It certainly beat working her way up from the mailroom.
Hope walked back over to her cubicle and sat down. She didn't stare at her computer screen; she swung her chair around towards the corner office. Lithocorp had the top three floors of the building. The big man was on top with the upper executives. She was on the third down. The Veep of international acquisitions was in charge of her floor and he'd just retired. She stared at the open door to the office. Usually, it was closed and locked, but having been just vacated, the cleaning crew had left it open.
Hope got up from her chair and walked over to the office. She peaked in through the open door. It was empty of all personal items and only had the furnishings. The top of the desk had been cleared off. She was up for the job, but wouldn't get it. The position was Ellis' to lose. She detested the sycophantic executive; he was arrogant and full of himself and he'd made more than a few suggestive comments to her. They weren't enough for her to go to HR, just hints that he'd love to have her as his personal assistant working directly under him, his dark eyes staring at her cleavage during the offer. She had a shot at the job if she pushed her gender. There wasn't a lot of diversity at Lithocorp and all the top executives were white males. That wasn't her style though. Unfortunately, Ellis had more seniority and had brokered some big deals. As a man, he was also better at entertaining clientele. She strongly suspected there were more than a few strip club visits and prostitutes paid for on the company credit card.
Still, a girl could dream.
And dream she did. Hope turned around. She walked briskly towards the elevator. She turned back around and straightened her skirt. "Ding," she said, pretending she was exiting the elevator. She strolled towards the office. "Good morning," she said, nodding, pretending everyone was standing up to greet their boss. "Thank you," she said, pretending to take a cup of coffee from her assistant... Ellis. She walked back up to the office door and closed it slightly. The nameplate had been removed, but in her mind, it read, Hope Hightower, Vice President of Acquisitions.
Hope opened the door and stepped into her office. She walked over to the window, hands behind her back, and surveyed the city, her city. This was just the first step. Next year she would be on the next floor up and in a few more years, the top floor. The old man was... well, an old man and he'd be hand-picking his replacement. "Congratulations, Miss Hightower, you're the new CEO of Lithocorp." He reached up from his wheelchair and shook her hand.
She saw herself on the cover of Fortune and Business Weekly.
Women to Watch!
It takes more than Hope to reach the High Tower!
The most powerful women in business!
She was rich. She was powerful. She was... horny?
At some point during her fantasy, Hope's nipples had begun to puff up. Her nipples were large and became quite prominent when they hardened. They were pressing into her bra now, uncomfortable as they scraped her bra's cups. The bottom of her panty was wet too. "Well, girl, it looks like power turns you on," she muttered. It didn't help that it had been weeks since she'd been with Ben and was starting to get frustrated. All she had were her fingers to satisfy her. Her fingers...
"No," she said, shaking her head at the thought. "No. Maybe? No. Why not?" The vice president's office didn't have security cameras like the office floor, so why not? It would be a nice way to pass the time, relieves some stress, and frustrations.
Hope stepped back from the window so that her reflection appeared again. Her hands pulled her blouse up out of her skirt before they moved up and began unbuttoning her blouse. It hung open before she slipped it off. Her bra was pink and lacy. She liked wearing sexy underwear. It occurred to her that anyone in an office across the street could see her standing in the window in her skirt and bra. She was surprised that the thought made her nipples swell even more. Posing and modeling especially in little bikinis had always had that effect on her.
Across the street, she pictured another executive, standing at his window watching her. He was loosening his tie and opening his shirt even as she was pushing her skirt down. She stood back up, now stripped to her underwear and high heels. The man pulled his shirt off before pushing his pants down. Hope unhooked her bra, sighing as her breasts were released from their constraints and her nipples were no longer rubbing her bra. The cool air from the air conditioning caressed her sensitive nipples, doing nothing to alleviate their swelling. Her hand slipped into her panty and over the golden whisps covering her pubic mound. The tip of her finger found her clitoris and the hot wetness of her pussy. She was surprised at how wet she was, at how turned on this was making her. The man across the street pushed his boxers down, an impressive swollen erect phallus popping out to salute her. He was bigger than Ben, more muscular, better looking, and best of all he had a bigger salary.
Hope stepped back from the window, lest someone actually see her and what she was doing. It should be safe. It would take binoculars to get a good view, but that wasn't impossible. She wiggled her panty down her lips and let it fall to the floor. She sat down in the desk chair. Her chair. This time she let her fingers probe into her pussy. She was wet and hot. Her unsatisfied pussy was ready for this.
"Yes," she moaned, fingering herself. The chair wasn't comfortable for this. She pushed it back and raised her legs, resting her heeled feet on top of the desk. She leaned back, letting two fingers slowly move around in the entrance to her pussy.
"So, what does a top executive like yourself do to relieve stress?" asked the reporter for Fortune, standing on the other side of her desk and looking between her open legs. "I see," he said, jotting something down in a notepad.
She needed to cum and could feel it, but this wasn't the most comfortable position either. Hope let out a little mewl of frustration. The office had a couch across from the door. It looked more comfortable. The leather seat of the chair clung to the bare flesh of her thighs as she stood, stinging her skin. When she was Veep, she'd demand a more comfortable chair. Of course, she wouldn't be sitting in it nude or maybe she would.
The couch was more comfortable. She raised one leg and let it hang over the arm of the couch, her heeled shoe dangling from her dainty little foot. She spread her other leg, heel on the carpet. Hope pushed her ass out on the edge of the couch, sitting on her lower back. Her fingers found her pussy again. Her other hand squeezed her breast, fingers pinching her sensitive nipples. She gasped, pinching and pulling hard on the nipple as her fingers worked quickly between the folds of her pussy lips.
"Oh.. oh... OH! Cum... cumming!" she gasped. Her arousal squirted out over her fingers, splattering on her thighs. She wished Ben were here, but honestly, her self-induced orgasm had been better than any she'd had with Ben.
Hope smiled. She raised the hand from her breast and brought it up to her mouth, biting down on her knuckle as she let the waves of orgasmic pleasure crash over her. Her large bosom continued to rise and fall as she caught her breath. Her hips were slowly lifting her crotch over and over again into the imaginary thrusts of her lover... the man in the office across the street.
She sighed in contentment. She might have to make this a habit.
Hope was right about the vice president's office not having security cameras, but the office floor did and the red eye on the security camera had followed her into the office and remained fixed on the couch waiting for her to appear again. The red eye was nearly invisible, but it seemed to swell as the woman reappeared nude and sat down, spreading her legs, watching while she fingered herself to orgasm.
**********
Hope was glad she was alone in the elevator as she rode it up to the top floor. Because Hope worked nights, she arrived in the office around the time most of her coworkers were preparing to leave. It left her little time to socialize and as a result she hadn't made any friends at work. The summons to the top floor had been waiting for her when she arrived at her desk.
Hope was nervous and forced herself to relax. She looked great today in a sleeveless blue dress with white trim and blue heels. The elevator stopped and she stepped out onto the top floor and almost bumped into Ellis as he was entering the elevator.
"Hey Hope," he said, with that arrogant smirk. He kept a short black beard that he liked to stroke. He wasn't a bad looking guy and probably would have been more handsome without the beard. "Good luck on the interview," he told her, sniffing. He sniffed and crinkled his nose frequently which made her suspect he had a cocaine habit. "I had mine earlier and whatever happens, I hope we can work more closely together, a lot more closely." His eyes flickered down to her cleavage and back up to her blue eyes. His were just as blue as hers.
"Thanks Ellis," she replied. "Good luck to you, too."
"Thanks, but I don't need it," he replied, winking at her. His eyes flickered down to her breasts again. He passed her and stepped into the elevator. As the doors closed, he pointed his index fingers at her and gave her another wink. His nose twitched again as the doors closed.
Hope turned and walked down the long aisle. There were no cubicles up here, just actual offices. She saw herself sitting in one. "You wanted to see me, boss?" asked Ellis coming into her office.
"Yes, Ellis. You're fired!"
Hope smiled as she approached the executive meeting room. "Hope Hightower to see Mr. Sterling," she told the secretary.
"Yes, Miss Hightower. You may go right in."
Hope took a deep breath and opened the door to the office.
Winston Sterling, the old man, sat in his wheelchair. He was well into his eighties and always made Hope think of Montgomery Burns from the Simpsons. He was an old frail man hooked up to several machines. There was an IV drip attached to his wheelchair as well as an oxygen tank. It wasn't a motorized wheelchair and he was pushed around by his nurse, a stunningly attractive black woman with breasts as big as Hope's. His nurse was leaning forward displaying her impressive brown cleavage as she held an oxygen mask over Mr. Sterling's mouth.
The nurse's uniform was ridiculously short and more resembled a Halloween fantasy nurse's costume than an actual professional. The skirt was so short, Hope caught a glimpse of the tops of her white stockings attached to a garter as she bent over. Her legs were fit and athletic like a runner's. She moved the mask aside.
"Thank you for coming, Miss Hightower," said the old man. "Mr. Hawass will be conducting the interview."
Hawass was a top lawyer for the firm. He was Egyptian and wore black wire rimmed glasses. He was known as a no-nonsense guy. Hawass was sitting at the table with a briefcase beside him and an open folder in front of him.
He spoke. "Miss Hightower, thank you for joining us today. I'm afraid this interview is mostly a formality as Mr. Ellis has more experience and seniority with Lithocorp. Just this past year, Harry negotiated two new mine deals in Africa for platinum and chromium. However, Mr. Smythe, our previous Vice President of acquisitions, saw something in you as an up and comer in Lithocorp and suggested we interview you for the job as well as Mr. Ellis."
"Thank you, sir," she replied. "I'm happy to hear that Mr. Smythe felt so highly of me. Truthfully, I wish he'd stayed on in Lithocorp."
"While your educational background is impressive, you lack experience in negotiating mining contracts. This job involves dealing with foreign dictators and warlords and we are in direct competition with the Chinese government for control of mineral rights around the world. It's not for the faint hearted."
"I'm aware of that, sir. Africa is a mosaic of complexities. These dictators and warlords are in reality pieces in a game of chess between the West and China. I don't just monitor the foreign markets here at Lithocorp, I also keep up on all the news coming out of these countries as well as all the State Department reports. I write up my own reports on the African political situation and hand them over to Mr. Smythe. One such report, I believe was essential in Mr. Ellis negotiating that chromium mine contract in Zimbabwe before the Chinese were even aware that a new deposit had been discovered. I'm very good at chess, Mr. Hawass and Mr. Sterling. I know all the gambits."
The old man smiled behind the clear oxygen mask.
"Let's talk specifics, Miss Hightower," said Hawass. "Say you're negotiating with General Nkosi. The man who controls the diamond mines in the war-torn region of Botswana. He's ruthless, cunning, and has a penchant for violence. How do you deal with him?"
Hope paused in thought for a moment. "Simple, I don't."
Hawass looked up from his papers and raised an eyebrow at her. "You don't? I presume this is on moral grounds?"
Hope took a breath. "Moral grounds are fluid based on the value of the product and diamonds simply aren't that valuable to us here at Lithocorp. Diamonds aren't used in hydrogen fuel cells or electric car batteries. Now, if General Nkosi controlled lithium or cobalt mines, we deal with him. If he were fighting a communist insurgency, he would certainly ally with us over the Chinese. The State Department might even supply him with weapons to fight the insurgents at our request. Of course, this is hypothetical since Botswana is currently a quite stable democracy with no insurgencies and favorable to the West."
"Well done, Miss Hightower," said Hawass. "Now given the current situation in the Congo..."
"I've heard enough," said Sterling, holding his hands before him with his fingers touching in another Mr. Burns type gesture. "You're the first person to ever get the diamond question correct, Miss Hightower. They have their uses, but the market demand is not as high as the minerals needed for electric cars or smart phones. I'm beginning to see what Smythe saw in you. You're sharp, Miss Hightower." He waved his hand at Hawass.
"Then we're done here, Miss Hightower," said Hawass. "We'll notify you of our decision in a few weeks. If as presumed, Mr. Ellis gets the promotion, we'd like you to work directly under him so that you can began to gather field experience for future promotions. This would come with an increase in wages."
"I'd certainly consider it," she answered the image of her on her back in some hotel while Harry Ellis slammed his dick in and out of her filled her mind.
Hawass raised an eyebrow again at her hesitation. "We asked Mr. Ellis who he'd like directly under him and yours was the first name that came up. Apparently, he sees your value to Lithocorp as much as Mr. Smythe did."
"That's good to know," she replied.
**********
Hope rode the elevator down, her brain constantly picturing her having sex with Harry Ellis. She was laying on his desk while he banged her. Her boobs were pressing into the glass window of his office while he slammed his dick in and out of her. Across the street, her hung fantasy voyeur from last night watched her and Harry through binoculars. She wasn't going to sleep with Harry for a promotion, but the images were starting to arouse her. He was probably pretty good in bed and Ben certainly wasn't taking care of her needs. It might have been fun sleeping around if Harry wasn't such a sleazeball and if Harry weren't so... well hairy. She hated kissing a man with a beard.
The doors opened and Hope stepped in to an empty office. She sighed. She was a people person and hated being alone. An affair with Harry would fill the empty void she felt whenever she was alone. Like last night, she pretended she was the boss with everyone greeting her as she arrived at work. She didn't continue to the vacant office this time, but stopped at her cubicle and sat down at her desk.



How was your interview?
Hope's brow furrowed. It was an inter-office message. "I think it went very well," she typed.
Good! I'm rooting for you, Hope.
"Thanks. I appreciate the support. Who's this?"
Someone who has been watching you, Hope.
"Well, that's a bit creepy."
I'm looking out for you, Hope.
A video feed opened in her messenger and she saw an image of herself sitting at her desk. She turned glancing up at the overhead camera and then back at her computer screen. She caught her head turning. It was a live feed.
"That's more than a bit creepy, whoever you are. Turn that off." The picture did go away, but almost immediately an attachment came through.
Watch what I just sent you, Hope. I'll be waiting....
Okay, that's really creepy, she thought, opening the attachment. It was inter-office and safe to open. A video opened and all she saw was a couch through an open door. She hit play. The color drained from her cheeks when she appeared nude on the screen. "Dear god," she mumbled in horror as she watched herself sit on the couch and spread her legs. The camera image zoomed in as she presented it with a perfect beaver shot. Her fingers slowly made their way down to her slit as she began to finger herself. The image was so good, she could see how wet her pussy was.
"Who is this?"
I want to help you, Hope. But first finish the video. The expression on your face when you orgasm is priceless.
She obeyed, watching in horror at the image of herself masturbating. Despite, how horrifying the situation was to her, her brain registered how amazing she looked in it, stroking her ego slightly. If this ever got out, she'd be ruined or at least her business career would be. She would be forced to go to Playboy and try out for a pictorial or worse, leave New York and return to Vegas to become a nude dancer in order to make a living.
"What do you want?"
To help you. I'm going to help you, but there's a few things I want you to do for me first.
"And if I refuse?" She typed, knowing the answer.
I can send your video to everyone in the office from the old man on down. I can even access your social media contacts and send it to them. Who knows, it might make you famous.
"Asshole!"
Now that's just rude! I think I'll just go ahead and send it to the old man. I Hope he doesn't have a stroke.
"Wait!" She typed send. "What do you want me to do?"
That's better. I really have your best interests at heart, Hope.
"What do you want me to do?" she typed again.
Open you bottom file cabinet.
She leaned over and opened the lower of her two drawers. All she saw were her file folders. She sat up, but instead of typing looked up at the security camera and shrugged.
Behind your files.
Hope reached back down. Her drawer wasn't full and all her files were to the front. She reached behind them. Her fingers found something large and tubular. She grabbed it and pulled the object out.
She stared at it in shock. Her jaw dropped. In her hand was a large black dildo.
I want to watch you use it.
It will be better than your fingers.
"What the hell! It's too big," she stated out loud.
It's not too big.
"Wait, you can hear me?"
Yes, Hope. I can hear you.
Now remove your dress.
You look very lovely today BTW.
"There's no way I'm putting that monster anywhere near my vagina," she said.
Suit yourself. You look so sexy when you're cumming. Everyone in the office should see it.
I will send the video out in 5 minutes unless I see you stripping off that dress.
"Damn you," she said, sobbing a little. Hope sat the dildo down on her desk. Its base was flat and it could stand straight up. It had to have been between 10 and 11 inches long and as thick as her wrist. It was at least twice as big as Ben's penis. She stood and began unbuttoning the front of her dress.
That's better, Hope.
"That thing is way too big for my vagina," she said, grabbing her dress by the waist and lifting it up her body.
Call it a pussy, Hope. And you'd be surprised what your pussy can take.
"Why such a big one? Why is it black?"
The big ones only come in black.
"But it's not realistic!" She tossed her dress on her desk.
FUCK, HOPE! YOU LOOK AMAZING!
Go do that thing you do where you pretend, you're the boss and are just getting off the elevator. I want to see you walk down the hall.
Hope flushed a little that someone had been watching her play out her "boss" fantasy. She was wearing some of her sexiest underwear. Like yesterday, this set was pink and lacy, but the material was also sheer and the panty was a thong. Now she was standing on the floor of her office wearing a skimpy set of lacy pink thong underwear. Her nipples and the blonde patch between her legs were clearly visible through the sheer material. It was underwear more for a romantic evening then to wear for work.
She kept her heels on as she walked over to the elevator. "Ding,' she whispered, so that her voyeur couldn't hear her. She strolled down the aisle, nodding at her pretend employees and pretending to take a coffee from someone. When she returned to her desk, he'd responded to her complaint about the dildo being unrealistic.
But it is realistic, Hope. That's the Shaft Johnson 10.5" vibrating lifelike dildo with 3 speed settings. Modeled after the legend himself.
"Who's Shaft Johnson? Never heard of him."
I can rectify that.
Now lose the underwear.
Hope sighed and unhooked her bra. She sighed again as her breasts sprang free. Her big titties didn't like being confined. She slid her panty down to her ankles and stepped out of it, kicking off her heels as she did so. Once again, for the second night in a row, she was nude in the office. "I suppose you want me on the couch again?"
Your chair is fine. I want to be able to talk to you.
Hope was surprised, but grateful as she sat in her chair. The overhead camera could barely see her in her cubicle. He was only seeing the back of her head and maybe her bare shoulder.
Now pick up the dildo.
She did as she was told.
And where does it go?
"In my vag... pussy. It goes in my pussy."
Use the lowest setting to warm up. Now watch and enjoy.
The last message came through with another attachment. She clicked on it before turning the dildo over and flipping one of the switches. She almost dropped it as it began to vibrate. Hope slid down in the chair so that her pussy was hanging on the edge of her seat. She slowly brought the dildo down between her thighs. As she looked down her body, she noticed her nipples were sticking up slightly of her areolae. The tip of the dildo was shiny too from where it was rubbing against her pussy lips. The situation was slightly turning her on.
KNOCK KNOCK
Hope looked up at the screen. The attachment had opened a movie. A blonde woman was knocking on an office door. She was dressed like a bimbo and obviously a porn actress. Her build was similar to Hope's except that the cleavage she was displaying had a hard rubbery appearance that made them defy gravity. Hope blushed a little when she realized how much the blonde was dressed like she had yesterday in a white blouse and black skirt. She even had on the fake black glasses that made her look like a porn actress pretending to be a working girl
"Come in."
"You wanted to see me, Mr. Johnson."
There was a large muscular black man wearing a suit sitting at a desk. A nameplate on the desk read Shaft Johnson. He stood and loosened his tie. "Yes, Mrs. Lovecock, I wanted to talk to you about that promotion."
She sat down in the chair in front of his desk what put her eyelevel with his crotch. "Why yes, Mr. Johnson. I'd do anything to get the job."
Hope rolled her eyes. These things were so cheesy. She was starting to rub her crotch against the head of the dildo as the vibrations were starting to have an effect on her.
Shaft Johnson removed his tie. "Well Lili, the job will require us working very closely with you directly under me. And you have to be really good at dictation."
"Of course, sir. I'm very good at dictation."
"Show me."
And just like that the music started a Lili was sitting up in the chair loosening Shaft Johnson's belt. "Well, that didn't take long," muttered Hope. Lili was squeezing a sizeable bulge beneath Shaft's trousers and stroking it before she took up the task of unbuttoning his trousers and lowering his zipper.
Hope's eyes widened in surprise along with the actresses as Shaft Johnson's huge black cock sprang up out of his pants. Her grip on the dildo tightened inadvertently pulling on it as she felt her pussy lips spread open around the large head of the fake black cock. Her nipples were throbbing in a dull ache. They were swollen so much they were lifting her areolae off her breasts. Just as Lili Lovecock's lips were wrapping around the head of Shaft Johnson's cock, Hope's pussy lips were spreading open around the plastic replica.
The vibrations were sending waves of desire through her pussy as Hope stared at the video. Damn if the thing wasn't really more than ten inches long. Lili bobbed her head over four or five inches before she'd stop and look up at the black man while she stroked the shaft. She grabbed the base and closed her eyes as she smacked herself in the face with it. Hope looked down at the plastic shaft with the head wedged inside her. It was a near perfect plastic copy of the dick on screen.
Lili went back to sucking Shaft, slowly unbuttoning her blouse and unhooking her bra. Johnson was doing the same until he was shirtless. He had a fit muscular chest, but it and his arms were covered in dark tattoos. Hope adjusted herself and opened her thighs wider as she pulled the shaft into her. She was panting at four inches and started sweating at five. The throbbing in her nipples had turned so unbearable she had to take one hand off the dildo and squeeze the tip of her breast. She moaned as her nipple's sensitivity increased the pleasure beginning to grow in her pussy. Her pussy gave a little squirt that coated the end of the plastic shaft with her arousal starting to lubricate it.
Shaft had grabbed the back of Lili's head and forcefully shoved his entire giant cock down her throat. Hope could see tears rolling down the actress's cheeks. She looked like she was trying not to choke, but she wasn't fighting the black man either. When Shaft released her, he pulled his entire cock out of her throat. It stuck out in front of him, bobbing, as he helped the actress to her feet.
He lifted her up onto the mostly empty desk top. She raised her hips so he could pull her skirt and panty off before she laid back as he began to feed his cock into her. He pushed her legs up so that the camera could capture most of his shaft disappearing into her. He slowly fed more and more of his cock into her increasing his speed until her big fake tits were shaking up and down.
Hope stared at the scene, pulling the dildo into her until it was deeper than Ben and soon several inches past Ben's reach. Hope wasn't sure that she could take any more of it, but the actress was taking the whole thing, than so could she. Hope mewled as she pulled it in deeper. "Oh fuck, I'm gonna cum," she cried. There was still an inch to go. She scrunched her face up as she pulled it all the way in and her orgasm exploded out of her womb. "FUUCKKK!" she cried. The pleasure was so intense it was almost painful and the vibrations were making it worse. Her orgasmic contractions were trying to push it out of her, but she held tight to the base, her finger finding the switch to turn the vibrations off. Only it wasn't the off switch. It was the high-speed setting. The dildo leaped into high gear. The violent pulsations along the bulbous tip seemed to pull all her pleasure back down into her womb only to explode outwards again into another powerful orgasm that rocked her from the hair on her head and down to the tips off each toe. This time, her contractions were pulling the dildo into her, her pussy tightly gripping it to hold the pleasure giving dildo inside it as long as possible.
Hope didn't think she could take another orgasm like the last two. She forced her hand down between her legs. She found the switch and flipped it. Only the dildo began to shake even harder and another orgasm shook her body. "Fuck me. Fuck me. FUCK ME!" she screamed, picturing herself on the table being fucked by Shaft Johnson. Her crotch was bucking up off her chair like it was meeting the thrusts of her black lover. Her strength nearly gone; Hope began to pull at the base. Her pussy still didn't want to let go of it, but she forced herself to relax, her hand and pussy briefly fighting a tug of war with the dildo until she pulled it out and dropped it on the floor.
On the screen, Lili had slid off the desk and she was squeezing her tits together with her head back and her tongue out. Johnson was jerking off, his huge cock spurting long strands of white semen after long strand of white semen across her face. The large volume of ejaculate was explained by the two coconut sized testicles dangling beneath the huge cock.
The video stopped.
Hope slid down in the chair, legs spread and her arms dangling over the chair arms with her head thrown back looking at the ceiling. The only sounds in the office were her heavy breathing and the violent shaking of the dildo as it vibrated on the carpet beneath her feet.
Told you it would be better than your fingers.
"Shut up," she said. Her chest was still heaving, her bosom rising and falling. She sat up and reached down to grab the dildo and find the damned off switch. "Are we done?" she asked, switching off the dildo. Silence. "Are we done?" she said again, louder.
You told me to shut up LOL.
Yes, we're done. You can keep the dildo. We both know you will be using it again.
"It's going straight in the trash." Hope paused. "Are we good?"
We're good.
"You'll delete the video?"
Fuck no!
But I promise I won't share it with anyone.
"Who are you?"
A friend. I'm looking out for you, Hope.
Enjoy the rest of your night.
I'll talk to you later.
"What does that mean? I thought we were good." There was no response so she leaned over and typed, "We're good right?"
"Right?"
Nothing.
Hope rested her head in her hand for a moment, rubbing her temple. She grabbed the dildo and walked into the vacant office. She wasn't supposed to use the private restroom, but fuck it. She walked nude over to window, staring at her reflection in the glass until it disappeared and the night skyline appeared.
"You better be worth it," she told the city, before turning and entering the bathroom to clean up.
**********
The next day was Friday. There was no contact from her mysterious blackmailer. Based on having access to the security cameras, her computer, and personnel files, she suspected he was someone in security or IT. The only other possibility was a top executive. She grinned picturing the old man himself communicating with her from his computer. He certainly couldn't get it up at his age and maybe watching women use big dildoes was how he got off. Unlikely, that he could have planted the dildo in her file cabinet though.
Most of the day was uneventful. There was no word on the promotion. She stayed at her computer monitoring the markets and reading news reports from around the world. There was an intriguing bit of news out of the DRC. New deposits of cobalt and tantalum had been discovered. Congo was heavily investing in mineral exploration and despite the issues of conflict minerals and slave labor, she wrote up a report recommending Lithocorp look into mining rights for these new deposits. With her supervisor's position vacant, she sent her report straight to the board, hoping Mr. Sterling would see her name on it.
Hope had a decent weekend. She and Ben got to spend some time together. They had an intimate moment and with the exception of the condom covering his penis, the flesh-on-flesh contact was wonderful. She was on birth control, but she hated how messy semen was and was never going to let him have sex with her bareback until they were trying to conceive. She found his penis somewhat lacking after her experience with the large dildo. The moment he left for work Monday morning; she retrieved the Shaft Johnson from its hiding place. She laid in bed nude and searched for his name on her phone. She ended up watching a video in which a white woman's husband left for work and a minute later, Shaft was knocking on the door. "Howdy neighbor," he said, before taking the woman in his arms.
Hope pretended she was the woman being visited by Shaft after Ben had left for work and in a way she was. Hope had never slept with a black man or thought about it. She'd seen only a few adult films and known had featured an interracial scene. There was something erotic about seeing the dark black actor with the pale white woman. The dildo did its job and gave her two huge orgasms that let her fall into a deep satisfying sleep for two hours where she dreamed she was the housewife in the movie.
She felt great when she left for work later that afternoon. The huge orgasms were a great way to relieve stress and even put her in a good mood.
You can keep the dildo. We both know you will be using it again.
Hope smiled as she entered the Lincoln tunnel. Yeah, there was no way she was giving up the dildo.
**********
Good evening, Hope. I hope you had a good weekend.
What was left of Hope's good mood dropped when she saw the message come through. Earlier, Harry Ellis had been "measuring the drapes" in what he was convinced would be his new office. The more she thought about it, the more she wasn't convinced Harry was right for the job. The Vice President of Acquisitions was in charge of going overseas and making deals. Harry was the guy that got them ***** and took them to gentlemen's clubs when they came to New York. Hope didn't have overseas experience, but she had taken foreign relations as part of her business degree.
Again, he made suggestive comments about wanting to work more closely with her that were worthy of the cheesy dialog in the Shaft Johnson and Lili Lovecock video. She was almost surprised that he didn't ask her if she took dictation.
"Mr. Sterling did suggest he wants me working directly under you so that I can gain more experience," she said, wincing as the words came out of her mouth. Ellis would certainly take that the wrong way.
And he did. "And I look forward to showing you how experienced I am," he said. His eyes fell to her cleavage briefly before looking back up and giving her a wink. "Catch ya later," he said, pointing his index fingers at her before leaving and heading back up to his floor.
That encounter had soured her mood and now her unknown blackmailer was contacting her again.
"What do you want?" she said., glancing up at the ever-present overhead camera.
To have some more fun with you.
"You promised you wouldn't share that video."
And I won't.
But I didn't promise I wouldn't share this video.
Hope was halfway through a sigh of relief when the attachment came through with his last comment. The overhead camera couldn't have captured too much. She clicked the attachment.
Hope's heart rate increased and all the color drained from her cheeks as the video started. This was much worse than the long shot of her fingering herself on the couch. Hope was staring at a closeup nude of herself holding the giant black dildo pointed at her pussy. She could hear the audio from the Shaft Johnson movie as she watched herself begin pulling the dildo into her pussy.
"How?" Her eyes widened and flickered up to the built-in webcam on her laptop. The privacy shutter had been opened. The company required that it be kept closed unless in a meeting. Her voyeur must have opened it when he hid the dildo behind her files. "Damn," she muttered. She reached back up and slid the shutter closed.



Open it. I like looking at you, Hope.
Hope winced but reached out and opened the shutter. On screen, she was having her double orgasms. She stopped the video in disgust. "What do you want?"
I think it's time we met.
Go in the office and open the top drawer. There you will find your instructions.
Hope pushed back her chair and stood up. She turned and walked over to the empty office. Smythe's empty desk sat in front of the large glass window displaying the city skyline. She walked around to the front and opened the drawer. Inside was a sleeping mask and two wrist restraints attached to long chains, as well as a note. "Harry, you fucking perv," she mumbled, certain it was Harry Ellis blackmailing her. That explained his presence in the office earlier.
The note was a list of typed instructions.
Appear nude in the doorway when you're ready for me.
Wrap the chains around the feet of the desk.
Sit on the desk.
Fasten one handcuff.
Put on the blindfold.
Fasten the second handcuff.
Wait patiently.
Hope appeared in the doorway, but she wasn't nude. "No way," she said, shaking her head at the ever-present security camera.
Is Hannah Hightower your mother? Hailey-sister?
The words were waiting for her when she got back to her desk. "No," she gasped, watching as the next message appeared.
I won't send them the video... just a link to the video on Pornhub.
It should upload in a few minutes.
Maybe they will think it's spam and not click on it?
Maybe not.
"I hate you," she whispered, tears running down her cheeks.
That's no way to talk to a friend, Hope. I want to help you, but I want something in return... YOU!
Quid pro quo.
"What do I get out of this?"
All will be revealed, but for now you'll have to settle for total sexual satisfaction.
Was I wrong about the dildo?
I bet you used it again... how many times?
"I told you I was going to throw it away," she said, not quite lying.
"But you didn't, did you? Bet the Shaft Johnson gets you off better than Benjamin Bohrer.
Benjamin Boring would be a better name for your fiancé.
Did you watch another Shaft Johnson video while you used it?
"Stop it! Just stop talk... typing."
Then you'll do it?
"I need time to think."
Take all the time you need. You have 6 hours 17 minutes until your shift is over. You know what to do.
I'll be watching...
"Creep," she muttered.
Hope wasn't a procrastinator and she didn't really need to think about it especially after seeing the video of her masturbating with the black dildo. It looked like she was willingly doing it for the camera. If he posted it on Pornhub it would get thousands of views within days, millions over time. Her nipples began standing at attention as she thought of all the men that would jerk off watching her video. She only sat at her desk for a few minutes before pushing her chair back and standing up. His final message staring back at her. I'll be watching...
Hope stared up at the security camera and turned around, strolling into the office. The chains were light and plastic, more a novelty sex toy than a real restraint. She wrapped them around the two legs of the desk and placed the handcuffs on the desk beside the mask.
Hope stood up straight and marched over to the window. She stared at her reflection in the glass and began to strip. She was wearing a pink skirt with a matching top that looked like it was one dress, but if she reached up a line of flesh would appear. She pulled her top off and slid her skirt down her hips. Having sex with Ellis wouldn't be that bad. He was actually good looking, just full of himself and sleazy. He'd probably be pretty good at it. The worst thing about him was that he'd probably slept with dozens of strippers and prostitutes.
Her bra and panty matched her dress, but were more practical than sexy. She neatly folded her skirt and then her top, placing it on top of the skirt. She carried her folded clothes over to the couch where she would appear on camera. She faced the couch as she unhooked her bra and added it to her neatly folded clothes before grabbing the hem of her panty and sliding it down over her shapely rear end until it fell to her feet. She bent and picked it up, dropping it on the bra, and a little disgusted with herself to see a wet spot on the crotch.
Hope turned and with the exception of her pink heels, she walked to the doorway. She stood looking up at the camera a moment before raising her hand up and giving it the finger. Stupid, to antagonize him, she thought, but couldn't help herself.
Hope walked over to the desk and turned around, lifting herself up so that she was sitting on the edge. She reached over and close one restraint around her wrist. She grabbed the mask with her free hand and had trouble putting it on. She ended up leaning down so that her restrained hand could hold it over her eyes while her free hand pulled the strap back. The elastic strap was tight and held the mask firmly in place. Hope felt around for the second restraint. The chain was loose enough she could bring her hands together and lock the second handcuff.
She tested her arms. She could raise and bend them, but not reach all the way out. She pictured the future VP Hope Hightower or Hope Boring... Bohrer sitting in the chair behind her, forever being reminded that at one time she'd sat on the front of the desk nude and tied up waiting on some mystery lover.
Hope put her hands down and waited. There was only darkness and silence. As her ears adjusted, she could hear the rapid pounding of her own heart and then the soft hum of electricity running through the ceiling lights. Other than that, just silence. Strange how quiet an office was with no one in it. There were no sounds of people typing at keyboards or phones ringing constantly. It didn't seem natural. She strained her ears for more sounds, but there was just silence...
DING!
The elevator stopped on her floor and she could hear the doors open.
Hope's breathing quickened. Her hard nipples swelled even more until her areolae rose off the front of her breasts.
The door creaked slightly.
Hope gasped and jerked when she felt her heel press into her foot before her shoe slid off and made a soft thud as it was tossed nearby. Her second heel quickly followed the first. "Not a heel man?" she asked.
"Your instructions were to be naked," came a deep baritone.
She cocked her head slightly. The voice didn't sound like Harry Ellis, but then he could be trying to disguise his voice. "AAHH!" Hope jumped when a finger flickered over one of her hard nipples. There was a gap of a few seconds before there was a soft pinch on her other nipple. He squeezed it between his two fingers and tugged on it twice. Again, Hope flushed with shame when a soft moan escaped her throat.
There was nothing for a moment and then his hands were suddenly cupping her knees. They were large hands, rough, and masculine. He squeezed her knees before he started sliding his hands up her thighs. They curved around her hips, fingers digging into the soft flesh of her rear end before he slid his hands up her waist and over her rib cage. A second later his huge hands were covering her tits, squeezing and kneading them. His hands really were big. She had bikinis with cups smaller than his big hands. Again, she was starting to think this wasn't Harry Ellis. Harry's hands were smaller and softer. The hands of a man that rarely did any labor.
She moaned again as he pinched her nipples between his fingers while squeezing her breasts. He stepped closer, a hard knob suddenly poking her in the knee. Her eyebrows flew up as the massive knob slid up her inner thigh leaving a wet sticky trail. Her mind was in denial that the thing rubbing her leg was his penis. It felt absolutely massive. She squeezed her legs together, her thighs molding around a huge penis. The head was probably as big as a golf ball and the shaft was huge. He pumped his hips a few times, the head of his penis pushing into her blonde pubic hair and splattering it with precum. She quickly spread her legs releasing it. The head jerked up, leaving a trail of precum along her lower abdomen to her belly button.
The tip of the huge cock pushed into her belly button before it started sliding up her stomach. Her legs spread wide open as he moved between her thighs. His hands were still kneading her breasts. Her lips parted again in a soft moan and suddenly his big lips were pressed against hers. She felt his tongue probing against her lips, but she jerked her head back. "No kissing," she hissed. Kissing felt like a betrayal, like she was giving in to her blackmailer.
Surprisingly, he listened. The man pulled back. His hands did a reverse of what they'd done earlier. He squeezed her breasts before sliding his hands back down her waist. He adjusted her slightly, pulling her forward until her pussy was sitting right on the edge of the desk. His hands slid down her thighs and finally back to her knees.
He pushed her knees farther apart.
There was pressure on them as he braced his hands and lowered himself to his knees on the carpeted floor.
Hope frowned. She could feel his hot breath on her thighs. She gasped; a shockwave of pleasure traversing through her body as his tongue licked up her slit. His tongue licked rapidly up and down, sometimes flickering over her clit. Hope had never had a boyfriend do this for her and Ben hadn't even tried. She didn't care for sucking a man off either, but an earlier boyfriend had borderline forced his dick in her mouth and she'd sucked Ben off twice, once for his birthday and once the day he proposed.
Her mystery lover started switching between licking and stiffening his tongue so that he could thrust in and out of her. It was feeling better than any sex she'd ever had, not including the Shaft Johnson dildo. His hands had slid off her knees and under her thighs lifting her legs. She wrapped her legs over his shoulders and crossed them behind his back. Hope bent backwards, humping her hips up into his incredibly prehensile thrusting tongue. "Ohhhhh!" she moaned.
Hope reached over to him; her restrained hands could reach the head between her thighs. His hair was short and kinky, not the long unruly hair of Harry Ellis. Nor was his jaw bearded as it was squeezed between her thighs. She was somewhat relieved she wasn't being blackmailed by Ellis, but that only deepened her curiosity over who her mystery man was. He seemed to be a very big, strong man which fit the bill of no one on her floor and no one she'd seen on the other floors.
"Fuck!" she spat. "Please?" Hope mewled as she pulled his head into her crotch, humping his face. He was just thrusting his tongue now into her willing pussy waiting for her to get off. And she was going to get off. A big one. "Gonna cum," she mewled, digging her fingers into his scalp, her body starting to tremble, and then came the explosion...
Hope threw back her head and cried out in pleasure. Her orgasm had been huge, one of the best of her life, only beaten by the ones she'd had with the dildo. She gasped, trying to catch her breath. She was still holding his head into her pussy. He was no longer licking or thrusting his tongue into her. He was planting soft kisses on her pussy lips. His jaw and cheeks were so soaked from her orgasm, she was embarrassed she'd cum so hard.
Hope released his head and relaxed her thighs so that he could get up. Only he didn't. The kisses turned to licks again. She gasped as her pussy was feeling ultra-sensitive. No thrusting tongue came this time, but something pushed into her. The tip of his index finger worked its way between the folds of her pussy lips. It found little resistance slipping in past his knuckle. The man's finger felt almost as big as Ben's prick and when he pulled it back and slipped a second finger into her, it felt as big if not bigger than Ben's dick.
His tongue came back. This time it focused on her clit, flicking and sucking on it while he kept his fingers knuckles deep in her pussy. He flexed his fingers running the tips over some sensitive spot deep in her vagina. It didn't take long for her to start grinding her pussy into his fingers. She cried out when he sucked her clit between his lips. Hope was panting as her orgasm began to build. Her pussy was contracting down around his fingers as her orgasm neared. She was going to cum again and it was going to be a big...
And then there was nothing.
He pulled his fingers out and he went back to kissing her quivering pussy lips
Hope was too surprised to say anything. She sat on the edge of the desk leaning back still grinding her pussy into his absent fingers wanting more than anything to cum again. For a brief moment, she wondered if she had done something wrong. He planted another kiss, but this time he also wiggled his tongue back inside her eliciting a loud gasp from her. He pulled back, reinserting his fingers. This time he didn't keep them inside, but fucked her with them. Hope's body instantly responded, grinding her pussy into his fingers. She was already worked up and the orgasm began to quickly build again. He sucked her clit into his mouth and she threw her head back. "YYEESSS!!" she cried as her pussy began to spasm around a thrust of his fingers that never came.
"NNNOOOO!" she squealed in frustration, her eyes wide with disbelief, but she was only staring into the darkness of the blindfold.
He pushed down on her knees and stood up between her legs. The head of his cock pressed against her pussy lips, rubbing and sliding over them, occasionally pushing forward, pushing her labia inside her until she began to spread open for him and then he'd pull back. She tried matching his push the next time she felt him pressing into her. Her mystery man held it still and Hope found she was the one rubbing her pussy around the tip of what felt like a cock head even bigger then the dildo's. He pulled back, the tip of his cock leaving a slimy trail along her inside thigh.
"What are you waiting for?" she gasped.
"Ask for it," he said. She jumped in surprise, used to his silence. Again, his voice was deep and masculine, a commanding voice that came deep from his chest. The head of his dick returned to the entrance to her pussy.
"Put it in," she demanded, trying to push her pussy into it, but she was already hanging off the edge of the desk.
"Not good enough."
Hope borderline growled she was so frustrated. "You want me to tell you to fuck me? Is that it? Well then... fuck me. Aaahh!" The pressure on her pussy lips grew, pushing inside her until they finally spread wide... really wide... around the head of his penis as it entered her. She was aware of a hard groan from his throat as he finally pushed it in. "You're big!" she gasped as he worked his cock back and forward.
"And you're tight."
Her pussy spread wider around the shaft just under her head. "Really big!" He pulled back until the large flare of his glans flickered over her clit and then he pushed forward again. "UNH! Too big! Slow down." He didn't, but he wasn't going fast either, just probing deeper with each thrust. "What the fuck it that thing?"
"That's my cock. Like it?"
"No way that's real." Her brain pictured him standing between her legs working a dildo inside her or wearing some kind of sleeve over his actual penis.
The man slowly withdrew his penis from inside her. She felt a slight sense of relief, but she was already raising her legs intent on wrapping them around his hips and pulling him back inside. He withdrew his cock. She sucked her stomach in when the head pressed against her navel before sliding up her stomach and resting between her breasts.
"See for yourself."
The chains rattled along the desk as she moved her hands over to her lap. Her fingers brushed his shaft and she wrapped one hand around the shaft above her blonde pussy hair and her second hand above her bellybutton. She gasped. "Not real," she muttered in disbelief. Her hands slid up the shaft until one fist was wrapped around the big knob at the end. The head of his large cock filled her palm and she couldn't wrap her fingers around it. Still in disbelief, she squeezed her hands tightly around the head and shaft and tugged on it, trying to pull the sleeve off his crotch. "I don't believe it," she whispered sliding her hands down. Only the top half was wet from being inside her. Her mind must be playing tricks on her, not being able to see it, but she estimated it was at least a foot long. "It's bigger than the dildo!"
"The dildo was to prepare you for me."
She gulped at the implication. Her lower hand slid down to his crotch until she could feel his pubic hair. The shaft was a uniformly stadium shaped, flat on the top and bottom with curved sides. It swelled larger just under the head. It was hot and veiny. She could feel his pulse in his veins. At no point in her examination of the huge phallus had she felt the ridged base of a condom, nor had the head been capped by a rubbery receptacle. "You're not wearing a condom?"
"You got one?"
"No."
"You not on birth control?"
"I am, but..."
"Then it don't matter."
Hope thought of Ben for a moment. He was supposed to be the first man to ever put his penis inside her bareback as soon as they were married and ready to start a ******, not a well endowed unseen stranger. "Just don't cum in me," she whispered which made her curious if the man's balls matched the size of his cock. The hand at the base, relaxed its grip and slid under the shaft, going further down then she expected so that she could cup his scrotum in her hand, or more accurately just one of his testicles. His entire testicle sat in her palm hot and heavy, filled with semen and the second one was nearly as big. "So heavy," she muttered, running her hand back up from his heavy balls to the shaft. Her other hand had reflexively started stroking the end of the huge cock.
The man pulled back, the thick cock sliding through her fingers until it slipped out of her grasp. The head rested on her pubic hairs, sliding down, poised to enter her again. "Just don't cum in me," she said again, feeling like that more than anything else would be the ultimate betrayal of her fiancé. Her pussy was eager for it, but she still sucked in her breath when the head pushed inside her. "Unh," she grunted as his big cock worked its way in and out of her. "Go easy," she gasped. "I'm not sure how much I can take."
"You gotta body built for big cock, Hope."
He paused when he was as deep as he'd been earlier with five or six inches stretching her out. It was as deep as Ben could go, but three times as wide making it an entirely new experience for her. He started slowly pushing deeper working the huge shaft back and forth keeping her full, but occasionally almost withdrawing the whole thing before pushing deeper. Soon the head had penetrated her as far as the Shaft Johnson. He paused again.
Hope closed her eyes behind the mask. She pictured herself as an actress in a movie with the legendary Shaft Johnson's big black cock buried inside her. She herself would never have sex with a black man, but the thought of having an unprotected big black cock inside her was making her womb ache. As she was getting used to the extra thickness, he was starting to feel good, really good. All that was missing to get her off was the vibration switch.
Hope would never have had sex with a black man, but then for all she knew her mystery lover was a black man. She wasn't overtly racist; she just wasn't attracted to black men and had never had much interaction with any. Ben hated them and she scolded him for it, but he'd been cold-cocked by a black thug in a random act of violence once and was regularly accosted by several screaming black homeless men near his work. Ben wouldn't be able to handle seeing her with another man, but a black man with a cock more than twice his size becoming the first man ever to fuck his fiancé bareback would have cold-cocked him worse than being punched. He'd never forgive her, even if she was being forced... forced by a man she'd just begged to fuck her. The only black person she'd seen in the office was Sterling's female nurse. That meant he probably wasn't black. Still, when asking him about the size of the dildo, he'd typed the answer...



The big ones only come in black.
Her mystery man adjusted his hips and Hope instinctively held her breath knowing what was coming. He worked his hips around, pushing just a little deeper. She raised her hands, the restraints stopping her from wrapping her arms around his back. She settled for grabbing his biceps and they were big biceps. She held on, trembling slightly, the ache in her womb growing with anticipation. He slowly pulled most of his cock back before slamming his hips forward. The pressure caught her off guard and she jerked as she took him balls deep. The pressure in her womb, pulsed and then exploded outward in the long-anticipated orgasm her body had been craving. Hope wrapped her legs around his hips and crossed her ankles, holding his cock inside her afraid that he might pull it out as she rode out a giant orgasm that had her toes curling.
"Wow," she gasped. Her pussy was tingling, pulsing and contracting around his cock.
"Wow," he grunted in agreement.
Hope leaned forward, resting her blonde head on his hard chest. Her vagina continued squeezing his cock, molding itself around his huge shaft. "What's happening?" she gasped. The spasms were feeling good and she thought she might cum again as her pussy adapted to his size.
The big man balled her long blonde hair in his fist and yanked her head back until she was looking up, her mouth opening at the sudden pain. "That's your pussy resizing itself to my big cock," he told her. His hot breath exhaling on her face.
"Resizing?" she gasped, fearing she'd never be satisfied with Ben. "Mmmpph!" she jerked as he brought his lips down on her, his tongue pushing into her mouth. She struggled for only a few moments before giving in and pushing back with her tongue. The moment she gave in, she came again. It was big, but smaller than the last one and she didn't stop kissing him, moaning into his mouth the entire time she came around his big cock.
They kept kissing as the mystery man slowly started working his cock. He released her hair and placed his big hands on her waist. Hope released his biceps and let her hands run over his chest. She couldn't raise them above his shoulders so she let them explore his torso. He had a hard hairless chest, his muscles prominently ridged. His chest was broad tapering down to his waist. Her hands slid over his hard stomach. She wasn't surprised to feel the pronounced ridges from a muscular six pack. "Fuck me," she begged, softly biting down on his lower lip.
The man began fucking her harder. He kissed her lips, bending her backward. She lowered her hands from his chest so that she could prop herself up. He lowered his head down to her tits and began licking around her swollen nipples. "You like my cock, slut?" he asked before sucking one hard nipple between his lips.
"Oh god," she moaned, humping into his thrusting cock. The monster was going to make her cum again. He buried it, held it still for a moment, and then slowly started pulling it out. "Nooo," she whined, tightening her grip around his waist to hold him inside her, but he was too strong. Only the head was left inside her and soon the flare of his glans was brushing past her clit. "Keep it in. Keep it in. Fuck me," she pleaded.
"Answer me."
"Yes! YES!" The head started pushing back inside. "I like it." His tongue was twirling around her wet nipple. "I like your cock." He was more than half way in now, his cock pushed deeper into her welcoming pussy. "I love it. I LOVE YOUR COCK," she cried screaming loud enough the whole office floor would have heard. "I love your big cock. Fuck me with your big cock." He started thrusting again and when he sucked her nipple back into his mouth, she showered his giant shaft with another powerful orgasm.
Mystery man grabbed her wrists and slowly lowered her down so that she was laying on the desk. He was done teasing her. He pushed against her legs until she was forced to let go and he cupped her knees under his arms. The desk was high enough her pussy was nearly lined up with his shaft, but he had to lift her ass slightly up to make it perfect. When it was perfect, he started fucking her hard.
Hope's eyes rolled up in her head and her mouth open. Her large bosom was heaving with each thrust of his cock. He fucked her hard. He fucked her fast. Her entire world became the giant cock fucking her pussy. He fucked her through a series of multiple orgasms. He lasted a long time especially at the speed in which he was fucking her. Finally, he buried his cock as it gave a powerful jerk.
"PULL..." she cried, realizing what was about to happen, but it was too late. A large burst of semen flooded her womb with so much pleasure and warmth that she was immediately glad he hadn't pulled out. The second eruption of his seed had her pussy convulsing around her throbbing cock until she was cumming hard again. It was her biggest yet. There had been no build up and it caught her off guard. Her nails dug into the mahogany top of the desk as her pussy began a series of contractions designed to milk his cock of every drop of his seed in order to prolong the intense orgasm.
He finally did pull out and though she wouldn't have believed a man could cum so much, several large wads of his hot seed were splattering on her body, striking her neck and breasts. The chains slid across the desk as her hands reached above her searching for his shaft. When she found it, she tightened her grip and rapidly jerked it off, not surprised to feel several smaller wads of cum strike her tits. It didn't seem to want to stop cumming.
The cock slid down through her hands as the man leaned over her. She raised her head and he gave her a kiss on the lips. He pushed himself up, his cock sliding through her grip as he backed away. Her hands dropped into a wet pool of his semen that had slid down into her bellybutton. Despite her dislike of messy ejaculate, Hope found herself rubbing his seed into her skin. Her hands slid up her waist and over her breasts rubbing his cum into her nipples. He stopped her, grabbing one wrist and turning her hand over. He dropped a small metallic item into her palm. She wrapped her hand around it. A key.
Hope laid there catching her breath, too sexually exhausted to move.
Ding!
She heard the floor's elevator arrive and then the door closed. She knew her mystery lover was gone. Hope pulled the mask off and was instantly aghast at the sight of all the semen covering her body. She quickly used the key to unlock the cuffs, freeing herself. The erotic charge she'd gotten from being inseminated for the first time was fading rapidly at all the sticky mess covering her body. She could feel gobs of his semen sliding down her thighs, leaving slimy wet trails. "Yech," she said in disgust.
Hope used the executive washroom in the office to clean up. She luckily found a roll of paper towels under the sink and washed her body and thighs. Her chest still felt dirty and there seemed no end to the fresh waves of semen leaking from her pussy.
She wet a paper towel and went back into the office to wipe any traces of semen off the desk. There was also a large pool of it beneath where they had fucked. By the time, she'd finished wiping the pool on the carpet up, there was a new pool beneath her legs where she was squatting.
Fed up, Hope walked over to her clothes to get her panty, but it was no longer sitting on her clothes. Nor was there any sign of her bra. "Asshole," she growled, walking back to the doorway and giving the surveillance camera the finger again, but she wasn't sure if he'd arrived back to where he could see her.
Again, she cleaned her thighs before returning to the couch and grabbing her clothes. Of course, she had worn a skirt today. She still had several hours in her shift and she'd be leaking the whole time. She grabbed the soiled paper towels and threw them in the waste basket, taking the bag out. She'd drop it off in a trash can outside when she left.
She spent the rest of the night sitting on a wad of paper towels as she sat at her desk convinced his semen would never stop leaking out of her.
**********
Compared to the previous day, the next day at work was pretty boring. She arrived at her desk and watched her co-workers slowly leave over the next few hours until she was alone on the floor. The world markets were mostly flat. There were some significant Lithium deposits discoveries in Wyoming and Nevada which she wrote a report on for the executives to review. She resisted the urge to glance at the security camera. She didn't get any messages from him either, but she did get a text.
Wake me when you get home if you're up for some fun.
It was from Ben.
Ben mistook her urgent frustration for enthusiasm. Hope ground into his crotch trying to get his little dick in deeper, anything would do, just a tiny bit would feel better than this. She tried riding him, but his penis kept flopping out. She settled for just rocking back and forth in his lap which did give her a little pleasure. She moaned in disappointment when he climaxed. Again, her clueless fiancé took it for a moan of pleasure and the discharge covering his condom covered penis convinced him that she'd orgasmed. He happily left for the restroom to toss the condom and clean off yet more of her mystery lover's leaking semen.
Hope laid down in bed wondering about her future. Ben could make her happy, but she doubted he would ever sexually satisfy her again. Especially, if what her mystery lover had said about her pussy being resized now for his much larger cock. Maybe, if she got away from her mystery man her pussy would return to normal and she could enjoy Ben again. If not, she still had the Shaft Johnson and maybe they made bigger dildoes.
Thinking about her dildo had her itching for it. She tried to sneak out in the middle of the night, but woke Ben and had to slip back in bed. He was off the next day and she couldn't use it that morning either.
Hope was extremely sexually frustrated when she arrived at work that evening.
She sat at her desk, drumming her fingers on the table as she looked for motion on the foreign markets as they opened one after the other. There was no movement and no news. It was going to be a boring evening unless she found something to occupy the time. She was torn between wanting him to message her and glad he wasn't. Maybe he was done with her? Not likely. If a man had that kind of power over a woman, he wasn't going to give it up. He'd have her as his sex slave as long as she was employed at Lithocorp. Hope shivered at the thought, even as her nipples swelled and her pussy began dripping at the thought.
Hope got up to use the bathroom and used the one in the Veep's office. She flushed and stopped in the office, staring at the desk. She still wanted the job. Her mind raced between images of business professional Hope sitting behind the desk and naked slut Hope sitting on the desk getting fucked by a blacked-out figure. She walked over to the desk and hopped up on it, closing her eyes and spreading her legs, her mind recalling the incredible fucking she'd gotten two nights ago. Why was she reliving this fantasy and not the boss fantasy?
Finally, she couldn't take it any longer.
Hope slid of the boss's desk and returned to her own. She found a sharpie in her desk and wrote out Hi! on a piece of paper. She pushed her chair back and held the piece of paper up to the security camera.
Good evening, Hope.
The message came through almost immediately. He must be watching her almost constantly.
Lonely?
"Damn," she muttered. Yes, she typed. She held her finger above the enter button for a few seconds before pressing it.
Do you still have the blindfold and restraints?
Hope knew he could hear her, but felt embarrassed speaking out loud so she typed.
I have the blindfold. The restraints are in my car. Should I go get them?
No matter. Remove your clothes and go kneel at the elevator.
"Blindfolded?" she asked, pushing her chair back and standing.
Not yet.
And strip where I can see you.
Hope walked towards the office and turned to face the security camera. Today she was wearing a white blouse, black slacks, and black heels. She kicked her heels off and proceeded to unbutton her blouse. She pulled it off and bent to undo her slacks. Her underwear was some of her sexiest. Ben had bought them for her (actually for himself) for Valentine's Day. The bra and panty were sheer and lacy, made of thin material. The panty was low cut and barely covered the top of her pubes. The rear wasn't quite a thong, but it was close. She folded her clothes and entered the office setting them on the couch.
Hope returned to the floor, looking directly at the security camera as she unhooked the tight bra, sighing as her breasts were freed. She turned, presenting her ass to the camera as she bent and slid the panty down her legs. She took her underwear and froze as she was about to set them down on her clothes. Not wanting him to steal her panty again, she disappeared into the office for a moment and hid her underwear under the sink in the restroom.
Hope reappeared, nude and walked over to the elevator. She kneeled and waited.
She could hear the cables working behind the door as the elevator began to rise.
Was she about to see her hung mystery lover? She hoped he was handsome. Was he white or black? She hoped he was white, but the thought of him being black didn't disgust her. Especially after watching the Shaft Johnson videos and seeing a hung black man in action with a white woman. She closed her eyes picturing her perfect man with a fit muscular body. The guy that played Thor came to mind. She smiled, crossing her fingers.
The noise grew as the elevator got closer. She could feel the door rattle as the elevator arrived on her floor and settled as it stopped.
Ding!
Hope opened her eyes as the door slid open.
She saw nothing until she moved her eyes down. There was a brown paper bag on the floor sitting in front of the door. It rattled as she grabbed it. She looked inside and saw more chains and cuffs. She reached inside and grabbed it. The contraption was somewhat confusing. It appeared to have two handcuffs and a leather strap, which she realized was a collar. The collar was connected by a chain to the two handcuffs. She grabbed the bag and stood.
Put the cuffs on in front, then the collar and blindfold and kneel before the elevator again.
By putting the collar on, you are submitting to my will.
Hope reached down and retrieved the blindfold from her purse. She pushed her chair back and swung it around so that she was facing the security camera. She gulped as she raised the collar up to her neck and closed it around her throat. She locked the cuffs around her wrists. She had about a foot of chain between them and the chain connecting them to her collar was loose enough she could raise her wrists face high. She took a deep breath, rose from the chair and walked towards the elevator. Hope kneeled at the elevator and put the blindfold on.
After a few minutes, there was a thud and then the noise of the cables through the door as the elevator started rising again. Her nipples swelled and hardened, puffing up her areola. She could feel her pussy drooling in anticipation of getting her mystery lover's huge cock in it again.
Ding!
Hope raised her head as the elevator door opened. She heard nothing until the door closed again. Her heart was racing, the beat echoing in her ears and that was all she could hear.
Thwack!
"Ow!" she grunted in surprise as his weighty piece of meat smacked her in the face. It smacked her again, his cock noticeably harder now. The next smack was less rough and more of a tapping as his cock was fully hard now. The head pressed down against her forehead, sliding down and pressing against the blindfold, sliding down her nose. The head pressed against her lips.
"OPEN!" He commanded.
Hope jumped in surprise, her mouth opening to the point her lips closed around the head and glans on the massive cock. He pushed. The glans sliding under her upper lip. Hope's tongue flickered over the tip as she began to bob her head. She wasn't a fan of blow jobs, but she didn't hesitate giving him what he wanted. Ben had been thrilled the few times she'd sucked his dick, but Ben had a skinny little five-inch prick, not a thick foot long horse cock. He'd been easy, but her mystery man was a challenge and Hope enjoyed a challenge.
She reached up and grabbed the shaft with both hands, bobbing her head faster over the end of the giant cock. He groaned slightly and placed his hand on her head. It was a large strong hand that nearly engulfed her scalp. She raised her bound wrists and wrapped her hands around the shaft. His cock was so big she easily held it with both hands while sucking the end. Hope started twisting her hands and jerking his shaft as she tried to get more of his cock in her mouth. She was managing to swallow about an inch past the glans before her gag reflex kicked in.
Mystery man placed his hand back on her head and stepped back. She released his cock as it slid through her hands. She felt him grab the chain just under her collar. He pulled her to her feet. He kept his hand on the chain, pulling her to turn left before leading her away from the elevator. Blind, she let him lead her down what she assumed was the aisle between the cubicles and toward the vice president's office.
He stopped and grabbed her shoulders, turning her slightly and adjusting her position. He moved his large hands on top her shoulders and applied pressure, pushing her down. Hope slowly lowered herself, squatting before him. His giant cock was sticking straight out. The head caught on her hard nipple, flicking it. She stumbled slightly as she squatted. The head of his cock hit her chin, pressing down as it slid up her cheek. The large ridged flare of his glans caught in the bottom of the blindfold, pulling it up over her eyes as she fell to her knees. Hope blinked in the sudden light as her mystery man's cock came in to focus.
It was perfect.
It was magnificent.
It was as black as the ace of spades.
She gasped as she took in the massive black cock. It was the manliest looking thing she'd ever seen.
He'd heard her gasp. "No peeking," he said, leaning down and pushing the blindfold back down over her eye. She briefly caught a glimpse his muscular stomach and abdominal ridges before things went dark again.
Hope kneeled, breathing heavily as she pictured her brief glimpse of her mystery lover's cock. He said nothing, did nothing, as she sat unmoving for a good minute, getting over her shock that she'd been sucking a black man's cock, that a black man had fucked her, and that she had been the one to invite him back after her initial blackmail.
She sat up on her knees and reached out with her manacled hands. His cock found her palm as he pushed down guiding it to her hand. She wrapped both hands around the base and guided the tip back towards her lips, planting a respectful kiss on the tip before she started sucking him again.
He grabbed her head and held her on his dick, pulling her forwards as she sat down on the office couch. She crawled forwards between his knees, sucking his huge cock and trying to suppress her gag reflex as she took him deeper.
He groaned. "Suck that big black cock, slut."
Hope shuddered, but didn't stop, relaxing her throat and impressing herself as she managed to take half his twelve-inch shaft down her throat. Her pussy gave a little squirt of desire, but she didn't know if it was because he'd brought race into the conversation or because he called her a slut. One or both was making her even wetter than she already was and it shamed her.
"I knew you'd be a great cocksucker, Hope," he groaned, grabbing the back of her head and guiding her to suck faster.



A lustful whimper rose in the back of her throat as she sucked him faster, tightening her lips while also pumping the base with her fists. For the first time, she was enjoying sucking a man off. This was different then Ben or her other boyfriend. This was a real man with a big black cock that deserved her worship. The Shaft Johnson videos had primed her for the real thing. There was something particularly sexy and erotic watching those white women suck Johnson's big black cock or seeing his huge shaft fucking a white pussy senseless.
"Yeah, baby," he groaned. His cock was swelling, growing even bigger and harder. "Gonna nut in yo mouth, slut."
Hope whimpered again. Her previous jerk boyfriend hadn't warned her and ejaculated in her mouth. The taste had been awful and seemed to linger in her mouth for hours. She'd let Ben cum in her mouth once, but refused to swallow it. Still, she'd tasted him and it had been equally unpleasant. She was disgusted at the thought of the black man cumming in her mouth, yet his words were making her suck him faster like she actually wanted it.
His cock grew and trembled, ready to explode at any moment. When he came, it wouldn't be a little spurt across her tongue like Ben's ejaculate, it would be a massive voluminous load that filled her mouth several times over. She still couldn't believe the volume he'd cum last time.
She was right.
His first load instantly filled her mouth to the point she developed chipmunk cheeks and his seed was squirting out the sides of her lips. He was still holding the back of her head giving her no choice but to swallow his seed. Her mouth filled again almost instantly and by now her brain was registering that the black man's semen didn't taste disgusting at all. Her mouth filled again and this time she willingly gulped it down, enjoying the taste of the black man's hot seed.
"Swallow all that nut, slut," he grunted.
Hope groaned in lust and continued sucking the end of the black man's cock. His third wad didn't quite fill her mouth and by the fourth blast from his cock, a stream of semen was striking the back of her throat and then fanning out across her tongue until it was just spitting out little spurts of semen. Hope pulled back, keeping her lips pursed around half the head of his cock while her hands pumped the shaft to coax out more of his delicious seed. She was rewarded by another half dozen Ben sized wads of semen on her tongue.
Hope pulled back and licked her lips. She was still holding the big shaft and could feel it throbbing in time to her mystery man's heart beat. It took a moment, but eventually it lost some of its steel hardness.
He reached down and grabbed the chain just beneath her collar, pulling up. Hope braced her hands on his knees and pushed herself up. He grabbed her hips and pulled her forward until she was straddling his lap. His cock head rubbed over her slit between her legs.
She squatted, feeling the head pushing her pussy lips inward, until she opened for him. His cock bent and then pushed inside her. It was fat and swollen, but partially limp having lost some of its steel after ejaculating. Hope reached out and placed her hands on his shoulders. The chain hung down from her collar between her breasts before rising up to connect to the cuffs. She gripped his shoulders as she raised and lowered herself over the end of his cock. Once he was safely inside her, his hands gripped her hips and pulled her down into his lap.
Hope sighed as she sank down until she was sitting in his lap. She was surprised at how easily she'd taken him, but this was what her body had been craving, full penetration by her mystery lover's huge cock. She started riding his shaft, his hands gliding down her waist until he was cupping her ass cheeks, his strong arms helping raise and lower her.
Her hands slid up his neck to cup his smooth shaved cheeks. She brought her mouth close to his face. "Fuck me," she moaned. "Fuck me." She wondered if he'd kiss her after he so recently had cum in her mouth. He did. She opened her mouth allowing his tongue inside as she continued to ride him.
His cock reversed course. It swelled, hardening, the head plumping up and pushing deeper inside her as she sank back down into it. "Aaaahhh!" she gasped, cumming on his cock.
"That's it, Hope. Cum all over that big black cock. That white pussy's squirting all over my black shaft."
"Un-huh," she groaned, sucking on his lower lip as she came.
"Your little dicked white boy make you cum like that?"
Hope trembled. "Unh-unh," she grunted as her pussy suddenly spasmed and clamped down around his cock, cumming again. She ground into his cock prolonging her orgasm. She flushed in shame that his dirty talk turned her on so much and adding the race elements only made it hotter. Even his belittling of Ben seemed to make it hotter. The black man only chuckled.
He squeezed her firm ass cheeks and started lifting her up and down his shaft again. Hope braced her toes on the carpet and helped him pushing up and sliding down. He sat up and she fell back, quickly throwing the chain over his head to keep from falling. She arched her back, thrusting her tit up and out.
The black man brought his head down to the right of the chain connected to her collar. She felt his breath on her tit before suddenly her swollen nipple was sucked between his lips. Hope gasped and pulled his head harder into her breast as she sucked and nibbled at her nipple. Her womb grew hot as another orgasm approached. It faded as her nipple slid out of his mouth. He pulled her closer relaxing the chain so that he could move his head over it and suck her left nipple into her mouth. His tongue flickered over the hard nub before sucking it back and forth into his mouth. The heat in her womb pulsed, imploded inwards around the tip of his cock head and then exploded out into a huge orgasm.
He released her nipple, bucking his hips and rising her up and down his cock as he fucked her as fast as he could. Her body flailed like a rag doll only held upright by the chain behind his neck as he fucked her through her orgasm. "Yes, yes, fuck me," she cried as she came back to her senses. "Fuck me!"
"With what?" he grunted.
"Your cock. Fuck me with your cock."
"What kind of cock, slut?"
"Oh god," she groaned. "Black... cock. Fuck me with your big black cock."
"That's better, slut. You like that black cock?"
"Yes," she hissed, nearly overcome with pleasure. "I like it. I love it. I love your big black cock."
"We gonna keep fucking?"
"Yes. YES! Anytime. You can fuck me anytime."
"Who own that white pussy?"
"You do. Your pussy."
"Ares," he said.
"Ares?" The Greek god of war?
"Ares owns this white pussy," he grunted fucking her harder.
"Your pussy, Ares," she agreed, liking the sound of his manly name. "My pussy was built for your big black cock, Ares."
Ares let out a loud grunt. He quit bucking his hips and let her ass slam down into his lap. His cock jerked and her womb flooded with seed. Hope threw her head back and screamed in pleasure as her biggest orgasm yet exploded out from the head of his spurting cock. He came and came and as far as Hope could tell, there was no lessoning in the large volume of semen he ejaculated the second time.
She collapsed against him, resting her forehead on his while she tried to catch her breath. He was breathing heavily too, his huge chest expanding and contracting. His cock continued twitching inside her, dribbling more semen inside her even as his seed began seeping out around their conjoined crotches. The flow leaking out of her grew as his cock deflated.
"Off," he ordered, tapping her ass.
Hope groaned and put pressure on her weak legs to raise herself out of his lap. His spent cock flopped out of her pussy, followed by a constant flow of leaking semen. He stood and guided her towards the executive restroom in the office. "Get cleaned up."
Hope entered the bathroom and heard the door close behind her. She raised her hands and pushed her blindfold up. She looked a mess. Her cheeks were puffy and there were dried flakes of semen around her lips and on her chin. Watery semen was dribbling down between her legs to hit the carpet, so she hurried over to the toilet and sat down trying to force as much of his seed from her body as possible.
She did what she could, but knew she'd be leaking for hours. Hope washed her hands and face. She walked over to the restroom door, stood up straight. "I'm coming out," she called, before pulling her blindfold down.
Hope opened the door and stepped out into the office. She paused and stood, expecting Ares to grab the chain and guide her, but there was nothing and she heard nothing. "Hello," she called. "Ares?"
There was no answer. She waited a bit longer before pushing her blindfold back up. The room was empty. She walked over to the entrance and looked down the hall past her desk. She raised her chained hands up towards the ceiling camera. She sat at her desk and typed out a message to him.
"Forget something?" she typed.
"Hello?"
Hope spent the next four hours of her shift, sitting nude at her desk with her hands manacled together and attached to her collar. She had to get up every thirty minutes and clean all the semen leaking from her pussy. Each time, she returned to her desk, holding her bound wrists up to the camera in hopes he'd respond. She tried to work and monitored some of the markets, but was mostly too worried about what she'd do if he didn't respond. She could probably manage putting her pants on, but with the manacles, there was no way she'd be able to put her top on. She scanned the company directory for anyone named Ares and when that came up blank, she tried the building directory. Nothing.
"Worried?"
Hope sighed in relief. "Finally," she muttered. "Yes! Get up here and uncuff me, now." There was no immediate answer. "Come on," she said out loud and looking at the camera. "Well?' she typed.
"I'm waiting for the magic word."
Hope sighed. "Please?" she typed.
"Assume the position and wait."
Hope thought about it a moment and decided, "assume the position" was kneeling before the elevator. She got up from her desk and walked back over to the elevator. She fell to her knees and gave a glance up at the camera. The blindfold was still around her forehead like a headband. She considered defying him and not pulling it down, but if she angered him, he might leave her handcuffed. She raised her chained hands and pulled the blindfold down over her eyes.
Again, she waited and again she eventually heard the whir of the elevator motors as it began to climb.
Ding!
The doors opened.
Hope cocked her head to listen. Her chains rattled as his fist grabbed the chain dangling from her slave collar down to her manacles. He tugged on it, pulling her to her feet. He steadied her and then grabbed her wrist and worked a key in the lock.
Click!
She pulled her wrist free. "Thank you," she said.
He grabbed her other wrist.
Click!
"You had me worried there for a moment." Hope rubbed her recently freed wrist while Ares grabbed the dangling chain just beneath the collar and spun her collar around until the chain was now dangling behind her.
He grabbed her wrist and yanked it behind her back.
"Hey! What gives?"
Click!
He grabbed her other wrist. Hope tried to yank it back, but there was no way she could match his strength. He jerked her arm behind her back.
Click!
A hard knob pressed into her ass cheek before sliding over it and leaving a wet trail. His cock? How could he be hard again? He'd cum twice earlier. Hope wiggled her shoulders, but her hands were now manacled behind her. She was more helpless now than she had been a minute ago. "Ares?" she asked, testing her manacles.
He said nothing, grabbing the chain behind her back, he angled her down the hall and pushed her forward.
Hope stumbled, but caught herself and took a few tentative steps forward. "Ares?" she said again, but he was silent. He pushed her in the back again forcing her to take a few more steps. She moved slowly forward. Her bare feet feeling out the carpet and she walked blindly forward. She must have veered off a little because at some point he grabbed the chain at her slave collar and angled her slightly to the left. He pulled on the chain, slowing her and angling her a little to the right and then turned her left. She was in the office. He moved her forward before holding tightly to the chain, stopping her.
He came up behind her, his cock pushing against the crack in her ass, sliding up her back as he grabbed her hips. Hope instinctively pushed her ass back into the hard cock pushing into her. He held one hip tightly, his other hand reaching around to grab and squeeze one breast, pinching her nipple between his fingers. Hope moaned, feeling his hot breath on her neck before his lips kissed her neck and then her shoulder. She pushed her ass back into his cock harder, grinding into his giant shaft.
Hope found herself leaning forward as Ares large body bent down. The edge of the desk pressed into her belly just before her stomach laid down on the desk quickly followed by her breasts pushing into the wooden desk top. His cock was resting on her ass crack as he grabbed her cheeks, kneading them and pushing her forward so that his hard shaft was sliding down her crack towards the entrance to her pussy.
He squeezed her ass, his cock pressing against her pussy lips. He pushed, slightly penetrating her. He worked his cock around the opening to her pussy, coating the head with her rapidly increasing arousal. Her pussy was drooling around the head, desperate to get fucked again, but he didn't push it inside her.
"Fuck me," she begged, trying, but unable to push her ass back into his cock. All she could manage was to slightly grind into the head, but that only made her need for it worse. "Please, fuck me."
Her pussy lips pushed in and then spread open around the head as he worked the head of his cock around just up to the glans. "Yes," she hissed wondering how he could be so hard again after cumming twice with her earlier. The thought that there might be two hung black men fucking her suddenly occurred to her. He hadn't said a word since her arrived. He continued teasing her with the head of his cock. "Fuck me," she pleaded. "I want more."
Instead, she got nothing. He pulled the head of his cock out, stepping back so that he wasn't touching her.
"Come on, Ares, quit teasing me. You know I want it. Please?"
SMACK!
The palm of his hand came down hard on her left ass cheek, catching her off guard. She jerked, flopping on the top of the desk.
SMACK!
"OW!" she gasped. The slap on her right cheek had been harder than the left. He was probably right-handed.
His hands grabbed and kneaded her ass cheeks. They felt hot, still stinging. She imagined her pale skin had turned red. His cock probed at her pussy again, pushing inside, still teasing her.
"Oh god, Ares. Please fuck me. I want it so bad."
SMACK!
SMACK!
She jumped. It wasn't as hard, but it still stung against her red ass cheeks. He hadn't pulled his cock out this time, continuing to tease her with the head of it just up to the flare.
"Please," she begged. "Fuck m... fuck my white pussy with your big black cock. OHGODYES!!" she screamed as his cock buried itself inside her white pussy and she found herself climaxing all over the huge shaft. There was no doubt in her mind that this was Ares' cock fucking her. This was the cock that had resized her pussy and was making her behave like a slut. "YES! YES! Fuck me, Ares. Show me what that black cock can do."
His thrusting increased, liking what she was saying. His hands tightly gripped her sore ass cheeks, but she was only barely aware they were still stinging as the pleasure coming from her pussy was overwhelming most of her senses. He spread her cheeks apart and there was a slight pressure on her anus as his thumb pushed down on it. She jumped as his thumb pushed its way through her tight sphincter, but she was too weakened from her orgasm to protest. By the time, she had recovered, she was starting to like the sensations coming from her ass. Her sphincter was tightening its grip around his thumb every bit as much as her pussy was squeezing his thrusting shaft. She babbled each time he pulled back, her words cutting off when he shoved his cock forward while fucking her asshole with his thumb. "Fuck... sogood... fuck... my... ass... black... cock... love... black... cock... love... you... love you... Ares... black... cock... black... only... black only... Ares... YYEESS!!" She cried out as he buried his cock and filled her with his first blast of seed. Each spasm of his cock sent another stream of semen into her womb prolonging her own orgasm. Her pussy was tightening around his shaft, contracting inwards milking more of his pleasure giving seed out of his balls and then convulsing out in an orgasmic burst when it got its reward.
There was nothing more pleasurable in the world then fucking this unknown black man.
Ares' cock gave one final lesser squirt and he slowly started pulling it out while simultaneously removing his thumb. He grabbed her hips and pulled her ass slightly down so she was hanging off the desk. She felt his cock press down on her manacled hands. She grabbed the shaft and held it, bringing her other hand over to grip the shaft. It was throbbing, wet, and swollen to its largest having just ejaculated. She jerked it and he pumped the shaft through her fists. It jerked a couple more times. She felt a splatter of his hot seed strike her back between her shoulder blades and the final wad fanned out to fill her palm and coat her fingers. He grabbed one of her arms.
Click!
He pulled the handcuff off and turned his attention to the other arm.
Click!
Her hands were free now, but she kept them on his cock, still caressing it with her fingers. Ares grabbed her neck and pulled the Velcro apart, removing the slave collar. He pulled back, his cock sliding through her hands. He smacked her ass with it twice, his cock falling over the curve of her ass indicating it had lost some of its steel. It slowly pulled back until it fell off her ass.
He disappeared silently. Hope pushed the blindfold up and braced her hands against the desk, pushing herself up. She wobbled slightly, unsteady on her feet before shuffling off to the bathroom to clean up again.
**********
The next day, Hope pulled her car into the office parking garage. The second she stepped out of her car, her nipples hardened pushing into her bra and her pussy began making her panty damp at the thought of another late-night visit from her mystery lover.
The gate guard nodded at her, the pot-bellied old man's eyes sweeping her body once. She gave him a smile and a nod back. He checked her out every day, but she looked particularly good today. She was wearing a sleeveless blue dress that showed more cleavage than she would have liked for the office. It showed quite a bit of leg too. The hem stopped above the knee, but was slit at the sides. Her heels matched the dress. Beneath, she was wearing some of her sexiest underwear, a lacy pink sheer bra and panty that clearly showed her nipples and blonde pubic patch. The panty was a thong and if she bent over to pick something off the ground, it would appear like she wasn't wearing any underwear. She felt naughty and was tempted to drop something so she could bend over to give the guard a thrill.
She'd dressed to impress and it was mostly for her mystery lover. She'd achieved a sexual satisfaction from their encounter(s) yesterday that she hadn't thought possible outside of a trashy romance novel. She was still satisfied, but just the thought of another encounter was making her horny. If he weren't up for another round, she hoped her sexy outfit might make him change her mind. And if that didn't work, she could always take it off and prance around in her lacy pink underwear. It was the underwear she'd worn the first time he'd made her strip and if that didn't send a message, she didn't know what would.



The elevator stopped three floors from the top and she stepped out. The floor went quiet and most of her coworkers turned their heads to stare at her. Hope gulped. Was the dress too much? This was when she usually pretended, she was an executive and commanding everyone's attention, but after the initial surprise had slowed her steps, she started hurrying to her cubicle to avoid the attention. The color drained from her face as she worried her mystery lover had released their sex tape.
Hope sat at her desk and found herself staring at an interoffice memo taped to her computer.
Dear Miss. Hightower, please report immediately to Mr. Sterling's office.
Hope stood and stepped back with the message in her hand. "What's going on?" she said aloud.
The man in the cubicle next to her... Steve she believed his name was jumped when she spoke. His eyes had been running up the slit in her dress, staring at her leg. He blushed slightly, feeling that he'd been caught. "H-Harry Ellis was escorted out by security today," he stuttered. "We wouldn't know, except that Sandra was on the elevator when the guards got on with Ellis."
"Oh," she said, surprised. "OH!" she said again, realizing she now had a shot at the promotion.
"And Eddie's hooking up with Mr. Hawass' secretary, she told him that Ellis was caught with a bag of..." Steve lowered his voice to a whisper, "cocaine and that's why he was fired."
The cocaine didn't shock her at all. Ellis had the sniffing habit of a cokehead. "Thanks... Steve." He smiled at her indicating she'd gotten his name right. Hope had no idea who Sandra and Eddie were. If she became the new Veep, she'd need to make an effort to learn their names.
The floor remained quiet except for the ringing of several phones as she turned and headed back for the elevator. Her coworkers and possible future employees watched intently as she pressed the up button and waited for the elevator to arrive standing in the spot where last night, she'd been kneeling nude submissively with her hands bound in front of her.
The elevator arrived, opened, and she stepped on. The doors closed and it began to rise. Hope closed her eyes and tried to calm herself and slow her heart rate. She suddenly wished she hadn't worn such a sexy outfit. It was a cross between business professional and night on the town. She absentmindedly lowered her hands to the hem of her dress and tried to pull the skirt down, but that was a useless task.
She straightened back up, opening her eyes when the elevator came to a stop and the doors slid open. She plastered a fake smile on her lips, threw her shoulders back and walked confidently down the hall towards old man Sterling's office.
"Mrs. Hightower," said the secretary looking up and watching her approach. Her eyes scanned down Hope's dress and she frowned disapprovingly. "You can go on in," she said, pressing an intercom button and announcing Hope's arrival.
"Thank you," she replied. Ya old biddy.
Hope walked into the office. Hawass was sitting across from the doorway, looking at her inexpressively through his glasses. He didn't even glance at her breasts. Unusual for a man. She turned towards the desk and froze. Sterling was at his desk with his sexy black nurse standing beside him. He had tubes and oxygen in his nose. The constant stand with its IV bag was by his side. But it was the black man that stopped her dead in her tracks.
He was huge, built like a linebacker. He was smirking at her with white teeth that stood out from his very black skin. She stared at his face. He was not handsome. His features were stereotypically Afrocentric, dark eyes, with large lips and a flat nose. His nose wasn't just flat, it was also crooked like it had been broken and not healed correctly. His face screamed street thug to her though he also had a military bearing about him. A close shaved crewcut on his head added the soldier impression.
"Miss. Hightower," said Sterling. She quickly composed herself and turned her attention to the old man. "This is Mr. Bullock. Ares is Chief Security Officer for Lithocorp. He's somewhat off the books and more of a corporate "fixer" if you get my meaning. You won't find him in the corporate directory."
She turned her attention back on the black giant. "Mr. Bullock," she greeted. He wasn't wearing a uniform, but dressed like professional private security. He would have fit in as a secret service agent in his dark suit and tie. He even had an earpiece in. She stared at him, her nipples hardening as she fought off a strange urge to fall to her knees before him.
"Mrs. Hightower," said Ares.
"Bull, came to me with some disturbing information earlier," said Sterling.
Hope turned her attention back to the old man, flushing when she saw his eyes flicker down to her prominent nipples trying to poke a hole through her bra. Well, the old man isn't dead, she thought. His nurse was holding the oxygen mask over his face for him to take a breath.
"One of the cleaning staff discovered cocaine hidden in Mr. Ellis' desk last night. We... knew... he was a user, but bringing that stuff into the office is unacceptable. Bullock escorted him off site this morning."
Hope glanced back at Bull. She fought the urge to glance down and check out the bulge in his crotch and focused on his face. Bull stared her in the eyes. "Your aware of the security cameras, Miss Hightower?" he asked, the corner of his mouth curling slightly upward in a smile. "I attained footage of him handling the bag of cocaine and we verified that his fingerprints were on the bag."
"That leaves you as my main contender for the Vice President of Acquisitions, Miss Hightower," said Sterling.
Hope was still staring at the black man, her eyes widening at what she was hearing. Bull's lips curled up in a full smile before she turned away from him and looked back at Mr. Sterling. "I'd very much like to show you what I'm capable of, Mr. Sterling," she said.
Sterling's head drooped and he stared at her from the tops of his eyes. It made him look sinister. "Oh, I've seen what you're capable of, Miss Hightower," he said. "Hawass!"
Hope glanced towards Mr. Hawass. The Egyptian placed his finger tips on a sheet of paper and pushed it across his desk toward her. Hope took a few steps and picked it up. She flipped it over, her eyebrows shooting up as she read the impressive number on the card.
"That's my best offer for now," said Sterling. "We offered Harry Ellis more, but then he had more experience. Show me what you can do and that number will go up."
"This number is quite acceptable, Mr. Sterling," she replied gulping. It was truly an executive salary. "Are there any other benefits, sir?" she asked.
"Financially, we offer stock options as additional compensation. I highly suggest you take advantage of those options. I'm sure you've seen the projected numbers for Lithocorp."
"I have," she said, nodding. Dear god, I could be a millionaire in five years, she thought as all her dreams were seeming to come true.
"There're other benefits, such as access to are corporate apartments here in the city. You can take Ellis' apartment. Mr. Hawass will draw up a full contract for you to sign come Monday."
"Thank you, sir."
"There are negatives. Many of our mines are in dangerous places that you will be required to visit from time to time. We'll do our best to see to your safety, but there are risks. The risk is part of the reason for the high salary. In fact, your first opportunity to prove yourself will be a trip to the Congo based on a report you sent me, Miss Hightower. Lithocorp wants the rights to those new cobalt and tantalum mines that have been discovered. Do whatever it takes to get control of those mines and I'll immediately bump you up to what we had offered Mr. Ellis. Understand?"
"Yes sir," she replied. "I very much want this job, sir."
"Excellent," said Sterling, holding his hands close, fingers touching.
Hope forced the image of Mr. Burns out of her mind. Old man Sterling even had yellowish jaundiced skin reminding her even more of a Simpson's character.
"On last thing, Miss Hightower," said Sterling. "The job you're doing now has proven invaluable. I'd like you to continue working nights and monitoring those overseas markets. If safety is a concern, Mr. Bullock is usually in our private security room downstairs most nights. He can escort you to your car and see to your safety. If you decide to move into your corporate apartment and I highly suggest you take advantage of it, Bull has an apartment in the same building and can drive you to and from work and take care of all of your needs..." Mr. Sterling's lip curled up.
"Of course, sir," she replied. "I'm happy to continue what I'm doing now. Especially with Mr. Bullock to take care of me," she added, glancing and nodding towards the giant black man.
"Excellent," said Sterling again. "Then we're done here. Monday, Mr. Hawass will bring your contract downstairs for you to sign and we'll get the name changed on the door to your new office, Hope Hightower, Vice President of Acquisitions. Congratulations, Mrs. Hightower."
"Thank you, sir," she replied. Hope nodded at everyone in the room. Sterling still looked sinister with his head down, looking up at her with his yellow jaundiced eyes. Hawass nodded back, still expressionless. Ares was smiling. He gave her a wink that suddenly soaked her panty. She'd actually forgotten about him with all the shock from her sudden promotion and pay raise. She gave the black nurse a quick nod and smile to acknowledge her. Her smile quickly faded when she saw the nurse looking back at her with a hateful expression across her face and a lone tear making its way down her black cheek.
Hope turned away and quickly forgot about the nurse. She left the office, her legs almost giving out in shock over the sudden turn of events. She walked quickly down the hall towards the elevator. The paper with her salary was still clutched in her hand. She could move into an apartment in the city. An apartment in the city! With Bullock as her neighbor. She suddenly pictured her nude body riding his enormous cock on a bed, leaning forwards and resting her white hands on his dark black muscular chest. Her pussy gave a little squirt of arousal at the thought and she knew she wanted to make that fantasy a reality. She reached out and pressed the elevator button. Dear god, if Bullock was her neighbor, they could fuck every night and every morning for that matter. And in a bed! No more uncomfortable desk sex. Well, maybe occasionally.
Hope entered the elevator turned and reached out for the panel. Her finger pressed the button for the floor two floors down. Her hand froze on the panel. The light in the elevator was making her engagement ring sparkle. At no point, had Ben figured in any of her fantasies.
"Oh no, Ben," she mumbled.
**********
The elevator open and Hope stepped off, pretending the room was full of her coworkers... her employees congratulating their new boss. She stopped at her cubicle, but didn't sit down. She might not officially be the boss until Monday, but why the hell not, she thought. Hope bent down and unplugged her laptop, lifting and carrying into her new office.
She sat at her desk and tried to pay attention to the markets, but her mind couldn't focus. She pushed her chair back and spun it around, gazing out at the New York skyline. She sat back and crossed her legs. "Watch out New York," she said. "There's a new woman in charge and there's no telling how high she might climb."
Ding!
Hope's eyebrows rose when she heard the elevator. Her Pavlovian conditioning had her picturing herself kneeling nude before the elevator when it opened. She suppressed it. That wasn't the way an executive Vice President should think or act.
Heavy footsteps sounded in the hallway.
Hope spun her chair around as Bullock entered the room. More conditioning had her nipples swelling and her pussy leaking as she laid eyes on him. "Mr. Bullock," she said. He was dressed which somewhat disappointed her.
"Miss Hightower," he responded. Bullock approached uncomfortably close, coming between her chair and the desk. He leaned back on her desk. His crotch was eyelevel with her face and her gaze was torn between the immense bulge in his trousers and staring up at his face. No, he wasn't a handsome man, ugly and scary better defined his features. What he was, however, was overwhelmingly masculine. His dominant presence and muscular body screamed testosterone fueled real man. Testosterone was produced in the testicles too and Bullock had huge testicles.
"I suppose I'm indebted to you, Mr. Bullock," she said.
"Not at all," he replied. "The old man wanted you for the job."
"You didn't set up Ellis?"
Ares's lips curled up in that arrogant smirk of his. "Not quite. I did arrange for his drugs to be discovered more easily, but they were his drugs and they had his fingerprints on the bag."
"Then thank you."
Ares shrugged. "The old man chose you, not me. Ellis had become a liability. He spent fifty grand one night at a strip club in Vegas entertaining some clients from Russia. And they didn't sign with Lithocorp. That wasn't the only time either."
"I see," she replied, her eyes flickering down to the large tubular bulge running down his pants leg.
"You see... what?... something you like?" he asked, still smirking.
"Something I want," she said, reaching out for his belt buckle. He pulled his shirt up out of his pants while she undid his belt. Hope was surprised to see her hands shaking slightly as she fumbled with the button on his trousers. She pulled his flap open and finished pulling the zipper down. Hope grabbed the waistband of his trousers, struggling slightly as she pulled them down over his hips, her eyes focused on the swelling bulge filling out the front of a white Speedo.
Hope grabbed the front of his Speedo, caressing the bulge beneath and squeezing it before sliding her hand up to the hem of his underwear. She pulled it out and down, freeing the thing she was so desperate to see.
Ares' big black cock sprang up. The head hitting her in the nose causing Hope to pull her head back. "Jesus," she gasped, grabbing the base and stroking it slightly. It expanded in her grip, hardening quickly. Her brief glimpse of the monster hadn't done it justice. Her eyes were fixated on Ares immense black cock. It looked like it was carved from black marble with some darker blue/black veins running its length.
It hardened fully in her hand. "It's so..."
"Big?" he finished. Hope continued staring at it in fascination. "Black?" he added.
"Perfect," she finally said, pulling it down and leaning forward to plant a kiss on the tip. She stared up at him as she kissed the head. Her tongue flickered out and licked the underside of his cock. Ares had lost his jacket and loosened his tie before he came in. He still had the ear piece in. As she stared at him, he loosened his tie even more and pulled it over his head. She began sucking his cock while he unbuttoned his shirt. "Mmmm," she moaned as his chest came into view. He pulled his shirt off and tossed it aside. Hope ran her hands up his thighs and over his hard stomach to his abs. It wasn't just his huge black cock that was perfect, his muscular body was also sculpted perfection. Everything but his brutish face was magnificent.
Hope went to town slurping on his cock. She'd managed half the first time and found it slightly easier to swallow six inches this time now that she knew how to relax her throat and suppress her gag reflex while breathing through her nose. She bobbed her head quickly, forcing the head further down her throat, but she started choking again at seven inches. She slowed down and was surprised to realize that she enjoyed sucking Ares' cock. He'd called her a cocksucker the last time and that was what she was, a cocksucker.
"That's enough, cocksucker," he confirmed.
Hope moaned with lust, sucking faster. She pushed forward, pushing past the seven-inch mark and managing eight inches. Ares groaned and his cock throbbed as it enjoyed the deeper penetration. With practice, she hoped she'd be able to manage the whole thing someday.
"I said enough, slut," he said, pushing her head back until his cock sprang free of her mouth. The head slid up the side of her nose leaving a wet trail. "Get up," he ordered.
Hope sat up and stood. She trembled as she looked up at him. The large black man placed his hands on her upper arms and spun her around. The zipper to her dress was in the back. He lifted her long blonde hair up with one hand and slowly lowered her zipper with the other. When it was down, he pulled her shoulder straps down her arms. Ares bent over and kissed her bare back before straightening up and walking away.
Hope turned. He was before the couch, leaning over and pushing his pants the rest of the way down before stepping out of them. His underwear followed. His huge twelve-inch cock bobbed before him. It hadn't deflated in the least. When he was nude, he sat on the couch, his cock rising up between his muscular thighs.
Hope walked around the Veep's desk... her desk, pulling her dress down her torso as she walked. She stood facing him, her back to the door and wiggled the rest of the dress down her hips and let it fall to her feet. His eyes swept her body, taking in her voluptuous figure wearing her sexy pink underwear. He smiled and nodded at her to continue. Hope raised her hands and squeezed her breasts, shoving them together before sliding her hands towards the hook between her breasts. Her bras were always either too tight or too loose and she was forced to go with tight. She squeezed her tits tighter and unhooked the bra.
"Lets see dem big white titties," grunted Ares.
Hope let go, her breasts springing free as the cup flew off to the sides. Hope smiled as his cock twitched watching her newly freed breasts jiggle. She also sighed with relief as the pressure on her chest subsided. She slipped the straps off her shoulder and let her bra fall down her back to the floor. Finally, Hope hooked her thumbs in the hem of her panties and slid them down her thighs.
Ares leaned forward and grabbed the front of her panty, yanking it down to her ankles. She raised her heeled feet and stepped out of them. He brought his large hand between her legs, palm up and slid two fingers along her slit, easily pushing them inside her. He chuckled. Hope trembled and looked down her body. She could see his palm and drips of her arousal slowly running down to fill it.
"Somebody's wet and ready," he chuckled, again.
Hope flushed, but nodded. "Yes sir," she muttered. "Your big black cock makes me wet." Her mouth curled up in a smirk when his cock twitched and a slight growl left his throat.
"C'mere," he ordered, grabbing her hips. He pulled her into his lap, her hand automatically reaching down for his big black cock and guiding it towards her pussy. "Put that black cock where it belongs," he said.
Hope felt the huge black knob piercing her pussy and she moaned as she sank down on his shaft. She sat in his lap, fully impaled, their noses nearly touching. Ares angled his face and their lips pressed together. She ground her pussy into his shaft while they kissed passionately and Hope quickly found herself cumming hard as she shuddered over his big dick.
Ares let her rest a moment before sliding his hands under her ass cheeks. He squeezed them and began raising and lowering her up and down his cock. She felt another orgasm building. The ability to run her hands over his huge biceps or down his hard muscular chest was so arousing to her, enhanced by the contrast of her pale white skin to his dark black body. It was a thrill to be able to see and touch him, so much better than being bound and blindfolded. Hope threw her head back and cried out as she had one of her biggest orgasms yet.



Ares lifted her up, raising her so high his cock fell out of her. She stood on weak legs as he pushed her back and guided her to turn around. He pulled her back into his lap, guiding his cock beneath her ass cheeks until he could watch his cock disappear into her pussy. Hope moaned, pushing back into his shaft as he reached around and squeezed her breasts, pulling and tugging on her nipples.
"Lean down," he ordered. Hope bent forward. "Further. Touch the floor." Hope braced her hands on the carpet as he leaned forward. His hand reached under the couch. She saw him grab a brown paper bag and pull it out. He pulled her back up and opened the bag.
Hope felt the collar close around her neck a moment later. "Ares, please? I want to be able to touch you," she begged to no avail as he pulled her arms behind her back and cuffed her wrists together. He grabbed the chain connecting her collar to her wrists and pulled her head back. Hope looked out her door and down the aisle towards the elevator. Her eyes rose to the black dome of the security camera on the ceiling. The same camera that had gotten her in trouble. It was the last thing she saw as the blindfold came down over her eyes.
Ares slowly lifted her off his cock again and made her fall to her knees on the carpet. He pushed her forward until she was laying with her forehead on the floor and her ass raised in the air. He kneeled behind her and was soon fucking her again, holding her hips as he slowly worked his cock in and out of her pussy. Despite feeling humiliated, Hope's body quickly reacted, humping her ass up into each thrust of his big black cock. One strong hand squeezed the firm globe of her rear end. She felt pressure on her anus again. His thumb pressed against her rose bud, pushing in inwards until it opened and his thumb pressed inside. Hope shuddered as the extra stimulation had her cumming again.
"FFFUUUCCCK MEEEE!" she cried into the carpet.
Ding!
Bullworth continued the slow rhythmic thrusting of his cock for a surprisingly long time. Hope's forehead hurt from sliding on the carpet so eventually she turned her head and rested her cheek on the carpet. "Unh... unh... unh..." she moaned with each thrust of his cock. He began picking up speed. "UNH UNH UNH!" Her grunts came quicker and louder as he picked up his pace with both his huge cock and his fat thumb. With each thrust, her pussy squeezed down around his shaft trying to hold it inside her. She began cumming again, one long continuous orgasm, her pussy expanding and contracting around his shaft trying to milk the semen from his balls. It didn't take long for it to work.
Ares thrust forward and grunted as his huge cock shuddered and jerked. The first large blast of his semen filling her womb with his seed. Her own orgasm tripled in intensity, her pussy tightly squeezing the source of its pleasure, a pleasure that grew with each successive wad shot from the end of his cock.
"Ooooh," she moaned as he pulled his cock out. It rested on the crack in her rear and Hope wasn't surprised to feel more wads of his hot seed splatter on her back. She was thoroughly spent and groaned in protest when Ares grabbed the chain just under her collar and pulled her up to her knees. Her mouth was open as she gasped for air. He grabbed the back of her head and pushed her head down before pushing her down slightly. "Why do you like having me tied up so much?" she protested, still trying to catch her breath.
"I don't," grunted Ares. "But he does." He lowered her head another inch.
She jerked in surprise when something pushed past her lips and into her open mouth. Ares held her still as an object the size of a large egg rubbed over her lips. Ares lowered her and a large cock head entered her mouth. He pulled back on her chain and lowered her down. She was sucking the end of a second cock. Her eyebrows shot up above her blindfold as she realized there had been a second man all along. She began to struggle, but Ares dropped her lower and the end of this new cock pushed into her throat.
"Suck that cock, slut," said, Ares behind her.
He raised and lowered her. Hope found her lips going further and further down this new shaft. She was wrong. This new penis was unfamiliar to her, nowhere as big as Ares' giant black cock, but it was big. Close to the size of the Shaft Johnson dildo.
Hope relaxed and clamped her lips around the shaft, allowing Ares to do all the work, pulling her up and down this second cock. The head pushed deeper down her throat until her lips pressed into the root of the cock. His pubes tickled her upper lip. Ares pulled faster and she rapidly bobbed her head up and down the entire shaft which she estimated at nine inches. Impressive compared to Ben, but it was a lot easier to swallow than Ares' monster cock. Not quite as thick either. She began bobbing her head along the shaft helping Ares move it along.
"Here it cums," hissed a raspy voice.
The cock in her mouth jerked and pumped several loads into her stomach. Ares pulled back on her chain, until most of the shaft slid out of her mouth and the large head exited her throat. It erupted and filled her mouth with more semen. She gulped just as its taste registered in her brain. This man's seed was as thick as Ares' but the taste was salty and bitter, with an unpleasant medicinal undertone. She didn't like it.
She didn't want to taste it again, but her mouth filled with another load. Just as she was swallowing it down her throat, the blindfold was pulled from over her eyes. She blinked slightly; her face crinkled in distaste at the taste of the man's semen. As her vision cleared, she found herself staring at a yellow jaundiced abdomen with a brown liver spot just under the navel. The man's pubes were sparse and patchy with mostly more of the yellowish skin and small clumps of white curly hair that made it look like his crotch was balding.
Ares raised and lowered her along the spurting cock as she realized in horror whose dick she was sucking. Thankfully, the next spurts from his cock went straight down her throat, but the final blast left a large pool right on her tongue and her taste buds.
Ares pulled her back up on her knees as she stared at Winston Sterling's cock. If it wasn't for the jaundiced color, it was a gorgeous penis, fat long and perfectly shaped. It twitched and a small geyser of semen erupted from the reddish head. His semen even had an unpleasant yellowish color to it.
Hope slowly looked up. The old man was grinning evilly at her from behind an oxygen mask. The ever-present IV bag suspended above him. She wondered if that explained the medicinal taste of his semen.
The black nurse pulled his wheelchair back. She was wearing blue gloves as she leaned over him, a tissue in hand and cleaned the semen off his still hard cock.
Hope stared at it impressed. "How?"
The nurse glanced up, a wry smile on her face. "Raw liquid sildenafil and many other things in that IV keep the old man going," she said.
"And going and going and going," he rasped, cackling. "Lillian knows."
The nurse's smile left her face and she maintained a stoic expression as she tucked the old man's penis into his pants and zipped his trousers up.
"You're quite the cocksucker, Miss Hightower," said Sterling, struggling to pull his mask off his face. Lillian, the black nurse helped him. The old man's hands were bent into claws from arthritis. "A useful skill for my new vice president of acquisitions. Smythe didn't have it in him." He cackled again.
"What's going on?" she asked. She felt like a submissive slave, naked, bound, and kneeling before a powerful man on his throne. Even if the throne was a wheelchair and the man seemed like he could pass at any moment.
"Nothing Miss Hightower. I just like to have leverage over the people that work for me. Sometime it's just an addiction to an expensive lifestyle and sometimes you need some blackmail material, such as porn videos, and kinky bondage fetish videos at that. I have records of all your encounters, Miss Hightower. Show her Ares."
Ares was still kneeling behind her, holding the chain. He let go and stood, walking over to his trousers. He returned with his phone in his hand, but her eyes were focused on the monster cock slapping from thigh to thigh. He pressed some buttons on the phone and turned the screen around to her.
She saw Ares face setting the phone on a shelf. Over his shoulder she saw herself sitting on the Vice President's desk, naked and blindfolded, her hands chained to the desk. Ares turned and walked towards her for their first sexual encounter.
The black man swiped it to the next video. She was kneeling bound and blindfolded nude as the elevator doors opened. The view closed in on her, panning down as Ares' smacked her face with his limp meaty cock. "I've seen enough," she said, looking away."
"Stand her up," ordered the old man. His beady eyes stared at her huge breasts. Her nipples were still erect. Ares semen was dripping between her legs and some of Sterling's seed was sliding down the sides of her mouth. "There was also the Ellis problem, Miss Hightower. Harry's methods worked. Some clients quite enjoyed the strippers and prostitutes, especially with Lithocorp paying for them, but that could be quite expensive. So, I figured..." Sterling leaned forward and began hacking. Lillian lowered the mask back over his face and let him take some deep breaths before the coughing stopped. He resumed, speaking through the oxygen mask. "I figured why not just have the stripper prostitute work for me!"
"I'm not a whore," said Hope, indignantly.
"We are all whores, Miss Hightower," said Sterling. "Some of us are just more expensive than others. If you don't like it, Miss Hightower, then don't show up for work Monday. I'll post your videos on the internet and see you never work in this city again, but you'll be free. When you do show up for work, Monday, then I'll expect you to do whatever it takes to make the deal including using that amazing body of yours."
Hope gulped as she stood there naked before the evil man. She already knew she was going to show up for work Monday. She'd use her brains to sign more clients for Lithocorp and if her brains didn't work...
"What now?" asked Hope.
"Go lay over your desk," he said. "I want to watch Bullworth fuck your ass."
Hope gasped. "What? Hold on. There's no way, I'm taking that thing..." Bullworth grabbed her chain at the base of the slave collar and marched her towards the desk. He quickly bent her over the desk, adjusting her so that her firm well-rounded rear end was sticking up over the edge. Hope's tits smashed into the desk as she struggled to free her hands from the restraints. She looked up, seeing her reflection in the window. Ares was standing behind her and the black nurse behind him. The old man in the wheelchair was mostly hidden.
"Why don't you get that big black cock ready for him, Lillian," said the old man.
Lillian gasped, but reached into a bag hanging behind the wheel chair. She pulled out a bottle and walked over to Ares. She emptied some fluid in her hand and reached out and grabbed his cock. Hope watched her staring down as she began stroking Ares' monster cock, but her head slowly turned up and stared Ares in the eyes as she brought his spent cock back to life.
"Do you miss that big black cock, Lillian?" asked the old man.
"Every day, sir," said Lillian, still staring longingly into Ares' eyes.
Winston Sterling laughed, his cackle turning into a hacking cough. He took some deep breaths of the oxygen mask. "I think that's enough, Lillian. He looks nice and hard to me."
Lillian broke eye contact and looked back down at her hand, still gliding up and down the now well-lubricated black cock. "It's been a long time," she said.
"Over four years," said Ares.
"I said enough!" said Sterling, raising his voice.
Lillian gave Ares cock a few more strokes for good measure, letting her hand cup the bulging head before finally letting go. Ares cock sprang up, glistening in the office lights. He turned and stepped behind Hope, resting his large shaft on the crack between her cheeks. Hope's breasts were so big, they raised her upper torso up too high to see his cock's reflection in the window, but she could feel its slick hardness resting on her ass.
"Clean your hand off, then get Ares' phone. I want this recorded for my collection," said Winston. "And move me closer to the action." Lillian glanced longingly at Ares' cock and stepped away.
Ares kneaded Hope's ass cheeks while slowly sliding his cock along her crack. Lilian pushed Sterling's wheelchair closer, the old man leaning forward and staring with fascination at the big swollen black cock resting on Hope's fair skinned rear end. Lilian hovered over his shoulder and aimed Ares' phone at her ass.
"Do it," hissed the old man.
"Please?" begged Hope, her wrists struggling to free herself of the cuffs. "No," she whimpered as the monster cock slid down through her crack, the head stopping at her sphincter. Ares squeezed one of her ass cheeks and grabbed the base of his cock, poising the tip against her rosebud. He glanced up at the window, meeting the reflection of her eyes and then he pushed.
"AAAAHH!!" Hope screamed as her rosebud pushed inwards and began opening for the large invader. It stretched further and further until she feared her asshole was about to tear. She struggled with her cuffs and tried to work her body forwards to escape the pain. "UUNNNHH!", she winced, tears running down her cheeks as the massive head pushed its way through her anus until the flare of his glans had disappeared through her tight hole. "TOO BIGGG!!!"
"Get her expression," demanded Sterling.
Lillian moved around the desk, aiming the camera at Hope's frightened face. "Relax, white girl. It'll go a lot easier and you'll learn to love it."
"RELAX!" Hope gasped. "You try taking... UNH... this... UNH... FUCK!... monster."
"I have, white girl, and I would gladly trade places with you if I could." Lillian stepped back with the camera, smirking as Hope glared angrily right at the lens. "Now unclench that ass and you'll start loving it."
Lilian stepped away, capturing a full shot of Hope laying over her desk being anally fucked by the huge black man. She slowly moved back in, zooming in on Ares cock.
"AHH!" Hope squealed, not from the pain, but from surprise as Ares grabbed her hips and yanked her back so he could get a better angle to fuck her ass. Hope's forehead was now resting on the edge of her desk. She turned her head and rested her cheek on the desk as Ares slowly worked his cock around her stuffed anal passage. She was grateful Lillian had coated the giant shaft with lube as it let her take him easier. She winced as the thickest part of his shaft pushed in and out through her sphincter. "Too big," she pleaded for the last time. She opened her eyes and saw the crinkled piece of paper with her new salary written on it laying on her desk, her eyes staring right at the large numbers. She focused on the paper and not the pain as she finally relaxed and allowed her body to go limp. She quit struggling against the handcuffs and unclenched her ass cheeks. "Ohgod," she groaned as Ares' cock pushed deeper.
Ares bottomed out with maybe eight inches buried in her. He grabbed her hips and began slowly fucking her ass, increasing his speed every few thrusts.
"That's it, Ares, sodomize the slut," said the old man, gleefully.
"Unh... unh... unh..." grunted Hope each time he thrust his cock forward. "So full... unh... unh... ohgod... yessssss... fuck... oh god... fuck... ass... fuck my ass." Hope moaned, her eyes rolling up in her head. "YESSS! Fuck me! Fuck my ass!" Her body began to respond, pushing her ass back into his cock as he pushed it forward. Much to her surprise, she had a short, but powerful orgasm that squirted her arousal over the base of his shaft and scrotum. When her eyes rolled back down, she found herself staring back into the lens of the camera being held by the sneering black woman.
"Told ya so," said Lillian.
Hope glared at the black woman, but had to admit she was right. She'd want this again, but next time it would be on a bed in the company apartment and her wrists wouldn't be bound behind her back.
Ares was grunting now, fucking her faster. "Here it cums," he groaned.
Lilian stood up and hurried back around to her rear just as Ares thrust his cock deep and flooded her anal canal with one of his large loads of semen. He pulled back, grabbing his cock and jerking the rest of his cum out. Hope felt large splatters of his hot seed cover her rear end. More of his semen began pouring out of her sphincter and running down her vagina. Lilian moved in for a closeup.
Hope raised her head as Ares came around. His big black cock was still rock hard and bobbing in front of him. He guided the head towards her mouth and pushed it past her lips. She wanted to gag, thinking about where it had just been, but all she could taste was the lubrication. He leaned over her and uncuffed her wrists. Ares stepped back and withdrew his cock. It was slightly softer and now bent down from loss of blood and its own meaty weight.
He stepped out of her sight and she found herself staring at Sterling, sitting in his wheel chair. He had the oxygen mask back over his face. "Well taken, Miss Hightower. I knew you were the right person for the job. Don't you agree, Bullworth?"
"An asset to the company, sir," said Ares, lightly spanking her ass. "An amazing asset." He squeezed the cheek he'd just spanked and rubbed the pools of semen into her skin.
Winston Sterling nodded at Lillian and she began to turn his wheelchair. "I think you're going places, Miss Hightower. Come see me in my office Monday so I can try that pussy out. Oh, and lose the fiancé, he'll only hold you back. Get dressed and meet me in my office, Bullworth."
The black nurse started to wheel the old man away when he added. "And one last thing, Miss Hightower..."
"Welcome to Lithocorp."
Epilogue
Bullworth entered the old man's office. His eyes flickered over to his former fiancé. The old man was watching one of his porn videos. It was a closeup of Hope on her knees sucking Ares cock that he had filmed during their second encounter. "Magnificent, isn't she?" said Sterling.
"I have to agree, sir."
"Have the boys in IT edit all these videos into one long clip for my collection."
"Yes, sir," said Ares. Turning these videos over to IT meant they'd be in more than just Winston Sterling's collection. There'd be a lot of snickering behind Hope's back. Ares would want a copy for himself. "You wanted to see me, sir?"
"Yes, Bullworth." Sterling had his mask off. He kept his office strictly climate controlled and had oxygen pumped in. His voice was clearer and less raspy. "I need you to start looking for a new nurse for me."
Bullworth's eyes widened. "Then you're pregnant?" Lillian nodded. This would be her third with Winston Sterling and that meant her contract had been fulfilled. At one time, she and Ares had discussed having three kids together.
"Same contract. Full time, five years, five million dollars, and willing to service all my needs."
There was more to the contract then that. Bare the old man three children and there was an early out. Plus, each child had an additional million deposited into an account for private schools and college. "I'll get right on it, sir. Any preference? Black, white...?" His last nurse was Asian.
"Attractive. And big titties." Sterling continued to watch a blindfolded Hope sucking Ares' cock. The old man was a porn addict and had been so most of his life. He even had a porn library at his estate in upstate New York. There were thousands of VHS tapes with porn from the 70s and 80s. He even had film reels of older vintage stag films. "And I find a poverty background helps, like our dear Lillian. I find them more willing."



"What will you do?" he asked, Lillian.
"Mostly raise my kids," she replied. Full time nurse meant full time. Lillian's previous two children with Sterling were being raised by nannies paid for by Lithocorp. She rarely saw them.
"Still surprised she gave up that big black cock for money, Bullworth?" asked the old man.
"You're a mean bastard, sir," replied Bullworth. "And you're wrong. Lillian gave up love for money."
"Everyone has a price, Bullworth."
"That's not to say I wouldn't turn down getting reacquainted with that big black cock," added Lillian. "Once I've recovered that is." She patted her belly.
Sterling finally turned his attention away from the movie. "Film it and I'll pay," added Sterling excitedly.
"I'm sure, we can work something out," said Ares. Lillian smiled. Her nipples hardened and pushed little points through the front of her uniform. He noticed and it was enough to make his spent cock grow a little. At one time the beautiful black woman was his entire world. He no longer loved her, but he couldn't deny he still desired her body. He looked back at the old man. "And what about Miss Hightower?" he asked, trying not to sound too eager.
"Keep fucking her, but make sure she moves in to Ellis' apartment."
"I understand, sir," said Ares. Harry Ellis' apartment was wired with cameras and the old man would be watching their encounters.
"Just don't fall for her, Bullock. She doesn't belong to you."
Too late, thought Bullock. "Who does she belong to?" he asked, trying to keep his face expressionless.
"Lillian open the file on Colonel Kambale."
Lillian stopped the porn and opened another file. The image of a dark skinned central African appeared on the screen. He was wearing camouflage and carrying an AK-47. A cigarette dangled from his mouth.
Sterling had been sitting in his wheelchair, his clawed hand holding his mask over his face as he took several breaths of pure oxygen. "She belongs to Lithocorp of course and Lithocorp is offering her up to Colonel Kambale. Advance please, Lillian." The next image showed Kambale with a white woman in an evening gown. "That is the Colonel during an economic summit in Paris." The next image was clearly in New York and showed the African with a different woman. "And this is him before an address to the UN. What do the images have in common?"
"Blonde white women. Both tall and buxom."
"The Colonel has a type. I've sent him pictures of Miss Hightower and he is very eager to breed our new Vice President."
"She's on birth control, sir."
"Apparently there's some herb in the Congo used for fertility that counteracts common birth control. The extract is to be mixed in with her vaccines." Sterling paused when Bullock snorted derisively. "Have some faith, Bullock. Extract from the Mulondo root keeps my old cock going. Ask Lillian. Not that it matters how she gets Kambale to give us rights to his mines. She can use her negotiating skills for all I care as long as I get control of those mines. Ironic, it was one of Miss Hightower's reports that brought these new discoveries to my attention. Those cobalt and tantalum deposits are potentially worth billions to Lithocorp. Until then you're to prepare her for Colonel Kambale."
"Prepare her, sir?"
"Just as the dildo was to prepare her for your big cock, Bullworth. Your cock is to keep her prepared for Colonel Kambale."
"Seriously?" asked Bullworth, staring with disbelief at the unimpressive African man on the screen.
"Kambale is known as Uume Wa Tembo."
"Meaning?"
"Elephant penis in Bantu," said the old man, smiling gleefully. "The Dong D'Elephant in French."
THE END
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Chapter One: The Flight of the Red Tails
Alamogordo Army Air Field, Alamogordo New Mexico, 1944
The jeep swerved to avoid a pothole in the dirt road, the driver taking another opportunity to glance down at his passenger's legs. Her uniform skirt was short and slit up the side. The slit tantalized him with glimpses of the tops of her stockings and a garter strap. Looking down, her nylon-covered hose was covering a pair of gams that put Betty Grable's million-dollar legs to shame. He swerved to avoid another pothole.
The jeep bumped as they left the dirt road and began riding over the paved runway toward the waiting plane. He leaned over, turning his head. "They call it the widow-maker, ma'am." His eyes flickered down to her chest with cleavage even more impressive than her legs.
"I'm aware of that, Captain," she replied, her red lipstick-covered lips turning into a dazzling smile. Her eyes were hidden behind dark-framed Wilsonite sunglasses.
Another jeep was waiting beside the plane. The driver stood at ease beside the passenger door. Watching the approaching jeep were an officer and a woman. The woman was dressed as a civilian in a blue dress, belted at the waist. She held a hand on her head holding down a wide-brimmed hat to keep it from blowing off. Long blonde hair was waving behind her in the strong breeze.
The jeep pulled up next to the plane. "I'll get the door for you, ma'am," said the driver, rushing to get out.
"No need, Captain," said his passenger, scooting her legs up underneath her and deftly jumping over the side of the jeep. She shook out her raven black tresses which showed no signs of being windswept as she placed her cap on her head. The General watched her approaching, standing at attention and saluting him. "General Harris, sir."
"Nice of you to join us, Miss Stalwart," he replied, looking at her with a strange combination of lust and disapproval.
"Major, sir."
"Excuse me?"
"It's Major Stalwart."
The General raised an eyebrow and shook his head. "Negroes and women," he muttered, giving a "Harrumph," that would have made any of his British counterparts proud.
"Excuse me, sir?"
"What kind of special operation utilizes negroes and women, Miss... Major Stalwart."
"One of vital importance to the war effort, sir." She gave the aircraft a look over. It was a B26-A "Marauder" bomber, named the Blackbird with a crow's head painted near the nose. One of the black crewmen was perched on the tail painting it red. The pilot and co-pilot were in the cockpit doing some flight checks. "So, these are your famous black airmen?"
"I wouldn't call them famous, Major, but the negroes training at the Tuskegee Army Air Field in Alabama are performing... adequately."
"May I ask why he's painting the tail red?"
"In protest maybe? Or perhaps to honor the other coloreds fighting in Italy? They've taken to painting the tails of their P47 Thunderbolts red. This crew wasn't too pleased when they found out they were flying to Texas and not Europe." The General turned to examine the plane. "Are you sure, you don't mind a negro crew for this mission? In a few weeks, some of my trainees should be ready."
"I'm afraid we may not have a few weeks, General," replied Jane.
"No one asked my opinion," said the blonde, speaking for the first time.
Jane turned her attention to the woman. She had a thin build and a perfect hourglass shape. Her eyes were turned on the black men with distaste. She turned towards Jane, her eyes were as bright and blue as Jane's own. She would have been lovely if her face wasn't twisted up with distaste for the black crewmen. "And you are?"
"Forgive me," said the General. "Lady Jane Stalwart, this is Doctor Lisa Smith, the geologist you requested."
"She's not the one I requested, sir. Where's Professor Powell?"
Dr. Smith's expression drooped. "I'm afraid Professor Powell recently passed. I was his associate professor and... his fiancé." She reached into a small purse and took out a handkerchief to dab at her eyes.
Jane reached out and touched the woman's shoulder. "My condolences. The Professor was an associate of mine and a good man, Miss Smith."
"Thank you, and it's Doctor Smith." She straightened up and tucked the handkerchief back into her purse. "I can assure you, Lady Jane, that I'm as up-to-date on our subject matter as the Professor was. I also brought the lead containers that you requested."
"And what exactly is this subject matter?" interrupted the General.
"I'm afraid that's on a need-to-know basis, General," said Jane, watching the heavy-set man's cheeks flush with anger. He harrumphed again.
Lisa smiled, taking pleasure in the General's indignation. Jane had been correct, her smile brought out her beauty. She looked mid-twenties, more than half Professor Powell's age, but then he'd had a reputation for dating his students. "I'm afraid I don't have much field experience and I'm not sure I'll be much help, especially if what you said in your letter was true, but I wanted to do this for Jim and my country, of course."
Jane nodded. "If all goes according to plan; the airmen get us there and back and you never have to leave the plane. I'll do all the leg work. I didn't exactly come down with the last rain shower. I'm quite experienced in jungle survival and also experienced enough to know that nothing ever goes according to plan. Be prepared for any contingencies, Doctor."
Lisa nodded. I'll see to my equipment." She turned and walked away. Jane's eyes flickered down her back, over her posterior, and down her legs. She wasn't wearing hose but had painted a line down the back of her legs.
"CROWE!" The General bellowed, motioning for the pilot to come down and join them.
The pilot gave him a thumbs-up and disappeared from the cockpit. He came climbing out of the nose wheel entrance a moment later. The black man looked quite dashing in his flight jacket, though he was hot and sweating. He was a fine specimen of a man, big, strong, and handsome, with a Clark Gable mustache. He didn't attempt to hide his glance at her bosom which was bold for a negro. Like many pilots, he was arrogant and full of swagger. He also made her pussy quiver.
"Captain Crowe, this is Major Jane Stalwart on loan to us from the British Special Operations Executive," said Harris.
"James Crowe, ma'am," he said, saluting her.
"Captain," she answered saluting back.
"They call me the Blackbird, ma'am." His eyes flickered down to her breasts again before quickly moving back up to her face. "If you don't mind my asking, ma'am, have we met?"
"I don't believe so, Captain."
"Hmm, apologies, I just swear I've seen you somewhere before."
"No problem, Captain. Has my gear been loaded?"
"They're finishing now, Major." Captain Crowe gestured towards the bottom of the plane where some men were lifting some boxes through the bomb bay doors. "When would you like to leave?"
"Immediately. I'd like to get back to the war as soon as possible."
Jim Crowe straightened up and saluted. "Me too, Ma'am."
"And I'd like to get this war over," interjected General Harris. "Then we can all go back to normal, Major. You can go back to being a homemaker and Captain Crowe and his boys can go back to picking cotton."
"I've never been a homemaker, General," said Jane.
"And I've never picked cotton, sir," said Jim.
"What is your profession, Captain?" asked Jane.
"Mechanic, ma'am. With some boxing on the side." Jim saluted Jane again. "I'll prepare us for takeoff." He turned towards Harris and saluted. "General."
Harris nodded and watched Crowe walking over to his men where he started bellowing at them to prepare for takeoff. "Sometimes, I feel like a dinosaur watching the world pass me by as I slowly head towards extinction."
"There's an ancient Chinese curse, General," said Jane, watching Crowe. "May you live in interesting times. These are interesting times, sir."
"That they are, Major." He turned and saluted her.
"Your briefcase, ma'am," said Jane's driver, handing her the case.
"Thank you."
"Sorry, the B-26 doesn't generally use a stair for boarding," said Harris.
"Not an issue, General." Jane walked towards the plane. Doctor Smith was being helped aboard through the nose wheel's well. One of the airmen was pulling himself up through the waist window. The crewman that had been painting the tail red, jumped off the wing and landed in front of Jane. He stared at her in stunned disbelief for a moment. He barely looked eighteen. Just a kid, thought Jane. He was a dark African black, but Jane could see the color visibly draining from his face. He was staring directly at her, not even taking a sneak peek down at her breasts. He turned away, trying to beat her inside the plane.
"Ladies first, Bullock," said Crowe, grabbing the airman's shoulder.
"But sir," said the young black man, nodding towards Jane and then towards the plane.
"Stand down, airman."
Jane walked past them and reached up for the waist window. Her skirt rode up, all the male eyes watching her, staring down at the ******* thigh, the glimpse of white flesh above her stocking, and the flesh-colored garter holding it up. There was a tear running down one side of her hose. "Shoot," said Jane, coming back down on her feet and examining the tear.
"I hope you're as concerned about your mission and the war effort as you are your stockings, Miss Stalwart," said General Harris.
Jane stepped out of her shoes and while all the men were watching her, she pulled her skirt up and unhooked her nylons from the garter strap. She rolled her nylons down, ******** her shapely legs, pulling them off her feet. She bunched her hose up and tossed it at Harris, catching him under the nose. He grabbed her stockings and stared at them. "For the war effort," said Jane.
She stood on her bare toes and pulled herself up through the waist window as skillfully as an Olympic gymnast.
**********
Jane turned and leaned down as Crowe handed her shoes up through the window. She turned. Bullock was scrambling up the nose wheel well and racing for the far wall. "I've already seen it, airman," she told him.
Another black man had been staring at her rear while she leaned out the window. He looked at her frowned, then over at Bullock. Suddenly, he threw back his head and laughed.
Bullock took his hat off and wrung it between his hands. "I'm so sorry, ma'am. I didn't know, you'd be our passenger. I just thought you were so purty and all, ma'am. I traded some beer to a British flight instructor for it and..."
"At ease Bullock. I'm not offended."
"HA!" bellowed a laugh. "That's where I've seen you before," said Jim Crowe coming up beside her. He stared down at the pinup taped to the wall. "Wow Major, you're somewhat famous."
"Somewhat," replied Jane. Jane's adventures had been featured in Life and National Geographic. She was better known back home than here in the States, but she had her following.
The pinup was of Jane sitting sidesaddle on a bomb. She was wearing her green uniform skirt, pulled back nearly to her knickers. The tops of her stockings and her garter were visible. Her uniform top was off, leaving her bare-shouldered in a white corselet that revealed a lot of her cleavage. Remember what you're fighting for, was written across the top. Happy Birthday, Adolph, was written on the bomb. The bomb had been dropped on Germany in April of 1941, a red lipstick kiss outline beside Hitler's name.
Her pinup was nicknamed, The Brit with the Tits.
Along the aircraft's interior were a couple of other pinups, Rita Hayworth and Lena Horne. Some blankets and sleeping bags were lined up along the wall. "Good, you brought sleeping gear."
"Had to ma'am," said Crowe. "There's no barracks for coloreds at Alamogordo." He turned and in a commanding voice yelled, "Everyone lineup for our mission briefing." The crew gathered around Jane with Lisa standing behind her looking with distaste at the black men. "First up Major, is Lt Lee Archer, my co-pilot." Archer nodded at her. He was older than Crowe, maybe mid-forties, wore a wedding ring, and had a large pot belly though his arms appeared quite muscular. "Lt. Chester Burton, our navigator and radio operator." Burton was dark black, bald, with very African features. He appeared in his twenties. "Burton will also be the photographer you requested."
"This is for you, Lieutenant," she said, handing him a folder with their flight plan.
"The Amazon?" said Burton with surprise, leafing through it. The airmen looked at each other.
"Lt. Julius Calhoun, Ma'am," said Calhoun, saluting Jane. "Nose gunner and bombardier, but since you're not going to need a nose gunner and we only have a few bombs onboard, you could have let me go fight the Nazis." He was dark brown, short, and rather skinny, but he appeared to have a lot of spunk.
"Don't be so sure, Lt. Calhoun," said Jane.
Jim Crowe took over again. "The enlisted men are Langston Cain, and Leroy Burke, he's our groups ***, and you've already had the pleasure of embarrassing Mr. Bullock."
"All shucks, I wasn't that embarrassed," said Jimmy Bullock. "Do you want me to take it down, Ma'am?"
"Of course, not Mr. Bullock," she replied. "Remind me to sign it for you." There were some chuckles from the crowd as Bullock's black cheeks turned darker.
"Burke is our engineer. He can just about tinker anything," said Crowe, pointing towards the oldest of the group.
Leroy Burke was dark black, husky, and looked in his sixties. He wasn't wearing his crew hat and his bald pate was glistening with sweat. White hair circled his bald spot and he sported a bushy white mustache. "I'll rig up a privacy curtain for you ladies," he said.
"That won't be necess..."
"That would be necessary," said Lisa interrupting Jane. "Thank you."
"Cain is a gunner."
Langston Cain was brown-skinned, and tall with a thin build. He was bent over an open box he'd been snooping in. "We may not have a full payload of bombs, but we've got some really big guns." He reached in and pulled out a huge rifle.
"Those are elephant guns," said Jane.
"We hunting elephants?" asked Calhoun.
"There aren't any elephants in South America," said Bullock.
"Then why do we need elephant guns?" asked Cain, examining the large heavy caliber rifle."
"Why, for the dinosaurs, of course, Mr. Cain," said Jane.
**********
It took a while for the chattering to stop as the men looked at each other in disbelief. Finally, a perplexed Bullock looked over at her. "But dinosaurs are extinct, Ma'am. I done read me every book on dinosaurs I could get my hands on."
"Not to bust your chops, ma'am," said Cain, "but the birthday boy ain't no fat-head. He's got the book smarts."
"My chops remain unbusted, Mr. Cain." Jane looked around, smiling and nodding at Jimmy Bullock. "Birthday boy?"
"Nineteen today, ma'am," said Jimmy Bullock.
Jane smiled, stood up straight and swept the room with her eyes. "Young Mr. Bullock is mostly correct, but there are dinosaurs that have survived." There were gasps and smirks of disbelief from the mostly disbelieving men. "In 1912, one of my countrymen, Professor George Edward Challenger was approached by the ******** of an explorer Maple White who had been missing in the Amazon jungle for years. Only one of White's Indian guides returned and in his possession was the journal of Maple White. White was looking for a means of entry onto a giant plateau deep in the jungle when he disappeared. Included in this journal were sketches of what appear to be pterodactyls sitting on rock ledges high on the plateau."
"A sketch isn't exactly this kind of proof," said Burton, holding up his camera.
"Challenger put together an expedition to Maple White land accompanied by White's ******** Paula, one Professor Summerlee, Ed Malone, a reporter for the Daily Gazette, and Lord John Roxton. They were able to find their way onto the plateau and encountered multiple species of dinosaurs."
"What kind of dinosaurs?" asked Bullock. He was wide-eyed and listening raptly.
"Iguanodons, stegosauruses, an allosaur, and even extinct species of mammals." Jane had the attention of all the men. "They also aided a native Indian tribe in defeating a band of brutish ape-men before finding their way off the plateau and returning home."
"Did they have proof?" Burke held his camera up again.
"Some say yes and some say no. Challenger presented their proof before the Zoological Institute in London, a baby pterodactyl. It promptly broke free and flew out of a roof window. Many members of the institute refused to believe they had seen anything, others claimed they were hypnotized, and still others swear they saw a living breathing pterosaur."
"And you believe the latter?" asked Crowe.
"Yes, because one of the latter was my father, Lord John Stalwart. I knew Professor Challenger and though I found him a bit eccentric, I've never known him to be a liar. The Challenger expedition also returned with something else." Jane paused for dramatic effect. "They had collected bunches of clay balls which when cracked open, held diamonds. The men all became quite rich." The men who hadn't been interested in the dinosaurs were suddenly interested.
"So, we're collecting diamonds for the war effort?" asked Crowe, leaning against the side of the plane with his arms folded.
"No." Jane took a deep breath. "What I am about to tell you is a state secret known only to the governments of a few countries. It is for your ears only and you are all hereby sworn to silence. If you can't keep quiet, leave now." None of the men moved to leave. Jane smiled. "Challenger didn't tell the entire story. He noted in a secret journal that during the evenings in Maple White Land, the northeast of this Lost World glowed green, similar to an aurora borealis effect. Challenger hypothesized that the green glow was coming from a large concentration of Vril."
"Of what?" asked Cain.
"Vril." Jane paused. "Vril is... Doctor Smith, why don't you take this?"
Lisa stepped forward. "My name is Lisa Smith, Doctor Smith to all of you. My doctorates are in geology and chemistry. Vril is an element, but also a latent source of energy. It can be mastered by force of will and shaped by the user's desires. It's a natural element forming deep underground, but most of the Vril I'm aware of came to Earth as meteorites and were shaped into powerful artifacts by ancient cultures. It can heal wounds, cure illnesses, or destroy cities. It exists in all forms of matter, solid, liquid, or gas. Liquid Vril is raw and can be shaped through force of will into items of great power. It can enhance physical features, waken dormant powers of the mind, and possibly even power this plane without ever needing to refuel. If it wasn't so dangerous, it could be of great benefit to all mankind."
"You believe this Major Stalwart?" asked Bullock.
Jane took a deep breath. "I do. I've seen it with my own eyes. You're seeing it with your own eyes."
"How so?" asked Crowe.
"You men probably haven't noticed, but I have a rather large bosom." There was silence for a few seconds then some chuckles and nervous glances between some of the men. "They are a result of multiple contacts that I have had with Vril. The first was when I fell into a Vril-infused well as a teenager. I fell in a rather scrawny fifteen-year-old and emerged with more feminine curves, larger breasts, and an IQ in the genius range, and I never forget anything I see or read. Bathing in a second Vril pool grew my breasts even further. That was ten years ago and to the best of my knowledge, I haven't aged nor have I gained even a pound of weight except for a Vril artifact increasing my bosom and rear end on another occasion." Someone gave a long low whistle in the group. "I could tell you more, but the less you know the better. The Nazis, the Japs, and even the Soviets are aware of Vril and actively seeking deposits for their own purposes. Our mission is to take a geological survey of the area, determine if any or how much Vril is located in Maple White Land, and return with a minimum of two drops of liquid Vril. Doctor Smith's mentor had devised a lead-based container that should hold the raw Vril without it being warped by our minds."



"What do you need from us, Major?" asked a voice in the crowd.
Jane grinned wryly. "Just a ride. We're hoping to locate a place to land the plane. I'll head off to locate the Vril, acquire the samples, and return. You may not even have to leave the safety of the airplane."
"Not even to look for diamonds, ma'am?" asked Burke.
"Maple White Land is dangerous, more dangerous than the African jungle. I'm trained in jungle survival and I've been doing this a long time. I'm the best possible choice for this mission. The weapons are for a scenario where things don't go according to plan."
"What if we can't find a place to land?" said Crowe.
"Then I parachute out. You take the plane to an airfield in Manaus. I'll find a way off the plateau and come down the Amazon to meet you there. It will be difficult, but I'll manage. Maybe even parachute off the edge."
Crowe stood up. "Well then, crew, prepare for takeoff." He looked over at Archer. "Get the engines started, Spanky." Then he turned his attention on Burton. "You can get us there, Chester?"
"Easy Cap, Havana and Caracas anyway. The flight plan doesn't even have the exact location of Maple White Land, just possible locations."
"If we fly high enough, we should be able to spot it," said Crowe just as the two engines spun to life.
"Major, if you don't have objections, we should arrive in Havana a little after dark. I'd like everyone to get a good night's sleep. We can leave early, land in Caracas, and do a quick refuel before taking off again to look for your supposed dinosaur plateau."
"No objections, Captain," said Jane, smiling at his skepticism.
**********
Burke went to work rigging up a curtain for the two women to have some privacy as soon as they were in the air. "Stuffy in here," said Lisa. "Not a lot of room either."
Burke took a deep whiff through his nose. "Smells like new car and hot metal." He grinned and exhaled. "There'd be even less room if we were carrying a full complement of bombs." There were only three bombs on the rack. "Sorry ladies, but this is the best I can do. I know it's not the Ritz, but we call it home."
"It will do just nicely, Burke. Thank you," said Jane.
"Ma'am," he said to Dr. Smith, touching a finger to his forehead in salute. "Major." He nodded at Jane, before slipping through the curtain.
Jane rolled out a sleeping bag while an embarrassed Doctor Smith urinated in an urn before slipping through the curtain to dump it out a window. There were no windows inside the curtain and Smith turned on an electric lamp. "Might I ask a favor, Major?"
"Certainly, doc."
Lisa Smith bristled a little at the informal title. "I'd like to examine your breasts."
"You should at least buy me dinner first," said Jane, raising an eyebrow.
Smith gave an exasperated sigh. "I've never examined a Vril-enhanced subject before."
"Certainly, doc." Jane undid the front of her uniform, pulling it off. She bent down and pushed her uniform skirt down her legs. Jane stood back up, wearing a bullet bra, cotton knit panties, and her garter belt wrapped around just under her navel. The straps were still dangling. Jane went ahead and stretched the garter belt around her hips and slipped it down her legs. "Those were my last pair of hose," she complained. She stood back up and slipped her bra straps off her shoulders. "I got my bras custom fitted in Paris before the war." Jane's breasts cleared the bra, springing up.
Lisa gasped, staring at them. Her eyes were focused on Jane's semi-erect nipples. Despite the size of her breasts, they were firm and stood up proudly with no ponderous sag. Her nipples were thick, perfectly centered, pointing straight out with large areolae. "May I?" Lisa paused, her hands reaching out. Jane nodded. Lisa cupped her hands under Jane's breasts, hefting them. "Heavy," she muttered. "Do you have any back pain?"
"Not at all. My body seems to have adapted to the extra weight. My derriere's increased size seems to help balance me out. They feel perfectly normal to me."
Doctor Smith, leaned back, glancing at Jane's rear end. Her buttocks were firm and well-rounded. Lisa turned her attention back to Jane's front, stepping back. Luckily, Jane was tall, otherwise, her torso would be mostly bosom, but with her height, she still had a long torso with a fit stomach. Her taut stomach, arms, and legs were feminine, but with the slight musculature of an active woman. "And this happened after you fell in a well?"
"The first time. The Well of Urdr."
"The Well of Fate. Your father reported a cave-in covering the well."
"You're well informed."
Lisa smirked. "And the pool?"
"The Well of Mimir."
"Wisdom. Where Odin sacrificed his eye to gain knowledge of the future. And that further enhanced your figure?"
"Yes... and," Jane hesitated. "Ever since then, I have had random flashes of insight. I can hold something and see glimpses of the past and sometimes the future."
Lisa exhaled, hissing through her teeth. "Just like Odin in the sagas." Jane nodded, while Lisa reached into her pocket. She pulled out a loupe, the ocular device jewelers used to magnify gems. "But you didn't bathe alone. Your lady's maid bathed with you. Did she develop any abilities?"
Jane was frowning. "You're exceptionally well-informed."
"With the death of my fiancé, I'm the state's foremost expert on Vril. I even have the ear of President Roosevelt, Major." Lisa placed the loupe in her eye and held it while examining Jane's left eye before moving on to the right.
"No doctor, my maid, Patricia didn't show any signs of Vril enhancement outside of her physical growth."
"I see it!"
"What?"
"You have green flakes in your irises. Most cases of Vril-enhanced individuals tend to have green eyes after their... infection. Your eyes remain blue, but I can make out green particles. Fascinating." Lisa tucked the loupe away. She stepped back, bending down to look at Jane's nipples. "Mimir's well, is there still access to it?"
"That's a state secret."
"How much would it take to reveal that secret?" asked Lisa, still bent over, her eyes rolling up to look at Jane.
"Are you a spy, Doctor Smith?"
"No, just a patriot."
"As am I, doc. I'm also very rich."
"Well, I had to try." Lisa pointed at Jane's nipples. "May I?"
"Be my guest."
Lisa ran her fingers around the outside of Jane's plump nipples. They began to swell. "Did these grow also?"
"Yes," said Jane, her pulse quickening. "Their sensitivity increased as well."
"You're aware of the third well, Major?"
Jane's arousal was growing as Doctor Smith's fingers tugged at her nipples. "Hvergelmir," she gasped.
"And of the prophecy that anyone drinking from all three wells would gain godlike powers?"
"I've read the sagas."
"Have you looked for the Well of Hvergelmir?"
"I wouldn't know where to start," she lied.
**********
The nude redhead slid down the side of the smooth dome-shaped rock and into the pool. Jane playfully splashed her when Patty's head popped back up out of the water. An underground cavern with a hot spring inside it was like an oasis in a desert to the two young women, especially in the frigid North of Sweden. Patty floated on her back, red hair waving in the water, erect nipples pointing up like pink stalagmites. Jane had never seen her friend's nipples so hard and thick, some combination of the freezing temperatures outside and the hot water making them grow. Her own nipples were so hard they ached.
Jane dived under the water, opening her eyes as she swam under Patty. The water glowed with green light, some sort of phosphorescent algae illuminating the cavern in an eerie light. When she surfaced, Patty was wading through the water towards their clothes warming beside a fire. "J-Jesus w-wept," stuttered Patty, bending down like she was in pain, her pale rear end looked fuller to Jane. Patty stood and turned around. "M-my breasts?" Patty's breasts were expanding, becoming fuller and rounder, her farthing-sized areolae spreading out with her growing breasts becoming the diameter of a shilling, a half-penny, and finally a half crown. "W-what's happening to me?" asked Patty in horror. "AH OOOHHH!" Patty shuddered, gasping for breath.
"Patty!" Jane swam through the water until she could stand, her own chest aching as it expanded. Jane waded out of the water, hefting her heavy breasts. Her nipples felt like they were about to burst. They were tingling with sensitivity, the throbbing sending waves of arousal straight to her quim. "OHGOD!" The large orgasm took her by surprise.
Later, sitting on the porphyry floor of the cavern, the two women huddled by the fire. "God save Ireland," muttered Patty after many minutes of silence.
"What Patricia?"
"I don't hate them," she said, standing and stretching, staring down at her breasts. Her green eyes seemed brighter than normal.
Jane chuckled. "Good, because I fear they're permanent." Patty looked at her and Jane told her about the time she fell in the Well of Urdr, treading water until her father tossed a rope down to her. "I fear this might be another of the three wells from the sagas."
Dressed and bundled, the two women looked out the entrance of the cave at the snow-covered wasteland. "I fear our quest for the Cauldron of Oldrorir is a bust."
"Bust being a poor choice of words, Lady Jane," grumbled Patty, her new breasts straining at her clothing.
Jane had been following rumors of a local legend that a community of dwarves lived in these mountains and they were the keepers of the fabled mead of poetry. Many of the locals still believed these stories and some swore the thunder echoing through the mountains was caused by battling Jotuns.
Jane trudged around the crag hiding the cavern entrance, gazing up at the giant ash mounting the crag. Its roots had reached through the stone and drank from the green pool. There'd been a giant ancient ash tree above the Well of Urdr too. She climbed up the side, removing a glove and reaching out for the tree. Her hand touched the side of the tree just as a burst of insight flashed through her brain.
A ghostly image of a mounted man was approaching, the horse was tired, head drooping. The spectral image passed through Patty, who was gazing up at Jane with concern.
"HO! HO! HO! A figure moved from the entrance of the cave, slowly standing to an immense height. It was a giant! He stood, gazing at the approaching man through green eyes. His beard was tinged with green. He was huge, maybe nine feet tall, and bulging with muscles. "Greetings King Odin."
The warrior looked up, removing his helmet. His eyes were also green, beard black, but graying. "Mimir of Jotunheim," he bellowed. "I would drink from your well."
The giant stooped, leading the man into the cave. "To drink of the well, requires a sacrifice," said the giant.
"Sacrifice?" asked Odin, leaning his spear against the cavern wall.
"If you would gain knowledge of the past and future, you must sacrifice... an eye."
Odin was momentarily taken aback. He steadied himself. "Urdr's well required no sacrifice?"
"This is not Urdr's well. Remove your clothing."
Odin stripped off his mail. His physique was scarred, but impressive and muscular, a thick heavy cock flopping from thigh to thigh as he waded into the water nude but for a dagger in his hand. He reached up, hesitating only a moment before plunging the dagger into his eye. He cried out in pain, gritting his teeth and turning an angry lone eyed gaze on the giant.
"Drink Odin One-Eye," said Mimir. The giant bowed his head at the king, turned, and left the cave.
Odin waded into the water, stumbling and kneeling. He bent his head, drinking deep of the green water. Odin swallowed and rose, water dripping off his now erect cock. He waded out of the water, chest swelling, biceps growing. The scars crisscrossing his chest and back, disappeared, leaving but one wound on his body, the vacant eye socket. His cock grew with his body, sticking out a foot from his crotch, looking more like it belonged on the stallion he'd rode in on than on a man. Odin threw back his head and bellowed just as his huge cock spewed a stallion's worth of seed upon the cavern floor in seven mighty blasts.
"HA! HA! HA!" The Jotun threw his head back, laughing when Odin emerged from the cavern.
"What's so funny, Jotun?"
"The well required no sacrifice, Odin One-Eye. All you needed to do was drin... URK!" The giant gurgled reaching up at the tear in his throat as Odin twisted the tip of the spear pulling it back. Blood spurted out through the giant's fingers as he tried to stop his life from flowing out. Mimir collapsed on his knees before falling forward on his face.
Odin removed an axe from his belt and took to hacking through the giant's thick bull neck. He grabbed Mimir's beard, dragging it back into the cavern. "Ha ha, now you have wisdom, but you also have knowledge of your death, King Odin," rasped the giant's head.
"Maybe so, giant." Odin kicked the head; it rolled down the slope into the green water. "But now I also know that I will be a god."
Eons passed, the flesh rotting off the giant's head, his skull calcifying, turning into the skull-shaped rock whose smooth surface Patty had slid off to splash into the water. Odin mounted his tired horse, gazing up at the ash, at Jane. The ash tree wasn't a tree, it was a root! The tree, Yggdrasil, strode over all of Northern Europe, another root reached the earth at the Well of Urdr, and a third root fell further North to the third well. Jane's eyes followed Odin as he turned his horse towards the third and final well, Hvelgimir."
"Jane?" called Patty morphing into Doctor Smith.
**********
Jane recalled Genesis 6:4.
There were giants in the earth in those days, and also after that when the sons of god went to the ********* of men, and they bore children to them. They were the heroes of old, men of renown.
"Besides doc," said Jane, "I have no desire to be a god." She moaned as Smith continued tugging on Jane's swollen nipples until a little jet of milk shot from
Lisa pulled her hands back, looking at the white fluid on her fingers. "You're lactating! Are you with child?"
"No. It's the "Gift of Hathor," the result of my interaction with another artifact."
"The COCK of Osiris?"
"Yes," said Jane, gazing down at her throbbing nipples as Lisa Smith returned her fingers to them. Professor Powell must have told Dr. Smith everything he knew about Vril. Jane wasn't sure she liked that, but the United States was Britain's closest ally in this war after all. The two countries had begun working closely together on the subject of Vril when they became aware the Nazis had their own Vril Society, the Vril Gesellschaft or sometimes the, Wahrheitsgesellschaft, The Society for Truth.
Doctor Smith appeared mesmerized by Jane's breasts. "How often do they leak?"
Jane grinned wryly. "Only when I become aroused."
Lisa nodded. "I see. They leak when you're arous..." She suddenly jerked her hands back, also taking a step away from Jane. "I'm no sapphist, Major."
"Nor was I, doc. At least until the COCK changed me. Now, I do feel attracted to certain women."
Smith's eyes widened. "And you're attracted to me?"
"Yes. You're quite lovely."
Lisa flushed, her face twisting in a mask of confusion and anger. "Thank you, but like I said, I'm no dyke."
"You feel nothing?" Jane nodded her head down to Dr. Smith's chest.
Lisa looked down; her nipples were hard enough they were poking through her top. She squirmed uncomfortably, aware that she was aroused. "But I've never... I..."
"Another side effect I'm afraid," consoled Jane. "An increase in my sexual attractiveness to both men and women as well as my sexual appetite."
Lisa gulped. "Could you put your top back on?" Her eyes were fixated on Jane's nipples up until Jane covered them. "Any other side effects?" she asked, finally able to take her eyes off Jane's breasts.
"Well, they ejaculate milk when I orgasm and the milk appears to have both nutritional and healing properties."
"Incredible," said Lisa, shaking her head in disbelief. "And Hathor was the..."
"Cow-headed goddess," said Jane. "The goddess of love, sexuality, and maternal care."
"I guess you should be grateful you didn't grow four teats," said Lisa with such a straight face Jane couldn't tell if she was serious or joking. There was a chuckle from outside their curtain.
Jane pulled the curtain back. Langston Cain suddenly turned his head away, quickly moving his airmen's cap to cover his crotch. Burke was sitting on a bench with his arms crossed, smirking at her. Bullock was holding his head down, shielding his eyes from her. Jane furrowed her brows, the side of her mouth curling up. Lisa had placed the light right behind the two women giving the three airmen a rather sexy shadow play. "How much longer until we land?" she asked, directing her question at Burke.
"Soon," he responded. "I can see Havana now."
Jane stepped out and took a seat beside Burke. She could see the Cuban capitol through the waist gun window. The Marauder turned slightly, reducing airspeed, the front of the plane angling down. Twenty-five minutes later, Crowe was turning it off the runway.
**********
Jane tried to sleep, her eyes were closed, but she was hot and Lisa was reading some of Challenger's letters to Jane's father. Jane peeked through her lids several times, catching Lisa staring at her. Jane was laying on her blanket in just her bullet bra and panties, her skin was shiny with sweat. Most of the men had opted to sleep under the plane where a nice breeze was blowing in off the Gulf. Finally, Lisa turned the lamp off and slid into her sleeping bag.
Jane was horny. Her nipples refused to go down and they were throbbing so much they ached. They ached even more as she pictured Lisa's hands caressing them, tugging on her hard nipples. Jane moaned, wishing she had taken the blonde woman in her arms and kissed her while the three black men watched their shadows on the curtain. That would give them something they'd never forget.
Lisa snored gently. Jane opened her eyes. She sat up and leaned over, peaking through the curtain. Her heart skipped a beat when she saw the half-naked black man. He was young and fit, nude but for army shorts and dog tags. The moonlight coming through the top turret gun bubble made his sweaty black skin shine. It was young Mr. Bullock. He was the lone airman sleeping in the plane. Maybe he had gallantly offered to guard the women?
Jane stared at the 19-year-old, sleeping on the bench. His chest was gently rising and falling. She reached behind her back and unhooked her bra, sighing with relief when her nipples were no longer scraping against the cotton. She leaned forward and slipped through the curtain.
Bullock jumped when Jane placed her palm over his mouth. He opened his eyes, brows furrowing when he saw her holding her finger over her lips, shushing him. His eyes opened wide as she sat up on her knees and her bare breasts came into view. His pupils flickered back and forth from her face to her breasts. She shushed him again, whispering, "Keep quiet." He nodded.
Jane leaned over and kissed him, placing her hand on his stomach. Her tongue pushed into his mouth, playing with his tongue. Her hand slid down under the hem of his shorts, fingers brushing the tip of his hard penis, her hand slid down, grasping his swollen organ. It wasn't much, but then she hadn't been expecting much. Jimmy Bullock had a perfectly average six-inch penis.
Bullock jumped again, struggling. Jane pulled her lips off his, looking down at him. "Ma'am, I'm s-saving myself for ma girl."
Jane smiled. She'd pulled his penis out of his shorts. She glanced down at it. "You have a lovely prick, Jimmy." True, it wasn't a huge Vril-enhanced cock, but it was nicely shaped, circumcised, and rock-hard. Jane moved down a little, leaning over and kissing his stomach, her tongue licking into his navel while her hand slowly wanked his prick. He sucked his stomach in and groaned. "How about a blowsie then?" she asked. "That way you can stay faithful to your girl." She held his penis up with her fingers and let her tongue slide up his shaft and twirl around his head. "What do you say?"



"I g-guess that would be okay." Bullock instantly moaned when her lips engulfed his bell end. His eyes flickered over to the image of a smiling Jane Stalwart sitting on the bomb and he wondered if he were dreaming.
Jane's mouth engulfed his penis. She tightened her lips around it, kissing down to his pubes and sucking back up to the head. Bullock's throat was making sounds somewhere between a moan and a whimper. His hand came up and grabbed her shoulder, his grip tightening. Jane paused, her lips kissing his urethra, holding his prick up. His grip on her shoulder relaxed and she swallowed his penis back down her throat. She reached up and grabbed her wrist, pulling his hand off her shoulder and moving it down to her breast. He caressed it at first, before gently kneading her soft flesh, his fingers finding her throbbing nipple which was leaking profusely. She bobbed her head slowly, his prick trembling in her mouth. Jimmy's hips were lifting off the bench. She sucked his dick faster, instinctively pulling up exactly so that his semen would shoot across her tongue so that she could taste him. His first wad struck the back of her throat, the second left a pool on her tongue. She swallowed half his penis, sucking back up and draining the last of his seed. He'd cum an impressive amount and she wondered when was the last time he'd wanked or even if he'd ever jerked it off.
She gave his prick one last kiss on the head. "Happy birthday," she whispered. He didn't answer, he seemed like he was dazed. "Do you have a pen?"
"What?" he asked, confused. "Uh, in my pants."
His pants were under the bench. Jane stayed on her knees, reaching into his pocket and finding a pen. She raised herself and leaned over him, her prodigious breasts hanging over his face. Bullock kissed them, quickly finding a nipple. It was her turn to moan when he sucked her long nipple in between his lips. Her arousal grew as she signed her name at the bottom of her pinup. She signed it Lady Jane, turning both a's into hearts. He groaned sucking her nipple, his noises turning more lustful and manly.
Jane pulled back, her wet teat popping up out of his mouth. His prick was hard again. "Maybe we could..." he started suggesting.
Jane forced herself up. "What's your girl's name?"
"Dorothy," said Jimmy, lips curling up in a smile as he thought of his girl back home.
"She's a lucky girl, Mr. Bullock." She gave a longing glance down at his young black prick before sighing and looking away. She stared out the side port, frowning as she saw a shadowy figure creeping away from the plane towards the nearest hanger.
What the hell? She thought. Jane slipped back into the curtain, grabbing her bra and military uniform. Her work clothes were still packed away and would take too long to retrieve.
A few minutes later, Jane jumped through the open Bombay doors, crouching as she fell softly to her feet. The shadow was just disappearing around a hanger. Five forms were sleeping under the plane and with Bullock inside the aircraft, that meant one of the airmen was missing. She could move faster on her bare feet than with her heeled brown shoes. She kicked her shoes off, picked them up, and began running.
She slowed when she reached the hanger, pausing to peak around the corner. The man was climbing over the chain link fence surrounding the airport. He jumped down to the other side and took off into the city.
Jane took off in pursuit, leaping halfway to the top of the fence, her toes curling into the wires as she tossed her shoes to the other side. She pulled herself up, vaulting over the fence and landing on her feet. The airman was strolling onto a busy street, loud with music and honking cars. Jane followed, pausing to pull her shoes back on, she walked around the building and onto the street.
"Following me?" asked Crowe.
Jane stopped in her tracks. Jim Crowe was leaning against the brick wall beside a store window, lighting up a cigarette from a pack of Lucky Strikes. "I saw you sneaking off, Crowe."
"I wouldn't call it sneaking. Didn't want to wake the boys." He took a drag of his cigarette. "You think I'm a spy?"
"I think that less than a few hours ago, I was giving you top-secret information only to catch you sneaking off in the middle of the night. What are you up to?"
"Well, if you want to know, Major, keep following me."
**********
"Two Cervezas, please," said Jim, sitting on a bar stool.
"Dos El Presidentes, por favor," said Jane, taking the seat beside him.
"Si Senorita," said the bartender, smiling happily as he took in Jane's charms.
"When one is in Cuba, Crowe, one drinks rum."
Crowe chortled, sliding one of his beers over to Jane while she waited for her drink. "Call me, Jim."
"Jane," she responded. "I've never been one for formalities, military, or social status." She returned the favor, sliding him one of her rum drinks."
"It's good, he said, taking a long sip. "I like this place." He looked around. Jane nodded in agreement. It was a corner bar, some tables, and a local hangout, not one of the big clubs like the Tropicana that the rich and famous frequented. It had a grill and kitchen behind the bar. "You don't see crowds like this back in the States. I couldn't even sit at a bar with a woman like you."
Jane understood. The patrons were mostly men, but what stood out to an American negro was the mixed crowd. Cubans came in many colors and they were all represented here. A white man and a black man were playing dominoes at one table. A brown-skinned Cuban was sitting on a stool strumming a guitar. One of three women in the bar other than Jane, appeared mixed race and was leaning close to another black man, their foreheads almost touching as they laughed together. "I've always preferred the local establishments wherever I travel. Buy you dinner?"
"Uh, sure," said Jim, surprised. "I don't know Cuban food."
"I'll order for you." Jane read the menu behind the bar. She turned to the bartender. "An arroz con pollo por mi amigo y frijoles negros para mi."
"Si senorita," said the bartender turning and yelling her order at the cook.
Jane turned to Jim while he was taking a sip of her rum drink. "I'm always hungry for negros." Jim choked on his drink. "Y dos mas, el presidentes," she said, ordering two more drinks.
They sat and sipped their drinks while listening to the Latin guitarist. The cook passed their meals over to the bartender and soon they were digging into their dinners.
"Delicious," said Jim, sitting back. He took out another Lucky Strike. "Cigarette?"
Jane was finishing her black beans. She shook her head, turning her attention back on the bartender. "Puedo ver su seleccion de puros?"
"Si, si," said the bartender. He pulled out a cigar box and held it open for Jane.
She selected two. "Dos Cabanas," she said, winking at the barkeep.
He clipped it for her and held out a lighter while she held it in her mouth, puffing in. "En la casa, encantadora senorita."
"Gracias," she said with a wink. She proffered the other cigar to Jim. He took it in his mouth and she leaned in touching her lit end to his cigar.
He inhaled, lighting his cigar. He closed his eyes taking in the aroma and taste a moment. "Let me guess, when one is in Cuba, one smokes cigars."
"Now you're getting it, handsome," she said with a wink. Jane sat back and blew a smoke ring.
"And here I took you for a stuffy Brit," said Jim. Her eyes were closed enjoying the flavor of the Cabana cigar. Jim took the chance to glance down at her bare legs. One was crossed over the other, making her already short skirt run well up her thigh. His eyes moved up her body, the buttons on her top straining to contain her breasts. His eyes moved up to her face to find she was staring at him, one eyebrow raised. "Sorry," he apologized.
"Don't be," she said, reaching out and taking a sip of her rum drink before chasing it with a swig of beer. "They don't make uniforms my size." Jane reached down and took his hand. She placed it on her bare knee. "Just look how short this skirt is."
Jim gulped. His forehead was sweating a little. Finally, his hand slid up her leg to the hem of her skirt. "Yes, v-very short," he said, nervously, staring at his hand. He looked up at her, letting his hand slide up under her skirt, the tips of his fingers brushing the bottoms of her knickers.
"What are you thinking right now, flyboy?" she asked, the tip of her tongue peeking out to lick her upper lip.
"What I'm thinking would get me killed back home," he answered, tightening his grip on her thigh and caressing up and down. He was gaining confidence.
"Good thing you're not back home," she said, leaning forward. He looked up, finding her face close to his. She turned her head sideways and kissed him. "Wanna get out of here?"
"God yes," he replied.
Jane reached into a pocket on her top and pulled out a fold of American money. "This should cover it," she told the bartender, tossing some bills on the bar. "Gracias."
"Gracias, senorita."
Jane grabbed the hand on her thigh and held it while she and Jim hurried out of the corner bar. "Where can we go?" he asked.
Jane pulled him into the dirty alley behind the bar. He grinned leaning in for a kiss as she rested her back against the brick wall, throwing her arms around his neck. There was no hesitation from him this time, he kissed her hungrily, their tongues dueling. He slid his hands down her sides not sure how far he could go with her, but then her hands were sliding down his chest and unbuckling his belt. He moved his hands over to her breasts, squeezing them together, and caressing on the sides. He was going for the buttons on her top when her breasts slid down out of his hands. Jim was disappointed, but Jane had only slid down the wall to squat before him as she reached into his shorts to pull out his Johnson. "Nice," she said, looking up at him with his erect cock sticking out above her face. It was perfectly straight, rocket-shaped. His penis was on the large side, pushing eight inches and nicely thick. It impressed most women. Her lips pursed, kissing the head before her tongue twirled around his knob.
"Sweet Jesus," groaned Jim, leaning his arms against the wall. She was looking up at him with her lips engulfing the head of his dick. Her hands were unbuttoning the blouse of her uniform. Jim could already feel the cum churning in his nuts it had been a nice bit of time for him. Jane was bobbing her head sucking his shaft deeper in her mouth, the head pushing down her throat. He wanted to thrust forward, shoving his cock deep, but he didn't want to choke her. Not that he would have. Jane had her hands on his hips, pulling his cock into her mouth until she was swallowing his whole shaft. "Oh, sweet Jesus," he said again, feeling his cock swelling and hardening as his orgasm started approaching.
Jane pushed back on his hips, the head of his cock springing up out of her mouth, dark black, wet, and shiny from the light of a street lamp out on the street. "Don't tell me this is your first time," said Jane, kissing and licking around the head of his cock.
"No ma'am," he groaned. He'd never seen his Johnson look so big. In its swollen state it did look eight inches long. "Just that no one's ever shown him that much enthusiasm before."
Jane pushed herself up the wall, leaving her top and bra on the ground. "Let's give him a moment to calm down."
"These aren't helping it calm down," said Jim, reaching out for her bare breasts. They were cartoonishly perfect, huge, milky white, and capped by the longest pink nipples he'd ever seen. Her nipples appeared wet and glistened as much as his cock was.
Jane stepped out of her underwear, pulling her skirt up around her waist. She grabbed Jim's hips and pulled him into her. Jim pushed Jane against the wall, kissing her. She wrapped her arms around his neck and wrapped her legs around his waist. His cock slid along her slit, she raised her hips and the head pushed inside her. They both moaned. Jim braced her against the wall, kissing as he worked his cock in and out. "Don't worry, I'll pull out," he muttered.
"Don't you dare," she replied. "Plant your seed deep."
Jim growled, fucking her faster at the thought of seeding a white woman. He stepped back slightly, holding her ass. Jane's back and shoulders were braced against the wall with her body stretched out between them. Jim leaned down, sucking one of her nipples into his mouth eliciting a loud moan from Jane. She was raising her crotch into each thrust of his cock. "Lordy, your body's amazing."
"And my amazing body's lovin' that black cock right now. Fuck me Jim. Give me that black cock."
"Sweet Jesus," cried Jim. "Gonna cum."
"Me too. Keep fucking me. Suck my tits."
Jim was sweating trying to hold off, wanting the moment to last, but his balls were churning. He leaned down, mouth finding one of Jane's long pink nipples. She moaned as he sucked it between his lips. He buried his cock, pumping his first burst of semen into the gorgeous Brit. Jim was worried he'd ejaculated too soon, but his orgasm triggered Jane's. Her pussy clamped down around his shaft, rippling inwards and coaxing out three more spurts of semen from his cock. Just as his cock was jerking its first jet of semen, the nipple in his mouth twitched, shooting milk across his tongue. Jim was shocked at first almost releasing her nipple, but then his taste buds registered how delicious it was. His lips clamped down, sucking on her nipple which continued squirting milk into his mouth with each jerk of his cock. Out of the corner of his eye, he could make out little geysers of milk squirting out of her other nipple.
"Wow!" said Jim, lifting his mouth off her nipple and licking his upper lip. He walked her back to the wall, not quite wanting to remove his cock just yet. When her back was against the wall, he did slowly remove his spent dick and Jane unwrapped her legs from his waist until she was standing.
"I needed that," said Jane, pulling her skirt down.
"Me too," he sighed, tucking his penis away. "Question?" he asked, staring at her nipples as she adjusted her bra over her breasts.
"The milk?" she asked, raising an eyebrow. He nodded. "Long story, I'll tell it to you some other time." She patted his back.
"Sure," he replied with a cocksure grin. "Maybe you can tell me the next time we get together?"
Jane laughed. "Certainly."
Jim gave her a wink. Make sure the woman was satisfied and they'd always come back for more. "Somewhere nice, with a bed and no rush," he added.
"It's a date," said Jane.
Jim offered her an arm and she took it as they headed back towards the airport. Jim cocked his head. "That's strange..." Jim glanced at her. "I'm not the least bit *****."
Now it was Jane's turn to give him a wink. "Side effect of my milk. Can't have you flying with a hangover. You'll sleep well tonight too."
"Hmph! Now I really want to hear that story."
They disentangled as they approached the bomber. Jim stopped long enough to take Jane in his arms, bending her back and giving her a long passionate kiss. Jane wrapped her arms around his neck, kissing him back.
The crew was fast asleep. Jim gave her a pat on her ass before slipping into his empty sleeping bag under the plane. Jane climbed back inside through the bomb doors. Bullock was sprawled out sleeping, a smile on his face. Jane slipped through the privacy curtain and crawled into her sleeping back beside Lisa.
**********
Jane opened her eyes just before dawn. Jim was outside clapping his hands. "Rise and shine, boys. Let's get this bird in the air." Jane climbed out of her sleeping bag and dressed. This time she wore more practical working clothes, many-pocketed khaki pants, and a sleeveless blouse. She tightened a belt around her waist and slipped a survival knife into its sheath. The only thing missing from her English explorer look was a pith helmet.
One by one, the grumbling negro crew started coming aboard. Jim winked at her as he headed to the cockpit. "Good morning, Major," he said. "Doctor Smith."
"You're quite chipper this morning, Captain," said Jane with a smile.
"I had a very satisfying night's sleep, ma'am." Jim Crowe nodded at her and whistled as he entered his cockpit. Archer followed him climbing into the co-pilot's seat. Chester Burton was already going over his maps in the navigator's seat. His camera was hanging off a peg above his desk.
The crew went through their flight checks and finally, Crowe announced. "Prepare for takeoff." The motors revved up, propellers spinning, the plane turned and began taxing down the runway. Soon they were in the air and heading towards Venezuela.
"This is unbelievable," said Lisa, reading Challenger's secret journal.
Jane looked up from her sketchbook. The image of the dashing Captain Jim Crowe filled the page. "I presume, you're at the part where Challenger swears his penis grew to fourteen inches?"
Lisa just nodded. "All their penises doubled in size and Paula White's breasts got bigger. How is this possible?"
Jane flipped to the next page and started sketching the lovely blonde's face. "You tell me."
Lisa Smith looked up from the journal. "Ambient Vril radiation?"
"More proof there's Vril in the lost world."
"It says in his journal that all the ape-men and Indios they encountered had oversized breasts and genitalia and that he left it out of his official report to avoid scandal. He heard of a tribe of ape-men that worshipped glowing rocks in the Northeast, but never encountered them. You knew Challenger?"
Jane smiled. "A domineering, hot-tempered giant. George had the largest head I've ever seen on a man and so hairy he could have fit in with one of the ape-men he claims to have encountered in Maple White Land. Eccentric, but he also had one of the finest minds I've ever encountered. I've often wondered if his size and genius were a result of his encounters with a Vril artifact, but I never got to ask him. Knowing how dangerous Vril can be would also explain him leaving it out of the official record."
A few hours later, the plane landed in Caracas for a quick refuel. Jane, Lisa, and the rest of the crew jumped out to stretch their legs while some of the crew did some safety checks. A short time later, they were in the air and flying over the Venezuelan jungle. Jane squeezed in beside the navigator so she could stare out the cockpit window.
Jim pulled back on the steering column. "I'm going to gain some altitude to give us a wider field of view." Unfortunately, this took the plane into dense cloud cover and reduced visibility.
"Head in that direction," said Jane, pointing Southeast.
Jim frowned. In the distance, he could see a dense cloud cover at a lower level than they were flying. "Taking her down." He dropped back down through the clouds.
"Would you look at that?" he said, staring ahead. "It's like a dense fog bank just over the jungle."
"Pull up," said Jane, squeezing his shoulder. "Pull up now."
"What?" Jim sat up straight.
"Those aren't clouds. Those are cliffs!"
"Hang on," yelled Jim, Pulling back on the steering wheel. The plane pulled up just in time, flying vertically just feet from the basalt cliffs.
Lisa screamed. The airmen were all belted in, but she'd been sitting on her sleeping bag still reading the journal. She fell right through the privacy curtain, failing towards the tail of the plane.
Burke skillfully reached out, catching Dr. Smith in one powerful arm before she could fall too far. "Gotcha, doc," he grunted, stopping her descent.
"Get your black arms off me," complained Lisa, the moment the plane leveled back off. She said it loud enough the entire crew heard.
Burke relaxed his arm. "Beggin your pardon, ma'am."
"Let her fall next time," grunted Langston Cain receiving a glower from Lisa.



"Battle stations," said Crowe's voice over the intercom.
The men scrambled towards their guns. Calhoun came up behind Jane. He couldn't squeeze into the nose gun with the pilot seated. All he could do was stare out the cockpit window. "What the fuck are those things? Dinosaurs?"
"Flying lizards," said Jane, calmly.
Bullock was standing up in the top gun pod. His eyes were open, staring in wonder at the flock of flying lizards. They were scattering and flying off in all directions. "I think they're dimorphodons," he yelled, squatting.
"I believe you are correct, Mr. Bullock," yelled Jane.
"I don't know what the really big ones are?" yelled Bullock, back.
"Big ones?" asked Jim, just as giant claws snatched a dimorphodon from right in front of the cockpit.
"That," said Jane, "is a big pterosaur." More pterosaurs appeared, one flying towards the B26, claws outstretched. The claws scraped along the top of the plane; Bullock opened fire with the.50 cal. She couldn't see if he shot it, but the smaller flying lizards suddenly started swarming around the plane. "I'm not sure painting the tail red was such a good idea," she muttered, noticing the dimorphodons had bright red tails.
"Maybe not," agreed Jim, trying to fly the plane through the least crowded bit of airspace.
The dimorphodons were only about three feet long, with maybe a five-foot wingspan. The giant pterosaurs were much bigger. Many had over a 30-foot wingspan. The body of the creature was mostly neck. The head and neck were at least 50% of the creature's length.
Jane stepped back into the plane, looking out the widows at the dimorphodons. Lisa was strapped in now, watching the flying lizards. "They're lining up behind us like geese," said Dr. Smith, fascinated.
Jane turned back towards the cockpit. Burton was snapping a picture out the window, trying to capture the flying dinosaurs. There was another burst of machine gun fire. Bullets ripped through one of the giant pterosaurs just as it had grabbed one of the dimorphodons. The creature released his catch, the dimorphodon falling straight into the left engine. Smoke began pouring from the engine just as it sputtered and died. The bullet-riddled pterosaur fell to, hitting the plane's wing right on top of the engine. As the flying lizard slid off the wing, it took most of the propellor with it.
"Fuck," grunted Jim. The B-26 began gliding, luckily there were some powerful updrafts. "Double fuck," said Jim.
"What?" asked Jane, leaning in.
"There's no place to land and we got a cliff coming up fast." Jim turned back to the intercom. "We need to lighten the load. Throw anything, we don't need out the bomb doors." The men opened the bomb bay, looking for anything they could throw out.
"We going to make it?" asked Jane.
"I don't know, Major," said Jim. "I don't know. If we do make it over, then we have to worry about finding a place I can put this bird down. I suggest you go to plan B." Jim looked up at her sadly.
"What?"
"You need to bail out."
"I can't leave..." Jane paused, realizing he was right. The mission was of utmost importance.
"Hurry Jane," he said, the cliff rapidly approaching.
"You can't leave me," said Lisa anxiously as Jane calmly strolled in, grabbing a parachute.
"Sorry Doctor Smith," she answered unemotionally. "You'll be safer with the plane."
"If he can land it," cried Lisa, desperately.
"Captain Crowe has my total respect," said Jane, grabbing a knapsack. Dr. Smith's lead containers were in there, along with matches, a compass, a canteen, an Enfield no2 revolver, and other supplies. She hooked it onto her belt. "Ready Captain."
"We'll try to leave a sign of where we are near the central lake," yelled Jim. He turned in his seat and stared at her, sadly. "Good luck, Major." Jim saluted her.
"Captain." Jane returned the salute. She was still saluting when she took a step back, disappearing through the bomb bay doors.
**********
Jane stared up at the plane, smoke still pouring from the one engine. The thermal updraft was stronger than expected and she had hopes Jim might pull this off. The dimorphodons flew in a V-shaped formation right behind the plane. She watched them fly off, items still falling out the bomb bay as the crew of the marauder desperately tried to clear the approaching mountain.
A giant shape flew over the plane, spotting her, the pterosaur began a dive straight toward her. Jane didn't panic. Her hands found her revolver, pulled it out, and calmly began shooting toward the flying lizard. It closed rapidly on her, its foot-long beak opened hungrily as it neared her, toothless, but still razor sharp.
Bullets riddled the beast as the bomber's.30 tail gun opened up on it. Jane made a mental note to thank Lt. Burke the next time she saw him. Unfortunately, the dead pterosaur was still coming, slamming into her and spinning her out of control.
Jane whipped around, rapidly growing dizzy. She saw the marauder aiming right for the cliff. The next time she spun around, the B-26 had gained altitude. She spun around again, hopeful for the crew of the Blackbird as the bomber looked like it was going to make it.
KABOOM!
The explosion rattled her eardrums. She spun around again, seeing flames and smoke on top of the mountain. The dimorphodons were gliding over the cliff top and out of sight still in formation. A few pterosaurs were still in pursuit.
Jane's brain barely registered the loss of the black airmen. The pterosaur had hit her hard and combined with the spinning, she was struggling and failing to keep from passing out. She reached for the cord, yanking it, the parachute deploying and jerking her back up.
Jane opened her eyes, taking in the breathtaking vista before her. She'd jumped out of the plane over rocky badlands, but now she was slowly falling over a lush green jungle. She could make out the large central lake in the distance. She was probably East of it, but had lost all sense of direction since bailing out of the bomber. Large animals, sauropods, were moving by the lake, feeding on vegetation, some walking on the shore, others wading in the water so that she could see only a hump and the giant necks. A small herd of ceratopsians wandered along the shore, serpentine heads rising out of the water to watch them. Smaller pterosaurs glided over the water, scooping fish up in their beaks.
Jane stared in wonder as she rapidly closed on the jungle canopy. She was coming down fast, nowhere to steer the parachute. She stared down at the treetops looking for a place to land, eyes widening in horror as she saw the thorn-covered vines crisscrossing the tops of the trees. The thorns were as big as her head, sharp pointy tips glistening with dew.
The parachute came down on the thorns, razor-sharp edges tearing into her body as she crashed through the trees. Her parachute caught, jerking her back, her head hitting a branch, and then there was only...
Darkness.
Next: Chapter 2: Castaways of the Forsaken Jungle
Chapter 1 Notes:
1) This story is in the style of the old pulp serials and as such will contain many tropes found in pulp magazines.
2) The Martin B-26A Marauder bomber was nicknamed the "Widowmaker" as it had airspeed issues with landings and takeoffs that caused a lot of crashes. This problem was solved with proper training.
3) The famous Tuskegee airmen are mostly known for piloting fighters and serving as bomber escorts. The 477th Bombardment group trained with B-25 Mitchell bombers, but never served in combat. My use of a B-26A suggests that B-25's and a white flight crew were too valuable to risk on a mission General Harris believes to be a waste of time and resources.
4) Nylon hose came on the market in May of 1940 and sold 750,000 pairs the first day. Silk (imported from Japan), Rayon, and cotton stockings were also worn, but less popular. The materials were in heavy demand during the war for use as parachutes, gun bags, and more. The government commandeered the supply of silk in 1941 and Dupont's supply of nylon in 1942. Women were encouraged to donate all their torn silk or nylon hose for the war effort, hence Jane's tossing her torn stockings at General Harris. The thought of going without stockings was unheard of to most women and many resorted to using eyebrow pencils to paint fake lines down the backs of their legs as Jane observes on Lisa Smith when she walks away.
5) The Lost World is from the Sir Arthur Conan Doyle's novel written in 1912. There have been many movie and TV adaptions of the novel. Challenger, Malone, Summerlee, and others are all characters from the novel. Paula White is a character from the 1925 silent film version of the Lost World.
6) Vril is taken from the novel, The Coming Race by Edward Bulwer-Lytton, first published anonymously in 1871. It featured an underground race called the Vril-ya that had tapped into the power of Vril. The book was incredibly popular and eventually some people such as Theosophist Madame Blavatsky began to believe Vril was a real magical force. The belief that the Nazis had a vril society was alleged in the 1960 book, The Morning of the Magicians. The authors claimed that the Vril society was an inner circle of the Thule society, a Nazi occult and folk group later reorganized into the Nazi party. One interesting fact about Bulwer-Lytton is that he was responsible for the opening line, "It was a dark and stormy night."
7) The Wells are taken from Norse mythology. The Well of Mimir is where Odin sacrificed his eye to gain wisdom. Jane's precognition develops after her dip in the well. In Jane's vision the pool is glowing green more brightly than it is during her bath suggesting the pool is losing some of its power. It explains why she doesn't recognize it as a Vril well when she and Patty bath in it.
8) Jane was a rather scrawny teenager with a thin willowy figure and a flat chest. Bathing in the first well at age 15 gave her a fuller womanly figure and breasts in the CC range. The second well grew them to DD/E which is her standard breast size. During the brief period she was affected by the COCK of Osiris and while she is affected by the ambient Vril radiation of the Lost World, they are more of an F-cup.
9) "This isn't my first rain shower," is a British expression. I wanted to use "This isn't my first rodeo," but apparently that expression came into the vernacular with the movie "Mommie Dearest" in 1981.
10) Military boxer brief underwear was called shorts during the time period.
11) The giant long necked pterosaurs are Quetzalcoatlus. They were not discovered until 1971 so Jane and Bullock were unfamiliar with the species.
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Chapter Two: Transformed By the Lost World
Darkness turned to light.
Jane stirred, becoming aware of a sharp pain in her foot. The pain deepened, daggers piercing her skin. She yanked her foot back, causing her body to swing slowly back and forth.
She opened her eyes. Things were blurry at first, but as her vision came into focus, she pulled her second foot back just as razor-sharp fangs were snapping down, closing on thin air. The creature fell back to the ground, hopping from foot to foot, looking irritated.
Fascinating, she thought, staring at the dinosaur, it resembled a velociraptor only velociraptors were roughly the size of turkeys while this theropod appeared her height. The raptor hopped back, bending down, it picked her boot up in its jaws and shook it vigorously much like a dog shaking a stuffed toy. It spit the tattered boot out and made another futile leap for her. As long as she kept her legs up, she was safe.
Momentarily safe from danger, Jane also became aware that she was staring down at the dinosaur over bare breasts, her nipples were hard, achingly so. Several rivulets of sweat were rolling down her chest and over the slopes of her breasts. "Lost your top again," echoed Patty's voice in her head, voiced often by her former lady's maid and friend because of Jane's proclivity for having her blouse ripped off.
Her top was not the only thing she had lost. Jane risked lowering her legs long enough to see that her feet and legs were bare, and she could see the dark black curly hair covering her pubic mound. Faint scars covered one foot where the raptor's teeth had penetrated her flesh through her boot. She raised her legs again when it appeared the raptor might make another leap.
Jane glanced up. She was dangling by her parachute cord, the rope caught by branches, the chute itself ripped to shreds by the wickedly sharp thorns lining the vines covering the trees. The same thorns that must have ripped her clothes off her body while miraculously leaving her unharmed. She could make out pieces of torn clothes and parachute. There was no sign of the pack holding her supplies. She was completely naked. No, not completely. Her belt had survived around her waist, somewhat tattered, but intact, and more importantly, her survival knife was still in its sheath around her belt.
Time to get out of this mess, she thought, looking around at her surroundings. There was a large branch close by that she could probably swing to. Luckily, the thorns seemed confined to the emergent layer of the jungle, while the canopy was relatively safe and filled with branches and non-thorny vines.
Jane lowered and raised her feet, causing her to swing on the cords toward the branch. The raptor honked repeatedly; its call being echoed by other creatures in the forest. Her legs reached the branch and wrapped around it, holding her still. She almost let go when the angry dinosaur leaped on the tree. Its nasty hooked hind claws dug into the tree bark as the creature tried to scramble to reach her, but it slipped and fell back to the ground. It honked again, leaping angrily while watching her.
Jane pulled herself up on the branch and squatted, pulling out her knife and cutting through the cord to free herself. She glanced at the beast to keep an eye on it, stopping to stare when she saw that it had been joined by two more of its kind. All three were watching her, eerily frozen still.
Jane rescued some of the parachute cord, wrapping it around her shoulder. She looked down again. A half dozen velociraptors were now staring up at her. They moved aside as a gray leathery-skinned beast walked through the pack, turning its hateful gaze upon her. The raptor was old, and covered in scars including one vicious gash across an eye socket, that left the pupil a cloudy white. She stared back at the beast repressing a shudder for the one-eyed raptor's gaze felt malevolent, like it wanted to kill her out of spite and not just for food.
"Looks like it's safer sticking to the canopy," she muttered, looking around and seeing another branch that looked strong enough to hold her. There was a vine hanging between her and the branch. Jane leaped towards the trunk of her tree, kicking herself off and twisting her body so that she could grab the dangling vine. She found herself grinning with excitement as she landed safely on the next branch. Not only was she an Olympic-level gymnast, but her genius-level intellect allowed her to calculate algebraic and calculus equations in her head nearly instantaneously. Swinging through the trees would be a breeze for her.
Old one-eye gave a loud honk. Jane glanced down just as the raptors scattered. Within seconds they were gone. They crashed and stomped through the jungle and just like that everything went silent. She snorted. They had not gone far. They were hidden, camouflaged, waiting, hoping she would come down. Well, bullocks to that.
Her nipples ached again. They were engorged with blood, fully swollen. It almost felt like an invisible hand was pinching them and droplets of milk appeared on the tips. The invisible hand was not just pinching them, it was pulling on them like it was trying to pull her breasts along with it. Jane stared down at her breasts in horror, silently praying her worst fears would not be realized. Her breasts were growing again! After bathing in two mythological Norse wells, her breasts had grown to the point they were barely contained by an American large size D brassiere. Now they were expanding back to the giant size they had grown to after being ejaculated on by the COCK of Osiris. She felt her breasts filling with milk making them heavier. The extra weight threw her off a little, but the cheeks of her rear end were filling out as well to help balance her out. Her breasts stopped growing, but her nipples stayed swollen which left her in a slightly distracting state of constant arousal. The good news was that this was proof of the presence of large amounts of vril in the lost world and her breasts should return to normal once she left the Lost World.
It was hot and humid. Her nude body was covered by a glistening sheen of sweat. It was not too uncomfortable in the jungle shade, but she would need water soon, and with no canteen, she'd need to stay near a source of water. Luckily, from her parachute, she had spied the large central lake and it appeared it was fed by many rivers and streams meaning water should be plentiful.
She looked down, giving her shiny body a quick once-over, and was surprised to see that she had been wrong. Her body was covered by scars. She had not escaped the thorns unscathed after all. She was not sore or in any pain. Even the throbbing in her foot from the raptor bite was gone. So were the scars on her foot! Jane's brow furrowed and she raised her right arm, looking at one long jagged line of dried blood down her entire forearm. She used a fingernail on her other hand to scrape away the blood. "Fascinating," she gasped, seeing that there was not any sign of a wound beneath the dried blood. Rapid healing was another side effect of Vril!
Jane Stalwart squatted on her branch and looked around at her surroundings. The sun was high, and she could not tell which direction was Northeast until it started setting. She decided to just take the easiest path through the canopy and see where it took her. Her eyes focused on the closest vine and a strong branch several hundred feet away. Her mind did the calculations. Vine, vine, leap off the springy branch, vine, grab the branch, swing for the vine, run along the tree trunk, vine, vine, and finally, branch.
Easy, she thought. And it was.
Jane had trained in long-distance running by a Tarahumara Indian and could run at a steady pace for hours if needed. Swinging through the canopy was not much harder for her though her arm muscles were not as built up as her leg muscles were. The naked woman traveled for several miles, pausing occasionally, not so much to rest, but to listen for signs of danger. In the beginning, she caught movement out of the corner of her eyes, or a bush would shake or a low branch sticking out from a tree looked suspiciously like a raptor tail. After a few more miles, there were no more signs of the raptors still pursuing her. So, Jane felt reasonably safe when she found her first signs of water.
A strong stream of water poured steadily over a small rock outcropping creating a picturesque little waterfall with a small bathing pool beneath it. Some large boulders surrounded the waterfall. Gorgeous orchids, some common to the Amazon rainforest and some of unknown species covered the flora around the pool. Some grew from the ground and others used the trees as a host species. It looked safe and inviting, but Jane still sat frozen for close to an hour staring at the waterfall below before she decided it was safe enough to come down from the canopy.
She landed on a rock, crouching, eyes scanning her surroundings, ears listening to the noises of the rainforest. Jane crept forward, stepping down onto another rock, her eyes scanning the pool. It was not deep, and she saw no signs of danger. She stepped into the pool, unhooked her belt, and laid it down on the rock before wading towards the waterfall.
Jane stepped under the waterfall, letting the water wash over her nude body. She threw her head back and drank her fill. The bottom was sandy, so Jane crouched and grabbed a handful of coarse sand using it to scrub her body. She had more lines of dried blood than she had at first noticed, but underneath there were no wounds and her foot had fully healed. She even felt great like the very land was invigorating her.
Jane stepped out from under the waterfall just as a great cat landed on top of the boulder she had first jumped down from the trees onto. It crouched, feline eyes turning towards her.
Jane stared. The cat was smaller than a lion but heavier with the coloration of a South American jaguar. Its most distinguishing characteristic were the pair of foot-long saber-like teeth stabbing down over its lower jaw.
A Smilodon!
Jane stared at the cat, not turning her head, but her eyes moved staring at her knife still in its sheath lying on the lower rock under the cat. The beast was staring back at her. Jane took a sideways step towards her knife and then another. The Smilodon's hind quarters rose. Jane knew what a big cat about to pounce looked like. She took another sidestep and then ran for her belt.
The Smilodon sprang off the rock just as her hand closed on the hilt of her knife. She turned holding the belt up as she pulled the knife free. The saber-toothed cat's front claws ripped through her belt and raked her belly, digging deep into her flesh. Her free hand grabbed the monster's neck as her other hand plunged the knife into the cat's side, stabbing again and again, knife plunging into flesh repeatedly. She was sure her blade had found the creature's heart yet its jaws were still trying to close down around her head. Its claws raked her again, this time in her thighs. She buried the knife and released it, her hand grabbing the cat on one of its saber teeth. She held the jaws open surprised by how weak the force of the Smilodon's jaws were. The creature shuddered and collapsed. Jane threw it off her and onto the boulder.
She clutched her bleeding stomach, hunching over and gasping for breath. The claws had torn into her belly and thighs, but already the pain was fading as the wounds closed up. When she felt better, she stood and walked over to examine the beast, pulling her knife from its side.
The big cat looked just like a typical South American jaguar but for the foot-long teeth extending down from the upper jaw. "Slightly larger than a jaguar," she muttered, curiously.
Jane pushed her knife into the cat's belly and began skinning the creature. The one side was pretty ragged from the thrusts of her dagger, but the other side was whole. Still, she wouldn't have much material to work with, not even enough for a short shift.
Jane skinned the Smilodon and washed the skin off, leaving it on the boulder to dry. She returned to the waterfall, this time keeping her dagger with her. She set about washing the blood off her. She still had some scars, but even where the cat's claws had dug deep were closed up. Jane Stalwart had remarkable recuperative abilities, but this was quick even for her. Lucky, they had been deep enough she would have had to work out a way to give herself stitches if it weren't for the land's healing properties
She didn't feel safe on the ground and figuring fashioning an outfit would take some time; she carried the skin up into a tree branch and set to make an outfit that would cover at least some of her nudity.
Jane worked hard and fast, but it still took her several hours to make something wearable. She glanced down once to see that the corpse of the Smilodon was gone, a smear of blood along the rock indicating the direction it had been dragged. Clever beasts, she thought, suspecting that she hadn't left the raptor pack behind after all.
Jane held her top up and examined it. It resembled a brassiere, but smaller. She'd managed to cut out two triangles of skin, poked three holes in the points of the triangles, and tied strands of twirled skin through the holes. The strands were long enough, that she could tie one behind her neck and the second behind her back. The third connected the two triangles between her breasts. She tried it on, tying it behind the still-wet black hair around her neck. The triangles only covered a third of her large breasts, but they protected her nipples which were showing no signs of softening. The top was a little tight, but it held her breasts firm and kept them from jiggling too much.
The second half of her outfit was two pieces. She'd fashioned a new belt from the parachute cord tying a short piece of skin to the front to cover her crotch down to her ass with a thin thong of skin running from her fanny through the crack of her behind and tied to the top of the back of the belt. She had enough skin to hang off the front of the cord to create a loincloth, but only a third as much to hang off the rear. The back loincloth bared most of her ass and it would flutter when she moved baring the rest of it. Oh well, she thought, sighing. It was better than nothing.
Jane set off again, swinging through the jungle, her brain calculating paths so easily, she found herself moving through the canopy as fast as she moved while jogging down a paved road if not faster.
Jane's stomach growled and she realized it had been some time since she'd eaten. A short time later, she found some Eugenia berries and plopped a few into her mouth. The fleshy berry was good and the juice helped quench her thirst. The humidity was keeping her skin and hair damp as well as making her thirsty. Most of the berries were low to the ground. She froze, looking and listening, but the only sounds she heard were far off. Jane dropped to the jungle floor and ate some more berries, pushing her way through the bushes, her eyes widening with surprise when she spied the fruit.
The Eugenia she'd been eating were known as Surinam cherries, but the fruit on the next bushes resembled temperate climate strawberries only the berries were the size of her head. They were ripe, bright red, and plentiful, and some had been munched on by herbivores.
Jane walked towards them amazed at the sight. When she arrived at the nearest bush, she used her knife to slice off a large chunk of the giant strawberry and took a bite of the sweet fruit. It was delicious! She took another bite, juices running down her chin. When she looked back up, the velociraptors had formed a semi-circle around her with old one-eye in the middle. Jane dropped the giant strawberry and pulled her knife, knowing that it wouldn't do much good against so many of the beasts.
Jane spared a glance around her, but she'd wandered too far off from the nearest vine or branch that would take her back up into the safety of the trees. One-eye threw his head back and barked, the others repeating the gesture as a group. Jane opted to run.
She spun on her heel and raced away as fast as her strong legs could carry her. The raptors were in hot pursuit and they were faster. Beyond a cluster of giant strawberry plants, she saw her first sign of hope. A loop of vine hung off the branch of a tree above a gravel-filled clearing. It was high, but a strong leap should do the trick.
Jane burst through the bushes, but where she expected firm ground her feet sank calf deep into the gravel. Her momentum carried her forward, knee-deep, then thigh-deep. Jane stumbled in the thick muck.
Quicksand!
The lead velociraptor leaped over the bush and landed in the pudding-thick mire. It barked, still struggling to reach her. The rest of the pack came to a rapid halt along the edge of the pool. Jane knew it was best not to struggle in the quicksand, but the trapped raptor didn't. It was straining to reach her with its forearms, sinking faster and faster into the sand. It was still staring at her, jaws open, teeth dripping with saliva as it sank into the sand up to his head. The beast only closed its jaws when the quicksand threatened to pour into its mouth. It was still staring at her as it sank out of sight.
Jane sighed with relief. Quicksand wasn't that dangerous if you didn't panic. The problem was that the vine was still out of reach and straining for it might push her deeper. She decided to risk it, trying to stand and kick back, reaching up for the vine. Just as a clawed hand grabbed her leg and pulled her deeper. The raptor wasn't quite dead. Jane looked up at the receding vine. She reached in vain for her salvation, taking a deep breath just as the raptor pulled her under.
Jane's arm was still rising from the quicksand, the hand reaching out for the vine, slowly sinking. The claw finally released her leg just as Jane's lungs started straining. Jane felt herself beginning to blackout.
And then a human hand was wrapping around her wrist. She gripped it back as her rescuer began to pull.
**********
"My Johnson's gone all big!"
Jim Crowe quit examining his engines and glanced over at Archer. His co-pilot was holding his pants open and staring down at his crotch. Lt. Bullock was on sentry duty, armed with a rifle and keeping an eye out for trouble. He was shifting from foot to foot while reaching down to squeeze and pull his junk to the side. Jim turned his attention back to Burke who was examining the engines with him. Burke's hand was in his pants adjusting his penis. He was frowning and seemed to be measuring himself
Jim felt it too. His cock was straining to burst out of his shorts. His balls felt bigger and heavier. He wanted to pull it out and see exactly how big it had grown to. He wanted to give it a good wanking to take some pressure off his nuts. But his first duty was to his crew. Jim sighed. "Well, Burke?"
Burke yanked his hand out of his pants. He turned his attention back on the engine, running his hand over his bald pate, beads of sweat flying off. "I can get the engines working, I think, but we still got a missing propellor."
"I can make do with one," said Jim.
"I could use your help, Cap?" asked Burke. "You're as good as I am at gettin' engines running."
"Sorry," said Jim. "Draft any of the boys you need. I'm going to go find Major Stalwart."
"What does a city boy like you know about surviving in a jungle filled with monsters?"
"Detroit's an urban jungle filled with monsters, but I get your point. Still, Jane might need help. Ask Spanky if you need anything." Jim looked around. "Where'd Spanky get off to?" Archer had been standing just ten feet away looking in his pants.



"He wandered off that way, Cap," said Bullock. The skinny kid was flexing one bicep and it looked bigger to Jim's eyes. The kid was filling out his uniform more to.
Jim felt bigger to, larger muscles, and a broader chest, not to mention the growing bulge in the crotch of his pants. "Well, where'd he go?"
"Don't know. Looking for a place to shit, maybe?"
"Dammit, this place is dangerous and we can't go wandering off." Jim turned his head as Dr. Smith was climbing down the wheel well. She wore khaki slacks and a white blouse. Jim looked away then back. He hadn't realized what a nice ass the Doc had. It had looked rather flat in her dress, but her slacks were showing off her plump well-rounded rear end much better. Lisa's foot touched the ground and she turned to face him. His eyes flickered to her chest. Her tits hadn't been this big yesterday. Her blouse was unbuttoned at the top, showing a sheen of sweat on her chest. The other buttons appeared to be straining not to go flying off from the pressure of her swollen bosom. She'd tied the blouse up beneath her breasts to reveal her taut stomach and the cutest bellybutton Jim had ever seen. Her hair was down for the first time and fell halfway down her back. "Doc," he greeted, feeling his Johnson trying to swell in his pants at the sight of the lovely woman.
"Fortuitous we found this flat area to land," she said, her lovely blue eyes looking around.
"Maybe, maybe not," he replied.
"How so?" she turned her attention to him.
Sweat beaded his brow as he fought not to look back down at her cleavage. Her tits looked even bigger than they had a moment ago. "Our make-shift landing strip isn't natural, ma'am. It's a herd trail down to the lake. You're standing in a footprint."
"Oh my," said Lisa, looking down at the size of the print. "At least a herd this large would have to be herbivores."
"Extremely large herbivores," said Jim, stealing another glance at her boobs while she looked down at the footprint. It was bigger than an elephant's. "We need to stay vigilant." Smith pulled a device out of her pocket and stared at it as she stepped off the trail and into the brush. "Where do you think you're going, Doc?"
"This is a Geiger counter. It should detect Vril radiation. I'm just going to survey the area and see if I can get a general direction of any vril deposits." She stepped through some brush.
"Doc, it's dangerous out there," said Jim.
"You do your job Captain and I'll do mine."
"Nobody listens," complained Jim. "Calhoun, grab a rifle and go keep an eye on Dr. Smith."
"Sure thing, Cap," replied Julius Calhoun, grinning. Keeping "an eye" on the blonde white woman wasn't something he minded doing at all.
**********
Archer found a fallen tree to lean against. He'd stripped off his hot shirt and tossed it over the trunk. The tree's bark had been partially stripped by some large animal, but he didn't have time to be concerned about that. Right now, his Johnson needed some air.
Lee undid his pants and reached inside, his hand closing around his cock. It was thicker than normal. Excited to see it, Archer freed his Johnson from his pants. He was a strong, powerful man, but unfortunately, as he aged, ate more of his wife's fabulous cooking, and enjoyed beer a little too much, he'd developed a bit of a gut. Normally, staring down at his penis sticking out from under his gut, he could only see about half of his six-inch shaft. Now, he was staring at a good seven inches and it was only semi-erect. Lee squeezed the swollen tip and tugged, feeling it swell quickly. His cock had always been nicely shaped with a flat tip and a flared crown. The shaft curved up slightly. Fully erect, he was now staring at a good nine inches, with three more inches hidden under his gut. His Johnson had doubled in length and thickness!
Spanky reached under his cock and gave his nuts a good heft. They were equally swollen and it only took one testicle to fill his palm. They were, perhaps, five times larger than usual and a lot heavier. They were also aching painfully.
Lee Archer pulled his hand back and spit in his palm. He began coating the head with his saliva, spitting again when he realized he'd need more. Archer beat his meat almost compulsively and had once been caught by his brother, who immediately started calling him, "Spanky" and the nickname stuck.
Satisfied his newly massive cock was well-lubricated, he leaned back against the tree and began jerking off.
**********
Lisa calibrated her instrument, aiming it around so that the radio waves could reach everywhere on the plateau, though there were some high points and cliffs that might block her signal.
She shifted uncomfortably, reaching up and unbuttoning another button on her blouse. She glanced down, shocked to see that the blouse was already unbuttoned halfway down her bosom and the topmost fastened button was already straining around her expanding breasts. There was a "twang" as the top button flew off.
Doctor Smith reached down and unfastened the next button and the next, and finally just opened her blouse. It didn't help much as her brassiere was only sized for her regular B-cup breasts and it was starting to painfully constrict her chest. Her nipples were sensitive and swollen, pushing hard into the rayon satin bra. Lisa shrugged off her blouse, quickly reaching behind her to unhook her bra before it cut off her breathing. She sighed with relief when the constriction stopped.
Lisa threw her blouse over her shoulder. She couldn't return to the colored airmen topless and thought she might be able to wrap the blouse around her breasts in some fashion. It wasn't just her teats that were expanding. Her flat rear end was growing an impressive firm pair of buttocks rising out from her thighs and the small of her back. The extra weight in her behind was helping to balance out the weight growing on her chest. It was also causing her crotch and waist to constrict. Lisa unbuttoned her slacks and wiggled them down her hips before they got so tight, she had to cut them off.
Lisa pushed her slacks down and stepped out of them. Luckily, her panty seemed to be handling the added growth in her rear end, but barely. Normally, the flesh-colored panty covered half her stomach and ran down her thighs. The waistband had been pulled down under her navel, almost to her pubic mound. The bottom had ridden up her thighs also and the material in the rear was starting to dig into the crack in her buttocks, leaving some of her lower cheeks exposed.
"Ridiculous," she muttered, glancing down at her body, though secretly she was impressed by her new look. The pinup girls' American airmen put on the noses of their planes didn't even have tits or asses this big. Her breasts had gone from a teacup to a challenge cup to a very challenged cup.
Lisa Smith bunched her slacks up with her blouse and carried them under one arm while aiming her signaling device with her free hand. Lisa was walking around a large prehistoric-looking fern when a grunt caused her to look up with alarm.
Lisa's jaw dropped just as the bundle of clothes in her arm fell to the ground. The Blackbird's copilot was leaning against a tree naked, his hand stroking an enormous black phallus. The thing was monstrously huge. The flat crowned head was as big and as black as a dark plum. It was so swollen it looked like it could explode at any...
"FUUCCCKKKK!!" grunted Archer. His cock bucked upwards; an oil can's worth of white semen spewing forth from the tip.
The tip of the giant strand of semen struck her lower lip just as the bulk of it splattered on her chest, bare breasts, and belly. Archer let go of his huge black cock, the giant rod jerked out of control, discharging even more of the voluminous white seed, covering her tits and stomach. Lee Archer's eyes were wide as he stared at the blonde white woman's nearly nude body while his cock ejaculated all over her.
"You filthy ape," she spat in disgust, still staring at his cock as it twitched. Cum still flew out from the tip, but not with enough force to reach her. "Yech!" She took her eyes off his cock to stare down at her breasts. Big gobs of his thick semen were sliding down the slopes towards her nipples. Her hands slid up her belly, scooping up his viscous seed. "Your disgusting filth is all over me." Her hands squished his sperm into the bottoms of her breasts, sliding up her heavy breasts. "Mmmm," she moaned as her hands rubbed over her tits. Her newly elongated nipples were so sensitive now. "So much cum," she muttered, rubbing the sperm on top of her breasts into her fat nipples. "Mmm," she moaned again, sucking her lower lip into her mouth and tasting the semen that had landed on her lips. "Disgusti..." Lisa's tongue flickered out, licking around her lips, lapping up the rest of his sperm. It was good!
"Sorry, doc, you surprised me is all." Lee was staring intently at her hands still rubbing his jizz all over her bare tits.
Lisa's gaze came off her breasts and turned her attention back to his cock. She stared at it fascinated, absentmindedly scooping up a wad of his pudding-thick seed and bringing her fingers up to her mouth. Her tongue flickered out to lick it off. "It's still hard?"
"I think that's mostly your fault, doc," said Archer.
"Oh!" said Lisa, glancing down to see that both her hands had their middle and index fingers out rubbing his sperm into her hard nipples. "OH!" She stopped, realizing what she was doing and who she was doing it in front of. She held one arm over her breasts to cover them while staring in fascination at Archer's giant black cock.
"It's so big, Lieutenant," she said.
"Started growing the second the plane landed, I think." He reached down and grabbed the shaft, wanting desperately to stroke it again. "Seems my Johnson isn't the only thing around here to have gotten bigger." He nodded towards her breasts.
Lisa flushed, pulling her arm tighter against her breasts yet unable to take her eyes off Archer's giant cock. Lisa Smith stepped closer leaning in to look at it. Archer released the shaft again so that she could see the entire thing. "It's got to be a foot long," she gasped, leaning closer.
"Thereabouts, ma'am."
"How big was it before?"
"I'd guess half as big. It's doubled in thickness too."
"Amazing," she muttered.
"My nuts is... excuse me, my testicles have grown a lot bigger too."
"Obviously," she replied, thinking of the incredible volume of semen he'd sprayed on her. Her hand came out, fingers outstretched towards the head. "May I?" she asked, looking up at him. He just nodded vigorously, her hand moving forward until the tips of her fingers brushed over the hard head.
Lisa grabbed the head and squeezed. It was as hard and unyielding as a rubber ball. She was no virgin, she'd slept with her fiancé, the professor, before his untimely death, and recently, an American intelligence officer she was working with discussing project Vril. He'd put her in touch with the President. They were technically still in a relationship.
Of course, neither man had a prick like this. James had started developing erection problems and his five-inch penis was often floppy. The intelligence officer had no problems getting his penis hard and had some stamina to go along with it, but his penis was a rather skinny six inches. The army man had a great body compared to Professor Powell's rather pudgy torso and she greatly enjoyed sleeping with her muscular army man.
Archer's giant black cock put their penises to shame.
"It's so big," she gasped. "And hard!" Her hand slid down his penis. "So black..." It was so rigid; she could have hammered a nail in with it. Lisa lifted the shaft, gasping again at the size of the two black balls dangling beneath it. Lisa's tongue licked across her lips, remembering the taste of his seed. She'd liked it. She spit on her hand and rubbed it into the flat head of his cock. "I'd like to see how much semen it produces a second time," she explained. She spit again, coating more of his cock, stroking her hand up and down the shaft.
"Uh, be my guest, doc," said Archer, leaning back against the tree. His hips started to buck slightly pushing his huge black cock through her hands even as she spit again, trying to get the big shaft better lubricated.
The negro's cock felt so big and powerful as her hand slid up and down the shaft. It was hot and throbbed with his pulse. Her hand looked so small on the thick shaft, her fingers not even meeting as she gripped it. Her stroking had milked out a final drop of semen from the tip. It glistened under her gaze and Lisa found herself leaning in to lap it up off his urethra. She savored it on her tongue, no longer able to deny how good his seed tasted or that she wanted more of it. Her mouth never left the tip of his cock as her tongue twirled around the head before she took it in her mouth and started sucking. This was new territory for her, something she'd never done for the professor or her handsome army man, but something about this large negro cock made her want to suck it.
So, she did.
**********
Julius Calhoun walked slowly through the brush, keeping an eye out for dinosaurs or any other sign of danger. "Doctor Smith," he called out, but not too loudly. Where had she got to? The blonde woman wasn't too far ahead of him.
It was God awful hot and humid here in the jungle. Calhoun paused long enough to pull his tee shirt off over his head, dog tags falling back down to his chest. He patted his face down with his shirt before tucking it into his pants. He glanced down, rather impressed with his chest. Always rather on the skinny side, his muscles suddenly seemed to have become better defined, and at some point, he picked up a six-pack of abdominal muscles on his stomach. "Looking good, Julius," he muttered.
Calhoun raised the gun and proceeded through the brush. He quickly brought the gun up to his shoulder when he heard a loud grunt. Julius stepped forward, pointing his rifle as he stepped around a huge fern that looked like the top of a palm tree planted in the ground. He slowly lowered the rifle, staring with disbelief at what he was looking at. He'd found Dr. Smith and Lt. Archer for that matter. The lovely blonde doctor was on all fours, bobbing her head vigorously up and down Archer's dick. Lee had one black hand over the back of her head helping guide her. His head was thrown back and it was his groan Calhoun had heard. Archer was no rapist and the white woman wasn't being forced. She looked like she was enjoying it.
She was enjoying it. Or at least, it was arousing her. Calhoun's gaze fell on her panty. Her thighs were slightly spread and he could see her pretty white cunny was soaked and a little slip of her underwear was wet and clinging to it. Most of the rest of her underwear had pulled up into the crack of her moon-shaped ass.
Julius gulped, reaching down and undoing his pants without taking his eyes off the white woman happily blowing his copilot. His dick was rock hard, he tugged it out, finally gazing down at it when he realized how big it had gotten. He had squeezed it through his pants, but this was the first time, he'd looked at it. His short prick had doubled in size pushing past eleven inches and was as thick as a soda pop bottle.
He pushed his pants down and stepped out of them, lowering his shorts under his now coconut-sized balls. There was no way Calhoun wasn't going to jerk off watching this. He spit in his hand, stroking his big cock, watching Lisa bob her head and occasionally catching glimpses of her erect pink nipples sticking out of her milky white titties. He stroked faster, his gaze increasingly falling on her cunny. She was so wet; he could see her slit through the soaked underwear. Her arousal was running down her thighs. She wanted it.
Julius Calhoun didn't want to get court marshaled and he certainly didn't want to get lynched, but if the white woman was willingly sucking one black pecker, then maybe she wouldn't mind fucking another? He gulped when he realized what he was about to do. If she objected, he'd play the recalcitrant negro and pray she didn't press charges against him.
Julius Calhoun stepped forward. Archer raised his head and stared at him, then down at Calhoun's prick. Julius kneeled. Lee watched intently not ordering him to stop. Calhoun grabbed the bunched-up panty and pulled it out of Lisa's ass. She kept sucking Archer's dick even as Calhoun pulled her underwear away from her pussy. Her white pussy was gorgeous. Her slit and lips were a lovely pink, and the hair coming off her mound was as blonde as those on her head. He gazed in awe at the forbidden fruit before bringing his black dick up toward her pink slit. Its hard blackness stood out strongly against the whiteness of her skin. Calhoun inched closer, pushing his cock down until the head was gently touching her cunny's slit.
Julius gulped again. His heart was beating so hard, he could feel it in his ears. He pushed down on his prick, her lips parting around the big head of his giant negro cock.
Damn, dis white cunny gonna feel as good as honey, he thought, pushing forward and watching her pink pussy lips swallow the head of his black cock.
There was a muffled groan from Dr. Smith and she quit bobbing her head for a moment. But it was only a moment before she went back to sucking Archer's giant Johnson while pushing her ass back into Calhoun's cock trying to get more of it inside her. Julius grabbed her hips and held on as he began working his cock in deeper.
Archer threw back his head and groaned again. He looked down. Calhoun had grown a monster of a prick, nearly as big as his own, but it looked thicker and he'd already worked about half of it into Doctor Smith's pussy. She'd only hesitated a second when Calhoun started pushing his fat black Johnson in her and didn't even know who was fucking her pussy. He looked down at his big mitt of a hand holding the blonde bitch's head. His wedding ring glistened on one finger. He felt a twinge of guilt at cheating on Delores, but she'd never sucked his cock. The most she'd done was give the head a kiss as she was mounting him. Doctor Smith's mouth felt way too good for him to stop what she was doing and if he died on this mission or during the war, this was gonna be the last thing he remembered, a blonde bitch with tits bigger than Jane Russell's doing things he'd only seen women do in the Tijuana bibles he had hidden in his gear. This was a fantasy come true.
"GURK!"
Doctor Smith was making choking sounds around his cock as she'd suddenly pushed forward until her forehead was pressed into his gut. Calhoun had slammed forward finally sinking his cock into her pushing her forward. Lisa gagged slightly with ten inches of black meat shoved down her throat. She may have choked if his gut hadn't stopped her from swallowing the whole thing. Lee could feel her exhaling through her nose on his pubes as she adapted to having her throat stretched.
"GUG!"
The blonde's lovely blue eyes rolled up in her head as she stared up at Archer. Tremors rippled through her body.
"AGHHH!"
"Fuck, that's good," groaned Calhoun. "The Doc just creamed all over my cock." He had been sitting up on his knees, fucking Smith pretty forcefully. Now Julius sat back on his haunches and started pulling the doctor back into his cock and removing several inches of Lee's Johnson from her throat. Archer could see Calhoun's giant Johnson sticking out through the crack in Lisa's ass and it was dripping wet. "Guess there's one thing you like about negroes, doncha Doc?"
"MMMPPHHH!"
Her eyes were still rolled up like she was cock drunk being spit roasted by the two negroes. Calhoun was pulling her back into his cock and pushing her forwards doing all the work. "Fuck this is some good pussy," grunted Calhoun.



"AGHHH!"
"That's it, doc, cum all over that big black cock," he chuckled. Julius Calhoun wasn't smooth with the ladies, but he spent all his extra cash on whores that hung around the airfield back in Alabama and was plenty experienced. Archer had only ever been with his wife for the last twenty years and he'd been happy with that, but it still felt great having 6-8 inches of black prick shoved down the bitch's throat and if he got a shot at that white pussy, he wasn't gonna turn it down. The increased size of his nuts had increased the pleasure of his last orgasm tenfold and if he couldn't get any more from Dr. Smith, then old Spanky was gonna live up to his nickname and whack off as much as possible while in this Lost World.
Archer's balls were starting to ache. Another nut was coming and it was gonna be as good as the first. The ache grew. Smith was still staring up at him with her icy blue eyes as his cock slid in and out of her throat. He desperately wanted to fill her stomach with jizz, but his conscious won out and he warned her. "Gonna cum, Doc."
To Lee's astonishment, she started sucking his prick faster. Even more astonishing, Calhoun wasn't holding her hips anymore. She was doing all the work, pushing back on her arms to fuck Calhoun's cock and forwards on her knees to suck Archer's. "Oh, fuuuccckkk, doc," he groaned as another powerful load of jizz began blowing out of his balls.
"MMMPPHH!"
"GURK!"
Doctor Smith was willingly gulping his cum down. She pushed back hard into Calhoun's crotch so that the head of Archer's dick was in her mouth. Archer watched her cheeks balloon out and indent as she swallowed a mouthful of his seed. The expression of ecstasy on her face sure made it appear that she enjoyed the taste of his jizz. The blonde suddenly choked, spitting out a mouthful of seed that poured down her chin. She was trembling through another orgasm, coughing out more of Archer's jizz as she tried to cry out. Calhoun chuckled behind her, proud of his sexual prowess.
Archer's cock spat several more streams of sperm into the back of her throat. It stayed hard for a bit before finally turning soft enough he could remove it. Lisa licked the underside of the head as left her mouth, still looking up at him. She blinked as Archer smacked his soft cock on her face several times. It was still a foot long and fat, but had gone limp. He slid out along the tree and pulled his pants up.
"Fuck me," she cried, focusing on the pounding Calhoun was giving her. Archer was impressed that Calhoun could maintain such a pace without cumming, but then their increased cock size seemed to have increased their stamina also.
"Fuck you with what, doc?" asked Calhoun.
"Your cock! Fuck me with your big cock!"
"What kind of cock?" Calhoun pulled back so that just the tip of his eleven-inch prick was pressing into her pussy. He held her hips, stopping her from pushing back into him to get more.
"Please, put it back in," she begged.
"What kind of cock?" he repeated.
"Neger cock! Fuck me with your big neger cock!"
Calhoun pulled her back into his shaft and she sighed with pleasure at getting what she had begged for. Archer frowned, he'd never heard it pronounced neger before, but shrugged it off. Lee stood and watched the erotic scene before him. Lisa looked incredible down on all fours getting fucked from behind by a dark-skinned black man. Lisa's new giant breasts swung like udders beneath her as Calhoun slammed his cock in and out of her. Her new rear end stuck out, firm and upthrust, like it was begging for a cock.
"OH FUCK!" grunted Calhoun, pulling her ass back into the base of his cock and holding it there.
"WAIT! NO!" Doctor Smith's eyes flew wide in alarm. Her look of alarm turned to ecstasy. "YYESS!!" she cried as she began cumming again. "FUCK YES! FUCKYES! SOGOOD! SO GOOD! So good," she moaned, each strong spurt of neger seed prolonged her orgasm, her vaginal contractions squeezing and milking the big black cock for every last drop of his sperm.
Calhoun slowly pulled out, He stood, staggering slightly. Smith's head sank down on her arms, her ass still raised into the air. Julius' semen soon started pouring out of her overstretched pussy. "Yes," she moaned, over and over.
"You two pull yourselves together and get back to the plane," ordered Archer. "Doctor Smith, we'll keep this to ourselves. No of us are behaving normally here." Spanky Archer looked around. They were mostly in a clearing with only a few of the prehistoric ferns growing in it. The ground was mostly dirt and gravel. To his left was the jungle, strange noises coming out of it. Before him was a sea of tall grass going down towards the central lake. Anything could be hiding in it and there were animal trails visible in several spots. There were also plenty of three toed dinosaur footprints in the dirt around them. "Keep that rifle on you, Calhoun and keep the Doctor safe. We can't risk being distracted like that again." Lee had been so eager to spank off that he'd wandered away from the plane without a sidearm. He'd better get back and rectify that and make sure everyone kept a weapon on them. He was in charge until the captain got back and he meant to keep everyone safe. "No more splitting up after this. See you at the plane." Archer turned away and jogged off.
**********
"How dare you," hissed Doctor Smith, pushing herself to her knees.
"What's that, doc?" asked Calhoun, retrieving his rifle.
"You defiled me with your deficient negro seed," she hissed, glaring venomously at the young black man. Her arrogant bitch face had returned.
"Deficient! Looks like quite a lot to me," he said, approaching her.
Lisa's eyes widened. Calhoun was still naked and his giant neger cock was still hard. It stuck out from his crotch a good eleven inches and as thick as her wrist. She couldn't believe she had taken such a monster. "You came in me, you black ape! You might have impregnated me with a mongrel baby," she said, unable to take her eyes of the massive black cock bobbing right before her eyes. "It's so big," she gasped, really seeing it for the first time. Archer's had been bigger, but partially hidden by his large belly.
Julius noticed her attention and instead of starting to droop, his dick swelled and rose a little. Doctor Smith gasped when she saw it swell. "Don't worry, doc, I'll do the right thing and marry you. Then we can have lots of mongrel babies."
"Damn you, Calhoun," she hissed, raising her arm and running the tips of two of her fingers down his shaft. His cock leapt at her touch. She raised it with her fingers and glanced at his heavy scrotum. His thighs were muscular and close together pushing his balls forward. Each testicle was as big as her fist. She hefted one. "So heavy," she muttered.
"They seemed to fill back up pretty quick, doc. I'm up for another round if you're interested?"
Lisa gasped at the negro's insolence. She looked up at him in contempt. "What makes you think I'd want to degrade myself like that again?"
"Cause, I know you never been fucked like that before in your life and if you don't want to fuck again then why are you jerking my cock off?"
"I'm not..." Lisa looked down at her hand and was horrified to see that she was indeed stroking him off. "Oh my god!"
Calhoun stepped closer. "Okay doc, I'll fuck you again, but first ya gotta show it some love."
"What do you mean?"
"Suck on that big black prick."
Lisa sat up on her legs and bent his cock down to her lips. The black ape grinned down at her in triumph as she opened her mouth and took the large head of his cock inside. She stared up at him with hatred even as a contented moan arose from her throat. She liked having their big black cocks in her mouth. She closed her eyes to avoid seeing his dark skin as she slurped all over Calhoun's prick. She cursed this land for making her behave like a tramp. This place even made their seed taste good. She was torn between wanting to taste his cum and wanting to feel his big cock inside her again. Why couldn't it have been a white airplane crew, she thought as she sucked his cock deeper.
Julius was in heaven. He'd gotten plenty of blow jobs, but they had cost him fistfuls of cash and now a woman... a white woman was sucking his Johnson like she wanted to suck the black off of it. It wasn't just any white woman either, it was a blonde with a movie star's glamourous looks and the body of a Varga girl. But there was one thing Calhoun loved more than a good blowie. He pulled back, the Doc's head moved forward trying to keep his cock in her mouth. "Come on Doc, lets fuck again."
Smith turned around and got on all fours, wiggling her rear end at him.
"Na, not like that, Doc. I want you to ride me."
"I don't..." Smith turned around trying to object, but the spunky young lieutenant was already sitting on the dirt. She didn't want to have to look at him, but if she were on top, she was in control and could jump off before he spewed more of his deficient seed inside her womb. "Alright," she agreed, "Just warn me before you release again."
"Sure thing, Doc." He laid down and held his cock up for her.
The ground where they were was mostly loose dirt with little leaves are debris. There was a surprising lack of insect life crawling around. She straddled him and pushed herself up so that she could squat over his cock. The fat head of his shaft found her pussy lips and she sank down into it, moaning as he filled her again. Lisa sat in Calhoun's lap, trembling as she came again.
"Feels good, doesn't it, Doc?"
"Unh huh," she agreed, gasping for breath. Her vaginal muscles were still contracting around every square inch of Calhoun's big black shaft. Lisa wasn't certain she'd ever orgasmed before, certainly not with the professor and though she found sex with her handsome army intelligence officer, she didn't believe she'd ever came with him. If she had, it was nothing like she was experiencing here in the Lost World. "Oh fuck!" she gasped in shock. Calhoun had grabbed her breasts and was teasing her nipples, pinching and tugging on them.
"Gawd damn, look at these big white titties," he said, in awe of her newly expanded breasts.
"Fuck, fuck, FUCK!" she squealed, cumming again. Her pussy was going nuts around his cock, squeezing and contracting around it, like she was trying to milk another load out of his balls. Her orgasm kept coming when he raised his head and teased her nipple around his thick neger lips before sucking her hard nub into his mouth. Her nipples had swelled with her breasts, growing and remaining hard the second the plane landed on the plateau. They were ultra-sensitive and easily stimulated. She was cumming so hard, she feared she might pass out, so Lisa reared back, sitting up in his lap. Her wet nipple plopped out of his mouth, glistening in the sunlight.
Lisa placed her hands on his chest as she rode his giant cock. Lisa stared down at her black lover, surprised at how sexy her white hands looked resting on his dark-skinned chest. If he'd been a white man, the enhanced musculature and large penis would have made him a perfect physical specimen.
Lisa lowered herself again, pushing back into the root of his cock. Her face hovered inches over Calhoun's. He reached out and grabbed the side of her face, pulling her lips down against his. She felt his tongue probing into her mouth. Instinctively she parted her lips, the tip of her tongue touching his before she suddenly realized what she was doing and pushed back herself back up. She stared down at him, horrified by his audacity. Lisa raised one hand off his chest and brought the palm down hard against the side of his face. "How dare you?" she screamed, as he winced from the blow. She raised her arm again, farther this time to slap him even harder, but when she brought her hand down, he raised his arm easily blocking the blow. His arm slid up, his black hand grabbing the back of her head and pulling her lips down against his again. She only struggled for a moment before opening her mouth and letting his tongue in. A muffled cry emerged from her throat as she came again while they kissed.
Doctor Smith gave in after that orgasm, riding his cock to several more over the next fifteen minutes, whorish words emerging from her lips. "Fuck me. Fuck me with your big negro cock. So big. So full. I love your big black cock, Calhoun. You fuck me so good. So good. So good."
Calhoun loved every minute of it. He squeezed her tits, pinching and sucking her nipples. He gave her playful slaps on her bouncing rear end. "That's it, Doc, work that pussy. Cum all over that black cock. Nobody else can fuck you this good, whore. This is my pussy now. Your pussy belongs to my big black cock, Doc. Gonna fuck you whenever I want. Make you my personal whore."
"God yes. Your pussy. Whenever you want. Your whore. Please keep fucking me."
"Oh fuck, Doc," he groaned. "Getting close."
"YES!!" she cried. "Don't cum in me. Keep fucking me. More cock!"
Calhoun grabbed her hips and held on as she began bouncing in his lap even faster. "Final warning, Doc. Getting close. Gonna cum."
"Don't cum in me," she ordered, riding him even harder. "Don't! Cum in me. In me. Seed me. I want it again. I want your cum. I want your baby!"
Calhoun grabbed her hips and pulled her down into his lap as his cock exploded, flooding her fertile womb with his semen. "Yes," they cried together as her final orgasm burst from her womb. His cock continued to jerk, sending wad after wad of semen into her pussy, her vaginal muscles, squeezing and contracting inwards milking his balls for every drop. Her fluids soaked his shaft and poured out of her, soaking his crotch and balls.
Lisa sat in his lap, staring at him with an expression of total love and adoration. His cock continued to give little twitches spitting out more semen into her womb. They sat like that for several minutes until his cock finally lost some of its hardness and began to recede. "Damn, Doc, that was amazing," he said, sitting up and turning his head to kiss her.
Doctor Smith seemed to come out of a trance, her eyes widening in horror as she stared in his eyes, her expression quickly turning to rage and hate.
SMACK!
Her palm slapped his cheek harder than the first time. "YOU DID IT AGAIN YOU BLACK BASTARD!"
"Stop hitting me, you crazy bitch and keep it down. We aren't that far from camp."
"You inseminated me again!" she hissed.
"You begged for it," said Calhoun, smacking her ass. "Now get off me."
"I did not," spat Lisa, a dawning realization spreading over her face. "My god! I did," she whispered in horror. Lisa suppressed a desire to kiss him while slowly raising herself off his spent cock. Unplugged, her pussy started leaking a steady stream of his semen. She moved over to the rock, grabbing her blouse and using it to stem the flow pouring out of her well-fucked vagina. "All those vile things that came out of my mouth," she muttered in disbelief.
"You weren't yourself, Doc," said Julius climbing to his feet, feeling a little sorry for the conflicted woman.
"You said them to," she added.
"Not normal for me either," he lied, swaying his hips and watching his giant black prick slap from thigh to thigh.
Lisa Smith stared at his cock like it was hypnotizing her. "Please get that thing out of my sight?" she asked.
"Sure thing, Doc," said Calhoun, grabbing his shorts and stepping into them. He felt her eyes of his cock the whole time until it disappeared. "But I got a feeling that if we're ever alone again and I pull this thing out, we're gonna..."
"Then I'll endeavor that we are never alone again."
"And I'll endeavor not to pull it out," he lied again. Calhoun found his trousers and stepped into them. He grabbed his tee shirt, but left it off. It was hot and the shirt was tight on his newly enhanced musculature. "Let's get back, Doc."
"I can't walk back to camp like this," she said, standing and showing him her naked body in all its glory.
Calhoun gulped as his eyes swept up and down her amazing figure. Incredibly, he felt his cock stirring in his pants again. "What's wrong?" he asked, cluelessly.
"My clothes don't fit anymore."
"Well, mine won't fit you. Just wrap your blouse around your chest or something and I'll tell the men to look away when we get back."
Her blouse was soaked with his semen and turning crusty as it dried. "That won't work."
"Do you have a change of clothes that'll fit?"
"No, just my blue dress and I probably wouldn't be able to pull that down over my breasts."
"What about Major Stalwart's uniform?"
"I can't wear the uniform of another country," she said, dismissively.
"But you and she are about the same size now and for all we know, she's dead?"
"Very well," she replied. "Fetch me her uniform then... please?"
"You sure, Doc? I don't want to leave you alone."
"We haven't seen anything dangerous since we've been here," she said. "Please Calhoun? Just hurry back."
"Sure thing, Lisa," he grabbed his rifle and made to leave, but quickly turned back. "Maybe when this is all over, Lisa, we could catch a movie?"
Lisa pulled her shoe off and threw it at him. He ducked and disappeared around the giant fern. "That's Doctor Smith," she yelled.
"I'll take that as a maybe," he yelled back.
Lisa sat back on the tree and drew her legs up, wrapping her arms around them. What's happening to me, she thought, recalling all the disgusting things she'd said while mating with the negro. Her lip curled up with a smile as she pictured Calhoun's gorgeous black cock in her head... and Archer's... such perfect specimens of the male phallus. Archer's seed had tasted delicious, it made her want more. The pleasure she'd felt cumming all over Calhoun's cock was indescribable... It made her want to fuck him again... and again.
Lisa was so caught up in her disturbing thoughts that she didn't hear the rustling in the reeds behind her until it was too late. She sprang up off the rock and spun around as the figures began emerging from the tall grass.
**********
Jane wasn't able to wipe the mud off her eyes until she had a safe grip on the tree branch and when she finally saw her rescuer, she was stunned. The woman was simply gorgeous. Her beautiful face stared at Jane curiously through vril infected bright green eyes. Her face was framed with long blonde hair, straight, but slightly unkempt. She was dressed remarkably similar to Jane or to how Jane had been for she realized the quicksand had sucked off her makeshift Smilodon outfit leaving her naked again. She'd managed to cling to her sheathed knife and the tattered useless remains of her loincloth hung from it. The jungle girl's outfit was better put together and made from lizard or dinosaur skin. Small slings of skin barely covered her enormous bosom, tied behind her neck and back. A similar skin panty barely covered her crotch and was tied at her sides, resembling a two-piece swimsuit only showing too much of her belly including her navel. Her figure was tall, athletic, and very fit. Her skin was shiny and slick with sweat, mostly clean, but for dirty bare feet and some mud on her arm from where she had pulled Jane up into the tree. Jane's nipples began leaking slightly as she felt a growing desire for the woman.
The jungle girl cocked her head, staring Jane up and down. She tapped her chest. "Pa-oola," she said.
Jane reached out almost touching her. "You Pa-oola," she said, pulling her hand back and touching her own muddy chest. "Me Jane."
Jane jumped when a monkey suddenly landed on Pa-oola's shoulder and screeched/honked at her. It wasn't a normal monkey though. The thing was more of a lizard-monkey. It closely resembled a capuchin, but had clawed, parrot-like feet and a dinosaur snout with sharp serrated teeth in its mouth. Pa-oola petted the creature's head. "Jocko," she said.



"Jocko," said Jane. The creature looked back at her suspiciously before howling again. The honk was answered by velociraptors waiting below.
"Come," said Pa-oola, "we must get away from the claw-foots."
"You speak English?" said Jane, surprised.
The blonde jungle girl tapped her chest again. "American," she said.
"British," added Jane.
"Can you keep to the trees?" She spoke slowly, her English stilted, like she was out of practice. Jane nodded. "Follow, to my home."
"Hold on," said Jane. The remains of her loincloth were enough that she could tie it around her forearm to keep her knife handy. When it was secure, she looked up and nodded at the blonde.
Pa-oola turned and ran down the branch, leaping off the trunk of the tree and reaching out for a nearby vine. The monkey jumped off her shoulder and made his own way. Jane followed, emulating Pa-oola's movement through the trees. The blonde was much more experienced at this type of travel, but Jane's extraordinary mental skills allowed her to learn things quickly. Not only was she able to keep up with the jungle girl, but she found the experience exhilarating.
The constant sweat rolling down her body had the mud falling off her in clumps. Soon her nude body was visible again. They traveled for miles through the canopy. Jane watched Pa-oola swing from a vine, release it and twist her body around like a pole vaulter to pass over the back plate of a large stegosaur passing beneath them. Jane emulated her technique, grabbing the next vine, but stopping on the next branch so that she could observe the massive creature. There were three of them, slowly ambling through the jungle floor munching on a particular fern they seemed to fancy. Two were large, nearly thirty feet long from what she could tell. The body of both creatures were ten feet tall at the hips with the biggest plate at the arch of the back adding another 4-5 feet to the creature's height. The third was about half the size of the larger ones.
Jane was so enraptured by the sight of the large herbivores that she lost track of the jungle girl. She continued in the direction they'd been heading, hoping that Pa-oola would notice she wasn't right behind her at one point. She was so distracted, that Jane made a near fatal mistake. She leapt from a vine to a branch and then made a dive for a thick vine dangling in a loop off the branch of a tree. She realized it was a snake just as her hands grabbed the top of the coil, hoping she had time to reach for the next branch. Unfortunately, the snake was quicker, dropping off the branch, coiling around Jane as they plummeted towards the jungle floor. "HELP!" she yelled, hoping Pa-oola would hear her plea.
They tumbled down, smashing through several small branches, the large constrictor wrapping around her body as they fell. They hit the ground with a thud, the snake's coils cushioning her fall, but the beast was unharmed, its scaly coils tightening around her body. She sat up, the arm with her knife was trapped within the squeezing grip of the snake. It's large arrow-shaped head rose up before her face, jaws opening wide, revealing its razor-sharp fangs. Jane shot her free hand out, gripping the monstrous serpent just beneath the head. She kept her arm straight keeping that gaping mouth away from her even as the coils tightened further around her body. She held her breath, ribs hurting as the loops squeezed tighter, her finger tips brushing the hilt of her sheathed knife, but there was no way she would be able to grab it. Her strength waned and the snake's head moved closer, the jaws unhinging wide enough to swallow her head. Her vision blurred, turning dark... Jane's grip around the beast's neck slowly relaxed
Just as Jane's hand fell away, Pa-oola stabbed her knife up under the jaw, piercing the mouth and stabbing through the beast's brain. The coils relaxed, tightened again, and then unwound enough that Jane could gasp for air. Pa-oola's knife was an Alfred Williams Bowie knife, sharp and deadly. She kept both hands around the hilt and slowly began circling around Jane, unraveling the snake's coils from her body.
As soon as she was freed, Jane fell to her hands and knees, still gasping for air. "Thanks," she gasped. Her ribs hurt, but didn't feel like any were cracked. She glanced over at Pa-oola. The jungle girl was skillfully skinning the snake. Jane stood, bending down to brush off her knees. She stared at the giant constrictor. "That's one big snake," she said.
Pa-oola glanced up from her skinning and grinned at her. "No, this small snake. Only baby," she said. "They hide in trees and drop on prey. Adults are too big for trees. Hunt on ground." She looked up quickly when noisy chittering erupted from a nearby bush. "Come," she said, throwing the snakeskin over one shoulder. Pa-oola shinnied up a nearby tree as easily as a Samoan coconut collector.
Jane found another tree with lower branches and pulled herself up. As soon as she was off the ground, a half dozen small theropods emerged from the bushes rushing for the remains of the snake. She paused to watch them tear into the snake. She recognized them as Compsognathus, supposedly the size of chickens, but these were as big as a well-fed Christmas goose. Jane looked around for the jungle girl and found her squatting on a large branch above her, waving impatiently for her to follow.
They proceeded on their journey through the jungle canopy. Pa-oola stayed closer this time and Jane made sure that every vine she was reaching for was a vine and not another snake. After another forty minutes or so of travel, Pa-oola leaped to a large branch and walked out along it overlooking a clearing. Jane followed a few seconds later. Pa-oola turned holding her hand out towards the clearing. "Home," she said.
Jane glanced down into the clearing at the picturesque scene. "It's beautiful," she said. A multi-level treehouse with thatched roofs, ladders and even steps to different rooms occupied a large Kapok tree. The treehouse even had a deck just above a blue pool which was fed by a waterfall pouring over a mossy rock. The clearing and pool were protected by an arranged wall of thorny vines supplemented with stakes to keep out predators. Jane was impressed.
Pa-oola leaped and swung her way down to the clearing. A ladder leaned against the tree giving access to the treehouse through a square in the floor of the deck with a trapdoor. Pa-oola quickly climbed the ladder, followed by Jane.
Jane climbed onto the deck and watched Pa-oola spread out the snakeskin along the railing of the deck. The blonde turned and stepped closer, facing Jane. "I show home," she said. The blonde reached behind her neck, under her hair and untied her top. It fell to the deck, quickly followed by her panty. Her breasts were similar in size to Jane's and she was nearly the same height. Pa-oola's erect nipples were nearly brushing Jane's own nipples. Jane felt her pulse quicken as she stared down the jungle girls' trim athletic body at her lush blonde pubic mound. "But first, we bath."
Pa-oola stepped backward and fell through a gap in the railing, twisting into a dive and disappearing into the water. Jane untied her knife from around her arm, and set it on a small table nearby.
She dove in after Pa-oola.
**********
Calhoun had returned to the B-26 to find the crew hard at work. Captain Crowe had left to search for Major Stalwart. The rest had mostly stripped down to their undershirts, now stretched and bulging with newly enhanced muscles. For the most part their pants still fit if a little too short and tighter on the men. They all had impressive bulges in their crotches, hands coming down to constantly adjust their pricks.
Cain was on picket duty, standing apart from the men while keeping an eye on the surrounding jungle and down the large herd trail they'd landed on. "What you been up to?" asked Langston. Like Calhoun, he was carrying a M1, but held his rifle in the high-ready position. A bayonet was sheathed in his belt.
"Grabbing Major Stalwart's uniform for Doctor Smith," said Calhoun. Langston Cain raised an eyebrow. "She outgrew her clothes," he explained, grinning. Cain grinned back and gave him a nod.
Julius Calhoun ducked under the Marauder and pulled himself up into the plane. Jane Stalwart's military uniform was neatly folded beside her rolled up sleeping bag. Lisa Smith's blue dress was folded beside her bag. Calhoun agreed with Smith's assessment that the previously scrawny blonde wouldn't be able to even pull it on over her head with her new body. He grabbed Jane's uniform and exited the plane.
Archer saw what he was carrying and gave him a knowing wink. He winked back. His Johnson swelled and extended an inch as he was reminded of the fun he and Spanky had just had with Doctor Smith.
Calhoun left the landing site, following the path he'd taken earlier. The vegetation was sparse with just a few of the giant ferns growing out of the sandy soil. Numerous three-toed dinosaur footprints were in the sand, reminding him that this place was dangerous and it wasn't safe to be distracted by the lovely Doctor Smith. His cock swelled again as he thought about her. "Ridiculous," he muttered, reaching into his pants to adjust himself to make his large cock more comfortable.
As Julius neared where he'd left Lisa, his semi-hard cock and aching nuts had him increasingly wondering if she'd be up for another round. She'd bitch and feign disinterest, but if he pulled it out again, she'd probably drop to her knees and start blowing him again. "Dammit," he thought as his cock hardened completely.
Julius Calhoun rounded the giant prehistoric looking fern and froze. He dropped Jane's uniform and raised his rifle.
"Lass deine waffe fallen!" ordered a German pointing his rifle at Calhoun.
There were six others all with weapon raised and pointed at Calhoun. Another held a machine pistol. Like the Tuskegee airmen, they had stripped down to undershirts or wore unbuttoned uniforms showing off chests bulging with muscles. He recognized their uniforms as fallschirmjager, German paratroopers. Another, sinister-looking, German stood out from the regular paratroopers.
The officer wore a black uniform and was holding Lisa tightly in front of him. His left arm was under her breasts, his hand squeezing her right breast flesh just under her swollen nipple. Higher on the arm was a Nazi armband. His right arm was raised and holding a vicious looking knife against her neck. His chin rested on her shoulder. His face was haughty and sneering at Calhoun. "Drop your Veapon, Afrikaner," he said.
Julius stared at Lisa. Even in peril, she was gorgeous. Her nude body was glistening with sweat. Her large breasts were heaving as she gasped in fear. She looked at him pleadingly through her big baby blues. "Please, Calh... Julius, do as they say.
Julius gulped, filled with an urge to protect her. The Germans were equally trying to keep an eye on him and distracted by the naked blonde. Several staring at her in lust, enormous bulges under their pants showing exactly what they were thinking.
Julius raised the muzzle of his rifle and seven Germans tensed up prepared to gun him down. Lisa Smith shook her head, mouthing the word, "No."
Julius Calhoun sighed and lowered the rifle. "Alright," he said, throwing his weapon to the ground. "But if you harm one hair on her..." he paused as the Nazi began laughing. The SS officer lowered the knife from Lisa's throat and released her. Lisa was also laughing at him with a sneer across her face. "Lisa, what's going on?" he asked.
The naked woman took several steps forward and raised her right arm before shouting.
"Heil Hitler!"
Next: Chapter 3: Castaways of the Forsaken Jungle
Notes:
1) Velociraptors were the size of turkeys. They were made larger to make them scarier for the movie, Jurassic Park. In 1993, the same year the movie came out, an American paleontologist, described a much larger species called Utahraptor that was as tall as a man and could reach 20-23' long that closely matched the raptors in the movie. For the most part, my dinosaurs are pulp era and not modern "feathered" interpretations.
2) Tarahumara Indians from Northern Mexico are well-known for their runners and several famous marathon runners were Tarahumara. They even had a form of prayer that involved running for extended periods of time. They referred to themselves as Raramuri which in their native tongue meant "Runners on foot" or "those who run fast".
3) In 1937, Warner's introduced four cup sizes to its bras, A, B, C, and D. They were quickly given the nicknames, egg cup, tea cup, coffee cup, and challenge cup respectfully.
4) The giant strawberries are a reference to Sid & Marty Croft's, The Land of the Lost, tv series.
5) Jane Russell first came to fame in the 1943, Howard Hughes movie, The Outlaw. The film came under scrutiny from the Production Code Administration, citing that, "the girl's breasts are shockingly emphasized." The film was heavily promoted including the infamous "haystack" photos which were edited to make Russell's blouse appear ripped and her skirt hiked up. These cheesecake shots helped make Russell a favorite pinup among American GIs in World War II.
6) Tijuana Bibles were small 8-page palm sized erotic comic books often parodying popular comics of the time such as Blondie or Popeye. They were produced from the 1920s to the early 1960s, peaking during the great depression. In the movie, The Green Mile, the sadistic guard Percy Wetmore is seen reading one hidden within a book about caring for mental patients.
7) Neger simply means negro in German and a clue that Lisa Smith was a Nazi spy. It's considered a pejorative today and not widely used, but would have been the norm in the 1940s. It is not considered as offensive as the American "N" word.
8) Jocko was a regular monkey in the 1925 movie version of the Lost World.
9) Alberto Vargas was a famous illustrator of pinup girls whose art inspired or was copied onto the nose art of World War 2 bombers.
10) "You Pa-oola, me Jane," is of course, a Tarzan reference.
11) The giant snake is a Titanoboa. They hadn't been discovered until 2002 so Jane was unfamiliar with it.
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BBC Breakdown
A South Florida Universe Story
Copyright 2025 by Stormbringer
It was a blistering night in 1978, the Florida air thick as soup, as Jimmy and Linda Parker roared down I-95 in their '68 Chevy Impala convertible, top down, hot wind snarling through their hair. They were twenty, high school sweethearts married six hours ago, speeding toward a Key West honeymoon, flush with happiness on the special day and looking forward to spending the night together as a married couple for the first time. A Just Married sign flapped on the rear bumper, streamers whipping in the dusk, the edges fraying from the relentless breeze. Jimmy's 8-track blasted Sweet Home Alabama, its twangy guitar fighting the engine's faint wheeze, a sound he'd ignored for weeks, chalking it up to "character." The A/C had been dead for years, sweat beading on their skin, dripping down Linda's neck and pooling between her breasts. She lounged with her bare feet propped on the dash, cute red-painted toes wiggling, flip-flops crisscrossed on the floor mat. Her sleeveless summer miniskirt dress rode up, baring toned legs from mid-thigh down, her big tits bouncing free under the thin, damp fabric, semi-hard nipples poking through like defiant little beacons.
Jimmy gripped the wheel, broad mustache twitching, his shirt open to reveal a hairy chest matted with sweat and a gold chain glinting dully, orange bell-bottoms matching the fading sunlight. "Another three hours, babe," he yelled over the music, his voice hoarse from shouting, but the Impala had other plans. The engine coughed--a wet, hacking sound--then sputtered, smoke rising from beneath the hood, the car lurching as it lost power. Jimmy cursed under his breath, wrestling the wheel and managing to take the Overtown exit to get off the new interstate, gravel crunching under the tires as the Impala finally died on the side of the road in front of a rundown store, the neon sign of BBC's Adult Books -- Peep Shows -- Open 24 Hrs. buzzing ahead like a taunting mirage. "FUCK!" he screamed, fist pounding down on the steering wheel. He yanked the top up with a grunt, the canvas creaking, sweat pouring down his face. "Won't stop thieves, but it's something," he muttered, kicking the driver's door open as the headlights flickered and died, stranding them in a ghetto of broken streets, a distant siren wailing through the humid dark, the air heavy with rot and desperation.
Jimmy popped the hood and stared futilely at the engine. He didn't know anything about car engines, but made the gesture anyway. He slammed the hood back down.
Linda dropped her feet, scowling, slipping her feet into the flip flops as she got out of the car. "This place doesn't look safe, Jimmy. You should've had the car checked out." Sweat trickled into her eyes, stinging, her dress clinging to her thighs like a second skin, the heat pressing her into the seat.
Jimmy snapped, sharper than he meant, "I'm a bit short on cash, babe," the honeymoon and wedding ring having wiped out his savings. "Let's go inside the store and see if we can use their phone."
"I'm not going in that sleazy place," she said, her eyes drawn to the flashing neon sign like a moth to a flame.
"It's that or wait here, Lin. Overtown's a ghetto--safer inside." Groups of blacks could be seen in the distance, clustering around the steps leading up to apartments and hanging out in front of a liquor store half a block away. He locked the car. "Let's go."
Bells jangled over the door as they stepped into BBC's, a shrill clatter slicing through air thick with cigarette smoke, musty paper, and the stench of body odor. A rattling A/C unit struggled against the Miami humidity, cooling the large building by only a few degrees. Rows of nudie mags and pulp smut sagged on shelves, covers curling at the edges, faded from too many hands. The counter displayed dildos: pale and small at one end, darkening through shades of tan to a jet-black giant over a foot long that loomed like a grotesque trophy. Linda stared, revolted, her nose wrinkling, shocked anyone would buy such a ridiculously sized sex toy. The clerk--a young black man with a towering Afro, a comb jammed in it--puffed a cigarette, a full ashtray by his side, his bored eyes barely lifting from a tattered comic. A small rotating fan on the counter helped to keep him cool. Above him, a dying fluorescent light buzzed and flickered, casting jagged shadows across the room. The store was empty of customers.
In a large stockroom behind the store, Benjamin Blackwell Calhoun sprawled in a battered chair, a porno mag splayed open beside a half-empty whiskey bottle, its amber contents catching the dim glow of a bare bulb. A Harley jacket hung over a crate of unsorted mags, the leather creased and worn, the words Black Panther MC above a leaping black panther on the back. He'd opened BBC's two years ago in 1976--bad timing, as the interstate's construction caused Overtown's decline. He was still struggling, but his porn store and the nearby liquor store had managed to survive. A boxy CCTV unit hummed on a rickety table, its grainy black-and-white feed showing the entrance and register, mostly there to keep the clerk from skimming. At thirty-two, he was a Black man with a fighter's build--broad shoulders, thick arms, bigger than Overtown's own Sweet Jimmy Robinson--and a 14" black cock that was a legend among the local women. He glanced at the monitor as the bells rang, fixating on Linda; white women were rare, and none had looked like her. Her Farah Fawcett-style hair caught him first, feathered and damp with sweat, but she more resembled the blonde who replaced Farah on Charlie's Angels--gorgeous, blue-eyed, killer body, bigger tits straining that dress, jiggling unrestrained with every step. "Well, fuck me," he hissed. He tossed the mag aside, hooked, leaning closer to the grainy screen.
Jimmy leaned in toward the uninterested clerk, asking, "Got a phone?"
While the clerk pointed to the back with a lazy jerk of his thumb, Linda wandered, looking-not-looking at the porn mags. An endcap screamed interracial covers--white women sprawled under Black men, a sign in black marker: Staff Recommended, a crude black penis doodled beside Staff. She frowned, a memory flickering--her mother commenting to her ***, "People should stick to their own kind," while watching Guess Who's Coming to Dinner on TV, her voice tight with righteousness. "I don't hate negros, but the races shouldn't mix. It's not natural," Linda thought. Her eyes snagged on a corkboard--six Polaroids of giant black cocks, none under ten inches, dwarfing Jimmy's five-inch prick, which was the only penis she'd ever seen. She wasn't even aware they came in different sizes. Phone numbers scrawled beneath each in smudged ink. Her stomach twisted, guilt and a dark, unbidden thrill clashing, her breath catching as she turned away. Another black-markered sign tacked to the corkboard read, BULL PEN.
Jimmy hung up the payphone, the receiver clattering, his curse sharp. "Two hours. Maybe more."
"What do we do, Jimmy?" Linda shivered, flip-flops slapping the sticky floor, her skin crawling under the flickering light. "Stay here? In this filthy place? It's disgusting."
The clerk overheard, snorting, amused.
Jimmy smirked, a nervous edge to it, nodding to a sign: Booths -- 25¢. "Could pass the time."
She bristled, crossing her arms, pushing her tits up unwittingly. "Porn's filthy." But the streets were worse, so she followed, reluctance stiffening her spine, to the peep show--a grimy dive of voyeurism and mechanical sleaze. A narrow hallway stretched ahead, wooden booths reeking of stale smoke, sour sweat, and the sharp bite of cheap disinfectant, the projector's clatter a low, relentless drone. Sticky floors sucked at her flip-flops, tugging at her soles; graffiti scarred the paneling--crude cocks and numbers scratched deep. A NO LOITERING sign dangled crookedly, ignored amid the clink of quarters and a faint, desperate moan leaking from a nearby booth, the sound curling into her gut at the thought they weren't alone in here.
They squeezed into one, the door creaking shut with a groan, sealing them in a coffin of heat and tacky floors, the projector's hum syncing with Linda's racing pulse, her breath shallow in the stifling air. Jimmy dropped a quarter from sweaty fingers, and the window whirred up--a flickering 8mm film of two women embraced in lesbian lust, their moans tinny and exaggerated, the screen streaked with scratches.
Linda gagged, her throat tightening. "That's revolting. Change it, Jimmy." He jabbed a button, moving a little slowly for her liking, the machine clicking, switching to a white plumber banging a housewife with a seven-inch dick, the loop stuttering mid-thrust, the woman's fake squeals grating.
"How's this one?"
Linda sneered, "Still disgusting, but better," her eyes staring at the big dick working in and out of the woman's pussy. Her nipples hardened against her will, a damp heat stirring between her thighs, her body betraying her disgust.
Jimmy added his remaining quarters, keeping the machine running. His experience with porn was relegated to sneaking peeks at his ***'s Playboys. The experience was turning him on.
Benjamin, behind the booths, flipped the feed to one of his own films made with a Super 8: him as a pool boy, 14 inches sticking out and proud, an older white slut kneeling, sucking him deep, her lips stretched wide. "Oh yeah, suck it like you're trying to suck the black off of it," he growled onscreen, his voice a low, gravelly rumble that vibrated through the thin wall.
Linda's jaw dropped, her breath hitching. "Oh God." She couldn't look away--his size, his power, the way the woman's eyes watered as she took him. Her face flushed, nipples stiffening painfully, scraping her dress, pussy leaking into her panties, a slick warmth she couldn't ignore. "Jimmy, change it!" she snapped, her voice cracking.
He pressed the button, fingers fumbling. "It's stuck!"
"Let's get out of here."
A sharp knock rattled the wall, the sound jolting her. A panel slid back in the next booth. Benjamin's cock--14 inches of streamlined, girthy, veined cock--slid through the hole, thick and unyielding, filling the space with its presence. He stared down through upper eye holes, liking the expression of awe written across the white girl's face.
Linda gasped, "It's as big as the one in the film!" her voice a mix of shock and something hotter, her blue eyes wide.
Jimmy blinked, his hand trembling slightly, a bead of sweat rolling down his temple. "Can't be real. It's that black dildo." He leaned in, close enough to smell the musk of it. "Looks real. Touch it."
"Why me?" she asked, but her hand shook, reaching out, hovering inches away, her pulse hammering in her ears. Her fingers closed around the swollen head of the thing. It felt warm and fleshy.
"Touch it, white girl."
Linda jumped at the voice. She yanked her hand back but returned it immediately; her fingers slid down the head, wrapping around the thickest part beneath the glans. Her fingers didn't touch her thumb.
"That's a real man's cock, white girl."
"It's so big," she gasped, letting her fingers run down the shaft. "And black," she added, unable to remember if she'd ever even shaken hands with a black person, and here she was, touching an anonymous black man's penis.
"That's what you came here for, white girl?" Benjamin's voice boomed through the eye hole above, rough and edged with a dark hunger. "Jerk me off. Move it, I ain't got all night."
"Jimmy?"
"Go for it, Lin, c'mon," hissed Jimmy, unable to take his eyes off his wife's white hand holding that black cock.
"Good white boy, Jimmy."
Guilt stabbed her--Momma'd faint, this is wrong, races shouldn't mix--but she gripped the shaft, thick as a bull's, stroking hard, her small hand dwarfed by its girth. She couldn't circle it, so she added her second, palms burning as she pumped, veins throbbing under her fingers like living cords. Sweat stung her eyes, her miniskirt sticking to her thighs in the stifling booth, the air growing thick with the black man's scent. She tugged and twisted, wrists aching, minutes dragging as his groans--low, guttural--spurred her on, a low chuckle rumbling through the wall when she faltered, her hands slipping from exhaustion. She paused, panting, the sheer mass of it overwhelming, but his growl snapped her back, "Keep goin', girl," and she did, his cock dry, precum leaking from the tip helping to lube it up, but not enough. Her wrists burned, sweat beading on her brow as she pumped harder, his cock throbbing hotter with every stroke. Ben's growl grew impatient, "You ain't done yet, white girl," and her stomach flipped--disgust, desire, dread--all crashing as she stared at the glistening head.
"Spit on it," he barked, his voice commanding. "Lube it up." She hesitated, her mother's voice echoing--Stick to your own--then spat, a thick glob splattering the head, her hands slipping easier now, slicking the length until it shone in the dim light. She spat again, working her saliva glans to produce more. Her fingers glided over every ridge, every pulsing vein, stroking a shaft nearly three times larger than Jimmy's, the thought--wrong, so wrong, but so big--making her pussy clench, a wet ache spreading deep inside her.
"Still dry," he growled, a dark chuckle rolling out. "Use your mouth, white girl. Suck that black cock. Groove on that black meat, girl."
It hypnotized her--drawing her in, a dark, pulsing magnet she couldn't resist. She leaned forward, her mother's voice screaming in her head--'Stick to your own!'--but her lips parted anyway, trembling, drawn by the heat radiating off it, her breath catching as she fought the urge to pull back. Her lips closed around the head, stretching until they stung, the salt and heat flooding her senses. Her tongue flicked tentatively, tracing the rim, then she pushed deeper, gagging as it hit the back of her throat, her jaw screaming in protest. She pulled back, spit dripping down her chin, then dove again, forcing half the length down, her throat burning, constricting around him. She bobbed, sucking hard, gagging repeatedly, her blue eyes tearing as minutes ticked by, her lips aching, stretched to their limit, fighting to please him. Spit drooled in thick strands, pooling on the floor, her pussy spasming, soaking her thighs, the slickness running down her legs as she lost herself in the act, behaving just like the slut on screen.
Jimmy fumbled with his bell-bottoms' zipper, yanking them down to pull out his five-inch prick, already hard and leaking, his breath ragged. He jerked it with one hand, short, frantic strokes, while leaning over, the other slipping under Linda's dress and into her panties, fingers plunging into her drenched pussy, curling deep. "Fuck, Lin, you're soaked," he rasped, voice tight with awe and a flicker of hurt, stroking himself faster, his thumb brushing her clit, sending jolts through her. His eyes darted between her sucking--her lips stretched obscenely, spit glistening--and the screen--the black man hosing the woman's face and tits with a thick, endless load of thick white cum, the actress choking on the volume of semen filling her mouth--then back to Linda, lost in the cock, her moans muffled around its girth.
"Ready to have that tight white pussy stretched?"
She pulled off, gasping, her throat raw, spit stringing from her lips to the head. "Oh my god!" she gasped, staring down at the black monstrosity, now slick with her saliva. She wiped her chin, spit-slick and shaking, the taste of him lingering--salt, musk, sin. Ben's cock flexed again, a taunt, and Jimmy's ragged breathing filled the booth, his fingers twitching on his prick as if urging her on. "Jimmy?"
"You're hot for it, Lin?" said Jimmy, his voice hoarse. "Take it."
Her eyes flickered down to her husband's hand on his small penis and back over to the black one. The black man was flexing it so that the head was bobbing up and down. "Jimmy, it's not a safe time for me." She glanced at the huge black cock, swearing it had swelled even larger at her words. "We haven't had sex since the wedding," her voice faltering along with her reluctance. Guilt gnawed, sharp and cold, her marital vows, her mother's warnings, but her body screamed, a fire she couldn't quench.
Jimmy rasped, jaw clenching, his hand still working his prick, "I wanna see you take it," his voice cracking, torn between lust and something darker--humiliation, maybe--his strokes slowing as he watched her.
"Obey your husband, white girl." Benjamin's cock bobbed through the hole, impatient, a bead of precum glistening at the tip. "Hurry up, white girl," he snapped, his voice a blade, cutting through her hesitation. "Back that white pussy up to the hole."
Linda froze, torn, her chest heaving. "I shouldn't, but... I... I want it," she whispered, barely audible, This is wrong, but why does it feel so right?
"Damn straight, you want this, white girl."
"Jimmy, you have a rubber?"
"Yes," he hissed, reaching down into the pocket of his bell-bottoms.
Her eyes flicked to Jimmy, then the cock, its sheer size pulling her like gravity. Lust won, drowning her guilt in a tidal wave of need. She stood; she could see his dark eyes through the hole, staring back at her blue ones as she grasped the hem of her dress with trembling hands, pulling it up over her head in one fluid motion, the fabric clinging to her sweat-damp skin before falling to the floor. Jimmy helped, grabbing her panties--already half down her ass from where he'd been fingering her--and pulled them down her thighs. Her nude body stood revealed in the dim booth light--large, well-rounded breasts, at least an E cup, swaying heavily, fat pointy nipples jutting out, rose-colored areolas flushed and taut; a tapered waist curving down to the generous flair of her hips; and an untrimmed bushy brown mop of pubic hair, wild and thick, framing her glistening pussy.
"Far out, baby, you're built for big cock," Ben said.
She backed up, flip-flops slapping the sticky floor, her breath hitching, hands bracing against the opposite wall, fingers digging into the scratched wood, her body trembling with anticipation and dread. Jimmy pulled a condom from his wallet, the condom meant for his wedding night, his prick bobbing as he fumbled, opening the packet. His hand froze on the condom, his prick twitching but his stomach turning--What am I doing?--before lust won out, his fingers trembling as he stretched the rubber over Ben's shaft--stretched thin, the rubber near breaking, stopping just under the head, pitiful protection on something this size. His hand shook as he gripped the shaft, bending it toward Linda's pussy, guiding it with a mix of reverence and defeat, then sat back against the booth wall, jerking off again, slow and deliberate now, eyes locked on his wife and the screen, the woman now lying on her back by the pool while the black man fucked her like an animal.
She felt it, applying pressure--spreading her open, stretching her like never before, pushing in as deep as Jimmy's could go, but the extra girth made it electric, a shockwave rippling through her core. Benjamin thrust, slow at first, the rubber straining as the head breached her, splitting her tight pussy, the sensation raw and overwhelming. She moaned, loud and raw, a primal sound bouncing off the walls, her hands clawing the wood, nails scraping as her pussy clenched around him, trying to adjust to the impossible fullness. He pumped deeper, each thrust rocking her forward, her E-cup breasts bouncing wildly, sweat dripping down her spine, pooling at the small of her back where her hips flared. She came once, hard, her body shaking, vision blurring, a scream tearing free from her throat, her pussy gushing, slicking her thighs, the bushy brown pubes matting with her juices. Then again, waves crashing as he fucked her senseless, the superior black cock driving her wild, her mind fracturing--Jimmy's little penis never satisfied me--never will. I'll need this again, God help me, I'll need it. A third orgasm ripped through, legs buckling, her knees trembling as she braced harder almost too weak to stand, pussy pulsing, the booth spinning around her, the heat and musk and projector's clatter swallowing her whole.



Jimmy watched, stroking faster, his small prick twitching in his hand, eyes darting between Linda's shuddering body--her massive tits swaying, nipples hard as bullets--and the screen, the actress convincingly enjoying her black cock as much as Lin was. His breath hitched, a low whimper escaping as he kept pace with her moans.
Benjamin paused, the cock exiting for a moment, and Linda whimpered, a desperate sound, missing it already, her pussy aching for its return, her untrimmed bush glistening with her arousal.
"Put it back," she pleaded. "I want more."
He ripped the condom off, the rubber snapping, and pushed back through the hole, bare into her pussy, the heat of his bare skin hitting her like a brand, then the rawness, better than before, unfiltered and primal. He thrust deep, the full 14 inches slamming her cervix, a brutal, relentless rhythm that shook the wall, the wood creaking under the force. She screamed, orgasming again, her pussy clenching tight as he fucked her, hands braced, body shuddering, cum after cum tearing through her--fourth, fifth, sixth--until she lost count, her voice breaking into ragged sobs of pleasure, her legs nearly giving out, toes curling in her flip-flops, her heavy breasts slapping against her chest with each thrust. He tossed the rubber through the eye hole; it landed hot and wet on her back, sliding down her tapered waist. "What was that?" she asked, alarmed, her voice cracking, her head spinning.
Jimmy picked it up, staring at the stretched-out, cum-smeared rubber, hand trembling, his own prick still in his fist. "It's nothing, keep going," he muttered, stroking faster, his voice small and strained.
Benjamin growled, a deep, triumphant sound, unloading--a torrent of thick, hot seed flooding her womb, pulsing in heavy, endless spurts, her vagina contracted, milking his cock for every drop of his seed, filling her until it spilled down her thighs in sticky rivulets, matting her bushy pubic hair, her fertile body taking it all, the warmth spreading deep inside her. Onscreen, Benjamin's load coated the actress, voluminous and thick, a geyser of white covering her tits and belly, a river of semen pouring from her pussy forming a puddle on the cement. Jimmy came at the same moment, a small squirt of runny seed dribbling down his fingers--a pathetic teaspoon compared to the flood onscreen--and a bitter taste rose in his throat--pride gone, replaced by a hollow ache he couldn't name--his breath hitching, a weak groan escaping as he watched Linda shudder, spasming, another orgasm ripping through her, her pussy clenching around the massive cock still buried inside, squeezing the shaft in a death grip, not wanting to let it go.
She collapsed against the wall, panting, her hands slipping, leaving sweaty streaks on the wood, big titties heaving, nipples throbbing, her bush dripping with Ben's seed and her own juices. Benjamin's massive, spent cock dropped from her well-fucked pussy, still dribbling semen, a thick white trail leaking from her, pooling on the floor as it slowly disappeared back through the hole, leaving a glistening smear on the wood. Jimmy stared, his prick softening in his hand, cum sticky on his fingers, his chest heaving, eyes tracing the trail of semen oozing down her inner thighs, past the flair of her hips. Linda stepped forward, unsteady, her thighs trembling, the warm black seed inside her a strange comfort and a creeping terror. She turned to him, eyes wide with panic, her voice a shaky whisper. "Jimmy, he came inside me." Horror gripped her--I could be carrying his baby--afraid, despite how good it felt, the heat of it flooding her womb, a primal satisfaction she couldn't shake, her body still humming from the onslaught.
Jimmy tucked his prick away, wiping his hand on his bell-bottoms, his grip tightening on her arm, too hard, his jaw clenched, a flicker of panic in his own eyes. "Let's get out of here," he said, voice low and urgent, pulling her toward the door. "The condom must've broken," he added, slipping the torn rubber back through the hole when she turned to grab her dress, his fingers quick and sneaky, hiding the truth. "Come on, Lin," he urged, his voice sharper now, dragging her along as she clutched her dress to her chest, not yet pulling it on. In the hall, a stand held a roll of paper towels and a spray bottle of disinfectant. Jimmy pulled off a wad of paper towels and handed it to his stunned wife. They turned. The teen with the afro was standing in the hall staring at Linda's nude body, jaw hanging open.
"Tow's here," he stuttered out, stepping aside as the man and his nude wife brushed past him.
Linda staggered out, legs weak, Ben's seed sticky between her thighs, the paper towels useless against the mess. Jimmy wouldn't meet her eyes, the clerk's stare burning her skin. She stumbled into the store; two black men and a white man in a suit browsing through the smut looked up at her, stunned.
The tow truck horn blared outside, its flashing lights cutting through the grimy windows, painting the sex shop in red and blue streaks.
Linda paused at the register and pulled her dress over her head, her breath ragged, eyeing the row of dildos and settling on the largest, the jet-black dildo, its size a cruel echo of what she'd just taken. "Jimmy, wait," she said, stopping her husband from leaving the store. "Buy it," she added, voice husky, a flicker of panic in her chest, shame and need warring inside her.
He nodded, understanding, pulling his checkbook out of his back pocket, jaw tight, his fingers still sticky as he scribbled. The clerk stepped behind the counter and rang it up, still staring at Linda. He slipped the long black dildo into a brown paper bag and handed it to her. She clutched it protectively to her chest. The black clerk reached down, picked a lit cigarette out of the ashtray, and put it in his mouth. The couple fled, the bells jangling again as they burst outside, the tow truck's lights blinding them.
They stepped outside as the tow truck hooked their convertible, Just Married sign swaying, mocking them. Semen flowed down her thighs; she'd left her panties back in the booth. Linda glanced back at BBC's Adult Books, longing and fear in her blue eyes, her hand brushing her belly, wondering. Jimmy kicked the Just Married sign off the bumper in frustration, the cardboard crumpling under his boot as the tow driver stared at Linda.
Benjamin emerged from the stockroom, 6'2" of coiled muscle, watching the truck haul the car away, the canvas top flapping. He grabbed the kid's arm and dropped Linda's wadded up panties in his hand. The clerk stared down at Ben's trophy and then up at Ben in awe. "You da man, boss," he said, raising the panties up to his nose for a sniff.
Ben winked at him, sauntering to the register and opening it, lifting Jimmy's check. "Gimme a smoke," he told the kid. He looked down at the check: James Parker, 1423 Oak Lane, Tampa. Four hours away. He pocketed it, took a lit cigarette from the kid, and muttered, "Four hours ain't shit," blowing smoke as he pictured her naked again--spread open, leaking his seed--his grin sharp and predatory, a plan forming behind those dark eyes. In a month, he'd ride to Tampa--bring his soul brother Abu along to film the action with his suer 8--catch her ripe and begging for more, a new star for his reels.
The End
Note: Ben Calhoun also appears in the story, "Wanna Try Something Better," set at a later date and featuring another woman's visit to his porn shop. An old Ben also appears briefly at the end of "Naughty Pictures 2020". His adult bookstore would eventually become the BBC Lover's Boutique, mentioned in "The Flag Girls Get Fucked," and "Flex Appeal," and it is the tie-in for all the South Florida Universe stories.
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DARK AWAKENINGS
Copyright 2025 by Stormbringer
Laura Henderson stood in front of the bedroom mirror, tugging at her skimpy pink bikini with a scowl. The damp fabric clung to her like a second skin after her impulsive pool dip, and she cursed under her breath as she adjusted the top. Her breasts, hovering between a DD and an EE cup, made the task a familiar ordeal she'd always found it difficult to find a bikini or bra that fit right. This one was no different, the thin material straining against her curves, barely containing her. No wonder Billy's nerdy little friends had spent the afternoon staring, their jaws slack, eyes popping. It wasn't just her chest, though it drew plenty of attention. Laura was stunning: long auburn hair cascading down her back, piercing green eyes, and a body still turning heads at thirty-eight. Her toned legs and flat belly, with a hint of abs from jogging, only added to the effect. She was a sexpot, and she hated how it complicated everything.
Her upbringing screamed prim and proper, perfect wife, perfect mom for twenty years but her body craved sin under those layers, and she hated it. Her body didn't care about manners, it had needs that her husband, Gene, didn't satisfy even on the rare occasions he was home. When men ogled her breasts or tossed her a flirty line, her nipples stiffened, her thighs grew damp, and she cursed herself for it. Today, those nerdy teens by the pool had been gawking at her all afternoon, and a shameful part of her psyche enjoyed the attention.
The reflection in the mirror made her even angrier at her sister; it was Beth's fault. Beth never returned anything she borrowed, like Laura's modest one-piece, leaving Laura with only her private tanning bikini, a scrap of fabric she'd never even worn in front of Gene. It was Billy's eighteenth birthday, and she'd agreed to host this pool party for him and his six best friends. It was so hot there was no way she was going to survive the day without a dip in her pool.
Eyes had widened and jaws had dropped the moment she emerged in her tiny pink bikini carrying the pizzas that had just arrived. The delivery man's eyes and jaw had done the same. Their stares were even worse when she emerged from the pool with her wet bikini snugly embracing her body and she swore some of the gawking teens started sporting little boners under their trunks. She'd wanted to be the cool mom, not the masturbatory fantasy for a pack of horny teens. And then there was Marcus.
She didn't like Marcus, didn't trust him. He was eighteen, Black, rough around the edges, homeless, and living out of a car with his single mother staying at shelters when there was room. She didn't want him in her perfect suburban house but she owed him, months back, Billy had stumbled home with a black eye and busted glasses, shaking as he told her about the bullies who'd jumped him, "Would've been worse if Marcus hadn't stepped in," he'd said, the black kid had thrown a few punches for her son. Billy gratefully thanked him and asked if there was any way to repay him, but Marcus had told him that he liked punching white kids and that Billy didn't owe him anything.
A week later, Marcus overheard Billy talking about his upcoming birthday party and mentioned that he wouldn't mind some pizza and a dip in a pool and Billy had invited him immediately, "Thanks, Mom," Billy took a slice from her. The fading bruises were still visible around Billy's eye gnawed at her, reminding her why she had to let Marcus come today but that didn't mean she had to like it.
Marcus had other plans. He'd clocked Laura when she came to pick Billy up from the nurse's office wearing a two-piece gym outfit and again at their graduation in a flowery summer dress, tight shorts showing off those killer legs and damn near lost his mind with lust. Billy's mom was a MILF straight out of a wet dream. When Billy mentioned the party, Marcus didn't give a fuck about the pool or pizza. He wanted to see her again, preferably half-naked. Now, seeing her in that wet pink bikini, clinging to hard nipples, tightly hugging her crotch, and disappearing into the crack of a well-rounded, firm white ass, he knew he'd scored big. He accepted a soda from her, grabbing her wrist. "Nice bikini, Mrs. H," he said, staring her up and down.
"T-thanks," she replied, her mouth hanging open, shocked by his audacity.
The other boys all pale, scrawny white kids like Billy swarmed her all day, tripping over themselves to help with pizza or cleanup to get close to her. Marcus hung back, cool as ice, propped against the patio railing, arms crossed. Laura caught his dark eyes following her, and it disturbed her more than her son's nerd friends. He had this cocky edge, arrogant for a homeless kid crashing in a car with his mom. She pegged it as a chip on his shoulder, typical black resentment in her mind. But he was built muscles rippling under his skin, outshining even the football jocks in Billy's class.
Billy said that Marcus was closer to twenty; being homeless had held him back a couple of years and he was lucky he'd even graduated. Subsequently, Marcus seemed more manly and adult than Billy and his friends. His height, over six feet, had him towering over the smaller boys. He wasn't a handsome boy, dark with African features such as a flat nose and broad lips. He wore ratty basketball shorts, long and baggy with holes, slung low so the crack of his ass peeked out. No shirt, just his chiseled Black frame glistening with sweat, muscles flexing like coiled steel under the sun, ratty shorts slung low, teasing the V of his hips.
And he was always adjusting himself, reaching down to squeeze his sizable bulge, often while staring at her. His dark eyes drilled into her, and her skin crawled, wrong, dirty, too black for her perfect world, but her nipples stiffened, traitors to her prim facade. Billy's eyes flicked to her bikini top once, quick and guilty, then away, Marcus caught it, smirking like he'd seen a secret.
Marcus ducked inside to take a piss when the phone rang. He grabbed it, leaning on the counter.
"Who's this?" said an exasperated voice.
"Who's this?" responded Marcus.
"The owner of the house, kid. Get my wife."
Marcus smirked. "She's busy with the party. What's up?"
Gene sighed. "Flight's delayed. Won't be home tonight. The phone's almost dead, no calls. Let Laura know, and wish Billy happy birthday from me--tell him I'll make it up to him."
"Sure thing, Mr. Henderson."
"And tell Laura I love her."
"Sure, boss, tell Laura I love her." Marcus hung up. He wasn't telling either of them shit. A nasty grin spread across his face, and an even nastier idea formed in his mind.
The party died down by dusk, kids trickling out. Marcus lingered in the backyard, alone. He changed into a dirty pair of gray sweatpants and a sleeveless white tee, stretched tight around his muscular frame. His large feet were in sliders. Laura, now in sweat shorts and a halter top--showing off her tight midriff and jiggling braless tits--approached him and crossed her arms to hide the hard nipples poking out through the thin material of her top. She'd thought they'd all left and had skipped a bra. "Party's over. Go home," she snapped, then winced, catching her screw-up.
His eyes narrowed. "Mom ain't coming. Ain't got nowhere to go," he said, voice flat. "I can sleep in the alley behind the diner if you give me a lift."
Billy looked horrified. "In this heat? Mom, can't Marcus crash on the couch? He's got no place to sleep tonight."
Her gut twisted she didn't want this black kid here, not with those hungry stares all day, "Billy, no," she started.
"Please, just one night," he pleaded.
She caved, staring at the fading blue bruise around her son's eye. "Fine," she growled. "Come inside." Marcus followed them into the living room. Laura opened a closet and bent down, her halter hanging down and giving him a glimpse of her breasts. She grabbed a blanket and pillow from the closet and thrust them at Marcus for the couch downstairs. He took them, jaw tight, envy burning Billy's cushy life, this big house, while he scraped by. She'd pay for that attitude.
"Don't stay up too late," said Laura from the kitchen as she finished loading the dishwasher. Billy and Marcus were playing video games on the big screen in the living room. She walked over and hugged Billy from behind the couch. "Love you and happy birthday," she said, kissing Billy on his head while Marcus looked on jealously. "I'm going to take a shower. Marcus, help yourself to anything in the fridge." She turned and headed up the stairs. Marcus watched her go, the calves of her fine legs stretching taut with each step she took.
Marcus waited a few minutes, then muttered, "Gotta piss." He headed to the stairs.
"Use the downstairs bathroom," said Billy.
"I'd rather have some privacy."
"Fine then. There's one across from my room."
Marcus grinned. Billy was already focused on his game. He climbed the stairs, trying to move quietly, passing Billy's bedroom and the bathroom across the hall. He was surprised to see the master bedroom's door half-open. The large bathroom door next to it was closed, light coming from under it. He approached quietly, hearing the sounds of a shower through the door. His hand crept to the knob, wanting to catch a glimpse of Mrs. Henderson's nude body, but he decided it was too risky, and the door would probably be locked. Instead, he slipped through the half-open master bedroom door. He crept in, spotting her clothes on a chair, sweat shorts, a halter top, and panties. He snatched the panties, sniffing her musky scent, and edged to the bathroom door inside the bedroom.
It wasn't locked; it wasn't even shut all the way. He could hear running water and Mrs. Henderson humming. Through the crack, he glimpsed her fogged glass, wet curves, and suds sliding over her tits. His cock jumped as she pressed a breast to the glass, nipple stark, then vanished in the fog. She arched back, water cascading over her, big white titties jutting, ass cheeks just barely touching the glass, slowly obscured by steam.
His swollen balls ached for release as he stared, his eyes boring holes into the glass, willing the fog to fade away. Instead of the glass clearing, she turned the shower off, and her hand reached for the door. Marcus stepped back, watching as she stepped out, bare and breathtaking full tits with swollen nipples, flat stomach, toned legs, pussy shaved smooth except for a thin brown strip. Her unblemished white skin twinkled with water droplets in the bright light of the bathroom. Marcus's dick swelled hard as she toweled her amazing body dry before wrapping the towel around her torso.
She propped a foot on the toilet, and Marcus watched as she shaved her legs, surprised at what an intimate sexual act it was. Finished, smooth legs even smoother, she rubbed baby oil into her legs. She stood, humming as she undid the towel around her torso, opening it up, flashing him with those huge white tits, hard nipples, and well-trimmed crotch. Laura squirted the baby oil on the tops of her tits and rubbed it into her chest, kneading her nipples and covering her big titties till they glistened in the light. Another squirt of baby oil was in her palm, and she was rubbing it down her ribs and over her stomach. She reached behind her, rubbing oil into her ass cheeks. His Black cock ached for this white mom, straining his shorts. He reached down, squeezing the huge shaft about to pull it out.
Laura saw the movement out of the corner of her eye. Her head jerked upward, reaching for the towel and pulling it across her front while staring at the crack in the door, trying to remember if she'd shut it. She stared but saw nothing, and it was quiet. "Hello?" she called. "Billy?" She adjusted the towel so that it covered more as she pushed the door slightly open to stare into her empty bedroom. She must be seeing things, she thought. Having the homeless black teen in her house was making her jittery. Downstairs, she could still hear the sounds of the boys playing their video game.
"Sorry, piss turned into a shit," he told Billy, adjusting himself as he sat on the couch.
Billy grinned. "Long shit." His eyes fell on the giant tent in Marcus' sweats, lingering a few seconds before looking away. Billy turned the system off. "Wanna watch TV?"
"Naw," said Marcus, faking a yawn.
Billy turned the TV off. "I'm going to bed." He stood and turned to Marcus as the Black kid was spreading out on the couch. "Thanks for coming to my party, Marcus."
"Thanks for the cool place to sleep."
Billy stared again at the tubular shaft raising the material of Marcus' sweat pants. He left, and Marcus pulled his shirt off and lay back down, staring at the ceiling. He fought the urge to stroke himself and pull his huge black cock out. Instead, he waited, letting the swelling go down and the house go quiet. Marcus slipped off the couch and crept upstairs, passing Billy's dark room, stopping to listen--all was quiet. He continued toward Mrs. Henderson's room.
The door was still half-open, and the light was on. She was in bed, reading, checking the clock. She tried Gene on her phone--no answer. Sighing, she got up, and Marcus hid. She'd changed into a man's dress shirt with only a few buttons done in the middle so that she was showing a lot of cleavage, and her sexy little belly button was visible with the shirt flapping open as she walked. The shower, shaved legs, oiled skin, and sexy look had Marcus thinking she was hoping to get laid. Her wish was about to come true. She stuck a Post-it note on the door, the hint of lower ass cheek revealing her lack of panties. This time, she closed the door, and Marcus crept closer just as the light beneath the door went out.
"I don't care how late it is, wake me for sex," read the note.
Marcus pushed his sweat down his legs while standing in the hall. His tighty-whities weren't white anymore, but they were tight, barely containing his huge coiled cock and balls. A hole torn in the bottom was stretched out around one wrinkled testicle. Marcus pushed it down and stood, his ripped Black body flexing, cock swinging semi-hard, grateful to be freed.
He placed his ear on her door. Her soft snores drew him in, turning the doorknob slowly and slipping into the room, slowly closing the door behind him to keep out the ambient light. He shuffled toward the large bed in the dark. He leaned over her sleeping form, reaching down and sliding his hand to the edge of a silky sheet, lifting it off her body. He reached down again, finding her leg; he pulled her ankle down off the bed as he climbed onto the bed. She stirred. "About time you got home," her voice sleepy. He spread her leg open, kneeling between her feet.
She gasped, feeling his hot breath on her pussy. "Gene?" she asked curiously. He didn't speak, pressing his lips on the furry base of her pubic strip. His tongue licked down, wiggling between her pussy lips and moving up to flicker over her clit. Her hips bucked, forcing his tongue inside her. She gasped in surprise and pleasure. "You know I think oral's dirty," she whispered, her tone faltering as it wasn't unpleasant. Gene had always been reluctant, timid even, but this was different.
His tongue moved with a forcefulness she'd never felt from him, lapping at her like he was savoring every taste, enjoying himself in a way her normally passive husband never had. "What's gotten into you tonight?" she moaned, her voice a mix of confusion and reluctant thrill. Her crotch beginning to lift of its own volition into his hungry tongue. He was going down on her pussy like a man possessed, not the hesitant pecks she was used to. "You're so... forceful," she panted, her mind grasping for an explanation--maybe the late flight had flipped some switch in him. His tongue sucked her clit hard, two thick fingers curling inside her, drawing a cry from her throat.
"Gene, you're not yourself," she gasped, squirming under his aggression, her body responding with the promise of a rare orgasm even as her thoughts spun. He paused, teasing, then dove back in, driving her to the edge again. "Put it in," she whined, desperate. "Fuck me, please!" He kissed her pussy and rose. Laura excitedly felt his penis press against her pussy. "It's been so long," she gasped in anticipation.
Marcus gripped his massive cock, guiding it into her dripping slit, feeling her open for him, stretching her wide. "God, you're huge tonight," she groaned, her body trembling as he pushed deeper than he ever had before. Her mind stumbled Gene's prick was small, unremarkable, nothing like this monstrous thing filling her now. "What the hell, Gene?" she gasped, a nervous laugh breaking through her moans. "Why do you feel so... so big?" she asked even as she ground her pussy into the girthy shaft and came with him for the first time in years.
He didn't answer, just tore her shirt open, buttons scattering, and hoisted her legs over his shoulders, slamming into her with a thick, relentless thrust, that pushed even deeper into new territory. "This isn't you," she whimpered, pleasure lacing her confusion. "Your dick it's too much." Twice as big. Bigger. Yet it matched the aggression she'd felt earlier, this sudden dominance that didn't fit her quiet, passive husband. "What's making you like this?" she moaned, rationalizing it maybe the trip had unleashed some hidden side of him, a boldness that explained both the size and the way he pounded her, waking every nerve in her body.
"You're fucking me like... like I always wanted," she panted, a sense of unease growing in her womb, stunned by his command, so unlike the gentle, predictable Gene she knew. She needed answers. Her hand darted out, fumbling for the lamp. Light flooded the room, and her green eyes widened Marcus, not Gene, buried deep inside her. "No!" she screamed, shoving his chest, horror flooding her disgust at his Black skin on hers, rage at the violation, betrayal of her vows but her cunt clenched tighter, milking him, hips bucking against her will. "You filthy fucking bastard," she spat, voice cracking into moans, tears welling as her body craved more. Her mind shrieked prim wife, perfect mom while her pussy gushed, soaking his Black cock. "Get off me!" she sobbed, but her hands slid to his hips, pulling him deeper, hating herself as disgust and lust tore her apart. Marcus grunted, burying his cock in balls deep, flooding her womb with thick cum. She came again, shame burning Gene's face flashed, then faded into Marcus' negroid face as her body flushed with pleasure, sated like never before with the power of her orgasm.
He pulled it out and she missed its fullness, the plum-sized purple-black head shooting long strands of white semen across her breasts and more onto her stomach. She stared at his swollen cock--huge, veiny, dripping. It was perfect, pure masculinity, sinful-looking, and she was floored by its immense size. "You little shit!" she hissed, leaning up and pushing against his hard, unyielding chest. "No condom?" she asked in horror.
He pinned her wrists. "Bareback only, bitch."
Her mind spun her fertile window was closed, and possibly why she was so horny. He released her wrists when she quit struggling. She lowered her hands to her body, staring at the large amount of black semen debasing her skin. Maybe he hadn't cum inside her, but a steady trickle of semen was leaking from her pussy and her womb felt full. She ran her fingers into the pool of semen on her stomach, rubbing his seed into her skin, just like she had with the baby oil earlier. She was in a daze, staring at it. "You always cum this much?"
He smirked. "Every fuckin' time." He smacked his floppy foot-long cock on her crotch and squeezed the last of his cum out of the shaft until the strip of pubic hair on her mound was sticky with it.



She mumbled, "Gene hasn't cum this much our whole marriage." She was now smearing it over her hard nipples, face flushed.
"It's all for you, Mrs. H," he said. "You gonna get more Black jizz than you can handle."
She jolted awake from her daze. "Out! I gotta clean up before Gene's home!"
He grinned, white teeth shining against his Black lips. "He ain't coming. Plane late. Phone dead. Happy birthday, Billy."
Her jaw dropped. "Leave!" she barked, slipping off the bed and shrugging the destroyed nightshirt off her shoulders as she stormed to the shower. Her pussy leaked a trail of semen behind and by the time she'd reached the bathroom, she was waddling and cupping her hand between her legs. She turned the water on, stepping in when it was still cold and gasping at the shock. She scrubbed his spunk off, rinsing between her legs as the water heated. She even pressed her hand against her lower stomach, trying to force his fertile seed from her womb and it seemed to help as more cum trickled to the floor fighting the flow of water like it didn't want to drain away.
The shower door opened, and she stood straight, staring in fear Marcus loomed over her, crowding the shower, hands on her shoulders, pushing her down. She stumbled, kneeling before his semi-hard cock. He grabbed it by the base, smacking it on her face wet, heavy slaps on her forehead and nose. "Suck it," he growled.
She flinched. His cock smacked her face, the bridge of her nose to the top of her head, and she winced disgusting, Black dick, too big but she opened wide anyway. Good wives don't suck dick, especially not Black dick. Yet here she was, a slut on her knees, wrapping her lips around the head of his big Black cock, her tongue licking the underside of a Black penis, tasting black skin.
He turned fully hard, and sucking it turned into a challenge, a desire to see how much she could swallow as the head slid in and out of her throat. She looked down the length of his shaft, at his pubic hair, eyes traveling up his hard Black stomach over the ridges of his abs, and up his broad chest, rivulets of shower water running down his muscular body. Her green eyes met his dark ones, his arrogant gaze looking down on the white mom kneeling before him with several inches of Black cock in her mouth.
Her body trembled as a wave of lust traveled through her. A submissive itch grew, whispering she was right where she belonged, kneeling before a superior male. She was lucky he was allowing her to taste such a perfect cock. Her lips stretched wide, gagging as he shoved it in deeper, the thick head pushing down her throat. She choked, spit dripping, hands on his thighs. Gene would have been so much easier, but she had no desire to suck his five-inch prick. Laura relaxed her throat, sucking him harder and managing to take half his foot-long cock.
"Fuck yeah, you're a great cocksucker," he groaned, gripping her hair, shoving his cock in a few inches deeper.
That word cocksucker flipped a switch. It aroused her more than she'd ever been. It made her want to please him. It made her want to taste his seed. She wanted that cock back in her pussy. Her hands slid between her thighs. She sucked harder, slurping, tongue swirling his shaft, fingers in her cunt as she stared up his chiseled manly body. She moaned in lust for the big black cock in her mouth. It grew, swelling even bigger as she sucked.
He came, cock twitching, hot ropes filling her mouth to the limit several times, and she swallowed as fast as she could, some of his seed dribbling down her chin just as her brain realized she loved the taste of him. His rich seed was delicious. Soft moans came from her throat as she felt like an addict getting a long-desired fix. Something she hadn't even known she'd wanted. She slowly pulled her head back, squeezing a few more shots of his manly seed across her tongue as his cock exited her mouth.
He backed away, and Laura stood, turning the shower off. They dried each other off, hands roaming across each other's bodies. Marcus squeezed her tits, pinching and tugging her swollen nipples while she stared at her white hands running down his hard Black chiseled chest, down to his cock; she grabbed it, tugging and pulling at it, feeling it swell in her hand.
"Bedroom," he grunted, slapping her ass. She leaped to obey, exiting back into the master bedroom with Marcus behind her. "Get on all fours," he commanded. She obeyed, climbing on the bed and wiggling her ass at him as he knelt behind her. She jumped slightly as the powerful cockhead spread her pussy lips open again, working in and out until his balls were slapping her thighs. The sense of fullness within her back. Her big tits dangled pendulously, swaying beneath her, pulling her head down to the pillow while her ass stayed up to receive him.
"So fucking big!" she moaned in ecstasy into the pillow.
Marcus grabbed her hips and started slamming into her fertile pussy. "Gotta finish resizing this pussy," he grunted, thrusting deep, holding his cock still as she pushed back against his girth.
"Resizing?" she moaned, her voice trembling as he stretched her.
"Turning you out for the Black man. Making this white pussy Black only."
"No," she whispered in horror even as her pussy expanded and came hard around his cock. "Yes," she hissed as another powerful orgasm sent tremors through her body. The conflict in her brain prim wife and mother versus sexual being evaporates. "Make me your slut," she gasped. "Make me Black only. Just keep fucking me." Marcus spanked her ass, calling her a good slut, then pressed his thumb into her tight little sphincter. She pulled away slightly but quickly pushed back into his thumb as it spread her tight puckered rosebud open. "It's so fucking big!" She came again, screaming into the pillow, bucking her ass back into his cock as her powerful orgasm wiped her out and left her barely conscious, but completely satisfied.
He slowed, pulling his dripping, swollen cock from her cunt, the thick head glistening with her juices. He removed his thumb from her anus and spread her ass cheeks apart. He slid his cock up, pressing the golf-ball-sized tip against her puckered rosebud. She tensed, the pressure building as he pushed, her tight anus resisting but slowly stretching open as Marcus pressed harder.
Laura snapped out of her semi-comatose state as it felt like her asshole was being torn open. "No, wait--your cock's too big!" But his glans breached her, popping through, and a jolt of pain flipped to a strange pleasurable feeling. "Oh fuck," she groaned, pushing back into him, his cock pushing deeper. "YES!" she hissed.
"That's what I'm talkin' about, Mrs. H. Take that big Black cock up that ass like a good white slut."
"Fuck me... fuck my ass!" She begged, her face pushing against her pillow with each thrust of his cock as he pummeled her ass into submission. His thick Black shaft split her ass wide, a burning stretch that turned her guts to jelly, his heavy balls smacking her soaked cunt till she dripped down her thighs. "So fucking big!" she screamed, loving the burn, the fullness. "I love your cock fuck my ass harder!"
He growled, "Take it, you white whore," and flooded her bowels with a hot, thick load of semen, her ass clenching as she came again.
"So fucking big," she moaned into the pillow as Marcus slowly pulled out. He collapsed on the bed and she remained face down, ass up while she slowly recovered.
Laura cleaned up, showering again, holding her ass cheeks open so that the shower water ran down the crack of her rear end, cleaning out her stretched-out anus. She returned to bed. Marcus lay on his back with a smug, satisfied look on his face, eyes lidded, half asleep. She snuggled beside him, kissing him. "Thanks for integrating me," she purred, stroking his limp cock till it swelled. "Jesus, Marcus, how many times can this thing get hard?"
"Let's find out," he replied, pulling her on top of him.
She straddled him, hovering over his massive rod. Staring him in the eyes as she guided the head back to her pussy. "Putting this Black cock where it belongs." She lowered herself slowly, feeling her fertile pussy expand, lips parting wide as his thick head pushed in, stretching her inch by inch. "Oh Marcus, you're so fucking big," she moaned, sinking, her cunt molding to him like it was built for his big Black cock.
She felt every vein, every pulse, her walls gripping him tight as he filled her deeper than anything ever had, her pussy resized to maximize both their pleasure. "So fucking big," she whimpered, bottoming out, his balls pressed against her ass. She rocked her hips. "This white pussy belongs to you I want to fuck you forever!" She ground her pussy into his cock, leaning against his chest and staring him in the eyes. "Live here," she gasped excitedly. "Move into the guest room. We can fuck every day."
"I ain't wearin' no condom."
"I wouldn't ask."
"Imma gonna knock you up."
"I don't care. I want... a real man's baby."
"Then let me give you what you want." He grabbed her hips. "Ride that Black dick, slut," and she did, bouncing slow then fast, her big tits dangling in his face. "Love these white titties." He sucked her nipples, lips tugging hard, teeth grazing the swollen tips.
"Oh Marcus, fill my white pussy give me that black seed," she cried as she came once, twice, three times her juices dripping down his shaft, "Love black cock, fuck Gene's pathetic little dick, he can sleep in the guest room," Laura was filled with a sense that she'd slept through the last twenty years of her life, and now she was awake, wide awake and needed to make up for lost time, "This pussy belongs to real men, black men. This is your pussy now, Marcus."
He grunted, bucking his hips up into her as she slammed her ass down on his shaft. "Take all my nut, you white slut," he growled, slamming up into her, flooding her fertile pussy with his voluminous Black seed.
"Breed me," she screamed, throwing her head back as she had her biggest orgasm yet.
Outside the door, Billy jerked his tiny dick dry, his other hand shaking as he recorded the action on his phone. Mom's screams echoed down the hallway. He'd been obsessed since the gym shower with Marcus's mighty cock swinging like a fucking sledgehammer, sparking nights of interracial porn, jerking off to fantasies of himself kneeling before Marcus, servicing that magnificent black cock, or fantasies of that huge Black meat-splitting a woman built like a porn star. Only his mom matched that description, her killer body begging for it, her face more beautiful than any porn star, and now Marcus was nailing her right, using that monster dick to bring out her inner slut. And now he'd have his porn of them and hopefully, many more to come. Billy squeezed the last few drops of semen from his spent dick. His eighteenth birthday would be one he'd never forget.
THE END
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White Wife's Black Summer
Copyright 2025 by Stormbringer
Lisa Langston reclined on her cushioned lounge chair, the sun bathing her in a golden glow that shimmered across her exquisite form. The 32-year-old private Christian school teacher sighed with relief--another year in the books. "Class dismissed," she sighed, savoring the freedom of summer vacation, her fair skin beginning its summer journey toward a golden bronze. Her breasts, full and voluptuous, swelled against her turquoise bikini top, the thin fabric clinging to their generous curves, her nipples pressing firmly through the tight blue-green material. Her waist dipped into a delicate hourglass, flaring into wide, womanly hips, her rear end a firm, rounded masterpiece that filled her bikini bottom to perfection, the edges cutting into the plump flesh just enough to hint at its yielding softness. Her legs, long and toned, stretched out endlessly, glistening with sweat that caught the light, and her honey-blonde hair tumbled in thick, lustrous waves over her shoulders, framing a face that could haunt dreams--high cheekbones, full lips, and wide hazel eyes hidden behind dark sunglasses. Her husband, Mark, was away again, his endless business trips part of his grind for a promotion that would let them move to a better neighborhood and start a ******. Left alone in their modest home, her body ached with loneliness his loving touch.
She adjusted her sunglasses, relishing the heat seeping into her pores, when a shadow suddenly blocked out the sun. Startled, Lisa looked up, her breath catching as a giant black man towered over her--tall, broad-shouldered, his frame packed with muscle that rippled beneath a tight shirt, his presence radiating menace. "Lookin' good, Mrs. L," he said, smirking, his dark eyes sweeping her bikini-clad body. Her nipples stiffened embarrassingly under his gaze, poking against the fabric.
"Malik?" she gasped, staring in disbelief. He was far different from the scrawny 13-year-old who'd pestered her relentlessly in their small neighborhood before his parents' divorce took him away with his mom.
"Been a while, huh? Just finished a stint in the Marines. Spendin' the summer with my ***," he explained, his tone casual but his stare predatory.
She sat up, reaching for her towel. "Good seeing you again," she managed, flustered.
"Great seein' you too, Mrs. L," he replied, his eyes lingering on her curves as she wrapped the towel around her figure.
She muttered a quick goodbye and hurried inside, the glass door sliding shut with a soft thud, her pulse hammering. Malik's ***, Jamar Jackson, stared at her the same way--those dark, sunken eyes glinting with a lusty, predatory edge that made her skin crawl. Gray hair framed his bald pate, thick sideburns curling down his weathered face, and though he was powerfully built, his husky frame carried a protruding belly that strained against his shirt. After his wife left, that look had gotten worse, sharper, like he was trying to see through her clothes, his crooked sneer giving her the feeling that he both wanted and hated her. It felt invasive, creepy, a silent threat that had her avoiding the man at all cost.
Luckily, Jamar worked as a garbage man and wasn't home on week days, giving her privacy to sunbathe in the only sunny spot of her yard--visible from his rundown trailer next door. But now, with Malik back, that privacy felt threatened.
*********
That night, the house was a tomb of silence, broken only by the hum of the air conditioning. Lisa sprawled across her king-sized bed, naked except for her wedding ring and the cross around her neck, waiting for the a/c to cool the room, her body a masterpiece--breasts sagging slightly under their lush weight, nipples stiffening in the cool air, the flat plane of her stomach leading to neatly trimmed golden curls between her thighs. She missed Mark desperately--the rough scrape of his stubble, the heat of his skin, the way he'd fill her. Her fingers brushed her clit, stoking her arousal, but it wasn't enough. She reached for her dildo, kept under her pillow when Mark was gone, hidden in a drawer when he was home to protect his ego. Lonely desperation had driven her to buy it--an 8-inch, flesh-colored simulacrum, three inches longer and far thicker than Mark's modest penis, stretching her in ways he never could, delivering a guilty satisfaction. She parted her legs, her pussy slick with need, and slid it inside, moaning as it pressed every nerve. "God, I miss the real thing," she whispered, hips rocking as she fucked herself, one hand pinching a nipple until it throbbed. The orgasm hit fast and fierce, her cunt clenching the toy as she shuddered, but the hollow ache lingered.
The next morning, Lisa tended her yard, the sun warming her bare shoulders. Her cropped tank top stretched obscenely tight across her chest, tits spilling over the neckline, nipples stark against the white cotton. Her denim shorts hugged her ass, the lower curves peeking out as she bent forward. Sweat trickled down her cleavage, her hair tied back in a ponytail. Yanking weeds, she froze--a crushed daffodil lay beneath her bedroom window, a sneaker print pressed into the soil, and the siding plastered with dried semen, thick and crusted, streaking down in heavy ropes. "My God," she gasped, trembling. Her brain raced through suspects in the neighborhood--Old Man Carter was a bit of a lech, the teenage Miller were neighborhood hooligans, and Jenkins several houses down was a drug addict and on the sexual offender register though classified as low-risk. Then it hit her: this hadn't started until Malik came back, and the footprint's size suggested a very large man. The sheer volume of cum only deepened her suspicion--it had to be him. Her stomach twisted with dread and a darker stirring as she hosed it clean, the image of an unseen stranger jerking off while watching her, burned into her brain.
After a shower to clean the sweat and dirt off, she walked naked into her room, staring out the window. She liked the curtains open--her yard backed onto forest, with the Jacksons' trailer out of sight of her bathroom window. She closed the thin curtains, unhappy, and opted for housework instead of sunbathing with Malik's car parked in the driveway. She cursed under her breath, fearing his predatory stares would ruin her summer tan.
That night, unease turned to restless heat. Naked on her bed in the dark, she couldn't get the image of Malik staring at her through the window, his cock in his hand, as big as her dildo, jerking it off, cumming all over her siding while she was cumming all over his dildo. Lisa squirmed on the bed as her arousal grew. No doubt she was the masturbatory fantasy of a lot of men, but none had ever done it while actually staring at her. Lisa dressed like a nun for school and conservatively when out in public. She only wore her bikini in private when her neighbors weren't around. Why being watched was making her so horny, confused her.
She got off the bed and peeked out the window--nothing. She opened the curtains wider, lifted the window slightly, and flipped on the light. After a quick shower, she returned, dropping her towel to stand nude facing the window, hefting her DD breasts as if examining them, putting on a show, heart racing at the thought of him watching again. Her pussy gushed. Sliding onto the bed, she spread her legs, reaching for her dildo, plunging it in, moaning, "Oh fuck me," working the shaft hard, nails raking a breast. Is he out there? she wondered, her brain picturing the large black man jerking off while watching, the thrill pushing her over the edge. "FUCK!" she cried, climaxing, legs splayed toward the window. A shadow moved--or didn't--as she turned off the light.
Morning revealed fresh semen, wet and voluminous, pooling at the foundation. "Jesus," she murmured, "he came that much from one go?" Her pussy throbbed with dark curiosity as she hosed her siding clean again. Later, seeing no cars at the Jacksons', she oiled up in her bikini, put her hair back in a scrunchie, and laid down in her cot, dozing off with erotic dreams--kneeling in her bedroom, sucking her husband's cock, now as big as her dildo, eyes flickering to the window and wondering if she were being watched. Waking horny, she stretched languorously, happy she'd gotten some sun, and then she saw Malik's car had returned. Sure enough, she caught his gaze over the fence, leaning casually, one hand out of sight making her wonder what it was doing.
Lisa sighed. She needed to put an end to this right away. "Malik, can I speak with you?" she called, wrapping a towel around her torso. "Come on inside for a minute."
The fence was mostly built to mark the boundary in their tight-knit neighborhood. Malik walked over from the Jacksons' lot. "You need me for something, Mrs. L?" he asked, grinning.
"Come inside for a moment," she replied, holding the door for him.
He lumbered into her kitchen, his size overwhelming--broad shoulders, thick arms, smirking down at her, so different from the skinny kid who'd been eye-level with her tits the last time he'd been in her house, asking for cookies.
Lisa stepped back to give him room, and when she turned, he was towering over her. "I was wondering when you were gonna invite me over." His hands seized her hips, yanking her against him, his bulge pressing into her belly as he bent down, broad lips inches from hers.
Lisa pushed back against a chest as hard as a brick wall to get away from those broad, ugly Negroid lips. "What the hell are you doing?" He released her, and she stepped away, adjusting the towel around her body, her chest heaving, her pulse racing so fast she could feel its beat in her ears.
"You don't wanna fuck?" he asked, seemingly genuinely surprised.
"God, no, Malik. I'm a married woman, for Christ's sake."
"Then what do you want?"
"It's about you watching me," she said firmly, adopting her teacher voice.
"Hard not to in that bikini, Mrs. L. Thought you were flaunting that hot body of yours in front of me to get some dark meat."
"No!" She stared at him, surprised by his audacity. Who talks like that? "That's not... not that at all." He was making her flustered. Take back control, she willed. You're in charge here. "I know you watched me through the window last night while I was playing with..." She stopped.
Malik shook his head, brow furrowed, and raised his shoulders.
"I saw your footprint and... other evidence under my bedroom window."
"Don't know what you're talking about," he rumbled.
"Your DNA's all over my siding. This is serious, Malik. I'm trying to give you a chance here. If I catch you again, I'll call the police and have you charged with invasion of privacy and trespassing."
"No police, Mrs. L. I'm already on probation. The judge was an ex-Marine and went easy on me, provided I stay out of trouble."
"Just stay off my property, and we're good."
"It won't happen again, Mrs. L."
"Good. And no staring while I sunbathe."
"That's your fault for looking so good, Mrs. L." He grabbed the hem of her towel and pulled.
She gasped, covering her nipples, squeezing her breasts against her chest. "Stay there," she ordered, taking a step back.
"Damn, you're fine," he said, eyes sweeping her bikini-clad body. "No way any man could not stare at that."
"Give it back," she snapped, snatching it out of the air when he tossed it to her. "Get out before I call the cops!"
"Fine," he raised his hands in surrender. Malik turned to leave and paused in her doorway. "One question--why such a small dildo?"
"Small? It's 8 inches--bigger than Mark's."
"Damn, Mr. L's got a tiny dick."
"I suppose yours is bigger?" she asked, regretting the question as soon as it passed her lips.
"Twelve inches of black meat."
"Bullshit. Nobody's that big."
"Want proof?" His hands moved down to his shorts, her eyes following.
"No! I want you out."
"'Cause you know I ain't lying. You know I'm twice the man your husband is."
"You're not even half the man my husband is. Real men don't behave like this."
"If I'm lying, I'll leave you alone all summer. You won't even see me."
"You promise to leave me alone?" she asked, staring at his bulge. He grabbed and squeezed it. It did look like Malik was well-hung, but twelve inches... no way.
"But if I ain't lying, you gonna let me watch while you use that dildo."
"No. I couldn't... That's not appropriate," she said, her hand coming up to her chest to fiddle with the cross around her neck.
"You afraid of finding out the truth, Mrs. L?" he asked, unbuttoning his shorts. "Didn't Jesus say, the truth shall set you free. If I'm lying, you've got nothing to worry about."
"Fine then. Show me."
Malik grinned triumphantly. He unzipped, her eyes watching his hand reach into his pants, pulling out a thick, ebony slab--9 or 10 inches soft, veined, the fat head peeking from the foreskin. He stared at her, watching her reaction, her bright green-brown eyes widening in disbelief. "It's big," she hissed, "but not a foot."
"It ain't hard yet, Mrs. L. Drop the towel, let me see you."
Her hands trembled, letting it fall. His cock swelled and rose, foreskin sliding back as he tugged it, swelling past 12 inches, veins pulsing, precum dripping.
"Holy shit!" she gasped, covering her breasts, embarrassed by how firm her nipples had suddenly become. The website where she'd purchased her dildo had featured larger black ones, including a 12-inch model listed as their #1 Bestseller, but she had assumed those were gag gifts. "I don't believe..." Lisa couldn't take her eyes off it.
"Convinced?"
She nodded, still shocked by what she was seeing. Malik had released his cock and it stuck out of his crotch, bobbing slightly. At first, she'd found the foreskin made it look hideous, but with the skin pulled back under the crowned head, his cock was a work of art.
"Never seen a black one before?" he asked, knowingly.
"No," she whispered. She been with two men, Mark for a dozen years now and her high school boyfriend whose penis was longer than Mark's but rather thin. Malik was bigger than both combined.
"Drop your arms. Show me those tits."
"Fine," she said, lowering her arms, flushing slightly at how prominent her nipples were poking through her bikini top. He stepped closer, hands rising toward her breasts. "No touching," she warned, stepping back from his hands. "Let's get this over with."
"Lead on," said Malik, his giant frame looming over her.
Lisa led him down the hallway. She felt him grab her ponytail, pulling her back. His fingers pulled the string behind her neck, then slid down and pulled the string at her back. He released her ponytail, pulling her scrunchie off with it.
Lisa stumbled forward, her freed golden blonde hair cascading down her shoulders, while grabbing her loosened bikini top and holding it against her breasts as the strings hung futilely down. His hands grabbed her hips, presumably to stop her from falling forward, but when he let go, her bikini bottom fell uselessly to her feet. "No touching!" she protested.
*SMACK!*
His palm stung her ass. Lisa jumped in surprise. "Ain't got all day," he nodded toward her room.
In her bedroom, Lisa turned to face Malik and let the bikini top fall, her naked body a vision--breasts heaving, pussy glistening beneath the thin strip of golden pubes. His shirt was in the hallway, and his shorts were a few steps behind him. He was as nude as she was, his gigantic cock sticking out before him, bobbing in anticipation. Malik wasn't a handsome man, but she couldn't help being impressed by his physique, honed to perfection by the corps, a torso that looked like it should have a massive black phallus projecting from its crotch. She glanced down at it, gulping. "You can watch, just this once, but no touching. Then you leave me alone. Promise?"
Malik nodded. He spat in his hand and started coating his thick, dark shaft, stroking it slowly as he stared at her. "Gonna enjoy this," he smirked.
Lisa climbed onto her bed and lay down, head propped up on her pillow. She spread her legs open, bending her knees. Malik stood at the bed's foot, stroking his cock, towering right between her spread legs. She realized her husband hadn't even had this good a view of her, but it wasn't much better than what he'd seen staring through the window.
She stared at his hand stroking his black cock as her hand slid blindly under her husband's pillow, quickly finding the dildo. She brought her toy down between her legs and slid it in, moaning as it stretched her. Lisa worked it in and out, slowly pushing it all the way in and almost pulling it all the way out. She stared at the massive, muscular black man, his hand gliding slowly up and down his girthy shaft. Malik wasn't in any hurry to cum. Her eyes flickered down under his cock--two huge balls the size of small apples jutted out between his thighs. No wonder there was so much semen under her window, she thought, staring at the huge balls. He was going to cum all over her, and there was little she could do about it.
"Tell me when you're close," he growled.
"Almost there," she moaned, her hips writhing around the plastic shaft, lifting off the bed, raising her pussy towards the tip of the real thing. "I'm close," she gasped, feeling what promised to be a large orgasm building in her womb. "Oh god," she gasped, feeling the damn about to burst.
Malik leaned down, snatching the dildo out of her pussy, and she whimpered, "No." The building orgasm began to fade, her frustration growing.
Kneeling on the bed between her legs, his large black hand made her dildo look small as he guided the head back between her pussy lips. Lisa gasped as he pushed the dildo back inside her. He took over, fucking her with it, working it in and out with a speed that quickly had her back on the brink of an orgasm. Her hips leapt off the mattress into the thrusts of her dildo. With her hands free, she quickly brought them up to her straining nipples, pinching and tugging them to help get her off. He leaned over her, hand on her knee. She could feel his twelve-inch black shaft sliding along her calf. "Tell me again," he ordered.
"I'm close!" she cried. He yanked it out, her hips bucking into the retreating dildo as Malik tossed it halfway across her room. "Put it in!" she begged in desperation as her pending orgasm began to fade again. Malik cupped his mighty arms under her knees and raised her hips off the bed, guiding her pussy toward the huge head of his black cock. It pressed against her pussy lips, spreading them open, the fat tip hot and slick with precum. "We can't... my husband..." she moaned, adjusting her hips, desperate to get him inside her despite her protests.
"Ain't takin' care of this white pussy," he grunted, pulling her legs so that her pussy sank down around his cock, the thick shaft pushing deeper than her husband could, then as deep as her dildo, the extra girth expanding her pussy out more than ever. "This white pussy was built for black cock," he sneered, thrusting slow and deep, his veined length scraping her walls, her juices coating him as he filled her completely.
Malik pulled back, thrust again, his cock head pushing into new territory, awakening dormant nerve endings. "FUCK!" she squealed in delight as the pending orgasm began to grow, her pussy clenching around him. "Fuck me," she begged, giving in. He slammed deep, 12 inches splitting her, heavy black balls slapping the back of her thighs with a wet *thwack*. Lisa winced at the sudden pain of it all, her tight walls stretched to their limit. He pulled back, thrusting again and again, each stroke a relentless invasion, the pain fading into a throbbing pleasure as her cunt adjusted to his size. By the third time, Malik's cock was the center of the universe.



"YES!" she screamed as the dam finally broke and she came--came hard, harder than she'd ever had, her pussy spasming, gushing around his shaft.
"That's it, Mrs. L, cum all over that black meat. Mr. L ever make you cum like that?"
"No. No, never. Keep fucking me," she begged, her voice raw. "More."
"Who's the real man now, slut?" He worked his cock faster, hips pistoning, the bed creaking under his power. "Answer me!"
Lisa's body was out of control, writhing on the bed in lust. "You are, Malik." She stared at him in awe, shocked that he could maintain such a pace.
"Tell me you love my black cock." Sweat beaded on his black skin, the strain on his face making him even uglier.
"I love your black cock," she told him, staring at him in awe as she was about to have another orgasm. The contrast between their skin colors was one of the sexiest things she'd ever seen--way hotter than sleeping with Mark and way better.
"I'm turning you out for the black man, Mrs. L," he grunted. "This white pussy's mine now."
"Fuck, I'm cumming again!" she wailed, her cunt clamping down, milking his shaft as waves of pleasure crashed through her.
"You hooked on black dick now, Mrs. L." He thrust faster, his balls slapping louder. Her small silver cross leaped off her chest. "Damn, that tight pussy is milkin' me good. Gonna nut in this white pussy," he snarled.
"Oh fuck, yes... I mean, no, not in me!" she gasped, trying to catch her breath, torn between desire for his seed and guilt at the final betrayal of her marriage vows.
"Too late, slut. Gonna put a black baby in that belly." Malik pushed deep and held his cock, groaning as he erupted, hot, thick cum blasting her womb, pulse after pulse flooding her depths. Her third climax erupted right on the heels of the second, her pussy squeezing tightly around his shaft, muscles contracting inward, milking it for every drop of his sperm.
"No," she moaned as Malik pulled out, and she was filled with a sense of emptiness. His soaked cock flew up, a large wad of semen splattering on her chest, engulfing her silver cross with his seed, more spraying her belly and tits with large strands, splatters, and droplets of his thick white cum, painting her skin in obscene ropes. She lay aghast, trembling, but more satisfied than she'd ever been before.
Malik squeezed upward along his shaft and spat out several more teaspoons' worth of semen onto her golden-blonde bush. He slapped his limp monster down on her crotch a few times, the wet *smack* echoing, before climbing off the bed and heading toward her bathroom. He was gone a minute or two before she heard the sound of urine striking her toilet bowl.
Lisa lay there in shock. His semen poured from her pussy, a warm river trickling down her ass, pooling on her bedspread. Her womb felt bloated, and for some reason, her fingers were rubbing his semen into her skin like it was protein-rich lotion.
Malik returned from the bathroom, holding her pills. "You on the pill? Why not cum inside you?"
"It felt like betraying my vows," she confessed, sitting up, semen sliding down her tits, guilt heavy.
He tossed the pills away and stepped in front of her. Her eyes stared directly at the thick black cock dangling between his legs. He grabbed the base, slapping her in the forehead with his floppy cock. "Clean it off, white girl." She obeyed, more to stop him from hitting her with it then out of any desire to suck the black man's dick. She stretched her mouth wide, gagging around the head, choking as it pushed into her throat, then taking six inches, the musky taste of cum and her juices filling her senses. "Suck that big black dick, Mrs. L," he said, grabbing her head and helping guide her up and down his shaft. "Show me how much you love it."
"Mmmppphhh!" she grunted, staring at his pubes each time his cock thrust down her throat, her lips stretched tight around his girth.
"Mr. L know what a great cocksucker his wife is?" he asked, groaning. "You're good, but you're gonna take more next time. Practice on the dildo." Malik stopped guiding her head, his grip tightening. He held her head still while he began fucking her mouth, his cock swelling again, veins pulsing against her tongue. Her eyes rolled up in her head as the huge black dick erupted, semen flowing down her throat, filling her mouth as he pulled back, the rich taste surprising her--not at all unpleasant.
"Clean up," he said, stepping back.
Lisa showered, scrubbing the runny and dried semen off her tits and belly. More of his seed was on her face where he'd dribbled down her chin. She washed, lathering up her breasts and letting the water run over her, cleansing her body. Lisa brushed her teeth, conflict raging in her brain as she was torn between wanting to tell Malik this was a one-time thing and the possibilities of having that black cock so close all summer long in their little neighborhood.
Lisa made up her mind. She had a robe in the bathroom. She put it on, tightening the belt. She hoped he'd be gone, but she returned to find him on her bed. "Malik," she said, sitting on the edge of the bed. "That shouldn't have happened." Malik remained silent. "I love Mark. I'm not a cheater... I..."
Malik grabbed her wrist. "You white bitches are all alike." He pulled her arm over to his crotch and placed her hand on the flaccid shaft. "You pretend you don't want it." Her hand closed around him, and she felt it swell, growing in her hand. "But once you get a taste of dark meat, you'll get a craving for it." She raised his shaft up, her hand stroking him, pulling back on the foreskin, watching his purple-black glans emerge. "You're never gonna want white meat again."
"I still don't believe how big it is." She wanted it. Her womb ached to have him inside her again.
"Whatcha gonna do, white girl? Let it go or put that black cock where it belongs."
"Oh God," she moaned, fighting her lust for it. "One more time."
Lisa climbed on the bed and straddled him, holding his shaft up as she guided him between her legs, putting his black cock where it belonged. She sank down, her pussy stretching wide, the thick head parting her lips, sliding deep until his balls pressed against her ass. She rode him, leaning forward, her robe open, her breasts sliding up and down Malik's face, her nipples brushing his lips.
"Love these big white titties," he grunted, grabbing and squeezing the end of one of her tits, guiding her swollen nipple between his lips. He sucked hard, teeth grazing the sensitive bud, making her scream and cream all over his cock, her juices soaking his shaft.
Lisa slowed, her strength leaving her. Malik helped, grabbing her hips and raising her up and down his shaft while thrusting his cock deep in her pussy, each stroke a wet, rhythmic slap. "Gonna nut, Mrs. L. Where do you want it?"
"I want it in me. Cum in me," she begged, the thrill of being seeded by him again renewing her strength, and she bounced faster in his lap, her tits jiggling wildly. He grabbed her hips and pulled her down into his lap, thrusting his cock up and holding it buried as his cum exploded in her womb again, a hot flood that triggered her own climax. Lisa screamed, cumming hard around his cock, her pussy sucking up every drop of his semen.
He lowered his hips to the bed, bringing her back down in his lap. She leaned on his chest, staring at her white hands on his dark black skin while she caught her breath. "I changed my mind," she gasped. "I want to fuck you all summer."
"Now that's what I'm talkin' about, Mrs. L," he said. He slapped her ass. "Now get up and make me something to eat."
"Want a grilled cheese?" she asked, sitting up and pulling the robe up her shoulders. She tightened the belt, hiding her body.
"Sure," he said, tugging the belt and ripping the robe open. "But make it naked."
Lisa nodded and let the robe slip off her back. She sat staring at him for a minute, then suddenly leaned down and kissed him on the lips. "Thank you," she whispered, sitting back up. She raised herself off his cock, the limp beast falling onto his stomach, a gush of his cum spilling from her pussy. Lisa got off the bed and went to the bathroom to clean up again.
When she walked back into her bedroom, Malik was gone. Nude, she walked down the hall. He was sitting on the couch, nude, fat black cock dangling down over the cusion, watching her TV, one big muscular arm thrown around the back. She brought him one of Mark's beers before entering the kitchen and making them a couple of grilled cheeses.
She brought him another beer and a plate with his sandwich, snuggling next to him. He lowered the arm around the couch down her back, reaching around and placing his hand over her tit, squeezing one possessively. His hand was huge, covering more of her white tit flesh than her bikini cup had.
She finished her sandwich, placing her hand in his lap and pulling his cock up. She squeezed and tugged on it, feeling it swell. "Damn, Malik, how many times can you get this thing up?"
"It's been a minute since I had any white pussy."
"Was she as hot as me?" asked Lisa, sitting up. She scooted back and knelt on the couch, leaning down over his lap.
"Fuck no, Mrs. L," he grunted as her lips embraced his cock head. "You're one in a million."
Lisa moaned, liking that. She bobbed her head in his lap, sucking the girthy cock as deep as she could, her tongue swirling around the head, tasting his precum. She was going to take his advice and practice on the dildo. By the end of the summer, she wanted to be able to take the whole thing down her throat.
His hand smacked her ass. "Bedroom," he ordered.
She sat up and led him by his cock back to her bedroom. "Get on all fours," he said.
Lisa released his cock and climbed on the bed, bracing herself as the weight of her large breasts pulled down. She watched him retrieve her dildo off the floor and move behind her. Doggy-style, he fucked her through her first orgasm, the dildo resting on her back. He grabbed it while she was still cumming and pressed the tip against her anus. She jerked forward as her anus stretched open, the tight ring burning as he worked the dildo deeper, fucking her in the ass with it. The kinky double stimulation triggered something inside her, and she began cumming--one orgasm after another--screaming, "Fuck, yes!" as her body shook, her arms giving out and her head falling to the mattress with her ass stuck up, his cock slamming her pussy, the dildo stretching her ass wide.
He fucked her relentlessly, her cunt gripping him, wet and loud. "Who owns this white pussy?" he asked, his thrusts brutal.
"You do, Malik," she moaned, unable to deny it.
"Gonna fuck you every day." Malik pushed deep, his cock spraying load after load of semen once more into her womb, the hot jets filling her as she shuddered.
It was going to be a good summer.
**Days Later**
Lisa was sunbathing on her stomach, lying on a blanket. She felt a tug on the strings of her bikini. Malik joined her, his muscular frame towering as he shed his clothes, his 12-inch cock already hardening. She lay back, legs splayed, and he knelt between them, plunging into her soaked pussy with a single thrust, the thick shaft stretching her wide, his balls slapping her ass. Her tits bounced wildly, sweat dripping from her nipples as he fucked her hard, the blanket rough against her back, his cock head battering her depths. "Love these big white titties bouncing for their black master," he grunted, his hands gripping her hips, driving deeper until she screamed, her climax soaking the fabric beneath them, her pussy pulsing around him. The heat amplified every sensation, their bodies slick and primal under the relentless sun.
Another day, in her bed, Malik pounded her from behind, her legs spread wide, her pussy weeping around his girth. Outside, Mark mowed the lawn, his head visible outside the bedroom window occasionally as he passed, the drone of the mower masking her screams as Malik's cock filled her, the veins scraping her walls with each brutal thrust, his balls smacking her clit. She clawed at the sheets, her ass high, sweat pouring down her spine as he gripped her hips, slamming into her with a rhythm that left her breathless. "Love my black cock owning this white pussy," he growled, his thrusts relentless. "Better than your husband's little white dick, right?" She nodded, lost in the ecstasy, her body wholly surrendered to him as another orgasm ripped through her, her juices dripping down her thighs. Malik snuck out the front door when the mower shut off in the backyard.
In Malik's garage, she was on all fours on the greasy concrete, her ass high, her breasts dangling as he fucked her doggy-style. Mark called her name from their yard, "Lisa?" scratching his head, oblivious as Malik's cock plowed her, each thrust a wet, brutal slap that echoed off the walls, his thick shaft stretching her pussy to its limits.
"Do that thing again," she begged, her voice raw with need.
He smirked, sliding his thumb into her ass, pressing deep until she gasped, the sudden intrusion sending her reeling, her anus clenching around his digit as he fucked her harder. Her pussy clenched as she came hard, a gush of fluid soaking the floor.
On another night, Mark was home, and they lay in bed, his modest 5-inch cock struggling to satisfy her stretched pussy. He thrust mechanically, his penis slipping out again and again, his breath quick but uninspired, and Lisa faked a moan to stroke his ego, her mind drifting to Malik's girth. It was over in minutes, Mark rolling off with a satisfied grunt, leaving her aching and unfulfilled. He brought up the subject of her going off birth control again--he'd been bringing it up a lot lately, dreaming of a ****** in a nicer neighborhood. He promised his promotion was coming. Later, tending the garden, she noticed another thick load of semen crusted under her window, fresh and copious. Malik should've saved that for me, she thought, her pussy throbbing with frustration, the contrast between her husband's inadequacy and Malik's potency stark in her mind.
That evening, in a silk robe, she kissed Mark goodbye at the door, his car disappearing down the road. Malik watched from across the street, and she opened her robe, letting it fall, her naked body bared with the front door wide open. He stormed in, pinning her to the wall, his cock splitting her pussy open as she gasped, the thick head stretching her wide, his shaft sliding deep in one brutal thrust. "Been craving some black meat, huh, white slut?" he snarled, thrusting hard, her tits flattening against the plaster, nipples scraping the wall as he pounded her, his balls slapping her thighs. Her juices ran down her legs, her moans echoing as he fucked her relentlessly, each stroke a wet *schlick*.
"You should have saved that load for me," she panted.
"What load?" he grunted.
"The one you blew watching me and Mark the other night."
"I've saved all my loads for you, slut."
"Liar! If you never watched me, how'd you know I had a dildo?"
Malik threw his head back and laughed. "All you white bitches have a dildo 'cause your men don't do it for you."
The night before Malik left for the fall, they were back in her bed, his final claim on her body. He fucked her doggy-style, her ass high, her pussy dripping as he pounded her with savage intensity, his cock stretching her wide, veins pulsing against her walls. "Stick the dildo back in my ass," she begged, craving that overwhelming fullness.
"I got a better idea," he growled, pulling out of her cunt. He pressed the fat, slick head of his 12-inch cock against her tight rosebud, her juices easing the way. She gasped as he pushed, the thick shaft stretching her anus painfully wide, the burn exquisite as he sank in inch by inch, her sphincter gripping him tight.
Her pussy throbbed as he thrust deeper, half his length buried before she wailed, "Oh God, it's too big!" He didn't stop, working it all in, his balls slapping her pussy as he fucked her ass raw, her body shaking with each brutal stroke, the tight channel stretched to its limit.
"Take this black cock in your white ass, bitch," he snarled, and she came hard, her pussy gushing, her screams filling the room as he flooded her bowels with cum, pulling out to spray the rest across her back in thick, hot ropes.
The next day, Lisa puttered around the yard, the summer heat fading as she pulled weeds. Under her window, she spotted more semen, thick and crusted, a fresh load she hadn't noticed before. How long has that been there? she wondered, her pussy twitching at the thought of Malik's relentless lust. When did he even find the time to sneak back to watch me?
A few days later, Lisa sank into a depressive haze, missing Malik's dominant presence in her life., Her 8-inch dildo and birth control pills laid the wastebasket. Mark wanted to start a ******, and Lisa thought raising a child might take her mind off missing Malik's cock--and help them settle into the better life Mark's promotion promised. They'd made love last night, their first time trying to get pregnant, Mark not even realizing his penis had slipped out between her legs, spending his seed on her thighs. He'd kissed her belly, hoping he'd planted a baby in her.
Off the pill, her hormones raged. She ordered a 12-inch black vibrating dildo, the #1 bestseller, its veined surface mimicking Malik. Sprawled on her bed, she plunged it in, vibrations driving her wild. It wasn't as good as the real thing, but it was close. It would keep her sane. She was about to cum when...
*DING DONG!*
Lisa growled with frustration but didn't move.
*DING DONG!*
*DING DONG!*
"Fuck!" she yelled in frustration as she pulled her new black toy from her soaked pussy. "This had better be good," she muttered.
In her silk robe, she opened the door. Jamar Jackson stood there, smelling of garbage, mid-fifties, gray hair glinting, muscular but with a protruding belly, eyes predatory, staring at her in triumph. "I want what my son was getting," he growled, stepping inside, shutting the door.
"I don't know what you mean," she stammered, clutching her robe.
He pulled out his phone, showing a video--Malik fucking her ass doggy-style, her screams of ecstasy clear, filmed through her window that final night. Lisa gasped in horror. Jamar flipped the screen to the next video, her and Mark the last time he was here. "Been watching you for a long time, Langston," said Jamar. "I've got dozens of these."
"Don't tell Mark," she begged, her voice breaking.
"Give me what I want, and we're good," he said, his voice a gravelly promise. "Kneel."
Her pussy throbbed, craving what Mr. Jackson was offering despite her revulsion for the old man. She dropped to her knees, hands trembling as she unzipped him, bile rising in her throat, pulling out his cock. Her hazel eyes lit up--13 inches, longer, thicker than Malik's, a dark, veined monster, the swollen head glistening without a foreskin under it. His black balls were even bigger than his son's. Her mouth watered, her cunt ached for it, her fertile womb screamed for his seed.
Lisa leaned forward, staring up at the black man as she kissed the head of his cock to show her respect for it.
"Suck it, slut," he ordered, staring down at her with a lustful contempt.
And she did.
**THE END**
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Chapter Three: Castaways of the Forsaken Jungle
Jane swam toward Pa-oola. The jungle girl was standing under the waterfall, head back, letting the cool water cascade over her naked body. Jane arrived at the rock beneath the waterfall and stood staring at the blonde. "Pa-oola... Paula?"
Pa-oola lowered her head and stepped out from under the water. "Paula... yes. My mate... Zambo, pronounced my name Pa-oola."
"You're Paula White, from the Challenger expedition?"
Pa-oola nodded. "Yes, Zambo and I... only survivors."
Jane stared at her. "No, they all survived--Challenger, Roxton, Summerlee. I know Challenger."
Paula stared at her in horror. "They didn't come back for us?"
Jane frowned. According to Challenger's notes, Zambo was a black Brazilian guide who never even made it to the plateau. He waited on a rocky outcropping nearby. Apparently, Challenger's account of the expedition wasn't entirely truthful. "What happened?"
"There was a cave that led down to the Amazon basin. We were leaving, fleeing from ape-men, when a quake hit and the ceiling began to collapse. Zambo pushed me out of the way of the falling rocks, trapping us here. The others said they would send help. No help came. I assumed all dead."
"I'm sorry," said Jane. "And Zambo?"
"Missing... two years now... I think. Lost track of time."
"How old were you during the expedition?"
"Can't remember," she said, brow furrowed in thought. "I was born in 1884."
Pa-oola would have been around 28 during the expedition and hadn't aged a bit. For that matter, Jane was now 34 but hadn't aged since she was 23 after bathing in Mimir's Well. "You look good for 60."
Paula White looked back at her like she was crazy. "Not possible."
"It's 1944."
Paula's jaw dropped. She sank down into the water, sitting half-submerged on a rock. "So long," she muttered.
Jane leaned down and put her hand on Pa-oola's shoulder. "I'm sorry," she said.
Paula looked up at Jane with her big green eyes. She reached out and pulled a pebble from Jane's hair. "You have mud in your hair. Get under the water."
Jane moved under the waterfall and let the water cascade off her nude body. Paula swam away and returned carrying a basket woven of palm fronds. The basket was filled with berries. Paula grabbed a handful; they were the size of raspberries and varied in color from red to purple. Jane reached out for one and tasted it. The berry was similar to a goji berry but tasted like a cross between a blueberry and a raspberry. The juice on her fingers gave off a powerful, pleasant scent like jasmine and rose.
"No eat. For hair," said Pa-oola. She stood while Jane squatted and squashed the handful of berries into Jane's hair. She leaned over Jane, crushing the berries and turning them into a paste that she spread over Jane's hair. Paula began kneading Jane's scalp, rubbing the juice through her hair.
Jane moaned, her nostrils filled with the scent of jasmine and roses. Paula's breasts hovered over Jane's face. Her eyes followed the jungle girl's swollen nipples. They were pink and extended out from large areolae nearly half an inch. Paula's entire lithe figure was a light golden tan except for the milky white skin normally covered by her bra-like top. Jane glanced down the woman's abdominal ridges, at her tummy and the bushy blonde hair covering her pubic mound. She looked back up the blonde's body just as Pa-oola leaned in closer to massage the back of her head.
Jane moaned again, her mouth opening, the very tip of Paula's nipple lightly brushing Jane's lips. Jane brought her lips down over the hard nub and sucked it into her mouth. There was a large gasp from Paula, but she didn't pull away; instead, she pulled Jane's head against her bosom while Jane suckled and gently bit down on her swollen teat. Jane reached around her waist and grabbed Paula's ass cheeks. Gentle little mews came from the back of Paula's throat. She finally pulled her tit out of Jane's mouth, panting with arousal. She looked down as Jane looked up at her. Paula lowered as Jane rose, turning their heads, their lips pressing together.
The two women stood, breasts mashed together as they kissed and ran their hands over each other's bodies. Jane felt her heart racing. It had been a while since she'd been with a woman, and it fulfilled a need in her that she'd had since the Cock of Osiris had caused her and Patty to have a sapphic encounter. She pulled her crotch back from Pa-oola's and ran her palm down through the blonde woman's bush. Her finger found Paula's slit and easily slipped inside the jungle girl's warm, wet fanny. Paula humped Jane's finger several times before she broke their kiss and grabbed Jane's wrist, pushing Jane's hand away from her pussy. Jane stared into Paula's green eyes, afraid she'd gone too far, but Paula just smiled and said, "Step back."
Jane stepped backward, placing herself under the waterfall, the water cascading over her nude body. Paula stepped closer and reached up for Jane's head, rinsing the berry paste out of Jane's hair. Soon her fingers were making a squeaking noise in Jane's hair. Jane stepped out of the cascade, pressing her body into Paula's again. "Squeaky clean," she said, turning her head and kissing the blonde again.
They kissed for a while, Paula's hands holding Jane's head and Jane's hands kneading Paula's ass cheeks. Their tongues dueled over entry into each other's mouths. Both women were moaning with desire at their flesh-on-flesh contact. Paula pulled her head back but kept the tip of her nose resting on the end of Jane's nose. "Bedroom?" she asked.
"Lead on," said Jane, smiling.
Paula turned, and Jane watched her lean forward, her firm, well-rounded rear end flexed before she dove into the pool. Jane dove in after her and surfaced near the shore. Paula was waiting for her, standing, with her hand reaching out. Jane stood and took Paula's hand. They walked, holding hands, only separating when they reached the base of the giant tree and had to climb up the ladder to Pa-oola's treehouse.
**********
Crowe whistled softly as he stared down at his crotch. He had paused to take a leak but froze when he saw his cock for the first time since feeling it expanding in his pants. "Well, ain't you a killer-diller," he muttered in appreciation.
Jim Crowe had always been proud of his big black Johnson. At eight inches, it had been the biggest dick in the base's showers, and one morning when he'd had an erection that didn't seem to want to go down, the men had laughed and made-up nicknames for his big dick like "Jim's Crowe bar" or "the Blackbird's pecker." He'd chuckled and told them, "Y'all just jealous," but he was quite pleased to have the biggest cock around.
Now it was borderline ridiculous. Jim's fat black hose of a cock was ten inches soft and looked more like it belonged on a horse than a man. Staring at it in awe had him wondering what Major Stalwart would think of it. Would it be too much for her? His brain immediately pictured her kneeling in the alley back in Cuba, staring up at him with those baby blues as she sucked the head of his Johnson. He groaned as his cock swelled and began to straighten. He dropped it quickly, but it didn't dangle down; it was now hard enough that it had partially risen. It had also grown another inch.
Jim closed his eyes and tried to focus. He needed to piss. He relaxed slightly, and soon a powerful stream of urine was shooting out from his big dick. He sighed as the stream lessened and began to stop. He reached back out and shook his floppy cock to shake the urine off it before tucking it back into his pants. He had a mission to do.
Jim was following a game trail through the jungle. He was no tracker, but the footprints along the trail were both hoofed and three-toed dinosaur tracks. Once he paused and squatted to examine what looked like a human female's footprint. Jane? he wondered, but the footprint looked more than a day old.
Jim was still examining the footprint when his ears became aware of noises up ahead. Numerous creatures were crashing through the jungle, crossing the game trail. They were small, cat-sized, and one after another crossed ahead of him, marching in a straight line. He watched from a distance, silently counting a dozen, and they were still coming. He walked closer, stepping softly. His jaw slowly lowered when he realized what the creatures were... ants!
An endless army of giant blackish-red ants went marching across the path. He soon lost count of how many there were. Some had their heads raised, carrying large cuttings of leaves in their mandibles. Others carried meatier prey. One was dragging what looked like a three-foot centipede. More ants carried small squirrel-like creatures, little dinosaurs, and one passed with a giant dead spider in its jaws that would have given Jim the heebie-jeebies if he'd run across it alive.
Taking on one or several would have been easy, but if the things managed to swarm him, they'd be carrying bits and pieces of Blackbird to their nest. Still, they were in the direction he believed Jane's parachute had landed, and he needed to get past them.
Jim slung his rifle across his back and leaned forward. He began running toward the ants, gaining speed, and was soon easily leaping over the line. He kept running without looking back, only pausing when he felt he was safely past them. He stopped, turned, and breathed a sigh of relief when he saw they had ignored him. He brought his rifle back around to the ready position and proceeded down the path.
Jim's uniform was unbuttoned, but it was still hot. He paused to remove it and tie it around his waist. His black skin was wet, and his white T-shirt was soaked. It was stretched out by his enhanced musculature. Jim flexed, admiring his bicep. His new arms were bigger than fellow Detroit boy Joe Louis, the Brown Bomber. He reached down and pulled his shirt up over his stomach. His belly was hard and flat beneath the hard bulges of a well-defined six-pack. He pulled his shirt down and stopped admiring himself.
Jim took out his canteen, swirling the water around to get a feel for how full it was. He wasn't too concerned; there appeared to be plenty of water sources around to refill it, but he was getting low. He threw his head back, took a swig, and by pure luck, spotted the parachute.
The white chute was in tatters, but he caught sight of a large billowing segment flapping off the branch. He moved off the trail toward the landing site. "JANE!" he yelled, taking a risk. Some animal cries and a strange honking cry were his only response. Other creatures echoed the honking, sending a chill up his spine
Beneath the chute, the ground was torn up by dinosaur footprints, and he didn't see any human footprints, but what he did find was alarming. Jane's boot was lying nearby, ripped and in tatters. He stooped down to examine it. "No," he muttered when he saw the dried blood covering the inside. A tear rolled down his cheek at the thought that the vibrant, beautiful young woman might be dead or severely injured.
A bush nearly ten feet away from him shook violently. A dinosaur erupted from it, leaping into the air in an arc toward him. Time seemed to slow down as Jim's eyes took in the wicked teeth in the beast's muzzle, but worse, the creature's powerful hind legs were rising forward; each foot had a wicked-looking, enlarged, sickle-shaped hind claw on it that was rising to eviscerate his belly.
Jim's hand closed around his rifle, but instinctively, he knew he was too late.
**********
"My bedroom," said Paula, climbing a few steps to a raised platform higher in the treehouse.
Jane climbed after her. The jungle girl had frozen and blushed furiously, staring at the bed. Jane followed her gaze. "Oh," she said, staring at the bed. The bed was well-made, mostly bamboo, tied together to make a frame. The bed also had a mattress made of cotton with an Incan pattern and stuffed with unknown material, but it looked soft and comfortable. There were two similar pillows and one blanket of rougher cloth known as chusi, also with an Incan pattern.
The bed was also covered in more than a dozen dildos.
One large black dildo was placed on a shelf above the bed, set on a stand so that it was standing erect. It was thick and more than a foot long. The others lying on the bed appeared 10-12 inches each, and the floor had several with broken shafts.
"I wasn't expecting company," said Pa-oola sheepishly.
Curious, Jane stepped past Paula and bent down to pick up one of the broken dildos. The pieces were heavy and solid. She examined the interior. The insides were also hard but made of a fleshy material. "Fascinating," she said. "It's a type of *Phallus impudicus*, the common stinkhorn mushroom." This species even more closely resembled a male penis than normal stinkhorns. They were even a fleshy color that made them look Caucasian, and the caps were even glans-shaped with a slit where the urethra would be for releasing spores. "They're nearly identical to a human male's phallus... fascinating."
"The Thals believe that the forest where I harvest them is an ancient Thalish burial ground and that even in death, their penises rise toward the sky."
"The Thals?"
"A tribe of savage cavemen that live near the green glow."
"Hmmm," muttered Jane. She wanted more information, but the sexy blonde jungle girl had gotten her juices flowing, and she had other needs at that moment that demanded attention. She stepped before Pa-oola and grabbed her hips, leaning in to kiss her again. The jungle girl was receptive, kissing her back and leaning in with her lips when Jane broke the kiss.
Jane stepped back toward the bed. She beckoned Paula forward with her finger. "Why don't you show me how these work?" Jane reached for the black one on the shelf.
"NO!" yelled Pa-oola. Jane yanked her hand back. "Sorry... that one's private. It's the same size as Zambo."
"Zambo was impressive."
"You have no idea," said Paula. "I dyed it in purple berry juice. Not quite dark enough, but close."
Jane sat down on the bed. It was surprisingly soft. She patted the seat next to her. "Why don't you come here and pick one out for me?"
"I have idea," said Paula. She turned and went over to a chest. There were several in the room, all bamboo, with lift-up lids. She reached in and pulled out another penis mushroom. "I took Amazon's penis after beating her in single combat." Paula took it over to Jane and knelt in front of her. She held it up with her hands. "Put it on."
Jane took the offering. It was a stinkhorn, like the others. The phallus had been decorated with artistic lines, simulating veins and other common features on a man's dick. The penis was pushed through a hole in a small patch of hide that had leather strips on it to tie around one's waist, making it a type of tie-on dildo. A small carved and smoothed-out piece of wood with a sharp thorn attaching it to the base of the mushroom was of particular interest. The petrified mushroom was too hard for the thorn, meaning the wood attachment would have been put on when the mushroom was harvested and the stalk was still soft.
The attachment was shaped like an ornamental gourd with a small bulb and a curved neck. The end of the neck was attached to the base of the stinkhorn via the thorn, and the bulb was the same size as the penis-shaped head of the stinkhorn and carved to resemble the head of the penis. The head of the carving would push just inside the vagina of the wearer, giving both women pleasure while using the dildo.
"Intriguing," said Jane, raising one eyebrow.
She brought the dildo down to her crotch and placed the base low on her pubic mound. Paula, still kneeling, leaned in and tied the leather straps, attaching the dildo to Jane's crotch. Jane stifled a moan as the bulbous attachment pushed apart her pussy lips. The leather patch had two straps beneath it that ran between her legs and up through the crack in her rear end. Paula tied the leather thongs to two thongs at the top of the leather patch on each of Jane's hips. Jane looked down at her impressive foot-long penis. The Marquis de Sade had described such a device in his, Philosophy in the Bedroom, though it hadn't had the second attachment.
Pa-oola smiled up at her. She leaned forward and kissed the tip of Jane's penis before grabbing the shaft and jerking it off.
Jane jerked. A moan escaped her lips. Paula was pulling the fake cock down slightly as she stroked it, working the attachment in and out of Jane's pussy. Jane's body responded; she pushed down into the thrusting cock head, wanting it deeper, but just having it working at the entrance to her pussy was going to make her cum. Little gasps escaped her lips as she reached out and placed her hands on Paula's blonde head. She dug her fingers into Paula's scalp, humping the attachment as Paula stroked the attached phallus faster. "Uh, uh, uh... AAAHHH!"
Jane felt her orgasmic fluid running down her thighs. She breathed heavily, slowly catching her breath. Paula smiled up at her, still stroking the dildo, pulling down on it just enough to tease Jane and keep her interested. "Go lie down," said the jungle girl, her smile turning perplexed as she noticed the trickles of white fluid that had flowed down from Jane's swollen nipples.
Jane sat on the bed and scooted back, lying down. It was soft and quite comfortable.
Paula White climbed on the bed and straddled Jane's thighs. She slid up slightly until the penis attachment was rising between her legs. Pa-oola stared at Jane. "You are very beautiful," she said.
Jane smiled. "So are you."
Paula raised herself, squatted over the hard, phallic-shaped stinkhorn, and lowered herself over the crown-shaped head. She moaned with pleasure as she sank over the dildo. She sat still, fully impaled on the shaft, eyes closed, with a contented smile spread across her face. Jane reached up and caressed Paula's large bosom, sliding her hands over her tits, finding her engorged nipples, and tugging on the prominent nubs. She elicited another moan from the jungle girl, who began grinding her crotch into the base of the dildo.
Paula reached down for Jane's chest, finding the raven-haired beauty's prominent pink nipples, wet from her milk, and tugging on them while she began to ride Jane's cock. She pushed back into the dildo each time she lowered herself, pushing the phallic attachment between Jane's pussy lips. Jane groaned, thrusting her hips up, fucking Paula with the dildo and herself with the attachment. The device was ingenious, and Jane resolved to craft her own when she returned to her workshop in Stalwart Manor.
"Oh, oh, oh," moaned Pa-oola, riding Jane's fake cock faster, eliciting a moan from Jane as the dildo's attachment worked its way between her pussy lips. Paula closed her eyes and threw her head back. "Mmmm, yes, fuck me. Fuck me... Zambo. I'm cumming, my love. CUUMMING!"
Jane pulled on Paula's nipples even as Paula roughly squeezed Jane's breasts. She came with Paula, her breasts ejaculating milk up through Paula's fingers, thrusting her hips up and humping the wooden attachment, working the mushroom cock faster in and out of Paula's pussy, extending both their orgasms.
Paula lowered her head, her long blonde hair cascading over Jane's milky white breasts. Her bright green eyes stared into Jane's; a lazy smile spread across her lips. "I needed that," she whispered. "It's been months since I've mated." Pa-oola raised herself off Jane's "cock" and sat back on Jane's thighs.
"Months?" asked Jane. "You said Zambo's been missing for years."
Pa-oola blushed as she reached for the tied leather thongs on Jane's waist. "The need is strong, I use my toys daily, but sometimes... the need grows even stronger. So strong... that I capture a Thal hunter and force him to service me. The Thalish are very..." She paused, trying to recall the right word. "Endowed."



"You take them against their will?" Jane asked, brow furrowed.
Pa-oola laughed as she pulled the strap-on dildo off Jane's crotch. "It's a game to them. They pretend to resist, but consider it an honor to mate with the yellow-haired goddess of the jungle."
"And you say the Thals live near the green glow?" Pa-oola nodded. Jane continued, "The green glow is the reason I'm here. Can you take me to it?"
Paula nodded again. "Yes, but very dangerous." She pushed herself back down Jane's legs and opened Jane's ankles until she was kneeling between Jane's feet. Paula lowered herself to all fours.
"Danger's my middle name," said Jane, staring down the valley between her breasts at Paula looking up at her above her dark black pubic hair. "I need to get to the source of... AAAH!" Jane raised her crotch as Paula's tongue licked up between the wet folds of her fanny. "Oh my!" groaned Jane, humping her tongue.
Paula licked between the folds of Jane's pussy lips, causing the British woman to squirm on the bed. Jane leaned up and held Pa-oola's hair as the jungle girl sucked Jane's hard clit between her lips. "Wow, yes, right there," she moaned, watching Paula's hand slide over the bed and grab one of her mushroom dildos. Paula stopped kissing her pussy and moved the dildo between her thighs. Jane spread her legs wider in anticipation. Pa-oola moved the phallic-shaped head up against Jane's pussy lips. Jane tensed as she felt the head pushing inside her, but suddenly Paula stopped and sat up. "What's wrong?" asked Jane, writhing on the bed, her body craving the dildo, the attachment had been nice, but she wanted something bigger.
"Nothing," said Pa-oola, smiling. She tossed the dildo aside and reached up for the shelf. Her hand wrapped around the large black-stained petrified stinkhorn. She knelt back down, moving the black dildo between Jane's legs.
"Jane, meet Zambo," she said, pushing the large black mushroom cap between Jane's pussy lips.
Jane was honored.
**********
Langston Cain scanned the perimeter of the landing site. The jungle was noisy, but the louder roars were far away, mostly toward the central lake. He kept an eye nervously in that direction, not wanting to meet the large creatures that had created their impromptu landing strip. There was a noise in the nearby bushes. "That you, Calhoun?" There was no answer. "Dr. Smith?" Multiple figures emerged from the reeds.
Cain's eyebrows shot up. "ENEMY IN SIGHT!" he shouted, bringing his weapon down just as bullets ripped through his belly.
The crew jumped in alarm as Cain's body hit the ground. The black airmen reached for their nearby weapons.
"Stehenbleiben, oder wir schießen!" shouted a German.
"Halt! Or we will shoot," translated another.
The airmen froze, slowly raising their arms. The Germans had formed a semicircle around them, rifles or machine pistols raised and pointed at them. Most wore camouflaged pants and white T-shirts stretched tight around newly enhanced muscles. One wore an SS officer's uniform top, unbuttoned and open to show his T-shirt. He was also wearing a black cap and had a Nazi armband around his arm. One pushed Calhoun forward. The black man's hands were tied behind his back. Calhoun stumbled to his knees beside Cain. Langston was still alive and raising his head to stare at the mess that had been his abdomen.
"Untersucht das Flugzeug!" shouted the officer.
A German stepped forward, rifle raised. He moved toward the plane, crouching beneath it. He pointed his rifle up through the bomb bay before standing and examining the interior. He crouched back down. "Leer, Sturmbannführer" said the German, moving out from under the plane.
"What have you done with Doctor Smith?" asked Archer, glancing at Calhoun, who was still on his knees, looking defeatedly down at the ground.
"Silence, you will not speak unless spoken to, Afrikaner," said the Nazi officer. "Sind sie alle schwarz?" asked the officer, a look of distaste spreading across his face as his eyes scanned the black faces.
"Ja, they are all negroes, Sturmbannführer" said a feminine voice coming up behind him. The blonde woman stepped out beside the major. She was clad in a black SS uniform several sizes too small for her body. The trouser legs had been cut off to reveal her firm, well-developed legs. The cut-off shorts tightly hugged her crotch and displayed her well-rounded rear end. Her top had shrunk, revealing her flat belly and navel. It was buttoned toward the top, but the buttons were straining to contain the large bosom beneath it. The top was open, showing an impressive amount of cleavage and a low-cut undershirt so soaked with sweat it was virtually see-through. Her blonde hair had been put up and tucked under a black officer's cap. The top displayed several stripes, medals, and a shiny silver wolf's head pin. A swastika armband was around her left arm.
"Lisa?" exclaimed Archer, staring in surprise at the blonde.
"If he speaks again, shoot him," said the Major in English for the black airmen's benefit. A German pulled a pistol out of its holster and aimed it at Archer.
The woman stared at Archer. She couldn't stop her eyes from glancing down at his crotch as her brain recalled seeing his huge black cock blasting semen on her torso. It made her vagina leak. He was staring at her in awe. She tried to pull the hem of her uniform down over her belly. She felt more exposed in the stretched-out uniform than she had naked.
Lisa Smith stood tall, her blue eyes gleaming with fanatic fire, her voice sharp with arrogance. "I am Doktor Ilsa Schmidt, She-Wolf of the Schutzstaffel. I'm no mere officer; I'm Vril Gesellschaft, wielding ancient secrets to raise the Aryan race above all. With raw Vril power, we'll forge Übermenschen and unstoppable weapons. The world will kneel to the Reich!" She sneered, clenched fist raised, eyeing the negroes to see if they were trembling with fear.
Their eyes were mostly staring at he tits.
She'd lost another button and was displaying even more cleavage. Her cheeks flushed with anger at the audacity of these subhumans. She gazed at Archer, or more specifically his crotch, noting the long tubular shape bulging out along his thigh. She licked her lips, picturing his huge spurting black cock again. Her face curled up with hatred as she forced the image out of her mind.
"Is it wise to reveal our plans, Doktor?" asked the German major, one eyebrow cocked up at her in disdain, but his gaze was also on her breasts.
Ilsa snorted. "To these Untermenschen! They are nothing but a fleeting obstacle. Mere insects for us to slap away. Besides, they will not live long enough to witness the future."
"Very well, Doktor," said the Major. "Where is the English bitch?"
"Stalwart bailed out over the jungle when we thought we would crash. The pilot left looking for her. Everyone else is accounted for."
"Excellent. We saw the chute, and I sent out a squad to locate it. The bitch may already be in our hands." The officer surveyed the plane. "Anything of use on the plane, Doktor?"
"Just weapons. Stalwart bailed out with small lead containers for the Vril."
"Sehr gut," said the Major. "That piece of junk isn't going anywhere, but I will send a squad back with explosives to destroy it."
"What about us?" asked Archer. "Can we at least try to help him?" he asked, nodding down toward Cain.
A German stepped forward and placed the barrel of a Luger against Spanky's forehead.
The Major gazed at Cain's wound and shook his head. "There is nothing you can do for him. As for the rest of you..."
Ilsa stepped forward. "The rest of you can join him. Kill them. Kill them all."
"Erschieße die Schwarzen!" she screamed.
Archer saw the finger on the trigger of the Luger tighten as the Germans raised their guns and aimed at the black men.
**********
The rat-a-tat-tat of machine gun fire ripped through the air.
A series of red holes exploded up along the torso of the dinosaur. It fell to the ground just inches from Jim.
Crowe was crouched, poised to block the wicked claw on the beast's lower legs, when the gunfire erupted.
Crowe barely had time to register what had happened before the jungle around him rustled with movement. Shadows emerged from the prehistoric giant ferns; rifles raised--Germans.
A full squad of Nazi soldiers stepped into the clearing, their camouflaged uniforms streaked with mud, their helmets bearing the black insignia of the Third Reich.
"Hände hoch!" barked the leader, a scar-faced lieutenant pointing his MP40 at Crowe's chest.
Crowe grimaced, slowly raising his hands. "Well, shit," said Crowe.
The officer sneered and raised his machine pistol. Before the lieutenant could give another order, the jungle, which had been eerily silent after the machine gun burst, erupted with primal screams.
More of the hook-clawed dinosaurs.
They came fast, blurs of teeth and muscle, darting from the shadows with unnatural cunning. The first raptor was on the nearest Nazi before he could even scream, jaws clamping down on his throat. Blood sprayed. The squad opened fire, gunfire ripping through the humid air, but the raptors were too many, too fast.
Crowe dived for cover as chaos erupted. A German went down screaming, his eyes staring in terror at Crowe as he was dragged into the foliage. Another tried to run, only for a raptor to leap onto his back and sink its fangs into his skull even as the claws on its feet ripped into the German's back.
The Nazis sprayed bullets at the swiftly moving dinosaurs or toward the underbrush where they disappeared. They scored some hits but only managed to kill one more of the ferocious dinosaurs.
Bullets ran dry. Rifles clicked empty. The Nazis fell one by one, shredded in a frenzy of claws and fangs. A headless body fell to the ground beside Crowe, blood squirting up from the neck. Another German was staring down in horror, trying to stuff his entrails back into his abdomen after a vicious hind claw had sliced him open.
And soon, there were only two men left.
Crowe grabbed a fallen machine pistol and found himself back-to-back with a lone German soldier, a young, wide-eyed private barely out of his teen years. The kid clutched his rifle with white-knuckled hands, breath ragged. He looked terrified.
"What's your name, kid?" asked Crowe.
"Wilhelm, answered, the frightened German.
"Crowe." Jim eyed the dinosaurs, slowly encircling them.
"Scheiße," Wilhelm muttered.
Crowe flicked open his last ammo clip and loaded it into his machine pistol. "I don't speak nazi, but yeah," he said. "That about sums it up."
The raptors reemerged from the undergrowth from all sides around the two men. They circled; yellow eyes gleaming in the dim jungle light. An eerie trilling sound rolled out from the jungle, and another hook-clawed dinosaur appeared. This one seemed older, its body scarred, including one across an eye that left it milky white, dead, but it still stared maliciously at the two humans.
Crowe exhaled, rolling his shoulders. "You any good with that rifle, Wilhelm?"
Wilhelm swallowed hard but nodded. "Ja, but only a few bullets left."
Crowe smirked. "Me too. Make each shot count and let's make these lizards work for their supper."
One-eye threw his head back and honked. The dinosaurs lunged.
And the men fired.
Crowe put a few bullets into another dinosaur before his rifle clicked empty. He reversed it, ready to swing it like a bat, just as an arrow appeared in the neck of the closest raptor, dropping it to the ground.
Another honk. The dinosaurs disappeared into the brush as quickly as they had appeared. The jungle went silent.
Again, Crowe found himself surrounded.
He and Wilhelm stood up straight and stared at the newcomers, their mouths hanging open in shock. Their saviors were women.
Stunningly beautiful women.
One raised her bow, and Crowe saw a thick, viscous green liquid dripping from the obsidian arrowhead.
Poison.
A poison so deadly it had taken out a dinosaur with one arrow.
**********
Pa-oola, her blonde hair cascading over her shoulders, moved with the grace of a panther. Her Vril-infected green eyes sparkled with desire as she gazed at Jane sprawled across the bed. Jane's raven-black hair fanned out beneath her, starkly contrasting her pale skin, her blue eyes half-lidded with anticipation. Both women's large breasts rose and fell with quickened breaths. They'd only met hours before, but Jane felt a sexual connection with the jungle girl that she'd only felt toward a few special women before, and it wasn't just the Vril radiation making them randy.
Paula White's athletic frame glistened faintly with sweat as she knelt between Jane's thighs, her strong hands gripping her personal giant black-dyed petrified mushroom. With a teasing smile, she pressed it against Jane, sliding it in with deliberate slowness, watching the adventurer's lips part in a silent gasp, Jane staring back at her. Then, lowering her head, Pa-oola's tongue flicked out, finding Jane's swollen clit with expert precision. She licked in slow, languid circles, her green eyes locked on Jane's face, drinking in every shudder, every moan that escaped Jane's lips.
Jane's hands clawed at the bed's covering, her body arching as waves of pleasure built within her. "Paula," she breathed, her crisp British accent fraying at the edges. Her blue eyes fluttered shut, and her raven hair clung to her sweat-dampened forehead. The jungle girl worked the dildo relentlessly, thrusting it in rhythm with the flicks of her tongue, driving Jane closer and closer toward a precipice.
Paula twirled her tongue around Jane's clit one last time before sucking it hard between her lips. Jane's hips jumped off the bed--a huge, shattering orgasm causing her vaginal muscles to squeeze the dildo so tightly Paula couldn't pull it out. A squirt of Jane's orgasmic fluid poured out around Jane's clit into Paula's mouth. Paula suckled Jane's clit through the powerful orgasm, watching her body convulse, and to Pa-oola's wide-eyed surprise, little geysers of milk jetted from Jane's nipples before spattering across her heaving chest. Pa-oola released Jane's clit and slowly removed her Zambo toy from Jane's pussy. She planted a soft kiss on Jane's labia before climbing up the fair-skinned woman's body, planting another kiss on Jane's navel. She leaned forward, her large breasts brushing against Jane's thighs as she licked the drops of milk from Jane's skin, savoring the sweet warmth. She clamped her lips over one of Jane's rampant nipples and sucked, desiring more of the delicious white fluid, but none came. Jane pushed her back until her wet nipple sprang from Paula's lips. Her nipples and her entire body felt too sensitive to continue.
"Blimey!" Jane gasped, her voice trembling, her blue eyes dazed yet alight with wonder. "That hit the spot."
Paula slid up next to her, leaning her body into Jane's. "Jane, the milk--are you with child?"
Jane smiled at the blonde and turned on her side so that the two women were facing each other, their curves pressing together. Both their hands moved automatically to caress the other's body. "No, the milk's a long story." Jane turned her head, moving her face toward the jungle girl, capturing Pa-oola's lips in a fierce, hungry kiss, the taste of herself still lingering on the jungle girl's tongue.
Paula kissed her back, and Jane felt her arousal growing again, but Paula pulled back, planting a little peck of a kiss on Jane's nose. "The sun's setting. I'll fix us some dinner." Paula sat up on the bed. She reached out and wrapped her hand around her Zambo dildo.
Jane watched as she placed it reverently back in its spot on the shelf--her reminder of her lost lover. "Maybe you should keep it handy," said Jane, winking at Paula. The blonde smiled back. "I'm glad you found me, in more ways than one."
"Following you for a while. Saw you fall out of the strange metal bird."
A wave of sadness washed over Jane as she thought of the lost black airmen, especially the dashing Jim Crowe. "It's called an aeroplane, a flying machine."
"Like the Wright brothers? Such a wonder," said Paula, shaking her head. "Strange times in Maple White Land. First the giant flying egg and then your aer-o-plane," she muttered, sounding out the new word.
"Flying egg?" questioned Jane, her nude body stretching languorously on the bed. She sat up so fast it startled Pa-oola. "A kriegszeppelin!"
"The Nazis are here!"
**********
"Halt!" the major barked. The Germans lowered their guns, but still held them ready, looking between their Major and the nazi she-wolf.
"What is the meaning of this, Major Shreck?" Ilsa glared.
"The vril radiation might be too dangerous, herr Doktor. We may need the schwarz as slave labor."
"I ain't nobody's slave!" Spanky growled, clamping his mouth shut when a German placed the barrel of his rifle to Spanky's forehead.
"We will shoot them later, once we have the vril," the major told Ilsa, smirking. "Up, schwarz! You're coming with us."
The black airmen slowly climbed to their feet. "What about our man?" asked Archer.
Major Shreck took a few steps towards Cain, gazing down at his wounds. "Leave him. Even this place can't heal those wounds."
Cain's head fell back to the dirt. "Prop me up," he wheezed.
"Burke, Burton," said Archer nodding to the two men.
The Germans looked at their leader who nodded in acceptance as Burke and Burton each took one Langston's arms and dragged his body over to the bomber's wheel, propping him up against it. "Sorry, Lang," whispered Burke. "We'll get 'em." Burton gave a silent nod of agreement.
"Thanks," rasped Cain. He weakly raised an arm. Burke reached out and grabbed his wrist. Cain's return grip was feeble. His fingers relaxed and his arm fell back to the ground.
Major Shreck bent and picked up a pistol off the ground. He emptied it of all but one bullet as he approached the men. He threw the gun down at Cain's feet. "For you," he told Cain. "You'll know when."
Shreck turned and addressed his men. "Bewegung! Wir marschieren!" He waved his arm at the black men. "Schnell schwarz! Schnell!"
Encircled by the Germans, the crew of the Blackbird, reluctantly lined up.
"Vorwarts!" shouted Shreck, raising his arm up and dropping it pointing the way. Doktor Schmidt fell in beside him.
Cain watched them disappear in the brush. He jerked his leg and managed to let the heel of his boot fall on the pistol, pulling it closer. His fingers closed around the hilt. He was done for. He knew it. The rasping in his chest was from blood filling his lungs. He could barely feel anything below his waist and gratefully, there was surprisingly little pain.
Cain clutched the gun, bushes rustling. A chicken-sized dinosaur chirped, teeth glinting. It froze, staring at him curiously, hungrily. More emerged--dozens. The camp was filled with their excited chittering. They took a few tentative steps toward him.
"Well fuck," wheezed Cain. "Looks like dark meats on the menu." He raised the pistol and pointed it at the nearest dinosaur before turning the gun on his temple.
The beasts charged.
A lone gunshot echoed through the jungle.
The Tuskegee airmen froze. They looked at each other, eyes angry and promising vengeance.
"Bewegung! Schnell!" screamed the Germans, pushing the black men forward.
The airmen turned their eyes on their nazi captors.
These bastards were going to pay!
Next: Chapter 4: Prisoners of the Sex-Starved Amazons
Chapter 3: Notes
1) Paula White is a character from the 1925 movie version of the Lost World. She did not exist in the novel. Jocko was a monkey in the movie.
2) Killer-diller is a bit of American slang that orginated in the 1930s and 1940s, particularly in Jazz and Swing culture. It means something or someone that is exceptionally good, exciting, or impressive.



3) Joe Louis "The Brown Bomber" was an American professional boxer. He was World Heavyweight Champion from 1937-1949. He played a significant role in breaking racial barriers in sports and American culture.14) Chusi is a traditional Incan woven blanket.
4) Heebie-jeebies means to experience nervous anxiety or fear of something. It originated in the comic, Barney Google, in 1923. It's an example of rhyming reduplication which was common in the era. Other examples include, hocus-pocus, mumbo-jumbo, razzle-dazzle, and the previously mentioned killer-diller.
5) Sturmbannführer is the SS equivalent rank of Major.
6) Kriegzeppelin's are fictional flying fortresses in the Stalwart universe. They are German war zeppelins. They averaged around 800' long with a diameter of 135'. They are powered by 4 Daimler-Benz diesel engines and can reach a top speed of 85mph. They typically carry a dozen bombs and have 4 mounted machine guns covering the front, rear, port, and starboard sides. The crew consists of 40-60 members of the Luftwaffe with 50-70 fallschirmjager. At least a few Kriegzeppelins are crewed by SS Commandos. The frame work of a war zeppelin is covered in reversable armored plates. One side is armor and the reverse side is mirrored reflecting back the surrounding sky and serving as a cloaking device.
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Black Switch Cures White Bitch
Copyright 2025 by Stormbringer
John Miller hunched over his whiskey at the sports bar, the chaos of Saturday night a dull roar in his ears. The neon signs--Budweiser, Coors--cast a crimson glow across his tense face, deepening the lines carved by years of outdoor work. The air hung heavy with the stench of stale beer, sweat, and the electric buzz of anticipation as the large wall-mounted plasma TV behind the bar blared pre-fight hype for the boxing match. Jack "The Hammer" Callahan, an Irish bruiser with a 22-0 record, flexed his chiseled frame, his pale freckled skin glistening under the ring lights. Titus Jackson, a massively muscled black newcomer, got a passing nod from the commentators, his hungry eyes ignored. John was looking forward to the fight. He could have watched it at home, but there was something about the atmosphere of a sport's bar that drew him out even if he was drinking alone. Truthfully, there were several tables of friends and coworkers he could have joined, but tonight he preferred to drink alone.
An hour ago, he'd popped an ED pill, its bitter aftertaste still clinging to the back of his tongue like a bad memory. Tonight was supposed to be special. Tomorrow was his and Sarah's seven-year anniversary and they'd finally decided they were financially secure enough to start a family. She was out with friends, hopefully home just after midnight. They'd start their anniversary right, no condom, just raw, primal sex like he'd always wanted. They were trying for a baby, a milestone that would start the next phase of their lives. Tonight was supposed to be special, but his anxiety was consuming him. He needed to prove he could still perform. He'd never felt his five inches were adequate. He'd never given Sarah and orgasm or either of his two previous girlfriends for that matter. His penis was never rock hard, but his real problem was stamina, sometimes cumming in the condom just as he was sliding the head inside his wife. He hoped the pill would help with that, just last long enough he could get it inside and plant his seed in her. Luckily, he was Sarah's only lover and she didn't know any better. She probably could have gone without sex entirely and when she was younger, she'd considered becoming a nun. A nun built like a stripper, but a nun nonetheless. That was part of the problem. He couldn't handle her body. It made his penis want to explode just looking at her. They had to have sex in the dark and even then, he was lucky to get five strokes in.
He glanced at his watch--10 p.m. Sarah was out with her girlfriends, probably sipping wine, her uptight shell cracking under the alcohol's spell. Booze always loosened her, made her less of the prim, church-going wife. Tonight, they'd make love without protection for the first time, and he'd show her he could be the man she needed. The thought sent a jolt through him, but it was tainted by fear--fear of failing her again. John secretly popped a second pill into his mouth, chasing it down with the whiskey.
The bar's door slammed open, Marcus and Tyrone swaggering in, their presence slicing through the crowd like a switchblade. Marcus, 6'4" and built like a goddamn tank, his dark black skin gleaming under the neon lights, radiated raw menace. His flat nose and broad lips framed an angry sneer that made John's stomach twist, a sneer that said he owned every room he walked into. Tyrone, 6'1" and leaner but no less imposing, his dark brown skin taut over rippling muscles, moved with the easy grace of a predator as he scanned the room for female prey. His lips curled up in a cocky grin, easier going than Marcus, but loud-mouthed and full of himself. Both reeked of pot and cheap beer, their clothes--a mix of faded tees and worn jeans--stretched tight over their frames. They were John's construction crew, insubordinate pricks who slacked on the job and mouthed off daily, but with the labor shortage strangling the warehouse, he couldn't fire them. He was stuck, their arrogance a constant thorn in his side. He looked away hoping they would leave him alone with his thoughts.
Marcus slid onto the stool beside John, his bulk pinning him against the bar, the wooden edge digging into his ribs. "S'up, Bossman," he boomed, smacking his shoulder hard enough to spill whiskey over the rim of the glass. "You here for the fight?" He sat on the stool backwards, facing the crowd.
John forced a tight grin, wiping the spill with his sleeve, the damp fabric sticking to his skin. "Just waitin' on Callahan to smash Jackson. Shouldn't take long."
"Bullshit. Ain't know white man can keep up with a black man," said Tyrone, sitting on the stool on John's right.
John stared at him. "Callahan's undefeated!"
"So what?" said Tyrone.
Marcus chuckled. "Always bet on black."
"Fifty bucks says Callahan wins," said John.
"You're on," said Tyrone.
John was feeling cocky. "And with the odds in my favor, I'll give each of you fifty if Jackson wins and you two only have to give me fifty if I win."
"It's a bet," said Marcus reaching out for a beer, his biceps rivaling the black boxer on TV.
John took another sip. "But if I win you two have to show up to work on time for the next two weeks."
"Keep it realistic, Bossman" said Tyrone laughing.
Marcus leaned with his back to the bar, his eyes scanning the bar--mostly white women in tight skirts and low-cut tops, giggling over margaritas with their husbands and boyfriends. Where John and Sarah came from, a small town where everyone looked like them, interracial hookups were unheard of, whispered about like scandals. But Marcus and Tyrone seemed to pull it off with ease, their charm--or maybe their audacity--drawing women like moths to a flame. John couldn't understand it, they were big men, but not particularly attractive and Marcus was downright ugly with broad lips and a nose that looked like it had been smashed with a hammer.
For the next fifteen minutes, John sat and listened to the two black men commenting on every woman in the bar. "The redhead with her man over there keeps checking you out, Marc," said Tyrone.
"Already fucked her. I was hoping for some fresh P, but if the place doesn't pick up, might have to go steal her from her white boy."
John rolled his eyes. He knew the redhead, her "white boy" was her husband, married ten years, went to church with Sarah, Marcus was full of shit about fucking her, but she was flashing eyes at Marcus.
Tyrone threw his head back and laughed, a deep, rumbling sound that turned heads. His eyes locked on a curvy blonde by the jukebox, her ass swaying to some twangy country tune, her skirt riding up her thighs. She danced her way back to a man wearing a cowboy hat. "O'Malley's ain't the best place for finding pussy," he complained. "Mostly a sausage party, but that blonde's got a fine ass. Speakin' of fine asses, where's that hot wife of yours?"
John's jaw clenched, his teeth grinding. "She's out with friends until midnight. We've got a romantic evening planned for later. It's our anniversary tomorrow."
"Bossman gonna get laid tonight," said Tyrone. "Happy anniversary."
"Good for you, bossman," added Marcus. He turned around as the boxers were entering the ring.
The TV flickered, static shredding the screen before cutting to black. All the TVs went out. The bar erupted in groans, glasses clinking in frustration. "Fuckin' cable," Marcus growled, slamming his beer bottle down, the glass wobbling on the sticky counter as foam poured out of the top.
"John, you been bragging about that big 50-inch at home, right?" Tyrone leaned in. "I heard about your super bowl party."
John's gut twisted, a cold knot forming. He deliberately hadn't invited them to his disaster of a super bowl party. Sarah did not care for black people and she especially didn't like Tyrone. She didn't know Marcus, but had freaked when John told her they'd hired an ex-con. "Sorry guys, Sarah'll lose her shit if you're there. Plus, I just told you, we got plans for later?"
Tyrone grinned, all teeth, his eyes glinting with mischief. "Relax, boss. The fight ain't gonna last that long. We won't cock block you."
"Yeah," added Marcus. "Just long enough to win the bet. I ain't given up getting some pussy tonight. I need to bust a nut something bad."
John's cheeks flamed, his pride bleeding out under their taunts. He'd never known men that talked like this. The whiskey and desire to win one over these two dulled his resolve. "Just until the fights over," he muttered, hoping it wouldn't go on too many rounds, but it never did with Callahan. Sarah was out until midnight anyway. "Then you two have to split."
**********
John's beat-up Ford pickup rattled through the quiet suburban streets, the white picket fence outside his house glowing faintly under the headlights--a fragile barrier guarding the life he'd built with Sarah. His knuckles whitened on the steering wheel, his mind racing. If Sarah came home to find Marcus and Tyrone sprawled in their living room, she'd erupt, her bitchy streak a force of nature that could shred him to pieces. Her temper was legendary, her tongue sharp enough to draw blood when she was crossed. Only her looks made her attitude tolerable. He glanced in the rearview mirror, Marcus's black Charger tailing close, its bass thumping like a heartbeat through the night so loud it was rattling John's windows. "Black folk," he muttered shaking his head.
In the Charger, Marcus gripped the wheel, his thick fingers flexing, his mind on pussy--or the lack of it. "Bar was a fuckin' desert," he bitched, adjusting his bulge, the denim straining to contain his monster cock. "Five years in the pen, and I'm still huntin' tail that ain't there. Balls are achin', bro."
Tyrone sprawled in the passenger seat, his long legs stretched out, a lazy grin on his face. "How much pussy you need to make up for them five years?"
"All of it," Marcus shot back, his voice rough. "I'm gonna take as much of the white man's pussy as I can to make up for lost time." He blamed society for putting him away, white cops, white judge, white jury, didn't matter that he'd robbed a liquor store.
Tyrone opened the glove compartment and flashed a VHS tape--Black Cocks, White Sluts--its cover worn from use. "Here's that tape I told you about."
"Thanks. It's lookin more and more like me and my hand got a date tonight with that grainy old video tape."
Tyrone snorted, scratching his jaw. "Fight will be quick. Then we'll ditch and hunt real pussy." "Speakin' of," added Tyrone, squeezing his cock through his jeans, the outline clear even in the dim light, a thick tubular lump running down one leg, "John's wife--Sarah? Bitchy as hell, but stacked--tits like melons, ass you could bounce a quarter off, resting bitch face, but gorgeous when she smiles. Saw her at the company Christmas party last year. Bitch wouldn't kiss me under my mistletoe hat. Didn't even find it funny. Heard her givin' John shit about it later. She wanted him to fire me. Gorgeous fair skin, blue-eyed and blonde like you like them."
Marcus's eyes glinted, his interest piqued. "She that hot?"
"Yeah, but wound tight," Tyrone replied, his grin widening. "White boy ain't hittin' it right--little white dick don't cut it for a woman like that. She needs dark meat to loosen her up."
Marcus laughed, deep and throaty, the sound filling the car. "Bet she'd shit herself seein' my black meat."
Tyrone nodded, his mind already fantasizing about John's wife, his cock twitching at the thought of Sarah's curves under his hands, but knowing she was unattainable.
**********
John's house stood as a shrine to suburban wholesomeness--white siding gleaming under the moonlight, the lawn manicured to perfection, a cross-stitched "Home Sweet Home" pillow perched on the plush beige couch. The living room was a snapshot of Sarah's meticulous care: a polished oak coffee table held an old Bible, its cracked leather cover worn from generations of use. Inside, faded ink traced the genealogy of Sarah's family going back generations--births, marriages, deaths, her own entry scrawled thirty-two years ago in looping cursive. When they had children, their names would join the sacred list, a tradition Sarah clung to like a lifeline, her faith woven into every page. The air carried the faint scent of lavender from a candle she'd lit that morning.
"Beats our dump," said Tyrone, taking a seat on the couch while John got them three beers out of the fridge.
Marcus paused at the photos on the mantel, their wedding picture, Sarah lovely in a sleeveless white gown, smiling and radiant, a couples portrait, a bitchy annoyed expression on her face, An older picture showed two stern looking parents and a younger Sarah dressed for Easter church service where no one was smiling. His eyes locked on one in particular: Sarah in a red bikini on their honeymoon, standing on a sun-drenched beach. Her 5'4" frame was a masterpiece of curves and contrasts--EE-cup breasts strained the bikini top, their heavy, natural fullness spilling over the edges, the fabric barely containing their weight, her nipple indentations visible. Her narrow waist flared to wide, curvy hips, her round ass barely covered by the thong bottom, the cheeks firm and high. Her long blonde hair spilled over her shoulders, catching the sunlight, framing a heart-shaped face with piercing blue eyes that smoldered despite a forced smile, unhappy having her picture taken in such a scandalous bikini. Her toned legs, smooth and shapely, stretched down to delicate feet, toes curled in the sand. Her flat stomach, sculpted from hours of yoga, glistened with a sheen of sweat, her creamy porcelain skin flushed pink under the tropical sun. Marcus's cock twitched in his jeans, a low whistle escaping his lips. "Goddamn, John," he said, his voice thick with lust, "you bagged a fuckin' porn star. Her ass is perfect. Titties like a strippers! Shit, man, she's built for fuckin'."
John squirmed, the whiskey making his tongue sluggish as he handed Marcus a beer can. "Knock it off, Marcus," he muttered, his voice tight, but the words lacked bite. His eyes flicked to the photo, a pang of jealousy mixing with the pill-fueled arousal stirring in his groin. Sarah was his, but Marcus's leer made him feel small, inadequate, like a boy playing at being a man. "She'd kill me if she knew you were staring at that picture."
"Doesn't like black men?" he asked, still staring, her bikini clad image reflecting in his dark pupils.
"Yeah, well no, I mean, men in general. Well, she doesn't like anyone in her home."
"You mean since your super bowl party?" chuckled Tyrone.
John blanched at the memory. He'd bought his new style Tv for super bowl XL to watch his beloved Steelers beat the Seahawks. Sarah had reluctantly agreed to allow a few of his coworkers over and it had been a disaster. She'd yanked the bikini picture off the wall when she caught the men staring at it, corrected the men every time she heard a curse word, and screamed at a man for placing his beer on the table without a coaster. She grabbed her beloved family bible off the table just in time when a beer was spilled, the liquid flowing towards it as if in slow motion. One by one, his coworkers had gotten up, heading to O'Malley's for the game and some peace and quiet until John was left alone with his still grumbling wife as his Steelers won the game. What should have been one of the happiest days of his life had become the most embarrassing. John was married to the hottest woman around and his coworkers felt sorry for him. He hadn't invited Tyrone, Sarah wouldn't have stood for a black man in her home and John couldn't stand Tyrone either, but apparently word had gotten back to him that he'd been left out. If it bothered Tyrone, he hadn't been invited, Tyrone didn't bring it up.
Tyrone flicked on the 50-inch TV, the screen flaring to life with ESPN reporting the fight's conclusion--Jackson's fist had smashed Callahan's jaw in round one, dropping him like a sack of bricks. Marcus and Tyrone whooped, their fists pounding the air, high-fiving, their laughter filling the room. "Black power, baby!" Tyrone grinned, his teeth flashing. "White boys don't measure up--on the mat or in the sack. Pay up, boss."
"Always bet on black," said Marcus, sitting on the couch and sipping his beer.
John bristled, staring at the TV in disbelief. Callahan was staring off into space swaying on his feet while a couple men were splashing water on his face and slapping his cheek. The fight was over twenty minutes ago and Callahan was still dazed. John fished a crumpled fifty from his wallet and tossed it onto the coffee table, the bill landing beside the Bible. He pictured Sarah screaming at him, "Dishonest money dwindles away, I don't want you gambling, John."
"Well damn, guess you two can get going then." He checked the twelve apostles wall clock. It was ticking on Simon the Zealot, 11:00pm. An hour to go until midnight, Judas Iscariot. John could be naked and in bed by the time Sarah got home for their first baby-making session.
Tyrone snatched up the fifty, his grin wicked.
"Where's mine?" asked Marcus, standing and looming over John.
Damn, Marcus was big, thought John feeling threatened as he looked up at the giant. "I'll bring it to work on Monday. Wasn't planning on losing a hundred bucks tonight." He stepped away from the hulking black brute and opened his door for the two men.
"Hold up, man, let us finish our beers," said Tyrone, slipping the bill into his pocket. I Got somethin' else we can watch." He bolted to the Charger.
John stepped outside, suddenly smelling dope. Marcus stepped beside him, lighting a joint. "Put that shit out, Sarah's got a nose like a bloodhound." The air was sucking the smoke through his open door.
Marcus just inhaled and stared at him like he was a gnat he could swat away.
Tyrone slipped the Black Cocks, White Sluts sleeve off the cassette. The title sticker was marked out when he'd hid it from his parent years ago. He returned with the tape in hand. "Lighten up, boss. Take a hit, you wear the pants in the family."
"Does he?" asked the brute, handing John the joint.
John felt goaded, but he took a hit just to show Marcus he was the man of the house and could make his own decisions. He coughed, holding it in. He hadn't smoked pot in fifteen years and it hit him hard. "What's that?"
Tyrone help up the cassette. "An action flick we can watch." He took the joint from John and took a hit.
"But Sarah?" said John.
"Just until we finish our beers, then we're gone," replied Tyrone. He passed the joint towards Marcus. The black man grinned, his teeth reflecting white in the streetlight. He passed, nodding towards John.
Tyrone grinned back, skipping Marcus and handing John the joint. The man of the house took a deep hit. "Finish it, boss." John hesitated, but took a drag--then another, deeper, at their insistence, the heat burning his fingers. The world tilted fast, his head swimming, limbs heavy as lead. His thoughts blurred. He stood silently, swaying slightly, as out of it as Callahan had been after getting knocked out.
They stumbled back inside, Tyrone slotting the tape into John's VCR/DVD combo machine. John collapsed in his recliner staring at the TV while the black men sat on the couch. He was with it enough to check the time. 11:20, forty minutes until Judas.
The screen flared to life, grainy and flickering--a blonde, Sarah's spitting image, stepped from a shower, water beading on her obviously fake EE tits. She dried her buxom figure off and slowly began rubbing oil into her breasts and belly. John's dick swelled, the ED meds kicking in. "What's this?" he slurred. "You said it was an action movie."
"Wait until you see the action, boss," replied Tyrone.



Her doorbell rang. She wrapped a towel around her body and answered the door. Two black studs burst in, hawking "marital aids" with exaggerated grins. They were pushing a large foot-long black dildo. She told them she might be interested in a realistic one, six inches like her husband's. "These realistic enough for you," they said. Their pants hit the floor--12-inch and 11-inch cocks sprang free, thick, veined, and pulsing. John's blurry eyes widened, convinced the pot was playing tricks on him. She sank to her knees, sucking one while jerking the other, her moans filling the room, the wet sounds of her mouth obscene. John's penis was rock hard, trying to break out of his pants. He hadn't seen porn since he was a teen and never an interracial one.
Marcus leaned back on the couch, his legs spread wide, smirking. "Check that white pussy takin' black cock. She's lovin' every inch."
Tyrone nodded, his eyes locked on the screen, his favorite movie from his childhood years. "Big black cocks stretchin' her wide. Told ya white boys don't measure up."
John stared, mesmerized, his cock throbbing under the pills' spell. Shame burned in his chest, but he couldn't look away, the blonde's face blurring into Sarah's, her moans echoing in his skull.
The clock ticked closer to midnight.
**********
The blonde kneeled, smiling up at the men, tongue out while they jerked off their black cocks, voluminous cum landing on her tongue and splattering her face.
Marcus lit another joint on the couch, sharing it with Tyrone. The room filled with the sweet-smelling smoke, but John barely noticed, his eyes glued to the TV.
The next scene started, another blonde, huge tits, white blouse, black skirt was supervising detention. Two, obviously adult black men were in student chairs. She'd caught them fucking cheerleaders in the lockers. They asked if she liked what she saw. Soon they were rubbing their teacher's legs as she sat on her desk. She kneeled, jerking off two-foot-long dark black cocks.
"Best movie ever," said Tyrone, finishing off the joint and dropping the roach on the table. He turned his head noticing headlights in the drive. Sarah's friend was dropping her off. The car backed up and drove off. He elbowed Marcus, looking forward to the bitchy wife giving their boss hell. The entertainment had arrived.
Sarah stumbled through the front door at midnight, her tight skirt clinging to her hips like a second skin, her blouse stretched taut over her curves, dressed sexier than she preferred, but her friends encouraged her to flaunt it. Drunk, her long blonde hair a wild halo around her heart-shaped face, her blue eyes glassy from too much wine, she froze in the doorway, eyes ablaze with rage. It was difficult for a woman so beautiful to look unattractive, but the scowl on her face somehow managed it. "JOHN!" she screamed. Her husband jumped in the chair. He'd been so engrossed in the movie; he hadn't heard her arrive. The acrid stench of pot hit her first, curling into her nostrils, followed by the sight of the two black men sprawled on her couch, their bulk dwarfing the delicate furniture. She coughed, waving her hand before her face, her lungs filling with marijuana smoke for the first time. She gasped, inhaling more. The TV blared porn, the blonde's moans a knife to her senses. Her eyes flashed to the TV screen, eyebrows raising in shock and horror before darting back to the black men. She recognized the lazy black Tyrone, but he was almost invisible behind a huge giant of a man that could have been a black-skinned version of the Philistine, Goliath. "What is the meaning of this?" she snapped, her voice sharp despite the drunken slur, her hands planting on her hips. "Why does it smell like a drug den in my house? And why are these nig... men here, in my home?"
John, stoned and sluggish, fumbled to his feet, his tongue thick in his mouth. "Sarah, I--we were just watching the fight, I--" His legs gave out and he fell back in the chair.
Her gaze snapped to the screen, where a blonde rode a black stud, her pussy gaping around his massive cock, the wet sounds of penetration filling the room. "PORN! My god John, what were you think..." Sarah's tirade choked off, her jaw dropping, her blue eyes widening in shock. A second black man had appeared, a massive black penis sticking out from his crotch. To Sarah's horror, the blonde, a white woman, wrapped her lips around the man's penis, sucking it while still riding another black man the base of his penis appearing as thick as her wrist. Their things are so big, she thought, her pastor's warnings--pornography corrupts the righteous, leads good Christians to ruin--drowned by a surge of heat between her legs that betrayed her faith. Her nipples stiffened, pressing against the sheer fabric of her bra, a flush creeping up her neck. She wanted to scream, to throw them out, but her body rooted her to the spot, her thighs pressing together instinctively. She was aware of pornography, but had never seen such filth and her eyes were frozen on the screen, her breathing slowly increasing, inhaling more of the sweet smoke, feeling strangely relaxed by the situation.
"Like what you see, Sarah?" asked Tyrone, noticing the change in her. "You ever seen a big black cock before? Look how it fills that white pussy. That blondes never been fucked so good."
"Stop talking filth in my home, Tyrone!" she muttered, no longer yelling, her voice trembling as she stared in fascination at the TV screen. "They're so big," she muttered. "This is... it's disgusting! This is a Christian home!" Yet she stood frozen, staring at her TV.
Marcus chuckled, undeterred, his eyes raking over her body. "Just callin' it like it is, bitch. Look at that white slut take it--lovin' every black inch."
"What did you just call me?" Her voice rising again, finally turning to look at the giant black man. "Who are you?"
"This my boy, Marcus," answered Tyrone.
Sarah's jaw fell open and she staggered backward. "THE CRIMINAL!" She turned her attention back on her husband. "JOHN!" He'd shrunken into his chair, trying to disappear in it. Her eyes fell back on the TV behind John. Again, she froze in shock. The black man was jerking off a foot long penis ejaculating his seed across the white woman's face and breasts. She laid down, the second black man kneeling between her legs, jerking off a cock slightly smaller, but immensely thick. Semen blasted out of it, plastering the woman's breasts, belly, and matting her blonde pubic hair. "So... disgusting," she muttered, again frozen in place. The woman slowly rubbing the man's seed into her breasts like she'd enjoyed her filthy baptism.
Tyrone stood. She didn't resist when he grabbed her shoulders, the first time she'd ever been touched by a black man. He led her backward, sitting her down between him and Marcus on the couch. John frowned, seeing Sarah sandwiched between two black men was something he wouldn't have believed possible.
"Take a load off, Sarah. Let's watch the next scene. It's one of my favorites." Tyrone's hand started rubbing her back, a casual touch that sent a jolt through her. Marcus placed one dark black hand over her bare knee, squeezing it." She reached down and pulled his hand away just as Tyrone pulled up the back of her blouse, his hand slipping inside rubbing her bare back. She reached behind her to stop him, but he grabbed her wrist. "Keep watching, Sarah," he ordered.
The screen showed another blonde, laying spread eagled on a bed. Her wrists tied; her eyes blindfolded. "This is kinky, honey," she said, squirming, pulling on her bound wrists. "Hurry up and fuck me."
A naked white man opened the door and let two black men in the room. They were nude, two more huge cocks hard and ready aimed at the blindfolded blonde. One of the men looked like an actor in the last scene. The white man sat down in a chair stroking a penis, slightly bigger than John's, but dwarfed by the negroes, while a black man crawled between the woman's legs and started licking the woman's vagina. Sarah gasped loudly. "Look at those big black cocks, Sarah," whispered Tyrone. "The blonde slut doesn't know what she's in for."
"They're so big," she whispered. Marcus put his hand back on her knees. She grabbed his wrist, trying to remove it, but he kept it there and she gave up.
"How big is John, huh? Tell us." Tyrone's fingers slid under her bra strap, arching, his nails scratching her back. He stopped at the small of her back, gently massaging it. She fought off a moan. His hand felt good. Marcus slid his hand up and down her thigh squeezing tightly. It felt kind of good, also. "How big?' he asked again.
Sarah flushed, her cheeks burning, but the wine loosened her tongue. "Five inches, maybe six, I don't know," she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper.
Her eyes watched the black man feed his giant penis into the blonde woman. She seemed confused, struggling, calling for her husband, slowly raising her hips into the black man's cock. "I don't know who you are, Mr. Big Cock, but fuck me," she squealed. The second black man came around and kneeled by her head bending his mighty shaft down and turning her head. She began sucking his huge penis. Maeve gasped, the forbidden images on TV reflecting in her eyes as she stared.
Marcus snorted, leaning closer, his breath hot on her ear, his hand sliding further up her thigh, the sensation sharp and unwelcome. "Five inches ain't so bad for a white boy. How big is it hard?"
She tore her eyes from the screen long enough to stare at her husband. He was squeezing an obviously erect penis through his pants. Her lip briefly curled up in disgust before turning her eyes back on the TV. "Five inches when erect," she muttered, staring at the blonde woman, now on all fours, no longer blindfolded. The black man was rapidly taking her with his entire penis, pushing her mouth down the other black man's penis while he kneeled in front of her. How was she taking that ungodly monster? It had to be fake.
Sarah swatted Marcus' hand as it was getting dangerously close to her arousal soaking her panties. Undeterred, he moved his hand to her breasts, squeezing and kneading it, her resistance feeble, her eyes flicking from his hand to the screen despite herself. The blonde's moans were relentless, her body twisting in pleasure. "It's manipulated," Sarah said, her voice unsteady, clinging to denial, fighting a moan as Marcus' finger rubbed over one nipple. It was so hard it was poking through her top. "Some kind of trick, CGI. They're too big to be real."
Tyrone was still holding her wrist. He moved her hand down to his lap. "That feel real to you?"
Sarah gasped, resisting the urge to squeeze the bulge beneath his jeans, but she could feel the growing pressure, the heat coming off it. He released her wrist, her hand slowly sliding down the thick length before she jerked her hand away.
"Still don't believe it, Sarah?" he asked.
"I don't," she said, struggling and using both hands to pull Marcus' hand off her breast. "Some kind of trick."
"Mines as big as the actor she's blowing. Marcus' is even bigger."
"I don't believe you."
"Wanna bet?" Tyrone stood, his movements slow and deliberate, his fingers unbuttoning his jeans. "If I'm as big as I say, you strip off that blouse and skirt," he said, his voice a low challenge.
Sarah scoffed, the alcohol and contact high making her reckless, her blue eyes flashing with defiance. "Fine," she said, her chin lifting. "If it isn't, you're out of my house." She looked smug. "And you quit your job," she added.
Tyrone unbuttoned his pants, watching her eyes follow the downward movement of his zipper. They widened slightly when his bulging white underwear appeared, his cock already swelling and trying to push up through the hem. Sarah's breath caught in her throat when he pulled his underwear out and down. His 10-inch penis, thick and uncut, pulsed in the air, the dark brown skin glistening under the living room lights. The thing was hideous, reminding her of a bloated sea cucumber she'd seen snorkeling on her honeymoon. The head was partially covered by a darker wrinkly fold of skin, the tip of his glans peeking out through it, so different from John's thin five-inch penis. Tyrone was twice as long as John and nearly four times as thick. "Dear god," she gasped, her hand flying to her mouth, her eyes wide with shock and a forbidden curiosity. Marcus leaned in, unbuttoning her blouse while her attention was on Tyrone's penis. Her eyes widened as Tyrone grabbed beneath the crown and pulled the foreskin back, the head, smooth and serpentine, emerging and suddenly it didn't look so ugly. The urethra was long and dripping pre cum. She wiggled her shoulders letting Marcus slide her blouse off.
"You try," urged Tyrone, releasing the hideous black monstrosity. It bobbed hypnotically before her eyes.
Sarah reached out, her curiosity getting the best of her, shuddering as she touched it, grabbing the thick part beneath the head. Her fingertips didn't even touch it was so girthy. She'd only touched John to guide him inside her, but this was something unimaginably different.
She jumped, confused. Marcus was kneeling between her legs, pulling on the hem of her skirt. She didn't fight it, raising her hips to help him pull her skirt off.
He threw her skirt aside, removing her heels first tossing them under the coffee table, leaving her clad in a lacy black bra and matching panties, an anniversary surprise for her husband, supposed to be for his eyes only. Her EE breasts strained the bra, their full, natural curves spilling over the edges, the sheer fabric revealing pink nipples already hard and straining at the fabric. Her wide hips flared from a narrow waist, her round ass firm and high, the panties cutting high to expose her creamy thighs. Her flat, athletically toned stomach led to a shaved blonde strip peeking through the lace, her long, shapely legs trembling slightly, her delicate feet bare on the carpet.
John gaped, his stoned haze thickening, his prick throbbing despite the betrayal unfolding before him. Sarah had worn the bikini for him once, one their honeymoon, and one-piece suits since. Her underwear was practical, white, bras designed to hold her bosom still. The closest she came to the sexy underwear was her tight two-piece workout clothes, but she didn't keep in shape to show off her body. She believed it was god's word. Bodies are temples to the holy spirit, honor god with your bodies. Seeing Sarah in her underwear wedged between two black men, staring fascinated at Tyrone's fat ugly cock combined with his ED meds had his penis rock hard. He slowly unbuttoned his pants and lowered the zipper.
Tyrone stared down at Sarah's hand gliding along his shaft. She raised it slightly, jaw dropping when she saw the size of the testicles dangling beneath. "It's so big," she gasped.
"Marcus is even bigger," he said.
"No," she said, shaking her head.
"Another two inches at least."
"Impossi..." she froze, her brain suddenly comprehending that the huge black man probably did has a foot long penis."
"If he doesn't the underwear comes off?"
Sarah nodded, looking over at Marcus. Her hand seemed reluctant to release Tyrone's penis, but she willed herself to let go. Her attention turned; Tyrone pulled his shirt off over his head and started pushing his pants down. His fat cock bobbing before him.
Marcus rose, unbuckling his belt with a slow, deliberate motion. "My turn," he said, his voice a growl. His jeans fell with his underwear, revealing a 12-inch cock, darker, veined, and circumcised, the head a deep purple, pulsing with raw power, thicker than the shaft. It was rock hard, had been for a while.
Sarah's breath hitched, a soft "Mercy..." escaping her lips, her eyes locked on the monstrous shaft, so much larger than anything she'd imagined. It was actually magnificent; a perfect purple black shaft compared to the bloated ugliness of Tyrone's hooded penis. He stepped closer and she reached out, pausing, staring mesmerized at the huge bulbous head. It was the size of a small black apple with large flaring glands.
"Touch that black snake, woman," he growled. "It don't bite."
Sarah gasped. And the serpent said unto the woman, Ye shall not surely die. She raised her hand, fingers outstretched. She shouldn't touch another man's penis, but it was too tempting. For God doth know that in the day ye eat thereof, then your eyes shall be open. Marcus moved his hips, letting the dark apple brush her fingers. Sarah closed her fingers around the head, shuddering as she took the bulbous knob in her hand. And the woman saw that the tree was good for food and was pleasant to the eyes. She ran her hand down the long shaft, the head spitting precum. Now that she was touching it, she didn't want to let go. And the woman took of the fruit thereof, and did eat.
Tyrone unhooked her bra, her EE tits spilling free, firm and heavy, their pink nipples already sticking out. The tip of his penis grazed the pale flesh of her breast as he pulled her bra off. It left a slimy trail on her. Marcus leaned in, her hand slowly stroking his shaft, yanking her panties down, baring her blonde strip, another surprise for John, her womanhood glistening with arousal, the lips swollen and pink. "Look at this tight white pussy," he growled, sliding a thick finger along her slit, the touch sending a shiver through her.
A river ran within her, and it's swelling made glad the temple of her body.
Sarah was soaked, her body betraying her faith, her thighs trembling as she stood exposed. The contact made her stroke his penis faster. She gasped as he pushed his meaty finger inside her before withdrawing it.
He stood, sniffing his wet finger once before reaching down and pulling the T-shirt over his head. Marcus's prison-honed bulk, his dark black skin sculpted from years inside, every muscle carved like stone. He stepped back, her hand sliding up his shaft until she let go. He bent pushing down his pants. "So big," Sarah murmured, her eyes tracing Marcus's biceps, his broad chest, his abs like a washboard. "I've never seen so many muscles."
"Five years liftin' in the pen," Marcus grinned, flexing his bicep, his cock thrust out like a battering ram.
Tyrone stepped closer. Tyrone's lean, rippling muscles, his dark brown skin taut and smooth. Marcus stepped next to him, darker, bulkier, their huge penises bobbing hypnotically a foot from her face.
"Why are they different?" Sarah's hands trembled as she reached out, her fingers brushing Tyrone's cock first, pausing at the foreskin. "What is this?" she asked, her voice soft, almost childlike, as she gently pulled it back, revealing the glistening head, the texture foreign and fascinating.
"Uncut," Tyrone said, his voice low. "More cock for you, Sarah."
"Unclean," she hissed. The uncircumcised male has broken the covenant with god. She pulled back, but kept her left hand on his shaft, pulling his foreskin up to cover the glans before pulling it down, watching the plum-sized head emerge.
"Why don't you compare us?" asked Marcus.
She raised her right hand grabbing the longer shaft. She stroked him, her fingers tracing the thick veins, the skin darker than anything she'd touched, not as bloated as Tyrone, but still so thick her fingers didn't touch. "You're just like the men in the movie," she gasped, her eyes flickering from fat brown shaft to the darker black one. How big?" she mumbled, stunned, her blue eyes wide.
"Ten inches," Tyrone said, nodding to his own.
"Just over a foot long." Marcus said, smugly, his broad nostrils flaring.
"So much bigger than John's," she murmured, her voice barely audible, her hands stroking both, marveling at their girth, the dark skin, the massive balls hanging low and full--nothing like John's skinny white penis. "Why are your penises so big?" she asked, her mind reeling.



"They ain't penises," growled Marcus. "Their cocks."
"What's the difference?"
"Cocks," Tyrone added, "Are bigger, blacker."
"Made for fuckin'," added Marcus. "Those ain;t no tiny white boy penises you're holding."
"No, they're not," Sarah agreed, their language causing inner turmoil. Made for fuckin'. Her vagina was quivering at the sight of these monster... cocks. Ezekiel 23:20 "She lusted after her lovers, whose members were like those of donkeys and whose issue was like that of horses." It was about the lust for foreign men, and black men were foreign to her mind set.
Marcus and Tyrone closed in, leaning over her, their presence overwhelming, their hands claiming Sarah's trembling body with a confidence that made her heart race. She released their shafts, her hands on their chests trying to push them away. Marcus's lips scorched her neck, his breath hot and rough, his teeth grazing her creamy skin, sending shivers cascading down her spine. Each nip was deliberate, a spark igniting her nerves, her body betraying her with a flush that spread from her cheeks to her chest. Tyrone knelt before her, his dark brown hands cupping her EE breasts, his thumbs brushing her pink nipples until they stiffened so hard they raised her arela off her pale breasts. He sucked one into his mouth, his tongue flicking the sensitive tip, then pulling it deep, the suction sending a jolt straight to her core. Sarah's breath hitched, her hands quit pushing against their hard chests, instead sliding over their black slightly sweaty skin--Marcus's bulging biceps, Tyrone's chiseled abs--marveling at the stark contrast of their dark flesh against her pale, porcelain hands. Her EE breasts heaved with each ragged breath, their heavy curves swaying, the skin flushed pink, her nipples throbbing under Tyrone's assault. Her wide hips flared from a narrow waist, her round, firm ass quivering as she shifted, her creamy thighs trembling, her shaved blonde landing strip glistening with arousal, her vaginal lips swollen and slick. This isn't right, she thought, her pastor's voice echoing in her mind--flee from temptation, lest you fall--but her body burned, a traitor to her faith, her womanhood dampening her inner thighs with every touch. Her hands sliding back down to grasp and stroke their large black... cocks.
"Honey?" she whimpered, her blue eyes catching a glimpse of John between the two black bodies. He sat frozen on the armchair, his hand wrapped around his pitiful five-inch penis, stroking slowly, his eyes, zoned out glassy with a mix of lust and shame. His face was flushed, his breaths shallow, the ED pills fueling his arousal even as his marriage unraveled before him. Sarah's heart twisted filled with contempt John's behavior--He's my husband, my covenant with God--but the heat in her core drowned her guilt, her body craving the men who now owned her attention, her lust growing by the second.
Marcus silenced her with a rough kiss, his lips crushing hers, his tongue plunging deep, claiming her mouth with a hunger that stole her breath. The taste of beer and pot smoke overwhelmed her senses, his broad lips pressing hard, his hand tangling in her blonde hair, pulling just enough to make her gasp. He broke the kiss, pulling back. Tyrone slapped his 10-inch cock against her cheek, the heavy thud jolting her, the musky scent filling her nose. "You a good cocksucker, Sarah?" he taunted, his voice dripping with challenge, his dark brown eyes glinting with amusement.
She flushed, her cheeks burning, shaking her head, staring cross-eyed down his unclean cock while Marcus licked her ear, her neck. "Never... not even with John," she admitted, her voice soft, almost ashamed. "It's unnatural, dirty." Her pastor's sermons rang in her ears--Honor god with thy mouth--but her eyes darted to Tyrone's cock, so close to her lips.
Tyrone grinned, gripping her hair gently, guiding her face closer. "Guess it's time for you to get dirty then," he said, his voice low and commanding. He pressed the thick head to her lips, smearing precum across them, the salty tang flooding her senses, both repulsive and intoxicating. Sarah trembled, holding her lips tight. "Open bitch," he growled. She jerked at his sharp tone, his voice authoritative and commanding. She parted her mouth, tentative, her tongue grazing the foreskin, marveling at its texture--smooth yet firm, sliding back to reveal the glistening head, the ridge catching her lips. She grabbed the base of his shaft to hold it steady, opening wider as he pulled her head forward. Her jaw stretched, struggling with his girth, her lips wrapping tight around the shaft, the weight heavy on her tongue. She gagged as he pushed deeper, drool dribbling down her chin, pooling on the tops of her breasts, but his hand held her steady, guiding her into a clumsy rhythm. Lord, forgive me, she prayed, her mind screaming, but her tongue swirled, exploring the ridges, the heat, the sheer size overwhelming her senses. The foreskin moved under her lips, a new sensation that fascinated her, her fingers brushing the shaft, feeling the veins pulse. Her hand slid under, cupping his heavy scrotum, one full testicle filled her palm. He pulled her head, bucking his hips. Sarah choked, struggling until he released her and she could pull back.
Marcus watched, stroking his 12-inch cock, its dark length glistening, the circumcised head a deep purple, veins bulging like cords. "My turn, slut," he growled, slapping it against her other cheek, the weight making her flinch. She turned, her lips stretching wider, her throat constricting as she took him in, her blue eyes watering, tears streaking her flushed cheeks. His cock head was bigger, harder to manage, the head hitting her gag reflex with each bob, the musky scent stronger, filling her nose with every breath, overwhelmingly masculine. "Fuck, yeah," he groaned, his hips rocking slightly, feeding her more, his hand tangling in her hair, pulling her closer. She stared up Marcus' torso, his body ebon masculine perfection, his ugly negroid face sneering down at her. It didn't seem so unnatural anymore to be servicing such a perfect black cock. She felt strangely grateful. A moan of lust rose in the back of her throat as she submitted and she began sucking Marcus' cock harder. Her moans vibrated around him, a deep hum that sent pleasure shooting through him, her resistance crumbling as she surrendered to the act. His cock was a beast, the veins stretching her lips, the smooth head pressing against the back of her throat, her jaw aching from the effort. He released her head and she grabbed the base of his shaft with both hands, bobbing her head rapidly, staring up at him, filled with a desire to please the man.
Tyrone grabbed her arm and pulled her off the couch. Sarah fell to her knees, the two men towering over her. She grabbed Marcus' shaft, pulling his cock back toward her mouth, but Tyrone grabbed her hair twisting it back towards his cock, pushing it past her lips. She sucked, relaxing her gag reflex though still not managing to get much past the head in her mouth. Her hand stroked Marcus while she did her best to please Tyrone.
She alternated, sucking Tyrone, then Marcus, her hands jerking what her mouth couldn't take, her fingers barely circling their girths. Her technique grew bolder, sloppy but eager, her lips sliding along Tyrone's shaft, the foreskin gliding under her tongue, then stretching to accommodate Marcus's less thick, circumcised length. She cupped their heavy balls, rolling them gently, marveling at their size--each pair dwarfing John's, hanging low and full, the skin taut and warm. So wrong, but so good, she thought, her pussy clenching with need, her juices dripping onto the carpet, her EE breasts quivering with each movement, her pink nipples brushing their thighs, her round ass swaying as she leaned forward.
The porn played on the TV, the blonde that so resembled Sarah now kneeling before two black men in a parody of what was happening in the living room of the Miller's good Christian home. The blonde's moans mirroring Sarah's own rising desire, the bassline pulsing through the room, amplifying the heat in her core.
Tyrone's breath quickened, his balls tightening under her fingers. "Gonna cum, bitch," he growled, thrusting faster, his cock hitting the back of her throat. She tried to pull back, her eyes wide with panic, but his hand held her firm, her blonde hair wrapped around his fingers. He erupted, hot spurts flooding her mouth, the tangy taste overwhelming, a mix of salt and musk that shocked her senses, not at all unpleasant. She swallowed, her throat working, gulping down several more mouthfuls, liking it more and more with each gulp, the warmth sliding down, some dribbling from her lips, streaking her chin and splattering her EE breasts. "Good girl," he rasped, pulling out, a strand of cum stretching from her mouth to his cock, snapping as he stepped back. She licked her lips, lusting for it, wanting more of his seed.
Marcus fisted his cock, his eyes locked on her cum-streaked face, her blue eyes dazed with shock that she'd just swallowed a black man's seed and liked it. "Open wide, slut," he ordered, his voice a command. She obeyed, her mouth a perfect O, her tongue extended, and he blasted her, ropes of thick cum streaking her cheeks, forehead, and tits. One strand caught her eyelash, another dripped to her collarbone, a third splattered her EE breasts, coating her pink nipples, the sticky warmth pooling in the valley between them. She gasped, dazed, the sensation a brand of her submission, her body humming with forbidden pleasure as he marked her. Forgive me, lord, she thought, her thighs pressing together, grateful the two men were spent and her womanhood was safe from their voluminous seed.
Marcus grabbed her chin, tilting her face up, his thumb smearing his cum across her lips. "Look at you, baptized by black jizz," he said, his voice low and mocking. "Ain't no goin' back now, Sarah." He pushed his semen covered thumb in her mouth, her lips clamping down around it to suck his seed off, knowing that was what he wanted and filled with a strange desire to please him.
Tyrone stepped closer, towering over her, his cock already hardening again, the foreskin sliding back as he stroked. "Ready for round two, baby?" he asked, guiding her hand back to his shaft.
"How?" she mumbled, feeling it swell in her hand, believing she was safe from further sin. She stroked, mesmerized by its weight, the texture of the foreskin under her fingers, the veins pulsing with renewed life. Marcus joined, their cocks looming over her like twin towers, dark and imposing. She sucked them again, alternating, her lips swollen, her throat sore but hungry. She took Tyrone deep, her nose brushing his pubes, the musky scent intoxicating, then switched to Marcus, gagging as he hit the back of her throat, her tears mixing with the cum on her face. Her hands worked in sync, jerking one while sucking the other, her moans a constant hum, her large breasts bouncing, her nipples grazing their thighs, her ass swaying rhythmically.
"Damn Sarah," grunted Tyrone when her lips nearly kissed his pubes. "We'll make a cocksucker out of you yet."
"Sluts a natural," agreed Marcus when her lips managed to get two-thirds of the way down his shaft.
Sarah flushed with elation and pride. She was getting better sucking their black cocks and so far, they seemed satisfied with blow jobs, keeping her marriage vows safe from their weapons.
She explored every inch--licking Tyrone's foreskin, sucking the head, tasting the precum that leaked from the slit, then tracing Marcus's veins with her tongue, her lips stretching to take his girth. Her EE breasts swayed heavily, their weight pulling at her chest, her pink nipples aching for touch, her round ass jiggling with each movement. The porn's bassline pulsed, the blonde now taking two cocks on screen, her screams echoing Sarah's own rising need. Good Christian wives don't suck black cocks, she thought, her mind clinging to fragments of her vows, but her body craved more, her hands and mouth worshipping their cocks with desperate fervor, her pussy throbbing, begging to be filled. She fought the urge to touch herself sinfully.
They pushed her further, Tyrone guiding her head to keep taking him deeper, her throat constricting, her gags muffled by his girth. Marcus slapped his cock against her cheek, then her lips, the head leaving a trail of precum. "Say you love black cock?" he growled, his voice thick with satisfaction. He swung his cock back and forth, smacking her cheeks with the hard head. "Say it!"
"I love black cock," she moaned, turning her head in an attempt to take him back in her mouth, her pussy dripping, her breasts heaving, her blue eyes glazed with lust.
John gasped when she said it, his hand a blur on his five-inch cock, his face a mask of arousal and despair. He wanted to stop this, to reclaim his wife, but the pills and pot kept him rooted, his body betraying him as much as Sarah's betrayed her vows. Her moans, her eagerness, her transformation into something he didn't recognize--it tore at him, but his cock throbbed, leaking precum, his shame buried under the haze.
Tyrone pulled out, his cock slick with her spit, glistening under the living room lights. She turned to take Marcus, but Tyrone held her still, his eyes glinting with hunger. "Time to black that white pussy."
"No," she gasped as they grabbed her arms and pulled her to her feet.
"Gonna turn you out for the black man," he added.
"Please," she begged, her vagina quivering with need. "Let me suck you."
Tyrone flipped Sarah onto all fours on the couch, her knees sinking into the plush beige cushions, her round ass high and vulnerable, the creamy skin flushed a deep pink. Her huge breasts hung heavy, swaying with each ragged breath, their heavy weight pulling at her chest, her pink nipples hard as pebbles, brushing the fabric below. Her wide hips flared from a narrow waist, her toned stomach taut, her long, shapely legs trembling, spread wide to expose her shaved blonde landing strip, her pussy lips swollen, pink, and glistening with arousal. Her long blonde hair spilled over her shoulders, sticking to her sweaty back or falling over her shoulders, her blue eyes wide with a mix of fear and anticipation, her heart pounding like a drum. Her eyes frozen on the TV, the blonde slut on all fours like she was, getting fucked like an animal from behind. This can't be happening, she thought, her pastor's voice a faint whisper--Thy marriage bed kept pure, for God will judge the adulterer and all the sexually immoral. --but her body ached, her pussy throbbing, begging to be filled, her faith crumbling under the weight of her desire. She had to know.
Tyrone knelt behind her, his 10-inch cock glistening with her spit, the foreskin partially covering the head, He placed his hands on the firm outthrust contours of her rear end, the dark brown skin a stark contrast to her pale ass flesh. He pressed the thick head to her entrance, teasing her slick folds, the touch sending a shiver through her. "Gonna be black only when I'm done with you, Sarah?" he rasped, his hands gripping her hips, his thumbs spreading her cheeks to expose her puckered rosebud and her quivering pussy, the pink lips parting slightly, eager, revealing the tight entrance within. He grinned in triumph when he saw how wet she was, her lips, clit and both inner thighs glistened in the light. The head of his cock, drooling precum, bobbing slightly barely touching her wetness.
Sarah's breath caught, her body tensing, her mind racing. "Please... use a condom," she begged, her voice trembling, her blue eyes darting in fear to her glassy-eyed husband, then to Marcus, who stood nearby, stroking his cock. "It's a bad time, too risky. I've never been... not without protection." Her voice cracked, her fear real--her cycle was at its peak, her womb fertile, her and John's special night, ovulation on their anniversary, perfect timing... or not. The thought of pregnancy terrifying, especially under these circumstances. "Please?" she begged, her hands gripping the armrests, her knuckles white. "Put a condom on."
"Don't have any, Sarah," he said, pressing his cock against her pussy. Sarah jerked, feeling the hard weapon slowly pushing her vaginal lips apart. "Better fucking bareback anyway."
"JOHN!" she squealed, eyes wide with alarm. Her vagina was being stretched wide open by Tyrone's huge cock head. "Get one of your condoms."
John tried to push himself up while pulling on his pants. Marcus turned, stepping closer, his black cock bobbing in front of him, the circumcised head glistening. John stared down at the monster in horror. "Sit down, white boy. Your little rubbers wouldn't fit us," he said, his voice a growl. "Too small for real men." He nodded down towards John's skinny five-inch dick still rock hard and covered in dribbled runny semen. John sank back down in his chair, staring at Tyrone. He could see most of that fat black dick sticking out from his wife's thighs. The arrogant black bastard was taking his prize, the first man to have Sarah bareback.
"OH!" she said in surprise, her vagina stretching further than ever as the head slipped in. Sarah's cheeks burned, her panic rising, her voice desperate. "Please, I can't get pregnant by a nig--another man," she gasped, catching herself mid-slur, her eyes wide with horror at the word she'd nearly spoken. Her pastor's sermons on purity, on the sanctity of marriage, flooded her mind, but her body trembled, her vagina squeezing around the head, contracting inward in an effort to get more, liking what it was feeling so far.
Tyrone grinned, his cock pressing harder against her entrance, the thicker part under the head parting her lips. "Never had it raw before?" he asked, his voice thick with satisfaction. "I'm honored you want me to be the first. Once I get every inch of bare black dick up in yo pussy, you'll be begging me to fuck you." Her hard pale ass was starting to quiver. Tyrone squeezed her cheeks, pulling back and forcing more of his cock in her.
He pushed in, the thick head pushing deeper, her folds parting under the pressure, the sensation a mix of pain and pleasure that made her cry out. "Oh, Lord, it's so big," she gasped, her voice raw, her body shaking, her EE breasts jiggling with the motion. "Too thick." The pressure was intense--John's five inches had never prepared her for this, the girth reshaping her, the foreskin rubbing her walls, a foreign texture that sent sparks through her core. "Don't cum in me," she pleaded again, her mind clinging to her plea, but her body yielded, her pussy clenching around him, easing his entry with her juices. "Please pull out."
"You'll know when I'm close," he grunted, pulling back and pushing in.
It wasn't a promise, but his words reassured her. Sarah relaxed focusing on what she was feeling, the fullness in her pus... womanhood, the awakened nerve endings. She pushed back into his thrust, the giant head of his cock pushing deeper than John had ever been. The intensity, the building pressure in her core... no her womb, it was making her body tremble. John had never felt this good. Nothing had ever felt this good. She moaned loudly, pushing back into the thick black cock, trying to get the tip as close to the building pressure as possible. It was so intense she was starting to fear this new feeling... "JOHN!" she screamed in fear as her womb exploded sending waves of pleasure outwards through her body. She threw her head back and wailed as her vagina squirted all over the black cock, squeezing the girthy shaft, contracting inwards like it wanted more.
"That's it white girl, cum all over that black dick," grunted Tyrone, pulling his hand off her cheek and slapping her ass.



John moaned in defeat, his little prick hard again, his hand jerking. There was no mistaking it, his wife had just cum. Sarah had just orgasmed all over Tyrone's thick black monstrosity. She had never cum for him. It took more than he had. Her head was down, forehead pressed on the armrest, gasping for air, her beautiful pale skin appeared sweaty.
"I don't...," she gasped. "What?"
"Goddamn gurl," said Tyrone, slapping her ass again. "That your first cum?"
"Yesss," she hissed. He leaned in and wrapped his fist around her blonde hair, pulling her back up on all fours.
"Well damn, guess I'm your first at a lot of things tonight. Want some more?"
"More," she mumbled.
"What was that?"
"I want... that again."
"More of what?"
"More of your big black cock."
"Fucking you in your white pussy?"
"Yes."
"Say it."
"F-fuck my white pussy with your big black cock."
"Good slut," said Tyrone, playfully slapping her ass again.
John gasped. Fap fap fap. His hand a blur, semen dribbling out of his penis, but he kept going. The "F" word had never passed his wife's lips in her entire life.
"Let's get the rest in and I'll give you what you need." Tyrone worked his cock in and out, slowly pushing more in.
Sarah released a loud, "Aaahhhhh!!!" Her eyes rolling up in her head. She was trembling again, raising her ass up into Tyrone's thrusts.
"I feel it, white gurl. That pussy tryin to milk my cock. You never gonna want John's little dick again. Yo white hubby doesn't measure up to black meat. You gonna be black only soon. Beggin me to come over and fuck you. Come on Sarah. Do it bitch. Cum for Tyrone."
"F-aahhKK!" She squealed, her body betraying her. The second explosion from her womb coming quicker and feeling even better now that she had more of Tyrone's cock in her. Tyrone groaned, sinking deeper, inch by agonizing inch, his balls brushing her thighs as he bottomed out, his cock filling her completely. Each inch prolonged and increased her orgasm. "Sorry," she mouthed to John, tears running down her cheeks, but when she saw her husband's glossy eyed stare, a dumb expression on his face with his tiny penis disappearing in the blur that was his hand, she wasn't that sorry.
"Tightest white pussy I've ever had," Tyrone said, his voice rough, his hands gripping her hips harder, his thumbs digging into her flesh. "You gonna love it, Marcus." The other black man just grunted in response, watching the action. He thrust slow at first, each stroke stretching her further, igniting nerves she didn't know existed, her pussy molding to his girth, the foreskin gliding inside her, adding a layer of sensation that drove her wild.
"Fuck me," she said, suddenly. "Fuck me. Gimme that black cock, Tyrone." Her moans rose, her conservative facade crumbling, her body rocking back to meet his thrusts, her round ass slapping his hips, the sound echoing in the room. "I wanna cum again."
"Now that's what I'm talkin about," he cried, in triumph.
"Oh yes," she moaned, humping back into his cock. "Yes. Fuck me. It's so big. So good."
Marcus moved to the side of the couch, his foot-long cock hard, wagging it in her face, the veins pulsing under the dark skin. "Put that mouth to work, slut," he ordered, his voice a command. She opened her mouth, taking him in, her lips stretching wide, her tongue swirling around the circumcised head, the musky scent filling her nose. The dual sensation--Marcus in her mouth, Tyrone in her pussy--drove her to the edge, her body syncing to their rhythm, her moans muffled by Marcus's girth. She came again, gagging around Marcus' cock as she tried to scream out in pleasure. I'm damned, she thought, her pastor's voice a ghost, but these orgasms might be worth eternal suffering. Her pussy clenched, hungry for more, her EE breasts slammed against the armrest with each thrust, her round ass bucking up into Tyrone's pleasure giving black cock. She stared up at Marcus' well-sculpted body thinking he must be the most masculine man she'd ever seen.
Tyrone's pace quickened, his balls smacking her thighs, the sound a rhythmic slap that filled the room. "Feel that black cock resizin' your white pussy?" he growled, his hands spreading her cheeks wider, his thumbs brushing her tight anus, the touch sending a jolt through her. "Ain't never goin' back to white dick after this." He angled deeper, hitting a spot that made her scream, another orgasm building fast, a tidal wave she couldn't stop. It crashed over her, her body convulsing, her pussy spasming around Tyrone's cock, juices flooding his shaft, dripping down her thighs. "Fuck, she's squirtin'," he said, thrusting through her climax, prolonging the tremors, her round ass jiggling, her blue eyes rolling back. "Love a squirter." His crotch was soaked, her fluids ran down the front of his thighs, dripping all over their couch.
Marcus pulled out of her mouth, his cock now rock-hard, glistening with her spit. He stepped back, grabbing her chin, forcing her to meet his eyes. "Look at you, cumming for black cock like a common whore," he said, his voice thick with satisfaction. "Say it--say you love it." He slapped his massive rod against her face.
"I... love it," she gasped, her voice hoarse, the words a betrayal of her vows, her faith, her life.
"Love what, white gurl?"
"Black cock. I love black cock," she gasped. "So big... so thick... so full. Never been... fucked so good."
John sat frozen, his hand a blur on his cock, his face twisted with arousal and despair. He'd never heard her speak like this, never seen her so alive, so lost in pleasure. His dick was starting to hurt; he was rubbing it raw. His balls ached they were so drained, four orgasms, the volume pathetic compared to just one squirt of semen from Marcus' cock.
Sweat was flying off Tyrone's head. He had slowed down, rhythmically fucking her with his entire shaft. She was starting to let out a little "oomph" each time he buried his cock. He nodded at Marcus who caught the cue and pressed his cock head against Sarah's lips. She open her mouth, moaning as the end of his cock began sliding in and out, the flared glans flickering over her uvula. Tyrone started picking up speed, fucking her faster harder. She groaned in lust around Marcus' cock.
Tyrone's thrusts grew erratic, his breath ragged, his balls tightening against her thighs. "Gonna bust a nut in this white pussy," he warned, his grip tightening, his thumbs digging into her hips, leaving faint red marks on her creamy skin, pulling her back into his thrusts.
Sarah moaned, yearning for it, for a second that sounded like a wonderful idea. Unprotected... fertile... ovulating... black cock... Reality hit her and she came to her senses, struggling, trying to push off the couch and pull away, but Marcus wasn't budging. He grabbed her head fucking her throat with half his length. NO! PULL OUT! PULL OUT!
"You want it, slut?" he grunted. "You want my black seed in your white pussy?"
NO! She raised a hand off the armrest, pushing against Marcus' thigh, but he wouldn't budge. She clenched her hand into a fist, futilely hitting it against his thigh. DON'T CUM IN ME!
"Damn, another first for me." Tyrone roared, his body tensing, and he flooded her fertile womb with his seed, the heat searing her core, each spurt a violation of her deepest fears. Her objection disappeared as another orgasm crashed over her and it put her previous orgasms to shame. Her pussy clamped down around Tyrone's cock, she could feel it bucking, spraying his fertile seed directly over her cervix, she could feel it's heat. Her pussy loved it, orgasmic contractions exploding, sucking his seed deeper, milking his cock, her orgasm lasting through four or five strong spurts of his seed. She squirted again, gagging around Marcus' cock head as she tried to scream out in joy.
Tyrone held her hips against his thighs, making sure his cum went deep. Sarah was grinding her ass into his crotch, squeezing her pussy around his shaft, coaxing every drop of virile seed out of his balls. Knocking up a prize like Sarah, his loser bosses' wife would be his greatest triumph. Finally, he thought he was done, slowly pulling out, her pussy clinging to every inch of his shaft reluctant to let it go. His cock sprang up, one last long strand of semen flying from the head of his cock leaving a line across her ass and lower back, the large wad at the end splattering down over the "Home Sweet Home" pillow, defiling it with a permanent stain.
Tyrone stepped back, his 10-inch cock still dripping with a mix of Sarah's juices and his cum, the dark brown skin glistening under the living room lights. His chest heaved, his lean muscles rippling, a sheen of sweat coating his frame. Sarah slumped forward on the couch, her body trembling, her EE breasts heaving with each ragged breath, their heavy weight pulling at her chest, her pink nipples hard and glistening with traces of cum and spit. Her wide hips quivered, her round ass flushed a deep pink from Tyrone's thrusts, the creamy skin marked with faint red prints from his hands. Her long blonde hair clung to her sweaty back, strands sticking to her flushed cheeks, her blue eyes glassy, dazed with pleasure and shame. Her shaved blonde landing strip was soaked, her pussy lips swollen and red, cum leaking from her stretched entrance, pooling on the beige cushions below, a stark contrast to the "Home Sweet Home" pillow now stained with Tyrone's seed. Keep thy marriage bed pure, she thought, her pastor's voice a faint echo--for god shall judge the adulterer--but her body hummed, her pussy throbbing, craving more despite the guilt tearing at her soul, the pleasure too great to deny.
Marcus was working the end of his cock in and out of her mouth, letting the flare of his glans slide back and forth under her lip. She kissed and nuzzled, staring lustfully up at the black giant. She leaned forward, trying to take him in her mouth again, wanting to taste his seed again. He had other ideas. Marcus stepped back, grabbing the base of his cock. He placed a beefy hand on her head and pushed her face up so she was looking at him. He smacked his hard rod against her face, her eyes flinching with every slap. "Stand up," he ordered, grabbing her upper arms and helping her get off the couch. He spun her around.
Marcus moved with purpose, his prison-honed bulk dominating the space as he sat on the couch, his 12-inch cock upright like a monument, the circumcised head a deep purple, veins pulsing under the dark black skin. "Ride me, slut," he ordered, his voice a low growl, his eyes locked on Sarah's trembling form. He patted his thick thighs, his hands scarred from years inside, his muscles flexing with raw power. Sarah hesitated, her blue eyes flicking to John, who sat frozen, his hand still wrapped around his little penis, spent and shriveled, barely two inches long, tugging frantically to bring it back to life, his face twisted with arousal and despair. He's my covenant with God, she thought, but the sight of Marcus's cock--magnificent, thick and unyielding, --drew her like a magnet, her body moving before her mind could stop it. Compared to Tyrone's ugly bloated uncut cock, Marcus' was sculpted perfection. It deserved her pussy, her worship. She felt herself falling into idolatry for it, felt the call the second she laid eyes on it. Instinct telling her that this was another cock that could give her the orgasms she was quickly becoming addicted to. He pushed it up by the base, making it rise magnificently from his crotch.
She stepped forward, her EE breasts swaying, their weight pulling at her chest, her pink nipples painfully erect, trails of sweat and cum still running down the tops of her breasts. Her round ass jiggled with each movement, her long legs trembling as she straddled Marcus, her creamy thighs spreading wide, her shaved blonde landing strip glistening, her pussy lips parting to reveal the slick, pink entrance within, Tyrone's semen trickling from it. She hovered above his cock, the head brushing her folds, the contact sending a shiver through her. "Please... go slow," she whispered, her voice soft, her blue eyes wide with fear and anticipation, her hands resting on his broad, black chest, her fingers tracing the hard ridges of his pecs, the contrast of her pale skin against his dark flesh igniting a spark in her core. It was exciting, erotic to see her white hands against his black chest.
"Put it where it belongs, slut."
She shuddered with desire, confused why his belittling of her made her want him even more. She braced herself against his chest and reached down, gripping his cock just under the head, she poised it against the entrance to her vagina... her white pussy, so different from trying to guide John's limp little penis inside her.
Marcus grinned, his hands gripping her hips, his thumbs digging into her creamy flesh, spreading her cheeks slightly. "You're gonna take every inch, Sarah," he said, his voice thick with satisfaction. He pulled her down, the thick head splitting her open, the stretch deeper and more intense than Tyrone's, her pussy walls straining to accommodate the girth of his apple-sized cock head as it began to push deeper than Tyrone's had been.
She gasped, "Oh, Lord, it's too big," her voice raw, her body shaking, her huge titties bouncing with the motion. The circumcised head rubbed her walls, the veins adding texture, each inch filling her beyond her limits, a bulge visible in her toned stomach as he bottomed out, his balls pressing against her ass. The sensation was overwhelming, a mix of pain and pleasure that lit her nerves on fire, her pussy clenching around him. She came hard, her pussy milking his shaft, wanting his seed, her arousal spraying his balls and soaking the edge of the couch. Sarah collapsed forward, her head pressed against his, breasts mashed into his chest, gasping for air.
"Damn gurl, you is a squirter."
"Feels good don't it," said Tyrone, coming out of the kitchen with a fresh beer in his hand. His fat cock swinging from thigh to thigh as he stared at Sarah sitting in Marcus' lap.
Marcus turned his head, his nose pressing against hers, he pressed his lips against hers, kissing her.
Sarah kissed him back, her lips soft against his broad, rough ones, her tongue tentative at first, then bolder, tasting the beer and smoke on his breath. She moaned, grinding her crotch into the base of his cock as their tongues dueled in his mouth. He grabbed her ribs and pushed her back, lowering his lips to the tops of her breasts. Her huge tits pressed against his face, his lips sucking her pink nipples, his teeth grazing them, sending jolts to her core. Her hands roamed his chest, her nails digging into his black skin, aroused by the stark contrast, the hardness of his prison-forged muscles under her fingers. He's so strong, so different, a real man, she thought, her hips grinding instinctively, her pussy adjusting to his size, accepting him, belonging to him, the bulge in her stomach shifting with each movement.
"Better than John's skinny white dick?" Marcus growled, thrusting up, his hands gripping her ass, spreading her cheeks wider, his index finger brushed her tight anus, the touch sending a shiver through her. His cock hit deep, sparking pain and pleasure, her pussy stretching to its limits, the veins rubbing her walls, igniting sparks with each stroke.
"So much better," she panted, riding him hard, her hips grinding, her pussy clenching his shaft, her juices dripping down his balls. "I only want black cock now." Her voice rose, her words shocking John, a groan of despair escaping his lips. He'd never heard her speak like this, never seen her so alive, so lost in pleasure. Her EE breasts bounced wildly, their weight pulling at her chest, her pink nipples brushing his chest, her long legs trembling as she rode him, her round ass slapping his thighs, the sound echoing in the room.
"Get off," he suddenly ordered.
"No," she squealed, slamming down and grinding her crotch into the root of his shaft.
"Get off." Marcus slapped her ass hard. He grabbed under her thighs and raised her off his cock.
"Please," she begged, trying to squat down over his shaft until his cock cleared her pussy and fell on his stomach with a wet slap.
"Turn around."
Sarah turned around. He raised his cock up, helping her guide it back in as she backed up into his lap, moaning as she was penetrated again. She found herself staring at John, He was staring back, his hand gripped the armrests of his chair. His tiny penis was erect, the hardest she'd seen it in a long time. It was also bright red and twitching, covered in sticky slimy semen. Beside his recliner, the TV was still playing the porn, the blonde was sitting in the black man's lap, reverse like Sarah was, leaning forward and pushing off his thighs, the second man's cock in her mouth.
"Hey bossman," said Marcus, reaching around to cover Sarah's pale tit flesh with his large black hands. He squeezed, her nipples pushing out between his fingers. "Your wife's got a great pussy."
John sat frozen. He looked anguished, but his five-inch red cock twitched.
"I ain't never had white pussy this good," Marcus continued. "I'm gonna come over and fuck you whenever I want, slut."
"Oh god," she moaned. "Fuck me. Fuck me, Marcus," she cried, feeling her orgasm building. "Whenever you want."
"Bossman, you gonna let me leave work early to come fuck your wife?"
"No," said John, groaning. His penis twitching like crazy.
"Yes," said Sarah, sinking down on Marcus' shaft.
"See your man's little dick?" Marcus taunted. "Compare it to mine."
Sarah stared, her blue eyes dazed, John's skinny penis a faint shadow of Marcus's 12-incher. "Yours is... so big, you fill me up so good," she said, her voice soft, almost reverent.
"Who owns this pussy?"
"YOU MARCUS!" She screamed as the black man grabbed her hips raising her up and down his cock. He held her down, feeling her pussy walls pulse and clench around every inch of his shaft as she squirted again. These feelings, they were too intense, too good. Sarah didn't think she could live without them. She'd need to cum again. "I'm your... slut," she gasped staring at Tyrone approaching, He was tugging on the end of his cock, trying to make it hard again and it was swelling. "I'll be both of yours slut," she said, staring hungrily at Tyrone's cock.
"Black power, baby," laughed Tyrone, stepping in front of John's wife and slapping his thick hog of a cock in her face. "White boys don't measure up John, on the mat or in the sack. Tell him, Sarah?"
"White men don't measure up," she repeated. The words cut John deeper than any blade, his hand slowing, his face twisting with shame, but his cock throbbed, jerked twice. Out of the corner of her eye, she saw a thin strand of semen fly from the tip. John groaned as if cumming was painful, his angry red penis bobbing and dribbling more semen.              
She caught a glimpse of the TV, the one black man was cumming all over the blondes face. The second black man's cock was sticking up between her thighs, her tits and stomach already dripping with semen. "Your just like the men in the movie," she repeated, turning her attention to Tyrone's cock and wrapping her lips around the head.
"And your just like the woman," he told her, holding her blonde head and thrusting his cock in and out of her mouth.
Marcus grinned, slapping her ass, the sound a sharp crack, the creamy skin jiggling. "Fuck yeah," he said, his voice thick with triumph. "Another white pussy turned out for the black man."
Sarah moaned in lust. She leaned forward her lips pushing down Tyrone's shaft, her mouth opening wide around his girth. She spread her legs, grinding her newly resized pussy back into Marcus, her ass outthrust and pushing against his abs.



Marcus leaned back, grabbing her pale blemish free rear end. He spread her cheeks, thumb touching her anus. He pushed down on her rosebud, her sphincter slowly opening.
"Mmmpph!" she grunted, eyebrows shooting up in surprise. She struggled to tell him to stop playing with her anus, but Tyrone had half his shaft down her throat and, Marcus' large finger was slowly disappearing into her ass. "Mmmpph!" She struggled, humping Marcus cock and pushing into the finger. "Mmmmm," she said, relaxing. Not only was his finger starting to feel good, but she could feel the pressure in her womb growing again.
Marcus slammed into her, his cock hitting her cervix, the sharp pain blending with pleasure, her moans rising to muffled screams. "Beg for my seed, slut," he said, his voice a command, his hands squeezing her ass, leaving faint red marks as he thrust his thumb in and out of her anus.
Tyrone stepped back, rubbing his cock along her face, covering her cheeks in slimy trails. "Answer him."
"Cum in my white pussy," she begged, lost in the race play, her body trembling, her blue eyes wild with lust. The orgasm burst from her womb. "Fill me with your black seed!" The words poured out, a betrayal of her vows, her faith, her life, but she meant them, her pussy throbbing, her orgasms building, each one stronger than the last.
"Take my nut, slut!" Marcus roared, his body tensing, and he came, his hot load flooding her womb, each spurt searing her core, triggering another massive orgasm. She screamed, her body convulsing, her pussy milking him dry, her EE breasts shaking, her round ass quivering, her vision blurring as she sank down on him, leaning back against his hard chest as she gasped for breath.
His cock plugged her good, but there was still so much semen it rolled out over his massive testicles, to pool on the edge of the couch, slowly soaking in to the cushion.
Tyrone shoved the coffee table aside, the old Bible tumbling to the floor with a heavy thud, its cracked leather cover splaying open. Sarah's sacred relic, god's word, her family's history--exposed and vulnerable. Sarah moaned, her body aching, she leaned contentedly against Marcus, wishing she could keep his cock in her forever, but Tyrone had other ideas.
The black man leaned over her, his thick ten-inch brown cock bobbing before him. He grabbed her wrists and pulled her to her feet. She groaned as Marcus' spent shaft fell from her pussy, followed by a torrent of his semen.
Tyrone lay back on the carpet, holding his ten-inch cock up. "Ride me, slut," he ordered, stroking himself, his hands scarred and strong, his dark black skin gleaming with sweat. Sarah straddled him, her big tits bouncing, her round ass thrust out, her long legs trembling as she squatted down, her creamy thighs spreading wide, her pussy lips parting to reveal the slick, pink entrance within, Marcus' semen dripping down on Tyrone's shaft. She lowered herself, gasping as his cock split her open again, the stretch familiar but no less intense, her pussy walls clenching around him, the bulge reappearing in her toned stomach. Her moans echoed, her hands resting on his broad chest, her fingers digging into his black skin, the contrast fueling her arousal, her blue eyes wild with lust as she sank down into his lap.
Sarah rode his shaft, bouncing in his lap, moaning and leaning over him. Tyrone raised his hands and squeezed her breasts. "Love these pale white titties," he said, pinching and tugging her nipples.
"Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!" she screamed, humping his cock and cumming all over his shaft.
"Cum all over than black cock, white girl," he said, delightedly, squeezing her nipples even tighter.
"Oh god," she moaned, "It's so good." She laid down on Tyrone, her soft white body pressing against his hard muscular chest. Tyrone moved his hands down her back, squeezing and spreading her ass cheeks. Sarah kissed his chest. She was running out of energy, but she managed to push herself up, her eyes falling on the family bible, laying open on her carpet beside Tyrone. Her eyes scanned the pages.
And there came two angels to Sodom... The men of Sodom, both old and young... Men came in to thee this night... that we may "know" them.
Sarah leaned over and flipped the pages, leaving the cover open, her families genealogy, her wedding to John, the last entry, the spaces beneath blank, left for her children. She sat back up just as Marcus' cock flopped down on the small of her back. Her eyes widened with surprise, trying to glance behind her, but falling on the TV. A blonde was riding a black man on the bed, the other black man behind her, his cock in her...
"NO!" she hissed. Marcus' cock slid down her back, laying on the crack of her ass. The head continued to slide down as Tyrone dug his fingers into her pale ass cheeks and spread them wider. "No--not there," she gasped, her voice shaking, her blue eyes wide with panic, her body tensing, her EE breasts heaving as she gasped in fear, her round ass clenching instinctively. The bible had been trying to warn her, the Sodomites wanted to know her! "Sodomy!" she cried. Her pastor's sermons flooding her mind--sodomy is an abomination, a defilement of the body-- Her final defilement in a night of defilement, but Marcus teased her hole, circling slow with a spit-slicked finger, the sensation strange and intrusive. "It's too big!" She struggled, trying to pull forward, but she was trapped between the two men. "John!" she pleaded, but her husband was worthless. He sat shrunken into his chair, staring at her slack jawed, his penis limp and tiny laying over his equally small testicles.
"Relax, baby," Tyrone said, his voice low and soothing, his hand stroking her lower back, his fingers tracing the curve of her spine. Marcus eased in, the burn fierce as her virgin ass resisted, the tight ring of muscle stretching under the pressure. Sarah whimpered, her body trembling, her heavy tits pressing against Tyrone's chest, her blue eyes watering, tears streaking her flushed face. The pain was sharp, a fire that made her gasp, but Marcus persisted, inching deeper, the flare of his glands sliding back as his cock head stretched her passage, the texture adding a layer of sensation that morphed the pain into a strange indescribable pleasure. Dear god, it's too much, she thought, her mind reeling, but her body yielded, her ass relaxing, her pussy pulsing around Tyrone's cock, the bulge pushing hard against Marcus' bulge in her ass, the dual fullness overwhelming. She gasped for breath.
They thrust in sync--Tyrone deep in her pussy, his hands gripping her ass, holding her spread open for Marcus, the sensation shooting to her core; Marcus claiming her ass, his hips grinding, each stroke stretching her further, his hands on her hips trying to pull her back into his cock. They switched, one thrusting while the other pulled out. The transition was so smooth, practiced, so skilled, she felt they'd done this before.
The double penetration began to have an effect on her. The sensations were overwhelming, coming from everywhere. Tyrone was squeezing one breast, sucking and flicking his tongue over her bulging nipple. His fingers squeezing and pinching her other nipple. His cock was thrusting in and out, threatening to spray another load of his black seed into her fertile womb. Her ass expanded and contracted around Marcus' cock, filling her with shame that it felt so good, the pleasure in her ass somehow enhancing the pleasure she was receiving in her pussy. The pressure in her womb began growing, spreading out, like an expanding balloon prepared to burst. "No," she gasped, tears rolling down her cheeks. "Please, I can't..."
"Can't what?" Tyrone asked letting his tongue flicker over her nipple.
"Cum... I can't CUM!" she screamed. "Not from sodomy."
Marcus took a hand off her waist and slapped her ass. "Shut up and cum, slut. I can feel your ass squeezing my cock." He slapped her ass again, the sting adding another pleasurable sensation to all the other sensations.
"Cum like a whore, Sarah," added Tyrone. "Do it, slut. Let me feel that white pussy cum all over my black cock before I bust another nut up in there and knock you up." He grinned evilly, sucking hard on her nipple.
"Mmmnh... ah--ahh... Nooo--uhnnh!--shhlk... fuck... aahh-- fuck yes--hnnn... mmm... yes, yes, yes, YES... UHNNH!." She threw her head back and screamed as she came hard all over Tyrone's cock. It was her biggest yet, powerful, overwhelming... and yet? Tyrone thrust deep, his cock pressing hard on her cervix, his seed erupting in a powerful spray and suddenly Sarah was cumming even harder, like he was giving her an orgasm on top of an orgasm. She whimpered, babbling incoherently. Marcus' cock pushed deep, fighting the tight confines of her ass as his seed began to fill her bowels. Her orgasm kept going. Marcus thrust several more times before slowly withdrawing his cock. She whimpered a complaint, wanting him back in her ass. Semen splattering down on the back of her head and splattering down her back. One large wad descended with a splat on the inside of her treasured family bible, leaving a large wet stain on her genealogy. It should have horrified her, but she was too spent to care. She collapsed on top of Tyrone, his cock still twitching inside her, filling her with more semen, each blast giving her a small orgasm that felt like a series of firecrackers going off in her womb.
Sarah rested her head on Tyrone's chest, cheek on his hard chest, her eyes staring on focused on the TV.
Black Cocks, White Sluts.
The credits rolled and then there was nothing but snow on the screen.
Tyrone rolled her off him, she fell on her side against the couch as he stood. She smiled, struggling to pull herself on the couch. She managed, sinking back into the cushions, exhausted, but she'd never felt more alive. Cum was pouring from her ass and pussy, soaking and staining the couch. She grabbed her grandmother's Home Sweet Home pillow and wedged it between her thighs to soak up all the semen.
The black men dressed, smug, satisfied expressions on their faces. "Looks like you do know how to throw a party, bossman," said Tyrone, pulling his shirt over his head. "Thanks for letting me knock your wife up."
"Go," said John, hoarsely.
"Nigga, it was me knocked the bitch up." Marcus looked indignant.
"Fuck you, bro, I got there first."
"My swimmers are faster."
"I shot two loads up in there." He placed his hand on the larger man's chest and pushed. Marcus didn't budge.
Sarah smiled happily, her hand slid down to her abdomen, covering her womb. She pictured John's little penis, red and raw, Tyrone's girthy bloated unclean brown cock, and Marcus' perfect ebony shaft. She pictured herself sitting in Marcus' lap, grinding into his shaft, letting her small right hands run over the ridges of his dark black muscles. "Marcus," she muttered.
"Looks like the bitch made her choice," said Marcus, smugly.
Tyrone snorted. "Let's have another party next week. I'll bring my camcorder so we can make our own movie. Bossman can film us. Keep the tape so Sarah can study up. Put that porn star body to good use."
"I'll be back sooner," said Marcus. "That white pussy too good to wait a week on."
"So's your big black cock," she replied stretching, luxuriously.
Marcus' large nostrils flared like a bull as he stared at the nude woman like he was ready to fuck her again. He turned and glared at John as the broken husband fumbled to pull his pants up. "Don't forget the fifty you owe me." He turned and walked out the door.
"See ya at work bossman," said Tyrone. "And happy anniversary. Enjoy your romantic evening."
He closed the door behind him.
"Assholes," John muttered. He got up and stumbled towards his wife. "Come on Sarah, let's get you cleaned up."
"Mmm, let me sleep here."
"It's 3:00am and you have church in the morning." His foot hit the bible, his eyes falling on the cum stain, slowly sinking into the leather of the inside cover, staining the spot where he's hoped to write the name of his son, John Jr, or would it be Marcus Jr. or Tyrone Jr? The semen was spreading out creating a permanent dark stain, coating their marriage date seven years ago. His wife would be mortified.
"I think I'll skip church."
John was stunned. He looked up and stared at his wife. She'd barely ever let him see her naked and here she was sprawled out nude on their couch. Her thighs were wet with globs of semen, her blonde pubic strip matted and sticky. Flakes of dried cum freckled her tits, chest and chin. Her hair was sweaty and matted. Yet, she'd never looked more beautiful, she was radiant, glowing, and she was smiling. Her smile made her look more beautiful than ever and it took John's breath away as he stuttered, "Skip church?"
"Yes, I have a movie to watch," she replied, stretching, her contented smile widening and she was even more lovely.
Her resting bitch face was gone, perhaps forever.
THE END
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Pamela's breath hitched as Michael's lips grazed her nipple, his tongue licking around the hardening nub, sending a shiver down her spine. The old inn's weathered mahogany four-poster bed creaked beneath them. The early morning light spilled through the lace-curtained window, casting shadows across her flushed skin accompanied by a cool salt-tinged breeze. She felt the familiar ache between her thighs, a yearning that threatened her vow of celibacy. "Only one more day, stud," she purred, her voice a mix of seduction and restraint, as she pushed him back with a playful smile. "Then I'm all yours."
Michael growled with lust as he stared at his sexy fiance. She was wearing only low hanging pajama bottoms, her torso topless, flat belly undulating as she gasped as aroused as he was. Her nipples were hard, the one he'd licked more swollen and glistening with his saliva. He'd just been about to slide his hand under her pajamas when she'd pushed him back. This was the furthest he'd gotten with her, only the second time he'd seen her big perfect titties and the first was when he'd spied on her taking a shower. Mostly, they'd just felt each other up through their clothing. He knew she wanted it, but had to admit her willpower was impressive.
Michael had been perfectly happy playing the field with bar hookups and nursing students. He had no intention of settling down this early until his parents showed him a picture of Pamela Beauregard. Pamela was stunningly beautiful with long blonde hair and bright innocent blue eyes. The beautiful girl next door face was nothing compared to her body. She looked like a porn star had gotten lost on her way to bible study. He knew right then and there that he wanted to possess her before someone else did. Discovering she was borderline virginal was disappointing and thrilling when he quickly realized he could train her into being his personal sex toy. Their children were going to be gorgeous, but they planned on waiting until he finished his internship at the hospital before starting a family. Her degree in economics had gotten her an interview with Goldman Sachs so the plan was career first, family later. Plus, he didn't want to ruin that body quite yet. He was going to have to wear a condom until she started on birth control, but he was looking forward to the day he could take her bareback.
Pamela, a Southern belle with a Princeton degree, was no stranger to discipline. Raised in Atlanta's elite circles, she'd navigated exclusive private schools with a sharp mind and sharper wit. Her fourth-place finish at Princeton was a point of pride, though it came with scars. At 19, she'd fallen for a predatory Professor, a silver-haired scholar who'd seduced her with promises of love. His clumsy, condom-clad thrusts had left her sore and disillusioned, her virginity a sacrifice to a man who'd betrayed her with another student while telling her it was just sex. That heartbreak fueled her vow: no sex until marriage, only with a man who truly loved her enough to marry her.
Michael Winfield Scott, a dashing med student and descendant of the famous general, was that man--or so she believed. Their parents had orchestrated their meeting eight months ago, a calculated pairing of old Southern bloodlines. Pamela had resisted at first, still raw from her professor's betrayal, but Michael's charm won her over. His boyish grin and quick humor masked an ambition to outshine his family's legacy, though his arrogance sometimes grated. As he stood now, his erection straining against his briefs, Pamela saw both the man she loved and the frat boy hot to get in her pants. "Come on, Pams," he groaned, "you can't leave me like this." He stared hungrily at her body, a hint of lacy pink panties showing above her pajamas.
Her lips curled into a mischievous smirk. "Wait here." She darted down the deserted hall to the bathroom; the inn's hardwood floors cool against her bare feet. The hall was empty yet she felt like she was being watched, the eyes on the old portraits lining the hall walls followed her watching the jiggle of her large bare breasts.
Michael smiled and pushed his briefs down, his six-inch prick bobbing before him rock hard in anticipation. He looked up above the bed at the old photograph of General Scott, his 5th great grandfather. The old general had supposedly slept here once at the old inn near Savannah. Michael was proud of his heritage, Pamela was more critical. Princeton had liberalized her a little and the General had been in charge of the forced removal of the Cherokee, not to mention a slave owner. She wasn't a direct descendant, but connected to P. G. T. Beauregard, the general that had bombed Fort Sumter also a slave owner as were a lot of her ancestors. Lefty Princeton had her half convinced she owed reparations for slavery.
The photograph showed General Scott in his later years, civil war era, still in military uniform but old and pushing 300 pounds white sideburns running down his pudgy cheeks. His gaze was serious and stern. Ironically, Beauregard had served under Scott in the Mexican-American war and tomorrow night the old general was going to watch another Beauregard serve under a Scott. He heard Pamela's footsteps in the hall and Michael winked at the old man hoping he was about to watch his descendant get his dick sucked from a gorgeous blonde.
Pamela returned with a jar of Vaseline and knelt before him. She stared intently at his bobbing dick, her expression a mix of curiosity and fascination. He sighed when he saw the Vaseline, knowing he wasn't getting a blow job. Michael's eyes widened as she stroked his six-inch prick, slick with Vaseline. She'd never studied a man so closely--Professor Langston's paunch had obscured his smaller member. Michael's penis was thicker, pulsing under her touch, and she felt a flicker of pride as he moaned. His fantasies raced: he'd bedded plenty of women, but Pamela's near-virginal body was a prize he'd mold to his desires. Her hand job, though not the blowjob he craved, was a step toward breaking her in. He didn't last long, his dick twitching and squirting out a teaspoon's worth of semen on her hand. He raised his head, winking at his ancestor again. Pamela wrinkled her nose in distaste as she examined the sticky mess on her hand. She'd better get used to it because Michael planned on cumming all over that hot body. She rose, holding her hand up and quickly left the bedroom for the bathroom to wash up.
Michael walked across the hall to his room, dropped his underwear and wiped the vaseline of his spent dick with some tissues. He pulled on swimming trunks and grabbed a beach towel before walking down the hall, yelling through the bathroom door, "I'll meet you on the beach!" before heading out.
**********
Pamela slipped into her leopard-skin bikini, the cups barely containing her full breasts, the thong exposing her firm ass. The skimpy suit had garnered her a lot of male attention sunbathing in Mathey Courtyard on campus including her Econ professor, the memory making her frown briefly. The suite's full-length mirror reflected a wilder version of herself, a "Queen of the Jungle" ready to prowl. Her smile came back as she examined her sculpted physique, at 23 she was at peak perfection and she planned on staying this way as long as possible. ""Rrraaaowwwrrr!"" she growled, tossing a towel over her shoulder, her smile returning. The professor was behind her and a lifetime with Michael ahead. The inn, a relic of Georgia's Colonial past, loomed around her, its creaky staircase and hall lined with paintings showing unsmiling, serious looking people. She descended, the ocean's rhythm echoing through open windows. The inn's staff were returning, setting the place up for the wedding. She smiled and greeted a few noticing the impressed stares of the male staff. She wasn't paying attention as she rounded the corner toward the beach exit.
Pamela collided with a solid frame, nearly tumbling. Strong hands steadied her, warm against her bare shoulders, her breasts pressing into a hard chest. She looked up, her breath catching at the sight of a tall, broad-shouldered black man with a smug smile, his dark eyes glinting like a predator's. He slowly pushed her back, eyes boldly sweeping down her nearly nude figure, widening with appreciation. "Easy there, leopard queen," he said, his voice low and teasing, nodding at her bikini's wild print. "Didn't mean to startle you."
"Let go of me," she muttered with fear.
The black giant released her arms. "Didn't want you to fall," he explained, still boldly examining her body, his eyes finally resting on her heavy breasts.
Pamela's cheeks flushed, her confidence wavering under his gaze, her nipples were pushing out, creating tents in her tight bikini top. His flat lips curled up as he watched them grow. She crossed her arms across her chest to cover her embarrassment. The black giant looked like an over-muscled street thug. He was bald with African features, broad lips and a flat ugly nose with big nostrils, dark black skin, well-defined muscles visible through his tight white tee-shirt, sweaty; the humidity making the tee cling to his muscular frame. She wondered what he was doing in their private inn, her mind quickly going to nefarious purposes like robbing her or worse. She glanced past him and saw another black man carrying a box filled with liquor bottles, equally well-built though leaner, a flat top, friendlier looking with an amused grin at her obvious distress also examining her body. The inn's dim lighting cast shadows across their chiseled features, and she felt a flicker of curiosity beneath her unease. She'd rarely met men who carried themselves with such effortless confidence, and their presence made her hyper-aware of her revealing attire when normally she enjoyed showing off her figure. Both men were staring hard, not hiding the fact that they were looking up and down her body, admiring her hard well-rounded rear, V-shaped torso, fit stomach, and EE-cup bosom whose nipples were now achingly hard hidden behind her crossed arms. "I-I'm fine," she stammered, taking another step back. "Just... watch where you're going." Her voice held more bravado than she felt as she brushed past, turning her body to squeeze between them, her heart racing with a mix of indignation and shame at the direction her thoughts had taken. Princeton had taught her to me more accepting of other races and cultures, but apparently not as much as she had thought. She opened the sliding glass door, turning to shut it and catching them staring at her rear end. She turned away, feeling their eyes still on her ass cheeks as she headed over the dunes to the beach access and her waiting fiancé.
Mark, the taller man at 6 '6", snorted, flat nostrils flaring like a bull's, his eyes tracking her swaying hips and the flexing of each firm pale ass cheek split by the thong as she trudged through the sand. A former college linebacker turned bartender, he'd left football after a knee injury, now funding his business degree with gigs at a male strip club in Atlanta. He was the stereotype of the angry black man, but his arrogant masculinity and physical endowments made him a favorite among patrons. Will, at 6'3", was his foil--fun-loving, quick to laugh, laid-back, with a musician's soul. A guitarist who'd once toured with a jazz band, Will now between gigs, tended bar and stripped with Mark. Their shared love of weightlifting and easy camaraderie had led to countless conquests, preferably with married white women drawn to their physiques and ready to pay extra to see what was hiding under their bulging jockstraps.
"Damn, that snow bunny is stacked," Mark said, his tongue practically hanging out as Pamela marched down the beach.
Will grinned. "You wanna fuck her?"
"Hell yeah," Mark replied, his cock stirring at the memory of her soft white tits mashed against his chest. "You in?"
Will snorted. "Good luck hitting that, she's the bride. That's her fiancé out there." He nodded toward Pamela, talking to her fiancé and pointing at the black men. Michael turned, trudging through the sand back towards the inn.
Michael burst into the dining room, the inn's chandelier swaying slightly from the force of the slammed door. Pamela had been visibly shaken, recounting her encounter with the two Black men, touching her a little too long, their bold gazes, and his anger surged. He paused halfway through the dining area when he saw exactly how big the two men were. Standing at 5'11", he knew he was no physical match for the imposing figures before him, but his ego--nurtured by a lifetime of privilege--propelled him forward. "Which one of you touched my fiancée?" he demanded, his voice sharp, though it wavered as he registered their towering presence.
Mark met his gaze steadily, his expression devoid of deference. "Chill dude, she bumped into me," he said flatly. "I'm fine though, so no worries." The black man's lips curled up slightly, mockingly, but his eyes narrowed.
"Dude?" Michael snorted. "Address me as sir or Mr. Scott. What are you two doing here, this is a private function?" Michael pressed, attempting to reassert control, his tone laced with authority though his heart was pounding with fear. He also realized he was creating a scene.
"We're getting the bar set up for tomorrow," Will replied, his voice calm and direct, offering no pretense of submission.
Michael's lip curled with disdain. "You're the bartenders? I should fire you both." He noticed their eyes harden, the bald giant's muscles tensed. The second black man grinned like he had the nerve to find this amusing.
"Fine, we'll just take everything back to our van," said the smiling man, turning back towards the door.
Panic seized Michael as he calculated the impossibility of replacing them a day before the wedding. "Let's not be hasty" he called out, his voice unsteady. "Just don't behave above your station and we're good."
"You mean don't get uppity," growled Mark.
"Yes," said Michael, nodding before quickly backtracking. "I mean no, that's not what I'm saying. Just do the job you were hired to do and keep your hands off my fiancé."
"Of course," said Will, adding, "Sir."
"Yeah, sure," said Mark.
Michael waited a few seconds for the black giant to show him respect, decided it wasn't coming and finally said, "Go finish your work." He nodded and turned back to the door.
Mark and Will exchanged a glance, their amusement barely concealed as Michael retreated to join Pamela on the beach. Once he was out of earshot, Mark chuckled darkly. "White boy couldn't backpedal fast enough," he remarked. "No doubt telling his fiancée about how he put us in our places."
Will nodded toward the beach, where Pamela twirled in her bikini for Michael. "What does that hot bitch see in that asshole?"
"Never had no dark meat," said the bigger black man. Mark's gaze lingered on her. "I'm still gonna fuck her. Turn out that white pussy for the black man."
"How?" Will asked, skeptical.
Mark grinned. "Remember Tijuana?"
"How could I forget?"
"I got some knock-out drops."
Will frowned. "That's rape, man."
"Not for her, no fun fuckin em' limp," Mark said, leaning in. "For him." He nodded down towards the beach, the happy couple now standing thigh deep in the water, embracing and kissing.
**********
The inn buzzed with wedding guests, the deck overlooking the Atlantic alive with laughter and clinking glasses. The ocean's roar mingled with the band's sultry notes, the inn's weathered beams groaning under the weight of celebration. Mark manned the indoor bar, wearing a white shirt and black bow tie, while Will served drinks outside on the deck, his easy smile drawing more tips than Mark.
People were talking about what a handsome couple, the bride and groom were, when Will overheard someone say that the newlyweds had the big old inn all to themselves this evening. The guests were all booked at a nearby hotel. His ears perked up at that, and the first chance he got he ran inside to tell Mark. Mark had heard the news already, and said "That's perfect, we'll sneak back after everyone's gone and if we get caught, we'll just say we were picking up some of our things."
"Ladies and gentleman, may I present Mr. and Mrs. Michael Winfield Scott."
The couple came in after a photo session with the ocean in the background. Guests gushed over the "handsome couple," but Mark's eyes were on Pamela, stunning in her white gown, its plunging neckline teasing her impressive cleavage. She was beaming and beautiful.
Pamela felt like a princess, hanging on the arm of her handsome prince. She'd noticed Mark's gaze, intense and unapologetic, apparently, he hadn't learned his lesson after Michael put him in his place. The second black man was checking her out, less predatory, but staring a lot. They were definitely acting above their station. On top of that, Rebecca, one of her bridesmaids was constantly getting drinks from the friendlier of the two black men. It looked like she was throwing herself at the man and he was flirting back. Rebecca had a proper boyfriend who wasn't here, but there'd been a rumor she'd hooked up with a black guy once though she denied it. Pamela would have to send the other bridesmaids in to stop her from embarrassing herself.
Five groomsmen dragged Michael up to Will's bar, the six friends throwing back a shot and then another. "Enough," said the groom, starting to feel dizzy. His bros laughed. He couldn't afford to get too drunk tonight. He leaned in and slipped Will a bill. "Keep my wife's wine glass full," he told the black man with a wink.
"Of course, Mr. Scott," said Will. He poured six more shots, the men assuming one other had ordered it.
Michael threw back the shot, shaking his head to clear it. "Seriously, no more," he said, smiling when he noticed Will placing a glass of wine on a tray and setting off to find Pamela.
Michael rejoined Pamela just as she finished her glass, Will instantly arriving to replace it. She noticed. "Trying to get me drunk, Mr. Scott?" she teased, kissing him. "I'm pretty sure you're getting laid tonight." He laughed, but his own head spun--he'd overdone it. He set his beer down and headed over to the bar to get a bottle of water. His frat bros cornered him and made him throw back another shot, a childish game to get the groom drunk. He'd need to avoid being cornered by them the rest of the evening and just stay by his bride's side.
Will informed Mark that the plan was in jeopardy because the groom wasn't drinking anymore, he also filled his buddy in on the conversations he had overheard. "Get this, the redheaded bridesmaid's got the black itch bad. She was trying to get me to go to her room at the motel before her friends dragged her away. She was tellin' me the bride and groom ain't had sex yet."
"What?"
"Some bad relationship in the bride's past. She held out on him."
"Dayumn," said Mark, slowly. "I thought the white boy wasn't hittin' it right, but he wasn't hittin' it at all. What a pussy. Bitch would have been chokin' on my cock the first date before beggin' me to fuck her." Mark stared off into space. "I'm gonna break that pale princess in on her wedding night," he muttered.
Will saw the giant tent forming under Mark's trousers. "Mark, white boy quit drinking. Plan's shot. I'm gonna give the redhead a call before I lose my chance."
"Just text her a picture of your cock, bro. You can fuck her whenever you want. Tonight we're turning out another white bitch for the black man on her wedding night." He smiled an evil grin.
Will didn't want to pass up on a sure thing, but he knew the look on Mark's face. Will just liked to fuck white women, but Mark was obsessed with taking them from their white boyfriends and husbands and Mark wouldn't be able to pass on a chance like this. "What are you thinking?"



"There's still a chance," Mark reminded him.
At the champagne toast, Mark approached with two glasses, bowing slightly to Pamela. "For Mr. and Mrs. Scott," he said, the first deference he'd shown to Michael all night, his voice smooth as velvet. She blushed, taking the glass, unaware of the drops he'd slipped into Michael's. Michael barely noticed the bitter taste, lost in fantasies of breaking in his bride. He'd waited almost a year, cheating twice out of frustration and because he could get away with it, and tonight, she'd pay for every denied moment. Let her training begin. He took another sip and then tossed the drink back.
Their guests applauded.
**********
As the guests departed, the inn fell silent but its walls creaked and the sound of distant waves crashing on the beach could be heard. Michael pecked at some of the leftover food as Pamela hugged her parents goodbye. The caterers were returning in the morning to clean up everything so that the couple might get something to eat if they got hungry later on. Michael was a lot drunker than he had planned on and he stifled a yawn. He hoped some food in his stomach might sober him up. This past week had really worn him out.
Pamela waved to her parents and shut the door with a sigh. "Finally, we're alone" she said as she walked into her husband's arms. She felt his penis harden in his pants and playfully gave it a little squeeze. He groaned, bending over to kiss her, reaching down to squeeze her firm well-rounded rear end. She moaned with the passion of their embrace. "Let's go upstairs. I have a surprise."
They held hands as they ascended the stairwell past the creepy old portraits of previous owners, all stern looking and unsmiling. By the time they reached the top, Michael was staggering, leaning against her. She wrapped her arm around him, helping him along, silently cursing his groomsmen for getting him drunk on his wedding night.
They arrived in the honeymoon suite. Michael was swaying, fumbling with his bow tie and Pamela decided to help him with it. She loosened the tie and moved her hands down his white shirt, unbuttoning as she went.
Pamela felt her arousal growing as she finished with the shirt. Waiting had been her decision, but it hadn't been easy on her. She wanted it just as bad as Michael and was eagerly ready to make up for lost time. He took his shirt off, his chest was fit and lean, a paunch forming. Michael staggered undoing his belt. She reached out to catch him. "Sorry, I've been drunk plenty of times, but this feels different," he mumbled an apology.
"Hang in there, my love. Don't make me wait another day. Get a condom ready," she said in excitement. "I'll be right back. I have a surprise for you." Pamela lifted her long gown and ran across the hall to the room Michael had stayed in last night. She stood before the mirror and unzipped the back of her wedding dress. She struggled out of the dress and looked at herself in her sexy bridal set in the mirror. She wore a small lacy white bra that pushed her large breasts up and revealed the tops of her half dollar sized nipples. Just under her navel she wore a white garter belt that supported her white nylons. Her panties were sheer and revealed her well-trimmed blonde bush. She ran a hand down her belly and into her panties, she was already wet with anticipation. Clad only in her lingerie and heels, she walked back to the honeymoon suite.
**********
Mark and Will jogged silently down the beach. They had left the inn, parked their van around the next block and hurried back down the beach. The paused on the beach access, heat lightening illuminating the dark old inn with occasional flashes. In the distance thunder rumbled. The only light on in the old inn was upstairs in the bride and groom's room. Music echoed down the beach from the brightly lit hotel a mile away where most of the wedding guests were staying, apparently continuing the celebration.
The two large black men were mostly invisible in the darkness. They changed from their tuxedos to black tee-shirts and pants. They snuck up onto the deck and entered through the large sliding glass door, which Will had made sure was unlocked earlier. Mark had a flashlight and he shined it before them, the light casting eerie shadows across antique portraits, as they crept through the dining area towards the stairs up to the rooms. The floorboards creaking like whispers of warning, making them freeze and listen for noises from upstairs.
**********
Pamela walked down the dark hall to their room. She opened the door and posed. "See anything you like," she purred. He didn't respond. Michael had stripped to his briefs and was lying on the bed, his eyes closed, his lips curled up as loud snores escaped his mouth. That insensitive bastard! she thought. What kind of man passes out on his wedding night?
She climbed up on bed, throwing one nylon clad leg over his body, she straddled her husband. Pamela began rubbing her crotch against his limp penis. "Please honey, wake up, I need it so bad," she sighed as she tried to shake him awake to no avail. Angrily she dismounted and stormed out of the room with a groan of frustration.
**********
Mark and Will were about to climb the stairs when the hallway light on the second floor turned on. They scrambled for cover, and hid under one of the dining room tables. They heard the click, click of high heels coming down the stairs and peeked out under the tablecloths.
Mark couldn't believe his eyes at the vision that presented itself before him. He looked up the stairs at her white high heel then he let his eyes travel up her white nylon covered fit lean legs to her panties and garter belt. He reached beneath him, squeezing the growing bulge in his pants as his gaze traveled up her flat stomach to the breasts that were way too large for someone so athletically fit. He hadn't gotten the leopard bikini out of his mind and the slut-bride look was about to put him over the edge. Her blonde hair was still done up so that she looked every bit the conservative, elegant woman from the neck up, but from the neck down she had a body built for a big cock.
Any trepidations Will had about this plan fled when his eyes took in the blonde newlywed's figure in the sexy lingerie. Pamela Beauregard Scott was a weird combination of beautiful innocence and stacked exotic dancer. Her big white titties had to be at least EE's and judging by the way they bounced, they were big and natural. His fat eleven-inch cock was swelling fast and he assumed his friend's foot-long monster was just as hard. He was right. Mark was reaching beneath him and undoing his pants so he could adjust his 12" dark black rod to make it more comfortable.
Pamela walked over to the bar and poured herself a glass of wine. She seemed angry and frustrated. A broad grin spread across Mark's face as he assumed the drug had knocked her husband out cold.
Pamela sat on a couch in the family room. She turned the TV on, watching the news as she slowly sipped her wine. The frustrated wife sat her empty glass down, her hand coming back, palm flat on her garter belt, she slid it down, fingers slipping beneath her panty, sliding through the wisps of blonde pubes. The sexy blonde threw her head back and moaned. She laid down, one foot on the floor the other on the couch, lifting her hips into her finger tips like a wanton harlot. She'd never been this aroused before, ready to get laid, but this wasn't how she wanted to have her first orgasm. She wanted to cum with Michael and if she had to wait until morning then she'd wait.
A low growl grew in Mark's throat. Will grabbed his shoulder just as he was about to burst out from under the table at the aroused blonde. "Stick to the plan," he hissed. Mark relaxed, but the nostrils on his flat nose were flaring like an enraged bull's.
Thunder roared in the distance. The heat lightning was turning into real lightning.
Pamela sighed and quit fingering herself. She stood, grabbing her empty glass before turning the TV off. Lightning flashed again, the upstairs light flickering. She walked back to the bar and picked up the bottle of wine. Instead of refilling her glass, she set the glass down and carried the bottle over to the sliding glass door watching the streaks of lightning flash out over the ocean. She took a swig from her bottle, slid the door open and stepped out on the deck just as thunder crackled in the sky.
Mark crawled out from under the table and peeked his head up just in time to see a flash of lightning illuminate the gorgeous bride in the darkness. She was taking another swig from the bottle. The wind was picking up, blowing through the open door and making the table cloths flutter, sending some napkins off the tables. "Come on," he growled." They crawled out from under the table, keeping an eye on the beautiful blonde standing out on the deck, the wind whipping her bridal veil behind her. Lightning crackled in the sky behind her. Will stayed low and snuck into the kitchen, keeping an eye on the deck.
Mark slipped upstairs. The honeymoon suite's door was open. He sneered with disdain when he saw Michael laying on his back on the bed, feet on the ground, trousers around his ankles, wearing nothing but white briefs. Mark grabbed the hapless husband and unceremoniously rolled him off the bed. He hit the floor hard, with a loud thud. He froze, listening for signs Pamela had heard, but the thunder booms were even louder and the wind was rattling the shutters, gusts whispering up the stairs through the open-door downstairs. "Sorry about that," he muttered, "sir."
Mark pulled his shirt off over his head, his well-defined linebacker's muscles rippling, biceps flexing as he dropped the shirt on the floor. He stared down at the hapless newlywed on the ground. The white boy's pale chest was fit at least, some abs, but his chest wasn't as broad or as defined. His skin was mostly pale with some red splotches from too much sun yesterday. Michael kept his hair short, a crewcut, not bald like Mark, but they both were clean shaven. He pushed his trousers down, taking his underwear along for the ride. His huge black cock sprang up, already hard. His cock was his money maker, twelve inches of sculpted perfection, a thick black shaft crisscrossed with powerful blue-black veins leading up to a cut bulbous crown with a pronounced flare. Women paid well for a private dance where they could pull his bulging jock strap down to stare in awe at his cock. Most were willing to stroke it just to see it hard, plenty started sucking it right in the booth, and a third of them begged him to come back to their hotel.
Again, he glanced down at Michael Scott. Mark's cock was sticking out a foot from his crotch, bobbing in front of him, the head already drooling precum. Michael's white briefs were barely bulging. Mark doubted the little white dick was half as long or half as thick, a stroke of luck they hadn't fucked yet. Mark allowed himself a rare smile as he climbed on the bed and took the newlywed husband's place. He crossed his arms behind his head and stared up at the ceiling fan while he waited.
Pamela closed her eyes and raised her face up to the sky just as it began to sprinkle, the rain and air smelling of sea salt. Her veil waved behind her as the wind increased, lightning flashing, thunder coming quicker as the storm approached. She turned and slipped back inside, closing the door just as the rain started pouring down. More lightning illuminated the dark stormy ocean. It was beautiful really, something primal about watching a storm roll in off the sea. She stayed watching more lightning crackle across the sky. Finally, she drained the bottle, feeling all the wine rushing to her head. She turned, noticing it was darker than before, nearly pitch black as the storm clouds rolled in.
Pamela swayed at the foot of the inn's creaking staircase, the wine buzzing in her veins. Her bridal lingerie left her feeling naked and vulnerable. A shiver ran down her spine at the feeling she was being watched. A place this old had to be haunted, she thought. The stern eyed portraits glared disapprovingly at her nearly nude figure as she began to ascend. Thunder rumbled, shaking the old colonial beams, while wind howled and rain lashed the roof, a wild chorus in the stormy dark. "Definitely haunted," she muttered.
Will stared from the dark kitchen, his own cock swelling harder. The bride was simply too hot, the sexist thing he'd ever seen. He reached down and squeezed his crotch trying to adjust it, but the only way his cock was going to feel comfortable was when he freed it. He hoped this plan worked. If it didn't he was going to disappear when he heard her scream, if it did, well then they were going to turn out another snow bunny for dark meat. He waited until she was halfway up before slipping deeper into the kitchen. He shined his light on the pantry door, pulling it open. The fuse box was inside. He opened the box and flipped the master switch.
The inn was suddenly plunged into total darkness. Pamela froze in fear, her heart pounding. Why was the light out? Thunder rattled the inn. The storm must have knocked the power out, she assumed, trying to relax. She gripped the banister, its cold, rough wood steadying her wobbly ascent. She froze letting the flashes of lightning outside briefly illuminate the stairs before she took a few steps and everything went dark again.
The inn pulsed around her, its shadows flickering like living things in the flashes. Each step creaked, each flash allowing her to see before plunging her into blackness. Her heart raced, fear prickling her skin--she was alone, exposed, the lace grazing her thighs with every move, her stocking clad feet lifting for the next step. Lightning flashed, revealing portraits with hollow eyes that seemed to track her, their gazes heavy and knowing.
At the landing, the hallway loomed, dark and empty, the rains pattering almost deafening up here. There were no windows, but flashes from downstairs gave her glimpses of the hall, the paintings, and the doors. Drunk and disoriented, she whispered, "Michael?"--her voice lost in the thunder's echo. The paintings' eyes glinted in the next flash, and the inn seemed to breathe, its creaks a warning of an unseen presence.
Pamela slipped inside the dark room. There were brief flashes of light outside, but the storm was on the other side of the inn and the room remained dark. She tried the switch, nothing. Pamela shuffled toward the bed, tossing off the little veil and reaching behind her to unhook the bra. She sighed with relief when her heavy tits sprang free. They swung heavily as she bent over, unhooking the garters and rolling the stockings down. A sexy, erotic sight if the room was lit and her new husband had been awake to watch her strip for him. If she forgave him for passing out on their wedding night, maybe she'd be generous enough to show him what he missed. She pushed the belt and her panty down, stepping out of her underwear. Nude, she shuffled a few steps until her leg brushed the bed.
Will climbed the stairs, stopping halfway and sitting down, listening to the wind, the rain, and the thunder, but mostly for a scream. He was nervous, scared enough his erection went down. Pamela had been in the room a few minutes now and no scream. Still, he was prepared to run if things went South.
Pamela slid on the bed, laying down and sidling up to Michael's sleeping form. She reached out, pressing her hand against his hard chest. "Mmm," she sighed, reassured by his presence in the creepy old inn. She ran her hand up and down his chest, her palm sliding over the hard bulging ridges of his six pack. His musculature seemed more defined in the darkness. She slid her hand back up his chest. She moved her hand up to stroke his hair, jumping when he grabbed her wrist. "Michael! You're awake?"
He forced her hand down away from his head, lower, pressing her palm down on his erect penis, pushing her down the length of his shaft. She closed her hand around the base. Pamela stifled a gasp. Michael's penis felt monstrously huge. She'd jerked him off just yesterday and his penis appeared to have doubled in size. It was heavier, girthier, her fingers had met the last time she'd held it and now there was at least an inch gap between her fingers and thumb. She stroked up to the head, the corona of his glans was pronounced and hard, the tip felt as big as a golf ball. A little squirt of pre cum coated the tops of her fingers. "Michael, you feel huge," she muttered. He grunted. She could barely hear him over the drumming of the rain on the roof.
Pamela slid down slightly, leaning over him, letting her hand slide down the unseen penis, wrapping her other hand on top of it and there was still room left over for a third hand and maybe part of a fourth. The darkness and wine had her mind playing tricks on her or maybe he hadn't been fully hard two days ago or maybe he'd taken a pill. She slipped her hand beneath his shaft, one large swollen testicle filling her palm. She'd never paid any attention to his balls, but these too felt larger than the ones she'd glimpsed yesterday, heavy and full.
She moved the hard rod around, the head hitting her chin and leaving a sticky spot along it. She hadn't realized the head of his penis was so close to her face, it shouldn't have been, but it was. She pulled back, but Michael placed one strong hand on the back of her head and pushed her down closer.
The tip of his penis scraped along her cheek. "You know I don't do that, Michael," she said, trying to raise her head, but his grip remained firm.
"Suck it," he ordered, his voice deep and commanding.
For some reason, her pussy quivered at this new dominant persona. Her nipples hardened, pulling on her areola as her arousal grew. He'd hinted he wanted one during their courtship, more than a few times, but she'd resisted. Tonight was special and she relented, a wedding present for the man she loved. She raised her head, pulling the steel hard shaft towards her lips. To love, honor, and obey, her vows, old fashioned, but her parents had insisted. They'd made the same vows at their Anglican wedding as had her grandparents, and so on. Wives submit yourselves to your own husbands, as in Ephesians. She pressed her lips against the head of the huge penis and kissed it to signal that she was going to honor her vows, at least once, on their wedding night.
Pamela opened her mouth and pursed her lips against the tip, opening wider, as far as her jaw could open as she sucked the end of Michael's engorged phallus. She bobbed her head, wanting to choke as the bulbous head filled her mouth. His scent filled her nostrils, musky and manly. The tip pushed against her throat, making her want to gag, she pulled back, a squirt of pre-cum, shooting across her tongue, igniting her taste buds. Surprisingly, it didn't disgust her.
Michael's penis exited her mouth, she licked around it, using the pause to catch her breath. She ran her tongue down his shaft, the skin slightly salty from sweat. His musky smell grew the closer her nose came to his crotch. It filled her nostrils. Michael smelled like a man and she liked it. She licked down further, until his pubes tickled her nose. She inhaled deeply, wishing her husband's scent could fill her nose forever and smiling, tonight was their first night of forever. She licked back up to the head, twirling her tongue around the corona before opening her mouth and taking him back inside. She moaned with lust as she sucked the head, bobbing faster. Maybe this wouldn't be the only time she did this for him. If he ordered her to suck it again, she would... obey.
Pamela adjusted her position, kneeling at Michael's side as she bent over, slurping over his big penis. She forced her head down, feeling him push into her throat, her eyes watering as she suppressed her gag reflex. A low moan grew in her throat as she began to enjoy blowing her new husband. She'd lied to Michael; she'd done this before. The professor, her crush, her infatuation, had insisted. His penis, thin and barely pushing five inches, had been easy. He hadn't warned her, his foul-tasting semen squirting in her mouth had disgusted her, but she'd thought she'd loved him. After catching him with another student, she'd vowed never to do this again, but Michael's penis was something completely different and she knew he loved her as much as she loved him. She'd suck this giant dick as often as he wanted.



Her arousal grew until she couldn't take it anymore. She slid her hand up the side of his body over his large bicep. Her fingers slipped under the pillow, fumbling around until she found what she was searching for. Her fingers closed around the condom packet. She pulled it out, still bobbing her head over the end of Michael's penis as she ripped it open and removed the rubber.
She slowly pulled up, closing her lips around the glans and kissing it again before bringing the condom around to the head. She fumbled with the rubbery circle, afraid of dropping it and losing it in the blackness. She held the hard shaft steady as she struggled to roll the thin rubber down around the huge glans. It stretched tight, almost to the point she thought it might break before the rubber snapped back into her fingers. "It feels too small," she gasped. "You sure you have the right size?"
He grabbed her wrist, fingers sliding up her hand until he took the condom. She pulled her hand away as he took over rolling the rubber down his penis. In reality, Mark palmed the useless condom into his right hand and dropped it over the side of the bed. "Get up here and ride it, girl," he ordered.
Pamela swung her leg over Michael's thigh and slid her body up his crotch, pushing down on his thick shaft. She slid her wet pussy along the shaft, feeling its heat, its throbbing power. Pamela thought she could get off just from this, pressing her crotch down hard into his shaft. She threw her head back and moaned just as lightning crackled outside the window illuminating the scene, her white hands resting on the hard muscular black chest as she rubbed her pussy along a foot long black cock. Mark saw her body light up, her pale skinned beauty, her giant tits thrust out as she arched her back, her nipples swollen and puffed out nearly half an inch. Pamela lowered her head just as the room was plunged back into darkness and the loud boom rattled the old inn's walls.
She worked her way higher up his body, legs spreading wide around his hard stomach. The head of his penis had to have been as high up as his ribs. Finally, her pussy slid over the head and she pushed down, her lips spreading open over the golf ball sized tip, pressing down and taking half the tip inside her. The professor wasn't anywhere near this big, she thought as she pushed back into the tip of Michael's penis, feeling him slowly push into her. "Your penis is so big, Michael," she moaned, pausing to let herself adjust.
"Call it a cock," came a deep voice from the darkness.
Pamela hesitated, Michael usually referred to his penis as his dick, but cock seemed more erotic, dirtier. She liked it. "Your cock is so big," she corrected, her voice a breathy whisper as she pushed down further, her pussy stretching to accommodate Mark's girth. The storm outside raged, rain pattering furiously against the roof, each flash of lightning briefly illuminating the room. Her eyes remained closed, focused, lost in the throes of sensation, unaware that the hard, muscular chest beneath her hands belonged to the brutish looking bartender at her wedding, his dark skin a stark contrast to her pale fingers.
Mark grinned in the darkness, his large hands reaching up to seize her heavy tits, they were magnificent, the weight of them filling his palms. He squeezed firmly, thumbs brushing her swollen nipples before pulling them outward, eliciting a sharp gasp from Pamela. Her body trembled as she sank lower, taking more of his foot-long cock, the thick shaft stretching her impossibly wide. He bucked his hips upward, a deliberate thrust that drove another inch into her, and she cried out, her first orgasm crashing over her like a wave. Her pussy clenched around half his length, juices coating him as she shuddered, the pleasure blinding her to the truth revealed by the next lightning flash.
"God, yes," she moaned, her head lolling back, eyes still shut as the storm's rumble shook the inn. "I needed that." Mark's hands tightened on her nipples, tugging harder, and she responded by rocking her hips, determined to take him fully. With a slow, deliberate push, she felt the head of his cock breach deeper, her walls yielding to his size. The sensation overwhelmed her, and as she finally took all twelve inches, her body convulsed with a second, more powerful orgasm, that had her crying out with a newfound inexperienced pleasure. Lightning flared again, casting a fleeting glow on Mark's African features, but Pamela's closed eyes shielded her from the sight.
Will jumped slightly, prepared to run. He'd heard her loud cry, but couldn't tell if it was a scream of fear or pleasure. He thought of sitting back down, but instead crept upstairs to listen at the door. It was open slightly and he caught a glimpse of the beauty straddling his black friend on the bed. He strained to listen over the storm, but what he heard next made him grin.
"I love your big cock," she gasped, her voice raw with ecstasy as she collapsed against his chest, her breasts pressing into his hard muscles. The rain pounded relentlessly, thunder echoing her cries, while the inn's creaking walls seemed to pulse with the primal energy of the moment, holding its breath for what might follow.
Pamela's lips crashed against his with a fervor she'd never known, her kiss deepening with a hungry passion that eclipsed every previous moment with Michael. Their tongues teased, dancing in a slow, sensual duel, igniting a fire that coursed through her veins. Again, flashes illuminated the scene, Pamela's milky white figure atop the dark shadowy one, their jaws working from their fervent kissing, large dark black hands squeezing the soft cheeks of her ass. She pulled back, breathless, and sat upright, her heavy tits thrust outward as she began to ride Mark's massive cock. The storm outside roared, rain hammering the roof, lightning casting fleeting glimpses of her pale form atop his dark, muscular body. Each downward thrust drew moans from her lips, her pussy stretching to take his full length, and within moments, a series of orgasms rippled through her, each more intense than the last.
Mark leaned up, his strong hands cupping her breasts, squeezing them firmly as his tongue flicked across her swollen nipples. He sucked one between his lips, then the other, his mouth drawing deep, sending shockwaves of pleasure through her. The sensation pushed her over the edge, her body convulsing with an even bigger orgasm, her cries mingling with the thunder's growl. The inn's creaking walls seemed to pulse in rhythm with their union, flashes illuminating the old photograph of General Scott's eyes, like they were staring judgmentally at the couple's passionate love making.
Suddenly, Mark sat up and swung around so he was sitting on the edge. Pamela instinctively wrapped her legs around his hips, perching on the bed's edge. He shoved Michael's limp form aside with a casual push of his foot, his hands gripping her ass to lift her up and down his throbbing cock. Their lips locked again in a passionate kiss, tongues entwining as he controlled her movements, driving her wild. "I'm about to cum again," she gasped against his mouth, her voice trembling with need.
"Me too," Mark mumbled, his breath hot against her skin. With a powerful thrust, he erupted inside her, a hot blast of semen hosing her fertile womb. Pamela's eyes widened in shock but the sensation triggered a massive orgasm, her body shaking as waves of pleasure overwhelmed her core, her vaginal muscles squeezing her husband's big cock, milking it for every drop of his voluminous seed. Panting, she pressed her forehead against his, their breaths mingling in the stormy dark. "I love you," she whispered, her voice raw. "I never dreamed it would be this good." They rested, his cock softening inside her, and she leaned in, licking his cheek before whispering in his ear, "You naughty boy, did you change your mind about the condom? You trying to knock me up on our wedding night? This isn't a good time for me." She squealed as she felt him hardening again, a wicked thrill coursing through her as his cock reversed course.
Mark stood and flipped her over with a swift motion, cupping her legs in his arms as he kneeled on the bed, raising her hips, pounding her pussy with relentless force. Three more orgasms tore through her, each one leaving her gasping, her pleas of "Do it, give it to me" filling the room.
He growled, "Tell me to fuck you," his voice a commanding rumble.
Pamela's inhibitions shattered, and she screamed, "Fuck me, fuck me with that big cock. I love your cock! I love you so much. Knock me up." They'd wanted to wait, establish their careers, travel and enjoy each other's company before starting a family, but her wedding night was turning out to be so magical the thought of being impregnated only made it better. "Oh Michael," she moaned, rising to meet his thrusts, "Give me a baby." Her words fueled his thrusts, and with a final, deep surge, he came inside her again, the hot rush pushing her into another shuddering climax as the storm outside mirrored their wild abandon.
Pamela groaned in disappointment as her new husband slowly pulled his wonderful cock out of her well-fucked pussy. She was surprised to feel his hot seed splattering down on her body, large wads splattering on her tits and belly. His cock smacked down on her stomach, still twitching and throbbing, a steady stream of semen leaking out in a pool on her abdomen. Michael grabbed the base, smacking his floppy cock down on her stomach several times and squeezing several more tablespoon's worth of cum on her. He rolled over and collapsed, her side of the bed jumping as he landed.
Pamela stretched in contentment, her hands running down her body. Semen was a sticky mess, but this felt different, like Michael had marked his territory by cumming on her, claiming her body as they consummated their wedding night. With so much semen, how could she not be pregnant? She found herself rubbing his semen into her skin, coating her hard nipples with his seed. The clump on her abdomen was already running down into her belly button to form a growing pool around her navel. She ran her fingers through it, rubbing his seed around her belly.
A steady trickle of it was pouring out between her legs and she decided she should try to find the bathroom in the dark. She leaned over, feeling out for her husband so she could plant a kiss on his lips. "Be right back," she whispered. He grunted a response. She slipped out of bed and made her way to the hall door.
The inn hadn't been modernized with plumbing in every room and the lone bathroom was at the end of the hall. She felt along the wall, flashes of lightning from the windows downstairs giving her little glimpses and helping her along. The rain was still drumming down on the roof; she didn't hear the door creak or see Will's shadowy figure emerge behind her as she felt around for the bathroom door. She tried the light switch despite knowing the power was still out. She scooped up a wad of toilet paper to try to clean up with.
Pamela rose from the toilet, her legs trembling from the wine and the night's relentless passion. She found a washcloth, still wet from her morning shower and ran the cold clammy washcloth over the rapidly drying flakes of semen off her body before fumbling her way back down the darkened hallway. The storm's incessant rain drummed against the roof, each lightning flash casting eerie, fleeting illuminations across the inn's creaking corridors, its ancient walls seeming to breathe with a sinister anticipation, ancient painted eyes staring at the nude woman as she passed. She assumed Michael was spent and asleep. Guided by the cold, textured wall, she pushed against the open door to the honeymoon suite, the air heavy with the musky aftermath of their earlier encounter. In the oppressive darkness, she navigated toward the bed, her nude form sinking beside the figure she believed to be her husband. The inn's shadows pulsed, its weathered timbers groaning as if complaining about the mating that had occurred in the room.
She nestled close, pressing her soft curves against his warm, firm skin, her hand resting on his chest. The musculature felt subtly altered--more robust, more chiseled--but she dismissed it as a trick of the dark. "Mmm, Michael," she murmured, her fingers trailing downward, brushing over the hard ridges of his abdomen to his crotch. Her breath hitched as she encountered his erection, its thickness startling her, the girth straining against her grip. "You're hard again," she whispered, a blend of astonishment and arousal coloring her voice, her fingers struggling to encircle his shaft, the heat of it radiating into her palm.
The figure stirred, and a deep, commanding voice rumbled, "Suck it."
Pamela paused, the authoritative tone sending a thrill through her. "Again?" she asked, even while yielding to the command. She slid down, kneeling beside him, her lips parting to take the girthy cock into her mouth. She'd enjoyed it earlier and it gave her husband pleasure so she began bobbing her head again. Will groaned softly as she labored, her jaw aching as she stretched to accommodate his size. Her tongue explored the head, tasting the initial bead of pre-cum--warm, slightly briny with a hint of sweetness. Her brow furrowed, wondering why his shaft was dry after their passionate love making. He hadn't washed it or maybe he'd wiped it off with something when she was in the bathroom. His cock tasted slightly salty with a sweaty masculine scent coming off his crotch. As she bobbed, struggling to take more, she used her fists to stroke the rest of his shaft off. Michael was groaning, bucking his hips slightly so she sucked harder, encouraged that he was enjoying it and strangely, she found herself enjoying giving her man such pleasure. His size and girth was a challenge, it seemed even fatter than before, but she loved being challenged, so she tried harder fighting her gag reflex as she took him down her throat. She tired quickly, her jaw aching from being stretched so wide open. If he didn't stop her soon, she was going to have to quit. Plus, his cock was starting to feel even bigger, like it was swelling. He tensed, and with a guttural grunt, he released, his semen flooding her mouth. Pamela jerked with shock, disgusted and slightly angry that Michael hadn't warned her he was about to cum. The first wave was thick and creamy, carrying a rich, earthy flavor with a subtle nutty undertone, surprisingly pleasant against her palate. It wasn't disgusting at all, she thought as her mouth filled with another load, she willingly gulped down. She was moaning by the time her mouth filled again, her taste buds savoring his thick rich seed. As he withdrew, a final burst splattered across her face, warm and viscous, dripping down her cheeks and chin. She licked her lips, savoring the taste, a mix of shock and delight at how much she enjoyed it, a stark contrast to the foul memory of her professor's watery release. This wouldn't be the last time she sucked this cock. She reached out and grabbed it, bending the shaft back to her lips and planting a kiss on the head to show her respect for it. She smiled knowing how she planned on waking her husband up in the morning.
Will sat up, his hands roughly seizing her hips, guiding her onto all fours with a force that made the bed creak loudly. Kneeling behind her, he positioned himself, his thick cock pressing against her entrance before thrusting in with a single, aggressive stroke. The sudden invasion stretched her pussy wide, a sharp sting giving way to a deep, overwhelming fullness as he buried himself in her pussy, stretching her out more than ever. The sensation ignited a large orgasm, her body quaking, her cries piercing the storm's roar as she felt utterly claimed, her knees digging into the mattress, her hands bracing her on the headboard. He took her roughly, each thrust a deliberate act of dominance, his hands gripping her hips like a vise, using her body to chase his own release. The pace was relentless, his cock pounding into her with a primal urgency, the wet slap of skin against skin echoing in the dark. Yet, she reveled in it, loving this newfound dominant side of her husband, the way he used her like a vessel for his pleasure igniting a submissive thrill she hadn't known she craved. Her breasts swayed heavily with each thrust, nipples grazing the sheets, heightening her arousal.
"I love this," she gasped, her voice breaking with ecstasy, "I love your cock, keep fucking me." He growled, her words spurring him on, and he wet his thumb with saliva, pressing it insistently against her anus. "No, that's off limits," she protested, tensing against the intrusion. A sharp spank landed on her ass, the sting radiating through her, and she whimpered, relenting as he pushed his thumb inside. The dual penetration--his girthy cock filling her pussy, his thumb stretching her anus--sent her spiraling into another orgasm, her body convulsing as pleasure and pain merged. She felt exposed, vulnerable, yet adored the raw power he wielded, her moans blending with the thunder outside.
Lightning flashed. The room lit up. Pamela's pleasure filled eyes fell on the stern angry gaze of the old bloated general before the room was plunged back into darkness.
Will's thrusts grew erratic, his grip tightening as he neared his peak. With a final, forceful plunge, he came, flooding her womb with a powerful surge of semen, the hot rush triggering a massive orgasm that left her trembling, her vaginal walls clenching around him. The intensity overwhelmed her, her mind reeling as she collapsed forward, his thumb and his cock springing free, wads of semen splattering down her back. Pamela groaned in satisfaction, gasping for breath, "I love you, I'll do anything for you," her voice a subservient confession of devotion to this imagined version of Michael. "You make me feel so good, my love."
Her husband answered with another strong slap on her ass cheek.
In the darkness, she rose, disoriented, and stumbled toward the hall, seeking the bathroom once more. Unbeknownst to her, Mark had been seated in a chair in the room, silently listening and catching a flickering glimpse of the white beauty. He switched places with Will, resuming his position on the bed to await her return. Will listened down the hall, sneaking back downstairs when he heard the bathroom door shut.
Pamela stumbled back into the honeymoon suite, her body still reverberating from the night's fervor, a satisfied smile spread across her face. The storm's rain drummed relentlessly against the roof. The inn's shadows clung to the walls, its ancient timbers creaking with a sinister resonance, as if bearing witness to the unfolding transgression. Assuming Michael remained asleep, she slid onto the bed, nestling close to the figure beside her. Her hand rested on his chest, the warmth and firmness offering a false comfort. "I love you," she murmured, her voice soft and vulnerable, tracing the chiseled contours of his muscles. A flicker of reluctance stalled her as her fingers hovered, tempted to slide down to his crotch yet dreading another erection. He had to be spent by now. Curiosity prevailed, and she ventured lower, gasping as she found him rock hard, the thick shaft pulsing under her grip. She raised it gently, her voice quivering with awe, "How? Jesus, Michael, you might be too much man for me."
"Get up and ride that cock, girl," came the deep, authoritative command, sending a jolt through her. Obeying instinctively, she straddled him, lowering herself onto his girth. The stretch reignited her arousal as she took him in, her pussy enveloping his length with a slow, deliberate descent. He sat up, pulling her into a fervent kiss, their tongues entwining as his lips trailed downward, sucking her nipples with a voracious intensity that sent shivers cascading through her. She rode him slowly, savoring the fullness, her hips undulating in a rhythmic dance, the bed groaning beneath their weight.



"Is this the best cock you ever had," he growled, his voice a resonant rumble against her skin.
Her breath quickened, the dirty pillow talk strangely exciting, pleasure mounting as she rocked against him. "Oh my God, it's the best, it's so good," she gasped, her voice escalating, "your big cock is going to get me off again. Oh fuck me, Michael, I'm cumming. I'm cumming!"
The consummation of their marriage on their wedding night unfolded with an enchantment that surpassed Pamela's every expectation, a union steeped in a magic she had scarcely dared to dream of. Overwhelmed by love for her husband, she surged toward an orgasm of unparalleled intensity. "I love your big cock" she cried, arching her head back in abandon, her pussy contracting rhythmically around her husband's robust cock as the dam burst.
Downstairs, Will could hear her screams even over the drumming of the rain and the rumbling thunder. He opened the pantry door and flipped the breaker back on.
The light snapped on--sudden, blinding--flooding the room with a piercing brilliance. Pamela lowered her head, blinking through the glare, "I love you," she sobbed, gazing at her lover, only for her world to fracture. Her body continued to convulse with pleasure, her vaginal muscles gripping and pulsing around the massive shaft beneath her, but her eyes, still adjusting to the sudden light, fixed upon his face. No! her mind shrieked. Impossible! Not Michael. Not her husband. A stranger... a nigg... the bartender she had bumped into yesterday, now lay beneath her, his muscular chest heaving, dark black skin glistening with sweat, his broad African features, flat nose, thick lips, gleaming ebony skin, alien and utterly horrifying. Her breath caught, a tide of revulsion rising to choke her, yet her hips bucked wildly, grinding down to the root of his thick cock, still ensnared in the throes of a potent orgasm born of her love for her husband, her body awash in ecstasy while her mind howled in denial. This isn't real! This cannot be happening!
In that shattering moment of revelation, she screamed, "FUCK ME!" the words erupting from her lips involuntarily, a raw confession of pleasure as the truth seared into her consciousness. Her body betrayed her completely, riding him with ferocious intensity, his strong Black hands cupping her buttocks, lifting and lowering her over his enormous shaft. Her mind recoiled in horror--This is wrong! The races shouldn't mix!
The inn's judgmental portraits agreed, their stern, white-haired men--former plantation owners and Confederate officers--seeming to glare with outrage, their painted eyes condemning the mating of a Negro male with a white girl, their disapproval a silent roar that matched the raging storm outside and her own inner turmoil as the inn's walls shook with another thunder boom.
He's defiling me!--even as her pussy pulsed with rapture, eagerly milking his cock with desire for his seed, the forbidden thrill magnifying her climax. As the full reality crystallized--her white body impaled on a Black man--her horror grew, a scream lodging in her throat. In that instant, an orgasm atop her existing climax detonated, propelling her to a new, excruciating peak of lust. Her eyes, dilated with terror, locked onto his dark skin and African visage, the stark contrast burning into her soul as pleasure and revulsion melded into a torturous union.
Mark's wicked grin emerged, his hands sliding up her hips, enveloping her heavy breasts, squeezing firmly as he twisted her nipples, taunting, "That's it, white girl, cum all over that Black cock. That white pussy's Black-owned now!"
His deep, commanding voice sliced through her, intensifying her anguish, yet she shrieked, "YES!" her mind roaring No!, and began humping him harder through her double climax, sobbing, "Fuck me! It's so good!" Her body reveled in ecstasy, her pussy clenching tightly around his shaft, suddenly releasing a gush, her fluids drenching his Black cock as she squirted in abandon, her climax peaking.
"Damn, bitch, that pussy's built for Black cock," he grunted with evident satisfaction.
She collapsed forward, chest heaving as she gasped for breath, the aftershocks of her orgasm still trembling through her, her head hanging in shame, long blonde hair trailing across his chest. Her hands braced against his hard, rippling abdominals, the contrast suddenly less abhorrent as she admired the well-defined muscles, the sexy sculpted power undeniable. She started to run her hands through his sweat drenched black skin, brief thoughts filling her brain... exciting... sexy... before her temper flared.
"How dare you!" she shrieked, her voice fracturing with disgust and disbelief, she raised her fists, pounding his unyielding chest with futile rage, the impact reverberating through her more than him. He didn't even wince, just grinned smugly. He flexed his cock inside her, a moan passing her lips before she caught herself about to ride him again. She stopped, bracing her hands again, "What?" she asked, breathing deeply. "How?"
Mark chuckled, a deep, resonant sound that vibrated through her. "When we saw how drunk your white boy was, we didn't think a bride should be alone on her wedding night."
"We?" she echoed, her voice faltering, just as Will entered the room. Her gaze dropped to his groin, where his cock stood rock hard, protruding with an intimidating thickness, wider than her wrist, glans like a dark plum with a pronounced flare, a dark, veined marvel that bobbed as he approached. A jolt of recognition struck her: this was the cock she'd sucked, its girth stretching her mouth, before taking her from behind with relentless force. The one inside her now, Mark's, she'd glimpsed his nametag earlier, was longer, though not quite as thick, a distinction that registered in her dazed mind. She gasped at the realization that her innocence had been taken by not one but two black men.
She stared at Will's cock with a strange appreciation, its raw masculinity eclipsing anything she'd known, so starkly different from Michael's modest penis or her professor's small one. Will's eyes roamed her incredible white figure, her pale skin contrasting Mark's dark body, her heavy breasts swaying, her thighs trembling, his appreciation mirroring her own awe. Mark was staring up at the young bride in his lap with equal appreciation thrilled he could finally see the blonde beauty he'd just blacked.
"Wait," she finally stammered, her voice cracking, "where's my husband?" Mark tilted his head, pointing casually over the side of the bed. Pamela leaned over, her breath catching as she saw Michael sprawled on the floor, mouth agape, pants tangled around his ankles. An unimpressive bulge poked out his briefs, the discarded condom dangling absurdly from his nose like a mocking adornment. He looked ridiculous, a pitiful figure in the harsh light, the pallor of his pale skin made him look feeble, less masculine against the dark wood floor.
Her mind churned with conflicting thoughts. Concern flickered for Michael, her husband, the man she'd vowed to love, yet it warred with the absurdity of his sprawled form, the weak, pale skin that seemed almost childlike compared to the virile man beneath her. Disgust at his unmanly state clashed with a growing excitement for Mark's dominance, his muscular frame a stark contrast to Michael's less exciting, less potent presence. The man inside her had claimed her with a power Michael could never muster, and the realization stirred a troubling thrill, deepening her inner turmoil as she straddled the line between duty and desire. Pamela's heart ached with a profound sense of betrayal, a wave of disgust washing over her at the realization that she had mated with a Black man, and loved it, yet she remained motionless, still impaled upon his unyielding, hard cock, unable to summon the will or desire to dismount. It felt so good inside her as the darker implications of her illicit mating began to surface in her brain.
Pamela's breath hitched, a sudden whimper of terror escaping her lips as her eyes fixed on the dangling condom hanging from Michael's nose. She sat up straight, her body rigid, staring down at Mark with wide, horrified eyes. "You came in me!" she cried, her voice breaking, this time she slapped the black man across his cheek hard enough he winced. "You came in me, you monster!" Tears streamed down her cheeks, glistening in the dim light, she slapped him again and raised her hand for a third blow.
Mark's hand shot up, seizing her wrist with a firm grip, halting her assault. "You loved it, white girl," he said, his voice a low, commanding growl. "You loved taking a Black man's seed in that white pussy."
His hips began to move, working his cock with slow, deliberate thrusts, reigniting the heat within her. "No," she cried in denial, her voice trembling, her body tensing against the sensation, trying to fight her desire for it.
"You loved it. Your white pussy loves my big black cock," he persisted, his tone unyielding as he maintained his steady rhythm.
"No," she sobbed again, tears blurring her vision, yet the slow thrusts sent involuntary waves of pleasure coursing through her, betraying her protests. Her hips betrayed her further, beginning to hump back against his movements, her arousal mounting despite her resistance.
"You love big Black cock," he asserted, releasing her wrist and grabbing her waist.
"NO!" she cried out, her voice a mix of defiance and desperation, but she could no longer fight the tide. Her body surrendered, rocking against him, the conflicting surge of shame and ecstasy pulling her deeper into the moment as the inn's creaking walls seemed to echo her turmoil. "Oh... oh," she gasped as her pleasure grew. "Fuck me," she muttered.
"You want me to fuck you?" he grunted, increasing his thrusts.
"Yesssss," she hissed.
"With what?"
"Fuck me with your big cock," she cried. This time she allowed her hands to glide over the hard, sweat slick ridges of his broad chest.
"What kind of cock, white girl?"
"Black cock," she gasped. "Fuck me with your big black cock." She whimpered, her womb aching, the explosion coming fast. "Cumming!" she screamed, a quick orgasmic burst erupting from her womb.
"That's it," he growled. "Cum all over that black cock, you white slut."
They slowed, allowing Pamela to catch her breath. She stared down at Mark, her eyes filled with hatred and desire, her body wanting him to fuck her forever. "I'm not a slut...MMMPPHH!" Will grabbed the top of her head, turning it to the side, her mouth open in surprise just as the knobby head of his cock passed her lips. She stared cross-eyed down the girthy length of the second bartender's shaft as he worked the tip in and out of her mouth. This time she could taste the residue of their earlier lovemaking. He pulled out slightly, the thing spitting precum across her lips. She licked her lips, wetting them, then licked his cock, opening her mouth to take him in again. She bobbed her head over the tip, staring up at his body, equally well-built though leaner, his skin lighter than Mark's more of a dark brown. He grinned down at her watching her suck the end of his cock just as Mark's grip tightened on her hips and he began working his cock again. She was taking two men... two black men... one in her mouth... one in her pussy... like a... like a slut.
"Slobber all over that black dick, Mrs. Scott," ordered Will. "You're gonna want it nice and wet."
Pamela rode Mark with a fervent rhythm, her hips grinding against him as she turned her head, eagerly sucking Will's thick cock. The dual sensations overwhelmed her, her body trembling with each thrust from below and each slide of her lips along his shaft. Will's voice cut through her haze, commanding, "Drool all over that cock, Mrs. Scott." He pulled his girthy length from her mouth, holding it before her. "Spit on it, Mrs. Scott," he ordered, his tone firm. She hesitated, then complied, a glistening stream of saliva escaping her lips, splattering onto his dark shaft. He rubbed it along his length with a satisfied mutter, "Good enough," before moving behind them and climbing onto the bed.
Mark's mouth latched onto her nipple, sucking with a hungry intensity, his hands gripping her ass cheeks and spreading them apart. A gasp of fear tore from her throat as she felt the cool air against her exposed skin. "No, not that," she pleaded, her voice quivering, "you're too big." Her eyes widened in panic as she sensed the fat, knobby head of Will's cock press against the tight, unyielding rosebud of her sphincter, its pressure sending a shiver of dread through her.
"I love breaking in a white ass," said Will with a broad smile that made Mark chuckle.
The inn's creaking walls seemed to amplify her terror, the storm outside rattling the windows as if in judgment, the stern old general's photo muttering in outrage a word that filled Pamela's thoughts... sodomy! Yet, beneath her fear, a conflicting heat stirred, her body still attuned to the pleasure Mark's thrusts evoked. She tensed, clenching her anus to deny him access, her mind a battlefield of resistance and desire, as Will prepared to claim her in a way she'd never anticipated.
Will's hands gripped her hips with a firm, unyielding hold, while Mark maintained his grasp on her cheeks, spreading them wide to expose her fully. Will pushed forward, the pressure of his thick cock against her sphincter fighting her resistance, pushing it inward before reluctantly yielding. Pamela gasped, wincing as a sharp pain radiated from her anus, overshadowing the pleasure still pulsing from her pussy. Tears streamed down her cheeks, glistening in the dim light, her body tensing as she braced against the unnatural intrusion. In that moment of despair, when she feared she could endure no more, her resistance crumbled, the knobby head of Will's cock breached her, slipping inside with a sudden, searing stretch.
Will withdrew slightly, then pressed forward again, working his shaft deeper with deliberate care. The initial agony around her overstretched ring began to ebb, the pain gradually subsiding as the pleasure from her pussy reasserted itself, growing stronger with each thrust. As Will continued, sliding in and out and pushing deeper, the dual sensations merged--the pleasure in her ass amplifying the ecstasy in her pussy. A soft "Yes," escaped her lips, morphing into a moan, her body surrendering to the overwhelming blend of pain and pleasure as the inn's creaking timbers shuddered from a violent gale seeming to echo her reluctant acceptance.
Pamela thrashed violently in the throes of a powerful orgasm, her body convulsing as her ass clenched tightly around Will's cock, while her pussy contracted inward over Mark's shaft, desperately craving his release. A wave of weakness washed over her, her limbs trembling as she nearly collapsed under the intensity. Mark swiftly swung his hands around, supporting her beneath her ribs, holding her upright as they continued their relentless rhythm. They fucked her with alternating thrusts, their movements synchronized yet distinct, each penetration driving her further into ecstasy.
Mark leaned up, capturing her lips in a deep, possessive kiss. She kissed him back, moaning into his mouth, the sound muffled by their passion. The black men's thrusts aligned, becoming a unified assault, and she could feel their cocks pressing against each other through the thin barrier inside her, igniting a disturbing thought that they had performed this act before with other women. Tremors racked her body as another orgasm approached, a low moan growing in her throat, her cries lost in Mark's kiss.
"Cum all over my Black cock," Mark growled against her lips, his voice a commanding rumble. Simultaneously, Will slapped her ass sharply, barking, "Cum, bitch!" The sting propelled her over the edge, and she screamed, her body convulsing with orgasm after orgasm, her pleas breaking through, "Please, stop, I can't take much more!" Her voice was a desperate wail, yet her body betrayed her, surrendering to the onslaught.
Mark pulled her down firmly into his lap, his arms encircling her as his cock unleashed a powerful blast of semen into her fertile womb. At the same moment, Will drove his cock deep, emptying his balls into her bowels with a forceful release. The dual floods triggered one final, massive orgasm in Pamela and another squirting episode as her fluids unleashed over Mark's pulsing cock. Pamela screamed, the inn's creaking walls seemed to absorb her cries, the storm outside mirroring the tempest within her on this dark evening.
Will withdrew slowly, Pamela's sphincter contracting tightly around the retreating cock, a steady trickle of semen welling up and running down to pool on Mark's massive testicles, their dark surface glistening in the faint light. Mark flipped her over with a deft motion, pulling his cock out and climbing off the bed. He stood, his presence commanding as he said, "Meet us downstairs." He bent down pulling his clothes out from under the bed. After a pause, he added as an afterthought, "Put your lingerie back on." Pamela lay there, her body spent, uncertain of how long she remained motionless, the inn's creaking silence enveloping her. Eventually, she rose, staggering down the hall to the bathroom, where she did her best to clean the sticky evidence from her skin, her hands trembling with exhaustion, grateful the light was on so she could see and that she had hot running water to wash up with. She'd take a long shower when they left.
Returning to the room, she slipped into her bridal set lingerie again, the white lace bra lifting her heavy breasts, the garter belt snapping back into place against her nylons with a soft click. As she descended the stairs, the black men looked up, their eyes tracing her figure with unabashed admiration. They were eating slices of her wedding cake, empty plates scattered around them, now dressed in casual tee shirts and pants. "Hungry?" they asked, their tones laced with a teasing edge. She shook her head, a mute refusal, her gaze dropping.
Mark set his plate down, a predatory glint in his eye. "I think I got another nut in me," he declared, undoing his pants and pushing his underwear down. He sat down in an antique arm chair. "Come suck my cock," he ordered, his voice brooking no dissent.
She stared at the long, dangling shaft, her mind protesting, "I'm exhausted," she pleaded, though her eyes remained fixed on its promise.
"I said suck my Black cock, slut," he repeated, his tone hardening. Against her will, Pamela found herself shuffling forward, dropping to her knees before him. She took the semi-hard head into her mouth, feeling it swell rapidly, her first clear view of Mark's foot-long cock revealing its perfect beastliness, a full foot of thick, dark Black flesh, veined with prominent blue-black ridges, a masculine perfection that pulsed with raw power, its girth stretching her lips as she sucked willingly, gazing up at him with a mix of awe and submission.
Will finished his cake, watching silently as she worked. He felt his cock swell at the sight of the snow bunny's willing submission to his friend. Pamela's sucking turned into full-on cock worship, each descent filling her nostrils with his musky, masculine scent, a heady aroma that drove her deeper. Will set his plate down, excusing himself. "I'm gonna put the white boy back in bed," he said, slipping upstairs, the couple ignoring him.
Mark grinned down at her. "You're getting better. I'm gonna make a cocksucker out of you yet." She moaned, taking him deeper, his coarse pubes nearing her nose as she bobbed faster, one hand working the base, the other kneading his heavy balls. He seemed to last forever, her back, neck, and jaw aching from the effort, but she continued showing her reverence for the throbbing black manhood. A memory formed, sociology class, a black professor writing a word on the chalk board, REPARATIONS. She'd rolled her eyes, but by the end of class had been half convinced white people needed to do something to make amends to blacks. Mark tensed, then came, a hot flood of seed filling her mouth, several times. She moaned in ecstasy, pulling back to let several strands splatter across her nose and chin, the rich, earthy taste lingering as she savored it.



Pushing herself up, Pamela watched as Mark stood, buttoning his pants. "When you want my cock again," he said, "Will and I dance at The Banana Hammock in Atlanta."
She shook her head, resolute. "This was a one-time thing."
Mark smirked. "It ain't. White boy ain't gonna cut it for you. You'll crave dark meat again and come begging for it." He pulled a card from his pocket--Marcus Magnum, bartender and dancer, The Banana Hammock (an image showed a large muscular banana laying on a hammock). He handed it to her.
"Marcus Magnum?" she asked.
"Stage name," said Mark.
Will descended the stairs, grinning. "Bring your redhead friend," he added, overhearing them.
"Rebecca?" Pamela muttered, recalling how Rebecca had thrown herself at Will during the reception.
"Yeah," Will confirmed, "she's got the Black itch bad. Bring all your bridesmaids."
Mark chimed in, "I'll see they're plenty entertained with dark meat."
"Do you have any white men?" she asked.
"A few," answered Mark. "There's the Italian Stallion, his cock's as big as mine, but he's gayer than a float in a pride parade." He chuckled. "We specialize in well-endowed men so they mostly black. I like that jiggly brunette with the big tits."
Pamela paused, a flicker of jealousy stirring, yet her mind drifted to planning a bachelorette party in a few months for Sue Ellen, the jiggly brunette, a winery tour of Northern Georgia for a dozen women, but now... She shook her head to clear it. She couldn't do that to her friends. "No, this was it."
Mark nodded. "We'll see." He turned to Will. "You take care of the white boy?"
"Yeah," Will replied, with that grin that never seemed to leave his face, "I took care of him.
"You gotta have another nut in ya? She's becoming quite the cocksucker."
"I'm good," Will said. "We should get going."
Pamela followed them out, watching their black forms dissolve into the pre-dawn darkness. A faint light appeared on the horizon, the storm retreating behind her, its flashes and booms now distant. The wind whipped through her veil, a light sprinkle, mostly sea spray coating her skin as the inn's silent judgment lingered behind her on this early morning.
Pamela ascended the stairs, her legs heavy with exhaustion. She headed straight down the hall to the bathroom, turning the shower on to let it heat up while she sat on the toilet, a steady trickle of semen leaking from her well-fucked pussy. She stared at the business card one last time before tossing it in the waste bin. She leaned down and unhooked her garters, rolling the nylons back down her legs. She unhooked her bra and slid her panty down to her feet. Nude, she stepped in the hot shower and went to work scrubbing the remains of her elicit lovemaking from her skin.
She wondered, was Mark right? Was she going to crave dark meat again? Feeling those big black cocks filling her white pussy with seed had been the most pleasurable thing she'd ever felt. She frowned... big black cocks... white pussy? Why was she thinking like this? Was Michael's little white boy penis... his penis going to satisfy her after what she'd experienced tonight? They were off to the Bahamas for their honeymoon tomorrow and she guessed she'd find out. Maybe she and Rebecca could take a girl's night out to the Banana Hammock? She couldn't do that to her friends, her sorority sisters. Her hand slid down her wet belly, resting on her womb. Her friends and sorority sisters would turn their noses down on her if they knew she'd fucked a black man... two black men. Most of them would stop talking to her if she had a black baby. Her parents would disown her. She'd be nearly destitute with only her grandmother's five-million-dollar trust fund to live off of. Her life ruined.
Pamela rubbed her wet belly. She'd be disowned, friendless, all alone if she had a black baby. Unless... maybe... she did move Sue Ellen's bachelorette party to the Banana Hammock? She could book the presidential suite at the Four Seasons transforming the event into an opportunity to sway her friends' perceptions.
As the hot water cascaded over her, Pamela's mind wrestled with the decision. The idea of blacking her friends gnawed at her conscience, yet it also offered a path to acceptance. She imagined Sue Ellen, Rebecca, and the others succumbing to Mark's charms and the dancers' prowess, their initial shock giving way to curiosity, then desire. If they too felt the overwhelming pleasure she had known, their judgement might dissolve, replaced by understanding. She pictured some turning against her in disgust, others thanking her, grateful for being introduced to black cock. Some of them might even bare little mixed race playmates for her child.
Pamela toweled her luscious body dry, bending to retrieve her lingerie, the wedding night gift intended for her husband, her movements deliberate yet tinged with unease. As she stooped, her eyes caught sight of Mark's business card nestled in the wastebasket, and her hand hesitated before reaching down to pluck it out. The judgmental portraits lining the hall seemed to track her nude form with their stern gazes as she moved, their silent scrutiny amplifying her inner turmoil. She paused, staring at the card, her thoughts a chaotic swirl. Today marked the first full day of her married life with Michael, a commitment she yearned to honor for eternity, yet the memory of a truly profound orgasm, and that astonishing squirting sensation, stirred a restless desire within her. Even the thought reignited a flicker of arousal, and she doubted Michael could replicate such an experience. A solution flickered in her mind: her bachelorette party, where she had unwrapped a present to reveal a giant Black vibrator as big as Mark. The girls had erupted in laughter at her stunned expression, a gag gift from Rebecca, or perhaps not, she reconsidered, recalling Rebecca's sly grin. She hadn't discarded it; it remained packed among her belongings. She resolved to assess Michael's performance on their honeymoon; if it left her unfulfilled, she would unearth that Black dildo. It might serve as both a sanctuary for her sanity and a means to preserve her fidelity to her marriage, all provided she wasn't pregnant. Opening the door to their suite, she tossed the business card back into the trashcan under an old antique writing desk by the entrance. The first thing she noticed was that the thunder must have shaken the inn so hard the picture of old general Scott was hanging at an angle.
Her gaze then settled on her husband
She froze in her tracks, a gasp catching in her throat at the sight before her. Her husband lay face down on the bed, his hips elevated, his small penis rigid and protruding, a thin dribble of semen leaking from its tip. His underwear had been pulled down, exposing him fully, and Pamela's horrified gaze fixed on the steady stream of semen pouring from his grotesquely stretched asshole, a sight that seared itself into her memory with indelible clarity. Worse still was the serene, satisfied smile spread across Michael's face as he lay in his comatose state.
Pamela turned around and retrieved the discarded business card from the waste bin, walking it over and slipping it inside her purse. She'd contact Mark when she returned from her honeymoon.
Pamela Beauregard Scott had a bachelorette party to plan.
THE END
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Professor Stepford stared deeply into his wife's eyes. The third time he hypnotized her seemed to really put her under. He had returned from a symposium on hypnotism several days ago and decided to test what he had learned on his wife. The presenters at the symposium had taken this subject seriously, forcing all the attendees to sign a morality contract promising not to use what they learned for anything unethical. Apparently messing with minds could be dangerous.
Click... Click... Click...
The professor reached out and stopped the balls. The clicking stopped. Newton's pendulum, a device for explaining the laws of conservation of momentum and energy, a simple desk toy, and a useful device for putting people under. Julie's head quit slightly turning to follow the balls. She was still, mouth slightly open, breathing deeply.Stepford looked at Julie, who was staring blankly off into space. She was a gorgeous blue-eyed blonde with big tits capped by long nipples. She had a thin waist, full hips, and a flat, almost muscular belly. She was 28; he was 59. Julie had been a former student who looked to him as a father figure. He had taken advantage of her daddy issues and manipulated her into dating him. They had married just after she graduated.
Julie was perfect in every way but two. The first problem was that she smoked. Stepford found it a vile habit, and that was the reason he had offered to hypnotize her. The first two sessions had seemed to help; she was slowly quitting smoking as she grew used to being hypnotized. The third time had completely put her under, she was going deeper with each session. She was nearly ready for a command phrase, no longer needing the desk toy to go under.
"Julie, slowly repeat over and over: 'I do not need a cigarette.' The more you say it, the more it comes true."
Stepford got up to go to the bathroom, leaving his wife saying, "I do not need a cigarette," so softly he could barely hear her.
Stepford sat on the toilet and leafed through the pile of magazines beside him. He pulled out a copy of Penthouse Letters and began reading a story.
Julie's second great fault was her sexual naiveté. The girl had the body of a porn star and the mind of a nun. She had even considered joining a convent before settling on going to school to become a therapist so she could help people. Stepford wished his wife were more like the women in Penthouse, hornier, sluttier, his private sex toy.
Stepford flushed the toilet and returned to his wife, who was still mindlessly repeating the phrase over and over. He wondered how long she would do this if he died on the spot.
"Julie, I have a new phrase for you. Repeat: 'I love sucking cock,' as you listen to my voice."
"I love sucking cock. I love sucking cock," said Julie over and over.
'My God, she's doing it,' thought Stepford. "Whenever we're home, instead of craving your nightly cigarette, you will crave sucking on my cock. You love the taste of sperm. Say it."
"I love the taste of sperm. I love the taste of sperm."
"Excellent. Now listen closely, Julie. When I wake you from your trance, we are going to get ready for bed. You're going to go to the bathroom and sit on the toilet. There is a copy of Penthouse sitting next to the toilet. Pick it up and read the story on the dog-eared page. It is about a woman who gets a lesson on cock-sucking from her husband. That story will change the way you think about performing oral sex. From then on, you will love sucking cock and swallowing sperm. When I snap my fingers, you will wake up. You will remember nothing I've told you, though you will act on everything I've said. You will not link your new behavior with being hypnotized."
Julie's eyes came into focus when Stepford snapped his fingers. She smiled at him shyly. "I think it worked. I don't feel like a cigarette."
"Good, honey. If not, we'll keep it up till you're cured. It's late, let's get ready for bed."
Stepford went into the bedroom, and Julie went into the bathroom. He stripped off his suit and pulled his boxers down. Curious to see if it had worked, he tiptoed over to the bathroom door. It was her habit to leave the door cracked open to diffuse any unpleasant odors. He often took advantage of that watching her get in and out of the shower. George peered through the crack. He could see his wife reflected in the mirror.. Julie was sitting on the toilet, seemingly very engrossed by the story she was reading in Penthouse which was a good sign as his wife hated pornography of any kind. He frowned when he saw she had already changed into her nightgown. It was an ugly thing that covered her body from her neck to her ankles. Why did she refuse to show off that great body? Maybe he could change that?
Stepford returned to the bedroom and lay naked on the bed. He crossed his legs and tried to concentrate on a book, but he kept thinking of what might be about to happen. His ex-wife hadn't liked sucking cock either. He had only gotten a blowjob once, when he was a teenager, and she hadn't finished him off. He looked down at his white-and-black chest hair at his penis, barely visible past his paunch, but it was plumping up with anticipation.
"George!" said Julie, entering the room.
"There's nothing wrong with a wife seeing her husband nude, Julie." She was staring at his cock. He felt it twitch and rise up off his balls.
Julie reached over and turned off the light. "What are you doing? I was reading." She didn't answer him, but he felt her climb onto the bed beneath his feet. He spread his legs for her.
Stepford was disappointed. He wanted to watch her take his cock in her mouth. He should have remembered she would turn the lights off. Maybe he could change that too?
Julie wrapped her fist around his cock, and it turned rock-hard. Stepford wasn't exactly hung like a horse. In fact, her fist covered his entire penis except for the head. He felt her breath on his penis. "Honey, what are you doing?"
"A good wife does things to please her husband," she said, before her lips touched the head of his cock.
It was everything he had hoped it would be. Julie ran her tongue in a circle around his cockhead and then took him in her warm mouth. She moaned slightly like she was taking pleasure blowing him. She removed her hand from his cock, swallowing him whole. It was more than he could stand, and his cock jerked as he erupted in her mouth. His cock quickly went limp, but Julie kept her lips squeezed around the shaft and bobbed her head as if she were milking it for more sperm. She kept it up until his cock grew too sensitive, and he had to yank it from her mouth. "Thanks, honey," he said.
"Thank you. Maybe you'll let me do it again in the morning."
Stepford woke up the next morning with Julie's lips already wrapped around his cock. She released him long enough to kiss and lick his balls before returning to blowing him. He lasted a little longer this time but still came in a couple of minutes. Just like last night, she squeezed her lips around his cock, milking him for every drop of seed. Once again, he wished he could see her, but she was still wearing that drab nightgown..
Julie sat up, slowly licking her lips before climbing off the bed. She ran into the bathroom and turned on the shower.
"Julie," he said when she came out of the bathroom with her hair wet and wearing her frumpy nightgown. He called her into the kitchen. "I need to hypnotize you and reaffirm your commands."
She entered the kitchen. "But I haven't had a cigarette in over a day now." The balls were already clicking. Her eyes flickered back and forth from ball to ball and she visibly relaxed.
"That's why we need to keep it working. Come sit at the table."
His trusting wife sat across from him, unable to take her eyes off the pendulum, and within minutes of his using the technique, she was completely under again. It really did get easier as they got used to it. "Julie, listen to my voice and obey what I say. Stand up and remove your nightgown."
"But then you'll see me naked." Her voice was monotonous, without feeling.
"I am not here. There is just the clicking of the balls and my voice, and you must obey my voice. Remove your robe."
Julie stood and, without another word, pulled her hideous nightgown over her head. Stepford inhaled sharply at his wife's gorgeous naked body. Four years of marriage, and he had never had a view this good.
Professor Stepford stood up and grabbed his wife's breasts, delighting in seeing something he had only touched in the dark. He bent down and kissed her nipples. Julie just stared off into space, not responding in any way. He knelt and kissed her flat tummy and belly button. He loved seeing a woman's navel. Stepford licked her navel and ran his hand across her light-brown pubic hair. He couldn't resist moving around behind her and checking out her ass. He pulled her butt cheeks apart and stared at the cute little rosebud that was her asshole. He had never dreamed of fucking a woman's ass, but now whole new vistas were opening for him to explore. He wished he were eighteen again and not a fat, tired old man.
Stepford had to get moving, so he stood up. "Julie, from now on, you like showing off your body. You are proud of your figure and big breasts. Repeat: 'I love showing off my body.'"
"I love showing off my body," she began mumbling.
"As you say it, it becomes true."
Stepford left her there and took a quick shower, cut even shorter by the fact that there was no hot water. "Damn," he said, shivering under the cold water. He would have to call that damn plumber again to come fix the hot water heater. This was the second time it had broken down in three months. He'd call from his office, and he wasn't paying them another dime.
Stepford finished showering, dried off, and dressed. He returned to his wife, still mumbling about liking to show off her body. "Julie, I am going to leave my credit card on the table. After I leave for work, you're going to go shopping for new outfits to show off your sexy body. I want you to buy some short skirts and some halter tops. You love your navel and want to show it off. Buy clothes to show off your belly. You will also buy sexy lingerie. You particularly like garter belts. You also want to spend time working on your tan in the backyard, so buy a very skimpy bikini. Be careful not to get burned." His wife had beautiful fair skin that had never seen the sun's rays in its life. He thought she'd look even better with a tan. Plus, he wanted to show her off at the beach to all his friends. "Do you understand these instructions?"
"Yes."
"Then I will snap my fingers, and you will awaken. You will never question me when I try to hypnotize you in the future, and throw away that hideous nightgown. Oh, and don't spend over a thousand dollars." He was glad he had thought of that. The seminar had warned him about the proper commands so much that he was trying to be careful. She might have maxed out his credit card. This could be dangerous if you weren't careful, but then most people didn't have his superior intellect.
Stepford stopped the clicking balls before snapping his fingers. Julie smiled at him and kissed him on the cheek. "Have a nice day at work, dear," she said. Julie grabbed her robe and walked buck naked toward the kitchen garbage to throw it away, completely unconcerned about her nudity. He tossed a credit card on the table and left for work, a smug grin spread across his face.
**********
Julie came home from shopping, wearing a halter top, miniskirt, and sandals. She had changed at the mall, throwing her old bulky clothes away. She carried five bags of clothes upstairs and into the bedroom. Julie stripped off her clothes and took the tags off her new bikini. It was a string-thong bikini that was borderline indecent. It barely covered her nipples, but it was stretched so thin you could clearly see them anyway. She bent down to pull the thong on, wincing as her newly pierced belly button pressed into her abdomen. "I love my sexy tummy," she said, rubbing her hand across the top of her belly. She thought the stud through her navel really enhanced the beauty of her belly and would draw more attention to it.
The only thing she didn't like was that her pubic hair stuck out all around the bottoms, but she didn't know what to do about that. She hurried downstairs to catch the late-afternoon sun. She had just finished oiling up her body in the backyard when the front doorbell rang.
**********
Hank did a double take when the sexy slut opened the door. At first, he thought she was naked. The bikini was cream-colored and matched her skin tones. She stared at him blankly, completely unconcerned about her outfit. She seemed so different from the woman he had seen the last time he was here a month ago. "Hi Mrs. Stepford, I'm Hank the plumber, we met last time I was here. I'm here to look at the hot water heater."
"It's about time," she said. "It hasn't worked quite right since the last time. Come on in, you know where it is. I'll be out sunbathing if you need me."
Hank openly let his eyes wander down her body, and the bitch actually smiled at him. The little tease liked showing off her body. He leered at her bare ass as she walked over to the back sliding glass door.
Hank walked over toward the hot water heater and fixed it in less than ten minutes. The last time he was here, he had rigged it to break down again for two reasons. First, he had spied on Julie through the half open door to the bathroom while she showered. His eyes had widened and his dick swelled as he watched her step out of the glass enclosure. With the hot water out, she'd taken a cold shower and was shivering, but her big nipples were hard little rocks and goosebumps had risen on her areola. She was fucking gorgeous and had a body built for porn. Hank had reached down and squeezed his cock as she grabbed a towel and began drying off her hot body. Then her stupid husband had yelled for her to hurry because the plumber needed to turn the water off. He'd slipped back into the bedroom and made his way back to the water heater with a hard dick. The next time he saw her, she was dressed in a bulky sweater that made her look chubby.
The second reason Hank had rigged the hot water heater to fail was that he was a sleazy bum and had been hoping to bill them for more hours. Of course, the jerk husband had called his boss and raised such a stink that this job was on the house. He walked out into the living room and stared at Julie through the window. Maybe he could get a different form of payment for this job?
Hank walked over to the refrigerator, grabbed a beer, and spent the next thirty minutes watching Julie lie out on a cot. She had oiled herself up thoroughly and turned over onto her back after ten minutes trying to get an even tan. Hank pulled his dick out and squeezed it, resisting the urge to jerk off as he hoped Mrs. Stepford would be sucking him off within a few minutes. He saw her get up and quickly threw the beer can away as she entered the house.
**********
"All done?" asked Julie as the plumber came down the hall.
"Yeah, it took longer than I thought. Now let's see--that's one hour labor plus parts, which comes to two hundred dollars. Cash, please." He smiled when her eyes lit up with alarm. Her stupid husband hadn't told her there wasn't a charge.
"What? I don't have that kind of cash on me. Can't you bill us?"
"Nope. It's cash up front only. No checks. Your husband had the money ready last time."
"He won't be home for hours. Can you come back?"
Hank tried to look angry. Any slut who would dress like that had to want it as bad as he did. She did a great job looking innocent, though. He had encountered the type before, they played hard to get, needing to be pushed into adultery. "Listen, Mrs. Stepford, I don't have all day. If you're playing games with me, you can talk to the police."
"Please, no," she said, tears forming in her eyes. The school paper printed all minor arrests, and this would humiliate George. "I didn't even know you were coming today. How about a credit card?"
"That's it. I'm calling the police."
"No! Please wait."
Hank paused near the phone. "Listen, Mrs. Stepford, there is one way I'd be willing to overlook your bill."
"Thank God," she said, relieved. "What is it?"
"Give me a blowjob."
Julie gasped in horror, though her mouth watered at the thought of sucking a new cock. "I can't do that, I'm married. I can't cheat on my husband."
"Come on, Mrs. Stepford. Everyone knows a blowjob ain't adultery. Besides, it's that or I call the cops."
"It isn't a sin?"
"Nope."
"What do you want me to do?"
"Well, you can start by coming over here and pulling my pants down," said Hank, while unbuttoning his shirt. This hadn't been as hard as he thought it would be.
Julie walked over to him and unbuckled his belt.
"It's easier if you kneel," he said. Julie knelt, looking up at him as she pulled his belt off. His shirt was open. He had a lean, muscular build, much nicer than her husband's body, but then Hank was much younger, closer to her age.
Julie was excited about seeing and sucking a new cock. Now that she knew this wasn't a sin, she could suck all the cock she wanted. She pulled his pants down, impressed by the bulge under his briefs. Julie reached up and pulled his underwear down, freeing his cock. "Wow!" Her eyebrows rose in surprise. "Your cock and balls are so big."
"Thanks," said Hank. His dick was perfectly average at six and a half inches. It was probably a little thicker than normal. Not that he was complaining, he liked being told he was big. "How big is your husband?"
"About an inch smaller," she said, kissing the head of his cock lovingly.
"You poor thing." She was running her tongue around the crown, sending shivers up his spine. "Do you like sucking cock?"
"I love sucking cock," she replied, holding his penis up so she could lick his balls.
"Do you swallow?" he asked, not that it mattered. If she said no, he would just grab her head and hold her so that he could cum in her mouth.
"I love the taste of sperm," she said before taking him in her mouth.
"Damn, girl, you suck cock like a slut. I wish my wife sucked dick like you. Fuck, I wish my wife looked like you."
Julie cringed at his foul language. She got the impression that Hank the plumber wasn't a very nice guy, but he did have a nice cock. She took the whole thing in her mouth and began rapidly bobbing her head while looking up at him. His flat stomach and abdominals were as different from her husband as his penis. She moaned with pleasure, bobbing her head faster.
"Here comes my nut, bitch," he grunted, and his cock jerked in her mouth.
Julie moaned as her mouth filled with hot cum, and she quickly swallowed his load. She wrapped her lips around the base and began milking out every last drop. She was surprised that the plumber's cock maintained some of its hardness.
"Ready to get this thing shoved in your pussy?"
"What?" She stood up rapidly, her breasts quivering under the bikini top. "How dare you talk to me like that."
"Come on, bitch, you know you want it."
"Get out of my house. What kind of woman do you think I am?."
"But I..."
"Get out!" Julie screamed at the plumber. The confused man pulled his pants up, grabbed his toolbox, and left. She had half a mind to phone his boss. Shame, he had turned out to be such a jerk. His sperm had tasted real good, and he came more than Stepford.
**********
"My God, you're beautiful," said Stepford as Julie came out of the bathroom wearing a white lacy bra and panties with a garter belt just above her newly pierced navel. He had no idea the hypnotism symposium would have had this kind of payoff. First, he had come home to find Julie doing her housework in a teeny bikini, and now this.


"I'm glad you like it, George," said Julie seductively. "I hope it's making your cock nice and hard for me to suck."
Stepford was lying nude on the bed, and his cock had plumped up a little, but he wasn't used to cumming twice in one day, not at his age anyway. "It might need a little help getting there."
"Well then, we'll just have to make it hard," she said, taking him in her mouth.
It worked. "Hold on, dear," he said, feeling the cum welling up in his balls after a minute. "I want to fuck you tonight."
"Stepford! I expect that language from... from a plumber, but not a college professor."
"Sorry, dear." He had rolled off the bed and grabbed her hips, holding her on all fours.
"Good lord, what's gotten into you tonight? We're not animals." Julie rolled over onto her back and spread her legs.
Stepford sighed. He wanted to try new positions with her, but at least this gave him a good view of her body under the sexy lingerie. The panties were crotchless and so small that part of her hairy bush stuck out. He positioned himself at the entrance to her vagina and began rubbing his cock around it. Dry as a bone.
"Be careful lying on me," she said as he reached over to the nightstand for lubricant. "My belly button is still sore from the piercing."
Stepford looked at the tube of lubricant. "If you don't want to use it, sit on my chest and let me suck on you," said Julie.
Stepford had an idea. "Julie, I forgot to hypnotize you tonight. Let's go out to the table." He put on some boxer shorts and walked to the kitchen.
Julie got up, never questioning the fact that she needed hypnotizing in the middle of sex. She walked into the kitchen, her head turning to stare at her husband's desk toy on the table. The balls were clicking back and forth, click... click... click. She went under almost immediately.
"Julie, I want you to repeat: 'I love to fuck,' while you listen to my voice." He paused while she started mouthing the words. The word fuck had never escaped her lips before. "Sex is good. From now on, the sight of a hard cock makes you horny. It excites you so much that your pussy starts lubricating to prepare you for it. Your nipples will become hard and sensitive." She had some of the fattest, longest nipples he had ever seen, but they never hardened except when she was cold, and it always embarrassed her so much that she put Band-Aids over them. "You like getting fucked in different positions. Missionary is your least favorite. You especially like getting fucked from behind or being on top." That way, she would do all the work, and he could play with her tits. "Your pussy and body are so sensitive that every little touch feels twice as good." He wondered if he could make her cum. Julie had always been too uptight about sex to enjoy it.
Stepford knew he couldn't keep doing this every day. He didn't have the stamina to handle sex like he had at eighteen. He decided he needed a trigger for her behavior. He went to the bathroom to think about it, leaving her mindlessly repeating "I love to fuck" over and over, her eyes flickering back and forth at the clicking balls. He leafed through a Penthouse until he was finished.
"Julie," he said, returning to the table. "Listen carefully. Whenever you see a Penthouse or Penthouse Letters magazine and hear the word 'Penthouse,' you will go into a receptive trance. You will no longer need to stare at the clicking balls. You will act normally, but everything you hear for the next hour will be treated as a command that must be obeyed. You will become extremely horny." Stepford was no fool, he didn't want her hearing the word on some soap opera or something. "Do you understand?"
"I love to f... I understand. I love to fuck..."
"Good. Then when I snap my fingers, you will remember none of this, but you will act on everything I've told you. And one more thing, you're very embarrassed by your hairy bush. Go trim it. On second thought, shave it all and keep it smooth."
Stepford snapped his fingers and watched Julie smile at him, then blush. "I'll be right back, honey," she said.
He went into the bedroom and lay down on the bed. He kept reaching under his boxers and squeezing his cock every now and then to keep it hard. Julie returned a few minutes later, still wearing the lingerie. He could no longer see the brownish patch under her panties. "Now, where were we?" he said, raising his hips to pull down his boxers.
"Oh my," she said, staring at his cock. Her nipples started popping out.
"Julie, why don't you do a little striptease for me?"
"Oh, I couldn't do that. I don't like to dance."
Stepford reached into the desk beside the bed and pulled out an old copy of Penthouse. "The girls in Penthouse always dance for their husbands." Her eyes widened as she stared at the magazine, and he could see her holding her thighs together. "Do a little striptease for me."
Julie obeyed, swaying her hips and running her hands over her body. She wasn't a natural, but her sexy body and lack of inhibitions made up for her inexperience. Maybe he would rent Striptease or Showgirls and make her practice.
"Ooh," she said, looking relieved to remove her bra. Julie had big areolas with nipples close to an inch long. Her nipples were now puffy and red from rubbing against the bra. They were completely hard, and she moaned as she tweaked them between her fingers. Julie continued dancing. She unhooked her garter and rolled the stockings down her legs. She then turned around and stuck her ass up in the air as she pulled her panties down. Her thighs glistened--she was so wet.
Stepford couldn't wait any longer. "Does this give you any ideas?" he asked, waving his cock at her.
Julie quit dancing, climbed on him, and with one quick motion took his entire penis inside her pussy. She was soaked. He had never felt her pussy so hot and inviting. He was in heaven as she bounced up and down on his cock.
"Stepford, something's happening. I feel funny." Stepford couldn't hold back. He leaned up and sucked one nipple into his mouth just as he came. "Oh my God," she moaned. Her eyes closed, and she quit bouncing as she shuddered from her first orgasm. He quickly turned limp, but she kept grinding their crotches together until she came again. She didn't stop until he had to yank his cock out of her. Julie opened her eyes and stared in awe at him. "Oh, Stepford, you made me cum. I love you so much."
"I love you too." She collapsed on him. He looked over at the clock. It had only been fifteen minutes since giving her the Penthouse command.
"Julie, why don't you go get me a beer and make me a sandwich?"
"Of course," she said, jumping off him. Nude, she ran out to the kitchen. She returned a little later with a plate and a beer. Stepford sat up to eat. Julie crawled between his legs and began nuzzling his cock. "I want to suck you off," she said.
"No Julie, you're tired, and you want to go to sleep." Julie yawned, moved over to her side of the bed, and crawled under the covers.
Stepford took a sip of beer. He had created the perfect subservient wife. He was happy; she was happy. What could go wrong?
Part 2: Something Goes Wrong
"Holy shit!" Billy did a double take when he saw Mrs. Stepford in the bikini. She tutored him in her husband's class, and he had just rung her doorbell. He had never seen her in anything so skimpy. In fact, he had never seen her show off any more skin other than her hands or face. He had expected she had a body hiding under her shapeless clothing, but he had no idea it was this hot.
"I see you like my outfit," said Julie. "I was just working on my tan. Go have a seat at the table, and I'll go change."
"Don't change on my account," he said, ogling her.
Julie seemed to think about it but said, "I want to keep you focused on your studies. I'll be right back."
Billy felt his cock growing as he watched her bare ass climb the stairs. Was it his imagination, or was she putting a little extra swing in her hips for him.
**********
Julie flushed with pride at the effect her body had on the young man. She loved showing off her body, even though she didn't much care for Billy personally. He was an arrogant punk with more muscles than brains. She was only tutoring him so that he could pass Stepford's class and stay on the football team. She changed and returned downstairs.
*********
Billy was rubbing an erection under his pants when she came into the kitchen. "With all due respect, Mrs. Stepford, that outfit sure isn't going to help me focus."
"You like?" She twirled around for him. She had changed into a half-shirt that showed off her belly and a short skirt. The skirt whirled up daringly close to her crotch as she spun around. She had left her feet bare.
Mrs. Stepford sat close to him and opened the psychology book. There was only one reason for this kind of behavior. She wanted him. He hadn't expected it previously, he hadn't even thought she liked him. Maybe the old man wasn't giving her any, or maybe she had heard the rumors about what he was packing in his pants.
Billy reached down and put his hand on her bare knee as he leaned over the text book.
**********
Julie felt a wave of pleasure travel up her leg at Billy's touch. It grew as he slid his hand up toward her thigh. Julie picked his hand up and set it on the table. "What do you think you're doing?" she asked, a little flustered.
"Come on, Mrs. Stepford. You gotta know what seeing you dressed like this is doing to me."
"Billy, I'm a married woman, and you're my husband's student. I'm sorry if my new outfits have gotten you all hot and bothered. I will change into something less comfortable so you can focus."
"Wait! You can't leave me hanging like this. I won't be able to concentrate all day. Look what you've done to me."
Julie stared as Billy pointed to the outline of a rather sizable bulge under his pants. The fabric made it look huge, bigger than Hank the plumber. Her mouth watered at the thought of a big hard cock in her mouth. She hadn't had any sperm since yesterday.
"You gotta help me out here," Billy said, slowly unbuttoning his pants. He was staring at her face to see if she had any objections. He didn't see anything but interest, her eyes focused on his swelling bulge.
"Oh my God! You're huge," she said as he pulled it out. It had to be ten inches long and very thick. He put both her husband and the plumber to shame. She felt her nipples hardening at the sight of his big hard cock. The crotch of her panties was getting soaked too.
"Listen, Mrs. Stepford, unless we do something about this, we won't be able to get any studying done."
"I can't cheat on my husband," she said, though she wondered what something that big would feel like inside her. "How about I suck you off, and then we'll get right to work?"
"Sounds good to me," said Billy, facing the chair away from the table so that she could crawl between his legs.
Billy had the nicest cock she had ever seen. His balls were big also, and she hoped that meant he would blow a lot of sperm. "You have a really nice cock, Billy," she said, kissing the head.
"You have a real nice mouth, Mrs. Stepford. Whoa!" He jumped as she immediately swallowed half his penis in her mouth. The bitch was really into it.
Julie sucked up until only the head was in her mouth. She ran her tongue around the head and then released it as she began licking down the shaft. She licked his balls and then returned to the tip. Julie took him in her mouth and began bobbing her head.
Billy couldn't believe what a horny little slut the prof's wife was. She was trying to swallow the whole thing. His cockhead must be halfway down her throat. Dozens of women had sucked him off before, but none had ever shown this much enthusiasm or seemed to enjoy it so much.
She was so good that he came in only ten minutes. "Here it comes, Mrs. Stepford." She bobbed her head up, and at first he thought she was trying to get it out of her mouth before he blew. Instead, she stopped with just the head in her mouth, jerking his shaft with her hand. She wanted to taste him!
His load caught her off guard. Billy watched her cheeks bulge out, and then she gulped rapidly to keep up with the flow. She made contented sounds as she jerked every ounce of sperm into her mouth. She kept sucking him, and his cock stayed hard in her mouth. She would have kept right on sucking him off again, but he had other ideas. "Come on, let me show you what my cock can do."
"What do you mean?" she asked, reluctantly taking her mouth off him. She was hoping for another load.
"Let's go up to your bedroom and fuck."
"I can't cheat on Stepford!"
"Come on, Mrs. Stepford," Billy said, grabbing her arm and pulling her up. "You know you want it. Quit playing games."
"Billy, you're hurting me," she said, jerking her arm out of his hand. Julie realized exactly how physically big a man the football player was. And seeing him towering over her with his huge cock hard, frightened her. "Just get out." She ran from the room and upstairs.
Billy followed her and knocked on the door to the bathroom as she locked it behind her. "Mrs. Stepford... Julie, I'm sorry I scared you. Come on out."
"No! Go away."
"Listen, I swear I didn't mean to hurt you. Come out and let me apologize."
"Just leave."
Billy walked into the bedroom, whistling softly at the sexy lingerie at the foot of the bed. The bitch sure knew how to dress to please a man. Billy wasn't about to force her into anything, but he still thought she was acting out some fantasy with him. He quickly stripped off his clothes and climbed onto her bed. Her old man had a Penthouse lying next to the bed. He picked it up and started leafing through the pictorials.
Julie was crying as she sat on the toilet. Billy had really scared her. He had a very strong, masculine presence that both intimidated and attracted her. She didn't want to cheat on Stepford, but she loved to fuck so much that it was hard to turn down a cock like Billy's. She looked down at a copy of Penthouse Letters--the one that had taught her how to give blowjobs. Stepford was supposed to hide them under the pile in case they had guests. She picked it up just as Billy yelled from the bedroom, "I can sit here all day if I have to. Your husband left me a Penthouse to read."
Julie gasped as a new wave of horniness overwhelmed her body. She was hornier now than when she had first seen Billy's hard cock. Her nipples started rubbing against her bra. She reached under her shirt and removed her bra, her nipples were so sensitive. "Go away, Billy, George will be here any minute."
"The professor is in class. Come out here."
Julie stood up and walked to the door. She unlocked it and walked into her bedroom. Billy was lying nude in the center of her bed. His large, muscular body looked incredible compared to her husband's. His cock was still hard and made her mouth water. "Please leave," she said.
Billy held his dick up into the air. "How big is the professor?"
"His cock is only half your size," she answered.
"That ain't a cock. That's a little boy's penis. Something that small will never satisfy you. Only a big cock like mine can make you happy. You know it's true."
Julie started crying again; she nodded her head in agreement. It was true.
"Once a cock this big gets in you, it will ruin you for anything smaller. Take your clothes off. Show me that hot body of yours." Billy watched in awe as Julie pulled off her top and her big tits fell out. Her nipples were so hard--he knew she was into this as much as he was. His cock throbbed when he saw her shaved pussy; then he saw how soaked her panties were. "Damn, bitch, you want me bad."
"Yes," she said, still crying, her pussy clenching with need for Billy's cock.
"What are you so upset about?"
"I don't want to cheat on Stepford."
"He's a wimp. You deserve better. Your body was built for big cock."
Julie nodded and quit crying. She suddenly felt nothing but contempt for her husband. He was nothing compared to the stud lying nude on her marital bed. Stepford's little-boy penis was dwarfed by the mighty cock Billy was holding, pointed at the ceiling. "Come and get it," said Billy.
Julie practically leaped onto the bed, all inhibitions gone. She straddled him, lifting her hips up over his cockhead. He poised the tip between her labia, and she dropped to her knees. "I'm cumming," she screamed as all ten inches were buried in her pussy. Billy's cock awakened dormant nerves deep in her vagina, and the extra size prolonged the orgasm until it was almost unbearable.
"God damn, you're one horny slut," moaned Billy. "I've never felt a pussy so hot and tight."
Julie was looking at him with awe. His ten-inch cock had just ruined her for all other men. She was such a horny slut that she began raising her hips and slamming down hard, forcing Billy's cock deep into her pussy each time. She came again and again, each time collapsing onto Billy's hard chest.
Billy got tired of waiting for her to recover and rolled her over. He knelt between her legs, throwing them over his shoulders, and positioned the head of his cock at the entrance to her pussy. "Sluts like you love to talk dirty. Beg me to fuck you," he said, teasing her with just the tip.
"Fuck me, Billy."
"Not good enough. Tell me how much you love my big cock."
"I love your big cock. Fuck me with your big cock." Her pleas turned to screams as he slammed his cock back into her pussy. "Oh God, Billy--fuck me, fuck me. Your big cock's making me cum."
Billy fucked her for close to half an hour. He lost count of the number of times he had made her orgasm, but it was a record. She spent half the time thrashing on the bed, screaming out how good a fuck he was, and the rest of the time in an orgasmic bliss. He never failed to make his girlfriend's orgasm once or twice, but none of them reacted like this horny wife, the bed was soaked with her cum. None of them had bodies half as hot as Mrs. Stepford either, he thought, watching her breasts jiggle with each thrust of his cock. This woman fucked like a porn star; this wouldn't be the last time he came over and fucked her. This was going to be a regular thing. His cock started swelling, and he could feel his orgasm about to blow. "Are you on birth control?" he grunted out.
"No," she moaned.
"You want me to cum in your pussy?" he asked.
Julie's suggestive mind took it as a command. "I want you to cum in my pussy. Fill me up with your sperm."
Billy didn't have to be told twice. If she got pregnant, that was the professor's problem. He buried his cock in her pussy and shot jet after jet of sperm into her womb. Her eyes flew open in awe, and her pussy clamped down so tight around his cock that he thought she'd rip it off. A wave of her cum dripped down his balls. Julie's eyes rolled up in her head, and she passed out.
Billy extracted himself and dressed, leaving her asleep on the bed. He stared at her a moment, watching his cum trickle out of her pussy. "Wow," he said, and left.
*********
Julie slowly opened her eyes; she felt incredible, liberated. She was a horny slut with a body built for big dick, and she had finally found a cock to satisfy her.
Her eyes came into focus, and she saw her husband staring at her in horror. "W-what happened?" he stuttered.
"I just got fucked by a real man."
"Who did this?"
"Billy."
"That punk from class? Julie, how could you?"
"How could I not? I wanted his big cock the moment I saw it. After fucking Billy, your little penis will never make me happy."
"Julie, look down at that magazine. Penthouse," he said as she looked at the magazine on the floor.
"Yes, I know it's a Penthouse, Stepford. I can read, you know."
Amazing, seconds after saying it, her nipples had swelled up again. "Julie, quit showing contempt for me. You love me deeply."


"I'm sorry, George, I love you. I just couldn't resist Billy's big cock. Please don't be mad."
"Exactly how big was it?"
"Twice your size. It stretched me out like crazy. I've never cum so much in my life. Just... just thinking about him..." Julie reached up and began squeezing her nipples, moaning as she tugged them. "Makes me want to fuck him again." Her crotch was rising, vaginal muscles clenching, sending more of Billy's semen leaking from her pussy.
George gulped. He had a low sperm count and couldn't have children. It had led to his divorce with his first wife. No doubt his punk student didn't have that problem. "Go change the sheets, then take a bath. I don't want any trace of that punk on you when you come to bed."
Stepford watched her leap to obey him. He had screwed up royally. He should have listened to all the warnings and been more careful with his hypnotic suggestions. What should he do? He could always make Julie forget about Billy, but he couldn't make Billy forget about Julie. He thought about it for a while, becoming more pissed at himself as he thought about it. He was too intelligent to make a mistake like this.
Julie came back just before the hour was up, so she was still suggestible. He hadn't made a decision yet. "Julie, get some sleep, and in the meantime, you're not to fuck him again."
She crawled into bed and went to sleep. Stepford didn't sleep quite so well.
**********
The next day at class, Stepford had trouble concentrating on teaching. Billy sat toward the back, looking all smug. Hell, the jerk even had two of the hottest girls in school sitting next to him, laughing at his every word.
Stepford had hypnotized Julie in the morning and made her tell him everything that had happened. He couldn't believe that Billy had a ten-inch penis. Cocks that big didn't exist. The more he thought about Billy, the more he wanted to see that ten-inch cock for himself, to see Julie wrapping her lips around it, fucking it. He wanted both Billy and himself to enjoy Julie. He wanted to see them together before he made Julie forget everything she had done with his student. He'd have to hope Billy moved on to another woman.
Stepford got home late and ran to the bathroom. He leafed through Penthouse Letters until he found a hot story to his liking. He left it open beside the toilet.
Shortly after, a hypnotized Julie was getting really aroused as she read about the woman who took on two guys at once. That would really satisfy a horny slut like her. She had to try it.
Stepford had told her to take a shower and make herself gorgeous. She fixed her hair and makeup, then put on the lingerie with the garter belt she had bought. When Julie finished, she walked back to see her husband. He was holding up a magazine. "Penthouse," he said to her.
"Yeah, what about it?" she asked, feeling horny.
"Just shut up and listen," said Stepford. She shut up, and he continued. "Julie, you desperately crave two cocks at once. You want to have a threesome with two men. Go get Billy and bring him back here. Put your coat over the lingerie when you leave. Show him what you're wearing if he objects to coming here. Tell him he has to wear a condom. Refuse to have sex with him if he doesn't do what you want. Now go get him."
**********
Billy lived in a dorm only ten minutes away, so Julie was still very susceptible to suggestion when she knocked on his door. "Well, well," he said. "I figured you could wait until my next tutoring session, but apparently not. Come in. What can I do for you?" he asked, with a knowing smirk.
"I want to have a threesome. I want to try two cocks at once."
"Well, you're not playing games anymore, are you?"
"No. Let's go back to my place."
"No, it's better if we stay here. Can't risk your husband catching us. Who did you have in mind to join us?"
Julie thought about it. She had no idea. Shame Stepford only had a little penis. If he had a cock, he could have joined them. "I don't know, Billy. I really need this."
"I don't know him all that well, but there's this German guy down the hall. I've seen his cock in the shower, and it looks even bigger than mine."
"That sounds great. I think he'll do fine," she said, shaking her head eagerly.
"Wait here. I'll see if he's in his room."
Billy returned about ten minutes later, followed by a blond-haired, blue-eyed giant. The man was around 6'4", and had a hard, chiseled face. He appeared even more muscular than Billy.
"Vell, vhat did you vant to see me for?"
"Hans, this is Julie. She's a married little slut who wants to try two men at once, and she likes well endowed men."
Hans looked Julie over. His hard face never seemed to smile, but he nodded as if he approved of her looks. "Pretty. You aren't gay, are you, Billy?"
"Hell no. This is all her idea. She likes cock so much she begged me to find another guy for her."
"This true, Julie?" asked Hans.
"Yes, I love big cock, especially Billy's. And now I want to love yours."
Hans still looked doubtful, suspicious. "I'd be happy to fuck you, but..."
Julie pulled the belt on her coat and opened it, smiling at Hans as she let her coat fall to the floor. "Does this help change your mind?"
"Mein Gott!" exclaimed Hans. For the first time, his face showed expression, and it was one of amazement. "You are magnificent." His hand came down to squeeze a swelling bulge.
"Fuck!" said Billy. She was wearing the lingerie he had seen on the floor of her bedroom. Billy had never seen a woman with a body this good, and he had fucked several dozen of the hottest girls in college and high school. "Well, Hans, If you aren't interested, I will go find someone who is."
"Ja, I fuck her," said Hans, his look of amazement turning to lust.
"Let's get started then," said Billy. He started unbuttoning his shirt, and Hans followed suit.
"Come over here and suck my cock," said Billy, pulling his pants down.
Julie was staring at Hans as he slowly revealed his chest. She loved his hard, muscled body. He looked like a Viking stud on the cover of a romance novel, though he kept his hair short in a military cut. She quit staring at Hans when Billy revealed his plump, half-hard cock. She was down on her knees, taking him in her mouth within seconds of seeing it.
"This bitch sure can suck cock," said Billy to Hans.
"Scheiße," said Hans, watching the sexy blonde woman sucking on Billy's big dick. "She swallowed it all."
"I-I t-tell ya, man, she loves it," said Billy, starting to sweat. He grabbed the back of her head and started fucking her face.
Julie squeezed her lips tight, moaning as Billy's cock slid in and out of her throat. She felt him swelling up and pushed her head back. She didn't want him cumming in her throat, she wanted to taste him before she swallowed his load. She was soon rewarded with a mouthful of cum, and the first wad was sliding down her throat just as he ejaculated a second, smaller load. Having already blown him, she was prepared for his large loads and swallowed every drop finding it delicious.
"Now my turn," said Hans as she was milking out the last drops of Billy's cum onto her tongue. Julie turned to Hans. He was still standing there, bare-chested with his pants on. "You're going to take my schlong out, but first, you strip for me."
Julie immediately started dancing to music in her head. She had watched Showgirls and Striptease over and over one afternoon, committing the dances to memory. She knew what turned men on, and she was delighted to see Billy's cock rising to attention again. She winked at him and tossed her bra over his cock so that it hung there. She turned back to Hans, he was staring at her long nipples, and she brought one nipple up to her mouth and teased it with her tongue. Julie then turned around and unhooked her garter. She licked her leg as she rolled her stockings down. Then came the panties, which were so wet she could have wrung them out. When she turned back to Hans, she was naked. Julie held her long hair up as she danced, thrusting her hips suggestively toward Hans' crotch.
"Enough," he said. "You suck me now."
Julie fell to her knees and was immediately impressed by the bulge under his pants, running her hand over it. She tore into him, yanking his pants down and kissing the bulge under his underwear. Julie kissed up his underwear and took the waistband in her teeth, pulling it out and down. A large cock smacked her in the face. "Wow," she said when she saw it.
"You like?"
"I like." It was probably close to eleven inches long and a little thicker than Billy's. The German's cock matched Hans' body in every way, hard and chiseled, like it was cut from granite. Even his balls were huge. The cock was perfect in every way except... "Where's the head?"
Billy laughed. "He's still wearing his turtleneck. Show her, Hans."
Hans smirked and pulled back on his foreskin until a large, golf-ball-sized cockhead emerged.
"I see," she said, kissing the tip and licking around the crown.
"Take it slow, slut. I want you to worship mein grober schwanz properly. I call it der Bratwurst. You'll love it."
Julie obeyed. She licked it all over, then lifted it up and licked his balls. He was right, she did love it. And with both men here, she loved the thought that she would get enough sperm to satisfy her. She moved back up to the tip and slowly began bobbing her head over the tip of Hans' cock, taking more with each thrust.
Julie was having difficulty with Hans' thicker size and was having to come up for air more often. "Take it all," ordered Hans. Julie redoubled her efforts and soon was sucking on his entire cock with ease. "Gott, this has never been done by any woman before. Absaugen mein sausage, you married whore."
"Hans, go lay on the bed," said Billy, waving his hard cock.
Hans nodded and backed toward the bed. Julie followed, walking on her knees, never letting his cock leave her mouth--even when he lay down on the bed and she crawled up between his legs.
Julie began deep-throating Hans' magnificent sausage. His cock felt so big and alive in her mouth that she wanted to suck on it forever, but her rhythm was thrown off as Billy shoved his cock into her pussy, and she orgasmed. She had been so intent on sucking Hans that she hadn't felt Billy come up behind her.
So this is what it's like to have two men at once, she thought. It's wonderful, but it was hard to concentrate on pleasing Hans when your pussy was getting speared by a ten-inch cock. She gave up and ended up jerking Hans off with her lips loosely wrapped around his cockhead so that she could scream when Billy made her cum. She was cumming so much that she was afraid she might miss out on swallowing some of Hans' sperm.
She didn't have to wait long. Hans' cock swelled up so big it did resemble a sausage. The thick veins running the length of his cock puffed up, and his entire schlong turned an angry red. When he came, his sperm filled her mouth completely, and she swallowed it down. Unfortunately, Billy gave her another orgasm at that moment, and Hans' cock sprayed her face as she reared back to scream. She quickly clamped her lips back around the head to catch the rest.
Billy pulled out and smacked her ass. "Get up, bitch," he ordered. She got off the bed while Billy took Hans' place, lying on his back. The big German stood off to the side, his cock still plump and half-erect.
"Mount me," said Billy, holding up his shiny cock so that she could straddle it.
Julie stared at Billy's gorgeous cock all shiny from her pussy juices. "Wait, you're supposed to wear a condom."
"Fuck that. You don't want me to wear a condom. Fucking bareback is much better."
"Your're right," she said, nodding. "Bareback is better." Julie mounted him, moaning from another orgasm as she slid down his cock. She wanted to kiss him, but he seemed disgusted by the sperm on her face. He just wrapped her hair around his fist and held her head back so that he could suck on her tits. Her overly sensitive nipples triggered another series of orgasms.
Billy tired and pulled her hair to the side so that her head was lying on the mattress, looking at him. "Ah, ah, ah, ah. fuck me, Billy, ah, ah," she said over and over again as he bounced his hips on the mattress. He was looking over his shoulder at something.
Julie felt something push into her ass, and she wasn't sure she liked it, but her butt cheeks clenched, and she came again. It was one of Hans' fingers, and it was coated with something that felt like Vaseline. He moved it around for a moment and then yanked it out. The finger returned, spreading more Vaseline around the rim of her ass.
"Ever been ass-fucked?" asked Hans, pushing his cock between her ass cheeks.
"Jesus, no," she replied, feeling disgusted at the idea. There hadn't been anal sex in the threesome story she had read.
"I will be first then, ja."
"No, Hans, you're too big. It'll rip me in two."
"I'm going to fuck your ass, so get ready," said Hans, and he pushed forward.
"Oh God," she cried. It felt like a golf ball was getting shoved up her butt. Billy had quit fucking her to allow Hans to push it in. The golf ball worked its way deeper; her ass never closed as the equally thick shaft followed the head. "It hurts," she cried.
Just before her hour-long hypnotic state expired, Billy whispered in her ear, "The pain will fade, and you'll love it." That was when she became an ass slut, not that she was surprised; her body was built for big cock, no matter what hole.
Julie was so stuffed with cock that she finally felt satisfied. She'd have to thank George for suggesting this. She could feel their shafts rubbing against each other, separated by only a thin layer of flesh. They slowly started to move. "I love it. I love you two. Fuck me with your big cocks. Fuck my ass. Fuck my pussy."
They started to move, awkwardly at first, but soon developed a rhythm as they got used to each other. "Let's alternate," said Billy. "You in, me out." They began pistoning their cocks into her body. Just as Billy's left her pussy, Hans shoved his into her ass, and vice versa. "Now together." Hans switched so that they were both fucking Julie together.
Billy pulled Julie's hair back and looked at her sperm-covered face. Her eyes were dazed and unfocused, and her tongue was hanging out. Her pussy was squeezing his cock tightly, spasming every time he shoved it in, and a constant stream of her cum was pouring over his balls. "This is pretty cool, Hans."
"Ja, sehr gut."
"Want to do it again sometime? I wouldn't mind that hot German bitch you flew here with."
"And I vouldn't mind that cheerleader you are dating."
"We'll see what we can do then," said Billy, looking forward to the partnership with his new friend.
Julie didn't seem to come out of her daze, but her body thrashed around as Billy came. Hans bellowed and gave several hard thrusts of his cock as he filled her ass with sperm.
"More, please," murmured Julie.
"I'm spent," said Billy.
"I got one more round left in my veapon," said Hans.
They left Billy and snuck off to the dorm showers. Hans wanted her to clean up.
Afterward, she spent the next forty minutes with her legs wrapped around Hans' waist as he lifted her up and down his cock while the water cascaded over their bodies. She hoped Stepford would be pleased when she told him about her threesome.
Part 3: Stepford's Last Mistake
Julie had a dazed look and a dumb grin on her face as she left the college grounds. It was after 2:00 a.m., and Stepford would be worried, but he was the one who wanted her to have a threesome in the first place. He would understand.
Julie felt dehydrated and decided to stop at the convenience store for some bottled water. She grabbed a 20oz bottle and walked up to the counter. A giant Black man stood on the raised platform behind the register. He'd been reading a magazine when she came in. He had on a tank top to show off his huge tattooed arms. He had obviously spent a lot of time lifting weights. He was eyeing her up and down. She must look a sight, her hair was still wet from fucking Hans in the shower, and she wore nothing but a short coat with a bra, panties, and garter ensemble underneath it.
"$1.69," he said in a deep voice.
Julie took a five out of her coat pocket. The Black man made her uncomfortable. She didn't like being alone with one late at night in a convenience store. She didn't care for black people. Her daddy had always told her to stay away from the dirty "N-words". Stepford didn't care too much for them either, hating the school's affirmative action policy. This one looked like a thug too with a buzzcut and sideburns. He had African features, broad lips, a flat nose, and an angry bitter scowl. His dark eyes swept down her body, trying to see through her coat, taking in her white nylons and heels before moving back up to stare at her face.
She looked away from the predatory stare as he handed her the change. Her gaze fell on the magazine rack filled with porn magazines behind the counter. The new issue of Penthouse was out on the top row. She stared at it, wondering if it had any good stories about threesomes. She must have stared too long because the Black man said, "Wanna buy that Penthouse?"
Julie shivered as a new wave of horniness coursed through her body. Her nipples popped out, rubbing against her bra as she looked up at the man. His name tag read Omar. "No, I don't approve of pornography."
"You're staring at it like you love pornography."
Her eyes flickered back to the magazine rack. I... love... pornography, she thought. "Yes, but give me something more hardcore."
Omar grinned. This sexy white woman was starting to intrigue him. "How about Oui or High Society, they're both more hardcore than Penthouse."
Julie shuddered moaning as a fresh wave of arousal poured down her thighs. "Yes, please. Give me both."
Omar grabbed them, ringing her up. "What exactly were you looking for?"
"Maybe something with big... you know... big cocks."
Omar nodded knowingly. "You need to visit an adult bookstore for the good stuff," he said.
Julie nodded, she'd need to visit an adult bookstore for the kind of pornography she loved. "I will."
"I have something here you might be interested in," he said, reaching under the counter, pulling out the magazine he'd been reading.
"Jungle Fever," she muttered. She flipped through it, eyes widening. "It's all black men with white women," she said in shock at what she was seeing.
"Girl, if you love big cocks, you'll want to go black. Black guys have the biggest cocks around." Omar stood up from his stool, his crotch was eye level with the counter. She found herself staring at his sizable bulge. "You curious about black cock?" he asked.
Julie's mouth fell open as she watched one huge black hand come down and squeeze that monstrous bulge. A bead of sweat formed on her head as all these new thoughts surfaced in her brain. She wanted to see what a really big cock looked like. She wanted to go black. Julie gulped as his black hand left his bulge, the swell noticeably bigger. Julie nodded almost imperceptibly. "Yes," she muttered.
Omar smirked. "You want to see it, say it louder and ask me nicely."
Julie shuddered. "Yes, I'm curious. Let me see it... please?"
Omar looked around. The parking lot was empty except for his rundown old Honda and Julie's shiny Jaguar. He looked down at her white nylon clad legs coming out under the coat. "Show me what you're hiding under that coat." Now it was Omar's turn to be impressed. "Holy fuck," he growled when she opened the coat. His broad nostrils flaring as he stared at her flawless lingerie clad body. He hadn't been expecting that. "Damn gurl, your body is built for big black cock."
Julie shuddered. Her hard nipples scraped against the lacy bra, a fresh wave of arousal drooled down her thighs. "Show me," she stuttered, shivering with desire. She was so curious about black cock. She wanted to go black so bad. Omar unbuttoned his jeans and slowly lowered the zipper. He fished around inside his underwear. "Fuck me," she gasped in awe when he slammed his dark black cock on the counter. It was still slightly floppy, but as long and as thick as Han's cut German cock had been hard. It laid on the open pages of the Jungle Feaver interracial magazine. It swelled and extended slightly, rising up off the magazine showing a pictorial of a white wife fucking a black plumber.


"Imma gonna fuck you, but first come back here and suck my cock."
Julie nodded, not wanting to take her eyes off Omar's black cock. Omar pushed his jeans down and sat back on the stool. He watched in awe as the stacked white woman stepped up behind the counter. She dropped the coat as she approached him, falling to her knees. His cock had risen, angled up from his crotch. She stared at it in awe. It was long and girthy, the glans were as big as a golf ball. Omar was dark skinned, but his penis was even blacker, almost a purplish black, crisscrossed with some very powerful blue-black veins. Hanging beneath it was a pair of hairy balls that would have made a bull jealous. "It's so big," she said in awe as she reached out for it, one hand wrapping around the thick shaft. It was so girthy her finger and thumb didn't touch. She could feel its heat and the powerful pulse beneath the veins. It swelled, bulging even more, turning fully hard. "It's a foot long!" she gasped in amazement.
"Closer to thirteen," he grunted. "You been craving black meat a long time, white gurl?"
"Forever," she muttered, licking her lips. "You're my first." She scooted closer as she pulled the huge black cock down. She pressed her lips to the head and kissed the tip while looking up at the muscular black man.
"That a white boy's ring?" he asked, staring at the large diamond sparkling on her finger as she held his black shaft.
"Yes," she said, sticking her tongue out and licking around the swollen glans.
"His little white dick not big enough for you?"
"No," she said, spreading her lips wide around the head, slowly starting to bob as she sucked the end of Omar's cock. George's little white dick would never satisfy her.
"That black dick gonna change yo life, white gurl. It's gonna turn you out for the black man. You're never gonna want white dick again."
"Mmmm," she moaned, sucking harder, his words registering as commands.
"Why you dressed like a slut, white gurl?"
Julie Stepford didn't stop sucking the head of Omar's big cock, but she remembered why she'd worn the white lingerie under her coat. She wanted a threesome with Billy.
"You dress like that for me? You on the prowl for some black meat, weren't you? You keep dressing like a slut and I'll give you all the black meat you want.
"Mmmm," she moaned again, filled with a strange sense of confusion. Why did the thing with Billy and Hans happen? She didn't want white dick, only a big black cock. She'd worn the lingerie for Omar, hoping he'd give her what she'd always wanted and it had worked. She was finally getting some black dick. She shoved forward, the bulbous cock head, pushing down her throat, filling her, making her choke. She pulled up, coughing and gasping for breath.
"What's the matter white girl, that dick too much for ya?"
"Yes," she gasped. "It's too big." She gazed at it sadly, wanting to worship his big black cock with her mouth like it deserved, but it was too much for her.
"No, it isn't. You just ain't used to sucking a real man's dick. Relax and take that black cock balls deep like a true slut."
It wasn't too much for her, she just needed to try harder. She pulled it back down and began sucking again, this time relaxing her throat. She sucked up and down, swallowing more, wanting to gag, but fighting it. She breathed deeply through her nose, forcing more of his thick cock down her throat. His curly black hair came closer and closer, tickling her nose, and finally she became a true slut, her lips pressing into his crotch.
"Fuck yeah, slut," groaned Omar. "You and me gonna have a lot of fun together.
For the next half hour, she worshipped the big cock in her mouth like it was her god. She heard several people come into the 7-11. First, what sounded like some young college kids, and a little later a cop came in and chatted with Omar for about ten minutes. The Black man just apologized for not getting up, saying he had hurt his knee.
Luckily, the store was empty when he blew his load. "Take my nut, slut," Omar grunted, grabbing her head just as his cock exploded, and his first wad overflowed her mouth, spilling down her chin. Afraid of spilling more, Julie clamped her lips down around his bucking cock, holding the shaft with both hands to keep it steady, and opened her throat. The rest of his large load of sperm slid down her throat and mixed with Hans' and Billy's sperm in her belly. For the first time, she felt full.
"Damn gurl, you a pro at sucking black dick. Now get up and go wait in your car. My replacement will be here in a couple of minutes, and we'll go back to my place and fuck."
Julie walked out of the store and slid into her Jaguar. She couldn't wait to feel his cock in her pussy. She had fantasized about Black men her whole life and couldn't understand why she had waited so long to do this. Her hand slid under the lace panty, her fingers feeling the heat and wetness of her needy pussy. "Hurry, Omar," she moaned, slipping several fingers inside her. Another car pulled up and what looked like a tattooed stoner got out, entering the store, greeting Omar. His replacement. She didn't have to wait much longer. Omar came out a minute later, rapped on her window and told her to follow him.
He lived in an old, run-down apartment in the Black part of town, a part of town she had avoided but was now starting to think of as a hunting ground. "My wife's a nurse and works the late shift, so we can fuck till dawn." Julie nodded her approval.
Inside, the Black man quickly stripped off his sweats and stood naked in his bedroom.
Julie stared at his muscular chest and arms. They were huge, as were his legs. "I've never seen a man with as many muscles as you," she said.
"I just spent ten years in prison. Ain't much to do there but lift weights."
"What did you do?" she asked, opening her coat and letting it fall to the floor.
"Just got caught with some drugs. Don't touch the shit now. Luckily, my wife waited for me, though I think she found some cock on the side. That's why I don't feel too guilty giving some to you."
"Thank you," she said, feeling lucky for finding such a generous man.
"Now, as much as I love the outfit, I want to see what you're hiding under it. Strip for me."
Julie started swaying her hips and slowly undid her lingerie. His cock was hard again by the time she was nude. "Damn, you're one fine-looking bitch. I love the shaved pussy and those long nipples. Your body was built to handle Black cock. Come here."
Julie walked over to him, and he played with her nipples until she was squirming in his hands. He threw her on her back on the unmade bed and knelt between her legs, pushing his cock down so that it was pointed at her pussy. She couldn't wait any longer. "Oh God, fuck me. Shove that big, beautiful black cock in my pussy."
Omar shoved the head in. "Man, your pussy's soaked at the thought of having a black man."
"Yes, please fuck me. I want it so bad."
"You're a real black cock loving slut, aren't you?" He asked, shoving a little more in.
"I love black cock."
"You can't get enough black cock."
"No, that's why I want it so bad."
"You'll do anything for my big black cock. Say it, slut."
"I'll do anything you want, just give me that big black cock."
Omar slammed it in and watched as she thrashed around from an orgasm. This was a dream come true for him too. He had always wanted a white woman but never dreamed he'd find one so hot who liked being dominated. He fucked her hard and fast, watching her scream, moan, and thrash as she had orgasm after orgasm. Her pussy felt like a vise grip wrapped around his cock. "It turns you on, fucking a convict, doesn't it?"
"God, yes," she screamed, huffing and puffing.
"Fuck yeah," he grunted. "You protected, white gurl?"
"No, not safe," she gasped, her hips bucking up into the rapid thrusts of his powerful black cock.
"You want me to cum in your pussy?"
"Cum in my pussy."
"You want my black seed, slut?"
"Yes! God, yes! Fill my womb with your seed."
"I'm gonna put a black baby in that belly."
"Do it! Give me a baby. Fill me with your sperm." Julie and Stepford had talked, and neither had wanted children. Now she wanted a black baby more than anything. Omar grunted, and his cock jerked in her pussy. He sprayed his semen deep into her womb, triggering a series of orgasms. He collapsed on top of her, and they rested for a while.
"Can I fuck your ass?" he asked, getting off her.
"I'll do anything for black cock."
"That's what I like to hear." He grinned and slapped her thigh. "Turn over." Julie got in the doggy position while he went to get some lubrication. He returned, stroking some Vaseline onto his cock, and knelt behind her. Her asshole was already open, and it was red. "You little slut, you've already been fucked in the ass."
"Yes, but not by a black cock."
"Good. From now on, you only fuck black men. Understand?"
"I'm turned out, Omar. After what you just did to me, I'll never touch a little white dick again," she said happily. Julie wiggled her ass back at him.
Omar pushed it in, loving how tight she was. The white girl seemed discomforted at first but quickly got into it. No woman, not even his wife, had taken it up the ass before, and he wasn't about to let this little slut go. "What's your name, slut?"
"Julie."
"Well, Julie, my wife works nights on the weekends and a double shift Tuesdays when I'm off. Come over on those nights, and I'll give you all the Black cock you want."
"I'll be here, but I don't think I can ever get enough Black cock."
"Well, maybe I'll invite some friends," he said, slamming his cock into her hard. "Most of them been in jail, and they ain't had a good fuck in years. Would you like that, slut?"
"I'd love it."
Omar fucked her until dawn, and then he drove her back to her car.
**********
An exhausted Julie walked into the house and threw her coat across the back of the chair. Stepford was waiting in it, fast asleep. He awoke with a start. "Julie, thank God. I was so scared." He looked down at her body. The lingerie was twisted and at an awkward angle, as if hastily thrown on. Her hair was matted down as if it had been wet, and flecks of dried sperm were on her chin, chest, and belly. "Julie, where were you?"
"I went over to Billy's for a threesome."
"You were supposed to bring him back here."
"We did it there with a German student down the hall."
"I was supposed to be one of them."
"But I needed real men with big cocks, and you only have a little penis."
Stepford groaned. This whole thing had been a disaster. The hypno symposium had warned him, but he hadn't listened. "Julie, I need to hypnotize you."
She went and sat at the table, soon in a deep trance. "Tell me everything you did at Billy's," he ordered. She did, and tears were falling down his cheeks as she got to the part where Hans had fucked her ass. All he had wanted was a blowjob and for her to loosen up a little.
"Julie, listen closely. I want things back to normal. You will no longer fall into a suggestive state when you see a Penthouse magazine and hear the word 'Penthouse.' You will forget every command I have given you under hypnosis. You will forget every command Billy gave you under hypnosis. When I snap my fingers, you will wake up, and from now on your mind will be too active to hypnotize." Stepford was about to snap his fingers when he caught himself. "And you will also forget every command the German kid gave you. Forget about Billy and Hans." He snapped his fingers.
Julie woke up, smiled at her husband, and walked up to bed.
The next morning, he came downstairs and was relieved to see she was dressed in her bulky old clothes and smoking a cigarette. Two trash bags were sitting on the floor, containing her bikini and other sexy outfits. He'd miss those. "I guess the hypnotism didn't work," he said.
"Sorry," she said, taking a deep drag. It tasted like her first puff in days. "I didn't believe in that stuff anyway."
George left for work, a relieved smile on his face.
Tuesday rolled around a few days later. Stepford got home and tossed his briefcase on the table. The kitchen was empty and he was a little grouchy; she hadn't prepared any dinner. He was also horny and hoped he'd be able to talk Julie into sex later. He would have liked a blowjob, but he would have to live with never having one again. He snuck up the stairs, hoping to catch a glimpse of her nude body in the shower.
The professor frowned when he entered his bedroom. One of the trash bags of her sexy clothes was on the bed, her bikini and other outfits spilled out of it. He came around to her side of the bed and sat down by the trash bag. Her nightstand drawer was slightly open, giving him a glimpse of a glossy magazine. He pulled the drawer open, eyebrows shooting up when he sat the copy of Oui. He pulled it out revealing another porn magazine, High Society. Confused, he looked back down, his mouth falling open as he stared at the copy of 'Jungle Fever'. A topless white woman on the cover with a dark skinned black man behind her, his large hands covering her breasts. An interracial magazine! He lifted it out, gasping in shock. Beneath it was a ratty VCR cassette called 'Blacks on Blondes', but the interracial video wasn't as horrifying as the huge black dido lying next to it. "Julie! What the hell is this," he yelled, just as she came out of the bathroom.
"That's my black dildo, silly," she said.
George stared at her in horror, the color draining from his face as he stared at his wife. She was dressed like a slut. She wore a tight dress covered in cutouts showing her skin. She wore no bra, and he could see her nipples poking out through the thin material. She had also fixed up her hair and put on a lot of makeup. "Why are you dressed like that?"
"It's Tuesday, I'm going out to get some black dick."
Something was wrong. Stepford grabbed the Penthouse from her drawer and held it up. "The new Penthouse came today."
"Great, leave it on my side of the bed when you're done with it."
"You hate porn."
"No, I don't. Penthouse is a little tame, but I enjoy the stories."
"What do you mean black dick?"
"Omar's going to feed me that big black cock of his. You should see it George," she said, her eyes lighting up. "It's more than a foot long!"
"Who's Omar?"
"The big black guy that works at the 7-11. I've been wanting to try black dick my whole life so I went in there late at night and seduced him. It wasn't hard. I wore that lingerie...
"The night you met Billy and Hans?"
Julie's borrow furrowed. "Who are Billy and Hans?"
"Julie, you can't go out and have sex with some black guy."
"Omar's not just some black guy, George. He turned me out for the black man."
She headed downstairs and he followed. "But what about me?"
"Sorry honey, I'm black only now. I guess I should have told you."
George was still holding the penthouse. He held it up in front of her. "Penthouse, Penthouse, Penthouse."
"George, what's wrong with you? You're acting weird tonight."
"I just found out my wife's into black guys," he said, angrily. "Julie, look at this." He took a few steps to the table and started the balls on Newton's cradle.
Click... click... click
Her eyes followed the balls.
"Julie, listen to my voice, you do not like black men..."
"I don't like black men," she repeated.
George sighed in relief.
"But I love big black cocks," she finished, stopping the balls. "Don't wait up."
George Stepford followed her to the door, sinking down into his recliner in defeat. "But what about dinner?" he asked as she was leaving out the door.
Julie paused and gave it some thought, her eyebrows shooting up. "I'll bring you home a creampie. Cucks love creampies."
"I'm not a cuck..." he muttered, as she shut the door.
The End
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He abandoned Harold Loomis's car just outside the city as the snow began to fall, leaving the keys in the ignition. If the city hadn't changed, the car would be gone by morning. Solomon King moved through the storm with deliberate calm, pulling his coat tighter. "Fucking snow," he growled. He'd seen nothing but white since he'd escaped the Gilgamesh Project, stealing the Loomis' car, he'd driven from North Dakota to Chicago over the period of several days, shivering at rest stops during the night while only stopping for gas and necessities. The X-serum had sculpted him into something beyond human. He was tall, powerfully muscled, skin gleaming like polished ebony, bald head smooth under the streetlights, a neatly trimmed black goatee was coming in nicely. He appeared no older than thirty, though in reality he was in his mid-sixties.
He was on the run and planned to keep changing his look and moving until he was sure the Gilgamesh project wasn't pursuing him. "Fucking Chicago," he muttered as a cold blast of arctic air sent a chill down his spine. His eyes fell on several used needles scattered in an alley. Nothing. No insatiable need for drugs that had dominated his life for the last decade. No craving for alcohol. It was a good feeling. He watched for a moment as the needles slowly disappeared under the snow. Nearby was a homeless shelter. Solomon pulled the collar of his worn coat higher. It was snug around his chest and tight around his biceps, but the best he could do, hard to find his size at thrift stores. He pulled his wool cap low to cover his ears. The sign on the door said that the shelter was run by the Immaculate Conception Fellowship. He stepped into the old community shelter on the South Side. The interior smelled of booze, damp wool, and quiet despair, but it was warm and out of the frigid wind. Folding tables stood in uneven rows; Some figures waited for soup and bread, shuffling down the line, carrying their trays over to tables, but most were already seated. He kept his head low, blending with the crowd.
Emily was working the serving line. Mid-thirties, her face was strikingly beautiful in a natural, unadorned way, high cheekbones framing wide blue eyes that sparkled with a mix of kindness and quiet resolve, full lips set in a determined line, and flawless pale skin flushed slightly from the shelter's warmth. Short brown hair tucked beneath a wool cap framed her features, giving her an approachable, girl-next-door allure that belied the wariness in her gaze. Her sweater and jeans were practical rather than stylish. The sweater stretched tight around a large full bosom. Her name tag identified her clearly. She ladled vegetable broth into bowls with practiced efficiency, but her expression remained distant. Homeless man after homeless man's eyes flickered from her large tits to the soup she was dishing out with equal hunger.
She had never wanted this duty. The shelter was run by her church, and she felt the obligation keenly, Christian service, community responsibility, but every shift left her uneasy. The neighborhood had changed over the years; crime and drugs had crept closer, and too many of the incidents she read about or heard discussed in the parish hall involved young black men. She did not hate black people, she told herself, but she feared the statistics, the stories, gang violence, the late-night news reports. She kept her distance, polite but guarded. Her husband, Mike was handing out pieces of stale bread, trying to hurry the line so they could head home before the snow got too deep. He winked at her and she smiled back.
When Solomon reached the counter she slid a bowl toward him. Their fingers brushed. A sudden, inexplicable heat bloomed low in her belly; her nipples tightened against the fabric of her bra. She blinked, startled. She was happily married, but confused by her sudden arousal especially in the presence of a homeless black man. Hopefully that meant she was at peak fertility. She looked up at the powerfully built man towering over her and promptly ladled out a second bowl for him. He nodded thanks and placed the second bowl on the tray beside the first.
"The cold is brutal tonight," she said, voice steady despite the flush creeping up her neck. "The cold is brutal tonight. "Do you need a warm bed?"
I could use a bedwarmer, he thought, like the others his eyes fell to her impressive cleavage. "That would be great," he said. He'd seen nothing but snow since his escape, though the weather was probably aiding in his getaway.
"We have cots in the back if you need one."
Solomon nodded again before speaking, his deep voice smooth and measured. "Thank you, Miss Emily. I appreciate the kindness." He moved on, Mike dropping a piece of bread on the tray.
He ate at a corner table, observing her as she moved down the line. The soup was adequate, but her scent reached him clearly--clean soap, faint floral perfume, and beneath it the ripe, unmistakable signature of ovulation. His enhanced senses caught the subtle hormonal bloom, and his cock stirred in response, thickening against his thigh. The X-serum had replaced his drug addiction with another more pleasurable one. His huge testicles filled quickly and needed to be emptied regularly.
"I'll get the new guy settled in," Emily said to her husband.
"I'll work on the dishes." Mike gave her an affectionate, but passionless kiss on the lips before he began to gather up the empty soup bowls.
Solomon watched the couple as he finished his second bowl of soup and pushed the tray away. Emily noticed he was finished and said, "Come with me," escorting him to the partitioned back room. "The common area is full." Cots lined the walls beneath a single bare bulb. "It's not much," she said, smoothing a thin blanket, "but you'll have some privacy. Would you like a hot shower? I can throw your clothes in the laundry while you clean up. They'll be dry by morning."
Solomon regarded her calmly. "That would be kind of you, Miss Emily."
She nodded. "Leave your clothes on the cot when I'm not looking. I'll bring you a towel."
She stepped out, giving him privacy. Solomon stripped, folding his worn shirt and pants neatly on the cot, removing the bag containing the precious needles of X-serum and hiding it under the pillow. He then wrapped the thin towel around his waist and entered the large communal shower. Emily retrieved his clothes, noticing they didn't smell that bad, holding them up to her nose and inhaling his scent and wondering why her thighs were suddenly damp. She held his clothes away from her nose and quickly dropped them in the washing machine.
When Emily returned to the overflow room, she froze in the doorway. The black man stood beside the cot, water still beading on his skin from the hot shower. The sight of his physique stole her breath--broad shoulders tapering to a narrow waist, every muscle carved in sharp relief, dark skin glistening under the bulb's light. Her eyes swept over him involuntarily, lingering on the powerful thighs, the defined ridges of his abdomen, then dropping lower. The towel tented outward dramatically near the gap in the front. She could not look away as the thick head of his penis slowly pushed through the opening, dark and glistening, already half-hard and impossibly large. Her eyebrows rose in shock as the large penis extended out and swelled even more.
Solomon tried to meet her gaze but her eyes were zeroed in on his cock. He reached down and tugged the knot; the towel fell to the floor in a soft heap. Twelve inches of thick, veined black penis jutted out slightly bent before her, heavy balls hanging beneath. "Ever seen a big black cock before, Miss Emily?" he asked, his voice a low growl.
Emily's blue eyes widened. "My god," she gasped. Her hand trembled as it rose, fingers pausing several inches from the huge plum-sized glans.
Solomon stepped closer brushing the end of his cock along her fingers. "Touch it, Miss Emily. Feel how hard you've made me."
Her fingers gently brushed down the large glans and down the shaft, slipping under and hefting it slightly. The heat, the weight, the sheer reality of it overwhelmed her. Her fingers closed around the thick base. She could not encircle it fully and it still swelled slightly, turning into a rock hard missile that had to have been a foot long. Her hand stroked it slowly, reverently. "It's so big," she gasped.
"Why don't you get a closer look," he said. "On your knees," he ordered. "Take it in your mouth, nice and slow."
She sank down, knees meeting the cold floor. She didn't know why she was obeying him. She didn't take Mike's in her mouth, but this close to the black monstrosity made her want to suck it. She breathed its scent in through her nose before her lips parted, stretching wide around the dark plum-sized head. His taste, salty, potent, richer and more intoxicating than the finest wine she had ever sipped rippled down her taste buds. She sucked tentatively at first, then deeper, managing six inches before her throat resisted. She gagged softly, eyes watering, but pushed on, taking seven, saliva spilling from the corners of her mouth. She bobbed her head, breathing his masculine scent deeply through her nose, wishing she'd sucked him before he showered.
The door opened. Mike stepped inside, thin, bespectacled, dark brown hair slightly disheveled. He was tired and ready to go. Emily had hinted at a romantic evening, but as the day wore on, he wasn't sure he'd be up for it. He was rarely "up" for it. Hopefully, she'd be willing to put it off until tomorrow. Mike froze at the sight of the new black man. He'd seen some crazy stuff volunteering at the shelter, but the nude black giant was one for the record books. His back was to Mike and he appeared to be jerking off. His eyes lowered. No... he had some woman sucking him... a woman wearing a familiar sweater... His eyes widened in horror. Mike froze in disbelief.
"No," he hissed. Impossible! Not my Emily. The pheromones hit him an instant later. His small penis twitched, hardening despite the shock. He stood frozen, hand drifting to his zipper almost against his will.
Solomon sensed Mike's arrival. "Suck that black cock like a good white slut," he said to Emily, voice calm and encouraging. Her eyebrows arched and she pulled back, but Solomon placed his hand on the back of her cap and pulled her mouth back down his massive black shaft. "Mmm, that's good Emily, you're a great cocksucker."
"Mmmph," Emily moaned with half his cock down her throat. She pulled back, missing having it in her mouth the second the head sprang free. She rubbed her cheek around the bulging cock head. "Please, don't call me that."
Solomon snorted, grabbed the base of his shaft and guided the head back to her lips. "Open up like a good cocksucker."
Emily obeyed, staring up his magnificently sculpted body as she sucked his cock head back into her mouth.
"If you're not a cocksucker then stop sucking my black cock," said Solomon, his dark commanding eyes staring down into her blue ones. She didn't stop. She bobbed her head faster trying to take more of his cock down her throat. "That's what I thought," he said.
He wasn't done with her. He placed one strong black hand on her forehead and pushed her back. Solomon grabbed the base of his cock and wagged it under her nose. "Tell me what you are," he ordered.
Her eyes followed his giant cock head glistening with her saliva. Her nose followed, tongue flickering out trying to lick it as it passed her mouth. "I'm a... I'm a cocksucker," she gasped.
"Tell me what you want."
"Your cock. I want to suck your cock," her words were pleading.
"What kind of cock is it?"
"Black cock. I want to suck your black cock."
He pressed the tip of his cock against her lips and Emily took him back in her mouth, shuddering with lust. She sucked it slowly and reverently, Mike detected a moan coming from the back of her throat.
"Show him how good that big black cock feels in your mouth." He grabbed the top of her knit cap and pulled it off her head, freeing her hair. He tossed it on the floor and placed his huge hand on her head guiding her up and down his huge cock.
Emily looked dazed as her eyes glanced over, seeing her husband standing in the room watching her. Mike saw her eyes widen, her eyebrows shooting up. The black man didn't let her stop and Mike wasn't sure she even tried to pull off the huge dark cock. Her eyes flickered down seeing his hand squeezing his little penis through his white underwear. Her brows went down furrowing as if confused by what she was seeing, but she moaned around the shaft, bobbing faster, slurping wetly.
Mike pulled himself free and stroked frantically, eyes wide with fascinated horror and arousal. She stared sideways at his hard little penis before she turned her attention up the black man's magnificently sculpted body. Mike came quickly the first time, thin runny droplets of semen spitting out from his grape sized glans and hitting the floor. He squeezed another drop out still watching his wife blow the black man. She sucked faster over the head, her head stroking the base of the man's shaft.
Solomon's balls drew tight. "Here cums your reward, cocksucker," he warned softly. "Swallow every drop." He held her head gently as he erupted, thick, heavy ropes flooding her mouth. Her brow furrowed in shock at the volume. She gulped desperately, choking slightly, some spilling down her chin, but she drank greedily, eyes fluttering closed in bliss. The taste was exquisite, hot and creamy, far better than any wine she had ever tasted, rich, addictive, leaving her craving more.
Mike stared from the next cot. He felt his penis twitch and grow again watching his beloved wife gulp down the black man's seed. He looked down and spit in his palm, wrapping his hand around his penis again. He whimpered as he watched.
Solomon withdrew slowly, still rigid and glistening. "Stand up, Emily. Let me see those big white titties."
She rose on unsteady legs. She stared at the black man in awe as she grasped the hem of her sweater and drew it slowly upward and over her head. Beneath she wore a long sleeve pullover, slightly short revealing her bellybutton. She pulled it up, revealing inch by inch of smooth pale skin. Beneath it was a lacy black bra, far sexier than anything Mike had seen her wear in years, cups sheer enough to show the dark outline of her stiff pink nipples, a small silver crooss dangled on her chest. She unbuttoned her jeans next, shimmying them down her hips to reveal matching black panties, the front already damp, the thin fabric clinging to the outline of her swollen lips. Her body was stunning: flat, taut stomach from her yoga routine, narrow waist flaring into wide, child-bearing hips, toned legs that spoke of quiet strength and grace, and that round, jiggling ass promising a perfect hold. Neatly trimmed brown pubic hair framed her glistening sex visible through the panties.
Solomon's eyes roamed her form appreciatively. Her large tits and the bulky sweater had made her top look chubby, but beneath it she'd been hiding a body that belonged on the pole. "You wear that for me?" Solomon asked with a grin.
She gulped, a part of her thinking that she had worn it for the black stranger. "To surprise my husband," she replied softly, nodding her head at Mike, but keeping her eyes on the huge black man. "We're trying to have a baby."
Mike's hand moved faster, jerking to a second, weaker climax at the words. The orgasm didn't feel good and it made his testicles ache slightly.
"Show me your titties," he ordered.
"I..." Emily gulped. Her eyes flickered from the black man's dark gaze and down to his big black cock, just as large and swollen as it had been when cumming a moment ago. Her eyes moved back up to his. "I don't..." His brow furrowed in anger that she wasn't obeying him instantly. "I can't..." She felt the strap on her back tighten and the hooks slowly come undone. The pressure on her breasts eased as her bra dangled off. Mike raised her arms and lifted her bra off, displaying her bare breasts to the black man's eyes.
"Damn Miss Emily, thems some big ass white titties." Solomon stepped closer as Mike shuffled back to the cot, one hand holding his pants up, his little five inch penis hard again and bobbing in front of him. The tip of the black cock brushed her stomach leaving a sticky wet streak as he reached out and squeezed her breasts. Strong dark black hands covered the milky white breasts, kneading them, his fingers squeezing and tugging her pink nipples. He rolled her stiff nipples between his fingers and she shuddered again, whimpering slightly.
Solomon squeezed her left breasts, bending down so he could suck the nipple between his lips. She gasped as her suckled her, tongue flickering around the hard nub. He kissed her nipple as it left her mouth. He slowly squatted, kissing her navel, his tongue flickering inside her bellybutton before he fell to his knees in front of her. Emily shivered as he kissed the center of her pubic mound through her panties, his hands sliding up her hips to grasp the hem. He pulled them out and down her thighs and legs until they dropped at her feet.
"Mmmn!" Emily jerked in surprise as the black man's tongue flickered between her legs. His tongue slid along her wet clit while he grabbed her ankle and lifted it slightly to spread her legs further apart. She had to grab his shaved his to keep from falling. Meanwhile, his tongue continued to work on her pussy, lapping at her and sometimes wiggling between her lower lips. "Ah.. ah.. oh!" Emily's pulse was quickening, her breasts heaving. This felt good, really good. She glanced over at Mike, almost accusingly, he'd never done this for her before. Her eyes fell down to his lap, his skinny little penis nearly invisible in his fist. Her eyes moved down to the black man, his dark eyes were staring up at her while he munched on her pussy. Her hand rubbed over his head before she threw her head back moaning, "Ah.. ah.. Oh.. OH GOD!" His tongue quit momentarily and something bigger pushed past her pussy lips. He sucked her clit between his lips as he pushed one beefy finger deep inside her vagina and that broke her. "GRRRNNH!" The loud primal grunt escaped her lips as she had her first ever orgasm. "Oh god... Oh fuck!" she gasped in disbelief at the sheer intensity of it.
Mike started stroking his penis again. He'd never seen anything so hot in his life. He'd never heard the word "fuck" escape Emily's lips before. He'd never seen her cum before.
Solomon rose before her. Emily was staring off into space in a daze, gasping for air. Her sweater was in his hand. Her eyes followed it as he used her sweater to wipe his cum from her chin. He dropped it when he was done, turning her slightly towards the cot. ""Go get on all fours," he ordered, smacking her on the ass. She leaped slightly, stumbling towards the cot. She got on her hands and knees, trembling with anticipation.
Solomon climbed on the cot behind her, kneeling between her legs. Mike gulped, trying to pace himself. He stared at the black man's giant cock rearing up above Emily's toned rear end. That thing was going to ruin her, but it wasn't half as scary as the two giant testicles dangling beneath. Mike tried to remember the number of times Emily had gulped the man's semen down, was it three... four? That one load was more than Mike had cum in his entire life. He watched in trepidation as the homeless black giant bent that monster of a cock down towards Emily's pussy. "WAIT!" he gasped. The black man turned an angry glare at him that made Mike's erection instantly deflate. "She's not protected."
"Oh god," moaned Emily, feeling the tip of the bare black cock rubbing along her wet slit. "Do you have a condom?" she asked, trying to pull away from the dangerous cock when her instincts were to push back into it.


He grabbed her hips to hold her still. "No white boy's rubber gonna fit this thing." He pushed forward, his cock head pressing against her lips, pushing them inwards until they slowly began to open. "You want this white girl. I can feel the heat coming off that white pussy."
"Please," she whispered. "I need it inside me. But... you can't cum in me."
Solomon smiled, stroking himself slowly out of habit. His enhanced cock didn't need it to stay hard. "I'll pull out if that's what you want." He pushed forward letting her feel it, her folds stretching open around his large glans, stretching her wider than ever. "Feel how wet you are for this," he said, voice low and seductive. "Your body knows exactly what it wants."
"Yes," she hissed, lowering her head down to the mattress. "I want it."
"Tell me to fuck you, Emily."
"Oh god," she whimpered. She'd never been treated like this. "Fuck me," she begged. "Please fuck me. Just don't cum in me. I can't have a bla... your baby."
Solomon chuckled. He pressed forward, inch by inch. The first three stretched her deliciously; four and five filled her beyond anything Mike had ever managed. Six, seven--new places inside her opened, dormant nerves firing in ways she had never known. She pushed back humping up into his cock, moaning. "How's that big black cock feeling, Emily? Bet your hubby doesn't feel this good."
"Yes," she gasped, voice breaking. "So much better... deeper... thicker... oh god, nothing ever felt this good."
He fed her eight, then nine, the head nudging her cervix. "Tell me what's better," he coaxed. "Big black cock or hubby's little white dick?"
"Big black cock," she cried. It was happening again. The pressure growing in her womb until it exploded, her first orgasm crashing through her, walls clamping tight around his black shaft. "So much better... so much bigger... I can't believe how good it feels!"
"He ever make you cum like that?"
"No," she moaned, turning her head to look at her husband, a look of disappointment on her face. "He's never made me cum."
Mike felt his cheeks go red and a tear rolled down his cheek, but his penis hardened again and he quickly started tugging on it.
Solomon's thumb pressed against her tight little anus. She resisted at first, clenching and whimpering, but the pressure was gentle, insistent, and when he slid the thick digit inside her the sensation sent a lightning bolt straight to her clit. Her second orgasm hit instantly--huge, shattering, her entire body convulsing as she squirted around his cock, juices running down his balls and soaking the cot.
Solomon kept thrusting, thumb working her ass in rhythm. "Fuck me... fuck me with that big black cock," she gasped, voice raw with need.
He slammed deep, pace relentless. "How long have you two been trying to have a baby, white girl?"
"Years," she moaned, hips bucking back desperately. "Three years... and nothing."
"I can give you what you want," Solomon said, voice low and certain. "What your husband can't do. I can put a baby in that belly."
She moaned with raw lust. The two things she wanted the most in the world at that moment was for the black man to keep fucking her and to feel a life growing in her womb. Do it, she wanted to cry, but hesitated. "But... you're black."
He leaned over her, thumb still buried in her ass, cock throbbing deep inside. "Do you want the little-dicked white boy's baby... or a real man's baby? Tell me, white girl. I'm getting close."
Mike sobbed "No!" jerking himself close to another desperate orgasm. "No Emily."
Emily's resistance shattered. Mike could see the signs of surrender on her face, but she took too long. "Fine... I'm gonna pull out," Solomon growled, slowly withdrawing his cock and yanking his thumb from her ass.
"No," she cried, voice breaking with need. "Don't pull out... cum in me... I want... I want your baby!" She pushed back into his retreating cock, feeling empty as it sprang clear. "No, please. Put it back in. Give me a baby."
He spanked her left ass cheek, hard enough her pale skin turned faintly red. "Turn over, slut."
Emily rolled over. The black man grabbed her ankles and pulled her into place. His cock was a monster, rampant and dripping with her arousal. She raised her hips up into it as he bent the head back down between her legs. "I want you to see who's going to knock you up."
Emily gasped as his cock head penetrated her tight white pussy again. She stared wide-eyed at the dark skin, shiny from sweating, the hard ridges of his muscles, his masculine dominance. "Do it," she gasped with lust. "Put a black baby in my belly."
Solomon smirked, pushing his cock deep. He hefted her knees under his arms and started rapidly bucking his hips.
"I'm cumming again," she squealed, staring at him in awe.
He fucked her through the orgasm and almost immediately another began growing.
"Here it comes, white girl," he rumbled.
"Oh fuck! FUCK! YES! Fuck me! Fuck me!" She humped her hips up into his cock with as much intensity as he was giving it to her. The pressure in her womb was growing, ready to explode.
He slammed home one final time, holding his cock deep. It erupted, flooding her womb with thick, heavy ropes of fertile seed. Emily's biggest orgasm yet tore through her--walls spasming wildly, milking every pulse as her body convulsed, a scream of pure ecstasy escaping her lips.
Mike whimpered, collapsing forward, spent and broken, a final pearl of semen oozing from his sore penis. His formally faithful wife was staring up at the black man with an expression of total adoration on her face. She'd never stared at him like that. "I don't even know your name," she said.
"Solomon, Solomon King," he answered, dropping her legs and laying down on her.
Emily ran her hands over his hard muscular chest as he covered her, his flat dark lips pressing against her smaller rosy one. She kissed him back, passionately, their tongues dancing back and forth. She ground her pussy into the root of his cock. If it had softened at all, she couldn't tell.
Solomon pushed up, pulling out slowly, still hard, thick semen leaking from her stretched pussy. "Get up, woman," he said, lying back on the cot. "Come ride me. We ain't done yet."
Emily straddled him and slid up his shaft until she could push back into his cock. The head slowly entered again, she moaned, arching her back. Solomon took one nipple into his mouth and sucked it between his lips. She shuddered, having another orgasm. Her black lover grabbed her hips and pushed her back into his cock. She sat back up, hands braced on his broad black chest. Her white fingers splayed across the dark skin, stark contrast against his ebony sheen. Something shifted inside her--the sight of her pale hands on his powerful black body, the way her hips rolled against his, the thick black shaft disappearing inside her again and again. The interracial contrast suddenly struck her as profoundly erotic, sending fresh waves of heat through her core. She leaned down pushing against his chest, her pussy rising and falling over the thick shaft.
Mike winced as his little penis hardened again. It was raw and red. His balls ached. He kept his hands off it as he watched his wife ride Solomon through several more orgasms.
Solomon swelled inside her once more and came, pumping another heavy load deep into her womb while she shuddered through yet another huge climax. "Don't pull out... give me that black cock!"
She laid down and kissed him again. "This cot isn't enough for what I want to do to you," he said against her ear. "Your marital bed would be a lot more comfortable."
"Anything you want, Solomon." She sat back up, grinding her pussy into his cock. Surprisingly it was still mostly hard inside her. Emily looked down at her black lover, the father of her child. She smiled and looked over at Mike, sitting defeated on the next cot, pants around his ankles, his small dick limp and sticky shrunken into his barren testicles. "Mike, go throw Solomon's clothes in the drier. He's coming home with us," she said quietly.
Mike's voice cracked. "For how long?"
"As long as he wants," she answered. She leaned down and kissed Solomon again. "Lets go get a shower while we wait for your clothes to dry." She wiggled down on his still swollen shaft. "Something tells me you got another load for me."
Epilogue
Solomon King sat behind the massive mahogany desk in his penthouse office overlooking Central Park, fingers drumming a slow, rhythmic beat on the polished surface. The city lights glittered far below like scattered diamonds. He wore a tailored Armani suit, the jacket open, revealing a crisp white shirt stretched across his broad chest. His shaved head gleamed under the soft overhead lighting, the neatly trimmed black goatee framing a face that still looked no older than thirty-five. "Of course, I remember your mother," he said. "I spent five memorable days with her.
The handsome black man stared back at Solomon. "Only five? You left quite the mark on her for only knowing her for five days."
Solomon smirked. "Obviously," he answered, examining his son. A young man in his early thirties, David King. Tall, athletic, with the same intense brown eyes and strong jawline that marked him as Solomon's blood. HIs skin was lighter than Solomon's, but still a dark brown. "How is your mother?"
David's jaw tightened. "You left her broken. Her husband left her five years after I was born. I don't even remember him."
"I vaguely remember a weak little man sitting in the cuck chair while I fucked his wife."
David stared at his biological father. David wanted to hate him, but he was a user of women also, though those women weren't his mother. "The church kicked her out of the shelter when she kept fucking every black homeless man who walked through the door. It was like she was searching for something she could never find again. Someone like you."
Solomon's fingers stopped drumming. He sat back in his chair, studying the young man with calm, predatory interest.
"She had two more black sons before she got her tubes tied," David continued. "She swore it was you when your face hit the cover of Fortune as CEO of King Enterprises. I wasn't convinced at first -- you look way too young to be the vagrant who knocked her up. But here you are."
Solomon chuckled low. "I'm older than I look. So what can I do for you, David? You're not the first of my bastards to look me up. Probably not the last either. You looking for money?"
David shook his head. "No, I just wanted to meet my biological father. Moneywise, I'm doing quite well for myself. I honestly don't want anything from you."
Solomon glanced at the laptop screen showing the latest valuation of The PulseLine, Chicago's hottest nightclub. "You have done well for yourself," said Solomon. "The Pulseline, valued at five million. Not bad for a club you built from nothing."
"Seven," said David. "That's an old article. We've grown and expanded since then."
"Even better. I'd like you to sell me a stake in it."
David smiled tightly. "I put everything I had into that club. It's not for sale."
Solomon stood slowly, undoing his belt with deliberate calm.
"Mr. King, what do you think..." David almost jumped out of the chair in outrage, but his eyes were glued to the black executive's crotch.
The expensive trousers parted. His thick, veined 12.4-inch cock flopped heavily onto the desk, already half-hard and throbbing. David stared, eyes widening. He was proud of his dick, a thick seven inches that women seemed to love, but King's was massive.
Solomon's voice dropped to a commanding rumble. "Give me a 25% stake and you can have a cock like this. Consider my offer. Trust me, you won't regret it. Give me 51% control of The PulseLine and I'll even help your mother, give her what she's been searching for these past thirty years. I can assure you she'll be very happy."
David's hand twitched at his side, gaze locked on the massive black shaft resting on the polished wood. The air between them grew thick, charged with the unmistakable scent of raw power.
"There's more to my offer than a giant black cock. I'll be ninety-five years old this year.
"What?" gasped David in disbelief.
Solomon leaned forward, eyes gleaming. "Think about it."
The End
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Eleanor Whitaker moved quietly through the empty public library, the only sound the soft click of her sensible heels on the tiled floor and the distant howl of the rising wind outside. The storm of the century was bearing down on the city, and nearly everyone had already hunkered down at home or in the overcrowded shelters. The usual crowd of homeless patrons had long since departed for whatever beds they could find, leaving the building eerily silent and dim under the emergency lighting.
Only Willie Williams remained.
The heavy-set Black man stood near the main desk, his massive frame wrapped in layers of worn coats and scarves that did little to hide the prominent beer gut straining against his clothing. During business hours, the homeless were free to shelter in the library, but closing time was fast approaching, and old Willie had nowhere to go. His weathered face showed genuine worry as he shifted from one large foot to the other, the thick scent of unwashed skin and old clothes faint in the warm air.
"Miss Eleanor," he said, his deep voice respectful but edged with concern, "those shelters are all full up already. I heard folks sayin' they turnin' people away at the door. I don't got nowhere else to go tonight. You think... maybe I could sleep here? Just in one of the reading chairs? I won't be any trouble. I promise."
Eleanor paused behind the circulation desk, her sinful figure carefully concealed beneath a high-necked cream blouse under a bulky gray sweater that made her torso look shapeless and a long gray skirt that reached mid-calf. At thirty-five, she was at the quiet peak of her sexual ripeness, though she kept her assets hidden from the world. Her full, heavy E-cup breasts never failed to make impressive dents on her torso,o no matter how many layers of clothing she wore, while her waist dipped softly before flaring into wide, womanly hips and a rounded, firm ass that filled her skirt with subtle, feminine promise. Thick glasses rested on her nose, framing wide hazel eyes, and her honey-blonde hair was pinned up in a neat, professional bun. A small silver cross rested against the deep valley between her breasts.
She felt a familiar ache low in her belly. Her husband Mark was away on another business trip, leaving their suburban home empty and quiet. The thought of Willie spending the night alone in the freezing storm tugged at her compassionate heart.
For years, she had shown kindness to the library's homeless regulars. They came here to wash up in the restrooms, to escape the crushing summer heat or the bitter winter cold, to sit for a few safe hours in the warmth. Willie had always been one of the polite ones. Friendly, grateful. She had slipped him money more than once, brought him warm lunches on the coldest days, and listened when he spoke. He had once confessed to her, voice low and ashamed, how drinking had destroyed him, how he turned mean and violent when drunk, losing his job, his wife, and the respect of his own children.
Now he stood before her, a big, kindly man in need of a warm place to stay just as the first flakes of snow were starting to fall.
Eleanor adjusted her glasses, her full breasts rising with a soft sigh. "Willie... I'm not supposed to let anyone stay after hours.
"Please, Miss. Eleanor, I'll die out there in this," he begged.
"The shelters are full, you say?" She bit her lip, her kind nature warring with caution. "I can't leave you out there to freeze."
She glanced once more at the empty building, then back at his worried face.
"Come home with me," she said quietly, the words leaving her mouth before she could stop them. "Just until the roads clear and everything reopens. You can sleep on the couch. I'll make you a warm meal and wash your clothes. It's the right thing to do." She raised her palm to her chest and held it over her small silver cross to affirm her decision.
Willie's dark eyes widened with surprise and relief. "You sure, Miss Eleanor? I don't wanna cause you no trouble with the hubby."
She nodded, already gathering her coat and purse, her heart beating a little faster at the boldness of her decision. "It's decided. Let's go before the snow gets any worse."
As they stepped out into the driving wind and snow that was starting to fall faster and heavier, Eleanor knew Mark wouldn't approve of her letting a black homeless man stay in their house, but Willie was right; they were looking at two feet of snow over the next 24 hours, and he'd die outside in this.
**********
Eleanor Whitaker pulled her modest sedan into the driveway of her suburban home, the windshield wipers struggling against the heavy, wind-driven snow. The twenty-minute drive home had been a struggle not to crack her window open to let the fresh air erase Willie's unwashed smell. The blizzard had intensified during the short drive, blanketing the streets in white and reducing visibility to mere yards. Beside her in the passenger seat sat Willie Williams, his massive frame making the car feel cramped. The heavy-set Black man remained quiet and respectful, his weathered face showing genuine gratitude as he stared out the windshield. "Never much liked the snow," he muttered.
"Me neither," she replied.
"Thank you again, Miss Eleanor," he rumbled in his deep voice as they stepped inside the warm house. "I swear I won't be any trouble. Just till the storm passes."
She nodded, brushing snow from her coat, her shoes sinking into the growing drifts and making her feet cold. "It's only right, Willie. No one should be out in this. Make yourself comfortable on the couch while I get things ready. I'm going to get you a bath, a warm meal, and wash your clothes for you."
"Well, with all that,t Miss Eleanor, I might not want to leave."
Eleanor's heart beat a little faster than usual. His tone had an ominous ring to it. She moved about the kitchen. She prepared a simple but hearty meal, hot canned soup, grilled cheese sandwiches, and strong coffee, while Willie sat quietly, his large hands resting on his prominent beer gut, staring at the TV. She stole occasional glances at him, noting how his powerful shoulders and thick arms strained against his worn layers of clothing. He appeared to have been in pretty good shape at one time, built like a heavyweight boxer who had let himself go. He had always been polite at the library, one of the friendlier regulars who used the restrooms to wash up and sought shelter from the summer heat or winter cold. She remembered the day he had quietly confessed how drinking turned him mean, costing him his marriage, his job, and the respect of his children. That story had touched her compassionate Christian heart, and she'd begun to do small favors for the man to help him as best she could.
After they ate, Eleanor gathered his dirty clothes. "I'll throw these in the washer for you. They'll be clean and dry by morning. In the meantime, you can use the shower upstairs to get cleaned up. There's a spare robe in the bathroom closet. It might be a bit small, but it's the best I have. My husband's much smaller than you, Mr. Williams."
"Where is the husband?"
"Another one of his business trips," she sighed. "He's supposed to be home tomorrow, but realistically, the airports are going to be shut down and delayed for days."
"You don't say?" Willie nodded gratefully. "You're a good woman, Miss Eleanor. Real Christian-like."
She led him upstairs, showing him the guest bathroom. Once he was inside, she collected his soiled garments, thick coat, shirts, and pants heavy with the scent of the streets, and dirty underwear that reeked so bad they should have been incinerated. She carried them down to the laundry room. As the washer began its cycle, she busied herself tidying the living room, laying out a pillow and blanket on the couch, hoping the weather reports were wrong and he'd only be here a day. Longer, and she could have put him in the guest room or the basement, where there was another spare bed.
Upstairs, the sound of running water soon filled the house. Eleanor paused in the hallway, her full breasts rising and falling beneath her sweater as she listened. The robe she had left for him was an old terrycloth one belonging to Mark, far too small for Willie's massive belly and broad frame. She imagined it would barely close around his heavy gut. Still, they had nothing else that might fit the heavyset black man.
**********
Willie stood under the hot spray of the shower for the first time in months, his massive frame filling the stall. At first, the hot water stung like needles against his grimy skin. Dirt peeled off him in greasy, gray-black streaks, swirling around his feet and down the drain. He scrubbed hard, too hard, as if he could grind away the weeks of street life. The bar of soap quickly turned a filthy brown in his hands. Beneath the layers of filth clung that sour, lived-in stink that refused to leave easily.
He paid special attention to his Willy. The thick, dark shaft was caked with cheesy yellowish smegma, especially thick beneath the flaring glans. His matted pubic hair was stiff with dried semen and more smegma. Willie squeezed his soapy hand around the swollen, purple-black head coated in the foul-smelling buildup and stroked, working his way down the shaft, turning to let the water wash the foul buildup and soap from his shaft.
"Gotta make it nice and clean for Miss Eleanor," he mumbled to himself, scrubbing thoroughly with the soapy washcloth. He worked the cloth around the thick shaft and the swollen dangling testicles beneath, rinsing away weeks of neglect. As he cleaned it, his massive cock began to swell slightly from the attention, growing heavier and thicker in his hand. He smiled down at his old Willy. He couldn't wait for Miss Eleanor to see it.
When he finally looked down, the water running off his body was clear.
He stepped out of the shower and dried himself with the clean towel Eleanor had set out for him. His skin felt raw and new. He was just about to toss the damp towel into the hamper when he noticed what was on top of the pile of clothes: a pair of her plain white cotton panties.
Willie paused, a slow grin spreading across his face. He was convinced she had left them there on purpose for him. He picked them up and brought the crotch to his nose, taking a long, deep whiff.
"Your pussy smells good, Miss Eleanor," he muttered thickly, inhaling her faint feminine scent. He was disappointed they were so plain and modest, but they were still hers. He took another hungry sniff before reluctantly dropping them back into the hamper.
For the first time in a long while, Willie Williams felt almost human again, and his big Black cock was already stirring at the thought of what was waiting for him downstairs.
**********
The robe was as comical as she imagined. The terrycloth garment strained comically across his broad chest and massive belly, the belt barely able to meet in the middle, leaving a wide gap that revealed dark, hairy skin and the heavy swing of something thick and dark beneath. She frowned, trying not to glance down at it. The robe was short, but not that short unless he had an enormous... She looked away, shaking her head to clear it. Eleanor led Willie Williams into the living room, the heavy snow still battering the windows outside. The massive Black man settled onto the couch with a grateful sigh, his prominent beer gut spilling over his lap.
They watched television together for a short while, the quiet companionship feeling oddly normal. Eleanor caught herself stealing accidental glances toward his lap, where the robe occasionally shifted to reveal the outline of something large and heavy swinging between his thick thighs. She quickly looked away each time, her cheeks warming beneath her glasses. "I think I'll head up to bed soon, Mr. Williams," she said softly, rising from her chair. "Make yourself comfortable on the couch. There are more blankets in the hall closet if you need them."
"Thank you again, Miss Eleanor," said Willie. His dark eyes followed her as she climbed the stairs, his gaze locked shamelessly on the generous sway of her rounded ass beneath the modest gray skirt. His cock swelled a little, rising out of the slit of his robe. She was teasing him with that fine white ass. The fabric clung just enough to hint at the full, womanly ass hidden beneath, just asking to be spanked. Once she disappeared from view, his eyes drifted across the room and settled on the liquor cabinet in the corner. A slow, hungry smile spread across his weathered face.
Just a sip wouldn't hurt.
**********
Upstairs, Eleanor sat on the edge of her king-sized bed, the familiar ache of loneliness settling in her belly. She picked up her phone and dialed her husband. Mark answered on the second ring, his voice warm but distant from his hotel room.
"Hi, honey," she said softly, keeping her tone light. "I miss you. The storm is getting really bad here. How are things on your end?"
They spoke for a few minutes about his meetings and the weather. Eleanor carefully omitted any mention of her guest downstairs. "I love you," she whispered before ending the call. "I'm going to take a shower and turn in early. Stay safe."
**********
In his dimly lit hotel room, Mark Whitaker sat before his open laptop, a secret smile playing on his lips. The hidden spy cameras he had installed throughout their home months ago were his private indulgence. His uptight wife rarely let him see her fully naked, always insisting on the lights off or covering herself with a robe. Tonight, the feed from the bedroom camera showed Eleanor sitting on their bed in perfect clarity.
He watched hungrily as she stood and began to undress. Eleanor removed her thick glasses first, setting them on the nightstand, then reached up to pull the pins from her honey-blonde hair. She shook her head, letting the thick, lustrous waves tumble down over her shoulders in a golden cascade. Mark's breath caught as she grasped the hem of her modest sweater and pulled it slowly over her head.
"Jesus Christ," he muttered, pushing his pants down around his ankles and wrapping his hand around his thin five-inch penis. "It should be a crime to hide a body like that under all those ugly clothes." His wife was more stacked than the shelves in her library, and nobody but him knew it. He desperately wanted to show her off to his friends... to the world.
Eleanor's lush, porn-star figure was revealed in all its glory. Her heavy E-cup breasts, full and creamy-white with wide pink areolas and thick nipples already beginning to stiffen in the cool air, swayed heavily as she moved. Her waist dipped into a soft, feminine curve before flaring dramatically into wide, childbearing hips and a firm, heart-shaped ass that jiggled with every motion. A neatly trimmed patch of golden hair crowned her plump, puffy pussy lips. Long, toned legs completed the vision of ripe, voluptuous womanhood that she kept so carefully concealed from the world.
"She belongs on a stripper's pole, not shelving fucking books," Mark groaned, stroking his thin penis faster as he drank in the sight of his wife's pornographic body.
He switched camera views as Eleanor walked nude into the master bathroom, her heavy breasts bouncing gently with each step. The bathroom feed showed her turning on the shower, the clear glass door offering an unobstructed view. Steam began to rise as she stepped beneath the spray, her pale skin glistening under the water. Her body looked blurry yet undeniably sexy through the condensation on the glass, full breasts pressed against the door for a moment as she adjusted the temperature, wide hips and round ass on full display, slowly disappearing as the glass steamed up.
Mark jerked his thin penis more slowly, waiting for her to reemerge, eyes glued to the screen, lost in the sexy sight of his modest, proper wife completely naked and wet.
Suddenly, his hand froze mid-stroke. In the bathroom mirror's reflection, clearly visible behind the shower door, a fat, nude Black man had entered the room, taking a deep swing from a bottle of brandy. The obese black man stood completely naked, his massive beer gut hanging heavily over his crotch. But it was what swung between his thick, dark thighs that made Mark's eyes widen in shock.
The black man's cock hung like a thick, veined club, soft yet already longer and fatter than Mark's hardest erection, easily approaching a foot in length even flaccid. As the black man began to stroke himself slowly while staring at Eleanor through the clear glass, his massive black meat swelled rapidly, growing thicker and longer with every tug until it stood obscenely erect, bobbing heavily in front of his protruding belly and pointed directly to his beloved Eleanor.
Mark sat up straight in his chair, heart pounding, his own small penis twitching in his hand as he stared at the impossible sight unfolding on his laptop screen. He grabbed his phone, ready to call and warn his wife about the intruder, but her phone was on the bed.
**********
Eleanor stood beneath the hot spray, eyes closed, letting the water cascade over her heavy breasts and down the soft curve of her belly. Steam filled the bathroom, fogging the clear glass door. She luxuriated in the hot shower, the chill of the freezing temperatures, and the cold, wet snow melting away in the simple pleasure of a hot shower.
She ran her soapy hands all over her body, letting the water wash the shampoo from her hair. The steamy heat and her caressing hands put her in a state of growing arousal. Mark wasn't taking care of her needs; he couldn't when he was gone all the time, and he couldn't when he was home. Her thoughts drifted to her penis-shaped vibrator hidden in the dresser. She'd felt ashamed when she ordered it online, but it served its purpose and it served its purpose well. Just thinking about it, waiting for her had her spinning around and shutting the water off.
She opened the door and stepped out on the mat, her hand reaching out for the towel when she saw the dark reflection in the mirror. She gasped and spun around, water flying from her golden hair. A scream tore from her throat as she came face-to-face with Willie Williams. The heavy-set Black man stood completely naked in the middle of her bathroom, his massive beer gut hanging heavily over his crotch. His dark eyes burned with drunken hunger as they roamed over her wet, naked body.
"Oh, my God!" Eleanor cried, one arm flying across her full breasts while the other dropped to cover her golden patch. She tried to back away, but the shower stall left her nowhere to go. Her wide hazel eyes dropped involuntarily and widened in pure shock.
Willie's dark penis hung thick and heavy between his thick thighs, already rock hard from staring at her. It was monstrous. Easily more than a foot long and pushing thirteen inches, it swayed like a dark, veined club. The shaft was coal-black with prominent, rope-like veins that twisted along its length. A thick ridge ran along the underside, and the head flared dramatically into a wide, helmet-shaped glans that was slightly lighter in color, almost purple-black. The sheer girth made her stomach flutter. It was thicker than her wrist.
She had never seen anything so big in her life. In her mind, she instantly compared it to her husband's modest five-inch penis, thin, pale, and almost dainty by comparison. This... this was something else entirely.
Willie grinned, his meaty hand slowly stroking the massive length. "You like what you see, Miss Eleanor? This here is Willie's willy. Bet it's a lot bigger than what you're used to, huh?"
Eleanor's mouth opened and closed, no sound coming out. Her cheeks burned crimson.
"Step over here," he ordered, voice thick with liquor. "I ain't gonna hurt you. But I need some relief after seein' that fine white body of yours. Get on your knees and use those soft hands on Willie's willy."


Terrified yet trapped by his massive frame blocking the doorway, Eleanor stepped out of the shower on shaky legs, water dripping from her voluptuous curves. She could smell the liquor on his breath. His confession fresh in her mind, a mean... violent drunk. Her legs quivered in fear. A half-empty bottle of her husband's brandy... his very expensive brandy sat on the back of the toilet. She reached for a towel, but Willie shook his head.
"No towel. Just kneel right there."
"Please, Willie," she begged.
"Please, Willy, is exactly what you're going to do," he growled. "Now KNEEL!"
Trembling, she sank to her knees on the bathmat, her heavy breasts swaying as she moved. Up close, Willie's penis looked even more intimidating. The veins pulsed visibly beneath the taut skin. The wide flare of the glans glistened with a bead of precum at the slit.
"Get a good look at it, Miss Eleanor," he said. "Black cock... it does things to white women. It gets in their heads... turns 'em out for the black man... ruins 'em for little white dicks."
"Please, stop," she begged, but her eyes were glued to the enormous penis.
"There's baby oil by the sink," he rumbled. "Use plenty. Make it nice and slick for me."
With shaking hands, Eleanor reached for the bottle and poured a generous amount into her palms. The oily liquid warmed quickly as she wrapped both hands around the thick black shaft, a shudder rocking her body as she touched it. It was so heavy she needed both to encircle it properly. She began to stroke slowly, her pale fingers sliding up and down the dark, veined length.
"That's it," Willie groaned, hips twitching. "Look at those pretty white hands on my big black cock. Your husband got a little white dick, don't he? Bet he never stretched that tight white pussy the way this monster could. That white body of yours was built for black cock."
Eleanor whimpered but kept stroking, her hands gliding smoothly over the ridges and bulging veins. The sheer size made her palms feel small. She could feel the heat radiating from it, the powerful throbs against her fingers.
"Fuck, dem milky white tits look even better up close," he continued filthily, reaching down to squeeze one heavy breast, thumb brushing her stiff nipple. "Bet you hide these big titties every day like a good little Christian wife. Now you're jerkin' off a real man while your husband's away. Stroke it faster, slut."
**********
From his hotel room, Mark stared at the laptop screen in stunned arousal. His thin five-inch penis throbbed in his fist as he watched his proper wife on her knees, both hands working the enormous Black cock. He had never seen her look so vulnerable... or so beautiful. His strokes quickened as Willie's filthy words filled the audio.
**********
"Faster, you white slut, faster," he grunted, suddenly emitting a loud belch that made his gut shake. Eleanor's hands moved faster, the oily sounds loud in the bathroom. Willie's massive balls tightened, drawing up against his body.
"Here comes my nut, slut," he growled. "Gonna paint them big white titties and that pretty face."
With a deep grunt, Willie erupted. Thick, heavy ropes of hot semen blasted from the flared head of his cock. The first powerful spurt struck Eleanor square across her cheek and lips. The next splashed heavily across her heaving breasts, coating her pink nipples in white. Pulse after pulse followed, covering her cleavage and dripping down her belly in obscene strands. The volume was shocking, far more than her husband had ever produced in twelve years of marriage.
Eleanor gasped, eyes wide, still staring at the swollen purple-black glans, an inch-long strand of semen dangled from the tip. His warm seed ran down her skin.
Willie sighed in satisfaction, his massive cock still twitching in her hands. "Good girl."
Shaken and trembling, Eleanor wiped her face with the back of her hand. "Please... go downstairs now, Willie. This never happened." A blizzardy gust of wind made the house shudder.
He chuckled, tucking his still-heavy cock back into the too-small robe. "Whatever you say, Miss Eleanor." He snatched up the bottle and took a swig, staring down at his voluminous seed running down her face and tits. He belched again, the smell of booze hitting her nostrils, mixing with the strong ammonia smell of his semen. "You look good with my nut all over ya, Miss Eleanor." He turned and stumbled out the door.
Once he had lumbered downstairs, Eleanor rushed back into the shower, scrubbing frantically at the sticky semen clinging to her breasts and face. It turned ropey and clung to her skin, resisting the washcloth. By the time she felt cleansed, she was running out of hot water.
Eleanor toweled herself dry and wrapped it around her body. She slipped out of the bathroom and crept halfway down the stairs, stopping to listen in the dark. Heavy drunken snores were coming from her couch. She cursed herself for not thinking about the liquor cabinet; it wasn't her fault, she didn't drink, it was Mark's booze. Willie Williams had been quite honest with her about how alcohol had affected him, and now she was trapped in her own home with him.
She snuck back up to her bedroom. There was no lock on the door, had never needed it. Maybe she could move the dresser to block it? She shook her head; that would only slow him down if she really wanted to get in, and hopefully, he was just sleeping it off. She dropped the towel and pulled on a nightshirt that, like her conservative clothing, fell past her knees. Eleanor Whitaker, still shaken by what had just happened, slipped into her bed and turned off the light.
Sleep would not come.
The image of Willie's enormous Black cock refused to leave her mind, the thick veins, the dramatic flare of the glans, the impossible length and girth. Oh god, the way he talked, the filthy words that came from his mouth. "Black cock... it does things to white women... it gets in their heads. Her body burned with unwanted heat. Her nipples were hard nubs scraping her cloth night shirt. After an hour of tossing and turning, she rose off the bed and felt around in the back of her underwear drawer, finding the thick eight-inch vibrating red rabbit dildo hidden behind her panties. It had looked huge compared to Mark's penis, but now seemed small after holding Willie Williams' big cock in both hands.
Eleanor pulled the nightshirt over her head and lay back on the bed. She parted her legs and slid the toy deep inside her soaked pussy, moaning softly as she switched it on and let the vibrations do their job. The memory of stroking Willie's massive shaft pushed her over the edge quickly. A powerful orgasm ripped through her, her hips bucking as her walls clenched hard around the dildo, juices soaking the sheets, a satisfied smile spread across her lips.
**********
Mark watched the bedroom camera feed with feverish intensity. He stroked his small penis furiously, replaying the bathroom scene in his mind. His once-uptight wife had just jerked off a huge black cock and was now fucking herself senseless with her toy.
A dark, thrilled smile crossed his face.
"My sweet little secret slut," he whispered, semen dribbling into his hand as he watched Eleanor shudder through her climax. "Bet you're thinking about that old black man's big cock."
She didn't bother hiding the dildo again; she just slipped it under his pillow.
Later that night, the house was quiet except for the relentless howl of the blizzard outside. Mark Whitaker lay in his hotel bed, like his wife, he was having trouble sleeping. Never in his wildest dreams had he imagined seeing his nude wife on her knees jerking off a fat old black man on his hidden cameras. His laptop was faintly glowing on the nightstand when a soft chime alerted him. One of the hidden motion sensors had triggered. The bedroom camera feed flickered to life.
The bedroom door slowly swung open. Willie Williams' massive bulk filled the doorway, his heavy-set frame silhouetted against the hallway light. He reached in and flipped the switch, bathing the room in a soft lamplight. His enormous cock hung heavily between his thick thighs, slapping from one dark thigh to the other with each heavy step as he approached the bed. The thick, veined shaft swayed like a pendulum, already beginning to thicken at the sight before him.
Willie pulled the covers back with one meaty hand, exposing Eleanor's sleeping form. Her satisfying orgasm had allowed her to sleep, and she hadn't bothered putting the nightgown back on. His dark eyes swept greedily over her lush body, the full swell of her heavy breasts rising and falling with each breath, their weight pulling them down to the sides. Her nipples were hard, fat, and long with a faint pink areola. Her ribs were slightly outlined down to her taut, flat stomach and sexy belly button. Her carpet matched her drapes, and a triangular patch of bushy honey-blonde pubic hair formed a nest on her crotch.
His massive cock twitched and rose steadily, thickening and lengthening until it stood out obscenely from his protruding beer gut, the wide flared head already glistening. Willie reached down, squeezing one of Eleanor's heavy tits, his thick dark fingers sinking into the soft pale flesh. With his other hand, he slowly stroked his growing black cock, pulling on the thick shaft to make it fully hard.
Eleanor moaned in her sleep at the gentle pulling on her nipple. She writhed slightly on her silk sheets, her hips raising into the thrusts of a large, shadowy cock slowly working in and out of her. Willie bent his cock down and ran the knobby glans all around her white titty, pushing it against her nipple. It was drooling precum like it always did, leaving a slimy trail on her pale skin and reddish, swollen nipple. He grabbed the base of his cock and slapped the hard head down on her nipple.
Eleanor awoke with a startled gasp, her wide hazel eyes flying open to find the large Black man looming over her. "Willie!" she cried, sitting up quickly and clutching the sheet to her chest. "What are you--?"
"Sit up," he ordered, his voice low and thick with liquor.
Trembling, Eleanor obeyed, scooting back against the headboard. Willie stepped closer, lining the fat, flared head of his enormous cock up with her lips. The heavy shaft bobbed inches from her face, veins pulsing visibly along its impressive length.
"Cocksucking time, slut," he growled.
From the hotel room, Mark sat bolt upright, his thin five-inch penis already hard in his hand. He watched in rapt fascination as his proper, uptight wife stared at the monstrous Black cock hovering before her mouth.
Eleanor shook her head weakly, staring cross-eyed down its length. "Please... I don't... I've never... even for my husband."
Willie didn't care. He pressed the wide glans against her soft lips, smearing a thick bead of precum across them. "Open up. This is why you invited a big black man into your white home."
"Please, Mr. Will..." Willie immediately pushed forward, stretching her mouth wide around the fat head. Eleanor struggled, her jaw aching as she tried to accommodate the immense girth. Only the head fits first. She gagged softly, eyes watering as the thick, veined shaft pressed heavily against her tongue. The tip pushing into her throat, several more inches of big black cock entering her mouth.
Willie groaned deeply, one hand resting on the back of her head. "That's it... suck that big Black cock. Mmm, yeah... gettin' back at the white man, one white wife at a time. Turnin' out proper little Christian bitches like you for the Black man. Your kind been keepin' us down for years, now I'm takin' what's mine."
Eleanor moaned around the thick meat filling her mouth, the crude words sending an unwanted rush of heat through her body. Her nipples stiffened painfully, and a fresh trickle of arousal began to run down her inner thighs. She bobbed her head awkwardly, struggling to take more of his length, saliva dripping from the corners of her stretched lips.
Willie's drunken mumbling continued as he slowly fucked her mouth. "That's right, white girl. Suck it deeper. This is what you really wanted when you brought me home, ain't it? Now you actin' like a good little white slut, worshippin' Black cock while your dumbass white husband doesn't know his wife is gettin' turned out. Fuck yeah, suck that black dick, bitch."
**********
Mark stroked his small penis furiously, breathing hard as he watched his wife's cheeks hollow and her throat work around the invading Black shaft. He had never seen anything so obscene... or so arousing.
**********
Eleanor's struggles only seemed to excite Willie more. She gulped and swallowed, trying desperately to take him deeper, her tongue sliding along the prominent ridges and veins. The taste was strong and musky, yet not unpleasant. The realization only deepened her shame and growing arousal.
With a guttural groan, Willie tightened his grip on her head and erupted. Thick, hot jets of semen flooded her mouth and shot down her throat. Eleanor choked and swallowed as best she could, but several heavy spurts overflowed, spilling from the corners of her lips and running down her chin onto her heaving breasts.
When he finally pulled back, strings of saliva and cum connected her swollen lips to the glistening head of his cock. Eleanor gasped for air, wiping her mouth with trembling fingers, surprised once again by how tolerable the taste had been, pleasant even... good!
Eleanor stumbled into the bathroom, her legs still shaky. She desperately needed to brush her teeth, not because she disliked the taste of him, but because she had liked it far too much. Even now, as she stood in front of the mirror, her tongue instinctively licked a thick strand of his cum from her bottom lip. The warm, slightly salty flavor made her pussy clench with fresh arousal. She wanted more.
With trembling hands, she squeezed toothpaste onto her brush and began scrubbing vigorously, trying to erase the evidence of what she had just done. In the mirror, she saw her flushed face, swollen cheeks, and the faint white traces of dried semen still clinging to her chin. It was like a different person staring back at her.
When she finally returned to the bedroom, Willie was lying in her marital bed, under the covers on her husband's side. He had claimed the space as if it belonged to him.
Eleanor paused in the doorway, staring at the sight. Before she could speak, Willie lifted the covers, revealing his massive dark body and the thick outline of his heavy cock resting against his thigh.
"Get in here, Miss Eleanor," he ordered.
She hesitated only a moment before slipping into bed beside him, facing away so she wouldn't have to look at him. Willie immediately moved closer, spooning her tightly from behind. His heavy beer gut pressed warmly into her back, and his giant horse cock lay thick and heavy along the cleft of her ass and between her soft thighs, radiating heat against her bare skin.
His large hand reached over and squeezed one of her full breasts possessively, as though he already owned it. Moments later, he was snoring softly against the back of her neck.
Eleanor lay awake long into the night, her body trembling with confusion, shame, and a dangerous, growing heat deep in her core. The heavy Black man behind her held her like property, his possessive hand still cupping her breast even in sleep.
Morning light filtered weakly through the heavy curtains, the blizzard still raging outside, icy snow pelting the windows while the wind rattled the shutters. Eleanor stirred slowly in the warmth of her bed, a deep, insistent arousal building within her body. She had been at the height of her sexual peak for months, and the long night of restless sleep had left her aching with unmet need. An intense stimulation tugged at her swollen nipple, bordering on painful in its sharpness, while an even more powerful sensation radiated from between her thighs, something huge, thick, and knobby rubbing slowly along the slick folds of her increasingly wet pussy.
Still half-asleep, she sighed and pushed her hips back, pressing down onto the large knob. It felt incredible. The broad head slowly parted her outer lips and began spreading her open wider than she had ever been stretched before. A soft, contented murmur escaped her lips.
"Hmmm... I'm glad you're home," she whispered sleepily, still lost in the pleasant fog of half-dreams.
Then reality crashed in.
"Oh!" Eleanor gasped sharply as her vagina slowly yielded, spreading wide enough for the massive invader to sink deeper inside her. Her eyes flew open.
A large, dark Black hand was cupping her heavy, pale breast, thick fingers pinching and pulling her swollen pink nipple, stretching it outward. Behind her, Willie Williams' massive frame pressed tightly against her back, his prominent beer gut resting against her spine. His enormous Black cock was lodged between her thighs, the thick, veined shaft slowly pushing into her soaked pussy from behind.
"Please, Mr. Williams..." she moaned, even as her hips involuntarily pushed back, taking another inch of his thick length. "I'm a married woman..."
Willie chuckled deeply, his breath hot against her ear, the faint whiff of booze reaching her nose. "Hubby ain't here to take care of ya, so I'm gonna do it for him." He thrust forward gently, feeding more of his massive cock into her tight channel.
"Oh my word..." Eleanor gasped, feeling him push deeper, stretching her walls in ways her husband never could.
Willie's hand tightened on her breast, pinching the nipple harder as he rocked his hips. "This feels like new territory, Mrs. Eleanor. Your hubby must have a tiny little dick. Tell me... is this big black cock bigger than yo' hubby's?"
Eleanor's mind reeled. "Please, don't make me...: She tried to pull away, but Willie's strong grip on her breast held her firmly in place as he pushed another thick inch inside her. The pressure in her womb was growing unbearable.
"A little... or a lot bigger?" he asked, voice low and teasing.
"A lot," she squealed, her voice breaking. "A lot bigger... you're a lot bigger than Mark. Oh my God... you're so big."
Willie chuckled again, the sound vibrating through his chest. "What's so big, Mrs. Eleanor? Say it."
"Your big Black cock," she moaned helplessly, feeling the growing pressure deep inside her. "Your big Black cock is so big, Mr. Williams... oh my God..."
She mewled, her body trembling as the sensation built. This was nothing like her husband's modest penis, and nothing like her dildo. The thick, knobby head was pressing against places she had never felt before, stretching her completely.
"This can't be happening..." she whimpered, even as her hips began to rock back against him. "I'm going to..." She'd never felt this outside her vibrating dildo. "I'm going to..."
"That's it, white girl," Willie growled, thrusting deeper. "I can feel that white pussy squeezing all over that big Black cock. Do it. Cum for old Willie."
Eleanor's eyes rolled back as the orgasm crashed over her without warning. Her vagina clamped down hard around the thick invading shaft, pulsing and milking him as waves of intense pleasure ripped through her body. She cried out sharply, her juices gushing around his cock as she came harder than she ever had in her life.
Willie held her tightly through the climax, his massive black cock buried deep inside her spasming pussy, a satisfied grin on his face.
Eleanor trembled violently in the aftermath of her climax, her chest heaving as she struggled to catch her breath. The thick black cock buried inside her felt impossibly large, stretching her walls to their limit. She could barely believe what had just happened.
"I... I can't believe I took your huge cock," she moaned softly, her voice shaky with disbelief and lingering pleasure. "It's so deep..."


Willie chuckled, the low sound rumbling through his massive chest. "That was only half, Mrs. Eleanor."
Her eyes widened in shock. "Half?" she gasped, genuine disbelief flooding her face. "That can't be... there's no way..."
He grinned and slowly began to pull out, inch after thick inch of his veined Black shaft sliding from her soaked pussy with a wet, obscene sound. Eleanor whimpered at the sudden emptiness, her stretched opening fluttering around nothing, missing it.
"Get up here and ride me," he ordered, rolling onto his back. His enormous cock stood straight up from his heavy beer gut, glistening with her juices, the wide flared head angry and swollen.
Trembling, Eleanor climbed over him, straddling his thick waist. She hesitated, staring down at the monstrous black cock rising between her thighs, the head pushing between her breasts. Then her eyes widened in horror as they focused on all the precum drooling out of his urethra.
"You're not wearing a condom!" she gasped.
Willie smirked. "So what? Bareback is better."
"You can't cum inside me," she demanded, voice rising with panic. "I'm not on anything right now. You have to wear a condom!"
He shrugged. "You think I got a rubber on me?"
Desperate, Eleanor leaned over his body and frantically opened the drawer of her husband's nightstand. She pulled out one of Mark's condoms; the packet said it was a snug fit for small penises. She ripped the foil open with shaking fingers and tried to stretch the thin latex over the giant glans. The condom looked ridiculous, far too small for the massive black cock throbbing in her hands. It barely covered the head before it became painfully tight, looking like it might snap at any second, and there was no way the tiny receptacle could hold the volume of Mr. Williams's orgasm.
"This is never going to hold," she whispered, horrified.
Willie's patience was clearly wearing thin. "I'm losing my patience, white girl."
Eleanor gave up trying to unroll it further. She slid back up his body and slowly backed herself onto his cock once more, holding the base of the condom to make sure it stayed on as he entered her. She pushed back into it, unable to fight the smile of satisfaction that spread across her face as he entered her again. As she passed the halfway point, the overwhelming stretch made her moan. "You're too big..." she gasped as he raised his hips, pushing several more inches into her. "No! It's too much... too big," she squealed. He tried to hold her hips, but she pulled forward enough that his big cock slapped against his beer belly.
"Relax," Willie rumbled. "You can take it. Try again. We'll go slow. Let me put it in for ya."
He reached between her thighs as she sat up, felt the tip of his cock, the rubber had rolled up, just covering the glans. He palmed the distressed, overstretched condom still clinging to the head of his cock, and guided the fat bare tip back to her slick entrance. With one smooth motion, he tossed the useless rubber across the room.
Eleanor's eyes were closed tight in concentration as she tried to take him again. She never even noticed the condom flying away.
Mark, watching from his motel room, jerked his thin penis faster, eyes glued to the laptop screen. "Oh shit... what did he... was that the rubber?"
As she sank again, Eleanor whimpered, "I can't even feel the condom... It's so tight."
Willie chuckled darkly. "Just pretend it's not even there."
She leaned forward, bracing her hands on his broad chest, and slowly pushed her hips back. The fat head pushed far past her slick entrance once more. With a soft moan, she sank, taking several more inches. Another powerful orgasm hit her almost immediately as the thick shaft spread her open again. Her eyes rolled back, and she cried out, her pussy clenching hard around him.
The pleasure made her legs weak, causing her to sink lower. Inch after inch disappeared inside her until, with a final shuddering gasp, she bottomed out completely. His heavy balls pressed against her ass as the head of his cock nudged firmly against the entrance to her womb. A devastatingly intense orgasm exploded through her, far stronger than the first. Eleanor's entire body shook, her juices flooding around his embedded shaft as she cried out in ecstasy.
She sat there trembling, fully impaled on his massive Black cock, her voluptuous body quivering on top of him. After a long moment, she began to ride him slowly, lifting and lowering herself with shaky movements.
"So good..." she mumbled repeatedly, almost in a trance. "So good... so good..."
Willie's hands rested on her wide hips. "Open your eyes, Mrs. Eleanor. I want you to see whose fuckin' you."
She obeyed, lifting her gaze to meet his dark eyes. Sitting back fully, she braced her hands on his soft, protruding beer gut, her heavy E-cup breasts thrust proudly forward, nipples stiff and aching. "Yes," she moaned, staring at Willie's jowly black face. She began to ride him with more purpose, her hips rolling as she took his entire length with each downward stroke. "Yes," she moaned again, fucking him faster.
Another orgasm built quickly. Eleanor leaned forward, her full breasts dangling in Willie's face as she started pushing back harder onto his cock. He captured one swollen nipple between his lips and sucked hard, teeth grazing the sensitive bud. The sensation sent her crashing over the edge again. She wailed in pleasure, her pussy spasming violently around his thick shaft.
Willie growled and grabbed her plump ass with both hands, holding her firmly as he began bucking up into her. He thrust powerfully, driving his massive black cock in and out of her soaked pussy with wet, rhythmic slaps. Eleanor moaned continuously, her body jolting with every deep stroke.
"I'm gonna nut in this pretty white pussy," he snarled, his pace quickening.
"No... please," she groaned, even as her hips slammed down to meet his thrusts."Not yet, gonna cum again... wanna cum again. Don't cum inside me... don't trust the condom... My vagina is for my husband only..."
Willie laughed, the sound dark and triumphant. "Not anymore, slut."
He thrust up hard one final time, burying himself to the hilt. With a deep, guttural groan, he exploded inside her. Thick, hot jets of potent Black seed blasted directly into her womb, pulse after heavy pulse flooding her depths. The sensation triggered the most powerful orgasm yet. Eleanor's vision blurred as pleasure bordered on pain ripped through her body. Her pussy clenched and milked him desperately, drawing every drop of his cum deep inside her fertile womb.
When the waves finally subsided, she collapsed forward onto his chest, trembling with complete satisfaction and a strange, deep contentment she had never felt before. Her body felt full, claimed, and strangely complete.
Willie's large hand stroked her back possessively as his cock continued to twitch inside her, still pumping the last of his seed into her well-fucked pussy.
**********
From his hotel room, Mark Whitaker stared at the laptop screen in stunned disbelief. His thin five-inch penis had just squeezed out a tiny pearl of semen onto his stomach as he watched the morning scene unfold. His modest, proper wife had just been thoroughly fucked by the massive black cock of their homeless guest, and the sight had pushed him over the edge faster than he cared to admit. He watched his wife quickly dismount and run to the bathroom. Willie placed his hands behind his head and closed his eyes. A smug smile spread across his broad lips.
Mark switched feeds to the bathroom. Eleanor was in the shower, frantically scrubbing between her legs.
**********
Eleanor returned to her bedroom defeated. She'd tried to drain as much of Willie's cum as she could from her vagina, but there still felt like a gallon of it sloshing around in her womb. He was asleep on the bed. She snuck past him and got dressed.
Downstairs in the kitchen, Eleanor moved about in her usual library attire. She wore a high-necked cream blouse that buttoned all the way to her throat and a long navy skirt that reached well past her knees. Her honey-blonde hair was pinned up in a tight, professional bun, and her thick glasses sat firmly on her nose. She had deliberately chosen the most modest, concealing outfit she owned, convinced that her sinful, voluptuous figure had somehow antagonized Willie and led to last night's sins.
The sound of heavy footsteps made her turn. Willie Williams came down the stairs completely nude, his massive beer gut leading the way. His enormous Black cock swung heavily from thigh to thigh with each step, thick and semi-hard, the wide head brushing against his legs.
Eleanor's cheeks flushed as she carried a breakfast tray to the living room. She set it down on the coffee table in front of him. Willie dropped onto the couch, his heavy cock draping over the edge of the cushion, the thick shaft resting against the fabric. He reached under the pillow and pulled out a half-empty bottle of whiskey he had hidden earlier. He took a long swig, then began eating while staring at her with an angry, predatory gaze.
Eleanor stood nervously, unable to keep her eyes from drifting to the thick, dark cock dangling so openly. "Your clothes are dry and ready for you, Mr. Williams," she said quietly, trying to sound composed.
He took another swig of whiskey. "I'm comfortable like this."
She shifted uncomfortably. "Is everything alright, Mr. Williams?"
"No," he growled, eyes narrowing. "Why did you dress like that? You should be naked like me."
Eleanor looked nervous, clutching her hands in front of her. "I... I can't walk around the house naked, Mr. Williams. It wouldn't be proper."
He sneered and took another long pull from the bottle. "Tell ya what. Why don't you go put on your skimpiest bikini?"
Eleanor shifted uncomfortably. "I don't have a bikini, Mr. Williams."
His expression darkened. "You lyin' to me, bitch? Don't lie to me. I saw that pool when we drove past yesterday."
"I don't go to the pool," she said quickly, voice trembling. "I don't even own a one-piece swimsuit. I'm... I'm uncomfortable showing off my body."
Willie set the empty plate aside and leaned back, his cock twitching. "That's a waste. Yo' body was built for the pole."
She blinked, confused. "I... I don't understand."
"Lingerie?" he asked. "Sexier underwear?"
She shook her head no.
Willie finished the last of the whiskey and slammed the bottle down. "Looks like you goin' nude then." His voice turned hard. "Strip for me. And do it slow and sexy."
Eleanor hesitated, her heart pounding. "Mr. Williams..."
"NOW!" he screamed.
She jumped at the sudden command. With trembling hands, she began to undress. First, the blouse, unbuttoning it slowly to reveal the plain white bra straining to contain her heavy breasts. Then the long skirt slid down her wide hips and toned legs, pooling at her feet. She stood in just her bra and modest panties, her lush hourglass figure finally beginning to emerge.
She removed her thick glasses and set them aside, then reached up to pull the pins from her hair. Shaking her head, she let the thick, lustrous honey-blonde waves tumble down over her shoulders in a golden cascade.
Willie's cock was already hardening rapidly, thickening and rising from his lap as he watched. Eleanor's breath grew shallow. Knowing that her body was making his enormous black cock hard sent an unwelcome rush of arousal through her. Her nipples stiffened visibly against the bra cups, and a fresh slickness formed between her thighs.
She reached behind her back and unhooked the bra. The cups fell away, freeing her full, creamy-white breasts. They swayed heavily, pink nipples already erect. Hooking her thumbs into the waistband of her panties, she slowly slid them down her legs, stepping out until she stood completely nude before him.
Willie's cock was now fully hard, standing thick and proud, veins pulsing along its impressive length. "Damn," he growled, wrapping one hand around the base and holding the massive shaft out toward her. "Look what yo' fine white body did to my big black cock. Now get over here and suck it."
Eleanor sank slowly to her knees between Willie's thick thighs, her heart pounding as she stared at the massive black cock standing upright before her. It throbbed heavily, veins pulsing along its thick length, the wide flared head already glistening with a bead of precum.
She wrapped both hands around the warm, heavy shaft and leaned forward. Her soft lips parted, taking the fat head into her mouth. At first, she sucked tentatively, her tongue swirling around the swollen glans, but as the musky taste filled her senses, she found herself getting into it. A strange, shameful excitement began to build inside her.
Eleanor moaned softly around his cock and pushed forward, challenging herself. She took another inch, then another, her cheeks hollowing as she worked her way down the thick shaft. Her throat tightened, but she refused to stop. She wanted more. She needed to prove she could take it.
Willie groaned in approval, one large hand resting on the back of her golden head. "That's it, white girl... suck big black Willy like you mean it."
Driven by a growing hunger, Eleanor relaxed her throat and pushed deeper. A third of his enormous length slid past her lips and into her throat. Her eyes watered, but she held there, moaning lustfully around the thick meat stretching her mouth. The feeling of being so full of him sent a fresh rush of wetness between her thighs.
She began to bob her head with more confidence, taking him as deep as she could on every downward stroke. Her hands stroked the thick base she couldn't yet swallow, twisting gently as her tongue worked the underside.
Willie's breathing grew ragged. "Fuck... you're gettin' good at this. Fuckin' natural."
When he finally tensed and erupted, Eleanor moaned with raw lust. Thick, hot jets of cum blasted straight down her throat. She swallowed greedily, stroking his pulsing shaft with both hands to milk every last drop into her mouth. The warm, salty taste flooded her tongue, and she kept sucking, humming with pleasure as she drained him completely.
Only when his cock began to soften did she slowly pull back, a thin string of saliva and cum still connecting her swollen lips to the head. She licked her lips, breathing hard, surprised by how much she had enjoyed the act.
"Good job, white girl," he said.
Eleanor smiled up at him.
**********
Eleanor stood at the living room window, a thick quilt wrapped tightly around her nude body. She stared out at the still-falling snow, watching as a bright orange DOT truck rumbled past on the main road, its plow blade pushing heavy drifts aside. The county road was finally being cleared, but their small development remained buried. She knew she would still be trapped here until the HOA maintenance man arrived to plow the private streets. The thought made her stomach tighten.
Behind her, Willie sat at the dining room table, tapping away at her laptop with one thick finger while occasionally swigging from the bottle of whiskey. He muttered to himself under his breath, his voice low and crude. "Bitch look good in this... yeah, tits practically falling out... Nah, not that one. Too much fabric."
Eleanor's curiosity finally got the better of her. She turned, clutching the quilt closer to her chest, and walked over to him.
"What are you doing, Mr. Williams?" she asked quietly.
Willie didn't look up. "I'm ordering you some new clothes."
Her eyes widened. "What? I don't need new clothes, Mr. Williams."
He finally glanced at her, a lazy grin spreading across his face. "Thank me for buying you something sexy."
Eleanor hesitated, then forced out a weak, "Thank you..."
Satisfied, Willie stood up, staggering slightly from the whiskey, and headed toward the bathroom. The moment he disappeared down the hall, Eleanor hurried to the table and sat down in front of her laptop.
He had left her Amazon account open.
She scrolled through the recent orders and gasped, her face flushing hot with embarrassment. He had spent over three hundred dollars. The items were shamelessly revealing:
* A royal blue string bikinis listed as a "micro thong" set. The top consisted of tiny triangles that would barely cover her nipples, while the bottom was nothing more than thin strings and a narrow strip of fabric that would disappear between her cheeks.
* A two-piece workout outfit -- a cropped sports bra that would leave most of her belly and underboob exposed, paired with skin-tight yoga pants that would cling obscenely to her wide hips and rounded ass.
* A lacy black bra and panty set -- the bra was a push-up style with sheer cups, and the panties were a tiny thong.
* A sheer black babydoll nightie, completely see-through, with matching crotchless panties.
* A "sexy office look" -- a much shorter skirt that would end well above the knee and a button-up blouse with a deep neckline designed to reveal generous cleavage, plus thin spaghetti straps that would leave her arms and shoulders bare.
Eleanor stared at the screen in disbelief, her cheeks burning. She shook her head firmly. "Well, I'm certainly not wearing any of that," she muttered to herself, already planning to refuse the packages when they arrived and cancel the order if possible. Hopefully, Mr. Williams would be gone by then.
From the bathroom, she could hear Willie humming contentedly to himself, clearly pleased with his purchases.
By mid-afternoon, Eleanor stood at the kitchen sink washing the lunch dishes, still completely nude. The warm water ran over her hands, but her mind was elsewhere. She felt exposed and vulnerable in her own home.
Suddenly, Willie came up behind her. One large, rough hand cupped her full ass cheek, squeezing and kneading the soft, pale flesh. Eleanor gasped.
"Get this fine white ass upstairs, Miss. Eleanor," he ordered, pulling his hand back and delivering a sharp, stinging smack that made her yelp. The sound echoed through the kitchen.
She hurried up the stairs, her heavy breasts swaying and her rounded ass jiggling with each step. Willie followed close behind, taking another long swig from the whiskey bottle as he stared at the tantalizing glimpse of her pink pussy lips between her thighs.
Once in the bedroom, he commanded, "Get on all fours."
Eleanor obeyed, lowering herself onto the bed. She rested her forehead on her folded arms, raising her ass high in the air, presenting herself like an animal in heat. Her face burned with shame, yet her pussy was already dripping with arousal.
Willie climbed onto the bed behind her. He tilted the whiskey bottle and poured a thin stream of the amber liquid directly down the crack of her ass. Eleanor shivered as the cool whiskey trickled over her tight rosebud and down to her swollen pussy lips.
He leaned in and began licking her anus with long, slow strokes, his thick tongue lapping up the whiskey. She jolted in shock.
"Mr. Williams! That's dirty!" she protested, voice trembling.
He chuckled against her flesh. "I've eaten worse out of dumpsters, white girl. Now hold still."
His tongue moved lower, lapping the whiskey from her dripping pussy before sliding back up to her puckered hole. He wiggled the tip of his tongue inside her tight anus, pushing past the resistant ring. Eleanor gasped loudly, then moaned, instinctively pushing her ass back against his invading tongue.
"Oh God..." she whimpered, her hips beginning to rock.
Willie continued teasing her anus with his tongue while he slid two thick fingers into her soaked pussy, wiggling them deep inside her. The dual stimulation quickly pushed her over the edge. She cried out as another powerful orgasm ripped through her, her pussy clenching around his fingers.


Before she could recover, Willie rose on his knees behind her. He gripped his massive Black cock and pushed the thick head back inside her eager pussy. Eleanor moaned deeply, pushing back to take every inch.
"You're learning to love that big Black cock, ain't you?" he growled, starting to fuck her with hard, deep strokes. He slammed into her fast and rough, bringing her right to the brink of another orgasm before suddenly slowing down. "Reach under the pillow and get your dildo," he ordered.
Eleanor froze for a moment, embarrassed that he had discovered her secret toy, but she obeyed. She handed the thick eight-inch dildo back to him.
Willie turned it on, the strong vibrations humming loudly. He pressed the buzzing tip against her tight rosebud and slowly pushed it past her resisting sphincter. Eleanor tried to pull away, reaching behind her in panic, but he slapped her hand away sharply.
"Stay still," he commanded, still fucking her pussy hard while working the vibrating dildo deeper into her ass.
Something inside Eleanor snapped. The overwhelming fullness, his massive black cock stretching her pussy while the buzzing dildo filled her ass, triggered an explosive orgasm. She began cumming hard, her body shaking violently.
"Fuck me!" she cried out. "I love it, Mr. Williams! Fuck me with your big Black cock!"
Willie chuckled darkly, still swigging whiskey as he slammed into her without mercy. "Now that's what I'm talkin' about, Miss. Eleanor. Old Willie's done turned you out for the Black man. You're a slut for big black cock now."
"Yes!" she moaned, cumming continuously. "I'm a slut! Fuck my white pussy with your big Black cock! Oh God, you're so big!"
Willie gripped her hips tighter, his thrusts growing brutal. "My nuts are gettin' close, slut."
"Please," she begged shamelessly, pushing back onto him. "Fill me up again! Cum in me!"
With a deep, guttural roar, Willie buried himself to the hilt and exploded. Long, powerful jets of thick, hot cum blasted directly into her womb. The sensation triggered the most intense orgasm yet. Eleanor screamed, her entire body convulsing as her pussy milked every drop from his pulsing cock. The pleasure was so overwhelming she nearly blacked out, collapsing forward onto the bed in a trembling, satisfied heap.
**********
From his hotel room, Mark stared at the laptop screen in complete disbelief. His spent, shriveled penis lay limp in his hand. He had just witnessed his once-modest wife begging a homeless black man to breed her.
His phone rang. It was the airline informing him they could get him on a flight home that evening.
Mark glanced back at the screen. Willie had pulled out and was now casually slapping his huge, cum-smeared cock against Eleanor's perfect, round ass, leaving sticky trails across her pale skin. The vibrator was still shaking in her anus.
"Actually," Mark told the airline agent, his voice strangely calm, "something's come up. Move my flight back two more days."
He ended the call and returned his full attention to the laptop, unable to look away from the obscene scene unfolding in his own bedroom.
**********
That evening, as Eleanor prepared for bed, her phone rang. She glanced at the screen and saw it was Mark. She answered quickly, trying to keep her voice steady.
"Hi, honey," she said softly, standing beside the bed in her modest nightgown.
Mark's voice came through the line, calm but watchful. "Hey. Bad news, no flights are going out for at least two days. The storm has everything grounded."
"Two days?" Eleanor exclaimed, her eyes widening.
From the doorway, Willie stood grinning, his massive naked body filling the frame, his heavy cock already beginning to thicken.
"Why? Is everything okay there?" he asked, watching the nude black man, stroking the dark monstrosity between his legs.
Eleanor swallowed hard, forcing a light laugh. "Yeah... It's fine. I just miss you. I'm going a little stir-crazy being stuck inside all day."
As she spoke, Willie stepped into the bedroom and closed the door behind him. He moved to the bed, pulled back the covers, and slipped in beside her. Eleanor's breath caught as she felt the heat of his large body next to hers.
She quickly slid under the covers, still holding the phone to her ear. Willie leaned over her, his large hand pulling the nightgown strap off her shoulder, ripping it downward, exposing her breasts. She gasped loudly but held her palm over the phone. He began kissing her neck, then moved lower to her shoulders and the heavy swell of her breasts, his lips brushing over her stiffening nipples.
Mark continued talking about the storm and his delayed meetings, but Eleanor could barely focus. Willie climbed on top of her, ripping the nightgown further. It split down the middle until her belly button, and soon pubic hair appeared. He lay down, carefully keeping most of his weight off her smaller frame. His massive beer gut pressed warmly against her soft belly.
"Put it in," he ordered quietly, his voice low enough that only she could hear.
Eleanor's hand trembled as she reached down between their bodies. She wrapped her fingers around his thick, heavy black cock and guided the wide, flared head to her already slick entrance. Slowly, she helped him push inside her. "OH!"
"Honey, you okay?" asked Mark.
Willie entered her with deliberate, agonizing slowness. Inch after thick inch stretched her open, the prominent veins dragging along her sensitive walls. He rocked his hips gently, feeding her more of his massive length with each shallow thrust until he was buried to the hilt. Eleanor bit her lip to stifle a moan, her pussy clenching rhythmically around the invading shaft.
"You there, Eleanor? Hello..."
"Sorry,y Mark, I'm having issues. I have to run to the bathroom."
"Of course, love you."
"Love you too," she replied, staring at Willie Williams grinning over her.
She wrapped her long legs around his thick waist, pulling him deeper. Willie lowered his head and kissed her for the first time. Eleanor turned her head to the side, keeping her mouth tightly closed, but when he pushed his cock all the way in with one hard stroke, she gasped. His tongue immediately slipped between her parted lips.
At first, she tried to push his tongue out with her own, but the deep, steady thrusting of his cock overwhelmed her. Their tongues met and tangled in a heated French kiss. Eleanor moaned into his mouth as another powerful orgasm began building inside her.
Breaking the kiss just enough to speak, she whispered breathlessly against his lips, "I love your cock, Mr. Williams... I love fucking you."
Willie grunted in satisfaction and began thrusting deeper. Eleanor's legs tightened around his ass, holding him inside her as her orgasm crested. She came hard, her pussy squeezing and milking his thick shaft in powerful spasms.
With a deep groan, Willie buried himself to the root and erupted. Thick, hot jets of cum flooded her womb, pulse after heavy pulse. Eleanor's orgasm intensified, becoming massive and overwhelming. Her entire body shook beneath him as she clung to his broad back, legs locked tightly around him to keep every drop of his seed deep inside her.
When the waves finally subsided, she lay trembling beneath the heavy-set Black man, her chest heaving, a strange mix of shame and deep satisfaction washing over her.
The next two days passed in a haze of naked flesh and constant fucking. With the development finally plowed, Willie helped Eleanor dig her car out of the driveway, both of them working in the cold while staying mostly nude inside the warm house. They spent as much time as possible in bed, on the couch, or bent over the kitchen counter, Willie's massive black cock claiming her repeatedly. Eleanor's modest resistance had completely crumbled. She rode him, sucked him, and begged for his cum with increasing desperation, often the one instigating sex.
On the morning her husband was due home, the library reopened. Eleanor and Willie shared a long, steamy shower. She dropped to her knees on the wet tile, water cascading over her body as she took his thick cock into her mouth. This time, she pushed forward with determination until her nose pressed against his pubic hair and his heavy balls slapped against her chin. She greedily gulped down every thick spurt of his seed, moaning with satisfaction as she swallowed.
Afterward, she stood, wrapped her arms around his thick neck, and kissed him deeply. "I can't live without your cock, Mr. Williams," she whispered against his lips. "On days I close the library, we'll hook up. Mark travels all the time. We'll find a way."
They dressed. Eleanor returned to her boring, modest library attire, high-necked blouse, long skirt, hair in a tight bun, and thick glasses, once again hiding a body that was no longer innocent.
The doorbell rang just as she finished getting ready. Willie brought in several large Amazon boxes and set them in the living room.
"I guess I won't get to see you in any of this anytime soon," he said with a smirk.
The front door opened. Mark stood there, suitcase in hand, staring at the large, Black man standing in his living room.
Eleanor quickly pulled her husband aside into the kitchen. She hugged him tightly, her voice soft and apologetic. "Mark, I'm so sorry. The shelters were full because of the storm. I let Mr. Williams stay here. It was only supposed to be for a couple of nights. I couldn't leave him out in the blizzard."
Mark embraced her warmly. "It's okay, honey. I wouldn't have expected anything less from my goodhearted wife."
He glanced toward the living room. "I'll drive Mr. Williams to the shelter while you get to work."
"I can drop him off on my way," Eleanor offered.
Mark shook his head. "No, I've got it."
As they loaded the car, Mark asked casually, "What's in all those boxes?"
"Just some new clothes," she replied quickly. "I'll probably return most of them."
Once they were alone in the car, Mark drove in silence for a few moments before speaking.
"I saw everything," he said quietly, eyes fixed on the snowy road. "Every single thing that happened while I was gone."
Willie tensed beside him, his massive frame shifting uncomfortably in the passenger seat. "Look, man... I didn't mean--"
Mark cut him off with a small, almost amused shake of his head. "Relax, Mr. Williams. I'm not angry."
Willie glanced at him warily. "You ain't?"
"No." Mark's voice dropped lower, a strange excitement creeping into it. "I've been watching the whole time. Hidden cameras. I saw you in the shower with her... in the bathroom... in my bed. I saw her on her knees. I saw her riding you this morning. I saw it all."
Willie remained silent, studying Mark's face.
Mark continued, his grip tightening slightly on the steering wheel. "I always wanted to see her like that... in porn, but she was too uptight. Too proper." He let out a short, breathless laugh. "You did what I never could."
Willie's shoulders relaxed a fraction. A slow, knowing grin began to form on his face. "She got a body built for porn, that's for damn sure."
Mark nodded. "She does. And that cock of yours..." He swallowed. "It's huge. I want you to keep fucking her, Mr. Williams. Keep turning her out."
Willie raised an eyebrow. "You serious?"
"Dead serious," Mark replied. "Eventually, I want to start filming the two of you. She needs to be online. With her body and that monster cock, you'll go viral. People need to see what a proper Christian librarian looks like when she's getting properly fucked by big Black cock."
Willie chuckled deeply, the sound low and satisfied. "You want me to keep breeding your wife?"
"I do," Mark said without hesitation. "I want you living in the basement. I want you to use her whenever you want. And when the time is right... I'll be the one holding the camera."
Willie leaned back in the seat, a broad, predatory smile spreading across his face. "Well, shit... I think we got ourselves a deal, Mr. Whitaker."
Mark glanced over at the large Black man, his own small erection pressing against his pants. "My home is your home, Willie."
And your fine ass wife is my fine ass wife, thought Willie.
**********
Eleanor spent a long, boring day at the library. The roads were still bad, and the place was nearly empty, with most of the homeless patrons still in shelters. She spent most of her shift behind the desk, lost in vivid fantasies of being back home with Willie's thick cock buried inside her.
When she finally drove home that evening and walked through the front door, she froze in the entryway.
Willie Williams was sitting comfortably on her living room couch, dressed in a new flannel shirt and jeans. He was playing with a smartphone.
"Mr. Williams... what are you doing here?" she asked, stunned.
Mark emerged from the kitchen, stirring something on the stove. "We talked on the way to the shelter," he explained cheerfully. "Mr. Williams seemed like a nice enough guy who just needs a little help getting back on his feet. I offered to let him stay in our basement until he's sorted. I didn't think you'd mind, knowing your kind nature."
Eleanor stared for a moment, then smiled softly. "No... I think it's a great idea."
That night, they went to bed. Mark spooned her from behind, but thankfully did not attempt sex. Eleanor lay awake, her body still humming with need, satisfaction waiting down in the basement.
Hours later, the stairs creaked. Willie woke to the soft sound of footsteps descending into the basement. He sat up. "Miss Eleanor?"
She turned on the small lamp. Willie's cock immediately began to swell at the sight before him.
The royal blue string bikini was perfect, a size too small as planned. Her milky white tits were practically spilling out of the tiny triangles, her swollen nipples clearly visible through the thin fabric. The thong bottom disappeared completely between her firm ass cheeks.
"Well... how do I look, Mr. Williams?" she asked, turning slowly for him.
"Good enough to show off at your pool this summer," he growled. "Freeze there a moment." He raised his new phone up, video mode on. "Now strip and come down here."
Eleanor untied the strings of the bikini bottom and let it fall. She straddled his thick waist and slowly sank onto his massive cock, moaning deeply as he filled her. She ground her pussy into the base of his shaft, staring at him from behind his phone. "Are you filming this, Mr. Williams?"
"Sure am," he grunted. "Capturing that hot bod for posterity."
"I'm not sure I like..."
"It's password-protected. The white boy can't get in. Where is the white boy?"
"Mark's fast asleep upstairs," she whispered, beginning to ride him. "And we had the basement soundproofed. So don't worry about my husband."
Willie untied the bikini top, freeing her heavy breasts. "I'm not worried about him at all, Mrs. Eleanor."
**********
Upstairs, Mark lay in bed with his hand slipped under his pajama pants, slowly stroking his thin penis. On his laptop, the hidden basement camera showed everything in perfect clarity, his voluptuous wife riding the huge black cock with shameless abandon, and more importantly, Willie recording her first video for her OnlyFans account.
In only a few days of giving Eleanor what she didn't know she needed, Willie Williams had gotten her to wear a bikini. What else was in those boxes downstairs? Mark couldn't wait to find out. He smiled in the darkness, unable to believe all his secret fantasies about his once-uptight wife were finally coming true.
**********
Downstairs, Willie zoomed in on her blonde pubes rising up and down his black shaft. He didn't want to hold the fuckin' phone when those big white titties were bouncing up and down for him to grab.
But not for long, soon... very soon... the white boy would be filming from his cuck chair while old Willie fucked his wife for him, and then the white boy could go sleep in the basement while Willie Williams slept in his marital bed with his white slut.
After all, the master bedroom belonged to the master of the house.
THE END
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A Taste of Jamaica
Copyright 2026 by Stormbringer
Dina Della Rosa stood inside the small canvas tent on the sun-drenched beach, the humid Jamaican air already making her skin slick. At twenty-eight she seemed to have it all, professional chef, restaurateur, and the host of a weekly cooking segment on a morning talk show, but she wanted more.
"How's that?" asked Gladys, holding the mirror up for her.
Dina glanced at her reflection. The face reflecting back at her was bright, symmetrical, and a little exaggerated in a way that looked great on camera. Her eyes were large and almond shaped with bright amber pupils, sharpened with liner and framed by thick lashes that made them stand out without looking overdone. Her cheeks were smooth and lightly defined, a bit of warmth sitting high on them more from the start of a tan than her makeup, while her nose looked straight and neat, subtly refined by contour. Her lips were full and clearly shaped, with a soft color that made them look naturally flushed but better. Her hair fell around her face in smooth, controlled waves, glossy black and deliberate. Altogether, she looked undeniably beautiful.
"Perfect Gladys," she replied, turning her face at different angles. "I might need a touch up in this humidity if this runs long," she added.
Gladys went back to brushing Dina's hair while the workaholic glanced down at her phone, her thumbs moving quickly across the screen as she texted her husband. He was somewhere in Atlanta right now, delivering the mail like he did every day, reliable and steady but unambitious. Their sex life had grown routine and unsatisfying if it ever had been. His technique might be described as unambitious as his work attitude. "Jamaica is fun, beautiful. Wish you were here. Love you." She switched over to her assistant manager. "Daily specials posted on the website?" she typed, then added, "Make sure the daily specials sheet says the lasagna is grandmother's recipe." She hit send, a small frown creasing her brow. Even here in Jamaica, she couldn't fully let go.
Gladys stepped back with a satisfied nod. "All done."
"Oh god," she mumbled, suddenly nervous. "You sure about this, Miles?" she asked.
"Oh don't look at me, Honey," he replied. "This was your idea. Do you want that weekend anchor position or not?"
"I want it," said Dina with a sigh. Though she didn't quite know why. Her restaurant kept her busy, Rosa's Southern Kitchen, featuring comfort food and a page of her grandmother's authentic Italian recipes. Her cooking segments on Good Morning Atlanta were very popular and helped make her restaurant successful. But she wanted more. She was thinking about opening a second location and considering a food truck. Now one of the weekend morning hosts was retiring and she wanted the job. She wanted more. She always wanted more.
"Do you want it?"
"I want it," said Dina.
"I asked if you wanted it," said Miles, sitting back, arms folded.
"I WANT IT!" Dina slapped her hands down on the table and stood, her heart beating a little faster. She reached for the thin robe that covered her body, hesitated for only a moment, then let it slip from her shoulders and fall to the sand at her feet.
The tiny red bikini she wore beneath was almost criminal in how little it concealed. The bright fabric consisted of two small triangles that barely contained her large, heavy breasts, the thin material stretched taut across the full, creamy mounds. Her nipples pressed visibly against the fabric, two stiff peaks already beginning to show from the warm sea breeze and the nervous excitement coursing through her. The bikini top clung to the deep valley of her cleavage, the weight of her breasts pulling the material slightly downward. Below, the bottoms were equally skimpy, riding high on her wide, womanly hips and dipping low enough to reveal the smooth, flat expanse of her lower belly. The thin red fabric hugged the soft mound of her pussy, outlining the gentle swell and leaving the generous curves of her ass cheeks mostly exposed, but safe for on camera. Her long, toned legs completed the vision, pale skin already taking on the first hints of a Jamaican tan, every inch of her voluptuous figure on full, daring display.
"Damn, bitch," said Miles.
Dina hadn't even owned a bikini since she was a teenager. She didn't have time. She didn't go to the beach. She did have a one piece that she wore for swimming laps at her gym. "I feel so exposed," she said, flushing.
"Here." Mile grabbed the hand mirror and held it back so she could see herself.
"Damn, bitch," she repeated. "I can't go on air wearing this."
"Do you want the job or not?"
"I want it," she muttered, adjusting the top with both hands, tugging the thin fabric to make sure no nipple slipped free, then smoothed the bottoms over her mound, checking that no stray pubic hair showed. The suit rode high on her flared hips, accentuating the dramatic hourglass shape she usually kept carefully hidden beneath professional blouses and aprons.
She turned to her cameraman, striking a slight pose. "How do I look?"
Miles gave her a long, appraising look, then grinned. "Hot enough to make me go straight, Honey. You're going to melt my camera."
Dina laughed, the sound light and genuine, easing some of the nervous flutter in her stomach. "Risky for my first on location segment."
"Stop making this about you, Double D. This is about me. If you get a promotion, I get a promotion.'
Dina and her small crew were filming her first on-location segment, "A Taste of Jamaica," cosponsored by the Jamaican board of tourism and WATL, her local news station.
Her phone buzzed.
Dina picked it up and started texting.
"Let it go, Honey. We're on vacation."
Dina gave a soft laugh, her fingers rapidly tapping. "It's not a vacation, Miles. It's work."
"You're in a bikini. We're on the beach. It's a vacation."
They stepped out of the tent together into the bright Jamaican sunlight. The set was simple but perfect: a large grill stood ready on the sand, the turquoise ocean sparkling in the background, palm trees swaying gently overhead, and a wooden table laden with sides and colorful spices. Marcus Reid, the local chef who would co-host today's segment was hovering over the table making sure everything was perfect.
Marcus was a broad-shouldered, very muscular black Jamaican in his early thirties, his dark skin gleaming under the sun. Shoulder-length dreadlocks framed a strong, handsome face. He wore only Jamaican-flag-colored swim trunks that hung low on his narrow hips, the thin fabric doing nothing to hide the heavy, thick outline of his massive endowment pressing against the front. The colorful material stretched obscenely over what looked like an impossibly large cock, the thick shaft and heavy bulge shifting slightly as he turned toward them.
Miles stopped short, eyes widening. He leaned close to Dina and muttered under his breath, "Nope... still gay and suddenly craving chocolate. Look at the size of that cock."
Dina's cheeks warmed, but she kept her professional smile in place. She wasn't the type of woman to check out men's bulges, but as Marcus stepped out from around the table, her eyes fell on the thick tubular object swinging freely beneath the trunks at the same second his eyes swept down her nearly nude figure in the red bikini.
"Damn, it just got bigger," muttered Miles.
Marcus approached, his powerful frame moving with easy confidence. The tiny red bikini suddenly felt even smaller against her skin, her nipples tightening visibly beneath the thin fabric as the warm sea breeze brushed over her. "Good fi see yuh," he said, holding out his hand, his dark eyes sweeping down her body openly and appreciatively.
"Nice to meet you in person," she replied, forcing herself to stare in his face. They had seen each other over a zoom meeting, but this was the first time meeting in person.
"How we doin' dis?" he asked.
"I figured we'll start behind the grill and you can..."
"No, Honey," interrupted Miles. "We are starting with a full shot of you in that bikini with the ocean in the background. Over there by those two crossed palm trees. Then you'll walk over to the grill and we'll introduce Marcus and get to work."
They headed over to the palm trees which were crossed and forming an X. "Oh my god! Oh my god! Did you see it?" asked Miles. "Oh my god, that's a big one."
"Hard to miss and I was trying not to look," she said. "He was definitely showing it off."
Miles giggled. "Maybe he's also trying for a promotion. You two are going to look great together on film. He's going to get us even bigger ratings and the bigger the ratings, the more the producers are going to notice."
"Yeah, you're right," she said, embarrassed that a part of her was uneasy over being on screen half nude with a dark-skinned black man. This was still the South. Atlanta would be fine, but the rest of Georgia... Her thoughts wondered. Jim wouldn't like it either. He was always complaining about the black neighborhood on his mail route. He didn't care much for Miles either, calling him an "old queen" and rolled his eyes whenever she brought Miles up.
MIles hefted his camera on his shoulder and aimed it at the palm trees. He made a few adjustments. "Ready?" he asked.
"Ready as I'll ever be," she said, brushing a strand of hair off her forehead. She glanced down to double check her bikini. "Wait, my nipples are poking out." She stared in horror and the large points poking out the thin top. They were also making her cups stretch taut and the outlines of her areola were also making an unwanted appearance, two coin-sized circles in the center of her cups.
"Too late now, Double D. Besides, those tips will be worth even higher ratings." Miles held his hand up with three fingers. "In three... two... one..."
The look of horror on her face vanished between the two and one, replaced by a stunningly beautiful smile that made her face light up. "I'm Dine Della Rosa, owner of Rosa's Southern Kitchen in Atlanta and we are here on location in beautiful sunny Jamaica." She spread her hands out indicating the beach and blue waters behind her. "And this is... A Taste of Jamaica."
Miles panned the camera slowly, capturing every sway of her generous ass as she turned and walked toward the grill, the tiny red bikini bottoms riding high between her rounded cheeks with each step. The ocean sparkled behind her, palm fronds swaying in the breeze.
Dina reached the grill where Marcus waited. She flashed her brightest on-camera smile and gestured toward him with an open hand. "And joining me today is the owner of Reid's Beachside Jerk, Marcus Reid."
Marcus flashed a wide, charismatic grin, his white teeth bright against his dark skin. "Hey mon! Hey mon!" he called out with infectious energy, his deep voice rolling with natural Jamaican rhythm and plenty of personality. "Welcome to Jamaica, Dina! Let's jerk some meat!"
Dina noticed that Miles was fighting back laughing at that comment. She turned her attention on Marcus as he tossed several pieces of seasoned chicken onto the hot grill with a dramatic flourish. Some pork and sausage were already on the grill cooking.
The meat hit the metal with a satisfying sizzle, sending up fragrant smoke laced with allspice, thyme, and fiery Scotch bonnet peppers. Marcus turned to her, eyes sparkling. "Yuh ready, Dina?"
"I'm ready, Marcus," she answered, stepping up beside him at the grill, her heavy breasts shifting slightly with the movement.
They worked side by side in the bright Jamaican sunlight with Marcus giving a short history of jerk and Jamaican cooking.. Marcus showed her how to layer on the jerk seasoning, his large dark hands moving with practiced confidence as he rubbed the thick, aromatic paste over the chicken and pork. Dina followed his lead, her smaller, lighter hands mirroring his motions, fingers glistening with oil and spices. She turned the pieces carefully with tongs while Marcus added more seasoning, their arms brushing occasionally.
Marcus leaned in closer, "Yuh got a real soft touch dere, Dina. Yuh need a soft touch fi a proper Jamaican jerk. Too rough and da meat gets angry and spits at ya."
Dina laughed, a flush rising on her cheeks that had nothing to do with the sun. "It's getting hot out here," she said, fanning herself lightly with one hand.
Marcus's grin widened, his dark eyes sweeping over her nearly nude body. "Mi nuh know what hotter, yuh or di fire, Dina."
He moved behind her, reaching around to guide her hands on the tongs. His powerful chest pressed lightly against her back as his arms enveloped her from behind. The heavy, thick bulge in his Jamaican-flag swim trunks nestled firmly against the generous curves of her ass. His sweaty dark skin slid against her own glistening pale skin, the heat of his body mingling with hers in the humid air. Dina's breath caught as she felt the sheer size and weight of him resting against her rear, her nipples weren't going down anytime soon, but she kept her professional smile fixed for the camera.
Laughter came easily between them. "Rub some more jerk pon dat sausage, Dina. Yes, nice and slow... cover every bit of skin. Yuh a natural, gyal," he said, watching her. Their easy banter flowed naturally, full of light touches, shared glances, and genuine smiles, even as his hips shifted ever so slightly behind her, the thick bulge rubbing subtly against her soft ass cheeks with each small movement.
From behind the camera, Miles kept filming, a knowing grin spreading across his face. These two had chemistry, real, electric chemistry that jumped off the screen. The contrast between Dina's pale, voluptuous figure in the tiny red bikini and Marcus's powerful, dark-skinned muscular build was striking. Every time they leaned in together over the grill, the shot looked effortlessly sexy. Miles shook his head slightly, muttering under his breath, "These two need to fuck."
The chicken sizzled and popped, the rich aroma filling the air as they continued working together, laughing and talking like old friends who had known each other for years instead of minutes, Marcus telling her about going from a beachside barbecue to a full-fledged restaurant.
Marcus stepped back slightly, though the heavy heat of his body still lingered against her skin. He flashed that wide, charismatic grin again and asked, "So, gyal, yuh ready fi di real taste of Jamaica?"
Dina turned toward the camera, her full breasts rising with a deep breath, nipples still prominently outlined against the thin red fabric. "I'm thrilled, Marcus. Just smelling all this delicious meat roasting has my stomach growling."
Marcus's dark eyes sparkled with mischief. "Then let muh feed yuh some Jamaican meat, gyal."
He piled several pieces of perfectly charred jerk chicken and tender pork onto a plate, the fragrant smoke curling around them. Dina accepted the plate with both hands, her fingers still glistening with oil and spices. She took a bite of the chicken, her eyes fluttering closed in genuine pleasure as the bold flavors exploded across her tongue, fiery heat balanced by sweet allspice and thyme.
"Mmm... that is so good," she moaned softly, licking a trace of sauce from her lower lip. "It's spicy hot, but delicious. The flavor is incredible."
Marcus chuckled low in his throat. "Glad yuh like it. Now try mi sausage." He slid a thick, juicy Jamaican sausage onto a soft bun, the long, dark link protruding obscenely from the bread. He held it up by the bun, the sausage sticking straight out, and offered it to her with a playful wink. "Go on, take a nice big bite, gyal."
Dina brushed a strand of glossy black hair back from her face, her amber eyes widening slightly at the suggestive presentation. Miles zoomed the camera in tight on her face as she opened her full, soft lips. The thick black sausage slipped slowly between them, stretching her mouth as she took it in. She closed her lips around the hot meat and chewed, a soft, appreciative hum escaping her throat.
"Delicious," she murmured, her voice slightly husky as she swallowed. A tiny drop of juice glistened at the corner of her mouth.
Dina turned back to the camera, recovering her bright professional smile. "Who wants some jerk?"
Several onlookers from the small crowd that had gathered stepped forward eagerly, accepting plates of the fragrant meat. Even the Minister of Tourism himself accepted a plate with a gracious nod, laughing as he took his first bite.
From behind the camera, Miles shouted cheerfully while still filming, "I'll have the dark meat!"
Marcus served the plates with generous portions, his powerful frame moving easily beside Dina. Once the samples had been handed out, Miles called out, "One more shot, walk away from the grill. Just you and the beach."
Dina nodded and strolled a few steps away from the grill, then turned and walked back toward the camera. Her generous ass swayed enticingly in the tiny red bikini bottoms, the ocean sparkling behind her, palm trees framing the shot. The bright sun glistened on her fair skin and the subtle sheen of sweat between her heavy breasts.
"Well, I sure enjoyed my first taste of Jamaica," she said warmly, looking directly into the lens, "and I hope you did too. And it won't be my last. In our next segment we will be coming to you from Marcus' restaurant, Reid's Beachside Jerk for some more Jamaican food. I'm Dina Della Rosa, and this has been... A Taste of Jamaica."
Miles lowered the camera with a satisfied grin. "Cut. That was fab, Honey. Absolutely fab."
The crew clapped lightly as the small crowd dispersed, still savoring the jerk. Marcus stood beside the grill, his dark eyes lingering on Dina's voluptuous figure with open appreciation. The thick bulge in his swim trunks was noticeably bigger.
Dina felt a flush creep across her skin. "Jesus, can we air that?" She stared in Mile's viewscreen watching her and Marcus work. "I should have picked a more modest bikini."
"Nonsense, that was the sexiest thing I ever filmed. Granted, you look more like a stripper than a chef."
"Miles!" She punched him in the arm.
**********
Marcus stuck his hand out thanking the Director of Tourism. The Director shook his hand, pulling it back and glanced down at the hundred dollar bill in US dollars. He pulled his hand back and slipped it into his pocket.
"Mi did a think it would be a good idea fi mi accompany Miss Rosa pon di tourist segments, mon."
"Ah mon," the director answered, nodding. "Sounds like a great idea."
Marcus gave him a wink. "Where dem staying, mon?"
"We have them at the Island Ember."
"Great. Close to mi place, mon."
"Good luck, mon."
Marcus gave him another wink.
**********
Later that evening, the small crew gathered at the Island Ember's tiki bar by the pool. Tiki torches flickered against the warm tropical night as reggae music played softly in the background. Dina sat at a high-top table with Miles and Gladys, nursing a strong rum punch. She had changed into a tiny white summer dress that barely reached mid-thigh, the thin fabric clinging to her full breasts and wide hips, the hem dangerously high when seated.
Marcus Reid strolled into the bar area, his powerful frame still radiating confidence even after a long day. He was wearing white drawstring shorts and a white open shirt to show off his hard muscled chest. His dark eyes scanned the crowd until they landed on their table. A slow smile spread across his face.
Miles leaned over to Dina and whispered, "Look who's here. I wonder who he's looking for."
Before Dina could respond, Miles raised his hand and called out, "Marcus! Over here, mon!"
Marcus approached with his trademark grin, dreadlocks swaying. "Hey mon! Hey mon!" he exclaimed, pretending to be pleasantly shocked. "What a surprise fi see unu beautiful people here! Mi drink at di Ember all di time after work. Best rum punches pon di island, mon!"


Dina offered a polite smile, though her pulse quickened at the sight of him. "Would you like to join us?"
"Don't mind if mi do, mon!" Marcus replied, pulling up a stool beside her. His muscular thigh brushed against her smooth leg under the table as he sat down.
They talked easily as fresh rounds of rum punches arrived. Marcus was charming and full of stories, making them all laugh with his animated tales of island life. The conversation flowed freely, the alcohol loosening inhibitions in the warm night air.
Gladys, who had been quiet most of the evening, set her glass down. Her eyes had been dripping closed and she was swaying slightly. "Well, I'm heading to bed. Way past my bedtime. You should all turn in soon. We got a long day tomorrow. Goodnight, everyone." She gave Dina a knowing look before slipping away.
A few minutes later, Miles turned to Marcus. "Hey, any good queer bars around here?"
Marcus's expression grew more serious, though still polite. "Sorry mon, it still illegal in Jamaica. Gays generally safe in di tourist areas, but it nuh wise fi flaunt it, mi friend. Best to be careful."
Miles sighed dramatically. "Well, that's disappointing. In that case, I'm going to bed too. Don't do anything I wouldn't do, Honey." He winked at Dina and disappeared toward the rooms.
Now it was just the two of them. Marcus turned to Dina, his dark eyes intense in the flickering torchlight. "Yuh want go over to di bar, baby? Di seating more comfortable over deh."
Dina hesitated, glancing at her half-finished drink. The rum was already making her head pleasantly warm. "All right," she said finally. "But only until I finish this drink. Then I really should go get some sleep. Long day tomorrow."
Marcus smiled, standing up and offering his hand to help her down from the stool. His large, strong fingers enveloped hers as he guided her toward the dimly lit bar, not letting go. The tiny white dress rode up slightly on her thighs as she walked, and she watched his gaze traveling over her body from her exposed cleavage to her fit toned legs.
As they settled onto the bar stools, the warm night air thick with the scent of salt water and rum, Dina told herself it was just one more drink. Nothing more. Yet the heavy presence of the charismatic Jamaican chef beside her made that promise feel increasingly difficult to keep.
They had fun at the bar, enjoying each other's company far more than Dina expected. Marcus was charming, quick-witted, and very flirty, his deep voice and easy laughter making the time pass effortlessly. Another round of shots arrived, followed by fresh rum punches. The alcohol warmed Dina's blood and loosened her inhibitions in the humid tropical night.
Marcus leaned closer, his dark eyes roaming over her body with open appreciation. At one point he casually placed his large hand on her knee, his strong fingers slowly rubbing upward along her smooth inner thigh. The touch sent an unwelcome spark of heat straight between her legs. She liked it, but after a moment she gently lifted his hand away.
"Marcus," she said softly, "I'm married."
He smiled, completely unfazed. "Dat's just how wi stay friendly in Jamaica, gyal. No harm meant, yuh hear?"
Dina gave a nervous laugh and quickly finished her drink, but before she could leave the bartender sat another one in front of her. She settled back down on the stool. When his hand returned to her thigh a few minutes later, she let it linger. She glanced down once, mesmerized by the stark contrast of his dark black fingers resting high on her pale skin. Her nipples had grown painfully hard against the thin fabric of her dress, and she could feel her pussy drooling with unwanted arousal, her inner thighs becoming slick. She'd never responded this way to Jim, even early on in their relationship when there was more romance.
He stroked a little further up her thigh. Dina quickly drained the fresh drink and set the glass down. "I'd better get to bed."
Marcus turned to her, his voice low and suggestive. "Just yuh, or mi coming too?"
Dina's cheeks flushed. "Just me. I'm flattered by the attention, really, but like I mentioned... I'm married."
"Yuh mon ain't here, gyal, and yuh deh pon vacation. Yuh should have some fun, mon."
"I'm here for work, not fun."
Marcus nodded slowly, then smiled again. "Fine gyal. I'm gonna have a soak inna di hot tub, care tuh join mi? Feels great afta a day inna di hat sun."
Dina hesitated, the rum making her thoughts pleasantly fuzzy. A hot tub did sound incredibly relaxing. "All right," she said at last. "But just for a little while. Let me go get changed."
"Perfect, mon. Mi will link yuh deh."
Dina excused herself and returned to her room, her heart beating faster than it should.
As soon as she left, the bartender leaned over the counter toward Marcus with a knowing grin. "Whitey look good, mon. You deal wid dat white gyal proper."
Marcus grinned broadly and fist-bumped the bartender. "Dats mi plan."
"Last call, mon."
Marcus ordered two more strong rum punches to go. "Extra rum floater for da white gyal."
The bartender nodded. "Dese on mi."
Marcus tipped the man generously then made his way to the large jacuzzi just off the pool. The place was completely deserted. The film crew had come during the week to avoid the heavy cruise ship crowds, leaving the resort quiet and intimate under the stars. He set the drinks down, fired up the hot tub, watching the water start to bubble. He slid his shorts off. Completely nude, his thick black cock hanging heavily between his muscular thighs, he slipped into the bubbling water with a satisfied sigh.
A short time later, Dina arrived. She stood at the edge of the tub, her pulse racing as she realized they were entirely alone. The bar was dark, shut down, the bartender gone. After a brief hesitation, she untied the white robe and let it fall at her feet, revealing the tiny red bikini once more. Her heavy breasts strained against the thin top, nipples clearly visible. She stepped into the hot tub and slid into the churning water beside him, sighing with pleasure as the hot water embraced her body.
Marcus handed her one of the strong rum punches he had brought. "Here ya go, gyal."
Before long, Marcus cozied up even closer, his muscular thigh pressing against hers underwater. His large hand settled boldly on her smooth thigh, slowly stroking upward. He leaned in, his dreadlocks brushing her shoulder as he tried to capture her lips in a kiss.
Dina's breath hitched. For a dizzying moment she almost let him, her mouth parting slightly, but at the last second she turned her head and pulled back. She reached down and firmly lifted his wandering hand off her thigh.
"Marcus... you're bad," she scolded, though her voice lacked real conviction. "Go sit on the other side."
Marcus chuckled deeply but obeyed, sliding over to the opposite side of the tub. Dina let out a small sigh of relief. But only seconds later, she felt his strong hand wrap around her ankle beneath the water. She started to pull her foot back, but he gently lifted it into his lap and began massaging it with skilled, powerful fingers.
The sensation was incredible. The tension from the long day melted away under his firm touch. Dina's eyes fluttered closed and a soft, involuntary moan escaped her lips as she leaned back against the edge of the tub, relaxing despite herself.
Encouraged, Marcus moved to her other foot, his thumbs working deep into her arch. Dina made another low moan of pleasure, her head tilting back, eyes half-closed in bliss. The combination of the hot bubbling water, the strong rum, and his expert massage left her feeling loose and dangerously content.
Marcus quietly dropped her feet and slid back across the tub until he was right beside her again. Before she could protest, he leaned in and pressed his lips firmly against hers.
Dina stiffened for only a heartbeat... then kissed him back. The kiss quickly deepened, growing hotter and more passionate. Their tongues began to dance together as Marcus's large hand moved up to squeeze one of her heavy breasts over the thin bikini top, his thumb rubbing circles over her stiff nipple.
Dina whimpered into his mouth. When his fingers slipped under the edge of her bikini top to touch bare skin, she grabbed his wrist and pulled his hand back, even as she continued kissing him with increasing hunger.
Marcus didn't fight her. Instead, his hand slid back down, gliding over her knee and up her soft inner thigh. His thick fingers pressed firmly against the crotch of her tiny bikini bottoms, rubbing along her swollen pussy lips through the thin fabric.
Dina moaned loudly and squirmed, her hips twitching involuntarily. She grabbed his arm tightly, torn between pushing him away and pulling him closer.
She finally broke the kiss, breathing hard. "Marcus... I can't," she whispered, her voice shaky with lust and guilt.
Marcus kissed her again, softer this time, then pulled back just enough to speak against her lips. "Mi want yuh fi meet mi buddy."
"Your buddy?" she asked, confused, still holding his arm to keep his hand away from her aching pussy. "Is he also a chef?"
Marcus chuckled, low and dirty. "Nah, white gyal. But when him get goin', him can really cook."
"What are you talking about?" she breathed, still trying to keep some control.
Instead of answering with words, Marcus took her hand and guided it underwater, wrapping her fingers around the thick, heavy shaft of his massive black cock. Dina's eyes widened. At first she thought she was holding his wrist, it was so thick, but when she slid her hand upward, instead of finding his hand she encountered a big, bulbous, flared knob.
She froze, her small hand instinctively tightening around the enormous, veined cock as realization hit her.
"That can't be your..." Dina whispered, her voice trembling with shock. "No way! It's too big..."
She slid her hand slowly down to the base, trying to comprehend the sheer girth filling her palm. "I don't believe it..."
Marcus smiled, slow and confident. "Believe it, white gyal. Dats mi buddy."
Dina's breath caught. Almost against her will, she pulled the heavy shaft upward. The enormous glans broke the surface of the bubbling water with a wet gleam. She gasped sharply, staring wide-eyed at the golfball-sized head of his cock. It was swollen, purplish-black, and flared dramatically, much wider than the already thick shaft.
"Oh my God..." she breathed, unable to look away.
Marcus leaned forward and stood up in the center of the hot tub, the water cascading down his muscular body. His enormous cock pointed straight at her face, bobbing heavily with his movement. Dina stared in awe at the monstrous organ hovering just inches from her lips.
His cock was truly massive. Coal-black and heavily veined, thick rope-like veins twisted and bulged along the entire length of the shaft. A prominent ridge ran along the underside, leading up to the wide, helmet-shaped glans that flared out aggressively. Even in the warm water, the skin looked taut and powerful. Below the thick shaft hung two enormous, heavy testicles, large and full, swaying gently in the churning water.
"Oh my God, Marcus... how big is that thing?" she whispered, her voice barely audible.
"About thirty-two centimeters," he replied casually.
Dina didn't know exactly what that meant in inches, but it looked far longer than a foot. The sheer size made her stomach flutter with disbelief and something darker, hotter.
"I don't believe it," she murmured again, her eyes traveling slowly down the massive head, along the veined shaft, and finally to the heavy balls dangling beneath it.
Marcus chuckled softly. "Never seen a black one before, white gyal?"
"Of course not," she replied, still staring. She had only ever seen her husband Jim's modest penis and a couple of previous boyfriends before him. None of them came close to this.
"Ever seen a white one dis big?"
Dina slowly shook her head, her amber eyes still locked on the monstrous cock. "No."
Marcus's voice dropped lower, thick with satisfaction. "Is it bigger than yo' hubby?"
Dina swallowed hard. The question hung in the humid air between them. She didn't answer, but the question filled her mind with comparisons, less than half as long, the girth of maybe a hotdog? Jim's entire shaft filled her palm with only the grape-sized head sticking out. Dina raised her hand again, hesitated a moment before reaching out and grabbing it knowingly this time just under the large flare of his glans. She let her fingers run down to the base, his curly black pubes pressing into her pinky. "A lot bigger," she finally answered.
Her hand was still wrapped around the thick base of his cock, unable or unwilling to let go. The contrast between her small, pale fingers and the dark, veined monster they encircled was obscene.
She bit her lip, shame and arousal warring inside her chest. The hot water bubbled around her heavy breasts as she stared at the biggest cock she had ever seen in her life.
Dina's small hand was still wrapped tightly around the thick base of Marcus's massive Black cock, her fingers unable to fully encircle its girth. She stared in stunned silence at the monstrous organ pulsing in her grasp.
Marcus looked down at her with a predatory smile. "Now dat yuh meet mi buddy, why don't yuh give him a likkle kiss, eh?"
Dina pulled her head back sharply. "No... I can't do that."
"Come on, white gyal," Marcus coaxed, his voice low and thick with lust. "Give mi buddy a good suck."
He stepped closer, the wide, flared head of his cock pressing against her soft lips. Dina turned her face away, breathing fast.
"I don't do that," she whispered.
Marcus looked genuinely shocked. "Not even fi yuh husband?"
She shook her head, still staring at the enormous cock. "I did it once for an ex-boyfriend... I didn't like it. He didn't warn me and came in my mouth. I thought it was nasty."
Marcus chuckled deeply. "If yuh were mi woman, yuh would suck mi buddy every morning, gyal. Dat's how a real man starts di day."
He leaned down slightly. "Yuh ready to invite mi to yuh room now? Let mi buddy have a proper try?"
Dina swallowed hard, her hand still gripping the thick shaft. "Just because it's big doesn't change the fact that I'm married. I... I should go."
But even as she said the words, her fingers remained wrapped around his cock, like they were glued to it. She didn't move away from it. She didn't stand up.
Marcus grinned. "Yuh cyan't leave mi hanging like dis, white gyal. Why don't yuh give mi buddy di old Jamaican jerk? Get mi off, gyal."
Dina hesitated, her eyes still locked on the massive black cock in her hand. A dark, forbidden desire to make him cum filled her brain. She began to stroke him slowly, her pale fingers sliding along the thick, veined length.
"Dat's it, white gyal," Marcus groaned. "Spit pon di head and rub it in. Mi buddy will help yuh."
Dina gathered saliva in her mouth and spat onto the swollen purple-black glans. She used both hands now, spreading the spit and the thick precum that was already leaking heavily from the slit. His cock became slick and glossy, allowing her hands to glide smoothly up and down the impressive length.
She sat up straighter in the bubbling water, using both hands to work him with increasing confidence. The sight of her small white hands stroking the huge Black cock sent a thrill through her body.
Marcus's voice grew rougher. "Yes, white gyal... jerk off dat big black cock. Make it cum fi yuh. Dat's right... stroke dat big black dick like ya luv it."
Dina's breathing grew heavier. A forbidden excitement was building inside her. "Cum for me," she whispered, surprised by her own words. "Do it... cum for me."
Marcus groaned deeply as his cock swelled even harder and thicker in her grip. "Yuh like dat big black cock, don't yuh?"
"Yes," she hissed, feeling naughty. "I like it... I want it to cum for me."
Suddenly, his heavy balls tightened. "Mi buddy gonna nut fo ya." With a deep grunt, Marcus erupted.
The first powerful wad of thick, hot semen blasted across Dina's face, splattering her cheek and lips. She reared back in shock, mouth falling open. The second heavy rope shot straight into her open mouth before she could close it. She quickly shut her eyes and mouth as more thick jets splattered across her face, neck, and the tops of her heavy breasts, coating the red bikini top and her creamy cleavage in liquid white.
Dina rolled the thick, warm load around on her tongue. To her surprise, it wasn't nasty. As a trained chef, she could detect faint traces of jerk spices and allspice mixed into his seed. The consistency was thick and slippery, almost like a raw oyster. With a soft gulp, she swallowed it down, the thick wad sliding down her throat.
She opened her eyes, still staring at the monstrous Black cock bobbing in front of her face. A long six-inch strand of semen dangled from the tip. She caught it in her palm, then brought it to her lips and licked it clean, confirming to herself that she actually liked the taste.
Dina looked up at the muscular black man, her face and chest glistening with his cum. Marcus was grinning down at her with a smug, satisfied smile, his white teeth gleaming in the moonlight.
"Well, white gyal... yuh ready to invite mi to yuh room now?"
Dina blinked, suddenly coming back to her senses. The reality of what she had just done hit her like cold water. She quickly wiped at her face with the back of her hand.
"I... I have to get going," she stammered, her voice shaky as she began to stand up in the tub.
Dina grabbed her white robe with trembling hands and quickly pulled it over her cum-splattered body. She was deeply bothered by what she had just done... and even more disturbed by how much she had enjoyed it. The thick, warm taste of Marcus's semen still lingered on her tongue, and the memory of his massive black cock pulsing in her hands made her pussy throb with shameful need. Her body had never reacted this way before, to her husband or anyone.
Still dripping wet, both from the hot tub and from the heavy load that coated her face and chest, she hurried back toward the resort lobby. The thin robe clung obscenely to her wet figure, doing little to hide the fact that she was nearly naked underneath.
The Jamaican woman working the front desk looked up as Dina entered. A knowing grin spread across her face as her eyes swept over the flushed, disheveled guest.
"Did you enjoy your soak, Miss Rosa?" she asked, her tone light but teasing.
Dina forced a weak smile. "Yes... it was very... satisfying," she replied, her voice unsteady.
As she spoke, her eyes flicked to the row of CCTV monitors mounted on the wall behind the desk. One of the screens clearly showed the hot tub area, Marcus casually dressing beside it, his massive cock still hanging heavily between his thighs. Dina's face burned with shame. She turned quickly and practically ran to the elevator, clutching the robe tightly around her body.
Once inside her room, Dina rushed straight to the bathroom and stared at her reflection in the mirror. Her face was covered in thick white ropes of Marcus's jizz. Several heavy wads slid slowly down her cheek and the bridge of her nose. Even worse, multiple loads had soaked into the red bikini top, staining the bright fabric with obvious white splotches that clung wetly to her breasts.
With shaking hands, she untied the bikini top and dropped it into the sink. She turned on the hot water and rubbed soap vigorously into the material, trying desperately to wash away the evidence of her sin. Once she was satisfied, she hung the top and bottoms over the shower curtain rod to dry.
Dina stepped into the shower and turned the water on as hot as she could stand. Steam quickly filled the bathroom. She stood under the spray, letting the water cascade over her face and body, but no matter how hard she tried to calm down, her mind kept replaying the events in the hot tub.


The weight of Marcus's enormous black cock in her hands.
The way it throbbed and swelled as she stroked it.
The powerful jets of thick semen splattering across her face and breasts.
The taste of him on her tongue... and how she had willingly swallowed it.
Her nipples remained stiff and sensitive. Between her legs, her pussy continued to drool with arousal. The heat between her thighs only grew worse. She briefly considered turning the water to cold, but she couldn't bring herself to do it. Instead, she stood there, eyes closed, breathing heavily as the hot water pounded against her skin and the forbidden memories continued to play on an endless loop in her mind.
Dina pressed her forehead against the cool tile wall, torn between guilt and an aching, dangerous hunger she had never felt before.
Dina stepped out of the shower stall, dried off, and walked nude across the room to her bed. The cool air from the air conditioner kissed her flushed skin, making her stiff nipples ache. She picked up her phone and noticed a missed call from her husband. A pang of guilt twisted in her stomach, but it was quickly drowned out by the lingering heat between her legs.
She quickly typed a text: "Sorry, long day. Talk to you tomorrow. Love you." Then she set the phone aside and slipped between the cool sheets.
The moment she lay down, her hand began to drift downward of its own accord. Her fingers slid over her flat belly, through the soft patch of dark pubic hair, and found her soaked, swollen pussy. She was dripping wet. A soft sigh escaped her lips as she slowly began fingering herself, two fingers slipping easily between her slick folds.
Normally, when she needed release, she used her thick vibrating dildo. But it was clinical, no fantasies, just stress relief, insert, turn on the vibrations, cum quickly, then get back to work. She hadn't brought it on this trip, too afraid of what TSA or Jamaican customs might think if they found it.
Tonight was different. There was nothing clinical about the way her fingers worked inside her aching cunt. Her mind kept replaying the hot tub over and over, Marcus's massive black cock throbbing in her hands, the way it swelled and erupted, the thick ropes of semen painting her face and breasts. She imagined him fucking her... stretching her... claiming her married pussy with that monstrous organ.
Her breathing grew ragged. Her hips began to rock against her hand as she rubbed her swollen clit faster. "Oh God..." she whimpered softly. The orgasm hit her hard, her back arching off the bed as her pussy clenched rhythmically around her fingers. A wave of relief finally washed over her, allowing her exhausted body to drift into sleep.
But her mind was far from quiet.
In her dream, she was back on the beach filming the jerk chicken segment. Only this time, she and Marcus were completely nude. His powerful dark body pressed against her from behind as they stood at the grill, his enormous Black cock nestled between her ass cheeks while they added spices to the chicken. The thick head nudged insistently at her entrance. "Try mi sausage."
He pushed forward, sinking several thick inches into her soaked pussy in one slow thrust.
"Oh God... it's so big," Dina grunted, her voice husky with pleasure.
Marcus's deep voice rumbled in her ear. "Yuh wan invite mi to yuh tent, white gyal?"
"Yes..." she moaned.
Suddenly they were inside the tent, but instead of camera equipment, there was only a large white bed. Dina mounted Marcus, straddling his muscular body and slowly sinking down onto his massive cock. She gasped as he stretched her wide, filling her deeper than she had ever been filled before.
"Be more vocal, Honey" Miles called out. Dina turned her head and saw her cameraman filming them with a big grin on his face.
"Fuck me," she moaned, beginning to ride Marcus harder. "Fuck me, Marcus! Fuck me with your big black cock!"
Miles gave her a thumbs-up. "This is going to send our ratings through the roof!"
Dina looked down at Marcus. His strong hands were mauling her heavy breasts. She covered his hands with her own, squeezing them tighter against her soft flesh.
"I love fucking you," she panted. "I love your big black cock!"
"Fuck that black cock, slut," came another voice.
Dina turned her head and saw her husband Jim sitting in a chair beside the bed, frantically jerking his small, thin penis while watching them.
"You're going to make a great porn star, Dina!" Miles shouted excitedly. "Now the money shot!"
Dina obediently hopped off Marcus's cock, dropped to her knees, and took the massive Black shaft into her mouth. She sucked and jerked him furiously with both hands until Marcus groaned and erupted. Thick, heavy ropes of semen flooded her mouth. She pulled back, turned toward the camera and her husband, opened her mouth to show the load coating her tongue, and then swallowed it all with an audible gulp.
"Cut! That's a wrap!" Miles announced cheerfully.
Dina awoke with a start, drenched in sweat. Her legs were spread wide, her pussy drooling with fresh arousal. Without thinking, her hand slid back between her thighs. She squeezed her full breasts hard with her other hand, pinching her sensitive nipple as her fingers plunged into her soaked cunt.
"Oh fuck..." she moaned, her hips bucking wildly. The second orgasm crashed over her even harder than the first, leaving her gasping and trembling as waves of pleasure ripped through her body.
She lay there afterward, chest heaving, staring at the ceiling in the dark room. The guilt was still there... but so was the undeniable hunger that Marcus had awakened inside her.
**********
That morning, Dina stood inside the makeup tent once again, wearing the same tiny red bikini from yesterday. Gladys was touching up her face and hair, dabbing carefully at her cheeks and forehead to combat the relentless Jamaican humidity.
Dina tried to focus on the work ahead, but her mind kept drifting back to the hot tub. She could still feel the heavy, throbbing weight of Marcus's massive black cock in her hands. The way it pulsed and swelled. The thick, powerful jets of semen that had splattered across her face and breasts. The taste of him lingering on her tongue. No matter how hard she tried to push the memories away, they kept returning, making her nipples tighten against the thin red fabric and sending fresh warmth between her thighs.
Tonight they were scheduled to film the final segment at Marcus's restaurant, Reid's Beachside Jerk. The thought of seeing him again made her stomach flutter with a mixture of anxiety and unwanted excitement. "Just keep it professional," she muttered under her breath.
Miles stood nearby, checking his camera equipment. "Okay, Double D, here's the plan. We'll film a quick intro with you talking to the camera, then get some nice shots of you riding horseback along the beach, and finish with a strong finale from the horse. Should look fantastic."
He suddenly paused, staring directly at the tops of her heavy breasts. "What the hell is that?" he asked, frowning. "There are stains on the top of your bikini."
Dina's face instantly flushed with embarrassment. The faint white marks from Marcus's cum were still visible on the bright red fabric despite her vigorous scrubbing the night before.
"That Jamaican meat yesterday must have squirted some juice on it," she stammered, her voice strained.
The moment the words left her mouth, her brain betrayed her with a vivid flashback, Marcus standing over her in the hot tub, his enormous Black cock erupting, thick ropes of semen splashing across her face and chest. She flushed even darker, heat rising up her neck.
Miles squinted at the stains for a moment longer, one eyebrow cocked, then shrugged. "I hope it won't show up too badly on film. If it does, you can switch bikinis when we move to the river shots."
Before Dina could respond, the sound of a car pulling up outside the tent reached them. The door flap opened and the Minister of Tourism stepped out, followed closely by Marcus Reid.
"Well, well... look who it is," Miles said with a grin.
Dina's eyes went wide. Marcus winked at her, his muscular frame relaxed but radiating raw masculine energy. He was wearing the same pair of colorful swim trunks that did nothing to hide the heavy bulge between his legs and the shirt from last night and like last night it was unbuttoned and revealing his sexy muscular chest.
The Minister of Tourism smiled broadly as he approached. "Good afternoon! After reviewing the footage from yesterday, we were very impressed with how well you two worked together on camera. The chemistry was excellent. We've decided Marcus should appear in all the remaining shots. Having a local Jamaican host alongside you will greatly improve the authenticity and appeal of the segments."
Miles nodded enthusiastically. "I think that's a great idea."
Dina stood frozen, her heart pounding. She could barely meet Marcus's eyes. He was watching her with that same knowing, confident smile, his gaze slowly drifting down over her barely-covered body, lingering on her large breasts. His smile broadened when he saw the faint stains on her bikini top.
Marcus's deep voice rolled out with amusement. "Mi looking forward fi work wid yuh again, Dina."
She managed a weak smile, painfully aware of the way her nipples were once again visibly stiff against the thin red fabric clearly evident to the cocky black man and indeed anyone looking at her.
This was going to be a very long day.
**********
Miles held up three fingers, counting down silently. "In 3... 2... 1..."
Dina flashed her brightest professional smile, the ocean and white sand stretching behind her. "Today we're experiencing something truly special, riding horses along the beautiful beaches of Jamaica. Joining me today is my new buddy... uh friend, Marcus Reid."
On cue, Marcus jumped into the frame with his usual high energy, dreadlocks swinging. "Hey mon! Hey mon!" he called out, grinning widely. "Mi really looking forward fi spend di whole day wid yuh, Dina, and show yuh everything Jamaica have to offer. But den again... yuh already get a taste yesterday, mon."
Dina felt her cheeks warm instantly. The double meaning hit her hard. She stuttered slightly, her voice catching for a brief moment. "I sure did... with your delicious Jamaican meat... jerk chicken and pork." She quickly recovered, forcing a bright laugh. "Now I think we should get to riding."
Marcus's grin widened, his dark eyes sparkling with mischief. "What we waiting for, gyal?"
He moved beside her and offered his strong hand to help her mount the horse. Dina swung her leg over, acutely aware of how the tiny red bikini rode up high on her hips and how her full breasts bounced and strained against the thin top as she settled into the saddle. Marcus mounted his own horse with easy athletic grace, his powerful body moving fluidly.
Miles filmed them as they rode off down the beach, the camera capturing the striking image of the pale, voluptuous woman in the skimpy red bikini riding alongside the muscular, dark-skinned Jamaican man.
A short time later, they circled back. Miles had them trot past him several times while laughing and talking. The footage looked vibrant and full of life, Dina's full breasts jiggling with each stride of the horse, her wide hips shifting in the saddle, and Marcus riding confidently beside her.
They pulled up near the camera again. Dina turned toward the lens, slightly breathless. "And these horses don't just gallop... they swim!"
With that, she and Marcus urged their horses forward into the turquoise water. Miles followed along the shoreline, filming as the horses waded deeper and began to swim. The shots were stunning, Dina's body glistening with seawater, the tiny red bikini clinging wetly to her curves, her heavy breasts bouncing as the horse moved through the waves, while Marcus rode beside her, his dark muscular torso shining under the bright Jamaican sun.
The contrast between them was undeniable... and undeniably magnetic.
Dina was genuinely smiling by the time she climbed down off her horse. Miles filmed her dismounting, not mentioning that her skimpy bottoms had crawled up between her ass cheeks turning the skimpy panty in a thong. Higher ratings, he thought.
"And from horseback riding on the beach to..." Dina snapped her fingers.
**********
"Rafting on the famous Martha Brae river."
For this segment, Dina had changed into another skimpy string bikini, a vibrant red floral print. A matching sheer skirt was tied low around her wide hips, and a bright red flower was tucked behind her ear. The outfit made her look both tropical and dangerously sexy.
Miles filmed the raft pushing off from the shore before hopping onto a separate raft to film beside them. As they drifted down the calm, beautiful river, Dina turned toward the camera with a warm smile.
"While rafting along the beautiful Martha Brae River, you can enjoy one of these delicious rum punches," she said, lifting the drink and wrapping her full lips around the straw. She took a slow sip, then let out a soft, appreciative moan. "Mmmm... that's good."
"Sure is, Dina," Marcus added, his deep voice laced with playful innuendo as he looked directly at her. "Quite tasty."
Miles maneuvered his raft ahead and filmed them from the front. The shots captured Dina's voluptuous figure perfectly, the floral bikini top straining against her heavy breasts, the sheer skirt fluttering in the breeze, and Marcus's powerful dark body sitting close beside her on the narrow raft.
When they reached the landing, Marcus stood first and offered his hand to help Dina off the raft. She took it, stepping carefully onto the dock while smiling brightly for the camera.
"And from rafting..." she snapped her fingers again.
"To ziplining!"
Dina now wore only the floral string bikini. The harness was strapped tightly around her body, emphasizing her full breasts and wide hips. Marcus stood beside her, also geared up, his muscular frame looking imposing next to her soft, pale curves.
Miles filmed them launching off the platform, then raced down to the ground while they waited at the next platform to capture them zipping past overhead. The footage was ratings gold, Dina's body soaring through the air, her heavy breasts bouncing with every movement, the tiny bikini leaving very little to the imagination as she flew above the lush Jamaican jungle with Marcus right beside her.
The final shot was back on the beach.
Miles examined the scenery. "I want a good shot of you two running into the water and splashing around. Let's make it fun and energetic."
Dina nodded, though she was already thinking about checking her phone. Miles stepped closer with a mischievous grin. "Turn around for a second, Double D."
Dina did, twisting her body to look down at what Miles was up to. Before she could react, he hooked his fingers into the back of her floral bikini bottoms and pulled the thin material sharply upward. The scant fabric disappeared completely between her round, firm ass cheeks, leaving her ass almost entirely bare.
"Miles!" Dina yelped in surprise.
"Shush, Honey. I'm helping you get that promotion." He dusted some sand off her cheeks. "Now take it from the top." He returned and hefted his camera.
""And this has been just a small taste of all the fun adventures available on the beautiful island of Jamaica, but let's not forget all the beautiful beaches." Dina held her arm out, palm out before the glittering clear blue water.
"Cut," said Miles. "Let me get in front of you and run towards me."
They turned and began running toward the water. Miles filmed them from the front as they approached, capturing the hypnotic bounce of Dina's full breasts with every stride. As they passed him, he swung the camera around to follow, openly chuckling at the sight of her bare ass cheeks jiggling with each step.
Suddenly Marcus reached out and grabbed her shoulder, spun her around, and effortlessly threw her over his broad shoulder. Dina let out a surprised laugh as her barely-covered ass bounced right beside his face. Miles gave him a thumbs up. Marcus winked at the camera, gave her round pale ass cheek a firm smack, and charged down into the turquoise waves. Dina waved at the camera, laughing as they reached the water line.
He tossed her into the water with a splash. Dina came up laughing, water streaming down her body, droplets flying off her breasts as she sprang up from the surf. She sensually thrust her breasts out while running her hands through her wet hair. They playfully splashed each other while a delighted Miles captured every moment.
"Cut! That's perfect," Miles called out. "Now stay here and actually have some fun, Dina. I'm keeping your phone. You've earned a break. No restaurant business for the next hour."
Dina opened her mouth to protest, still worried about unanswered messages, but Miles waved her off firmly and began packing up his gear. She waded out of the water, Marcus following her. She sighed. "Well, the water did feel great. Let's get back in."
"Di water better over here," said her companion, pointing towards an area where large rock outcroppings rose out of the sand.
Marcus chuckled and gently took her elbow, steering her forward. As they walked, he distracted her with easy conversation, pointing out the palm trees and the color of the sea. Dina barely noticed the small wooden sign they passed that read "Clothing Optional" in faded letters.
Marcus led her between some large rocks that formed a natural private cove. He stopped, bent over, and casually slipped his Jamaican-flag swim trunks down his muscular legs, stepping out of them completely naked.
Dina's eyes widened in shock. "What are you doing?"
He straightened up, completely at ease, his massive black cock hanging thick and heavy between his powerful thighs. "Relax, dis a nude beach."
She stood frozen for a moment, unable to look away as his enormous cock swayed heavily. It looked even bigger now in the bright sunlight, the thick, dark shaft and heavy balls swinging like a hypnotic pendulum with every step he took toward the water. She cursed under her breath, wishing she'd left with Miles.
Marcus glanced back at her, grinning. "Yuh should join mi, Dina. Or yuh scared?"
Her heart pounded. The combination of the Jamaican heat, the rum and no lunch, and Marcus's constant confident flirting made her feel bold in a way she rarely did back home. With trembling fingers, she reached behind her back and untied the strings of her bikini top. The tiny red fabric fell away, freeing her large, heavy white breasts. They swayed heavily, full and round, her nipples already stiff from the sea breeze and nervous excitement.
Marcus let out a low appreciative whistle. "Damn, yuh have some beautiful white titties, gyal. Mi love dem pretty pink nipples."
Dina felt a rush of heat between her thighs at his words. She slipped into the warm water beside him. They splashed each other playfully, laughter rising above the gentle waves. "Miles should have kept filming. He's missing some good shots."
"Wi can still call him back, gyal," he replied laughing.
For the first time in years, the constant worry about her restaurant faded. She was actually having fun. The day was beginning to feel like a real vacation, and she found herself enjoying Marcus's company more than she wanted to admit. His constant flirting made her feel desired in a way her unambitious husband never had.
Marcus moved closer through the water until he stood directly in front of her. His strong arms wrapped around her waist, pulling her against his hard, muscular black body. They gazed into each other's eyes for a long moment. Then he leaned down and kissed her.


Dina melted in his arms, kissing him back with surprising hunger. Her full white breasts mashed against his hard black chest as his tongue explored her mouth. She could feel his massive Black cock swelling rapidly between them, thickening and rising until the heavy shaft tried to push up between her soft thighs.
His large hands reached down and squeezed her round ass cheeks possessively, then slid to her hips. With practiced fingers he untied the strings on her bikini bottoms. The scant red and white fabric slipped away and floated in the water, leaving her completely naked.
Dina groaned softly as she felt his thick, hot cock sliding along the slick folds of her bare pussy. The sensation was too good. She suddenly pulled back, breathing hard, and waded toward the shore, snatching up her discarded bikini bottom from the shallow water.
"I'm sorry, Marcus," she said, her voice shaky as she clutched the wet fabric. "I'm married."
"Yo white boy ain't here, gyal. Look at mi buddy. Don't ya want more den he can give yuh?"
Her pussy drooled just looking at it. Dina Della Rosa, a Georgia peach with slave owning ancestors was attracted to a dark-skinned black man with a giant dick. Her Italian grandmother had loved everything about America except for all the black people. She turned away from him and walked up the beach.
Marcus followed her, his massive erection bobbing heavily, still fully hard. He casually picked up his shorts but didn't put them on. They walked along the beach completely nude. As they passed an older Black Jamaican man with long grey dreads carrying a fishing net, Dina tried not to stare. The man's cock, if anything, was even bigger than Marcus's, swinging heavily from knee to knee with each step. His dark eyes scanned down her figure eliciting a broad white toothed smile from him. He winked at Marcus as they passed.
Marcus led her up into a more private area nestled between two large rocks that formed a natural dead-end cove. "Stop right dere," he told her. "Mi nuh want dem pretty white titties fi burn."
He reached into the pocket of his shorts and pulled out a small bottle of lotion, squeezing a generous amount into his palm. They stared into each other's eyes as he began to rub the cool lotion all over her pale breasts, his strong hands massaging the creamy flesh, thumbs brushing across her stiff pink nipples. He stepped closer, embracing her again, his hands reaching around to rub lotion into her pale, round ass. His thick black cock slid hot and heavy along the lips of her wet pussy.
A part of her wanted him to lift her up and lower her down on his huge cock, but Dina stepped back from the dangerous weapon, breathing fast. She stared down at the monstrous shaft, then reached down with both hands and began to stroke it slowly. Dina sank to her knees in the warm sand, her white breasts swaying with the movement. She gazed up at Marcus with lust-glazed eyes as she wrapped both soft hands around the thick base of his massive black cock. The veined shaft was impossibly heavy, pulsing with heat against her palms. Up close it looked even more intimidating, coal-black, thick as her wrist, with dramatically flared purple-black glans already glistening with a bead of precum.
"I can't believe I'm about to do this," she whispered, her voice trembling with shame and excitement.
She leaned forward, parted her full lips, and guided the wide head into her warm, wet mouth. The sheer girth stretched her jaw immediately. Dina moaned around the thick knob, her tongue swirling tentatively over the spongy crown as she struggled to take more. Only the head fit at first. She bobbed slowly, sucking harder, trying to relax her throat. Saliva already began to drip from the corners of her stretched lips.
Marcus groaned deeply, one large hand resting gently on the back of her head. "Dat's it, suck mi big black cock, Dina. Yuh pretty white mouth feel so good. Mi buddy love how hot and wet yuh sucking him."
Encouraged by his dirty words, Dina tried harder. She pushed forward, forcing another thick inch past her lips. Her throat convulsed around the invading shaft, but she refused to pull back. She wanted more. She needed more. With a determined whimper, she took him deeper, managing five inches, then six. Her sultry dark eyes watered as she fought her gag reflex, cheeks hollowing with effort.
"Fuck yes," Marcus growled, his Jamaican accent thickening with lust. "Take more of dat big black dick down yuh throat, girl. Yuh look so perfect kneeling dere, sucking mi black cock like a good white slut should. Yuh know dis is where yuh belong, sucking black dick, don't yuh?"
The filthy praise sent a shameful thrill through her body. No one had ever talked like that to her before. Dina moaned loudly around his shaft, suddenly getting into it. She began to enjoy the act, the heavy weight on her tongue, the powerful veins pulsing against her lips, the musky masculine scent of him. Strangely, she felt it was her rightful place to be on her knees before this muscular black man, worshipping such a perfect, superior cock. Her pussy grew slick with arousal as she forced herself further, taking seven inches, then eight. The thick head pushed far down her throat, bulging visibly in her neck as she swallowed around him, saliva running in shiny streams down her chin and dripping onto her heaving breasts.
Marcus's hips twitched, his hand tightening slightly in her hair. "Good girl. Suck it just like dat. Yuh getting better already. Mi buddy turn ya inta a real good cocksucker."
Dina's head bobbed with increasing hunger, her full lips sliding up and down the veined length as she worked eight thick inches in and out of her throat. She was lost in the act now, eyes half-lidded in pleasure.
Suddenly Marcus groaned deep in his chest. "Here it comes, white gyal. Mi nut is coming. Yuh ready fi taste mi?"
Dina sucked harder, bobbing rapidly, her tongue pressing against the underside of his shaft, desperate to taste him again. With a guttural grunt, Marcus erupted.
The first powerful blast of thick, hot semen exploded into her mouth, instantly filling it and puffing out her cheeks. The volume was shocking. Dina gulped frantically, swallowing as much as she could, but heavy ropes still spilled from the corners of her stretched lips, running in creamy white streams down her chin and splattering onto her tits. Another massive load followed, then another, flooding her mouth with his rich, salty seed. She swallowed greedily, surprised once again by how delicious it was, warm, thick, and carrying that faint, exotic hint of jerk spices. She wondered if he ate so much jerk that it had become a permanent part of his taste.
Finally, the torrent slowed. Dina pulled back slowly, gasping for air, thick strands of cum and saliva still connecting her swollen lips to the glistening head of his cock. She licked her lips clean, savoring the last drops, then stared in awe at the monstrous Black shaft still throbbing before her face. Even after such a massive load, it looked almost thirteen inches long, heavy and proud.
She gazed up at Marcus submissively, then leaned forward and planted a soft, reverent kiss directly on the sensitive head of his cock.
Marcus chuckled, his deep voice warm with amusement. "Now dat was a proper chef's kiss."
Dina suddenly pulled back, a wave of guilt at what she'd just done crashing over her. She rose quickly to her feet, sand clinging to her knees, her breasts heaving with each rapid breath. Thick strands of Marcus's cum still glistened on her chin and dripped slowly down onto her tits.
"We... we need to get going," she stammered, her voice shaky. "This was a mistake."
Marcus's strong hands shot out and grabbed her waist before she could step away. In one smooth motion he spun her around, pressing her back against the smooth warm rock. His deep voice rumbled close to her ear, thick with Jamaican patois.
"No rush, beautiful. We nah go anywhere until mi return di favor."
He lifted her effortlessly, pinning her against the rock with her feet dangling several inches off the ground. Dina gasped as Marcus's mouth descended on her body. He sucked one stiff pink nipple deep into his hot mouth, tongue swirling around the sensitive bud before moving lower. He licked a slow, wet trail down her ribs and across her soft belly, teasing her navel with the tip of his tongue. Then he dropped to his knees before her, spreading her thighs wide.
Dina's breath caught as his mouth found her smooth, dripping pussy. The moment his thick tongue dragged slowly up her slit, she let out a sharp moan. His tongue felt incredible, hotter, wetter, and far more skilled than her own fingers had been last night in her hotel room. It felt better than her dildo. Better than anything her husband had ever done to her.
"Oh God..." she whimpered, her hands flying to his dreadlocked head.
Marcus devoured her with hungry strokes, lapping at her swollen folds before wrapping his lips around her throbbing clit and sucking gently. Dina's hips bucked involuntarily. She groaned loudly, grinding her pussy against his talented mouth, humping his tongue with shameless need. The wet, obscene sounds of his licking filled the private cove.
He slipped two thick fingers inside her tight, married pussy. They were noticeably bigger than her husband's small penis, stretching her walls deliciously as he curled them upward, stroking that sensitive spot deep inside her. Dina's eyes rolled back, her moans growing louder and more desperate.
She could feel the orgasm building fast, an intense, overwhelming pressure that terrified her. She tried to fight it, guilt flooding her mind. She shouldn't cum for this man. She was married. This was wrong. But it felt too good. The pleasure was too powerful to resist.
"Marcus... wait... I can't..." she gasped, even as her hips rolled faster against his mouth.
Marcus sucked harder on her clit, his fingers pumping steadily. The pressure inside her finally snapped.
Dina cried out sharply as the biggest orgasm of her life exploded through her body. Her thighs trembled violently, her pussy clenching and spasming hard around his invading fingers. A powerful gush of her juices flooded his mouth as wave after wave of intense pleasure ripped through her. Her breasts jiggled with every shudder, her sultry dark eyes wide with shock and ecstasy. She had never cum so hard in her life.
She was still stunned, gasping and trembling against the rock, when Marcus finally stood up. His muscular black body towered over her. Dina's eyes dropped downward and widened. His massive black cock was still rock hard, the thick, veined shaft throbbing angrily. The wide, flaring purple-black head pointed directly at her dripping, freshly orgasmed pussy like a snake ready to strike.
Dina suddenly came to her senses, the intensity of her orgasm fading just enough for guilt to flood back in. She quickly covered her dripping pussy with one hand and clamped her thighs tightly together, blocking Marcus from pushing forward.
"Stop...," she gasped, breathing hard. "We can't do this."
Marcus paused, his massive black cock still throbbing angrily, the wide head only inches from her swollen folds. "What di matter, white gyal?"
"I'm sorry," Dina whispered, her voice trembling with shame. "Things went too far. I shouldn't have let it get this out of hand."
Marcus chuckled low in his throat, his dark eyes gleaming with amusement and hunger. "Yuh mouth and yuh pussy say otherwise. Mi buddy will feel even better than mi tongue, yuh know. Yuh never had nothing like dis before."
Dina suddenly felt painfully naked. She pushed gently against his chest until he stepped back, then quickly retrieved her discarded bikini. Her hands shook as she pulled the tiny bottoms up her legs and tied them at her hips. Marcus moved behind her, his strong fingers helping to tie the strings of the bikini top behind her neck, his cock resting against the round swell of her ass cheeks, the head pressing into the small of her back. He leaned in close, pressing a slow, lingering kiss to the sensitive skin of her neck. She closed her eyes suppressing a moan.
They walked back along the beach in silence. Marcus remained completely nude, his thick black cock still rock hard and bobbing heavily with every step, drawing her eyes despite her best efforts. Only when they reached the clothing optional sign did he casually pull his Jamaican-flag swim trunks back on, though the massive bulge remained blatantly obvious.
He walked her to his car, opening the door for her like a gentleman. During the short drive back to the hotel, his large hand rested possessively on her knee, occasionally giving it a gentle squeeze. "We need to keep this professional," she stuttered, but she didn't remove his hand from her knee, she liked his touch, she liked looking at the contrast of his black hand on her pale skin.
When they arrived, he turned to her with a confident smile. "Mi will see yuh in a few hours."
Dina nodded quickly and slipped out of the car, her heart still racing as she made her way to Miles's hotel room. She knocked softly. When he opened the door, he handed her both her phone and the tiny red bikini she had worn earlier that day.
"I got the semen stain out for you," Miles said casually.
Dina's eyes widened in horror. "How... how did you know it was semen?"
Miles laughed, a rich, knowing sound. "Honey, I've been sucking dick for forty years. I know a semen stain when I see one. So... details."
She stepped inside, cheeks burning. After a moment's hesitation, she confessed in a quiet voice, "I jerked him off in the hot tub last night."
"Who are you? What did you do with Dina?"
Dina blushed heavily and looked down at her feet. "Dammit Miles, it's worse than that. I just blew him on the beach."
Miles raised an eyebrow, clearly amused. "I was wrong about you, Dina. You do know how to have a good time. You gonna fuck him?"
"I don't know. I know it's wrong, but I really want to."
He leaned against the doorframe. "Gotta ask, how big is that thing?"
Dina hesitated, then answered honestly. "I'm not sure... but it's over a foot long."
"Damn, Dina," Miles whistled. "That's a big one. Might be your only chance to fuck something that big in your lifetime."
"Miles!" she scolded, her face flushing deeper. "I'm married and he's... you know black."
He scoffed, rolling his eyes. "Your husband is an asshole who doesn't appreciate what he has. As for black, you know what they say about going black? You should have some fun while you can. If you don't, you'll regret it later."
Dina shook her head, flustered. "How am I even supposed to take something that big?"
Miles gave her a sly smile as he gently closed the door on her. "One inch at a time, honey."
Back in her own room, Dina stripped off the bikini and stepped into the shower. She soaped her body thoroughly, washing away the sweat, sand, lotion, and the sticky remnants of the day. The hot water cascaded over her breasts and down her curves, but it did little to quiet the conflicting thoughts racing through her mind.
After drying off, she sat on the bed naked with just a towel around her head and checked all her missed messages. She'd answered the third one when she realized that not one of them constituted an emergency or something her management team couldn't have handled without her. She replied for them to take care of any problems and she'd be out of contact until she got back.
Her mind free of worrying about work, her thoughts drifted to Marcus, his cocky grin, his dark-skinned muscular body, and his enormous penis. Vivid memories of the day kept flashing through her mind, the heavy weight of Marcus's massive black cock stretching her throat, the thick, slightly spicy taste of his cum flooding her mouth, and the way his skilled tongue had made her cum so hard on the beach. Her pussy was drooling again, slick and aching. She couldn't resist. Leaning back against the pillows, she slipped her hand between her thighs and began fingering herself, desperately hoping one more orgasm would finally satisfy her and keep her from doing anything more with Marcus. As her fingers moved faster, she fantasized about sucking him again, about being stretched and claimed by his enormous cock. Miles' teasing words echoed in her head: Once you go black... She came hard, biting her lip to muffle her moan, her pussy clenching tightly around her fingers. But even as the pleasure faded, the fantasy had only made her desire him stronger. The orgasm left her even hungrier for the real thing.
She dressed carefully in a short black skirt that hugged her wide hips and a white crop top that left her soft belly exposed, the hem ending just below her breasts. She stood in front of the mirror, turning slowly to examine herself. The outfit accentuated her stunning figure perfectly. She looked beautiful, sensual, desirable, and felt more alive than she had felt in years.
**********
"In 3... 2... 1..."
"I'm Dina Della Rosa, and after spending a great day getting to know my new buddy..." The second segment would open with a montage of all the day's activities, the horseback ride, rafting trip, and zipline all edited down to a 3-5 minute clip. A longer version would air on the WATL's Youtube channel. "I'm here at Reid's Beachside Jerk with my new friend Marcus Reid."
The camera panned smoothly to reveal Marcus Reid stepping into frame, now dressed in a crisp white chef's coat that strained across his broad, muscular shoulders. He flashed a charismatic grin. "Hey mon! Hey mon! Welcome tuh mi restaurant, Dina!"
Dina turned toward him with a warm, slightly flustered smile. "It's great to be here, Marcus, and tonight we are going to experience a real taste of Jamaica. Marcus is going to show us all the Jamaican specialties you can get here at Reid's Beachside Jerk."
The restaurant was fairly crowded, mostly with locals who had come out for the filming. A steel drum band struck up a lively rhythm in the background, filling the air with infectious energy. The camera followed as Dina and Marcus moved into the open kitchen area. Miles filmed the decent sized restaurant panning out to the patio with some outdoor seating lit by tiki torches. The moon was rising up over the water creating a picturesque scene.
Marcus took center stage with natural ease, his deep voice carrying that rich Jamaican patois as he began demonstrating the dishes. "First up, we have di classic, jerk chicken and pork, mon. Mi season it proper with Scotch bonnet peppers, allspice, thyme, and garlic. Yuh taste di heat and di flavor all at once. Just like yuh tasted pon di beach." He winked at her and she blushed. "Tonight mi addin some grilled red snapper wid and widout di jerk."
He flipped pieces of marinated chicken on a hot grill, the spicy aroma rising dramatically. The fish were being grilled whole. Dina stood close beside him, her body language relaxed yet subtly aware of his powerful presence. The camera captured her full figure as she leaned in to taste a sample of flaky snapper he offered her on a fork. Her full lips closed around it, and she let out a soft, appreciative moan that sounded almost too sensual for morning television.
"Mmm, that's incredible," she said, her cheeks flushing slightly. "The heat builds beautifully on the fish."
Marcus grinned, clearly enjoying her reaction. "Yuh like di heat, Dina? Good. Next we have fried plantains, sweet, caramelized on di outside, soft inside. Perfect side fi jerk or as an appetizer."
He demonstrated the simple technique, slicing ripe plantains and frying them until golden. Dina helped plate a serving, her crop top riding up slightly as she reached, exposing more of her toned midriff. Miles kept the shots professional but undeniably flattering to her stunning curves.


They continued through several more Jamaican specialties, rice and peas cooked with coconut milk, ackee and saltfish, curry goat, and oxtail with butterbeans, with Marcus explaining each one enthusiastically.
"Is that scrambled eggs?"
"Na, de ackee, it's a fruit. Jamaica's national dish. We sautee di cod in it."
Dina tasted and reacted on camera. Her genuine enjoyment shone through, mixed with occasional glances at Marcus that lingered just a moment too long. The steel drum band played on, the lively atmosphere making the segment feel vibrant and fun.
"How yuh like mi sauce? Not too much fi yuh?"
Dina's cheeks warmed, but she kept her professional smile for the camera, the lingering heat from their earlier encounter on the beach still simmering beneath the surface. Damn, her nipples were poking out the crop top prominently visible on screen. "Your sauce was delicious. I couldn't get enough of it."
"I knew yuh would love it," said Marcus, his deep voice warm with satisfaction. "So now yuh seen di best of Reid's Beachside Jerk."
"And now what?" asked Dina, still savoring the bold flavors.
"And now, we eat," Marcus finished with a broad grin.
"Cut," called Miles.
The kitchen heat had made Dina's makeup run slightly. She excused herself and stepped over to Gladys for a quick touch-up. When the older woman finished, Dina stepped back and smoothed her short black skirt.
"How do I look?"
Gladys looked her up and down slowly, then shook her head. "Like a cheap whore."
"Gladys!" Dina exclaimed, shocked.
"Don't listen to the old biddy. You look like an expensive whore," Miles added with a wicked grin.
"If I was young and had your figure, I'd dress like a whore too," Gladys said matter-of-factly.
They set up a table outside with the gentle waves and moonlight providing a romantic backdrop. Miles positioned the camera for the perfect shot. Dina and Marcus sat down to eat.
"Of course, a fantastic meal of Jamaican food isn't complete without a..."
Marcus held up two cold Red Stripe beers, "Da Red Stripe!" He set one down in front of Dina.
"Mmm, delicious," Dina murmured, chewing a piece of saltfish. The flavors exploded on her tongue.
"Now follow up dat taste wid a plantain," Marcus suggested.
She did, savoring the sweet caramelized fruit. "Chef's kiss," she responded, kissing her fingers.
They finished the meal in comfortable, flirtatious conversation. Dina wiped her lips delicately with a napkin. "Dinner was amazing, Marcus. I'm sorry it's over."
Marcus stood and held out his large hand. "But di night nah over, Dina."
She took his hand and rose. He pulled her gently toward the dance floor, pausing long enough to remove his shirt. The steel drum band played a lively rhythm, and soon they were moving together. Marcus released her for a moment, waving to the crowd. "Everybody!"
The area in front of the band quickly filled with dancers. Dina grew sweaty and panting as she stepped out of the energetic crowd for a breath.
"Well, that's our time in Jamaica," she said to the camera, still catching her breath. "The food, the fun, the beaches, and most of all the people have truly given me a taste and a love for Jamaica. I can't wait to experience more of what Jamaica has to offer."
At that moment, Marcus came up behind her. He pressed his powerful body close, grinding his crotch firmly against her round ass. Dina's eyes widened in surprise and slight embarrassment. His large Black hand slid around and planted itself possessively on her exposed belly, fingers splayed across her soft skin. He began pulling her back into the crowd of sweaty dancers.
"I'm Dina Della Rosa and this has been a Taste of Jamaica," she finished hurriedly as the swarm of bodies enveloped her.
"Cut," muttered Miles, though no one could hear him over the music. He smiled to himself. The footage was going to be amazing. He couldn't have asked for a better ending.
**********
They were all sitting at Marcus' beachside bar as the warm evening breeze carried the sound of waves. Marcus popped a champagne cork with a festive pop and poured them each a glass.
"To all mi new friends from Atlanta," Marcus said, raising his glass with a warm smile, "it has been a real pleasure getting fi know unu."
Dina, Miles, and Gladys clinked glasses with him, the crystal ringing brightly. They chatted amicably for a while. Miles complimented Marcus on how great he looked on camera and how natural the chemistry was between him and Dina. The conversation flowed easily until Gladys mentioned their early flight the next morning.
"I could use another rum punch," Gladys said, fanning herself.
Dina turned to Marcus with a soft smile. "Would you like to join us back at the hotel bar?"
Marcus smiled broadly, his dark eyes lingering on her. "How could mi say no to spending more time wid such a beautiful woman? And yuh not ta bad either, Dina."
Gladys giggled at the flirtation. They all piled into the rental and drove back to the resort. At the hotel bar, they ordered four rum punches and sat together with the same bartender from the night before. The drinks were strong and sweet. Gladys soon felt woozy from the combination of champagne and rum. She excused herself, telling them she would meet everyone in the lobby in the morning for the airport shuttle.
Miles downed his drink and stood. "I'm heading to my room to review some of the footage. Coming up behind Dina and pulling her back into the dancers was genius, Marcus. The perfect ending."
Marcus laughed. "Mi thought yuh done filming, mon."
Miles chuckled as he left. "Goodnight, you two."
As soon as they were alone, Marcus slid his large hand onto Dina's bare knee. She reached down and removed it gently. He looked disappointed for a moment, until she placed it higher up on her smooth thigh, guiding his fingers beneath the hem of her short black skirt.
She raised her rum punch and they clinked glasses again. With her free hand, Dina reached over and found the leg of his thin white pants where his long cock was running down. She squeezed the thick, heavy outline, feeling it swell rapidly under her touch.
"I can't wait to experience more of what Jamaica has to offer," she whispered, leaning in for a kiss.
They kissed deeply for nearly a minute, her hand slowly stroking his massive cock through the thin fabric while his hand slid up and down her thigh, fingertips brushing dangerously close to her panties. The heat between them built quickly.
"Yuh two should get a room," the bartender called out in thick patois, chuckling.
"Good idea, mon," Marcus replied with a grin.
"Let's go," Dina said breathlessly. She paid the bartender, and they left hand in hand.
The woman at the front desk was the same one from the previous night. She gave Dina a knowing nod as the couple passed, fingers still interlaced. In the elevator they kissed hungrily, hands running all over each other. Marcus's strong palms roamed over her ass and up her crop top while Dina pressed herself against his hard body. They were still kissing passionately as Dina fumbled with her key card to open her room door on the sixth floor.
The door clicked shut behind them. Marcus slipped his open shirt off his broad, muscular black shoulders, letting it fall to the floor. He pushed his thin white pants down his powerful thighs. His massive black cock sprang up heavily, thick and veined, the wide purple-black head already glistening. It throbbed in the air, easily thirteen inches of hard Jamaican meat, far bigger than anything her husband could ever offer.
Dina's breath caught. She pulled her white crop top over her head, freeing her heavy E-cup breasts. They swayed full and round, pink nipples stiff with arousal. Marcus sat on the edge of the bed, watching hungrily as she hooked her fingers into her short black skirt and slowly pushed it down her wide hips. The fabric slid over her smooth mound and toned legs until she stood completely nude before him, a proper Southern white wife, married and aching, now offering herself to a superior black man.
She sank gracefully to her knees between his spread thighs. Leaning forward, Dina wrapped both soft white hands around his enormous black shaft and guided the thick head into her warm mouth. She sucked him again with growing hunger, her full lips stretching obscenely wide as she bobbed, taking as much as she could manage.
Marcus groaned, one large black hand gently guiding the back of her head. "Dat's it, white girl. Suck dat big black cock. Yuh husband could never fill yuh mouth like dis, could he?"
After a few minutes he pulled her up gently. "Yuh sure yuh want dis, Dina? What about yuh hubby back home? Yuh really ready fi let a big black Jamaican stretch dat tight white pussy?"
The words sent a shameful thrill through her. Dina nodded, voice husky. "Yes... I want it."
"Want what, white gyal?"
"I want you to fuck me with your big dick, Marcus."
He laid her back on the bed, spreading her pale legs wide. The heavy head of his big black cock pressed against her slick, married entrance. He pushed forward slowly. She stared down with some trepidation at the size of the dark-skinned phallus she was about to recieve.
Dina gasped sharply. The thick glans stretched her tight white pussy wider than she had ever been stretched before, far beyond her husband's modest five inches. Inch by thick, veined inch, Marcus sank into her, her walls parting reluctantly around his massive girth. She felt every ridge, every throbbing vein as he filled her completely, reshaping her around a real man's cock.
"Oh God... Marcus... it's so big," she moaned, her hands gripping his dark shoulders. "I've never felt this full."
Marcus moved with slow, deliberate care, giving her time to adjust to a cock worthy of her body. Halfway in, he paused, letting her tight married pussy flutter and clench desperately around him. Then he pushed deeper. Dina's back arched off the bed as he finally buried himself to the hilt, his heavy black balls resting against her ass. She had never felt so full, so completely claimed.
He began a long, slow fuck. He withdrew almost completely, the veined shaft glistening with her juices, then slid back in with deep, powerful strokes. Each thrust stretched her beautifully, the wide head dragging across every sensitive spot inside her. Dina's moans grew louder and more desperate.
"Yuh like dat big black cock, don't yuh?" Marcus growled, his hips rolling steadily. "Bet yuh husband never made yuh feel like dis. Dis pussy was made fi black dick."
"Oh god! Yes!" The dirty words, combined with the relentless deep fucking, pushed her over the edge. Dina came hard around him, her first real orgasm from a man's penis. Her pussy spasmed violently, milking his thick black shaft as waves of intense ecstasy crashed through her body. She cried out, nails digging into his back, her pale breasts shaking with every shudder. Her juices gushed around him as she trembled uncontrollably.
Marcus held still inside her as she recovered, breathing hard, his massive cock still buried deep. He looked down at her flushed, satisfied face with a tender yet hungry smile.
"Yuh want more, Dina?"
She nodded eagerly, she always wanted more. "Yes... please... give me more."
He pushed forward again. This time she pulled him into her with both hands on his muscular black ass, desperate for every inch. Marcus began another long, slow, deep fuck, his powerful hips driving his superior black cock into her married white pussy again and again, claiming her so completely, she forgot all about Jim.
Marcus paused deep inside her, slowly working his thick cock in small, grinding circles while leaning down to kiss her deeply. His tongue invaded her mouth as possessively as his cock claimed her pussy. Dina moaned into the kiss, her body burning with need. She wrapped her smooth white legs tightly around his muscular black ass and pulled him even deeper, raising her crotch up into his shaft..
He broke the kiss with a wicked grin and pushed himself up, kneeling between her spread thighs. His powerful hands cupped the backs of her legs, folding them back toward her shoulders and opening her completely. The new angle let him look down and watch his massive black cock disappear into her tight white pussy.
"Fuck yes," he growled, his voice thick with lust. "Look at dat pretty white pussy swallowing every inch of dis big black cock. Yuh husband could never stretch yuh like dis, could he, Dina? Dat little white dick nevah made yuh feel full like dis."
"No... UH... only you... UH... black cock so good, Marcus."
He grinned triumphantly, thrusting harder, his heavy balls slapping against her ass with each powerful stroke. His stamina was incredible. He fucked her with long, deep strokes that gradually built into a fast, relentless pounding. The wet, obscene sound of his thick cock slamming into her soaked pussy filled the room.
Dina cried out in ecstasy, her heavy breasts bouncing wildly with every brutal thrust. "Oh God... Marcus... it's so deep!"
"Yuh love dis big black dick, don't yuh?" he taunted, slamming into her faster. "Yuh married white pussy was made fi get ruined by Jamaican cock. Tell mi yuh love it more than yuh husband's little dick."
"It's so good!" she moaned shamelessly, her eyes rolling back. "I love your big black cock!"
Marcus pounded her with amazing speed and power, his muscular black body glistening with sweat. He drove her straight into another shattering orgasm. Dina screamed as her second climax ripped through her, her pussy convulsing violently around his thick shaft.
Still he didn't slow down. He kept fucking her through it, his heavy cock driving deep again and again.
Finally, his rhythm faltered. "Mi about to nut, white gyal," he groaned. "Mi going fi fill dat white pussy up. Yuh want mi seed?"
"Yes!" Dina begged, her voice breaking with desperation. "Cum inside me! Please, cum in my white pussy! Fill me up!"
With a deep, guttural groan, Marcus buried his massive cock to the hilt and held it there. The first powerful wad of thick, hot cum erupted deep inside her, triggering the biggest orgasm of Dina's life. Her eyes widened in shock as pleasure exploded through her body even harder than before. Each massive spurt of his seed made her cum even more intensely. She could feel his thick black cock pulsing and spurting inside her, flooding her married womb with rope after heavy rope of potent Jamaican cum.
Her pussy muscles squeezed and milked his shaft greedily, drawing out every last drop as she shook and convulsed beneath him. Wave after wave of blinding pleasure crashed over her until she was nearly sobbing with ecstasy.
Marcus stayed buried deep inside her, both of them panting and trembling as the last spurts of his cum filled her completely. Marcus kept himself inside her, savoring the way her married white pussy continued to flutter and milk his thick black cock. Then, very slowly, he pulled out. A thick, creamy torrent of his cum immediately poured from her stretched hole, running in heavy white rivers down her ass and soaking the sheets beneath her.
Dina whimpered at the empty feeling, her pussy still twitching. Marcus leaned down and kissed her deeply, their tongues tangling as she moaned into his mouth. Eventually she slipped out of bed on shaky legs and padded to the bathroom. She stepped into the shower, the hot water cascading over her sensitive, thoroughly fucked body. Every inch of her felt alive, glowing, and aching in the most delicious way.
When she returned to the bedroom, she froze staring at the magnificent specimen of manhood laying nude on her bed. A sheen of sweat made his muscular dark skinned body glisten. His spent cock laid over his thigh still dribbling semen. She looked at Marcus with open adoration, this powerful black man had just given her the fucking of her life. "Can you stay the night?" her voice almost pleading.
Marcus raised an eyebrow. "Don't yuh have an early flight?"
Dina smiled and slid back into bed beside him. "I can sleep on the plane."
She pressed against his muscular black body and kissed him again. Marcus's large hand cupped one of her pale white breasts, squeezing it possessively before sliding down to rest on her soft belly.
"I hope mi put a baby in dis belly," he murmured against her lips.
Dina laughed breathlessly. "I'm on the pill."
Marcus frowned, his hand rubbing slow circles over her womb. "Dat's no fun. Dis belly should be swelling wid mi black Jamaican baby. Yuh white womb was made fi carry strong black seed."
Dina looked down at his dark hand covering her flat stomach. For a moment she imagined it swelling, growing round with his child, and a confusing mix of thrill and horror rushed through her.
She leaned over, running her hands over his hard muscled chest and down to his heavy, floppy cock. She caressed the thick shaft, hefted his massive balls, feeling their incredible weight, then squeezed gently. To her pleasant surprise, it began to swell and harden again in her hand.
"Jesus... it's getting hard again," she whispered, eyes wide with delight.
Marcus chuckled deeply. "Mi a real man, Dina. Dis cock going stay hard fi yuh all night." He leaned back against the headboard. "Climb up, white gyal. Give mi big black buddy a ride."
Dina straddled him eagerly, her knees on either side of his hips. She reached down, lined up the thick head with her cum-slick pussy, and slowly sank down. A long, throaty moan escaped her as she took him inch by inch until she was fully seated, his balls pressed against her ass.
"Fuck... so deep," she gasped.
"Dat's right," Marcus growled, gripping her wide hips. "Ride dat big black dick, white gyal. Show mi how bad yuh need it."
Dina began to ride him, rolling her hips and bouncing on his massive shaft. Her heavy breasts bounced wildly as she fucked herself on his cock. Marcus's dirty talk never stopped.
"Dat's it... bounce on dat Jamaican cock. Yuh husband could never fuck yuh like dis. Look how yuh white pussy swallowing every inch. Yuh love being a black cock slut, don't yuh?"
"Yes!" Dina moaned, riding him harder. "I love your big black cock!"
"Tell mi yuh want mi black baby," he demanded, thrusting up to meet her.
"I want it," she panted, lost in pleasure. "Give me a black baby... put your baby in me!"
Marcus groaned and started driving up into her harder. Dina rode him frantically through two more shattering orgasms, her juices soaking his balls. Finally, with a deep roar, he slammed her down onto his cock and held her there.
"Take mi nut! Mi filling yuh white pussy again!"
The first powerful spurt triggered her strongest orgasm yet. Dina screamed as her pussy clamped down hard around him, milking every thick rope of his potent cum deep into her womb. Each heavy spurt made her cum even harder, her body shaking violently as he flooded her completely for the second time that night.
She collapsed onto his chest, trembling and gasping, his massive black cock still buried inside her overflowing pussy.
Dina sat up slowly, still impaled on his thick cock, staring down at Marcus with open affection. Her eyes traced the rise and fall of his powerful, sweat-slick black chest. She felt so complete with him buried deep inside her that she was reluctant to move. Only after a long moment did she finally lift herself off him. A heavy torrent of thick white cum poured out of her stretched pussy, splashing messily over his crotch and thighs.
She slipped into the shower on unsteady legs. A moment later Marcus joined her under the hot spray. They embraced tightly, kissing deeply as the water cascaded over their bodies. Their hands roamed freely, rubbing body lotion over each other's skin, his dark palms gliding over her slightly tanned skin and her paler breasts, hers exploring every ridge of his muscular frame. Dina dropped to her knees and lovingly cleaned his cock with her mouth, sucking and licking him until she felt it starting to swell and harden again in her throat.


Marcus groaned and pulled her to her feet. He turned the water off and they hurried back to the bed, still dripping wet. He spun her around and put her on her hands and knees. Without hesitation he mounted her from behind, slamming his massive black cock back into her cum-filled pussy in one powerful thrust.
Dina cried out in pleasure. "Oh fuck... you're so deep!"
Marcus gripped her wide hips and started pounding her hard. "Dat's right, white girl. Take every inch of dis big black cock. Yuh little white husband could never fuck yuh like dis. Dis pussy belongs to mi now."
"So good..." Dina moaned, pushing back against him. "You fuck me so good, Marcus!"
"Who owns dis pussy?" he growled, slamming into her faster.
"You Marcus!" she whimpered submissively. "You own my pussy!"
Her complete submission pushed her over the edge. She came hard, her walls clenching violently around his thick shaft. Marcus kept fucking her through it, his heavy balls slapping against so hard against her thighs, they stung. She didn't think it could get any better, until he suddenly pressed his thick thumb against her tight asshole and pushed it inside.
Dina gasped and instinctively tried to pull away, but Marcus held her firmly in place. The unexpected pressure combined with his relentless pounding sent her pleasure skyrocketing. Within moments she was cumming again, even harder than before, her whole body shaking as she cried out into the pillow.
Marcus fucked her through several more orgasms with powerful machine-like strokes. Finally, with a deep animalistic groan, he buried himself to the hilt and flooded her womb with a third massive load. Dina felt every heavy spurt, each one triggering fresh waves of ecstasy as her pussy milked him greedily.
He slowly pulled his thumb from her ass, then withdrew his cock. He smacked the heavy, cum-covered shaft against her ass a few times before giving her round cheek a firm spank. Dina collapsed forward, panting and gasping for air, completely spent.
Marcus lay down beside her with a satisfied grin. She eventually dragged herself up on shaky legs and cleaned herself again, her body still trembling from the intensity of what he had done to her.
Dina returned to the bed on tired legs, waddling slighty. She looked at Marcus, glistening with sweat and cum, and asked softly, "Do you always cum that much?"
There was no answer. He had already drifted off to sleep, his powerful chest rising and falling steadily. Dina watched him for a long moment, this strong, dominant black man who had just completely ruined her for her husband. A strange affection mixed with lust filled her chest. She slipped into bed beside him, pressing her soft white body against his dark, muscular frame, and finally closed her eyes.
She awakened sometime later to delicious stimulation. Marcus had wrapped one strong arm around her from behind, his thick fingers gently pinching and rolling her stiff pink nipple. His heavy, hardening cock was sliding slowly between her thighs, the thick shaft rubbing teasingly against her slick pussy lips.
Dina moaned softly and lifted her top leg, reaching down to guide his massive cock back inside her. He pushed forward and sank deep in one smooth stroke. She came almost immediately, a small, sweet orgasm that made her whimper and clench around him.
Marcus kissed the back of her neck. "Yuh want to be naughty, Dina?" he whispered in her ear.
"Isn't that what we've been doing?" she breathed, pushing back against him.
He chuckled darkly, pulled out of her, and took her hand. "Come."
He led her out onto the private balcony. The warm Jamaican night air kissed their naked bodies. The moon hung bright and full over the sea, casting a silver path across the dark water.
Marcus bent her over the railing, her breasts hanging and swaying as he spread her legs wide. He lined up his thick black cock and thrust into her soaked pussy from behind in one powerful stroke.
Dina gasped, gripping the railing tightly as he began fucking her with deep, steady strokes. The ocean stretched out endlessly before her while this muscular black man claimed her pussy under the moonlight. She stared out at the water, the empty beach, the palm trees swaying slightly in the breeze.
Marcus leaned over her, his deep voice husky against her ear. "Feel di moon touch yuh, Dina. Di full moon have powers, yuh know. It increase fertility... make di womb hungry fi strong seed."
Dina moaned loudly as he drove into her harder, the angle letting him reach impossibly deep. She craved feeling his powerful jets of semen filling her again.
"When mi nut," he growled, pounding her relentlessly, "yuh going feel mi seed take root in yuh womb. Ya belly gonna swell wid mi black baby."
The filthy words sent a wicked thrill through her. Even if she didn't fully believe the Jamaican folklore, the idea felt dangerously magical in that moment, conceiving a real man's child under the full moon.
"Yes," she moaned, pushing back against him desperately. "I want it... I want your black baby, Marcus!"
Her orgasm hit her like a tidal wave. Dina cried out, her pussy convulsing violently around his thick shaft as pleasure tore through her body. Marcus kept fucking her through it, his heavy balls slapping against her thighs with every thrust.
Finally, with a deep, animalistic groan, he buried himself to the hilt and erupted.
"Take it, white gyal! Feel mi seed!"
Dina's eyes widened as another powerful orgasm crashed over her, even stronger than the last. She could feel every thick, hot spurt of his cum flooding her womb, pulse after pulse, as her pussy muscles contracted inwards, milking it for every drop of his seed..
They stayed locked together for a long moment, Dina bent over the railing, staring out at the beautiful moonlit ocean while Marcus's cock throbbed deep inside her, filling her completely with his potent Jamaican seed. Her pussy quivered around his hard swollen shaft.
It was so magical, a part of her wished she'd forgotten to take her birth control pills.
**********
The alarm on her phone pulled Dina from a deep, satisfied sleep. A wave of sorrow washed over her as reality returned, she had to leave today. She turned toward Marcus, who was still sleeping peacefully beside her. Without hesitation, she slid down his body and took his thick, morning-hard cock into her mouth, sucking him with hungry devotion.
Marcus groaned awake, his large hand immediately reaching down to knead and squeeze her round white ass as she bobbed on his shaft. After several long, wet minutes, Dina pulled off with a wet pop, her eyes glazed with lust. She tugged him off the bed and pushed him into the chair near the window. Dropping to her knees between his spread thighs, she dove back onto his massive Black cock, sucking him eagerly.
"Use dose big white titties, Dina," Marcus commanded, his voice rough with sleep and desire.
Dina pulled her mouth off his cock with a wicked smile. "I want to taste your cum one last time," she purred, her voice dripping with lust. "I want you to cover my face and these big white tits with your hot Jamaican seed."
She wrapped her heavy breasts around his thick shaft and began stroking him between them, leaning down to suck and lick the wide purple head at the same time. The combination quickly pushed Marcus over the edge.
"Fuck... here cums mi nut!" he groaned.
Thick ropes of cum erupted from his cock, splattering across her beautiful face and the tops of her heaving breasts. Dina moaned sluttily, sucking the head hard and swallowing every spurt that landed in her mouth. She milked his shaft with both hands and her tits, draining him completely. Even after such an intense load, his cock remained rock hard.
Dina rose quickly and straddled him in the chair, lining up his massive cock with her dripping pussy. She sank down onto him with a long, throaty moan.
"Please don't go soft," she begged, already riding him. "I need you inside me."
They fucked frantically in the chair, kissing passionately. Marucs didn't care that his cum was still painted across her face and breasts. She pressed herself against him, smearing it between their bodies as she bounced on his cock.
"Tell mi yuh love it, white girl," Marcus growled, gripping her ass and thrusting up into her.
"I love it!" she gasped. "I love it! I love your black cock! I love it so much! I love the way you fuck me... I love... you, Marcus! I love you! I LOVE YOU!"
Her confession pushed them both over the edge. They came together hard, Dina's pussy clamping down around him as another powerful orgasm ripped through her, while Marcus flooded her womb with yet another thick load of cum. She rested her forehead against his, both of them gasping for breath.
"I don't want to leave," she whispered, voice breaking.
Marcus cupped her cum-streaked face and kissed her tenderly.
"Then don't," he replied simply, his dark eyes locked on hers.
**********
Dina sat elegantly on the studio couch, legs crossed, wearing a short red dress that hugged her curves and showed off plenty of toned thigh. The sleeveless design and matching red heels were a deliberate callback to the tiny red bikini that had launched her into viral stardom. It had been a crazy three weeks. The first segment of "A Taste of Jamaica" had aired last week and immediately caught the attention of the producers. The extended cut posted on the station's YouTube channel had just surpassed three million views, dwarfing the usual 50,000 to 70,000 daily viewers of Good Morning Atlanta.
Dina Della Rosa had gone viral.
Jim hadn't liked it. He'd flipped seeing her in the red bikini on air and had a total meltdown when Marcus appeared, their sweaty half-naked bodies rubbing against each other during their cooking segment. He was currently sleeping in the guest room. He wouldn't like this segment either. The montage scene looked like a couple on a romantic vacation and the sensual dancing would do nothing to save her marriage, but she didn't want to save it. She was trying to work it out that he got the house and long as she could keep her restaurant.
"I'm Dina Della Rosa and this has been a Taste of Jamaica," her recorded voice played over the studio speakers as the final shot of Marcus pulling her into the crowd of dancers faded to black..
"And here on the couch with me is... Dina Della Rosa!" announced Ashley Anderson, the perky morning show host.
"Well, that was some segment," Ashley said, turning to Dina with wide eyes.
"And spicy hot," added Chuck Jones, the male co-host, fanning himself dramatically.
Dina smiled, a knowing, slightly flushed smile. "Well, it was a hot shoot," she replied smoothly, noticing the predatory glint in Chuck's eyes as his gaze lingered on her crossed legs and cleavage.
The audience in the studio chuckled. Ashley leaned forward. "You certainly brought the heat down in Jamaica. That chemistry with Marcus Reid was... undeniable."
"Well cooking is chemistry, Ash." Dina's smile deepened, a secret thrill running through her at the memory of just how deep that chemistry had gone. "And Marcus sure can cook. The food, the energy, the passion. Jamaica really opened my eyes to new experiences."
Chuck Jones leaned forward with a big smile. "Before we go any further, we have a big announcement to make. Dina will be joining us as the new weekend co-host on Good Morning Atlanta!"
The studio audience erupted in applause and loud whistles. Dina smiled broadly. She was also getting her own traveling series to air monthly, A Taste of..., which would send her to restaurants and destinations around the world. She was certain that a lot of those trips would be to hot, warm places where she would be expected to appear in her bikini.
"Congratulations, Dina!" Ashley Anderson said warmly, leaning in to give her a little hug. "Welcome to the team."
"It'll be great seeing more of you," Chuck added, his eyes lingering just a second too long.
Married lech, Dina thought.
"It's great to be here, Chuck and Ashley," she replied.
Ashley looked a little sad as she continued. "As great as it will be having you around more often, I'll miss your cooking segments."
"Well, Ashley, I have an announcement to make too," Dina said, turning toward the side entrance with a radiant smile. "Taking over my cooking segments will be my favorite buddy... Marcus Reid!"
Marcus strolled onto the set with his usual energy. "Hey Mon! Hey Mon!" he called out, waving to the cheering audience. He surprised Bambi, the weather girl, with a big hug, slapped hands with Ashley, and fist-bumped Chuck before dropping down on the couch right beside Dina.
The audience applauded louder.
"Marcus and I have news too. We are building a Jamaican Jerk Barbecue on the lot by my restaurant to be open on weekends." Dina continued, her voice warm and confident. "I'll also be adding a Jamaican side menu at Rosa's Southern Kitchen. When you're craving a real taste of Jamaica... or when you just want some Jamaican on the side come on by Rosa's Southern Kitchen. I'm even buying a food truck so Marcus can bring that authentic jerk straight to you."
Marcus grinned beside her, his deep voice carrying easily. "Plenty of heat to go around, mon."
Marcus was currently living in a camper in the restaurant's parking lot, right next to where his new Jamaican jerk BBQ stand was being erected and she'd already spotted one of her waitresses head over to his camper after her shift. Plenty of heat to go around, indeed!
She knew and accepted that he was a womanizer and didn't trust him to stay out of trouble when she was away doing her traveling cooking segments, but hopefully this job was just another stepping stone. The cooking channel had already sent out a feeler about giving the two of them a nationwide show. Dina had rejected their initial offer, she wanted ownership of the brand. That would mean the big time: merchandising, restaurants across the South, cookbooks, and more. She wanted more. She always wanted more.
"And we are starting a YouTube channel, Rosa & Reid's Hot in the Kitchen," she added. Miles happily agreed to film them and set up their on-air kitchen. If they got their cooking show, she'd insist Miles take over as their head camera man.
Marcus was constantly talking about putting a baby in her belly, and the more he said it, the more tempted she became and picturing him planting his seed in her fertile womb always led to some hot fuck sessions. Her career had always taken precedence over having a baby, but deep down she was starting to realize that she hadn't considered Jim worthy of putting a baby in her. It was different with Marcus. She was down to her last two birth control pills and still thinking about it. A baby might slow her plans down, but the idea had taken root in her brain.
She always wanted more, but could she have it all?
Dina glanced over at Marcus and caught him staring at the weather girl.
Bambi had tits as big as Dina's but without the natural bounce, and she was currently frowning at the long, heavy bulge running down Marcus's trouser leg. When she realized he had caught her staring, she flushed and quickly plastered on her fake on-air smile.
Marcus turned smoothly to Ashley, the elegant former Miss Georgia in her late forties, still stunningly beautiful, her lithe figure and B-cup breasts looking great in a professional pink dress. She had a blonde bob cut and bright sparkling blue eyes. "Well, it's great having you on board, Dina and I look forward to getting to know your new buddy better."
Dina blushed slightly as Marcus added with a grin, "Mi looking forward to working wid yuh too, Ashley." Marcus leaned forward on the couch with a mischievous grin, looking straight at Ashley before turning to the camera. "So tell mi, Ashley... now how yuh like some hot Jamaican meat?"
Ashley's blue eyes widened. "Excuse me?"
At that moment, wait staff from Rosa's Southern Kitchen came walking out into the audience carrying trays of steaming Jamaican food. They began distributing small tasting platters of jerk chicken and pork, fried plantains, and rice and peas. The studio audience erupted in delighted applause, clearly loving the surprise.
Marcus stood up smoothly, flashing that charismatic smile as he addressed the audience.
"A taste of Jamaica for everyone, mon!"
THE END
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Deon Jones crouched high in the thick branches of the old oak tree, his dark black skin a natural camouflage in the darkness. The early summer night was warm and humid, the kind that made a man's skin slick with sweat. Heat lightning occasionally lit the night sky, but not brightly enough to risk detection. He had climbed this tree so many times over the years he could have done it blindfolded. For years he had watched Rachel Bennett through this window, and tonight would be the night everything changed.
Headlights swept across the quiet suburban street. Deon's pulse quickened as Rachel's car pulled into the driveway. Right on time, he thought. She stepped out looking exhausted after the end of the year school board meeting. At thirty-nine, Rachel Bennett was still the hottest mom on the block, the sexiest teacher in town, hell, the sexiest woman in the whole damn state, and she acted like she didn't even know it.
Deon watched hungrily as the bedroom suddenly lit up and there she stood, ready to put on a show for him. She pulled a pin from the back of her head, the soft, feathered blonde hair that reached just past her shoulder blades tumbled free as she shook her head. She kicked off her black pumps with a tired sigh, then reached up to her collar to unbutton her fitted cream blouse. One by one the buttons came undone, revealing the deep valley of her cleavage. She shrugged the blouse off her shoulders and let it slide down her arms, exposing a white underwire bra that strained heroically to contain her ponderous breasts. He had found her dirty bra in the clothes hamper and held it to his nose, smelling her womanly scent. The tag had read EE cup. Deon licked his lips. He had watched those magnificent white titties for years, bouncing while she rode her husband's pathetic little dick, jiggling when she used the oversized dildo she kept hidden in her dresser, tucked behind her collection of sexy lacy thong panties.
Rachel reached behind her once more, unzipping her high-waisted charcoal skirt. She pushed it down over her wide, womanly hips, letting it pool at her feet before stepping out of it. A matching pair of white bikini-cut panties clung to her full ass and neatly trimmed mound. Her stomach was still flat and toned, with the faintest hints of muscle definition from years of aerobics, jogging, and racquetball. Her ass was perfect, big, round, and heart-shaped. Deon squeezed the massive bulge growing in his jeans, his thick black cock already throbbing.
She deserves better, he thought darkly. That limp-dicked white husband of hers couldn't satisfy a woman like Rachel. She needs a real cock. A big, hard black cock. She has a body built for big black cock.
Rachel disappeared into the bathroom. The window was cracked and he could hear the shower running. Deon stood up on the thick branch, unzipped, and took a long piss down to the ground below, his heavy cock difficult to stuff back into his boxers once he finished. He had spied on her in the shower once before, watching through the cracked door as she lathered those huge white titties, her nipples stiff under the hot spray. Her body glistened gloriously when wet.
She returned twenty minutes later, her hair wet, a white towel was wrapped tightly around her amazing body. She was the picture of white suburban beauty, compassionate blue eyes, soft full lips, and an innocent, nurturing face that made weak men fall instantly in love. Rachel dropped the towel and along with it, her innocence.
Deon's breath caught. Her clean, naked white body was sinful, more stacked than a porn star's. Her big white titties hung with only the slightest natural sag from their impressive weight, full and inviting. Her tapered waist flared out into wide, womanly hips, and between her thighs nestled a neat triangle of blonde pubic hair that matched the hair on her head. Her ass was two perfect, smooth globes. She looked like a woman built for fucking and as far as Deon knew Bill Bennett was the only man she'd ever fucked, if skinny five-inch white dicks even counted as fucking.
Deon held his breath as she went over to the dresser, hoping she was about to use her ten-inch dildo, not unusual when she got home from work to an empty house. Unfortunately, she only pulled out a pair of panties. That meant she'd use the dildo before bed, but Deon was hoping she'd be using something even bigger and much darker than her secret toy.
Rachel bent over slightly as she stepped into a tiny pink thong, pulling the thin strip of fabric up between her cheeks. Next, she pulled a sleeveless pink tank top over her bare breasts. The thin material did little to hide her heavy tits or the faint outline of her nipples. She then slid on a pair of loose pink pajama pants that rode low on her hips leaving her flat, sexy belly exposed.
Dressed for a relaxing evening alone, Rachel flicked off the bedroom light and left the room.
Deon smiled in the darkness, his cock swollen, his balls aching for release. He slowly climbed down the tree with practiced ease, softly singing, "Got it bad, got it bad, got it bad. I'm hot for teacher."
He fell silently to the mowed grass lawn, moving silently toward the front door of the Bennett house. His heart pounded with dark anticipation as he grabbed the basket hidden behind the bushes.
Deon's hand reached out towards the front door.
**********
Rachel Bennett had just settled onto the couch with a glass of red wine when the doorbell rang. She sighed slightly. She wasn't surprised. Deep down, she had almost expected it, but alone time was almost nonexistent in her life.
She padded barefoot to the front door, her breasts jiggling beneath the thin pink tank top, her nipples slightly stiff from the air conditioning. When she opened the door, Deon Jones stood there on the porch looking down at her, tall and broad-shouldered, holding a plastic laundry hamper filled with clothes.
"Deon," she said trying not to sound annoyed, "Billy is with his dad at his grandmother's until tomorrow."
Deon gave her that familiar half-shy smile. "Shit! I mean shoot, Mrs. B, I was hoping to watch a movie with Billy." A VCR rental box from the town's video rental store rested on top of the pile of clothes.
Rachel's eyes dropped to the overflowing basket, raising one eyebrow, and she couldn't help but smile. "And apparently hoping I would wash your clothes for you?" She shook her head with fond exasperation. "Come in, honey."
She stepped back, holding the door open. As Deon walked past her into the house, his dark eyes immediately zoomed in on her chest. Her hard nipples were clearly visible, poking against the thin fabric of her sleeveless pink tank top. Rachel felt a flicker of self-consciousness but pushed it aside. He'd been coming around since he was thirteen. She'd practically been a surrogate mother to the boy.
Deon was Billy's best friend, a kid from the poor black neighborhood on the other side of the railroad tracks. His real mother had abandoned him years ago, and his father was in jail. His aging grandmother was doing her best, but the boy had practically grown up in the Bennett house. Rachel had been his 7th grade English teacher and had shown him extra attention over the years -- tutoring him after school, making sure he kept his grades up so he could stay on the sports teams, and spending long hours helping him study for the SATs. All those private lessons had paid off. When the college acceptance letters and athletic scholarships came in, she hugged him tightly, looked him in the eyes, and said, "Deon, I'm proud of you." It was the first time in his life he had ever heard those words. His eyes had teared up as he stared into her lovely face. In that moment, Deon's heart -- and his cock -- had swelled. His innocent crush on her had turned into burning lust, and he knew he had to fuck her.
She'd fed him, helped with homework, and washed his clothes more times than she could count. He was a tremendous athlete and had bulked up dramatically his senior year, his body now rippling with powerful muscle. Deon Jones, Male Athlete of the Year for Blackwood High, Class of 1987 and winner of three athletic scholarships. Rachel was proud of him and desperately hoped he would escape the cycle his family was trapped in.
Still... she hated to admit it, she'd been reluctant to take a black teen into her home, but times were changing and Deon and Billy were close. Deon wasn't a handsome boy. His features were very negroid, broad lips, wide flat nose, close shaved hair, and extremely dark skin. And Lord, the boy had a strong odor. Especially in the summer heat. She assumed he didn't get to bathe regularly at home. She had even caught him once in the backyard, standing in his shorts and rinsing off with the garden hose. It always broke her heart a little.
Deon followed her into the laundry room. Rachel bent over to load his clothes into the washing machine. Her loose pajama bottoms slid down her hips, revealing the top of her tiny pink thong and the upper curve of her smooth, round ass cheeks. His cock twitched.
"Could you also wash what I'm wearing, Mrs. B?" Deon asked, staring down at the upper crack of her fine white ass.
Rachel straightened up. "Uh... sure," she replied. "But none of Billy's or my husband's clothes are going to fit you."
"I know, Mrs. B," he said, already peeling off his t-shirt to reveal his heavily muscled dark torso. He pushed down his jeans and stepped out of them, leaving himself standing there in nothing but a pair of well-worn boxers. Rachel turned back toward the machine, but she was very aware that Deon was no longer the skinny little boy who used to follow her around everywhere five years ago. He now towered over her by a full six inches and had become very much a grown man.
She had seen him in just his boxers many times before, he had slept over countless nights in Billy's room, and she had supervised both boys at the public pool every summer for years. It wasn't unusual to see him walking around in his underwear.
Still, something felt different tonight.
Deon handed her his shirt and jeans and she tossed them into the washer. His clothes stank like him, being worn multiple times between washes.
"You want to watch the movie with me while my clothes wash, Mrs. B?"
She stood, pulling up her pajama bottoms. Her brow furrowed as she thought about running up to her room to change or at least put a bra on, but shrugged it off, this was just Deon Jones after all. "Sure, Deon. Why not," she sighed. She should have known better than to expect some alone time. She'd been planning on a good stress relieving session with her dildo, or maybe a couple sessions.
They moved to the living room and sat on the couch. Rachel settled on one end, but the moment Deon sat down right beside her, the strong, musky scent of his body hit her. It wasn't terrible, but it was undeniably masculine and heavy in the warm summer air. She tried to be subtle, casually sliding a little further down the couch to create some distance.
Deon didn't seem to notice. A few moments later, he shifted closer again until his bare thigh was nearly touching hers. Rachel felt a flicker of discomfort but said nothing. Deon had always been clingy.
The movie began. It was titled, Private Lessons. As the beautiful French maid started her slow, teasing striptease for the shy young man, Rachel shook her head with a soft, amused laugh.
"Honestly," she said rolling her eyes, "is this the kind of movie you and Billy watch when I'm not around? I thought I raised you two better than this."
Deon only smirked, but inside his mind was elsewhere. As the actress peeled off her clothes on screen, he was remembering all the times he had watched the real thing from the oak tree, Rachel stripping out of elegant lingerie, the way her massive tits bounced when she pulled a sexy black teddy over her head on her anniversary while her pathetic husband lay naked on the bed waiting. That little white dick of his had barely been hard and their anniversary sex had lasted less than five minutes. Rachel deserved so much better.
As the film progressed to a bathtub scene, Rachel found herself growing strangely warm. The sight of the naked older woman pressing her body against the young man in the steamy water, touching him so intimately, sent an unwelcome flutter through her belly. Her nipples stiffened against the thin fabric of her tank top. She shifted again, pressing her thighs together. She had been looking forward to some private time with her dildo tonight, and was just about to head upstairs.
Curious, she risked a quick glance down at Deon's lap.
Her eyes widened slightly. The bulge in the front of his well-worn boxers had grown significantly. The thick coils of his penis were clearly outlined, straining hard against the fabric. The single snap button holding the fly closed looked like it was under tremendous pressure, the material stretched tight. Rachel quickly looked away, her cheeks warming.
He's not a little boy anymore, she reminded herself. He's a grown man.
She shifted again, seriously considering excusing herself and heading upstairs. The way things were going, Deon probably wanted some privacy to take care of that massive thing in his underwear. She was just about to speak when Deon suddenly let out a heavy, heartbroken sob beside her.
Rachel's heart clenched. "Deon? Sweetheart, what's wrong?" she asked with concern.
He looked genuinely upset, his broad shoulders slumped. "I'll never have a girlfriend, Mrs. B. I just... I scare them off."
"Don't say that. You're a... handsome, strong, young man." Well, the handsome part wasn't exactly truthful, those broad African features plus that strong odor that still lingered on him. Maybe if he bathed more than once a week... she thought guiltily. She was his maternal figure, she should probably make him take a bath, her eyes glancing at the TV showing the woman in the tub with the young man."You've been on dates. You and Billy even double-dated to the prom." She and Bill had even helped pay for his tuxedo. She reached over and placed a comforting hand on his muscular arm. She felt a wave of sympathy for the boy.
"Help me, Mrs. B," he pleaded. "What do I do?"
Acting on pure maternal instinct, Rachel leaned in and wrapped her arms around him in a comforting hug. Her heavy, braless breasts pressed firmly into his broad, muscular chest. For a brief moment, she felt the heat of his body against hers. She held him tight, stroking the curly black hair on the back of his head. "Tell me what you're doing wrong, honey."
Deon's deep voice whispered in her ear.. "Things start great," he muttered. "The girls like me... until I show them my dick. Then they freak out and run away like they're afraid of it."
Rachel blinked, momentarily stunned by his bluntness. She tried to break the hug, but Deon held her tighter. "My dick's too big, Mrs. B," he whispered in her ear.
Then she heard it -- a distinct, loud SNAP!
The button on the front of Deon's boxers had finally given way.
Rachel froze, still holding him, suddenly very aware of the enormous, throbbing heat now pressing against her hip through the fabric of her pajama pants.
Deon's deep voice whispered hotly against her ear. "Sorry, Mrs. B... it just popped out."
Rachel froze. The distinct snap still echoed in her ears. She broke the hug and reared back, her eyes instinctively dropping downward.
Her breath caught in her throat.
Deon's enormous black cock had burst completely free of his boxers. It was monstrous, thicker than her wrist and easily two or three inches longer than her ten-inch dildo. The shaft was a deep, dark black, heavily veined, with a massive bulbous head the size of a golf ball and a pronounced, flaring glans that looked almost menacing. It throbbed powerfully in the open air, curving slightly upward, the sheer size of it intimidating and hypnotic at the same time.
"Like, no way..." she breathed, unable to tear her eyes away, yet rearing away from it.
Deon's voice was thick with hurt. "See? You're just like all the others. Afraid of it."
The pain in his voice snapped Rachel out of her stunned silence. She quickly looked up at his face, her nurturing instincts surging forward despite the shock.
"No, Deon, honey... I'm not afraid. Just surprised," she said gently, her voice soft and reassuring. "I've just... I've never seen one that big before. Not even close."
Deon stared at her, his dark eyes searching hers, but hers were glued to his cock. "It can't be that much bigger than Mr. B's... can it?"
Rachel let out a short, involuntary snort of disbelief before she could stop herself. "It's... a lot bigger," she admitted, her cheeks burning with guilt. "Like, totally way bigger."
For a long moment, silence hung between them. Deon's massive cock continued to throb visibly in front of her.
"You're not afraid of it," he said quietly. "Honestly?"
"No, like I said, it just caught me off guard."
"Show me you aren't afraid. Touch it."
"What?" she gasped. Rachel's heart hammered in her chest. "I can't," she whispered, shaking her head. "Deon, I'm a married woman. I can't go around touching another man's penis." A dark, forbidden curiosity stirred inside her. She did want to touch it. Just to see... just to feel if it was really as hard as it looked.
Deon looked down, his broad shoulders slumping again. "It's because I'm black, isn't it?"
The words hit Rachel like a slap. Guilt flooded through her reminding her of all the racist thoughts she had about him over the years.
"No," she said firmly. "Of course not. That's not it at all." She hesitated, her eyes drifting back down to the intimidating length of dark, throbbing cock mere inches from her. It looked so powerful. So alive.
"Fine," she whispered, almost to herself. "I'll touch it... just for a second. To show you I'm not afraid."
Rachel reached out with a trembling hand. Her fingers looked impossibly small as they wrapped around the thick, hot shaft. The moment her palm made contact, she felt the incredible heat and the powerful, rhythmic throbbing beneath her fingers. It was heavier and harder than she had imagined, like warm steel wrapped in velvet. Bill had been having trouble getting completely hard lately. The young black man didn't have that problem.
Her breath hitched.
"Oh... Deon," she murmured, unable to hide the awe in her voice as her hand gently squeezed the massive black cock. "It's so big!"
Deon's voice was low and husky. "Do you like it, Mrs. B?"
Rachel's hand was still wrapped around the thick, throbbing shaft. She swallowed hard, her fingers unable to close completely around its incredible girth.
"Well," she whispered, almost in disbelief. "I've never seen anything like it."
"But, do you like it?"
She slowly glided her hand down to the base, feeling the incredible heat and the heavy pulse beneath her palm, then stroked upward along the veined length until her fingers brushed over the rock-hard, swollen glans. The head was massive, perfectly flared, and smooth. She gasped when a spurt of fluid erupted from the tip like a little geyser. Deon's black penis was sculpted to perfection. It could have been the mold for some oversized black dildo. The sheer masculine power of it made her stomach flutter. "Yes, I... like it," she whispered.
"Good."
She lifted the heavy cock slightly, leaning down to examine his testicles bulging out his boxers. They were huge too, large, heavy balls that looked perfectly sized to match the monstrous penis above them. His scent was stronger here, thick and musky around his genitals, yet for some strange reason it no longer seemed as unpleasant as before.
Rachel finally released his cock almost reluctantly, the thick shaft swaying heavily as it fell back against his stomach.


"I... I should head up to bed," she said softly, her voice a little unsteady. "You can sleep in Billy's room if you don't want to walk home.
"Please stay, Mrs. B," Deon said quietly, almost pleading. "Let's just finish the movie. I need you here... with me."
Rachel hesitated, then nodded. "Alright. I'll go throw your clothes in the dryer first."
She stood up on shaky legs and walked to the laundry room still in shock over what she'd just seen... and held.
Deon reached his fingers into the hole in his boxers and ripped them open, letting his ruined underwear drop to the floor.
When she returned a couple of minutes later, Deon was sitting completely nude on the couch. His massive black dick stood proudly upright, thick and menacing against his muscular dark body, bobbing slightly, his giant balls hung over the edge of the couch.
Rachel paused for a moment, then sat down a little further apart from him than before. Deon immediately slid closer until their thighs touched again. Before she could react, he gently grabbed her wrist and guided her hand back to his throbbing erection.
"Deon, what are you..?" She tried to pull her hand back, but he held firm.
"Please, Mrs. B," he murmured. "Just hold it for a while."
Rachel knew she should refuse. But something in his voice, that mix of vulnerability and need, made her fingers close around the hot, thick shaft once more.
They both turned their attention back to the television as the movie reached its big sex scene. The French maid was passionately riding the young man, moaning with pleasure. Rachel's breathing grew heavier. Without realizing it, her hand began to slowly stroke up and down Deon's massive cock, long, smooth strokes from base to swollen head.
Deon let out a deep, guttural moan.
Rachel's cheeks flushed bright red as she suddenly became fully aware of what she was doing. Her hand was still moving, slowly pumping the biggest dick she had ever seen, while sitting on her living room couch next to her son's best friend.
Rachel's hand continued its slow, almost hypnotic movement along Deon's massive black cock. She couldn't seem to stop herself. Her attention was torn between the erotic sex scene playing on the television and the sight of her small white hand wrapped around the thick, dark shaft. The contrast was mesmerizing, her pale fingers against his deep ebony skin, the impossible girth stretching her grip wide.
The swollen head of his cock had begun to dribble clear precum, coating her fingers and making them sticky. The more it drooled, the smoother and wetter her strokes became, gliding up and down the veined length with obscene ease. Each upward stroke made the huge bulbous head flare, leaking another generous bead of precum that ran down over her knuckles.
Out of nowhere, Deon let out another heavy, heartbroken sob.
Rachel looked up at him, startled, her hand still slowly pumping his throbbing cock. He was staring at the television, his face twisted with genuine anguish. On screen, the French maid was on her knees, her head bobbing enthusiastically in the young man's lap.
"What's wrong, honey?" Rachel asked softly, concern mixing with the heat flushing through her body.
Deon's voice cracked with emotion. "I'll never know what a woman's lips feel like, Mrs. B..." He gestured weakly at the TV. "My black cock is too big. No girl will ever suck it. They're all too scared."
Rachel's hand froze mid-stroke, still wrapped tightly around the massive, leaking shaft. She stared at him, her heart aching with sympathy even as her pussy throbbed with forbidden arousal. The thick cock in her hand pulsed strongly, another heavy drop of precum oozing from the slit and running down over her fingers.
Deon looked down at her with desperate, pleading eyes. "Please, Mrs. B... just try it. I just want to know what it feels like. Even if it's only for a minute. I've never felt a woman's mouth before."
Rachel's heart twisted with sympathy and guilt... and a strange desire to help him. She knew she shouldn't. She was a married woman. A mother. This was wrong on every level. And yet... the poor boy looked so heartbroken, and that massive, throbbing black cock in her hand was still leaking precum over her fingers, demanding attention.
"I... I don't normally do this," she whispered, her voice trembling. "Most women don't even like it."
"Have you ever done it for Mr. B?" Deon asked softly.
Rachel's cheeks burned with embarrassment. "Only once a year... on his birthday."
Deon's voice was gentle but insistent. "Then please, Mrs. B. Just try. For me. So I can know what it feels like... even once."
Rachel wrestled with herself for several long seconds, shame and compassion warring inside her. Finally, with a shaky breath, she whispered, "Just for a few minutes... and you can't cum in my mouth. Promise me."
Deon nodded quickly.
She slipped off the couch and knelt between his spread legs, her knees sinking into the carpet. His enormous black cock stood right in front of her face, thick, veined, and intimidating. "This is a one time thing so don't get any ideas," she told him, grabbing the base of the giant penis. For a long moment Rachel simply stared at it, her heart pounding. Then, with a shaky breath, she leaned forward, hesitantly parted her soft pink lips, and took the swollen, bulbous head into her mouth.
It was a challenge right from the start. The fat head stretched her lips obscenely wide, filling her mouth completely. She could barely get more than two inches past the head before her jaw began to ache. Rachel bobbed slowly, sucking gently, her tongue swirling around the smooth, leaking glans as she tried to adjust to the sheer size of him.
Deon groaned deeply, his hand gently resting on the back of her blonde head. "That's it, Mrs. B... suck that big black cock. Fuck, you look so good with your lips wrapped around mah dick."
Rachel moaned around his thick shaft. She needed to teach him how to show respect for a lady, but the dirty words sent a shameful jolt of heat straight to her pussy. She was soaked. Her nipples were painfully hard, and she had to fight the overwhelming urge to slip her hand into her pajama bottoms and rub her aching clit. This is so wrong, she thought desperately, even as she took another inch into her mouth.
She pushed forward determinedly, her blue eyes watering as the massive head pressed against the back of her throat. She gagged softly but refused to pull off, breathing through her nose as she forced herself to relax. Inch after thick inch slid across her tongue until she had managed almost seven inches of his monstrous black cock in her mouth. The fat head was nudging deep in her throat now, stretching her, making her gag again and again. Saliva drooled from the corners of her stretched lips and ran down the veined shaft onto her stroking hand.
His strong, masculine scent was much stronger this close, thick, musky, and undeniably male. It should have repulsed her. Instead, it only made her wetter. She liked it. God help her, she liked sucking his cock.
Deon's dirty talk grew filthier. "Look at you, Mrs. B... my best friend's hot mom on her knees sucking my big black dick. You're such a good cocksucker. Hard to believe you've never sucked black dick before. That's it, baby... take it deeper. Use that pretty white throat."
Rachel moaned loudly around his shaft, the vulgar praise turning her on far more than she wanted to admit. He was nothing like the meek boy in the movie or the meek man she'd married, Deon had a more dominant forceful personality. Her pussy was drooling into her panties. She bobbed faster, trying to take even more of him, her hand twisting and stroking the thick base she couldn't swallow. Her large breasts swayed and jiggled with every movement of her head.
After what felt like forever, she pulled off with a wet gasp, strings of saliva connecting her lips to his glistening cock. Breathing hard, she looked up at him with watery eyes.
"Deon... are you getting close?"
He looked down at her with a mixture of lust and surprise. "It's only been about ten minutes, Mrs. B."
Rachel's eyes widened in genuine shock. Ten minutes? Bill had never lasted more than five on a good day, in her mouth or in her pussy.
"It'll help if you take your top off," Deon said huskily. "I cum a lot... I don't want to ruin your shirt."
Rachel hesitated, but when she glanced down and saw his massive balls hanging heavily over the edge of the couch, she believed him. With trembling hands she sat up, pulled her sleeveless pink tank top off over her head, and let her breasts spill free.
Deon groaned at the sight. "God, I love your big white titties, Mrs. B." He leaned forward, cupping one heavy breast in his large dark hand and pinching her swollen nipple. Rachel moaned loudly wrapping her lips back around his cock, the sharp pleasure shooting straight to her soaked pussy. "Your pink nipples are so hard," he told her, tugging on it. Her head bobbed faster, her hand stroking the thick shaft she couldn't fit in her mouth, lost in a haze of guilt, maternal instinct, and raw, forbidden arousal.
Rachel pulled back for a moment, breathing hard, strings of saliva connecting her lips to the glistening head of Deon's cock. Then something shifted inside her. A strange, overwhelming determination took hold. Getting his black cock off suddenly felt like the most important thing in the world.
She leaned forward again with renewed hunger, sucking hard on the fat, bulbous head while both of her small white hands pumped the thick shaft. She worked him with long, twisting strokes, her tongue swirling frantically around the swollen glans. The massive cock seemed to swell even larger in her mouth, growing thicker and harder as she worshipped it.
Deon groaned loudly. "Fuckin' A, Mrs. B... that's it. You doin' me right."
Rachel moaned around his cock, the filthy praise making her pussy throb. She was soaked, her pajama bottoms ruined. She sucked harder, hollowing her cheeks, determined to please him.
Suddenly Deon's hand grabbed the back of her head. He bucked his hips upward, forcing several more inches down her throat. Rachel's eyes widened as his cock jerked violently.
"Cumming, Mrs. B!" he growled, his warning a little too late.
The first powerful jet of semen blasted straight down her throat. Then another. And another. His massive balls contracted as he unloaded. Rachel's mouth quickly filled to overflowing. Her cheeks bulged as thick, hot ropes of cum poured into her. Some dribbled from the corners of her stretched lips and ran down her chin, but she swallowed desperately, gulping down mouthful after mouthful of his seed.
To her shock, his cum didn't taste disgusting at all. It was thick, slightly salty, and strangely addictive. She stopped trying to pull away. She kept sucking, her hands frantically jerking the base of his shaft as she milked him for every drop.
Deon finally released her head with a deep groan. Even then, Rachel didn't stop. She kept sucking and stroking until she thought it was spent. When his cock slipped from her lips with a wet pop, one last powerful strand of semen launched from the tip, landing from the bridge of her nose all the way down to her chin.
Rachel sat back on her heels, breathing heavily, staring at the huge black cock in front of her. It was still mostly hard, slick and wet from her saliva, twitching with every heartbeat.
Deon slumped back on the couch, a satisfied grin on his face. "Your head game is fuckin' A, Mrs. B. Thank you for finishing me off."
Rachel licked her lips, tasting more of his cum. Her voice was soft and slightly hoarse. "Once I got going... I couldn't stop." She didn't know what had come over her.
Deon smiled. "Thanks for pretending you liked it. I feel a lot better now."
Rachel blushed deeply, but she met his eyes. "I wasn't pretending," she admitted quietly. "I did like it. Your dick is... so big. I felt... privileged sucking it." Privileged? A white suburban wife sucking a poor black kid from the wrong side of the tracks?
Deon's grin widened. "Really? Then would you do it again?"
Rachel pushed herself up off his knees, her massive bare breasts swaying. "Maybe "I'll give you a special wake-up call in the morning... but then this ends. Understand? This is a one-time thing. Don't get any ideas."
"Whatever you say, Mrs. B," Deon replied with a knowing grin.
Rachel stared down at his lap one last time. His cock was still close to a foot long, hanging heavily against his thigh. "I'm going to bed," she murmured.
He wasn't sure if she was speaking to him or to his black cock. Deon leaned back. "I'm gonna chill and finish the movie."
Rachel leaned in and gave him a tender, motherly kiss on the forehead -- something she had done a hundred times before. This time, however, her big, heavy tits dangled inches from his face, nipples still stiff with arousal. He couldn't stop himself from grabbing them, squeezing and pinching her erect nipples between his thumb and forefinger.
Rachel gasped sharply, grabbing his wrists and pulling them off her breasts as she straightened up. "Deon, please!"
"Sorry, Mrs. B, but you do have great tits," he said, noticing she was gasping like a bitch in heat.
"I'll see you in the morning." She grabbed her top off the floor and headed for the stairs, her mind spinning with guilt, shame, and a deep, throbbing need she couldn't ignore, a need she needed to take care of immediately.
Deon watched her go, his eyes locked on her perfect ass until she disappeared at the top of the stairs. The moment she was out of sight, he sprang off the couch, stopped the VCR, and slipped out the front door completely naked, his massive cock still half-hard and swinging heavily between his legs.
He moved silently across the lawn and climbed the old oak tree with practiced ease. When he reached his usual spot, he had a perfect view into Rachel's bedroom.
She was already nude. The pink thong and pajama bottoms lay discarded on the floor. Rachel was rummaging through her dresser drawer with obvious urgency. The second she found her ten-inch dildo, she practically dove onto the bed.
Deon's eyes widened. He had never seen her like this -- so desperate and hungry. She lay on her back, legs spread wide, and pushed the thick toy against her soaked pussy lips. She worked it in slowly at first, gasping as it stretched her, then began thrusting it deeper with increasing need. One hand pinched and tugged hard at her swollen nipple while the other pumped the dildo in and out.
"Oh God, Deon..." she moaned loudly enough for him to hear clearly through the slightly open window. "It's so big..."
Deon's cock surged back to full hardness instantly.
"Fuck me, Deon," Rachel gasped, her hips lifting off the bed to meet the thrusting dildo. "Fuck me with that big black cock... I love it... I love your big black cock... Oh fuck, I'm cumming!"
Her body arched violently as a powerful orgasm ripped through her. Her toes curled, her thighs trembled, and she cried out his name again as her pussy clenched around the toy.
Deon gripped his own throbbing cock tightly, fighting the urge to stroke it as he watched the woman he had lusted after for years cum while fantasizing about him.
Rachel finally collapsed back onto the bed, breathing hard. She sat up slowly, staring at the slick, glistening dildo in her hand. For a long moment she simply looked at it before slipping it under her pillow. Keeping it close, he thought. She then bowed her head, deep in thought. Her expression was a mixture of guilt, confusion, and lingering arousal.
Deon's brow furrowed, wondering what was going through her mind, but he knew this was his chance. He quietly climbed down from the tree, slipped back into the house, and crept upstairs. He paused outside her bedroom door for several seconds, listening, before entering Billy's room and loudly closing the door behind him to let her know he''d gone to bed.
His heart was still pounding. The night was far from over.
Deon lay on Billy's bed in the dark, slowly stroking his massive black cock with long, lazy strokes to keep it rock hard. The house was quiet except for the faint creak of her door across the hall. His heart raced with anticipation.
He heard soft footsteps in the hallway. Quickly, he let go of his cock, closed his eyes, and pretended to be asleep.
The door to Billy's room creaked open. The light flicked on.
"Good lord..." Rachel gasped.
Deon had to fight not to smile. He flexed his pelvic muscles, making his enormous cock twitch and jump heavily against his stomach.
"I can't even..." Rachel whispered, her voice thick with shock. "That thing is too big."
She took a hesitant step closer. "Deon!" she said louder.
He pretended to stir, blinking sleepily as he "woke up." "Mrs. B...?" His eyes widened the moment they focused on her.
Rachel stood in the doorway wearing a sheer black baby doll nighty that left almost nothing to the imagination. The delicate lace material was practically transparent. He could clearly see her neatly trimmed blonde pubic hair and the full, heavy shape of her white tits, her stiff nipples pressing obscenely against the sheer fabric.
"Damn, Mrs. B..." Deon breathed, his voice husky. "You're smokin' hot."
Rachel's cheeks flushed deep red. She stood there for a long moment, clearly wrestling with herself, before stepping fully into the room and closing the door behind her.
"I think... you might need another lesson," she said softly, her voice trembling. "You should know what it feels like to be inside a woman."
Deon's cock throbbed visibly. He reached down and held the massive black shaft upright. "Show me, Mrs. B."
Rachel hesitated, biting her lower lip. Then, with a shaky breath, she reached down, pulled the nighty up over her head, and dropped it to the floor. She stood completely naked before him, her magnificent breasts heavy and full, nipples stiff with arousal.
"This is so wrong..." she muttered, almost to herself, as she climbed onto her son's bed and straddled the muscular black teenager who had practically grown up in her house.
Rachel straddled Deon's muscular body on her son's bed, her heart hammering wildly. This is so wrong, she thought desperately. He's Billy's best friend... I practically raised him... I'm a married woman... so wrong!
But her body betrayed her. Her pussy was dripping wet, aching with a need she hadn't felt in years. She slid up to the base of his huge cock and held it against her body. The thing covered her belly and the head disappeared into her lower breasts. It was so big yet it was so beautiful, thick, veined, and throbbing. She felt a rush of pure lust.
"Do it, Mrs. B," he whispered. "Let me feel what it's like to be inside a real woman."
Rachel bit her lip, trembling. She released it, his cock falling forward like a large felled tree. Slowly, she slid forward, straddling the big shaft. She slid forward and back, her pussy lips coating his cock with her arousal. She moaned, sliding along it, leaning forward and bracing herself on his hard chest. She slid further up. The fat, bulbous head pressed against her slick folds and began to stretch her open as she pushed down on it. She gasped sharply as the sheer girth forced her pussy lips wide apart. She pushed back into the swollen glans.
"Oh God... it's too big..." she whimpered, but she didn't stop. Inch after thick inch pushed inside her, stretching her more than she had ever been stretched before. Her eyes rolled back and she moaned loudly as she pushed back, taking more than half of his monstrous cock on the first try.
Deon groaned in pleasure. "Fuck yes, Mrs. B... that tight white pussy is swallowing my black cock so good."
She slid up his body and pushed back, taking more. She did this again and again, her pussy stretching and adapting to his huge cock. Finally, when she felt she'd taken enough of it, she pushed herself up and sank down on the rest of his shaft with a loud groan of pleasure.


She paused, panting. Rachel's hands roamed over his dark, muscular chest as she began to ride him. The contrast of her pale white fingers against his deep black skin was incredibly erotic. It turned her on more than she wanted to admit.
She started moving faster, her heavy breasts bouncing with every thrust. Deon reached up and grabbed them, squeezing and pinching her stiff nipples. "Oh god, You're so big!"
"Word, Mrs. B, dis dick is a beast. Ride that black cock."
"Fuck yes," she groaned throwing her head back and forward again, her long blond hair hitting his chest.
"Talk to me, Mrs. B," he growled. "Tell me how much you love this black cock."
Rachel moaned, her resistance crumbling. "It's... it's so big," she gasped. "I've never felt anything like this... Oh God, Deon... your black cock feels so good inside me."
Deon grinned and thrust up harder helping her bounce on his shaft. "That's it. Say it louder. Tell me how much better my black dick is than your husband's little white one."
Rachel's head fell back as a powerful orgasm built inside her. She needed to cum on this dick... needed it bad. "It's so much bigger... so much thicker... fuck, Deon... so much better!" She stared down at the black teen in awe as she came hard, her pussy clenching and fluttering around his massive shaft. Her juices coated him as she rode out the waves of pleasure. Finally, she sank down on his shaft, pausing to catch her breath. She was still staring at him in awe. "I've never cum with a man before."
"You've never been with a man before," he replied.
She started again, staring him in his eyes. "You feel so good inside me, Deon." She started bouncing harder.
Deon's hands gripped her wide hips, guiding her movements. "Good girl. Take that black cock. This is what you needed, isn't it? A real man stretching that married white pussy."
He didn't talk like a virgin, but Rachel was lost. All guilt had burned away in the fire of her lust. She leaned forward, running her hands greedily over his powerful chest again, mesmerized by the beautiful contrast of their skin.
"Yes... yes, I needed this," she moaned. "I needed your big black cock... fuck me, Deon... fuck me harder!"
She came again, even stronger this time, her body shaking violently as she ground down on him. Then a third orgasm hit her shortly after, leaving her whimpering and trembling. "It's too good," she screamed.
Finally, Deon's breathing grew ragged. He grabbed her ass with both hands and started thrusting up into her with powerful strokes.
"I'm gonna bust a nut, Mrs. B... I'm gonna fill that white pussy up."
Rachel's eyes widened, but she was too far gone to stop. "Do it... cum inside me... fill me up, baby!"
"Cumming Mommy," said Deon with a deep groan as he buried himself to the hilt and erupted. Thick, powerful jets of hot cum blasted deep into her womb. The sheer volume and intensity triggered Rachel's most powerful orgasm yet. Her eyes rolled back, her mouth fell open in a silent scream, and her body convulsed on top of him. She collapsed forward onto his muscular chest, her large breasts squishing against him, mimicking the dramatic fake "death" scene from the movie they had just watched.
She lay there panting, completely spent, his massive cock still buried deep inside her as the last spurts of his cum flooded her pussy.
Deon stroked her blonde hair gently, a satisfied smirk on his face as a long time obsession had finally been fulfilled.
"Mmm, you fucked me so good," she moaned slowly coming to her senses. She nuzzled his sweaty neck, inhaling his scent through her nose. She pushed herself up slightly, looking down at him, a satisfied smile on her face. Rachel leaned in and for the first time gave him a kiss that wasn't maternal, her white lips pressed against his broad black lips. He parted them, his tongue slipping into her mouth, the kiss turning more passionate. She broke the kiss, pressing her forehead into his. "I'm glad I was your first," she sighed.
"First white woman," he mumbled.
"What?" She sat up in his lap, his cock still filling her as his semen started leaking out onto his balls and pubic hair.
"All the black girls be trippin' trying to get this dick, but damn... this tight white pussy is on a whole 'nother level. This ain't gonna be my last white pussy."
Rachel sat back in his lap, her body still trembling from the intensity of her final orgasm. She looked down at him with a mixture of affection and lingering guilt.
"I thought... I thought I was your first," she whispered, her voice cracking slightly. "I thought I was teaching you... taking your virginity."
Deon let out a low chuckle and stroked her back. "Chill out, Mrs. B. You ain't my first. But damn... you definitely da best."
Rachel blinked, momentarily stunned. A strange wave of disappointment washed over her. She had been so proud of herself for "teaching" him.
She hesitated, then asked softly, "I wonder if I'm the first white woman in town to sleep with a black man?"
Deon laughed snorting, his.hands caressing her soft full breasts.
"What?" Rachel stared at him, confused.
"Lots of married white women come to Southside looking for some bigger and darker D than what their husbands are giving them. We call it 'crossin the tracks.' My dad had three different white women he was laying pipe to on the regular. Mrs. Vessels was one of them. His black cock was damn near a legend on the Southside."
Rachel felt like her entire world had just been turned upside down. Mrs. Vessels was the music teacher at her school, dowdy now, but quite the looker twenty years ago. She had convinced herself this was some rare, forbidden moment -- that she was the only one. Instead, she was just another married white woman who had crossed the tracks.
Strangely, the realization brought her a wave of relief. She wasn't the only one. She wasn't some deviant. She was simply... a woman with needs, needs that had just been satisfied.
She leaned down and kissed Deon deeply, almost tenderly, before pulling back. "I need to get cleaned up," she murmured.
Rachel slowly lifted herself off him. His spent but still heavy cock slipped out of her with a wet sound, falling back against his thigh, glistening with their combined juices. She climbed off the bed and headed to her bedroom.
A few minutes later, as hot water cascaded over her body in the shower, the bathroom door opened and he watched her, tantalizing glimpses of white nudity teasing him through the glass door. Deon approached the shower and pulled the door open. Rachel jumped slightly, but he stepped under the spray and pulled her into his arms, kissing her passionately.
They washed each other slowly. Rachel ran soapy hands over his powerful chest and arms, admiring every ridge of muscle, washing that stench off him. He sighed. "Shower feels good, Gram don't let me shower but once a week. Can't afford the water bill."
"Oh baby, you can always shower here," said Rachel, kissing him again, her hand drifted lower, lathering his thick cock, stroking it until it hardened again in her grasp.
She dropped to her knees and sucked him under the running water for a long while, savoring the taste of his cock, but strangely missing the smell of sweat, now that it was clean. Deon groaned in pleasure. "Damn, Mrs. B, your head game is def."
Eventually he pulled her up, and they dried each other off. Rachel grabbed his hard cock and started pulling him back toward Billy's room, but Deon stopped her. With a firm tug, he pulled her into the master bedroom instead.
"I want you on your marital bed," he said, his voice low and hungry. "Where you sleep next to that little-dicked husband of yours every night."
Rachel's stomach fluttered with guilt, but the heat between her legs only grew stronger. Deon pushed her back onto the king-sized bed. She fell onto the sheets she shared with Bill, her legs spreading almost instinctively as Deon climbed on top of her.
She reached down between them, her fingers wrapping around his thick black cock, and guided the massive head to her soaked entrance. With a deep moan, she helped him push inside her again. The stretch was still overwhelming, but now her body welcomed it.
Deon groaned as he sank into her. "Goddamn, this married white pussy feels so good."
He bent down and captured one of her stiff nipples in his mouth, sucking hard while his hips began to move. Rachel cried out in pleasure, her back arching off the bed. He straightened, kissing her deeply, his tongue invading her mouth as his powerful ass rose and fell, driving his thick cock into her with long, heavy strokes.
"Fuck, Deon... you fuck me so good," she gasped, the words spilling out before she could stop them. "So deep... so fucking big..."
He pounded her harder, the wet slapping sounds of their bodies filling the bedroom. Rachel came again, her nails digging into his muscular back as her pussy clenched tightly around him. He didn't slow down. He fucked her through it, then through another, until she was whimpering and shaking beneath him.
Deon suddenly pulled out, his cock glistening with her juices.
"Get on all fours, Mrs. B," he ordered.
Rachel obeyed, turning over and presenting her ass to him. Deon gave her right cheek a firm, appreciative smack, impressed by its hard round firmness.
He positioned himself behind her and pushed back inside in one smooth thrust. Rachel moaned loudly as he grabbed her hips and started fucking her again, slower this time but deep and powerful.
Deon sucked his thumb, then squeezed one of her ass cheeks and pressed the wet digit against her tight rosebud. Rachel tensed.
"Wait... Deon, my ass is off limits," she protested weakly.
But the moment his thick thumb pushed past her tight ring and slid inside her, Rachel's eyes rolled back and she came hard with a loud cry. Her pussy and ass clenched rhythmically around him as waves of intense pleasure crashed through her body.
Deon chuckled darkly, working his thumb in and out in time with his deep thrusts.
"That's it, Mrs. B. Take it. Your tight white holes were made for black cock."
Rachel could only moan helplessly, pushing back against him, completely lost to the overwhelming pleasure of being fucked on her marital bed by her son's best friend.
Deon continued pounding into her from behind, his thick black cock stretching her married pussy with every powerful thrust. Rachel was moaning helplessly, pushing back against him like a woman possessed.
"Reach under the pillow, Mrs. B," he growled. "Gimme your dildo."
Rachel's mind was so fogged with pleasure that she obeyed without thinking. Her hand slid under the pillow and closed around the familiar ten-inch toy. She froze mid-thrust, eyes widening in confusion.
"How... how did you know I had a dildo?" she gasped, her voice breaking as he continued fucking her.
Deon chuckled darkly, never slowing his rhythm. "All you white women got one. Your husbands can't do the job right, so you gotta keep a fat fake cock hidden away for when you need it."
Rachel whimpered, but another question tumbled out of her. "But... but how did you know it was under my pillow?"
Deon gave her ass a firm spank. "The way you ran upstairs right after sucking my dick... I figured you were so fucking horny you couldn't wait another minute. Had to get off right away, didn't you?"
He spanked her again, harder. "Tell me it's true, Mrs. B."
Rachel moaned shamefully, her face burning. "Yes... I was so horny I had to cum..."
Deon grinned and spanked her once more. "And I bet you were pretending it was me fucking you, weren't you, Mrs. B? Didn't you?"
She cried out as another wave of pleasure hit her. "Yes, Deon! I fantasized it was you... I was fucking you!"
Deon laughed triumphantly. "That's what I thought. Now tell me, Mrs. B... what's better? That fake plastic or the real thing?"
Rachel's voice cracked with overwhelming pleasure. "You, Deon! Your black cock is so much better... so much bigger... I can't go back!"
"Good white slut," he growled, spanking her ass again. "Now hold still."
He reached forward and took the dildo from her trembling hand. Rachel tensed as she felt the thick head of the toy press against her tight rosebud.
"Wait-- Deon, that's my ass..." she protested weakly.
But it was too late. Deon pushed the ten-inch dildo forward. Her tight sphincter resisted for a moment, then yielded as the thick head forced its way inside her virgin ass.
"Oh God!" Rachel cried out, her eyes rolling back as the intense sensation of being filled in both holes at once sent her spiraling into another powerful orgasm. Her pussy clamped down hard around his thrusting cock while her ass clenched rhythmically around the invading dildo.
Deon groaned in satisfaction, slowly working the toy deeper into her ass while continuing to fuck her soaked pussy.
"That's it, Mrs. B," Deon growled, his voice thick with lust. "Take that big black cock in your married pussy while your ass gets stretched. You love being full, don't you?"
He gripped her hips tightly and began fucking her with long, powerful strokes, driving his massive cock into her soaked cunt while the dildo remained buried in her ass. Rachel's moans grew louder and more desperate. She came again... and again... each orgasm stronger than the last as the overwhelming sensation of being double-penetrated pushed her over the edge repeatedly.
Deon's pace grew faster, his heavy balls slapping against her clit with every thrust.
"I'm about to bust my nut again, Mrs. B," he groaned. "Here it comes, Mommy."
Rachel could only moan incoherently, lost in pleasure. When Deon slammed deep and began unloading inside her, the sheer force and heat of his second massive load triggered her most powerful orgasm yet. Her entire body shook violently as she screamed into the mattress, her pussy and ass spasming wildly around both his cock and the dildo.
Deon groaned loudly as he emptied himself, then suddenly pulled out. Thick ropes of hot semen splattered across her back and ass cheeks as he stroked himself through the final spurts.
He gave her ass one last firm, possessive spank, watching it jiggle, then stood up. "Gotta take a piss," he muttered casually, walking out of the bedroom toward the bathroom.
Rachel remained exactly where he left her, face down on her marital bed, ass raised high in the air, most of the dildo still buried deep in her stretched rectum. Her pussy was visibly throbbing and leaking a steady stream of Deon's thick white cum down her thighs. She stayed there panting, trembling, and completely overwhelmed, her mind spinning with shame, guilt, and undeniable satisfaction.
After a long minute, she reached back with a shaky hand, fingers fumbling to grip the base of the toy. She pulled slowly, drawing several inches out, then slid her hand lower and pulled again. Finally, with a long, gasping sigh, she managed to dislodge the entire ten-inch dildo from her gaping ass. Her stretched rosebud fluttered for a moment before slowly beginning to close.
She struggled to her feet on trembling legs, her body feeling thoroughly used and satisfied. As she turned, she bumped straight into Deon's massive frame as he stepped out of the bathroom.
He caught her instantly, one powerful arm wrapping around her waist. He pulled her naked body against his and kissed her deeply, hungrily, his tongue claiming her mouth while his big hand squeezed and kneaded her firm ass cheek. Rachel melted into his hard muscular chest, kissing him back with as much passion. He broke the kiss with a low growl and gave her ass one last possessive pat as she passed him.
Rachel stumbled into the shower on unsteady legs. She washed herself thoroughly, then carefully cleaned the slick dildo before setting it aside.
When she finally returned to the bedroom, the lights were off. Deon was already asleep on her husband's side of the bed, his huge dark body sprawled across the sheets like he owned them. She slid the dildo in its hiding place in the dresser before turning back to look at the giant black youth snoring in her marital bed.
Rachel hesitated only for a second before slipping in beside him. She snuggled close, draping one smooth, pale leg over his thick thigh and resting her hand gently on his broad, muscular chest. The heat of his body and his strong masculine scent surrounded her as she drifted off into a deep, exhausted, and strangely content sleep.
Rachel woke to the soft morning light filtering through the leaves of the giant oak tree outside her window. She lifted her head from Deon's broad shoulder, blinking sleepily. Her eyes traveled down his muscular chest and abs until they locked onto his cock.
It was rock-hard again, standing proudly off his stomach, thick, dark, and beautiful. The massive black shaft twitched and throbbed with every heartbeat, the fat head already glistening with a bead of precum. It looked even more intimidating in the daylight.
She bit her lip, feeling fresh heat bloom between her legs. Without thinking, she slid her hand down his body and wrapped her fingers around the thick base. It was so warm, so heavy. She lifted the monstrous cock upright, still in complete awe of it.
God... it's perfect, she thought.
Rachel leaned over him, her blonde hair falling across his stomach, and took the swollen head into her mouth. She moaned lustfully around him as she began sucking, her tongue swirling greedily over the fat glans. She quickly got into it, bobbing her head deeper, trying to take as much of his incredible length as she could.
Deon groaned awake, his hand curling into a claw on the sheets before rising to rest on the back of her head.
"Suck that black cock, Mrs. B," he growled, lifting his head so he could watch her pretty white face stretched around his dark shaft. "That's it... good girl."
Rachel moaned louder, the dirty words turning her on even more. She loved sucking him. She loved the way he filled her mouth, the way her jaw ached, the way his strong masculine scent filled her nose. She sucked harder, taking him as deep as she could, her hand stroking the thick base in rhythm with her bobbing head.
Deon's breathing grew ragged. "Fuck... you're gonna make me cum, Mrs. B."
She didn't pull away. Instead, she sucked faster, hollowing her cheeks, desperate for his load. Her hand pumped the part she couldn't swallow while her tongue worked the sensitive underside of his head.
"I'm about to bust... oh fuck... cumming mommy!"
Deon's cock swelled even thicker in her mouth. The first powerful jet of hot cum blasted against the back of her throat. Rachel moaned and swallowed greedily, gulping down thick mouthful after mouthful of his seed. Even so, there was too much. She pulled back for air just as another heavy rope of cum erupted, splattering across her cheek and lips. A second strand landed on her chin and dripped down onto her breasts.
She kissed the swollen head tenderly, licking the last drops from his slit.
"Mmm..." she hummed softly, savoring his taste.
Rachel sat up, cum still glistening on her face and tits. "I'm going to take a shower."
Deon watched her with heavy-lidded eyes. "Can you drop me off in town? I need to find a summer job."
"Sure," she said with a small smile. "I can do that."
Deon got up from the bed, completely naked, his heavy cock still half-hard and swinging as he headed downstairs to get some cereal. Rachel watched him go for a moment, the meaty massive cock slapping from thigh to thigh as he walked. She then slipped into the shower, her mind still spinning from everything that had happened.
Deon was standing nude in the kitchen, pouring himself a bowl of cereal, when the phone rang.
He picked it up on the second ring.
"Hello?"


"Deon?" Bill Bennett's voice came through the line. "Is my wife there?"
"Yeah, Mr. B. She's upstairs getting a shower."
Bill sighed heavily. "Okay... listen, tell her my mom isn't getting any better. Billy and I are going to be staying here for a few more days. Maybe even longer."
"Sorry to hear that, Mr. B," Deon replied, keeping his voice respectful while his free hand found it's way down to his shaft, squeezing it as he thought of spending the next few days fucking Mrs. B.
"Thanks. And I'm afraid you and Billy won't get to spend much time together this summer. Billy is going to be staying with his grandmother and I'm going to be running back and forth a lot."
"I understand."
There was a short pause before Bill continued. "Would it be too much to ask for you to take care of things around the house for me while we're gone? Mow the lawn, keep an eye on the place, that sort of thing?"
A slow, wicked smile spread across Deon's face. His big hand slowly stroking his thickening cock as he spoke.
"You can count on me, Mr. B," he said smoothly.
"I know it's a lot to ask, young man, but I'll gladly pay you for your time."
Deon's grin widened. The thought of getting paid by little-dick Bill to fuck his wife all summer long made his cock throb hard in his fist.
"After all you and Mrs. B have done for me over the years, it's the least I can do," Deon answered, his voice perfectly sincere. "Don't worry about paying me."
Bill sounded relieved. "Thanks, Deon. The mower's in the garage. Tell my wife I'll call her tonight around dinner time."
"Sure thing, Mr. B."
"Bye now."
Deon hung up the phone, still slowly stroking his massive black cock. His smile was pure predator.
He headed upstairs, his heavy black cock bobbing and swinging heavily with every step.
He pushed open the door to the master bedroom and stopped in his tracks.
Rachel was standing in front of the full-length mirror, wearing a tiny red string bikini she was tying onto her hips. The delicate strings looked almost obscene against her pale skin. Her breasts hung full and heavy, nipples stiff with excitement as she adjusted the tiny triangles of fabric that barely covered her areolas.
Deon whistled low and appreciative. "Goddamn, Mrs. B... you're looking mighty fine."
Rachel jumped slightly, but continued examining herself in the mirror. "Bill bought this for me, but I thought it was too revealing. What do you think?"
Dean's cock throbbed watching her spin around. The top looked like it was a size too small as the cups struggled to contain her bosom and the rear of her panties barely covered her ass cheeks. "Looks perfect to me," he said.
She turned toward him with a shy but appreciative smile. "First day of summer vacation for me. I thought we'd go to the pool." Her eyes moved down his body. "Oh my," she said, staring down at his huge cock pointing towards her. She'd forgotten how fast young men recovered.
Deon's thick cock bobbed as he stepped into the room, closing the distance between them. "The pool sounds real good," he said, his voice deep and hungry, "but first we gotta take care of this."
He grabbed her by the waist, pulling her body flush against his. His big hands squeezed her firm ass cheeks possessively before he quickly untied both sides of the tiny bikini bottom. The red fabric fluttered to the floor. He reached up and yanked the bikini top off as well, letting her heavy white tits spill free, nipples already swollen with arousal.
Rachel gasped as Deon pushed her back onto the marital bed. He was much more forceful and masculine than her husband and she liked it. He climbed on top of her, his powerful dark body covering her pale softness. She reached down between them, her small hand wrapping around his massive throbbing cock, and guided the fat, bulbous head to her soaked entrance.
"Deon... we can't keep doing this," she whimpered even as she rubbed his cockhead up and down her dripping slit. "I'm a married woman... my husband will be home soon... Oh fuck... one more time."
Deon thrust forward, burying half his enormous black cock inside her in one smooth stroke. Rachel cried out, her back arching off the bed as her pussy stretched wide around him. He groaned in pleasure and began fucking her with deep, powerful strokes, driving more and more of his thick shaft into her married cunt.
Her legs wrapped tightly around his waist, pulling him deeper as she moaned shamelessly. "You fuck me so good, Deon... so deep... so much bigger than my husband..."
He kissed her hard, then broke away to growl in her ear, "Your husband just called. He's not coming home for days. Billy's staying with his grandmother too. We can fuck all summer long, Mrs. B... if that's what you want. Tell me. Tell me you want this big black cock owning your white pussy all summer."
Rachel trembled violently, another powerful orgasm building fast. "Yes, Deon! I want it! I want your big black cock fucking me all summer!"
Deon fucked her harder, slamming into her with long, brutal strokes until he buried himself to the hilt and erupted. "I love you, Mommy," he growled, filling her white pussy with another thick load of his black seed. Thick ropes of hot cum flooded her womb, triggering Rachel's strongest orgasm yet. She cried out, her pussy spasming wildly around his pulsing cock as she clung to him.
Rachel cried out in ecstasy, her body convulsing around him. "I love you too, baby," she whispered, kissing him passionately as the last tremors of her orgasm rippled through her.
This was going to be a great summer
EPILOGUE
"One wallet with twenty-seven dollars in it... one belt... one pack of Marlboro cigarettes."
Dante Jones stood at the release counter, his massive frame filling the small space. The guard slid the clear plastic bag across to him. Dante accepted the items without expression, immediately dropping the stale pack of cigarettes into the trash can beside the counter.
"Clear!" the guard yelled.
The alarm buzzed and the heavy metal gate slid open with a loud clang.
"Good luck out there, Dante," the guard said.
"Thanks," Dante rumbled, his deep voice like gravel. He stepped through the gate a free man for the first time in eight long years.
The bright sunlight hit him hard as he walked into the parking area. He had no ride waiting. His mother had passed away two months earlier, and he barely had any relationship with his son anymore. Hitchhiking didn't seem like a great idea either, not when you were a 6'5", 280-pound giant black man who looked like he'd just walked out of prison. Which, of course, he had.
Still... he was free.
Dante had only taken a few steps when he noticed her.
Leaning against the hood of a silver sedan was a stunning blonde woman. She wore a tight, fire-engine red spandex mini dress that looked painted on her voluptuous body. The dress had strong shoulder pads and a dangerously low V-neck that put her massive, heavy breasts on full display. The hem barely reached mid-thigh, showing off smooth, toned legs. Her straight blonde hair fell past her shoulders, and even from a distance he could tell she was a full package, big tits, wide hips, thick ass, and a beautiful face.
Dante's heavy cock twitched and began to thicken in his prison-issue pants. Goddamn, he thought. What lucky sonofabitch is she waiting for?
He couldn't help staring at the deep valley of her cleavage as he walked closer.
"Ma'am," he said respectfully as he passed.
The woman straightened up. "Dante Jones?"
He stopped dead in his tracks, turning slowly. "Who's asking?"
She gave him a small, nervous smile. "I'm Rachel Bennett. Your son sent me to give you a ride home."
Dante's eyebrows rose. "And where is my son?"
"He's in college now," Rachel replied. "I'll tell you about him on the drive. Hop in."
**********
The second Dante Jones stepped through the prison gate, Rachel felt her pussy give a hot little squirt into her panties.
Holy shit...
The man was an absolute monster. At least 6'5" and built like a brick wall, with dark, intimidating features and a powerful, barrel-chested body that reminded her of a heavier, older version of Mike Tyson or Reggie White. He looked like pure trouble... and pure sex.
Her nipples stiffened instantly against the tight red spandex of her dress as his dark eyes locked onto her chest, blatantly staring at her deep cleavage. She felt exposed, vulnerable, and incredibly turned on all at once.
When he finally approached and she said his name, the deep, rumbling sound of his voice sent another shiver straight to her core.
As she watched the huge black man fold his massive frame into the passenger seat of her car, Rachel's mind raced with dirty, forbidden thoughts.
What the hell have I gotten myself into?
Rachel drove with both hands on the wheel, trying to focus on the road while Dante's massive presence filled the passenger seat. She told him about Deon, how she had been like a surrogate mother to him since he was thirteen, feeding him, helping with homework, washing his clothes, and cheering him on at every game.
"He's doing really well," she said, her voice a little breathy. "He got a full athletic scholarship. Football and track. He's in college now, making something of himself."
All the while, Dante's dark eyes roamed shamelessly over her body. His gaze lingered on her toned legs exposed by the short red spandex dress, then drifted up to the deep valley of cleavage bouncing slightly with every bump in the road. Rachel could feel the heat of his stare, and it was making her wetter by the mile.
He smelled like his son, that thick, masculine musk of sweat and raw power. She had missed that scent. It made her nipples harden against the tight fabric and her pussy clench with fresh need.
"I'd be happy to help mediate if you want to reconcile with Deon," she offered softly. "He does want a relationship with you."
Dante smiled slowly. "I appreciate that, Mrs. Bennett." Without warning, his huge meaty black hand reached over and rested on her pale knee. The contrast was shocking. Rachel's breath hitched, but she didn't remove it.
Encouraged, Dante slowly slid his hand higher up her smooth thigh, pushing the tight red spandex skirt upward. Rachel's heart raced. She took one hand off the wheel and Dante expected her to push his hand away, instead, her fingers drifted over to his thick thigh, sliding upward until they brushed against the massive, hardening bulge running down his pant leg.
"Oh my..." she muttered, her fingers tracing the incredible thickness of his cock through the fabric. It swelled instantly under her touch, growing longer and harder.
Dante growled low in his throat. "Pull over. I gotta fuck you somethin' bad, woman."
Rachel's pussy gave another hot squirt into her panties. She bit her lip. "Twenty more minutes," she said, voice trembling with arousal. "Deon wanted to give you something to be thankful for this Thanksgiving."
Dante grinned. "You his first white woman?"
Rachel nodded, blushing. "Yes."
"Tell me about it."
She took a shaky breath and began. "Well... he came over with this movie called Private Lessons..."
She told him everything, the movie, the laundry, the couch, how she ended up on her knees, and how she eventually gave in completely.
Dante listened with hungry interest, his hand still stroking her thigh. "Damn proud of the boy," he said.
Finally, she asked nervously, "Can I ask... what you were in for?"
Dante nodded. "Sexual assault and battery."
Rachel looked alarmed. He continued calmly, "It ain't what you think. A jealous husband caught me fucking his wife and I had to beat the shit out of him. Then she claimed I assaulted her too. She had a reputation, nobody really believed her, but I still got ten years. Out in eight for good behavior."
Rachel relaxed slightly, though her pulse was still racing.
Dante looked at the wedding ring on her finger holding the steering wheel. "Honestly, Mrs. Bennett, it's a coin flip when you fuck other men's wives. Half the white husbands end up pulling out their little dicks and jerking off while watching me fuck their wives better then they ever dreamed of. The other half lose it."
Rachel's breath caught. "I see," she mumbled. The casual way he spoke sent a dark thrill through her body.
"What about your husband?" Dante asked, his deep voice rumbling. "Which one do you think he is?"
Rachel was quiet for a long moment, thinking about all the times Bill had encouraged her to dress provocatively. He'd bought her the skimpy red bikini to wear to a pool party with his coworkers. She'd thought it showed too much and refused. There were other outfits, low-cut dresses, short skirts, her current attire."I want my friends to see how hot my wife is," he'd told her on more than one occasion.
"I think... he might be the former," she finally answered softly, her cheeks burning.
Dante grinned, his large hand still resting high on her thigh.
"There it is." Rachel nodded her head as they approached a roadside motel. "Open the glove compartment," she told him.
Dante reached in and pulled out a motel room key.
"I take it you aren't in a hurry," she said, her voice thick with arousal.
Dante smiled wide, showing strong white teeth. "I got nowhere to be, Mrs. Bennett."
They hurried into the motel room, Dante's massive hand never leaving her ass. The second the door closed, he grabbed two big handfuls of her spandex-covered cheeks and squeezed hard, pulling her body flush against his. Rachel gasped as he sloppily kissed her, his thick tongue invading her mouth. She felt like a toy in his powerful arms, small, helpless, and completely overpowered. His enormous cock swelled rapidly, pressing like a steel bar against her belly.
She was gasping for air when she finally spun around in his grip. "Unzip me," she breathed.
Dante's big fingers found the zipper and slowly dragged it down her back. The tight red spandex dress parted, revealing the smooth, sexy line of her spine. Rachel stepped forward, shrugged the dress off her shoulders, and let it fall. Her massive bare breasts spilled free, heavy and full, nipples already stiff with excitement.
Dante growled like a wild animal at the sight.
She wiggled her hips, pushing the dress the rest of the way down and stepping out of it, now standing before him in nothing but a tiny pair of sheer black panties and her red high heels. She kicked the heels off, standing barefoot and nearly naked in front of the giant Black ex-con.
Dante wasted no time. He reached behind his neck and yanked his tight white tee over his head. His massive chest and shoulders rippled with heavy muscle. Rachel stared in awe. Deon had been big, but his father was something else entirely -- a true monster of a man.
"Now you unzip me," he ordered, his voice deep and commanding.
Rachel sank to her knees in front of him. Her hands trembled as she unbuttoned his pants and pulled them open. His tight white briefs were stretched obscenely by the huge bulge beneath. She tugged his pants down, then hooked her fingers into the waistband of his briefs and slowly pulled them out and down.
His huge black cock flopped out heavily, thick and semi-hard, already longer and fatter than his son's.
"Like... no way," Rachel whispered, eyes wide. "That thing is like totally unreal..."
She wrapped both hands around the thick shaft, stroking it reverently as it swelled to full hardness in her grip. It was thicker than Deon's and perhaps an inch longer, an absolute monster of a cock.
"Your black cock is a beast, Dante," she breathed.
Dante grinned down at her. "Glad you like it, white girl. You and it are gonna be best friends. Now show me what that pretty white mouth can do."
Rachel leaned in and began a slow, worshipful blowjob. She licked and kissed every inch of the thick shaft, savoring the heat and power, before opening her mouth wide and taking the fat head inside. She sucked him lovingly, working more and more of his enormous cock between her lips, taking him as deep as she could manage.
Dante groaned in pleasure, but after a few minutes he stopped her, pulling his cock from her mouth with a wet pop.
"Not yet," he growled. "I want to cum in that white pussy first."
Dante stepped out of his pants and shoes, revealing the full, intimidating power of his naked body. He grabbed Rachel like she weighed nothing, throwing her onto the motel bed. Standing beside it, he hooked his powerful arms under her knees and lifted her legs high and wide, folding her nearly in half. Her dripping pussy was perfectly lined up with his monstrous black cock.
Rachel hadn't had real black cock in the three long months since Deon left for college. The desperate ache between her legs had grown so bad she had seriously considered crossing the tracks to the southside one lonely night, cruising the streets in search of anonymous black dick just to take the edge off. When Deon called asking her to pick up his father, she had only hesitated for a few seconds before agreeing.
Dante thrust forward brutally, burying half of his enormous cock inside her in one savage stroke.
"Oh God! Fuck me, Dante!" Rachel screamed, her eyes rolling back. "You're so fucking big!"
He didn't give her time to adjust. Holding her legs high, he began fucking her with long, punishing strokes, driving deeper and deeper into her married white pussy. His heavy balls slapped loudly against her ass with every thrust. Rachel's massive tits bounced wildly on her chest, the sight only fueling Dante's lust.
She came within the first minute, her pussy clamping down hard around his thick shaft as she screamed in ecstasy.
Sweat began to glisten on Dante's brow and massive, barrel-like chest as he pounded her without mercy, the wet, obscene sounds of their fucking filling the cheap motel room.
"I'm gettin' close," he grunted, his voice rough. "And I ain't pullin' out, Bennett."
"Fill me up, Dante!" she begged shamelessly, lost in pure lust. "Flood my white pussy, you big Black stud! Give it to me!"
Dante roared like an animal and slammed his hips forward, burying every inch of his monstrous cock inside her. His orgasm was enormous. Thick, powerful jets of hot cum blasted deep into her womb, rope after heavy rope flooding her. The sheer volume and force triggered the biggest orgasm of Rachel's entire life. Her vision went white, then black. Her body convulsed violently beneath him, her pussy milking his cock desperately as wave after wave of mind-shattering pleasure crashed through her.
When she finally came back to consciousness, her legs were hanging limply over the edge of the bed. A thick, steady river of semen poured from her stretched, gaping pussy onto the cheap motel carpet. Her belly and heavy tits were absolutely splattered with thick ropes of his cum.
Rachel moaned softly, almost delirious with satisfaction. She scooped a large dollop of his warm seed from her breast and brought it to her lips, licking it slowly off her fingers.
"Mmm... so good," she thought dreamily. It tasted even better when it was fresh and hot.
She heard the shower running and stumbled into the bathroom on shaky legs. Pulling the curtain aside, she stepped in and immediately dropped to her knees in front of Dante. She took his still-heavy, cum-smeared cock into her mouth and sucked him lovingly under the hot spray, moaning around his thickness until he groaned deeply and filled her belly with yet another thick load of his potent black seed.
Dante satisfied a deep, aching need that had been building inside Rachel ever since Deon left. For weeks she had been restless, horny, bitchy, and increasingly desperate. Now, with Dante, that hunger was finally being fed.
And for Dante, after eight long years without a woman, Rachel was a feast. Her soft white body, massive tits, tight married pussy, and eager mouth were everything he had dreamed about during those cold prison nights.


They fucked all night long making up for lost time.
He took her in every position -- on her back with her legs over his shoulders, on all fours like an animal, riding him until her thighs gave out. He emptied his heavy balls into her five more times before dawn, flooding her womb, painting her tits, and even shooting thick ropes across her beautiful face. Rachel came so many times she lost count, each orgasm more shattering than the last.
The next morning, Rachel woke first. She looked over at the sleeping giant beside her and felt that familiar hunger stir again. Just like she had done with Deon the very first time, she slid down the bed, took his heavy morning wood in her soft hands, and began a slow, worshipful blowjob.
She licked and kissed every inch of his thick black cock before taking him into her mouth, moaning softly as she sucked him with genuine affection. Dante's seed, she had discovered, was truly delicious, thick, slightly sweet, and addictive. She sucked him lovingly until he woke up groaning and filled her mouth with another heavy load, which she swallowed down with obvious pleasure.
They showered separately. Rachel squeezed her voluptuous body back into the tight red spandex mini dress, the fabric still carrying the faint scent of their night together. When she stepped out, Dante was waiting.
They drove off together.
Several hours later, they arrived back in town. For the first time in her life, Rachel turned the wheel and drove across the railroad tracks, heading deep into the Southside. She had driven Deon home many times over the years, but she had always dropped him off right at the tracks, never daring to go any deeper. Now she was fully immersed in it.
The contrast was immediate. The neat, tree-lined suburban streets gave way to older houses, corner stores, and groups of young men on the sidewalks. Rachel's heart beat faster as she navigated the unfamiliar streets, her hands tight on the wheel.
The streets grew rougher. They passed a dirt parking lot where a group of older black men sat on folding chairs and coolers, laughing and drinking. In the center, two men were throwing dice, crumpled dollar bills scattered in the middle of the pot. Rachel's hands tightened on the steering wheel. This was a world she had only heard about.
Dante watched her with a knowing smile, one big hand resting possessively on her thigh.
"Welcome to my world, Bennett," he rumbled.
Rachel swallowed, feeling a strange mix of nervousness and excitement. She had crossed the tracks and there was no going back now. If Dante called, she'd come and cum.
Dante's house was exactly what she expected, a rundown single-story home with peeling siding, missing shingles on the roof, and a yard overgrown with weeds. The whole place looked tired and neglected.
She pulled into the driveway and put the car in park. Dante got out, but Rachel surprised herself by turning off the engine and following him inside.
The interior was dim. Dante flipped the light switch and the overhead bulb came on. He tried the kitchen faucet, nothing. "I'll need to take care of that," he muttered.
He paused in the living room, staring at a simple urn sitting on the coffee table. Next to it was a framed picture of his mother. Dante sat down heavily on the old couch, eyes locked on the urn.
Rachel spoke softly. "Deon paid for her cremation with money he made from his summer job. My condolences."
Dante didn't reply for a long moment. Eventually he stood and walked down the short hallway into what had once been Deon's room. He stared at the dusty trophies lining the shelf and a framed photo of his son in his graduation gown. The boy looked proud, strong, and full of promise.
Dante's broad shoulders sagged slightly. "I'd like to take you up on your offer, Rachel," he mumbled. "Help me reconcile with my son."
"I'll talk to him for you," she promised. "He'll be back for winter break."
"Thank you," Dante said quietly.
"What are your plans, Dante?" she asked.
"I'm a decent mechanic. I'll try to get a job in a garage, get the water turned back on, fix things up around here."
Sensing he wanted some time alone with his thoughts, Rachel nodded. "Unless you want a quickie before I go, I'll be heading out."
Dante looked at her, a tired but hungry smile tugging at his lips. "I don't do quickies. Give me a call in a few days. You still have the number?"
"I do," she said. "I'll call soon."
Rachel turned and walked back to her car, her red spandex dress still clinging to her body, the faint scent of Dante's cum still on her skin. As she drove away from the rundown house, she glanced in the rearview mirror one last time.
She had crossed the tracks... and she already knew she would be crossing them again very soon.
Rachel drove slowly through the Southside streets, her heart still racing from the night with Dante. She had her sunglasses on, hoping they offered some disguise, though the tight red spandex dress made her feel anything but invisible.
She had secretly hoped Dante would ask her to stay the night with him, or even suggest coming back to her house. Bill was gone for another night. The thought of sleeping alone after the night they had shared felt strangely disappointing.
She passed the group of older black men throw